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chapter  i. — short  and  introductory.- 
my  apology  for  writing  my  life. 


"  Muskets  were  being  carried  down,  and  ammunition.' 


"l/r Y  golden  wedding  is  over — the  service 
in  the  church,  the  receiving  of  kindly 
presents,  the  loving  congratulations,  the 

[Preface.— Within  the  last  fiye  years  the  grave  has 
closed  over  the  ashes  of  one  who  did  a  great  and  good 
work  in  one  of  the  most  remote  parts  of  this  earth,  and 
whose  life  ought  to  have  been  chronicled  by  an  abler 
pen  than  mine.  Few  lives,  I  am  confident,  could  have 
surpassed  this,  either  in  romance,  adventure,  or  in 
variety  of  experience.  Having  had  the  advantage  of 
the  personal  acquaintance  of  the  gentleman  in  question, 
I  have  striven  to  build  upon  the  leading  facts  of  his 
strange  story  this  narrative,  in  the  hope  of  producing 
a  pleasant  and  healthy  book  which  may  profitably 
beguile  the  leisure  hours  of  others  as  the  writing  of  it 
has  undoubtedly  beguiled  mine.— A.  Baker,  Port  Royal, 
Jamaica,  September  18,  1889.] 


¥l\e  8oy'^  Own  "Papei^. 


family  gathering  of  some  threescore  happy 
faces.  The  voices  of  the  last  of  my  guests 
have  died  away  in  the  distance  ;  tlie  great- 
grandchildren,  the  grandcliildi'en,  and  the 
children,  as  we  still  love  to  call  them, 
have  gone  out  by  twos  and  threes  into 
the  darkness,  and  now  even  the  sound  of 
their  feet  has  died  away,  and  I  can  only 
hear  the  beating  of  the  waves  upon  the 
shore,  the  sighing  of  the  wind  among  the 
stately  pines  of  this  my  island  home,  and 
the  merry  chirp  of  the  thousand  grass- 
hoppers intent  on  keepmg  up  the  fete  till 
the  dawn. 

Even  my  beloved  partner  has  gone  to 
rest,  tired  out  by  the  anticipation,  the 
excitement,  the  solemnity,  the  deep  and 
fathomless  love  of  this  happy  day.  Only 
one  lamp  is  left  burning  in  the  house,  and 
that  is  mine.  I  am  left  alone  with  the 
darkness,  thronged  with  memories  innu- 
merable ;  I  am  left  alone  to  listen  to  their 
voices,  to  trace  once  more  the  golden 
thread  of  Divine  guiding  that  runs  through 
all  the  fabric  of  my  miworthy  life.  I  can 
see  the  meaning  of  it  now ;  the  mystery 
which  has  so  often  puzzled  me  is  being 
made  plain. 

A  thousand  warnings  come  to  tell  me 
that  my  work  in  this  world  is  wellnigh 
over ;  that'  I  must  soon  return  from  my 
exile — not  to  my  native  England,  dear, 
green  England,  hut  to  a  less-known 
country  ;  that  my  ashes  must  soon  mingle 
with  the  ashes  of  my  flock  in  the  little 
graveyard  on  the  sea-shore. 

The  yoimger  folk,  as  they  gathered 
round  me  to-day,  reiterated  their  often- 
expressed  wish  that  I  would  write  down 
foT  them  something  of  my  life's  history, 
my  travels  in  many  lands,  my  startling 
adventures  and  hairbreadth  escapes.  So 
many  years  of  loving  obedience  and 
incessant  fiUal  attention  demand  a  far 
greater  recompense  than  I  can  ever  give. 
Their  request  seems  hardly  unreasonable  ; 
for,  with  one  or  two  exceptions,  I  am 
their  only  living  link  with  the  great  world 
which  lies  about  them  ;  and  it  cannot  but 
be  that  most  of  them  will  pass  all  their 
lives  in  this  beautiful  island,  since  the 
means  of  travel  are  very  few  and  far  be- 
tween, very  expensive,  and  very  uncertain, 
owing  to  weather,  want  of  a  harbour, 
home  ties  (which  with  us  are  peculiarly 
binding),  scarcity  of  labour,  and  vast 
stretches  of  ocean  which  have  to  be 
crossed  before  we  can  reach  even  the 
nearest  colony.  We  are  visited  by  a  few 
whalei's,  a  mission  vessel,  an  occasional 
man-of-war,  or  merchant  trader.  But  for 
these  visits,  Aurora  Island  would  be  little 
more  than  a  mere  speck  on  the  map. 

Should  I  shrink,  then,  from  making  a 
written  record  of  my  eventful  life  ?  I 
can  at  least  add  something  to  the  world's 
knowledge  of  God's  unceasing  mercies, 
while  my  posterity  can  learn  not  unim- 
gortant  lessons  from  my  many  failures, 
as  well  as  from  my  few  successes.  I  will 
then,  without  more  ado,  begin  to  write 
down  these  my  recollections  of  my  eighty- 
four  years  of  life,  chequered,  surely  as 
few  men's  lives  have  been,  by  travel, 
peril,  and  all  mamier  of  strange  adven- 
ture, till  I  came  to  this  place,  and  found 
safe  anchorage,  and  loving  hearts  among 
whom  to  lay  my  bones. 


CHAPTER  II. — MY  BIRTH,  PARENTAGE,  AND 
EARLIEST  RECOLLECTIONS — MY  SCHOOL- 
DAYS—MY START  IN  LIFE. 

Something  of  mystery  hangs  over  my 
birth — something  which  I  shall  never 
fathom ;  nor,  indeed,  ha,ye  I  any  wish  to 
renew  the  sad  inqiury.  Let  the  dead  past 
bury  its  dead. 

I  never  saw  my  father.  My  mother 
scarcely  ever  mentioned  him  in  my 
presence,  and  then  only  in  terms  of 
honour.  When  any  one  else  introduced 
his  name  she  always  appeared  greatly 
distressed,  and  would  change  the  subject 
as  soon  as  possible,  nor  would  she  en- 
com-age  in  any  way  my  not  unnatural 
curiosity  as  to  my  family  and  birth.  Once 
only  did  she  give  me  an  invohmtary  cli;e. 
It  was  her  custom  to  come  aiad  see  me 
after  I  was  in  bed  and  to  say  a  prayer  by 
my  bedside ;  and  once,  when  she  had 
come  rather  later  than  usual,  and  I  had 
fallen  into  a  sort  of  half-conscious  doze, 
I  heard  her  say,  as  she  kissed  me  tenderly, 
shading  the  light  with  her  hand — 

"  Poor  fatherless  bairn ;  so  like  his 
father  too.  God  grant  him  as  stainless  a 
life  and  as  glorious  a  death !  " 

Poor  mother  !  Wliatever  the  sad  story 
may  have  been,  whatever  the  irreparable 
mistake  which  threw  a  blight  over  that 
sweet  life,  and  shrouded  its  sun  in  a  per- 
petual gloom  of  death  and  widowhood, 
I  never  rightly  knew  it.  It  is  siiffi- 
cient  to  me  to  remember  how  bravely  she 
bore  her  suffermgs  ;  how  thoroughly  she 
grappled  with  her  sorrows,  and  applied 
herself  to  all  the  duties  of  her  life.  She 
was  to  me  a  lady,  an  English  Christian 
lady,  an  English  Christian  mother.  AU 
that  such  could  do  for  a  wayward  son  like 
me  she  did,  bravely  and  well.  Ail  the 
sympathy,  aU  the  wise  and  patient  teach- 
ing of  siicli  a  mother  were  mine.  I  am 
persuaded  she  would  have  laid  down  her 
life  for  me  at  any  moment. 

O  mother,  sweet  mother !  What  a  halo 
of  heavenly  light  surrounds  your  sacred 
image  m  my  memory  !  You  are  photo- 
graphed on  my  heart  indelibly  by  your 
own  light !  Yom-  voice  is  with  me  by 
night  and  day !  You  move  through  my 
dreams  contmuaUy  !  Yet  what  woidd  I 
not  give  to  see  you  once  more  with  the 
eyes  of  my  body,  to  look  into  yom-  loving 
face  with  proud  satisfaction  beaming  fi-om 
my  own  at  the  thought  of  such  a  mother  ! 
Even  now,  though  I  am  so  near  to  rejoin- 
ing you  !  This  may  not  be  ;  but  we  shall 
doubtless  meet  ere  long,  never  again  to 
be  parted. 

My  earliest  recollections  are  of  a  hiu-ried 
joarney  from  Scotland.  I  can  just  remem- 
ber the  long  cold  ride  in  the  coach  ;  how 
the  roads  were  piled  high  with  the  driven 
snow,  which  yet  fell  uivjeasinglj'  fi-om  a 
leaden  sky,  how  the  icy  draught  found  its 
way  mto  the  coach  till  my  eairs  tingled 
again,  and  at  last  I  fau'ly  cried  with  the 
cold,  and  my  mother  strove  in  vain  to 
comfort  me.  I  can  remember,  too,  how 
crowded  we  were,  and  how  interminable 
that  jom-ney  seemed.  But  at  last  it  came 
to  an  end,  and  we  arrived  safely  at  oiur 
destination,  a  comfortable  old  Warwick- 
shirfe  farmhouse,  which  was  for  many 
years  afterwards  my  home. 

It  was  not  a  house  one  could  easilj* 
forget.  It  stood  entirely  smToimded  by 
far-stretchmg  fields  dotted  with  huge  elms, 
the  relics  of  the  Forest  of  Arden.  Time 


had  dealt  very  leniently  with  it,  and  T 
have  little  doubt  that  it  looked  much  the- 
same  in  Shakspeare's  time  as  it  did  then.. 
Its  walls  were  snowy  white,  crossed  and 
recrossed  by  heavy  beams  of  black  oaky 
and  it  had  great  overhanging  gables  with 
the  same  ancient  timbers  arranged  in 
fantastic  patterns.  Part  of  the  roof  was 
of  thatch,  and  mider  this  the  swallows, 
found  a  snug  harbour,  as  also  did  the 
hornets,  far  less  agreeable  neighbours. 
Our  fi:ont  door,  which  had  doubtless  often 
resounded  to  the  imperious  knocking  of 
Cromwell's  Ironsides  or  Kupert's  Mahg- 
nants,  was  a  massive  piece  of  roughly- 
carved  oak,  about  eight  inches  thick,  the 
heart  of  a  mighty  tree.  It  was  all  I 
could  do  to  shut  it  as  a  Httle  boy.  On 
each  side  of  this  door,  within  a  deep 
rose-covered  porch,  was  a  huge  settle,  a. 
delightfully  cool  seat  on  a  summer's  day. 
Withm,  too,  the  house  was  the  quaintest 
imaginable  ;  every  room  appeared  to  lead, 
into  another,  and  yet  another ;  you  seemed 
to  go  downstairs  by  degrees,  a  step  or  two 
at  a  time,  with  long  stretches  of  passage 
between ;  you  were  always  coming  on 
queer  little  alcoves  and  tall  cupboards  in 
the  most  miexpected  places.  IMj-  little 
room  was  m  one  of  the  gables,  overlook- 
ing the  orchard  ;  a  huge  old  pear-tree  took 
nearly  the  whole  wall  round  the  corner, 
and  some  of  its  arms  had  climbed  beyond 
the  point  where  the  two  walls  met,  and. 
were  trained  along  my  side  of  the  house^ 
and  in  the  autumn  I  had  but  to  open  my 
little  diamoud-paned  window  and  I  covdd 
reach  the  luscious  pears.  There  was  a 
fine  old  garden  on  the  eastern  side,  in 
which  you  might  often  find  a  rose  in 
December,  and  which  was  rich  in  all 
mamier  of  old-fashioned  flowers,  with 
dark  yews  cut  into  quaint  shapes.  On 
the  west  side  were  long  ranges  of  farm- 
buildings,  with  a  backgi'oiuid  of  yeUo'O' 
ricks,  the  haunt  of  imaumerable  sparrows 
and  rats,  my  first  and  happiest  hmitmg- 
ground. 

Under  what  particular  arrangement  we 
came  to  live  in  this  house  I  never  knew. 
My  mother  had  some  light  duties  con- 
nected therewith  which  she  carried  out 
to  the  letter ;  but  the  bulk  of  the  business 
of  the  farm  ^was  in  the  hands  of  a  hind — 
a  brawny  mdi-\  idual,  with  huge  limbs  and 
a  boimdless  capacity  for  beef  and  beer — 
mamed  Ezra  Hobbius.  Ezra's  stock  of 
words  was  very  small,  and  chiefly  limited 
to  farm,  garden,  and  market ;  he  was. 
neither  a  first-rate  reader  nor  a  first-rate- 
■wi'iter,  and  he  kept  his  accomits  in  a 
mamier  known  only  to  himself.  From 
hearing  him  read  the  newspaper,  generally 
about  a  month  old  when  it  reached  us, 
I  noticed  that  whenever  he  came  to  a 
word  which  was  beyond  his  comprehen- 
sion he  used  to  substitute  "  pigtrougli  " 
for  it,  and  it  seemed  to  do  just  as  well. 
The  good  man,  however,  was  very  glad 
when  I  was  sufficiently  educated  to  come 
to  the  rescue,  for  Mrs.  Ezra,  though  a 
very  grand  person,  with  f.n  immense 
quaiitity  of  corkscrew  curls,  was  wholly 
ignorant  of  anj-  matters  save  milk,  butter,, 
cheese,  and  the  many  and  varied  needs 
of  the  Hobbms  family,  which  requu-ed 
enormous  quantities  of  bread  and  mi1k> 
bacon,  and  cordm-oy.  "  Er's  a  gud  'oman," 
Ezra  used  to  say — "  Er's  a  gud  'oman  ; 
but  er's  a  unkid  'oman  at  toimes.  Oi 
dooant  know  as  Oi  could  a  married  a 
1  better,  though." 
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They  are  long  since  gone — 

"Their  graves  are  green, 
They  may  be  seeu," 

but  they  certainly  did  their  work  in  the 
world  a  great  deal  better  than  many  more 
highly-educated  people  of  the  same  class 
do  nowadays,  and  they  were  almost  like 
parents  to  me. 

Ezra,  indeed,  was  a  sort  of  rough 
guardian  angel ;  for  I  was  almost  always 
in  some  sort  of  mischief  when  away  from 
his  tutelage.  He  taught  me  to  distinguish 
the  notes  of  the  different  birds,  their 
different  ways  of  building  their  nests, 
and  their  different  eggs,  of  which  latter, 
under  his  auspices,  I  made  my  first 
collection.  He  taught  me  where  to  look 
for  the  nests  of  the  humble-bees,  whose 
honey  I  foimd  to  be  superior  to  the  most 
unctuoiis  bull's-eyes  or  treacle-sticks  of 
the  village-shop.  Under  his  guidance  I 
laid  siege  to  the  citadel  of  many  a  swarm 
of  wasps,  successfully  defied  the  infuriated 
inhabitants,  and  possessed  mj'self  of  huge 
quantities  of  a  bait  highly  rehshed  by  the 
finny  inliabitauts  of  the  brook.  Many  a 
trudge  we  had  together  over  the  farm,  I 
an  eager  and  attentive  listener,  he  point- 
ing out  the  little  shrew-mouse,  the  mole, 
the  hare  in  her  form,  or  the  trail  of  the 
fox.  He  was  a  great  lover  of  domestic 
animals,  and  would  not  suffer  the  slight- 
est cruelty  towards  them.  Many  a  time 
have  I  heard  him  say,  as  we  followed  the 
sturdy  team  at  the  plough  or  in  the  har- 
vest-field, "  Dooant  bate  'em  now,  dooant 
bate  'em,  they  dooant  wa'ant  no  whip  ; 
yew  fill  their  bellies,  and  they'll  goo."  So 
when  Ezra  had  a  holiday  he  didn't,  like 
the  Sussex  peasant,  buy  two  omices  of 
bacca,  and  sit  on  the  mixen  and  smoke  it 
out,  but  he  generally  spent  it  with  me — 
and  delightful  company  I  found  him. 

In  this  fashion  I  passed  several  years 
of  peaceful  existence,  my  mother  super- 
intending my  daUy  lessons,  which  were 
always  preceded  by  an  hour's  religious 
instruction  in  the  Bible,  my  outdoor  pur- 
suits being  shared  by  Ezra,  and  the  sons 
of  the  neighbouring  farmers,  who,  if  they 
sometimes  led  me  into  mischief,  as  boys 
will  lead  each  other,  taught  me  never- 
theless a  niunber  of  manly  accomphsh- 
ments,  such  as  riding,  jumping,  running, 
and  swimming,  in  all  of  which  as  a  yoimg 
man  I  was  expert.  I  always  thinli  it 
was  greatly  to  our  advantage  that  our 
parish  involved  no  regular  village,  but 
consisted  entirely  of  scattered  groups  of 
houses,  far  apart,  and  extending  over  a 
wide  area,  so  that  we  had  no  special 
corner  whereui  to  congregate,  as  village 
youths  are  wont  to  do,  to  the  fi-equent 
annoyance  of  the  more  elderly  and  staid 
inhabitants,  but  were  thrown  more  upon 
our  own  resources  to  seek  wholesome 
pleasures  over  hill  and  dale. 

On  Sundays  we  all  went  regularly  to 
the  old  chm-ch  of  St.  Lawrence,  which 
stood  in  the  very  centre  of  the  parish,  a 
venerable  cruciform  structure,  with  a  grey 
embattled  tower  at  the  intersection.  I 
well  remember  its  lofty  nave  and  its  long 
low  chancel,  both  nave  and  chancel  filled 
with  tall  pews  naving  very  straight  backs 
and  very  narrow  seats,  little  calculated 
for  the  endurance  of  the  long  and  prosy 
sermons,  interspersed  with  Latin  quota- 
tions, which  were  the  rule. 

The  singing  was  quaintly  rendered  to 
the  accompaniment  of  a  flute,  a  clarionet, 


and  a  violin,  tlie  strings  of  which  last- 
named  instrument  would  often  break  with 
a  loud  snap.  On  the  psalm  being  given 
out,  the  clerk  used  to  chalk  the  number 
thereof  on  a  blackboard,  and  hang  the 
same  in  fi-ont  of  his  desk  for  the  informa- 
tion of  the  learned.  The  school-children 
used  to  sit  in  two  or  three  large  high 
pews  at  the  west  end.  It  was  impossible 
for  them  to  see  anything,  and  nearly  as 
impossible  for  them  to  hear  anything,  and 
we  were  always  painfully  aware  when 
any  of  the  methods,  such  as  scraping  of 
the  feet,  or  cracking  of  nuts,  by  which 
they  showed  their  not  unnatural  impa- 
tience, were  being  visited  with  condign 
pmiishment  in  the  shape  of  a  blow  from 
a  strap  or  a  box  on  the  ear.  But  what 
strikes  me  most,  when  I  think  of  it,  was 
the  ingenious  apparatus  for  heating  the 
church.  In  the  centre  of  the  middle 
aisle  stood  four  posts  supporting  a  small 
platform,  whereon  was  placed  a  stove, 
the  chimney  of  which  passed  through  a 
clerestory  window ;  and  in  the  middle  of 
divine  service,  the  sexton,  a  solemn  per- 
sonage in  rusty  black,  used  to  mount  up 
to  this  platform  by  a  pair  of  steps,  and 
poke  the  fire,  a  process  extremely  trying 
to  the  gravity  of  strangers  miaccustomed 
to  our  ways.  There  being  no  vestrj',  the 
old  Rector  used  to  take  off  his  surphce, 
throw  it  over  the  communion-rail,  and 
change  into  his  gown,  previous  to  preach- 
ing, in  the  presence  of  the  congregation, 
and  on  more  than  one  occasion  I  recollect 
having  observed  him  combing  his  hair 
during  the  psalm  which  preceded  the 
sermon.  In  truth  it  was  an  eccentric 
place,  but  I  learnt  many  a  wholesome 
lesson  there,  and  the  Eector,  with  all  his 
old-fashioned  ways,  was  really  a  very 
faithful  parish  priest,  a  genial  kindly 
gentleman,  beloved  by  all  who  knew  hini. 

When  I  readied  the  age  of  eleven  years, 
my  mother  began  to  bethink  herself  of 
some  school  wherein  I  might  have  the 
advantage  of  a  higher  education  than  she 
could  herself  give,  and  of  mixing  with 
boys  in  my  own  rank  of  hfe.  It  happened 
that  a  worthy  pedagogue  had  lately  settled 
m  our  neighbourhood,  the  report  of  whose 
vast  learning  thrilled  all  the  country-side. 
He  took  in  a  few  yoimgsters  as  boarders, 
and  thither  my  mother  sent  me,  stipu- 
lating for  my  return  home  from  each 
Satm-day  till  Monday,  if  I  had  behaved 
mj'self  well  and  made  satisfactory  pro- 
gress m  my  studies.  Dr.  Du  Cane  was  a 
big  corpulent  man,  with  a  vast  wig,  a  very 
long  hooked  nose,  and  a  pair  of  bright 
gleaming  eyes  that  looked  thi-ough  and 
through  one  ;  a  great  student,  an  equally 
great  bon  vivant,  an  incessant  smoker 
of  long  churchwarden  pipes,  a  person  of 
most  fascinating  manners  and  conversa- 
tion, when  not  troiibled  with  the  gout,  at 
which  time  it  became  exceedingly  prudent 
to  keep  out  of  his  way.  He  had  very 
strong  views  on  the  subject  of  corporal 
pmiislnnent,  and  kept  in  a  certain  cup- 
boafl.-d  in  his  study  great  store  of  birches 
and  canes,  as  I  knew  well  to  my  cost. 

There  was  no  Mrs.  Du  Cane.  The 
household  was  under  the  domination  of  a 
buxom  housekeeper  named  Mrs.  Hogs- 
flesh,  a  lady  of  about  six-and-forty,  who 
looked  after  the  boys'  Unen,  took  upon 
herself  a  grim  guardianship  of  om-  play- 
boxes,  and  gave  the  little  boys  their 
weekly  tub  on  Saturday  nights,  the  daily 
cold  bath  not  having  come  so  much  into 


fashion  as  it  has  nowadays.  There  was 
besides  a  blear-eyed  usher  named  Grogston, 
who  looked  after  us  out  of  school,  was 
generally  obnoxious,  and  wore  Dr.  Du 
Cane's  cast-off  wigs.  How  easily  and  grace- 
fully they  sat  on  the  doctor,  not  a  hair  out 
of  place  !  What  a  venerable  aspect  they 
gave  him !  How  exactly  did  they  seem 
suited  to  protect  and  enhance  the  bound- 
less stores  of  learning  that  lay  beneath  I 
But  when  they  descended  to  the  usher  they 
seemed  ah  at  once  to  have  become  painfully 
aware  that  they  had  fallen  very  low  in 
the  world.  Every  hair  seemed  to  tremble 
with  just  indignation,  and  the  whole  wig 
soon  got  to  wear  a  discontented  and  low- 
life  look,  much  enhanced  by  the  frequent 
splashes  of  ink  and  the  powdered  chalk 
with  which  we  strove  to  adorn  it.  We 
much  preferred,  however,  to  take  our 
morning  walk  with  Grogston,  because  his 
disciplme  was  tdl,  and  we  could  break 
loose,  and  wander  about  at  om  own  sweet 
pleasure.  Wlienever,  therefore,  we  had 
any  particular  reason  for  not  wishing  the 
Doctor  to  accompany  us,  we  used,  during 
his  breakfast,  to  tie  the  weather-vane  so 
that  it  pointed  east,  because  we  knew 
that  nothing  would  induce  him  to  face 
an  east  wind,  let  alone  a  duU  and  classical 
walk  with  about  forty  mutinous  boys. 

Of  this  remarkable  person  many  anec- 
dotes are  told,  of  which  I  shall  content 
myself  with  one,  showing  his  extreme 
simplicity,  and  at  the  same  time  his 
absence  of  mind.  He  had  in  his  cellar 
some  very  fine  port  wine  of  a  celebrated 
vintage,  which  he  only  brought  forth  on 
special  occasions.  To  his  unfeigned 
horror  he  discovered  that  some  larcenous 
person  was  in  the  habit  of  breaking  into 
the  cellar  and  abstracting  this  very  wine, 
the  supply  of  which  was  growing  beauti- 
fully less.  AU  efforts  to  discover  the  thief 
having  proved  firuitless,  the  Doctor,  at- 
tended by  his  faithful  valet  Sam,  repaired 
to  the  cellar  in  great  wratli,  and  there 
held  a  coimcil  of  war.  There  appeared  to 
be  no  remedy  but  to  nail  up  the  ceUar- 
door.  In  answer  to  his  master's  inquiry 
as  to  the  kind  of  nails  most  suitable  for 
the  purpose,  Sam  suggested  tenpeimy 
nails,  and  was  immediately  furnished  with 
a  sovereign,  and  despatched  to  tlie  black- 
smith's to  procure  them.  On  his  return 
the  Doctor  expressed  great  surprise  at- 
receiving  such  a  quantity  of  nails,  and  no 
less  than  nineteen  shiUings  and  twopence 
in  change.  "  Wliy,  Sam,"  cried  he, 
"why  have  you  brought  me  all  this 
change  ?  And  such  a  quantity  of  nails,, 
too!  There  must  be  some  mistake." 
"Why,  sir,"  replied  Sam,  "them  nails  is 
tenpence  a  pound."  "Oh,  really,  Sam, 
are  they  ?  I  thought  they  were  tenpence 
each.  Now,  Sam,  get  into  the  cellar." 
Sam  obeyed,  the  Doctor  followed,  and 
they  at  once  began  gravely  to  nail  up  the 
door  from  the  inside.  After  one  or  two 
naUs  had  been  driven  home  a  bright 
thought  seemed  to  strike  Sam. 

"Please,  sir,"  said  he,  " 'ow  are  us  to 
get  out  ?  " 

"  How  are  we  to  get  out  ?  How  are 
we  to  get  out  ?  Well,  dear  me,  how  are 
we  to  get  out  ?    I  never  thought  of  that." 

I  remained  at  this  school  for  some  four 
years,  and,  though  the  Doctor  lost  no 
opportunity  of  administering  flagellation, 
and  fifequently  declared  me  to  be  the 
most  graceless  young  scoimdrel  he  had 
ever  beheld,  I  have  reason  to  think,  never- 
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theless,  that  he  regarded  me  with  mn:h 
affection :  for  on  receipt  of  a  letter  L-om 
my  mother,  requesting  him  to  send  me 
home  at  once  on  account  of  mv  having 
been  nominated  to  His  Majesty's  Navy, 
he  sent  for  me  mto  his  study,  and  ap- 
peared quite  distressed  at  the  idea  of 
parting.  "  Wliy,  George,"  said  he,  "  so  I 
hear  they're  going  to  make  a  sailor  of 
you._  'Tis  a  great  pity,  I  assure  you.  I 
destined  you  for  a  scholar ;  you  will  be 
quite  tin-own  away  on  rope-yarn  and  tar  ; 
and  you  were  a  good  hand  at  hexameters, 
too;  and  you  could  construe  an  ode  of 
Horace  very  fairly.  Well,  well!  v/hen 
you  come  home  again,  mind,  you  are 
always  welcome  at  this  house  so  long  as 
I  am  here.  There,  go  along,  you  suck- 
ing Nelson,  to  your  bimt-hnes  and  your 


marline-spikes.  There's  a  guinea  for 
you.'^ 

It  is  a  strange  thing,  the  calm,  even 
tenor  of  years  bemg  broken  into  suddenly 
by  a  change  almost  as  great  as  bemg 
ushered  into  another  world.  Here  was  I, 
a  merry  boy,  with  no  thought  but  of  play, 
approaching  study,  more  play,  and  more 
study,  with  meals,  and  a  possible  flogging 
m  between,  and  a  sweet  sleep  in  my  little 
white  bed  to  finish  up  with,  when,  in  one 
short  hour,  "  Heigh  !  presto  !  pass  !  "  and 
I  was  bowling  along  m  a  chaise  aU  to 
myself,  with  nothing  to  remind  me  of 
Hatton  but  the  clieers  of  my  schoolfellows, 
the  Doctor's  guinea,  and  a  huge  grpen 
gooseberry  turnover,  the  parting  gift  of 
Mrs.  Hogsflesh.  Poor  woman !  She 
seemed  quite  bewildered  at  the  idea  of 


ruy  going,  and  said  it  was  a  sin  and  i 
shame  to  send  a  lamb  like  me  over  the 
seas  abroad  ;  nor  could  she  confine  hexsell 
to  lamentation,  but  imprinted  a  loud  kiss 
upon  my  cheek,  highly  flavoured,  since  she 
had  dined  off  steak-and-onions.  I  could 
not  then  feel  the  fnW  meaning  of  leaving 
school.  How  could  I  with  such  expecta- 
tions ?  I  have  often  felt  it  smce.  I  have 
often  longed  for  a  week  of  that  tune,  and 
it  finds  place  again  and  again  in  my 
happiest  dreams. 

But  in  tliis  world,  at  least,  we  are 
always  at  school.  Each  time  of  hfe  has 
its  laborious  lessons,  its  punislmients, 
more  or  less  severe,  and,  thank  God  !  its 
joyous  playtime  too. 

(To  be  continued.) 
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A  SCHOOL  STOEY. 
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('^  OLDSMiTH  never  told  us  that  side-spht- 
J  ting  story  of  "  Old  Grouse  in  the  Gmi- 
room,"  which  had  such  power  to  tickle 
Squire  Hardcastle's  servants  out  of  their 
propriety.  I  have  often  tried  to  guess 
what  it  was,  desiring  to  compare  it  with 
a  story  of  my  own  about  a  grouse  that  at 
one  time  had  as  much  interest  for  me, 
though  not,  perhaps,  of  the  same  kind. 
The  scene  of  tliis  story  is  no  Highland  or 
Yorkshire  moor,  but  a  pubhc  scliool  in 
one  of  the  most  agricultiu-al  counties  oJ 
England. 

There  was  a  fellow  at  school  with  me 
whom  we  called  "  Taffy,"  his  real  name 
being  Rees.  He  and  I,  not  with  my  good 
wiU,  chummed  in  the  same  study  for  a 
term  or  two  ;  but  you  must  imderstand 
that  there  was  not  much  else  in  common 
between  us.  Taffy  was  a  Welshman,  as 
you  may  suppose  ;  and  if  Taffy  turned  out 
a  thief,  it  may  have  been  through  getting 
the  bad  name  of  it.  He  had  also  the 
character  of  bemg  as  mad  as  a  hatter — 

"  Why  hatters,      a  rule,  are  mad, 
I  do  not  know,  nor  does  it  matter." 

But  the  plain  truth  is  that  poor  Rees 
behaved  sometimes  as  if  not  quite  in  his 
right  mind;  and  nobody  envied  me  the 
privilege  of  seeing  so  much  of  him  in  our 
narrow  quarters. 

I  can't  get  on  with  my  story  without 
givmg  you  some  idea  of  the  geography  of 
its  locality.  We  were  boarders  in  the 
head-master's  house — which  was  not  his 
house,  for  he  lived  in  a  detached  one  close 
by,  known  as  the  Warden's  Lodge.  Be- 
tween liis  boarders'  premises  on  one  side 
aiid  the  school  buildmgs  on  the  other, 
connected  with  both  by  a  long  passage, 
had  recently  been  built  a  house  for  the  ac- 
commodation of  the  younger  masters,  who, 
not  having  famihes  or  boarders  of  their 
own,  lived  here  more  comfortably  than  in 
lodgmgs.  Openmg  off  the  passage  fi-om 
oiu-  house  to  theu-s  was  a  room  intended 
for  the  matron's  store-closet ;  but,  some- 
how, it  was  little  used,  luiless  as  a  re- 
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ceptacle  for  empty  boxes,  hampers,  and 
other  lumber. 

WeU,  soon  after  the  beginning  of  the 
autimm  term,  I  having  brought  fi-om  home 
a  large  hamper — the  contents  of  which 
soon  went  the  way  of  such  things — Taffy 
one  evening  helped  me  to  carry  it  to  that 
'  Imnber-room,  as  well  he  might,  considermg 
how  much  he  had  had  to  do  with  emptying 
it.  This  errand  brought  us  near  the  door 
of  the  masters'  common-room  while  they 
were  at  dinner.  On  a  table  outside  the 
door  stood  a  large  dish  containmg  the 
remains  of  two  brace  of  birds,  three  of 
them  m  the  condition  oi  disjecta  membra, 
but  the  fourth  stiU  mitouched — just  as  it 
had  come  out  from  the  banquet  of  our 
minor  gods.  For  the  moment,  none  of 
the  servants  were  to  be  seen ;  so  we  boys 
stole  down  the  empty  passage  to  look  and 
to  sniff,  though  this,  properly,  was  for- 
bidden groimd  to  us. 

"  Grouse,  aren't  they  ?  "  said  Taffy,  and 
I  remarked  that  the  masters  were  lucky 
feUows  to  have  such  hampers  sent  them. 

"  I  say,  wouldn't  that  one  be  jolly  for 
our  supper  ?  "  Taffy  went  on.  "I  have  a 
good  mind  to  bag  it." 

"  Like  to  see  you  !  "  said  I,  never  m  the 
least  supposmg  that  he  would  ventm-e  to 
do  anythmg  of  tlie  sort. 

"  Here  goes,  then  !  "  and,  to  my  amaze- 
ment and  dismay,  tliat  mad  feUow  snatched 
up  the  whole  grouse  and  bolted  with  it 
along  the  passage. 

"  What  are  you  about,  man  ?  "  cried  I. 
"  You  win  get  into  an  awful  scrape  !  " 

So  Taffy  seemed  to  be  aware  on  speedy- 
reflection,  for,  at  the  soimd  of  approaching 
footsteps,  he  suddenly  turned  for  hiding 
into  the  store-room  already  mentioned, 
where  I  followed  him  with  renewed  pro- 
tests. 

"  Whatever  tempted  you  to  try  such  a 
trick  ?  You  are  sure  to  be  found  out !  " 
I  put  my  remonstrance  on  no  higher 
groimd,  though  I  M-iU  say  for  myself  that 
I  would  never  have  thought  of  prigging 
the  leavings  of  a  dinner-table. 


"  Not  a  bit  of  it ;  the  chances  are  it  will 
never  be  missed !  "  said  Taffj-,  in  high  ex- 
citement. "  We  must  smuggle  it  up  to 
our  study,  and  have  a  splendid  feed." 

"  But  you  are  bound  to  be  seen  carrying 
it  through  the  house." 

"  Couldn't  you  stow  it  away  mider  yom- 
jacket '?  "  said  Taffy,  who  was  hunself  thin 
and  lanky,  with  his  clothes  always  too 
tight  for  him. 

"  No,  indeed  !  I  wiU  have  nothing  to 
do  with  it." 

"  Then,  I'll  tell  you  what — we  must  hide 
it  here  tiU  we  get  a  chance  of  bringing  it 
safe." 

He  was  at  no  loss  for  a  hiding-place. 
The  room  was  half  full  of  empty  hampers 
like  that  one  I  had  just  added  to  the  heap. 
Into  the  first  that  came  handy  Taffy 
popped  his  prize,  covering  it  up  with  straw. 
Then  we  had  to  wait  a  minute  or  two, 
while  servants  were  passing  to  and  fro  in 
the  passage.  As  soon  as  the  coast  was 
clear,  we  slipped  out  and  hiu-ried  off  to 
our  ovm  side  of  the  house.  Thus  I  fomid 
myself  the  imwiUing  accomphce  in  an  act 
of  petty  larceny. 

"  Whj",  you  dared  me  to  do  it !  "  said 
Taffy,  when  I  tried  to  make  plain  to  him 
that  I  would  have  no  hand  in  the  business. 
"  You  don't  mean  to  saj'  that,  after  that, 
you  would  tell."  ■ 

"  Of  com-se  I  don't ;  but  why  do  you 
want  to  get  me  %\  ith  you  into  such  a  low 
scrape  ? " 

I  was  relieved  that  we  at  least  met 
nobody  who  could  bear  witness  agamst  us 
as  seen  in  this  part  of  the  house,  where, 
by  rights,  we  had  no  business.  Apart 
from  the  mipleasantness  of  having  perhaps 
to  shield  Taffy,  accordmg  to  those  Medo- 
Persian  laws  which  forbid  a  schoolboy 
to  betray  his  comrades'  delinqiiencies,  I 
could  see  that  it  might  be  difficult  for  me 
to  prove  my  ovs  n  umocence,  especiaUj-  if 
Taffj'  stuck  to  the  story  of  my  "  daring  " 
him  to  lay  hands  on  the  grouse,  as  he  put 
it.  However  clear  my  conscience  was  as 
to  this,  I  felt  that  I  must  have  an  awkward 


part  to  play  in  the  inquirywhich,  it  seemed, 
could  not  fail  to  follow  the  disappearance 
of  such  a  tit-bit ;  and  I  wished  with  all  my 
heart  that  in  this  errand  I  had  not  been 
coupled  with  so  dangerous  a  companion. 

Eees  also  appeared  now  to  have  partly 
realised  the  peril  of  his  freak.  He  made 
no  fiu-ther  proposal  to  get  at  the  grouse 
for  supper.  When  the  time  came,  we  sat 
down  to  our  bare  bread  and  cheese  among 
the  rest ;  then,  though  that  greedy  Taffy 
ate  enough  for  two,  he  must  needs  whisper 
to  me — 

"  I  say,  if  we  only  had  it  in  the  study  !  " 

"  Bother,  I  don't  want  to  hear  anything 
more  about  it,"  was  my  answer. 

But  could  we  expect  to  hear  no  more 
aboi^t  it,  and  from  those  who  would  not 
Mghtly  go  without  an  answer  ?  Wliile  we 
youngsters  sat  noisily  at  table  in  the  hall, 
two  of  the  prefects,  Seton  and  Mellish, 
walking  up  and  down  to  keep  some  show 
of  order,  a  hush  fell  as  there  entered  Mr. 
Wyatt,  the  house-master,  or  first-lieii- 
tenant  of  the  Head  in  all  that  concerned 
his  boarders'  discipline.  Mr.  Wyatt  did 
not  usually  visit  us  at  supper,  and  I  at 
once  suspected  he  had  come  about  that 
unlucky  bird,  the  more  so  when  he 
beckoned  Seton  out  to  the  door,  where 
they  stood  talking  in  a  low  tone,  as  on 
some  subject  of  importance. 

I  kicked  Taffy's  shins  imder  the  table, 
and  if  ever  a  boy  looked  frightened,  it  was 
he.  Presently  Mellish  was  called  into 
council ;  and  when  Mr.  Wyatt  went  away, 
the  prefects  had  a  confabulation  of  their 
own.  The  other  fellows  couldn't  guess 
what  all  this  was  about ;  but  two  of  us 
made  uneasily  sure  that  the  matter  of  the 
missing  grouse  had  been  put  into  the 
hands  of  the  sixth  form,  to  hold  inquest 
on  and  deal  with  as  might  seem  desirable. 
A  prefect's  punishment  was  no  joke,  and 
these  jiidges  were  more  likely  than  the 
masters  to  get  at  the  truth  of  such  offences. 
Even  if  it  could  be  concealed  for  a  time, 
there  was  such  a  thing  as  running  the 
gauntlet  of  the  whole  house  for  any  crimi- 
nal detected  in  the  end  as  having  got  the 
community  into  a  scrape. 

So  Taffy  and  I  felt  it  a  welcome  respite 
when  we  were  allowed  to  leave  supper 
without  a  word  being  said  of  the  terrors 
hanging  over  us.  We  rushed  lap  to  our 
study,  and  bolted  the  door  that  we  might 
more  freely  give  way  to  our  mutual  re- 
proaches. 

"  I  say,  we  are  in  for  it,"  ejaculated 
Taffy,  dismally,  for  he  was  a  kind  of  fellow 
in  whom  fits  of  reckless  excitement  alter- 
nated with  a  reaction  into  the  most  abject 
dumps. 

"  ^Vhat  did  I  tell  you,  then,  you  idiot ! 
And  why  do  you  say  we  ?  as  if  I  ever 
meddled  with  the  thing !  " 

"  Well,  it  was  you  put  it  into  my 
head." 

"  Taffy !  " 

"You  said  I  daren't  do  it.  A  fellow 
doesn't  like  to  be  chaffed  for  a  coward." 

"  How  could  I  know  you  were  such  a 
fool  as  not  to  think  I  was  joking  ?  " 

"  How  was  I  to  know  you  wouldn't  back 
me  up,  when  you  choved  me  on  to  it  ?  " 
whined  Taffy.  "  You  were  to  go  halves, 
of  course ;  but  I  never  dreamt  you  were 
so  mean  as  to  get  me  into  a  scrape,  and 
then  try  to  sneak  out  of  it." 

"  I  wish  I  had  never  had  anything  to 
do  with  you  and  yoiur  scrapes!"  ex- 
claimed I. 


"  You  wouldn't  say  that  if  we  had  the 
grouse  here,"  retorted  Taffy. 

Thus  we  went  on  wrangling,  and  got  to 
high  words,  in  the  midst  of  which  came  a 
kick  at  our  door.  We  ill-yoked  accom- 
plices started  in  alarm,  having  so  much 
cause  to  fear  a  summons  before  the  autho- 
rities. It  was  indeed  the  voice  of  Mellish, 
the  prefect,  who  now  interrupted  our  de- 
bate. 

"  Shut  wp  that  row,  you  youngsters, 
and  get  to  your  work  !  "  he  said,  passing 
on. 

That  was  all.  We  drew  our  breath 
more  freely.  In  case  the  prefect  should 
return  to  see  that  his  behests  were  obeyed, 
we  got  out  om-  Euripides  and  dictionaries 
to  prepare  to-morrow's  lesson ;  but,  speak- 
ing in  whispers  now,  as  if  the  walls  had 
ears,  we  continued  to  discuss  that  absorb- 
ing subject.  And  the  end  of  it  was  that  I 
promised  not  only  to  keep  Taffy's  secret, 
but  even  to  assist  him  in  making  away 
with  the  corpus  delicti,  somehow  or  other. 
It  would  have  been  wiser  of  me  to  have 
had  nothing  more  to  do  with  the  matter  ; 
but  none  of  us  are  wise  at  all  times  ;  and, 
besides  being  touched  by  Taffy's  evident 
dread  of  discovery,  I  could  not  banish  the 
notion  that  he  might  implicate  me,  either 
through  cimning  or  stupidity — he  had  both. 

At  length  we  set  to  work  on  oiu-  Greek, 
but  you  may  guess  that  it  was  not  very 
well  learned,  so  that  you  will  not  be  sur- 
prised to  hear  how  next  morning  we  both 
broke  down  in  the  lesson  and  had  it  all  to 
write  out.  This  was  the  first  of  a  series 
of  troubles  which  happened  to  me  through 
that  bird  of  ill-omen.  Again  and  again 
had  I  cause  to  wish  that  I  had  never  set 
eyes  on  it.  And  yet,  not  to  keep  the 
reader  in  suspense,as  we  were  kept  for  days, 
the  strange  thing  is  that  nothing  was  said 
about  the  grouse  after  all.  It  appeared 
never  to  have  been  missed ;  at  all  events, 
we  heard  of  no  inquiry  over  it.  Our  own 
suspicious  fears  were  the  only  whips  that 
drove  us  to  repentance,  none  the  less 
heartfelt  that  it  tiurned  out  to  be  some 
other  bxisiness  on  which  Mr.  Wyatt  had 
been  holding  coimcil  with  the  prefects. 

Taffy  and  I  slept  in  different  dormi- 
tories, so  I  heard  no  more  of  the  grouse 
that  night,  and  you  may  be  siure  I  took 
care  not  to  say  a  word  about  it  to  any  one. 
But  I  dreamed  of  the  beast  sitting  on  my 
breast  hke  a  nightmare  and  jrophesying 
all  sorts  of  evil.  Next  morning,  while 
dressing,  I  tried  to  shake  off  these  sinister 
anticipations,  telling  myself  that  so  long 
as  we  held  our  tongues  nobody  could  bring 
the  theft  home  to  Taffy,  and  he  would  get 
no  chance  to  accuse  me,  as  he  seemed  mad 
enough  to  do  for  the  mere  sake  of  having 
a  companion  in  calamity. 

I  meant  to  keep  clear  of  him  as  long  as 
I  could,  so  as  to  hear  the  less  of  his  con- 
fidences, and  I  did  not  go  into  our  study 
before  breakfast.  But,  for  all  my  desire 
to  have  no  more  to  do  with  the  grouse,  a 
certain  fascination  drew  me  towards  it. 
Without  asking  him  to  accompany  me,  I 
found  an  excuse  for  paying  a  visit  to  that 
store-room  where  his  booty  was  hidden. 
For  one  thing,  I  wanted  to  make  sure 
that  it  was  not  my  hamper  in  which  he 
had  stowed  it  away  ;  at  the  time  we  had 
both  been  in  such  a  flurry  that  I  hardly 
noticed  where  he  put  it. 

But,  as  I  cautiously  approached  the 
room,  I  heard  voices  within  which  brought 
me  to  a  stop. 


"  I  can't  have  the  place  littered  up  in 
this  way,"  our  matron  was  saying,  appa- 
rently to  one  of  the  maids.  "  Ask  James 
to  come  up  and  clear  away  these  hampers  ; 
and  the  boys  must  be  told  to  find  some 
other  place  for  shooting  their  riibbish." 

I  quickly  made  off,  scarcely  knowing 
whether  to  be  glad  or  sorry  of  what  I  had 
heard.  On  the  whole,  it  seemed  to  me  a 
good  thing,  imless  James  the  porter  took 
to  looking  into  the  hampers,  which  was 
not  likely.  Else,  he  would  carry  them  off 
to  pile  up  somewhere  in  a  heap,  beneath 
which  the  grouse  would  lie  buried  for 
months,  and  I  feV  as  well  pleased  not  to 
know  what  had  become  of  it. 

Now  I  went  to  look  for  Taffy,  and  told 
him  my  news. 

"  You  will  never  see  the  grouse  again, 
and  I  hope  we  shall  never  hear  of  it." 

"  But  it  isn't  in  the  hamper,"  he  said, 
with  a  look  meant  to  be  knowing. 

"  Where  on  earth  is  it,  then  ?  " 

"  You  see,  I  got  up  very  early." 

"  WeU  ?  "  said  I. 

"  And  I  went  there  to  look  after  it." 
"Well?" 

"  And  I  took  it  out." 

"  Well  ?  "  I  repeated  impatiently. 

"  Well,  I  was  bringing  it  along,  when  I 
heard  James  coming  to  sweep  out  the 
rooms." 

"  And  what  did  you  do  ?  " 

"  I  slipped  into  the  library,  and  hid  it 
behind  a  big  dictionary  in  three  volumes." 

"  Was  there  ever  such  an  ass  !  "  I  ex- 
claimed. "  Somebody  is  sure  to  find  it 
there." 

"  I  don't  think  they  will,"  said  Taffy, 
gaping  like  a  fish  in  his  silly  way.  "  The 
dictionary  was  as  dusty  as  if  nobody  had 
taken  it  out  for  the  last  year." 

But  just  then  we  were  sin-roimded  by  a 
throng  of  boys  hiu-rying  in  to  breakfast, 
in  the  midst  of  whose  chaff  and  nonsense 
Taffy  and  I  could  have  no  more  confi- 
dential conversation.  I  was  left  to  rage 
internally  at  his  folly  in  bestowing  the 
grouse  in  such  a  place,  and  the  chance 
through  which  he  had  found  one  of  the 
bookcases  unlocked.  The  library  was  open 
to  all  of  us  only  on  Wednesdays  and  Satur- 
days fi-om  twelve  to  one  o'clock,  the  pre- 
fects taking  week  about  to  be  in  charge  of 
giving  out  books.  Each  of  the  masters  had 
a  key ;  the  sixth  form  also  were  free  of 
it,  and  any  other  boy  who  got  permission 
for  a  special  purpose.  A  dozen  people 
might  be  rummaging  the  shelves  every 
day.  This  was  Wednesday  morning,  whei? 
Taffy  had  the  right  to  present  himself  on 
the  excuse  of  taking  out  a  story-book  ;  but 
there  were  sure  to  be  a  lot  of  other  fellows 
aboiit,  and,  anyhow,  the  prefect  in  charge  ; 
how  then  was  he  to  get  at  the  grouse  with- 
out being  noticed  ? 

Secrecy  would  be  doubly  needful  if  after 
breakfast  the  theft  came  to  be  denoimced, 
as  I  expected,  for  this  was  a  time  the  pre- 
fects commonly  chose  to  hold  their  in- 
formal courts  of  jixstice.  I  wondered  that 
Taffy  would  go  on  laughing  and  chattering, 
flinging  pellets  of  bread  at  his  neighbours, 
behaving  in  his  lunatic  way,  when  such 
a  sword  of  Damocles  hung  over  our  meal. 
He  was  in  the  wildest  spirits  again,  as  if 
he  believed  himself  really  to  have  got  rid 
of  the  grouse  for  good.  But  my  forebod- 
ings were  not  justified.  Breakfast  ended, 
the  prefects  went  off  to  their  own  room  or 
to  the  fives-court,  without  a  word  about 
a  "row."    It  was  very  strange.    Then  I 
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took  to  imagining  that  so  serious  a  matter 
might  have  been  laid  before  the  Head. 

I  did  not  find  an  opportunity  of  talking 
privately  to  Taffy  till  we  were  in  school. 
There,  after  oiir  catastrophe  over  Eiu-i- 
pides,  I  whispered  in  his  ear — 

"  You  must  go  to  the  library  at  twelve, 
and  try  to  fetch  it  away  somehow.  It  will 
never  do  to  leave  the  tiling  there." 

"  All  right — I'll  try,"  he  muttered  back, 
just  when,  as  ill-luck  would  have  it,  the 
master's  eye  fell  upon  us,  and  he  gave  us 
both  an  hour's  detention  for  talking  in 
school,  which  did  not  put  me  into  a  more 
cheerful  himiour. 

This  detention  was  a  new  and  unpopular 
pimishment  among  iis.  It  meant  being 
kept  in  school  from  twelve  to  one,  the  very 
hoiu'  at  which  we  might  visit  the  library. 
Most  of  the  masters,  indeed,  enjoying  this 
confinement  as  little  as  did  the  culprits 


committed  to  them,  would  release  us  a 
few  minutes  short  of  the  hour,  if  we  had 
sat  out  the  rest  without  giving  troixble. 
But  Mr.  Wyatt,  to  whose  turn  it  fell  to 
keep  detention  that  day,  was  a  hard  man 
in  such  matters ;  and,  annoyed  because 
some  of  us  went  on  looking  at  our  watches 
and  giving  other  plain  hints  of  restless- 
ness, he  would  not  let  us  go  till  one  o'clock 
struck. 

Taffy  and  I  flew  roimd  to  the  library, 
where  we  found  the  prefect  already  com- 
ing away.  This  was  MeUish,  who  had  been 
a  prefect  only  since  the  beginning  of  the 
term,  and  was  very  fussy  and  conseqiiential 
about  his  fimctions. 

"  Now  then  !  if  you  want  a  book  you 
should  come  in  time,"  was  the  salutation 
to  us. 

"  Oh,  MeUish,  please !  We  were  de- 
tained." 


"  Then  you  will  be  all  the  better  of  hav- 
ing more  time  to  give  to  your  work,  in- 
stead of  reading  novels  and  such-like.  You 
must  wait  now  till  Saturday." 

"  But  mayn't  we  just  go  in  and  look  if 
there's  any  book  I  should  like  to  have  on 
Satru:day  ?  " 

"  Nonsense  !  Get  along !  You  will  be 
late  for  dinner,  too,  if  you  don't  lookout." 

"  That's  no  great  matter,"  said  Taffy, 
"  when  it's  sure  to  be  boiled  mutton  to-day, 
and  no  pudding.  Why  don't  we  have  fish, 
and  game,  and  thingc,  like  the  masters  ?  " 

I  could  hardly  believe  my  ears  when  I 
heard  him  cooUy  touching  on  this  dan- 
gerous point.  But  Mellish  only  laughed 
at  him,  as  everybody  did  at  Taffy's  silly 
talk.  I  took  this  for  a  comfortmg  sign 
that,  as  yet,  nothing  had  been  found  out 
about  the  grouse. 

(To  be  continiLed.) 
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"  Ts  there  notJiing  in  sight  yet,  Jake  ?  " 

J.  "  Nary  thing.  Bob  ;  but  don't  talk  so 
loud — I  guess  poor  Louis  is  asleep." 

"  Best  thing  for  him,  poor  little  chap ; 
he  won't  feel  it  while  he's  asleep.  I  only 
wish  I  could  sleep  a  bit,  too  ;  but  how's  a 
fellow  to  sleep  with  his  throat  and  tongue 
red  hot,  and  all  the  skin  off  his  lips  as  if 
he'd  been  drinkin'  bilin'  water  ?  " 

Then  the  two  boys  were  silent,  and 
stared  haggardly  with  their  sunken  eyes 
at  the  clear,  sunlit,  cruel  sky  overhead, 
and  the  bright,  beaiitiful,  merciless  sea  all 
around  them. 

Sky  and  sea,  sea  and  sky.  A  tremen- 
dous soUtude,  a  dreary  and  awful  silence. 
No  shade,  no  shelter  ;  only  one  blistering, 
scorching  glare,  against  which  the  tattered 
strip  of  sail-cloth  spread  out  over  the  raft 
upon  two  or  three  broken  spars  was  a 
frail  defence  indeed.  Far  as  the  eye 
could  reach  there  was  neither  sight  nor 
sound  of  life.  It  seemed  as  if  the  world 
and  aU  that  breathed  on  it  were  dead,  and 
only  tJtey  left  living,  living  on. 

Little  Louis  tiurned  and  moaned  in  his 
feverish  sleep,  and  the  two  elder  boys  bent 
over  him  tenderly. 

It  was  hut  too  plain  that  this  was  no 
refreshing  slumber  of  repose,  and  that 
even  in  his  dreams  the  worn-out  sufferer 
was  haunted  by  an  ever-present  sense  of 
the  misery  that  was  devoiiring  them  all. 
The  small,  childlike  features  worked  con- 
vulsively, the  teeth  were  set,  the  thin 
hands  were  clenched  as  though  in  a  mortal 
struggle,  and  the  few  French  words  that 
burst  from  his  quivering  lips  came  forth 
harsh  and  broken  as  if  by  a  spasm  of 
pain. 

"  He's  dreaming  about  the  fire"  whis- 
pered Bob  Harris  to  Jake  Merritt ;  "  do 
.you  hear  how  he  keeps  on  saying  '  Feu, 
feu'?" 

The  Massachusetts  boy  answered  only 
by  an  instinctive  shudder,  for  the  very 


CHAPTER  I. — ON  THE  RAFT. 

soimd  of  the  fatal  word  seemed  to  carry 
them  back  at  once  to  the  burning  ship 
from  which  they  had  escaped  as  if  by 
miracle  three  nights  before,  though  to  all 
appearance  the  fire  had  spared  them  only 
to  let  them  die  by  the  Ungering  agony  of 
thirst  and  hunger. 

In  a  moment  the  whole  scene  was 
before  them  again  in  all  its  terrible  vivid- 
ness— the  fierce  red  glare  breaking  sud- 
denly through  the  blackness  of  midnight ; 
the  roar  and  crackle  of  the  flames  as 
they  coiled  aroimd  the  bulwarks,  or  darted 
their  long  tongues  of  fire  in  and  out  of  the 
rigging ;  the  crash  of  blazing  spars  as 
they  fell  thundering  upon  the  deck,  or 
hissed  in  the  sullen  waters  below  ;  the 
savage  cries  of  the  brutal  sailors,  who  beat 
them  back  from  the  already  overcrowded 
boats  ;  the  frantic  struggle  to  piece  their 
raft  together  before  the  flames  (whose  hot 
breath  came  nearer  and  nearer  every 
moment)  could  reach  and  devour  them  ; 
and  their  flight  at  last  upon  the  few  frail 
planks  which  were  all  that  lay  between 
them  and  death,  with  the  ship  one  red 
roaring  blaze  behind  them,  while  the  fire- 
lit  sea  all  aromid  was  flashed  into  dancing 
ripples  of  flame  by  the  scores  of  himgry 
sharks  that  were  speeding  up  from  every 
side  toward  the  fatal  glare  which  promised 
them  a  rich  harvest  of  prey. 

Bob  dipped  his  bm-ning  hand  in  the 
cool  sea-water,  and  then  laid  it  gently 
upon  Louis's  parched  forehead.  The  cool- 
ing touch  appeared  to  soothe  the  little 
sufferer,  who  mm-miired  softly  "  Merci, 
chere  mere,"  as  his  di-eams  restored  him 
for  one  happy  moment  to  the  loving  arms 
that  would  never  enfold  him  again. 

The  remaining  two  of  the  five  cast- 
aways were  sitting  at  the  further  end  of 
the  raft,  just  within  the  shadow  of  the 
rude  awning.  One  of  them — who  had  the 
light  hair,  broad  face,  and  strong,  large- 
boned  fi-ame  of  a  North  German — was 


playing  a  fishing-line  in  the  water  (baited 
with  a  red  rag  fi'om  his  tattered  flannel 
shirt)  in  a  listless  way  which  showed  he  had 
little  hope  of  success. 

The  other  sat  crouching  with  his  elbows 
on  his  knees,  and  his  chm  propped  upon 
his  clenched  hands,  looking  straight  before 
him  with  a  blank,  imseeing  stare  that 
showed  no  remnant  of  that  overflowing 
Irish  drollery  which  Mike  O'Brien  had 
hitherto  preserved  imder  aU  hardships, 
and  even  imder  the  constant  ill-usage  of 
the  captain  and  crew. 

Suddenly  Louis  opened  his  eyes  with  a 
happy  smile,  which  instantly  faded  as  he 
looked  around  him. 

"  0  del  !  it  was  onlj'  von  dream,  den  !  I 
tuik  ve  all  go  on  ze  shore,  and  it  was  si 
beau — so  fine  !  " 

But  just  then  his  wandering  glance 
became  fixed  and  piercing,  and,  stretching 
out  his  wasted  hand,  he  cried  excitedly  : 

"  Terre,  terre  I  Dere  it  is — ze  veree 
land  I  did  dream  of !  " 

Bob  and  Jake  looked  eagerly  where  he 
was  pointmg,  and  started  as  thetj  also 
thought  they  could  make  out  land,  or 
something  very  lilve  it,  in  that  direction, 
though  Mike  O'Brien  and  Karl  Hoffmann, 
after  looking  their  hardest,  declared  that 
they  could  see  nothing. 

But  after  a  long  pause,  during  which 
the  cm'rejit  bore  them  steadily  toward  the 
supposed  land,  a  general  shout  told  that 
there  could  be  no  further  question  about 
it.  Not  many  miles  to  the  south-west  lay 
a  small,  low,  thickly-wooded  island,  at  one 
end  of  which  towered  a  tall,  spear-pointed 
crag,  crowned  by  three  palm-trees. 

"  Guess  that  must  be  one  of  the  Mal- 
dive  Isles,"  said  Jake  Merritt.  "  I  know 
they're  somewhere  hereabouts,  and  we've 
been  goin'  right  toward  'em  aU  this 
while." 

As  they  neared  the  islet  cornfields  and 
plantations  began  to  show  themselves  he'"~ 
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and  there  among  the  trees,  behind  which 
Jake  thought  he  could  distinguish  houses. 
A  few  minutes  later  he  announced  that 
he  was  now  quite  sure  of  it,  and  that 
there  appeared  to  be  a  good  many  of  them. 
In  fact,  it  was  not  long  before  the  whole 
party  could  make  out  a  number  of  small 
thatched  houses  of  the  ordinary  Eastern 
type,  half  bm'ied  in  rich  tropical  vegeta- 
tion. 

AU  these  signs  of  peace  and  comfort 
made  the  spot  seem  a  perfect  Paradise  to 
the  famished  and  wave-tossed  castaways, 
who  now  gave  free  vent  to  their  delight. 

"Ven  I  do  come  on  ze  shore,"  said 
Louis,  with  a  siidden  flush  of  joy  on  his 
wan  face,  "  I  sail  sleep  for  tree  day  !  " 

"  And  Oi'U  make  an  illigant  supper  of 
thim  cocoanuts,  annyhow,"  cried  Mike 
O'Brien,  with  sparkling  eyes. 

"  Und  for  me,  I  zall  drink  zo  moch 
wasser  as  could  float  one  boat !  "  added 
Karl  Hoffmann,  licking  his  thirsty  lips  at 
the  thought. 

Nearer  they  came — nearer — nearer  still 
— till  at  last  they  seemed  to  be  barely  four 
•or  five  miles  from  the  coveted  land,  every 
point  of  which  was  now  perfectly  clear. 
'Then  suddenly  the  great  pinnacle  of  rock 
.appeared  to  reel  and  qiiiver,  the  graceful 
■palms  grew  blurred  and  dim  as  if  seen 
through  a  wet  glass,  and  the  beautiful 
picture  melted  away  like  a  dream,  leaving 
not  a  trace  behind. 

"  Och  !  what's  this  at  all,  at  all  ?  " 
Kjried  Mike  O'Brien,  in  dismay. 

The  reply  came  from  Bob  Harris's 
■cracked  and  bleeding  lips,  in  a  voice 
.scarcely  audible  : 

"  It's  death  to  us  all  !  " 


CHAPTER  II. — THROUGH  DARKNESS  AND 
STORM. 

BUT  our  heroes  soon  had  something  else 
to  think  about.  Hardly  had  the  last 
'trace  of  the  mirage  disappeared,  when 
.signs  of  evil  began  to  show  themselves  on 
every  side,  such  as  even  these  young 
sailors  could  not  mistake. 

A  hot,  close,  oppressive  feeling  seemed 
(        to  fill  the  whole  air,  deepening  the  ghostly 
effect  of  the  terrible  silence,  which  was 
not  like  the  stillness  of  repose,  but  the 
grim  hush  that  heralds  the  approach  of 
some  awful  catastrophe.    Far  in  the  dis- 
I         tance,  a  grey,  spectral  haze  was  beginning 
to  spread  itself  upward  toward  the  setting 
,         sun,  the  light   of  which   was  growing 
ominously  sickly  and  dim. 

Little  by  little,  the  gathering  dimness 
■  overspread  the  whole  western  sky.  Not  a 
breath  of  wind  stirred  the  hot,  lifeless  air, 
,  .and  beneath  that  deepening  gloom  the 
dead,  glassy  smoothness  of  the  great  waste 
of  waters  looked  weird  and  unearthly. 
'  The  boys,  who  had  simk  down  hope- 

lessly when  the  phantom  island  melted 
away,  all  rose  from  their  places  as  if  obey- 
ing an  order,  and  proceeded  to  make  fast 
little  Louis  with  ropes  to  the  strongest 
part  of  the  raft ;  having  done  which,  they 
secured  themselves  in  like  manner.  Not 
a  word  was  spoken  by  any  one  while  they 
did  so.  They  had  no  time  to  waste  in 
talking,  and  no  words  were  needed  to  tell 
them  what  was  at  hand. 

But,  quick  though  they  were  with  their 
'         work,  it  was  finished  not  a  moment  too 
t300n.    Scarcely  had  the  last  knot  been 


tied,  when'  the  sun  plimged  into  the  sea 
like  a  red-hot  cannon-ball.  Night  rushed 
upon  day..  The  darkening  sky  overhung 
the  darkening  sea  like  a  roof  of  black 
marble. 

Suddenly  a  blinding  glare  of  lightning 
tore  up  the  great  mass  of  blackness  from 
east  to  west.  Then  came  a  clap  of  thimder, 
like  a  hundred  pieces  of  brass  cannon  all 
fired  at  once,  and  the  tropical  storm  was 
upon  them  in  aU  its  terrors. 

Away  they  flew  like  straws  driven  by 
a  whirlwind,  deafened  by  the  thimder, 
blinded  by  the  lashing  spray,  and  half- 
strangled  by  the  fiurious  wind,  which 
seemed  to  tear  the  very  breath  from  their 
lips.  Up  and  down,  up  and  down — now 
buried  in  a  gloomy  hoUow  between  two 
great  hills  of  water,  now  hurled  far  aloft 
on  the  foaming  crest  of  a  giant  wave, 
which  stood  out  horribly  bright  for  one 
moment  in  the  blue  glare  of  the  lightning. 

No  rest,  no  mercy,  no  hope.  Crash  upon 
crash,  the  great  billows  came  leaping  and 
roaring  on.  The  lightning  flamed  and 
flared  through  the  inky  sky  till  it  was  all 
ablaze,  and  the  sharp,  rattling  cannonade 
of  the  thunder  never  ceased.  The  whole 
universe  seemed  one  great  battle. 

Five  boys  upon  a  tiny  raft,  in  the  fidl 
fury  of  a  tempest  which  could  have  cap- 
sized a  five-thousand-ton  steamer  like  a 
rocking-chair.  A  few  thin  planks,  a  few 
twists  of  rope,  against  the  whole  might  of 
the  Indian  Ocean  in  its  wrath. 

At  times  a  dreadful  sense  of  loneliness 
fell  crushingly  upon  each  of  the  forlorn 
lads  in  turn,  as  he  thought  that  whatever 
might  happen  to  him,  even  the  comrades 
who  were  close  beside  him  could  give  him 
no  help,  and  that  he  was  practically  alone 
with  the  storm  and  the  darkness.  Again 
and  again  an  awful  fear  crept  over  one  or 
other  of  the  boys  that  all  his  companions 
had  been  swept  off  into  the  himgry  sea, 
and  that  he  alone  was  left.  It  was  only 
by  stretching  out  his  hand  to  touch  them 
that  he  coiild  make  sure  of  their  being 
still  there ;  for  the  keenest  sight  was 
powerless  against  that  bhnding  spray,  and 
the  lustiest  shout  would  have  been  as 
utterly  unheard  amid  that  sky-rending  up- 
roar as  an  infant's  wail  amid  the  cannon- 
thunder  of  Gettysburg  or  Sedan. 

But  the  lightness  of  the  raft  was  its 
safety.  It  rose  like  a  bubble  upon  the 
mountain  waves,  and  although  the  cast- 
aways were  drenched  through  and  through 
by  the  floods  of  water  that  broke  over 
them,  they  succeeded  in  keeping  their 
places.  Their  great  fear  now  was  that  the 
fastenings  which  held  them  might  give 
way,  or  that  the  raft  itself  might  fall  to 
pieces  and  be  scattered  like  chips  over  the 
wild  waters. 

How  long  that  night  lasted  none  of  them 
could  ever  have  told ;  it  seemed  to  com- 
press into  its  few  hours  whole  ages  of 
agony.  But  at  length  the  rage  of  the 
storm  began  to  abate.  The  thunder  grew 
fainter,  the  lightning  glared  less  fiercely, 
the  fury  of  the  wind  lulled  by  degrees, 
while,  far  away  in  the  distance,  a  pale 
streak  of  light  crept  timidly  along  the  edge 
of  the  great  gulf  of  blackness.  The  day 
was  beginning  to  dawn. 

And  now  came  a  still  more  welcome 
sign.  The  boys  had  barely  time  to  make 
out  each  other's  white,  haggard  faces 
(which  looked  doubly  ghastly  in  the  dim 
greyness  of  the  coming  dawn)  when  there 
broke  over  them  one  of  those  heavy  squalls 


of  rain  in  which  a  tropical  storm  expends 
the  last  of  its  failing  strength,  more 
precious  at  that  moment  to  the  worn-out 
castaways  than  a  shower  of  coined  gold. 

With  upturned  faces  and  open  mouths, 
the  eager  boys  sucked  in  the  priceless  drops 
that  came  pelting  down,  while  at  every 
di'aught  new  strength  and  life  seemed  to 
run  like  fire  through  their  nerveless  frames. 
With  tliis  fresh  vigour  came  fresh  hope, 
and  when  the  rain  ceased.  Bob  Harris's 
cheery  shout  of  "  Never  say  die,  boys  !  " 
was  heartily  echoed  by  the  whole  band. 

"  Guess  I  feel  a  heap  better'n  I  did  half 
an  horn-  ago,"  said  Jake  Merritt,  expand- 
ing his  chest  with  a  grunt  of  satisfaction. 
"  I  kinder  notion  we'll  stand  another  bout 
yet,  'fore  we  cave  in." 

And  now  the  clouds  rolled  away,  and  the 
deep  rich  blue  of  the  tropical  sky  shone 
out  once  more,  and  the  rising  sun  broke 
forth  in  all  its  splendoiu-,  making  the 
liquid  mountains  that  heaved  on  every 
side  flash  and  sparkle  like  diamonds.  The 
young  sailors  at  length  ventured  to  cast 
off  the  lashings  that  bound  them  to  the 
raft,  and  stretched  their  cramped  and  stif- 
fening limbs  with  an  intense  enjoyment 
of  which  no  one  who  has  not  actually  felt 
it  can  have  any  idea. 

"  Now,  if  we  coidd  only  raise  some 
breakfast,"  muttered  Bob,  who  had  a  true 
British  appetite,  "we  shouldn't  be  so  badly 
off,  after  all." 

But  just  then  Jake  (who  was  the  keen- 
est-sighted of  the  five)  gave  a  sudden  start, 
and  arching  his  hand  over  his  eyes,  looked 
fixedly  towards  the  south-west. 

"  Say,  boys,"  cried  he,  excitedly,  "  there 
ain't  nary  foolin'  in  it  this  time.  If  that 
ain't  land  yonder,  I'm  a  Mexikin  !  " 

To  the  rest  this  news  seemed  (especially 
after  their  bitter  disappointment  of  the  day 
before)  too  good  to  be  true  ;  but  it  was  true, 
nevertheless.  Plain  against  the  brighten- 
ing sky,  from  which  the  last  clouds  were 
just  disappearing,  stood  up  a  dark  clmnp 

of  tall,  slender  palm-trees. 

•  «  *  ♦ 

"  Ain't  it  a  bully  place,  boys  ?  I  reckon 
this  goes  ahead  of  Bobinson  Crusoe's 
island  consid'able  some." 

In  truth,  the  new  islet — which  was  now 
near  enough  to  give  them  a  clear  view  of 
it — appeared  to  be  surpassingly  beautiful. 
Hardly  more  than  twelve  feet  above  the 
water  at  any  point,  it  seemed  to  rest  hke 
a  shunbering  bird  upon  the  shining  sur- 
face of  the  blue  simlit  sea,  through  which 
the  curving  reefs  of  white  coral  broke  every 
here  and  therein  siidden  flashes  of  bright- 
ness as  keen  and  dazzling  as  the  edge  of 
an  Eastern  sword. 

Within  these  reefs  lay  a  wide  expanse 
of  cahn  water,  stiU  and  glassy  as  an  Itahan 
lake,  between  the  rich  simimer  blue  of 
which  and  the  deep  shadowy  green  of  the 
clustering  trees  lay  a  narrow  belt  of  smooth 
white  sand,  firm  and  level  as  a  marble 
pavement.  Beyond  this  the  whole  shore 
was  clothed  down  to  the  very  edge  of  the 
beach  with  the  wonders  of  tropical  vegeta- 
tion— the  fresh  green  of  the  wild  fig,  the 
dark  glossy  richness  of  the  citron,  the  vast 
flag-like  plantain,  the  great  pyramid  of 
the  bread-fruit-tree  with  its  gi-een  globes 
hanging  like  bells  beneath  its  long  saw- 
edged  leaves,  and  high  over  all,  erect  and 
stately  as  an  Indian  chief,  the  tall  pillar- 
like  stem  and  feathery  crest  of  the  mag- 
nificent cocoa-palm,  the  king  of  the  tropical 
forest. 


Seen  in  the  soft  bright  beauty  of  early 
morning,  the  whole  spot  looked  as  peace- 
ful and  lovely  as  a  new  world  on  the  day 
of  its  creation.  But  between  them  and 
this  haven  of  rest  lay  the  deadhest  peril  of 
all.  Ai-oimd  the  barrier-reef,  the  entire 
sea  was  one  gnashing  ring  of  white-tipped 
breakers,  bursting  upon  the  coral  wall  in 


island  here,  and  if  we  git  chucked  on  to 
that  reef  in  the  middle  of  all  that  muss,  I 
guess  we'll  be  whipped  to  shucks  in  half 
a  mmute.  Unship  them  spars,  and  let's 
try  and  work  the  old  raft  round  under  the 
lee  of  the  land,  and  then  I  reckon  we'll  fix 
to  get  ashore  somehow." 

He  seized  one  of  the  broken  spars  as  he 


unequal  to  the  strain  of  such  an  exhaust- 
ing struggle.  Just  as  they  were  slowly 
working  toward  the  more  sheltered  side,  a, 
strong  eddy  suddenly  whirled  them  roimd, 
and  threw  them  right  in  the  path  of  an 
enormous  billow,  which  caught  them  up 
and  bore  them  to  their  doom  straight  and 
swift  as  an  arrow. 


vast  spouts  of  angry  foam,  which  flew  high 
into  the  air  with  a'  deep  hollow  roar  that 
could  be  plainly  heard  even  at  that  dis- 
tance. 

"  Say,  boys,  this  won't  do,"  cried  Jake 
Merritt;  "we're  on  the  wind'ard  side  o'  the 


spoke,  and  three  of  his  fom-  comrades  (for 
poor  little  Louis  was  too  titterly  worn-out 
for  any  further  effort)  promptly  followed 
his  example. 

But,  although  they  at  first  seemed  to  be 
I  making  way,  their  failing  strength  was 


I  "Hold  fast,  all  !  "  shouted  Merritt. 
I  But  the  words  were  lost  in  a  deafen- 
I  ing  roar,  as  the  great  wave,  exploding  in 
i  a  whirl  of  boiling  foam  and  lashm,"  spray, 
I  dashed  them  right  upon  the  merciless 
I  reef 


(,To  be  continued.) 
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"  Pigeons  and  crows  I 
Pigeons  and  crows  I 
I'll  get  the  clappers  and  knock  ye  down  back'ards— 
So  fly  away  home." 


scarmg-boy  sat  perched  on  a  gate  with 
his  clappers  hanging  idly  by  him.  He 
had  been  in  the  field  since  half-past  five 
that  morning,  and  the  rooks  had  led 
him  a  life.  No  sooner  did  he  yell  him- 
self hoarse  in  clearing  one  corner  of  the 
twenty-acre  than  down  they  flapped  right 
at  the  other  end,  and  he  had  to  struggle 
across  the  fallow,  hot  and  breatliless,  to 
scatter  the  enemy's  ranks  in  that  direc- 
tion. 

A  searing-boy's  hfe  is  one  of  arduous 
toil,  and  so  he  seemed  to  think,  as  he 
dangled  his  legs,  hmp  and  spent,  and 
watched  the  black  cloud  of  rooks  settling 
with  caws  of  glee  in  the  very  most  distant 
spot  m  the  field.  His  was  not  a  poetical 
nature,  else  he  might  have  smiled,  even 
in  his  hottest  and  most  breathless  mo- 
ments ;  for  who  would  not  choose  rather 
to  dangle  his  legs  on  a  grey  old  gate  than 
curl  them  up  under  a  wooden  form  in 
school  on  such  a  morning  as  this  ?  To 
right  and  left  were  masses  of  dehcate 
creamy  blackthorn  blossom  against  the 
dusky  blue  of  the  distant  woods,  with  the 
red  fallows  stretching  away  up  the  hill  to 
the  tender  pearly  sky,  and  here  and  there 
a  light  powdermg  of  green  to  tell  that 
spring  was  come.  Where  the  brook  ran 
along  the  bottom  of  the  hill  the  silver 
sallows  were  gleammg,  and  last  year's 
reeds  all  dead  gold,  and  the  warm,  brown, 
shooting  branches  of  the  young  saplin'^s' 
And  to  be  able  to  reflect,  as  he  kicked  his 
gate  and  aimed  clods  at  the  water-rats, 
that  other  boys  were  cooped  up  in  the 
j^schooL-oom,  and  coulchi't  feel  the  warm 
[south  wind,  nor  smell  the  breath  of  violets 
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that  came  so  softly  to  his  imworthy  nose, 
nor  hear  the  silver  carols  of  that  speckled 
thrush  in  the  blackthorn,  nor  live  in  sweet 
ignorance  of  book-learning  and  happy 
emptiness  of  brain— all  this  might,  and 
ought,  to  have  made  up  for  any  amount 
of  rooks. 

But  the  scaring-boy  dichi't  think  of  all 
this,  and  if  he  had  I  am  afraid  he  would 
not  have  seen  much  matter  for  rejoicing. 
He  gazed  at  the  retiu-ning  ranks  of  his 
enemies,  and  muttered  testily,  "Burn 
their  old  jackets,  theer  tha  coom  agen. 
I'n  got  to  goo  right  o'er  twenty-acre  orter 
'em." 

"  Traps,  Harry,"  said  a  voice  suddenly. 
The  scaring-boy  tumbled  off  the  gate 
with  the  start  he  gave,  and  then,  picking 
himself  up,  he  touched  his  cap,  and 
hiu-ried  off  to  a  neighbouring  hedge, 
where,  beside  his  dinner  bimdle,  lay  a 
folding  easel,sketching-stool,and  paint-box. 

The  owner  of  the  voice  came  through 
the  gate,  and  began  tramping  over  the 
soft  earth,  while  the  scaring-boy  followed 
with  the  "  traps." 

"  How  are  the  crows  now  ?  "  she  asked. 
_  "Wuss  nor  ever,  miss,"  said  he,  plain- 
tively.   "They  doant  care  a  mossel  for 
the  clappers.    They  settle  down  right  i' 
front  o'  yoiu-  noase  a'most." 

"  Too  bad ;  you  should  have  a  gun." 
^  "  They  won't  let  me,  miss.  Mas'r  he's 
bin  oop  once  or  twice  wi'  the  gmi  and 
killed  two  or  three  on  'em,  an'  I've  set 
'em  up  for  scares  ;  but,  there  !  they  doant 
care  for  that  nuther." 

And,  swce  enough,  dotted  about  the  field 
were  hedge-stakes  from  which  dangled 
gaunt  and  staring,  himg  up  by  one  leg, 
the  stiffened  corpses  of  several  marauders 
cut  off  untimely  in  their  sins. 

"  Why,  Harry  !  who  has  done  this  ?  " 
"  Th'ole  ug,  miss." 


"  He  ain't  been  oop  the  last  day  or  two, 
M'appen  he's  gone  i'  th'  village.  He  done 
that  last  week  afore  I  could  drive  him 
out." 

"  Can't  they  keep  him  at  home,  then  ?  " 

"Not  they.  Nothink  won't,  miss," 
said  the  boy,  with  a  sad  expressive  wag  of 
his  shock  head. 

"  Between  the  pig  and  the  crows,  Harry, 
you  have  your  hands  full,"  said  she,  sym- 
pathetically. 

The  scaring-boy  assented  to  this  with  a 
full  heart  and  a  vigorous  nod,  and  having 
arrived  at  the  brook  he  began  to  fix  the 
young  lady's  easel,  arrange  her  stool,  and 
get  out  a  big  board  from  a  hiding-place  in 
the  bank,  which  he  placed  on  the  ground 
for  her  feet  to  rest  upon. 

She,  being  eager  for  work,  said  no  more,, 
but  imstrapped  her  canvas  and  began. 

The  scaring-boy  watched  in  silence  as 
she  touched  in  the  branches  of  the  sallows, 
and,  seeing  she  had  quite  forgotten  every- 
thing else,  he  turned  away  and  began 
another  expedition  after  the  rooks,  who 
were  making  the  most  of  their  oppor- 
tm^ities  at  the  top  of  the  field.  Three 
hom-s  went  by,  she  painting  steadily,  he 
tramping  and  shouting,  while  the  wind 
whispered  among  the  reeds  and  ruffled 
the  shining  brook ;  all  the  sweet  scents  of 
spring-time  filled  the  air,  all  the  sweet 
sounds  of  spring-time  rose  aroimd.  And 
the  scarmg-boy  began  to  yearn  for  his 
diimer.  He  looked  anxiously  towards  the 
easel,  and  at  last  saw  with  joy  the  palette 
laid  down  and  the  young  lady  waving  her 
brushes  to  him.  Down  the  hill  he  went, 
eager  for  the  share  of  sandwiches  he  knew 
he  would  get,  and  perhaps  a  slice  of  cake. 

So  they  had  dinner  together,  and  he  got 
her  some  water  from  the  brook  in  her 
httle  horn  mug,  and  the  best  part  of  his- 
day  began.    She  was  a  very  nice  young 


After  he  had  been  in  the  Wars  ! 


They  had  come  to  a  place  where  the 
straight  rows  of  springmg  wheat  were 
rudely  interrupted  by  gashes  and  chasms. 
Marks  of  a  cloven  foot  were  deeply  dented 
into  the  soft  earth,  and  dire  confusion 
reigned  aroimd. 


lady — at  least,  he  thought  so.  She  showed 
the  kindest  interest  m  the  rooks,  and  the 
old  hog,  and  all  his  other  woes ;  and  she 
gave  him  such  good  things  to  eat. 

"I'n  foimd  a  warbler's  nest,  miss,"  he 
said,  after  a  half-hour  of  mimching. 


10 


■'  Let's  go  and  look,  then."  So  she  gave 
a  last  critical  glance  at  her  work,  strapped 
]t  up,  and,  leaving  the  easel  and  stool 
standing,  they  went  down  the  brook-side. 

All  was  very  quiet  for  some  time,  and 
then  an  old  dog-fox  came  lightly  galloping 
over  the  hill.  He  looked  back  once  or 
twice,  and  hurried  faster ;  then  he  came 
to  the  brook.  He  searched  along  for 
means  to  cross,  started  at  the  sight  of  the 
alarming  three-legged  object  on  the  bank, 
and,  knowing  well  that  those  members 
were  intended  by  nature  to  be  fom-  in 
number,  and  to  run  away  on  as  fast  as 
possible,  he  felt  at  once  that  three  im- 
movable ones  were  imcanny,  and  to  be 
shunned  by  an  honest  fox  who  valued  his 
skin.  So  he  fled  the  other  way,  and  at 
last  spied  a  willow  trunk  which  had  fallen 
in  the  water  and  nearly  reached  to  the 
opposite  bank.  Cautiously  he  went  along 
the  promontory,  and,  giving  a  brave  leap, 
landed  among  the  reeds,  to  the  amaze- 
ment of  a  water-hen,  who  rushed  from 
her  hole  screaming.  He  went  off  quickly 
enough,  and  the  water-hen  got  over  her 
alarm  gradually,  and  with  much  chattering 
and  bustle. 

Over  the  hiU  came  a  distant  holloa,  and 
a  hound  appeared  against  the  sky ;  then 
more  followed,  then  the  huntsmen  and 
the  whole  field  swept  over  the  ridge  and 
galloped  down  to  the  brook  in  fine  style. 
Over  they  went,  splashing  and  struggling, 
^d  up  the  opposite  bank.  No  more  was 
heard  for  a  long  time,  and  then  the  yoimg 


lady  and  the  searing-boy  came  slowly 
back  along  the  brcok-side,  he  making 
alarums  and  excm-sions  now  and  again, 
and  she  stopping  to  look  about  and  sketch. 
She  had  a  few  primroses  in  the  front  of 
her  grey  gown,  and  a  bit  of  "palm"  in 
her  straw  hat ;  her  cheeks  were  rosy  with 
the  wind,  ana  her  sketch-book  had  several 
dainty  drawings  added  to  it.  By  this 
time  the  sxm  was  getting  down  the  sky, 
and  glaams  of  light  came  through  pale 
blue  rifts  in  the  clouds. 

"  Pigeous  and  crows  1 
Pigeons  and  crows  1 
I'll  get  the  clappers  and  knock  ye  do^vn  back'ards — 
Fly  away  home," 

Bang  the  scaring-boy. 

Then  she  took  up  her  canvases. 

"Good-bye,  Harry,"  she  said,  turning 
away;  "I'll  be  here  to-morrow." 

She  went  through  the  gate  into  the 
road,  leaving  her  young  squire  to  take 
care  of  the  easel,  stool,  and  box,  and 
sauntered  along,  laughing  at  the  antics  of 
a  small  rabbit  who  was  whisking  his  little 
white  tail  about  a  few  yards  in  advance. 
She  had  not  gone  very  far  when  by  came 
one  of  the  hunt.  He  rode  softly  along 
the  side  of  the  road,  and  he  and  his  horse 
were  splashed  all  over.  Soon  he  overtook 
the  girl,  and  pulled  off  his  hat  with  an 
eager  request  that  he  might  carry  her 
picture  for  her.  So  he  sprang  off  his 
horse  and  walked  along  beside  her.  They 
went  slowly  towards  the  village,  chatting 


and  lingering  among  the  hedgerows  and 
by  the  duck-pond,  where  the  old  drake 
looked  wisely  at  them  with  his  head  very 
much  on  one  side,  and  quacked  his  views 
with  emphasis.  I  cannot  teU  you  what 
his  thoughts  were,  but  he  watched  the 
scarlet  coat  and  grey  dress  as  the  wearers 
went  down  the  long  street  through  which 
the  brook  ran,  spanned  here  and  there  by 
low,  grey  stone  bridges,  and  over  one  of 
the  bridges  to  the  Rectory  gates.  And 
the  old  drake,  after  seeing  her  shake  hands 
and  go  inside,  and  watching  him  turn 
slowly  away  to  the  doctor's,  looked  around 
upon  his  numerous  wives  and  families 
and  flapped  his  wings  for  two  or  three 
minutes.  He  seemed  as  if  he  would 
make  a  remark  on  the  circumstance,  but 
on  reflection  changed  his  mind  and  par- 
took of  a  worm. 

She  went  in,  but  now  her  grey  dress 
had  a  big  bunch  of  primroses  in  it,  and 
her  hands  were  full  too. 

The  sun  went  down  over  the  twenty- 
acre,  the  scaring-boy  gave  a  final  yell, 
and  went  home,  and  the  rooks  made  for 
their  nests  in  a  spinney  twenty  miles  away. 
It  is  the  natiu-e  of  rooks  not  to  stay  quietly 
at  home,  but  to  fly  miles  and  miles  in 
search  of  mischief,  which,  when  found,  they 
get  into  at  once.  .  But,  when  you  come  to 
consider,  perhaps  this  peculiarity  is  not 
wholly  confined  to  rooks  ! 

(To  be  continued.) 


THE  STORY  OF  ADMIRAL  "SNIP." 


THERE  are  many  stories  in  history  stranger 
or  wilder  far  than  any  ever  drawn  by 
pen  of  novelist  or  dramatist,  but  some  are  so 
buried  in  forgetfuhiess  that  when  unearthed 
and  brought  to  light  again  they  read  "  too 
strange  to  be  true."  Such  is  the  story  of 
Admiral  "  Snip  "  !  How  many  visitors  to  the 
"  back  of  the  island,"  as  the  inhabitants  call 
the  southern  shores  of  the  Isle  of  Wight,  have 
ever  heard  of  the  tailor's  apprentice  who 
became  an  Admiral  ? 

About  the  middle  of  the  seventeenth  cen- 
tury, a  poor  boy  was  born  at  Bonchurch, 
■where  the  leafy,  rocky  chffs  of  Wight  dip 
down  into  the  Channel— a  northern  Eiviera, 
of  mild  and  sunny  clime.  Very  wild  and 
remote  was  the  Isle  of  Wight  in  those  days, 
though,  not  many  years  before,  a  fugitive 
king  had  sought  shelter  in  the  fortress  in  its 
midst.  There  were  but  few  roads  across  the 
bleak  downs,  and  through  the  forests  and  oak 
coppices  with  which  it  was  in  great  part 
covered.  There  was  but  one  coach  in  the 
island,  Sir  John  Oglander  tells  us — his  own, 
— and  "  no  foxes,  and  no  lawyers."  New- 
port was  the  only  town,  though  there  were 
one  or  two  petty  boroughs  on  the  northern 
shore,  mere  villages,  but  returning  Mem- 
bers to  Parliament.  Ventnor,  Cowes,  and 
Kyde  were  not.  Bonchurch  was  an  ultima 
Thule. 

Thomas  Hopson's  parents  died  when  he 
was  very  young,  leaving  their  orphan  boy  to 
.the  tender  mercies  of  the  parish.  In  those 
■days  the  poor-law  guardians  of  an  out-of-the- 
way  spot  like  Bonchurch  were  not  more  en- 
lightened than  similar  functionaries  in  more 
modern  days.  They  apprenticed  the  lad, 
■and  he,  like  Dick  Whittington,  Oliver  Twist, 
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and  other  virtuous  apprentices,  ran  away. 
They  apprenticed  him  to  a  tailor  at  Niton. 
Niton  lies  on  the  Undercliff,  that  strange 
jumble  of  rock  and  landslip,  smiling  cop- 
pice and  arid  limestone  terrace,  which  lies 
beneath  St.  Catherine's  Head.  In  those 
days  there  was  no  gi'eat  lighthouse,  with  its 
vast  appliance  of  steam  fog-horn  and  revolv- 
ing light.  High  up  on  the  down,  by  the 
little  hermitage  erected  by  the  worthy  medi- 
aeval knight.  Sir  Hugh,  stood  a  rude  wooden 
beacon.  This  was  all  the  guide  vessels  had 
along  that  dangerous  coast,  for  then,  as  now, 
St.  Catherine's,  with  Portland  Bill  and  the 
Start,  were  the  sign-posts  for  ships  coming  up 
Channel. 

They  bound  Thomas  Hopson  to  a  tailor, 
these  discriminating  guardians.  But  the 
boy's  whole  soul  was  at  sea.  Those  were 
stirring  times  in  our  home  waters.  The 
Dutch,  under  De  Keuter  and  De  Witt,  had  it 
pretty  much  their  own  way.  The  times  were 
past  when 

"  all  Europe  did  shake 
At  the  mention  of  Cromwell  and  Admiral  Blake." 

The  "  Merry  Monarch  "  was  in  the  pay  of 
the  "  Grand  Monarque,"  and  the  air  was  full 
of  "  wars  and  rumours  of  wars." 

One  day  the  juvenile  population  of  the 
little  village  of  the  Undercliff,  the  tailor's 
apprentice  among  them,  gathered  on  the 
cliiJs  to  see  a  lordly  sight.  This  was  nothing 
less  than  the  British  fleet  rounding  St. 
Catherine.  A  fine  show  they  must  have 
made,  those  great  three-deckers  with  their 
lofty  sterns,  their  curved  bows,  and  their 
floating  clouds  of  white  canvas,  "  stalking 
the  waters  like  a  thing  of  life."  A  Naval 
Eeview  in  those  days  of  the  same  number  of 


ships  as  the  Jubilee  saw  gathered  at  Spit- 
head,  would  have  been  a  sight  worth  seeing. 
There  were  no  half-sunken  iron  pots,  grovel- 
ling about  the  water.  No  wonder  that  the 
island-bred  lad's  ambition  was  fired,  and  that, 
without  a  word  to  those  around  him,  he 
jumped  into  a  boat  and  rowed  off  to  the 
largest  vessel  of  the  Fleet,  which  flew  the 
Admiral's  pennon. 

History  does  not  relate  what  errand  he 
happened  exactly  to  be  bent  upon.  Perhaps 
this  was  the  piratical  expedition  on  which 
Sir  Kobert  Holmes,  later  a  Governor  of  the 
Isle  of  Wight,  and  who  lies  buried  at  Yar- 
mouth, was  despatched,  before  war  was 
actually  declared.  He  was  to  waylay  and 
capture  a  homeward-bound  f^eet  of  Dutch 
merchantmen  from  Smyrna,  whose  freight 
was  valued  at  a  million  and  a  half. 

Those  were  the  days  of  "  pressing,"  and  a 
zealous  lad  like  JIastsr  Hopson  was  not 
likely  to  be  declined  for  the  King's  service  by 
Sir  Eobert.  And  it  came  to  pass,  ere  evening 
fell,  the  tailor's  'prentice  found  himself  not 
only  a  sailor,  but  in  the  thick  of  an  engage- 
ment. It  was  hand-to-hand  fighting  at  that 
time,  no  pounding  away  into  the  horizon 
with  guns  that  caiTy  eight  miles.  The  huge 
wooden  fortresses  lay  almost  side  by  side  ere 
they  went  in  at  each  other. 

After  a  few  hours  of  the  game  the  new 
volunteer  asked  a  shipmate  how  long  it  was 
likely  to  last. 

"  Till  the  Dutchman's  struck  his  flag,  of 
course,"  was  the  reply. 

"  Oh,  is  that  all  1 "  rejoined  the  tailor'i 
apprentice. 

Forthwith,  amid  the  din  and  smoke  of  the 
battle,  was  done  a  brave  deed.    Climbiag  the 
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hrouds,  and  crossing  the  main  yard,  Hopson, 
inobserved,  mounted  the  Dutch  Admiral's 
last-head.    Not  bad  for  a  land-lubber  whose 

j  nly  practice  could  have  been  in  climbing 

J  ae  rocky  heights  of  St.  Catherine's  ! 

I  Presently  the  British  tars  noticed  that  the 

^  nemy's  flag  was  down,  and  with  a  British 
heer  they  boarded  the  vessel,  while  the  crew, 

^1  confusion,  forsook  their  guns.  Imagine 
ae  astonishment  of  the  Admiral  and  his 

I  fficers,  when  Hopson  appeared  on  deck  bear- 

.  ig  the  Dutch  flag.    There  were  some  mar- 

t  .nets,  who  would  have  eourt-martialled  him 
3r  his  pains,  on  plea  of  want  of  discipline  ! 
tut  the  Admiral,  more  discerning  than  the 

:  oor-law  guardians  of  Bonchurch,  saw  the 
tuff  the  lad  was  made  of,  and  promoted  him 

'  pon  the  spot. 
Six  years  after,  Thomas  Hopson  became 
captain,  and  stood  high  in  the  favour  of 
ames  II.  William  promoted  him  in  the  fu-st 
ear  of  his  reign,  when  Hopson  "  hoisted  his 
dmiral's  pennant  on  board  the  Breda."  For 
aany  years  he  bravely  upheld  the  honour  of 

,.is  country  under  the  great  Admiral  Rus- 
ell,  later  the  Earl  of  Orf  ord  and  Prime  Minis- 
sr  under  William,  in  many  engagements 

'gainst  the  French  both  off  the  coasts  of 
'ranee,  and  in  the  Mediterranean.  But  Hop- 
on's  greatest  achievement  was  against  the 
ipaniards  in  the  first  year  of  Queen  Anne. 

Sir  George  Booke  (who  took  Gibraltar)  and 
'le  Duke  of  Ormond  were  in  charge  of  the 
Inglish  fleet  which  sailed  in  the  summer  of 

■  702  for  Spain,  which  had  now  allied  herself 
dth  France.    This  joint  command  led  to 


1 

T/T.Y  Oriente  lux,  and  if  truth  is  to  be 
told,  even  the  light  of  so  thoroughly 
iritish  a  game  as  football  seems  to  have 
risen  in  the  farthest  East. 

The  people  of  Burma,  the  merriest  and 
aost  light-hearted  people  on  the  face  of  the 
arth,  are  essentially  a  sport-loving  tribe,  de- 
ighting  in  pony-racing  and  boat-racing,  box- 
ag,  wrestling,  and  every  form  of  sporting 
ontest ;  and  among  their  many  national  pas- 
imes,  handed  down  apparently  from  remote 
ntiquity,  perhaps  none  is  more  universally 
'opular  than  football. 

I  Every  day  of  the  year,  in  the  cool  of  the 
vening,  after  scorching  heat  or  floods  of  rain, 
n  a  hundred  village  greens,  by  the  banks  of 
■  nnumbered  streams,  and  in  the  open  spaces 
if  every  town  in  the  country,  the  leading 
pirits  among  the  sport-loving  Burmese  youth 
|aay  be  seen  contending  in  the  graceful  con- 
est  to  which  the  name  of  football  is  given, 
r  And  genuine  football  it  is,  although  the 
pplication  of  the  name  may  seem  strange 
?hen  we  come  to  regard  alike  the  ball,  the 
•  layers,  and  the  nature  of  the  game -when 
7e  note  that  hardly  more  space  is  needed  for 
he  play  than  the  accomplished  skater  asks 
Dr  his  figure  of  eight ;  that  the  game  has 
either  beginning  nor  end;  that  no  sides  are 
riken  ;  that  there  is  neither  goal  nor  bounds, 
Neither  rally  nor  scrimmage,  nor  any  need 
^f  exceptionally  stalwart  frame. 
"  To  begin  with,  the  ball  itself  is  wholly  un- 
■ike  any  football  ever  seen  in  Europe.  A 
loIIow  sphere  of  polished  bamboo  "wicker, 
7ith  wide  interstices,  twice  the  size  of  a 
='ricket-ball,  it  is  most  like  those  well-known 
!hinese  balls  of  carved  ivory — sold  in  nests, 
'  ne  within  another  ;  but  while  hardly  less  hard 
ban  ivory,  it  has  the  lightness  and  almost 
^he  elasticity  of  cork. 


much  bickering  on  the  part  of  the  com- 
manders, and  to  a  disaster  at  Port  St.  Mary. 
After  this  failure,  a  rich  convoy  of  galleons 
laden  with  silver  from  South  America  hav- 
ing taken  refuge  in  the  Bay  of  Vigo,  Eooke 
and  Ormond  turned  their  attention  to  such 
a  tempting  prize.  Valuable  time,  however, 
wasted  at  Cadiz  had  enabled  the  Spaniards 
to  fortify  the  harbour  with  a  large  battery 
and  a  gigantic  boom  laid  across  the  mouth 
of  the  bay.  It  was  Admiral  "  Snip,"  as  he 
had  been  nicknamed,  who,  in  his  ship  the 
Torbay,  forced  the  boom  alone  and  un- 
aided, amid  the  fire  of  the  allied  fleets  and 
of  the  batteries  on  shore.  A  fire-ship,  that 
terror  of  the  naval  warfare  of  the  period, 
came  out  against  the  Torbay  and  her  brave 
commander,  and  for  a  while  her  destruction 
seemed  imminent.  But  the  fire-ship  had  been 
got  ready  in  such  haste,  that  many  barrels 
of  snuff  had  been  left  onboard,  and  when  she 
exploded  these  extinguished  the  flames,  and 
rendered  her  hannless. 

In  the  track  of  the  plucky  Torbay  came 
the  rest  of  the  fleet.  The  Spaniards  made  a 
stout  resistance,  removed  some  of  their  rich 
cargo  and  fired  their  vessels.  Nevertheless, 
some  ten  men-of-war,  several  galleons,  and 
seven  millions  of  pieces  of  eight,  fell  into  the 
hands  of  the  British. 

Admiral  "  Snip  "  was  knighted  by  Queen 
Anne  upon  his  return,  as  a  reward  for  this 
exploit,  and  shortly  afterwards  left  the  ser- 
vice. But  if  some  snobs  who  gave  him  his 
nickname  could  not  forget  his  origin,  Sir 
Thomas  remembered  it  too.    In  1705  he  was 


Next  let  us  take  note  of  the  players,  their 
number,  disposition,  and  appearance. 

They  may  number  as  few  as  four  or  five, 
and  seldom  exceed  eight  or  ten. 

Taking  up  a  position  in  a  wide  circle,  they 
stand  stationary,  at  a  few  yards'  interval  from 
each  other,  and  all  facing  the  centre  of  the 
ring.  All  are  Bm'mans — for  the  game  is 
essentially  a  Burmese  national  sport — and  all 
are  alike  in  build  and  costume.  Square 
shoulders,  spare  body,  and  strong  muscular 
limbs  are  the  chief  characteristics  of  each 
figure,  and  the  costume  is  picturesque  enough. 
The  flowing  kilt,  of  tartan  silk  or  cotton,  is 
tucked  up  closely  about  the  loins  ;  the  olive- 
yellow  legs  and  feet  are  bare ;  and  from  the 
waist  to  below  the  knee  a  blue-black  tapestry 
of  tattooing  darkens  the  skin  like  a  covering 
of  indigo  lace.  The  long  hair  is  bound  tight 
round  the  head  with  the  turban  of  orange  or 
green  or  purple  ;  the  tight-sleeved  jacket  of 
white  muslin  or  cotton  is  buttoned  close  across 
the  chest,  and  the  whole  body  is  free  for  active 
movement. 

And  now  the  game  begins.  The  player 
who  holds  the  ball  tosses  it  in  the  air,  and 
with  an  upward  kick  of  his  bare  foot  sends 
it  high  overhead  in  a  perpendicular  line.  As 
it  descends  he  turns  rapidly  round  and  receives 
it  on  his  heel,  from  which  it  is  launched  by  a 
backward  kick  into  mid-air  over  the  heads  of 
the  players,  to  fall  perhaps  to  his  next  neigh- 
bour, who  allows  it  to  alight  on  his  shoulder. 
Thence  it  is  jerked  aloft  again  with  vigorous 
force,  to  descend  to  a  player  on  the  opposite 
side  of  the  ring.  He  in  turn  presents  his 
forearm  to  the  ball,  and  from  the  standing 
muscle  it  is  onoe  more  sent  into  space. 

And  so,  as  often  as  it  descends,  it  is  received 
with  unerring  accuracy,  and  made  to  alight 
at  will  on  the  shin,  the  calf,  the  knee,  the 


elected  member  for  Newtown,  a  tiny  rotten 
borough  on  the  Solent,  which,  as  late  as  the 
great  Reform  Bill,  numbered  only  some  nine 
voters. 

The  story  is  told  that  when  the  gallant 
hero  and  M.P.  returned  to  his  native  island, 
where  none  recognised  in  him  the  poor  'pren- 
tice-boy, he  sought  out  his  former  master's 
house  at  Niton.  To  his  delight  he  found  him 
and  his  wife  still  living,  and  inquired  if  they 
had  ever  lost  a  'prentice.  They  replied  that 
indeed  one  Hopson  had  mysteriously  disap- 
peared many  years  ago,  and  was  supposed 
to  have  been  drowned  at  boat  con- 

taining his  hat  had  been  washed  ashore. 

Sir  Thomas  said  not  a  word.  We  can 
almost  see  him  sitting  there,  in  his  full-bot- 
tomed wig  in  the  humble  cottage,  while  the 
goodwife  bustled  anxiously  about,  preparing 
refreshment  for  the  distinguished  guest  who 
had  so  unexpectedly  drDpped  down  upon  the 
lonely  little  village. 

Then,  suddenly,  there  rang  through  the 
little  room  the  refrain  of  an  old  song  the  lost 
apprentice  was  wont  to  sing.  Thunderstruck 
with  amazement,  the  old  woman  ran  across 
and  looked  up  in  Sir  Thomas's  face,  and  re- 
cognised in  him  the  orphan  boy,  risen,  as  it 
were,  from  the  dead. 

The  story  adds  that,  brave,  generous, 
British  sailor  that  he  was.  Sir  Thomas  amply 
provided  for  the  remaining  years  of  the  old 
couple.  The  Spanish  prize-money  could  not 
have  been  better  spent. 

(the  end.) 


instep,  the  great  toe,  the  elbow — even  the  nape 
of  the  neck — and  from  each  new  spot  in  turn 
it  receives  fresh  impetus  as  from  a  catapult, 
flying  high  in  mid-air,  but  always  —  if  the 
play  is  good — to  fall  back  within  the  radius 
of  the  charmed  circle  of  players. 

Such  is  football  in  Burma,  as  it  is  kept  up 
for  hours  together,  with  only  the  gentle  ex- 
citement of  a  leisurely  competition  in  grace 
of  movement  and  balance  ;  in  quick  concord 
of  eye  and  touch  ;  in  skill  to  devise  new  twists 
and  turns,  and  to  give  new  direction  to  the 
ball  within  the  narrow  space. 

So  far  as  it  has  any  perceptible  kindred 
with  the  English  game,  it  might  be  described 
as  the  apotheosis  of  "  puntabout  " — being  in 
fact  an  idealised  form  of  that  simple  exercise. 

A  somewhat  efl'eminate  sport  it  may  seem 
to  the  reader  who  loves  the  battle-royal  of 
our  English  football ;  yet  it  needs  no  great 
exercise  of  imagination  to  realise  that  there 
must  be  genuine  attractions  to  keep  alive  a 
national  game  which  is  no  less  popular  or  less 
lovingly  and  enthusiastically  followed  by  a 
whole  nation  than  golf  in  Scotland  or  cricket 
in  England. 

And,  indeed,  it  is  impossible  even  for  the 
foreigner,  with  all  his  lofty  consciousness  of 
superiority,  not  to  be  fascinated  by  the  sight, 
or  to  refrain  from  admiration  of  the  easy 
grace  of  movement  and  the  consummate  skill 
with  which  the  ball  is  received  and  turned 
and  directed  from  player  to  player,  and  from 
wellnigh  every  joint  of  the  body  in  succession. 

And,  after  all,  the  game  difiers  no  more 
widely  from  its  English  descendant  than  does 
the  wiry,  agile  Burman  himself — in  physique 
and  dress,  in  ways  of  thought  and  manner  of 
life — from  the  sturdy  captain  of  the  British 
football  team. 

P.  HORDERN. 
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HOW  I  SHOT  A  TIGER  IN  A  HOUSE. 

A  TRUE  STORY. 


"  Oahib,  bagh  ka  khubr  aya  "  ("Sir,  news 

0  of  a  tiger  has  come").  These  words, 
so  often  heard  by  me,  for  I  was  in  a  great 
tiger  district,  but  never  heard  without  a  thrill 
of  expectant  pleasure,  came  from  a  chuprassie 
(messenger)  almost  as  keen  in  the  search  of 
shikar  as  his  master.  I  was  at  the  time 
Deputy-Commissioner  of  Julpigori,  a  non- 
regulation  district  in  Bengal,  and  was  sitting 
in  my  writing-room  deep  in  the  composition 
of  one  of  those  many  official  reports  which 
leave  a  district  officer  in  India  less  time  than 
of  yore  for  shooting. 

1  soon  was  made  acquainted  with  the  par- 
ticulars. A  tiger  in  a  village  ten  miles  off ; 
and  not  merely  in  the  village,  but  in  quiet 
possession  of  a  dwelling-house.  A  cow  killed, 
a  man  badly  mauled— could  any  khubr  sound 
more  promising  ?  The  khubberier  (i.e.  the 
man  who  had  brought  the  news)  had  come 
in  hot  haste,  taking  little  over  two  hours  on 
the  road.  The  tiger  was  in  the  house  when 
he  started,  and  he  was  quite  certain  that  it 
would  never  dream  of  moving  until  the 
District  Officer  had  insijected  it  ! 

Quickly  did  I  give  orders  for  elephants, 
howda,  and  rifles  to  be  got  ready,  and  the 

following  note  I  fired  off  to  M  ,  a  right 

good  fellow  every  way,  including  a  proper 
love  of  shikar  : — 

"  Dear  M  , 

"  Khubr  !  Tiger  in  a  house  waiting  to  be 
shot.    Will  you  come  ? — Yours, 

"E.  M." 

Back  sped  the  answer  "  All  right." 
It  was  now  10  a.m.,  and,  alas  !  all  cm- 
elephants  were  at  that  hour  of  the  day  out 
getting  their  "  charra,"  or  green  food.  Could 
we  expect  them  back  in  time  to  find  the  tiger 
still  in  the  house,  or  even  in  the  village  ?  It 
seemed  most  doubtful.  Close  to  this  village 
is  very  heavy  jungle,  and  the  tiger  might  get 

away  in  it.   Only  the  week  before  M  and 

I  had  shot  a  very  fine  tigress  there,  but  then 
we  had  a  kill  in  the  jungle  as  the  basis  of 
our  operations — or,  rather,  four  kills,  as  four 
cows  out  of  a  herd  grazing  near  had  been 
killed  and  carried  by  the  tigress  into  the 
jungle ;  but  without  a  kill  in  such  dense 
jungle  you  might  as  well  look  for  the  tradi- 
tional needle  in  the  haystack  of  one's  child- 
hood as  search  for  a  tiger.  I  should  explain 
this  by  saying  that  a  tiger,  as  a  rule,  having 
killed  and  dragged  off  a  cow  iiato  the  jungle, 
will  remain  close  to  it  until  it  has  devoured 
it.  So  that  if  you  are  certain  of  a  kill  you 
may  be  equally  certain  that  if  you  can  reach 
the  spot  in  good  time  you  will  find  your  tiger. 

Expedition  was  everything  ;  so  mounting 
a  pony  I  galloped  off  to  our  police  lines, 
some  two  miles  distant  from  my  house,  and 
ordered  out  some  sowars,  or  mounted  police, 
to  hunt  up  the  elephants,  with  instructions 
to  the  mahouts,  or  elephant-drivers,  to  pro- 
ceed direct  to  the  village  where  the  tiger  was 
said  to  be  without  coming  in  for  our  howdas, 
which  I  sent  on  carts  to  a  masjid  a  couple  of 
miles  off,  at  a  point  where  the  elephants 
could  pick  them  up  without  having  to  go 
out  of  their  way.  Our  rifles  went  with  our 
howdas— the  box-like  arrangement  strapped 
on  an  elephant's  back,  in  which  you  stand 
when  shooting. 

It  was  after  mid-day  when  M         and  I 

started.  A  sharp  canter  of  some  four  miles 
brought  us  up  with  our  elephants  —  two 
howda-elephants,  four  beating-elephants ; 
but  a  small  line,  as  these  only  were  found  in 
time ;  sufficient,  however,  for  our  purpose. 

It  was  no  good  our  going  on  before  our 
elephants,  so  for  the  last  five  miles  or  so  we 
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went  leisurely  along,  speculating  now  and 
then  as  to  the  possibility,  almost  rather  the 
improbability,  of  our  finding  Stripes  still  in 
possession. 

There  had  been  the  kill,  that  seemed  cer- 
tain ;  but  it  was  in  the  centre  of  the  village, 
where  it  was  hardly  likely  a  tiger  would 
remain. 

It  was  a  very  pleasant  ride  ;  a  bright,  cool 
day  in  February,  a  most  charming  month  in 
that  part  of  India ;  good  greexi  turf  to  ride 
on;  a  tiger,  I  hoped,  waiting  for  us  in  so 
novel  a  position  as  the  interior  of  a  village  ; 
and  last,  though  not  least,  as  companion,  my 
greatest  friend,  who  had  shared  many  a  day's 
good  sport  and  gone  through  many  an  excit- 
ing scene  with  me.  Such  rides  live  pleasantly 
in  one's  memory  long  after  the  shooting  days 
are  past. 

About  the  tenth  mile  we  reached  the 
military  camping-ground  on  the  J.  nuddy  or 
river.  Here  we  were  met  by  a  crowd  of  the 
excited  villagers,  with  the  good  news  that  the 
tiger  was  still  in  the  village  ! 

We  now  got  into  our  howdas.  Mine  was  on 
Maula  Bux,  a  grand  mukna,  or  male  elephant, 
with  very  small  tusks,  on  whose  head,  not 
many  days  before,  I  had  seen  seated  one  of 
the  most  lively  tigers  I  have  had  the  pleasure 

of  shooting.    M  's  was  on  dear,  staunch 

old  Lai  Pyari,  one  of  the  best  shooting- 
elephants  I  have  known — a  female — whose 
deeply-scarred  trunk  bears  testimony  to  her 
plucky  encounters  with  the  tiger  tribe. 

While  crossing  the  river  I  slipped  the 
cartridges  into  my  Express  and  No.  12  Westley 
Eichards,  and  as  we  ascended  the  opposite 
bank  eager  were  our  looks  in  the  direction  of 
the  village  in  possession. 

I  ought  here  to  explain  that  in  this  part  of 
the  country,  villages,  in  the  ordinary  accepta- 
tion of  the  word,  are  not  found ;  there  are 
only  small  clusters  of  homesteads,  two  or 
three  homesteads  making  a  hamlet. 

Several  such  hamlets,  with  their  surround- 
ing bamboo  clumps,  were  scattered  along  the 
edge  of  the  dense  jungle  near  the  river  ;  close 
to  one  of  them  we  saw  a  hundred  or  more 
villagers  sitting  on  a  bank  watching  the 
deserted  hamlet,  deserted  of  all  but  the  tiger  ! 
This  hamlet  consisted  of  some  four  or  five 
"  bharries,"  four  or  more  mat- walled  thatched 
houses  surrounding  a  small  courtyard  being 
the  ordinary  form  of  a  bharrie. 

Great  was  the  excitement  of  the  people  as 
our  little  procession  of  elephants  drew  near. 
They  were  longing  to  be  revenged  on  their 
enemy  ;  bad  enough,  they  thought  it,  to  have 
a  cow  now  and  again  carried  off  as  it  grazed 
near  their  homes.  But  for  a  tiger  to  leave 
the  jungle,  and,  driving  them  all  out  of  it,  to 
take  up  his  abode  in  their  village,  was  rather 
too  much,  and  they  were  eager  to  see  him 
killed.  As  for  his  being  still  there,  of  that 
they  had  no  doubt  ;  they  had  kept  watch  on 
all  sides,  and  he  could  not  have  got  out 
unseen. 

Our  mochis  opcraiuli  was  quickly  settled. 
We  first  carefully  examined  all  the  cover 
close  to  the  hamlet,  to  satisfy  ourselves  that 
the  tiger  was  not  lying  up  in  it,  and  then, 

while  M  took  up  his  position  in  front  of  a 

small  gully  on  one  side,  which  ran  up  be- 
tween two  houses,  and  looked  a  likely  line  of 
retreat  for  the  tiger  if  driven  out  of  the  little 
hamlet,  I  posted  three  of  the  beating,  or 
pa-d-elephants,  on  two  of  the  remaining  sides, 
and,  taking  one  pad-elephant,  entered  the 

village  on  the  side  opposite  M  to  look  up 

the  tiger  in  it. 

Unless  you  have  ever  tried  to  get  into  such 
a  village  on  an  elephant,  you  can  have  no 


idea  how  difficult  it  is.  The  overlapping 
thatched  roofs,  covering  the  narrow  passages 
between  the  houses,  leave  li„tle  room  for  a 
man,  much  less  for  an  elephant,  to  squeeze 
through  them,  and,  having  got  into  one  of 
the  little  courtyards,  there  is  barely  room  to 
allow  your  elephant  to  turn  and  get  out 
again.  Under  such  circumstances  it  took 
some  little  time  before  I  could  be  certain 
that  the  tiger  was  not  lying  in  any  of  the 
small  courtyards  or  the  passages  between  the 
houses — and  that,  if  anywhere,  he  must  be 
inside  one  of  the  houses.  Which  of  them  ? 
that  was  what  I  then  had  to  discover.  The 
khubberier  who  had  brought  me  news  of  the 
tiger  was  on  the  pad-elephant  by  my  side, 
and  pointed  out  the  shed  in  which  the  cow 
had  been  killed,  but  it  was  so  hedged  in  with 
houses  that  I  had  much  difficulty  in  reaching 
it — to  do  it  I  had  to  pull  down  some  out- 
houses. I  could  not  have  believed  that  mere 
matting,  bamboo,  and  thatch  could  offer  the 
resistance  they  did  ;  but  so  it  was,  and  with 
no  little  trouble  I  got  the  elephant  to  pull 
down  the  necessary  sheds.  What  added  to  the 
difficulty  was  that  the  elephants,  trained  to 
respect  house  property,  could  not  understand 
the  unwonted  order  to  destroy  it.  In  doing 
this  I  could  get  but  little  assistance  from  the 
other  pad-elephants,  whose  mahouts,  plucky 
enough  when  beating  up  tiger  in  jungle, 
seemed  to  scent  tiger  behmd  every  wall, 
prepared  to  spring  on  them,  and  preferred 
watching  outside. 

At  last  I  reached  the  cow-shed.  It  was 
one  side  of  a  small  courtyard,  and  it  seemed 
highly  improbable  that  the  tiger  was  in  it,  as 
one  or  two  pariah  dogs  lay  peacefully  in  the 
yard  basking  in  the  sun,  merely  moving, 
with  their  usual  yelping  accompaniment, 
from  one  spot  to  another,  as  we  disturbed 
them.  Fowls  were  quietly  walking  about, 
and  goats  skipped  joyfully,  as  if  in  the  most 
perfect  security.  Surely  no  tiger  could  be 
near ! 

The  entrance  into  the  cow-shed  being  in  a 
passage  so  narrow  that  I  could  not  possibly 
get  into  it,  I  proceeded  to  pull  down  its  outer 
wall.  This  done  I  saw  the  cow  lying  dead, . 
with  the  usual  wound  in  its  throat,  otherwise 
untouched,  but  there  was  no  tiger.  Then 
came  further  search,  and  more  pulling  down 
of  sheds — but  no  tiger. 

I  was  now  convinced  that  the  tiger  must 
have  got  inside  one  of  the  dwelling-houses. 
These  houses  are  built  on  mud-platforms  two 
or  three  feet  high,  with  mud-plastered,  bam- 
boo mat  walls,  and  thatched  roofs,  and  all 
had  hanging  in  front  of  their  dooi"\vays  good 
strong  bamboo  chicks,  or  screens.  And  it 
certainly  did  not  seem  likely  that  a  tiger 
would  understand  how  to  push  aside  a  chick 
and  enter  a  door  !  In  vain  I  looked  round 
to  see  if  any  of  these  chicks  looked  pushed 
aside  or  disarranged,  as  might  be  if  so  big  a 
beast  as  a  tiger  had  pushed  through  it.  No 
sign  was  there  anywhere  of  a  tiger  having 
passed  that  way,  and  the  ground  was  too  i 
hard  for  his  pugs,  or  footprints,  to  be  visible.  \ 

I  had  not  wished  to  pull  down  any  of  the 
dwelling-houses  if  I  could  possibly  avoid  it ; 
but  if  the  tiger  was  to  be  turned  out  there 
was  no  help  for  it,  so  I  determ  ned  to  com- 
mence with  a  small  one-roomed  sleeping- 
house,  verj-  near  to  the  cow-shed.  To  reach 
this  I  had  to  pull  down  another  small  shed, 
which  enabled  me,  with  one  pad-elephant,  to 
enter  the  courtyard,  on  one  side  of  which  was 
the  sleeping-house  ;  and  as  we  stood  in  the  , 
courtyard  Maula  Bux's  trunk  and  that  of  I 
the  pad- elephant  touched  the  wall  of  the 
sleeping-house,  whUe  their  tails  touched  the  ' 


I 


I  "  Bagh  hai,  Sahib  !  " 

louse  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  yard.  The  pad-elephant  now 
:)egan  to  pull  down  the  outer  wall  of  this  small  house.  I  had 
•ried,  leaning  over  my  howda,  to  look  in  through  the  chick  in  front 
|)f  the  door  ;  but  the  door  was  in  a  narrow  passage,  and  it  was  too 
lark  to  allow  of  my  seeing  anything.  The  elephant  had  much 
iiiflliculty  in  getting  hold  of  the  outer  wall  to  pull  it  down.  You 
:aw  his  trunk,  leech-like,  feeling  along  the  top  of  the  strong  mat 
vail,  and  under  the  thatch  roof,  searching  for  a  hole  or  something 
o  get  a  grip  by.  At  last  he  managed  to  insert  his  trunk  just  under 
he  roof  and  to  get  it  inside  the  house,  but,  instead  of  pulling  the 
vail  down,  he  commenced  feeling  all  along  the  inside  with  his 
'runk  ;  in  vain  the  mahout,  at  first  with  words  of  endeamient, 
hen  with  cries  and  blows,  urged  the  elephant  to  pull  at  the  wall. 
3e  seemed  to  have  made  up  his  mind  to  make  a  perfect  recon- 
laissance  of  the  interior  before  he  would  do  anything  else,  and  the 
louse  was  so  small  that  he  could  almost  reach  with  his  trunk  into 
;ach  corner  of  it.  I  remarked  to  my  mahout  that  there  could  be 
10  tiger  in  the  house  (or  room),  or  the  elephant's  trunk  would  not 
lave  got  off  scot-free !  At  last,  appearing  satisfied  with  his 
i)bservation,  the  elephant  seized  the  top  of  the  mat  wall  and  began 

0  pull  it  downwards.  This  was  followed  by  showers  of  dust,  and 
•urely  the  row  was  enough  to  arouse  any  living  creature  that  might 
le  inside — and  so  it  did !  The  chick  moved,  was  pushed  aside,  and 
mt  sprang— the  tiger?  Not  a  bit  of  it— out  ran  a  little  black  goat ! 

1  little  goat  instead  of  a  tiger — and  apparently  with  nothing  to  be 
fraid  of  but  the  row  we  were  making  !    Well,  it  was  disap- 

i>ointing  ! 

The  elephant  now  seemed  to  think  that  he  had  done  all  that  was 
leeded,  and,  the  period  not  having  yet  an-ived  when  the  lion  and  lamb 
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shall  lie  down  together  in  peace,  it  certainly  did 
not  appear  at  all  likely  that  a  tiger  would  be 
alone  in  a  room  some  12  feet  square  with  a 
goat,  and  allow  it  to  come  out  alive.  How- 
ever, having  commenced,  there  was  nothing 
like  going  on  pulling  the  wall  down  and 
making  all  siire — so  at  it  again  went  the 
elephant.  On  the  pad  on  this  elephant's 
back  sat  one  of  the  mahout's  mates.  Stand- 
ing in  my  howda,  I  was  too  high  'above  the 
top  of  the  wall,  and  sitting  on  Maula  Bux's 
neck  the  mahout  was  a  little  too  low  down 
for  either  of  us  to  see  well  into  the  room 
as  the  elephant  gradually  brought  the  wall 
down.  The  mate  on  the  pad  was  just  about 
the  right  height,  and,  kneeling  on  it,  eagerly 
did  he  strain  his  eyes  to  see  into  the 
apparently  pitchy  darkness  of  the  room ;  but 
nothing  could  he  see.  A  moment  or  two 
more,  and  the  elephant,  with  a  determined 
pull,  bent  down  the  upper  half  of  the  wall, 
and,  pushing  it  with  his  massive  head, 
pinned  it  flat  against  the  lower  half,  so  that 
a  half  wall  now  only  stood  up,  and  clouds  of 
dust  hung  about  the  opening.  Just  as  the 
elephant  had  got  the  wall  well  down,  the  mate 
on  the  pad,  pointing  into  the  room,  called  out 
in  a  most  excited  tone,  "Bagh  hai,  Sahib  !  " 
("  The  tiger  is  here,  sir  !  ") 

Hardly  were  the  words  out  of  the  mate's 
lips,  when  clean  out  of  the  house,  and  over 
the  now  half  wall,  sprang  a  most  magnificent 
tiger — sprang  right  at  the  elephants'  heads  ! 
That  was  a  sight,  and  what  a  leap  it  was ! 
The  tiger  seemed  to  fly  like  a  flash  of 
lightning  through  the  air  at  us,  with  a  loud 
and  angry  roar,  its  large  eyes  flaming  with  a 
fiery  green  glare,  its  mouth  wide  open  show- 
ing its  glistenmg  white  ivory  teeth,  and  rage — 
oh  such  deadly  rage  ! — stamped  on  its  every 
feature  ! 

At  this  moment  both  elephants  slewed 
round,  and  with  diiiiculty  I  kept  my  feet.  My 
rifle  was  of  course  ready  cocked  in  my  hand. 
Maula  Bux,  had  he  been  alone,  would  never 
thus  have  turned  his  back  on  his  enemy  ;  but 
the  pad-elephant  funked  and  turned,  and  the 
space  was  so  confined  that  by  doing  it  he 
forced  Maula  Bux  to  follow  suit. 

There  was  no  bolting,  they  had  only  just 
room  to  turn  as  if  on  a  pivot,  and  the  wall  of 
the  opposite  house  brought  them  up  sharp. 
Long  to  describe,  it  was  the  work  of  a 
moment,  and  in  that  moment  I  managed  a 
flying  shot.  Was  there  ever  a  more  glorious 
opportunity  for  a  snap  shot  ?  A  flying  tiger 
mid-air  between  house  and  elejihant !  Our 
movements  were  too  rapid  for  accuracy  of 
aim,  as  those  will  understand  who  have  ex- 
perienced what  it  is  to  be  taken  suddenly  off 
your  feet  by  the  unexpected  swerve  of  your 
elephant,  and  to  find  yourself  and  your  spare 
rffles  knocking  about  in  your  howda  in  most 
unpleasing  confusion.  Still,  unsteady  though 
my  aim,  a  miss  was  impossible,  with  the 
tiger  barely  an  inch  oft'  the  muzzle  of  my 
rifle,  and  he  landed  on  the  pad-elephant's 
back  with  an  Express  bullet  in  his  stomach, 
and  this  so  effectually  touched  him  up,  that 
though  in  his  rage  and  agony  he  bit  a  large 
piece  out  of  the  pad  close  to  where  the  mate 
sat,  and  was  within  an  ace  of  seizing  him, 
he  rolled  oft  as  quickly  as  he  had  sprung  on 
to  the  pad,  and  with  a  deep  groaning  roar 
slunk  between  two  walls.  A  second  shot 
was  impossible  —he  was  out  of  shot  before  I 
could  have  fired,  even  if  I  had  regained  my 
balance. 

Luckily  the  one  shot  had  done  its  business 
well,  and  certainly  it  saved  the  mate's  life  ;  a 
more  narrow  shave  than  his  was  could  hardly 
be  possible. 

That  was  a  moment  of  much  excitement — 
one,  too,  not  often  experienced — a  tiger  spring- 
ing at  you  out  of  a  dwelling-house.  M  un- 
fortunately missed  all  this,  only  hearing  the 
noise ;  as,  from  where  he  was,  he  could  see 


nothing  of  what  went  on.  He  was  right, 
however,  in  his  idea  of  what  the  tiger  would 
do  if  ejected  ;  as  it  had  now,  in  its  wounded 
state,  slunk  into  the  very  gully  at  the  mouth 
of  which  he  was  watching.  But  as  the  gully 
twisted,  and  the  tiger  was  only  a  little  way  up 
it,  it  was  not  within  his  sight.  I,  too,  could 
not  see  it ;  and  from  the  lie  of  the  gully, 
with  the  roofs  of  houses  overlapping  it  on 
each  side,  it  was  very  diflicult  to  get  into  any 
position  from  which  you  could  do  so. 

Finding  that  a  small  shed  rather  blocked 
my  view  of  the  gully,  I  had  this  pulled  down ; 
and  this  done,  my  mahout  could,  by  leaning 
over  his  elephant's  head,  just  see  the  tiger  ; 
I  was  too  high  up  to  do  so.  By  backing  the 
elephant  and  leaning  over  my  howda,  I  at 
last  got  a  glimpse  of  something  which  the 
mahout  declared  was  the  tiger.  It  was  diffi- 
cult at  first  to  make  anything  out  in  the 
darkness  of  that  gully ;  but,  my  eyes  getting 
accustomed  to  it,  I  could  see  the  heavy  rise 
and  fall  of  the  dark  mass  I  was  looking  at. 
It  was  the  tiger's  painful  breathing ;  and, 
being  sure  of  my  beast,  I  let  drive  at  what  I 
thought  was  the  position  of  its  head.  The 
sudden  start  and  angry  roar  told  that  the 
bullets  had  gone  home.  Still,  however,  his 
sides  heaved,  but  he  was  evidently  too  far 
gone  for  a  charge.  My  elephant  stood  steady 
as  a  rock,  and  again  I  fii-ed  and  hit  him  ; 
and  as  I  did  so  he  dragged  himself  slowly 
round  a  corner  and  out  of  my  sight,  and  in 

so  doing  came  in  sight  of  M  ,  a  shot  from 

whose  rifle  gave  him  his  quietus. 

Great  was  the  rejoicing  and  loud  the  shout- 
ing, as  the  inhabitants,  and  those  of  the  sur- 
rounding hamlets,  pressed  in  by  hundi'eds  to 


see  their  dead  foe.  And  a  noble  beast  he  was. 
The  tape  was  passed  over  him  at  once,  and 
he  proved  just  over  10  feet ;  that  is  above  the- 
average  size  of  tigers. 

We  went  to  see  the  small  room  in  which 
the  tiger  had  been  so  quietly  ensconced,  and 
found  that  he  had  been  lying  on  an  old 
woman's  bedding,  which  was  stretched  on 
the  floor ;  the  cotton-stufl'ed  pillow  he  had 
amused  himself  by  tearing  to  bits.  The  goat 
must  all  the  time  have  been  an  interested 
and  unmolested  spectator,  while  in  one  corner 
of  the  room  a  hen  sat  quietly  on  its  eggs  ! 

We  next  went  to  a  neighbouring  hamlet  to 
see  the  man  who  was  mauled  by  the  tiger. 
We  found  that  it  was  a  young  fellow,  whose 
curiosity  prompted  him  to  get  a  near  view  of 
the  beast ;  and  who  accordingly,  when  the 
inhabitants  ran  off,  leaving  the  tiger  in  pos- 
session of  the  hamlet,  went  back  and  climbed 
the  ridge  of  a  thatched  roof,  whence  he  com- 
manded a  view  of  the  cow- shed,  in  which 
at  that  moment  spots  was.  No  sooner  was- 
he  on  the  top  of  the  roof  than  the  tiger 
spotted  him,  and  with  a  spring  was  up  by  his- 
side ;  before  the  young  fellow  could  throw 
himself  ofi'  the  roof,  the  tiger's  claws  were  in 
his  right  arm  and  the  back  of  his  head.  The- 
weight  of  the  tiger,  however,  made  the  thatch 
give  way  ;  and,  loosing  his  hold  of  the  man,, 
he  slipped  down  back  into  the  courtyard, 
while  the  man  fell  back  on  the  other  side  of 
the  house  and  managed  to  get  oS.  He  was 
very  badly  wounded,  and  it  seemed  doubtful 
at  first  if  he  would  live.  However,  we  carried 
him  back  with  us  to  the  station,  and,  thanks, 
to  the  skill  of  a  clever  surgeon,  he  was  all 
right  again  in  a  couple  of  months. 


MORE  ] 

By  Eev.  J. 
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'  This  subject  is  also  txeated  in  an  early  volume  of  the 


BLURS.* 

B.  Baetlett,  m.a. 

FOLD  a  piece  of  paper ;  then  open  it,  and, 
using  the  crease  as  a  line,  write  with 
ink  any  name  or  initials.  Whilst  wet  fold 
again,  and  rub  with  your  finger  over  the 
writing.  The  letters  or  words  will  blot  under 
the  pressure  and  run  into  sjTumetrical  and 
pleasing  figures,  amid  which  the  written 
characters  become  almost  concealed.  In  the 
accompanying  examples  may  be  deciphered, 
respectively,  a  name  and  initials  not  unfami- 
har  to  readers  of  the  Boy's  Own  P.\per. 

A  letter  -wi-itten  in  lines  running  pei-pen-^ 
dicularly  up  a  sheet  of  noteijaper  bears  a, 
strong  family  likeness  to  the  billet-doux  of  a 
"  heathen  Chinee."  And  I  will  suggest  thai 
a  collection  of  the  blurred  autographs  of  your 
acquaintances,  with  dates  apiJended,  would 
form  an  original  and  picturesque  birthday 
album. 

Varied  results  may  be  obtained  by  the  em- 
ployment of  combinations  of  lines,  dots,  geo- 
metrical figures,  &c.,  instead  of  -writrag ;  or 
by  forming  letters  or  figures  at  a  little  dis- 
tance from  the  central  crease.  Or  you  may 
trace  the  characters  in  ink  or  paint  of  differ- 
ent colours,  and  thus  produce  prettily  varie- 
gated effects.  Bold  outlines  or  silhouettes  of 
flowers,  or  of  half  birds  or  butterflies,  will 
often  develop,  under  pressure,  mto  fantastic 
creations  which  have  no  living  counterpart 
in  earth  or  heaven.  Conversely,  a  few  touches 
with  the  pen  will  cause  nondescript  smudges 
to  assume  a  grotesque  resemblance  to  some 
object  in  nature. 

The  idea  is  also  capable  of  practical  utili- 
sation.   Individuals  of  raventive  genius  may 
consult  the  "  blurs  "  for  suggestions  in  ivory-  » 
turning,  fretwork,  or  other  designing.  I  have 
heard  that,  two  or  three  generations  ago, 
patterns  for  so-called  "  shrouds,"  wliich  con-  | 
sisted  of  strips  of  fine  flannel,  cut  ornamen-  f 
tally  and  laid  along  the  coffin,  were  obtained 
by  a  process  similar  to  the  above. 
B.  0.  P.,  aud  ia  our  "  Indoor  Games  aud  Recreatious." — Ed. 
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A  NEW  VOL. 

Now's  your  time,  boys,  now's  your  time, 
If  adventures  you  would  seek, 
Near  and  far  in  ev'ry  clime, 

On  sea  and  land  and  mountain  peak. 

Past  and  present,  future  too, 
We  shall  one  and  all  explore  ; 

Matters  old,  and  matters  new, 

And  subjects  never  touched  before. 


Are  you  a  Grocer,  you  naughty  man  ? 

And  do  you  the  sugar  sand.  Sir  ? 
If  so,  you  should  ride  in  tlie  prison  van, 
Witli  a  Cold  Bath  Chap  at  hand.  Sir. 
Tou 'd  never  cut  "  capers "  then,  my 
lad  ; 

But  we'd  cut  yours,  and  your  "  sauce," 

■  no  fad  ! 
A  Grocer  should  be  a  candid  lad  ! 

Are  you  a  Tailor  who  lives  by  Tieeed? 

If  so,  will  you  tell  me,  please.  Sir, 
How  it  is,  wliile  you  "  cut "  away  at  full 
speed, 

Tou  are  always  so  prone  to  frieze.  Sir  ? 
You  now  and  then  take  our  garments 
in — 

And  the  wearers  too  (I  can  see  you 
grin)— 

For  your  favourite  metal  we  know  is 
Tin ; 

Are  you  a  Carpenter?  Come,  speak  out. 
Then  "screws"  must  be  in  your  way. 
Sir  ; 

A  fellow  wiio  "  chisels,"  without  a  doubt — 
And  yet  a  plane  man,  you  say.  Sir. 
You  cotton  to  "bores,"  both  great 

and  small ; 
But  remember  this,  whatsoe'er  befall 
In  your  box  of  tools  lies  your  "  little 
Awl "  ! 


Are  you  a  Fishmonger  ?  Come,  be  frank  ! 
Then  from  water  you  make  your  "  pile," 
Sir; 

Yet  you  draw  Bass  from  a  leaden  tank. 
So  Hydropa'Ay  ain't  your  style,  Sir. 
An  "ei-ring"  mortal  who  rashly  takes 
To  and  flounders— deserves  the  (H)ciles 

That  he's  sure  to  get  in  a  brace  of  shakes. 

Are  you  a  Baker  ?   In  paper  cap— 

Of  the  "  rolls  "  you're  a  "  Master  "  queer.  Sir  ; 
My  "  twist  "  beats  yours  into  fits— mayhap  ; 
And  your  doe  is  a  little  dfe?;  Sir. 

The  " floirer  of  men  "  sounds  well,  maybe  : 
But  your  prices  rise  like  your  yeast,  you  see. 
And  you're  far  too  crusty  a  chap  for  me  ! 

F.  B.  DOVETOX. 


Into  science  we  shall  dip, 

Fun  and  laughter  with  us  go, 

All  dry  subjects  we  shall  skip. 

For  we've  no  name  for  being  slow. 

We  shall  touch  at  Sporting  Land, 
Honour  Point,  Adventures  Bay, 

Fiction's  tempting  Kegions,  and 
The  Kocks  of  Fact,  upon  our  way. 

Make  your  minds  up,  come  along, 

Join  our  new  exploring  trip, 
Doing  so  you  can't  do  wrong, 

TheB.  0.  P.'s  a  rare  good  ship. 

SOIIERVILLE  GIBNEY. 


OUR  OPEN  COLUMN. 


I  What  is  your  Trade,  Sir  ? 

\      What  is  your  Trade,  Sir,  I'd  like  to  know? 

Now,  are  you  a  Butcher  discreet.  Sir? 
I     Do  you  stick  at  your  work?   We  will  hope  it  is  so, 

As  that  for  a  Butcher  is  meet.  Sir. 
({ ■         You  must  have  a  Partner,  fat  and  fair, 
j  For  yours,  you  see,  is  a  joint  affair ; 

I  declare,  I  declare,  'tis  a  joint  affair  I 

Are  you  a  Cobbler  ?    For,  if  you  be, 

'Tis  a  "  cure  of  soles,"  is  it  not,  Sir  ? 
'Tis  the  last  resource  for  a  man,  you  see, 
And  by  no  means  a  bootless  lot.  Sir. 
L  "Orders"  you  take,  like  the  cleric  crew; 

And  an  "upright  walk"  is  distinctly  due 
To  a  zealous  healer  of  "soles"  like  you. 


A  "Prefect's"  Diary. 

Monday  fj/brnin!?).— This  morning,  just  before  school 
commenced,  our  head-master  announced  to  the  fellows 
that  they  were  to  consider  me  a  prefect.  They  did  not 
seem  to  receive  the  announcement  very  kindly. 

(Evening).—!  went  up  to  the  "Upper"  Dormitory 
this  evening  to  begin  my  duties  as  prefect-in-charge. 
I  was  received  with  mingled  cheers  and  groans.  When 
I  had  turned  down  the  lamps  and  had  made  myself 
comfortable  for  the  night,  "  Spider  "  (the  smallest  boy 
in  the  school)  called  upon  me  for  a  tale,  which  request 
was  echoed  by  all  the  feUows  in  the  Dorm.  I  began  a 
yarn,  but  before  I  had  nearly  finished  I  was  ordered  to 
'•  shut  up,"  and  several  slippers  were  unkindly  thrown 
at  me.  I  told  them  that  if  they  traated  me  like  that 
again  they  would  make  me  very  angry.  1  have  resolved 
not  to  tell  any  more  tales. 

Tuesday  (Morning).— Our  head-master  informed  me 
this  moriiing  that  for  some  days  past  he  has  noticed 
that  his  crop  of  spring  onions  has  greatly  diminished, 
and  that  to-day,  when  he  was  looking  at  them,  he  saw 
a  hooked  stick  come  through  the  palings  and  an  onion 
go  out.  He  was  so  astonished  that  he  allowed  an  ex- 
clamation to  fall  from  his  lips,  »nd— the  stick  vanished. 

[I  saw  "  Abbe  "  Thomas  with  a  hooked  stick  yester- 
day, and  he  gave  me  some  onions  at  supper  last  night. 
Strange,  that  1] 

(Evening).— yfhen  I  went  up  to  the  Dormitory  this 
evening  I  caught ,  the  three  "  Spider  "  brothers  and 
Bonnor  "Dubbs"  (the  youngest  boy  in  the  school) 
playing  footbaU  with  a  pair  of  my  stockings,  and,  on  my 
venturing  to  give  them  ten  lines  each,  they  retaliated  by 
throwing  me  down  and  putting  my  bed  on  top  of  me 
and  sitting  on  it.  While  I  was  in  this  position  our 
head-master  (who  had  "sneaked"  upstairs)  came  in 
and  gave  me  a  thousand  lines  for  not  keeping  order, 
and  deducted  2d.  fi-om  my  pocket-money  ( td.).  I  have 
resolved  not  to  give  any  more  lines.  I  think  I  shaU 
resign. 

Wednesdaii  (^Morning'). — Came  down  late  for"  Prep.," 
and  am  to  go  into  the  Detention  Class  for  the  rest  of 
the  week. 

(ffDcnin?).— Had  the  Athletic  Sports  this  afternoon. 
They  were  not  a  success,  as  one  feUow  won  most  of  the 
prizes,  because  "  the  others  did  not  practise."  To-night 
about  12  o'clock  I  was  awakened  out  of  a  deep  sleep  by 
a  most  diabolical  a<id  unearthly  noise.  It  turned  out 
to  be  oyily  Bonnor  "  Dubbs,"  who,  attired  in  his  pic- 


turesque sleeping-costume — a  dirty  nightdress,  and  a. 
torn  red  handkerchief  tied  round  his  head— was  sitting 
up  in  lus  bed  howling  at  the  top  of  his  voice.  I  asked 
him  what  the  matter  was,  and  he  told  me  that  he  had. 
the  toothache  and  the  earache.  I  rushed  down  and 
informed  the  matron,  who  sent  me  back  again  with 
some  onions  to  put  in  his  ear,  and  a  baked  potato  to  tie 
round  his  ("  Dubbs's  ")  head.  Bonnor  "  Dubbs  "  has 
promised  to  protect  me  in  the  Dormitory  in  future. 
About  1.30  A.M.  I  awoke  again,  and  was  horrified  to  see 
"Dubbs"  sitting  up  in  bed  eating  the  potato  and 
onions  with  great  gusto. 

Thursday  (Morning).— Onr  head-master  told  me  this 
morning  that  he  thought  the  fellows  took  a  great  deal 
of  interest  in  the  masters'  tennis-playing,  for  he  had 
seen  "  Abbe  "  Thomas  and  some  other  fellows  sitting 
up  on  the  tennis-court  wall.  "  Abbe  "  told  me  yesterday 
that  the  head-master  had  some  cherries  under  the- 
tennis-court  wall.   Strange  I 

(Evening).— The  fellows  had  a  bolster-fight  while  I 
was  asleep,  and  the  head-master  came  up  and  caught 
them,  and  awoke  me  and  promised  me  another  thou- 
sand lines  for  not  keeping  order.  I  shall  certainly 
resign. 

Friday  (Morning).— 1o-As.j  my  protector,  Bonnor 
"Dubbs^"  fell  down  the  hall  stairs  and  cracked  his 
head. 

["  Abbe  "  Thomas  told  me  that  it  was  cracked  before, 
but  I  scarcely  tliink  that  could  be  true.] 

(Evening).— To-mght  the  fellows,  taking  advantage 
of  "  Dubbs's  "  unfortunate  accident,  buUied  me  dread- 
fully, and  when  I  tried  to  get  into  bed  I  could  not,  for 
it  was  filled  with  dirty  sUppers,  pieces  of  soap,  and 
several  wet  sponges  and  "  flannels."  ShaU  hand  in  my 
resignation  without  faU  to-morrow  morning. 

Saturdau  (Morning).— Ka,Ti&ei\  in  my  resignation  this- 
morning  ;' head-master  gave  me  another  thousand  lines 
for  doing  so.  Have  \\Titten  home  about  it.  Shall 
probably  leave  school  this  term.  "  H.  L." 

Pride  goeth  before  a  Fall. 

In  a  South  Sea  coral  island,  girt  with  many  a  waving: 
palm. 

Lived  a  dark-hued  Carib  chieftain,  secure  from  hurt 
or  harm ; 

His  enemies  were  all  subdued,  and  freed  from  every 
care. 

For  each  one  had  formed  some  item  in  this  chief- 
tain's bill  of  fare. 

One  morn  he  stalked  forth  from  his  hut,  painted  in 
colours  rare, 

With  ring  in  nose,  as  I  suppose,  and  feathers  in  his 
hair. 

He  wore  a  brilliant  scarlet  cloth  around  his  noble 
form 

(The  cUmate  in  those  sunny  isles  is  very,  very  warm). 

He  travelled  for  some  hours  ere  he  reached  a  forest 
pool, 

Where  the  leafy  trees  lay  mirror'd  in  the  water  clear 
and  cool ; 

He  gazed  upon  his  image  there  with  admiration  great. 
But  was  rudely  interrupted,  as  the  bard  m&  now 
relate. 

A  slimy  snout  rose  from  the  pool,  an  omen  to  be 
feared. 

For  with  a  cry  of  quick  surprise  our  hero  disappear'd ; 
'Twas  evident  to  every  one— this  savage  free  from 
guile. 

Had  been  swallowed  with  muck  relish  by  a  monster- 
crocodile  I 

J.  w.  ELL-IS. 


Mamma.— Sohanj,  you  should  never  speak  roughljr 
to  your  aunt. 
yo/i7?«!/.— Why  not?   Pa  does. 
Mamma. — I'ni  sure  he  doesn't. 

Johnny.— 'Why,  I  heard  him  say  to  her,  "  Speaking- 
I  roughly,"  it's  about  a  mile." 


t6  ¥l\e  8oy'^  Owi\  Papei^. 


-*..»  With  this,  the  firsl  iiiunber  or  our  new  volume,  ei'enj 
reader  shoulil  receioe.  qratm,  a  splendid  Coloured  Plate, 


entitled '-A.  New  boMi. 

Carrespantrcita. 


LiBBART  (Growler).— We  are  very  sorry,  Growler.  We 
assumed  that  yom-  enliglitened  parish  had  a  free 
library.  It  ouglit  to  have,  that  is  all  we  have  to  say. 
Agitate  !  Growler,  agitate  !  until  it  has  one.  In  these 
days  every  parish  ought  to  have  a  free  library,  and 
every  boy  should  use  it.  That  is  why  we  are  "  always 
referring  readers  to  the  fi-ee  Ubrary."  We  consider  a 
free  Ubrary  as  much  an  educational  necessity  as  a 
good  school. 


A  Judge  (and  a  bad  one).— There  is  no  such  regiment 
as  the  Royal  Horse  Marines,  and  consequently  we  do 
n.jt  know  their  uniform.  The  Boyal  Marine  Artillery 
have  a  blue  uniform  ;  hence  they  are  known  as  the 
Blue  Marines. 

Our  Morro  (J.  Booth,  and  others).— Our  motto  means 
•■  a  little  book  about  whatever  is  of  interest  to  our 
boys."  You  should  look  the  words  out  in  a  Latin 
dictionary. 

Owner  op  G\  Volumes.— 1.  Reading  in  a  railway 
carriage  is  not  injurious  to  a  healthy  lad,  Irish  or 
otherwise.  2.  No  subaltern  officer  in  the  Army  can 
live  on  his  pay,  and  it  is  only  in  rare  instances  that 
any  regimental  "oflicer  can  "do  so.  You  must  have 
private  means. 

CiiEMKsr.— 1.  Send  for  price-list  of  laboratory  sundries 
to  Townsend  &  Mercer,  Bishopsgate  Street,  E.G. 

You  must  have  a  hawker's  licence.  It  is  a  police 
ivL'uliition,  for  obvious  purposes.  3.  We  know  of  no 
ii  l^li  i  ssesof  stamp  dealers  beyond  those  appearing  on 
our  montldy  -nTapper. 

W.  C.  Strax(J.— The  articles  on  Lawn  Tennis  are  out 
of  print.  They  wiU  make  their  second  appearance  in 
"  Outdoor  Games." 

S.  F.  Clark. — We  know  of  no  self-instruction  book  for 
the  side  ih-um ;  but  the  makers  of  drums,  such  as 
Budall,  Carte  &  Co.,  of  Berners  Street,  might  be  able 
to  help  you. 

A.  S.  G.  Host.— The  Patent  Office  is  in  Southampton 
Buildings,  Chancery  Lane.  The  forms  are  free,  but 
the  fee  for  the  first  application  is  5s.  That  is 
enough  to  secure  your  rights  in  an  invention  and 
make  it  a  saleable  property— provided,  of  course,  the 
thing  has  not  already  been  patented  by  some  one  else. 
A  reference  to  the  Post  OSice  Directory  will  give 
you  the  other  addresses  you  ask  for. 

I.  M.— Write  again  when  you  can  spell  your  _  address 
properly.  A  boy  who  cannot  speU  "  villas  "  is  not  a 
safe  subject  to  trust  with  much  information. 

Musical  Glasses.— The  liquid  used  for  producing  the 
tone  of  musical  glasses  is  often  nothing  but  water. 
Su;-;-ar-and-water  is  better,  and  some  performers  dust 
a  little  powdered  resin  into  the  solution. 

Lug  Sail  (Old  Subscriber).- There  are  some  hints  on 
lug-saiUng  in  "Practical  Canoeing,"  published  by 
Wilson,  156  Minories,  price  4s.  We  have  had  no 
articles  on  the  subject.  The  rig  is  not  free  from  risk 
wlien  used  for  open  boats. 

Derivation-  op  Cruet  (S.  M.  A.).— Lithuanian  is  kruzas, 
whence,  after  intervals,  is  English  cruse,  a  jar.  Cruse 
becomes  criizet,  and  cruzet  becomes  crewet,  aud 
crevet,  and  cruet.  A  parallel  Une  is  from  Lithuanian 
kragis,  whence  Gaelic  krog,  German  krug,  Welsh 
cregen,  Danish  krukke,  Dutch  ki-uycke,  and  English 
crock,  an  earthen  vessel,  pitcher,  or  jar.  This  is  from 
Wedgwood's  "Dictionary  of  Etymology,"  though 
whether  it  is  the  best  we  do  not  know,  as  we  have 
not  read  tirrough  all  the  etymological  dictionaries 
now  before  the  public.  Sanscrit  derivations  have 
gone  out  of  date  since  it  was  discovered  that  Li1;hu- 
anian  was  the  older  language,  and  quite  sufficient 
to  aeccunt  for  aU  the  derivatives,  Sanscrit  aud  other- 
mse.  If  you  are  interested  in  the  deposition  of 
Sanscrit,  read  Dr.  Isaac  Taylor's  "  Origin  of  the 
Ai'yans." 


Williams. — You  ought  to  run  a  Irandreil  yards  in 
twelve  seconds,  and  jump  your  own  height.  There 
are  no  better  instructions  in  training  than  those  in 
our  articles  in  the  second  volume,  which  were  written 
specially  for  us  by  a  well-known  member  of  the  Lou- 
don Athletic  Clulj. 

Alec. — "  Halcyon  Days,"  from  halcyon,  the  kingfisher, 
who  was  thouglit  to  sit  on  her  eggs  for  a  fortnight  on 
the  sea,  during  which  time  a  calm  prevailed.  Pio- 
perly  speaking,  Halcyon  Days  are  at  Christmas. 

OFF  WE  GO! 

THE  path  we  leave  behind  is  bright 
With  pleasant  memories  ; 
Before  us  spread  blue  skies  o'erhead. 
And  halcyon  summer  seas. 

The  look-out  sees  no  rocks  before. 

No  breakers  on  our  beam  ; 
Captain  and  cre\v  are  as  of  yore. 

Our  flag  is  still  the  same. 

But  quitting  trope  and  metaphor. 

Again,  this  coming  year, 
Here  at  your  call  are  pleasures  all 

That  to  your  hearts  are  dear. 

We  try  to  make  our  motto  true, 

And  keep  its  scope  intact ; 
Whatever  things  you  love  to  know. 

In  fable  or  in  fact, — 

Whatever  interests  you  claim 

As  yours  by  long  tradition — 
To  further  these  our  constant  aim. 

Our  pleasure,  and  our  mission. 

This  year  you'll  find  our  programme  bright 

And  varied  as  of  old. 
With  noble  acts,  and  pregnant  facts. 

And  fiction's  "rainbo\v  gold." 

Of  honest  mirth  there'll  be  no  dearth. 

No  lack  of  brave  romance  ; 
And  in  the  fairy  fields  of  verse 

Our  bards  shall  break  a  lance. 

Greetings  once  more,  o'er  sea  and  shore. 

We  send  you,  far  and  near  ; 
And  cheers  fioat  back,  the  oceans  o'er 

To  speed  another  year  ! 


ITo.  613.— Vol.  XIII. 


SATURDAY,  OCTOBER  11,  1890. 


Price  One  Penny. 

[ALL  KIGHTS  RESEKTOD.] 


GEORGE  EHEEBOEN:  SAILOU,  EXILE,  and  EIEST  PARSON  or  AURORA  ISLAND. 


"A  pretty  tough  scuffle  took  place." 


1§  ¥l\e   BoyV  0\\i\  fhl^Qt 


going  to  sea  with  scarcely  more  than  a 
few  gruff  monosyllables.  I  have  since 
learned  that  this  was  owing  partly  to  his 
extreme  unwillingness  to  lose  me,  and 
partly  to  the  idea  that  nobody  who  went 
to  sea  ever  came  back,  and  that  I  should 
inevitably  be  killed  or  drowned.  We  had, 
therefore,  a  rather  gloomy  perambulation 
of  the  farm  and  gardens  ;  and  so  I  confess 
I  was  rather  glad  when  I  heard  my 
mother's  voice  calling  to  me  to  come  in. 
I  could  see  that  she  had  been  crying,  but 
she  controlled  herself  and  kissed  me  ten- 
derly, telling  me  that  I  was  a  very  lucky 
boy  ;  that  I  must  be  ready  in  the  morning 
to  set  out  for  Plymouth,  as  my  ship  was 
to  sail  immediately,  and  was  expected  ;n 
Cawsand  Bay  in  two  or-  three  days'  time. 
She  added  that  I  must  be  very  polite  to 
Mr.  Jollife,  the  kind  gentleman  who  had 
come  down  all  the  way  from  London  on 
purpose  to  carry  me  to  Plymouth  and  fit 
me  out  for  His  Majesty's  Service  ;  that 
we  were  to  leave  early  the  next  morning ; 
that  I  was  to  do  my  best  on  board  the 
Diadem,  and  strive  to  be  a  credit  to  my 
coimtry  and  to  herself.  Dinner  being 
amioimced,  we  went  in  together,  and 
foimd  Mr.  Jollife  already  seated — a  very 
rough  specimen  of  humanitj",  his  napkin 
tucked  up  to  his  chin,  his  face  expressive 
of  impatient  hunger,  his  great  coarse 
»  hands  jplaying  with  his  knife  and  fork, 
and,  in  short,  such  a  general  air  about 
him  of  making  himself  at  home  tliat  even 
I,  young  as  I  was,  felt  myself  enrbarrassed 
between  indignation  and  amusement.  My 
mother,  however,  did  not  betray  the 
slightest  sign  of  annoyance  at  this  un- 
couth behavioiu',  hnt  gently  indicated  my 
presence;  when  Mr.  Jollife  extended  to  me 
a  couple  of  fat  fingers,  on  one  of  which  I 
noticed  a  splendid  diamond  ring.  "  Well, 
sir,"  said  he,  "  you'i'e  a  lucky  young  man  ; 
now  be  sure  you  behave  j'om'self  when 
you  get  on  board  His  Majesty's  ship.  Sir 
Augustus  Clandrawline  will  stand  no  non- 
sense, I  can  tell  you.  It  won't  do  for  you 
to  be  idling  here  all  the  time,  because, 
you  know,  jou  haven't  a  sixpence  of  your 
own  to  bless  yourself  with,  and  you  have 
to  make  your  own  way  in  the  world." 
Having  made  these  few  commonplace  re- 
marks, he  fell  to  what  was  set  before  him, 
and  until  dinner  was  nearly  over  he  left 
the  conversation  almost  entirely  to  my 
mother  and  myself ;  and  soon  afterwards 
he  evinced  such  a  decided  inclination  to 
go  to  sleep  that  we  were  very  glad  to 
leave  him  to  his  own  devices.  Our  time 
was  indeed  precious. 

It  was  a  lovely  summer's  evening.  The 
air  was  laden  with  the  scent  of  a  thousand 
flowers — clover  and  beanflowers,  the  old- 
fashioned  white  pinks,  roses,  syringa, 
and  all  mamier  of  other  delicious  things. 
The  great  army  of  elms  in  front  of  us 
was  wrapped  in  a  curtain  of  soft  blue 
haze,  whence  came  to  us  the  voice  of 
many  a  happy  bird.  The  rooks  were 
holding  high  carnival,  and  the  heavily- 
laden  bees  rushed  past  ixs  with  a  hmn  of 
dreamy  contentment,  after  a  long  and 
successful  day's  work.  It  was  a  fitter 
scene  for  lovers  of  a  different  description, 
pouring  out  their  loves  each  to  the  other 
with  the  perfect  sympathy  of  all  nature, 
than  for  us  two,  seeing  that  our  fond 
hearts  were  to  be  rent  asunder  by  a  part- 
ing of  which  neither  could  see  the  end  in 
this  world.  What  my  mother  said  to  me, 
as  we  paced  the  garden  and  orchard  to- 


gether, need  not  be  told  here  ;  what  she 
gave  me  in  the  way  of  good  advice  the 
reader  can  well  imagine. 

By  eight  o'clock  the  next  morning  every 
farewell  had  been  said,  my  old  home  lay 
miles  behind  me,  and  I  was  far  on  my 
way  to  Plymouth,  on  the  roof  of  the  fast 
coach  Express  carrj-ing  His  Majesty's 
mails.  For  the  time  I  soon  got  over  the 
troubles  of  parting — and  small  wonder  ! 
Was  I  not  almost  an  officer  in  a  service 
still  blazing  with  the  lustre  of  Trafalgar  ? 
Was  I  not  in  the  very  zenith  of  happy 
boyhood,  with  a  chance  of  seeing  the 
world  and  wimiing  distinction  in  a  pro- 
fession second  to  no  other  in  the  estimation 
of  a  boy  like  myself?  How  I  enjoyed 
that  ride,  the  first  long  jom-ney  I  had 
ever  undertaken  since  my  infancy  !  How 
it  comes  back  to  me  even  now — the  gay 
jingling  of  the  harness,  the  merry  notes 
of  the  guard's  horn,  the  groups  of  happy 
haymakers,  the  villages  bathed  in  the  sun- 
shine and  sweetness  of  midsummer  ! 

All  day  long  we  travelled  through  what 
seemed  like  one  vast  garden.  At  length, 
as  the  sun  began  to  go  down,  the  aspect 
of  the  comrtry  changed  into  even  richer 
loveliness ;  the  roads  began  to  narrow, 
and  the  lofty  hedgerows  on  either  side 
began  to  give  place  to  high  banks,  or 
stone  walls  overgrown  with  a  luxuriant 
wealth  of  fern,  the  trees  arching  com- 
pletely over  the  path,  a  delicious  canopy 
from  "the  heat.  We  passed  through  wide- 
spi'eading  copses  of  dwarf  oaks,  which 
generally  shaded  some  brawling  trout- 
stream,  over  which  we  crossed  by  an 
ancient  stone  bridge  ;  sometimes  from  the 
top  of  a  steep  hill-we  could  catch  glimpses 
of  brown  moor  or  blue  sea,  and  once  I 
could  detect  a  ship,  and  luy  imagination 
pictured  her  as  the  Diadem  making  her 
way  down  Channel.  With  what  high 
hopes  my  heart  was  filled  !  What  airy 
castles  passed  before  me  !  How  I  longed 
for  travel  and  adventiire  !  Well,  my  wish 
has  been  granted.  I  have  seen  quite  enough. 
I  am  only  too  thanltful  now  for  rest. 

We  lay  one  night  at  Exeter,  and  I  re- 
member well  how  thoroughly  I  enjoyed 
my  supper  of  fresh  sole,  a  tender  chop, 
and,  to  crown  all,  strawberries  and  clotted 
cream  !  How  even  Mr.  Jollife  thawed 
imder  its  genial  influence,  and  actually 
went  so  far  as  to  pat  me  on  the  back,  and 
express  his  opinion  that  I  should  do  very 
well  after  all — for  which  kindness  I 
thanked  him,  and  retired,  at  his  sugges- 
tion, to  bed. 

The  great  bell  of  the  cathedral,  striking 
eleven,  sounded  so  close  to  my  window 
that  I  threw  it  open  and  looked  out. 
There  lay  nave,  choir,  clerestory,  buttress, 
pinnacle,  and  gable  bathed  in  a  flood  of 
glorious  moonlight,  uninterrupted,  save 
where  one  of  the  great  guardian  transept 
towers  threw  its  dark  shadow  across  the 
green.  The  sight  filled  me  with  solemn 
awe,  and  I  said  my  prayers  by  that 
window,  and  I  felt  that  the  influence  of 
the  place  helped  me  to  banish  all  the 
thousand  thoughts,  the  hopes,  the  fears, 
the  dreams  of  that  eventful  day.  To  this 
hour  I  am  often  helped  by  the  recollec- 
tion of  that  scene. 

But  when  I  got  into  bed  I  could  not 
sleep.  All  the  whole  day's  excitement 
came  back  again.  Moreover,  I  was  too 
tired  to  sleep,  as  not  unfrequently  happens 
after  a  long  jom'ney  such  as  mine  was.  So 
I  lay  awalie,  and  comited  the  hours,  as  they 


boomed  foi'th  on  the  night  air,  in  the  tones 
of  that  solemn  bell.  Its  notes  were  to  me 
harbingers  of  hope ;  but  they  were  also> 
alas  !  the  death-knell  of  my  childhood,  the 
funeral  dirge  of  my  iimocence;  they  ushered 
me  into  a  new  hfe — an  honourable  life 
indeed,  but  one  in  which  I  wandered  for 
years,  a  real  prodigal,  a  real  wanderer  and 
exile,  only  to  come  to  anchor  after  long 
and  bitter  experience  of  suffering  and 
shame. 

The  next  day  we  arrived  at  PljTiiouth, 
where  the  first  thing  Mr.  Jolhfe  did  was 
to  take  me  to  a  tailor's,  where  I  was  mea- 
sured for  what  seemed  an  endless  variety 
of  garments,  about  which  there  was  an 
endless  amount  of  discussion.  The  same 
process  was  repeated  at  the  hosier's  and 
the  bootmaker's.  I  also  foimd  myself  the 
happy  possessor  of  a  huge  chest,  about 
three  times  as  big  as  myself — all  of  which 
ai'ticles  were  to  be  addressed  with  the 
utmost  despatch  to 

Mr.  George  Freeborn,  E.N., 

care  of  Mr.  Samuel  Twitters, 
H.M.  Coastguard, 
Cawsand. 

Having  completed  this  business,  my  con- 
ductor appeared  vastly  satisfied,  and,  after 
a  substantial  luncheon  at  the  Eoyal  Hotel, 
we  repaired  to  the  Barbican,  that  queer  con- 
glomeration of  red-roofed  houses,  quaint 
little  shops  devoted  to  matters  nautical, 
and  as  queer  little  inns,  haunted  by  all 
manner  of  seafaring  folk.  I  noticed  that 
the  air  was  thoroughly  impregnated  with 
the  smell  of  fish,  and  that,  in  some  places, 
the  pavements  were  strewn  with  their 
scales,  like  flakes  of  snow.  Everywhere 
we  heard  the  shriU  cry  of  the  vendors,  and 
the  rattle  of  the  rigging  of  their  boats, 
and  the  flapping  of  their  brown  sails.  We 
threaded,  our  way  through  several  groups 
of  hardy  fishermen,  clad  in  blue  jumpers 
of  homespun  yarn,  with  here  and  there  a 
man-of-war's-man.  with  pigtail,  and  quid 
in  cheek,  and  buncUe  on  arm,  a  great  hero 
in  my  eyes,  perhaps  a  shipmate  of  the 
mighty  Kelson  himself. 

At  last  we  reached  a  Little  gabled  inn, 
where  Mr.  Jollife  told  me  he  expected  to 
find  Mr.  Twitters,  to  whose  care  I  was  to 
be  entrusted  pending  the  arrival  of  the 
Diadem.  We  found  the  worthy  man  await- 
ing lis  in  the  bar  parlour,  his  attention  di- 
vided between  an  immense  pipe  and  a  pot 
of  porter.  He  was  what  I  have  heard 
termed  in  the  Navy  "  swivel-eyed,"  that  is, 
he  had  a  cast  in  his  eye ;  liis  coimtenance 
was  sadly  marked  by  the  smallpox,  and 
highly  coloured  through  the  firequent  pota- 
tions in  which  he  was  wont  to  indrdge. 

His  nose  was  in  shape  something  hke  a 
hammer-head,  and  his  hair  was  scanty, 
well  gi-eased.  and  terminated  in  an  enor- 
mous pigtail.  He  was  in  uniform,  and 
carried  a  sword.  His  office  was  no  sine- 
cure, for  an  immense  quantity  of  srauggling 
was  in  those  days  carried  on  at  Kingsand 
and  Cawsand,  Cawsand  water  being  a  pro- 
verbial term  for  cheap  spirits.  Indeed, 
there  was  a  local  tradition  that  the  spaces 
between  the  roofs  of  the  nave  and  aisles  of 
the  old  parish  church  of  Maker  had  been 
used  for  the  storage  of  c(  nt  -aband  Uquor. 
Let  us  hope,  for  the  credit  of  the  vicar  and 
chm-chwardens,  that  this  story  is  not  true. 

Mr.  Twitters  appeared  at  first  oblivious 
of  om-  presence  ;  but  a  dart  of  the  swivel- 
eye  in  o\ir  direction  soon  set  matters  right, 
and  within  an  horn- 1  had  pai-ted  from  Mr. 
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Jollife,  and  was  seated  in  the  stern-sheets 
of  a  smart  gig,  manned  by  a  crew  of 
veteran  coastgaardsmen.  We  stole  gently 
away  from  the  Barbican,  and  now  I  real- 
ised for  the  first  time  that  I  was  actually 
afloat.  How  proud  I  felt  as  we  glided  over 
the  dancing  waves  !  Mr.  Twitters  at  once 
became  my  mentor,  pointmg  out  Drake's 
Island,  Moimt  Edgcumbe,  and  all  the  other 
leading  features  of  Plj-mouth  Soimd.  "  See 
there,  sir,"  said  he,  pointing  to  a  high- 
pinnacled  tower  just  visible  above  a  gi-ove 
of  dark  trees;  "  that  ere  be  Maaker  Church; 
that  be  a  great  landmark  about  'ere  ! 
,  When  they  dew  make  'en  out  they  dew 
thmk  they'm  near  'ome.  E  dew  zeem  like 
an  old  friend  like,  pointin'  out  the  way. 
'Tis  a  fine  country,  sure  'nough,  if  it  warn't 
for  they  smugglers  ! ' ' 

"  Smugglers  ?    Oh  !  do  tell  me  about 
them." 

"  Well,  they  be  mortal  bad  "bout  "ere, 
I  can  tell  'ee.  Many's  the  cask  o'  rum 
and  brandy  as  they've  brought  in  right 
under  my  nose,  they  'ave  ;  and  what  with 
holes  in  the  cliffs,  and  sham  lobster-pots, 
and  trap-doors,  and  suchlike  things,  they 
a'most  drive  a  feller  crazed.  I'm  pestered, 
to  death  wi'  'en ;  the  -UTimmen's  full  as 
bad  as  the  men  ;  they  crarles  into  Ply- 
mouth with  flasks  o'  brandy  nigh  every 
day  in  the  week.  'Tes  a  job  I  dooant  hke 
at  aale.  They'm  so  crule  independent, 
and  they'm  dale  cousins,  and  dale  in  wi'  one 
another,  don't  ye  see  ?  They  ain't  a  bad 
sort  o'  people  when  you  knows  'em.  But 
they  don't  see  nothen  -m-ong  in  smugglen, 
that's  certain.  'Owsomever,  tliey  must 
observe  their  own  mind,  and  I'll  observe 
mine." 

We  were  now  gently  scudding  along 
!  with  wind  and  tide,  skirting  a  lovely  line 
1 1  of  deep  crimson  cliffs  fringed  with  ragged 
'  J  rocks,  broken  here  and  there  by  delicious 
-coves;  we  could  hear  on  one  side  the 
,  voices  of  the  men  who  were  shooting  the 
net  for  mackerel,  and  on  the  other  the 
merry  laughter  of  children  playing  on  the 
beach.    We  were  making  our  way  into  a 
deep  bay,  one  arm  of  which  was  formed 
,  by  broad  stretches  of  meadowland  over- 
hanging the  cliffs,  while  the  western  boun- 
I  dary  was  a  narrow  promontory,  clothed 
t  to  the  very  water's  edge  with' luxuriant 
woods,  in  the  midst  of  which  stood  the 
,  little  coastguard  station,  whither  we  were 
bound.    Right  in  the  centre  of  the  bay 
stood  the  double  village,  Kingsand  and 
<  Cawsand,  snugly  ensconced  at  the  foot  of 
,  three  great  round  hills,  a  curious  collec- 
,  tion  of  gi-ey  stone  houses,  looking  as  if 
they  had  been  hurled  into  their  places 
higgledy-piggledy  by   some  earthquake 
or  volcanic  eruption;  houses  which  you 
I  entered  by  the  middle  storey,  or  even  by 
J  the  very  garret  itself,  ranged  one  above 
the  other  m  queer  little  streets,  which 
^'were  narrow,  steep,  and  winding  all  at 
■once.    Everyone  seemed  to  live  roimd  a 
,  corner  or  up  a  lane.    Let  us  be  careful 
what  we  say,  for  it  is  the  home  of  a  burly, 
independent  clan ;  they  are  nearly  all  re- 
lated to  one  another,  very  conservative  in 
their  ways,  with  a  deep-rooted  jealousy 
of  strangers ;  very  keen  to  take  'a  man's 
measure,  very  slow  to  make  friends,  yet 
very  staunch  when  they  have  tried  their 
man  and  found  him  true.     They  are  a 
'  people  to  live  amongst  whom  is  most 
wholesome  discipline,  rugged  as  the  seas 
'which  threaten  at  times  to  wash  away 
their  very  homes,  and  yet,  take  them  pro- 


perly, genial  and  kindly  as  their  own  bright 
sunshine.  But  I  ain  digressing.  What 
is  Mr.  Twitters  looking  at  so  earnestly 
with  his  glass  ?  Why  does  he  bid  his 
crew  lie  on  their  oars  ? 

I  waited  in  breathless  silence  imtil  the 
worthy  man  laid  down  his  telescope  with 
a  grunt  of  deep  satisfaction. 

"  That's  they,  sure  'nough  ;  I  knowed 
'twas." 

"  What,  they  Polwheles  ?  "  said  the  cox- 
swain. 

'•  No,  not  they  ;  they  be  over  to  France, 
safe  enough.  I  dew  mean  that  there 
twod  as  we've  been  a-lookin'  for  so 
long." 

■■  What,  that  there  Johimy  Crapaud  as 
came  over  from  Cherbourg,  and  landed 
that  last  cargo  o'  brandy  ?  " 

"  That's  of  it,  Zachy,  that's  'e  ;  yew 
just  take  the  glass  now,  and  'ave  a  squint 
at  'en,  will  'ee." 

Zachy  complied,  and  immediately  gave 
his  decision  that  as  to  rig,  colour,  and 
build  she  was  that  craft  and  no  other. 

"  Yew'm  right,  cap'n,"  said  he  ;  "  I  do 
reckon  there'll  be  some  extra  lobster-pots 
in  the  bay  to-night." 

"Very  likely,  Zachy,  very  likely,"  re- 
plied Mr.  Twitters,  with  a  professional 
wink  ;  "  'owsomever,  we'll  go  'ome  and 
'ave  some  supper,  and  then  we'll  go 
out  and  look  for  'en.    Give  way  lads." 

For  the  rest  of  the  journey,  which  took 
exactly  five  minutes,  my  new  fi-iend 
seemed  absorbed  in  profoimd  meditation  ; 
psrhaps  the  subject  of  it  was  the  audacity 
of  the  mounseers,  or  perhaps  it  was  the 
fittest  way  of  introducing  me  to  Mrs. 
Twitters,  who  ruled  within  doors  as  much 
supreme  as  her  lord  did  upon  the  seas. 

He  soon  got  over  his  difficulties,  how- 
ever, and  I  shortly  found  myself  in  the 
very  cleanest  little  parlour  I  ever  saw,  not 
even  excepting  our  own  at  home.  The 
place  was  exactly  of  the  kind  dear  to  the 
sailor's  heart ;  there  were  comfortable 
mats  on  the  floor,  neatly  manufactured 
out  of  small  pieces  of  red  and  blue  cloth, 
arranged  in  patterns  with  considerable 
taste  ;  the  walls  being  adorned  by  several 
pictures  in  Berlin  wool-work,  the  subject 
chiefly  line-of-battle  ships  in  full  sail. 
"You  see,  sir,"  said  Mrs.  T.,  with  just 
pride,  "  'e's  a  'andy  man  is  Twitters  ;  'e 
made  all  these  things  'isself  in  'ees  spare 
time.  Now,  sir,  you  see  your  supper  ;  I 
'opes  you'll  like  what  I've  provided  for 
'ee  ;  I  think  you  must  be  main  'imgry." 

And  so  I  was,  in  truth,  and  did  ample 
justice  to  the  delicious  salmon  peal,  fol- 
lowed by  junket  and  tough  cakes,  with 
the  indispensable  clotted  cream.  But 
when,  after  I  had  finished,  the  good  lady 
suggested  my  retiring  to  bed,  I  felt  by  no 
means  disposed  to  comply.  From  the  little 
window  I  could  see  Mr.  Twitters  pre- 
paring for  his  nocturnal  raid ;  oars  were 
being  muffled,  muskets  were  being  carried 
down,  and  ammunition.  Nothing  would 
satisfy  me  but  I  mtist  go  too  ;  and,  snatch- 
ing up  my  hat,  I  ran  down  to  the  beach 
and  begged  hard  to  be  allowed  to  make 
one  of,  the  party.  Mr.  Twitters  at  first 
demurred.  "  Why,  you  young  fire-eater," 
said  he  ;  "  don't  'ee  know  as  we'm  goen' 
on  hactive  service  ?  AVliat  be  I  to  say  to 
Captain  Clandrawline,  if  you  gits  killed 
or  drownded  ?  Now,  do  'ee  go  and  timi 
in,  like  a  good  young  gentleman."  Seeing, 
however,  that  nothing  would  satisfy  me 
but  joining  in  t'le  enterprise,  he  at  last 


consented.  "  Well,  in  with  'ee,  then  ;  sit 
well  down  in  the  stern-sheets,  and  don't 
'ee  talk  a  morsel.    Now,  shove  off." 

It  was  just  one  of  those  summer  nights 
in  which  there  seems  to  be  no  actual 
darkness.  A  band  of  mellow  twilight  lit 
up  the  western  sky,  making  every  object 
look  very  dim  and  shadowy  ;  and  there 
was  just  enough  breeze  stirring,  and  just 
enough  ripple  to  silence  the  faint  plash  of 
oiu-  oars  as  we  glided  softly  into  the  bay, 
at  first  skirting  the  dark  trees,  and  then 
shooting  out  rapidly  into  the  centre. 
Presently  we  stopped  alongside  some 
buoys. 

"  Kingsand  men,  I  reckon,"  said  the 
man  they  called  Zachy. 

"Ay,  lobsters,  I- reckon;  Tregonin's,  'e 
'aven't  the  capital  to  run  brandy.  Go  on." 

We  steered  a  little  nearer  to  the  village, 
trying  buoy  after  buoy  without  success, 
till  at  last  we  ran  up  against  one  which 
was  lying  at  some  little  distance  from  the 
rest,  and  still  closer  to  the  shore. 

"  "Wliy,  that  there  un's  moven,"  whis- 
pered Zachy. 

"I'll  move  'en,"  said  Mr.  Twitters. 
"  'Ere  they  be,  mates,  sure  'nough  ;  'alf  a 
dozen  kegs,  or  I'm  a  Dutchman ;  we'm 
on'y  just  in  the  nick  o'  time ;  they'm  a' 
pullen  'em  into  shore  now.  'Old  on  a 
minute,  I  can  'ear  'en  talken ;  keep  fast 
"old  'o  the  buoy,  whatever  ye  do." 

We  strained  our  ears  and  heard  voices 
in  altercation.  "  Wliat  be  such  a  fule,  vor, 
Bell  ?    PuU  'en  in,  pull  'en  in,  I  tell  'ee." 

"  La,  Tom,  I  can't  stir  'en  ;  they  be 
mortal  'eavy  kegs — seemin'  to  me  they'm 
made  fast  to  the  bottom." 

"  Ah,  Bell,  my  boy,"  said  Mr.  Twitters^ 
"  you'm  not  made  fast  to  the  bottom  ;  but 
maybe  you'm  made  fast  to  summat  not 
very  pleasant  for  'ee,  my  son."  And,  in- 
deed, it  was  so  ;  for  we  had  now  made  our 
boat  fast  to  the  buoy ;  the  men  on  shore 
renewed  their  exertions,  and  gently  drew 
boat,  buoy,  and  brandy  towards  the  land. 

We  drifted  onward,  nearer  and  nearer 
to  the  village  ;  no  one  spoke  a  word. 

"  La,  Bell,"  said  one  of  the  voices  on 
the  beach,  "  be  they  kegs  o'  lead  or  kegs 
o'  spirits  ?  " 

The  only  answer  was  a  terrific  yell  of 
disappointment  as  we  were  recognised. 
In  another  minute  the  boat  grounded,  Mr. 
Twitters  leapt  from  it,  charging  the  cox- 
swain to  look  after  me,  and  a  pretty  tough 
scufile  took  place,  lasting  several  minutes. 
We  could  hear  voices  in  angry  altercation  ; 
Mr.  Twitters  bawling  now  to  one,  now  to 
another,  in  the  king's  name,  threatening 
all  sorts  of  awful  pains  and  penalties,  and 
remonstrating  in  tones  not  much  milder 
with  certain  irate  females,  who  appeared 
to  be  wishful  to  imprint  their  fair  nails, 
upon  his  august  coimtenance.  At  last  the  , 
row  came  to  an  end;  the  names  of  the 
offending  parties  were  taken  ;  the  spoil 
was  safely  stowed  in  the  boat,  and  we 
rowed  back,  covered  with  glory,  to  the, 
station. 

Said  Mr.  Twitters,  "  I  don't  mind  these, 
yere  rows  when  it's  on'y  men  at's  in  'em ;, 
but  I  can't  stand  they  old  'ags ;  they  dew; 
say  there  be  on'y  tew  good  'omen  in  the- 
world — one's  dead,  and  the  other  can't  be- 
found.  I'm  goin'  to  add  one  more,  that's 
Mrs.  Twitters,  that'll  make  three.  We'll 
all  drink  'er  'ealth  to-night  in  a  hextra 
glass  after  this  yere  most  successful  burst 
o'  hactive  service." 


(To  be  continued.) 
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THE  TALE   OF  A  PIG. 

AN  AECADIAN  STORY. 


CHAPTER  II. 


'  Quacked  his  views  with  emphasis." 


IT  was  washing-day  at  the  gardener's  | 
wife's.  She  had  her  tub  in  the  kitchen,  j 
-and  she  stood  on  a  thick  board  to  keep  her  j 
feet  out  of  the  "  slop,"  as  she  called  it,  and 
rubbed  away  at  the  clothes  with  all  her 
might.  It  was  a  fair,  simny  morning,  with 
a  gentle  wind,  and  the  clothes  were  dry- 
ing nicely.  She  had  nearly  finished,  and 
the  shirts  hanging  on  the  line  in  the  garden 
were  all  swelled  out  with  th-  breeze  until 
they  looked  like  a  row  of  extremely  fat 
boys  who  had  been  gibbeted  for  their  sins. 
The  children  were  at  school,  the  gardener 
and  liis  big  boys  were  away  at  work,  and 
peace  reigned."  After  an  hour  or  two's 
washing  and  wringing,  the  gardener's  wife 
"  straightened  her  back  a  bit,"  and  looked 
at  the  time. 

"I  must  have  a  bit  o'  summat,"  said 
she,  and  then  she  looked  towards  the  door 
and  saw  a  neighbour. 

"  All,  Nancy,  is  it  you  ?  " 
"  You're  got  on  rarely,"  said  Nancy, 
-who  lived  next  door.    "  Come  into  oiu- 
house  and  hev  a  cup  o'  tea  wi'  me." 

"Well,  I  don't  mind  if  I  do,"  said  the 
.gardener's  wife. 

So  they  went  in  next  door  and  had  their 
tea,  and  while  it  was  brewing  another 
friend  stepped  in  from  up  the  village. 
I  should  have  said  she  "nipped  in" — 
that  was  Nancy's  expression  when  de- 
scribing the  scene  afterwards,  and  it  gives 
a, much  better  idea  of  the  lady's  inode  of 
•entrance.  Her  face  was  aglow  with  ex- 
citement ;  her  hair,  which  was  arranged 
in  a  knob  at  the  back  of  her  head,  had 
come  loose  somehow,  and  a  stiff  tail  stuck 
bolt-upright  out  of  it,  whilst  hairpins  pro- 
jected at  different  angles,  and  at  intervals 
"gently  shd  out  and  down  to  the  ground. 
This  "disorder  was  due  to  the  possession  of 
exciting  news,  which  she  was  anxious,  as 
every  good  woman  must  be,  to  be  the  first 
to  impart. 

"Th'  ole  'ug's  bin  down  again,"  she 
cried  excitedly. 

"  You  don't  say  so  !  "  said  the  gardener's 
wife  and  Nancy  simidtMieously. 

"Ah,  and  he's  bin  i'  Muster  Sandiford's 
yard  this  ever  so  long,  and  when  one  o'  the 
men  tried  to  drive  him  out  he  run  at  him 
and  knocked  him  down,  an'  run  clean  over 


liim,  right  along  the  street.  An'  then  he 
went  into  Mrs.  Dimmore's  kitchen  and 
pushed  his  noase  i'  th'  cradle." 

"Did  you  ever,  now!"  exclaimed  the 
audience,  reinforced  by  Nancy's  Tilda, 
who  stood  open-mouthed  on  her  way  to 
the  fireplace,  with  the  kettle  in  her  hand, 
and  amazement  on  her  countenance. 

"  Howiver  did  they  get  him  out '?  "  asked 
Nancy. 

"  Why,  my  'usban  were  comin'  by  wi'  a 
muck  fork,  and  he  went  in  an'  druv  him 
out ;  but  it  were  aU  he  could  do — and  then 
he  wouldn't  goo  hum.  He  rim  up  the  lane 
towards  the  lodge,  and  went  in  the  spinney, 
and  theer  he  is  now.  An'  poor  old  Bet 
Walker,  she  were  coming  back  from  the 
lodge  last  night,  and  just  as  she  were  com- 
ing by  the  spinney,  boo  !  out  he  run,  and 
nearly  frightened  her  to  death.  She  come 
in  all  of  a  tremble." 

"My  Juliaremily  an'  Maraim,  they 
du'stn't  goo  nowheer  when  that  ole  'ug's 
about,"  said  the  gardener's  wife. 

"  Ah,  it's  a  shame  as  he  should  be  let 
run  about  so,"  promptly  responded  Nancy. 

"  But  they  can't  keep  him  in.  Master 
Stephen,  he  told  my  'usban'  as  no 
matter  what  they  do  they  csmnot  keep 
him  i'  th'  yard.  He'll  stop  away  for  days 
sometimes"'.  And  my  John  Enery,  as  is 
keeping  crows  for  'em,  he  saye  as  the  'ug's 
more  bother  nor  all  the  crows,  for  he  will 
come  up  through  a  gap  i'  th'  hedge  and 
rootle  about  so  as  it's  a  shame  to  be  seen. 
My  John  Enery  stopped  the  gap  _  «mc 
times,  and  he  busted  through  each  time." 
Thus  the  gardener's  wife  dismally. 

"  He's  bin  and  turned  up  a  whole  row  o' 
taters  i'  Steve  Brown's  garden,"  put  in 
Nancy  Moore's  Tilda. 
"  You  don't  say  so  !  " 
"  Y"es,  an'  Steve  run  at  him  wi'  a  spade, 
an'  he  went  right  in  his  house  and  turned 
the  table  over,  an'  Steve's  tea  were  all  set 
out,  an'  that  went  over  too." 

And  so  on.  The  sins  of  the  old  hog  were 
a  -very  fi-uitful  suJjject.  He  was  a  very 
darmg  pig.  Nothmg  daunted  him._  He 
revelled  in  crime,  and  all  the  village 
children  lived  in  terror  of  him.  Nowhere 
was  safe  from  his  depredations,  for  he 
showed  a  goblin   dexterity  in  climbing 


heights  which  should  have  been  inacces- 
sible to  a  pig  of  his  rotimdity,  getting 
through  gaps  and  holes  which  you  would 
have  sworn  were  much  too  small  for  his 
head  even  to  go  into  ;  and  he  always  eluded 
his  pursuers  in  the  most  irritating  manner, 
showing  a  blatant  pride  in  wickedness, 
which  sooner  or  later  must  be  his  ruin. 
Indeed— as  Mrs.  Pendle  at  the  shop  ob- 
ser^•ed  when  she  was  weighing  out  some 
butter  to  a  customer,  only  last  Saturday 
night — it  would  not  be  surprising  if  he 
should  thrust  himself  into  the  very  church 
on  Sunday,  and,  as  like  as  not,  upset  the 
reading-desk,  and  the  Vicar  as  well.  Vene- 
ration had  been  left  out  of  him,  and,  like 
Lord  Nelson,  he  didn't  know  what  fear 
was.  No  pigsty  was  seciu-e  from  his  rude 
hoof,  and  delicate  lady -pigs,  picking  a  httle 
cabbage  with  their  interesting  famihes, 
would  have  then-  nerves  terribly  upset  by 
his  suddenly  bursting  through  the  palings 
of  their  abodes,  and  scattering  them  in  all 
directions,  while  he  gobbled  up  the  con- 
tents of  the  trough.  Never  had  his  like 
been  seen  before,  and  if  he  had  been  the 
Eeform  BiU,  or  Eituahsm,  or  the  French, 
or  "  them  boys  again  !  "  he  could  not  have 
been  a  more  exciting  subject  of  conversa- 
tion. 

At  last  the  party  began  to  break  up,  and 
the  gardener's  wife  bethought  herself  of  her 
neglected  tub.  She  rose  and  went  towards 
her  own  home.  At  this  moment  loud 
screams  were  heard  in  the  garden,  and 
Juharemily  and  Marami  rushed  into  the 
arms  of  their  mother.  Speechless  with 
fright,  they  clung  to  her  apron  ;  but  words 
were  not  needed,  to  explain  the  situation. 
There,  amidst  uprooted  cabbages,  fallen 
props,  and  trampled  linen,  with  his  curly 
little  tail  wagging;  placidly,  and  his  black 
eyes  twinlding  with  satisfaction,  was  the 
old  hog,  just  accomphshing  fm'ther  down- 
faUs. 

"  Oh !  "  gasped  the  gardener's  wife,  and 
seized  a  prop  to  drive  him  off,  while  he, 
determined  to  do  aU  the  execution  possible, 
gave  a  wild  yell  and  departed,  bringing  to 
the  gi-oimd  the  row  of  fat  gibbeted  boys, 
and  trampling  on  theix  collapsed  forms  in 
his  hasty  exit. 

(To  ie  continued.') 


Betty  screamed,  and  sat  down  in  the 
clothes-basket. 


¥l\e  Boy'^  Owi\  Papef. 
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TAFFY;   OR,  THE  TALE  OE  A  GROUSE. 

A  SCHOOL  STORY. 
By  Ascott  E.  Hope, 

Author  o/"  The  Parlour  Boarder,"  "  A  Couple  of  Crusoes,"  "Sister  Manj,"  etc. 


THAT  evening  Taffy  was  once  more 
plunged  into  lackadaisical  despair, 
■when  all  day  I  had  been  drumming  upon 
him  the  folly  of  hiding  his  secret  in  the 
place  where  it  was  most  hkely  to  be  dis- 
covered. We  were  sitting  in  our  study, 
making  efforts  to  get  up  our  construing 
better  this  time ;  but,  ever  and  again,  one 
or  other  of  us  retiu-ned  to  the  old  subject. 
Taffy  had  now  worked  himself  up  to  be- 
lieving that  he  was  sure  to  be  had  before 
the  Head,  perhaps  expelled. 

"And  the  worst  of  it  is,"  he  lamented, 
"my  imcle  from  Australia  is  coming  to 
see  me  nest  week,  so  I  don't  want  to  get 
into  any  row  before  then.  How  would 
you  like  to  be  expelled  when  you  had  an 
uncle  coming  to  tip  you  ?  I  wish  I  hadn't 
thought  of  sticking  the  grouse  in  the 
library.  I  wish  I  had  never  meddled 
with  the  thing.  I  wish  it  had  never  been 
born." 

"  Shall  I  tell  you  what  I  should  do, 
if  I  were  you?"  said  I,  who  had  been 
cudgelling  my  brains  in  search  of  any 
other  way  for  him  out  of  the  peril.  "  Go 
straight  to  the  library,  fetch  it  out,  and 
fling  it  in  the  coal-cellar.  There  are  rats 
there." 

"men?  " 

"  Now,  of  course.  The  chances  are  ten 
to  one  against  any  one  seeing  you.  The 
Sixth  are  all  at  supper,  and  all  the  other 
fellows  ought  to  be  in  their  studies." 

"  Will  you  go  with  me,  then  ?  " 

"  Oh,  that's  another  story  !  " 

"  I  don't  like  to  go  alone,"  said  Taffy, 
almost  crying;  and,  seized  by  an  im- 
pulse of  generosity  or  adventiu'ousness,  I 
shut  my  books  with  a  bang. 

"  Well,  I  will  go  with  you,  if  you  like. 
But  mind,  this  is  the  last  time  you  get 
me  to  help  you  out  of  your  scrapes,  you 
mad  old  stick-in-the-mud." 

"You  are  an  awfully  good  fellow !  "  de- 
clared Taffy ;  "  and  if  my  uncle  does  tip 
me,  I'll  get  in  a  pork-pie  and  all  sorts  of 
things." 

"  Bother  yoiu"  pork-pie  !  You  think 
about  nothing  but  eating !  " 

Taffy  made  no  retort,  meekly  submitting 
to  my  contempt.  The  less  satisfaction  I 
felt  in  the  character  of  this  accomplice, 
the  more  was  I  tickled  by  the  idea  of  my 
own  courage  in  going  out  of  the  way  to 
run  risks  for  his  sake.  Our  enterprise 
would  not  be  without  risk;  for  to  be 
caught  out  of  one's  study  at  this  hour  was 
a  hit?h  offence,  while  what  we  contem- 
plated doing  in  the  library  might  be  held 
little  short  of  scholastic  burglary. 

But  I  had  imdertaken  to  share  it  with 
Taffy,  and  the  sooner  done  the  better.  I 
only  waited  to  provide  means  of  having  a 
light,  which  offered  itself  in  the  lamp  of 
my  bicycle ;  then  we  softly  opened  the 
door  and  took  our  stealthy  way  through 
the  house.  Fortunately  we  fell  in  with 
no  one,  though  we  must  pass  right  before 
the  door  of  the  sixth  form  room,  and  that 
of  Mr.  Wyatt  almost  opposite,  like  Scylla 
and  Charybdis.  This  strait  left  behind, 
we  had  only  a  dark  passage  to  traverse  on 


CHAPTER  II. 

tip-toe,  and  turn  into  the  corridor  giving 
entrance  to  the  library. 

But  when  I,  getting  my  lamp  ready,  was 
asking  Taffy  in  a  whisper  for  a  match,  to 
our  astonishment  we  found  the  library 
fully  lit  up,  and  the  door  standing  open 
as  if  inviting  lis  to  enter.  We  drew  back, 
like  wary  rats  from  a  trap,  wondering 
what  this  could  mean.  The  silence,  how- 
ever, reassured  us,  and  once  more  we  ad- 
vanced, to  ascertain  that,  by  some  extra- 
ordinary stroke  of  luck,  we  had  the  place 
to  oiurselves,  with  every  convenience  for 
our  design. 

"  James  must  have  forgotten  to  put  out 
the  gas,  or  he  will  be  coming  romid  pre- 
sently. We  must  be  quick.  Now  then, 
where  did  you  put  it  ?  " 

"  In  that  bookcase  at  the  end — nobody 
ever  goes  there,"  said  Taffy. 

"  You  mean  you  never  go  there.  That's 
where  the  classical  books  of  reference  are 
kept — ^just  where  masters  would  be  most 
likely  to  poke  their  noses." 

"  It  was  the  only  one  unlocked.  But — 
I  say  !  " 

This  doleful  ejaculation  was  called  forth 
by  the  fixct  that  on  trying  the  door  of  the 
compartment  he  foimd  it  fast  locked  now, 
however  it  had  been  in  the  morning. 
There  stood  its  rows  of  books,  effectually 
giiarded  from  us  by  a  lattice-work  of  thick 
wires  crossing  each  other  diamond- wise, 
which  we  could  not  open,  for  all  our 
tugging  and  rattling. 

"  Mellish  or  somebody  must  have  locked 
it !  "  he  said,  with  the  air  of  one  making 
a  sage  discovery. 

"  Why  didn't  you  thiixlj  of  that  before  ?  " 
I  broke  out,  angry  with  myself  as  well  as 
with  my  companion  for  having  thus  been 
led  by  him  on  a  wildgoose  chase. 

"  How  could  I  tell  it  would  be  locked  ?  " 
protested  Taffy,  in  his  most  lachrymose 
voice.    "  But  sh — sh  !    What's  that  ?  " 

We  were  in  the  mood  to  be  startled  by 
a  mouse,  and  now,  to  oiu-  confusion,  we 
heard  the  sound  of  voices  and  footsteps, 
the  boldly  echoing  footsteps  of  persons 
who  had  a  right  to  come  here.  As  they 
were  evidently  coming  this  way,  we  looked 
about  in  haste  for  some  place  of  conceal- 
ment, escape  by  the  door  being  out  of  the 
question.  And  we  had  not  far  to  look. 
Under  the  bookcases,  flush  with  the  door, 
were  a  row  of  recesses  screened  off  by 
curtains,  some  of  them  fitted  up  with 
book-shelves,  others  for  the  present  empty. 
Into  one  of  the  latter  we  dived,  pulling 
the  curtain  behind  us,  just  as  two  of  the 
masters  walked  into  the  room. 

They  were,  as  their  voices  told  us,  Mr. 
Wyatt  and  Mr.  Edgewood,  the  master  of 
our  form,  whom  we  commonly  called 
"Hedgehog"  behind  his  back,  I  suppose 
because  he  was  a  fat  and  facetious  yoimg 
man,  bristling  all  over  with  small  jokes 
and  Tpxms.  Though  we  knew  how  waggish 
he  could  be  in  school,  we  were  now  almost 
shocked  by  the  free  and  easy  levity  of  his 
conversation  when  he  little  knew  into 
what  ears  it  went. 

"  Heigho  !  "  he  exclaimed,  springing  on 


the  table  to  sit  kicking  his  heels  against 
the  legs  of  it.  "  What  a  dog  of  a  life  this 
is  !  If  anybody  had  told  me  three  years 
ago  that  I  was  to  reduce  myself  to  a  skele- 
ton in  trying  to  drum  Latin  and  Greek 
into  such  a  pack  of  dunderheads,  I  think  I 
should  have  gone  apprentice  to  a  burglar 
and  got  sent  to  the  treadmill  at  once." 

"  Yes,  but  you  don't  get  any  holidays  on 
the  treadmill,"  laughecl  Mr.  Wyatt. 

"  What  are  holidays  ?  I  declare  I  feel 
like  spending  most  of  mine  in  bed,  after 
having  had  to  get  iip  for  three  months  at 
seven  in  the  morning.  I  have  a  good  mind 
to  chuck  it  all  up  next  Christmas,  and 
emigrate  somewhere  or  other.  My  brother 
Jack,  who  is  a  cowboy  in  Texas,  has  a 
better  time  of  it  than  any  of  us.  The  most 
stiff-necked  briite  he  has  to  di'ive  can't  be 

so  provoking  as  and  !  "  Here  he 

mentioned  the  names  of  certain  form  fel- 
lows of  mine,  which  I  need  not  repeat  in 
sixch  a  libellous  connection. 

Of  com-se,  though  a  little  startled  at  first, 
we  were  not  deceived  by  those  doleful  ut- 
terances. Without  being  able  to  see  Mr. 
Edgewood' s  round  rosy  face,  we  knew  very 
well  how  it  was  puckered  up  all  the  while 
by  good-natured  wrinldes,  and  how  his 
eyes  would  twinkle  behind  his  spectacles 
to  give  the  lie  to  his  serio-comic  complaints. 

"  Well,  you  can  be  thankful  not  to  be  so 
badly  off  as  I  am,"  yawned  Mr.  Wyatt. 
"  If  you  only  had  to  do  with  fellows  like 

 and  !    And  now,  I  suppose,  I  am 

going  to  get  blowai  up  about  that  row  with 
the  prefects.  Well,  I  hope  he  is  not  going 
to  keep  us  long  to-night.    Isn't  it  cold  ?  " 

"  Cold  enough  to  freeze  the  eyes  out  of 
a  cat !  "  assented  Mr.  Edgewood,  getting 
off  the  table  with  a  thmnp.  "  I  say,  let's 
warm  ourselves  before  the  rest  come.  Give 
us  a  back  !  " 

•  And  to  om*  mingled  amazement  and 
amusement,  by  the  sormds  that  ensued,  we 
were  aware  of  our  instructors  playing  leap- 
frog round  the  table — in  their  caps  and 
gowns,  too,  for  a  glimpse  of  them  as  they 
entered  had  shown  both  thiis  formally  ar- 
rayed, as  if  for  some  scholastic  fimction. 
My  fingers  itched  to  draw  the  curtain  and 
behold  these  high  jinks.  In  the  "  Hedge- 
hog" it  was  not  so  surprising,  except  that 
his  plumpness  hardly  lent  itself  to  leap- 
frog ;  but  who  would  have  expected  such 
capers  from  our  strict  house-master  ? 

"  Pray  don't  let  me  interrupt  your  child- 
ish and  innocent  sports,"  said  a  new  voice, 
which  we  recognised  as  that  of  Mr.  Batt, 
our  great  athletic  authority. 

"  Don't  be  shocked,  Batt.  We  are  only 
taking  a  little  constitutional  exercise  to 
freshen  us  up  for  the  ordeal.  I  hear  you 
are  going  to  catch  it,  by  the  way,  because 
your  form  made  such  a  mrdl  of  its  irregular 
verbs  before  tlie  Head." 

"  Wliy  don't  you  play  football,  then,  if 
you  want  exercise.  I  never  saw  such  a 
lazy  set  as  some  of  you  men." 

"  I  can't — some  hulking  feUow  like  you 
would  be  sure  to  bowl  me  over  and  break 
my  gig-lamps.  I  am  as  blind  as  a  bat, 
you  know." 


"  Oh,  open  the  window  !  "  exclaimed  Mr. 
W.yatt,  with  affected  abhorrence. 

"  It's  bad  form  making  puns  on  a  man's 
name,  and  it  isn't  funny,  Edgewood,"  said 
Mr.  Batt,  stifHy.  "  If  you  want  to  play 
the  buft'oon,  your  form  will  always  make  a 
more  appreciative  audience." 

"  I  make  puns  !  I  wouldn't  do  such 
a  thing  for  the  woiid.  It  only  came  out 
by  accident,  and  you  needn't  take  the  huff 
about  such  a  trifle." 

"  Wyatt,  will  you  speak  to  me  one  mo- 
ment ?  "  said  Mr.  Batt,  as  other  masters 
now  joined  the  party,  and  the  room  became 
alive  with  voices. 

These  two  drew  aside  to  the  corner,  close 
to  where  we  lay  hid  in  a  most  constrained 
and  uncomfortable  attitude,  squatting  on 
the  floor  with  hardly  room  to  stow  our 
legs  away  in  this  hole  of  little  ease.  I 
confess  that  I  was  also  most  micomfortable 
in  my  mind,  for  I  did  not  like  playing  the 
listener  to  talk  certainly  not  meant  for  our 
ears.    But  what  were  we  to  do  ? 

"Look  here,"  said  Mr.  Batt,  in  alow 
voice,  as  he  stood  not  a  yard  from  us  un- 
suspected eavesdroppers  ;  "  do  give  me  a 
construe,  hke  a  good  fellow,  of  this  bit  of 
Xenophon.  I  can't  make  head  or  tail  of 
it,  and  I  don't  know  where  to  lay  hands 
on  a  crib." 

"  You  can't  very  well  borrow  one  from 
one  of  your  boys,  certainly." 

"  The  young  monkeys  !  If  they  only 
knew  how  often  I  am  at  sea  myself,  there 
would  be  no  getting  anything  out  of  them." 

"  Well,  there  won't  be  time  just  now. 
But  come  and  have  a  pipe  in  my  room 
when  this  beastly  business  is  over,  and  I'll 
coach  you  up  for  a  fortnight  ahead." 

"Thanks,  old  fellow;  I  knew  you  would 
be  a  brick  about  it." 

A  pretty  hearing  this,  for  us  youngsters  ! 
It  had  always  been  whispered  among  us 
-that  Mr.  Batt  got  his  post  at  our  school 
on  the  strength  of  his  prowess  at  Oxford 
sports,  and  that  he  was  far  more  master 
of  cricket  and  football  than  of  classical  and 
mathematical  arts.  He  was  noted  as  the 
oiJy  one  of  the  staff  who  had  not  taken  a 
degree  in  honours.  But  we  had  never  pre- 
sumed to  believe  that  any  master  might 
be  puzzled  by  so  easy  an  author  as  Xeno- 
phon ;  and  this  discovery  was  a  rude  shock 
to  our  ideas. 

"  I  should  like  to  be  in  his  form," 
whispered  Taffy  to  me  ;  but  I  rebuked 
him  into  silence  with  a  vehement  nudge. 
This  was  no  time  for  us  to  chatter  non- 
sense, whatever  example  were  set  us 
by  our  pastors  and  masters.  And  I  knew 
that  Mr.  Batt,  however  httle  of  a  scholar 
he  might  be,  had  the  reputation  of  being 
an  uncommonly  exacting  taskmaster. 

The  library  was  now  full  of  masters,  all 
talking  and  laughing  together  without  the 
least  restraint,  while  some  of  the  younger 
ones  seemed  to  be  engaged  in  something 
like  a  bear-fight.  Moving  gingerly  to  ease 
our  cramped  limbs,  we  ventiured  once  or 
twice  to  peep  out  at  the  edge  of  the  cur- 
tain, divided  in  our  minds — at  least,  I  speak 
for  myself— between  keen  interest  in  a 
scene  to  us  so  singular,  and  excited  dread 
such  as  Actaeon  must  have  felt  when  it 
was  his  chance  to  spy  upon  Diana  and 
her  nymphs  at  their  watery  gambols. 

A  sudden  husli  fell  upon  the  babel ;  and 
we  knew  why  when  we  heard  the  voice 
of  the  Warden,  who  must  have  entered  as 
softly  and  sternly  as  the  Ghost  in  '•  Ham- 
let."   Without  seeing,  ^-e  could  picture  to 


ourselves  how  his  more  boisterous  assis- 
tants at  once  stood  on  their  good  beha- 
viour in  that  commanding  presence.  Then 
came  a  clatter  of  chairs,  aU  the  masters 
taking  their  places  round  the  library  table. 
What  sacred  mj'steries  were  about  to  be 
enacted  in  the  hearing,  if  not  the  sight,  of 
two  profane  witnesses  ? 

I  guessed  now,  and  muttered  in  Taffy's 
ear  that  we  had  stolen  upon  one  of  the 
"  Monthly  Reviews,"  known  to  us  boys 
only  by  vague  hearsay.  At  these  meet- 
ings, it  was  understood,  the  Head  and  his 
staff  solemnly  deliberated  on  the  public 
weal,  grave  questions  of  work  and  discipline 
were  discussed,  and  our  masters  in  turn 
might  come  to  be  hauled  over  the  coals — 
the  Cabinet  Council  or  Caucus  of  our  little 
world.  Till  to-night  no  tongue  of  boy 
had  been  able  authentically  to  report  its 
proceedings,  and  now  how  painfully  mi- 
worthy  we  should  feel  to  assist  at  such 
high  confabulations.  For  all  the  tickling 
of  cm-iosity,  I  heartily  wished  myself  away, 
when  the  W arden  cleared  his  throat  to  call 
the  meetifig  to  order. 

"  Before  saying  anything  else,  I  wish  to 
mention  one  thing,"  he  began  in  a  dry 
tone  we  knew  well.  "  I  hope  it  will  be 
enough  for  me  to  mention  it.  I  am  sorry 
to  see  some  of  us  late  for  chapel  too  fre- 
quently. I  need  not  tell  you  what  a  bad 
example  this  sets." 

"  Ah  !  they  are  catching  it !  "  broke  out 
Taffy  mider  his  breath ;  and  I  poked  him 
in  the  ribs  by  way  of  warning,  for  it 
seemed  as  if  the  least  sound  must  be 
audible  in  the  silence  of  these  delinquents 
sitting  rebuked. 

"That  is  the  pmiishment-book,  is.it 
not? — thank  you."  And  after  a  pause., 
fiUed  by  the  rustling  of  leaves,  the  War- 
den went  on — "  There  seems  to  me  to  be 
too  many  detentions  of  late — in  your  form 
especially,  Edgewood." 

We  two  pupils  of  his  pricked  up  oiu- 
ears. 

"  Hardly  more  than  usual,  sir,  I  think," 
said  the  Hedgehog,  modestly. 

"  For  instance,  here  is  the  name  of  Eees 
down  almost  every  day," 

"  That  is  one  of  the  most  troublesome 
boys  I  have.  I  don't  know  what  to  make 
of  him." 

I  pinched  Taff^y  to  emphasise  this  ac- 
count of  his  character  ;  but  I  thought  I 
heard  his  teeth  chatter  when  the  Head 
answered — 

"  Send  him  to  me  next  time  you  have 
to  find  fault  with  him.  I  see  yoin-  initials 
also  opposite  a  great  many  impositions. 
On  the  other  hand,  Mr.  Bait's  form  does 
without  almost  any  pmiishment,  so  far  as 
one  can  see.    How  is  that  ?  " 

"I  keep  them  well  in  hand,  sir,"  said 
the  master  thus  held  up  as  a  model. 

We  boys  could  have  told  the  Head 
something  about  that.  Batt  was  noto- 
riously a  bit  of  a  bully,  given  to  using  his 
hands  much  too  freely.  In  his  class- 
room he  was  in  the  habit  of  administering 
private  thrashings,  which  were  against 
law,  and  would  get  him  into  trouble  one 
day,  but  which  most  of  his  small  boys  put 
up  with  in  preference  to  the  authorised 
punishments  of  staying  in  and  writmg 
lines. 

"  Well,  Edgewood,  I  wdsh  you  could 
learn  Batt's  seci'et  for  keeping  order.  I 
don't  like  to  see  boys  continually  imder 
punishment.  There  would  appear  to  be 
an  epidemic  of  idleness  in  xonr  form." 


"  It  does  break  out  at  times,  sir,  like  the 
measles,  and  seems  to  be  catching." 

"  Then  we  must  disinfect  the  patients. 
I  fear  you  practise  too  much  with  homoeo- 
pathic doses." 

There  was  a  ripple  of  mild  laughter 
at  this  magisterial  pleasantry.  I  never 
thought  the  Warden  could  make  anything 
like  a  joke. 

"  By  the  way,  that  reminds  me,  Mr. 
Wyatt  is  convinced  there  is  something 
wrong  with  the  schoolhouse  drains." 

"  I  have  noticed  an  unpleasant  smeU 
occasionally,"  affirmed  the  house-master, 
who  was  sitting  at  the  end  near  our  re- 
fuge, and  within  two  yards  of  the  book- 
case where  the  grouse  lay  hid.  We  won- 
dered if  he  could  smeU  that ! 

"  This  is,  of  com-se,  a  thing  to  be  looked 
to  ;  but  we  can  do  no  good  by  entering  on 
it  to-night.  I  will  go  roimd  the  premises 
with  you  to-morrow.  At  present  I  wish 
to  bring  before  you  aU  a  question  of 
serious  unportance,  and  one  which  I  must 
ask  you  to  treat  as  strictly  confidential. 
It  is  most  desirable  that  in  the  meanwhile 
the  boj"s  should  know  nothing  of  it. 
Had  not  our  monthly  meeting  been  at 
hand,  I  should  have  felt  bound  to  call 
you  specially  together  for  the  purpose. 
You  will  all  remember  that — why,  what  is 
the  matter  ?  " 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,  I  did  not  mean 
to  interrupt  you  ;  but  it  seems  to  me  there 
is  a  most  peculiar  smell  in  this  room." 

"  I  have  noticed  it  also,"  added  another ; 
and  the  whole  meeting  at  once  revolved 
itself  into  a  committee  of  sniffing  and 
disputing  and  suggesting. 

"  I  can't  say  that  I  smell  anything," 
said  the  Warden  ;  "  but  I  have  a  cold. 
My  owm  impression  is  that  our  fi-iend  here 
has  become  an  alarmist  on  the  subject  of 
drains  ever  since  he  attended  that  Sanitary 
Congress  where  it  was  so  clearly  proved 
that  om-  ancestors  had  no  business  to  live 
for  a  fortnight  in  their  ignorance  of  such 
matters.  Perhaps,  however,  it  woidd  be 
as  well  to  adjourn  to  my  study.  There  is 
a  good  fire  there." 

"  This  room  is  certainly  rather  cold," 
assented  one  of  the  masters. 

"  Very  well,  then."  And  to  my  enor- 
mous satisfaction,  mingled  with  a  touch 
of  baffled  curiosity,  the  meeting  was 
broken  up  forthwith. 

I  risked  another  peep  to  see  the  backs 
of  the  robed  procession  filing  out,  and  Mr. 
W\att  staying  behind  to  put  out  the  gas. 
Wiien  all  was  dark  and  silent  we  stole 
forth,  glad  to  stretch  our  limbs,  as  well  as 
to  be  released  fi-om  the  biu-den  of  those 
perilous  secrets. 

"  Now  we  must  get  back  to  the  study 
as  fast  as  we  can,"  I  whispered  to  Taffy, 
and  we  did  not  speak  another  word  tDl  we 
had  softly  gained  the  stah-  giving  access 
to  our  den. 

But  here,  as  we  turned  a  corner,  we 
were  unfortmiate  enough  to  rmi  right  upon 
Seton,  the  prefect,  going  his  rounds. 

"  You  fellows  have  no  right  to  be  wan- 
dering do-mistairs,  you  know.    Y'ou  ought 
to  be  going  to  bed ;  didn't  you  hear  the  • 
bell-?" 

Taffy  was  opening  his  mouth  to  teU 
some  fib,  but  I  cut  him  short,  the  more 
readily  as  Seton  was  a  very  gentle  and 
considerate  prefect,  who  might  be  trusted 
not  to  stretch  his  authority. 

"  All  right ;  we  are  fairly  caught,"  said 
I,  with  a  laugh. 
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'■  But  this  won't  do,  you  know.  I  think 
I  have  spoken  to  you  before  about  being 
out  of  yoiu-  studies.  You  must  each  bring 
me  fifty  lines  to-morrow,  and  next  time  it 
will  have  to  be  a  licking,  I'm  afraid." 

"  MajTi't  we  have  the  lickmg,  and  get 
done  with  it  ?  "  said  cunning  Taffy,  hoping 
thus  to  get  off  altogether,  for  Seton's  dis- 
like to  use  the  cane  was  well  known. 

'•Well,  if  you  ,"  the  prefect  began 

doubtfully,  but  my  companion  took  fright, 
and  made  haste  to  withdi'aw  his  proposal. 

"  I  don't  mind  doing  the  lines,  after  all, 
because  it's  sure  to  be  wet  to-morrow." 

"You  mustn't  let  me  catch  you  again, 


though,"  ended  Seton,  and  away  we  scam- 
pered to  our  study. 

There,  before  going  up  to  the  dormi- 
tories, we  held  hm-ried  council,  the  upshot 
of  which  was  that  it  would  be  well  not  to 
teU  the  other  fellows  what  we  had  been 
about.  Although  burstmg  with  aU  we  had 
seen  and  heard,  and  hardly  able  to  hold 
our  tongues  that  could  have  roused  such 
wonder,  we  went  to  bed,  then,  with  those 
mysteries  locked  in  our  fluttering  breasts, 
as  mum  as  Freemasons.  My  room-mates, 
■who  lightly  chaffed  me  about  coming  late 
and  being  "run  in  "  by  the  prefect,  little 
guessed  on  what  a  strange  experience  I 


laboured  to  keep  silent,  pulling  off  my 
shirt  and  socks  before  them  like  any  com- 
mon mortal,  or  they  might  rather  have 
exclaimed  in  amazement — 

"  Beware  !    Beware  ! 
His  flashing  eyes  ami  floating  hair  ! 
Weave  a  circle  rounil  Iiim  thrice. 
And  close  your  eyes  witli  holy  dread. 
For  lie  on  honey  dew  hatli  fed." 

But  for  all  it  had  been  granted  me  to 
behold  the  conclave  of  Olympus  and  return 
to  earth  unharmed,  I  lay  down  in  bed 
more  like  another  character  of  the  same 
poet,  with  that  grouse,  instead  of  an  alba- 
tross, still  heavily  weighing  on  my  breast. 

(To  be  continued.) 
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^'/^UESS  that's  what  one  may  call  goin' 

\J  by  the  'overland  rapid  transit,'" 
laughed  Jake,  picking  himself  up  right  on 
the  inner  edge  of  the  reef,  for  the  force  of 
the  wave  was  so  tremendous  that  it  had 
shot  the  raft  and  its  crew  across  the  whole 
breadth  of  the  coral  belt,  as  easily  as  a  child 
would  push  a  toy  across  a  table. 

"  The  train  seems  to  have  rim  off  the 
line,  though,"  said  Bob  Harris,  clapping 
his  hands  to  his  bleeding  nose,  which  had 
come  with  considerable  force  against  one 
of  tlie  planks. 

Poor  Mike  O'Brien,  reckless  of  his  own 
safety  in  his  anxiety  to  take  care  of  little 
Louis  (who  had  fortimately  escaped  quite 
unhurt),  had  got  a  deep  ragged  cut  on  his 
forehead  from  the  sharp  coral,  and  a  gash 
across  the  back  of  his  left  hand  ;  while 
Karl  Hoffmann — who  had  turned  a  com- 
plete somersault— was  holding  his  head 
with  botli  hands  as  if  he  fully  expected  it 
to  tumble  oft'  the  moment  he  let  go. 

"  H'awful  railway  h'accident !  "  cried 
Bob,  imitating  the  voice  of  an  English 
newsboy.  "  H'everybody  killed  'cept  our 
own  reporter,  who  sui-wived  h'expressly  to 
give  a  c'rect  account  of  the  pro-ceedin's." 

"  Total  de-struction  of  the  cars  ! "  added 
Merritt,  in  the  same  tone.  "  I  s'pose  the 
old  raft's  all  in  bits  after  such  a  shake-up 
as  that." 

But  happily  this  was  not  the  case. 
Thanks  to  the  lowness  of  the  reef,  which 
offered  no  projecting  point  for  the  raft  to 
strike  upon,  the  latter  had  been  ground 
along  the  coral  rather  than  dashed  against 
It,  and  had  escaped  pretty  easily.  The 
outer  planks,  indeed,  were  badly  shattered, 
and  one  or  two  of  the  ropes  had  been 
snapped  by  the  shock  ;  but  a  little  knotting 
and  splicing  made  the  framework  strong 
enough  to  carry  our  heroes  across  the 
smooth,  shallow  lagoon  between  the  reef 
and  the  island,  which  was  all  that  it  now 
had  to  do. 

The  moment  the  raft  grounded  upon  the 
level  beach  the  starving  lads  rushed  like 
wild  cats  at  the  huge  ripe  plantains  that 
hung  temptingly  on  every  side  of  them. 
-Down  went  the  rich,  juicy  fi-uits  one  after 
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another,  as  if  the  feasters  would  never 
leave  off' ;  and  when  their  hunger  was  at 
length  ftilly  satisfied  ihej  quenched  their 
thirst  from  a  tiny  stream  that  filtered  into 
the  lag(x)n  through  the  firm  white  sand. 

But  now  tliat  the  excitement  of  this  life- 
and-death  battle  was  over  and  they  were 
safe,  tlie  terrific  strain  of  the  last  four  days 
made  itself  felt  in  earnest.  The  imnatural 
strength  that  had  hitherto  kept  them  up 
seemed  to  give  way  all  in  a  moment,  and 
a  few  minutes  later  they  were  all  fast 
asleep  in  the  spreading  shade  of  a  large 
"  bread-fruit." 

The  sun  was  already  at  its  height  when 
they  awoke  again,  and  eyed  each  other 
with  a  puzzled  look,  hardly  knowing  yet 
where  thoy  were. 

"  Hm-rah  !  "  cried  Bob  Harris,  "  we 
really  are  here,  then,  after  all !  I  dreamed 
that  we  were  back  aboard  the  Dolphin 
again,  and  '  Bully  Black '  laying  into  us 
with  a  rope's  end,  just  in  the  old  style." 

"  That's  all  done  now,  I  reckon,"  said 
Jake  Merritt,  stretching  his  sinewy  limbs 
with  an  air  of  drowsy  enjoyment.  "There's 
nobody  here  to  bully  us  and  knock  us  about 
— not  much.  We're  going  to  have  a  reg'lar 
good  time — that's  wliat  tve're  going  to  do." 

"  But  won't  we  be  afther  lookin'  for 
some  shilter,  annyway  ?  "  suggested  Mike 
O'Brien.  "  Shure,  iv  it  comes  on  to  rain 
agin  the  way  it  did  this  mornin',  we'll  be 
all  dJirownded  on  dhrij  land." 

"  Well,  I  guess  we  might  as  well  look 
around  our  new  territory,"  said  Jake, 
getting  up,  "  and  see  whether  there's  any 
population  beside  ourselves." 

"  And  imtil  we  do  see,"  added  Bob,  "  I 
vote  we  go  along  carefully,  and  make  as 
little  noise  as  we  can.  I've  alwaj-s  heard 
that  they're  a  pretty  decent  set  of  chaps 
in  the  Maldive  Isles  (and  this  is  one  of 
them  that  we're  on  now,  I  fancy) ;  but,  still, 
there's  no  harm  in  being  on  the  safe  side." 

Away  they  aU  went  accordingly,  carrying 
their  broad-bladed  sheath-knives  (the  only 
weapons  they  had)  in  readiness  for  any 
enemy  who  might  turn  up,  and  hugely 
enjoying  tlie  romance  of  exploring  an 
unknown  island  in  this  Robinson  Crusoe 


fashion,  with  the  chance  of  miearthing  at 
any  moment  a  tribe  of  savages  quite  as 
picturesque  as  Friday  himself. 

The  island,  like  most  of  those  in  the 
Maldive  group,  was  almost  circular  in 
shape,  and  measured  about  three-quarters 
of  a  mile  from  side  to  side.  That  it  had 
been  very  recently  inhabited  was  plain 
enough,  for  the  fruit-trees  and  banana 
plantations  had  evidently  been  tended  with 
some  care,  and  the  marks  of  bare  feet  were 
still  Tisible  in  the  soft  earth  along  the  Httk 
brook;  while  at  one  point,  where  a  kind  of 
tank  or  pool  had  been  scooped  out,  the  boys 
picked  up  a  broken  earthen  jar. 

A  little  farther  on,  in  a  sheltered  spot 
near  the  centre  of  the  islet,  a  small  patch 
of  grotmd  had  been  cleared  and  planted 
with  some  kind  of  corn.  Jake  Merritt 
carefully  examined  what  little  was  left  of 
the  crop,  and  pronounced  it  to  be  millet. 

But  all  these  signs  of  busy  life  and 
labour  only  deepened  the  chilling  effect 
of  the  utter  silence  and  loneliness  that 
reigned  on  every  side.  Vast  flights  of 
wild  pigeons  were  circling  slowly  around 
the  tree  tops,  and  the  wild  ducks  started 
up  by  scores  from  the  border  of  the  stream- 
let ;  but  not  a  single  human  being  was 
anywhere  to  be  seen. 

At  last,  uiider  the  sheltering  covert  of  a 
palm-grove,  just  behind  the  corn  patch, 
the  young  explorers  came  upon  a  group 
of  long,  low,  thatched  huts,  the  overhang- 
ing eaves  of  which  (as  is  usual  in  these 
regions  of  torrent  rain)  projected  far  be- 
yond the  edge  of  the  roof  on  all  sides, 
coming  down  to  within  a  few  feet  of  the 
ground. 

"  I  say,  mates,"  cried  Bob  Harris,  "  per- 
haps the  poor  fellows  are  ill  with  some- 
thing, and  can't  get  about.  Let's  go  right 
in  and  see  ifwe  can't  help  'em  some- 
how." 

He  dashed  through  the  open  doorway 
of  the  nearest  hut  as  he  spoke,  while  his 
comrades  made  for  the  others.  But  they 
instantly  recoiled  with  a  cry  of  astonish- 
ment and  dismay. 

AH  the  huts  loere  empty  ! 

Tokens  of  recent  life  abounded  on  every 
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side— the  mats  on  which  the  inmates  had 
Blept,  the  cocoaniit-shells  which  they  had 
used  as  cnps,  their  cooking-vessels,  their 
fishing-nets,  the  hght  Hindn  axes  with 
•which  they  had  chopped  their  wood,  and 
even  several  rude  baskets  tilled  with  dried 
corn  and  bread-fruit :  but  where  were  those 
who  had  iised  them  '! 

"  Sure,  an'  it's  a  tirrible  place  enthirely," 
muttered  O'Brien,  wdth  a  shudder.  "  Iv 
they're  all  dead  wid  the  fayver  or  the 
cholera,  it's  out  av  the  fryin'-pan  into  the 
fire  we  are  !  " 

"  It  can't  be  that,'"  said  Hai-ris  ;  "  for 
if  there  was  nobody  left  to  bury  the  dead, 
we'd  find  some  of  them  lying  about." 

"  That's  so,"  cried  Merritt.  "  Guess 
they've  all  gone  out  fishin' — for,  you  see, 
all  the  boats  are  gone — and  got  lost  in 
that  stor^ji  that  caught  us  last  night." 

"  Thrne  for  yes,"  assented  Mike,  looking 
greatly  relieved. 

"  But  vat  come  vid  ze  vomans  and  ze 
shilds  ?  "  asked  Karl  Hoffmann  ;  "  dcij 
no  go  fish  too,  surely  ?  " 

"  Yes,  tliat  gets  me,"  said  Jake,  with  a 
puzzled  look ;  "  I  forgot  all  about  the 
women  and  childi-en.  Well,  I  jist  give  it 
up — it's  too  many  for  me  all  roimd  !  " 

One  thing,  however,  was  clear  enough — 
here  was  a  snug  home  all  ready  for  them ; 
so  they  at  once  took  possession  of  the 
biggest  hut,  and  made  a  hearty  lunch  of 
the  stored-up  bread-fruit,  the  thick,  white 
pulp  of  which  (tasting  like  light,  wheaten 
bread  mixed  with  fresh  eggs)  was  just  the 
thing  for  them  after  their  long  fast. 

There  was  not  much  work  done  that 
afternoon,  for  they  were  too  thorougloly 
worn  out  by  all  that  they  had  gone  through 
to  be  restored  by  a  short  rest  like  that  of 


the  morning.  Bob  and  Jake  went  down 
to  the  beach  to  haul  up  the  raft  out  of 
harm's  way,  Mike  and  Karl  set  to  work 
to  pelt  down  cocoa-nuts,  being  still  too 
weak  to  climb  for  them ;  while  Louis  busied 
himself  with  "  tidying  up  "  the  hut,  rum- 
maging out  what  stores  the  missing  in- 
habitants had  left  behind  them,  and,  as 
he  said,  "  getting  everything  in  order  for 
tea." 

But  when  their  evening  meal  was  over, 
it  was  very  pleasant  to  sit  at  their  ease  in 
firont  of  the  hut  in  the  cool,  bahuy  air, 
watching  the  sim  go  down  behind  the 
clustering  tree-tops  of  their  new  home, 
and  feeling  that  they  were  free  at  last, 
and  that  no  one  could  bully  and  ill-treat 
them  any  more.  Karl — whose  stock  of 
German  songs  and  legends  made  him  rank 
as  the  literary  m^n  of  the  party — told 
them  several  of  his  best  stories,  and  ended 
by  singing  "  Die  Wacht  am  Rhein  "  in  a 
style  that  might  have  satisfied  Prince  Bis- 
marck himself. 

The  evening  ended  with  a  lusty  chorus 
which  was  a  special  favourite  with  them 
all,  and  the  deep,  solemn  music  of  the 
grand  old  battle-psalm,  pealing  through 
the  silence  of  the  moonlit  palm-groves, 
with  the  hollow  roar  of  the  sea  answering 
it  from  the  reefs  oiitside,  had  a  very  fine 
effect.  Jake  Merritt,  who  Avas  a  bit  of  a 
poet  in  his  way,  added  a  verse  of  his  own, 
which  the  rest  echoed  with  a  will — 

"  Though  the  storm  may  smash  oiir  timbers,  and  the 
sea  may  foam  and  spray. 
We'll  clench  our  teetli  and  bear  it,  till  the  good 

luck  comes  our  way  ; 
"We'll  do  our  -work  like  sailors,  and  in  God  our  trust 
we'll  lay. 

As  we  go  sailing  on." 


CHAPTER  IV. — KING  OR  PRESIDENT  ? 

WHEN  our  heroes  awoke  the  next  morn- 
ing, they  felt  wonderfully  strength- 
ened and  refreshed.  Even  Louis— who  be- 
longed to  that  tough  Western  breed  which 
has  made  the  saying  "  Hard  as  a  Breton  " 
a  proverb  throughout  all  France— looked 
quite  himself  again. 

The  first  thing  to  be  done,  of  course, 
was  to  have  a  swim  in  the  lagoon,  after 
which  Mike  and  Karl,  as  if  determined  to 
show  how  easily  they  could  shake  off  their 
fatigue,  started  off  to  forage.  They  were 
soon  back  again,  Mike  with  a  wild  duck 
which  he  had  knocked  over  with  a  well- 
aimed  stone,  and  Karl  with  half  a  dozen 
fish  that  he  had  caught  by  baiting  his  hook 
with  a  red  rag  as  before.* 

But  how  were  they  to  be  cooked  ?  Bob 
and  Jake  vaguely  remembered  having 
heard  of  savages  lighting  a  fire  by  rub- 
bing two  sticks  together;  but  they  had 
not  the  least  idea  how  to  set  about  it. 

"J  show  you  !  "  cried  Louis,  gleefully  ; 
"  I  learn  him  fi-om  von  old  sailor,  vat  live 
long  time  on  ze  Pa-cific  Isles.  Look, 
see !  " 

Himting  up  two  dead  and  perfectly  dry 
twigs,  he  cut  a  groove  in  one,  and  sharpened 
the  other  to  a  point.  Then,  setting  the 
lower  end  of  the  grooved  stick  against  the 
ground,  he  worked  the  point  of  the  other 
vigorously  up  and  down  the  groove,  till, 
at  length,  a  fine  dust  which  had  gradually 
collected  in  it  actually  took  fire. 

"Well  done,  our  side!"  shouted  Bob 
Harris,  lighting  a  dry  leaf  at  the  tiny 
flame,  and  thrusting  'it  mto  the  pile  of 
fuel  which  the  other  boys  had  gathered. 
A  good  fire  was  soon  blazing,  over  which 
the  fish  and  the  ducks  were  cooked  on 
sharp  sticks. 

Breakfast  over,  the  young  Crusoes 
"  banked  up  "  the  fire  well  that  it  might 
not  go  out  again,  and  then  set  about  scour- 
ing their  rusted  knives  with  sand ;  after 
which,  at  Bob's  suggestion  that  they  should 
"have  their  names  on  the  door  in  case 
any  one  came  to  call,"  they  carved  their 
autogi-aphs  on  the  house-fi-ont  in  the  fol- 
lowing order : — 

"Jacob  Merritt,  Boston,  Mass., U.S. 

EoBERT  Harris,  Bristol,  England. 

Michael  O'Brien,  Portrush,  Ireland. 

Louis  Beaumanoir,  St.  Brieuc,  Bre- 
tagne,  France. 

Karl  Hoffmann,  Hamburg,  North  Ger- 
many." 

Suddenly,  Jake  Merritt,  who  had  been 
looking  very  thoughtful  and  preoccupied 
for  some  minutes  past,  called  out : 

"  Say,  boys,  I've  got  an  idea  !  " 

"  You  don't  say  so  !  "  cried  Bob  Harris, 
with  pretended  astonishment.  "  Better 
let  it  out,  then,  old  chap— it'll  only  die 
for  want  of  company." 

"  Come,  don't  be  too  sharp,  Britisher, 
or  you'll  cut  your  own  fingers,"  retorted 
the  American,  who  was  never  at  a  loss 
for  an  answer.  "Guess  if  you  ever  git 
hold  of  an  idea,  you  won't  dare  to  say  so, 
'cause  then  everybody  'ud  know  you  must 
have  stolen  it." 

"  But  what  for  an  idea,  den,  hast  du 
fi3und,  Yawcob  ?  "  asked  Karl  Hoffmann. 

"Why,  look  here,"  cried  Jake;  "we've 


*  Witli  this  bait  (a  favourite  one  for  deep-sea  fishing) 
we  caught  three  tweiit_v- pound  barracoutas  in  less  than 
half  an  liour  off  the  South  African  coast,  while  on  our 
way  out  to  ZuJulaud  some  yeais  ago.— D,  K. 


got  this  island  all  to  ourselves,  and— for 
all  we  can  see— we're  the  first  white  men 
that's  ever  put  foot  on  it;  so  I  reckon 
we've  a  clear  right  to  take  possession  ol 
it,  and  'stablish  a  reg'lar  Gov'ment,  same 
as  Columbus  did  when  he  landed." 

There  was  a  moment  of  general  silence 
while  the  other  boys  took  in  this  dazzling 
possibility.  Then  Bob  Harris  said  in  tones 
of  the  deepest  admiration  : 

"  That  is  an  idea,  and  no  mistake ! 
It'll  be  a  pretty  good  change  for  us  to  be 
kings  and  lords  here  on  shore  after  being 
deck-swabbers  and  cabin-boys  aboard  ship. 
I  say,  J ake,  you're  the  biggest  and  oldest, 
and  it  was  you  that  first  thought  of  it — 
you'd  better  be  king  of  the  island." 

"Thank  ye,  kindly,  bub;  I  can't  be 
/.■/?((/,"  answered  the  New  Englander,  with 
dignity.  "  Kings  and  such  like  fixings 
don't  gi-ow  on  our  fi-ee  Massachusetts  sile, 
I  reckon— we  had  just  about  enough  of 
them^  a  hundi-ed  years  ago.  Guess  I'll  be 
President,  if  you  like;  and  you  want  to 
obey  me  all  the  same  as  if  I  was  king- 
mind  that ! ' ' 

"All  right,  old  fellow,"  said  Bob,  slap- 
ping the  newly  nominated  President  on 
the  back  with  more  heartiness  than  rever- 
ence. 

"  For  me,  I  had  moch  rader  be  King  as 
to  be  President,"  piped  little  Louis's  thin 
voice,  while  he  eyed  the  taU  Yankee  boy  as 
if  the  latter  had  really  reftised  an  actual 
throne.  "  Ze  King  has  one  great,  big  crown, 
and  one  fine  palace  to  live  in,  and  ze  fine, 
grand  clothes,  and  ze  big  soldier  roimd 
him  vid  ze  gay  miiform ;  but  as  for  our 
President— I  'ave  see  him  vonce  ven  he 
come  troo  our  coim-tree,  and  he  vas  noting 
but  one  old  man,  en  citoyen — vat  you  call 
'  plain  clothes  '—just  hke  von  of  ourselfs." 

"But,  I  say,  Jake,"  cried  Bob  Harris, 
"  when  they  crown  a  king  or  anybody  like 
that,  don't  they  upset  a  bottle"  of  oil  aH 
over  him  ?  If  we  were  aboard  ship  we 
could  chuck  a  lot  of  tar  over  you  instead  ; 
but  we  haven't  got  a  di'op  here.  We 
couldn't  do  it  with  salt  water,  could 
we?  " 

"  Wliy,  how  you  talk  !  "  rephed  Jake, 
with  patriotic  indignation.  "  I  calc'late 
you  don't  think  they'd  grease  a  President 
of  the  Z7-nited  States  hke  a  cart-wheel, 
same  as  you  do  with  one  of  yotn-  httle 
one-horse  kings  over  in  Eiuope.  No,  sir  ! 
All  you've  got  to  do's  just  to  stand  around 
and  say  that  vou  elect  me  President  of — 
hollo  !  " 

"  What's  up  ?  "  asked  Bob,  as  the 
President-elect's  first  speech  came  to  a 
sudden  halt. 

"  Guess  this  election  can't  go  forward 
till  we  find  out  what  I'm  President  of. 
Don't  you  see  we  haven't  named  the 
island  yet  ?  " 

"  No  more  we  have,"  cried  Harris,  fully 
realising  the  force  of  this  objection.  "  Well, 
what  shall  we  call  it  '?  " 

"  Neues  Deutschland  —  New  Cher- 
many,"  suggested  Karl  Hoffmann,  look- 
ing as  if  he  thought  he  had  helped  them 
out  of  then-  ditficulty  very  cleverly. 

"  Hould  yer  tongue,  Karl — sm-e  ye're 
worse  than  ould  Bismarck  himsilf ! " 
cried  Mike  O'Brien,  reprovingly.  •'  Wud 
ye  be  afther  annexin'  the  place  afore 
we've  got  well  settled  in  it  ?  What's 
Jarminy  got  to  do  wid  this  island  anny 
more  than  ould  Oireland  or  France  ?  Give 
it  a  dacent  name  wid  no  politics  in  it — 
call  it  '  Shamrock  Island.'  " 
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"  Why,  Mike,  you're  as  bad  as  Karl,"' 
said  Harris,  amid  a  general  roar  of  laugh- 
ter. '•  No  politics,  indeed  !  Why,  Sham- 
rock's the  most  thoroughly  Irish  name 
you  could  give  it — you  might  as  well  call 
it  '  New  Ireland  '  at  once  !  " 

"  Tiirue  for  yez,"  answered  Mike,  apolo- 
getically.   "  Well,  thin,  name  it  yersilf." 

"  But  I  don't  quite  know  luhat  to  call 
it,"  rejoined  Bob,  rubbing  his  chin  per- 
plexedly. "  It  won't  do  to  call  it  '  Coral 
Island,'  you  know,  for  all  the  islands  are 
coral  hereabouts." 

"J  have  it!"  shouted  Jake  Merritt. 
"  See  here,  boys  ;  we  aU  b'long  to  differ- 
ent nations,  and  yet  we're  all  chums  ;  so 


"  Hurrah  !  hurrah  !  hurrah  !  "  chorused 
the  whole  population,  with  the  full  power 
of  all  their  four  voices. 

"  Fellow-citizens,  I  thank  you,"  said  the 
new  President,  bowing  majestically.  "I'll 
govern  in  accordance  with  the  laws  of 
this  land— that's  to  say,  I  will  when 
we've  time  to  make  some  ;  and  in  the 
meantime  I  guess  I'U  nm  the  Gov'ment 
the  best  way  I  can." 

"  Hurrah  !  "  repeated  the  voice  of  the 
nation,  more  lustily  than  before. 

"  And  now,"  resumed  the  head  of  the 
new  Republic,  as  soon  as  the  cheers  which 
greeted  this  curious  Presidential  Message 
had  died  away,  "  I  reckon  the  next  thing 


little  Louis  Beaiimanoir,  with  his  queer 
chirping  laugh. 

"  Why,  is  that  the  sort  of  thing  that  a 
Home  Secretary  has  to  do  in  your 
parts  ? "  asked  the  President,  looking 
puzzled — as  indeed  he  well  might. 

"  Shouldn't  wonder,  for  they  say  he's 
always  getting  ir.tj  hot  water,"  answered 
Bob  Harris,  with  a  broad  grin. 

"  And  Oi'll  be  the  army,"  shouted 
Mike  O'Brien,  "  to  maintain  p'ace  and 
order,  and  foight  iverybody  that  comes 
widin  a  moile  av  us." 

"  Und  vat  zall  I  be,  den  ?  "  asked  Karl 
Hoffmann.  "  You  do  go  zo  quick,  dere 
zall  be  no  office  left  ven  I  komm  !  " 


let's  call  it  '  Union  Island,'  and  that'll 
give  us  all  a  fair  share  in  it." 

"Eight  you  are!"  cried  Bob,  appro- 
vingly.   "  Union  Island  it  is." 

"  That's  so,"  assented  the  President. 
"  .\nd  now  we're  tlirough  with  naming 
the  settlement,  go  ahead  and  elect  me." 

"  Stand  roimd,  you  chaps  !  "  sang  out 
Harris.  "  Now  then,  all  together  :  '  We, 
the  undersized  citizens — no,  wnAsxsigned 
citizens,  I  mean — of  Union  Island,  pro- 
nounce you,  the  aforesaid  Jacob  Merritt 
here  present  (that's  about?  the  correct 
thing,  ain't  it,  Jake  ?)  our  true  and  aiuful 
President,  to  have  and  to  hold  henceforth 
and  for  ever,  .^nen.'  Three  cheers,  boys  !  " 


Boys,  I've  got  an  idea.' 


we've  got  to  do's  to  choose  Ministers 
and  form  a  Cabinet ;  so,  to  save  time,  I 
guess  each  of  you  had  better  elect  him- 
self." 

"  All  square,"  said  Bob  Harris  ;  "  I'm 
never  too  proud  to  make  myself  useful. 
When  there's  nothing  better  to  be  had,  I 
don't  mind  being  a  Prime  Minister,  if  it'll 
do  anybody  any  good.  Tell  you  what — 
I'll  be  the  Admiralty  Board,  and  look 
after  the  navy,  when  there's  any  to  look 
after ;  for  I  fancy  that  all  the  fleet  we've 
got  just  now's  those  two  or  three  pieces 
of  our  old  raft  yonder." 

"  And  I  sail  be  ze  Home  Secretaire,  and 
do  all  ze  cooking  and  ze  vashing  !  "  cried 


"  Never  fear,  old  chap  !  "  cried  Harris  ; 
"you  shan't  be  left  out  in  the  cold  for 
all  that.  We'll  make  you  Postmaster- 
General,  and  you'U  have  a  pretty  easy 
berth  of  it,  for  we've  got  no  letters,  and 
no  way  to  send  'em  if  we  had  !  " 

"No,  no,"  said  President  Merritt; 
"  Karl  shall  be  an  Academy  of  Fine  Arts, 
and.  run  the  musical  and  literary  fixings  - 
he's  bound  to  do  it  first-chop.  So  there's 
om-  Cabinet  formed,  I  reckon,  and  we 
hain't  taken  long  over  it  neitlier." 

"Hold  hard!"  cried  Bob  Harris,  sud- 
denly, "  we  haven't  got  it  all  shipshape  yet ! 
Father  used  to  say  that  the  first  thing  a 
new  Government  always  does  is  to  clap 
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on  a  lot  of  taxes  ;  but  how  are  we  going 
to  do  that  when  there's  no  money  to  pay 
'em  with  ?  " 

••  Don't  you  fret  yoiirself  about  that. 
Admiral,"  answered  the  President ;  "  you 
won't  find  many  taxes  around  in  this  ft-ee 
Kepublic  of  ours.  We'll  have  nothin'  but 
'li-ee- will  contributions '  here — only  they've 
got  to  foot  up  just  as  much  as  if  they  lucrc 
taxes,  you  know." 

"  Well,  now  we're  all  right,  anyhow," 
said  Bob,  with  the  air  of  one  who  had 
just  got  a  great  weight  off  his  mind. 


"  You  bet  we  are,"  assented  the  Presi- 
dent. "  Well,  boys — Ministers,  I  mean — 
I  calc'late  we've  done  a  right  smart 
morning's  work.  'Tain't  evcr^'  country, 
I  reckon,  that  could  fix  up  a  brand-new 
Gov'ment  and  git  it  runnln'  all  proper 
'tween  breakfast  and  lunch.  And  now 
that  we're  through  with  that  job,  I  move 
that  the  national  Parliament  adjourn  to 
get  Irmch  ready." 

The  national  Parliament  did  so,  and 
the  next  half-hour  exhibited  to  a  wonder- 
ing imiverse  the  unwonted  spectacle  of 


the  Admiralty  Board  cutting  wood,  the 
Ar^iy  fetching  water,  the  Home  Secretary 
tending  the  fire,  the  Academy  of  Arts 
opening  cocoanuts,  and  the  President 
himself,  with  his  shirt-sleeves  roUed  up  to 
the  elbow,  peeling  bananas  witii  might 
and  mam.* 

(_Tohe  oontinuer] .) 


•  In  case  this  scene  should  appear  too  romantic  to 
hp  pi  nhalile.  I  may  as  well  state  tliat  I  myself  was  once 
a  uit  iiiiirr  iif  a  Guverumeut  established  ou  very  similar 

I,lnl-■ilJk^,.— D.  K. 


SOUTH  SEA  ISLAND  KITES. 


THE  Kite  is  not  a  very  old  plaything  in  this 
country — in  fact,  it  has  not  been  amongst 
us  for  much  more  than  two  hundred  years ; 
but  it  is  very  old  in  the  world,  and  its  inven- 
tion goes  back  to  times  prehistoric.  Where 
it  originated  we  know  not  for  certainty ;  but 
we  do  know  where  it  journeyed  to,  and,  by 
tracing  back  the  routes  by  which  it  came,  we 
shall  not  be  far  out  in  placing  its  centre  of 
distribution  in  South-eastern  Asia. 

It  came  to  England  in  our  East  Indiamen ; 
it  came  to  Holland  in  the  Dutch  East  India- 
men  ;  and  it  went  to  America  from  Europe 
in  the  old  colony  days — in  short,  the  kite  is 
found  all  along  the  line  of  the  old  trade  route 
round  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope.  That  is  one 
radius  of  dispersal ;  now  for  another,  no 
other  than  China,  where  kite-flying  is  not 
only  a  fashion,  but  a  passion,  the  story  of 
which  has  been  often  dealt  with  in  these 
pages  and  elsewhere.  Japan,  too,  is  a  great 
kite-flying  country ;  kites  there  are  of 
all  sorts — bats,  fishes,  monkeys,  dragons, 
horses,  crows,  carts,  houses,  and  cuttletishes 
— particularly  the  last,  for  in  Japanese  tako 
is  the  name  both  for  kite  and  cuttlefish.  The 
Japanese  boys  are  great  kite-cutters ;  but 
instead  of  fighting  kite  against  kite  with 
knives  on  the  string  and  tail,  they  dip  the 
string  in  glue  and  draw  it  through  bits  of 
powdered  glass  so  as  to  roughen  it,  like  a 
wall  capped  with  broken  bottles. 

Japan,  too,  has  the  credit  of  producing  the 
biggest  kite  on  record.  This  was  twenty-five 
feet  square,  and  was  used  to  carry  the  robber 
who  attempted  to  steal  the  golden  fish  from 
the  Castle  of  Nagoya,  the  same  fish  that  was 
exhibited  at  Vienna.  One  stormy  night  he 
was  hoisted  aloft,  like  Briant  in  "  Adrift  in 
the  Pacific,"  and  gently  dropped  on  to  the 
top  of  the  Castle.  But  his  labour  was  in 
vain,  and  by  the  noise  he  made  he  was  dis- 
covered by  the  sentinels,  and  afterwards 
sentenced  to  be  boiled  in  oil ;  while,  to  dis- 
courage such  attempts  in  future,  a  decree  was 
issued  forbidding  the  making  of  kites  exceeding 
a  certain  size.  13ut,  notwithstanding  Japanese 
enthusiasm,  it  is  remarkable  that  it  is  in 
Southern  China  that  kite-flving  flourishes 


most,  and,  as  we  have  recently  shown,  the 
Annamese  are,  if  anything,  more  interested 
in  it  than  the  Chinese.  With  them,  as  with 
their  Northern  neighbours,  it  is  not  only  the 


This  peculiarity  is  markedly  the  case  along 
the  third  radius  of  distribution — that  over 
the  Southern  Seas.  The  kite  question  used 
to  be  settled  off-hand  by  the  one  word  "  China," 


boys  who  find  kite-flying  so  enthralling,  but 
the  grown-up  men ;  and  the  flying  of  the 
kite  is  even  a  sort  of  religious  observance  or 
sacred  fjinction. 


but  that  was  before  these  South  Sea  kites 
had  been  thought  worth  mentioning.  Here 
they  are,  however,  now;  and  it  is  clear 
enough  that  long  before  the  kite  found  its 


way  to  Europe  it  had  spread  ever  the 
Pacific. 

In  the  Eev.  W.  W.  Gill's  "Myths  and 
Songs  from  the  South  Pacific.  "  we  have  the 
Hervey  Island  legind  of  the  kite.  It  seems 
that  Tane  challenged  Kongo  to  a  game  of 
kite-flying,  and  did  his  best  in  altitude  with 
the  string  at  his  command ;  but  was  beaten 
by  his  elder  brother,  who  bad  prudently 
laid  by  a  reserve  of  string  foi  such  an  occa- 
sion. In  consequence  of  thi  result  of  this 
contest.  Bongo  became  patron  of  the  pas- 
time among  the  archipelagoes,  and  gave  his 
name  to  what  we  call  the  backbone  of  the 
kite. 

That  gives  us  a  starting-point ;  and  now 
let  us  see  how  these  ancient  and  modern 
kites  are  made,  for  they  are  made  now  exactly 
as  they  were  made  certainly  two  hundred 
years  back.  The  backbone,  a,  is  a  cane  pro- 
jecting above  the  top  in  order  to  show  the 
superiority  of  Kongo  to  ordinary  people. 
Across  the  backbone  are  lashed  four  other 
canes,  and  to  this  framework  eight  leaves  are 
stitched.  The  tail  of  the  kite  has  a  bunch 
of  feathers  at  each  end,  bb,  and  at  equal  in- 
tervals, cccc,  between  them  are  four  bunches 
of  tea-tree  leaves.  From  the  second  cross 
bar  comes  the  string,  which  is  made  of  split 
leaves.   Kongo,  by  the  way,  had  two  thousand 


fathoms  of  string,  and  his  kite  in  consequence 
"  tou;ihed  the  edge  of  the  sky  "  ! 

In  Fig.  2  we  have  a  more  elaborate  affair. 
We  have  still  the  Kongo,  always  the  Kongo, 
and  a  framework  of  canes,  on  which  is  sewn 
the  covering  of  leaves.  The  tail  differs.  ■  It 
has  only  three  clumps  of  tea-tree  leaves, 
these  '•:'-3ing  said  to  represent  the  three  stars 
in  Orion's  belt. 

In  P'ig.  3  we  have  another  pattern  whose 
construction  is  obvious ;  but  here  we  have 
five  tea-tree  bobs,  which  are  said  to  be  repre- 
sentative of  the  five  chief  stars  in  the  Pleiades. 
Whether  this  be  so  or  no  is  doubtful,  but,  as 
far  as  we  know,  the  tails  of  these  last  two 
patterns  of  kite  are  always  the  same. 

In  the  New  Hebrides,  the  kites  are  of  the 
shape  shown  in  Fig.  4.  The  backbone  is  a 
very  long  cane,  half  of  which  serves  for  the 
tail.  About  an  eighth  of  its  distance  from 
the  top  comes  a  cross  cane,  with  the  string 
attached  at  the  junction.  The  sides  of  the 
kite  are  the  midribs  of  a  leaf,  and  these  cross 
each  other  as  shown.  The  kite  is  a  leaf  or 
leaves  fixed  together,  and  threaded  in  and 
out  them,  so  as  to  keep  them  flat,  are  tough 
slender  twigs.  The  kite  is  balanced  by  the 
tuft  of  leaves  at  the  end  of  the  cane. 

In  the  Solomon  Islands,  the  kite,  as  shown 
in  Fig.  5,  has  practically  three  tails.    It  is 


really  a  single  leaf  cut  to  shape,  and  strength- 
ened by  the  cross-pieces.  It  is  a  small 
and  fragile  affair,  very  unlike  the  New  Zea- 
land specimen,  which  does  duty  as  our 
Fig.  6.  ^ 

Here  the  kite  is  made  of  raupo  leaves, 
stitched  on  to  a  framework  and  painted,  as 
far  as  the  head  is  concerned.  The  string  is 
made  by  splitting  the  leaves  of  phormium, 
and  the  same  stuff  is  used  for  fastening  the 
leaves  to  the  canework.  The  Maories  have 
the  same  name  for  kite  as  for  a  hovering 
bird,  thereby  agreeing  with  us  when  we  took 
the  name  from  that  of  the  hawk.  Sometimes 
New  Zealanders'  kites  were  made  of  bark 
cloth,  like  those  of  the  Friendly  Islanders, 
and  in  the  British  Museum  there  is  a  kite  of 
this  material.  It  is  a  somewhat  flippety- 
floppety  affair,  with  the  head  where  the  crest 
is  in  our  example. 

The  kites  we  have  given  are  all  "  sacred  " 
ones.  They  are  never  flown  without  an 
accompaniment  of  traditional  chants— at 
least,  so  we  are  told.  But  it  will  be  noticed 
they  are  all  balanced  for  light  winds.  What 
happens  when  a  sudden  gust  makes  them 
spin  and  dive,  as  ours  would  do  under  the 
circumstances,  we  have  not  been  able  to 
discover.  The  probability  is  that  the  chant 
somewhat  loses  in  solemnity. 


SHARK  STORIES. 


THERE  was  a  curious  affair  occupying  the 
attention  of  the  London  newspapers  in 
December  1787.  On  the  1st  of  that  month 
some  men  were  fishing  in  the  Thames  off 
Poplar  when  they  caught  a  shark.  The  sJiark 
was  the  largest  that  had  been  caught  in  the 
river ;  it  was  over  nine  feet  long,  and  it  was 
six  feet  nine  inches  round  the  body,  and  "  the 
width  of  the  jaws  when  extended  was  seven- 
teen inches." 

When  this  shark  was  opened,  there  was 
found  in  it  "  a  silver  watch,  a  metal  chain, 
and  a  cornelian  seal,  together  with  several 
small  pieces  of  gold  lace,  supposed  to  have 
belonged  to  some  young  gentleman  who  was 
unfortunate  enough  to  have  fallen  overboard." 
Further,  the  reporters  remarked  that  this 
young  gentleman's  body  "  had  either  been 
digested  or  otherwise  voided ;  but  the  watch 
and  gold  lace  not  being  able  to  pass,  the  fish 
had  thereby  become. sickly,  and  would  in  all 
probability  very  soon  have  died" — the  shark 
being  "very  sickly  "  when  caught. 

And  now  for  the  strange  part  of  the  story- 
The  watch  had  the  name  of  Henry  Watson, 
London,  and  its  number  was  1369.  Henry 
Watson  of  London  was  soon  found.  He  was 
a  watchmaker  in  Shoreditch ;  and,  on  re- 
ferring to  his  books,  he  discovered  that  he 
had  sold  No.  1369,  two  years  before,  to  Mr. 
Ephraim  Thompson,  of  Whitechapel.  Mr. 
Thompson  was  also  discoverable.  He  had 
bought  a  watch  from  Mr.  Watson  at  the  date 
specified,  and  had  made  a  present  of  it  to  his 
son  "  on  going  out  on  his  first  voyage^pn  board 
the  ship  Polly,  Captain  Vane,  bound' to  Coast 
and  Bay."  So  the  watch  was  Master  Thomp- 
son's ?  Poor  Thompson  !  "  About  three 
leagues  off  Falmouth,"  on  this  his  first  voyage, 
"by  a  sudden  heel  of  the  vessel  during  a 
squall,  Master  Thompson  fell  overboard,  and 
was  no  more  seen.    The  news  of  his  being 
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drowned  soon  after  came  to  the  knowledge 
of  his  friends,  who  little  thought  of  hearing 
any  more  concerning  him."  And  poor  shark  ! 
Is  there  not  a  little  pity  due  to  him  ?  He 
swam  about  for  two  years  suffering  much 
discomfort  from  the  undigested  load  of  mis- 
cellaneous jewellery,  and  finally  did  what  he 
could  to  make  reparation  by  coming  up  the 
Thames,  and  allowing  himself  to  be  quietly 
landed  off  the  nearest  port  to  Master  Thomp- 
son's home.  And  mark  the  sequel !  "  Mr. 
Thompson  is  said  to  have  purchased  the 
shark,  to  preserve  it  as  a  memorial  of  so  sin- 
gular an  event."  What  a  subject  for  the 
moralist  ! 

But  there  is  another  shark  story  with  a 
moral.  The  date  is  twelve  years  later.  His 
Majesty's  cutter  Sparrow,  on  a  cruise  in  the 
Gulf  of  Mexico,  overhauled  a  suspicious  brig. 
This  brig,  the  Nancy,  was  evidently  a  slaver. 
All  the  appliances  for  the  trade  were  on  board, 
but  there  was  no  scrap  of  paper  to  prove  her 
guilt.  The  commander  of  the  Sparrow  re- 
solved to  take  the  risk  of  the  capture,  and 
brought  the  brig  into  Kingston  Harbour, 
Jamaica,  where  she  lay  for  some  time.  The 
owners  of  the  Nancy  made  a  good  deal  of 
fuss  about  this  detention,  and  at  last  "  com- 
mon justice  required  that  the  brig  should  be 
allowed  to  sail,"  and,  in  accordance  with  the  re- 
quirements of  this  "  common  justice,"  orders 
were  given  for  her  to  be  discharged. 

The  date  of  her  sailiilg  arrived.  She  was 
to  start  in  the  afternoon,  and  the  owners 
were  talking  very  big  about  damages  against 
the  Sparrow,  when  a  messenger  hurriedly 
appeared  in  the  Vice-Admiralty  Court  and 
handed  in  a  packet  of  papers  and  an  affi- 
davit. Here  is  a  copy  of  the  affidavit,  which 
is  still  hanging,  framed  and  glazed,  with  the 
packet  of  papers  attached,  in  the  court-house 
at  Kingston  :  "  Michael  Fitton  esquire  being 


duly  sworn  maketh  oath  and  saith  that  the 
tender  of  his  Majesty's  ship  of  war  Aber- 
gavenny then  under  command  of  this  depo- 
nent being  on  a  cruise  off  Jackmel  in  the 
island  of  Saint  Domingo  on  the  thirtieth  day 
of  August  last  discovered  a  dead  bullock  sur- 
rounded by  sharks  which  he  had  towed  along- 
side the  said  tender  for  catching  the  said 
sharks.  And  this  deponent  saith  that  having 
caught  one  of  the  said  sharks  and  hoisted  it 
on  board  the  said  tender  he  ordered  some  of 
the  seamen  to  separate  its  jaws  and  clean 
them  as  the  said  shark  was  larger  than  com- 
mon which  the  said  seamen  did  whilst  other 
opened  its  maw  and  therein  discovered  in  the 
presence  of  this  deponent  a  parcel  of  papers 
tied  up  with  a  string.  And  this  deponent 
saith  that  on  perusing  the  said  papers  he 
discovered  a  letter  of  a  recent  date  from 
Burricoa  and  as  it  occurred  to  this  deponent 
they  might  relate  to  some  vessel  detained  by 
some  of  his  Majesty's  cruisers  he  had  them 
dried  on  deck.  And  this  deponent  saith  that 
having  been  informed  that  his  Majesty's 
cutter  Sparrow  had  sent  down  to  this  island 
as  prize  a  certain,  brig  or  vessel  called  the 
Nancy  and  supposing  the  papers  so  found  as 
aforesaid  might  be  useful  at  the  trial  of  the 
said  vessel  called  the  Nancy  hath  caused  the 
same  to  be  sealed  up  and  delivered  them  to 
one  of  the  surrogates  of  this  honourable  court 
without  any  fraud  alteration  addition  sub- 
traction or  embezzlement  whatever." 

Very  useful  indeed  !  They  were  the  Nancy's 
papers,  which  had  been  thrown  overboard. 
And  it  was  with  much  satisfaction  that  the 
commander  and  crew  of  H.M.  cutter  Sparrow 
soon  afterwards  gazed  on  what  was  left  of 
the  shark  that  had  been  so  opportunely  cap- 
tured by  Acting-Lieutenant  Fitton.  But  the 
satisfaction  was  not  at  all  shared  in  by  the 
owners  of  the  Nancy. 
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jBy  the  Author  of  "A  Trip  doicn  the  Thames,"  etc.,  etc. 

A PLEASANT  morning  near  the  middle  of 
June ;  time,  about  six  a.m.  ;  scene,  the 
river  Thames  at  Greenhithe.  The  early 
morning  sunlight  casting  a  rippling  line  of 
golden  sheen  on  every  little  wavelet,  and  up 
the  smooth  and  polished  sides  of  the  small 
fleet  of  various  sized  yachts  anchored  out  in 
the  stream. 

All  is  still ;  there  is  scarcely  a  sound  save 
the  swish  of  the  tide  against  the  yachts' 
bows,  and  an  occasional  caw-caw  from  some 
old  crow  on  the  "look-out  for  the  early  wonn. 

Presently  a  thin  line  of  blue  smoke  curls 
up  from  one  of  the  yachts'  stove-funnels,  and 
drifts  away  in  a  lazy  sort  of  fashion,  as  if  it 


was  in  no  hurry  to  get  up  the 
chimney,  and  still  more  reluc- 
tant to  leave  it  when  up. 

In  the  same  indolent  manner 
a  man  in  a  red  cap  shortly  after 
puts  his  head  through  the 
fore  hatchway  of  the  yacht  and 
gives  a  look  round. 

His  head  is  followed  in  a  very 
gradual  way  by  his  body,  and, 
giving  a  stretch  and  a  yawn, 
he  stands  revealed  as  the  mate 
of  the  cutter-yacht  Christabel,  a 
seaworthy-looking  boat  of  thirty 
tons,  whose  lofty  spars  tower  up 
into  the  clear  air  nearly  sixty 
feet  above  the  deck.  He  is  soon 
followed  by  a  lad  of  about 
eighteen,  yclept  "Bill,"  who  acts 
as  heaa  cook  and  bottle-washer,  goes  aloft 
and  helps  to  get  a  reef  down  when  wanted, 
and  is,  in  fact,  generally  useful  and  pretty 
busy  all  day  long. 

To  keep  up  his  character  of  usefulness  on 
this  occasion  the  mate  tells  him  to  help  scrub 
the  decks,  and  very  soon  they  are  both  hard 
at  it. 

The  noise  of  the  scrubbing-brushes  and  the 
slush  of  water  on  deck  soon  arouses  two  other 
individuals  ;  and  I  may  as  well  at  once  in- 
troduce them  to  my  readers  as  the  writer  and 
his  brother.  The  former,  after  lazily  turning 
over  and  ascertaining  by  the  clock  hanging 
inside  the  cabin  skylight  that  it  is  6.30  a.m., 
that  the  sun  is  shining  brightly,  and  also  that 
he  is  thoroughly  awake,  suggests  we  should 
have  a  swim. 


So,  after  carefully  scrutinising  from  the 
companion-doors  the  decks  of  the  surround- 
ing yachts,  to  see  there  are  no  early-rising- 
ladies  up  on  any  of  them,  we  appear  on  deck 
in  a  light  and  airy  costume,  and,  as  the  Ger- 
man gentleman  said,  "mid  noddings  on," 
take  a  dive  off  the  taffrail. 

A  short  swim  gives  one  an  appetite  for 
breakfast,  which  on  board  the  Christabel  is 
always  a  solid  one,  generally  consisting  of  a 
heterogeneous  collection  of  steak,  kippered 
herrings,  meat-pie,  coffee,  marmalade,  bread, 
butter,,  sardines,  eggs,  &c. 

This  was  on  the  cabin  table  by  8.30,  our 
regulation  breakfast  hour  when  at  anchor. 

We  had  made  a  considerable  inroad  on  the 
edibles,  and  Bill  was  just  bringing  in  some 
more  coffee,  when  the  mate  sang  out  down 
the  skylight  that  two  gents  were  a-being 
rowed  from  the  shore,  and  evidently  were 
making  for  the  yacht. 

"  It's  almost  too  early  for  Jack,"  said  Frank, 
running  up  the  cabin  stairs. 

"  That's  Jack,  sure  enough,  though,"  said 
he,  as  I  foHow-ed  on  deck  ;  "  but  who  has  he 
got  With  him  ?  " 

The  companion-ladder  was  rigged  over  the 
side,  and  very  soon  Jack  and  another  gentle- 
man stepped  aboard. 

"  Allow  me  to  introduce  you  to  a  friend  of 
mine  I've  taken  the  liberty  of  bringing  with 
me,  knowing  you  have  plenty  of  sleeping  ac-. 
commodation  aboard — Mr.  O'Eeilly." 

"  Most  happy  to  make  your  acquaintance. 
Are  you  accustomed  to  yachting?  "  I  asked. 

"  No,"  chimed  in  Jack  ;  "  never  been  on  a 
boat  before  in  his  life.   Have  you,  old  man  ?  " 

"  Well,  I've  not  had  much  experience  of  the 
sea,"  replied  Mr.  O'Eeilly  ;  "  but  you  must  not 
suppose  that  I  came  over  from  old  Ireland  in 
a  'waggon,'  you  know." 

"  Come  down  to  breakfast,"  said  Frank, 
laughing  ;  "  the  things  will  be  getting  cold, 
and  we  can  chat  over  our  plans  meanwhile." 

"  We  have  not  waited  for  you,  as  you  see," 
I  remarked.  "  In  fact,  we  didn't  expect  you 
so  soon.  How  did  you  manage  to  get  here  so 
earlv  ?  " 

"  Well,"  replied  Jack,  "  O'Eeilly  turned  up 
late  last  night,  while  I  was  just  packing  my 
portmanteau,  and  when  he  found  I  was  com- 
ing down  here  he  proposed  bolting  of!  again. 
Bui  I  told  him  you  would  be  glad  to  see  any 
friend  of  mine  ;  so  he  agreed  to  come,  and  we 
caught  the  last  train  down  ;  but  as  the  town 
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seemed  to  be  fast  asleep,  and  there  was  not  a 
single  boat  on  the  Causeway,  we  got  a  bed  at  the 
Pier  Hotel,  and  this  morning  rather  overslept 
ourselves,  as  I  can  see  from  the  mangled  ap- 
pearance of  that  breakfast." 

'•  Never  mind,  you  must  make  up  for  lost 
time,"  remarked  Frank.  "  Here,  put  yourself 
outside  some  of  that  meat-pie.  Jack.  Mr. 
O'Eeilly,  what  will  you  take  ?  " 

We  soon  began  to  talk  about  our  intended 
cruise.  Jack  had  settled  to  spend  his  holi- 
days yachting  with  us,  and  had  come  down 
with  that  intention.  His  friend,  O'Eeilly,  had 
some  spare  time  before  returning  to  Ireland, 
so  the  principal  question  was  where  to  go 
this  summer. 

Many  places  were  proposed  as  we  sat  chat- 
ting over  the  breakfast  table,  but  it  took  some 
tirne  to  tii»ally  settle  the  question. 

What  a  wretched  old  woman  that  was," 
suddenly  observed  Jack,  looking  over  at 
O'Eeilly  in  the  meanwhile. 

That  gentleman  was  in  the  act  of  taking  a 
sip  of  coSee,  and,  bursting  into  a  laugh, 
nearly  choked  himself  in  consequence. 

"What   old  woman  was   that?"  asked 
Frank. 

"Pray  don't  mention  her  again,"  said 
O'Eeilly. 

"  But  I've  really  begun  to  feel  quite  an  in- 
terest in  this  old  lady  of  yours,"  said  Frank, 
"and  should  hke  to  hear  about  her." 

"Well,"  replied  Jack,  "she  was  simply 
a  fellow-passenger  with  us  in  the  train  last 
night,  and  her  appearance  did  not  at  first 
excite  any  special  attention ;  but  some  little 
■while  after  starting  she  leaned  her  head  back, 
and,  shutting  her  eyes,  she  opened  her  mouth 
in  a  jerky  manner— like  the  wax  figures  do, 
you  know,  at  the  travelling  shows— and  we 
suddenly  became  aware  that  she  was  fitted 
with  a  set  of  false  teeth  which  evidently  did 
not  act  properly.  The  top  row  did  not  lift 
enough  as  she  opened  her  mouth,  but  caught 
midway,  leaving  a  view  over  the  top  where 
her  gums  ought  to  have  been;  and  I  can 
assure  you  it  looked  fearful,  we  could  not 
take  our  eyes  off  her,  and  as  she  kept  up  the 
spasmodic  action  of  her  mouth  all  the  time, 
we  had  quite  enough  of  it." 
"  Bless  her  !  "  said  Frank. 
"  I  had  horrible  dreams  all  night  long," 
said  O'Eeilly,  "  through  that  old  woman." 

"  Talking  of  teeth  reminds  me  of  poor  little 
Wilkins,  at  College,"  remarked  Frank. 
"  Had  he  a  false  set  ?  "  asked  Jack. 
"  No,  but  he  shared  hia  rooms  with  another 
fellow  who  had,  and  I  remember  one  morning 
he  came  in  looking  so  awfully  put  out  that  I 
asked  him  what  was  the  matter  ? 

"  '  I  can't  stand  this  any  longer,'  said  he  ; 
'  I  shall  have  to  move.  Last  night  I  awoke, 
and,  feeling  thirsty,  I  thought  I  would  take 
a  drink  of  water,  and  not  wishing  to  disturb 
liim,  did  not  strike  a  light,  but  groped  about 
until  I  found  a  tumbler  with  some  water  in 
it,  which  I  had  no  sooner  drunk,  than  his 
teeth— you  know  he  wears  a  false  set,'  pathe- 
tically said  Wilkins—'  fell  up  against  mine. 
They  rattled  so  that  it  gave  me  quite  a  turn 
in  the  dark.  I  shouted  out  and  roused  him, 
and  on  enquiring  the  cause  he  coolly  remarked 
he  had  only  put  them  in  to  soak  overnight. 
So,'  said  Wilkins,  boiling  over, '  no  more  chums 
with  false  teeth  for  me.'  " 

"  Well,  I  vote  we  go  on  deck  now,  and  try 
to  settle  our  plans  for  the  season,"  said  I. 

This  important  question  had  not  been  de- 
termined by  dinner-time,  when,  as  we  sat  talk- 
ing, one  of  us  suggested  "  Bonnie  Scotland," 
as  being  a  good  sketching  ground,  and  full 
of  splendid  scenery. 

"Yes,"  remarked  Jack,  "when  one  gets 
a  chance  of  seeing  it,  but  what  with  mist  and 
rain  it  is  very  seldom  visible." 

"  We  may  have  a  roughish  time  of  it  off 
the  Scotch  coast,"  remarked  Frank ;  "  but,  if 


you  other  fellows  are  willing,  I'm  agree- 
able." 

And  so,  after  much  cogitation,  it  was  finally 
settled  we  should  sail  up  the  east  coast,  look- 
ing in  at  various  places,  and,  after  exploring 
the  Firth  of  Forth  as  far  as  Edinburgh, 
cruise  round  about  wherever  our  sweet  wills 
led  us.  Being  all  agreed  upon  that  point,  we 
began  to  prepare  for  the  trip. 

Jack,  Frank,  and  O'Eeilly  remained  ^  on 
board  and  amused  themselves  by  sketching, 
while  I  ran  up  to  town  by  an  early  train  the 
following  morning  to  lay  in  a  sea  stock  of 
provisions. 

The  mate  had  strict  injunctions  to  see  that 
all  the  water  tanks  and  beakers  were  cleaned 
out  and  re-filled,  and  a  good  stock  of  coke 
got  aboard  in  the  meantime  ;  while  an  extra 
spar  with  a  coil  of  new  rope  was  added,  in 
view  of  possible  emergencies. 

What  a  lot  of  things  one  requires  on  ship- 
board for  even  a  short  cruise ;  and  when  it  is 
intended  to  extend  it  for  an  indefinite  time, 
the  necessary  purchases  seem  to  be  endless. 

I  spent  the  whole  of  the  following  day  pro- 
curing tins  of  meat,  fruit,  biscuits,  a  little 
brandy  in  case  of  illness  among  the  pas- 
sengers, etc.,  etc.,  until  by  the  time  I  had 
about  finished  there  was  a  rare  collection  for 
one  poor  individual  to  look  after.  I  had  a 
cab  full,  inside  and  out,  of  a  varied  assort- 
ment of  coils  of  rope,  fishing-lines,  sea-boots, 
oilskins,  an  extra  boat's  compass,  as  well  as 
the  provisions,  etc.,  which  were  done  up  in 
parcels  just  heavy  enough  for  one  man  to 
carry. 

A  friend,  who  happened  to  meet  me  as  I 
passed  through  the  city,  asked  if  I  was  going 
to  set  up  housekeeping  on  some  desert 
island,  as  he  thought  I  had  enough  with  me 
to  satisfy  any  reasonably  minded  Eobinson 
Crusoe. 

On  arriving  at  Cannon  Street  Station  the 
string  suddenly  broke  of  one  of  the  parcels 
containing  about  fifty  of  the  smaller  sized 
tins  of  meat,  vegetables,  etc.,  just  as  the 
cabman  was  lifting  it  down  from  the  top  of 
his  vehicle,  and  away  rolled  the  tins  in  all 
directions,  much  to  the  delight  of  the  by- 
standers and  a  lot  of  boys  who  were  near. 

There  was  a  great  scramble  and  laughter, 
but  I  think  I  got  most  of  them  back  again, 
all  in  a  more  or  less  battered  condition. 

My  excess  luggage  amounted  to  a  good  bit, 
and,  to  keep  it  as  light  as  possible,  I  took  a 
pair  of  sea-boots  with  me  into  the  carriage, 
as  I  had  previously  stufied  about  twelve 
pounds  of  mackerel  leads  into  each  boot  for 
the  sake  of  convenience. 

It  was  really  funny  to  see  the  expression 
on  the  porter's  face  at  Greenhithe  when  I 
handed  him  out  these  boots.  He  essayed  to 
carry  them  by  one  finger,  and,  of  course, 
immediately  I  let  go  he  dropped  them  on 
the  platform,  and  remarked  he  had  never 
felt  such  heavy  boots  in  all  his  life.  I  ex- 
plained that  heavy  boots  helped  to  keep  one 
steady  on  deck  in  rough  weather ;  but  I  doubt 
if  the  explanation  was  entirely  satisfactory, 
as  he  looked  dubious. 

We  were  in  an  awful  muddle  on  board 
during  the  next  two  days,  packing  things 
away,  and  clearing  up  the  litter  of  straw, 
paper,  &c.,  that  strewed  the  cabins.  Every- 
thing seemed  to  be  on  top  and  nothing  handy, 
but  gradually  the  things  disappeared  as  they 
were  stowed  away  in  drawers  and  lockers, 
cabins  were  cleared  up,  deck  scrubbed  down, 
the  ropes  neatly  coiled,  and,  witli  everything 
ataunto,  we  were  ready  for  sea. 

It  was  about  four  o'clock  in  the  afternoon 
on  June  '26th  that,  slipping  our  mooring  buoy 
overboard,  we  waved  our  caps  to  friends 
ashore,  and  on  the  top  of  the  ebb-tide  started 
on  our  voyage. 

A  splendid  afternoon  it  was,  too,  with  an 
unclouded  sky,  the  bright  sunlight  showing 


up  the  white  stones  of  Ingress  Abbey  in 
strong  reUef  against  its  setting  of  dark  green 
trees.  Very  httle  wind  was  stirring,  and  we 
slowly  drifted  along  past  the  old  training- 
ship,  looking  quite  stately  in  her  coat  of 
new  paint,  and,  with  scarcely  steerage  way,  we 
gradually  rounded  the  point ;  but  it  was  more 
than  an  hour  later  before  we  made  Gravesend. 

Here  a  shght  breeze  helped  us  along,  and 
we  soon  passed  an  old  weather-beaten-looking 
brig  that  was  slowly  dropping  down  with  the 
tide,  and  formed  a  very  picturesque  object, 
which  brought  more  than  one  sketch-book 
out ;  but  the  breeze  carried  us  swiftly  into 
another  position,  much  to  the  artists'  annoy- 
ance. 

"That's  the  worst  of  sketching  on  the 
water,"  said  Jack,  shutting  up  his  book  ;  "  you 
have  to  be  sharp  about  it,  or  the  view  is  gone 
while  you  are  looking  at  it." 

I  lolled  on  the  tiller  steering,  until  Bill 
came  on  deck  to  say  the  tea  was  ready  on 
the  table,  and  we  accordingly  went  below.^ 

"  I've  had  a  better  appetite,"  said  O'Eeilly, 
"  for  the  last  two  days  than  I  ever  remember 
having  before." 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  will  not  require 
in  the  way  of  food  when  we  get  to  sea,  then," 
remarked  Jack ;  "  we  shall  have  to  invent 
some  fresh  meals  for  you." 

"  How  far  do  you  think  we  shall  get  this 
tide,  skipper?  " 

"  We  shall  have  to  bring  up  somewhere 
when  the  tide  has  done  ebbing,  if  the  wind 
does  not  freshen.  What  do  you_say  to  South- 
end ?  "  I  replied. 

"I  have  never  been  there,"  observed 
O'Eeilly. 

"That  will  do,  then,"  said  Jack,  "and  we 
can  go  ashore." 

Instead  of  freshening,  the  wind  gradually 
dropped,  until  the  surface  of  the  water  looked 
like  a  mirror,  and  Fobbing  Old  Church  formed 
a  picturesque  landmark  in  the  distance,  which 
the  green  pasturage  of  Corringham  Marshes 
threw  up  beautifully.  It  was  here,  "Old 
Stow"  tells  us,  that  Jack  Cade's  rebellion 
commenced,  the  proceedings  beginning  by 
the  sacking  of  a  priory  in  the  neighbourhood, 
where  the  mob  drank  and  wasted  the  con- 
tents of  three  tuns  of  wine,  and  devoured  all 
the  food  in  the  well-stocked  larder,  to  the  ex- 
treme disgust  of  the  exasperated  monks. 

Holy  Haven,  reminding  us  of  many  a 
pleasant  evening  spent  there  at  anchor,  was 
slowly  passed,  and  looked  just  as  snug  a 
place  to  bring  up  in  for  the  night  as  ever, 
with  two  or  three  old  Dutch  Eel  Schutes  at 
anchor  a  little  way  up  the  creek,  and  an 
empty  boat  or  two  drawn  up  at  the  landing 
stage  near  the  old-fashioned  inn,  snugly  hid 
behind  the  green  sea  wall,  giving  one  an 
idea  that  the  Dutchmen  did  not  subsist 
entirely  on  water  from  their  scuttle-tubs  on 
deck. 

The  Chapman  Light  gradually  appeared 
to  grow  bigger  as  we  drifted  down  towards  it, 
and  its  friendly  gleam  shot  out  a  warning  ray 
as  the  sun  sank  down.  The  red  light  at 
Southend  pierhead  was  now  our  guiding 
star,  and  O'Eeilly,  in  his  eagerness  to  have^a 
walk  round  the  town,  proposed  towing  the 
yacht  by  means  of  the  dinghy. 

"  Not  if  I  know  it,"  said  Jack.  "  I've  been 
ashore  there  before ;  why,  that  pier  is  a  mile 
and  a  quarter  long." 

"Well,  that's  nothing  of  a  walk,  said 
O'Eeilly,  and  so,  after  a  deal  of  persuasion, 
he  induced  Frank  and  Jack  to  get  m  the 
boat,  and,  fastening  a  light  line  to  the  bow- 
sprit end,  they  towed  us  along.         ,  ^  ■  i 

The  end  of  Canvey  Island  passed,  Leigli 
opened  out  to  our  view.  The  limit  of  the 
jurisdiction  of  the  Thames  Conservancy  ends 
here,  on  an  imaginary  Ime  drawn  across  to 
Yantlett  on  the  opposite  shore. 

{To  be  c'OJifuiMfiZ.) 
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THE  "BOY'S  OWN"  RUSTIC  CART. 


prasent  fashion  of  plain  varnished  wood  carts 
opens  up  to  enterprising  amateur  carpenters 
a  new  field  for  their  energies,  so  that,  besides 
making  rabbit-hutches,  canoes,  bookshelves, 
and  a  thousand  and  one  other  vaseful  articles, 
there  is  no  reason  why  any  tolerably  smart 
boy  should  not  turn  out  a  very  serviceable 
cart  in  which  to  disport  himself  behind  either 
a  pony  or  donkey. 

The  main  requisites  for  the  work  are  great 
accuracy  and  a  large  stock  of  patience.  An 
error  of  the  16th  of  an  inch  causes  con- 
siderable difficulty  before  the  cart  is  finished, 
because  it  is  necessary  both  sides  be  fixed  at 
an  angle,  and  this  angle  must  be  the  same 
in  both  sides,  or  the  effect  will  be  bad.  An 
important  tool  is  that  known  as  a  bevel, 
being  of  the  same  nature  as  a  square,  but 
with  a  movable  blade,  which  is  set  to  any 
angle,  and  then  held  tight  by  a  screw  pass- 
ing through  a  slot,  which  extends  to  half  the 
bngth  of  the  blade.  The  cost  of  a  small  one 
is  2s.  Gd.  The  other  tools  required  are  a  full 
set  of  planes— trying,  jack,  and  smoothing  — 


a  brace  with  J-inch  auger  bit,  a  rose  head 
countersinker,  a  rimer,  or  taper  bit  of  steel 
for  enlarging  holes  in  metal,  and  one  or  two 
augers  of  ^  and  |  of  an  inch  in  diameter,  a 
long  screw-driver,  an  adjustable  wrench,  or 
screw-hammer,  a  few  shai-p  chisels,  a  cross- 
cut saw,  and  a  fine  tenon  saw.  Last,  but  not 
least,  a  plough  with  set  of  irons.  The  use 
of  this  is  for  grooving  the  boards  of  the 


bottom  on  each  edge,  into  which  strips  of 
thin  wood  are  inserted,  making  a  strong 
joint.  Professional  makers  have  a  pair  of 
match  planes  for  this  work,  which  cost  a 
great  deal  more.  A  careful  worker  who  can 
be  trusted  to  take  care  of  tools  will  find  a 
village  carpenter  willing  to  lend  him  a 
plough,  and  so  save  the  cost ;  but,  if  it  can  be 
afforded,  a  plough  is  a  great  addition  to  a 
workman's  chest. 

It  is  useless  for  any  but  patient,  good 
workers  to  hope  to  turn  out  a  creditable- 
looking  ca^t.  There  is  not  anything 
difficult  or  other  than  straightforward  in  the 
making  of  the  body  and  fitting  together 
of  the  parts ;  the  ironwork  springs,  axle, 
and  steps  are  best  bought  ready-made 
through  any  ironmonger.  The  steps  can  be 
made  by  the  local  smith,  but  the  saving  is 
infinitesimal.  The  cost  of  ironwork  is  about 
4Z.  altogether,  less  if  it  be  bought  just  "  in 
the  rough,"  and  then  filed  up  at  honle.  This, 
of  course,  would  entail  the  possession  of  a 
smith's  vice,  but  many  boys'  workshops  now 
possess  this  most  useful  auxihary. 


The  springs  cost  about  4|d  a  pound,  and 
for  a  light  rustic  eart  a  pair  about  3  feet 
long,  and  having  four  plates  y  inch  thick,  are 
amply  strong  enough.  A  set  of  rustic  cart 
ironwork,  including  steps,  back  and  front, 
and  back  stay  for  the  back  of  the  cart  (this 
being  a  piece  of  iron  stretching  from  side  to 
side  at  the  end  by  the  tail-door  holding  the 
sides  rigidly  at  the  requisite  angle),  costs  25s. 
all  finished  up.  Th(!  end  scroll  irons  come  to 
about  7s.  ;  the  axle,  if  one  of  Collinge's  patent 
ones,  is  25s. ;  if  of  the  mail  kind,  about  15s. 
The  Collinge  is  much  the  best,  if  well  used ; 
and  it  is  impossible  for  the  wheels  to  come 
off,  owing  to  an  ingenious  combination  of 
right  and  left  threaded  screws.  At  the  same 
time,  unless  well  oiled,  it  is  liable  to  heat ; 
but  if  the  caps  are  well  filled  with  oil,  it  is 
the  perfection  of  easy  running.  These  axles 
are  made  in  two  arms,  or  halves,  and  can  be 
welded  together  by  the  local  wheelwright  to 
suit  the  gauge  of  the  road,  which  varies  in 
different  places.  Nothing  is  worse  than  to 
go  in  and  out  of  ruts,  through  having  a 
narrow-gauge  cart  on  a  broad-gauge  road. 


Pi  5  5. 


Besides  these  important  pieces  of  ironwork 
the  following  minor  items  are  necessary : — 

Six  dozen  bolts  and  nuts  (Fig.  3),  ^  inch 
thick,  varying  lengths  from  1^  to  3  inches 
long— rose  headed. 


Fi 


Two  spring  clips,  4  inches  x  2  inches,  with 
coupling  plates  (Fig.  4). 

Two  fulcrum  irons,  with  L  plates  to  bolt 
to  foot-board  (Fig.  5). 


One  pair  hinges  for  hind-door,  to  bolt 
inside  (Fig.  6), 


Set  of  4  handles  for  corners  (Fig.  7). 


Pair  irons  for  dashboard  to  bolt  outside 
(Fig.  8). 


8. 


Pair  clips  for  splinter-bar  (Fig.  ('). 


The  last-named  can  be  made  by  the  village' 
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smith,  or  bought  ;  there  is  no  difficulty  about 
them. 

The  wood  of  which  rustic  carts  are  made 
varies.  Birch  is  very  much  used,  but  has  a 
cold  "mean"  look.  Walnut  is  the  fashion- 
able wood,  and  nothing  looks  better  ;  it  is 
easy  to  work,  though  hard,  and  takes  a 
splendid  colour  when  varnished.  Oak  also 
looks  well,  though  not  so  good  for  varnishing, 
owing  to  its  coarser  grain.  I  made  my  cart 
of  it,  however,  and  in  colour  it  has  the 
advantage,  being  a  rich  tawny  brown  ;  also  it 
is  not  so  expensive ;  it  is  worth  the  slight 
extra  cost  to  get  the  wood  planed  up  roughly, 
as  sometimes  to  get  the  rough  off  a  hard  wood 
like  walnut  or  oak  is  hard  labour  indeed. 

The  wood  should  be  a  bare  inch  thick 
when  planed  up  in  boards,  perfectly  true  and 
liat,  free  from  any  cracks  or  shakes — this  is 
most  important.  Then  scrubbed  with  sand- 
paper, going  with  the  grain,  not  across  it  by 
any  means.  Begin  with  coarse  paper,  and 
finish  up  with  the  finest  size.  After  this  the 
grain  should  show  out  clearly  with  its  mark- 
ings, and  the  best  grained  sides  should  be 
marked  for  the  outside. 

The  cart,  we  will  suppose,  is  for  a  13  to  14 
hands  pony ;  it  is  to  have  bars  of  wood,  at 
both  sides  and  back,  with  slanting  bars,  two 
long  and  two  short  on  each  side. 

Two  planks  for  the  side,  5  feet  long— one 
for  the  dojr,  say  4  feet ;  each  1  inch  thick 
when  they  are  finished,  and  1  foot  wide  ;  four 
bars,  2  inches  x  1  inch  thick  x  4  feet  long, 
for  the  upper  raves  ;  about  C  feet  of  2-inch  x 
1-inch  wood  for  the  slanting  bars,  and  some 
strips  of  1-inch  oak  or  walnut  for  lining 
inside  the  cart,  to  which  lining  the  floor  is 
attached. 

Roughly  speaking,  about  24  or  2n  feet 
of  1-inch  walnut  or  oak  will  be  reijuired — it 
is  always  best  to  have  a  little  extra  to  the 
bare  measurement — and  be  sure  and  allow 
at  least  an  inch  to  plane  away,  in  case  of 
mistakes.  It  is  so  easy  to  plane  off  a  super- 
fluous piece,  so  difficult — nay,  impossible — 
to  put  an  inch  on  :  so  always  allow  an  inch 
at  least. 

Regarding  the  wheels,  it  is  best  to  buy 
them.  A  pair  of  English  oak  ones,  .50  inches 
high,  cost  £'4  complete.  But  the  American 
hickoi-y  Warner  wheels  come  to  much  less, 
and  are  very  strong,  light,  and  good.  They 
can  be  obtained  in  any  large  town  or  through 
the  local  shops.  Their  peculiarity  consists 
in  a  band  of  iron  round  the  base  of  the 
spokes,  and  a  small,  tapering  hub,  which  has 
a  good  effect.  Fifty-inch  wheels  are  for  a  full- 
sized  cob-cart ;  lower  ones  can  be  had  in 
proportion  to  intended  size  of  cart,  but  high 
wheels  mean  easy  work  and  less  vibration. 
(jTo  be  continued.') 


A  DREAM-CHAEADE. 

By  the  Rev.  J.  B.  Bartlett,  M.A. 

SLEEP.  What  a  mystery  environs  it!  A 
mystery  second  only  to  that  which  en- 
shrouds its  "brother,  Death."  The  analogy 
between  these  two  states  was  recognised  by 
One  who,  while  He  exhibited  His  mastery 
over  the  former  by  spending  whole  nights  in 
prayer,  proved  equally  His  lordship  over  the 
latter,  when  declaring  of  Jairus's  daughter, 
"  She  is  not  dead,  but  sleepeth."  And  the 
recognition  of  this  same  analogy  is  expressed 
by  our  great  dramatist  in  those  words  of 
Hamlet,  so  terrible  in  their  suggestiveness  : — 

"  For  iQ  that  sleep  of  death  what  dreams  may  come  !  " 

Among  the  rarer  phenomena  of  sleep  may 
be  noted  the  exalted  mental  activity  which 
sometimes  manifests  itself  in  curious  ways. 
Dr.  Gregory  mentions  that  occasionally 
thoughts  occurred  to  him  in  dreams,  so  clear 


;n  reasoning  and  so  aptly  expressed,  that  he 
used  them  in  his  College  lectures  and  in  his 
writings.  Instances  are  on  record  of  mathe- 
maticians solving  difficult  problems  while  their 
outward  senses  were  wrapped  in  slumber.  I 
may  state  that  one  of  my  own  sons  designed  a 
piece  of  ornamental  ivory-turning  when  in  the 
arms  of  Morpheus ;  and  another  assures  me 
that,  when  at  Haileybury,  happening  one  night 
to  glance  over  his  Latin  repetition  before  the 
dormitory  gas  was  extinguished,  he  found  on 
awakening  next  morning  that  he  knew  it 
thoroughly,  and  retained  a  distinct  impres- 
sion of  having  leamt  it  in  a  dream. 

Abercrombie,  in  his  work  on  the  Intellec- 
tual Powers,  relates  of  a  distinguished  lawyer, 
that  having  been  intently  occupied  for  several 
days  on  an  important  and  difficult  case,  his 
wife  saw  him  rise  from  his  bed  in  the  night, 
and  go  to  a  desk  in  the  bedroom.  He  sat 
down  and  wrote  a  long  paper,  which  he  put 
carefully  away  in  the  desk,  and  returned  to 
bed.  Next  morning  he  told  his  wife  that  he 
had  dreamed  of  delivering  a  clear  and  lu- 
minous opinion  on  the  case  which  had  puzzled 
him,  and  >vould  give  anything  to  recover  the 
train  of  thought  which  had  passed  before  him 
in  his  dream.  She  directed  him  to  the  desk, 
where  he  found  the  opinion  clearly  and  fully 
written  out,  and  which  afterwards  proved  to 
be  perfectly  correct. 

Coleridge,  as  is  well  known,  composed  the 
poem  "  Kubla  Khan  "  during  an  afternoon  sleep 
induced  by  a  narcotic ;  but  unfortunately,  hap- 
pening to  be  interrupted  by  a  visitor  while  com- 
mitting it  to  paper,  he  found  to  his  chagrin  that 
the  greater  portion  had  irrecoverably  passed 
from  his  memory.  The  opening  stanza  ran 
thus  :  — 

••  In  Xanadu  did  Kubla  Khan 

A  stately  pleasure-dome  decree  ; 
Where  Alph,  the  sacred  river,  ran 
Through  caverns  measureless  to  man, 
Down  to  a  sunless  sea." 

The  name  of  this  subterranean  river  would 
appear  to  have  suggested  itself  to  the  sleep- 
ing poet  through  unconscious  recollection  of 
the  lines  of  the  JEneid  (iii.  694-5) :  — 

"  Alpheum  fama  est  hue  Elidis  amnem 
Occultas  egisse  vias  siibter  mare." 

Some  years  ago  I  myself  became  the  author 
of  a  dream-charade,  which,  although  of  small 
intrinsic  merit,  may  perhaps  not  appear  devoid 
of  psychologic  interest.  I  did  not  consciously 
compose  it,  but  it  was  seemingly  propounded 
to  me  by  a  lady  friend,  one  of  the  last  indi- 
viduals my  waking  thoughts  would  have  asso- 
ciated in  such  a  connection.  Its  communi- 
cation was  effected  neither  by  writing  nor  hy 
audible  speech,  but  it  seemed  to  be  imparted 
to  me  by  intuition.  Simultaneously  the  an- 
swer flashed  into  my  mind,  and  I  awoke. 
Springing  out  of  bed,  I  immediately  wrote 
down  the  charade,  which  was  as  follows : — 

My  First  expresses  the  starting  of  a  funeral 
procession. 

My  First  with  my  Second  the  frequency  of 
such  a  procession. 

My  Third,  its  return. 

My  Whole  is  a  German  musical  composer. 

Ans.  Off— Often— Back— Offenbach. 

I  should  state  that,  not  being  personally 
musical,  I  was  quite  uncertain,  until  enquiry 
next  morning,  whether  a  musician  of  this 
name  ever  existed.  It  is  noteworthy  that, 
notwithstanding  the  charade  was  composed 
unconsciously,  the  word  "  funeral "  was  in- 
troduced in  the  first  clause,  in  anticipation  of, 
and  in  order  to  satisfy  the  condition  of,  "  fre- 
quency "  mentioned  in  the  second. 

Although  doubtful  at  the  time  as  to  the 
existence  of  such  a  man  a,s  Offenbach,  I  have 
since  learnt  that  there  are  at  least  two  sallies 
extant  in  connection  with  the  name  of  this 
musician.  One,  a  playful  conundrum  sug- 
gested by  the  frequent  home-sickness  notice- 


able in  some  of  our  colonial  bishops  : — "  Why 
are  these  worthy  gentlemen  like  a  celebrated 
German  composer?"  Answer:  "Because 
they  are  often  back."  The  other,  a  6071  mot 
attributed  to  the  late  Bishop  Blomfield,  who, 
on  being  asked  which  of  the  two  composers 
he  preferred.  Bach  or  OSenbach,  is  said  to 
have  replied  that  "  he  would  rather  hear 
Bach  often  than  Offenbach." 


AN  EXCEPTIONAL  CASE. 

By  Paul  Blake. 

"  T  FLATTER  mysclf,"  said  the  youth,  "  I  am 

X    Completely  ready  for  this  exam." 
He  could  rattle  away  the  most  classic  Greek, 
Or  parse  irregular  verbs  by  the  week  ; 
Knew  the  technical  name  for  every  tree, 
Had  by  heart  all  the  chemical  formulffi — 
There  was  nothing  he  didn't  know  !  In  sum. 
He  had  mastered  the  whole  curriculum  ; 
In  every  subject  so  thoroughly  versed, 
It  was  ten  to  one  he  would  come  out  first. 

But  was  he  first  when  the  list  came  out  ? 
Of  his  future  fate  he  had  growing  doubt 
As  hours  crept  onward  one  by  one. 
And  still  his  paper  remained  undone. 
He  wrote  like  steam,  but,  spite  every  endeavour. 
He  never  could  /inis/i  a  paper— never  ! 
His  fears  were  duly  fulfilled  !    Alas  ! 
Our  unfortunate  hero  failed  to  pass. 
The  doctor  was  glum  ;  he  could  wo<  make  out 
What  his  favourite  pupil  had  been  about. 
Till  he  took  occasion  to  explain 
He'd  failed  from  lack  of  time,  not  brain. 
There  were  too  many  questions  ;  he'd  thought 
it  best 

To  answer  a  couple  and  leave  the  rest. 

Now  to  answer  exhaustively  Number  one, 
And  leave  the  rest  of  the  batch  undone. 
Is  a  method  of  working  quite  unsound, 
As  those  who  use  it  have  always  found. 
So  our  friend  was  plucked  from  a  cause  unique. 
Though  the  reason  is  not  far  to  seek — 
The  extent  of  his  varied  knowledge  was  siieh 
That  the  cause  of  his  failure  was  knowing  too 
much ! 


OUR  OPEN  COLUMN. 


A  Letter  from  Baroda. 

A  CoRREsroXDEN'T  writes  :— *  I  have  just  been  read- 
ing in  this  week's  weekly  edition  of  the  '  B.  0.  P.'  of  the 
story  in  '  Our  Note  Book.' 

"  i  have  resided  for  about  four  years  at  Baroda,  and 
mv  father  is  at  present  in  the  Gaekwar's  service. 
While  sitting  in  the  verandah  of  our  house  at  Baroda 
in  the  morning  I  used  to  see  the  cheetahs,  or  hunting 
leopards,  being  led  past  by  two  men,  sometimes  more  ; 
each  cheetah  has  a  collar  round  its  neck  and  one  round 
its  stomach,  to  which  are  attached  chains,  and  the  men 
have  a  hold  of  these  chains,  and  when  the  animals  used 
to  get  rather  restive  the  men  placed  hoods  of  cloth  over 
their  heads,  for  near  our  house  tlie  deer  were  kept  in  a 
large  park,  and  the  cheetahs  smelt  them.  These 
cheetahs  were  used  in  a  hunt  wdieu  Prince  Albert 
Victor  was  at  Baroda  \a£t  March ;  he  was  much 
pleased  about  the  way  these  animals  caught  the  deer. 

"  I  have  also  seen  that  well  into  which  the  two 
elcpliants  fell.  The  story  was  written  in  the  'B.  0.  P.' 
I  by  a  Colonel)  one  or  two  years  back. 

"There  are  some  nice  things  to  be  seen  at  Baroda. 
The  palace*  The  largest,  nameil  Taj  Mahal,  was 
visited  by  the  Prince,  and  he  said  his  mother  (our 
Queen)  had  not  a  palace  like  tliat.  There  are  two  gold 
and  two  silver  guns  there  also.  The  gun-carriage 
wheels  are  plated  with  gold  and  silver,  and  all  the 
other  tilings  belonging  to  the  guns  are  made  of  gold 
and  silver,  for  I  have  often  seen  them  ;  perhaps  some 
other  day  I  may  give  you  a  fuller  account  of  them,  if 
you  wish  me  to  do  so. 

"Among  the  .State  jewels  belonging  to  the  Baroda 
State  is  a  carpet  (I  do  not  know  its  dimensions)  made 
of  pure  pearls,  ami  at  tlie  fovir  corners  are  diamonds  ; 
it  was  made  by  Kunda  Row,  a  former  Gaekwar,  and 
was  to  be  placed  on  Mohammed's  tomb  at  Mecca  (for  tliis 
Gaekwar  was  fond  of  tlie  Mohammedans,  though  he 
was  a  Hindu  himself),  but  he  died  before  the  carpet  was 
fiiiislied.  It  is  placed  with  the  other  State  jewels  in  a 
palace  callefl  Nasa  Bagh.  It  is  estimated  at  £40,000 
sterUug.— M.  B.  H." 
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publico,  can  i-fc  ii 
appear  under  i 
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post,  the  enclosiii'i  ef  rifuninfi  a, id  addressed  envelopes 
notmthitandiioL  Ti>  I  'j'lii  /u  nil  in  that  way  mould  be 
■quite  impossibh  ,  nnd  II  IS  mil  foil-  lo  maie  exceptions. 

We  need  scare'  hi  sue  Ihnl  ice  imiie  eeerii effort  to  assist 
"  our  hoilii  "  i'l  llii.\  mil!  mil,  hill  iiiiliiil  I,  II,  IS  iiiiisl  liee-'S- 
sarihj  Imee  in  n.,  e.iiieiMr,  ml.  elie  llii  foe  lie  InUineiiKI 
reus  ins  —  sime  i,:,.  sinus  iir,  fi  ii  vtoiis.  iiiel  el'li,  i-s  linl'e 
■  h:  ,1  iiiisie,  e<  ,1  I.e.  riiii.l  ,,i .  r  .i.iiinr  "iile  llir  lerilers  irill 
vnlUiLeth,  li  o.ib'e  1,1  r.fr  hiiek  :  el/e  r  ,,,e  sliuus  .einin 
iviiiild  rn.jiiire  II  celiiniii  or  lUer.  ,f  sji.iee  in  deal  irilh, 
and  so  lie  II  are  often  put  ciirfiillii  n  uilr  for  treatment 
bii  a  ip  cial  article  at  earliest  epjiurluiiiiii. 


AVEJIONE. — The  parasitic  anemone  is  the  Adamsia.  It 
is  a  deep-water  species  al«-;i  v~  found  with  a  species  of 
hermit  crab.  There  i--  um  iii^;:iiice  on  record  of  their 
not  being  found  togetln  r.  ,\lr.  Uosse  took  one  off  a 
crab,  and  to  his  abtomshmi  ut,  saw  tlie  crab  take  tlie 
anemone  up  in  its  claws  and  gently  place  it  on  the 
shell  in  which  it  lived,  much  as  a  man  takes  a  boy 
and  lifts  him  on  to  his  shoulder. 

:Stamps  (J.  Smith).— Send  to  one  of  the  dealers  for  a 
catalogue.  It  mil  cost  you  a  shilling,  perhaps,  but 
you  will  soon  save  the  amount  in  the  stamps  you  use 
in  your  numerous  letters  to  us.  We  really" cannot 
value  stamps  every  week  for  you.  From  yom-  descrip- 
tions we  should  say  yoiu-  collection  was  worth  two 
shillings  a  hundred. 

W.  S.  H. — "  How  to  Become  a  Naval  Surgeon  "  was  in 
No.  5U1,  in  the  part  for  September,  1838^ 

A.QUAium[  (C.  Robertson).— If  you  can  get  plate-glass 
so  cheaply,  make  the  tank  entirely  of  glass.  For  the 
corners  you  can  use  wood,  but  zinc  is  better.  Line 
the  zinc  or  wood  with  thiu  sheet  indiarubber  stuck  on 
-with  tyre  ceini-iit.  or  rock  marine  glue.  Bed  the  glass 
into  till--.  .1)111  tnr  tlie  corners  inside  the  tank  all 
round  use  liydraulic  cement  pretty  thickly,  so  as  to 
let  the  glass  appear  as  if  in  a  rockwork  frame.  Hy- 
drauho  cement  is  cement  that  sets  under  water.  We 
liave  frequently  given  special  aquarium  cements,  for 
which  see  back  volumes  in  your  free  hbrary. 

Caxoe  (Monsieur).— Tlie  number  in  which  appeared 
the  descriptiiiii  r,f  tlie  buildiir,'  of  a  canvas  canoe  is 
'"'.f  "1  piint.  l.iir  rl„.  ailiri,.  has  Ijroii  reiiriuted  in 
'■  lii'i'"'!'  li.i'ii-.."  |[  IS  i,ii]„,-,,ii,i^.  t(i  keep  COU 
nr.niiicrs  Imi-  evrr  in  ijriiit— we  should  want  a  ware- 
house as  large  as  St.  Paul's. 

W.  J.  Sawyer.— A  good,  cheap  book  on  cnllectin? 

iP->ris  is  tla-  l:rv  ({..■ri;---S  ■■  l],-r...t  llilllfCr'S 
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■  and  Wdud's  '■  L'um- 


r.  Carr.^  Tlir  tri v-iii;e  sponge  found  on  the  beach  is 
pn^liaii'i-  '  1/  :irin  neiiliiiii.  A  large  number  of  these 
'  i:  I'l  Mitli  !iL'  aln  i-  rough  weather.  The 

■'„""•  '    •••  '  '•'        ''aili  is  til.'  siionge-skeleton  only. 

'  "Ki.-'of  jelly,  wliicdi  is  clrarofl  awav 
iiitli.  Ii,  )  ,i;  ai  (it  t.lie  skeleton  Imi- -al-.  Tii-  lari/e 
'ni'\ci  in  the  -la  irrniis  are  the  cm;-,  tlir  -irall  l,.,les 
a  .  e  rho.-einto  ivineli  the  water  is  sucked.  'I'he  skeleton 
is  horny—"  a  librous  skeleton  of  keratose  ''—not 
flinty  :  you  would  find  it  uncomfortable  to  wash 
yourself  \\\t\\  a  flinty  s^ionge. 


E.  H.  J.  A.— 1.  Wo  had  an  article 
on  "How  to  Make  a  Camera 
Obscura  "  in  No.  415.  Read  it. 
2.  Write  to  the  publishers. 
Claret  and  Light  Blue.— 
Otlier  things  being  equal,  a 
long  stroke  is  better  than  a 
short  one  :  but  it  must  not 
be  merely  a  long  stroke  and 
notinng  eise.  xne  old  galley  stroke,  with  a  dwell  at 
each  end,  is  of  no  use  with  sliding  seats.  You  w-ant 
a  long,  lively  stroke,  pulled  right  through. 

You.VG  ELECTinriAX.— We  have  recently  given  two  or 
three  ways  of  boring  through  glass.  '  A  broken  file 
does  well  for  a  ilrill ;  fi.K  it  in  a  lathe  and  you  get 
more  power  :  and  bore  first  on  one  side  and  "then  on 
the  other  of  the  plate,  and  you  do  not  split  the  glass. 
The  best  lubi-icant  is  spirits'of  turpentine  and  camphor 
or  spirits  of  tm-pentine  and  oil  of  lavender. 

Lidley.— 1.  No.  There  is  nothing  at  aU  in  the  Act 
about  birds'  egg.s.  2.  The  coloured  plate  of  eggs  was 
in  tlie  second  volume  ten  years  ago,  and  is  out  of 
print. 

American*  Fr.^xk.- There  is  a  duty  on  imported  fire- 
arms ;  the  duty  is  not  cliarged  on  second-hand  goods, 
and  it  is  difflcidt  to  get  ammunition  in  America  to 
suit  British  guns.  Under  those  circumstances  it 
would  be  better  for  you  to  buy  your  gun  in  America. 

Sir  Ludar. — There  is  c\-ery  chance  of  your  doing  well 
in  the  Colonies,  but  do  not  let  people  know  you  have 
any  money.  Get  a  situation  in  which  the  trade  to 
whioli  you  have  been  apprenticed  would  be  usefid,  ami 
when  you  have  experience  use  your  capital  to  start  in 
business  in  that  trade. 

A  West  Ixdux  (St.  Kitt's).— 1.  To  bind  a  volume  costs 
about  three  shillings  in  this  country.  2.  Gun-cotton 
is  made  by  acting  on  cotton  with  a  mixture  of  nitric 
and  sulphuric  acids,  the  object  of  the  sulphuric  being 
to  take  the  water  from  the  nitric  and  leave  it  in  full 
combining  strength.  It  is  not  safe  to  use  it  in  a  gun  ; 
instead  of  it  use  Schultze  or  B.C.  powder. 

Puck. — A  baroscope  is  a  fine  name  for  a  storm-glass, 
and  the  composition  we  have  given  since  your  letter 
was  written. 

Boat  Builder.— We  have  had  several  articles  on  model 
yacht  building,  but  they  are  all  out  of  print,  and  will 
appear  in  our  "Outdoor  Sports"  now  coming  along. 

Artiu'r.  -1.  There  are  three  examiuations  to  be  passed 
hir  ai|a!:--iiiii  as  a  rliartered  accountant — the  pre- 
iiifirnasliarr,  and  final;  and  you  obtain 
liaitiri.ars  I:iuu  tli.^  institute,  in  Copthall  BnUiliugs. 
E.I-'.,  or  frmu  the  "  Guide  to  Chartered  Accountancy," 
sold  by  Good  cfe  Co.,  stationers,  in  Jloorgate  Street. 
2.  Rider  Haggard  has  WTitten  a  dozen  books,  but  only 
half  of  them  are  adventure  stories. 

A.  Si.iraoxs. — Yes.  A  goodly  number  of  engineers 
have  bejiui  life  as  boys  in  the  engine-room.  It  is  a 
capital  start ;  liut,  as  in  everything  else,  the  career 
depends  on  yourself. 

Stai;-i;a/:  i:.--1.  T.M.lr's  law  i- disareditr-d  now.  owing  to 
ta..       ia  ii--].i~T  (li  y-'iitani'.    Ir  A\-as  a  coinci- 
•     ■  ■    'I'''''  "l.in  •■  1- Tliat  if  v.ai  take  the  dis- 

taiHv-.a   fa-  l.aa.laddr"  it  multiples  of 

3  in  :.   •'.  ...  a'al  p.-.-.Tr  n.  \..:)  aa/t  tlie  distances 

ofthc  :  ..     t-i  iih.-..-.i.i.  Tim-.  M.TCHnr  =  4  +  0=4 ; 

Veini---=  i  +:;=r  :  Kartii=  l-i-(,  =  ll) ;  Mars=  1-1-12  =  16  ; 
A-;crn  ,i-=-n-2i  =  i>s  ;  .Tai)iter  =  .H-.ls  =  52  :  Saturn 
=  4-1-  au  =  100  ;  Uraini-=  1  +  192  =  19«.  The  approxima- 
tion was  very  ron.jh.  ilarcurv  imeani  slionM  be 
42-G69  instead  of  411  :  \",.]u,-  slaiuM  he  Gi;'.5m'.  instead 
xif  7;  Earth  shonl.i  b..  :ii'-:iG3  instead  of  loo:  :Mars 
should  be  )v;st  ni-',  :al  of  lu  :  Jupiter  shoul.l  be 
498-639  inst.M.l  i.f  :  Saturn  should  be  920-973  in- 
stead of  10'):  an.l  Ur.iiius  should  be  1835-560  instead 
of  192.  2.  .Ininrcr  spins  round  twenty-seven  timesas 
fast  a-  rla-  .  .ii ah.  3.  We  have  given  the  names  of  all 
the  fat.  lilt. in  "The  Planets  and  Where  to  Find 
them."   I'.eter  to  back  numbers. 


SlLTORLVG  (Geordie). -Silvering  mixture  for  copper  is 
composed  of  60  grains  of  nitrate  of  silver,  the  same 
quantity  of  common  salt,  and  7  drachms  of  cream 
of  tartar.  You  have  to  moisten  this  -w-ith  -water  when 
you  apply  it. 

H.  M,  Rose.— It  is,  nevertheless,  true.  If  you  -will  con- 
sult vol.  xiv.of  the  Transactions  of  the  Seismological 
Society  yon  wUl  find  the  report  of  the  committee 
appointed  to  inquire  into  the  best  forms  of  buildings 
for  withstanding  earthquakes.  There  are  as  many  as 
a  hundred  earthquakes  a  year  in  Japan,  and  the 
houses  are  built  specially.  In  the  British  A  ssociation 
Newcastle  report  (1889;  there  is  a  paper  about  it. 
J.  T.  G.— Land  measure  originated  from  the  length  of 
the  furrow  ploughed  bv  our  ancestors.  It  w-as  their 
custom  to  plough  for  220  yards  and  then  return,  and 
8  of  such  fnrrow-longs,  or  firrlongs,  made  np  the 
mile.  Each  furrow-long  v-as  di-vided  into  40  "rods," 
and  consequently  each  rod  measured  5i  yards.  Tlie 
amount  of  land  allowed  to  each  man  w'as  a  roil  wide 
and  a  furrow  long,  and  this  strip  made  the  "rood" 
Four  of  these  strips  side  by  side  made  up  the  "long 
acre,"  of  which  yon  liave  heard.  Hence  the  acre  con- 
sisted of  4  roods,  or  IGO  square  r.ul- ;  aial  you  get  the 
3Ui  square  yards  to  foi-m  tla.-  r...l.  aial  the  4U  rods  tc 
form  the  rood.  It  is  from  the  tact  (,f  the  acre  having 
originally  been  a  strip  that  we  have  "  square  acre  "  in 
the  old  table-books.  Do  not  forget  the  fun-ow-long  • 
it  is  the  key  of  the  puzzle. 

Telegraph  WiRE.-Tlicre  are  two  telegraph  offices  to 
every  10,000  of  the  population  in  Great  Britain;  in 
Tasmania  there  are  eleven  telegraph  offices  to  each 
10,000  of  the  populatieii.  In  (ireat  Britain  there  are 
2ol  miles  of  wire  to  e\a-i-y  lym  square  miles  of  area  ; 
lu  Denmark  tliere  are  i;i;2  miles  of  w-ire  to  each  1,000 
square  miles  of  area.  In  Great  Britain  there  is  1-43 
message  per  head  in  r  year  of  the  people ;  in  West 
Australia  there  are  7-5  messages  per  head.  So  that 
111  no  case  is  Great  Britain  "ahead  in  telegraph 
statistics." 

IXQUiRER.— There  are  iin  free  emigrants  to  the  Austra- 
lian colonies.  Ap|,h-  t.i  the  Emigrants' Information 
Office,  31  Broadway.  Westminster.  You  would  do 
well  in  the  Colony,  and  anything  vou  might  learn  in 
science  and  art  classes  would  be  of  use"  to  you  in- 
directly, but  of  what  direct  use  it  would  be" we  are 
unable  to  say. 

J.  S.  B.— The  best  maps  are  the  sliUling  Ordnance  Maps, 
undoubtedly.  lu  the  Baddelev  series  of  "  Thorough 
Guides  "  there  are  some  capital  maps.  The  West  of 
Scotland  is  dealt  witli  in  the  third  volume  of  "Scot- 
land," w-hich  costs  4s.  The  pubUshers  are  Diilau  & 
Co.,  37  Soho  Squai-e,  W. 

F.  M.  L. — 1.  The  composition  on  w-ax  vestas  is  made  up 
of  five  parts  of  phosphorus,  ten  jiarts  of  chlorate  of 
potash,  six  parts  of  glue,  tl,n  .■  part^  of  red  le.id, 
an.l  twenty-four  parts  of  waxer.  all  li\-  weight.  The 
glue  and  the  potash  a- e  di-..l-.  ,..l  in  hot  water,  the 
phosphorus  ad.led.  aa.l  stirr.  I  in  when  the  solution  is 
about  100°Fahrei;lu ;  aiidtlaresi  is  added  when  the 
phosphorus  is  mi:...  i  n;  The  waxed  wicks  are  dipped 
into  It.  Thei-e  1-  1  ..  ,■  .  aaae.l  patent  of  tins  process. 
To  obtain  a  pa  t ,  i ;  i  . . ,  ],,,,.  merely  to  fill  np"a  form 
and  pay  a  nomii.aliee  t.a  i  .l gin  with, but  vou  will  find 
it  an  expensive  affair  before  you  have  finished. 


Notice  to  Coxteibutoes.— manuscripts  intended 
for  the  Boy's  Owx  Paper  should  be  addressed  to  the 
Editor,  56  Paternoster  Row,  and  must  l.aie  the  name 
and  addre,'is  of  the  sender  clearly  written  thereon,  and 
in  iiny  accompanyinri  letter  THE  TITLE  OP  THi:  MS. 
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in  bed.  Early  as  it  was,  folks  seemed  to 
be  astir ;  I  coiUd  hear  voices,  and  foot- 
steps, and  other  sounds  of  human  life.  I 
have  a  distinct  recollection  of  hearing 
women  talking — of  hearing  my  own  name 
mentioned. 

"  What  a  little  bit  of  a  chap  !  "  said 
one  voice  ;  "  who'd  a'  thought  any  one 
would  a'  sent  a  little  chap  like  'im  to 
sea  ■?  " 

"  All,  poor  worm  o'  the  earth,"  replied 
another ;  "  it's  little  enough  'e  knows  o' 
what's  in  store  for  'en.  Why,  'e  ain't  no 
more  fit  to  go  to  sea  than  my  little  maid 
be  ;  I  should  put  'en  to  school  if  I  was 
'is  ma." 

"  Well,"  joined  in  Mr.  Twitters;  "  what 
I  dew  zay  be  nothen  at  arle,  but  I'm 
thinkin'  it's  lucky  for  'e  as  you  bain't  'is 
ma ;  'e  bain't  made  o'  sugar  or  salt,  as  I 
knows  on ;  e's  a  plucky  youngster,  and's 
got  the  right  stuff  in  'en." 

I  got  up  and  looked  out  of  the  window. 
How  the  birds  were  singmg !  how  the 
waves  were  dancing  in  the  cove  !  Almost 
all  the  fishing-boats  whose  twinkling 
lights  had  illuminated  the  bay  the  evening 
before  had  now  put  to  sea  and  were  an- 
chored off  the  Eddystone.  My  friend  and 
champion,  Mr.  Twitters,  was  outside  chop- 
ping wood.  Spying  my  face  at  the  win- 
dow, he  said,  '■  Good  mornin',  sir ;  no 
need  to  ask  'ee  'ow  'e  slept,  I  reckon. 
Now,  I'll  just  tell  'ee  what  to  do ;  'ee  can 
swim,  I  s'pose  ?  " 

i  replied  in  the  affirmative. 

"  Very  well,  then,"  continued  he  ;  "  do 
^ee  go  down  into  the  cove  now,  and  yew'm 
got  as  nice  a  bathin' -place  as  there  is  in 
all  England.  'Ee  can  slip  down  in  your 
nightshirt;  there's  no  one  'ere  as  'U  take 
any  notice  of  'ee." 

Takmg  the  good  man  at  his  word,  I 
just  stopped  to  put  on  a  pair  of  shoes,  and 
saUied  forth,  towel  in  hand.  I  soon  found 
a  little  winding  path,  which  led  me  through 
an  undergrowth  of  brambles  and  primrose- 
leaves  to  the  foot  of  the  cliff,  where,  among 
the  overhanging  trees,  a  ledge  of  rock 
jutted  out  a  good  way  into  the  sea  be- 
tween two  patches  of  silver-grey  beach. 
It  was  high  tide,  and  all  except  this  rock 
was  covered.  A  little  to  the  right  the  cliff 
beetled  over  somewhat,  and  a  spring  of 
clear  fresh-water  trickled  over  it.  It 
was,  indeed,  a  paradise  for  bathers.  I 
undressed  in  a  twinkling,  and  paused  for 
a  moment  on  the  brink  to  take  in  the 
loveliness  of  the  scene,  and  to  feel  the  de- 
lightful sensation  of  the  summer  morning 
air  stealing  over  my  limbs,  and  then  1 
plunged  into  the  water,  deep,  cold,  life- 
giving,  clear  as  crystal,  purifying  alike  to 
mind  and  body.  What  is  there  among 
the  joys  of  our  boyhood  that  can  surpass 
this  ?  I  recommend  all  boys  to  perfect 
themselves  in  this  dehghtful  art ;  even  yet 
the  waves  always  seem  to  invite  my  confi- 
dence in  them,  and  to  welcome  me  into 
their  midst,  as  I,  for  my  part,  welcome 
their  refreshing  embrace. 

7\jid  now,  wliat  a  grand  glow  I  was  in, 
and  how  buoyantly  I  climbed  the  hill, 
ready  for  the  day's  work.  In  a  sweet  and 
wholesome  frame  of  mind  and  body,  I  soon 
dressed,  made  a  hearty  breakfast,  and  was 
none  the  less  pleased  when  Mr.  Twitters 
proposed  that,  as  the  Diadem  was  not  yet 
in  sight,  and  there  was  hardly  a  breath  of 
wind  stirring,  I  should  accompany  him  on 
a  visit  to  a  neighbouring  coastguard  sta- 
tion.   We  were  soon  on  our  way,  passing 


for  the  first  mile  or  so  through  a  delicious 
woodland  drive,  and  then  emerging  into 
one  of  the  wildest  of  cliff  roads,  skirted  on 
one  side  by  big  rolling  downs  covered 
with  yellow  gorse,  and  on  the  other  by 
wondrous  masses  of  grey  boulders  seem- 
ingly pitched  anyhow  one  on  the  top  of 
the  other,  but  forming  the  most  delightful 
playgroiuid  for  the  waves  and  for  the  bass 
that  love  to  frolic  in  their  foam. 

■•Look  there,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Twitters, 
pointing  to  seaward  with  his  telescope ; 
"  there's  the  Heddystone,  sir.  I  reckon 
you'll  come  to  know  that  'ere  rock  afore 
you  leaves  His  Majesty's  Navy,  sir.  And 
there,"  pointing  to  a  huge  headland  which 
had  now  become  visible — "  that  there's 
Eame  Head.  They  dew  zay  that  afore 
there  was  a  lighthouse  they  monks  used 
to  take  it  in  turns  to  go  up  there  and 
show  a  light  to  us  poor  mariners.  There's 
the  chapel  standiii'  yet  on  the  top,  where 
they'd  used  to  pray  for  shipwrecked  souls. 
I'm  thinkin'  there  must  'ave  been  some 
very  good  mis  among  'em,  for  it's  a 
whisht  place  on  a  dirty  night. 

"Ah,  sir,"  he  continued,  after  a  little 
space,  "  I've  been  in  the  service,  man  and 
boy,  fifty  years  ;  fifty  years  since  I  jined 
it,  a  lad  like  yourself." 

"  Well,  what  do  you  think  of  it  ?  "  said 
I,  thirsting  for  knowledge. 

"  What  do  I  think  on  it  ?    Wliat  do  I 
think  on  it '?  "  as  if  the  question  took  him  { 
aback  rather.   "  WTiy,  you  see,  sir,  there's  • 
a  mam  difference  betwixt  a  hofficer's  life  | 
and  a  man's  life — and,  m  course,  if  yew'm  ; 
on  the  lower  deck,  yew'm  bound  to  'ave  [ 
a  good  dale  to  put  up  with.    But  since 
you  ask  my  'pinion,  sir,  I  say  as  it's  a 
very  good  service  ;  a  very  good  service 
indeed.    No  doubt,  yew'm  like  to  git  a 
rub  or  two  now  and  again,  and  yew  'as 
rather  more  salt  pork  and  'ard  biscuit 
than's  quite  agreeable  sometimes,  and  the 
sea's  apt  to  be  rugged  on  occasion ;  but 
yew'm  got  to  put  up  with  'en.  My 
'pinion  is,  yew  comes  into  the  service 
to  dew  your  dooty ;   and  if  yew  dew 
your  dooty,  you'm  boimd  to  come  out 
clear." 

With  this  extremely  practical  view  I 
could  not  but  entirely  concm-.  I  now 
asked  him  what  sort  of  people  the  officers 
of  the  Navy  were  to  serve  mider. 

"  Why,  in  coiu-se,  sir,  there's  a  goodish 
many  on  'em,  and  there's  good  and  bad 
among  'em,  same  as  there  is  in  all  trades 
and  perfessions.  Yew  must  keep  your 
wits  about  you,  sir  ;  and  if  yew  get  along  j 
with  a  sour-tempered  lot,  why,  yew  must 
just  learn  'ow  to  manage  'em.  I  was 
most  aUus  'appy,  'cause  I  made  myself 
'appy.  But  once  I  got  into  a  ship  with  a 
'ole  cap'n  as  was  a  reg'lar  Tartar.  That 
'ere  ship  warn't  built  for  the  King ;  she 
were  built  for 'm.  The  gtms  was  put  into 
'er,  and  the  stores  was  put  into  'er,  and 
the  'ands  was  shipped  aboard  of  'er,  simply 
and  solely  for  e's  convenience,  and  for  no 
one  else's  convenience  ;  and  when  e'd  got 
'er,  I'm  bothered  if  'e  knowed  what  to  do 
with  her. 

"  WeU,  sir,  'e'd  used  to  rave  and  tear 
that  awful,  that  if  we  'adn't  all  been 
pretty  well  used  to  'en  we  should  'ave 
been  fairly  druv  out  of  our  wits.  But 
many's  the  night  when  we've  pimished 
'en,  me  and  an  old  lewtenant  as  we 
'ad,  as  used  often  to  keep  watch  together. 
'  Twitters,'  he'd  used  to  say  to  me,  '  the 
skipper's  been  awful  bad  this  last  two  or 


three  days  ;  I  wish  'e'd  keep  my  watch 
to-night,  it's  mortal  cold.' 

"  I  knowed  what  'e  were  up  to,  so  I 
just  took  up  my  glass,  and  'ad  a  spy 
round. 

"  '  I  think  there's  a  light  on  the  star- 
board bow,  sir.' 

"  '  Yes,  Twitters,'  says  'e,  takin'  up  'is 
glass  ;  '  'pon  my  word,  you're  right ;  so 
there  is.  Perhaps  she's  a  Frenchman  ; 
think  she's  bearin'  down  on  us  ?  ' 

"'I  shouldn't  wonder  if  she  was,  sir,' 
says  I,  grinnin'. 

"  '  Don't  you  think  I  ought  to  report  her 
to  the  captain?  ' 

"  '  It's  best  to  be  on  the  safe  side,  sir,' 
said  I. 

"  '  Well,  'poll  my  word,  Twitters,  I  don't 
like  the  responsibility.  Yes,  I  think  yon 
had  better  call  the  captain  ;  give  him  my 
compliments,  and  say  there's  a  strange 
light  on  the  starboard  bow,  and  I  can't 
quite  understand  what  she's  up  to,  and  I'd 
be  glad  if  he'd  come  up  and  take  a  look  at 
her.' 

"  So  of  course  I  goes  aft  to  the  captain's 
cabin,  knocks  at  the  door  of  's  sleepin' 
berth,  and  walks  straight  in,  as  'is  orders 
was.  Thinks  I  to  myself,  'Ain't  'e  a  sleepin' 
beautiful,  like  a  liinnocent  babby  in  's 
cradle  ?    What  a  pity  to  wake  en.' 

"  '  The  officer  of  the  watch's  compli- 
ments, sir,  and  there's  a  strange  sail  ' 

"  '  Hey  ?  what  '?  what  d'yer  say  ? 
strange  sail  in  sight  ? '  and  then  'e 
uttered  a  lot  o'  words  as  I  bain't  agoin*  to 
mention,  but  they  was  not  at  aU  com- 
plimentary to  the  strange  sail,  or  to  the 
officer  of  the  watch,  or  to  me  ;  you'U  'ear 
plenty  on  it,  sir,  more's  the  pity,  before 
you're  many  hours  older. 

"  '  WeU,'  says  'e,  '  I  suppose  I  must  get 

up ;  never  'ad  such  a  ship  or  such 

a    lot  o'  officers  in  my  life.  Don't 

you  thinlc  Mr.  Foster  can  do  without 
me  ?  ' 

"  '  Well,  sir,  'e  seemed  mighty  anxious 
for  you  to  come  ;  'e  didn't  seem  to  like 
the  responsibility.' 

"  With  that,  'e  'uddled  on  'is  clothes, 
sweei'in'  fearful  all  the  time,  and  presently 
'e  comes  on  deck.  But  bless  ye,  sir,  all 
on  us  knowed  it  were  on'y  an  old  barque 
as  'ad  been  a-follerin'  us  the  whole  day 
through. 

"  The  captain  took  the  'int,  for  'e  were  as 
quiet  as  a  lamb  for  the  rest  o'  that  week." 

I  begged  him  to  go  on. 

"  WeU,  sir,  our  passon  gave  'en  a  dressin' 
down,  tew." 

"  \Vliat,  do  they  carry  parsons  on  board 
His  Majesty's  ships  ?  " 

"  \\liy,  in  com-se  they  does ;  and  very 
properly,  too,  though  there's  a  goodish 
many  as  'ad  rather  'ave  their  room  than 
their  company.  But,  sir,  sailors  tliey'm 
got  souls,  same  as  other  folks  ;  and  tliey'm 
alius  got  their  lives  in  their  'ands,  and  so 
they  alius  ought  to  be  ready  to  die  ;  and  to 
my  way  o'  thinkin'  it's  notliin'  but  right 
they  should  'ave  a  passon,  same  as  the  volks 
on  shore  as  sets  at  'ome  comfortable,  and 
reads  their  Bibles,  and  goes  to  chm-ch 
reg'lar,  and  don't  dew  no  vightin'. 

"  I  don't  lU{e  tliej'  passons  as  preaches 
their  sermons  out  of  a  buke ;  but  our 
minister  'e  warn't  none  o'  they  ;  no  preach- 
in'  fi-om  a  ^'^u■m  for  'e.  'E  never  kep'  us 
long,  but  what  'e  said  come  straight  from 
e's  'eart. 

"  WeU,  sir,  our  skipper  were  mortal  on- 
reasonable  ;  'e  kep'  alius  a  sayen  as  the 
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3er\  ice  was  tew  long,  wantin'  to  cut  out 
this  and  that,  so  that  our  passon  were  at 
'is  wit's  end  to  know  'ow  to  dew  'is  dooty  ; 
and  then,  arter  the  first  five  minits  of  the 
sermon,  e'd  used  to  cough,  and  scrape  e's 
feet,  and  pidl  out  e's  watch;  and  once  'e 
actually  called  out  in  the  middle,  '  Who's 
that  a  spitteu  on  the  deck  ?  If  I  'ear  any 
more  on  it  I'll  pipe  down.' 

'■  WeU,  and  when  the  sermon  were  ended 
'e'd  get  up,  and  stride  out  o'  church,  'is 
sword  claukin'  arter  'im,  afore  ever  the 
passon  'ad  time  to  finish  'e's  prayer  and 
give  the  blessin'. 

'■  So  then,  when  the  passon  couldn't 
stand  it  no  longer,  one  Monday  mornmg 
'e  goes  in  to  the  captain. 

'■  •  Sir,'  says  'e,  lookin'  very  grave  and 
solemn,  '  I'd  just  like  to  speak  to  you  for 
a  moment  privately.' 

"  '  WeU,  Mr.  Smith,  what  is  it  ?  '  says  the 
captain.  '  You  miist  be  quick  ;  I'm  just 
goin'  to  luncheon  !  ' 

'• '  Well,  sir,'  says  the  passon,  '  I  wants 
to  'ave  a  understandin'  with  'ee  ;  I'm  quite 
sm-e  from  yom'  mamier  as  I've  been  a-doin' 
siunmat  as  I  didn't  ought  to  a  done.  I've 
been  doin'  smnniat  imgentlemanly,  per- 
haps ;  and,  if  so,  I'd  just  like  to  know  what 
it  is ;  I'm  quite  ready  to  apologise.' 

'■ '  Why,  Mr.  Smith,'  says  the  captam  ; 
'  whatever  do  'ee  mean  ?  you  ain't  been 
doin'  nothin'  wrong,  as  I  Imows  on.' 

'■  So  then  the  passon  told  'im  what  'e 
thought,  and  'ow  hurted  'e  was  by  the 
captain's  manner  to  'im. 

'■  '  Oh  ! '  says  the  captain,  '  you're  too 
thin-skinned ;  you  mustn't  think  anythink 
about  tliat ;  that's  only  the  service.' 

'■ '  Well,  sir,'  says  the  passon ;  '  if  that's 
the  service,  I  can  only  say  I  didn't  bargain 
for  that  when  I  came  into  it.' 

"  Owsomever,  the  captain  never  acted 
like  that  again  all  through  the  commission  ; 
and  a  very  good  time  the  passon  'ad,  and 
was  liked  from  the  gim-room  to  the  fore- 
castle. 

'•  But,  tliere,  sir,  they  ain't  all  like  that. 
I've  sailed  with  as  fine  gentlemen  as  ever 
were  born  and  bred  in  England.  Why, 
sir,  I  can  mind  when  my  old  captain.  Sir 
Lyuton  Langhorne,  were  shot  through  the 
right  limg  in  the  old  Griffin,  there  warn't  a 
dry  eye  in  the  whole  slup,  frona  the  com- 
mander to  the  suiiillest  powder-nionkej'  on 
board.  'E  gathered  us  all  roimd  'im,  as 
'e  lay  a-dyin' : '  Good-bye,  shipmates,  every 
one,'  'e  said ;  '  we've  been  like  brothers. 
I'm  glad  I'm  spared  to  thank  you  all  for 
yoiu-  goodness  before  I  die.  It's  a  solemn 
thing,  lads,  to  weigh  anchor,  for  the  last 
voyage,  to  another  world;  and  yet  I'm 
tlyiug'  j^ist  where  I  wished  to  die.  Give  me 
some  more  water.  Thank  you,  I'm  very 
faint.  Let's  say  the  Lord's  Prayer;  we've 
often  said  it  together,'  and  then  'e  gathered 
strength  to  make  the  effort,  and  we  stood 
round,  with  clasped  'ands  and  bowed  'eads, 
and  now  and  then  a  sob  fi-om  the  yoimg- 
sters ;  but  'e  on'y  got  as  far  as  '  Thy  will 
be  done,'  and  then  'e  turned  to  the  com- 
mander, •  You'll  do  all  that's  necessary,' 
and  with  that  'e  died." 

The  old  sailor's  voice  faltered  at  the  re- 
collection, and  he  brushed  his  eyes  with 
his  coat-sleeve  ;  but  after  a  moment  he 
abruptly  changed  tlie  subject — 

"  Look  there,  sir-,  did  'ee  ever  see  such 
a  bay  as  that  there  ?  That's  Wliitesand 
Bay." 

There  it  lay,  miles  of  it,  with  the  white 
houses  of  Down  Derry  far  in  the  distance. 


and  those  of  Looe  still  farther  beyond,  a  i 
great  slice  of  the  Cornish  coast  where  wind 
and  sea  are  perpetually  on  the  romp,  where 
together  they  conspire  e^  ei-y  now  and  then 
the  death  of  some  good  ship,  fated  to  leave 

!  her  bones  among  the  masses  of  iron-grey  [ 

I  rock  broken  into  every  imaginable  fantas- 
tic shape.  With  what  a  boom  the  breakers 

I  were  rolling  in  !  How  harmoniously  their  i 
music  seemed  to  combine  with  the  scream- 
ing of  the  gulls  and  the  bleating  of  the  ' 
sheep  !  What  a  hopeless  inhospitable  place 
on  a  wild  winter's  night !  God  help  any 
ship  that  goes  ashore  there  !  And  yet, 
with  clumps  of  yeUow  gorse,  and  blue  sky, 
the  purest  of  air,  and  the  merriest  of  larks 

j  singing  therein,  nothing  could  be  much 
more  charming  than  "N^liitesand  Bay  at 

I  tliat  moment. 

"  See  there,  sir,"   said  Mr.  Twitters, 

:  pointing  to  a  little  coastguard  station  which 
lay  at  the  end  of  the  bay  nearest  to  us ; 
"  that  theer's  PoUawn  ;  that's  where  we're  ; 
a-goin',  that  is.    I'm  a-goin'  to  see  a  old  ' 
shipmate  o'  mine  as  lives  there  ;  I  'opes  J 
'e'll  'ave  a  bit  o'  dinner  ready,  for  this  ere 
air  dew  make  a  man  mighty'  'migi-y." 

W^e  pressed  on,  and  were  soon  warmly 
received  by  Mr.  Daniel  Ancient,  for  the  ' 
time  being  the  commanding  officer  of  the  j 
station  at  Pollawn. 

"W^ell,  Dan,  'ow  be  yew?"  said  Mr. 
Twitters ;  "  I  be  come  to  see  'ee  once  more  ;  i 
'ow  be  getten'  on '?  " 

"  Oh,  pretty  middlm',  thank'ee,  Sam, 
on'y  middlin'  ;  the  rheumatics  is  plaguey  j 
bad  at  times.  My  wife,  she  dew  say, '  Dan,  ' 
yew'm  looken'  poorly ;  I'm  feared  yew 
hain't  long  for  this  world.'  But,  there,  they 
women  are  all  ahke  ;  I  don't  reckon  much 
about  en  what  'er  dew  say.  But  la,  Sam  " 
(with  a  look  at  me),  "  when  did  'ee  turn  dry 
nurse  ?  " 

"  Well,  Dan,  this  is  a  young  geirtleman 
as  is  goin'  to  jine  the  Diadem,  and  e's  a 
stoppin'  with  me  till  'er  comes  up  Channel. 
I  thought  'er  'Id  'ave  been  in  afore 
now." 

"  'Er  wun't  be  long,  with  this  ere  breeze 
as  is  sprung  up  since  mornin'.  I  be  very 
glad  to  see  'ee,  Sam,  and  the  young  gem- 
man  as  well,  and  I  'ope  ee'll  stop  and  'ave 
a  bit  o'  dimier;  but  I  wouldn't  'ave  'ee  [ 
stop  tew  long,  or  she'll  be  'ere ;  and  if 
yew'm  late,  yew'll  be  wrong  with  that  'ere 
old  vinegar  Clandi-awliue  all  the  commis- 
sion. Yew  must  'ave  a  good  start,  and 
keep  in  e's  good  books.  But  'ere's  the 
Missis  a-callin'  us  to  dinner." 

"  'Ow  do  'ee  think  e'm  looken'  now, 
Mr.  Twitters  ?  "  said  Mrs.  Ancient,  as  we 
sat  discussing  an  enormous  pasty,  the  in- 
ternal fittings  of  which  consisted  of  eggs, 
meat,  and  potatoes.  "  'Ow  do  'ee  think 
e'm  looken'  now  ?  I  can't  get  en  to  go  to 
the  doctor,  and  I  dew  think  eM  ought  to ; 
we'm  never  sure  what  might  'appen  ;  we 
be  nought  but  poor  bits  o'  clay,  all  on 
us." 

"  Not  a  bit  on  it,  ma'am,"  replied  Mr. 
Twitters,  with  considerable  warmth ;  "  'e's 
good  for  many  a  year  yet  is  Dan.  Why, 
dear  me,  ma'am,  yew  don't  think  e'm 
goin'  to  pipe  down  yet  awhile.  Why,  1 
shouldn't  be  surprised  now  if  you  was  to 
go  first,  and  'e  was  to  git  married  agin." 

"Git  married  agin!"  exclaimed  Mrs. 
Ancient.  "  Git  married  agin  !  Well,  I 
never  !  Did  anybody  ever  'ear  the  like 
o'  that  there  ?  Git  married  agin  !  go 
courtin'  agin  !  Did  'ee  ever  hear  the  like 
o'  that,  Dan  '?  Well,  if  'ee  dew  git  married 


agin,  I  reckon  'ee'll  'ave  to  spend  your 
'oneycomb  at  Pollawn,  for  the  second 
wife'U  on'y  be  a  nurse  for  'ee."  And  the 
good  woman  laughed  imtil  the  tears  ran 
down  her  cheeks  at  the  thought. 

But  after  dinner,  over  a  quiet  pipe,  we 
got  the  old  salt  to  spin  us  the  yarn  of 
Trafalgar,  that  never-to-be-forgotten  day ; 
how  he  himself  took  in  Lord  Nelson's 
famous  signal,  "  England  expects  every 
man  to  do  his  duty ! "  how  from  the 
poop  of  the  Africa  he  watched  om*  ships, 
in  two  stately  columns,  bearing  down 
upon  the  miited  fleets  of  France  and 
Spain !  how  the  intrepid  CoUingwood, 
in  the  Koyal  Sovereign,  was  the  first  to 
break  the  enemy's  line.  He  spoke,  too,  of 
the  breathless  interest  with  which  they 
watched  the  Victory,  following  her  with 
straining  eyes  through  the  dense  clouds  of 
smoke,  and  with  ears  ever  on  the  alert, 
amid  the  crash  of  ordnance,  the  strains  of 
martial  music,  the  confused  noise  of  shrill 
pipes  and  orders  hoarsely  given,  the  crash 
of  falling  masts,  and  the  swish  of  the  shot 
as  they  passed  through  rigging  or  sails. 
We  shared,  too,  in  the  gleam  of  triumph 
which  shot  from  the  old  man's  eyes  as 
he  told  us  of  victory ;  and  we  felt  with 
him  when  he  bade  us  remember  how 
dearly  that  victory  was  bought,  when  he 
reminded  us  of  the  hero's  death ;  of  the 
awfal  scene  of  desolation  ushered  in  by 
next  day's  dawn  ;  of  the  hearts  that  were 
wrmig  and  the  homes  that  were  wrecked 
by  the  woes  of  that  eventful  time. 

Proud,  indeed,  did  I  feel  to  be  entering 
that  noble  service,  and  right  bravely  did  , 
I  determine  to  follow  resolutely  the  ex- 
ample of  so  many  heroes.  In  imagination 
I  was  already  proudly  tramping  the 
quarter-deck,  eager  for  the  fray  ;  I  could 
hear  the  boom  of  the  cannon,  the  cries  of 
victors  and  vanquished,  and  already  I  felt 
something  of  the  joys  of  victory. 

But  the  afternoon  sun,  gradually  de- 
scending into  the  bay,  warned  us  that  our 
visit  could  not  be  prolonged,  and  so  we 
took  an  affectionate  leave  of  our  friend, 
for  whom  I  entertained  feelings  of  the 
most  profound  veneration,  and  wended 
om-  way  homeward  by  an  inland  and 
much  nearer  route,  crossing  a  curious 
strip  of  country,  untidily  cultivated,  with 
a  hamlet  consisting  of  one  or  two  farm- 
houses, and  a  rectory  clustering  about  a 
very  ancient  church  with  a  quaint  tower 
and  spire,  miderneath  the  shade  of  which 
many  generations  of  Cawsand  folli  had 
fcrund  their  last  resting-place,  so  that  the 
chm'ch  itself  lay  in  a  deep  grassy  hoUow 
formed  by  the  accumulated  dead.  Even 
now,  as  we  descended  the  lane  leading  to 
the  village,  yet  another  was  being  carried 
up  by  old  fi-iends  and  shipmates  with  the 
utmost  order  and  reverence,  the  different 
parties  of  bearers  relieving  one  another  at 
stated  intervals  on  the  road  with  military 
precision  at  the  word  of  command.  It 
was  a  touching  siglit,  especially  when  I 
saw  my  friend  stop  as  the  coffin  passed 
and  reverently  imcover  his  head,  at  the 
same  time  saying  to  me,  in  hushed  tones, 
"  She  were  a  nm-se,  sir.  She  were  along 
with  Lord  Nelson  at  Copenhagen  and  the 
Nile  ;  I  mind  'ow  she  'd  used  to  wear  'er 
medals  on  the  anniversaries." 

In  a  few  minutes  more  we  were  in 
sight  of  Cawsand  Bay.  "  Look  there,  sir," 
exclaimed  Mr.  Twitters ;  "  there's  the 
ship;  that's  'er,  sure  'nough." 

Yes ;  there  she  was,  imder  a  cloud  of  can- 
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vas,  gaily  making  up  to  her  buoy.  Wliat 
a  thing  of  beauty  she  looked,  as  she  tripped 
across  the  blue  waves  !  How  vastly  dif- 
ferent from  the  craft  we  sometimes  see 
nowadays  !  I  gazed  upon  her  with  delight. 
My  heart  beat  high  with  hope. 

"  Now,"  said  my  friend  and  mentor,  as 


we  reached  the  coastguard  station,  "  you'd 
better  get  into  uniform,  sir,  as  quickly  as 
you  can ;  they  won't  be  long  before  they 
want  you." 

Ahnost  before  he  had  done  speaking,  a 
row  of  little  flags  made  their  appearance 
on  the  frigate's  signal  halyards,  and  as  I 


was  getting  into  my  new  rig  a  coast- 
guardsman  came  to  me  with  a  slate, 
touching  his  cap  ;  on  the  slate  I  read  : 

"  Have  you  a  young  gentleman  for  us  ? 
If  so,  we  will  send  a  boat  immediately." 

(To  be  C07iti'iue(l.) 


IT  was  a  placid  evening  in  smiimer,  and 
the  farmer  was  inspecting  his  yards. 
A  lad  was  serving  the  pigs.  He  brought 
out  bucketfuls  of  food,  and  poured  it  into 
the  low  wooden  troughs  ranged  along  the 
side  of  the  yard,  surromided,  hustled,  and 
nearly  upset  by  an  uproarious  crowd. 
Ciirly- tailed,  straight-tailed,  white,  brown, 
black,  and  speckled,  they  pushed  and 
grimted  and  screamed  with  joy  at  the 
delicious  streams  of  "  swill  "  that  splashed 
down  on  their  eager  noses.  The  farmer 
gazed  attentively  at  the  striiggling  mass 
of  fat  backs  and  wriggling  tails,  then 


"  Trying  to  get  into 

looked  round  the  yard,  then  at  the  troughs 
again,  and  then  he  called  out  sharply  : 

"  Isaac  !  where's  the  old  hog?  " 

Isaac  stopped,  looked  romid,  scratched 
his  head,  and  made  answer  : 

"He  ain't  here,  master." 

"  Can't  I  see  he  ain't,"  snapped  the 
farmer  ;  "  what  a  fool  you  are,  Isaac  !  " 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  Isaac. 

Meanwhile  the  farmer  spluttered  to 
himself:  "The  old  brute!  I  know  he's 
down  the  village  again.  There'U  be  a 
parcel  of  old  women  up  grumbling  about 
him  presently.    Oh  !  there  he  comes." 

The  object  of  liis  anxieties  just  then 
strolled  in.  He  had  a  satisfied  smile  on 
his  large  white  countenance,  and  walked 
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with  an  easy  roll.  Indeed,  he  felt  much 
inward  uplifting  in  contemplating  his 
day's  adventxires.  He  had  started  out 
early  that  morning,  having  taken  advan- 
tage of  the  yard  gate  standing  open  for  a 
minute.  He  had  pursued  his  way  down 
the  road  to  the  village,  snuffing  the  wild 
rose  scents  as  he  went,  and  pausing  here 
and  there  to  poke  up  the  turf  with  his 
snout.  He  had  arrived  there  in  a  state 
of  calm  cheerfulness,  and  seeing  a  cot- 
tager's pig  enjoying  some  juicy  carrots  in 
his  sty,  he  tossed  the  garden-gate  off  its 
hinges,  burst  through  the  sty-palings,  and 


the  forcing-frame." 

drove  the  proper  tenant  screaming  away. 
After  this  he  munched  up  the  carrots  and 
left.  Then  he  proceeded  down  the  street 
and  scattered  the  groups  of  children  just 
coming  out  of  school,  who  fled  fi-om  his 
approach  in  terror ;  and  espying  old  Steve 
Brown  menacing  him  with  his  stick,  he 
gaily  charged  him,  ran  between  his  legs, 
and  went  on,  leaving  his  adversary  pro- 
strate and  perspiring.  After  this  he  hid 
for .  a  time  in  a  stackyard  until  popiilar 
feeling  had  in  a  measure  subsided,  and 
then  he  went  into  the  Rectory  garden,  lay 
down  in  the  strawberry  bed,  and  took  his 
fill.  The  Rector's  old  Jolm  being  asleep 
in  the  greenhouse,  he  was  able  to  burst 
through  a  few  of  the  espalier  apple-trees. 


and  root  up  a  bed  oi  geraniiims.  He  was 
just  trying  to  get  into  the  forcing  frame 
when  John  awoke  and  took  severe  mea- 
sures, accompanied  by  language  of  a 
pointed  nature.  This  rendered  his  fur- 
ther stay  undesirable,  so  he  took  his  way 
towards  his  own  home,  making,  however, 
a  detour  by  the  wheat-field.  He  looked 
through  the  hedge  at  the  wealth  of  golden 
stalks  swaying  and  rustling  in  the  gentle 
breeze,  and  a  desire  seized  him  to  roll. 
He  burst  through  a  hole  he  knew  of  in 
the  hedge,  and  lying  down  took  a  com- 
prehensive waUow.  He  heard  the  shouts 
of  the  gardener's  wife's  John  Enery,  who 
was  at  the  other  end  of  the  field  after  the 
wood-pigeons,  and  roUed  over  once  or 
twice  more.  Then  he  slumbered.  But 
soon  John  Enery  coming  ivp,  found  him, 
and  attempted  to  di'ive  him  out.  Not, 
however,  imtil  he  had  rushed  in  sis  dif- 
ferent directions  through  the  standing 
corn,  breaking  and  crashing  his  way 
among  it,  and  trampling  it  down  with  his 
huge  hoofs,  did  he,  with  a  snort  of  disdain 
at  his  opponent,  majestically  depart  and 
seek  the  farm-yard,  arriving,  as  we  saw, 
in  time  to  shoulder  his  bretln-en  roughly 
fr'om  the  trough,  and  take  his  own  repast 
first. 

"  I  wish,"  said  the  farmer,  as  he  leaned 
over  the  yard  gate.  "  I  wish  somebody 
'ud  shoot  him." 

"Whatever  for,  father?"  asked 
Stephen,  who  stood  by. 

"  Make  him  stop  at  home — an  old 
brute." 

The  farmer  had  had  a  good  deal  to  try 
him  lately.  Every  two  or  tlu-ee  days  com- 
plaints had  come  from  the  village  of  the 
doings  of  the  old  hog.  All  measures  taken 
to  keep  him  at  home  failed  signally.  He 
laughed  at  obstacles,  and  burst  through, 
tore  down,  or  rooted  up  any  barrier  that 
opposed  his  progress.  Freedom  he  was 
determined  to  have — that  being  the  right 
of  every  Briton — and  also  the  foremost 
place  at  meal-times,  the  snuggest  corner 
of  the  yai-d,  and  the  cream  of  life 
generally.  The  farmer  looked  ruefully 
at  his  biu'ly  form  as  he  stowed  away 
huge  quantities  of  supper,  with  one  hoof 
in  the  trough,  and  turned  away  with  a 
solemn  shake  of  the  head. 

He  and  his  son  v>  ent  slowly  dovni  the 
home  close,  and  up  the  hill  to  the  wheat. 
The  scaring-boy  was  just  coming  from  it ; 
he  looked  very  hot,  and,  when  he  saw  his 
master,  appeared  anxious  to  get  away. 

"  Well,  Steve,"  said  his  father,  as  they 
came  to  the  gate,  "  been  keeping  them 
pigeons  off  well  ?  " 

"  No,  father,  we  can't  do  anything  with 
'em  ;  they  care  nothing  for  the  clappers 
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and  Harry  and  me  shouting — nothing  at 
all." 

"  Nonsense  !  You  might  manage  'em 
if  you  would.  Don't  tell  me,"  said  the 
farmer,  getting  red ;  "  two  great  chaps 
like  you  not  able  to  scare  a  few  pigeons." 

To  this  home  thrust  Stephen  was 
meek. 

"Well,  we  can't,  sir,"  he  said.  "  They 
do  no  end  of  damage  ;  they  settle  in  the 
middle  of  the  field  where  we  can't  get  at 
'em,  and  they  won't  stir  for  iis." 

"  Umph,"  grimted  the  farmer,  and 
walked  on.  He  looked  across  his  wealth 
of  wheat,  and  noted  with  honest  pride  how 
strong  and  good  the  ears  were,  and  the 
rustling  corn  seemed  to  whisper  in  his 
ears,  "  six  quarters  to  the  acre."  He 
stood  still  to  enjoy  the  sight  for  a  while, 
then  he  strolled  down  the  hedge -side  a 
short  way — then — 

"Hullo!  who's  been  here!"  he  bel- 
lowed ;  "  bless  my  soul,  what  a  mess  !  " 

"Old  hog,  sir,"  said  Stephen. 

"  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me  you  can't 
keep  him  out  neither,"  spluttered  the 
farmer. 

"  Well,  sir,  he  gets  in  and  rolls  about  in 
it  before  you  know  he's  there  " 

"  Know  he's  there,  indeed  !  "  with 
supreme  contempt.  "  I  declare  I've  two 
minds  to  thrash  you,  Steve.  Look  at  all 
that  laid  whea;t.  Nice  mess  there,  all 
because  you  two  great  fools  don't  look 
alive."  And  the  farmer  tramped  along 
furiously. 

"  Well,  father,  there's  only  one  way 
that  I  can  see  to  keep  the  wheat  fi-om  the 
pigeons,"  put  in  Stephen,  anxious  to 
divert  the  dangerous  tendency  of  his 
parent's  reflections.  "  If  you'd  only  let 
me  have  the  gim  " 

"  Yes,  let  j'ou  shoot  yourself,  and  Harry 
too,  the  first  chance  you  had." 

■'  I'd  be  very  careful,  father." 

"Oh!  I  dare  say!"  with  grim  irony; 
"  but  I  don't  mean  you  to  have  the  chance, 
young  Stephen  !  " 

He  went  on  grumbling  to  himself 
as  he  skirted  the  wheat,  and  Stephen  fol- 
lowed in  silence,  knowing  by  experience 
that  it  would  not  do  to  say  much  just 
then. 

Suddenly  a  flock  of  pigeons  hovered 
over  the  field,  and  settling  down  in  the 
midst  of  it,  began  picking  out  the  grains 
busily. 

"  HiUo  !  Ho  !  Hi !  "  roared  the  farmer ; 
but  they  picked  on  in  calm  disdain  of  his 
roarings.  "  Yah  !  Boo'!  "  he  yelled,  with 
the  full  power  of  his  capacious  lungs,  but 
they  didn't  move. 

Stephen  followed  his  father  down  to 
the  brook,  getting  rated  for  being  half- 
asleep,  not  minding  his  business,  not  being 
in  two  places  at  once,  and  other  mis- 
demeanours ;  then  they  went  back  again 
to  the  gate. 

"  Good  evening,  miss,"  said  the  farmer, 
as  they  came  up. 

It  was  the  young  lady.  She  was  going 
home  from  a  day's  sketching.  Her  cheeks 
were  tanned  with  the  hot  July  sxm,  her 
brown  hair  waved  about  her  face,  and  her 
eyes  had  a  look  of  much  content  as  she 
watched  the  pigeons  wheeling  and  flying 
towards  their  nests  in  the  bosky  pinewood 
over  the  hill.  She  turned  and  smiled  at  the 
rough  old  farmer,  bringing  an  answering 
smile  from  him,  and  young  Stephen's  face 
glowed  with  pleasure  at  the  sight  of  her 
as  he  lifted  his  cap. 


"  Ah  !  Mr.  Pentelow,  poor  Stephen  has 
had  a  hard  day  after  those  pigeons  yonder," 
she  said. 

"I've  just  bin  giving  him  a  jacketing 
about  'em.  Miss  Margery." 

"  But  he  doesn't  deserve  it — he  doesn't 
reaUy.  He  has  my  deepest  sympathy. 
They  are  not  a  bit  firightened  at  the  clap- 
pers, and  he  and  Harry  can't  throw  stones 
fast  enough  to  scare  them.  I've  been  at 
work  near,  and  I  saw  their  struggles." 

"  Oh,  I  know  you'll  hang  to  them  boys, 
miss  ;  though  what  you  can  see  in  'em  but 
awk'ardness  I  can't  make  out,"  said  the 
farmer  in  his  grimmest  manner. 

"Now,"  she  went  on  persuasively,  "if 
Stephen  had  but  a  gun.  " 

"  He's  been  a  settin'  you  on  to  ask  me, 
I  know,"  said  the  farmer,  wagging  his 
head ;  "  but  he  ain't  fit  to  be  trusted  wi'  a 
gun;  he'd  blow  his  head  off,  and  yoOTS, 
too,  miss,  if  so  be  you  was  anywhere 
handy." 

"  Oh,  I  don't  think  so.  Stephen's  very 
carefixl.  I'm  sure  you  might  trust  him. 
My  imcle  says  he's  one  of  the  steadiest 
lads  anywhere  about." 

"  Much  obliged  to  the  Vicar,  miss.  Steve 
ain't  what  you  might  call  a  bad  chap," 
said  the  farmer,  with  a  momentary  soften- 
ing ;  "  but  he  might  be  a  fine  sight  better 
than  he  is." 

"  Now,  you  know  he's  a  very  nice  boy, 
indeed,  and  you're  very  proud  of  him," 
said  she  ;  and  she  smiled  at  the  old  fellow 
in  a  way  that  made  him  soften  still  further. 
"  I'm  sure  I  would  trust  him  with  any- 
thing, and  how  can  the  poor  fellow  do 
without  a  gun  '?  ' ' 

"  Well  —  well  —  well.  Miss  Margery  ; 
you're  a  young  lady,  you  see,"  and  with 
this  conclusive  argivment  Farmer  Pentelow 
turned  away  chuckling. 

"  May  I  carry  your  things,  miss  ?  "  put 
in  Stephen,  eagerly  pressing  up  and  taking 
her  sketching  materials.  He  worshipped 
this  bright,  clever,  energetic  young  lady, 
and  cherished  di-eams  about  her.  The 
whole  village,  down  to  the  sexton,  who  was 
deaf,  and  crabby,  and  rheumatic,  and 
whose  chief  joy  was  boxing  boys'  ears  in 
church,  had  a  smile  and  good  word  for  her. 
She  was  so  "free,"  they  said,  by  which 
they  meant  that  she  did  not  give  herself 
airs,  as  the  postmaster's  daughters  did. 
Indeed,  the  latter  young  ladies  were  heard 
to  remark  that  they  were  "  struck  all  of  a 
heap,"  and  you  might  have  "  knocked  them 
down  with  a  feather,"  when  they  one  day 
saw  her  sharing  her  hmcheon  with  Harry 
Baldwin,  the  scaring-boy,  and  talking  quite 
famiharly  to  old  Tom  Pancake,  the  raffish 
drover,  while  she  patted  his  vulgar  common 
dog. 

The  postmaster's  daughters  were  thank- 
ful that  they  knew  what  was  due  to  their 
position,  and  had  no  notion  of  encouraging 
low  people.  But  in  a  London  exliibition 
was  a  pictiure  of  a  brown  hill-side,  a  cloud 
of  black  crows,  a  scaring-boy,  and  a  ragged 
old  man  with  his  vulgar  common  dog,  that 
showed  perhaps  more  true  refinement  and 
feeling  than  the  postmaster's  daughters 
would  have  given  Miss  Margery  credit  for. 
Anyhow,  the  papers  praised  it,  and  it  was 
sold  directly,  and  Miss  Margery's  feUow- 
students  wrote  to  congratulate  her.  "  My 
dear,"  said  they,  "go  on  and  prosper;  we 
are  all  proud  of  you."  So  perhaps  the  dis- 
approval of  the  postmaster's  daughters  did 
not  matter  so  much. 

She  went  on  chatting  to  Stephen,  asking 


him  about  the  books  he  had  read,  and 
promising  to  lend  him  some  more  ;  asking 
if  he  thought  the  weather  would  be  fine 
to-morrow,  and  if  she  would  be  able  to  get 
on  with  her  sunshine  study  ;  praising  his 
singing  in  the  choir,  and  generally  making 
his  walk  very  pleasant.  Stephen  waDced 
in  huge  contentment.  He  was  proud  of 
being  seen  with  Miss  Margery,  and  held 
himself  very  erect.  And  it  was  pleasant 
to  be  praised,  and  to  feel  that  somebody 
did  not  think  him  a  chucklehead.  Stephen 
loved  his  father,  and  knew  his  father  loved 
him  ;  but  the  old  man's  idea  was  that  "  if 
you  are  to  do  any  good  with  a  boj',  you 
must  blow  him  up  well  and  make  him 
mind" — an  idea  which  he  followed  out 
strictly. 

He  saw  her  home  to  the  vicarage  gate, 
and,  lifting  his  cap,  said  good-night,  and 
tiu-ned  homewards.  He  went  up  the  lane 
to  his  father's  house,  and  through  the  home 
close,  where  the  yoimg  fiUy  galloped  up 
and  rubbed  her  nose  against  his  jacket, 
the  geese  on  their  way  to  roost  gabbled 
and  sqiiawked,  and  the  gander  flew  at  him 
with  his  head  tlu-ust  out  scornfully,  and 
after  behaving  in  the  most  msulting  man- 
ner returned  to  the  flock,  where  he  related 
his  prowess  in  loud  tones  to  his  admiring 
family.  The  lad  laughed  and  went  into 
the  house.  There  sat  his  father  in  the 
chimney  corner,  while  his  mother  and  the 
servant  had  just  set  the  supper-table. 
During  supper  the  farmer  spoke  very 
little,  evidently  thinkmg  seriously  of  some- 
thing. 

"  Steve,"  he  said  suddenly,  "  will  you 
promise  me  to  be  very  careftil  if  I  let  you 
have  that  gun  ?  " 

"That  I  will,  father,  and  thank  you," 
burst  out  Stephen,  dehghted ; "  and  mightn't 
I  have  a  little  shot  to  try  at  the  pigeons 
with '? ' ' 

"  Could  ye  hit  a  cow,  d'ye  think,  broad- 
side on,  at  ten  yards  ?  " 

"  You  just  try  me,"  and  Stephen  pulled 
himself  up  indignantly. 

"  Well,"  said  the  farmer,  lighting  his 
pipe,  "  I  shouldn't  mind  you're  having 
shot,  my  boy,  if  there  were  any  shot  to 
have ;  but  I'm  out  on't,  and  there's  none 
nearer  than  Daventon,  and  I  ain't  goin' 
there  just  now,  wi'  aU  there  is  to  see  to. 
You  must  make  powder  and  caps  do." 

"  Yes,  father  " 

"  Umph,  I  don't  know  whether  I'm 
doing  right  or  not ;  but  I  reckon  you'U 
ha'  to  begin  to  shoot  sometime,"  and  the 
farmer  blew  huge  clouds  of  smoke  about 
him  and  lapsed  into  silence. 

As  Stephen  went  to  bed  that  night  he 
ran  up  and  milaooked  the  gun  fi-om  its  nail 
in  the  mangling-room  ;  he  carried  it  to  his 
own  bedroom,  cleaned  and  oiled  it  ready 
for  use,  and  looked  with  delight  at  the  long 
shining  barrel  and  trigger. 

Then  just  before  he  got  into  bed  he 
glanced  from  the  window.  He  could  see 
by  the  bright  moonlight  the  cattle  sleeping 
in  the  straw-yard,  and  under  the  hovel  a 
great  white  fat  back  loomed  out  of  the 
shadow. 

This  back  set  Stephen  thinking.  He 
leaned  his  elbows  on  the  window-sill,  and 
gazed  fixedly  at  the  outline  of  his  sleeping 
enemy.  By-and-by  he  lai;ghed  softly, 
and  nodded  his  head  once  or  twice. 

"  That'll  do  it,"  said  he,  and  got  into 
bed. 

(To  be  continued.) 
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TAEPY;  OR,  THE  TALE  OE  A  GROUSE. 

A  SCHOOL  STOEY. 
By  Ascott  E.  Hope, 

Author  of  "  The  Parlour  Boarder,"  "  A  Couple  of  Cnisoes,"  "Sister  Marii,"  etc. 


FOR  two  days  I  went  about,  ill  at  ease 
as  Coleridge's  Ancient  Mariner,  with 
the  thought  of  the  albatross — I  mean  the 
grouse — hanging  round  my  neck.  Every 
time  a  master  or  a  prefect  looked  at  me, 
I  fancied  his  suspicion :  this  it  is  to  have 
a  mind  not  fully  conscioi;s  of  right.  Every 
one  I  saw  enter  the  library,  where  I 
durst  not  follow,  I  made  sure  he  woixld  go 
to  that  compartment  of  all  others,  and 
disclose  the  evidence  of  our  crime,  per- 
ceptible to  more  than  one  sense  as  it  must 
be  by  this  time.  I  say  our  crime,  for 
though  I  began  with  vehemently  repudiat- 
ing any  part  in  it,  by  force  of  talking  and 
worrying  over  it,  I  had  come  some  way  to 
identify  my  concern  in  the  trouble  with 
Taffy's,  and  half  to  believe  that  with  his 
safety  mine  must  stand  or  fall.  He,  by 
fits  and  starts,  was  in  no  little  anxiety  for 
his  own  skin  ;  then  I,  not  so  hardened  to 
scrapes  as  he  should  have  been,  might  well 
share  his  forebodings. 

Two  whole  days  passed  thus  without 
either  of  us  finding  a  chance  to  visit  the 
library,  that  we  might  at  least  see  or  scent 
how  things  stood  with  our  concealed  hete 
noir ;  most  of  oin-  spare  time  indeed  was 
taken  up  by  the  impositions  and  extra 
lessons  which  it  had  indirectly  brought 
upon  us. 

"  Couldn't  we  prig  a  key  somehow?  " 
suggested  Taffy,  after  making  many  other 
silly  proposals. 

"  Prig  a  fiddlestick  ! "  quoth  I,  scorn- 
fully. "  I  am  not  going  to  have  any  more 
prigging." 

"  Well,  look  here.  I  have  a  plan.  It's 
no  good  my  doing  it,  because  I  am  so  low 
in  the  form,  and  nobody  would  believe  me  ; 
but  you  might  go  and  stuff  up  the  old 
Hedgehog  that  you  want  to  cram  out  of 
some  swell  book  m  the  library,  then  per- 
haps he  will  lend  you  his  key." 

"  I  am  not  going  to  tell  any  lies  about 
it  either,"  snapped  I.  "  We — or  rather 
you,  must  take  your  chance." 

"  A  nice  fellow  you  are  for  a  fellow  to 
get  into  a  scrape  with  !"  complained  Taffy 
in  his  dismallest  tones. 

"  Did  I  ask  you  to  get  me  iiato  a  scrape  ? 
And  haven't  I  been  trymg  all  I  can  to  get 
you  out  of  it  ?  " 

"  Yes,  but  yoii  snarl  at  me  like  a  bull- 
dog whenever  I  offer  to  do  anything." 

"  Well,  don't  let  me  hear  any  more 
about  it.    I  am  sick  of  the  whole  thing." 

"  All  very  fine  to  say  that,  when  I  have 
taken  your  advice  all  along  and  got  no 
good  of  it !  " 

"  Are  you  mad,  to  tell  such  crams  ! ' 

"  Then  you  fly  into  a  rage  " 

"  Will  you  shut  up !  "  I  cried,  fairly 
losing  my  temper  indeed.  "  I  wish  to 
goodness  I  had  never  been  chummed  with 
such  a  fool !  I  have  a  good  mind  to  kick 
you  out  of  the  study,  and  let  any  one  that 
likes  know  why." 

"  You  woukhi't  talk  of  kicking  me  out  if 
Iliad  that  pork-pie  you  made  me  promise  to 
get,"  grmnbled  the  miblushing  Taffy,  who 
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was  crazy  enough  to  believe  any  falsehood 
he  could  invent. 

"Listen,"  said  I,  making  a  great  show 
of  curbing  my  wrath,  "  I  want  to  have 
nothing  more  to  do  with  such  a  cad.  You 
don't  speak  to  me,  and  I  won't  speak  to 
you.    There  ! " 

"  I  am  sirre  I  don't  want  to  speak  to 
such  a  suUiy  chap,"  retorted  Taffy,  bent 
on  having  the  last  word ;  but  I  turned  my 
back  upon  him,  and  began  furiously  to  tiurn 
over  the  leaves  of  my  dictionary. 

Taffy  and  I  had  often  quarrelled  before, 
but  om-  cutting  one  another  dead  in  such 
confined  space  was  too  great  a  strain  on 
schoolboy  constancy  to  last  long.  On  the 
present  occasion  five  minutes  had  not 
passed  before  he  asked  me  where  to  look 
in  the  dictionary  for  some  piizzling  verb. 
With  a  gesture  of  impatient  contempt  I 
stuck  my  fingers  in  my  ears  and  gave  no 
answer.  A  few  ininiites  more  and  he 
meekly  requested  me  to  lend  him  a  pen, 
like  a  good  fellow.  This  time  I  tossed  the 
pen  on  to  the  floor  close  beside  him,  still 
without  speaking.  Then  he  asked  me  if  I 
would  mind  him  shutting  the  window, 
to  which  I  replied  by  a  grimt  of  assent. 
But  in  half  an  hoiir  or  so,  pulling  out  my 
watch,  I  forgot  all  about  om'  being  on 
terms  of  silence,  and  remarked  with  a 
yawn  that  the  bell  would  go  in  another 
minute.  That  minute  Taffy  spent  in  chat- 
tering as  if  nothing  had  happened  between 
us ;  and  I  did  not  stop  him,  thoiigh  I  made 
short  and  cold  answers.  Such  was  usually 
the  end  of  oiir  vowing  never  again  to  speak 
to  one  another. 

This  was  Friday  evening,  and  still  no 
discovery  had  been  made,  so  far  as  we 
knew.  To-morrow  we  might  go  to  the 
library,  biit  coiild  hardly  expect  to  have 
an  opxjortimity  of  smugglmg  away  om- 
grouse,  with  so  many  fellows  about,  not  to 
speak  of  the  prefect  in  charge.  Some  of 
them  would  be  as  likely  as  not  to  come 
upon  it  while  rummaging  about  for  books 
to  their  taste.  There  was  yomig  Potts,  for 
instance,  that  precocious  genius  of  fifteen, 
who  never  would  look  at  any  but  the 
dustiest  bindings,  and  tiurned  up  his  nose 
at  a  book  if  it  had  pictures  in  it ;  what 
more  probable  than  that  he  should  take 
the  compartment  full  of  books  of  reference 
for  his  himting- ground  '? 

Next  morning  some  of  us  had  bad  news. 
Papers  came  roimd  about  the  monthly  ex- 
amination, fixed  for  next  Monday,  and  Mr. 
Batt  was  to  take  our  form.  You  must 
know  that  the  Warden  had  a  trick — so  at 
least  was  believed — of  setting  masters  who 
were  not  on  particularly  good  terms  to 
review  each  other's  work  in  these  examina- 
tions. Now,  everybody  knew  that  Mr.  Batt 
and  Mr.  Edgewood  did  not  get  on  over  well 
together.  Everybody  also  imderstood  that 
the  former  was  no  great  scholar — Taffy 
and  I  could  tell  something  about  that ! 
He  was  coimnonly  spoken  of  as  the  foot- 
ball master,  and  in  this  capacity  had  a 
certain  popularity  rather  among  the  elder 


boys,  whom  he  could  not  bully.  The  last- 
time  it  fell  to  him  to  examine  our  form,, 
to  oiu-  amazement  he  had  set  a  paper  in 
"  Virgil,"  which  puzzled  the  head  almost  as. 
much  as  the  tail  of  it ;  so  profound  were  the- 
questions  put  to  us  that  the  best  boys  did 
not  get  nearly  half  marks,  while  we  were  all 
stigmatised  with  a  bad  report.  Mr.  Edge- 
wood,  sympathising  with,  indeed  sharing 
our  discomfiture,  confessed  to  us  that  he 
could  not  himself  answer  all  those  hard 
questions  off-hand.  A  day  or  two  after- 
wards he  informed  the  top  boys  that  he 
had  foimd  Mr.  Batt's  posers  in  the  notes, 
to  Conington's  "  Virgil."  We  were  still  in 
"Virgil,"  and  this  ruthless  examiner  was 
again  to  have  the  povi-er  of  overwhelming 
us  with  his  borrowed  erudition. 

"  I  wish  I  had  coached  you  more  in 
Conington's  notes,"  said  our  master,  with 
a  ludicrously  rueftil  air,  when  the  news 
came ;  and  we  all  gi'inned,  knowing  very 
well  what  he  meant. 

Then  up  jumped  Taffy. 

"  Please,  sir,  may  I  borrow  the  volume 
of  Conington  from  the  library — I  know 
where  it  is — then  nobody  else  can  get  it." 

We  laughed  outright  at  this  blimt  sug- 
gestion, so  much  to  the  point ;  few  would 
have  given  Taffy  credit  for  such  slu-ewd- 
ness,  and  even  I,  who  alone  knew  what  he 
had  in  view,  wondered  at  his  for  once 
proving  so  sharp.  There  was  a  lively 
twinkle  in  the  Hedgehog's  little  eyes  as. 
he  answered  with  much  gravity — 

"  I  didn't  know,  Eees,  you  took  any 
great  interest  in  books  of  scholarship  ;  but 
if  j'ou  wish  to  consult  Conington  I  don't 
see  why  yoii  shouhhi't.  You  may  go  and 
look  if  it  is  in  the  library." 

He  handed  out  his  key  of  the  bookcases, 
and  Taffj'  stalked  off  in  trimuph.  He  was 
away  rather  a  long  time,  and  when  he  came 
back  he  threw  a  significant  look  at  me 
before  handing  the  book  to  our  master. 

"  Oh,  but  I  thought  you  wished  to  use 
it  in  preparing  for  the  examination !  " 
said  Mr.  Edgewood,  amid  renewed  laugh- 
ter. "  Well,  never  mind,  perhaps  I  had 
better  take  charge  of  it  for  the  present.  If 
you  hear  J\lr.  Batt  askini^  f(3r  it,  _you  may 
teU  him  I  shall  be  done  \\'\\\\  it  in  a  few 
days." 

Therewith  he  locked  the  book  up  in  his 
desk  we  all  applauding  to  think  that  our 
oppressor's  teeth  were  dra-mi  so  far  as 
Virgil  went. 

Now  was  I  most  eager  to  get  out  of 
school  that  I  might  hear  what  my  partner 
had  been  about.  In  mj^  impatience  I  could 
not  bring  myself  to  pay  due  attention  to 
the  Greek  construing  on  hand,  the  result 
of  which  was  another  "  transcription  fix)m 
Euripides,"  inflicted  on  me  by  Mr.  Edge- 
wood,  who,  with  the  ordeal  of  Monday 
before  his  eyes,  showered  more  impositions 
than  ever,  as  thick  as  leaves  in  Vallam- 
brosa.  For  a  wonder,  however,  neither 
of  lis  was  detained  that  day,  and  I  found 
Taffy  waiting  for  me  outside. 

"  It's  all  right !    I  have  got  it  in  the 
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study,"  he  chuckled,  as  if  this  made  an 
end  of  the  difficulty. 

We  hurried  upstairs,  and  when  we  came 
near  the  study  I  was  struck  by  a  strong 
smeU  like  to  betray  lis  more  certainly  than 
ever.  There  was  the  grouse,  indeed,  hastily 
poked  into  our  cupboard,  but  so  high  by 
this  time  that  Taffy's  hopes  of  making  a 
feast  off  it  must  be  at  an  end. 

"  Why  on  earth  did  you  fetch  it  here  ?  " 
cried  I,  flinging  open  the  window.  "  It 
poisons  the  whole  place.  We  shall  have 
some  prefect  down  on  us.  If  ever  there 
was  a  fool !  " 

"  Where  else  could  I  put  it  ?  " 

"  Anywhere — wherever  yon  like — take 
it  away  this  minute — or  I'll  chuck  both 
you  and  it  out  together." 

"  But  wliere  ?  "  Taffy  went  on  in  his 
sing-song  tones.  "  You  were  always 
bothering  me  to  get  it  out  of  the  library, 
and  now  you  make  a  fiiss  because  I  do 
what  you  wanted." 

I  was  too  much  put  out  to  talk  to  sucli 
a  fellow.  There  was  nothing  for  it  but  to 
find  some  temporary  place  of  concealment, 
as  at  this  hour  tlie  passages  were  full  of 
boys  who  would  not  fail  to  take  up  such  a 
scent  at  full  cry.  The  best  resource  that 
offered  itself  was  a  cracked  flower-pot  on 
the  window  sill.  Into  this  I  crammed  the 
grouse,  covering  it  up  with  a  broken  sar- 
dine-box, and  shut  down  the  window  upon 
it.  Then  I  made  Taffy  burn  some  brown 
paper  to  take  away  the  smell. 

We  had  hardly  finished  these  precau- 
tions when  there  came  a  knock  at  the 
door,  and  to  our  consternation  we  heard 
the  voice  of  Mr.  Wyatt. 

"  Excuse  me  paying  you  a  visit,"  he 
said,  "  but  I  am  trying  to  get  at  the  bottom 
of  something  that  seems  wrong  with  the 
drains  ;  and  there  is  a  most  extraordinary 
smell  about  here.  Have  you  ever  noticed 
it  ?  Wliy,  what  have  you  been  doing 
here  '?  "  he  exclaimed,  as  he  sniffed  the 
burnt  paper. 

"  Only  burning  some  rubbish,  sir,"  said 
Taffy,  who  would  look  out  of  the  window 
at  that  flower-pot,  just  as  if  he  wanted  to 
direct  the  master's  attention  to  it. 

Mr.  Wyatt  looked  suspicious. 

"You  haven't  been  smoking?"  he 
asked. 

"  Oh  no,  sir  !  "  answered  Taffy,  with  all 
the  boldness  of  conscious  innocence.  "  I 
shotildn't  think  of  such  a  thing.  I  never 
tried  to  smoke  but  once  in  my  Ufe — and 
that  was  in  the  holidays.  I  don't  want  to 
try  again." 

"Well,  let  lis  have  no  more  burning 
things  in  yoiir  studies.  You  might  set  the 
house  on  fire.  But  I  am  glad  it  isn't  any- 
thing to  do  with  the  drains.  You  haven't 
noticed  any  bad  smells,  have  you  ?  " 

"  Not  till  just  now,  sir,"  I  assured  him  ; 
and  after  asking  one  or  two  more  ques 
tions,  he  withdrew  without  further  ex- 
amination, for  though  the  prefects  had  a 
right  to  search  in  oiu-  studies,  it  was  not 
etiquette  for  a  master  to  intrude  upon 
those  sanctuaries  imless  on  very  special 
cause;  in  short,  Mr.  Wyatt  felt  that  he 
had  no  business  here. 

When  he  was  gone.  I  pointed  out  to 
Taffy  that  this  fad  of  the  house-master's, 
as  we  reckoned  it,  for  suspecting  the  drains, 
would  make  it  all  the  more  dangerous  for 
us  if  we  could  not  manage  to  get  rid  of 
that  imlucky  bird.  But  now  Taffy  was  in 
his  dumps  again,  and  objected  to  every 
plan  I  could  suggest,  tiU  I  had  no  more 


patience  to  talk  to  him  ;  and,  for  the  mean- 
while, the  grouse  remained  master  of  its 
situation  on  our  window-sill. 

That  afternoon  was  a  great  occasion, 
the  aimual  football  match  between  our 
team  and  one  of  old  boys  come  by  train 
from  London.  Everybody  was  out  in  the 
field  looking  on  at  this  stirring  contest. 
But  when  I  had  seen  the  school  kick  a 
goal  amid  rapturous  applause,  and  lose 
another  with  demonstrations  not  quite  so 
enthusiastic  on  the  part  of  the  juvenile 
spectators,  my  own  football  ardour  being 
a  little  chilled  by  the  east  wind,  it  occurred 
to  me  that  now  would  be  the  best  time  for 
banishing  my  bugbear  withoiit  detection. 

The  studies  were  deserted ;  even  the 
school  servants  could  be  seen  out  in  the 
crowd ;  nearly  all  the  prefects  were  play- 
ing in  the  match  :  what  hindered  me  then 
from  going  for  that  flower-pot,  boldly  walk- 
ing out  with  it,  and  chucking  it  into  the 
first  ditch  or  into  the  river.  Since  Taffy's 
stupidity  was  sure  to  make  some  mess  of 
the  simplest  business,  I  would  not  say  a 
word  about  it  to  him  till  it  was  done,  when 
I  should  have  the  satisfaction  of  showing 
him  how  much  more  smart  and  enter- 
prising I  was  than  he,  though  I  didn't  go 
stealing  from  dinner-tables. 

Eager  to  carry  out  this  design,  I  started 
off  at  once.  But  before  I  had  got  out  of 
the  field,  I  heard  my  name  shouted,  and 
there  was  Mellish  calling  me  back. 

"  Why  are  you  leaving  the  match,  you 
young  mulf  ?  " 

"  I  have  something  to  do,  down  town." 

"Oh,  that's  all  right.  That's  what  I 
want.  Go  to  the  railway  station,  and  ask 
if  there  is  a  parcel  for  me." 

Although  fagging  did  not  much  flourish 
at  oiu-  school,  the  sixth  form  had  a  right  to 
send  lower  boys  on  their  errands.  I  had 
nothing  for  it,  then,  but  to  assent,  and 
turned  to  go  by  the  school -house. 

"  Where  are  you  going  to  '?  "  he  roared 
after  me. 

"  I  wanted  to  fetch  something  out  of  my 
study." 

"  Nonsense,  you  go  at  once,  or  you'U  be 
late  for  locking  up,  and  I  want  that  parcel 
before  tea.  This  way,  sir,  and  look  as 
sharp  as  you  can  !  " 

So  I  had  to  make  for  the  other  gate, 
which  was  a  shorter  cut  to  the  town ;  and 
thus  my  plan  came  to  nought.  I  hurried 
to  the  station,  where  Mellish's  parcel  had 
not  arrived — news  for  which  he  duly  re- 
warded me  by  some  rough  language,  as  if 
it  were  my  fault.  It  perhaps  was  my 
fault,  for  I  saw  a  train  coming  in  two 
minutes  after  I  left  the  station  ;  but  took 
care  not  to  go  back,  having  no  mind  to 
oblige  the  prefect  who  had  sent  me  off  in 
so  needless  haste. 

When  I  got  to  the  school-house  the 
match  was  over,  and  everywhere  I  met 
boys  full  of  our  not  inglorious  defeat. 
There  was  no  chance  now  of  conveying 
away  the  grouse,  which  at  this  moment  I 
had  fondly  hoped  would  be  feeding  the 
rats  or  the  fishes.  Were  we  never  to  make 
an  end  of  it  ? 

The  worst  of  it  was  that  I  had  to  lock 
the  secret  in  my  breast,  without  even  the 
satisfaction  of  making  any  of  my  friends 
a  more  congenial  confidant  than  that 
wretched  accomplice  of  mine.  By  dint  of 
brooding  over  it,  I  had  almost  come  to 
take  for  granted  that  the  guilt  of  the  stolen 
grouse  would  more  or  less  extend  to  me. 
Then,  you  see,  I  had  not  been  long  enough 


at  this  school  to  feel  sure  how  the  other 
boys  would  look  at  our  exploit ;  and  at 
school  one  is  more  afraid  of  public  opinion 
than  of  official  justice.  There  had  been  a 
time,  no  doubt,  when  such  robbery  would 
have  been  applauded  as  a  spoiling  of  the 
Egyptians — at  least,  made  no  more  of  than 
cattle-lifting  on  the  Highland  border  or 
smugghng  on  the  shores  of  the  Channel ; 
but  ours  was  a  generation  of  "  gentler 
manners,  piurer  laws  ;  "  and  I  had  an  idea 
that  most  fellows  would  vote  it,  as  I  did 
myself,  a  caddish  trick  to  poach  a  killed 
and  cooked  head  of  game,  though  they 
might  have  still  enough  of  the  old  Adam 
not  to  be  severe  on  such  illegalities  as 
robbing  pheasants'  nests  or  catapulting  at 
rabbits — not  that  we  often  hit  one.  School- 
boy morality  is  apt  to  be  thus  defective, 
yet  all  the  more  severe  upon  recognised 
offences,  so  far  as  it  goes.  And  what  I 
felt  most  certain  about  was  that  I  should 
be  ashamed  to  be  caught  mixed  up  in  ajiy 
scrape  with  a  fellow  like  Taffy. 

It  may  seem  to  the  reader  that  I  was 
distressing  myself  imduly — and  so  perhaps 
I  was,  having  little  of  the  happy-go-lucky 
temperament  which  enables  boys  so  often 
to  throw  off  their  troubles,  at  any  rate  till 
"  lo-morrow,"  that  proverbial  season  for 
reckoning  and  reflection.  You  may  ask 
why  one  of  us  did  not  walk  out  with  the 
grouse  and  dispose  of  it  safely  during  the 
hoiurs  of  preparation,  while  the  other  fel- 
lows were  too  busy  at  their  work  to  notice 
us.  So  we  might  have  done,  of  course  ;  but 
you  must  imderstand  how  that  was  an  en- 
terprise beset  with  difficulty  and  danger. 

The  school-house  was  then  passing- 
through  a  revolution,  the  pangs  of  which 
affected  us  two,  its  insignificant  members, 
even  as  the  tears  of  a  conscript's  sweet- 
heart, or  the  fortimes  of  a  speculating 
merchant  may  ebb  and  flow  with  the 
main  stream  of  history.  This  revolution, 
which  I  have  no  finrther  need  to  hint  at, 
turned  upon  a  struggle  for  power  between 
Mr.  Wyatt  and  the  prefects. 

TiU  recently,  the  latter  had  borne  rule 
almost  imchecked  except  by  the  force  of 
tradition ;  but  certain  shortcomings  in  their 
government  had  caiised  tlie  Warden  to 
establish  a  new  official  over  them  under 
the  title  of  House-master.  His  new  autho- 
rity, being  somewhat  indefinite,  was  like 
to  be  very  much  what  he  could  make  it ; 
and  Mr.  Wyatt,  being  a  man  of  character 
and  conscientiousness,  had  a  mind  to  make 
the  most  of  it ;  while  the  prefects,  resent- 
ing his  curtailment  of  their  prerogatives, 
resisted  him  by  all  the  forms  of  constitu- 
tional opposition. 

In  the  teeth  of  their  disapproval  he  was 
bent  on  reforming  what  seemed  to  him 
abuses  and  laxities  of  discipline,  which 
they  were  inclined  to  uphold,  with  the 
full  force  of  popular  sentiment  on  their 
side.  Schoolboys  are  apt  to  be  Tories  ; 
and  we  all  strongly  objected  to  the  house- 
master's innovations,  reviling  him  as 
meddlesome,  inquisitorial,  and.  above  all, 
as  himself  no  real  public-school  man, 
which  indeed  was  the  gist  of  his  offending. 
Now  that  I  am  grown  up  and  can  look  at 
things  from  a  different  point  of  view,  I 
fancy  he  was  more  in  the  right  than  the 
wrong ;  but  at  the  time  I  shared  the  gene- 
ral denunciation  of  him  as  a  t>Tant,  no- 
where loiider  than  in  the  mouths  of  the 
lower  boys,  whom  he  had  rescued  from 
certain  bullying  ways  of  the  "  good  old 
times." 
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The  progress  and  issue  of  this  struggle 
are  not  to  be  chronicled  here.  One  inci- 
dent of  it  alone  concerns  our  story,  re- 
lating to  the  rule  by  which  we  were  for- 
bidden to  go  out  of  our  studies  during 
hours  set  apart  for  preparation  of  lessons. 
In  the  halcyon  days  of  yore  this  rule  had 
been  more  honom-ed  in  the  breach  than 
in  the  observance,  so  that  sociable  spirits 


became  wont  to  spend  a  good  part  of 
their  evenings  in  visiting  from  study  to 
study,  idling  and  making  others  idle.  By 
the  letter  of  the  law  it  was  clearly  the 
prefects'  business  to  stop  such  license ; 
but  they  had  not  troubled  much  about  it 
till  Mr.  Wyatt  threatened  to  take  the 
charge  altogether  out  of  their  hands.  This 
put  them  on  their   mettle ;   and,  after 


several  "  rows  "  had  taken  place  on  the 
subject,  they  were  for  the  present  fain  to 
show  imwonted  strictness  as  to  carrying 
out  our  evening  confinement,  whereby  the 
house-master  scored  one  in  his  match 
against  custom  ;  but  Taffy  and  I  were  the 
more  likely  to  be  caught  out  in  playing 
that  private  game  of  ours. 

{To  he  continued.) 


A  CORAL  PRISON;  OR,  THE  BOY  HERMITS  OE  THE  INDIAN  OCEAN. 

A  TALE  OF  THE  MALDIVE  ISLES. 
By  David  Ker, 

Author  of  "  Foy  Life  and  Death,"  "  T/irough  the  Darkness,"  "  Drowned  Gold,"  etc. 


THE  new  Government  worked  admirably 
for  the  next  two  or  three  days.  Com- 
mander-in-Chief O'Brien  captm-ed  a  whole 
army  of  ducks  and  pigeons,  while  Admiral 
Harris  made  prizes  of  scores  of  fish,  which 
Home-Secretary  Beaumanoir  cooked  to 
admiration. 

Meanwhile  Professor  Hoffmann,  having 
made  a  geological  survey  of  the  whole 
island,  came  back  from  his  travels  with  a 
coUectiou  of  fruits  and  vegetables  worthy 
of  the  Botanical  Society  of  Berlin ;  and 
what  with  cocoanuts,  bread-fruit,  bananas, 
corn,  fish,  pigeons,  and  wild  ducks,  the 
whole  Cabinet  was  literally  rolling  in 
wealth. 

"  If  it  goes  on  like  this,"  said  the  Chief 
Magistrate  in  his  after-breakfast  Presi- 
dential Message  on  the  third  morning,  "  I 
guess  my  term  of  office  '11  have  nary  show 
in  history,  for  there  am't  a  single  crime 
or  a  single  war  in  the  record." 

But  events  were  at  hand  which  were  to 
make  President  Merritt's  administration 
famous  in  a  way  that  he  little  expected. 

That  very  evening  Admiral  Harris 
moved  the  immediate  construction  of  a 
navy,  their  only  vessel — the  raft — being 
manifestly  unseaworthy. 

"  And  besides,"  he  added,  with  the  air 
of  a  judge  quoting  an  mianswerable  point 
of  law,  "  Robinson  Crusoe  built  a  boat, 
you  know — so  of  course  we  must." 

"  And  he  made  just  the  very  tallest 
kind  of  bungle  of  it  at  that,"  observed 
the  President,  severely.  "  Guess  we'll  fix 
things  better'n  Mr.  Eobinson  Crusoe  did 
when  ive  begin." 

"  Better  than  Bob inson  Crusoe!  "  cried 
Bob,  aghast  at  this  daring  attack  upon 
the  patron  saint  of  all  adventurous  boys. 
"  Why,  don't  you  know  he  was  the  greatest 
man  that  ever  lived  ?  " 

"  The  greatest  of  his  tivie,  p'r'aps,"  re- 
torted the  imdaimted  President ;  "  but 
you've  got  to  remember  that  he  lived 
himdreds  of  years  ago,  'way  back  in  the 
dark  ages,  'fore  the  foundation  of  Boston 
and  New  York.*  The  world's  moved  on 
consid'able  since  his  time,  I  reckon  ;  and 
if  he  was  to  come  on  deck  now,  and  look 
around  a  bit,  he'd  feel  kinder  cheap,  that's 
a  fact  !  " 


*  Defoe's  famous  story  (which  really  appeared  in 
1719)  has  been  creditei.l  with  even  sfreater  antiquity 
than  this.  Some  of  my  reailers  will  doubtless  remember 
the  English  schoolboy  who,  wlien  asked  te  name  the 
oldest  book  in  the  world,  promptly  answered  "  Robinson 
Crusoe." 


CHAPTER  V. — AN  OCEAN  PALACE. 

The  boys  could  hardly  believe  their 
ears.  What  ivould  he  say  next  ?  One 
who  had  no  reverence  for  Eobiusou  Crusoe 
was  quite  capable  of  denying  the  existence 
of  Admiral  Nelson  or  Sinbad  the  Sailor. 

"  Now,  just  look  here,"  resumed  the  lec- 
turer, "  Eobinson  Crusoe  builds  his  boat 
so  big,  and  so  far  away  fi-om  the  sea,  that 
when  it  is  built,  he  can't  launch  it,  and  it 
just  lies  and  rots  ;  and  he's  by  way  of 
being  a  sailor,  too  !  How  d'ye  get  roimd 
that  I  " 

The  blank  looks  of  his  hearers  showed 
that  they  did  not  get  round  it  at  all. 

"  And  that  ain't  all,  neither,"  pm'sued 
the  orator.  "  How  long  did  it  take  him 
to  get  away  fi'om  that  island — an  island 
ahnost  in  sight  of  the  mainland,  mark 
ye  ?  Wliy,  twenty-seven  years  ;  and  he 
wouldn't  have  managed  it  then,  only  a 
ship  came  blimderin'  up  agin  his  old  island 
by  accident,  and  took  him  off." 

The  listeners  exchanged  glances  of  silent 
perplexity  and  dismay.  Eobinson  Crusoe's 
cause  was  evidently  losing  groimd  before 
this  overwhelming  preacher. 

"  Now,  wait  a  bit,"  continued  the  Pre- 
sident ;  "  that  ain't  aU  yet.  'Most  any 
man  could  nm  a  desert  island  by  himself 
if  he  had  a  wreck  always  handy — first  his 
own  ship,  and  then  that  Spaniard — to 
chuck  ashore  stockings,  and  sweetmeats, 
and  thrashm'  machines,  and  sacks  full  o' 
dollars,  and  everything  else  he  wanted. 
But  where  the  real  grit  of  a  man  comes  in 
is  when  he  ain't  got  nary  thing  at  all,  and 
has  to  invent  'em  all  out  of  his  ovm  head, 
same  as  we're  going  to  do  now  !  " 

"But  how  can  we?"  cried  Harris, 
somewhat  staggered  by  this  bold  assertion. 

"J  dunno,"  answered  the  President, 
with  manly  frankness  ;  "  but  we'll  fix  it 
somehow,  you'll  see  !  " 

So  the  next  morning  they  avoided 
Eobinson  Crusoe's  error  by  begimiing  to 
cut  down  the  biggest  of  a  group  of  cocoa- 
palms  on  a  point  jutting  out  into  the 
lagoon.  For  more  than  an  hour  they 
relieved  each  other  m  using  the  two 
hatchets  which  they  had  found ;  but  this 
was  hot  work  within  seven  degrees  of  the 
Line,  and  Bob  at  length  proposed  a  swim. 

In  a  trice  all  five  were  paddlmg  about 
in  the  warm,  clear,  buoyant  water,  and 
splashing  each  other  with  shouts  of  glee, 
till  O'Brien,  thing  of  the  sport,  scrambled 
lip  on  to  the  point,  and  took  a  dive  worthy 
of  poor  Captain  Webb  himself.  But  he 
instantly  popped  up  again,  crying  : 


"  Boys,  boys  !  I've  found  something  !  " 

"  Have  you  really  ?  "  cried  Bob.  "  Just 
fancy,  now  !  that's  the  very  thing  I  lost  a 
year  ago,  and  I've  been  hunting  for  it  ever 
since.  Hand  it  over,  there's  a  good  fel- 
low !  " 

"  Arrah,  thin,  what  for  wud  ye  be  afther 
laughin'  at  me,  sure  ?  "  remonstrated 
Mike.  "  I  teU  yez  I've  found  a  cave — a 
raal  fairy  cave,  that  bates  Tom  Sawyer's 
all  hollow  !  " 

One  by  one  they  plunged  where  he 
pointed,  and  each  in  turn  had  a  dim  but 
splendid  vision,  through  a  gap  in  the  coral 
wall,  of  what  did  indeed  seem  an  en- 
chanted cavern  filled  with  aU  the  fabled 
wonders  of  fairyland. 

Mike  and  Louis,  m  their  excitement, 
would  have  kept  on  diving  till  they  were 
quite  exhausted  ;  but  the  cooler  Merritt 
reminded  them  that  the  falling  tide  would 
soon  leave  the  cave-mouth  fi-ee ;  and, 
siure  enough,  when  the  full  ebb  came,  more 
than  half  the  opening  was  above  water. 

"  Now  for  it  !  "  cried  Bob.  "  We'd  best 
take  our  shoes,  for  you  might  just  as  weU 
walk  upon  a  knife-edge  as  on  that  sharp 
coral." 

"  And  we'll  bring  the  knives  and  hatchets 
along,"  added  Merritt,  "  in  ease  we  find  a 
sea-sarpent  or  an  octopus  located  on  the 
basement  floor,  like  that  feller  in  Victor 
Hugo." 

For  such  practised  atliletes  it  was  child's 
play  to  di^'e  imder  the  low  arch  of  the  cave 
mouth,  and  then  to  climb  on  to  the  nar- 
row ledge  of  coral  tiiat  ran  along  the  side 
of  the  cavern.  But,  once  inside,  their  talk 
and  laughter  were  instantly  hushed,  and 
they  gazed  around  them  with  a  tlu'ill  of 
wondering  awe,  such  as  they  had  never 
felt  before. 

Through  a  rich  summer  twihght  of 
mingled  green  and  piu'ple,  like  that  which 
streams  through  the  stained  windows  of 
some  gi'eat  cathedral,  loomed  arches  and 
pillars  and  grottos  and  stau-s  and  gate- 
ways, bright  with  all  the  glories  of  a 
colouring  such  as  no  painter  ever  equalled. 
Flowers  and  leaves  of  every  hue — gorgeous 
crimson,  delicate  pink,  deep  glossy  blue, 
pale  gold,  tender  green,  and  velvety  black 
— were  outspread  on  all  sides,  so  perfect  a 
copy  of  real  ^-egetation  that  nothing  short 
of  actually  touching  them  could  have  con- 
vinced any  one  that  these  lovely  blossoms 
and  tendrils  were  only  cold,  hard  stone. 
It  was  a  temple  built  of  flowers  ! 

No  soimd  broke  the  grand  and  solemn 
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stillness  of  that  glorious  place,  save  the 
tinkle  of  a  tiny  waterfall  through  a  narrow 
cleft  in  the  roof,  and  the  faint  lapping  of 
unseen  waters  far  down  in  the  sunless 
caverns  where  man  had  never  been.  They 
were  the  first  that  had  ever  looked  upon 
the  silent  beauty  of  this  ocean  palace,  with 
the  sea  for  its  pavement — a  palace  which 


CHAPTER  VI. — THE  SHABOW  OF  COMING 
EVIL. 

THE  sudden  appearance  of  this  grim  and 
merciless  enemy  in  that  scene  of  peace 
and  beauty  struck  even  the  reckless  boys 
with  dismay. 

"  How  on  ze  earth  hafe  he  got  in  ?  " 
cried  Karl  Hof&nann ;   "  I  alvays  tink 


ze  vataire-fall  come  troo  ?  "  suggested 
Louis  Beaumanoir. 

"  No  good  ;  it's  too  narrow,"  said  Bob, 
shaking  his  head.  "  Tell  you  what,  boys, 
it  won't  do  for  us  five  to  let  ourselves  be 
bullied  by  one  old  brute  of  a  shark  ;  let's 
all  tackle  him  at  once  with  our  knives,  and 
I'll  be  boimd  we'll  settle  him  somehow." 


"  Another  moment,  and  all  would  have 

God's  secret  workmen,  the  coral  insects, 
had  been  building  for  ages  in  the  depths  of 
the  lonely  sea,  unwatched  and  unkaown. 

"  I  feel  as  if  we'd  done  wrong  to  come 
here  at  all,"  whispered  Merritt.  "  Human 
bein's  don't  b'long  here — sitch  a  place  as 
this  ain't  fit  for  any  one  but  God  !  " 

"  Let's  be  afther  gittin'  away,  anny- 
how,"  muttered  O'Brien,  with  a  half  su- 
perstitious shudder.  "  Sure,  I  fale  as  if 
somethin'  evil  'ud  catch  us  iv  we  don't !  " 
_  Just  at  that  moment,  as  if  in  confirma- 
tion of  his  ominous  words,  a  black,  ghostly 
shadow  flitted  athwart  the  rich  transparent 
green  of  the  water  around  the  cave-mouth, 
and  up  to  the  very  foot  of  the  coral  ledge 
on  which  they  stood  came,  with  a  savage 
rash,  the  long  grey  body,  gaping  jaws,  and 
smaU,  cunning,  cruel  eye  of  a  monstrous 
shark  ! 


dem  lagoon  hafe  no  shark 
in  him.  Dere  must  be  one 
hole  somevere  in  ze  ausser 
(outer)  reef." 

"  Maybe,"  growled  Bob 
Harris  ;  "  but  what  we've 
got  to  think  of  now  is  not 
how  he  got  in,  but  how 
we're  to  get  out." 

All  five  looked  grave,  for 
they  now  began  to  realise  for  the  first  time 
the  full  extent  of  their  danger.  If  the  shark 
chose  to  stay  where  he  was  (as  he  seemed 
only  too  likely  to  do  with  such  a  harvest  of 
prey  almost  within  his  reach)  they  would  be 
kept  imprisoned  here  till  the  returning  tide 
filled  the  cave,  and  either  drowned  them 
like  rats,  or  swept  them  down  into  the  jaws 
of  their  enemy.    "What  was  to  be  done  ? 

"  Could  not  we  climb  up  by  zis  hole  vere 


"  No,  that's  too  risky,"  objected  Merritt; 
"  we've  got  to  make  it  a  dead-sure  thing, 
or  else  it's  no  good  trying  it  at  all.  Let 
me  think  a  minute." 

Then  came  a  dead  silence,  and  all  looked 
anxiously  at  the  thoughtful  face  of  their 
leader,  whose  keen  eye  swept  along  the 
side  of  the  cavern  as  if  seeking  something 
which  he  could  nowhere  find. 

All  at  once  it  lighted  up  with  a  gleam 
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of  triumph,  which  showed  that  the  way  of 
escape  was  found  at  last. 

"I've  got  it,  boys!"  cried  the  Presi- 
dent ;  "  I  guess  we'll  weather  old  Shovel- 
nose  yet." 

A  few  words,  spoken  as  low  as  if  he 
feared  that  the  shark  itself  might  overhear 
them,  explained  his  plan ;  but,  short  as 
it  was,  it  seemed  to  produce  a  wonderful 
effect  upon  his  hearers,  who  interrupted 
him  with  a  boisterous  shout  of  approval. 

A  little  way  along  the  side  of  the  cave 
from  the  spot  where  they  were  standing, 
the  coral  had  crimibled  or  been  broken 
away  so  as  to  form  an  inlet  or  cleft  aboTit 
twelve  feet  long  by  three  or  four  broad. 
Thither  the  boys  picked  their  way  along 
the  ledge,  while  the  grim  sentinel  in  the 
waters  below  dogged  every  step  like  a 
haimting  shadow. 

Just  as  they  reached  its  edge  Louis 
stumbled  forward  with  a  loud  scream,  and 
seemed  to  be  actually  falhng  into  the  dark, 
narrow  pool  below,  into  which  the  eager 
shark  instantly  darted  like  an  arrow. 

Never  had  that  shark  made  a  gi-eater 
mistake  in  the  whole  com-se  of  his  mis- 
spent life.  In  his  eagerness  to  seize  Louis 
— whose  cleverly-feigned  stumble  might 
have  been  mistaken  for  a  real  one  by  a 
quicker  brain  than  his— the  fork-tailed 
pirate  had  run  himself  mto  a  place  where 
he  had  no  room  to  turn  round,  and  where, 
in  tlirowing  himself  on  his  side  to  clutch 
his  prey  (as  a  shark's  under-hung  jaw 
always  obliges  it  to  do),  he  had  entangled 
his  huge  projecting  back-fin  among  the 
coral  branches,  and  had  altogether  got  into 
a  very  awkward  "  fix." 

"  Now  !  "  cried  Jake  Merritt,  as  his  axe 
fell  like  a  thimderbolt  upon  the  shark's 
brittle  snout,  while  Bob  Harris's  knife 
struck  home  into  the  vital  spot  just  behind 
the  back-fin. 

The  womided  monster  lashed  and  strug- 
gled so  terrifically  that  the  coral  all  aroimd 
it  splmtered  and  crashed  like  broken  glass, 
and  Louis,  who  had  already  made  one 
home-thrust  into  the  shark's  broad  whity- 
grey  side,  and  was  just  raising  his  arm  to 
repeat  it,  lost  his  footing  (this  time  in  real 
earnest),  and  fell  all  his  length,  almost 
within  reach  of  the  terrible  jaws  that  were 
gnashing  and  snapping  like  a  steel-trap. 

Another  moment,  and  all  would  have 
been  over  with  him  ;  but,  quick  as  light- 
ning, Karl  Hoffmann's  broad  blade  was 
buried  to  the  very  haft  in  the  monster's 
eye,  while  the  second  hatchet,  wielded  by 
iVIike  O'Brien's  strong  arm,  came  down 
upon  the  flapping  tail  with  a  blow  that  cut 
right  through  the  bone. 

"  He's  most  through  with  it,"  said  Mer- 
ritt, dragging  up  Loiiis  out  of  harm's  way  ; 
"  I  guess  he  won't  want  another  dose." 

Nor  did  he.     A  few  more  convulsive 

struggles,  and  their  enemy  lay  dead  before 

them,  while  the  conquerors  hastened  to 

make  their  way  out  of  the  cavern  and  get 

safe  ashore,  lest  (as  Merritt  suggested), 

"  the  jimior  partner  of  the  firm  might  be 

somewhar  romrd,  and  come  along  to  see 

what  the  boss  shark  was  doin'." 

*  *  *     .  * 

"  Well,  I  guess  the  first  battle  of  the 
Union  Island  Army  has  resulted  in  a 
glorious  victory,"  remarked  the  President 
that  evening,  as  well  as  an  enormous 
mouthful  of  fish  and  bread-fi'uit  would  let 
liim  ;  "  and  the  enemy's  om-s  whenever 
we  care  to  go  and  fetch  him,  for  he  ain't 
a-goin'  to  git  out  of  that  coral  bath-tub 


o'  his  in  a  hurry.  Say,  Professor,  you're 
our  public  press,  I  reckon,  so  you'd  best 
begin  right  off  and  log  down  the  history 
of  the  war." 

"  Und  mit  vat  zall  I  log  him  ?  "  asked 
Hoffmann,  with  a  grin.  "  Zall  I  write  ze 
historee  on  mine  shirt  mit  one  burnt 
stick  ?  " 

"  Guess  it  wouldn't  be  much  blacJcer 
than  the  history  of  some  Eu-ropean  fix- 
ings, if  you  did,"  observed  the  President, 
cynically.  "  Well,  I  reckon  we'll  have  to 
invent  pens  and  paper,  for  we  hain't  got 
nary  one.  It's  kinder  rough  on  the  cause 
of  pop'lar  education,  too  ;  for  imless  we 
write  our  own  books  I  dimno  whar  the 
national  library's  to  come  from  —we 
didn't  bring  any  literatiu-e  ashore  with 
us,  I  guess." 

"  Troth,  but  we  did,  though  !  "  cried 
Mike  O'Brien,  jumping  up  as  if  struck 
with  a  new  idea  ;  "  I'd  clane  forgotten 
that  ould  newspaper  that  I  put  in  the 
crown  o'  my  hat  !  " 

"  In  the  crown  of  your  hat  ?  "  echoed 
Bob,  amid  a  general  shout  of  laughter. 
"  Did  you  put  it  there  in  despair  of  ever 
being  able  to  get  it  into  your  head  ?  " 

"  No,  he  tink  dat  ven  de  vedder  get  hot 
ze  news  melt  and  run  down  into  his 
brains  like  buttaire  !  "  chuckled  little 
Louis. 

"  Arrah,  now,  be  aisy  wid  yer  jokin'  !  " 
said  Mike,  grinning.  "  Sure  I  heard  our 
ould  cyaptain  say  wanst  that  nobody  cud 
iver  git  through  a  Bombay  newspaper  ; 
so,  thinks  I,  if  the  sun  can't  get  through 
it,  it'll  kape  niy  head  illigantly  cool." 

"  Well  done.  General !  "  said  the  Pre- 
sident :  "  you're  holding  two  offices  at 
once,  for  you  seem  to  be  Keeper  of  the 
Public  Kecords  as  weU  as  Commander-in- 
Chief.  Well,  I  guess  you'd  better  put  our 
national  literature  up  to  dry,  if  there's 
anything  left  of  it." 

CarefLilly,  as  if  handling  a  lighted  bomb- 
shell, Mike  extracted  the  pulpy  mass  from 
his  strong  "  sou'-wester  "  hat.  It  was 
promptly  squeezed  between  two  flat  stones 
and  then  set  in  the  sun  to  dry  ;  after  which 
Merritt  cautiously  imfolded  it,  and,  to  his 
great  satisfaction,  found  the  print  still 
readable,  though  a  good  deal  frayed. 


"  Now,  Gineral,"  cried  he,  handing  the 
paper  to  O'Brien,  "  you  being  the  cus- 
todian of  our  public  library,  it's  yom-  duty 
to  make  us  acquainted  with  the  con 
tents." 

Mike  was  silent,  and  looked  embar 
rassed. 

"  Why,  you  can  read,  can't  you  ?  ' 
asked  Merritt,  in  surprise. 

"  Yis,  I  can  rade,"  answered  O'Brien, 
hesitatingly  ;  "  but — but  just  at  preseni 
I'm  a  thrifle  07d  of  practice  !  " 

Amid  the  laughter  that  greeted  this 
modest  confession,  Merritt  took  the  paper 
and  glancing  over  it,  called  out : 

"  Hollo,  boys,  here's  something  !  Listen 

'"STAETLIKG  DISCOVERY  OF  A 
NATIVE  PLOT. 

SCHEMES  TO  OVERTHROW  THE  BRITISH  RULE 
IN  INDIA.'  " 

"  What  ?  haven't  they  had  enough  of 
it  yet  ? "  cried  Bob,  savagely.    "  They^ 
want  another  licking  like  what  we  gav 
'em  in  '57,  and  they'll  get  it,  too !  " 

'■'Recent  events  in  the  Soudan,'"  reai 
Merritt,  "  [that  means  poor  Gordon's  murde; 
and  the  fall  of  Khartoum,  I  reckon]  "  hav. 
excited  to  a  dangerous  pitch  the  infiammaW 
Mussulman  population  of  Western  India.  For 
some  time  past,  suspicious  symptoms  have 
been  multiplying;  and  the  fiercer  Moham- 
medan devotees  have  been  openly  preaching 
rebellion  against  England,  whose  power  they 
believe  to  be  on  the  wane.  But  within  the 
last  few  days  the  activity  of  our  native  spies 
has  revealed  the  existence  of  a  definite  and 
widespread  plot  to  repeat  on  a  yet  vaster  scale 
the  great  tragedy  of  1857,  one  of  the  leaders 
having  given  orders  for  the  massacre  of  all 
Europeans  without  distinction.'  " 

"  WeU,  as  sure  as  I'm  President  of  this 
Eepublic,  that  puts  us  in  a  pretty  close 
place,"  said  Merritt,  throwing  down  the 
paper.  "  The  folks  on  these  islands  are 
Mohammedans,  and  mighty  strict  ones  af 
that ;  and  bein'  in  constant  communica 
tion  with  India,  they're  bound  to  know  ol 
this  plot ;  and  o'  course  they'll  go  for  the 
first  chance  of  hoeing  their  own  patch  ir 
the  gineral  massacre,  and  the  first  chance 
is  us  rive.  Seems  to  me  we've  got  here 
just  in  time  to  be  comfortably  done  for 


(To  be  colli  ill  lied.) 


SAVED  BY  A   SINGLE  STRAND. 

A  TRUE  TALE. 
By  Captain  C.  H.  Ozaxxe.  O.S.D. 


THE  Swallow  was  running  before  a  steady 
breeze  on  her  way  to  join  the  allied  Eng- 
lish and  French  fleets  at  the  rendezvous  in 
the  Gulf  of  Pechili.  in  the  north  of  China. 
She  had  on  board  a  regiment  of  infantry,  who 
formed  part  of  the  expedition  sent  in  1860 
against  the  Taku  forts  on  the  Peiho  River. 

The  Swallow  had  left  Hong-Ivong  some 
time  before,  and  had  been  delayed  by  con- 
trary winds.  She  was  now  within  two  days' 
sail  of  her  destination.  The  captain,  finding 
his  stock  of  wood  and  water  running  short, 
was  anxious  to  lay  in  a  fresh  supply.  He 
therefore  requested  the  colonel  in  command 
of  the  troops  to  allow  half-a-dozen  of  his 
men  to  land  and  till  the  casks. 

A  boat  was  got  ready,  and  six  soldiers  se- 
lected to  go  ashore  in  her. 

As  the  regiment  had  been  quartered  for 


some  time  at  Hong-Kong,  most  of  the  met 
could  handle  an  oar  fairly.  The  third  mate 
and  one  sailor  were  put  in  charge  of  the 
cutter,  and  Lieutenant  Garnett  was  detailed 
by  the  colonel  to  take  command  of  the 
soldiers. 

The  military  portion  of  the  crew  got  into 
the  boat  briskly  enough.  They  were  heartily 
sick  of  the  long  confinement  on  board,  and 
went  oft"  in  the  highest  spirits  at  the  prospect 
of  a  run  ashore. 

The  cutter  ran  rapidly  towards  the  land, 
and  the  ship  lay  to  until  her  return.  They 
had  brought  three  axes  to  cut  wood,  and  all 
were  well  aimed.  Though  he  did  not  antici- 
pate any  difficulty  in  obtaining  the  required 
supplies,  the  colonel,  in  view  of  the  disturbed 
state  of  the  country,  had  given  orders  for  the 
men  to  take  their  rifles. 
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^  Making  straight  for  shore,  the  .mate  ran 
,  e  boat  upon  a  stretch  of  sand.  Here  she 
is  beached,  and  left  in  charge  of  a  soldier 
id  the  sailor,  while  the  rest  of  the  party  set 
it  in  search  of  water. 

The  casks  were  soon  filled  from  a  stream 
3se  by,  and  they  then  proceeded  to  look  for 
)od.  Scarcely  had  they  left  the  stream, 
len  they  were  met  by  a  party  of  villagers, 
lose  looks  were  by  no  means  encouraging, 
was  evident  that  they  recognised  the  in- 
iders  as  belonging  to  the  expedition,  and 
owed  no  intention  of  receiving  them  in  a 
endly  spirit.  As  the  Chinese  were  badly 
tned.  Lieutenant  Garnett  determined  to 
ect  his  object  in  spite  of  their  opposition. 
3  therefore  collected  his  small  party  into  a 
mpact  body  and  boldly  advanced.  The 
linese  slowly  retreated,  sullenly  making 
iy  on  their  approach.  They  followed  at  a 
ort  distance  like  a  swarm  of  angry  bees, 
attering  and  gesticulating  fiercely.  It  was 
•ar  that  they  had  all  the  will  to  torture  and 
irder  the  party  if  only  they  were  able  to 
srpower  them. 

The  men  set  to  work  to  gather  wood,  and 
cut  up  the  dead  branches  into  logs  of  a 
avenient  length,  while  the  two  oificers  kept 
tell  upon  the  Chinese.  Whilst  they  were 
engaged,  the  villagers  jealously  and  sulkily 
tolled  their  proceedings. 
When  they  had  gathered  a  small  supply  of 
,od,  they  carried  it  to  the  boat.  As  they 
I'ned  towards  the  shore  Lieutenant  Garnett 
?ew  towards  the  natives  what  he  consi- 
■ed  an  amply  sufficient  sum  to  pay  for  the 
od  they  had  taken.  The  Chinese  picked 
the  silver,  but  did  not  show  any  surprise 
; gratitude.  The  party  of  English  re-eni- 
•ked,  closely  followed  by  the  villagers,  who 
jw  bolder  as  they  saw  that  the  intruders 
)wed  no  intention  of  making  an  attack 
3n  their  homes.  The  boat  was  pushed  off, 
i  the  yellow-faced  natives  lined  the  shore  ; 
1,  emboldened  apparently  by  the  absence 
danger,  shouted  defiance  and  hatred,  like 
'ack  of  pariah  dogs  in  an  Arab  village  after 
:  retiring  heels  of  a  passer  by,  before  whose 
eatened  attack  the  whole  gang  had  lately 
\  with  one  consent. 

Che  cutter  ran  out  of  the  bay,  and,  on 
ibling  a  headland  which  shut  in  the  en- 
nce,  was  met  by  a  stiff  breeze,  which  had 
3n  since  they  left  the  ship,  and  from  which 
!y  had  been  sheltered  in  the  bay.  It  blew 
ectly  from  the  ship,  so  that  it  was  clear 
it  they  would  have  some  difficulty  in 
ching  her. 

Che  sea  got  up  rapidly,  and  soon  became 
wild  that  it  was  plainly  hopeless  for  them 
think  of  making  the  Swallow.  The  mate 
ked  at  the  land,  in  the  hope  of  running 
ik  for  shelter.  By  this  time  the  cutter  had 
a,red  the  headland,  and,  upon  a  long  stretch 
beach,  they  saw,  a  crowd  of  natives,  who 
I  collected  after  their  departure,  and  now, 
ing  their  critical  condition,  were  evidently 
aiting  the  result. 

Cheir  intentions  were  too  plain  to  allow 
;  cutter's  crew  to  think  of  trusting  them- 
ves  to  their  tender  mercies.  The  popula- 
n  of  the  whole  village  had  apparently  col- 
ted  like  vultures  at  the  prospect  of  ani  easy 

'■y- 

The  wind  beat  them  back,  and  they  found 
it  they  were  fast  approaching  the  shore. 

close  were  they  that  they  could  hear, 
cough  the  roar  of  the  wind,  the  savage 
es  of  the  expectant  crowd  as  they  thronged 
wn  close  to  the  edge  of  the  breakers  in 
eir  eagerness  to  seize  their  prey. 
There  was  no  time  to  be  lost.  The  only 
)pe  was  to  remain  where  they  were.  The 
lat  was  equipped  with  a  heavy  anchor,  to 
hich  a  stouj  hawser  was  fastened  to  do 
ity  for  a  ;able.  This  was  dropped  over  the 
lie,  anI  as  it  disappeared  the  mate's  heart 


sank  as  he  pictured  to  himself  the  flukes  of 
the  anchor  burying  themselves  in  the  sand 
of  the  bottom,  and  finding  nothing  to  give 
hold  sufficient  to  resist  the  drag  of  the  boat, 
as  she  drove  shorewards  before  the  wind  and 
waves.  If  only  there  were  rocks  to  give  good 
holding  ground !  At  this  thought  another 
picture  rose  in  his  mind.  Could  that  hawser 
stand  the  chafing  of  a  rock  long  enough  to 
hold  till  the  wind  fell?  There  was  little 
choice.  He  glanced  at  his  companions' 
faces,  and,  seeing  that  his  gloomy  forebodings 
were  not  shared  by  them,  resolved  to  keep 
his  own  counsel. 

The  hawser  ran  out  until  the  anchor 
reached  bottom.  It  then  grew  taut  under 
the  strain,  and  the  boat's  way  was  stopped. 
The  anchor  held.  No,  she  moves  again  ! 
Slowly  but  surely  she  creeps  shorewards, 
dragging  the  heavy  anchor  after  her. 

The  hopeful  faces  of  the  occupants  grew 
blank  with  disappointment.  Like  some 
teiTor- stricken  bird,  drawn  by  the  deadly 
fascination  of  a  serpent,  the  boat  makes 
slowly  for  the  shore. 

"  Hurrah  1  it  holds." 

The  anchor  is  apparently  caught  in  a  rock, 
the  hawser  stiffens  out,  and  the  plucky  little 
cutter  faces  the  waves  with  the  air  of  one 
determined  to  do  or  die.  The  foiled  surges 
break  over  her  and  her  crew,  as  she  bravely 
throws  up  her  nose  to  meet  the  attack. 

The  Chinamen  gave  vent  to  their  rage  in 
a  yell,  as  they  saw  the  cutter's  way  checked 
at  the  very  moment  they  thought  she  was 
running  straight  into  their  hands.  The  crew 
was  kept  busily  at  work,  however,  baling  out 
the  water  that  poured  in  over  the  bows. 

The  party  in  the  boat  were  in  hopes  that 
the  Chinese,  seeing  themselves  balked,  would 
retire  ;  but,  to  their  annoyance,  they  soon  saw 
that  they  were  determined  to  remain  on  the 
sjiot  and  await  the  result  of  the  struggle. 

The  day  drew  to  a  close,  and  the  Chinese 
began  to  light  fires,  evidently  prepared  to 
spend  the  night  on  the  shore.  The  Swallow's 
lights,  too,  faintly  twinkled  in  the  distance, 
and  the  sight  of  them  made  those  in  the 
cutter  feel  their  position  even  more  keenly. 
To  add  to  their  discomfort  the  pangs  of 
hunger  began  to  assail  them.  Several 
attempts  were  made  to  light  a  fire,  so  that 
the  kettle  might  be  boiled  and  a  rasher  of 
ham  cooked.  The  fire  lit  up,  burnt  briskly 
for  a  few  minutes,  and  as  the  hopes  of  the 
famished  party  began  to  grow  bright  with 
the  cheerful  glow,  the  jealous  sea  would  dash 
in,  drown  the  fire  and  their  hopes,  and  hiss 
spitefully  among  the  embers  at  their  discom- 
fiture. After  several  vain  attempts,  they 
were  forced  to  content  themselves  with  cold 
water,  ship's  biscuit,  and  raw  ham,  of  which 
there  was  a  small  supply  on  board.  Hungry 
men  are  not  fastidious,  and  the  meal  was 
soon  disposed  of. 

Weary  as  was  the  mate,  his  thoughts  were 
oppressed  with  deep  anxieties,  which  he  had 
till  now  kept  to  himself.  The  wild  plunging 
of  the  boat  as  she  tore  at  her  moorings,  like  an 
impatient  charger  eager  for  the  fray,  induced 
him  to  lay  his  hand  upon  the  hawser.  To 
his  horror  he  felt  a  grating,  grinding  sensa- 
tion that  told  a  tale  which  brought  vividly 
before  his  mind  all  the  stories  he  had  ever 
heard  of  the  fiendish  tortures  which  the 
Chinese  practise  upon  their  prisoners. 

But  he  was  a  brave  man,  and  did  not  let 
such  terrors  overcome  him.  He  tried  to 
conceal  his  fears,  and  to  enter  into  the  efforts 
of  the  soldiers  to  make  a  fire,  hoping  that 
the  wind  would  fall  or  shift  before  the  rocks 
should  grind  through  the  cable. 

Lieutenant  Garnett  had  observed  his  hand, 
as  he  from  time  to  time  laid  it  upon  the 
hawser,  and  did  the  same.  Glancing  at  the 
mate,  who  was  watching  him,  he  read  in  his 
eye  confirmation  of  his  suspicions.  The 


mate  nodded  towards  the  soldiers  in  intima- 
tion of  his  desire  that  they  two  should  keep 
their  fears  to  themselves. 

A  long,  weary,  and  anxious  night  followed. 
All  were  wet,  hungry,  and  exhausted.  The 
motion  of  the  boat  made  it  impossible  to 
sleep ;  though  now  and  again  they  would 
snatch  a  few  minutes,  to  be  rudely  roused  by 
the  breaking  of  a  larger  sea  than  usual  over 
the  boat.  To  be  brought  so  abruptly  back 
from  the  happiness  of  unconsciousness  to  a 
knowledge  of  their  critical  condition  seemed 
to  make  their  position  all  the  more  forlorn 
for  the  temporary  freedom  from  anxiety. 

At  length  the  weary  night  came  to  an  end, 
and  the  dawn  broke  upon  the  dispirited  crew. 
The  anxiety  and  exposure  showed  itself  in 
their  pale  faces,  dull  eyes,  and  listless  atti- 
tudes. _  Wet,  cold,  hunger,  and  suspense  had 
set  their  mark  upon  the  nine  exhausted  men. 

The  wind  began  to  lull  somewhat ;  but  it 
was  not  until  noon  that  the  sea,  though  still 
surging  savagely,  ceased  to  break  over  the 
boat.  The  soldiers  now  lit  a  fire  and  made 
some  tea,  which,  with  a  biscuit  apiece,  some- 
what raised  the  spirits  of  the  worn-out  men. 

The  two  officers  and  the  sailor,  however, 
had  spent  a  night  of  suspense  sufficient  to 
exhaust  the  hardiest.  They  knew  only  too 
well  that  it  was  a  question  of  grave  doubt 
whether  the  hawser  would  hold  until  the  wind 
lulled,  or  be  cut  through  before.  If  the 
former,  they  hoped  to  be  able  to  beat  out  of 
the  bay;  in. the  latter  case,  they  would 
unquestionably  be  di-iven  upon  the  shore,  to 
become  the  victims  of  men  even  crueller  in 
their  ingenious  tortures  than  the  most  fierce 
savage,  in  spite  of  their  boasted  civilisation 
running  back  to  the  remotest  antiquity. 

The  day  dragged  wearily  on.  All  were 
exhausted,  and  almost  anxious  for  the  fatal 
Uioment,  which  they  now  despaired  of  es- 
caping, to  come.  They  were  determined  to 
die  rather  than  fall  into  the  hands  of  the  foe, 
who  waited  with  such  cruel  persistence  the 
moment  of  their  triumph. 

Towards  four  in  the  afternoon,  the  mate 
fancied  that  the  wind  blew  less  steadily,  and 
faint  hopes  of  a  shift  in  its  direction  began 
to  overcome  his  despair.  At  five  he  told 
Lieutenant  Garnett  of  his  hopes,  for  every 
moment  the  wind  crept  nearer  the  land.  At 
half-past  five  he  gave  orders  to  weigh  the 
anchor,  as  he  had  hopes  of  being  able  to  beat 
out  of  the  bay.  He  was  a  first-rate  sailor, 
and  knew  his  boat. 

All  was  got  ready.  The  soldiers  brightened 
up  at  the  prospect  of  a  move,  and,  when 
everything  was  ready,  they  were  set  to  work 
to  haul  in  the  hawser,  while  the  sailors 
hoisted  the  sail. 

As  the  anchor  was  lifted  from  the  bottom, 
the  waves  drove  the  boat  towards  the  shore. 
The  Chinese  raised  a  triumphant  howl, 
thinking  that  the  boat  was  dragging  her 
anchor,  and  that  their  long  anticipated  prey 
was  about  to  fall  into  their  hands. 

The  sail  was  rapidly  hoisted,  the  wind 
caught  it,  and  the  shoreward  rush  of  the 
boat  was  checked.  She  stood  still.  The 
waves  forced  her  towards  land,  and  the  wind 
was  only  just  sufficient  to  counteract  the  rush 
of  the  sea. 

She  hung  as  in  a  balance.  Which  would 
win  the  day  ?  The  slightest  lull  in  the  wind, 
and  the  boat  would  be  whirled  on  shore  with 
such  force  that  the  sail  would  be  unable  to 
gain  the  mastery.  It  was  a  trying  moment. 
Their  lives  hung  by  a  thread. 

The  anchor  was  heavy,  but  the  eager  hands 
of  the  men  rapidly  hauled  it  in. 

"  Look  sharp  with  that  anchor,  men,"  cried 
the  mate,  anxiously ;  "  it's  just  a  toss-up 
whether  we'll  fetch  out  of  the  bay  or  not." 

The  men  were  straining  every  nerve  to  get 
the  anchor  in,  as  it  was  hoped  that,  as  soor» 
as  it  was  on  board,  the  balance  would  be  ia 
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favour  of  the  wind.  At  last  it  came  to  the 
surface,  and  the  sailor  leaned  over  to  swing 
it  on  board,  while  the  other  men  leant  over 
to  the  other  side  to  trim  the  boat. 

With  a  heave,  he  swung  the  anchor  over 
the  gunwale,  and — fell  backwards  into  the 
bottom  of  the  boat  with  the  ragged  end  of  the 
hawser  in  his  hand.   The  cable  had  parted  ! 

On  examination,  it  was  found  that  the  rocks 
had  chafed  through  the  stout  hawser,  leaving 
the  anchor  attached  by  a  single  strand ;  and 
this,  worn  nearly  through,  had  parted  at  the 
slight  jerk  given  by  the  sailor. 

Had  the  mate  delayed  but  a  few  minutes 
longer,  the  cutter  must  have  been  dashed 
ashore  before  they  had  time  to  hoist  the  sail. 

All  now  understood  the  anxiety  which  the 
mate  had  been  unable  altogether  to  conceal  in 
his  looks,  and  his  eagerness  to  leave  their 


moorings,  to  which  they  were  held  by  so  frail 
a  stay. 

The  boat,  freed  from  the  dragging  of  the 
anchor,  now  began  slowly  to  move  forward  in 
the  water. 

The  Chinese,  as  they  saw  their  prey  slowly 
but  surely  creeping  out  of  danger,  raised  a 
howl  of  execration.  The  occupants  of  the 
boat,  weary  as  they  were,  gave  a  mocking  cheer 
in  answer,  and  waved  their  dripping  caps  in 
farewell. 

After  many  a  tedious  tack,  the  cutter  suc- 
ceeded in  beating  out  of  the  bay,  and  in  making 
her  way  to  the  ship,  which  they  reached  at 
10  P.M.  Here  they  were  received  almost  as  if 
they  had  risen  from  the  dead.  They  had  not 
been  seen  from  the  ship,  whose  masthead 
lights  alone  they  had  been  able  to  distinguish 
over  the  headland.   Those  on  board  the  Swal- 


low had  seen  the  crowd  of  Chinese,  and  ha 
imagined  that  they  were  waiting  for  the  slii 
to  be  driven  on  shore,  and  share  the  fate  whicil 
they  concluded  had  befallen  their  comrade 
in  the  cutter. 

The  exhausted  party  thankfully  made  the; 
way  on  board,  where  the  relief  of  moving  the 
cramped  limbs  after  sitting  so  long  in  a  sma 
boat  was  a  pleasure  to  them,  weary  and  wot 
as  they  were. 

They  all  turned  in,  and  found  deeper  plei 
sure  in  the  warm  bunks  and  hammocks,  t 
which  they  retired  after  being  provided  wit 
hot  soup.  About  noon  next  day  they  mac 
their  appearance,  none  the  worse  for  the 
long  exposure  and  anxiety,  though  the  tu 
officers  were  observed  to  be  more  than  usual 
silent  for  several  days  afterwards. 

(the  end.) 


THE    CRUISE    OF    THE  CHRISTABEL. 


Part  II. 


LEIGH,  now  nothing  but  a  fishing  village  of 
shrimpers  mostly,  was  formerly  of  consi- 
derable importance,  for  the  land  round  about 
was  once  covered  with  fine  vineyards  of  the 
large  black  Keinish  grape,  and  its  little  port 
was  then  the  wine-cheap  of  the  Metropolis, 
and  in  the  Doomsday  Book  is  an  account  of 
the  number  of  acres  of  vines  growing  round 
the  spot.  How  things  have  changed  !  Who 
would  think  of  going  to  Leigh  now  for  a 
bottle  of  wine  ? 

We  were  soon  near  enough,  thanks  to  the 
towers,  to  bring  up  with  our  kedge-anchor, 
and  having  roughly  stowed  the  sails.  Bill 
pulled  us  to  the  pierhead  about  nine  o'clock. 

I  wanted  to  make  use  of  the  first  of  the 
next  ebb,  so  after  a  short  walk  round  to 
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satisfy  O'Keilly,  we  went  aboard  again  by 
eleven,  and  turned  in  for  the  night. 

Four  o'clock  the  following  morning  found 
us  under  way  again.  I  happened  to  wake 
about  half  an  hour  previously,  and,  looking 
on  deck,  found  a  thick  haze,  but  a  light 
north-westerly  breeze  was  blowing,  just  fair 
for  us,  so,  in  hopes  of  the  mist  clearing  off 
later  on,  I  called  the  mate,  and  while  the 
others  peacefully  slept  we  got  our  anchor  and 
made  sail. 

The  hazy,  misty  look  still  continued,  and 
not  a  single  vessel  could  we  see  anywhere ; 
even  the  pierhead,  so  close  to  us,  was  totally 
hid ;  but  the  wind  carried  us  along  about 
seven  knots,  and  we  kept  on  our  course  by 
compass  until  six  o'clock,  when  the  sun 
broke  through,  the  mist  vanished  like  magic, 
and  we  found  ourselves  abreast  of  the  Mouse 
Light. 

There  were  some  signs  of  life  below  by  this 
time,  and  presently  up  popped  Jack's  head, 
and  then  O'Keilly  came  tumbling  on  deck. 

"  Hallo !  where's  the  pier  gone  to  ? 
where  are  we  ?  "  said  he,  looking  round  with 
a  puzzled  expression  on  his  face. 

"  That's  a  long  way  astern  by  now,"  I  re- 
pHed  ;  "  here  we  are  off  the  Mouse." 

"Why  didn't  you  call  me?"  said  Jack. 
"  How  long  have  you  been  up  ?  " 

"  Since  four  o'clock,  and  I  am  getting 
peckish,  so  bear  a  hand  and  help  Bill  get  the 
breakfast  ready." 

"  Well,  I  am  surprised,"  said  O'Eeilly,  "  I 
never  even  felt  the  motion.  I  must  have 
slept  soundly." 

The  breakfast  was  ready  on  the  table  by 
half-past  seven,  and  we  sat  down  to  it  with 
capital  appetites.  There's  no  doubt  about 
hunger  being  the  best  sauce. 

I  took  the  tiller  again  while  the  mate  and 
Bill  went  below  to  breakfast,  and  with  a 
freshening  breeze  we  soon  passed  the  Middle 
Lightship,  and  rounding  the  Whitaker  Buoy 
we  went  through  the  Swin  Spitway,  between 
the  Buxey  and  the  Gunfleet  Sands.  By  nine 
o'clock  we  had  passed  the  river  Colne,  and 
were  abreast  of  the  village  of  St.  Osyth,  with 
its  fine  old  priory.  The  people  living  round 
about  Brightlingsea  and  Wyvenhoe  seem  to 
experience  a  difficulty  Ln  saying  "  St.  Osyih," 
so  it  is  generally  spoken  of  as  "  Toozy." 

"  Did  you  ever  hear  the  legend  of  the  holy 
maid  St.  Osyth,  Jack  ?  "  said  I. 

"No,"  replied  he,  lying  back  on  a  coil  of 
the  mainsheet.  "  Spin  us  the  yarn,  old  man." 

"  Well,  history  says  that  she  was  the  daugh- 
ter of  Eedwald,  one  of  the  wisest  and  most 
valiant  of  the  petty  kings  of  the  Saxon  Hept- 
archy.   According  to  all  accounts,  she  was  ' 
supposed  to  be  an  uncommonly  pretty  Saxon  i 


girl ;  but,  contrary  to  most  young  ladies  of  tl 
present  day,  she  seems  to  have  had  a  decide 
objection  to  matrimony.    Now,  her  pareu 
had  privately  decided  that  she  should  man 
Sighere,  a  young  prince  of  the  East  Saxoui 
and  when  one  afternoon  she  was  told  to  p' 
on  her  best  bib-and-tucker  ready  for  the  cer 
mony,  they  were  astounded  to  hear  her  deck 
she  would  not  marry  any  one,  and  had  ma( 
up  her  mind  to  become  a  nun.    You  can  i 
agine  there  was  a  nice  uproar  in  the  pali 
when  they  heard  that ;  and  the  poor  g 
finding  nothing  she  could  say  would  de 
her  parents  from  carrying  their  purpose  ia: 
effect,  resolved  to  marry  Sighere,  and  e: 
deavour  to  persuade  him  to  consent  to 
immediate  separation  as  soc  n  as  the  ceremoi 
was  over.  Her  young  husband  was,  I  suppos 
more  tender-hearted  than  her  parents,  ai 
yielded  to  her  entreaties  to  be  permitted 
become  a  nun,  and,  after  tenderly  biddii 
her  adieu,  took  himself  off  to  the  wars  to  S' 
if  a  few  hard  blows  would  help  to  console  hi 
for  the  loss  of  his  pretty  bride ;  while  si 
retired  to  the  place  we  are  now  off — and  thi 
known  by  the  name  of  '  Chic ' — and  wi 
some  companions  built  and  endowed  a  nuj 
nery.    Well,"  said  I,  continuing,  "  a  fe 
years  after,  some  piratical  Danes,  under  cor 
mand  of  Hubba  and  Inguar,  landed  on  ll 
south-east  coast  of  Essex,  and,  according 
their  good  old  custom,  laid  their  hands  t 
everything  they  could  find  ;   and,  amor 
numerous  other  places,  they  gave  a  mornii 
call  at  St.  Osyth's  nunnery,  and  endeavoun 
to  persuade  our  heroine  to  abjure  Christiani 
and  do  reverence  to  Thor  and  other  Northe: 
gods.     She  stoutly  refused,  however  ;  ai 
Hubba,  enraged  at  her  obstinacy,  drew  h 
sword  and  smote  off  her  beautiful  hea, 
Forthwith,  according  to  the  characterist 
legend,  a  fountain  broke  forth  on  the  sp 
where  she  fell,  the  waters  of  which  were 
certain  remedy  for  all  sorts  of  diseases.  H 
body  then  rose  from  the  sitting  position 
which  she  had  been  killed,  and  taking  h. 
head  in  the  hands,  it  walked  to  the  church 
St.  Peter  and  St.  Paul,  which  she  had  founde 
about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  from  the  nunner 
and  knocked  for  admission.   Her  parents  lu 
her  body  buried  before  the  church  poiel 
but  afterwards  it  was  removed  to  Aylesbui 
for  fear  of  the  Danes,  and  forty-six  jta 
after  was  again  carried  to  its  original  restiu 
place." 

"  Is  that  all  ?  "  said  Jack,  looking  ror.n 
"  "^Tiere  are  we  ?  " 

"  Just  oif  Clacton,  and  it  is  only  a  quart 
past  nine ;  that  is  making  good  use  of  tl 
tune." 

(  To  be  continued.) 
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"DMEBous  machines  have  been  invented  at 
different  times  for  the  purpose  of  enabling 
a  person  to  rise  from  the  ground  and  fly 
thi'ough  the  air  from  one  place  to  another, 
and  all  have  failed,  the  inventors  generally 
having  some  excuse  to  offer  in  explanation 
of  their  special  machine  not  acting,  like  the 
man  who,  having  provided  hunself  with  a 
couple  of  wings  formed  of  cocks'  feathers, 
and  which  were  arranged  to  be  worked  by  a 
set  of  strings,  jumped  off  the  roof  of  a  house, 
and,  after  giving  a  flap  or  two,  fortunately 
for  himself  saved  his  neck  by  falling  on  to  a 
heap  of  manure,  when,  having  picked  himself 
up  and  found  no  bones  broken,  his  courage 
returned,  and  he  explained  that  the  failure 
was  due  to  the  fact  of  having  used  "  cocks' 
feathers"  instead  of  "eagles',"  which  he 
said  he  now  found  would  be  the  right  sort 
to  use  ! 

Personally  we  have  not  enough  muscular 
power  to  keep  ourselves  suspended  in  the  air 
by  any  action  of  our  arms,  either  provided 
with  wings  or  otherwise,  and  the  problem  of 
flying  will,  I  think,  never  be  solved  until  our 
mechanical  motors  and  steam  engines  are 
produced  of  a  much  greater  power  in  propor- 
tion to  their  weight  than  they  are  at  present. 

If  this  little  difficulty  could  be  got  over  in 
some  way,  I  see  no  reason  why  the  "  aeronef," 
so  graphically  described  by  Jules  Verne 
in  his  "Clipper  of  the  Clouds"  (which  ap- 
peared in  these  pages  during  1887),  should 
not  become  a  practical  realitj'. 

Now,  I  have  no  desire  that  any  of  my 
readers  should  attempt  to  make  a  machine 
to  lift  themselves  up  by,  but  the  little  toy  I 
am  going  to  describe  ascends  into  the  air  by 
the  same  screwing  action  as  that  supposed  to 
be  used  in  the  "  aeronef.  "The  great  advantage 
with  this  toy  is  that  it  is  easily  made,  and 
affords  considerable  amusement  in  watching 
its  flight  through  the  air. 

And  now  we  will  commence  making  it. 

The  sketch  at  the  heading  shows  the 
machine  complete,  the  cost  of  which  is 
simply  nil,  as  it  may  be  easily  constructed 
from  a  few  odds  and  ends  to  be  found  in 
every  home.  The  complete  outfit  consists  of 
a  short  length  of  stout  iron  wire  (an  old 
meat-skewer  answers  capitally),  a  cotton  reel, 
two  screws,  a  piece  of  thin  string,  and,  last, 
a  sheet  of  tin,  which  can  be  obtained  by 
annexing  an  empty  condensed-milk  tin  or, 
better  still,  a  tin  that  has  contained  fruit,  as 
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it  is  generally  of  thicker  metal.  You  must 
first  hold  the  tin  over  a  clear  fire  (not  with 
your  fingers),  and  the  bottom  will  soon  drop 
off'  and  the  seam  down  the  side  will  become 
unsoldered,  leaving  you  a  nice  sheet  of  metal 
which  only  requires  to  be  straightened  out 
by  bending  it  back  over  a  roller,  when  it  will 
lie  quite  smooth,  and  if  it  has  got  blackened 
whilst  over  the  fire  rub  it  clean  with  some 
brickdust  and  water.  It  is  now  ready  to 
draw  upon,  so  lay  it  on  a  board  and  mark  a 
straight  line  down  the  centre  by  means  of  a 
lead  pencil  or  sharp  point  of  a  nail  or  brad- 
awl, as  shown  by  dotted  line  a,  b.  Fig.  1 ; 
then  from  the  central  point  c,  with  a  pair  of 
dividers,  describe  a  small  circle  2  inches  in 
diameter,  and  from  the  same  centre,  with  a 
radius  of  4  inches  or  more,  mark  off'  the  arcs 
at  A,  B. 

Using  the  dotted  line  as  a  centre  where 
it  cuts  the  arcs  a,  b,  mark  off  li  inch  on 
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either  side  as  at  d,  d,  and  from  those  points 
draw  lines  to  the  centre  c,  stopping  the  line 
when  it  reaches  the  small  circle. 

Do  the  same  on  the  other  side,  and  the 
form  will  be  complete. 

The  lines  must  be  drawn  carefully,  as  the 
flying  capabilities  of  the  machine  depend 
very  much  on  having  both  wings  alike. 


It  can  now  be  cut  out  with  a  stout  pair  oi 

scissors,  or  metal  shears  if  you  have  them 
but  if  you  use  the  scissors  do  not  pick  out 
your  mother's  best  pair,  as  it  is  not  calculated 
to  improve  their  cutting  qualities. 

Three  holes  have  to  be  punched  through 
the  tin,  one  at  the  centre  c  and  one  on  eithei 
side,  at  a  distance  of  three-eighths  of  an  incl 
as  at  F,  F.  These  holes  should  be  about  one 
eighth  of  an  inch  in  diameter,  and  the  bur 
should  be  taken  off  the  back  by  means  of 
file. 

The  corners  g,  g  have  to  be  turned  gentl 
upwards,  and  the  opposite  corners  downward; 
which  will  give  it  somewhat  the  appearant 
of  a  ship's  propeller.  Fig.  2,  and  the  flyin 


portion  of  our  machine  is  now  finished,  anc 
can  be  laid  aside  while  we  prepare  the  reel. 

Those  used  on  sewing  machines  are  nio^ 
suitable,  having  a  shoulder  at  one  end  to  re 
volve  on ;  pick  out  a  sound  one,  and  dr  ill  £ 
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small  hole  through  it,  a.  Fig.  3,  by  which  the 
piece  of  string  is  attached  by  a  knot. 

The  two  screws  I  mentioned  are  to  be 
screwed  in  at  the  top,  b  b,  until  only  tlif 
smooth  portion  shows  ;  they  should  be  six 
eighths  of  an  mch  apart  to  correspond  with 
the  holes  in  the  tin. 

The  heads  of  the  screws  must  now  be  eithe; 
filed  or  sawn  off'  with  a  fret-saw,  as  shown  oii 
one  of  them. 

The  wire  or  skewer,  which  forms  the  handle 
is  to  be  bent  to  a  double  right  angle  at  abou 


J.^  inch  from  the  pointed  end,  which  forms  a 
jase  for  the  reel  to  rest  upon,  as  at  a,  Fig.  4. 
L"he  lower  end  is  then  tmned  up  to  any  con- 
•enient  form,  and  this  completes  the  entire 
nachine.  The  string  should  now  be  wound 
-  ound  the  reel,  which  is  placed  on  the  whe 
'landle,  and  the  tin  flyer  imt  over  the  two 
'.eadless  screws,  the  wire  handle  projecting 
hrough  the  central  hole. 

'  Now  hold  the  machine  by  the  handle  in  the 
eft  hand  well  above  your  head,  and  pull  the 
tring  quickly  by  the  right  hand,  and  the  flyer 
all  rapidly  ascend  to  a  height  of  from  50  to 
.00  feet  or  more  in  the  air,  according  to  the 
'  orce  with  which  you  pulled  the  string,  and 
Vill  then  gradually  return  to  within  a  few  feet 
'f  the  starting  point. 

Care  should  be  taken  to  hold  it  well  up 
,bove  the  face,  in  case  it  should  strike  you  as 
t  leaves  the  reel. 

j  The  flyers  can  be  made  of  stout  cardboard ; 


but  are  not  so  satisfactory,  being  easily  torn 
at  the  holes,  and  generally  last  but  one  or  two 
flights. 

A  three-bladed  flyer  acts  equally  well,  and, 
I  think,  flies  more  easily,  and  can  be  made  as 
shown  in  Fig.  5. 

From  centre  a,  strike  the  '2-inch  circle  b  ; 
and,  then,  with  any  radius  you  require,  strike 
the  larger  circle  c,  and  divide  the  circumfer- 
ence into  six  portions  by  the  radius  as  at 

D,  D. 

From  these  points  as  centres,  strike  the 
curves  f  f,  continuing  them  until  they  touch 
the  inner  circle  b  ;  the  portion  m  arked  by  the 
dotted  line  on  circumference  can  then  be  cut 
away  between  each  wing,  leaving  a  three- 
bladed  screw,  the  outside  edges' of  which  must 
be  twisted  with  the  points  upwards  ;  and,  after 
the  three  central  holes  have  been  punched,  it 
is  ready  for  work. 


HOW  TO  PREPARE  AND   MOUNT   OBJECTS    FOR    THE  MICROSCOPE. 

By  E.  a.  E.  Bennett,  b.a. 

Author  of  "  How  to  make  an  Induction  Coil,"  '■  Electric  Lamps  and  how  to  U'ork  them,"  "  Electro-motors  and  hoic  to  make  th^m,"  etc.  etc. 


tHE  autumn  is  now  with  us,  and  various 
occupations  which  were  perforce  laid 
iside  during  the  summer  months  will  once 
iiore  be  brought  forward  and  resume  their 
Hvay,  while  others  only  to  be  carried  on 
uring  the  warmer  part  of  the  year  will  have 
p  give  place  to  those  which  are  adaptable  to 
he  dull  days  of  winter.  The  pursuit  which 
'  have  chosen  for  the  subject  of  this  article 
5  practically  adaptable  to  all  seasons  of  the 
ear,  and  is  thus  especially  interesting. 
The  microscope,  above  all  other  instru- 
lents,  has  revealed  to  us  the  most  of  the 
'onders  of  everyday  existence  which  con- 
.nually  surround  us.  What  the  telescope  is 
1}  the  surveyor  of  the  sky  the  microscope  is 
>)  the  student  of  the  earth,  and  no  one  who 
i  fond  of  searching  out  the  mysteries  of  m- 
3ct,  animal,  and  vegetable  life  can  afford  to 
ispense  with  this,  the  best  means  of  bring- 
ig  to  our  knowledge  the  details  which  would 
therwise  be  passed  by  in  complete  ignorance. 
Now,  every  boy  who  possesses  a  microscope 
in  find  enough  objects  on  which  to  use  it 
)  last  him  for  years  without  moving  out  of 
16  house,  and  in  the  summer-time  his  walks 
oroad  will  provide  him  with  objects  especially 
iluable  for  the  lessons  they  teach  him,  and 
le  contemplation  of  which  will  afford  hhn 
ours  of  pleasure.  But  there  is  no  reason 
hy  all  this  gratification  should  be  abandoned 
aring  the  winter,  for  by  preparing  and  mount- 
ig  his  objects  in  a  suitable  manner  he  can 
jep  them  for  many  years  without  fear  of  their 
icoming  deteriorated.  They  will  then  always 
i  ready  to  show  to  his  friends,  and  on  days 
hen  he  cannot  go  out  he  will  still  have  the 
foduots  of  his  rambles  to  interest  him. 
Of  the  microscope  itself  I  do  not  mean  to 
eat  at  any  length.  Suffice  it  to  say  that  at 
ay  respectable  dealer's  you  can  get  a  really 
Dod  instrument  for  a  moderate  sum.  Messrs. 

&  J.  Beck  have  achieved  such  renown  in 
lis  special  manufacture  that  I  do  not  scruple 
)  mention  their  name.  At  the  same  time 
lere  are  many  others  no  doubt  equally  good 
1  their  own  line.    From  Messrs.  Beck  you 
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can  get  a  really  good  microscope  for  three 
guineas  and  upward  ;  of  course,  the  more  you 
pay  the  more  elaborate  the  iustruiueut.  Their 
address  is  64  Cornhill,  E.G. 

There  are  three  methods  of  mounting  ob- 

I  jects  for  the  microscope,  and  all  specimens, 
of  whatever  nature  they  may  be,  must  come 
under  the  head  of  one  of  these  methods.  The 

I  first  method  is  that  of  mounting  animal 
tissues,  &c.,  in  a  transparent  medium,  having 
first  rendered  the  objects  themselves  trans- 
parent. The  second  is  the  method  of  mount- 
ing vegetable  tissues,  and  other  substances  not 
suitable  for  the  first  method,  in  some  pre- 
servative fluid  contained  in  a  "  cell  "  on  the 
glass  slide.  In  the  third  method  the  objects 
are  mounted  dry,  and  as  in  this  case  they 
generally  require  little  or  no  preparation  before 
being  mounted,  objects  which  come  under 
this  heading  are  generally  the  easiest  to  deal 

!  with. 

I  propose,  then,  to  give  you  simple  instruc- 
!  tions  as  to  how  objects  for  the  microscope 
i  may  be  mounted  in  all  three  ways,  so  that 
j  whenever  an  object  which  you  have  found  on 
I  an  excursion  takes  your  fancy,  you  may  be 
able  to  preserve  it  so  that  it  can  be  looked  at 
I  whenever  you  like. 

And  first  of  all,  as  to  the  method  of  mount- 
ing objects  in  a  transparent  solid  medium. 
The  medium  used  for  this  purpose  is  almost 
always  the  substance   known  as  "  Canada 
Balsam."    This  is  a  kind  of  sticky,  gummy 
substance,  which  is  rendered  more  fluid  when 
heated,  and  afterwards  sets  hard  ;  it  is  there- 
fore well  suited  to  the  end  we  have  in  view. 
.  -Canada  balsam  is  of  a  light  yellow  colour, 
r^and  is  thinned,  if  necessary,  by  the  addition 
V  of  a  little  turpentine.    It  possesses  the  pro- 
^  perty,  like  most  oily,  resinous  substances,  of 
permeating  thin   objects,  such   as  animal 
tissues,  and  therefore  renders  them  beauti- 
fully transparent  for  ^'iewing  through  the 
microscope.    It  possesses  a  peculiar,  and,  to 
my  mind,  rather  pleasant  smell ;  and  if  you 
work  much  with  it  you  will  get  so  accustomed 
to  the  smell  that  in  after  years  whenever  you 


open  a  bottle  of  Canada  balsam  your  thoughts 
will  instantly  go  back  to  the  pleasant  time 
you  spent  when  mounting  treasures  for  your 
microscope.  A  characteristic  smell  is  to  most 
people  the  most  effective  reminder  possible  of 
days  gone  by. 

Besides  a  bottle  of  Canada  balsam  (which  s, 
you  can  get  from  any  chemist),  you  will  want  /\ 
some  glass  slips  on  which  to  mount  the  ob-  .  ^ 
jects,  and  some  cover  glasses  to  put  over  ^ 
them.  I  am  supposing  that  you  are  not  over-  X, 
burdened  with  pocket-money,  and  therefore 
will  not  feel  inclined  to  spend  more  than  you 
can  help  in  purchasing  knives  for  cutting 
sections,  &o.,  and  other  useful  but  not  neces- 
sary apparatus.    If  you  proceed  from  these 
simple  beginnings  to  really  elaborate  dissec- 
tions, &c.,  you  will  want  more  expensive  ap- 
paratus.   A  pair  of  small  scissors  with  fine  y 
points  should  be  provided,  and  for  arranging  ^ 
the  object  on  the  slide  you  should  provide 
some  instruments  made  by  fixing  the  eye  end 
of  two  or  three  needles  of  varying  sizes  into  w 
small  handles  cut  out  of  slips  of  wood,  with  - 
the  aid  of  a  pair  of  pincers.  You  must  also  go 
to  a  chemist's  and  buy  a  dozen  or  two  of  what  /s 
are  called  in  chemical  language  "test-tubes"; 
about  4  inches  long  by  h  inch  in  diameter 
will  be  about  the  right  size  for  your  purpose. 
For  holding  larger  quantities  of  solutions  you  'y' 
should  have  some  (say  three  or  four)  larger  ' 
ones,  about  6  inches  long  and  |  inch  in  dia- 
meter ;  broad  ones  are  much  pleasanter  to 
use  than  narrow  ones.    They  are  not  at  all 
expensive,  so  you  may  as  well  have  a  good 
supply.    To  hold  them  upright  you  should 
purchase  a  "  test-tube  holder,"  with  which  ~V 
the  chemist  will  supply  you. 

Suppose  now  that  we  are  about  to  make 
our  first  attempt  at  mounting  an  object.  One 
of  the  best  objects  on  which  to  commence,  as 
it  is  easily  obtained,  will  be  the  leg  or  wing 
of  a  "  blue-bottle  "  fly.  And  here  let  me  say 
that,  if  it  is  absolutely  necessary  to  kill  an 
insect  in  order  to  dissect  it,  it  should  be 
killed  in  as  painless  a  manner  as  it  possibly 
can  be. 


(To  he  continu<;d.) 
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Raebitb.  The  Bath.  Knock-Knees.  Increasing 
THE  Height,  &c.  (Many  Querists.) — Kindly  read 
bact.  If  we  kept  on  answering  these  queries  every 
week  we  slioiUd  have  no  tales  nor  illustrations  either. 

Female  Pakkakebt  Pluckin'G  Male  (Aqua). — The 
habit  arises  from  neglect  in  food  and  cleanliness  and 
from  confinement  in  a  small  cage.  Better  separate 
them  for  a  time. 

"ScuRvr"  ox  THE  Face  (Monthly  Reader). — You 
mean  scurf,  not  scurvy.  It  is  a  symptom  of  bad 
health.  Attend  to  digestion  and  rules  of  health. 
Use  a  little  benzoated  oxide  of  zinc  every  night. 

Hex's  Feathers  awry  (Volatile). — It  will  not  hurt 
unless  they  are  show-birds. 

Dog  with  Mange  (A.  P.  C.).— You  will  find  the  com- 
pound sulphur  ointment  of  the  shops,  with  a  little 
green  iodide  of  mercury  (a  dram  to  the  ounce),  about 
tile  best  cure.  Anoint  twice  a  week  after  the  dog  has 
been  washed  with  lukewarm  water  and  Spratt  or 
Pamulin  soap.  Give  gieiii  vegetables  in  food  and 
castor  oil  once  a  week. 

Cow  GIVING  Milk  (E.  F.  Perkins).— AU  depends  on 
the  breeil,  the  feeding,  and  the  time  of  year.  The  milk 
is  in  larger  quantity  and  better  in  quality  in  spring. 

Snakes  (Amic.  Serp.) — 1.  You  can  hardly  be  a  friend  to 
snakes  if  you  want  to  kill  them.  In  our  adventures 
with  snakes,  which  have  been  many  and  varied  and 
in  all  parts  of  the  world,  we  have  always  thought 
more  of  preserving  our  own  skin  than  the  snake's. 
But  if  we  were  to  catch  a  viper  with  long  forceps, 
as  the  man  in  the  New  Forest  does,  we  should  pop 
him  into  a  bottle  of  gin.  2.  Food  of  a  vivarium  con- 
taining snakes,  lizards,  slow-worms,  tortoises,  and 
toads,  meal  worms,  garden  worms,  bits  of  meat,  flies, 
&e.  3.  In  old  dryish  forests  and  in  moorlands  partly 
grass  and  partly  heather.  Some  parts  of  the  Scottish 
Highlands  are  overrun  with  snakes. 

Food  for  High-Flying  Pigeons  (T.  H.  Allen).— Fly 
in  the  morning  before  feeding.  Confine  them  on 
their  return  to  the  loft.  For  long-distance  flying,  or 
pigeons  that  are  a  long  time  on  the  wing,  parched 
peas  are  used.  They  digest  slowly  and  support  the 
strength  gradually. 

Book  on  Rabbits  again  (Fred  Clark).— Wright's 
Book,  33.  6d.,  pubUshed  by  CasseU  and  Co.,  or  "  Home 
and  Farm  Favourites,"  Is.,  puj)lished  by  Warne  and 
Son,  wiU  give  you  all  you  t    nt  to  know. 


GniNEA-PiG  ILL  (Kenneth).  —  There  is  something 
wrong  with  your  feeding,  housing,  or  bedding.  Warmth 
is  essential  to  these  animals,  plenty  of  exercise,  and 
no  damp,  green  food. 

Varicose  Veins  (Scotland). — If  this  is  the  cause  of 
your  trouble  you  must  consult  a  doctor.  Yes,  the 
electropathic  belt  will  increase  your  strength  and 
tone. 

Bathing  and  Jelly-Fish  (Aqua).— 1.  Put  wadding  in 
the  ears  if  you  dive  or  swim  under  water.  2.  Try 
rubbing  with  ammonia  water  or  soda. 

Eyesight  (Perplexed).— It  is  an  affection  of  the  eye 
that  only  properly  made  glasses  can  rectify. 

Triai,  Trip  to  Sea  (A.  Bowerman).— Enquire  of  some 
of  the  leading  shipping  companies  in  London.  We 
should  think  there  would  be  no  difficulty. 

Housing  Pigeons  (H.  Dipou,  Toronto). — Sorry  we 
cannot  assist  you.  We  dare  not  incur  the  responsi- 
bility of  recommending  dealers.  Why  not  adver- 
tise for  what  you  want  in  our  "  Stock-Keeper,"  three 
words  for  a  penny  ?  Address  is  Fleet  Street,  London. 

Leveret  (Young  'Un). — A  leveret  is  a  "  young  'un  "  too, 
a  young  hare. 

Coin  (J.  Fraser). — The  descriptiop  is  insuflficient,  but 
the  portrait  ought  to  tell  you  if  it  is  of  the  reign  of 
Charles  the  First  or  Charles  the  Second.  The  XII. 
means  twelve  pence,  and  shows  that  it  is  a  shiUing. 

F.  G.  S. — As  you  have  read  our  paper  for  some  years, 
you  can  refer  to  our  articles  on  Express  Speed,  which 
answer  your  questions  fuUy. 

iLDERiM  Khan.- 1.  Louis  Rousselet  has  not  written 
any  more  stories,  but  we  are  obliged  for  your  sugges- 
tion.   2.  Out  of  print  years  ago. 

Go  Bang  Abroad. — 1.  There  are  over  a  hundred  rail- 
way stations  in  London,  but  the  number  depends  on 
where  you  draw  the  hmit.  2.  In  time  of  serious  war 
we  could  put  three  millions  of  men  in  the  field  within 
the  month.  There  is  no  country  except  the  United 
States  which  has  anything  like  the  warhke  resources 
that  we  have.  The  standing  army  is  a  mere  nucleus,  like 
that  of  the  United  States.  3.  It  is  a  matter  of  classifi- 
cation. There  are  about  250  ships  in  commission  at  a 
time,  and  there  are  about  the  same  number  in  reseri'e. 
There  are  over  forty  now  building. 

AxTiETAM. — Messrs.  Putnam's  London  agency  is  in 
King  WilUam  Street,  Strand.    Write  to  them. 

Bec. — We  had  a  long  series  of  articles  on  British  shells 
in  our  eighth  volume,  and  cannot  take  up  the  subject 
again  just  yet. 


Cycust.— 1.  We  know  of  no  good  book  on  comic  songs. 
Song-books  are  poor  things,  as  a  rule.  2.  All  the  firma 
on  Holborn  Viaduct  are  of  good  repute  in  the  cycling 
world,  and  all  make  safeties. 

Galena. — All  the  parts  and  numbers  and  volumes  of 
our  second  volume  are  out  of  print,  and  will  not  be 
reprinted.  Your  only  way  to  obtain  them  is  to  adver- 
tise in  some  such  periodical  as  "Exchange  and  Mart" 
or  the  "  PubUshers'  Circular." 

W.  Stiff.— A  cutter's  mainmast  should  be  the  samJ  I 
length  over-aU  as  the  boat  is  over-all.  w  ' 

Lion. — 1.  You  can  get  almost  any  animal  by  applying 
to  Mr.  Cross,  Menagerie,  Liverpool.  2.  There  was  a 
Berengaria  who  married  John  de  Brienne  in  1224.  She 
was  the  sister  of  Henry  I.,  King  of  Castile.  There 
was  also  the  Berengaria  who  was  the  wife  of  Richard 
the  First.  She  was  the  daughter  of  Sancho,  King  of 
Navarre. 

Balbus.- Yes.  The  "Boy's  Own  Paper"  goes  every- 
where abroad,  even  to  the  most  distant  islands  of 
Polynesia.  We  have  had  letters  from  Seychelles, 
Chagos,  Wcdnesil.ay,  Thursday,  Roggewein,  and  Star- 
buck.    Look  them  out  on  your  map. 

James  Walker. — "  Indoor  Games  "  is  not  a  number  of 
the  "Boy's  Own  Paper,"  but  a  handsome  illustrated 
book,  price  8s.,  obtainable  by  any  bookseller  of  the 
publisher,  56  Paternoster  Row,  E.G. 

T.  F.  Morris,  JuN.  (Dear  boy  !)—" Clarence's  Dream" 
is  in  the  "works"  of  one  Shakspeare — William  his 
Christian  name  ;  price  of  works  anything,  from  a 
shilhng  upwards,  obtainable  of  all  booksellers. 
"Richard  the  Third"  is  the  particular  "work"  you 
want. 

A.  H.—"  Geoffrey  Hamlyn"  was  written  by  Henry 
Kingsley,  not  by  Charles  Kingsley.  Write  for  it  to 
Simpkin,  Marshall  &  Co.  There  is  no  book  published 
that  Simpkins'  will  not  supply  you  with.  They  are 
the  largest  wholesale  booksellers. 
Henry  M.— You  may  have  been  unfortunate  in  your 
schoolmaster,  but  you  are  in  error  in  supposing  that 
"  all  schoolmasters  are  the  same,"  or  that  all  lessons 
are  "hateful."  A  boy  who  is  foolish  enough  to  "  dis- 
like work  of  all  kinds  "is  simply  laying  liim.=elf  out 
to  be  for  Ufe  a  misery  to  himself  and  a  nuisance  to 
all  who  come  in  contact  with  him.  Work  is  not 
necessarily  woik  with  hands;  in  fact,  the  hardest 
work  is  now  done  in  the  world  by  those  who  work 
with  their  heads. 
E.  J.— What  is  the  use  of  our  giving  articles  on  electric 
lamps  if  we  are  to  receive  such  queries  as  yours  whiW 
these  articles  are  appearing  ?  You  might  at  leas 
buy  the  current  numbers. 


UGH  !! 


No.  615.— Vol.  XIII. 


SATURDAY,  OCTOBER  25.  1890. 


Price  One  Penny. 

[Al.l.  I'.ICHT?  r.E?EKVliD.] 


GEOUGE  FREEBORN 


SAILOR,  EXILE, 

AND 

FIRST  PARSON 

OF 

AURORA  ISLAND. 

BV 

PiEV.  A.  Baker,  m.a.,  e.n. 

CHAPTER  V. — I  REPAIR  ON  BOARD 
ACCORDIN"GLY  —  MY  ENTREE 
■    INTO  THE  midshipmen's  BERTI 
•    — AN  UNEXPECTED  VISITOR  AN] 
UNEXPECTED       FESTIVITIES  — 
HOMESICK  ALREADY. 

Jn  about  ten  minutes  Mr.  Twit 
ters  came  to  tell  me  that  th( 
whaler  was  manned,  and  woulc 
soon  be  alongside  the  station 
Having  sent  a  couple  of  hand; 
for  my  chest,  he  submitted  m( 
to  a  rigorous  inspection,  in  order 
as  he  said,  that  I  might  make 
the  very  best  impression  possiblt 
on  first  joining.  He  himsel 
fastened  my  belt  with  his  owr 
hands,  and  minutely  examinee 
Wy  dirk  to  see  if  it  were  scru 
pulously  clean  and  bright.  I 
then  accompanied  him  to  the 
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landinp^-place,  where  v.  e  stood  in  readiness 
to  meet  the  boat. 

I  eonlihi't  help  noticing  how  clean  she 
looked,  how  spick  and  span,  with  her  <;im- 
wale  picked  out  in  black  and  gold,  and  a 
rich  crown  in  gold  and  colours  on  either 
bow.  In  the  stern-sheets  sat  a  most  con- 
sequential yoimg  gentleman,  about  a 
twelvemontli  older  than  myself,  who  from 
thne  to  time  gave  orders  in  a  shrill,  squeaky 
little  voice,  and  surveyed  me  inquisitively 
through  his  telescope.  He  was  altogether 
a  remarkable  young  person— the  very 
plainest  youth  I  ever  beheld.  He  had  an 
nnmense  shock  of  almost  scarlet  hair,  with 
the  necessary  accompaniment  of  freckles, 
even  to  his  very  ears  ;  to  which  nnist  be 
_  added  long  flabby  cheeks,  whicli  shook  as 
he  walked,  and  gave  him,  as  I  found,  the 
nicknameof  Wagglechops.  Being  in  charge 
of  the  whaler,  he  appeared  to  me  to  be  a  per- 
son of  immense  importance,  and  he  spared 
no  pains  to  confirm  this  impression  upon 
my  mind,  though  I  afterwards  foimd  that 
he  was  the  butt  of  the  midshipmen's  berth, 
and  indeed  of  the  ship  generally. 

_  He  introduced  himself  to  me  as  Boobyer, 
bidding  me  look  sharp,  as  the  boat's  recall 
was  already  made.  During  the  short 
iourney  he  plied  me  with  incessant  ques- 
tions as  to  my  birth,  parentage,  home, 
education,  &c.  I  couldn't  help  thinking 
-.hat  it  wouJd  have  been  much  better  for 
ills  own  reputation  if  he  had  paid  ordinary 
attention  to  the  tiller,  for  about  midway 
between  the  ship  and  the  shore  we  rail 
upon  a  large  buoy,  a  feat  which  instantly 
produced  a  marvellous  commotion  on 
board  the  ship,  in  the  midst  of  which  I 
could  discern  more  than  one  angry  voice, 
and  a  variety  of  phrases  most  uncompli- 
mentary to  somebody.  We  did  not,  how- 
ever, sustain  much  material  damage.  But 
as  we  neared  the  stern  of  the  ship,  which 
seemed  to  tower  above  us  like  a  gigantic 
building,  several  heads  were  thrust  out  of 
the  lower  ports,  and  a  volley  of  banter 
ensued. 

"  Here's  old  Waggles  bringing  off  the 
new  hand.    I  say,  do  you  know  the  bows 
of  the  boat  are  stove  in  ?  " 
_  "  You've  knocked  all  the  paint  off  one 
side !  " 

"  You've  sprung  your  port  bow  oar  !  " 
^  "  Oh,  I  wouldn't  be  you  for  something ! 
You're  boimd  to  have  your  leave  stopped 
when  we  get  to  Rio  !  " 

"I  say,  young  'un,  did  you  insure  your 
Lfe  before  you  got  into  that  boat  ?  " 

"  Captain's   comin',  sir,"  shouted  the 
quartermaster  from  the  entry-port. 

"  Don't  you  see  that  the  captain's  com- 
mg,  Mr.  Boobyer  ?  "  shouted  the  officer  of 
the  watch. 

And  then  came  a  still  more  awful  voice 
from  tlie  poop— a  thick  guttural  growl,  with 
a  dash  of  the  snarl  in  it—"  You  idiot,  get 
out  of  the  way,  or  " 

But  it  was  too  late  ;  the  galley  was  upon 
ns,  and  in  the  stern-sheets  sat  Sir  Augustus 
Clandrawline— and  so  my  first  introduc- 
tion to  that  mighty  potentate  \\  aK  not  in 
the  solemn  grandeur  of  his  cal.ii).  l)nt  on 
the  actual  gangway  of  his  ship.  Boobyer 
quite  lost  what  little  brains  he  possessed  ; 
he  shouted,  he  raved,  he  swore.  Not  know- 
mg  what  to  do,  I  seized  hold  of  the  tiller 
ropes. 

"That's  right,  sir,"  shouted  some  one 
in  the  boat ;  "  quick,  sir,  starboard  vour 
helm'."  ^ 

At  that  time  I  didn't  even  know  port 


from  starboard,  but  luckily  I  pulled  the 
right  string,  and  the  boat  glided  away  just 
as  the  bows  of  the  galley  came  up  behind, 
actually  touching  us. 

"  Mr.  Boobyer,"  cried  a  voice  of  awful 
majesty,  "  Mr.  Boobyer,  I  never  saw  any 
one  bring  a  boat  alongside  in  a  more 
lubberly  manner.  Don't  you  know,  sir, 
what  is  due  to  the  captain  of  your  .ship  ? 
Cto  to  the  masthead,  sir,  aiid  remain  there 
till  I  order  you  to  come  down." 

"  Mr.  Freeborn,  I  presume  '?  " 

I  bowed. 

"Well,  sir,  you  bear  a  good  name;  I 
hope  you  will  do  it  credit.  You  have  every- 
thing to  learn,  I  suppose  ;  yet  vou  seemed 
to  know  how  to  get  that  blockhead  out  of 
a  difficulty.    Follow  me." 

I  followed  him  up  the  ladder,  and  for 
the  first  time  made  my  salute  and  stord 
upon  the  spotless  decks  of  a  British  man- 
of-war.  I  glanced  round  with  pride,  noting 
the  long  rows  of  shining  guns,  the  trim 
rigging,  and  lofty  spars ;  but  the  captain 
cut  my  meditations  short  by  calling  to 
another  midshipman  standing  near  : 

"  Mr.  Murray,  take  this  young  gentle- 
man down  to  the  midshipmen's  berth,  and 
see  that  his  wants  are  attended  to.  Tell 
the  first-lieutenant  I've  seen  him." 

Having  thus  delivered  himself,  Sir 
Augustus  disappeared  beneath  the  poop,  a 
place  which  he  held  as  almost  inviolably 
sacred  to  himself. 

I  followed  my  conductor  down  at  least 
three  very  narrow  ladders,  when,  turning 
sharply  to  the  right,  he  opened  a  door, 
disclosing  a  good-sized  room  with  large 
airy  ports,  which  was  just  noM'  the  scene 
of  the  most  extraordinary  Babel.  The 
noise  was  in  part  due  to  the  agonised  ex- 
clamations of  a  young  gentleman  Iving 
upon  the  deck,  upon  whose  head  sat  an- 
other young    gentleman,  while    a  third 
was  belabouring  him  unmercifully  with  a 
dirk  scabbard.    At  a  long  table,  which 
bore  some  preparations  for  a  meal,  sat  two 
or  three  more  of  my  messmates,  busily 
engaged  between  hammering  on  the  table 
and  venting  maledictions  on  the  head  of 
a  dirty  person  called  Jaggs,  who  lived  in 
a  little  den  with  a  window  looking  into 
the  room,  called  by  courtesy  the  steward's 
berth,  and  appeared  to  have  the  invidious 
task  of  catering  for  this  unruly  tribe. 
Between  shouts  of  "  Give  it  him,"'  "  Serve 
him  right,  the  sneak,"  "  Lay  it  on  harder," 
"Jaggs,  you  pig,  how  long  are  you  going  j 
to  be  about  supper  ?  "  "  Jaggs,  you  idiot,  j 
bring  me  a  glass  of  beer,"  etc.",  Murray  | 
could  hardly  make  himself  heard.    Biit  j 
when  I  was  at  last  recognised,  I  was  ■ 
greeted  with  the  greatest  cordiality,  and 
I  admired  very  much  the  enthusiastic 
way  in  which  my  health  v/as  drunk  with  l 
three  times  three,  within  ten   minutes  ' 
after  my  arrival._  I  recollect  also  how  j 
very  little  money  i  had  left  at  the  end  of  ' 
the  month,  after  paying  my  bill. 

A  seat  wa.c  soon  found  for  me  at  the 
table,  where  a  sort  of  high  tea  was  pre- 
sently served.  A  surgeon  presided  at  one 
end  of  the  table,  and  the  senior  midship- 
man at  the  other.  The  table-cloth  was 
villainously  dirty,  the  plates  few  and 
almost  all  cracked,  the  cups  for  the  most 
part  without  handles,  saucers  M'e  had 
none,  and  there  seemed  to  be  about  three 
tumblers  among  the  twelve  of  us.  I 
noticed  that  the  youngsters  seemed  to 
come  off  with  but  a  short  allowance ;  it 
was  clearly  not  supposed  that  thev  could 


have  as  large  appetites  as  their  elder 
messmates.  I  confess,  I  could  myselt 
have  disposed  of  a  much  larger  portion| 
of  the  somewhat  indifferent  fare  pro-' 
vided  by  Jaggs.  I  noticed,  moreover,  a. 
curious  custom  which  here  obtained,  and 
which  I  have  since  found  very  much  to 
my  advantage  on  many  occasions.  Bun- 
ting, the  master's  mate,  happened  to  be 
sent  for  by  the  first-lieutenant  about 
something  connected  with  the  anchor 
gear  ;  and  I  noticed  tliat,  before  leaving  the 
berth,  he  was  careful  to  spit  in  his  beer — 
a  proceeding  rendered  necessary  by  the 
extremely  low  ideas  of  meinn  and  tuum 
I  then  prevailing  among  us.  I  was  told 
that  it  was  to  preserve  the  flavour  of  the 
;  liquor,  and  to  prevent  its  getting  flat ; 
but  I  soon  discovered  that  he  would  have 
seen  no  more  of  it  but  for  this,  to  me, 
extraordinary  action.  Matters  have  hap- 
pily improved  since  then  ! 

We   had   scarcely    finished  our  meal 
j  M-hen  an  incident  occurred  which  threw 
]  me  for  the  moment  into  the  utmost  con- 
sternation.   The   sentry   appeared,  and 
advancing  to  my  side  informed  me  that 
a  lady  and  gentleman  wished  to  speak 
with  me.  Who  could  these  sudden  friends 
be  ?    Mr.  Jollife  had  posted  away  from 
Plymouth  in  all  liaste.  and  I  knew  no  one 
else  in  the  wide  world,  except  my  mother, 
who  seemed  at  all  likely  to  come  on  a. 
visit  to  me.    I  was  not,  however,  allowed 
much  time  for  reflection,  for  in  another 
moment  Boobyer  burst  into  the  berth, 
and  at  his  back  a  \ast  towering  form, 
none  other  than  that  of  my  okV  friend 
Ezra  Hobbins,  his  enormous  legs  cased  in 
gleaming  white  corduroys,  his  expansive 
chest  enveloped  in  a  waistcoat  of  plush  of 
'  all  manner  of  bn^'lit  colours,  his  neck 
girt  with  a  red  neekclotli,  while  over  all 
he  had  a  coat  so  ample  that  its  very  skirts 
would  have  made  a  whole  suit  for  me. 
Behind  hiin  came  Mrs.  Hobbins.  resplen- 
dent in  a  black   silk  gown  with  violet 
spots,  which  only  came  out  of  lavender* 
on  the  rarest  occasions,  a  Paisley  shawl 
of  gorgeous  pattern,  and  headgear  of  the 
period,  appropriate  to  the  corkscrew  curls, 
which  were  well  oiled,  and  waved  in  a 
magnificent  manner  as  she  trod  the  deck. 

"Here,   where's    that    new  chap?" 
shouted  Boobyer,  with  a  malicious  grin. 
"  I  say,  Freeborn,  here's  your  father  and 
mother  come   to   see  you.     This  way, 
ma'am,"  said  he  to  Mrs.  Hobbins,  at  the 
same  time  making  the  good  lady  a  very 
low   bow,  which   she    seemed   to  take 
quite  as  a  thing  of  course,  hke  the  matter- 
of-fact  woman  that  she  was.    I  took  no 
notice  of  the  foolish  and  thoughtless  insult 
thus  implied,  nor  did  I  give  a  thought  to 
the  effect  which  this  strange  apparition 
must   have   had   upon   my  messmates 
generally.     The  sight  of  my  old  friends 
called    my    thoughts    homeward,  .they 
seemed  to  bring  with  them   the  breatli 
of  the  hay-fields.    Was  not  the  rose  ii> 
Ezra's  buttonhole  culled  from  my  favour- 
ite tree  ?  Was  not  the  ash  stick  which  he 
carried  a  sapling  which  he  had  cut  m  our 
last  -n-alk  together  ?    Was  it  not  the  same 
dear  old  face — my  mentor,  my  oracle,  the 
face  of  a  foster-father  '?  I  could  do  nothing 
but  rush  into  his  arms.     He,  in  his  turn, 
clasped  me  to  him ;  but  the  idea  formu- 
lated by  Boobyer,  that  he  was  my  father, 
had  taken  such  complete  possession  of 
his  mind  that,  for  the  moment,  he  seemed 
entirelv    overvihehnod.     He   eouJd  not 
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i  speak,  the  thing  was  altogether  too  ninch 
j,  for  his  gravity ;  his  face,  plain  enough 

■  under  any  circnmstances,  now  luiderwent 
j  such  a  variety  of  comical  contortions,  and 
[  at  the  same  time  he  gave  forth  siich  a 

succession  of  grunts  and  chuckles,  that 
.  long  before  he  was  able  to  lind  full  \ent 
for  his  feelings   the   whole   berth  was 
^plunged   into   an    uproarious    burst  of 
'  laughter.  As  for  Ezra,  his  face  grew  fairly 
purple  with  the  effort,  till  at  la'st  Binks, 
the  surgeon,  got  up  and  patted  him  on  the 
Dack,  which  had  only  the  effect  of  bring- 
ing on  yet  another  peal :  "  Oi  thy  father  ? 
he,  he,  he,  only  think  on  it  now  !  Oi  thy 
father,  Ma'aster  George,  he,  he,  he — that's 
.  a  good  un,  that  is  !  Oi  be  a  Loord,  be  Oi  ? 
he,  ha,  he  !  a  smart  koind  o'  Loord  Oi'd 
make,  I  reckon — he,  he,  he  !  " 

At  last,  mopping  his  face  with  a  huge 
red  handkerchief,  he  exclaimed,  "  Well, 
Ma'aster  George,  us  thart  as  it 'd  be  no 
'arm  if  us  corned  to  see  'ee  off.  After  'ee 
_went  away  Oi  couldn't  rest  nohow  ;  no, 
nor  Oi  couldn't  enjoy  moy  bacca  one  bit. 
.^ter  a  woild  'er  says  to  me,  '  'Ez,'  'er 
'says, '  doan't  take  on  so,'  'er  says.  '  Well,' 
Oi  says,  '  it  dew  seem  so  unked  like  with- 
;Out  Ma'aster  George.'  '  Oi  know  it  does,' 
i'er  says.  Oi  waited  a  little  woild,  and  then 
pi  says,  '  'ow  long  be  it  sin'  us  'ad  a  'oli- 
'day  ?  '  Oi  says.  '  Whoy,  not  sin'  us  were 
married,'  'er  says.  '  Then  us  '11'  a'  one,' 
Oi  says.  "Ave  a  'oliday?'  'er  says.  'Ah! 
and  go  and  see  Ma'aster  George  off  to 
Australia,'  Oi  says.  '  Wliat,  and  go  on  the 
say  ?  '  'er  says  ;  '  no,  not  if  Oi  knows  it.' 

■  And  whoi  not  ?  '  Oi  says.  '  Oi  know  Oi 
iwarn't,'  'er  says.  '  Well,  Oi'm  goen','  Oi 
says,  '  and  chance  it.'  '  Well,  you  can  goo 
by  yourself,'  'er  says,  '  Oi  bain't  n.  gooin' 
io  qualify  for  an  asylum  yet.'  '  You're  a 
(bolish  'ooma)i,'  Oi  savs ;  •  yew  can  stop 
it  'ome,  and  goo  to  A\'ar\vick  mo'r.'  '  Oi 
3all  it  a  waste  0'  good  money,'  'er  says. 

"  But,  'owsomever,  when  it  come  to  the 
^tartin'  point,  theer  'er  was  in  'er  best 
oonnet  and  gownd  f.ll  ready  to  go  with  Oi, 
IS  Oi  knowcd  very  well  'er  would.  And 
^0,  Ma'aster  George,  'ere  we  are,  and  us 
opes  you'll  all  'ave  a  good  v'yage  and 
;ome  back  to  us  all  safe  and  sound  ;  and, 
,'entlemen,  Oi  axes  your  pardon  for  comin' 
in  like  this  'ere,  but  Ma'aster  George  and 
ne  'ave  been  fast  ft-iends  ever  sin'  e'  were 
i  little  'nn,  and  Oi  "opes  you'll  take  care 
m  'im,  for  'e's  a  right  good  'un." 

This  last  speech  was  received  with  bois- 
|ierous  cheering,  and  every  kind  of  spiritu- 
ous liquor  of  which  they  stood  possessed 
vas  urged  upon  Ezra,  but  he  could  only 
)e  prevailed  upon  to  take  a  sti,ff  glass  of 
,T0g.  Mrs.  Ezra  was  more  amljitious,  and 
illowed  herself  to  be  regaled  with  cham- 
pagne, which  she  afterwards  affirmed  to 
,ne  in  private  to  have  been  decidedly  in- 
'erior  to  her  last  year's  dandelion.  These 
ootations  were,  however,  interrupted  by 
:^he  entrance  of  the  sentry  witli  a  message 
i^'or  me :  ° 

Fust-lieutenant's  compliments,  and 
iwill  you  please  remove  that  there  "amper 
[  what's  on  the  main  deck  at  onst." 
j!  "Oh,  ah  !  "  said  Ezra,  staring  with  great 
J  goggle  eyes  at  the  red-coated  marine; 
I  '■'  us  'ave  brought  'ee  a  cake,  and  a  pot  o' 
I  strawberries,  and  a  jar  o'  cream,  and  a 
I  pound  or  two  o'  fresh  butter." 
;  Jaggs  was  instantly  despatched  in  search 
I  of  these  most  interesting  and  welcome  deli- 
ycacies,  and  returned  in  a  short  time  with 
'  a  hxige  wicker  basket  containing  proven- 


der tlie  sight  of  which  and  the  smell  of 
which  were  so  delectable  as  to  produce 
shouts  of  delight  and  to  .greatly  enhance 
my  popularity.  The  whole  was  unpacked 
as  speedily  as  possible,  and  we  then  and 
there  had  a  gi-eat  feed  of  strawberries,  the 
last  we  were  to  have  for  many  a  long  day. 

While  wo  were  thus  engaged,  a  message 
can}e  from  tlio  first-lieutenant  to  the 
effect  that  all  the  midshipmen  were  to 
go  boat-pulling  immediately,  when  Fitz- 
gerald, the  senior  among  us,  proposed 
that  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hobbins  should  be 
pvilled  ashore  by  tlie  members  of  the  mess 
in  token  of  esteem  and  in  return  for  their 
kindness;  which  proposal  being  carried 
by  acclamation,  nothing  remained  but  to 
wait  imtil  tlie  boats  were  manned.  This 
short  period  was  consumed  by  Ezra  in 
drinking  with  one  or  other  of  his  hosts, 
and  by  Mrs.  Ezra  in  detailing  to  the 
doctor  in  very  concise  and  unvarnished 
terms  lier  famil\-  liistory,  the  number  of 
her  children,  the  ibi,y  and  liour  on  which 
each  was  born,  and  a  whole  catalogue  of 
complaints,  in  chief  a  superabundance  of 
bile  and  a  distressing  shortness  of  breath. 
The  doctor,  over  a  steaming  glass  of 
brandy  and  water,  dilated  at  length  on 
the  frailties  of  humanity,  talked  learnedly 
on  tlie  subject  of  dyspepsia,  insomnia,  and 
a  variety  of  other  distressing  complaints, 
to  all  of  which  tlic  lady  declared  herself 
to  have  been  a  martyr,  and  finally  pre- 
scribed infusion  of  cauKimilo,  liot  fomen- 
tations, occasional  bleediiig,  and  the  least 
little  drop  of  bra)idy  in  the  tea,  this  last 
to  the  great  satisl'action  of  Mrs.  H.,  who 
quoted  him  to  the  end  of  her  days  as  a 
marvel  of  learning  ami  intelligence. 

The  boats  bein;;  hy  this  time  ready,  our 
two  friends  were  speedily  rowed  ashore 
by  a  crew  of  stalwart  middies,  with  whom 
they  parted  on  the  beach  with  the  utmost 
entente  eordialc. 

To  tell  the  truth,  when  the  excitement 
was  over  and  they  were  gone,  I  felt  very 
mucli  like  crying  ;  I  had  begun  to  realise 
what  was  before  me,  and,  glad  as  I  was  to 
see  my  dear  old  friends,  1  could  not  help 
half  wishing  that  they  had  never  come. 
They  Jiad  lirought  back  home  ties  so 
acutely,  aiid  had  made  the  parting  such  a 
stern  reality,  that  I  felt  a  lump  rising  in 
my  throat,  a  very  unreasonable  dislike  to 
my  good  fortune,  and  a  strange  nervous 
dread  of  the  future  to  which  I  had  looked 
forward  with  such  pride  and  hope.  The 
sliip  with  her  dazzling  white  decks,  her 
well-filled  ann-racks  and  shining  guns. 


the  unceasing  Babel  of  voices,  bugles,  and 
pipes,  and  the  incessant  clatter  of  feet  up 
and  down  ladders,  became  as  painful  as  it 
was  new  to  me,  and  I  must  own  that  for 
that  OJie  night  at  least  I  felt  extremely 
miserable,  and  would  have  given  worlds 
to  have  cancelled  my  engagement  with 
His  Majesty  and  tetakeu  myself  oice 
more  to  the  tutelage  of  Ezra  and  Dr.  Du 
Cane.  I  was,  however,  soon  sent  for  by 
the  first-lieutenant,  who  appointed  me 
my  watch,  my  station  at  general-quarters 
and  fire-quarters,  introduced  me  to  Mr. 
Sheepwash,  tlie  gunner,  and  Mr.  Garnet, 
the  boatswain,  both  of  whom  he  told  me 
would  be  largely  concerned  in  my  naval 
education.  He  gave  me  a  few  kindly 
hints  as  to  my  future  conduct,  for  whicli 
I  had  much  reason  to  be  thankful  to  old 
"  Rough  and  Ready,"  as  we  called  him. 
"And  look  here,  my  lad,"  concluded  he, 
"  smartness  and  cleanliness  are  the  order 
of  the  day  here  ;  you  must  always  doiible 
to  your  post,  mind ;  learn  all  you  can, 
and  try  to  be  first  at  everything ;  the 
war'll  soon  be  over ;  but  there'll  be  lots 
of  chances  of  pi-omotion  even  yet.  Now 
come  into  our  mess  and  have  a  glass  of 
wine.  I  daresay  you'll  find  it  not  a  bad 
sort  of  life." 

I  followed  him  into  a  pleasant  rocjn  in 
the  stern  of  the  ship,  with  a  row  of  c;ibins 
on  either  side,  and  a  large  tier  of  windows 
in  front  opening  on  to  a  balcony,  in  which 
sat  two  or  three  officers  smoking  a  quiet 
pipe.  One  of  these  was  the  chaplain  of 
the  ship,  a  big,  burly  n^an,  whom  to  look 
at  was  to  trust,  and  in  whose  friendly 
grasp  I  found  assurance  of  sympathy  and 
aid  at  all  times.  I  could  not  help  notic- 
ing how  he  appeared  to  be  regarded  by 
his  messmates  rather  as  a  brother  than  as 
anything  else ;  one  wJio  filled  a  difficult 
position  so  well  that  not  a  soul  in  the  ship 
would  have  failed  to  miss  him  had  he 
been  taken  from  us.  I  left  the  British 
Navy  after  a  very  short  period  of  service, 
and  consequently  this  worthy  man  cannot 
have  much  place  in  these  pages  of  mine  ; 
but  I  cannot  close  this  chapter  more  fitly 
than  by  giving  my  willing  testimony  to 
his  blameless  life,  and  to  the  wholesome 
influence  which  he  exerted  over  almost 
every  one  with  whom  he  came  in  contact. 
Even  now  I  am  helped  at  times  by  stray 
recollections  of  his  sermons,  afways  short, 
but  always  worth  hearing.  "  The  memory 
of  the  just  is  blessed." 


THE  TALE  OE  A  PIG. 

AN  ARCADIAN  STORY. 


CHAPTER  IV. 


IT  was  a  lovely  day,  and  the  scaring-boy 
sat  on  the  gate  of  the  twenty-acre, 
guarding  the  wheat  as  usual.  The  pigeons 
were  not  there,  for  a  wonder,  and  he  was 
having  a  space  of  rest.  He  looked  long- 
ingly at  the  reed-bed  by  the  brook,  now 
all  lush,  and  green,  and  inviting,  and 
thouglit  of  the  water-rats  that  really 
wanted  pelting,  and  the  rabbits  tliat  lurked 
among  the  young  ash  poles.  But  stii'  he 
dare  not,  for  he  had  been  severely  rated 
only  the  day  before  for  not  liaving  re- 
pulsed the  old  hog  in  a  most  determined 
invasion  of  the  wheat.    That  remarkable 


animal  took  a  fiendish  pleasure  in  rolling 
over  and  over  among  the  crisp  yellow 
stalks  and  mangling  them  under  his 
pudgy  body ;  and  the  i'armcr  liad  told 
Harry  that  if  he  let  him  get  in  again  he 
should  be  "  basted."  Harry  knew  by  sad 
expei-ience  that  Ff,rmer  Pentelow's  bast- 
ings were  to  be  avoided  by  liim  who  would 
keep  a  whole  skin,  so  he  Ivcpt  a  diligent 
look-out,  and  trtidged,  perspiring  and 
thirst}',  in  the  path  of  duty. 

"  Buzz  !  "  went  the  bees  tln-ough  the 
warm  summer  air.  "  Buzz  !  Hum-m-m  !  " 
and  they  buried  themselves  in  the  cockle 
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and  combine  flowers.  Lazily  sighed  the 
warm  south  wind,  and  the  sun  poured 
down  a  fierce  heat.  The  distant  country 
seemed  to  quiver  in  a  bhie  haze,  the  flies 
were  chistering  with  worrying  tenacity  on 
Harry's  nose,  and  the  bacon  in  his  dinner 
bundle  was  melting  gradually.  He  felt 
inicouunonly  weary,  for  there  wasn't  any- 
llilng  to  do  just 'then;  but  he  daren't 
lca,ve  his  post,  the  former  might  come  by 
at  .any  time ;  so  even  a  short  nap  was  out 
of  the  question,  even  if  the  flies  would  let 
him  have  it. 

"  Coohoo  !  Coohoo  !  "  called  the  pigeons 
from  the  pinewood,  but  they  were  wiser 


some  time  ;  he  had  got  through  "  Begone, 
dull  care,"  and  was  in  the  midst  of"  Paddle 
your  own  canoe,"  when  his  musical  per- 
formances were  brought  suddenly  to  an 
end,  and  he  tumbled  eagerly  off  his  gate. 
Coming  up  the  hill  was  Master  Stephen, 
hot,  flushed,  perspiring,  but  on  his  shoul- 
der he  carried  the  long-wished-for  gun, 
polished  until  its  barrel  flashed  m  the  sim 
like  a  shaft  of  light. 

"  You  never  are  got  it ! "  said  the 
scaring-boy,  in  a  maze  of  wonderment 
and  joy.      Are  ye  going  to  fire  it  off  ?  " 

"You'll  see,"  said  Master  Steve,  who 
had  assumed  a  martial  stride  and  brevity 


You  never  are  got  it  !  ' 


Jliaii  to  come  out  of  the  shade,  and  they, 
5-Ucky  birds,  swung  on  the  cool  duskv 
boughs,  amid  the  rustle  of  the  whispering 
leaves,  while  the  scaring-boy  sat  on  his 
gate  and  frizzled. 

He  gave  a  mighty  yawn,  shut  his  mouth 
slowly,  wished  for  apples,  or  a  catapult,  or 
even  a  bit  of  string  to  amuse  himself  with, 
but  none  of  these  had  he  got. 

"  l\Iy  !  "  he  sighed,  "  ain't  it  just  hot." 

He  looked  above,  aroimd,  behind,  before, 
in  search  of  some  diversion,  and  sighed 
a,gain.  Then  he  whistled  a  melancholy  time, 
and  rattled  his  heels  against  the  gate  b^- 
way  of  accompaniment.  This  went  on  for 


of  speech  befitting  the  bearer  of  such  a 
weapon.  He  looked  very  large  indeed, 
and  felt  much  satisfaction  at  the  prospect 
of  the  admiration  he  knew  he  ought  to 
excite  in  all  other  boys  who  hadn't  got 
gmis.  _  As  for  the  scaring-bo\-,  to  walk 
alongside  the  gun  was  a  fine  thing,  and  to 
see  Master  Steve  handle  it  in  such  a  pro- 
fessional manner  had  .a  great  eft'ect  on  his 
mind,  and  disposed  him  to  a  feeling  of 
awe. 

"  He  wouldn't  give  me  any  shot,  though. 
Only  powder  and  caps.  Let's  go  and  see 
what  tlie  pigeons  will  say  to  it."  And 
they  went  into  the  wheat.    Heat,  flies, 


and  weariness  were  all  forgotten  in  the 
excitement  of  loading,  and  then  Stephen, 
standing  \ery  stiff  and  firm,  held  the  gun 
ready  to  take  aim.  Then  he  laid  his  head 
on  his  right  shoulder,  screwed  up  his  right 
eye  ^-er^'  tight,  and  puckered  up  his  mouth 
into  a  round  O.  Harry  stood  beside  him, 
leaning  forward  eagerly  ■^^•ith  both  hands 
on  his  knees,  and  his  mouth  also  in  the 
shape  of  an  U. 

"  Bang  !  "  went  the  gun,  and  a  flock  of 
small  birds  rose  up  and  fled  away  chatter- 
ing. Out  scuttered  a  rabbit,  whisking  his 
little  white  tail  for  jo^-  that  he  was  yet 
alive. 

Then  the  boys  sat  down  to  talk. 

"  Ain't  it  a  beauty !  "  said  Harry,  finger- 
ing the  bright  barrel  longingly.  '  "  Do  ye 
reckon  ye  could  kill  a  partridge,  Mas'r 
Steve '?  " 

'•  Of  course,  I  could."  responded  Stephen, 
majestically.  "  If  I  had  some  shot,  j-ou'd 
soon  see  ;  but  I  say,  Harry,  I've  got  a 
notion  in  my  head." 

"  Yes,  Mas'r  Steve." 

Stephen  looked  at  him,  nodded  his  head 
once  or  twice,  and  then  pointed  to  the 
crushed  and  trodden  wheat  near  which 
they  were  sitting. 

"  We'll  give  that  old  beggar  a  lesson." 

"Oh  my!"  said  Harry,  slapping  his 
knees  and  swaying  back  in  much  content ; 
"  wish  you  coiUd.  But  you  ain't  got  no 
shot." 

"  Never  mind,"  said  Stephen,  with  an- 
other nod.  "  Has  he  been  up  this  morn- 
ing ?  " 

"  Not  yet ;  but  he  came  yesterday,  an'  I 
warn't  here  just  then  ;  and  master  he  just 
did  give  it  me,"  said  the  searing-boy,  rue- 
fuUj'.  "  Look,  he  went  and  rolled  hisself 
all  along  the  hedgeside  there,  and  I  were 
ever  so  long  afore  I  could  get  him  out." 
Whether  this  described  the  hog's  beha- 
viour or  his  master's  was  left  uncertain. 

"  We'U  settle  him  next  time.  I'll  show 
you." 

So  they  searched  about  and  collected, 
with  great  care  a  lot  of  very  small  stones, 
of  which  Stephen  measm-ed  an  old  clay- 
pipe-head  full. 

Very  carefufly  was  the  pipe-head  filled 
with  powder  and  emptied  down  the  barrel, 
and  rammed  in  a  professional  manner  as 
befitted  a  sportsman.  Then  a  wad  of  paper 
and  then  the  stones  were  put  in.  and, 
the  gim  being  loaded,  they  went  and  lay 
down  b^-  the  gap  tkrough  which  the  old 
hog  was  wont  to  come  when  he  visited 
the  twenty-acre. 

An  hour  went  by,  and  their  eagerness, 
strong  at  first,  abated  somewhat.  It  was 
cramping,  and  the  enemy  perversely  de- 
clined to  appear. 

"  Burn  his  old  jacket ;  it's  just  as  if  he 
knowed,  ain't  it,  Mas'r  Steve?"  grumbled 
the  scaring-boy. 

Then  they  fell  to  talking  of  a  hare  that 
Harry  had  seen  over  the  hill,  and  a  litter 
of  fox-cubs  in  the  spinney,  and  how  the 
rats  were  mifltiplying  in  the  brook's  bank 
--and  so  another  horn-  went  by,  and  still 
the  old  hog  came  not. 

They  both  lay  at  full  length,  gettmg  as 
much  as  possible  imder  the  shade  of  the 
wheat.  On  the  opposite  hill  they  could 
see  the  farm-house  and  yards  ;  but  all  was 
still  and  deserted,  a  stealthy  cat  being  the 
onh-  moving  thing  to  be  seen.  Harry  got 
up  and  strolled  to  the  gate,  while  Stephen 
turned  over  on  his  back,  drew  his  cap  over 
his  eyes,  and  went  to  sleep. 


The  scaring-boy  looked  at  his  yoiing 
master,  and  wished  he  dared  sleep  \.oo  ;  but 
the  fear  of  a  "  basting  "  kept  him  vigilant, 
80  he  tilted  his  cap  over  his  eyes  and  re- 
sumed his  whistling.  Presently,  in  the  dis- 
tance, he  saw  a  sight  which  made  liis  eyes 
sparkle.  It  was — no,  it  couldn't  be — yes,  it 
was — a  large,  fat,  white  body  slowly  turning 
'  the  corner  of  the  stacks.    It  paused  here 
,  and  there,  tm-ned  back  a  bit,  then  rooted 
,1  about  aimlessly,  then  came  slowly  through 
i  the  stackyard  gate,  paused  again,  and  then 
;  set  off  down  the  hill  at  a  steady  trot. 

"  Mas'r  Steve,"  he  called  in  a  loud 
f  whisper ;  then  up  sprang  Stephen  and 
seized  his  gun.    "  He's  a-comin'  !  " 


little  eyes  twinkled  as  he  thought  of  the 
ravages  he  was  going  to  make.  Stephen 
knelt  and  took  careful  aim. 

The  old  liog  came  on,  all  imsuspecting 
of  danger.  He  felt,  as  I  said,  very  cheer- 
ful and  inclined  to  do  mischief,  and  it  was 
naturally  a  source  of  comfort  that  so  much 
mischief  lay  ready  to  his  hoof  to  do. 
Waddle,  waddle,  waddle,  and  now  he  was 
witlain  ten  yards  of  the  hedge,  and  the 
liole  in  the  hedge  was  straight  before  him. 

"  Bang  !  !  !  " 

Head  over  heels  tumbled  Stephen  and 
Harry,  for  tlie  gun  kicked  immercifully, 
and  they  hadn't  allowed  for  that ;  and 
loud   upon   the   air   rose   a  prolonged 


They  listened  for  some  tijne,  until  at  last 
Steplien  began  to  feel  anxious. 

'•I'm  afraid  I've  done  too  much  at  him, 
Harrv,"  said  he.  "  What'll  father  say  if 
he's  idlled  !  " 

••  He's  none  killed,  Mas'r  Stove." 

'•  I  don't  know  so  mm-h  ;  1  think  we'd 
better  go  and  look  after  Jiiui." 

It  was  easy  to  track  luis  retreat  by  the 
drops  of  blood  which  were  soaking  slowly 
into  the  hard  ground,  o-\  er  which  cliisters 
of  Hies  were  buzzing  luuigrily  ;  but  when 
they  got  up  to  the  ymd  uiiil  over  the 
prostrate  fence  no  signs  uf  tho  old  hog 
were  visible.  Tlie  otlier  pigs  woo  slum- 
bering peacefully   among   the  manure 


"  Bang ! " 


Down  at  the  hole  the  two  boys  crouched 
again  in  breathless  expectation,  and 
watched  their  foe,  who,  aU  unwitting 
what  awaited  him,  was  swinging  along 
grunting  cheerfully  to  hunself,  as  he 
always  did  when  he  meditated  getting  into 
mischief.  Down  the  home  close  he  came 
gently  and  quietly,  and  they  lost  sight  of 
him  for  a  while  as  the  near  slope  hid  liim. 
Stephen  grasped  his  gun  more  firmly,  and 
Harry's  eyes  and  mouth  grew  bigger  and 
roimder  as  he  watched. 

"  Hmn-m-m,"  said  the  bees  hurrying  by. 
"  Whiss-s-s-h,"    whispered    the  wind 
among  the  cornstalks. 

After  a  bit  a  fat  white  face  appeared  up 
the  hiD,  a  roly-poly  body  and  curly  tail 
came  after  it,  and  the  redoubtable  old  hog 
advanced.    "  Umph,"  he  said,  and  his 


"  Boo-o-o-h  !  "  as  the  old  hog  wheeled 
round  and  rushed  down  the  hill,  roaring 
distractedly  as  he  went. 

"You're  done  him,  master,"  shouted 
Harry,  executing  a  triumphal  dance,  and  ' 
slapping  his  knees   in  joyous  ecstasy. 
Then  they  both  rolled  on  the  groimd,  and 
laughed  until  they  felt  too  weak  to  laugh  ! 
any  more,  and  Harry  gasped  amid  his  ' 
mirth,  "  Oh  my  buttons,  on'y  to  see  him  j 
a-bustin'  down  that  hill  like  shot  out  of  a  \ 
shovel.    Oh  dear  !  "  j 

They  saw  him  charging  up  the  home 
close,  through  the  stackyard,  and  go  full 
tilt  at  some  wooden  palings,  which,  being 
old  and  crazy,  went  crashing  down  before 
his  rush  and  were  shivered  to  fragments. 
The  noise  of  his  roaring  floated  on  the 
breeze,  then  it  ceased,  and  aU  was  still. 


heaps,  a  brown  hen  stood  meditating  on 
one  leg  under  the  shade  of  the  cattle-crib, 
and  a  dreamy  quiet  reigned  over  the  yard- 

"  I  don't  like  this,  Harry  ;  I'm  afraid 
I've  killed  him,"  said  Stephen,  growing 
very  apprehensive. 

So  they  searched  about  anxiously.  He 
wasn't  among  the  stacks.  He  wasn't  inu 
the  cart-horse  stable.  He  wasn't  any- 
where. And  in  their  search  they  dis- 
turbed the  slumbers  of  four  guinea-fowls, 
who  were  reposing  in  a  corner,  and  they, 
being  justly  irritated  at  such  an  int«3rr\jp- 
tion,  rushed  squawking  across  the  yard  in 
Indian  file,  and  saw  the  meditative  hen, 
and  drove  her  hastily  from  her  retreat 
with  vigorous  pecks ;  while  she,  poor, 
respectable  old  lady,  ran  and  waddled  and 
squawked  as  her  tail  arrangements  were 
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Vinnpled  b.y  the  onslaught  of  those  rowdy 
fj;:iinea-fowls.  "Thus  it  is  in  life,  my 
friends,"  as  our  pensive  curate  used  so 
often  t^  remark  during  his  sermons.  I 
Jiicau  tliat  oftentimes  the  meek  and  re- 
spactable  have  to  .suffer  for  the  evil  doings 
of  others,  while  the  real  oifenders  appa- 
rently g;'t  off  scot-free. 

But  still  they  hadn't  found  the  old  hog, 
and  they  got  more  and  more  uneasy,  for 
the  fear  of  the  farmer's  wrath  lay  hea^-y 
on  them. 

They  stood  under  a  long  low  thatched 


shed  where  the  cows  were  wont  to  be 
milked. 

"  I  begin  to  wish  we  hadn't  meddled  wi' 
him,"  said  Ste\  e,  ruefully. 

"  Oh,  he'll  turn  up,"'  replied  Harry, 
hopping  about  on  the  heaps  of  straw; 
"  why,  bless  yer,  Mas'r  Steve,  my 
mother's  uncle,  he  knowed  a  man  as  had 
a  dog,  and  this  here  dog  used  to  goo  away 
for  days  an'  days  together,  an'  once  he 
wor  off  like  that,  an'  nobody  knowed  where 
he  wor,  and  when  they  wor  at  plough  they 
see  him  " 


"Boo!"  said  a  loud  voice,  and  Harry 
fell  flat  on  his  back  among  the  straw  as 
a  head  was  thrust  up  just  under  him. 

It  was  the  old  hog,  alive  and  lusty  ;  but 
his  face  was  scarred  and  peppered  with 
the  impromptu  charge  of  shot,  smirched 
and  gi'imed  \\  ith  pow  der,  and  covered  with 
blood.  His  glor\-  v,  as  departed,  his  daring 
was  quenched,  and  a  deep,  abiding,  aiicl 
most  gloomy  sulkiness  en^•eloped  him  as 
with  a  maut.e. 

(Ty  b.'  cj/i/i-tufd.) 


TAEFY;  on,  THE  TALE  OE  A  GROUSE. 

A  SCHOOL  STOEY. 
By  Ascott  E.  Hope, 

Author  of  "  The  Parlour  Boarder,"  "  A  Couple  of  Crusoes,"  "  Sister  Mary"  etc. 


I TOLD  Taffy  of  my  abortive  attempt, 
which  ga-s-e  me  nothing  to  boast  of 
over  him  ;  but  all  the  same  he  over- 
whelmed me  with  professions  of  gratitude 
that  had  psi-haps  an  eye  to  futiu-e  services 
on  my  part. 

"  I  knew  you  weren't  the  fellow  to  leave 
me  in  a  hole." 

"  Tliat  isn't  what  you  said  yesterday," 
I  told  him.  "  But  now  it's  your  turn  to 
have  a  try.  If  you  can  find  no  other  way, 
you  must  get  up  at  night  and  take  it  into 
the  yard  —you  can  easily  ■feq^^eeze  out  by 
that  broken  bar  in  the  lavatory  window — 
and  bury  it,  and  have  done  with  it,  and  I 
wish  I  could  as  easily  get  done  with  your 
silly  tricks." 

"  Bury  it — where  ?  "  gaped  Taffy. 
"  In  the  ground,  of  course.    I  can  lend 
you  a  thing  called  a  knife,  and  any  one 
will  show  you  how  to  make  a  hole,  if  you 
never  saw  one." 

"  But  it  will  be  so  cold  !  " 
"  You'll  get  finely  warmed  when  that 
grouse  is  foimd  here." 

In  one  way  or  other  I  worked  him  up 
to  half  promise  that  he  would  do  as  I  pro- 
posed. But  he  kept  on  trying  to  get  me 
to  come  along  with  him  on  this  errand. 
I  would  not  as  yet  say  yes  or  no.  If  I 
•could  persuade  him  to  go  by  hiinself,  there 
v/as  no  need  for  me  having  a  hand  in  it. 
Such  an  ad\  enture,  however,  would  have 
a  touch  of  romantic  interest ;  and  my  de- 
sire to  be  quit  of  the  grouse  gained  upon 
me  now  that  I  had  already  taken  so  much 
trouble,  though  to  no  purpose.  I  hate  to 
be  beaten  at  anything  I  meddle  with  ;  so 
I  told  him  I  would  think  about  it  before 
bed-time. 

But  later  in  the  evening  Taffy  actually 
roused  himself  to  make  an  effort  on  his 
part,  without  my  prompting.  Once  more 
fortune  seemed  to  be  showing  us  a  fickle 
gleam  of  favour.  The  old  hoys  were  being 
entcrt;(ined  at  diinier  in  the  hall,  and,  as 
most  of  the  sixth  foriu  fellows  in  the  house 
would  be  taking  part  in  this  ban(Hiet.  there 
was  meanwhile  less  risk  in  undertaking 
dangerous  excursions.  So,  rather  to  my 
surprise,  Taffy  of  his  own  accord  offered 
to  carry  out  the  grouse  and  stow  it  away 
in  James's  coal-ceUar,  as  I  had  once  sug- 
gested. 

I  thought  this  worth  trying.  We  heard 
that  James,  the  porter,  with  his  assistant, 


CHAPTER  IV. 

had  been  pressed  into  service  to  wait  at 
the  football  dinner  ;  and,  the  hall  being 
thus  engaged,  we  lower  boys  had  been 
told  to  get  our  bread  and  cheese  at  the 
buttery  and  ha^  e  supper  in  our  studies  for 
once  in  a  way.  \Vhile  all  the  other  fellows 
were  riotously  picnicking  in  one  another's 
studies,  Taffy  and  I  that  evening  invited 
no  visitors,  nor  did  any  thrust  themselves 
upon  us,  I  being  too  quiet,  and  he  too 
silly,  to  be  popular — which  was  just  as 
well,  under  the  circumstances. 

Watching  for  a  favourable  moment, 
Taffy  boldly  went  forth  with  the  flower- 
pot and  the  grouse  inside  of  it,  tlie  whole 
wrapped  in  a  newspaper.  I  had  never 
given  him  credit  for  so  much  courage  ; 
but  the  fact  is  one  never  knew  what  this 
queer  fish  would  do  or  say  in  any  given 
case.  He  seemed  daring  and  cowardly-, 
cunning  and  stupid,  by  tiu-ns. 

For  several  minutes  I  remained  alone, 
devoutly  wishing  him  success.  At  the  end 
of  what  seemed  a  long  time  I  was  startled 
by  a  crash  in  the  yard  outside.  I  looked 
out,  but  it  was  too  dark  to  see  anything. 
Another  minute  and  Taffy  burst  into  the 
study  to  tell  me  how  it  had  fared  with  him. 

On  his  way  to  the  coal-cellar  he  had  got 
as  far  as  a  swing  door  cutting  off  the 
kitchen  premises,  all  beyond  which  door 
was  tabooed  to  us  boys.  Here  he  fell  in 
with  Mrs.  Meadows,  the  matron,  who  on 
Satm'day  nights  was  kept  much  on  the 
moxe  by  the  sorting  and  distribution  of  oiu- 
washing. 

"  Now,  Master  Bees,  you  have  no  busi- 
ness here  !  "  was  her  salutation. 

"  Mayn't  I  just  go  into  the  laiuidry  to 
get  my  clean  flannels  ?  "  said  Taffy. 

"  You  don't  need  your  flannels  to-night. 
No,  you  have  something  there  you  wunX 
to  get  c.ooked  for  you  in  the  kitchen  ;  that's 
what  you  are  after  !  "  said  the  experienced 
matron,  sniffing  the  grouse,  though  Tafty 
took  care  to  stand  at  a  respectful  distance 
from  her.    "  But  I  won't  allow  it." 

"  No,  indeed  !  Do  let  me  go  to  the  laim- 
dry,"  urged  Taffy,  in  his  most  insinuating 
tones.  "  Just  for  once,  like  the  jolly  old 
lady  you  are  ?  ' ' 

"  Now  I  know  YOU  are  about  some  mis- 
chief,or  you  wouldn't  be  so  civil," answered 
Mrs.  Meadows,  deaf  to  all  his  blandish- 
ments. "  Be  off  with  you,  or  I  shall  have 
to  speak  to  Mr.  Wyatt." 


So  Taffy  had  nothing  for  it  but  to  turn 
back,  and  then  took  a  sudden  and  despe- 
rate resolution.  Passing  the  boot  room, 
as  he  explained  to  me,  he  had  squeezed  the 
flower-pot  through  the  bars  of  the  windo^\ 
and  thrown  it  out  into  the  yard.  That 
was  what  I  had  heard  go  fmash. 

Taffy  evidently  expected  appro^■al  for 
what  he  had  done,  and  he  opened  his 
goggle  ej-es  very  wide  ■w  hen  I  exclaimed 
in  dismay — 

"  But  the  boot  room  is  just  below  us  !  " 

"  Is  it?" 

"  Yes,  and  the  beastly  thing  will  be  Ij  ing 
right  imder  our  ^\•indow,  where  it  is  bonnil 
to  be  seen,  and  we  are  sure  to  be  asked 
if  we  know  anything  about  it." 

"  I  never  thoi;ght  of  that !  " 

"  You  never  think  of  anythmg  !  Serves 

me  right  for  trusting  such  a  !  "  \\  c  ds 

failed  me  to  express  my  feelings  of  'n  iath- 
ful  contempt  for  his  stupidity. 

"  \\'ell,  but  what  else  could  I  do  but 
bring  it  back,  and  then  you  would  ha\e 
raged  at  me  just  as  much  !  Whatever  I  do 
is  wrong  !  "  bleated  Taffy  in  that  plauiti^  e 
voice  which,  with  his  long  nose  and  vacant 
stare,  gave  him  at  times  such  a  resem- 
blance to  a  sheep. 

"  Glad  you  have  the  sen^e  to  own  that 
much.  Don't  j-ou  see  that  things  are  worse 
than  ever  ?  You  must  go  and  bury  it  r\ow\ 
if  you  have  to  get  out  of  bed  in  the  middle 
of  the  night.  If  Wyatt  happens  to  be 
prowling  about  he  will  smell  drains  ail 
over  the  place." 

"  It's  your  turn  to  do  something,"  was 
his  reply. 

But  at  this  point  our  wrangling  was  cut 
short  by  a  great  noise  of  voices  and  foot- 
steps in  the  yard.  I  threw  up  the  study 
window  to  look  out,  as  did  om-  neighbours 
on  either  side.  The  London  men  were 
going  off  to  the  station,  escorted  by  the 
sixth  form  in  a  body.  Out  they  trooped 
in  two  and  threes  towards  the  gate,  while 
the  boys  at  the  windo\\s  above  raised  :i 
cheer  for  our  friendly  adversaries. 

I  took  no  part  in  this  demonstration  :  I 
was  too  much  concerned  in  fearing  tliat 
some  of  those  passing  below  would  get 
wind  of  the  grouse,  which  I  scented  in  the 
darkness,  miless  my  fancy  deceived  me. 
Then  I  had  a  brilliant  idea. 

"  Here's  our  chance  !  "  I  murmured  in 
Taffy's  ear  mider  cover  of  the  cheering. 


"  These  fellows  have  left  the  door  open ; 
they  won't  be  back  for  nearly  half  an  hour  ;  ; 
there  will  be  nobody  in  the  yard  ;  let  us 
cut  out,  and  bury  the  brute  under  the  trees 
there,  and  that  will  be  the  last  of  it." 

"  All  right ;  I'm  game,  if  you  are  not 
afraid,"  said  Taffy,  in  high  excitement ; 
and  after  that  way  of  putting  the  matter  I 
could  not  draw  back,  though  I  always  kept 
asking  myself  why  I  should  take  so  much 
I  trouble  to  help  him  out  of  the  hole  he  had 
dug  by  his  own  doings. 

We  waited  a  few  minutes  till  the  com- 
motion subsided,  and  when  the  other  stud\' 
boys  had,  or  ought  to  have,  settled  down 
to  preparing  their  Greek  Testament  for 
next  day,  we  two  slipped  out  in  the  biu-glar 
fashion  which  had  become  so  familiar  to 
us  of  late,  and  descended  unseen  into  the 
yard,  the  door  standing  wide  open. 

This  enclosure,  modestly  known  among 
us  as  the  "  yard,"  was,  in  fact,  a  handsome  | 
court,  shut  in  on  two  sides  by  the  school  ] 
buildings,  on  a  third  by  the  chapel,  and 
along  the  fourth  ran  a  row  of  fine  old  elms, 
offering  a  fit  scene  for  our  deed  of  dark-  I 
ness.    Ail  here  was  silent  and  very  cold,  I 
for  a  sharp  frost  had  come  on  at  sunset,  so 
that  we  sliivered  going  out  into  the  air, 
;    bareheaded  and  in  our  slippers.    Taffy's,  i 
!    of  course,  were  down  at  heel,  which  im- 
peded his  mos'ements,  that  anyhow  liad  to 
be  more  cautious  and  considerate  than  ' 
suited  a  fi'osty  night.  j 

Groping  about  under  our  window  we  | 
soon  picked  up  the  grouse's  body,  cold  and  , 
stiff,  among  the  fragments  of  its  flower-pot  j 
coffin.    Taffy  acted  as  bearer,  and  I  led  | 
the  way,  solemn  as  a  mute  at  a  real  fune- 
ral, treading  lightly,  and  passing  round 
under  the  shadow  of  the  walls  to  the  other 
side,  for  we  shrank  from  trusting  ourseh  es 
in  the  open,  lit  up  by  moonshine  and  a 
thousand  frosty  stars,  every  one  of  which 
seemed  to  have  an  eye  on  our  furtive  j 
movements.  [ 

Just  as  we  reached  the  shelter  of  the 
trees,  there  burst  forth  an  appalling  cry 
that  made  us  start,  guiltily  conscious  as 
we  were  of  our  timid  footsteps  crunching 
•on  the  gravel.  j 

"  A  g-g-ghost !  "  stammered  Taffy,  and  I  : 
could  feel  how  he  was  shivering  as  he 
huddled  up  beside  me. 

'■  Bosh  !  "  said  I.  more  quickly  recover- 
ing my  presence  of  mind.  "  It's  a  cat. 
I  say,  if  we  only  left  the  grouse  here. 
Pussy  might  pick  its  bones  clean  before 
morning,  and  sa^■e  us  trouble." 

But  a  distant  squall  came  to  show  the 
prowling  cat  in  retreat,  no  doiibt  more 
scared  than  we  were.  So,  kneeling  at  the 
foot  of  a  big  tree,  I  opened  my  knife  and 
began  to  play  the  sexton. 

I  was  rather  tickled  by  the  stirring  in- 
terest of  this  adventm-e,  with  its  spice  of  j 
mild  sensation.    It  reminded  me  of  the 
burial  of  Sir  John  Moore — "  We  buried  ! 
him  darkly  at  dea.d  of  night."    At  least  : 
it  was  a  novelty  of  experience.    But  the 
task  proved  a  prosaically  painful  one,  and 
harder  than  I  had  bargained  for.  After 
trying  two  or  three  places  in  succession, 
and  doing  little  more  than  scratch  the 
surface  of  the  frozen  ground,  not  to  speak 
of  barking  my  knuckles,  I  grew  too  im- 
patient to  be  careful,  and  my  knife-blade 
presently  snapped  upon  a  stone  or  a  root.  [ 
The  broken  end  I  found  next  to  useless  as  ' 
a  tool,  nor  did  I  make  much  more  progress  j 
scraping  with  the  sharp  edge  of  a  sardine- 
tin  which  I  had  also  brought  along.  Several  I 


minutes  of  grubbing  in  the  dark  with  be- 
numbed fingers  produced  so  little  result, 
that  I  did  not  see  how.  I  was  to  dig  a. hole 
large  enough  to  cover  up  the  grouse. 
Taff)'  hadn't  a  knife — he  ne\'er  had  any- 
thing;  and  his  only  contribution  to  the 
work  was  to  stand  shivering  b\'.  nervously 
bidding  me  make  haste,  and  exclaiming 
".What's  that  ?  "  as  often  as  a  drj-  leaf  j 
stirred,  which  was  no  aid  or  encourage-  i 
ment.  | 

"  But  half  of  our  hea\'^  task  \\'as  done," 
indeed,  and  not  half  \\  hen  lie  raised  a  real 
alarm.  The  football  team  came  back  from 
the  station,  laughing  and  talking  loudly  as 
they  crossed  in  the  open  moonlight,  with- 
out seeing  us,  thougli  we  scarcely  trusted 
ourselves  to  be  well  hidden,  and  drew 
back  as  far  as  we  could  behind  the  trees. 

"Back  already!."  whispered  I,  in  dismay. 
"  We  must  go  in.  James  will  be  coming 
to  lock  the  door  now.  Wliat  on  earth  shall 
^^■e  do  with  the  brute  ?  I  ne\  er  thought 
it  would  take  half  an  hour  to  bury  !  " 

"  Stick  it  in  here  !  "  said  Taffy,  kicking 
with  his  feet  among  a  pile  of  dead  leaves 
which  had  been  swept  together  in  a  corner 
under  the  wall.  , 

"  The  very  thing  !  For  once,  you  talk 
like  a  book,  Taffy.  Whj-  didn't  you  think 
of  that  before  '?  "  j 

While  so  speaking,  I  had  ci-ammed  the 
grouse  well  down  among  the  leaves,  and 
heaped  them  over  it.    A  moment  after-  ; 
\\  ards,  it  occurred  to  me  that  it  would  [ 
have  been  safer  to  fling  it  over  the  wall  j 
or  np  into  a  tree,  but  we  had  no  time  for 
deliberate   counsels.     Already  we  w'ere 
botli  scudding  straight  across  the  yard, 
the  risk  of  being  seen  from  some  window 
overbalanced  by  fear  to  find  the  side  door 
of  the  school-house  shut  in  our  faces. 

We  got  in  safe  and  nnseen,  congratu- 
lating ourselves  on  om-  luck.  But  in  going 
upstairs,  at  the  very  same  spot  \\  here  he 
caught  us  on  Wednesday  night,  we  again 
encountered  Seton,  \\  hose  week  of  office 
it  was  to  see  that  all  doors  were  locked 
and  all  lower  boys  at  their  work.  We  did 
try  to  nm  for  refuge  into  the  first  study 
we  came  to,  but  found  it  bolted  by  its 
industrious  inmates,  and  the  prefect  was 
upon  US  before  we  could  get  out  of  his  way. 

"  Oh,  I  say,  this  will  never  do  !  "  he 
began,  in  tones  of  mild,  almost  querulous 
expostulation.  "  Why  won't  you  two  keep 
in  yoiu'  study '?    Twice  in  one  week  !  " 

"  We  had  only  just  run  out  for  a  little. 
I  had  done  my  work.  I  haven't  been  out 
since  you  spoke  to  me,"  answered  Taffy, 
pouring  out  all  the  excuses  that  came  into 
his  head. 

"  But  I  promised,  to  cane  you  the  next 
time.  You  must  be  made  to  keep  rules. 
I  shall  have  to  keep  my  rt'ord,"  said  Seton, 
no  less  heartily  anxious  to  excuse  himself, 
yet  too  conscientious  to  find  any  pretext 
for  pardoning  us.  "  Come  into  my  study," 
he  added,  with  a  ludicrous  attempt  at 
stern  resolve. 

We  had  nothing  for  it  but  to  follow  him 
meekly.  The  prefects  had  the  large  studies 
at  each  end  of  the  rows  of  oL^huary  ones  ; 
and  Seton's  was  furnished  quite  a'sthetic- 
ally  with  tasteful  carpet  and  curtains, 
photographs  on  the  walls!,  a  neat  hanging 
bookcase,  an  ornamental  shade  on  the  gas- 
lamp,  and  an  eas\  -chair;  even  the  table- 
cloth seemed  fit  for  a  drawing-room,  and 
the  inkstand  a  work  of  art.  All  looked 
too  snugly  elegant  for  the  rude  scene 
about  to  be  enacted  here. 


"  Oh,  sir,  let  tis  off  this  once  !  "  entreated 
Taff'y,  thinking  to  propitiate  the  prefect  by 
speaking  to  him  as  if  he  were  a  master, 
while  he  made  a  face  on  the  sly  to  me 
behind  Seton's  back,  who  was  ner^  ousIy 
fumbling  to  get  out  his  cane. 

Seton  did  not  answer.  It  was  quite 
clear  he  was  not  very  happy  about  the 
job  on  hand.  But  he  had  steeled  himself 
to  go  through  with  it  as  an  unpleasant 
duty,  and,  taking  Taff'y  first,  made  a  sign 
for  him  to  turn  round. 

While  -u  aiting  for  my  turn,  I  think  I 
was  more  amused  than  otherwise  to  see 
how^  Seton's  caning  was  as  little  to  be 
afraid  of  as  Miss  Ophelia's  whipping  of 
Topsy,  though,  like  the  latter  heroine, 
Taffy  took  care  to  wince  and  wriggle  and 
sob  imder  every  cut,  as  if  he  were  very 
much  hurt.  This  did  not  fail  to  put  out 
the  gentle-hearted  prefect ;  and  he  was 
still  further  disconcerted  when,  at  the  third 
cut  or  so,  luu  ing  hardly  room  indeed  to 
use  the  cane  effectively  in  so  well  furnislied 
a  snuggery,  he  brought  down  his  beautiful 
gas  shade  with  a  smash,  at  which  Taffy 
forgot  he  ^\•as  pretending  to  cry  and  giggled 
outright. 

"  That  will  do,"  said  our  mild  tyrant, 
looking  very  red  in  the  face.  "  I  hope 
this  will  be  the  last  time  I  have  to  cane 
you.  But  you  know  I  couldn't  help  it — 
I  couldn't  really.    You  can  go  now." 

"  Am  I  not  to  be  caned,  then  '?  "  said  I. 

"  Oh,  you — to  be  sure  ! — I  forgot,"  re- 
plied Seton,  in  confusion.  "  Well,  I  believe 
I  can  let  you  off'  for  this  once,  if  you  will 
take  example  from  what  Bees  has  got  for 
breaking  rules." 

"  All  right,  Seton,  you  won't  catch  me 
out  again  this  week,'"  declared  Taffy,  which 
was  pretty  well,  considering  that  the  week 
would  be  over  for  lis  in  half  an  hour  or  so. 

The  prefect,  much  mo\ed  by  our  sub- 
mission, began  to  talk  to  us  very  kindly 
and  seriously  on  the  necessity  of  main- 
taining discipline,  even  in  small  points, 
when  Mellish  arrived  to  see  what  the 
noise  wa&  about. 

"  I  heard  something  go  smash,"  said  he. 

"  Oh,  it  was  an  accident !  There's 
nothing  wrong.  I  ha-'.  e  been  obliged  to 
cane  one  of  these  fello^\s,  that's  all," 
explained  Seton,  quite  shamefaced. 

"  Let  me  do  it  for  you ;  I'll  settle 
them,"  volunteered  Mellish ;  but  here- 
upon Taff]y  and  I,  now  standing  in  the 
doorway,  discreetly  hurried  off. 

My  companion  was  in  the  \ery  wildest 
spirits.  That  broken  gas-shade  seemed 
to  him  a  joke  of  the  first  water  ;  and  I 
could  hardly  hinder  him  from  rushing  out 
into  some  other  study,  at  the  risk  of  being 
caught  again,  to  describe  the  fun  of  Seton's 
caning,  which  in  real  truth  had  cost  him 
more  pain  than  he  inflicted  on  the  culprit. 
To  hear  Taffy  chuckling  over  this  scene, 
you  would  hardly  have  believed  how  half 
an  horn-  before  he  was  in  such  a  mortal 
funk  as  to  be  scared  out  of  his  ■wits  by  a 
wandering  cat. 

As  for  me,  I  also  felt  light-hearted  to 
be  rid  of  our  bugbear  so  cheaply.  Yet 
when  I  came  to  think  over  it,  I  asked 
myself  if  we  really  were  rid  of  the  beast. 
Might  it  not  rise  from  its  too  hasty  grave 
to  bring  fresh  trouble  and  penance  iipon 
us  ?  And  as  I  lay  in  bed,  letting  my 
mind  loose  to  that  r.i', ciii  ilc  trick  of  tor- 
menting itself,  I  fouiiil  li  r,\-  the  grouse's 
ghost  had  still  sonv^  )-)ov  (    to  haiuit  me. 

(To!.     •  .,1.,.:,    :  I 
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"Jack  M^rritfs  hatchet  flew  straight  at  Shamo's  head 


CHAPTER  VII.— A  STARTLING  VISIT. 

A DEAD  silence  followed  this  cheerful 
announcement,  broken  at  length  bv 
Bob  Harris. 

"  Look  here,  I  say— if  the  plot's  found 
out,  and  the  whole  thing  knocked  on  the 
head,  it  seems  to  me  that  we're  all  right, 
after  all." 

"  All  wrong,  yon  mean.  These  Moham- 
medans are  always  spitefiillest  when 
they're  fairly  tree'd  ;  and  now  that  this 
plot's  bnsted  np,  the  fellers  that's  in  it  '11 
do  all  the  mischief  they  can  "fore  they  go 
imder,  just  out  of  pure  contrariness.'  If 
they  catch  us  here,  we'll  have  no  more 
ehow  than  a  dug-out  woodchuck." 


"Well,  then,"  cried  Bob, 
"  we'd  better  just  build  our 
boat  as  quick  as  we  can 
and  get  off  to  sea  again  at 
once." 

"We'll  build  our  boat,  I  reckon."  as- 
sented the  President ;  "  but  we  want  to  do 
more'n  that.  If  any  of  our  neiglibours 
come  to  call  (and  I  onlv  wonder  they 
hav'n't  come  already)  'fore  that  boat's 
fixed,  we're  all  up  a  tree.  Now,  how  air 
you  gain'  to  keep  'em  from  findin'  us,  if 
they  do  come  ?  " 

"I  don't  know,"  said  Bob,  despon- 
dently. 

"/  do,  then,"  rejoined  Merritt,  enjoying 
his  own  superior  smartness  even  in  that 


**  We'll  go  and  live  in 

This 


terrible  moment 
that  coral  cave." 

The  others  drew  a  long  breath, 
was  an  idea,  indeed  ! 

"But  ze  .sharks  ?  "  objected  Louis. 

"  Oh,  we'll  have  a  private  stairway,  and 
let  the  basement  door  alone.  We'll  just 
turn  that  waterfall  o'  one  side,  widen  the 
hole  .where  it  comes  through,  hang  a 
rope  there,  and  get  in  and  out  as  we 
like." 

"Boot  ze  tide  zaU  dro'wn  us!  "  cried 
Hoffmann. 
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"  No,  I  reckon  it  don't  kiver  the  hull 
cave,  only  part  of  it.  We'll  find  out  'bout 
that  to-morrow ;  but  as  for  the  waterfall, 
we'll  settle  it  right  away,  'fore  dajdight 
gives  out." 

The  soiu-ce  of  the  waterfall  was  soon 
discovered  in  a  tiny  rivulet,  which,  branch- 
ing off  from  the -brook,  disappeared  in  a 
hole  in  the  ground.  To  remove  the  sand- 
bank that  diverted  its  comse,  and  build  a 
strong  dam  of  coral  across  the  mouth  of 
its  channel,  was  the  work  of  but  a  few 
minutes  for  the  active  boys,  who,  having 
waited  till  they  were  satisfied  that  their 
way  down  into  the  cave  was  quite  clear, 
went  to  bed  well  contented  with  their 
day's  work. 

But  their  sleep,  though  soimd,  was  any- 
thing but  peaceful. 

"  If  it's  part  of  a  President's  duties  to 
have  bad  dreams,''  said  Merritt,  when  they 
all  met  at  breakfast,  "  I  giiess  I've  dis- 
charged mine  consid'able  smart.  I've 
been  dreamin'  all  night  that  I  was  a  Mo- 
hammedan prophet,  beheadin'  Gineral 
Gordon  with  a  newspaper ;  and  every  time 
I  cut  off  his  head,  another  one  grew  on, 
and  the  one  that  was  cut  off  turned  into  a 
cocoanut,  till  I  had  quite  a  big  pile  of 
them  around." 

"  And  I  did  dream,"  cried  Louis  Beau- 
manoir,  "  dat  I  vas  sit  at  dinnaire,  and 
everysing  that  I  put  in  my  mouf  turn  to 
eo-ral,  and  break  all  my  teef  in  leetle 
bits !  " 

"  Och,  thin,  Oi  had  a  worse  dhrame  than 
either  of  yez,"  said  Mike  O'Brien.  "  I 
dhramed  that  I  was  a  shark  " 

"  And  not  far  wrong  either,  judging  by 
your  appetite,"  chuckled  Harris,  refilling 
Mike's  empt^-  cocoanut-shell. 

"  And  that  I  thried  to  swalley  that  news- 
paper that  we  wor  rading,  and  got  choked 
in  doin'  it,"  went  on  O'Brien,  disdaining 
to  notice  this  insinuation. 

"Well,  I  don't  wonder  at  that,"  said 
Bob,  "  for  newspaper  statements  are  rather 
difficult  to  swallow.  By-the-bye,  we  didn't 
finish  reading  that  paper  yesterday  ;  let's 
have  some  more  of  it  now,  while  we're 
digesting." 

"  I'm  thar,"  answered  the  President, 
bringing  out  the  paper.  "  Here's  just  whar 
we  stopped  off: 

" ' LATEST  INTELLIGENCE. 

A  TAMOUS  NATIVE  EOBBER  CONNECTED  WITH  THE 
PLOT  1 

" '  We  have  just  learned  that  the  chief 
mover  in*the  plot  which  has  been  so  fortu- 
nately discovered,  was  Shamo,  the  famous 
Mussulman  Dacoit,  whose  daring  robbery  of 
the  Government  mail  a  year  ago,  in  the  teeth 
of  an  armed  escort,  was  the  talk  of  all  India 
at  the  time.  Most  of  his  accomplices  are 
already  in  prison,  but  when  the  party  sent  to 
airest  him  entered  the  house,  he  sprang  upon 
them  with  his  short  sword,  killed  one  man 
and  severely  wounded  another,  and  then, 
bursting  through  his  assailants,  leaped  from 
a  window  more  than  thirty  feet  above  the 
ground  into  the  darkness  below.  No  traces 
of  him  having  since  been  found,  it  seems  only 
too  certain  that  this  audacious  criminal  has 
escaped  once  more.'  " 

.  "That's  as  good  as  Eob  Roy  himself," 
cried  Bob. 

_  " '  Search  is  now  being  made  for  him  in  all 
<iireetions,'  "continued  Merritt, " '  and  a  reward 
of  5,000  rupees  has  been  offered  for  his  cap- 
ture.   His  description  is  as  follows  :  Figure, 


tall  and  bony,  ncaily  six  feet  in  height  ;  eyes 
small  and  deeply  set,  nose  long  and  sharp, 
coarse  black  liair,  piominent  chin,  blue  seam 
across  left  side  of  forehead,  left  shoulder 
somewhat  higher  than  right,  and  large  scar 
on  chest  in  the  form  of  a  white  star.'  " 

"  I  should  think  he's  the  first  of  the 
White  ytar  Line  that's  ever  been  out 
here,''  said  Bob,  with  a  grin.  "  I  say,  ain't 
'  Dacoit '  a  fine  name  for  a  fellow  ?  It 
sounds  ever  so  much  better  than  plain 
'  robber.'  " 

"  Bttt  why  do  they  call  'em  Dacoits, 
anyhow  '?  "  asked  Merritt. 

"  Because  they  dccoij  people,  of  course," 
answered  Bob,  confidently,  "  just  as  they 
call  those  stranglers  '  Thugs,'  because  they 
put  a  Jiandkerchief  roitnd  yoitr  neck  and 
tug  at  it  till  they  throttle  you.  Now,  then, 
let's  get  to  work." 

To  work  they  went  with  a  will,  Karl 
and  Bob  (who  were  both  practised  carpen- 
ters) being  told  off  to  the  boat-building, 
while  the  other  three  widened  the  funnel- 
like hole  leading  down  into  the  cavern. 
The  brittle  coral  shivered  like  glass  under 
their  blows,  and  the  gap  was  soon  wide 
enough  for  one  to  pass  at  a  time.  Mean- 
while Louis  had  been  plaiting  a  rope  of 
twisted  palm- fibre,  which  was  made  fast 
to  a  neighbouring  tree  and  dropped  down 
the  funnel  by  way  of  a  ladder. 

This  done.  Merritt  slid  down  into  the 
cave,  and  fixed  a  chip  of  wood  in  the  face 
of  the  coral  ledge  as  a  tide-mark.  It  was 
still  there  when  he  returned  after  the  flood- 
tide,  and  thus  the  question  whether  the 
cavern  could  be  inhabited  was  finally 
settled. 

That  very  evening  they  "  moved  their 
furniture,"  as  Merritt  said,  though  the 
narrowness  of  the  descent  into  "  Fairy 
Cave  "  (as  they  named  their  new  home) 
made  the  job  a  long  one. 

"  We've  got  to  do  all  otir  cooking  down 
here,"  said  Jake,  "  for  we  mustn't  show 
more  smoke  than  we  can  help.  The  boat- 
building's got  to  be  done  upstairs,  o'  cotirse, 
bitt  the  btishes  hide  it  pretty  well,  and, 
anyhow,  folks  'ud  take  it  for  the  work  of 
the  people  that  were  here  before  us,  so 
long  as  wc  ain't  seen." 

But  although  the  hoys  now  laboured 
harder  than  ever,  and  the  new  boat  ad- 
vanced rapidly,  they  no  longer  took  plea- 
sure in  the  work.  The  shadow  of  coming 
danger  or  death  was  darkening  their  brief 
bright  holiday,  and  withering  the  boyish, 
light-hearted  enjoyment  of  their  first  days 
ashore.  Tlie  fairy  island  was  changed  to 
a  coral  prison,  whence  they  must  escape 
at  all  hazards,  even  if  they  had  to  trust 
themselves  once  ntore  to  the  mercy  of  the 
treacherous  sea  which  had  so  nearlj'  de- 
voured them  already. 

All  this  while,  liowever.  nothing  hap- 
pened to  confirm  their  fears.  One  or  two 
light  native  boats  had  been  descried  in  the 
olfing,  but  always  at  a  great  distance  ;  for, 
so  far  frorji  approaching  the  island,  they 
seemed  bent  upon  giving  it  as  wide  a  berth 
as  possible. 

"  P'r'aps  they  think  it's  ha'nted,"  said 
Merritt — "  and  all  the  better  if  they  do  !  " 

At  last  their  boat — in  building  which  the 
timbers  of  the  raft,  as  well  as  the  nails 
and  ropes  attached  to  them,  had  been 
turned  to  good  aeeottnt — was  so  nearly 
finished  that  a  very  few  hours  more  would 
make  her  quite  ready  for  latmching. 
Hoping  to  finish  lier  that  evening,  they 
had  worked  till  it  was  almost  too  dark  to 


I  see  what  they  were  about ;  and  they  went 
to  bed  earlier  than  tisual  in  order  to  be 
:  at  work  again  the  very  first  thing'  next 
!  morning. 

But  that  night,  for  the  first  time  since 
their  landing.  Bob  Harris  was  wakeful  and 
restless.  Nor  was  he  the  only  one  who 
could  not  sleep.  A  voice  suddenly  whis- 
pered beside  him : 

"  Bob,  are  you  awake  ?  " 
I      "  Yes." 
"Listen!" 

Bob  listened,  and  heard  something  that 
made  even  his  bold  heart  beat  quicker. 
Faint  and  far,  but  more  distinct  evei'y 
moment,  came  a  dttll,  measured  soimd, 
which  he  had  heard  too  often  not  to  re- 
cognise it  at  once.  It  was  the  stroke  of  a 
Xiaddle. 

"Don't  wake  the  others,"  whispered 
Merritt.  "  There  ain't  more'n  one  man 
comin',  or  two  at  the  otttside,  else  they'd 
make  more  noise.  We  two  '11  go  out  and. 
spy  arotmd,  and  if  we  see  any  risk  of  their 
findin'  us  out,  we'll  try  and  give  'em  a 
good  reception,  and  make  'em  sick  of 
comin'  here  any  more." 

Noiselessly  as  shadows,  the  two  lads 
crawled  up  the  funnel,  and  then,  keeping 
well  in  the  deep  shadow  of  the  trees  (for 
the  splendid  tropical  moonlight  was  now 
at  the  full),  stole  down  to  the  lagoon. 

A  dark  object  showed  itself  against  the 
snowy  whiteness  of  the  outer  coral  reef. 
A  canoe,  guided  by  one  shadowy  figure, 
was  threading  one  of  the  narrow,  winding, 
perilotts  channels  throtigh  the  reef —  a, 
hazardotts  feat  even  in  broad  day,  and  one 
which  the  boldest  man  living  might  have 
hesitated  to  attempt  at  night. 

"He's  a  plucky  fellow,  whoever  he  is," 
mttttered  Bob,  admiringly.  "  Keep  close, 
Jake,  he's  coming  right  toward  us." 

The  canoe  entered  the  lagoon,  and, 
gliding  across  it,  touched  the  beach  not 
ten  yards  from  their  hiding  place. 

As  the  Unknown  leaped  ashore,  tlie 
moonlight  fell  full  upon  him,  and  Merritt 
gave  a  sudden  start,  while  Harris  barely 
repressed  a  cry  of  dismay.  What  descrip- 
tion was  it  which  made  them  recognise  at 
once  that  tall  gatmt  form,  those  sharp  pro- 
minent featttres  and  small  deep-set  eyes, 
those  tmeven  shoulders,  and  that  star- 
shaped  mark  on  the  bare,  bony  chest,  never 
seen  before,  bttt  terribly  familiar  neverthe- 
less ? 

There  was  no  room  for  doubt.  This 
midnight  intruder  upon  their  peaceful  soli- 
tude was  the  brigand,  the  assassin,  the 
plotter  of  treason  and  massacre — Shamo 
the  Dacoit ! 


CHAPTER  VIII. — 0\LY  ONE  CHANCE  LEFT. 

FOR  a  moment  the  boys  stood  as  if 
ttirned  to  .statues;  but  even  the  stun- 
ning shock  of  this  awfttl  revelation  could 
not  quite  o^■erpower  the  thrill  of  strange 
and  terrible  enjoyment  that  came  along 
with  it.  Here  at  last  was  one  of  the 
mysterious  dangers  about  which  they  had 
read  so  often,  brought  home  to  their  very 
doors  ;  and  now  ^^•as  the  time  for  them  to 
show  what  stuff  they  were  made  of. 

But  the  great  excitement  of  the  ad- 
venture, after  all,  lay  in  the  fact  of  their 
enemy  being  called  a  "Dacoit."  Meeting 
a  plain  "robber  "  would  have  been  nothing; 
but  facing  a  Dacoit— f/n's  was  romance 
indeed ! 


Meanwhile,  Sharao  seemed  doiibtful 
what  to  do  next.  He  stood  motionless  for 
a  minute  or  two,  shooting  quick,  sus- 
picious glances  all  around  him,  and  bend- 
ing his  head  forward  as  if  to  listen  for  any 
sound  of  life,  his  wolfish  face  looking  so 
hideous  as  he  did  so,  that  the  admiration 
excited  in  the  minds  of  both  lads  by  his 
dai-ing  exploits  began  to  change  to  disgust. 

At  last,  having  apparently  satisfied  him- 
self that  all  was  safe  so  far,  the  Hindu 
znoved  stealthily  forward,  and  the  two 
boys,  after  allowing  him  to  get  a  little  way 
in  advance,  followed  him  with  all  possible 
caution. 

But  beyond  keeping  him  in  sight  wher- 
ever he  went,  they  had  as  yet  no  plan  of 
action  whatever.  Even  Merritt's  quick 
brain  had  no  device  to  meet  this  new  and 
overwhelming  danger.  It  was  now  certain 
that  Shamo,  having  made  India  too  hot 
to  hold  him,  had  fled  to  these  remote 
islands  as  his  likeliest  place  of  refuge  ;  and 
it  seemed  clear  enough  that,  hearing  of 
ihis  deserted  islet,  he  had  come  off  to  it 
alone  (probably  under  the  pretence  of  a 
night's  fishing)  to  see  whether  he  might 
safely  lie  hid  there  in  case  the  British 
authorities  should  find  out  whither  he  had 
gone,  and  should  order  the  islanders  to 
deliver  him  up. 

But  what  was  to  be  done  now  ?  To  let 
Shamo  remain  on  their  island  was  im- 
possible, and  it  was  not  easy  to  see  how 
he  coidd  be  got  rid  of.  Should  they  scuttle 
the  canoe  to  cut  off  his  retreat,  and  then 
call  up  their  comrades  ?  But,  apart  fi-om 
the  tiger-like  strength  and  agility  which 
he  evidently  possessed,  there  hung  at 
his  girdle  the  formidable  tulwar  (Hindu 
sword)  with  which  he  had  cut  his  way 
through  a  whole  band  of  armed  assailants 
— a  weapon  worth  a  score  of  their  short 
knives  and  light  hatchets. 

Merritt  had  originally  intended  (as  has 


j  been  seen)  to  work  upon  the  intruder's 
superstitious  fears,  and  frighten  him  away 
from  the  island  by  making  him  believe  it 
haunted;  but  a  man  like  Shamo  would 
hardly  be  assailable  by  the  childish  terrors 
which  dismayed  the  ignorant  islanders 
i  of  the  Maldives.    Perhaps,  after  all,  their 
I  best  plan  would  be  to  wait  and  see  whether 
I  he  might  not  leave  the  place  of  his  own 
accord. 

!      While  they  were  thus  hesitating,  the 
I  qiiestion  was  suddenly  settled  for  them. 
The  Hindu,  moving  slowly  across  the  open 
ground,  caught  his  foot  against  the  rope 
by  which  tlie  boys  were  -wont  to  slide 
;  down  into  Faii-y  Cave. 

Suspicious  as   a   prowhng  tiger,  the 
veteran  bandit  stooped  down  to  examine 
I  the  rope,  took  it  up  in  his  hand,  and  then 
moved  forward  as  if  to  see  whither  it  led. 
The  two  unseen  watchers   felt  their 
i  hearts    stand    still.     Another  moment 
I  and  the  entrance  of  the  cave  would  be 
j  discovered,  while   their   companions,  if 
!  awake,  would  probably  take  the  jerking  of 
the  rope  for  a  signal,  and  betray  them- 
J  selves  by  shouting  or  clambering  up. 

There  was  only  one  thing  to  do — and 
they  did  it.  Jake  Merritt's  hatchet  flew 
swift  and  straight  as  an  arrow  right  at 
Shamo's  head,  which  it  would  certainly 
have  cleft  had  not  an  accidental  mov  e- 
ment of  the  Df.c  iit  at  that  instant  di^-erted 
the  blow  to  his  shoulder,  in  which  the  axe 
[  made  a  gash,  whence  the  blood  poured  in 
torrents. 

Bob  Harris's  axe  instantly  followed  that 
of  his  friend,  accompanied  with  a  yell  as 
terrific  as  an  Apache's  war-whoop  ;  but  at 
that  moment  the  moon  clouded  over,  and 
the  effect  of  the  blow  could  not  be  seen. 

Bob's  cry,  however,  startled  the  three 
sleepers  below,  who  answered  with  a  shout 
which,  rolling  hoarse  and  hollow  up  the 
rock-fuimel,  and  magnified  a  thousand- 


fold by  the  echoes  of  the  cavern,  sounded 
luispekkably  hideous.  The  woimded  Da- 
coit  turned  and  fled  like  a  deer. 

Bob  and  Jake  rushed  from  the  thicket 
in  pursuit,  but  a  projecting  twig  tripped 
Merritt,  who  came  heavily  to  the  gromid, 
while  Hai-ris,  being  close  behind,  fell  over 
him  before  he  could  stop.  As  they  re- 
gained their  feet,  the  splash  of  a  paddle  in 
the  lagoon  told  them  that  their  enemy 
had  escaped,  just  as  Mike,  Karl,  and  Louis 
'.  came  scrambling  up  the  "  chimney  "  in  hot 
haste. 

"  There's  only  one  chance  left  for  us 
noiu,  boys,"  said  Merritt,  after  explaining 
what  had  happened,  "  and  that's  just  to  be 
off  right  away.  Let's  go  and  finish  om- 
boat  at  once  ;'  there'll  be  light  enough  with 
this  moon." 

"  Any  chance  of  that  rascal  dying,  do 
you  think  ?  "  asked  Harris,  as  they  all 
"went  down  to  the  boat.  "You  hit  him 
hard,  I  know ;  and  I  rather  think  I  did, 
too." 

"No  such   luck,"   answered  Merritt. 
"  He's  bled  consid'able,  I  see,  but  he  ran 
away  a  deal  too  spry  to  be  badly  hurt. 
First  thing  we  know,  he'll  bring  a  whole 
tribe  of  these  niggers  down  on  us,  and  I 
reckon  we  don't  want  to  be  at  home  when 
i  they  call.    I  kinder  suspicion,  by  their 
'  fightin'  shy  of  this  place  the  way  they  do, 
j  that  there's  some  special  reason  why  no- 
body ain't  allowed  to  live  here  ;  so  if  they 
I  were  to  find  us  in  it,  they'd  be  safe  to  scalp 
i  the  lot  of  us.    Now  ~then,  to  work  !  " 

The  httle  that  remained  to  be  done  was 
soon  finished,  the  moonlight  lasting  them 
bravely  to  the  very  end ;  and  just  as  the 
first  gleam  of  smirise  flashed  along  the 
silent  sea,  the  castaways,  who  had  gathered 
all  the  provisions  they  could  in  the  time, 
cleared  the  outer  reef,  and  shot  out  into  the 
waste  of  waters  once  more. 

i  (To  le  coiitiiwed). 


PEOPLE  who  know  my  pet  craze  often  com- 
mence an  inquiry  on  some  subject  con- 
nected with  it  with  the  remark,  "  Now  you 
know  all  about  snakes,  don't  you?  "  So  I 
have  often  heard  others  addressed  as  know- 
ing all  about  dogs,  all  about  horses,  all  about 
fossils,  all  about  the  moon,  &c.  I  don't 
know  whether  any  of  those  so  complimented  j 
ever  really  believe  that  they  do  know  all  \ 
about  the  topic  in  question,  or  whether  they 
take  it  merely  as  a  figure  of  speech  ;  but  I  am 
perfectly  persuaded  that  there  can  be  no 
greater  mistake  than  that  anybody  should 
think  he  knows  all  about  any  object,  even 
the  smallest  or  apparently  the  most  trifling, 
in  Nature — in  other  words,  that  there  is 
nothing  left  to  be  learned.  He  who  really 
considers  that  he  has  arrived  at  this  stage 
has,  of  a  certainty,  penetrated  to  no  great 
depth  in  his  subject.  One  of  the  greatest 
astronomers  that  ever  lived  said,  when  some 
one  congratulated  him  towards  the  close  of 
his  career  on  the  vastness  of  his  researches, 
that  he  felt  like  a  little  child  playing  on  the 
shore  of  the  great  ocean  of  knowledge. 

When  I  was  studying  medicine  at  St. 
George's  Hospital,  I  was  one  day  mentioning 
certain  plans  wliich  I  had  formed  for  the 
future  to  Sir  Prescott  Hewett  (then  Senior 
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Surgeon  to  the  Hospital),  and  I  happened  to 
make  use  of  the  expression  "  after  I  have 
ceased  to  be  a  student." 

"  And  pray  when  are  you  going  to  cease  to 
be  a  student,  sir  ?  "  demanded  Sir  Prescott, 
turning  on  me  quickly.  "  When  you  take 
your  degree  and  leave  Hospital,  and  have  no 
more  lectures  to  attend  ?  That's  when  you 
ought  to  begin  to  be  a  student  in  real  earnest  ! 
Now  you  are  only  preparing  to  become  one. 
I  am  a  student  still,  and  have  no  intention 
of  ceasing  to  be  so  !  " 

It  is  the  same  in  everything.  I  have  been 
fond  of  snakes  all  my  life,  some  of  my  very  ear- 
liest recollections  being  those  of  having  live 
serpents  put  around  my  neck  or  laid  across 
my  hands  ;  and  since  that  time  my  medical 
duties  and  appointments  in  many  parts  of 
the  world  have  given  me  opportunities,  not 
only  of  studying  them  and  matters  connected 
with  them  from  a  scientific  point  of  view,  but 
of  living  in  close  and  constant  companion- 
ship with  them,  greater  than  have  fallen  to 
most  men.  and  greater  than  is  ever  likely  to 
be  my  lot  again.  Now  that  I  am  brought  to 
an  anchor  in  England  I  haven't  much  time 
to  bestow  on  my  old  friends,  but  I  still  con- 
trive to  see  a  little  of  them  ;  all  my  necessary 
writing  and  rea ling— eating  and  drinking, 


"  etc. 

too,  sometimes— are  done  in  the  room  devoted 
to  them,  so  that  I  sit  surrounded  by  them, 
and  take  some  of  them  or  something  about 
them  in  every  time  I  glance  up,  while  for  the 
most  part  others  attend  to  their  feeding  and 
general  arrangements.  (A  little  black  and 
crimson  head  is  raised,  and  a  tiny  forked 
tongue  quivers  like  a  thread  within  six  inches 
of  my  pen,  perhaps  wondering  what  can  be 
the  meaning  of  all  this  ceaseless  rush  and 
worry,  and  why  I  don't  lie  down  and  "  hyber- 
nate  "  as  he  does.  Possibly  he  thinks  this 
strange  scribbling  animal  must  be  a  creature 
of  a  very  low  intelligence  to  move  about  so 
much  and  exert  himself  so,  day  after  day 
and  night  after  night.)  Well,  even  in  this 
casual  \vay,  and  without  having  forgotten 
much  of  my  past  experience,  I  am  always  learn- 
ing something  new  about  snakes,  something 
that  I  am  astonished  not  to  have  perceived 
before— something,  too,  that  often  serves  to 
link  together  facts  previously  observed,  but 
obscure  and  puzzling  until  this  key  to  their 
meaning  and  harmony  comes  to  hand,  open- 
ing up  fresh  disclosm-es  in  the  life-history 
and  mysterv  of  these  interesting  brutes.  So 
it  is  in  all'  other  branches  of  the  study  of 
Nature.  The  practice  of  medicine— which, 
after  all,  is  only  one  department  of  Natm-al 
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History — changes  completely  in  many  par- 
ticulars in  the  course  of  a  few  years. 

But  what  I  would  urge  you  to  do,  whatever 
you  go  in  for,  is  to  u'7-ite  down  your  obserx  a- 
tions  —you  remember  Bacon's  remark  about 
speaking,  reading,  and  writing.  It's  sur- 
prising how  much  you  collect  and  group, 
how  many  things  you  find  out  thai  you 
know,  simply  by  the  order  and  method  of 
arrangement  which  is  brought  about  by  the 
reflection  consequent  on  writing.  1  am  led 
to  say  all  this  before  starting  on  the  subject 
of  this  paper,  because  of  a  little  discovery 
which  suddenly  revealed  itself  to  me  as  I  sat 
biting  the  end  of  my  penholder  after  writing 
the  heading — "  Mistakes  about  Snakes."  My 
intention  was  (and  is)  to  give  a  few  of  the 
many  wrong  ideas  connected  with  these  crea- 
tures which  are  commonly  accepted ;  but, 
coming  to  jot  one  or  two  of  them  down,  the 
fact  dawned  upon  me  that  almost  every 
popular  notion  about  a  snake  is  an  error  ! 

A  snake  is  a  creature  which  fascinates  its 
prey,  which  can  be  charmed  by  music,  which 
is  poisonous,  which  puts  out  a  forked  sting, 
which  chases  people  and  bites  them,  which 
sheds  its  skin  once  a  year,  which  basks  in  the 
sun,  which  is  cold  and  slimy,  which  coils  up 
before  it  jumps,  which  winds  round  an  animal, 
which  licks  it  all  over  before  it  swallows  it, 
which  is  rendered  harmless  by  antidotes.  &q., 
&c.   Isn't  that  something  like  the  usual  sum 


of  a  serpent's  qualities  and  attributes  in 
most  people's  minds  ?  Yet  there  is  not  an 
item  of  this  which  is  not  more  or  less  directly 
false.  I  wonder  how  many  times  a  day  on 
an  average  the  keepers  in  the  Reptile  House 
at  the  Zoo  have  to  answer  the  question, 
"  Are  their  stings  extracted  ?  "  (Kind-hearted 
folks,  who  would  shudder  at  the  thought  of 
a  dog's  teeth  being  drawn  or  a  mouse's  tail 
chopped  off,  often  take  the  circumstance  of 
a  poor  serpent's  fangs  being  cut  out  quite  as 
a  matter  of  course.  I  am  thankful  to  say  j 
that  this  brutal  proceeding  is  much  more 
rarely  done  than  is  supposed.)  Royalty  itself 
exclaimed  the  other  day,  when  a  tame  rat- 
snake,  which  was  being  handled,  tlickea'ed 
out  its  tongue,  "  Take  care,  it's  putting  out 
its  sting ! "  Ah,  if  human  tongues  were 
as  little  capable  of  harm  as  the  serpent's  ! 

This  shooting  out  of  the  tongue  is  always 
a  sign  of  excitement  of  some  sort  (not 
necessarily  of  anger)  on  the  part  of  its 
owner.  It  is  kept  stowed  away,  when  not 
wanted,  in  a  little  tube  in  the  mouth ;  and 
there  is  a  notch  or  chink  in  the  upper  lip 
through  which  it  can  be  put  out  without 
opening  the  jaws.  As  for  the  snake  licking 
its  prey  all  over  before  swallowing  it,  that's 
all  nonsense  ;  the  tongue  doesn't  carry  mois- 
ture enough  to  damp  the  wings  of  a  fly,  far 
less  to  make  a  goat  or  turkey  slip  down  easily. 
Once  inside  the  mouth,  the  animal  is  drenched 


with  an  abundant  saliva.  The  use  of  a  ser- 
pent's tongue  is  not  known.  I  believe  that 
one  purpose  which  it  serves  is  to  attract 
animals,  which  mistake  it  for  a  worm — to  act 
as  a  sort  of  bait,  in  fact.  I  have  seen  a  frog 
"click"  repeatedly  at  the  quivering  tongue 
of  a  moccassin ;  and  a  fowl,  which  was  quietly 
picking  up  corn  close  to  the  head  of  a  large 
water-boa,  kept  dabbing  at  the  curling  black 
object  which  rolled  out  from  time  to  iime 
amongst  the  grain.  And  once,  as  I  was 
walking  up  the  track  from  Limon  Bay  to  San 
Jos6  in  Costa  Eica,  where  the  metals  of  a 
projected  railway  had  already  been  laid  for 
some  distance,  but  where  the  rapid  under- 
growth of  jungle  was  already  pouring  in  over 
the  clearing  again,  I  saw  a  little  snake  ahead 
flit  away  behind  a  stone.  I  stood  stock  still, 
wondering  how  I  could  get  up  close  without 
alarming  him  ;  for  the  stone  was  close  to  the 
bushes,  where  he  would  be  lost  to  view  at  once. 

And  while  I  stood  deliberating  so,  a  glorious 
little  crimson  tanager  flew  down  between  us, 
and  began  to  peck  about  on  the  ground.  Just 
then  the  snake's  head  came  round  the  stone, 
its  scales  glistening  and  tongue  twinkling 
excitedly  in  the  hot  sunlight  ;  and  presently 
the  tanager,  seeming  to  catch  sight  of  it, 
hopped  right  over  beside  it.  At  that  moment 
I  made  an  incautious  movement,  and  bird 
and  snake  were  both  gone. 

{_To  be  cotilinued.) 


IN  THE  MIDDLE  WATCH. 

By  George  Andrew  Patterson,  r.n. 

A  iillior  of  "  A  IlolUng  Commission,"  "  An  After-Diniter  Incident,"  elc. 


I DARE  say  the  narration  of  the  following  sea- 
faring incident  will  prove  interesting  to 
many  of  my  readers,  for  I  notice  that  my  own 
grandsons — who,  one  might  suppose,  must 
have  had  a  surfeit  of  story-telling — still  prick 
up  their  ears  and  look  out  of  eager  eyes  when- 
ever there  is  another  tale  to  be  told.  I  can 
spin  the  yarn  all  the  more  readily  since  I  shall 
not  be  blowing  my  own  trumpet.  And  yet  I 
had  a  share  in  the  event— yes,  and  a  very  good 
share,  too,  as  you  will  presently  see.  But  in  this 
particular  case  I  was  not  "  in  it,"  as  the  saying 
is  ;  however,  I  know  the  place  well — the  truth 
is,  I  am  never  likely  to  forget  it ;  for,  strange 
to  say,  it  fell  to  my  lot  some  ten  years  later 
to  play  a  leading  part  there  in  a  smart  affair 
while  it  lasted,  with  hard  knocks  in  plenty, 
and  as  muc'.i  of  cut-and-thrust  as  there  was 
little  time  to  parry,  tokens  of  which  fray  I 
shall  carry  as  long  as  I  live — so  I  may  safely 
say  I  know  the  place  ;  moreover,  my  old  ship- 
mate, who  was  one  of  the  principal  actors,  told 
me  the  story  over  and  over  again  whenever 
there  was  nothing  else  to  talk  about. 

It  was  in  the  year  1850  or  '.'jl  — I  can't  tell 
which,  for  the  moment,  without  looking  over 
my  parchment  commissions— at  a  time  when 
the  slave  trade  was  in  full  swing  on  the  West 
Coast  of  Africa,  and  our  Government  kept  a 
strong  naval  force  under  the  pennant  to  check 
•|,he  trat'tie.  Steam  had  not  been  generally 
introduced  into  the  navy,  and  hence  the  ves- 
sels composing  the  squadron  were  mostly 
12-gun  brigs,  of  bluff  bow  and  square  stern, 
and  masts  so  taunt  that  some  of  the  brigs 
"  turned  turtle  "  when  the  tierce  tornad(3  fell 
upon  them,  while  others  sailed  away  and  have 
not  been  heard  of  to  this  day.  The  f,;\v 
steamers  of  that  time  were  nearly  all  "  pad- 
dlers,"  and  that  is  how  I  came  to  be  there  ; 
for  it's  little  I  know  of  sailoring  in  the  matter 
of  managing  boats  and  the  like  ;  and  I  am 
afraid,  if  it  had  been  left  to  me,  precious  few 
niggers  would  have  seen  daylight  through  my 
knocking  off  the  hatches.  It  was  more  in  my 
hne  of  business  to  see  the  stokers  down  below 
attend  to  their  fires,  stirring  them  up  with 


their  long  pokers,  and,  on  an  extra  pinch, 
throwing  in  a  dose  of  tallow  or  tar,  in  order 
to  make  our  paddle-wheels  fly  round  the 
faster  whenever  the  signalman  from  the  cross- 
trees  announced  a  sail  in  sight. 

Well,  we  had  been  on  the  station  about 
eight  months  or  so  without  picking  up  any- 
thing worth  mentioning,  and  at  the  time  I 
speak  of  had  just  returned  from  Ascension, 
where  all  hands  had  been  regaled  with  turtle 
soup  after  the  manner  of  city  aldermen — 
though  perhaps  they  get  conger-eel — to  resume 
our  special  duty  of  watching  about  a  hundred 
miles  of  coast  line.  Captures  had  not  been 
frequent  of  late  ;  several  slavers  were  known 
to  have  escaped.  The  Admiralty  were  not 
satisfied,  and  had  hinted  as  much  to  the  Com- 
modore, who  felt  bound  to  pass  it  on  and  to 
give  the  various  commanding  officers  a  piece 
of  his  mind  ;  so  that  when  our  skipper  dropped 
a  couple  of  fully  equipped  boats  oft'  the  Congo, 
his  parting  salutation  to  the  lieutenant  and 
mate  was,  "  Keep  your  eyes  skinned  ;  I  shall 
expect  to  hear  good  news  from  you  soon  ;  " 
while  it  was  his  intention  to  cruise  up  to  his 
northern  limit,  calling  in  upon  the  merchants 
on  the  way,  and  then  to  drop  down  the  coast 
again  to  Kabenda,  which  was  appointed  a 
rendezvous. 

So  the  mainsail  was  again  filled,  and  we 
gathered  way  on  our  course,  while  the  boats 
headed  for  the  shore.  A  stiff'  bit  of  work  lay 
before  them,  I  warrant  you,  to  make  headway 
against  the  strong  current  of  the  river  that 
was  pouring  out  like  volumes  of  pea-soup. 
However,  a  brave  spurt  landed  them  just 
inside  Sharks  Point,  where  they  endeavoured 
to  obtain  some  idea  of  what  was  going  on  in 
a  palaver  with  the  headmen,  who  came  to  the 
conference  variously  attired  in  cocked  hat 
and  shirt,  or  shabby  "  high  topper "  (over 
which  a  sable  attendant  behind  held  an  um- 
brella), plus  a  naval  officer's  worn-out  coat, 
but  never  a  pair  of  trousers  among  the  crowd. 
There  was  a  strong  suspicion  that  these  pre- 
tended darky  friends  were  playing  us  false  ;  so 
tire  officers  listened  attentively  to  the  chiefs. 


believed  just  as  much  as  thoy  thought  fit,  and 
then  pushed  on  stage  by  stage  up  stream. 

On  the  second  afternoon,  while  working  up 
under  the  sea-breeze,  a  village  of  raised  huts 
was  observed  erected  on  piles  as  a  protection 
against  the  ravages  of  alligators  ;  for  it  is  not 
at  all  uncommon,  when  the  river  rises  in  the 
rainy  season,  for  these  creatures  to  maroon 
around  the  gardens  and  yards  snapping  up 
everything  that  comes  in  the  way.  Before 
sundown  the  boats  reached  Punta-de-Linha, 
whose  situation  afforded  admirable  facilities 
for  tlie  shipment  of  native  produce,  and,  of 
course,  whenever  there  was  an  opportunity, 
slaves.  Many's  the  slaver  that  has  glided 
away  from  its  tumble-down  wharves.  Upon 
nearing  the  jilace  several  craft  were  noticed 
lying  alongside,  including  a  large  Portuguese 
schooner,  which,  at  the  very  first  glance,  was 
unanimously  voted  a  slaver.  Now,  indeed, 
did  both  lieutenant  and  mate  keep  their  eyes 
skinned,  but  the  keenest  scrutiny  failed  to 
detect  anything  incriminating ;  the  hold  lay 
exposed,  and  was  bare  except  for  a  small 
heap  of  pea-nuts,  large  quantities  of  which  lay 
in  bulk  under  adjoining  sheds,  and  which, 
being  indicated  with  a  careless  wave  of  the 
hand,  was  considered  sufficient  answer  when 
suggestions  of  a  live  cargo  were  broached. 

Clearly  nothing  could  be  done,  so  the  officers 
departed,  aff'ecting  to  be  satisfied,  yet  being 
firmly  persuaded  they  had  arrived  most  op- 
portunely. Possibly  a  slave  caravan  was  ex- 
pected from  an  interior  market ;  or,  perhaps, 
the  unhappy  victims  were  at  that  moment 
secreted  somewhere  amongst  the  dense  man- 
grove and  netwoi-k  of  creeks  in  the  rear  of 
the  factory.  The  boats  patrolled  the  vicinity 
in  hopes  of  picking  up  some  scrap  of  infor- 
mation, for  that  schooner  haunted  their  ima- 
ginations. When  the  labours  of  the  day  were 
over,  their  boat  swinging  at  anchor,  respon- 
sive to  the  gentle  undulations  of  the  river, 
and  they,  with  all  the  freedom  of  sailors,  in- 
dulging in  an  uninterrupted  smoke,  all  the 
talk  ran  upon  the  schooner  ;  and  when 
twilight  deepened  into  night,  when,  save  the 
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look-outs,  the  talkers  one  by  one  dropped  off 
into  litful  slumbers  under  the  awning ;  when 
white  mists  gathered  around,  enshroudhig  the 
bush  with  a  ghostly  pall,  and  the  stillness 
was  invaded  only  by  the  river's  ripple,  and 
the  moan  of  the  surf  breaking  on  the  strand 
miles  away,  the  Portuguese  schooner  was 
still  present  in  their  dreams. 

The  worst  of  it  was  the  dreams  seemed 
little  likely  to  be  realised.  The  boats'  move- 
ments on  the  river  were  all  conveyed  to  the 
factories  by  "  native  post  " — the  passing  on 
of  news  from  one  to  another — and  a  subse- 
quent flying  visit  revealed  no  change  in  the 
situation ;  a  greater  display  of  pea-nuts, 
perhaps,  but,  pshaw !  any  one  looking  at  the 
build  of  the  schooner  with  half  an  eye  could 
see  her  keel  was  never  laid  down  to  carry 
pea-nuts.  What  was  to  be  done '?  In  playing 
a  waiting  game  our  comrades  would  inevit- 
ably lose,  yet  there  appeared  no  alternative. 
Stay ;  why  not  adopt  strategy  ?  Happy 
thought !     So  the  officers  laid  their  heads 


The  boats  were  to  withdraw  and  leave  the 
river,  giving  it  out  that  they  were  about  to 
rejoin  the  ship,  but.  under  cover  of  darkness, 
were  to  creep  back  to  an  indentation  in  the 
red  cliffs  below  Banana,  at  the  river's  mouth, 
an  unfrequented  locality,  where,  screened 
from  observation,  they  would  be  ready  for 
any  emergency  ;  while  the  mate  was  to  skurry 
down  to  them  in  the  canoe  upon  the  first 
sign  of  the  schooner's  slipping  away.  Such 
was  the  scheme  which,  if  all  went  well,  was 
to  checkmate  the  Punta-de-Linha  people,  and 
bring  our  ship  a  fat  prize. 

And  there  was  a  fair  promise  that  all 
v-ould  go  well.  The  lieutenant  was  right  in 
counting  upon  the  co-operation  of  the  chief, 
who  was  willing  any  way  to  pay  off  an  old 
score,  and  the  additional  prospect  of  a 
"  dash  "  settled  the  business  so  far  as  he 
was  concerned.  The  mate  was  accordingly 
landed  one  evening  after  dark,  and  next 
morning,  in  full  daylight,  the  boats  went 
ostentatiously  down  the  river  in  mid  stream, 


anchor,  and  everybody  being  on  the  qui  vive, 
the  mate  cautiously  bore  down  in  the  canoe 
with  the  intelligence  that,  having  every  now 
and  then  since  dusk  heard  unusual  sounds 
and  excited  voices,  he  had  judged  it  best  to- 
rejoin  them,  since  he  could  be  easily  paddled 
back  again  at  early  morning  in  the  bottom  of 
the  canoe  if  nothing  transpired.  But  the 
information,  emipled  with  the  trader's  sus- 
picious visit,  strongly  confirmed  the  notiort 
that  the  n  gl^t  would  not  wear  away  with- 
out adventure.  So  awnings  being  quietly 
furled,  and  arms  looked  to,  the  seamen  lay 
along  the  gunwale  in  strained  expectation. 

A  weary  waiting  it  proved  as  the  hours, 
dragged  slowly  out,  for  half  the  middle 
watch  had  wellnigh  gone,  and  feelings  of 
despair  were  beginning  to  creep  over  the 
crew,  when  one  of  the  number  fancied  he 
noticed  the  dusky  sky  near  the  horizon, 
directly  over  the  river,  unusually  blurred  and 
darkened.  Could  it  be  a  floating  cloud  ?  or 
was  his  eye,  tired  with  its  protracted  vigil, 


"  Nearing  the  place,  several  craft  were  noticed." 


together,  and  at  length  matured  a  plan  that  I 
seemed  to  promise  success.  | 

Near  Punta-de-Linha,  but  on  the  opposite 
side  of  the  river,  there  were  located  some  na-  ! 
tives  who,  on  accotint  of  a  long-standing  trade 
dispute,  were  unfriendly  to  the  Portuguese 
establishment ;  hence  our  officers  thought  it  ; 
highly  probable  that,  in  consideration  of  a  I 
substantial  "dash,"'  the  chief  would  be  only 
too  glad  to  further  their  aims.    It  was  sug- 
gested they  should  palaver  him  with  a  view 
to  the  mate's  being  landed  among  them,  I 
where  he  could  lie  hid  in  their  village  during  ; 
the  day  ;  that,  after  dark,  a  couple  of  the 
tribe  should  be  provided  to  paddle  the  young 
officer  to  a  sandy  patch  of  tall  grass  and  reeds  | 
in  the  middle  of  the  river,  barely  half  a  mile  j 
from  the  factory  jetties.    Thus  ambusked,  | 
he  would  be  enabled  with  his  night-glass  to  j 
fairly  command  the  schooner's  movements  j 
for  several  hours  after  dusk,  just  at  the  criti- 
cal time  when,  if  there  was  to  be  a  run,  the 
slaves  must  be  hastily  embarked,  in  order  ! 
that  the  vessel  might  clear  the  thirty  miles  . 
of  river  and  gain  an  offing  before  daylight. 


not  forgetting  to  call  in  at  Sharks  Point  to 
say  good-bye ;  thence  out  into  the  open  sea 
under  full  canvas,  until  to  darky  eyes  there 
was  an  end  of  them. 

But  before  the  first  watch  was  out  they  had 
doubled  back  to  situations  commanding  the 
river's  outlet,  flitting  away  to  the  appointed 
trysting  place  at  the  earliest  sjnnptoms  of 
dawn.  All  the  day  they  lay  in  hiding,  re- 
suming their  positions  afloat  when  darkness 
rendered  it  prudent.  That  night,  however, 
proved  as  uneventful  as  the  preceding,  btit 
just  before  noon  they  espied  through  the 
Dollond  glass  a  boat,  evidently  not  a  canos, 
dropping  down  towards  Sharks  Point,  which 
landed  its  occupant,  who,  as  far  as  could  be 
judged  from  his  attire,  could  be  none  other 
than  one  of  the  factory  traders.  He  made 
no  long  stay,  the  boat  being  shortly  again 
observed  retracing  its  course  at  urgent  speed. 
This  looked  suspicious,  and  gave  rise  to  much 
speculation,  the  general  impression  being 
that  a  ran  would  be  attempted  that  night. 

And  so  it  proved ;  for  abotit  eleven  o'clock, 
the  boats  having  taken  up  their  positions  at 


I  playing  him  false  ?  General  attention  was 
at  once  focussed  upon  the  object,  which 
gradually  rose  higher,  and  by  degrees  as- 
sumed something  of  definite  shape,  until 
at  length  there  was  shadowed  forth  the 
upper  sails  and  masts  of  a  vessel,  and  the 
delighted  gazers  knew  for  certain  it  was  the 
long-looked-for  schooner  coming  at  last. 

Yes,  it  was  she,  sure  enough,  dropping 
down  upon  them  under  the  influence  of  the 
current,  for  there  was  only  a  capful  of  wind ; 
still,  she  was  forging  ahead  at  the  rate  of 
knots,*  and  would  probably  go  like  a  race- 
horse in  a  breeze.  There  was  no  time  to 
lose;  so,  placing  a  dark  lantern  over  the  stern,. 

I  and  lifting  the  shutter  as  a  signal  to  the 

:  other  boat  away  on  the  beam,  they  shortened 
up  anchor  as  quietly  as  possible,  though,  for 
the  matter  of  that,  it  didn't  make  much 
difference  now  whether  the  schooner  dis- 
covered them  or  not,  seeing  that,  with  so 

'  little  wind,  she  was  at  the  mercy  of  the  cur- 


•  "  Rate  of  knots"— a  colloquial  expressioL  implying 
speed. 
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rent.  However,  the  boats  being  low,  they 
were  not  seen  in  the  darkness  as  they  lay 
thus  upon  the  pounce.  As  soon,  then,  as  the 
schooner  had  approached  within  striking  dis- 
tance, the  anchor  was  lifted,  the  crew  took 
to  the  oars,  and,  concealment  being  now  no 
longer  possible,  a  lusty  British  cheer  rang 
out  upon  the  stillness  of  the  night,  the  rowers 
gave  way  with  all  their  muscle,  until  the  cutter 
bumped  the  schooner,  when  grapnels  shot  out 
from  bow  and  stern,  the  lieutenant  and  crew 
clambered  up  pell-mell,  best  leg  foremost,  over 
the  low  bulwarks,  the  mate  at  the  same  time  I 
sheering  up  on  the  opposite  quarter  in  the 
endeavour  to  be  first  on  board — and,  before 
you  could  say  '•  Jack  Robinson,"  tlie  sciiooner 
was  in  their  hands. 


It  was  all  done  so  suddenly  there  was  small 
chance  of  resistance  on  the  part  of  the  prize, 
even  if  they  had  been  inclined  that  way ;  but 
they  trusted  rather  to  their  vessel's  speed 
to  elude  our  cruisers,  whom  they  had  given 
the  go-by  twice  before.  When  our  brave  fel- 
lows opened  the  hold — just  to  look  at  the 
pea-nuts,  you  know — it  didn't  at  all  surprise 
them  to  find  between  two  and  three  hundred 
slaves  of  all  sorts  lumped  together,  whose 
sufferings  they  at  once  proceeded  to  alleviate. 

Well,  there's  little  more  to  tell,  except  that 
the  capture  of  the  schooner  appeared  to 
change  our  luck,  for  within  the  next  three 
months  we  had  taken  as  many  prizes.  The 
lieutenant,  poor  fellow,  never  saw  his  prize- 
money,  being  mortally  wounded  not  many 


months  afterwards,  while  leading  his  boat'a 
crew — the  same  boat  —  into  action  at  the  at- 
tack upon  Lagos.  The  mate,  by  God's  pro- 
vidence, came  out  scathless  from  the  lire  and 
fever,  receivetl  promotion  when  his  turn  came, 
and  subsequently  figured  most  honourably  in 
Admiralty  records.  It  is  a  long  time  since  I 
saw  him ;  I  rather  fancy  he  must  have  been 
precluded  by  age  from  reaching  flag  rank, 
as  he  retired  a  few  years  since;  but  turning- 
over  the  pages  of  the  Navy  List  I  see  his 
name  in  its  place  among  the  post-captains, 
so  he  is  still  in  the  flesh,  and  I  daresay  he 
often  reflects  with  pardonable  pride  upon  the 
night,  forty  j-ears  ago,  when  he  captured  the 
Portuguese  schooner  in  the  middle  watch. 
(the  end.) 


OUE  PEIZE  COMPETITIONS. 

(thirteenth  series.) 
KEW    SUBJECTS    AND    IMPORTANT  PRIZES. 


is  with  very 
real  personal 
pleasure,  as 
well  as  most 
hearty  con- 
gratulations 
to  all  who 
ha\e  success- 
fully c  o  m- 
peted  in  the 
past,  that  we  once  more 
start  our  Annual  Series 
of  Competitions.  As  we 
have  already  more  than 
once  remarked,  we  sin- 
cerely trust  that,  in 
addition  to  old  friends, 
very  many  of  our  readers 
who  have  not  hitherto 
taken  any  part  in  these  honourable  and  stimu- 
lating trials  of  skill  will  now  pluck  up  heart 
to  strive  for  a  place  amongst  the  more  meri- 
torious competitors.  Local  admirers,  it  should 
be  ever  remembered  by  aspirants  to  literary, 
art,  or  mechanical  success,  are  not  always  the 
safest  or  best  judges  of  one's  capabilities;  and 
it  should  prove  helpful  in  every  way  to  have 
one's  work  tested  by  competent  authorities  side 
by  side  with  that  of  others  of  one's  own  age  resi- 
dent in  all  parts  of  Great  and  Greater  Britain. 

We  should  like  to  repeat  here  what  we 
have  more  than  once  stated,  and  so  render 
any  correspondence  quite  unnecessary,  that 
where  there  may  be  any  doubt  as  to  our  exact 
meaning  in  the  announcement  of  subjects, 
competitors  will  be  quite  safe  in  following 
their  own  judgment  in  the  matter.  Our  one 
object  in  offering  the  Prizes  and  selecting  the 
subjects  being  to  help  our  readers,  they  may 
be  quite  sure  we  should  not  allow  any  de- 
serving worker  to  suffer  because  of  a  mei-e 
accidental  misunderstanding.  Thenilesand 
conditions  must,  hoicnvcr,  of  course,  he  strictly 
adhered  to.  All  the  subjects  are  oqnaUij  open 
to  every  bond  fide  reader,  irrespective  of  sex 
cr  nationality,  u-ithin  the  ages  specified;  so 
that  any  or  every  reader  may,  if  so  disposed, 
try  i.NT  .iLL  THE  coiiPETmoNs.  The  right  to 
modify  or  even  withhold  the  Prizes,  if  in  any 
subject  there  should  be  no  suitable  competi- 
tion, is  of  course  reserved  by  the  Editor. 

I. — A  Pocket-Knife  Competition. 

I'ri:e  -diif  Guinea. 

We  offer  a  Prize  of  ;it  Ica^t  due  Gninea  Cwliichwe 
may  increase  if  need^  iir)  for  the  best  article — to  be 
judged  alike  as  to  worliiiiau-liip  and  ingenuity — pro- 
dded wholly  by  mean^  of  a  ]jocket-knife  and  common 
pme  or  other  soft-grained  wood.  Open  equally  to  all 
readers  up  to  24  years  of  age. 

{The  last  day  for  sendut'j  in  is  Decemler  31.  1890."] 


II. — Writing  Competition. 

Prizes  -  Th  ree  Gij  i  >i  -ds. 
As  a  really  good  legible  lianilwritin:;-      becoming  in- 
creasingly appi-eciutfd,  e-|H''iL[lly  in  miiiniercial  life. 


-ril  a-;  it  ought  to 
..■ridcd  to  make  o\ii- 
-onie  eai'licr  cnrnpc- 
ill  "t  our  readt.T.-  in 
'  st\ii'  of  writing  to 


and  is  not  always  taught  and  re 
beat  our  public  sfhu.il^,  w,.-  iia\e  < 
second  subject  in  thi-  a-  in 

titions,  one  calcnlatcil  to  te.-t  tlir  <l 
this  direction.  di>  nut  limit  tin 
any  one  class,  \vhi'tlirr  tlie  coumiercial,  tiic  correspond- 
ing, or  the  legal,  but  no  extra  marks  arc  allowed  for 
ornamentation,  in  the  «ay  of  fancy  initial-,  ir. 

We  offer,  then,  Tnuta-,  i'liizi:.-,  ot  (runifn  .■nrh.iov 
the  best  copy,  in  jilahi  handwtiting,  or  tlic  Lord's 
Prayer,  as  found  in  St.  .Matthew's  fiospcl  -either  the 
Authori.-cd  or  Pevi-ed  Nfi-iou  may  be  used.  Com- 
petitois  will  be  taken  in  tlirce  classes— the  Junior 
Division,  embracing  all  ages  up  to  14  :  the  Middle  Divi- 
sion, all  ages  from  14  to  18 ;  and  the  Seuior,  all  ages 
from  18  to  24, 

The  last  dmj  for  sending  in  is  D-re),,},,-,-  :!1,  ISfln,  and 
as  we  never  attempt  ti.  eonuneaer  th.-  .1  liudnMtion 
until  tlie  prescribed  ilare  is  pa-t,  nothing  is  gaiiail  by 
competitors  in  hiin\iii'j  in  their  \\ork.  This  applies 
equally  to  tlie  w  hele  el  our  competitions.  (See"  Aides 
and  Cuiiditlon.,." ) 


III. — Modelling  and  Carving. 

Prizes-  .•sir  Gnii'.-.it. 
We  offer Thrke  Prizes  of  /-"e  '/vihot.,- each,  for  d) 
the  best  .Model  in  t'lati  or  P!osi.-r  of  the  •■Old-Time 
Dominie"  i--ueil  with  our  Novrmber  part;  (2)  the 
hvst  Model  lu  Wood  oi  the  same  obje.T  ;  and  (3)  the 
best  ISmckel.  eiihrr  ciirred  or  modelled,  suitable  for 
holding  the  bust.  'I'hi  -  e,  mipetition  is  open  to  all  readers 
eiinally  up  to  I'l  yeai'^  ef  age, 

\_The  last  daij  for  seiniiioj  in  is  Janua  -y  31,  1391,] 


IV. — Music. 


Prizrs  ^Thr.:-  iluineas. 
We  once  more  offer.  ,a-  lam-  -.■•.  [■rai  previous  years. 
Two  .Phizes,  of  Tiro  iiun.ro  .  and  ow.'  &Hi»m  respec- 
tively, for  the  best  nni-ieal  -et;  ing,  witli  organ  or  piano- 
forte aeeoiniui nimeiit,  of  any  i>f  the  verses  appearing  in 
onr  last,  voliune  i  \ o\.  \  11. ),  er  in  the  Extra  Summer  and 
Christmas  I'att^  of  is'.io.  Tnei-e  will  be  two  classes 
only  (not  inc-ludiug  the  ■■  luei -age  class),  the  Junior 
embracing  all  age^  up  tu  Is,  an  I  tiie  Senior  from  18 
to  24, 

IThe  \ast  dav  for  sendin'j  in  is  February  28,  1391,] 


V. — Chess  Competition. 

Prizes-Thrr,'  Pio>,d<         '  Shdiir  Ji. 

We  offer  PuiKiis  of  IDi.  1;./.,  7...  '.id.,  an  1  5s,  in  each 
section,  for  the  three  Ijest  original  prolilems  that  ma,v  be 
sent  to  us  by  February  28,  1891,  in  Two  Moves,  Tliree 
Moves,  and  Four  Moves,  Self-mates  and  conditional 
problems  are  excluded.  The  first  move  may  not  be  the 
taking  in  passing,  but  castling  is  permissible.  Two 
Queens,  three  Knights  of  one  colour,  etc.,  must  not  be 
used,  Mark  plainly  on  outside  of  envelope  -Chess 
Competition."    Open  equally  to  all  ages  up  to  24  years. 


VI. — Literary. 


clioice  of  competitors,  but  no  contribution  should  exceed 
Jiftu  lines  in  length.  Competitors  will  be  divideil  into 
classes,  according  to  age,  as  follows,  one  prize  going  to 
each  class  :— Senior,  all  ages  from  20  to  24  ;  Second,  all 
ages  from  17  to  20  ;  Third,  all  ages  from  14  to  17  ; 
Junior,  all  ages  up  to  14, 

IThe  lust  day  for  sending  iii  is  March  31,  1891,] 


Prizes — Four  Guineas. 
We  offer  Four  Prizes  of  One  Guinea  each  for  the 
best  original  Poem  sent  in  on  the  subject  of  Troe  M.\n- 
HOOD,    The  style  and  metre  are  left  entirely  to  the 


VII. — Carving  and  Fretwork. 

Prizes — Ten  Guineas. 

We  select  this  subject,  as  we  do  some  ot  the  others, 
specially  to  meet  the  case  of  readers  who,  owing  to  their 
bent  of  mind  or  talent,  or  the  early  age  at  which  they 
had  to  commence  wage-earning,  might  possiblv  S'tandbut 
little  chance  of  winning  honours  iu  purely  literary  sub- 
jects ;  and  also  because,  having  successfully  tried  their 
hands  in  such  competitions  as  this,  many  may  haply  be 
induced  to  folloH-  up  the  interesting  and  profitable  pas- 
time for  the  adornment  of  their  own  homes. 

We  offer,  then.  Phizes  to  the  value  of  Ten  Guineas,  to 
be  divided  according  to  the  merits  of  the  work  in  the 
several  divisions,  for  the  best  Bookshelf  (hanging 
or  fixed),  capable  of  holding,  sa.y,  ten  volumes 
of  the  B,  0.  P.,  whether  iu  carving  or  fretwork  (or 
the  two  combined).  The  choice,  treatment,  wood,  tools, 
&c,,  is  left  wholly  to  competitors,  but  the  natural  diffi- 
culties presented  by  some  subjects  and  woods  over 
others  will  of  course  be  taken  into  due  consideration  hy 
the  adjudicators.  There  wUl  be  three  divisions — the 
Junior,  including  all  ages  up  to  15  ;  the  Middle,  all  ages 
from  15  to  18  :  and  the  Seuior.  all  ages  from  19  to  24. 
The  highest  prize  wiE  go  to  the  division  fmi-nishing  the 
best  work,   

{The  last  day  for  sending  in  is  April  30,  1891.] 

VIII. — Illuminating. 

Prizes — Six  Guineas  and  a  Half. 

This  class  of  competition  is,  we  are  glad  to  know, 
always  popular  with  our  readers,  and  hence  we  once 
more  introduce  it  here.  We  offer  now  Four  Prizes,  of 
Three  Guineas,  Two  Guineas,  One  Guinea,  and  Half-a- 
Guinen  respectively,  for  the  best  Illumination  (in  oils 
or  water-colours)  of  the  competitor's  favourite  New 
Testament  promise.  Either  tlie  Authorised  or  Revised 
Version  may  be  followed.  Competitors  will  be  divided 
into  four  classes,  according  to  age,  and  one  Prize  mil  be 
awarded  in  each  class.  First  class,  from  19  to  24  ; 
Second  class,  from  15  to  19  ;  Third  class,  from  11  to  15  ; 
Fom-tli  class,  all  ages  up  to  11.  The  highest  Prize  will 
go  to  the  class  showing  the  greaoeso  merit.  Competi- 
tors are  not  prohibited  from  using  purchased  designs, 
but  the  colouring  must  be  wholly  their  own,  and,  other 
things  being  equal,  the  preference  will  be  given  to 
original  work  throughout.  The  size,  material,  etc,  are 
left  to  the  choice  of  competitors, 

\_The  last  day  for  sending  in  is  May  30,  1891,] 


[.*.*.«  Other  subjeQls,  including  PHOTOGRAPHY,  icill 
probaljly  follow  in  due  cottrse.} 

Special  Extra  "Over-age"  Prizes, 

We  have  resolved,  in  the  interest  of  our  many  older 
readers  whci-do  not  like  to  be  excluded  by  an  age  limit, 
to  make  a  special  e.rtra  class,  to  include  all  ages  above 
24.  In  this-class  we  will  give  a  uniform  prize  of  One 
Guinea  in  each  of  the  subjects  announced  for  competi- 
tion, provided  the  best  productions  in  this  extra  class 
surpass  those  of  tl>e  prize-winnei"s  in  our  ordinary 
Senior  Divisions,  Should  the  "  special  extras  "  fall 
below  the  Senior  Division,  no  prije  will  be  awarded. 
All  the  subjects  now  announced  in  this  our  twelfth 
series  of  competitions  are  thus  open  to  our  older  readers, 
who  must,  however,  conform  to  the  "  Kules  and  Condi- 
tions "  applicable  to  all  our  other  competitors. 
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KULES  AND  CONDITIONS. 

1.  No  nrttch-  '  fnnti  h'l'i'f  sont  in  to  us  in  competition 
willhe  retnrnr  '..  wK  Tlicr  iirconipatiied  Ijy  statniisor  not. 
The  result  '  'i,:iH'iiHnn  inll  be  jiiihlisliid  iuihir 
rniirfte  in  O';  //"  ifiiesrious  on  tin'  ^'ihi,\i  cfi'/ 
he  nnsitereil  thion'jti  the  Jfsf.  (lie  t'nric:irilii/j  of  .^t.iinpi'il 
and  ixddi  esseil  envehipes  nottviflii'fnii'h  a  t. 

2.  In  adilitioii  to  tlie  Prizes,  lia/nl-nnie  "  Certificates 
of  Merit,"  siiit,able  for  framing,  sit,'iieil  liv  tlio  Jvlitor, 
will  he  awarileil  to  all  tlie  uioie  meritorious  competi- 
tors wiio  may  fail  to  secure  prizes. 

3.  Tlie  work  m'.ist  in  every  case  be  the  competitor's 
own — that  is,  must  be  the  product  of  his  owTi  hands  and 
brain;  though,  of  course,  .any  aids  receiveil  merely  in 
the  way  of  suggestion,  whether  from  books  or  frientls, 
are  adniissitile. 

4.  All  Mss,  must  have  at  the  top  of  first  page  the  full 
name,  adilress.  and  aje  of  sender,  clearly  and  legibly 
written,  thus  : — 

Name  

.Vddress  

Age  

In  the  case  of  the  Illuminations,  Car\'iiigs,  ^tc,,  these 
same  particulars  should  bo  written  on  a  scparafc  |n(^'e 
of  paper,  ir/iich  s/im/ld  also  hear  the  rrriijir  itr  i,s,»-  U'de 
5),  and  must  be  sfdclied.  (not  pinneil)  un  tlie  front  top 
left-hand  corner,  or  gnnimed  to  the  />iad,\ 

5.  All  contributions  should  he  cert.ified  by  parent, 
clergyman,  minister,  teacher,  employer,  or  other  respon- 
sible person,  as  genuine  ii  laided  work.  By  this  certifi- 
cate we  simply  mean  a  letter,  or  even  an  endorsement 
under  the  competittir's  name,  thus  : — I  herehy  certify 
that  the  accompanying  article  is  the  unaided  work 
of  ."  Signed  , 

6.  All  letters  or  packets  must  bo  plainly  markoil  oid- 
side  "  Prize  Competition,  Class  — ,"  and  must  be  .id- 
dresse<l  to  "  The  Kditoii,  Boy's  Oh  x  Papick,  5ii,  I'ater- 
noster  Row,  London,"  tlecarfuvje  beiity,  of  course,  in  all 
eases  PBEr.^iD. 

 oo^atioo  


DOINGS  FOR  THE  MONTH. 

NOVEMBEE. 


I. — In  Poultry-Run,  Aviary,  Rabbitry,  etc. 

By  Gordon  Si.iBLES,  cm.,  m.d.,  k.n. 

A  happy  new  year  to  you  all,  boys,  ami  to  your 
sisters  who,  many  times  and  oft,  spirit  away  your  jixper 
to  read.  "  But  isn't  it  rather  soon,"  yon  may  say,  "  to 
wish  us  a  happy  new  year  ?  "  Not  a  bit  of  it."  The 
division  of  time  is  arbitrary,  and  this  is  the  com- 
mencement of  the  B.  O.  P.  new  year,  and  to  the  new 
volume  now  beginning  I  am  to  contribute  these 
"  Doings  for  the  Month."  These  wonls  of  mine  will  be 
read,  mayhap,  with  brimming  eyes,  by  many  a  lad  \vlio 
has  gone  to  seek  his  fortune  in  foreign  lands,  for  will 
they  not  bring  back  to  him  sunny  memories  of  school- 
days, with  all  their  ioys  for  ever  gone,  of  gladsome 
holidays  and  the  fireside  of  his  father's  Iiome  Mind 
you,  the  sun  never  sets  on  the  British  Kmpire,  and 
the  sun  never  sets  on  the  B.  0,  P.  This  may  sound  like 
brag — and  so  it  is— but  it  is  likewise  the  veritable 
truth. 


And  now,  boy.=,  be  ore  actually  beginning  the  work 
of  the  new  year,  let  u.,  uiko  a  brief  peep  back  at  that  of 
the  oM.  Reviewing  the  hobbies  which  you  each  have 
had,  whether  Poultry,  Pigeons,  Rabbits,  or  anything 
else,  what  is  the  feeling  ujipermost  in  our  hearts  ?  I 
f'-ar  \vc  must  cill  itbyits  right  ii.ame— Disappointment. 
In  the  ma,jority  of  eases,  at  all  events.  Well,  and  what 
are  the  reasons  annexed  thereto  ?  Let  us  face  the 
matter  boldly  out  and  answer  :  "  First,  most  of  us  ex- 
pected too  much.  Golden  clouds  hung  along  the  hori- 
zon of  our  hobby,  wdiieh  accidents,  arising  as  the  year 
ailvanccfl,  dispelled.  Secondly,  some  of  us  are  imbued 
with  that  s]iecies  of  good  intentions  which,  like  the 
seed  that  fell  on  stony  ground,  floiu-ishes  but  a  brief 
s\i.ire.  then  withereth  away.  Thirdly,  many  of  us 
starte  1  with  a  flourish  of  trunii«'ts,  and  meant  doing 
great  things,  but  knew  positively  ir.thing  of  the  habits 
of  the  animals  we  intended  to  kee[i.  Some  of  us,  I 
fear,  hardly  know  enough  to  come  in  out  of  a  shower. 
Fourthly,  alas  1  some  of  us  were  guilty  of  positive 
neglect— a  neglect  amounting  to  downright  cruelty. 
We  often  forgot  to  feed  our  fowls ;  our  pigeons  found 
empty  hoppers  in  the  morning,  because  we  had  been  at 
that  cricket  match  ;  the  canary  had  to  tap  the  bottom 
of  a  dusty  tin  ;  the  rabbits  had  to  lie  on  a  wet,  black 
bed  ;  our  guinea-pigs  conii.laiiied  bitterly  of  being 
'  Weak— weak— weak  !'  which  they  never  ought  to  ijc  ; 
Rover  was  left  on  chain  and  forgotten  :  and  the  weetls 
ill  the  garden  grew  so  tall  they  could  look  down  ami 
laugh  at  us."  Sad  confession  !  But  isn't  it  true,  mv 
lads 'y  Well,  anyhow,  there  is  one  satisfying  thought 
with  it;  we  all  mean  to  do  better  in  the'  year  that  is 
before  us.   So  there  ! 

The  Poultry  Run-.— The  gloomy  season  of  the  year 
is  commencing  with  us  again,  for  November  is  onlv  too 
often  raw,  wet,  and  stormy.  We  must  see  to  it  that  the 
fowls  ilo  not  suffer,  else  our  p(.ck.-fs  will,  tor  pullets  will 
be  put  liack  in  their  laying.  Without  L-ivinv  ton  nniidi 
food,  or  f 001 1  in  abundance  that  is  lil;.  lv  to  fatten,  the 
birds  should  be  regularly  and  carefiillv  fed,  and  if  tlii'V 
have  not  a  good  grass  run,  green  stnlf  slmuld  lie  thrown 
into  the  run  every  other  day.  Garden  refuse  of  all  kinds, 
such  as  cabbage  leaves  and  stalks,  weeds,  &c,,  and 
among  this  a  handful  or  two  of  grains  may  be  cast.  In 
looking  for  the  latter  the  binls  oiitain  warmth  from  the 
exercise.  An  eye  should  now  be  kept  on  the  ilust-batli 
and  .shelter.  If  rain  gets  upon  this  and  speedily  con- 
verts it  into  a  mud-bath,  this,  however  beneficial  to 
some  kinds  of  human  invalids,  is  hardly  suitable  to  the 
requirements  of  a  fowl.  Birds  that  are  seen  to  be  ailing 
ill  any  way,  or  moping  and  drooping,  or  that  do  not  ;i.p"- 
petirto  have  come  through  the  moidt  we  I,  should  be 
put  into  a  warm  and  snug  house  by  tliemsrh  es.  and  fed 
well,  .say  on  oatmeal  dra,ggled  witli  milk,  meaty  scraps, 
and  grains.  Warmth  .alone  will  often  restore' a  seem- 
ingly dying  fowl  to  life  and  health,  and  the  olil  wife's 
plan  of  rolling  it  up  in  flannel  and  placing  it  near  the 
fire  is  not  to  be  despiseil. 

November  is  a  gooil  month  to  commence  the  fowl 
fancy.  But  the  first  thing  to  be  ilone  is  to  get  the 
house  anil  run  reaily.  If  you  invest  a  shilling  or 
eigliteenpence  in  Inlying  a  l««ik  before  .vou  do  any- 
thing else,  you  will  find  it  is  money  well  expended. 

The  Pigeon-  Lopt.— You  will  ere  now,  I  suppose,  have 
weeded  down  the  loft  to  its  proper  dimensions.  If  not, 
do  so  without  delay.  A]jart  from  the  fact  that  over- 
crowding is  a  crime  that  never  goes  long  unpunished, 
it  is  folly  to  keep  birds  to  eat  their  own  worth  in  a  few 
weeks.    New  fanciers  should  join  the  pigetni-keepiug 


tBnks  at  once,  and  they,  too,  will  find  it  most  advantage- 
ous to  c  onunence  by  buying  and  well  .studying  a  hand- 
'  k,  .Messrs,  D-aii  &  Son,  of  160a  Fleet' Street,  Lon- 
don, have  a  sixpenny  guide  which  would  do  for  a 
beginnei-.  The  more  advanced  ,student  would  greatly 
benefit  by  a  peni.sal  of  Lewis  Wright's  ■'Practical 
Pigeon  Keeper,'  price  3s,  6d., or Lyall's book, obtainable 
at  the  oHiee  of  the  "Exchange  aiid  Mart,"  170  Strand, 
London. 

The  Avury.  — Quiet  continues  to  reign  snjireme  in 
this  branch,  'There  is  perhaps  no  more  healthy  bird 
than  the  canary  if  carefully  and  regularly  fed,  and  not 
overpampered.  The  moulting  season  is  the  most  criti- 
cal ;  but  it  .should  be  remembered  that  moultiBgis  not  a 
disease,  and  all  that  is  neetled  to  bring  a  canary  or  any 
other  bird  cai  rfully  through  it  is  good  food,  clean  water, 
.ereeii  Iciod.  and  warmth.  For  the  first  few  days  there 
is  somewhat  of  fever,  so  green  food  and  plain  seals  are 
enough  ;  then  v\e  may  feed  rather  more  nutritiously, 
and  by-and-b\-  give  a  tonic — simply  a  few  drops,  .say  2U, 
of  tincture  of  iron,  in  the  fresh  drinking  water  daily. 

The  RABBiTiiY.  — Your  hutches  will  now  be  in  their 
winter  qufirters.  Ailments  of  many  dangerous  kinds 
are  produced  by  cold  and  wet,  and  if  to  this  is  added 
the  mistake  of  giving  unv.hohsome  fooil,  we  cannot 
w  onder  if  such  complaint.s  as  jiot-belly  ensue.  We  must 
remember  that  warmth  and  cosiness  are  natural  to  the 
rabbit,  ami  the  bo.y  w  ho  neglects  to  procure  a  sufficiei'c,v 
of  dry,  .soft  bedding  cannot  expect  his  favmiritcs  to 
thrive.  But  even  bedding  and  cleanliness  will  not  .suf- 
fice to  keep  your  rabbits  healthy  if  yon  neglect  regular 
and  judiciijus  feeding,  with  frequent  ehan.ges— hay, 
oats,  green  food  (dryish),  nice  succulent  roots,  a  mash 
now  and  then,  and  lireail-crusts. 

The  Kennel. — See  to  the  comfort  of  the  kennel  nov.- 
the  bail  weather  is  coming  on,  and  give  as  much  exer- 
cise as  it  is  piossible  to  allow. 

The  Kitchen  Gauden.— It  is  a  good  plan,  as  soon 
as  the  ]totatoes  ,'are  out  of  the  ground,  to  get  dowu 
green  ]>'.aiits.  But  if  you  wish  to  rest  the  soil  a  iiit,  then 
rou,gli-dig  it — that  is,  dig  without  raking  ;  the  frost 
thus  gets  into  it  and  kills  weed  seeds.  Take  a  genera] 
look  arounil  now,  ami  )  Ian  improvements,  for  now 
would  be  the  best  time  for  making  walks  and  laying 
out  borders.  Cut  lieilges,  trim  bushes,  make  everything 
tidy,  and  do  not  forget  that  weeds  will  thrive  even  yet, 
so  lioe  tliem  up  or  dig  tl>em  down. 

The  Floweh  amj  Window  GAiinEN-.=!. — Get  ready 
window  boxes.  Tlieie  is  nothing  like  a  little  carpentry 
or  joinery  work  for  keeping  a  boy  out  of  temptation's 
\i  ay.  Be  busy,  therefore,  and  if  you  have  not  a  box  of 
tools,  do  all  in  yoilr  po\\'er  to  hoiiestl.v  procure  one. 


II.— Pupa  Digging,  Trawling,  etc. 

By  Eev.  Theodore  Wood. 

Fven  in  the  mild  seasons  which  now  seem  to  be  the 
rule  in  this  eccentric  climate  of  ours.  NovE.MEER  is 
iiaturall.y  not  a  very  productive  mouth  for  the  entomo- 
logist. But  it  is  a  great  mistake  to  suppose  that  there 
is  nothing  at  all  to  be  done.  The  net  may  be  left  at 
home,  it  is  true  ;  but  it  is  still  worth  wdiile  to  keep  an 
eye  on  the  palings.  The  November  Moth  Ki/^'irnhia 
liiliitiita).  for  instance,  is  -ure  to  be  plentiful,  and  is  so 
remarkably  variable  that  ijv.ite  a  numlier  of  specimens 
will  be  required  to  make  even  a  fail  ly  representative 
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M  OTICE ! 

rgHI^ISTMAS  J\] UMBER  OF  THE  O.p." 

Will  all  our  Friends  and  Eeaders  maT^e  a  careful  note  of  the  fact  that  this 
year,  as  hitherto,  we  intend  to  issue  a 

SPECIAL   EXTRA    QHEJSTMAS  "TCfUMBER 

of  the  Boy's  0'«-n  Paper,  to  consist  of  sixtijfour  pages  devoted  to  Stories 
and  Articles  of  striJdng  seasonable  and  permanent  interest,  illustrated  by 
the  best  Artists. 

This  Christmas  Number  will  be  issued  with  the  December  Part  of  the 
"Boij's  Own,"  and  will  cost  Gd. 

As  the  Edition  may  be  speedily  exhausted,  and  it  will  be  impossihle  to 
reprint,  readers  who  would  ensure  obtaining  copies  are  strongly  advised  to 
give  their  orders  to  the  BooTcscllcrs  at  once.  It  may  be  rcnieynbered  that 
many  who  failed  to  do  this  in  regard  to  our  previous  Christmas  Numbers 
■  found  themselves  unable  to  obtain  them;  and  the  same  thing  is  of  course  not 
at  all  unlihehj  to  occur  iyi  regard  to  this  Year's  Number,  which  will  not  be 
included  in  the  bound  volume.  All  these  "Boy's  Own"  Extras  are  well 
worthy  of  permanent  preservation. 

Office:  56  PATERNOSTER  ROW,  LONDON. 
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series.  The  beautiful  Oolflpii  Umber  (Hihernin  a'lnin- 
tiaria)  bears  it  company  in  favdureJ  loeabties  :  but  the 
female,  wliieh  only  posm^s^e^  tlie  merest  apologies  for 
iviiigs,  mast  beloo'ke<l  for  at  nijrlit  on  or  near  )iawt)iorn 
bushes.  Slie  is  a  spiiler-like  creatnre,  an<l  ratlier  hard 
to  see  :  so  tiiat  the  be^t  plan  is  to  spread  a  sliL-et  beneath 
the  bushes,  and  thea  to  sliake  them  violently  over  it. 
Ill  <lefault  of  the  sheet,  a  large  umbrella  will  do  nearly 
as  well. 

Look  out  on  the  jas  lamps  for  the  Sprawler  (Pelasin 
crvisinea),  wliieh  i<  -.onirthiiijj-  .it  a  l  aritv.  The  Feathered 
Thorn  Ulimerii  ji,-ji,i,irni  1  m.i\  also  lii/tukeii  during  the 
earlier  part  of  the  moiit.li. 

But  the  trreat  busine5s  for  November  is  that  of  pupa- 
digging.  Tbe  ground  is  likely  to  be  in  f;ood  condition, 
the  air  will  not  be  cold  enough  to  numli  the  fingers, 
and— more  imiiortant  ^till  tlie  mole  ami  his  fellow- 
labourers  will  not  have  liad  time  to  forestall  one.  So 
seize  the  opportunity,  and  sallv  forth  after  imjKe— like 
tlie  famous-voter—"  early  ami  often."  .'^olitury  trees 
in  paths  and  meadows  are  usually  the  mo-^t  nrod'uctive, 
especially  when  their  roots  are  close  to  the  surface  and 
form  a  number  of  cosy  little  nooks  and  corners  just 
suiteil  to  a  caterpillar's  wants.  Dig  up  the  earth  to  a 
depth  of  about  five  inches  and  turn  it  over  and  over, 
tear  every  sod  carefully  to  pieces,  examine  all  dead 
leaves  which  are  adhering  together,  and  carefully  in- 
vestigate every  crevice  anrl  everv  piece  of  loose  bark  on 
the  tree  itself.  Pup:e  get  into'idl  sorts  of  odd  places, 
anil  have  an  agjnivatiug  wav  of  locking  like  anything 
but  wh;it  they  really  are.  so  that  quite  a  littleediieation 
is  required  before  one  can  hope  to  be  at  all  successful  in 
the  work  of  finding  them.  I  speak  from  sad  experience, 
for  my  first  six  pujia-iligging  excursions  were  absolute 
failures  :  and  although  on  the  seventh  occasion  I  ilid 
bring  back  a  pupa,  it  subsequently  proved  to  be  only 
that  of  a  blue-bottle  ! 

Many  beetles  are  still  about,  and  among  them  some 
of  the  best.  If  you  live  near  the  sea-shore,  search  the 
sands  and  the  lower  parts  of  the  elifl's  on  all  warm  and 
«.inny  mornings.  In  this  way  I  have  taken  some  of  my 
very  best  specimens,  and  h.ave  found  literally  in  hun- 
dreds several  species  previously  considered  as  among 
our  greatest  rarities.  One  of  the  best  hauls  that  ever  I 
made,  indeed,  was  on  a  November  day,  and  I  have 
always  reckoiie<lon  collecting  with  fair  regularity  quite 
to  the  end  of  the  month.  Of  course,  success  il'epeuds 
entirely  upon  the  weatlier.  But  there  are  nearly  always 
some  fine  and  warm  days  during  the  month,  aiid  if  tiie 
ooUector  takes  advantage  of  these  he  is  alino.st  sure  to 
do  tolerably  well. 

 o^-i9io=  

CoiTCS|Joabcncc. 

E.  W.  S.— Your  best  plan  would  be  to  visit  tlie  Waterloo 
Panorama  in  Victoria  Street,  Westminster,  and  see 
the  uniforms  for  yourself. 

S.  W-U.LEn.— Really,  a  home-made  typewriter  would  be 
very  useful  ;  but  have  you  ever  seen  one  ?  (iet  a  look 
at  a  Remington  or  a  Hamnioml,  and  then  write 
and  let  us  know  what  you  think  of  the  ^illll,lieitv 
How  many  boys  .1,,  yi.u  tliink  would  i-.vr  u,  t  irkle 
sueli  a  combination  y  .Vs  to  a  banjo,  we  have  already 
built  a  banjo  for  our  readers.  See  pa"e  172  of  Vif- 
lume  XI. 

B.\K^\.— Write  to  the  secretary  of  the  line  at  the  London 
office,  it  it  has  one.  State  clearly  what  yon  kimn  ,,id 
how  you  have  gained  your  experience.  J>a\  d.'tlers 
with  country,  .so  that  it  is  impossible  to  .-.'v  You 
mu.t  expe-t  to  pav  your  pa^^a-e  nut,  iii.d  i,p  on  tlie 
same  looting  exactly  as  the  natives  of  tlie  country  in 
the  sam.j  service.  ^ 

CoN-EY.— The  books  are  French  translations  of  two  well- 
known  stones  by  Captain  Mavne  Reid.    One  is  the 
War  Trail,"  the  otiier     the  ■■  f,,,>.t  of  Pate"  The 
first  was  pubhslied  in  iR:,s,  the  la.t  i„  i,s72.  Both  are 

know  the  publishers. 

?■  ■"^■."tT"."  Pi-"'i^bly  mean  the  Surgical  Aid 
f-opiety.  which  is  in  Sali.shurv  S.juare.  Fleet  street  ■  or 
the  .Surgical  .Appliance  Soeietv,  wliicii  is  at  12  Fi'ns- 
bary  Circus. 

LiFTOxrAN-  CRiCKETER.-The  best  manual  on  the  game 
o  cricket  IS  our  2.,.  "  Cricket,"  by  Dr.  W.  G.  Grl?e  m 

pound  mt.re-t  and  brokerage,  and  the  age  of  ad  ™ 
sioii  IS  about  17;  but  there  is  nearif  always  a 
^t^JS^^Z:"'''''^  Should  s^ur^Y^L: 

^'^lut^^-i^.;:;;-----^ 

men  from  the  north  of  the  Tweed,  but  in  a  regiment 
like  the  .Scots  Guards  the  proportion  is  verfmueh 

^'^'^If-^^it'  *°  a  Boy  to  Sea,"  price  1 1 

Messrs.  Warne  and  Co.,  15,  Bedford  Str^etf  Strarid; 


N.^VAL.— "Constant  Reader"  who  writes  to  know 
how  to  join  the  Britannia  at  the  very  time  a  series  of 
articles  on  that  subject  by  a  Lord  of  the  ,\dmiralt\-  is 
running  in  the  pajier,  niu-t  lie  too  unintelligent  to 
stand  a  chance  in  any  examination  whatsoever. 

L.  E.  S. — If  you  "have  heard  of  hrms  in  London  who 
buy  silk  at  21s.  and  Ills.  i;d.  jier  onnee,"  jierhaps  you 
would  not  mind  sending  11- t iieir  nauies.  Tliere'aie 
scores  of  our  readers  who  w  ould  very  much  like  to 
know  them.  At  present  we  think  the  Hrms  are  as 
mythical  as  the  used  penny-postage  buyers  and  the 
gold  in  18G4  pennies  ! 

J.  C.  Smith.— The  book  entitled  "  Xauticus  and  his 
Hobby-Horse"  was  published  by  Messrs.  Hatchard, 
and  can  be  obtained  from  anv  bievclimr  booksellers^ 
such  as  Iliffe,  St.  Bride  Street,  i-c.  Write  to  the 
Secretary,  Cyclists'  Touring  Club,  Fleet  Street,  e.c. 

W.  Tl'rxkr.— 1.  It  depends  on  the  Ixiy  :  but  for  a  boy 
in  normal  health  to  batheoiice  a  day  is  desirable,  anil 
not  dangerous.  2.  There  is  110 "roach-fishing  in 
spring.  The  spring  months— March  to  June— are 
close  time,  and  you  can  be  pro.secuted  and  severely 

.  punished  for  fishing  then. 

L.  H.  Le\Vis.— Brass-casting  is  a  verv  difficult  and  un- 
satisfactory ojieration,  ami  yon  woiild  do  well  to  have 
yoiu- castings  made  for  yoii'liy -oiiie  tradesman.  Mere 
book-instruction  is  alm.'.^r  u-i-le--  :  \  ,,ii  iiin^t  ^■ee  the 
tiling  done  to  uinlei.-raiiil  it.  1-  there  no  founder  in 
Newport  to  show  you  V 

HUXTER.— It  is  not  quite  true.  As  a  matter  of  fact, 
the  Australians  in  England  always  play  one  match 
at  which  there  is  no  gate-money,'  This" is  the  open- 
ing match,  in  Lord  Sheffield's  fiark.  His  ground  is 
tho  only  one  in  which  the  pulilie  can  see  the  Aus- 
tralians play  without  paying  for  ailmission. 

SiIAKSPK.UtE.— 1.  We  have  answered  about  shorthand 
liefore,  and  most  s.ay.  begin  with  Pitman.  2.  We 
verv  iimeh  doubt  ahout  a  compositor's  being  the  best 
traile  out  ;  but,  of  course,  it  all  depends  on  what  you 
mean  by  ••  be.st."  • 

P.  DuxN-.— We  are  glad  to  hear  of  your  success  with 
the  telescope  made  from  our  instructions ;  but 
for  a  larger  instrument  we  would  advise  you  to  get 
some  technical  book  on  the  ^nliject.  A  "good  plan 
would  be  to  take  111  "  I-Cnowledge  "  for  a  few  weeks 
and  write  to  the  editor.  ' 

FiiED.- We  have  had  no  experience  of  the  cameras 
advertised,  luit  we  have  heard  eood  reixirts  from 
friends  of  t  lie  ■■  Kodak  "  tine  iiia\  he  a- good  as  the 
other,  but  we  only  -p,  ale  l,er.  ol  tilings  w..  know. 

W.  J.  P.— To  take  the  squeak  out  of  boots,  wet  the  soles 
and  when  they  are  half-dry  rub  in  a  good  dose  of 
castor- oil. 

Two  LoXELY  Kip.s.- 1.  There  is  a  school  at  Ardingly— 
St.  S.aviour's  Grammar  .s.dio.,],  feun.leil  at  Slioreham 
in  18,58,  as  an  offshoot  of  Lancing  College,  and  re- 
moved to  Ardingly  in  ls7ii.  There  are  about  400 
boys.  Ten  years  ago  the  fees  amounted  to  about  £20 
per  year  for  boanh  rs,  l.iit  what  thev  are  now  we 
know  not.  An  application  for  a  i.ro'spectus  to  the 
Head-master  would  ohrain  \oiitl:e  information  It 
IS  a  Church  of  England  public  school.  2.  Hand  sig- 
nalling IS  taught  to  both  Services.  3.  Clergymen 
are  trained  at  all  universities.  Too  many  "ques- 
tions. 

A.  FrLLER.- For  fishing-net  string  and  meshes  appiv 
to  any  sea-tackle  or  coidage  sellers.  Try  Hearder  an'd 
Sons,  195,  Lfnion  Street,  Plymouth,  or  aiiy  of  the  firms 
in  the  London  Directorv.  Benjamin  Edgingtoii,  of 
f  oolcy  Street,  might  supply  you. 

A.  E.  Moore.— Communicate  with  some  of  the  leading 
inusical  publishers,  such  as  Cliappell  of  Bond  Street 
Cramer  of  Regent  Street,  Metzler  of  Great  Marl- 
borough Street,  Novello  of  Berners  Street,  &c. 

CoLOTOEn  Plates.— For  the  convenience  of  weekly 
subscribers  wishing  to  bind,  these  are  sold  in  packets 
at  the  close  of  ^the  vohiiue  for  about  Is.  6d.  a  packet. 
See  the  notice  in  the  last  number  for  September  in' 
every  year. 

SHETLAxn  Poxy  (Shetlaiid,  Edinburgh-).— At  any 
gi-eat  Scotch  fair.  Out  of  the  drove  from  51.  each. 
About  5s.  a  week  to  keep. 

:\roNKEY'.s  Coat  off  (Reader).-Feed  on  bread-and- 
milk,  fruit,  nuts,  &c. ;  give  a  wanii,  clean  bed  •  rub 
down  once  or  twice  a  week  with  a  weak  solution  of 
salt-and- water. 

IXFUMED Eyelids  (J.  R.-). -Depends on  thecause  •  may 
be  constitutional.  Live  well,  rake  cod-liver  oil  anil 
extract  of  malt,  and  cold  morning  tub.  Use  an  alum 
eye-wash. 

Weaxixg  Rabbits  (Anxionsl.-Begin  to  wean  at 
sixth  week.  Take  strongest  away  first,  one  by  one 
t  inish  weaning  in  a  week. 

R.iERiis  DYixG.  Fattexixr  Raerit.s  fS  D  Wl  — 
1.  Doe  did  of  milk.fever.  2.  Hutch  tliem.  Fred 
and  fatten  011  mashe>.  of  ,-ereal  food-bread,  potatoes 
oatmeal,  sea  ded  barley-meal.  &c. :  a  small  allowance 
of  green  food  and  oats  twice  a  week. 

SLOW-WOR.M  (S.y-Mr.  E.  Sumner,  Oxford  Street 
Mart™'  columns  of  "Exchange  and 

^  witTf '"'.""'•/.'"'r.  ^l^-  Groom  once  a  day 

With  a  hardnsh  hair-brush.  2.  Do  not  wash  oftener 
than  once  a  fortnight.    3.  Milk  and  bread,  a  little 

Un^ii  n"  1  ^^7,'        ""^^    '^'■'y  :  big  bones  and  old 
boots  and  a  ball  as  toys. 


CHE88. 

Problem  No.  252. 

By  F.  M.  Teep. 
hi.ackT" 


l  «Ji'I>>  J  5-1-1  =  6  pieces. 

White  to  play,  and  mate  in  three  (3)  moves. 

Bebgee's  En'USPIELE. 
Sometimes  the  Q,  having  the  move,  can 
win  against  two  Ps  in  the  seventh  hue,  as 
Kling  and  Horwitz  proved  by  the  following 
positions : 

White,  K  at  Q  Kt  8  ;  Q  at  K  B  8.  Black 
K  at  Q  K  8 ;  Ps  at  Q  Kt  7  and  K  B  7. 

White,  K  at  Q  8 ;  Q  at  .K  B  8.  Black,  K 
at  Q  8 ;  Ps  at  Q  7  and  K  B  7. 

White,  K  at  Q  Kt  sq. ;  Q  at  K  E  2.  Black, 
K  at  K  G  ;  Ps  at  Q  7  and  K  7. 

Drawn  posllions  by  the  same  authors  are: 

White,  K  at  Q  Kt  8 ;  Q  at  K  B  8.  Black, 
K  at  Q  B  8 ;  Ps  at  Q  Kt  7  and  K  B  7. 

White,  K  at  K  sq. ;  Q  at  K  B  8.  Black, 
K  at  K  G ;  Ps  at  Q  R  7  and  K  B  7. 

These  authors  win  against  four  Ps,  again 
giving  the  move  to  White,  in  White,  K 
at  Q  Kt  2  ;  Q  at  Q  E  3.  Black,  K  at  K  Kt 
8  ;  Ps  at  Q  K  7,  Q  Kt  C,  Q  B  5,  and  K  Kt  7. 
Thus,  1,  Q-B  5  (ch.),  K— R  8.  2,  Q— R  5 
(ch.),  K-Kt  8.  3,  Q-R  3,  K— B  7.  4,  Q- 
R  4  (eh.),  K-B  6.  5,  Q-K  sq.,  K— Kt  4. 
6,  Q-B  2,  K-E  G.  7,  K-R  sq.,  P-B  0. 
8,  Q-K  3  (ch.),  K-  R  7.  9,  Q-K  5  (ch.), 
K-E  8.  10,  Q-E  8  (ch.),  K-Kt  8.  11,  Q 
X  P,  etc. 

Bergek's  Ko.  ISC.— White,  K  at  Q  R  sq.  ; 
Q  at  Q  R  8.  Black,  K  at  K  Kt  4  ;  Ps  at 
K  B  5,  K  Kt  5,  and  K  E  5,  is  solved  by  1, 
K— Kt  2  ;  but  White  can  easily  win  with  1, 
Q  -Q  5  (ch.),  K— B  3.  2,  Q-  K  4,  K-Kt  4. 
3,  Q-K  5  (ch.),  K  -  Kt  3.    4,  Q  x  P,  etc. 

The  elaborate  third  chapter  gives  the  much 
analysed  play  of  the  R  and  B  against  the  R 
in  19  pages,  beginning  with  Pliilidor's  position 
from  the  year  1749  :— White,  K  at  Q  6 ;  E  at 
K  B  sq. ;  B  at  Q  5.  Black,  K  at  Q  sq. ;  E  at 
K  2.  White  to  play  and  win.  1,  E— B  8 
(ch.),  E-K  sq.  2,  E-  B  7,  E-K  7.  (The 
R  must  be  forced  to  move  to  K  G  or  K  8.) 
3,  R-K  Kt  7,  E— K  8.  4,  R-Q  Kt  7,  R— 
Q  B  8.  5,  B-Kt  3,  R— B  G.  G,  B-K  6, 
R-Q  6  (ch.)  7,  B-Q  5,  R-Q  B  G.  8,  E— 
Q  7  (ch.),  K-B  sq.  9,  R— K  B  7,  K-Kt  sq. 
10,  R-Kt  7  (ch.),  K-B  sq.  11,  E-Kt  4, 
K-Q  sq.  12,  B— B  4,  K-B  sq.  13,  B  — 
K  6  (ch.),  and  mate  in  two  more  moves.  If 
the  position  he  shifted  one  square  to  the  left, 
then  the  mate  follows  in  12  moves  ;  if  to  the 
left  board  line,  then  White  wins  in  IG  moves  ; 
if  so  that  the  Ks  occupy  the  Q  Kt  file,  then 
the  play  is  so  difficult  that  Chapais,  Bilguer, 
Zytogorsky,  Kling,  Kuiper,  Eusckow,  and 
others,  have  tried  in  vain  to  lind  a  complete 
win  for  White.  Should  White  succeed  in 
getting  the  men  into  this  position  :— White, 
K  at  Q  B  7  ;  R  at  K  7  ;  B  at  Q  3.  Black, 
K  at  Q  R  2  ;  R  at  K  B  3.  Black  to  move  ; 
then  White  can  win. 
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0>j'i3'.  0^€3".  o-(a3'.      HcxvK'es  to  wV)t.-V  oi.  3*^vy  \ 
^ ofvvli  a^f^'  3i»v!,'pla  ,  vicl)  An,'  jpore.,      \/vom  vounr  >ye*>v 
olii  to   IpAsJ:  vouT-score.-    Tt^s  Bo>j's  Own. 'pA.Jjer  ol 
G-ytol,     NATtQiclj,  tijis  be^iiT^s    Anotber  vol  —  The/ 

^Ou.r  hci-^kS  vjTOfA  tS^ll  suet?  stu-Vt 
ttjikt.     Voir,  MoitTL^  ■^e  wow,oi.  tells. 

^ee     "iljvi    eve   k'r);^  v<^vv^y    best  will  hi,. 
3o  will    jprove   o-aLutl^'y  Vljesrv 

NA/lpo  givea  i-t'  oo^  beci^use  Hj^-v/'s  "s-vLeW- 
ti^'X.i^    9'^'^^   '^'^'^'^  vea-ti.  ifc,  iJAters, Meters,  Aunts_ 
aAtlc3,  coi.^sln,^  —  Oa  tb^-  sbalj-     Ol-'Me  got 

'         V-e-dwdv^i  tt, tV)ia ,  surely,  C4.vit  *" 

be  AoirJ  w(rovv_cj  to  Td  \xy  •^^^jtew^tjef'^^  /// 
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"  Tucked  him  under  her  brawny  arm." 


66  ^l)e  BoyV  Owi\  Papef. 


"  Eio  de  Janeiro  :  Sept.  1st,  1814. 
"  Dear  and  Honoured  Mother, — 

"  At  last  I  have  a  ehauce  of  writing  to 
you.  There  is  a  ship  sailing  withm  a 
week  from  this  date.  How  anxiously  you 
will  be  looking  for  a  line  from  me  ! 

"  I  think  I  may  say  that  I  have  settled 
down  to  my  new  life.  But  oh !  how 
lonely  I  did  feel  for  the  first  two  or  three 
days !  I  was  very  sea-sick.  Were  you 
ever  sea-sick,  dear  mother '?  If  not,  I 
hope  you  never  will  be.  It's  far  worse 
than  measles,  or  whooping-cough,  or  even 
scarlet-fever.  I  liked  the  measles,  because 
I  had  a  holiday,  and  all  sorts  of  nice  things 
to  eat  and  drink ;  but  when  you  are  sea- 
sick you  wish  you  were  dead,  and  you 
have  to  try  and  do  yom-  duty  all  the  same, 
and  you  don't  get  much  pity  from  any- 
body; at  least,  I  didn't.  Nobody  was 
kind  to  me  except  Jaggs,  our  steward,  and 
Buggins,  that's  the  marine  who  looks  after 
our  kit — at  least  mine  and  Johnson's,  I 
mean.  I'll  tell  you  more  about  him  by- 
and-by.  All  the  fellows  in  the  berth 
laughed  at  me,  and  tried  to  get  me  to 
drink  salt  water ;  but  it's  all  over  now, 
I'm  thankful  to  say. 

"  I  have  so  much  to  teU  that  I  don't 
know  where  to  begin ;  but  I  suppose  I 
had  better  try  to  describe  the  Diadem. 
She  is  a  frigate,  not  so  large  as  a  first-rate 
line-of-battle  ship,  but  still  a  very  fair- 
sized,  handsome  vessel ;  and  we  are  very 
-proud  of  her,  I  can  tell  you. 

"  I  think  I  had  better  begin  with  the 
lower  deck;  that's  where  the  steerage  ia, 
where  we  sleep,  and  where  we  bathe  in 
the  morning ;  at  least,  where  we  strip,  and 
get  piunped  upon  by  the  ship's  hose,  which 
is  better  than  any  bath.  This  deck  is  very 
low  and  very  dark,  and  any  one  in  the 
least  inclined  to  be  taU  has  to  creep  along 
in  a  stooping  posture,  which  is  very  mi- 
comfortable.  Did  you  ever  sleep  in  a 
hammock,  dear  mother  ?  just  a  strip  of 
canvas  slung  up  to  the  deck  above  by 
ropes.  I  wasn't  at  aU  happy  the  first 
night ;  in  the  first  place,  I  couldn't  get 
into  bed  for  at  least  half  an  horn-,  partly 
because  I  coulchi't  see,  and  partly  because 
I  didn't  know  how  to  do  it.  Then,  just 
as  I  was  gettmg  to  sleep,  some  one  came, 
Boobyer,  I  think,  and  undid  the  strings, 
and  dovra  it  all  came  with  a  rush,  and  I 
with  it.  I  wasn't  much  hurt,  but  I  didn't 
reUsh  standing  about  in  the  cold  for  no 
one  knows  how  long,  with  nothing  on  but 
a  night-shirt,  feeling  awfully  sea-sick,  and 
hearing  aU  the  fellows  laughing  at  me. 
However,  presently  an  old  quarter-master 
came  along,  and  he  showed  me  how  to 
manage  matters  in  a  twinkling ;  and  when 
I  had  had  a  good  sleep,  and  got  out  after 
it  into  the  fresh  air,  I  felt  very  much 
better.  I've  thrashed  Boobyer  since,  but 
we're  very  good  friends  all  the  same. 
Above  the  lower  deck  comes  the  main 
deck,  where  our  berth  is.  It  is  rather  a 
large  room,  but  as  there  are  so  many  of 
xis,  it's  all  we  can  do  to  i)ackinto  it.  Here 
we  have  our  meals,  salt  beef  one  day,  salt 
pork  the  next,  pea  soup  twice  a  week,  and 
twice  a  week  very  solid  pliuu  pudding, 
which  we  call  spotted  donkey,  because  of 
the  scanty  allowance  of  raisins  and  the 
extreme  toughness  of  the  article  itself.  I 
used  to  like  salt  beef  at  home,  but  then 
there  were  turnips  and  carrots,  which  we 
never  see  except  when  we're  in  harboxir. 
I  thought  I  should  lose  aU  my  teeth  over 


the  salt  jimk  here ;  it's  so  hard,  in  fact, 
that  Mr.  Sheepwash,  the  gunner,  has  got 
a  piece  polished  and  made  into  a  snuff- 
box (I  rather  think  that  the  worthy  gmmer 
was  quietly  taking  a  rise  out  of  me) ;  but 
I  can  manage  my  portion  now  with  any- 
body. I  couldn't  help  wishing,  at  first, 
that  people  wouldn't  be  so  fond  of  fiUing 
up  the  keyhole  of  my  locker  or  my  chest 
with  putty.  I  never  iised  to  find  it  out 
until  I  wanted  somethmg  in  a  hurry,  and 
it's  still  more  awkward  when  you're  sent 
for  at  the  time,  and  you're  expected  to 
double  up  on  deck  mighty  sharp. 

"  The  master,  Mr.  Clew,  teaches  us 
navigation  in  the  mornings.  It's  great 
fun,  but  I  must  say  I  should  like  to  learn 
something,  and  at  present  I  don't  qviite 
see  how  I  am  to.  The  fellows  lead  poor 
old  Clew  an  awful  life ;  he  can't  manage 
them  at  all.  Fitzgerald,  that's  our  senior 
mid,  always  has  an  idea  that  the  black- 
board wants  paintmg,  and  he  frequently 
contrives  to  get  this  done  just  as  we  are 
going  to  school,  so  that  it  can't  be  used. 
Clew  has  taken  it  into  his  own  cabm  for 
the  last  few  days,  so  now  the  chalk  is  never 
forthcoming.  We  always  argue  everything, 
a,nd  insist  on  having  everj'thing  explained 
to  us  about  a  dozen  times,  of'course  with 
the  laudable  object  of  passing  the  time ; 
but  when  the  subject  is  more  than  usually 
unmteresting,  we  always  try  and  draw  Clew 
out  by  asking  hun  how  many  horses  he 
kept  at  Cambridge  ?  It  seems  he  was  in- 
tended to  be  a  parson,  and  so  he  spent  a 
year  at  the  University.  He  is  never  tii'ed 
of  talking  of  it ;  and  he  must  be  very  ill- 
tempered  indeed  if  we  cannot  draw  him 
in  that  quarter.  You  will  think  we  are 
very  bad  boys,  dear  mother,  but  I  don't 
think  you  would  relish  going  to  school  on 
a  very  hot  sub-tropical  afternoon,  after 
you  had  been  hard  at  work  on  your  legs 
from  sis  in  the  morning,  or  up  half  the 
night  on  watch.  Clew's  very  good  to  me, 
however,  and  always  ready  to  give  me  a 
private  lesson  in  his  own  cabin.  Such  a 
queer  place  it  is  !  He  washes  his  ovm  linen 
in  his  washhand-basin,  and  hangs  it  out 
to  dry  on  lines  stretched  from  bulkhead  to 
bulkhead.  He  always  looks  very  stout, 
but  I  have  foimd  out  that  it  is  half  made 
up  of  roUs  of  tiaimel,  in  which  he  is  per- 
petually enswathed.  In  the  evening  after 
dinner  he  always  calls  for  a  huge  tmnbler, 
and  then  settles  down  to  a  game  of  some 
sort  with  three  dvunmies.  But  in  spite  of 
his  eccentricities  every  one  is  very  fond  of 
him,  and  if  I  were  in  a  mess  I  scarcely 
know  any  one  to  whom  I  would  sooner 
apply  for  help. 

"  But  I  was  describing  the  ship,  wasn't 
I  ?  Well,  next  there's  the  upper-deck,  in 
the  stern  of  which  the  senior  officers  live. 
I  wonder  if  I  shall  ever  get  there.  Last 
of  all  comes  the  quarter-deck  with  the 
poop,  rmder  which  the  captain  hves,  the 
most  sacred  spot  in  the  ship ;  I  haven't 
been  in  there  even  once  yet.  All  these 
decks  are  bristling  with  gims,  and  between 
the  guns  are  the  men's  messes ;  you  should 
just  see  how  bright  and  clean  they  keep 
their  tables  and  all  their  gear. 

"I  shall  never  forget  the  first  day  I 
went  over  the  masthead.  It  seemed 
awful ;  the  deck  seemed  so  far  away,  and 
the  ship  vsrriggled  about  so,  and  the  wind 
whistled  so  harshly  among  the  ropes  and 
spars.  There  was  a  considerable  sea  run- 
ning, and  we  had  to  hold  on,  as  they  say, 
with  oiu-  eyelids.     But  somehow  when 


one  has  to  do  a  thing  one  does  it,  and  I 
don't  mind  going  up  to  the  truck  now. 

"  In  the  evening,  just  before  dark,  we 
are  sometimes  allowed  to  skylark,  as  we 
call  it,  on  the  quarter-deck.  One  of  oin 
games  is  called  '  Walk,  my  lady,  walk.' 
It's  good  fun,  I  tell  you.  We  all  twist 
our  handkerchiefs  into  tight  coils,  each 
with  a  hard  knot  in  the  middle  ;  then  we 
blindfold  one  fellow,  and  he  stands  on  the 
deck,  with  bis  legs  far  apart,  while  we 
stand  at  a  little  distance  fi-om  him  and 
throw  the  knotted  handkerchiefs  along 
the  deck  between  them.  Then  some  one 
says,  '  Walk,  my  lady,  walk.'  Then  the 
feUow  that's  blindfolded  has  to  walk,  and 
of  course  it  isn't  very  long  before  he 
touches  somebody's  handkerchief.  That 
somebody  has  to  rim  as  hard  as  he  can 
pelt  round  the  mainmast  and  back  again, 
followed  by  all  the  fellows  laj'ing  mto 
him  as  hard  as  thej^  can,  and  then  he 
takes  his  place  at  being  blindfolded.  It's 
a  rough  game ;  but  there's  lots  of  fun  in 
it,  and  lots  of  exercise,  which  is  what  we 
want.  Buggins,  our  marine,  is  a  capital 
old  fellow.  He  does  any  imaginable  thing 
for  us,  washes  oiu-  clothes,  sews  on  our 
buttons,  cuts  our  hair,  &c.,  &c.  I  am  con- 
fident I  should  often  be  in  trouble  if  it 
weren't  for  his  thoughtfulness.  He's  up 
to  aU  sorts  of  useful  little  tricks  and  dodges 
which  no  one  but  a  seaman  or  marine 
would  ever  think  of  I  wish  you  could 
see  our  men  in  their  messes  ;  you'd  think 
that  they'd  never  settle  down  in  so  small 
a  space  ;  but  they  do,  and  they  seem  to 
enjoy  life  very  miich  indeed.  Thej'  seem 
to  have  had  a  diflerence  about  the  cocoa 
and  sugar  in  Buggins's  mess,  for  I  notice 
they  always  mix  it  all  together  most  care- 
fully. It  seems,  by  the  time  it  takes,  to 
be  a  most  elaborate  process  ;  but  the  result 
is  that  all  are  served  alike,  and  therefore 
none  can  reasonably  complain,  and  I  think 
it's  a  very  good  plan. 

"  I  often  hear  the  men  singmg  on  the 
forecastle  in  the  evenings.  You  would 
think  they  would  alwaj's  sing  very  fimny 
songs ;  but  no,  they're  generally  quite  the 
reverse,  quite  sad  and  mom'nful  very 
often ;  and  they  sing  them  in  a  very  tender 
way  with  a  great  deal  of  feeling.  I3ut  you 
should  see  them  dance ;  you  would  roar 
with  laughing.  One  fellow  plays  a  merry 
tune  on  the  fiddle,  and  then  two  or  tln-ee 
others  begui  to  dance,  at  first  slowly  and 
then  faster  and  faster,  with  a  gi'eat  deal  of 
stamping  and  slappmg  of  thighs,  their  feet 
twinkling,  and  then-  eyes  flashing  with 
fun.  Harry  Mather,  om-  yeoman  of  sig- 
nals, is  going  to  teach  me  a  hornpipe ; 
I'm  afraid  I  shall  never  leai'u ;  it's  so  in- 
tricate, and  there's  such  a  lot  to  remember. 

"  And  now,  mother  dear,  I'm  quite  sm-e 
you'll  be  wanting  to  hear  how  we  spend 
our  time  on  Smidays. 

"  To  tell  you  the  truth  it's  very  hard  to 
lead  a  good  life  on  board  ship ;  one  hears 
so  much  bad  language  that  it  seems  to 
be  always  ready  to  hand  when  anything 
goes  wrong,  and  so  it's  very  difficult  to 
keep  fi'om  that  as  weU  as  fi-om  other  bad 
habits.  And  then  people  here  seem  to 
have  such  strange  ideas  of  rehgion.  A 
good  many  people  seem  to  look  on  it  just 
in  the  same  way  as  thej-  regard  theh  other 
duties,  as  a  mere  matter  of  service,  a  thmg 
to  be  put  on  or  off  hke  a  full-dress  suit. 
There  are  others  again  who  do  really  care 
\evy  much  for  it,  I  believe ;  but  they  have 
got  a  cmious  idea  that  it's  impossible  to 


carry  it  out  while  they  are  serving,  so 
they  put  it  off  till  they  retire.  But  I  can't 
help  thinking  that  if  our  religion's  worth 
anything  at  all,  it  ought  to  be  strong 
enough  to  meet  any  kind  of  circumstances, 
so  long  as  they're  right  and  honourable. 
The  great  crux  with  some  fellows  is,  that 
we  are  driven  to  clnu'cli  like  so  many 
sheep,  whether  we  like  it  or  no  ;  and,  in- 
deed, I  often  think  it  might  be  far  better 
the  naval  parson  had  to  win  for  himself 
a  willing  congregation,  like  his  brother  on 
shore.  And  yet  perhaps  many  a  poor 
feUow  may  have  been  led,  without  know- 
ing it,  to  better  things,  by  his  compulsory 
attendance  at  church.  Some  striking  lesson, 
or  some  earnest  sermon,  may  have  awak- 
ened hun. 

"  We  have  verj-  heartj'  singing  to  the 
accompaniment  of  a  fiddle  and  a  flute,  and 
the  chaplain  just  talks  to  the  men  for 
about  a  quarter  of  an  hom'.  But  in  the 
evening,  at  the  voluntary  service,  if  the 
ship's  going  on  quietly,  and  there's  no 
danger  of  a  shift  of  wind,  they'U  listen  to 
him  for  much  longer ;  I  like  this  service 
much  the  best. 

"  The  chaplain  took  me  into  his  cabin 
the  other  day ;  I  thought  he  was  going 
to  give  me  a  lectiu'e,  and  that  I  was  in  for 
it. 

"  '  Freeborn,'  he  said,  '  j'ou  used  a  very 
curious  expression  the  other  day  ;  did  you  I 
reaUj'  mean  that  you  wished  the  Almighty 
to  consign  the  signahnan  to  perdition  ?  ' 

'■ '  Of  course  not,  sir,'  said  I,  quite  hor- 
rified at  the  idea  ;  '  of  course  not ! ' 

"  Then  he  showed  me  the  grammar  of 
the  thing,  and  how  the  fiUl  expression 
could  be  couched  in  those  awful  terms. 

"  '  Of  coiu-se  you  didn't  mean  it,'  he  said; 
'  but  why  use  so  dreadful  an  expression, 
neither  wise,  manly,  nor  Christian  ?  ' 

"  He  spoke  in  such  a  kind  way  that  I 
couldn't  have  been  angry  with  him  if  I 
had  tried.  He  talked  to  me  something 
like  you  would  have  done,  mother,  only  it 
wasn't  half  so  nice.  How  I  wish  I  could 
get  half  an  hour's  chat  with  you  now  ! 

"  We  had  a  close  shave  the  other  daj'. 
We  fell  in  with  three  iVmerican  frigates, 
on  the  look-out,  I  suppose,  for  our  mer- 
chant shipping.  Although  there  seemed 
to  be  every  chance  of  our  either  going  to 
the  bottom  or  being  made  prisoners  of 
war,  we  cleared  for  action,  and  waited  to 
see  if  they  would  come  up  with  us.  It 
seemed  very  strange  and  awful  to  see  the 


gims'  crews  stripped  to  the  waist  and 
standing  ready  for  action,  even  against 
such  fearful  odds.  I  was  captain's  mes- 
senger on  the  poop ;  the  enemy  came  so 
near  that  I  saw  a  white  puff  of  smoke 
leave  the  side  of  the  nearest  American, 
and  the  next  moment  the  shot  struck  the 
water  on  oiu-  starboard  beam,  and  then 
rebounding  sank  at  the  distance  of  a  few 
feet  only  from  the  sliip.  But  before  we 
got  actually  within  range  of  each  other 
the  wind  suddenly  shifted,  and  we  never 
came  any  nearer  to  each  other  all  day ; 
the  next  morning  they  were  nowhere  to 
be  seen.  So  I  have  had  my  first  speU  of 
actital  service  before  the  enemy  ;  but  I 
can't  help  wishing  I  had  been  born  just  a 
few  years  earlier,  so  that  I  could  have 
gone  to  sea  with  Nelson  or  Collingwood. 
Those  grand  times  have  passed  away,  I 
fear.  And  now  we  learn  that  there's  every 
prospect  of  peace  between  ourselves  and 
the  United  States. 

"  I  get  ashore  here  about  twice  a  week. 
As  you  know,  Rio  harbour  is  one  of  the 
finest  in  the  world.  I  wish  you  could  see 
the  Sim  rising  and  setting  upon  the  moun- 
tains here. 

"  We  are  continually  beset,  both  on 
board  and  on  shore,  by  crowds  of  pedlars, 
black  and  white,  offering  aU  manner  of 
tempting  fruit  and  native  wares,  particu- 
larly flowers  made  very  cleverly  out  of  the 
feathers  of  humming-birds.  I  have  pro- 
cured some  of  these  for  j'ou. 

"  I  wish  you  could  have  seen  Boobyer 
the  other  daj'.  There  is  a  very  stout 
negress,  about  five  feet  eleven  in  height, 
and  broad  in  proportion,  who  comes  on 
board  for  our  washing.  It  seems  she  had 
kept  back  some  of  Boobyer's  things,  in 
consequence  of  which  he  not  imnaturaUy 
refused  to  pay  her.  She  stared  at  him 
with  her  great  goggle  eyes,  and  repeated 
her  demand,  which  was  again  refused. 

"  '  You  no  pay  my  vash  ?  '  cried  she. 

"  '  No  ;  '  said  he,  coolly.  '  You  just  go 
ashore  and  bring  off  the  rest  of  my  things ; 
I'm  not  going  to  give  you  a  penny  till  you 
bring  back  every  piece.' 

"  '  Now,massa,'  said  she,  sternly,  clench- 
ing her  glistening  white  teeth,  '  you  pay 
my  vash  !  ' 

"  A  fm'ther  refusal  so  exasperated  the 
lady  that  she  thereupon  exclaimed  : 

"  '  You  no  pay  my  vash  ?  you  no  pay 
my  vash  ?  Then  you  jes  see  what  I  do. 
I  take  you  to  de  captain  dis  minit !  ' 


"  And,  suiting  the  action  to  the  word, 
she  picked  up  Boobyer  in  a  trice,  tucked 
him  luider  her  brawny  arm,  and,  amid 
roars  of  laughter  fr-om  the  whole  deck, 
proceeded  to  carry  out  her  intention.  She 
had  not  gone  many  paces  before  the 
struggling  captive  was  only  too  glad  to 
cry  peceavi,  and  come  to  terms  of  uncon- 
ditional siu-render.  We  always  chaff  him 
unmercifully  now  about  his  ebony  sweet- 
heart. 

"  But  we  have  just  got  word  that  they 
are  makmg  up  the  mail.  Oh  !  whenever 
shall  I  be  able  to  write  agam  ?  Om-  orders 
are  not  to  touch  anywhere  tiU  we  reach 
Port  Jackson.  We  shall  be  at  sea  two  or 
three  months  at  least.  Wlien  we  drop  our 
anchor  agam  it  will  be  nearly  Christmas  ! 
It  will  seem  strairge,  won't  it,  then '?  You 
wiU  be  wondering  at  the  shortness  of  the 
days.  On  Christmas  Eve  you  wiU  draw 
the  curtains  close  to  shut  out  the  sound  of 
the  wind ;  you  will  light  yoiu-  lamp  and 
draw  yoitr  chair  to  the  fire,  and  get  out 
the  large  Bible.  Outside  in  the  lanes  it 
will  be  very  dark,  and  there  wiU  only  be 
a  very  few  people  about,  moving  with  dim 
lanterns  here  and  there;  but  up  in  the 
church  tower  Ezra  and  his  boys,  Adam 
and  Joe,  and  Tom  Bobbins,  are  sm-e  to  be 
hard  at  work  ringing  the  bells.  How 
different  it  will  be  with  us !  Christmas- 
time in  midsummer,  without  a  scrap  of 
holly  or  mistletoe,  among  summer  flowers 
and  mider  a  broiling  sim.  But  perhaps  I 
shall  have  a  letter  fi'om  you,  and  that  will 
make  up  for  a  good  deal.  And  very  soon 
after  we  shall  be  on  om-  way  home,  and 
we  shall  arrive  in  simimer,  perhaps  in  time 
for  haymaking.  Oh,  mother !  I  never 
knew  what  home  was  until  now !  Give 
my  love  to  Ezra  and  the  boys,  and  my 
respects  to  Mr.  JoUife  when  you  are 
writmg. 

"  Believe  me, 
"  Always  your  loving  and  obedient  son, 
"  Geoege  Freeborn. 

"  P.S. — The  whole  midshipmen's  berth 
sends  compliments  to  Ezra  and  Mrs.  Ezra, 
and  hope  that  they  will  consider  them- 
selves honorary  members  of  the  mess. 
The  Doctor  hopes  that  his  treatment  has 
cured  the  bile,  and  that  the  general  health 
has  improved." 

(To  be  continued.) 


THE  Vicar  and  Miss  Margery  came  out 
of  the  vicarage  gate  one  afternoon, 
and  walked  down  the  street  together.  She 
was  talking  gaily,  and  he  smiling  down  at 
her  in  much  content.  He  was  an  old 
bachelor,  and  greatly  appreciated  the 
society  of  his  niece.  Indeed,  when  Miss 
Margery  came  down  from  London  on  one 
of  her  frequent  visits,  the  vicarage  was 
quite  a  different  place,  and,  as  his  house- 
keeper said,  "  Nobody  'ud  take  him  for  the 
same  man  as  he  was  when  he  was  alone." 

"  You  are  a  good  child  to  come  back  so 
soon,"  said  he. 

"  Why,  Uncle  Chris,  I'm  only  too  thank- 
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fill  to  get  here.  Do  you  know,  I've  been 
indoors  so  much  lately  that  I  felt  I  was 
going  crazy.  The  atmosphere  of  elegance, 
and  mahogany  furniture,  and  rep  cm-tains, 
and  regular  meals,  is  fatal  to  my  ideas.  I 
got  to  be  such  a  worm." 
"  My  dear  !  " 

"  Yes,  Uncle  Chris,  '  worm  '  is  the  exact 
word.  I  didn't  know  what  to  do.  I 
didn't  want  to  work,  nor  eat,  nor  smi^e,  nor 
read,  nor — nothing.  I  came  to  abhor  my 
kind.  I  felt  I  was  sinking  into  the  sere 
and  yellow  leaf." 

Here  Uncle  Chris  looked  and  laughed 
at  her  rosy  face. 


"  It's  no  matter  for  mirth,  sir,"  she  re- 
sponded severely. 

"  No,  my  dear,  certainty  not ;  it  was  a 
very  serious  state  of  things." 

"  And  I  looked  in  the  glass  for  crows'- 
feet,  and  dreamed  that  my  hair  was  turn- 
ing grey." 

"  It's  very  rough,"  murmured  the  Vicar, 
but  he  probably  meant  the  road. 

"  At  last  I  felt  this  must  end,  so  I  told 
Aunt  Isabel  that  I  felt  I  ought  not  to 
leave  yoit  alone  any  longer." 

"  Very  considerate,  I'm  sure." 

"  Yes,  wasn't  it '?  And  she  gave  me  such 
a  lectiu:'e." 


"  Oh  !    What  did  she  say  ?  " 

"  She  told  me  I  had  most  peculiar 
tastes,  and  it  did  not  do  for  girls  to  be 
peculiar,  and  that  it  was  so  very  queer  of 
me  not  to  like  stifling,  fashionable '  crushes,' 
nor  going  to  picnics  in  elegant  costumes 
and  gummy  kid  gloves,  and  chattering 
inanities  to  curates  at  tennis  ;  and  I  heard 
her  telling  Miss  Greyson — the  girls'  gover- 
ness, you  know — that  she  quite  feared  no 
young  man  would  ever  think  of  proposing 
to  me." 

"  I  should  hope  not,  indeed  !  "  said  the 
Vicar,  with  most  unclerical  vigour.  "  Bless 
you,  my  darling — but  you  are  a  naughty 
girl,  and  you  should  iry  and  please  your 
Aimt  Isabel  when  you  go  and  visit  her." 

"  So  I  did,  as  long  as  human  endurance 


young  man,  and  listened  with  much 
benignity  to  his  spirited  accomrt  of  the 
parish  meeting  lately  called  to  inquire  into 
the  drainage  of  the  village. 

"  The  squire  said,  '  Take  it  down  Wood's 
meadow,'  but  the  majority  voted  for  a  new 
drain  altogether.  And  so  they  will  cut 
one,  I  suppose,  and  carry  the  drainage  into 
the  brook." 

"  My  brook  !  "  ejaculated  Margery,  in 
horror ;  "  what  has  my  poor  little  mnocent 
brook  done  to  be  so  treated?  " 

"  I  did  my  humble  best  to  deliver  it,  but 
I  was  sat  on.  '  Ye  see.  Muster  Lancefield, 
you're  no  doubt  the  best  judge  o'  physic, 
and  so  as  that ' — says  old  Stubbs — '  but 
I  reckon  we  knows  best  about  draining.' 
So  into  the  brook  it  has  to  so.    It  won't 


"  That  old  hog  again  ! ' 


lasted,  and  when  it  wouldn't  last  any 
longer  I  got  you  to  send  for  me,  which 
you  did,  like  the  dear  charming  old  uncle 
you  are.  There  now,  you  are  laughing 
at  me.  You  are  very  ungrateful,  when  I 
have  come  all  the  way  from  London  to 
see  you  and  try  to  cheer  you  up." 

"  Um,"  said  the  Vicar,  for  just  then 
appeared  the  affable  young  gentleman  we 
know  of. 

"  Good  aftei'noon,  sir.  How  do  you  do. 
Miss  Margery?  "  said  he,  coming  up  and 
wallcing  along  with  them.  They  strolled 
along,  chatting  of  the  weather,  and  the 
crops,  and  the  last  debate  in  Parliament — 
for  the  Vicar  was  a  strong  politician — and 
so  on. 

"  Haven't  seen  him  lately,"  thinks  the 
Vicar  ;  "but  of  course  he  tm-ns  up  now." 
Still,  he  was  very  good-humoured  to  the 


foul  your  favourite  haimt  though  ;  it  will 
be  lower  dovra  the  stream." 

"  It  oughtn't  to  foul  it  at  all ;  it's  a  hwcn- 
ing  shame.    Can't  you  stop  it,  xmcle  ?  " 

"  I  fear  not,  my  dear.  I  am  in  the 
minority  there.  I  expect  they  would  treat 
me  as  they  did  our  yoimg  friend  here," 
said  the  Vicar,  who  often  had  to  possess 
a  big  stock  of  patience  over  the  doings  of 
his  parishioners. 

"  Never  mind,"  said  the  j'oung  man, 
consolingly,  "  Old  Stubbs  is  bound  to  have 
the  gout  directly — alwaj's  has  it  twice  a 
year — and  I'm  his  doctor.  Won't  I  give 
him  some  black  draughts."  With  which 
she  was  fain  to  be  content. 

"  Do  you  know,  sir,  there's  another  row 
on  about  the  old  hog  ?  " 

"Eh,  is  there?" 

"He  can't  be  foimd  anywhere." 


"  I  do  hope  he'll  be  found,  he's  so  comic," 
said  Miss  Margery. 

"  I  haven't  heard  of  his  being  in  the 
village,"  remarked  the  Vicar,  who  did  not 
share  his  niece's  affection  for  the  hog, 
having  painful  recollections  of  that  de- 
praved animal's  sojourn  in  his  gai-den. 

"  Hasn't  been  seen  all  day ;  his  dis- 
tracted ff-iends  contemplate  dragging  the 
adjacent  ponds  and  rivers,  and  advertising 
in  the  '  Times  '  agony  column  to  the  effect 
that  if  he  will  return  all  shall  be  forgiven." 

"Dear  me,"  said  the  Vicar,  mildly, 
"I'm  going  to  see  Mr.  Pentelow  now." 

Master  Jack  turned  and  went  with 
them. 

"  You  are  not  busy  this  afternoon, 
then?  " 

"  No,  sir ;  not  very.  Seen  aU  my 
patients  early  this  morning,  and  I  wasn't 
gomg  anywhere  particidar  now." 

He  wasn't.  He  had  been  hanging  about 
that  lane  some  time,  having  seen  the  Vicar 
and  his  niece  from  afar. 

Presently  they  came  up  to  the  farm- 
j'ard  gate,  and  saw  Mr.  Pentelow  mount- 
ing his  cob  to  go  after  the  har-\-est  men. 

"  Good  afternoon,  sir.  Fine  harvest 
weather,"  called  the  Vicar,  cheerily. 

The  farmer  looked  testy  and  cross,  in 
spite  of  the  glorious  sim  and  grand  "  carry- 
ing day."  He  had  just  been  lectirring  Isaac 
pretty  sharply,  without  much  effect,  as  it 
would  seem,  and  his  brow  scarcely  cleared 
as  he  returned  the  Vicar's  salutation. 

"Do  you  know,"  said  Jack,  solemnly, 
as  the  Vicar  and  the  farmer  turned  into 
the  house  to  talk  over  some  parish  busi- 
ness, "  do  you  know  what  I  think  ?  " 

"  How  should  I  ?  "  she  said. 

"  Well,  I  think  that  old  hog  is  possessed 
of  the  evil  one." 

"  Oh,  for  shame  !  " 

"  I  do.  He  disappears  in  an  unearthly 
manner,  and  bursts  up  again  when  he  isn't 
expected.  He  is  a  terror  to  every  quiet  body. 
His  eyes  have  a  lurid  twinl^le  in  them. 
He  isa  reprobate.  Yes,  I'm  sure  that's  it." 

"Hullo,  Steve." 

Stephen  came  up. 

"  Old  hog's  gone  again  ?  " 

"Yes,  Mr.  Lancefield." 

"  \\^iere  to,  eh  ?  "  asked  Jack,  with  a 
grin. 

"  How  should  I  know,  sir,"  said  Stephen, 
innocently.  "  I  went  down  the  village  this 
morning,  but  none  of  the  old  women  had 
seen  him  lately.  If  you  should  happen  to 
come  across  him  perhaps  j-ou'll  kindly  teU 
us,"  and  he  went  off  to  the  harvesters. 

There  was  sm-ely  nothing  in  this  simple 
observation  to  cause  such  uproarious  mu"th 
on  Master  Jack's  part,  yet  after  a  little 
half- whispered  conversation  between  him 
and  Miss  j\Iargery,  she  joined  in  and 
laughed  as  heartily  as  he.  But  they 
suddenly  became  gi-ave  as  the  Vicar  and 
Mr.  Pentelow  came  out  of  the  house  and 
took  a  violent  interest  in  the  view  from 
the  farmyard  gate.  So  Jack  went  home 
with  theiu,  and  got  invited  to  dmner  by 
the  Vicar,  -w  hereby  he  had  a  very  pleasant 
evening.  For  Margery  presided  at  the 
table,  and  Jack  thought  everything  de- 
licious;  though  if  she  had  offered  him 
stewed  toads  instead  of  cabinet-pudding 
and  custard,  it  would  have  been  all  the 
same.  And  after  dinner  she  sang  her 
uncle's  favom-ite  songs  while  he  listened 
and  smoked  his  pipe  ;  and  then  she  came 
and  sat  at  the  Vicar's  knee,  and  began  to 
talk  in  her  quamt  way,  while  he  looked 
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■down  at  her  smiling,  and  stroked  her  hair 
gently.  And  the  Vicar's  mastiff  pushed  his 
nose  into  her  hand,  and  gazed  at  her  with 
slobbery  affection. 

"  How  cool  and  quiet  this  dear  old  place 
is,  after  stilling  London.  I  am  refreshed 
after  only  three  days  of  it,"  she  said  ;  "  I 
feel  as  alive  as  possible  to-night." 

"That's  well,  my  child,"  smiled  the 
Vicar. 

"  I  will  not  enter  a  nunnery,  as  I  had 
thought  of  domg." 
"  My  dear  !  " 

"  Indeed,  yes.  Uncle  Chris.  In  the  at- 
mosphere of  Wuupole  Street  my  feelings 
become  depressed,  if  not  depraved,  and 
melancholy  imaginings  assail  me.  But 
be  easy.  I  won't — no,  if  art  fails — and 
"times  are  very  bad  now  for  selling — I 
shall  turn  errandwoman." 

"  Errandwoman,  quotha  !  '  Mistress  er- 
randwoman, where  are  my  pipes  and 
tobacco  I  ordered  from  town,  and  the  new 
■coat  I  expect  ?  '  '  Alack,  sir,  I  have  forgot 
them.'  "  thus  the  Vicar,  derisive. 

But  Miss  Margery  pursued  her  reflec- 
tions, unmoved  by  his  raiUery. 

"  I  shall  have  a  blue  cart — very  shabby 
blue,  greeny  and  faded  in  parts.  And  a 
grey  ass  with  a  rusty  black  tail.  The  cart 
will  have  a  tilt  over  it  of  the  colour  of 
Hastings  fishing-smack  sails.  That  rich 
brown  red,  you  know,  my  friends.  In  fine 
weather  the  tilt  will  not  be  put  up.  The 
harness  will  be  tied  together  with  string, 
and  I  shall  beat  the  ass  with  an  ash  twig. 
I  shall  wear  a  black  silk  poke-bonnet,  a 
red  cloak,  and  an  old,  blue  stuff  gown, 
patched  neatly  here  and  there." 

"  And  why  patched,  mistress  '?  " 

"  Because  of  my  decent  poverty,  reverend 
sir ;  and  I  shall  have  a  cap  border  inside 
the  bomiet,  and  I  shall  look  very  pic- 
tiu-esque.  I  shall,  by  this  means,  turn  an 
honest  penny  when  artists  come  my  way. 
They  wiU  instantly  ask  me  to  sit  for  them, 
and  my  conversation  will  be  of  such  an 
interesting  description  that  they  will  write 
a  paper  about  me  and  put  it  in  the  '  Girl's 
Own  '  or  '  Boy's  Own  Paper.'  I  shall  vary 
my  costmne  sometimes.  I  shall  have  a 
rusty  brown  cloak,  and  a  grey  one  with  a 
large  white  apron.  I  thinli  you  would 
find  a  shilhng  well  bestowed  upon  me.  In 
harvest  time  I  shall  glean,  and  gather 
herbs  and  simples,  and  make  diet  drinks." 

"  Heaven  preserve  us !"  ejaculated  Uncle 
Chris,  with  his  face  a-twis"t. 

"  Harry  Baldwin  has  taught  me  some 
names  of  herbs  that  are  good  for  cooling 
ointments.  His  mother  is  a  wise  woman 
of  that  sort.  I  shall  have  no  megrims,  nor 
rheumatism,  nor  blues.  I  shan't  be  rubbed 
awry  by  the  affectations  of  would-be  fine 
people,  nor  sit  in  solemn  drawing-rooms, 
nor  have  to  talk  when  I  don't  want  to ; 
and  I  can  always  chastise  the  ass  when  I 
am  cross  !  I  shall  live  to  a  good  old  age, 
and  rest  peacefully  in  a  country  church- 
yard, and  the  rooks  will  caw  above  me." 

The  old  portraits  on  the  panelled  waUs 
seemed  to  smile  at  her  as  she  talked ;  the 
moon  shone  softly  through  the  open  win- 
dows. And,  in  the  silence  that  feU  upon 
them  as  she  ceased,  a  nightingale's  song 
came  from  the  garden. 

*'  Thus  let  me  live  unseen,  unknown, 
Thus,  uiilamented,  let  me  die, 
Steal  from  the  world,  and  not  a  stoue 
Tell  where  I  lie," 

quoted  the  Vicar  dreamily. 

{To  he  continued.) 


PBOBABLT  the  tongue  of  the  snake  may  have 
other  and  higher  uses  which  are  not 
understood,  like  the  antenna  of  insects.  It 
may  be  an  organ  of  touch  and  smell,  for  in- 
stance ;  snakes  seem  to  test  everything  with  it ; 
or  it  may  minister  to  some  sense  which  we  do 
not  possess.  It  is  thought  likely  that  many 
animals  have  powers  of  perception  for  which 
we  have  no  counterpart,  and  that  they,  there- 
fore, live  in  a  world  which  we  cannot  com- 
prehend. We,  of  course,  are  compelled  to 
look  at  everything  through  our  five  windows 
of  sight,  hearing,  touch,  taste,  and  smell ; 
and  although  we  can  imagine  the  possibility 
of  a  sixth  sense,  we  can  form  no  idea  of  what 
it  would  reveal.  We  are  pretty  sure  that  ants 
can  see  colours  that  are  invisible  to  us ;  and 
that  other  insects,  from  their  behaviour  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  each  other,  emit  and  hear 
sounds  too  shrill  for  our  ears  to  detect ;  while 
you  are  aware  how  creatures  can  smell  miles 
off  what  has  no  odour  for  us  close  at  hand. 

Anyhow,  there  isn't  much  doubt  that  the 
tongue  of  a  snake  is  a  very  important  pro- 
perty to  its  owner,  because  the  slightest  injury, 
even  to  its  tips,  commonly  results  in  the 
snake's  death.  It  is  not  split  for  its  whole 
length,  but  only  a  little  way  back  from  the 
end.  The  two  points  diverge  when  they  are 
put  out,  and  curl  upwards  as  the  tongue  is 
flickered ;  tapering  to  the  fineness  of  a  hair 
in  the  small  snakes,  with  whom  the  move- 
ment is  very  much  more  rapid  than  it  is  in 
larger  ones.  It  takes  no  part  in  the  process  of 
drinking,  nor  does  it  serve  as  a  lasso  to  catch 
anything,  like  a  toad's  does.  Some  snakes 
have  red  tongues,  and  some  black — there 
is  no  rule  about  this — but  the  red  ones  are 
usually  tipped  with  black.  I  don't  wonder 
much  that  this  sharp-pointed,  stinging-look- 
ing tongue  should  get  the  credit  of  being 
venomous  when  it  is  shot  out ;  of  course,  I 
need  not  remind  any  of  you  that  the  poison, 
when  it  exists,  is  fonned  and  stored  in  two 
glands  in  the  upper  jaw,  and  is  conveyed 
through  a  grooved  or  hollow  toot'n — the  fang 
— on  each  side  in  biting.  Some  time  ago,  a 
gentleman  connected  with  the  British  Museum 
asked  the  captain  of  a  ship  bound  for  a  very 
snaky  part  of  the  world  to  bring  him  home 
some  specimens.  The  captain  would  not 
hear  of  live  ones  on  board  his  vessel,  and  had 
no  bottles  or  spirit  to  spare  for  the  preserva- 
tion of  dead  ones  ;  but  he  promised  to  kill  as 
many  as  he  could  and  extract  their  fangs, 
which  was  what  the  collector  chiefly  wanted 
them  for.  At  the  end  of  two  years  he  re- 
turned, with  over  a  hundred  snakes'  tongues 
stuck  on  a  card-board.  He  thought  they 
were  the  fangs  ! 

I  was  lying  half-awake  on  a  low  camp-bed 
one  night  just  outside  Bangalore,  sleep  being 
ruined  by  the  horrible  little  flies  which  utterly 
spoil  that  most  charming  station  of  Southern 
India  through  three  or  four  months  out  of  the 
twelve.  At  the  edge  of  the  pillow,  between 
me  and  the  moonlight,  just  on  a  level  with 
my  face  and  a  few  inches  from  it,  was  a  dark 
triangular  object  sticking  up.  It  might  have 
been — well,  anything  almost,  and  I  took  no 
particular  notice  of  it,  until  a  black  divided 
streak  streamed  up  from  its  apex.  Then  I 
jumped,  but  before  I  could  strike  a  light  the 
snake  was  gone  ! 

Another  question  often  put  by  those  who 
look  at  snakes  in  cages  is,  "  Are  they  asleep?  " 
One  can't  possibly  tell.  They  keep  perfectly 
still  and  motionless  for  hours,  and  even  days  ; 
but  their  eyes  are  never  shut,  for  the  simple 


reason  that  they  have  nothing  to  shut  them 
with,  being  destitute  of  eyelids. 

Then  about  shedding  their  skins.  When 
they  are  awake  (by  which  I  mean  when  they 
are  not  in  their  state  of  winter  dormancy  or 
hybernation)  they  shed  much  more  frequently 
than  once  a  year ;  a  healthy  snake  casts  its 
slough,  as  it  is  called,  at  intervals  of  from  six 
weeks  to  three  months,  and  this  does  not 
appear  to  depend  upon  growth  or  feeding. 
You  notice  that  its  colours  gradually  become 
duller ;  then  it  gets  dull  in  demeanour  also, 
refuses  to  feed,  and  curls  up  in  a  comer  as 
though  ill.  A  very  remarkable  change  comes 
over  the  eye,  which,  instead  of  being  bright 
and  transparent,  is  now  opaque  and  thick 
white,  like  ground  glass.  For  about  ten  days 
or  a  fortnight  all  these  symptoms  go  on 
increasing,  until  it  is  quite  evident  that  the 
snake  is  totally  blind,  and  brilliant  markings 
and  patterns  are  often  entirely  lost,  and  the 
creature  looks  so  dingy  and  dusty,  as  well  as 
sluggish,  that  you  would  never  recognise  the 
bright,  handsome,  active  whip  or  garter-snake 
which  you  had  seen  a  week  or  two  before. 

These  changes  are  produced  by  the  gradual 
detachment  and  separation  of  the  outer  skin 
from  the  layer  underneath — of  course,  the 
snake  doesn't  shed  its  true  skin  or  hide,  but 
only  the  cuticle,  that  thin  white  membrane 
which  we  see  in  ourselves  when  we  raise  a 
blister  on  our  hands  or  have  had  a  mustard 
poultice  on.  If  you  put  a  piece  of  thin  tissue- 
paper  over  a  picture,  you  know  you  can  see 
the  colours  through  it  as  long  as  it  lies 
smooth  and  close  to  the  painting,  and  you 
hardly  perceive  the  paper  at  all.  But  lift  it 
ever  so  little  and  the  picture  disappears, 
giving  place  to  the  whiteness  of  the  paper 
itself.  This  exactly  represents  what  takes 
place  when  a  snake  sheds  its  outer  skin. 
The  eye  shares  in  the  general  opacity,  be- 
cause, having  no  eyelids,  the  outer  layer  of 
its  surface  is  cast  off  with  the  rest  of  the 
cuticle.  The  serpent's  whole  being  seems  to 
undergo  a  great  change  at  this  period  ;  snakes 
which  are  as  a  rule  tame  and  gentle  often 
grow  morose  and  snappish,  while  one  which 
is  ordinarily  savage  may  become  quiet.  All 
this  usually  causes  a  good  deal  of  anxiety 
to  those  who  keep  snakes  for  the  first  time 
and  are  not  prepared  for  it ;  and  in  point  of 
fact  the  reptile  really  is  ill,  and  in  some 
danger  at  such  a  time,  as  snakes  not  unfre- 
quently  die  during  shedding  without  showing 
a  trace  of  disease.  At  the  end  of  from  eight 
to  fourteen  days  the  snake  gets  uneasy,  and 
often  rubs  its  mouth  against  any  projecting 
corner  of  wood  or  stone ;  the  skin  splits  away 
from  the  inner  edge  of  the  lips  and  turns 
back  in  two  flaps,  one  over  the  upper  surface 
of  the  head  and  one  under  the  lower  jaw — 
the  wideness  of  the  gape  of  the  mouth  allows 
this,  as  it  extends  so  far  back.  If  you  take  a 
mufiin  and  cut  it  with  a  knife,  as  though  you 
were  going  to  divide  it  as  you  do  when  you 
butter  it,  and  stop  when  you  have  got  about 
three-quarters  through,  that  will  give  you  a 
fair  rough  idea  of  the  extent  to  which  a 
serpent's  head  is  split  by  its  mouth.  Then 
the  snake  crawls  through,  the  skin  turning 
inside  out  as  it  goes,  the  point  of  the  tail 
being  the  last  to  separate,  and  it  emerges 
glowing  brilliantly,  not  only  with  its  colour- 
markings,  but  with  that  beautiful  metallic 
glistening  or  iridescence  over  all,  has  a  good 
drink,  and  is  ready  to  feed  until  it  can  hold 
no  more. 

{To  be  continued.) 


A  CORAL  PRISON;  OR,  THE  BOY  HERMITS  OE  THE  INDIAN  OCEAN. 

A  TALE  OF  THE  MALDIVE  ISLES. 
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"  \\I  ELL,  Jake,  what  orders  ?  you're  omr 

VY  captain,  yoii  know,"  said  Bob 
Harris,  who  sat  ckitching  the  sheet  which 
held  their  tiny  sail,  while  Merritt  handled 
the  steering-oar. 

"  Keep  her  well  oiit  to  sea,"  was  the 
answer.  "  We've  got  to  stand  off  and  on 
a  bit,  for  the  wind's  against  iis — it's  the 
reg'lar  time  for  easterly  winds  just  now, 
I  reckon — but  we'll  get  along  somehow." 

In  fact  the  sail,  small  as  it  was,  and 
rudely  rigged  on  a  spar  just  big  enough 
to  carry  it,  worked  very  well  in  this  light 
breeze,  and  they  were  soon  at  a  consider- 
able distance  from  Union  Island. 

Thus  did  the  yoimg  adventurers  find 
.themselves  aiioat  a  second  time  in  mid- 
ocean,  on  a  craft  far  too  frail  for  rough 
weather,  and  with  a  stock  of  food  and 
water  which,  although  much  larger  than 
that  with  which  they  had  quitted  their 
burning  ship,  could  hardly  be  expected  to 
last  more  than  two  or  three  days. 

But,  in  spite  of  all  this,  they  showed  no 
signs  of  being  anxious  and  downcast.  The 
spirit  of  adventiure  was  working  into  their 
blood,  and  after  the  wonderful  experiences 
of  the  last  few  weeks,  they  felt  eqxwl  to 
facing  any  danger,  and  overcoming  it  too. 

"  Slack  away  a  bit !  "  shouted  Merritt, 
suddenly,  bearing  with  all  his  might  upon 
the  steering-oar.  "  Slack  away  more  yet 
— get  her  head  roiind — that'll  do — hold 
taut.  South-by-west's  the  coui'se — keep 
her  full." 

"  Why,  you're  going  to  bring  us  right 
back  again  !  "  cried  Bob,  staring.  "  Wliere 
do  you  want  to  go,  anyhow  ?  " 

"  To  that  island  south  of  Union  Islet. 
I  know  there's  one  there,  for  I've  seen  it 
on  a  clear  day  once  and  again." 

"  Vat  ?  "  cried  Karl  Hoffmann,  in 
amazement,  "  zall  ve  go  to  dem  island  ? 
Vy,  just  now  ve  hafe  ron  avay  from  him  ! 
If  ve  do  go  back,  den  come  ve  out  of  ze 
fire-pan  into  ze  fry  !  " 

"  Not  much,  I  reckon,"  said  Merritt, 
coolly.  "  Look  here,  boys — I've  been 
aboard  ship  with  these  Mohammedan  fel- 
lers, and  I  learned  all  I  could  of  their 
ways,  'cause  it  might  come  in  handy  some 
time.  Well,  they  told  me  that  although 
they  counted  a  Christian  fair  game  when 
he  was  up  and  able  to  defend  himself,  yet 
if  he  came  to  them  hungry  and  helpless, 
and  in  a  bad  fix,  they'd  be  boimd  to  help 
him,  even  if  he  was  their  worst  enemy. 
They'd  have  killed  us  on  sight  if  they'd 
caught  us  upon  that  island ;  but  if  we 
come  to  them  from  the  open  sea  as  if 
we'd  been  just  wrecked,  mid  never  let  on 
that  we've  been  on  the  island  at  all,  they'll 
be  real  good  to  us." 

A  momentary  silence  greeted  this  bril- 
liant idea,  followed  by  a  general  buzz  of 
approval. 

"  Well,  yoti're  the  boy  to  think  of  things, 
Jake,  out  and  out,"  cried  Bob  Harris. 
"  That's  our  game,  and  no  mistake  !  " 

"  But  what  if  we  mate  Shamo  ?  "  sug- 
gested O'Brien. 
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CHAPTER  IX. — OVERHAULED  BY  A  BUGGALOW. 

"  Well,  what  if  we  do  ?  He'll  never 
know  'twas  us  that  were  on  that  island, 
for  he  never  got  a  sight  of  us  fi'om  first  to 
last ;  and  we  must  take  good  care  not  to 
let  on  that  we  know  him.  He'll  just  think 
he's  been  attacked  by  savages,  or  mayhap 
by  evil  spirits.  We're  all  right,  I  reckon. 
Go  ahead." 

They  held  on  their  new  course  for  some 
time,  and  the  loom  of  land  was  already 
visible  to  the  southward,  just  where 
Merritt  had  declared  the  nearest  island 
to  be,  when  little  Louis  called  out  sud- 
denly : 

"  See,  see  !  dere  come  von  buggalow !  " 

There,  sure  enough,  a  good  way  to  the 
north-east,  but  apparently  holding  the 
same  coru-se  as  themselves,  was  one  of 
those  queer  little  craft  (familiar  to  all  who 
have  sailed  the  Indian  Ocean)  which,  with 
their  low  bows  and  high,  sqiiare  sterns, 
always  look  as  if  they  were  going  down 
by  the  head.  But,  in  spite  of  their  strange 
appearance  and  small  size — for  they  sel- 
dom, if  ever,  exceed  thirty  tons'  burden — 
these  quaint  little  cockleshells  voyage  fear- 
lessly across  the  open  seas  for  Inmdreds 
and  even  thousands  of  miles,  not  only  to 
Cejdon  and  the  Malabar  coast  of  India, 
but  even  to  Sumatra,  Borneo,  and  regions 
remoter  still. 

"  WeU,  boys,  we're  in  big  luck  to  fall  in 
with  that  craft,"  said  Merritt.  "  If  I'd 
had  a  wish  given  me,  that's  just  what  I'd 
have  chosen." 

"  Vat  mean  you,  den,  Yawcob  ?  "  asked 
Hofimann,  wonderingly,  while  his  three 
companions  looked  up  in  equal  amaze- 
ment. "  If  ve  zee  dem  not,  ve  komm  to 
ze  land  all  ze  same." 

"  Yes  !  biit  don't  you  see  what  a  differ- 
ence this  makes  ?  These  fellers  'U  bring 
us  ashore  in  their  own  boat  and  teU  the 
story  for  us  without  our  needin'  to  saj'  a 
word ;  and  I  guess  their  chums  at  home 
can't  suspect  our  havin'  been  on  the  islands 
before  when  they  hear  that  we  were  headin' 
toward  'em  when  first  sighted.  The  other 
critters  'H  tell  'em  that  we're  a  ship- 
wrecked crew,  picked  up  in  a  makeshift 
boat  on  the  open  sea ;  and  I  reckon  the 
Maldivians  'U  take  the  word  o'  their  own 
folks  where  mayhap  they  wouldn't  take 
om-s.    See  ?  " 

"  Thrue  for  yez,"  said  Mike,  admiringly. 
"  It's  an  iUigant  plan,  sure,  and  ye're  a 
broth  of  a  boy  enthirely  for  thinkin'  av  it !  " 

"  Slack  away  the  sheet  a  bit — we  must 
tack  and  veer  a  speU,  as  if  we  weren't  sure 
which  way  to  go,"  said  the  diplomatic 
Jake,  seeing  that  the  buggalow,  with  its 
huge  sail  of  matting  outspread  to  the 
freshening  wind,  was  fast  overhauling 
them.  "  Now,  then,  aU  of  ye  jmnp  up 
together,  and  when  I  give  the  word,  holler 
like  niggers.    Are  you  read.y  ?    Noiv  !  " 

The  boys  shouted  with  all  the  power  of 
their  kings,  and  the  next  moment  a  faint 
answering  hail  reached  them  fi-om  the 
buggalow,  which  slightly  altered  her 
course,  and  stood  right  for  them. 


Gold"  etc. 


"  Now,  we'll  get  quit  of  these  fixings 
right  away,"  said  Merritt,  dropping  over- 
board the  two  hatchets  which  they  had 
found  on  Union  Island,  and  the  telltale 
newspaper  containing  the  story  of  Shanio's 
escape.  "Them  axes  might  have  some 
mark  on  'em  that  these  fellers  'ud  know  ; 
and 'anyway  it's  best  to  be  on  the  safe 
side." 

Nearer  and  nearer  came  the  buggalow, 
tiU  they  could  all  see  plainly  her  sloping 
gunwale,  her  rude  pole-mast  of  palm-wood, 
her  great  fan-hke  sail  of  matting  roughly 
pieced  together,  her  cordage  of  "  coir  "  or 
twisted  grass,  tough  and  hard  as  iron  wire, 
and  her  big,  heavy  stern,  all  ablaze  with 
red,  green,  and  yellow  paint,  through 
which  its  two  square  port-holes  peered 
like  staring  eyes. 

The  dark,  lean,  blackbearded  crew,  clad 
only  in  white  turbans  and  cotton  di'awers, 
loolrcd  quite  as  oiitlandish  as  their  vessel. 
Most  of  them  had  the  dusky  skin,  small 
sharp  featmes,  and  slim,  supple  limbs  of 
Hindus  ;  but  the  two  who  appeared  to  be 
the  officers  were  taUer,  larger,  and  fairer, 
showing  marks  of  Persiair  or  Ai-ab  blood. 
All  wore  thick  beards,  while  sha%-ing  their 
heads  as  smooth  as  a  billiard  ball,  so  that 
(as  Bob  Harris  remarked  with  a  chuckle) 
"  when  they  wanted  to  be  yoimg  again, 
they'd  only  have  to  turn  their  heads  up- 
side down." 

Queer  as  they  looked,  however,  the 
Maldivians  seemed  kindly  disposed,  and 
made  friendly  signs  to  the  boys,  who, 
rough  and  ragged  as  they  vs'ere,  and  still 
thin  and  worn  from  their  late  hardships, 
had  a  thoroughly  "  castaway  "  look.  A 
rope,  flung  from  the  buggalow  as  she  ran 
alongside,  was  cleverly  caught  by  O'Brien, 
and  in  a  trice  all  five  were  safe  on  board 
of  her,  after  which  (as  Merritt  had  shrewdly 
foreseen)  the  islanders,  not  thinking  the 
ill-made  boat  worth  taking  in  tow,  cast 
her  off  and  let  her  di-ift  away,  caiTving 
with  her  the  only  evidence  which  could 
betray  oirr  heroes'  secret. 

"  Salaam  aleikoom  !  "  (peace  be  with 
you)  said  Merritt,  who  had  not  stiidied  the 
ways  of  his  Mohammedan  shipmates  for 
nothing. 

"Aleikoom  salaam!"  (with  you  be 
peace)  chorused  the  Maldivians,  evidently 
both  pleased  and  surprised  to  find  a 
"foreign  unbeliever"  so  familiar  with 
their  Mussulman  forms  of  politeness. 

But  from  that  point  the  con-\-ersation 
began  to  flag.  Merritt,  having  exhausted 
his  whole  stock  of  Arabic  in  his  first  re- 
mark, was  rather  at  a  loss  what  to  say 
next,  so  he  contented  himself  with  point- 
ing seaward,  and  repeating  several  times, 
with  great  emphasis,  the  Hindustani  word 
"Ag"  (fire),  imitatmg  with  his  hands  at 
the  same  time  the  movement  of  lapping 
flames. 

The  ]\Iohammedans  nodded,  with  a  look 
which  showed  that  they  quite  understood 
him,  and  produced  a  big  bowl  of  rice  and 
several  large  pieces  of  a  strange  yellowish 


brown  substance,  which  looked  and  smelt 
like  decayed  leather,  but  was  really  dried 
fish — a  favourite  dainty  with  the  Maldiv- 
ians.  The  boys,  too  himgry  to  be  par- 
ticular, made  a  hearty  meal,  and  then  the 
talk  began. 

Luckily  Bob  and  Louis  had  picked  up 
some  PortugTiese  in  their  previous  Lidian 
voyages,  while  Jakehadgot  a  smattering  of 
the  Malabar  dialect,  which  most  Maldav- 
ians  know  well  from  their  trade  with  that 
coast.  On  the  other  hand,  the  taller  of 
the  two  light-complexioned  men  (who 
seemed  to  be  the  captain)  knew  a  little 
English,  so  the  natives  soon  learned  all 
that  our  heroes  cared  to  tell. 

"  You  go  wid  us,  we  bring  you  to  de 
Sultan,"  said  Captain  Ismail. 

"The  Sultan  of  Twelve  Thousand 
Isles  '?  "  asked  Jake,  suddenly  recaUing 
the  native  title  of  the  Maldivian  King,  of 
whom  he  had  heard  many  strange  tales  in 
CaUcut  and  Goa. 

"  Ha  !  you  sabbee  dat  ?  "'  cried  Ismail. 
"  Sultan  good  man — glad  see  you.  Yonder 
him  island — Maleh."  * 

The  boys  looked  eagerly  towards  the 
island  (now  full  in  view),  and  recognised 
with  imspeakable  amazement  the  taU. 
spear-pointed  crag  with  the  three  pahns 
on  its  summit,  the  clustering  trees  below, 
the  thatched  huts  among  them,  the  corn- 
fields and  plantations,  and  all  the  featiu"es 
of  that  phantom  islet  which  had  vanished 
so  strangely  from  their  weary  eyes  on  the 
memorable  night  of  the  storm  ! 


CHAPTER    X. — THE      SULTAN    OF  TWELVE 
THOUSAND  ISLES. 

ON  this  occasion  the  visionary  island 
proved  solid  enough,  and  their  land- 
ing was  like  a  triumphal  procession.  So 
utterly  imvisited  are  the  Maldives,  that 
even  upon  the  principal  islet  there  were 
many  people  who  had  never  seen  a 
"  Faringi  "  before  ;  and  every  one — men, 
women,  and  children  alike — crowded  to 
stare  at  them  as  if  (in  Merritt's  words), 
"  they'd  been  Stanley  and  his  men  eomin' 
back  from  findin'  Livingstone." 

One  slim,  large-eyed  boy  of  twelve  or 
thirteen,  who  had  pressed  himself  into  the 
front  rank  of  the  crowd,  said  something 
very  eagerly  to  Captain  Ismail,  at  which 
the  latter  seemed  greatly  amused. 

"  "What  does  he  say?  "  asked  Jake,  who 
was  beside  the  captain. 

"He  want  know,"  explained  Ismail, 
"  all  white  men  small  and  no  beard,  same 
as  you  ?  " 

"  Well,  tell  him  they're  not,  can't  you  ?" 
cried  Bob  Harris,  greatly  scandalised. 
"A  nice  idea  he'U  have  of  Englishmen 
if  he  gets  that  into  his  head  !  " 

"  Well,  I  reckon  it  don't  matter  much,' 
said  Jake,  philosophically.  "  Guess  the 
existence  of  the  British  Empire  don't 
'zackly  depend  on  the  state  o'  public 
opinion  in  the  Maldive  Isles." 

"  Prisident,"  broke  in  O'Brien,  "  didn't 
ye  till  me  wanst  that  in  thim  Moham- 
medan coimthries  the  ladies  are  all  shut 
up,  and  niver  stir  out  but  wid  a  veil  over 
thir  faces  ?  Troth,  they  saim  to  be  walkin' 
about  here  for  all  the  world  like  they  do 
wid  us  at  home  !  " 

_  "  Well,  I  dare  say  they're  not  so  strict 
in  these  out-of-the-way  places,"  said  Mer- 

'  Prom  this  island  the  whole  "Maldive"  group  is 
named  Maleh-Diva  (Maleh  Isles;. 


ritt ;  "  and  they  can't  very  weU  shut  'em 
up  in  houses  that  have  no  inside  to  them. 

"  I  vondaire  vat  ze  Sultan  sail  be  like," 
cried  Louis.  "  He  saU  hafe  von  big  gold 
crown,  is  it  not  ?  and  ze  fine  diamond  aU 
ovaire  ze  clothes." 

"  Well,  I  calc'late  you  don't  s'pose 
they  manufacture  sitch  full-rigged  kings 
as  them  in  a  one-horse  place  like  this," 
answered  Jake,  disdainfully.  "  More  likely 
he'U  be  some  dried-up  old  nigger  with  a 
bald  head  and  a  grey  beard,  and  nothing 
on  but  an  eyeglass  and  a  pair  of  spiu-s,  or 
a  one-cent  stamp  and  the  rim  of  a  sauce- 
pan !  " 

The  path  that  led  upward  from  the 
landing-place  now  turned  sharply  to  the 
left  through  a  splendid  palm-grove,  and 
came  out  upon  a  long,  straggling  street  of 
native  huts  (with  the  usual  wattled  walls 
and  palm-leaf  thatch,  giving  them  the  look 
of  huge  birds' -nests),  which  the  boys  rightly 
guessed  to  be  the  Maldivian  capital. 

Here  the  crowd  was  thicker  than  ever, 
and  as  they  entered  the  "town,"  a  tiny 
child  (which  had  been  parted  fi-om  its 
mother  in  the  throng)  was  knocked  down 
close  to  their  feet. 

"  Never  mind,  chickabiddy — it's  all  right 
now  !  "  said  Bob  Harris,  picking  it  up, 
and  strokuag  caressingly  the  poor  little 
puckered  face,  which  was  just  making  it- 
self up  for  a  good  cry. 

The  baby  brightened  at  once,  and  Harris 
perched  it  on  his  shoulder,  where  it 
crowed  and  chirruped  gleefully.  But  to 
honest  Bob's  no  small  dismay,  it  seemed 
so  well  satisfied  with  its  new  friend  as  to 
be  in  no  hiu-ry  to  leave  him.  Twining  one 
wee  brown  arm  around  his  neck,  it  began 
to  tug  vigoroiisly  at  his  em-ly  hair  with  the 
other,  while  the  native  lookers-on  made 
the  nearest  approach  to  laughing  aloud  of 
which  an  Asiatic  is  capable. 

But  just  then  one  of  Ismail's  sailors, 
who  had  quitted  them  at  the  landing- 
place,  came  hastily  back,  side  by  side  with 
a  taU  man  in  a  striped  wrapper,  who  said 
a  few  words  to  Ismail. 

"  Sultan  want  make  talkee  wid  you  dis 
minute,"  explained  the  latter ;  "  we  go 
right  dere." 

The  disordered  group  was  instantly  re- 
formed, the  baby  (to  Bob's  great  relief) 
given  back  to  its  mother,  and  away  went 
the  procession  up  the  street  to  a  high 
palisade,  m  front  of  which  another  man 
in  a  striped  wrapper,  with  a  long  Hindu 
matclilock  on  his  shoulder,  was  walking 
\vp  and  down  between  two  small  iron 
guns. 

"  Ship-guns,"  said  Merritt,"  come  ashore 
from  some  wreck,  I  giiess.  They  don't 
amotmt  to  much  now,  though,  by  the  look 
of  'em.  If  anybody  touched  'em  off,  I 
reckon  they'd  be  like  the  musket  that 
killed  three  men  at  one  shot,  the  man 
that  fired  it  and  the  two  who  stood  to 
right  and  left." 

A  huge  screen  of  matting  slid  back  as 
they  approached,  admitting  them  to  a 
large  courtyard,  at  the  end  of  which  stood 
a  queer-looking  building  not  unlike  a  barn. 
On  a  mat  in  the  shade  of  its  wide  verandah, 
with  a  dish  of  rice  beside  him,  sat  a  short, 
fat,  grey-bearded  old  man,  wearing  a  little, 
saucer-shaped,  green  cap  on  his  shaven 
head,  and  roimd  his  waist  (tied  by  its 
sleeves)  something  that  had  once  been  a 
British  soldier's  red  jacket,  although  its 
colour  was  quite  hidden  now  by  grease 
and  dirt. 


Poor  Louis's  face  was  a  picture  when  he 
saw  by  the  low  salaam  of  their  attendants 
that  this  ugly  old  scarecrow  was  really  the 
"  Sultan  of  the  Twelve  Thousand  Isles  " 
himself. 

^  "  Peace  be  with  you  !  "  grunted  the 
King  as  the  boys  came  forward,  while 
their  native  companions  fell  back  respect- 
fully, all  except  Ismail,  who  was  to  act  as 
interpreter. 

"  Peace  be  with  the  Sultan  of  Twelve 
Thousand  Isles! "  rejoined  Merritt,  rightly 
judging  that  this  royal  Tom  Thumb  would 
be  pleased  to  find  a  foreigner  so  familiar 
with  his  title. 

In  fact,  a  greasy  smile  flickered  over  the 
old  man's  heavy  face  as  he  asked : 

"  Come  ye  from  the  setting  sun,  out  of 
the  land  of  Frangistan  ?  "  (Europe). 

"  Farther  than  that,"  answered  Jake  ; 
"  I  come  from  a  great  coimtry  between 
two  oceans,  bigger  than  all  Frangistan  put 
together." 

The  Sultan  looked  puzzled  (as  well  he 
might,  having  never  heard  of  America 
before),  and  asked  a  number  of  questions 
about  this  mysterious  land,  which  Merritt 
answered  as  well  as  he  coidd,  though  his 
replies,  strained  through  Ismail's  exceed- 
ingly free  translation,  made  the  old  king's 
bushy  eyebrows  bristle  with  astonislunent. 

" Bism'iUah  !  "  cried  he,  "it  is  indeed 
a  far-off  land  that  lies  beyond  Frangistan  ! 
Doubtless  it  is  one  of  those  desert  isles  of 
the  north,  where  even  the  name  of  the 
Prophet  (may  his  praise  be  exalted !)  has 
never  been  heard." 

"  Hasn't  it,  though  !  "  cried  Merritt,  who 
had  read  Washington  Irving's  'Life  of 
Mohammed  '  thrice  before  leaving  school. 
"  Wliy,  one  of  oiu"  great  hessehgous  [story- 
tellers] made  a  whole  book  about  your 
Prophet,  and  wrote  down  everything  he 
ever  said  or  did  !  " 

"  What  ?  "  exclaimed  the  Sultan,  staring, 
"a  kafir  [unbehever]  write  the  acts  of 
the  Prophet  ?  " 

"  Every  one  of 'em,"  replied  Jake,  confi- 
dently ;  "  how  he  ran  away  from  Mecca 
to  Medina,  and  how  he  came  back  and 
took  Mecca  afterwards,  and  how  he  went 
up  to  heaven  on  a  flying  horse,  and  how 
he  fought  with  Greeks  and  Jews  and  all 
sorts  of  fellows,  and  how  they  poisoned 
him  at  last  with  a  leg  of  mutton — it's  all 
there  !  " 

Ismail  listened  in  open-mouthed  amaze- 
ment, and  the  old  king's  eyes  seemed  to 
be  starting  out  of  his  head. 

'  Mash'  AUah  !  "  (praise  to  God)  said 
he  ;  "  even  the  uttermost  isles  of  the  sea 
have  heard  the  deeds  of  the  Prophet ! 
Well  hast  thou  spoken,  O  Faringhi,  and 
the  mouth  that  speaks  well  should  be 
filled." 

So  saying,  he  sqiieezed  some  of  his  rice 
into  a  ball,  and  crammed  it  into  Jake's 
mouth  with  fingers  which  looked  as  if  they 
had  not  been  washed  for  a  month.  Merritt, 
however,  knew  better  than  to  reftise  such 
a  compliment,  which  all  the  others  (though 
very  unwillingly)  endured  in  their  tiurn. 
Then  the  king  said  a  few  words  to  Ismail 
in  an  undertone,  and  waved  his  hand  to 
show  that  the  interview  was  at  an  end. 

The  consequences  of  the  Sultan's  favour 
were  soon  apparent.  Our  heroes  were 
promptly  siipplied  with  everything  which 
they  required  in  the  way  of  food  or  house- 
hold utensils,  and  established  in  a  house 
a  little  way  from  the  town,  which  had  just 
been  left  vacant  by  the  banishment  of  a 
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troublesome  chief  to  one  of  the  southern 
islands,  the  Siberia  of  the  Maldive  group. 

"  We'll  call  it  the  White  House,  bein' 
where  the  President  lives,"  cried  Bob,  as 
they  sat  at  breakfast  in  the  shade  of  the 
ample  porch  the  morning  after  their  inter- 
view with  the  King. 

'■  Much  obliged,  su'ree ;   you're  awful 


laughed  Louis,  pointing  upward  to  the 
grim  spear-like  pinnacle  of  black  rock 
(evidently  the  result  of  some  volcanic  up- 
heaval ages  ago)  which  had  been  the  first 
point  of  the  island  visible  from  the  sea, 
and  close  to  the  foot  of  which  they  were 
now  established. 

"  No,  I'll  tell  you  what !  "  cried  Merritt, 


and  we  can  just  make  ourselves  snug  here 
till  the  westerly  winds  set  in,  and  then 
get  these  fellows  to  run  us  across  to  India 
in  one  of  their  trading  boats." 

Poor  Bob  !  He  quickly  discovered  that 
he  was  exulting  too  soon.  The  words 
were  hardly  spoljen  when  a  man  was  seen 
coming  slowly  up  the  path  leading  from 


A  tiny  child  was  knocked  down  close  to  their  feet." 


polite,"  said  Jake,  bowing ;  "  and  it  is  a 
white  house,  sure  enough,  for  it's  'most 
aU  coral.  I  s'pose  that's  the  Maldivian 
idea  of  a  brown  stone  front.  WeU,  it  was 
real  nice  of  that  chief  to  get  himself 
banished  just  in  time  to  make  room  for 
us." 

"  And  dis  zaU  be  ze  Black  House  !  " 


"  We'U  call  it  '  Moimt  Grant.'  Mayhap 
the  old  Giueral  'U  stiU  be  ahve  when  we 
git  back,  and  I  calc'late  it  'U  kinder  please 
him  to  know  that  somebodj^'s  thought  of 
him  out  here  in  the  middle  of  the  sea." 

"  Eight  you  are,"  said  Bob,  heartily. 
"  WeU,  it's  all  gone  ofl'  grandly,  and  no 
mistake.     Everybody's  friends  with  us. 


the  town,  whose  appearance  struck  Harris 
and  Merritt  as  being  somehov/  famihar  to 
them.  And  well  it  might  be  ;  for  the  next 
glance  showed  them,  too  plamly  to  be 
mistaken,  the  tall,  gaimt  figui-e  and  wolfish 
eyes  of  Shamo  ! 

{To  be  continued). 
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POMPHOLUGOPAPHLASMA !  There's  a  word 
for  you,  boj's,  and  no  mistake  !  I 
don't  believe  you  ever  heard  of  it  before, 
and  you  certainly  will  not  find  it  in  any 
English  Dictionary.  But  just  get  hold  of 
the  Greek  Lexicon  and  see  how  grand  it 
looks  in  aU  its  native  war-paint !  Ay,  it 
is  a  grand  word !  I  feel  inclined  to  take 
off  my  hat  and  make  a  low  salaam,  and 
then  shake  hands  with  that  word,  every 
time  I  meet  it,  which  happens  very  often, 
for  the  Greek  Lexicon  is  a  familiar  ac- 
quaintance, and  in  my  own  particular  copy 
that  word  is  decorated  in  a  manner  that 
arrests  the  eye.  So  that  whenever  my 
researches  lie  in  the  region  of  P,  I  come 
across  that  word  and  greet  it  at  least  with 
a  pleasant  smile,  for  it  is  as  noble  a  mouth- 
ful of  Greek  as  ever  was  uttered !  Its 
foster-father  was  named  Aristophanes,  and 
his  fame  deserves  to  be  immortal  for 
adopting  it,  if  for  no  other  reason. 

I  am  surprised  that  I  have  never  met 
with  that  word  in  any  English  book.  Some 
writers  are  fond  enough  of  airing  a  little 
Greek  now  and  then  ;  but  not  one  seems  to 
have  selected  my  friend  and  trotted  him 
out.  AU  the  better  ;  novelty  is  charming. 
My  object  will  be  to  introduce  the  word  to 
pubhc  notice.  And  what  better  opportu- 
nity could  be  found  than  to  talk  a  little 
about  it  in  the  B.  O.  P. '?  I  believe  girls 
read  this  magazine  quite  as  much  as  boj-s 
do  ;  judging  from  personal  experience  I  am 
convinced  they  do.  Old  boys,  as  weU  as 
young  boys,  read  it ;  why  not  old  girls  as 
well  as  young  girls  ?  Nothing  invidious 
is  intended  in  this  last  remark  ;  no  girl  is 
old  so  long  as  she  is  young.  But,  at  any 
rate,  if  boys  old  and  young,  and  girls  old 
and  young,  do  very  generally  read  this 
paper,  no  better  occasion  could  be  found 
for  bowing  my  majestic  friend  into  the 
room.  Majestic,  do  I  call  him  ?  I  should 
think  so  !  He  belongs  to  a  princely  caste. 
He  stands  forward  in  a  class  of  words 
which,  to  my  mind,  have  as  good  claim  to 
that  epithet  as  any  others.  And  I  thuxk 
my  friend  ought  to  come  at  the  very  head 
of  the  class — top  boy.  I  don't  beheve  you 
will  find  another  to  beat  him  in  any  lan- 
guage mider  the  sun.  There  is  a  noble 
little  specimen  in  the  Hebrew  tongue,  and 
I  daresay  there  are  others  ;  unfortimately 
my  acquaintance  with  Hebrew  is  so  limited 
that  I  cannot  pronounce  an  opinion  on  that 
question.  But  the  little  nobleman  to  whom 
I  allude  is  as  short  as  his  Greek  relation 
is  tail.  It  is — to-hom,  Hebrew  for  "the 
deep."  Pronounce  it  properly,  please  ;  the 
first  syllable  short,  as  in  "  top,"  with  the 
final  "p"  omitted;  and  the  last  syllable 
long,  as  in  "  Home,  sweet  home  "— dwell- 
ing upon  the  vowel  as  long  as  your  breath 
will  hold  out.  It  will  give  you  the  idea  of 
sinking  down  into  deepest  depths,  deeper 
and  deeper  stUl. 

WeU  now,  this  class  of  words  is  labeUed 
by  a  fairly  long  title — to  wit,  onomato- 
poeic ;  and,  as  you  probably  know,  that 
means  making  the  very  name  you  wish  to 
represent,  forming  the  word  into  the  actual 


CHAPTER  I. 

'  sound  or  idea  which  it  expresses.  It  is  the 
"  imitation  of  the  sense  by  the  soimd," 
whether  in  words  as  taratantara,  the  blast 
of  a  trumpet,  how-wow,  cuckoo,  splash ;  or 
in  lines,  as  "  Shocked  like  an  iron-clanging 
anvil  banged  with  hammers  ;  "  quadrupe- 
dante  putrem  sonitu  quatit  ungula  cam- 
pum.  The  best  poets  in  aU  languages, 
it  is  said,  enjoy  thus  stringing  expressive 
words  together  to  bring  vividly  before  the 
reader  the  soimd  or  scene  described. 

I  remember  weU  my  introduction  to  the 
word  which  stands  at  the  beginning  of  this 
chapter.  It  happened  in  this  way.  One 
Easter  holidays  I  spent  a  fortnight  with 
my  friend  Smith  at  the  Chain  Bridge  Inn, 
Berwyn,  in  the  Vale  of  LlangoUen.  That 
romantic  little  hostelry  is  situated  on  the 
banks  of  the  brawMng  Dee.  There  is  a 
station  just  opposite.  You  step  out  of  the 
train  upon  the  platform,  pick  your  waj' 
down  the  steep  embankment,  and  cross  the 
river  by  the  quaint  old  bridge,  and  there 
you  are  at  the  very  door.  That  was  the 
order  of  proceeding  some  fifteen  years  ago. 
Now  I  believe  the  inn  has  developed  into 
a  far  more  pretentious  hotel.  They  have 
"  restored  "  the  bridge,  and,  as  some  would 
think,  have  done  their  best  to  banish  fr-om 
that  lovely  spot  the  genius  of  romance, 
and  frighten  away  the  coy  nymphs  of  river, 
glade,  and  hill,  to  some  more  sequestered 
haunt.  I  can  only  remember  the  place  in 
its  Arcadian  simplicity,  when  truly  it  was 
one  of  ideal  loveliness,  only  in  some  mea- 
sure spoUt  by  the  remarkably  plain  and 
imromantic  cottages,  whitewashed  and 
slate-roofed,  which  try  to  ruin  the  artistic 
beauty  of  many  a  Welsh  landscape. 

We  were  walking  one  day  along  the 
margin  of  the  Dee.  We  had  reached  a 
spot  where  the  precipitous  banli  descended 
some  twelve  feet  to  a  deep  broad  pool, 
when  Smith,  who  was  of  the  sons  of  the 
giants  in  muscular  strength,  took  up  a  huge 
fragment  of  rock — such  as  an  Homeric  hero 
might  have  hurled  against  his  adversary's 
head — and  poised  it  like  an  athlete  pre- 
paring to  put  the  shot.  "  Now  listen," 
quoth  he,  "  with  aU  your  ears,  and  teU  me 
what  this  rock  says  when  it  dives  into  that 
pool."  I  pricked  up  my  ears  and  was  all 
attention.  With  the  fuU  force  of  his 
brawny  arm  Smith  put  the  rock.  It  took 
a  magnificent  header  into  the  wine-dark 
pool.  The  cloven  waters  uprose  in  a  lus- 
trous crystalline  fountain,  then  sank  and 
broke  into  a  tiunultuous  confusion  of  curds 
and  whey,  which  telegraphed  its  amaze- 
ment to  the  furthest  shores  in  ever-broad- 
ening circles  of  wave-movement.  But 
what  did  the  rock  say  as  it  smote  the  waters 
and  sank  to  their  lowest  depths  ?  I  thought 
a  whUe,  and  then  pronounced  the  word 
"  Pomph !  " 

"  Right  you  are,  old  chap,"  cried  Smith, 
dehghted  :  "  the  very  identical  verdict  of 
Aristophanes  two  thousand  years  ago ! 
Curious,  if  you  didn't  know  it.  How  many 
rocks  must  he  have  pitched  into  the  deep 
pools  of  the  Cephissus  before  he  finaUy 
caught  the  fuM  espression  of  the  truth 


and  moulded  it  into  language  !  He  went 
further  than  you,  however.  You  have 
only  caught  the  first  syUable  of  that  rock's 
exclamation,  or  rather  of  the  water's 
greeting  as  it  received  the  rock.  It  had 
a  lot  more  to  say,  surely.  You  must 
listen  more  attentively,  old  chap.  Now, 
I  wiU  give  you  another  chance." 

He  looked  around  and  selected  no  small 
fragment  of  a  mountain,  and  pitched  it  as 
before  into  the  pool.  I  looked  and  listened, 
and  watched  the  tiu-bulent  commotion  of 
bubbles  and  foam  and  circular  imdulations 
traveUing  with  such  perfect  regiilarity  to 
the  shores.  But  never  a  bit  could  I  get 
beyond  the  original  "^Jo?«j3/i;  "  and  I  con- 
fessed my  inability,  feeling  sympathy  for 
the  boys  who  shy  at  the  difficulties  of 
Greek  verbs. 

Smith  said  no  more  about  the  matter 
just  then.  We  proceeded  on  our  walk 
along  the  road  that  runs  paraUel  with 
the  river — past  a  lime-kiln,  and,  if  I  re- 
member right,  getting  up  on  a  line  of  raUs 
for  trucks  bringing  slate  from  the  neigh- 
boming  hUls — past  a  sahnon  weir,  and 
through  the  outskirts  of  LlangoUen,  turn- 
nag  to  the  left,  and  crossing  some  fields  to 
the  famous  Valle  Crucis  Abbey,  an  ecclesi- 
astical ruin  (as  the  guide-book  informs  us) 
of  much  celebrity — a  house  of  Cistercians, 
dedicated  to  the  Virgin  Mary,  founded 
about  1200  by  Madoc  ap  Gryffydd  Maelor, 
Lord  Dinas  Bran,  grandson  of  Owen 
Gwynedd,  Prince  of  Wales.  We  visited 
that  interesting  ruin,  and  prolonged  our 
walk  over  hiU  and  down  dale,  retm-ning 
at  dusk  to  the  quiet  hostel  on  the  banks  of 
the  Dee. 

After  supper,  instead  of  proposing  the 
usual  game  of  chess,  Smith  produced  a 
sheet  of  paper,  and  wrote  across  the  top 
in  printed  capitals  the  word — 

POMPHOLUGOPAPHLASMA. 

"  There  you  are,"  he  said,  "  that's  what 
the  waters  say  when  you  pitch  a  big  stone 
into  a  deep  pool.  What  do  you  think  of 
that?" 

He  pushed  the  paper  to  me  across  the 
table.  I  pondered  on  it  a  wliile,  and  re- 
peated the  word  many  times,  and  thought 
it  very  grand.  Smith  showed  signs  of 
impatience,  and  graduaUy  worked  himself 
up  into  a  state  of  excitement  such  as  I 
have  seldom  seen  him  evince,  being  a  man 
of  cahn  temperament. 

"  My  good  feUow,"  he  continued,  "  isn't 
it  sublime — magnificent — the  very  expres- 
sion of  the  inexpressible — a  triumph  of 
articulate  speech '?  Why,  only  look  at  it ! 
Give  me  the  paper ;  let  me  draw  you  a 
diagram  of  the  whole  proceeding,  for  I 
have  often  studied  the  word  with  practical 
experiment.  The  more  I  think  of  it  the 
greater  cause  do  I  find  for  admiring  the 
sagacity  of  Aristophanes  and  the  trimnph 
of  his  patient  observation,  coupled  with 
stupendous  intoUect !  " 

By  this  time  Smith  was  busy  with  his 
pencil,  and  succeeded  in  making  clear  his 
views  upon  the  subject. 


Tl|e  Soy')^  Own  P^ipef. 


"  Now,  then — there — you  see — of  course 
— when  the  rock  strilies  the  water  it  makes 
a  great  hole,  drivmg  the  water  downwards 
and  outwards  ;  and,  as  you  said  truly,  the 
noise  is  'pomph" — neither  more  nor  less. 
Well,  the  waters  are  parted  and  com- 
pressed, and  by  reason  of  their  elasticity 
they  spring  back,  rush  towards  the  centre, 
and  meet.  Then  following  the  direction 
of  least  resistance  they  rise  in  a  tempest- 


uous column  with  a  bubbling  commotion, 
caused  by  the  air  carried  down  with  the 
stone  biu'sting  upwards  in  champagne 
effervescence.  There — like  that.  Well, 
then,  you  see  how  Aristophanes  just  hit 
off  all  that  fizzment  and  surf  and  yeasty 
bamboozlementmthe  continuation' oZit^^o.' 
And  lastly,  the  outspreading  of  the  im- 
dulations,  broad,  liberal,  regular,  and  per- 
fect as  the  vibrations  of  a  musical  note — 

{To  be  continued.) 


in  such  tranquil,  stately  contrast  to  all  the 
fuss  and  flurry  of  foam  and  froth — that 
conclusion  of  the  word  '  paplilasma,' to  my 
mind,  renders  the  whole  as  triumphant  a 
victory  of  word-painting  as  was  ever  won 
by  the  human  voice  !  " 

I  could  only  express  my  satisfaction  and 
thanks  to  my  learned  friend  for  so  lucidly 
explaining  the  process,  and  thus  I  added  a 
word  of  potent  meaning  to  my  vocabulary. 
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CHAPTER  V. 


SUNDAY  passed  for  us  in  peace.  I  found 
myself  more  cheerful  than  I  had  been 
since  the  rape  of  the  grouse.  So  many 
narrow  escapes  from  peril  on  its  account 
encouraged  me  to  trust  that  all  would 
still  go  well,  especially  when,  as  far  as  we 
knew,  no  notice  had  ever  been  taken  of 
its  disappearance.  I  laughed  at  myself  for 
having  been  so  uneasy,  resolving,  all  the 
same,  to  keep  very  clear  of  Taffy  and  his 
tricks  for  the  future. 

But,  after  breakfast  on  Monday  morn- 
ing, he  and  I  got  a  fresh  alarm.  There 
appeared  in  the  yard  the  Warden  and  Mr. 
Wyatt,  accompanied  by  two  or  three  work- 
men, who,  moving  about  from  one  spot  to 
another,  finally  halted  within  a  few  yards 
of  the  heap  of  leaves  concealing — you  know 
what.  To  tender  consciences  like  Taffy's 
and  mine,  it  might  seem  as  if  they  were 
on  the  scent  of  our  secret  and  came  here 
to  a  point. 

All  the  feUows  were  curious  to  know 
what  these  unusual  proceedings  might 
portend ;  then,  when  the  masters  went 
away,  and  the  men  began  to  dig  a  hole  in 
the  ground,  it  was  given  out : 

"  They  are  going  to  have  up  the  drains." 
Taffy  and  I  looked  significantly  at  each 
other.  In  the  public  interest  now  drawn 
iipon  this  commonly  deserted  corner,  we 
had  cause  to  dread  it  might  yet  come  to 
light.  But  Mr.  Wyatt  turned  back  to  warn 
us  off — for  fear  of  infection,  I  suppose — 
from  the  scene  of  those  operations.  Almost 
immediately  afterwards  we  had  to  go  into 
school. 

It  was  the  day  of  the  monthly  examina- 
tion ;  and,  instead  of  our  own  jocular 
master — a  good-natured  fellow  on  the 
whole,  though  he  did  give  punishments 
rather  freely — my  form  had  to  deal  with 
Mr.  Batt,  whom  we  found  in  a  very  bad 
humour.  Not  only  had  he  been  unable 
to  lay  hands  on  Conington's  Virgil,  but, 
whereas  we  were  in  the  Medea  of  Euri- 
pides, through  some  mistake  he  had  imder- 
stood  it  was  the  Alcestis.  We  inwardly 
chuckled  to  tliink  how  he  must  have 
coached  up  the  wrong  book,  and  how 
puzzled  he  would  be  to  examine  us  in  the 
right  one.  While  we  did  a  paper  on  Virgil, 
for  which  an  hoiur  was  allowed,  we  could 
see  him  earnestly  studying  under  cover  of 
his  desk,  and  guessed  how  he  was  trying 
to  prepare  himself  to  play  the  strict  in- 
quisitor on  short  notice. 


His  Virgil  paper,  from  want  of  Coning- 
ton's help,  tm-ned  out  a  ludicrously  easy 
one,  and  most  of  us  had  finished  it  long  be- 
fore the  end  of  the  hour.  Then  we  sat  idle 
till  he  sent  round  to  collect  our  papers ; 
and,  having  nothing  else  to  do,  I  supplied 
him  with  an  opportunity  of  venting  his 
crossness. 

"  The  workmen  may  be  turning  over 
those  leaves,"  I  whispered  to  Taffy.  "  Or 
James  wiU  be  coming  to  take  them  away." 

"  Let  him  !  "  answered  he,  in  his  happy- 
go-lucky  mood  again. 

"  All  very  well  to  say  let  Mm ;  but  that's 
not  the  way  you  talk  sometimes  about  it." 

"  It's  aU  right !  Don't  bother  any  more 
about  it." 

As  thus  we  were  confabulating,  Mr. 
Batt  came  behind  iis  and  knocked  our 
heads  violently  together. 

"  What's  that  for,  sir  ?  "  exclaimed 
Taffy. 

"  You  know  very  well  I  allow  no  whis- 
pering in  school.  Yoir  are  not  with  Mr. 
Edgewood  now,  and  you  mustn't  play  the 
fool." 

"  I  wasn't  playing  the  fool !  "  muttered 
Taffy,  glaring  at  him ;  and  we  all  looked 
glrnn,  for  we  were  not  used  to  a  master 
laying  hands  on  us  in  this  irregular  fashion, 
and  silently  resented  his  bullying  ways. 
Then  some  of  us  were  moved  to  grin  when 
our  eccentric  schoolfellow  spoke  up  in  a 
whining  stiitter,  "  I  don't  know  what  play- 
ing the  fool  means — I  never  do  it,  sir !  " 

Mr.  Batt,  fi'owning  darkly,  said  nothing 
more,  but  made  Taffy  change  his  place 
to  sit  at  the  next  desk.  There  presently 
he  scribbled  me  a  note,  and  was  handing 
it  to  his  neighbour  to  be  passed  on — of 
com'se  something  about  the  grouse,  which 
from  first  to  last  was  destined  to  hatch  so 
many  annoyances !  But  the  master's  sharp 
eye  detected  it,  and  natm'ally  he  at  once 
suspected  cribbing. 

"  Bring  that  to  me  ! "  he  cried,  and  flew 
into  a  passion  when  Taffy  cooUy  snatched 
back  the  note  to  tear  it  into  pieces. 

Mr.  Batt  rushed  up  to  him,  caught  his 
hand,  and  set  to  drununing  on  his  knuckles 
with  the  butt  end  of  a  heavy  paper-knife. 
But  Taffy  did  not  submit  meekly  to  this 
toi'ture.  He  wrenched  his  hand  loose, 
and  sprang  on  to  the  floor,  crying  out  ex- 
citedly : 

"  I  won't  stand  it !  You  have  no  right ! 
I  am  not  going  to  be  buUied  !  " 


"  Silence,  sir !  "  bellowed  Mr.  Batt. 
"  Silence  !  "  he  repeated,  with  an  angry 
glance  roimd  the  room,  for  the  rest  of  us 
had  begun  to  stamp  with  om-  feet,  applaud- 
ing Taffy  in  his  new  character  as  champion 
of  popular  hberties. 

"  I  won't  be  silent !  "  spluttered  Taffy. 
"I  shall  complam  to  the  Warden." 

We  stamped  and  shuffled  louder  than 
ever  at  this  ;  and  Mr.  Batt  seemed  to  be 
a  little  staggered,  for  he  knew  the  Head 
would  not  fail  to  condemn  his  illegal  prac- 
tices. 

"  Go  to  the  Warden,  then,  and  teU  him 
you  were  caught  cribbing  in  examination  I '  * 
he  said  sarcastically. 

"  I  wasn't  cribbing.  I  was  only  writing 
a  note  to  a  fellow.  I'll  tell  you  what  it 
said,  if  you  like.  It  was  something  about 
a  thing  he  and  I  had  hidden— — •" 

The  imspeakable  idiot !  I  sat  on  thorns 
for  what  he  seemed  on  the  point  of  blurt- 
ing out,  when  luckily  Mr.  Batt,  no  less 
excited  than  himself,  cut  him  short  with  : 

"  Hold  j-om-  tongue,  sir  !  Sit  down, 
and  say  no  more  about  it ;  but  don't  let 
me  catch  you  again." 

"I  will  not  sit  down,  imless  you  give 
me  your  word  of  honoiur  not  to  hit  me 
again,"  answered  Taff^%  in  what  was  for 
him  quite  a  dignified  tone,  swelling  with 
the  novel  pride  of  having  got  the  whip 
hand  of  a  master.  "  If  you  touch  me,  I 
go  straight  to  the  Warden." 

For  Mr.  Batt  had  made  a  threatening 
stride  towards  him,  but  now  drew  back 
and  stood  impotently  staring  at  this  defiant 
pupil.  You  may  imagine  what  eyes  we 
kept  bent  upon  them,  and  how  amazed 
we  were  to  see  Taffy  playing  the  hero — 
the  last  fellow  we  should  have  expected  to 
see  standing  iip  to  om*  Jabberwock. 

"  Well  done,  Taffy  !  don't  give  in  !  " 
was  heard  in  audible  mm-murs,  while  the 
baffled  tyrant,  divided  between  rage  and 
prudence,  did  not  know  what  to  sav  or 
do. 

I  can't  tell  how  this  deadlock  of  disci- 
pline would  have  come  to  an  end,  if  at 
that  moment  a  diversion  had  not  taken 
place  to  cover  Mr.  Batt's  confusion,  even 
as  the  gods  of  old  were  m  the  way  of  send- 
ing some  timely  cloud  to  hide  their  fa- 
voiu-ites  in  the  hoiu-  of  luckless  battle.  A 
thing  happened  such  as  was  never  known 
before  or  since  in  the  chronicles  of  our 
school.    You  may  think  it  eoiild  not  hap- 


pen ;  but  I  speak  of  that  which  I  heard 
and  saw,  and  there  are  hundreds  of  Hving 
men  to  bear  out  my  tale. 

From  the  yard  without  rose  a  sudden 
tumult  of  shouts,  and  the  tootling  of  horns, 
and  the  cracking  of  whips,  and  the  baying 
of  dogs — strange  disturbance  to  its  wonted 
soHtude  at  this  hour  !  With  one  accord 
we  ran  to  the  windows,  forgetful  of  all 
control,  to  see  below  a  pack  of  foxhoimds 
that  had  bm'st  into  our  scholastic  precincts 
and  were  ravening  through  the  court,  even 
over  that  sacred  patch  of  turf  before  the 
chapel,  without  the  least  fear  of  getting 
five  hundred  lines  each.  After  them 
clattered  in  two  huntsmen  in  pink  and 
half  a  dozen  sportsmen  in  plain  clothes — 
for  it  was  only  a  cub-hunting  day — all 
brought  to  a  stand  in  our  courtyard,  which 
had  no  other  outlet  open  for  horsemen 
than  the  great  gate.  Thus  Diana  came  to 
usiu'p  the  reign  of  Minerva  ! 

What  an  excitement  there  was  among 
!  us  at  the  sight !  Who  could  hope  to  keep 
boys  to  their  books  with  such  music  draw- 
ing them  like  the  Pied  Piper's  ?  We 
pressed  at  the  windows,  struggling  and 
craning  our  necks  for  a  look,  expecting 
to  see  a  fox  killed  before  our  very  eyes. 
Most  of  us  were  cormtry  lads,  devoted  to 
that  dearest  idol  of  Enghshmen.  They 
soon  saw  that  the  hounds  must  be  at 
fault,  that  hard-pressed  Eeynard  had  pro- 
bably sought  refuge  among  us,  and  might 
now — rapturous  thought ! — be  slily  steal- 
ing about  the  school  premises,  where  it 
could  haply  fall  to  our  lot  to  imearth  and 
bring  him  to  bay. 

Heads  came  crowding  at  other  windows, 
all  turned  upon  the  arena  below,  where 
fortune  had  provided  such  a  stirring  spec- 
tacle to  break  the  monotony  of  Greek  and 
Latin.  Our  masters  were  not  stocks  and 
stones,  though  of  Mr.  Wyatt  and  one  other 
strict  disciplinarian  it  was  said  that  they 
made  their  boys  work  on  through  all  the 
distracting  din.  But  when  the  Head  him- 
self and  the  Sixth  appeared  upon  the  steps 
of  their  sanctiim,  there  was  no  holding  in 
my  form  for  one.  With  Mr.  Batt  at  our 
head,  heartily  glad,  no  doubt,  of  this  inter- 
ruption, we  streamed  down  into  the  yard, 
to  mingle  in  the  torrent  of  boys  that  burst 
out  from  all  quarters. 

Our  Warden,  in  cap  and  gown,  was 
shaking  hands  with  Lord  Witley,  the 
master  of  the  hunt,  courteously  accepting 
his  apologies  for  their  invasion,  however 
unwelcome  in  reality,  since  a  pack  of 
hounds  are  chartered  libertines,  upon 
whose  intrudings  even  Doctors  of  Divinity 
must  be  fain  to  put  a  good  face.  But  the 
general  interest  was  concentrated  on  the 
dogs  themselves,  gathered,  sniffing  and 
raving,  round  that  hole  the  workmen  had 
left  open.  Here  the  fox  had,  perhaps,  tried 
to  go  to  earth ;  but  it  was  not  yet  deep 
enough  to  give  him  good  hiding,  and  there 
were  other  ways  by  which  he  might  have 
made  good  his  escape  from  the  enclosure. 

While  the  himtsman  dismounted  to  have 
a  look,  then  drew  his  dogs  off,  trying  to 
put  them  on  the  scent  elsewhere,  and  the 
boys  pressed  eagerly  forward,  getting  in 
the  way,  and  all  was  noise  and  confusion, 
a  little  incident  happened  to  show  how 
even  foxhounds  do  not  always  attend 
strictly  to  business.  Some  half-dozen  ill- 
broken  puppies,  I  suppose  they  were, 
crowded  out  from  the  main  body  of  the 
pack,  suddenly  threw  themselves  upon  the 
heap  of  dead  leaves  close  by.    There  was  I 


a  minute  of  fighting  and  yelping,  and  they 
were  seen  to  be  tearing  something  to  pieces 
—not  the  fox.  Taffy  winked  at  me,  and 
I  smiled  back.  We  knew  the  meaning  of 
this. 

As  soon  as  the  whip  saw  what  these 
truants  were  about,  he  made  for  them, 
laying  about  him  with  vigorous  cuts  and 
cracks,  which  brought  the  riotous  whelps 
to  order,  but  not  before  they  had  torn 
their  prey  in  pieces  and  gobbled  most  of 
it  up,  doing  in  a  few  moments  that  which 
Taffy  and  I  had  in  vain  been  trying  to  do 
for  the  best  part  of  a  week. 

"  A  dead  crow  !  "  I  heard  somebody  in 
the  crowd  say,  with  disgust  for  the  low 
tastes  of  these  hounds ;  but  in  my  heart 
I  fervently  blessed  them,  whose  greedy 
maws  had  swallowed  up  that  incubus  of 
mine. 

"  What  a  pity  we  didn't  have  it  for 
supper  the  first  night !  "  was  all  Taffy  had 
to  say,  with  so  much  more  cause  to  be 
thankful  for  this  deliverance. 

A  private  gate  into  the  Warden's  grounds 
havingmeanwhile  been  opened,  the himters 
passed  on  that  way,  taking  up  the  scent 
of  their  fox,  which,  however,  they  never 
fotmd.  We  boys  also  were  drawn  off  by 
oiu"  whippers-in,  and  went  back  to  go  on 
with  examination  work,  as  soon  as  the 
general  commotion  had  settled  down  a 
little. 

Mr.  Batt,  who,  in  his  character  as  a 
man  of  sports,  had  been  much  taken  up 
with  the  fox,  now  said  nothing  more  to 
Taffy  about  their  squabble,  but  seemed 
tacitly  to  proclaim  an  amnesty.  He  was 
quite  meek  over  our  Medea,  as  if  inviting 
us  to  let  bygones  be  bygones  ;  and  this 
time,  since  he  had  no  hard  questions  to 
put,  the  form  covered  itself  with  cheap 
glory.  But  what  gave  me  far  more  satis- 
faction was  to  have  at  length  got  rid  of 
the  grouse.  As  for  Taffy,  so  cock-a-hoop 
was  he  over  the  half-amiised,  half-as- 
tonished praises  showered  on  him  for 
having  stood  up  to  a  master,  that  he  ap- 
peared to  have  forgotten  all  the  craven 
fears  with  which  for  the  last  week  he  had 
been  so  distressing  me ;  and,  to  hear  him 
talk,  you  woidd  suppose  there  was  no  such 
thing  as  a  grouse  in  the  world. 

You  may  be  sm-e  I  took  care  not  to  let 
Master  Eees  lead  me  into  any  of  his  scrapes 
again,  either  as  accomplice  or  mere  wit- 
ness. All  my  thoughts  at  this  time  were 
bent  on  escape  fi:'om  a  so  compromising 
companionship.    But  Taffy  was  to  me  like 


THE  wind  died  away  again  shortly  aftei, 
and  we  did  not  fetch  into  Harwich, 
where  we  had  settled  to  spend  the  day,  until 
half -past  twelve.  We  sailed  up  the  harbour, 
past  Landguard  Fort,  and,  putting  the  helm 
down,  brought  up  just  opposite  the  Kailway 
Hotel,  among  a  perfect  crowd  of  boats,  smacks, 
steamers,  and  yachts  of  all  kinds. 

Bill  had  been  below  for  some  time  pre- 
viously, getting  the  dinner  ready ;  and  by  the 
time  we  had  stowed  the  sails  in  correct  har- 
bour fashion,  it  was  on  the  table.  After  a 
pleasant  dinner,  which  we  lingered  over  until 
two  o'clock,  we  went  ashore  for  a  stroll  round,  j 
and  spent  the  rest  of  the  afternoon  watching  | 


Sinbad's  Old  Man  of  the  Sea.  Jason  could 
divorce  Medea  more  easily  than  any  of  us 
get  free  from  his  study-mate.  Once  a 
term,  indeed,  we  were  allowed  to  make 
a  change  by  mutual  consent,  but  always 
with  the  limitation  that  the  two  boys  in 
one  study  must  belong  to  the  same  form, 
as  they  were  supposed  to  do  their  work 
together.  Nobody  would  make  an  ex- 
change for  such  a  fellow  as  Taffy ;  and,  in 
the  general  shuftting  after  the  Christmas 
holidays,  he  was  still  left  on  my  hands, 
from  want  of  any  one  willing  and  fitting  to 
pair  with  him. 

For  a  few  weeks  longer  I  had  to  put 
lip  with  this  galling  yoke  ;  then  Taffy  him- 
self managed  to  break  the  bond  between 
us.  He  mu'sed  a  grievance  against  Seton, 
who,  he  declared,  had  borrowed  a  pencil- 
case  from  him  and  never  given  it  back, 
which  the  prefect  denied.  What  must 
that  lunatic  do  but  break  into  Seton's 
study,  lay  hands  on  a  box  of  biscuits,  and 
put  it  up  to  auction  in  the  hall,  in  order  to 
reimbm-se  himself  for  the  loss  he  claimed  ! 
There  was  natmally  a  great  to-do  about 
this  strange  taking  of  the  law  into  his 
own  hands.  Some  prefects  would  have 
settled  the  matter  off-hand  in  a  vigorous 
fashion ;  but  Seton,  distrusting  his  own 
impartial  judgment  of  such  a  cause,  thought 
best  to  lay  it  before  Mr.  Wyatt. 

The  result  of  this,  tacked  on  to  a  long 
list  of  misdoings  on  Taffy's  part,  was  that 
he  became  deprived  of  the  most  valued 
privilege  of  his  standing,  turned  down  into 
the  "  Den  of  Cubs,"  as  we  called  the  room 
where  the  smallest  boys  did  their  work 
in  noisy  company  till  they  had  earned 
promotion  to  stucly  rank.  Next  term  he 
left  our  school,  not  without  a  strong  hint, 
it  was  understood,  from  the  authorities, 
^who  must  have  been  aware  that  he  was 
doing  little  good  to  himself  or  any  one 
else. 

He  did  me  little  harm,  in  one  way,  not 
being  the  sort  of  boy  whose  example  is 
likely  to  be  seductive.  But  of  the  vexa- 
tions he  brought  upon  me,  this  story  of 
the  grouse  is  a  specimen.  Even  though  its 
spiriting  away  was  no  work  of  mine,  and 
never  came  to  be  foimd  out,  had  we  both 
been  called  in  question  for  it  at  once  and 
well  thrashed,  justly  and  imjustly,  by 
Mellish  or  some  other  muscular  prefect,  I 
believe  I  should  have  suffered  less  than 
I  actually  did  through  that  "  fearful  wild 
fowl." 

(the  end.) 


the  holiday  folk  amusing  themselves  on  the 
beach. 

Harwich  is  a  quaint  old  town,  and  with  its 
magnificent  natural  harbour  is  a  splendid 
place  for  a  yacht  to  bring  up ;  but  its  great 
drawback  is  a  bad  supply  of  fresh  water, 
yachts  having  to  get  theirs  from  Shotley, 
opposite. 

The  old  place  must  have  seen  a  good  many 
ups  and  downs  in  its  time.  How  busy  it  must 
have  looked  when  Edward  III.  sailed  from 
here  with  two  hundred  and  sixty  ships  on 
that  bright  2'2nd  of  .June  in  the  year  1340. 
j  Two  days  later  the  French  lost  at  the  battle 
I  of  Sluys  two  hundred  and  thirty  out  of  four 
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hundred  vessels  with  which  they  met  our  gal- 
lant English  fleet. 

Harwich  was  honoured  by  a  visit  from  good 
Queen  Bess  in  the  year  1561,  when  she  stayed 
for  several  days  at  a  house  in  the  central  part 
of  the  High  Street,  at  the  expense  of  the  mayor 
and  burgesses  of  the  town  ;  and  on  her  de- 
parture, she  was  graciously  pleased  to  enquire 
what  they  had  to  request.  The  town  certainly 
lost  a  nice  slice  of  royal  favour  that  day 
through  the  modesty  or  stupidity  of  the  mayor; 
for  that  dunderheaded  individual,  acting  as 
spokesman,  replied  :  "  Nothing,  save  to  wish 
your  Majesty  a  good  journey,"  on  which  Eliza- 
beth, turning  her  horse  round  towards  the 
town,  remarked  in  accents  of  surprise,  "  A 
pretty  town,  and  wants  nothing,"  and  so 
wished  them  good  morning. 

It  was  three  bells,  or,  according  to 
shore  time,  half-past  five,  when  we 
returned  to  the  quay  side,  and,  after 
shouting  for  a  long  time,  succeeded  at 
last  in  arousing  Bill,  who  brought  the 
dinghy  for  us. 

The  crew  were  evidently  asleep  below 


lounged  about  on  deck,  we  were  in  a  fit  state 
to  appreciate  it.  But  I  had  noticed  that  the 
glass  was  falling  slightly,  besides  which  there 
was  a  windy,  green  colour  in  the  sky,  which, 
although  very  beautiful,  was  not  reassuring 
for  our  prospects  of  the  morrow.  Still,  as  we 
could  not  arrange  the  weather,  the  best  thing 
was  to  thoroughly  enjoy  the  present  moment. 

The  lights  ashore  gradually  broke  out  as 
the  evening  drew  in,  and  with  the  riding 
lamps  of  the  various  craft  at  anchor,  and  the 
red  and  green  glitter  reflected  on  the  dark 
water  in  long  drawn  flashes  as  an  occasional 
steamer  came  puffing  and  grunting  into  the 
harbour,  it  formed  a  scene  one  could  hardly 
ever  tire  of ;  but  human  nature  requires  a 
certain  amount  of  rest,  and  although  very 
loth  to  leave  the  deck  and  go  below,  one  of 


— although  Mr.  Bill  protested  his  innocence  ; 
but  the  art  of  easily  falling  asleep  is  a  kind 
of  special  gift  with  him.  The  heat  from  the 
foc'sle  stove  may  possibly  have  helped,  but 
I  have  frequently  seen  him  take  forty  winks 
while  in  the  act  of  washing  up  the  plates  and 
dishes ! 

Tea  over,  and  some  letters  written  home 
and  posted,  which  necessitated  a  pleasant  row 
ashore  in  the  dinghy,  we  spent  the  rest  of  the 
evening  on  deck,  chatting  over  our  prospects 
for  the  morrow  ;  and  while  the  mate  was  busy 
pointing  the  ends  of  a  pair  of  new,  white  cotton 
tiller-lines.  Bill,  spread  out  at  his  ease  on  the 
cover  of  the  foresail,  was  eagerly  devouring 
the  contents  of  an  exciting  story. 

The  evening  was  a  very  pleasant  one,  with 
scarcely  a  breath  of  air  stirring ;  and,  as  we 


us  alluded  to  the  early  start  con- 
templated for  the  following  morn- 
ing ;  and  so,  at  a  comparatively 
early  hour,  we  turned  in,  and  soon 
quietness  reigned  on  board,  broken 
only  by  an  occasional  heavy  snore 
from  some  of  us,  who  in  our  waking 
moments  would  have  indignantly 
denied  it. 

According  to  orders.  Bill  had 
the  breakfast  ready  on  the  cabin 
table  by  seven  o'clock  next  morning. 
After  that  meal  had  been  fully 
discussed,  we  discovered  an  absence  of  fresh 
tack  in  our  bread  locker  ;  so,  leaving  the  others 
to  make  preparations  for  the  start,  O'Keilly 
and  I  went  ashore  in  search  of  provender ; 
and,  after  a  longish  walk  round  the  town,  we 
came  upon  a  baker's  shop  ;  and,  with  several 
quartern  loaves  under  our  arms,  made  our 
way  down  to  the  dinghy  again  through  the 
still  sleepy  town. 

My  prognostications  respecting  the  weather 
turned  out  to  be  correct.  A  keen,  cold  wind 
was  blowing  in  strong  pufis,  and  a  leaden- 
coloured  sky,  with  plenty  of  flying  scud  drawn 
across  it  in  rapidly  moving  masses,  did  not 
give  much  promise  of  a  very  fine  day  at  sea. 

In  the  harbour  there  was  a  short,  sharp 
popple  on  the  water  which  gave  O'Eeilly,  my- 
self, and  the  loaves  a  regular  shake-up  before 


reaching  the  yacht,  but  we  succeeded  in  getting 
the  bread  aboard  in  a  fairly  dry  condition. 
O'Eeilly  said  he  felt  quite  tender  from  the 
bumping,  and  remarked  that  that  sort  of  thing 
would  soon  wear  out  the  stoutest  pair  of  pants 
in  half  their  natural  life. 

Frank  and  Jack  had  been  busy  in  the 
meantime  helping  the  mate  off  with  the  sail- 
covers,  etc.,  so  we  immediately  hoisted  the 
dinghy  on  board  and  turned  her  bottom  up- 
wards on  the  port  side,  near  the  cabin  sky- 
light, where  she  was  least  in  the  way,  and 
could  be  well  lashed  down  if  required. 

With  all  our  haste  it  was  nine  o'clock 
before  we  were  well  under  way,  the  anchor 
secured  on  deck  and  everything  ship-shape, 
when  we  went  flying  out  of  the  harbour  with 
a  smother  of  creamy  foam  at  the  yacht's 
bows,  the  strong  breeze  making  our  topmast 
bend  like  a  fishing-rod  with  the  weight  of  the 
wind  in  the  jib-headed  topsail  we  had  set. 

The  bell-buoy  off  Landguard  Point  was 
tolling  mournfully — as  is  its  habit  in  a  strong 
wind — as  we  passed  it,  making  O'Keilly  feel 
quite  miserable,  he  said ;  and  so  to  cheer 
matters  up  a  bit  he  commenced  singing  a 
lively  ditty,  entitled  "  Shall  I  ever  see  my 
home  once  more  ?  " 

"Oh,  shut  up,"  said  Jack,  "you'll  give  us 
all  the  blues  if  you  go  on  like  that." 

"  This  will  give  you  a  rare  appetite  for 
dinner,"  said  Frank,  who  was  watching  the 
curling  heads  of  the  waves  gracefully  break- 
ing over,  and  which  were  getting  bigger  as  we 
stood  further  from  the  land. 

"Don't  mention  anything  about  food  tome 
for  the  next  week,"  said  O'Eeilly,  hanging  on 
to  one  of  the  shrouds,  and  opening  his  mouth 
like  a  gasping  fish,  "  I'm  beginning  to  feel 
queer  already." 

"  Well,  sit  down  here,"  said  Jack — "this is 
the  hospital  side  of  the  ship — and  make  your 
miserable  life  happy." 

The  wind  against  tide  was  making  the  sea 
very  lumpy  outside,  and  it  was  not  until  past 
twelve  o'clock,  when  we  had  reached  Orford- 
ness,  with  its  high  and  low  hghts,  and  rounded 
the  little  spit  of  sand  known  as  "  Onion 
Spit,"  that  we  ran  into  smoother  water. 

I  took  this  as  being  a  suitable  opportunity 
to  arrange  about  the  watches.  We  might  pos- 
sibly be  at  sea  for  several  days,  and  it  would  be 
necessary  we  should  have  a  fixed  time  for  rest. 

When  by  ourselves  Frank  took  the  port 
watch  with  the  mate,  while  BiU  and  I  shared 
the  starboard  ditto  ;  but  Jack  wanted  to  take 
an  active  part  in  working  the  yacht,  and 
O'Eeilly,  although  feelmg  queer,  wanted  to 
join  in  as  much  as  possible — "  not  that  I  shall 
be  of  the  slightest  use,  but  it  sounds  better 
(when  you're  ashore)  to  say  you  belong  to  a 
certain  watch— so  I  will  join  you,  skipper." 

"  All  right,"  responded  Jack  ;  "  I  will  turni 
out,  then,  when  Frank  does."  I 

By  the  time  that  important  arrangement 
had  been  settled,  we  were  off  the  pretty  little 
townof  Aldborough,whose  ancient  site  nowUes 
buried  beneath  some  four  fathoms  of  water.! 

Dunwich  soon  came  into  view,  and,  although 
a  quiet  enough  sort  of  place  now,  this  was  m 
olden  times  the  capital  of  the  Saxon  kingdom 
of  East  Anglia,  and  a  populous  and  thriving 
port  during  the  reigns  of  the  Norman  sove- 
reigns and  early  Plantagenet  kings. 

In  629,  when  Sigebert,  kmg  of  the  East 
Angles,  held  his  court  here,  the  town  then 
stood  on  a  promontory  jutting  out  into  the  sea 
for  about  two  miles,  and  covering  the  sand 
now  marked  on  the  chart  as  Dunwich  Bank. 

There  is  a  tradition  that  south-east  of  the 
town  there  was  a  very  large  wood,  known  as 
the  King's  Wood,  which  a  thousand  years  ago 
was  a  splendid  cover  for  game  of  all  kinds, 
but  has  now  sunk  Aovm  below  the  angry  waters 
of  the  North  Sea,  which  has  played  gi-eat 
havoc  at  various  places  along  this  coast. 

{To  be  continued.) 


The  Cruise  of  the  Christabel.— Z)ra«7i  by  the  Slipper. 


THE    "BOY'S   OWN"  RUSTIC  CART. 

Part  II. 


HAVING  settled  on  the  wood  and  planed  it 
up  into  boards,  perfectly  true  on  the  face, 
edges,  and  sides,  the  next  operation  is  to 
make  out  the  shape  of  the  sides  of  the  cart. 
At  first  it  will  strike  the  eye  as  very  low  and 
long  in  shape,  but  it  must  be  remembered 
the  bars  and  raves  have  to  be  added.  Fig.  10 


gives  the  shape  to  which  it  must  be  sawn. 
Particular  care  must  be  taken  with  the  small 
projection  at  the  end  of  the  cart,  for,  being 
in  a  prominent  position,  nailing  and  screwing 
cannot  be  sesorted  to  here  without  spoiling 
the  look  of  the  body.  Mark  the  sides  out 
very  carefully,  by  means  of  a  straight-edge, 
T-square,  and  the  bevel,  to  the  angle  you 
require,  and  see  that  both  sides  are  exactly 
perfect.  Do  not  have  vagrant  pencil-marks 
about,  as  they  are  impossible  to  efface  with- 
out re-planing,  and  if  allowed  to  remain  show 
with  hideous  clearness  when  varnished. 

There  is  nothing  more  exasjjerating  than 
to  find  that,  when  cut,  the  worst  side  of  a  board 
has  to  be  put  outside  or  another  one  cut. 
Hence,  think  well  before  cutting.  When  the 
two  sides  are  cut  out,  measure  them  face  to 
face  to  see  if  there  is  any  discrepancy,  but  if 
the  second  marking  and  cutting  has  been 
accurate  they  should  be  perfectly  alike. 

Both  sides  have  now  to  be  bevelled  or 
sloped  at  the  bottom  and  top,  to  be  all  in 
accordance  with  the  angle  at  which  the  sides 
are  set.  The  bottoms  must  be  bevelled 
from  the  inner  to  the  outer  side ;  the  tops 
vice  versa.    Fig.  11,  a,  shows  more  clearly 


•what  is  meant.  By  this  bevelling  the  edges 
are  flush  with  the  bottom,  b,  when  in 
place,  and  the  top  edge  is  parallel  with  the 
bottom.  The  bevel  should  be  set  in  shape 
of  a  T,  and  the  screw  tightened  at  the  angle 
decided  upon.  One  side  will  form  the  acute 
angle,  the  other  the  obtuse.  It  is  best  not 
to  put  the  side  at  a  great  angle  with  the  floor, 
a  very  slight  deviation  from  a  square  form 
is  most  fashionable.  Besides,  the  greater 
the  angle,  the  greater  the  side- strain  on  the 
bottom  screws.  The  question  of  angles 
settled,  and  the  sides  planed  up  to  the 
requisite  slope,  they  may  be  laid  aside  and 
the  inner  linings  put  in  hand.  These  consist 
of  strips  of  wood — oak  or  walnut — 3  inches 
broad,  1  inch  thick,  and  so  long  as  to  extend 
to  the  end  of  the  body  (Fig.  12).    It  will  be 

12. 


noticed  that  the  slanting  strip  by  the  end  is 
some  distance  from  the  edge.     This  is  to 


allow  of  the  hinged  tailboard  fitting  into  a 
recess.  The  bars  are  attached  with  screws 
1^  inch  long,  and  stout  in  proportion.  It  is 
best  to  put  them  in  in  zigzag  form,  they 
resist  the  strain  better  thus.  But,  before 
being  screwed  on,  they  must  also  be  bevelled 
on  their  lower  edges,  and  the  top  inside 
corners  rounded  off  neatly.  The  bevelling 
must  be  the  same  as  the  outer  lower  side 
(Fig'  13). 

15. 


The  strips  will  have  to  be  mitred  at  the 
acute  corner  of  the  front.  When  screwed  on, 
the  strips  should  be  a  clear  inch  from  the 
bottom  of  the  side,  so  that  the  sides  slightly 
overlap  the  floor  boards.  This  surplus  can 
be  planed  up  before  the  cart  is  mounted.  The 
sides  hned,  and  well  polished  up,  inside  and 
out,  the  floor  next  claims  attention. 

In  very  stylish  carts  this  is  made  of  dark 
polished  wood,  and  very  nice  the  effect  is.  I 
saw  one  the  other  day,  and  made  a  mental 
resolve  to  floor  my  next  cart  with  polished 
oak,  if  possible  ;  but  if  expense  is  an  object, 
pine  and  ash  boards  neatly  planed  must  do, 
and  when  painted  and  furnished  with  mats 
the  effect  is  neat,  if  not  so  nice  as  the  polished 
wood. 

For  the  following  information  about  the 
fitting  in  of  the  floor  I  am  indebted  to  a  series 
of  papers  by  BIr.  O'Dell  in  the  Exchange 
and  Mart :  — 

A  couple  of  stout  ash  bars  must  be  procured 
If  inch  thick  when  finished,  and  about  3  feet 
3  inches  long,  and  8  and  9  inches  broad  re- 
speciively  (Fig.  14).    The  9-moh  bar  goes 


11^. 


behind  at  the  back  of  the  cart.  The  best  and 
smoothest  side  is  selected  and  marked  ;  like- 
wise the  outer  edge,  which  must  be  planed  to 
match  the  bevel  of  the  end  of  the  side  (Fig. 
15).    The  inner  side  is  rounded  over  so  as 
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not  to  present  an  angular  ridge  on  the  floor. 
Pine  boards  can  be  obtained  a  foot  wide,  and 
two  of  these  should  suffice  ;  they  should  be 
1  inch  thick  when  planed  up.  The  depth  of 
the  rebate  on  the  side  is  1  inch,  so  |  inch  of 
the  ash  bars  must  be  cut  out  at  each  end — 
and  in  this  apparently  simple  affair  is  the 
great  difficulty  to  be  encountered.  Each  end 
and  lap  must  be  exactly  true  to  the  bevel 
(Fig.  16),  and  to  saw  a  bevel  requires  a  fine 
saw,  true  eye,  and  steady  hand— to  say  nothing 
of  patience.  On  the  ends  of  these  bars  the 
rigidity  of  the  cart  depends.  Gauge  the  ends 
of  the  bars  1  inch  thick,  and  then  set  the 
gauge  to  the  thickness  of  the  rebated  strip, 
and  mark  these  on  the  top  inside  of  the  bar. 
Then  get  the  ends  to  the  right  bevel,  finishmg 
up  with  the  trying-plane.  Test  them  over  and 
over  till  correct.  Do  same  to  all  four  ends.  Then 
cut  the  lap ;  mark  the  bevel  on  both  sides, 
and  saw  carefully  down  to  the  f -inch  mark  ; 
then  fix  the  bar  end  up  in  the  bench  vice, 
and  cut  down  till  the  piece  comes  away.  The 
same  process  is  repeated  with  the  other  bars. 


The  pine  boards  have  their  ends  simply  be- 
velled without  the  lap  being  cut.  They  also 
must  be  tested  over  and  over  till  the  right 
angle  is  attained. 

Next  comes  the  ploughing  of  the  grooves. 
The  pine  boards  being  1  inch  thick,  gauge 


the  ash  bars  to  the  same,  running  a  pencil- 
mark  down  to  supplement  the  scratch  of  the 
marking-tooth.  Then  set  the  gauge  again — 
this  time  to  half  an  inch — and  gauge  the 
inside  edge  of  the  hind  ash  bar,  then  the 
sides  of  the  pine  bars,  a  (Fig.  16),  and  the 
inside  edge  of  the  front  bar.  The  oziter  edge 
of  this  front  bar  must  be  planed  to  suit  the 
angle  of  the  front  of  the  body,  as  the  foot- 
board must  lie  neatly  on  it ;  but  of  this  more 
in  due  course. 

Work  the  grooves  a  full  quarter  of  an  inch 
deep  on  each  bar.  Match-boarding  can  be 
obtained  ready  planed  of  any  cai-penter,  or  is 
easily  planed  up  from  sound  deal.  A  mixture 
of  white-lead  and  linseed-oil  is  to  be  brushed 
on  to  the  inside  of  the  battens,  joints,  and 
grooves.  It  acts  as  a  preservative  against 
rotting  through  damp.  The  footboard  need 
not  be  grooved,  only  the  inside  should  be  sloped 
down  to  fit  neatly  on  the  edge  of  the  bar.* 
The  edges,  of  course,  must  be  bevelled  to  the 
required  angle  (Fig.  II). 

Screwing  in  the  bottom  to  the  sides  comes 
next.  Stout  2i-inch  screws.  No.  12,  are  needed, 
also  a  i-inch  pin  bit  to  fit  in  the  brace.  Care 
must  be  taken  to  bore  and  countersink  the 
holes  truly,  so  that  the  heads  of  the  screws 
can  be  puttied  up  afterwards ;  3  screws  to 
each  bar  will  suffice.  The  sides  must  be  tested 
carefully  with  the  bevel,  now  to  be  set  full  ati 
the  end  of  the  slot.  The  screws  should  go; 
through  the  bars,  transfix  the  lining  pieces, 
and  finish  in  the  wood  of  the  sides.  It  isj 
necessary  two  people  should  be  employed  onj 
the  bars— one  to  hold  firm  at  the  right  angle,i 
the  other  to  screw.  Driving  a  2i-inch  screT  ' 
home  in  hard  wood  does  not  admit  of  dividei 
attention,  as  I  know  by  experience. 

Now,  supposing  everything  screwed  up  ac-_ 
curately  and  the  foot-board  sitting  in  at  its' 
proper  angle,  the  worst  part  is  over.  Next 
comes  the  bar  from  point  to  point  of  the  end, 
which  must  have  a  good  broad  rebate  worked 
on  its  under  inner  side,  so  as  to  fit  on  to  the 
end  of  the  foot-board  and  overlap  the  ends 
slightly  (Fig.  17,  a).  To  these  it  must  be 
fastened  with  fine  screws — about  1^  inch  long, 
well  countersunk — which  holes  will  be  filled  up 
afterwards  with  a  resinous  stoppmg  to  be  ob- 
tained of  the  coachmaker — coloured  to  match 
whatever  wood  is  used.  The  cost  will  be  a 
few  pence.  This  bar  also  must  have  its  top 
edge  bevelled  inwards.  The  hind  board  can^ 
now  be  cut,  and  fitted  in  its  place  behind. 
The  back  edges  must  be  planed  carefully  to 
look  quite  smooth  and  square,  or  they  would 
not  look  well  when  varnished.    Next  come 


^  the  side-rails  — "  Eaves,"  as  they  are  techni- 
cally called.  There  are  two  at  each  side,  2 
inches  wide  x  1  inch  thick,  and  the  length  of 
the  top  edge  of  the  cart.    It  is  best  to  take  a 
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Icouple  of  fiat  strips  and  clamp  them  upright, 
and  at  the  correct  bevel  (see  Fig.  18,  a  a)  one 
each  end  of  the  sides,  with  those  handy  small 
cramps  of  which  every  carpenter  ought  to 
have  three  or  four.  Put  a  piece  of  wood  (a  a) 
between  the  iron  on  both  sides  to  prevent  the 
marks  which  will  otherwise  inevitably  result 
(Fig.  18).  The  best  pattern  carts  have  two  long 


)ross-bars  to  each  side,  and  two  short  ones. 
These  are  cut  at  an  angle  (see  drawing  of 
!ompleted  cart,  Fig.  28)  and  bolted  through  — 
ine  bolt  to  each  bar.  The  ends  should  be 
;ut  with  a  fine  tenon  saw,  then  planed  up 
iarefully,  and  the  ends  burnished  with  a  piece 
)f  hat-d  wood;  this,  in  a  way,  closes  the 
;rain,  and  renders  the  end  more  amenable  to 
■arnish. 

It  is  of  the  last  importance  that  the  bars 
hould  be  exactly  straight,  and  the  cross-bars 
X  the  proper  angle ;  also  the  bolts  must  be 
tudded  m  evenly— not  in  a  wavy  line.  To 
'ut  in  the  bolts,  the  long  augur  bit  is  used, 
rhich  must  be  inserted  at  right  angles  to  the 
art  sides,  or  else  the  bolt-heads  will  not  sit 
leatly  on  the  wood. 

The  side-rails  must  be  bevelled  to  the  same 
ngle  as  the  lower  sides  were,  both  on  their 
pper  and  lower  edges.  The  door,  or  tail- 
card,  has  two  long  bars,  and  only  one  short 
■ar  m  the  centre  of  the  board.  The  hori- 
ontal  bars  must  be  exactly  level  with  those 
•f  the  sides. 

The  sides  completed,  and  the  bottom  in,  the 
est  operation  is  fitting  the  inside  ironwork 
^he  back  stay  (Fig.  19)  is  bolted  on  just  by 
he  door,  and  the  bolts  (3  inches  long)  pass 
hrough  the  side  and  the  lining,  and  screw 
-P  mside.  In  good  work,  the  heads  are  con- 
ealed  under  the  last  outside  batten.  Nothing 
3oks  worse  than  an  eruption  of  ugly  black 
leads  on  the  smooth  panel;  so  the  cart- 
^ilder  must  study  to  conceal  his  bolts  under 
ne  two  long  bars  fore  and  aft. 

For  the  same  reason,  the  long  hinges  must 
|e  set  at  the  same  angle  as  the  bars  of  the 
(oor ;  so  that  the  bolts  used  in  securing  the 
'ar  may  secure  the  hinges  too  (as  shown  bv 
■otted  lines  Fig.  19).  The  end  of  the  hind 
■ar  must  be  cut  to  allow  of  the  joint  being 
eoessed,  and  the  door  must  shut  truly  and 
venly.  '' 

A  pair  of  angle-irons  are  put  in  front ;  they 


can  be  made  by  the  village  smith  of  half- 
round  iron,  1^  inch  broad  by  |  inch  thick 
— of  course,  in  the  thickest  part — tapering  off 
at  the  ends.  These  require  to  be  about  12 
inches  long  each  angle,  and  are  fixed  with  a 
small  wood  block  between  the  upper  angle  and 
the  cart  side,  and  long  screws  passing  through 
the  iron  and  block  and  finishing  in  the  fore 
long  batten.    The  lower  half  can  be  attached 


to  the  floor  by  stout  2-inch  bolts.  The  block 
of  the  upper  part  must  be  shaped  so  as  to  fit 
the  side  angle  exactly,  and  should  be  the  same 
wood  as  the  sides.  The  side  handles  only 
require  a  reference  to  the  illustration  to  show 
the  mode  of  fixing  them. 

The  dash-board  irons  (Fig.  17,  B  b)  should 
be  fixed  about  8  inches  from  each  end,  and 
should  be  perfectly  true  and  firmly  fixed  up- 
right. The  village  smith  must  be  called  into 
requisition  to  furnish  two  inside  plates  to 
fasten  through  the  end  bar  to  the  dash-irons, 
and  bolt  down  the  floor— 1  inch  x  i  inch  half- 
round  iron  will  do— with  holes  corresponding 
to  those  in  the  under  plate  of  the  dash-board 
irons  (Fig.  20). 


It  will  also  be  necessary  for  the  smith  to 
make  and  fit  the  iron  brace  bar  beneath  the 
seat,  and  the  angle  iron  ledges  on  which  the 
seat  itself  rests.  The  first-named  may  be  a 
bar  of  flat  iron,  1  inch  broad  and  |  inch 
thick,  and  as  long  as  the  cart  is  wide.  The 
second  extends  nearly  the  whole  length  of  the 
first  bar,  to  which  they  are  attached  each  side 
by  stout  screws  into  the  cross  battens,  besides 
through  the  bar  itself.  They  must  be  made 
at  the  correct  angle ;  simply  at  right  angles 
will  not  do.  The  part  on  which  the  seat 
slides  should  be  perforated  with  round  i-inch 
holes  all  along,  to  receive  pins  on  the  seat- 
board,  which  hold  it  in  its  place.  The  hind 
door  must  have  a  couple  of  chains  in  leather 


cases,  to  hold  it  in  place  when  the  cart  is  re- 
quired to  carry  one  or  two  behmd.  A  hook 
is  attached  to  the  first  bar  at  the  end  of  the 
angle  iron,  on  to  which  the  chain  is  put,  the 
lower  ends  being  fastened  to  staples  screwed 
to  the  upper  bars  of  the  door. 

A  couple  of  strips  of  iron  (that  known 
as  coach-hooping)  extend  along  the  full 
length  of  the  bottom,  giving  additional 
strength ;  it  is  screwed  on  with  stout  1-inch 
screws. 

A  pair  of  door-fasteners  such  as  used  on 
Whitechapel  carts  are  preferable  to  spring 
catches,  which  invariably  rattle.  They  cost 
3s.  M.  a  pair  through  any  ironmonger,  and 
are  screwed  to  the  top  raves  of  the  sides  and 
door. 

The  body  of  the  cart  may  now  be  said  to  be 
finished  ;  the  ends  of  all  the  battens  must  be 
smoothed  to  the  last  degree  possible  to  facili- 
tate varnishing— all  projecting  bolt-ends  must 
be  filed  off — and  the  sharp  angles  of  the  nuts 
also. 

{To  he  continued.) 


SOME  WOEDS  OP  CHEEK. 

The  Rev.  A.  H.  Drysdale,  M.A.,  Northumberland, 
writes  :— "  It  is  a  pleasm-e  to  testify  to  the  avidity  with 
uiiich  boys  in  my  acquaintance,  big  and  little,  devour 
wliat  you  provide  tor  them,  and  to  observe  the  mingled 
tirmuess  and  freedom  of  bearing  they  seem  to  catcli 
from  your  pages.  The  B.  0.  P.  is  undoubtedly  raising 
the  tone  of  public-school  life  so  far  as  I  have  been  able 
to  notice." 


'•  An  old  Eeader  "  sends  us  an  interesting  letter  from 
British  Columbia,  in  tlie  course  of  which  he  remarks  :— 
'•  I  do  not  know  how  I  should  have  got  along  lately 
without  the  B.  0.  P.  I  liave  been  all  alone  this  winter 
on  the  rancli,  wliieh  is  situated  at  the  Outlet,  Kootenay 
Lake,  ten  nnk-s  from  the  nearest  camp.  Our  log  cabiii 
has  four  rooms,  ten  by  twelve.  Tliis  is  a  fine  game 
country.  Cariboo,  bear,  deer,  and  mountain  sheep  are 
pretty  plentiful.  But  the  only  drawback  is  the  Indians, 
who  hunt  with  dogs  and  scare  the  game  all  over  the 
country.  I  have  been  using  a  Sharp  44  rifle  this  last 
winter,  but  now  I  have  got  a  new  Winchester,  and  ex- 
pect to  have  a  lively  time  bear-hunting.  We  have  a 
steamboat  running  once  a  week,  and  on  its  next  trip  in 
I  expect  the  March  and  April  numbers  of  the  B.  0.  P.' 
which  have  to  go  first  to  Victoria,  and  then  to  be  re- 
mailed  through  the  States.  When  in  England  one  is 
apt  to  get  '  riled '  when  one  misses  a  number  (which  I 
have  not  done  yet),  but  here  the  case  is  decidedly  better 
late  tlian  twver.  Indeed,  wlien  the  mail-carrier  in 
December  brouglit  tlie  first  numbers  of  the  new  volume 
I  went  to  my  room  and  stood  on  my  head  !  " 


From  Chicago  comes  a  very  kindly  letter  from  "A 
Eeader  from  ,the  First,"  wlio  offers  to  do  anytlilng  in 
his  power  for  a  paper  that  has  proved  of  such  real  ser- 
vice to  him.  "  I  would  be  very  glad  indeed,"  he  con- 
cludes, "  to  do  anything  for  such  a  splendid  paper  (the 
like  of  which  is  not  known  here)  and  for  its  happy 
readers." 


A  lady  reader  writes  from  Copenhagen  under  ilate  of 
September  29  :— "  Eight  years  ago,  while  at  scliool  at 
Edinburgh,  I  began  to  take  the  B.  0.  P.,  and  liave  con- 
tinued doing  so  all  these  years,  even  after  my  retm-n  to 
the  West  Indies.  At  present  I  am  in  Copenhagen,  on 
a  visit,  and  write  to  let  you  know  how  much  I  have 
enjoyed  reading  Mr.  Munro's  story  of  '  The  Wire  and 
the  Wave.'  It  interested  me  more  particularly  on 
account  of  its  descriptions  of  life  and  scenes  iii  the 
West  Indies,  which  are  so  famiUar  to  me.  Mr.  Munro's 
account  of  the  market-women  entering  town  laden  with 
fruit,  and  the  bull-carts  of  canes  being  driven  to  the 
factories,  reminded  me  so  much  of  my  home  tliat  I 
could  not  resist  writing  and  letting  you  know  of  how 
much  interest  it  has  been  to  me.  "it  struck  me  as 
singidar  that  so  many  of  Mr.  Munro's  names  of  places 
and  plantations  are  so  much  like  those  in  '  Santa  Cruz,' 
wliere  I  was  born.  Tlie  lady  at  whose  house  I  am 
staying  is  also  a  West  Indian,  and  she  remembers 
having  met  a  Mr.  Munro  at  Billow's  Minde  in  Santa 
Cruz  in  the  year  1874,  when  the  cable  was  being  laid 
that  communicated  Santa  Cruz  with  other  parts.  Mr. 
Munro's  description  in  your  interesting  paper  of  the 
boarding-liouse  he  stopped  at  in  every  way  corresponds 
with  Billow's  Minde,  whicli  was  at  that  tiiiie  a  boarding- 
house.  Mr.  Munro  also  mentions  tliat  the  island  he 
stayed  at  was  one  of  the  liealtliiest.  Santa  Cruz  is  con- 
sidered the  healthiest,  and  is  often  called  'The  Garden 
of  tlie  West  Indies.'  Santa  Cruz  was  the  name  given 
by  tlie  Spaniards  to  it  when  they  owned  it ;  but  now  it 
is  generally  called  St.  Croi.x." 
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Tame  Rats  (P.  J.  B.).— MUk-sop,  potatoes,  ^in, 
bread-crusts,  ripe  fruit,  can;iry-seed. 

Weak  Eyes  (S.A.N.).— It  is  from  debility.  Exercise, 
cold  bath,  ft-esh  air,  and  good  food.  Cod-liver  oil,  and 
now  and  tlieu  a  fortnight's  course  of  tincture  of  iron. 
Don't  smoke. 

Girl's  Query  (Amy  G.  L.).— 1.  We  do  not  know  the 
book  you  mean.  2.  A  little  cold  cream  or  rose- 
glycerine  will  protect  the  face  from  the  frost.  But 
do  not  come  into  a  warm  room  immediately  from  out 
of  doors. 

Mannikins  (W.  of  Del.).— Do  not  give  hemp  ;  it  fattens. 
Keep  warm  and  clean.  Green  food  of  different  sorts, 
and  pure  water.  Do  not  forget  gravel.  The  cage  to 
be  large  and  roomy. 

Rabbit  beco.ming  vicious  (Laddie  C.).— They  do  at 
times  when  improperly  cared  for.  Give  more  exer- 
cise.  Perhaps  you  never  let  him  out. 

Which  TJ.viversitt  (Anxious). — Like  yourself  we 
favour  tone  of  Cambridge.  The  weakness  vfill  leave 
you  if  you  fight  agaiust  it,  and  pray. 

Blankets  or  Sheets  (E.  C).  —  Sleeping  between 
woollen  sheets  is  better  in  the  circumstances  men- 
tioned than  using  linen  or  cotton  ;  and  safer  too. 

Krepixg  Squirrel  (Pet).— If  you  keep  all  surround- 
ings perfectly  clean,  and  use  a  Uttle  Sanitas  (toilet 
fluid),  you  will  not  be  troubled  with  auy  bad  smell. 

Various  (Esca). — 1.  No,  you  do  not  want  a  license  to 
can-y  a  jack-knife,  nor  a  jackdaw  either.  2.  No,  but 
may  have.  3.  Dewelaws  are  liked  by  most  judges  of 
St.  Bernards. 

John  Manduca  (Malta).— The  words  are  certainly  not 
Hebrew,  but  what  they  are.  except  street  Italian  of 
the  period,  no  one  has  ventured  to  suggest.  In  Gary's 
"  Dante."  of  wliich  an  edition,  price  2s.,  is  published 
in  the  Chandos  Classics,  by  F.  Warne  &  Co.,  there  is 
a  long  note  on  the  passage.  See  the  "  Life  of  Benve- 
nuto  CeUini,"  vol.  ii.,  b.  iii.,  c.  vii.  Benvenuto  says  he 
had  heard  "  Paix  !  Paix  I  Satan  !  AUez  paix  I "  in 
the  Paris  court  of  justice.  And  "  aleppe  "  may  be  the 
AUez  paix  1 " 

C.  J-Uivis  and  Deerpoot. — For  information  regarding 
candidates  for  the  Metropolitan  Police,  land  or 
water,  apply  to  the  Chief  Commissioner,  Scotland 
Yard,  s.w. 


J.  A.  N. — Macrame  work  is  more  suited  for  girls  than 
boys,  and  instruction  books  can  be  had  at  ladies'- 
workshops.  The  twine  is  made  by  Walter  Evans  &  Co., 
of  Derby,  and  probably  by  others. 

A.  B.  C. — The  Celestial  Empire  is  China,  and  is  said 
to  be  so  called  on  account  of  its  emperors  being  celes- 
tial deities. 

Scotu.— We  have  reprinted  "  Chess  for  Beginners  "  in 
"  Indoor  Games." 

Dolphin. — Learn  Spanish.  Commercially,  it  will  pay 
better  than  French  or  German.  You  can  get  in- 
struction books  from  Sampson  Low  &  Co.,  Nutt, 
Triibner,  and  several  other  publishers.  All  boys 
who  learn  Latin  should  follow  on  with  Spanish. 

J.  G.  Gerrard. — You  will  not  do  much  better  than 
CasseU's  "  Popular  Gardening,"  but  you  might  write 
to  L.  U.  Gill,  170  Strand,  for  Ust  of  his  books.  Wood's 
"  Good  Gardening,"  published  by  Lockwood  &  Co.,  is 
a  trustworthy  gmde. 

C.  D. — AU  promotions  to  the  detective  force  are  made 
from  the  ranks  of  ordinary  policemen.  You  cannot 
join  as  a  detective. 

Ixstantograph.— Buy  a  copy  of  the  "British  Journal 
of  Photography." 

Sambo. — The  most  readable  book  on  Natural  Philo- 
sophy is  Arnott's,  published  by  either  Longmans  or 
Churchill,  but  we  do  not  know  if  it  is  fuH  enough  for 
you.  Yom-  best  plan  is  to  join  a  science  class  and 
work  up  for  a  South  Kensington  examination. 

Young  Engineer. — The  examinations  are  almost  en- 
tirely practical,  and  books  would  be  of  little  use  to 
you.  A  chief  engineer  ma.y  get  £20  a  month,  a 
second  engineer  £12,  and  a  third  engineer  £7  ;  but 
you  cannot  average  such  matters. 

S.  T.  Wadsworth.— "  Mary  Barton  "  was  written  by 
Mrs.  Gaskell,  and  published  in  1848.  It  can  be  ob- 
tained in  several  editions  fi'om  any  bookseller. 

Collector  (C.  W.  R.)— Thereason  we  do  not  do  aU  the 
things  you  mention  is  simply  because  we  have  done 
them  all  exhaustively  before,  colom-ed  plates  in- 
cluded, as  you  win  discover  on  refen-ing  to  our  back 
volumes. 

Egg  Collector.— The  name  of  a  firm  who  seUs  birds' 
eggs,  wild  ?  There  are  so  many.  Try  Cooke  &  Son 
of  Museum  Street,  Gardner  of  Holborn  and  Oxford 
Street,  Hope  of  Croydon.  See  advertisements  in 
"  Natm-e,"  "  Science  Gossip,"  and  our  montlily 
part.. 

Figure-heads. — In  the  last  paragraph  of  "  Figure- 
heads of  Famous  Warships,"  on  page  685,  "  stern  " 
is  a  printer's  error  for  "  stem."  Please  make  the 
coiTeotiou. 


Army  Schoolmasters. — Candidates  for  army  school- 
masterships  must  be  either  non-commissioned  officers, 
or  privates  of  the  Regular  Army,  recommended  by 
their  commanding  officers,  or  certificated  school- 
mEisters,  or  pupil-teachers  who  have  completed  their 
apprenticeship.  If  either  of  the  latter,  they  must- 
apply  to  the  Director-General  of  MiUtary  Education, 
forwarding  with  their  apjilication  the  following  cer- 
tificates or  statements  :  certificate  of  age,  statements 
of  height,  statement  of  the  religious  denomination  to 
which  the  candidate  belongs,  and  testimonial  as  to 
good  conduct  signed  by  tht  minister  of  the  jiarish  or 
of  the  congregation  of  which  the  candidate  is  a 
member  ;  and  it  must  be  accompanied  by  a  recom- 
mendation from  the  minister  or  from  the  managers 
of  the  school  in  w  hich  he  has  been  employed.  The 
best  plan  is  to  write  to  the  Director-General  of  Mili- 
tary Education,  War  Office,  S.W.,  and  ask  for  par- 
ticulars to  begin  with.  Tlie  examination  is  not  difii- 
cidt.  Some  years  ago  English  history  for  army  pur- 
poses used  to  end  with  Richard  III.,  but  that  may  not 
be  so  now. 

Orion. — The  field  lens  is  the  larger  of  the  two  glasses ; 
that  is,  the  one  with  the  2-in.  focus.  It  is  clear 
enough  in  the  article. 

Ignorance. — We  had  a  series  of  articles  on  "  Pottery 
and  China  Painting  "  in  the  sixth  vohmie.  You  will 
find  them  in  the  November  and  December  parts  for 
1883,  and  the  January  and  Febniary  parts  for  1884. 
We  cannot  repeat  tlitm. 

Height  op  Boys  (Equus).— In  the  December  part  for 
1888  we  gave  a  complete  list  of  average  height  and 
weight  of  British  boys.  A  boy  of  15  weighs  102-7 
pounds,  and  is  62'24  inches  high.  One  of  IB  weighs 
119-0,  and  is  64-31  inches  high.  For  the  others  you 
can  refer  to  our  table. 

M.  Carter.— March  25  used  to  be  New  Year's  Day,  and 
the  week  following  was  given  over  to  festivity,  which 
ended  on  the  "  octave,"  that  is.  Apiril  1.  Hence  the 
wind  up  w-ith  April  fooling,  and  the  end  of  the  fooling 
at  noon  on  that  day. 

Waterprooplng. — The  composition  used  in  the  Army 
for  waterproofing  boots  is  made  of  a  pint  of  raw  Un- 
seed oil,  3  ounces  of  yeUow  wax,  2  ounces  of  spirits 
of  turpentine,  and  1  ounce  of  Burgundy  pitch.  First 
dissolve  the  pitch  in  the  turpentine,  tlien  boil  the  oil 
■with  the  wax  until  half  an  hour  after  the  wax  is  dis- 
solved, and  then  add  the  cold  tiu-pentine  and  pitch. 
Do  the  boiling  in  an  earthenware  pot  out  of  doors,  and 
have  the  pot  only  half-full,  to  avoid  accident,  as  the 
mixture  is  very  inflammable.  When  you  pour  in  the 
turpentine  there  will  be  an  effervescence,  so  pour  it 
in  slowly,  and  stir  aU  the  time.  Keep  the  composi- 
tion in  a  canister,  warm  it  in  the  sun  if  it  gets  too 
solid,  and  appli  it  \\  ith  a  brush.  It  wiU  not  only 
waterproof  the  lindt-.  Imt  form  a  good  foundation  for 
blacking,  and  you  will  Ijave  a  sjjlendid  poUsh. 


'  Afraid  ! !    Oh,  dear  no  !  not  a  bit  of  it. 


But,  really,  the  way  in  which  the  police  permit  the  muzzling  order  to  be  set  at  nought  is  positively 
scandalous  I    We  will  write  to  the  '  B.O.P.'  about  it!" 
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¥l\e  Boy'^  Own  Papef. 


CHAPTER  VII.— A  LETTER  FROM  PORT 
JACKSON. 

"  Farm  Cove,  Sydney : 
"  Nov.  2yth,  18U. 

"  Dear  and  Honoured  Mother, — 

"  We  have  arrived  here  at  last,  and  the 
first  thing  that  gfi'eeted  mc  was  a  letter  from 
you.  How  joUy  it  was  to  see  yoi;r  dear  old 
handwriting  again.  Some  of  the  others, 
less  fortunate,  wanted  to  buy  the  letter  of 
me,  but  I  couldn't  part  with  it  at  any 
price.  How  glad  I  am  to  know  that  you 
are  safe  and  sound. 

"  We  had  a  terrific  gale  off  the  Cape  of 
Good  Hope.  I  thought  she  never  could 
have  weathered  it.  I  have  read  in  books 
of  seas  running  mountains  high,  but  now 
I  have  seen  it  for  myself.  It  didn't  seem 
to  me  so  much  the  height  of  the  waves, 
though  they  were  big  enough  and  broke 
over  us  again  and  again,  but  they  literally 
stood  above  us  and  around  us  in  vast  roll- 
ing masses  of  water,  and  sometimes  we 
seemed  to  go  so  far  down  between  the  seas 
that  it  appeared  a  marvel  how  we  could 
ever  get  up  again.  Sometimes  too  the  ship 
would  roll  over  on  her  side  so  far  that  she 
seemed  to  tremble  for  an  instant,  as  if  in 
doubt  whether  she  would  capsize  or  no. 
My  watches,  either  by  day  or  night,  were 
equally  miserable  ;  you  do  feel  so  hopeless 
amid  these  great  rolling  seas  ;  and  the  ship 
does  look  so  iincanny  at  night  with  her 
tall  gaunt  spars  nearly  bare,  for  we  had  to 
take  in  nearly  all  our  sails.  Even  then 
our  foretopsail  was  torn  to  ribbons,  and  I 
saw  the  wind  carrying  yards  of  it  away, 
whirling  it  romid  and  round  in  the  most 
comical  manner,  as  if  quite  pleased  with 
its  new  plaything.  Down  below  we  had 
to  live  almost  in  darkness,  slipping  about 
everywhere,  continually  dodging  falling 
gear  or  moving  furniture,  and  always  on 
the  look-out  for  a  broken  head. 

"  The  cook  in  the  galley  was  quite  a 
sight ;  he  really  behaved  admirably,  for 
although  the  sea  put  out  his  fire  at  least 
twice,  and  though  his  existence  was  con- 
tinually being  imperilled  by  avalanches 
of  falling  pots  and  pans  and  cataracts  of 
scalding  soup,  still  he  managed  to  produce 
a  somewhat  better  dinner  than  usual, 
which  was  some  solace  to  our  misery.  We 
ate  it  with  much  difficulty,  holding  on  to 
each  morsel  like  grim  death.  However, 
when  it  was  all  over,  how  we  enjoj'ed  the 
calm  and  the  simshine  !  I  really  should 
be  sorry  if  I  had  not  gone  through  this 
experience.  It  makes  one  appreciate  to 
the  full  the  ordinary  blessings  of  life. 

"  Do  you  know,  we  lost  one  poor  fel- 
low overboard  off  the  southern  coast  of 
Australia.  No  one  knows  quite  how  it 
happened ;  it  was  a  very  dark  night,  and 
we  were  going  very  fast.  We  lowered  a 
boat  and  tried  to  save  him,  but  it  was  no 
use.  It  seems  awful,  doesn't  it,  to  be 
hurried  into  eternity  in  this  way  ?  It 
made  us  all  feel  very  sad.  It  only  shows 
how  very  silly  it  is  for  a  man  to  say,  '  I'll 
put  off  being  religious  till  I've  served  my 
time.'  I  think  a  sailor,  of  all  people, 
ought  to  be  religious  ;  I  don't  mean  with 
a  canting  kind  of  religion — I  know  you 
hate  that,  mother,  and  so  do  I — but  I 
mean  a  deep,  real,  ready-to-die-at-any-time 
religion,  with  some  pluck  in  it,  and  a 
quiet,  firm  attention  to  the  standing  orders 
and  the  discipline  of  it.  I  feel  an  awful 
liypocrite  writing  to  you  in  this  way, 
mother,  but  indeed  this  is  what  I  am  trj-- 


ing  to  aim  at — God  knows  with  what  poor 
results. 

"  But  now  I  must  tell  you  about  Port 
Jackson.  Every  one  says  that  this  will 
be  a  very  important  place  some  day.  The 
harbour  is  one  of  the  finest  in  the  world — 
fifteen  miles  long,  and  landlocked,  except 
for  a  tiny  entrance,  not  more  than  a  mile 
broad.  Before  we  passed  the  Heads  we 
seemed  to  be  rushing  straight  at  sheer 
cliffs,  when  suddenly  they  opened,  and  in  a 
little  while  more  we  were  skimming  over 
what  seemed  to  be  a  vast  blue  lake,  large 
enough  to  give  safe  anchorage  to  all  the 
navies  of  Eiurope,  with  brown  cliffs,  purple 
hills,  and  dense  forests  on  every  side  of  us. 
We  are  anchored  now  opposite  the  settle- 
ment ;  there  is  an  island  on  our  right, 
thickly  studded  with  gum  trees,  and  in 
front  we  can  see  the  white  houses  dotted 
here  and  there,  with  a  wharf  or  two,  and 
some  public  buildings.  A  few  miles  to  the 
southward  is  Botany  Bay,  where  the  Go- 
vernment planted  a  settlement  in  1778, 
chiefly  composed  of  convicts.  The  place 
not  proving  suitable,  the  settlement  was 
soon  removed  to  Port  Jackson.  If  the 
convicts  behave  themselves  they  are  al- 
lowed a  good  many  privileges ;  they  can 
be  hired  as  servants,  and  are  employed  in 
many  other  capacities.  Many  of  them 
have  worked  out  their  sentences,  married, 
and  settled  in  the  colony,  and  are  owners 
of  land  and  houses.  They  say  their  de- 
scendants will  be  among  the  principal 
citizens  fifty  years  hence.  The  day  after 
we  arrived,  to  my  great  surprise  a  boat 
came  alongside,  with  a  note  addressed  to 
the  members  of  the  midshipmen's  mess ; 
the  writer  was  a  Mrs.  Barlow,  who  gave 
us  a  courteous  invitation  to  make  use  of 
her  house  during  our  stay.  Her  address 
is  George  Street,  Sydney.  George  Street 
exists,  but  there  is  only  one  brick  house  in 
it  at  present,  which  is  Mrs.  Barlow's,  so 
that  we  had  no  difficulty  at  aU  in  finding 
our  way  thither.  Mrs.  Barlow  is  a  very 
handsome  old  lady,  and  her  manners  are 
perfect ;  she  makes  us  feel  quite  at  home, 
and  some  of  us  are  there  every  day. 
What  was  my  surprise  to  hear  a  few  days 
ago  that  our  kind  hostess  is  an  ex-convict,  a 
noted  and  daring  horse -stealer  !  It  seems 
she  had  a  kind  of  mania.  However,  her 
house  is  now  frequented  by  a  large  circle 
of  firiends,  and  she  has  a  fine  family  of  her 
own.  She  is  a  regular  mother  to  us  boys ; 
we  appreciate  her  highly,  I  can  assure  you. 
She  gives  us  lots  of  good  cream  and  fi-esh 
fruit.  Isn't  it  splendid  to  find  good  friends 
to  look  after  one  even  here  ? 

"  We  go  out  for  long  rides,  occasionally 
into  the  bush.  It  isn't  a  very  interesting 
country  just  about  here.  You  pass  through 
vast  tracts  of  nothing  but  gum  trees — great, 
lanky,  awkward-looking  fellows,  with  red- 
dish stems  and  long  rakish  branches, 
which  don't  seem  to  own  any  harmonious 
arrangement ;  nor  do  they  seem  to  be  built 
for  ornament  or  shade  ;  but  the  low  bushes 
underneath  them,  the  wattles,  and  the 
ti  tree  scrub  are  just  now  gay  with  de- 
licious flowers,  the  scent  of  which  per- 
fumes the  air  for  miles.  I  must  teU  you 
how  once  in  one  of  our  rides  we  lost  our 
way,  and  were  in  a  pretty  fix,  wandering 
about  hour  after  hour  in  what  seemed  an 
endless  forest.  The  further  we  went  the 
more  hopeless  the  case  seemed  to  be ;  oiu" 
horses  showed  signs  of  giving  out,  the  sun 
was  very  low  in  the  heavens,  and  we  knew 
there  would  be  little  or  no  twilight.  Fitz- 


gerald usually  takes  a  pocket  compass  with 
him  on  these  occasions,  but  alas!  he  had 
forgotten  it.  I  thought  I  would  climb  a 
tall  g\im  tree,  and  have  a  look  roimd.  I 
strained  my  eyes  in  every  direction  till  at 
last,  to  my  great  joj',  I  descried  a  thin 
wreath  of  blue  smoke  curling  above  the 
tree-tops,  a  little  to  the  westward.  We 
made  off  in  all  haste  in  that  direction,  and 
presently  we  caught  the  distant  bark  of  a 
dog,  then  the  sound  of  sheep-bells,  and  the 
lowing  of  a  cow,  tiU  at  last  we  etnerged 
into  a  clearing,  in  the  centre  of  which 
stood  a  little  wooden  shanty  of  two  rooms, 
with  a  lean-to  behind,  forming  a  smaU 
kitchen,  the  greater  part  of  which  was 
taken  i;p  by  a  huge  chimney,  built,  like  the 
rest  of  the  strange  dwelling,  of  wood.  A 
little  to  the  left  were  some  sheds,  and  what 
seemed  to  be  a  space  enclosed  as  a  garden. 
We  were  immediately  attacked  by  a  fero- 
cious dog  of  the  brindled,  liver-coloured 
species.  He  evinced  so  strong  a  desire  to 
taste  our  blood  that  we  should  have  had 
considerable  trouble  with  him  but  for  the 
timely  appearance  of  his  master,  the  owner 
of  the  estate — a  big,  yellow-bearded  man — 
who  advanced  towards  us  cracking  a  heavy 
whip  which  he  held  in  his  hand,  and  call- 
ing to  the  dog  to  '  come  to  heel.'  '  Doant 
mind  'im,'  he  exclaimed, '  e's  nobbut  doin' 
'is  duty  ;  'e  thought  ye  were  prisoners, 
may  be.  But  now,  what's  'appened  ye,  my 
lads  ?    Ye're  strangers,  I  can  see.' 

"  We  told  him  our  story.  He  was  a 
tall,  well-grown  man,  attired  in  a  coarse 
shirt  and  trousers  of  faded  blue  dungaree  ; 
a  wide,  broad-brimmed  straw  hat  com- 
pleted the  costume ;  he  carried  a  small 
axe  and  pistols  in  his  belt.  He  shrugged 
his  shoulders.  '  A  thowt  as  mooch,'  said 
he ;  'ye  moant  think  o'  gangin'  back  to 
Sydney  to-neet ;  ye  mmi  loost  camp  wi 
me,  and  I'll  ride  in  wi'  ye  mysen  i' t' 
marnin' ;  noa,  ye  canna  go  to-neet ;  it's 
betther  nor  twenty  miles  away,  and  the 
road's  none  so  good.  But  a  doot  yer 
fooaks  '11  be  sore  fashed  aboot  ye.' 

"  We  dismounted,  and  he  showed  us 
where  we  could  tether  oiu:  horses  for  the 
night ;  then  he  set  us  to  work,  one  to 
fetch  water  for  man  aiad  beast,  another  to 
chop  wood,  a  third  to  help  him  in  dressing 
the  best  parts  of  a  fat  sheep  which  he 
killed  for  our  benefit.  I,  for  my  part, 
volunteered  to  milk  the  cow.  Presently 
we  were  all  called  into  the  house,  the  in- 
terior of  which  was  even  more  strange  than 
the  outside.  A  rough  table  and  stools, 
with  a  few  cupboards  and  shelves,  formed 
the  only  ftu'niture,  save  that  the  walls 
were  adorned  with  two  or  three  grim- 
looking  knives,  as  many  guns,  and  a  few 
more  peaceable-looking  agricultural  tools. 
Our  supper  consisted  of  mutton-steaks  and 
soup  made  out  of  the  tail  of  the  kangaroo- 
which  last  we  drank  out  of  tin  cups  pro- 
vided by  our  host ;  but  the  bread  and 
meat  we  ate  with  om-  clasp  knives.  I 
don't  think  I  ever  enjoyed  a  meal  more. 

"We  sat  talking  together  for  a  long 
time  afterwards  under  our  friend's  modest 
verandah,  telling  him  all  we  could  think 
of  about  what  he  styled  the  old  country. 
His  thirst  for  news  was  insatiable.  We 
told  him  how  all  England  had  been  on 
the  qui  vive  expecting  that  Napoleon 
might  swoop  down  upon  our  coast  at  any 
favourable  moment  with  his  immense 
flotilla ;  how  the  cumiing  old  dog  decoyed 
our  fleet  into  the  West  Indies,  in  the  hope 
that  he  might  wedge  in  his  own  ships  be- 


tween  ours  and  his  army  at  Boulogne, 
and  thus  secure  to  himself  the  opportimity 
which  he  soxight.   We  told  him  of  Trafal- 
gar, of  the  death  of  Nelson,  of  the  glories 
of  the  Peninsular  war.    He  listened  with 
all  his  ears,  pleading  with  his  eyes  to  ns 
not  to  stop,  and  only  breaking  the  thread 
of  our  narrative  by  an  occasional  exclama- 
tion between  the  puffs  of  his  long  clay 
pipe.    Three  or  four  hours  passed  in  this 
pleasant  way,  till  at  last  our  friend  pulled 
a  huge  copper-cased  watch  out  of  his 
pocket.    '  Eh,  my  lads  ! '  he  exclaimed  ; 
'  a  didna  think  it  was  so  leet ;  we  mim 
gang  to  bed ;  it  isn't  mooch  i'  the  shape 
o'  bed  that  a  can  offer  ye,  but  ye're  right 
welcome  to  it,  sooch  as  it  is.'    So  saying, 
he  led  the  way  into  the  house,  and  open- 
ing the  door  of  the  second  room  he  showed 
US  simdry  heaps  of  dried  gum-tree  leaves, 
gave  -as  a  blanket  each,  and  left  us  to  our 
own  resoiirces. 

"Not  feehng  inclined  to  sleep  I  went 
mit  again  for  a  little  space,  and  for  the 
first  time  realised  the  wonders  of  an  Aus- 
tralasian night.  Talk  of  fairies  !— the 
whole  glade  was  thronged  with  them; 
every  bush  M'as  full  of  music,  which  ima- 
gination pictured  as  the  sound  of  their 
answering  voices,  or  the  patter  of  their 
tiny  feet.  Their  playground  was  illumi- 
nated by  hunch-eds  of  glowworm  lamps 
twinkling  everywhere  among  the  trees. 
An  enormous  population  was  astir,  evi- 
dently bent  on  enjoyment,  and  brimful  of 
innocent  fun.  We  were  surroimded  by 
myriads  of  happy  creatures,  whose  inces- 
sant song  nothing  seemed  to  mar,  save 
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the  occasional  croak  of  a  frog  from  some 
far  distant  marsh,  like  the  low  voice  of  a 
satyr  bent  on  some  mirthfril  mischief. 
The  noise  is  shrill  and  incessant,  yet  it 
does  not  jar  the  least  upon  the  ear';  and 
so  we  were  soon  sleeping  the  sleep  of 
the  just,  utterly  oblivious  of  any  conse- 
quences which  might  happen  to  us  on  the 
morrow. 

"Early  in  the  morning  our  good  host 
roused  us,  showed  us  a  stream  trickling 
over  some  rocks  not  far  distant  which 
formed  a  delicious  natural  douche  bath, 
gave  us  a  substantial  breakfast,  and  ac- 
companied us   back   to   Sydney.  Nor 
would  he  hear  of  taking  money  in  ex- 
change for  his  kind  hospitality.  'Nay, 
my  lads,'  he  said;  'that's  not  the  way  we 
doos  things  i'  this  country ;  it's  many  a 
long  day  sin'  I  'ad  sooch  a  neet  as  last 
neet.    Eh,  boot  they're  grand  times.  No, 
keep  yoiu-  brass,  my  lads  ;  I  reckon  ye'll 
be  needin'  it  more  than  John  Jackson 
does  i'  this  bush.    Sithaboot  'appen  any 
on  ye  eooms  to  a  bit  of  a  village  i'  Yark- 
shire,  called  Manston,  think  on  and  ask 
if  owd  Mrs.  Jackson  o'  Thorpe  Farm's  still 
livin';  that's  my  owd  moother,  and  if  ye'll 
joost  call  and  say  ye've  seed  me,  sha  '11 
'ardlins  be  able  to  do  enough  for  ye.  A 
moother's  a  moother,  lads,  all  the  world 
over.'    We  promised  to  bear  this  request 
in  mind,  and  after  an  affectionate  farewell 
we  proceeded  on  board,  where,  when  we 
arrived,  we  spent  the  rest  of  the  day  at 
the  masthead ;  but  in  the  evening  the 
authorities  relented,  oi;r  punishment  was 
relaxed,  and  we  were  invited  to  dine  with 


the  senior  officers,  who  discussed  our  ad- 
ventures over  wine  and  dessert. 

"  They  told  us  a  strange  story ;  they 
said  that  a  vessel  had  just  come  in  from  a 
cruise  in  the  Pacific.  She  had  touched  at 
a  little  rocky  harbourless  islet,  marked  in 
the  chart  as  Eos  Island.  They  made  cer- 
tain that  there  were  no  inhabitants ;  but, 
to  their  surprise,  their  anchor  was  hardly 
down  before  a  boat  came  off  to  them  from 
the  shore  full  of  white  men,  who  hailed 
them  in  good  English.  They  told  them 
that  they  were  sprung  from  a  shipwrecked 
crew;  that  they  had  intermarried  with 
the  natives  of  a  neighbouring  island,  and- 
after  many  wanderings  had  settled  at  Eos. 
They  were  well  governed  and  well  taught 
by  one  of  their  number,  an  aged  man, 
whom  they  looked  upon  in  the  light  of  a 
patriarch — the  last  survivor  of  the  original 
crew.  They  were  extremely  happy  and 
contented,  thoroughly  devoted  to  their 
island  home,  and  leading  virtuous  lives  as 
sincere  Christians.  What  a  strange  his- 
tory !  I  wonder  if  I  shall  ever  go  to  Eos 
Island. 

"  Now,  my  dear  mother,  I  must  close. 
In  a  month  more  we  shall  be  on  our  way 
home.  I  am  growing  tremendously;  all 
my  clothes  are  too  small  for  me. 

"  Give  my  love  to  all  at  home. 

"  Ever  your  loving  and  dutiful  son, 
"  George  Freeborn. 

"  P.S. — We  have  got  orders  to  call  at 
the  Bay  of  Islands,  New  Zealand.  I  shall 
have  lots  to  tell,  shan't  I  ?  " 

(^To  he  continued.) 


THE  TALE  OF  A  PIG. 

AN  ARCADIAN  STORY. 


AND  where  was  the  old  hog  all  this 
time  ? 

After  upsetting  Harry  Baldwin  in  that 
imexpected  manner,  he  had  rushed  through 
the  stack-yard,  across  the  field,  and  bolted 
into  a  dry  ditch,  where  he  burrowed  imder 
the  brambles  and  nettles  until  he  was  quite 
hidden  from  the  eyes  of  passers-bv.  And 
there  he  still  lay  sulking.  He  had  seen, 
through  the  chinks  of  his  retreat,  Isaac's 
lumbering  efforts  to  find  him  ;  he  had  seen 
also  the  uproarious  conduct  of  Mr.  Lance- 
field  and  Miss  Margery,  and  he  Avas  deeply 
'  offended. 

'  Ever  since  the  fatal  morning  when  he 
had  gone  forth  in  blatant  wickedness  to 
ravage  the  corn-field,  and  had  been  met 
by  that  horrible  noise  and  smoke  and 
burst  of  fearful  artillery  from  his  peaceful 
gap  m  the  hedge,  he  had  been  in  a  state 
ot  wrath  and  bewilderment.  He  was  de- 
termined to  cause  his  oppressors  the  live- 
best  anxiety  ;  he  wouldn't  let  them  know 
where  he  was.  They  would  think  he  was 
lead  or  stolen,  and  how  would  they  hke 
that  ?  And  although  the  swish  of  the 
iwiU,  as  it  wai  poured  into  the  pig-troughs 
3very  night  and  morning,  saluted  his  great 
2ars  with  enticing  persuasiveness,  he  still 
'•efased  to  move.  Impertinent  porkers 
^hom.  he  had  often  dri\-en  from  their 
-imner  and  made  to  squeal  with  anguish 
IS  he  deprived  them  of  their  choicest 


CH.\PTER  VI. 

morsels,  got  fatter/and  more  roly-poly  day 
by  day  as  they  enjoyed  their  meals  in 
peace. 

For  the  first  twelve  hours  he  never 
stirred,  and  then,  feeling  hollow  beyond 
endurance,  he  went  and  picked  up  a  furtive 
meal  when  the  farmer  and  his  men  were 
away  in  the  hajrvest-field.    But  he  got 
back  to  his  hole  again  before  anybody 
came  about  the  yards,  and  lay  hidden  as 
before.    Perhaps  he  feared  being  an  object 
of  ridicule  to  small  pigs  and  pigs  of  no 
account,  for  his  countenance  was,  as  I  said, 
seamed  and  scarred  with  gunpowder,  and 
his  own  mother  wouldn't  have  known  him; 
and  to  be  seen  in  this  piteous  condition 
by  small  fry  whom  he  had  hitherto  dis- 
dained was  what  a  hog  of  spirit  could  never 
submit  to.    It  may  be  that  he  could  not 
endure  that  the  lady  pigs,  among  whom 
he  had  an  extended  acquaintance,  should 
view  the  despoilment  of  his  beauty — for 
he  was  of  a  gallant  turn.    And,  indeed,  I 
am   sure  we  can  all  sympathise  with 
him  ! 

\ye  may  squint  and  be  fat  and  ugly,  but 
a  pimple  on  our  nose  excites  just  as  much 
woe  in  us  as  it  might  have  done  in  the 
beautiful  Miss  Gunning  herself  Perhaps 
the  feeling  is  a  good  one,  for,  if  we  took 
no  pride  in  our  personal  appearance,  what 
a  forlorn,  slatternly  lot  we  should  be  ;  and 
perhaps,  too,  each  one  of  us  is  attractive 


to  somebody,  though  never  so  plain  to 
most  eyes. 

But  whatever  considerations  kept  the 
hog  in  retirement,  they  were  powerful 
ones,  for  nearly  five  days  had  passed  and 
he  had  not  appeared  in  pubhc.  Stephen 
and  Harry  had  visited  him  occasionally, 
but  he  wasn't  going  to  move  for  them,  and 
they — satisfied  that  he  was  not  seriously 
hurt — had  let  him  alone.    It  may  be  that 
he  felt  how  gi'eat  a  loss  he  should  be 
to  his  master,  and  took  pleasure  in  the 
thought;  but  now,  after  several  days  of 
meditation  and  stealthy  mouthfuls,  he  felt 
an  inward  hollowness  which  made  him 
long  once  more  to  enter  public  life.  He 
peered  out  from  his  lair  and  saw  Isaac 
tramping  across  the  yard  with  two  buckets 
on  a  yoke.    They  were  heavy,  and  Isaac 
staggered  under  them ;  and  oh !  he  knew 
they  were  brimming  over  with  delicious 
skim-milk  and  barley-floiir.    He  heard 
the  joyful  clamour  from  the  other  pigs, 
and  saw  Isaac  pass  back  and  return  again 
with  a  further  supply.     Shotdd  he  go  ? 
Already  he  was  thinner,  and  he  felt  as 
empty  as  those  troughs  would  soon  be. 
His  pride  began  to  give  way  as  he  slowly 
pushed  his  nose  out  of  his  hole.    Then  he 
went  a  few  steps  in  the  direction  of  the 
yard;  then  stopped,  and  wrestled  with 
himself ;  then  went  on  again,  hesitating ; 
and  so,  with  vai'ious  pauses,  arrived  at  the 
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gate,  and  slinking  in,  with  no  vestige  of 
liis  former  bumptionsness,  went  softly  np 
to  the  feeding-troughs. 

"  Hul-lo  !  ' '  shouted  the  farmer,  who 
was  looking  on  as  usual.    "  Isaac  !  " 

Isaac  turned  and  looked  about  him 
slowly.  It  always  took  Isaac  some  time 
to  turn.  Then  his  gaze  fell  on  the  old 
hog,  and  his  eyes  and  mouth  opened  wide, 
and  remained  so. 

"  \Vliere's  he  been?  "  said  the  farmer. 

Isaac's  mouth  closed  slowly,  and  then 
widened  out  to  a  capacious  grin. 

"I  doan'  know,  master;  but  he's  a  fine 
ole  sight,  ain't  he,  sir  ?  " 


"  Well,"  said  the  farmer,  as  he  wiped 
his  eyes,  "  it  serves  him  right,  and  I  hope 
he's  cured  o'  roaming,"  and,  chuckling,  he 
turned  away  to  go  and  tell  the  news  to  the 
'•  missus." 

"  He  do  look  pretty,"  said  Isaac,  as  he, 
too,  told  the  tale  in  the  bosom  of  his  family 
that  night.  "  My  !  he's  face  is  mottled  all 
o'er,  for  all  the  world  like  a  Christmas 
plmn-pudding,  an'  he  let  they  little  ugs 
shove  he  about  anyhow.  Wlioy,  at  one 
toime  he'd  ha'  half-killed  'em  if  they  did 
but  look  at  him.  Can't  think  what's  come 
to 'm,  I  can't." 

And  always  after  this  the  old  hog  was, 


Expressing  her  sympathy  with  the  humbled  monarch." 


And  Isaac  grinned  again. 

"  What's  come  to  his  face  ?  "  said  the 
farmer,  going  up  to  look  more  closely  at 
him.  "  Why,  bless  me  !  I  declare  he's 
been  shot  at." 

The  old  hog  took  no  notice,  but  went 
on  eating  in  a  masterly  way,  which  showed 
that,  at  any  rate,  his  internal  arrangements 
were  midistm-bed. 

The  farmer  watched  him  a  mimite,  and 
then,  looking  up,  his  eye  caught  Isaac, 
and  he  saw  the  broad  smile  which  had  not 
yet  faded  from  that  gentleman's  expressive 
face,  and  the  farmer  and  his  man  bmst 
into  shouts  of  laughter. 


if  I  may  say  so,  a  new  pig.  It  is  true  he 
ate  as  formerly,  and  quickly  regained  his 
rotimdity,  but  his  fight  was  gone,  his  spirit 
was  broken,  his  glory  was  departed.  There 
was  something  quite  pathetic  in  the  sight 
of  his  fallen  greatness,  and  with  meekness 
he  let  the  little  pigs  shoulder  their  way  to 
the  trough  before  him.  He  passed  his 
time  between  meals  in  solitary  reflection, 
half-biiried  in  the  straw,  and  slnnming  all 
intercom-se  with  tlie  other  inhabitants  of 
the  yard.  Little  pigs  grunted  briskly,  and 
trotted  about  with  an  air  of  business. 
Respectable  matrons  moved  slo^\-ly  with 
rootling  noses  in  seai'ch  of  stray  bits,  but 


he  was  too  depressed  to  notice  one  oi 
them.  His  return  after  so  long  an  absence 
had  not  excited  the  general  joy  it  should 
have  done  ;  and  the  farmer,  after  his  mind 
was  once  at  rest,  and  none  of  the  villagers 
came  up  with  a  disastrous  tale  of  damage 
done  and  damages  claimed,  was  disposed 
to  be  amused  at  his  sufferings,  and  nevei 
failed  to  make  fun  of  "  the  old  chap's 
beauty-spots "  as  he  watched  the  pigs 
feed.  Isaac,  too,  shoved  him  with  his  knee 
when  he  wanted  to  pass,  and  said  "  Get 
out  wi'  j  e !  "  in  his  most  disrespectful 
manner.  Isaac  had  not  been  used  to  act 
so.  Time  was  when  he  would  not  have 
v  entured  to  treat  the  old  hog  with  any- 
thing but  the  greatest  deference,  lest  he 
should  find  himself  violently  upset. 

One  day  Master  Jack  and  Miss  Margery 
came  up  to  call  upon  the  farmer  and  his 
^\  ifi',  and  after  they  had  sat  awhile  in  the 
parlour  and  tasted  Mrs.  Pentelow's  ad- 
mirable cowslip  wine  and  cheesecakes, 
they  strolled  to  the  yard  and  looked  at  the 
pigs. 

Then  Master  Jack  pointed  out  the  old 
hog,  aird  made  fun  of  his  scars  and  mocked 
him  generally. 

"  Poor  old  fellow  !  I  believe  he  knows 
what  you  are  saying.  It  is  comic,  you 
know,  Jack,  but  I'm  sorry  for  him,  too ; 
it's  a  sad  fall  he's  had,  and  I  won't  flout 
him  in  his  distress."  And  she  made  her 
way  across  the  yard,  and  began  to  express 
her  sj-mpathy  by  scratching  the  back  of 
the  humbled  monarch  with  a  stick. 

"  Have  an  apple,  then  ?  "  she  said,  hold- 
ing out  a  large  rosy  one. 

The  old  hog  hesitated,  but  the  scratching 
on  his  back  continued,  and  felt  nice,  and 
the  young  lady  had  a  kind  face,  and  did 
not  say  "G-r-r-r-r!  get  out  wi'  yer,"  as 
Isaac  did ;  and  he  arose  and  gently  took 
the  apple  from  her  outstretched  hand. 

Whereupon  Master  Jack  from  the  gate 
spouted  rhetorically — 

"  0  woman,  iu  oiir  hours  of  ease 
Uncertain,  coy,  and  hard  to  please. 
When  pain  and  anguisli  wring  tlie  brow, 
A  ministering  angel  thou." 

But  Margery  disdained  his  mocking,  and' 
the  old  hog  put  tip  his  nose  for  another 
apple,  which  she,  after  searching  in  the 
deepest  recesses  of  her  pocket,  fomid  and 
gave  him.  And  when  she  went  away  he 
followed  her  across  the  yard,  and,  thrusting 
his  snout  through  the  bars  of  the  gate, 
watched  her  retreatmg  form  wistfully. 

In  om-  dejected  and  beaten  moments  how 
sweet  is  s^^nnpathy  !  It  comes  like  soothing 
bahn  to  om-  smarting  feelings,  and  when 
we  have  made  ourselves  thoroughly  ridi- 
culous, as  we  too  often  do,  and  are  shriv  el 
ling  up  under  miiversal  laughter — shouLl 
some  kind  sotil  come  by  who  doesn't  laugli, 
but  offers  us  instead  the  apple  of  consoLi- 
tion — how  good  it  is.  How  soft  and  juic.v 
and  comfortmg  to  otu:  scarified  feelings. 
To  show  respect  to  one  at  -u'liom  the  world, 
is  laughing  is  the  finest  form  of  comfort. 

I  do  not  venture  to  assert  that  these 
thoughts  occurred  to  my  hero — indeed,  an\ 
thoughts  at  all ;  but  his  tail,  which  had  be 
fore  himg  limply,  took  a  cheerful  curl,  anc 
as  he  returned  across  the  yard  he  upset  i 
young  and  sparkish  pig  who  stood  in  hi 
way,  and  passed  on,  leaving  him  kicking 
on  his  back,  and  too  amazed  to  squeal. 

{To  he  continued.) 
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IT  was  only  by  a  siiperluiman  effort  that 
Bob  and  Jake  mana.!?ed  to  repress  the 
start  of  recognition  which  would  have  be- 
'  trayed  them  at  once  to  the  sharp,  suspi- 
cious eyes  of  their  dreaded  enemy.  But 
they  stifled  all  sign  of  emotion,  and  forced 
themselves  to  assiune  the  half-curious, 
half- indifferent  look  with  which  they  might 
have  watched  the  sudden  approach  of  a 
total  stranger. 

As  for  the  other  three,  it  cost  them  no 
trouble  to  look  unconcerned ;  for,  having 
never  seen  him  before,  they  were  miles 
away  from  guessing  that  the  man  before 
them  was  the  Dacoit  wlio  had  invaded 
their  island, 
i  "  Peace  be  with  you,"  said  Merritt,  who, 
I  with  all  his  cool  courage,  had  hard  work 
to  keep  his  voice  steady  when  he  saw,  as 
Shamo  came  up  to  them,  the  traces  of  his 
own  hatchet-stroke  in  the  broad  bandage 
that  covered  the  Hindu's  right  shoulder. 

"  With  yow  be  peace,"  rejoined  the 
Dacoit,  in  a  tone  which  sounded  very 
much  as  if  he  were  wishing  them  all 
hanged  instead. 

"  Come  you  to  eat  with  us  ?  you  are 
welcome,"  pursued  Jake,  offering  him 
some  fish  and  bread-fruit,  and  purposely 
speaking  the  Malabar  dialect  (in  which 
the  invitation  was  uttered)  as  badly  as 
possible. 

"  Your  words  are  good ;  but  I  am  not 
himgry,"  said  Shamo,  waving  his  hand,  as 
if  to  put  the  food  away  from  him.  "  Tell 
me,  have  you  been  lately  in  Bombay  ?  " 

"  Two  moons  have  set  since  we  were 
there." 

"  Heard  you  anything  of  Shamo  ?  " 

"Of  whom?"  asked  Merritt,  with  a 
puzzled  look,  as  if  the  name  were  quite 
new  to  him ;  "  Shau-mow  '?  " 

"Shamo,"  repeated  the  Hindu,  slowly 
aiid  distinctly,  "  Shamo  the  Dacoit." 

All  this  while  Jake  had  been  in  mortal 
terror  lest  one  or  other  of  the  three  who 
were  not  in  the  secret  should  betray  them 
in  some  way ;  and  when  he  heard  the 
robber  utter  in  their  hearing  with  such 
distinctness  his  own  dreaded  name,  which 
they  all  had  such  terrible  reason  to  re- 
niember,  even  the  brave  Yankee  boy  felt 
his  blood  r\m  cold. 

But  by  good  fortune  the  three  yoimger 
boys  had  already  ceased  to  pay  attention 
to  a  conversation  which  they  could  not 
understand,  taking  it  for  gi-anted  that  Jake 
would  tell  them  by-and-by  all  about  his 
talk  with  the  Maldivian — for  such  they  took 
Shamo  to  be.  The  utterance  of  the  for- 
midable name  passed  qinte  imnoticed,  and 
Merritt  breathed  freely  once  more. 

"  We  heard  nothing  of  any  sucli  man  at 
Bombay,"  said  he,  in  reply  to  Shamo's 
question ;  "  indeed,  we  weren't  allowed 
to  go  ashore  once,  all  the  time  we  were 
there." 

This  was  quite  true ;  for  ,Jake  had  already 
made  up  his  mind  that  no  tricks  could 
serve  them  against  a  practised  rogue  like 
Shamo,  and  that  their  best  plan  was  to 
be  as  straightforward  as  possible. 


CHAPTER  XI. — MISCHIEF  BREWING. 

"  It  is  fate,"  said  the  brigand,  with  a  well- 
feigned  look  of  disappointment.  "  Gladly 
would  I  have  heard  that  he  was  caught, 
for  I  narrowly  escaped  him  once,  and  men 
say  that  he  is  cruel  as  a  tiger.  But,  if  it 
be  his  fate  to  escape  once  more,  who  can 
change  kismet  [destiny] "?  Peace  be  with 
you." 

And  the  Dacoit  sauntered  away  as  lei- 
surely as  he  had  come. 

Great  was  tlie  amazement  of  Mike, 
Karl,  and  Louis  on  learning  luho  their 
visitor  was ;  and  they  all  asked  eagerly 
what  he  had  said. 

"  Well,  he's  given  us  fair  warning,  any- 
how," answered  Merritt,  after  briefly  de- 
tailing the  conversation.  "  Yon  saw  he 
refused  tliat  food  I  offered  him  ?  Well, 
when  a  Mohannnedan  eats  out  of  the  same 
dish  with  yo^i  (like  us  and  the  king  yester- 
day), he's  bound  to  be  your  friend  ever 
after;  and  if  he  won't  eat  with  you,  it's 
as  much  as  to  say,  '  Look  out  for  squalls, 
for  I'll  go  for  you  the  first  chance  I  git.' 
So  now  we  know  what  to  expect." 

"It  seems  to  me,"  observed  Harris, 
thouglitfully,  "  by  his  fishing  that  way  to 
find  out  how  nnich  we  knew  about  him, 
that  these  Maldi\  ian  chaps  can't  know 
who  he  really  is ;  for,  if  they  did,  it  wouldn't 
make  any  difference  whether  wc  knew  or 
not ;  but  if  they  dithi't,  he'd  want  to  be 
sure  there  was  no  risk  of  our  telling 
'em." 

"  Den  ve  hafe  him  !  "  cried  Karl  Hoff- 
mann, excitedly.  "  Ve  go  to  ze  people,  ve 
zay,  '  Dis  man  is  von  ropper — ze  English 
Regierung  gif  you  fife  tousand  rupee  for 
him  ; '  den  dey  gif  him  Tip  instant-lee,  und 
ve  are  safed  !  " 

"No  good,  Karl,"  said  Merritt,  shaking 
his  head.  "  These  fellows  wouldn't  go 
back  on  n,  Mohammedan  for  all  the  money 
in  Wall  Street;  and,  besides,  where 's  our 
proof,  now  tliat  we've  destroyed  that  old 
newspaper  witli  Shamo's  description  ?  No, 
no ;  our  game's  just  to  keep  quiet  and 
know  nothing  till  we  see  how  the  thing's 
going  to  pan  out." 

For  some  time  after  this  all  seemed  to 
be  going  well.  Shamo,  although  he  looked 
sourly  at  them  whenever  they  met  him, 
gave  no  sign  of  active  mischief ;  and  all 
the  rest  were  as  friendly  as  they  could 
be.  Louis  quite  won  the  king's  heart  by 
cooking  two  or  three  savoury  French 
dishes  for  him,  over  which  the  old  glutton 
smacked  his  royal  lips  in  a  very  unkingly 
style. 

Mike  O'Brien,  who  was  a  very  fair  shot 
for  his  age,  made  such  havoc  among  the 
wild  diicks  and  pigeons  with  an  old  gun 
which  he  had  borrowed,  that  the  delighted 
natives  at  once  made  him  a  present  of  it, 
and  elected  him  hunter-in-chief  to  the 
community.  This  gave  a  good  excuse  to 
Bob  Harris  (who  thought  it  safest  to  lay 
in  a  stock  of  weapons  even  before  there 
was  any  sign  of  their  being  needed)  to 
beg  another  gim  for  himself,  with  which 
he  made  almost  as  good  practice  as  his 
comrade. 


Karl  Hoffmann,  who  had  noticed  the 
Sultan's  fondness  for  bright  colours,  made 
him  a  present  of  his  own  red  flannel  shirt, 
for  which  he  had  substituted  a  native 
wrapper.  Ragged  though  it  was,  the  shirt 
qiiite  took  the  fancy  of  his  Majesty,  who 
graciously  repaid  it  with  the  gift  of  a  dirty 
old  Union  Jack,  wliich  was  one  of  the 
ornaments  of  his  drawing-room.  This  ex- 
change of  "  old  clo'  "  gave  rise  to  a  good 
many  jokes  at  poor  Karl's  expense  on  the 
part  of  the  other  boys,  who  little  dreamed 
that  their  possession  of  this  discoloured 
rag  was  hereafter  to  be  a  matter  of  life 
and  death  to  them  all. 

Merritt  set  himself  to  teach  English  to 
some  of  tlie  native  boys,  declaring  that  "it 
made  him  feel  quite  good  to  be  a  school- 
teacher so  soona'ter  leavin'  school."  His 
pupils  got  on  wonderfully,  and  wlien  one 
day  the  biggest  of  tliem  stood  up  before 
the  King  himself  to  recite  "  Casablanca," 

"De  b'y  'tood  o'  de  binuiin"  dick. 
Fence  all  zafe  'e  'ad  i'ed," 

Jake  felt  that  he  had  not  lived  in  vain. 

Some  of  the  native  customs  amazed  our 
friends  not  a  little.  Strolling  through  the 
town  one  day,  they  found  their  friend 
Ismail  chopping  wood  vigorotisly  under 
the  direction  of  another  native,  who  ex- 
plained that  Ismail,  being  unable  to  pay  a 
debt  which  he  owed,  was  his  slave  by  Mal- 
divian law  mitil  the  debt  had  been  worked 
out. 

"  Guess  it  would  be  kinder  rough  on 
some  folks  to  hmn  if  that  was  American 
law,"  said  Merritt,  as  they  passed  on. 

One  of  the  first  imdertakings  of  our 
ycung  adventurers,  as  might  have  been 
expected,  was  to  ascend  Mount  Grant,  in 
the  rocky  face  of  which  they  discovered  a 
rudely-cut  stair.  But,  jHst  as  they  were 
beginning  to  climb  it,  they  were  stopped 
by  a  terrible  outcry  from  Ismail,  who,  pass- 
ing at  that  moment,  came  rushing  up  to 
warn  them  that  the  people  would  certainly 
kill  any  Christian  that  dared  to  approach 
the  tomb  of  a  famous  Mohammedan  saint 
who  was  buried  on  the  summit. 

But,  although  the  boys  made  a  show  of 
desisting,  they  only  waited  for  the  first 
moonless  night  to  try  again,  getting  right 
to  the  top  this  time.  The  tomb,  which 
was  protected  from  the  sun  and  rain  by  a 
small  wooden  roof  supported  upon  fovir 
stout  posts,  lay  in  a  hollow  between  two 
overarching  rocks,  shaded  by  the  three 
palm-trees  already  mentioned ;  and  the 
stair  which  led  up  to  it,  notched  as  it  was 
in  the  face  of  the  precipice,  was  so  steep 
and  narrow  that  one  man  might  have  held 
it  against  an  army. 

The  next  day  the  boys  asked  Ismail 
whether  there  were  any  mere  "  forbidden 
places,"  and  he  told  them  (luckily  without 
noticing  the  conscious  looks  which  they 
exchanged  while  he  was  speaking)  that 
there  was  an  islet  not  far  to  the  north  of 
Maleh,  where  a  mysterious  sickness  had 
suddenly  swept  off  most  of  the  inhabitants. 
The  few  who  were  left  had  fled  from  the 
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islet,  which  was  thenceforth  pronounced 
"  unlucky  "  ;  and  the  Sultan  had  solemnly 
proclaimed  that  any  one  landing  upon  it 
thenceforth  should  at  once  be  put  to 
death. 

"  Guess  we  cl'ared  out  none  too  soon," 
observed  Jake,  when  Ismail  had  gone.  "  It 
'ud  be  a  bully  idea  to  git  shut  of  that  skunk 
Shamoby  havin'/iim  put  to  death  forlandin' 
there ;  but  we  can't  do  that  without  lettin' 
on  that  700  landed  there  too ;  so  we'd  best 
let  it  be." 

On  the  whole,  however,  the  lads  led  a 
very  joUy  life  in  their  new  quarters,  despite 
the  dim  forebodings  of  evil  which  never 
wholly  left  them.  Bob  and  Jake  got  as  much 
shooting  and  fishing  as  they  liked.  O'Brien 
learned  some  tricks  of  swimming  and 
diving  from  the  native  boys  wliich,  as  he 
said,  "  would  make  an  oyster  stare." 
Karl  Hoffmann,  with  his  musical  voice  and 
his  inexhaustible  stock  of  songs,  became 
quite  a  "  lion  "  at  the  evening  parties  of 
the  Maldivians,  who  seemed  to  enjoy  his 
performance  not  a  whit  the  less  because 
they  could  not  understand  a  word  of  it. 

"  Dis  sail  be  von  fine  countree  for  a  poor 
man,"  said  Louis  one  day.  "  Ven  he 
hungry,  he  got  not'ing  to  do  but  pull  ze 


fruit  down  from  ze  tree,  and  ze  feesli  out 
of  ze  vataire,  so  long  as  he  like  !  " 

"  And  it  wudn't  cost  him  much  for  rint, 
aither,"  added  Mike,  "for  he'd  have  an 
illigant  house  wid  four  poles  and  an  ould 
mat !  " 

"  And  if  he  ever  took  it  into  his  head  to 
wear  clothes,"  observed  Jake,  "  as  p'raps 
lie  might,  you  know,  on  a  Sunday  or  a 
holiday,  I  guess  he'd  have  a  soft  thing  in 
choosin'  patterns,  for  he'd  be  dressed  in 
the  height  o'  the  fashion  with  a  bath- 
towel  aroimd  his  waist  and  another  on  his 
head." 

"  It  is  von  paradise  !  "  murmured  Karl 
Hoffmann,  opening  his  mouth  to  let  the 
ricli  pulp  of  a  ripe  fig  slide  into  it. 

But  at  that  moment  they  were  startled 
by  a  howl  of  pain  close  at  hand,  and  Bob 
Harris,  springing  up,  cried  : 

'■  It  strikes  me  that  that  fellow's  not 
exactly  in  a  paradise,  whoever  he  is. 
Come  on,  boys — let's  see  what's  up  !  " 

What  was  "  up  "  was  soon  apparent.  A 
tall,  bony  native,  armed  with  a  stout 
rattan,  was  belabouring  a  dumpy  little 
fellow,  who,  tied  to  the  trmrk  of  a  con- 
venient palm-tree,  was  shouting  under 
the  infiiction  as  lustilj'  as  a  boatswain  in 


As  I  was  ransacking  the  Imnber-room  of 
Highfield  memories  the  other  day 
for  something  to  write  about,  that  word 
PoMPHOLUGOPAPHLASMA  somehow  flitted 
like  a  bat  through  the  cobwebs  and  dust 
of  years  that  hamit  the  dusky  shadows 
of  that  apartment.  It  reminded  me  of  a 
great  splash  that  I  once  heard  in  the 
Highfield  lake.  Seizing  pencil  and  paper 
I  made  a  few  notes  on  the  spot,  which 
shall  now  be  expanded  with  pen  and  ink 
in  more  circmnstantial  detail. 

Tlie  Doctor's  lake,  as  we  called  it,  was 
always  a  centre  of  varied  interest  to  his 
boys.  Each  season  of  the  year  invested  it 
with  peculiar  attractions.  In  spring  there 
were  tire  myriad  hosts  of  tadpoles  darken- 
ing the  shallow  reaches  like  Liliputian 
Zidus,  no  doubt  enjoying  the  warmth  of  the 
sun,  and  deriving  from  it  vigour  of  growth 
and  development.  They  had  a  job  to  escape 
from  the  voracious  larvae  of  dragon-flies  ; 
and  when  the  young  ducks  came  down  to 
fi-olic  upon  the  water  the  tadpoles  disap- 
peared in  pi-oportion  as  the  ducks  grew. 

Summer  saw  the  lake  decked  out  in 
reeds  and  rushes  and  tall  dock-weeds. 
Water-lilies  spread  their  broad  leaves  upon 
the  surface  and  lit  their  blossoms  of  white 
and  golden  cups  to  float  like  fairy-lamps 
among  the  leaves.  G  orgeous  dragon-flies 
armour-plated  with  the  lustre  of  unknown 
metals — peacock-green,  crimson,  orange, 
and  blue — flashed  their  splendid  jewellery 
over  the  dancing  ripples.  Swallows  with 
graceful  sweep  skimmed  flies  off  tlie  sur- 
face, and  enjoyed  a  douche-bath  at  tlie 
same  time.    Swifts  with  many-t-s\-iidvling 


a  gale  of  wind.  In  answer  to  their  ques- 
tions the  flogger  explained  (beating  time 
to  his  discourse  with  half-a-dozen  whacks 
of  extra  vigour)  that  this  man  had  been 
caught  thieving,  and  that,  by  native  law, 
the  person  from  whom  he  had  stolen  was 
allowed  to  give  him  as  many  stripes  as  the 
stolen  article  was  worth. 

"  What  would  you  say  to  that,  Karl,  in 
your  '  i^aradise  '  ?  "  asked  Jake. 

"  Vat  I  vould  zay,"  answered  Karl,  with 
a  heavy  smile,  "  zall  de-pend  moch  on 
vedder  I  vos  ze  man  dat  gif  ze  beating,  or 
ze  man  dat  get  it !  " 

The  next  day  they  "assisted"  at  a 
school  examination  conducted  by  one  of 
the  native  mooUahs  (priests),  who  put  the 
Maldivian  boys  through  their  paces  in 
Arabic,  mathematics,  and  navigation,  re- 
warding those  who  answered  well  (as 
most  of  them  did)  with  huge  pieces  of 
sugar-cane. 

But  this  bright  holiday  life  was  only  the 
cahrr  before  the  storm,  and  although  they 
had  encountered  many  perils,  that  which 
was  just  about  to  burst  upon  them  was 
the  deadliest  of  all. 

(To  be  conlimied.) 
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movement  of  their  long  wings  screamed  | 
their  arrowy  courses  througli  the  liquid  j 
air   above.     Water-rats,    newts,   water-  [ 
beetles,  and  various  insects  completed  the 
goodly  roll  of  animal  life,  for  the  delight  of 
those  interested  in  zoological  observation. 

There  was  the  punt  too,  in  which  (by 
special  permission)  an  excm'sion  was  ob- 
tainable ;  and  pleasant  it  was  to  paddle 
round  the  island  on  a  hot  day.    A  notice- 
board  gave  prominent  warning  that  birds'-  , 
nesting  was  prohibited  on  the  island  and  j 
adjacent  banks,  and  that  the  fishing  was  j 
strictly  preserved ;  for  I  omitted  to  include 
among  the  inhabitants  of  the  lake  a  shoal 
of  gold  and  silver  carp. 

Autumn  carried  on  the  summer  attrac- 
tions in  a  desultory  manner  when  days 
were  bright  and  warm  ;  but  there  was  not 
much  spirit  in  the  lake's  attractions  then 
— it  was  rather  a  sense  of  regret  for  the 
vanishing  glories  of  simimer.  Evenings 
grew  damp  a.nd  chill — the  sun  set  early, 
and  it  was  evidently  not  "  the  season  "  by 
the  water-side. 

But  when  winter  in  all  the  regal  splen- 
dour of  his  diamond-sparkling  apparel 
held  court  upon  the  ice-bomid  waters,  then 
the  pleasm-es  of  the  lake  re^•ived  with 
supreme  energy — at  least  for  all  except 
those  who  were  too  lazy  and  lethargic^  to 
care  for  skating,  who  preferred  croucliing 
round  the  fire,  or  sitting  on  the  stove  with 
a  library-book,  or,  if  driven  out  into  the 
exhilaration  of  the  fresh  fi-osty  air,  woidd 
stand  shivering  with  bent  knees,  and  hands 
in  pockets  and  toes  tm-ned  in — the  picture 
of  misery  and  chilblain- catching  inactivity. 


It  was  the  merry  month  of  May.  The 

"darling  buds"  had  not  been  hm-t  by' 
rough  winds ;  the  foliage  on  oak  and  elm 
and  lime  and  beech  was  grandly  gi-een. 
It  was  more  like  July  than  May.  Summer 
seemed  to  have  suddenly  sprung  upon  the 
world  with  glad  surprise.  I  remember 
looking  out  of  the  open  bedroom  window 
one  morning  between  three  and  foirr 
o'clock,  and  being  amazed  at  the  broad 
daylight  and  ceaseless  chorus  of  birds 
heralding  the  morn. 

I  coiUd  not  help  waking  up  Harry 
Dawson  and  making  him  get  up  to  look 
out  and  listen  to  the  concert  of  warblers. 
He  did  so  with  scanty  grace  and  grimts 
of  discontent,  being  very  sleepy  and  loth 
to  be  distm-bed.  But  he  was  re-n  arded  by 
seeing  a  cuckoo  flying  from  tree  to  tree 
and  joining  in  the  concert  with  clear  organ 
notes.  Harry  was  keen  about  birds,  and 
"cracked"  on  the  subject  of  collecting 
eggs.  The  idea  of  adding  a  cuckoo's  egg 
to  his  collection  woke  him  up  to  take  a 
more  lively  interest  in  the  charms  of  au 
early  IMay  morning. 

"  I  say'— that's  a  cuckoo  !  Watch  him  ! 
I  wonder  if  he  has  got  his  eye  on  any 
nest  •?  He  seems  awfully  excited.  Look 
— he  keeps  flying  from  that  fir-tree  to  the 
big  beech  by  the  pond,  backwards  and 
forwards.  I 'wouldn't  mind  bettmg  he's 
up  to  something.  And  what's  more,  I 
believe  there's  a  rattling  good  nest  m  that 
beech-tree.  I  had  my  suspicions  yester- 
day. There  -was  a  couple  of  green  wood- 
peckers hopping  about  m  it,  and  when 
I  came  near  thev  showed  alarm.  They 


ruffled  up  their  feathers  and  snarled  at 
me.  I'll  have  a  shot  at  that  beech-tree 
iio-day,  or  to-morrow — which  is  it  ?  Pos- 
sibly it's  yesterday.  When  a  chap  gets 
-ap  at  such  an  imearthly  hour  he  can't  be 
isxpected  to  know  what  day  it  is — like  they 
do  in  Latin  prose ;  it's  always  one  of 
Field's  jokes — eras,  Jieri,  hodie  :  he  de- 
clares the  fellows  do  the  three-card  trick 
Tvith  those  words,  whenever  one  of  them 
is  wanted  for  a  sentence." 

Harry  skipped  back  into  bed,  and  was 
soon  asleep  again.  I  follo-u  ed  his  example 
with  a  like  result,  and  we  both  slept  hard 
lUl  awakened  by  the  bell.  It  was  a  bril- 
liant, cloudless  day.  After  breakfast  we 
"two  strolled  down  to  the  lake  and  pro- 
spected the  big  beech-tree.  We  walked 
Toimd  it  sev  eral  times,  and  were  at  last 
rewarded  by  seeing  the  inquisiti-\-e  head 
of  a  beautifid  green  woodpecker  peering 
at  us  over  a  branch  close  to  the  trunk, 
high  up. 

"I  say,"  exclaimed  Harry,  with  great 
excitement,  "  there's  bound  to  be  a  hole 
in  the  trunk  behmd  that  branch ;  and  if 
there  is,  there's  bound  to  be  a  nest ;  and  if 
there's  a  nest  there's  bound  to  be  an  egg  ; 
and  if  there's  an  egg  I'm  boimd  to  get  it. 
It  all  foUows  like  Euclid.  Oh,  I  say,  this 
is  stmming  !  See  that  fellow — doesn't  he 
look  sharp  '?  He  twists  his  head  as  if  he 
knew  a  thing  or  two.  He  knows  he  has 
got  a  nest  fuU  of  eggs  close  by,  and  I  know 
I'll  have  a  brace  of  them,  I  hope,  before 
iea-time.  And  if  there's  any  luck  going, 
possibly  I'U  have  a  cuckoo's  egg  as  well ! 
I  could  get  up  that  tree  with  climbing- 
irons  in  the  twinkle  of  a  couple  of  jiffs." 

Harry  was  not  enough  of  an  ornitholo- 
;gist  to  ask  whether  a  cuckoo  ever  dropped 
;an  egg  into  a  woodpecker's  nest.  It  suf- 
ficed him  that  he  had  seen  a  cuckoo  perch 
in  the  beech-tree  ;  and  the  probability  of 
a  nest  being  there  was  quite  enough  to 
whet  his  appetite  /or  a  cuckoo's  egg  by 
way  of  dessert,  after  banquetmg  on  wood- 
pecker's eggs. 

He  got  his  climbing-irons  out  in  the 
half-hour  before  dmner,  and  the  moment 
that  meal  was  o\-er  he  put  on  his  flannels 
and  galloped  off  to  the  scene  of  action,  de- 
puting me  to  act  as  scout  below  and  give 


timely  warning  if  any  danger  threatened 
to  frustrate  his  operations.  For  there  was 
an  element  of  hazard  about  the  scheme. 
To  be  sure  the  clause  forbidding  us  to 
climb  trees  had  not  yet  been  inserted  in 
the  school  rules.  It  was  the  outcome  of 
other  adventures  than  those  I  am  now 
recording.  Nevertheless,  simdry  strong 
hints  were  given  by  the  Doctor  from  time 
to  time  that  he  would  sooner  see  yoimg 
birds  in  the  trees  than  empty  egg-shells  in 
cotton-j\'ool.  He  had  harangued  us  at 
breakfast  on  the  subject  only  a  week 
before. 

"  Now,  look  here,  boj's  :  I  do  hope  you 
will  not  disturb  any  nests  in  the  groiands. 
There's  a  golden-crested  wren's  nest,  for 
instance,  with  a  lot  of  little  birds  in  it. 
Don't  go  taking  them  out  every  day  to 
count  their  legs.  Be  content  to  believe 
your  Latin  prose  books,  which  tell  you 
all  birds  have  two  legs  apiece ;  and  do  let 
the  young  ones  have  a  fair  chance.  I 
heard  of  a  school  the  other  day  where,  for 
the  last  three  years,  some  swallows  have 
built  and  hatched  their  brood  inside  the 
cricket  pa\ilion.  One  year  they  had  a 
nest  on  a  shelf  in  the  captain's  cupboard, 
where  the  cricket  things  were  kept.  I 
hear  that  the  swallows  used  to  fly  in  and 
out  while  the  boys  were  sitting  in  the 
pavilion  scoring  and  watching  the  game. 
Now,  I  call  that  one  of  the  most  beaiitiful 
school  stories  ever  told,  and  the  chief 
beauty  of  it  is  that  it's  true.  Do  imitate 
the  example  of  that  school,  and  let  me  be 
able  to  tell  my  friends  that  every  bird  here 
is  allowed  to  manage  its  household  afi'airs 
in  peace  and  security." 

I  am  bound  to  say  that  the  Doctor's 
wishes  were  very  generally  respected.  An 
occasional  egg  was  removed  from  a  nest  to 
add  importance  to  some  collector's  store, 
but  there  was  a  common  feeling  against 
causing  any  bird  to  desert  its  home  ;  and, 
as  birds  are  supposed  to  be  poor  hands  at 
arithmetic,  the  occasional  abstraction  of 
a  single  egg  presumably  caused  no  pangs 
of  domestic  bereavement  to  the  parent 
birds. 

•Harry  Dawson  was  prominent  among 
those  of  us  to  whom  a  siirreptitious  egg 
was  nuts  and  almonds.    He  had  already 


added  in  this  way  to  his  collection,  during 
the  season  of  which  I  am  writing,  a  brace 
of  eggs  appertaining  to  each  of  the  follow- 
ing birds — chaffinch,  linnet,  tom-tit,  wren, 
hedge-sparrow,  and  robin.  He  had  his 
eye  on  a  jay's  nest  in  Hawthorn  Glen,  and 
the  prospect  of  trophies  to  be  won  that 
afternoon  from  woodpecker  and  cuckoo 
shed  a  halo  round  the  lid  of  his  egg-box. 

The  beech-tree  which  now  absorbed  his 
attention  was  a  noble  specimen  of  its 
kind.  It  grew  on  a  gentle  eminence  of 
the  bank  at  the  edge  of  the  lake,  just 
where  the  channel  was  narrowest  between 
the  mainland  and  the  island.  Its  gnarled 
and  knuckled  roots  clenched  the  ground 
with  the  grip  of  an  eagle's  talons.  The 
long  branches  stretched  with  graceful 
drooping  curve,  and  commanded  a  wide 
circumference.  Those  overhanging  the 
lake  reached  nearly  to  the  island,  while 
the  lower  branches  descended  with  their 
wealth  of  foliage  almost  to  the  water,  and 
sent  a  reflection  of  living  green  deep  into 
their  depths. 

The  lake  on  this  particular  afternoon 
was  deeper  than  usual,  thanks  to  a  succes- 
sion of  very  heavy  thimder  showers.  The 
deluge  of  rain  had  covered  the  cricket- 
field,  and  flowed  off  with  sheets  of  water 
into  the  lake,  causing  it  to  rise  a  foot  in 
two  days. 

Harry  Dawson  had  adjusted  his  climb- 
ing-irons, and  was  chafing  impatiently 
behind  the  huge  beechen  trunk  when  I 
joined  him.  (I  had  an  irregular  transac- 
tion with  the  Latin  grammar  to  get  through 
before  I  was  at  liberty  to  seek  any  recrea- 
tion out  of  doors.) 

"  What  a  time  you  have  been  !  Here 
I  have  been  waiting  ages.  Come  on  !  Look 
here — stand  behind  the  tree  and  keep  a 
sharp  look-out.  You  can  walk  about 
casually — say,  to  that  elm,  and  romid  by 
the  two  firs — and  whistle  if  there's  any 
danger  ahead." 

After  which  injunctions  Harry  pro- 
ceeded to  embrace  the  tree,  as  if  he  were 
taking  leave  of  his  mother  before  going  up 
in  a  balloon.  Then,  slowly  but  surely,  he 
left  his  mother-earth,  and  began  ascend- 
ing into  the  upper  regions  of  air  and 
beech-tree. 


(  To  conHnuc'd.) 


A  NERVOUS  MAN'S  ADVENTURE. 


Bii  tile  Anilior  of  "  Ohadiah"  etc. 


1A1I  an  oldish  boy  now,  and  my  \-iews 
are  necessarily  somewhat  antiquated. 
But  of  all  the  wonders  that  have  come  iip 
since  my  time,  "  when  Plancus  was  con- 
sul," nothing  siu'prises  me  more  than  the 
development  of  romantic  adventures  and 
chivalrous  achievements  at  an  age  when 
we  had  barely  attained  to  the  first  great 
ambition  of  boyhood — tails  and  stickups. 

I  take  up  the  glowing  pages  of  juvenile 
romance  (not  found  in  the  B.O.P.),  and 
marvel  as  I  read.  It  is  nothing  for  the 
boy  of  the  present  day  to  track  the  wild 
Indian  across  the  prairie,  or  hobnob  with 
the  Grand  Lama  of  Thibet.  His  strength, 
like  his  courage,  is  bayond  all  measure. 


Part  I. 

Does  an  enemy  attack  his  ship  ?  he 
snatches  up  an  eighteen-gallon  watercask, 
which  ioxvc  strong  draymen  in  our  time 
could  hardly  lift,  and,  raising  it  over  his 
head,  dashes  it  like  a  ninepin  into  the 
pirates'  bark.  Climbing  to  the  top  of  a 
ruined  mosque,  and  armed  only  with  a 
pigsticker,  he  keeps  at  bay  a  whole  regi- 
ment of  truculent  Sepoys.  At  another 
time  he  tucks  a  distressed  damsel  under 
his  arm,  and  makes  good  his  escape  fr-om 
forty-nine  ferocious  Italian  monks  and  an 
abbot  to  boot.  What  were  the  exploits  of 
Scott's  heroes  compared  with  these  ?  Even 
a  grand  villain,  like  Brian  de  Bois  Gilbert, 
required  a  strong  horse  on  which  to  trot 


off  with  Eebecfa,.  Lochinvar,  too,  though 
his  agility  was  astonishing  in  springing 
into  the  saddle  in  front  of  the  lady  whom 
he  had  already  seated  on  the  croup — 
young  Lochinvar  himself  never  accom- 
plished anything  to  compare  with  his 
younger  competitors  of  the  present  day. 

If,  to  be  practical,  I  see  a  policeman 
whose  duty  it  is  to  convey  a  helpless 
woman  (there  are  such  sad  cases,  mifor- 
tunately)  to  the  lock-up,  how  does  the 
stalwart  feUow  proceed '?  He  whistles 
for  his  mate  on  the  next  beat,  and  it  seems 
to  require  their  imited  efforts  to  carry  the 
poor  creature  there  on  a  stretcher.  Why, 
I  ask  mvself,  has  not  that  fellow  been 


better  instructed  ?  Why  has  he  not  had 
more  stirring  romances  put  into  his  hand  '? 
Why  was  not  his  education  carried  on  by 
such  writers  as  I  could  name  ?  Then  he 
would  have  learnt  that  a  hiiman  being 
(especially  if  of  the  fair  sex)  can  be  carried 
off  under  the  arm  as  easily  as  a  walking- 
stick  or  an  mnbrella. 

Again,  I  have  heard  sometimes  of  travel- 
lers in  Sicily  or  Greece  encountering  those 
tmcomfortable,  matter-of-fact  brigands  of 
the  present  day,  who  show  their  apprecia- 
tion of  an  Englishman  by  fixing  his  ran- 
som at  a  complimentary  but  very  incon- 
venient figure  ;  and,  if  this  is  delayed, 
send  reminders  to  his  friends  in  tlie  shape 
of  various  portions  of  his  person — a  horrid 
process.  But,  again  I  ask  myself,  why 
should  he  have  capitulated  at  all '?  Phew  ! 
I  would  undertake  that  any  boy-adven- 
turer who  happened  to  be  bicycling  through 
Thessaly,  or  footing  it  with  a  knapsack 
romid  Trinacria,  would,  with  no  other 
weapon  than  a  chance  vme-stake,  have 
routed  the  whole  scum  of  picturesque 
nose-curtailing  villains ! 

Such  are  my  thoughts  when  I  rise  from 
the  perusal  of  the  pages  of  some  of  our 
modern  Romanticists. 

Alas  !  I  was  myself  evidently  born  too 
soon — before  the  golden  days  of  youth- 
ful adventure !  Nothing  wilder  than 
Walter  Scott  fed  my  boyish  imagination  ; 
"  Sandford  and  Merton "  made  up  the 
rest  of  my  liglit  literature,  together  with 
a  book  of  "  Remarkable  Shipwrecks  "  and 
*'  Robinson  Crusoe."  Perhaps'  it  was  a 
more  wholesome  pahulum  than  many  of 
our  boys  are  now  brought  up  on.  Cer- 
tainly it  was  less  stimulating.  But  the 
point  which  I  want  to  emphasise  is  this, 
that,  except  in  one's  childhood's  stories  of 
Jack  the  Giant  queller,  and  his  namesake 
of  the  Beanstalk,  whose  exploits  were  too 
marvellous  to  be  imitated,  I  do  not  re- 
member ever  to  have  been  taught  that 
boys  covild  take  their  part  (whatever  mailed 
warriors  might  do)  in  daring  deeds  of  ro- 
mance, or  that  they  were  capable  of  wan- 
dering, like  knights- errant,  over  the  wide 
world  to  redress  the  wrongs  of  humanity. 

More's  the  pity,  perhaps — more's  the 
pity  !  For  what  was  the  result '?  I  grew 
■up  into  manhood  somewhat  too  diffident 
of  my  own  powers.  My  health  in  child- 
hood had  been  rather  weak,  and,  instead 
of  roughing  it  at  a  public  school,  I  had, 
through  a  mother's  too  great  indulgence, 
been  consigned  to  the  care  of  a  private 
tutor  who  advertised  for  "  six  young 
gentlemen  at  300?.  a  year,"  guaranteed  to 
enjoy  "  all  home  comforts,"  and  have 
ponies  kept  for  them.  The  ponies  proved 
rather  a  delusion,  but  in  other  respects 
the  programme  was  fairly  carried  out,  and 
Mrs.  Motherwell  (that  was  my  tutor's 
wife)  not  only  had  a  careful  eye  to  our 
shirt-buttons,  but  duly  impressed  on  us 
the  strictest  rules  of  etiquette  at  our  some- 
what tedioiis  dinners.  It  was  not  a  very 
good  training,  I  confess.  A  few  boys,  too 
few  for  any  manly  games,  and  all  their 
wants  carefully  provided  for,  never  thrown 
on  their  own  resoiirces,  never  brought  in 
contact  with  the  rough  ways  of  the  world, 
were  not  likely,  when  their  school-time 
ended,  to  have  acquired  much  readiness 
for  dealing  with  the  unexpected  problems 
of  life. 

Such  was  my  case  when  I  went  up  as 
an  undergi-aduate  to  the  great  University 
of  C  ,  where  I  had  the  reputation  of 


being  somewhat  shy  and  retiring  in  my 
habits,  and  was,  perhaps  (shall  I  confess 
it  ■?),  rather  more  popular  with  my  tutors 
than  with  the  men  of  my  own  age  and 
standing.  Indeed,  I  never  coidd  get  over 
a  certain  want  of  readiness  in  an  emer- 
gency. Not  that  I  was  actually  deficient 
in  courage,  but  it  did  not  seem  to  come 
naturally  to  me.  I  believed  I  coTild  have 
faced  a  danger  which  I  had  had  time  to 
measure  and  realise,  as  well  as  most  men, 
but  I  lacked,  both  by  nature  and  educa- 
tion, the  inconsiderate  hardihood  which 
leads  some  fellows  to  court  it. 

Quick  at  forecasting  all  the  possible  re- 
sults of  an  act,  I  hesitated  to  assume 
responsibility  for  it.  Keenly  alive  to 
ridicule,  I  somewhat  incurred  it  through 
shrinking  from  the  ridiculous.  I  feared 
to  ask  boldly  the  meaning  of  anything 
which  I  did  not  understand.  Diffident  of 
myself,  conscious  that  I  was  shy  and 
awkward  in  society,  I  often  envied  the 
calm  assurance  of  other  men.  If  it  had 
been  my  lot  to  occupy  the  place  of  the  le- 
gendary youth  who  is  said  to  have  jerked 
the  goose  he  was  carving  into  a  lady's 
lap,  far,  very  far  from  me  would  have 
been  the  assurance  with  which  he  re- 
quested to  have  it  returned,  "  Madam,  I 
will  thank  you  for  the  goose!"  My 
thoughts  could  not  have  confined  them- 
selves to  so  matter-of-fact  an  issue.  I 
should  have  realised,  with  an  intensity  of 
humiliation,  my  own  awkwardness  and 
her  indignation,  the  damage  done  to  the 
dress,  the  certain  loss  of  esteem  both  in 
her  eyes  and  those  of  the  company — in 
fact,  I  should  have  felt  utterly  miserable, 
and  ready  (as  I  have  heard  people  say) 
to  sink  through  the  floor  with  shame. 

I  must  add  that,  besides  this  sensitive 
temperament,  which  causes  me  to  blush 
at  times  in  spite  of  all  my  efforts  to  look 
stolid,  and  makes  me  laneasy  if  I  am  con- 
scious of  any  trifling  irregularity  in  my 


appearance,  such  as  hair  badly  parted,  or 
a  collar  that  does  not  fit,  Nature  has  been 
so  unkind  as  to  endow  me  with  a  some- 
what girlish  face  and  complexion. 

Few  can  understand  how  hard  this  is 
on  a  young  fellow.  He  is  not  responsible 
for  his  looks,  and  yet  he  is  conscious  that, 
he  is  put  at  a  disadvantage  by  them  in 
whatever  society  he  enters.  All  me  !  how 
well  we  recognise  the  hero  of  a  modern 
romance  at  first  sight !  The  chiselled- 
features,  deep-set  eyes  (never  protuberant,, 
like  mine  !),  the  massive  jaw,  the  fine- set 
teeth  (you  could  not  have  a  hero  or 
heroine  who  suffered  from  toothache),, 
the  square  shoulders,  long,  muscular  arm,, 
and,  last,  the  waving  hair  that  clusters  on 
his  temples — how  soon  we  know  him ! 
how  instinctively  we  like  him  !  And  yet 
— what  has  the  fellow  done '?  Nothing  ! 
absolutely  nothing,  as  yet !  But  he  ivilT 
distinguish  himself,  we  are  sin-e.  He  wiH 
overcome  all  resistance,  he  will  vanquish 
the  dragon  (the  wicked  villain  of  the- 
piece),  he  will  carry  off  the  lady  in  tri- 
umph, and  with  her  the  golden  fleece  and 
a  good  store  of  the  apples  of  the  Hespe- 
rides. 

But,  to  return.  Where  was  I  ?  Oh,  I 
was  explaining  my  physical  appearance- 
as  it  was  forty  years  ago.  Even  now, 
when  I  am  a  bald-headed,  somewhat  ro- 
tund personage,  I  am  often  chaffed  by  old 
cronies  at  my  club,  who  will  persist  in 
calling  me  by  my  ancient  nickname  of" 
"  Cherub." 

To  return  again.  When  I  had  taken 
my  degree,  I  accepted  a  mastership  in  a, 
school  not  many  miles  fi'om  the  Univer- 
sity. Indeed,  St.  Benedict's  was  suffi- 
ciently near  to  enable  the  masters  to  keep 
up  acquaintance  with  old  friends,  and  oc- 
casionally, when  school  duties  admitted 
of  it,  to  accept  an  invitation  to  dinner  at 
one  or  other  of  the  colleges. 

(I'o  It  continued.) 


THE  NAVAL  CODE  OF  PUNISHMENT. 

By  George  Andrew  Patterson,  r.n., 

Author  of  ".i  Rolling  Commission,"  "An  After-dinner  Incident,"  etc. 


IT  is  fortunate  for  us  as  a  nation  that  so 
many  boys  evince  a  natural  fondness  and 
desire  for  the  sea ;  for,  following  the  bent  of 
their  inclinations,  they  enter  the  Eoyal  Navy, 
in  due  course  develop  into  capable  and  con- 
tented sailors,  and  become  the  backbone  of 
our  first  line  of  defence.  It  is  to  be  regretted 
that  all  our  bluejackets  are  not  such  as  these. 
Some  join  the  service  not  for  love  of  it,  but 
for  a  livehhood,  and  afterwards,  finding  its 
hardships  and  yoke  of  discipline  galling,  they 
grow  discontented,  proving  a  continual  source 
of  trouble  to  their  officers,  and  are  only  kept 
in  check  by  the  pains  and  penalties  of  mar- 
tial law.  It  may  therefore  interest  general 
readers  to  be  made  acquainted  with  the 
various  forms  of  punishment  whereby  the 
service  is  rendered  a  terror  to  evil-doers  ; 
while  it  is  as  well  that  our  boys,  who  so  fre- 
quently address  the  Editor  upon  going  to  sea, 
should  put  on  the  considering  cap  and  be 
prepared  to  face  all  that  is  involved  in  enter- 
ing their  names  upon  the  ships'  books  of 
Her  Majesty's  Navy. 

Passing  by,  then,  the  barbarities  of  the  so- 
called  good  old  days  of  the  press-gang  and 
flogging  through  the  fleet,  there  succeeded  a 
somevt-hat  milder  era  by  compai'ison,  but  one 


in  which  a  man-of-war  captain  was  still 
invested  with  almost  plenary  powers  in  the^ 
matter  of  punishm^ent ;  and  it  is  not  sur- 
prising to  find  that  many  of  his  sentences; 
were  both  capricious  and  cruel.  Courts- 
martial  then  were  very  rare.  The  command- 
ing officer  of  that  day  adopted  the  rough-and- 
ready  method  of  rigging  the  gratings  to  sup- 
press complaint  and  preserve  discipline  among 
his  crew,  and,  providing  he  did  not  exceed 
his  prescriptive  right  to  dispense  four  dozen 
lashes,  he  was  not  likely  to  hear  any  more 
about  it ;  while  in  those  commands  where  the 
cat-o'-nine-tails  was  not  so  indiscriminately 
administered  many  ingenious  devices  were 
adopted  as  a  substitute,  under  the  specious, 
plea  of  its  being  for  the  good  of  the  service- 
There  are  still  a  few  old  salts  left  who  can 
tell  some  queer  stories  of  those  times. 

But  all  that  is  now  changed,  thanks  tO' 
the  publicity  afl'orded  by  cheap  newspapers. 
Although  in  the  Articles  of  War,  ordered  to 
be  read  before  the  assembled  ship's  company 
once  a  quarter  at  least,  the  penalty  for  very 
many  offences  runs  thus — "  Shall  suffer  death 
or  such  other  punishment  as  is  hereinafter 
mentioned  " — the  only  instance  within  our 
memory  of  the  death  penalty  being  carried 


out  was  in  the  case  of  a  marine  who  was 
hung  at  the  yarj-arm  of  the  gunboat  Leven, 
in  China,  some  twenty  years  ago,  for  shooting 
his  commanding  officer.  Even  flogging  (the 
cat),  though  not  absolutely  abolished,  is 
rarely  resorted  to,  and  can  only  be  enforced 
under  very  restricted  conditions.  The  fact  is 
of  late  years  the  Admiralty  have  formulated 
very  minute  and  elaborate  instructions  for 
the  guidance  of  officers  in  dealing  with  offend- 
ers, whilst  at  the  same  time  commanders  are 
shy  of  their  names  becoming  too  prominent 
with  the  public  or  at  headquarters  on  the 
score  of  undue  severity  to  their  crews. 

Intemperance  is  the  besetting  sin  of  the 
sailor,  whether  officer  or  man,  and  residents 
at  the  great  naval  ports  are  familiar  with  the 
one-gun  salute  at  8  a.m.,  indicating  that  some 
poor  fellow  is  to  be  tried  by  court-martial, 
his  offence  being  probably  due  to  drink.  Now 
and  again  it  happens  that  an  officer  is  honour- 
ably acquitted  and  has  his  sword  returned ; 
but  the  culprit  seldom  leaves  such  a  tribunal 
scot-free.  Loss  of  years  of  service,  dismissal 
from  his  ship  and  being  placed  upon  half-pay, 
or  even  dismissal  from  the  Navy  altogether, 
may  await  the  officer,  while  a  bar  sinister 
will  be  recorded  upon  his  escutcheon  at  the 
Admiralty  ;  the  seaman  may  lose  all  the  re- 
sults of  previous  good  conduct,  be  disrated, 
or,  after  a  long  term  of  imprisonment,  he  also 
may  be  sent  ashore  as  a  worthless  character. 

But  there  are,  of  course,  many  offences  to 
the  prejudice  of  good  order  and  discipline 
that  never  reach  the  court-martial  stage.  All 
such,  having  reference  to  the  crew,  are  regis- 
tered in  the  Defaulters'  Book,  kept  by  the 
master-at-arms,  who  acts  as  the  ship's  chief 
of  police,  and  at  six  bells,  or  11  a.m.,  at  the 
same  time  that  the  cask  of  rum  is  hoisted  up 
out  of  the  spirit-room  in  order  that  the  day's 
allowance  may  be  drawn  off  and  concocted 
into  grog,  the  offenders  are  paraded  upon  the 
aft  deck,  where  each  case  is  fully  investigated 
by  the  commander  —  lieutenant  in  small 
ships— witnesses  both  for  accuser  and  ac- 
«used  are  examined,  and  sentence  is  passed 
in  accordance  with  the  Queen's  Begu'ations 
and  Admiralty  Instructions  alluded  to  above. 

Should  the  case  be  one  of  breaking  leave,  a 
first  offence  of  drunkenness,  or  otherwise,  or 
there  be  mitigating  features  attending  it, 
these  are  all  taken  into  account,  and  the 
offender  may  be  sentenced  to  solitary  con- 
finement, in  irons,  in  the  "  cells "  for  a 
period,  the  first  three  days  on  bread  and 
water,  not  allowed  his  hamniock  to  sleep  in 
except  every  other  night  perhaps  ;  he  may  be 
mulcted  of  a  certain  amount  of  his  pay  cor- 
responding to  the  time  the  country  lost  the 
benefit  of  his  services,  his  grog  may  be 
stopped,  he  may  lose  good  conduct  badges 
and  stripes  (which  carry  additional  pay  with 
them),  have  leave  stopped,  and  be  put  back 
into  a  lower  class  for  leave  among  those  who 
are  not  allowed  to  go  ashore  so  frequently, 
and  who  can  be  awarded  severer  and  more 
degrading  punishment ;  in  addition  to  which 
he  may  be  put  into  t?ie  "  black  list,"  as  it  is 
farmed,  to  swell  the  ranks  of  that  ignoble 
army  of  martyrs  who,  for  numerous  minor 
offences,  such  as  not  keeping  their  gvin  gear 
bright,  being  improperly  dressed,  having 
untidy  or  dirty  kit,  spitting  about  the  deck — 
a  high  crime  and  misdemeanour  in  the 
eyes  of  the  commander — for  talking  at 
"  divisions,"  skulking,  stealing  a  smoke 
during  working  hours,  being  behindhand, 
and  so  forth,  are  condemned  to  knee  drill 
in  holystoning  a  small  area  of  the  deck, 
or  to  a  spell  of  "  spit  and  polish,"  otherwise 
cleaning  wood  and  brasswork,  to  carrying  the 
clothes-bag  on  their  back,  or  the  washed 
article  upon  an  oar  until  it  is  dry,  or  the 
spitkid  slung  round  the  neck,  d  la  one  of 
'vV.  H.  Smith's  newsboys,  to  "  toe  pitch  "  by 
standing  toeing  a  seam  of  the  deck  staring 


at  the  paint  work,  and  to  partake  of  their 
meals  on  deck  ;  all  which  penance  is  done  in 
the  defaulters'  own  time,  while  their  more 
fortunate  messmates  are  skylarking,  smoking, 
or  have  gone  ashore  for  the  night.  Men 
breaking  their  leave  have  their  description 
sent  out,  with  a  reward  for  their  apprehen- 
sion, and  if  taken  by  the  police  they  must 
pay  the  expenses,  as  well  as  the  expenses  of 
their  escort,  if  subsequently  sent  to  prison. 

All  serious  cases  of  gross  insubordination 
and  the  like  are  remanded  for  the  considera- 
tion of  the  captain,  who  may  deem  it  im- 
perative to  instruct  the  ship's  clerk  to  draw 
up  a  warrant  authorising  imprisonment  in 
one  of  the  naval  gaols,  either  at  Lewes  or 
Bodmin.  When  the  prisoner  is  thus  sen- 
tenced to  a  lengthened  term  of  imprison- 
ment, he  is  brought  up  from  the  cells  in 
custody  of  a  file  of  marines  in  the  presence 


It  will  be  observed  that  so  far  the  offender 

has  had  to  answer  for  his  own  misdeeds,  but 
in  the  Navy  it  is  often  impossible  to  draw 
fine  distinctions,  so  punishment  is  sometimes 
dealt  out  in  the  lump,  wherein  all  suffer. 
Thus,  in  a  fleet,  some  particular  vessel  for 
not  keeping  her  station  under  sail,  for  slack- 
ness at  drill,  slovenly  condition  at  inspection, 
or  what  not,  may  be  ordered  by  the  Admiral 
to  remain  outside  on  the  open  sea  for  a  time, 
while  her  consorts  enter  the  harbour  to  enjoy 
fresh  provisions  and  a  run  ashore  ;  or  she, 
may  be  ordered  to  carry  out  evolutions  re- 
quiring considerable  time  and  labour.  Simi- 
larly the  whole  "  watch  "  may  have  fo  pay 
the  penalty  by  stoppage  of  leave,  &c.,  for  the 
delinquencies  of  a  few ;  or  the  grog  of  a  mess 
may  be  either  stopped  altogether,  or  be  highly 
diluted  (six-water  grog),  as  a  consequence  of 
some  failing  in  one  or  more  of  its  members. 


The  Black  Brigade. 


of  the  assembled  crew.  The  warrant  for  his 
committal  is  read  aloud,  after  which  the 
captain,  opening  the  Articles  of  War — the 
audience  instantly  doffing  caps  submissively 
and  listening  bareheaded — recites  the  par- 
ticular article  bearing  on  the  prisoner's  of- 
fence. Caps  are  then  resumed,  the  hands 
are  piped  down,  and  at  the  earliest  oppor- 
tunity the  sentence  is  carried  into  effect. 

The  detachment  of  marines  is  quartered 
in  a  part  of  the  mess-deck  differing  in  no 
respect  fi'om  the  seamen's  portion,  but  which 
it  is  usual  to  style  "  the  barracks,"  and  for 
whose  cleanliness  and  good  order  the  force  is 
responsible.  The  captain  of  marines,  there- 
fore, holds  his  own  Court  of  Assize  over  the 
rank  and  file  of  his  detachment,  awarding 
sentences  for  ordinary  offences,  but  remand- 
ing the  more  serious  cases  to  the  final  judg- 
ment of  the  captain  of  the  ship. 


In  conclusion,  let  it  be  said  that  the  Koyaf. 
Navy  never  offered  a  fairer  opening  in  life  thart 
it  does  now,  and  none  should  be  deterred  from 
entering  by  fear  of  tyranny.  Midshipmen 
are  not  now  mastheaded,  nor  is  the  sail- 
maker  ordered  to  sew  up  their  pockets  because 
they  put  theh  hands  therein  ;  the  young  sea- 
man also  is  pretty  well  looked  after,  and  is 
not  now  sent  to  a  foreign  station  before  he  is 
thoroughly  acquainted  with  and  inured  to  a 
seagoing  life.  Now  and  again,  it  is  true,  some 
phase  of  a  commander's  conduct  is  brought 
to  light  which  shows  that  officers  can  still  do 
strange  things  on  board  a  man-of-war  that 
outsiders  little  dream  of  ;  but  such  instances 
are  rare,  and  are  not  likely  to  enter  into  the 
experience  of  the  majority  of  sailors.  After 
all,  a  boy  might  do  a  worse  thing  than  go  to 
sea. 

(the  end.) 


90 


MISTAKES    ABOUT  SNAKES. 

By  Dr.  Arthur  Steadling,  f.z.s.,  etc., 

Author  of  Oiil-of-llie-Way  Pels"    Alligalors  and  Crocodiles,"  etc. 


CONTINUING  my  subject,  I  ought  to  tell  you 
that  it  often  happens  that  the  colour  is 
suddenly  restored  and  the  serpent  is  ready  to 
feed  some  hours  before  actual  shedding  takes 
place.  This  is  because  a  sort  of  damp  per- 
spiration causes  the  outer  skin  to  become 
transparent ;  if  you  moisten  your  detached 
iissue-paper  over  the  picture  the  latter  is 
-visible  again.  I  have  often  been  puzzled, 
believing  from  its  appearance  that  the  snake 
must  have  shed,  yet  not  finding  the  slough. 
And  when  you  pick  up  the  skin  within  a  few 
minutes  of  its  casting,  you  always  discover 
that  it  is  wet. 

New-born  snakes  generally  shed  at  once, 
and  repeat  the  process  much  ofteiier  than 
grown-up  ones — every  week  or  ten  days. 
This  frequent  casting  enables  one  to  keep  up 
a  good  stock  of  skins ;  I  always  give  away 
a  boxful  when  I  lecture,  and  I  find  that 
people  are  very  glad  to  have  them,  as  they 
are  curious  and  beautiful  objects.  Each  is  a 
complete  model  or  envelope  of  the  snake 
which  has  thrown  it  off,  scale  for  scale,  in- 
cluding the  transparent  plates,  like  little 
watch-glasses,  which  cover  the  eyes ;  the 
pattern  is  dimly  traced  also,  but  it  carries 
none  of  the  colours,  as  the  2^'9">'"'''t-ccUs, 
tlie  little  globules  containing  the  colouring- 
matter,  are  stored  in  the  skin  below.  Old 
snakes,  whether  big  or  little,  rarely,  if  ever, 
cast  a  perfect  slough  ;  it  is  almost  always 
broken,  and  comes  away  in  large  flakes.  The 
biggest  that  I  have  ever  seen  entire  measured 
iwenty-four  feet,  but  that  is  quite  an  excep- 
tion. A  snake  may  go  on  shedding  regularly 
even  though  it  does  not  feed,  but  if  the  cast- 
ing is  delayed  it  is  a  sure  sign  of  ill-health. 
I  have  had  a  water- viper  which  sickened  for 
shedding,  but  never  cast ;  it  remained  for 
fifteen  months,  during  which  time  it  took  no 
food,  and  then  died.  Injuries,  even  severe 
ones,  do  not  seem  to  affect  the  process,  but 
when  a  serpent  has  had  a  wound  which  has 
healed,  the  skin  as  a  rule  always  splits  at  the 
scar.  A  rattlesnake  of  mine  plunged  its 
fangs  into  its  own  body,  and  its  slough  used 
to  divide  between  the  marks  afterwards.  A 
singular  affection  sometimes  kills  a  snake  by 
exhaustion,  and  is  manifested  by  too  fre- 
quent shedding  ;  the  poor  creature  will  go  on 
throwing  off  skin  after  skin,  perhaps  every 
week  for  months,  until  it  dies.  Now  and 
then,  in  captivity,  considerable  portions  of 
the  cuticle  remain  on,  and  have  to  be  rubbed 
off  in  a  warm  bath  by  the  keeper ;  this  is 
especially  the  case  with  that  over  the  eyes, 
and  if  three  or  four  successive  layers  are 
allowed  to  accumulate  there  they  cannot 
afterwards  be  detached,  and  the  sight  is 
destroyed. 

Lizards  shed  their  skins  too,  but  they 
generally  break ;  sometimes,  though,  one 
picks  up  an  entire  slough  of  a  slow- worm,  and 
a  very  pretty  silvery  east  it  is,  looking  like 
delicate  Chinese  silk,  though  more  brittle 
than  a  snake's.  A  glass  snake  (so  called) — 
in  reality,  a  legless  lizard,  like  the  slow- worm 
— in  my  collection  throws  his  off  in  long 
tubes,  capital  for  purposes  of  illustration. 
Lizards  and  very  young  snakes  do  not  sicken 
so  much  as  grown-up  serpents  do,  but  will 
go  on  feeding  all  through. 

The  funniest  thing  is  to  see  a  toad  shed. 
First  he  splits  right  down  the  back.  Then 
he  rubs  the  skin  down  his  sides  with  his 
hind  legs.  Then  he  draws  his  head  back  and 
wipes  the  mask  off  his  face  with  his  fore  feet, 
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which  are  next  withdrawn  from  the  inside. 
The  hind  legs  have  now  to  be  stripped,  and 
this  is  accomplished  by  taking  up  each  foot 
in  turn  and  drawing  off  the  skin,  like  a  pair 
of  trousers.  Finally,  he  takes  the  end  of 
the  slough  into  his  mouth  and  slowly  swallows 
it.  But  he  is  so  deliberate  and  businesslike 
all  the  way  through  that  it  is  delightful  to 
watch  him.  Still  more  extraordinary  is  the 
shedding  of  a  spider.  Casts  of  big  tarantulas 
are  sometimes  found  so  perfect,  down  to  the 
smallest  hair,  that  they  have  been  taken  for 
the  dead  spiders  until  they  were  lifted  and 
found  to  be  lighter  than  paper,  and  nobody 
could  understand  for  a  long  time  how  this 
could  possibly  be  managed,  until  the  opera- 
tion was  actually  witnessed  at  the  Zoological 
Gardens  here  in  the  case  of  the  gigantic 
mouse-eating  spider  which  I  brought  from 
South  America. 

A  travelling  dealer  in  animals,  who  collects 
reptiles,  birds,  and  all  manner  of  things  in 
various  parts  of  the  world,  wrote  to  me  from 
the  Southern  States  of  America,  and  asked 
me  what  I  would  pay  for  a  hoop-snake ;  that, 
he  explained,  was  a  species  of  snake  which 
took  its  tail  in  its  mouth  and  bowled  along 
like  a  hoop !  I  hastened  to  reply  that  I 
would  give  him  anything  he  liked  to  name. 
He  wrote  back  to  say  that  he  had  not  got  the 
snake,  but  he  knew  where  there  was  one. 
But  I  am  sorry  to  say  it  has  not  turned  up 
yet. 

Down  in  Devonshire  a  farmer  once  told 
me  that  he  had  recently  killed  a  viper.  He 
struck  it  with  a  hay-rake  and  disabled  it,  and 
then  flung  it,  maimed  and  wounded,  but  still 
alive,  into  the  fork  of  a  tree.  He  was  a 
kindly  man,  who  would  never  have  ill-treated 
a  sheep  or  a  dog,  but  he  saw  no  cruelty  in 
thus  torturing  a  snake — I  suppose  the  idea 
that  a  snake  had  feelings  like  the  rest  of  us 
never  occurred  to  him.  The  poor  creature, 
striking  on  all  sides  in  its  rage  and  agony, 
presently  buried  its  fangs  in  the  branch,  or 
appeared  to  do  so.  There  the  farmer  left  it, 
to  find  its  own  way  out  of  life  and  misery, 
and  went  home.  The  next  day  when  he 
passed  there,  so  he  assured  me  (and  I  have 
no  doubt  he  believed  what  he  said),  not  only 
was  the  viper  dead,  but  the  limb  of  the  tree 
which  it  had  bitten  was  dead  too,  seared  and 
shrivelled,  as  though  blasted  by  lightning ! 

This  reminded  me  of  the  story  of  the 
Yankee  who  killed  a  copperhead  with  a  broom. 
He  held  it  pressed  to  the  ground,  when  it 
managed  to  wriggle  its  head  up  and  bite  the 
handle.  "  You  mayn't  believe  it,  Squire," 
he  said — "You  mayn't  believe  it,  but  jest  as 
trew  as  you're  standing  there,  in  less  than 
ten  minutes  that  broomstick  was  swelled  up 
as  big  as  your  leg  !  " 

Once,  in  the  course  of  a  lecture,  I  had 
described  how  a  snake  walks  on  the  points  of 
its  ribs  and  the  large  transverse  scales  on  the 
under-surf  ace  of  the  body ;  and  in  explaining 
how  these  scales  catch  hold  of  the  ground 
and  prevent  the  ribs  from  slipping  backwards 
again,  I  had  remarked  that  it  was  quite 
powerless  to  get  along  on  a  smooth  polished 
surface,  like  glass.  After  the  lecture  a  young 
lady  came  up  and  asked  me  how,  if  that  were 
the  case,  they  managed  to  cross  the  ice '? 
Eeally,  I  had  never  thought  of  it  before,  but 
I  had  sufficient  presence  of  mind  to  point 
out  that  snakes  were  not  likely  to  trouble,  or 
be  troubled  b,y,  ice  ! 

A  very  common   superstition   in  many 


widely  distant  parts  of  the  earth  is  that, 
however  severely  wounded  a  serpent  may  be, 
it  will  not  die  before  sunset.  One  hears  in 
some  countries  of  two-headed  snakes— duas 
cabegas  (two  heads),  in  fact,  is  the  recognised 
name  in  Brazil  for  an  animal  which  is  not  a 
snake  at  all,  but  another  kind  of  lizard  with- 
out legs,  a  blunt,  worm-like  object  which 
burrows  in  the  damp  earth.  You  can  see 
them  by  hundreds  on  the  mountains  in  the 
morning  after  the  rains ;  they  are  nasty 
things  to  handle,  though  their  mouths  are 
small,  for  they  bite  out  a  little  lump  like  a 
wedge.  I  brought  several  to  Europe  in  a 
tub  of  mould,  and  found  they  would  eat  raw 
meat  when  they  could  not  get  grubs,  slugs, 
or  earthwoiTns.  Like  worms,  they  came  to 
the  surface  chiefly  at  night ;  they  were  about 
two  feet  long,  and  nearly  as  thick  as  my  two 
thumbs.  The  notion  of  their  having  a  head 
at  each  end  of  the  body,  and  being  able  to 
travel  in  one  direction  as  well  as  another,  is 
derived  from  the  fact  of  their  being  equally 
thick  and  blunt  at  the  head  and  tail,  and 
that  their  eyes  are  so  small  as  scarcely  to  be 
distinguished.  There  is  a  true  cnake  in 
Lidia  called  the  Eryx,  which  looks  like  a 
bloated  sausage,  and  is  also  credited  with  the 
possession  of  two  heads.  It  is  of  burrowing 
habit,  too.  And  there  are  certain  singular 
ringed  creatures  found  in  warm  mud  in 
different  parts  of  the  world,  which  are  called 
Coecilians,  and  which  are  neither  legless 
lizards  nor  snakes,  but  amphibians — related, 
that  is  to  say,  to  frogs  and  newts — and  these 
have  the  triple  erroneous  reputation  of  being 
double-headed,  blind,  and  poisonous. 

A  snake  was  once  sent  to  me  as  being 
genuinely  a  two-headed  one  ;  but  I  found  that 
the  supposed  second  head  was  in  reality  a 
large  tumour  on  its  neck.  But  I  have  seen  a 
reptile,  a  little  turtle,  which  actually  had  two 
perfect  heads,  one  beside  the  other.  I  saw 
it  alive,  and  when  it  died  I  preserved  it  in 
spirit  for  its  owner  ;  but  I  could  not  obtain  it 
to  make  what  would  have  been  an  interesting 
dissection.  This,  of  course,  was  a  mon- 
strosity. 

In  Mexico  they  tell  you  of  a  flying  snake — 
only  a  mjih,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  for  a  flying 
snake  would  be  a  great  curiosity.  There  are 
fish  and  lizards  and  frogs  which  fly  ;  at  least, 
the  two  latter  have  wide  membranes  which 
they  can  spread,  and  so  skim  down  through 
the  air  from  lofty  trees  and  rocks  in  safety. 
They  don't  really  flij  in  the  sense  that  birds 
and  bats  do,  any  more  than  Professor  Bald- 
win flies  when  he  drops  down  from  a  balloon 
holding  on  to  his  parachute.  There  used  to 
be  great  reptiles  with  real  wings,  but  they 
are  all  extinct  now.  Some  snakes,  however, 
have  the  power  of  flattening  their  bodies  and 
even  their  heads  when  they  are  alarmed  or 
angry — our  common  snake  has  to  some  ex- 
tent ;  but  there  are  many  others,  such  as  the 
hog-nosed  and  long-headed  snakes,  in  which 
this  property  is  much  more  marked ;  and 
people  think  that  they  dart  up  through  the  au' 
when  they  spread  themselves  out  in  this  way. 
The  ideas  to  which  I  have  already  alluded, 
that  they  jump  from  their  coil  like  a  spiral 
spring,  that  they  are  obliged  to  coil  to  enable 
them  to  jump,  and  that  they  can  spring  right 
off  the  ground,  are  equally  absurd.  No  snake 
lifts  more  than  a  third  of  its  length,  if  as 
much,  in  striking. 

(To  be  conlinued.) 
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WHEN  the  body  is  finished  the  next  piece 
of  work  is  trimming  up  and  fixing  the 
shafts,  which  are  bought  ready  steamed  to 
shape — in  the  rough  square  form.  Lance- 
wood  is  best,  next  comes  hickory,  which  is 
of  a  reddish-brown  colour  and  ratlier  coarse- 
gi-ained,  but  very  tough  and  springy.  The 
cost  of  a  pair  of  dogcart  shafts  is  about  lis. 
in  hickory,  and  19s.  in  lancewood. 

It  is  important  to  decide  whetlier  the  sliafts 
are  to  go  inside  the  cart,  and  be  bolted 
solidly  to  the  floor,  or  to  be  hung  on  fulcrum 
,irons,  so  as  to  go  inside  or  outside.  The  first 
plan  is  adopted  in  cheap  carts,  and  is  strong 
and  serviceable,  but  the  shaking  motion  is 
unpleasant,  and  it  is  only  very  common  carts 
■which  are  so  secured.  Opinions  are  divided 
as  to  whether  it  is  better  to  have  the  hinged- 
shafts  outside,  or  passing  through  holes  cut 
in  the  foot-board — the  latter  plan  looks  better 
— especially  with  a  broad-gauge  cart.  If  the 
cart  is  narrow  the  shafts  can  go  outside  with- 
out the  awkward  look  of  the  shaft-space  for 
the  pony  being  big  enough  for  another  pony 
close  to  the  splinter-bar.  Taken  all  in  all, 
the  neatest  and  easiest  plan  is  to  cut  two 
spaces  on  the  foot-board  and  pass  the  shafts 
through,  arranging  the  fulcrum-irons  so  as  to 
pivot  on  their  respective  pins,  which  extend 
across  the  aperture  (Fig.  21). 


THE   "BOY'S  OWN"   RUSTIC  CART. 

By  F.  J.  Erskine. 
Part  III. 

3  feet  2i  inches  long,  with  what  is  technically 
termed  a  "  stump  tenon  "  on  each  end,  which 
fits  into  a  shallow  mortice  on  each  shaft. 
These  must  be  cut  longitudinally,  along  the 
grain,  not  across  it,  and  should  not  exceed 
i-inch  in  depth.  The  width  at  the  forward 
bend  a,  Fig.  22,  varies,  but  22  inches  will  be 


The  holes  should  be  cut  out  carefully  a  little 
larger  than  the  shaft,  which  at  this  point 
only  just  begins  to  taper  backwards.  The  shaft 
itself  should  be  full  2^  inches  broad  by  2  inches 
thick,  when  it  is  rough.  The  part  by  the 
splinter-bar  is  left  nearly  this  thickness,  as 
the  strain  is  most  there.  It  is  then  tapered 
gently  and  easily  to  the  end  where  the  cap 
must  fit,  and  rounded  to  an  oval  form.  It  is 
the  criterion  of  good  work  if  the  tapering  is 
so  gradual  as  to  be  quite  smooth  and  flat  all 
over.  There  must  be  no  holes  worked,  there- 
fore use  the  smoothing-plane  to  all  parts  pos- 
sible. For  other  parts  use  the  compass-plane, 
one  having  the  bottom  shaped  so  as  to  resemble 
the'segment  of  a  circle.  The  front  ends  of  the 
shafts  generally  require  a  couple  of  inches 
cutting  off  to  reduce  the  bend  always  found 
there.  Now,  regarding  the  proper  dimensions 
of  the  shafts.  If  the  pony  for  which  the  cart 
is  designed  is  about  14  hands,  a  length  of 
6  feet  from  the  splinter-bar  will  be  ample. 
The  length  behind  is  determined  by  the  length 
of  the  cart.  It  should  not  be  such  as  in  any 
way  to  interfere  with  the  opening  and  closing 
of  the  hind  door.  When  the  point  deemed 
right  is  found,  the  hind  ends  are  cut  and  then 
are  gradually  worked  down,  again  taking  the 
splinter-bar  as  the  point  of  starting.  The  hind 
ends  should  be  fitted  into  the  rubber  shaft- 
adjusters  before  being  laid  aside  (Fig.  2.5). 

The  splinter-bar  is  best  made  of  oak  to 
match  the  cart,  or  stained,  if  walnut  is  the 
predominant  wood.  It  is  just  a  solid  bar, 
square  at  each  end,  rounded  in  the  middle, 
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found  a  good  general  width.  The  bar  fitted, 
it  is  laid  aside,  whilst  the  fulcrum  irons  are 
adjusted.  The  fulcrum  plates  are  affixed  to 
the  under-side  of  the  shaft,  behind  the  splin- 
ter-bar. Two  clips,  Fig.  4,  are  used  to  clamp 
the  plate  to  the  shaft.  It  is  of  the  last  im- 
portance no  screw  or  bolt-holes  are  made,  as 
they  weaken  the  shaft.  The  clips  pass  over 
the  shaft,  then  a  coupling-piece  of  iron  is  put 
binder  the  plate,  and  a  couple  of  nuts  are 
screwed  up  firmly.  This  is  done  fore  and  aft 
of  each  plate.  Then  the  pin  of  the  L  plate 
is  slipped  in,  well  oiled  to  avert  rust,  and  the 
plate  itself  lies  ready  to  be  bolted  to  the  foot- 
board, with  bolt-heads  inside  and  nuts  against 
the  iron.  Three  bolts  are  suflicient  as  a  rule, 
{•-i  inch  thick  and  IJ  inch  long. 

The  [shafts  are  now  supposed  to  be  each 
lying  inside  the  cart,  with  the  shaft  adjusters 
fitted  at  their  ends,  ready  to  be  bolted  to  the 
floor.  This  must  not  be  done  till  the 
splinter  bar  is  inserted.  If  a  wheelwright's 
cramp  can  be  borrowed,  the  bringing  up  of 
the  mortices  will  be  much  facilitated ;  if  not, 
the  ends  should  be  fitted  in,  and  then  a 
helper  should  get  astride  the  splinter  bar  and 
hold  it  in  position  whilst  the  iron  clamp, 
Fig.  9,  is  adjusted.  This,  as  will  be  seen,  is 
made  in  two  pieces.  The  under  piece  of 
iron — 1  inch  broad  by  ^  inch  thick  and  9 
inches  long— is  quite  flat,  with  two  holes  in 
its  length,  and  the  end  turned  and  threaded 
to  receive  a  nut.  The  top  piece  is  in  the 
form  of  an  L,  the  extremity  of  the  bend 
having  a  hole  to  fit  on  to  the  screwed  end  of 
the  lower  plate,  and  the  flat  top  part  drilled 
to  correspond  with  the  holes  in  the  bottom 
plate.  The  depth  of  the  clamp  should  be 
exactly  that  of  the  shaft— i.e.  2^  inches. 

This  clamp,  therefore,  is  fitted  over  the  end 
of  the  splinter  bar  and  across  the  shaft — a 
couple  of  holes  should  be  carefully  drilled 


with  the  long  j-inch  auger  bit,  and  a  couple 
of  round-headed  3-inch  bolts,  ^-inch  thick, 


should  be  driven  through  the  plates  and  bar, 
and  then  screwed  up  tightly  from  under- 
neath. Same  process  is  repeated  with  the 
other  side  (Fig.  23).  Before  finally  screwing 
up  the  shafts  at  the  farther  end,  the  draught 
hooks  have  to  be  fixed.  These  generally 
bolt  through  the  bar,  about  2  inches  from 
each  end,  and  look  best  either  polished  steel 
or  nickel-plated,  a  a,  Fig.  24.    The  next 


A 
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operation  is  to  bolt  down  the  rubber  shaft 
adjusters  (Fig.  25).  The  shaft  end  is  fitted  into 


IT 

■ 

a  small  square  of  iron  between  two  layers  of 
rubber.  Their  practical  use  in  breaking  the 
vibration.  I  have  often  experienced  over 
rough  ground,  so  can  firmly  recommend  them. 
The  pin  at  the  top  screws  down  through  a 
hole  in  the  shaft  end,  and  holds  all  fimi. 

The  shafts  being  smoothed,  rounded,  and 
fixed  in  place,  next  comes  the  regular  mount- 
ing on  the  springs.  As  the  front  ends  of  these 
ride  on  scroll  irons  attached  to  the  steps,  it  is 
necessary  to  fix  these  first.  The  step  gene- 
rally terminates  in  an  angle  iron,  which  fixes 
up  the  side  and  under  the  bottom  of  the  cart. ' 
It  should  be  fixed  exactly  at  the  intersection 
of  the  angles — the  acute  with  the  bottom  line 
of  the  side  of  the  cart.  An  angle  iron  must 
be  fitted  inside  to  take  the  heads  of  the  bolts, 
as  the  strain  of  heavy  people  mounting  is 
often  very  great.  The  inside  angle  iron  can  be 
5-  inch  flat  iron  by  j  inch  broad,  the  edges  care- 
fully rounded  off.  The  steps  fitted,  the  springs 
should  be  slipped  on  to  their  pins,  and  the 
length  adjusted  by  the  hind  irons,  so  they 
shall  be  perfectly  even  and  straight.  The 
middle  of  the  springs  should  be  a  good  inch 
in  front  of  the  centre  of  gravity  of  the  cart. 
In  other  words,  the  weight  should  fall  behind 
the  axle,  and  the  cart  should  have  the  least 
shade  of  a  tilt  backwards.  The  hind  irons  are 
bolted  through  when  the  correct  position  is 
found,  and  the  spring  ends  secured  to  the 
bolts  on  the  shackles  at  each  end. 

For  fixing  the  axle  and  springs  it  is  best  to 
balance  the  cart  on  a  couple  of  sawing  benches 
inside  upside-down,  so  the  floor  rests  on  them, 
the  bars  being  clear  of  the  floor.  The  two  wood 
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blocks  for  the  springs— plain  oak,  with  the 
upper  side  hollowed,  the  better  to  fit  the  curve 
of  the  spring — are  put  on  in  the  middle  over 
the  centre  bolt,  which  has  a  tiny  hole  bored  witli 
a  centre-bit  in  the  block  for  its  accommodation. 
They  are  2  inches  thick,  1|  broad,  and  4  inches 
long.  These  blocks  then  are  laid  on  the  springs, 
then  the  long  axle  is  laid  on  them,  each  end 
equidistant  as  near  as  can  be  Judged  and 
measured,  then  the  axle  clips  (Pig.  26),  one  of 
which  clasps  the  axle,  the  other  two  (b  b)  com- 


press axle,  clip,  block,  and  spring,  and,  passing 
through  coupling  plates  (c),  hold  all  firm. 

Before  screwing  up  take  a  piece  of  string, 
hold  one  end  on  the  extreme  tip  of  the  axle, 
and  get  some  one  else  to  go  to'the  end  of  the 
shaft  on  the  opposite  side— say,  from  the 
right-hand  side  of  the  axle  to  the  tip  of  the 
left-hand  shaft.  When  right,  measured  to 
both  tips,  from  both  ends  it  will  be  the  same. 
Then  screw  up  your  nuts  carefully  and  tightly. 
(To  he  conlinued.) 


THE    CRUISE    OF    THE  CHRISTABEL. 


THE  breeze  freshened  about  two  o'clock,  and 
we  had  to  take  our  topsail  in  to  save  the 
topmast,  and  accordingly  Frank  and  Jack  got 
it  on  deck  smartly. 

By  this  time  we  were  off  the  pretty  town 
of  Southwold,  which  is  now  the  only  place  of 
importance  on  the  Suffolk  coast  between 
Aldborough  and  Lowestoft.  Perched  on  a 
clifi,  like  Dunwich,  it  was  made  a  municipal 
borough  during  the  reign  of  Henry  VII.  At 
that  time  a  small  headland  projected  out  into 
the  sea  to  the  north  of  the  little  village  of 
Easton  Bavents,  and  was  called  Easton  Ness, 
then  the  most  easterly  point  in  England.  It 
was  in  the  bay,  off  Southwold,  that  the  battle 
was  fought  between  the  French  and  English 
against  the  Dutch  on  May  28,  1672.  "The 
Duke  of  York,  afterwards  James  II.,  com- 
manded the  English  fleet,  and  De  Euyter  the 
Dutch. 

^  Dinner  had  been  in  our  thoughts  for  some 
time,  and  at  three  o'clock  Bill  came  up  to  say 
that  it  was  ready  on  the  table  at  last;  so 
leaving  the  mate  to  take  my  place  at  the 
tiller,  I  went  below  with  the  others,  all  feeling 
quite  ready  for  the  green  peas  and  roast  pork 
that  were  smoking  on  the  table,  with  the  ex- 
ception of  O'Reilly,  whoremarked, as  he  turned 
to  go  up  the  companion-ladder  again,  that  he 
thought  a  little  fresh  air  would  be  lighter, 
and  suit  his  stomach  better  than  roast  pork, 
in  the  present  unsettled  condition  of  the 
weather. 

Shortly  after  four  o'clock  we  passed  the 
broken  mast  of  a  sunken  vessel-,  which 
rose  up  like  the  finger  of  some  hidden  hand 
warning  us  of  possible  dangers,  and  with  an 
old  cormorant  sitting  perched  on  the  tangled 
rigging  as  if  he  was  gloating  over  the  bodies 
of  men  beneath.  Finding  the  bi'eeze  had  sunk 
a  little,  and  to  get  away  from  the  uncanny 
neighbourhood  of  the  wreck,  I  had  the  topsail 
set  again,  and  in  the  course  of  another  half- 
hour  we  were  off  Lowestoft. 

I  always  think  this  town  has  a  pleasing  as- 
pect from  the  sea,  with  its  lighthouses  and 
splendid  beach,  and,  with  the  rising  ground  in 
the  rear,  forms  one  of  the  most  attractive 
spots  on  the  east  coast.  Lowestoft  has  a  very 
ancient  origin,  and  was  a  fishing  village  even 
in  the  time  of  the  Romans.  The  inhabitants 
have  always  been  very  loyal,  and  in  the  Civil 
Wars  they  held  with  the  king,  while  the  peo- 
ple of  I'armouth  sided  with  the  Roundheads  ; 
and  many  were  the  little  sea-fights  between 
the  respective  partisans  of  Charles  and  the 
Parliament. 

"  Now,  then,  who's  for  the  shore  ?  "  feebly 
sang  out  O'Reilly. 

"  You  look  as  if  you  are,  for  one,"  said 
Jack;  "but  we  are  going  to  spend  the  night 
at  sea,  old  man,  if  the  skipper  keeps  on  our 
present  course  ;  so  you  must  try  and  settle 
down  to  a  '  Life  on  the  Ocean  Wave,'  as  you 
sang  about  so  nicely  last  Christmas." 

"  That's  all  very  well  with  a  piano  accom- 
paniment," replied  O'Reilly,  gloomily. 

Yarmouth  Roads,  with  its  everchanging  and 
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shifting  sands,  lay  ahead  of  us  now,  and  the 
busy  town  of  Yarmouth  was  passed  by  live 
o'clock. 

We  would  willingly  have  stayed  here  for  a 
time,  if  only  to  see  the  place  so  intimately 
connected  with  David  Copperfield,  Mr.  Peg- 
gotty,  and  the  rest  of  them,  but  a  strong  fair 
wind  was  blowing,  and  it  seemed  a  pity  to 
lose  such  a  good  help  on  our  passage  north  ; 
so  we  unwillingly  passed  on,  consoling  our- 
selves with  the  idea  of  looking  in  on  our  re- 
turn if  possible.  As  a  town  and  seaport,  Yar- 
mouth has  managed  to  hold  its  own  from  a 
very  early  period  of  history,  although  it  has 
had  many  a  hard  fight  for  it.  The  inhabi- 
tants had  for  many  years  a  great  struggle  to 
keep  their  haven  open,  the  North  Sea  con- 
tinuously throwing  up  sand  and  shingle,  and 
choking  the  passage  through  which  the  river 
Yare  entered  the  sea. 

Six  times  the  inhabitants  tried  to  cut  a  chan- 
nel for  an  entrance  close  to  the  town,  at  a  great 
cost  to  them  and  the  corporation,  who  were 
occasionally  assisted  by  grants  and  privileges 
from  the  Crown;  but  each  time  they  were  frus- 
trated by  the  sea  undoing  all  the  work  they 
had  been  to  so  much  labour  to  perform.  The 
seventh  attempt,  however,  was  more  success- 
ful, and  was  made  during  the  seventeenth 
century,  when  they  cut  a  passage  through 
the  Denes  or  sandhills  just  below  the  village 
of  Gorleston,  which  has  remained  open  ever 
since. 

As  early  as  the  reign  of  Edward  III.,  Y'ar- 
mouth  was  a  place  of  considerable  importance, 
and,  with  the  exception  of  London,  no  Eng- 
lish port  sent  so  many  ships  and  sailors  to 
take  part  in  the  French  wars  of  the  period. 

Edmund,  the  last  king  of  East  Anglia,  met 
his  death  close  by,  at  Caistor,  which  is  now  a 
little  village  about  two  miles  to  the  north  of 
Yarmouth,  the  castle  being  in  ruins. 

The  dull  heavy  masses  of  dark  clouds 
made  the  night  draw  in  rapidly,  and  so,  before 
the  daylight  quite  left  us,  we  handled  our  top- 
sail, gave  a  fresh  pull  on  the  halliards  all 
round,  and  with  the  side-lights  up  in  their 
place,  the  binnacle  lamps  lit,  and  a  reef  ear- 
ring rove,  we  felt  pretty  snug  for  the  night. 

O'Reilly  had  taken  my  advice  and  had 
turned  in  some  time  previously,  and  as  it 
was  now  time  for  the  port  watch  to  go  below, 
Frank,  Jack,  and  the  mate  did  the  same, 
leaving  Bill  and  myself  on  deck. 

The  night  settled  down  on  us  dark  and 
black,  with  never  a  star  to  be  seen,  and  by 
the  time  the  Haseborough  Lights  bore  a  little 
south  of  west,  the  wind  had  piped  up  stronger 
than  ever,  making  our  little  clipper  dance 
madly  over  the  angry  sea,  with  a  smother  of 
foam  to  her  hawsepipes,  and  a  continual 
shower  of  spray  breaking  over  her  bow  and 
wetting  the  foresail  half  mast  high.  It  was 
getting  too  risky  on  such  a  dark  night  to 
crack  on  as  we  were  doing  with  so  small  a 
crew  on  deck,  so  I  called  to  Bill,  who,  in 
streaming  oilskins,  was  on  the  look-out  for- 
ward, to  slack  off  the  jib  sheet,  and,  easing 


down  the  helm  and  bringing  the  foresheet 
a-weather,  I  hove  her  to,  and  then  proceeded 
to  get  a  reef  down. 

The  Christabel's  mainsail,  besides  being 
a  very  large  one,  was  thoroughly  soaked  with 
spray,  her  main  boom  being  a  verv  heavy 
spar,  thirty  feet  long.  Bill  and  I  found  it 
rather  a  hard  ten  minutes'  work  getting  the 
reef  earring  well  down  and  the  reef  points  tied, 
as  the  canvas  was  as  stiff  as  a  board  through 
the  wet,  but  I  did  not  want  to  disturb  the 
other  watch,  so  we  managed  it  alone. 

The  jib  was  the  next  wet  job  requiring  at- 
tention, so  we  got  it  inboard,  and  then  shifted 
it  for  No.  2,  and,  with  a  reef  in  the  foresail, 
were  nice  and  snug  once  more.  Letting 
draw  the  foresail  sheet,  I  bore  up  on  our 
course  again,  north-by-west-half-west. 

She  took  the  sea  much  easier  after  we  had 
reduced  her  wings  a  little,  so  I  sent  Bill 
below  to  see  to  the  foc'sle  fire,  and  told  him 
to  bring  me  up  a  cup  of  coffee,  which  he 
soon  did,  and  then  took  the  tiller  while  I 
had  a  look  at  the  chart  by  the  light  of  the 
binnacle  lamps. 

With  the  Lynn  Deeps  on  our  port  hand, 
and  the  full  sweep  of  the  North  Sea  ahead, 
there  was  plenty  of  sea-room  for  us  now,  so, 
blow  high  or  low,  we  were  all  right. 

Our  watch  was  now  out,  but  I  did  not  like 
to  leave  the  deck  in  the  present  state  of  the 
weather,  so  told  Bill  to  turn  in  and  call  the 
mate  only,  leaving  Frank  and  Jack  below. 

The  mate  came  on  deck  looking  very  sleepy 
and  disagreeable,  and,  thinking  that  very  pro- 
bably he  would  fall  asleep  if  I  sent  hirn  for- 
ward to  look  out,  I  told  him  the  course  to 
steer  while  I  walked  forward. 

Staring  out  into  the  blackness  ahead  be- 
comes, after  a  few  hours,  a  great  strain  on 
one's  optic  nerves,  and  I  don't  know  whether 
it  was  want  of  sleep  or  what,  but  very  soon  I 
began  to  see  phantom  ships  in  all  directions, 
and  felt  very  glad  when  the  morning  begaii 
to  break  and  dispelled  the  illusion. 

The  dawn  was  grey  and  dull-looking,  but 
after  the  sun  rose  the  wind  gradually  lessened 
in  force,  and  the  masses  of  heavy  clouds  which 
were  scattered  all  over  the  heavens  slowly 
disappeared  into  the  misty  distance  astern, 
and  there  seemed  every  promise  of  a  fine  day. 

We  were  now  out  of  sight  of  land,  Boston, 
on  the  Lynn  Deeps,  being  some  forty  miles 
from  our  supposed  position. 

The  mate's  watch  was  up  at  four  o'clock, 
so  he  turned  in  once  more  while  Bill  came  on 
deck.  I  went  to  the  helm  again,  and  at  six 
o'clock  Bill  roused  the  mate,  and  then  shook 
out  our  reefs  and  got  the  topsail  set  once 
more,  and  proceeded  to  scrub  down  the  decks 
for  the  day. 

Breakfast  over,  we  sat  about  on  deck,  bask- 
ing in  the  hot  sun,  which  by  this  time  was 
pelting  dov,-n  on  us  in  regular  June  fashion. 
The  wind  gradually  died  away  until  it  was  a 
dead  calm,  and  the  sails  hung  flat  as  a  board, 
only  giving  an  occasional  heavy  flap  as  the 
yacht  rolled  on  the  long  swell  which  the 


¥lte  BoyV  Own  Papei'. 


93 


strong  breeze  of  last  night  had  left  behind 
it. 

We  saw  very  few  vessels  all  that  day,  and 
the  only  ones  that  came  anywhere  near  us 
were  two  steamers  going  north  like  ourselves, 
but  at  a  very  much  faster  pace  ;  the  long 
sooty  streak  from  their  funnels  hung  over 
the  horizon  long  after  they  had  disappeared 
from  sight,  and,  with  the  exception  of  an  old 
Norwegian  barque  away  in  the  offing,  we 
seemed  to  have  the  North  Sea  all  to  our- 
selves. 

It  was  one  of  those  days  in  which  the 
mere  fact  of  being  alive  to  enjoy  it  was  simply 
splendid,  and  was  thoroughly  enjoyed  by  all. 
Jack  and  O'Reilly  got  the  lines  out,  and  in 
extremely  negligent  attire  sat  with  bare  feet 
over  the  edge  of  the  bulwark  rail  fishing, 
while  Frank,  ever  industrious  at  sketching. 


mutton  that  we  had  had  hanging  from  the 
tatfrail  astern  for  two  days,  and  had  received 
a  plentiful  spi-inkling  of  brine  during  the 
previous  night's  breeze. 

I  have  often  noticed  that  meat  subjected 
to  this  treatment  seemed  far  superior  to  that 
kept  in  the  safe  on  deck  ;  but  it  is  very  risky 
to  hang  meat  astern  when  in  harbour,  and 
often  proves  too  strong  a  temptation  to  night 
prowlers  and  longshore  men,  as  a  cut  string 
and  absence  of  meat  proved  to  us  on  one  oc- 
casion. 

The  soothing  influence  of  dinner  had  such 
an  efiect  that  several  of  us  were  sinking  into 
the  arms  of  Morpheus  soon  afterwards,  when 
a  slight  breeze  made  a  sensible  bulge  in  the 
canvas,  and  we  became  aware  that  our  craft 
was  really  moving. 

All  sleepiness  was  gone  in  a  moment,  and. 


o'clock.  This  light  is  a  revolving  one,  giving 
a  red  and  white  flash  every  half  minute  ;  and, 
perched  on  the  top  of  the  rocky  headland,  it 
is  visible  for  about  twenty  miles  out  to  sea 

O'Eeilly,  not  yet  feeling  competent  to  per- 
form any  violent  exercise  on  deck  in  the  way 
of  taking  his  watch,  turned  in  early  ;  and, 
after  we  had  fixed  our  position  by  sighting 
the  light,  I  followed  him  below  a  little  after 
ten  o'clock,  with  orders  to  the  mate  to  call  me 
at  two  o'clock  in  the  morning. 

Scarborough  was  one  place  we  had  settled 
to  call  at,  and  during  the  day  we  had  been 
discussing  the  advisability  of  running  in  there 
on  our  journey  out  or  on  our  return,  as  we  all 
wished  to  see  the  town  ;  so,  before  lying  down 
in  my  berth,  I  spread  the  chart  on  the  swing 
table,  and  went  over  the  matter  again  by  my- 
self. 


got  under  the  shadow  of  the  foresail  busy 
with  his  colours. 

The  mate  lolled  on  the  tiller,  supposed  to 
be  steering,  while  Bill,  planted  comfortably 
against  the  fore  hatch,  was  shelling  peas  and 
peeling  the  potatoes  for  dinner. 

I  myself  simply  lounged  about  on  a  couple 
of  deck  chairs  enjoying  the  change  in  the 
weather,  and  think,  had  I  been  questioned 
about  it,  I  could  not  have  denied  taking  an 
occasional  forty  winks  ;  but  that  was  perhaps 
pardonable,  considering  I  had  not  turned  in 
all  night. 

It  was  evidently  too  fine  and  bright  for 
fishing,  and  so  the  fishermen  had  no  luck, 
and  could  not  even  entice  a  huge  old  sand 
ray  which  we  could  plainly  see,  in  the  shadow 
cast  by  the  counter  on  the  clear  green  water, 
swimming  about  with  that  graceful  undula- 
tory  motion  of  its  powerful  wings. 

That  important  event,  dinner,  was  ready 
by  3.30,  and  Bill  had  nicely  roasted  a  leg  of 


hurrying  on  deck,  our  big  balloon  jib  was 
hauled  up  out  of  its  cover  in  the  sail  room 
and  as  quickly  set ;  and  very  soon  our  little 
bark  was  heeling  over  to  a  steady  breeze  and 
buzzing  along  in  the  right  direction,  leaving 
a  long  line  of  bubbles  and  creamy  foam  stream- 
ing away  in  her  wake.  And  so  the  day  passed. 
But  as  the  evening  drew  in,  the  wind  freshened 
and  headed  us  slightly,  and  we  had  to  get  our 
balloon  jib  in  again  and  set  the  working  one 
in  its  place.  The  sunset  was  a  gorgeous  one, 
a  few  purple-coloured  clouds  well  down  near 
the  horizon  showing  out  in  strong  contrast 
against  the  beautifully  graduated  golden  tint 
of  the  sky.  But,  although  so  beautiful,  it  was 
as  transient  as  a  transformation  scene  ;  the 
ligliA  rapidly  faded  away,  and  one  by  one  the 
stars  appeared  ;  and  we  soon  proceeded  to  add 
to  the  nocturnal  illumination  by  getting  our 
side  lights  up  and  th®  binnacle  lamps  lit. 

We  kept  a  careful  look-out  for  Flamborougli 
Head  light,  and.,  sighted  it  precisely  at  ten 


We  were  certainly  in  a  hurry  to  go  north ; 
but  then  Scarborough  was  now  close  to  us, 
and  we  could  get  there  easily ;  and  then  if 
we  left  the  visit  until  our  return,  circumstances 
might  not  be  so  favourable  ;  and  so,  as  it 
fortunately  turned  out,  I  settled  we  would  run 
in  then,  and  accordingly  turned  in,  and  was 
soon  in  the  Land  of  Nod. 

My  four  hours'  watch  below  seemed  to  be 
very  soon  up  when  the  mate  roused  me 
punctually  at  two  o'clock  the  following  morn- 
ing. There  was  only  a  slight  breeze  blowing, 
but  it  was  decidedly  chilly,  and  formed  a 
strong  contrast  with  the  warm  and  comfort- 
able cabin  into  which  Jack  and  Frank  immedi- 
ately disappeared,  leaving  Bill  and  myself  on 
deck— O'Eeilly  preferring  to  remain  below. 

We  were  right  off  Flamborough  Head  by 
now,  and  it  was  sufficiently  light  to  enable 
me  to  distinguish  the  rugged  headland  of 
limestone  rock  rising  up  out  of  the  sea  for 
some  four  hundred  feet  above  our  heads. 
Swarms  of  sea  birds  make  this  their  home, 
including  guillemots,  razor-bills,  puffins,  cor- 
morants, and  different  varieties  of  the  gull 
tribe,  but  they  seemed  to  be  all  quiet  now  ; 
we  had  evidently  made  our  morning  call  too 
early  for  them,  and  it  was  not  until  later  on, 
on  the  Northumbrian  coast,  that  we  came 
upon  the  vast  flights  which  inhabit  the  rocky 
shores  along  that  part. 

We  made  Scarborough  about  a  quarter  past 
three  in  the  morning,  and,  being  an  awkward 
sort  of  place  for  a  stranger  to  run  into  except  in 
broad  daylight,  as  the  harbour  dries  right  out, 
I  thought  it  better  to  heave  to,  which  I  accord- 
ingly did  about  four  miles  out,  and  Bill  went 
aloft  and  loosed  the  topsail  lacing,  while  I 
lowered  it  on  deck,  the  wind  having  freshened 
into  a  stronger  breeze  than  we  wanted. 
(To  ie  continued.) 
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HOW  TO  PREPARE  AND  MOUNT   OBJECTS    FOR    THE  MICROSCOPE. 

By  E.  a.  E.  Bennett,  b.a., 

Author  of  "  Hoc  ,0  make  an  Induction  Coil,"  "  Eldric  Lamp,  and  how  ,o  u-ork  them,"  "  Electro-molors  and  how  to  make  them,"  etc.  etc. 
PART  II.— MODNTING  IN   CANADA  B^iiSAM  (continUcd). 


THE  almost  universal  opinion  amongst  na- 
turalists at  the  present  day  is  that  insects 
do  not  feel  pain  to  anything  like  the  extent 
that  animals  do ;  but  whether  that  is  taken 
as  proved  or  not,  at  any  rate  we  are  bound  to 
give  them  the  benefit  of  the  doubt,  and  not 
run  any  chance  of  inflicting  pain  that  can  be 
avoided.  The  best  methods  of  killing  butter- 
flies or  other  insects  are  either  by  cyanide  of 
potassium  or  chloroform.  The  former  is  such 
a  deadly  poison  that  you  will  have  some  difli- 
culty  in  getting  it  unless  the  chemist  knows 
you ;  the  latter  you  are  not  likely  to  come  to 
grief  with  unless  you  deliberately  dip  a  hand- 
kerchief in  it  and  hold  it  to  your  nose  !  I 
therefore  consider  the  latter  is  much  the 
safer.  If  either  a  small  lump  of  the  cyanide, 
or  a  little  bit  of  sponge  just  moistened  with 
the  chloroform,  is  put  at  the  bottom  of  a 
small  wide-mouthed  bottle  and  corked  up  for 
a  little  while,  and  a  fly  or  other  insect  is  in- 
troduced, you  will  not  have  long  to  wait  for 
the  result.  In  the  case  of  the  cyanide  the  fly 
will  fall  dead  at  the  bottom  of  the  bottle  in 
an  instant ;  in  the  case  of  the  chloroform  a 
few  secDnds  will  produce  a  similar  result. 
Leave  the  insect  in  the  bottle  in  the  latter 
case  for  a  few  minutes  after  it  has  become 
motionless. 

Now  we  take  out  our  defunct  insect,  avoid- 
ing the  smell  of  the  bottle,  and  with  the  small 
pair  of  scissors  we  snip  off  either  a  leg  or  a 
wing  close  to  the  body.  If  this  is  now  ar- 
ranged on  a  glass  slide  and  placed  under  the 
microscope  we  find  it  is  a  wonderful  organ 
with  a  claw  and  a  padded  sucker  foot  at  the 
end  (fig.  1).  It  is  by  means  of  these  sucker  feet 


.  1.— Foot  op  Bluebottle  magnified. 
Front  view  of  pads, 
that  the  fly  is  enabled  t-o  run  up  the  vertical 
surface  even  of  our  window-panes.  It  has  been 
proposed  to  make  boots  with  a  similar  struc- 
ture by  means  of  which  the  microscopist  might 
himself  walk  up  vertical  surfaces  in  a  similar 
way.  I  must  confess,  however,  that  I  should 
prefer  at  present  not  to  trust  myself  with 
such  an  appliance  on  "high  ground,"  say  the 
dome  of  St.  Paul's  ! 

But  though  one  can  see  a  good  deal  of  the 
structure  of  the  leg,  it  is  nevertheless  quite 
opaque,  and  consequently  dark,  so  that  it 
cannot  be  seen  through  ;  how  is  this  to  be 
remedied?  Well,  it  is  done  by  soaking  it  in 
a  strong  solution  of  a  chemical  substance, 
which  has  an  affinity  for  the  oily  tissues  of 
the  body,  and  consequently  will  dissolve  them 
out,  leaving  the  harder  membranes  more 
transparent. 

This  substance  is  hydrate  of  potassium,  a 
solution  of  which  is  indispensable  for  our 
work.  It  is  often  known  as  "  caustic  potash," 
and  can  be  obtained  from  any  chemist.  No 
very  exact  strength  of  solution  can  be  given. 


as  the  strength  depends  on  the  organ  which  is 
to  be  soaked  in  it ;  some  organs  take  a  stronger 
solution  than  others.  The  strength  varies 
from  1  ounce  of  potash  to  20  ounces  of  water, 
to  1  ounce  of  potash  to  10  ounces  of  water, 
which  is  generally  the  strongest  solution 
employed. 

The  hard  tissues  of  the  legs  or  antenna>, 
d-c,  of  insects  may  require  to  be  left  in  this 
solution  for  a  long  time,  say  a  fortnight.  If 
the  potash  solution  is  gently  heated  it  will 
have  more  effect,  and  if  this  is  done  at  inter- 
vals the  object  may  be  rendered  softer  in  a 
shorter  time.  This  is  the  first  part  of  the 
process  of  rendering  the  leg  transparent.'  Of 
course,  if  you  stand  up  all  your  test-tubes  in 
the  stand  and  put  potash  solution  in  each, 
you  can  have  a  lot  of  objects  going  on  at  the 
same  time.  In  order  not  to  make  a  mistake 
as  to  which  each  object  is,  you  must  be  very 
careful  to  label  each  tube  by  fixing  a  piece  of 
paper,  with  the  name  of  the  object  written  on 
it,  to  the  stand  in  front  of  the  test-tube ;  but 
as  even  then  you  may  alter  the  position  of 
the  tubes,  and  so  get  confused,  it  would  be  a 
better  plan  still  to  affix  the  label  to  the  tube 
itself  by  means  of  gum. 

Two  or  three  times  while  the  soaking  pro- 
cess is  going  on  you  must  try  to  get  rid  of  the 
interior  substance  of  the  leg.  To  do  this  you 
can  take  it  out  by  means  of  one  of  the  needles 
in  handles,  and  put  it  on  one  of  your  glass 
slips.  Now  put  another  glass  slip  on  the  top 
of  it,  and  press  the  two  together  ;  this  will 
squeeze  out  the  interior  and  render  the  object 
flatter.  When  this  has  been  done  two  or  three 
times  the  object  will  be  nearly  flat  and  ready 
for  the  next  process,  which  consists  of  soaking 
it  in  turpentine.  This  must  not  be  done  till 
the  object  is  quite  dry ;  the  drying  is  effected 
by  placing  it  between  two  dry  slips  of  glass 
held  together  by  an  American  clip  for  some 
days,  previously  washing  it  in  warm  water  to 
free  it  from  traces  of  potash  solution. 

The  turpentine  will  have  the  effect  of  ren- 
dering the  object  more  transparent,  and  will 
make  the  Canada  balsam  permeate  more 
readily  into  the  tissues  when  it  comes  to  be 
applied.  The  object  must  remain  in  the  tur- 
pentine for  some  hours,  and  is  then  ready  to 
be  proceeded  with. 

The  most  difficult  part  of  the  business  is 
now  to  be  confronted.  The  amateur  will  pro- 
bably spoil  heaps  of  objects  before  he  achieves 
a  real  success.  There  is,  however,  no  need  to 
be  discouraged,  and  the  result  is  well  worth 
the  efforts  made  to  achieve  it.  Method  and 
cleanliness  are  the  two  great  essentials  to 
success,  and  therefore  must  be  cultivated  by 
every  boy  who  wants  to  succeed.  Even  dust 
is  an  enemy  to  the  microscopist,  and  must  be 
avoided  as  much  as  possible.  Bell-glasses 
can  be  bought  for  very  little  at  the  china 
shops,  and  are  very  useful  to  place  over  ob- 
jects while  in  the  various  stages  of  mounting. 

Before  beginning  to  mount  the  object  we 
must  first  make  both  glass-slip  and  cover  per- 
fectly clean.  Of  course,  even  a  slight  mark, 
or  speck  of  dirt,  will  look  quite  different  under 
the  microscope.  The  cover-glasses  are  so  thin 
that  the  greatest  care  is  necessary  to  avoid 
breaking  them.  You  can  get  these  glasses 
either  round  or  square  from  a  dealer  in  micro- 
scopic materials,  for  example,  Watson  &  Sons, 
313  High  Holborn,  w.c,  or  Perken  &  Eav- 
ment,  99  Hatton  Garden,  e.g.  They  are  sold 
by  the  ounce,  being  so  light,  and  half  an  ounce 
will  be  ample  to  begin  with.  They  are  all  of 
different  sizes,  so  you  must  pick  "out  one  to 
suit  the  object. 

As  they  cannot  be  scraped,  or  even  rubbed 
hard,  you  must  not  attempt  to  get  off  Canada 


balsam  which  adheres  to  them,  but  have  a 
wide-mouthed  bottle  and  keep  it  half-full  of 
turpentine.  The  neck  must  be  large  enough 
to  admit  the  largest-sized  cover-glasses,  and 
when  you  get  any  covered  with  Canada  bal- 
sam (as  you  undoubtedly  will  in  a  very  short 
tune),  simply  drop  them  into  the  bottle.  In  a 
few  days  the  turpentine  will  have  dissolved  off 
the  balsam,  and-  the  glass  can  then  be  cleaned. 

To  return  to  our  object,  which  is  waiting  in 
the  turpentine.    Take  it  out  with  one  of  your 
needles,  and  placing  it  for  a  minute  at  the 
edge  of  the  tube,  to  drain  off  as  much  tur- 
pentine as  you  can,  place  it  in  the  centre  of 
the  slide.    Now  gently  warm  the  bottle  con- 
taining  Canada  balsam,  to  render  it  more 
hquid,  and  dipping  into  it  a  perfectly  clean 
piece  of  glass-rod,  let  a  drop  fall  from  the  end 
of  the  rod  on  to  the  object.    The  balsam  will 
instantly  permeate  ihe  leg,  which  you  will 
now  see  looks  much  more  transparent.  At 
the  same  time  it  will  spread  itself  out  over 
the  slide,  and  if  you  have  put  too  much  on  it 
will  render  everything  generally  sticky,  so 
that  this  is  to  be  avoided.    Now  fake  up  the 
clean  cover-glass,  and,  placing  it  on  its  edge 
on  one  side  of  the  drop  of  balsam,  gently 
lower  it  with  the  needle  till  it  covers  the  ob- 
ject.   Before  j'ou  have  done  this,  however, 
you  will  have  discovered  what  is  the  grand 
difficulty  which  is  the  bane  of  the  amateur 
microscopist,  and  on  your  ability  to  overcome 
which  depends  your  skill  as  a  microscopic 
mounter.    As  soon  as  the  Canada  balsam 
surrounds  the  object  you  will  see  a  lot  of 
small  bubbles  all  round  it,  and  the  difficulty 
is  to  get  rid  of  these  bubbles  out  of  the  bal- 
sam.   In  putting  cn  the  cover-glass  a  whole 
stream  of  them  will  issue  from  the  object,  and 
in  nine  cases  out  of  ten  will  necessitate  the 
removal  of  the  glass  again,  in  order  to  free 
the  Canada  balsam  from  them.    Of  course,  a 
most  minute  bubble  will  look  unsightly  under 
the  microscope,  so  that  it  is  absolutely  neces- 
sary to  get  rid  of  them  iomchow.  It  is  usually 
done  by  moving  the  object  to  and  fro  in  the  drop 
of  balsam  with  the  point  of  the  needle,  by  which 
means  most  of  the  bubbles  will  escape,  and 
can  be  made  to  collect  in  one  place.  They 
can  then  either  be  removed  altogether  by  tak- 
ing away  that  part  of  the  balsam,  or  broken 
by  heating  the  needle  and  pushing  it  in 
amongst  them.    If  the  tjTO  at  mounting  finds, 
these  bubbles  a  great  difficulty,  a  good  deal  of 
help  may  be  given  by  first  pla"cing  the  leg,  or 
whatever  it  may  be,  in  a  little  Canada  balsam 
in  one  of  the  wide  test-tubes.  If  now  the  tube 
is  gently  heated  over  a  spirit-lamp  the  bubbles 
of  air  will  escape  from  the  object  and  rise  up 
through  the  limpid  balsam.    If,  when  the  ob- 
ject is  saturated  with  the  Canada  balsam,  it  is 
placed  on  the  slide,  there  will  not  be  nearly  so 
many  bubbles  to  be  got  rid  of— in  fact,  it  is  pos- 
sible sometimes  to  avoid  any  at  ail  in  this  way. 


Fig.  2. — Method  of  lowering  the  cover-glass  over 
an  object  mounted  in  baUam,  or  a  cell  contain- 
ing preservative  fluid. 

Fig.  2  shows  the  method  of  lowering  the 
cover-glass,  which  must  be  done  from  one 
side  and  gradually,  so  as  to  avoid  any  air- 
bubbles  forming  independently  of  the  object. 
The  slide,  when  the  object  and  balsam  are 
on  it,  must  be  kept  warm  by  heating  gently 
over  a  spirit-lamp  at  intervals,  in  order  to 
keep  the  resinous  medium  in  a  limpid  state. 
(To  be  continued.) 


THE  MYSTEEY  OF  HOP-SCOTCH. 

By  W.  -T.  Gordon. 
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A FAMILIAR  gam  3  is  Hop- Scotch.  A  figure 
with  cei'taui  cross  lines  is  drawn  on  the 
pavement ;  the  player  throws  an  oyster-shell, 
or  piece  of  tile,  or  leaden  dump  into  one  of 
the  squares,  hops  into  the  square,  kicks  out 
the  shell,  or  whatever  it  may  be,  and  hops 
out  himself ;  then  he  throws  in  the  shell  to 
the  next  square,  hops  in  after  it,  k'cks  it  out 
and  returns  ;  and  so  he  proceeds  until  he  has 
entered  every  division. 

Look  at  Fig.  1.  The  shell  is  thrown  into 
1  from  a  point  outside.  The  player  hops 
after  it,  and  "  scutches  "  it  out  over  the  lower 
line.  Throughout  the  game  he  may  "  hop 
and  scutch  "  only,  but  in  some  districts  he 
can  "step  "and  "rest."  Let  us  continue 
this  game  on  the  "  step  and  rest"  principle. 
He  throws  the  shell  into  2  from  the  lower 
line,  or  a  mark  a  foot  or  two  outside  it,  and 
then  steps  into  1,  hops  into  2,  scutches  the 
shell  from  2  into  1,  and  then  out.  Next  time 
he  throws  the  shell  into  3,  steps  into  1,  jumps 
with  his  legs  apart  so  as  to  rest  with  one  foot 
in  2  and  3,  jumps  on  to  one  foot  in  3,  and 
scutches  the  shell  into  2,  then  into  1,  and 
then  out.  Next  the  shell  goes  to  4,  and  the 
player  gets  it  out  by  stepping  into  1,  jump'.ng 
into  2  and  3,  hopping  into  4,  picking  up  the 
shell  with  his  hand,  placing  it  on  the  toe  of 
his  leg  off  the  ground,  kicking  it  up,  catching 
it,  and  hopping  out  with  it  from  base  to  base. 
The  same  performance  goes  on  in  bases  5,  6, 
7,  8,  9,  10,  and  11,  but  when  "Pudding"  is 
reached,  the  shell  is  caught  three  times  off 
the  foot,  and  then  sent  flying  out  through  all 
the  bases  with  one  big  kick.  The  game  is 
also  played  by  "crossing"  and  resting  not 
only  at  2  and  3,  as  we  have  seen,  but  also  at 
G  and  7  and  10  and  11. 

It  will  be  noticed  that  we  have  said 
"  scutches  "  instead  of  kicks.  The  name  of 
the  game  is  really  Hop-Scnxcu.  Notwith- 
standing that  it  is  often  called  Scotch-Hopper, 
there  is  nothing  Scotch  about  it.  In  Scot- 
land it  is  called  Pabals,  or  Peeverals,  or  more 
generally  Peevers,  but  there  is  nothing  na- 
tional about  the  game.  In  the  north  of 
England  it  is  called  Pottle,  and  it  has  many 
other  names,  as  we  shall  see  by-and-by.  But 
the  object  of  this  digression  is  to  clear  the 
road  for  "  scutch,"  which  is  the  same  word 
as  we  have  in  "  scutching  "  flax  and  "  scotch- 
ing "  c3tton,  where  a  similar  mistake  is  made 
regarding  its  spelling.  The  thing  which  is 
kicked— shell,  tile,  dump,  or  stone— is  also 
called  the  "  scotch  "  or  "  scutch,"  though  it 
is  frequently  known  as  the  "  clipper." 

The  plan  varies.  Sometimes  it  is  in  seven 
divisions  only,  and  this  is  the  original  game. 
One  of  the  modern  sevens  has  1,  2,  5,  G,  and 
"Pudding,"  or  "London,"  divided  off  hori- 
zontally, and  3  and  4  vertically.  Sometimes 
it  is  as  in  Fig.  2.  To  begin  the  game  the 
"  scutch  "  is  pitched  at  the  end  compartment, 
and  the  player  who  makes  the  best  shct  at 


the  centre  of  that  has  first  turn.  Let  us  fol- 
low this  game  carefully.  The  scutch  is  thrown 
into  1 ;  the  player  hops  in  and  scutches  it  out. 
It  goes  into  2,  and  is  kicked  out  on  the  hop 
as  before.  So  it  goes  into  3  and  4  and  5  and 
6  and  7 ;  but  when  it  gets  into  S  the  player 
rests  in  G  and  7  before  beginning  to  scutch  it 
out.-  At  9  he  rests  in  G  and  7,  so  he  does 
with  10,  11,  12,  and  "  cat,"  and  from  cat  he 
has  to  kick  the  scutch  right  out.  If  the  scutch 
be  pitched  into  a  wrong  number,  or  rests  on 
a  line,  or  the  player  puts  his  foot  down  except 
in  C  and  7,  or  hops  on  to  a  line,  or  fails  to  kick 
out  from  the  end,  he  loses  his  turn,  and  the 
next  one  tries,  and  the  one  who  succeeds  first 
wins  the  game,  which  is  not  a  veiy  difficiilt 
one  to  play. 

And  now  look  at  Fig.  3.  Here  is  Hop- 
Scotch  as  played  at  Benares,  in  Bengal.  Here 
are  the  little  Hindoos  hopping  about  with 
naked  feet  and  scutching  out  their  "  clippers  " 
or  "  kapollos  "  over  a  diagram  marked  in  this 
way !  This  is  the  most  distant  example  at 
present  available,  but  if  you  go  to  Spain  you 
will  find  Hop- Scotch  played  on  a  differently 
divided  diagram  in  almost  every  province. 
As  with  Spain  so  with  Italy.  If  you  go  to 
Sweden  you  will  find  the  little  Swedes  scutch- 
ing out  an  oyster-shell  from  a  pattern  of  their 
own  ;  if  you  go  to  Finland  you  will  find  the 
little  Finns  similarly  engaged.  And  in  almost 
every  case  you  will  find  that  the  plan  is  the 
shape  of  a  tombstone,  and  the  divisions  have 
names  referring  to  man's  destiny.  In  the 
north  of  Ireland,  for  instance,  Hop-Scotch 
begins  in  Misery  and  ends  in  Happiness. 

Evidently  the  game  is  of  great  age.  Ac- 
cording to  some  it  is  a  solar  myth.  But  solar 
myths,  like  the  Indo-Iranian  origin  of  lan- 
guages, are  in  discredit  nowadays,  since  Zend 
and  Sanscrit  have  been  proved  to  be  less 
archaic  than  Lithuanian,  and  the  Aryans 
have  been  brought  back  from  India  to  the 
banks  of  the  Niemen.  Hop-Scotch  may, 
however,  have  started  on  the  slopes  of  the 
Himalayas,  but  we  can  take  it  into  India  by 
another  road.  At  least,  till  the  solar  myths  rise 
into  credit  again,  we  can  accept  the  explana- 
tion offered  us  by  the  wise  men  who  tell  us 
that  Ekaria — otherwise  Hop-Scotch  as  played 
at  Benares  —was  introduced  into  India  by  the 
Portuguese  or  Venetians,  who  also  instructed 
the  youthful  Hindoos  in  their  first  knowledge 
of  Tip-Cat.  Tip-Cat,  by-the-bye,  is  another 
solar  myth.  "  Gulli  "  is  the  cat  and  "  Danda  " 
is  the  stick,  and  "Gulli  Danda,"  otherwise 

"  Tip-Cat,"  represents  the  But  this  will 

never  do  ;  we  shall  lose  ourselves  in  the 
mythical.  One  thing  is  obvious  :  if  Tip-Cat 
be  "solar,"  and  Cricket  be  derived  from  Tip- 
Cat,  as  we  are  told,  then  Cricket  must  have  a 
solar  origin  —  and  a  very  uncomfoi'table  game 
it  is  when  the  solar  influences  are  not  pro- 
pitious ! 

If  Hop-Scotch  v.'cnt  to  India  by  way  of  the 


Venetians  it  would  simplify  matters  much. 
For  the  tombstone  is  merely  the  shape  of  the 
floor  of  the  basilica,  the  plan  of  the  churches 
before  the  cross  fashion  was  adopted.  And 
it  is  curious  that  all  the  Hop-Scotch  diagrams, 
can  be  traced  back  to  seven  chief  divisions, 
with  the  chief  place  in  the  same  position  as 
the  altar  was  in  the  basilica. 

When  we  were  dealing  with  Mazes  some 
time  ago,  we  saw  that  the  maze  had  an  eccle- 
siastical origin,  and  this  is  evidently  the  case 
with  Hop-Scotch.  But  just  as  there  were 
labyrinths  before  Christianity,  so  there  was 
this  curious  hopping  game  before  Kome  was 
an  empire.  The  Church  seems  to  have  taken 
it  in  hand,  and  used  it  as  a  means  of  teach- 
ing in  playtime,  just  as  many  other  devices 
were  employed  in  olden  days  which  do  not 
commend  themselves  to  us  now.  At  the  time 
of  the  Reformation  there  was  a  great  clear- 
ance of  the  Hop- Scotch  board  in  Protestant 
countries,  and  the  designations  we  find  sur- 
viving in  Southern  Europe  were  with  us  re- 
placed by  numbers,  and  eventually  by  geogra- 
3)hical  names.  Even  were  Hop-Scotch  no 
older  than  that  change,  it  would  be  of  respect- 
able antiquity. 


OUR  NOTE-BOOK. 

BnAVELY  Done. —  Scarcely  a  month  passes 
without  proving  abundantly  that  the  spirit  of 
self-sacrifice  and  devotion  to  duty  still  exists, 
as  in  the  best  of  the  "  brave  days  of  old,"  and 
that  it  only  requires  opportunity  to  turn  the 
dull  round  of  many  a  humble  life  into  a 
splendid  heroism. 

Thus,  at  Haydoek,  the  other  day,  it  was 
found  necessary  to  sink  a  "  furnace-pit,"  in 
connection  with  what  is  known  as  the  Queen 
Pit.  Only  very  few  men  can  work  in  such  a 
pit  at  the  same  time,  and  operations  can  only 
be  carried  on  continuously  by  the  employ- 
ment of  gangs.  The  work  naturally  entails  a 
good  deal  of  blasting,  and,  failing  the  electric 
battery,  the  fuse  has  to  be  lit  by  hand.  Three 
men  went  down  into  the  furnace-pit  at  ten 
o'clock  at  night,  one  of  them  being  Eichard 
Gill,  the  hero  of  this  narrative.  They  started 
work,  and  about  an  hour  after  midnight  their 
charges  were  all  laid,  and  nothing  remained 
but  to  light  the  fuse  and  leave  the  pit.  The 
workmen  are  raised  by  means  of  a  "  hoppett," 
which  a  steam-engine  lifts  or  lowers  as  re- 
quired. Upon  the  rope  of  this  "  hoppett " 
hang,  literally,  the  lives  of  the  men  engaged 
at  work  in  the  pit.  If  when  the  fuse  is  lit 
the  rope  should  break,  or  anything  go  wrong 
with  the  apparatus,  certain  death  must  be  the 
doom  of  those  below.  Hence  great  care  is 
taken  to  prepare  the  engine-man  for  the 
crucial  moment.  A  bell  is  rung  five  times  in 
order  that  he  may  get  ready,  and  then,  when 
the  fuse  which  conveys  fire  to  the  deadly 
charge  is  lighted,  one  final  ring  informs  the 
engine-driver  that  the  men  must  without  a 
moment's  delay  be  drawn  up. 

On  the  occvision  in  question  Gill  i-ang  the 
bell.  The  engine-man  having  thus  been 
ordered  to  get  ready,  there  was  a  pause  while 
the  men  stood  ready  to  apply  the  match. 
Everything  seemed  all  right  and  the  fuses 
were  lit.  Hurriedly  taking  their  places  in  the 
"  hoppett,"  they  once  more  touched  the  bell 
and  gave  the  signal  to  hoist.  But  the  "  hop- 
pett "  did  not  move.  J^nd  then,  all  at  once, 
it  flashed  across  Gill's  mind  that  he  had  only- 
rung  the  bell  foitr  times.  There  was  not  a 
moment  to  be  lost.  Fearing  that  the  engine- 
driver  had  not  understood  the  signal,  he 
rushed  from  the  "hoppett,"  and  frantically- 
cut  at  the  fuses.  One  of  the  fcivhad  yielded 
to  the  knife,  when,  to  the  hono  of  the  men 
who  remained  in  the  "hoppett,"  the  rope 
tightened  and  they  began  to  move.  Slowly, 
but  surely,  the  "  hoppett "  rose,  leaving  poor 
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Gill  alone,  face  to  face  with  death.  There 
was  but  one  chance.  They  might  ring  to 
have  it  lowered  again ;  and  all  three  might 
yet  reach  the  top  in  safety.  The  brave  man's 
brave  companions  saw  this,  and  shouted  to 
him  to  ring  that  it  might  be  lowered.  But, 
standing  near  the  fuses  as  he  did,  Gill  could 
see  that  the  explosion  would  not  much  longer 


be  delayed.  It  was  a  question  whether  he 
should  die  alone  or  whether  he  should  force 
his  companions  to  share  his  fate.  He  decided 
without  hesitation.  "  Go  on,"  he  cried ; 
"  better  one  should  die  than  all  three.  Good- 
bye !  "  The  "  hoppett  "  disappeared,  and  Gill 
was  left  to  meet  death  alone.  His  two  com- 
panions, according  to  the  newspaper  account, 


"  distinctly  heard  Gill  praying."  But  ere  the 
"  hoppett  "  could  reach  the  top,  the  explosion 
had  taken  place.  The  hero  was  afterwards 
found  lying  on  the  ground  terribly  disfigured 
close  to  the  place  where  he  had  cut  off  the 
fuse.  Thus  it  is  the  "  praying  "  men  all  the 
world  over  that  ever  stand  in  the  very  fore- 
front of  noble  endeavour. 


Wolves. — Wolves  were  certainly  not  extirpMtrd  iu 
Edgar's  time.  In  1281  a  commission  was  frranteil  to 
hunt  wolves  in  tlie  counties  bordering  on  Wales ;  and 
this  is  not  lilsely  to  have  been  done  if  there  had  been 
no  wolves  to  hunt.  The  last  wolf  in  Scotland  is  said 
to  have  been  killed  by  Sir  Ewan  Cameron  of  Lochiel. 
who  died  in  1719.  We  had  an  article—"  Wolf  Notes" 
— iu  one  of  oiu-  Christmas  numbers  some  time  back. 

HiSTOBiTE.— 1.  We  know  of  no  one  English  history  that 
would  give  you  all  the  particulars ;  but  you  inight 
refer  to  a  dictionary  of  dates  with  advantage.  There 
have  been  some  twenty-four  different  "  peaces  \rith 
France  "  since  the  Norman  Conquest,  and  to  give  the 
conditions  of  all  is  too  much  to  ask  for  in  this  column. 
The  first  batch  consists  of  the  peaces  of  1113,  1118, 
1186, 1195,  and  1299.  2.  We  advisedlv  understated  the 
number  of  successful  invasions  of  "this  country,  as 
opinions  as  to  success  might  differ.  Look  up  your 
liistory  for  the  following  dates  :  lOae,  1326, 1399, 1470, 
1471,  1485,  1688. 

•C.  A.  A.— 1.  Certaiidy.  2.  All  coins  of  1887  are  not 
Jubilee  coins.  3.  We  do  not  bind  volumes  for  sub- 
scribers. 4.  There  are  four  trains,  up  and  do\™,  on 
the  Gr-;at  Western  which  are  equally  fast.  One  is  the 
riying  Dutchman,  the  other  is  the  Zulu.  Their 
average  speed  between  London  and  Exeter  is  50  miles 
an  hour.  Between  Swindon  and  Paddington  they 
travel  at  52^  miles  an  hour ;  but  they  are  not  now  the 
fastest  on  the  line. 

Museum.— Do  not  stick  the  coins  down.  Keep  them  iu 
trays  with  sunk  cavities.  If  nothing  else  occurs  to 
you,  get  a  series  of  pill-box  Uds,  glue  these  on  to 
a  flat  tray,  and  keep  the  coins  each  in  a  lid. 

uSwoRD.— Tlie  tang  is  the  narrow  piece  of  soft  metal 
which  fits  into  the  hilt.  The  forte  is  the  half  of  the 
blade  nearest  to  the  hilt.  The  foible  is  the  half 
nearest  the  point.  The  false  edge  is  the  sharp  part 
of  the  back  which  extends  from  the  point  to  the  pl.ace 
where  the  grooving  generally  begins.  The  hilt  con- 
sists of  tlie  sliell  which  protects  the  hand  ;  the  grip, 
which  the  hand  grasps  ;  ami  the  pommel,  the  lump 
of  steel  at  the  extreme  end  by  which  the  sword  is 
balanced. 

.iSeca.vt.— The  depth  of  a  boat  is  measured  from  her 
deck,  and  means  cvtn-nic  ilepth.  If  you  have  the 
maximum  breadtli  al.uft  tin-  centre  over  all,  the  boat 
will  not  steer  prui«.Tly.  Tlie  heaviest  milder  for  a 
■boat  of  such  proportions  should  weigli  three-quarters 
■of  a  pound. 

ToOD  FOR  Fox-Terrier  ( A.  Z.).— House  Scraps  of  all 
kinds  ;  but  feed  regularly  twice  a  day,  and  give 
plenty  of  clean  water. 

Toe-joixt  enlarged  fGeo.  .T.).— It  may  be  a  bunion, 
but  you  ought  really  to  consult  a  doctor. 

IN-DIAX  IXK  IX  Skix  (0.  D.  V.y— There  is  no  sure 
method  of  removing  it  short  of  burning  with  a  red- 
hot  needle. 

Grass  (W.  J.  C.).— No,  only  the  knife  or  mower. 
Sluqs  (Slug).— The  floor  ought  to  be  tiikeii  up  and 

properly  seen  to.     It  must  be  a  very  nuhealthy 

house. 


Growtil  Aviary  (Brisbane).— 1.  The  querist  is  only 
17  years  old.  He  is  5  feet  7  inches  in  hciglit,  and 
having  grown  in  one  direction  he  wants  to  grow  in 
another.  There  is  only  one  way  :  eat  well,  take  dumb- 
bell exercise  after  a  cold  bath  every  morning,  and  do 
not  worry.  2.  Build  your  aviary,  and  do  not  over- 
crowd. Put  birds  of  a  size  in  it,  and  of  kiuds  Hot 
Ukely  to  quaiTcl.  Give  soft  food  and  seeds.  Why 
not  try  lories  and  parrakeets.  Tell  us  how  you  get 
on.   We  are  glad  to  hear  from  Brisbane. 

Owls  axd  Magpies  (Cocker). — Lots  advertised  in  the 
"  Exchange  and  Mart." 

DizziXESS  (J.  W.  D.).— Consult  a  doctor.  It  is  a  nasty 
symptom.  G.  M.  and  J.  C.  also  should  consult  a 
doctor. 

Pigeons  for  Flyixg  (Flying).— Tumblers  are  prettiest. 

Too  Fat  (W.  B.  G.).— Take  abundant  exercise.  The 
morning  tub  and  early  rising.  Avoid  sugar  and  all 
foods  containing  starch. 

PiGEOx  Breast  (W.  P.  and  H.).— No  good  for  the 
Navy.   Consult  a  surgeon. 

Fowls  (Joe  Henry). — Head  our  back  "Doings"  and 
articles.  It  is  not  feeding  alone  you  want  to  learn, 
but  everything,  about  fowls. 

Laxgshaxs  (H.  H.).— No  answers  by  post,  stamps  or 
no  stamps.  Langshans  look  like  beautiful  glossy 
black,  metallic-tinted  Cochins.  They  lay  well,  and  are 
excellent  table  fowls. 

DisSECTiXG  Ixstrumexts  (B.  K.). — You  Only  Want  oue 
or  two  fine  scalpels  and  a  chain  with  hooks. 

Birds  Layixg  ix  same  Nest  (F.  P.  H.).— No,  they 
build  new  ones.  But  a  sparrow  will  take  a  niin-ten's, 
a  magpie  or  owl  a  rook's  old  nest,  &c.,  and  a  sparrow 
may  even  renovate  a  last  year's  nest. 

Weak  Wrists  (An  Old  Reader).— No,  gymnastics  will 
not  make  big  bones.  Try  Fellow's  syrup,  a  tea- 
spoonful  thrice  daily  in  water  at  meal-times.  At 
nineteen  the  bones  are  within  a  few  years  of  being 
fully  formed. 

FE.vrHERi.Ks.-,  (U.  T.  Wood).— Make  a  new  and  better- 
arrangeil  dii^r-Katli  under  a  good  shelter  roof.  Put 
dry  earth,  gravel,  nld  lime,  and  peat  earth  in  it,  ami 
liandfuls  of  lilaek  sulphur.  Feed  well.  Not  too  much 
soft  food.  Rub  in  a  mi.xture  of  three  ounces  of  fish- 
oil  to  an  ounce  of  turps. 

Blue  Ear.s  (B.  E.).— The  result  of  weak  circulation. 
Applications  no  good.  Brace  yourself  up  by  the  bath 
and  e-xercise. 

"Vakious  (A.  G.  Wilson).— 1.  Glad  to  hear  it.  2.  Ask 
for  machine-oil  at  any  ironmonger's.  3.  Indiarubber 
plants  should  be  grown  indoors. 


Nerv  ous  (.\fflieredOne). — Your  troubles  are  connected 
with  your  time  of  life.  Don't  worry.  Go  in  for 
exercise,  the  bath,  good  food.  Do  not  drink  nor  eat 
before  going  to  bed,  and  take  a  tea-spoonful  of 
Fellow's  syrup  twice  a  day  at  meals  in  water. 

Caxary  asthmatical  (W.  S.  p.).— Complaint  all  but 
incurable.  Feed  rather  better,  adding  a  little  egg 
and  bread-crumb  to  the  diet.  Often  the  result  of 
weakness. 

Jackdaw  with  B.u)  Foot  (T.  0.  E.).— When  the 
matter  is  cleared  out,  dress  with  ointment  of  zinc,  but 
keep  clean. 

Eeducixg  Weight  (0.  B.).— Avoid  sugar,  potatoes, 
and  too  much  floiur  food.  Dumb-bells  daily,  or 
cycling. 

Gexeral  DEBrLiTY  (G.  H.  Jones).— If  you  are  naturally 
weak,  only  time  and  care  can  remedy  matters.  But 
you  ought  really  to  considt  your  own  doctor. 

Cat  ill  (P.  J.  Nodbe).— Try  Spratt's  cure  for  worms 
first,  then  give  better  food,  meat  and  creamy  milk. 
Nine-tenths  of  our  cats  are  starved. 

Ner-\'ousxess,  etc.  (A.  L.  F.). — Ton  seem  to  be  gene- 
rally out  of  sorts,  the  cause  being  the  nature  and 
position  of  your  enii)loyment.  Do  not  worry,  how- 
ever. Take  all  the  exercise  you  can  out  of  doors. 
The  Imir  i\  ill  come  right  as  you  get  stronger.  Cod- 
livir  oil  i«i  your  nietliciue. 

Cakai;v  ITI.LIXG  OUT  its  Feathers  CWarwick 
Cid  I. — Caused  by  wrong  and  irregular  feeding,  want 
of  green  food,  pure  water,  and  sand. 

P.^textee. — Iniliarubber  solution  can  l)e  bought  at  any 
iniliaruhber  shop — say.  Piggott's,  Milk  Street,  Cheap- 
side-  and  it  will  stick  indiarubber  to  leather. 

Fr.-STIVALS  (A.  P.  ami  Harry).— 1.  The  25th  of  Decem- 
ber. Iiriii^  tlu-  Scandinavian  feast  of  Yule,  was  ap- 
pointnl  tn  ])'■  ki  |.t  a-  cliristmas  by  Pope  Telesphorus 
ainiin  1:17  ,\.p.  2.  Holy  Hood  Day  is  September  I4th. 
3.  ( 'a))itila\  ium  is  l*aUii  Sunday.  4.  -\nastasimos  is 
tin' I,!  Ill;  lia^ter.  Dominica  duplex  is  Trinity  Sun- 
i-lay.  5.  Mesopentecoste  is  the  Greek  name  for  the 
eight  days  beginning  on  the  Wednesday  of  the  fourth 
week  after  Easter. 

F.  Harlaxd.— The  pliite  of  British  Sea  Anemones  was 
in  the  jiart  fur  July,  18.S2.  The  part  and  the  vohmie 
have  lung  Ix-en  out  of  jirint. 

F.  L.  if. — The  .\grii'ultural  Colleges  are  Aspatria.  near 
Carlisle  ;  Ro^  ai  ALri  icultural,  at  Cirencester  ;  Down- 
ton.  Wilts  ;  Hollesley  Bay.  Woodbridgc,  Sirft'olk  ;  and 
Minto  House.  Edinburgh'. 

Covexaxter,s  (A  Poor  Boy).— Messrs.  J.  and  R.  Cham- 
bers have  a  book  on  the  Covenanters.  Write  for  their 
list.  Their  address  is  High  Street,  Edinburgh. 
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CHAPTER  VIII.  —  FIRST 
MAORIS  AT  SYDNEY. — 
WE  VISIT  THE  BAY  OF 

ISLANDS.  A  MAORI 

WAR-DANCE.  —  CAPE- 
TOWN.—  ST.  HELENA. 
— A  NOTABLE  INTER- 
VIEW.— HOME. 

"Tempora  mutantur  nos  et 
niiitamur  in  illis." 

— JuV'-nal. 

I SHOULD  be  very 
much  tempted  to 
skip  over  the  next  few 
months  of  my  life, 
except  that  om-  voyage 
proved  so  eventful  that 
it  must  find  a  place  in 
these  recollections  of 
mine. 

Before  leaving  Port 
Jackson  for  the  I3ay  of 
Islands,  we  were  for- 
tunate enough  to  see 
the  first  natives  of 
New  Zealand  that  were 
ever  landed  at  S.ydney. 
They  came  in  a  little 
schooner  with  the  Eev. 
Samuel  Marsden,  the 
celebrated  missionary, 
who  brought  them  on 
board  the  Diadem  to 
see  us,  thuiking  that 
they  would  be  im- 
pressed by  the  sight  of 
so  large  a  man-of-war. 

I  noticed  that  they 
were  tail,  manly-look- 
mg  fellows,  with  faces 
of  a  light  brown  shade, 
tattooed  all  over  in 
all  manner  of  artistic 
patterns.  They  were 
dressed  in  what  I  mi- 
derstood  to  be  called  m 
their  language  cocka- 
hoos,  being  large  and 
handsome  mats  neatly 
made  out  of  a  kind  of 
grass  fibre.  Contrary 
to  our  expectations, 
they  exhibited  no  man- 
ner of  sm-prise  at  our 
warlike  appearance, 
not  even  moving  a 
muscle  when  a  salute 
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was  fired  in  their  honoxir.  I  afterwards 
learned  that  it  would  have  been  qmte 
contrary  to  their  idea  of  good  manners  to 
have  evinced  any  feeling  whatever. 

A  fortnight  after,  when  we  anchored  at 
the  Bay  of  Islands,  we  found  that  we  had 
arrived  just  in  the  nick  of  time  for  a  great 
Maori  festival.  Two  or  three  whalers  were 
lying  in  the  Bay,  fi'om  one  of  which  we 
learned  that  there  was  to  be  a  great  war- 
dance  on  the  following  day  at  a  place  a 
few  mUes  distant,  called  Wai  Tangi  (Water 
of  Tears).  The  captain  of  the  whaler  was 
good  enough  to  furnish  us  with  an  inter- 
preter, who  soon  procured  us  from  the 
local  chief  Te  Heke  Tai  (The  Sea  King)  an 
invitation  to  attend  the  ceremony.  Fortu- 
nately it  was  my  day  off  duty,  or  I  should 
have  missed  an  extraordinary  and  never- 
to-be-forgotten  sight.  We  arrived  at  the 
encampment  about  noon.  Only  a  few  of 
the  men  were  moving  about,  but  a  crowd 
of  half-naked  children  soon  gathered  roimd 
us,  staring  with  aU  their  eyes  at  the  white 
strangers,  and  iittermg  from  time  to  time 
the  word  "  pakehah,"  by  which  they  styled 
us.  Just  outside  the  camp  (a  very  large 
one),  and  rimning  parallel  with  the  long 
line  of  dark  huts  for  nearly  a  mile,  was  a 
wall  about  tlnree  feet  high  and  one  foot 
thick,  built  soUdly  of  sweet  potatoes,  pro- 
vision, we  were  told,  for  a  huge  feast,  to 
extend  over  several  days.  Along  this  wall 
on  either  side  were  distributed  some  three 
hmidred  pigs  in  every  stage  of  dying  from 
the  heat — also  destined  to  be  devoured ; 
while  the  waU  itself  was  topped  with  great 
pieces  of  dried  shark,  a  favourite  and  es- 
teemed dish  with  the  natives,  but  most 
loathsome  and  repulsive  to  European  sight, 
taste,  or  smeU.  The  beach  in  this  place 
was  formed  of  a  large  expanse  of  soft  white 
sand,  and  on  the  landward  side  a  bank  of 
turf  extended  for  some  distance,  at  one 
point  sending  out  a  spur  almost  into  the 
sea  itself,  thus  forming  a  kind  of  natural 
L-shaped  platform,  on  the-  two  sides  of 
which  the  spectators  assembled. 

We  had  not  long  to  wait.  About  noon 
the  warriors,  hitherto  hidden  in  the  dis- 
tance, swooped  down  upon  us,  a  thousand 
strong,  from  three  different  positions  in  our 
rear.  They  converged  at  the  foot  of  the 
natural  terrace  above-mentioned,  and  at 
once  charged  down  it  like  a  whirlwind, 
waving  their  spears  and  clubs,  and  at  the 
same  time  uttering  shriQ  ci'ies  and  making 
the  most  hideous  grimaces  possible  to  be- 
hold. It  was  a  living  torrent  of  glorious 
manliood,  such  as  waited  in  dogged  pati- 
ence day  by  day  doing  battle,  mitil  Troy  was 
won ;  or  stemmed  with  scanty  numbers 
the  advance  of  miUions  at  Thermopylae. 
They  were  attired  in  the  same  cockahoos 
I  saw  at  Sydney,  only  yet  more  handsome  ; 
their  ornamentswere  numeroiisand  beauti- 
ful, and  their  weapons  were,  many  of 
them,  most  elaborately  carved ;  they  wore 
feathers  in  their  hair,  and  their  elbows  and 
ankles  were  decorated  with  bunches  of 
grass.  The  chief  feature  in  the  dance 
appeared  to  be  a  most  extraordinary  sunul- 
taneous  noise,  a  kind  of  sigh,  expressive 
perhaps  of  their  thirst  after  vengeance, 
and  which  appeared  to  proceed  fi'om  the 
very  penetralia  of  each  man's  body.  It 
had  the  marvellous  power  of  seeming  to 
make  the  ground  shake  beneath  om*  feet ; 
and  we  were  assured  by  the  whaler's 
people  that  it  was  no  imcommon  thing  for 
the  sound  to  be  heard  foiir  or  five  mUes 
away. 


A  long  palaver  succeeded,  in  which 
speaker  after  speaker  rose,  and  in  a  hurried 
yet  dignified  manner  addressed  the  as- 
sembly in  their  most  musical  language. 
The  speeches  of  one  and  aU  were  prefaced 
by  a  few  words  of  warm  welcome  to  us. 
They  seemed  to  be  born  orators.  How  I 
wish  I  could  reproduce  the  animation  of 
their  countenances,  their  graceful  gestures, 
the  excited  earnestness  of  the  speakers  and 
the  rapt  attention  of  the  listeners,  fi-amed 
in  siu-romi dings  so  glorious.  Every  now 
and  then  a  mm-mur  of '  enthusiastic  admi- 
ration ran  through  the  crowd  at  some 
burst  of  peculiar  eloquence  ;  but  whenever 
some  grizzled  old  warrior  held  up  the 
greenstone,  a  most  potent  talisman  with 
them,  there  was  at  once  provoked  as  much 
national  feelmg  as  is  aroused  in  oiu"selves 
by  the  presence  of  the  sovereign,  or  the 
news  of  a  great  feat  of  arms. 

At  the  conclusion  of  the  affafr,  which 
lasted  about  two  hours,  we  were  mvited 
to  a  great  feast  spread  in  the  adjoining 
camp ;  but  we  were  unable  to  comply  with 
this  hospitable  invitation,  a  fair  wind 
having  sprung  up,  and  the  captain  being 
anxious  to  get  away  as  soon  as  possible. 
But  I  would  not  on  any  account  have 
missed seeingthis  most  remarkable  gather- 
ing of  a  race  of  men  quite  as  magnificent 
and  quite  as  courageous  as  our  own  Saxon 
and  Norse  ancestors,  the  gradual  removal 
of  which  from  the  face  of  the  earth,  and 
the  gradual  extinction  of  their  romantic 
and  beautiftd  tongue,  I  cannot  but  regard 
as  a  matter  to  be  deeply  regretted. 

We  now  spent  some  months  cruising  in 
New  Zealand  waters,  passing  most  of  our 
time  at  sea  for  the  purpose  of  thoroughly 
di'iUing  a  somewhat  young  crew.  We 
boys  were  daily  exercised  at  cutlass  drill, 
gim  driU,  and  di-Hl  aloft ;  we  took  our 
places  every  week  at  general  quarters,  fire 
quarters,  man  and  arm  boats,  man  and 
arm  ship,  and  aU  the  other  various  con- 
tingencies of  the  navy  routine  ;  and  under 
the  influence  of  continual  fine  weather, 
constant  sea  service,  and  a  rigid  tightening 
of  the  discipline,  even  old  Clew  managed 
to  make  our  work  interesting  to  us,  and 
so  to  gain  a  certain  amount  of  our  atten- 
tion. Under  threats  of  imutterable  things 
from  the  aiithorities,  we  really  began  to 
make  some  progress,  and  I  think  that  our 
superiors  were  more  proud  of  us  than  they 
cared  to  acknowledge.  StUl,  When  the 
time  allotted  for  om-  cruise  came  to  an  end, 
and  we  put  the  ship  on  her  coiu-se  for  old 
England,  we  were,  one  and  all,  thankful 
enough,  and  the  time  which  had  slipped 
gaily  by  before  now  seemed  to  be  all  too 
lagging.  We  had  been  just  thirteen  months 
away  when  we  arrived  at  Capetown,  at 
which  place,  as  well  as  at  St.  Helena,  we 
were  ordered  to  call  on  om  homeward 
voyage. 

For  six  long  months  we  had  heard 
nothing  of  European  news.  Imagine  then 
our  sm-prise  when  we  arrived  in  Table 
Bay  to  find  the  whole  settlement  in  a 
state  of  great  excitement.  The  town  was 
en  fete ;  the  men-of-war  and  merchant 
craft  in  the  bay  were  gaily  dressed,  rambow 
fashion,  with  munbers  of  signal  flags  fi-om 
stem  to  stern  ;  church  bells  were  ringing, 
and  salutes  were  being  fired  from  ships  in 
the  oifing  and  forts  on  shore.  Only  that 
day  the  news  of  the  victory  at  Waterloo 
had  come  Ln ;  hence  the  populace  was  in 
a  transport  of  joy.  The  ship  that  brought 
the  news  brought  also  a  packet  of  news- 


papers, some  two  or  three  of  which  found 
their  way  on  board.  In  the  course  of  a 
little  time  one  of  these  well-thumbed 
jom-nals  reached  our  berth,  where  we  read 
aloud  to  each  other  over  and  over  agaia 
that  unspeakably  glorious  history,  which 
served  us  for  discussion  the  whole  home- 
ward voyage. 

On  this  particular  day  we  were  granted 
a  whole  holiday,  and  so  we  hired  a  large 
waggon  drawn  by  a  team  of  fourteen  lusty 
bullocks,  the  di-iver  being  a  coal-black 
Hottentot,  so  expert  with  his  long  whip 
that  he  could  easUy  flick  a  fly  off  the  ear 
of  the  ox  farthest  away  fi'om  him.  A  very 
merry  party,  we  proceeded  to  ConstantiaJ 
where,  in  the  now  celebrated  wine,  w« 
drank  the  health  of  the  King,  the  Prince; 
Eegent,  the  Duke  of  WeUington,  Marshal" 
Blucher,  the  ladies  of  England  and  Cape 
Colony,  and  even  of  Napoleon  himself. 
Finally  we  drank  to  each  other,  and  re- 
turned home  in  a  very  loyal  and  patriotic 
fi-ame  of  mind,  singing  over  and  over  agaia 
aU  the  national  songs  we  could  thuik  ofi 
I  am  afraid  some  of  us  siiffered  from  bad 
headaches  the  next  day,  the  acknowledged! 
piu-ity  of  the  wine  notwithstanding.  t 

Diiring  cmx  stay  at  Capeto-mr  we  mef 
that  remarkable  man  Henry  Martyii,j 
afterwards  so  famous  a  missionary  inj 
India.  I  can  well  remember  the  astonish-! 
ment  we  expressed  at  the  idea  of  a  mani 
who  v.'as  a  senior  wrangler,  and  had  every 
prospect  of  a  splendid  career  at  Cambridge,, 
giving  up  all  to  banish  himself  fi-om  home 
and  kindred  and  what  seemed  the  brightest 
possible  fritiure,  in  a  land  then  so  utterly 
foreign  and  so  utterly  given  up  to  Moham- 
medan prejudice  and  heathen  darknessj 
Alas  !  I  fear  our  comments  were  princi- 
pally adverse.  But  how  amply  time  has 
justified  the  seK-aenial  of  this  gi-eat  pioneer 
of  Christianity ;  how  many  heroes  have 
since  followed  his  gallant  lead,  and  with 
what  priceless  blessing  to  their  disciples, 
to  the  world,  and  to  themselves  ! 

By  the  time  we  left  CapetouTi  om-  news 
had  brought  us  down  to  the  sm-render  of 
Napoleon  to  the  captain  of  His  Majesty's 
ship  Bellerophon.  Of  his  ultimate  destina- 
tion we  knew  nothing.  On  om-  arrival  at 
St.  Helena  a  fresh  siu-prise  awaited  us; 
we  formd  that  the  illustrious  prisoner 
had  arrived  there  in  the  Northmuberland, 
and  was  afready  established  with  a  small 
retinue  and  the  rank  of  a  genei-al,  at 
Longwood,  a  cotmtry  seat  belonging  to 
the  governor  of  the  island.  The  house 
was  slu-rounded  by  a  cordon  of  sentries ; 
every  point  whence  escape  was  possible 
was  closely  watched ;  the  shipping  was 
placed  imder  the  strictest  regulations,  and 
the  prisoner  himself  was  confined  -nathin 
a  twelve-mile  radius,  beyond  which  he 
was  not  permitted  to  pass,  except  when 
attended  by  a  British  officer. 

There,  in  one  of  my  walks,  I  had  the 
good  fortime  to  see  the  man  who  had 
kindled  such  fires  throughout  Em-ope, 
desolated  so  many  homes,  sacrificed  lives 
in  millions,  and  yet  had  called  into  being 
more  enthusiasm,  corn-age,  and  devotion, 
than  almost  any  man  who  ever  hved 
before  him.  I  saw  him  with  Bertrand 
and  Montholon,  two  of  his  limited  suite. 
He  was  on  foot,  clad  in  his  usual  grey 
overcoat,  a  white  waistcoat,  and  mihtary 
boots.  When  we  came  upon  the  party  he 
was  standing  with  his  arms  folded  in  the 
manner  habitual  to  him,  talking  earnestly 
to  Bertrand.    Presently  he  pointed  to  a 
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rspring  overhung  with  beautiful  willows, 
.and  said  something  in  French  which  we 
were  able  to  overhear,  on  which  Fitz- 
Gerald,  who  knew  something  of  the  lan- 
■guage,  whispered,  "  He  is  pointing  out  the 
•spot  where  he  wishess  his  grave  to  be." 
We  could  not  forbear  imcovering  as  we 
•passed.  He  called  us  back,  asked  us  to 
what  ship  we  belonged,  gave  us  a  napoleon 
.apiece,  and  dismissed  us  with  a  few  kind 
•words. 

Thus  was  I  privileged  to  speak  to  the 
.great  emperor.  What  a  change  from  the 
.zenith  of  power  and  a  brilliant  court,  and 


the  lustre  of  sixty  victories,  to  the  rank  of 
a  general  and  the  status  of  a  captive  on 
this  little  lonesome  island  in  the  Atlantic  ! 
What  a  change  iiom  the  splendour  of  the 
Tuileries  and  the  worship  of  a  devoted 
soldiery !  I  can  remember  distinctly  that, 
boys  as  we  were,  and  English  boys  to 
boot,  we  could  not  but  feel  a  deep  awe  at 
finding  ourselves  in  the  presence  of  such 
a  man.  It  was  nothing  but  right  that  the 
world  should  see  no  more  of  "  Le  petit 
Caporal " ;  but  since  a  limit  was  thus  placed 
to  his  boimdless  ambition  we  were  free  to 
indulge  owe  sympathy.    We  never  saw 


any  more  of  him  during  oiu"  stay,  and  five 
years  afterwards  a  painful  malady  termi- 
nated his  existence.  What  a  life  !  What 
a  history  ! 

By  reason  of  one  of  those  inevitable 
uncertainties  which  always  follow  in  the 
wake  of  a  man-of-war,  we  were  detained 
on  om  cruise  for  a  few  months  longer,  so 
that  we  did  not  actually  reach  Bpithead 
mitil  the  siunmer  of  1816,  when  the  Dia- 
dem was  paid  off,  and  I  foimd  myself  once 
more  at  liberty  to  go  home  for  a  short 
time. 

(To  be  continued.) 


THE   TALE    OP   A  PIG. 

AN  ARCADIAN  STOEY. 


"  The  heroic  conduct  of  Mrs.  Toggs." 

THE  Twentyacre  had  been  cleared,  and 
the  firm,  yellow  stubble  gleaned  over 
'by  the  women  and  children.  The  woods 
were  getting  mellow,  and  rich  bro-wn  was 
flooding  the  summer  greens  of  their  foliage. 
It  had  been  a  very  fine  harvest,  and  Mr. 
Pentelow  felt  a  glow  of  satisfaction  as  he 
rode  through  his  stackyard,  and  looked  at 
the  ricks  getting  neatly  thatched  and  pared 
ready  for  winter. 

_ "  Isaac,"  he  called,  "  you  must  drive  the 
pigs  up  to  the  Twentyacre  this  morning." 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  Isaac,  slowly  ;  and,  after 
.five  minutes'  reflection,  he  proceeded  to 
find  a  boy  to  help  him,  knowing  the  nature 
of  pigs  and  the  difficulty  of  driving  the 
same.  Now,  the  reason  of  the  order  was 
this._  A  great  deal  of  the  wheat  had  shelled 
considerably  in  the  process  of  carrying — 
because,  as  I  said,  it  had  been  such  fine,  dry 
weather — and  the  grain  lay  about  on  the 
'hard  ground  all  ready  to  be  picked  up,  and 
■no  other  animal  can  pick  up  grains  of 
'wheat  more  cleanly  than  a  pig,  or  find 
'more  delight  in  doing  it. 

Marshalled  by  Isaac,  a  boy,  and  Stephen, 


CHAPTER  VII. 

who  happened  to  be  about,  watched  by  the 
farmer — who  sat  on  his  old  black  pony — 
and  by  Betty  the  maid,  and  Mrs.  Toggs 
the  washerwoman — who  were  hanging  out 
the  clothes — the  whole  drove  of  pigs  passed, 
grunting,  squealing,  and  whisking  their 
tails,  out  of  the  yard.  The  mothers  of  the 
tribe  swayed  along  with  a  contented  waddle, 
rooting  up  the  grass  here  and  there.  The 
yoimger  brethren  rushed  into  every  bole 
and  corner  they  passed,  and  trotted  down 
every  wrong  turning,  squealing  with  glee 
as  they  distanced  the  unfortunate  Isaac, 
who,  together  with  the  hoj,  perspired  as 
freely  as  ever  parson  did  who  tried  to 
direct  his  flock  in  the  way  they  should  go. 
Isaac,  however,  succeeded  better  than  the 
parson,  because  he  might  use  the  stick  as 
often  as  he  liked,  and  the  spiritual  herds- 
man is  only  allowed  to  belabour  his  charges 
with  the  tongue,  which,  though  boasting 
great  things,  is  but  a  little  member. 

"  Woosh  !  "  said  Isaac.  "  G'long  wi' 
ye  !  "  and  "  whack  !  "  went  his  stick. 

"  Wee-e-e-e  !  "  said  a  young  and  spotted 
pig,  as  he  obeyed  the  letter  and  neglected 
the  spirit  of  the  order,  for  he  went  along, 
but  not  by  any  means  in  the  right  path. 

By  slow  degrees  the  whole  herd  were 
indiiced  to  proceed  across  the  home  close, 
with  slight  skirmishes  and  variations,  and 
after  a  short  but  determined  struggle  they 
were  got  over  the  brook,  and  up  the  hill 
to  the  Twentyacre. 

Now  the  old  hog  had  moved  along  m 
the  midst  of  the  crowd  with  much  solemn 
dignity,  his  course  being  unmarked  by 
frivolous  departures  from  the  regular  track ; 
but  he  seemed  perplexed  in  his  mind.  He 
looked  about  him  every  now  and  then — 
stopping  for  the  purpose — and  seemed  un- 
certain whether  he  shoi'dd  go  on  or  not. 
Isaac's  stick  descended  upon  kim  once  or 
twice ;  but,  of  course,  this  was  beneath 
his  notice,  and  did  not  hurry  his  steps  for 
an  instant.  However,  he  got  across  the 
home  close,  lingered  a  long  tune  at  the 
brook,  finally  went  over  the  bridge,  and 
began  to  mount  the  opposite  hill.  His 
pauses  became  more  frequent.  He  sniffed 
the  air  suspiciously  ;  but,  as  the  other  pigs 
went  forward,  he  accompanied  them,  being 
alive  to  his  dignity  and  unwilling  to  show 
his  uneasiness  before  the  yoimg  porkers. 
At  last  Isaac  and  his  charges  drew  near 
to  the  field,  and  the  boy  ran  on  before  to 
open  the  gate,  when  the  old  hog  stopped 
short  and  gazed  fixedly  before  him. 


There,  in  full  sight,  was  a  gap  in  the 
hedge — irmocent  enough  to  the  unthinking 
others,  but  to  him  a  sight  full  of  horrid 
memories.  He  looked.  He  stopped ;  and 
then,  wheeling  rapidly  romid,  he  rushed 
between  the  legs  of  the  hapless  Isaac,  and 
made  off  at  full  speed,  never  stopping  vrntO. 
he  reached  the  yards  again. 

In  vain  Isaac,  when  he  had  done  rubbing 
his  abraded  parts,  struggled  after  him  ;  in 
vain  the  boy  ran,  in  vain  the  farmer 
shouted — the  old  hog  never  stopped  mitil 
he  was  safe  imder  the  shed  in  the  pig- 
yard. 

Now  Farmer  Pentelow,  like  most  brave 
men,  had  a  mighty  will  of  his  own,  and 
said  he : 

"  I'll  make  him  go !  Drive  him  up 
again !  " 

So  they  tried,  and  they  tried.  Stephen, 
and  Harry,  and  Dick  Lee  the  drover — who 
was  passing — and  Dick  Lee's  dog  pm-sued 
him  round  and  round  the  yards,  and,  after 
a  long  interval,  got  him  outside  again. 
But  to  get  him  down  the  home  close  was 
another  matter.  He  ran  to  right  and  left ; 
he  lay  down,  and  was  kicked  and  pushed 
up  by  the  imited  forces  leagued  against 
him.  Then  he  rushed  into  the  drying- 
ground,  overturned  a  basket  of  clean  linen 
— which  caused  Mrs.  Toggs  to  feel  so  as 
you  might  have  knocked  her  down  with  a 
feather — uprooted  a  prop  or  two,  and  left 
the  marks  of  his  rude  hoofs  on  Mrs. 
Pentelow's  best  double-damask  table-cloth. 
Betty,  who  had  nerves,  being  under  the 
impression  that  her  last  hour  was  come, 
ran  away  to  the  coal-hole,  banged  the  door 
too,  and  pushed  against  it  with  the  energy 
of  despair. 

Mrs.  Toggs  was  a  woman  of  much  spirit 
and  firmness  of  mind,  which  qualities 
were  never  displayed  more  admirably  than 
on  this  occasion,  for  she  danced  up  and 
do'wn  incessantly,  shakmg  her  apron  with 
both  hands,  and  crying  "  Shoo  !  " — and  no 
doubt  it  was  her  heroic  conduct  which 
saved  the  wash  from  further  damage. 
After  a  protracted  struggle,  the  hog  was 
dislodged  from  the  drying-ground,  only  to 
bolt  into  the  stackyard.  Here  he  ran  over 
the  buckets  of  water  set  for  the  thatcher, 
who,  with  his  boy,  joined  in  the  chase. 
By  this  time  all  available  hands  had  swelled 
the  ranks  of  his  pirrsuers,  and  Mrs.  Pente- 
low and  Mrs.  Toggs  stood  looking  on  with 
breathless  interest.  Now  he  lay  down 
determinedly,  and  was  kicked  and  shoved 
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to  make  him  stir.  Now  he  would  dart  up 
and  charge,  scattering  the  enemy  m  all 
directions,  and  leaving  one  or  two  prostrate 
on  the  field.  Now  he  woiUd  make  a  slow 
start  in  the  right  direction,  followed  by 
trimnphant  cries  of  "  We'm  done  him," 
and,  after  going  a  yard  or  two,  would 
wheel  roimd  into  the  yard  agam.  Said 
the  farmer,  "  He  shall  go  up  if  we  have  to 
be  at  him  all  day,"  and  he  marshaUed  his 
perspiring  followers  for  a  fresh  attempt. 

Now  the  farmer  was  a  man  of  mettle  ; 
and  by  his  skih'ul  management  the  old 
hog  was  at  length  induced  to  start  for  the 
Twentyacre  once  more.  Down  the  close 
he  went,  and  over  the  brook,  followed,  sur- 
rounded, and  hustled  on  by  all  the  farm 
hands,  hooted  by  the  boys,  barked  at  by 
Bruce  the  collie  and  Vic  the  spotted  terrier, 
and  gazed  at — from  a  place  of  safety — by 
Mrs.  Pentelow,  Mrs.Toggs,  and  Betty — who 


had  got  over  her  fright,  and  was  impelled 
by  curiosity  to  quit  the  shelter  of  the  coal- 
hole. 

"  WeU,  I'm  sure,  ma'am,"  said  Mrs. 
Toggs,  "  it's  fairly  wonderful  as  he've  a 
never  been  i'  the  village  lately.  Niver  a 
day  passed  but  what  he'd  be  somewhere 
a-rootin',  and  now  Isaac  says  he  don't  go 
nowhere." 

"  I'm  sure  I  thought  he'd  ha'  ripped 
everything  to  pieces  i'  the  baskets,"  put  in 
Betty. 

"  It's  a  mercy,"  said  Mrs.  Toggs,  with 
withering  emphasis,  "  as  there  were  some- 
body along  wi'  the  clothes  as  had  some 
sense  i'  their  heads,  and  as  dare  face  him, 
or  what  'ud  'a'  become  o'  them  sheets  I 
tremble  to  think  of." 

"  I'm  sure,  mmn,"  whimpered  Betty  to 
her  mistress,  "  I  durstn't  ha'  stopped — no, 
not  if  you'd  'a'  paid  me  pounds !    I  made 


sure  I  should  ha'  been  killed,  and  how  I 
got  away  I  don't  know." 

Here  Betty  shed  tears,  while  Mrs.  Toggs 
smiled  in  scorn. 

"  Never  mind,  Betty,"  said  kind-hearted. 
Mrs.  Pentelow  ;  "  he's  gone  now,  and  you- 
had  better  help  to  get  the  dry  things  in." 

So  they  turned  to  the  weU-filled  lines, 
and  began  feeling  the  sheets  to  see  whether 
any  were  dry  enough  to  take  off,  wheal 
Betty  screamed  and  sat  down  in  the  clothes-' 
basket. 

For,  up  the  close,  followed  by  an  ex 
cited  crowd,  came  the  old  hog — he  well 
m  front,  charging  determinedly  ;  they  far 
in  the  rear,  straggling,  struggling,  and 
shouting,  dismayed.  But  he  never  stopped 
until  he  was  back  in  the  yard  again,  where 
he  rushed  vmder  a  heap  of  straw,  and 
moved  no  more  that  day. 

(To  be  continued.) 
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■  T)irourih  the  Darkness,"'  ^'■Drowned  Go!d,"  etc. 


ONE  day  the  boys  heard  by  chance  that 
the  Sultan  was  ill.  Bob  remarked 
carelessly  that  "  if  he  always  over-ate 
hunself  like  that,  it  was  a  wonder  that  he 
hadn't  been  iU  before ;  "  and  then  they 
thought  no  more  about  it. 

But,  little  by  little,  disquieting  signs 
began  to  show  themselves.  The  King  did 
not  get  better,  and  it  was  whispered  that 
his  illness  seemed  likely  to  be  serious,  and 
that  his  only  son,  Priiace  Tiru,  was  to  be 
sent  for  from  one  of  the  smaller  islands, 
whither  he  had  gone  on  a  visit. 

He  came ;  and  the  five  boys,  who  had 
mixed  with  the  crowd  that  gathered  to  see 
him  land,  guessed,  from  the  very  first 
glimpse  of  his  sullen,  scowling  face,  that 
he  would  be  a  very  different  man  to  deal 
with  fr'om  his  lazy,  good-humoured,  easy- 
going father. 

In  fact,  from  the  very  hour  of  his 
coming,  everything  around  them  seemed 
to  darken  slowly,  but  surely,  into  the 
deepening  shadow  of  coming  evil.  Nothing 
special  happened  of  which  they  could  say, 
"This  is  what  we  were  expecting;  "  but 
still  the  change  was  tJiere,  and  it  grew 
stronger  and  more  marked  every  day. 

When  they  went  through  the  village, 
their  Maldivian  chums,  who  used  to  meet 
them  with  smiles  and  hearty  greetings, 
answered  their  salutation  with  a  few  mut- 
tered words,  and  went  hurriedly  by.  If 
they  came  up  to  a  group  of  xalkers,  there 
was  a  siidden  silence,  and  every  one  looked 
uncomfortable.  Even  the  children  began 
to  be  shy  of  them,  and  Ismail  himself, 
though  still  friendly,  never  spoke  to  them 
without  glancmg  uneasily  over  his  shoulder 
as  if  afr-aid  that  some  one  might  be  listen- 
ing. 

In  a  word,  some  secret  influence  seemed 
to  be  against  them  at  every  turn ;  and 
whose  that  influence  was  they  could  easily 
guess,  especially  after  they  had  thrice 
encountered  Prince  Tiru  in  earnest  talk 
with  Shamo. 

The  boys  began  to  feel  downcast  and 
miserable.  Any  open  danger  they  would 
have  faced  fearlessly  enough ;  but  this  un- 
seen horror,  which  seemed  to  be  nowhere 
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and  yet  everywhere,  creeping  up  around 
them,  and  closing  them  in  like  an  iron  net, 
tried  even  their  strong  nerves  too  hard. 

"  That  rascally  Dacoit  suspects  us  still, 
I  can  see  that,"  said  Bob  ;  "and  for  fear 
we  should  let  out  about  his  being  here 
when  we  get  to  India,  he's  stirring  up  the 
people  to  kiU  us.  It's  lucky  we've  plenty 
of  friends  among  them  still." 

But  even  this  hope  was  soon  to  be  taken 
from  them.  Two  days  later  a  gi-eat  stir 
and  bustle  drew  them  to  the  landing-place, 
where  they  fomid  a  number  of  boats  being 
manned  and  prepared  for  sailmg  under  the 
eye  of  Prince  Tiru  himself,  beside  whom 
stood  Shamo. 

This  was  the  outset  of  the  "buying 
voyage,"  which  is  to  the  Maldivians  what 
the  sailing  of  an  East  India  fleet  was  to  the 
Dutch  two  centuries  ago.  The  Maldive 
Isles  (like  the  Laccadives  further  north) 
consist  of  a  number  of  natural  folds  or 
"  corrals,"  each  formed  by  a  circular  reef 
inclosmg  six  or  seven  islets.  One  of  these 
atolls  (as  the  natives  call  them)  is  in- 
habited by  carpenters,  another  by  potters, 
a  third  by  mat-makers,  and  so  on ;  and 
shortly  before  the  setting  in  of  the  stormy 
season  of  westerly  gales  the  islanders  make 
a  kind  of  marine  shopping  expedition,  go- 
ing in  their  boats  from  group  to  group  to 
buy  what  they  want,  laying  in  supplies  for 
the  whole  season,  and  timing  themselves 
so  as  to  get  back  just  before  the  first  storm, 
which  is  always  a  severe  one. 

Bob  and  Jake  saw,  with  secret  dismay, 
that  among  those  who  were  thus  prepar- 
ing to  start  on  a  cruise  of  several  weeks 
were  nearlj'  all  their  ow^n  personal  friends, 
including  Ismail  himself,  who  stole  a 
pitying  glance  at  them  both,  although  he 
carefully  avoided  approaching  them.  But 
as  he  went  down  to  his  boat  he  contrived 
to'pass  near  enough  to  whisper  : 

"  You  steal  boat,  go  'way  quick,  or 
Prince  kill  you.  He  say  you  beiuitch 
Sultan  / " 

As  a  lightning-flash  reveals  a  precipice, 
this  one  sentence  showed  to  the  doomed 
lads  the  full  extent  of  their  danger.  Thej^ 
knew  that  no  tale  was  too  wild  and  mon- 


strous to  be  believed  by  the  superstitious 
and  fanatical  natives  of  Southern  Asia ;  and 
the  fact  of  the  King's  iUness  having  fol- 
lowed so  closely  lapon  their  arrival,  and  of 
Louis  having  cooked  several  dishes  for 
him,  would  be  sufficient  proof  against  r.ny 
Christian  in  a  Mohammedan  settlement. 

"  We'd  better  take  Ismail's  advice,"' 
cried  Harris:  "take  a  boat  the  first  dark 
night,  and  be  off  again." 

"  'Twould  be  sartain  death,"  said  Merritt,. 
"  to  ventm-e  among  those  reefs  in  the  dark 
without  a  native  pilot.  Suppose  w'e  carry 
a  lot  o'  food  and  water,  and  om-  guns  and. 
fixings,  up  Moimt  Grant  after  dark,  and. 
make  oiu'selves  snug  there,  where  they 
can't  get  at  lis  so  easily  ?  We'll  hoist 
that  Union  Jack  on  the  top,  upside  dowTi, 
for  a  signal  of  distress,  and  the  first  ship- 
that  sights  it  '11  come  along  to  see  what's 
up." 

It  was  a  desperate  plan,  but  it  seemed 
to  be  the  only  one  possible  ;  and  that  very 
night  they  began  to  carry  it  out.  But< 
they  were  forced  to  wait  so  long  for  the- 
moon  to  set,  that  the  dawn  was  upon  them, 
long  before  their  work  was  done,  and  they 
had  to  defer  till  the  next  night  the  final 
retreat  into  their  tower  of  refuge,  knowing- 
weU  that  they  had  no  chance  of  reaching: 
it  mnnolested  in  the  daytime. 

That  day  was  the  longest  which  they 
had  ever  passed.  They  all  knew  well  that 
the  Sultan  might  die  at  any  moment,  and 
that  (the  friends  who  might  have  protected 
them  being  now  far  away)  his  death  would 
be  the  signal  for  their  own.  Thinking  it 
wisest  to  let  themselves  be  seen  as  httle 
as  possible  by  the  excited  Mohammedans, 
they  remained  in  the  house  aU  day,  hsten- 
mg  to  the  distant  uproar  of  shouts  and 
yells,  the  beating  of  native  di-imis,  and  the 
long,  shrill  notes  of  those  huge,  twisted 
shells  which  serve  the  Maldivians  as 
trumpets. 

Night  came  at  last,  but  the  clamom-  in 
the  tillage  seemed  only  to  grow  louder, 
whOe  a  broad  blaze  of  torclilight  aroimd 
the  dying  King's  house  revealed  a  swarm 
of  wild  figi.u-es  eddying  ceaselessly  to  and 
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'  ifro.     But,  to  Merritt's  great  relief,  the 
•  jnoon  did  not  show  itself,  and  the  night 
■  was  intensely,  ahnost  imnaturaUy  dark. 
^  Instead  of  being  cool,  too,  as  it  usually  is 
j  in  the  Maldive  Isles,  it  was  strangely  hot 
'   and  close.     Not  a  breath  of  wmd  was 
!■  stirring,  and  the  great  banner-lilie  leaves 
of  the  plantains  and  cocoa-pahns  drooped 
lifelessly  on  the  tliick,  heavy,  breezeless  air. 


"Notu  ! "  said  Jake,  in  a  stern  whis- 
per. 

Silently  as  shadows,  the  daring  lads  crept 
to  the  foot  of  the  rock.  To  scale  it  in 
utter  darkness,  laden  as  they  were,  was  & 
perilous  task ;  but  they  accomplished  it 
at  leng-th,  came  down  again  for  their  last 
load,  and  then  clambered  once  more  to  the 
summit  of  the  precipice. 


Scarcely  had  they  reached  it,  when  the 
dreary  silence  which  had  suddenly  fallen 
upon  the  town  was  broken  by  a  deep  boom- 
ing report  far  below. 

"The  King's  dead!"  said  Merritt,  so- 
lemnly. "  Now,  boys,  we  must  just  set  our 
backs  to  the  wall  and  see  it  through,  for 
they'll  show  us  no  mercy !  " 

(To  be  continued.) 


A  NERVOUS  MAN'S  ADVENTURE. 


SUCH  was  my  case  one  evening  in  No- 
vember 1856.     My  old  tutor  at  St. 
John's  had  invited  me  to  a  select  little  en- 
tertainment in  the  Common  Eoom,  where 
I  I  was  to  meet,  besides  some  college  friends, 
I  a,  distant  relative  of  my  own,  who  had 
I  -come  up  to  enter  his  son  on  the  books. 
I  Accordingly,  so  soon  as  afternoon  lessons 
were  over,  having  arranged  with  another 
master  to  take  any  exceptional  duties  that 
might  devolve  upon  me,  I  started  to  walk 

into  C  . 

As  I  said  before,  I  was  always  rather 
particular  about  my  personal  appearance, 
and  I  had  been  puzzled  to  tell  how  I  should 
•contrive  about  my  dress.  Evening-dress, 
■  of  course,  woidd  be  necessary.  But,  al- 
though it  might  be  possible  to  walk  ont 
after  dinner  in  black  trousers,  such  an 
•"  arrangement  in  black  and  white  "  as  was 
customary  for  that  ceremony  would  be 
impossible  hefore  it,  the  more  so  as  the 
lanes  and  field-paths  which  I  had  to  tra- 
verse were,  as  I  knew  well,  rather  deep  in 
mud.  After  some  consideration,  therefore, 
I  had  sent  in  a  bag  with  such  articles  as  I 
should  require  by  the  village  carrier,  whose 
tilted  van  passed  us  on  alternate  days, 
with  directions  to  leave  it  at  the  rooms  of 
an  imdergraduate  friend  at  St.  Frides- 
wide's.    There  I  had  arranged  to  dress. 

It  was  half-past  five  o'clock  (I  heard 
■the  big  bell  strike  twice  as  I  crossed  the 
<;ricket-ground)  when  I  left  St.  Benedict's, 
and  darkness  was  fast  closing  in.  The 
night  was  warm  and  still — so  stiU  that, 
when  a  faint  breeze  from  the  west  sud- 
denly rustled  the  dry  brown  leaves  of  the 
stunted  beech  trees  by  the  copse,  I  could 
not  help  giving  a  half- start  and  grasping 
my  umbrella  as  if  for  defence,  wondering 
what  I  should  really  do  if  I  were  attacked 
■on  the  road.  With  a  little  laugh  at  my 
own  nerves,  I  was  just  stepping  forward 
when  I  was  arrested  by  a  scream,  as  of  a 
child  in  pain,  from  a  huge  elm  on  the  left. 
So  intensely  human  was  it  that  it  thrilled 
me  to  the  quick.  My  heart  seemed  to 
stop  beating,  and  I  held  my  breath.  A 
few  seconds  more,  and  a  loud  hoot,  thrice 
repeated  from  the  hollow  fork  above,  be- 
trayed the  author  of  my  alarm,  and  I  saw 
the  owl  swiftly  and  noiselessly  flit  across 
overhead  to  the  dark  oaks  in  the  wood. 

"What  an  ass  I  am!"  I  exclaimed 
aloud,  and  I  pressed  on  towards  a  wooden 
stile,  by  which  the  path  led  into  a  small 
turnip  field.  As  I  crossed  the«tm-nip  field 
an  idea  darted  into  my  brain.  How  stupid 
of  me  to  be  startled  by  a  sough  of  wind  and 
the  screeching  of  an  owl !  Yes,  but  any- 
thing sudden  and  unexpected  must  be  try- 
ing to  tlie  nerves,  and  the  more  so,  perhaps, 
in  proportion  as  one  has  a  more  susceptible 
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organisation.  You  don't  call  an  Arab  horse 
a  coward  because  he  scents  danger  in  every 
whisper  of  the  wind,  or  a  cart-horse  cou- 
rageous because  he  wiU  hardly  start  if  you 
fire  a  pistol  over  his  head.  No!  Wliy 
then  shoi-dd  I  be  ashamed  of  a  little  weak- 
ness of  my  physical  organisation  ? — it  was 
not  of  my  putting  together. 

But  that  cry  was  a  very  strange  one. 
What  if  it  were  an  omen  ?  Are  there  such 
things  as  omens  ?  Yes,  smrely.  And  though 
I  cannot  explain  it,  and  it  may  mean  no- 
thing, would  it  not  be  wiser  to  take  note 
of  it  and  to  choose  a  less  solitary  road  ? 
Here,  at  the  next  stile,  I  cross  a  gravelly 
lane,  which  leads  down  to  the  highway, 
not  much  traversed,  it  is  true,  but  still  not 
so  solitary  as  the  path  I  was  about  to  enter 
upon,  which  passes  through  the  wood  before 
me.  It  is  but  little  farther  romid,  and — 
and — it  will  be  much  cleaner  ! 

I  had  my  suspicions  about  the  last  sug- 
gestion. It  seemed  a  little  disingenuous. 
I  had  half  a  mind  to  persevere.  Nay,  that 
would  be  foohsh.  If  the  road  were  safer, 
how  unreasonable  to  choose  the  more  dan- 
gerous, simply  because  that  queer  instru- 
ment, the  brain,  had  flashed  a  thought  into 
my  mind,  which  I  suspected  to  be  an  excuse 
under  guise  of  a  reason.  Yes,  I  would 
talce  the  road. 

I 'did  so.  Then,  as  I  wallved  on  more 
briskly  in  the  increasing  darkness,  it  sud- 
denly'flashed  upon  me  that  it  was  well  I 
had  so  determined.  For  there  was  good 
reason  to  suspect  that  the  copse  through 
which  the  path  would  have  led  me  had 
been  lately  the  haunt  of  a  gang  of  so-caUed 
gipsies,  feilows  who,  after  loafing  about  the 
coimtry  in  the  summer,  and  doing  a  bit  of 
harvest  work  in  the  Midlands,  or  a  turn  of 
hop-picking  in  Kent,  were  just  now  at  a 
loose  end,  hesitating  between  the  certain 
refuge  of  the  workhouse  for  the  winter 
months  and  the  uncertain  alternative  of 
the  gaol.  Indeed,  it  was  only  on  the  Thurs- 
day previous  that  a  farmer  and  his  son, 
returning  fi-om  market  in  their  trap  by  the 
high  road  on  the  further  side  of  the  wood, 
had  been  stopped  by  two  ill-looking  fellows, 
who,  when  refused  money,  tried  to  seize 
the  horse's  head,  and  insist  on  being  re- 
lieved.   Yes,  I  had  done  well,  I  thought. 

Presently,  after  passing  through  a  tiny 
hamlet,  I  saw  before  me  the  light  from  the 
lamps  of  the  city,  thrown  up  on  the  low- 
hanging  vapoiu-y  clouds,  and,  in  another 
half^hoiar  or  so,  I  fomrd  myself  passing 
through  the  wicket  in  the  great  gates  of 
St.  Frideswide's.  Here,  in  my  fi-iend's 
rooms,  I  fomid  my  bag  and  dressed  has- 
tily for  dinner.  I  had  not  left  myself  much 
time,  and  the  numerous  clocks  of  the 
city  were  already  striking  seven  when  I 


snatched  up  my  overcoat,  and,  throwing  it 
on  my  arm,  hurried  off  to  keep  my  appoint- 
ment. 

Dinner-hour  in  college  was  earlier  then 
than  now.  "  Hall,"  as  we  caUed  it,  was 
over,  and  groups  of  tmdergi-aduates  stood 
about  in  the  quadrangle,  while,  as  I  has- 
tened up  the  street,  I  met  many  out-coUege 
men  making  off  to  their  lodgings,  singly  or 
in  parties,  from  the  gates  of  the  different 
coUeges  which  I  passed  on  my  route.  I 
have  already  said  that  I  was  naturally 
rather  shy  of  yovmg  fellows — indeed,  they 
are  only  too  regardless  of  people's  feelings, 
and  I  used  at  one  time  to  redden  to  my 
finger-tips  if  I  became  conscious  that  there 
was  anythmg  in  my  appearance  or  dress  to 
cause  remark.  But,  I  confess,  I  was  more 
than  a  little  annoyed,  as  I  met  one  man 
after  another,  to  observe  the  evident  curi- 
osity and  amusement  with  which  I  was 
regarded.  One  group  of  men,  as  I  passed 
St.  Edward's,  seemed  particularly  tickled 
by  some  remark  which  I  did  not  overhear, 
but  the  point  of  which  was  evidently  con- 
nected with  my  appearance.  Yet,  although 
I  had  dressed  in  a  hurry,  I  was  not  aware 
of  any  omission.  Supposing,  for  argument's 
sa.ke,'  tliat  the  bow  of  my  white  tie  was  not 
evenly  balanced,  what  was  that  to  men 
who  themselves  displayed  every  variety  of 
eccentricity  in  their  attire?  It  must  be 
simply  that,  m  their  stupid  opinion,  I  was 
rather  too  carefully  dressed.  Well !_  I  could 
afford  to  despise  such  ignorant  boorishness. 

With  perhaps  a  little  more  stiffness  in 
my  gait,  and  trying  hard  to  suppress  the 
unbecoming  blush  which  is  only  too  ready 
to  suffuse  my  featm-es,  I  hastened  on,  and 
soon  arrived  at  St.  John's  Lodge,  where  I 
threw  my  overcoat  to  the  porter  to  take 
charge  of. 

"  Mr.  Hodgson  ?  Yes,  sir  !  Stmimer 
Common  Room,  sir.  Coat,  sir  '?  And 
trousers  too,  sir  ?    By  all  means,  sir !  " 

"  Trousers  too,  sir  ?  "  What  did  the 
feUow  mean  ?  By  all  that's  decorous,  I  had 
handed  him  a  pair  of  those  unmention- 
able articles,  in  large  check  pattern,  as 
well  as  my  coat !  I  must  have  picked 
them  up  together  with  the  latter  off  my 
friend's  sofa,  and  had  carried  them  dan- 
gling on  my  arm  all  the  way  from  St. 
Frideswide's !  \Vliat  wonder  that  my 
transit  thence  had  provoked  derisive  re- 
marks ?  that  I  had  been  conscious 

"  ut  ora  verteret  hue  et  hue  euntium  " 

of  those  stupid  undergraduates?  Well, 
the  deed  was  done.  It  was  of  no  use  to 
worry  myself.  After  all,  'twas  no  inunoral 
act.  Why  should  sneers  be  levelled  at  one 
part  of  man's  dress  more  than  anotlier? 
If  no  disgrace  attaches  to  the  cases  in 
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which  one's  arms  and  chest  are  enveloped, 
why  should  there  be  anything  absurd  in 
connection  with  the  integuments  of  the 
lower  limbs  ?  All  this  rushed  through  my 
mind  in  a  moment. 

"  Yes  !  "  I  shouted  to  the  porter,  "  of 
course !  "  And  rapidly  crossing  the  gravelled 
quad,  I  moimted  to  the  Common  Eoom 


with  heightened  colour,  and,  I  felt  con- 
scious, in  some  confusion. 

The  annoyance  I  had  experienced  was 
soon  dissipated  by  the  hearty  reception  I 
met  with  from  my  friends,  and  the  even- 
ing passed  most  pleasa.ntly — so  quickly  in- 
deed that  I  was  stai'tled  when,  on  referring 
to  my  watch,  I  found  it  was  past  ten  o'clock. 


"  Oh,  I  must  go  !  " 

"  You  are  driving  out,  of  course  ?  " 

"  No,  I  made  up  my  mind  to  walk.  A. 
walk  always  suits  me  best  after  a  late- 
dimaer." 

"  Well,  good-bye,  and  au  revoir  1 " 

(To  be  continued.) 


POMPHOLUGOPAPHLASMA. 

A  SCHOOL  STOEY. 
By  Rev.  A.  N.  Malan,  m.a.,  f.g.s., 

AiilJior  of  "  Beu-ure  of  the  Hydrophagon^'  "  Uncle  Toicser"  etc. 


I WATCHED  my  friend  mounting  excelsior. 
I  once  asked  a  boy  to  compare  that 
adjective,  and  he  began,  "  Excelsior,  ex- 
celsiorior."  Harry  had  got  to  that  degree, 
and  still  was  he  far  below  the  bough  from 
which  the  green  woodpecker  had  peered 
that  morning.  He  would  have  to  get 
excelsiorioriorior  before  reaching  that  par- 
ticular bough.  He  was  proceeduig  with 
extreme  caution.  His  iron  talons  gripped 
the  beechen  tnmk  even  as  the  grappling 
"  crows  "  of  Ai'chimedes  gripped  the 
Athenian  ships  under  the  walls  of  Syra- 
cuse. I  patrolled  my  beat  once  or  twice,  and 
gently  warbled  to  my  exalted  fi-iend  words 
of  assvu'ance  that  all  was  well.  I  was 
beginning  to  take  it  eas_y,  and,  like  a  care- 
less sentinel,  to  neglect  my  watch,  when, 
happening  to  cast  a  glance  in  the  direction 
of  the  house,  I  became  aware  of  a  very 
manifest  and  solid  cause  for  alarm  ! 

No  vague  mystery  attended  the  vision. 
Not  as  with  the  army  of  Cyrus,  when  the 
news  of  the  near  approach  of  Artaxerxes' 
army  was  assiuning  tangible  reality — first 
a  dust,  like  a  white  cloud,  far  off  on  the 
plain ;  then  a  blackness  as  they  came 
closer;  a  flash  of  brass ;  and  then  the  spear- 
points  and  squadrons  of  cavalry  distingiiish- 
able.  Not  a  bit  of  it !  There  was  no  dust 
— though  a  very  well-defined  blackness ; 
no  spear-point,  indeed — but  a  flash  of 
bi-ass  on  the  tip  of  a  large  cotton  umbrella 
borne  by  a  very  stalwart  veteran.  Nothing 
less  than  Doctor  Porchester  in  very  sub- 
stance, solid  and  stout,  wending  his  way 
across  the  field  straight  towards  the  lake  ! 

I  pulled  up  short  upon  my  beat,  like  a 
startled  steed.  I  shied  and  dodged,  and 
sped  for  cover  behind  the  huge  trunk  of 
the  beech-tree  ;  and  pursing  my  lips  with 
difticuity  into  the  required  shape,  I  gently 
whistled  the  opening  bars  of  "  See  the 
conquering  hero  comes." 

A  timid  ventriloquist  voice  soimded  from 
the  leafv  regions  above  : 

"  Hullo  !  What's  up  down  there  ?  Anj'- 
thing  wrong '?  " 

"  Hi;sh !  lookout — the  Doctor's  coming ! " 
"  Is  he  ?    Oh,  bother  !   WeU,  look  out, 
I  say.    You'd  better  bolt,  old  chap.  He's 
siu'e  to  ask  you  what  you're  up  to,  and 
ten  to  one  he'll  spot  me  if  he  sees  you." 

I  took  tunely  heed  to  this  advice  ;  and 
striking  a  straight  Ime  away  from  the  tree, 
still  screened  by  its  trmik,  I  reached  the 
friendly  shelter  of  a  laiu-el  hedge.  Behind 
the  shnibs  was  safe  concealment,  wherein 
I  could  watch  the  issues  of  this  doubtful 
business.  Slowly  and  sedately,  as  befitted 
a  man  of  years  and  wisdom,  the  Doctor  [ 
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proceeded  to  the  pier,  where  in  leisurely 
fashion  he  embarked  in  the  punt.  He  had 
brought  with  him  cushions  and  a  rug, 
which  he  arranged  comfortably  in  the  stern. 
Then,  with  gentle  oarage,  he  skimmed  the 
placid  waters,  thrice  circimmavigating  the 
island,  and  examining  with  mterest  the 
flowers  and  shrubs  which  beautified  its 
shores.  Meanwhile  Harry  Dawson  lay 
snug  along  a  mighty  branch  of  the  beech- 
tree,  and  watched  fi-om  his  eyrie  the  aquatic 
manoeuvres  of  his  lord  and  master.  The 
foliage  defended  him  from  probable  de- 
tection ;  bu.t  it  was  necessary  for  him  to 
remain  still — especiaUy  when  the  pimt 
passed  imder  the  vmibrageous  branches  of 
the  beech.  If  the  Doctor  had  happened 
at  such  times  to  look  upwards — "  to  scan 
the  interminable  maze  of  quivering  leaves" 
— Harry  would  have  been  spotted  to  a 
certainty.  Happily  for  him,  the  Doctor 
was  preoccupied  with  the  floral  beauties 
of  the  island — rhododendrons  in  proftision 
of  bloom,  giant  moon-daisies  and  butter- 
cups. Likewise,  he  had  on  a  broad-brunmed, 
white  straw-hat,  which  would  have  ren- 
dered it  irksome  to  look  up.  Harry  took 
courage  and  remained  still,  telegraphing 
to  me  signals  comical  and  iminteUigible, 
save  that  they  expressed  amusement  not 
immingled  with  alarm. 

Now,  as  I  stood,  lilce  Cyrus  before  the 
battle  of  Cunaxa,  looking  fi-om  friend  to 
foe,  I  observed  a  change  come  over  the  at- 
titiide  and  behaviom-  of  both.  The  Doctor 
gradually  stopped  rowing  and  shipped  the 
oars.  He  then  settled  himself  comfortably 
upon  the  cushions  in  the  stern  of  the  ship, 
and  only  maintained  its  progress  by  au 
occasional  stroke  of  a  canoe-paddle,  which 
formed  part  of  the  ftu-nitm-e  of  the  pimt. 
Then  the  paddle  was  laid  aside,  and  the 
broad-brimmed  hat  descended  lower  and 
lower,  till  it  entirely  concealed  his  face. 
The  eminent  piUar  of  scholastic  adminis- 
tration had  e^^dently  fallen  asleep,  and 
the  punt  had  ceased  to  move.  No  ripple 
or  breeze  was  abroad  to  distmb  its  rest, 
as  it  lay  becalmed  in  the  shade  luider  the 
drooping  branches  of  the  giant  beech-tree. 
So  much  for  the  foe. 

Seemg  that  aU  danger  of  discovery  was 
arrested  for  the  moment,  I  tmiied  my 
attention  towards  Harry  Dawson.  His 
behflviour  caused  me  some  sm-prise.  He 
was  standing  on  a  gi'eat  branch  close  to 
the  main  trunlv,  holding  by  one  hand  to  a 
serviceable  twig.  But  he  seemed  con- 
cerned for  something  in  the  region  of  his 
feet.  He  took  out  his  handkerchief  and 
flapped  at  the  branch  on  which  he  was 


standing.  He  looked  up  and  flapped  at 
the  tnmk  of  the  tree.  He  stooped  down 
and  violently  piilled  the  left  leg  of  his 
trousers,  and  rubbed  his  leg  \'igorously. 
He  shifted  his  position,  kneeling  on  the 
bough  and  lookmg  down  the  trmik.  Some- 
thing was  seriously  wrong. 

I  emerged  fi-om  behind  the  laurel  hedge, 
and,  stepping  with  the  delicate  tread  of  a 
fairy,  taking  care  to  keep  the  beech-tree 
between  me  and  the  pmit,  I  came  near, 
and  signified  by  grins  and  gestures  a 
cm-iosity  to  know  the  reason  of  Harry's 
iinaecomitable  behaviour.  Crouching  like 
a  monkey  on  a  limb  of  the  tree,  he  spelt 
on  his  fingers  "ant  s."  I  looked  at  the 
tnmk.  There  was  a  contmuous  stream  of 
large  red  ants  travelling  upwards — not  by 
a  single  line,  biit  all  roimd  the  girth  of  the 
tree.  I  looked  up  and  saw  them  gathered 
m  an  innumerable  army,  forming  a  dark 
irregular  band  from  one  to  two  feet  broad. 
There  were  squadi-ons  and  battalions 
massed  in  battle  array,  with  Ught  horse- 
men passing  between — aides-de-camp,  no 
doiibt,  carrying  instructions  fr-om  the  com- 
manding officers.  Beyond  this  main  army, 
which  was  continually  being  reinforced  by 
those  coming  up  from  below,  were  skir- 
mishers in  advance,  making  a  reconnais- 
sance up  the  higher  portions  of  the  tree. 
It  was  these  franc-tireiirs  which  had 
ah-eady  commenced  an  attack  upon  Harry's 
left  leg.  Others  had  passed  him  and  gone 
higher  while  he  was  trying  to  reach  the 
woodpecker's  nest.  He  told  me  after- 
wards that  he  foimd  a  large  hole  and  put 
his  arm  m  up  to  the  shoulder,  but  could 
not  touch  the  opposite  side  of  the  cavern, 
nor  fathom  its  depths.  He  supposed  the 
tree  was  entirely  hollow. 

But  there  he  was  meanwhile  in  a  most 
disagreeable  predicament,  blockaded  by  a 
swarming  army  of  red  ants.  Harry  was 
always  in  mortal  dread  of  insects  ai*med 
with  fangs  and  stings.  A  wasp  in  class 
made  him  tmn  pale.  A  gnat  sent  a  cold 
shiver  creeping  down  his  back.  He  got 
out  of  the  way  of  a  big  blimdering  bumble- 
bee as  he  did  fr-om  a  swift  cricket-ball 
making  for  his  shins. 

No  wonder  he  was  alarmed  by  this 
hostile  army  of  red  ants,  which  cut  off  his 
line  of  communication  with  the  earth 
as  effectuaUv  as  a  chevaux  de  frise  of 
bayonets.  Before  him  the  deep — behind 
him  the  foe  !  Harry  was  clearly  in  a  fix. 
The  branch  on  which  he  crouched  ex- 
tended with  downward  sweep  over  the 
water.  The  only  route  by  which  he  could 
hope  to  descend  was  by  that  branch.  He 
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Ij  telegraphed  to  me  for  the  tune — I  con- 
i  suited  my  watch  and  intimated  that  it  was 
j  ten  minutes  to  four.    He  had  been  late  for 
;  school  that  morning,  and  was  threatened 
i  with  the  loss  of  the  nest  half  holiday  if  he 
I  was  late  again.    The  Doctor  was  not  in 
I  school  for  the  first  afternoon  lesson,  and 
I  was  so  sound  asleep  that  there  was  no 
I  chance  of  his  leavmg  the  coast  clear  in 
'!  time.   Harry  was  growing  desperate.  He 
looked  anxiously  above — there  was  no 
branch  within  reach.    He  looked  below. 
Beneath  him,  though  not  in  a  direct  line, 
about  twelve  feet  lower  down,  was  another 
branch,  which  he  might  possibly  be  able 
to  reach  if  he  could  get  down  to  it.  This 
seemed  his  only  chance.    If  he  crawled 
along  the  bough  till  it  began  to  bend,  and 
then  let  himself  down  by  the  smaller 
branches,  he  should  soon  get  to  the  lower 
branch.    There  was  no  time  for  delibera- 
tion, and  nothing  apparently  very  for- 
midable in  the  plan.    Once  on  the  lower 
branch,  he  could  crawl  towards  the  tnmk 
and  drop  easily  to  the  gromid.    So  he 
made  up  his  mind  to  risk  it. 

Cautiously  he  proceeded,  crawling  as 
far  as  was  possible.     Then  by  nimble 
movement  he  swung  himself  down,  clutch- 
r, '  ing  with  his  hands,  shifting  them  along 
until  the  limb  began  to  bend  visibly  with 
his  weight.    He  now  exchanged  the  main 
;  bough  for  smaller  branches,  and  his  descent 
was  at  once  quickened.    Lower  and  lower 
went  Harry,  but  where  was  the  bough  he 
wanted  ?    He  ought  to  be  near  it.  He 
looked  anxiously  about,  and  saw  it  several 
feet  out  of  reach.    He  had  miscalculated 
I  his  line  of  descent  altogether — like  some 
1  blundering  antiquary  who  goes  astray  in 

genealogical  research, 
i     Harry  could  not  get  anywhere  near  the 
I  lower  bough.    There  he  was  dangling  Ln 
I  mid-air  above  the  water — the  punt  almost 
(  immediately  beneath  him  ;  a  clear  drop 
i  of  ten  feet — not  another  branch  within 
reach.    He  must  pull  up  hand  over  hand 
at  aU  costs.    He  must  get  back  to  the 
1  trunk  and  brave  an  encounter  with  the 
(  red  ants — there  was  no  alternative. 
1     Here  was  an  example  of  the  ease  which 
j  attends  a  downward  com'se,  and  the  diffi- 
I  culty  of  recovering  the  upward  path.  So 
I  sang  the  immortal  bard — facilis  descensus 
r  Averni,  Sed  revocare  gradum,  &c.  Harry 
must  learn  that  lesson  by  bitter  experience. 
(     I  once  watched  a  similar  example  in  the 
!^  case  of  a  yoimg  rook  newly  fledged,  which 
i  had  sat  all  day  on  a  twig  outside  the  nest. 
'  He  had  squawked  and  fluttered  his  feeble 
;  wings  in  fussy  excitement  each  time  that 
the  parent  bird  brouglit  him  a  worm.  The 
,  sun  was  near  to  setting,  and  mother  rook 
[  was  on  one  of  her  journeys.  The  yoimgster, 
'no  doubt  invigorated  by  the  day's  feasting, 
and  possibly  feeling  a  stiffness  in  the  leg- 
,  joints  from  fifteen  hours  spent  on  the  same 
perch,  bethought  him  of  taking  a  little 
,  exercise.    He  ruffled  up  his  feathers  and 
'  flapped  his  pinions,  and,  nerving  himself 
for  the  desperate  venture,  he  shut  his  left 
eye  and  jiunped.  Beaching  a  lower  branch 
[  in  safety,  he  manifested  his  proud  delight 
;  by  a  series  of  guttural  congratulatiozis ; 
I  he  rumpled  up  his  scanty  plumage  tiU 
'  he  looked  as  if  he  had  been  chagged  back- 
:  wards  through  a  thorny  hedge,  and  he 
I  seemed  to  fancy  himself  an  eagle.  Down 
to  the  next  bough  he  flopped,  and  no 
I  doubt  imagined  he  was  flying  as  never 
ripling  flew  before.    He  squawked  with  a 
■  chatter  of  cynical  laughter.    Down  again, 


squawk  !  Down — down — down — and  so 
on  tiU  he  reached  the  lowest  twig  of  the 
lowest  branch,  not  three  feet  from  the 
groimd. 

I  marvelled  at  the  audacity  of  this  pre- 
cocious yomig  bird,  and  walked  up  to  con- 
gratulate him.  He  protested  against  aU 
overtures  of  friendship,  and  thought  it 
high  time  to  get  back  to  the  nest.  The 
parent  birds  above  were  calling  him  loudly. 
All !  then  aU  too  late  did  this  thoughtless 
child  of  egg  discover  the  foolishness  of 
his  vam  confidence  and  shallow  conceit ! 
What  desperate  efforts  there  were  to  fly 
upwards !  Voice  and  feathers,  wings  and 
legs,  all  in  a  fluster  at  once  ;  but  meantime 
he  could  only  cling  to  the  lowest  twig,  and 
rue  the  infatuation  which  ever  induced 
him  to  think  he  could  fly  when  he  could 
not. 


DOCTOR  Waeden's  brows  were  contracted  as 
he  read  one  of  his  letters — in  fact,  he 
read  it  twice,  and  then  laid  it  down  with  a 
very  puzzled  expression. 

"  So  very  odd,"  he  murmured.  "  There 
must  be  something  seriously  amiss." 

"  What  is  the  matter,  George  ?  "  asked  his 
wife,  anxiously,  from  the  other  end  of  the 
table. 

"Well,  my  dear.  Dr.  BuUer  writes  that 
there  are  reasons  which  make  it  advisable 
that  the  boys  should  go  home  on  the  7th 
instead  of  the  14th,  unless  the  parents  '  are 
very  averse  to  the  arrangement.'  It  is  a 
very  strange  letter.  I  fear  he  must  be  seri- 
ously ill.  You  remember  Jem  said  he  had 
not  been  well." 

Ella,  a  girl  of  fifteen,  with  bright,  dark 
eyes,  and  a  thick  plait  of  hair  reaching  to 
her  waist,  looked  up  eagerly,  as  did  also  a 
boy  and  girl  the  other  side  of  the  table. 

"  Then  Jem  will  be  here  for  my  birthday !  " 
said  Guy.  A  minute  later  he  exclaimed, 
"  Look  !  look  at  Sambo,  Mabel ! — quick  !  " 

The  girl  rushed  to  the  window. 

"  April  fool !  "  cried  Guy,  with  a  shout  of 
laughter. 

The  children  were  called  to  order,  and  Dr. 
Warden  continued  the  discussion  with  his 
wife  of  the  strange  letter  from  the  Head 
Master  of  the  public  school  where  his  eldest 
son  was  supposed  to  be  doing  remarkably  well. 

"  I'm  off  to  Worcester  for  the  day,"  he 
said  at  last ;  "  but  I  shall  have  just  time  to 
wi-ite  to  Dr.  Buller  before  I  start.  Of  course 
I  must  do  so  as  pleasantly  as  I  can ;  but  the 
change  ought  not  to  be  made  without  a 
reason  being  assigned." 

The  Doctor  ate  his  breakfast  hurriedly 
while  he  talked.  If  he  had  glanced  at  his 
elder  daughter  he  would  have  seen  that  she 
was  crimson  in  her  effort  to  keep  from  laugh- 
ing— that  she  nearly  choked  over  her  tea, 
and  bolted  her  buttered  toast  in  thq  most 
unladylike  manner.  When  he  rose  to  go 
she  exploded  into  a  nervous  giggle. 

"What's  the  joke,  Ella?"  asked  her 
father,  smiling.  "  More  April  fools  ?  I  hope 
you  will  all  have  returned  to  your  sober 
senses  by  this  evening." 

"  Oh  !  do  stop,"  she  exclaimed,  as  she  ran 
after  him  to  the  door.  "  You  mustn't  write 
to  Dr.  Buller.  Don't  you  see  Jem  has  made 
you  an  Apsil  fool  ?  " 

"  Jem  ?  Jem  ?  "  repeated  her  father. 
"What  do  you  mean,  child?  Make  haste, 
I've  no  time  to  spare." 

"  The  letter  is  from  Jem,  father ;  not  from 


Now,  Harry  Dawson  so  far  resembled 
this  yoimg  rook  that  he  foimd  it  easy 
enough  to  get  down,  but  mighty  hard  to 
get  up  again.  By  dint  of  much  exertion 
he  managed  to  work  himself  up  to  the 
main  part  of  his  bough,  when  he  sum- 
moned all  his  strength  to  circle  it.  At  that 
moment  he  caught  sight  of  a  formidable 
company  of  ants  within  two  inches  of  his 
fingers.  It  sent  a  shudder  through  his 
frame.  He  reared  up  his  legs  tiU  his  toes 
nearly  touched  his  hands,  but  then  aU 
strength  seemed  to  ooze  out  of  his  finger- 
tips. His  brain  grew  dizzy,  his  hands 
grew  limp,  and  slowly  slid  away  from  their 
hold  upon  the  bough. 

"POMPHOLUGOPAPHLASMA !!!!!!!" 

(_To  be  continued.) 


Dr.  Buller,"  explained  Ella,  with  a  shriek  of 
laughter,  in  which  Guy  and  Mabel  joined. 

But  their  father  did  not  even  smile,  and 
they  all  grew  suddenly  grave. 

"  It  is  Dr.  BuUer's  handwriting.  It  is  a 
very  peculiar  one,"  he  said  in  bewilderment. 

"  Yes  ;  but  Jem  can  copy  any  handwriting. 
You  know  how  well  he  copies  everything," 
explained  Ella. 

"A  very  dangerous  habit,"  rephed  Dr. 
Warden,  now  looking  really  vexed.  "Does 
he  often  do  this  ?  It  is  very  wrong  indeed 
of  him." 

"  Oh,  yes  !  often.  What  harm  is  there  in 
it  ?  He  only  does  it  for  fun,"  replied  Ella,  a 
little  defiantly,  for  she  could  not  bear  to 
hear  Jem  blamed. 

"  No  harm  may  be  intended,  my  child ; 
but  it  is  a  terribly  dangerous  habit,  and  one 
that  might  bring  him  into  serious  trouble. 
I  must  put  a  stop  to  it.  I  shall  write  to  him 
instead  of  to  the  Doctor."  And  with  an 
affectionate  pull  at  Ella's  pigtail,  and  a  re- 
assuring smile  to  his  wife,  he  hurried  away. 
*  *  *  * 

Late  in  the  afternoon  of  the  following  day 
Jem  Warden  was  strolling  up  from  the  play- 
ground ;  cricket  had  not  yet  begun,  but  the 
day  had  been  almost  summer-like,  and  an 
impromptu  match  had  just  come  to  an  end. 
He  had  been  in  the  winning  eleven ;  had 
made  a  good  score  himself,  and  was  in  high 
spirits. 

His  special  chums  had  gone  in  before  him. 
A  troop  of  boys  were  a  few  yards  ahead ;  but 
he  dawdled,  for  he  suddenly  remembered  he 
had  an  unread  letter  from  his  father  in  his 
pocket.  He  took  it  out,  and  squeezing  the 
envelope  into  a  ball,  threw  it  at  a  sparrow, 
and  then  began  reading. 

Never  before  had  Jem  received  such  a 
letter.  He  grew  hot  all  over — and  he  was  hot 
enough  before — then  a  little  injured  and  indig- 
nant. "  What  is  the  pater  driving  at  ?  "  he 
said  aloud.  "  Does  he  think  I'm  a  forger  ? 
I've  made  him  an  April  fool  ever  since  I 
can  remember !  " 

Then  he  thought  how  ludicrous  it  would 
have  been  if  his  father  had  really  answered 
his  letter  to  the  Head  Master.  And  he 
laughed  aloud. 

He  was  not  in  the  least  convinced  that  the 
power  he  possessed  of  copying  anything  he 
saw  was  a  dangerous  one  ;  but  (he  told  him- 
self) of  course  he  would  not  do  it  again  if 
his  father  forbade  it — that  is,  if  he  could 
help  it. 

"  I  hope  you  have  not  done  it  at  school. 


JEM  WARDEN'S  LESSON. 

By  Frances  Armsteong, 

Author  of  "Red  Herring,'"  "  Iler  oivn  Way"  dc. 


104 


It  will  always  be  remembered  against  you," 
was  one  of  his  father's  remarks. 

Of  course,  he  had  done  it  many  a  time ! 
Where  was  the  harm  ? 

"  Jem  !  Jem  !  "  a  voice  shouted,  and  then 
a  boy  of  his  own  age  rushed  up,  looking 
flushed  and  excited.  Both  boys  were  in 
flannels  with  great-coats  over.  Jem's  blue 
flannel  cap  was  pushed  far  back;  his  fair 
face  was  by  no  means  as  placid  as  usual.  He 
had  fine  grey  eyes  and  a  firm  mouth.  Both 
he  and  his  friend  Charlie  Wilson  were  plea- 
sant boys  to  look  at,  as,  linked  arm  in  arm, 
they  turned  towards  the  school  buildings, 
Jem  thrusting  his  letter  in  a  very  crumpled 
state  back  into  his  coat-pocket. 

"I  say,  Jem!"  said  Charlie,  when  he 
had  recovered  his  breath;  "you  weren't  in 
Lawrence's  study  this  afternoon,  were  you  ?  " 

"Yes;  I  was.  I  ran  back  for  my  new 
cricket-ball ;  but  I  couldn't  fimi  it.    Why  ?  " 

"  Did  any  one  see  you  ?  " 

"  No  ;  nobody.  Every  one  was  out.  But 
•why?" 

"  Because  there  is  a  row  again.  Lam-ence 
has  lost  money,  and  everybody  is  asking  who 
was  in  his  study  this  afternoon,"  explained 
Wilson. 

"Well;  I  was  there  for  one,"  returned 
Jem,  calmly. 

"But  you  needn't  say  so  unless  you  are 
asked.  You  needn't  talk  about  it,"  pleaded 
Charlie,  a  delicate-looking,  sensitive  boy, 
whose  school  experience  at  fourteen  had  been 
by  no  means  as  happy  as  his  friend's. 

"You  don't  expect  me  to  lie,  do  you?" 
asked  Jem,  scornfully. 

"  No,  no ;  of  course  not ;  but  there  is  no 
reason  you  should  go  telling  every  one  you 
had  been  there.  The  money  was  taken  this 
afternoon." 

"  Eot !  Do  you  think  Lawrence  will 
believe  I  have  taken  his  money?"  replied 
Jem,  loftily.  "There's  a  thief  somewhere, 
that's  certain  ;  and  he  ought  to  be  found  out. 
I  shall  certainly  tell  any  one  who  asks  me 
that  I  was  there  for  five— no,  fortwo  minutes 
this  afternoon  !  Come  1  we  shall  be  late  for 
'call  over.'"    And  both  boys  broke  into  a 


quick  trot. 

The  whole  school  had  assembled  in  the 
big  schoolroom  for  the  evening  "  call-over  '_'  of 
names,  and  the  friends  were  only  just  in  time 
to  answer  to  theirs.  They  often  congratulated 
themselves  on  the  place  their  "  initial  "  took 
in  the  alphabet. 

They  saw  with  some  surprise  that  the  Head 
Master  was  present,  and  when  the  list  came 
to  an  end  Dr.  BuUer  said  he  wished  "  to  put 
a  few  questions  "  to  the  school. 

First,  he  wanted  to  know  what  boys  had 
been  in  Lawrence's  study  that  afternoon  ? 

There  was  a  pause,  and  Charlie  laid  a 
detaining  hand  on  Jem's  arm,  but  it  was  not 
a  long  one;  Jem  shook  it  off  impatiently  and 
stepped  forward. 

"  I  was  there  for  a  few  minutes,  sir,"  he 
said  quietly,  but  the  bright  colour  mounted 
to  his  brow. 

No  one  else  moved,  and  poor  Jem  had  the 
uncomfortable  feeling  that  over  three  hundred 
pairs  of  eyes  were  directed  towards  him. 

"  What  did  you  go  there  for  ?  "  asked  Dr. 
Buller. 

"  To  look  for  my  new  cricket-ball,  sir.  I 
thought  I  had  left  it  there,  but  I  could  not 
find  it;  I  did  not  stay  a  minute." 

Poor  Jem  was  beginning  to  feel  rather 
nervous. 

"  It  is  right  to  tell  you,"  began  the  Doctor, 
sternly,  "  that  money  has  been  again  missed 
from  Lawrence's  study— he  is  very  good- 
natured,  I  find,  in  allowing  you  younger  boys 
to  come  there— it  was  taken  this  afternoon, 
and  I  am  quite  determined  to  sift  the  matter 
thoroughly.    Empty  your  pockets." 

Very  briskly  Jem  obeyed,  walking  fii'st,  in 


obedience  to  a  sign  from  him,  to  the  Head 
Master's  desk ;  he  quite  agreed  that  the 
matter  ought  to  be  sifted. 

First  came  his  letter,  which  was  taken  from 
his  hand  before  he  remembered  how  sorry  he 
should  be  for  the  Doctor's  eyes  to  catch  one 
word  of  its  contents. 

How  stupid  he  had  been  to  throw  away  the 
envelope  ! 

Thinking  of  this  made  him  a  little  uncom- 
fortable, and  when  in  turning  his  last  pocket 
a  shilling  rolled  on  the  floor,  he  was  dumb 
with  confusion.  Before  he  had  found  words 
somebody  had  picked  it  up. 

"  I  did  not  know  I  had  any  money  in  my 
pocket,  I  thought  I  spent  my  last  threepence 
at  Mother  Clarke's,"  he  at  last  exclaimed 
nervously. 

"Do  you  owe  anything,  there?"  asked 
Dr.  Buller.  "  Not  that,  perhaps,"  he  added, 
"  that  is  a  fair  question ;  I  fear  a  great 
many  of  you  are  in  debt  to  Mrs.  Clarke." 
"  I  owe  her  a  shilling,  sir,"  replied  Jem. 
Dr.  Buller,  who  had  been  examining  the 
coin  with  a  small  magnifying-glass,  now 
handed  it  to  a  tall,  lanky  young  man  with  a 
handsome,  refined  face  and  dreamy  short- 
sighted eyes  who  stood  near  him ;  he  also 
examined  it  closely,  then,  looking  both  startled 
and  troubled,  glanced  uneasily  at  Jem. 

"  Is  that  shilling  one  of  those  taken  from 
your  desk  this  afternoon,  Lawrence?  "  asked 
Dr.  Buller. 

"  Yes,  sir,  it  is,"  said  Lawrence,  with  marked 
reluctance.  He  was  in  the  sixth  form,  and 
was  shortly  leaving  school  for  college ;  no 
boy  was  more  popular,  more  beloved  ;  to  Jem 
he  was  little  less  than  an  idol. 

"  How  can  you  account  for  this,  Warden  ?  " 
asked  the  Doctor,  sadly  ;  for  Jem  was  speech- 
less with  horror  and  amazement. 

"  I  can't  account  for  it,  sir."  Then,  as  it 
dawned  on  him  what  he  was  being  accused 
of,  he  exclaimed  indignantly,  "  No  one  can 
say  I  took  it !  Lawrence,  you  don't  believe 
it,  do  you  ?  " 

"No,  I  don't,"  answered  Lawrence,  deli- 
berately, and  a  murmur  which  sounded  like 
approval  ran  round  the  schoolroom. 

"  Hush ! "  said  Dr. Buller,  "you  shall  defend 
yourself  by-and-bye.  I  desire  that  every  boy 
should  give  me  the  contents  of  his  pockets; 
you  will  all  see  that  this  is  only  fair,  as 
Warden  has  done  so." 

One  after  another  the  boys  walked  up  to 
the  Doctor's  desk;  very  few  had  money  about 
them,  and  no  otlaer  marked  coin  was  dis- 
covered ;  there  was  a  great  collection  of 
cricket-balls. 

"Warden,"  said  the  Doctor,  when  this  in- 
spection was  over,  "  one  of  the  boys  at  the 
Lodge  was  asked  last  night  to  take  a  note  to 
the  Beech-tree  at  the  end  of  the  Avenue. 
Here  it  is.  It  was  dark,  and  the  boy  assures 
me  he  does  not  know  who  gave  it  him.  I  will 
read  it :  '  I  will  pay  you  15s.  to-morrow  even- 
ing if  you  will  be  here  at  five.— J.  W.'  Is 
this  your  handwriting?  " 

"No,  sir,"  said  Jem,  glancing  somewhat 
scornfully  at  the  dirty  crumpled  note. 

"The  best  thing  you  can  do  now,  is  to 
make  a  clean  breast  of  it,  Warden ;  nothing 
can  be  gained  by  piling  lie  on  lie,"  said  the 
Doctor,  sternly. 

"  It  is  not  my  handwriting.  Any  one  will 
tell  you  that,  sir,  who  knows  it,"  exclaimed 
Jem,  indignantly. 

Mr.  Max,  his  form  master,  now  came  for- 
ward and  examined  the  note. 

"  No,  it  is  certainly  not  Warden's  writing," 
he  said,  with  conviction.  "  His  hand  is  an 
unconnnon  one." 

And  Lawrence  affirmed  the  same,  saying  he 
knew  "  Warden's  hand  well." 

"  Will  the  boys  who  have  these  initials 
J.  W.  come  forward,"  said  Dr.  Buller,  after  a 
few  words  with  Mr.  Mas. 


Four  did  so,  and  each  in  turn  affirmed  that 
the  note  was  not  written  by  him. 

"  Stop,  Woods,  this  is  your  handwriting," 
said  Mr.  Max,  sharply,  as  the  last  boy  turned 
to  go  back  to  his  place.  "  I  was  looking  over 
some  work  of  yflurs  this  afternoon ;  it  is  cer- 
tainly like  yours." 

"Indeed,  sir,  it  is  not,"  said  Woods, 
sulkily.  He  was  a  tall,  pale  boy  of  sixteen, 
with  very  black  hair  and  shifty  eyes.  As  he 
spoke  they  rested  furtively  on  Warden,  and 
he  added  something  in  an  undertone. 

"  Speak  up,  sir,"  said  Dr.  Buller,  sharply. 
"  What  are  you  saj-ing  ?  " 

"  Warden  can  write  like  me  if  he  chooses; 
Mr.  Max  knows  that,"  said  Woods,  bitterly.  , 

Only  a  few  days  before,  Jem  had  inter- 
polated one  of  Woods'  exercises  with  re- 
marks of  his  own,  bringing  some  punishment 
on  himself,  but  much  amusement  to  his 
"  form." 

Mr.  Max  and  Lawrence  looked  at  each 
other,  but  neither  of  them  spoke  ;  they  had 
both  unwavering  faith  in  Jem  Warden's 
honesty. 

"  What  do  you  say  ?  Do  you  think  that 
Warden  is  in  the  habit  of  forging  other 
people's  handwriting?"  asked  Dr.  Buller, 
addressing  Mr.  Max. 

"  Warden  can  certainly  copy  handwriting 
very  closely,"  admitted  Mr.  Max,  reluctantly. 

"  I  can  copy  handwriting,  but  I  did  not 
write  that  note,"  said  Jem,  his  eyes  fiUing 
with  tears  as  he  remembered  his  father  and 
mother  and  Ella.  What  would  they  think  of 
this  terrible  accusation  ? 

All  his  father  had  said  in  the  letter  now 
lying  before  the  Doctor's  very  eyes  came  into 
his  head.  Truly  his  father  was  right :  his 
word  would  not  be  believed  now  because  he 
could  do  this  thing,  which  had  seemed  such 
good  fun,  and  which  he  had  been  so  proud 
of. 

"  A  vei-y  reprehensible  habit — and  one 
whica  certainly  tells  against  you,"  said  Dr. 
Buller,  severely. 

Lawrence  now  asked  if  he  might  put 
Warden  a  few  questions,  and  the  Master 
nodded  assent. 

"  Where  did  you  look  for  your  ball  in  my 
study.  Warden?"  he  asked,  in  such  kind, 
calm  accents  that  poor  Jem's  voice  gi'ew 
steady  as  he  rephed  eagerly  : 

"  On  all  the  tables  and  in  the  cup  on_  the 
mantelpiece,  where  I  thought  I  had  put  it." 

"  And  it  wasn't  there  ?  " 

"  No."  , 

"Well,  it  was  there  at  three  o'clock,  I  amj 
quite  sure,"  said  Lawrence,  deliberately. 

"  The  clock  struck  half-past  three  as  I  ran 
across  the  playground,  I  remember,"  said 
Jem,  firmly.  i 

"  But  what  does  that  prove,  Lawrence  ?  "J 
asked  Dr.  Buller,  a  little  irritably. 

"  It  proves,  sir,"  said  Lawrence,  in  his, 
peculiarly  slow,  gentle  manner,  "that  some-' 
body  else  was  in  my  study  this  afternoon, 
and  that  that  somebody  took  the  ball." 

There  was  an  audible  murmur  of  approval 
round  the  schoolroom. 

"  Would  you  know  your  ball,  Jem,  if  you 
saw  it?  "  continued  Lawrence. 

"Yes,"  Jem  began;  "I  write  my  initials 
my  own  wa)',  and  .  .  .  ." 

But  Lawrence  stopped  him.  "  There  is 
paper  on  that  desk  near  you  ;  write  down  the 
marks  by  which  you  will  know  your  ball." 

Jem  s'ilently  obeyed,  while  Lawrence  con- 
versed in  an  undertone  with  Mr.  Max  and  the 
Doctor. 

"  May  I  go  on,  sir  ? "  Lawrence  then 
asked,  and,  leave  being  given,  he  told  each 
boy  to  come  up  and  claim  his  ball ;  but 
before  taking  it  away  it  was  handed  to  Jem 
for  his  inspection. 

"  That's  mine  !  "  he  cried  excitedly,  as 
Woods  in  his  turn  showed  him  the  one  that 
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had  been  found  in  his  pocket.  "  There  are 
my  initials  and  my  marks." 

"  They  are  my  initials  too,"  said  Woods  ; 
but  his  colour  came  and  went  uneasily  as  Dr. 
Buller  compared  the  letters  and  marks  on  the 
ball  with  those  which  Warden  had  written 
down. 

"You  had  better  do  as  Warden  did,  and 
show  us  how  you  write  your  initials,  Woods," 
said  Lawrence,  a  little  sarcastically. 

But  Woods  did  not  seem  inclined  to  stand 
the  test. 

"I  picked  up  this  ball  in  our  dormitory 
this  afternoon,  and  thought  it  was  mine,  as  it 
is  exactly  like  it  and  has  my  letters  on  it ; 
of  course,  I  may  have  made  a  mistake,"  he 
said  hesitatingly. 

"  At  what  time  did  you  pick  it  up  ?  " 

"  I  heard  no  clocks,"  said  Woods,  sneer- 
ingly,  "  but  it  must  have  been  nearly  four." 

"  I  was  in  our  dormitory  with  a  bad  head- 
ache," said  one  of  the  elder  boys,  suddenly 
stepping  forward  ;  "  my  bed  is  next  the  door, 
and  I  am  quite  sure  no  boy  came  into  it 
after  three  o'clock." 

The  Doctor,  whose  interest  in  Lawrence's 
inquiry  was  now  fully  roused,  asked  Trevor 
whether  he  could  remember  if  Woods  or 
Warden  had  been  in  the  dormitory  before 
three,  and  he  said  he  had  seen  neither  of 
them. 

Woods  looked  very  foolish  and  confused, 
and  said  he  had  picked  up  the  ball  some- 
where, he  forgot  where. 

"  Did  you  wear  your  great-coat  much  this 
afternoon?"  asked  Lawi'ence,  addressing 
Jem. 

"  No,  it  was  hanging  in  the  tent  all  the 
time.    I  only  put  it  on  when  we  came  in." 

Dr.  Bulier  looked  from  one  boy  to  the  other ; 
he  was  both  puzzled  and  annoyed.  When 
the  shilling  had  rolled  out  of  Warden's 
pocket  he  had  hoped  he  had  discovered  what 
had  caused  him  anxiety  for  some  weeks ;  now 
he  felt  he  was  as  far  from  arriving  at  the 
truth  as  ever. 

Woods  was  a  clever  boy,  though  idle — the 
son  of  an  old  friend,  and  he  had  been  in  the 
school  for  yeai's.  That  he  should  be  a  thief 
seemed  almost  incredible,  while  Warden  was 
two  years  younger,  and  he  knew  little  of 
him. 

"  I  cannot  pursue  this  inquiry  further  now," 
he  said,  after  a  pause;  "  but  you  may  both  be 
certain  that  I  intend  to  leave  no  stone 
unturned  to  discover  the  truth.  The  ball 
found  on  Woods  undoubtedly  belongs  to 
Warden,  and  there  is  evidence  to  show  it 
was  in  Lawrence's  study  early  in  the  after- 
noon; he  has  accounted  for  its  possession  by 
a  lie,  but  that  does  not  prove  he  took  the 
money.  The  note  which  is  believed  to  be  in 
his  handwriting  points  to  some  disgraceful 
and  secret  debt,  but  it  is  difficult  to  speak 
with  cei-tainty  as  to  such  a  scrawl.  A 
marked  shilling  has  been  found  on  Warden, 
and  he  does  not  attempt  to  account  for  its 
possession.  He  has  owned  very  frankly  that 
he  was  in  the  study  for  a  few  minutes  during 
the  afternoon.  The  note  is  not  in  his  hand- 
writing, but  unfortunately  it  is  proved  that 
he  is  in  the  habit  of  copying  the  writing  of 
others."  As  he  spoke,  the  Doctor's  eyes 
wandered,  not  for  the  first  time,  to  the  letter 
still  lying  on  his  desk,  and  it  was  impossible 
for  him  to  avoid  reading  these  words :  "  It 
is  a  disgraceful  thing  to  do,  and  will  bring 
you  into  temptation  and  trouble." 

"  This  letter  is  from  your  father,  I  think, 
Warden,"  he  added,  handing  it  back  to  him  ; 
"  it  is  only  fair  to  tell  you  that  I  unavoid- 
ably have  read  words  in  it  which  point  to  his 
displeasure." 

"  I  only  made  him  an  April  fool,"  said  Jem, 
ruefully.  "  Please  read  it,  sir,"  he  entreated. 
The  Doctor  sliould  see  that  his  father,  at  any 
rate,  believed  his  word. 


"  You  will  give  me  your  promise,  my  boy — 
and  that,  thank  God,  I  can  always  trust," 
were  the  concluding  words  of  the  letter. 

"  It  seems  you  copied  my  handwriting  this 
time.  Warden.  Would  you  mind  telling  me 
what  you  wrote  ?  "  said  the  Doctor,  with  an 
effort  to  speak  as  gravely  as  before. 

"  I  asked  that  we  might  go  home  on  the 
7th,"  answered  Jem,  in  intense  confusion, 
which  was  not  lessened  by  the  laugh  which 
followed. 

"  Your  father's  warning  is  well-timed," 
said  Dr.  Buller,  severely,  and  then  he  dis- 
missed the  school. 

As  long  as  Jem  Warden  lives  he  will 
never  forget  the  week  that  followed,  when, 
with  this  terrible  accusation  hanging  over 
him,  the  dreadful  doubt  pursued  him  as  to 
whether  his  innocence  would  be  made  quite 
clear,  for  he  felt  he  should  never  be  happy 
again  if  one  word  of  it  reached  his  father's 
ears  ;  how  could  he  go  home  under  such  a 
cloud  ?  . 

But  these  dark  days  passed  at  last,  when 
Dr.  Buller  announced  to  the  assembled 
scholars  that  Jasper  Woods  had  made  a  full 
confession  of  his  guilt,  and  had  left  the 
school  for  ever,  but  that  he  wished  it  to 
be  known  that  the  putting  the  shilling  in 
Warden's  coat-poeket  had  been  unintentional. 
The  coats  must  have  been  hanging  together 
that  afternoon. 


IT  was  from  a  Mexican  paper,  too,  that  I 
clipped  an  account  of  a  remarkable  snake 
lately  found  near  the  mines  (these  things 
always  come  from  the  mines).  It  had  no 
head,  but  bore  instead  thereof  a  tulip-shaped 
flower,  into  which  butterflies  and  other  in- 
sects, attracted  by  the  gorgeous  colour  and 
exquisite  scent,  would  fly  ;  the  petals  of  the 
flower  would  then  close  upon  it  and  the  butter- 
fly would  be  absorbed.  One  of  these  would 
make  a  good  companion  for  that  hoop-snake, 
with  a  specimen  of  which  I  should  feel  set 
up  for  life !  One  mustn't  forget,  however, 
that  a  creature  at  whose  existence  we  laughed 
for  a  long  time  was  actually  brought  from 
the  neighbourhood  of  the  silver  mines  in  this 
region,  the  Heloderm,  a  poisonous  lizard. 

"  Cold  and  slimy !  "  The  first  depends 
entirely  on  the  temperature  of  their  sur- 
roundings. Take  a  snake  out  of  a  warm 
cage,  and  you  will  find  him  correspondingly 
warm ;  touch  one  in  a  cold  situation,  and  he 
will  be  cold.  They  haven't  the  same  elabo- 
rate heating  and  cooling  apparatus  within 
their  bodies  which  we  have,  and  which  keeps 
our  temperature  (in  health)  always  about  the 
same,  no  matter  what  the  weather  may  be — • 
just  under  100°  Fahrenheit.  A  snake  de- 
rives its  heat  almost  entirely  from  external 
sources,  so  that  it  is  quite  a  mistake  to  sup- 
pose that  snakes  are  always  cold  to  the  touch. 
But  none  of  them  are  slimy,  like  a  fi  og  or 
an  eel ;  their  skins  are  quite  dry.  It  must  be 
their  peculiar  lustre  and  shininess  which  have 
given  rise  to  this  popular  error ;  some,  like 
the  anaconda,  look  quite  glazed  and  polished, 
as  though  they  were  made  of  oil-cloth.  That 
this  appearance  is  in  itself  really  deceptive, 
and  that  the  mistake  is  not  necessarily  due 
to  what  one  has  been  told  beforehand,  is 
proved  to  me  by  the  fact  that  my  youngster 
will  sometimes  draw  his  hand  back  before 
touching  the  pythons,  and  exclaim,  "  all 
vet !  "  with  a  shake  of  his  fingers,  as  he  does 


"Warden,"  added  the  Doctor,  heai-tily, 
"  has  proved  himself  perfectly  truthful  and 
straightforward  under  very  trying  circum- 
stances, and  I  hope  his  example  will  be  of 
weight  in  the  school." 

Very  hearty  were  the  congratulations  of  all 
Jem's  friends — and  he  had  many.  CharHe 
Wilson  had  followed  him  with  dog-like  affec- 
tion through  that  trying  week,  doing  his  best 
to  cheer  him,  full  of  self-accusation  when  he 
remembered  the  bad  advice  he  had  given  his 
friend,  and  what  harm  it  might  have  done 
him.  Nor  was  the  experience  lost  on  timid 
Charlie. 

Happy  Jem  sat  down  at  once  and  wrote 
the  whole  story  to  his  father.  He  had  not 
dared  to  write  to  him  before,  fearing  that 
he  would  guess  something  was  the  matter. 
Need  I  say  how  emphatically  he  gave  the 
required  promise. 

Doctor  Warden's  careworn  face  grew  very 
bright  as  he  read  his  son's  letter,  and  then 
he  opened  one  from  the  Head  Master. 

"  Nothing  the  matter  with  Jem,  George, 
is  there?  "  said  his  wife,  a  little  anxiously, 
as  she  watched  him  read  it. 

"  Nothmg  at  all ;  I  think  we  may  be  proud 
of  our  boy,  my  dear,"  returned  the  Doctor, 
smiling,  as  he  handed  Mrs.  Warden  both 
letters ;  "  but  I  think,  too,  the  lesson  was, 
needed." 

(the  end.) 


on  seeing  his  toys  fished  up  from  the  depths 
of  his  bath. 

A  very  dangerous  error  is  commonly  ac- 
cepted with  regard  to  the  puff-adder  ;  it  is  an 
ancient  one,  but  has  lately  cropped  up  rather 
prominently  on  account  of  the  authority,  or, 
at  least,  consent,  lent  to  it  by  a  very  dis- 
tinguished African  traveller  and  naturalist. 
That's  the  worst  of  it ;  these  creatures  have 
been  chopped  up,  and  turned  inside  out,  and 
studied  and  investigated  by  clever  and  scien- 
tific men,  who  have  named  every  bone  in, 
their  bodies  and  scale  on  their  skins  (preci- 
ous long  names  some  of  them  are,  too) ;  but 
their  habits  during  life,  their  manners  and 
customs,  are  scarcely  known  at  all,  simply 
because  people  will  not  devote  their  attention 
to  them  and  live  with  them  in  forests  and 
jungles  where  more  attractive  birds  and 
beasts  abound.  As  for  those  kept  in  confine- 
ment, scarcely  one  species  in  ten  has  ever  been 
captured  alive.  "  There's  a  snake — kill  it !  " 
is  always  the  cry.  And  so  it  comes  about 
that  some,  even  the  highest  authorities  on 
other  branches  of  Natural  History,  when  it 
comes  to  reptiles,  merely  rejjeat  the  super- 
stitions of  the  country  concerning  them, 
stamping  all  sorts  of  mistakes  with  then- 
names  and  handing  them  down  as  genuine. 

I  could  quote  a  score  of  such  instances. 
The  error  to  which  I  allude  in  the  case  of  the 
puff-adder  is  its  supposed  habit  of  striking 
backwards  over  its  body,  and  I  call  it  a  very 
dangerous  one,  because  it  is  said  that  you  are 
perfectly  safe  as  long  as  you  keep  directly  in 
front  of  this  deadly  serpent.  The  puff-adder 
strikes  just  as  any  other  snake  does,  but  when 
it  is  angry  it  lies  with  its  head  up,  and  turns 
it  sharply  from  side  to  side  as  if  to  keep  its 
disturbers  in  \ievi ;  the  cobra  acts  in  a  simi- 
lar manner,  but  turns  its  whole  body  at  the 
same  time.  This  great  African  adder  is 
rather  a  hanisome  reptile,  with  bright  yellow 
streaks  on  a  dark  velvety  ground,  a  pattern 
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and  colouring  which  render  it  ahnost  invisible 
in  the  woods,  where  the  gi-ound  is  strewn  with 
leaves  and  mosses  of  different  hues,  and 
chequered  with  light  and  shade.  It  gets  its 
name  from  a  singular  property  which  it  has 
of  blowing  its  body  out  with  a  loud  rushing 
hiss  when  excited ;  its  bite  is  very  venomous. 
During  the  past  summer,  a  gentleman  coming 
home  from  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope  was  bitten 
by  one  which  he  incautiously  handled  on 
board  the  steamer,  and  nearly  lost  his  life ; 
he  held  it  all  right,  but  the  snake  struck  him 
■when  he  put  it  down — and  that  is  the  great 
danger  in  manipulating  them.  You  can  pick 
up  any  serpent  under  the  sun  (when  you 
know  how — not  by  snatching  at  its  neck  or 
tail  as  most  people  do),  and  carry  it  about  all 
day,  if  you  like,  in  safety,  but  the  difficulty 
is  to  let  it  go  again  !  The  puff-adder  which 
bit  this  gentleman  is  now  at  the  Zoological 
Gardens. 

This  mistake  is  the  more  extraordinary  be- 
cause a  snake  could  not  twist  itself  in  that 
way.  When  you  look  at  one  wriggling  along, 
turning  this  way  and  that,  curling  in  and 
out  amongst  stones  and  rocks,  and  gliding  up 
and  down  over  branches  of  trees  and  all  sorts 
of  obstacles,  or  lying  rolled  up  in  a  ball,  or 
perhaps  twisted  tightly  round  and  round  its 
prey,  you  would  think  that  it  must  be  as 
flexible  as  Indian-rubber,  and  could  have  no 
bones  in  its  body.  But  when  you  come  to 
examine  its  movements  closely,  you  notice 
that  it  is  almost  all  done  by  beading  from 
side  to  side  only,  not  forward  or  backward, 
even  in  such  a  complicated  performa.nc6  as 
the  writhing  in  and  out  between  the  bars  of 
a  ladder.  And  you  will  find  that  the  arrange- 
ment of  the  little  Joints  of  its  spine — and 
there  are  sometimes  five  hundi'ed  of  these,  all 
separate  and  movable  ;  we  have  only  thirty- 
three,  and  of  these  nine  are  joined  together 
in  two  solid  pieces  and  don't  move  at  all — the 
arrangement  of  the  spine  is  such  that  only 
very  limited  motion  is  possible  backwards  and 
forwards,  but  that  any  amount  can  go  on  from 
side  to  side.  And  that  leads  us  to  glance  at 
another  common  mistake,  the  manner  in 
which  snakes  are  usually  stuffed,  twined 
round  and  round  a  pole  or  tree  ;  I  have  seen 
them  set  up  in  such  an  attitude  as  they 
could  not  assume,  even  dead,  if  their  bones 
■were  left  in.  Besides,  a  snake  has  no  power 
of  sticking  on  in  that  mysterious  way,  as 
though  it  were  a  slug  or  a  snail,  even  inde- 
pendently of  its  spine.  It  climbs  a  tree 
exactly  on  the  same  principle  as  you  and  I 
do,  by  catching  hold  of,  and  stepping  on,  the 
most  suitable  points.  I  have  seen  it  said  in 
a  book  claiming  to  be  a  scientific  work  on 
Natural  History  that  the  flat  scales  under- 
neath a  snake  act  as  suckers ! 

There  are  very  few  people  who  can  stuff 
snakes  naturally  ;  they  make  their  necks  too 
thick,  as  if  they  had  mumps,  and  the  bodies 
are  the  same  size  all  through,  like  shapeless 
sausages.  A  serpent  is  very  rarely  cylindrical 
in  shape,  but  is  broad  at  the  base,  and  tapers 
more  or  less  towards  the  spine,  some  very 
much  so.  A  section  of  the  South  American 
■wasp-snake  would  present  an  isosceles  triangle 
■with  a  very  acute  angle  at  the  apex  ;  in  fact, 
it  looks  as  if  it  were  gliding  along  on  its  edge. 
In  pictures  snakes  are  generally  represented 
with  open  mouths,  as  though  they  were 
laughing,  whereas  you  never  see  a  healthy 
snake  with  its  mouth  open  unless  there  is 
something  in  it,  or  unless  it  is  stretching  its 
jaws  back  into  position  after  feeding — yawn- 
ing, as  it  is  often  called,  but  there  is  nothing 
corresponduig  to  a  true  yawn  about  it.  (If 
you  grip  a  snake  by  the  back  of  the  head,  it 
will  distend  its  jaws  in  a  vain  effort  to  bite, 
certainly ;  but  that  is  an  exceptional  cause.) 
When  I  see  one  opening  and  shutting  its 
mouth,  with  an  action  like  "  smacking  its 
lips,"  I  know  at  once  that  there  is  something 


wrong  with  it,  probably  canker,  and  I  examine 
it  immediately. 

In  the  Natural  History  Department  of  the 
British  Museum  at  Cromwell  Eoad,  there  is 
a  fine  specimen  of  an  anaconda  stuffed — and 
very  well  stuffed  too,  which  is  more  than  can 
be  said  for  most  of  the  snakes  there.  It 
ought  to  be  rather  bigger  in  the  middle,  and 
probably  not  quite  so  long,  as  they  are  often 
stretched  out  in  being  set  up  ;  but  its  atti- 
tude as  it  hangs  on  the  tree  is  remarkably  good, 
though  I  don't  fancy  it  would  be  likely  to 
find  its  food  in  that  position.  It  has  just 
seized  a  wild  pig  or  peccary  in  its  mouth, 
and  here  again  the  plunge  of  its  jaws  is  ren- 
dered capitally.  But  what  strikes  me  as 
something  very  like  a  mistake  is  that,  al- 
though this  seizing  the  prey  of  course  does 
occur  before  constriction,  you  never  see  it ; 
it  is  like  one  flash,  and  the  animal  and  snake 
are  rolled  together  in  a  ball ;  so  that  it  would 
be  just  as  unnatural  (though  just  as  true)  to 
paint  a  bullet  in  mid-air  instead  of  the  pufi 
of  smoke  from  the  gun,  and  the  falUng  of  the 
object  struck,  as  to  represent  this  mid-way 
stage  of  the  lightning  process  of  constriction. 

You  know  it  has  been  discovered  lately  by 
means  of  instantaneous  photography  that  our 
pictures  of  galloping  and  cantering  horses  are 
all  wrong,  and  that  the  animal  never  assumes 
in  any  part  of  its  movements  the  attitudes 
given  it  by  painters.  But,  for  all  that,  they 
draw  what  the  eye  believes  it  sees,  and  it 
seems  to  me  they  would  be  less  true  to  Nature 
if  they  gave  us  the  positions  which  the  camera 
proves  to  be  correct,  but  which  appear  most 
awkward  and  unlikely  to  our  vision.  Talking 
of  snake-stuffing,  I  think  it  may  be  useful  to 
some  of  you  who  read  this  to  mention  that 
Mr.  D.  Bowers,  of  Watford,  is  the  only  taxi- 
deimist  who  has  ever  set  up  a  snake  to  my 
satisfaction.  Don't  let  the  label  underneath 
that  anaconda  at  the  Natural  History  Museum 
delude  you  into  accepting  the  old  mistake  that 
constricting  snakes  "  twist  their  tails  around 
trees  "  in  order  to  enable  them  to  crush  their 
prey. 

Another  great  traveller  and  sportsman,  in 
a  book  of  his  adventures  in  the  interior  of 
Africa,  recently  published,  describes  the  killing 
and  cutting  up  for  food  by  the  Matatees  of  a 
snake  twenty  feet  long — no  doubt  a  Seba 
python.  The  gentleman  who  writes  it  has 
probably  seen  more,  and  knows  more,  of 
elephants,  lions,  sambur,  rhinoceroses,  hip- 
popotami, giraffes,  and  other  creatures  of  that 
continent  than  any  other  living  man  ;  but  it  is 
evident  that  he  can  never  have  witnessed  the 
tremendous  force  and  rapidity  of  such  a  ser- 
pent's constriction,  for  he  says  that  if  a  man 
were  seized  he  would  be  able  to  draw  his 
knife  and  free  himself,  unless  his  arms  were 
pinned  to  his  sides  !  Why,  if  he  were  caught 
hy  one  toe — and  I  have  actually  seen  large 
birds  and  animals  which  were  held,  as  far  as 
the  jaws  were  concerned,  by  a  claw  only — he 
would  be  doubled  in  and  crushed  out  of  all 
likeness  to  life,  with  his  bones  smashed  to 
splinters,  before  he  could  even  scream,  much 
less  draw  a  knife.  The  author  says  he  identified 
the  snake  as  one  which  is  also  found  in  the 
East  Indies  and  China.  This  is  another  mis- 
take, but  a  trifling  one  ;  in  fact,  it  rather  shows 
how  closely  observant  he  must  have  been  of 
everything  which  came  in  his  way,  for  some 
of  the  Eastern  and  African  pythons  are  very 
much  alike,  though  they  belong  to  different 
species. 

More  than  once  I  have  had  live  snakes  sent 
to  me  in  sulphur.  I  don't  know  what  the  idea 
is,  but  some  people  seem  to  think  this  yellow 
powder  an  appropriate  bed  for  them.  It  can- 
not do  them  much  harm,  if  it  does  no  good, 
and  is,  after  all,  not  a  greater  mistake  than 
f)utting  a  lump  of  sulijhur  in  a  dog's  saucer 
and  expecting  it  to  be  dissolved.  Sailors 
believe  that  no  serpent  will  cross  a  rope  made 


of  the  material  called  coir  (which  they  pro- 
nounce ky-ar).  Tobacco,  again,  is  said  to  be 
so  repulsive  to  them  that  they  will  not  bite 
a  hand  smeared  with  tobacco-oil.  I  don't 
suppose  they  are  very  fond  of  tobacco,  or  any 
other  substance  of  powerful  odour — they 
certainly  will  turn  back  from  strong  carbolic 
acid  and  creosote,  as  well  as  from  ether, 
ammonia,  chloroform,  and  other  pungent 
smells — but  they  would  strike  through  any 
of  them,  even  at  a  red-hot  poker,  when  en- 
raged. Biting  with  them  means  a  fiercely- 
delivered  blow,  swifter  than  the  stroke  of  a 
tiger's  paw,  not  a  deliberate  action  like  a  boy 
taking  a  mouthful  out  of  a  bun.  Nor  could 
I  ever  discover  any  grounds  for  the  world- 
wide belief  that  they  are  fond  of  milk.  In 
some  parts  of  France,  where  the  flesh  of  these 
reptiles  is  stewed  down  into  a  broth  and  given 
for  rheumatism  and  gout,  while  the  fat  is 
rubbed  into  the  affected  joints,  the  viper- 
catchers  set  pans  of  new  milk  simmering 
over  fires  at  night  in  order  to  attract  the 
snakes;  but  I  expect  they  would  catch  just 
as  many  without  going  to  the  trouble  of  doing 
this.  At  any  rate,  I  am  sure  that  snakes 
won't  drink  milk  when  they  can  get  water,  and 
that,  if  they  are  driven  by  thirst  to  take  it,  it 
generally  makes  them  sick.  When  they  are 
not  well,  I  sometimes  compel  them  to  swallow 
beef-tea,  which  agrees  with  them  very  well. 

All  serpents  are  purely  carnivorous  or  flesh- 
eating  ;  they  take  absolutely  nothing  in  the 
shape  of  vegetables,  as  many  lizards  do.  It 
is  true  that  grain  and  the  seeds  of  fruit  are 
not  seldom  found  in  the  stomachs  of  those 
killed,  but  these  are  evidently  derived  from 
the  crops  of  birds  which  have  been  eaten  and 
digested.  I  can  give  you  a  curious  illustra- 
tion of  that.  I  brought  a  snake  from  abroad 
once  which  never  fed  after  its  capture,  and  died 
shortly  after  arriving  here.  A  friend  of  mine 
who  was  very  anxious  to  have  the  complete 
skeleton  begged  for  its  body,  and  buried  it  in 
a  large  stone  vase  in  his  conservatory  that 
the  flesh  might  rot  off.  Unfortunately  the 
delicate  bones  perished  too,  as  they  often  do, 
but  up  from  their  midst  grew  a  rare  and 
beautiful  ti'opical  plant.  I  remind  you  of  the 
fact  that  they  are  flesh-eaters,  because  I  saw  it 
stated  some  time  ago  in  an  article  on  the  smooth 
snake — a  species  not  often  found  in  this 
country,  but  occurring  sometimes  around 
Bournemouth — that  "  it  could  easily  be  caught  ■ 
by  placing  a  crumb  of  bread  in  a  pickle- 
bottle  !  "  If  you  think  it  over  you  will  see 
that  there  are  several  absurdities  iu  this. 

A  not  unnatural  mistake  is  that  which 
leads  people  to  believe  that  snakes  delight  in 
brilliant  sunshine,  seeing  that  many  of  them 
are  found  in  lands  where  tropical  light  and 
heat  beat  down  upon  the  earth  with  an  in- 
tensity unknown  here.  Now,  I  am  convniced 
from  my  own  observation  that  these  creatures 
dislike  the  sunlight,  and  will  always  shun  it,, 
provided  they  can  obtain  sufficient  warmth  in 
the  shade  or  darkness  ;  if  not,  they  will  brave 
the  light  for  the  sake  of  getting  heat,  or  a 
very  hungry  one  might  perhaps  be  tempted  out 
atthe  sight  of  a  meal.  Furthermore,  direct  sun- 
shine often  affects  their  health,  and  I  have 
known  young  rattlesnakes  actually  killed  by 
it  here  in  England. 

You  know  already  what  a  great  mistake  it 
is  to  suppose  that  all  serpents,  or  even  the 
greater  part  of  them,  are  venomous,  more  than 
seven-tenths  of  the  whole  number  of  species 
known  being  quite  harmless.  In  India,  two 
hundred  and  thirteen  species  of  snakes  have 
been  described,  of  which  less  than  one-sixth 
have  poison-fangs.  It  is  unfair,  however,  to 
take  any  one  country  as  an  instance  of  this 
point.  India,  for  example,  has  a  rather  large 
proportion  of  venomous  ones,  as  you  see  ; 
China  and  Japan,  low  ;  Europe  very  low  in- 
deed. Great  Britain  would  seem  at  first  to 
be  very  high,  inasmuch  as  one-third  cpracti- 
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•  cally  one-half)  of  the  number  of  species  found 
here  are  poisonous;  but  as  there  are  only 
three  species  altogether,  one  of  these  being 
rarely  seen,  it  follows  that,  in  spite  of  the  high 
proportion,  we  have  but  one  venom-bearing 
snake,  the  viper  or  adder,  which  abounds  al- 
most all  over  Europe.  On  the  Continent  it  is 
called  the  little  viper,  to  distinguish  it  from 
the  large  and  horned  species  common  in  the 
South. 

I  think  I  made  a  mistake  just  now  in  speak- 
ing of  a  snake  as  "  quite  "  harmless,  because 
that  seems  to  imply  that  some  may  be 
"rather"  venomous.  Every  snake  is  either 
harmless  in  the  sense  of  possessing  no  poison, 
whatever  injury  it  may  otherwise  be  capable 
of  inflicting ;  or  is  venomous,  with  the  power 
-of  doing  most  serious  harm  by  its  bite.  There 
is  no  middle  stage  or  half-way  between  these 
two  conditions  ;  the  mildest  poisonous  ser- 
pent causes  grave  illness,  and  rarely  fails  to 
leave  a  life-long  trace  of  its  effects.  At  the 
same  time,  there  is  a  very  common  error 
that  all  venomous  snakes  are  deadly.  This 
is  far  from  being  the  case.  Fatal  results  are 
very  rare  from  the  bite  of  many,  and  when 
they  have  occurred  with  these  they  have  pro- 
bably been  due  to  some  defect  in  the  constitu- 
tion of  the  bitten  person,  just  as  one  occasion- 
ally hears  of  very  old  and  feeble  people  being 
killed  by  the  sting  of  a  wasp.  The  only  well- 
authenticated  instance  that  I  know  of  where 
a,  grown-up  person  has  died  from  the  bite  of 
an  English  viper  happened  in  Devonshire. 
A  gentleman,  a  naturalist,  too,  was  walking 
on  the  sea-shore,  under  the  cliffs,  when  he 
picked  up  a  live  snake.  He  took  it  home, 
under  the  impression  that  it  was  a  grass- 
snake,  and  for  several  days  he  and  his  chil- 
dren played  with  it  (the  viper  must  have  been 
half  torpid,  for  vipers  don't  often  allow  such 
liberties  as  these).  One  afternoon,  it  bit  him, 
and  he,  of  course,  immediately  knew  that 
he  was  poisoned ;  he  killed  the  viper,  as  he 
thought,  with  the  poker,  and  threw  it  out  in 
the  verandah,  resorted  to  such  remedies  as 
he  knew  were  best,  and  sent  off  for  a  doctor. 
In  the  evening  his  butler  was  ordered  to  throw 
the  snake  over  the  cliff  into  the  sea ;  he  took 
it  up,  supposing  it  to  be  dead—  snakes  will  lie 
motionless  on  their  backs  for  a  long  time 
when  injured— and  was  examining  it,  when  it 
revived,  languidly,  but  enough  to  bite  him. 
The  man  was  very  ill  for  some  weeks,  while 
his  master  was  convalescent  in  a  few  days  ; 
he  never  got  really  well,  and  died  some  months 
later  from  a  trifling  cold.  On  the  other  hand, 
there  are  tropical  serpents  whose  bite  is  so 
terrible  that  recoveries  are  said  to  be  un- 
known. 

How  can  you  tell  a  venomous  snake  from 
a  harmless  one  ?  is  a  question  often  asked  ; 
.and  one  hears  all  sorts  of  answers— that  the 
venomous  ones  all  have  flat  heads,  that  they 
have  blunt  tails,  that  they  are  lithe  and  thin, 
that  they  are  brilliantly  coloured,  and  so  on — 
all  mistakes.  The  only  true  answer  is  that 
you  can't  tell,  that  there  is  nothing  in  their 
external  appearance  to  indicate  whether  they 
have  fangs  in  their  mouths  or  not,  and  the 
only  way  is  to  open  their  mouths  and  inspect 
their  upper  jaws !  Even  when  you  do  this, 
you  may  slip  if  you  are  not  careful ;  some 
fixed  fangs,  like  those  of  the  coral  snakes,  are 
very  minute  and  are  easily  overlooked  ;  while 
some  harmless  snakes  have  long  hinged  teeth 
which  might  lead  you  to  think  them  some 
kind  of  viper.  Of  course,  you  may  recognise 
the  species,  and  be  able  to  tell  in  that  way 
what  any  snake  is  ;  you  may  know  a  viper, 
and  you  may  know  a  grass-snake,  just  as  you 
may  know  a  boy  called  Smith  and  a  boy  called 
Brown,  and  give  them  their  right  names  in 
a  moment.  But  what  I  mean  is  that,  how- 
ever  unlike  they  may  be,  there  is  nothing  in 
their  features  to  tell  you  which  is  Smith  and 
which  is  Brown  if  you  hadn't  been  introduced 


to  them,  and  you  must  turn  up  their  collars 
or  look  inside  their  caps  if  you  want  to  make 
sure  of  the  name.  If  you  are  well  up  in 
snakes,  you  might  make  a  good  shot  at  the 
nature  of  any  doubtful  specimen,  by  the  close 
resemblance  of  the  shape  of  its  scales,  &c.,  to 
some  species  with  which  you  are  acquainted, 
much  as  you  might  guess  which  was  Brown 
from  his  likeness  to  his  cousin  whom  you 
knew — but  it  wouldn't  do  to  trust  to  that. 
There  are  both  venomous  and  harmless  ("  in- 
nocent "  is  the  term  usually  applied)  snakes 
which  are  flat-headed ;  both  kinds  which  are 
round-headed  ;  both  which  are  magnificently 
coloured,  and  both  which  are  dull  and  dingy  ; 
thin  and  thick,  blunt  tails  and  taper  tails, 
ground  snakes  and  tree  snakes,  of  both  varie- 
ties. The  innocent  cananiaa  of  Brazil  spreads 
a  hood  like  the  death-dealing  cobra,  and  there 
are  horned  snakes  of  ferocious  aspect  which 
are  destitute  of  fangs.  I  am  not  aware  of  any 
innocent  snake  which  carries  a  horny  appen- 
dage on  its  tall,  like  the  rattlesnakes  and  cu- 
riously-clawed (jurucucu  ;  but  of  course  there 
are  heaps  of  venomous  sei-pents  which  have 
no  such  ornament,  and  some  innocent  snakes 
have  singularly  roughened  tails.  Naturally, 
if  you  met  one  twenty  or  thirty  feet  long,  you 
would  say,  "  This  chap  hasn't  got  any  fangs 
for  certain  !  "  because  you  know  that  the 
largest  poisonous  kind  doesn't  grow  beyond 
fourteen  or  fifteen  feet ;  but  then  you  would 
have  to  remember  that  that  thirty-footer  was 
once  no  more  than  a  yard  long,  and  just  as 
liable  to  suspicion  as  any  other.  I  really 
don't  know  which  is  the  smallest  snake  in  the 
world  when  full  grown— the  dreadful  little 
"  ten-inch  "  viper  of  Peru,  or  another  kind 
which  is  harmless. 

It  by  no  means  follows  that  a  venomous 
snake  is  the  more  ready  to  bite.  There  are 
some  serpents  destitute  of  fangs  which  are 
untameably  savage  always — the  glittering 
black  Eobben  Island  snake,  for  example— and 
there  are  poisonous  ones,  like  the  coral  snakes 
which  I  have  already  mentioned,  which  can- 
not be  induced  to  bite  without  difficulty — in 
fact,  I  think  that  here  again  the  balance  is 
pretty  evenly  struck.  Our  English  grass-snake 
is  peculiar  in  this  respect ;  it  cannot  be  said 
to  be  a  gentle  creature,  as  it  is  intensely  ner- 
vous, yet,  dash  about  as  it  may,  it  never  uses 
its  teeth.  I  believe  that  no  snake  on  earth  is 
aggressive ;  that  they  bite  only  in  fear,  in  the 
real  or  fancied  necessity  for  self-defence,  and 
that  they  "  chase  "  or  "  attack  "  neither  man 
nor  animal,  except  with  the  intention  of  find- 
ing food.  It  is  commonly  said  that  the  rattle- 
snake uses  its  rattle  as  a  "warning,"  to  tell 
everything  to  keep  out  of  its  way  under  penalty 
of  being  bitten.  If  that  were  the  case,  the 
poor  rattler  by  ringing  its  dinner-bell  would 
starve  to  death.  And  I  believe  that  the  jjopular 
notion  of  the  existence  of  antidotes  to  the 
poison  of  serpents,  something  which  can  be 
taken  or  used  directly  afterwards  by  which  the 
bite  is  rendered  harmless,  is  as  great  a  mistake 
as  any.    That  the  human  body  can  be  made 


to  some  degree  proof  against  the  effects  of 
certain  species  I  have  proved  by  experiments 
on  myself. 

Fascination  and  charming,  their  alleged 
power  to  mesmerise  the  animals  on  which  they 
feed  and  make  them  run  into  their  jaws  of 
their  own  accord,  and  their  being  caused  to 
dance  by  the  mysterious  influence  of  music, 
these  may  be  dismissed  in  a  few  words.  The 
first  is  based,  if  on  anything,  cn  their  noiseless 
and  almost  imperceptible  approach  to  their 
prey,  the  latter  being  unaware  of  their  presence 
till  they  get  within  distance  for  the  final 
spring ;  and  the  second,  as  you  know,  is 
merely  a  manifestation  of  angry  excitement 
on  the  part  of  the  snake,  with  which  neither 
music  nor  training  has  anything  to  do.  It 
is  an  error,  too,  as  I  said  at  the  commencement 
of  these  articles,  to  assume  that  the  cobras  used 
in  this  performance  have  invariably  been  de- 
prived of  their  fangs;  only  timid  and  inex- 
perienced jugglers  practise  this  cruelty,  while 
the  older  ones  trust  to  their  dexterity  alone, 
and  the  cobra  is  one  of  the  easiest  snakes  to 
handle,  in  spite  of  his  fierceness,  by  those  who 
understand  him. 

But  there  are  just  two  questions  which  I 
should  hke  to  leave  open  in  concluding  these 
articles  (which,  by  the  way,  have  not  ex- 
hausted half  or  quarter  of  the  Mistakes  about 
Snakes).  These  two  questions  are.:  Do  snakes 
eat  eggs?  and  does  the  viper  swallow  its 
young  to  protect  them  in  time  of  danger? 
Some  of  you  may  have  an  opportunity  of 
giving  a  direct  answer  to  one  or  both  of  these 
questions  some  day,  if  you  keep  your  eyes  open 
and  see  out  of  them.  All  I  will  say  for  my- 
self is,  that  although  I  have  catered  for  all 
sorts  of  hungry  snakes  hundreds  of  times,  and 
have  provided  them  with  eggs,  I  never  yet  in- 
duced one  to  take  such  a  thing,  nor  have  I 
ever  seen  a  wild  snake  eat  an  egg.  Some 
cobras  received  the  year  before  last  at  the 
Zoological  Gardens  came  over  from  Ceylon  in 
a  box  with  scores  of  hens'  eggs,  evidently  put 
in  with  the  idea  of  providing  food  for  them 
on  the  voyage.  And  I  have  never  known  any 
snake  show  the  slightest  care  for  its  young ; 
in  short,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  I  don't  believe 
either  story.  I  don't  doubt  that  young  snakes 
are  often  swallowed,  even  by  their  ovm  mothers 
— my  own  idea  is  that  the  greater  number  of 
those  that  are  born  in  any  part  of  the  world 
are  eaten  by  something  or  other  before  they 
are  many  hours  old— but  I  am  afraid  they 
don't  see  the  light  again.  However,  these  are 
points  in  dispute,  and  you  must  hear  both 
sides  before  making  up  your  minds  one  way 
or  the  other.  Neither  thing  has  come  under 
the  notice  of  scientific  observers,  but  at  the 
same  time  there  are  a  great  many  people  who 
undoubtedly  believe  in  all  honesty  that  they 
have  seen  a  snake  eat  an  egg,  and  a  viper 
afford  its  young  ones  a  place  of  refuge  in  her 
open  mouth  or  throat.  I  hope  it  may  be  re- 
served for  some  one  who  reads  this  to  set  the 
matter  at  rest  decisively  by-and-by. 

(the  END.) 
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BEING  now  hove  to,  I  left  the  yacht  to  take 
care  of  herself,  and  went  below  for  draw- 
ing materials,  and  then  came  on  deck  again 
and  took  a  sketch  of  Scarborough,  which, 
with  the  castle  on  the  hill,  was  just  getting 
visible  through  the  morning  haze. 

At  four  bells  I  roused  the  sleepers  below, 
and  Bill  got  an  early  breakfast  ready,  which 
we  had  finished  and  cleared  away  by  half-past 
seven  ;  then,  letting  our  foresail  draw,  we  bore 
up  and  sailed  close  in. 

The  lighthouse  on  Vincent  Pier  has  a  fixed 
light,  which  is  red  to  seaward  and  white  in- 
shore towards  the  entrance  of  the  harbour 
-when  there  is  ten  feet  of  water  in  there,  and 
in  the  daytime  a  ball  is  hoisted  for  the  same 
purpose,  and  this  not  being  up,  we  dropped 
our  anchor  a  little  outside  the  entrance. 

After  a  good  wash,  a  boiled  shirt  and  shore- 
going  clothes  were  donned,  when  we  hoisted 
the  dinghy  over  into  the  water,  and  Bill  rowed 
us  ashore  to  do  the  lions  of  the  place — I  am 
afraid  before  most  of  the  lions  were  fully 
awake.  But  what  mattered  that  to  us  ?  We 
were  ashore,  and  intended  enjoying  ourselves  ; 
so,  after  enquiring  after  letters  at  the  Post 
Office,  we  started  for  the  highest  point  of  land, 
and  when  on  the  summit  had  a  magnificent 
view.  Then  the  Aquarium  was  visited  and  the 
Spa,  which  was  followed  by  lunch,  and  the 
day  rapidly  passed. 

The  old-fashioned  harbour  was  especially 
interesting  from  an  artistic  point,  with  its 
quaint,  old-world  look  and  fishy  smell,  which 
O'Eeilly  did  not  relish  altogether.  The  castle 
was  well  worth  the  climb  to  it,  standing  as  it 
does  on  the  rocky  promontory,  about  three 
hundred  feet  above  the  level  of  the  sea,  over- 
looking the  lighthouse  and  harbour.  It  was 
built  in  1163  by  William  le  Gros,  Earl  of 
Albemarle.  The  keep  is  ninety-seven  feet 
high,  and  stands  on  an  isthmus,  which  has  to 
be  reached  by  a  steep  path  leading  to  a  gate- 
way an  1  drawbridge.  In  1312  Piers  Gaveston, 
the  base  favourite  of  Edward  II.,  was  besieged 
here  by  the  Earl  of  Pembroke,  and  obliged  to 
capitulate  through  want  of  provisions.  Since 
then  it  has  had  a  very  stormy  existence.  The 
proverbial  saying,  "  A  Scarborough  warning  : 
a  word  and  a  blow,  but  the  blow  first,"  is  said 
to  have  originated  in  the  following  enterprise, 
in  which  Thomas  Stafford,  second  son  of  Lord 
Stafford — who,  with  Sir  Thomas  Wyatt,  was 
opposed  to  the  marriage  of  Queen  Mary  with 
Philip  of  Spain  in  1554 — got  possession  of 
the  castle  in  this  manner  :  Thomas  Stafford, 
with  some  thirty  followers  dressed  as  country- 
men, came  to  Scarborough  on  a  market  day  ; 
and,  having  obtained  admission  to  the  castle 
as  if  to  view  the  place,  they  knocked  down 
the  sentries,  and  then,  having  secured  them, 
admitted  the  rest  of  the  party.  They  only 
held  the  place  for  three  days,  however,  when 
it  was  retaken  by  the  Earl  of  Westmorland, 
and  Stafford  and  four  of  the  most  active  of 
his  confederates  were  sent  to  London  and 
executed  for  high  treason. 

Times  have  changed  since  then,  when  it  was 
the  little  market  town,  until  now  it  has  grown 
to  be  the  most  fashionable  watering-place  on 
the  east  coast,  with  its  huge  hotels,  and  crowds 
of  fashionably-dressed  men  and  women. 

We  soon  tired  of  the  restraint  of  stand-up 
coUars  and  shore  life,  however,  and  having 
accidentally  met  a  friend  who  was  staying  at 
the  "  Grand,"  took  him  on  board  with  us  to 
a  five-o'«lock  tea. 

O'Keilly,  in  the  exuberance  of  his  spirits  at 
finding  himself  safe  ashore,  and  feeling,  I 
suppose,  that  he  had  too  much  spare  cash 
■with  him  to  make  floating  easy  in  case  of  an 
upset,  forthwith,  with  a  total  disregard  of  ex- 
pease,  invested  some  coppers  in  two  of  the 
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largest,  hardest,  and  stalest  jam  tarts  it  had 
ever  been  my  fortune  to  see  ;  they  were  about 
ten  inches  across,  and  after  we  had  vainly 
endeavoured  to  cut  into  them,  they  were 
passed  forward  to  the  foc'sle.  They  evi- 
dently proved  even  too  tough  for  there,  as 
I  afterwards  saw  Bill  surreptitiously  throw 
them  overboard  among  the  crumbs  as  he  was 
shaking  the  cloth,  when  they  immediately 
sank  like  a  lump  of  lead  ;  and  I  felt  thankful 
I  had  not  overtaxed  my  digestive  powers  with 
a  portion  of  them.  A  restless  sort  of  feeling 
drew  us  ashore  again  to  the  Aquarium  in  the 
evening  for  an  hour ;  but  we  had  had  a  hard 
day's  work,  so  soon  returned  on  board  and 
sat  about  on  deck,  listening  to  the  band 
playing  on  the  Spa,  which  was  just  opposite 
our  anchorage. 

The  cobles,  a  local  build  of  boat  used  on 
the  Yorkshire  coast,  interested  us  very  much. 
They  are  peculiar  in  their  make,  being  deep 
and  sharp  in  the  bow,  while  the  keel  runs  up 
to  nothing,  and  ends  in  a  flat  floor  amidships, 
where  an  extra  keel  commences  some  little 
distance  away  on  either  side  of  it,  and  lead- 
ing right  aft,  where  they  have  a  flat  and  rak- 
ing transome,  and  are  fitted  with  a  deep  but 
narrow  rudder.  I  believe  they  are  good  sea- 
boats  when  handled  by  men  used  to  them  and 
knowing  their  peculiarities,  but  are  not  safe 
in  a  stranger's  hands. 

They  are  generally  manned  by  three  men  ; 
and  there  is  also  a  larger  sort,  called  a  five- 
man  boat,  although  there  are  generally  seven 
persons  aboard  them,  five  of  whom  are  shores- 
men, and  divide  the  profits  of  the  season 
among  them  after  the  boat's  share  is  paid  ; 
the  sixth  hand  is  mostly  a  young  man,  re- 
ceiving half  a  share,  and  the  seventh  a  boy. 
These  boats  are  about  forty-six  feet  long  by 
sixteen  feet  beam,  clinker  built,  sharp  in 
the  bow  like  a  coble,  and  are  decked  with  a 
hatchway  amidships  and  small  cabin  astern 
for  the  men.  They  carry  three  masts  fitted 
with  lugsails,  and  sometimes  in  fine  weather 
hoist  a  topsail  on  a  shifting  mast  over  the 
main-lug,  and  with  a  small  jib,  tanned  like  the 
rest  of  the  sails,  look  very  picturesque  at  sea. 

Our  intention  being  to  leave  early  the  next 
day,  we  all  turned  in  at  10.30  for  a  good 
night's  rest,  and  very  soon  fell  asleep,  rocked 
by  the  gentle  swell  which  set  into  the  little 
bay. 

It  was  five  o'clock  when  I  turned  out  and 
gave  a  look  on  deck  the  following  mornmg. 
There  was  not  a  breath  of  wind  stirring,  and 
a  thick  dense  mist  hung  over  the  surface  of 
the  water,  and  prevented  one  seeing  anything 
twenty  feet  off,  so  I  concluded  to  turn  in  for 
another  forty  winks,  and  did  not  wake  again 
until  seven  o'clock,  when  I  found  the  rest 
were  up  and  busy  hoisting  the  mainsail  and 
getting  the  slack  of  the  cable  in,  ready  for  the 
first  little  puff  of  wind  that  chanced  our  way. 
The  mist  had  lifted  and  the  sun  was  shining 
brightly,  but  there  was  a  haziness  in  the  ap- 
pearance outside  in  the  offing  which  be- 
tokened wind  later  on,  and  the  mate  pre- 
dicted plenty  before  the  day  was  over  ;  but 
that  was  not  likely  to  deter  us  from  starting, 
although  he  always  evinced  a  strong  disincli- 
nation to  get  under  way  from  any  place 
when  once  the  anchor  was  down,  and  gene- 
rally saw  some  impediment  in  the  way. 

In  the  course  of  another  half- hour  we  could 
feel  a  little  breath  of  wuid;  so,  hastily  gettmg 
in  our  mud-hook,  we  trimmed  our  sails  and 
stood  out  from  the  land.  Breakfast  was  ready 
by  nine  o'clock,  at  which  we  had  some  capital 
plaice  that  Bill  had  fried,  having  procured 
them  from  a  smack  lying  close  to  us  on  the 
previous  day. 

The  little  puff  of  wind  befriended  us  until 


off  Robin  Hood  Bay,  when  it  headed  us,  and 
we  had  to  lay  off  our  course. 

Eobin  Hood  town,  or  village,  built  up  the 
side  of  the  clifl's  towards  the  northern  part  of 
the  bay,  has  a  most  quaint  and  picturesque 
aspect  from  the  sea,  the  red  roofs  and  grey 
stone  walls  seeming  to  be  literally  clinging  to 
the  sides  of  the  cliff.  On  a  moor,  some  two 
miles  to  the  southward  of  the  village,  there 
are  some  tumuli,  which  are  said  by  the  coun- 
try people  round  about  to  be  the  butts  at 
which  Eobin  Hood  and  his  merry  men  exer- 
cised their  shafts. 

We  tacked  off  and  on  against  the  tiresome 
head-wind,  and  at  one  o'clock  spoke  a  French 
lugger,  the  St.  Pierre,  of  Boulogne,  whose 
deck  was  covered  with  a  dirty-looking  lot  of 
men,  jabbering  and  making  as  much  noise  as 
if  she  was  full  of  monkeys.  Having  our  top- 
sail up  we  soon  passed  her,  and  eventually 
lost  sight  of  her  altogether  below  the  horizon. 

Whitby,  with  its  ruined  abbey  high  up 
above  the  town,  was  soon  under  our  lee  as  we 
went  about  on  the  opposite  tack. 

The  abbey  was  built  by  Osway,  king  of 
Northumbria,  in  657,  and  forms  a  notable 
feature  in  the  landscape.  Whitby  is  asso- 
ciated with  the  name  of  Captain  Cook,  who 
served  his  apprenticeship  in  a  vessel  belong- 
ing to  this  port,  and  it  is  a  curious  coincidence 
that  all  the  vessels  which  he  took  with  him 
on  his  voyages  round  the  world  were  built 
here. 

Dinner  was  over  by  half-past  three,  when  a 
stiff  breeze  coming  in  squally  puffs  made  it 
necessary  to  get  our  topsail  on  deck,  and  soon 
after  we  were  busy  taking  in  a  reef  in  the 
mainsail  and  shifting  jibs. 

That  work  over,  to  the  mate's  great  satis- 
faction I  took  the  tiller,  and  with  the  strong 
wind  made  good  headway ;  as  it  had  shifted 
sufficiently  to  enable  us  to  lay  somewhere  near 
our  course,  our  little  ship  going  over  the  seas 
hke  a  duck,  leaving  them  astern,  pounded  flat 
into  a  seething  mass  of  foam. 

At  a  general  meeting  of  directors,  held  that 
afternoon  on  the  gratings  abaft  the  tiller,  it 
was  finally  decided  not  to  put  into  any  other 
place,  however  great  the  attraction,  until  we 
had  reached  Granton,  up  the  Firth  of  Forth  ; 
so,  to  hurry  on  as  much  as  possible,  I  had  the 
topsail  set  over  the  reefed  mainsail,  and 
managed  to  carry  it  all  night. 

The  port  watch  turned  in  about  six  o'clock,, 
leaving  the  deck  toBill  and  me,  as  O'Eeilly  was 
again  overcome  by  the  "  motion  of  the  per- 
fidious ocean,"  as  the  French  say. 

The  tide  was  helping  us  along  in  fine  style 
now,  and  the  daylight  remained  so  long  after 
the  sun  had  sunk  below  the  horizon  that  it 
was  not  necessary  to  put  up  the  side-lights 
until  nearly  ten  o'clock. 

In  all  coasting  voyages  the  tide  demands 
a  good  deal  of  attention  and  careful  study  on 
the  part  of  the  navigating  yachtsman ;  and 
the  tides  in  the  North  Sea  are  slightly  con- 
fusing, as  the  varying  pressure  of  the  atmo- 
sphere and  direction  of  strong  winds  con- 
siderably affect  both  the  time  and  height  of 
high  water  at  various  places.  A  strong 
N.N.W.  gale  and  low  barometer  cause  the 
tides  to  run  half  an  hour  longer  along  the 
coast  from  the  Pentland  Firth  to  London,  and 
raise  the  surface  of  the  water  between  two 
and  three  feet  higher ;  while  the  opposite  effect 
is  produced  by  E.S.E.,  S.E.,  and  S.W.  winds, 
the  effects  of  which  are  felt  as  far  down  the 
coast  as  Dungeness  ;  so  there  is  always  plenty 
of  subjects  to  occupy  the  yachtsman's  mind 
and  prevent  him  dying  of  ennui,  as  so  many 
persons  who  never  go  to  sea  seem  to  fancj^ 
there  is  a  chance  of  doing. 

(_To  he  continued.) 
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THE   "BOY'S  OWN"   RUSTIC  CART. 


THE  Warner  wheels  I  have  recommended 
to  be  used  can  be  obtained  from  Messrs. 
Gadsdon — at  the  same  time  as  the  axle — and 
it  will  be  best  if  they  are  asked  to  insert  the 
axle  boxes  (Fig.  26  x  )  at  the  time  of  sending 
them.  The  cost  will  be  a  few  shillings,  but  the 


FIG  26  X' 


•work  will  be  quickly  and  truly  done  :  for  these 
large  firms  keep  a  staff  of  competent  mf  n,  and 
the  boxing  will  be  far  more  efficiently  done 
than  if  the  wheels  are  entrusted  to  a  country 
wheelwright.  The  tyi'e  should  be  of  i-inch 
iron,  and  the  fastening  nails,  or  tyre  rivets, 
should  be  capped  and  the  ends  clenched  inside 
the  wheel.  They  will  thus  be  as  strong  as 
possible.  The  brass  caps  of  the  axle  screw 
inside  the  hub  hoops  (which  can  also  be  fitted 
locally),  and  must  be  always  kept  full  of  oil, 
as  otherwise  a  Collinge  axle  is  somewhat 
prone  to  heat,  which  renders  the  cart  use- 
less till  unfixed,  which  is  done  by  pouring  in 
paraffin  and  allowing  it  to  insinuate  into  the 
fixed  parts. 

The  dash-boards  for  the  sides  are  two  pieces 
of  walnut  or  oak,  J  inch  thick,  6  inches  broad, 
and  the  length  of  the  top  bar.  The  irons  are 
too  simple  to  need  description,  and  may  be 
seen  on  any  cart.  Some  have  the  wings  set 
np  slanting,  but  if  fixed  in  the  ordinary  way 
it  answers  every  purpose.  The  edges  must 
he  carefully  bevelled  off  all  round. 

The  wheels  must  be  smoothed  up  and 
stained  to  match  the  predominant  hue  of  the 
cart.  Some  have  them  painted  and  lined; 
'but,  though  this  wears  better,  the  effect  is 
rather  patchy,  and  they  look  best  quite  plain 
and  varnished.  Neither  wheejs  nor  body 
must  be  sized ;  it  is  apt  to  make  the  varnish 
■crack  and  peel.  Four  or  five  coats  of  carriage 
copal  varnish,  finishing  up  with  a  couple  of 
coats  of  elastic  carriage  varnish,  will  leave 
nothing  to  be  desired  in  point  of  appearance. 

The  iron  work  must  be  given  two  coats  of 
lead  colour  priming,  each  of  which  must  be 
rubbed  down  with  sandpaper  of  the  finest 
kind.  The  floor  of  the  cart  must  also  share 
in  this  priming  inside  and  out.  Then  follows 
a  coat  of  drop  black,  ground  up  vyith  gold  size, 
to  the  iron  and  bottom,  and  a  finishing  coat 
of  black  japan.  It  is  quite  a  point  of  fancy 
if  the  spring  blocks  are  oak  colour,  varnished, 
or  black.  If  the  underworks  are  all  one  colour 
the  result  is  quiet  and  more  uniform,  but 
these  minor  details  are  pure  affairs  of  taste. 

The  varnishing  brushes  should  be  those 
sold  as  such,  or,  better  still,  borrowed  from  a 
practical  varnisher,  ready  "  broken  in  "  as  it 
is  termed.  If  bought  new  they  must  be  well 
soaked  before  using,  and  the  work  vfell  watched 
to  see  no  loose  hairs  are  about.  That  would 
be  ruination.  The  trick  of  varnishing  lies  in 
distributing  the  varnish  evenly,  in  long  sweep- 
ing strokes  along  the  sides  and  back,  and 
"Orossiag  the  work,  by  working  across  it  up 


By  F.  J.  Erskine. 
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and  down  till  it  is  all  covered  evenly  with  no 
runs.  On  no  account  must  the  length  strokes 
be  backwards  and  forwards,  thei/  must  be  all 
in  one  direction,  with  the  grain.  The  sides 
of  the  raves  are  terribly  apt  to  cause  runs, 
so  must  be  done  carefully. 

After  the  first  coat  of  varnish,  let  the  cart 
di-y  thoroughly  for  a  good  forty  hours.  Then 
comes  the  process  of  flatting  the  surface. 
Get  some  fine  pumice-stone  dust — which  will 
be  not  a  gritty,  but  an  impalpable  powder — 
mix  it  with  water,  and  take  a  small  quantity 
of  the  paste  and  a  large  quantity  of  water  on 
a  woollen  or  felt  pad,  and  rub  over  every  inch 
of  varnish,  steadily  and  lightly,  with  a  circu- 
lar movement  like  in  French-polishing.  The 
result  will  be  the  surface  will  lose  its  gloss, 
and  be  dead  and  smooth.  Next  take  a  soft 
sponge  and  a  pail  of  cold  water  and  wash  off 
the  dust  which  adheres,  and  finish  by  drying 
carefully  with  a  chamois  leather.  When  it  is 
quite  dry  put  on  another  coat  of  varnish,  and 
when  dry  "flat"  again.  The  result  will  be 
very  good  after  the  fifth  coat,  if  care  is  taken. 

When  the  shafts  are  quite  dry  and  hard,  it 
is  time  to  fix  the  leathers,  staples,  and  tug 
stops.  The  leathers  extend  from  the  point 
of  the  shaft  to  the  back  of  the  bend  in  front. 
It  is  best  to  cut  out  the  shape  of  the  leather 


and  its  dimensions  in  brown  paper ;  this 
saves  waste.  If  the  harness  is  black,  use 
patent-leather  ;  if  brown,  strap  leather.  The 
latter  is  more  fashionable.  To  fix,  put  a  nail 
through  each  end  of  the  leather  at  the  top  of 


Next  comes  the  question  of  the  seats  and 
cushions.  Any  upholstress  can  make  the 
two  square  cushions  needed  for  the  front 
seat.  Dark  blue,  dark  green,  or  grey  cloth 
is  best.  The  di-ivLng-cushion  must  be  wedge- 
shaped,  say  5  inches  deep  at  the  back,  slop- 
ing down  to  3  inches  deep  in  front,  18 
inches  long  (for  the  seat  will  be  about  a  yard 
long),  and  14  inches  wide — the  breadth  of 
the  seat.  The  seams  must  be  piped  with 
cord,  and  the  back  seam  left  open  to  insert 
the  stufling,  which  will  be  partly  horsehair, 
IJartly  flock.  Peg  down  the  case  on  a  deal 
table,  and  stuff  the  corners  first  with  flock. 
Eam  it  in  tight,  stop  short  only  at  bursting 
the  seams.  Line  round  the  sides  with  flock, 
and  put  the  horsehair  in  the  middle.  When 
the  cushion  will  hold  no  more,  sew  up  the 
seam  neatly. 

About  the  seat  itself  there  is  nothing  much 
to  say.  A  simple  board  of  pine  or  ash,  14 
inches  broad  and  as  long  as  required,  is  all 
that  is  needed.  It  should  be  painted  black, 
to  match  the  floor  and  other  fittings.  The 
iron  side-slides  are  jierforated  with  holes ; 
therefore,  a  couple  of  l^-inch  bolts  should  be 
driven  through,  so  that  they  may  fit  into  these 
holes  and  hold  the  seat  finnly  in  place.  The 
best  way  of  fixing  the  back  is  to  have  the 
top  of  the  seat-rail  angle  irons  screwed  down 
3  inches  of  their  length.  Holes  are  bored 
inside  the  back  bar  and  the  irons  are  screwed 
in,  and  remain  strongly  and  safely  ensconced 
in  the  wood  and  out  of  the  way. 

To  stuff  the  back  rail,  just  nail  pieces  of 
canvas  along  each  side  so  that  they  bow  out 
slightly ;  then  push  the  stuffing  in  with  a 
stick  from  each  end,  taking  care  to  obtain 
a  smooth  round  surface ;  cover  with  cloth, 
nailing  it  down  with  gimp  pins,  and  straining 
it  smoothly  with  care.  Bound  off  the  ends 
and  strive  after  neatness. 

This  completes  my  description  of  how  to 


the  shaft ;  then,  with  an  awl  and  strong 
needle  and  waxed  twine,  lace  the  leather 
smoothly  on  the  shaft.  The  leather  must 
meet,  and  come  level  with  the  metal-cap. 
Breeching  staples  are  not  often  put  in  a  dog- 
cart. Fifteen  inches  from  the  splinter  bar 
two  staples  are  generally  put  for  the  kicking 
straps.  The  leather  for  these  is  about  4 
inches  broad,  and  fixed  by  small  tacks.  The 
staples  are  screwed  on  in  the  middle.  The 
best  tug  stop  to  use  is  the  registered  adjust- 
able one,  costing,  with  plated  stop,  3s.  Q>d.  The 
peg  is  arranged  so  as  to  screw  in  in  three 
several  positions  an  inch  apart,  making  it 
suitable  for  all  sorts  of  cobs  (Fig.  27). 


build  a  rustic  cart.  None  of  it  is  theoretical ; 
every  part  has  been  worked  out  myself  and 
practically.  It  has  been  written,  so  to  speak, 
tools  in  hand,  and  may  be  relied  on.  Patience 
is  wanted,  and  accuracy.  The  material  will 
cost  about  lOZ.,  but  for  this  expenditure  a 
careful  worker  can  turn  out  a  cart  equal  to 
those  costing  three  and  four  times  as  much 
at  a  coach-builder's.  The  worker  must  have 
a  good  pair  of  eyes  to  note  down  the  points 
of  the  different  carts  he  sees  about.  Many 
wrinkles  may  be  picked  up  thus — but  it  must 
be  neatness,  above  all,  that  wins  the  day. 

(the  end.) 
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HOW  TO  PREPARE  AND  MOUNT  OBJECTS  FOR  THE  MICROSCOPE. 

By  E.  a.  E.  Bennett,  b.a., 

Author  of'Hoir  to  male  an  Induction  Coil"  "  Electric  Lamps  and  how  to  work  them,"  "  Electro-motors  and  how  to  make  them,"  etc.,  etc. 


FAET  III.  MOUNTING  IN  CANADA  BALSAM   [continiied) . 


A GOOD  deal  of  Canada  balsam  will  be  ex- 
pelled round  the  edge  of  the  glass  when 
it  is  lightly  pressed  down,  as  it  should  be,  over 
the  object.  If  before  mounting  it  was  ren- 
•dered  perfectly  flat,  it  will  not  be  necessary  to 
keep  the  cover  under  pressure  till  dry ;  with 
some  hard  objects  it  may,  however,  be  as 
■well  to  do  so,  and  a  very  small  weight  may 
therefore  be  placed  on  the  cover  to  keep  it  in 
its  place.  The  slides  are  now  to  be  put  into 
.a  warm  place  on  a  flat  surface.  The  kitchen 
oven,  after  the  fire  has  gone  out,  will  do,  but 
it  must  not  be  hot  enough  to  make  the  bal- 
sam boil,  or  bubbles  will  appear.  If  you  have 
mounted  the  leg  of  a  bluebottle  fly,  as  I  have 
intended  you  to,  this  is  what  you  will  see 
thi'ough  the  microscope  : — 


Fig.  3. — Leg  op  Fly. 

To  render  you  independent  of  the  kitchen 
-oven  while  your  slides  are' drying,  you  can 
place  them  on  the  top  of  a  flat  foot- warmer 
full  of  hot  water ;  the  water  will  keep  wann 
for  several  hours,  but  take  care  that  it  is  not 
too  hot  when  first  filled. 

After  a  few  hours  the  Canada  balsam  round 
the  edges  of  the  cover  will  be  hard  enough 
to  allow  you  to  scrape  off  the  superfluous  quan- 
tity expelled  by  the  pressure  ;  the  remaining 
traces  can  be  removed  by  means  of  a  rag 
dipped  in  tui-pentine.  The  slide  is  now 
finished,  except  that  it  has  to  be  labelled 
with  the  name  of  the  object.  It  can  either 
be  covered  entirely  with  the  covers  sold  on 
pui-pose  with  holes  punched  in  the  middle, 
through  which  the  object  appears,  or  it  can 
be  left  plain,  whichever  the  operator  prefers. 
For  myself,  I  have  a  leaning  to  the  latter 
course,  restricting  the  paper  covers  to  objects 
mounted  dry,  about  which  we  shall  learn 
by-and-by.  If  no  paper  cover  is  used,  a  small 
label  should  be  placed  at  each  end  of  the 
■slide,  one  containing  the  common  name  of 
■■the  object,  the  other  the  scientific  name,  and, 
if  you  like,  the  family  or  order  to  which  the 
insect,  &c.,  belongs. 

By  way  of  illustration,  I  give  a  slide  finished 
•and  with  labels  filled  up.    It  is  the  leg  and 


Fig.  4.— Tin?  Slide  whex  pixished. 


suckers  of  the  water-beetle  known  as  Dyticus 
marginalis  (Pig.  5),  which  is  one  of  the  most 
wonderful  objects  to  be  shown  by  the  micro- 
scope.   The  whole  of  the  pad  of  the  foot  is 


covered  with  small  suckers  on  trumpet-like 
stalks,  which  enable  the  beetle  to  hold  any 
object  on  which  he  chooses  to  make  a  meal  ; 
and  as  the  creature  is  exceedingly  voracious, 
all  sorts  of  small  fishes,  &c.,  fall  victims  to  its 
insatiable  appetite.    The  beetle  is  common 


Fig.  5.— Foot  and  Suckees  ov  Dttictts  marginalis. 
a,  large  sucker  disk. 
6,  smaller  sucker  disk, 
c,  c,  minute  crowded  suckers. 

enough  in  ditches,  &c.,  full  of  weeds  and 
stagnant  water,  and  may  be  caught  easily 
enough  by  means  of  a  ne^t.  They  even  pene- 
trate into  the  village  or  town  near  their  native 
pond  or  ditch  ;  and  when  flying  over  the  town 
on  a  moonlight  night,  they  sometimes  see  be- 
neath them  the  shimmer  of  the  glass  of  a 
green-house  or  cucumber-frame,  and  let  them- 
selves fall  with  a  crash  on  to  it,  thinking  it 
to  be  water.  On  two  or  three  occasions  this 
has  happened,  and  the  beetles  have  afterwards 
been  brought  to  me.  I  have  no  doubt  that 
numbers  have  done  the  same  without  being 
discovered. 

The  suckers  on  the  legs  belong  to  the  male 
beetle  only.  This  is  a  very  difficult  object  to 
mount,  the  suckers  retaining  so  much  air  that 
large  numbers  of  bubbles  are  sure  to  appear 
in  the  balsam.  It  is  therefore  best  to  heat 
it  in  the  Canada  balsam,  as  previously  ex- 
plained. While  being  soaked  in  the  potash 
solution,  the  leg  must  be  gently  squeezed  be- 
tween the  glass  slips,  as  mentioned  before,  till 
nearly  flat.  Great  care  has  to  be  taken  with 
it,  or,  in  pressing  out  the  interior  substance, 
the  leg  itself  may  be  ruptured,  and  thus  spoilt 
for  the  microscope.  Care  must  be  taken  with 
all  objects  during  this  process,  as  even  a  .small 
rupture  will  look  very  conspicuous  under  the 
microscope. 

I  said  just  now  that  the  Dyticus  marginalis 
was  to  be  caught  by  means  of  a  net.  During 
the  day  these  beetles  are  always  to  be  found 
in  their  ditches  ;  they  only  use  their  wings, 
as  a  rule,  when  it  is  dark. 

As  to  the  net.  This  needs  to  have  a  very 
strong  framework,  or  the  weeds  will  soon 
bend  it,  by  clinging  round  it  and  opposing  its 
progress.  Every  microscopist  must  provide 
himself  with  at  least  two  nets,  one  an  ordi- 
nary butterfly-net,  which  can  be  used  for 
catching  all  kinds  of  moths,  butterflies,  and 
other  flying  insects  on  the  wing  ;  the  other  a 
net  for  catching  beetles,  larvae,  and  other 
insects  in  the  water.  This  latter  should  have 
a  stout  handle,  say  a  broomstick  3  feet  long, 
and  a  framework  for  the  net  composed  of  a 
thin  piece  of  iron  about  2  inch  broad,  bent 
round  so  as  to  form  a  hoop,  and  fixed  tightly 
to  the  broomstick.  The  advantage  of  this 
is  that  the  iron  is  comparatively  hght,  and 
though  it  does  not  offer  much  opposition  to 


the  water,  through  which  it  is  sometimes 
necessary  to  move  it  sharply,  it  nevertheless 
gives  the  advantage 'of  the  iron  support.  The 
net  itself  may  be  made  of  "  leno  "  (which 
must  be  well  soaked  in  boiling  water  before 
use  to  make  it  flimsy)  for  small  organisms, 
or,  if  only  larger  insects,  &c.,  are  required,  it 
may  be  made  of  coarser  material,  such  as 
gauze.  The  water  soon  rots  away  the  ma- 
terial, so  it  will  want  renewing  at  intervals. 
,The  net  must  not  be  too  shallow,  or  the 
insects  will  jump  out ;  and  it  must  not  be 
too  deep,  or  the  stuff,  floating  about  in  the 
water,  will  prevent  the  handle  being  moved 
as  quickly  as  is  necessary.  I  prefer  it  rather 
shallow,  and  my  own  is  about  4  inches  deep. 

A  glass  bottle  is  a  very  useful  adjunct  with 
which  to  despoil  the  ditch  of  its  inmates. 
This  can  be  fixed  to  a  broomstick  also,  by 
means  of  wire  twisted  round  the  neck.  It 
should  be  plunged  to  the  bottom  of  the  ditch 
among  the  weeds,  upside  down,  and  then 
suddenly  turned  over.  In  filling  rapidly,  a 
lot  of  small  insects  will  be  sucked  into 
it.  Of  course,  this  will  provide  heaps  of 
objects  for  the  microscope  in  a  living  state, 
such  as  animalculffi,  &c.;  and  a  lot  of  insects 
fit  to  mount  as  permanent  objects  will  also 
be  secured  in  this  way. 

It  is  possible  to  mount  objects  in  Canada 
balsam  by  another  method,  which  I  give,  in 
order  that  if  any  one  should  fail  altogether  by 
the  first  method,  which  is  the  usual  way  to 
do  it,  he  may  have  another  plan  to  fall  back 
upon,  in  which  he  may  be  more  successful. 
I  must  say,  for  my  own  part,  if  possible  I 
prefer  the  first  method,  but  in  delicate  work 
it  sometimes  happens  that  the  heat  may  in- 
juriously affect  the  specimens,  and  therefore 
the  second  plan  is  to  be  adopted. 

You  must  be  provided  with  a  bottle  of  ether, 
or  some  of  your  chloroform  will  do  —  perhaps  it 
is  even  better — and  in  this  you  must  make  a 
solution  of  Canada  balsam  by  dissolving 
rather  stiff,  or  even  hard,  balsam  in  it. 
This  may  be  as  dilute  as  you  like,  but  it  is 
less  trouble  to  use  it  as  strong  as  possible  ; 
this,  of  course,  depends  on  the  specimen  to 
be  mounted.  The  specimen,  having  been 
placed  in  position  on  the  slide,  is  covered 
with  a  few  drops  of  the  solution  (which  should 
have  been  filtered  quickly  through  clean  blot- 
ting-paper), and  the  cover  glass  is  laid  on. 
The  slide  is  then  left  to  dry.  As  the  ether 
or  chloroform  evaporates,  air  will  enter  under 
one  end  of  the  cover.  The  slide  must  then 
be  gently  tilted  up,  and  more  solution  added 
to  fill  the  vacancy.  Of  course,  in  process  of 
time  the  whole  cover  will  be  filled  with  bal- 
sam only,  and  when  this  is  dry  the  slide  can 
be  cleaned  and  labelled  as  usual. 

The  slides  mounted  with  Canada  balsam 
must  be  taken  care  of,  for  the  balsam  in  the 
interior,  not  being  exposed  to  the  air,  will  re- 
main moist  for  weeks,  and  any  sudden  blow 
on  the  cover  may  dislodge  it,  and  the  slide 
have  to  be  mounted  again.  After  a  long  time, 
however,  the  balsam  gets  so  solid  that  object, 
cover,  and  mount  become  practically  one,  and 
can  be  taken  about  without  fear  of  damage. 
Objects  which  are  not  squeezed  entirely  flat, 
and  have  been  dried  under  pressure,  must  be 
carefully  treated  for  some  time,  as  the  up- 
ward pressure  in  the  centre  of  the  cover  is 
liable  to  move  it  upwards,  when  of  course  air 
enters  at  the  edges.  These  objects  (such  as 
stings,  &c.,  of  insects)  must  therefore  be 
given  plenty  of  balsam  when  mounting,  so 
that  there  is  plenty  of  room  for  them  between 
the  cover  and  the  slide. 

i.To  he  continued.) 
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HOCKEY. 

As  a  winter  game  hockey  ranks  next  to  foot- 
ball, and  since  the  scattered  clubs  have 
formed  themselves  into  an  association  its 
progress  has  been  most  encouraging.  In 
some  schools  where  football  is  objected  to, 
hockey  takes  its  place,  but  the  modes  of 
playing  it  are  various.  In  order  that  uni- 
formity may  prevail,  and  inter-school  matches 
be  rendered  possible,  it  is  essential  that  the 
game  be  played  in  accordance  with  the  lavv-s 
of  the  ruling  body.  We  therefore  give  the 
code  now  issued  by  the  Hockey  Association, 
as  supplementary  to  our  descriptive  article 
on  the  game  in  one  of  our  earlier  volumes  ; — 

RULES  OF  THE  GAME  OP  HOCKEY. 

1.  A  hockey  team  shall  number  eleven  players,  unless 
otherwise  agreed  by  the  respective  captains. 

2.  The  GROUND  sliall  be  100  yards  long,  and  not  more 
than  sixty  nor  less  than  fifty  yards  wide,  markal  with 
white  lines,  and  with  a  flag  at  each  corner.  The  lonser 
sides  to  he  called  the  "side-lines,"  and  the  shorter  sides 
the  "  goal-Unes." 

3.  The  GOALS  shall  be  in  tlie  centre  of  each  goal-line, 
and  shall  consist  of  two  uprights  twelve  feet  apart, 
with  a  horizontal  bar  seven  feet  from  the  ground. 

4.  In  front  of  each  goal  shall  be  drawn  a  line  twelve 
feet  long,  pai'allel  to  the  goaldine,  and  fifteen  yards  from 
it.  The  ends  of  this  line  shall  lie  ciirvfd  mund  to  the 
goal-lines  by  quarter  circles,  of  whii'Ii  tlie  yoal-posts 
form  the  centres.  This  line  to  be  eallal  the  "  striking 
circle." 

5.  The  BALL  shall  be  an  ordinary  ci-icket-baU,  painted 
white.* 

6.  The  STICKS  shall  have  no  metal  fittings  whatever, 
and  no  sharp  edges,  and  they  must  be  able  to  pass  through 
a  ring  two  inches  in  diameter. 

7.  No  player  is  to  have  any  metal  spikes  or  projecting 
nails  in  his  boots  or  shoes. 

S.  The  choice  of  goals  shall  be  tossed  for  at  the 
beginning  of  the  game,  and  the  goals  shall  be  changed 
at  half-time. 

9.  The  game  shall  be  started  by  one  player  of  each 
side  EtiLLYLN'G  THE  BALL  iu  the  centre  of  the  ground, 
and  after  each  goal  and  after  half-time  there  shall  be  a 
buUy  in  the  centre  of  the  ground.  The  bully  shall  be 
played  as  follows  :  Each  player  is  to  strike  the  ground 
on  his  own  side  of  the  ball"  and  his  opponent's  stick 
over  the  ball  three  times  alternately  ;  after  which 
either  of  the  two  players  shall  be  at  liberty  to  strike  the 
baU. 

10.  In  all  cases  of  a  bully,  every  player  shall  be  be- 
tween the  ball  and  his  own  goal-line. 

11.  A  GO.AL  is  scored  when  the  ball  has  been  driven 
between  the  goal-posts  under  the  bar.  No  goal  can  be 
scored  unless  the  ball  be  hit  from  a  i»int  mtliin  the 
striking  circle.  A  ball  struck  from  without  the  striking 
circle,  and  touching  or  glancing  efE  the  person  or 
stick  of  a  player  on  the  defending  side,  cannot  score  a 
goal. 

12.  When  a  player  hits  the  ball,  any  player  of  the 
same  side  who  at  the  moment  of  hitting  is  nearer  his 
opponent's  goal-line  is  off  side,  and  may  not  touch  the 
ball  himself,  nor  may  he  approach  within  five  yards  of 
it  until  it  lias  touched  or  been  hit  by  one  of  the  other 
side,  or,  ill  the  case  of  a  goal-keeper,  until  it  has  been 
liit  or  kickei  1  1  jy  him ;  nor  may  he  in  any  way  whatever 
interfere  with  any  other  player  unless  there  are  at  least 
three  of  his  opponents  nearer  their  own  goal-line. 

13.  The  ball  may  be  caught  (but  must  be  at  once 
dropped)  or  stopped  with  any  part  of  the  body  ;  hut  it 
must  not  be  picked  up,  carrieil,  kicked,  or  knocked  on, 
except  with  the  stick.  The  ball  shall  be  played  fmni 
right  to  left  only,  ami  no  left  or  back-hami.  d  i>l:iy. 
charging,  kicking,  collaring,  shinning,  or  tripiiint.'  -^hall 
be  allowed.  The  goal-keeper  (who  shall  be  luuni'd  ly 
his  captain  before  the  commencement  of  the  game) 
shaU,  however,  be  allowed  to  kick  the  ball  in  defence  of 
his  goal,  so  long  as  it  is  within  the  striking  circle. 
Fencing  or  hooking  sticks  shall  not  be  allowed,  unless 
one  of  the  players  is  on  the  ball.  A  player  shall  not 
run  in  between  his  opponent  and  the  ball  so  as  to 
obstruct  him,  nor  cross  liim  from  the  left  so  as  to  foul 
him. 

14.  When  a  player  strikes  at  the  ball,  his  stick  must 
not  during  any  portion  of  the  stroke  rise  above  his 
shoulder.  And  no  player  may  interfere  in  any  way  with 
the  game  unless  his  stick  be  in  his  hand. 

15.  On  the  occasion  of  a  free  hit,  no  member  of  the 
offending  side  shall  be  within  five  yards  of  the  spot 
where  such  hit  is  made,  and  the  striker  must  not  play 
the  ball  again  untU  it  has  touched  or  been  hit  by  an- 
other player. 


*  The  ball  must  be  painted  white  with  ordinary  white 
paint. 


IG.  The  PENALTY  for  any  breach  of  Rules  12, 13,  14, 
and  15,  committed  outside  the  striking  circles,  shall  be 
a  "free  hit"  by  one  of  the  opposite  side  on  the  spot 
where  thi-  rule  was  broken.  For  any  breach  of  Rules  12, 
13,  1  1,  and  |.'>  by  the  attacking  side,  committed  inside 
tliL'  siiikun-' circle,  a  free  hit  maybe  claimed  by  the 
defending  snie.  For  any  breach  of  Rules  12,  13,  14.  and 
15  committed  by  the  defeniling  side  inside  the  striking 
ring,  the  attacking  side  can  only  claim  a  "  bully." 

17.  When  the  ball  passes  over  the  "  si'le-line,"  it  shall 
Vie  rolled  out  along  the  ground  fr.im  where  it  crossed  the 
line  by  one  of  the  opposite  siile  to  that  of  the  player 
\\-\io  last  touched  it  in  any  direction  except  forward. 
Nn  other  player  shall  stand  within  five  yards  of  the 
siile-line.  Tlie  ball  may  be  i-oUed  out  at  once,  and  the 
iJayer  wdio  rolls  it  out  must  not  touch  the  ball  again 
until  it  has  touched  or  been  hit  by  another  player. 

IS.  If  the  ball  is  liit  behind  the  goal-Hne  by  the 
attacking  side,  it  shall  be  brought  out  twenty-five  yards 
in  a  direction  at  right  angles  to  the  goal  from  a  point 
where  it  crossed  the  line,  and  there  "  bullied  ;  "  but  if 
the  bad  glance  off,  or  i-^  Inr  li,  liind  liy  any  player  of  the 
defending  side,  a  player  fit  the  attacking  side  shall  have 
a  free  hit  from  a  point  on  the  [side-  or  base-Une  mthin 
a  yard  of  the  nearest  corner  flag,  and  at  the  moment  of 
such  hit  all  the  defending  side  must  be  behind  their 
goal-line,  and  all  the  attacking  side  must  be  outside  the 
striking  circle. 

19.  Should  there  be  no  umpire  or  umpires  appointed 
by  the  two  captains,  the  captains  shall  be  arbitrators  in 
ail  disputes,  and  should  two  umpires  or  arbitrators  fail 
to  agree,  they  must  appoint  a  referee,  whose  decision 
shall  be  final.  Where  there  are  two  umpires  but  no 
referee,  each  umpire  is  to  take  half  the  field  and  to  give 
his  decisions  in  his  half  only.  The  field  to  be  diviiled 
across  by  a  line  drawn  at  right  angles  to  the  side-lines 
through  the  centre  of  the  ground.  The  two  umpires 
shall  not  cross  over  at  half-time. 

Note. — The  game  is  usually  played  for  one  hour  and 
ten  miimtes.  Half-time  beiiig  called  after  thirty-five 
minutes. 


Fifth  Fokm  (Blockhead).— The  "Fifth  Form  at  St. 
Dominic's"  has  been  reprinted  iu  our  Bookshelf 
Series.    Its  price  is  5s. 

Birds  (R.  C.  Graham). — Me.ssrs.  Cooke  and  Son,  of 
Museum  Street,  w.c,  publish  a  catalogue  of  Birds' 
Eggs.  The  best  book  on  birds  at  present  is  probably 
the  guinea  book  by  Howard  Saunders,  published  by 
Gurney  and  Jackson,  late  Van  Voorst's,  in  Paternoster 
Row,  e.c. 

Penny  Whistle  (2). — "  The  Boy's  Own  Penny  Whistle  " 
has  long  been  out  of  print  in  the  paper,  but  it  is  re- 
printed in  "Indoor  Games,"  and  that  is  the  only 
foi-m  in  which  it  can  now  be  supplied. 

Harp  (CamberweUian). — Messrs.  Chappelland  Co.,  New 
Bond  Street,  would  supply  you  with  books  on  the 
harp  by  Chatterton  or  Thomas.  One  of  the  great 
makers,  like  Erard,  of  Great  Marlborough  Street, 
would  advise  you  as  to  the  best  book. 

Sticks  (R.  Bell). — If  you  steam  the  end  of  the  stick 
you  will  make  it  pliable.  Bend  it  then  into  the  shape 
you  want,  and  tie  with  wire  or  string  to  keep  it  ia 
position.  When  it  is  cold  and  dry  it  will  retain  the 
shape. 

Smoker. — Smoke  rises  in  the  air,  therefore  smoke  is 
lighter  than  the  air ;  therefore  if  you  fill  yourself 
with  smoke  you  decrease  your  weight.  Therefore, 
though  the  effect  of  two  cigarettes  a  week  is  not, 
strictly  speaking,  enormous,  still  it  must  have  a  ten- 
dency to  elevatory  influence,  and  woidd  not  diminish 
the  lightheartedness  that  troubles  you  ;  therefore  we 
say  don't  do  it. 

History  (Jampot). — M.rrv  Queen  of  Scots  was  born  at 
Linlithgow,    See  our  "  Castles  of  Scotland." 

Waterprciof  Boo'is  (L.  D.  P.). — To  make  boots  water- 
proof use  dnlitiiii  or  castor-oil. 

Fox  AND  frKKSE  ( E.  Iwankum). — There  is  a  chapter 
(in  •■  Fox  and  Civ-i-"  in  our  "Indoor  C^anies."  We 
know  of  no  otiicr  l  uli-^.  "  indoor  Games  "  is  published 
at  ciglic  sliiihng^. 

N.  Z. — The  Maories  are  assumed  to  have  amved  in  New 
Zealand  on  Christmas  Day,  1000. 


Electricity  (W.  Donaldson). — Birds  are  not  killed 
when  they  alight  on  telegraph  lines,  because  they  do 
not  short-circuit  the  current,  as  they  are  not  in  com- 
munication with  the  ground,  and  also  because  the 
current  necessary  to  work  a  telegraphic  instrument  is 
such  a  feeble  one  that  it  would  do  them  very  little 
damage  if  they  did. 

Kalendar. — 1.  The  legal  year  first  liegan  on  the  1st  of 
January,  1752.  The  alteration  was  made  by  24  Geo.  II., 
c.  23,  tlie  Act  that  rcformal  the  calendar.  Theeustom 
of  beginning  the  year  on  the  25th  of  March  was 
adopted  by  the  Anglican  Church  in  the  twelfth  cen- 
tuiy.  In  all  cases  of  two  dates  being  given  yon  take 
the  last ;  for  instance,  Charles  I.  was  beheaded  on 
the  30th  of  January,  1648-9,  which  is,  according  to 
present  reckoning,  30th  of  January,  1049.  When  the 
year  began  in  March,  it  of  course  made  September, 
October,  November,  and  December  the  seventh,  eighth, 
ninth,  and  tenth  months.  2.  In  Rome.  Spain,  and 
Portugal,  the  reformed  calendar  was  adopted  in  1582, 
ten  days  being  left  out  in  Octolior,  the  5th  of  that 
month'being  reckoned  as  the  15tli.  In  Fi-ance  it  was 
adopted  the  same  year,  the  10th  being  taken  as  the 
20th.  In  Holland  it  was  adoptefl  the  same  year,  but 
the  ten  days  were  left  out  later  in  the  month,  and  the 
15th  of  December  became  Christmas  Day.  In  Ger- 
many it  was  adopteii  in  1G82,  and  February  lost  its 
last  "ten  days.  In  Great  Britain  it  was  adopted  in 
1752,  when' the  3rd  of  September  became  the  14th. 
Sweden  adopted  the  new  calendar  next  year.  Russia 
and  Crreece  still  keep  the  old  calendar  going.  In  all 
the  countries  there  were  riots  on  the  part  of  those 
who,  like  you,  "  could  not  understand  why  they  should 
be  cheated  of  some  of  the  days  of  their  life  ! " 

Dumb-bells  (iElfleda). — For  all  ages  and  all  strengths 
dumb-bells  sliould  not  exceed  two  pounds  in  weight. 
See  our  chapter  on  Dumb-beUs  in  our  "  Indoor  Games." 

Gymnastics  (HamUcar). — The  most  flourishing  Gym- 
nastic Club  in  London  is  the  German  Gymnastic  So- 
ciety in  Paucras  Road,  N.w.  Apply  for  Prospectus  to 
the  Secretary.  There  are  Gymnastic  Classes  at  the 
Polytechnic,  in  Regent  Street,  and  at  the  Young 
Men's  Christian  Association,  for  particulars  of  which 
you  apply  at  Exeter  Hall,  or  Aldersgate  Street.  You 
might  then  get  information  of  classes  in  your  neigh- 
bourhood. 

Histories  (A.  F.).— Try  J.  R.  Green's  "  Short  History 
of  the  English  People,"  and  J.  H.  Biu-tou's  "  History 
of  Scotland." 

Fretwork  (J.  W.  McD.). — Messrs.  Melhuish  and  Co., 
Fetter  Lane,  London,  sell  every  kind  of  tools,  woods, 
and  designs  for  fretwork. 

Calisthenics  <A  Cape  Colonist).— Get  "  Indoor  Games 
anrl  Recreations,"  puMished  at  56  Paternoster  Row, 
e.c.  There  is  no  book  in  the  mai'ket  with  "more 
about  Gymnastics  and  Calisthenics." 

Mac. — Clerks  iu  the  -A-rmy  are  taken  from  the  ranks 
You  must  enlist  and  take  your  chance.  Civilian 
clerks  belong  to  the  Civil  Sen-ice,  not  the  Army. 


Paint  FOR  Camera,  etc.  (Inquirer). — 1.  You  can  make  a 
good  dull  black  paint,  for  jiainting  inside  of  cameraj, 
etc.,  by  mixing  togetlur  gold  size  and  good  larapljlack. 
If  too  much  gold  size  is  added  a  glossy  paint  will  ije  the 
result.  You  can  easily  find  the  riglit  amount  liy  ex- 
periment. 2.  It  depends  entirely  on  the  maker ; 
Taylor,  Taylor  and  Hobsou,  State  Street  Works, 
Leicester,  sell  very  cheap  lenses,  and  they  are  verif 
good.  £2  10s.  is  a  fair  price  for  a  J-plate  lens  ;  but 
W.  J.  Lancaster,  of  Colmore  Row,  Birmingham,  sells 
some  much  cheaper  than  that.  3.  Two  grains  chloride 
of  gold,  half-dram  acetate  of  soda,  ten  ounces  of 
water.  Mix  the  day  before  use,  and  throw  it  away 
after  toning  a  sheet  of  paper  ;  it  is  much  less  wasteful 
than  keeping  it.  It  will  tone  a  sheet  and  a  half  with, 
care. 

Model  Engine  (Alfred  Fuller). — You  have  commenced 
your  engine  at  the  wrong  end.  as  the  cylinder  is  the 
principal  portion,  and  all  other  parts  sliouM  be  made 
in  proportion  to  that,  and  it  should,  therefore,  be  the 
first  consideration.  Your  idea  is  of  no  practical  use, 
and  would  network.  What  you  requii'e  is  the  ordi- 
nary slide  valve,  worked  by  an  excentric  on  crank 
shaft,  and  there  are  drawings  and  fuU  instnictions 
for  making  this  iu  our  Vol.  VII.  p.  37. 

Takini;  OnuKKS  (Clericus  and  others). — Not  being  a 
graduatr  ot  oni-  ^it  tJie  universities  you  will  have  to 
take  a  t\\  o  yrar>'  course  at  one  of  the  theological  col- 
leges, and  tiien  pass  the  Cambridge  Preliminary  Theo- 
logical Examination,  before  you  coidd  be  accepted  for 
Holy  Orders.  One  or  two  of  the  bishops  occasionally 
ordain  men  who  have  worked  in  their  dioceses  for  two 
years  as  licensol  lay-readers,  and  have  then  passed 
the  above  examination  ;  but  we  do  not  recommend 
you  to  adopt  that  course.  You  will  find  many  useful 
"hints  in  "  A  Guide  to  Ordination,"  published  by  Bem- 
rose  and  Sons,  23,  Old  Bailey. 

B.WTERY. — The  solution  of  sulphate  of  copper  in  the 
Daniell  battery  should  be  "  satiu-ated,"  that  is,  it 
should  contain  as  much  of  the  crystals  as  the  water 
will  take  up.  You  can  dissolve  as  much  as  you  can 
in  hot  water,  and  then  pour  into  the  jar  when  cold. 
The  extra  crystals  are  put  into  the  solution  in  order 
to  keep  it  sat  urateil.  The  amount  of  sulphate  of  zinc 
is  not  of  much  importance,  but  about  li  or  2  ounces 
in  each  jar  full  of  water  will  be  about  right.  Hope 
you  will  succeed  better  now. 

Young  Natur.u,ist. — For  a  "  sugaring  "  preparation, 
stir  up  a  wineglassftd  of  coarse  nmi  and  a  little  beer 
into  a  pound  of  green  treacle,  and  paint  the  mixture 
in  narrow  streaks  upon  the  trunks  of  trees,  etc.,  at 
dusk.  The  streaks  should  be  about  a  foot  long  by 
three  inches  wide ;  a  rough-barkeii  tree,  such  as  the 
elm  and  oak,  are  better  than  smooth.  Sometimes 
Viutterfiies  will  come  to  the  patches  by  day  ;  but  no 
compound  has  as  yet  been  invented  for  specially  at- 
tracting them. 

T.  G.  W.  Sandford.— The  bird  which  you  saw  was  un- 
doubtedly a  dipper. 

W.  B.  D.  (Newcastle-on-Tyne). — You  ask  a  question 
which  it  would  require  hours  to  answer.  An  article 
on  the  subject  appeared  in  oirr  first  volimae.  How 
can  we  possibly  tell  you  on  what  to  feed  your  cater- 
pillars when  you  do  not  even  say  to  what  species  they 
belong  ? 


A  very  awUward  posiiion'l— (See page  Hi.) 
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TTakry  Dawson  had  let  go !  Since  all 
JJ.  power  of  voluntary  movement  was 
suspended  for  the  time  being,  his  hoAv 
with  legs  and  arms  outstretched  and  toes 
nearly  touching  fingers,  feU  with  all  the 
dead  weight  of  its  inertia.  Five  feet  deep 
was  the  lake,  and  the  hole  made  in  it  by 
Harry's  rounded  back  was  enormous  The 
startled  waters  rushed  in  to  fill  the  cavity 
and  uprose  m  a,  mighty  colimm,  as  though 
a  torpedo  had  been  sprimg  beneath  the 
flood.  FuU  upon  the  sleeping  form  of  Dr 
±'o*-chester  burst  the  cohmm  in  a  shower- 
bath  of  bubbling  spray,  waking  him  in- 
stantly. He  pushed  aside  his  straw  hat. 
He  rubbed  his  eyes,  and  looked  with  watery 
■nsian  and  open  mouth  right  and  left,  while 
the  pmit  rocked  on  the  sm-face  of  the 
troubled  deep. 

At  the  same  moment,  evidently  startled 
by  the  same  cause,  there  issued"^from  the 
shelter  of  reeds  and  rushes  close  to  the 
nose  of  the  punt  the  two  black  swans 
mentioned  in  a  former  story.  Utterin" 
screams  of  alarm,  the  two  birds  commenced 
a  boisterous  retreat  across  the  lake  The 
commotion  they  raised  in  their  scurryin- 
scramble  sent  the  water  flying  in  froth  and 
spray  far  and  wide. 

The  doctor  had  made  himself  very  com- 
fortable on  the  cushions  m  the  stern  of  the 
ship,  and  It  was  no  easy  matter  for  him  to 
sit  up  all  m  a  moment.    Nor  did  he  see 
any  immediate  reason  why  he  should  be 
m  a  hurry  to  move.    To  be  sure,  he 
was  very  moist  from  the  late  sousing,  but 
obviously  he  would  be  no  drier  by  sudden 
exertion.    Takmg  out  his  handkerchief  he 
lazily  brushed  off  the  dew,  and  then  with 
the  canoe-paddle  he  leisurely  proceeded 
towards  the  pier.    He  was  under  the  im- 
pression that  the  noise  and  the  wettin<T 
which  awoke  him  had  been  caused  by  the 
swans.    They  had  presiuned  upon  h'is  re- 
pose to  perform  their  ablutions  close  to 
the  punt,  and  his  sudden  movement  had 
alarmed  them.    All  this  was  so  evident  to 
the  doctor  that  he  never  gave  a  thouo-ht  to 
looking  for  any  other  cause.    He  had  a 
vague  idea  that  the  sound  of  splashin- 
which  awoke  him  was  very  considerable'^ 
but  then  the  mystic  mfluence  of  sleep  in 
the  realms  of  dreamland  is  capable  of 
magmtymg  molehills  into  mountains,  and 
whispers  into  thunders. 

You  may  be  sure  that  I  watched  these 
proceedings  with  the  closest  interest  and 
attention.  It  was  so  obvious  that  the 
doctor  should  thinli  as  I  have  suggested 
above.  The  two  swans  burst  froin  their 
hiding-place  close  to  the  nose  of  the  punt 
and  their  terrified  cries  were  so  loud  and 
their  whole  behavioiu-  so  eloquent  of 
splashing  and  noise,  that  I  myself  almost 
toi;got  the  real  origin  of  the  excitement. 

J3ut  I  was  mmiediately  reminded  of  it 
by  the  sudden  appearance  of  Harry's  head 
above  the  water.  He  had  fallen  in  the 
rear  of  the  punt,  and  the  shock  of  the  cold 
water  had  recalled  his  scattered  wits 
ihen  naturally  his  limbs  aroused  their 
enei-gy  to  deliver  him  from  a  watery  grave 
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and  so  his  head  uprose  to  view.  Seein" 
the  Doctor's  great  straw  hat  just  in  front 
ot  him,  he  instantly  dived  again,  and 
(luietly  swam  round  the  adjacent  pro- 
inontory  of  the  island,  where  tlie  shrubs 
ottered  close  and  friencUy  shelter.  Harry 
dragged  his  dripping  person  up  the  bank, 
and  concealed  himself  safely  in  the  thickets, 
there  to  remain  imtil  the  coast  should  be 
clear  of  danger. 

All  this  I  watched  with  absorbed  atten- 
tion. Ihe  Doctor  proceeded  on  Ins  voyat^e 
He  landed  at  the  pier,  and  moored  his 
vessel  close  inshore.  Then  he  walked  to- 
wards the  house,  and  finally  disappeared 
froni  view.    I  at  once  hailed  my  friend. 

"  I  say,  Harry,  that  was  the  narrowest 
shave  you  ever  had  in  your  life  !  What  a 
lucky  escape !  " 

"Narrowest    shave,   do   you  call  if 
It's  the  broadest  ducking  that  I  ever  had' 
at  any  rate ;  and  I  don't  see  %\-here  the 
escape  comes  in.    I'm  sure  to  be  cauffht ' 
sooner  or  later." 

"  No,  of  course  not— easy  enough.  I'll 
cut  off  and  get  your  dry  things.  You  can 
swim  to  land  and  change  behind  the  beech 
tree.  We'll  spread  your  flannels  out  to 
dry,  and  no  one  will  be  any  the  wiser." 

"  AVell,  look  sharp,  and"  bring  a  to\\  el 
while  you  are  about  it." 

I  ran  off,  and  managed  to  smuggle  do\\  n 
the  necessaries.    I  found  Harry  already 
rid  of  his  wet  garments,  behind  the  tree. 
He  was   soon    dried   and  dressed,  his 
flannels  were  spread  out  to  dry,  and  we 
both  shortly   afterwards   presented  our- 
selves m  the  class-room.    We  were  ten 
mmutes  late,  and  got  an  imposition.  But 
that  was  all,  arid  Harry  Dawson,  at  any 
rate,  did  not  grumble,  nor  consider  it  an 
excessive  penalty  ;  he  was  so  amazed  to 
think  he  should  escape  any  more  serious 
consequences  of   his  misdemeanour.  It 
undoubtecUy  shook  his  confidence  in  the 
Doctor's  sagacity  to  think  that  a  solid  boy 
could  drop  from  a  height  of  twenty  feet 
into  the  water,  not  two  yards  away"  from 
tlie  Doctor,  and  actually  not  be  caught ! 
Of  all  the  surprising  things  that  had  ever 
happened  m  his  school  experiences  this 
was  surely  first  and  foremost.  So  thought 
the  other  boys  when  the  news  of  the  ad- 
venture was  published.  They  could  hardly 
believe  it ;  the  Doctor  had  such  a  way  of 
finding  out  everything.    But  it  is  very 
certain  that  he  never  found  out  this.  It 
only  proves  that  the  wisest  of  men  may 
occasionally  be  foimd  napping,  and  so  can- 
not be  considered  absolutely  infallible. 

After  this  incredible  escape  Harry 
Dawson  showed  his  appreciation  of  the 
part  played  by  the  black  swans.  He  used 
to  collect  pieces  of  broken  bread  from 
the  breakfast-tal)le,  and  run  down  to  feed 
them.  One  day  the  Doctor  foimd  him  so 
occupied. 

_  "  You  seem  very  fond  of  those  beautiful 
birds,  Harry." 

"Yes,  sir;  I  think  they  ought  to  be 
encouraged.  Perhaps  theV  are  distant 
relations  of  those  that  saved  Rome,  sfr  " 


"  ^"^  iJiose  were  grey  geese,  not  fclat-k 
swans.'' 

"  Were  they,  sir  ?  Oh,  yes— I  forgot." 

"  I  don't  know,"  continued  the  Doctor 
"  that  swans  ever  proved  of  suck,  valuable- 
aid  to  men  in  sudden  danger." 

'•  Didn't  they,  sir  ?  Well,  perhaps  they 
did  to  boys." 

Harry  felt  he  -n-as  ventjirin^  on  dano'er- 
ous  ground,  and  \vas  amazed  at  hia  mv.ia 
audacity. 

"Possibly  so,"  replied  the  Doctor.  "-I 
cannot  at  this  moment  recall  any  in- 
stances.   But  I  will  have  a  loak  at  the 
classics.    There  are  some  prstty  storie'--. 
about  swans  in  the  mythology.  "  I  would 
remind  you  of  that  p"rmcfr  of  the  Li<Tu- 
rians^who  used  to  walk  alcaig  the  banklo^ 
tiie  ii^ridanus  lamenting  over  the  fate  oi' 
Phaeton.    When  that  rash  youth  pre- 
sumed to  drive  ihe  horses  of  the  Sun 
across  the  heav  en,  they  became  unman- 
ageable, and,  rushing  fi-om  their  proper 
track,  wellnigh   involved   the  world  in 
fiery  destruction.    Then  Jupiter  struck 
Phaeton  dead  with  a  flash  of  lightning 
and  hurled  him  into  the  Eridanus.  And 
the  young  prmce  used  to  walk  along  th& 
banks  of  the  river  weeping  for  his  lost 
friend,  until  Apollo,  taking  pitv  upon  the- 
disconsolate  mourner,  changedhim  into  a. 
swan,  and  placed  him  among  the  stars. 
Isn  t  that  a  jsretty  story,  my  boy  " 

"Yes,  sir.  I  wish  they'd  put  i't  in  the- 
-Latin ^books.    It's  better  than  Ca?sar." 

"  Well,  you  stick  to  your  Cffisar,  Harry,, 
and  perhaps  some  day  you  will  find  it  in  a. 
J-iatin  book." 

The  school-bell  rang,  and  Harry  hurried 
ott  once  more  to  his  hated  Cssar,  and 
drew  a  picture  of  Phaeton  driving  the  Sun 
m  a  coach-and-four,  with  grooms  and  a 
lot  of  httle  suns,  on  the  fly-leaf  of  his 
dictionary. 

I  am  aware  that  Dr.  Porchester  is  a. 
constant  reader  of  the  Boy's  Own  Paper 
(oh  yes,  he  still  takes  interest  in  bovs-a,' 
grand  old  man— and  long  may  he  so"  con- 
tinue !)  I  cannot  help  smiling,  to  think 
how  he  will  open  his  eyes  when  he  find» 
out  the  real  cause  of  the  shower-bath  he 
enjoyed  ('?)  on  that  merry  Mav-day  Ion"- 
ago.  And  I  hope  Colonel  Dawson,  Y.c" 
wiU  not  be  very  angr^•  ^vhh  me  for  betra^-- 
mg  confidence.  It  was  too  good  a  chance 
lor  a  story  to  be  lost. 

(tbe  end.) 


GEORGE  EREEBORN  :  SAILOR,  EXILE,  and  EIEST  PARSON  of  AURORA  ISLAND. 
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chapter  ix. — the  diadem  is  p.ud  off. — the  lion  of  the  parish. — i  fall  in  love,  and  its  course  is  not  smooth. — 
i  receive  an  unexpected  invitation  to  serve  under  a  foreign  flag. 

"  There's  a  Divinity  doth  shape  our  ends. 
Rough-hew  them  how  we  will." — Hamlet. 


IF  any  one  wants  a  real,  luimitigated  joy, 
let  him  go  for  a  long  cruise  to  the 
antipodes  in  a  man-of-war ;  a  vessel  not 
bound  to  hurry  herself,  not  bound  to  go  at 
tip-top  speed,  crowding  all  sail ;  not  boiind 
to  take  the  nearest  course,  and  often  put- 
ting to  sea  for  the  mere  sake  of  piitting 
to  sea,  with  a  glorious  uncertamty  as  to 
when  she  will  put  into  port  again.  Let 
such  a  one  be  parted  for  two  or  three 
years  from  all  he  holds  most  dear,  receiv- 
ing about  three  mails  from  England  during 
that  time  ;  and  then  after  all  the  vicissi- 
tudes of  cahn  and  storm,  after  many  a 
night's  anxious  watch  in  all  weathers,  let 
him  round  St.  Catherine's  Point  on  some 
fine  summer's  morning  with  a  gentle 
breeze  blowing  from  the  hayfields  of  the 
Isle  of  Wight,  and  if  he  is  not  as  happy 
as  a  king,  well,  I  can  only  say  that  he 
ought  to  be. 

For  myself,  I  had  then  no  visions  of 
injured  tailors  praying  me  to  settle  their 
little  account,  and  in  the  same  breath 
soliciting  my  further  kind  commands.  I 
was  not  beset  with  hotel  bills,  livery- stable 
bills,  or  any  of  those  other  delights  with 
which  I  afterwards,  alas  !  became  only  too 
familiar.  I  viewed  with  complacency  be- 
yond imagination  the  ancient  homes  of 
Portsmouth,  with  their  picturesque  red- 
tiled  roofs,  backed  by  the  green  slopes  and 
chalky  cliffs  of  Portsdown  Hill,  the  natural 
guardian  of  the  enchanting  eoimtry  that 
lies  behind.  As  we  threaded  our  way 
with  stately  pride  through  the  huge  black- 
and-white  line-of-battle  ships,  and  the 
numberless  small  craft  and  wherries  that 
thronged  the  harbour,  I  felt  in  a  wonder- 
fully contented  frame  of  mind,  ready  to 
declare  my  implicit  belief  that  His  Ma- 
jesty's Dockyard,  Portsmouth,  was  far  and 
away  the  finest  place  m  the  world. 

No  sooner  were  we  safely  moored  than 
a  most  curious  scene  presented  itself  to 
our  eyes.  The  Diadem  was  immediately 
surroimded  with  a  flotilla  of  small  boats 
crowded  both  with  anxious  relatives  and 
friends  of  the  crew,  and,  alas  !  by  persons 
who  came  thither  with  no  such  friendly  m- 
tentions,  but  with  the  sole  idea  of  fleecing 
poor  Jack  out  of  as  much  as  possible  of 
his  hard-earned  pay.  It  is  sad  to  thinli 
how  much  of  this  kind  of  thing  is  stUl 
going  on,  in  spite  of  the  immense  improve- 
ment which  has  taken  place  owing  to  de- 
voted philanthropy  both  inside  and  outside 
of  the  Eoyal  Navy.  I  beheld  with  much 
amusement  the  buxom  wife  peering  up- 
ward among  the  throng  of  faces  which 
lined  the  hammock-nettings  for  the  well- 
known  physiognomy  of  her  lord,  and  at  the 
same  time  holding  up  the  baby  he  left 
behind  him,  now  grown  a  fine  youngster  ; 
the  mother  marvelling  at  the  change  in 
her  son  from  a  thin,  weedy,  ill-conditioned 
boy  to  a  fine  stalwari;  man,  with  more 
than  a  suspicion  of  a  coming  beard ;  the 
meeting  of  the  lover  and  his  blushing 
sweetheart,  and  the  rueful  looks  of  more 
than  one  aoaman  or  marine  with  whom 
the  custom-house  officials  inconveniently 
required  an  interview.  Nor  were  there 
wanting  sadder  scenes ;  a  mother  mourn- 


ing over  her  lost  child,  and  wailing,  we 
think  somewhat  unreasonably,  at  the  idea 
of  lus  being  biu-ied  at  sea;  a  wife  who 
came  to  look  for  her  husband,  whose 
earthly  career  had  been  brought  to  a  close 
months  before.  We  had  had  no  oppor- 
tunity of  sending  to  her  the  sad  news  of 
her  widowhood.  I  shall  never  forget  the 
scene  ;  her  wan,  white  face,  her  look  of 
acute  despair,  the  tea?3  of  her  little  chil- 
dren. Nor  shall  I  easily  forget  how  the  rough 
seamen,  inured  for  years  to  the  sight  of 
bloodshed  and  aU  the  horrors  of  war,  men 
accustomed  never  to  speak  half  a  dozen 
words  without  an  oath,  hai'd  drinkers  and 
loose  livers  though  most  of  them  were,  yet 
gathered  round  the  little  gi-oup  of  mourners 
with  aU  the  tenderness  of  knightly  chi- 
valry, and  a  sympathy  deep  as  a  woman's, 
and  fi'om  their  own  purses  immediately 
subscribed  enough  money  to  provide  the 
whole  family  with  mournmg,  with  a  few 
pounds  to  spare  for  other  immediate  wants. 

All  was  bustle  and  confusion,  the  ex- 
changing of  news,  the  receiving  and  for- 
wardmg  of  despatches,  the  visit  of  now 
one  high  official,  now  another.  Everythmg 
spoke  of  home,  our  work  accomplished, 
and  coming  rest  and  holiday.  I  felt  that 
it  was  well  worth  while  to  have  been  abroad, 
and  to  have  returned  with  so  intense  a 
love  for  my  native  land.  But  I  would 
have  cheerfiilly  left  Portsmouth  the  very 
next  day  had  the  necessities  of  the  service 
demanded  it,  so  eager  was  I  to  follow  the 
glorioiis  example  of  so  many  heroes  of  the 
sea. 

However,  Vlionanc  propose,  Dieu  dis- 
pose. I  was  not  to  continue  in  the  British 
navy ;  and  as  the  bulk  of  my  adventures 
took  place  when  I  was  serving  under 
another  flag,  I  intend  deliberately  to  skip 
over  the  next  two  years,  save  that  I  must 
now  relate  a  circumstance  which  materi- 
ally affected  my  after  life. 

Oivc  ship  was  shortly  paid  off ;  but, 
before  the  pennant  was  hauled  down,  to 
my  surprise  the  captain  sent  for  me.  He 
was  a  good  officer,  but  lived  at  such  a  dis- 
tance from  his  juniors  that  I,  at  any  rate, 
might  be  said  to  have  scarcely  made  his 
acquaintance.  Judge  of  my  astonishment, 
then,  when  I  fomid  him  seated  with  Mr. 
JoUife,  and  heard  liim  assmre  that  gentle- 
man and  myself  that  he  had  a  very  high 
opinion  of  my  conduct  and  abilities,  and 
would  serve  me  in  any  way  that  lay  in  his 
power. 

He  gave  me  a  card  with  his  private  ad- 
dress, and  bade  me  write  to  him  in  case 
of  need;  and  Mr.  Jollife,  who  now  showed 
himself  marvellously  gracious  and  conde- 
scending, invited  me  to  dine  with  him  at 
the  "  George,"  as  an  appropriate  finish  to 
a  successftii  commission. 

Delighted,  as  the  reader  may  imagine, 
at  finding  myself  so  warmly  recommended, 
and  rejoicing  in  my  fr-eedom,  I  was  not 
long  in  turning  my  face  homewards,  and 
in  a  few  days  found  myself  dropped  by  the 
Blazer  at  the  "  Bear  and  Ragged  Staff," 
High  St.  Warwick.  Not  finding  Ezra, 
as  I  expected,  I  sallied  forth  in  the  di- 
rection of  the  market-place  m  search  of 
him.  How  quiet  and  eminently  respect- 
able the  dear  old  street   looked  ;  how 


pleasant  it  was  to  contemplate  once  more 
the  long  line  of  ancient  houses,  a  delicious 
blending  of  delicate-coloured  sandstone  and 
brick — warm  i-ed  or  snowy  white — with 
black  timbers,  embodying  several  centuries 
of  history  in  the  varied  architecture.  They 
tell  me  the  old  place  looks  much  the  same 
still,  that  it  has  an  abiding  character  of 
English  solidity  and  comfort,  and  an  un- 
swerving attachment  to  all  that  was  good 
in  the  old  time  ;  and  this,  too,  in  spite  of 
the  fact  that  the  neighbouring  village  of 
Leamington  Priors  has  sprung  up  with 
marvellous  rapidity  into  a  fashionable 
watering-place,  the  elegant  villas  cf  which 
extend  over  several  miles,  and  make  the 
ancient  county  town  end  its  younger  neigh- 
bour practically  one. 

As  I  was  conten)plating  the  pleasant 
scene  I  espied  Ezra  standing  on  the  oppo- 
site side  of  the  street,  in  doubt  whether  it 
were  really  myself  or  no,  so  tanned  was  I 
by  the  tropical  sun,  and  to  such  an  extent 
had  I  developed  under  my  new  mode  of 
life. 

And,  indeed,  I  must  have  looked  rather 
a  curious  object ;  for  my  clothes  were  one 
and  all  too  small  for  me,  and  very  much 
the  worse  for  wear.  But  I  soon  satisfied 
my  friend's  doubts  as  to  my  identity 
by  crossing  the  street  and  greeting  him 
warmly ;  and  good,  indeed,  it  was  to  grasp 
that  burly  honest  hand  once  more,  to  hear 
that  kindly  voice  again,  and  ply  my  friend 
with  a  thoi;sand  (questions  about  heme  and 
all  that  I  loved  there.  We  made  our  way 
back  to  the  inn,  where  I  proudly  called 
for  a  (]uai't  of  their  best  ale  for  my  old 
friend,  and  further  bestowed  upon  him  a 
large  coil  of  tobacco,  carefuUy  prepared  on 
board  ship  in  the  orthodox  manner.  To 
have  seen  Ezra  in  the  enjoyment  of  a  pipe- 
fril  of  this  special  compcmid  was  to  me 
worth  many  a  hundred  miles  cf  travel. 
Having  satisfactorily  accomplished  what 
little  busmess  remained  to  be  transacted, 
we  ordered  out  the  light  cart,  and  were 
soon  proceeding  merrily  on  our  way  home- 
ward, through  delicious  green  lanes  as  yet 
uninvaded  by  railways,  and  inhabited 
by  simple,  good-mannered  folk,  with  very 
warm  hearts  and  an  idea  of  what  is  be- 
coming— sadly  lacking,  I  am  afraid,  in  our 
own  day. 

"  And  how's  mother  ?  "  I  said  to  Ezra, 
when  we  got  clear  of  the  town. 

"  Well,  Master  George,  Oi  be  agooin'  to 
spake  the  truth ;  'er  took  on  dreadful  like 
when  jon  first  went  away — seemed  as  if 
nothin'  'ouldn't  'elp  'er  to  bear  up  with  it 
no'ow.  We  was  very  mooch  afeerd  on  'er 
at  woon  toime ;  'er  face  got  so  thin  and 
drawed  loilie,  and  'er'd  got  to  eat  very  nigh 
nothin',  and  'er'd  a  nasty  cough  with  it. 
Me  and  the  Missis  didn't  kno^v  what  to 
make  on  it  at  all,  and  even  the  children 
noticed  it.  We  was  very  miserable  about 
it,  I  can  tell  you." 

I  felt  a  hunp  rising  in  my  tin-cat ;  I  was 
very  near  shedding  tears ;  but  I  controlled 
myself. 

"  Woon  day  our  doctor  'ad  been  down 
to  see  'er,  and,  instead  o'  ridin'  off  again 
at  once,  as  'e  were  used  to  do,  'e  comes 
stridin'  into  our  kitchen. 

"  '  Mornin',  sir,'  says  I. 


" '  'Obbins,'  says  'e,  '  do  you  know  as 
your  Missis  is  very  ill "?  ' 

"  '  Oi  do,  indeed,  sir,'  Oi  says  ;  '  me  and 
tlie  Missis  'ave  noticed  it  this  long  woild  ; 
we're  very  un'appy  about  it,  sir.' 

"  '  Ah,  well  you  may  be,'  says  'e  ;  '  'er's 

frettin'  'erself  into  'er  grave,  'er  is ;  'er 
luust  'ave  change  of  air  and  fresh  com- 
pany ;  and,  what's  more,  'er'll  die  if  'er 
dooant  'ave  it.  Oi've  just  been  a  tellin' 
'cr  so  plainly.' 

Well,  sir,  we  tried  all  as  we  could 
thinlf  on  to  get  'er  to  goo  away  for  a  bit, 
n-nd  at  last  we  persuaded  'er  to  goo  and 
stay  for  a  month  with  a  sister  o'  mine  as 
'as  a  large  farm  down  Bidford  way,  as  is 
a  very  'ealthy  place,  Oi've  'eerd.  But  'er 
didn't  seem  to  git  no  better,  and  soon  come 
baclf  again ;  and  we  was  very  melan- 
choly. 

"  W ell,  woon  day,  a  strange  gent  come 
to  our  place,  and  the  Missis  seemed  as 
glad  to  see  'im  as  never  was.  They  was  a 
long  toimo  together  walkin'  up  and  down 
the  garden  and  orchard,  and  at  last,  when 
'e  were  goin'  away.  Missis  sent  for  me, 
and  said,  '  'Obbins,'  this  is  a  old  fi-iend  o' 
my  'usband's ;  we  played  together  when  we 
was  children;  and  now  'e's  a  great  planter 
in  the  West  Indies,  and  'e's  goin'  back 
theer  for  foive  years  more,  and  'e  wants 
me  to  take  care  of  'is  little  girl  in  the 
meantime  ;  'er'll  be  'ere  on  Tuesday  ;  and 
Oi  shall  want  to  'ave  'er  fetched  froln  Bir- 
mingham.' 

" '  Servant,  sir,'  Oi  says  to  the  gentle- 
man ;  '  we'll  do  all  as  we  can  to  make  the 
yoimg  lady  'appy  and  comfortable ;  and 
Oi'  m  main  glad  to  think  as  'er's  comin'  ;  I 
'er'll  be  as  good  as  physic  to  the  Missis, 
sir.' 

"  '  So  Oi  think,'  said  the  gentleman  ; 
'  'er  wants  a  bit  o'  company,  and  it'll  be  a 
rare  good  'ome  for  the  clnld  ;  as  good  a 
'ome  as  'er  could  wish  for.' 

"  Well,  sir,  two  days  arter  that  'er  coine, 
and  'er  'ave  been  with  us  ever  since.  Bless 
yon,  sir,  your  mother  ain't  the  same  'oman. 
Me  and  the  Missis  can't  do  enough  for  Miss 
Isabel ;  and  if  you  dooant  fall  in  love  wi' 
'er,  sir,  Oi'm  a  Dutchman." 

Here  was  news  for  me  !  I  wasn't  quite 
snre  at  first  whether  to  be  glad  or  sorrv ; 
whether  I  was  prepared  to  admit  any  one 
to  a  sliai-o  of  that  lo\e  wnich  was  mv 
chiefest  earthly  blessing.  I  must  confess 
to  a  slight  feeling  of  jealousy;  I  wanted 
ray  mother  all  to  myself;  I  "knew  that  I 
had  confessions  to  make,  sins  of  omission 
and  commission  to  speak  of ;  my  heart  was 
already  faU  of  regretful  promise's  of  amend- 
5ucnt ;  I  knew  that  I  had  fallen  far  from 

that  innocence  in  which  I  had  left  home  

a  fall  all  but  ine^■itable,  but  still  none  the 
loss  sad.    Ezra  noticed  my  silence,  and 
perhaps  divining  the  meaning  of  it,  des-  | 
can^/cd  for  some  time  longer  on  the  change 
in  our  home  since  this  ministering  angel  i 
(I  can  call  lier  notliin-  (■Isc  u(,\\  )  ,/a,me  into  ! 
it.  But  suddenly,  as  we  turned  into  a  broad  ' 
road  shaded  by  mighty  o^-erhanging  elms, 
between  which  we  could  gain  occasional  ' 
glimpses  of  the  church  tower,  he  exclaimed : 

"  Look  theer,  Master  George,  theer  be  j 
the  boys  awaitin'  for  yer.   They're  mights- 
glad,  I  can  tell  yer,  to  see  yer  back  agin." 

There  stood  my  sturdy  farmer  friends, 
all  gro-s\'n,  but  ruddy  and  merry  as  ever, 
eager  to  w  elcome  me  home.  As  we  drew 
up  at  our  outer  gate  they  greeted  us  with 
a  ringing  cheer,  and  one  after  another 
grasped  my  hand  with  a  true  British  grip. 


exclaiming  in  wonder  at  my  bronzed  face 
and  manly  appearance.  In  a  twinkling  they 
had  taken  the  pony  out  of  the  cart,  and, 
harnessing  themselves  thereto,  dragged  us 
in  with  a  right  joyous  home-coming.  In 
the  porch  stood  my  mother  and  Isabel,  the 
former  a  trifle  paler  and  thinner  than  two 
years  ago,  but  with  such  a  smile  of  warm 
welcome  as  made  me  thoroughly  ashamed 
of  my  late  selfish  and  jealous  frame  of 
mind ;  and  so  not  a  thought  returned  to 
mar  the  sacred  happiness  of  that  meeting. 

How  delicious  home  seemed  !  how  quiet 
and  cool  after  the  noisy  and  narrow  mid- 
shipmen's berth  !  What  a  luxury  it  was 
to  roam  at  will  through  the  dear  old  garden 
and  orchard,  and  into  the  wide  fields  be- 
yond, in  the  freshness  of  the  early  morn- 
ing, or  in  the  twilight  full  of  mysterious 
sounds  and  shadows  !  What  mighty  ex- 
peditions we  made,  the  farmers'  sons  and 
I ;  they  never  tired  of  listening  to  my  story 
of  travel  and  adventure,  I  never  tired  of 
joining  them  in  some  fishing  expedition  to 
a  distant  stream  in  search  of  wily  chub  or 
cannibal  pike,  or  in  some  long  day's  ram- 
ble to  Kenilworth,  or  Stratford,  or  Edge- 
hill — rambles  in  which  my  mother  and 
Isabel  would  sometimes  accompaii}-  us. 

You  would  not  say  that  Isabel  was  ex- 
actly a  beauty,  and  yet  her  whole  aspect 
was  intensely  pleasing.     To  begin  with, 
there  was  perfect  health,  and  a  perfect, 
well-balanced  figiu-e.    Her  features  were 
somewhat  plain,  but  they  foimd  abundant 
compensation  in  the  sunniest  of  smiles,  and 
a  wealth  of  hair  with  a  slight  tinge  of  gold 
about  it,  which  clustered  roimd  an  oval 
face  in  a  very  winsome  way  of  its  own. 
But  the  great  charm  about  her  was  a  mind 
which  was  nothing  if  not  honourable,  and 
a  manner  which  betrayed  not  the  slightest 
sign  of  unreality  or  affectation.    It  was 
wonderful  to  watch  the  way  in  which  all 
the  dmub  things  about  the  place  clung 
to  her  with  the  warmest  affection.    I  re- 
member to  have  seen  on  one  occasion  dogs, 
cats,  pigeons,  and  chickens  all  following 
her  together,  and  the  great  cart-horses  used 
to  neigh  with  pleasure  at  her  approach, 
and  would  one  and  all  eat  out  of  her  hand. 
No  wonder,  then,  that  she  was  a  favourite 
with  Ezra  ;  and  no  wonder  that,  young  as 
I  was,  she  little  by  little  won  for  herself 
a  place  in  my  heart,  which  only  one  has 
since  been  able  to  fill.    No  wonder  that 
during  those  two  years,  as  I  returned  home 
from  time  to  time,  I  discovered  an  ever- 
increasing  affection  for  her,  and  began  to 
tliink  and  hope  that  I  might  one  day  win 
her  for  my  own.    At  first  I  scarcely  dared 
confess  this  to  myself,  still  less  dared  I 
own  to  myself  what  I  felt  to  be  equally 
true,  that  she,  too,  had  thoughts  like  mine : 
in  short,  that  there  was  an  answering  love. 

I  now  began  to  dream  of  Isabel.  In 
my  frequeiit  absences  on  service  she  was 
continually  present  to  my  mind,  and, 
young  as  I  was,  I  began  to  live  for  her 
and  work  for  her;  and  I  dared  to  hope 
with  a  courage  which  the  world  would 
have  st\"led  unheard-of  audacity  in  a  yoimg 
sailor.  That  same  world  often  passes  harsh 
judgments  on  sailors  generally,  forbidding 
them  to  marry  till  the  best  of  their  lives 
is  over,  on  the  plea  that  the  inevitable 
separations  are  too  cruel  for  either  hus- 
band or  M'ife  to  endure.  But  v,  e  that  are 
inside  the  service  know  the  compensa- 
tions that  follow  the  trial,  when  it  is  well 
and  faithfully  borne ;  and  I  thmk  the 
truth  is  that  hardly  any  one  needs  a  good 


!  wife,  or  yields  more  readily  to  her  re- 
:  claiming  influence,  than  the  seafaring 
,  man. 

1  No  doubt  I  was  very  young  and  very 
foolish ;  no  doubt  I  richly  deserved  all 
that  I  suffered  afterwards.  Like  many 
another  young  man,  I  fancied  that  I  had 
got  to  the  end  of  my  education,  being  not 
'  at  all  aware  that  education  is  the  business 
of  a  lifetime,  and  death  overtakes  one 
when  the  work  is  not  even  so  much  as 
half  done.  I  thought  that  I  could  steer 
myself  through  the  waves  of  this  trouble- 
some world,  and  that  every  one  who  dif- 
fered from  me  was  harsh  and  unaccom- 
modating. 

Thmgs  went  on,  however,  much  in  the 
ordinary  com'se  imtil  I  was  about  nine- 
teen and  Isabel  a  year  younger.  Her 
father  had  now  intimated  his  intention  of 
returning  home  fi-om  the  West  Indies  and 
settling  permanently  in  England.  For 
myself,  I  knew  that  I  had  come  to  a  period 
in  mj-  na^  al  career  when  I  must  expect  to 
be  sent  away  for  a  long  cruise,  perhaps 
extending  over  three  or  fom-  years ;  it  is 
not  therefore  strange  that  I  felt  a  great 
longing  to  declare  myself,  that  I  might 
not  lose  that  which  I  held  dearest  on 
earth  by  holding  back.  It  -was  true,  in- 
deed, that  the  war  was  over,  that  my 
chances  of  distinction  and  prize-money 
were  considerably  lessened.  But  had  "l 
not  won  golden  opinions  from  my  first 
captain?  Might  I  not,  by  hard 'work, 
smartness,  and  attention  to  the  smallest 
detail  of  duty  win  for  myself  a  place 
among  the  more  fortmiate  few  ?  We 
could  wait,  nay,  we  must  wait,  perhaps 
for  years  ;  but  anything  was  better  than 
to  lose  her,  and  I  felt  a  gi-owing  confi- 
dence that  I  was  a(s  dear  to  her  as  she  was 
to  me. 

While  I  was  thus  hesitating,  two  events 
happened,  both  of  which  had  a  very  mate- 
rial effect  on  my  destiny.  The  first  was  a 
private  letter  from  Sir  Augustus  Clan- 
drawline,  which  made  me  open  my  eyes 
very  wide  indeed,  and  of  which  more 
presently.  The  second  was  the  sudden 
arrival  of  Mr.  Delamere,  Isabel's  father, 
some  weeks  before  he  was  expected.  As 
the  reader  may  imagine,  the  state  of  my 
mind  could  not  long  remain  secret — and, 
indeed,  I  now  grew  restless  and  reckless, 
and  took  scant  pains  to  conceal  my  pas- 
sion. Mr.  Delamere,  however,  did  not  tax 
me  with  it,  and  treated  me  with  marked 
kindness  and  cordiahty.  But  in  a  couple 
of  days,  taking  ad\-antage  of  my  absence 
on  business  for  my  mother  at  Warv.'ick, 
he  suddenly  took  his  departure,  carrying 
off  his  daughter  with  him,  so  that  I  could 
not  even  say  "  Good-bj-e." 

T\liat  a  bitter  day  that  was  for  me  ! 
Wliat  a  blank  there  was  in  the  M-orld. 
which  it  seemed  nothmg  could  fill !  And 
I  thought,  "  My  mother  must  have  been 
privy  to  this,"  and  for  the  first  time,  as  I 
do  verily  believe,  there  sprung  up  in  my 
heart  the  thought  of  a  breach  between 
myself  and  my  mother. 

Bursting  with  indignation,  I  sought  her 
chamber,  when,  steeling  herself  to  the 
task,  she  told  me,  with  evident  compas- 
sion, that  I  must  not  expect  to  see  Isabel 
again  for  a  long  time  ;  that  her  father  had 
taken  her  away  for  an  extended  tom- 
through  Europe,  and  that  it  was  quite 
uncertain  when  they  would  retiu-n. 

"  But,  mother,"  said  I,  panting  with 
rage  and  despair,  "  why  mightn't  Isabel 


At  that  moment  I  could  not  think  of  all 
this.  I  had  allowed  my  passion  to  utterly 
gain  the  mastery  over  me. 

"  I  say  it's  a  cruel  shame.  My  honour 
is  disgraced.  I  am  a  gentleman,  and  an 
officer,  and  yet  it  seems  I  am  not  to  be 
trusted.  I  would  call  Delamere  out  if  he 
were  here  ;  I  would  at  least  demand  the 
iisual  satisfaction.  It  isn't  what  yon  think, 
mother;  there's  some  slur  upon  our  house ; 
that's  why  he  won't  let  me  have  her;  " 
with  other  bitter  and  inexcusable  words 
which  I  will  not  repeat. 

It  would  take  an  abler  and  more  ex- 
perienced pen  than  mine  adequately  to 
describe  the  majesty  that  gathered  about 
my  mother's  face  at  this  moment.  A  light 
gleamed  from  her  eyes  which  I  never  re- 
member to  have  seen  therein  at  any  other 
time  ;  the  saintly,  Monica-like  expression 
of  her  features  died  away  into  a  look  of 
queenly  indignation,  as  one  would  imagine 
that  of  some  angel,  gathering  hunself  up 
for  a  never-to-be-forgotten  reproof. 

"  You  were  born  to  glorify  God  here ; 
and  hereafter  to  enjoy  Him  fully  for  ever," 
she  said,  "  and  you  have  done  two  things, 
George,  which  I  can  never  permit  you  to 
do  in  any  house  of  mine.  I  will  be  a 
mother  to  yon,  God  helping  me,  to  my 
last  breath  ;  but  I  will  not  permit  you  in 
my  house  to  use  language  unworthy  of  a 
Christian  and  a  gentleman  ;  nor  will  I 
suffer  you  to  cast  the  slightest  shadow  of 
aspersion  upon  your  father's  blameless 
life." 

"  Well,  mother,"  I  said,  stiU  brimming 
over  with  passion  ;  "  how  can  I  stay  here  ? 
I've  lost  all  my  interest  in  the  place." 

"  And  have  you  no  love  left  for  me,  my 
deal'  George "?  " 

"  Yes,  indeed,  indeed  I  have,  you  know 
I  have.  Wliat  a  heartless  brute  I  must 
seem  !  But  still  I  shall  never  be  happy 
here  now ;  I  must  go  abroad  again.  This 
treatment  is  too  harsh  for  hmnan  endur- 
ance. What  have  I  done  that  I  mightn't 
even  say  good-bye  ?  I  know  what  I'll  do," 
I  continued  tiercely.  "  I'U  go  and  join 
Cochrane  in  Chili.  Look  here,  mother, 
read  that "  (drawing  a  letter  from  my 


pocket),  "  there's  an  invitation  to  mo  lo- 
join  those  men  in  their  brave  struggle  lor 
liberty." 

I  threw  the  letter  across  the  table ;  my 
mother  took  it  with  trembling  fingers,  put 
on  her  spectacles,  read  it  deliberately 
twice,  folded  it  up  again,  and  handed  it 
back  to  me. 

I  shall  not  set  down  in  detail  in  tliis 
chronicle  the  conversation  which  followed  ; 
my  mother's  prayers,  entreaties,  and  warn- 
ings, parried  one  by  one  by  excuses  moi  e 
ready  than  true,  as  excuses  so  often  arc  ; 
the  idea  gathermg  shape,  and  seizing  last 
hold  of  my  mind,  that  the  best  way  out  of 
difficulties  such  as  mine  was  to  become, 
as  I  was  invited  to  become,  a  sailor  of 
fortune.  I  shall  not  reproduce  here  my 
mother's  earnest  appeals;  the  danger  of 
leaving  the  beaten  track  which  seemed  eo 
plainly  pointed  out  to  me  ;  tlie  folly  of 
exchanging  a  position  in  his  Majest_y's 
service,  procured  for  me  with  an  infinity 
of  trouble  by  kind  fi-iends,  for  one  of  un- 
certainty and  incessant  peril  in  a  foreign 
comitry  and  under  a  foi-eign  flag  ;  her  ov.  n 
advancing  age  and  failing  health.  Nono 
of  these  things  moved  me.  I  was  inex- 
orable ;  and  my  mother  at  last  yielded  to 
my  entreaties  with  a  sigh  that  goes  to  my 
heart,  while  I  think  of  it,  even  now. 

"  W^ell,  my  dear  boy,"  she  said,  "  I  must 
let  you  go  ;  it  is  at  least  some  comfort 
that  Sir  Augustus  has  recommended  you ; 
but  I  much  fear  that  you  are  playing  the 
part  of  the  prodigal,  and  that  there  are  bit- 
ter lessons  in  store  for  yoit,  which  you  can 
only  learn  through  pain  and  want.  I  will 
pay  yoi;r  debts,  and  let  yon  go  ;  but  re- 
member, I  cannot  do  this  again ;  I  will 
make  you  an  allowance  sufficient  for  your 
wants,  and  I  trust  to  your  honour  and 
yoiu'  love  for  me  to  pay  as  you  go.  But. 
the  day  will  come  when  repentance  may 
bring  you  home,  and,  as  long  as  I  live,  you 
will  find  it  here." 

Her  words  came  tri;e — I  came  home, 
tried,  subdued,  repentant ;  a  sadder  and  a 
wiser  man.  What  I  suffered  in  the  mean- 
time is  now  to  be  related. 

(.  To  be  continued.) 
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at  least  say  good-bye  to  me  ?  Why  were 
these  proceedings  kept  sucli  a  profound 
secret '?  What  have  I  done  that  I  should 
be  treated  m  this  way  ?  " 

"  My  dear  boy,  it  wasn't  what  you  have 
done ;  it  was  what  you  might  have  done. 
I  quite  agree  with  Mr.  Delamere  that  it 
would  have  been  a  most  unfortunate  thing 
if  you  had  proposed  to  Isabel.  Her  father 
has  taken  her  away  as  much  out  of  kind- 
ness to  you  as  from  any  other  motive  ; 
for  I  know  that  he  likes  you,  George,  and 
in  due  time  you  might  gain  your  point,  if 
you  are  wise  and  if  you  persevere  in  your 
profession.  But  you  are  both  far  too 
yo.ung  to  think  even  of  engagement ;  and 
she — why,  she's  quite  a  baby  !  My  dear 
George,  for  the  love  I  bear  you,  do  try  to 
put  this  affair  out  of  your  mind  for  three 
years ;  work  hard  at  your  profession,  win 
success,  and  then  who  knows  what  may 
happen  ?  " 

I  preserved  a  moody  silence  as  yet ; 
but  the  storm  was  gathering  fast. 

My  mother  continued  :  "  I  may  as  well 
tell  you  at  once,  George,  you  are  to  con- 
sider yourself  on  probation ;  and  Mr. 
Delamere  desired  me  to  tell  you  that  he 
puts  you  upon  your  honour  neither  to 
write  to  Miss  Delamere  nor  to  attempt  in 
any  way  to  interfere  with  her  absolute 
freedom  ;  and  I  must  say,  my  dear  boy,  I 
think  he's  quite  right." 

It  costs  me  a  pang  to  record  this  ;  but 
the  truth  must  be  told.  Half-maddened 
with  rage  and  disappointment,  I  fell  into 
a  towering  passion.  I  believed  that  all  my 
life  was  blasted  ;  a  torrent  of  unjust  sus- 
picions filled  my  mind. 

"  It's  not  as  you  think,  mother  ;  it's  a 
mean  subterfuge  ;  he  saw  that  I  loved 
her,  and  that  she  loved  me  ;  he  doesn't 
like  the  match,  and  so  he  took  her  away 
in  this  sneaking  fashion.  He  does  not 
trust  me — a  gentleman  and  a  British 
officer ;  'tis  a  gross  insult  to  my  honour." 

"  Mr.  Delamere  is  incapable  of  a  mean 
or  dishonourable  action,  George." 

"  But  I  say  he  is  capable  of  it ;  or  why 
does  he  treat  me  in  this  way  '?  " 

"  My  dear  George,  this  vei-y  outbreak  of 
temper  shows  how  wise  this  decision  is. 
It  shows  how  little  you  know  of  your  own 
self,  my  poor  boy.  How  can  you  be  fit  to 
offer  yourself  to  any  young  lady  in  your 
present  state  of  want  of  self-control  ?  I 
should  have  thought  you  had  learned 
something  of  the  value  of  discipline  by 
this  time.  You  must  learn  to  govern 
yourself ;  and  when  you  have  acquired  a 
fitting  position,  perhaps  you  may  win  yoxvc 
way." 

"  Does  it  look  like  it '?  "  I  indignantly 
exclaimed. 

"  No,"  replied  my  mother,  calmly  ;  "  it 
certainly  does  not,  George,  as  long  as  you 
are  running  into  debt  as  you  are  now. 
Only  this  morning  I  have  had  a  letter 
from  your  captain,  enclosing  bills  to  the 
amount  of  nearly  a  himcb-ed  pounds. 
Pretty  weU,  that,  for  a  boy  like  you. 
What  would  Mr.  Delamere  say,  if  I  told 
him  that  ?  " 

At  any  other  time  I  should  have  been 
staggered  and  utterly  silenced  by  such  an 
annoimcement  as  this.  How  little  had  I 
dreamed  that  that  which  I  had  determined 
to  keep  from  my  mother's  ear  was  no 
longer  a  secret;  that  that  loving  heart 
was  womided  by  my  misdoings,  my  broken 
resolutions,  my  reckless  extravagances, 
which  told  their  own  story  only  too  weU. 


THE  boom  of  the  signal-gim  was  answered 
by  a  wild  howl  from  himdreds  of 
throats  at  once,  as  harsh  and  savage  as  the 
cry  of  himgry  wolves  in  full  sight  of  their 
prey.  Then  the  torches  were  seen  moving 
swiftly  toward  the  house  which  our  heroes 
had  just  quitted;  and  then  there  came  a 
momentary  silence,  followed  by  another 
yell  louder  and  fiercer  than  the  last. 

"  The  nest's  warm,  but  the  birds  are 
flown,"  murmured  Harris. 

"  They'll  soon  find  out  where  we've 
gone,"  said  Merritt,  "  by  the  footprints 
leadin'  to  the  rock ;  but  if  they  can  scale 
this  precipice  against  these  two  guns  of 
ours,  they're  cleverer  than  I  think  them." 


He  had  hardly  spoken  when  an  uproar 
from  below,  to  which  all  the  previous 
clamoiu"  was  as  nothing,  showed  that  ho 
was  right.  The  mere  thought  that  tho 
"  Feringhi  mibelievers"  were  upon  tho 
sacred  rock,  profamng  with  their  imholy 
feet  the  tomb  of  a  IMohammedan  saint, 
perfectly  maddened  the  excitable  islanders ; 
and  the  presence  of  Shamo — whose  deep 
voice  was  plainly  heard  amid  the  tvmiult 
— was  hardly  needed  to  hound  them  on  to 
vengeance. 

But,  fiu'ious  though  the  Maldivians  were, 
they  were  not  such  fools  as  to  attempt 
scaling  a  dangerous  precipice  in  utter  dark- 
ness against  two  gims ;  and  Shamo,  who 
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was  probably  the  most  experienced  fighter 
there,  saw  at  once  that  the  siege  of  Mount 
Grant  •i\  oiild  be  a  serious  matter,  reqiiirino- 
very  careful  handling.  " 

The  Dacoit  held  a  short  considtation 
with  Tnnce  Tiru,  after  which  they  divided 
their  men  into  two  bands,  and  posted  them 
in  the  thickets  on  either  side  of  the  rock, 
witli  orders  to  annoy  the  besieged  party 
by  shouting  and  firing  a  few  shots  every 
now  and  then,  so  as  to  make  them  believe 
that  the  attack  was  ju-3t  about  to  begin. 

Meanwhile  the  defenders  had  not  been 
idle.  To  sa,ye  their  ammimition,  they  had 
piled  a  number  of  large  stones  in  readiness 
at  the  edge  of  the  platform,  which,  flmig 
from  stich  a  height  down  the  steep  narrow 
stair  that  was  the  only  approach,  would 
be  quite  as  deadly  as  a'  bullet.  They  had 
stowed  their  provisions  and  water  safely 
imder  the  plank  awning  of  the  tomb,  and 
had  made  fast  their  flag  to  one  of  the  three 
overshadowing  palm-trees,to  be  ready  when 
the  wind  should  rise  sufficiently  to  spread 

it* 

They  were  finishing  their  preparations 
when  the  first  shot  was  fired  from  below, 
and  a  bullet  struck  the  rock  just  beneath 
them. 

"^Let'em  slioot,"  said  Merritt;  "they 
can't  hit  us  nohow,  so  long  as  we  keep 
«lose.  Keep  your  ears  open,  though,  boys, 
for  if  they  try  to  scramble  up,  we'll  be  apt 
to  feel  'em  afore  we  can  see  'em." 

Slowly  the  long,  weary  hom-s  wore  on 
as  they  lay  crouching  there  in  the  dark- 
ness, hemmed  in  by  merciless  enemies, 
with  every  nerve  strained  as  if  on  the  rack. 
Again  and  again  they  sprang  to  their  feet 
thinking  that  they  heard  the  stealthy  tread 
of  their  assailants  creeping  upward  through 
the  gloom,  to  begin  the  assault  which— 
as  they  knew  only  too  v,'e]l~must  come 
sooner  or  later. 

But  at  last  a  faint  gleam  of  light  broke 
the  blackness  of  the  eastern  sky,  while  at 
the  same  time  the  lifeless  air  was  stirred 
as  if  by  a  rising  wind. 

But  it  was  no  breeze  that  moved  it. 
The  pigeons  and  wild-fowl  had  risen  by 
thousands  from  their  nests  below,  and, 
after  circling  around  the  trees  for  some 
luoments  with  shrill,  imeasy  cries,  rose 
into  the  air  in  one  great  mass,  and  flew 
away  over  the  sea,  heading  toward  the 
eastward. 

"  HoUo  !  "  cried  Harris ;  "  what  on  earth 
does  that  mean  ?  " 

"  It  means  mischief,  Bob,"  said  Merritt, 
gravely ;  "  there's  something  coming  that 
we  don't  know  of,  or  they  wouldn't  act  so. 
If  it's  a  storm  rising,  we'd  best  haul  down 
that  flag  'fore  it  gits  blown  away." 

But  they  soon  had  something  else  to 
think  of,  for  the  assaUants  began  to  bestir 
themselves  the  moment  they  had  light 
enoug»h  to  see  what  they  were  about. 
While  Prince  Tim's  ambushed  marksmen 
sent  a  constant  hail  of  bullets  against  the 
summit  of  Moimt  Grant,  Shamo,  followed 
by  a  picked  band  of  the  boldest  and  most 
active  islanders,  began  to  mount  the  rock- 
cut  stair,  confident  that  the  boys  could  not 
step  forward  to  fire  at  them  witliout  beino- 
themseh-es  hit  by  the  shai-pshooters  below. 

And  now  the  situation  of  the  forlorn 
boys  seemed  well-nigh  desperate.  The 
stones  which  they  flimg  down  fell  ^\-;th  a 
terrific  crash,  but  so  dexterously  cHd  Shamo 
and  his  men  shelter  themselves  behind  the 
projecting  cnxgs,  that  not  one  was  hurt. 
Up,  up,  up  they  crept,  higher  and  ever 


higher,  till  at  length  the  nearest  of  them 
were  close  enough  to  send  their  buUets 
right  into  the  mouth  of  the  hollow  in  which 
the  doomed  defenders  stood  at  bay,  five 
against  a  host. 

Merritt,  cHnching  his  teeth  in  despera- 
tion, was  strainmg  his  eyes  seaward,  in  the 
famt  hope  of  espying  some  distant  vessel, 
when  suddenly  he  beheld  a  strange  and 
awful  spectacle. 

The  bright  morning  sky,  ablaze  with 
the  glory  of  the  sunrise,  was  dimmed  all 
at  once  along  the  whole  western  horizon 
by  a  strange  yellow  haze,  not  unlike  a 
cloud  of  flying  dust.  It  appeared  to  be 
mo^-lng  onward  with  amazing  speed,  and, 
wherever  it  passed,  the  ocean  seemed  in- 
stantly to  change  fi:om  its  usual  deep,  rich 
blue  to  a  foul,  sickly  white. 

For  a  moment  Merritt  gazed  blankly  at 
this  grim  phenomenon,  and  then  its  fearful 
meaning  flashed  upon  him. 

"  Down,  for  your  liyes ! "  he  cried 
throwing  himself  flat  on  his  face  behind 

the  overhanging  rock;  "  it's  " 

But  the  last  words  were  drowned  in  a 
roar,  as  if  the  earth  itself  were  torn 
asunder,  while  the  thirty-foot  palms  above 
them  snapped  lUve  sticks  of  seahng-wax, 
and  were  hiurled  far  away  into  the  empty 
au\  "  '' 

And  then  the  harvest  of  death  began. 
Busied  with  their  savage  work,  Shamo  and 
his  fierce  followers  had  been  bhnd  to  the 
coming  whirlwmd,  which  feU  upon  them 
like  the  thimder  of  heaven  on  the  exposed 
face  of  the  cliff,  whiriing  them  into  the 
air  like  straws,  to  be  dashed  to  pieces 
upon  the  cruel  rocks  below. 

The  last  scream  of  the  doomed  men  was 
as  imheardamid  that  sky-rending din  as  the 
cry  of  horror  that  burst  from  their  com- 
rades, who  turned  instinctively  to  seek 
some  place  of  refuge.    But  there  was  no 
refuge  for  them.    The  destroying  might  of 
nature  had  overpowered  the  rage  of  man, 
and  those  who  had  shown  no  mercy  to 
others  found  none  themselves  from the 
pitiless  storm  and  the  roaring  sea.  Hufe 
trees,  torn  up  by  the  root,  fell  thimdering 
on  every  side,  crushing  the  miserable  crea*- 
tures  beneath  then-  weight.    The  strong 
houses  melted  away  before  the  blast  of 
the  hiuTicane  as  if  they  had  never  been. 
Crash  on  crash,  the  giant  billows  came 
foaming  up  over  the  low  islet,  each  seizin"- 
Its  liiing  prey.    Prone  on  the  earth  lay 
man  and  bea.st,  m  a  dimib  despair  like 
that  which  seized  the  tenants  of  the  elder 
worid  when  "  the  fountains  of  the  gi-eat 
deep  were  broken  up,  and  the  windows  of 
heaven  were  opened." 

But  the  worst  was  stUl  to  come.  Far 
out  to  seaward  a  huge  dark  shadow  sm-ged 
high  into  the  air,  stretching  all  across  the 
tormented  ocean  like  a  mighty  wall,  as  if 
the  whole  sea  had  heaped  itself  into  one 
wave.  The  boys  had  hidden  their  faces, 
but  they  heard  the  roar  of  the  coming 
destroyer,  and  felt  the  sohd  cliff  tremble 
at  the  shock  with  which  that  tremendous 
wave  smote  the  island  and  passed  right 
over  if ;  while,  mingling  with  that  deafen- 
mg  uproar,  there  arose  fi-om  below  a  shriek 
of  mortal  agony— the  death-cry  of  a  na- 
tion.* 

When  the  destroymg  waves  retired,  the 
once  green  and  beautiftil  island  M'as  no- 
thing but  a  desert  of  sand  and  stones, 
broken  coral,  uprooted  rocks,  and  shat- 


tered tree-trunks,  which  had  been  twisted 
and  crushed  like  withered  leaves.  From 
the  summit  of  their  rocky  fortress  the  five 
besieged  castaways— the  only  living  crea- 
tures that  had  escaped  that  great  harvest  of 
death— looked  down  in  silent  horror  upon 
the  M-ide  waste  of  ruin  in  which  two 
thousand  human  lives  had  been  engulfed 
for  ever. 

Early  on  the  following  morning  the 
anxious  watchers  upon  Mount  Grant  de- 
scried in  the  offing  a  British  cruiser,  which 
seemed  to  be  standing  in  right  towards  the 
island,  doubtless  attracted  by  the  sight  of 
the  re^  ersed  Union  Jack,  which  Bob  and 
Jake  had  hoisted  again  as  a  signal  of  dis- 
tress the  moment  the  whiriwind  abated. 
Luckily  for  them,  she  had  been  caught  by 
the  skirt  of  the  hm-ricane,  and  driven  far 
out  of  her  course ;  otherwise,  their  signal 
imght  never  have  been  seen,  for  European 
vessels  seldom,  if  ever,  ventm^e  close  to 
these  dangerous  islets. 

Seeing  a  boat  putting  off  fi-om  the  ship 
our  fiye  refugees  scrambled  hastUy  dov.-A 
the  rock,  and  an  hour  later  they  were  safe 
aboard  H.M.S.  Semiramis,  commanded 
by  Captain  Clew  Garnet,  K.N. 

"  Well,"  said  the  captain,  after  hearui"- 
their  story,  "  I  thought  I'd  seen  somethmg 
m  my  time,  but  you  youngsters  beat  me 
hoUow ;  and  now  that  I've  picked  you  up 
I  mustn't  lose  sight  of  you  agam.  I  can 
give  this  little  chap,"  patting  Louis's 
shoulder,  "a  berth  as  my  caHin-boy,  for 
the  last  I  had  deserted  at  Aden ;  and  as 
tor  you  four  others,  if  you  like  to  ship  on 
board  of  us  with  the  ratmg  and  pay  of 
ship's  boys,  I  shaU  be  very  glad  to  have 
you.  We're  bound  for  Sumatra  now,  to 
look  after  some  wrecked  sailors  whom  the 
savages  in  Acheen  have  snapped  up,  as 
they  did  those  poor  fellows  in  the  Nisero 
two  years  ago;  and  I  can  promise  you 
some  queer  adventm-es,  if  tliat' s  what  you 
want." 

The  boys  gladly  accepted  the  ofi"er,  and 
a  few  weeks  later  Captain  Garnet's  pro- 
mise of  "  queer  adventures  "  was  amph- 
made  good.  But  the  story  of  their  voyage 
to  Siunatra.  and  how  it  ended,  must  be 
told  in  another  place. 

(the  end.) 
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fi™,'!'^''  ^^■'"■"'"■i'l'l  completely  desolated  several 
of  the  Maldive  Isles  in  April  1847. 


An  Eveetday  and  Lifelong  Business.  

David  Livingstone,  who  did  so  much  toward 
opening  up  the  dark  continent  of  Africa,  told 
the  following  story.  When  he  was  a  boy,  a 
faithful  Christian  man  called  him  to  his  death- 
bed and  said,  "  M j  son,  make  religion  the 
everyday  busmess  of  your  life,  and  not  a  thing 
of  fits  and  starts."  Livingstone's  fife  shows 
that  he  followed  the  advice  to  the  day  of  his 
death,  even  to  his  last  hour,  which  was  spent 
on  his  knees  m  prayer  to  Him  to  whom  he 
had  so  often  gone  for  comfort,  and  never  in 
vain. 

We  are  not  saved  by  nations,  or  by 
churches,  or  by  families,  but  as  individuals, 
through  a  personal  interest  in  a  personal 
Saviour.—/.  A.  James. 

One  earnest  gaze  upon  Christ  is  worth  a 
thousand  scrutmies  of  self.  The  man  who 
beholds  the  cross,  and  beholding  it  weeps, 
cannot  be  really  blind  nor  perilously  self- 
igBorant— Dean  Vaughan. 


Vl^e  SoyV  Own  Pa^pei^. 
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A  NERVOUS  MAN'S  ADVENTURE. 


llii  till'  A  utiior  of  "  Obadiah"  etc. 


1 SHOOK  hands  with  my  tutor  and  his 
guests,  and  left  the  bright,  cosy  room, 
with  its  comfortable  old-fashioned  red  cur- 
tains and  dark  oak-panelled  walls,  ^\■hose 
carved  framing  and  smooth  surfaces  re- 
jected back  the  cheerful  firelight. 

But  what  should  I  do  about  my  change 
of  dress  ?  and,  especially,  what  should  I  do 
Tvith  the  nnhappy  trousers?  I  had  in- 
■t9udedto  run  down  to  St.Frideswide's  and 
tliere  effect  an  exchange.  But  it  was  later 
than  I  had  reckoned  ripon,  and  it  wovild 
be  better,  on  the  whole,  to  start  at  once. 

My  friend  H  would  send  out  my  things 

by  the  next  carrier,  and  the  boots  which 
I  had  on  were  strong  enough  for  the  walk. 
The  night  was  now  clear  and  bright,  with 
a  tendency  towards  frost.  No  need  for  the 
ixmbrella  which  I  had  brought  with  me  to 
St.  John's.  But,  the  unfortmiate  nether 
garments  !  How  should  I  again  run  the 
gaimtlet  of  sarcastic  remark  from  any 
chance  passer-by  ? — for  I  had  determined 
I  must  get  them  away  from  the  porter's 
lodge  at  all  hazards.  It  was  bad  enough 
to  have  to  answer  Crnmpet's  question,  in 
which  the  old  man's  educated  servility- 
struggled  with  liis  sense  of  the  comic  while 
5ie  handed  me  my  overcoat. 

"  Will  you  have  the  other  article  too, 
,sir?" 

'•  Of  coiu-so  I  will,"  I  replied  majes- 
tically. 

I  was  not  going  to  leave  the  '•  article," 
/IS  he  styled  it,  to  become  the  jest  of  the 
college,  to  be  roared  over  at  the  young 
men's  wines,  and  raise  a  smile  perhaps 
among  the  solemn  dons. 

"  Of  course  I  will.  Give  it  to  me,"  I 
cried.  And  throwing  the  hapless  integu- 
ments over  my  left  arm,  I  concealed  them 
<lexterously  by  flinging  my  overcoat  i;pon 
them  ;  then,  grasping  my  good  umbrella 
in  the  other  hand,  I  started  on  my  home- 
■svard  walk. 

The  stars  shone  clearly,  bnt  there  was 
no  moon.  I  walked  along  swiftly,  and 
soon  crossed  the  bridge  over  the  river, 
whose  dark  surface  I  could  barely  distin- 
giiish,  save  by  the  reflection  here  and  there 
of  some  brighter  constellation.  Outside 
the  city  the  lamps  still  extended  for  nearly 
a  mile,  throwing  their  strange  black 
shadows  upward  towards  the  sky  and 
obliquelj-  across  the  road.  Very  few  per- 
sons seemed  to  be  aboixt :  fewer  still  were 
likely  to  be  going  in  my  direction.  Yet, 
hefore  I  left  the  pavement,  I  fancied  I 
heard  a  step  following  me,  and  wondered, 
when  I  had  got  beyond  the  region  of  walled 
gardens  and  saw  the  qiiickset  fences  right 
and  left  of  the  gravelly  road,  that  I  did  not 
hear  it  again. 

Ah,  sm-ely,  there  it  was  !  I  stood  still 
for  a  moment  that  I  might  catch  the  foot- 
fall. It  was  rather  pleasant  than  other- 
wise to  tind  that  I  had  a  fellow-traveller, 
even  if  he  should,  as  I  expected,  turn  off  by 

the  more  frequented  road  to  A  .  But 

it  seemed  remarkable,  when  I  reflected 
on  it,  that  the  stranger,  whoever  he  was, 
should  evidently  walk  at  exactly  the  same 
rate  as  myself. 

What  did  it  mean  ?  I  had  been  step- 
ping on  pretty  quickly,  and,  to  judge  by  the 
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somid,  he  seemed  to  be  a  quick  walker  too. 
I  hate  to  be  followed,  and  by  an  imknown 
person  too,  especially  on  a  solitary  road 
and  on  a  dark  November  evening.  I  would 
slacken  my  pace  and  let  him  pass  me. 
Accordingly  I  took  shorter  and  shorter 
steps,  till  I  was  making  little  more  pro- 
gress than  a  batch  of  recruits  '■  marking 
time  "  in  the  barrack  yard.  Now  I  should 
hear  him  approach  and  see  what  ho  was 
like. 

The  footfalls  seemed  to  grow  nearer, 
but  not  nuich.  Still  I  heard  them.  Why 
did  not  lie  cunie  up  ?  Could  it  be  tliat  he 
liimself  was  loitering  and  did  not  wisli  to 
be  seen  '.^  And.  if  so,  with  what  object  ?  I 
looked  over  my  shoulder  where  the  road 
took  a  cui  \  o,  and  tried  to  make  him  out 
in  vain.  I  fancied  I  could  discern  a  figure, 
but  he  seemed  to  keep  in  the  dark  shadows 
of  the  trees.  It  was  plain,  however,  that 
he  too  was  halting,  and,  probably,  with  no 
good  intentions.  I  thought  of  all  I  had 
heard  of  ill-looking  fellows  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood. Was  one  of  them  dogging  my 
steps,  a]id  prepared,  when  I  got  into  the 
more  solitary  part  of  the  road,  to  make  a 
signal  to  his  comrades  to  fall  upon  me  '?  I 
would  test  the  matter  further. 

Resuming  my  original  pace,  I  gradiially 
quickened  it  mitil  I  was  \\-alking  as  if  for 
a  wager — then,  crossing  suddenly  to  the 
side  of  the  road  where  the  hedge  was 
highest  and  the  shadow  deepest,  I  broke 
into  a  nm.  For  a  hundred  yards  or  so  I 
kept  it  up,  and  then  stopped  suddenly, 
where  a  gate  mto  a  field  gave  a  little 
shelter.  I  listened  intently  for  my  pur- 
suer. Yes  !  there  he  was  !  His  footsteps 
echoed  on  the  road.  He  was  evidently 
running  too !  But  in  another  moment 
they  stopped.  He  must  either  have  seen 
me  as  I  stood  there  by  the  hedge,  or, 
perhaps,  had  concluded  by  not  hearing  me 
that  I  was  resting  somewhere.  My  heart 
beat  loudly.  It  ■\\'as  necessary  a  few  yards 
farther  on,  after  crossing  a  railway  bridge, 
to  turn  off  tlie  more  frequented  road,  which 
slowly  climbed  tlie  low  Blanksliire  hills  to 
my  right,  and  take  a  farm  road  running 
parallel  with  the  railway  and  separated 
from  the  fields  on  either  hand  only  by 
a  broad  ditch,  choked  in  summer  with 
rushes  and  meadow-sweet,  but  now  black 
under  the  winter  sky. 

Before  entering  on  this  more  solitary 
route,  I  resolved  that  I  would  get  a  sight 
of  my  pursuer.  So  I  tiu-ned  on  my  steps 
and  walked  for  about  fifty  yards  towards 

C  .  Not  a  creatiu"e  did  I  meet.  All  was 

still.  I  could  hardlj-  believe  my  senses. 
Where,  in  the  name  of  goodness,  had  he 
disposed  of  himself"?  Or  was  I  all  along 
a  prey  to  some  hallucination  ?  With  no 
little  sense  of  shame,  and  not  wishing,  by 
imnecessary  delay  on  the  road,  to  arrive 
very  late  at  St.  Benedict's,  I  resumed  my 
coiu'se.  I  crossed  the  bridge  and  wallced 
steadily,  at  a  good  foiu:  miles  an  hour, 
towards  home. 

From  time  to  time  I  looked  round  into 
the  dark,  but  could  see  and  hear  nothing. 
The  adventure  was  becoming  too  absurd. 
Certainly,  I  thought,  I  VviU  keep  it  to  my- 
self.   If  I  let  out  to  mv  dearest  friend 


what  I  had  feared  and  anticipated — stiH 
more,  if  the  story  should  get  wind  about 
the  article  of  dress  which  I  had  unwittingly 

carried  through  the  streets  of  C  ,  and 

was  even  now  bearing  on  my  arm — when 
should  I  hear  the  end  of  it  ?  Anathema 
on  my  friend's  choice  of  unmentionables, 
with  their  loud  check  pattern  !  Anathema 
on  his  scout,  who  must  ha\e  laid  them  on 
his  sofa  ! — what  a  place  to  lay  them  on  ! 
On  the  tailor,  too,  anathema,  whose  ticket, 
stitched  to  the  waistband,  I  now  noticed 
for  the  first  time,  though  the  address  was 
not  decipherable  !  When  I  got  to  my  own 
rooms  I  would  make  them  up  into  a  neat 
parcel  and  send  them  away  as  soon  as  I 
could,  before  enquiries  should  have  been 
pressed  very  far  as  to  their  possible  pur- 
loiner. 

Biit  here  I  am  at  the  little  hamlet  of 
K  ,  with  its  two  farmhouses  and  half- 
dozen  labourers'  cottages,  all  apparently 
buried  in  sleep.  Not  a  light  stirring — not 
a  somid  to  be  heard  save  the  spongy  tread 
of  some  cattle  in  the  yard.  I  had  quite 
got  over  my  nervousness  by  this  time,  and, 
with  my  renewed  coivrage,  I  determined, 
when  I  had  passed  the  houses,  that  I 
vv  ould  take  the  short  cut  by  the  side  of  the 
wood,  instead  of  returning  by  the  some- 
what longer  route  b.y  which  I  had  come. 
Of  course,  if  the  miknown  pursuer  should 
again  reveal  himself,  it  would  be  plain  that 
his  intentions  were  of  the  very  worst.  The 
short  cut  led  to  nowhere  but  St.  Bene- 
dict's, and  it  was  impossible  but  what  the 
plan  was  to  waylay  and  rob — perhaps 
mm'der — me.  But  I  had  heard  nothing 
of  him  since  I  left  the  main  road  half 
an  hour  before,  and  had  almost  ceased  to 
believe  in  his  existence. 

With  light  step  I  sprang  iip  the  bank 
where  the  footpath  turned  oft',  and,  hum- 
ming a  favourite  tune  ■while  I  smmg  my 
luubrella  round  by  the  handle  to  show 
myself  how  much  I  was  at  my  ease,  I 
stepped  for\\'ard  gaily.  The  moon,  in  her 
first  quarter,  had  risen  since  I  started,  and 
hung  over  the  vaporous  river-course  and 
the  dim  woods  on  the  opposite  bank.  A 
flaky  purple  cloud,  the  edges  of  which  she 
was  beginning  to  tm-n  into  silver,  was 
slo^^'ly  drifting  across  her  path.  The 
cottages  were  now  some  distance  behind, 
and  I  stood  for  a  few  minutes  to  admire 
the  scene.  I  had  just  quoted  to  myself 
aloud  (for  I  was  always  fond  of  Tennyson), 

"But  ere  the  silver  sicMe  of  the  month 
Became  her  golden  shield," 

when  I  noticed  a  dark  figiu-e,  as  of  a  man, 
moving  stealthily  by  the  side  of  the  copse 
in  my  direction.  I  lost  it  again  in  a  mo- 
ment, for  the  moon  was  now  completely 
obscured.  Yet  I  felt  sure  I  had  not  been 
mistaken.  Something  told  me  that  the 
crisis  was  approaching.  What  shordd  I 
do  '?  "What  could  I  do  ?  To  continue  my 
course  was  to  fall  into  the  ambush  pro- 
vided for  me.  I  foresaw  it  all.  I  had 
been  dogged  all  the  ■way  from  college  by 
some  one  who  was,  doubtless,  to  give  the 
signal  to  his  confederates  when  I  should 
reach  the  fatal  spot.  I  might  be  almost 
at  the  place  agreed  on  even  now.    I  have 


1^0 


said  I  was  no  coward — this  was  the  time 
to  prove  it.  I  would  turn  on  my  pursuer, 
challenge  his  intentions,  and,  if  necessary, 
strike  the  first  blow. 

"  How  can  man  die  better 
Than  facing  fearful  odds  ?  " 

asks  Horatius.  But  a  sensible  man  will 
only  face  odds  when  he  can't  help  it. 
One  to  one  it  should  be  I  was  determined. 

We  were  not  more  than  two  or  three 
hundred  yards  from  the  nearest  house 
of  the  village,  and,  if  hard  pressed,  I 
might  perhaps  get  so  far  before  I  was 
surroimded  by  the  ruffians.  A  queer, 
creepy  feelmg  came  over  me,  such  as  a 
young  soldier  is  said  to  experience  when 
he  hears  for  the  first  time  the  "ping  "  of 
the  enemy's  bullets  over  his  head.  I3ut  I 
overcame  it,  and,  wrapping  my  great-coat 
tightly  round  my  left  arm,  and  the  imfor- 
tunate  what-d'ye-call-'ems  over  that,  to 
serve  as  a  protection  from  a  bludgeon,  I 
grasped  my  lunbrella  in  my  light  hand, 
and  stood  to  await  my  foe.  Again  I  was 
baffled.  I  could  neither  see  nor  hear  hini. 
What  could  he  be  doing '?  Creeping 
behmd  me,  perhaps,  through  the  copse, 
to  warn  his  accomplices  to  hasten  up :' 
There  was  no  time  to  lose.  If  I  felt  sure 
of  this,  I  might  evade  the  danger,  and 
make  my  escape  by  retracing  my  steps. 

The  path  was  now  free.  A  rustle  in 
the  copse  behind.  I  clutched  my  um- 
brella with  fierce  determination,  but  it 
was  only  a  rabbit  scultiing  through  the 
dry  bracken.  All  was  still.  The  thought 
occurred  to  me  that  I  need  not  betray  my- 
self in  the  open.  Why  should  I  not,  in 
my  tm-n,  avail  myself  of  the  concealment 
which  the  dark  shadow  of  the  trees  afforded, 
and  see  what  would  happen.  If  I  was 
for  the  moment  unobserved,  I  might  turn 
the  tables  on  my  dastardly  assailant,  and 
should  have  all  the  advantage,  which  he 
was  doubtless  seeking,  of  taking  my  enemy 
unawares. 

No  sooner  thought  than  done.  Climt)- 
ing  up  the  steep,  time-worn  bank,  where 
a  dwarf  oak  hung  across  the  footpath,  I 
stationed  myself  behind  the  roiigh  trunk, 
which  of  itself  gave  a  partial  protection, 
and  waited  for  the  next  mo^•e.  In  a  few 
minutes  my  quick  ears  caught  a  stealthy 
footfall  approaching,  apparently  along  the 
path,  and  soon  I  made  out  the  dark  sil- 
houette of  a  man.  From  time  to  time,  as 
if  uncertain,  he  stopped  and  seemed  to 
listen  intently.  Perhaps  he  was  expecting 
some  signal  from  the  other  ruffians.  He 
was  evidently  entirely  ignorant  of  my 
whereabouts.  As  he  drew  nearer  I  could 
make  out  that  he  wore  a  round  billycock 
hat,  and  carried  a  formidable  bludgeon. 
He  was  now  close  to  me,  and  again  halted 
under  the  very  tree  behind  which  I  stood. 

Now  was  my  opportunity.  With  a  loud 
cry  I  sprang  upon  him  and  dealt  him  so 
fierce  a  blow  with  my  umbrella  on  the 
head  that  he  stumbled  into  a  furrow  of 
the  ploughed  field,  and  fell  on  his  side  with 
a  muttered  execration.  Ere  he  could  re- 
cover his  feet  I  threw  myself  upon  him, 
and  with  one  hand  grasped  his  club.  My 
own  weapon  was  useless.  I  had  heard  all 
its  ribs  and  stick  crack  with  the  first  blow 
that  I  had  dealt  the  villain.  My  only 
chance  was  to  wrest  his  bludgeon  from 
his  hand,  or,  at  all  events,  to  prevent  his 
using  it  or  drawing  some  more  deadly 
weapon.  Several  times  we  rolled  over 
each  other,  covered  with  mud  from  the 


yielding  "  plough."  At  length  I  got  my 
knee  upon  his  knuckles,  and  forced  him, 
with  a  groan,  to  relinquish  his  hold  of  the 
stick,  which  fell  from  his  grasp ;  then, 
half  choking  him  by  pressing  the  trousers 
into  his  face,  I  seized  his  throat  with  my 
right  hand  asllmelt  upon  him.  "  Mercy," 
he  mumbled  out  from  under  the  check  un- 
mentionables, "  mercy,  spare  me  !  "  He 
gasped  so  piteously,  and  seemed  so  power- 
less for  further  mischief,  that  I  was  be- 
ginning to  relent,  when  the  moon  again 
ran  out  from  behind  some  floating  clouds 
and  revealed  to  me  a  terrified  face  which 
I  fancied  I  knew.  He  too  seemed  amazed, 
I  thought,  as  he  looked  up  at  his  oppo- 
nent. 

"Mr.  Jones!"  he  gasped  out.  "Oh, 
spare  me.  sir  !  " 

"  Joseph  !  "  I  exclaimed,  "  why,  Joseph, 
what  on  earth  are  you  doing  here  ?  " 

"  That's  just  what  I  don't  know,  sir  !  " 
said  the  poor  fellow,  as  I  helped  him  up 
from  the  furrow  where  he  lay,  and  we 
gazed  on  each  other  with  mutual  astonish- 
ment. 

Instead  of  the  robber  whom  I  had  ex- 
pected to  encounter,  the  moon  revealed  to 
me  the  nmd-bespattered  visage  of  one  of 
the  St.  Benedict's  hoiise  sen'ants.  His 
coat  was  torn,  his  face  all  scratched  and 
mudd^',  his  whole  appearance  most  lament- 
able. And  I  was  conscious  that  I  did  not 
present  a  much  better  one  myself,  for  I  iiad 
suffered  almost  equally  in  the  encounter. 
My  evening  suit  would  hardly  now  have 
passed  muster  at  a  Jew's  shop  in  Praed 
Street.  Waistcoat  torn  open,  white  clioker 
turned  round  to  the  back  of  my  head,  el- 
bows and  knees  plastered  with  clay,  inu- 
brella  one  scene  of  ruin,  I  was  altogether 
a  different  person  from  the  neat  and  mo- 
dest individual  who  had  presented  himself 
a  few  hoiu-s  ago  at  his  tutor's  hospitable 
board. 

But  what  strange  fatality  had  trans- 
formed the  quiet  and  peaceful  Joseph  into 
a  robber,  and  myself  almost  into  his  mur- 
derer ?  That  was  what,  after  Joseph  had 
scraped  the  mud  off  my  back  and  wiped 
his  own  sleeves  with  a  wisp  of  dry  grass, 


we  tried  to  make  out  as  we  walked  ami- 
cably togt  her  towards  St.  Benedict's.  At 
length,  by  cunt  of  many  questionings,  we 
arrived  at  the  truth.     Joseph,  too,  like 

myself,  had  been  to  C  to  visit  a  friend 

— an  old  fellow-servant,  in  fact — who  was 
now  under-common-room  man  at  St. 
John's.  From  hun  he  had  heard  that  I 
had  been  dining  in  college,  and  that  I  had 
started  alone  to  walk  home.  And  Joseph, 
like  myself,  had  heard  unpleasant  and  dis- 
quieting rumours  as  to  mauvais  svjets  in 
the  neighbourhood.  He  thought,  there- 
fore, that  he  was  doing  rather  a  clever 
thing  for  his  own  protection  in  attaching 
himself  to  my  footsteps,  though  he  did  not 
like  to  acknowledge  his  reason  for  doing 
so,  or  consider  it  respectful  to  me  to  be 
seen  following  me.  Hence  the  supposed 
bandit's  movements  which  had  awakened 
my  suspicions.  It  was  a  game  of  hide-and- 
seek  with  him,  little  suspecting  the  anxiety 
that  he  was  causing  me.  He  had  lost  mo 
at  the  side  of  the  wood,  and  when,  owing 
to  my  liiding  mj'self,  he  fancied  he  was 
obliged  to  run  the  risk  of  tracing  the  soli- 
tary path  alone,  his  courage  liad  altogether 
failed  him.  My  sudden  and  unexpected 
assault  was,  of  course,  taken  for  the  attack 
which  he  had  all  along  expected,  and  it 
was  more  the  instinct  of  self-preservation 
than  any  hope  of  surviving  which  had  in- 
duced him  to  offer  so  stout  a  resistance. 

What  more  could  be  said  ?  I  fear  the 
poor  fellow  thought  the  explanation  which 
I  offered  of  my  own  share  in  the  adventure 
hardly  sufficient  to  justify  so  brutal  and 
alarming  an  attack  as  I  had  made  upon 
him.  But,  although  I  swore  him  to  secrecy, 
and  backed  up  my  exliortation  with  a  sove- 
reign, I  had  reason  to  think  afterwards, 
I'rom  something  which  Joseph  mysteriously 
hinted  at  in  the  servants'  hall,  that  he  had 
conceived  a  higher  opinion  of  my  pluck 
and  courage  than  perhaps  they  altogether 
deserved.  "  Look  ye,"  he  had  been  heard 
to  say,  "talk  o'  Mr.  .Jones  !  't  ain't  every 
genelman  as  'ud  tackle  them  sort  o'  cus- 
tomers wi'  nothin'  but  a  humbereUa  ! 

(the  end.) 


THE   TALE   OE   A  PIG. 

AN  AECADIAN  STORY. 
By  E.  M.  Chettle. 
chapter  viii. 


"  TTncle    Chris,  dear,  you  are  nic-e- 
U  looking." 

Uncle  Chris  turned  and  looked  at  Miss 
Margery,  while  his  eyes  twinkled  merrily 
imder  his  thick  white  brows. 

"  Thank  you,  mademoiselle,  that's  very 
pretty." 

"  You  are,"  she  pm-sued,  as  she  balanced 
her  spoon  on  her  cup,  for  they  were  at 
breakfast,  and  putting  her  head  on  one 
side  she  contemplated  him  gravely. 
"  Yoi\  haven't  much  to  do  this  morning, 
have  you  now  ?  " 

"  My  dear,  I  have  a  number  of  import- 
ant things  to  do  this  morning,"  said  the 
Vicar,  firmly. 

"  Now,  it's  only  Wednesday,  so  you  have 
not  to  begin  your  sermon  yet ;  and  it's 
snowing,  so  you  can't  go  out  and  visit  any- 
body ;  and  I  covered  all  the  new  library 
books  last  night,  and  catalogued  them; 


and  I  have  a  panel  upstairs,  uncle  dear,  a 
blank  panel,  and  nothing  else  to  do  just 
now  ;  and  you  need  only  sit  m  yoiu-  arm- 
chair, and  talk  to  me ;  and  oh !  Uncle  Chris, 
you  have  a  nose,"  strokmg  it,  "  and  j'ou're 
such  a  nice  colom",  and  your  white  hair 
comes  so  well  against  the  oak  panelling." 

"  Everybody  lias  a  nose,"  said  Uncle 
Chris,  perplexed,  for  he  was  a  plain  man 
and  loved  common-sense. 

"  Not  such  a  fine  one  as  yours.  Yoii 
wiU  sit  a  bit,  won't  you,  now  ?  " 

"  Margery,"  said  Uncle  Chris,  severely, 
"  do  you  think  yom-  luicle  is  to  be  hood- 
winked and  turned  about  anyway  by  your 
flattery  ;  that  the  time  of  the  Vicar  of  this 
parish  is  to  be  wasted  in  chattering  to  a 
monliey,  and  that  he  is  to  neglect  his 
duties  "for  a  whole  morning  in  order  that 
you  may  make  caricatm-es  of  hun  '?  " 

•'  I  don't  know,"  said  saucy  Margery, 
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"but  I  would  like  to  find  out,"  and  heruncle, 
feeling  her  arms  about  his  neck,  and  her 
hands  rmnpling  Tip  his  liair— an  operation 
which,  curious  as  it  may  seem,  he  greatly 
enjoyed — gave  in  with  no  bad  grace. 

"  Come  into  the  study,  uncle,  my  thing's 
are  all  there."  ° 

"  Certainly,  madam  !  "  and  the  Vicar 
rose,  made  a  low  bow,  and  presenting  his 
hand  to  his  niece,  led  her  into  his  cosy 
■study,  where  he  found  her  easel  and  paints 
all  set  ready,  and  his  smoking  chair  drawn 
up  before  a  blazing  fire.  He  allowed  her 
to  seat  him  in  it  and  pose  him  as  she 
liked,  putting  on  an  expression  of  comical 
resignation  as  she  gravely  pushed  his  chin 
up,  arranged  his  hair  with  a  paint-brush, 
and  contemplated  his  general  appearance 
with  one  eye  closed. 

Then  Margery  began  to  draw  with  firm 
careful  touches,  and  presently  she  took  up 
her  palette,  and  worked  with  her  brushes, 
pausing  very  often  to  draw  back  and  look 
at  her  model  with  her  eyes  half  shut,  a 
proceedmg  which  amused  him  greatly,  and 
during  which  he  diligently  made  grimaces 
at  hei-. 

"I  met  Jack  yesterday,"  he  said  pre- 
sently. 

Here  Miss  Margery  blushed. 

"  He  had  just  been  present  at  a  sad 
ceremonj^" 

"  A  fimeral  ?  Whose  could  it  be  ?  No 
one  has  died  here  lately." 

I  did  not  say  a  funeral,"  corrected  the 
Vicar,  mildly  ;  "  I  said  a  ceremony." 

'•  What  was  it  ?  " 

"  What  did  Eumasus  go  and  do  when 
Ulysses  came  to  his  house  on  his  return 
to  Ithaca  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  Margery,  with 
promptness. 

"  Then,  my  dear,  you  sliould  read  and 
find  out." 

"But  don't  you  think  you  could  tell 
me  what  Jack  has  been  '  doing,  now — 
■directly  '?  " 

"  And  then  how  much  of  the  Odyssey 
shall  I  get  you  to  read  ?  No,  young  lady." 

••  I  don't  believe  Jack  has  read  it." 

"You  and  Jack  would  both  do  well  tu 
■cultivate  yoiir  minds  a  httle  more  and 
your  conversational  powers  less." 

"  Indeed,  we  hardly  talk  at  all  !  How 
can  you  say  so  ?  " 

"  No,  my  dear  ?  Perhaps  I  am  mistaken, 
hut  I  certainly  imaghied  you  were  both 
extremely  gifted  in  that  line." 

"  Uncle  Chris,  you  digress  from  your 
subject,  which  so  good  a  preacher  should 
not  do.    Wliat  has  Jack  been  doing  ?  " 

"  I  didn't  say  he'd  been  doing  anything, 
did  I  ?  "  o     .  o. 

Margery  shook  her  head  at  him,  but 
was  too  much  taken  up  with  her  work  to 
piu-sue  the  subject,  and  a  quiet  hour 
passed,  she  going  steadily  on,  while  her 
uncle  looked  dreamily  out  at  the  thick- 
falling  snow,  and  the  big  hound  snored 
•comfortably  in  front  of  the  fire. 

"Good  morning,  sir.  What  are  you 
doing,  Margery  ?  Oh  !  that's  jolly— just 
like,"  and  in  came  Jack,  rosy  from  a  buffet 
with  rude  Boreas,  and  shining  with  an- 
ticipation of  the  warmth  he  ^^•as  comin" 
to. 

"  Do  you  think  so  ?  I'm  so  relieved. 
Uncle's  been  teasing  wofidly,  and  I  do 
want  to  get  a  good  portrait."' 

"  Ungi-ateful  child,"  murmured  the 
Vicar. 

"Jack,  what  did  Eumseus  go  and  do 


when  Ulysses  came  to  his  house  on  his 
return  to  Ithaca?  " 

"  My  dear  Margery,  I  came  here  for  a 
talk— and  to  think  I  should  be  met  so! 
Can't  the  Vicar  teU  you  ?  " 

"  Uncle  ?  Of  course  he  could.  He  is  a 
perfect  tomb  of  informaticn,  but  it  takes 
a_  great  deal  of  hard  work  to  excavate 
him,  and  he  wants  me  to  read  all  through 
that  tat  brown  thing  on  the  third  shelf." 

Master  Jack  looked  along  the  third 


of  his  next  Smiday's  sermon  upon  the 
journeyings  of  Israel  had  just  occurred  to 
him,  and  smoke  aided  his  thoiTghts. 

Unobserved,  therefore,  was  Master  Jack, 
as  he  climbed  the  library  steps,  and  got 
down,  not  the  "fat  brown  thing,"  but  a 
thin  volume  bound  in  dark  gi-een  cloth. 
He  turned  hastily  o^er  the  lea\es  of 
creamj-  Indian  paper,  with  their  quaint 
lettering  and  fanciful  initials. 

"  It's  just  near  the  end,  I  believe.  No, 


"  Margery  began  to  draw. 


shelf,  and  an  idea  struck  him.  He  hesi- 
tated, glanced  at  Margery,  who  was  hard 
at  w  oi-k  again,  and  then,  evidently  making 
a  resolution,  said  : 

'-•  Sliall  I  find  the  bit  and  read  it  to 
you  ?  " 

"  Oil,  thank  you.  Do." 

Her  head  was  very  much  on  one  side 
again,  and  one  eye  was  firmly  screwed  up, 
while  the  other  was  fixedly  regarding  the 
"\  icar's  nose.  He,  good  man,  was  eyeing 
his  pipe  wistfully,  for  the  opening  clause 


that  isn't  it.  Farther  on — no.  Farther 
on  stni.  Have  patience,  we'll  catch  the 
beggar.  Ha  !  Got  him  !  "  And  Jack 
read,  in  a  mellow,  manly  tone— 

"It  you  would  know  the  love  which  I  you  benvp, 
romparc  it  to  tlie  Rin?,  n  hwh  your  faire  hainl 
^;||  ill  make  more  prcoious,  when  you  sluill  it  wcare  : 
Sii  my  love's  nature  you  shall  understand. 
Is  it  of  mettall  pure  ?   So  you  shall  prove 
My  love,  which  ne'er  disloyall  thought  did  staine. 
Hath  it  no  end  ?   So  endlesse  is  my  love, 
lJulesse  you  it  destroy  with  your  disJaine. 
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Doth  it  the  piirer  waxe,  the  more  'ti-;  tride  V 
So  doth  my  love  :  yet  herein  they  dissent, 
That  wherein  gold,  the  more  'tis  purifirle, 
,    By  waxing  lesse,  doth  show  some  part  is  spent, 
'    My  love  doth  waxe  the  more  by  your  more  trying, 
1    And  yet  encreasetli  in  tlie  purifying." 

'  Perhaps  it  was  an  odd  shake  in  his 
voice,  as  he  finished,  that  made  Margery 
I  start  so,  look  at  him,  and  drop  her  brushes, 
^-hile  her  face  became  a  furions,  fiery  red. 

"Oh,  Jack,  how  could  you?  "  she  said. 

But  Jack  smiled  cheerfully-,  and  went 
down  on  his  knees  after  the  brushes,  while 
the  Vicar,  seeing  her  stop  work,  seized  the 
occasion  to  fiU  his  pipe,  stiU  mentally  pur- 
suing the  ancient  Israelites  through  the 
wilderness. 

Just  then  came  a  knock  at  the  door,  and 
the  maid  appeared. 

"  Mrs.  Pentelow's  servant  would  like  to 
speak  to  you,  miss." 

Margery  went  out  to  where  Betty  stood 
in  the  hall,  a  large  basket  on  her  red  arm, 
from  imder  the  lid  a  vision  of  snowy  linen 
peeping. 

"  Missis's  compliments,  miss,  and  she 
have  sent  the  Vicar  a  pork  pie,  miss,  with 
her  duty,  and  it  were  made  out  o'  the  old 
hog,  miss." 

"  Oh,  Betty,  is  he  killed  ?    What  a  loss 


he  will  be ;  the  pie  is  a  real  beauty,  and 
looks  delicious.  But  I'm  quite  sorry  he's 
gone." 

"  I'm  sure,  then,  I  ain't,  miss.    I  niver 
could  abide  the  sight  of  him.    It  used  to 
put  me  all  in  a  tremble  if  I  see  him  e^  er 
so  fur  off — he  were  that  owdacious.  I'm 
sure  I  were  reg'lar  thankful  when  Isaac 
come  in  a-carrying  of  him,  for  all  it  made 
so  nnxch  extry  to  do,  and  the  wash  about, 
j  and  it  snowing  so  hard  an'  all.    I  says  to 
I  missis,  when  we  was  a  rendering  the  lard 
i  — an'  what  a  lot  there  was  to  be  sure,  an' 
j  the  scratchings  was  beautiful — I  says,  now 
I  I  shall  be  able  to  sleep  i'  my  bed  o'  nights, 
j  nnmi.    An'  as  to  the  pig-yard,  I'm  clean 
forgot  what  it's  like,  for  I  no  more  dust  go 
I  in  there  nor  I  dust  fly." 
I      '•  Well,  Betty,  yon  are  quite  safe  now, 
!  and  the  pie  does  you  the  greatest  credit. 
I  must  go  and  show  it  to  my  uncle,"  and 
she  went  back  to  the  study  bearing  it  on 
a  dish,  while  Betty  retired  into  the  kitchen 
to  be  hospitably  entertamed  by  Mrs.  Fol- 
litt,  the  housekeeper,  who,  thougli  a  lady 
of  superior  mind,  and  knowing  what  was 
due  to  herself,  was  not  above  receiving 
information  from  humbler  sources,  and 
yearned  to  know  how  many  scores  the 
hog  weighed,  and  where  Mrs.  Pentelow 


had  got  her  new  pvu'ple  velvet  bonnet, 
which  had  so  exercised  Mrs.  Follitt's  mind 
during  last  Sunday's  sermon. 

'•  Now  I  know  what  you  were  driving 
at  with  yoi;r  Eumanises,  gocd  master 
uncle,"  cried  Margery,  as  she  ^\-ent  into 
the  study.  "  But  I  am  sorry  to  lose  him  ; 
he  was  so  comic." 

"  I  never  found  him  so,  my  dear." 

"  Not  Eimifeus,  you  know — my  dear, 
funny  old  hog,  that  frightened  you  all  so 
very  much." 

'•'  Part  of  him  enshrined  in  that  ex- 
tremely fine  pie,  my  dear  ?  " 

"  Yes,  indeed.  It  seems  a  shame  to  eat 
him  when  I  sorrow  so  for  his  tmtimely 
end.    And  you  saw  him  killed,  Jack  ?  " 

"  No.  I  happened  to  go  by  half  an  hour 
afterwards,  and  saw  his  pallid  corse 
stretched  upon  the  funeral  pile,  and  the 
quick-leaping  flames  consume  his  bristly 
hairs,  and  Steve  took  me  into  the  house, 
and  we  ate  his  tail  between  us,"  said 
Jack,  with  a  floiirish  which  caused  the 
Vicar,  who  was  quietly  slippmg  off,  to  raise 
his  hands  and  exclaim,  "  Bless  the  lad ! 
Sure  enough  his  head  is  turned."  And 
perhaps  the  Vicar  was  right.  But  his  own 
niece  was  the  cause  of  it. 

(To  be  continued.) 


THE  CRUISE  OF  THE  CHRISTABEL. 


AT  ten  o'clock,  our  watch  being  up,  I  told 
Bill  to  turn  in  and  rout  the  mate  up  with- 
out calling  the  others,  as,  being  strange  to  this 
part  of  the  coast,  I  did  not  care  to  turn  in,  but 
intended  to  keep  the  deck  all  night ;  so  when 
the  mate  came  up  to  relieve  me  at  the  tiller 
1  dived  below  for  an  extra  coat,  as  the  w^ind 
had  a  very  keen  edge  to  it.  Paddy's  day- 
light rose  soon  afterwards  above  a  heavy 
bank  of  clouds,  and  lit  up  the  dancing  sea 
with  her  silvery  beams. 

I  had  told  the  mate  to  keep  on  the  same 
tack,  and  as  we  had  been  on  it  for  a  consider- 
able time,  I  judged  we  were  now  about  level 
with  North  Shields  Lights,  so  we  tacked  and 
stood  in  to  sight  them  and  fix  our  position. 

There  are  two  lights  at  Shields,  visible 
about  thirteen  miles,  and  as  it  was  not  till  a 
long  time  after  we  put  about  that  we  sighted 
them,  we  must  have  then  been  quite  twenty 
miles  out  from  the  land. 

Having  settled  our  whereabouts,  I  sailed 
in  to  within  a  mile  or  so  of  the  shore,  and 
then  tacked  on  to  a  north-quarter-east  course 
for  the  light  on  Coquet  Island. 

This  being  visible  for  fourteen  miles,  we 
soon  came  within  the  radius  of  its  guiding 
beams. 

The  wind  had  been  shifting  about  for  some 
time,  gradually  lessening  in  force,  until  it 
finally  settled  down  to  a  light  breeze  from  the 
south-east,  so  we  shook  out  the  reef  in  our 
mainsail,  and  reset  tlie  topsail,  and  as  it  was 
now  nearly  four  o'clock,  and  broad  daylight, 
I  called  the  others  on  deck  and  turned  in  my- 
self, feeling  very  sleepy  and  cold. 

Breakfast,  that  most  enjoyable  of  meals, 
was  ready  on  the  table  before  I  got  up,  but  I 
suppose  tbe  others  felt  rather  peckish,  and 
had  ordered  Bill  to  get  it  ready  earlier  than 
usual,  as  I  noticed  it  was  only  eight  o'clock 
when  we  had  finished. 

By  half-past  nine  we  were  abreast  of  Co- 
quet Island,  and  our  course  from  here  was 
north-by-east  to  the  Longstone  on  the  Farn 
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Islands.    As  the  day  wore  on  we  saw  several 
steamers  hull  down  on  the  horizon,  but  met  i 
very  few  craft  inshore.     The  breeze  con-  j 
tinued  light  and  pleasant,  and  Frank  and  j 
O'Reilly  tried  some  fishing,  but  with  very  i 
little  success  ;  and  while  the  mate  steered, 
.Tack  and  I  sketched  any  "bits  "  of  the  coast- 
line that  took  our  fancy. 

I  suppose  it  was  in  consequence  of  the  easy 
motion  of  the  yacht,  enabling  Bill  to  handle 
the  things  below  with  less  fear  of  breaking, 
that  the  dinner  was  on  the  table  at  tbe  com- 
paratively early  hour  of  two,  and  we  all  sat 
down  to  it  with  good  appetites. 

The  Longstone  was  sighted  by  three  o'clock, 
and  as  the  weather  seemed  fine  enough  to  try 
it,  I  decided  to  run  inside  the  Farn  Islands, 
so  at  once  altered  our  course  to  nor'-nor'- 
west. 

This  little  block  of  islands,  off  the  stormy, 
ironbound  coast  of  Northumberland,  is  a  spot 
dear  to  the  memory  of  all  Englishmen  as 
being  the  scene  of  Grace  Darling's  exploit. 

Of  course,  every  one  has  heard  the  tale,  but 
one  cannot  speak  too  frequently  of  such  an 
act  of  daring  heroism,  and  therefore  I  think 
no  apology  is  needed  for  saying  that  it  was 
on  September  7th,  1838,  that  the  Forfar- 
shire struck  upon  one  of  the  numerous 
rocks  which  surround  the  islands,  knowm  as 
Hawker's  Eock,  and  soon  after  broke  apart, 
and  all  those  in  the  stern  of  the  vessel 
perished.  Old  Darling,  who  was  then  keeper 
of  the  Longstone,  stootl  with  his  daughter 
Grace  looking  out  from  one  of  the  light- 
house windows  upon  the  raging  storm,  and 
she,  hearing  the  shrieks  of  the  survivors, 
entreated  her  father  to  endeavour  to  save 
them.  At  length,  between  them,  a  coble,  the 
only  boat  they  had,  was  launched,  and  out 
over  the  breaking  seas  and  seething  waters 
Darling  and  his  daughter  Grace  pulled  for 
the  wreck,  which  they  reached  after  a  hard 
battle,  and  one  by  one  the  nine  survivors 
were  got  into  the  boat,  and  after  a  still 


harder  fight  for  it  amongst  the  raging  seas 
they  regained  the  lighthouse.  Never  was  a 
more  gallant  rescue  effected,  and  such  was 
the  severity  of  the  gale  that  they  were  unable 
to  get  ashore  on  the  mainland  for  two  days 
and  nights  afterwards. 

Four  years  later  the  brave  girl  died  of  con- 
sumption, brought  on  by  a  cold  while  visiting 
her  brother,  who  was  then  keeper  on  the 
Coquet  Light,  but  she  has  left  an  imperish- 
able name  behind  her.  A  monument  was 
erected  to  her  memory  in  Bamborough 
Churchyard,  where,  beneath  a  Gothic  canopy, 
she  is  represented  as  lying  asleep  with  an 
oar  by  her  side.  I  subsequently  had  an 
opportunity  of  seeing  the  identical  coble,  and 
made  a  sketch  of  it. 

We  sighted  a  French  lugger  away  off  the 
Longstone,  well  down  on  the  horizon,  and 
after  a  long  look  at  her  through  the  glasses 
made  her  out  to  be  the  St.  Pierre  again, 
which  we  had  lost  sight  of  during  the  pre- 
vious evening. 

With  fair  winds  and  light  breezes  we  were 
running  through  the  passage  between  the 
islands  and  the  mainland  at  five  o'clock,  and 
I  felt  very  glad  that  we  had  come  up  with 
them  during  the  daylight,  as  it  is  a  ticklish 
job  and  very  dangerous  among  the  numerous 
rocks  for  a  stranger  to  attempt  at  night. 

Holy  Island,  or  Lindisfarn,  was  passed 
with  a  flowing  sheet  about  seven  o'clock,  and 
having  got  safely  through  the  passage  I 
gave  the  tiller  to  the  mate  while  I  went 
below  to  tea. 

I  found  O'Eeilly  busy  in  the  cabin  trying 
to  brush  the  green  mould  off  some  shirt- 
fronts,  which  he  had,  with  true  Irish  inge- 
nuity, placed  at  the  bottom  of  a  locker  instead 
■  of  in  one  of  the  cabin  drawers,  and  the  com- 
bined damp  of  the  sea  air  and  bilge  water 
had  started  a  splendid  fungus  growth  on 
them,  much  to  the  amusement  of  all  hands 
but  himself.  How  difficult  it  is  for  some 
people  to  see  a  joke  ! 


1^4 


The  glass  had  been  gradually  falling,  and 
soon  after  tea  the  wind  came  dead  aft,  making 
it  difficult  to  run  our  course  without  jibbing 
the  mainsail  over. 

A  thin  drizzle  of  rain  then  commenced, 
which  very  soon  changed  to  a  steady  down- 
pour, making  oilskins  and  sou'-westers  the 
"  reigning  "  fashion  for  the  time. 

I  sighted  St.  Abbs  Head  at  eight  o'clock, 
looking  very  hazy  through  the  heavy  rain, 
and  then  the  night  shut  down  on  us  dark  and 
heavy,  and  had  evidently  made  up  its  mind 
to  be  a  bad  night  for  those  not  comfortably 
tucked  between  the  sheets. 

"  I  told  you  what  it  would  be,"  said  .Jack, 
poking  his  head  up  the  companion  hatch  ; 
"here  we  are,  no  sooner  arrived  near  the 
Scotch  coast  than  down  comes  the  rain,  and 
that's  what  we  must  expect  all  the  time." 

"  Oh,  we  must  hope  for  something  better 
soon,"  I  replied ;  "  but  it  does  seem  strange 
it  should  commence  just  as  we  get  here." 

"  Well,"  saj.d  .Jack,  "  I  had  a  month  in  the 
Highlands  two  years  ago,  and  only  got  three 
fine  days  all  the  time." 

Glad  to  get  my  streaming  oilskins  off  for 
an  hour,  I  left  the  mate  in  charge  and  went 
below,  and  at  eleven  o'clock,  when  I  went  on 
deck  again  after  a  little  supper,  it  was  raining 
just  as  heavily  as  ever. 

There  was  but  little  wind,  and  we  drifted 
along  with  scarcely  steerage  way  on  her.  The 
mate  turned  in,  and  as  Bill  had  been  pretty 
busy  I  told  him  he  could  do  the  same,  as 
Frank  proposed  keeping  up  with  me. 

It  was  a  wretched  night,  very  thick  and 
hazy  all  round,  with  an  occasional  flash  of 
lightning  in  the  distance  lighting  up  the 
heavy,  oily-looking  water,  which  was  only 
disturbed  by  the  constant  patter  of  rain  on 
the  surface.  We  rounded  St.  Abbs  Head 
under  these  unpleasant  circumstances,  and  at 
1  A.M.  Frank  turned  in  and  roused  Bill,  who 
made  me  a  cup  of  coffee,  which  I  had  on  deck  ; 
and  there  still  being  no  wind,  I  told  him  he 
could  go  below  again  and  lie  down  ready  if  I 
should  call,  and  so  kept  the  rest  of  that  dreary 
watch  on  deck  by  myself. 

I  trimmed  the  lights  in  the  binnacle,  and 
at  2.30  A.M.  sighted  the  Bass  Kock.  The  rain 
still  fell  heavily,  and  at  half-past  four — feeling 
I  had  had  enough  of  it— I  left  the  tiller  and 
called  the  mate  ;  and,  as  it  was  now  getting 
light,  I  went  below  and  left  him  on  deck,  to 
his  great  disgust. 

I  think  one  appreciates  the  comfort  of  a 
yacht's  cabin  in  proportion  to  the  unpleasant- 
ness of  the  weather  on  deck ;  and  when  it 
has  been  blowing  a  gale  of  wind,  and  with 
the  yacht  hove  to,  the  contrast  and  cosiness 
of  the  cabins  have  never  failed  to  strike  me, 
and  to  any  one  fond  of  the  sea  forms  a  con- 
stant source  of  quiet  enjojonent ;  and  I  know 
on  this  occasion  that,  after  taking  off  my  oil- 
skins and  sea-boots,  the  bright  light  from  the 
swing-lamps  reflected  in  the  mirrors  struck  me 
as  being  exceedingly  cheerful,  as  I  fell  asleep 
on  one  of  the  sofas. 

Af.'.er  continuous  rain  for  eleven  hours,  the 
clouds  passed  off,  and  at  half-past  seven — 
when  I  turned  out — the  sun  was  once  more 
shining  brightly,  and  we  were  becalmed,  with 
the  sea  as  smooth  as  a  duck-pond. 

Breakfast  was  ready  by  eight  bells,  and 
consisted  largely  of  fried  ham  and  ducks' 
eggs ;  for  we  made  the  unpleasant  discovery 
that  our  butter  had  turned  off,  and  the  bread 
was  extremely  low  in  the  locker. 

It  got  hotter  and  hotter  as  the  sun  rose 
higher  in  the  Iieavens,  and,  there  being  no 
breeze,  we  were  glad  to  sit  under  the  shadow 
of  the  sails. 

Frank  and  O'Eeilly  took  to  sketching  the 
Bass  Rock,  which  formed  such  a  prominent 
object  in  the  landscape —or,  more  correctly, 
seascape — while  Bill  and  the  mate  were  busy 
hanging  up  various  articles  of  clothing  that 


had  got  soaked  during  the  previous  night,  and 
in  getting  rid  of  the  sea  stains  by  a  good  scrub 
down. 

It  took  us  an  hour  to  drift  past  the  great 
rock,  round  the  summit  of  which  thousands 
of  cea-fowl  flew  screeching — among  them  the 
Solan  geese,  which  are  capital  sport  for  the 
few  persons  who  ever  land  there  for  a  day's 
shooting. 

Towering  up  into  the  sky,  with  a  sheer  pre- 
cipice of  over  four  hundred  feet,  it  has  a  solemn 
and  lonely  appearance,  which  fits  in  well  with 
the  tales  told  about  the  cruelties  practised 
upon  the  poor  Covenanters,  who  were  confined 
here  in  1677  in  dungeons  made  deep  down  in 
the  solid  rock.  In  1G94  the  Bass  Rock  sur- 
rendered to  King  William,  who  had  the  fortress 
demolished,  and  the  dungeons  have  since  then 
been  in  a  state  of  decay.  It  is  included  in 
j  the  parish  of  North  Berwick,  and  pays  a  tri- 
bute of  a  dozen  Solan  geese  every  year.  St. 
Baldred,  the  apostle  of  East  Lothian,  made 
this  his  hermitage,  where  he  died  in  the  year 
756. 

A  heavy  swell  soon  afterwards  altered  the 
smooth  surface  of  the  Firth  of  Forth,  and, 
setting  right  in  from  the  sea,  made  us  roll 
uncomfortably,  until  a  smart  breeze  which 
shortly  after  got  up  steadied  the  yacht  a  little, 
and  rapidly  carried  us  on  towards  our  desired 
haven. 

We  agreed  to  postpone  dinner  until  after 
our  arrival,  as — the  weather  being  tine  and 
clear — we  did  not  wish  to  miss  any  of  the 
scenery  while  we  had  the  chance.  Jack  still 
mournfully  looking  forward  to  wet  days  to 
.  come. 

Running  through  the  South  Channel,  with 
a  fair  wind  and  flowing  sheet,  we  passed  Inch 
Iveith  at  half-past  two,  rolling  our  boom  end 
in  the  water  from  the  heavy,  following  sea, 
which  made  careful  steering  a  necessity. 

Leith  looked  a  dirty  place  from  the  water, 
and,  from  the  quantity  of  traffic,  not  suitable 
to  lay  a  yacht  in  ;  and,  accordingly,  we  passed 
on  to  Granton,  as  previously  arranged ;  so, 
having  taken  in  our  topsail,  and  got  a  range 
of  cable  on  deck,  and  the  anchor  over  the 
side  ready  for  letting  go,  at  3.40  p.m.  we 
bounded  off  the  heavy  swell  into  the  smooth 
water  of  the  harbour ;  then,  hauling  in  our 
mainsheet,  we  rounded  to  and  let  go  our  an- 
chor in  a  good  berth  near  the  centre  of  the 
harbour. 

Our  arrival  seemed  to  create  quite  an  ex- 
citement among  the  inhabitants  of  the  few 
cottages  along  the  harbour's  side,  who  came 
running  out  to  see  us  bring  up. 

I  expect  their  life  is  generally  a  quiet  one, 
for,  with  the  exception  of  a  small  open  fishing- 
boat  or  two,  we  had  the  harbour  all  to  our- 
selves. 

After  stowing  sails,  the  dinghy  was  launched 
overboard,  and,  while  Bill  was  busy  dishing  up 
the  long-i)ostponed  dinner,  Frank  and  Jack 
rowed  ashore  to  get  any  letters  there  might 
be  for  us. 

They  soon  returned,  bringing  with  them 
some  huge  loaves  of  beautiful  white  Scotch 
bread,  which  was  thoroughly  enjoyed  after  the 
stale  remains  of  our  sea  stock.  After  a  very 
pleasant  dinner — which  was  none  the  less  en- 
joyed for  being  a  bit  late — we  put  our  shore 
toggery  on.  when  the  mate  landed  us  in  the 
dinghy  ;  and,  leaving  him  and  Bill  to  tidy  the 
yacht  up,  we  spent  the  remainder  of  the  day 
in  Edinburgh  ;  and  at  eleven  o'clock,  having 
tired  ourselves  out,  came  aboard  again  and 
turned  in. 

The  following  day  being  Sunday  was  spent 
quietly  at  anchor,  and  after  breakfast  we  went 
ashore  to  the  Cathedral  at  Edinburgh,  where 
the  usual  morning  service  ended  without  any 
sermon. 

O'Reilly,  having  begun  to  acquire  his  sea- 
legs,  could  not  now  shake  them  off  in  a  hurry, 
and  rolled  about  when  standing  up  in  church 


in  a  very  unsteady  manner — to  the  evident 
surprise  of  several  of  the  congregation,  who, 
no  doubt,  thought  he  had  had  too  much  "  soda 
water  " — until  I  suggested  he  should  prop 
himself  up  against  a  stone  pillar  he  was  near, 
which  had  the  desired  effect ;  but  he  after- 
wards said  the  church  seemed  to  be  gently 
rolling  from  side  to  side,  and  he  did  not  get 
rid  of  this  effect  for  several  days. 

After  a  quiet  chat  on  deck,  beneath  a  lovely 
mottled  blue-and-white  sky  that  was  reflected 
down  into  the  calm  waters  of  the  harbour,  we 
turned  in  at  an  early  hour  to  makeup  for  any 
arrears  of  sleep  we  thought  might  be  owing 
to  us. 

Monday  morning  found  us  again  at  Edin- 
burgh, doing  the  various  sights  and  sketching 
about  in  all  directions ;  and,  there  being  so 
much  to  do,  the  following  week  passed  very 
quickly. 

The  Newhaven  fishwives  reminded  one 
very  strongly  of  the  Boulogne  ditto,  with 
their  striped  petticoats  and  quaint  cry  of 
"  Caller  Herring."  These  people  keep  them- 
selves quite  apart  from  the  surrounding  in- 
habitants, and  will  not  intermarry  with  them 
on  any  account. 

One  day,  after  a  pleasant  drive,  and  visit- 
ing Eoslin  Castle  and  the  noted  chapel  with 
its  curious  carving  and  apprentices'  pillar, 
we  met  a  friend  who  invited  us  to  his  place 
in  Ayrshire. 

After  some  discussion  as  to  what  we  should 
arrange  to  do  with  the  j'acht  meantime,  we 
accepted  his  kind  invitation,  and  finally 
settled  to  leave  the  Christabel  under  the 
mate's  charge  at  Granton,  while  we  took  a 
few  days'  tour  through  the  Highlands  under 
our  friend's  guidance. 

That  being  settled,  we  took  him  back  with 
us  to  sleep  on  board  the  yacht,  and  after  tea 
packed  our  portmanteaus  and  bags,  and  then 
j  turned  in. 

I  Leaving  the  necessary  instructions  with 
the  mate,  we  started  on  the  following  morn- 

I  ing  by  a  steamer  up  the  Forth  to  Stirling, 

j  the  Castle  being  the  first  place  we  intended 
visiting.  The  river  bends  about  very  much 
as  you  get  well  up,  and  forms  what  are 
known  as  the  Links  of  the  Forth,  making 

j  it  necessary  to  travel  a  long  way  to  go  a 
short  distance ;  but  after  much  bustle  and 
puffing  of  steam,  we  arrived  there  rather  late 
in  the  day. 

It  would  be  foreign  to  the  subject  of  a 
yacht  cruise  to  describe  the  pleasant  time  we 
i  spent  ashore  in  the  Highlands,  so  we  simply 
have  to  say  that  the  weather  kept  beauti- 
fully tine,  and  the  trip  was  thoroughly  ap- 
preciated by  us  all.  The  time  rapidly  passed, 
and  the  few  days  originally  fixed  for  our  visit 
ashore  had  alreadj*  exjianded  into  a  fortnight, 
while  we  had  still  our  friend's  place  in  Ayr- 
shire to  call  at ;  and  as  he  would  not  take  any 
refusal,  we  made  the  best  of  our  way  thither 
accordingly,  and  after  spending  another  plea- 
sant week  with  him,  we  left,  with  much 
shaking  of  hands,  for  our  floating  home  in 
Granton  harbour. 

Our  erratic  movements  during  the  previous 
three  weeks  had  made  it  impossible  for  the 
men  to  write  to  me,  and  accordingly  I  felt 
i  very  glad  to  find  the  yacht  quite  safe. 

The  idea  of  sailing  round  the  coast  further 
north  was  quite  upset  by  the  extra  time  we 
had  spent  in  our  peregrinations  ashore,  and 
as  our  holiday  time  was  rapidly  drawing  to  a 
close,  nothing  remained  but  to  spread  our 
white  wings,  and  make  our  way  down  south 
again  to  the  Thames  as  soon  as  possible. 

We  reached  Granton  in  the  afternoon,  and 
at  once  went  down  to  the  liarbour,  and  as 
the  men  were  evidently  down  below  at  tea, 
and  did  not  hear  us,  we  got  a  fisherman  to 
pull  us  aboard.  The  men  were  glad  enough 
to  see  us  back  again,  having  run  their  stock 
of  provisions  rather  low,  so  that  evening  we 


and  set  the  second  jib  m  place  of  the  working 
one,  and  tied  up  a  reef  in  the  foresail. 

The  thick  hazy  appearance  of  the  sky  out 
to  windward  had  not  cleared  away,  and  anti- 
cipating a  thick  and  dirty  night,  and  that 
possibly  I  might  not  get  a  chance  later  on,  I 
turned  in  for  a  couple  of  hours.  The  mate 
roused  me  at  ten  o'clock  with  the  comforting 
news  that  a  thick  fog  was  coming  on ;  so  I 
bundled  up  on  deck,  and  sure  enough  it  was 
getting  thicker  and  thicker,  until  in  a  short 
time  we  were  surrounded  by  a  dense  sea-fog 
one  could  almost  cut  with  a  knife. 

Strange  to  say,  the  wind  was  blowing  as 


sudden  emergency,  and  it  was  not  very  long 
before  we  had  a  very  narrow  squeak. 

We  could  occasionally  hear  the  steam 
whistles  and  foghorns  blown  aboard  some  in- 
visible ships  somewhere  in  our  vicinity,  and 
accordingly  took  turns  at  blowing  our  fog- 
horn, which  is  an  exercise  requiring  a  good 
pair  of  lungs  and  plenty  of  wind.  It  was 
eight  bells,  or  midnight,  and  the  mate  had  just 
relieved  me  at  the  tiller,  when  Bill,  who  N\  a.s 
forward  on  the  look-out,  suddenly  shouted, 
'■  Hard  a-port !  "  The  mate  put  the  tiller 
hard  up  directly,  and  immediately  afterwards 
a  large  topsail  schooner  came  surging  along- 
side within  a  couple  of  yards  of  us,  like  a  grim 
phantom  out  of  the  intense  blackness  ahead, 
and  passing  along  on  the  top  of  a  sea  was 
soon  hid  in  the  folds  of  the  fog  astern  of  us. 

"  That  was  a  narrow  touch  for  us, 
Bill,"  said  I,  going  forward  to  see  if 
our  side  lights  were  properly  burning. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  he  replied  ;  "  I  never  saw 
her  until  she  was  nearly  on  top  of  us, 
and  I  don't  think  she  had  any 
lights." 

As  she  passed  we  could  hear 
her  wheel  being  rapidly  put 
over,  and  some  order  shouted 
out  to   her   crew,  and  there 
seemed      a  great 
bustle  on  board  ;  but 
it  wns  e\'idcntlv  one 


went  ashore,  with  Bill  carrying  a  large 
gunny-bag,  on  a  shopping  expedition  to  re- 
victual  for  the  retm-n  voyage.  It  took  the 
greater  part  of  next  day  getting  the  things 
on  board  and  stowing  them  away,  but  being 
work  principally  in  the  cabins  we  did  not 
mind  the  rain,  which  began  to  come  down, 
although  I  for  one  could  not  help  taking  no- 
tice of  the  weather,  which  showed  unmistak- 
able signs  of  breaking. 

The  glass  had  gone  back  considerably,  and 
evidently  our  fine  weather  was  going  to  desert 
lis  at  last ;  but  it  was  sailor's  luck,  so  we  had 
to  put  up  with  it,  and  take  the  rough  with 
the  smooth. 

For  the  sake  of  saving  time,  which  was 
now  getting  of  importance  to  both  O'Eeilly 
and  Jack,  we  settled,  as  we  sat  over  supper 
that  night,  to  make  the  p  issage  direct  from 
Granton  to  the  Thames  without  putting  in 
anywhere,  as  it  was  a  long  distance  away 
with  even  a  fair  wind ;  and  as  that  was  not  to 
be  reckoned  on  all  the  way,  we  could  only 
live  in  hopes  of  getting  a  pretty  fair  slant  for 
a  part  of  the  journey. 

Under  these  circumstances  it  was  not  with 
the  liveliest  feelings  that  we  discovered,  on 
looking  out  early  on  the  morning  of  starting, 
that  the  wind  was  dead  in  the  east,  which,  [ 
although  it  would  suit  us  when  well  off  the  ■ 
coast,  meant  a  dead  beat  to  windward  right 
down  the  Firth  of  Forth  j 

After  we  had  had  a  good  solid  breakfast, 
which  O'Eeilly  said  he  knew  would  be  his 
last  meal  for  a  week  at  the  least,  we  hoisted 
our  dinghy  on  deck  and  lashed  her  down,  and 
with  the  mainsail  set  as  fiat  as  a  board  and 
the  working  jib  hoisted,  with  half-cut  yarns, 
ready  to  burst  into  a  stretch  of  white  canvas 
at  the  first  pull  on  the  sheet,  we  lay  bobbing 
and  curtsying  to  the  ripple  which  ran  into 
the  harbour. 

The  news  of  our  departure  had  got  wind, 
and  a  line  of  people  had  collected  to  see  the 
event.  So,  having  once  more  got  our  anchor 
after  its  long  sojourn  in  Granton  harbour, 
and  secured  it  on  deck  for  sea,  we  waved  our 
caps  to  the  little  crowd,  and,  bidding  adieu  to 
Bonnie  Scotland,  I  put  the  helm  up,  and  we 
quickly  reached  out  of  the  harbour  into  the 
Firth. 

We  were  rather  amused  on  noticing  two  or 
three  white  handkerchiefs  waving  in  the  wind 
among  the  crowd  ashore,  O'Eeilly  suggesting 
that  possibly  Bill  and  the  mate  had  not  been 
quite  so  miserable  during  our  absence  as  they 
would  lead  us  to  suppose.  [ 

It  was  half-past  ten  when  we  got  under 
way,  and  it  took  until  twenty  past  twelve 
to  reach  Leith,  the  wind  outside  being  very 
paltry. 

A  general  hazy  appearance  was  gradually 
but  surely  creeping  up  from  the  sea,  but  when 
off  Leith  the  breeze  freshened  and  a  lively 
head  sea  began  to  rise,  which  very  soon  upset 
O'Eeilly,  and  he  forthwith  retired  to  the 
inner  recesses  of  his  bunk  and  lay  down.  We 
dined  without  him  at  three  o'clock,  and  had 
a  great  dithculty  with  the  soup,  as  the  yacht 
was  now  pitching  heavily  into  the  head  sea, 
but  we  managed  to  get  through  the  meal 
without  any  accident.  A  plateful  of  hot  soup 
over  one's  knees  is  no  joke  to  the  one  who 
receives  it  ! 

Immediately  after  dinner,  as  the  sea  was 
rapidly  increasing,  I  had  the  topmast  lowered, 
and  shortly  after  a  reef  taken  in  the  main- 
sail, which  eased  her  a  bit. 

Frank  and  Jack  jammed  themselves  up 
against  the  after  gratings,  where  it  was  com- 
paratively dry,  and  dived  into  the  "  Heart  of 
Midlothian,"  while  I  steered  until  about  six 
o'clock,  when  we  had  tea,  at  which  some 
capital  Scotch  marmalade  was  not  for- 
gotten. 

We  had  beaten  down  as  far  as  the  Bass 
Rock  by  half-past  seven,  where  we  hove  to, 


hard  as  ever,  and  there  was  a  heavy  sea  on, 
making  it  anything  but  a  pleasant  night. 

"  Here's  some  nice  Scotch  weather,"  said 
Jack,  who,  sitting  propped  up  against  the 
companion,  was  holding  on  to  the  slippery 
deck  in  the  best  way  he  could. 

"  Yes,"  I  replied,  "  it  is  certainly  coming  on 
thick  ;  I  wish  we  had  got  further  away  from 
the  coast  before  it  had  caught  us." 

I  told  Bill  to  get  the  foghorn  up  on  deck, 
and  then  Frank  and  Jack  turned  in  ;  but,  to 
his  great  annoyance,  I  had  the  mate  stop  on 
deck  with  Bill  and  myself,  as  I  did  not  con- 
sider two  hands  wore  sutticient  in  case  of  any 


of  those  cases  of  gross  negligence  in  hav- 
ing no  look-out  stationed  forward,  and  of  not 
carrying  proper  lights,  which  but  too  fre- 
quently ends  in  a  sad  loss  of  human  life. 
Steamships,  again,  I  have  noticed,  from  hav- 
ing frequent  opportunities  of  doing  so,  often 
travel  at  full  speed  through  a  fog,  to  the  im- 
minent danger  of  any  craft  that  may  be  in 
their  path,  and  well  earn  their  name  amongst 
fisherman  of  "  Silent  Deaths." 

One  passed  us  while  we  were  hove  to  the 
same  night ;  she  certainly  had  her  lights 
burning,  but  at  the  speed  she  was  travelling 
it  would  have  been  quite  impossible  for  them 


to  have  cleared  any  vessel  in  time  that  might 
suddenly  have  appeared  on  her  course  on  such 
a  thick  night. 

And  so  it  is  that  the  fisherman  in  his  little 
boat,  lying  to  his  nets  on  some  stormy  night, 
suddenly  sees  the  great  red  and  green  eyes  of 
the  huge  iron  monster,  bearing  straight  down 
on  him  out  of  the  dark  hazy  thickness,  and 
before  he  has  time  to  light  a  flare,  or  get 
clear  in  any  way,  the  huge  vessel,  with  its 


well-lit  cabins  and  merry  families  aboard, 
heedless  of  the  danger  and  death  they  carry 
with  them,  has  passed  on  its  way,  while  lie 
goes  down  with  his  wrecked  boat  amidst  the 
foam  astern,  and  is  reported  some  weeks  later 
as  "  missing  at  sea." 

At  one  o'clock  the  fog  commenced  to  clear 
a  little,  and  gradually  turned  to  a  genuine 
Scotch  mist,  which  thoroughly  drenched  us 
poor  mortals  on  deck. 


We  were  off  St.  Abbs  Head  by  three  o'clock, 
and  the  fog-signal  was  blowing  like  a  gi-am- 
pus.  This  makes  a  terrific  noise,  being  worked 
by  steam-power,  and  giving  a  blast  lasting 
for  six  seconds  every  quarter  of  a  minute. 

When  the  fog  had  lifted  a  little  and  it  be- 
gan to  get  clearer,  I  told  the  mate  he  could 
turn  in,  and  Bill  took  his  place  on  the  look- 
out. 

{To  he  coiilinmd.) 


THE  BOYHOOD  OF  LORD  MACAULAY. 


MACADLAY  once  sat  turning  over  the  images 
of  a  book,  his  features  in  unwonted  re- 
pose. Thomas  Carlyle  caught  sight  of  him, 
and  mentally  took  his  portrait.  "  I  noticed," 
said  Carlyle  afterwards,  "  the  homely  Norse 
features  that  you  find  everywhere  in  the 
Western  Isles,  and  I  thought  to  myself, 
'  Well,  any  one  can  see  that  you  are  an  honest, 
good  sort  of  fellow,  made  out  of  oatmeal.'  " 

Macaulay's  oatmeal  strain  came  from  the 
Hebrides,  through  many  generations  of  the 
culture  characteristic  of  the  Scottish  manse. 
His  great-grandfather,  Aulay  Macaulay,  was 
minister  of  the  islands  of  Tiree  and  Coll,  and 
afterwards  of  Harris.    His  grandfather  was 
John   Macaulay,   successively  minister  of 
Barra,  South  Uist,  Lismore,  and  Inverary. 
His  father  was  Zachary  Macaulay,  who  did 
so  much  of  the  real  work  in  the  matter  of 
the  abolition  of  the  slave  trade.    When  he 
was  sixteen,  Zachary  Macaulay  was. sent  out 
as  book-keeper  by  a  Scotch  house  to  an  estate 
in  Jamaica,  of  which  he  soon  rose  to  be  sole 
overseer.    There  his  position  brought  him 
into  the  closest  possible  contact  with  negro 
slavery.    There,  says  Sir  George  Trevelyan, 
in  his  admirable  "  Life  of  Lord  Macaulay," 
"  the  young  Scotchman's  innate  respect  for 
his  fellows,  and  his  appreciation  of  all  that 
instruction  and  religion  can  do  for  men,  was 
shocked  at  the  sight  of  a  population  deli- 
berately kept  lieathen  and  ignorant.  His  kind 
heart  was  wounded  by  cruelties  practised  at 
the  will  and  pleasure  of  a  thousand  petty 
despots.    It  was  not  for  nothing  that  he  had 
been  behind  the  scenes  in  that  tragedy  of 
crime  and  misery.    What  he  knew  he  had 
spelt  out  for  himself,  with  no  teacher  except 
the  aspect  of  human  suffering  and  degrada- 
tion and  sin." 

He  returned  to  England,  and  in  1793  he 
sailed  for  Sierra  Leone,  and  became  Governor 
of  the  colony  then  being  fonned  there  for  freed 
slaves.    In  September  1794,  a  squadron  of 
eight  French  ships  appeared  off  the  unde- 
fended and  unresisting  colony,  and  proceeded 
for  two  hom-s  to  sweep  it  with  grape  and 
bullets.    Macaulay  went  on  board  the  French 
flagship,  and  politely  pointed  out  that  a  na- 
tion professing  to  wage  war  with  the  express 
object  of  striking  off  the  fetters  of  mankind 
was  hardly  consistent  in  destroying  an  asy-  ' 
lum  for  liberated  slaves.    The  commodore  ! 
replied  that  sentiments  made  for  European 
consumption  were  out  of  place  on  the  West 
Coast  of  Africa,  and  that  he  had  come  to  cap- 
ture the  colony,  and  intended  to  do  so.  And 
he  did.    Every  desk  and  every  drawer  and 
every  shelf,  together  with  the  pririting  and 
copying  presses,  were  demolished  in"  search  of 
money.    The  floors  were  strewn  with  types 
and  papers  and  the  leaves  of  books.  The 
telescopes,  thermometers,  and  other  instru- 
ments were  smashed  to  fragments.  The  town 
library  was  destroyed,  and  the  volumes  that 
bore_  any  resemblance  to  Bibles  were  torn 
in  pieces  and  trampled  on.    "  Plants,  seeds, 
dried   birds,   insects,   drawings  were  scat- 
tered about  in  great  confusion,  and  some  of 
the  sailors  were  in  the  act  of  killing  a  beauti- 


ful musk-cat,  which  they  afterwards  ate. 
Every  house  was  full  of  Frenchmen,  who 
were  hacking  and  destroying  and  tearing  up 
everything  which  they  could  not  convert  to 
their  pwn  use.  The  destruction  of  live-stock 
on  this  and  the  following  day  was  immense. 
In  my  yard  alone,"  says  Zachary,  "  they 
killed  fourteen  dozen  of  fowls,  and  there  were 
not  less  than  twelve  hundred  hogs  shot  in  the 
town." 

Such  was  the  gospel  of  Liberty,  Equality, 
and  Fraternity  as  preached  at  Sierra  Leone. 
The  French  remained  in  riotous  debauchery 
till  the  middle  of  October,  and  then,  decimated 
by  fever,  sailed  for  Brest.  They  left  the  place 
in  such  a  condition  that  it  was  not  worth 
their  while  to  return.  "  The  houses  had  been 
carefully  burned  to  the  ground  and  the  live- 
stock killed.  Except  the  clothes  on  their 
backs,  and  a  little  brandy  and  flour,  the  Euro- 
peans had  lost  everything  they  had  in  the 
world.  It  took  a  year's  hard  work  to  get 
the  colony  straight  again,  and  then  Zachary 
Macaulay  returned  to  England,  to  be  admitted 
to  the  innermost  circle  of  friends  and  fellow- 
labourers  who  were  united  round  Wilberforce 
and  Henry  Thornton. 

To  see  Hannah  More,  he  went  to  Bristol, 
and  there  became  engaged  to  Selina  Mills, 
one  of  Hannah's  pupils.  She  was  the  daughter 
of  a  member  of  the  Society  of  Friends  who 
was  a  bookseller  in  that  city.  Her  brother 
was  the  editor  of  a  Bristol  newspaper.  A 
rather  good  story  is  told  of  him  and  his 
father.  While  resident  in  London,  young 
Mills  went  to  Rowland  Hill's  chapel,  and  there 
lost  a  new  hat.  "  John,"  said  his  father  when 
he  heard  of  it,  "  if  thee'd  gone  to  the  right 
place  of  worship  thee'd  have  kept  thy  hat 
upon  thy  head  !  " 

Zachary  Macaulay  went  back  to  Sierra 
Leone   until   1799,  when   he  returned  to 
England  to  marry,  and  be  appointed  secre- 
tary of  the  Colonisation  Company.    On  the 
25th  of  October,  1800  (St.  Crispin's  Day), 
his   son  was  born  at  Eothley  Temple,  in 
Leicestershire,  the  house  of  Mrs.  Babington, 
Zachary  Macaulay's  sister.    At  the  end  of 
the  year  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Macaulay  and  the 
baby  were  installed  in  Birchin  Lane,  London, 
and  for  an  airing  the  baby— young  Tom,  as 
he  was  already  called— used  to  be  taken,  of 
all  places  in  the  world,  to  Draper's  Gardens, 
a  dismal  yard  which  then  boasted  a  notice- 
board  almost  as  big  as  itself.    When  a  move 
was  made  it  was  to  a  much  airier  spot,  to 
what  is  now  No.  5,  The  Pavement,  Clapham 
Common.    In  those  days  the  house  had  a 
small  garden  back  and  front ;  now  the  front 
garden  is  occupied  by  a  fishmonger's  shop. 
The  house  can  be  easily  identified ;  it  is 
just  opposite  the  cabmen's  shelter  near  the 
Plough,  and  is  five  doors  southward  of  the 
Beligious  Tract  Society's  depository.  When 
he  grew  to  be  old  enough  to  sleep  alone  the 
boy  had  a  room  given  him  ;  the  room  is  the 
top  one  on  the  right-hand  side  nearest  to 
London.    Clapham  is  proud  of  Macaulay, 
and  Macaulay  Road,  leading  off  the  Common 
near  the  parish  church,  is  named  after  him. 


In  this  house  he  passed  a  quiet  and  most 
happy  childhood.    "  From  the  time  that  he 
was  three  years  old  he  read  incessantly,  for 
the  most  part  lying  on  the  rug  before  the 
fire,  with  his  book  on  the  ground  and  a  piecer 
of  bread-and-butter  in  his  hand.     A  very 
clever  woman,  who  then  lived  in  the  house 
as  parlour-maid,  told  how  he  used  to  sit  in 
his  nankeen  frock,  perched  on  the  table  by 
her  as  she  was  cleaning  the  plate,  and  ex- 
pounding to  her  out  of  a  volume  as  big  as. 
himself.    He  did  not  care  for  toys,  but  was 
very  fond  of  taking  his  walk,  when  he  would 
hold  forth  to  his  companion,  whether  nurse 
or  mother,  telling  intenuinable  stories  out  of 
his  own  head,  or  repeating  what  he  had  been 
reading,  in  language  far  above  his  years.  His 
memory  retained  without  effort  the  phrase- 
ology of  the  book  which  he  had  been  last' 
engaged  on,  and  he  talked,  as  the  maid  said, 
quite  printed  words,  which  produced  an  effect 
that  appeared  formal,  and  often,  no  doubt, 
exceedingly  droll.    Hannah  More  was  fond 
of  relating  how  she  called  at  Mr.  Macaulay's, 
and  was  met  by  a  fair,  pretty,  slight  child 
with  abundance  of  light  air,  about  four  years 
of  age,  who  came  to  the  front-door  to  receive 
her  and  tell  her  that  his  parents  were  out, 
but  that  if  she  would  be  good  enough  to 
come  in  he  would  bring  her  a  glass  of  old 
spirits,  a  proposition  which  gi'eatly  startled 
the  good  lady,  who  had  never  aspired  beyond 
cowslip  wine.    When  questioned  as  to  what 
he  knew  about  old  spirits,  he  could  only  say 
that  Robinson  Crusoe  often  had  some.  About, 
this  time  his  father  took  him  on  a  visit  to 
Lord  Waldegrave,  of  Strawberry  Hill,  and  was 
much  pleased  to  exhibit  to  this  old  friend 
the  fair  bright  boy,  dressed  in  a  green  coat 
with  red  collar  and  cuffs,  a  frill  at  the  throat, 
and  white  trousers.    After  some  time  had 
been  spent  among  the  wonders  of  the  Orford 
collection,  of  which  he  ever  after  carried  a 
catalogue  in  his  head,  a  servant,  who  was 
waiting  upon  the  company  in  the  gi-eat  gal- 
lery, spilt  some  hot  coffee  over  his  legs.  The 
hostess  was  all  kindness  and  compassion,  and 
when  after  a  little  while  she  asked  him  how 
he  was  feeling,  the  little  fellow  looked  up  in 
her  face  and  replied,  'Thank  you,  madam, 
the  agony  has  abated.'  " 

Day  after  day  he  played  on  Clapham  Com- 
mon, among  the  furze-bushes,  and  in  the 
gravel-pits,  and  by  the  side  of  the  ponds,  in- 
venting for  its  different  features  a  nomencla- 
ture which  has  been  faithfully  preserved  by 
two  generations  of  children.    "A  slight  ridge, 
intersected  by  deep  ditches,  towards  the  west 
of  the  common,  the  very  existence  of  which 
no  one  above  eight  years  old  would  notice, 
was  dignified  with  the  title  of  the  Alps  ;  while 
the  elevated  island,  covered  with  shrubs,  that 
gives  a  name  to  the  Mount  Pond,  was  regarded 
with  infinite  awe  as  being  the  nearest  approach 
within  the  circuit  of  his  observation  to  a  con- 
ception of  the  majesty  of  Sinai.    Indeed,  at 
this  period  his  infant  fancy  was  much  exer- 
cised with  the  threats  and  terrors  of  the  law. 
He  had  a  little  plot  of  gi-ound  at  the  back  of 
the  house  marked  out  as  his  own  by  a  row  of 
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oyster-shells,  which  a  maid  one  day  threw 
away  as  rubbish.  He  went  straight  to  the 
drawing-room,  where  his  mother  was  enter- 
taining some  visitors,  walked  into  the  circle, 
and  said  very  solemnly,  '  Cursed  be  Sally ; 
for  it  is  written.  Cursed  is  he  that  removetli 
his  neighbour's  landmark.'  " 

While  still  very  young  he  went  to  the  school 
kept  by  Mr.  Greaves,  close  by  ;  and  before  he 
was  eight  years  old,  started  literary  work  by 
writing  a  compendium  of  Universal  History 
— a  subject  affording  much  scope  !  One  day 
he  accompanied  his  father  on  a  morning  call, 
and  found  on  the  table  the  "  Lay  of  the  Last 
Jlinstrel,"  which  he  had  never  before  met 
with.  He  kept  himself  quiet  with  his  prize 
while  the  elders  were  talking,  and  on  his 
return  home  sat  down  on  his  mother's  bed, 
and  astonished  her  by  repeating  as  many 
cantos  as  she  had  patience  or  strength  to 
listen  to.  He  was  always  noted  for  his  won- 
derful memory,  and  had  that  rare  gift  of 
photographing,  as  it  were,  the  whole  page  on 
his  muld  at  a  glance,  so  that  he  read  books 
faster  than  most  people  skim  them,  and  could 
remember  the  whole,  letter  perfect,  without 
effort.  '•  At  one  period  of  his  life  he  was 
known  to  say  that  if  by  some  miracle  of 
Vandalism  all  copies  of  '  Paradise  Lost '  and 
'  The  Pilgrim's  Progress  '  were  destroyed  oft" 
the  face  of  the  earth,  he  would  undertake  to 
produce  them  both  from  recollection  when- 
ever a  revival  of  learning  came." 

The  reading  of  "  The  Lay  of  the  Last  Min- 
strel "  led  him  to  begin  a  "  Battle  of  Cheviot  " 
in  the  same  style,  but  after  three  cantos  this 
was  abandoned  for  an  epic  d  la  Virgil  on 
Olaus  the  Great,  the  ancestor  of  the  MacOlaus 
— that  is  to  say,  the  Macaulays,  whose  deeds 
were  to  be  immortalised. 

"Day  set  on  Cambria's  hills  supreme, 
And,  Menai,  on  thy  silver  stream. 
T!ie  star  of  day  had  reached  the  West, 
Now  in  tlie  main  it  sank  to  rest. 
SlMiiie  great  Eleindyn's  eastle  tall ; 
SiiOJie  ever}'  battery,  every  hall; 
Shone  all  fair  Mona's  verdant  plain  ; 
But  chiefly  shone  the  raging  main." 

Thus  it  began— by  no  means  badly  for  a 
boy  of  eight  years  old.  Working  at  school, 
bat  chiefly  at  home,  reading  book  after  book, 
and  remembering  all  ho  read,  and  writing 
mush  in  the  epic  and  ballad  line,  no  wonder 
that  his  mental  development  was  rapid,  and 
that  the  wonderful  precocious  boy  attracted 
much  attention.  In  1813  he  was,  after  much 
thought  on  the  part  of  his  father,  sent  to  a 
private  school  kept  by  the  Kev.  Mr.  Preston 
at  Little  Shelford,  near  Cambridge.  The 
choice  was  a  good  one  ;  it  was  just  such  a 
school  as  Maeaulay  required  ;  the  pupils,  who 
were  limited  to  twelve  at  a  time,  got  far  bej'ond 
their  share  of  honours  at  the  university  and 
of  distinction  in  after  life.  Macaulay's  letters 
from  school  are  charming,  but  too  long  to 
(luote  entire.  One  extract  we  must  find  room 
for.  "  We  have  had,"  he  tells  his  father, 
"  the  fii-st  meeting  of  our  debating  society  the 
other  day,  when  a  vote  of  censure  was  moved 
for  upon  Wilberfores  ;  but  he,  getting  up, 
said,  '  Mr.  President,  I  beg  to  second  the 
motion.'  By  this  means  he  escaped.  The 
kindness  which  Mr.  Preston  shows  me  is  very 
great.  He  always  assists  me  in  what  I  cannot 
do,  and  takes  me  to  walk  out  with  him  every 
now  and  then.  My  room  is  a  delightful  snug 
little  chamber,  which  nobody  can  en  er,  as 
there  is  a  trick  about  opening  the  door.  I  sit 
like  a  king,  with  my  writing-desk  before  me 
—for  (would  j'ou  believe  it  ?)  there  is  a  writing- 
desk  in  my  chest  of  drawers — my  books  on 
one  side,  my  box  of  papers  on  the  other,  with 
my  arm-chair, and  my  candle— for  every  boy 
has  a  candlestick,  snuffers,  and  extinguisher 
of  his  own." 

-\  beautiful  letter  from  his  mother  is  of 
the  same  year : 


"  My  Dear  Tom, — I  am  very  happy  to  hear 
that  you  have  so  far  advanced  in  your  differ- 
ent prize  exercises,  and  with  such  little  fa- 
tigue. I  know  you  write  with  great  ease  to 
yourself,  and  would  rather  write  ten  poems 
than  prune  one  ;  but  remember  that  excel- 
lence is  not  attained  at  first.  All  your  pieces 
are  much  mended  after  a  little  reflection, 
and  therefore  take  some  solitary  walks  and 
think  over  each  separate  thing.  Spare  no 
time  or  trouble  to  render  each  piece  as  per- 
fect as  you  can,  and  then  leave  the  event 
without  one  anxious  thought.  I  have  always 
admired  a  saying  of  one  of  the  old  heathen 
philosophers.  When  a  friend  was  condoling 
with  him  that  he  so  well  deserved  of  the  gods, 
and  yet  that  they  did  not  shower  their 
favours  on  him  as  on  some  others  less 
worthy,  he  answered,  '  I  will,  however,  con- 
tinue to  deserve  well  of  them.'  So  do  you, 
my  deai'est.  Do  your  best,  because  it  is  the 
will  of  God  you  should  improve  every  faculty 
to  the  utmost  now,  and  strengthen  the  powers 
of  your  mind  by  exercise,  and  then  in  future 
you  will  be  better  enabled  to  glorify  God  with 
all  your  powers  and  talents,  be  they  of  a  more 
humble  or  higher  order,  and  you  shall  not 
fail  to  be  received  into  everlasting  habitations 
with  the  applauding  voice  of  your  Saviour, 
'  Well  done,  good  and  faithful  servant.'  You 
see  how  ambitious  your  mother  is.  She  must 
have  the  wisdom  of  her  son  acknowledged 
before  angels  and  an  assembled  world.  My 
wishes  can  soar  no  higher,  and  they  can  be 
content  with  nothing  less  for  any  of  my 
children." 

In  1814  Mr.  Preston's  school  was  removed 
to  Buntingford,  in  Hertfordshire,  and  there 
young  Maeaulay  spent  four  years.  As  his 
master  had  confidence  in  his  discretion,  there 
was  no  check  in  his  reading,  and  he  roamed 
"  almost  at  will  over  the  whole  expanse  of 
literature."  He  lived  almost  exclusively 
amongst  books,  and  wrote  but  little.  When 
he  came  home  to  Clapham  for  the  holidays 
there  was  much  harmless  frolic — and,  sad  to 
relate,  much  novel-reading,  which  his  father 
was  by  no  means  pleased  with  himself  for 
permitting.  In  fact,  this  fondness  for  fiction 
got  the  somewhat  staid  but  good-hearted 
Zachary  into  a  sad  mess.  As  editor  of  the 
"  Christian  Observer,"  he  received  a  letter 
deJending  works  of  fiction,  and,  as  the  case 
was  ably  and  reasonably  put,  he  incautiously 
inserted  the  communication  in  the  magazine. 
It  brought  down  upon  him  "  the  most  violent 
objurations  from  scandalised  contributors, 
one  of  whom  informed  the  public  that  he 
had  committed  the  obnoxious  number  to  the 
flames,  and  should  thenceforth  cease  to  take 
in  the  magazine.  The  editor  replied  with 
becoming  spirit,  although  by  that  time  he 
was  aware  that  the  communication,  the  in- 
sertion of  which  in  an  unguarded  moment 
had  betrayed  him  into  a  controversy  for  which 
he  had  so  little  heart,  had  proceeded  from 
the  peri  of  his  son."  Such  was  young  Mac- 
aulay's first  appearance  in  print,  if  we  except 
the  index  to  the  thirteenth  volume  of  the 
"  Christian  Observer,"  which  he  compiled 
during  his  Christmas  holidays  in  1814. 

In  1818  young  Maeaulay  went  into  resi- 
dence at  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  and  we 
may  consider  his  precocious  boyhood  at  an 
end.  At  the  university  he  secured  the  repu- 
tation of  being  one  of  the  most  brilliant  of 
students,  as  in  after  years  he  was  acknow- 
ledged to  be  one  of  the  most  gifted  of  men. 
He  died  on  December  28,  1859.  As  re- 
viewer, politician,  member  of  the  Supreme 
Council  of  India,  ballad- writer,  and  historian, 
he  left  a  good  broad  marl:  on  the  world,  and 
a  reputation  for  honour  and  uprightness  ex- 
celled by  no  writer  or  statesman  of  English 
speech. 
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Problem  No.  253. 

By  S.  Gold. 
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I  whitt:.  I         6-1-8=14  pieces. 
White  to  play,  and  mate  in  three  (3)  moves. 


Stukgis's  Peoblems. 

Professor  0.  A.  Brownson,  of  Eockdale, 
Dubuque  County,  Iowa,  has  now  published 
the  collections  of  fourteen  composers,  the 
twelfth  of  which  is  entitled  "  A  Collection  of 
Chess  Problems,  by  General  S.  D.  Sturgis, 
1890."  Price  25  cents.  Among  the  twenty- 
six  problems  are  five  in  two  moves,  twenty  iu 
three,  and  one  in  four;  for  the  most  part 
below  average  merit,  and  only  a  few  of  them 
fairly  difficult.  The  following  are  Nos.  7 
and  17  in  the  book : — 

Problem  No.  254. 

White,  K-Q  8;  Q— Q  2;  Es— Q  Kt  sq. 
and  Q  4 ;  Bs— Q  B  7  and  Q  B  8 ;  Kt-  K  Kt  6. 
Black,  K— Q  B  4;  Q— Q  E  5;  E— K  E  2; 
B-  Q  Kt  6;  Kts— Q  2  and  K  Kt  sq.;  Ps— Q 
E  7  and  Q  B  7.  White  mates  in  three 
moves. 

Problem  No.  255. 

White,  K-K  E  8;  Q— K  Kt  sq.;  B— K  7; 
Kts— Q  Kt  3  and  K  B  5 ;  Ps— Q  B  6,  Q  2,  and 
K  B  2.  Black,  K— Q  4 ;  Ps— K  B  3  and  K 
E  4.    White  mates  in  three  moves. 

The  thirteenth  of  Brownson's  collections 
is  that  by  A.  C.  Palmer.  Price  25  cents.  A 
specimen  of  this  composer's  ability  is  this : — 

Problem  No.  256. 

White,  K— Q  Kt  6 ;  Q  -  Q  C ;  Bs— K  B  4 
and  K  E  sq. ;  Kts— Q  3  and  K  B  7 ;  Ps— K  B 
2  and  K  E  4.  Black,  K -K  B  4;  E— Q  8; 
B— Q  E  5 ;  Kts— Q  Kt  6  and  K  E  2 ;  Ps— K  3,. 
K  B  3,  and  K  Kt  5.  White  mates  in  three 
moves. 

The  fourteenth  collection  is  that  by  CoL 
A.  P.  Eockwell,  U.  S.  Army.    Pi-ice  50  cents. 

Professor  Brownson  is  now  using  the  inter- 
national notation  of  the  boai'd. 


TO  CHE.SS  COREESPOXDENTS. 

T.  H.  M.  and  J.  L. — The  game  in  vol.  viii.  p.  192  is 
correct,  for  at  move  15  the  white  Q  cannot  play  from 
R  5  to  Kt  7  and  mate,  and  at  move  10  the  P  is  defended 
by  the  Kt.  It  was  played  between  two  well-knowu' 
composers. 

J.  S. — The  written  capitals  I,  J,  S,  and  T  are  oftcit 
respectively  mistaken,  so  please  write  them  plainly.. 
J.  Berger's  witing  is  very  minute,  but  that  of  0.  T. 
Blathy  is  large  and  clear. 

.T.  B. — We  understand  that  Herr  Hans  von  Minckwitz^ 
at  present  at  Belgern  a.  d.  Elbe,  whose  complete  name' 
is  Joliannes  G.  E.  L.  von  Minckwitz,  ha*  inherited. 
"  von  "  from  his  ancestor,  the  Freiherr  Ehrenfried  von 
Minckwitzburg,  who  diefl  about  1625,  and  belonged  to 
ancient  Lusatia — Bohemian  nobility.  Besides  several 
works  on  chess,  he  has  lately  publislial  a  pamphlet  on 
"  Jungdeutschland." 


Cjorrcsponbcntc. 


DEATH's-HEiD.— Ynu  might  try  the  American  motli- 
trap,  wliich  is  tci  he  procured  of  the  different  natural- 
Iiistory  dealei  s  ;  hut  it  lias  not  proved  very  successful 
in  tliis  country.  Kill  your  moths  by  means  of  a  bottle 
charged  with  c^'anide  of  potassium,  which  you  can 
obtain  of  the  same  tradesmen.  For  your  third  ques- 
tion see  answer  to  "  Young  Naturalist." 

To  Kill  Big  MothsCW.F.F.).— l.Chloroform  is  the  best, 
only  you  will  have  to  use  a  good  deal  of  it.  Put  a  feu 
drops  into  the  box  with  a  camel's-Iiair  brusii,  leave  for 
ten  minutes,  and  then  rejioat  the  dose,  liu  not  talie 
the  insect  out  of  the  box  for  at  least  half  an  hour. 
2.  You  can  always  purchase  larvic  and  pnpse  from  the 
Lonilon  dealers.  Try  Messrs.  Cooke,  aO,  Museum 
Street,  w.c. 

White  R.\t  (Rat).— Yes,  it  is  safest  to  take  away  tiie 
buck  before  young  are  born,  though  this  is  not  always 
necessary. 

Rabbits  (R.).— See  column.'?  of  "Exchange  and  Mart." 
Large  half-breeds,  such  as  Patagonians  and  Belgium, 
are  best  for  market. 

Teeth  (St.  Halcombe).— If  charcoal  -will  not  whiten 
them  you  must  see  a  dentist ;  the  enamel,  however, 
seems  gone. 

Bad  Breath  (R.  Wilson).— If  from  the  teeth,  Sanitas 
tooth-powder  thrice  a  day  applied  ;  if  from  stomacli, 
attention  to  digestion  and  rules  of  hygiene ;  if  from 
lungs,  see  a  doctor. 

Window  Plaxt.s  (Young  Cadet).— Better  renew  your 
compost,  repot,  and  water,  tlien  pick  away  all  decayed 
.parts,  and  keep  clean  daily.  We  cannot  give  a 're- 
ceipt for  growing  tall.  You,  perhaps,  are  not  the 
growing  sort.  Gymnastics  will  assist,  so  mil  sh  im- 
ming, which  seems  to  stretch  the  whole  frame,  and 
strengthen  it  too. 

Cat  with  Film  on-  Eyes  (Eye-Film).— Better  not  in- 
terfere if  it  is  going  away.    Leave  well  alone. 

Cold  Bath  (W.  C.  E.).— Before  breakfast  in  the  morn- 
ing is  the  best  time.   Get  up  earlier. 

Caxahy  always  Moultin'g  (Willie).— Put  five  grains 
of  chlorate  of  potash  every  day  in  ilrinking-water. 
Renew  daily.  Give  clean  sand,  gi'een  food,  and  nothing 
but  black  and  white  canary-seed.  Perhaps,  however, 
the  bird  is  very  old. 

PiGEOx  AND  Ducks  III  (G.  0.  M.).— We  could  not  say 
for  certain,  but  we  blame  tlie  water.  Tlie  water  for 
pigeons  should  be  soft,  pure,  and  free  from  all  taint. 
Your  bii-ds  evidently  hail  inflammation. 

©OR  AN-D  Rabbits  (W.  J.  Minto).— 1.  Dog  is  too  fat, 
give  less  flour  food,  more  boiled  lights  and  paunch, 
and  more  exercise.  2.  Rabbits  do  not  need  milk  as  a 
rule.  3.  When  big  enough,  of  course.  4.  Dip?  No, 
a  rabbit  isn't  a  sheep.  A  boy  that  can't  keep  his 
rabbits  free  from  insects  is  a  lazy  lad.  Bed  well,  and 
keep  clean. 

SUTTING  PAjinOTS"  NAILS  (Inquisitive).— Certaiulv,  if 
too  long.  In  the  wild  state  exercise  keeri.s  tiiem 
Short. 


Haius  and  'Volcanoes  (Antoinette).— This  young 
lady  wants  to  know  how  to  get  rid  of  a  few  hairs 
growing  on  the  face,  also  how  many  volcanoes  there 
are  iu  the  world  !  Pull  the  hairs,  if  few,  out  with  the 
tweezers.  As  to  the  volcanoes,  we  should  not  like  to 
hazard  even  a  guess. 

Crickets  (C.).— Try  oatmeal,  mi.xed  with  salt,  or  some 
of  the  shop  preparations.   'Ware  poison,  however. 

At  a  Loss  to  K.vow  (J.  W.).— What  vou  ask  about 
is  natural  to  your  age.  Take  a  cold  bath  every 
morning. 

BiiEEDi.VG  Caxabies  (Jossy).— Birds  hatched  in  one 
season  breed  in  spring  of  next. 

Making  the  Calves  Grow  (W.  P.).— You  silly  hoy  ! 
Was  the  poultice  you  put  on  your  back  m'ade  of 
Scotch  oatmeal'?  You  make  usliiugh.  Try  exercise, 
climb  hills,  ride  the  cycle,  swim,  and  eclt  the  oat- 

Mole  (P.  Robinson).— No,  leave  it  alone. 

CLEM.A.TIS  PROM  SEED  (Dora).— 1.  Gather  in  autumn, 
store  iu  a  dry,  cool  place,  sow  in  sandy  soil,  with 
gentle  heat,  nurse  under  glass,  and  plant  out  in  rich 
mould.  2.  Too  much  tea  is  bad  for  nerves  and  com- 
plexion. 

Taming  a  Puppy  (Dog  Fancier).— Only  by  kindness 
and  firmness.   Give  more  exercise. 
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nerves  as  well. 


(Iser).  —  Digestion  all  wrong. 
Consult  a  doctor. 


and 


Nervousness  (Escribiente,  late  Miscraljlc).— We  are 
glad  that  by  following  our  advicT  yim  an- Mi^rralile 
now  no  longer.  We  wish  ntlic-r  li(i\'s  wmilil  ali|uic  all 
evil  habits,  and  go  in  for  mure  exeri-i-,e,  the  liatli, 
good  food,  wdiolesome  reading,  and  hard  beil  or  mat- 
tress, and,  if  medicine  be  needed,  just  about  10  to  15 
drops  of  tincture  of  iron  thrice  daily  iu  water  after 
meals. 

Consult  a  Doctor  (J.  H.  R.).— We  cannot  counsel 
too  much  self-doctoring,  and  in  all  cases  that  look 
serious  the  family  doctor  sliould  be  consiUted. 

Book  on  Rabbits  (Agnes  and  M.arion ).— Glad  to  see 
the  lumiber  of  our  girl  readrrs  ever  on  the  iMcn-ase. 
AVe  bid  you  welcumc,  and  are  always  ]ilcasfd  tu 
answer  your  queries,  (let  Wright's  book,  price  Ui/. 
It  is  called  the  "  Rabbit  Keeper." 

Tajik  Mice  (Alice).— A  little  sop  of  bread  and  milk 
daily,  small  grains,  barley,  etc.,  canary-seed,  water,  a 
(lark  Tiiiini,  witli  cuttou-wool  bed;  sawdust  iu  cage. 

Tlial  1-,  .dl,  Alice. 

SwLM.Mixi;  (Zeiias).— No,  wait  till  you  get  stronger. 
Giddiness  is  a  dangerous  symptom. 

JIiCK  Again  (T.  Pistol).— Don't  give  too  much  hemp. 
Read  reply  to  Alice. 

W.^rt.s  (S.  C.  B.).— Try  milch-weed  juice,  or  burn  off  by 
touching  with  caustic  silver. 

Pimples  (J.  E.  M.).— Give  up  smoking.  It  is  bad 
enough  iu  men  ;  it  is  everything  that  is  bad  for 
boys. 

C-iT's  Hair  Coming  Out  Continu.u,ly  (W.  H. 
Veles). — Get  a  comb  and  brush  and  groom  daily. 
Feed  on  the  plainest  food,  but  feed  well.  You  cannot 
do  an\"thing  else. 


Strength  (A  Reader). — You  can  only  obtain  it  by 
obeying  the  laws  of  health,  and  living"  temperately  ia 
every  way. 

Pigeons  Going  B.vck  (A.  N.  W.).  —  You  cannot 
prevent  pigeons  returning  to  the  old  home,  except 
by  shutting  them  up.  Those  born  on  the  premises 
will  remain. 

A  Letter  fro.m  Rangoon  fF.  L.  Dawson).—!.  Clad 
to  hear  from  you.  2.  The  same  treatment  for  pigeons 
as  for  summer  in  this  country,  only  give  softer  food 
when  breeding.  3.  Y'es,  doves  will  breed  in  an  aviary. 
4.  Get  Wright's  book  on  pigeons,  3s.  CJ. 

Feeding  Mice  (B.  B.  Barnes).— No,  not  malt.  Feed 
plainly. 

ArSTE.u,iA  (Blackbird).— Don't  go  to  Australia  with- 
out having  friends  there,  unless  you  gn  right  away  up 
country  and  iiiran  to  rough  it.  Hardly  anj- situa- 
tions tu  !ju  guf  111  towns. 

PiMPLT-s  (\V.  r.  i;  , ).  T-ually  at  your  time  of  life  from 

]iuv.  rt.\  (if  111  I     'lake  10  drops  of  tinctureof  iron 

thrice  dailj,  in  uater  luter  iiii  al>. 

Food,  etc.,  for  Squiurej..-  ii  ild  U.  ader). — Keep  in  a 
good  big  clean  cage,  with  a  trcc-liranch  in  it.  The 
cage  must  he  protected  from  its  ttetli.  No  wheel. 
Food,  linad-aiid-niilk,  nuts, acorns, grain,  etc.  A  little 
meal  in  siiring-tinic. 

Tortoises  ( Anxiety).— They  hidethemselvesin  autumn 
and  reappear  in  spring.  Give  them  plenty  of  fiee- 
dom.  The  run  of  the  garden.  In  house  they  eat  let- 
tuce, cabbage,  and  even  bread-and-milk. 

Hair  Fallinc;  Off  (C.  E.  Thompson).— You  must 
have  the  scalp  examined  by  a  doctor.  It  may  be  from 
scurf.  Anyhow,  see  to  it  at  once.  Beware  of  quack 
advertisements. 

Chickens  III  (.M.  Brown).— It  was  not  pip,  but  the 
gapes.  Trv  Spratt's  remedv.  Advertise  in  the  paper 
called  •■  Tlio  Featliered  World." 

Moulting  (II.  lludgsfin)— Simply  keep  the  canary 
free  fruni  draiiL-lit-  and  cover  up  at  night.  A  little 
egg-aiid-lircadrnuiili  fuud  will  help.  Tinge  the  water 
with  .salfruii.    Cue  -iceii  f.iud. 

Gold  Fish  (I'l'di  Tl  ry  will  only  breed  in  regular 
poiidj.  Feed  .11  all^^  rggs.  Put  a  handful  of  water- 
cress, root.^  ail. I  all,  iiitu  the  bowl. 

Silkworms  Iivim.  iT.a  T.)uelie).--rrnbably  through 
want  i.f  perfci  i  ..■kanliiiuss.    This  is  imperative. 

Piiiri.  II, v  Mi>EnAi;Li  (HarryM.). — As  yon  get  older 
and  struiigcr  you  will  get  over  your  shyiK.-ss.  Never 
mind  your  looks.  luqirLive  y..ur  mind,  and  go  in  for 
some  'kind  of  atliletics,  'j'ake  a  cold  liath  every 
morning,  and  take  pleiit  \  ot  good  food.  iJo  not  take 
medicine. 

Canker  in  Cat's  Far  fGuinea-Pig).— If  external, 
zinc  uiiiTinciit,  afrer  m  asliiiig  with  warm  water  and 
soap.  Ii  iiitiiiial,  a  1(  it  lull  of  0  grains  of  sulphate  of 
zinc  to  an  ounce  of  water. 

Rabbit  III  (McDonald).— Hair  falling  off  perhaps 
from  bad  bedding.    If  dusty,  hay  is  apt  to  do  this. 


lor? 
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Price  One  Penny. 

[ALL  RIGHTS  RESERVED.] 

CHAPTER  X.— I  JOIN  LORD  COCHRANE'S 
FLEET. — A  LOOTING  EXPEDITION  AND 
WHAT  CAME  OF  IT. — I  FIND  MYSELF  A 
CAPTIVE  IN  THE  HANDS  OF  THE  ENEMY. 

TXThen  I  arrived  in  South  America  I 
IT  found  the  rebellion  in  full  progress. 
Lord  Cochrane  arrived  at  Valparaiso  on 
November  28,  1818,  and  shortly  after- 
wards hoisted  his  flag  in  the  O'Higgins  as 
commander-in-chief  of  the  Chilian  fleet, 
which  consisted  of  six  or  seven  ships,  and 
for  the  present  made  Valparaiso  his  head- 
quarters. I  joined  him  at  that  place  on 
January  7, 1819,  and  was  at  once  appointed 
to  a  small  sloop-of-war  of  sixteen  g^ims, 
called  the  Esperanza,  commanded  by  a 
canny  Scot  called  Da\dd  Mutchmore,  a  man 
gifted  with  all  the  reticence  and  sangfroid 
peculiar  to  his  race,  one  of  the  very  few  who 
were  able  to  combine  with  the  undoubted 
glory  of  this  enterprise  a  measiure  of  solid 
advantage  to  himself. 

The  admiral  was  resolved  to  put  to  sea. 
Fortune,  which  had  at  first  so  favoured 
the  Chilian  arms,  seemed  now  to  have 
withdrawn  her  smUes  ;  the  most  sinister 
rmnoUrs  were  prevalent ;  Valparaiso  itself 
was  threatened ;  and  the  ship  in  which 
I  had  come  from  England  had  narrowly 
escaped  captm*e  by  an  armed  cruiser  of  a 
type  but  little  removed  from  the  pirate. 


GEORGE  rUEEBOHN  :  SAILOR,  EXILE,  AND 
EIRST  PARSON  OF  AURORA  ISLAND. 

By  Eet.  a.  Baker,  m.a.,  r.n. 


"  We  placed  our  backs  against  a  bulkhead." 
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Lord  Cochrane  accordingly  determined 
to  attack  the  Spanish  fleet  in  Callao  har- 
bour ;  and  left  Valparaiso  on  January  IG, 
1819,  with  this  audacious  design  in  view. 
Our  squadron  consisted  of  seven  ships, 
mounting  in  all  220  giuis.  The  Spaniards 
were  numerically  far  superior,  having,  in 
addition  to  their  fleet  of  seven  consider- 
able vessels,  a  large  flotilla  of  gimboats 
and  well-armed  merchantmen,  while  the 
cliffs  in  the  rear  of  their  anchorage  bris- 
tled with  cannon,  making  their  artillery 
strength  more  than  double  that  of  our- 
selves. 

It  was  in  truth  a  hazardous  enterprise. 
But  we  were  under  the  leadership  of  the 
captain  of  the  Speedy,  and  the  hero  of  the 
Basque  Roads.  If  there  was  one  man 
competent  to  silence  the  batteries  of 
Callao  and  to  destroy  the  Royalist  fleet, 
that  man  was  surely  our  noble  and  gallant 
commander. 

Captain  Mutchmore  I  found  to  be  a 
man  of  but  little  sentiment.  In  peace  his 
principal  idea  seemed  to  be  that  of  scrub- 
bing the  decks  till  they  were  so  clean  that 
you  could  eat  a  meal  off  them  in  comfort 
without  any  tablecloth  ;  or  of  polishing 
guns  and  brasswork  till  they  caught  the 
rays  of  the  tropical  sim  like  so  many 
burning-glasses.  He  dealt  out  justice 
most  rigoroiisly  to  the  men,  and  seldom  a 
week  passed  by  without  a  flogging  or  two. 
Indeed,  there  was  a  legend  about  him  that 
in  the  early  days  of  his  career  in  the 
Chilian  navy  he  had  a  crew  not  one  of 
whom  had  escaped  the  lash  ;  and  that  on 
one  occasion  he  had  received  a  signal  from 
his  senior  of&cer,  ordering  him  to  put  to 
sea  until  he  had  got  his  ship  into  a  better 
state  of  discipline,  smce  his  pimishments 
were  an  annoyance  and  disgrace  to  the 
■whole  fleet.  As,  however,  the  crew  of 
the  Esperanza  was  composed  of  about 
a  himdred  of  the  greatest  scoundrels 
imaginable,  it  was  probably  desirable  to 
pipe  all  hands  to  punishment  pretty  fre- 
quently. We  were,  therefore,  in  a  high 
state  of  efficiency  at  this  moment,  and 
quite  ready  for  the  fray. 

The  captain  received  me  with  as  much 
cordiality  as  was  consistent  with  the 
caution  characteristic  of  the  Scot.  He 
was  attired  merely  in  a  shirt  and  trousers, 
as  the  weather  was  extremely  hot.  His 
cabin  was  furnished  in  the  severest  possi- 
ble manner,  with  a  hammock  to  sleep  in, 
an  antiquated-looking  bureau,  two  or  three 
Windsor  chairs,  and  a  portrait  of  John 
Knox  laimching  forth  the  thimders  of  his 
eloqiience  against  the  Popish  queen. 

"  Weel,  mon,"  said  he,  "  sae  ye're  to  be 
billeted  on  Davie  Mutchmore,  are  ye  ?  I 
trust  ye  ken  weel  how  to  keep  a  ship  clean. 
There's  nae  trust  to  be  placed  in  these 
puir  Chilians  ;  a  mair  feckless  crew  never 
drew  breath.  I've  tried  kindness  wi'  'em 
in  the  shape  o'  whuskey ;  I've  tried  fair 
words  and  foul ;  but,  afther  all,  I  find 
there's  naething  like  a  gude  dose  o'  cor- 
poral punishment. — Wha's  there  ?  Is  that 
you,  Gonsalvo  ?  "  A  boy  entered,  bearing 
something  wrapped  up  carefidly  in  a  coarse 
blue  cotton  handkerchief. 

"  Weel,  hae  ye  gotten  the  required 
number  the  noo  ?  " 

To  my  astonishment  the  boy  threw  the 
handkerchief  down  on  the  table,  opened  it, 
and  exposed  to  view  a  hideous  pile  of  cock- 
roaches, which  he  proceeded  deliberately 
to  count  one  by  one,  the  captain  standing 
by  and  checking  him  the  while. 


"  Ah,  ye  scunm'el,  Jose,"  said  he,  "  ye're 
just  fifteen  short  o'  yer  right  number ;  noo 
gang  awa'  for  anither  half  hour,  and  if  ye 
no  bring  me  anither  score  o'  pi;ir  deed 
bodies  by  that  time,  I'm  sair  afraid  ye 
must  undergo  yer  well-merited  punish- 
ment. Aw,  mon,"  continued  he,  tm-ning 
to  me,  "  look  weel  to  yersel,  while  ye're 
in  this  bit  barkie,  or  it's  never  a  bit  o'  toe- 
nail ye'U  have  at  the  end  of  the  week. 
Nothin's  safe  from  the  wretches;  ye'U  not 
see  many  o'  em  durin'  the  day,  but  when 
the  morn's  nicht,  and  .ye've  doused  the 
ghm  and  turned  in,  man,  it's  like  a  hail 
regiment  o'  dragoons  clatterin'  down  | 
Prince's  Street,  Edinburgh.  But,  come  on, 
my  laddie,  let's  hae  a  bit  crack  upon 
matters  mair  professional." 

And  then  the  old  salt  subjected  me, 
kindly  enough,  to  a  somewhat  rigorous 
catechizing  as  to  my  knowledge  of  the 
uatui-e  and  extent  of  my  duties ;  the  ex- 
perience I  had  gained  of  wind  and  tide, 
compass,  soundings,  and  seamanship  gene- 
rally. I  must  confess  I  was  not  quite 
prepared  for  so  searching  an  examination  ; 
but  I  am  glad  to  say  that  the  canny  Scot  ! 
appeared  satisfied,  and  even  vouchsafed  a 
word  of  praise. 

"  I  had  a  verra  gude  report  o'  ye,  my 
lad,  except  in  one  thing,  that  matter  o' 
gettin'  into  debt ;  but  under  a  gude  Scot's 
guidance,  perhaps  ye'll  be  mair  careful. 
'Deed,  but  I'll  take  care  o'  yer  siller  my- 
self; for  it's  no  that  pleasant  to  be  thrown 
into  the  caboose  for  debt,  to  stay  there 
naebody  knaws  how  lang.  Now,  be  off 
to  ye're  duty,  my  lad  ;  and  if  we  go  into 
action  in  the  mornin'  ye'U  attend  me  on 
the  quarter-deck." 

The  next  morning  the  admiral  signalled 
to  us  to  stand  in  towards  the  enemy's 
ships  in  company  with  him,  his  design 
being  to  cut  out  their  firigates.    As  Ame- 
rican ships  were   expected,  we  hoisted 
American  coloins  and  proceeded  accord- 
ing  to  orders.    But  a  thick  fog  suddenly  : 
came  on  and  put  an  end  to  all  operations  | 
for  the  time,  so  that  the  design  had  to  be  ■ 
abandoned  until  a  more  favourable  oppor- 
tunity presented  itself. 

A  few  days  afterwards  the  carnival  took 
place,  and  Lord  Cochrane,  determining  to 
take  advantage  of  the  circmustance,  ad- 
vanced as  before  under  American  colom-s. 
The  fog  which  had  proved  such  a  hin- 
drance to  our  operations  now  served  as  a 
cover  for  our  advance  ;  and  we  should 
have  succeeded  in  approaching  within  a  I 
very  short  distance  of  the  enemy's  line, 
had  it  not  been  for  the  fact  that  the  Es-  , 
peranza  suddenly  fell  in  with  a  Spanish 
gunboat,  which  sm*rendered  to  her  after  a 
short  engagement.  The  cannonade  roused 
the  enemy  to  immediate  action,  and  in  a 
very  few  moments, 

"  Each  gun.  from  its  adamantine  lips, 
Spread  a  death-shade  round  the  ships." 

And  a  death-shade  indeed  it  would  have 
been,  but  for  the  fog  and  the  unequal  prac- 
tice of  the  enemy.  As  it  was,  a  round 
shot  entered  the  admiral's  cabin,  and  took 
off  the  head  of  a  marine  who  was  on  duty 
there.  The  face  of  Lord  Cochrane's  little 
son,  who  happened  to  be  standing  by,  was 
bespattered  with  the  poor  fellow's  brains. 
His  father  turned  round  in  horror,  think- 
ing that  his  son  was  slam  ;  but  the  brave 
child  ran  up  to  him  exclaiming, — 

"  I'm  not  hurt,  papa ;  the  shot  did  not 


touch  me.  Jack  says  the  baU  is  not  made 
that  can  kiU  mamma's  boy." 

He  persistently  refused  to  be  carried 
below,  and  remained  on  deck  during  the 
action. 

After  a  furious  cannonade  of  about  two 
hours'  duration,  it  became  evident  that  we 
could  not  hope  to  carry  the  place  against 
such  fearful  odds,  without  having  re- 
coiurse  to  some  stratagem  hereafter  to  be 
developed.  The  only  visible  result  of  the 
bombardment  had  been  to  silence  the  fire 
at  one  angle  of  the  forts ;  the  enemy's 
practice  was  beginning  to  improve  ;  two  of 
our  squadron  had  faUed  to  co-operate  ;  in 
the  Esperanza  the  splinters  were  flying 
in  every  direction,  and  already  some  dozen 
of  poor  fellows  had  gone  to  their  last  ac- 
comit,  while  the  captain  himself  had  sus- 
tained a  severe  wound.  The  game  Mas 
plainly  not  worth  the  candle,  and,  becom- 
ing more  and  more  disabled,  we  presently 
sheered  out  of  action.  The  commander- 
in-chief  was  not  long  in  following  suit,  and 
the  whole  fleet  retired  out  of  range,  wait- 
ing for  the  next  move  in  this  dangerous 
game,  and,  to  the  best  of  our  ability,  mak- 
ing good  defects. 

Diu*ing  this  interval  a  circumstance  oc- 
curred which  deprived  the  patriots  of  my 
services  for  a  considerable  tune. 

It  happened  that  a  small  French  trading 
vessel  went  ashore  a  few  miles  up  the 
coast  and  became  a  total  wreck,  securely 
wedged  m  between  two  rocks  which  were 
separated  from  the  mainland  except  at. 
dead  low  water.  Now,  we  were  very  short 
of  provisions,  and  it  occinred  to  Us  that 
we  :night  very  well  replenish  our  stock 
from  the  stores  of  the  iU-fated  Jearx 
Crapaud.  I  am  alraid  we  were  not  troubled 
with  very  pmictilious  ideas  about  the 
eighth  commandment  in  those  stirring- 
days  ;  we  looked  upon  the  wreck  as  fair 
game,  giving  no  heed  to  any  notions  of 
salvage  which  might  have  been  entertained 
by  the  owners,  or  to  any  ideas  of  jetsam  or 
flotsam  held  by  the  inhabitants — indeed, 
the  latter  seemed  in  some  iniaccoxmtable 
way  to  have  missed  taking  advantage  of 
their  prize,  a  circiunstance  which  made 
us  increasingly  anxious  to  relieve  them 
of  the  responsibility.  Accordmgly,  when 
our  first-lieutenant  suggested  to  Captain 
Mutchmore  the  expediency  of  om- instantly 
making  an  expedition  to  the  wreck,  he 
took  up  the  idea  with  very  gi-eat  warmth. 
"  Ay,  puir  creatm-es,"  said  he,  "  they  dinna. 
hae  muckle  idea  o'  the  navigation  o'  these 
parts  ;  I  dinna  doot  that  it'U  be  a  sair 
misfortin  to  the  owners,  and  they'll  rin 
short  o'  siller  for  some  time  to  come  ;  but 
I  camia  reeoucUe  it  to  my  conscience  to 
let  gude  claret  rin  to  waste  on  those  rocks 
when  gude  men  miglit  be  drinkin'  it  else- 
where. So,  Jamieson  and  Freeborn,  tak' 
the  cutter  and  the  whaler  in  tow  and  pay 
the  barkie  a  visit,  and  bring  awa'  anything 
that  ye  think'U  spoil ;  and  especially  duuia 
forget  any  liquors  that  ye  may  find  in  the 
captain's  cabin.  I  diima  apprehend  any 
molestation  from  the  enemy,  but  ye  nuist 
just  go  armit,  and  keep  an  eye  on  the  sig- 
nals ;  and  if  I  recaU  ye,  mind  and  retm-n. 
immediately." 

Delighted  at  the  prospect  of  such  an 
expedition,  we  ordered  the  gig  to  be 
manned,  and,  taking  the  whaler  in  tow, 
pulled  rapidly  towards  the  wreck,  wliieh 
lay  conveniently  hidden  behind  a  little 
headland  which  concealed  it  from  the 
view  of  any  one  in  tbe  harbour.  We  were 


delighted  to  find  that  the  Maria  Pia  was 
to  all  intents  and  purposes  a  derelict.  We 
clambered  on  board  in  high  glee,  and  were 
soon  completely  absorbed  in  the  exciting 
task  of  plunder. 

As  we  expected,  we  found  a  large  quan- 
tity of  claret,  to  which  a  small  supply  of 
champagne  had  been  added.  There  were 
Bologna  sausages,  all  manner  of  dried 
friiits,  most  inviting  biscuits  in  tin-lined 
cases,  choice  tobacco  and  cigars,  and  a 
variety  of  other  luxuries,  ciihuinating  in 
a  small  supply  of  live-stock  and  poultry, 
which  gave  us  most  agreeable  visions  of 
fresh  meat  in  the  immediate  future.  De- 
lighted with  the  success  of  our  ventiure  we 
at  once  began  to  load  the  cutter  with  the 
live-stock  and  as  many  cases  of  wine  and 
provisions  as  could  be  stowed  awaj'  in  her, 
while  in  the  bottom  of  the  whaler  we 
stowed  all  the  arms  and  ammunition  we 
could  find,  mindful  that  our  own  stock 
often  ran  perilously  shcri. 

As  soon  as  the  two  boats  were  loaded  I 
suggested  to  Jamieson  that  if  we  sent  the 
cutter  back  to  the  ship  she  might  reti^rn 
for  a  fresh  cargo ;  he  seemed  to  think  it 
a  very  bright  idea  of  mine,  and  we  acted 


upon  it  accordingly,  thus  depriving  our- 
selves for  the  time  of  all  our  force  in  case 
of  an  attack.  The  men,  accustomed  to 
unquestioning  obedience  to  orders,  im- 
mediately took  their  places  in  the  boat 
and  shoved  off. 

"  Now,  come  on,  Freeborn,"  said  Jamie- 
son,  whom  I  ought  to  have  introduced  as 
our  second-lieutenant,  "  the  gude  Scot's  so 
verra  canny  that  we  shan't  reap  much 
benefit  from  this  little  game  if  we  don't 
take  time  b_y  the  forelock  ;  let's  have  a 
good  tuck  in  while  we  can  ;  the  boat'll 
soon  be  back  ;  lend  me  a  hand,  and  we'll 
soon  see  what's  in  these  cases  here." 

Nothing  loth,  I  went  to  work,  and  very 
soon  the  captain's  table  was  spread  with 
a  repast  at  least  boimtiful,  if  served  in  the 
roughest  and  readiest  manner.  We  did 
ample  justice  to  the  good  cheer,  pledging 
each  other's  health  and  drinking  success 
to  the  saucy  Esperanza.  We  were  just 
in  the  height  of  om-  enjoyment  when  we 
were  suddenly  startled  by  the  report  of  a 
gun. 

"Hallo,"  exclaimed  Jamieson,  "that's 
one  of  our  twenty-pounders." 
I  sprang  up  and  ran  to  the  port. 


"  Yes,"  said  I,  "  there's  the  cutter 
coming  back,  and  they're  giving  way  like 
mad." 

At  that  moment  the  cause  was  amply 
explained.  There  was  a  loud  trampling 
overliead,  the  sound  of  many  feet,  and 
voices  in  angry  altercation  in  a  foreignt 
tongue. 

"  We're  in  for  it  now,  old  man !  " 
exclaimed  Jamieson;  "the  cutter  can't, 
possibly  get  here  in  time  ;  we  must  make 
for  the  whaler  and  sell  our  lives  as  dearly 
as  we  can." 

It  was  too  late.  There  was  a  great 
clattering  upon  the  ladders,  and  in  anotiier 
moment  in  rushed  about  a  dozen  of  the 
enemy's  soldiers,  villainous-looking  fel- 
lows, armed  to  the  teeth,  and  thirsting  for 
our  blood.  We  placed  our  backs  against 
a  bvdkhead  and  struck  out  in  true  Eritishi 
fashion  with  such  weapons  as  we  had, 
inflicting  more  than  one  ugly  gash  before- 
we  finally  succumbed.  But,  after  seeing 
.Jamieson  run  through  the  heart  with  a 
rapier,  I  received  a  blow  on  the  head  from 
the  butt-end  of  a  musket,  and  remembered 
no  more. 

(To  be  continued.) 


YEARS  had  passed.  Spring  had  come 
round  again,  and  the  rooks  were 
cawing  over  their  nests.  The  dull,  grey 
winter  sky  had  rifted,  and  streaks  of  tender 
blue  smiled  out  upon  the  pale  primroses. 
Again  the  delicate  powdering  of  green 
appeared  on  the  brown  woods,  and  the 
tlurushes  called  to  each  other,  and  the  brook 
chattered  gaily  to  the  sedge.  Sweet  shafts 
of  simlight  pierced  the  window-panes  and 
scattered  the  gloom  within.  They  shone 
in  at  the  doctor's,  where  he  and  his  wife 
sat  at  breakfast  with  their  children  round 
them.  They  hghted  up  the  kindly  Vicar's 
white  hair  as  he  paced  musing  about  his 
garden,  making  the  most  of  his  quiet, 
because  he  knew  it  was  so  sure  to  be 
broken  in  upon  by  Margery's  boys  when 
their  breakfast  was  over.  They  shone  all 
over  the  country,  and  it  smiled  back  again, 
and  everything  looked  frisky. 

■•  Tliree  halfpence  and  twopence, 
Three  halfpence  and  twopence," 

said  the  pit-pat  of  hoofs  up  the  road,  and 
a  stout  bay  mare  came  cantering  along, 
bearing,  like  Templar's  horse  of  old,  "a 
(iouhle  burden— Farmer  Pentelow,  with 
his  eldest  grandson  astride  on  the  pommel 
before  him,  and  shouting  gleefully  as  the 
wind  whistled  through  his  curly  mop. 

"  Faster,  Grandad,  faster  !  "  shouted 
Ciu-ly-wig,  kicking  his  fat  legs  against  the 
mare's  shoidders  and  brandishing  the  ash- 
twig  his  grandfather  had  cut  for  him,  so 
that  he  could  ride  like  a  horseman. 

"  Never  ride  your  horse  too  hard,  my 
lad,"  said  Grandad,  gravely,  "  or  you'll 
maybe  break  his  wind  and  spoil  the  sale 
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of  him.  Fair  and  softly  does  it."  And  he 
pulled  the  mare  in,  and  walked  her  leisurely 
past  the  Twenty-acre. 

"  Look  at  the  crows,  Dumpty.  Scare 
'em,  boy !  " 

Dumpty  promptly  opened  his  mouth, 
and  emitted  a  yell  loud  enough  to  scare 
anybody. 

"  0-0-e-e-e-e-e  !  "  said  Dumpty.  "  I 
done  it,  Grandad." 

"  Clever  chap  !  But  if  you  don't  sit  a 
bit  qiiieter  you'll  fall  off,  and  then  you'll 
be  more  like  your  namesake  than  ever." 
For  Dumpty  was  called  after  that  luifor- 
tunate  historical  personage  whose  attempt 
to  sit  upon  a  wall  ended,  as  we  all  know, 
so  sadly — because  he,  too,  was  always 
tumbling  across  buckets,  down  ditches, 
and  into  every  puddle  he  met.  And  his 
poor  mother  said  he  tore  his  clothes  to 
distraction. 

But  Dumpty's  excitement  was  not  to  be 
cm-bed  by  fears,  and  he  grew  so  restive 
that  his  grandfather  swung  him  otT  the 
saddle,  and,  dropping  him  to  the  ground, 
bade  him  "  run  among  'em  and  scatter  'em 
a  bit,"  which  Diunptydid,  valiantly  striding 
over  the  soft  fallows  with  his  little  fat 
legs,  and  pelting  the  crows  with  all  his 
might.  And  Farmer  Pentelow  looked 
after  him  proudly. 

Dumpty  and  his  Grandad  were  always 
together.  "Wherever  one  went  the  other 
must  go  too — to  fairs,  markets,  and  sales. 
And  no  bargain  was  complete  imless 
Dumpty  was  there  to  tell  Grandad — with 
his  curly  head  very  much  on  one  side — • 
what  he  thought  of  the  matter  in  question. 
Dumpty's  mother  said  whenever  that  child 


j  was  to  be  taught  anything,  she  couldn't 
imagine ;  but  Dumpty's  father  laughed 
]  and  let  him  go.  And  now,  when  he  had. 
scared  all  the  crows  from  the  field  and 
came  back  to  his  grandfather  to  be  lifted! 
up  again,  he  sat  astride  on  his  pommel, 
flourishing  his  twig,  and  perfectly  persuaded 
that  it  was  quite  impossible  for  any  busi- 
ne.ss  to  be  done  unless  he,  Dumpty,  were 
with  Grandad  to  help. 

So  Difmptj-,  and  Grandad,  and  the  mare 
went  leisurely  along  the  lane,  and  Dumpty 
made  his  oft-repeated  request : 

"  Tell  me  a  'tory.  Grandad." 

"  What  about,  eh  ?  " 

"  'Bout  father,  and  the  gun,  and  how 
he  shooted,"  said  Dumpty,  settling  himself 
luxuriously. 

Grandad  put  his  arm  about  Dumpty 
more  firmly,  and  the  mare  went  slower 
and  slower,  and,  as  Dumpty  listened  de- 
lightedly for  the  hundredth  time,  Grandad 
told,  with  his  usual  pride  in  tlie  clevernesa 
of  "  my  son  Steve,"  the  "  Tale  of  a  Pig-" 


(the  end.) 
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aUEER  SPORT  :  A  BARRISTER'S  EXPERIENCES  IN  SOUTH  AFRICA. 


By  Hendrik 

IT  was  in  March  last  year  that  I  left  Cape 
Town  to  .spend  a  week  at  Appelskraal, 
our  country-seat  on  the  Eiver  Zonder  Einde 
(Kivcr  "  Without  End "),  a  hundred  miles 
east  of  Table  Bay  and  thirty  inland  from 
Cape  I'Agulhas.  I  had  twenty  miles  by  rail 
to  Eerste  .River  Station,  where  at  5  p.m.  I 
took  to  the  i50st-cart,  and,  travelling  through 
the  night,  reached  my  destination  at  seven 
o'clock  next  morning. 

Immediately  on  my  arrival  I  made  for  a 
dip  in  the  fine  old  river,  where — the  sun's 
rays  falling  on  the  waters  close  to  where  I 
was  standing — I  could  look  down,  ten  feet 
and  more,  and  see  as  in  a  tinted  crystal  the 
little  red  finned  silver-fish  disporting  in 
myriads  below  the  surface  over  the  bed  of 
golden  sand.  After  my  plunge  and  breakfast 
came  a  nap  to  counteract  the  effect  of  the 
night's  jolting  in  the  post-cart.  Eor,  I  tell 
you,  eighty  miles  in  the  dark  on  top  of  the 
mail  bags  in  a  Cape  post-cart,  going  as  hard 
as  the  horses  will  trot  over  stone  and  hill, 
through  river,  vale,  and  mountain  pass, 
stopping  only  for  five  minutes  every  three 
hours  or  so  to  hitch  on  a  fresh  team,  is 
lively  work.  The  loving  hands  of  a  thought- 
ful sister  had  softly  closed  the  shutters  with- 
out awaking  me,  so  that  I  was  slumbering  in 
perfect  darkness. 

Bom  !  Bom  !  I  started  bolt  upright,  ut- 
terly bev/lldered.  The  room  was  pitch-dark, 
and  I  thought  it  was  midnight.  Certainly  I 
had  been  awakened  by  a  tremendous  row  of 

some  sort  or  other,  and  1  

"  Bom  I  Bang  !  "  I  recognised  the  cause 
of  the  noise  this  time.  Two  gunshots, 
fired  in  quick  succession  at  this  unearthly 
hour.  What  could  be  the  matter  ?  I 
rushed  to  the  window,  wrenched  open  the 
blinds,  and  was  almost  blinded  by  the  flood 
of  sunlight  that  struck  me  straight  in  the 
face,  while  a  roar  of  laughter  greeted  my 
startled  appearance. 

"  Well,  I  guessed  this  would  have  some 
efiect.  Hammering  at  your  window  for  half 
an  hour  would  not  stir  you,  so  I  started 
blazing  away.  Why,  man,  it's  twelve  o'clock; 
and  we  have  Tys  Human  and  Gert  Maandag- 
zoutrlvier,  and  several  others,  here.  They 
have  come  to  help  catch  and  shootthese  sheep- 
stealing  tigers,"  as  he  called  them. 

"  A  tiger-hunt  !  "  I  exclaimed,  as  I  looked 
at  the  disturber  of  my  rest,  who  was  no  other 
than  my  brother  Charlie,  the  "baby"  of  the 
family,  nineteen  years  old,  squarely  built, 
and  standing  nearly  six  foot  in  his  boots. 
Under  his  left  arm — he  shoots  both  righi  and 
left— he  held  a  still  smoking  double-barrelled 
shot-gun. 

"Yes,"  said  he,  "  Gotliep  came  from  the 
gardens  shortly  after  your  arrival,  and  stated 
that,  while  taking  a  short  cut  across  a  ridge 
along  the  foot  of  the  mountain,  he  came  upon 
sixteen  sheep  killed  by  the  tigers  but  a  few 
hours  previously.  Listen  !  Don't  you  hear 
the  hiiUaballoo  the  baboons  are  making? 
The  tigers  are  there — in  that  gorge  to  the 
left  ot  the  waterfall.  But  come  on.  Look 
sharp  and  get  something  to  eat.  They  are 
saddling  the  horses  at  the  stables,  and.  we 
are  in  a  hurry  to  get  off." 

As  C«arlie  had  remarked,  I  could  dis- 
tinctly hear,  miles  away  in  the  mountains, 
the  hoarse  "  Hoo-auch-om  !  hoo-auch-om  !  " 
of  the  l)aboons  echoing  through  gorge  and 
glen  until  the  mountain  resounded.  Sure 
sign  that  to  go  by.  There  are  two  things  the 
Cape  haliuoji  has  firmly  set  his  face  against, 
and  which  make  him  howl  and  yell  and 
splutter  like  a  German  music-master  sere- 
naded by  a  Scotch  piper.  He  cordially  dis- 
likes the  snow,  which  in  the  higher  altitudes, 
during  the  .short  winter  months  ot  July  and 
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August,  renders  his  leaf  and  stick-strewn  cave 
— Ids  "castle  in  the  air" — most  unbearably 
cold.  You  see,  not  even  with  all  his  intel- 
ligence (and  I  hope  in  a  future  paper  to  show 
you  that  he  can  be  'cute  enough  when  he 
tries)  has  he  mastered  the  antiquated  stick- 
rubbing,  fire-producing  friction  dodge.  And 
he  di.slikes  the  snow  all  the  more  because  of 
its  aggravating  partiality  for  mountain-tops. 
While  lie  is  actually  shivering  in  the  cold 
and  keen  blasts  as  he  searches  for  sleeping 
scorpions  in  the  neighbouring  crags,  he  can 
see  plainly — thanks  to  the  sui-passing  clear- 
ness of  the  air — the  boss  of  the  place 
staUcing  about  three  or  four  thousand  feet 
below  under  a  white  and  green  sunshade  to 
keep  off  the  rays  of  the  scorching  sun. 
And  those  dark-green  trees  down  there 
below  ?  Ah  !  He  had  paid  them  a  short 
visit  about  2  a.m.  only  the  other  morning, 
quite  in  a  friendly  way,  you  understand,  and 
he  had  found  the  golden  oranges  weighing 
the  branches  down  to  the  very  earth.  True, 
he  had  not  been  able  on  that  occasion  to 
spare  the  time  for  a  detailed  inspection  of 
the  place,  owing  to  a  cowardly  brute  of  a 
dog  beginning  to  yelp  and  bark  and  growl, 
so  that,  to  avoid  a  disturbance,  he  had  to 
make  for  the  river  and  recross  to  the 
mountains.  Not  that  it  was  fear  that  in- 
duced him  to  take  this  course.  Oh  dear, 
no  1  Why,  the  dog  had  even  run  after  him 
— no  doubt  to  persuade  hun  to  return  to  the 
grove ;  but,  objecting  on  principle  to  be 
,  seen  in  such  company,  he  had  plunged 
straight  away  into  the  cold — yes,  icy-cold — 
stream,  and  had  swum  through  without  taking 
the  trouble  to  go  round  by  the  foot-bridge.  He 
somehow  did  not  personally  care  much  about 
dogs.  Their  not  liking  the  taste  of  oranges 
themselves  was  no  earthly  reason  why  they 
should  always  snarl  and  make  a  fuss  when- 
ever they  happened  to  see  other  folk  enjoying 
the  fruit.  No,  to  his  mind  the  party  that 
invented  dogs  ought  to  have  been  shot,  and 
had  his  patent  destroyed.  Certainly  he  had 
murmured  to  himself  something  about 
"Home,  sweet  Home,"  as  he  reached  his 
den  that  particular  morning  ;  but  then,  the 
thing  would  have  been  much  more  pun- 
gently  appropriate,  and  he  could  have  sung 
it  with  right-down  pathos,  had  the  orange- 
trees  developed  the  highly  desirable  habit  of 
growing  on  the  tops  of  mountains,  and  the 
stioxu  that  ot  falling  only  far,  far  down  in 
the  plains  below. 

And  if  the  baboon  dislikes  the  snow,  he 
positively  and  undisguisedly — in  defiance 
of  all  r-eligious  precepts— hates  his  neigh- 
bour the  T'igev  or  Great  Spotted  Leopard 
{Fclis  Pardus).  "For  ways  that  are  dark, 
and  for  tricks  that  are  vain,"  the  African 
leopard,  like  the  Heathen  Chinee,  "  is  pecu- 
liar;" and  it  is  this  peculiarity  ot  his,  this 
nasty  habit  of  pouncing  from  an  overhanging 
bough  like  a  flash  of  lightning  on  to  the 
unsuspecting  quadruman  underneath,  and 
strangling  him  without  further  notice,  that 
the  latter  strongly  disapproves  of.  Accord- 
ingly he  never  misses  a  chance  of  making 
known  to  the  surrounding  country  by  his 
hoarse  cries  and  "  Hoo-auch-oms  "  the  pre- 
sence of  this  arch-enemy.  And  if  the  baboon 
would  only  stick  to  the  business — if  he  would 
only  be  content  in  his  humble  sphere  to  act 
as  a  tiger-indicator  instead  of  demeaning 
his  profession,  as  he  frequently  does,  to 
serve  petty  personal  and  temporal  ends — he 
would  often  save  himself  being  made  an  object 
of  wanton  pursuit,  and  might  even  inspire 
a  sentiment  of  indulgence,  nay,  of  respect, 
towards  himself  in  the  breasts  of  the  large 
sheep  and  cattle  owners,  to  whom  his  ser- 
vices would  in  such  case  be  invaluable.  But, 
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alas !  he  has,  or  thinks  he  has,  grown  wise 
in  his  generation ;  and,  not  unlike  the  city 
company  promoter  or  the  skinflint  attorney, 
he  resorts  to  strategic  transparencies  which 
have  in  the  long  run  balanced  his  useful- 
ness on  the  WTong  side  of  the  ledger.  As  an 
instance  in  point,  Gotliep,  our  mountain 
gardener,  mentions  that  hearing  one  day  the 
loud  cries  of  a  troop  of  baboons  in  a  Idoof, 
where  on  a  former  occasion  a  tiger  had  been 
seen,  he  made  for  the  spot  with  his  two  dogs 
as  fast  as  his  legs  could  carry  him,  leaving 
the  garden  unprotected.  After  a  two  hours' 
fruitless  search,  for  not  a  hair  or  sign  of 
tiger  or  track  could  he  espy,  he  returned,  only 
to  find  that  during  his  absence  that  same 
herd  of  baboons  had  been,  and  left  not  an 
apricot  or  plum — the  only  ripe  fruit  at  the 
time — on  the  trees,  while  the  thieves  were 
actually  at  that  very  moment  leisurely 
climbing  the  mountain  about  400  yards  away 
on  the  homeward  journey.  Gotliep  says  that 
such  proceedings  naturally  shook  his  confi- 
dence in  the  friendliness  and  good  faith  of  the 
advice,  as  /if  .thought,  so  opportunely  proffered. 

In  less  than  half  an  hour  we  were  all  in 
thfe  saddle,  ten  men  strong.  My  father,  my 
three  brothers,  five  neighbouring  farmers  who 
had  responded  to  our  invitation,  and  myself. 
Gotliep,  who  had  discovered  the  slaughtered 
sheep,  and  Hans,  the  shepherd  of  whose 
flock  they  formed  part,  and  who  had  come  to 
report,  had  already  gone  on  afoot  to  await  us 
at  the  spot  where  the  dead  animals  lay.  We 
were  well  mounted.  Our  horses  were  all, 
without  exception,  large-boned,  angular,  and 
fit  for  work,  the  sort  of  Cape  farm-horse  that 
will  carry  a  fellow  up  and  down  hill  all  day 
long  at  a  gallop,  stop  out  rn  the  rain  all 
night,  get  a  rub  down  with  the  old  cocoa- 
fibre  saddle -rug  next  morning,  and  be  ready 
to  start  into  a  gallop  again  at  the  bare  men- 
tion of  his  name,  to  repeat  the  previous  day's 
performance.  In  the  way  of  arms,  my  father 
and  two  of  my  brothers  each  carried  a 
double  -  barrelled  central  -  fire  breechloading 
shot-gun ;  three  of  our  friends  were  similarly 
arm.ed ;  the  fourth  had  a  Martmi-Henry,  and 
the  fifth  a  double-barrelled  half -rifled  breech- 
loader. As  for  Charlie  and  myself — well,  we 
had  the  choice  of  three  weapons  between  us : 
my  father's  elephant-gun,  with  the  weight  of 
a  pivot-punting  duekshooter  ;  a  neat-looking 
30-inch  barrel  muzzle-loader  ;  and  a  rusty 
single-barrelled  old  muzzier  that  looked  a 
lot  but  hardly  ever  said  anything,  as  it  gene- 
rally missed  fire  on  the  slightest  provocation. 
I,  of  course,  chose  number  two,  and  Charlie, 
after  shouldering  the  elephant-gun  and  pom- 
pously stalking  to  the  door  with  it,  quietly 
came  back  and  took  up  number  three  instead. 

Apropos  of  the  double-barrelled  half-rifled 
breechloader — that,  to  my  mind,  is  the  gun 
par  excellence  for  South  African  shooting. 
And  I  venture  to  say  that,  with  a  fu-st-class 
30-inch  barrelled,  compact-firuig  12-bore  of 
this  description,  a  strong  charge  of  large 
spherical  SSSG  pellets  in  your  right  barrel, 
and  a  conical  bullet,  explosive  or  otheiTvise, 
in  your  left,  if  you  are  a  real  sportsman — 
knowing  where  to  aim  and  when  to  fire — there 
is  not  a  savage  animal  in  all  Africa,  from 
Mount  Atlas  to  Cape  I'Agulhas,  that  you 
need  a^oid.  Never  mind  what  people  tell 
you  about  the  "shield"  of  the  rhinoceros 
and  the  "  impenetrable  "  hide  of  elephant, 
hippopotamus,  and  bison  or  buffalo.  If  j'ou 
are  not  a  fool,  not  one  of  those  gi-eenhorns 
that  their  mammas  ought,  for  safety's  sake, 
really  never  to  allow  out  shooting  anj-where 
in  Africa  with  anything  short  of  an  80-ton 
gun  and  a  squad  of  soldiers — one  of  those 
fellows  that  will  blaze  away  at  an  animal  in 
the  rear,  and  then,  while  grumbling  at  the 
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lightness  of  their  weapons,  scramble  up  the 
nearest  tree  out  of  the  way  of  the  justly  in- 
furiated beast— you  will  find  such  a  gun 
sufficient  for  every  imaginable  purpose,  as  I 
may  demonstrate  to  you  in  future  papers. 
Bemember,  also,  that  a  smooth  barrel  and  a 
clear  bead  axe  indispensable  requisites  where 
you  have  to  deal  at  close  quarters— and  you 
would  never  deal  otherwise — with  a  screech- 
ing elephant,  a  snorting  rhinoceros,  a  roaring 
lion,  or  a  growling  tiger.  Take  care,  there- 
fore, that  you  remove  the  rear  sight,  if  your 
gun  has  one,  where  you  have  encounters  of 
this  sort  in  close  prospective. 

By  the  way,  I  have  a  most  vivid  recollec- 
tion of  a  little  incident  connected  with  a  rifle- 
sight  that  happened  one  afternoon  during 
our  Basuto  campaign  of  1880-81,  in  which  I 
served  as  a  substitute.  Our  men  were  scat- 
tered in  different  directions  in  the  course  of  a 
short  halt.  My  uncle,  who  was  commandant 
of  the  column  to  which  I  was  attached,  had 
just  put  a  fresh  cartridge  in  his  rifle,  while  I 
was  sitting  washing  my  hands  in  a  rivulet 
close  by,  my  rifle  lying  on  the  grass  near  my 
horse,  about  ten  or  twelve  yards  from  me. 
All  of  a  sudden,  and  with  a  whoop,  a  Basuto 
leaped  fi-om  a  thicket  within  fifteen  yards  of 
my  Tincle  and  levelled  a  Snider  pointblank 
at  the  latter's  head.  Like  lightning  the  old 
boy  covered  the  nigger  with  his  Martini- 
Henry;  but,  to  my  consternation,  instead  of 
firing,  I  heard  him  call  out  in  Kafir  to  the 
Basuto,  "Look  out,  you  fool;  you  are  aiming 
too  high."  A  second  later  the  two  charges 
exploded  almost  simultaneously.  The  Snider 
ball  whistled  over  my  uncle's  head,  while 
the  Kafir,  as  the  commandant's  ball  passed 
through  his  chest,  bounded  into  the  air  like 
an  india-rubber  doll  and  fell  backward  with 
a  thud.  I  was  fond  of  this  uncle  of  mine, 
and  yelled  a  "hurrah!"  that  must  have 
rather  surprised  the  men  who  came  running 
up.  "  Stop  that  I  "  shouted  the  commandant 
to  me  as  he  picked  up  the  Snider  that  cane 
so  near  putting  an  end  to  him.  "  What  an 
ass !  "  he  said  aloud  in  Dutch ;  "  I  could  dis- 
tinctly see  the  muzzle-line  a  foot  above  my 
head,  and  here  I  find  that  at  fifteen  yards 
the  gun  is  sighted  for  1,000.  These  fellows 
have  undoubtedly  some  European  scoundrels 
to  drill  them  in  rifle-practice.  Good  job, 
though,  they  didn't  knock  off  the  sight  of 
this  gun,  or  I  should  have  been  blown  to 
pieces  by  the  nigger." 

The  alarm  was  sounded,  and  we  soon  found 
that  we  had  halted  in  a  perfect  ants'-nest  of 
Basutos.  Within  forty  minutes  of  the  sight- 
incident  I  had  my  turn  at  Kafir-shooting ; 
and  this  is  how  it  came  about.  We  were 
advancing  eastwards  in  Une  along  the  flank  of 
a  hill,  some  riding,  some  afoot  leading  their 
horses— each  and  all  on  the  alert  for  the 
Kafirs  to  pop  out.  We  had  the  sun  in  our 
favour,  and  were  literally  ploughing  that  old 
hill  like  500  beaters  in  an  English  game-pre- 
serve. But  the  bush  was  thorny,  thickets  nasty 
and  plentiful,  and  where  the  loose  boulders  did 
not  slip  and  trip  a  man,  huge  projecting  rocks, 
centres  of  white  puffs,  whistling  balls,  and 
running  niggers,  made  things  most  un- 
questionably ticklish  and  uncomfortable  for 
a  youngster  -as  I  was  in  those  days.  Next  to 
and  within  fifteen  yards  on  my  left  rode  young 
Louwrens,  a  friend  of  mine.  Bullets  came 
whistling  pretty  thick  over  our  heads  (a  Kafir 
invariably  aims  high)  when  I  heard  an  ominous 
"thud,"  and,  looking  toward  Louwrens,  I  saw 
his  horse  shy  and  his  right  stirrup  go  up  as  he 
fell  down  the  other  side.  I  let  go  my  horse, 
rushed  up  and  caught  his  bridle,  and  found 
him  hanging  by  the  stirrups  and  his  blood 
trickUng  to  the  ground.  "You  are  not  much 
hurt,  are  you,  old  fellow  ?  "  I  exclaimed,  as  I 
caught  him  in  my  arms.  Alas  1  there  was 
no  answer.  He  had  been  shot  straight 
through  the  bead ;  and,  as  the  next  man 


rode  up  and  we  released  him  from  the  stir- 
rups, and  laid  him  down  behind  a  bush,  and 
I  fastened  my  blood-stained  handkerchief  to 
a  branch  to  mark  the  spot,  the  hot  tears 
welled  to  my  eyes  and  silently  coursed  down 
my  cheeks.  However,  this  was  no  time  for 
sentiment,  with  buUets  flying  thick  and  fast ; 
and,  without  a  word,  we  caught  our  horses  and 
steered  for  the  large  rounded  piece  of  rock 
from  which  we  knew  the  fatal  shot  must 
have  proceeded.  I  put  my  hand  through  the 
reins  of  my  old  light  chestnut,  Beaufort,  and 
held  my  rifle  ready  to  my  right  arm — it  was 
a  question  of  kill  or  be  killed,  you  see.  We 
had  got  so  close  to  the  rock  that  I  began  to 

;  think  the  Kafirs  had  all  decamped,  when — 

j  "  Wh— r — r — r  !  "  and  an  assegai  flashed  past 
within  an  ace  of  my  companion's  side  and 

I  grazed  his  horse's  shoulder,  the  animal,  in 
its  fright,  pulling  him  right  off  his  legs.  At 
the  same  instant  a  Basuto — who,  if  he  had 
had  a  gun,  might  easily  have  shot  either  of 
us  stone  dead  ;  for,  to  enable  him  to  throw  the 
assegai,  he  had  stood  bolt  upright  in  a  niche 
we  had  not  noticed — started  out  to  round  the 
comer  of  the  rock  into  safety.  But  I  was  too 
quick  for  him.  Up  went  my  rifle  ;  along  the 
barrel  I  caught  a  glimpse  of  his  black  shoul- 
ders, and  in  a  twinkling  I  fired,  the  bullet 
passing  through  him  "  like  a  needle  through 
a  piece  of  sailcloth." 

But,  d  mes  moutons—l  mean  to  my  tigers  ! 
We  had  at  least  sixteen  dogs,  of  different 
sorts,  shapes,  and  sizes — from  "Don,"  my 
old  brown  pointer,  half  blind,  stone-deaf, 
and  so  full  of  shot,  received  accidentally  and 
otherwise,  that  he  would  have  panned  a 
very  respectable  number  of  ounces  of  lead 
to  the  ton— up  to  "  Moulap,"  the  striped  old 
wolf-hound.  And  no  two  alike.  When  a  man 
goes  to  a  rendezvous  at  the  Cape  for  shooting 
or  hunting  purposes,  he  takes  with  him  all 
his  own  dogs  and  as  many  of  his  neighbours' 
as  they  will  lend  him.  Arrived  at  the  start- 
ing-point, those  that  may  come  in  handy  are 

{  quickly  picked  out,  and  the  rest  locked  up 
to  await  their  masters'  return.     Now,  for 

'  African  ti^er -hunting  you  ought  never  to  be 
too  particular  in  the  dog-line  as  to  either 
quantity  or  quality.  No,  take  the  whole  lot ; 
there's  safety  in  a  crowd,  the  more  the 
merrier,  and  ten  to  one  you  will  find  each 
and  every  of  them  useful  at  some  point 
or  other  never  dreamt  of.  Charlie  and  I 
each  had  a  couple  of  bags  slung  across  our 
saddles,  containing  the  usual  complement  of 
a  Cape  afternoon  hunt,  in  the  shape  of  re- 
fi-eshments  and  one  or  two  di-inking-horns. 

In  about  twenty  minutes  we  had  reached 
the  ridge  where  lay  the  slaughtered  sheep. 
We  found  the  two  Hottenbot  boys  awaiting 
us.  Each  had  a  stout  knobkierie,  while  Hans 
carried  in  addition  that  indispensable  article 
and  symbol  of  the  Cape  shepherd,  the  "  Kar- 
awats"  a  thick,  tapering  whip,  from  12  to 
15  feet  long,  fastened  to  a  stick  of  about 
24  inches.  A  clumsy  and  useless  weapon, 
truly,  in  the  hands  of  the  uninitiated,  but  a 
veritable  conjuring  sheep-dog  when  wielded 
by  the  Cape  shepherd.  Nowhere  in  the  world 
is  there  a  whip  with  an  exploding  crack  hke 
the  "  karawats."  It  seems  but  as  yesterday 
that,  as  we  rode  up,  Hans  turned  towards  the 
east,  in  the  direction  of  where  his  flock  of 
close  upon  a  thousand  sheep  were  scattered 
over  hill  and  dale,  and  rolled  out  a  crack  that, 
with  its  retreating  echoes,  sent  the  animals 
scampering  towards  the  big  leader-goat  as  if 
their  very  lives  depended  upon  it  1  We  dis- 
mounted and  examined  the  dead  sheep— sia:- 
teen  full-grown  wethers,  lying  within  at  most 
three  feet  apart.  No  sign  of  scuffle  at  first 
sight,  though  closer  inspection  revealed  in 
each  case  the  deep  wound  in  the  neck  from 
which  the  poor  animal's  life-blood  had  been 
sucked.  The  leopard,  or  leopards  (for  there 
had  evidently  been  two)  had  crept  noiselessly 


and  cat-like  upon  the  sleeping  flock,  had 
fixed  their  fangs  in  the  throats  of  the  de- 
fenceless creatures  one  after  another,  and 
satiated  themselves  with  the  warm  blood. 
No,  not  satiated  ;  for  even  as  we  were  stand- 
ing there,  Hans  and  Gotliep  had  to  forcibly 
restrain  the  barking  and  impatient  dogs  from 
rushing  along  a  track  disclosed  by  the  broken 
reeds  and  shrubs,  and  showing  but  too  plainly 
whither,  after  the  slaughter  of  the  others,  a 
seventeenth  victim  had  been  dragged.  Fortu- 
nately the  sky  was  cloudy,  and  there  was  a 
light  breeze,  so  that  we  could  proceed  to 
business  without  being  deten-ed  by  the  heat 
or  baflled  through  the  scent  being  lost  on  the 
track  giving  out. 

The  track  slanted  down  the  hill  into  a 
valley  formed  at  the  base  of  the  mountain  by 
the  widening  of  a  deep  and  thickly- wooded 
gorge,  2,500  feet  above  us.  We  pressed  the 
dogs  in  line,  our  two  niggers  following  close 
behind.  To  most  Cape  people,  all  blacks  are 
niggers.  It  matters  not  whether  they  speak  of 
the  jet-black  Mozambiquer,  or  of  the  bUious- 
looking  Indian  rajah.  And  they  would  as 
lief,  in  private  life,  associate  with  a  rjoonltey 
as  with  either  of  these  or  their  connecting 
links  ;  though  I  have  no  hesitation  in  say- 
ing that,  as  a  servant,  the  nigger  is,  in  the 
majority  of  instances,  far  better  treated  at 
the  Cape  than  is  the  English  "  slavey  "  in 
her  fatherland. 

As  we  got  into  the  valley  at  the  bottom 
of.the  slope,  the  track,  still  plainly  visible, 
struck  parallel  with  the  dark  green  strip  of 
reeds  and  rushes  that  marked  the  course  of 
the'deep,  clear  mountain-stream,  which,  3,000 
feet  higher  up,  first  became  visible  as  a  mag- 
nificent waterfall  thundering  down  the  barren 
escarpment  forming  a  rocky  wall  500  feet 
high,  then  dashed  in  lovely  cascades  among 
the  moss-grown  rooks  and  leafy  giants,  and 
hid  itself  at  the  head  of  the  gorge,  finally  to 
emerge  far  below,  calm  and  undisturbed,  in 
the  valley  where  we  were. 

As  we  advanced,  the  dogs  got  more  and 
more  restless  and  excited.  With  the  excep- 
tion of  the  rifled  guns,  every  barrel  was 
loaded  with  a  strong  charge  of  "  loopers  " 
(Cape  Dutch  for  SSSG  pellets).  With  the 
slightest  disturbance  ahead  of  the  dogs — if 
but  a  bird  hopped  about  among  the  reeds — 
every  eye  was  instantly  riveted  to  the  spot, 
and  every  gun-barrel  pointed  at  it,  as  we 
tightened  our  reins  preparatory  to  pulling  up. 
And  so  we  proceeded  for  above  an  hour, 
getting  deeper  and  deeper  into  the  mountain, 
and  the  yelping  of  the  dogs  getting  louder 
and  louder  as  the  scent  freshened. 

We  had  just  reached  a  spot  where  the  sur- 
rounding rocks  presented  a  sutticient  opening 
I  to  allow  of  our  drawing  up  abreast  again, 
when  the  leader  of  the  pack,  hidden  in  the 
bush,  gave  a  loud  bark,  there  came  a  crash 
of  an  animal  through  the  reeds,  a  flash  as 
each  man's  gun  sprang  to  his  shoulder,  and 
ten  charges  were  simultaneously  emptied  into 
an  unlucky  grey-buck,  for  such  it  was,  that 
had  so  inopportunely  dared  show  himself  in 
the  tiger's  track.  GotUep  held  up  the  animal, 
riddled  like  a  sieve.  "Well,"  exclaimed  the 
farmer  who  was  riding  by  my  side — one  of 
the  best  shots  I  have  ever  known,  but  also 
one  of  the  greatest  stutterers  it  has  ever  been 
my  lot  to  happen  across — "if  th-th-tli-this 
is  the  tr-tr-treatm-m-ment  the  t-t-tigers  are 
going  to  m-m-meet  with  at  our  b-h-h-hands, 
they  w-w-would  d-do  b-b-b-better  to  go 
on  tr-tr-tr-trek  to  the  Tr-Tr-Transvaal ; 
■w-w-w-what  do  y-j-you  th-th-th-think?  "  I 
was  not  going  to  contradict  a  man  that 
stuttered  ;  no,  not  if  I  knew  it.  So  I  said  I 
thought  so  too. 

The  rocks  were  now  beginning  to  narrow 
down  to  the  water's  edge  and  to  hem  us  in. 
We  had  fallen  once  more  into  Indian  file, 
when  Hans,  climbing  through  the  rocks  on 
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the  right,  a  little  in  advance  of  the  leading 
horseman,  called  out :  "  Daar  16  die  echaap, 
J3aas  !  "  ("  There  lies  the  sheep,  master  !  ") 
We  were  down,  and  on  the  spot  in  a  second. 
Sure  enough,  there  lay  a  large  wether,  with 
its  eyes  picked  out  Ity  the  crows  and  its 
entrails  protruding  through  a  hole  torn  in 
its  side  by  the  leopard.  From  the  size  of 
the  sheep  and  the  great  distance  it  had  been 
.  dragged  two  things  were  clear  :  the  tigers 
we  had  to  deal  with  were  unusually  big,  and 
had  cubs.  You  see,  when  the  Cape  tiger  kills 
■either  calf  or  sheep  in  the  open,  he  might, 
after  sucking  its  blood,  drag  and  hide  it  a 
short  distance,  say  a  hundred  yards  or  so, 
away  ;  returning  later  to  feed  on  it.  It  is 
this  habit  of  his,  this  return  journey,  that 
often  enables  the  farmer  to  catch  him  in 
the  deadly  steel  tiger-trap,  set  close  to  the 
slaughtered  animal.  It  is  only  when  they 
have  cubs  that  tigers  will  drag  their  prey,  or 
^art  of  it,  any  long  distance ;  and  iltcn,  so 
*^vary  are  they,  they  will  not  take  it  up  to  the 
lair  unless  the  cubs  arc  too  young  to  accom- 
pany them  out. 

The  pack  took  up  the  scent  again,  and, 
after  a  deal  of  stiff  climbing,  brought  us  to 
the  commencement  of  the  thick  wood  that 
from  this  point  lined  the  gorge.  Leaving 
-our  horses  in  the  charge  of  Gotliep,  we  pro- 
jceeded  afoot.  Ah,  what  truly  magnificent 
trees  there  were  there,  and  what  an  acquisi- 
)tion  for  the  fernery  of  any  botanical  garden 
would  be  the  gigantic  maidenhair  ferns, 
';such  as  I  saw  them  that  day,  growing 
luxuriantly  to  the  height  of  six  feet  and 
more,  and  spreading  out  their  lovely  leaves, 
almost  pahii-like,  in  that  wild  eld  tiger- 
haunted  gorge  where  man's  footstep  scarce 
■ever  fell. 

A  shout  from  one  of  the  party  brought  us 
rail  together  at  the  foot  of  a  big  yellow- wood 
tree,  on  the  smooth  bark  of  which  a  tiger  had 
but  recently  sharpened  his  claws  and  had 
scratched  deep  furrows  in  so  doing.  Things 
were  now,  in  schoolboy  parlance,  getting  de- 
cidedly "  hot,"  we  thought.  But  the  dogs 
ibegan  to  waver  and  to  show  an  inclination  to 
go  back  upon  the  scent  and  to  separate.  This, 
and  the  clawed  bark,  made  us  suspect  that  per- 
haps at  that  very  moment  the  tiger  might  be 
quietly  watching  us  from  a  bough  of  one 
of  the  many  forest  giants  around  us.  Ac- 
cordingly we  kept  a  sharp  look-out  over- 
head, as  well  as  underfoot.  We  also  listened 
intently  for  the  hoar.se  call  of  our  friends 
for  the  nonce — the  baboons;  a  "  hoo-auch- 
oml"  at  that  moment  would  have  meant 
discovery  and  death  to  the  tiger.  But  no,  that 
grey-buck  volley  had  shattered  the  nerves  of 
all  the  monkey  family  for  miles  round,  and 
they  gave  not  a  sign. 

Telling  Hans  to  come  with  me,  I  slipped 
<lown  to  the  splashing  torrent  at  the  bottom 
•of  the  gorge,  cleared  it  at  a  jump,  and  began 
■ascending  the  steep  on  the  opposite  side.  I 
had  seen  a  large  bower  bird,  with  a  pretty 
lilac  spot  at  the  back  of  its  head,  and  as  I 
■could  not  kill  it,  our  orders  being  to  fire  at 
nothing  short  of  the  tiger  we  were  in  search 
of,  I  had  followed  it  some  distance  with  great 
•difficulty,  through  bush  and  bramble,  over 
the  rocks,  and  had  emerged  at  one  end  of  a 
wide  open  space  that  extended  along  the  base 
of  the  rock  forming  the  western  wall  of  the 
gorge.  I  had  not  taken  five  steps  forward 
-ere  I  saw,  about  forty  yards  away  on  the 
right,  something  moving,  and  in  a  moment  I 
beheld  the  very  animal  we  were  seeking — a 
large  spotted  leopard,  with  head  lowered, 
itrotting  towards  me. 

Without  thinking  of  the  blunder  I  was 
committing  in  firing  at  that  distance  at  a 
tiger  that  was  approaching  me,  I  had  my  gun 
to  my  shoulder  in  a  twinkling,  took  a  line 
from  his  left  ear  to  his  shoulder,  and  pulled 
the  trigger.    I  had  made  another  mistake. 


which  under  the  circumstances  was  perhaps 
more  pardonable.  I  had  taken  no  account 
of  the  abnormal  strength  of  my  charge,  and, 
forgetting  that  the  rarefaction  of  the  air  so 
high  up  the  mountain-side  would  cause  an 
immense  concussion,  I  had  not  pressed  the 
gun  to  my  shoulder  with  sufficient  tightness. 

As  the  charge  exploded  with  a  tremendous 
report,  I  literally  "  saw  stars,"  the  kick  of 
the  gun  seemed  to  sever  my  biceps,  and  the 
trigger  guard  in  the  rebound  tore  the  skin  off 
my  second  finger.  IVIy  ears  sang,  and  I  felt 
completely  dazed.  But  only  for  a  moment. 
There  came  a  howl  and  a  growl  of  pain  and 
I  rage,  as  through  the  smoke,  within  five  yards 
of  me,  at  the  foot  of  the  rock,  the  wounded 
tiger  ahghted  with  a  bound,  his  neck  and  breast 
covered  with  blood,  his  ears  thrown  flat,  and 
his  white  teeth  gleaming  as  he  drew  his 
shoulders  back.  I  saw  he  would  be  at  me 
the  next  moment,  so  taking  a  quick  step  to 
I  the  right,  in  an  instant  I  had  my  bead  in  line 
with  his  eye,  and  pulling  the  trigger  as  he 
was  in  the  act  of  launching  forward,  I 
scattered  his  brains  like  chaff  against  the 
barren  rock  beyond,  while  a  magnificent 
somersault  terminated  his  last  jump  and  his 
earthly  career.  It  was  a  splendid  shot  that,  and 
had  it  not  been  for  the  pain  the  second  recoil 
caused  my  arm,  I  would  have  given  vent  to 
as  loud  a  hurrah  as  on  that  afternoon  in 
Basutoland. 

I  heard  a  shout,  and  turning  round,  saw 
Hans,  who,  having  just  reached  the  opening 
in  time  to  witness  what  took  place,  shouted 
out,  "  Almachtig,  Bassie  schiet  amper  nes 
die  Oubaas  in  zij  jong  dae  !  "  ("  Upon  my 
word,  that's  like  old  master's  shooting  in  his 
younger  days  !  ")  And  thereupon  he  rolled 
from  his  "  karawats "  a  crack  that  rever- 
berated from  rock  to  rock  till  it  went  clatter- 
ing down  among  the  trees  in  the  gorge  below. 
Scarcely  had  the  echo  died  away  when  all  of 
a  sudden  I  heard  him  call  out  in  a  tone  of 
fright,  "  Pas  op,  Baas  Hennie,  pas  op  !  " 
("  Take  care.  Master  Henry,  take  care  !  ") 
Before  I  could  comprehend  what  was  meant, 
a  violent  blow  fell  between  my  shoulders 
from  behind,  and  I  was  thrown  forward,  gun 
and  all,  with  my  face  into  a  bramble-bush. 
Although  I  could  see  nothing,  for  I  instinc- 
I  tively  closed  my  eyes  as  I  fell,  I  needed  not 
1  the  growl  close  to  my  ear  to  tell  that  I  was 
I  being  attacked  by  a  tiger.  Only  a  second — 
I  it  appeared  a  pretty  long  one,  though,  with 
my  head  fixed  ostrich-style  in  a  wild  black- 
berry bush,  and  a  heavy  leopard  on  my  back 
ready  to  commence  business— and  I  heard 
old  •'  Moulap's  "  angry  bark  close  above  me, 
and  felt  the  tiger  dragged  off.  It  appears 
that  at  the  very  moment  the  tiger  sprang  at 
me,  the  whole  pack,  attracted  by  the  reports 
of  my  gun,  had  bounded  into  the  opening. 
Hans,  brave  fellow,  rushed  up  to  me,  and, 
setting  the  dogs  at  the  tiger,  caught  hold  of 
the  animal's  tail,  and  with  a  tremendous 
jerk  pulled  it  o  ff  me ! 

I  jumped  to  my  feet.  Hans  had  hold  of 
the  brute's  caudal  appendage  with  his  left 
hand,  and  was  trying  to  pull  it  backwards 
i  over  the  grass,  while  with  his  right  he  was 
raining  blows  on  the  snarling  creature's  head 
with  his  heavy  "  knobkierie."  Moulap  had 
fixed  his  teeth  in  its  neck,  and  the  rest  of  the 
j  pack  were  biting  wherever  and  whenever  a 
vacant  piece  of  tiger-skin  presented  itself 
I  had  caught  hold  of  the  barrel  of  my  gun — 
you  will  remember  it  was  a  muzzle-loader, 
and  there  could  therefore  be  no  time  for  re- 
loading— and,  calling  to  Hans  to  "  hold  on  to 
the  tail,"  was  going  to  bring  down  the  stock 
with  a  smash  on  the  tiger's  head  as  soon  as 
the  angry  dogs  should  permit  me,  when  into 
the  opening  leapt  the  other  members  of  our 
party. 

What  an  odd  sight  met  their  astonished 
gaze !    There  was  I,   with  my  face  all 


scratched  and  bleeding  and  my  coat  torn  down 
niy  back,  with  my  gun  uplifted  wrong  way 
round,  waiting  a  chance  to  bring  it  down  on 
the  tiger's  head.  And,  believe  me,  when  a  tiger 
unceremoniously  from  behind  ducks  your 
head  in  a  bramble-bush,  it  does  not  tend  to 
improve  your  temper  !  The  dogs  were  tum- 
bling, barking,  biting,  and  howling,  and  the 
mountains  resounding  with  the  pande- 
monium. There  was  the  tiger,  with  fiery 
eye  and  gleaming  teeth,  fighting  against  in- 
superable odds,  its  head  only  visible  as  it 
snapped  fiercely  at  everything  within  reach. 
Finally,  there  was  brave  Hans  steadily  hang- 
ing on  to  the  brute's  tail,  while  with  might 
and  main  belabouring  it  with  his  redoubtable 
"knobkierie."  With  a  shout,  and  before  I 
could  strike,  one  of  the  farmers  whipped  out 
a  long  hunting-knife,  and,  springing  ahnost 
on  the  back  of  the  tiger  right  among  the 
dogs,  plunged  it  over  the  haft  into  the 
animal's  heart !  The  tiger  gave  a  groan 
with  something  of  a  whine  in  it,  followed  by 
j  a  shi^■er  as  the  blade  was  withdrawn,  and 
sank  back — dead.  With  difficulty  we  beat 
off  the  dogs,  and  I  thanked  Hans  for  coming 
to  my  rescue. 

While  I  was  recounting  to  our  party  the 
substance  of  what  had  happened,  Moulap, 
who  had  been  poking  his  nose  about  the 
underwood,  gave  a  bark  that  caused  us  to 
seize  our  guns  and  hurry  forward.  To  the 
right,  and  within  a  few  steps  of  where  the 
tiger  had  thrown  me,  the  dogs  had  rushed  in 
and  there  was  a  scrimmage.  We  expected 
another  tiger,  and  kept  our  fingers  on  the 
triggers  as  we  advanced.  But,  not  desiring 
any  closer  acquaintance  with  wild  blackberrj- 
thorns,  I  waited  at  the  edge  of  the  opening 
while  the  rest  went  on  to  see  what  was  up. 
In  the  course  of  a  minute  they  called  out 
"Klein  tiertjes  !  "  (little  tigers);  there  was 
a  scuffle,  and  they  brought  out  two  fine  little 
leopards,  almost  the  size  of  a  cat,  killed  by 
the  dogs.  This  explained  the  whole  matter. 
I  had  landed  right  at  the  entrance  to  the 
lair ;  had  shot  the  male  tiger,  and  been 
attacked  by  the  tigress  to  defend,  as  the 
latter  undoubtedly  intended,  these  two 
j'oungsters.  Hence  the  abnormal  fierceness  of 
the  creatures.  Hence  also  that  whining  moan, 
that  somehow  touched  me  to  the  quick,  as 
the  knife  went  through  the  mother's  heart. 

I  must  say  I  felt  pleased  as,  side  by  side, 
we  stretched  the  four  leopards  on  the  grass. 
The  male  was  beautifully  spotted,  and 
measured  eight  feet  from  nose  to  tail-tip, 
while  the  tigress  was  not  far  behind  as 
regards  size.  We  all  bore  a  hand  in  skin- 
ning, and  in  half  an  hour  the  work  was  done. 

And  so  we  started  homeward,  and  found 
Gotliep  fast  asleep  in  the  valley  below,  with 
our  horses  quietly  feeding  around  him. 
Mounting  with  pretty  loud  expressions  of 
relief,  we  reached  home  just  as  the  sun,  with 
its  last  rays,  was  tinging  with  purple  the 
peaks  above  the  gorge  where  we  had  had 
such  a  lively  time  of  it  but  an  hour  or  two 
previously. 

*  *  *  *  * 

In  the  gun-room  at  Appelskraal,  among 
various  other  sporting  souvenirs,  may  be 
seen  a  rusty-lookmg  Snider  rifle  sighted  for 
1,000  yards ;  in  a  glass  case — quite  d  la 
Madame  Tussaud— a  coat  with  a  sUt  torn 
from  the  shoulder  to  the  centre  seam  ;  and 
in  a  corner  close  hy  two  large  and  two  small 
leopard  or  Cape  tiger  skins,  the  head  part 
of  the  largest  of  the  four  showing  a  rent 
through  which  a  strong  charge  of  "  loopers  " 
had  torn  its  way.  Close  to  a  "  knobkierie  " 
and  a  "karawats,"  which  also  figure  in  the 
picture,  hangs  the  portrait  of  a  Hottentot 
shepherd  evidently  taken  by  an  amateur. 
The  reader  no  doubt  recognises  these 
trophies. 

(the  end.) 


FOR    FATHER'S  SAKE. 


By  Eev.  C.  N.  Barham. 


FILIAL  affection,  an  implanted  instinct,  is 
exalted  by  feelings  of  gratitude  and  a 
sense  of  duty.  The  Koman  daughter  who 
nourished  her  imprisoned  father  from  her 
own  breast,  when  he  was  condemned  to  be 
starved  to  death,  has  generally  been  quoted 
as  the  noblest  recorded  instance  of  filial  afifec- 
rion.  An  Irish  boy,  however,  ran  the  Koman 
heroine  close,  if  his  father's  evidence  is  to  be 
accepted.  "  Ah  !  now,  me  darlint,"  said  the 
old  man,  when  his  "broth  of  a  bhoy " 
threatened  to  enlist,  "would  yez  be  laving 
your  poor  old  father  that  dotes  upon  yez  '! 
You  the  best  and  most  dutiful  of  all  my  chil- 
dren, and  the  only  one  that  never  sthruck  me 
■when  I  was  down." 

•  Let  me  tell  the  story  of  an  Irish  boy,  a 
hero  of  the  truest  type,  whose  life-work  was 
of  the  noblest  character,  and  was  early 
finished.  It  is  no  record  of  the  great  and 
nobly  born,  but  of  one  who  found  no  his- 
torian to  chronicle  his  work.  Few  who  die 
young — outside,  that  is,  of  the  page  of  the 
romancist— crowd  so  much  of  that  which 
makes  men  good  and  great  into  so  brief  a 
space  as  did  the  Irish  boy,  Volney  Beckner. 

Volney  Beckner,  who  was  born  in  1748,  at 
Londonderry,  a  town  famous  in  history,  was 
the  son  of  a  common  sailor.  As  such  he  re- 
ceived no  educational  training  beyond  that 
which  would  enable  him  to  follow  in  his 
father's  steps.  He  was  strong,  active,  and 
robust  in  body,  with  mental  qualities  corre- 
sponding thereto  ;  and,  as  a  child,  displayed 
such  detei'mined  courage  and  resolution,  that 
the  captain  of  the  vessel  on  which  his  father 
served  was  wont  to  point  him  out  as  a  model 
toother  boj'S,  remarking, "  If  this  boy  continues 
to  display  the  same  courage  and  good  conduct, 
1  doubt  not  that  in  time  he  will  obtain  a  post 
superior  to  my  own." 

The  year  was  17(50 ;  the  season  autumn ; 
the  day  Sunday. 

Volney  Beckner,  then  twelve  years  old,  was 
at  sea  with  his  father.  The  vessel  was  bound 
from  Port-au-Prince,  in  the  notorious  West 
Indian  Island  of  St.  Domingo,  to  France. 
It  carried  passengers  as  well  as  cargo. 
Among  the  former  was  a  wealthy  American 
planter,  who,  with  his  infant  daughter,  was 
making  a  voyage  to  Europe.  After  a  few 
days  of  sea-sickness  the  child  found  her 
"sea-legs,"  and  frequently  ran  about  the 
deck,  amusing  the  sailors,  with  whom 
"missy"  speedily  became  a  favourite  with 
her  infant  prattle. 

It  was  early  evening,  the  ship  lay  almost 
becalmed,  the  ocean  shone  like  burnished 
gold.    The  little  American  girl,  with  her 


nurse,  came  on  deck.  Suddenly  the  child 
sprang  forward,  ran  to  the  head  of  the  vessel, 
and,  in  a  moment,  fell  overboard.  The  sailor 
Beckner  witnessed  the  accident,  and,  with 
the  quickness  of  thought,  plunged  into  the 
sea  to  her  rescue.  With  a  few  sturdy  strokes 
he  reached  the  child's  side,  and,  seizing  her, 
was  about  to  make  his  way  back  to  the  ship, 
when,  to  his  horror,  he  perceived  the  black 
fin  of  a  shark  above  the  water. 

His  shipmates,  too,  saw  his  danger.  They 
did  what  they  could.  The  boldest  of  them 
dared  not  share  his  peril,  but  they,  with  the 
passengers,  began  a  brisk  fire  upon  the  cruel 
monster  of  the  deep.  Sailors,  however,  are 
proverbially  bad  marksmen.  It  may  be  the 
shark  was  aware  of  this ;  certainly  he  con- 
tinued on  his  course  until  he  had  almost 
reached  his  intended  victim. 

It  was  an  awful  moment  of  suspense.  The 
agonised  planter  was  upon  the  deck,  offering 
incredible  rewards  to  any  who  would  rescue 
his  daughter  from  her  imminent  peril.  Men's 
faces  were  blanched  with  fear,  their  hearts 
stood  still  with  dread. 

Then  it  was  that  Volney  Beckner,  seeing 
his  father's  danger,  did  that  which  brave, 
strong  men  had  not  the  courage  to  dare  to 
undertake.  Seizing  a  well-sharpened  knife,  1 
the  boy  plunged  into  the  sea  to  his  father's 
rescue.  Diving  beneath  the  shark,  be,  with 
skill,  steadiness,  and  resolution,  thrust  his 
weapon  into  the  monster.  Writhing  with 
agony,  the  voracious  creature  at  once  aban- 
doned its  intended  prey,  and  turned  with  fury 
upon  its  youthful  assailant,  who,  nothing 
daunted  by  the  formidable  appearance  of  his 
terrible  foe,  continued  the  unequal  strife. 
Whilst  the  brute  twisted  and  turned  its  un- 
wieldy body,  in  futile  attempts  to  seize  its  ad- 
versary, Volney  Beckner  plunged  his  weapon 
again  and  again  into  its  belly,  in  a  vain  en- 
deavour to  reach  its  vitals. 

A  fearful  sight  now  presented  itself  to  the 
horror-stricken  spectators  on  board  the  vessel. 
The  sea,  lashed  into  foam  by  the  frenzied 
contortions  of  the  monster,  was  flecked  with 
blood.  They  dared  no  longer  fire,  lest  they 
should  hit  the  youthful  combatant  whose 
heroism  they  admired,  and  for  whose  fate 
they  feared.  It  was  soon  evident  to  all  that 
the  boy's  strength  was  not  sufficient  to  enable 
him  to  inflict  a  mortal  wound.  He  became, 
apparently,  convinced  of  this  himself ;  for 
reluctantly  relinquishing  the  deadly  strife  he 
endeavoured  to  regain  the  ship. 

Now  all  was  eagerness  and  haste  on  board. 
Eopes,  lifebelts,  and  hencoops  were  hurriedly 
thrown  overboard,  and  the  firing  was  recom- 


menced. It  was  evident  that  the  ropes  were 
the  only  real  means  of  safety  available ;  for, 
as  is  sadly  too  common  at  sea,  it  would  have 
been  impossible  to  clear  and  launch  the  boats 
in  time  to  effect  a  rescue.  One  of  them  had 
been  utilised  as  a  shelter  for  the  cow,  and 
the  other  was  encumbered  with  lumber.  For 
some  time  the  motion  of  the  waves,  and  the 
necessity  of  keeping  away  from  the  yawning 
jaws  of  the  enraged  shark,  prevented  the 
swimmers  from  availing  themselves  of  these 
means  of  escape.  It  was  only  after  repeated 
efforts  that  father  and  son  succeeded  each 
in  grasping  one  of  the  numerous  ropes  that 
were  thrown  out.  All  on  board  lent  their 
assistance,  and  the  two  were  soon  above  the 
water,  suspended  in  mid-air.  Their  rescue 
seemed  to  be  certain. 

It  was  now  that  the  awful  Iragedy  occurred. 
The  wounded  fish,  with  the  cunning  peculiar 
to  its  bloodthirsty  race,  perceived  that  its 
assailant  was  on  the  point  of  escape.  A  mo- 
ment more  and  its  plans  of  revenge  would 
be  frustrated.  With  a  tremendous  effort  the 
shark  almost  threw  itself  out  of  the  water, 
and  catching  between  its  horrid  serrated  rows 
of  teeth  the  unfortunate  boy  as  he  clung  to 
the  rope,  it  literally  severed  its  victim  into 
two  parts,  one  of  which  it  immediately  de- 
voured, and  an  instant  later  the  remaining 
part  shared  the  same  fearful  fate. 

At  this  agonising  spectacle  a  cry  of  horror 
burst  from  the  appalled  spectators.  Strong 
men  fainted.  Some,  however,  preserved  suf- 
ficient presence  of  mind  to  render  aid  to  the 
unhappy  father,  who  safely  regained  the  deck 
with  the  child  who  had  been  the  innocent 
cause  of  the  catastrophe. 

It  would  afford  me  pleasure  to  be  able  to 
record  the  capture  of  the  murderous  shark,  the 
recovery  of  ihe  mutilated  remains,  and  their 
decent  ljurial  at  sea.  But  one  must  be  true 
to  one's  facts.  The  monster,  gorged  with  its 
meal,  sank  slowly  into  the  depths,  and  the 
saddened  crew,  as  good  old  John  Bunyan 
would  have  said,  saw  it  no  more. 

Thus  perished  the  heroic  boy,  Volney 
Beckner,  at  the  early  age  of  twelve  years, 
and,  poor  and  unknown  as  he  was,  he  leaves 
behind  him  a  nobler  name  than  many  a  titled 
leader  who  has  sought  the  bubble  reputation 
at  the  cannon's  mouth.  Short  as  was  his 
life,  it  was  sufficiently  long  to  enable  him  to 
leave  behind  him  a  touching  illustration  of 
intrepidity,  courage,  and  filial  affection  which 
has  seldom  been  surpassed,  and  to  offer  a 
noble  example  to  the  young  of  all  ages. 

"He,  dying,  left  behiiid  a  name. 
Great,'  though  unchroiiicled  by  fame." 


AGAINST  TIME  :  A  CYCLING  STORY. 

By  Paul  Blake, 

Author  of  "School  and  the  World,"  "The  A'eir  Boii,"  "  The  Two  Chums"  etc. 


I"  AST  summer  I  was  spending  a  short  holi- 
-i  day  at  my  uncle  Eobei-t's  place  on  the 
edge  of  Harley  Moor.  The  house  was  very 
lonely,  but,  being  often  full  of  visitors,  by  no 
means  quiet.  My  uncle  was  a  man  of  resource, 
and  never  allowed  us  to  feel  dull. 

My  cousin  Mabel's  birthday  happening  to 
fall  due  during  my  visit,  a  grand  picnic  was 
arranged.  We  were  to  drive  to  a  wood  known 
as  the  Pine  Head,  near  which  stood  the  cele- 
brated mansion,  Kirby  Hall.    By  Sir  George 


Glyde's  courtesy  my  uncle  received  permission 
for  us  to  visit  it,  a  permission  but  rarely 
accorded. 

The  whole  household  was  to  share  in  the 
festivities,  except  the  butler,  Pritchard,  and  | 
one  maid,  who  remained  to  look  after  tne 
house.  The  barouche,  basket  carriage,  and 
victoria  were  all  required  to  accommodate  our 
party ;  even  then  there  was  not  quite  suffi- 
cient room. 

"  Never  mind,"  said  Uncle  Eobert,  "  we  can 


hire  a  horse  or  two,  and  you,  Tom,  can  go  on 
your  bicycle." 

I  made  no  objection ;  I  was  very  fond  of 
riding,  and  not  easily  tired.  Without  having 
ever  succeeded  in  beating  a  record,  I  was  able 
to  hold  my  own  in  most  contests,  and  was 
always  handicapped  in  local  races.  Besides, 
as  I  should  be  able  to  make  my  own  pace,  I 
foresaw  I  could  join  whichever  paiiy  I  pre- 
ferred. 

I  found  that  I  preferred  to  ride  beside  the 
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basket  carriage,  which  soon  fell  rather  behind 
the  others.  My  uncle  drove,  and  by  his  side 
was  seated  Mabel.  I  rode  rather  close  to 
her. 

We  were  about  a  couple  cf  miles  from  home 
when  uncle  suddenly  pulled  up. 
"What  is  it,  papa  ?  "  asked  Mabel. 
"  Awful  nuisance,  just  like  me  !   I've  left 
Sir  George  Glyde's  letter  behind." 
"  Won't  they  let  us  in  without  it  ?  " 
"  No,  he's  away  from  home  ;  it  said  admit 
bearer  and  friends.    We  must  turn  back." 

I  think  I  deserve  some  commendation  for 
the  part  I  then  took  in  the  discussion. 

"  Don't  you  think  of  it,  uncle ;  I'll  ride 
back  and  catch  you  up  again  long  before  you 
reach  the  wood." 

"  Will  you,  my  lad  ?  That's  very  good  of 
you.    We  won't  drive  fast." 

"  Oh,  I  don't  mind  if  you  do,"  I  laughed. 
"  I  can  beat  Kitty  (the  pony)  by  a  good  many 
laps  to  the  mile." 

It  did  not  take  long  for  me  to  reach  the 
house.  To  save  going  the  whole  length  of 
the  drive  I  descended  in  a  lane  at  the  back 
of  the  kitchen  garden.  A  pony  with  an  empty 
trap  was  standing  by  the  hedge ;  I  thought  I 
might  safely  leave  my  bicycle  beside  it  whilst 
I  broke  through  a  well-known  hole  and  made 
my  visit  to  the  house. 

I  entered  at  the  back  unseen.    But  as  I 
went  down  the  passage  towards  the  hall  I 
heard  men's  voices.    I  stopped  short. 
"  Sure  everybody's  out,  Pritchard  ?  " 
"  Eveiy  man  jack,  and  woman  jack  too. 
They  won't  be  back  all  day." 

"  Then  I  tell  you  what,  mate,  let's  have  a 
drink  before  we  begin  business  ;  time  enough 
to  look  up  the  plate  afterwards." 

"  What  time  does  the  train  go  ?  "  asked  a 
third  individual. 

"Not  till  12.10;  lot's  of  time.  We  can 
get  there  in  twenty  or  twenty-five  minutes 
with  the  trap." 

I  heard  their  footsteps  approaching.  Step- 
ping as  quietly  as  I  could,  I  made  my  way  to 
the  back  entrance,  skirted  the  garden,  plunged 
into  the  shrubbery,  and  in  another  half 
minute  was  on  my  bicycle. 

There  was  not  the  slightest  doubt  that  the 
house  was  to  be  robbed,  and  that  Pritchard, 
the  trusted  butler,  was  the  accomplice  of  the 
thieves ! 

"  What  could  I  do  ?  It  was  two  miles  to 
the  nearest  house  ;  if  I  went  there  I  might  | 
find  no  one  home  but  ladies,  for  Mr.  Appleby, 
the  owner,  was  generally  out  during  the  day.  ! 
Kingscote,  the  nearest  village,  was  four  miles 
distant,  but  if  I  could  get  there  in  time  I 
could  get  assistance  for  certain.    Had  I  time  ? 

I  pulled  out  my  watch— 11.29.  I  would  try 
it ;  'twould  take  all  I  knew,  but  I  was  too 
excited  to  calculate  my  chances  too  closely  ; 
I  ceuldn't  remain  idle  whilst  I  weighed  pros 
and  cons.  I  threw  my  coat  over  the  hedge 
and  started. 

My  machine  was  an  "  ordinary,"  a  55-inch 
wheel, in  good  condition,  and acapital roadster. 
I  had  twice  ridden  from  London  to  Brighton 
and  back  on  it  in  a  day.  My  four-mile  ride 
had  put  me  in  good  fettle,  so  I  set  off  with 
hope,  if  not  with  confidence.  Bar  accidents, 
I  ought  to  do  it. 

There  were  two  roads  to  Kingscote,  the  old 
and  the  new ;  the  former  considerably  the 
shorter,  but  much  steeper.  Could  I  go  by  the 
old  road  and  return  by  the  gentler  ascent  ? 

That  depended  on  whether  I  had  the  pluck 
or  the  rashness  to  ride  down  Everdean  Hill. 
I  had  never  done  so,  nor  ever  heard  of  any  one 
attempting  it.  The  road  was  narrow,  and  not 
too  well  kept.  But  then  I  should  save  time, 
if  only  I  reached  the  bottom  safe  and  sound. 

There  was  no  time  for  hesitation — I  took 
the  old  road. 

After  about  a  mile  and  a  half  of  level  there 
came  a  slight  ascent  to  the  brow  of  Everdean 


Hill.  It  was  a  warm  day,  and  the  ascent  took 
more  out  of  me  than  I  expected.  But  what 
chiefly  occupied  my  thoughts  was  the  great 
question  how  I  should  manage  the  descent. 

When  I  reached  the  top  not  a  soul  was  in 
sight.  I  pulled  myself  together,  set  my  teeth, 
and  began  the  descent. 

The  road  was  straight  for  some  distance, 
and  then  curved  to  the  right— not  very 
suddenly  however. 

Gently  enough  at  first,  but  the  pace  soon 
quickened.    The  brake  was  a  good  one,  but 
I  before  long  it  ceased  to  be  of  much  use.  My 
cap  flew  off,  and  I  felt  my  face  cutting  the  air 
like  a  knife.     We  flew  along,  I  and  my 
machine.    What  an  exhilarating  sensation  it 
1  was  !    I  felt  as  I  imagine  a  swallow  must  feel 
!  as  it  shoots  through  the  air. 
j      Bump  !  over  a  stone ;  it  seemed  a  couple 
I  of  yards  before  we  touched  ground  again. 
[  Another  five  seconds  and  I  should  be  round 
j  the  curve.    Then,  if  nothing  were  in  sight,  I 
should  be  safe,  for  the  road  soon  became 
level  again. 

The  air  rushed  by  me  so  fast  that  I  was 
partially  deafened.  At  least,  I  can  only  account 
in  that  way  for  the  fact  that  I  never  heard 
the  ominous  panting  of  a  vast  traction-engine 
just  round  the  corner. 

It  filled  the  roadway,  dragging  behind  it 
a  mass  of  some  kind  which  1  saw  but  im- 
perfectly. There  was  no  time  to  choose  the 
best  course  to  follow.  Instinctively  I  headed 
my  machine  straight  at  the  low  hedge  in 
front  of  me.  There  was  a  ditch  on  my  side 
of  it,  but  we  leapt  over  that  as  if  it  had  not 
been  there. 

I  remember  nothing,  except  being  shot  into 
the  air  and  turning  a  somersault.  When  I 
came  to  myself  I  was  lying  face  downwards 
choking  on  a  large  haycock. 

A  labourer  hauled  me  off  by  the  leg. 
"  Better  give  us  warning  next  time  you're 
coming  this  way,   mister,''   he  remarked. 
"Bee'st  much  hurt?  " 

I  was  not  sure  for  a  few  moments.  Then 
I  found  that  my  head  was  bleeding,  though 
not  badly.  I  had  hit  it  against  the  handle 
of  a  hay-rake.  I  was  bruised  and  sore,  but 
luckily  no  bones  were  broken. 

But  my  bicycle,  in  what  condition  should  I 
find  that  ?  A  second  labourer  brought  it  to 
me.  One  handle  was  badly  bent  and  a  couple 
of  spokes  were  snapped,  but  apparently  that 
was  all.  I've  never  had  an  accident  which 
bade  fair  to  be  serious  result  so  lightly. 

I  had  recovered  my  senses  completely  by 
now.  I  looked  at  my  watch — 11.44.  There 
was  not  a  moment  to  lose. 

Throwing  the  men  a  shilling,  I  scrambled 
back  into  the  road  with  my  machine,  taking 
care  to  choose  a  point  behind  the  traction- 
engine.  Then  I  mounted  again,  not  so  lightly 
as  before,  and  set  off  once  more  foi  Kingscote,  - 
almost  despairing  now  of  being  in  time.  For 
a  moment  I  thought  of  asking  the  labourers 
to  accompany  me,  but  I  was  only  a  mile  from 
Kingscote  now,  where  I  could  get  a  trap  and 
horse,  not  to  mention  a  constable. 

And  now  for  the  first  time  I  recognised 
what  a  fool  I  had  been.  If  only  I  had  gone 
direct  to  the  station  I  could  have  enlisted  the 
porter  and  station-master,  and  we  could  have 
caught  the  thieves  as  they  drove  up  with  their 
booty.  Instead  of  which,  I  was  scouring  the 
country  for  a  constable  ! 

I  wanted  something  to  cheer  me  after  my 
bodily  and  mental  troubles,  and  to  my  great 
relief  I  got  it.  Coming  swiftly  along  the  road 
towards  me  I  caught  sight  of  a  gig  with  two 
men  in  it.  Judge  of  my  joy  when  I  saw  that 
they  were  constables. 

I  explained  the  situation  in  a  moment.  The 
head  constable,  who  toid  me  his  name  was 
Kaye,  looked  at  his  watch  dubiously. 

"  Can  you  ride  as  fast  as  I  drive,  sir  ?  "  he 
asked. 


"  I  think  so.  ' 

"  Then  come  along ;  I  can't  give  ycu  a  lift, 
you  see." 

The  fact  was  evident — I  never  saw  a  smaller 
gig ;  there  was  barely  room  for  the  two  men. 
I  might  have  sat  on  the  shafts,  but  it  would 
j  .have  dragged  the  mare  down  badly. 
!  I  warned  Kaye  of  the  traction-engine,  but 
,  he  was  a  man  of  resource.  His  mate  jumped 
'  down  and  opened  the  gate  leading  into  the 
j  field. 

!  "  Lucky  the  hay's  cut,"  remarked  Kaye,  as 
i  he  drove  quickly  amongst  the  haycocks.  I 
[  kept  to  the  road,  seeing  there  was  just  room 
for  my  less  bulky  vehicle  to  pass  the  engine. 

I  reached  the  further  gate  in  time  to  opeo 
it  for  them. 

"  Now  then,  old  lady  !  "  exclaimed  Kaye, 
"  show  us  what  you  can  do  for  once  !  We 
must  stick  to  the  new  road,"  he  added, 
"  though  it's  the  longest." 

The  mare  certainly  was  a  good  one.  She 
threw  her  head  forward,  and  trotted  up  that 
hill  gamely.  I  was  hopelessly  outdistanced. 
Tired  and  sorC;  I  made  no  attempt  to  ride  up 
even  the  gentler  part  of  the  ascent. 

To  my  surprise  Kaye  pulled  up. 

"  Can  you  stick  on  if  we  pull  you  up  ?  "  he 
shouted  back. 

"  I'll  try,"  I  cried,  running  to  him  as  fast 
as  I  could. 

He  held  out  a  loop  of  rope.    I  dropped  it 
;  over  my  handles,  and  mounted  once  more, 
the  second  constable  holding  the  other  end  of 
j  the  rope. 

I  The  start  came  vei-y  near  upsetting  me. 
;  Nor  was  that  the  only  time  I  was  nearly 
spilled.  It  is  by  no  means  an  easy  matter  to 
keep  one's  balance  whilst  being  lowed  uphill 
behind  a  gig  ;  it  took  me  all  I  knew  to  manage 
it.  If  I  had  taken  my  feet  from  the  treadles 
I  should  have  been  over  the  next  moment. 

At  the  brow  of  the  hill  Kaye  cast  me  ofi'. 
He  glanced  anxiously  at  his  watch. 

"  We  shall  barely  do  it.  We  must  make 
straight  for  the  station,  of  course.  Eleven 
fifty-three,  and  over  three  miles  to  go  !  "' 
.  He  took  a  short  cut  down  a  lane,  which  was 
not  good  going  for  me.  I  was  getting  sorer 
every  minute  ;  I  was  permeated  with  the  con- 
sciousness that  I  shouldn't  be  able  to  move 
next  day.  It  was  all  I  could  do  to  keep  up 
with  the  trap,  for  Kaye  drove  furiously.  Of 
course  it  was  an  important  business  for  him ; 
it  might  mean  promotion. 

We  wasted  no  time  over  conversation.  Ths 
mare  did  splendidly,  and  I  must  say  Kaye 
showed  himself  an  accomplished  whip. 

In  sight  of  the  station  at  last  I  But,  sad 
to  say,  in  sight  of  the  train  also. 

It  shut  off  steam  as  we  caught  our  first 
glimpse  of  it.  We  saw  it  enter  the  little  sta- 
tion.   Our  chance  seemed  hopeless. 

The  mare  hadn't  a  spurt  left  in  her,  but  I 
fancied  I  had.  Trying  to  imagine  I  was  doing 
the  last  lap  in  a  ten-mile  race,  I  bent  over  the 
handles,  and  put  on  my  last  ounce.  Kaye 
gave  a  shout  as  he  saw  me  forge  ahead. 

Just  in  time  !  I  fell  off  my  machine  before 
it  had  stopped,  and  with  my  last  breath 
shouted  "  Stop  the  train  !  " 

"All  right,  young  man  !  "  cried  the  guard  ; 
"  don't  over-excite  yourself." 

"Thieves!  "  I  gasped  out. 

"Thieves?  Where?" 

Luckily  Kaye  was  on  the  spot  in  a  moment 
to  explain.    Almost  too  late,  however. 

A  man  leapt  out  of  the  train  on  the  fur- 
ther side  and  made  for  the  fields. 

"  A  sovereign  to  the  man  who  catches 
him  !  "  cried  Kaye  to  a  group  of  labourers 
who  had  arrived  by  the  train. 

Half-a-d  izen  set  off.  Meanwhile  Kaye  was 
inspecting  the  carriages,  I  hmping  behind 
him. 

It  was  n>  ■  I  tlinnlt  to  spot  the  second 
scoundrel.    T  i  ■  sat  defiantly  waiting  for  us  ; 
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a  heavy  square  box  on  the  seat  was  sufficient 
to  identify  him.  It  was  full  of  plate  and 
various  valuables. 

By  the  time  he  was  in  custody  his  com- 
panion was  in  the  hands  of  the  yokels,  caught 
as  he  was  clambering  through  a  quick-set 
hedge. 


I  did  not  ride  home  on  my  machine  ;  I 
couldn't  mount  it.  Nor  did  my  uncle  receive 
his  precious  letter  till  late  in  the  afternoon. 
I  sent  a  man  with  it  on  a  good  horse,  with 
instructions  to  say  that  I  had  fallen  off  my 
machine,  but  that  no  damage  was  done.  He 
was  forbidden  to  mention  the  attempted  rob- 


bery ;  there  was  no  use  in  spoiling  Mabel's 
birthday. 

I  forgot  to  say  that  Pritchard  was  captured 
as  he  was  leisurely  packing  his  portmanteau. 
He  intended  leaving  by  the  3.20  train.  So  he 
did,  but  he  was  accompanied  by  Kaye. 

(THE  END.) 


THE  CRUISE  OF  THE  CHRISTABEL. 

Bij  llie  A  iilhor  of  "  A  Trip  doicn  the  Thames,"  elc,  elc. 


THE  Chrlstabel  was  now  slipping  over  the 
seas  in  her  own  easy  fashion,  and  in  the 
mist  I  sailed  her  in  much  closer  to  the  rocks 
than  I  had  intended,  but  fortunately  heard 
the  sea  breaking  on  them  in  time,  and  put 
her  about  on  the  opposite  tack  about  five 
o'clock,  and  stood  out  for  some  six  miles. 

The  mist  now  began  really  to  clear  off  as 
the  daylight  made  itself  seen,  so  I  told  Bill  to 
rouse  Frank  and  Jack,  and  then  turn  in  him- 
self. I  was  getting  thoroughly  tired  out  and 
sleepy  after  the  exertions  of  the  previous 
night,  so  about  eight  o'clock,  after  we  had  had 
breakfast,  Frank  took  the  tiller,  while  I  lay 
down  and  slept  soundly  until  twelve  noon. 

I  felt  quite  fresh  after  my  nap  and  some 
dinner  had  been  discussed  by  us  three  —poor 
O'Keilly,  not  feeling  well  enough  to  sit  up, 
had  some  brandy  and  a  biscuit,  which  he  said 
suited  his  delicate  organism  better  than  roast 
beef. 

It  began  to  rain  again  about  four  o'clock, 
so,  as  we  had  run  short  of  fresh  water  for 
washing  purposes,  we  stopped  up  the  scuppers 
and  caught  some  on  deck.  We  did  not  have 
tea  until  eight  o'clock,  and,  shortly  after,  the 
wind  shifted  round  to  the  north,  which  was 
just  the  right  quarter  for  us  ;  so  I  had  the 
reefs  shaken  out,  and  in  the  course  of  another 
hour  the  northerly  wind  was  blowing  steadily 
•over  our  tafi'rail,  and,  with  the  mainsheet 
eased  well  off,  we  were  running  a  straight  line 
for  home.  As  the  night  drew  in,  the  rain 
■ceased  falling,  'to  our  great  delight,  and  we 
had  a  good  scrub  down. 

The  port  watch  went  below  at  ten  o'clock, 
.and  by  midnight  we  were  abreast  of  the  Long- 
-■stone  Light,  which  bore  west  of  us,  distant 
about  ten  miles. 

We  were  now  slipping  through  the  dark 
■water  at  a  good  pace,  leaving  a  broad  white 
"wake  astern  of  us  on  the  heaving  sea. 

Bill  went  below  at  one  o'clock  to  make  a 
■cup  of  hot  coffee  for  ourselves,  which,  with  a 
buttered  biscuit,  is,  I  have  found  after  many 
trials  of  other  things,  much  better  than  them 
all,  and  vastly  superior  to  spirits  for  keeping 
one  warm  and  comfortable  during  a  night's 
watch  at  sea. 

The  grey  light  of  the  early  dawn  began  to 
-steal  over  the  sky  about  three  o'clock,  and 
Frank  and  Jack  coming  up  on  deck  I  roused 
the  mate,  and  then  two-thirds  of  the  star- 
hoard  watch  turned  in,  the  other  third,  con- 
sisting of  O'Eeilly,  having  been  below  since 
we  left  Granton. 

When  I  went  on  deck  again  about  six 
-o'clock  there  was  a  heavy  cross  sea  on,  which 
made  her  roll  a  good  deal  ;  and  Jack  had 
marked  the  log-slate  as  having  passed  Coquet 
Island  at  half-past  three,  so  we  were  "  making 
"tracks,"  as  the  Americans  say. 

Blyth  passed,  we  went  below  to  breakfast, 
and  tried  some  tinned  stewed  beef,  which 
turned  out  excellent. 

Off  Souter  Point  I  altered  our  course  to 
;south-b3'-east ;  but  by  two  o'clock,  when  we  had 
•dinner,  the  favourable  breeze  had  dropped, 
until  we  lay  without  making  any  headway, 
Riut  rolling  in  the  heavy  swell,  which  made 
the  sails  flap  and  bang  about,  and  we  had  to 
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put  chafing  gear  on  to  save  the  rigging.  It 
was  very  annoying  this  continual  violent 
motion,  shaking  the  yacht  through  from  stem 
to  stern,  without  going  ahead  one  yard. 

There  was  nothing  to  be  done,  so  I  got  a 
book,  and,  lying  down  to  read  on  one  of  the 
cabin  sofas,  very  soon  fell  asleep. 

O'Eeilly,  venturing  up  on  deck  soon  after- 
wards, was  captured  by  the  others,  who 
charged  him  with  doing  no  work  and  having 
no  visible  means  of  subsistence.  Accordingly 
they  sat  him  down  to  mind  the  tiller  and,  as 
we  were  quite  becalmed,  turned  in  and  left 
him  on  deck  by  himself,  to  his  great  appre- 
hension and  alarm,  until  about  seven  o'clock, 
when  I  turned  out,  and  found  him  in  a  very 
nervous  state  about  which  way  to  put  the 
tiller,  a  little  breeze  having  just  sprung  up. 

The  wind  rapidly  freshened,  and  by  the 
time  a  rather  late  tea  was  over,  it  was  blow- 
ing so  fresh  that  we  had  to  take  a  reef  in. 

It  looked  very  threatening  out  to  windward, 
the  glass  had  gone  back,  and  altogether  there 
was  every  appearance  of  another  dirty  night 
in  store  for  us. 

The  clouds  came  scurrying  overhead  in 
dark  masses,  and  the  wind,  as  it  shifted  round 
to  the  east,  had  a  keen,  cutting  edge  to  it  that 
made  an  extra  coat  a  real  comfort.  By  mid- 
night it  was  blowing  half  a  gale,  and  when 
off  Whitby  I  hove  her  to,  and  got  another 
reef  down  and  shifted  jibs,  and  about  half- 
past  three  we  passed  Scarborough  about  ten 
miles  out  from  the  land. 

The  dawn  broke  low  down  on  the  horizon, 
which  was  a  promising  sign  for  a  finer  day, 
and  presently  the  sun  rose  above  the  heaving 
hills  of  green  water,  and  cast  its  golden  rays 
with  magical  effect  on  the  foaming  heads  of 
the  "  white  horses  "  around  us. 

Thoroughly  tired  with  another  night's 
watch  on  deck,  I  roused  the  mate  and  the 
others,  and  turned  in  for  a  couple  of  hours. 
I  was  astonished,  on  getting  up  again  at 
half-past  seven,  to  find  appearances  entirely 
changed. 

The  sun  had  disappeared  behind  a  thick 
bank  of  stormy-looking  clouds,  and  the  rain 
was  falling  heavily,  while  the  wind  had  again 
sunk  to  a  light  breeze. 

We  were  in  the  midst  of  a  fleet  of  about 
seventy  sail  of  fishing  cobles  and  smacks, 
mostly  hailing  from  the  Yorkshire  coast, 
whose  tanned  sails  and  streaming  hulls  dotted 
about  gave  a  lively  appearance  to  the  view. 

The  rain  continued  until  past  nine  o'clock, 
when  we  had  breakfast,  at  which  the  last  of 
our  stock  of  eggs  and  bacon  disappeared ; 
but  in  another  hour  it  had  cleared  off,  and  a 
nice  sailing  breeze  from  the  north-east  sprang 
up,  so  we  shook  out  our  feefs  once  more,  and 
by  a  quarter-past  ten  we  were  off  Flam- 
borough  Head. 

Taking  our  departure  from  here,  I  shaped 
our  course  south-by-east  for  the  Dudgeon 
Light,  distant  some  sixty-five  miles  from  us 
on  a  straight  line. 

The  rolil  le.L;  of  mutton  that  Bill  put  on  the 
table  at  dinner  was  found  to  be  so  extremely 
high  and  "  gamey  "  that  it  had  to  be  thrown 
overboard,  to  the  great  delight,  I  have  no 


doubt,  of  numerous  fish,  while  we  supplied 
its  place  with  some  tinned  beef  from  our  sea- 
stock. 

The  afternoon  was  splendid,  with  a  fair 
wind  and  hot  sun. 

We  spent  a  good  time  after  dinner  scrub- 
bing decks — not  that  it  was  at  all  necessary, 
but  it  was  pleasant  to  feel  the  cool  sea-water 
swashing  about  one's  bare  feet  ;  and  even 
O'Keilly  found  the  amusement  too  enticing  to 
remain  below  any  longer. 

Soon  after  tea  our  favourable  wind,  which 
had  continued  steady  up  till  then,  suddenly 
dropped,  leaving  us  becalmed. 

A  slight  swell  soon  after  set  in  from  the 
east,  and,  being  right  across  our  course,  we 
commenced  rolling  rather  uncomfortably, 
until,  by  ten  o'clock,  I  thought  it  was  time  to 
do  something  to  save  our  spars. 

The  topmast  would  spring  forward  with  a 
sudden  jerk,  enough  to  fetch  it  right  away 
from  the  masthead  ;  so,  to  prevent  it  breaking 
off',  we  got  it  lowered  down,  after  some  little 
difficulty  through  the  fid  jamming.  Then 
the  main-boom  began  its  tricks,  threatening 
to  knock  some  of  us  overboard,  until  we  .got 
it  pinned  down  with  an  extra  purchase,  and 
occasionally  a  deck-seat  would  make  a  sudden 
lunge  across  the  deck  and  bark  one's  shins, 
and  in  the  meanwhile  books,  bottles,  and 
various  odds  and  ends  which  had  been  left 
strewn  about  the  cabin  were  affording  infinite 
amusement  and  considerable  exercise  to  Jack 
and  O'Eeilly  down  below. 

Leaving  the  mate  grumbling  at  the  state  of 
things  on  deck,  I  turned  in  about  half-past 
ten  for  a  little  rest. 

At  one  a.m.  the  following  morning  the 
mate  roused  me,  saying  there  was  less  roll 
on,  though  still  calm,  and  weather  looked 
cloudy  and  very  stormy.  So  I  turned  out, 
and,  calling  Bill  on  deck,  the  mate  retired  to 
his  beloved  berth  and  much-loved  repose. 

A  slight  easterly  breeze  soon  afterwards 
reached  us,  enabling  us  to  keep  on  our 
course  over  the  long  swell,  which,  as  the  wind 
freshened,  got  heavier. 

A  large  steamship  going  north  passed  us 
at  four  o'clock,  and  I  timed  my  w"atcli 
by  it  as  it  struck  eight  bells,  and  found 
mine  was  correct.  She  formed  a  fine  sight 
in  the  grey  of  the  early  dawn,  as  she  sped 
onwards  on  her  course  over  the  heavy  swell, 
at  one  moment  being  hid  in  the  trough  of 
the  sea  half  way  up  to  her  funnels,  and  the 
next  would  heave  her  forefoot  and  dripping 
keel  clear  of  the  water  as  she  rose  to  meet 
the  sea. 

About  five  o'clock  Bill  roused  the  mate, 
and  we  got  the  topmast  on  end  again,  and 
set  up  the  rigging. 

There  were  some  very  nice  minced  collops 
at  breakfast.  Bill  was  realh'  a  capital  cook, 
and  turned  out  a  good  many  fancy  dishes 
very  creditably,  to  our  great  satisfaction  ;  but 
he  was  in  the  habit  of  making  the  coffee  so 
strong  that  we  finished  our  reserve  stock 
sooner  than  I  had  reckoned  on,  and  this 
morning  we  found  the  last  spoonful  had  been 
used,  so  had  to  put  up  with  tea,  a  beverage  I 
am  not  partial  to  at  breakfast 
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The  wind  having  chopped  round  to  the 
south,  I  altered  our  course  for  the  Inner 
Dowsing  Light.  During  the  morning  a  large 
porpoise  came  to  the  surface  close  alongside 
the  yacht ;  it  was  very  interesting  to  watch 
its  antics  as  it  swam  after  some  small  fish 
through  the  clear  water.  We  sighted  the 
Inner  Dowsing  at  10.50,  and  in  the  course 
of  another  half-hour  the  land  ahead  became 
<limly  visible.  There  was  now  a  good  capful 
of  wind,  which  increased  rapidly  with  very 
heavy  puffs,  and  it  was  as  much  as  she  could 
look  up  to  with  two  reefs  down  in  the  main- 
sail, a  reefed  foresail,  and  No.  2  jib.  I  had 
to  sail  her  very  carefully  as  we  beat  down 
towards  Cromer,  some  of  the  head  seas  being 
both  heavy  and  steep. 

Having  handled  her  until  seven  o'clock, 
I  then  went  below  to  tea,  and  found  O'Eeilly 
very  queer  again.  "  It's  all  very  well  you 
iellows  laughing,  because  you  can  stand  it,  but 
it's  no  joke  for  me,"  remarked  O'Reilly.  ''I 
was  afraid  I  should  die  at  first,  and  now  I'm 
afraid  I  shan't ;  I  wish  some  one  would  chuck 
me  overboard." 

Jack  prescribed  some  cold  tea,  which 
seemed  to  freshen  him  up  a  bit,  and  he  soon 
began  to  look  a  little  more  cheerful. 

I  went  on  deck  again  after  tea  and  relieved 
the  mate,  who  turned  in,  but  soon  came  on 
deck  again,  grumbling  that  everything  was 
soaking  wet  in  the  foc'sle,  which  I  found  was 
really  through  his  own  negligence  in  not 
shutting  the  forehatch  properly,  with  the 
result  that  when  the  next  big  comber  caught 
us,  some  of  it  found  its  way  below,  to  his 
great  disgust,  and  having  told  him  my 
opinion  of  matters  he  retired  again  in  a 
sulky  mood,  like  some  overgrown  child. 

Three  large  smacks  of  about  fifty  tons 
were,  like  ourselves,  under  close-reefed  can- 
vas, beating  down  towards  Cromer,  and  it 
required  a  careful  and  constant  watchfulness 
in  the  gathering  gloom  of  the  evening,  as 
we  crossed  and  recrossed  them  on  different 
tacks. 

Bill  had  the  side-lights  up  early  and  the 
binnacle-lamps  lit ;  there  was  no  moon,  and 
heavy  clouds  hid  the  stars,  making  the  night 
very  dark,  and  I  felt  extremely  glad  when  I 
saw  our  three  fishing  companions  bear  off 
towards  the  Lynn  Deeps  and  the  land,  while 
I  stood  seawards. 

We  tacked  off  and  on  all  night  long,  and 
at  one  o'clock  in  the  morning  the  sea  com- 
menced to  go  down,  and  as  we  did  not  seem 
to  make  much  headway  against  the  strong  tide 
and  head- wind,  I  hove  her  to  while  Bill  helped 
me  to  set  the  topsail  over  the  reefed  main- 
sail, which  I  hoped  would  improve  our  speed. 
It  very  possibly  did  so,  but  when  the  dim 
light  in  the  east  began  to  show  over  the 
horizon,  and  it  got  clear  enough  to  see  the 
land  ahead,  we  still  seemed  to  be  a  long  way 
off  it,  so  at  two  o'clock  I  hove  to  again, 
while  we  got  the  jib  in  and  set  our  working 
one  in  its  place. 

With  that  canvas  we  gained  a  bit  on  the 
tide,  and  by  4.30  were  off  the  little  town  of 
Cromer,  with  its  church-tower  forming  a 
capital  landmark  to  those  who  venture  down 
to  the  sea  in  ships  on  that  coast. 

The  ancient  church  of  Shipden,  of  which 
parish  in  years  gone  by  Cromer  formed  part, 
was  totally  destroyed  by  fire  during  the  reign 
of  Henry  IV.,  when  the  present  one  was 
built. 

In  .January,  IGG.'j,  a  part  of  the  cliff,  some 
little  distance  further  down  the  coast,  was 
washed  away  by  the  action  of  the  sea,  and, 
shortly  after,  some  enomous  bon,es  were 
discovered,  one  of  which  was  a  leg-bone 
weighing  fifty-seven  and  three-quarter 
pounds,  and  measuring  three  feet  two  inches 
in  length !  The  doctors  settled  it  was  a 
human  bone,  and,  that  being  so,  it  would 
make  the  owner  a  huge  giant  some  thirteen 


feet  high.  Perhaps  he  was  one  of  those  that 
"  Jack  the  Giant-Killer  "  came  across  ! 

I  turned  in  at  five  o'clock  until  breakfast, 
which  we  had  about  eight,  and  then  pumped 
her  out,  as  she  had  shipped  a  good  lot  of  water 
during  the  night's  buffeting  with  the  angry 
sea.  Yarmouth,  with  a  quantity  of  shipping 
lying  in  the  roads,  was  passed  in  due  course  ; 
and  Lowestoft  came  abeam  of  us  by  a  quarter- 
past  nine. 

It  being  much  finer  now,  we  got  our  big 
balloon- jib  out  of  the  sail-room,  and  set  it. 
This  was  always  a  powerful-pulling  sail  on  a 
reach,  and  did  good  service  on  this  occasion, 
for  by  half-past  three  we  were  oft'  "Onion" 
Spit  at  Orfordness.  Dinner  was  on  the  table 
at  the  same  time,  and  O'Reilly's  health  had 
so  far  improved  that  he  took  his  place  with 
us  for  the  first  time  since  starting,  and  did 
good  justice  to  the  meal. 

The  tide  was  now  running  strongly  against 
us  ;  but,  with  all  the  reefs  shaken  out,  the 
topsail  set,  and  our  balloon-jib  doing  its  duty, 
we  steadily  went  ahead,  and  by  six  o'clock  had 
made  the  Cork  Lightship.  While  the  mate 
steered,  we  sat  chatting  over  tea,  and  pro- 
longed that  social  meal  rather  longer  than 
usual. 

As  the  sun  sank,  the  wind  dropped  consider- 
ably ;  but  by  eight  o'clock,  when  we  got  the 
side-lights  up,  we  were  close  to  the  Gunfleet 
Light,  whose  red,  revolving  rays  were  reflected 
in  bright  flashes  on  the  dark  water  beneath. 
In  an  erratic  manner,  the  breeze  freshened 
again,  but  chopped  more  round  to  the  south, 
and,  as  it  headed  us,  we  had  to  shift  om'  big 
jib  and  set  the  working  one. 

The  condition  of  our  beautiful  blue-and- 
white  silken  burgee,  which  fair  hands  at  home 
had  lovingly  worked  for  us,  was  quite  lament- 
able when  I  hauled  it  down  that  evening  at  sun- 
set ;  the  battle  with  the  breeze  over  a  thousand 
miles  of  sea  had  gradually  flacked  it  all  to 
ribbons  quite  beyond  repair. 

Getting,  as  we  were,  towards  the  end  of  our 
cruise,  no  one  felt  any  inclination  to  turn  in 
until  after  we  should  bring  np,  as  we  all 
felt  an  interest  in  seeing  how  far  we  should 
make  that  night ;  so  we  sat  chatting  on  deck, 
and  watching  the  phosphorescence  in  the 
water  as  it  sparkled  alongside  in  little  jets  of 
brilliant  light,  and  then  disappeared  astern  in 
swirling  eddies. 

I  steered  through  the  East  Swin,  and  we 
passed  the  Swin  Middle  Lightship  to  the  north- 
ward, and  then,  close-hauled,  made  the 
Maplin  Light  by  half-past  ten. 

Our  motive-power  then  gradually  went 
down  and  dropped  to  a  very  light  wind,  and 
it  seemed  a  long  time  before  the  sheeny- 
looking  green  rays  of  the  Mouse  Light  were 
over  our  quarter  and  we  were  leaving  it 
slowly  astern. 

We  kept  close  in  along  the  edge  of  the 
Maplin  Sands  to  cheat  the  tide  as  much  as 
possible ;  but  gradually  it  got  too  strong  for 
us,  and  we  were  at  last  obliged  to  let  go  our 
anchor.  All  was  still  and  quiet  when  we 
brought  up  at  midnight  about  two  miles  below 
Southend  Pier,  not  a  puft'  of  wind  was  left, 
and  the  water  was  as  smooth  as  glass.  Having 
got  our  riding-light  up,  taken  our  side-lights 
in,  and  stowed  the  sails,  we  went  below  to 
supper,  which  had  been  purposely  postponed 
until  then,  and  many  were  the  jokes  and 
yarns  spun  as  the  evening— or  rather  early 
morning — meal  progressed  ;  everybody,  even 
including  O'Reilly,  was  in  good  health  and 
spirits,  and  we  had  certainly  made  a  good 
day's  run  considering  the  weather ;  for,  reckon- 
ing from  half -past  four  that  morning  —when 
we  were  off  Cromer — we  had  run  a  good 
hundred  and  thirty  miles,  which,  taking  into 
consideration  that  we  had  the  tide  against 
us  for  a  large  portion  of  the  time,  was  not 
bad. 

The  next  day  was  to  be  the  last  of  our  holi- 


day ;  so,  with  the  fixed  determination  to  rise 
early  and  make  the  most  of  it,  we  finally 
turned  in  for  the  rest  of  the  night.  The 
night's  intentions  do  not  always  get  carried 
out  during  the  day  ;  but  on  this  occasion  the 
cheery  click  click  of  cco'W'indlass  as  Bill 
and  the  mate  got  our  anchor  at  half -past  five, 
roused  those  who  would  otherwise  have  slept 
on  to  a  later  hour  regardless  of  previous  ar- 
rangements ;  but  time  and  tide  would  not  wait 
for  us,  and  I  had  roused  Bill  early. 

It  was  a  lovely  morning,  with  just  a  little 
breath  of  air  astern,  sufficient  to  till  out  the 
creamy  folds  of  our  white  sails,  and  send  us 
gently  along  over  the  clear  water  which  was 
shining  under  the  morning  sun.  A  few  vessels 
were  dotted  about  on  the  horizon  astern  of  us, 
while  a  couple  of  large  steamers  were  evidently 
racing  to  see  which  should  make  the  mouth 
of  the  Thames  first.  The  land  away  down 
by  the  Isle  of  Sheppey  was  faintly  visible  in 
the  blue  distance,  while  ahead  the  brown  sea- 
weed-covered piles  of  Southend  Pier  stretched 
out  from  the  shore  like  the  legs  of  some  huge 
sea  monster  that  had  accidentally  got  stranded 
on  the  mud  and  was  trying  to  crawl  into  deep 
water  again. 

A  pleasant  smell  of  cooking  and  a  rattle  of 
dishes  made  us  disappear  below  about  eight 
o'clock,  and  the  bright  sun  shining  down 
through  the  open  skylight  gave  a  very  attrac- 
tive appearance  to  the  breakfast  table.  Drift- 
ing slowly  up  with  the  ftood-tide — for  the  wind 
had  dropped  entirely,  and  there  was  a  dead 
calm — we  floated  quietly  past  Leigh,  and  the 
Chapman  Light  was  made  by  ten  o'clock. 

A  little  cat's-paw  sprang  up  from  the  west 
about  noon,  and,  being  quite  in  the  opposite 
direction  to  our  early  morning's  breeze,  we 
had  to  beat  up  for  the  remainder  of  the  dis- 
tance home. 

By  this  time  numbers  of  steamships  were 
screwing  their  way  up  towards  London  and 
the  docks,  and  the  river  was  fairly  alive  with 
a  large  fleet  of  barges  that  we  had  noticed 
earlier  in  the  day  coming  out  from  the  Med- 
way,  and  which  were  now  tacking  across 
and  across,  and  making  a  very  pretty  scene 
with  their  picturesque  tanned  sails  and  little 
bits  of  brightly-coloured  bunting  fluttering  in 
the  breeze.  Gravesend  Reach  was  literally 
crowded  with  shipping  as  we  passed  through, 
tacking  among  numerous  large  ocean-going 
steamers  moored  to  the  buoys  in  the  tideway. 

Greenhithe  looked  just  about  the  same  as 
on  the  day  we  started,  with  the  hot  sun  pour- 
ing down  on  its  red  roofs  and  green  trees  ;  a 
few  yachts  still  lay  at  their  moorings,  looking 
as  if"  they  had  been  fixed  there  all  the  time 
with  no  one  aboard  them ;  but  while  a  good 
distance  down  St.  Clement's  Reach  we  were 
discovered,  and  caps  waved  to  welcome  us  on 
our  return. 

Another  yacht  had  taken  possession  of  our 
moorings  during  our  absence,  so  we  slid 
gently  alongside,  and,  while  the  other  dropped 
further  astern,  we  made  fast,  and  were  once 
more  home,  and  the  cruise  of  the  Christabel 
was  over. 

The  sails  were  lowered  and  neatly  furled, 
the  covers  put  on,  ropes  Flemish-coiled  on 
deck,  the  dinghy  in  the  water,  and  everything 
"ship-shape  and  Bristol  fashion,"  as  the 
seamen  say  ;  and  by  the  time  dinner  was 
ready,  none  would  have  guessed  from  her  ap- 
pearance that  she  had  been  away  from  her 
moorings  at  all. 

After  a  very  pleasant  dinner,  at  which  Bill 
had  made  great  efforts  to  shine  in  his  culinary 
capacity,  and  was  a  great  success,  came  the 
less  pleasing  job  of  repacking  the  luggage  ;  and 
then,  as  trains  will  not  wait,  and  the  best  of 
friends  must  part.  Jack  and  O'Reilly  bade  us 
and  the  Christabel  adieu,  with  many  pro- 
mises to  join  in  another  pleasant  cruise  in 
her  next  season. 

(the  end.) 
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/HOW  TO  PREPARE  AND  MOUNT  OBJECTS  FOR  THE  MICROSCOPE. 

J  By  E.  a.  E.  Bennett,  b.a., 

A iitior  of  " ITow  to  make  an  Induction  Coil,"  "  Electric  Lamps  and  how  to  work  them;'  "  Electro-motors  and  how  to  make  them;'  etc. 


Distilled  water  , 
Glycerine  . 

Camphorated  spirits 
of  wine 


3  fluid  ounces. 
1  fluid  ounce. 


To  be  mixed  together  and  kept  in  a  bottle 
ready  for  use.  This  is  especially  useful  for 
"  desmids  "  and  algse  of  all  kinds. 

Rolfs  Liquid — 

Bay  salt    .       ,       .1  grain. 

Alum       .       .       .1  grain. 

Water  .  .  .1  ounce  (fluid). 
To  which  I  add  Creosote  .    6  drops. 

The  first  of  these  formulas  is  made  by  soak- 
ing the  gelatine  till  soft,  and  adding  to  it  the 
honey,  which  should  have  been  previously 
raised  to  the  boiling-point  in  another  vessel. 
Then  boil  the  mixture,  and  when  cool  add 
the  creosote,  which  must  have  been  dissolved 
in  the  spirits  of  wine.  Filter  the  mixture 
through  thick  flannel,  when  it  ought  to  be 
quite  clear. 

When  required  for  use  the  bottle  is  warmed 
by  putting  it  into  a  vessel  of  hot  water  to  melt 
the  gelatine.  The  preparation,  whatever  it 
may  be,  is  placed  in  the  centre  of  a  clean 
slide,  which  is  also  warm,  and  a  drop  or  two 
of  gelatine  allowed  to  fall  upon  it.  The  glass 
cover,  also  slightly  warm,  is  laid  over  it  in  the 
manner  given  for  mounting  in  balsam.  Air- 
bubbles  must  be  carefully  excluded  ;  it  is  a 
good  plan  to  soak  the  object  for  some  time  in 
a  little  of  the  mountant  kept  fluid  in  another 
vessel  before  mounting.  The  cover  is  placed 
on  pretty  quickly,  or  the  drop  may  solidify ; 
when  it  is  on  and  the  gelatine  has  set,  the 
edges  of  the  glass  can  be  covered  with  a  film 
of  Brunswick  black,  put  on  with  a  small 
brush,  which  will  prevent  possible  accidents 
to  the  slide.  I  much  prefer  mounting  objects 
in  this  or  some  other  medium  which  sets,  as 
fluids  are  always  more  or  less  trouble  to  deal 
with  ;  however,  for  very  fine  objects  these 
media  are  not  always  suitable,  and  the  mount- 
ing must  be  done  in  a  fluid. 

To  mount  in  a  fluid  we  require  what  is 
known  as  a  "  cell,"  i.e.  we  must  have  some 
containing- vessel  for  the  fluid  built  upon  the 
glass  slide.  In  the  majority  of  books  on  the 
microscope  one  is  expected  to  make  the  cells 
for  oneself  of  some  varnish  or  other  substance, 
wliich  becomes  hard  when  dry,  and  resists  the 
action  of  the  fluid  afterwards  to  be  put  in  it. 


J^*^  CHAPTEE  II.- 

HAVING  now  given  details  of  the  process  of 
mounting  objects  in  Canada  balsam,  I 
will  proceed  in  this  chapter  to  tell  you  how 
to  mount  objects  in  the  two  other  ways.  There 
are  many  objects  which  it  would  be  quite  im- 
possible to  mount  by  the  method  already 
given  ;  for  example,  if  one  tried  to  mount  a 
vegetable  object  in  this  way  it  would  probably 
completely  lose  its  characteristic  appearance, 
while  an  object  such  as  a  butterfly's  wing 
would  be  entirely  ruined  by  the  balsam.  The 
former  would,  therefore,  be  mounted  in  fluid, 
the  latter  by  the  dry  method. 

In  considering  how  to  mount  in  fluid,  ob- 
viously the  most  important  consideration  is 
the  preservative  fluid  in  which  the  mounting 
is  to  be  accomplished.  I'here  are  many  re- 
cipes for  different  kinds,  all  of  which  have 
their  own  peculiar  value  in  individual  cases ; 
but  here  I  can  only  give  three  of  the  most 
important,  on  account  of  space  : — 

Preservative  Gelatine — 

Gelatine  .       .       .1  ounce. 
Honey     .       .       .4  ounces. 
Spirits  of  wine  .       .    ^  ounce. 
Creosote  .       .       .6  drops. 

Glycerine  Preservative  Fluid- 


PART  IV. 

MOUNTING  IN  FLUID  AND  BY  THE  DRY  METHOD. 

Obviously,  if  it  did  not  do  this,  the  fluid  would 
find  its  way  out  in  course  of  time.  To  make 
a  cell  in  this  way  take  a  small  brush  charged 
v/ith  the  varnish  (Brunswick  black  is  most 
frequently  employed,  or  a  thick  solution  of 
shellac  in  naphtha  or  methylated  spirit),  and 
make  a  ring  in  the  centre  of  the  slide  with  the 
varnish,  the  size  of  the  glass  to  be  used  and 
large  enough  to  contain  the  object.  It  must 
now  be  left  for  some  hours  till  quite  dry,  and 
then  another  ring  painted  on  the  top  of  it,  and 
so  on  ;  in  this  way  it  is  evident  that  a  cell  as 
deep  as  is  required  can  be  made  in  time.  By 
having  a  number  of  glass  slides  going  on  at 
once,  more  can  be  made  in  the  same  space  of 
time.  Of  course,  the  varnish  must  be  thick 
enough  for  the  successive  layers  not  to  run 
on  the  slide,  or  it  will  not  be  built  up  pro- 
perly. By  means  of  a  "  turntable,"  which  can 
be  bought  from  any  dealer  at  small  expense, 
the  operation  of  making  cells  is  greatly  sim- 
plified. Microscopic  dealers  abound  ;  I  have 
dealt  with  Mr.  John  Browning,  173  Strand, 
W.C.,  and  Mr.  W.  F.  Stanley,  Eailway  Ap- 
proach, London  Bridge,  S.E.,  both  very  civil 
and  obliging ;  at  the  same  time  any  other 
dealer  of  whom  you  may  know  will  supply 
you  with  just  the  same  things. 

I  must  confess  that  with  the  natural  im- 
patience of  youth  I  always  found  this  process 
of  making  cells  by  successive  additions  of 
varnish  took  a  horribly  long  time,  and  I  there- 
fore had  recourse  to  the  ready-made  cells  with 
which  the  dealer  will  supply  you.  Those  made 
of  glass  are  preferable,  as  they  are  not  liable 
to  be  acted  on  chemically  by  the  preservative 
fluid  inside  them. 

The  cells  having  been  provided  it  is  the  best 
plan  to  fasten  several  to  the  centre  of  glass 
slips  so  as  to  be  ready  for  use  when  required. 
This  is  done  by  cementing  them  to  the  glass 
by  means  of  "  gold-size,"  which  can  be  ob- 
tained from  a  chemist,  a  small  quantity  being 
painted  on  one  side  of  the  cell,  which  is  then 
laid  flat  down  in  the  correct  position  in  the 
centre  of  the  slide,  and  not  moved  afterwards, 
or  it  will  cause  a  smear  on  the  glass. 

Scrupulous  cleanliness  must  be  observed 
when  mounting  in  either  of  the  three  ways, 
as  of  course  any  dust  or  dirt  appearing  on  the 
sUde  will  show  very  plainly  in  the  microscope. 
To  clean  the  thin  cover  glasses  requires  a  very 
gentle  touch ;  it  should  be  done  with  a  silk 
handkerchief  or  piece  of  chamois-leather.  It 
is  a  good  plan  to  take  two  cardboard  pill-boxes 
and  cover  the  tops  with  chamois-leather, 
either  by  glueing  over  the  edge  or  pushing  the 
edge  into  the  underside  of  the  lid,  and  then 
shutting  up  the  box,  which  latter  plan  admits 
of  fresh  leather  being  substituted  for  old  when 
required.  These  chamois-leather  buffers  can 
now  be  used  to  clean  the  thin  glass  covers  by 
laying  one  between  them  and  rubbing  the 
buffers  together ;  this,  of  course,  will  clean 
both  sides  of  the  glass,  and,  being  flat,  there  is 
less  likelihood  of  the  buffers  smashing  the 
glass. 

A  solution  of  carbolic  acid  in  distilled 
water  is  also  very  good  for  preserving  many 
animal  and  vegetable  preparations.  Very 
little  of  the  acid  will  be  taken  up  by  the 
water,  but  that  little  has  a  strongly  preser- 
vative action.  One  part  of  carbolic  acid  to 
a  hundred  parts  of  water  is  sufficient.  The 
acid  can  be  obtained  as  a  brown  fluid  from 
any  chemist.  The  crystalline  form,  which 
can  be  got  from  a  large  establishment,  is 
purer. 

Before  mounting,  the  object  should  be  im- 
mersed in  some  of  the  solution,  and  moved 
about  in  such  a  way  as  to  get  rid  of  all  air- 


bubbles  if  possible.  It  is  so  difficult  to  do 
this  that  many  mounters  employ  an  air- 
pump  for  this  special  purpose.  If  the  reader 
has  one,  he  can  easily  make  use  of  it.  If  he 
feels  inclined,  he  can  get  one  for  il  \s.  from 
many  of  the  London  dealers  in  scientific 
apparatus,  and  will  find  lots  of  experiments 
that  can  be  performed  v/ith  it  apart  from  this 
particular  use. 

The  method  of  using  the  air-pump  for 
microscopic  work  is  very  simple.  If  the 
slide  is  placed  on  a  small  tripod  or  wire 
stand  of  some  kind  under  the  receiver,  after 
placing  the  object  in  the  cell  filled  with  fluid, 
on  exhausting  the  air  the  bubbles  will  he 
seen  to  rise  from  the  interstices  of  the  object 
and  burst  at  the  surface  of  the  fluid  ;  the 
rarefaction  of  the  air  in  the  receiver,  as  ex- 
haustion proceeds,  drawing  them  out  to  fill 
the  vacuum  with  the  air  therein  contained. 
Of  course,  the  further  the  exhaustion  is 
carried  the  less  chance  there  will  be  of 
bubbles  remaining  in  the  fluid. 

The  bubbles  liaving  been  thus  got  rid  of, 
the  next  thing  is  to  lower  the  cover  gently 
over  the  object  from  one  side.  The  cell  having 
been  completely  filled  with  the  liquid,  by  which 
means  the  excess  of  liquid  is  ejected  and  no 
bubble  of  air  remains  in  the  cell,  the  excess 
of  moisture  is  now  to  be  carefully  removed 
from  round  the  outside  of  the  cell  by  means 
of  blotting-paper;  but  care  must  be  taken 
not  to  absorb  any  from  the  inside  of  the 
cell,  or  an  air-bubble  will  of  course  appear. 
The  outside  of  the  cell  will  then  become 
dry  in  a  short  space  of  time,  and  the  object  is 
now  to  be  sealed  up  by  means  of  gold-size  or 
thick  shellac-varnish,  put  on  with  a  small 
brush  round  the  edge  of  the  thin  glass  cover, 
so  as  to  cement  it  to  the  cell.  The  surface 
of  the  cell  may  be  brushed  over  with  varnish 
before  beginning  to  mount  the  object,  and 
enough  will  survive  the  overflow  of  the  fluid 
contained  in  the  cell  to  act  as  a  connection 
between  the  glass  and  the  cell,  and 
additional  security  to  the  object. 

When  the  first  film  of  varnish  is  dry 
another  coating  must  be  put  on,  and  this 
repeated  until  a  strong  bulwark  is  erected 
between  the  fluid  and  the  outer  air.  The 
slide  is  then  safe  when  the  final  coat  is  dry, 
but  must  not  be  roughly  handled  for  some 
time,  as,  if  the  cover  should  happen  to  get 
dislodged,  the  object  might  be  irretrievably 
ruined. 

Sections  are  amongst  the  most  interesting 
objects  for  the  microscope,  and,  if  of  animal 
or  vegetable  tissues,  must  be  mounted  in 
fluid  as  described.  A  description  of  the  sort 
of  object  whence  to  cut  sections  would 
take  up  too  much  space  here ;  but  the 
method  may  be  indicated,  and  for  further 
details  you  must  refer  to  a  standard  book  on 
the  subject,  such  as  Dr.  Lionel  Beale's 
"  How  to  Work  -^vith  the  Microscope."  Sec- 
tions of  soft  substances  are  generally  made 
by  means  of  an  instrument  known  as 
"Valentine's  knife."  This  simply  consists 
of  a  knife  with  two  blades,  which  are 
mounted  so  close  together  that  on  simply 
drawing  the  knife  across  any  soft  object  a 
section  is  formed  between  the  blades.  The 
blades  are  pressed  closely  together  by  means 
of  screws,  and  on  cutting  a  section  it  is  re- 
moved from  between  them  by  taking  out  the 
screws  and  separating  the  blades  of  the 
knife.  The  blades  must  be  kept  perfectly 
clean,  as,  like  a  razor,  if  they  get  rusty,  the 
knife  will  be  spoilt.  After  using  each  time 
the  blades  must  be  washed  in  water,  and 
dried  with  a  soft  cloth  or  piece  of  wash- 
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leather ;  and  if  any  water  gets  between  the 
blades  it  is  quite  essential  to  take  them  apart 
and  clean  them  separately. 

As  dust  is  the  ruin  of  microscopic  slides, 
you  should  pro\'ide  yourself  with  a  few  glass- 
shades  to  protect  objects  between  whiles, 
especially  after  being  in  the  fluid  on  the 
sUde  before  mounting.  Green  glass  pro- 
pagating glasses  "  answer  well  for  this  pur- 
pose, and  can  be  got  cheap  (from  2d.  to  5s.) 
at  any  glass  warehouse.  Watch-glasses  are 
also  very  useful  for  holding  objects  in  fluid. 
Cheap  ones  cost  as  little  as  Is.  a  dozen  from 
the  watchmakers. 

Sections  of  hard  substances,  such  as  bone, 
coral,  A'C,  canot  be  made  with  a  knife,  as 
a.bove,  but  are  far  harder  to  manipulate. 
The  best  plan  is  to  cut  as  thin  a  section  as 
possible  with  a  strong  knife,  and  then  to 
cement  it  with  Canada  balsam  to  the  centre 
of  a  glass  slide.  When  dry  the  slide  is  held 
tightly,  and  the  object  ground  down  by  hold- 
ing against  a  grindstone  till  it  becomes 
transparent.  The  balsam  can  now  be  dis- 
solved by  soakmg  the  slide  ia  turpentine,  and 
the  object  will  then  float  off,  and  can  be  re- 
mounted in  Canada  balsam  or  dry,  as  the 
case  may  require. 

Slides  are  now  sold  with  "  excavated 
cells  "  —  i.e.,  the  centre  of  the  slide  is  hol- 
lowed out  into  a  cavity,  and  this  cavity  acts 
as  a  cell,  over  which  the  thin  glass  cover  is 
cemented  when  the  object  and  fluid,  if  any, 
has  been  placed  in  the  cavity.  These  slides 
are  of  course  a  great  advance  on  those  with 
cells  built  up  on  them,  as  there  is  far  less 
danger  of  breakage,  and  no  danger  at  all  of 
the  fluid  leaking  out  at  the  bottom,  which 
may  happen  if  the  cells  fonnerly  described 
are  not  carefully  constructed.  Like  most 
other  good  things,  however,  they  are  more 
expensive  than  the  old  sort.  In  the  cata- 
logue of  Mr.  T.  D.  Eussell,  78  Newgate 
Street,  E.C.,  they  are  quoted  at  3s.  per 
dozen. 

For  arranging  delicate  objects  in  fluid  or 
balsam  you  must  have  some  needles  of  dif- 


ferent sizes  provided  with  small  wooden 
handles.  These  can  be  bought  ready  fixed, 
but  it  is  more  economical  to  make  them  one- 
self, which  is  easily  done  by  inserting  the  eye 
end  in  a  small  circular  slip  of  wood  with  a 
pair  of  pincers.  Pocket  magnifiers  are  of 
great  use  when  the  object  is  small,  and  every 
boy  who  is  fond  of  this  work  should  always 
have  in  his  pocket  a  lens  provided  with  two 
or  three  glasses,  which  can  be  used  together 
or  independently  at  will,  in  order  to  be  able 
to  examine  any  object  of  interest  that  he 
may  discover  during  his  walks  abroad.  The 
price  of  these  varies  from  -o  to  four  shil- 
lings, according  to  the  nun  jr  of  lenses  in- 
cluded in  them. 

Our  next  consideration  is  the  mounting  of 
objects  by  the  third  method — i.e.,  simply  as 
they  are,  dry,  without  addition  of  fluid  or 
balsam.  This  is  the  simplest  of  all  the 
methods,  and  calls  for  no  effort  of  genius; 
but,  for  all  that,  it  is  possible  to  turn  out  a 
badly-arranged  slide  by  this  method,  and 
equally  possible,  with  care,  to  turn  out  one 
that  will  do  you  credit.  Some  workers 
simply  take  one  of  the  paper  covers  (sold 
gummed,  ready  for  use)  and  stick  it  down 
over  the  glass  cover,  which  is  placed  above 
the  object ;  but  this  is  an  untidy  proceeding, 
and  does  not  look  well  the  other  side  of  the 
slide.  I  prefer  to  cover  the  whole  slide  with 
coloured  paper,  which  gives  a  much  neater 
effect.  A  hole  is,  of  course,  cut  in  that  part 
of  the  coloured  paper  which  will  come  under 
the  object  when  it  is  pasted  on  to  the  slide. 
The  object  having  been  placed  in  position, 
with  or  without  a  cell,  according  to  its  size,  the 
glass  is  placed  over  it,  and  the  centre  of  the 
gummed  paper  cover  is  then  placed  so  that  the 
object  shows  through,  and  the  cover  gummed 
down.  It  is  better  to  pay  a  little  more  for 
paper  covers  which  have  the  holes  in  the 
centre  ready  cut  out,  for,  as  this  is  done  by 
machinery,  it  is  far  neater  than  if  one  at- 
tempts to  do  it  for  oneself  with  a  pan-  of 
scissors,  and  it  is  a  difficult  job  to  achieve  at 
all.    These  covering  papers  are  sold  by  all 

(To  be  cohtinued. ) 


dealers  in  microscopic  goods ;  they  have 
spaces  at  the  end  for  the  name  of  the  object 
to  be  inserted.  Some  cover  the  slides  on 
which  objects  are  mounted  in  Canada  bal- 
sam with  these  papers,  but  I  much  prefer 
myself  to  leave  them  plain,  fastening  a  label 
at  each  end.  If  paper  covers  are  used  the 
slides  can  be  of  plain  glass  ;  if  no  paper  is 
to  be  put  on  it  the  glass  should  have  the 
edges  ground,  to  avoid  cutting  your  fingers. 
Whether  the  paper  cover  is  fastened  on  it 
or  not,  it  is  usual  to  mount  the  object  in  the 
middle  of  the  slide.  The  best  plan  is  to 
have  a  gauge  wherewith  to  judge  the  centre  of 
the  slide.  To  make  this  take  a  piece  of  thick 
cardboard,  and  from  it  cut  a  piece  the  exact 
size  of  a  slide.  Now  from  opposite  corners 
rule  straight  lines,  and  the  spot  where  these 
intersect  will  be  the  centre  of  the  cardboard 
slide.  (You  can  prove  this  some  day  when 
you  are  in  want  of  a  "  rider  "  for  Euclid  !) 

Having  now  got  the  centre  of  the  card- 
board, you  can  put  every  slide  on  the  top  of 
it,  so  that  it  just  coincides  with  the  edges  of 
the  cardboard,  and  then  the  object  can  be 
placed  on  the  spot  where  the  lines  cross. 
You  are  thus  certain  of  always  getting  the 
object  central,  and  in  the  middle  of  the  hole 
of  the  paper  cover.  The  illustration  will 
show  you  how  the  slide  looks  when  finished. 


Fig.  6. — SUDE  COMPLETED. 

This  is,  I  think,  all  that  is  necessary  to  be 
said  on  the  subject  of  mounting.  In  the 
next  chapter  I  intend  to  guide  you  to  a  few 
typical  objects  especially  worthy  of  your 
notice,  and  to  tell  you  how  you  may  procure 
them  and  view  them  when  procured. 


IN  the  early  day.5  of  the  New  England  settle- 
ments, Governor  Joseph  Dudley  of  Massa- 
chusetts saw  an  able-bodied  but  half-naked 
Indian  idly  looking  on,  while  his  (the  go- 
vernor's) men  were  toiling  like  niggers. 
Quoth  Dudley,  '•  Why  don't  you  work  and 
get  some  clothes  to  your  back?"  Eeplied 
the  Indian,  "  Why  you  no  work  yourself  ?  " 
Rejoined  Dudley,  touching  his  forehead,  "  I 
work  head-work.  But  come,  now,  if  you'll 
kill  a  calf  of  mine,  I'll  give  you  a  shilling." 
The  Indian  accepted  the  offer,  killed  the 
animal,  then  stood  with  his  hands  folded, 
looking  on,  as  before.  Thereupon  Dudley 
asked  him  why  he  didn't  finish-  the  job  by 
skinning  and  dressing  the  calf  ready  for  the 
butcher.  "  No,  no,  Gobonah,"  replied  the 
savage  ;  '•  you  gi\'e  me  shilling  to  kill  calf. 
Am  he  no  dead  '?  "  Dudley  smiled,  and  gave 
the  man  another  shilling  to  flay  and  quarter 
the  calf.  And  thus  began  a  series  of  dealings, 
in  which  the  redskin  generally  proved  himself 
more  than  a  match  for  the  white.  At  last 
Dudley,  meeting  him  one  morning,  said  to 
him:  "I  can't  make  out,  Arrowpoint,  how 
you  contrive  to  outwit  me  so  often  !  "  Quoth 
Arrowpoint,  patting  his  forehead  with  his 
forefinger,  "  Headwork,  Gobonah,  head- 
work  !  " 

When  the  town  of  Litchfield,  Connecticut, 
still  consisted  of  a  few  log-huts,  a  wandering 
Indian,  wasted  with  hunger,  and  scarce  able 
to  drag  one  limb  after  the  other,  limped  to 
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the  door  of  the  only  inn  at  nightfall,  and 
humbly  begged  for  something  to  eat  and 
drink. '  The  surly  hostess  bade  him  begone 
for  a  lazy,  drunken,  worthless  loafer  on  whom 
she  wasn't  going  to  throw  away  her  scanty 
earnings.  But  a  settler  named  Browne,  sit- 
ting in  the  tavern,  took  pity  on  the  poor 
wretch,  and  promised  to  pay  for  what  he  ate 
and  drank.  The  meal  over,  the  Indian  rose, 
and,  heartily  thanking  his  benefactor,  quietly 
departed. 

Several  years  afterwards  Browne  had  oc- 
casion to  travel  some  miles  into  the  virgin 
forest  which  then  stretched  between  the  clear- 
ings round  Litchfield  and  the  town  of  Albany. 
On  his  journey  he  was  captured  by  an  Indian 
scout,  and  carried  off'  to  Canada.  On  reach- 
ing the  head-quarters  of  his  captor's  tribe  on 
the  south  bank  of  the  St.  Lawrence,  he  was 
handed  over  to  an  old  squaw  in  place  of  a 
son  whom  she  had  lost  in  the  war  then  raging 
between  her  tribe  and  the  English  settlers. 
With  her  he  spent  the  winter ;  faring,  how- 
ever, more  like  a  slave  than  a  son.  Next 
summer,  while  toiling  alone  in  the  forest,  he 
was  hailed  by  a  stalwart  and  warlike-looking 
Indian,  who,  coming  up  to  him,  bade  him 
meet  him  at  a  certain  place  at  noon  that  day 
week.  Though  somewhat  distrusting  the 
strange  Indian's  intentions,  Browne  promised. 
But  ere  the  appointed  day  arrived,  his  heart 
failed  him.  A  fortnight  later  the  same  In- 
dian again  surprised  him  at  his  lonely  task. 


and  gravely  rebuked  him  for  not  keeping 
tryst.  Browne  began  to  stammer  some  lame 
excuse,  which  the  Indian  warrior  cut  short 
by  bidding  him  meet  him  at  the  appointed 
place  and  hour  on  the  following  Thursday. 
Browne  once  more  pledged  his  word ;  and 
this  time  he  redeemed  it.  On  reaching  the 
trysting-place  he  found  the  Indian  at  his 
post,  armed  with  two  guns,  ammunition,  and 
a  pair  of  knapsacks.  Sharing  his  load  with 
his  white  companion,  he  turned  his  face 
southwards  and  led  the  way,  telling  Browne 
to  follow  him  in  perfect  silence.  Thus  they 
marched  for  several  days,  shooting  the  game 
which  fell  in  their  way,  and  kindling  a  fire  at 
night  to  cook  it  and  keep  off  the  wolves  and 
bears  while  they  slept.  At  length,  after  a 
wearisome  march,  his  silent  guide  led  hun 
one  morning  to  the  top  of  a  hill,  and  bade 
him  look  below.  Browne  obeyed,  and  joy- 
fully recognised  the  clearings  of  Litchfield, 
studded  with  scattered  farms.  After  eyeing 
him  for  a  moment  in  silence,  the  Indian 
opened  his  lips  to  utter  the  first  full  sentence 
that  passed  them  during  the  whole  twelve 
days'  march.  "  You  forget  Indian.  But  In- 
dian no  forget  his  friend— never  !  Yonder," 
pointing  to  the  town,  "  you  save  me  from 
starving  years  ago  !  Now  I  pay  you.  Go 
home  !  "  With  that  he  wrung  the  EngUsh- 
man's  hand,  ran  down  the  hill,  plunged  into 
the  forest,  and  was  seen  no  more. 
Aa  Indian  chief,  being  on  a  visit  to  Sir 


Wilham  Johnson,  said  to  him  one  morning 
at  breakfast,  "Last  night  me  dream  you  give 
me  fine  suit  of  soldier's  clothes."  Now,  Sir  Wil- 
liam well  knew  that  Indian  etiquette  requu'ed 
either  host  or  guest  to  make  over  anything 
thus  indirectly  begged.  So  the  coveted  uni- 
form forthwith  changed  owners.  Somemonths 
afterwards,  the  chief  repeated  his  visit.  And 
now  came  Sir  William's  turn  to  dream.  He 
dreamt  that  his  guest  freely  gave  him  a  large 
tract  of  land  over  the  price  of  which  they  had 
long  been  haggling.  On  hearing  the  dream, 
the  chief  solemnly  replied,  "  The  land  is  thine. 
But  we  no  dream  any  more." 

An  Indian  deacon  of  Natick  was  asked  why 
the  youths  of  his  tribe,  reared  in  English 
households  to  be  industrious  and  sober,  so 
often  turned  out  drunken  vagabonds  on  re- 
joining their  kith  and  kin.  He  sententiously 
replied :  "  Tucks  will  be  tucks,  for  all  old 
hen  hatch  'em  !  " 

An  English  trader  succeeded  in  selling  a 
large  quantity  of  gunpowder  to  an  Indian,  by 
assuring  him  that  it  was  grain  that  would 
yield  a  hundredfold,  like  wheat,  if  carefully 
sown.  Away  went  the  Indian  to  sow  his 
powder  ;  full  of  glee  at  the  notion  of  raising 


enough  for  his  own  use  and  to  supply  his 
neighbours  at  a  large  profit.  Still,  on  finding 
by  experience  how  he  had  been  duped,  he 
held  his  tongue  and  bided  his  time  till  he 
reckoned  the  trickster  must  have  clean  for- 
gotten the  trickery.  The  Indian  then  went 
to  the  trader's  store  and  bought  five  pounds' 
worth  of  goods  on  trust.  The  time  for  pay- 
ment having  come,  the  dealer  trotted  olf  to 
his  customer's  dwelling  to  demand  his  due. 
"  Good  !  "  exclaimed  the  latter.  "  But  my 
powder  no  yet  sprouted.  Me  pay  you  when 
me  reap  him."    He  kept  his  word  ! 

A  Delaware  Indian  once  shot  a  bear  through 
the  backbone.  The  animal  fell,  and  set  up  a 
most  plaintive  wail.  The  hunter,  instead  of 
firing  again,  ran  up  to  the  bear,  and  thus  ad- 
dressed it.  "  Harkee,  bear,  you  coward  ;  no 
warrior,  as  you  feign  to  be.  Were  you  war- 
rior, you  show  it  by  your  firmness,  no  wail  and 
whimper  like  old  woman  !  You  know,  bear, 
our  tribe's  at  war,  and  your  tribe  began  it. 
You  have  found  the  Delawares  too  strong  for 
you,  and  you  have  gone  sneaking  about  in  the  ! 
woods  stealing  Delawares'  hogs.  Maybe  at  i 
this  very  time  you  have  hog's  flesh  in  your 
stomach.  Now,  had  you  conquered  me,  I  bear  ] 


it  bravely,  and  die  like  true  warrior.  But  yon, 
bear,  lie  here  and  whimper,  and  disgrace  your 
tribe  by  your  cowardice." 

"I  rejoice,"  said  a  missionary  clergyman 
to  the  chief  of  the  Little  Ottawas,  "  that  you 
yourself  drink  no  whisky.  But  it  grieves  me 
to  find  that  your  people  drink  it  so  freely." 
"  True  !  "  rejoined  the  chief,  fixing  his 
glittering  brown  eye  upon  his  interlocutor. 
"  Ottawas  iLse  much  whisky,  but  they  no  make 
it." 

When  General  Lincoln  went  to  makepeace 
with  the  Creek  Indians,  one  of  the  chiefs  of 
the  tribe  asked  him  to  seat  himself  on  a  log. 
He  complied,  and  the  chief  then  begged  him 
to  move  a  little  further  towards  the  end.  The 
general  again  complied,  and  was  surprised 
to  hear  the  request  repeated.  However,  he 
humoured  the  Indian's  whim,  and  moved 
and  moved  till  he  reached  the  end  of  the 
log.  But  still  came  the  old  request,  "Move 
further."  "  Move  further  I  can't,"  quoth  the 
general.  "Just  so  with  us!"  rephed  the 
chief,  with  a  sardonic  smile.  "  You  have 
pushed  us  back  to  the  big  waters.  And  still 
you  bid  us  '  Move  further.'  We  can  move  no 
more." 


SOME   CRICKET   CURIOSITIES   IN  1890. 


FOE  the  third  year  in  succession  I  have  to 
mention  as  one  of  the  characteristics  of 
the  past  season,  its  dampness.  Unless  the 
clerk  of  the  weather  soon  sees  his  way  to 
alter  matters  I  shall  have  to  reverse  the  order 
of  affairs  and  note  a  dry  season— when  we 
do  get  one— as  a  curiosity.  1890  has  been 
terribly  wet  and  disappointing,  the  rain  in- 
terfering with,  and  in  some  cases  altogether 
stopping,  matches  over  and  over  again ;  but 
if  Jupiter  Pluvius  has  an  antipathy  to  our 
grand  national  game,  and  has  intended  to 
put  an  end  to  it  altogether,  he  has  not  suc- 
ceeded, and  the  love  of  cricket  is  as  rampant 
m  the  breasts  of  the  majority  of  English 
boys  as  ever.  I  feel  myself  justified  in  mak- 
ing this  statement  from  some  of  the  per- 
formances of  boys  during  the  past  season 
which  I  have  jotted  down,  and  this  paper 
being  intended  for  the  B.O.P.  they  shall  have 
the  first  place. 

It  would  almost  seem  as  if  wet  wickets 
suited  the  youngsters,  for  there  have  been 
higher  scores  this  year  than  I  ever  remem- 
ber having  seen  before.  Taking  the  totals  of 
the  innings  first,  Wellingborough  Grammar 
School  has  made  its  mark,  for  on  May  26  the 
school,  masters  and  boys'  eleven,  scored  403 
against  All  Saints,  Wellingborough  ;  and  two 
days  later,  on  the  28th,  the  boys'  eleven  scored 
252  (E.  H.  Fryer  106)  against  the  25  and  40 
of  Bedford  County  School ;  and  on  May  31 
the  same  eleven  scored  193  against  Stamford 
Grammar  School,  when  E.  H.  Fryer  made 
100  ;  and  yet  again,  when  later  in  the  season 
the  same  school,  masters  and  boys'  eleven, 
played  Finedon,  they  scored  411  against  the 
latter's  34.  Another  big  thing  was  accom- 
plished by  the  Elstree  boys  (and  small  boys, 
too,  for  it  is  only  a  preparatory  school),  when 
they  scored  212  for  the  loss  of  two  wickets 
(T.  Ferris  not  out  110,  V.  Swete  not  out  73) 
against  Christ's  College,  Finchley,  on  May  28. 
On  May  26  Forest  School,  knocked  up  331 
against  W.  M.  Guy's  eleven,  and  on  May  24 
Dulwich  College  made  301  (C.  M.  Wells,  124) 
against  Tunbridge  School.  But  the  biggest 
score  of  all  was  made  on  July  30  and  31  by 
the  Eettesian  Lorettonians,  which  I  believe 
to  be  a  school  eleven,  against  Liverpool, 
when  they  compiled  663  for  six  wickets 
(M.  B.  Jardine  217).  When  Repton  School 
played  Malvern  College  on  June  27  and  28, 
for  the  former  E.  C.  N.  Palairet  made  172 
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out  of  347.    And  on  May  14,  G.  Eussell 
Wright  made  183  not  out  for  Dorset  County 
School  V.  Dorchester  Depot.    Such  batting 
1  as  the  above  gives  satisfaction  to  all  lovers 
of  cricket,  whether  young  or  old,  because  it 
shows  we  have  good  material  coming  on  to 
fill  up  the  gaps  when  older  and  more  famous 
players  drop  out  of  the  ranks.    But  it  is  not 
only  with  the  bat  that  success  has  been  at- 
tained among  the  youngsters.     They  have 
deadly  bowlers  as  well,  as  witness  the  match 
between  Wellingborough  Grammar  School 
and  Bedford  County  School  already  men- 
tioned, when  E.  H.  Fryer  got  six  wickets  for 
twelve  runs,  performing  the  hat  trick,  and 
J.  F.  Fernie  four  for  eight,  while  in  the 
second  innings  Battams  obtained  eight  for 
sixteen.    And  again  in  the  match  against 
Stamford  Grammar  School,  also  mentioned 
before,  E.  H.  Fryer  in  the  first  innings  took 
seven  wickets  for  no  runs,  and  in  the  second 
J.  F.  Fernie  took  nine  for  fourteen.    I  may 
perhaps  here  mention  that  the  headmaster 
has  most  kindly  suppUed  me  with  the  averages 
of  the  team  for  the  past  year,  from  which 
it  appears  that  Fryer,  the  captain,  has  an 
average  for  14  innings  of  36-7,  and  has  taken 
57  wickets  for  405  runs  at  an  average  of  7-6, 
while  J.  F.  Fernie  has  secured  61  wickets  for 
644  runs  at  an  average  of  10-34- perform- 
ances which  for  boys  are  remarkably  good. 
J.  M.  Marshall  playing  for  Tunbridge  School 
V.  M.C.C.  on  June  14,  took  7  wickets  for 
12  runs,  another  excellent  performance,  con- 
sidering the  batsmen  opposed  to  him.  Keith, 
playing  for  .\bbey  School,  Fort  Augustus  v. 
Inverness  College,  after  making  61  took  7 
wickets  for  3  runs.    And  another  startling 
performance  was  that  of  Harris  when  playing 
for  the  Philberds  (boys)  v.  Cordwalles  on  May 
24  ;  with  his  first  three  balls  he  took  three 
wickets.    As  a  contrast  to  big  scoring  I  may 
raention  the  match  Kent  Colleger.  St.  Augus- 
tine's College,  when  the  former  played  a  first 
innings  of  O  and  a  second  of  50.  "That  was 
a  big  smite  of  Fry's  which  he  made  for 
Repton  School  r.  Burton  on  May  31,  a  seven  ! 
without  an  overthrow  ;  and  what  glorious  ex- 
citement there  must  have  been  towards  the 
end  of  the  match  Bedford  Grammar  School 
V.  Dulwich  College  on  June  14,  when  the 
former  won  by  one  run  !    Before  leaving  the 
subject  of  boys'  cricket  I  can't  help  calling 
attention  to  the  debut  of  A.  C.  Maclaren  for 


his  county,  Lancashire,  in  first-class  cricket. 
Last  term  he  was  captain  of  Harrow,  and  ui 
the  match  with  Eton  his  batting  showed  de- 
cided promise.  He  was  asked  to  play  for  his 
county  V.  Sussex,  and  scored  108. 

And  now  it  is  time  to  leave  school  cricket 
for  cricket  in  general.    The  writmg  the  name 
of  Sussex  just  now  reminds  me  it  has  done 
the  worst  of  any  county,  either  first  or  second 
class,  this  year,  having  played  12  matches,  of 
which  It  has  lost  11,  ten  of  them  by  more 
than  an  innings,  and  won  one ;  while  Surrey 
finds  herself  again,  for  the  fourth  consecutive 
year,  champion  county,  with  9  wins,  3  losses, 
and  2  draws  out  of  14  matches  played.  So- 
mersetshire, at  the  head  of  the  second-class 
counties,  has  a  most  remarkable  record :  12 
matches  played,  11  won  outright,  and  1  drawn. 
A  balance-sheet  like  this  takes  some  beating, 
i      But  I  find  I  am  wandering  from  my  text, 
which  is  "  Curiosities  of  Cricket,"  and  must 
hark  back,  though  I  feel  called  on  to  make  no 
apology  for  mentioning  the  doings  of  Somer- 
setshire.   Perhaps  the  greatest  curiosity  of 
the  year  occmi-ed  in  the  M.C.C.  and  Lanca- 
shire match  on  May  22,  when  Whitehead,  in 
delivering  a  ball  to  Hornby,  let  it  slip  from 
his  fingers,  and  it  rolled  6  or  7  yards  across 
the  pitch ;  Hornby  sprang  forward  to  hit  it, 
but  before  he  could  reach  it  Whitehead  had 
dashed  forward,  picked  it  up,  and  thrown  it 
to  the  wicket-keeper,  who  put  down  Hornby's 
wicket,  and  appealed  for  a  run-out,  Hornby, 
on  the  other  hand,  claimmg  to  have  been  ob- 
structed by  the  field.    It  was  a  knotty  point, 
and  the  umpires  consulted,  when  they  gave 
their  decision  that  Hornby  was  not  out. 
Another  curiosity  happened  in  this  match, 
when  M.C.C,  having  won  the  toss,  lost  3 
wickets  without  scoring  a  run,  and  7  wickets 
for  8  runs.  An  uncoimiion  incident  much  re- 
sembling one  I  mentioned  last  year  occun-ed 
in  the  Freshmen's  match  at  Oxford  on  May  8  ; 
Jones  and  Palairet  were  in,  when  the  latter 
hit  a  ball  hard  back,  it  bounded  off  the  bowler 
into  the  wicket,  and  Jones,  who  was  backing 
up,  \yas  out.    It  is  not  often  one  hears  of  an 
umpire  reversing  his  decision,  and  yet  this 
happened  in  the  Kent  and  Australian  match, 
when  the  umpire  gave  Bai-rett  run  out,  and 
then  recalled  his  decision.    There  was  also 
another  case  in  the  match  between  Kent  and 
Surrey,  when  Abel  imagined  he  had  been 
caught  in  the  slips,  and  walked  off  to  the 
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F.  Atkins's  innings  for  Hundred  of  Hoc  v. 
Incogniti  on  June  11  and  12,  when  he  made 
103,  including  six  6's,  deserves  to  be  men- 
tioned. 

If  there  have  been  big  totals  there  have  also 
been  small  ones,  and  the  only  wonder  is  there 
have  not  been  more  considering  the  wetness  of 
the  season.  The  batsmen  were  evidently  not 
at  their  ease  in  the  M.C.C.  and  Sussex  match 
on  May  12,  when  the  respective  scores  were 
57  (Horsley  •15)  and  36,  and  41  and  53  for  6 
wickets  ;  and  on  the  same  day  Surrey,  by 
making  183,  defeated  Leicestershire  with  55 
and  48  in  one  day.  The  Surrey  and  Lanca- 
shire match  on  June  9  and  10  was  also  pro- 
ductive of  small  scores,  Surrey  making  09  and 
103,  and  Lancashire  61  and  50.  Sussex  again 
scored  very  badly  against  Lancashire's  246  for 
2  wickets  on  July  1  and  2,  when  they  could 
only  total  35  and  24. 

And  now  we  must  take  a  glance  at  what  the 
bowlers  have  been  doing.  S.  M.  J.  Woods  for 
Cambridge  took  every  wicket  in  the  second 
innings  of  C.  J.  Thornton's  eleven  on  May  12 
and  13,  at  an  average  of  a  fraction  under  7 
apiece.  Mr.  Davey  performed  wonders  on 
June  5  when  he  played  for  Bickley  Park  v. 
Beckenham.  His  analysis  for  the  second  in- 
nings read  5  overs,  0  runs,  5  maidens,  6  wick- 
ets, and  in  the  two  innings  he  took  11  wickets 
for  18  runs.  In  the  Kent  v.  Surrey  match  on 
August  28  and  29  Martin  only  took  3  wickets 
in  the  first  innings,  but  he  took  them  with 
consecutive  balls.  There  was  a  real  curiosity 
in  the  EngUsh  bowling  in  the  England  and 
Australia  match  of  August  12  and  13.  In  the 
first  innings  Martin  took  6  wickets  for  50,  in 
the  second  G  for  52.  Lohmann  took  in  the 
first  innings  3  for  34,  in  the  second  3  for  32. 
Sharpe  in  the  first  1  for  8,  in  the  second  1  for 


10.  It  would  be  difficult  to  come  across  two 
innings  where  the  bowling  was  so  similar. 

Close  finishes  often  provide  curiosities,  and 
there  have  been  several  of  these  this  year. 
On  May  27  Derbyshire  beat  Essex  by  8  runs, 
and  on  June  3  Surrey  beat  Derbyshire  by  28. 
On  August  8  Felixstowe  beat  the  Herons  by 
7  runs  one  minute  before  time.  Yorkshire 
beat  Surrey  on  August  23  by  15  runs,  and  on 
June  27  Somersetshire  snatched  a  victory 
from  Hampshire  by  2  runs.  And  for  the 
most  exciting  finish  of  the  year  we  must  look 
to  Somersetshire  and  Middlesex  on  August  21 
and  22.  It  was  a  tremendous  struggle  all 
through.  Somersetshire  went  to  the  wickets 
first,  and  scored  107.  Middlesex  answered 
with  108.  Somersetshire  then  made  127, 
leaving  Middlesex  127  to  get  to  win.  They 
made  121  of  these,  and  still  had  3  wickets  to 
fall.  How  Somersetshire  played  up  is  a  mat- 
ter of  history  now,  and  their  prowess  was 
rewarded,  for  the  last  of  these  three  wickets 
fell  when  only  5  of  the  6  runs  required  had 
been  obtained,  leaving  the  match  a  tie,  and 
the  Somersetshire  record  still  unsullied  by 
defeat.  It  was  a  grand  match  all  through, 
and  few  there  are,  I  am  sure,  who  are  not  glad 
that  it  ended  as  it  did. 

And  now  lack  of  space  warns  me  I  must 
stop.  I  am  aware  I  have  not  mentioned  ali 
the  curiosities  of  the  season.  Some  of  my 
readers  may  know  of  others  which  I  have 
omitted,  but  I  think  I  have  set  out  the  chief 
ones,  and  among  them  perhaps  some  that  had 
escaped  their  notice.  At  any  rate,  we  must 
part  company  for  the  present,  and  in  doing  so 
let  us  express  a  hope,  which  I  doubt  not  will 
be  echoed  by  all  lovers  of  cricket,  that  the 

i  next  season  may  prove  more  propitious  in  the 

!  matter  of  weather  than  the  last. 


Pavihon,  only  to  be  sent  back  by  some  of  his 
companions  to  appeal,  when  he  was  given  in. 

This  year  is  remarkable  in  that  two  records 
have  been  broken,  the  first  in  the  Notts  v. 
Sussex  match  on  May  15,  16,  and  17,  when 
Shrewsbury  scored  267  and  Gunn  196,  a  part- 
nership of  398,  the  previous  best  having 
been  340,  made  by  K.  J.  Key  and  H.  Phillip- 
son  in  the  Oxford  and  Middlesex  match  of 
1887.  The  second  record  was  also  against 
Sussex,  when  Cambridge  scored  703  for  9 
wickets,  the  former  record  having  been  698 
for  the  full  side  made  against  this  unfortunate 
county  by  Surrey  in  1888.  This  innings  is  a 
long  way  the  biggest  of  the  year.  There  have 
been  a  good  many -big  ones,  and  from  my 
rough  notes  I  can  count  one  of  700  or 
over,  one  of  600,  six  of  500,  and  over  30  of 
400,  and  some  of  the  latter  made  for  the  loss 
of  a  comparatively  small  number  of  wickets. 
The  5th  of  June  was  a  red-letter  day  for '  slip,' 
no  less  than  16  catches  in  first-class  cricket 
alone  being  made  by  that  very  useful  fielder  : 
Trumble  caught  5  at  Cambridge,  Abel  caught 

6  at  Leicester,  and  5  of  the  Notts  men  fell 
victims  there  at  Gravesend.  Writing  about 
catches  reminds  me  of  the  ill-fortune  of  Sher- 
win  in  the  Notts  and  Surrey  match  on 
August  4,  5,  and  G,  when,  having  caught  5  at 
the  wickets,  he  received  a  severe  blow  on  the 
nose. 

It  would  seem  that  cricket  runs  in  the 
blood  of  the  Eobinsons,  for  I  have  noted  down 
a  match  at  Backwell  House  on  August  5, 
when  the  Robinson  family  made  41G  runs  for 

7  wickets  against  R.  Ford's  eleven  ;  and  quite 
late  in  the  season  the  Christopherson  team  op- 
posed an  eleven  at  Blackheath,  but  I  have  not 
the  result  before  me.  There  have  not  been 
any  great  number  of  big  individual  scores,  but 


I. — la  Poultry-Run,  Aviary,  Rabbitry,  etc. 

By  Gobdon  Stables,  m.d.,  r.n. 


THE  PoULTRY-ntrs'.— If  not  the  coldest,  December  is, 
as  a  rule,  the  dreariest  and  darlce^t  mouth  in  all 
tlie  year — I  feel  inclined  to  adil,  tlie  wettest,  llany 
boys  may  also  say,  "  tlie  jollie^t."  Aren't  tliere  school 
holidays  in  it  ?  isn't  there  Cln-i^tmas  in  it':"  also  geese 
and  turkeys  in  it  — cooked,  1  mean  ?  Ot  course  tliere 
are  ;  and  lots  of  other  nice  things  as  well,  with— who 
knows  ? — iloctor's  stuff  to  follow.  But  we  must  have 
our  fowls  alive  as  well  as  dead  and  on  the  table.  It  is 
our  boundeu  duty,  also,  tc  see  well  to  their  comfort.  If, 
therefore,  we  haven't  finished  all  repairs  a  month  and 
more  ago,  let  them  be^  done  forthwith.  Hens  that  are 
kept  in  draught  or  wet  are  not  only  subject  to  discom- 
forts and  diseases  of  ilitYereut  kinds,  but  they  positively 
go  off  layiug.  This  is  a  pity,  because  a  young  fowl  that 
cannot  pay  for  her  food  is  not  worth  keeping.  The 
food,  certainly,  has  a  deal  to  do  witli  the  laying 
capacity  ;  but  not  all,  for,  if  miserable,  cold,  and 
wretched,  slie  gets  weakly — then  good-bj'e  to  the  eggs. 
The  best  food  for  causing  a  hen  to  lay  is  a  mixture— as 
I  have  often  told  you— of  .soft  fooil  from  tlie  table,  with 
boiled  potatoes,  meaty  scraps  chopped  line,  lean  parings 
from  the  butcher,  or  buUock's  lights.  They  must  have 
it  about  half  dry  in  the  morning,  anil  no  more  than  they 
eat  greedily.  A  little  hemp  in  winter's  cold,  and  ground 
chillies.  Always  a  handful  of  grain  before  they  go  to 
roost.  This  keeps  the  strength  up  all  night.  To  have 
all  in  good  form,  see  that  each  has  a  proper  share. 

To  fatten  :  pen  up,  and  feed  four  times  a  day  on 
boiled  oatmeal  and  milk,  flour  and  suet,  boiled  rice  and 
treacle,  etc.  But  be  regular  in  your  feeding,  and  be 
sure  the  bird  is  warm  at  night.  You  will  see  this  is 
almost  flour  feeding,  and  boys  who  want  to  fatten 
themselves  may  take  a  hint  as  to  how  to  do  it. 

Sell  oft"  all  surplus  stock  ;  overcrowding  is  a  mistake 
inmore  ways  than  one.  It  adds  to  expen.se  in  the  run, 
and  breeds  disease.  So  beware  !  It  is  too  soon  yet.  of 
course,  to  think  mucli  of  the  breeding  season.  Better 
make  up  your  minds,  however,  about  the  kind  of  stock 
you  intend  to  keep,  and  be  prepared.  Remember,  too, 
that,  as  soon  as  the  weather  will  permit,  fowls  may  be 
set  in  cosy  corners.  A  nice  young  pullet  in  early 
spring  is  a  delicious  dish.  So  is  a  young  duck,  and 
more  valuable.  In  frosty  weather  see  that  the  water 
does  not  get  frozen  in  the  run. 

The  PiGEON'-LOFT.— There  may  lie  many  things  to 
attend  to  iu  the  loft  as  well  as  in  tl  e  run  ;  but  study 
your  sanitary  arrangements  of  all  thiiigi,  and  feed  well. 
The  breeding  season  is  a  long  way  anead  yet,  so  be- 
ginners will  have  plenty  of  time  to  manufacture  dove- 
cots and  get  ready  lofts. 


DOINGS  FOR  THE  MONTH. 

DECEMBER. 

Although  the  more  ordinary  pigeons,  such  as  runts, 
tumblers,  etc.,  are  safest  to  start  with,  it  is  always  best 
to  have  even  tliese  well  up  in  points  and  properties. 
So  it  is  a  good  phm  to  purchase  only  from  well-known 
prize-winners.  Shows  are  so  common  all  over  the 
country  now  that  it  is  not  difBcult  to  get  a  marked 
catalogue  after  a  show  is  over.  You  thus  secure  the 
names  and  addresses  of  g^od  breeds,  and  there  you  are  ! 
There  are  many  ailments  incidental  to  tliis  inclement 
month  and  to  tlie  months  to  come.  Perhaps  no  one 
yet  ever  succeeded  in  curing  a  pigeon  that  was  really 
iu.  Prevention  is  better  than  cure.  Clean  food,  clean, 
soft  water,  and  diy,  clean  loft,  freeilom  from  draughts, 
ventilation,  anil  the  digestive  mi.Kture  called  "  salt  cat " 
will  keep  your  birds  strong  and  healthy.  I  am  con- 
vinced that  all  breeders  would  greatly  consult  their 
interests  bv  taking  good  care  of  the  loft  during  the 
three  months  or  so  that  precede  the  breeding  season. 
Good  stock  never  can  be  bred  from  weakly  parents. 
This  rule  runs  all  through  creation,  so  don't  forget  it. 
Salt-cat  is  a  mixture  of  gravel,  Ume  from  old  walls,  and 
rough  salt  wetted  or  damped  with  brine.  By  the  wa\-, 
I  heard  of  a  boy  the  other  day  who  fell  in  love  wifh 
one  of  the  neighbour's  kittens,  caught  it,  killed  it, 
cooked  it,  salted  it,  and  hung  it  by  the  tail  among  his 
pigeons.  I  don't  think  that  boy  will  ever  be  Editor  of 
tlie  B.  0.  P.,  nor  even  President  of  the  United  States. 

The  K.^BBiTRY.— Keep  vour  pets  dry  and  warmly 
bedded  above  everything.  An  oatmeal-and-bran  mash 
is  a  capital  supper  in  cold  weather.  Not  too  hot.  Warm 
milk  is  sometimes  greatly  appreciated.  Water,  rabbits 
Should  always  have,  though  some  there  be  wdio  deny 
it.  Good  grain  and  succulent  roots  will  complete 
the  bunnies'  comfort.  Only  don't  leave  old  stale  pieces 
of  cabbage  and  roots  about.  Note  this,  please  :  a  rab- 
hitnj  should  never  smell  sour  or  disagreeable. 

The  Aviary.— Ju.st  keep  all  sweet  and  clean.  Culti- 
vate the  excellent  habit  of  attending  to  your  birds' 
wants  before  you  take  your  own  meal.  Much  useful 
time  could  now  be  put  in  during  the  holidays  in  prac 
tising  birdcage-making,  or  iu  buililing  an  outdoor 
aviary.  This  last  would  have  to  be  in  a  sheltered 
corner,  say  between  two  walls  with  a  south-western 
exposure.  Being  arranged  corner-fashion  thus,  you 
need  less  materiah  It  should  be  prettily  thatched,  and 
wild  convolvulus  planted  to  partly  screen  it  in  summer, 
and,  with  a  summer  seat  near  it,  you  will  have  a  de- 
lightful place  to  read  in  during  your  spare  time. 

The  Kexxel. — Outdoor  dogs  will  want  their  kennels 
seen  to,  if  this  work  is  not  already  done.  Mind,  a  rotten 
floor  always  holds  the  damp.  Bed  well,  feed  weU,  and 
exercise ;  but  keep  out  of  the  water.  Dogs  suffer  a 
deal  during  the  winter  months  from  neglect,  exposure, 
careless,  or  what  I  might  call  forgetful,  feeding,  and 
from  the  galling,  irritating  chain.   Surely  the  kindly 


creatm-e,  so  faithful  and  so  true,  who  meets  our  ap- 
jiroval  each  morning  with  every  expression  of  affection 
and  goodwill,  deserves  better  treatment.  See  to  it  that 
yours  gets  this,  else  you  fail  iu  your  duty,  and  are  selfish 
and  cruel. 

The  Kitchen  Gardes.— Be  busy  in  open  weather 
preparing  for  spring  work.  Not  a  weed  ought  to  be 
seen,  not  a  path  bed  or  border  left  unsightly,  not  a  bush 
left  untrimmed.  During  hard  frost,  wheel  out  and 
spread  manm-e,  ready  to  dig  in  as  soon  as  the  ground  is 
soft.  It  is  a  mistake,  however,  leaving  manure  spread 
out  long  ;  its  principal  gases  are  thus  lost,  and  it  becomes 
inert  and  useless. 

The  Flower  axd  Window  Gardens.— Keep  every- 
thing ship-shape.  You  may  profitably  employ  your 
spare  time  iu  the  manufacture  of  what  I  may  call  garden 
luxuries,  such  as  rustic  seats  in  cosy  corners,  trellis 
work,  rustic  arches,  window  boxes,  or  you  may  plan  out 
a  new  garden.  Only  do  not  attempt  too  much.  If  you 
have  a  large  garden  it  becomes  a  weedy  encumbrance, 
and  seldom,  if  ever,  a  pleasure. 


II. — Entomology. 
By  Rev.  Theodore  Wood,  f.e.s. 

Although  winter  has  now  come  upon  us  in  earnest, 
there  is  still  a  fair  amount  of  outdoor  work  to  be  doue. 
One  or  two  moths  even  are  abroad,  and  may  be  found 
whenever  the  air  is  mild  and  the  wind  comes  from 
either  the  south  or  west.  There  is  the  December 
moth  (Facilocampa  populi),  for  instance,  which  sits  on 
fences  and  tree-trunks  by  day,  and  comes  to  the  lamp- 
posts by  night.  The  Mottled  Umber  {Hibernia  defo- 
Uaria)  "and  the  two  Winter  Moths  (Cheimatobia  bru- 
mata  and  borecda)  bear  it  company  ;  but  you  must  look 
for  the  wingless  females  on  their  food-plants  (oak,.haw- 
thorn,  nut,  sloe,  and  birch)  after  dark.  Generally  they 
are  too  plentiful,  and  farmers  and  gardeners  are  driven 
to  all  sorts  of  expedients  to  protect  their  fi-uit- trees  from 
the  ravages  of  the  caterpillars.  These  wingless  females, 
by  the  way,  are  best  mounted  upon  clean  wdiite  card.with 
the  gum-tragacanth,  mixed  to  the  consistency  of  a  jelly, 
which  is  used  for  setting  beetles. 

You  will,  of  course,  be  digging  for  pupiE  at  every 
opportunity.  Later  on  in  the  season  the  mole  will  have 
gone  his  rounds,  wdule  numbers  of  pupaj  wiU  have 
perished  from  other  causes,  and  you  may  as  well  leave 
your  trowel  and  boxes  at  home.  Unless  you  want  to 
'•  force  "  your  pupte — which  is  always  a  rather  risky 
experiment — do  not  keep  them  iu  a  warm  room.  The 
best  plan  is  to  place  them  upon  a  layer  of  sand  at  the 
bottom  of  your  breeding-cage,  or  even  a  good-sized  deal 
box,  and  then  to  put  them  in  an  outhouse,  where  they 
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will  be  protected  from  the  damp.  Every  now  and  tben. 
it  is  true,  tliey  will  require  a  little  moisture ;  but  this 
must  never  be  applied  to  the  pupa?  themselves,  for  fear  of 
mould.  Slightly  damp  the  sand  between  them,  or  place 
a  few  pieces  of  wet  moss  in  the  box.  And  be  specially' 
oareful  to  avoid  interfering  \rith  the  pupse  more  than 
is  actually  necessary.  They  are  delicate  creatures, 
and  a  very  slight  injury  will  result  in  a  hopeless 
"  cripple." ' 

The  coleopterist  may  find  beetles  in  plenty,  no  matter 
whether  the  days  are  iuild  or  frosty.  When  the  ground 
is  soft  let  him  dig  at  the  foot  of  trees,  fences,  and  walls, 
where  a  rich  harvest  will  await  him.  I  have  often 
turned  up  beetles  at  the  bottom  of  a  fence  in  such  num- 
bers that  I  could  hardly  examine  them  fast  enough.  Un 
cold  days  a  lot  of  soft  feathery  moss  may  be  collectei  1 
and  brought  home  in  a  bag,  to  "be  shaken  at  leisure  over 
a  sheet  of  white  paper.  Many  very  good  beetles  ai'e 
often  taken  in  this  way.  In  the  loose  rubbisli  at  the 
bottom  of  a  stack  of  hay  or  straw,  again,  beetles  literally 
swarm,  and  a  few  handfuls  of  this  rubbish  will  supply 
one  with  occupation  for  hours.  Some  of  the  larger 
beetles  hibernate  in  decayed  logs  and  stumps  ;  but  it  is  of 
QO  use  to  search  rotten  wood  which  is  sodden  with  rain 
or  snow.  A  beetle's  great  idea  during  the  winter  is  to 
keep  itself  dry,  and  your  best  plan  will  be  to  pass  by  the 
damp  spots  altogether,  ami  to  look  out  for  snug  nooks 
and  corners  where  the  rain  cannot  enter,  and  beetles 
may  rest  in  peace  -until  you  eome  and  turn  them  out ! 


WEAJiX'ES.;  (A  Troubled  One ».— You  may  not  be  so  had 
as  you  think.  Anyhow,  go  in  for  a  courseof  hygiene, 
coupled  with  gymnastic  exercises.  Take  a  cold  l.iath 
ever.v  morning.  Don't  hurry  at  meals.  Take  a  tea- 
spoonful  of  Fellows's  .s\  rup  in  water  twice  a  day, 
and  keep  yoiu:  mini  easy.  A  Harness  belt  would 
help 

CocK-iToo's  Feathers  Comin'G  Off  (Cockatoo). — It 
is  the  meat  and  the  bones  and  hemp.   Stop  these. 

GrREEK  Fly  (C.W.J.). — 1.  Calvert's  preparations  and 
carbolic  acid  are  the  Ijest  cures  for  green  fly.  2.  Get 
a  look  at  Lyall's  pigeon  book. 

Too  Fat  (Tabiage).— Avoid  starchy  and  fatty  foods  ; 
also  butter.   Take  moderate  e.teroise  and  the  bath. 

Do-\Ti  OR  Pigeon-  Cot  (H.  B.  Brett).— It  would  want 
to  be  three  feet  high,  three  feet  wide,  and  fifteen 
inches  deep,  the  attic  in  addition  to  this. 

Inbreedixg  (Young  Fancier). — All  right  if  both  are 
healthy  and  strong,  but  animals  in  some  litters  in- 
herit the  same  weaknesses,  and  these  would  be  per- 
petuated by  in-and-in  breeding. 

Fowls  axd  Ducks  (H.  P.).— 1.  No,  it  is  best  to  have 
the  ducks  by  themselves.  2.  Yes,  about  ten  eggs. 
3.  Y"es,  young  ducks  are  the  better  of  a  swim.  4 
Yes,  and  the  pullets  would  come  in  handy  in  the 
spring. 

Food  for  Jackdaw.?,  Blackbird.';,  etc.  (W.  K. 
Clarke). — We  have  frequently  given  this,  and  cannot 
keep  repeating. 

Eabbits  (E.  J.  Chambers). — Y'ou  do  not  want  to  store 
green  food.  You  can  always  buy  it  or  gather  it. 
Don't  let  it  be  wet. 

Stuffing  Fishes  (.1.  Stevenson).— Process  too  long  to 
describe  here.  Our  earlier  articles  on  Ta.vidermy 
will  tell  you  all  you  want  to  know. 

Ganart  Queer  (.T.  Hodd).— It  is  your  feeding.  Give 
only  black  anil  white  canary  seeds,  a  little  green  food, 
sand  in  cage,  and  pure  soft'water. 

CoLomtixG  Canaries  (Nil  Desperandum).— Cayenne 
is  given  at  moulting  time.  We  do  not  approve  of  tin- 
plan,  however. 

GOLD-FiSH  (Gold-fish  i.— Your  plan  is  all  wrong.  Water- 
plants  must  be  grown  to  keep  the  pond  clean  and 
clear.   Read  "  Home  and  Farm  Favoiu-ites." 

Newfouvdlaxd  fXJncle  Towser).— A  puppv  of  tlii- 
breed  will  suit  you  best.  Price  about  £5,  if  really  gooil. 

Moustache  (M.  Nouvel).— Yes,  shaving  will  improv,' 
yoiu:  down. 

Medical  (Many  Querists).— Those  unansivercd  are 
either  far  too  serious,  too  trivial,  or  of  too  ilelieatc  :i 
natm-e  to  answer  in  these  columns.  Trust  yom- family 
doctor 

H.  C.  NoRRLs. — We  are  aware  that  there  are  several 
American  magazines  beside--tlic  Ar.instj  w  liicU  re- 
print our  stories  and  articles  witlioiit  "acknowled.i;-- 
ment,  but  there  is  no  copyright  between  the  Unite  1 
States  and  this  country,  and  there  is  no  penalty  for 
such  unprincipled  proceedings.  As  far  as  we  are 
concerned,  we  have  only  once  or  twice  had  American 
matter  in  our  columns,  and  we  have  in  eaeli  ease  paid 
for  tile  same — a  practice  which  is  unknown  to  Ameri- 
can "  pirate  magazines." 

An  Art  Pupil.— By  all  means  join  an  art  class.  One 
in  coiiiieetion  -with  the  Science  and  .A.rt  Department 
wouM  .-nit  your  pocket  best.  From  the  specituen- 
you  -end  we  slioull  say  that  your  iinprovenii-nt  will 
have  to  be  immense  before  you  di-aw  suffieientlv 
well  to  earn  a  living  as  an  artist— except  on  paving- 
stones  I 


TitACiN'G-PAPER.— We  hear  from  F.'S.  that  he  has  made 
excellent  tracing-paper  liy  mixing  together  by  a 
gentle  heat  an  ounce  of  Canada  lialsam  and  a  quarter 
of  a 'pint  of  spirits  of  turpentine,  and  spreading  the 
mixture  with  a  soft  brush  thinly  over  one  side  of  good 
tissue-paper. 

CoiN.s  (Avatar). — 1.  Roman,  Emperor  Maximinus,  as  it 
says.  2.  A  Chinese  "Cash."  3.  French,  but  too  in- 
distinct. 4.  A  Scottish  '•  Turner "  of  the  time  of 
Charles  the  Second.  On  the  obverse  is  CAB.  D.  G. 
SCOT.  ANG.  FRA.  ET.  HIB.  R.  with  a  crowned  C.  R. 
and  II.  in  the  miilille.  The  reverse  is  tlie  leaved 
thistle  with  NEJIU  ME  IMPVNE  LACESSET.  The 
coin  was  worth  about  twopence  Scots  ;  nowadays  it 
may  be  worth  a  couple  of  shillings.  Many  of  Charles 
the  Second's  "  tiu'uers  "  have  not  got  the  II. 

Coins  (C.  H.  W.).— 1.  Edward  the  Confessor's  silver 
penny,  if  in  good  preservation,  may  be  worth  five 
shillings  ;  there  are,  however,  three  sorts,  and  t^^'o  of 
them  are  rare,  and  consequently  more  vahiable.  2. 
Roman  copper  coins  such  as  yoit  mention  are  worth 
about  sixpence  each.  3.  It  is  a  token ;  you  can  tell 
that  b^-  its  wanting  tlie  king's  head. 

A.  H.  P.A.YNE. — Better  get  some  such  book  as  Martin's 
'•Float-Fishing,"  price  2s.,  published  by  Sampson 
Low  and  Co.  Artificial  bait  rarely  succeeds  with 
small  fisii. 


Coins  fScipio). — A  Queen  Anne  five-guinea  piece  is 
worth  from  £7  to  £S,  but  it  all  depends  on  the  condi- 
tion of  the  coin.  Some  of  the  five-guinea  pieces  issued 
before  the|Union  have  sold  for  £15;  those  issued 
after  the  Union  are  not  so  rare.  The  mcst  interesting 

■  are  those  issued  in  1703,  which  have  VIGO  on  them, 
owing  to  their  being  coined  from  the  gold  captured 
in  Yigo  Bay  in  the  Spanish  galleons  of  1702. 

Jubilee  Coins. — The  rubbing  you  send  is  of  the  ordi- 
nary sixpence  now  in  circidation.  The  Jubilee  six- 
pence had  a  taU  like  a  half-sovereign,  not  one  with 
a  wreath  and  crown. 

War  Horse. — There  is  no  one  book  on  the  uniforms 
of  the  army.  The  infi'rmatiou  Monlil  have  to  be  ob- 
tained from  maii\'  1.  ks  ajid  tailors'  fashion  plates. 

There  are  too  many  \  arieties  of  uniform  to  render  it 
possible  for  such  a  book  to  be  sold  at  a  reasonable 
price. 

Sam. — It  is  an  Americanism.  In  this  term  we  speak  of 
innings  whether  it  is  singidar  or  plural.  In  America 
an  innings  is  called  an  inning.  As  we  introduced 
the  term  we  may  be  pardoned  for  considering  our  own 
form  the  best. 

CvcLiNG  (M.  Leroy  and  Jim).— The  best  catalogue 'of 
cycles  is  the  catalogue  of  the  Stanley  Show,  wliich 
takes  place  in  February'  every  year,  generally  at  the 
Crystal  Palace. 


VoLr.vTEER.— You  ai-e  not  eligible  until  you  are  seven- 
teen years  of  age.  See  our  articles  on  Volunteering  in 
our  last  volume.  There  is  a  capital  shilling  book  on 
"  Amateur  Soldiers  "  by  one  of  the  Bloomsl.ntry  Rifles, 
obtainable,  we  believe,  from  the  headquarters  of  that 
corps  in  Chenies  Street,  which  gives  full  particulars 
for  intending  recruits.  Its  instructions  are  applic- 
able to  all  infantrv  regiments. 
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GEORGE  FREEBORN:   SAILOR,  EXILE,  AND 
FIRST  PARSON  OF  AURORA  ISLAND. 

By  Eev.  a.  Baker,  m..\.,  r.n. 

chapter  xi. — a  spanish  prison — i  turn  crossing-sweeper — 
a  friend  in  need. 

I HAD  a  horrible  dream  of  beinp:  jolted  along  in  a  cart  through  an  endless 
succession  of  streets  which  seemed  to  be  ever  growing  narrow  er  and 
narrower,  the  windows  and  balconies  of  which  were  thronged  with  pitiless 


"  I  made  a  furious  grab  at  the  pitcher." 


faces,  while  a  glare  and  heat  even  more 
pitiless  was  crushing  the  life  out  of  me. 
At  last  the  walls  on  either  side  seemed 
about  to  close  on  me,  and  just  as  I  was 
giving  up  all  for  lost,  my  eyes  opened, 
to  find  that  they  at  least  were  a  dread 
reality — four  of  them,  dazzling  wliite,  re- 
lieved only  by  a  tmy  window,  far  out  of 
my  reach,  securely  closed  by  strong  iron 
bars  ;  this  on  the  one  side,  and  on  the 
opposite  wall  a  rough  criiciiix,  alone  re- 
lieved the  dire  monotony.  In  fact,  I  was 
in  prison,  lying,  in  great  pain  and  stiffness, 
upon  a  litter  of  filthy  straw,  in  company 
with  cockroaches,  and,  it  might  be,  scor- 
pions and  centipedes,  a  prey  to  a  raging 
thirst,  the  maddening  infiuence  of  which 
none  can  understand  save  those  who 
have  borne  it. 

How  long  I  lay  in  this  position  I  cannot 
tell,  except  that  to  my  fevered  frame  it 
seemed  hours ;  hom's  of  indescribable 
torment,  in  which  death  itself  would  have 
been  a  welcome  reUef. 

At  last  the  key  grated  in  the  lock,  and 
there  entered  a  huge,  brawny  negro, 
clothed  in  a  poncho  hideous  in  its  filthi- 
ness,  and  bearing  in  his  hands  a  hunch  of 
coarse  black  bread  and  a  pitcher  of  water. 
These  he  deposited  on  the  stone  floor  of 
the  prison.  I  made  a  furious  grab  at  the 
pitcher,  which  he  dexterously  anticipated, 
placing  it  just  out  of  my  reach,  and  saying 
with  a  malignant  leer  : 

"  Not  so  fast,  Senhor ;  you  are  to  pre- 
pare for  visitoss.  Afterwards,  you  and  I 
will  have  a  little  interview,  and  tlien  you 
can  dispose  of  your  luxuries." 

He  then  proceeded  to  shake  me  roughly 
by  the  arm,  causing  me  such  exquisite 
pain  that  I  turned  and  made  such  a  lunge 
at  him  that  if  he  had  been  of  another 
colour  he  would  have  undoubtedly  scored 
a  black  eye. 

"  Carrambo,  Senhor,"  cried  he,  with  a 
muttered  oath,  under  his  breath  ;  "  know 
you  not  by  this  time  that  you  are  a 
prisoner,  the  guest  of  his  Sacred  Majesty 
the  King  of  all  the  Spains,  in  his  JMajesty's 
prison  at  Lima  ?  What  if  I  report  ycnu- 
mutinous  conduct  to  the  alcalde  ?  "  Let 
me  advise  you,  Senlior,  to  control  those 
fierce  passions  of  yours.  "We  have  excel- 
lent methods  of  keeping  in  order  refrac- 
tory prisoners,  and  life,  especially  that  of 
an  enemy  of  Spain,  is  not  reckoned  of 
much  value  among  us.  But  here  is  his 
Excellency,  the  prison  physician,  coming 
to  pay  you  a  visit ;  he  has  dissected 
nearly  a  hundred  prisoners  already  since 
he  has  held  his  appointment.  Let  me 
advise  you,  therefore,  to  be  more  civil  to 
him  than  you  have  been  to  me." 

"There  now  entered  a  tall,  cadaverous- 
looking  Spaniard,  wrapped  in  a  long  black 
cloak,  and  attended  by  a  boy  carrying 
certain  ominous  -  looking  cases.  The 
doctor  was  a  man  whose  hard  features 
showed  little  sympathv  with  liis  patii'iit-^ ; 
it  was  a  sullen,  gloomy  face,  uii:i  liuiicd 
except  by  heavy  grey  moustach(.'s.  the 
ends  of  which  were  twisted  int.)  sharp 
points,  and  a  few  scattered  locks  of  the 
same  iron-grey  hair  distributed  over  a 
bilious-looking  cranium. 

"  Wliom  have  we  here,  Jose  '?  " 
"  A  young  Englishman,  Senhor ;  one 
of  El  Diablo's  imps  incarnate.  Ha,  ha  ! 
the  story  is  almost  too  good ;  it  will 
surely  suffer  in  the  telling.  The  good 
ship  '  Maria  Pia  '  has  found  an  uneasy 
resting-place  among  the  rocks  a  few  mile's 


down  the  coast ;  it  appears  most  desir- 
able to  the  Captain  of  the  Esperanza  to 
avail  himself  of  the  circimrstance,  and 
replenish  his  larder  and  his  wine-cellars  ; 
perhaps  he  will  be  able  to  send  some  of 
the  spoil  to  where  it  may  help  to  smooth 
his  path  m  futm'e.  No  sooner  said  than 
done.  A  boat  is  sent  to  the  wreck,  with 
this  imp  and  another  in  charge.  The 
situation  invites  confidence ;  they  send 
back  their  boat  laden  with  the  spoil,  and 
sit  down  to  enjoy  themselves ;  but  a  re- 
connoitring party  had  been  watching 
their  movements ;  and  here  they  are, 
at  least  one  of  them." 

"  What  became  of  the  other  ?  " 

"  He  was  vnn  through  the  heart, 
Senhor.    They  fought  like  fiends." 

"  A  capital  story.  And  now,  my  good 
•lose,  what  are  we  to  do  with  this  young 
buccaneer,  this  ardent  follower  of  Drake, 
Hawkins,  and  Frobisher  ?  Eah  !  these 
English  were  always  pirates,  from  the 
very  beginning." 

He  then  commenced  to  thoroughly 
overhaul  me  in  no  very  tender  or  cere- 
monious manner,  uttering  every  now  and 
then  an  imprecation  upon  all  foreigners, 
but  on  Englislimen  especially.  Having 
;  stripped  me  of  my  clothes,  he  observed  : 
"  This  young  limb  will  be  all  the  better 
for  losing  some  of  that  hot  blood  of  his. 
A  basin,  Pepe,  and  my  instruments. 
Here,  you  Sirrah,  be  still,  or  I  warn  you 
I  shall  have  little  mercy."  He  then 
proceeded  to  open  a  vein  in  my  arm,  and 
extract  fi-oni  me  about  a  pint  of  blood, 
and  having  bound  up  the  wound  with  a 
not  over-clean  bandage,  he  wrote  out  a 
prescription,  and,  turning  to  Jose,  said  : 

"  The  boy  will  be  well  in  a  few  days  ; 
these  English  have  as  many  lives  as  the 
proverbial  cat.     Give  him  some  light 
t  employment  ;  he  doesn't  look  as  if  he 
could  stand  the  mines  or  the  galleys." 

"  No,  your  Excellency,  he  would  be 
dead  in  a  month.  I  have  a  nice  little 
office  in  store  for  him  within  the  munici- 
palit.y.  The  dog  nnist  not  be  allowed  much 
chain,  though  ;  they're  slippery  as  eels, 
these  English  lads." 

The  doctor  withdrew,  and  I  had  now 
the  mortification  of  seeing  the  negro  bear 
away  all  my  clothes,  leaving  me  naked  on 
my  filthy  couch.  In  a  few  moments  he 
returned,  bearing  with  him  a  pair  of 
cotton  trousers,  a  coarse  shirt,  and  a 
poncho,  and  himself  wearing  my  white 
waistcoat.  I  had  to  get  into  these  un- 
savoury garments,  and  was  then  aUowed 
to  lie  down  again,  and  left  to  my  scanty 
meal,  to  my  thoughts  and  fears,  and  to 
the  lagging  hours  of  another  night  of 
wakefulness  and  pain. 

I  lay  for  a  week  in  this  loathsome 
pi'con,  the  only  variations  in  the  day 
being  the  visit  of  the  gaoler  with  the 
morning  or  evening  meal  of  coarse,  hard 
bread  and  brackish  water,  the  latter 
carried  in  a  dirty  pitcher,  which  always 
had  an  imconquerable  aroma  of  garlic 
aboi'it  it ;  or  a  visit  from  the  alcalde,  or 
some  one  or  other  of  the  officials  of  the 
prison.  I  was  much  relieved  when  the 
monotony  came  to  an  end  on  the  seventh 
day-,  when  Jose  appeared  earlier  than 
usual,  and  bade  me  rise  and  follow  him. 

I  obeyed  with  much  difficulty,  however, 
for  my  limbs  were  ■\-ery  stift'  with  long 
confinement  and  low  diet,  and  I  did  not 
realise  the  meaning  of  my  prison  until  I 
began  to  exert  myself    It  was  all  I  could 


do  at  first  to  totter  after  my  conductor 
down  a  long  paved  corridor,  and  acros.s 
the  little  yard  that  intervened  between  it 
and  the  guardroom  of  the  prison. 

But  the  fresh  air  soon  re\-i\-ed  me ; 
loathsome  as  the  place  was,  the  air  in  the 
court  was  full  of  the  scent  of  orange- 
blossom  and  other  delicious  flowers ;  I 
felt  my  life  little  by  little  returning  to 
me,  and  gathered  myself  up  for  the  effort, 
whatever  it  might  be. 

I  was  not  long  kept  in  suspense,  for 
Jose  now  handed  me  over  to  the  custody 
of  a  couple  of  soldiers,  by  whom  I  was 
securely  handcuffed,  and  innnediately 
bidden  to  proceed.  "  Was  I  going  to  my 
death  ?  Was  this  my  last  hour  ?  Did 
the  inhuman  wretches  mean  to  put  me  to  a 
summary  death  without  notice  or  prepara- 
tion'?  "  Such  were  the  thoughts  that 
passed  through  my  mind,  as  we  tramped 
through  the  prison  portal  and  into  the 
open  street. 

But  nothing  was  farther  from  the  in- 
tentions of  my  captors.  I  might  be  use- 
ful hereafter  in  case  of  an  exchange  of 
prisoners  :  meanwhile  I  was  to  be  put  to 
any  kind  of  degrading  labour,  or  at  least 
labour  supposed  to  be  degradmg  by  them. 
And  so,  when  we  reached  the  Plaza  San 
Antonio,  I  was  commanded  to  halt,  and 
one  of  my  guards  disappearing  for  a  few 
moments  into  a  large  building,  wliich 
appeared  to  be  a  kind  of  barrack,  pre- 
sently returned,  carrying  in  his  hand  a 
heavy  chain  about  nine  feet  long,  and 
followed  l)y  a  smith  carrying  a  twenty- 
pound  spherical  shot.  One  end  of  the 
chain  they  shackled  deftly  round  my  right 
leg,  and  the  other  tney  attached  to  a 
staple  riveted  into  the  shot.  They  then 
thrust  a  broom  into  my  hand,  and  inti- 
mated that  my  duty  ^^•as  to  walk  roimd. 
the  Plaza  and  sweep  up  the  dirt  which 
from  time  to  time  accumulated  there.  I 
was  further  informed  that  the  sentry, 
who  was  always  pacing  up  and  down 
before  the  above-mentioned  building, 
would  shoot  me  without  mercy  should  I 
attempt  to  escape.  I  was  then  left  to 
the  broiling  sun,  the  dusty  street,  the 
uncongenial  task,  and  my  own  bitter 
reflections. 

I  was  compelled  to  perform  this  labour, 
in  ah  weathers,  for  several  hoin-s  of  every 
day,  and  had  I  not  been  gifted  with  a 
very  robust  constitution,  the  constant  ex- 
posure to  the  glare  of  the  tropical  sim, 
combined  with  the  deprivation  of  aU  the 
comforts  of  civilised  life,  would  have 
proved  fatal  to  my  health ;  and  I  am 
quite  sure  that,  had  I  been  in  anj-  way 
predisposed  to  tetanus,  nothing  could 
have  saved  me  from  it ;  for  the  chain, 
constantly  galling  my  limbs,  caused 
wounds,  which  in  that  chmate  obsti- 
nately refused  to  heal ;  and  the  torture 
I  endured  from  them  was  contmuallj' 
being  increased  by  the  bites  of  sandflies, 
mosqintoes,  and  other  noxious  insects. 
My  gaolers  did,  however,  make  some 
slight  alteration  for  the  better  in  my 
prison  fai-e,  for  which  I  was  thankful 
enough.  But  it  is  always  a  matter  of 
astonishment  to  me,  when  I  look  back 
upon  what  I  suffered  here  and  in  the 
hands  of  Don  Lobo,  that  I  am  spai-ed  to 
wi'ite  this  chronicle. 

I  was  a  continual  gazing-stock  to  the 
populace  of  Lima,  and  was  constantly 
surrounded  by  crowds  of  children,  staining 
at  me  out  of  their  deep  dark  eyes,  and 
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sometimes  ofi'ering  compassion,  some- 
times indulging  in  raillery.  I  afforded 
material  for  conversation  to  many  a 
group  of  well-to-do  citizens,  and  some- 
times a  senliora  would  look  at  me  in 
passing  with  a  smile  of  true  womanly 
pitj",  and  slip  a  coin  into  my  hand,  which, 
however,  I  had  no  means  of  spending, 
since  I  might  not  leave  my  post,  and 
since  I  was  invariably  searched  by  Jose 
on  my  return  to  prison,  when  he  never 
failed  to  annex  any  stray  coin  found  in 
my  possession.  Now  and  then  a  passing 
Capuchin  would  stop,  and  opening  the 
bag  which  he  carried  over  his  shoulder 
would  bestow  upon  me  scraps  of  white 
bread  or  meat,  which  I  should  have 
tlirown  to  the  dogs  at  home,  but  which 
here  I  devoured  ravenously. 

I  gradually  got  used  to  the  gaping 
crowd ;  but  I  chafed  more  and  more 
mider  my  capti^"ity.  Fortunately  it  came 
to  an  end  through  an  accident  which 
happened  opportune!}',  at  least  for  me. 

I  began  to  notice  that  a  somewliat 
singular  individual  passed  and  repassed 
the  square  a  good  many  times  a  day,  to 
whom  I  seemed  a  special  object  of  in- 
terest, so  frequently  did  he  stop  at  a  little 
distance  to  take  a  mental  note  of  me. 
Under  his  broad  pahuleaf  hat  was  an 
attenuated  face,  sallow  in  complexion, 
with  a  pair  of  small,  bead-black  eyes, 
t\vinkling  with  intelligent  sympathy. 
What  Uttle  hair  he  had  was  e(iually 
black,  but  its  scantiness  was  compensated 
for  by  a  luxuriant  gi'ey  moustache,  and 
a  beard  which  would  have  been  just  as 
luxuriant  but  for  the  owner's  habit  of 
keeping  it  trimmed  to  a  sharp  point.  He 
was  usually  dressed  in  a  suit  of  blue 
dungaree,  a  shirt  of  a  somewhat  loud 
pattern,  and  a  gay-coloured  neckcloth; 
his  ears  were  pierced,  and  in  them  he 
carried  several  rings  of  silver,  copper,  and 
gold.  Altliough,  as  I  have  said,  the  Pe- 
ruvians themselves  were  not  interfered 
with  when  they  approached  me,  either 
out  of  curiosity  or  kindness,  the  sentries 
had,  nevertheless,  strict  orders  to  allow 
no  foreigner  to  approach  me  on  any  pre- 
text whatever,  so  that  the  stranger  had 
to  exercise  the  greatest  caution.  I  could 
not  help  noticing,  however,  that  he  ; 
seemed  increasingly  anxious  to  com-  \ 
municate  something  to  me.  At  last  he 
hit  upon  a  plan. 

He  was  often  accompanied  in  his  walks 
by  a  little  boy  of  remarkable  beauty,  ' 
dressed  in  a  miniature  priest's  habit  and  I 
broad-brimmed   hat,    which  proclaimed 
him  to  be  designed  for  the  ranks  of  the  ' 
secular  clergy.    One  day  I  noticed  this 
child  crossing  the  Plaza  alone,  at  a  time 
when  most  of  the  other  children  were  at 
school ;   he  came  up  to  where  I  was  1 
standing,  and  with  a  look  of  childish 
wonder  thrust  into  my  hand  an  orange, 
by  way  of  charity,  and  disappeared  as 
quickly  as  he  came.    I  clutched  the  fruit 
eagerly,  thinking  to  satisfy  my  burning 
thirst,  when,  on  pulling  the  rind  asunder, 
I  found  that  a  tiny  slip  of  paper  had  been 
deftly  inserted  into  the  very  centre  of  the 
fruit,  whereon  was  written  in  a  small, 
neat  hand  : 

Keep  up  your  courage ;  you  have 
friends  only  waiting  for  an  opportunity 
to  effect  your  rescue.    Destroy  this." 

I  obeyed,  swallowing  the  paper  along 
with  the  orange,  and  oh,  how  cheered  I  was 
by  its  kindly  message !    There  was  hope 


then.  I  might  rely  on  help,  even  in  this 
abominable  place. 

I  was  employed  for  about  a  month  in 
this  fashion  before  the  wished-for  oppor- 
tunity presented  itself.  The  combination 
of  evils  under  which  I  sufl'ered  was  mak- 
ing serious  inroads  upon  my  health.  I 
grew  every  day  more  weak  and  listless. 
I  cared  less  and  less  for  the  coarse  food 
set  before  me.  I  became  constantly  a 
prej  to  the  most  acute  anguish  of  body 
and  mind.    But  deliverance  was  at  hand. 

One  day,  as  I  was  piu-suing  my  task  as 
usual,  it  came.    An  unlooked-for  event 
took  place  which  startled  the  whole  city 
out  of  its  midday  siesta,  and  threw  it  into 
the  most  intense  excitement.     I  have 
hinted  that  one  side  of  the  square  was 
j  occupied    by   a   lai-ge   buildmg,  partly 
;  arsenal,  partly  barrack.     On  this  day, 
J  then,  soon  after  noon,  the  barrack  portion 
was  discovered  to  be  in  flames,  and,  being 
very  old  and  built  partly  of  wood,  the  fire 
soon  gained  a  complete  mastery.  The 
news  quickly  spread  from  street  to  street, 
j  but,  owing  to  the  time  of  day,  a  consider- 
j  able  period  elapsed  before  any  organised 
help  could  be  tendered,  and  for  several 
I  hours  the  efforts  of  the  citizens  proved 

singularly  futile. 
I      Words  would  fail  me  to  describe  the 
panic  in  the  square  ;  the  dense  crowds 
;  ever  coming  and  going,  sm-ging  to  and 
fro  ;  the  sightseers  elbowing  the  workers  ; 
the  workers  cursing  the  sightseers  ;  the 
incessant  cries  for  water  ;  the  struggling 
hither  and  thither  with  long  ladders  ;  the 
rumbling   of  water-carts ;   the   roar  of 
!  hoarsely-given  orders  ;  the  crackling  of 
i  timbers,  the   fall   of   heavy  masonry ; 

whilst  over  the  dense  mass  of  heads  rolled 
I  the  clouds  of  black  smoke,  the  shovy-ers 
of  sparks,  and  the  long  tongues  of  lurid 
flame. 

The  heat  was  intense  and  stifling.  All 
day  long  a  disorganised,  undisciplined 
crowd  contended  in  vain  against  the 
common  enemy.  And  to  crown  all,  when 
the  sun  began  to  go  down  a  breeze  sprang 
up  which  carried  the  flames  in  the  direc- 
tion of  the  arsenal  itself.  "Carrambo!" 
exclaimed  a  gentleman  standing  near  me  ; 
"  that  building  is  fidl  of  shells.  Unless  the 
fire  is  stopped,  and  that  soon,  we  shall 
have  the  whole  city  in  flames.  Will  these 
curs  never  learn  discipline  '?  " 

When  the  new  direction  of  the  flames 
became  only  too  apparent,  the  disorder 
and  panic  increased  threefold ;  and  the 
water-carts  now  came  surging  across  the 
square,  followed  by  the  excited  populace, 
and  established  themselves  in  a  huge 
eolmuu  between  myself  and  the  birrning 
building,  so  that  not  only  was  I  efi'ec- 
tually  screened  from  the  observation  of 
the  sentry,  but  also  I  was  in  imminent 
danger  of  being  crushed  to  death  in  the 
general  vielee. 

This  was  the  opportimity  long  sought 
for  by  my  friends.  I  had  see}i  the  mys- 
terious stranger  loitering  in  the  vicinity 
more  than  once  during  that  eventful  day  : 
and  now,  just  as  I  was  in  extreme  peril, 
two  powerful  men  jumped  down  from  one 
of  the  outermost  carts ;  I  felt  myself 
gently  lifted  up,  chain,  shot  and  all,  and 
placed  in  it ;  a  man  in  the  uniform  of  the 
city  police  laid  his  hand  on  my  mouth, 
bade  me  lie  down,  and  covered  me  with 
a  heavy  horserug.  The  bystanders  were 
too  much  occupied  with  the  progress  of 
the  fire  to  pay  much  heed  to  an  incident 


so  apparently  trivial  as  the  tunely  rescue 
of  a  prisoner  by  the  police  ;  and  so  the 
cart,  which  was  loaded  with  empty  water- 
casks,  was  snfl'ered  to  go  on  its  way  with- 
out molestation. 

We  rumbled  along  for  some  time 
through  several  streets,  my  ccmpanions 
vouchsafing  never  a  word,  till  at  last  we 
stopped  at  a  little  cafe,  apparently  de- 
serted for  the  moment  by  all  but  the 
owners,  to  whom  I  heard  my  new  con- 
ductor talking  in  anything  but  pure  Gas- 
tilian;  of  which  conversation  I  could  just 
make  out  this  much,  that  I  was  repre- 
sented as  having  been  seized  with  a 
sudden  illness  wliile  watching  the  fire, 
and  would  require  a  bed  immediately. 
Shortly  afterwards  I  felt  myself  being 
lifted  from  the  cart  and  carried  upstairs, 
during  which  process  I  did  not  neglect 
to  groan  loudly  m  order  to  keep  up 
the  character.  When  we  arrived  at  the 
chamber  destined  for  my  reception,  tlic 
rug  was  thrown  off',  and  I  immediately 
recognised  in  the  amateur  police-officer 
my  old  friend  of  the  square,  who  now 
proclaimed  himself  very  delighted  at  the 
success  of  the  adventiire. 

"  Well,  yoimg  man,"  said  he,  "  you  may 
thank  your  stars  as  that  precious  old 
Inferno  o'  theirs  'as  been  and  catched  fire  ; 
circumstances  'as  turned  out  amazin' 
providential." 

I  expressed  to  him  my  profuse  thanks. 
"  Howsomever,"  continued  he  ;  "  don't 
lets  holloa  till  we're  out  of  the  wood.  The 
panic  will  come  to  an  end ;  you'll  be  en- 
quu-ed  for,  and  fomid  to  be  missin',  the 
perlice  '11  be  on  your  track  ;  and  a  precious 
pack  o'  blood'ounds  they  are,  I  can  tell 
you." 

I  begged  him  to  give  me  any  advice  he 
could  as  to  making  good  my  escape. 

"  Why,"  said  he,  "  you  don't  think  I'm 
goin'  to  leave  yer  in  the  lurch,  do  yer  ? 
I  should  think  not.  indeed.  But  we  must 
leave  this  'ere  nest  o'  sarpents  afore  we're 
many  hours  older,  or  I  wouldn't  answer 
for  the  consequences.  W^e  must  pray  for 
a  fair  wind,  and  get  under  way  in  the 
Mayflower  afore  daylight  to-morrow." 

"But,"  said  I,  "what  am  I  to  do  ?  I 
thank  you  much  for  your  kindness,  but  I 
am  afraid  I  can  never  repay  you  ade- 
quately. I  haven't  a  cent  to  my  name,  nor 
anything  here  except  the  vile  clothes  in 
which  I  stand." 

"  Now,  you  jest  keep  quiet ;  what's  a 
man  good  for  if  he  ain't  spry  at  'elping  a 
fellow-critter  in  distress  '?  Besides,  you 
can  'arn  your  bread  and  cheese  on  board 
the  Mayflower  as  well  as  anywhere 
else,  I  reckon.  Am't  we  cousins  '?*^  Ain't 
we  just  concluded  a  honourable  peace  ?  I 
don't  know  as  I  wouldn't  'a  done  just  the 
same,  though,  if  we'd  been  enemies.  But 
let's  get  them  there  horrid  shackles  off. 
Here,  Pablo  !  " 

Pablo  -n  as  the  son  of  the  owner  of  the 
cafe,  and  a  smith  by  trade  ;  I  was,  there- 
fore,  soon   released   from  my  wearing 
burden.    The  good  American  uttered  a 
variety  of  unparliamentary  expressions 
when  the  state  of  my  leg  was  disclosed, 
but  gave  it  as  his  opinion  that  he  had 
suthin'  in  the  medicine  chest  as  'ud  set 
matters  right ;    and   till   then   I  nmst 
'.  bear  the  pain  as  best  I  could. 
!      "  And  now,  Pablo,"  said  he,  "  wheer's 
I  that  froclv  as  the  Reverend  Father  left 
be'ind  ?  " 

!      Pablo   disappeared,   ami   I   took  the 
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opportunity  to  ask  as  to  the  whereabouts 
of  Lord  Cochrane  and  his  fleet. 

"  Oh,  tliat  there  old  fire-eater  'ave  found 
that  'e  ain't  quite  strong;  enough  for  'em 
yit.  Tliere  !  I  never  see  such  a  owdacious 
customer,  never.  He's  gone  off  to  the 
sdiithward,  and  that's  just  where  the 
Mayflower's  goin'.  I'll  put  you  on 
h.jard  the  Esperanza,  never  fear  ;  and 
you'll  taste  some  o'  that  there  claret  yet, 
and  see  plenty  o'  fightin'.  The  cause  is  the 
cause  o'  liberty,  and  it's  bound  to  succeed." 


Pablo  now  re-entered,  bearing  a  strange- 
looking  bundle  upon  his  arm. 

It  was  the  chocolate  frock,  cord,  and 
sandals  of  a  Capuchin.  "  Now,"  con- 
tmued  my  deliverer,  "  you're  a  young  lay- 
brother  belongin'  to  a  house  down  the 
coast  ;  you  wants  to  be  back  as  quickly  as 
possible.  My  ship  was  about  to  sail,  and 
you've  took  a  passage  accordingly.  I'U 
write  them  words  in  Bpanish  for  you,  and 
you  just  git  them  off,  as  you  may  find  'em 
useful ;  and  if  you  can  put  in  a  bit  o' 


Latin,  so  much  the  better.  Now  they'll 
give  you  some  grub,  and  I  should  advise 
you  to  get  a  good  sound  sleep,  as  we  must 
be  moving  early  in  the  morning.  You 
needn't  to  fear  these  people  here  ;  they're 
all  friends." 

"  But,  my  dear  friend,''  said  I ;  "  you 
haven't  told  me  your  name." 

"  My  name,  young  man,  is  Boaz 
Bloomer,  and  very  proud  on  it,  I  am,  I 
can  assure  you." 

{Tu  he  continued.) 


THE   KNIGHT   OF   THE   BLUE  EIBBON. 

A  SCHOOL-BOY'S  ADVENTURE  ON  THE  BROCKEN. 
By  Ascott  R.  Hope, 

Author  of"  Taffy"  "  The  Parlour  Boarder"  etc. 


IF  you  ask  how  an  English  boy,  only  some 
year  or  so  into  his  teens,  came  to  have 
an  ad^'enture  among  the  romantic  forests 
of  the  Hartz  Mountains,  you  uuist  know 
that  I  had  been  sent  to  school  near  Han- 
over, to  learn  German  betimes,  which  I 
have  since  largely  forgotten,  though  I  can 
stiU  make  bold  enough  to  talk  it  to  any 
one  not  himself  a  native  of  the  country. 
Ach  !  as  I  learned  then  to  say,  what  a 
time  that  was  of  struggling,  at  the  first, 
with  inexplicable  genders,  and  imcouth 
inversions,  and  maddening  irregular  verbs. 
Why  the  sun  here  should  be  feminine, 
and  the  German  moon  masculine  ;  why  a 
tricksy  particle  should  now  be  stuck  at 
the  very  end  of  the  sentence,  and  now 
allowed  to  stay  comfortably  in  its  proper 
place  ;  why  siich  and  such  nouns  must  be 
declined  in  the  singular  after  this  or  that 
fashion,  or  not  be  declined  at  all ;  and  why 
the  soimd  of  so  many  others  had  to  be 
modified  in  the  plural,  like  oiu"  mouse, 
mice,  goose,  geese — which  of  course  one 
knew  from  the  nursery,  and  there  was  an 
end  of  it — these  were  mysteries  that  I 
judged  closely  allied  to  the  origin  of  evil. 
German  seemed  worse  than  even  Latin, 
which  by  its  very  natiu-e  was  a  nuisance 
that  could  not  be  ciu:-ed  and  must  be  en- 
diured,  yet  only  through  tiresome  school 
hours  ;  but  surely  one  had  a  right  to  groan 
over  having  to  mind  one's  cases  and  tenses 
so  painfully  in  such  common  matters  as 
asking  for  a  second  help  of  pudding,  or 
letting  another  fellow  know  that  all  Ger- 
many couldn't  hold  a  candle  to  any  comity 
in  England ! 

That  so  much  trouble  should  not  be 
thrown  away,  it  had  been  arranged  I  was 
to  remain  at  least  a  whole  year  without 
coming  home  for  the  holidays.  In  the 
bright  summer  weeks,  then,  I  must  con- 
quer as  best  I  coifld  my  longing  to  see  an 
English  joint  of  beef  again,  to  handle  an 
English  cricket-bat,  and  content  myself 
with  the  thin  soups,  the  doughy  black 
bread,  the  outlandish  Mehlspchcn,  the 
messes  of  stewed  fruit,  or  vegetables  and 
such  like,  which  made  the  staple  of  our 
diet  at  this  establishment :  not  a  bad  diet 
either,  on  the  whole,  though  we  young 
Britons  were  pleased  to  turn  up  our  noses 
at  it,  dwelling  tenderly  on  memories  of 
the  fleshpots  of  Old  England.     I  had 
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plenty  of  companions  in  misfortune,  for 
this  was  a  sort  of  international  school, 
drawing  its  polyglot  pupils  from  all  parts 
of  the  world.  As  well  as  English  and 
Germans,  there  were  young  Frenchmen, 
Americans,  Russians,  Belgians,  Hunga- 
rians, a  Norwegian  or  two,  a  Brazilian, 
and  even  a  black  boy — fabled  to  come  from 
Timbuctoo,  really  a  nati^'e  of  Egypt — who 
all  lived  together  as  a  more  or  less  happy 
family,  and  only  on  Sundays  were  allowed, 
without  fear  of  punishment,  to  raise  a 
Babel  of  mifettered  tallf,  ca?h  in  his  own 
language.  Not  a  few  of  us  lived  too  far 
away  from  home  to  return  for  the  holi- 
days, which  yet  brought  an  agreeable 
change  for  this  band  of  exiles.  Every 
summer,  as  is  the  ciistom  in  many  Ger- 
man schools,  our  master  took  us  a  long 
walking  tour  through  some  picturesque 
part  of  the  country,  whereby  we  at  once 
stretched  oiu"  legs  and  expanded  our 
minds  in  a  lesson  of  practical  geography. 
You  mustn't  thuik  that  I  am  making  fim 
of  you,  when  I  mention  that  this  master 
of  Din's  was  in  sober  truth  called  Miin- 
chausen.  a  name  of  which  some  malicious 
wags  of  his  flock  held  him  deserving, 
through  the  wonderful  tales  he  told  us 
about  his  early  climbmg  feats  in  Switzer- 
land. 

I  had  not  been  long  at  the  school,  and 
as  yet  knew  German  very  imperfectly — I 
remember  it  was  not  long  after  the  end  of 
the  six  weeks'  grace  granted  me,  as  a  new 
comer,  for  speaking  English — when  we 
set  out  on  an  expedition  to  the  wooded 
Hartz,  the  scene  of  so  many  pictm-esque 
fancies  and  wild  legends :  which  moun- 
tains, by  the  way,  are  not  of  themselves 
particularly  imposing,  but  standing  out,  as 
they  do,  on  the  wide  flat  plairi  of  Northern 
Germany,  may  well  seem  a  home  of  won- 
ders to  the  untra veiled  lowlanders  around. 
They  were  at  all  events  the  biggest  moim- 
tains  I  had  seen,  and  I  was  dehghted  with 
tills  novel  experience.  Dressed  in  linen 
blouses  and  straw  hats,  equipped  with 
stout  sticks  and  knapsacks  on  our  backs, 
we  wandered  on,  through  shady  forests 
and  sunny  valleys,  from  one  snug  village 
to  another,  climbing  every  height,  explor- 
ing every  stream,  and  making  the  roads 
resoimd  with  merry  chattering,  laughing, 
and  singing,  so  that  more  sedate  traveUei's, 


whom  we  met  rolling  lazily  along  in 
carriages,  must  have  envied  our  sunburnt 
faces  and  dusty  boots,  bespeaking  appe- 
tites as  hearty  as  our  slumbers  would  be 
sound.  Up  at  dawn,  and  for  the  most 
part  taking  provisions  with  us  for  an 
open-air  midday  meal,  we  would  be  out 
all  day,  at  sunset  to  find  shelter  in  some 
homely  inn,  where  there  were  seldom  beds 
enough  for  us  all,  and  as  often  as  not  we 
had  to  sleep  in  a  barn  or  a  hayloft.  But  that 
was  all  part  of  the  fun ;  M  e  were  proud 
of  our  independence,  tickled  with  a  sense 
of  adventurous  chance  about  our  fare 
and  accommodation.  It  was  a  perpetual 
picnic,  an  easy  playing  at  Robin  Hood, 
Robinson  Crusoe,  and  suchlike  personages 
dear  to  jm  enile  imagination ;  so  I,  for  my 
part,  being  a  somewhat  romanticaUy- 
minded  youth,  took  its  small  hardships  as 
well  as  its  enjoyments  in  a  right  holiday 
spirit,  while  the  German  boys  of  our  party 
seemed  to  find  most  satisfaction  in  the 
idea  of  practising  for  their  future  service 
as  soldiers. 

All  went  well  with  the  expedition  till 
we  reached  the  famous  Brocken,  at  the 
hotel  on  whose  summit  we  were  to  spend 
a  night  and  see  the  simrise,  or  perhaps 
be  e\en  favoured  with  the  rare  sight  of 
that  gigantic  spectre  which,  as  every 
schoolboy  knows  nowadays,  is  nothing 
but  a  magnified  reflection  of  the  observer, 
thrown,  as  fi-om  a  magic -lantern,  upon 
the  sheet  of  mist  veiling  some  opposite 
peak.  Towards  the  end  of  a  sulti-y  after- 
noon, toiling  up  the  Brocken's  rugged 
sides,  we  came  to  an  open  space  of  heath, 
thinly  planted  with  yomig  firs,  where  the 
older  wood  seemed  to  have  been  biu'ned 
down  some  years  before.  Here  the  smi 
beat  upon  us  hotly,  so  that  we  were  glad 
to  scatter  over  the  heath,  picking  the  blue 
lieitJdheeren,  or  bilberries,  which  grew 
thick  under  our  feet ;  and  I,  for  one,  was 
so  eager  ui  qnencliing  my  thirst  by  this 
reft-eshment  as  to  straggle  behind  the  rest. 
Down  on  my  knees  pickmg  berries  among 
a  little  patch  of  bushes,  I  did  not  notice 
how  aU  my  companions  had  disappeared 
into  one  of  the  adjacent  thickets;  and 
when  I  came  out  iiito  the  open  space,  it 
was  to  find  m.^•self  alone. 

You  mav  be  sure  I  ran  after  them, 
following  a  path  I  supposed  they  must 
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have  taken,  which  soon  led  me  back  into 
the  dark  pinewoods  we  had  been  travers- 
ing most  of  the  afternoon.  But  when  i 
had  rim  till  I  was  out  of  breath,  and  still 
did  not  catch  them  up,  it  struck  me  that 
I  must  be  on  the  wrong  tack,  for  this 
winding  path  began  to  bear  down  the 
moimtain-side  instead  of  upwards.  Pre- 
sently I  reached  a  spot  where  it  split  up 
into  three  tracks,  going  off  in  different 
directions  among  the  trees.  Panting  and 
perspiring,  I  tried  first  one,  then  another, 
for  a  little  way,  still  without  seeing  any 
signs  of  my  party.  Then  I  did  vv-hat, 
perhaps,  I  should  have  done  at  first :  I 
stopped,  and  shouted  out  at  the  pitch  of 
my  voice. 

No  answer  came  but  a  sudden  peal 
of  thunder  from  overhead.  Looking  up 
through  the  roof  of  branches,  I  saw  how 
the  blue  sky  above  was  fast  growing  inky 
black.  A  sweltering  stillness  filled  tlie 
air,  through  which  I  soon  heard  the 
patter  of  big  rain-drops.  The  great  heat 
of  the  afternoon  had  been  a  forewarn- 
ing of  one  of  those  terrific  tlnmder- 
sto.-ms  which  often  break  over  the  Hartz 
region. 

In  a  few  minutes  it  was  upon  me — 
crash  after  crash  of  thunder,  flash  after 
flash  of  lightning,  and  the  solemnly  silent 
pinewood  became  alive  with  the  dashing 
and  dripping  of  such  a  shower  as  I 
thought  I  had  never  seen  in  my  life. 
Since  we  set  out,  there  had  not  been  a 
(h-op  of  rain  ;  now  the  clouds  seemed  to 
be  making  up  with  a  vengeance  for  that 
spell  of  fine  weather.  I  huddled  myself 
close  to  the  trunk  of  one  of  the  largest 
trees,  till  the  heavy  rain  began  to  make 
its  way  through  this  natural  umbrella; 
also,  I  remembered  having  heard  that  to 
be  under  a  tree  was  a  dangerous  position 
in  a  thunderstorm,  so  I  came  out  from 
my  imavailing  shelter  to  hurry  along  the 
nearest  path,  facing  the  elements  like  a 
youthful  Lear. 

Before  long,  I  was  lucky  enough  to 
hit  upon  a  large  pile  of  wood,  cut  down 
and  stacked  for  removal,  which  offered 
me  a  better  place  of  refuge.  Among  the 
logs  I  found  room  to  creep,  and  lay  there 
crouching  under  cover,  while  the  rain 
rattled  loxidly  overhead,  and  poured  past 
me  in  torrents  down  the  mountain- side, 
whose  channelled  surface  showed  how  it 
was  \ised  to  such  visitations.  Thankful 
I  was  to  have  got  out  from  beneath  that 
tree  when  I  saw  one  struck  by  lightning 
close  at  hand.  There  was  a  blinding 
blaze,  a  crash,  and  when  I  looked  again, 
what  a  moment  before  had  been  a  stately 
mass  of  boughs,  stood  stripped,  splintered 
and  scorched,  a  ghastly  ruin. 

My  reflections,  meanwhile,  could  not 
but  be  in  gloomy  harmony  with  the 
scene.  Here  was  I,  tired,  hungry,  and 
already  wet  through,  hopelessly  lost  in 
the  heart  of  a  forest,  and  hardly  knowing 
German  enough  to  ask  my  way,  even  if 
I  did  fall  in  with  any  of  its  inhabitants, 
who  were  not  likely  to  be  stirring  much 
from  home  in  such  weather.  A  more 
cheerful  consideration  was  that  it  could 
not  go  on  raining  for  ever  at  this  rate. 
I  saw  nothing  for  it  but  to  wait  till  the 
thimder-shower  had  spent  its  fury,  then 
to  make  up  the  mountain  as  straight  as 
I  could  go,  in  hopes  of  thus  coming  upon 
the  Brocken  Haus  at  the  simimit,  where 
I  should  meet  my  companions,  unless 
they,  like  myself,  had  been  driven  to 


shelter,  and  so  I  might  even  have  the 
satisfaction  of  arriving  before  them. 

"  It  isn't  every  fellow  that  has  such  an 
e-rjjeriencc,"  I  told  myself  by  way  of  en- 
couragement. 

There  was,  after  all,  a  touch  of  romantic 
excitement  about  this  plight  of  mine 
which  helped  to  keep  up  my  spirits,  in 
some  need,  as  they  were,  of  fortifying.  I 
had  always  been  of  a  disposition  to  long 
for  adventures,  such  as  one  reads  about  in 
story-books  ;  but  now  that  a  taste  of  ad- 
venture came,  I  had  not  quite  bargained 
for  it  taking  so  damp  and  dismal  a  form, 
without  even  a  squire,  or  a  friendly  en- 
chanter, or  a  distressed  damsel  to  bear 
one  company,  as  was  usually  the  lot  of 
knights  lost  in  a  wood.  And,  to  tell  the 
plain  truth,  the  thunder  and  lightning 
frightened  me  not  a  little,  and  might 
have  frightened  me  more,  had  I  known 
the  destruction  wrought  by  storms  in 
Germany,  where  people  will  get  out  of 
bed  and  sit  up  all  night  while  the  thunder 
goes  on,  and  men  and  cattle  are  often 
killed  out  of  doors,  or  houses  set  on  fire 
by  the  lightning.  It  occurred  to  me  to 
wonder  wliether  those  mailed  knights  of 
old  never  ran  the  risk  of  being  turned 
into  lightning-conductors,  which  I  did 
not  remember  as  anywhere  mentioned 
among  their  other  perils.  For  the  nonce, 
I  was  as  well  pleased  not  to  have  a  long 
lance,  or  sword,  or  shield,  or  any  such 
dangerous  apparatus  about  me. 

The  tlnmder-cloud  had  passed  away, 
but  niglit  was  drawing  on,  when  at  length 
I  crawled  out  of  the  wood-pile,  not  to  lose 
the  last  glimmer  of  twilight  in  directing 
my  steps,  tliough  it  still  rained  a  little 
and  the  dripping  branches  above  kept  Tip 
a  smart  shower  of  their  own.  The  path 
here  soon  dwindled  down  to  an  obscure 
track,  and  I  gave  up  all  attempt  to  follow 
it.  Upwards  I  toiled  at  random,  pushing 
through  thick  imderwood,  slipping  upon 
wet  grass,  stumbling  on  roots  and  feeling 
my  way  over  rocks,  eager  to  gain  sight  of 
some  landmark  before  the  light  wholly 
i'ailed  me.  But  darkness  came  on  fast, 
and  found  ihe  stiU  buried  in  the  deep  pine- 
wood. 

I  began  to  gi-ow  thoroiighly  alarmed — 
and  no  wonder.  The  worst  of  it  was  that 
I  did  not  quite  know  how  much  to  fear. 
I  had  come  to  Germany  with  my  head 
fuU  of  ruined  castles,  midnight  apparitions, 
secret  tiibunals,  and  so  forth  ;  then  some 
of  the  boys  had  delighted  in  cramming  me 
with  stories  of  witches,  bogies,  and  robbers, 
fit  figiires  of  dread  to  people  those  gloomy 
forests;  and  from  my  imperfect  know- 
ledge of  the  country  and  the  language  I 
was  by  no  means  sure  how  far  some  of 
such  dangers  might  still  exist.  I  had 
certainly  come  across  no  robbers  as  yet ; 
but,  on  the  other  liand,  I  had  not  seen 
anything  in  the  shape  of  a  policeman 
about  the  Hartz.  Now  it  was  quite  con- 
ceivable that  violent  and  dishonest  persons 
who  might  keep  thejnselves  out  of  sight 
of  a  large  party  would  yet  welcome  the 
chance  of  falling  on  a  single  and  small 
traveller,  if  not  aware  that  he  had  no 
valuables  about  him  beyond  a  few  nickel 
coins  and  a  silver  watch.  I  thought  the 
matter  of  enough  importance  to  hide  away 
that  watch  in  my  trousers-pocket,  in  case 
the  next  thicket  might  prove  the  lurking 
place  of  native  highwaymen.  As  for 
bogies  and  bogles,  of  course  I  did  not 
believe  in  them ;  but,  I  can  teU  you,  it  is 


one  thing  to  be  incredulous  in  full  light 
of  day  upon  a  Ijondon  pavement,  and 
quite  another  in  the  dark,  when,  for  all 
you  know,  you  may  be  traversing  the 
very  groimd  of  the  Walpurgis  Night's 
grisly  revels.  I  wished  I  could  have 
made  myself  secure  that  every  projecting 
branch  would  not  turn  out  to  be  a  war- 
lock ridiiif,'  on  a  broomstick,  or  that  every 
bush  or  stump  did  not  conceal  a  bandit 
armed  to  tlie  teeth  with  implements  of 
lawless  ferocity,  blunderbusses,  battleaxes, 
daggers,  bludgeons,  or  what  not. 

"  All  nonsense  !  "  I  spoke  out  aloud,  to 
exorcise  such  uncanny  visions ;  then, 
next  mcnieiit.  not  looking  to  my  feet,  I 
sprawled  iif  adlong  into  a  hole  half  fnH 
of  rotting  leaves,  from  which  I  picked 
myself  up  in  a  pretty  mess  and  wetter 
than  ever. 

Altogether  I  was  a  woful  wight  in 
sorry  case,  upon  which  a  ray  of  hope  came 
to  shine  at  last.  Fairly  brought  to  a  stand 
before  a  ridge  of  inaccessible  rocks  fortified 
by  matted  underwood,  I  looked  about  me 
anxiously  on  every  side,  and  through  the 
trees  caught  sight  of  a  glow  to  my  left. 
What  niore  likely  to  happen  to  a  knight 
lost  in  the  forests  of  romance !  At  once 
I  pushed  towards  this  light,  but  it  proved 
to  be  further  off  than  I  thought,  leading 
me  on  and  on  like  a  will-o'-the-wisp  till 
I  had  almost  given  up  the  search.  At 
last,  however,  I  came  close  enough  to  see 
a  fire  burning  from  the  top  of  a  great 
black  heap,  that  looked  as  if  it  might  be 
meant  for  the  funeral  pyre  of  hapless 
travellers.  Within  the  ring  of  light 
around  this  weird  glow,  at  the  threshold 
of  a  low  hut,  sat  two  black,  begrimed, 
bearded  men,  to  whom  fancy  gave  such  a 
forbidding  appearance,  that,  though  they 
were  engaged  in  the  peacefully  prosaic 
occupation  of  eating  sausages,  the  very 
sight  of  them  sent  a  shiver  through  my 
drenched  carcase.  They  recalled  to  me 
that  grim  story  of  Fridolin  and  the  forge, 
to  which,  through  just  such  dark  woods, 
came  an  innocent  page,  with  the  message, 
Have  i/c  done  my  lord's  desire  f — and 
his  false  lord's  desire  was  forthwith  to 
heave  him  into  the  flames  ! 

Should  I  advance  and  accost  them  in 
my  bad  German  '?  This  was  the  question 
I  stood  debating  with  myself  imder  cover 
of  the  trees,  having  stolen  forward  as 
close  as  I  durst  without  venturing  into 
the  fire's  flickering  shadows.  The  swarthy 
figures  which  so  much  impressed  my 
imagination  were,  in  fact,  honest  charcoal- 
burners  ;  but  this  I  did  not  guess,  and, 
with  the  remembrance  of  those  ugly  tales 
strong  upon  me,  I  shrank  from  trusting 
myself  in  their  hands.  So,  partly  out  of 
shyness,  and  partly  out  of  vague  fear, 
I  moved  away  as  stealthily  as  I  had 
approached,  the  more  readily  as  my 
wanderings  had  now  brought  me  across  a 
good  path  which  promised  to  lead  to  some 
less  questionable  aid. 

Presently,  a  guide-post,  though  it  was 
too  dark  to  read  the  directions  set  forth 
on  its  branching  arms,  confirmed  me  in 
this  hope ;  and,  taking  the  wider  of  two 
paths  which  here  cUverged,  as  soon  as  I 
could  be  sure  that  I  was  out  of  hearing  of 
the  black  men,  I  set  off  at  a  run,  to  find 
my  confidence  rewarded  when,  at  the  end 
of  a  few  minutes,  I  came  out  upon  a 
clearing,  and  saw  before  me  a  good-sized 
house,  with  lights  shining  out  of  half  a 
dozen  windows.    What  a  welcome  sight ! 


My  first  thought  was  that  it  must  be  tlie 
hotel  on  the  summit,  but  a  dark  bacli- 
groimd  of  wooded  hill,  still  rising  high 
above  this  house,  showed  me  that  I  was 
mistaken. 

Now  again  the  question  was  how  to 
explain  my  needs  in  that  terribly  un- 
familiar language.     I  thought  I  'could 


talk  to  a  woman  or  a  boy,  if  I  saw  one, 
more  readily  than  to  any  of  the  big  men, 
who  ah\-ays  stared  at  me  so  amazedly  as 
soon  as  they  heard  my  foreign  accent.  I 
went  cautiously  up  to  the  house  to  recon- 
noitre, and  then  was  attracted  by  a  great 
noise  proceeding  from  a  lighted' room  on 
the  lowest  storey.    It  was  too  high  from 


the  ground  for  me  to  peep  in ;  but  I  found 
a  trellis- work  covered  by  some  creeping 
branches,  by  the  aid  of  which  I  hoisted 
myself  up  to  the  sill,  so  as  to  have  a  view 
of  the  interior.  Then  I  had  almost  let 
go  to  rub  my  eyes  and  ask  myself  if  I  were 
living  in  the  nineteenth  cent'urj-. 

(Tv  be  conlinued.) 


THE  TWO   JACKS:   A  CimiSTMAS-EYE  EXPERIENCE   IN  INDIA. 


By  the  Author  of  "Bobby  Bounce,"  etc.  etc. 


ONE  of  the  Jacks  was  a  boy,  bugler  in 
a  regiment  recently  co'me  out  to 
India.  The  other  Jack,  you  must  know, 
was  a  dog,  a  regular  British  bulldog, 
whose  coat  and  collar  his  namesake  kept 
as  smart  as  any  imiform  in  the  canton- 
ments. _  These  were  the  two  friendly 
companions  who  sat  staring  silently  at 
the  glow  of  a  gorgeous  Indian  sunset, 
such  as  they  had  seen,  night  after  night, 
for  weeks  and  weeks,  always  promising 
a,nother  baking  day,  till  they  both  longed 
for  a  shower  of  rain  to  lay'the  dust  and 
fill  the  half-dry  river  bed. 

"There's  no  place  like  home!"  at 
length  exclaimed  the  two-legged  Jack, 
with  something  like  a  sigh ;  and  Jack  on 
four  legs  rubbed  his  ugiy  head  against 
the  boy's  hand  as  if  to  say  that  he,  for  his 
part,  quite  agreed  with  him. 

Neither  of  the  Jacks  had  yet  come  to 
feel  at  home  in  India.  The  dog  seemed 
for  ever  to  be  turning  up  his  short  nose  at 
everything  he  saw  there,  except  the  bones, 
which  he  condescended  to  crunch  for 
want  of  something  better  to  do  in  his 
many  idle  hoiurs.  He  did  not  like  the 
heat,  nor  the  dust,  nor  the  look  of  the 
black  people,  nor  the  bandicoots,  mon- 
gooses, jackals,  and  other  strange  creatures 
which  prowled  about.  Hying  in  terror  of 
him,  but  not  till  they  had  disturbed  his 
snooze  and  put  him  into  a  continual  bad 
temper.  As  for  the  mongrel  pariah  dogs 
of  the  comitry,  he  simply  declined  to  take 
any  notice  of  them.  The  native  servants 
he  had  such  a  poor  opinion  of,  that  ne 
would  hardly  let  himself  even  be  fed  by 
them  without  snarling  and  sniffing  ;  and 
the  first  time  old  Gunnoo  the  sweeper 
tried  to  handle  him,  Jack  made  such  a 
savage  show  of  teeth  that  the  terrified 
Hindoo  declared  he  would  rather  wash 
and  comb  a  tiger-cub. 

So  the  Captain,  his  master,  was  well 
pleased  to  have  a  son  of  his  father's 
gamekeeper  as  bugler  in  the  company. 
That  Jack  became  handed  over  to  the 
care  of  this  Jack ;  and  there  would  be  no 
growling  and  snarling  between  old  friends 
like  them.  The  dog  had  been  born  in  a 
kennel  behind  the  keeper's  cottage,  and 
had  known  the  boy  ever  since  he  opened 
his  own  puppy  eyes  on  the  world.  As 
likely  as  not,  the  one  had  stood  godfather 
to  the  other— then  who  so  fit  to  feed  him 
every  night,  and  to  keep  him  clean  and 
tidy,  as  a  real  English  dog  ought  to  be  kept, 
especially  when  he  belongs  to  the  army  ? 

That  was  how  Jack  the  bugler  came  to 
be  sitting  witli  Jack  the  bulldog,  having 
just  given  him  his  supper  on  the  steps  of 
the  verandah  at  the  back  of  the  Captain's 
bungalow.    It  ^vas  Christmas  Eve,  of  all 


nights  in  the  year— but  Christmas  with  a 
difference,  thought  Jack,  who  now  saw  it 
for  the  first  time  under  an  Eastern  sky. 

"  This  is  what  they'  call  a  garden. 
Jack!"  he  caid  aloud,  by  way  of  venting 
his  di.ssatisfaction ;  and  the  dog,  appar- 
ently in  the  same  glum  humour,  glared 
after  a  half-naked  native,  who  had  just 
been  watering  the  fiowers  from  a  skin 
carried  on  the  back  of  a  puny  bullock. 

The  Captain's  garden,  indeed,  was  little 
better  than  a  poor  show  of  flower-pots, 
biiried  in  the  thirsty  ground,  and  a  patch 
of  bleached  grass  shut  in  by  a  dusty 
cactus-hedge  from  the  jungle  of  bushes 
and  stunted  trees  outside,  where  every 
minute  you  heard  a  crackling  or  a  patter- 
ing as  often  as  a  bird  stirred  among  the 
dry  twig.s.    Beyond  that  lay  a  field  of 
castor-oil  plants,  and  beyond  that  again  a 
mango  grove,  by  the  side  of  which  ran 
the  road.     An   eleph  ant   was  stalking 
slowly  along  under  a  howdah  filled  with 
gaily-dressed  native  children  out  for  an 
airing.     Then  came  a  string  of  sullen 
camels,  loaded  with  bales  of  merchandise  ; 
but  they  ha,d  to  get  out  of  the  way  as  the 
Rajah's  grand  coach  dashed  past,  escorted 
by   half-a-dozen    fierce-looking  warriors 
with  red  coats  and  black  beards.  Further 
away,  a  line  of  bamboo  thickets  marked 
the  river  bed,  where,  a.gainst  the  sunset, 
two  cowardly  jackals  could  be  seen  sneak- 
ing off  into  the  reeds.    In  the  distance 
J ack  heard  a  din  of  howls  and  tomtoms, 
and  a  wrea.th  of  smoke  showed  how  some 
dead  Hindoo  was  being  burned  at  the 
queer  temple  down  by  the  river.  Nearer 
at  hand  he  caught  the  hearty  shouts  of 
his   comrades,   pla.ying  football  on  the 
parched  grass  of  the  maidan.  The  young 
bugler  was  in  no  mood  for  football  thai 
Christmas  Eve.  Having  surprised  hunself 
in  something  like  a  sentimental  mood,  he 
had  left  the  game,  and  stolen  away  to 
think  about  England,  with  no  other  com- 
pany than  Jack  the  dog. 

The  shouts  ceased :  the  men  were 
going  back  to  their  quarters,  now  that  it  j 
became  too  dark  to  see  the  ball.  The 
hubbub  of  the  funeral,  also,  fell  silent,  and 
the  tinkling  of  camel-bells  died  away 
in  the  twilight.  The  flying  foxes— huge, 
hideous,  bat-like  creatures — began  to  stir 
in  the  trees,  where  all  day  they  had  been 
hanging  head  do\A  nwards.  The  mosqui- 
toes came  out  with  their  disquietmg  hum. 
The  air  began  to  feel  cool,  even  cold  in 
comparison  with  the  sweltering  heat  of 
the  afternoon.  And  still  Jack  sat  staring 
into  the  dusk,  so  that  you  might  have 
thoiight  him  fascinated  by  all  the  not  yet 
fixmiliar  forms  and  coloitrs  of  Indian  life. 
But  what  he  saw,  painted  on  his  fancy. 


was  a  snug  cottage  beside  an  English 
copse,  thousands  of  miles  over  sea  and 
land.     How  well  he    knew  the  green 
meadow  in  fi-ont  of  it,  and  the  patch  of 
gorse  and  blackberry  bushes  on  the  slope 
beyond  !    So  far  away,  he  saw  the  cheer- 
ful light  streaming  out  into  frosty  dark- 
ness from  its  low,  square  window.  It 
was  not  the  distant  thumping  of  tom- 
toms he  heard,  but  the  hissing  of  the 
kettle  on  the  hob,  and  the  joyftd  bark  of 
dogs  at  their  master's  tread'  among  the 
dead_  leaves.    He  saw  the  stalwart  keeper 
shaking  the  snow  fi-om  his  gaiters,  and 
laying  away  his  gun  before  he  kissed 
baby  crowing  in  its  mother's  arms.  He 
saw  his  red-cheeked  brothers  and  sisters 
pressing  round  their  fiither,  whose  pockets 
that  night  were   known   to   be  full  of 
Christmas   presents — a   toy  for   one,  a 
picture-book  for  another,  a  bag  of  sweets 
to  be  divided  among  all.    He  could  hear 
their  merry  chatter,  even  the  fr^^ing  of 
the  rashers  on  the  wood  fire,  as  they  sat 
down  to  supper— all  but  mother,  who  must 
first  put  baby  to  bed.    He  saw  the  china 
figiu-es  on  the  mantelshelf,  and  the  bright 
tin-ware  hanging  to  the  wall,  shining  in 
the  firelight,  beside  the  coloured  almanac- 
sheet  which  would  be  pasted  up  new  that 
night.    All  the  dear  faces  came  before 
him,  one  by  one,  as  in  a  dream ;  and  the 
old  pussy-cat  was  not  forgotten,  licking 
her  whiskers  on  the  hearth  while  she 
patiently  watched   the  liinnl\-  at  their 
meal,  sure  that  her  own  turn  would  come. 
He  could  ahnost  beheve  he  heard  the 
carol-singers  striking  up  "  Xoel !  Noel !  " 
in  the  lane  as  they  tramped  roimd  on 
their  way  to  the  parsonage. 

"All  nonsense.  Jack!  "  the  boy  spoke 
out  abruptly,  jumping  to  his  feet  like  one 
who  woiild  shake  away  cbowsiness.  "  The 
sun  doesn't  set  in  England  for  hours  yet, 
they  tell  me.  It  will  be  broad  day  light 
there,  and  hard  frost  as  lilie  as  not,  or 
pouring  rain  maybe.  Well,  gi-^-e  me 
the  dullest  '  smothering '  day  in  Suffolli, 
better  than  this  everlasting' fine  weather 
that's  good  for  nothing  but  all  kinds  of 
flies,  and  fleas  the  most  harmless  of  them. 
Jack  !  " 

Here  it  gi-ew  darker,  till  the  moon 
peeped  out,  bright  and  large,  over  the 
mango  grove.  For  all  Jack's  efl'orts  to 
force  his  thoughts  back  into  common 
sense,  he  let  himself  fall  a-starmg  at  the 
bright  Indian  moon,  as  if  he  saw  turnip- 
fields  and  oak  copses  in  its  horns.  Now 
a  strain  of  real  music  reached  his  ears. 
It  was  the  band  of  the  sepoy  regiment 
practising,  or  performmg  over  at  the  mess- 
house.  And  what  sh"onld  these  black 
feUo-n-s  be  playmg  but  oiu-  own  "  Home, 


?  sweet  home !  "  which  in  his  present  fit 
1  of  the  dumps  had  almost  brought  tears 
■    into  Jack's  eyes. 

'  "  Never  mind — it  is  only  three  more 
1  years,  and  then  hey  for  Old  England  !  " 
!  he  said,  half  to  himself  and  half  to  the 
dog.  "  Wouldn't  you  like  to  be  back  at 
the  cottage,  Jack,  looking  ugly  at  old 
pussy,  as  you  used  to  do — don't  you 
remember  ?  " 

For  answer,  the  other  Jack  moved 
away  with  a  growl,  and  shrank  back  into 
the  shadow  of  the  verandah. 

"  Don't  be  cross,  old  fellow  !  I'll  fetch 
a  light  to  scare  away  the  snakes,  and  you 
and  I  will  have  a  little  walk  before  you 
go  to  bed." 

But  the  dog  was  behaving  so  peculiarly 
that  Jack  turned  round  to  see  what  might 
be  exciting  him  to  such  suspicious  un- 
easiness. What  was  this — two  hot  eyes 
glaring  throiigh  the  darkness  !  Before 
the  boy  could  move  or  cry  out.  something 
enormous  sprang  past  him,  lighting  on 
the  verandah  with  a  thump  that  shook 
the  house.  There  was  a  sudden  stifled 
yelp,  a  short  struggle,  and  away  went  the 
huge  creature,  carrying  off  Jack  into  the  | 
bushes. 

For  a  moment,  the  two-legged  Jack 
stood  spell-bound  and  bewildered,  even 
after  the  house  rang  with  a  shriek  of  | 
alarm  that  brought  all  the  servants  run- 
ning out  of  their  quarters  in  the  com- 
pound; from  inside,  Imoge,  the  butler, 
had  rushed  forward  at  the  noise  on  the 
verandah,  then,  half  dead  with  fright, 
saw  the  panther  disappear  with  its  victim. 
It  was  a  panther,  that  great,  fierce  cat- 
creature  which  has  such  a  sweet  tooth 
for  dogs  in  particular,  and  often  shows 
itself  bold  enough  to  carry  them  away 
from  the  very  doors  of  houses,  so  that 
there  are  said  to  be  villages  in  the  jungle 
where  a  dog  can  hardly  be  kept. 

Only  for  a  moment  Jack  had  stood 
helpless  in  his  confusion.  It  might  be  a 
tiger  for  all  he  knew,  but  he  wouldn't  let  ' 
the  other  Jack  peiisli  witliout  trying  to 
rescue,  or  at  least  avenge  him.  He  flew 
indoors,  knowing  well  where  the  Cap- 
tain's guns  were  kept ;  he  sometimes 
helped  to  clean  them,  and  made  sure  he 
would  be  allowed  to  use  one  on  such  an 
emergency.  What  would  the  Captain 
say  if  he  heard  his  dog  had  been  killed  '? 

Cramming  in  a  coui^le  of  cartridges,  he 
<Iarted  out  again,  past  the  group  of  jab- 
bering natives  huddled  together  in  tlieir 
terror,  and  down  to  the  cactus  hedge, 
beyond  which  he  heard  a  noise  of  tearing 
and  tumbling  and  choking  among  the  dry 
brushwood.  The  hedge  was  so  low  he 
easily  sprang  over  it,  and  a  few  steps 
brought  him  in  sight  of  the  spot  where, 
by  the  moonlight,  a  liuge,  dark  form 
could  be  seen  writhing  with  another  in 
its  clutches,  and  he  recognised  the  voice 
of  the  bulldog,  though  crushed  into  a  sort 
of  angry  sob. 

Jack  hardly  imderstood  what  a  danger- 
ous thing  he  was  doing ;  he  was  too 
much  excited  to  think  even  of  the  risk  of 
shooting  the  Aoii  anything  rather  than 
that  brute  should  carry  liim  away  !  Once, 
twice  he  fired,  the  flasli  dazzling  his  eyes, 
and  the  double  report  half  drowning  a 
groan  of  pain  that  told  he  had  aimed 
straight.  When  the  smoke  had  cleared 
away,  the  panther  was  gone. 

"Jack,  Jack!"  he  shouted,  running 
back  to  the  house  to  get  fresh  cartridg-es. 


"  Not  go — light  making ;  hurra  panther 
bad  beast!"  cried  Imoge;  and  the  other 
servants  flocked  about  him  in  chorus, 
trying  to  keep  him  from  the  madness  of 
following  a  wounded  panther  in  the  dark- 
ness. 

But  Jack  might  not  have  minded  them, 
if  jiist  then  he  had  not  felt  something 
warm  and  moist  on  his  hand,  that  made 
him  start  to  find  the  dog  safe  and 
sound  beside  him,  though  its  white  coat 
was  torn  and  dabbled  with  blood,  and 
instead  of  its  usual  fierce  snai-ling,  it 
whined  gruffly  in  a  tone  which  seemed 
to  admit  something  serious  having  been 
the  matter.  Jack  could  have  kissed  his 
namesake  for  joy.  Only  now  that  he 
found  time  to  think  of  it,  he  began  to  feel 
thankful  the  panther  had  not  taken  a 
fancy  to  himself.  He  did  not  know  yet 
how  fond  panthers  are  of  dogs,  and  how 
few  wild  beasts  will  make  for  men  when 
they  can  get  any  other  game  more  to 
their  taste. 

It  was  all  up  now  with  Jack's  Christmas 
Eve  meditations.  The  whole  neighbour- 
hood had  been  thrown  into  commotion 
by  the  shots.  A  crowd  quickly  gathered. 
Some  of  the  officers  came  hurrying  from 
the  messhouse  to  see  what  might  be 
wrong,  among  them  tlie  Captain,  who  at 
first  burst  out  upon  Jack  for  having  the 
impudence  to  meddle  with  his  guns,  but 
tool;  a  different  tone  wlien  he  heard  how 
it  was. 

Hastily  providing  themselves  with 
arms  and  torches,  a  party  ventured  into 
the  bushes  upon  the  panther's  blood- 
stained trail.  They  soon  came  across  it 
lying  as  dead  as  a  door-nail,  so  lucky  had 
been  one  of  Jack's  shots.  After  all,  the 
panther  turned  out  to  be  a  very  old  one, 
witli  such  worn-out  teeth  that  it  was  no 
wonder  she  had  not  been  able  to  do  much 
harm  to  the  dog,  who,  protected  partly 
also  by  his  spiked  collar,  had  left  the 
marks  of  his  own  fangs  upon  her  throat, 
and  appeared  to  have  made  such  a  good 
fight  of  it  that  .Tack  the  boy  coidd  not  be 
sure  in  taking  the  credit  for  his  friend's 
deliverance.  And  if  Jack  the  dog  had 
quitted  liold  of  his  enem}',  as  a  bulldog 
is  expected  not  to  do,  we  must  remember 
he  had  never  seen  a  panther  before,  and 
mal\e  allowance  for  the  sliock  of  being- 
carried  off'  in  so  surprising  a  fashion,  to 
which  he  was  nowise  accustomed.  Per- 
haps, indeed,  he  had  been  in  more  danger 
from  the  almost  random  shot  whicli  pro- 
bably made  the  panther  let  him  go,  for, 
left  to  themselves,  the  bulldog's  jaws 
might  have  had  the  best  of  it,  while  bullets 
may  hit  an  inch  or  two  from  the  right 
mark,  especiaUy  in  the  dark,  and  with 
such  an  unsteady  target. 

All,  however,  had  ended  luckily,  except 
for  the  panther;  but  in  future  buth  tlie 
Jacks  knew  better  than  to  muse  oi'  snooze 
at  ease  by  moonlight  within  reach  of  cover 
for  a  panther's  spring.  Jack  the  boy  got 
plenty  of  praise  for  his  courage,  and  a 
more  solid  reward  for  the  panther's  skin, 
which  enabled  him  to  send  home  most 
wonderful  Christmas  presents  to  liis 
family  in  Suffolk.  As  for  the  four-legged 
Jack,  he  got  a  good  Christmas  dinner,  if 
ever  a  dog  had  one,  and  seemed  to  enjoy 
it  so  heartily  that  he  could  not  have  been 
much  the  worse  for  his  encounter  with 
that  giant  of  a  cat. 


SMITH,  JR.  MAKES  A  NAME. 

By  Somerville  Gibney. 

SMITH,  Junior,  that  prince  of  pickles. 
Had  got  his  remove  at  last. 
And  out  of  the  Second,  the  "duffers'  "  form 
reckoned. 
Up  into  the  Third  he  passed. 
With  him  "twas  a  great  occasion, 

He  marched  to  his  place  with  pride — 
Eemoves,  you  may  say,  were  not  much  in  his 
way, 

And  therefore  he  put  on  "  side." 

But,  still,  he  was  hardly  certain 

How  long  in  the  form  he'd  stop. 
For  hard-hearted  masters,  and  luckless  dis- 
asters, 

Might  cause  him  again  to  drop. 
And  so  that  the  world  might  know  that 

At  any  rate  there  he'd  been, 
He'd  blazon  his  fame  by  engraving  his  name 

In  letters  that  could  be  seen. 

With  gradus  and  dictionary 

He  artfully  masked  his  tcil. 
Supposed  to  be  working  he  culy  was  shirking. 

And  doing  his  best  to  spoil 
The  desk's  even  glossy  surface. 

As  S  M  I  T  H  grew. 
With  many  a  slip,  and  a  scratch,  and  a  chip — 

His  knife  was  not  always  true. 

The  back  of  the  S  was  broken. 

The  M  was  a  bit  too  tall. 
The  I  was  unsteady,  the  T  was  top-heady. 

And  H  seemed  inclined  to  fall. 
But  Smith  thought  them  rather  nobby. 

And  added  J  r  quite  small. 
Then  up  to  the  brink  he  engulfed  them  in  ink. 

And  went  off  to  jjlay  football. 

Next  morning  he  rubbed  his  optics. 

As  gaily  he  took  his  place. 
His  carving  !  where  was  it  ?  'Twas  wondrous, 
because  it 
Had  certainly  filled  that  space. 
But  now  it  had  gone  in  toto. 

And  never  a  scratch  remained  ; 
How  great  his  surprise  when,  in  pedagogue 
guise. 

The  knowledge  he  sadly  gained. 

"  Smith,  Junior,  come  here  at  once,  sir," 

The  master  in  stern  tones  said, 
"  Your  carving's  delicious  ;  no  doubt  you're 
ambitious 

Of  making  a  name  — instead 
Of  making  it  there,  however. 

And  spoiling  the  desk — for  shame  ! 
You'd  much  better  try  to  win  it  by-and-by 

By  work  on  the  Scroll  of  Fame. 

"  At  present  your  name's  not  famous, 

I  don't  care  to  see  it  there  ; 
I've  had  it  filled  in,  sir,  and  you  for  your  sin 
sir, 

Will  pay  what  it  costs  me,  sir. 
And  this  is  the  bill  they've  sent  me, 

For  trouble  and  time,  you  see  ; 
I'm  sure  that  the  charge  you  will  not  say  is 
large. 

It's  only  just  four-and-three." 

Smith's  face  was  a  grievous  picture. 

He'd  never  a  word  to  say. 
And  what  was  most  trying,  there  is  no 
denying. 
The  four-and-three  he'd  to  pay. 
A  month  he  was  minus  money, 

No  (jnib  nor  no  tuck  had  he  — 
No  more  he  sought  fame  by  engraving  his 
name 

On  desks  ;  he  grew  wise,  you  see  I 
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THE   BUTTERFLY  HUNTERS: 

A    STORY    OF    SCHOOL    AND    COUNTRY  LIFE. 
By  Ashmore  Russan, 

Author  of  "A  Strange  Epidemic,"  •'  The  Last  nf  (he  Great  Aii/.s,"  "  T/ie  Sjieckled  Giuni"  ■•  Thiil  Lilile  Jucbhui:'  etc. 


AFTERNOON  school  at  Aliie  Abbey  was 
over.  Every  boy  in  the  school-room 
was  on  his  feet,  stowing  away  books,  pens, 
pencils,  etc.  Confusion  reigned  where,  one 
minute  previously,  order  had  held  sway. 

"  Don't  forget  the  '  score  book  '  !  " 
shouted  our  old  friend.  Jack  Arundel, 
to  another  old  friend,  Ralph  Funibois, 
adding,  in  a  lower  tone,  "  Wonder  what 
he's  staying  for." 

The  "he"  alluded  to  was  jolly  Dr. 
Richard  Hardridge,  the  "  Old  Dicky"  of 
"  That  little  Jackdaw  "  and  of  the  more 
disrespectful  of  the  jovial  gentleman's 
pupils,  who  had  remained  at  his  desk, 
contrary  to  custom. 

The  Doctor  rose  to  his  feet  He  might 
have  heard  Jack's  remark.  Tapping  the 
desk  with  a  ruler  he  produced  silence,  or 
rather,  to  be  strictly  correct,  less  noise. 
Then,  having  cleared  his  throat,  he  ad- 
dressed the  more  or  less  attentive  boys  as 
follows  : 

•'  This  evening,  in  the  Corn  Exchange, 
at  seven  o'clock,  Mr.  Matthew  Sterne, 
F.R.S.,  F.G.S.,  F.S.A.,  F.Z.S..  will  lecture 
on  the  Lcpidoptera.  The  chair  will  be 
taken  by  my  old  friend.  Dr.  Drysdust, 
F.S.A.,  than  whom  a  greater  authority  on 
the  subject  is  not  to  be  found  in  the 
county.  Those  of  the  senior  boys  who 
would  like  to  hear  the  lecture  may  hand  in 
their  names  to  Mrs.  Hardridge  immedi- 
ately after  tea." 

Having  spoken,  the  Doctor  locked  his 
desk,  buttoned  his  coat  over  his  broad 
chest,  and  left  the  schoolroom. 

"  That's  jolly  !  "  said  Sapington.  "  I 
shall  go.  I  love  leopard  and  tiger  stories. 
I  could  listen  for  a  week." 

"  What  ?  "  cried  Tmi  O'Callaghan, 
facing  Sapington,  his  blue  eyes  twinkling 
with  fan. 

"  Hush  !  "  interrupted  Funibois,  warn- 
ingly.  "  Sappy  said  he  loved  to  hear 
leopard  stories.  So  do  I,"  with  a  wink 
that  Tim  instantly  imderstood. 

"  I  hope  he'll  have  something  to  say 
about  bears,  too,"  continued  the  innocent 
Sapington.  "  A  good  bear  story's  as  jolly 
as  a  tiger's." 

"I  suppose  you  mean  a  tale  of  a  tiger," 
corrected  Jack.  "  A  story -teUing  tiger 
would  be  a  curiosity.  I  hardly  think 
beai's  are  included  in  the  Lepidoptera, 
but  I  fancy  Mr.  Sterne  will  have  some- 
thing to  say  about  a  tiger.  Perhaps  if 
you  were  to  request  the  Doctor  to  ask  the 
lecturer  to  include  bears  he  would  do  so." 

"Do  you  think  he  would?"  asked 
Sapington,  eagerly. 

"  Perhaps.    Ask  him  and  see." 

"  I  don't  think  I  would  like  to.  It 
would  be  joUy  to  hear  a  gentleman  with 
such  a  lot  of  letters  after  his  name  speak 
about  bears  ;  he  would  be  sure  to  know  no 
end  of  good  stories ;  but  if  tliey  don't 

belong  to  the  Lepi  what  is  it  ?  he 

might  laugh  if  he  were  asked  to  include 
them." 


CHAPTER  I. — DR.  DRYSDUST  TAKES  THE  CHAIR. 

I      "  Shure  now  I'm  thinking  he'd  roar." 
I   said  Tim,  turning  aside  to  conceal  his 
expressive   comitenance   and  the  broad 
grin  that  adorned  it. 

"  What  are  you  laughing  at  ?  "  asked 
Muggins  major,  strolling  up  in  his  usual 
conceited  fashion,  "  What  is  it,  Tim  ?  " 

Muggins  major  strongly  objected  to  be 
left  out  in  the  cold  wlien  fun  was  in  the 
air.  He  liked  to  know  the  why  and 
wherefore  of  everything;  also  to  put  in 
his  oar,  generally  %  very  clumsy  one,  and 
figuratively  much  given  to  crab-catching. 

"  Oh,  Sappy  here  is  vexed  because  the 
lecturer  won't  be  able  to  include  bears  in 
the  Lcpidoptera  "  replied  Tim  ;  adding, 
with  a  sly  wink,  "  Sappy  isn't  satisfied 
with  leopards  and  tigers." 

Now  Muggins  major  was  no  better 
informed  than  Sapington.  He,  also,  was 
ignorant  of  the  fact  that  Lepidoptera  was 
the  scientific  name  of  butterflies  and 
moths.  But  he  was  not  going  to  show 
his  ignorance  by  asking  questions.  He, 
like  Sapington,  liad  a  dim  notion  that 
Lepidoptera  and  leopards  were  synony- 
mous terms,  and  had  Tim  explained 
without  winking,  he  would  have  been 
convinced  that  his  surmise  was  correct. 
That  wink,  however,  gave  him  pause. 
It  was  the  ice-crack  which  warned  him 
to  take  heed  where  he  skated.  It  caused 
him  to  reflect,  to  put  on  his  considering 
cap,  and  rack  his  cranium  for  a  Latin 
root — with  a  rather  funny  result. 

"  Sappy's  an  ass  !  "  he  said,  with  a 
conceited  smile  and  waggle  of  his  head. 
"  I  don't  believe  there's  another  boy  in 
the  school  that  doesn't  know  that  bears 
I  and  hares  are  of  a  different  family." 
i  Jack  Arundel  turned  away  his  head.  So 
did  Tim  O'Callaghan.  So  did  not  Ralph 
Funibois. 

"  I  don't  believe  there  is,"  said  that 
young  gentleman,  gravely.  "  By  the  bye, 
Mug,  where  did  you  get  yom-  informa- 
tion ■?    Have  you  been  to  a  dictionary  ?  " 

"  A  dictionary  !  "  cried  Muggins,  scorn- 
fully ;  "  what  do  you  take  me  for  ?  Do 
you  think  I  don't  know  that  Lcpus  is  a 
hare,  and  that  Lepidoptera.  is  derived 
from  it,  and  means  the  hare  family  ?  " 

A  roar  of  laughter,  in  which  Sapington 
joined,  was  the  immediate  reply  to  Mug- 
gins major's  questions. 

Muggins  blushed  to  the  roots  of  his 
hair.  He  knew  he  had  put  his  foot  in  it, 
somewhere,  but  was  by  no  means  sure  ef 
the  direction,  or  the  depth  of  the  hole 
into  which  he  had  inserted  his  pedal  ex- 
tremity. 

"  I  wouldn't  speak  scornfully  of  your 
Latin  dictionary  if  I  were  you,"  said 
•lack,  still  laughing.  "You  don't  know 
it  by  heart,  yet.  Hadn't  you  better  look 
into  it  ■?  " 

"  Shure,    now,    I  thought  Lepi  " 

began  Tim,  but  a  warning  glance  from 
.Jack  brought  him  to  a  sudden  stop. 

Tim  evidently  intended  to  say  that  he 


tliouglit  the  terai  Lcpidopirra  wp.s  de-l 
rived  from  the  Greek,  .l.ick,  however,! 
had  divined  his  intention  and  nipped  iti 
in  the  bud. 

Muggins  major  sneaked  to  his  desk, 
and,  unobserved,  pocketed  a  small  dic- 
tionary, which  he  carried  upstairs.  As 
soon  as  he  had  gone  Fimibois  took  Sap- 
ington by  the  shoulders  and  proceeded  to' 
lecture  him. 

"Sappy,"  he  said,  "you  laughed  wheiv 
Mug  made  a  donkey  of  himself.  Don't 
you  know  it  is  very  wrong  to  laugh  at 
another's  ignorance?  Don't  you  know' 
that  it  was  your  duty  to  put  him  right  in 
a  gentlemanly  manner,  and  without  any 
parade  of  your  own  superior  knowledge  ? 
Now,  Sappy,  perhaps  you'll  tell  us  why 
you  laughed  ?  " 

"  Well,  Muggins  pretends  to  know 
everything,  and  it's  joUy  to  see  him 
taken  down  a  peg." 

"  So  it  is.  I  suppose  we  may  take  it 
that  you  laughed  because  Mut;  didn't 
know  that  Lcpridopitera  was  the  scientific 
name  of  leopards  and  leopardesses.  It 
was  wrong  of  you.  Sappy.  You  forgot 
that  you  wanted  to  include  bears." 

"  Well,  I  don't  pretend  to  know  every- 
thing." 

"  No,  and  it  wouldn't  be  of  any  use  if 
you  did.  Look  here.  Sappy,  the  Doctor 
is  in  the  garden.  I  saw  him  pass  the 
window.  Go  to  hun,  and  ask  him  to  re- 
quest Mr.  Sterne  to  gi-\-e  us  a  few  bear 
stories.  Say  you  know  that  bears  aren't 
included  in  the  leopard  family,  hut  you 
thought,  if  the  Doctor  asked,  the  lecturer 
might  tell  you  something  about  them." 

"  All  right,"  said  Sapington,  putting 
on  his  hat,  and  leaving  the  schoolroom  in 
search  of  the  Doctor,  followed,  at  a  cer- 
tam  distance,  by  Jack,  Tim.  and  Funi- 
bois, who  were  desirous  to  witness  the 
fim. 

Dr.  Hardridge  never  discouraged  in- 
quisitiveness  if  he  approved  of  the  object. 
Nothing  pleased  him  better  than  to  see 
his  boys  anxious  for  information,  and  he 
was  never  too  busy  to  answer  their  ques- 
tions. Hence  Sapington  had  no  reason 
to  fear  a  curt  reply. 

He  fotmd  the  Doctor  in  the  garden, 
and  went  straight  to  him. 

"Well?  "  said  the  pedagogue,  kindly. 

"  It's  about  the  lecture,  sir." 

"  Yes." 

"I  thought  the  gentleman  would  say 
something  about  bears  if  you  asked  him." 

"  Dear  me  !  About  bears  !  This  is 
very  extraordmary.  Why  about  bears, 
boy?" 

"  I  like  bear  stories,  sir.'' 
"  Do  you  ?  Dear  me  '.  You  like  bear 
stories,  and  you  want  the  lecturer  to 
tell  you  some.  Mr.  Sterne  is  certainly  a 
Fellow  of  the  Zoolo.gical  Society,  but  I 
hardly  thinlj;  he  would  care  to  speak 
about  bears  in  a  lecture  on  the  Lcpidop- 
tera.   Whv  do  vou  think  he  would  ?  " 

WeU,  sir, 


A  Full-dress  Rehearsal. 
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'■  Well,  sir,  I  thought  as  he  would  be 
telling  us  about  leopards  and  tigers  he 
wouldji't  mind  saying  sometliing  about 
bears." 

The  Doctor  discontinued  his  search 
fifter  a  cabbage  caterpillar,  whose  track 
he  had  discovered,  and  seized  Sapington 
■by  the  arm. 

I/eopards  and  tigers  !  "'  he  cried. 
"  Do  you  see  these  holes  in  this  cabbage- 
leaf  ■?  "  pointing  to  the  green-heart  he  had 
been  examining. 

'•  Y — es,  sir,"  faltered  Sapington. 

"  Do  you  know  what  caused  them  '?  " 

"  Yes,  sir  ;  a  caterpillar." 

"  Find  it.  Your  eyes  are  sharper  than 
mine." 

Sapington  dropped  on  his  knees  and 
■opened  the  cabbage  leaves.  Presently 
he  discovered  the  marauder,  a  caterpillar 
with  a  green  back,  covered  with  black 
points,  and  yellowish  sides,  which  he  gave 
to  the  Doctor, 

"Thank  you,"  said  the  kindly  old 
gentleman.  "  Now,  Sapington,  this  is  the 
caterpillar  of  the  common  white,  or  large 
garden  white  bntterHy.  It  is  a  member 
of  the  family  t  f  Lfpidoptera — or,  rather,  it 
would  be  if  1  allowed  it  to  become  a 
Sb;itterfly,  which,  as  it  has  helped  itself  to 
inv  cabbage,  I  shall  not  do.  Do  yow  trace 
any  resemblance  between  this  creeping 
thing  and  a  leopard  ?  ' ' 

The  abashed  and  astonished  Sapington 
did  not,  and  said  so. 

"  Very  good.  Now  listen  to  me.  Mr. 
Sterne  will  not  lecture  upon  leopards,  but 
on  butterflies  and  moths,  of  which  the 
seientitic  name  is  Lepidojitera,  which 
means  '  scaly-wings,'  derived  from  Lejns, 
<jreek  for  a  '  scale,'  and  ^J^c'^,  meaning 
'  wings,"  in  the  same  language.  Now  go, 
ami  write  out  the  term,  and  the  words 
from  which  it  is  derived,  a  dozen  times. 
That  will  assist  you  to  retain  it  in  your 
memory." 

As  Sapington  hurried  away,  the  Doctor 
gave  his  thoughts  speecli. 

'•  Dear  me  !  what  an  extraordinary 
idea  !  Lepidoptera,  leopards  and  tigers  ! 
Ha,  ha,  ha !  And  he  wanted  beai's  in- 
cluded. Ha,  ha,  ha  !  I'll  tell  Drysdust. 
It  will  amuse  him." 

Having  thus  relieved  his  feelings,  the 
Doctor  resumed  his  search  for  exception- 
ally late  Lepidoptera,  larva,  whose  chief 
business  in  life  is  eating  green  stutf,  a  by 
110  means  satisfactory  diet  for  leopards. 

Outside  the  garden  gate  Sapington  was 
confronted  by  the  three  conspirators. 

"  Ai-e  we  to  have  the  bears  to-night  ?  " 
Jack  asked. 

'•  Can't  you  see  the  answer  in  his  face  ?  " 
laughed  Funibois.  "  The  expression  it 
hears  is  a  negative.  What  did  he 
say?" 

"Gave  me  an  imposition,"  replied  Sap- 
ington, surlily. 

■■  That's  too  bad.  I  hope  it  won't  de- 
t;iin  you  so  long  that  you'll  be  unable  to 
hear  the  bear  stories.  If  it  does,  you 
must  grm  and  hear  it,  Sappy.  What 
\vA\e  you  got  to  do  '?  " 

"  Write  out  Lepi  what  is  it  ?  and 

two  Greek  words,  fearer,  a  scale,  and 
leapus,  wings,  a  dozen  times." 

"  Very  interesting,  I  am  sure,"  rejoined 
Funibois.  "  When  you  have  done  it, 
Lring  it  to  me.  '  Lepi,  what  is  it '?  ' 
'  tearer  '  and  '  leapus  '  will  look  well  on 
paper.  Hullo  !  here's  Muggins.  Have 
you  looked  in  the  dictionai-y.  Mug  '?  " 


"  Yes,  I  have,"  was  the  reply. 

"  Did  you  find  Lepidoptera  ?  " 

"  No ;  and  I  don't  believe  it's  a  word 
at  all.  The  nearest  is  an  adjective, 
lepidus—T^miiy,  quick,  charming." 

"  And  isn't  that  a  good  enough  root  ? 
You're  as  blind  as  a  bat.  Mug.  Mr. 
Sterne  is  going  to  lecture  on  pretty 
things — pretty  things  that  fly — and  you 
ought  to  have  known  it  ?  " 

"  That  will  do,"  interrupted  Jack. 
"  We  are  very  clever,  some  of  us ;  Init 
if  it  hadn't  been  for  the  Tiger  moth  I 
caught,  and  Tim's  old  book  on  Natural 
History,  we  should  have  been  just  about 
as  wise  as  Mug  and  Sappy." 

Which  was  true. 

During  a  ramble  over  Hey  ward's  Hill 
Jack  had  caught  a  very  beautiful  nroth, 
which  he  had  taken  home.  The  next 
step  was  to  discover  its  name.  A  peruKai 
of  Tim's  "  ould  book"  revealed  it,  and 
also  imparted  the  knowledge  that  said 
Tiger  luotii  belonged  to  the  family  of 
Lepidoptera. 

Hence  t!ie  superior  scientific  knowledge 
of  Tim,  Jack,  and  Funibois. 

After  tea,  about  a  score  boys  handed  in 
their  names  to  Mrs.  Hardridge,  and  Sap- 
ington his  imposition  to  the  Doctor. 

The  old  gentleman  read  it,  and  put  it 
in  his  pocket,  chuckling  : 

"  Dear  me  !  what  a  bad  memory  that 
boy  has  !  I'll  show  this  to  Drysdust.  A 
laugh  will  do  him  good." 

At  ten  minutes  to  seven  the  doctor 
entered  the  Corn  Exchange  with  his 
charges.  The  chainuau.  Dr.  Drysdust, 
was  on  the  platfoi-ni,  a  tempoi'aiy  one, 
awaiting  the  lecturer,  who  had  not  arrived. 
Seeing  his  old  friend,  Dr.  Hardridge,  he 
descended  to  the  floor  of  the  Exchange. 

A  little  dried-up  man,  clad  in  a  rusty 
dress-snit,  plentifully  besprinkled  with 
snuft',  ho  looked  for  all  the  world  as  if 
the  last  twenty  years  of  his  life  had  been 
passed  in  a  butterfly  cabinet.  Indeed,  it 
did  not  require  a  very  high  flight  of  im- 
agination to  picture  the  long,  strong,  small- 
headed  pin  by  which  he  had  been  fixed 
to  the  cork.  Now  don't  imagine  him  a 
"  Camberwell  BeaiTty,"  or  other  gem. 
He  was  a  "Dingy  Skipper,"  of  which 
butterfly  the  following  is  r  truthfirl  descrip- 
tion :  "  Colour,  dull  grey-brown,  with 
confused  bands  of  darker  brown ;  near 
the  border  of  the  wings  a  row  of  dingy 
white  dots;  size,  small." 

"Ah,  Doctor,  how  d'ye  do  ?  "  said  the 
"  Dingy  Skipper,"  holding  out  his  hand, 
which  the  Doctor  grasped  warmly.  "De- 
lighted to  see  that  you  take  an  interest 
in  the  hobby  of  my  life  — I  might  say  the 
work  of  my  life.  Brought  some  of  the 
bo,ys,  too  ?  Glad  to  see  you,  boys.  Hope 
you  will  go  home  enthusiastic  bntterri\- 
collectors.  Y'"ou  will  find  tlie  ])ursuit 
more  interesting  than  Euclid.  Ahem  !  a 
\ery  good  audience — very  good,  indeed. 
Mr.  Sterne  will  be  pleased  witli  his 
audience — very  pleased,  indeed.  Take  a 
pinch,  Doctor  "  proffering  his  sinili'-box, 
in  which  a  tonquin  bean  lovingly  n-posed, 
"  No  ■?  ah,  I  forgot ;  you  don't  snuff.  I 
do,"  extracting  as  much  of  the  titillating 
mixture  as  would  lie  on  a  sixpence, 
balancing  it  on  the  broad  part  of  his 
thximb,  and  dexterously  conveying  it  up 
his  nostrils  without  spilling  more  than 
one-third  of  its  bullc  on  his  anything  but 
snowy  shirt-front.  "  Ah,  here  is  the 
lectvrer;  excuse  me." 


Dr.  Drysdust  hurried  away  to  greet 
the  learned  Fellow  of  many  Societies, 
and  Dr.  Hardridge  turned  his  attention 
to  the  "  very  good  audience." 

"  Farmers,  their  wives,  and  children, 
chiefly,"  he  munmired.  "Dear  me!  I 
wonder  how  many  are  wiser  than  Sap- 
ington. Ah,  Mr.  Fallowjands,  how  d'ye 
do?"  shaking  hands  with  a  hearty-look- 
ing gentleman  whose  red  face  and  attire 
were  racy  of  the  soil.  "  So  you 
come  to  hear  the  lecture  ?  " 

"  We  be  all  come,"  returned  the  farmer. 
"  You  see,  doctor,  we've  bin  a  bit  curious 
to  know  what  it's  about.  Some  says  it's 
leopards.  Some  says  it's  a  new  sheep- 
wash.  Then  there's  some  as  will  have  it 
that  it's  a  new  trefoil  or  sanfoin  thai 
grows  four  feet  high." 

"Ha,  ha,  ha!"  laughed  the  Doctor". 
"  How  extraordinary  !  But  what  do  you 
think,  Mr.  Fallowlands  ?  " 

"  Oh,  my  Joe  asked  the  curate,  so  I 
know  suinmat  about  it.  I  reckon  the 
Liinnon  gentleman  has  come  to  tell  us 
how  to  get  rid  of  the  plagu\-  turmit  [turnip] 

fly." 

The  Doctor  loosened  his  neckcloth.  He 
was  in  some  danger  of  choking.  Fortu- 
nately the  appearance  on  the  platform  of 
the  cliairman  and  the  lecturer  prevented 
an\  further  conversation  with  Mr.  Fallow- 
lands,  or  the  joke-loving  Doctor  might 
ha\  e  had  a  fit  of  apoplexy. 

Mr.  Sterne  was  a  pompous  gentleman, 
a  head  and  shoulilers  taller  than  l)r.  Drys- 
dust, and  about  twice  his  weiglit.  No- 
thing of  the  "Dingy  Skipper"  about  hiiu. 
He  rather  resembled  a  "  I'urple  Emperor," 
not  in  a  glass  case  with  a  pin  stuck  through 
it ;  but  throned  high  on  a  lofty  oak,  the 
favoui'ite  haunt  of  its  kind. 

Dr.  Drysdust  immediately  stepped  for- 
ward to  introduce  the  lecturer,  whieli  he 
did  with  a  vengeance. 

"Ladies  and  gentlemen,"  he  said,  tap - 
pmg  his  beloved  snuff-box  with  his 
withered  fingers  to  fix  the  attention  of 
the  audience.'  "  It  is  my  pleasurable 
duty  to  introduce  to  you  Mr.  Matthe\\' 
Sterne,  Fellow  of  the  Koyal  Society, 
Fellow  of  the  Geogi'aphical  Society, 
Fellow  of  the  Society  of  Antiquaries—  of 
which  Society  I  also  have  the  honour  to 
be  a  Fellow — and  Fellow  of  the  Zoological 
Society,"  lingering  lovingly  over  the 
lecturer's  Fellowships,  the  initials  of 
which  had  sorely  puzzled  and  somewhat 
awed  the  bucolic  audience. 

"Mr.  Sterne,"  he  continued,  taking  a 
very  large  puich  of  snutt'  to  emphasise  his 
words,  "  is  a  gentleman  whose  attainments 
have  won  him  gi-eat  and  ^\-ell-deserved 
eminence  in  the  scientific  world." 

Here  the  lectm-er  smiled  and  bowed. 
Flattery,  even  from  a  "  Dingy  Skipper,"  is 
pleasing.  Here,  too,  the  agricultural  part 
of  the  audience  stamped  its  collective  feet 
upon  the  floor,  a  tribute  to  the  eminence 
attained  bj'  the  much  be-feUowed  gentle- 
man. 

"  Before  om'  learned  fi'iend  commences 
his  lecture."  contmued  the  chairman, 
"I  would  like  to  say  a  few  words.  I 
ha^-e  spent  the  greater  part  of  my  life  in 
the  pursuit  oi  Lepido2>tcra  " 

"Hear,  hear!  HurraJ\ !  "  from  Mr. 
Fallowlands,  with  the  "  plaguy  turmit 
fly"  on  his  brain.  Indeed,  the  farmer 
was  delighted  to  hear  that  the  turnip 
fly,  the  bane  of  his  life,  had  an  inveterate 
and  relentless  foe  in  Dr.  Drvsdust. 


During  the  interruption  the  chairman 
took  another  pinch  of  snuft',  ami  resumed : 

"  I  have  brought  several  cases  of  speci- 
mens to  assist  our  learned  friend  " 

Here  the  lecturer  bowed  again. 

"  Thi5,"  and  Dr.  Drysdust  lifted  up  a 
case,  which,  to  the  audience,  appeared  to 
contain  several  rows  of  bunches  of  brown 
rags — "  This  is  a  case  of  RJwpaloccra.  It 
contains  specimens  of  every  family  of 
Bhopalocera,  including  PapiliDnidce, 
Nijynplialidce,    Erijcinidcs,  Lycainidce, 


and  HesperidcF,  with  many  of  their  sub- 
families. Now,  I  would  like  to  say  a  few 
words  about  these  families,  which,  I  need 
not  inform  you,  are  aU  embraced  in  the 
term  Lepidoptera." 

Tht.-eupon  Dr.  Drysdust  let  himself 
go  in  scientific  language,  hardly  a  word 
of  which  coidd  the  gi'eat  majority  of  the 
audience  iinderstand.  He  dissected  the 
Diurnal  Lepidoptera  [butterflies],  the 
Nocturnnl  [moths],  and  explained  every- 
thing connected  therewith.    He  told  the 


audience  all  he  knew  about  the  Epheme- 
ridcB  and  Lami^yridce,  and  used  none  but 
scientific  terms.  The  agriculturists,  trades- 
men, and  schoolboys  present,  sat  with 
open  mouths  and  swallowed  the  scientific 
flood,  but,  not  being  entomologists,  it 
was  so  much  Sanscrit  to  them.  ^VlR:'n 
his  voice  failed  him,  and  not  before,  I)r. 
Drysdust  paused,  and  his  gaze  fell  upon 
the  lecturer,  boiling  over  with  rage — as 
well  he  might  be. 

{To  bp  cotitiniipd.) 
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P.\ET  V. 

CHAPTER  III.— OBJECTS  WORTH  NOTICE,  AND  GENERAL  DETAILS. 


I HAVE,  now  given  instructions  as  to  mount- 
ing the  objects  when  you  have  them,  but, 
as  the  cookery  biok  of  former  days  says — 
'•First  catch  your  hare" — and  as  many  of 
my  readers  will  not  liave  much  idea  as  to 
what  sort  of  obj;'  -t^  they  are  to  look  for,  I 
propose  now  to  give  them  one  or  two  hints, 
though  to  cover  the  whole  subject  I  should 
have  to  write  a  large  volume. 

The  first  thing  to  consider,  however,  is 
how  to  use  the  microscope  when  you  have 
got  it.  As  soon  as  it  arrives  you  will  want 
to  be  looking  at  something  through  it,  but 
will  probably  find  considerable  difficulty  in 
getting  the  object  to  appear  at  all.  Some 
excellent  directions  for  a  beginner  are  given 
by  Dr.  Lionel  Beale,  and  from  them  I  select 
the  following  notes  for  your  guidance. 

Place  the  microscope  on  the  table,  and 
a  lamp  or  candle  in  front  of  it.  Turn  the 
mirror  underneath  the  "  stage,"  as  the  support 
for  the  slide  is  called,  out  of  the  way,  and 
either  let  the  back  of  it  be  under  the  object- 
glass,  or  place  some  thin  black  and  opaque 
object  to  take  the  place  of  a  glass  slip.  On 
this,  and  under  the  object-glass,  place  a  dry 
cvumb  of  bread  the  size  of  a  pin's  head.  The 
condensing  glass  has  now  to  be  so  adjusted 
that  the  rays  from  the  lamp  in  front  are 
concentrated  on  the  crumb  of  bread,  which 
will  thus  be  brilliantly  lighted  up.  Now 
screw  the  body  of  the  microscope  up  and 
down  till  the  object  is  seen  distinctly.  The 
crumb  of  bread  is  in  this  case  viewed  by  re- 
flected light,  and  only  its  surface  is  visible. 

Now  turn  away  the  condensing  glass  (these 
are  generally  fixed  to  the  front  of  the  micro- 
scope, or  it  may  be  on  a  separate  stand)  and 
turn  the  mirror  round,  so  that  the  light  from 
the  lamp  is  retieoted  through  the  crumb  of 
bread  placed  on  a  glass  slip.  It  will  now  be 
indistinctly  visible,  being  nearly  opaque.  The 
next  thing  to  do  is  to  render  it  transparent. 
Take  a  penknife  and  break  up  the  crumb 
into  several  smaller  pieces  ;  some  of  these 
will  be  fairly  transparent  and  permit  their 
structure  to  be  well  seen,  but  the  majority 
still  seem  rather  indistinct.  Remove  the 
slide  from  the  stage  and  place  a  little  water 
on  the  crumbs,  and  over  them  a  thin  cover- 
f?lass.  When  the  crumbs  have  soaked  for  a 
few  minutes  a  slight  tap  or  two  on  the  cover 
■will  crush  them  and  make  them  spread  out. 
Now  examine  them  again  by  transmitted 
light  (i.e.  with  the  aid  of  the  mirror  under- 
neath), and  you  will  find  that  they  are  now 
far  more  transparent  than  before,  when  they 
were  examined  in  air,  the  reason  being  that 
the  refractive  power  of  the  water  approaches 
more  nearly  to  that  of  the  starch  granules,  of 
which  you  will  see  numbers. 

You  can  now  proceed  to  examine  very  thin 
shavings  of  deal  or  of  cedar  pencil,  a  l)it  of 
blotting-paper,  a  piece  of  cotton  or  linen 
scraped  as  fine  as  possible,  a  minute  pinch 


of  flour,  ordinary  starch,  common  pepper, 
cayenne  pepper,  powdered  mustard,  A'c, 
in  the  same  way  as  the  breadcrumbs,  allow- 
ing them  to  soak  in  a  drop  of  water  for  an 
hour  or  more,  if  necessary,  so  that  they  may 
be  transparent  right  through.  You  will  find 
abundance  to  occupy  yourself  with  for  a 
whole  morning  without  moving  out  of  the 
room  ;  and  if  the  work  is  intelligently  done 
you  will  be  considerably  wiser  at  the  end  of 
the  morning  than  you  were  at  the  beginning. 

Other  simple  objects  are  moist  tea-leaves, 
very  thin  sections  of  potato  and  its  peel,  the 
skin  and  interior  of  an  orange,  lemon,  or 
other  fruit,  pieces  of  rhubarb,  cabbage,  and 
other  vegetables. 

Dr.  Beale  reconnnends  different  kinds  of 
i  jam  to  be  examined,  and  preserved  fruits. 
Owing  to  long  maceration  in  syrup  the  vege- 
table tissues  contained  in  thoni  are  beauti- 
fully transparent,  and  suited  for  observation 
in  the  microscope.  The  spiral  vessels  and 
woody  or  cellular  tissues  can  be  easily 
obtained  by  this  means,  and  the  minute 
structure  of  the  difi'erent  vegetable  tissues 
most  clearly  made  out.  You  must  work  with 
a  book,  however,  or  you  will  hardly  under- 
stand all  you  see  in  the  new  world  to  which 
your  microscope  has  introduced  you.  "  Half- 
hours  with  the  Microscope,"  is  a  capital  little 
book  for  its  size,  and  has  admirable  illustra- 
tions by  Tuffen  West.  It  was  published  by  E. 
Hardwicke,  and  can  be  got  now  from  Chatto 
and  Windus,  Piccadilly. 

One  caution  is  to  be  observed.  Don't  work 
too  long  at  a  time  with  the  microscope.  It  is 
fatiguing  to  the  eyes  and  may  cause  injury  to 
them.  You  can  easily  learn  to  keep  both 
eyes  open  when  observing ;  and  this  is  pre- 
ferable, as  it  rests  the  eyes.  Learn  also  to 
use  both  eyes  independently,  so  as  to  rest  one 
while  using  the  other.  Of  course,  if  you  are 
so  sumptuous  as  to  go  in  for  a  "  binocular  " 
microscope,  both  eyes  will  be  employed  all 
the  time.  Dr.  Beale  recommends  that  one 
should  not  work  for  a  period  of  each  day 
regularly,  but  alternate  days,  till  the  eyes  get 
accustomed  to  the  work.  When  you  find  that 
external  objects  are  not  seen  so  distinctly 
directly  the  eye  is  withdrawn  from  the  micro- 
scope, stop  working  and  go  and  do  something 
else  for  some  time.  These  ca.uti6ns  are  by 
no  means  unnecessary,  as  it  is  most  absorb- 
ing work  for  those  who  are  fond  of  it,  and 
too  great  a  persistence  in  disregarding  the 
warnings  of  nature  may  end  in  seriously 
damaging  the  sight  if  naturally  weak. 

Now  for  a  few  hints  as  to  what  to  look  at. 
There  is  so  vast  a  field  open  before  you  that 
my  courage  fails  me  when  I  think  of  giving 
advice  on  a  subject  with  which  I  could  fill  the 
"  Boy's  Own  Paper  "  annual  volume  with  ease ; 
but  one  or  two  objects  specially  woi-th  notice 
I  may  mention  here,  in  order  to  lead  you  on 
to  the  right  tracks  to  find  more  for  yourselves. 


Of  animal  organisms  insects  lend  them- 
selves especially  to  one's  notice,  being  of  a 
suitable  size  and  easily  procured — only  don't 
slaughter  them  needlessly,  but  try  and  learn 
something  definite  from  those  you  make  use 
of.  The  microscope  will  let  you  in  for  an 
enormous  amount  of  work  in  this  quarter. 
Do  you  want  to  know  how  a  bee  stings  ? 
Your  microscope  will  tell  you,  and  under  it 
you  will  find  the  organ  which  produces  such 
an  uncomfortable  sensation  for  so  long  a 
time  to  look  very  much  like  fig.  7. 

In  this  picture,  a  represents  the  tube  in 
which  the  poison  wl  ich  causes  the  stinging 
sensation  is  secreted  until  it  is  required  for 
use  and  defence,  for  which  purpose  it  is  held 
ready  in  the  bag  b ;  c  represents  the  sheath 
of  the  sting,  in  which  it  is  preserved  from 
danger  till  the  time  comes  for  action,  when 
the  poison  passes  down  the  hollow  canal 
between  the  lancets  and  enters  the  hole  made 


Fig.  7.— Stixg  oP  Hoxey-Bee. 
a.  Poison-secreting  tube,  b,  Poisou  bag.  c,  Slieath. 
rf,  One  of  the  lancets,   e,  Tip  of  lancet  more  enlarged. 

by  them.  At  d  is  seen  a  lancet  entire,  and 
at  e  the  same  lancet  more  enlarged,  only  the 
tip  of  it  being  given.  Y'ou  will  probably  have 
heard  that  while  a  wasp  may  sting  you  ma-ny 
times,  a  bee  can  only  do  so  once,  if  the  sting 
is  really  inserted  in  the  flesh.  If  you  look  at 
the  barb  c  in  the  above  picture  you  will 
easily  understand  why  this  should  be  so. 
The  barb  is  furnished  with  points  projecting 
backwards  up  the  sting,  and  these  form  no 
obstacle  to  its  entering  the  skin,  but  with- 
drawing it  is  a  difi'erent  matter,  for,  of 
course,  the  points  will  stick  in  the  surround- 
ing flesh  and  resist  the  withdrawal  of  the 
sting,  which  is  therefore  frequentlj'  left  be- 
hind, and  has  to  be  got  out  by  the  recipient 
of  the  bee's  unsolicited  generosity.  In  the  case 
of  the  wasp  the  barbs  are  also  present,  and 
may  cause  the  death  of  the  insect  by  the 
withdrawal  of  its  sting,  which  almost  always 
happens  in  the  case  of  the  bee. 

{To  be  con'inucd.) 


156 


A  FEW  HINTS  FOR  HANDY  BOYS. 


ONsiDERiNG  the  ti'ouble  there  often  is  to  get 
a  small  job  of  work  done  for  you  by  a  profes- 
sional workman,  it  is  a  wonder  so  many 
persons  put  up  with  the  inconvenience  and 
loss  of  time  and  temper,  when,  with  a  little 
care,  they  could  easily  do  the  work  for  them- 
selves ;  and  you  know  the  old  adage  about 
"  doing  a  thing  for  yourself  if  you  want  it 
done  well." 

Workmen  and  shopkeepers  are  generally 
very  ready  to  promise,  but  they  cannot  always 
perform. 

Being  without  a  lathe,  a  friend  of  mine 
called  on  a  wood-turner  some  time  ago,  and 
asked  hhn  to  turn  up  a  small  ring  in  black 
ebony  to  the  same  size  of  a  sample  one  he 
took  with  him. 

The  job  was  one  that  would  take  about 
half  an  hour,  and  my  friend  naturally  thought 
he  could  have  it  that  afternoon.  The  man, 
after  carefully  inspecting  it,  promised  faith- 
fully it  should  be  ready  in  two  days.  "  Couldn't 
get  it  done  before  then,"  said  he,  "  I'm  too 
busy." 

So  my  friend  left  it  to  be  made  ;  and,  on 
calling  again  in  dne  course,  found  the  shop 
in  charge  of  the  assistant,  who  knew  nothing 
about  the  matter.  The  following  day  the 
wood-turner  was  there,  and  was  extremely 
sorry  ;  it  was  not  ready,  but  would  get  it 
done  next  day  without  fail. 

The  next  day  found  my  friend  at  the  shop 
again. 

"  Look  here  !  "  said  the  shopman,  "  I  aint 
got  no  wood  like  this  'ere  ring  o'  yours  ;  'ow 
would  a  bit  of  hoak  do  '?  " 

My  friend  explained  in  a  calm  manner  that 
oak  did  not  exactly  match  ebony,  and  sug- 
gested he  should  procure  some.  The  follow- 
ing day  he  had  to  go  on  business  to  the 
north,  and  was  away  from  town  for  two 
weeks ;  on  his  return  he  paid  another  visit 


to  the  shop,  and  found  the  turner  had  actu- 
ally procured  the  wood. 

"  Well,"  said  my  friend  in  a  cheerful  way, 
"  this  looks  more  like  business  ;  but  why  have 
you  not  turned  the  ring  during  the  time  I 
have  been  away?  " 

"  I've  only  just  managed  to  get  the  wood," 
said  the  man,  "  but  you  shall  have  it  for 
certain  by  to-morrow  evening." 

The  next  night  was  pouring  wet,  but  my 
friend  thought  to  himself,  as  he  put  on  his 
topcoat  and  turned  up  the  legs  of  his  trousers, 
"  I  won't  let  a  shower  like  tliis  stop  me ;  I 
promised  to  be  there  for  it,  and  I'll  go." 

So  off  he  went,  and  found  the  shop  closed, 
and  then  discovered  it  was  early-closing  night, 
so  trudged  back  through  the  mud  and  wet  in 
anything  but  a  good  humour. 

Several  days  elapsed,  and  he  then  called, 
and  the  ring  really  was  fiiushed  at  last ; 
"  but,"  said  the  turner,  "  I'm  sorry  to  say 
I've  lost  the  original  one." 

My  friend  was  now  no  better  off  than  on 
the  day  of  giving  the  order  about  a  month 
previously,  and  I  forget  how  many  times  he 
called  again  before  the  second  ring  was 
turned.  Now,  had  he  been  able  to  do  the  little 
job  himself,  what  a  lot  of  trouble  and  aimoy- 
anee  he  would  have  been  saved  ! 

There  are  all  sorts  of  little  jobs  con- 
tinually requiring  attention  in  every  house, 
and  it  is  with  the  intention  of  helping  those 
handy  boys  who  have  a  wish  to  help  them- 
selves that  I  offer  the  following  "  Hints  "  on 
some  of  the  most  ordinary  jobs  of  everyday 
life. 

The  first  attempt  or  two  may  possibly  look 
rather  amateurish  to  a  professional  eye,  but 
that  does  not  matter.  "  Practice  makes  per- 
fect," and  tlie  experience  gained  as  a  boy  may 
prove  very  useful  to  you  when  a  man. 

You  can  never  tell  under  what  circum- 
stances you  may  be  placed  later  on  in  life, 
when,  perhaps,  through  not  being  able  to 
undertake  some  simple  job,  you  may  be  put 
to  considerable  inconvenience. 

I  remember  once  getting  a  letter  from  an 
old  schoolfellow  who,  being  fond  of  travel, 
had  left  England  to  try  his  fortune  in  America, 
and,  settling  down  in  a  log-hut  by  himself, 
far  away  from  any  town  or  buildings,  he 
described  how  annoyed  he  had  been  by  the 
spout  of  his  coffee-pot  beginning  to  leak 
round  the  joint,  which  he  tried  to  stop  by 
applying  a  small  plaster  of  bread  ;  that  being 
only  a  temporary  patch,  it  soon  began  to  leak 
again,  and,  finally,  on  leaving  it  one  day  too 
near  the  flame,  the  spout  suddenly  dropped 


off,  and  he  had  to  go  without  coffee 
until  he  had  ridden  ovci'  to  the  nearest 
town,  about  thirty-five  miles  away,  for 
a  new  cofiee-pot. 

Now  if  he  had  had  a  little  practice 
with  the  soldering-iron  when  he  was 
a  boy,  the  job  of  mending  the  spout 
would  not  have  taken  ten  minutes,  and 
he  could  have  done  it  at  once,  instead 
of  having  to  wait  for  his  coffee  until  it 
was  convenient  to  take  a  long  ride. 

One  great  advantage  of  ordinary  tin- 
kering work  is  that  very  few  tools  are 
rei[uired,  and  you  can  generally  maniige 
to  make  the  few  ordinai-y  tools  found 
in  the  tool-box  in  most  houses  available 
for  every  job.  You  will  find  a  pair  of 
shears  for  cutting  sheet-tin,  &c.,  most 
useful,  and  they  can  be  bought  at  any 
tool-shop  for  about  two  shillings.  A 
hannner,  also  a  wooden  mallet  ilat  at 
one  end  and  rounded  at  tlie  other.  A 
bradawl  or  two — those  sold  at  a  penny 
each,  and  made  from  squaie  steel,  are 
the  most  useful,  being  suitable  as 
broaches  for  enlarging  holes  previously 
stajnped  in  any  piei  e  (<1  metal. 

A  soldering-iron  and  a  few  sticks  of 
solder,  with  a  little  losin  as  a  fiux,  which 
will  enable  the  solder  to  fiow  easily  on 
tin  ware,  is  about  all  you  want.  If  you  le- 
quire  to  solder  brass  or  steel,  copper,  iron,  or, 
in  fact,  any  metal  not  previously  coated  with 
solder  or  tinned,  you  will  have  to  use  a  liux 
made  of  killed  acid. 

To  make  this,  get  a  pennyworth  of  hydro- 
chloric acid  at  any  chemist's,  and  then  out 
some  small  scraps  of  zinc  and  (hop  them  into 
the  bottle  containing  the  acid  ;  elfervescence 
will  immediately  take  place,  a  nd  care  should 
be  taken  not  to  inhale  the  fumes  given  off 
during  the  operation  ;  it  is  bettei  to  do  this  in 
the  open  air,  and,  as  soon  as  the  cfl'ervescence 
has  stopped,  the  acid  will  be  ready  for  use. 

For  any  work  that  has  been  previously 
tinned  you  can  use  this  mixed  with  half  its 
quantity  of  water,  but  for  soldering  steel, 
iron,  or  any  metal  not  previously  tinned,  it  is 
better  to  use  it  at  its  full  sliength. 

The  so-called  soldering-iron  is  made  of 
copper,  and  is  also  known  as  the  copper-bit, 
and  should  never  be  allowed  to  remain  in  the 
fire  until  red-hot.  So  soon  as  it  is  of  a  dull 
heat  remove  it  from  the  fire  and  clean  ihe 
point  w^ith  a  rough  file  ;  it  should  then  be 
dipped  into  the  acid  just  for  an  instant,  and 
the  stick  of  solder  applied,  when  it  will  at 
once  run  all  over  the  point  of  the  iron,  and  it 
is  then  ready  for  work.  This  is  called  tinning 
the  bit,  and  care  must  be  taken  Tiot  to  make 
it  quite  red-hot  on  any  subsequent  occasion, 
or  you  will  burn  off  the  solder,  and  the  biti 
will  have  to  be  retinned  before  you  can  use  it. 

Having  got  the  bit  ready  for  work,  place 
the  edges  of  the  article  you  require  to  solder 
close  together,  and  it  may  be  necessary  to 
bind  them  in  position  by  means  of  a  piece  of 
wire ;  then,  having  previously  scraped  the 
surface  of  the  metal  quite  clean  and  bright, 
and  free  from  all  tiace  of  grease,  rub  a  little 
of  tlie  acid  along  the  joint  wiih  a  small  brush  ; 
a  little  piece  of  cane  split  up  at  one  end  into 
a  number  of  fibres  makes  a  capital  and  lasting 
brush  for  this  work. 

Now  take  a  little  of  the  solder  on  the  point 
of  the  bit  and  work  it  along  the  seam  to- 
wards you.  Never  put  more  solder  on  a  joint, 
than  absolutely  necessary,  as  it  makes  a 
clumsy  seam  and  looks  very  amateurisli 
indeed.  Y'ou  may  often  find  it  more  con- 
venient to  hold  the  edges  together  by  tacking 
it  here  and  there  with  a  small  drop  of  soldei' 
instead  of  binding  it  with  wiie  ;  and  this  is  a 
very  good  plan,  as  the  drops  of  solder  used  in 
tacking,  -w  ork  into  the  seam  as  you  draw  the 
bit  along,  leaving  no  sign  of  its  having  been 
previously  tacked. 

(  To  be  continuca.) 


¥lie  Boy'^  Owi\  ?^pef. 


AT  the  recent  Paris  Exhibition  a  wonderful 
piece  of  glas.s  was  displayed  amongst  other 
curiosities  of  modern  art.  It  represented  a 
lion,  life-size,  entwined  in  the  embrace  of  a 
huge  sei-pent,  supposed  to  be  in  the  act  of 
cru'shing  it  to  death.  I  have  been  told  (for  I 
did  not  see  it)  that  the  struggling  attitude  of 
the  lion  and  the  heavy  constricting  folds  of 
the  python  were  marvellously  true  to  nature, 
and  the  whole  work  is  said  to  be  the  largest 
as  well  as  one  of  the  finest  specimens  of 
manufactured  glass  ever  produced. 

That,  however,  is  not  the  kind  of  glass- 
snake  which  lies  with  half  its  body  across 
my  blotting-pad  as  I  write  these  words,  and 
about  which  I  am  going  to  tell  you  some 
thing.  My  glass-snake  isn't  made  of  glass, 
nor  is  it  a  snake.  Popular  names  don't 
count  for  much — nor  scientific  ones  either, 
sometimes,  I  am  afraid. 

Yet  if  you  met  this  creature  in  the  course 
of  a  country  ramble,  and  saw  it  dart  away 
among  the  bushes  or  into  a  hedge.  I  think 
you  would  certainly  go  home  and  report  that 
you  had  encountered  a  snake.  Furthermore, 
if  you  caught  it  and  surveyed  it  in  a  more 
leisurely  manner  in  a  glass  case,  I  don't  ■ 
expect  you  would  be  undeceived,  unless  you 
happened  to  have  made  a  special  study  of 
the  subject,  particularly  if  it  bit  and  hissed 
at  you,  as  it  would  be  pretty  sure  to  do. 

Why  is  it  not  a  snake,  just  as  much  as  the 
boas  and  diamond-snake  in  the  cage  from 
which  I  have  just  taken  it  ?  It  has  no  legs  ; 
it  glides  along  with  a  serpentine  movement, 
and  is  of  sei-pentine  form,  length,  and  slender- 
ness  of  body,  being  about  four  feet  long,  not 
much  thicker  than  one's  two  thumbs  at  the 
biggest  part,  and  tapering  away  to  a  fine 
point  at  the  tail.  Certainly,  if  you  look  at 
its  head  and  compare  it  with  those  of  the 
serpents  who  are  its  cage-mates,  you  will 
notice  that  it  is  more  lizard-like  in  outline, 
especially  at  the  muzzle,  than  theirs ;  but 
then,  on  the  other  hand,  there  is  a  true 
snake,  the  lacertine,  which  is  even  more 
lizard-headed  than  this.  What  is  the  differ 
ence,  then,  between  a  glass-snake  and  a  real 
snake  ? 

Well,  if  this  poor  old  chap  of  mine  were 
cut  open,  you  would  see  in  the  first  place 
that  his  lower  jaw  consisted  of  one  single 
arch  of  bone,  like  our  own,  and  like  that  of 
most  animals ;  whereas  a  serpent's  is  com- 
posed of  two  separate  halves,  loosely  united 
in  the  middle  by  a  strmg  or  ligament.  And 
continuing  the  dissection  along  the  body,  you 
,  would  find  that,  although  he  hasn't  got  any 
legs,  he  has  got  hips  and  shoulders  all  ready 
for  them  ;  and,  moreover  (and  this  is  a  very 
important  distinction),  that  he  has  a  sort  of 
breast-bone  to  which  some  of  the  ribs  are 
tied.  A  snake  has  no  hip  or  shoulder-bones, 
and  no  trac3  of  a  breast-bone  at  all ;  after 
jou  get  behind  the  head,  its  skeleton  presents 
nothing  but  ribs  and  backbone.  And  that's 
how  it  is  that  they  are  able  to  swallow  such 
huge  mouthfuls  ;  the  two  parts  of  the  jaw 
can  be  stretched  apart,  and  then  there  is  only 
skin  and  flesh  to  be  distended  as  the  meal 
goes  down,  the  ribs  being  loose  or  floating.  A 
glass-snake  can  bolt  a  tolerably  big  frog  or 
mouse,  but  it  must  not  be  larger  than  the 
natural  width  of  the  mouth  or  the  shoulder- 
^;irdle,  the  space  betv?een  the  spine  and  the 
breast-bone —must  not  exceed,  in  fact,  the 
diameter  of  the  bony  rings  through  which  it 
has  to  pass,  because  they  don't  yield  or 
stretch.  There  are,  of  course,  other  points 
of  difierence,  but  I  mention  those  which 
would  be  likely  to  strike  you  most. 

Long,  long  ages  ago — or,  as  people  with 
vague  ideas  about  geology  say,  "  in  those 
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days  "—there  was  a  big,  but  long  and  pro- 
portionately slender,  kind  of  lizard  called 
Clidastes,  and  the  fossil  remains  of  this 
creature  show  that  it  had  a  permanently 
divided  jaw  like  a  snake,  though  it  was 
possessed  of  a  shoulder-girdle.  I  say  pcr- 
viancntly  divided,  because  the  jaw-bone  of 
many  animals  when  young  is  cemented 
together  in  the  middle  by  soft  gristly  stuff 
only — our  own,  for  instance — but  it  soon 
hardens  up  and  becomes  solid  bone  all  round. 

Although  the  glass-snake  has  a  breast-bone 
for  the  attachment  of  some  of  its  ribs,  it  has 


from  the  top,  are  not  tied  up  in  this  way,  but 
are  said  to  float.  If  you  are  not  \ery  tat, 
you  can  feel  your  own.  Tuck  your  fingers 
up  under  your  ribs  just  where  you  are  most 
ticklish,  and  then  trace  them  back  towards 
your  spine  ;  try  it  when  you  get  up  in  the 
morning,  before  breakfast;  you  will  find 
them  more  easily  on  the  left  side,  because 
your  liver  is  rather  in  the  way  on  the  right. 

These  are  rather  dry  details,  but  you  won't 
be  any  the  worse  for  knowing  a  little  anatomy, 
though  I  have  no  doubt  you  prefer  to  make 
vourselves  acquainted  with  the  manners  and 
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a  lot  of  loose  or  floating  ones,  too,  like  those 
of  a  snake,  joined  on  to  the  backbone  at  one 
end,  but  free  at  the  other.  Do  you  know 
that  we  ourselves  have  a  couple  of  these 
snaky  ribs  on  each  side  ?  The  bones  of  our 
chest  make  a  sort  of  cage,  not  unlike  an  old- 
fashioned  hen-coop.  There  is  the  upright 
piece  behind — the  spine ;  and  twelve  curved 
bars,  the  ribs,  come  round  from  this.  Ten 
of  them  are  united,  more  or  less  directly, 
with  a  short  straight  bone  in  front,  in  the 
middle,  the  breast-bone  or  sternum,  by  means 
of  strips  of  cartilage  which  get  just  like  bone 
itself  in  elderly  people ;  but  the  two  lowest 
ones,  the  eleventh   and  twelfth  counting 


customs  of  animals,  rather  than  the  stuff 
they  are  made  of —I'm  sure  I  do.  We  shall 
come  to  the  glass-snake  himself  presently 
(he  has  encircled  my  inkstand  m  a  stiff  coil 
and  gone  fast  asleep  this  while),  but  I  have 
laid  a  little  stress  on  the  foregoing  particulars, 
because  every  word  of  it  applies  to  a  little 
creature  which  you  all  know,  the  common 
slow-worm— no  more  a  wonn  than  the  other 
is  a  snake  — and  certainly  not  slow,  as  those 
of  you  who  have  seen  one  slip  away  into  the 
heather  can  testify  —but  a  lizard  without  ex- 
ternal legs,  just  as  the  glass-snake  is.  They 
grow  to  a  pretty  good  length,  too,  reaching 
twenty-four  inches  sometimes.    Now,  I  am 
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snre  that  none  of  you  would  kill  a  poor  slow- 
worm  under  the  common  and  inexcusable 
mistake  that  it  is  a  poisonous  snake ;  but 
you  may  very  naturally  ask  the  question 
how,  if  these  legless  lizards  are  to  be  found 
in  other  countries  four  or  live  feet  long,  and 
as  thick  as  a  broomstick,  you  are  to  dis- 
tinguish between  them,  and  their  kind,  and 
possibly  venomous  snakes  ? 

We  can't,  you  will  say,  go  about  slitting 
up  every  unfortunate  reptile  we  come  across 
to  see  whether  it  has  got  a  solid  jaw  and  a 
breast-bone  or  not.  You  won't  have  much 
difficulty  about  it  when  you  have  had  a  little 
study  and  experience  in  matters  reptilian, 
but  in  the  meantime  here  are  two  rough- 
and-ready  external  tests.  When  the  glass- 
snake,  amphisbuena,  slow-worm,  or  whatever 
the  apodous  lizard  may  be  (you  can  easily 
derive  that  word  for  yourselves),  flickers 
out  its  tongue,  as  it  is  almost  sure  to  do  in  its 
excitement  when  you  catch  it,  you  will 
observe  that  it  has  to  open  its  mouth  to 
enable  the  little  forked  organ  to  shoot  forth 
— just  as  we  should  ;  but  a  snake's  tongue, 
on  the  contrary,  streams  through  a  chink  in 
the  upper  lip  itself  while  the  jaws  are  tirmly 
closed.  And,  secondly,  you  can  make  it 
wink  by  touching  it  near  the  eye  ;  in  other 
words,  it  has  eyelids,  whereas  a  serpent  has 
none  and  can  never  close  its  eyes.  That's 
how  it  is  I  say  without  hesitation  that  this 
old  glass-snake  of  mine  is  asleep  around  the 
ink-pot  at  this  moment.  Had  it  been  a  snake 
I  could  not  tell  whether  it  was  asleep  or 
awake,  however  quiet  it  might  be. 

Although  we  know  his  real  character 
now,  we  can  readily  understand  how  he 
comes  to  be  called  "  snake  ;  "  the  explanation 
of  the  "  glass "  is  not  quite  so  obvious, 
because  there  is  nothing  specially  suggestive 
of  that  substance  in  his  brown  skin,  lustrous 
and  hard  though  it  is— but  I  suppose  the 
name  must  have  been  given  on  account  of 
its  brittleness.  Like  all  lizards,  slow-worms 
included,  the  tail  will  break  oE  with  the 
slightest  fall  or  violence,  and  it  is  really  rare 
to  hnd  a  captured  specimen  perfect  to  the 
tip,  as  mine  is.  They  don't  quite  "  snap  in 
two "  as  they  are  said  to  do ;  but  as  the 
body  tapers  away  to  the  tail  without  any 
apparent  division,  and  as  there  are  no  hind- 
legs  to  mark  where  the  body  ends,  if  the  tail 
should  break  high  up  I  daresay  it  does  look 
as  if  the  creature  were  snapped  in  halves. 
By  the  way,  there  are  some  lizards,  with 
bodies  almost  as  elongate  as  this,  which 
possess  legs  scarcely  bigger  than  a  cater- 
pillar's. 

I  could  have  shown  you  something  a  few 
weeks  ago  which  was  much  more  like  a 
snake  of  glass.  Having  some  serpent's  eggs 
incubating  in  a  hot  tin,  I  opened  one  about  a 
month  before  it  was  ready  to  hatch  out,  and 
there  inside  was  a  perfect  little  reptile  as  far 
as  form  was  concerned,  but  quite  clear  and 
transparent,  so  that  you  could  see  all  its 
veins  and  arteries  and  the  blood  pulsing 
through  them  as  the  heart  beat,  though  it 
was  not  sufficiently  alive  to  move— altogether 
a  beautiful  and  interesting  object. 

It  is  usually  said  in  books  on  natural 
history  that  the  glass-snake  is  found  in 
Dalmatia,  but  I  don't  know  that  it  is  more 
plentiful  there  than  it  is  throughout  Turkey, 
Greece,  and  Asia  ]\Iinor.  This  specimen 
bought  about  seven  years  ago  from  a  German 
dealer  in  the  Euston  Koad,  who  was,  I  think, 
the  representative  of  a  large  firm  of  animal- 
importers  in  Hamburg,  and  who  had  for  a 
time  (alas  !  not  long)  a  good  collection  of 
European  reptiles  for  sale.  It  is  much  easier 
toobtain  in  England  boas,  pythons,  crocodiles, 
and  rattlesnakes  than  it  is  to  get  hold  of  the 
snakes  and  lizards  which  are  common  on 
the  Continent.  You  may  notice  that  for 
yourselves  at  the  Zoo,  where  you  will  see  by 


the  labels  that  by  far  the  greater  number  of 
the  reptiles  there  exhibited  hail  from  the 
tropics.  This  man  Paul,  however,  had  a  fine 
stock  of  them— great  glass  vases  brimming 
over  with  different  species— rare  ones,  some 
of  them,  too— enough  to  make  one's  mouth 
water.  I  bought  as  many  as  I  could  accom- 
modate—more, in  fact ;  I  started  on  a  short 
lecture  tour  just  then  with  nearly  a  hundred- 
weight of  small  snakes  !  Once  I  did  him 
a  trifling  service  in  a  medical  way,  and 
hurried  out  of  the  house  to  escape  his  pro- 
fuse thanks  and  proffered  fee.  "  Stop  !  "  he 
cried,  plunging  his  hands  into  one  of  his 
boxes,  "  if  you  won't  let  me  pay  you,  take 
these  !  "  and  he  pursued  me  out  into  the 
Euston  Koad  with  an  armful  of  writhing 
serpents  (not  the  first  reptilian  fee  I  have 
received).  But  I  am  afraid  he  had  few 
other  customers  ;  the  demand  for  snakes 
was  not  brisk  enough  to  warrant  a  second 
consignment,  and  he  has  long  since  retired 
to  his  native  land. 

I  turned  my  glass-snake  in  with  a  very 
old-established  royal  python  of  mine,  because 
I  feared  he  might  eat  any  young  snakes  in 
the  other  cages,  and  the  two  lived  together  in 
perfect  concord  for  five  years  ;  and  it  was 
wonderful  to  note  how  attached  to  the 
sei-pent  he  seemed  to  become.  If  the  latter 
were  removed  from  the  case  for  a  short  time, 
he  became  very  uneasy,  and  wandered  about 
apparently  searching  for  him  under  the  cork, 
in  the  water-tank,  and  up  on  the  bough 
overhead  ;  while  on  one  occasion,  when  the 
python  had  been  invited  out  to  tea  and  to 
spend  the  evening— and  I  beg  to  say  that 
such  of  my  snakes  as  behave  themselves  are 
often  honoured  with  such  invitations — on 
that  occasion  he  became  so  agitated  after  a 
time,  and  dashed  about  his  den  so  wildly,  that 
he  quite  alarmed  the  household.  It  was  no 
fancy  on  our  part,  for  he  was  always  tran- 
quillised  when  the  python  was  restored  to 
him.^  But  I  am  sorry  to  say  that  the  object 
of  his  attachment  did  not  seem  to  value  his 
friendship  a  bit,  and  was  perfectly  indifferent 
to  his  presence  or  absence.  Two  years  ago, 
the  serpent  developed  disease  of  the  mouth 
and  died,  and  the  glass-snake  now  has  two 
pythons,  an  Australian  diamond-snake,  and  a 
lovely  boa-constrictor  for  companions,  but  he 
has  never  taken  to  any  of  them  as  he  did  to 
the  old  royal. 

He  feeds  almost  entirely  on  big  worms, 
though  he  has  occasionally  swallowed  dead 
frogs,  mice,  snails,  and  lumps  of  raw  meat ; 
and  I  venture  to  say  that  there  is  not  a  fatter, 
healthier  glass-snake  in  any  collection  in  the 
world,  though  he  is  rather  subject  to  colds. 
If  he  lies  in  a  draught  it  sets  up  a  bursting 
sort  of  sneeze  with  him,  and  an  evident 
"cold  in  the  head."    Curiously  enough,  he 
has  never  become  very  tame,  even  with  me, 
though  he  does  not  bite — I  touched  him  a 
few  moments  ago,  as  I  dipped  my  pen  into 
the  ink,  and  he  woke  up  with  a  loud  hiss. 
But  he  knows  me  thoroughly,  and  will  take 
food  from  nobody  but  myself — rarely  even  in 
the  presence  of  any  one  else.    When  I  come 
home  at  any  hour  of  the  night—  and,  however  j 
late  or  tired  I  may  be,  I  never  turn  in  without  i 
a  glance  round  my  cages — he  hears  my  step  | 
directly,  for  these  lizards  .are  not  deaf  like 
snakes,  and  begins  to  sniff  and  snort  and 
scrape  noisily  towards  the  front  of  the  den, 
though  it  may  be  shut  up  and  dark ;  then, 
when  I  come  over  and  look  at  him,  he  hisses 
at  me,  stupid  old  chap.    But  if  he  is  hungry 
he  sits  up  and  "  begs  "—rears  himself,  that 
is," as  high  as  he  can  towards  the  door,  and 
this  is  quite  a  performance  of  his.    He  knows 
the  old  pair  of  forceps  with  which  I  lift  the 
lob-worms  out  of  the  tin,  and  will  beg  on 
being  shown  these  at  any  time  when  he  is 
inclined  to  feed.    I  let  him  take  three  or  four 
from  my  fingers  (he  generally  makes  one  or 


two  bad  shots),  and  when  he  has  had  enough 
he  says  "  No  more,  thank  you  !  "  in  the  most 
unmistakable  manner  by  hissing  and  rushing 
away  to  tlie  remotest  corner  of  the  cage. 

I  regret  to  say  it,  but  he  has  ten  times  the 
intelligence  of  a  snake ;  and  so  has  a  slow- 
worm.  Not  but  what  snakes  can  discriminate 
between  different  people,  and  show  evidence 
of  observation  in  many  ways.  Two  broods 
of  little  vibikaris  (.Japanese  serpents)  which 
were  born  here  while  I  was  laid  uii  from  an 
accident  several  years  ago,  were  attended  to 
by  my  wife,  who  has  taken  charge  of  them 
ever  since.  They  will  feed  out  of  her  hand 
and  let  her  do  anything  with  them,  while 
they  frequently  bite  me  and  even  jump  at 
me  when  I  stand  in  front  of  their  case ;  so 
you  see  that  even  young  snakes  evince  a 
certain  amount  of  recognition.  But  they  are 
awfully  stupid  in  other  respects.  They  will 
worry  their  noses  until  tliey  are  raw  to  poke 
through  a  mesh  of  wire  netting  not  a  tenth 
part  wide  enough  to  admit  them,  and  I  have 
seen  an  anaconda  lying  on  the  hearth  trying 
desperately  for  an  hour  to  force  its  head 
through  the  interspaces  of  a  fender  over 
which  its  body  was  roving  to  and  fro  all  the 
time.  So  if  one  is  feeding  and  whatever  it 
happens  to  be  eating  chances  to  drop  on  the 
other  side  of  one  of  its  folds,  it  is  quite  at  a 
loss  to  know  where  to  find  it  again  ;  and 
I  when  a  snake  is  under  water  he  seems  to  be 
I  looking  about  for  a  way  to  get  out  anywhere 
till  his  head  accidentally  strikes  the  surface. 
;  We  noticed  this  particularly  when  those  little 
vibikaris  were  very  young,  comparing  them 
in  their  manner  of  feeding  with  some  slow- 
worms  of  about  the  same  age.  The  snakes 
struggled  with  worms  in  the  most  awkward 
'  manner,  often  seizing  them  in  all  sorts  of 
impossible  positions,  and  being  obliged  in  the 
end  to  relinquish  them,  while  the  slow- worms 
vvould  search  about  for  the  head  of  the  worm 
and  let  it  slip  down  easily  enough  ;  they  had 
a  good  idea,  too,  of  shaking  them  so  as  to 
bring  them  into  a  straight  line  and  prevent 
them  from  curling  around  their  heads.  I 
have  seen  a  hungry  garter-snake  excitedly 
snap  at  its  own  tail  in  mistake  for  a  worm, 
and  chew  away  on  it  enthusiastically  for 
some  seconds  before  it  discovered  the  error. 

And  here  let  me  say  that  if  it  ever  falls  to 
your  lot  to  feed  snakes  or  lizards  on  worms, 
shun  those  horrible  red-ringed  ones  of  evil 
smell  which  fishermen  call  brandhngs.  They 
are,  for  some  reason,  deadly  poison  to  these 
creatures.  I  nearly  lost  three  beautiful  crim- 
son garter-snakes  as  well  as  my  glass-snake 
through  giving  them  a  feed  of  these  worms 
on  one  occasion  ;  it  was  frosty  weather,  and 
these  brandlings,  being  found  under  manure- 
heaps,  were  more  easily  procured  than  com- 
mon earthworms  just  at  that  tune  when  the 
ground  was  hard.  The  poor  reptiles  were 
violently  convulsed,  and  turned  over  on  their 
backs  as  though  dying;  I  made  them  all 
vomit,  and  that  saved  them ;  but  a  whole 
brood  of  young  striped  snakes  were  killed  at 
the  Zoological  Gardens  by  eating  these  bril- 
liantly coloured  woims.  By  the  way,  I  have 
observed  my  glass-snake,  when  he  finds  a 
difficulty  in  picking  up  rather  a  small  womi 
from  the  flat  wooden  fioor  of  his  cage,  push 
it  along  with  his  nose  until  it  "  rubbles  up  " 
and  affords  a  better  hold.  A  specimen  of 
his  kind  li\ed  for  nineteen  years  at  the  Zoo. 

Come,  my  boy !  It's  bedtime  for  both  of 
us,  and  you're  getting  cold  around  that  ink- 
stand. Back  to  your  hot  box,  or  you'll  be 
sneezing  again  to-morrow!  Oh,  yes,  jou 
may  say  "  siss  "  and  pretend  to  be  cross,  but 
I  think  we  understand  each  other,  and  we're 
not  going  to  quarrel  after  being  together  all 
these  years  ! 

In  he  goes,  and  I  close  the  case  on  him  as 
he  dashes  away  underneath  the  pieces  of 
bark,  hissing  like  a  boiling  kettle. 
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CHESS. 


Problem  No.  254. 

By  J.  Drtixa. 


BLACK. 


a        b        c        d        e        f        g  h 


a       ij       r       (\       e       {       g  h 


White  to  play,  and  mate  ill  tliree  moves. 


BEnGER's  Endspible. 

In  the  section  of  R  and  Kt  aftain.4t  R,  the 
analysts  are  Forth,  Assalini,  Centurini,  Sal- 
violi,  Berger,  Lasa,  and  others.  Tlie  result 
is  the  same  as  with  the  R  and  B  ;i^ainst  the 
K,  that  the  stronger  force  can  only  win  in 
favourable  positions.  The  author  has  made 
a  frontispiece  of  this  :  White,  K  at  K  B  .")  ;  li 
-  at  Q  .5  ;  Kt  at  Q  B  7.  Black,  K  at  K  B  2  ;  R 
at  K  B  SI].  White  to  play,  and  win.  Some 
of  the  most  difficult  moves  are  omitted  in  the 
book,  and  also  in  live  articles  in  the  "  British 
Chess  Magazine,"  namely:  1,  R — Q7  (oh.), 
K— Kt  sq.  (ch.)  2,  K— Kt  6,  K— R  sq.  1 
Kt— K  (5,  R— R  sq.  4,  R— Q  6.  K— Kt  sq. 
5,  Kt-Kt  .5,  K— B  sq.  6,  R— K  6,  R— Kt  sq. 
7,  Kt— R  7  (ch.),  K— Kt  sq.  8,  R— K  7,  etc. 
The  other  variations  are  easier.  i 

The  section  of  R  and  P  against  the  R  con-  | 
tains  positions  by  Lucena,  Salvio,  Ci'zin.  S:il-  ' 
violi,  Philidor,  Ponziani,  Puder,  Klin^::,  and 
Horwitz,  and  proves  that  the  P  often  wins. 

R  and  P  generally  win  against  a  B,  yet  the 
following  are  draws: — K — K  5,  R — K  Kt  6, 
P— Q  6  ;  K-  Q  B  .3,  B— Q  Kt  5.— K— Q  Kt  7, 
R— QR6,  P— QB6;  K-Q  3, B— K 5.— K— K 
Kt  5,  R— Q  R  7,  P— K  B  0  ;  K-K  B  sq., 
B— Q  B  5.— K— K  B  6,  R-  K  Kt  7,  P  -  K  R  5 ; 
K— K  R  sq.,  B— Q  Kt  8.  If  in  the  latter  posi- 
tion the  white  K  be  placed  on  K  R  C,  then 
White  wins,  as  Lequesne  showed  thus ;  1, 
R— Q  Kt  7,  B— R  7,  2,  R— Kt  8  (ch.),  B— Kt 
sq.  3,  K— Kt  5,  K— Kt  2.  4,  R— Kt  7  (ch.), 
K-R  sq.  5,  K— Kt  6,  B— Q  4.  6,  B— R  7 
(ch.),  K^Kt  sq.  7,  R— K  7,  K-  R  sq.  8,  P 
— R  6,  B— R  7.  9,  P— R  7,  B— Kt  8  (eh.). 
10,  K — R  6,  and  wins.  Gm-etzky-Cornitz 
plays  fine  moves  in  this  position  :  White,  K-  ■ 
K  R  6,  R— K  Kt  7,  P— K  R  4  ;  Black,  K— K 
B  sq.,  B— K  5,  thus  :  1,  R— Kt  5,  K— B  2. 
2,  R^Kt  3,  B— B  7.  3,  K— R  5,  K— B  3  (or 
a).  4,  R— Kt  5,  B— Q  8  (ch.).  5,  K— R  6, 
K— B  2.  C,  R— Kt  7  (ch.),  K— B  3.  7,  R— 
Kt  sq.,  B— B  7.  8,  R— Kt  2,  B— Q  6.  9,  R 
— B  2  (ch.),  and  wins.— (a)  B— Q  8  (ch.). 
4,  K— Kt  5,  K— Kt  2.    5,  R-Q  B  3,  etc. 
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M'G.— A  stale  mate  is  countel  as  a  draw. 

H.  J.  M. — The  international  notation  is  preferable. 


OUR  NOTE-BOOK. 


Persevee.^nce  dndee  Difficulties. — The 
case  of  Mr.  Frederick  J.  B.  Heler,  one  of  the 
new  students  at  the  South  Kensington  Schools, 
is  causing  not  a  little  interest,  and  shows  how 
far  indomitable  pluck  may  go  in  surmounting 
difficulties.    Having  lost  both  his  hands  in  J 

I  early  life,  Mr.  Heler  found  the  art-instinct  too 
strong  within  him  to  be  deterred  by  such  an  j 
accident.  He  now  draws  and  paints  with  his 
mouth,  and  shows,  it  is  said,  unusual  promise 
for  a  successful  artistic  career.  As  our  elder  j 
readers  know,  however,  he  is  by  no  means  the 
first  who  has  triumphed  over  an  unkind  fate.  | 

j  There  lives  in  Antwerp  an  artist  who,  born  | 
without  arms,  paints  with  his  feet,  and  not 
only  that,  but  paints  admirably.  Then  there 
was  Miss  Bift'en,  who  died  in  Liverpool  in 
1850.  Born  armless,  she  showed  remarkable  ' 
artistic  talent.  Educated  by  Dukes  and  by 
Craig,  the  miniaturist,  she  was  "patronised" 
by  the  Earl  of  Morton,  and  in  1821  gained 
the  Society  of  Arts  prize  medal.  George  III., 
George  IV.,  William  IV.,  and  Queen  Victoria 
andthe  Prince  Consort,  successively  employed 
3ier  as  a  miniaturist,  and  many  of  the  aris-  ' 
toeracy  followed  the  fashionable  example. 
M.  Noel  Masson,  too,  the  painter  etcher,  who 
died  in  March  last,  lost  his  hands  by  an 
accident.  Yet  by  means  of  mechanical  hands 
he  attained  a  high  degree  of  merit  in  his  art. 
Many  boys  who  take  part  in  our  own  com- 
petitions do  so  successfully,  though  having  to 
work  with  left  hapd  onlj',  through  having 
lost  the  right,  or  without  fingers  at  all,  or 
while  lying  on  their  back,  unable  to  move,  I 
through  spinal  mischief,  &c.  We  always  \ 
specially  rejoice  when  such  competitors  are 
able  to  carry  oft'  prizes  or  certificates  in  spite 
of  their  difficulties. 


Letter  to  a  Lad  Going  to  Sea. 
The  following  letter  was  written  to  a  youth 
leaving  home  to  go  to  sea  as  a  midshipman. 
It  is  valuable  for  the  wise  and  kind  counsel 
which  it  contains,  and  interesting  from  its 
references  to  the  personal  experiences  of  the 
writer,  the  Rev.  John  Newton,  in  early  life  j 
a  seaman,  afterwards  Vicar  of  Olney,  a»d  j 
then  Rector  of  St.  Mary  Woolnoth,  London. 

I  hope  your  strong  incluiation  to  go  abroatl  will 
b  i  I  under  the  providence  of  G^od,  into  a  line  of 

lilr  wliii'h  may  prove  beneficial  to  yourself  and  useful 
to  iitli.-rs.  It  will  lie  so  if  von 'seek  His  favom-,  and 
a-'knowlcdvc  Him  in  all  your  way,  according  to  Proverbs 
iii.  f>,  li.  t  )ur  times  and  w  a>'s  are  in  His  hands,  for 
the  way  of  man  is  not  in  hiui-df.  His  lilcs^ing,  if  you 
seek  it,  will  guide  >"U  thnaiph  life  witli  honour  and 
comfort,  and  tiien  He  will  icceivc  you  to  Ifis  glory. 
Many  tliinu's  are  proper  and  necessaiy  in  their  pilace  ; 
hut  inv  thing  is  absolutely  needful,  namely,  such  a 
know  ledge  of  your  relation  to  God,  and  your  dependence 
on  Him,  as  a  creature  mid  a  sinner,  as  may  fi.\  your 
hopes  upon  Jesus  the  Snvumr  hir  time  and  eternity. 
In  seeking  aud  obtainnig  tins  one  thing  (the  only  thing 
we  can  never  seek  in  vain)  all  other  blessings  which 
infinite  Wisdom  and  Goodness  sees  best  for  you  shall  be 
added  to  you. 

You  are  a  cliild  of  many  prayers  ;  so  was  I.  You 
are  now  entering  uixm  a  seafaring  life  ;  I  was  once  in 
it :  but  I,  alas  !  broke  through  all  the  advantages  of  a 
religious  education,  renounced  the  goo<l  advice  of  my 
pious  mother,  stifled  the  convictions  of  my  conscience, 
and  plunged  headlong  into  wioke<.lness  and  misery. 
You  have  read  my  history  ;  I  trust  yours  will  be  very 
different 

There  aie  two  disadvantages  in  a  seafaring  life. 
One  is  the  want  of  the  public  ordinances  of  divine 
worship  ;  but  the  promises  of  God  are  suited  to  every 
lawful  occupation.  A  careful  perusal  of  the  Bible,  with 
prayer  to  the  Lord  for  His  teaching,  will  supply  the 
absence  of  public  means  when  we  are  neces.saiil.v 
separated  from  them,  and  there  are  many  occasions 
during  a  voyage  to  remind  us  of  the  presence  of  God, 
aud  the  need  of  His  guidance  aud  protection. 

The  other,  and  the  more  formidable  e\nl,  is  the 
company  among  whom  you  must  live  while  on  shi|> 
board.  How  different  will  be  the  language  around  you 
from  that  which  you  have  been  accustomed  to  at 
home  !  I  will  not  suppose  you  in  immediate  ilanger 
from  the  profaneness  and  debauchery  of  the  openly 
profii  gate  :  these,  I  trust,  your  good  name  and  your 
iiabits  of  life  will  enable  you  to  avoid  with  abhorrence. 
But,  you  will  probably  be  more  or  less  assailed  by  the 
arts  ;Liid  s^iphlstry  of  intidelitv.  These  too  easily  pre- 
vailed over  me.    I  was  ridiculed  out  of  the  priuciplso 


which  in\'  good  and  careful  mother  had  aimed  to  instd 

into  liie  li        niy  infancy  ;  and  when  1  gave  up  the. e 

I  was  giailiially  cliaw  11  into  every  kind  of  wickedlles^, 
and  to  the  commission  of  sins  such  as  some  time  before 
would  have  made  me  start  and  tremble  hail  they  been 
proposed.  Let  no  one  tempt  you  to  question  tho 
truth  of  God's  Word.  Pray  to  the  Lord,  by  whose 
inspiration  the  Scriptures  were  wTitten,  to  teach  you,  by 
His  Spirit,  their  true  meaning  ;  and  always  take  it  for 
granted  that  all  you  reail  there  is  truth,  because  it  is 
J  lis  Word,  and  there  can  be  no  higher  positive  proof  of 
a  tliiug  than  "  Thus  saitli  the  Lord." 

CANNiB.iis. — The  black  cannibals  of  North- 
ern Queensland  are  reported  as  being  partial 
to  Chinamen.  The  reason  is  said  to  be  that 
the  flesh  of  the  Chinese  is  peculiarly  tender 
and  palatable,  owing  to  rice  being  their 
staple  article  of  diet.  There  is  now  a 
numerous  Chinese  population  in  the  north 
of  Australia,  and  scores  cf  them  who  have 
ventured  beyond  the  confines  of  civilisation 
have  been  captured  and  devoured  by  the 
natives.  This  explains  the  nonchalance 
with  which  the  Northern  Queensland  surveyor 
recently  reporied  in  these  terms  to  the 
Government : — "  The  blacks  have  stolen  all 
my  provisions  and  mmplcd  two  of  my 
Chinamen."  "  Sampled  "  in  this  connec- 
tion is  rich  indeed  ! 

A  Holy  War. — The  men  of  olden  times,, 
who  taught  that  war  was  glorious  and  peace 
inglorious,  that  every  man  of  honour  and 
ambition  must  be  engaged  in  the  profession 
of  arms,  were  not,  after  all,  so  entirely  wrong. 
Their  views  were  mistaken  and  their  energies, 
misdirected,  but  down  below  all  error  and 
mistake  was  a  deep  underlying  truth,  which 
we  can  only  forget  at  our  peril.  They  taught 
that  every  man  of  hcnour  must  be  a  soldier, 
and  they  were  quite  right.  Every  man  isi- 
ealled  to  be  a  soldier  in  that  Holy  War  which 
is  ever  going  on,  the  war  of  right  against 
wrong  in  every  form.  In  this  war  it  is  a 
disgrace  and  dishonour  to  have  no  share. 

Once,  to  every  man  and  nation. 

Comes  the  moment  to  decide, 
In  the  strife  of  Truth  with  Falsehood, 

'Twi.\t  the  good  aud  evil  side. 

The  choice  offered  us  now  is  between 
true  "  philanthropy  and  patriotism,  and  gun- 
powder-glory "  and  false  ambition  ;  between 
the  ambition  to  help  and  serve  and  save  our 
fellow-men,  and  the  ambition  to  help  and. 
serve  and  save  ourselves,  even  when  it  means, 
trampling  down  our  brothers  and  sisters  of 
this  or  other  nations  to  enrich  and  glorify 
ourselves  at  their  expense.  Notwithstanding- 
the  rampant  militarism  and  the  vast  standing- 
armies  of  to-day,  all  the  nobler  tendencies  of 
our  age  are  of  a  directly  opposite  character. 
Our  sense  of  the  brotherhood  of  man,  revealed 
by  Christ,  is  stronger  than  ever  before  in  the 
world's  history,  and  we  have  yet  to  see  what 
it  will  effect. — Messiah's  Kingdom. 


l6o  Tlie  Eoy'^  Ow^  ?a|)ef. 


(iTorrfspoiTtrcnrc, 


If  oiNS  (Philip). — "  Portcullis  Money  "  was  the  cuiTeney 
struck  by  Queen  Elizabeth  for  use  by  the  East  India 
(lompany,  anil  was  so  called  from  its  having  ilie 
Westminster  arms  on  the  reverse.  It  was  issued  in 
liiOO,  and  at  the  beginning  of  the  inscription  on  each 
side  you  will  fiml  a  puzzling  O.  which  is  the  Mint 
mark,  giving  tlio  date 

Marian. — Jessie  Brown  of  Luoknow,  the  woman  who 
heard  the  pipes  of  the  rescuing  army,  is  purely 
imaginary.  Tiie  story  appeared  in  type  in  tliis  conn 
try  about  a  fortnight  before  the  letters  announcing 
the  capture  reacheil  England.  The  pipe-major  of  the 
78th  Highlanders  at  the  time  dissipated  the  myth  by 
.sliowing  tliat  on  September  25,  1857,  the  dat^;  of  tlie 
hearing,  the  pipe.'!  of  tlie  regiment  were  not  played  at 
all.  And  it  is  also  a  fact  that  no  78th  woman  was  in 
Liickiiow,  all  the  women  of  tlie  regiment  having  been 
left  at  Poena  when  the  regiment  started  for  the  Per 
sian  campaign  It  was  one  of  the  grievances  ot  tlje 
78tJi  tliai  owing  to  the  Mutiny  they  were  separated 
from  tlien  wives  and  children  for  two  years  and  foiu: 
months. 

W  T,  LowTiiKS. — You  might  get  a  serviceable  micro- 
scope, second-liand,  for  three  guineas  at  such  a  place 
a-s  Baker's  in  HoUiorn,  near  Little  Turnstile.  Swift 
and  Son,  in  Tottenliam  CJourt  Road,  make  a  good  many 
instruments  for  South  Kensington  students 

P.  .1.  W. — You  had  far  better  return  the  bicycle  to  the 
makers,  or  their  London  agents,  and  get  them  to  re- 
nickel  it  for  you. 

F.  H.  T.— 1.  A  coracle  is  not  a  safe  sort  of  craft  for  a 
boy  to  go  afloat  in,  and  we  would  rather  not  take  the 
resjxinsibility  of  instructing  yoii  in  the  matter  2, 
The  best  blow-gun  is  a  glass  tube  such  as  you  buy  at 
the  chemist's.  Thrust  it  down  a  bamboo  cane  to 
preserve  it  from  injury. 

A.  E.  CCardifE). — Some  people  keep  a  large  marble  in- 
side the  kettle.  This  collects  the  fur,"  and  prevents 
its  accumulation  on  the  walls  ot  the  kettle.  There 
a,re  "  anti-incrustators "  sold  for  the  same  purpose, 
the  most  fashionable  one  at  present  being  a  brush  of 
twigs 

INSTANTOGRAPH  and  IMAGE.— Our  articles  on  Photo- 
graphy for  Boys  have  not  yet  been  published  in  a 
volume.  Your  best  way  would  be  to  look  througli 
the  advertisements  in  the  " Pliotographic  News" and 
"  Britisli  Journal  of  Photography." 

R.  M.  BoG'ER. — Information  on  South  African  matters 
can  be  obtained  from  the  Agent-General  for  South 
Africa,  Victoria  Street,  Westminster. 


PiscATOR.—Tlie  close  time  for  coarse  fish  is  from 
Marcli  15  to  June  15  The  sizes  of  fish  al  owed  to  be 
taken  in  the  Thames  are  stated  on  a  bill  exhibiteil  at 
every  lock,  or  will  be  supplied  by  the  Conservancy 
We  have  given  the  measurement^i  before. 

Admirer  op  T.  B.  E.— Mr.  Baines  Reed  wrote  our 
first  story,  and  has  contributed  to  all  our  volumes. 
We  had  a  long  series  of  articles  on  Drauglits,  which 
have  been  reprinted  in  "  Indoor  Games." 

Hudson's  Bay.— The  address  of  the  Hudson's  Bay  Com- 
pany is  Lime  Street,  k.c. 

Prairie  CtirKF.— 1.  Write  to  Mr.  E.  Withers,  22  War- 
dour  Street,  London,  for  his  catalogue  of  violin-strings 
and  sundries.  2.  Messrs.  Ca.s.scU  publish  a  book  on 
British  trees  by  Boulger  ;  but  perhaps  you  mean  a 
"  flora,"  in  whicli  case  either  Babingtou's^  Bentham's, 
or  Hooker's  would  suit  you. 

Navy. — No  a^lvice  is  necessary.  You  are  too  old  for 
the  navy,  and  if  you  go  to  sea  at  all  it  must  lx>  in  the 
merchant  service,  where  age  is  not  so  much  con- 
sidered. 

W.  H-  Smith.— Pray  do  not  trouble  to  send  us  the 
translations.  We  should  have  no  space  for  them  for 
a  very  long  time. 

Transferring  Engravings  (Scientific). —Dissolve 
three  drachms  of  common  .\  e'low  soap  in  a  quart  of 
hot  water,  and  when  the  solution  is  nearly  cool  add 
one-and-a-half  fluid  ounces  of  spirit  ot  turpentine, 
and  shake  them  thoroughly  together.  Take  an  ordi- 
nary engraving  and  wasii  it  over  with  this  mi.xture 
with  a  soft  brush  or  sponge,  taking  care  not  to  smear 
the  ink.  Leave  it  to  soak  for  a  few  minutes,  and  then 
lay  on  it  a  piece  of  damp  wliite'paper.  Moderately 
press  the  papers  together  for  a  minute  or  so,  and  on 
separating  them  you  will  find  a  reverse  copy  of  the 
engraving  printed  off. 

MiDsniPMrrE. — Y^ou  have  confu.scd  two  very  different 
tliing.s.  A  midshipman,  or  ratlier  a  cadet,  has  two 
cliests,  one  in  whicli  he  puts  liis  clothes,  the  other 
w  liicli  is  measured  by  tlie  doctors,  and  which  is  used 
for  quite  other  purposes. 

CoNics. — The  Lloyd's  surve.yors  have  many  of  them 
jiasseil  through  the  Government  Dockyards,  and 
nearly  all  are  old  pupils  of  the  School  of  Naval  Archi- 
tecture at  South  Kensington. 

Pony  (J.  T.). — All  the  numbers  containing  "Coltish 
Clironicles"  are  in  print,  and  can  be  had  through 
your  bookseller  There  will  be  plenty  of  time  to  think 
of  firearms  after  you  have  learnt  to  spell. 

G.  G.— The  best  book  on  British  birds  at  a  reasonable 
price  is  that  by  Howard  Saunders,  published  by  Gur- 
ney  and  Jackson,  of  Paternoster  Row,  at  a  guinea. 
The  best  book  for  eggs  is  Seebohm's — and  tlie  best 


book  altogether  ]ierhaps— but  it  co.sts  six  guineas.  It 
is  ])ublish.-d  liy  Dulau.  Get  a  look  at' it  at  your 
free  lil)rar\-.  If  it  is  not  in  the  library  persuade 
some  one  to  inter  tlie  title  in  the  suggestion-book. 
Collector.-  Sun-ly  you  ought  to  know  tliat  the  lan- 
guage of  till'  Huii;ji.rians  is  Magyar?  Ail  stamp.-i 
with  Magyar  on  tlieni  are  Hungarian.  Tlie  one  you 
sketch  is  an  unpaid  letter  stamp. 

A.  G.  FonsTER.— Try  a  shilUng  book  on  '•  Athletics,"  by 
H.  H.  Griftin,  published  by  George  Bell  and  Sous, 
York  Street,  Covent  Garden. 

Army. — There  are  many  other  armies  besidas  the  Salva- 
tion Army.  The  Registrar-General  has  a  list  of  Deno- 
minations every  year.  Y'ou  will  find  it  in  Whitaker's 
Almanack.  There  are  among  others  an  Army  of  the 
King's  Own,  an  Army  of  the  Lord, a  Christian  .\rmy, 
a  Crusade  Mission  Army,  a  Free  Salvation  Army.  a 
Glazebrook  Army,  a  Gospel  Army,  a  Holiness  Army, 
an  Hosanna  Army,  a  King  Jesus's  Army,  a  Metliodist 
Army,  a  Mission  Army,  a  Red  Ribbon'  --Vrniy,  a  Re- 
deenieil  Army,  a  White  Ribbon  Army,  etc. 

Navy  Dick.— It  is  not  true  that  in  the  war  of  1812  the 
Americans  "  were  about  equal  to  the  British  in  suc- 
cesses on  the  sea."  The  Americans. captured  eigltteen 
armed  vessels,  of  which  three  were  friLrates  of  Hk  guns 
and  fifteen  were  sloops  and  brigs.  Thr  three  frigates 
were  the  Guerriere,  Macedonian,  and  Java.  The 
British  captured  148  armed  vessels,  i it  -tthieh  three 
were  frigates,  and  145  were  slooiis.  iirig^.  and 
scliooner.5.  The  three  frigates  were  tlie  President  of 
59  guns,  the  Esse.v:  of  44,  and  the  Chetarieake  of  38. 
Of  the  captures  by  the  Americans  four  ditl  not  reach 

■  an  American  port,  the  Frolic,  IS  guns,  and  tlie 
Levant,  20  guns,  being  recaptured,  and  the  Java  and 
the  Reindeer  being  ilestroyed  asunseaworthy  after  the 
action.  The  idi>a  that  tiic  Chesajicake  was  the  only 
capture  may  p(i--sili[\-  he  owing  to  the  peculiar  cir- 
cumstances of  the  battle.  The  fact  of  the  Americans 
not  having  lost  a  line-of-battle  ship  was  due  to  the 
very  excellent  reason  that  the.v  had  not  a  line-of- 
battle  ship  to  lose,  even  the  big  President  being 
classed  by  their  historians  as  a  frigate. 

H.  S. — Y'ou  should  send  the  manuscript  to  some  educa- 
tional publisher,  and  ask  liim  on  what  terms  he  would 
publisli  it  for  you.  It  is  the  publi-sher  that  adver- 
tises the  bixik,  not  the  writer.  It  is  a  very  rare  thing 
for  the  writer  to  have  any  voice  in  the  matter. 

T.  E.  T. — 1.  If  you  meet  ,a  ladj'  and  gentleman,  and 
know  either  the  lady  or  gentleman,  you  should  raise 
_\our  hat.  2.  If  two  gentlemen  meet  a  lady,  only  the 
one  that  has  been  introduced  to  her  raises  his  hat. 

Y.\chts5ian. — You  can  buy  a  second-hand  Rob  Roy 
canoe  for  about  £8  or  £10.  A  Mersey  canoe,  second- 
hand, would  cost  about  £20.  Prices  depend  upon  the 
style  of  fittings. 


.  1  Ivy     sj/sc  E- 
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[The  story  of  a  Gea;u3— too  old,  don't  yer  know,"  to  study  the  B.  O.  P.  T 
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found  myself  roughly  grasped  by  the  scruff  of  the  neck. 


¥l\e  SoyV  Owi\  Pkj)ef. 


WHAT  I  saw  through  the  window  might 
well  startle  me,  for  a  party  of  Ger- 
man students  carousing  was  as  strange  in 
my  sight  as  a  charcoal-burner's  hut,  or 
even  a  witches'  dance.  Some  half  dozen 
young  men  sat  or  sprawled  round  a  table, 
drinking  beer  and  smoking  long  pipes 
which  had  filled  the  room  with  an  addi- 
tional cloud  of  mystery  for  my  astonished 
eyes.  They  were  dressed  in  what  I  took 
for  a  imiform ;  most  of  them  had  long 
boots  such  as  I  associated  with  dragoons 
or  huntsmen,  rather  than  pedestrian 
tourists  ;  all  wore  flat  blue  caps  and  blue- 
striped  ribbons  across  their  breasts,  and 
nosegays  of  blue  wild  flowers  in  their 
button-holes.  I  did  not  guess  them  to  be 
students,  so  much  older  did  some  of  them 
seem  than  they  were,  and  as  yet  I  was 
innocent  of  those  lazy,  beer-swilling 
habits  which  so  often  give  German  youth 
such  a  coarse  and  bloated  look.  The  din 
they  made  was  as  overpowering  as  the 
smoke :  Germans,  with  all  their  love  of 
music,  are  strangely  fond  of  noise,  and  I 
sometimes  fancied  that  even  their  railway 
whistles  have  a  more  excruciating  screech 
than  ours.  Now  the  whole  party  were 
yelling  out  at  the  pitch  of  their  voices  a 
song  of  which  I  could  catch  only  the 
chorus,  and  could  not  understand  that. 
Not  that  there  was  much  to  understand, 
the  words  being  chiefly.  Ha  !  Ha  !  Ha  ! 
La  !  La  !  La. !  and  so  forth.  It  was  a 
most  extraordinary  kind  of  melody,  more 
befitting  a  band  of  hmatics  than  grown  men 
in  their  senses.  Tlirough  one  verse  they 
all  whistled,  in  another  they  sneezed,  in 
the  next  they  clapped  their  hands,  and  the 
last  consisted  mainly  in  concerted  peals  of 
uneartlily  laiighter,  which  made  me  more 
siTre  than  ever  that  I  had  best  have  nothing 
to  do  with  such  doubtful  characters. 

As  the  song  ended  in  a  wild  burst  of 
shouting  and  thumping  on  the  table, 
one  of  the  party,  happening  to  turn  round, 
caught  sight  of  my  bewildered  face  glued 
to  the  wiiidow  pane.  With  a  whoop  he 
bounded  towards  me.  I  tried  to  make  off, 
but  my  foot  had  stuck  fast  in  some  broken 
woodwork  of  the  trellis;  then,  before  I 
coiild  get  clear,  the  window  was  flung 
opeii  and  I  foimd  myself  roughly  grasped 
by  the  scruff  of  the  neck,  hauled  into  the 
room  as  if  I  had  been  a  sack  of  coals,  and 
flung  upon  the  table  like  Gulliver  among 
the  Brobdingnagians. 

Gesticixlating  around  me,  my  captors 
all  spoke  at  once,  and.  so  loud  that  I  coiild 
hardly  have  made  out  a  word  they  were 
saying,  even  if  I  had  not  been  in  sucli 
confusion,  and  my  German  less  imperfect, 
where  as  yet  I  was  master  only  of  short 
and  simple  sentences  within  the  compass 
of  a  school-boy  vocabulary.  Through  the 
uproar,  at  last,  I  made  out  that  these  men 
wanted  to  know  what  I  was  doing  at  the 
window ;  but  when  I  tried  to  gasp  out 
some  explanation,  besides  words  failing 
me,  a  fit  of  coughing  stopped  my  breath 
as  soon  as  I  opened  my  lips  in  the  reek- 
ing tobacco  smoke. 

"  A  spy  !  A  spy  !  '  howled  they  all  in 
chorus,  witli  such  melodramatic  scowls 
that  I  could  not  be  sure  whether  they 
were  in  jest  or  in  earnest.  "  Death  to  the 
spy  !  Death  to  the  traitor  !  " 

"  I  am  no  spy — I  am  an  Englander  !  " 
exclaimed  I,  whereupon  one  of  the  festive 
crew  turned  me  round,  amid  roars  of 
laughter,  apparently  with  the  purpose  of  ex- 
amining whether  I  had  not  horns  and  a  tail. 


"  What  seek'st  thou  here  ?  "  demanded 
another  in  hollow  tragic  tones,  such  as  one 
might  expect  of  midnight  conspirators. 

"  Something  to  eat,"  stammered  I,  tc 
which  a  third  carolled  out  with  the  same 
theatrical  gravity  what  seemed  to  me  a 
sort  of  nursery  rhyme — 

"  Wiirst  und  Brateii 
Essen  die  Soldaten, 
Wenu  sie  es  haben — " 

The  rest  was  drowned  in  the  laughter  of 
his  companions.  I  should  have  been  sur- 
prised to  find  such  ferocious  personages 
making  so  merry,  if  I  had  not  by  this  time 
fallen  into  a  state  to  be  sixrprised  at  no- 
thing that  might  happen  on  the  Brocken. 

Then  came  a  fresh  outbreak  of  vocifera- 
tions, amid  which  began  certain  proceed- 
ings whereby  I  soon  gathered  that  I  was 
being  put  on  my  trial  for  the  crime  of 
spying  upon  these  orgies.  The  revellers 
resumed  their  seats  round  the  table,  at  the 
bottom  of  which  I  was  placed  as  at  the 
bar  ;  and  now  that  my  eyes  grew  a  little 
more  accustomed  to  the  smoke,  I  could 
scan  their  faces  through  that  fog,  three  or 
four  of  which  have  photographed  them- 
selves on  my  memory.  A  stumpy, 
bearded  little  fellow  took  the  head  of  the 
table,  appearing  to  act  as  judge.  On  his 
right  hand  sat  an  enormously  fat,  smooth- 
faced youth,  who  looked  like  an  angelic 
Daniel  Lambert  in  gold  spectacles.  On 
the  other  side  was  a  swarthy  visage, 
seamed  with  hideotis  scars,  of  which  the 
owner  seemed  to  be  rather  proud  than 
otherwise,  but  I,  ignorant  of  their  absurd 
diielling  customs,  wondered  he  should 
care  to  show  himself  in  public.  I  nick- 
named him  Don  Quixote  to  myself.  A 
still  more  repulsive  countenance  was  that 
of  him  who  had  hauled  me  through  the 
window,  his  blotched  and  pimply  cheek 
being  laid  open  by  a  recent  cut  imperfectly 
healed,  besides  which  he  had  a  patch  of 
sticking  plaster  on  his  nose,  and  his  blood- 
shot eyes,  one  of  them  squinting  horribly 
through  a  double  eye-glass,  by  no  means 
improved  his  appearance,  any  more  than 
did  a  great  shock  of  towzly  hair  and  a 
coarse  straw-coloured  moustache.  He 
stood  beside  me  as  in  the  capacity  of 
constable,  and  appeared  to  take  the  lead 
in  my  persecution  with  a  gusto  which 
caTised  me  inwardly  to  dub  him  Flash- 
man,  after  the  bully  in  "  Tom  Brown's 
School  Days."  There  were  two  or  three 
others  who  have  left  no  particular  im- 
pression on  me,  and  might  be  set  down 
as  Herr  Smith  or  Herr  Jones  for  all  I 
know  to  the  contrary. 

To  my  further  consternation,  a  sword 
had  been  produced  from  somewliere, 
perhaps  it  came  out  of  a  sword-stick,  and 
was  ceremoniously  laid  before  the  presi- 
dent, who  called  the  court  to  order  by 
striking  it  on  the  table ;  then  all  the 
members  relit  their  pipes  and  tiied  to 
look  solenm,  as  Daniel  Lambert  rose  to 
make  a  long  rigmarole  of  a  speech,  which 
I  took  to  be  the  indictment  against  me. 
He  got  up  on  a  chair  to  deliver  it,  and 
from  that  height  seemed  to  loom  through 
the  tobacco-cloud  like  a  Brocken  spectre, 
yet  his  menacing  gestures  coifld  not  im- 
pose upon  me  when  I  looked  at  his  full- 
moon  of  a  face  beaming  with  oily  good- 
nature. For  all  his  air  of  mock  serious- 
ness, I  could  see  that  he  was  making  fun 
of  the  whole  business ;  and  the  rest  of 
them  laughed  till  they  almost  fell  off 


their  seats,  while  they  surveyed  me  with 
appalling  frowns,  puffing  their  long  pipes 
and  from  time  to  time  taking  gi-eat  gulps 
out  of  their  beer  cans. 

I  presently  recovered  my  self-posses- 
sion, seeing  that  thege  tomfooleries  be- 
tokened no  question  of  midnight  execution, 
but  a  noisy  joke  on  the  part  of  my  judges, 
who  seemed  to  me  to  have  dnmk  more 
beer  than  was  good  for  them,  and  I  hoped 
I  should  never  learn  in  Germany  to  mak( 
such  an  idiot  of  myself.  Indeed,  I  began 
to  despise  tliem  as  Alice  did  the  court  ir 
Wonderland,  and  still  more  when,  at  the 
end  of  that  speech  for  the  prosecution, 
they  broke  out  into  another  song  by  way 
of  enlivening  the  proceedings,  and  m  thi 
course  of  it,  sitting  astraddle  on  theii 
chairs,  galloped,  or  rather  hobbled,  thus 
around  the  room,  howhng  in  chorus  anc 
stamping  with  heavily -shod  heels,  tiU  ] 
thought  they  would  have  brought  th( 
house  down,  all  which  struck  me  as  verj 
poor  sport  for  grown  men.  I  felt  satis 
fied  that  even  schoolboys  in  England 
would  not  make  such  great  babies  o, 
themselves. 

The  com-t  again  settled  down,  and, 
after  more  jabbering,  I  imderstood  my- 
self to  be  called  upon  for  my  defence, 
which  I  offered  accordingly  as  best  I 
could.  All  my  genders  and  cases  riuming 
loose,  I  mumbled  out  that  I  had  lost  my 
way,  that  I  meant  no  harm  by  peeping 
in  iTpon  them,  that  I  hoped  they  woTild 
not  be  offended  with  a  foreigner  who  did 
not  know  their  customs.  But  what  I 
said  was  drowned  in  the  shouts  of  laughter 
raised  by  my  gi'ammatical  blunders,  and, 
finally,  I  gave  it  up  and  joined  in  the 
laugh,  thinking  well  to  show  that  I  could 
take  the  whole  thing  goodhiunouredly. 
It  was  no  laughing  matter,  however, 
when  I  heard  my  sentence  delivered  m 
Beardy's  resonant  voice,  after  he  had  com- 
manded silence  by  waving  his  sword  and 
hammering  the  hilt  of  it  on  the  table. 

'•  Thou  !  "  was  the  brief  and  forcible 
style  in  which  he  addressed  me.  "To 
show  that  thou  art  an  honest  strangerling, 
thou  shalt  drink  a  glass  of  beer  to  the 
health  of  Prince  Bismarck." 

"  Hoch  !  Long  live  Bismai'ck  !  "  cho- 
riissed  the  others.   "  Give  him  the  glass." 

How  should  they  know  that  this  was 
the  very  thing  I  could  not  do '?  If  they 
had  asked  me,  now,  to  bite  an  inch  off 
the  poker,  or  to  kneel  to  the  prettiest  of 
them,  bow  to  the  wittiest,  &c.,  I  would 
cheerfully  have  paid  such  forfeit,  hwt 
what  they  required  of  me  was  out  of  the 
question.  My  mother  had  been  much 
concerned  on  my  account  about  the 
German  beer-drinking  habits,  and  I  had 
faithfuDy  promised  her  never  to  touch  a 
drop  of  beer  or  any  other  intoxicating 
beverage,  a  promise  that  cost  me  little, 
as  I  had  no  taste  for  such  things.  Indeed, 
I  was  a  pledged  teetotaler  from  child- 
hood, and  had  come  to  Germany  boast- 
fully wearing  a  bit  of  blue  ribbon  in  my 
buttonhole,  till  I  foimd  that  the  foreign 
boys  took  it  for  an  order  of  chi^■alry,  and 
when,  on  explanation,  their  cm'iosity  gave 
place  to  amusement,  I  thereby  earned  for 
myself  the  nickname  of  the  Blue  Knight. 

"  I  drink  no  beer,"  I  told  them.  "  Ich 
bin  ein  Teetotaler.  I  wear  the  Blue 
Ribbon  when  I  am  at  home,"  I  added,  in 
my  perplexity,  to  make  the  matter  plainer, 
though  I  felt  conscious  that  they  would 
not  understand  -nhat  that  meant.  The 


blue-striped  ribbons  which  they  displayed 
across  their  waistcoats  had  evidently 
nothing  to  do  with  teetotalism,  whatever 
such  mysterious  insignia  might  imply. 

A  howl  of  derision  was  their  only 
answer,  and  they  crowded  round  me  to 
carry  out  the  sentence.  Beardy  forced 
the  brimming  mug  into  my  hands ; 
Flashman  tried  to  tilt  it  over  into  my 
mouth ;  I  vehemently  rejecting  it  with 
signs  of  abhorrence,  by  no  means  inclined 
to  submit  as  calmly  as  Socrates  to  receive 
the  bowl  of  hemlock.  Even  if  I  had 
been  in  the  way  of  drinking  beer,  I  don't 
think  I  shoitld  have  been  willmg  to  let 
myself  be  thus  bullied  by  those  fellows. 
The  spirit  of  a  young  British  teetotaler 
was  up ;  the  more  the  execiitioners 
laughmgly  tried  to  make  me  drink,  the 
more  vigorously  I  kicked  and  struggled 
in  their  hands,  and  succeeded  in  getting 
rid  of  the  potion  elsewhere  than  down 
my  throat.  Half  of  it  was  splashed  into 
the  scarred  face  of  Don  Quixote,  and  the 
other  half  mostly  found  its  way  down 
one  of  Flashman"  s  long  boots,  as  he 
pulled  me  by  the  hair  to  make  me  turn 
up  my  face.  That  was  not  all :  when 
Daniel  Lambert  would  have  held  me 
fast,  I  twisted  about  and  tripped  him 
lip,  so  that  his  gold-edged  spectacles  fell 
off  to  be  trodden  underfoot  in  the  fray. 
Hot  and  breathless,  I  finally  managed  to 
tear  myself  loose  from  them  all,  flinging 
away  the  almost  empty  glass,  which 
smashed  against  a  great  iron  stove.  That 
was  all  these  roysterers  got  by  trying  to 
make  me  break  my  pledge,  a  matter  no 
doubt  inconceivable  to  them. 

Now  they  were  really  angry,  as  well 
they  might  be.  With  fresh  hiillaballoo, 
they  all  fell  upon  me  again,  and  this  time 
I  could  no  longer  wriggle  out  of  their 
gi-asp.  In  a  trice,  I  found  myself  forced 
into  a  corner,  seized,  and  my  arms  bound 
behind  my  back  with  a  strap  or  belt, 
Flashman  twisting  them  like  a  true  bully, 
till  it  was  all  I  could  do  to  help  crying 
out  for  the  pain.  Their  prisoner  thus  se- 
duced, they  took  brief  counsel,'  the  result 
of  which  was  a  loud  shout  accompanied 
by  clattering  with  the  metal  covers  of 
their  beer  mugs. 

"  Mariechen  !  Mariechen  !  "  This  sum- 
mons brought  into  the  room  a  stout, 
stumpy  young  womaij,  with  the  good- 
natured,  simple  face,  blue  eyes  and  flaxen 
hair  so  characteristic  of  the  German  pea- 
santry. From  the  bag  she  wore  at  her 
side  for  holding  change,  I  perceived  she 
must  be  a  waitress,  and  was  relieved  to 
find  the  place  no  worse  than  an  inn. 


"  What  a  noise  you  stixdent-gentlemen 
are  makmg!  "  she  said,  and  out  of  those 
blue  eyes  cast  a  look  of  wonder  at  me,  as 
if  asking  who  I  might  be,  and  how  I  came 
there,  while  she  smiled  in  answer  to  the 
students'  familiar  salutations.  She  went 
out  again,  receivmg  from  them  an  order 
to  me  unintelligible. 

"  Let  me  go  !  I  did  not  wish  to  offend 
you,"  I  pleaded,  in  vain  striving  to  extri- 
cate my  arms  from  the  bonds  that  ren- 
dered me  helpless. 

"  Stupid  blockhead  of  an  Englander, 
thou  shalt  di-ink  a  whole  maas  full!" 
snapped  Flashman,  wrathfully  examining 
his  boot  tm-ned  into  a  beer  receptacle, 
while  Don  Quixote  ruefully  wiped  his 
face,  and  even  Daniel  Lambert's  placid 
looks  wore  something  like  a  real  frown  as 
he  tried  to  gaze  reproachfully  upon  me 
through  his  broken  spectacles. 

"  What  would  they  do  next  ?  "  I  asked 
myself  in  alarmed  suspense,  but  had  not 
long  to  wait.  In  came  the  waiting-girl 
carrying  an  enormous  long  glass  that 
must  have  held  more  than  a  quart,  filled 
to  the  top  with  foaming  beei-.  I  imder- 
stood  that  all  this  was  to  be  poured,  willy- 
nilly,  down  my  reluctant  throat,  and  again 
raised  my  voice  in  entreaty,  but  it  was 
drowned  by  a  chorus  of  exultation  from 
the  whole  crew. 

"  Stay,  Mariechen,  and  you  shall  see  a 
sulky  foreigner  made  to  swill,  for  once, 
like  a  right  German ! "  commanded 
Beardy,  and  Flashman  snatched  the  jug 
from  her,  again  taking  on  himself  the 
congenial  office  of  chief  tormentor. 

Mariechen  turned  on  me  a  gaze  of 
mingled  curiosity  and  pity,  as  I  stood 
there  with  my  back  against  a  corner, 
shivering  in  my  wet  clothes,  my  hands 
tied,  but  my  lips  set  tight,  determined  to 
resist  to  the  last.  I  thought  I  could  floor 
Daniel  Lambert  for  one  by  butting  my 
head  into  his  stomach ;  and  as  for  the  rest, 
they  would  have  a  hard  job  of  their  under- 
taking. Still  I  feared  it  was  all  up  with 
the  cause  of  teetotalism  ;  and  pride,  wrath, 
and  shame  boiled  in  my  heaving  breast. 
There  were  tears  in  my  eyes,  too,  but 
that,  you  will  take  for  granted,  was  the 
work  of  the  tobacco  smoke. 

"  What  are  yon  doing  with  the  child  ?  " 
asked  Mariechen. 

Child,  indee'd!  I  was  certainly  rather 
small  of  my  age.  But  I  let  the  word  pass 
for  the  sake  of  the  sentiment;  in  such 
forlorn  plight,  it  was  so  much  to  find  any 
one  taking  my  part.  This  protectress  of 
mine  had  a  snub  nose,  and  cheeks  marked 
by  small  -pox,  but  no  tair  damsel  of  old 
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ever  seemed  more  beauteous  to  her  chosen 
knight. 

"  Let  me  go  !  "  I  repeated.  "  I  don't 
want  to  drink  beer.  I  promised  I  woiold 
not.  Tell  them  to  leave  me  alone,  please," 
and  now  my  imploring  entreaties  were  not 
thrown  away. 

"  Why  do  you  torment  him  ?  He  has 
done  you  no  harm,"  she  said.  "  He  must 
be  a  stranger  by  his  speech." 

Then  they  broke  forth  all  together, 
pouring  a  storm  of  accusations  on  my 
devoted  head. 

"  He  is  a  proud  beast  of  an  Eng- 
lander ! " 

"  He  pretends  not  to  drink  om-  beer !  " 

"  Has  insulted  Bismarck  !  " 

"  Has  spied  upon  us  through  the 
window !  " 

"  He  deserves  to  be  executed  !  " 

"  But  he  shall  cMuk  it  to  the  last  drop, 
if  he  would  escape  with  his  life. — We  have 
sworn  it !  " 

"  Das  ist  TJnsimi,"  remarked  Mariechen 
bhmtly ;  as  much  as  to  say,  "  All  non- 
sense ! ' ' 

"  It  is  not  nonsense,  and  you  are 
not  civil,  Mariechen,"  answered  Beardy. 
"  Mind  your  own  business.  The  tirchin 
has  deserved  pimishment,  and  must  en- 
diu-e  it.  So,  go  and  fetch  ixs  some  more 
beer,  and  hold  your  tongue." 

"  I  will  not  be  civil  to  any  one  who 
misuses  a  child,"  she  spoke  up,  warming 
in  my  cause.  "No  more  beer  will  I 
bring  you,  imless  you  leave  the  small  man 
in  peace.  Shame  on  you !  It  is  my 
busniess  that  you  behave  decently  in  this 
house.    So !  " 

"  Make  an  end  of  this ! "  cried  Flash- 
man,  springing  forward  to  throw  himself 
upon  me,  the  gigantic  glass  in  hand. 

Suddenly  Mariechen  flimg  the  door 
wide  open,  so  that  it  almost  touched  the  end 
of  the  table,  and  thus  cut  him  off  from  me. 

"  Eun,  small  one,  rim  !  "  she  cried. 

Seizing  this  chance,  I  shpped  out  like 
an  eel.  Beardy,  the  only  one  of  the 
students  who  was  on  my  side  of  the  room, 
made  a  dart  at  me,  but 'stumbled  over  one 
or  two  chairs  which  stood  in  the  way,  the 
furniture  being  all  in  confusion  after  our 
recent  struggle.  As  I  gamed  the  passage, 
Mariechen  slammed  the  door  behind  me, 
remaining  within  to  guard  it,  like  that 
brave  Lady  Catherine  Douglas  who  vainly 
offered  life  and  limb  to  save  King  James  i. 
from  murderous  conspirators.  My  heroine 
was  more  successful ;  and  had  this  Marie- 
chen, "  Little  Mary,"  been  an  English  girl 
I  might  here  make  a  classical  joke :  Sic 
me  servavit  a  Polly  1 
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MY  benefactor  now  left  me  for  a  while, 
and  shortly  afterwards  a  girl  made 
her  appearance,  bearing  my  supper,  an 
omelette  swimming  in  oil,  a  tough  beef- 
steak, and  a  dish  of  some  kind  of  coarse 
fish.    To  me,  this  repast,  which  imder 


any  other  circmnstances  would  have 
seemed  most  loathsome,  appeared  a  feast 
fit  to  set  before  the  most  renowned  of 
Roman  epicures.  It  was  washed  down  by 
very  good  wine — if  rough  and  soiu-,  at  least 
pure  juice  of  the  grape.  After  I  had 
supped,  I  speedily  betook  myself  to  bed, 
for  the  first  time  for  many  a  day  stretch- 
ing myself  upon  a  mattress,  and  enjoying 


the  luxury  of  a  parr  of  sheets  ;  and  despite 
the  hum  of  voices  in  the  street  (the  whole 
populace  being  yet  astir),  despite  the  per- 
petual clink  of  the  dominoes,  and  the 
occasional  scraping  of  violins  in  the  caf6 
below,  I  slept  the  sleep  of  a  child  for 
several  hours. 

It  seemed,  however,  as  if  I  had  but  just 
laid  myself  down,  and  indeed  it  was  still 
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dark,  when  I  was  awakened  by  some  one 
moving  about  with  a  dim  lantern  in  my 
chamber.  My  first  thought  was  that  the 
alguazils  liad  discovered  my  retreat ;  I 
was  much  comforted  at  finding  that  the 
new-comer  was  only  my  good  friend, 
Boaz,  who  bade  me  rise  and  dress  myself; 
which  I  accordingly  did.  "  You  can  wash 
yoiu-  skin  when  you  gits  on  board  the 
Mayflower,"  said  he.  "  Now  you  jest 
listen  to  my  instructions." 

I  professed  myself  all  attention. 
"  You  leaves  this  place  by  yourself  in 
'alf  an  hoiir's  time — no  later,  mind  !  You 
turns  to  your  right  on  leavin'  'ere,  which 
is  the  straight  road  to  Callao. 

"  Yer  keeps  yer  cowl  pretty  well  over 
yer  'ead,  and  yer  jest  seems  to  be  'urryin' 
on  to  the  day's  business  like,  absorbed  in 
yer  own  reflections.  Wlien  yer  gits  down 
to  Callao,  look  out  for  a  little  lad  as'll  be 
waitin'  for  yer  outside  of  the  second  wine- 
shop as  yer  comes  to,  on  the  left  'and 
side ;  you'U  know  'im  by  'is  wearin'  a 
striped  poncho  with  a  patch  let  into  it  in 
front ;  and  'e'll  'ave  a  dog  with  'im,  a 
blood'ound;  you  jest  toiler  that  there 
young  sliaver,  and  'e'll  take  yer  right  to 
where  I'm  to  be  found,  and  then  we  can 
consider  what  the  next  move  is  to  be. 
It's  clear  it  won't  do  for  yer  to  be  seen 
wi'  me  ;  yer  description's  out  already,  and 
a  reward  offered  for  yer  apprehension  ;  but 
I  think  they'll  'ardly  know  you  in  that  rig." 

Whatever  may  have  been  the  advan- 
tages of  the  said  rig  to  its  owner,  I  cer- 
tainly didn't  find  it  at  all  convenient.  It 
seemed,  in  addition  to  being  extremely 
hot  and  stuffy,  to  carry  deception  and 
discovery  in  its  every  fold,  and  there  was 
a  very  decided  bouquet  about  it,  sugges- 
tive of  stale  broken  meat,  and  staler  vege- 
tables. Moreover,  it  had  belonged  to  a 
brother  of  a  pronounced  corpulent  habit, 
so  that,  though  all  very  well  as  to  length, 
its  ample  skirts  hung  about  my  attenuated 
limbs  in  the  most  ludicrous  fashion.  I 
had  not  proved  my  armour,  and  would 
fain  have  gone  forth  in  a  more  simple 
disguise.  Drawing  the  dark  cowl  over 
my  head  with  a  shudder,  I  threw  my 
dirty  white  wallet  over  my  back,  and  with 
a  muttered  attempt  at  a  benediction  to 
the  few  loungers  in  the  cafe,  I  started  on 
my  perilous  journey.  Immediately  its 
difficulties  dawned  upon  me  ;  to  have  to 
travel  some  ten  miles  amongst  enemies, 
imder  a  broiling  sun,  on  foot,  with  legs 
still  stiff  and  sore  from  my  fetters,  and 
my  whole  system,  indeed,  a  long  way 
below  par,  owing  to  the  terrible  sufferings 
undergone  in  the  past  few  weeks  !  No- 
thing but  the  delightful  prospect  of  liberty, 
on  the  one  hand,  and  the  fear  of  a  still 
more  rigorous  imprisonment,  and  still 
further  degradation,  on  the  other,  braced 
me  up  for  the  final  effort. 

I  should  liave  mentioned  that  my  late 
captivity  had  been  varied  by  three  or  four 
days'  liard  labour  on  the  batteries  of  Callao 
as  a  punishment  for  some  small  breach 
of  the  prison  regulations.  During  that 
short  time  I  observed  several  poor 
wretches  collapse  under  the  broiling  sun 
and  the  brutality  of  their  taskmasters; 
and  I  myself  showed  such  manifest  signs 
of  speedily  sharing  the  same  sad  fate,  that 
I  was  hurriedly  transferred -to  the  scene 
of  my  former  labours.  As  may  be  ima- 
gined then,  I  foimd  the  dread  of  returning 
to  the  batteries  a  very  sharp  spur  to  my 
resolution. 


I  accordingly  limped  along,  every  few  mo- 
ments experiencing  the  most  exquisite  pain 
from  the  imeven  state  of  the  pavements, 
by  which  my  limbs  were  being  continually 
jarred.  Early  as  it  was,  the  streets  were 
already  thronged,  and,  as  I  knew  nothing 
of  this  quarter  of  the  city,  I  dared  not 
leave  the  main  road.  I  soon  found  that 
I  had  quite  as  much  to  fear  from  friends 
as  from  foes ;  for  every  now  and  then  I 
had  to  stop,  for  the  purpose  of  thrusting 
into  my  wallet  scraps  of  broken  meat  or 
stale  bread  bestowed  on  me  by  charitably- 
disposed  persons.  I  chafed  inwardly  at 
the  constant  delay  thus  experienced,  "and 
expected  every  moment  that  some  invohm- 
tary  exclamation  of  pain  or  impatience 
would  betray  me  to  a  pitiless  enemy.  My 
heart  was  continually  in  my  mouth ;  but 
I  am  siu-e  that  my  youth,  my  lameness, 
and  my  evident  sufferings  operated  very 
strongly  in  my  favour,  and  that  I  was 
looked  iipon  as  a  brother  of  peculiar 
sanctity.  Nevertheless,  I  was  not  allowed 
to  effect  my  escape  without  finding  myself 
more  than  once  in  extreme  danger. 

It  happened  that  one  of  the  most 
eminent  physicians  in  Lima  passed  me 
at  that  very  time  when  engaged  on  his 
morning  rounds ;  being  of  a  benevolent 
disposition,  and  seeing  my  evident  dis- 
tress, he  ordered  his  carriage  to  stop, 
made  his  way  to  my  side,  and  with  many 
expressions  of  concern  and  pity  begged 
me  to  take  a  seat  in  the  vehicle,  which 
was  going  the  same  way  as  myself. 

I  drew  my  cowl  more  closely  over  my 
face,  alid  yielded  reluctantly  to  his  kind 
advances,  partly  because  I  had  begim  to 
entertain  very  grave  doubts  as  to  my 
ability  to  perforin  the  task  set  before  me, 
and  partly  because  I  thought  that  I  might 
arouse  suspicion  by  a  refusal.  I  feigned  | 
to  be  too  miserable  to  speak,  indicating  | 
by  a  gesture  that  I  was  suffering  from  a 
severe  toothache,  in  addition  to  my  other 
miseries ;  and  to  my  great  joy  my  new 
friend  contented  himself  with  feeling  my 
pulse,  and  administering  some  very  good 
cordial  out  of  a  flask,  which  seemed  for 
the  time  to  put  new  life  into  me. 

As  luck  would  have  it,  the  carriage  con- 
veyed us  completely  beyond  the  city  of 
Lima ;  but  my  feai  s  were  doubled  when 
at  length  it  stopped  at  a  large  house  on 
the  main  road  to  Callao,  and  the  doctor, 
alighting,  bade  me  com-teoiisly  to  wait  his 
return,  and  then  knocked  heavily  at  the 
gate,  and  was  presently  admitted.  It  was 
now  that  I  suddenly  found  I  was  in  the 
very  jaws  of  the  lion  ;  I  was  extremely  i 
imcomfortable,  being,  of  course,  com-  [ 
pletely  in  the  dark  as  to  what  my  new 
friend  would  do  next ;  so  much  so,  that  I  ' 
seriously  debated  whether  or  no  I  shoidd 
discover  myself  to  him,  throwing  myself 
upon  his  mercy,  and  imploring  him  at 
least  not  to  betray  me ;  but  this  idea  had 
scarcely  time  to  gather  shape  before  it 
was  dispelled  by  the  arrival  of  another 
carriage  containing,  to  my  infinite  horror, 
no  less  a  person  than  the  doctor  of  the 
prison,  whose  temper  I  knew  only  too 
well,  and  of  whose  vi  ,ts  I  had  the  most 
agonising  recollections  .  Fortunately,  this 
magnanimous  individu,  '  was  in  too  much 
of  a  hurry  to  cast  mo.  \  than  a  passing 
glance  at  a  poor  Capxic  in,  to  whom  his 
professional  brother  had  been  eccentric 
enough  to  give  a  seat  in  his  luxurious 
carriage.  Dr.  Desnoes  was  evidently 
anxiously  expected,  for  the  porter  was  on 


the  watch,  and  in  another  moment  his  tall 
gaunt  form  had  disappeared  from  view, 
while  the  carriage  in  which  he  came  was 
driven  rapidly  off  in  the  opposite  direction. 

Here  was  a  pretty  predicament.  They 
would  undoubtedly  return  together,  and 
I  should  once  more  be  subjected  to  the 
scrutiny  of  those  keen  grey  eyes  ;  detec- 
tion would  immediately  follow,  with  im- 
prisonment, perhaps  death,  in  its  train. 
There  was  no  time  to  lose.  I  noticed 
that  the  driver  had  fallen  into  a  somno- 
lescent  state,  owing  to  the  great  heat  of 
the  noonday  sim ;  moreover,  it  was  quite 
unlikely  that  he  would  risk  horses,  car- 
riage, and  situation,  on  my  account. 

I  therefore  meditated  slipping  quietly 
out  of  the  vehicle  and  making  the  best 
escape  I  could,  when  just  as  I  was  on  the 
point  of  putting  my  resolve  into  practice 
a  new  character  appeared  on  the  scene, 
no  other  than  the  gaoler  Jose  himself. 
I  ga^•e  up  all  for  lost,  but  lay  back  in 
the  carriage  with  the  air  of  a  great  in- 
valid, my  heart  beating  loudly,  and  the 
perspiration  standing  in  great  beads  on 
my  brow.  I  held  my  breath  while  the 
negro  aroused  the  driver. 

"Where  is  His  Excellency?"  cried  he; 
"  I  have  scoured  the  city  through  to  find 
him.  One  of  the  prisoners  has  hanged 
himself.  They  are  always  up  to  some 
trick  or  other.  And  to  think,  too,  that 
that  yoimg  English  limb  of  Satan  should 
have  given  me  the  slip.  But  he  will  soon 
be  caught,  I  warrant  him,  and  then  the 
saints  help  him  !  he  will  pass  the  rest  of 
his  short  existence  on  the  batteries. 
Heigho,  holy  father,"  he  continued, 
peering  into  the  carriage,  "  How  long 
will  His  Excellency  be  ?  " 

"  Don't  you  see,  you  rude  man,"  said 
the  driver,  "  that  the  holy  father  is  un- 
well '?  He  has  been  fasting  tc  0  much 
lately,  and  saying  too  many  aves  on  the 
cold  floor  of  lais  cell;  let  him  be,  can't 
you?  Listen,  there  is  Pablo  the  butler 
calling  you  to  have  a  cup  of  wine ;  go 
and  tell  him  that  I,  too,  am  thirsty,  but 
can't  leave  the  box.  Nay,  I  will  go  with 
you  myself.  These  old  horses  won't 
budge  an  inch ;  and  if  they  do,  may  they 
carry  the  padre  to  heaven." 

"With  these  rude  jests  he  descended 
from  the  box,  and  the  two  worthies 
entered  the  house  together.  Now  was 
my  time.  I  slipped  out  of  the  carriage, 
and  finding  necessity  the  sharpest  possible 
stimulus,  I  soon  put  a  considerable  dis- 
tance between  myself  and  that  dreaded 
house,  devoutly  hoping  that  the  consulta- 
tion would  be  a  protracted  one,  and  that 
the  excellence  of  the  wine  woidd  render 
both  the  coachman  and  Jose  indifferent 
to  my  somewhat  strange  disappearance. 

I  think  it  must  have  been  so,  for  I 
reached  Callao  without  frn-ther  mishap, 
except  that  a  somewhat  garrulous  old 
market  woman  insisted  on  stopping  me 
and  pouring  into  my  distracted  ears  a 
long  tale  of  aftliction,  not  one  word  of 
which  I  imderstood ;  but  as  I  could  not 
have  got  a  word  in  edgeways  had  I 
been  able,  and  as  the  old  ladj-'s  atten- 
tion was  fortunately  required  in  another 
quarter,  I  escaped  without  much  incon- 
venience. 

I  fomid  the  boy  with  the  patched 
poncho  attended  by  the  bloodhound,  p.s 
above  described,  followed  the  pair  at  a 
convenient  distance  through  several  nar- 
row and  filthy  streets,  till  we  reached  a 
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little  bye-street  apparently  in  the  rear  of 
several  wharves,  since  the  taU  masts  of 
the  ships  showed  themselves  above  the 
roofs  of  the  houses.  My  conductor  stop- 
ped at  an  archway  leading  into  a  little 
court,  wholly  encmnbered  with  boxes, 
bales,  and  casks  of  every  description  ;  we 
threaded  our  way  among  these  imtil  we 
came  to  a  rickety  staircase,  at  the  top  of 
which,  in  a  little  office,  stood  my  friend 
and  dehverer,  motioning  me  to  asceiad. 
The  boy  disappeared.  "  Well,  where  on 
airth  'ave  yer  been  ?  "  exclaimed  he  ; 
"  I've  been  waitin'  on  yer  this  long  time  ; 
I'm  on  pins  and  needles  lest  them  feUers 
should  be  on  our  track  ;  they  won't  show 
no  mercy  to  yer,  if  they  ketches  yer. 
Come  on  now,  we  must  git  to  the  rale 
business  at  once." 

I  assiu-ed  him  that  I  was  only  too  ready 
and  willing  to  do  anything  which  he  might 
propose,  and  briefly  recounted  my  late 
adventures,  whereupon  he  decided  that  I 
must  be  packed  up  in  a  case  without  delay 
and  placed  on  board.  Accordingly  he 
called  two  of  his  crew  and  gave  them  the 


requisite  instructions  ;  and  in  a  very  short 
space  of  time  I  found  myself  the  occupant 
of  a  large  crate,  in  which  I  was  carefully 
I  packed  in  straw  and  marked,  "  Earthen- 
ware, fragile;  this  side  up."  The  straw 
was  so  arranged  that  I  could  easily  make 
a  breathing-hole  for  myself;  and  a  few 
old  plates  were  judiciously  laid  on  the  top, 
a  precaution  which  proved  of  great  service, 
since  the  custom-house  officers  were  thus 
easily  satisfied.  At  last,  after  being  nearly 
stifled,  and  after  what  seemed  intermin- 
able dela.ys,  caused  by  the  transaction  of 
an  endless  series  of  formalities,  I  heard 
the  welcome  splash  of  oars,  and  knew 
that  I  was  once  more  afloat ;  and  pre- 
sently there  burst  upon  my  delighted  ears 
the  stiU  more  cheery  somids  of  the  weigh- 
ing of  the  anchor,  the  squaring  of  yards, 
the  setting  of  sails,  and  the  pleasant  rush 
of  a  vessel  scudding  before  the  wind. 

At  last,  at  last  I  was  free,  afloat,  under 
a  neutral  and  friendly  flag !    My  kind 
deliverer  lost  no  time  in  setting  me  at 
1  liberty  from  my  suffocating  quarters,  and, 
I  congratulating  me  on  my  escape,  bade 


me  go  below  and  refresh  myself  in  the 
cabin.  Glad  indeed  was  I  to  exchange 
my  heavy  garments  for  the  clean  and 
wholesome  sailor's  rig  which  the  care  of 
my  friend  had  provided  for  me,  and  to 
sit  down,  for  the  first  time  for  many 
weeks,  to  a  plain  but  appetising  meal. 

Good  kmd  Boaz  Bloomer !  a  friend  in 
need ;  my  companion  in  that  lonesome 
voyage  from  Callao  to  Eos ;  ever  faithful 
messmate,  true  friend  and  adviser,  almost 
my  foster-father ;  rugged  but  honest;  im- 
petuous, yet  how  imswervingly  true ! 
how  imsparing  of  meanness !  what  a 
friend  to  the  weak  and  injured  !  I  shall 
meet  you  when  the  hands  are  mustered 
aloft,  ay,  in  spite  of  the  tragic  end  of 
your  life  by  your  own  seeking  on  the  clifi's 
of  that  lonesome  isle.  It  was  not  the 
true  Boaz  Bloomer  that  did  this ;  it  was 
tlie  delirium  of  suffering  that  caused  that 
fatal  deed,  even  if  not  pm-ely  accidental. 
We  shall  meet  hereafter,  in  the  haven 
where  we  would  be. 

{2o  be  continued.) 


THE    LAST  SURVIVOES. 


"  Qo,  my  boys,  you  want  me  to  tell  you 
O    a  story  about  soldiers  and  fighting, 

eh  ?  "  said  old  General  P-  ,  pulling  his 

long  grey  moustache  reflectively,  as  his 
nephews  came  crowding  round  his  arm- 
chair, with  loud  and  repeated  demands  to 
that  effect.  "  Well,  I've  been  a  soldier 
myself,  and  I've  seen  plenty  of  fighting, 
sure  enough — a  good  deal  too  much  to  be 
very  fond  of  it,  I  can  promise  you,  young 
people — and  what  I  think  about  fighting 
is  that  it's  one  of  those  things  which  are 
much  better  kept  in  their  place.  When 
somebody  comes  and  wants  to  hurt  you 
or  anybody  that  you're  fond  of,  of  com-se 
yow  must  defend  yourself;  but  when  the 
fighting's  done  by  two  bi'others  in  their 
own  home,  it  doesn't  seem  quite  so 
natural." 

Here  he  looked  meaningly  at  two  of  the 
boys  (whose  faces  bore  visible  traces  of  a 
recent  "  set-to  "),  and  both,  as  they  met 
his  glance,  began  to  look  rather  foolish. 

"Now,"  resumed  the  General,  "I'm 
just  going  to  tell  you  a  story  about  two 
soldiers  quarrelling  and  fighting,  and  we 
shall  see  what  you'll  think  of  them  when 
you've  heard  it.    So  now,  listen  to  me : 

"  When  I  first  went  out  to  the  East  to 
join  my  regiment — which  had  just  been 
ordered  off  to  some  out-of-the-way  place 
in  the  Himalaya  Mountains — there  were 
two  young  officers  in  it  who  were  so  con- 
stantly together  that  we  used  to  call  them 
'  The  Siamese  Twins.'  Their  real  names 
don't  particularly  matter ;  so,  for  conve- 
nience' sake,  suppose  we  just  call  them 
Lieutenant  .Jones  and  Lieutenant  Brown. 

"  The  two  were  very  much  about  the 
same  age,  but  in  all  other  points  they 
were  as  different  as  any  two  men  could 
well  be.  Brown  was  a  grave,  sober, 
steady-going  young  fellow,  always  read- 
ing and  studying,  hardly  ever  speaking  to 
anybody,  and  having  no  friends  except 
his  one  especial  crony,  Jones.    The  old 
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Colonel  always  spoke  of  him  as  a  very 
praiseworthy  young  officer,  and  the  young 
officers  always  called  him  a  fool. 

"  Lieutenant  Jones  was  the  very  re- 
verse of  all  this — a  rollicking,  harum- 
scarmu,  headlong  youngster,  always 
laughing  and  joking,  playing  tricks  upon 
everybody  he  met,  making  friends  and 
quarrelling  with  them  again  in  the  same 
five  minutes,  always  last  on  parade,  and 
everlastingly  in  some  scrape  or  other. 
The  Colonel  didn't  call  him  a  praise- 
worthy officer  by  any  manner  of  means  ; 
but  all  the  young  subalterns  in  the  regi- 
mental mess  thought  him  the  finest  fellow 
alive. 

"  It  seemed  queer  to  most  people  that 
two  men  so  utterly  unlike  one  another 
should  be  such  chmns  as  these  two  were ; 
but  perhaps  it  was  just  because  they  luere 
so  unlike  that  they  took  to  each  other. 
Now  and  then,  it  is  true,  there  was  a 
little  disagreement  between  them,  when 
Jones's  light  talk  distiurbed  Brown  in  the 
midst  of  his  studying,  or  Brown's  grave 
looks  and  short  answers  jarred  upon 
Jones.  But  such  little  tiffs  never  lasted 
long,  and  always  ended  in  a  hearty  laugh, 
leaving  them  just  as  good  friends  as  ever. 

"  Now,  I  should  tell  you  that  our  regi- 
ment had  been  ordered  up  into  the  Hills 
to  take  part  in  a  war  in  which  we  were 
then  engaged  with  the  Goorkhas  of  Ne- 
paul,  those  queer  little  wide-mouthed 
people  of  whom  you've  seen  so  many 
pictures  lately  in  the  illustrated  papers. 
Their  whole  nation  is  perched  on  a  kind 
of  shelf  of  the  Himalaya,  twelve  thousand 
feet  above  the  sea ;  and  there  they  have 
been  for  hundreds  of  years,  and  I  don't 
think  anyone  would  care  to  try  and  drive 
them  out.  In  any  case  it  wouldn't  have 
been  an  easy  job,  for,  apart  from  their  all 
being  splendid  shots,  and  accustomed  to 
handle  firearms  from  their  very  childhood, 
they're  tremendously  strong,  in  spite  of 


their  smaU  size,  and  can  cut  a  man  clean 
in  half  with  one  slash  of  those  big  knives 
of  theirs  {kooJi-ris,  they  call  'em),  the 
blade  of  which  is  as  broad  as  the  palm  of 
my  hand. 

"  As  for  fear,  they  don't  know  what  it 
is.  Once  when  we  were  besieging  a 
Goorkha  fort,  one  of  them  came  right 
down  into  our  camp  all  by  himself,  and 
asked  to  see  the  General,  and  said  that 
his  jaw-bone  had  been  broken  by  a  bullet, 
and  that,  as  there  was  no  doctor  among 
them  in  the  fort,  he  had  come  dowir  to 
ask  the  English  doctors  to  tie  it  up  for 
him  !  The  old  General  was  so  tickled  by 
the  fellow's  coolneais  that  he  at  once  called 
up  one  of  the  regimental  surgeons,  and 
handed  over  the  man  to  him  to  be  doc- 
tored ;  and  when  the  woimd  was  healed, 
the  Goorkha  (after  vainly  trying  to  force 
upon  the  sm-geon  all  the  money  that  he 
had)  coolly  went  back  to  his  own  people, 
who  were  still  defending  the  fort !  The 
soldiers  gave  him  three  cheers  as  he  went, 
and  I  think  he  well  deserved  them ;  but  we 
had  no  idea  in  those  days  that  these  same 
Goorkhas  would  one  day  furnish  us  with 
the  best  soldiers  in  oiu-  East-Indian  army, 
and  fight  as  bravely  for  us  as  they  had 
once  fought  against  us. 

"  When  we  got  fairly  up  into  the  Hills, 
it  was  decided  to  repair  a  ruined  hUl-fort, 
which  the  enemy  had  abandoned,  and 
leave  there  some  stores  and  a  number  of 
sick  and  wounded  in  charge  of  a  small 
party,  while  the  main  body  went  on  to 
scour  the  passes  and  cut  off  some  Goorkha 
plundering  parties  which  had  been  doing 
a  good  deal  of  mischief. 

"  Well,  it  happened  that  among  those 
who  were  left  behind  to  garrison  the  fort 
were  our  friends  Browai  and  Jones  ;  and 
very  sulky  they  were  to  think  that  while 
their  comrades  were  fighting,  they  would 
be  left  behind  to  do  nothing;  for,  as  the 
fort  stood  on  the  brow  of  a  high  cliff,  so 


i66 


steep  that  there  was  only  one  pomt  at 
which  it  could  be  climbed  at  all,  they 
never  thought  there  could  be  any  chance 
of  the  Goorkhas  attacking  it ;  but  in  that 
they  were  mistaken,  as  you  will  presently 
see. 

"  Now,  what  with  this  vexation,  and 
what  with  the  heat  of  the  weather,  and 
what  with  this  dull,  do-nothing  life  in  the 
fort  after  the  excitement  of  their  march, 
all  the  garrison,  officers  and  soldiers  alike, 
were  as  cross  as  two  sticks  ;  and  the  worst 
of  the  whole  lot  were  our  two  precious 
lieutenants,  Messrs.  Brown  and  Jones. 
They  hadn't  learned  then  what  they 
foimd  out  later  on — that  instead  of  it's 
being  a  fine  thing  for  a  man  to  get  angry 
at  every  chance  word,  and  keep  thinking 
iJiat  everybody  means  to  insult  him,  it's 
the  very  smallest,  and  meanest,  and  most 
babyish  thing  that  he  can  possibly  do. 
Depend  upon  it,  boys,  any  man  who  can't 
'  keep  up  his  dignity  '  without  quarrelling 
about  it  has  no  dignity  worth  keeping  up. 
But  these  foohsh  lads  hadn't  the  sense  to 
see  that ;  and  so,  having  once  begun  to 
quarrel,  they  kept  on  getting  worse  and 
worse. 

"  At  last,  one  night  after  dinner,  Jones 
got  so  savage  at  something  which  Brown 
had  said  to  him,  that  he  turned  roimd  and 
snapped  out : 

"  '  Upon  my  word,  I  never  met  such  a 
sulky,  ill-conditioned  bear  in  all  my 
life  !  ' 

"  '  Perhaps  you're  right,'  said  Brown, 
getting  angry  in  his  tiurn,  'for  I  notice 
that  a  bear  generally  has  a  monkey 
chattermg  and  grinning  beside  him  !  ' 

"  In  those  days,  boys,  when  duelling 
was  in  fashion  (which  it  is  not  now, 
thank  God),  two  brave  men  would  go  out 
to  kill  each  other  just  for  a  few  rude  and 
siUy  words  like  these  ;  and  those  about 
them,  instead  of  trying  to  check  their 
folly,  would  encoiurage  them  and  spm- 
them  on  in  every  possible  way.  So,  of 
course,  these  two  yoiuig  fools  thought 
that  because  they  had  lost  their  temper 
and  been  rude  to  each  other,  they  were 
bound  to  mend  matters  by  fighting  a  duel 
and  blowing  one  another's  brains  out, 
forgettmg  that  their  lives  belonged  to 
their  coimtry,  and  not  to  themselves. 

"  The  duel  had  been  fixed  for  daybreak 
the  next  morning,  at  a  spot  just  outside 
the  fort ;  and  Lieutenant  Brovra — who 
had  not  been  to  bed  at  all  that  night, 
having  a  good  many  things  to  arrange  in 
ease  he  should  be  killed — was  just  writing 
the  last  of  half-a-dozen  letters,  when  he 
suddenly  heard,  or  thought  he  heard,  a 
strange  sound  amid  the  darkness  of  the 
valley  below,  like  the  patter  of  rain  upon 
withered  leaves. 

"  The  next  moment  there  came  a  hoarse 
challenge  from  one  of  the  sentinels:  'Who 
goes  there  ?  '  and  then  followed  the  bang 
of  his  musket,  the  report  being  instantly 
answered  from  the  heart  of  the  gloom  by 
the  yell  of  the  Goorkha  war-cry !  The 
enemy  were  upon  them  at  last. 

"  I  need  not  try  to  describe  the  fight 
that  followed.  It  was  all  like  the  confu- 
sion of  a  troubled  ch-eani — guns  banging, 
bullets  whizzing,  men  falling,  fiashing 
fire  and  whnhng  smoke,  savage  faces 
and  tossing  arms  looming  dimly  through 
it  like  ghosts,  and  everywhere  a  crash, 
and  din,  and  commotion,  and  rushing  to 
and  fro,  as  if  the  end,  pf  the  world  were 
pome, 


"Five  times  the  Goorkhas  came  fiercely 
on,  and  five  times  they  were  beaten  off 
again.  But  each  of  those  assaults  cost 
the  besieged  almost  as  dear  as  the  be- 
siegers ;  and  when  the  fifth  attack  melted 
away,  and  the  setting  sun  broke  through 
the  rolling  clouds  of  smoke  and  dust, 
Jones  and  Brown  fomid  themselves 
standing  alone  among  the  dead.  Every 
man  of  the  garrison,  except  their  two 
selves,  had  been  killed  or  wounded,  and 
they  were  left  to  defend  the  fort  single- 
handed  against  the  whole  Goorkha 
army  !  * 

"  The  two  doomed  men  looked  at  each 
other ;  but  before  either  of  them  had  time 
to  say  a  word,  the  enemy  were  upon  them 
once  more. 

"  Jones  brought  down  the  two  foremost 
Goorkhas  with  his  pistols,  while  Brown 
— who  had  been  loosening  with  a  bayonet 
a  huge  mass  of  masonry  that  overlmng 
the  slope  just  where  the  old  wall  joined 
the  new  one — gave  it  a  tremendous  heave 
with  his  shoulder,  and  sent  it  crashing 
down  right  into  the  midst  of  the  swarm- 
ing assailants  as  they  came  yelling  up 
the  ascent.  The  few  of  them  who  es- 
caped tm-ned  and  fled,  and  the  fort  was 
saved  again ! 

"As  the  last  of  the  enemy  vanished 
into  the  thickets,  Jones  tm'ned  to  his 
companion,  and  said  in  a  whisper,  the 
first  words  that  had  been  spoken  between 
them  that  day  : 

"  '  Is  there  any  chance  left  for  us  ?  ' 

" '  None,'  answered  Brown,  grimly. 
'  The  next  time  they  come  on,  they  must 
force  their  way  in  ;  and  the  moment  they 
do,  I  mean  to  set  fire  to  the  powder,  and 
blow  up  the  whole  place.  Better  that, 
anyhow,  than  surrender  it  to  the  Queen's 
enemies,  and  let  our  poor  wounded 
fellows  fall  alive  into  the  hands  of  these 
cruel  foes.  We'll  all  die  together,  like 
Englishmen ;  and  may  God  have  mercy 
on  our  souls  ! ' 

"'Amen,'  said  Jones.  'But  look  here, 
oldfellow — we  two  mustn't  die  as  enemies, 
after  having  been  friends  so  long.  Shake 
hands,  and  say  you  forgive  me  ;  it  was  all 
my  fault.' 

" '  Not  a  bit  of  it !  '  cried  the  other, 
heartily,  as  he  held  out  his  hand ;  '  it  was 
all  mine,  and  I'm  very  sorry  to  have  pro- 
voked you  as  I  did.  Good-bye,  old  boy 
— God  bless  you  ! ' 

"  The  steps  and  voices  of  the  retiirning 


*  This  is  no  inventiou.  At  the  capture  of  a  French 
liill-fort  in  the  Higher  Alps,  toward  the  close  of  last 
century,  only  one  wtan  was  found  alive  in  the  place 
wlieu  the  besiegers  entered  it. — D.  K. 


Goorkhas  were  already  heard  below,  and 
Brown,  with  a  hghted  fuze  in  his  hand, 
was  just  stooping  over  the  train  of  powder 
communicating  with  the  magazine,  ready 
to  blow  into  the  air  the  fort  and  all  that 
it  contained,  when  Jones  gave  a  sudden 
start,  lifted  his  head  as  if  listening,  and 
then,  clutchuig  his  comrade's  outstretched 
arm,  said  hoarsely : 

"  '  Hold  hard,  Harry  !  don't  you  hear  ? 
That's  the  somid  of  distant  firing,  if  I 
ever  heard  it  yet !  ' 

"  So  it  was,  sure  enough ;  and  the 
commotion  which  was  instantly  visible 
in  the  ranks  of  the  Goorkhas  showed  that 
they,  too,  had  heard  and  imderstood  that 
dull,  distant  rumble.  The  wave  of  wild 
figures  and  glittering  weapons  that  was 
surging  up  the  rocky  slope  paused, 
wavered,  and  then  ebbed  siillenly  back 
into  the  valley  below.  Louder  and  nearer 
came  the  far-off  crackle  of  musketry,  and 
then  there  broke  shrilly  through  it  a  somid 
which  the  two  forlorn  men  had  never 
expected  to  hear  again — the  blast  of  an 
English  bugle  soimding  the  charge. 

"  '  We're  saved  !  '  shouted  Jones, 
snatching  the  smokmg  match  from  his 
friend's  hand.    '  Thank  God  !  ' 

"  Saved,  indeed,  they  were,  as  if  by 
miracle,  at  the  very  last  moment.  The 
relieving  force  had  come  up  to  the  rescue 
just  in  time,  and  an  hour  later  the  two 
last  survivors  of  that  doomed  garrison 
stood  amid  their  old  comrades  once  more, 
snatched  from  the  very  jaws  of  the 
grave." 

As  the  story  ended,  the  yoimg  listeners 
drew  a  long  breath  of  relief,  and  a  boy 
in  the  centre  of  the  group  called  out 
eagerly : 

"  Oh,  I'm  .so  glad  they  made  it  up  at 
the  last  !    Wasn't  Jones  a  brick?  " 

"  I  think  I  like  Brown  the  best, 
though,"  said  a  girl's  voice.  "  Don't  you. 
Uncle  Henry  ?  " 

"Well,  I  mustn't  say  anythmg  on  that 
point,"  answered  the  General,  with  a 
smile,  "  for  it  happens  that  Lieutenant 

Brown's  real  name  was  Henry  P  , 

and  that  he  was  no  less  a  person  than 
myself  !  " 

There  was  a  moment's  pause  of  silent 
amazement,  and  then  all  the  children 
cried  out  in  chorus  : 

"And  the  other  man.  Lieutenant  Jones? 
what's  become  of  him  '?  " 

"  He  is  now  my  brother-in-law,  and 
yoiu-  respected  papa,  Lieutenant-Colonel 
Francis  Berrington,"  said  the  General, 
laughing ;  "  and  here  he  comes  to  send 
you  all  off  to  bed." 


THE   BUTTERFLY  HUNTERS. 

A    STOEY    OF    SCHOOL    AND    COUNTEY  LIFE. 
By  Ashmore  Eussan, 

Author  of  "  A  Strange  Epidemic,"  "  The  Last  of  the  Great  Auks,"  "  The  Speckled  Giant,"  etc. 
CHAPTER  II. — "OLD  DICKY"  LECTURES. 

WITHOUT  doubt  the  "  Purple  Emperor  "  i  three  letters  attached  to  his  name,  had 

was  in  a  rage.    His  very  face  was  the  audacity  to  deliver  the  lectiu-e  and 

purple  with  suppressed  anger.    Had  not  |  practically  exliaust  the  subject  ?  Veril.\- 

he.   Matthew    Sterne,    F.R.S.,    F.G.S.,  i  the  "  Purple  Emperor "  did  well  to  be 

F.S.A.,  F.Z.S.,  come  all  the  way  from  angry. 

London  to  Alne  to  lecture  on  the  Lcpi-  Dr.  Drysdnst  looked  at  Mr.  Sterne. 

doptcra,  and  had  not  a  presumptuous  Mr.  Sterne  glared  at  Dr.  Drysdust. 

"Dingy  Skipper,"  a  little  man  with  only  "Dear  me!  how  extraordinarv !  "  ex- 
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claimed  Dr.  Hardridge  for  the  twentieth 
time.  The  previous  nineteen  ejaculations 
had  been  emitted  diaring  the  chairman's 
address — lecture. 

"Eeally,  Mr.  Sterne,  I— I— I—"  stam- 
mered the  "  Dingy  Skipper,"  "  I — I'm 
afraid  I  have  allowed  my  tongne  to  run 
away  with  me.  I  must  have  spoken  for 
a  quarter  of  an  hour.  Pray  accept  my 
himable  apology;  pray  do." 

"  You  have  spoken  for  nearly  two  hours, 
sir,"  replied  the  "  Purple  Emperor,"  who 
looked  as  if  he  could  have  eaten  Dr. 
Drysdust,  his  snuff-box,  and  every  insect 
in  his  cases  without  salt.  Then  rising,  he 
stepped  to  the  front  of  the  platform. 

"  Now  we  shall  hear  summat  about  the 
turmit  fly,"  whispered  Farmer  Fallow- 
lands  to  his  next  neighboiu-,  whose  eyes 
ivere  heavy  with  sleep.  "  Now  we  shall 
lear  suramat  as  we  imderstands.  Dr. 
Drysdust's  speech  were  mighty  fine,  no 
doubt  on  it,  but  what  it  were  all  abcut 
oe  a  mystery  to  me." 

Judgingfrom  a  confused  miirmiur,  some- 
thing like  the  buzzing  of  a  swarm  of 
iimible-bees  confined  in  a  churn  [humble- 
oees  do  not  swarm,  but  no  matter],  similar 
•emarks  were  being  made  all  over  the 
Exchange. 

The  lecturer  waited  imtil  the  buzzing 
lad  subsided,  then  cleared  his  throat  and, 
n  ringing  and  intensely  sarcastic  tones, 
ipoke  as  follows  ; — 

"Ladies  and  gentlemen," — Mr.  Sterne 
did  not  address  the  chair,  or  even  look  at 
t — "  My  friend,  the  Chairman,  Dr.  Drys- 
lust,  whose  knowledge  of  the  Lepidoptera 
s  only  equalled  by  his  extremely  lucid 
naimer  of  imparting  it  to  you,  has  told 
v'ou  everything  on  the  subject  that  is  inter- 
esting, and  I  beg  to  propose  a  vote  of 
hanks  for  his  very  able,  comprehensive, 
'.nd  lucid  lecture.  Before  it  is  seconded 
'.  will  supply  an  omission.  My  friend  has 
trangely  omitted  to  inform  you  that  the 
;ubject  of  the  lecture  to  which  you  have 
:iven  such  earnest  and  appreciative  atten- 
ion  has  been  the  nature  and  habits  of 
Butterflies  and  Moths  !  The  termLept- 
loptera  simply  means  Butterflies  and 
\Ioths  !  .'" 

Here  the  lecturer  regained  his  seat, 
'.miling  the  smile  of  a  man  that  has 
cored  a  century  and  carried  out  his  bat. 

"Butterflies  and  Moths!"  cried  Far- 
aer  Fallowlands,  rising  to  his  feet,  and 
aising  his  stick,  which  he  brought  down 
hwack !  on  an  empty  bench  in  front  of 
lim.  "  Butterflies  and  Moths  !  that  lay 
'ggs  and  hatch  caterpillars  as  eat  up 
he  cabbages — ay,  and  the  very  fruit-buds 
)'  the  apple  and  plum-trees  !  Who  wants 
o  know  anything  o'  butterflies  and 
noths  ?  I  came  here  to  learn  how  to  get 
id  o'  the  turmit  fly.  Come  along,  Joe, 
et's  get  out  o'  this." 

Nobody  rose  to  second  the  motion  for  a 
'ote  of  thanks.  Everybody  rose  to  leave 
he  Exchange.  The  majority  were  in  a 
■ery  great  hiurry.  Every  farmer  present 
ooked  as  if  he  had  sold  a  fat  cow  and 
leen  defi-auded  of  the  money.  Sour, 
'loomy  disappointment  was  writ  large 
ipon  their  faces. 

Many  were  the  exclamations.  Various 
tiie  inflections.  All  expressed  disgust  and 
ontempt.  Some  gave  vent  to  their  feel- 
Qgs  by  accentuating  "  butter,"  thus  : 

"  Butter&es  and  Moths!  " 

Others  emptied  the  vials  of  their  wrath 
in  the  "  flies,"  ao; 


"  Butterflies  and  Moths  !  " 

Yet  others  spake  scornfully  of  the 
"  moths  "  : 

"  Butterflies  and  moths  !  " 

Dr.  Hardridge  was  highly  amused  by 
the  fiasco.  He  had  a  keen  sense  of 
humour.  He  tried  to  sympathise  vvith 
his  old  friend.  Dr.  Drysdust,  whom  the 
"  Purple  Emperor's  "  sarcastic  speech  had 
stung  to  the  quick. 

"  Very  extraordinary,  my  dear  sir  ;  very 
extraordinary,  indeed.  Subject  so  inter- 
esting that  it  carried  you  away.  Well, 
well,  Mr.  Sterne  could  not  have  delivered 
a  more  learned  lecture.  You  gave  me  a 
great  pleasmre,  my  dear  Drysdust,  and  I 
really  must  compliment  you  xv^on  your 
knowledge  of  the  subject ;  but — ha,  ha, 
ha  ! — I'm  afraid  our  friend  Fallowlands, 
and  several  other  farmers,  were  a  leetle 
disappointed.  You  see,  they  expected  to 
be  told  how  to  get  rid  of  the  tiirnip-fly. 
Ha,  ha,  ha  !  " 

Dr.  Drysdust  did  not  laugh ;  no,  not 
even  when  his  friend  told  him  of  Saping- 
ton's  leopards  and  bears,  and  produced 
that  yoimg  gentleman's  imposition.  The 
"  Dingy  Skipper "  was  not  in  a  jocular 
humour. 

Neither  was  the  "  Piurple  Emperor." 
He  had  scored  well  at  the  end  of  the  game, 
certainly,  and  that  was  some  little  conso- 
lation. But  he  would  have  preferred  to 
have  had  his  innings  earlier.  He  retired 
to  his  hotel  in  high  dudgeon,  and  left  by 
the  first  train  in  the  morning,  when  the 
little  town  of  Ahie  saw  him  no  more. 

Dr.  Drysdust'a  lecture  was  really  a 
very  remarkable  one.  It  fairly  bristled 
with  facts  never  published,  and  quite 
new  to  students  of  entomology.  If  de- 
livered before  the  Entomological  Society, 
it  would  probably  have  won  him  a  gold 
medal.  He  certainly  would  have  received 
the  thanks  of  the  Society  inscribed  on 
vellum,  or  some  similar  material ;  but 
at  Ahie  it  was  wasted.  Doubtless,  Mr. 
Sterne  understood  it ;  no  one  else  did ; 
not  even  Dr.  Hardridge,  who  had  often 
been  compelled  to  take  a  mental  leap  in 
the  dark,  with  the  natural  result  that  he 
had  landed  on  a  wrong  conclusion. 

"  Well,  Sappy,"  said  Funibois,  on  the 
way  home,  "  what  do  you  think  of  the 
Lepi — what  is  it,  now  ?  " 

"  Lot  of  bosh.  I  couldn't  understand  a 
sentence,"  was  the  reply. 

Such  was  the  verdict  of  the  boys  from 
Alne  Abbey — of  all  who  had  not  slept — 
and  no  wonder.  For  nearly  two  mortal 
hours  they  had  been  bombarded  with  such 
terms  as  Larva,  Pupa,  Imago,  Antenna, 
Haustellum,  Papilio  Machaon,  Saty- 
ridi,  etc.,  etc.  What  wjsre  they  to  make 
of  scores  and  hundreds  of  bare  sentences 
like  the  following  extract  from  Dr.  Drys- 
dust's address — lecture  ? 

"  The  Hausfelhim  of  the  Gonepteryx 
Rhamni  is  often  distinctly  visible  in  the 
Aurelia,  owing  to  the  transparency  of  the 
.PujM  case." 

How  were  the  boys  to  know  that  this 
meant :  "  The  sucker  of  the  Brimstone 
butterfly  is  often  to  be  seen  in  the  chry- 
salis "  ?  No  wonder  they  made  "  a  lot  of 
bosh  "  of  it. 

But  Dr.  Hardridge  did  not  tlxink  fit  to 
allow  it  to  remain  "  a  lot  of  bosh  "  in  their 
minds.  He  sent  a  messenger  to  Dr.  Drys- 
dust with  a  request  for  the  loan  of  his 
cases  of  specimens.  Having  received  them 
he  set  to  ■work  to  read  up  the  gubject,  and 


was  soon  prepared  to  deliver  a  lecture  in 
language  that  his  boys  could  understand. 
Then,  armed  with  the  "  Dingy  Skipper's  " 
specimens,  he  entered  the  schoolroom, 
stopped  the  classes,  and  proceeded  to  dis- 
seminate his  newly  acquired  knowledge. 

Even  Muggins  major  and  affected  Frank 
Brown  were  interested.  They  saw  the 
butterfly  now  as  Spenser  saw  it  when  he 
wrote — 

"  The  velvet  nap  which  on  his  wings  doth  lie. 
The  sUisen  down  with  which  his  back  is  diglit, 
His  broad  outstretched  horns,  his  airy  thigh, 
His  glorious  colours  and  his  glistening  eye." 

"  Under  the  microscope,"  gaid  the 
Doctor,  in  concluding  his  speech,  "  the 
wings  of  the  butterfly  are  seen  to  be 
covered  with  overlapping  scales.  This  is 
the  dust  which  adheres  to  the  fingers 
when  the  insect  is  handled.  There  is  no 
break,  and  no  flaw.  The  vidng  is  as  per- 
fect, the  texture  as  close,  the  painting  as 
smooth  as  when  the  butterfly  is  examined 
with  the  naked  eye.  But  place  a  piece  of 
the  closest  woven  sUk  under  the  micro- 
scope. What  do  you  see  ?  A  coarse  mat. 
Examine  a  painting.  You  see  a  daub. 
Here  you  have  a  magnificent  example  of 
the  difference  between  the  work  of  God's 
hands  and  that  of  man's.  The  one  is  per- 
fect, no  matter  how  many  times  it  may  be 
magnified — ay,  it  would  show  no  flaw  if 
magnified  a  million  times  ;  the  other  will 
not  bear  examination.  I  can  appreciate 
the  interest  taken  in  entomology  by  such 
men  as  Mr.  Sterne  and  Dr.  Drysdust,  who 
are  men  of  leisure ;  indeed,  I  feel  tempted  to 
take  up  the  study  myself  in  earnest.  You 
boys,  who  have  a  considerable  amount  of 
leisure,  cannot  do  better  than  buy  some 
books  on  entomology  and  study  insect  life 
for  yourselves.  It  wiU,  at  least,  save  you 
from  falling  into  the  pitfall  into  which  Sap- 
ington  stumbled.  You  will  not  imagine 
a  lecture  on  the  Lepidoptera  to  be  a  dis- 
course on  leopards.  Think  over  what  I 
have  said,  and  be  sure  if  you  wish  to  form 
a  collection  that  I  shall  not  object.  I 
draw  a  distinction  between  butterflies,  and 
snakes,  frogs,  and  weasels.  The  most 
ferociously  named  of  the  Lepidoptera,  the 
Tiger  moth,  may  be  trusted  not  to  bite  its 
captor." 

The  Doctor's  allusion  to  his  adventure 
with  Muggins  major's  weasel,  as  recorded 
in  "  A  Strange  Epidemic  "  [which  readers 
of  the  "  B.  O.  P."  may  remember],  to  use  a 
popular  figure  of  speech,  fairly  brought 
down  the  house.  The  boys  cheered  "  Old 
Dicky,"  every  word  of  whose  discoiurse 
they  had  understood,  to  the  echo.  Under 
cover  of  the  cheering  he  retired  from  the 
room. 

That  evening  the  study  occupied  by 
Jack  Arundel  and  Ralph  Fimibois  was 
crammed  with  visitors.  Tim  O'Callaghan, 
who  had  spent  his  holidays  in  Ireland, 
had  brought  back  with  him  the  "  ould 
book  "  to  which  he  had  so  often  referred. 
It  proved  to  be  an  early  edition  of  Gold- 
smith's "History  of  the  Earth  and 
Animated  Nature."  It  now  lay  on  the 
table,  open  at  a  chapter  headed :  "  Of 
Butterflies  and  Moths." 

"It's  not  good  enough,  Tim,"  Jack  was 
saying.  "  I  have  read  somewhere  that 
Goldsmith  Imew  next  to  nothing  of  the 
subject.  He  wrote  to  order,  and  got  his 
information  from  other  books.  We  had 
better  ask  the  Doctor  to  get  us  a  trust, 
worthy  work," 
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"  Shure  now,"  returned  Tim,  "  I'm  not 
saying  that  all  that's  here  is  thrue.  I 
don't  belave  half  ov  it.  Hwhat  I  say  is 
that  it's  good  enough  to  begin  with." 

"  Very  well.    We'll  begin  with  it." 

Jack  took  the  book  and  commenced  to 
read.    Presently  he  came  to  a  stop. 

"  He  says  caterpillars  sting  like  nettles. 
I  don't  believe  it,"  he  cried;  "I  have 
handled  many  a  caterpillar,  but  I've  never 
been  stung." 

"That's  no  proof,"  said  Funibois  ;  "I've 
handled  many  a  nettle  without  being 
stung.  They  were  '  dummy '  nettles ; 
perhaps  your  caterpillars  were  '  dum- 
mies.' " 

"  Perhaps  so.  "Well,  we'U  pass  that 
statement  as  not  proven." 

Jack  continued  to  read,  but  not  for 
long. 

"  Oh,  dear,  this  is  too  much,"  he  cried. 
"  He  says  some  of  the  hairy  caterpillars 
sting  if  approached  '  too  nearly,'  that  is, 
you  may  be  stmig  without  touching  them. 
That's  a  great  deal  more  than  a  nettle  can 
do.  What  have  you  to  say  to  this, 
Tim?" 

"  Really,  I  don't  know  how  it's  done, 
unless  the  hairy  caterpillar  carries  a  penny 


squirt  and  squirts  a  sort  ov  poison  over 
anj'body  that  comes  too  near." 

"  AU  right ;  we'll  accept  the  suppo- 
sition— and  the  squirt,"  said  Jack,  resum- 
ing his  task  of  siftmg  fact  from  fiction. 
He  did  not  read  long  without  commg  to 
another  halt. 

"  He  says  butterflies  view  every  object 
multiplied  in  a  surprising  manner  owing 
to  the  peculiar  striicture  of  their  eyes; 
that  a  soldier  seen  through  a  butterfly's 
eye  appeared  like  an  army  of  pigmies. 
That's  rather  tall." 

"  Rather  short,  I  should  say,  if  they 
were  pigmies,"  remarked  Funibois.  "  Pass 
tlie  pigmies.  As  we  are  not  hkely  to  see 
with  a  butterfly's  eyes,  we  must  take 
Goldsmith's  or  his  informant's  statement 
for  granted.    Fire  away.  Jack  ! ' 

"  Here's  another,"  quoth  Jack,  reading : 
"  The  butterfly's  triink  is  then  micurled, 
and  thrust  out  either  wholly  or  in  part ; 
and  is  employed  in  searching  the  flower 
to  its  very  bottom,  let  it  be  ever  so  deej)." 
Now  I've  seen  flowers  eight  or  nine  inches 
deep,  how  did  the  butterfly's  trmik  reach 
the  bottom  '?  " 

"  Shure,  he  must  have  got  inside,"  said 
Tim. 

(To  be  conlinued.) 


"  In  the  trunk  "?  ' ' 

"  No  ;  the  butterfly  impacked  its  trunk 
in  the  flower." 

"  And  left  aU  its  old  clothes  there. 
Pass  the  trunk,"  said  Funibois. 

"  I  will,"  said  Jack,  "  and  the  book 
back  to  its  owner  "  (suiting  the  action  to 
the  word).  "  To-morrow  is  Wednesday, 
and  a  half  holiday.  I  propose  that  we 
commence  the  stud\-  of  entomology  with 
tile  Lepidojitera ;  that  we  go  to  Hey- 
ward's  HiU,  there  to  hmit  for  Sapington's 
leopards.  If  we  fail  to  catch  a  leopard, 
we  may  possibly  succeed  in  capturing 
another  Tiger." 

"  I  beg  to  second  that  proposition," 
said  Funibois,  rising. 

"  AU  in  favour  of  the  motion,  please 
signify  in  the  usual  way,"  continued  Jack. 

A  small  forest  of  hands  immediately 
shot  up  towards  the  ceiling. 

"  Cari'ied  unanimously.  AU  hands  to 
the  pumps.  I  mean  let  us  make  butter- 
fly-nets, and  prepare  boxes  to  contain  our 
captives  when  we  have  them." 

Five  minutes  later  the  study  was  lui- 
occupied.  Its  late  occupants,  to  a  boy, 
had  gone  to  prepare  for  the  morrow's 
campaign. 


To  the  north-westward  of  that  long  chain 
of  mountains  which,  running  north  and 
south  through  the  eastern  States  of  America, 
form  a  water-shed  on  the  one  hand  for  the 
rivers  emptying  into  the  Atlantic,  and  on 
the  other  for  those  which  find  their  way 
through  the  Father  of  Waters  into  the  Gulf 
of  Mexico,  there  is  an  upheaval  of  lower  ele- 
vation, known  as  the  Foothills  of  the  AUe- 
glianies. 

Here  is  a  country  wild  beyond  measure, 
where,  but  for  an  occasional  clearing  or  a 
rough  forest  path,  there  are  no  traces  of 
man's  footsteps.  Here  for  miles  extend 
unbroken  forests  of  the  towering  hemlock, 
with  its  sombre  foHage  defying  the  light  of 
brightest  noonday  suns  ;  where  never  a 
Imman  habitation  or  sign  of  human  life 
greets  the  eye,  and  no  sound  is  heard  save 
tlie  cries  of  strange  birds,  the  mysterious  re- 
echoing tapping  of  the  woodpecker  busy  at 
his  work,  or  perhaps  the  occasional  tinkling 
noise  of  some  mountain  stream  forcing  its 
way  through  the  forest,  over  mighty  trees 
which  it  has  felled  in  its  progress,  and  which 
lie  across  its  bubbling  torrent  in  a  hopeless 
confusion  of  tangled  root  and  stem,  or  over 
great  boulders  hurled  by  titanic  force,  and 
crowded  together  in  inextricable  and  unex- 
plainable  confusion  in  a  vain  attempt  to  bar 
its  path. 

To  know  what  silence  is  one  must,  as  it 
were,  liave  heard  it ;  for  to  be  alone  in  such 
a  forest  with  the  knowledge  that  no  human 
abode  is  near  for  miles,  where  only  the  occa- 
sional murmuring  of  the  stream  or  the  flight 
or  twittering  of  a  bird  break  the  solemn, 
awful  stillness,  the  absence  of  sound  becomes 
like  a  positive  thing,  and  seems  so  to  brood 
over  and  crush  the  senses  with  a  strange 
weird  power  as  to  make  the  silence  audible. 

Winding  its  way  between  these  foothills 
runs  a  rapid  stream  which  would  be  dignified 
in  England  with  the  name  of  river,  but  which 
here  is  only  known  as  a  creek,  and  which 
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Still  bears  the  poetical-sounding  name  given 
to  it  by  the  aborigines  of  the  Tionesta. 

For  miles  this  stream  runs  through  soli- 
tudes unbroken  by  the  hand  of  man.  On 
one  side  grim  precipices  of  jutting  rocks 


A  wild  man  of  the  woods. 


covered  with  rank  wild  vegetation  descend 
sheer  into  the  river,  whose  constant  friction 
has  worn  away  the  base  into  strips  of  beach- 
like sand  ;  on  the  other  side  stretches  the 
unbroken  gloom  of  the  stately  hemlocks  — 
I  while  here  and  there  an  islet  dots  the  silvery 


surface— islets  where  the  wild  flowers  gi-ow 
unplucked  and  the  birds  build  undisturbed. 

What  a  glorious  sense  of  freedom  is  here  in 
paddling,  or  rather  poling,  about  this  stream 
in  the  old  raft-pilot's  canoe,  hollowed  out  of 
a  log. 

The  pilot's  canoe  is  a  rude  structure, 
roughly  hewn  out'  of  a  pine  log,  about  ten 
feet  long  and  eighteen  inches  broad.  To 
propel  this  you  stand  at  the  stern,  and  direct 
the  long,  narrow,  cockly  structure  by  means 
of  a  pole,  as  in  punting,  save  that  you  must 
preserve  a  complete  sense  of  equilibrium,  or 
the  frail  craft  will  cockle  over.  Then,  too, 
you  must  be  careful  not  to  get  in  too  deep 
water,  so  as  to  lose  your  ground,  or  you  may 
drift  over  the  dam  or  weir,  which  would  mean 
absolute  destruction. 

But  once  a  master  of  the  rude  bark,  to 
move  about  this  deserted  water,  to  explore 
its  islands,  coast  along  its  banks — landing 
here  to  gather  a  strange  flower,  or  there  to 
examine  some  strange  rocky  glen— while  the 
kingfisher  flies  perilously  near,  unused  to  the 
sight  of  man,  and  the  humming-bird  buzzes 
by.  flashing  his  brilliant  plumage  in  the  sun- 
light—there is  an  exquisite  sense  of  being 
master  of  the  situation,  such  as  might  have 
been  experienced  by  a  .Juan  Fernandez,  or 
tlie  early  discoverei's  of  unknown  lands.  The 
war-whoop  of  the  Indian  is  only  wanting  to 
make  the  picture  complete.  For,  excepting 
this,  there  are  present  all  the  elements  of 
strangeness  and  solitude  which  go  so  far  to 
make  the  charm  of  those  tales  of  adventure, 
which  have,  and  doubtless  ever  will  be,  the 
attraction  of  boyhood.  But  they  are  all  gone, 
those  once  dusky  denizens  of  the  forest. 
Tlieir  birch  bark  canoes,  with  rude  orna- 
mentation, no  longer  stealthily  ply  thesn 
deserted  waters  to  the  steady  stroke  of  the 
stalwart  arms.  And  though  all  is  fair  tn 
see,  a  silence  of  desolation  seems  to  brood 
over  the  landscape,  an  undefinable  sense  of 
awe  enshrouds  all,  causing  the  slightest 
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noise  beyond  it,  even  the  low  breathing  of 
nature,  to  startle  one  almost  to  fear.  It  was 
into  this  wilderness  I  was  sent  as  a  lad,  to 
make  certain  sketches  in  connection  with 
the  lumber  trade,  which  is  the  staple  interest 
of  this  country,  for  the  land  is  too  hilly  and 
the  hills  too  rocky  for  cultivation. 

The  nearest  railway  station  on  the  other 
side  of  the  Alleghany  river  was  a  good 
number  of  miles  from  my  destination,  "  up 
country  "  as  the  inhabitants  call  it. 

To  reach  it,  in  the  first  place,  there  was  the 
river  to  be  crossed  on  a  primitive  sort  of  a 
rope  ferry-boat,  like  a  large  punt,  and  then 
from  the  "  Hotel  "  on  the  other  side  (the 
smallest  inn  in  America  is  dubbed  an  hotel), 
a  stage-coach  left  once  a  day  for  the  little 
group  of  clap-board  cottages  and  saw-mill 
known  as  a  town.  This  stage-coach  was  as 
primitive  an  afiair  as  the  ferry-boat ;  a 


uncommon  in  those  parts,  of  a  too  great 
fondness  for  the  fiery  water  distilled  from 
the  rye,  known  as  rye  whisky.  A  fore- 
knowledge of  this  fact  made  me  tightly 
clutch  the  rails  ,  of  the  seat  as  we  dashed 
madly  along  these  rough  roads,  now  along 
a  cutting  where  on  the  near  side  the  great, 
rough,  granite  rocks  rose  steeply,  covered 
with  a  rank  growth,  while  to  the  right,  down 
a  precipitous  descent  of  many  feet,  could  be 
discerned  the  foaming  waters  of  the  mountain 
stream,  into  which  the  slightest  slip  of  the 
liorses  or  any  breakage  in  the  coach  would 
have  sent  us  helplessly  rolling.  The  cross- 
ing of  those  parts  of  the  road  and  bridges 
made  of  what  has  been  before  referred  to  as 
corduroy  gave  the  liver  a  shaking  quite 
equal  to  the  most  powerful  of  antibilious 
pills. 

The  corduroy  road  was  so  called,  I  suppose, 


the  whip,  our  thin  but  wiry  steeds  rattle  us 
down  the  last  incline  through  the  wood  into 
a  sort  of  clearing  nestled  in  a  hollow,  where 
two  or  three  low  wooden  houses,  a  saw-mill, 
a  store,  and  a  hotel,  form  what  is  there  called 
a  town. 

As  we  entered  the  place,  I  noticed  a  great 
fire  burning — an  enormous  bonfire  made  of 
great  slabs  of  wood,  which  seemed  a  terrible 
waste,  considering  how  valuable  this  wood 
would  have  been  in  some  eastern  city.  I 
aftei'wards  learned  that  this  wood  was  burned, 
as  garden  or  field  rubbish  is,  to  get  rid  of  its 
accumulation. 

As  our  springless  vehicle  pulled  up  in  front 
of  the  two-storey  wooden  structure,  which 
bore  over  the  doorway  the  inscription  "  Forest 
Hotel,"  there  was  a  curious  group  gathered 
to  greet  us,  for  this  was  the  all  and  only  im- 
portant incident  of  the  day  in  this  out-of-the- 


structure  on  four  spindly  wheels,  perilously 
delicate  for  the  rough  roads  and  hills  they 
were  destined  to  cross.  Over  the  top  was  a 
cover  of  leather,  a  few  rough  seats  arranged 
crosswise  inside,  the  hardness  of  which 
increased  in  proportion  as  the  journey 
lengthened,  and  the  bumping  and  jolting, 
particularly  as  we  crossed  what  are  known  as 
the  corduroy  roads  and  bridges,  would,  as  my 
fellow-passenger  remarked,  have  shaken  the 
dyspepsia  out  of  the  most  confirmed  sufferer 
from  that  complaint. 

Our  driver  was  one  of  those  typical  Uncle 
Sams  such  as  one  sees  portrayed  in  the 
''artoons  of  comic  paper,s  :  the  lantern  jaw, 
the  hollow  cheek,  the  cleau-shaven  upper 
lip,  the  goat-like  stubbly  beard,  the  smaU. 
piercing  grey  eye.  He  did  not,  however, 
wear  the  red  and  white  striped  trousers,  nor 
the  star-spangled  blue  field  for  a  waistcoat. 
He  was  a  good  whip,  but  had  a  failing,  not 


Preparing  to  shoot  the  dam. 

from  the  cloth  of  that  name  much  affected 
by  the  English  agricultural  labourer,  which, 
as  every  one  knows,  consists  of  an  infinite 
number  of  elevated  cords  with  corresponding 
depressions.  The  roads  here  in  swampy 
places,  and  the  bridges,  were  made  of  logs 
placed  transversely,  and  as  the  interstices 
between  were  not  filled  up,  it  is  not  difficult 
to  imagine  the  sensation  which  would  be 
produced  in  driving  across  in  a  four-wheeled 
vehicle. 

It  was  a  wild  and  interesting  drive,  with 
its  occasional  glimpses  of  savage  scenery 
through  the  virgin  forest  at  the  top  of  some 
height,  interspersed  with  anecdotes  from  the 
driver,  who  delighted  in  pointing  out  various 
spots,  hollows  in  the  great  rocks,  where 
rattlesnakes'  nests  had  been  found,  and 
recollections  of  various  persons  who  had 
been  bitten  by  this  terrible  viper. 

At  last,  with  a  final  twirl  and  crack  of 


way  place.  Young  men  and  old,  in  their 
shirt-sleeves  and  soft  hats,  some  whittling 
with  their  jack-knives,  others  smoking  the 
red-clay  pipe,  gazed  silently  but  curiously  as 
we  drove  up ;  while  at  the  door  stood  the 
buxom  landlady  in  her  print  frock  and  arms 
akimbo,  and  from  various  windows  peered  the 
more  charming  daughters  in  expectancy  of 
news  from  the  outer  world  and  curiosity  to 
see  the  new  arrivals.  Inside  there  was 
good  cheer,  though  homely.  Over  the  great 
wood  fire  in  the  great  kitchen  stove  (coal 
was  not  used  there),  a  dish  of  pike,  ftesh 
from  the  river,  was  soon  ready  for  consump- 
tion, and  the  traveller  from  civilisation  was 
speedily  at  home  with  the  bluff  but  pictu- 
resque old  raft  pilot,  the  landlord,  his  wife, 
and  comely  daughters. 

Whatever  else  may  be  said  of  women,  one 
thing  is  certain,  that  they  are  naturally  more 
refined  than  men,  and  if  we  were  ever  to 
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retrograde  into  a  state  of  barbarism,  it  would 
be  the  man  that  would  go  lirst.  To  look  at 
these  girls,  brought  up  in  and  under  these 
\vild  influences,  surrounded  by  rough,  un- 
couth men  who  earned  their  livelihood  in 
the  rude  pursuits  of  timber-cutting,  raft- 
making,  and  piloting,  it  seemed  almost  in- 
credible that  they  should  have  been  able  to 
preserve  those  refinmg  influences  peculiar  to 
women,  to  be  tolerably  au  fait  with  current 
literature,  and  even  to  be  able  to  "  claw  the 
keys  "  of  the  pianoforte— more  forte  than 
piano— which,  adorned  one  wall  of  the  best 
room  of  the  hotel-  -the  Sunday  room,  known 
as  the  parlour. 

I  soon  became  at  home  in  my  surround- 
ings, and  began  to  enjoy  the  strange,  wild 
life  of  the  country.  I  could  have  wished, 
however,  for  some  St.  Patrick  to  drive  the 
snakes  out  of  the  place,  for  I  could  never 


wabbling  along  the  road  toward  me. 
armed  only  with  a  lead  pencil  and  some 
sketching  paper,  I  again  thought  discretion 
the  better  part  of  valour,  and  left  Master 
Bruin— rather  hurriedly,  perhaps— to  his  own 
pursuits. 

But  the  great  charm  of  the  place  was  in 
poling  about  in  the  log  canoe,  although,  in- 
deed, in  my  first  venture  I  nearly  lost  my  life 
through  being  unable  to  manage  the  frail 
structure,  and  thereby  nearly  drifting  over 
the  dam.  The  current  was  strong,  and,  fail- 
ing to  direct  the  canoe  properly.  I  drifted 
into  mid-stream,  where  I  sought  in  vain  to 
touch  ground,  and  a  cold  sweat  came  over 
me  as  I  felt  myself  getting  nearer  and  nearer 
the  dull  roar  of  the  water  as  it  dashed  over 
the  weir.  At  such  times  in  one's  life  one  sees 
strange  visions,  and  I  certainly  saw  them 
then.    Slowly  but  surely  I  felt  myself  drift- 


work  in  the  shape  of  a  log  shoot,  where  the 
great  virgin  forest  pines,  after  being  felled, 
were  tumbled  down  from  the  steep  hillsides 
into  the  creek,  where,  after  being  deftly 
bound  together,  they  assumed  the  proportions 
of  a  small  raft,  which  in  the  spring,  with  the 
floods  from  the  melting  snows  and  rains,  are 
drifted  down  the  stream  across  the  dams, 
until,  reaching  the  larger  waters,  they  are 
amalgamated  with  others  to  form  a  great 
compact  structure.  Upon  this  a  rough 
house  is  built  to  accommodate  the  pilots.  And 
so  these  great  timber  rafts  float  along  the 
various  rivers  from  the  Alleghany  to  the 
Ohio,  from  thence  to  the  Mississippi,  and  then 
down  that  great  vixer  to  the  wharves  of  New 
Orleans. 

The  management  of  these  unwieldy  struc- 
tures is  at  the  best  of  times  attended  with 
considerable  danger  ;  for,  borne  along  as  they 


become  quite  comfortable  in  my  wanderings 
when  I  thought  of  the  dangers  of  these  deadly 
reptiles.  Near  the  house,  when  one  of  them 
showed  himself,  the  fowls  used  to  gather  about 
him  with  a  loud  clucking,  which  guided  the 
men,  who  killed  hmi  with  sticks.  iJut  snakes 
had  a  bad  and  terrifying  habit  of  coming 
up  occasionally  thi-ough  the  boards  on  the 
ground-floor,  and,  on  one  occasion,  I  met  one 
coiled  up  in  the  road.  On  hearing  my  tread 
he  projected  his  head  from  one  end  of  the 
coil,  and  gave  with  his  other  extremity  that 
formidable  note  of  warning,  the  rattle— a 
sharp,  whirring  sound,  produced  by  the  rapid 
'oscillation  of  his  caudal  appendage,  consist- 
ing of  a  series  of  rings,  each  containing  a 
loose  sort  of  bony  structure— the  number  of 
the  rings  being  said  to  represent  the  age  of  the 
reptile.  I  was  not  valorous  on  this  occasion, 
I  fled, 

Ppe  (lay  I  met  a  be^r,  or  rather  paw  one, 


A  raft  wrecked  on  the  boulders. 

ing  in  my  frail  craft  toward  the  long  straight 
line  where  the  waters  broke  over  into  the 
foaming  rapids  beneath  ;  but  with  the  energy 
of  despair  I  gave  one  plunge  with  my  pole, 
and,  happily,  touched  bottom,  and  with  a  few 
strokes  I  was  safely  out  of  danger. 

Once,  however,  master  of  this  frail  craft, 
once  able  to  deftly  direct  its  movements,  which 
was  a  matter  of  some  little  time,  there  could 
be  nothing  more  enjoyable  than  moving  about 
those  strange,  silent  waters,  coasting  along  the 
rock-bound  banks,  rank  with  a  savage  vegeta- 
tion, or  landing  now  and  again  on  some  island 
thick  with  an  almost  impenetrable  tangle  of 
luxuriant  undergrowth.  No  notice  boards 
here,  "  Camping  not  allowed,"  no  mention  of 
"  Private  Water,"  no  gi-eat  chimney-stack 
polluting  the  air  with  its  belching  vapours. 
Here  all  was  wild,  pure,  solitary,  natural. 

Some  little  distance  above  the  forest 
"  town  "  there  were,  however,  signs  of  human 


are  by  the  irresistible  surging  current  of  a 
swollen  river,  it  requires  a  most  skilful  pilot, 
knowing  thoroughly  every  inch  of  the  way, 
to  be  able  to  so  adjust  the  great  oars  at  stem 
and  stern  with  such  nicety  as  to  avoid  collision 
with  bridges  or  whatever  other  obstacle  he 
may  encounter.  But  in  shooting  the  dams 
at  the  head  waters  of  the  smaller  rivers,  as 
depicted  in  the  illustration,  the  coolest  nerve 
is  required,  for  the  slightest  slip  will  send  the 
lumbering  affair  crashing  on  to  the  boulders 
below,  where  in  the  tumultuous  seething  of 
the  waters  any  escape  would  be  almost  mira- 
culous. And  these  great  jutting  rocks  rise  like 
funereal  monuments  to  mai"k  the  spot  where 
more  than  one  poor  fellow  has  lost  his  life. 

The  purposes  of  my  visit  to  this  country 
necessitated  me  on  one  occasion  making  a 
journey  to  a  saw-mill  some  ten  miles  further 
back  in  the  country,  the  path  to  which  lay 
through  an  unbroken  forest  of  hemlock, 


When  about  to  start  on  my  expedition,  I 
received  the  not  altogether  reassuring  intel- 
hgence  that  the  forest  in  question  was  the 
dwelling-place  of  a  gang  of  outcasts  from 
society  who  held  peculiar  views  as  to  the 
rights  of  other  people  to  the  possession  of 
their  property,  and  were  not  averse  to  taking 
anything  they  could  lay  hands  on,  from  a  hen 
roost  to  a  horse.  I  was  advised  to  go  armed. 
The  only  available  weapon  was  a  sort  of 
tomahawk  or  hatchet.  So  with  this  tucked 
round  my  waist  and  concealed  by  my 
clothes,  I  started  on  my  lonely  walk. 

At  first  there  was  a  certain  charm  of  novelty 
about  the  situation  as  I  walked  along  the 
narrow  path  between  the  straight  and  stately 
hemlocks,  only  breaking  intc  spiky  sombre 
foliage  far  up  the  trunks,  while  under  my  feet 
the  earth  was  springy  with  the  deposit  of 
ages  of  dead  vegetation.  There  was  little 
undergrowth,  and  the  trees  lost  themselves 
one  behind  the  other  in  a  misty  perspective, 
while  over  all  a  half  twilight  brooded. 

Occasionally  the  shrill  meeautv  of  the  cat- 
bird would  break  the  stillness,  or  the  dull 
thudding  sound  made  by  the  woodpecker  at 
his  work.  After  walking  for  some  time  like 
this  the  silence  and  gloom  began  to  grow 
oppressive,  my  nerves  seeming  strung  in 
expectancy  of  some  fresh  sound,  and  it  was 
with  a  sigh  of  relief  that  I  saw  a  glimmer  as 
of  -unlight  ahead,  and  heard  the  murmuring 
sound  of  a  trout  stream. 

Presently  the  path  passed  out  of  the  wood 
into  a  sort  of  clearing  made  by  the  rivulet, 
across  which  was  a  bridge  of  logs  rudely 
placed  together.  It  was  a  delightful  sensa- 
tion to  pass  once  more  into  the  daylight  and 
feel  the  warm  rays  of  the  sun.  As  I  stood 
watchirc  the  water  tumbling  and  bubbling 
over  the  confusion  of  heaped-up  boulders, 
across  which  great  forest  trees  lay  here  and 
there,  th;ir  branches  twisted  into  strange 
shapes,  and  the  stream  splurting  and  foaming 
about  them  as  if  in  madness  at  the  obstruc- 
tion to  its  progressa,  humming-bird  buzzed 
by  quite  close  to  my  head,  flashing  its  brilliant 
iridescent  plumage  in  the  sunlight. 

With  the  idea  of  getting  a  better  view  from 
up  the  stream,  I  took  off  my  boots  and  waded 
some  little  distance  through  the  pure  trans- 
parent water,  little  thinking  of  the  danger,  as 
I  afterwards  learned,  I  ran  from  the  dread 
serpent's  bite,  for  at  this  time  they  were 
wont  to  seek  the  coolness  of  the  I'iver-side. 
Seated  on  a  log  which  had  fallen  across  the 
stream,  I  was  absorbed  in  the  strange  wild 
beauty  of  the  scene — watching  the  blue  flash 
of  the  kingfisher's  wing,  listening  to  the 
cries  of  strange  birds,  seeing  the  crimson 
flashes  from  the  speckled  trout  as  they 
darted  into  the  sun-lit  stream  to  seize  an 
unwary  fly,  and  then  return  to  the  still  dark 
pool  under  the  shadow  of  some  great  rocks, 
while  above  the  otherwise  stillness  rang  out 
that  peculiar  musical  note  high  and  clear, 
but  yet  mournfully  sweet,  made  by  the  con- 
tinual flow  of  the  water  over  the  rocks  and 
eddies — when  all  of  a  sudden,  out  of  this 
drowsy,  dreamy  indolence,  I  was  awakened  by 
a  sound  unlike  the  other  natural  sounds 
to  which  I  had  been  listening,  and  which, 
although  faint  and  distant,  made  me  prick  up 
my  ears  in  wonderment  as  to  its  cause.  In 
these  solitudes,  all  the  senses  seem  painfully 
quickened  to  detect  anything  out  of  the  usual 
run. 

All,  however,  again  became  still,  save  the 
singing  note  of  the  stream  and  the  occasional 
song  of  a  bird. 

I  had  scarcely,  however,  begun  to  comfort 
myself  with  the  thought  that  my  sense  of 
hearing,  wrought  up  by  the  abnormal  still- 
ness, had  been  deceived  into  exaggerating 
some  trivial  sound,  when  again,  and  nearer, 
I  heard  this  strange  noise.  There  seemed  no 
doubting  the  fwt  now,  and,  with  every  nerve 


strained,  I  sat  in  anxious  expectancy  of  a 
repetition  of  the  sound.  Everything  else 
seemed  hushed. 

Presently  the  stillness  was  again  broken  by 
what  seemed  now  a  strange,  unearthly  cry, 
unlike  to  anything  human,  to  anything  which 
bird  or  beast  could  make.  I  thought  of  one 
of  the  tales  of  Fenimore  Cooper,  where  he 
so  graphically  describes  the  dreadful  cry  of 
agony  made  by  a  horse  in  its  death-struggle. 
I  thought  of  the  South  American  bird,  whose 
mournful  note  is  likened  unto  the  cry  of  a 
lost  soul ;  but  this  sound  was  like  neither  of 
these. 

It  would  be  useless  to  deny  that  a  dreadful 
sense  of  fear  took  possession  of  me.  And 
when,  now  again,  this  demoniacal  yell  rang 
out  through  the  silent  avenues  of  the  forest, 
i  with  quaking  knees  I  dropped  from  my  perch 
into  the  stream  and  crept  stealthily  into  the 
thick  tangle  of  trees  and  bushes,  through 
which  the  forest  path  was  just  discernible. 
Here,  crouched  down,  I  waited  almost  breath- 
less, peering  with  strained  eyes  through  the 
confusion  of  leaf  and  brancli,  and  listening 
with  a  sort  of  spell-bound  fascination  for  a 
repetition  of  the  cry. 

When  next  it  re-echoed  through  the  wood, 
it  was  evidently  quite  near,  although  as  in- 
explicable as  before,  and,  did  I  not  know  the 
sequel,  I  should  have  ever  after  been  a  firm 
believer  in  the  supernatural,  for  to  nothing 
earthly  could  I  liken  this  wild,  ringing 
shriek. 

The  death-like  stillness  which  succeeded 
was  broken  by  a  trampling  and  pushing 
sound  over  the  dead  leaves,  and,  from  my 
place  of  concealment,  my  eyes,  which  were 
fixed  immovably  on  the  little  glimmer  of  light 
which  i.-arked  the  course  of  the  path,  saw  a 
herd  of  swine  running  and  jostling  each  other, 
while  behind  them,  brandishing  a  club,  fol- 
lowed a  figure  having  the  semblance  of  a 
man,  a  wild,  dishevelled  creature  in  rags, 
who,  as  he  passed,  uttered  another  of  those 
piercing  yells  which  echoed  and  re-echoed 
through  the  surrounding  stillness.  I  breathed 
a  sigh  of  relief  as  I  saw  the  uncanny  figure 
disappear  with  his  strange  companions  over 
the  bridge,  and  wiped  the  cold  sweat  from 
my  face  as  I  crawled  out  of  my  hiding-place. 
Although  I  should  not  have  cared  to  en- 
counter this  madman,  for  such  he  proved  to 
be,  as  I  afterwards  learned — mad  through 
solitude  and  drink — it  was  the  strange  un- 
accountableness  of  his  wild  cry  disturbing 
these  solitudes  which  was  the  great  cause  of 
my  terror. 

The  remainder  of  my  ten-mile  walk  through 
the  forest  was  devoid  of  incident.  It  was 
one  unbroken  wilderness  of  trees,  without  a 
habitation,  nor  did  I  encounter  another 
human  being,  not  even  a  horse-thief,  until 
I  arrived  at  the  saw-mill  which  was  my 
destination. 

(the  end.) 


THE  "BOY'S  OWN  '  GORDON 
MEMORIAL. 

Tn  tlie  iSTovember  issue  of  liis  organ,  "Night  and 
Day,"  Dr.  Barnardo  writes  :  "  In  the  March  issue  of 
this  magazine  I  was  deUghted  to  be  able  to  announce 
that  Mr.  G.  A.  Hutchison,  editor  of  the  Boy's  Owx 
Papkr,  liad  nearly  succeeded  in  the  very  beneficial  and 
helpful  project  whicli  lie  liad  proposed  to  his  readers, 
viz.,  that  they  should  subscribe  for  the  last  of  the  large 
wards  in  Her  Majesty's  Hosjiital  as  a  memorial  to 
General  Gordon.  Nearly  the  wliole  of  the  £751 1  required 
for  this  purpose  has  been  already  contributetl,  and  tlic 
Gordon  Ward  is  in  a  fair  way  to  become  at  an  early 
date  a  fully  realisecl  fact,  ijuring  my  absence  Mi-. 
Hutchison  has,  I  find,  )iresented  the  Ward  with  a 
beautifully  framed  original  ilrawing,  worth,  at  the  least, 
20  guineas.  It  has  already  begun  its  mission  of 
brightening  and  beautifying  the  Gordon  Ward."  A 
fine  engraving  from  this  picture,  which  is  entitled 
"  Duty,"  will  appear  in  our  ne.xt  month's  part. 


"FISHERMAN'S  LUCK." 

By  J.  Paul  Taylor. 

CioJiE  fishers  who  scarce  get  a  bite 

0  From  beginning  to  end  of  the  season. 
Still  think  their  own  methods  are  right. 

And  for  failure  have  always  a  reason. 

And  this,  you  will  probably  hear, 

Was  "  water  "  or  "  weather  "  or  "  tackle," 
For  the  stream  was  "  too  high,"  or  "  too 
clear," 

Or    something    went    wrong    with  the 
"  hackle." 

In  short,  if  you  want  to  know  why 

For  fish  he  is  vainly  a  striver, 
'Tis  the  fault  of  "the  rod,"  or  "the  fly  " — 

But  never,  oh  never,  the  driver  ! 

And  whenever  you  make  the  remark 
That  they  seldom  bring  anything  in, 

'Tis  the  "  sun  was  too  bright  "  (or  too  dark), 
Or  the  "  water  too  thick  "  (or  too  thin  I) 

The  exception  to  this  is  "  Old  Sam," 

An  ancient  professional  angler. 
If  the  fishermen  passed  an  exam. 

He'd  surely  be  senior  (wr)  angler ! 

One  day  he  had  caught  but  a  few. 
And  none  of  the  others  had  any  ; 

1  ventured  to  ask  if  he  knew 

The  reason  he  didn't  get  many  ? 

He  answered,  "  The  truth  for  to  say, 
And  not  for  to  tell  you  a  whopper, 

I'm  a  little  bit  queerish  to-day. 
And  fancy  I  didn't  fish  proper  !  " 

Then,  reader,  when  never  a  bit 

Of  luck  will  attend  you,  be  candid  ; 

That  you  "  didn't  fish  proper  "  admit. 
As  this  very  eccentric  old  man  did ! 


1^2: 
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A  CENTURY  OF  FRENCH  HISTORY,  ILLUSTRATED  BY  THE  COPPER  COINS  OF  THE  COUNTRY. 

By  Daniel  F.  Howoeth,  f.s.a.  scot. 

Author  of  "Coins  and  Tokens  of  l/ie  Emjlish  Colonies,"  etc. 


PART  I. 


PERHAPS  some  of  the  boys  who  read  this  paper  dehght  in  looking 
through  the  contents  of  those  trays  of  copper  coins  which  are 
sometimes  displayed  in  the  old  curiosity-shops,  and  in  seeking 
therefrom  to  make  additions  to  their  collections  of  coins  or  tokens, 
English,  colonial,  or  foreign,  or  the  more  ancient  Eoman  or 
Greek. 

In  their  search  they  will  turn  over  many  coins  of  the  neighbouring 
great  nation  of  France,  and  well  will  these  coins  repay  a  little 
careful  study.  In  the  present  article  I  propose  to  refer  almost 
exclusively  to  coins  which  are  comparatively  common,  so  that  it 
will  not  be  beyond  the  means  of  many  boys  to  make  up  a  series 
completely  illustrating  a  period  of  history  which  is  full  of  lessons  of 
deep  importance  to  individuals  as  well  as  to  nations. 

In  connection  with  the  coins  to  be  noticed,  there  are  some  matters 
of  general  interest  and  information  which  claim  attention  before  we 
look  a-t  the  coins  seriatim.  Every  coin  issued  from  the  French  mints 
tells  more  of  its  autobiography  than  do  the  coins  of  our  own  country. 
Besides  the  date,  we  may  also  frequently  learn  who  were  artist  (or 
designer)  and  mint-master,  and  from  what  mint  the  coin  emanated. 
The  designer's  name  or  initials  may  be  found,  on  many  coins,  below 
the  bust  on  the  obverse  (head-side).  The  mint-master  is  distinguished 
by  some  badge  which  he  adopted,  such  as  an  anchor,  a  hand,  a  lamp, 
a  caduceus,  or  some  animal.  The  mint  itself  is  known  by  a  letter, 
or  monogram,  or  some  other  distinctive  mark,  either  alone  or  in 
combination  ;  and  as  those  which  relate  to  French  mints  are 
numerous,  and,  during  the  period  under  review,  invariable,  I  will 
give  a  list  of  them. 
A  . 

i;  .  .  . 
]-!  and  an  aconi 
D  .  .  . 
ti  and  a  lion  . 
H  .  .  . 
I  .  .  . 
K  .  .  . 
L  .  .  . 
M    .       .  . 

Other  mints  existed,  each  with  its  own  mint-mark,  before  the  time 
to  which  this  paper  refers  ;  but  they  had  been  closed,  and  gradually 
the  number  of  mints  was  further  reduced,  until  of  the  seven  (a,  b,  d, 
K,  w,  M  &  A,  and  bb)  which  were  in  operation  during  the  first  year  of 
Louis  Napoleon's  reign,  all  have  been  closed  except  the  metropolitan 
(a).  The  last  copper  (or  bronze)  that  I  have  seen  of  any  mint  other 
than  Paris  is  a  10'  centime,  1872,  of  Bordeaux  (k).  It  will  be  well 
to  note  that  the  same  mint-marks  on  the  coins  of  other  countries 
refer  sometimes  to  French, mints,  sometimes  not.  For  instance  a  on 
German  coins  indicates  Berlin,  on  Austrian  coins,  Vienna,  as  the 
source  of  issue  ;  but  on  coins  of  Uruguay,  of  Greece,  &c.,  it  stands 
for  Paris.  On  many  English,  colonial,  and  foreign  coins,  h  is  the 
mark  of  Heaton  and  Sons  of  Birmingham,  who  make  contracts  with 
various  Governments  to  supply  bronze  or  other  money.  The  last 
example  which  I  have  noticed  of  an  issue  from  a  French  provincial 
mi.it  is  not  the  10  centime  above  referred  to,  but  a  series  of  Greek 
coppers,  1,  2,  5,  and  10  lepta,  of  1878,  bearing  the  mint-mark  k. 

Sou. 


l*aris 

N    .      .  . 

Moiitpellier 

Houen 

Q    .      .      .  . 

Perpignau 

Boulogne 

R    .      .  . 

Orleans 

Lyons 

T    .      .  . 

Nantes 

Geneva 

W  . 

Lille 

La  Hochelle 

&    .      .      .  . 

Ai.x 

Limoges 

M  &  A  interlaced 

Marseilles 

Bordeaux 

AA  . 

Metz 

Bayoune 

BB  . 

Strasburg 

Toulouse 

A  cow 

Pau 

Lui)o\-.  XVI.  D.  GKATIA.  ( Ludovicus  XVI.  Dei  Gratia=Louis  XVI.  by  the  Grace  of 
Ciod. )    King's  head  to  dexter,  thereunder  a  lion  passant,  or  other  device. 

FrascI/E  et  NAVAnR.B  REX.  (King  of  France  and  Navarre.)  Tlie  shield  of  France 
regally  crowned  ;  at  beginning  of  legend  a  lyre  ;  under  the  shield  m.m.  A. 

A  century  ago  the  throne  of  France  was  occupied  by  Louis  XVI.  ; 
but  already  was  its  stability  suffering  from  the  sins  of  its  former 
i:ccupants,  from  the  political  incapacity  of  its  supporters,  and  even 
from  the  kindly  good-nature  of  the  king  himself.  His  coins  still 
bore  their  legend  in  Latin,  as  did  those  of  all  western  Europe  at  that 
time.  One  nation,  however,  after  another  has  discarded  the  use  of 
the  learned  and  universally-known  language,  until  not  a  copper  coin 
issues  from  any  European  mint  without  the  legend  in  the  language 


of  the  country  in  which  it  is  intended  to  circulate,  with  one  remark- 
able exception— our  own  native  land.  The  copper  coins  then  (1774- 
1791)  in  use  in  France  were  the  sou  (  =  12  deniers),  the  double  liard 
or  half-sou  (  =  6  deniers),  and  the  liard  or  quarter-sou  (  =  3  deniers). 
The  obverse  bears  the  inscription  lddov.  xvi.  r>.  ghatia  round  the  king's 
head  looking  to  the  dexter  side  ;  and  the  reverse  continues  and 
completes  the  inscription  franci«  et  navarb.e  bex  with  date  and 
mint-mark,  round  a  crowned  shield  bearing  the  three  lilies  of  France, 
its  coat-of-arms  under  the  Bourbon  dynasty.  The  coins  are  more 
fully  described  under  the  accompanying  illustrations. 

Half.  Sou. 


LUDOV.  XVI.  D.  GRATIA.    (Louis  XVI.  by  the  Grace  of  God.j   King's  head  as  before  ; 

thereunder  a  bow,  etc. 
Franci*  et  NAVARR.S:  BEX.   (King  of  France  and  Navarre.)   The  shield  of  France 

regally  crowned ;  at  beginning  of  legend  a  bird  ;  under  the  shield  in.m.  &. 

Quarter-Sou  (Liard). 


LUDOV.  X'^'i.  D.  GRATIA.   (Luuis  XVI.  by  the  Grace  of  God.)    King's  head  as  before  ; 

thereunder  a  dog  seated,  or  other  device. 
Francis  et  navarr.e  rex.    (King  of  France  and  Navarre.)   The  shield  of  France 

regally  crowned ;  at  beginning  of  legend  a  globe  ;  under  the  shield  m.m.  T. 

This  type  of  coin  continued  in  use  until  1791,  when  the  National 
Assembly  decreed  changes  which  affected  the  whole  coinage  of  the 
kingdom.  For  kingdom  it  still  remained,  though  the  king  was 
deprived  of  almost  every  kingly  function,  and  the  ruin  which  soon 
overtook  the  monarch  and  the  monarchy  was  darkly  imminent. 

The  number  of  coins  was  increased  by  the  addition  of  a  two-sou 
piece,  and  the  legends  on  both  obverse  and  reverse  were  altered  by 
decree  of  the  National  Assembly  dated  April  9,  1791.  The  king's 
bust  still  ornamented  the  coins,  but  his  title  was  significantly  changed. 
No  longer  "  King  of  France  and  Navarre  by  God's  Grace."  but  "  King 
of  the  French  "  ;  and  since  God's  name  is  omitted,  it  is  inferred  that 
the  king  is  only  such  by  favour  of  the  people.  The  legend  on  the 
reverse,  too,  puts  the  king  last ;  and  adds  to  the  year  of  our  Lord  the 
date  of  the  era  of  liberty  ;  an  era  which  dated  from  January  1,  1789, 
the  year  in  which  the  Bastille  was  stormed.  These  coins  were 
struck  both  in  copper  and  in  bell-metal ;  many  of  the  churches  being 
despoiled  of  their  bells  to  provide  material  for  the  large  coinage  of 
small  change  which  was  at  the  time  much  needed. 

Two  Sous. 


Louis  xvx  roi  des  Fiuxgois.  Bust  of  Louis  XVI.  to  dexter  ;  thtreunder  a  lion  pas- 
sant, the  date,  and  m.m. 

La  nation  la  loi  le  roi,  followed  by  a  lyre.  Surrounded  by  an  oak-wreath  is  a 
fasces  crowned  by  a  cap  of  liberty.  In  the  field  2  s  (two  sous)  ;  and  below  l'as 
3  DE  LA  LIBERTE" 


Sous. 


LOULS  XVI.  liOI  DKS 


:  looking  to  dexter  ;  uuderneatli,  on 


Bust  of  the  king  „  u 

tlie  border  of  the  bust  DL-\-rviER,  tlie  engraver's  name,  and  the  m  m 
La  NATION- LA  LOi  LE  Roi,  followed  by  a  star.    Surrounded  by  an  oak-wreatli  is  a 
fasces  with  bands,  crowned  by  a  cap  of  liberty.   In  the  field  12  D  (12  deuiers)  and 
below  the  date,  1791,  3  de  la  lib. 
Some  of  both  the  above  coins  with  the  m.m.'s  of  Metz  and  Strasburg  have  the  inscrip- 
tions LOUIS  .XVL  HOI  DES  FRANQAIS. 


Half-Sou. 


Lori8  XVL  nni  nics  FitAxgAis.  Bust  of  king  similar  to  that  on  the  two-.sous  lookin" 
to  dexter  :  tliereiijider  a  heart,  tlie  date,  and  m.m.  '  ° 

La  nation-  la  i.oi  le  roi,  fdll.iwt-d  liv  a  star.  Tin-  fasces  surrounded  by  a  wreath  of 
oak,  and  crowned  by  a  cap  of  libei  ty.  In  the  field  U  D  (,G  deniers),  and  underneath 

L  A.N  4  DE  LA  LIBERTB. 


Quarter  Sou. 


■  ■  -i— - 


X. 


O'lverse  and  reverse  exactly  as  the  last,  excepting  tlie  value  3  d  (3  deniers). 
Issues  of  both  the  above  coins  from  other  mints  appear  with  the  legend  round  the 
Xin^  s  liead  Loui.s  xvi.  uoi  Di:.s  fram/ois. 

Some  two  years  only  did  this  type  of  coinage  continue.  In 
December,  1792,  the  King  was  brought  to  trial,  and  was  condemned 
to  death  by  the  guillotine  on  January  20,  1793  ;  the  sentence  was 
earned  out  on  the  following  day.  The  coinage  of  these  four  coins, 
however,  continued  (\vitli..at  any  change  beyond  the  adoption  on 
some  of  them  of  the  niodnn  spelling  Fran^ais  instead  of  Francois), 
in  spite  of  the  protests  which  the  Republicans  made  again.st  the 
issue  of  money  bearing  the  "image  ami  superscription"  of  a  king. 
Some  of  the  coins  minted  in  1793  have  "  Lan  1  de  la  Liberie  "  instead 
of  "  L'an  5  "—an  error  of  the  engraver. 

Before  the  close  of  1793,  a  new  series  of  copper,  brass,  and  bell- 
metal  coins  was  issued  from  the  mints  under  decree  of  the  National 
Convention.  It  consisted  of  three  coins— the  2  Sous,  Sou,  and 
Sou.  On  these  coins  first  appears  the  era  of  the  Republic,  which  was 
cont.nued  on  some  of  the  coins  of  the  first  Napoleon,  even  after  he 
became  emperor. 

Two  Sous. 


Repdbmqiie  PRAXf'.iisi:.  \  tal.lo  on  wlricli  is  inscvilml  in  sunken  letters  LES  HOMMES 

SOXT  EOALTX  1JK\-A\ r  I.A  I.OI.     I.ITIiH.     The  taljli-   is  pl:i,Td  brtH  ffU  a  i)nnell.,l 

raisins  and  a  iMHiipi.-t  .,t  Hiit-at,  and  lias  at  its  liead  an  i-ve  surrounded  by  ravs  ; 
beneath  it  tlie  diite  I.  AN  II. 
LiBFRTK  F.GALn  E.    A  wi.ath  of  oak  .surmounting  a  balance  which  hangs  in  equi- 
hbrio  and  is  crowni  d  with  a  cap  of  liberty.    In  the  field  2  s  (two  sous),  and  be- 
neath the  m.m.  and  date. 

Sou  and  Half-Sou. 

Exactly  similar  to  the  two  sous,  excepting  the  difference  in  value  indicated  within  the 
wreath  as  1  s  and  J  s  respectively. 


The  issue  of  the  above  type  of  small  moneys  only  appears  with 
the  date  1793,  or  L'an  2  (de  la  Republique).  It  was  speedily  followed 
by  recommendations  to  adopt  the  decimal  system  ;  and  dies  were 
prepared  for  1,  5,  10,  and  50  centime  pieces,  of  which  patterns  are 
occasionally  seen,  but  they  were  not  circulated. 

No  coins  are  found  of  L'an  3 ;  but  L'an  4  brings  into  use  the 
new  decimal  coinage,  in  a  series  of  new  types.  The  first  issue  of  .5 
centimes,  1  and  2  decimes,  was  very  speedily  called  in  and  superseded 
by  a  coinage  of  double  its  weight,  and  the  2  decimes  ceased  to  appear. 
Unaltered  coins  of  this  first  issue  are  rare.  Great  numbers  of  the  2 
d6cimes  underwent  a  process  similar  to  that  by  which  glass  is 
engraved;  by  means  of  which  the  figure  2  and  the  letter  S  at  the 
end  of  the  word  decimes  were  speedily  erased,  and  where  the  2  had 
been,  the  word  Un  was  impressed  with  a  punch.  Others  were  passed 
through  the  coining-press  a  second  time,  and  retain  traces  of  their 
original  impress  as  2  decimes  showing  through  the  re-strike  as  Ones. 
The  single  decimes  were  re-struck  for  5-centimes  pieces,  and  the 
original  5  centimes  were  withdrawn  from  circulation.  The  altered 
coins  retain  their  date  L'an  4  ;  the  re-struck  ones  appear  with  L'an  5. 


Five  Centimes  (withdrawn). 


Republique  FRAN-gAiSE.   Bu.st  of  Liberty  wearing  the  Phrygian  cap  and  looking  to 

dexter  ;  below  the  bust  dupre. 
5  CF..N-nMES  across  the  field,  with  date  l'an  4  and  m.m.  between  a  figure  of  Victorv 

aiid  a  cornucopia. 

This  was  the  first  coin  struck  of  the  French  decimal  system.  Specimens  were  pre 
sented  at  the  session  of  the  National  Convention  on  September  .9,  1795  (7  Vende- 
miaire  l'an  4).   It  was  afterwards  withdrawn  as  beiii'  too  small. 


Decime. 


\ 


Republique  praxqaise.    Bust  of  Liberty  attireil  in  the  i'lirygiaii  bonnet,  and  look- 
ing to  dexter  ;  below,  the  engraver's  name,  DUi'UE. 
Un  decdie,  date,  and  mint-marks  surrounded  by  a  ureath  of  oak-leaves. 


Five  Centim:s. 


i 


Republique  pranqaise.   Bust  of  Liberty  as  on  the  Decime,  witli  engraver's  name. 

DL-PRK. 

ClXQ  fEXTi.MES  in  tlip  field,  with  date  and  mint-marks,  the  whole  surrounded  by  a 
wreath  of  oak-leaves. 

One  Centime. 


Republique  franqaise,  witli  head  of  Liberty  wearing'  cap  uf  Liberty,  and  thereunder 
the  name  dupbe. 

Ux  TEN  TIME  across  the  field,  with  date  and  mint-marks  underneath. 

Coins  of  the  above  types  were  issued  from  the  various  mints  u]i 
to  L'an  8,  the  one-centime  first  appearing  in  L'an  0.  Of  L'an  9  I 
have  only  seen  the  five-centime  with  the  mint-mark  of  Geneva,,  which 
was  then  included  in  the  enlarged  France. 

(To  he  contimief'.) 
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CHRISTMAS-BOXES  MADE  BY  PHOTOGRAPHY. 


By  K.  a.  R.  Bennett,  b.a., 

Author  of  "  How  lo  ,Var/  a  Boy's  Own  Postal  Photo  Club,"  etc.,  etc. 


WITH  the  advent  of  Christmastide  there 
coniea  to  us  the  yearly  demand  for 
suitable  offerings  which  we  can  give  to  our 
relatives  and  friends,  to  whom  we  have  given 
so  many  and  varied  gifts  on  former  occasions 
that  there  seems  hardly  anything  left  that  is 
new  and  worthy  of  their  acceptance,  and,  at 
the  same  time,  will  not  make  too  great  in- 
roads on  our,  perhaps,  slender  stock  of  pocket- 
money. 

Our  boys  who  are  fond  of  photography  (and 
there  seem  to  be  a  very  large  number  of  them 
lluttering  round  the  "  B.  O.  P.")  can  easily 
make  a  large  number  of  very  suitable  articles 
by  means  of  their  stock  of  negatives.  Christ- 
mas-boxes made  by  the  giver,  though  they 
may  not  be  intrinsically  valuable,  are  obvi- 
ously of  special  interest  to  the  recipient,  from 
their  novelty  and  from  the  fact  that  they 
were  made  expressly  for  him  or  her,  as  the 
case  may  be. 

In  this  paper,  then,  I  propose  to  show  how 
those  who  are  not  equal  to  very  elaborate 
carpentry  or  other  workmanship  may  still, 
by  means  of  their  photographic  knowledge, 
turn  out  gifts  which  will  be  acceptable  to  the 
recipients  and  additionally  valuable  as  being 
the  handiwork  of  the  giver. 

And  first  as  to  Christmas  cards.  These 
time-honoured  institutions  are  rapidly  gain- 
ing ground  every  year,  and  as  rapidly  super- 
seding the  less  elegant— and  frequently  de- 
cidedly vulgar — valentines,  which  is.a  change 
for  the  better,  as  most  of  us  will  be  ready  to 
admit.  For  those  who  have  taken  advantage 
of  the  bright  summer  weather  to  lay  in  a 
stock  of  prints,  the  manufacture  of  Christmas 
cards  is  a  very  easy  matter,  nothing  more 
being  necessary  than  to  stick  these  on  to 
cards  bearing  a  suitable  motto,  instead  of 
ordinary  mounts.  Such  cards  can  often  be 
got  from  the  fancy-dealers  or  stationers  in 
a  large  town,  but  if  no  such  place  offers  it- 
self to  the  reader,  he  can  get  them  direct,  for 
vertical  or  horizontal  prints  of  any  size,  from 
Messrs.  W.  Hooper  &  Co.,  5  Hand  Court, 
Holborn,  London,  W.C. 

For  those  who  have  yet  their  printing  to 
do,  and  who  live  in  a  smoky  town  where  the 
illumination  is  not  sufficient  for  printing  on 
ordinary  silver  paper  at  this  time  of  year,  I 
should  suggest  the  use  of  bromide  paper  in 
the  place  of  albumenised.  This  can  be 
printed  in  the  dullest  weather,  or  even  at 
night,  being  quite  independent  of  daylight. 
There  are  many  brands  of  bromide  paper  in 
tlie  market.  I  have  myself  tried  Eastman's, 
the  "  Ilford "  bromide  paper,  and  Fry's 
"  Argentotype  "  paper— the  latter  works  par- 
ticularly well  in  my  hands.  The  Hydro- 
(juinone  developer  is  a  very  good  one  for  this 
work ;  and  as  it  is  always  given  with  the  paper, 
it  is  not  necessary  to  give  it  here.  AVhen 
finished,  the  "Argentotype  "  or  other  bromide 
prints  are  easily  stuck  to  the  cards  with  a 
spirituous  solution  of  glue,  for  which  I  give 
the  receipt,  as  it  is  the  best  and  cleanest 
thing  of  which  I  know  for  mounting  bromide 
or  silver  prints  of  any  description  : — 

Take  4  ounces  of  best  glue,  and  put  it 
into  a  jam-pot,  first  breaking  it  (the  ghie 
that  is,  not  the  jam-pot  !)  into  small  pieces, 
and,  filling  the  jam-pot  with  cold  water,  leave 
the  glue  to  soak  over-night.  In  the  morning 
you  will  find  it  has  absorbed  a  lot  of  the 
water,  and  is  in  a  soft,  spongy  state.  Pour 
off  all  the  water  that  is  left  unabsorbed  and 
put  the  jam-pot  into  a  good  big  saucepan, 
with  enough  water  to  reach  about  half-way 
up  its  sides.  Boil  the  wativr  gently  vmtil  all 
the  glue  has  melted ;  when  this  has  taken 
place  pour  in  4  fluid  ounces  of  methylated 


spirit,  stirring  all  the  time.  Mix  well  to- 
gether for  a  few  minutes  more,  and  then 
strain  it  through  muslin  into  a  large  bottle 
for  use.  When  cold  it  sets  hard,  but  is  easily 
liquefied  by  placing  the  bottle  containing  it 
in  a  little  hot  water.  Shake  the  bottle  when 
liquefied,  as  it  has  rather  a  tendency  to 
deposit.  The  only  other  mountant  equal  to 
this,  and  as  easily  made,  is  starch,  or  pre- 
ferably arrowi-oot,  and  the  glue  has  this 
especial  advantage  over  either,  that  it  can 
easily  be  dissolved  by  placing  photo  and 
mount  in  hot  water,  and  thus  the  photo  can 
be  readily  unmounted ;  whereas  in  the  case 
of  starch  you  would  run  the  risk  of  tearing  it 
to  shreds  before  it  left  the  mount. 

Any  subject  will,  of  course,  do  to  mount 
on  these  cards,  but  it  may  be  remarked  that 
photos  taken  on  purpose,  introducing  a 
Christmas  motto  (e.g.  a  group  of  puppies  or 
kittens  holding  up  a  large  card  on  which  is 
inscribed  "A  merry  Christmas "  — this  is 
quite  possible  to  achieve  with  a  qmck  shutter 
and  a  little  patience),  produce  a  very  much 
more  striking  effect.  If  flowers  are  to  be 
taken  the  newly  introduced  "  Orthochro- 
matio  "  (or,  as  they  are  generally,  but 
wrongly,  called,  "  Isochromatic ")  plates 
should  be  used,  as  they  render  the  difference  of 
colour  between  the  flowers  considerably  better 
than  plates  of  the  ordinary  kind.  Of  course,  if 
you  can  manage  to  paint  the  flowers  skilfully 
afterwards  it  will  add  a  good  deal  to  the 
effect  of  the  card. 

"  Eastman's  transferotype  paper  "  is  ex- 
ceedingly useful  to  the  maker  of  photographic 
Christmas  gifts.     For  example,  the  plain 
photograph  frames  of  white  wood,  that  can 
be  bought  for  M.  or  9(/.  at  many  fancy  shops, 
can  be  embellished  by  transferring  photo- 
graphs on  to  them,  and  thus  be  rendered  much 
more  valuable  ;  it  would  not  be  a  bad  idea  to 
surround  the  photograph  of  the  donor  with 
small  views  of  his  home,  and  the  whole  would 
then  make  a  very  original  and  acceptable  gift. 
This  transferotype  paper  can  be  developed 
with  the  "ferrous  oxalate"  developer,  but 
must  not  be  developed  with  hydroquinone,  as, 
owing  to  its  tanning  action,  this  retards  the 
very  effect  we  want  to  produce,  viz.  the 
stripping  oft'  of  the  film.    The  ferrous  ox- 
alate developer  is  easily  made  by  pouring 
48  oz.  of  hot  water  over  a  pound  of  oxalate 
of  potash  (poison)  in  one  bottle,  and  adding 
to  it  3  drams  of  acetic  acid,  and  32  ounces  of 
hot  water  over  1  pound  of  protosulphate  of 
iron  in  another  bottle,  and  adding  to  this  i 
dram  of  acetic  acid,  or  i  oz.  of  citric  acid'. 
Both  these  are  "  saturated  solutions,"  so  that 
a  little  of  each  salt  will  remain  in  the  bottle 
undissolved  when  the  solution  gets  cold. 
Besides  these,  dissolve  1  oz.  of  bromide  of 
potassium  in  another  bottle  in  32  oz.  of 
water.    The  details  of  development  are  al- 
ways given  with  the  paper,  so  it  is  unneces- 
sary to  give  them  here.  I  have  merely  given 
the  developer  as  it  answers  well  for  other 
bromide  papers  if  preferred  to  hydroquinone. 
When  about  to  use  it,  1  oz.  of  the  iron  solu- 
tion is  added  to  6  oz.  of  the  oxalate  of 
potash  solution,  and    dram  of  the  bromide 
solution  is  mixed  with  them.    When  the 
picture  has  come  up  well — which  it  ought  to 
do  with  very  strong  contrasts  and  plenty  of 
"pluck"— the  print  is  put  into  a  bath  of 
acetic  acid,  1  dram,  water,  32  oz.    It  is  not 
to  be  put  into  water,  or  a  precipitate  may 
take  place  in  the  pores   of    the  paper. 
Three  separate  portions  of  acetic  acid  are 
poured  over  it,  and  it  is  then  well  washed. 
It  is  to  remain  in  each  portion  of  acetic  acid 
for  one  minute.    It  is  now  fixed  in  ordinary 


hypo-solution— hyposulphite  of  soda,  3  oz., 
water,  16  oz. — and  is  then  ready  to  transfer! 
I  will  not  take  up  space  by  narrating  the 
details  of  this  process,  as,  if  you  get  the 
paper,  you  will  also  get  the  instructions  ;  all 
that  may  be  mentioned  is  that  the  print  is 
placed  film  side  down  on  the  surface  of  the 
object  to  be  ornamented,  and,  liaving  been 
"  squeegeed  "  with  a  roller  and  several  thick- 
nesses of  blotting-paper,  is  left  to  dry — 
if  possible,  under  several  sheets  of  blot- 
ting-paper and  a  heavv  weight— for  not  less 
than  half  an  hour.  After  that,  hot  water  is 
poured  on  the  back  of  the  print  until  the 
paper  blisters,  when  the  corner  can  be  taken 
hold  of  and  the  back  pulled  oft',  leaving  the 
picture  transferred  on  to  the  object.  When 
dry  it  will  stand  a  good  deal  of  rough  usage, 
but  must  not  be  exposed  to  damp  unless  well 
varnished  with  some  colourless  varnish  to 
protect  it.  If  you  find  you  succeed  well  in 
getting  pictures  on  this  paper,  you  can  use 
them  as  ordinary  bromide  prints  by  simply 
drying  without  transferring  them. 

"  Transparencies  "  made  by  simply  print- 
ing on  plates  specially  prepared,  just  as  in 
the  case  of  paper,  and  developed  either  with 
hydroquinone  or  ferrous  oxalate,  are  capable 
of  being  used  to  make  very  pretty  Christmas- 
boxes.    Plates  coated  with  "  lantern  shde 
emulsion"   can   be   obtained   from  many 
makers,  e.g.  Messrs.  E.  W.  Thomas  &  Co., 
10  Pall  Mall,  London,  S.W.,  or  The  Fry 
Manufacturing  Co.,  .5  Chandos  Street,  Charing 
Cross,  London,  W.C.  Aim  at  getting  a  trans- 
parency with  the  deepest  shadows  clear  glass, 
and  the  "high  lights"  very  black,  which  can 
be  done  by  "  keeping  back  "  the  developer  a 
good  deal  and  giving  a  full  exposure.  The 
transparency,  having  been  made,  has  now  to 
be  mounted.  To  do  this,  procure  a  frame  the 
exact  size  to  hold  it— quarter-plate  or  half- 
plate,  as  the  case  may  be— and  put  the  trans- 
parency into  it,  film  side  inwards,  a  clean 
piece  of  glass  being  first  placed  in  the  frame 
to  protect  the  film.    A  few  small  slips  of 
wood,  glued  on  the  inside  of  the  frame,  will 
hold  them  in  securely.    The  back  of  the 
frame,  if  any  exists,  is,  of  course,  not  wanted  ; 
with  a  little  skill  you  can  easily  make  frames 
for  yourself,  only  purchasing  the  moulding. 
Now  a  piece  of  wood,  about  ^  inch  thick,  is 
to  be  taken  and  covered  with  perfectly  clean 
white  paper,  to  act  as  a  reflector ;  this  piece 
of  wood  must  be  of  such  a  size  that,  when 
the  transparency  is  fixed  at  a  certain  angle, 
with  the  edge  of  the  frame  resting  on  one 
end  of  the  wood  (forming  the  base),  the  white 
paper  fills  the  whole  transparency.  This  can 
be  ascertained  by  experiment;  for  a  half- 
plate  the  size  is  about  7;j  in.  by  6  in.,  but 
a  good  deal  depends  on  the  angle  at  which 
the  transparency  is  inclined  to  the  base. 
The  frame  is  then  to  be  fastened  at  the  right 
angle  by  side  pieces  of  wood,  which  can  either 
be  plain  or  carved  in  fretwork  as  elaborately 
as  you  please.    When  all  this  is  done  the 
effect  is  really  beautiful,  the  transparency 
giving  much  more  delicacy  of  detail  (if  the 
negative  was  a  good  one)  than  an  ordinary 
silver  print.    I  can  state  from  personal  ex- 
perience that  these  easily  made  ornaments 
are  most  highly  appreciated  by  those  to  whom 
they  are  given,  especially  if  (as  is  generally 
the  case)  they  have  never  seen  or  heard  of 
such  things  as  photographic  transparencies 
before. 

In  speaking  of  transferotype  paper  just 
now,  I  gave  a  method  for  ornamenting  photo 
frames  and  similar  objects  of  white  wood. 
Those  who  are  not  equal  to  the  transferotype 
process  can  produce  very  good  results  with 
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ordinary  silver  albumen  prints,  by  fastening 
them  to  the  frame  in  good  positions,  and  then 
giving  them  several  coats  of  varnish.  If  the 
varnish  has  a  tendency  to  sink  into  the 
paper,  begin  with  a  good  coating  of  strong 
gum-arabic,  and  afterwards  apply  the  var- 
nisli — "paper  varnish"  preferably.  Those 
who  are  good  enough  carvers  to  recess  the 
prints  back  into  the  fi-ame,  or  box-lid,  or 
whatever  it  may  be,  can  make  a  more  impos- 
ing piece  of  work  of  it. 

Lamp  shades  made  with  transparencies 
are  very  ornamental,  and  at  the  same  time 
useful.  Glass,  however,  is  too  heavy,  unless 
the  frame  is  of  metal.  Instead  of  glass,  cellu- 
loid films  may  be  used.  Purchase  a  common 
lamp  shade  made  of  extra  thick  mill-board 
(to  resist  any  cockling  of  the  films  caused  by 
the  lieat),  and  cut  holes  any  size  you  may 
think  suitable  in  each  of  its  sides.  Now 
make  the  same  number  of  transparencies  on 
celluloid  fihns,  just  as  was  done  in  the  case 
of  glass,  and  glue  a  transparency  on  the 
inside  over  each  hole,  fastening  tape  over  the 
edges  to  the  sides  of  the  lamp-shade  on  the 
inside  to  hold  the  transparencies  securely. 
You  must,  unfortunately,  put  the  gelatine 
film  outwards,  or  the  pictures  will  be  reversed ; 
that  side  can  be  varnished,  if  necessary,  to 
protect  it  from  injury. 

Very  cheap  photograph  frames  have  been 
recently  introduced,  in  which  the  front  is 
formed  by  a  bevelled-edged  piece  of  glass, 
and  the  back  by  a  spring  frame,  which  forms 
the  support  of  the  easel.  These  can  some- 
times be  got  as  low  as  id.  for  C.D.V.  size, 
and  3ifZ.  for  cabinet  size,  and  can  soon 
be  made  worth  as  many  shillings.  Take 
a  suitable  silver  print  and  prepare  a  solution 
of  gelatine,  made  by  soaking  about  two  ounces 
in  cold  water  till  soft,  then  adding  enough 
boiling  water  to  make  a  rather  thick  solution, 
and  filtering  through  muslin  into  a  flat  dish. 
Now  dip  your  sUver  print  into  this,  and  wait 
till  it  is  thoroughly  permeated  by  the 
gelatine.  Put  the  glass  also  into  it,  and 
then  sliding  the  gelatined  print  under  the 
glass,  lift  both  out  together.  There  ought 
to  be  no  signs  of  any  air-bubbles  between 
print  and  glass  ;  if  there  are,  you  ^vill  have 
to  go  through  the  process  again.  Sup- 
posing that  there  are  none,  a  rubber  roller  is 
to  be  passed  over  the  back  of  the  print  to 
squeeze  out  all  superfluous  gelatine  and  get 
the  print  into  optical  contact  with  the  glass. 
The  solution  of  gelatine  must  be  kept  at  a 
temperature  of  about  100°  Fahi-enheit  while 
these  operations  are  going  on,  or  it  will  not 
run  easily.  When  it  has  all  drained  oft'  the 
glass  and  the  print,  leave  them  to  dry,  and 
when  dry  the  print  can  be  trimmed  to 
tlie  size  of  the  glass,  using  a  sharp  penknife 
and  cutting  on  another  piece  of  glass.  The 
easel  is  now  slipped  on  again,  and  a  pretty 
ornament  is  the  result.  They  are  commonly 
known  as  "opalines,"  and  if  you  like  the 
eS'ect,  which  considerably  enhances  the  ap- 
pearance of  the  photo,  you  can  procure 
glasses  with  bevelled  edges  on  purpose  for 
their  manufacture  from  most  large  photo- 
graphic dealers.  The  gelatine  solution,  I 
may  here  remark,  should  be  kept  hot  while 
the  process  is  going  on  by  standing  the  dish 
in  a  larger  dish  of  hot  water,  which  can  be 
heated  by  a  spirit-lamp  or  gas-stove.  The 
dish  containing  the  gelatine  must  not  be 
heated  directly,  or  if  the  heat  is  uneven  it 
may  get  burnt  in  places  and  thus  spoilt. 

There  are  many  other  ideas  for  the  manu- 
facture of  photographic  Christmas-boxes, 
which  will  suggest  themselves  to  the  more 
inventive  of  my  readers,  whom  I  will  now 
leave  to  follow  out  their  own  designs,  only 
hoping  that  all  who  profit  by  my  instructions 
may  thereby  be  enabled  to  give  pleasure  to 
others,  and  may  themselves  have  "  a  happy 
Christmas  "  and  a  "  bright  New  Year." 
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Problem  No.  255. 

By  F.  MSller. 
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1  I        0-1-4  =  13  pieces. 

White  compels  Black  to  mate  iu  five  (5)  moves. 


BeRGEK'S  ENDSirlELE. 

E  and  P  generally  win  against  a  Kt,  but 
the  following  is  a  draw  : — White,  K — K  B  2, 
R— K  R  3,  P— Q  3  ;  Black,  K  Q  7,  Kt— Q  5. 
If  1,  K— Kt  2,  K— K  7.  2,  E— Kt  3,  Kt— B4. 

R— E  3,  Kt— Q  5,  and  White  cannot  play 
his  K  to  E  3  and  then  to  Kt  4.  The  follow- 
ing is  the  end  of  the  27th  game  between 
Labourdonnais  and  Macdonnell,  and  termi- 
nated in  a  draw,  but  Lewis  proved  that  White 
might  have  won : — White,  K — Q  B  4,  R — 
Q  R  sq.,  P— Q  E  6  ;  Black,  K—Q  Kt  3,  Kt— 
Q  R  2,  White  to  play. 

The  section  of  the  E  against  two  or  three 
pieces  contains  studies  by  several  of  the 
above-named  masters. 

The  R  in  most  cases  can  only  draw  against 
a  B,  but  Kling  and  Horwitz  win  in  this  posi- 
tion :— White,  K— K  B  G,  R— K  Kt  7  ;  Black, 
K— K  B  sq.,  B— K  B  6,  thus  :— 1,  B— Kt  3, 
B— K  5.  2,  R— K  3,  B— Kt  7.  3,  E— K  2, 
B— B  (i  or  B  8.  4,  R— K  B  2,  B— B  3.  5, 
R— Q  B  2,  B— Q  2.  6,  E— Q  Kt  2,  K— Kt  sq. 
7,  R-Kt  8  (ch.),  K— E  2.  8,  E-Kt  7,  and 
wins. 

The  E  wins  more  easily  against  a  Kt  than 
against  a  B,  but  in  many  cases  can  only  draw. 
There  is  an  Arabic  manuscript  from  the  year 
1257  at  the  British  Museum,  which  contains 
the  white  K  at  Q  B  0,  the  R  at  K  R  8  ;  the 
black  K  at  Q  R  2,  the  Kt  at  Q  Kt  2,  Black  to 
move.  White  to  win.  The  play  is  instructive  : 
1,  Kt-  R  4  (ch.).  2,  K— Kt  6,  Kt— Kt  2.  3, 
R— K  B  8,  Kt-Q  3  (ch.).  4,  K— B  6,  Kt— B  5. 
5,  E— Q  8,  Kt— E  4  (ch.).  6,  K— Kt  6,  Kt— 
Kt  2.  7,  R— Q  7,  K— Kt  sq.  8,  K— Kt  6,  K— 
E  sq.  9,  R— E  2,  and  mates  in  two  more 
moves.  If  5,  Kt— K  4  (ch.).  G,  K— B  5,  K— 
Kt  2.  7,  E— Q  5,  Kt— Kt  3.  8,  K—Q  G,  Kt— 
B  6.  9,  E— Q  2,  K— Kt  3.  10,  K— K  6,  Kt— 
Kt  3  (ch.).    11,  K— B  G,  and  wins. 

Frequently  the  E  can  only  draw  against  a 
P.  If  White,  K—Q  E  sq. ;  E— Q  Kt  sq., 
Black,  K— K  Kt  5,   P— K  R  2,  then  White 


with  the  move  can  win,  but  Black  with  the 
move  can  draw.  The  win  is  1,  E — Kt  sq. 
(ch.),  K— B  4.  2,  R— K  sq.,  K— Kt  3.  3,  K 
Kt  2,  etc.  The  draw  is  1,  P— E  4,  K— Kt  2. 
2,  P — R  5,  K — B  2,  etc.  Occasionally  one  P 
can  win  against  the  E,  for  instance  :  White, 
K— K  Kt  4,  E— K  Kt  5  ;  Black,  K— K  B  3, 
P— K  G  ;  the  P  moves  to  K  7,  and  if  E— Kt  8, 
2,  K— B  2.  If  the  four  pieces  be  shifted  one 
square  to  the  right,  then  White  can  draw 
thus:  1,  P— B  7,  E— Kt  5  (ch.).  2,  K— B  3, 
R— Kt  3.  3,  P— B  8  Q,  E— B  3  (ch.).  4, 
Q  X  E,  stalemate.- Cozio's  K — K  8,E — KKt7,  ' 
black  K—Q  3,  P— Q  B  3,  White  to  play,  is  a 
win  for  White,  thus:  1,  E— Kt  5,  P— B  4.  2, 
K—Q  8,  P— B  5.  3,  K— K  8,  K— B  3.  4, 
K— K  7,  K— Kt  3.  5,  K—Q  G,  followed  by 
E — Q  B  5.  A  second  solution  is  1,  R — Kt  6 
(ch.).    Black  with  the  move  can  draw. 


OUR  OPEN  COLUMN. 

Roast  Duck  v.  Nose. 

There  is  a  school  well  known  to  fame 

(Wliose  name  I'll  not  disclose), 
And  in  this  school  tliere  chanc'd  my  tale 

Of  "  Roast  Duck  versus  Nose  "  ! 

All  private  cooking  strictly  was 

Within  those  waUs  taboo'd, 
XnA  so  it  follow'd  that  the  boys 

Cooked  always — ^when  they  could  I 

One  day  to  have  a  private  spread. 

Three  feUows  did  agree ; 
And  to  do  honour  to  the  feast, 

A  duck  must  roasted  be. 

The  duck  was  bought,  and  pluck'd,  ami  cook'd. 

And  cv'rything  prepar'd  ; 
When  in  the  distance  suddenly 

The  Master's  step  was  heard. 

Then  quick  as  thought  the  students  liid 

All  that  might  tales  have  told  ; 
Each  took  a  seat,  and  seized  a  book. 

And  sat  as  good  as  gold. 

Soon  at  the  slowly  op'ning  door, 

Appear'd  the  Master's  face ; 
"  Methinks,"  said  he,  "  I  smell  a  smell 

Proceeding  from  this  place." 

A  student  raised  his  wond'ring  eyes, 

And  sniEE'd  the  tainted  air ; 
"  Why,  dear  me,  sir,  and  so  there  is— 

'Tis  i-oast  duck,  I  declare." 
They  looked  about,  and  in,  and  out, 

But  nothing  could  be  found  : 
And  then  the  JIaster  and  the  boy 

Began  to  make  a  round 
Of  all  the  studies  ;  and  how  strange 

The  smell  still  hover'd  near. 
But  yet  of  culinary  art 

No  traces  did  appear. 

They  hunted  high,  they  hunted  low, 

But  nothing  could  perceive  ; 
The  Master  guessed  not  that  the  boy 

Had  roast  duck  in  his  sleeve.* 
At  last  he  left  the  fruitless  quest 

In  a  bewilder'd  mood  ; 
The  boys  sat  down  and  ate  the  duck 

And  found  it  very  good  1 


E.  M.  D. 


«■  The  boys  of  tills  school  wear  gowns  with  loose 
sleeves. 
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Ax  Old  Reader.— Your  best  jilaii  would  be  toreacltlie 
article  on  India  iiiU.e  En.  ^  ri,  ,|M.di;,  Britanniea," 
which  you  can  see  at  the  n.-iir,[  iV,.e  library  ami 
choose  the  boolc  you  want  frum  tlie  list  ijiyen  at  the 
end  of  the  article. 

Skippo.— We  are  glad  to  hear  that  the  crew  of  the  Boy's 
Own  Lifeboat  at  Poole  liave  won  huth  sailing  and  row- 
ing matclies  at  Bournemouth  Regatta  during  the  last 
two  years,  and  tliat  tlie  boat  R-ivt-s  much  satisfaction 
If  you  write  to  Brodie  and  Middieton,  Long  \cre  or 
Lockwood  and  Co.,  Stationers'  Hall  Court,  asliiug 
about  a  book  on  sign-writing,  they  will  tell  you  the 
prices. 

J- ^laps  and  charts  of  the  Yarmouth  Broads  are 
sold  by  Stanford,  Cockspur  Street,  Charing  Cross,  and 
doubtless  by  other  map-sellers. 

A.  B.— Unless  the  lad  can  ilraw  well  an. I  has  a  taste  f..r 
it,  it  would  be  better  fur  liiui  t..  .-b....^..  n..t  m.-ms 
of  liyeliliood.  Soii.l  him  t.i  an  art.  class,  un.l.T  tltc 
Science  and  Art  Department,  tor  a  term  aiid  see  how 
he  improves.  The  time  will  not  be  wasted,  and  the 
cost  is  trifling. 

Jtrvi;Ni.s.-l.  Cycling  is  h.  a),l,v.  b„t  it  is  not  over  good 

for  growing  boys.    In  ,  I.  ,„„,„  ,t      ,veU  enough. 

L^  -l"  '  'l««''-'--''t'*"  •a.l.'nts  you  can  disre- 
gard it  altogether.    Y,.a:.,..  :,-  .,,t,.ona  machine  as 

oil  It.    i.  Get  a  safety;  a   |  ,„ie  may  cost  £15. 

The  cheaper  the  n,a..|„n..  rh..  ,n..,,.  .-han.-e  there  is  of 
abreak.iown,  an-l  ib..  i,,.,,-..  ,.,,  taintv  ..f  tbc  ma.d.ine 
soon  wearing  ,a.t.  1.  Tha..  are  n..t  many  minor 
expenses,  but  there  is  the  work  of  cleaning, 'which  is 
sometimes  not  agreeable.  You  would  probably  want 
another  machine  iu  three  years. 

J.  W.  P.— You  woul.l  not  find  it  worth  while  to  re-gild 
your  watch.  Leave  it  as  it  is,  and  keep  it  clean.  If 
the  watch  is  a  good  machine  why  convert  it  into  an 
article  of  sham  jewellery  ?  If  you  must  have  it 
filded  take  It  to  a  silversmith  and  have  it  plated. 


Gas  (P.  E.  Robins).— The  gas 
catches  alight  in  the  burner 
because  the  fire  is  so  arranged 
as  to  be  too  near  it.  If  you 
have  the  air  inlet  further 
away  you  will  have  no  trouble 
from  the  gas  igniting  acci- 
dentally. 

Would-be  Cax.^dun.— Buy  a 
thermometer  and  see  for  your- 
self. If  freezing-point  is  at 
32°  it  is  obvious  that  zero 
must  he  32°  below  freezing- 
point  ;  if.  as  in  the  Centigrade 
scale,  freezing-iioint  is  at 
zero,  then  zero  must  be  at  the 
freeziiig-jioint. 

A.  Reid.— If  you  will  enclose 
stamped  envelope  to  the  Sec- 
retary of  the  Royal  Humane 
Society,  Trafalgar  Square,  he 
will  send  you  a  copy  of  the 
directions  for  restoring  the 
apparently  drowned,  etc.  But 
why  not  join  an  ambulance 
class  ? 

W.  A.  Wilson.- Learn  to  spell. 
When  you  have  done  so,  write 
again.    Do  not  trouble  about 
bo.xing  until  you  can  improve 
on  "  Proffesser."  You  are  not  quick  enough  in  the 
eyes,  Wilson  ;  you  want  more  observing  power. 

Jack. — "We  all  love  Jack."  He  is  quite  at  the  other 
end  in  his  ambition.  "I  should  like  to  be  a  noble- 
man I  "  says  Jack.  We  believe  it  is  managed  by 
getting  into  a  front  place  when  the  band  goes  by,  but 
we  have  had  no  experience  in  such  matters.  As  to 
Persian  viscounties  being  cheap  we  know  not.  But 
what  is  a  I'ersiaii  viscount  ?  Is  he  of  the  same  peerage 
as  tlie  Duke  of  Gum  Arabic  ? 

W.  Rey.nolds.— The  "Clipper  of  the  Clouds"  and 
"  Adrift  in  the  Pacific  "  are  obtainable  in  book-form 
from  Messrs.  Sampson  Low  and  Co.,  Fetter  Lane, 
K.c. 

F.  W.  T.— The  "Aviary  of  British  Birds"  was  in  oiir 
fourth  volume.    The  articles  began  on  page  565. 

Bank.— A  list  of  the  directors  of  the  Bank  of  England 
is  given  each  year  in  Whitaker's  .Almanack. 

A.  A.  D.  irAfKENZiE.— Get  Geikic's  "Primer  of  Geo-  I 
logy,"    publisbf.i    by    .Ma.-miUan    and    Co.,  and 
Skertchly's  •'  Geology,"  published  by  T.  Murby,  of 
Ludgate  Circus. 

Captain  Bart  BirR.SE.— The  verses  entitled  "B.  B." 
appeared  on  page  211  of  the  seventh  volume,  in  the 
part  for  February,  188^. 

P.  B.  Wamisley.— The  cross  in  Xmas  is  the  Greek 
letter  c/ii.  the  initial  of  Christos.  The  pronunciation 
"  Exmas  "  is  an  ccliibition  of  pure  ignorance. 

Tenroc— A  B  flat  cornet  can  be  bought  for  £S  or 
less,  but  a  good  one  will  cost  at  least  £7  7s.  There 
are  so  many  instrument-sellers  that  we  must  refer 
you  to  the  Directory.  The  maker  will  give  you  the 
name  of  a  tutor. 

Locomotive  (A.  Marin  and  B.  P.  Cy— The  articles  on 
building  a  moflel  locomotive  have  been  reprinted  in 
our  "  Indoor  Games." 


Gilt  Frames.— To  clean  off  fly-marks  use  soap  and 
water  sparingly,  by  means  of  a  piece  of  rag  on  the 
finger-tip,  then  rinse  witli  cold  water  and  dry  with 
wash-leather.  Wlien  your  frame  is  new  or  clean  oive 
It  a  coat  of  Copal  varnish.  You  can  then  wipe  the 
dirt  off  easily  w  henever  you  like. 

D.  D.  R.  R.— We  are  unaware  of  any  record  of  the  , 
man  who  made  the  first  box  to  keep  money  in  with  a  1 
liole  in  the  middle.  "  I 

A.  Hatward.- Address  a  letter  to  the  Secretary 
Cyclists'  Touring  Club,  Fleet  Street,  E.c.  Coulil  any- 
thing  be  simpler  ? 

CRir.s.— Tlicre  are  no  appointments  direct  to  the  Indian 
.Staff  Corps.  You  must  first  have  served  with  a  regi- 
ment, aii.l  then  pass  on  by  examination. 

FiSHEiniAX.— You  must  not  fish  for  roach,  bream, 
perch,  lui  p,  .lace,  gudgeon,  etc.,  between  March  IS 
and  June  15  in  any  year. 

A.  W.  W.— 1.  The  Middlesex  County  Council  meets  at 
Westminster.  2.  There  is  no  such  thing  as  "a 
premier  university."  3.  There  are  many  universities, 
such  as  London,  Manchester,  etc.,  where  degrees  are 
obtainable  by  examination  without  residence. 

You.N-G  VOLUXTEER.-When  you  join  the  Volunteers 
you  will  be  taught  how  to  clean  your  rifla  UntU 
then  you  had  better  leave  it  alone. 

A.  B.  W.— For  the  explanation  of  the  ring  of  smote 
from  your  cannon  see  "  Aerial  Rings,"  on  page  239  of 
our  seventli  volume. 

C.  Eati  11.-  1.  When  1900  comes  it  will  be  written 
19IIII.    It  \\  ill  not  be  written  'uO.    People  will  be  too 
proud  of  It  to  cut  it  short  in  tliat  way.    2  The  mem- 
bers  of  the  staff.   3.  Yes.   4.  Xo  article  on  the  guitar  I 
as  yet.  5.  We  knownoihin,'  about  tlie  promisesmade  ' 
in  advertisements.    Your  only  plan  is  to  try. 

Yiolina.— You  ought  to  get  a  fairly  good  instrument 
lor  £5.     Write  t.)  X.«allo,  Ewer  and  Co.,  Beruers  i 
Street  :   Cliappcll,    D..11.I   .'Street  :   Cramer,   Regent  ' 
Street,  etc.  :  or  consult  the  i  dvenisements  in  any  of 
the  musical  papers. 

Girl  Re.^der.— The  rivers  which  "flow  underground, 
tlieii  appear  and  then  disappear  uudergi-ouud  again  "' 
are  called  nailbouriies. 

Matricl-lator.— You  can  get  the  particulars  of  the 
London  University  Matric.  Examination  from  the 
Registrar,  Vim  crsity  of  Loii.lon,  Burhugtou  Gardens 
w.  A  complete  s.-t  ot  the  ucnlful  books  is  obtainable 
of  W.  B.  Clive  aii.l  Co..  Booksellers  Row,  Strand,  w.c. 

Gymnast.— Heavy  dumli-bells  are  quite  old-fashioned, 
iind  are  said  to  be  more  harm  ltd  tlian  helpful.  Use 
light  dumb-bells,  weighing  nr.t  more  than  two  pounds 
eacli,  those  made  of  wood  being  preferable.  The 
place  of  heavy  dumb-bells  is  now  taken  b.  Indian 
clubs. 

A.  J.  M.— We  have  already  had  a  magnificent  double- 
page  coloured  plate,  giving  portraits  of  every  variety 
of  birds  found  in  Britain,  and  we  cannot  repeat. 


"  Our  British  Cavalry."- The  very  handsome  and 
skilfully  drawn  representations  of  British  cavalry, 
which  we  present  to  our  readers  this  month,  were 
subinitted  before  publication  to  Lord  Wolseley,  who, 
writing  from  the  War  Ofiioe,  expresses  his  opinion  of  the 
picture  as  being  "a  very  good  and  faithful  representation 
of  the  dress  of  this  arm  of  the  service."  Our  readers 
may  be  quite  sure,  therefore,  that  nil  the  details  of  th« 
plat«  are  strictly  accural  e  and  up  to  date. 
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OUT  I  flew,  and  inside  broke  loose  an 
uproar  as  from  caged  wild  beasts 
robbed  of  their  prey.  I  was  sorry  for 
Mariechen,  left  alone  to  bear  the  brimt  of 
their  wrath  ;  but  what  could  I  do  ?  My 
arms  bound  behind  me,  I  scampered  along 
the  dark  passage,  looking  this  way  and 
that  for  an  exit.  How  to  get  out  of  the 
house  was  my  only  thought.  To  one  side, 
at  the  end  of  a  cross-passage,  I  saw  black 
night  where  this  way  apparently  led  out  of 
doors.  As  I  turned  towards  it  I  heard  the 
door  of  the  I'oom  I  had  just  quitted  flung 
open,  and  the  din  of  that  Comus  crew 
sallying  forth  in  pursuit.  Without  further 
hesitation,  I  ran  for  the  opening,  heedless 
where  it  might  take  me. 

Wlien  too  late,  I  found  that  this  was 
not  an  oi'dinary  open  door,  but  the  en- 
trance of  a  loft  over  a  coiurtyard  below, 
for  the  house  being  built  on  a  steep  slope, 
one  side  of  it  stood  level  with  the  higher 
ground,  while  on  the  other  there  was  a 
drop  from  tlie  same  storey.  I  could  not 
now  check  myself,  nor  wished  to,  with 
such  hunters  at  my  heels.  Bound  as  I 
was,  I  made  a  sprmg  for  it,  half  expecting 
to  break  every  bone  in  my  body.  Bixt 
before  I  had  time  to  consider  this  danger 
it  was  over.  I  feU  plump  and  soft  into  a 
great  heap  of  hay,  which  luckily  lay  piled 
lip  almost  to  the  height  of  the  loft. 

There  I  huddled,  quivering  with  excite- 
ment, like  a  rabbit  escaped  into  its  hole. 
What  a  refreshment  it  was  to  breathe  the 
fresh  air  again,  after  all  that  stifling  reek 
of  tobacco  !  I  drew  long  breaths  of  relief 
as  with  alert  ears  I  listened  to  the  tramp- 
ing and  calling  of  my  late  persecutors, 
searching  for  me  high  and  low.  You  may 
be  sure  I  took  care  not  to  answer,  even 
when  Daniel  Lambert  came  to  the  loft 
door,  crying,  "  Pst  !  Hier  !  English  boy  ! 
Come  back  !  Thou  hear'st  me  ? — Where 
can  he  have  hidden  himself? — You  have 
no  more  to  fear ;  really  and  truly  not !  It 
was  only  a  joke.  It  is  all  over  now. 
Come  in  and  get  some  supper.  Nobody 
will  hurt  you." 

It  might  be  that  they  thought  the  joke 
had  been  carried  too  far ;  perhaps  they 
feared  I  had  hurt  myself  seriously ;  if  so, 
it  would  serve  them  right  to  be  a  little 
anxious.  Anyhow,  I  would  not  trust  my- 
self with  them,  let  them  caU  till  they  were 
hoarse  !  I  was  too  glad  to  be  once  out  of 
the  hands  of  such  sons  of  Belial,  whose 
condition  I  perhaps  exaggerated  from  the 
quantity  of  beer  I  had  seen  them  drain 
down,  not  being  aware  how  much  less 
potent  this  liquor  is  in  Germany,  where  it 
more  often,  I  suspect,  injmres  the  stomachs 
than  the  heads  of  deep  drinkers.  So  I 
continued  to  lie  still  as  a  mouse,  rejoicing 
in  my  safe  concealment  and  in  the  sense 
of  warmth  which  stole  into  my  chilled 
body  now  that  I  was  almost  covered  up 
by  the  hay,  though  it  pricked  my  hands 
and  head,  and  I  wished  I  could  be  quite 
sure  there  were  no  fleas  or  rats  sharing 
the  same  shelter. 

By-and-by  the  students  seemed  to 
give  up  their  search  for  me  as  hopeless. 
From  the  mufBed  soimds  of  their  talking 
and  singing,  I  knew  that  they  must  have 
gone  back  into  the  room  and  shut  the  door 
on  their  revels,  in  which,  it  was  to  be 
hoped,  they  would  soon  drown  all  thought 
of  me.  When  I  had  at  last  succeeded  in 
working  my  arms  out  of  the  troublesome 
bonds  that  fettered  me  so  uncomfortably, 
I  felt  I  had  no  more  to  desire  for  the 


present,  imless  it  might  be  something  to 
eat.  I  might  do  worse  than  lie  in  my 
snug  nest  till  morning.  After  all,  this 
was  nothing  but  a  lively  adventure,  one 
to  remember,  quite  in  the  romantic 
style  of  political  fugitives  and  Protestant 
martyrs.  If  only  a  hen,  now,  were  to 
come  and  lay  an  egg  or  two  within  reach 
for  my  benefit — I  had  read  of  such  a 
thing  happening  imder  similar  circum- 
stances— the  interest  of  the  story  would 
be  complete. 

"  If  my  mother  saw  me  now,  she 
needn't  be  afi-aid  about  me  keeping  the 
pledge,"  was  my  self-approving  reflection. 
Also  I  wished  the  other  fellows  at  school 
could  have  seen  how  I  defied  and  resisted 
a  band  of  grown-up  swash-bucklers,  boots 
and  all,  albeit  I  could  not  but  be  uneasily 
conscious  that  it  was  only  to  a  girl's 
interference  I  owed  the  virgin  purity  of 
my  Blue  Ribbon. 

I  might  have  been  ten  minutes  or  so 
ensconced  here,  when  I  heard  a  soft  foot- 
step in  the  courtyard  and  saw  the  gleam 
of  a  lantern. 

"Where  art  thou,  little  Englander?" 
was  whispered  once  or  twice  ;  and  as  soon 
as  I  recognised  Mariechen's  voice  I 
crawled  out  of  my  hiding-place.  I  could 
trust  her. 

"  Don't  let  them  know — you  will  help 
me  away  from  these  men?  "  I  begged  her. 

"  Hush  1  "  she  answered,  taking  my 
hand.  "  Come  here  with  me.  They  shall 
not  find  thee." 

Lantern  in  hand,  she  led  the  way  into 
a  dark  undergi-ound  vault  almost  filled  up 
by  casks,  which  made  me  think  of  Mor- 
giana  and  the  forty  thieves.  What  was 
to  come  next  ?  Did  she  propose  to  aid 
me  in  revenge  on  the  boisterous  bullies, 
whose  racket  I  could  still  hear  overhead, 
for  the  little  tavern  was  built  chiefly  of 
wood,  and  every  noise  resoimded  through- 
out it !  If  I  could  just  have  the  fellows 
boxed  up  in  those  casks  by  any  means,  I 
felt  spiteful  enough  to  treat  them,  at  all 
events  "  Flashman,"  to  a  sprinklmg  of  hot 
oil,  and  the  rest  to  at  least  a  shower-bath 
of  soapsuds.  Most  of  them  looked  as  if 
they  would  be  the  better  for  washing. 

Mariechen  set  her  light  upon  the  head 
of  an  empty  barrel,  and  went  away, 
making  a  sign  for  me  to  wait.  I  hoped 
she  would  not  leave  me  long  alone,  for 
now  that  I  came  to  look  about  me,  the 
place  suggested  tombs  and  dungeons,  not 
to  say  drains,  if  there  were  any  drains  to 
the  castles  of  romance.  I  felt  siu'e  there 
must  be  rats  here ;  I  recalled  with  a 
shudder  Bishop  Hatto  and  the  Mouse 
Tower.  Into  just  such  an  tmdergromid 
Chamber  of  Horrors  were  the  treacherous 
innkeepers  of  the  middle  ages  used  to  hurl 
their  miu'dered  guests,  if  all  stories  be 
true.  In  sober  earnest  it  was  very  damp 
and  cold,  so  that  I  began  to  sneeze,  awak- 
ing dismal  echoes  in  that  gloomy  vault. 

Then  hardly  had  Mariechen  gone,  before 
the  door  again  opened,  and  in  came  an 
old  man,  with  a  candle  in  one  hand  and  a 
large  jug  in  the  other — the  landlord,  I 
supposed.  I  was  concerned  to  think  what 
he  might  sav  on  finding  me  here  without 
any  apparent  business  ;  hwt  much  greater 
was  his  alarm  when  he  saw  me  standing, 
half  hidden  by  a  cask,  in  my  soiled  linen 
blouse,  my  hair  all  in  disorder,  garlanded, 
I  daresay,  with  bits  of  hay  sticking  in  it, 
and  no  doubt  a  most  spectral  look  on  my 
face,  seen  by  the  dim  light  of  a  flickering 


dip.  I  must  have  had  the  appearance  of 
a  small  shy  ghost,  much  in  need  of  going 
to  the  wash ;  and  the  landlord  evidently 
took  me  for  something  of  the  sort.  He 
dropped  the  candle,  and,  with  a  smothered 
exclamation,  turned  to  fly  as  fast  as 
his  clumsy  wooden  shoes  would  carry 
him,  while  for  the  life  of  me  I  could 
bethink  myself  of  no  German  word  to 
assitre  him  that  I  was  a  creature  of  flesh 
and  blood.  But  at  the  cellar  door  he  ran 
against  Mariechen,  who  laughingly  ended 
his  panic  ;  and  when  they  had  jargoned 
away  for  a  little,  and  the  man  had  treated 
himself  to  a  good  long  stare  at  me,  he 
shuftled  off,  leaving  me  with  my  friend  the 
waitress. 

She  brought  me  a  great  hunk  of  sour 
brown  bread  and  a  basin  of  warm  milk, 
also  my  cap  and  knapsack,  ^vhich  she  had 
rescued  fi'om  the  den  of  lions  above.  My 
heart  went  out  to  this  kind  viddchen,  nor 
did  my  slight  familiarity  witli  German 
betray  the  air  of  patronage  on  her  part,  im- 
plied by  her  addressing  me  as  thou,  so  that 
I  had  no  temptation  to  resent  being  thus 
treated  somewhat  as  an  unfortunate  child. 
Through  my  romantic  spectacles,  I  would 
fain  have  seen  in  her  the'^eerless  Dulcinea, 
whom  sooner  or  later  all  true  knights  fall 
in  with  in  the  cottrse  of  their  adventures  ; 
only  I  could  have  wished  she  were  not 
quite  so  fat,  and  did  not  want  two  front 
teeth,  a  drawback  to  an  ideal  heroine  ;  but 
I  felt  ready,  tipon  occasion,  to  stand  duly 
up  for  her  against  any  giant  or  di-agon 
in  the  world.  Meanwhile,  as  I  ate  and 
drank  on  a  beer  barrel,  I  undertook  an. 
achievement  almost  as  difficult  for  me, 
that  of  clearly  explaining  how  I  had  come 
in  need  of  her  aid. 

"  I  know.  They  have  told  me,"  she 
smiled,  jerking  her  thumb  towards  the 
room  above.  "  And  so  you  drink  no 
beer,  nicht  walir  1 " 

"  Qar  niclits  !  "  quoth  I,  sturdily,  feeling 
resolute,  in  the  fi-esh  strength  of  that 
bread  and  milk,  to  bear  testimony  to  my 
teetotal  principles. 

Do  none  of  the  English  drink  beer  ?  " 
she  asked  wonderingly,  and  surveyed  me 
as  if  I  belonged  to  a  race  of  strange 
monsters.  I  did  not  answer  for  a  moment 
while  I  gathered  up  my  best  German  to 
put  the  case  properly. 

"  Some  Englislmien,  I  am  sorry  to  say, 
drink  too  much  beer,  so  the  others  drink 
none  to  set  them  a  good  example.  Besides, 
I  have  been  taught  that  it  is  a  waste  of 
time  and  money.  I  belong  to  the  Blue 
Eibbon  Army,"  I  declared  proudly. 

"  Ach !  So  3"oung!"  exclaimed  the 
plump  fair  one,  clasping  her  hands. 
"  Yet  you  bear  no  weapon — no  uniform  ? 

I  could  not  help  laughing  at  this  natural 
misunderstanding,  but  I  had  not  German 
enotigh  at  command  to  set  her  right,  so  I 
gave  up  the  attempt,  and  there  we  stood 
grinning  at  each  other  for  want  of  conversa- 
tion, till  I  had  finished  my  bread  and  milk. 

Let  me  fill  up  this  pause  by  relating  an 
anecdote  which  has  just  occiuTed  to  me 
a  pro2)os  of  Mariechen's  expectation  that 
I  should  wear  a  uniform,  a  thmg  by 
no  means  tmcommon  with  Continental 
schoolboys.  A  Bluecoat  Boy  I  knew  once 
went  to  spend  the  holidays  with  his 
family  who  were  livmg  abroad.  His 
peculiar  costume,  as  may  be  supposed, 
attracted  a  good  deal  of  attention,  so 
much  so  that  he  -o  as  fain  to  disguise 
himself  in  cricket  flannels  for  the  most 
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part.  But  on  the  occasion  of  a  party,  it 
behoved  that  he  should  appear  in  all  the 
glory  of  blue  skirts  and  yellow  stockings. 
The  foreign  ladies  treated  him  with  much 
affectionate  sympathy,  mingled  with  a 
touch  of  respect,  and  one  of  them  said  to 
his  mother,  "  How  sad  it  must  be  for  you 
to  see  your  son  so  early  vowed  to  the 
cloister !  "  They  thought  he  was  some 
kind  of  little  monk. 

It  was  clear  that  Marieehen  did  not 
know  what  to  make  of  me  ;  but  I  knew 
very  well  what  to  do  with  her  bread  and 
milk.  I  wanted  her  to  take  some  money 
for  this  refreshment,  but  she  pushed  it 
away  with  a  show  of  good-humoured 
indignation,  as  much  as  to  say  that  her 
kindness  was  not  done  in  the  way  of 
business.  Then  I  consulted  her  as  to  how 
I  could  rejoin  my  comrades  at  the 
Brocken  Haus. 

"That  would  be  easy,"  she  replied. 
The  hotel  stood  almost  in  sight  from 
where  I  was.  A  good  road  led  up  the 
mountain  to  it,  and  the  rain  had  now 
stopped.  So  she  agreed  with  m2  that  the 
best  thing  I  could  do  was  to  set  off  at 
once. 

She  accompaftied  me  a  few  steps  to 
point  out  the  way  I  must  follow.  For  a 
moment  she  lingered  at  the  gate,  as  if 
loth  to  send  the  helpless  stranger  adrift 
from  this  haven ;  and  she  asked  ten- 
derly— 

"  Thou  poor  one  !  Hast  thou  a 
mother  at  home  ?  " 

"  Ya  wold,"  said  I.      She  would  thank 

you  for  being  kind  to  me,  if  "  there 

I  broke  down  in  my  sentence,  not  recalling 
a  suitable  conclusion  out  of  the  exercise 
books.  "  We  English,  too,  have  mothers," 
I  finally  added,  finding  something  to  say 
which  struck  me  as  rather  fine. 

"  Go  !  "  she  exclaimed  thoughtfully, 
then,  moved  by  a  sudden  impulse,  stooped 
do^vn  and  gave  me  a  motherly  kiss. 

I  didn't  like  that ;  indeed,  I  started 
back  as  if  stimg  by  a  serpent,  and  strug- 
gled in  her  stout  arms  almost  as  vigor- 
ously as  in  those  of  the  bully  a  little 
while  before.  It  seemed  to  take  the  gilt 
off  my  gingerbread  romance,  to  be  thus 
treated  as  a  child.  But  after  all  she 
meant  no  harm,  and  I  did  look  very  small 
of  my  age,  and  I  liope  it  was  too  dark  to 


let  her  see  the  shamefaced  confusion  in 
which  I  tore  myself  away  from  her  kindly 
embrace.  How  should  she  know  that  we 
yomig  Britons,  up  to  a  certain  age,  are 
not  so  fond  of  kissing  as  foreigners ! 
Mastering  that  hurt  pride  of  mine,  I  had 
the  grace  to  turn  round  at  the  corner  of 
the  road  and  wave  my  hat  to  her  in  the 
moonlight,  as  became  courteous  knight 
rescued  by  gentle  damsel  from  foul  cai- 
tiff's den. 

The  moon  was  up  now,  and  I  had  no 
difficulty  as  to  finding  the  way.  But  my 
troubles  were  not  quite  yet  at  an  end.  I 
still  felt  ill  at  ease  to  be  tramping  alone 
by  night  through  the  forests  of  the 
Brocken,  even  on  a  good  carriage  road, 
bordered  by  telegraph  posts  to  conjure 
a,way  all  spectres  of  the  past.  Before 
long  I  came  to  a  halt,  as  I  saw  several 
figiu'es  advancing  towards  me  in  the 
misty  moonlight.  I  was  for  shrinking 
back  among  the  trees,  when  one  of  them 
called  out,  and  I  knew  the  voice.  Now 
advancing  confidently,  I  foxmd  myself 
safe  among  a  detaelunent  of  oiu-  party, 
who,  as  soon  as  I  was  missed,  had  come 
out  to  search  for  me.  The  master  was 
too  much  relieved  at  getting  me  safe  back 
to  scold  me  much  for  my  carelessness  m 
going  astray.  And  since  he  would  not 
allow  me  to  speak  to  him  in  English,  for 
the  present  I  kept  the  full  story  of  my 
adventiu'es  to  myself,  not  feeling  com- 
petent to  do  justice  to  it  in  German. 

A  short  walk  brought  us  to  the  Brocken 
Haus,  a  most  prosaically  modern  building 
crammed  full  with  whole  cara\ans  of 
weather-boimd  tourists,  Avhere  such  m- 
significant  customers  as  we  were  had 
barely  civil  welcome.  I  foimd  my 
comrades  crowded  into  one  big  room,  to 
sleep  on  the  floor,  while  oxu-  clothes  were 
dried  round  a  stove ;  then  the  heat,  the 
closeness,  the  steam,  joined  to  the  excite- 
ment I  had  gone  through,  hardly  let  me 
sleep  a  wink  all  night ;  and  when  I  did 
drop  off,  it  was  into  a  restless  nightmare 
dream,  in  which  I  fancied  myself  ar- 
raigned before  some  terrible  tribunal  of 
mailed  knights,  who,  witli  maslied  faces 
and  naked  swords,  had  assembled  to  ju,dge 
me,  according  to  the  laws  of  chivaliy,  for 
the  crime  of  being  a  teetotaler;  then 
came  a  gigantic  bearded  headsman,  sharp- 

(the  end.) 


ening  his  axe  on  a  can  of  beer,  and  signing 
me  to  lay  myself  on  the  block  to  be 
flogged  by  it,  and  this  grim  vision  in  turn 
gave  place  to  one  of  our  master  condemn- 
ing me  to  write  out  all  the  Cforman  irre- 
gular verbs  for  having  told  rfie  damsel  of 
the  castle,  in  English,  that  I  was  nnich 
obliged  to  her. 

We  were  all  up  early  to  see  the  sun 
rise,  but  we  saw  nothing  of  the  kind,  and 
no  appalling  Brocken  spectre,  only  a 
steady  downpour  of  rain,  through  which 
our  damp  band  must  set  out  manfully 
after  breakfast,  since  this  hotel  was  too 
expensive  a  place  of  sojourn  for  us.  As 
we  tramped  down  the  dripping  sides  of 
the  mountain,  whom  should  we  meet 
coming  up  but  that  party  of  stiidents. 
They  wore  a  downcast,  sullen  look,  as  if 
their  spirits  had  been  washed  out  in  rain 
— and  beer.  At  the  sight  of  me,  Don 
Quixote  uttei'ed  an  exclamation,  Flash- 
man  ii'owned,  Beardy  threw  me  a  laughing 
word  of  recognition,  and  I  think  Daniel 
Lambert  did  not  see  me  at  all,  for  want 
of  his  broken  glasses ;  the  others  stared 
in  silence.  I  returned  their  gaze  with 
one  of  defiance,  meant  for  "  Touch  me 
now,  if  you  dare  !  " 

And  so  we  went  our  opposite  ways, 
knights  of  such  different  orders  of  the 
Blue  Eibbon.  Theirs  hnplied  nothing 
more  than  membership  of  a  students' 
club,  as  I  came  to  know.  To  the  pledge 
of  mine  I  held  fast  all  the  time  I  was 
abroad,  and  therefore  cannot  say  from 
my  own  experience  why  young  men  in 
Germany  are  so  fond  of  swilling  more 
beer  than  can  be  good  for  their  digestions, 
not  to  speak  of  their  wits,  which  certainly 
spoils  their  looks,  like  the  duelling  scars 
they  seem  as  proud  of  as  a  savage  of  his 
tattooing.  It  is  a  good  tlung  that  English 
youngsters  find  their  recreation  rather  in 
manly  sports,  for  so  I  am  assured  by  a 
French  author,  who  goes  off'  into  warm 
admiration  over  the  way  in  which,  as  he 
declares,  even  the  shopmen  and  office  boys 
of  our  provincial  towns  will  hiurry  forth 
after  business  hours  to  spend  then-  Christ- 
mas evenings  at  cricket,  football,  archery, 
and  lawn  tennis  !  Yet  it  may  be  that  in 
England,  too,  we  have  soine  ways  and 
customs  whieli  we  might  reform  from  the 
example  of  our  neighbour?. 
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and  rejoin  my  ship. 


IMPRIMIS,  The  Mayflower.  That  cele- 
brated craft  was  a  topsail  schooner 
of  some  sixty-eight  tons'  biu-den,  of  a 
somewhat  antique  build  and  appearance, 
she  having  been  plying  up  and  down  this 
particular  coast  for  a  period  almost  beyond 
the  memory  of  man.  She  creaked  in  a 
very  decrepit  kind  of  voice,  and,  except 
when  the  weather  was  very  calm,  she 
moA'ed  like  a  chronic  sufferer  from  rheu- 
matism, rising  stiffly  upon  the  waves  with 
intense  labour,  or  darting  suddenly  from 
side  to  side  as  if  in  constant  paroxysms  of 
pain.  The  skipper  gave  it  as  his  opinion 
that  her  complaint  was  sciatica,  and  that 


there  was  no  cure  on  account  of  her  age ; 
"  And  yet,"  added  he,  "  she's  a  game  old 
girl,  and  won't  allow  herself  to  be  broke 
up  a  day  afore  'er  time  comes." 

In  the  stern  of  the  ship  there  was  a 
little  cabin,  about  eight  feet  square,  on 
each  side  of  which  was  a  large  bunk,  so 
constructed  that  two  men  could  lie  in  it 
side  by  side,  if  the  inner  sleeper  had  no 
objection  to  being  half  suffocated  in  the 
process.  The  middle  of  the  apartment 
was  partly  taken  up  by  a  small  table 
about  eighteen  inches  square,  and  partly 
by  a  rough  ladder  commimicating  with 
the  deck  above ;  underneath  this  last  were 


two  small  holes,  leading  into  unknown 
cavernous  regions  beyond.  "We  takes 
passengers  sometimes."  ^^lld  Boaz,  doing 
the  honours  ;  "  and  that's  wheer  I  puts  the 
babbies." 

The  remaining  furniture  of  the  cabin 
was  of  the  simplest  chnvaeter:  a  small 
compass  blinked  oA  prhcml.  a  few  eommoii 
mess-traps,  an  ahtKin.ic.  and  an  old  cut- 
lass formed  the  clii'  l'  Dmaments  of  the 
walls ;  and  on  either  side,  beneath  the 
bmiks  aboA'e  mentioned,  was  a  ledge  form- 
ing a  seat  and  locker  combined.  The 
only  other  article  worth  mentioning  was 
a  large  brass-bound  box  which  dwelt  under- 
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neath  the  table,  and  of  which  more 
anon. 

Forward  of  the  cabin  was  a  Httle  galley, 
in  whicli  marvels  of  cookery  were  per- 
formed by  a  gigantic  negro.  I  shall  never 
forget  what  delicious  yatu  pancalves  he 
used  to  make  ;  and  he  was  one  of  the  best 
hands  at  a  W elsh  rarebit  tliat  I  over  met 
with.  Forward  of  this  again  was  tlae  fore- 
castle, and  between  that  and  the  galley  was 
a  large  space  for  cargo,  vhere,  upon  bales, 
boxes,  and  casks  of  no  matter  what,  extra 
passengers  would  at  times  accept  a  grue- 
some shakedown,  upon  not  over  clean 
ctraw ;  since  men,  ay,  and  even  women, 
in  those  days,  when  the  facilities  for  travel 
were  so  much  less  than  they  are  now,  were 
glad  enough  at  times  to  find  even  such 
wretched  accommodation  as  this.  But 
on  the  present  occasion,  for  once,  we  had 
no  passengers,  but  merely  a  quantity  of 
Cargo  consigned  to  various  southern  ports, 
our  ultimate  destination  being  Valparaiso. 
Here,  then,  amid  an  endless  variety  of 
packages  of  all  sorts  and  sizes,  Bloomer 
reigned  supreme — monarch  of  all  he  sur- 
veyed :  a  good  seaman,  a  wise  master ;  of 
rough  exterior,  but  of  sterling  excellence. 
I  shall  hardly  look  upon  his  like  again. 

Somehow  or  other,  mider  the  strange 
circumstances  of  our  early  acquaintance, 
I  had  never  connected  Boaz  and  religion 
together.  I  am  sorry  to  say  that  the 
fault  was  wholly  in  myself,  for  I  grieve  to 
have  to  confess  that  it  was  months  since 
I  had  opened  a  Bible.  I  had  little  by 
little  dropped  the  habit  of  sa.ying  my 
prayers,  and,  if  I  had  not  learned  to  look 
upon  the  restraints  of  religion  as  vexatious 
and  unnecessarj^  I  had,  at  any  rate,  al- 
lowed myself  to  be  deluded  into  the  idea 
that  the  practice  of  piety  was  wholly 
incompatible  with  life  on  board  a  man- 
of-war.  But  now  I  foimd  myself  most 
miexpectedly  brought  to  my  bearings. 

We  slept  in  company  on  either  side  of 
the  little  cabin,  and  on  that  first  night, 
since  he  was  on  deck  when  I  turned  in, 
and  I  fell  asleep  long  before  his  bedtime 
came,  I  saw  nothing  of  his  movements ; 
but  on  the  next  night  he  was  present  when 
I  proposed  to  go  to  bed,  and,  as  usual,  I 
turned  in  without  saying  my  prayers, 
a,ssuming,  of  coiu-se,  that  he  would  do  the 
same.  But  no  ;  he  produced  from  some 
tmknown  corner  a  much-worn  Bible  and 
Prayer-book,  the  places  carefully  marked 
in  each  by  slips  of  faded  ribbon,  sank 
upon  his  knees,  and  went  right  through 
iihe  evening  service  for  the  day;  this 
done,  he  added  a  few  private  prayers,  and 
at  length  got  mto  bed. 

I  shall  never  forget  the  look  of  sorrow 
and  yet  of  affection  with  which  he  re- 
garded me  for  some  minutes  in  silence ; 
-at  length  he  spoke — 

"  I  say,  young  shaver,  don't  you  believe 
in  no  Providence  ?  Don't  yer  never  say 
no  prayers  ?  " 

I  was  so  taken  aback  by  this  \mex;pected 
question,  that  neither  excuse  nor  apology 
offered  itself. 

"  I  can't  think  what's  come  over  you 
young  men ;  yer  seem  to  think  nowa- 
days that  yer  can  go  to  sea  without 
pilot,  anclior,  or  compasses  ;  not  to  speak 
o'  lights,  or  an_^i;hin'  else  as  'elps  a  vessel 
to  make  a  safe  voyage.  Seemin'  to  me 
you've  sohed  all  the  knotty  questions  as 
'as  puzzled  us  old  'ims  all  our  lives 
fhrough,  and  '11  never  be  quite  settled  o' 
this   side   the   grave.     Seemin'   to  me 


you've  settled  with  death,  and  judgment 
to  come,  and  eternity.  You  ain't  got  no 
new  revelation,  'ave  you,  as  tells  you  you 
may  throw  all  the  old  well-tried  safe- 
guards overboard  '?  I  woiUdn't  trust  to  it, 
my  boy,  if  I  was  you  '? 

"  I  could  no  more  lie  down  to  sleep 
without  sayin'  my  prayers  than  I  could 
live  without  meat  and  drink.  Do  yer 
know  that  there's  on'y  a  single  plank, 
and  that  a  very  old  un,  let  me  tell  yer, 
between  ourselves  and  a  ocean  grave  ? 
But  that's  not  the  on'y  reason  why  I  says 
my  prayers  ;  no  lad,  I'd  be  sorry  if  it  were. 
My  mother's  God  'as  been  viij  God. 

"  This  was  'er  Bible  ;  and  this  was  'er 
Prayer-book ;  and  these  is  the  very 
markers  she  used;  and  'ere's  a  lock  of 
'er  'air  ;  and  when  I  say  these  prayers  I 
feel  I'm  jined  thereby  to  Christian  men 
and  women  throughout  the  whole  world  ; 
for  I  don't  believe  there's  a  minute  in  the 
twenty-four  hours  when  them  prayers 
ain't  bein'  said  by  somebody ;  and  thanks 
be,  God  Almighty  reigns  everywhere,  and 
He  don't  count  time,  and  distance  and 
space,  and  latitude  and  longitude,  as  we 
count  'em.    What  are  they  to  'im  ?  " 

He  tm-ned  over  on  his  side,  and  was 
soon  in  the  enjoyment  of  such  sleep  as 
comes  to  bless  a  tranquil  mind  and  a 
body  wearied  out  with  honest  toil.  It 
was  not  so  with  me.  The  waves  amid 
which  we  lay  tossing  were  not  more 
turbulent  than  the  tumultuous  crowd  of 
thoughts  which  now  chased  one  another 
through  my  mind,  the  flood-tide  of  a 
tardy  repentance.  Anger  was  at  issue 
with  sorrow,  petulance  with  shame,  while 
excuses  grappled  in  vain  with  conviction. 
I  heard  voices  from  home  mingling  with 
the  creaking  spars,  the  flapping  sails,  and 
the  hoarse  voices  of  the  watch  on  duty. 
Home  faces  thronged  the  darkness,  and 
when  they  came  to  me  I  tried  to  make 
them  hnger,  but  they  invariably  faded 
from  my  mental  vision  as  quickly  as  they 
came,  and  left  me  to  commune  alone  with 
myself  as  I  now  saw  myself. 

''My  another's  God  has  been  my  God." 

How  these  simple  words  haunted  me  ! 
How  they  carried  me  back  to  my  own 
sweet  mother  !  How  came  it  that  I  had  so 
done  violence  to  my  early  training  '?  How 
came  it  that  I  had  cast  awaj',  one  by 
one,  those  precious  safeguards  which  had 
nurtured  and  built  up  a  life  so  sacred,  so 
inviolate,  so  complete  a  testimony  to  the 
truth  of  our  holy  religion ;  a  life  which 
seems  to  me,  when  I  think  of  it,  only  less 
tried,  only  less  faithful,  than  the  lives  of 
the  Maries  of  the  cross  and  the  sepul- 
chre ? 

In  the  middle  of  the  night  I  sobbed  out 
my  confession,  with  a  thousand  repentant 
resolutions  praying  for  pardon  and  gi'ace. 

At  last  wearied  nature  began  to  assert 
herself,  and  I  fell  into  a  dreamy  doze.  I 
was  once  more  at  home ;  I  was  at  my 
mother's  knee,  and  on  her  lap  lay  a  large 
old  vohmie  full  of  pleasant  pictures  and 
stirring  words — a  treat  for  winter  even- 
ings and  rainy  days.  The  book  lay  open 
at  the  picture  of  a  young  king  addressing 
a  group  of  listening  soldiers ;  and  under- 
neath were  the  words  :  "  Every  subject's 
duty  is  the  king's,  but  every  subject's  soul 
is  his  own.  Therefore  shoidd  every  sol- 
dier in  the  wars  do  as  everj'  sick  man  in 
his  bed,  work  every  mote  out  of  his  con- 
science ;  and,  dying  so,  death  is  to  liim 
advantage  ;  or,  not  dj'ing,  the  time  was 


blessedly  lost  in  which  such  preparation 
was  gained." 

And  then  I  seemed  to  see  my  mother 
turn  to  another  and  still  more  immortal 
book  which  lay  beside  her,  and  place  her 
finger  on  the  words  of  the  Psalmist : 

"  Tlie  Lord  God  is  a  sun  and  a  shield  : 
The  Lord  God  will  give  grace  and  glory  : 
No  good  thing  will  He  withhold  from  them  that  walk 
uprightly." 

The  morning  light  ushered  in  a  new 
chapter  in  my  life  ;  not  without  its  diffi- 
culties, for  it  was  only  by  degrees  that  I 
.^'ielded  myself  to  the  wholesome  influences 
by  which  I  was  now  sm-rounded.  The 
moral  restraint  involved  in  such  an  ex- 
ample as  that  of  Boaz  appeared  in  the 
light  of  a  perpetual  reproof,  and,  alas  !  at 
times  I  felt  myself  chafing  at  the  idea  of 
being  reprov  ed  and  guided  by  one  so  very 
much  beneath  myself  ui  the  social  scale. 
Unworthy  thoughts  these,  the  recollection 
of  which  always  gives  me  acute  pam. 
But  my  friend  had  rare  gifts  :  patience, 
indomitable  perseverance,  a  far-reaching 
insight  into  character,  method  in  dealing 
with  all  kinds  and  classes  of  men ;  and 
while  I  was  with  him  he  taught  me 
almost  more  of  what  I  believe  to  be  God's 
truth  than  any  man  has  done  whom  I 
ha\'e  e^  er  met  before  or  since.  He  had 
no  small  share  in  the  shapmg  of  my 
strange  destiny.  It  was  he  who  taught 
me  to  lo^•e  my  Prayer-book,  to  wai^  e  my 
judgment  of  those  parts  of  it  which  in- 
volve controv  ersy  until  my  faculties  were 
more  matured  ;  in  the  meantime  to 
use  and  follow  it ;  and  as  a  consequence 
I  have  found  it,  after  long  experience,  to 
be  indeed  heaven's  armom'y  and,  after  the 
Bible,  all  but  perfect  guide  and  counsellor. 

My  old  friend  was  not  without  his 
eccentricities.  One  of  his  hobbies  was 
medicine,  and  he  was  not  long  befoi'e  he 
began  to  resume  his  studies,  in  which  I 
soon  became  much  interested,  while  he 
avowed  himself  delighted  to  have  found  a 
pupil.  I  have  much  reason  to  be  thankful 
to  him  for  the  lessons  he  gave  me.  Not 
that  I  think  Boaz  would  have  passed  a 
very  successful  examination  either  in 
medicine  or  surgery ;  and  he  was  not 
without  a  leaning  towards  the  "  ciu-ative 
syrups"  and  "solar  elixu's "  of  those 
times.  But  he  was  a  long  way  in  advance 
of  that  old  lieutenant  in  command  of  a 
gunboat,  who,  not  being  allowed  a  surgeon, 
used  to  pass  a  tape  round  the  patient's 
waist,  mqiiire  whether  the  pain  was 
above  or  below,  and  prescribe  accord- 
ingly. 

The  mjstei'y  of  the  brass-bomid  box 
was  now  cleared  up  ;  it  contamed  a 
misceUaneotis  collection  of  common  drugs, 
a  few  sunple  instruments,  and  a  large 
"  Household  Guide  to  Medicine  and 
Health,"  read  and  thumbed  till  it  was 
almost  in  rags,  and  neatly  patched  in 
divers  places.  The  illustrations  were 
many  and  v  aried,  calcidated  to  fill  with 
horror  the  iminitiated  reader,  and  to  make 
him  imagine  hmiself  to  be  sufl'ermg  from 
all  sorts  of  insidious  diseases ;  but  as  this 
vohmie,  together  with  the  Bible  and 
Prayer-book,  formed  the  whole  library  of 
the  Mayflower,  I  was  glad  enough  at 
times  to  peer  into  its  contents,  and  I 
fomrd  even  the  scanty  knowledge  thus 
acquired  of  uxfinite  service  when,  at 
Eos,  first  as  teacher,  and  afterwards  as 
chaplain,  I  foimd  myself  confronted  by 


accident  or  epidemic,  with  no  medical 
man  nearer  than  Tahiti. 

The  crew  of  the  Mayflower  were  but 
a  very  small  number ;  but  we  touched  at 
several  ports  on  om-  way  down  the  coast, 
and  at  some  of  these  we  took  in  a  great 
many  more  deck-passengers  than  would 
have  been  allowed  in  more  civilised  times. 
My  friend's  fame  as  a  medicine-man  pre- 
ceded him  wherever  he  went ;  and  on 
several  occasions  I  had  the  advantage 
of  observing  his  methods  of  treatment. 
From  him  I  learnt  to  extract  teeth,  in 
which  I  had  much  practice  in  after  days 
at  Eos.  But  it  was  in  cases  of  influenza 
attended  by  high  fever  that  he  was  at  its 
best.  It  was  always  his  plan,  when  any 
case  of  this  distressing  disease  occurred, 
to  assume  that  it  would  run  through  the 
ship  ;  and  he  assm-ed  me  that  it  was  often 
brouglit  by  ships,  and  spread  from  them  to 
the  shore  lilce  any  other  epidemic.  There 
was  nothing,  he  used  to  say,  like  being 
prepared.  On  such  occasions,  therefore,  he 
used  to  spend  his  evenings  in  measuring 
out  doses  of  tartar  emetic,  jalap,  or 
calomel,  which  he  administered  with 
great  regularity,  with  quite  the  air  of  a 
professional  man,  and,  I  am  bound  to  say. 


with  a  marked  degree  of  success.  His 
surgery  was  of  a  very  rough-and-ready 
character,  but  when  any  accident  occurred 
he  was  always  equal  to  the  occasion,  and 
took  any  amount  of  pains  with  the 
patient ;  but  in  ordinary  cases,  bleeding, 
emetics,  and  calomel  were  the  remedies 
in  which  he  had  most  confidence,  and 
they  built  him  up  no  bubble  reputation. 

During  this  voyage,  then,  I  learnt  my 
bones ;  the  names,  positions,  and  fimctions 
of  the  different  organs  of  the  human 
sj'stem  ;  the  common  symptoms  of  well- 
known  diseases ;  the  precautions  to  be 
taken  with  regard  to  them,  and  the 
remedies  to  be  applied.  The  old  man 
pronounced  me  to  be  an  apt  scholar,  and 
I  was  actually  entrusted  with  the  treat- 
ment of  an  occasional  case.  I  feel  that 
lasting  gratitude  is  due  to  him  for  all  that 
he  was  good  enough  to  teach  me.  "What 
queer  di-y  remarks  he  used  to  make,  and 
how  his  beady  little  black  eyes  used  to 
twinkle  with  fun  when  some  swarthy 
Spaniard  approached  him,  with  bilious 
looks  and  doloroi;s  accents,  '-Ah,  Seuor, 
I  am  miserable.  Vil  you  not  give  me 
a  vomito  ?  "  or  when  old  Bill  Ballast,  om' 
caulker,  varnished  himself,  thinking  by 

(To  be  continued.) 


this  novel  treatment  to  get  rid  of  the 
mosquitos,  and  found  the  remedy  so  much 
worse  than  the  disease  that  he  had  to  put 
himself  on  the  sick-list. 

But  I  am  digressing  too  far.  After 
calling  at  several  ports,  and  having  been 
seriously  delayed  by  the  northers  which 
were  blowing  furiously  at  that  time,  we  at 
last  arrived  at  Valparaiso,  wliere,  to  my 
great  joy,  I  found  the  fleet,  and,  of  course, 
reported  myself  on  board  the  "Esperanza" 
witliout  delay.  Boaz  made  great  lament- 
ation at  parting  with  me,  and  insisted  on 
my  accepting  a  present  of  fifty  dollars  in 
addition  to  my  pay,  which  I  had  regularly 
received,  nothing  being  deducted  for  mess 
expenses.  "And,  look  'ere,  my  boy," 
said  he  ;  "  there 's  many  a  true  word 
spoken  in  jest,  anci  I 've  'eerd  it  said 
somewhere  as  'ow  a  sailor  ouglit  alliis  to 
'ave  the  fear  o'  death  a'^re  'im,  because 
fi'om  their  berths  they  see  their  shrouds 
through  their  deadeyes.  Jest  or  no  jest, 
it's  true,  and  we  forgits  it  far  too  often. 
Try  to  live,  lad,  as  if  you  was  agoin'  to 
meet  yer  death  within  the  hour,  and, 
depend  upon  it,  your  life  '11  be  'ealthier, 
'appier,  wiser,  an'  'oUer.  Now,  good-bye, 
my  lad,  till  we  meet  again." 


THE   BUTTEEPLY  HUNTERS 
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CHAPTER  III. — GREAT  PREPARATIONS  AND  EXPECTATIONS. 


PRACTICAL,  matter-of-fact  Jack  Arimdel 
was  not  satisfied  with  Tim's  "  ould 
book."  The  statements  it  contained  were 
a  little  too  marvellous.  So  he  went  to 
the  Doctor,  who  lent  him  a  more  modern 
work,  with  reliable  coloured  illustrations, 
and  instructions  how  to  'catch,  kill,  and 
cure,  or  "  set  oxit,"  the  butterflies. 

"  Now  we  shall  do,"  he  told  his  chum 
Funibois.  "  This  book  wiU  teU  us  the 
names  of  the  insects  when  caught.  But 
first  we  must  have  something  to  catch 
them,  and  receptacles  to  place  them 
in." 

Following  the  instructions  contained  in 
the  book,  Jack  and  Funibois  improvised  a 
couple  of  nets  out  of  two  fishing-rods,  two 
lengths  of  cane,  and  a  couple  of  yards  of 
gauze.  A  dozen  pen-boxes  with  strips  of 
cork  glued  to  the  bottoms,  and  a  supply 
of  pins,  completed  the  chmns'  outfit. 
They  were  now  prepared  for  two  dozen 
specimens. 

"  I  don't  thinlv  we  need  bother  our  heads 
about  a  store  cabinet  until  we  see  what 
sort  of  luck  we  have,"  Jack  remarked 
when  all  was  ready. 

Funibois  concurred.  Neither  boy  was 
given  to  reckoning  his  chickens  before 
they  were  hatched  ;  yet  both  wovild  render 
all  possible  assistance  to  the  hatching. 

Of  course  it  soon  leaked  out  that  the 
Doctor  had  lent  Jack  an  illustrated  book. 
Muggins  major  heard  of  it,  and  visited 
Jack's  stixdy  umnediately. 

"  I  say,  I  wish  you  would  lend  me  that 
book  you  have,"  he  said. 

"  That's  cool,  anyhow,"  retrirned  Funi- 
bois, who  was  studying  it  with  an  industry 
that  would  have  astonished  the  head- 
master, Mr.  Stoneleigh,  had  he  seen  him ; 


"  we  haven't  had  it  two  hours.  Come  in 
a  month's  time." 

"  Show  it  to  him,"  said  Jack. 

Funibois  obeyed,  and  submitted  the 
covers  to  the  visitor's  inspection.  He 
then  tantalisingly  opened  it  at  a  page  of 
highly-coloured  illustrations,  only  to  close 
it  immediately. 

"Who  wrote  it?"  Muggins  haughtily 
asked. 

Funibois  showed  him  the  title-page. 

"  All  right.  I'U  have  one  before  school 
to-morrow  morning.  Smith  the  book- 
seller will  have  it,  I  know,  and  you  can 
keep  your  beastly  book." 

Muggins  major  forthwith  marched  out 
of  the  study  with  his  nose  in  the  air,  and 
retiu-ned  to  the  room  occupied  by  himself 
and  his  younger  brother. 

"  Give  me  the  five  shillings  you  have," 
he  demanded. 

"  What  for  ?  "  asked  Muggins  minor. 

'•  To  buy  a  book." 

"What  book?  " 

"  Never  mind.  Hand  it  over,  or  there'll 
be  a  row." 

Muggins  minor  demurred  and  expostu- 
lated, but  eventually  handed  over  the 
money.  The  reason  for  the  demand  was 
so  unusual  that  he  was  astonished  into 
parting  witli  his  coin.  Many  a  time  before 
had  liis  brother  called  upon  him  to  "  stand 
and  deliver  "  for  some  purpose  or  other — 
never  to  buy  a  book.  All  Muggins  major's 
previous  book-purchases  had  been  charged 
in  the  bill  sent  to  his  father  quarterly. 

Mr.  Smith  the  bookseller  had  just  taken 
down  his  shutters  when  Muggins  major 
called,  he  having  obtained  permission  to 
•run  into  the  town  before  morning  school. 
Ml.  Smith's  breakfast  was  ready  and  wait- 


ing to  be  eaten,  so  that  he  did  not  look 
altogether  kindly  upon  hie  customer. 

"  Well?"  he  said  in  a  loud  tone,  placing 
his  right  hand  behir^d  his  right  ear,  a 
gestiu-e  common  to  the  deaf,  which  Mr. 
Smith  happened  to  be. 

Muggins  major  never  neglected  an  op- 
portimity  to  "show  off"  or  make  him- 
self look  big,  and  here  was  a  capital  one. 
Jack  or  Fimibois  would  have  asked  for  a 
book  on  butterflies.  Not  so  Muggins 
major. 

"  I  want  a  work  on  the  Lepidoptera," 
he  shouted,  loud  enough  to  be  heaid  half 
a  mile  away. 

A  puzzled  expression  came  into  the 
bookseller's  eyes.  He  knit  his  brows  and 
scratched  his  head. 

"  Eh  ?  "  he  exclaimed,  after  a  thoughtful 
interval. 

"  A  book  on  the  Lepidoptera." 

Mr.  Smith  heard.  There  was  no  doubt 
of  it.  He  must  have  been  stone-deaf  had 
he  not  done  so.  Mr.  Smith  was  not  stone- 
deaf,  nor  as  deaf  as  a  barn  door;  he  simply 
did  not  understand  the  term,  and  made 
use  of  his  defective  hearing  to  mask  his 
indifferent  edi;cation. 

"  Eh  ?  "  he  repeated,  bringing  his  right 
eat  close  to  Muggins  major's  mouth. 

"Deaf  old  idiot!"  replied  the  impatient 
Muggins  in  a  lower  tone. 

Mr.  Smith  started.  He  heard  the 
adjectives  and  the  epithet  distinctly,  but 
took  no  notice  of  them.  It  would  have 
told  his  customer  that  he  was  not  so 
deaf  as  he  had  pretended  to  be. 

"  Eh  ?  "  he  once  more  ejaculated. 

"  A  book  on  the  Lepidopitera ! " 
shouted  the  fiu-ious  Muggins. 

Clearly  a  bookseller  with  any  respect 
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for  himself  could  not  continue  to  repeat 
"  Eh  ?  "  an  indefinite  number  of  times 
ill  response  to  a  customer's  demands.  Mr. 
Smith  appeared  to  think  it  derogatory, 
and  allowed  his  deafness  to  depart. 

"  Oh,  tlie   '  Leppydoptearer  '  ?  Why 
didn't  you  speak  up  ?  " 

"  I  did.    I  shouted  as  loud  as  I  could." 

"  No,  you  didn't." 

"  Why,  you — I  tell  you  I  did." 

"Well — I  haven't  got  it." 

"  Then  order  it." 

"  I  can't ;  it's  out  of  print." 

This  was  too  much  for  Muggins.  He 
knew  there  must  be  dozens  of  books  on 
butterflies  and  moths.  Dr.  Drvsdust  had 
mentioned  many,  besides  weekly  and 
monthly  papers. 

"  What  a  bouncer  !  Listen,  you  deaf 
old  donkey!"  and  Muggins  made  a 
trumpet  of  his  hands  and  shouted,  "  Order 
it !  "  j 

"  Shan't,"  was  the  prompt  reply.  Mr.  ! 
Smith  had  sniffed  the  ham  and  eggs  in  j 
the  back  room.  I 

"  Then  leave  it  alone,  and  you'll  lose 
the  Abbey  custom." 

The  bookseller  heard  the  awful  threat 
without  a  tremor.  His  business  was  a 
monopoly.  There  was  no  rival  bookseller 
in  Alne. 

"  I'll  bring  a  written  order  from  the 
Doctor,"  contmued  Muggins,  timiing  to 
leave. 

This  altered  the  complexion  of  affairs. 
Mr.  Smith  respected  Dr.  Hardridge,  his  { 
best  customer,  and,  thinking  he  had  sent  ! 
the  insolent  youngster,  gave  the  proverbial 
soft  answer  itliat  tm'neth  away  wrath. 

"  Here,  stop  !  The  book  you  want  is 
sold  out,  and  oot  of  prmt ;  "but  perhaps 
another  wUl  do.    What  is  it^about  ?  " 

"  I  thought  you  didn't  know,"  repHed  , 
Muggins,  in  high  glee.  "  AUow  me  to  j 
inform  you,  Mr.  Smith,'  very  loftily,  j 
"  that  Lepidopfcra  -  not '  Leppydopteara  ' 
— is  the  scientific  name  of  butterflies  and  | 
moths.    I  want  a  book  about  them." 

Mr.  Smith  turned  on  his  heel  and 
reached  a  book  from  a  little  pile  imme- 
diately behind  him.  It  was  a  facsimile 
of  that  lent  by  the  Doctor  to  Jack,  in  ilict 
another  copy  of  the  work. 

"  Here  is  the  very  thing  ;  ))ut  the  next 
time  you  want  a  book  about  butterflies, 
ask  for  it,  and  don't  make  an  idiot  of  your- 
self, and  waste  my  time.  Half-a-crown." 

Muggins  threw  down  the  money,  seized 
the  book,  and  ran  out  of  the  shop  without 
uttering  a  retort. 

The  bookseller  strode  into  the  back 
room  and  banged  the  door  behind  him. 
His  temper  was  ruffled,  and  he  did  not 
enjoy  his  breakfast  at  all.  How  could  he, 
when  he  swallowed  a  "young  donkey  !  " 
between  each  mouthfid  ? 

It  was  a  peculiarity  of  Muggins  major's 
personality  that,  sooner  orlatoi-,  he  ruHled 
tlie  tempers  of  all  with  whom  he  came  in 
contact. 

He  took  the  book  into  the  school-room 
and  surreptitiously  gloated  over  the  illus- 
trations •\\iien  he  shoidd  have  been  other- 
wise engaged. 

An  opportunity  being  afforded  to  speak 
to  J ack,  he  took  advantage  of  it. 

"  You  were  too  mean  to  lend  me  yoxvc 
book,  so  you  can  keep  it.  I've  got  one 
of  my  own— a  much  better  one.  I'll  tell 
you  what  I  am  going  to  catch  this  after- 
noon. First  I  shall  have  a  '  Purple  Em- 
peror.'   Then  I  shall  get  a  '  Eed  Admiral,' 


a  '  Peacock,'  and  a  '  Camberwell  Beauty.' 
If  a  '  Batli  White  '  or  a  '  Painted  Lady  ' 
comes  in  my  way  I  shall  catch  that  as 
well,  and  you  can  have  all  the  other 
beastly  things." 

This  was  very  like  Muggins  major. 
The  experienced  entomologist  who  .should 
succeed  in  capturing  six  such  gems  in  one 
day  would  go  wild  with  delight.  But  tlie 
entomologist  never  existed  that  would  call 
Psyche,  no  matter  how  plainly  coloured 
or  common,  a  "  beastly  thing." 

Morning  school  over,  and  the  remainder 
of  the  day  before  them,  those  boys  who 
had  not  pre^'iously  made  their  prepara- 
tions for  the  campaign  set  about  doing  so 
in  haste.  Jack  and  Funibois  were  ready, 
so  left  the  Abbey  immediately  after 
dinner.  Muggins  major  loaded  Muggins 
minor  with  an  angler's  fine-meshed  land- 
ing net,  some  cotton- wool,  an  empty  fig 
box,  a  tin  candle  box,  and  a  dozen  pill 
boxes  of  ^•arious  sizes,  carried  loosely  in 
a  cyclist's  knapsack. 

"  You  can  carry  the  things,  yon 
know ;  I  shall  want  my  hands  free  to 
catch  the  butterflies,"  he  remarked  while 
loading  up  the  often  impatient  human 
camel. 

"  I  hope  you  ivill  catch  'em,"  rejoined 
the  junior  Muggins  doubtfully.  "  I'm 
sick  of  being  laughed  at  because  you  have 
made  an  ass  of  yourself." 

"  Hold  yoiu'  row  !  "  retorted  his  senior. 
Castor  and  Pollux,  otherwise  tlie  twin 
brothers  Smith,  entirely  avoided  any  ex- 
penditure of  money  in  fitting  themselves 
out  as  collectors  of  entomological  speci- 
mens. Each  possessed  a  broad-brimmed 
straw  hat  rather  the  worse  for  wear. 
Having  repaired  the  rents  with  a  needle 
and  thread,  they  tied  the  hats  to  the  bot- 
tom joints  of  their  fishing-rods,  and  thus 
constructed  tv/o  admirable  flappers-  in- 
struments calculated  to  spoil  any  speci- 
men so  mifortmiate  as  to  come  \vithin 
range.  An  angler's  creel,  carried  by  Cas- 
tor, in  which  the  poor  unfortunates  would 
have  room  to  get  rid  of  any  of  the  plumage 
left  by  the  "flappers,"  completed  their 
outfit. 

"  Shurenow","  said  Tim,  who  saw  them 
leave  their  study,  "  Castor's  carrying  his 
banner  into  the  fray — a  ragged  'castor' 
on  a  shtiek.  Why,  if  butterflies'  ej'es 
multiply  ten  thousand  times,  they'll 
see  twenty  thousand  '  Castors,'  an'  kape 
away." 

Tiin  and  Sapingtoii,  having  the  "  ould 
book"  in  their  keeping,  had  perused  it 
diligently%  It  contained  no  instructions 
how  to  capture  butterflies,  but  mucli 
about  the  iVagility  of  their  wings,  and 
the  ease  witfi  which  the  colours  upon 
them  could  perform  the  \-anishing  trick. 

"  Sliure,  they  mustn't  be  handled  with 
the  fingers  at  all,"  Tim  had  many  times 
remarked. 

This  had  set  Sapi'.'igton  thinking,  with 
the  result  that  he  had  borrowed  a  pair  of 
curhng-irons  from  tlie  housemaid  "  to 
li.iiiilk'  the  butterflies  ^vitl'l."  Timlaughed 
\\  lien  he  saw  the  insti-umont,  but  forbore 
from  chaff.  To  bruig  the  insects  within 
range  of  the  curling-irons  Tim  had  con- 
structed a  flap-net  similar  to\  the  article 
used  by  bird-catchers,  but  witliv  a  towel  in 
place  of  the  usual  netting.  It  w,as  simply 
a  towel  stretched  between  two  sticks, 
curved  and  joined  together  at  tihe  tops. 
It  worked  prett\-  well  hi  the  study,  and 
i  Tim  promised  himself  a  great  success  with 


it.  To  bring  the  buttei'flies  home  imin- 
jured  he  carried  a  bait-can  with  a  large 
supply  of  moss,  and  Sapington  a  box  con- 
taining a  pill-cushion  and  two  cork  boot- 
socks. 

Harry  Bluffton  and  Frank  Brown  had 
made  no  elaborate  preparations.  Frank 
was  inclined  to  think  butterflies  beneath 
his  attention,  and  the  pursuit  of  them 
"  decidedly  dewogatowy."  Still  he  coidd 
not  resist  the  impulse  that  was  drawing 
his  chums  to  Hey  ward's  Hill  and  the  woods  | 
and  meadows  adjacent.  Harry  did  not  I 
hold  butterflies  in  contempt.  Indeed,  he  1 
thought  them  "  rather  pretty,"  but  there  f 
his  interest  ended.  He  was  not  of  the 
stuff  of  which  collectors  are  made.  He 
could  not  be  enthusiastic  over  anything ; 
it  was  not  his  nature.  However,  as  there 
might  be  some  fun  going,  he  also  woidd 
go,  and  if  a  butterfly  should  fly  against 
his  nose  would  endeavour  to  capture  it. 
To  this  end  he  carried  a  stick,  and  a 
strip  of  wiialebone  to  which  he  had 
knotted  a  crimson  silk  handkerchief  by  the 
four  corners.  He  had  only  to  cm-ve  the 
whalebone  into  a  circle,  tie  it,  and  fasten 
it  to  the  stick,  and  his  net  would  be  ready. 

"  No  boxes  wanted,"  he  said  in  his 
usual  curt,  word-sparing  manner.  "  See 
Jack  and  Ealpli ;  they'll  carry  home  what 
we  catch." 

Frank  carried  nothing,  either  in  his 
hands  or  pockets.  The  first  would  have 
been  "dewogatowy";  the  second,  well — 
he  hated  bulging  pockets,  and  everything 
that  detracted  from  his  usual  smart,  trim 
appearance.  He  was  the  "swell"  of 
Alne  Abbey,  and  intended  to  remain  so. 

To  what  splendid  "hunting  grounds" 
were  not  the  boys  bound  ! 

On  Hey  ward's  Hill — with  its  moss- 
covered  banks  and  trenches,  remains  of 
Roman  earthworks  ;  its  giant  oaks,  cen- 
tm-ies  old ;  its  hoary  elms  and  ashes ; 
its  ancient  beeches  and  mournful  wide- 
spreading  yews ;  its  chestnuts,  wahiuts, 
and  horse-chestnuts — might  be  seen,  on 
a  fine  summer's  day,  dozens  of  "  Purple 
Emperors,"  throned  high  among  the 
foliage  of  the  umbrageous  oaks  ;  indeed, 
it  was  a  favourite  haunt  of  this  magni- 
ficently painted  "Emperor"  of  British 
butterflies,  as  Dr.  Drysdust  Imew  well. 
Here,  also,  might  be  seen  the  "  Wood 
Argus,"  with  its  beautiful  "eyes";  the 
lovely  "  White  Admiral  "  ;,  the  "  Tortoise- 
shell,"  or  "  Elm  "  butterfly  ;  the  orange- 
tipped  '•  Wood  Lady  "  ;  the  "  Wood 
White  " ;  and,  occasionally,  the  richly 
lined  "  Peacock  "  ;  while  where  the  yews 
gi-ew  thickest,  and  shut  out  the  sun's 
rays,  "  Tiger,"  "  Death's  Head,"  and 
"  Hawk  "  moths — called  "  Match-owlets  " 
by  the  country  people — might  be  caught 
in  the  daytime. 

At  the  foot  of  the  hill,  the  "  Silver- 
washed  FritiUary,"  that  prize  for  the  col- 
lector, hovered  over  the  bramble  blossoms ; 
here,  also,  might  sometimes  be  seen  the 
"  Dark  Green  FritiUary  "  ;  and  further 
away,  in  the  lucerne  and  clover  fields, 
the  "  Clouded  Yellow,"  known  among 
collectors  as  Edusa,  the  "  Comma," 
with  "  Azure,"  and  "  Adonis  Blues," 
mixed  with  the  tiny  "  Skippers  "  and 
coxuitless  "  Meadow  Browns,"  ui  numbers 
that  woifld  lia^  e  made  a  city  entomologist 
wonder  if  this  were  not  the  Butterflies' 
Paradise. 

Among  the  wUlows,  by  the  flag-bordered 
Arrow,  Dr.  Drysdust  had  more  than  once 
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captured  a  "  Camberwell  Beauty,"  aiid 
duly  informed  the  "  Entomologists'  Chro- 
nicie  "  of  the  rare  event.  Indeed,  there 
were  but  few  butterflies  whose  scientific 
names  foimd  a  place  in  the  list  in  the 
British  Museum  absent  from  Heyward's 
Hill  and  its  neighbourhood. 

It  might  be  supposed  that  a  threatened 
invasion  by  a  small  army  of  foes, 
armed    with    a    varied    assortment  of 


weapons  more  or  less  fatal  to  butterflies, 
woiild  cause  a  "  flutter "  among  them. 
No  especial  alarm,  however,  was  shown. 
They  fluttered,  certainly,  because  it  was 
their  nature,  but  not  more  than  usual. 
Perhaps  if  they  had  known  that  their  dead- 
liest foe  was  on  the  way,  the  famous  en- 
tomologist Dr.  Drysdust,  who  had  all  their 
points  by  heart,  and,  when  his  eyesight 
was  stronger,  could  distinguish  a  rare 


"  Mazarine  Blue  "  from  a  common 
"Azure,"  or  a  "Black-veined  White" 
from  a  "Large  Garden  White,"  in  full 
flight,  they  would  have  sought  safety 
in  a  rapid  retreat  from  the  ofttimes  fatal 
spot. 

Fortimately — for  Dr.  Drysdust  and  the 
Alne  Abbey  boys — the  butterflies  were  in 
a  blissful  state  of  ignorance  of  their  danger, 

{Tu  be  continued.) 


THE    QUEEN    OF  SERPENTS. 


"  ^XrELL,  I  wonder  what  they'd  say  to  all 

V  V  this  in  London  '?  It  would  make 
some  of  the  boys  stare  a  bit,  I  guess  1  " 

So  spoke  Fred  Lawrie,  as  he  strolled 
around  his  father's  coffee  plantation  in 
-Java  at  simrise  on  a  glorious  summer 
morning,  having  finished  his  "  first  breali- 
fast "  of  tea,  bread-and-butter,  and  bana- 
nas at  racing  speed,  in  order  to  leave 
plenty  of  time  for  his  early  walk. 

And  well  might  he  say  so.  Although 
three  years  had  passed  since  he  and  his 
father  came  to  live  in  Java,  everything  in 
the  great  tropical  island  was  so  perfectly 
new,  and  so  utterly  luilike  anything  which 
he  had  seen  in  England,  that  it  seemed 
impossible  that  he  should  ever  grow  tired 
of  them.  The  long,  low,  one-storeyed 
house  in  which  he  lived,  with  its  over- 
hanging white  roof  and  shady  piazza,  just 
like  a  picture  in  one  of  those  books  of 
travel  which  he  used  to  read  so  eagerly 
in  the  long  winter  evenings  at  home  ;  the 
splendid  flowers  that  filled  the  garden, 
and  the  magnificent  palm-trees  of  the 
surromiding  forest ;  the  rivers  with  real 
live  crocodiles  in  them,  and  the  jimgles 
with  their  black  panthers  and  glittering 
green  snakes ;  the  tall,  gaunt,  fierce-eyed 
Malays,  with  their  bare  brown  limbs, 
-scanty  white  dresses,  and  curiously  curved 
•  laggers — all  these  were  a  source  of  never- 
ending  delight  to  our  hero,  or,  in  his  own 
expressive  phrase,  better  than  being  at 
a  circus  all  day  long." 

Having  reached  the  border  of  the  plan- 
tation, Fred  foimd  himself  just  at  the  en- 
trance of  one  of  those  narrow,  winding 
paths,  barely  wide  enough  for  two  men 
abreast,  which  the  natives  had  hacked 
with  axe  and  bill-hook  through  the  bris- 
tling mass  of  dark  jungle  that  stood  up 
like  a  wall  on  every  side  of  the  cleared 
ground. 

Here  he  paused,  not  from  fatigue — for 
he  "could  have  gone  tramping  on  for 
another  hour  withoTit  feeling  it  in  the 
least — but  because  he  was  not  quite  sure 
whether  to  tm-n  down  the  path  or  not. 
At  that  early  hour,  the  vast  bowl-like 
leaves  of  the  tropical  plants  would  be 
brim-full  of  dew,  and  would  drench  him 
at  every  step  like  a  shower-bath,  not  to 
mention  the  risk  of  being  mortally  bitten 
by  one  of  the  deadly  snakes  with  which 
these  gloomy  thickets  were  literally  creep- 
ing. 

He  was  still  hesitating,  when  he  siid- 
denly  caught  sight  of  an  old  man  in 
Eastern  dress  (with  a  bamboo  yoke  over 
his  right  shoulder,  to  either  end  of  which 


A  BOY'S  ADVENTUEE  IN  JAVA. 

By  David  Ker. 

was  hung  a  small  basket)  coming  slowly 
along  the  jungle  path  to  meet  him. 

At  first  sight  there  was  nothing  re- 
markable about  the  new  comer,  except 
that  by  his  dress  and  features  he  seemed 
to  be  a  Hindu  rather  than  a  Malay.  But 
as  he  came  nearer,  even  the  unimpres- 
sionable Fred  was  struck  with  the  dignity 
of  his  look  and  bearing,  which  contrasted 
very  strongly  with  his  soiled  and  tattered 
clothes.  Through  the  heart  of  that  peril- 
ous jungle  he  strode  onward  with  firm 
step  and  haughty  mien  ("just  as  if  the 
whole  forest  belonged  to  him,"  as  Fred 
afterwards  said),  seeming  to  feel  confident 
that  neither  snake  nor  panther  would 
ever  dare  to  harm  him. 

All  at  once  the  stranger  was  seen  to 
stop  short  with  a  sudden  start,  to  stagger 
for  a  moment,  and  then  to  fall  full  length 
upon  the  groimd. 

"  Bitten  by  a  snake,"  thought  our  hero, 
as  he  darted  toward  the  fallen  man  ;  but 
he  soon  saw  that  he  was  mistaken,  for 
the  stream  of  blood  that  was  flowing 
from  the  Hindu's  bare  feet  could  never 
have  issued  from  the  pin-like  prick  of  a 
serpent's  fang. 

"  Luka-kah  angkow  ?  "  (are  you 
wounded  "?)  asked  Fred  m  Malay,  which 
he  already  spoke  as  fluently  as  Enghsh. 

"Duri"  (a  thorn),  answered  the  stranger 
in  the  same  language. 

Fred  stooped  down,  and  saw  that  a 
huge  thorn  had  pierced  the  fleshy  part  of 
the  foot  through  and  through,  biu-ying 
itself  up  to  the  very  head. 

"  I  can  get  it  out  with  my  knife,"  said 
he,  "  but  it'll  hurt  you  pretty  badly.  Can 
you  stand  the  pain  ?  " 

The  old  man  replied  only  by  a  disdam- 
ful  smile  ;  and,  in  fact,  though  the  cutting 
of  the  skin  and  drawing  out  of  the  thorn 
must  have  caused  him  acute  pain  in  spite 
of  Fred's  carefid  handling,  the  sufferer 
never  uttered  a  sound,  or  moved  a  muscle 
of  his  dark,  stern  face. 

"  What  a  tough  old  Turk  he  must  be," 
thought  the  boy,  looking  admiringly  at 
his  patient ;  "  if  it  had  been  me,  I'd  have 
yelled  like  an  infant !  " 

And  then,  seeing  that  the  woimded  foot 
was  still  bleeding  freely,  Fred  pulled  out 
his  own  pocket-handkerchief,  and  began 
to  tie  up  the  hurt  with  it,  while  the 
Hindu  watched  him  wonderingly. 

"Who  art  thou?"  he  asked,  "who 
carest  thus  for  a  wandering  beggar  ? 
Truly  thou  art  the  first  Feringhee 
(white  man)  who  has  shown  me  kindness 
since  I  came  hither.  How  do  men  call 
thee  ?  " 


Om-  hero  told  his  name  and  that  of  his 
father,  and  then  (the  bandaging  being 
now  completed)  stretched  out  his  hand 
to  help  the  man  up.  But  the  latter  drew 
back  quickly,  as  if  to  avoid  his  touch. 

"  Beware  !  "  he  cried,  "  for  she  knows 
thee  not  yet ;  but  she  shall  know  thee 
henceforth.  Samp-ka-Eanee  "  (Queen  of 
Serpents),  "  come  forth,  and  greet  thy 
master's  friend  !  " 

And  instantly,  to  the  boy's  amazement 
and  horror,  there  came  wriggling  out 
fi-om  under  the  old  man's  ragged  white 
tmiic — coil  after  coil,  as  if  it  would  never 
end — a  black  and  white  snake  at  least  sis 
feet  long,  which  he  recognised  at  once  as 
the  "  Hooded  Naga,"  or  cobra-di  capello, 
the  deadliest  serpent  in  all  India. 

"  Queen  of  Serpents,"  said  the  Hindu, 
"  thou  seest  this  youth.  He  is  my  friend, 
and  my  friends  are  thine." 

The  cobra  (which  seemed  to  imderstand 
him  perfectly)  answered  with  a  low,  rip- 
pling hiss,  and  laid  its  broad  flat  head  on 
the  arm  of  the  startled  boy,  who  submitted 
to  this  strange  caress  with  a  very  bad 
grace— for,  brave  as  he  was,  he  had  a 
mortal  horror  of  snakes. 

"  I  shall  not  forget  thee,"  said  the 
Hindu ;  "  and  if  ever  thou  hast  need  of 
a  friend,  remember  Lai  Singh  the  Ser- 
pent-Charmer." 

With  these  words — which  he  uttered  as 
grandly  as  a  king  offering  protection  to  a 
peasant — the  old  man  vanished  into  the 
gloomy  thickets,  leaving  Fred  Lawrie 
staring  after  him  as  if  he  had  seen  a 
ghost. 

II. 

"  Feed,"  said  our  hero's  father  one 
morning  about  three  months  after  the 
adventure  with  the  serpent-charmer,  as 
he  and  his  son  sat  at  breakfast  in  the 
piazza,  "  I'm  going  to  ask  you  not  to  go 
beyond  the  bounds  of  the  plantation  after 
this,  when  you  start  out  for  a  walk  by 
yourself ;  for  that  rascal  Datoh  Noongal, 
ithe  brigand  chief,  not  content  with  rob- 
bing the  natives,  has  taken  to  kidnappmg 
white  people  and  holding  them  to  ransom, 
and  I  hear  that  he  has  been  seen  in  this 
very  jungle  only  a  day  or  two  ago." 

Fred  Lawrie 's  eyes  sparkled.  He  had 
already  seen  almost  every  wonder  of  the 
tropics  —  wild  beasts,  sharks,  cyclones, 
floods,  jungle-fires,  snakes,  and  what  not 
— and  now  the  only  one  that  he  had  not 
seen  (viz.  a  band  of  real  live  robbers) 
seemed  to  be  coming  of  its  own  accord  to 
his  very  door.    What  luck  ! 


But  his  father's  next  words  made  him 
look  grave  enoiis;h. 

"  I  know  you're  not  afraid  of  any  or- 
dinary danger,  my  boy,  and  I'm  very 
glad  of  it ;  but  when  it's  a  question  of 
being  tortm'ed,  or  having  your  ears  and 
nose  cut  off  (as  these  fellows  have  done 
again  and  again,  to  squeeze  money  out  of 
their  prisoners),  why,  then  there's  no  sense 
in  running  imnecessary  risks." 

Fred  thought  so  too,  and  for  the  next 
tlu-ee  days  he  took  care  to  keep  well 
within  the  cleared  ground,  at  a  safe  dis- 
tance from  the  border  of  the  encircling 
jungle.  And  it  was  well  for  hun  that  lie 
did  so ;  for,  though  he  knew  it  not,  all 
bis  movements  were  olosely  watclied  by  a 
4all,  ill-looking  Malay  who  was  hidden  in 
the  thickets,  and  this  Malay  was  no  other 
fthan  a  brigand  belonging  to  Datoh  Noon- 
gad's  band. 

Early  on  the  foiu'th  morning,  onv 
hero,  while  strolling  aroimd  the  planta- 
6ion  without  particularly  noticing  which 
way  he  was  going,  suddenly  found  him- 
self just  at  the  entrance  of  the  jungle- 
path  on  which  he  had  met  the  mysterious 
serpent-charmer  three  months  before. 

"  Woiddn't  it  be  queer,  now,"  he 
thought,  "  if  I  were  to  meet  the  old  fellow 
again  just  here  ?  " 

At  that  very  moment  a  shrill,  strained 
®ry  (as  if  uttered  by  one  in  mortal  pain  or 
4error)  was  heard  from  the  nearest  thicket. 

"  Tulonff  !  tidong  !  "  (Help  !  help  !) 

"  Is  it  Lai  Singh  again,  with  another 
Shorn  in  his  foot,  I  wonder?"  cried 
Fred,  as,  darting  at  full  speed  in  the 


I  direction  of  the  sound,  he  caught  sight 
I  of  a  figure  in  native  dress  lying  on  the 
gi-ound,  and  writhing  as  if  in  great  agonj-. 

But  he  v/as  suddenly  and  terribly  un- 
deceived. Just  as  he  reached  the  pros- 
trate man,  the  latter  sprang  \;p  like  a 
tiger,  and  clutched  him  in  an  fron  grasp, 
shouting  as  lio  did  so  : 

"  Caught  at  last  !  Come  forth,  comrades, 
and  bind  the  prisoner  of  Datoh  Xoongal !  " 

At  that  terrible  name  poor  Fred  saw  at 
once,  though  too  late,  the  treachei-y  prac- 
tised against  him,  and  guessed  that  his 
captor  was  tlie  renowned  brigand  himself 
But  before  the  three  ruffians  who  broke 
from  the  thicket  at  their  leader's  call 
could  reach  the  spot,  a  stern  voice  from 
behind  cried,  "  Forbear  !  " 

All  started  and  turned  round;  and 
there,  looking  sternly  at  them,  was  Lai 
Singh,  the  Serpent-Charmer ! 

The  robbers  evidently  knew  him,  and 
for  a  moment  these  four  strong  and  well- 
armed  ruffians  stood  trembling  before  a 
defenceless  old  man,  scared  at  the  thought 
of  having  offended  one  who  could  let  loose 
upon  them  a  host  of  poisonous  serpents 
whenever  he  pleased.  But  at  length 
Datoh  Noongal  himself,  perceiving  that 
the  two  baskets  in  which  the  Hindu 
usually  carried  his  snakes  were  nowhere 
to  be  seen,  and  that  the  latter  was  thus 
left  withoiat  his  only  weapon,  plucked  up 
courage,  and  cried  insolently  : 

"  Art  thou  a  king,  that  thou  bid'st  its 
forbear  ?  Begone,  fool,  and  dare  not  to 
disturb  the  lords  of  the  jungle  ;  biit  rather 
be  thankful  that  thou  art  too  old  and  too 


•  iiseless  to  be  worth  making  prisoner.  Be- 
gone, I  say,  and  trouble  us  not !  " 

"  This  youth  is  my  friend,  and  none 
shall  harm  him,"  said  the  <ld  man,  as 
calmly  as  ever,  but  with  an  ominous 
gleam  in  his  keen  black  eyes.  "  Let  him 
go  free  tliis  instant,  as  I  bid  thee ;  or  if 
not- — -" 

"  Or  if  not,"  echoed  the  brigand,  defi- 
antly, "  what  then  ?  " 

"  The  fate  which  thou  bast  so  long  de- 
served shall  overtake  thee  in  a  moment." 

"And  think'st  thou,"  cried  the  robber, 
laughing  scornfidly,  "  that  the  babble  of  a 
crazy  old  man  can  scare  me  ?  This  boy 
is  my  pi'isoner,  and  if  I  give  him  up  to 
any  man  without  a  rich  ransom,  may 
this  moment  be  my  last  !  " 

"  Pteceive  thy  doom,  then,"  said  Lai 
Singh,  sternly. 

He  uttered  a  strange,  shrill  cry,  and  in- 
stantly the  teri'ible  cobra-di-capello — the 
Queen  of  Serpents — issued  as  before  from 
the  folds  of  his  wliite  robe,  and,  darting 
like  lightning  upon  the  bullying  ruffian, 
struck  its  deadly  fangs  into  his  throat. 
For  one  moment  the  doomed  man  stood 
as  if  tm-ned  to  stone,  without  sound  or 
movement ;  and  then  he  flung  up  his 
arms  convulsively,  and  fell  dead  on  the 
gromid,  while  his  three  accomplices  fled 
as  if  for  their  lives,  making  the  silent 
jimgle  echo  with  yells  of  terror. 

"  Thou  art  free,  young  chief,"  said  Lai 
1  Singh,  turning  to  the  boy.    "  Go  back  to 
I  thy  father  in  peace,  and  remember  that 
j  he  who  shows  mercy  shall  receive  it." 
I  (the  end.) 


PAT'S  ADVENTURES  WITH  THE   CHEISTMAS  GOOSE. 


By  Eustace  J.  C.  Baird, 

Author  of  "My  First  School,"  "Professor  Bougefs  Christmas  Dinner,"  etc. 


QUIRE  O'FiNN  was  a  "middle-aged, 
hearty,  portly,  imtidy  old  Irish  gen- 
tleman. He  was  getting  on  in  life,  full 
of  hospitality,  and  liking  nothing  better, 
when  he  could  get  it,  than  a  cross-coimtry 
ride  with  the  hounds. 

The  Squire  (as  he  was  always  called) 
had  neither  "  kith  nor  kin,"  so  he  lived, 
as  he  said,  "  all  alone,  by  himself,"  with 
old  Bridget  only  to  do  his  cooking  and 
housekeeping,  and  the  lad  Pat  Dempsey 
"just  to  help  about  generally."  Castle 
O'Finn  was  a  tumble-down,  dreary  old 
place,  but  it  had  been  in  the  Squire's 
family  for  generations,  and  he  loved  it 
accordingly. 

On  this  night  before  Christmas  Eve, 
when  the  snow  lay  thick  outside,  and  the 
wind  went  howhng  and  whisthng  about 
the  old  place  as  though  to  show  it  was 
thoroughly  master  of  the  situation,  the  old 
gentleman  sat  in  his  study,  with  the  peat 
glowing  before  him,  and  a  glass  at  his  side, 
almost  unconsciously  puffing  his  old 
"  churchwarden,"  with  an  occasional  sip 
from  the  steaming  mixtm-e  talien  just  me- 
chanically, for  the  Squire  was  rimiinating, 
and  nmiinating  deeply. 

The  fact  was,  the  old  fellow  enjoyed 
good  living  (that  is  to  say,  as  far  as  his 
scanty  means  would  permit).  As  it  was, 
however,  except  on  rare  occasions,  when 
he  dined  out  with  some  neighbour,  perhaps 
fifteen  or  twenty  miles  off,  he  seldom  sat 
down  to  what  the  Yankees  call  a  "  square 
meal." 


But  Christmas  Day  had  hitherto  always 
formed  an  exception,  for  then  the  Squire 
went  in  for  a  real  good,  old-fashioned  din- 
ner, a  fat  savoiu-y  goose,  foUowed  invari- 
ably by  a  mighty  pudding,,  crowned  with 
holly.  Just  now,  however,  the  customary 
treat  seemed  very  distant  indeed. 

The  Squire  aroused  himself  with  an 
effort,  stirred  the  peat  with  the  toe  of  his 
heavy  aoot,  and  rang  the  beU. 

"  Bridget,"  he  began,  when  that  small 
dried-tip  individual  presented  herself,  in  a 
prodigious  cap  and  apron  ;  "  I'm  afr-aid  you 
weren't  anyways  successful  in  your  quest 
after  a  goose,  this  past  week.    Hey  ?  " 

"  Shm-e,  and  it's  true  for  ,ye,  sir.  I've 
been  to  every  farm  hereabouts,  but  not  a 
bu-d  could  I  get  from  the  lot,  bad  luck  to 
'em !  'twas  nothing  but  excuses  every- 
where !  Says  one,  '  The  pratios  has  been 
so  bad  I've  no  geese  to  sell  this  winter." 
More  betoken  I  heard  them  cackling  in  the 
back  yard,  and  Mr.  M'Linch  was  that 
nasty  and  misbehaved,  says  he,  *  Is  it 
another  ye're  wanting,  and  me  not  paid 
for  last  year's?'  and  then  ho  says  something 
about  you,  yer  honour,  that  I  wouldn't  de- 
mane  myself  to  listen  to  !  So  I  just  turned 
me  back  on  liim,  and  left  him  to  scowld 
to  the  pigs  if  he  minded." 

"  Well !  well !  "  said  the  Squire,  with  a 
smile,  "  I  suppose  it's  not  to  be  helped  ! 
Do  you  think  O'Shaughnessy  now  ? — I 
cured  that  young  horse  of  his,  and  " 

"  Shure,  and  I  forgot  him  intirely,  so  I 
did !    'Deed !  and  I'U  be  over  there  the 


first  thing  in  the  morning ;  it's  not  much 
better  than  fom'  miles  !  and  I'll  just  work 
it  this  way,  yer  honom'.  Sayfe  1,  coming 
up  as  boidd  as  brass; '  Mr.  O'Shaughnessy,' 
says  I,  '  I'm  after  wanting  you  to  pick  out 
one  of  yom-  finest  geese  for  the  master,  and 
ye'U  plaze  to  make  out  the  accoimt  at 
onest  to  take  wid  me  !  for,'  says  I,  '  his 
honour's  one  of  them  that  likes  to  pay  for 
a  thing  when  he  gets  it.'  Sure  now,  and 
that's  trae  enough,  your  honour — least- 
ways, when  you've  got  the  convanience  to 
do  it  handy." 

"  All !  well,  Bridget,  I  don't  doubt 
O'Shaughnessy  will  let  me  have  a  goose, 
and  not  mind  about  the  price  of  it  for  a 
bit  neither,  but  the  waUi's  too  far  for  you ! 
You'd  best  send  the  boy,  Dempsey." 

So  it  was  settled ;  and  the  next  morning 
Pat  started  off  in  great  glee,  with  a  host  of 
injunctions  from  Bridget,  and  a  note  from 
the  Sqtiire;  "  and  as  there's  never  a  thing 
about  the  place  to  stuff  the  cratur  with, 
you  might  just  mention  a  sprig  of  sage  and 
an  onion  or  two  would  come  in  handy." 

"  All  right,  missis,  I'U  not  forget,"  called 
out  Pat,  as  he  strode  off. 

Now  if  such  an  individtial  as  a  second 
Handy  Andy  should  ever  be  wanted,  Pat 
Dempsey  might  be  very  well  picked  out 
to  fill  the  post,  for,  for  a  thick-headed, 
blundering,  good-hearted  lad,  Pat  was  the 
renowned  one's  equal.  If  there  was  mis- 
chief to  be  got  into,  he  got  into  it,  and  if 
anything  went  wrong  Pat  was  sure  to  have 
a  hand  therein.   He  generally  meant  well, 


but  nothing  would,  or  could,  make  him  ice.     "  Hurroo  !  for  a  sloide  !  "  and  in  Pat,  confidentially,  "so  I'd  best  tell  you 

think  of  consequences.  another    moment    he    was    up    to    his     what  Bridget  " 

This  mornuig,  however,  he  was  full  of  knees  in  the  freezing  water  ;  yet,  nothing  "  Whisht,  with  yer  impudence,  ye  yoimg 

good  resolutions,  and  trudged  manfully  daunted,  he  tloimdered  cheerfully  out,  spalpeen !    Can't  rade  it,  mdade  ?  Tell 


"  Thus  conscience  makes  cowards  of  us  all." 


along,  through  narrow  lanes  half  blocked 
with  snow,  and  across  bogs  and  fields 
where  the  keen  wind  caught  his  shock  red 
hair  and  sent  it  towzling  about  his  good- 
humoured,  freckled  face. 

Pat  had  walked  about  a  couple  of  miles 
when  he  spied  a  pond  well  coated  with 


emptied  the  water  from  his  brogues, 
and  finished  his  joiu'ney  at  a  swinging 
trot. 

O'Shaughnessy  was  not  at  the  farm 
when  Pat  reached  it,  but  his  wife  said  she 
would  attend  to  the  note. 

"  Maybe  now  you  can't  read  it,"  said 


me  now,  is  it  alive  or  dead  the  master 
wants  the  goose  '?  " 

"  Shure,  he  didn't  say  nothing  of  it; 
being  kilt,"  answered  Pat.  "  I  am  think- 
ing I'll  just  take  it  under  me  arm,  with 
the  less  of  it  tied,  if  you'll  do  that  for  me, 
missus  !  " 
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"  Shiire,  ye  can  take  it  as  you  like,  but 
it's  a  ti(l,\  ariuful  ye'll  have,"  muttei-ed 
Mrs.  0'8hau.L;hnessy,  as  she  went  off  to 
select  the  victim. 

The  capture  'was  soon  made,  and  the 
goose  thrust  into  a  large  sack — it  was  far 
too  "  obstreperous  "  to  be  carried  in  any 
other  way. 

After  a  short  rest,  Pat  started  home- 
wards, witli  the  sack  over  his  shoulder, 
and  his  pockets  well-crammed  with  sage 
find  onions.  But  a  weighty  bird  was  tlie 
.goose,  and,  before  he  had  walked  half 
a  mile,  resting  became  a  necessity,  and 
by  the  time  another  half-mile  liad  been 
covered,  Pat  had  (piite  settled  that  he 
neither  would  nor  could  carry  the  bird 
another  step  ;  so  the  unfortunate  goose 
was  tumbled  unceremoniously  out  of  the 
sack,  with  a  '•  There,  you  lump  of  a  cratur! 
It's  on  your  own  t'lvo  legs  that  you'll  walk, 
if  ye  plaze !  for  mine's  too  good  for  the  lilies 
of  ye  !  "  But  the  bewildered  bird,  dazzled 
by  the  sudden  light  and  strange  surround- 
ings, only  waddled  about  in  an  undecided 
sort  of  way,  until  Pat,  losing  all  patience, 
whipped  it  up  with  the  empty  sack,  and 
sent  it  scuttling  along  before  him  at  a  fine 
pace,  but  the  terrible  squawldng  that  it  at 
once  set  up,  and  kept  up,  was  so  loud  and 
■discordant,  that  Pat,  who  had  some  ear  for 
music,  was  almost  deafened. 

"  Hould  yer  noise  !  will  ye,  ye 
-scraaching  varmint  !  "  he  roared,  "and  the 
sack  was  applied  with  additional  vigour, 
but  without  tlie  desired  result. 

"  Hould,  then !  quit  it,  or  I'll  be  the 
death  of  ye  !  so  I  will !  I'm  thinking  it's 
the  evil  spirit  is  in  the  long  neck  of  ye  ! 
Bad  scran  to  ye,  then,  is  it  through  tlie 
hedge  ye're  going '?  "  For  the  unfortunate 
goose  at  that  moment  took  advantage  of 
a  friendly  gap,  and,  half  scrambling,  half 
flying,  got  through  into  the  adjoining 
fields,  where  it  led  its  young  driver 
a  pretty  dance  for  over  half  an  hour,  at 
the  end  of  whicli  time  Pat  managed  to 
■drive  it  into  the  lane  and  secured  it. 

"  I'm  thinking  I'll  keep  ye,  now  I've 
got  ye  !  "  muttered  Pat,  producing  a  piece 
of  string,  which  he  tied  firmly  to  one  of 
the  goose's  legs,  and  fastened  the  other 
«nd  to  a  heavy  log  that  lay  under  the 
hedge.  "  It 's  dead  bate  I  am,  entirely, 
and  wanting  me  dinner  !  "  he  continued, 
seating  himself  on  the  log,  and  falling  to 
on  a  lump  of  bread  and  bacon. 

"  Shure,  I  wish  then  that  some  of  the 
hate  of  me  face  would  go  to  my  legs,  for 
it's  mighty  cowld  they  are  !  I'll  just  slip 
myself  into  the  owld  sack  ;  maybe  that'll 
warm  me." 

No  sooner  said  than  done.  In  a  few 
moments  our  hero  was  enveloped  up  to 
the  arm -pits,  and  before  he  had  finished 
liis  iii  j  il.  was  as  warm  as  he  could  wish. 

'•  N(.)w,"  he  said,  turning  to  the  squatting 
goose,  and  pulling  from  his  pocket  some 
of  the  sage  and  onions,  "  I  suppose  it's 
yotcr  dinner  you're  wanting,  but  let  me 
tell  ye,  not  one  bit  nor  morsel  would  ye 
taste,  if  it  wasn't  that  the  Squire's  going 
to  eat  j'ou,  and  Bridget  said  ye'd  be  no 
ways  fit  for  the  table  if  ye  weren't  well 
stuffed  with  this  first !  So  there's  an 
onion  for  ye  !  "  and  he  tossed  one  in  front 
of  the  wretched  bird,  who,  however, 
only  turned  its  head  away  with  a  loud 
squawk.  "  And  where's  yer  manners, 
ye  ongrateful  baste?"  exclaimed  Pat, 
waxing  wroth  at  his  delicacies  being  so  | 
treated.  "Ate  "em  now  and  be  thankful,"  ' 


and  he  threw  down  three  or  four  more 
onions,  but  with  no  result. 
^  '•  Oh  !  it's  dainty  yo  are,  me  foine 
friend,  tlien  take  this!"  and  a  bunch  of 
sage  went  whizzing  past  the  yellow  beak. 
"  It's  my  belief  you're  in  the  sulks,  but 
I'll  soon  tache  yo  to  turn  ye're  ugly 
mouth  from  the  good  victuals  provided 
for  ye  ;  "  saying  whicli,  Pat,  without  more 
ado,  took  a  small  stick,  and  seizing  the 
goose  by  the  neck,  literally  crammed 
some  pieces  of  sage  and  onions  down  the 
imfortmiate  creature's  throat. 

"There,"  he  said,  resuming  his  seat  in 
the  sack  with  some  complacency,  "  now 

ye'll  perhaps  "  "  What !  what,  is  it 

after  spitting  it  out,  ye  are  !  Eh !  but 
ye're  a  dirty  ill-mannered  cratur  entirely, 
and  I'll  have  nothing  more  to  do  with  ye  !  " 
and  Pat  tliereupon  turned  his  back  on  the 
unhappy  goose,  snuggled  his  arms  into  the 
sack,  and  in  two  minutes  was  fast  asleep  ! 

It  was  getting  late  in  the  afternoon  when 
he  awoke  with  a  start,  and  stared  about 
him,  first  in  wonder,  then  in  dismay ! 

"  Shure,  now,  and  what  will  Bridget 
say  ?  and  me  so  late  !  "  he  exclaimed,  as 
he  scrambled  out  of  the  sack.  "  Now  tlien, 
ye  fat  cratur  !  "  But  imaf^ne  our  young 
friend's  face  of  open-mouthed  horror 
when  he  discovered  that  not  a  vestige  of 
"  the  cratur  "  was  to  be  seen  !  The  piece 
of  string  still  tied  to  the  log  proved  on 
examination  to  have  been  cut. 

"  It's  been  just  stowlen,  while  I  was 
asleep  !    Whatever  will  I  do  '.'  "  wailed 
I  the  unfortunate  Pat.    "  I  daren't  e\  er  go 
I  home  without  it  !    Oh,  hurroo,  hurroo  !  " 
and  down  he  sat  disconsolately,  trying  to 
think  out  the  situation. 

Soon  he  brightened  up,  however. 
"  I  must  just  be  after  getting  another. 
I  can  tell  them  at  the  farm  as  the  cratur  j 
got  itself  drownded  or  lost  someways,  as  | 
it  undoubtedly  has,  and  I've  just  come  ' 
back  for  another."    Nevertheless,  when 
Master  Pat  found  himself  nearing  the 
farm,  his  heart  began  to  beat  most  un-  I 
comfortably.    Greatly  to  his  relief,  there- 
fore, he  spied  two  of  the  "  craturs  "  still 
swimming  contentedly  on  a  pond  some 
little  distance  from  tlie  house. 

Pat  wasn't  long  enticing  them  to  the 
land  with  some  crumbs  from  his  pocket, 
and  while  these  were  being  dejuolished 
he  adroitly  slipped  behind  one  of  the 
birds,  seized  it  by  its  neck,  and  then 
began  a  tussle  wliich  Master  Pat  had  by 
no  means  bargained  for. 

Suffice  it  to  say,  he  was  battered, 
bruised,  and  pecked,  till  it  was  all  he 
could  do,  by  nearly  strangling  his  oppo- 
nent, to  get  it  secm-ely  into  the  sack. 

Now,  if  the  other  goose  had  been  heavy, 
this  one  was  nearly  twice  the  weight,  or 
at  any  rate  Pat  thought  so,  and  he  ended 
by  cutting  a  long  stick,  with  a  sharp 
hook  at  one  end,  which  he  hitched  into 
the  mouth  of  the  sack,  and  so  was  enabled  ' 
to  drag  it  and  its  unfortunate  occupant  { 
along  at  a  good  round  pace. 

It  was  dark  when  he  reached  home,  t 
and  though  he  told  a  story  more  j^lausible  ! 
than  true  as  to  how  he  had  spent  his 
time,  he  got  a  sound  rating  from  Bridget. 
However,  a  bright  idea  for  putting  her  j 
into  a  good  humour  struck  him  ■n-hile  he  I 
was  eating  his  supper.  The  moment  he  ; 
had  finished  he  made  an  excuse  to  go  I 
out;  then,  by  tlie  light  of  an  old  lantern,  j 
he  first  decapitated  and  then  plucked  his  | 
pri;:c,  till  never  a  feather  was  left.  I 


This  done,  he  triumphantly  exhibited 
his  handiwork  to  Bridget,  who  owned  that 
it  w  as  a  moighty  foine  "  cratur,"  but  with 
a  bit  of  a  quare  look  about  it ! 

"Just  hang  it  up,  Pat,  me  boy,  in  the 
larder,  and  I'll  remember  ye  in  the  mak- 
ing of  the  pudden." 

*  *  »  *  » 

"  Well,  Bridget  !  "  exclaimed  the 
Squire  next  day  at  1.15  p.m.,  "  I  can  make 
neither  head  nor  tail  of  it.  Here  have  I 
spoiled  two  good  knives,  and  twisted  off 
the  handle  of  the  carving-fork,  yet  not  a 
dacent  helping  can  I  put  on  me  plate. 
You'd  best  try  your  hand,  I'm  thinking!  " 

"  'Deed  !  and  it's  no  manner  of  use, 
sir;  it's  quite  a  darty  trick  of  O'Shaugh- 
nessy's  ;  sure  the  '  cratur's  '  that  owld 
and  tough  ye  might  hammer  nails  in  it." 

"  Well,  then  !  have  in  the  pudding  !  I 
warrant  that's  neither  old  nor  tough.  But 
first  go  and  just  see  what's  all  that  noise 
downstairs." 

Bridget  soon  returned.  "'Deed,  Squire, 
and  it's  Mr.  O'Shaughiiessy  Imnself,  and 
he's  blathering  on  to  our  Pat,  saying  as 
he's  sto^\len  his  foinest  swan  or  some- 
thing, and  he's  got  Pat's  knife  with  his 
name  on  it,  as  he  found,  he  says,  by  the 
pond  where  the  marks  was." 

"  It's  drunk  he  must  be,"  remarked  the 
Squire,  "  but  I'll  just  go  down  and  see 
him;"  upon  which  a  stormy  argument 
ensued  between  the  Squire,  O'Shaugh- 
nessy,  and  Pat. 

The  latter  stoutly   maintained  "he'd 
never  seen  swans  at  all,  at  all;  he  was 
j  bidden  to  .get  a  goose,  and  he'd  just  got 
it  from  Mrs.  O'Shaughnessj-,  and  no  lie 
about  it !  " 

Nevertheless,  Pat  had  terrible  inward 
inisgi-\-ings  that  perhaps  he  might  have 
made  a  mistake  about  the  second  goose, 
and  his  terror  of  discovery  -w  as  increased 
when  he  perceived  that  the  farmer's  dog 
was  poking  his  nose  into  the  very  shed 
where  last  night's  execution  had  been. 

"  Piover  !  Epver  !  come  here,  sir,"  cried 
Pat,  hurriedly  ;  "  wiU  I  just  howld  hun  a 
bit,  yer  honour  ?  He'll  be  afther  the 
chickens,  maybe." 

"  Let  the  dog  alone  !  "  said  O'Shaugh- 
nessy,  "  he's  safe  enough  !  Hi  !  Eover, 
come  out  of  that  now !  "  And  Piover  did 
come  out,  but,  horror  of  horrors  !  with 
something  in  his  mouth.  Vainly  did  Pat 
in  desperation  tiw  to  intercept  him.  The 
dog  dodged  him  easih-,  and  fretting  with 
some  pride  up  to  his  master  laid  at  Iris 
very  feet  the  most  unmistakable  head  of  a 
fine  swan. 

The  sight  took  the  Squire"s  breath  away, 
and  before  he  had  regamed  it  Pat  was 
down  the  yard  and  out  of  the  gate  like 
the  wind,  speeding  on  despite  cries,  threats, 
and  in^■jtations  to  come  and  be  horse- 
whipped, not  heeding  anything,  indeed, 
until,  about  half  a  mUe  away,  he  reached 
an  old  faggot  stack,  upon  which  he 
scrambled  hastily,  removed  some  of  the 
top  faggots,  and  let  himself  down  into  a 
cosy  nest  beneath,  already  lined  with 
straw,  for  this  was  an  old  hiding-place  of 
Pat's.  And  here  we'll  just  leave  him, 
wishing  him  better  luck  than  maybe  he'll 
get,  for  the  Squire  will  have  to  pay 
heavily  for  the  sican  business,  and  'nhen 
after  that  he  gets  the  little  biU  for  that 
other  "  goose  "  business,  then — why  then 
— Pat  may  look  out  for  "  squalls." 

(the  exd.) 


A  FEW  HINTS  FOR  HANDY  BOYS. 


THE  great  secret  about  soldering  is  to  hold 
tiie  copper  bit  on  the  joint  long  enough 
to  make  the  metal  being  soldered  as  hot  as 
the  molten  solder  itself,  and  tliis  is  the  great 
secret  of  success  in  making  a  fhrn  solid  join, 
and  it  is  principally  on  this  point  that 
beginners  mostly  fail,  and  when  their  work 
comes  apart  on  the  slightest  knock  they 
blame  the  solder  as  not  being  good,  or  the 
acid  too  weak,  <fec.,  in  fact,  anything  but  the 
real  cause. 

I  cannot  give  any  fixed  time  that  the  iron 
should  be  kept  on  a  part,  as  it  would  vary  so 
much  according  to  the  thickness  of  the  metal 
you  are  soldering,  but  a  little  practice  will 
soon  enable  you  to  judge  from  the  smooth, 
sunken-down  appearance  the  solder  has  when 
the  metal  is  hot  enough. 

When  soldering  articles  such  as  plated 
cruet-stands,  or  clock-frames,  it'c,  with  which 
it  is  particular  that  the  join  should  be  barely 
visible,  it  is  better  to  first  tin  the  ends  of  the 
broken  part  with  some  solder  by  means  of 
the  copper  bit,  and  then  holding  the  two 
portions  close  together  with  a  pair  of  pliers 
direct  the  flame  from  an  ordinary  blow-pipe 
on  to  the  joint,  and  then,  if  you  have  not  put 
too  much  solder  on  during  the  process  of 
trimming,  you  will  get  a  nearly  innsible 
seam. 

Should  any  solder  jiroject,  it  should  be 
cleaned  off  carefully  after  the  joint  has  set 
cold,  by  means  of  an  old  file.  You  will  find 
a  small  blow-pipe,  costing  sixpence,  very 
useful  for  soldering  small  articles  ;  also  in 
brazing  little  things,  such  as  brooch-pins  and 
fastenings,  or  anything  of  that  kind,  which  I 
have  no  doubt  your  sisters  will  generally  have 
a  stock  on  hand  for  you  to  do. 

In  brazing  you  require  some  powdered 
borax  for  a  flux  ;  take  a  pinch  of  it  and  grind 
smooth  with  a  little  water  until  you  form  a 
paste  like  cream.  I  will  suppose,  for  instance, 
you  have  a  brooch -pin  to  mend.  Fhst  scrape 
it  bright  with  your  penknife,  then  bind  the 
two  pieces  in  position  with  some  very  fine 
wire,  as  at  a  (fig.  1),  then  lay  the  pin  on  a  piece 
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Fig.  1. 

of  charcoal  and  cover  the  joint  over  with  the 
borax  paste  and  direct  the  flame  from  the 
blow  pipe  on  the  joint,  and  immediately  you 
see  the  wire  melt  and  run,  the  joint  will  be 
complete  and  can  be  finished  neatly  with  the 
file. 

A  fresh  hinge,  b,  can  also  be  brazed  on  in 
the  same  way,  and  this  makes  a  very  strong 
jom  and  is  far  better  than  solder  for  all  small 
work  made  of  copper,  iron,  or  steel,  but  is 
not  suitable  for  any  articles  composed  of 
tm,  pewter,  or  lead,  &o.,  because  the  heat 
required  to  melt  the  brass  wu-e  would  also 
melt  at  the  same  time  the  article  you  wish  to 
mend.  In  brazing  larger  articles  you  will 
require  some  spelter  or  fine  brass  filings  in 
place  of  the  brass  wire  previously  used,  and 
sometimes  you  require  to  keep  the'-  temper  " 
of  the  article,  as  in  case  of  mending  a  pair  of 
scissors,  where  the  heat  of  brazing  would 


spoil  the  temper  of  the  blades  unless  some 
means  were  taken  to  prevent  it ;  this  is  done 
by  sticking  them  into  a  raw  potato,  which 
keeps  the  temperature  down  at  the  part  you 
require. 

Scissors  generally  get  broken  at  the  part  a 
(fig.  2),  and  they  should  be  bound  in  position 


Fig.  2. 

with  some  strong  iron  wire,  then  some  spelter 
placed  on  the  joint  with  the  borax-paste,  and 
then  brazed  in  the  same  way  as  the  brooch- 
pin. 

There  are  various  kinds  of  solder  in  use, 
according  to  the  work  required  to  be  done, 
and  can  be  had  ready  prepared  at  most  metal 
shops,  but  I  will  give  a  short  list  of  the 
different  compositions,  in  case  you  should 
require  to  make  them  for  yourself  at  any 
time. 

The  ordinary  tinman's  solder  is  composed 
of  equal  parts  of  lead  and  tin,  and  the  solder 
will  be  of  a  finer  quality  by  adding  more  tin 
up  to  double  that  quantity. 

For  soldering  pewter,  Britaimia  metal  tea- 
pots, or  the  composition  pipes  used  in  most 
houses  for  gas,  you  i-equire  a  solder  that 
melts  at  a  much  lower  temperature,  or,  as  I 
mentioned  before  about  brazing,  you  would 
have  the  article  melted  before  the  solder. 

To  get  over  this  difficulty  you  must  mix  a 
small  quantity  of  bismuth  with  the  previous 
mixtures  of  lead  and  tin. 

One  part  bismuth,  one  lead,  and  two  parts 
tin  is  a  good  proportion,  but  care  must  be 
taken  not  to  put  too  much  bismuth  into  the 
solder  or  it  will  melt  at  a  few  degrees  below 
boiling  point,  and  the  result  will  be  seen  next 
time  your  mother  makes  tea. 

Spelter,  or  hard  solder  for  brazing,  should 
contain  one  part  of  tin,  four  of  copper,  and 
three  of  zinc,  but  if  you  require  it  to  stand  a 
very  high  temperature  it  should  be  made  of 
tliree  parts  copper  and  one  zinc. 

For  small  work,  silver  solder  is  useful,  and 
might  take  the  place  of  the  brass  wire  used 
in  mending  the  brooch-pin,  A-e.  Take  two 
parts  of  silver  and  one  part  of  common  pins, 
melt  together  and  roll  out  flat  and  thin. 

This  short  list  is  sufficient  to  meet  the 
requirements  of  any  job  you  may  have  to  do, 
and  when  making  any  solder,  no  matter  what 
kind,  always  proportion  the  parts  by  weight. 

When  working  in  tin  you  will  find  an 
ordinary  chisel,  about  two  inches  wide,  very 
useful  to  bend  the  edges  of  the  sheets  over 


for  making  joints  or  inserting  strengthening 
wires,  and  a  parallel  and  taper  stake  (fig.  3) 
is  very  handy  for  forming  tubes  or  spouts,  &c. 

The  shapes  of  the  various  articles  you  may 
require  to  cut  from  the  sheet  tin,  can  be 
found  by  first  unsoldering  the  old  article  and 
then  hammering  it  out  flat,  or  you  can  cut  a 
paper  pattern  and  try  if  it  will  fit  where  re- 
quired before  cutting  into  the  tin,  and  per- 
haps spoiling  the  sheet,  as  the  things  when 
in  the  flat  are  of  such  a  totally  different 
shape  to  what  they  are  when  bent  round  ; 
take  for  instance  the  coffee-pot  spout  which 
caused  my  friend  so  much  trouble,  you  all 
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Fig.  3. 

know  the  shape  when  finished,  but  a  (fig.  4) 
is  the  shape  you  would  have  to  cut  it  on  the 
flat  sheet. 

If  required,  a  fresh  hinge  to  the  lid  can  be 
easily  made  from  two  small  pieces  of  tin,  cut 
to  the  shapes  b  c  (fig.  4),  each  of  which 
should  be  doubled  back  on  to  itself  round  a 
short  piece  of  brass  wire.  The  holes  cut  in 
one  piece  of  tin  will  then  be  found,  on  putting 


Fig.  4. 

them  back  to  back,  r>,  to  fit  the  projecting 
portions  on  the  other  piece,  and  the  wire  can 
then  be  pushed  through  and  used  as  the  pin 
of  the  hinge,  which  may  then  be  soldered  on 
in  position. 

Empty  milk-tins,  etc.,  can  be  cut  up  for 
small  jobs  like  this,  and  come  in  veiy  useful 
for  various  purposes,  as  they  are  generally 
made  from  a  good  quality  of  tin. 


(To  he  conliniied.) 


A  CENTURY  OF  FRENCH  HISTORY,  ILLUSTRATED  BY  THE  COPPER  COINS  OF  THE  COUNTRY. 


By  Daniel  F.  Howorth,  f.s.a.  scot. 

Author  of  "  Coins  and  Tokens  of  the  Emjlish  Colonies,"  elc.l 


PART  II. 


UNDER  the  first  Napoleon  no  copper  coins  were  issued ;  with  one 
exception,  a  five-centime  struelc  at  the  Strasburg  mint.  Tliis, 
cannot,  however,  be  called  a  common  coin.  Numerous  ten-centime 
pieces  were  struck  in  billon,  an  alloy  of  silver  and  copper;  they  are 
about  the  size  of  our  sixpence,  and  are  met  with  from  almost  the 
ruddy  brown  of  copper  to  a  silvery  white  colour.  On  the  obverse 
they  bear  Napoleon's  initial,  N,  under  an  imperial  crown,  and  sur- 
rounded by  a  wreath  ;  the  reverse  shows  value,  date,  m.m.  &c.  These 
were  issued  in  considerable  quantities  from  many  mints. 

To  the  close  of  Napoleon's  career  must  be  assigned  the  copper 
siege-pieces  struck  in  Antwerp  and  Strasburg  in  1814,  1815.  I 
mention  these  as  they  are  not  unfrequently  met  with  amongst  old 
coppers,  and  may  excite  the  interest  and  curiosity  of  some  boys. 
After  Napoleon's  defeat  and  abdication  m  1814,  when  the  rest  of 
Belgium  was  reconquered  from  the  French,  or  had  otherwise  declared 
Its  freedom,  General  Carnot  still  held  Antwei-p,  upon  whose  fortifica- 
tions the  emperor  had  expended  much  care  and  large  sums  of 
money.  Called  upon  to  surrender  the  city  to  the  Allies,  when  his 
imperial  master  was  obliged  to  abdicate,  the  brave  old  general  replied 
that  he  held  Antwerp  for  France  and  not  for  Napoleon,  and  until 
France  ordered  its  cession  he  should  do  his  utmost  in  its  defence 
He  therefore  required  his  troops  to  take  the  oath  of  allegiance  to 
Louis  XVIII.  and  persevered  in  withstanding  the  allied  armies.  To 
supply  the  deficiency  of  smaU  change  within  the  city,  General  Carnot 
ordered  that  pieces  of  five  and  ten  centimes  respectively  should  be 
struck.  They  appear  with  the  initial  of  Napoleon  and  of  Louis,  as 
varied  fortune  placed  the  one  or  the  other  on  the  throne.  The  city 
was  given  up  to  the  Netherlanders  (Holland  and  Belgium  being  then 
formed  into  one  kingdom)  by  the  Treaty  of  Paris,  1814.  In  Strasburg 
only  the  ten-centme  (decune)  was  struck ;  and  like  the  Antwerp 
coins,  it  changes  from  N  to  L,  and  rechanges  to  N  again  during  the 
One  Hundred  Days  Empire.    I  append  rubbings  with  descriptions. 

Ten  Centimes  (Antwerp). 


Five  Centimes. 


AyvERS  1814  :  ainl  tlie  initial  N,  or  interlaced  L's,  surrounded  I'y  a  lauTel--siTeafn. 
JIo.vxAiE  OBsiDiu.NALE,  aud  the  value,  6  cent. 


Decime  (Strasburg), 


The  initial  N  under  an  imperial  crown  ;  or  the  initial  L  umler  a  cro^^'n,  and  between 

three  tleurs-de-hs  ;  all  surrounded  by  a  wreath  of  oak-leavts. 
U.v  DECIJIE,  date  aud  miut-mark  withiu  a  similar  oak-vneath. 

Louis  XVIII.,  Charles  X.,  and  Louis  Philippe  followed  the  first 
Napoleon ;  but  under  none  of  them  was  there  any  copper  coinage  for 
France.  The  five  and  ten  centimes  of  Charles  X.  and  Louis  Philippe 
issued  from  the  Paris  mint  for  colonial  use  are  not  uncommon  ;  but 
for  France  itself  there  was  no  coinage  of  copper  until  the  Second 
Kepublic,  1848. 


Chabi.es  X  ROi  DE  FHAXCE.   Tlie  King's  head,  laureated,  lookiug  to  the  de.Tter,  under- 

neatli  the  name  of  the  engraver,  R.  Tiolier. 
Colonies  fkaxijaises,  date,  aud  mint-mark.    lu  the  centre  within  a  wreath  the 

value,  lU  CENT. 

Five  Centimes. 


Obverse  and  reverse  as  above,  excepting  the  diiference  in  value. 
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Ten  Centimes. 


Louis  philippe  i  roi  des  prakcai,-;  ;  the  kind's  heaJ,  laureated,  lookin?  to  the 

dexter,  thereunder  the  names  violieii  i/r  p.ahre. 
CoLONrES  FRAUgAJSES,  date,  and  in.m.    The  value,  10  cent.,  iii  the  field  within  a 

laurel  wreath. 

Five  Centimes. 


Obverse  and  reverse  exantly  as  above  excepting  the  difference  in  value. 

The  revolution  of  1830  deposed  Charles  •'  King  of  France,"  but 
brought  another  monarch  to  the  throne,  Louis  i'hilippe,  the  '•  Citizen 
King,"  who  thought  the  title  "King  of  the  French  "  more  congenial 
to  his  people's  feelings.  Another  revolution,  however,  caused  him  to 
follow  the  footsteps  of  his  predecessor  and  seek  an  asylum  mider  the 
English  flag. 

The  copper  coinage  of  the  Second  Kepublic  was  confined  to  the 
issue  of  one-centime  pieces,  very  siinihi  !■  to  those  of  the  First  Eepublic, 
but  retaining  the  Christian  era  in  their  dates.  This  coin  is  obtain- 
able of  each  of  the  four  years,  or  their  portions,  during  which  this 
republic  lived  (1848-51). 


One  Centime. 


I 


RErnBLiQUE  FRANr-ArsE,  typical  head  of  Liberty,  wearing  the  cap  of  Libert 3-,  looking 

to  dexter.    Uadcrurath  the  head  the  name  liupre. 
U.\  CENTIME,  date,  and  mint-marks. 

I  have  seen  none  of  the  above  with  m.m.  other  than  Paris  (Ai.  The 
issue  of  larger  copper  coins  was  under  consideration  when  the  couj} 
d'etat  closed  the  Second  Eepublic,  and  ushered  in  the  Second  Empire, 
of  whose  "  entrance  "  and  "  exit  "  liistory  has  painful  recollection. 

It  is  said  that  actually  before  the  empire  was  proclaimed,  quan- 
tities of  coins  were  struck  in  England  bearing  the  Paris  m.m.  of 
exactly  the  types  which  we  are  now  going  to  inspect  ;  and  they  weie 
thus  intended  immediately  to  familiarise  the  people  with  tlie  fact 
that  they  had  again  an  emperor  and  a  Napoleon.  Those  to  which  I 
refer  bear  the  date  1852,  and  are  not  very  commonly  met  with  ;  but 
it  is  not  difficult  to  make  up  sets  of  the  four  coins  (1,  2,  5  and 
10  centimes)  issued  from  1853  onwards,  to  represent  each  of  the 
seven  mints  still  remaining  in  operation.*  Many  of  the  5  and  10 
centimes  of  this  type,  and  of  the  two  following,  were  in  circulation  in 
this  country,  especially  in  the  south  of  England,  and  were  generally 
accepted  as  halfpennies  and  pennies,  with  which  they  correspond  in 
size,  until  their  recent  withdrawal. 

Ten  Centimes. 


Five  Centimes. 


•  Ante,  p.  172. 


N.iPOLEO.v  III  EMPEREUi:     i  .  ii  -  I  the  emperor  looking  to  dexter,  and  thereunder 

the  engraver's  name  ba.i:i;e-    The  legend,  date,  and  nuut-master'a  badges  are 

separated  from  the  held  by  a  stnng  of  dots. 
Empire  fraxq-ais,  and  the  value  in  words.    In  tlie  field  the  imperial  eagle  grasping 

a  thunderbolt,  underneath  the  mint-mark,  all  surrounded  by  a  strmg  of  dots, 

separating  fi-om  the  legend. 

After  the  war  of  Italian  independence  1859-60,  when  Louis 
Napoleon  took  the  field  against  Austria,  and  the  allied  troops  of 
Italy  and  France  were  victorious,  a  change  was  made  in  tlie  French 
coinage  to  commemorate  the  victory ;  and  one  result  of  the  battle  of 
Magenta  was  to  crown  the  emperor's  head  with  the  laurel-wreath. 

Ten  Centimes. 


Obverse  and  reverse  as  last  coins,  excepting  that  the  emperor's  head  is  encircled  with 
a  laurel-wreath. 

The  above  coins  were  issued  from  three  mints  only  (A,  BB,  and  K), 
until  in  the  carnage  of  Sedan  laurel-wreath  and  throne  w-ere  "  in  one 
red  burial  blent." 

France  then  turned  for  the  third  time  to  a  republican  form  of 
government :  and  the  change  was  soon  manifested  in  the  coinage. 
The  same  four  sizes  of  bi'onze  coins  were  emitted  from  the  mint ;  but 
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a  head  appears  now  on  the  obverse  of  the  coin's  which  is  new  to 
French  bronze  money,  though  it  was  used  on  the  silver  coinage  of 
the  Second  KepubUc. 


Ten  Cjntimes. 


Five  Centimes. 


Eepublkjue  fraxc  aise  and  date ;  within  a  circle  of  dots  a  head  of  Ceres  crowned  with 
wheat,  &e.,  looking-  to  the  dexter,  and  thereunder  the  engraver's  name,  oudixe. 

LiBEiiTE  EGALITE  I'liATERNms,  With  the  Value  and  mint-mark  in  the  field  sur- 
rounded by  a  wreath  of  laurel. 


Two  Centimes. 


One  Centime. 


1 


Obverse  exactly  as  alwve. 

Reverse  similar,  but  a  string  of  dots  substituted  for  tlie  laurel-wreath  for  tlie  sake  of 
clearness. 

Whether  ever  again  the  lilies  or  the  eagle  shall  be  seen  on  the  coins 
of  La  Belle  France  we  cannot  tell ;  but  we  may  all  join  in  the  hope 
that  wise  government,  and  true  progress,  and  prosperity  may  long 
bless  our  neighbours,  and  that  the  unique  history  of  a  century^  of  so 
much  suffering  and  violent  change  may  never  be  repeated  in  the 
experience  of  any  people. 

(the  end.) 


ON  THROWING  A  CRICKET  BALL. 


OEICKETING  readers  are  very  well  ac- 
quainted with  the  appearance  and  feel 
of  the  dark-red  ball  which  they  so  dexterously 
toy  with  in  the  field  when  waiting  for  a  new 
batsman.  They  know  that,  with  the  excep- 
tion of  a  slight  roughness  of  surface  caused 
by  an  equatorial  seam,  it  may  be  reckoned  to 
be  as  nearly  as  can  be  made  a  perfect  sphere, 
and  its  impact  on  various  parts  of  their 
bodies  has  practically  convinced  tliem  that  it 
may  be  considered  hard.  The  rules  of  the 
great  English  game  teach  them  that  the 
weight  of  the  ball  must  be  between  five  and 
a  half  and  five  and  three-quarter  ounces,  and 
that  its  circumference  must  measure  between 
nine  inches  and  nine  and  a  quarter  inches  ; 
or,  to  be  more  precise,  the  above  weights  and 
dimensions  are  the  minima  and  maxima 
allowed. 

Presently  one  of  the  fielders  jerks  the  ball 
sharply  to  a  comrade  not  on  the  watch ;  it 
escapes  him  and  rolls  merrily  to  the  Pavilion. 
A  light-haired  giant  steps  out,  picks  it  up, 
and  throws  it  clean  to  the  wickets,  over  a 
hundred  yards  away.  The  crowd  recognise 
him  and  applaud.  It  is  Bonner,  the  Australian. 

It  may  be  doubted  whether  many  of  the 
cricketers  who  frequently  perform  this  feat 
are  aware  of  the  perfection  with  which  they 
make  use  of  the  immutable  laws  of  nature. 
It  is  permissible  to  suppose  that  for  the  most 
part  they  resemble  the  man  in  the  French 
play,  who  found  he  had  been  talking  prose  all 
his  life  without  knowing  it.  _ 

But  it  will  serve  to  pass  the  time  while  the 
teams  are  at  luncheon  if  we  think  out  the 
rationale  of  throwing  a  cricket  ball  for  our- 
selves. 

First  of  all,  it  is  necessary  to  impart  velo- 
city to  the  sphere.  A  body  in  motion  will 
continue  to  move  at  the  same  speed  and  in 
the  sa-ne  direction  unless  acted  on  by  some 
external  force.  Therefore  the  ball  will  leave 
the  fingers  at  the  same  velocity  with  which 
the  fingers  holding  it  are  moving  at  the  last 
moment  before  quitting  it.  To  make  this 
velocity  as  high  as  possible,  the  thrower  runs 
at  the  speed  of,  say,  20  feet  per  second.  If 
he  were  simply  to  hold  the  ball  loosely  against 
his  chest,  and  to  run  against  a  barrier  which 
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pulled  him  up  short,  the  ball  would  continue 
to  move  forward  over  the  barrier,  leaving  the 
chest  at  20  feet  per  second.  This  wculd  not 
send  it  far,  so  the  thrower  stretches  the  hand, 
holding  the  ball  well  behind  him,  and  brings 
it  forward  while  running,  with  a  quick  motion. 
If  he  contents  himself  with  this  he  will 
"  bowl"  and  not  "throw."  In  this  case  the 
arm  resembles  a  sling,  and  however  circular 
the  course  taken  by  the  hand,  the  ball  on 
escaping  will  retain  the  motion  impressed 
upon  it  at  the  last  moment.  The  arm  may 
easily  be  made  to  move  forward  so  that  the 
hand  travels  about  60  feet  per  second  faster 
than  the  body  ;  adding  the  run  and  the  swing 
of  the  arm  together,  the  hand  then  moves 
over  the  surface  of  the  earth  at  about  80  feet 
per  second,  and  if  the  ball  be  allowed  to 
escape  from  the  hand  it  will  begin  its  solitary 
flight  with  that  velocity.  When  Turner,  the 
great  Australian  bowler,  recently  visited  the 
Eoyal  Arsenal  at  Woolwich,  one  of  the  offi- 
cials requested  him  to  bowl  through  the 
electric  screens  used  for  measuring  the  velo- 
city of  projectiles,  and  it  was  found  that,  at 
a  point  representing  halfway  between  the 
wickets,  the  velocity  of  Turner's  fastest  ball 
was  81  feet  per  second,  or  about  55  miles  an 
hour. 

Still,  this  velocity  would  not  be  sufficient 
for  a  very  long  throw,  and  it  is  to  the  sharp 
motion  of  the  wrist,  and  probably  also  of  the 
fingers,  that  the  extra  velocity  realised  by  a 
good  thrower  is  due.  To  make  a  cricket  ball 
travel  through  calm  air,  when  projected  at 
the  most  favourable  angle  of  elevation,  so 
that  it  shall  fall  a  hundred  yards  from  the 
hand,  requires  a  starting  velocity  of  about 
112  feet  per  second,  or  about  75  miles  an 
hour.  It  may  be  taken,  therefore,  that  a 
good  thrower  causes  the  fingers  to  move 
about  30  feet  per  second  faster  than  the 
bowler  moves  the  hand  without  using  wrist 
or  finger  action. 

Having  now  got  the  required  velocity,  the 
thrower  has  to  project  the  ball  at  the  most 
favourable  angle  of  elevation.  How  is  this  to 
bo  arrived  at  ?  It  is  all  very  well  to  reply 
"By  long  practice" — but  luncheon  is  not 
over  yet,  and  we  have  time  to  think  over  the 


reasoning  which  will  lead  us  to  the  same 
result.    Everybody  knows  that  the  attraction 
of  the  earth,  briefly  known  as  g.  causes  bodies 
to  fall  at  an  increasing  rate,  so  that  after 
dropping  for  one  second  they  have  acquired 
a  velocity  of  about  32  feet  per  second,  after 
falling  during  two  seconds  they  are  moving 
at  G4  feet  per  second,  after  falling  during 
three  seconds  at  96  feet  per  second,  and  so 
on.    Supposing  that  Bonner  held  the  cricket 
ball  in  the  air  eight  feet  from  the  ground, 
and  let  it  drop,  it  would  fall  for  very  nearly 
seven-tenths  of  a  second  before  it  touched 
the  ground.    Supposing  he  held  it  four  feet 
from  the  ground,  it  would  take  just  a  quarter 
of  a  second  to  fall.    If  he  took  it  ii>to  his 
head  to  roll  the  ball  along  the  Pavilion  table, 
four  feet  high,  it  would  still  take  a  quarter 
of  a  second  to  reach  the  floor  after  falling  off 
the  edge  of  the  table.    If  Turner  picked  it 
up  and  bowled  it  back  along  the  table,  giving 
it  a  velocity  of  80  feet  per  second,  the  ball 
would  still  reach  the  ground  in  a  quarter  of 
a  second  after  passing  the  edge  of  the  table, 
but  instead  of  falling  straight  down  it  would 
touch  the  floor  at  a  spot  (nearly)  20  feet 
from  the  edge  of  the  table,  so  that  its  motion, 
after  losing  the  support  of  the  table,  would 
be  compounded  of  two  motions,  a  forward 
one  impart  id  liy  Turner,  and  a  downward 
one  impartt  cl  by  gravity.    Please  to  observe 
the  word  "  nearly  "  in  a  parenthesis  just 
above,  and  remark  that  though  the  ball  left 
Turner's  hand  with  a  velocity  of  80  feet  per 
second,  a  little  of  that  speed  will  be  lost 
owing  to  the  friction  of  the  table  and  the  re- 
sistance of  the  air.     This  latter,  the  atmo- 
spheric resistance,  offers  great  difficulty  to 
mathemiiticians.  and  though  it  must  be  taken 
into  account  'i\  hen  the  complete  calculations 
are  made  out,  it  will  be  convenient  to  consi- 
der first  of  all  what  would  happen  to  the 
cricket  ball  if  projected  at  various  angles 
merely  under  the  influence  of  Bonner  and 
gravity — it  is  to  be  hoped  that  the  famous 
Australian  will  not  object  to  the  association 
■ — that  is  to  say,  in  vacuo. 

It  will  be  at  once  perceived,  after  the  table 
experiment,  that  if  Bonner  throws  the  ball 
in  vacuo  in  a  direction  level  with  the  earth, 
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keeping  his  hand  eight  feet  high,  which  is 
about  as  mucii  as  cen  he  can  do,  and  im- 
parting a  velocity  of  112  feet  per  second  to 
the  ball,  that  it  will  travel  forward,  gradually 
falling,  for  a  period  of  seven-tenths  of  a 
second,  striking  the  ground  just  over  seventy- 
eight  feet  away,  or  ouiy  twenty-six  yards. 
It  is  necessary,  therefore,  in  order  to  throw 
a  long  distance,  to  project  the  ball  in  a  direc- 
tion above  that  parallel  to  the  ground.  But 
how  much  above  ?    It  must  be  considered 
that  the  higher  the  direction  given  to  the 
ball,  the  less  is  its  velocity  in  the  line  of  the 
object  aimed  at.    When  it  was  thrown  level 
with  the  ground  its  velocity  was  all  utilised 
in  the  direction  of  the  object,  but  gravity 
pulled   it   down   too   soon.     Throwing  it 
upwards  keeps  it  longer  from  striking  the 
ground,  but  if  the  d.rection  is  continually 
raised  till  the  ball  is  thrown  straight  up  over- 
head, it  will  come  down  again  in  the  same 
place,  and  the  throw  will  measure  nothing 
along  the  gi'ound  toward  the  object.    In  this 
case,  still  neglecting  the  air,  the  ball,  start- 
ing vertically  upwaixls,  will  rise  against  the 
increasing  retardation  of  gravity  for  three 
and  a  half  seconds,  and  then  fall  again  for 
three  and  a  half  seconds.    Its  height  at  suc- 
cessive seconds  will  be  as  follows  :  1st  (112 
-16  =  )  96  feet;  2nd  (224-64  =  )  160  feet ; 
:ird  (336  - 144  =  )  192  feet  ;  at  three  and  a 
half  seconds  it  attains  its  highest  point,  viz. : 
(392-196  =  )  196  feet;  4th  (448-256  =  )  192 
feet;  5th  (560-400  =  )  160  feet;  6th  (672 
-576  =  )  96  feet;  7th  (784-784  =  )  0;  so 
that  in  seven  seconds  it  returns  to  the  hand 
of  the  thrower  ;  the  first  number  in  the  brac- 
kets shows  the  height  the  ball  would  reach  if 
gravity  did  not  act  on  it,  and  the  second 
number  shows  the  retardation  due  to  gravity, 
the  diilerence  being,  of  course,  the  actual 
height  of  the  ball.    It  is  noticeable  that  the 
ball  falls  through  each  point  on  its  return 
journey,  after  an  interval  of  time  from  reach- 
ing its  maximum  height  equal  to  that  occupied 
between  the  same  point  and  its  maximum 
height  on  its  ascent ;  thus,  as  it  loses  velocity 
gi'adually  when  rising,  so  it  ae(piires  it  again 
at  exactly  the  same  rate  v.hen  tailing,  and 
reaches  the  thrower's  liaiid  al  the  same  speed 
as  it  left  it  at,  and  occupies  the  same  time  in 
rising  as  in  falling. 

Bat  it  must  be  remembered  that  this  cal- 
culation is  based  on  the  supposition  that 
there  is  no  atmospheric  resistance.  What 
will  be  the  effect  of  the  air  ?  Roughly,  the 
effect  of  the  air  will  be  that  the  velocity  of 
the  ball  will  be  reduced  more  qaickly  when 
it  is  ascending,  so  that  it  will  not  rise  so 
high  ;  and  on  descending  the  velocity  will 
not  be  acquired  so  quickly  ;  so  that  it  will 
not  reach  the  hand  of  the  thrower  at  quite  so 
high  a  speed  as  it  left  at.  It  will,  therefore, 
take  a  little  longer  to  come  down  than  it  took 
to  go  up. 

Now  take  a  fishing  rod  and  line  with  a 
float  on  it.  Hold  the  straight  rod  at  any 
angle  you  like,  and  consider  it  represents  the 
path  that  would  be  taken  by  the  ball  when 
thrown,  supposing  gravity  not  to  act.  Sup- 
pose the  relation  between  the  length  of  the 
rod  and  the  v  elocity  of  the  ball  to  be  such 
that  the  ball  would  travel  the  length  from 
butt  to  point  in  one  second  ;  move  the  float  to 
a  position  on  the  line  distant  16  feet  from  the 
point  of  the  rod.  Then  at  whatever  angle  the 
rod  is  held  the  float  represents  the  position 
of  the  ball  one  second  after  leaving  the  hand. 

lleturning  to  Bonner's  throw,  if  the  rod  be 
14  feet  long,  and  the  velocity  of  the  ball  be 
112  feet  per  second,  it  will  travel  to  the  point  in 
an  eighth  part  of  a  second,  during  which  time 
gravity  will  have  pulled  it  down  a  quarter  of  a 
loot,  so  that  the  Hi. at  should  be  placed  3  inches 
from  the  point  of  the  rod.  As  was  seen  when 
the  ball  was  thrown  straight  up,  gravity  soon 
gains  the  upper  hand  and  brings  the  ball 


down  again  to  the  surface  of  the  earth, 
especially  as  it  is  assisted  by  the  retardation 
due  to  atmospheric  resistance.  But  it  is  not 
difficult  by  the  exercise  of  a  little  imagination 
to  suppose  the  velocity  so  enormously  in- 
creased that  the  ball  would  pass  out  of  the 
envelope  of  air  surrounding  us  and  become 
subject  only  to  gravity,  just  as  in  the  suppo- 
sition we  have  been  compelled  to  make.  If 
our  imagination  has  placed  the  velocity  high 
enough  the  ball  would  then  become  a  small 
satellite  to  our  earth,  and  imitate  the  moon 
in  its  course  roitnd  us ;  for  the  moon  is  but  a 
big  ball  which  has  a  velocity  of  about  3,500 
feet  iiev  second,*  and  which  is  always  trying 
to  move  in  a  straight  line  along  the  fishing 
rod,  but  is  perpetually  pulled  tovv'ards  the 
earth  by  gravity,  so  that  it  describes  (approxi- 
mately) a  circle  round  it.  Supposing  now 
that  a  tremendous  meteoric  stone  met  the 
moon  and  checked  her  velocity,  it  is  easy  to 
see  that  she  would  take  longer  to  travel  the 
length  of  the  fishing  rod,  and  gravity  would 
pull  her  down  farther  in  proportion ;  she 
would  therefore  reduce  the  size  of  the  circle 
in  which  she  travels  till  equilibrium  was 
again  restored ;  that  is,  till  the  circle  was 
small  enough  for  her  to  complete  it  in  a  little 
less  time  than  before.  It  would  not  do  for 
her  to  complete  it  in  exactlj'  the  same  time  as 
before,  because,  being  nearer  the  earth,  gravity 
would  act  upon  her  with  increased  power. 

Supposing  the  meteorite  to  catch  her  up 
and  strike  her  behind,  as  in  the  case  of  a 
leg-ball  hit  very  fine  past  the  wicket-keeper 
standing  back,  her  velocity  would  be  in- 
creased, and  her  circle  enlarged. 

But  still  we  have  not  determined  at  what 
angle  of  elevation  we  are  to  project  our 
cricket  ball  so  as  to  make  it  drop  as  far  off 
as  possible.  Bonner  does  not  take  quite  so 
long  to  think  about  it  when  he  shies  the  ball 
up  to  the  wicket.  Well,  the  calculation  is 
rather  a  difficult  one  ;  but  its  result  may  be 
easily  understood.  Hold  the  rod  so  that  the 
butt  rests  on  the  ground,  and  the  float  hang- 
ing on  the  line  from  the  point  of  the  rod 
just  reaches  the  ground.  iMeasure  the  num- 
ber of  feet  between  the  float  and  the  point, 
and  also  between  the  float  and  the  butt,  and 
multiply  these  two  numbers  together  ;  when 
the  rod  is  at  such  an  angle  that  the  product  of 
these  two  numbers  is  the  greatest,  then  that 
angle  is  the  one  at  which  the  ball  should  be 
thrown  to  attain  the  greatest  range.  If  the 
rod  is  a  14-foot  one,  then  move  the  float 
to  a  position  on  the  line  about  1  inch  short 
of  10  feet  from  the  point,  and  hold  the  rod 
(which  must  be  straight)  so  that  butt  and 
float  just  touch  the  ground.  It  will  be  found 
that  the  distance  from  the  butt  to  the  float 
is  also  about  an  inch  short  of  10  feet.  The 
rod  therefore  is  halfway  between  being  hori- 
zontal and  being  vertical — between  lying  down 
and  standing  up.  Trial  will  show  that  the 
maximum  product  of  the  two  measured 
lengths  is  thus  obtained.f 

But  this  only  gives  the  angle  of  elevation 
when  we  leave  the  resistance  of  the  air  out 
of  the  question.  This  is  an  extremely  diffi- 
cult part  of  the  problem,  for  though  a  great 
number  of  costly  experiments  have  been  car- 
ried out  in  England  and  in  other  countries 
for  the  purpose  of  determining  atmospheric 
retardation,  no  definite  laws  have  yet  been 
discovered,  and  it  is  only  by  laborious  cal- 
culations, taking  small  parts  of  the  arc  of 
flight  at  a  time,  that  the  ranges  of  projectiles 
can  be  predicted.  A  fresh  impetus  was  lately 

*  Neglecting  the  annual  revolntion  rounr]  tlie  sun. 
t  The  equation  to  the  curve  is  y  =  .;•  tan  e  — 

— ''-  ,  where  e  =  angle  of  ele.vation  and  t)  =  veloeitv. 

2ir  COS  -(' 

sine  2^* 

The  ran2-e  .r  is  therefore   ,  or,  to  suit  the  iUus- 

tration  in  the  text,  —  sine  e  cos  e. 
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given  to  the  inquiry  when  the  Government 
fired  one  of  the  most  powerful  of  the  Wool- 
wich guns  at  Shoeburyncss  at  high  angles, 
and  obtained  a  range  of  no  less  than  12* 
miles,  but  at  present,  it  is  only  possible  to 
give  an  approximate  result.  A  ball  projected 
ill  vacuo  at  112  feet  per  second  at  45°  eleva- 
tion would  range  392  feet.  To  obtain  the 
maximum  length  of  throw  in  the  air,  it  should 
leave  the  hand  at  an  elevation  of  about  35°, 
and  with  the  same  velocity  of  112  feet  per 
second  at  starting  would  range  about  100 
yards. 

So  much  for  the  elevation  which  Bonner 
has  practically  discovered  long  before  we 
have;  now,  what  about  the  direction?  The 
day  is  calm,  and  right  in  front  of  us  is  the 
wicket  we  wish  to  hit.  How  are  we  to  aim  ? 
Probably  we  shall  do  no  injustice  to  the  tall 
Australian  if  we  conjecture  that  he  would 
reply,  "Why,  aim  straight  at  it,  of  course!  " 
And  no  doulit  for  the  amount  of  accuracy  re- 
quired by  cricketers  he  would  be  quite  right ; 
but  when  we  are  thinking  a  matter  out,  it  is 
well  to  think  it  out  thoroughly  ;  and  a  little 
reflection  will  show  that  it  would  not  be 
right  for  us  to  aim  exactly  at  the  stumjjs. 
Suppose  we  are  standing  due  south  from  the 
wicket,  and  therefore  that  the  ball  has  to  fall 
on  a  sjiot  due  north  from  us. 

The  earth  rotates  on  its  axis  once  in 
twenty-four  hours,  and,  being  approximately 
21,000  miles  in  circumference,  it  is  evident 
that  a  person  standing  on  the  Equator  is 
carried  round  at  the  rate  of  1,000  miles  an 
hour,  while  a  person  standing  about  eight 
miles  from  the  Pole  is  carried  round  at  the 
rate  of  only  one  mile  an  hour,  and  a  person 
at  the  Pole  merely  revolves  on  the  same 
spot.  The  ball  in  the  hand  of  the  thrower 
of  course  partakes  of  the  motion  given  to 
the  thrower  by  the  earth.  Hence,  when  the 
thrower  in  this  hemisphere  throws  due 
north,  the  spot  he  throws  from  is  travelling 
i.i'  Ic  1  from  west  to  east  than  the  spot  he 
t  bl  ows  to,  and  he  will  throw  therefore  a 
little  too  much  to  the  right.  For  similar 
reasons  he  will  also  throw  too  much  to  the 
right  when  he  throws  due  south. 

In  the  southern  hemisphere,  however,  this 
is  reversed  ;  and  when  Bonner  learnt  his 
I  , 'I  Let  in  Australia  he  threw  a  little  too 
iniK  li  to  the  left  when  throwing  at  all  to  the 
north  or  at  all  to  the  south.  Bonner  would 
probably  say  that  he  never  perceived  it,  and 
that  he  generally  found  he  threw  pretty- 
straight  ;  and  he  would  add  that  at  any  rate 
there  is  none  of  this  bother  about  throwing 
due  east  ami  \u  si . 

Well,  it  may  be  admitted  that  he  is  right 
enough  as  regards  his  throwing  pretty 
straight ;  but  he  is  wrong  about  east  and 
west,  except  when  he  is  crossing  the  line  ('I'l 
the  voyage.  It  has  been  shown  how  gi  a  \  ity 
pulls  the  ball  down,  and  it  always  pulls  it 
tciwards  the  centre  of  the  earth;  that  is  to 
s:i,y,  the  path  described  by  the  ball  lies  in  a 
plane  passing  through  the  centre  of  the 
earth.  The  circle  made  by  this  plane  in 
cutting  the  surface  of  the  earth  is  called  a 
"great  circle."  Now  look  at  the  cricket 
ball.  The  equatorial  seam  between  the  rows 
of  stitches  is  plainly  to  be  seen,  and  if  we. 
were  to  draw  lines  round  the  bpll  parallel  to 
the  equatorial  seam  we  should  be  drawing  them 
east  and  west,  and  the  planes  passing  through 
them  would  not  pass  througli  the  centre  of 
the  ball,  but  would  cutoff  round  slices,  which 
would  be  smaller  and  smaller  in  diameter 
as  they  approach  the  pole.  Thus,  a  person 
throwing  from  east  to  west  in  this  hemi- 
sphere throws  a  little  too  much  to  the  left, 
and  if  throwing  from  west  to  east  a  little  too 
much  to  the  right ;  the  conditions  being  ex- 
actly reversed  in  the  southern  hemisphere. 
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TEN-Arions.— In  the  "Lawn  Tennis  Annual,"  puWislierl 
lit  the  "  Field  "  Office,  corner  of  Wellington  Street 
Strand,  you  will  find  a  list  ot  clubs.  Write  to  the 
Secretaries  for  particulars  of  the  method  of  election. 

OXE  OF  Ten.— Tlie  "on  demand"  in  the  inscription 
stamps  your  treasui-e  at  once  as  a  "token."  It  is  not 
a  "  coin  "  at  all. 

Cregon.— For  particulars  as  to  the  Natal  Mounted 
Police  apply  to  the  Agent-General  for  South  Africa, 
Victoria  Street,  s.w. 

C  CoorER.— The  third  volume  has  been  out  of  print 
for  j'ears. 

PonRiDOE.— An  "  Old  Scotch  Mother  "  very  kimlly 
writes  to  us  from  Glasgow  to  say  tliat  "porri.lge 
ouglit,  in  her  opinion,  to  lic  Imilfcl' twenty  minutes, 
no  more  or  les.?.  Put  on  twii  lNr:ikl:ist  cups  of  \\-ater  • 
when  almost  boiling  stir  in  u  ^j.iod  handfiU  of  meah 
letting  it  trickle  tlinniL^li  thr  fingers  slowly  ;  add  a 
saltspoon  of  salt  ;  Imii  rwi-ntv  minutes  very  slowly  • 
dish  and  sup  with  .-wect  or  butter  milk." 

REfF.XT  Reader.— We  have  had  a  lengthy  series  of 
articles  on  swimming,  and  another  series  on  stuffing 
birds.  Botli  are  at  present  out  of  print;  but  will 
appear  in  "  Outdoor  Games." 

Bragoon-  Gu.ard.— Wait  till  you  are  three  years  older 
and  then  apply  at  the  nearest  post  office" for  a  free 
copy  of  the  Government  pamphlet  giving  directions 
as  to  joining  the  army.  Lancers  are  armed  with 
swords  as  well  as  lances. 

Wood  Turner.— There  is  a  Turners  Company  in  the 
City  of  London.  A  letter  addressed  "The  Clerk, 
Turners  Company,  London,  E.c,"  would  procure  yoii 
a  reply  as  to  prizes  offered,  etc. 

Stamps  (L.  J.  G.  Anderson).— About  40,000.  No  col- 
lection of  less  than  1,000  stamps  can  be  considered  a 
particularly  good  one. 

Fiery  Cro.s.s.— The  derivation  of  marmalade  from  the 
Mary  Queen  of  Scots  incident  is  practically  the  one 
we  gave.  It  is  the  oldest  nnd  newest  cf  tlie  ileriva- 
tions.  Tlie  quince  tlir.n  v  brluu-s  t.)  tl,c  miildle 
period,  and  did  not  hold  it-  -roiiud,  tliiniLiIi  it  should 
be  remembered  tliat  the  I'rcncli  form  is  niarmelade 
wluch  certainly  looks  like  a  form  of  marmelou. 

A.  Trixoeaxt.— Tour  verses  do  not  please.  The  feet 
limp  and  the  rhyme  collapses.  To  make  "ocean" 
rhyme  to  "  stern  "  you  ^^  nuld  have  to  spell  it "  o-sliern," 
and  that  is  not  permissible  at  present,  though  it  may 
be  in  the  "  fonetik  pliuture." 


B.  G.  R.— Your  best  way  is  to  get  a  shilling  guide  to 
the  university  you  wish  to  go  to,  and  pick  out  tlie 
information  for  yourself.  Good  guides  to  both  Oxford 
and  Cambridge  are  sold  by  Macmillan  and  Co  Bed- 
ford Street,  Strand. 

H.  Sproule.— Address  your  letter  to  "  The  Command- 
ing Officer,"  giving  the  name  of  tlie  ship.  At  the 
same  time  it  is  as  well  to  remark  that  there  are  no 
training-ships  for  officers  of  the  Royal  Navv  in  the 
Mersey. 

GYMXAsru^^  CH.  J.  Ford).— There  is  a  chapter  on  build- 
ing and  fittin,;;  .1  ijyinii:i>inni  in  "Indoor  Games  "  It 
originally  aiiiirarv, I  an  article  in  these  pages  iu  a 
number  long  .Murr  out  ot  print. 

HfJSSARS  (W.  Mead  and  Others).— Tlie  plume  of  the 
13th  Hussars  is  white:  that  of  the  I'.itli  is  wliite  • 
that  of  the  2Uth  is  crimson  ;  tliat  of  the  ilst  wliitc.  ' 

ELECTRON'.— We  have  as  many  articles  on  electricity  as 
we  shall  requi-re  for  some  years. 

A.  E.  H.— Send  your  li  tter  addressed  "  The  Secretarv 
Loudon  Mo.icl  Yacht  Club,  Kensington  Gardens,  w'." 

G.  H.  M^ILSOX.— We  liave  had  articles  on  "Fisliing- 
Tackle,  and  How  to  .Make  it,"  l>ut  thev  are  now  out 
of  print.  Tlicy  will  probably  be  reprinted  in  "Out- 
door Sports." 

Crystal.— You  can  get  zoetrope  pictures  of  Perry 
and  Co.,  Holborn  Viaduct,  E.c,  and  of  most  toy- 
sellers. 

C.  M.  SwixxERTOX.— Catalogues  of  birds'  eggs  are  sold 
at  all  "  natural  history  sliops,"  such  as  that  kept  by 
Cooke  and  Son,  in  Museum  Street,  O.Kford  Street. 

Fossil  Hunter.— The  sketch  is  that  of  a  poor  .speci- 
men of  Prodiictus.  ,,f  the  characteristic  fossils  of 
the  Carljonifcrous  Limestone. 

ARTiitnt  S.— Bore  a  hole  in  a  flower-pot  just  below  the 
rim,  making  it  aliout  a  quarter  of  an  inch  in  diameter. 
Tlien  put  a  cork  in  the  bottom  hole  of  tlie  flo\ver- 
pot,  and  fill  tlie  pot  with  water.  Place  a  s-aucer  over 
tlie  top.  and  turn  the  arraiigeiueiit  upsiile  down,  so 
that  tlie  pot  full  of  water  stand,  in  the  saucer.  The 
saucer  will  remain  full  of  clear  water  so  long  as  the 
pot  contains  a  supply. 

TiMBROLOGLsT.— There  are  several  publications  devoted 
to  stamp-collect iiiL'.  One  of  tlicm  is  "The  Stamp 
Adverti.ser,"  pnlilr-h.d  monthlv,  iiricr  f.,/..  obtainable 
ofC.  J.  Phillips.  L's,  Spnii-  Hoad,  lOd-baston,  Birm- 
ingham. Aiiotlier  is  ■■  The  Stamp  News,"  price  'iJ. 
montldy,  obtainable  of  Buhl  and  Co.,  II,  Queeu  Vic- 
toria Street,  E.c, 

MoTHER'.s  .Joy.— Get  a  book.  Mr.  Gill,  of  170,  Strand, 
pubhshes  a  si.\-peniiy  book  on  "  Macramr  Lace,"  ami 
a  sliiUing  one  on  "  Printing  for  Amateuns."  He  seuds 
all  books  carriage  paid  on  receipt  of  published  price, 


so  you  have  no  trouble  about  postage.  It  would 
be  well  to  ask  for  a  list  of  his  books  at  the  same 
time. 

Gold-Fish,  etc.  (A.  Conder).— Thanks  for  your  note 
as  to  pressing  flowers  between  cotton-«  ool  instead  of 
botanical  jiaper.  Your  gold-fish  item  we  quote  :— 
"Tlie  remedy  \  ou  gave  was  to  let  a  tap  drop  on  the 
fish.  I  hnw  lound  it  a  very  good  cure  to  let  the  tap 
run,  at  the  .same  time  sprinkling  fine  sand  on  the  fish, 
so  that  as  tlie  sand  is  washed  off  it  takesthe  particles 
of  slime  with  it." 

H.  R.— Your  information  is  twentv  vears  behind  tlie 
age.  If  you  will  read  Isaac  Taylor's  "Origin  of  the 
Aryans"  yon  will  find  that  your  Aryan  migration 
tlicor\"  i,s  not  now  L'rnrrall>"  accepted. 

F.  X.  li.— Tlic  .iTtirl,.-  ,in  .Tiiggiiiig  are  out  of  print  in 
luirt  and  volume  form,  but  \  ou  will  find  them  now  iu 
"  Indoor  Games."    There  was  no  more  etching. 

James  Caru  and  Othep.s.^ The  La.st  of  the  Paladins  " 
was  traiisl.itcd  aii.l  fri  cly  adajited  \,y  a  member  of 
our  staff  Ir.aii  thr  li.-n.-l,  of  JUmsienr  Deslvs,  by 
special  ariaiigdii.  iit.  Jc  is  not  imbhshcd  in'book- 
form.  W  e  know  of  no  otlier  books  by  M.  Des!y.s, 
but  Messrs.  Hacliette  might  inform  you  ou  the  sub- 
lect. 

Ruder.— The  stamp  should  be  cla-ssed  as  a  Gibraltar 
one.  We  are  much  obliged  for  the  information  re- 
garding the  ••  Wriklv  Exatniiier"  publishing  our 
Verne  story,  rnforraiintrly  \\rarr  hrl  pi. -,s  in  matters 
of  copM-ight  ill  Aiii.  r;.M.  'phr  A  niri  i.-ans  can  claim 
copyright  ill  this  .■.•iiiirr\  and  111  rralire,  but  we 
have  iiM  elaiio  in  1 1,,  ir-,  IW.  u  the  "New  York 
■\\  iirld  '  piilih-lii  d  till-  u  In  i.;  ^■, ■rill.  .sr..rv  in  one  num- 
ber as  a  sp,  .  iiil  siippleiiicnt.  and  neither  Jules  Verne 
nor  his  i:iii..;i-h  representatives  received  a  farthing  for 
authiirslii|i. 

A.  .1.  r.  A  1J..1.1I  trip  is  from  Arumlcl  to  Alton,  then  to 
ira-l..|i:..r..,  ami  on  ihniajl,  1  , .  1. lalliii  1 1  -  r,i  (..iiiMfunl, 
liorkiiiL'.  Tiiiiliri.lL...  W  i  ll-,  an.  1  (  aim  vl mrv.  -in  ord- 
nanre  map  is  the  best  guide:  the  i;-iii..li' one- being 
the  best  if  you  can  aft'ord  it ;  if  not,  take  Ihe  incli. 

W.  R.  Gould.— For  tonnage  a. Id  the  yacht's  hiam  in 
inclies  to  her  L  iiLTh  .m  i  p,.  water  liii.'  iu  inclies,  mul- 
tiply the  aiii.  r.ii  \'\  ir-.  ir,  nmltiplv  that  result  by  the 
beam,  and  divi.lr  l.y  17;>(i  to  find  the  measurement  in 
ton.s.  For  rating  hnd  the  area  of  your  sails  by  ordi- 
nary mensuration,  multiply  the  amount  in  inches  bv 
the  waterdine  in  inches,  and  divide  bv  7000.  This 
rule  gives  yon  the  number  of  -  sail  tons."  See  "Chess 
for  Begiuuers  "  in  our  "  lii.loor  Games." 

F.  Brown. — The  matter  was  strictly  a  personal  one, 
and  of  iiiterr-t  only  to  yourself;  and  we  do  not 
answer  such  i|uestions,  owing  to  the  interval  that 
must  necesiiuily  elapse  before  these  answers  appear 
iu  print. 
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/Captain  Mutchmoee  seemed  at  first 
'  J  astomided  by  my  unexpected  re-ap- 
pearance ;  but  quickly  recovering  himself, 
he  rang  liis  bell  violently,  and  ordered 
Gronsalvo  to  bring  some  o'  that  gude 
claret  that  came  from  the  wreck,  and 
bade  me  sit  down  and  relate  my  adven- 
tures. When  I  recounted  my  sufferings 
in  captivity,  he  exclauned,  "  Ay,  puir 
fellow ;  I  know  weel  tha  wadna  be  ower 
ceevil  to  any  English  body,  when  they 
treat  their  am  flesh  and  bluid  like  puir 
savages.  I'm  tliinkiu'  it's  well  ye  were 
ower  canny  to  offer  any  resistaiace,  or  ye 
wadna  be  here  now  I  reckon."  When  I 
told  him  of  my  wonderful  escape,  he 
chuclded  violently  and  rubbed  his  hands 
with  delight.  "  Weel  done,  mon,  weel 
done ;  'deed,  but  that  were  a  giide  thought 
to  put  ye  under  the  protection  o'  the 
kii-k..^ 

"  TlH-  Di'ovil  was  sick, 

'\'br.  Dcevil  a  niijiik  w.nl  be; 
'I'hf!  Peovil  got  wr-ll, 
Thfi  Deovil  u  monk  lie." 

"Weel,''  continued  he;  "  whar's  this 
fanny  auld  Hail  Cohuubia  body  ?  Whar's 
his  bit  bai'kie  lyin'  ?  wa  munn  a  let  him 
lin  short  o'  claret.  Ain  gude  turn  de- 
serves anither ;  and  so  wa'll  send  him  a 
dizen  or  twa  later  on.  But  now,  laddie, 
I  mun  just  acquaint  the  commander-in- 
chief  of  yer  arrival ;  he  were  no  best 
pleased  that  ye  exceeded  yer  instructions, 
and  talked  aboot  courts-martial  and  sic- 
like  things.  Take  my  advice,  laddie, 
and  dmna  begin  to  exciise  yersel ;  put 
yersei  in  the  wrang,  as  ye  \mdoubtedly 
were.  Throw  yersel  lapon  his  mercj',  and 
I  mak  nae  doot  ye'll  come  off  wi'  naethin' 
but  a  reprimand." 

My  arrival  was  duly  reported,  and  in 
the  coiu'se  of  a  day  or  two  I  received  a 
signal  to  repair  on  lioai'd  the  O'Higgins, 
and  was  speedily  in  the,  hero's  presence. 
It  would  be  idle,  nay,  impertinent  to  set 
down  here  the  manner  in  which  I  was 
received  hj  that  prince  among  sailors ; 
suffice  it  to  say  that,  mindful  of  the'  gude 
Scot's  sage  advice,  I  offered  not  a  syllable 
of  excuse  for  my  misdeeds,  took  the  sound 
rating  that  was  given  me,  and  then,  at 
the  admiral's  bidding,  related  my  story, 
which  proved  so  entertaining  to  his  lord- 
ship that  I  was  invited  to  continue  it 
over  the  luncheon-table.  After  the  meal, 
the  admiral  handed  me  an  appointment 
to  serve  in  the  flagship  herself;  so  that 
now  I  bade  adieu  to  the  Esperanza, 
only  too  proud  to  have  the  honour  of 
serving  under  the  immediate  eye  of  so 
distinguished  a  seaman. 

As  it  is  not  my  purpose  to  be  the  his- 
torian of  this  memorable  war,  but  merely 
to  i-elate  my  own  personal  adventures 
tliorein.  I  shall  now  pass  o\  cr  a  period  of 
some  months,  merely  remarking  by  the 
\va\-  (hat  the  unfortunate  accident  to 
the  O'lliggins,  on  .January  9.  1820,  pre- 
\-enteil  my  taking  any  very  active  part  in 
that  brilliant  action  the  capture  of  Val- 
divia. 

To  my  great  disappointment,  we  were 
only  able  to  close  after  all  the  hard 
lighting  was  over.  I  was  present,  how- 
ever, at  the  desperate  engagement  on  the 
island  of  Chiloe,  when  we  were  defeated 
by  an  army  of  devotees  led  on  by  their 
priests,  each  carrying  in  one  hand  a 
lance,  and  in  the  other  a  crucifix.  No- 
thing could  exceed  the  corn-age  and  devo- 
tion of  the  enemy,  and  after  some  very 


seTere  fighting   we  were   compelled  to 
retire. 

Later  in  the  same  year, '  however,  we 
were  more  fortimate.  After  seven  months 
of  comparative  inaction  we  again  put  to 
sea  with  the  intention  of  once  more  at- 
tacking Callao.  A  splendid  frigate,  the 
Esmeralda,  magnificently  armed,  and 
with  a  valuable  treasure  on  board,  was  at 
that  time  lying  in  the  harbour.  Lord 
Codhrane  determined,  if  possible,  to  cap- 
ture this  noble  vessel. 

The  audacity  of  the  enterprise  will  be 
fully  understood  when  I  say  that  the 
fleet  was  covered  by  shore  batteries 
mounting  no  less  than  three  hundred 
pieces  of  cannon,  and  that  the  Esmeralda 
herself  lay  in  the  rear  of  a  strong  boom 
with  chain  moorings,  and  was  farther 
protected  l)y  blockships  and  a  flotilla  of 
twenty-seven  gmiboats. 

The  admiral,  after  much  anxious  con- 
sideration, determined  to  attack  by  night,  \ 
and   November   5  was   chosen  for  the  j 
attempt.   Lord  Cochrane  issued  a  stirring  ' 
address  to  his  men ;    caused   them   to  ' 
muster  by  divisions,  and  asked  for  volun-  \ 
teers.    Every  man  came  forward.    One  I 
hundred  and  sixty  seamen  and  eighty 
marines  were  selected  and  told  off  to 
seventeen  boat-i.  one  of  which  I  had  the 
honour  of  conniiaiiding. 

I  shall  never  forget  the  scene  at  ten 
o'clock  on  that  eventful  night — the  spec-  \ 
tacle  of  some  two  hundred  and  fifty  men 
clad  in  wliite,  embarkiui':  in  strict  silence, 
looking  more  like  an  avmy  oi  ghosts  than 
a  band  ( f  determined  lieroes  bent  on 
glory  or  content  to  die.  Orders  were 
given  in  hushed  tones,  as  well  as  last 
instructions  in  ease  anything  should 
happen,  anil  with  nnitfled  oars  we  stole 
awa\  mi.)  tlie  pitch-dark  night  on  an 
errand  u  liirli,  under  many  a  person  little 
less  qualified  to  lead  men  than  was  Jjord 
Cochrane,  would  have  seemed  sheer 
insanity. 

All  hearts  beat  high  with  hope  !  but 
how  thronged  was  the  silence  with  im- 
petuous voices  from  home  which  would  j 
l)r()(ili;  no  denial  of  their  right  to  be  heard! 
I'or  that  short  half  hour  I  had  my  mother 
so  \i\  idly  l)efore  the  eyes  of  my  mind 
that  1  could  have  almost  spoken  to  her 
Avith  my  lips  and  heard  her  answer  me 
again.  The  sweet,  brief  vision  soon  faded 
into  the  stern  reality  of  war. 

The  Ijoom  was  reached  in  due  course, 
and  fortunately  there  was  a  small  open- 
ing through  which  we  were  enabled  to 
pass.  Here  tlie  admiral's  launch  came  ! 
into  colliiiid)!  ^\  ith  a  guard-boat  ;  but  the 
occupants  were  promptly  secured,  and 
being  threatened  with  instant  death  if 
they  made  the  slightest  noise,  they  judged 
discretion  to  be  the  better  part  of  valour, 
and  did  not  offer  any  resistance. 

Tlicic  la\-  the  Esmeralda  in  happy 
obli^  ion  cil'  the  fate  which  speedily  awaited 
her.  The  hands  had  been  piped  down, 
and  only  a  few  lamps  were  twinkling 
here  and  there.  In  another  few  moments  1 
she  was  surromided  by  our  boats,  and  a  i 
determined  foe  was  swarming  in  every 
direction  up  her  sides.  The  surprise  was 
complete. 

Lord  Cochrane,  however,  paid  dearly 
for  his  temerity ;  as  he  was  boarding  the 
ship  by  the  main-chains  he  was  knocked 
down,  in  the  first  place,  by  a  blow  from 
a  seaman's  musket,  and  sustained  a 
second  and  much  more  serious  wound  by 


falling  back  on  one  of  the  tholepins  of 
his  boat.  Nothing  daunted,  he  re-as- 
cended the  side,  receiving  a  third  womid 
in  the  thigh,  which  he  calmly  bound  up 
with  his  handkerchief,  and  retamed  the 
command  throughout  the  action. 

And  a  very  sharp  action  it  was ;  for 
about  a  quarter  of  an  hour  the  fighting 
was  desperate,  the  decks  were  slippery 
with  blood.  The  crew  made  a  most 
gallant  stand,  contesting  every  inch  of 
space,  from  the  forecastle  to  the  quarter- 
deck. Three  times  they  had  to  be 
charged,  and  at  last,  when  it  became  too 
evident  that  there  was  no  chance  of  sav- 
ing the  ship,  mans-  of  these  brave  fellows 
preferred  jumping  into  the  sea  to  the  risk 
of  eaptm'e  on  board. 

The  Spaniards  on  shore  were  now 
guilty  of  the  shocking  inhmnanity  of 
opening  fire  from  their  batteries  on  the 
Esmeralda.  Lord  Cochrane,  however, 
had  foreseen  this  danger  and  provided 
against  it ;  it  had  not  escaped  his  notice 
that  two  foreign  men-of-war  which  lay 
at  that  time  in  the  harbour  hoisted  every 
evening  lights  of  a  particidai-  colour,  from 
which  he  rightly-  inferred  that  they  liad 
been  advised  to  do  so  as  a  precaution 
against  a  night  attack.  He  now  hung 
out  a  similar  light  from  the  Esmeralda 
which  he  had  caused  to  be  prepared  in 
the  event  of  this  \cr\  emergency.  The 
ruse  was  completely  successful.  The 
enemy  were  puzzled,  ceased  to  fire  at  the 
Esmeralda,  and  actually  directed  their 
artillery  on  the  two  neutral  slups.  Several 
other  prizes  were  now  added  to  the 
Esmeralda,  and  the  whole  enterprise  was 
crowned  with  the  most  glorious  suc- 
cess. 

I  lin  ing  this  memorable  action  I  had 
se^•^■r.ll  narrow  escapes.  My  cntlass  was 
more  ilnai  once  knoclied  out  of  my  hand, 
and  I  was  in  continual  danger  from  open 
hatchways  below,  or  from  spHnters  or 
falling  spars  from  above.  On  one  occasion, 
a  round  shot  from  the  batteries  passed 
through  the  ship's  side  within  about  two 
inches  of  my  head.  My  boat's  crew, 
ho\s  ever.  backed  me  iiji  splendidly  ;  and 
though  we  had  fi\e  killed  and  seven 
wounded  out  of  our  small  number,  we 
managed  to  contribute  a  very  fair  share 
to  the  success  of  the  expedition.  'Wlien 
I  look  back  upon  that  never-to-be-forgot- 
ten scene,  the  awful  carnage,  the  clash  of 
arms,  the  starlit  sky  clouded  with  smoke 
hanging  in  dense  masses,  illmnLned  every 
moment  by  the  lurid  flashes  from  the 
guns  ;  -H  hen  I  call  to  mmd  the  cheers  and 
counter  cheers,  the  groans  of  the  wounded, 
the  \\  ails  of  the  dying ;  the  rolling  of  the 
drums,  the  ringing  of  bells  in  the  city, 
mingled  with  the  roar  of  the  camion  from 
the  heights  above,  and  all  the  varied 
sounds  of  an  excited  multitude  intent  on 
the  business  of  war,  I  am  filled  with 
wonder  at  the  way  in  which  we  were 
enabled  to  completely  smk  oiu'selves,  to 
have  but  one  thought,  to  press  onward 
and  win,  or  perish  gloriously.  It  is  ever 
so  with  true  men  ranged  on  the  side  of 
right. 

"  Tlnice  is  he  armed  that  hath  liis 
quarrel  just."  I  have  seen  soldiers,  and 
saOors  too,  previous  to  an  action,  appar- 
ently quite  unmamied.  I  have  seen  tears 
shed  on  the  quarterdeck,  or  in  the  ranis, 
while  we  ha\  e  been  waiting  for  the  tii'st 
shot,  or  the  order  to  advance.  But  once 
let  the  action  begin,  and  these  very  men 


have  ever  been  first  and  foremost,  ready 
to  conquer,  ready  to  die.  By  such  brave 
men  was  the  Esmeralda  won. 

A  few  days  afterwards  the  admiral  sent 
for  me.  I  foimd  him  in  his  sleeping- 
cabin,  still  in  much  pain  from  his  wounds, 
one  of  which  proved  a  constant  and  fruit- 
ful source  of  siifFering  to  him  imtil  the 
end  of  his  life.  He  motioned  me  to  sit 
dovm  by  the  couch  on  which  he  was  lying, 
and  then  proceeded  to  compliment  me 
very  highly  on  the  part  I  had  taken  in  the  ^ 
late  affair,  saying  how  much  he  wished  : 
he  had  a  better  prospect  of  promotion  for 
me.    "  However,"  said  he,  "  I  will  do  all  ! 


in  my  power  for  you.  I  have  much  plea- 
sure in  handing  you  your  commission  as 
lieutenant,  and  at  the  same  time  your 
appointment  to  the  command  of  one  of 
om-  pi-izes,  the  gun-vessel  Matador.  See 
that  you  are  very  careful  to  continue  to 
perform  the  duties  allotted  to  you  with 
the  same  pluck  and  attention  to  orders 
which  has  of  late  so  distinguished  your 
conduct.  The  war  is  by  no  means  o\  er 
yet,  and  we  shall  need  to  maintain  the 
most  vigilant  watch,  lest  we  lose  the  ; 
advantages  which  we  have  gained." 

Thus  did  I  find  myself  captain  of  my 
own  ship,  with   sixty-four   men   under  ■ 


my  command.  How  proud  I  felt,  and 
how  often  I  vowed  to  myself  that,  come 
what  might,  no  ship  should  be  cleaner, 
none  more  smart  than  mine ;  and  that  I 
would  be  the  foremost  in  the  breach  when- 
ever duty  called  us  to  deeds  of  daring 
and  self-sacrifice  like  the  cutting  out  of 
the  Esmelalda.  I  was  soon  put  to  the 
test.  Adventures  were  before  me  by  the 
side  of  which  my  experiences  in  Lima 
were  but  insignificant  child's  play.  These 
must  be  related  m  the  next  chapter,  with 
which  I  must  bring  to  a  close  my  adven- 
tures in  this  war. 

(To  be  conlimied.) 


THE   BITTTERPLY  HUNTERS: 

A    STORY    OF    SCHOOL    AND    COUNTRY  LIFE. 
By  Ashmoke  Russan, 

Aiilhor  of  ".-1  Strnnrji'  EpUlemie.''  •■  Th"  I.nsi  nf  th'-  Gr/'ut  Ank:<"  "  Th,-  XpecklM  Giaiil,"  ''That  IJllle  .fackil((u\"  etc. 


ON  their  way  to  Heyward's  Hill,  .Tack 
and  Funibois  kept  a  sharp  look-out 
for  specimens.  They  chased  se\  ernl  com- 
mon "  Garden  "Whites,"  in  the  hope  that 
they  would  turn  out  to  be  rare  "  Haw- 
thorns," or  "  Bath  Whites."  A  closer 
acquaintance  with  the  objects  pursued, 
however,  led  them  to  abandon  the  chase. 
As  Funibois  said : 

"  What  is  the  use  of  catching  common 
tilings  ?  We  must  have  rare  ones  or  none. 
Now  Muggins  major  has  a  book,  he  is 
sure  to  make  fun  of  us  if  we  give  him  a 
chance.  And  if  we  take  nothing  back  but 
'  Meadow  Browns  '  and  '  Kitchen  Garden 
Whites,'  he'll  laugh  and  sneer  for  a 
week." 

No  capture  was  effected  until  they 
reached  the  river,  where  a  prize  awaited 
them.  As  they  passed  a  large  bed  of 
yellow-blossomed  "flags"  Jack  gave  a 
whoop,  and,  followed  by  his  companion, 
dashed  along  the  river-bank  in  pursuit  of 
a  large  purplish  butterfly  with  yellow- 
bordered  wings.  So  also  did  another 
creature,  a  far  more  deadly  foe — none 
other  than  a  large  blue  dragon-fly.  In 
vain  the  poor  butterfly  clianged  its  course, 
now  turning  to  the  right,  now  to  the  left ; 
the  di-agon-fly  seized  it,  and  doubtless 
woiild  speedily  have  devoured  it  had  not 
Jack's  net  brought  both  itself  and  its 
victun  to  the  ground. 

"This  is  something  like  a  start,"  said 
Funibois  exultantly,  dropping  on  his 
knees  and  inserting  his  hand  beneath  the 
gauze.  "  A  case  of  the  biter  bitten,  and 
no  mistake." 

Both  insects  were  instantly  killed  by 
pinclies  beneath  and  behind  the  wings, 
the  most  humane  method  of  despatching 
specimens.  While  Funibois  was  engaged 
in  extricating  the  butterfly  and  its  vora- 
cious enemy  from  the  net,  and  killing 
them.  Jack  had  prepared  a  couple  of  the 
cork-lined  pen-boxes.  Then,  sticking  a 
pin  through  the  dragon-fly's  thorax,  he 
fixed  it  to  the  cork.  When  the  butterfly 
had  been  similarly  secured,  the  boys  sat 
down  to  examine  and  classify  their  prizes, 
aided  by  the  Doctor's  illustrated  book, 
which  Jack  had  brought  with  him. 


CHAPTER  IV. — THE  "PURPLE  EMPERORS." 

"  The  dragon-fly  doesn't  belong  to  the 
Lejridoptcra,  so  it  is  useless  to  look  for  it 
here,"  said  Jack,  turning  over  the  pages. 
"  Its  scientific  name  is  Libella." 

"Just  so,"  remarked  Funibois,  "and 
the  butterfly  doesn't  belong  to  tlie  Libella. 
family,  but  it  would  have  done  if  we 
hadn't  been  on  the  spot." 

"  How  so  ?  " 

"  Oh,  just  as  the  yomig  lady  of  Niger 
belonged  to  the  tiger — becairse  the  beast 
was  outside  her.    You  know  

"i'ht'rc  was  :i  youn^  l.idy  n{  Nit'i'i-, 
Wlui  went  toi-  a  ridf  cii  :i  li-.  r; 
Tlicy  returned  from  tlial  riilc, 
With  tlie  lady  insiile, 
And  a  smile  on  tlio  face  of  tlie  tiger.' 

Can't  imagine  a  smile  on  the  dragon- 
fly's face,  though.  There's  no  room  for 
it ;  it's  all  eyes.  Perhaps  it  would  have 
winked,  and  left  the  smile  to  the  tiger. 
Well — what  do  you  make  of  it  ?  " 

'•  From  its  colour  and  flat  body,  I  fancy 
it  is  a  '  Depressed  dragon-fly.'  That  is 
as  near  as  I  can  make  out.  So  now  for 
the  butterfly.  Here  we  are  !  •  Wings  : — 
centre,  deep  purplisli  brown,  two  borders. 
Inside  border,  a  glossy  black  spotted  with 
pale  blue.  Outside  border,  pale  yellow.' 
Docs  that  agree  "?  " 

"  l^xactl^-.  in  every  ])articular." 

"  Then  it's  a  '  Caniberwcll  Beauty,'  and 
very  rare.    Here  it  is  in  the  book." 

Funibois  looked  at  the  illustration,  and 
leapt  to  liis  feet  with  a  wild  whoop  of 
delight. 

The  yell  was  immediately  answered  by 
another  of  immistakable  Irish  origin,  a 
piercing  "  Hurroo  !  "  and  Tim  and  Sap- 
ington  appeared  from  behind  the  bed  of 
tall  yellow  flags. 

"  Shure,  now,  what  have  ye  got,  any- 
how ?  "  cried  Tim,  running  up  with  his 
towel  flap -net  across  his  shoulder. 

'•  A  '  Camberwell  Beauty  '  and  a  blue 
dragon-fly,"  Jack  replied.  Funibois  could 
not.  He  M-as  rolling  on  the  turf  in  a  con- 
vixlsion  of  laughter  caiased  by  the  comical 
appearance  cut  by  Tim  and  his  novel 
butterfly-net. 

"  Don't  let  him  go  near  it,"  he  cried, 
"  he'll   be  washing  the   '  Beauty '  and 


wiping  it  di'y  with  that  towel  if  you  do. 
What  is  Sappy  carrying  ?  Cm'liug  irons  ? 
Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Tim  is  going  to  catch  the 
biitterflies,  and  when  they  have  been 
washed  and  properly  diied,  Sappy  will 
curl  their  hairs  nicely  and  put  them  to 
bed." 

"  The  ould  book  says  they  are  not  to 
be  handled,"  Tim  explained,  "  and  the 
irons  were  the  only  pincers  we  could  get." 

"  Pmccrs  for  butterflies!"  screamed 
Funibois.  "  Are  you  sure  you're  not 
after  hornets  and  wasps  ?  " 

"  Shiire,  no ;  but  if  we  catch  a  hornet 
we'll  curl  liis  hair  for  him.  Now  let  us 
look  at  your  '  Caniberwcll  Beauty.'  " 

Jack  haiving  sulniitted  his  prize  to 
Tim's  and  Sapington's  inspection,  the 
quartette  moved  off  in  the  direction  of 
Heyward's  Hill.  The  path  lay  through 
the  centre  of  a  field  sweet  with  the  scent 
of  clover  and  ra.diant  with  golden  "  cheese- 
cakes." Here  there  were  brown  butter- 
flies in  abundance,  but  our  friends  passed 
them  by.  Tliey  were  common  "  Meadow 
Browns."  with  no  more  beauty  than  the 
plain  "Dingy  Skipper." 

"  We  don't  want  moths,"  said  Saping- 
ton  disdainfully,  as  a  perfect  cloud  rose 
from  a  patch  of  white-blossomed  Dutch 
clover. 

"  They  are  not  moths,"  corrected  Jack, 
who  had  read  the  Doctor's  book  to  some 
purpose.  "  Moths  are  the  nocturnal  Le2)i- 
(lopfcra.  You  can  distinguish  them  from 
butterflies  by  observing  the  aniemicE.  or 
feelers,  as  they  are  sometimes  called. 
Butterflies'  feelers  are  chtbbed  at  the 
ends.  Moths'  are  thread-like,  and  some- 
times feathery,  but  never  clubbed.  I  am 
surprised  Tim  hasn't  taught  you  the  dif- 
ference between  moths  and  butterflies, 
considering  the  time  he  has  spent  study- 
ing the  '  ould  book  '  from  home." 

"  What  a  wonderful  book  it  is !  " 
exclaimed  Funibois,  winking  at  Jack. 
"  What  remai'kable  statements  it  con- 
tains !  Now,  Tim,  you  must  have  learnt 
many  astonishing  things  from  it.  What 
astonished  you  most  about  butterflies  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  it  was  about  caterpillars  that 
surprised  me  the  most.     Ye  know  the 
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butterfly  lays  eggs,  and  the  sun  hatches 
them  into  caterpillars.  The  first  thing  a 
young  caterpillar  does  when  it's  hatched, 
is  to  eat  up  the  egg-shells." 

"  Did  you  get  that  from  the  ould 
book?  " 

"  Shure  an'  I  did." 

"It  is  true,"  said  Jack.  "The  Doctor's 
book  says  the  same  thing,  and  it's  an 
authority." 

"  Go  on,  Tim,"  Fimibois  continued, 
"  What  else  did  you  learn  ?  " 

"  Well,  as  the  caterpillar  grows,  it 
gets  too  big  for  its  skin,  an'  as  it  has  no 
buttons  to  move,  it  wriggles  out  ov  it,  an' 
then  turns  round  an'  eats  it  up,  just  as  it 
did  its  egg-shell." 

"  Makes  a  meal  off  its  '  ole  clo '  instead 
of  selling  it  to  the  Jews,  eh  ?  " 

"Yes,"  Jack  replied;  "the  Doctor's 
book  says  it  often  does  so." 

"  It  seems  the  caterpillar  is  a  very 
economical  insect.  Wlien  its  coat  gets 
too  small  to  warm  its  outside,  it  swallows 
it  to  warm  its  inside.  Now  I  know 
what  a  fellow  means  when  re  says  he 
wears  his  clothes  as  long  as  two  threads 
will  hold  together,"  remarked  Fmiibois. 

An  mifortunate  yellow  butterfly  pre- 
vented any  further  observations  on  the 
queer  habits  of  caterpillars.  It  rose  fi-om 
a  bed  of  trefoil,  and  was  immediately 
pursued  by  every  butterfly-hunter  on  the 
spot.  It  struggled  hard  for  life  and  li- 
berty, flying  rapidly  away  in  as  nearly  a 
straight  Hne  as  it  could  manage.  But,  as 
Tim  expressed  himself,  fom-  hmnan  foes 
were  "  too  manny  "  for  it.  T  i  nbois 
caught  it  in  his  net,  and  in  less  than  a 
minute  it  was  a  specimen,  and  securely 
pinned  to  the  cork  bottom  of  a  pen-box. 
Its  colour  was  more  saffron  than  yeUow, 
bordered  brown.  A  reference  to  the 
coloui-ed  plates  in  the  Doctor's  book 
showed  it  to  be  a  "clouded  yellow," 
owning  the  beautiful  scientific  name 
of  Edusa,  as  collectors  call  it,  or,  to 
^ive  it  its  full  style  and  title,  Colias 
Edusa.  This  also  was  a  prize,  and  a  rare 
one. 

From  the  clover-field  the  path  led 
through  a  thicket  of  brambles  and  gorse 
to  the  foot  of  the  hill  famous  for  its  pig- 
nuts. In  higli  glee  the  boys  climbed  to 
its  wooded  crest ;  for  here,  among  the 
oaks  and  elms,  they  hoped  to  capture  that 
grand  prize  of  the  collector,  a  "  Purple 
Emperor,"  perhaps  two  or  three. 

Presently  they  stood  on  the  moss-gi'own 
bank  of  the  Roman  trench  that  circled  the 
summit  of  the  hill,  peering  iip  among 
the  fohage  of  the  oaks,  which  is  the 
"  Piu-ple  Emperor's  "  home.  Their  anxious 
searchings  were  not  immediately  re- 
warded. The  authority  Jack  had  con- 
sulted hs/l  omitted  to  mention  that  this 
monarch  if  butterflies  is  generally  to  be 
seen  on  the  outside  of  the  foliage,  and  a 
search  lasting  a  quarter  of  an  hour  re- 
vealed nothing. 

"  Not  at  home  to-day,"  said  Fimibois, 
flingmg  himself  down  on  the  mossy  bank. 
'■•  Suppose  we  call  again  next  Wednesday 
or  Saturday  afternoon." 

"  Sorra  a  bit!"  shouted  Tim;  "here 


he  is,  bhoys  !  "  Tim's  brogue  invariably 
thickened  when  Tim  became  excited ; 
now  and  again  it  might  almost  have  been 
cut  with  a  knife. 

In  less  time  than  it  takes  to  write  it  the 
"  bhoys  "  were  gazing  in  the  direction  in- 
dicated by  Tim's  forefinger,  wliere,  on  an 
oak  bough,  full  thirty  feet  from  the  ground, 
perched  an  unmistakable  "  Purple  Em- 
peror." 

Tliere  was  the  butterfly  :  here  were  the 
"  bhoys."  The  puzzle  was  how  to  get  the 
"bhoj's,"  or  one  of  them,  to  the  butter- 
fly; or,  failing  th'..  i.^e  butterfly  to  the 
"  bhoys." 

"  '  If  the  moimtain  won't  come  to  Ma- 
homet," quoted  Funibois. 

"  Mahomet  won't  be  able  to  get  to  the 
mountain,"  added  Jack. 

"  Oh,  if  I  had  but  a  thirty-foot  pole  !  " 
cried  Tim. 

"  A  thirty-foot  pole  !  a  thirty-foot  pole  ! 
A  kingdom  for  a  thirty-foot  pole  !  "  cried 
Funibois,  a  la  King  Eichard  at  Bosworth 
Field.  "  Now,  Sappy,  here 's  a  chance 
to  cover  yourself  with  glory  ;  here's  an 
opportunity  to  win  deathless  fame,  and 
break  your  neck.  Climb  the  tree  and 
creep  along  the  bouglis  until  you  get  near 
enough  to  shake  the  butterfly  off." 

Sapington  looked  up  and  shuddered 
visibly.  He  spake  nothing.  His  thoughts 
were  too  fearful  for  utterance. 

Presently  the  "  Purple  Emperor  "  left 
its  perch  and  soared  higli  in  the  air  until 
it  became  an  almost  imperceptible  speck. 
Here  it  engaged  in  mimic  warfare  with 
another  of  its  kind  wliich  appeared  to 
have  fallen  from  the  clouds. 

"  A  thirty-foot  pole  would  be  of  no  use, 
now,"  said  Jack,  mournfully, 

"  We  would  want  a  balloon,"  responded 
Tim. 

"  Oh,  if  I  had  only  brought  my  kite  !  " 
Sapington  suddenly  exclaimed. 

"If  you  had,  what  would  you  do?" 
Funibois  asked. 

"  Fly  it  up  there,  and  perhaps  when 
they  got  tired  they  would  settle  on  it,  and 
then  I  could  haul  them  down." 

"  Well  done.  Sappy  !  "  roared  Funibois. 
"  Who  dares  say  tliat  Sappy  is  not  prac- 
tical ?  Your  suggestion,  my  inventive 
boy,  lacks  nothing — but  the  liite  and  tlie 
'  settle.'  " 

"  I  can  fetch  the  kite,"  continued 
Sapington,  in  all  seriousness.  "  It  won't 
take  me  more  than  half  an  hour." 

"  Don't  trouble,  my  boy.  You  forget 
that  to  raise  a  kite  an  open  space  is 
a  necessity.  How  would  you  get  it  up 
among  tliese  trees  ?  " 

"I  never  thouglit  of  the  trees." 

"What  is  to  be  done?"  asked  Jack, 
flinging  himself  down  on  his  back  so  that 
he  could  view  tlie  fluttering  combatants 
without  cricking  his  neck. 

"  Wait  until  they  get  tired  and  come 
down,"  Funibois  answered.  "Perhaps 
one  will  kill  the  other,  and  then  we  shall 
get  it." 

"  A  nice  specimen  it  would  be.  All 
the  paint  would  be  off.  But  I  can  see 
that  they  don't  touch  each  other.  They 
are  only  at  play." 


Presently  the  butterflies  grew  tired,  and, 
descending,  alighted  on  two  adjacent 
boughs,  about  twenty  feet  from  the 
ground. 

"Ten  feet  lower,  my  beauties,"  whis- 
pered Fimibois,  "  and  you'll  be  within 
reach  of  Tim's  towel,  when  you  will 
stand  a  good  chance  of  having  your  wings 
cm-led  with  Sappy's  curling-irons." 

But  the  "  Pm-ple  Emperors  "  did  not 
feel  disposed  to  descend  the  required  ten 
feet.  They  perched  within  a  short  dis- 
tance of  each  other,  with  their  wings  in- 
clined perpendicularly,  so  as  to  show  the 
lovely  orange,  white,  and  brown  markings 
of  their  undersides.  Now  and  again  one 
or  other  would  take  a  turn  in  the  air,  re- 
turning in  a  few  seconds  to  the  spot  it  had 
quitted,  whence  it  ap])eared  to  gaze  down 
at  the  boys'  uptiu-ned  faces,  as  miich  as 
to  say,  "  Those  who  would  catch  "  Pm"ple 
Emperors"  must  climb,  nor  fear  to  faU," 
to  slightly  alter  Queen  Bess's  famous 
observation  to  Sir  Walter  Iialeigh — or 
somebody  else — it  really  doesn't  matter 
whom  when  the  matter  itself  is  doubtful ; 
meaning  thereby  that  if  Queen  Bess  could 
be  asked,  she  would  probably  deny  that 
she  said  anything  of  the  kind — as  the  Iron 
Duke  did  tlie  famous  "  Up,  guards,  and  at 
'em ! "  But  this  talk  of  a  queen  and 
;  a  duke  is  wandering  from  the  "  Pmple 
Emjjerors." 

"  I  don't  quite  see  the  use  of  waiting 
here  all  day,"  said  Jack,  lying  on  the 
broad  of  his  back.  "  Who  will  climb  the 
tree  and  shake  the  bough  ?  " 

"  Wliat  is  it  ?  What  are  you  looking 
at  ?  "  said  a  voice  only  too  well  known 
to  the  quai'tette,  and  the  Mugginses, 
major  and  minor,  appeared  on  the  scene, 
the  latter  carrying  the  angler's  landing- 
net. 

"  Two  '  Piurple  Emperors,'  "  replied 
Tim. 

"  I  see  them.  ]\Iy  !  they  are  whoppers  I 
"Wliy  don't  you  get  them  ?  " 

I  "  Because  we  are  all  too  lazy,"  replied 
Fmiibois.    "  We  want  some  one  to  climb 

j  the  tree  and  creep  along  the  bough  and 
shal^e  it.  Tliev  may  fly  higher,  of  course  ; 
but  they  may  come  lower ;  so  now  is 
your  chance.  We  all  know  you  are  a 
capital  climber.  Mug,  and  you  have  come 
in  the  very  nick  of  time.  We'll  give  you 
a  leg  up." 

Muggins  major  sur^-eyed  the  thick 
smooth  trmilv  dubiouslj-.  It  would  be 
necessary  to  climb  much  liigher  than  the 
butterflies.  The  branch  on  a  bough  of 
wliicli  they  had  perclied  sloped  down- 
wards. 

"  I  know  I  can  climb  well  enough,"  he 
said  loftily;  "but  —  er — why  don't  jow 
throw  something  at  tliem  ?  " 

"  Because  they  would  be  sure  to  return 
where  they  came  from — nearly  the  top  of 
the  tree.  Come,  IMiiggins,  we  all  know 
i  you  can  do  it." 

"  Yes,  if  you  try,"  added  Jaclv.  "  If 
you  do  often  make  yourself  very  disagree- 
able, you  are  not  deficient  in  pluck." 

Thus  urged  and  flattered.  Muggins  took 
off  his  coat. 

I  { To  he  continued.) 


An  Old-Time  Christmas  Eve. 

(Dr aim  for  the  ''Boy's  Own  Paper"  by  G.  H.  Edwards.) 


"  P^^'^'TirnL  day  for  a  row.  sir.  Couldn't 
J  )  possibly  do  better  than  spend  a  hour 
or  two  out  upon  the  water  this  lovely  marn- 
ing._  'Stonishing  what  a  happetite  for  dinner 
a  trip  on  the  hocean  gives  ye.  What  d'ye 
say,  sir?  " 

I  was  strollin/?  leisurely  down  the  Eams- 
gate  pier  on  a  brilliant  September  morning, 
when  an  insinuating  old  boatman  came 
sidling  up  to  me,  and  spoke  these  words  with 
an  air  of  confidentiality  which  might  well  have 
suggested  years  of  intimate  acquaintance.  I 
paused  before  this  figure,  resembling  an  erect 
crab  in  blanket  breeches,  and  glanced  from 
Ilia  puckered,  persuasive  countenance  to  the 
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blue  sea,  stretching  calm  as  a  sheet  of  pale 
glass  beyond  the  pier  wall.  The  old  waterman 
certainly  gave  me  an  idea.  Of  course  !  No- 
thing could  be  better  devised  to  pass  a  long, 
hot  morning,  to  get  away  from  the  turmoil 
and  crowds  of  the  land,  than  a  row  out  upon  the 
placid,  hazy  ocean,  with  perhaps  the  luxury 
of  a  plunge  into  the  translucent  brine  where 
it  ran  deep  and  pure,  unvitiated  by  the  swarms 
of  cockney  excursionists  who  were  bobbing 
about  in  the  surf  which  fringed  the  teeming 
line  of  sands. 

"  "Well,  what  is  your  charge  ?  "  I  inquired, 
again  bringing  my  eyes  to  this  rugged  'long- 
shoreman's expectant  countenance. 


"  Two  bob  an  hour  worn't  hurt  ye,  sir  ?  " 
he  i-eplied,  half-interrogatively,  fishing  his 
hands  from  out  of  his  capacious  breeches' 
pockets  as  though  it  were  just  possible  he 
might  presently  want  to  use  them. 

"  Well,  you  may  get  your  boat  ready.  Bring 
her  over  to  yonder  steps,  will  you?"  and 
I  indicated  -a.  convenient  place  for  embarka- 
tion. 

He  bustled  away,  whilst  I  descended  to  the 
water's  edge  ;  and  a  few  moments  later  his 
little  boat  came  floating  alongside,  with  the 
old  chap  in  her  standing  up  and  facing  for- 
wards as  he  dexterously  manoeuvred  with 
his  paddles  to  lay  her  close.   I  stepped  into 
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the  stern-sheets  of  the  Lovely  Duck — for  such 
was  the  name  engi-aven  upon  a  scroll  in  the 
backboard — and  the  boa1,man  shoved  off.  He'' 
plied  his  sculls  leisurely,  talking  much,  and 
frequently  th'opping  an  oar  to  point  out  some 
such  object  as  a  steam-tug,  a  lifeboat,  a  mud- 
dredger,  a  fishing  smack,  and  the  like,  as  we 
went  slowly  gliding  out  of  the  harbour. 

"I  suppose  now,"  said  he,  with  a  calcu- 
lating squint  at  me,  following  a  prolonged 
smear  of  his  lobster-like  brow  on  the  back  of 
his  hand,  when  we  had  got  clear  of  the  east 
pier  head  and  out  upon  the  open  sea,  "  that 
ye  ain't  never  been  so  fur  as  the  Good'n 
Sands,  sir  ? '' 

"  The  Goodwin  Sands?  "  I  answered.  "  No, 
I  was  never  out  there." 

"  Never  been  out  there,  eh  !  A  wonderful 
place  is  that  there  shoal.  Land  o'  love,  to 
think  of  the  number  of  vessels  what's  been 
lost  there.  Why,  there's  a  great  Norwegian 
barque  lying  ashore  there  now.  Tell  'ee 
what,  sir,"  he  e.xclaimed  with  a  sudden  air  of 
earnestness,  dropping  both  sculls  to  lean  to- 
wards me,  and  counting  upon  his  fingers  as 
he  spoke,  "  you  give  me  a  dozen  shilluns,  and 
I'll  go  out  there  along  with  ye  now.  Couldn't 
possibly  have  a  mo)-e  suitable  day :  water 
smooth  as  a  pond,  tide  werry  convenient,  and 
you'll  be  able  to  get  on  the  identical  sands 
themselves,  which  is  as  many  can't  say 
they've  done  ;  "  and,  as  if  prepossessed  with 
the  idea  of  the  treat  he  pi'oposed  for  me,  he 
fell  to  pulling  with  such  vehemence  that  the 
water  alongside  frothed  as  the  boat  swept 
through  it. 

"  But  isn't  it  rather  far  for  you  to  row?  " 
I  asked  dubiously. 

"  Eeether  fur?"  he  answered,  relaxing 
nothing  of  his  muscular  energy  ;  "  a  matter 
of  better'n  seven  miles,  I  allow.  But  then, 
dorn't  ye  see,  I  ain't  going  to  row  it.  See 
that  there  sail  ?  "  He  indicated  with  a  jerk  of 
his  chin  a  little  lug  that  lay  furled  along  the 
thwarts.  "  There's  a  nice  little  air  of  wind 
stirring,  sufficient  for  to  make  the  Lovely 
Ducks  go  keeling  along  under  that  bit  o'  can- 
vas when  we  come  to  put  it  up." 

"  Very  well,"  said  I,  acquiescing  under  the 
momentary  influence  of  a  desire  to  view  the 
famous  Goodwins,  though  not  altogether 
wthout  a  secret  misgiving  at  venturing  so  far 
in  such  a  little  boat. 

My  laconic  reply,  however,  was  quite  suffi- 
cient for  the  old  'longshoreman.  He  jerked 
his  oars  inboards  out  of  the  rowlocks,  expec- 
torated liberally,  and  fell  to  bustling  about 
with  his  gear,  till  presently  he  had  stepped 
a  little  mast,  and,  with  the  most  extrava- 
gantly grotesque  contortions  and  simulation 
of  excessive  labour,  hoisted  the  sail  upon  it. 

The  light  canvas  filled  to  the  almost  im- 
perceptible draught,  and  I  was  surprised  to 
see  how  swiftly  the  water  glided  past,  with 
quite  a  noisy  lapping  of  it  under  the  bows, 
and  a  short  oily  wake  stretching  away  astern. 
The  boatman,  with  a  complacent  stare  at  the 
set  of  his  sail,  came  floundering  aft,  and, 
shipping  the  rudder,  laid  the  yoke-lines  upon 
my  knees,  with  instructions  to  luff  her  up  a 
little  and  then  keej)  her  at  that ;  after  which 
the  lazy  old  rascal  filled  a  pipe  and  sank 
into  a  posture  of  supine  indolence  upon  the 
bottom-boards  of  the  boat.  Howevei-.  I  pre- 
sently found  that  his  smoking  (•ause<l  him  to 
moderate  his  gai'rulity,  which  nuidc  me  will- 
ing enough  that  he  should  renjiiin  where  he 
was.  tlie  uioie  es|)eciall.v  as  the  little  I'raft 
needed  sc^arcely  any  attention.  The  land 
grew  into  a  fairy-likc  picture  as  we  drew  out 
from  it,  a  delicate  blending  of  soft  verdure 
with  the  white  chalk  of  the  cliffs ;  and  the 
sounds  of  life  came  floating  off  it  over  the 
polished  surface  in  faint  and  dreamlike 
echoes.  There  was  a  haze  hanging  upon  the 
laorizon,  through  which  the  distant  vessels 
loomed  in  illusive  proportions  ;  but  when  I 


pointed  to  it  and  asked  whether  it  might  not 

be  an  approaching  fog,  the  boatman  replied 
that  "he  allowed  'tworn,'t  nothen  but  heat." 

"  It'll  just  suit  nicely,"  said  he  presently, 
after  he  had  been  regarding  me  for  at  least 
a  quarter  of  an  hour  with  embarrassing  stead- 
fastness, puffing  ruminatively  the  while.  "I'm 
a-thinking  that  the  water  '11  be  pretty  nigh 
dead  low  when  we  gets  there,  which  '11  allow 
of  your  spending  some  little  while  ashore. 
This  'ere  draught,  too,  is  what  we  call  a 
soldier's  wind — fair  both  ways.  Nothen 
couldn't  be  better."  With  which  lucid  ex- 
position he  subsided  into  silence  again. 

When  we  had  got  out  as  far  as  a  tall, 
checkered  can-buoy,  on  whose  variegated  side 
was  jjainted  the  words  "  North  Brake,''  the 
wind  freshened  a  little,  and  came  with  quite 
weight  enough  to  make  the  boat  heel  over 
under  the  increased  pressure  of  her  cloths. 
Whatever  might  have  been  the  Lovely  Duck's 
faults,  she  was  no  sluggard,  and  the  slialing 
noises  with  which  she  sheared  through  the 
sparkling  brine  told,  as  the  'longshoreman 
remarked,  that  she  was  walking.  Yet,  in  spite 
of  this  increase  of  speed,  it  took  us  very 
nearly  three  hours  to  cover  the  distance  ; 
and  when  at  last  the  long  yellow  streak  of 
sands  lay  plain  in  view  ahead  of  us,  I  was 
astonished  to  observe  how  we  had  sunk  the 
land  into  a  mere  blue,  filmy  line,  vanishing 
into  two  or  three  misty  blobs  as  it  rounded 
towards  the  North  Foreland. 

I  ran  the  boat  stem  on  through  the  little 
fringe  of  foam  that  curled  upon  the  margin 
of  the  shoal,  and  her  nose  grounded  in  the 
soft  sand.  The  waterman  lowered  the  sail 
and  invited  me  to  step. out. 

"These  here  Good'ns,"  said  he,  "are  a 
werry  dangerous  place.  I  dorn't  trust  'em; 
and  for  that  reason,  sir,  whilst  you  takes  a 
run  ashore.  I'll  stop  aboard  and  mind  the 
boat,  taking  care  that  nothen  happens,  like 
her  floatmg  away,  or  filling  with  water,  or 
any  other  such  haccident." 

"  Well,"  thought  I,  "  there  is  wisdom  in  the 
old  chap  after  all ;"  and  telling  him  I  approved 
of  his  design,  I  stepped  over  the  bows  and 
landed  upon  the  damp,  yielding  sand. 

"  Ye'll  find  it  firmer  further  up,  sir,"  cried 
the  waterman,  pointing  with  a  crooked  fore- 
finger to  a  sloping  ridge  some  hundred  yards 
inland,  as  lie  perceived  that  with  each  step  I 
sunk  to  my  ankles. 

I  flumped  up  the  incline  as  speedily  as  I 
could,  and  found  that  it  was  as  he  said  ;  the 
sand  was  firm  enough  where  it  was  dry.  In- 
deed, no  theory  is  more  ludicrous  than  the 
romantic  notion  that  the  Goodwins  arc  a 
quicksand.  They  were  prosaically  solid 
enough  when  I  got  to  that  portion  "f  thcni 
which  the  sea  had  left  for  some  while  un- 
covered. I  climbed  upon  a  little,  ribbed 
hillock,  which  from  its  superior  eminence 
afforded  the  best  view,  and  took  a  survey  of 
the  desolate  scene  around. 

The  most  conspicuous  object,  and  the  one 
which  immediately  attracted  my  attention, 
was  the  wreck  of  which  the  boatman  had 
spoken.  The  great,  gaunt,  black  hull  lay 
about  two  hundred  yards  from  me,  high  and 
stranded.  Her  spars  were  all  gone,  except 
the  lower  foremast,  which  still  stood,  with 
the  yard  crossed  upon  it;  but,  saving  the 
shrouds,  as  naked  as  when  it  was  first  step- 
ped. I  walked  leisurely  towards  her,  scan- 
ning every  inch  of  the  ground  I  measured, 
with  I  know  not  what  foolish  thoughts  pass- 
ing in  my  mind  of  the  comitlcss  wealth  buried 
in  the  (ioodw  ius  :  but  I  might  as  well  ha^  e 
been  perambulaliug  the  Ram.sgate  sands  as 
far  as  the  possibility  of  discovery  in  this  di- 
rection was  concerned.  The  surface  was  irre- 
gular, much  cut  up  by  the  action  of  the  waves, 
with  little  pools  of  blue  water  shimmering 
Ijetween  the  ridges,  aaid  green  crabs  crawling 
amo'ngst  the  weeds  at  their  bottoms.  Yet 


somehow  every  commonplace  object  on  which 
I  gazed  seemed  to  bo  fraught  with  a  vivid- 
ness of  suggestion,  inspired,  of  course,  by  the 
imagination  going  to  work  upon  the  melan- 
choly traditions  of  this  ocean  wilderness.  The 
rusty  fluke  of  an  anchor,  two-thirds  buried 
in  the  sand  ;  a  blackened,  worm-eaten  beam 
with  the  tree-nails  still  sticking  out  of  it ;  the 
mangled  remains  of  a  sailor's  tai^paulin  hat, 
a  salt-whitened  sea-boot,  were  all  details  to 
which  my  mind  instantly  fitted  some  tale  of 
disaster — conjuring  up  the  scene  of  the  veiy 
terra  fii-ma  I  was  now  treading  when  it  should 
1  be  submerged  beneath  the  mad,  raging  waters  : 
the  roaring  breakers  careering  in  avalanches 
of  foam  atlrwart  the  face  of  the  shoal,  with 
the  additional  honor  of  the  darkness  of  night 
to  lend  a  new  dread  to  the  gaze  of  the  mari- 
ner, viewing  the  tembly  near  gleam  of  the 
lightship's  warning  beacon,  and  silently  pray- 
ing that  the  straining  fragment  of  canvas 
aloft  in  the  hooting  blackness  may  hold  till 
lie  has  weathered  the  danger.  Pes  to  I  I  had 
paused  in  my  reverie  upon  a  soft  spot,  and 
sunk  in  it  till  the  water  drained  over  my  boot- 
tops. 

I  approached  the  wreck  close,  as  she  lay 
with  her  great  square  stern  towards  me  and 
her  bows  hove  high  upon  the  sand.  Upon 
the  splintered  remains  of  the  name-board 
across  her  counter  was  still  decipherable  the 
long  white  letters  of  her  name — "  Blekinge  -t- 
Malmo."    She  had  doubtlessly  been  a  Scan- 
dinavian timber-trader — a  species  of  craft  as 
common  to  the  narrow  seas  as  the  barge  is 
to  the  Thames — rigged  as  a  barque,  and  of 
about  400  tons  burthen.  The  sea  had  cruelly 
j  maimed  her ;  the  yellow  metal  with  which 
j  she  was  sheathed  had  been  torn  off  in  whole 
i  sheets,  and  hung  fi'om  her  sides  in  strips ; 
her  bulwarks  were  crushed  level  with  the 
deck  nearly  the  whole  length  of  them  ;  and 
as  she  lay,  heeled  over  on  her  port  bilge,  I 
could  see  that  her  keel  was  gone,  the  radder 
broken,  her  quarter  badly  stove,  and  the 
greater  part  of  her  stern  beaten  completely 
in.    I  walked  leisurely  around  her,  noticing 
that  her  inclination  brought  one  side  of  her 
down  tolerably  close  to  the  sands,  and  would 
therefore  render  boarding  no  very  difficult 
task.    I  paused  for  a  moment  under  her 
great  flaring  bows,  glancing  up  at  the  figm-e- 
head,  which  was  that  of  a  woman  pointing 
yearningly  heavenward  with  her  outstretched 
arm,  and  somehowthat  rude  symbol  appealed 
to  me  as  being  wonderfully  appropriate.  The 
stump  of  the  bowsprit  was  all  that  remained 
of  that  spar,  with  a  great  seagull  sitting  on 
'  the  jagged  end  of  it,  pluming  its  feathers, 
I  which  on  catching  sight  of  me  uttered  a 
hoarse,  strange  cry  and  flew  noisily  away. 
From  the   sands  into  the  wreck's  fore- 
j  channels  was  a  comparatively  easy  step,  and 
[  hence  I  scrambled  by  the  aid  of  the  shrouds 
j  over  the  rail  and  on  board.    The  decks  pre- 
j  sented  a  melancholy  scene  of  WTeckage,  being 
i  indeed  almost  clean  swept,  save  of  such 
fittings  as  the  wuidlass.  the  pumps,  the  cap- 
stan, and  a  short  break  of  topgallant  fore- 
castle forward.     Great  chasms  yawned  in 
the  planks  that  were  yet  dark  and  sodden, 
[  through  which  I  caught  the  black  gleam  of 
•  water  in  the  hold.    The  main  and  mizzen- 
!  masts  were  snapped  short  off',  and  the  latter 
lay  along  the  whole  length  of  the  vessel  in 
I  an  indescribable  laffle  of  canvas  and  ropes 
I  and  spars.    The  knowledge  that  the  crew 
I  had  been  all  saved  by  the  Deal  lifeboat  en- 
abled 1110  to  survey  this  scene  of  catastroplic 
w  ithout  a  morbid  dwelling  upon  details.  The 
remains  of  a  green-painted  deck-house,  in 
which  most  probably  the  .Jacks  ha<l  been 
berthed,  stood  just  abaft  the  foremast,  but. 
I  peeping  in,  I  found  the  walls  of  the  little 
I  apartment  all  crushed  and  splintered. 
I      I  sat  down  for  a  few  minutes  close  against 
j  the  wheel,  being  in  no  hurry  to  quit  a  spec- 
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tacle  the  like  of  which  I  might  never  again 
have  an  opportunity  of  surveying.  The  boat 
lay  hidden  from  my  view  behind  the  little 
hillock  which  the  reader  will  remember  I 
climbed  on  first  landing,  but  knowing  the 
longshoreman  was  watching  her  I~had  no 
fears  for  her  safety.  The  haze  I  hava  spoken  of 
had  thickened  perceptibly;  the  land  was  veiled 
by  it,  and  the  horizon  narrowed  in  a  vague 
manner,  which  yet  scarcely  suggested  any 
diminution  of  its  normal  confines.  There 
was  a  large  four-masted  steamer  thrashing 
down  Channel  out  behind  the  Goodwins,  and 
so  placid  was  the  water  that  the  rhythmic 
pulsation  of  her  engines  reached  my  ears  dis- 
tinctly. In  the  north,  about  three  miles  oft', 
hung  the  red  hull  of  the  '•  Gull  "  Ughtship  ; 
beyond  her  again  was  a  vessel  towing  to  sea  ; 
and  these,  with  a  few  smaller  craft  gently 
pushing  through  the  calm  surface,  were  ail 
the  sails  that  were  visible. 

I  glanced  at  my  watch — half-past  one — and 
thought  it  time  to  be  again  making  for  the 
land.  The  tide  had  risen  considerably  since 
I  had  been  upon  the  sands,  as  I  knew  by  the 
decrease  in  size  of  the  little  bank  upon  which 
I  had  got  ashore.  I  dropped  slowly  from  the 
wreck's  side  on  to  the  gritty  surface,  and  re- 
flectively wended  my  way  in  the  direction  in 
which  I  knew  the  boat  lay.  Judge,  then,  my 
astonishment  when,  on  reaching  the  top  of 
the  little  acclivity  and  scanning  the  line  of 
surf,  which  had  now  flowed  up  to  the  base  of 
it,  to  find  that  the  Lovely  Duck  was  gone  ! 
I  say  astonishment,  but  dismay — nay,  even 
hoiTor — would  be  words  to  better  express  my 
instant  emotion.  Where  was  the  boat '?  Had 
she  bumped  a  hole  through  herself  and  sunk? 
If  80,  where  was  the  waterman  ?  I  eagerly 
swept  the  sea  around.  Away  in  the  east- 
ward, where  the  tide  now  set  in  a  swift 
stream,  I  could  perceive  a  small  blade  ob|ect 
bobbing  up  and  down  on  the  little  popple 
which  the  current  created,  and  gazing  in- 
tently under  the  sharp  of  my  hand,  I  a,t  last 
made  up  my  mind  that  it  could  be  nothing 
else  than  my  boat.  I  now  clearly  saw  how 
it  was.  The  rising  tide  had  floated  her  off, 
and  was  can-ying  her  away  with  a  strength 
of  flow  which  was  momentarily  increasing. 
The  first  assumption  which  presented  itself 
to  my  mind  was  that  the  fellow  had  com- 
mitted suicide.  Then  it  seemed  more  pro- 
bable that  he  had  designedly  left  me  ashore, 
though  for  what  diabolical  purpose  my  dis- 
ordered intellect  did  not  trouble  to  speculate. 
Next  I  imagined  he  might  be  lying  in  the 
boat  in  a  fit :  and  finally  I  came  to  the  con- 
clusion that  he  had  simply  fallen  asleep,  and 
that  the  little  craft,  unheeded  by  him,  had 
floated  off  in  the  mannf^r  I  have  described. 

Although  this  reasoning  still  left  me  in  a 
most  micomfortable  dilennna,  which  might, 
with  liideous  rapidity,  grow  into  a  tragical 
situation,  still  a  grain  of  satisfaction  came  to 
me  out  of  the  last  supposition  ;  for,  I  argued, 
the  man  will  be  awakening  presently,  and, 
finding  what  has  happened,  hasten  with  all 
speed  to  take  me  off.  The  tide  was  rising 
with  a  swiftness  which  I  should  not  have 
credited  ;  the  breakers  were  already  foaming 
close  to  my  feet,  and  I  found  that  if  I  re- 
mained where  I  was  standing  much  longer 
I  should  be  out  off  altogether.  My  best 
chance  lay  in  getting  upon  the  wreck  once 
again ;  and  now,  what  had  been  before  an 
object  of  curiosity,  gi'ew  unspeakably  melan- 
choly when  I  regarded  it  as  my  only  refuge 
from  the  rising  of  the  water. 

To  increase  my  appvcliensions,  I  found  that 
the  wind  was  getting  up.  Large,  wool-like 
clouds  sailed  slowly  up  out  of  the  west,  shadow- 
ing the  pale  green  face  of  the  ocean  with  deep 
violet  patches  as  they  went  gliding  athwart 
it.  The  surf,  breaking  upon  the  edge  of  the 
strand,  gathered  a  note  of  hissing  and  seething 
as  the  breezre  ga-vfe  the  little  wavfes  intjreased 


play.  Meanwhile  the  boat  in  the  eastward 
continued  to  drift  away,  growing  smaller  and 
smaller  yet,  until  presently  it  became  difficult 
to  determine  at  all  the  mere  speck  she  made 
on  the  great  breast  of  the  ocean.  Well,  there 
was  nothing  for  it  but  to  s  t  down  and  wait. 
The  afternoon  wore  slow  y  past  ;  the  water 
rose  gradually  till  the  foam  was  splashing 
against  the  black  gleaming  sides  of  the 
wreck  ;  then  moment  after  moment  it  crept, 
inch  by  inch,  up  her  bends,  with  the  tide 
beginning  to  eddy  past,  gently  at  first  as  it 
ran  shallow,  but  anon  gathering  force  with 
the  deepening  of  it,  until  the  current  sobbed 
and  gurgled  as  it  flowed  .by,  and  the  wreck 
trembled  in  her  soft  bed  to  the  vibrations  of 
its  rush.  As  the  day  advanced  the  heavens 
grew  overcast ;  about  four  o'clock  it  came  on 
to  rain,  and  simultaneously  the  wind  breezed 
up  in  a  sudden  little  squall,  which  in  five 
minutes  had  raised  a  sea  that  dashed  over 
the  derelict  in  showers  of  spray,  and  drove 
me  for  shelter  to  the  elevation  of  the  top- 
gallant forecastle.  The  ocean  had  grown 
into  a  terribly  gloomy  surface  compared  with 
the  bright  sparkling  expanse  of  the  morning  ; 
the  horizon  was  shrouded  with  mist  and 
rain,  so  that  nothing  save  the  lightship  I 
have  before  mentioned  was  visible,  and  she 
at  too  great  a  distance  to  admit  of  my  hoping 
that  I  might  be  observed  by  those  on  board. 
I  was,  moreover,  beginning  to  feel  tolerably 
hungry,  for,  as  the  reader  may  infer,  I  had 
eaten  nothing  since  my  breakfast.  That  I 
might  have  found  food  had  I  gone  in  search 
of  it  on  board  the  wreck  is  possible ;  but 
somehow  I  could  not  bring  myself  to  quit 
the  deck  and  enter  the  darksome,  flooded 
interior;  nor  could- 1  persuade  myself  that 
any  provisions  I  might  liave  come  across  but 
must  have  been  ruined  by  the  salt  water. 

The  sun  went  down  shortly  after  six  o'clock, 
and  then  indeed  the  melancholy,  to  say 
nothing  of  the  danger,  of  my  situation  visited 
me  with  a  keenness  of  perception  I  had  not 
before  been  conscious  of.  The  tide  was  by 
this  time  receding  again  ;  the  rain  had 
ceased  ;  and  though  the  sky  still  hung  sullen 
and  heavy,  there  was  not  weight  enough  in 
the  wind  to  cause  me  any  great  uneasiness. 
But  the  terrible  loneliness  and  solitude  of 
that  wreck  !  How  am  I  to  convey  the  idea 
of  it  ?  Robinson  Crusoe's  desert  island  must 
have  been  a  paradise  of  cheerfulness  com- 
pared with  that  abandoned  hull.  The  utter 
desolation,  the  fearful  sense  of  isolation,  the 
oppressive  silence  broken  alone  by  the  splash- 
ing and  gurgling  of  water  alongside.  The  dusk 
came  on  out  of  the  east,  where  the  sea  ran 
grey  and  bald  ;  and  presently  the  lightship's 
lantern  began  to  twinkle  out  upon  the  gather- 
ing gloom.  If  there  was  a  moon  at  all  the 
clouds  obscured  it,  and  the  night  came  down 
very  dark.  When  the  blackness  had  fairly 
settled  around,  and  the  sands  once  again 
stretched  bare,  circled  by  a  pallid,  illusive 
line  of  froth,  a  startling  idea  took  possession 
of  my  mind,  ros  I  hung  over  the  side  gazing 
down  upon  the  dreary  weu'd  expanse— sup- 
pose the  ghosts  of  the  countless  dead  who 
lay  beneath  that  surface  should  assemble  and 
run  wild  over  the  lonesome  strand  !  Why, 
'twas  the  very  playgi'ound  tor  marine  goblins, 
fitter  far  than  the  silent,  sepulchral  enclosure 
of  a  mouldy  graveyard.  Sailors  of  the  days 
of  Van  Tromp  and  De  Ruyter ;  hearties  of 
an  earlier  time  still ;  sea- warriors  who  had 
sailed  against  the  Great  Armada,  grisly  and 
hoary  veterans  in  doublets  and  jerkins,  whose 
talk  would  concern  carracks  and  galleases, 
culverins  and  sakers,  doubloons  and  pieces  of 
eight  ;  ghastly  spectres  glimmering  out  upon 
the  blackness  of  the  night,  telling  in  strange 
tones  of  the  horrors  they  had  gloated  over 
during  their  centuries  of  haunting  this  terrible 
trysting  place — these  would  be  the  class  of 
which   this   imaginarj'   motley  assembTaj^e 


would  be  formed.  But  such  a  train  of 
thought  would  not  do,  and  with  a  little 
shudder  I  aroused  myself,  and  turned  away 
from  contemplating  the  bleak,  darksome 
scene. 

There  was  a  small  shelter  offered  by  the 
overhanging  break  of  forecastle  I  have  de- 
scribed, and  thither  I  repaired,  deeming  it 
now  inevitable  that  I  must  pass  through  the 
long  night  on  board  thd  wreck.  The  wind 
moaned  with  a  chill  in  the  note,  rather  than 
in  the  edge  of  it,  through  the  fore-shrouds, 
and  the  solitary  yard  which  remained  crossed 
creaked  harshly  as  it  chafed  to  and  fro  free 
from  the  restraint  of  its  gear.  I  crouched 
down  under  the  little  aperture  forward  of  the 
windlass,  and  seated  myself  with  my  back 
against  the  huge  barrel  of  that  engine.  I 
tilled  and  lighted  a  pipe  for  the  mere  solace 
of  the  tobacco,  and  looking  at  my  watch  in 
the  glow  of  the  bowl  found  the  hour  to  be 
half-past  nine.  I  had  not  been  long  reclining 
in  this  posture  before  I  was  sensible  of  a 
feeling  of  drowsiness  stealing  over  me.  In 
fact,  anxiety  and  the  want  of  food  had 
wearied  me  to  a  far  greater  degi'ee  than  I 
was  aware,  and  I  do  not  suppose  1  had  been 
crouching  under  the  forecastle  deck  for  more 
than  half  an  hour  before  my  pipe  had  dropped 
from  my  lips  and  I  was  in  as  deep  a  sleep  as 
ever  I  enjoyed  ashore. 

•'  Well,  if  this  ain't  a  queer  start  too.  Ho 
ain't  dead,  is  he  ?  " 

I  opened  my  eyes  with  an  air  of  bewilder- 
ment on  finding  myself  cramped  between  the 
windlass  and  the  heel  of  the  bowsprit,  and 
instantly  discovered  that  my  limbs,  to  use  a 
current  expression,  were  as  stiff  as  a  poker. 
It  was  broad  daylight,  and  a  deep  rumbling 
voice  immediately  behind  me  was  uttering  the 
words  I  have  just  recounted. 

I  turned  my  head  to  glance  over  my 
shoulder,  still  being  little  better  than  half 
awake,  and  beheld  a  couple  of  burly  boatmen, 
in  jerseys  and  sealskin  caps,  with  8car^es 
round  their  throats  and  sea-boots  up  to  their 
knees,  standing  side  by  side  regarding  me. 

"  'Morning,  sir,"  said  one  of  them  with  a 
nod,  and  an  air  of  .'jfMig/roid  which,  consider- 
ing the  circumstances  under  which  they  dis- 
covered me,  was  little  short  of  staggering. 
"  And  what  sort  of  a  party  might  you  be  as 
takes  a  fancy  to  sleeping  out  aboard  derelict 
wessels  ?  ' ' 

I  crawled  from  my  retreat  and  rose  to  my 
legs.  The  sun  was  just  risen  in  a  crimson 
ball  over  the  glittering  sea  in  the  east,  and 
alongside  the  wreck  was  one  of  the  famous 
Deal  galley-punts,  quietly  bumping  against 
the  vessel's  quarter  as  she  swayed  upon  the 
gentle  undulations  (for  the  water  was  up 
again) ;  with  a  third  man  sprawling  in  the 
stern-sheets,  and  a  little  stove  smoking  amid- 
ships. 

"I  was  left  upon  this  wreck  yesterday," 
said  I,  turning  to  the  men  who  stood  watching 
me  in  silence.  '•  My  boat  drifted  away  with 
the  fellow  in  her,"  and  here  I  gave  them  the 
yarn. 

"Well,  sir,"  said  the  one  who  had  pre- 
viously spoken,  when  I  had  made  an  end  of 
my  story ;  "  looks  to  me  to  be  a  werry  lucky 
thing  for  you  that  us  men  when  we  launched 
off  Deal  beach  on  a  cruise  this  morning,  should 
have  took  it  into  our  heads  to  come  and  have 
a  look  round  aboard  this  here  vessel.  I 
allow  its  onnecessary  to  ask  ye  whether  ye 
v/ants  us  to  put  ye  ashore  ?  " 

"  Oh,  quite  a  superfluous  question,"  I  re- 
jjlied,  making  towards  the  side. 

"  There  ain't  nothen  hero  worth  carrying 
away,  is  there,  sir?  "  asked  the  other  man, 
hooking  a  quid  from  out  of  his  cheek  and 
secreting  it  in  the  rim  of  his  fur  cap. 

"  Nothing  at  all,"'  I  answered,  and  clambered 
over  the  rail  into  the  galley-punt. 

After  Vari'derlrii?  aboait  t'h'e  tk'cks  a  littte 


while,  tbe  two  fellows  followed,  muttering 
that  "  the  whole  show  wasn't  worth  a  farden's 
worth  o'  silver  spoons."  They  released  the 
boat,  pushed  off  from  the  wreck,  and  hoisting 
then-  sail,  stretched  away  for  Ramsgate  har'^ 
hour.  The  men  were  cooking  then-  breakfast, 
consisting  of  a  dish  of  mackerel,  scarcely  yet 
dead  when  they  were  put  upon  the  gridiron, 
and,  half-famished  as  I  was,  it  was  with  real 
gratitude  that  I  shared  in  their  rude  repast. 
"Bough  and  ready  like,  sir,  after  the  fashion 
of  us  hovel  lers,"  as  one  of  thein  remarked  when 
he  hrnied  me  a  mugful  of  raw  tea,  but  as 
appetising  as  the  choicest  banquet  to  a 
hungry  man.  Meanwhile  the  breeze  kept  the 
cloths  of  the  great  lug-sail  swelling  as  they 
strained  at  sheet  and  tack,  the  buoyant  craft 
stemmed  the  smooth  water  with  a  loud 
babbling  as  it  flowed  away  from  her  bluff 
bows,  and  two  hours  later  I  was  once  more 
landed  upon  the  Ramsgate  pier. 


The  very  first  man  to  accost  me  on  stepping 
ashore  was  my  friend  the  boatman,  to  whom 
I  owed  my  unpleasant  little  experience.  "  He 
was  werry  sorry,"  he  said,  "he  was  sure.  It 
all  came  about  along  of  his  falling  asleep,  for 
which  he  couldn't  see  that  nobody  was  to 
blame,  and  when  he  awoke  he  found  himself 
afloat,  out  upon  the  bare  hocean,  with  nothen 
in  sight  except  a  few  distant  vessels,  and  no 
means  of  knowing  where  he  was,  or  how  the 
land  bore."  He  had  drifted  till  nightfall,  he 
told  me,  when  he  fell  in  witli  a  Maigalc 
cutter  standing  in  towards  the  Xorlh  Fore- 
land ;  she  towed  him  in  right  under  the  land, 
whence  he  was  easily  able  to  make  Ramsgate. 
He  had  wondered  whether  I  was  all  right, 
was  truly  thankful  to  see  that  I  was,  ami 
would  have  come  out  to  look  for  me  on 
reaching  the  harbour,  but  it  was  too  late 
then  ;  and  he  protested  that  he  was  just  going 
to  start  now.     One  of  the  Deal  boatmen 


laughed  satirically.  I  looked  at  the  man 
again  ;  he  was  scarcely  sober. 

"  I  assure  you,  sir,  I'm  werry  sorry"  he 
was  beginning,  gravely  trying  1o  balance 
lumself,  first  upon  his  heels,  then  upon  his 
toes ;  but  I  cut  him  short. 

"  I  might  have  been  drowned,  I  believe,  had 
I  depended  upon  you  to  come  and  rescue  me. 
I  shall  not  pay  you  a  halfpenny,  and  you 
may  sue  me  if  you  choose  "—with  which  I 
moved  away. 

At  this  all  three  of  the  Deal  men  laughed 
in  concert. 

"  Well,  sir,"  icmaiked  one  of  them,  touch- 
ing his  hat  in  acknowledgment  of  the  piece 
of  money  I  gave  him,  "  I  wouldn't  mind  laying 
I  any  man  a  tidy  bit  o'  bacca,  that  it'll  be  a 
j  precious   long  time  afore  you  forgels  the 
I  Goud'n  Sands." 

"It  will,"  said  I,  "a  very  long  while 
indeed  !  " 


FROM  my  cradle  upwards  I  have  been  ac- 
customed to  the  companionship  of  rep- 
tiles. My  father  was  almost  as  fond  of  such 
creatures  as  I  am,  though  he  did  not  make 
a  study  of  them  from  scientiflc  points  of 
view,  and  so  it  comes  about  that  some  of  my 
^•ery  earliest  recollections  are  those  of  han- 
dling live  serpents,  often  considerably  longer 
than  my  small  self,  or  of  having  them  placed 
around  my  neck  or  wreathed  about  my  body. 
[And  you  may  infer  from  the  accompanying 
picture  that  similar  tastes  have  descended 
to  the  third  generation.] 

When  a  travelling  menagerie  visited  our 
town  and,  according  to  time-honoured  cus- 
tom, spread  its  canvas  roof  over  the  square 
of  caravans,  I  took  great  value  out  of  my 
'•half-price,"  being  invariably  one  of  the 
first  admissions,  and  leaving  reluctantly 
only  when  willing  arms  could  no  longer 
;'lift  me  up"  to  inspect  the  flat  glass  case 
m  whicli  tiie  few  small  pythons,  which  con- 
stituted the  reptilian  stock  of  the  show,  lay 
i-oiled— unless  there  happened  to  be  a  couple 
"f  hltle  alligators  as  well,  in  a  tub  under- 
neath. And  when  the  keeper,  inspired  by 
small  silver  coin  of  the  realm,  unlocked 
the  case  and  lifted  out  the  languidly  writh- 
nig  snakes  for  my  dad's  inspection,  to  be 
transferred  by  him  to  my  arms  or  shoulders 
for  a  few  moments,  I  felt  that  life  was  in- 
■  deed  worth  living;  though  it  is  just  possible 
that  the  comments  and  exclamations  of  the 
horror-stricken  crowd  may  have  had  some- 
thing to  do  with  the  dehght  of  the  occasion, 
as  well  as  my  love  for  serpents— I  was  very 
luman  even  in  those  early  days.  So,  at 
liome,  I  am  afraid  that  no  small  share  of 
my  affection  for  the  newts  and  tritons  in  our 
a  iuanuni  was  based  on  the  terror  and  dis- 
gust which  a  certain  ancestress  known  as 
(i-i-auny  used  to  display  when  I  fished  them 
out  with  my  fingers  as  they  came  within  the 
depth  of  my  tucked-up  pinafore  sleeves  in 
their  ascents  to  the  surface  for  breatli. 

The  fishermen-awfully  good  fellows  they 
were— used  sometimes  to  bring  me  in  a  live 
conger-eel,  as  something  appropriate  to  my 
well-known  proclivity  for  things  serpentine. 
J--ols  are  uncomfortable  pets,  thou-h  ;  much 
luorc  "  escapable  "  than  snakes,  Aru  fiom 
the  deepest  washing-tray  or  bath,  and  those 
cmgei-s  give  a  nasty  bite.  A  great  chum  of 
mine  was  a  young  boatman  named  Onion  — 
and  I  mention  his  name  because  I  do  hope 
that  possibly  in  some  part  of  the  world  (he 
went  for  a  sailor)  he  may  read  these  lines 
!i;ul  kymv  thgt,  thf  YitiU-  chap       whcm  l,,- 


MY  FIRST  ADVEN>TURE. 

By  Dr.  Arthur  Str.\dling.  f.z.s. 

was  wont  to  spin  so  many  yarns  as  he  sat 
mending  his  nets,  and  whom  he  used  to  lead 
home  laden  with  marine  produce  of  powerful 
odour,  is  ever  grateful  to  him  and  wishes 
him  well,  wherever  he  may  be.  My  good 
friend  Onion  once  presented  me  with  a  huge 
and  lively  spider-crab,  which  I  smuggled  up- 
stairs to  my  bedroom  and  popped  into  the 
wash-hand  jug,  as  the  nearest  approach  the 
house  afforded  to  its  native  ocean.  A  few 
hours  later  my  nurse,  in  pouring  out  the 
water,  was  so  startled  by  the  sudden  arrival  nt 
this  unexpected  crustacean  in  the  basin,  that 


she  let  fall  the  jug  with  a  smash.  There 
were  domestic  complications  that  night. 

Not  that  the  snakes  engaged  the  whole 
of  my  attention  in  the  menagerie.  A  pro- 
ceeding to  which  I  used  to  look  forward  w  itli 
keen  interest  was  the  bathing  of  the  ele- 
phants in  the  sea,  a  refreshment  to  which 
they  were  generally  treated  when  the  weather 
was  warm.  On  one  occasion,  an  elephant 
went  out  so  far  that  the  keepers  were  afraid 
it  might  be  lost,  so  they  went  after  it  in  a 
boat ;  the  beast  was  so  pleased  to  see  them 
that  it  at  once  attempted  to  climb  in  and 
make  one  of  the  party.  The  boat,  of  course, 
was  capsized  and  smashed,  and  the  wonder 
i'-  ll'.:il  111'  'i'  nul  all  iIiuwulxI. 


And  that  reminds  me  of  a  certain  adven- 
ture (nothing  to  do  with  my  own)  associated 
with  the  same  place,  with  bathing,  and  with 
a  reptile.    A  grand  public  dinner  was  to  be 
given  in  the  Assembly  Rooms  in  celebration 
of  some  event— I  forget  what,  but  I  think 
the  late  Earl  of  Devon  presided.    The  cater- 
ing for  this  great  dinner  was  entrusted  to 
the  proprietor  of  the  principal  hotel  in  the 
town,  a  noted  cook  and  pur\eyor  for  such 
entertainments,  and  in  honour  of  the  occa- 
sion he  undertook  to  provide  real  turtle  soup 
I  for  the  guests.    (By  the  way,  people  rarely 
reflect  when  indulging  in  this  luxury  tha't 
they  are  eating  reptiles.    But  if  you  had  to 
In  e  on  turtle  meat,  varied  only  with  bananas, 
as  I  had  to  do  for  three  weeks  some  years 
ago,  because  there  was  nothing  else  to  be 
got,  how  you  would  loathe  both!)  Accord- 
ingly, a  live  turtle  arrived  at  the  Queen's 
Hotel  a  few  days  before  the  date  fixed  for' 
llic  banquet,  and  of  course  became  the  one 
tlK'iiic  of  conversafon  and  astonishment  in 
the  neighbourhood —you  must  remember 
that  this  was  many  years  ago.  People 
flocked  in  to  see  it ;  very  few,  I  suppose,  of 
the  inhabitants  had  ever  tasted  turtle  soup, 
and  probably  fewer  still  had  ever  seen  the 
animal  from  which  it  is  made  (unless  the 
report  be  true  that  conger  eels  furnish  the 
basis  of  a  good  deal  of  the  soup  whicli 
passes  as  turtle).    The  fame  of  the  caterer 
was  noised  abroad,  great  adm'ration  of  his 
enterprise  was  freely  expressed,  and  he  him- 
self was,  no  doubt,  not  a  little  proud  of  the 
sensation  his  importation  created. 

I  believe  that  I  was  taken  to  have  a  look 
at  the  turtle,  as  it  lay  on  its  back  in  a  straw- 
carpeted  shed,  feebly  moving  its  flappers  to 
and  fro,  and  menacing  inquisitive  fingers 
with  its  parrot-like  beak,  but  I  was  too  young 
at  the  time  to  retain  any  recollectitn  of  the 
circumstance. 

The  reptile  was  not  to  be  killed  mitil  the 
morning  of  the  eventful  day,  but  cn  the  pre- 
ceding afternoon  somebody  suggested  to  the 
worthy  landlord  that  it  was  "gett  ng  weak, 
and  that  it  would  be  all  tlie  better  and 
fresher,  and  re-appear  to  greater  advantage 
in  the  morrow's  tureens,  if  it  had  a  sea-bath. 
The  idea  was  voted  capital;  a  wheel-baiTow 
was  brought,  the  prospective  soup  hoisted 
nponit  with  along  hne  fastened  round  its  shell, 
and  the  procession  forthwith  stai-ted  for  the 
beach,  gathering  half  the  town  in  its  wake  as 
the  captive  was  trundled  triumphantly  across 
the  Den.  f'Den,"  not  a  cage,  but  a  broad 
<  pLU  gifcii  rpacc  in  front  of  the  sea  at 
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Teignmouth ;  supposed  to  be  the  spot  where 
the  Danes  first  landed  in  England,  hence 
the  name.  Menageries  and  circuses  used  to 
pitch  there  in  my  young  days ;  now  it  is 
"laid  out"  ornamentallv.) 

The  barrow  was  wheeled  into  the  sea,  and 
tilted  until  its  burden  was  launched  ;  off  the 
creature  paddled  joyously,  and  the  rope  was 
paid  out  humanely  by  those  who  held  it, 
that  the  doomed  chelonian  might  forget  its 
sorrows  in  fancied  liberty.  But,  alas  !  the 
line  suddenly  slackened  and  the  loop  was 
hauled  in  empty.  Ox-tail  soup  gi'aced  the 
banquet  on  the  following  evening,  and  the 
turtle  no  doubt  steered  for  the  West  Indies, 
basking,  I  trust,  once  more  on  the  sunny 
shallows  of  Antigua  or  Belize.  But  I  have 
been  told  that  that  landlord's  chagrin  was 
something  remarkable  to  witness,  and  that  it 
was  never  safe  to  mention  turtle  soup  in  his 
presence  afterwards  ;  in  fact,  it  would  not 
be  kind  to  tell  the  tale,  only  he  has  been 
dead  nearly  forty  years. 

I  may  say  that  living  turtles  of  more  than 
one  species  have  occasionally  been  carried  so 
far  out  of  their  proper  latitudes  by  ocean 
currents  as  to  be  washed  up  on  our  western 
shores  in  an  exhausted  condition. 

But,  dear  me,  the  little  episode  I  intended 
to  write  about  when  I  sat  down  will  sink  into 
insignificance  after  these  adventures  of  ele- 
phants and  landlords.  I  merely  meant  to 
say,  by  way  of  commencement,  that  I  had 
been  used  to  reptilian  society  from  my  baby- 
hood, but  I  think  the  first  jiiece  of  snakiness 
I  committed  on  my  own  independent  account 
was  achieved  when  I  was  about  six  or  seven 
years  old,  when  I  was  on  a  visit  to  my  grand- 
father in  Somersetshire.  One  of  my  cousins 
was  there  also,  a  boy  a  year  older  than  myself, 
and  a  most  conscientious  and  painstaking  in- 
structor in  all  kinds  of  mischief ;  the  grandest 
of  heroes,  always  in  scrapes.  Well,  one 
day  we  found  ourselves  possessed  of  a  penny, 
and  contemplating  the  wares  in  the  window 
of  the  village  toy- shop  with  intent  to  purchase. 
His  martial  disposition  prompted  the  sug- 
gestion of  a  wooden  sword,  while  four  glass 
marbles  were  more  to  my  fancy,  when  sud- 
denly I  spied  a  snake  hanging  up  at  the 
back,  half  concealed  by  the  yard-long  strips 
of  printed  ballads  which  descended  in 
festoons  from  the  ceiling.  Our  tastes  met 
there,  and  swords  and  marbles  were  for- 
gotten; we  inquired  within,  and  finding  that 
the  coveted  reptile  was  not  outside  the  com- 
pass of  our  means,  bought  it  there  and  then. 

You  can  get  penny  snakes  in  the  Lowther 
Arcade  now,  but  they  are  not  a  quarter  so 
good  an  imitation  as  this  one  was  ;  unless  it 
be  that  I  have  grown  older  and  more  fidgety. 
As  far  as  I  recollect  — and  I  am  afraid  I 
recollect  such  things  as  that  pretty  correctly, 
when  more  important  matters  are  forgotten 
— this  serpent  was  composed  of  fiat  pieces  of 
thin  wood  or  pasteboard,  hinged  together  by 
the  painted  paper  or  calico  with  which  it  was 
covered,  the  terminal  joint  at  one  end  pre- 
senting the  rough  outline  of  a  face  (equally 
capable  of  doing  duty  for  a  human  profile), 
while  that  at  the  other— of  necessity  the  tail 
— was  forked  and  b;i,rbed  like  an  arrow.  I 
am  conscious  that  so  far  this  description 
does  not  read  as  though  the  modeller's  art 
had  produced  any  very  thrilling  resemblance 
to  ophidian  types  yet  discovered  on  this 
earth ;  but  really,  when  you  held  it  out 
straight  by  the  aforesaid  tail,  it  wriggled  and 
twisted  backwards  and  forwards  on  the 
slightest  motion  of  the  hand  with  a  move- 
ment that  was  remarkably  serpentine — for  a 
penny.  I  have  never  seen  any  like  it  of  late 
years,  though  they  were  common  enough 
then.  Perhaps  the  secret  of  making  them  is 
lost. 

After  we  had  stood  on  the  pavement  in 
front  of  the  shop  for  a  fefW  minutes,  rejtDitsini?  I 


in  our  treasure  as  it  wobbled  about,  almost 
by  itself,  Freddie  said,  "  We'll  go  home  and 
frighten  .lane  with  this  !  " 

The  very  thing !  though  nothing  but 
opportunity  or  accident  would  ever  have 
caused  it  to  enter  my  mind.  Away  we 
trotted,  I  lost  in  admiration  at  my  kins- 
man's gigantic  intellect  and  promptitude  of 
suggestion.  .Jane  was  his  nurse,  of  a  less 
plastic  disposition  than  mine,  and  given  to 
domineering  over  us,  and  we  had  both  felt 
for  some  time  that  she  wanted  taking  down 
a  peg  or  two. 

Naturally,  our  next  care  was  to  find 
temporary  concealment  for  the  instrument 
whereby  this  authority  was  to  be  brought 
low.  Freddie  was  a  fat,  bursting-out  sort  of 
boy,  and  his  garments  were  of  such  a  build 
as  scarcely  to  shelter  himself— certainly  his 
attire  left  no  room  for  a  three-foot  serpent, 
somewhat  unaccommodating  in  shape  even 
when  coiled  up.  I,  however,  was  arrayed  in 
a  blue  check  blouse,  the  like  of  which  is 
never  seen  outside  a  workhouse  in  these 
days  ;  so,  unfastening  the  belt  by  which  the 
region  of  my  waist  was  mapped  out  and  my 
figure  rendered  human,  we  tucked  it  up  my 
back,  made  all  taut  again,  and  got  in  by  the 
back  garden  door.  Here  we  held  a  council 
of  war  behind  the  laurustinas.  The  window 
of  the  kitchen,  where  the  enemy  was  pro- 
bably intrenched,  looked  out  on  this  garden, 
and  so  far  that  was  all  that  could  be  desired  ; 
but  there  was  also  a  kitchen  door  by  which 
we  ourselves  might  be  captured  and  our  prize 
declared  contraband  and  confiscated  at  any 
moment.  Great  caution  was  obviously  called 
for,  so  it  was  agreed  that  one  should  watch 
this  door  and  give  immediate  notice  of  any 
threatened  invasion  of  our  territory  to  the 
other  who  was  displaying  the  snake,  so  that 
he  might  run,  and,  if  possible,  secure  a 
hiding-place  for  it  among  the  gooseberry- 
bushes  before  personal  seizure.  I  may 
incidentally  mention  that  my  grandfather 
had  gone  to  Taunton  for  the  day,  and  that 
Granny  took  a  nap  m  the  afternoon. 

Our  strategic  precautions  proved  all  unne- 
I  eessary.    No  sooner  did  Freddie  set  up  a  cry 
I  of  "  Hi !  snake  !  snake  !  hi  1  hi !  snake  !  " 
j  dancing  about  the  path  like  a  Bed  Indian, 
j  with  the  thing  lashing  about  in  his  hand, 
I  than  Jane  rushed  over  to  the  window,  and 
j  not  only  Jane,  but  my  Mary,  and  Keziah  ihe 
old  cook  ;  there  was  a  chorus  of  shrieks,  the 
I  window  was  slammed  down,  the  door  bolted, 
and  presently  the  three  fi'ightened  faces  ap- 
!  peared  at  the  casement  of  one  of  the  rooms 
j  upstairs.    I   daresay  they  wouldn't  have 
I  taken  it  in  quite  so  easily  if  it  had  not  been 
for  my  bad  reputation  with  regard  to  reptiles, 
and  all  that  they  had  heard  from  Mary  with 
respect  to  snaky  proceedings  at  my  home, 
with  which  she  had  no  sympathy  whatever. 
No  doubt  they  thought  my  evil  counsels  had 
corrupted  Freddie,  and  caused  him  to  add 
snake-catching  to  his  hst  of  crimes. 

"You  bad  boys!"  screamed  Jane;  "put 
it  down  di-irctli/  !  You  Freddie,  do  you  hear 
me,  sir  !  You  drop  that  thing  at  onc-c — if 
you  don't  I'll  go  and  wake  your  grandma  this 
instant !  " 

"  Hi !  hi  !  hi !  "  was  all  that  she  got  from 
us,  for  I  had  joined  the  war-dance.  We 
knew  perfectly  well  she  didn't  dare  do  that, 
not  for  forty  snakes. 

"  Doant'ee  now,  doanfee,  that's  dear 
boys  !  "  good  old  Keziah  croaked  out  (ah  ! 
she  was  a  good  sort,  if  you  like).  "  You'll 
be  stinged,  both  of  'ee.  Wherever  did  "ee 
find  the  nasty  brute?  Throw  'un  over  the 
wall,  that's  two  dear  boys,  do'ee  now  !  " 

"  Let  me  catch  you  throwing  it  in  here, 
that's  all !  "  screeched  a  shrill  voice  from 
the  wall  which  separated  the  kitchen  garden 
from  the  one  belonging  to  the  nest  house, 
from  Vhioh  thje  CcJok  had  heem  bToTl^ht  otit 


by  the  uproar.  "  Look  here,  these  boys  have 
got  a  great  long-cripplo  playing  with  !  They 
ought  to  be  well  flogged,  both  of  'em  !  "  And 
two  more  horrified  faces  appeared  above  the 
wall.  Our  triumph  was  complete  beyond  our 
most  sanguine  expectations. 

"  Come  down  here,  Keziah  !  "  we  shouted 
back;  "he  shan't  bite  you!"  but  Keziah 
did  not  respond  to  the  invitation.    We  were 
taking  a  little  rest  then,  and  had  dropped 
the  snake  in  the  strawberry  bed,  where  we 
pretended  to  mount  guard  over  it,  jumping 
aside  every  now  and  then  to  avoid  its  attacksi 
with  a  yell  which  was  echoed  by  our  terrified 
spectators,  one  and  all.    It  would  not  beaJ 
inspection,  of  course,  and  if  kept  still  would! 
have  been  seen  through  at  once ;   but  its' 
movement  was  really  very  deceptive  at  a 
little  distance,  especially  to  those  who  were 
not  suspecting  a  trick.    I  should  say  thatl 
long-cripple  is  the  west-country  name  for  al 
serpent,  and  very  good  Saxon  it  is,  too. 

Taking  a  mean  advantage  of  this  lull,  the 
besieged  party  attempted  to  sally  forth,  aimed 
with  the  poker,  but  we  charged  with  the  snake 
and  drove  them  back  shrieking  behind  bolts 
and  bars  again.  Yet  not  for  one  instant  did 
any  one  of  the  six  of  them  cease  to  threaten 
and  abuse  and  entreat  us.  We  knew  we 
should  catch  it  later  on  whenever  we  sur- 
rendered, so,  as  Freddie  said,  there  was 
nothing  like  keeping  it  up.  Magnificent 
chap,  he  was — I  should  have  given  in  of  my 
own  accord,  over  and  over  again.  Ho  was 
quite  a  pirate  in  my  eyes  ! 

Keziah  led  the  forces  once  more.  "  WiU 
'ee  give  'un  to  me  with  the  tongs,  and  I'll 
take  'un  across  to  the  field  ?  " 

We  consulted  together.  It  put  a  new  idea 
into  our  heads.  Directly  the  fraud  wa-H 
discovered,  our  snake  would  be  cons'gned  to 
the  fire,  that  was  pretty  certain.  But  if  we 
could  convey  our  wriggling  pennyworth,  still 
in  its  present  character,  across  the  road  to 
the  paddock,  we  might  conceal  it  somewhere 
there,  and  it  would  thus  "  live  to  fright 
another  day.'' 

So  we  said,  "  All  right,  Kissy,  give  us  the 
tongs,  and  we'll  take  him  over  !  "  and  Keziah 
hfted  the  kitchen  window  about  two  inches, 
and  slid  them  out  to  us.  They  wouldn't 
unbolt  the  door  any  more. 

It  was  my  turn  to  have  the  snake,  and  I 
was  hunting  him  up  with  appropriate  action 
from  the  strawberry  leaves,  when  the  hinge 
of  the  tongs  nipped  the  ball  of  my  thmnb 
and  gave  me  a  shai-p  pinch.  So  I  dropped 
them  and  began  to  cry ;  at  which  there  was 
a  general  exclamation  of,  "  There !  I  knew 
he  would  !  he's  been  stung  !  "  Out  they  came 
then,  and  I  was  picked  up  and  kissed  and 
shaken  and  scolded  and  comforted,  all  to- 
gether. 

Freddie  took  advantage  of  the  confusion  to 
stow  away  the  snake,  and  then  tried  to  in- 
duce Keziah  to  get  out  some  raspberry-vine- 
gar as  the  remedy  most  applicable  to  the  case, 
but  Jane  pounced  down  on  him  and  cut  shoil; 
his  career  by  walking  him  off  upstairs. 

Somehow,  the  incident  veiy  quickly  melted 
away.  My  tears  were  soon  dried  in  the  re- 
membrance of  the  fun  we  had  had.  and  tbe 
great  success  we  had  scored,  and  although 
the  black-red  mark  on  my  thumb  excited 
some  consternation  at  first,  there  was  so  evi- 
dently nothing  the  matter  with  me  that  ver\- 
little  importance  was  attached  to  it.  I  quite 
forget  whether  Granny  knew  of  it  or  not ;  at 
any  rate,  nothing  particular  occurred  during 
the  rest  of  that  day  for  certain,  for  I  don't 
remember  any  more  till  I  v.-oke  up  scared  in 
the  middle  of  the  night,  and  saw  my  gi-and- 
f ather  and  grandmother,  Mary,  and  a  strange 
gentleman  standing  around  my  bed. 

My  grandfather  had  arrived  home  on 
horseback  at  a  lata  hour,  and  before  he  had 
been  many  miiiTit?s  in  the  htftife  he  le'arff'e'd 


203 


that  I  had  been  bitten,  by  a  snake.  He,  of 
course,  knew  the  serious  nature  of  such  an 
accident,  which  the  rest  of  the  household 
apparently  did  not,  and  he  was  furious  at 
their  stupidity  in  not  sending  for  a  doctor  at 
once.  His  horse  was  brought  round  again, 
and  he  clattered  at  full  speed  up  the  long 
village  street  to  the  doctor's  house — only  to 
find  that  he  had  been  called  out  or  was 
dining  at  a  place  five  miles  off,  where  he 
intended  to  remain  the  night  (medical  men 
took  matters  more  easily  in  those  days  than 


they  do  now).  So  a  gig  had  to  be  got  ready, 
and  my  grandfather  drove  off  and  brought 
him  back  about  one  in  the  morning,  and 
he  was  the  stranger  at  whose  presence  I 
wondered,  as  I  sat  up  in  bed  winking  and 
blinking  at  the  light,  and  trying  to  remember 
where  I  was. 

"  Now.  my  little  man,"  said  the  kind 
doctor,  whose  interest  in  the  case  completely 
swallowed  up  any  annoyance  he  may  have 
felt  at  being  so  unceremoniously  disturbed 
at  that  hour,  "  now  then,  where  are  you 


bitten  ?  Let  me  sec  the  place."  Slowly  I 
drew  a  little  hand  from  under  my  knee,  and 
looked  dubiously  down  on  it,  while  the  doctor 
took  a  glass  from  his  pocket  and  made  a 
bright  circle  of  light  over  the  black  pineli. 
"  Why,  this  isn't  a  bite  at  all !  "  he  declared 
after  a  careful  examination  of  the  place. 

And  then  they  had  it  out  of  me.  My  grand- 
father was  a  short  man  of  quick  temper  and 
decisive  action,  and  I  draw  a  veil  over  the 
remainder  of  this,  the  final  scene  of  my  First 
Adventure. 


JEM'S  DREAM.  4ND  WHAT  CAME  OF  IT, 

By  W.  T.  Gkeenk,  m.d.,  m.a., 

.1  Ill/tor  of  "  Jem  and  I,"  elc.  •ic. 


WHEN  we  were  on  King-gower,  before  we 
went  to  the  Inglewood  Rush,  Jem  said 
to  me  one  morning,  while  we  were  having 
our  breakfast :  "  I  say,  mate  !  I  had  a  queer 
dream  last  night." 

"  Had  you  ?  "  I  replied.  "  I  expect  it  was 
owng  to  that  pork  we  had  for  supper,  for  I 
know  I  didn't  sleep  as  soundly  as  usual." 

.Jem  shrugged  his  shoulders.  "  How 
matter  of  fact  you  are!"  he  said.  "No,  it 
was  a  dream,  or  a  vision,  or  something  of  the 
kind,  and  I'm  sure  it  will  come  true." 

"All  right,"  I  returned.    "What  was  it 
about  ?  let's  hear,  old  man." 
"  You  won't  laugh  ?  " 
"  Certainly  not." 

"  Very  well ;  I'm  sure  I'd  know  the  place 
at  once  if  I  were  to  see  it,"  went  on  my  com- 
panion, meditatively,  as  he  paused  in  the  dis- 
cussion of  a  none  too  tender  mutton  chop, 
"  I'm  sure  I  should." 

"  All  right,"  I  said  again.  "  What  was  it 
like?" 

"  I'm  certain  it's  somewhere  about  here," 
pursued  Jem,  without  answering  my  (juestion, 
"  and  I  vote  we  go  and  look  for  it  when  we've 
finished  om-  breakfasts,  as  that  claim  on  the 
shadow  ground  is  no  good." 

I  nodded  assent  to  the  latter  observation, 
and  exclaimed  :  "  That's  true  at  all  events, 
so  we'll  go  and  look  for  your  dream,  Jem." 

"  Oh,  you  may  laugh,"  he  replied,  "  but 
you  won't,  or  rather  you  wall,  with  joy,  when 
we  find  it.  I  tell  you  what,  old  fellow,  it 
was  a  beautiful  sight." 

"Hum,"  said  I,  "let's  wait  till  we  do  find 
it,  whatever  it  may  be,  before  going  into 
raptures." 

"  You  are  such  a  fellow  to  put  a  fellow 
out!"  complained  Jem.  "You  might  have 
heard  aU  about  it  long  ago  if  you  hadn't  in- 
tciTupted  me  like  that." 

"  Go  on,  then.  I  shan't  say  another  word 
till  you've  done." 

"  Very  well,  then  :  I  dreamt  that  you  and 
I  were  walking  about  looking  for  a  spot  to 
try  onr  luck  in,  and  after  a  while  we  came  to 
a  broadish  flat  where  two  shallow  gullies  ran 
together,  and  the  place  was  all  covered  with 
wattle  bushes." 

"  There  ain't  many  of  them  about  here,"  I 
said,  forgetting  my  promise  not  to  interrupt 
the  recital  of  Jem's  dream. 

He  shook  his  head  at  me  reprovingly,  and 
went  on:  "But  there  was  one  bush  in  par- 
ticular that  att-va('t<Hi  our  attpntiou,  it  was  so 
round  and  trim,  just  as  if  it  liad  bcfu  cli(ipc(l 
like  the  vows  in  the  wilderness  at  the  bottom 
of  oar  garden  in  Blankshire.    Heigho  !  " 

Jem  sighed  at  the  remembrances  evoked, 
and  went  on  :  "  It  did  seem  a  pity  to  disturb 
it,  but  something  seemed  to  say,  '  There's 
gold  under  that  wattle,  and,  pretty  as  it  is, 
up  it  must  coTOe  if  you  want  to  get  it.'  " 


"  Get  what  ?  "  I  asked,  somewhat  mis- 
chievously. 

"  Why,  gold,  of  course,  stupid  !  Well,  we 
went  to  work,  and  rooted  up  the  wattle,  which 
was  as  big  round  as  a  dinner -table,  and  when 
we  had  cleared  it  away  we  began  to  sink  a 
shaft  on  the  very  spot  where  it  had  grown, 
and  the  long  tap  roots  gave  us  a  good  deal  of 
trouble  to  get  them  out  of  the  way  ;  but  wo 
managed  to  dig  clear  of  them  at  last,  and 
came  to  the  end  of  the  alluvial  that  rested  on 
a  bed  of  mullocky  clay,  and  as  soon  as  you 
saw  that,  you  said,  '  It's  no  use  going  any 
further,  Jem.' 

" '  Oh,  yes,'  I  said,  '  we'll  go  on  till  we 
come  to  the  bottom  anyhow,  if  we  have  to 
go  right  through  to  Adelaide.'  " 

This  was  said  as  a  joke,  of  course  ;  but 
many  of  the  diggers,  who  knew  nothing 
about  geography  or  the  formation  of  the 
I  earth,  had  an  idea  that  if  they  only  sank 
deep  enough  they  would  tun\ble  through  into 
one  of  the  other  colonies,  which,  f)f  course, 
was  perfectly  absurd,  and  only  iiirrifioiud 
here  to  show  how  terribly  it;iii ir.uit  -oiiic 
of  the  poor  gold  diggers  were.  Wi'll,  absurd 
or  not,  it  was  a  common  saying  when  any 
shaft  was  getting  extra  deep,  "  If  you  go  on 
like  that,  you'll  be  coming  out  at  Adelaide 
directly." 

But  to  resume.  Jem  went  on  :  "  The  layer 
of  mullock  was  not  very  thick,  as  it  happened, 
and  we  got  through  it  after  a  bit.  and  came 
on  broken  (|Hartz  and  l^iuvcI,  and  I  said, 
'What  do  you  think  of  that  is  it  no  use 
going  on  now  '.' ' 

" '  That  looks  better,'  you  said,  and  wc 
went  on,  the  quartz  becoming  more  plentiful 
and  the  general  appearance  of  the  stuff  more 
satisfactory  as  we  got  deeper,  until  presently 
I  struck  my  pick  into  something  soft,  from 
out  of  which,  however,  I  had  a'  difficulty  in 
getting  it  back. 

"'Hullo!'  I  said,  'what's  that'.''  .-md 
when  I  looked  at  the  point  of  the  pic]^  it 
was  yellow,  just  the  colour  of  gulil,  and 
seemed  for  all  the  world  as  if  it  had  been 
gilt  like  a  picture  frame." 

"  How  jolly  !  "  I  exclaimed,  quite  entering 
into  the  spirit  of  the  narrative,  which  Jem, 
i  who  was  not  a  bad  raconteur,  gave  in  a  very 

realistic  manner. 
'  "  You  may  say  that !  "  replied  my  partner, 
and  continued :  "  Well,  I  held  it  up  to  you, 
and  called  out,  '  Is  it  no  use  going  on  now  ?  ' 
,  but  you  were  too  iiiucli  asbanird  of  ha\  ing 
l)een  a  false  pvoplict  to  ri  ply." 

"Likely!"  I  interrui)ted. 

"Well,"  continued  Jem,  '■that  was  the 
dream,  you  know :  however,  \\  o  were  about 
three  feet  down,  and  when  I  had  cleared 
away  the  whole  bottom  of  the  shaft,  it  was 
literally  paved  with  gold." 

"  Hnrrah  !  "  I  exclaimed,  quite  beside  my- 


self at  the  bare  notion  of  such  a  wonderful 
discovery,  and  forgetting  that  it  was  all  a 
dream  ;  then  as  the  possibility  of  its  realisa- 
tion occurred  to  me,  I  said,  "You  think 
you'd  know  the  place,  Jem,  if  you  were  to 
see  it  ?  " 

"  Know  it,"  he  returned,  "  I  should  ima- 
gine so !  Why,  I  can  see  it  in  my  mind's 
eye  now.    But  let  me  finish  my  dream. 

"  Well,  we  had  to  enlarge  the  shaft  ever  so 
much,  especially  at  the  side  towards  the  upper 
part  of  the  gully ;  but  at  last  we  got  the  whole 
surface  of  the  monster  nugget  clear,  and  it 
was  a  size,  I  can  assure  you  !  for  do  what 
we  would,  we  could  not  move  it  in  the  least, 
it  was  so  tremendously  heavy,  and  while  we 
were  straining  and  striving  our  best,  some- 
thing seemed  to  give  way  in  the  middle  of 
my  back,  and  I  woke  up  with  a  start." 

i      I  laughed.    "  That  was  when  I  punched 
you  to  make  you  get  up." 

"Humph!"  growled  Jem,  "  I  wish  you'd 
waited  a  bit,  for  I  wanted  tu  know  how  much 

i  it  weighed." 

"  Tons,"  I  said,  laughing  agaui.  "  A  nugget 
of  gold  of  the  size  you  have  described,  Jem, 
must  have  weighed  tons  ;  but  what  a  pair  of 
donkeys  we  are  to  be  sitting  here  wasting 
our  time  discussing  a  dream  as  if  it  was 
something  that  had  really  happened,  or  was 
even  likely  to  happen." 

"Nevertheless,"  exclaimed  my  friend,  "I'm 
going  to  look  for  that  place,  and  find  it,  too, 
tor  I  believe  I  must  have  really  seen  it  some- 
where without  noticing  it,  and  that  was  the 
reason  I  saw  it  in  thi;  dream;  so,  will  you 
come  with  me,  or  will  you  go  back  to  the 
shallow  ground,  or  stay  at  home?  " 

"Why,  Jem,  you  know  I  will  go  with  you," 
I  exclaimed,  speaking  in  an  injured  tone. 
"  Have  we  not  agreed  to  stand  or  fall  to- 
gether, like  Palamon  and  Arcite  ?  " 

!      "Humph!"  exclaimed  my  friend,  "not 

'  to  have  a  jolly  row  at  last,  like  they  had,  old 

'  man." 

I  laughed.  "  Not  very  likely,"  and  breakfast 
by  that  time  having  become  a  ,  thing  of  the 
past,  we  shouldered  our  picks  and  shovels, 
closed  the  door  of  our  tent,  and  sallied  forth 
in  quest  of  the  place  seen  by  Jem  in  his 
dream. 

"Which  way  shall  we  go?  "  I  asked,  when 
we  had  made  everything  safe,  a-nd  were  ready 
to  start  on  our  wild-goose  chase. 

"Up  the  gully,"  replied  .Jem,  adding,  "I 
faiicv  to  the  riglil.  for  it's  all  maHee  scrub  to 
llic  I,. II.  l.iK.w-.  aii'l  sii  it  can't  be  that 

i  \\a.\  (111  ac  roiiiit  (if  the  wattle--." 

i  assented,  not  bein^;  eiuldwed  with  the 
prophetic  faculty,  and  not,  lia\  iug  dreamt  of 
the  untold  treasure  lying  in  that  very  scrub 
waiting  patiently  to  be  discovered,  and  we 
directed  our  steps  to  the  right,  towards  the 
setting  sun — that  is  to  say,  towards  the  place 


where  the  sun  would  set  in  due  course,  for  at 
that  early  hour  of  the  morning  he  was  just 
about  rising  in  the  opposite  direction. 

Well,  we  walked  on  for  a  considerable  time 
without  finding  any  variation  in  the 
"endless  bleak  monotony  of  plain"  that 
then  surrounded  us  on  every  side,  for  we 
were  approaching  the  alluvial  table-land  that 
lay  to  the  west  of  King-gower,  where  there 
was  no  suspicion  of  quart/,  or  of  auriferous 
strata,  and  it  seemed  as  if  Jem's  would  be 
one  more  illustration  of  the  truth  of  the 
adage  that  says  "  Dreams  always  go  by 
contraries." 

After  we  had  walked  for  a  distance  of  some 
miles,  we  came  to  a  halt  by  mutual  consent, 
and  Jem,  somewhat  dispirited,  said  :  "  We'd 
better  go  back  to  the  shallow  ground." 

"No,"  I  returned,  "it's  rising  to  the  left 
(that  is  to  the  south),  and  perhaps  your  dream- 
land is  over  there  :  let's  see  at  all  events,  now 
we've  come  so  far." 

We  walked  on  for  another  half  mile  or  so, 
and  soon  found  that  the  ground  was  rising 
very  decidedly  :  gum  trees  and  stringy  barks 
dotted  its  surface  here  and  there,  and— yes, 
positively  !  there  was  a  wattle  bush  ! 

"  Wonderful !  "  I  exclaimed,  "  suppose 
your  dream  should  come  true  after  all, 
Jem !  " 

"  It  will !  "  he  exclaimed,  with  reviving 
confidence  as  soon  as  he  caught  sight  of  the 
wattle  tree,  "you  just  see  if  it  don't." 

I  laughed,  and  we  walked  on.  Yes,  as 
sure  as  anything,  there  were  two  flat  gullies 
joining  about  a  couple  of  hundred  yards  from 
us,  and  a  little  in  advance  of  their  point  of 
junction  stood  a  beautiful  clump  of  mimosa 
in  full  bloom,  perfuming  the  air  all  round 
with  its  most  delicious  fragrance. 

"Hurrah!"  then  shouted  Jem,  throwing 
his  venerable  cabbage-tree  hat  into  the  air, 
to  the  imminent  danger  of  that  indispensable 
article  of  apparel,  "  hurrah  !  " 

"It's  very  curious  !  "  was  my  less  enthu- 
siastic remark  ;  and  then  after  a  pause  :  "  It 
seems  a  pity,  but  I  suppose  we  must." 

"Must  what?"  asked  my  friend,  "and 
what's  a  pity  ?  " 

"  Wliy,  that  we  must  root  up  and  destroy 
that  bush,"  I  rei)lied;  "it's  httle  short  of 
sacrilege,  and  all  on  account  of  the  anri 
sacra  fames." 

"Here  goes  for  it,  nevertheless,"  exclaimed 
Jem,  with  an  exulting  shout  that  made  the 
echoes  ring  again  and  frightened  a  couple 
of  magpies  from  their  noonday  rest  in  an 
adjacent  gum  tree ;  and  so  saying  he  applied 
his  keen-edged  American  axe  to  one  of  the 
limbs  of  the  wattle  tree,  that  presently  fell 
quivering  to  the  ground. 

Pity  then  vanishing  from  my  mind,  owing 
to  the  contagion  of  example,  I  followed  suit 
with  my  axe,  and  in  a  very  brief  space  of 
time  the  late  beautiful  clump  of  mimosa  was 
cut  down  and  its  branches  scattered,  oi-,  it 
would  be  more  correct  to  say,  were  collected 
into  a  heap  at  one  side  of  the  spot  where  it 
had  grown,  and  from  which  it  had  diffused 
its  fragrance  during  many  years. 

The  shaft  was  then  shaped  out ;  it  was 
about  three  feet  in  length,  by  two  wide,  with 
the  corners  rounded  off :  then  we  began  to 
sink,  "dig"  as  we  used  to  say,  though  a 
spade  was  very  seldom  used  in  mining  opera- 
tions. We  soon  got  through  the  first  foot  or 
so  of  soil,  which  was  loam,  or  alluvial  in 
colonial  phrase  ;  then  came  a  bed  of  clay,  or 
nrulluck,  rv  ii-tly  as  in  Jnu  s  dream,  so 'that 
it  was  Kettin;^'  ijaite  cXL-it  luij;. 

"  Suppose  alter  all  there  should  be  gold 
there,''  I  ventured  to  remark  after  a  bit; 
adding,  "  not  such  an  impossible  nugget  as 


you  dreamt  about,  Jem,  of  course,  but  good 
payable  gold." 

"  What  indeed  1  "  exclaimed  my  friend, 
standing  up  for  a  minute  in  the  shaft  which 
he  had  insisted  on  commencing,  and  in  which 
he  was  then  working. 

Well,  the  layer  of  clay  was  about  a  foot  in 
depth,  and  when  Jem  had  got  through  it,  he 
actually  came  upon  anotlier  of  gravel,  that 
is  of  quartz,  broken  slate,  and  yellow  clay 
conglomerated  together.  Was  ever  such  a 
coincidence  ! 

"  Ay,"  said  I,  and  added  :  "  Let  me  down 
now,  Jem,  you've  been  at  it  quite  long 
enough  ;  let  me  have  my  turn." 

Jem  thereupon  hopped  out  of  the  "  hole," 
wiped  his  brow  witli  his  shirt-sleeve,  which 
he  pulled  down  from  above  his  elbow,  twisted 
a  handkerchief  round  his  neck,  put  on  his 
coat,  and  sat  down  to  cool,  while  I  took  his 
place  in  the  shaft. 

After  I  "liad  removed  two  or  three  layers 
of  the  gravelly  soil,  my  pick  struck  against 
something  that  gave  out  a  ringing  sound, 
and  I  could  go  no  further. 

Jem  looked  on  with  intense  excitement, 
and  hopes  elevated  to  the  highest  pitch. 
"My  dream's  coming  true  !  "  he  shouted,  as 
he  literally  danced  on  the  heap  of  stuff  we 
had  thrown  out  of  the  shaft,  sending  some  of 
it  back  to  the  place  it  came  from. 

"  Don't  ! "  I  exclaimed,  as  I  wiped  a 
piece  of  clay  from  the  corner  of  my  left  eye, 
"  be  quiet,  Jem,  do !  don't  be  stupid,  but 
listen  to  this  " — and  again  I  struck  the  pick 
against  the  substance,  whatever  its  nature 
might  be,  that  barred  my  further  progress 
downward. 

"Hullo!"  exclaimed  my  friend,  "that 
doesn't  sound  well,  does  it  ?  not  much 
metallic  ring  there  ?  " 

I  shook  my  head  and  took  up  the  shovel 
to  throw  out  the  gravel  I  had  loosened,  and 
in  so  doing  uncovered  a  mass  of  white 
quartz. 

"There  maybe  gold  under  it,"  hazarded 
Jem,  leading  a  kind  of  forlorn  hope,  after  we 
had  looked  at  it  for  a  minute  or  two  in 
silence. 

"  So  there  may,''  I  replied,  as  I  stooped  to  j 
loosen  more  of  the  gravel ;  "  but  is  there  '?  "  ' 

Well,  to  come  to  the  point,  the  mass  of 
quartz  seemed  to  be  of  considerable  size,  and 
in  order  to  make  sure  of  its  actual  propor- 
tions, as  well  as  whether  there  was  anything 
more  valuable  than  itself  beneath  it,  we  had 
to  widen  the  shaft  considerably,  and  when 
that  was  done,  that  is  to  say  when  we  had 
quite  worked  round  the  stone,  we  made 
levers  out  of  two  of  the  stoutest  of  the 
wattle  boughs,  and,  not  without  some  diffi- 
culty, turned  over  the  white  and  glistening 
mass. 

There  was  nothing  under  it,  however— that 
is  to  say,  no  gold,  for  it  rested  on  the  hard 
slate,  and  that  was  the  "  bottom  "  in  those 
parts,  so  that  we  could  go  down  no  deeper. 

So  Jem's  dream  came  true  to  a  certain 
extent.  We  found  his  gully  and  his  wattle-tree, 
and  at  the  bottom  of  our  shaft  was  a  nugget, 
but  unfortunately  not  of  gold ;  and,  after 
resting  ourselves  for  a  few  minutes  wliile  we 
made  and  drank  a  pot  of  tea,  we  returned  to 
the  tent  with  one  more  day  given  to  the 
Queen,  as  the  diggers  used  to  say  when  they 
had  sunk  a  shaft  and  found  nothing  in  it  to 
pay  them  for  their  labour. 

But  dear  me,  that  was  not  all !  not  by  a 
good  deal  ;  for  although  it  was  quite  late  | 
when  we  reached  our  tent  we  could  hear  a  I 
con-fused  murmur  of  voices  at  some  distance, 
and  on  going  over  to  find  out  what  it  was  all 
about,  we  learned,  much  to  our  chagrin,  that  | 


rumours  had  reached  the  township  of  new  and 
startling  discoveries  in  the  Mallee  Scrub  1 

How  provoking  !  if  we  had  not  gone  off 
fooling  after  a  dream  we  might  have  had  our 
pick  of  a  claim  in  the  new  gully,  which  the 
discoverers  had  already  named  Bullfrog,  and 
in  which  they  had  found  some  magnificent 
specimens  of  water-worn  gold. 

Two  of  the  fortunate  fellows  had  come 
back  to  fetch  their  tent  and  some  provisions, 
and  already  quite  a  number  of  our  neighbours 
had  hurried  off  to  the  new  El  Dorado. 

Why  should  we  not  go,  too,  late  though  it 
was  ?  late,  in  more  senses  than  one,  for  not 
only  was  the  evening  far  advanced,  but  a 
number  of  men  had  got  an  hour's  start  of  us 
or  more,  and  the  ground  round  the  dis- 
coverers would  all  be  taken  up. 

These  lucky  chaps  had  been  working  in 
the  shallow  ground  we  had  so  unfortunately 
deserted,  and  had  we  been  there,  we  Should 
of  course  have  gone  with  them  and  stood  a 
tar  better  chance  than  was  now  left  us  of 
getting  on  the  gold. 

Well,  better  late  than  never  !  We  inquired 
the  way,  and,  dark  as  it  was,  started  for  the 
new  rush  by  ourselves,  and  of  course  we  lost 
ourselves  in  the  dense  scrub,  for  there  was  no 
regular  track ;  and  well  it  was  that  we  pulled 
up  when  we  did,  for  when  daylight  came  at 
last,  after  a  cold  and  miserable  night,  which 
we  passed  as  best  we  could  without  blankets, 
food,  or  fire,  we  found  that  we  had  been  going 
quite  in  the  opposite  direction  to  Bullfrog, 
and  had  we  proceeded  much  further  we 
should  have  been  presently  lost  in  a  dense 
sci'ub  that  had  been  the  destruction  of  more 
than  one  poor  fellow  to  our  knowledge. 

We  were,  fortunately,  not  long  in  finding 
out  that  we  had  missed  the  track  and  were 
going  wrong,  so  we  pulled  up  at  once  and 
sat  down  on  a  half-rotten  log  to  wait  for 
morning,  which  after  a  long,  long  time 
dawned  on  us,  to  find  us  benumbed  with  cold 
and  well-nigh  faint  from  hunger. 

Wlien  the  dawn  had  sufficiently  advanced 
to  enable  us  to  discern  surrounding  objects, 
we  were  in  a  not  much  better  position  than 
we  had  been  in  the  dark,  for  there  was  no- 
tliing  t-o  point  out  to  us  the  direction,. we 
ought  to  take,  and  we  could  not  see  the  sky ; 
still  the  light  was  stronger  before  us  than  it 
was  behind  or  on  either  side,  and  concluding 
that  to  be  the  east  we  decided  on  walking  in 
that  direction. 

Progress  through  the  dense  mass  of  under- 
wood was  not  easy,  and  we  got  on  slowly, 
but  we  had  not  proceeded  very  far  when  I 
thought  I  heard  the  tinkling  of  a  bell,  so  I 
grasped  Jem's  arm  and  motioned  him  to 
stand  still. 

We  listened  intently  for  a  few  seconds,  and 
again  distinctly  heard  the  bell. 

"Is  it  a  liori^e  or  a  bell-bird?"  asked  my 
companion,  anxiously. 

"  I  think  it  is  a  horse's  bell,"  I  said,  and 
at  that  moment  we  heard  a  dog  bark.  There 
was  no  mistake  about  that  honest,  I  had 
almost  said  human,  sound.  So  we  coo-ee'd 
as  loudly  as  we  could,  and  scarce  ever  felt 
happier  than  we  did  when  our  shout  was 
answered  by  anotlier. 

We  were  presently  rejoined  by  a  digger 
who  was  looking  for  liis  horse,  which  he  liad 
just  found,  and  he  soon  led  us  to  the  new 
rush,  where  we  got  some  much  needed  break- 
fast, but  were  too  late  to  secure  a  claim. 

So  that  Jem's  dream,  although  it  came 
partly  true,  was  a  delusion  and  a  snare,  for 
by  acting  on  its  suggestion  we  not  only  lost 
a  day,  as  I  have  said,  but  a  share  in  the 
working  of  one  of  the  very  richest  gullies  that 
was  ever  found  even  on  King-gower. 


A  FEW  HINTS  FOll  HANDY  BOYS. 


A FUNNEL  is  another  very  useful  thing,  and 
is  easily  made  by  cutting  out  a  circular 
piece  of  tin,  then  cut  away  a  portion  as 
shown  at  a  (fig.  5),  also  a  small  circle  from 
the  centre. 


Fig.  5. 

When  folded  round  this  will  form  a  cone 
with  the  apex  cut  off ;  the  two  edges  should 
lap  over  about  one-eighth  of  an  inch  and  be 
soldered  together.  The  spout  of  the  funnel, 
B,  is  to  be  cut  to  the  required  length  and 
slightly  tapered  off  to  one  end  ;  it  should 
then  be  bent  round  the  stake  (fig.  3,  p.  187)  and 
soldered  down  the  seam  and  then  on  to  the 
cone  or  body  of  funnel,  the  outer  edge  of 
which  can  then  be  folded  back  and  a  small 
wire  inserted  to  stiffen  it,  and  a  ring  soldered 
on  to  the  edge  by  which  to  hang  it  up 
completes  this  useful  little  article. 

Simple  as  this  is,  yet  there  are  some  things 
of  even  more  easy  construction,  take  for  in- 
stance a  square  tray,  \  (fig.  G). 

This  can  be  made  from  one  sheet  of  tin, 
first  -simply  marking  the  depth  you  require 
the  sides  to  be,  and  then  after  cutting  out  the 
corners  as  shown,  fold  up  the  sides  over  a 
straight  piece  of  wood  by  means  of  the 
wooden  mallet,  keeping  them  at  right  angles 
with  the  base. 

Then  hammer  the  projecting  pieces  which 
were  left  at  each  corner  square  up  with  the 
sides,  and  solder  them  together. 

The  top  edge  turned  over  a  small  wire 
helps  to  strengthen  it  very  much  and  gives  it 
a  great  finish. 

The  five-sided  tray,  b,  can  be  made  in  the 
same  manner,  and  when  complete  may  be 
painted  and  burnished,  and  then  looks 
capital. 

A  circular  tray  must  be  made  in  a  different 
manner  if  a  very  deep  rim  is  required.  The 
base  should  be  struck  out  by  means  of  a 
pair  of  compasses,  and  a  very  shallow  rim 
hammered  up  all  round  of  about  one-eighth 
of  an  inch  deep  ;  then  a  strip  of  tin  should 
be  cut  of  the  required  depth  for  the  edge  and 
one-eighth  over,  and  long  enough  to  reach 
round  the  tray  ;  when  ready,  one  edge  should 
be  turned  over  a  wire,  and  then  the  rim  bent 
round  and  soldered  into  the  bottom. 

You  will  sometimes  find  it  difficult  to  get 
the  solder  to  "  take  "  on  old  rusty  utensils, 
probably  more  or  less  greasy,  such  for 
instance  as  an  old  saucepan  which  may 
require  mending,  and  it  is  best  to  thoroughly 
clean  them  with  strong  soda  and  water, 
and  then  scrape  bright  and  re-tin  the  sur- 
face. 

If  there  is  only  one  hole  in  the  bottom,  cut 
a  Bmall  circle  of  tin  and  place  it  inside  over 


the  hole,  then  hold  the  copper  bit  on  top 
until  you  see  the  solder  melt  all  round  and 
over  the  piece  of  tin,  when  the  saucepan  will 
be  ready  for  use  again,  but  if  there  are 
several  holes,  it  would  be  the  quickest  and 
best  plan  to  take  the  old  bottom  right  off  and 
replace  with  a  fresh  one. 

To  do  this  you  should  first  cut  the  bottom 
off  with  the  shears,  and  then  clean  the  out- 
side at  the  bottom  edge  from  all  soot  and 
black  with  an  old  knife,  and  also  scrape  the 
inside  about  half  an  inch  up.  Then  hold  the 
now  bottomless  saucepan  over  the  stake  (fig.  3, 
p.  187),  so  that  it  rests  about  a  quarter  of  an 
inch  from  the  edge,  and  with  the  hammer 
turn  up  a  rim  of  about  one-eighth  all  round. 
You  must  do  this  carefully,  and  when  done 
see  that  it  projects  at  right  angles  with  the 
sides  of  the  saucepan,  and  also  that  you  have 
it  level,  as  it  would  look  very  bad  to  have 
one  side  of  the  saucepan  deeper  than  the 
other. 


1 


Fig.  6. 

This  being  done  satisfactorily,  place  the 
saucepan  on  the  sheet  of  tin  you  intend  to 
re-bottom  with,  and  mark  all  round  the  edge 
with  a  sharp  nail  or  bradawl ;  then  remove 
the  saucepan,  and  cut  with  the  shears  about 
one-eighth  of  an  inch  outside  the  line. 

This  eighth  of  an  inch  must  now  be  turned 
up  all  round  with  the  hammer  to  foi-m  a 
shallow  tray,  and  if  done  carefully,  will  just 
fit  the  extended  edge  of  saucepan  when  stood 
in  it. 

Now  stand  the  saucepan  in  it,  as  at  fig.  7. 
The  top  edge  of  a  is  then  to  be  hammered 
down  flat  all  round,  as  at  b  ;  it  may  then  be 
finished  by  hammering  up  flat  to  the  side  of 
saucepan  all  round. 


This,  if  carefully  done,  will  be  quite  water- 
tight, but  should  there  be  any  leak  through 
bad  fitting,  a  little  solder  run  miiiid  inside  at 
c  will  soon  put  it  to  rights,  ;iijd  ilii-  saucepan 
will  be  ready  for  use  once  more. 

All  cooking  utensils  made  of  copper  require 
to  be  tinned  inside,  as  the  copper  salts  are 
highly  poisonous,  and  are  sure  to  be  formed 
if  fruit  or  vegetables  are  left  in,  as  the  acid 
of  the  fruit  &c.  combines  very  easily  with 
the  copper. 

Now  "  tinning  "  prevents  this  action  taking 
place,  and  as  it  is  very  simple  to  do,  and 
saves  one  the  chance  of  getting  poisoned,  it 
is  well  worth  doing. 


Fig.  7. 

First  then,  boil  some  water  in  the  cooking 
utensil — I  will  imagine  it  to  be  a  saucepan — 
and  throw  in  plenty  of  soda,  and  stir  it  well 
round  to  thoroughly  get  rid  of  all  grease,  then 
empty  it,  and  after  drying,  scour  it  well  with 
emery  or  glass  cloth,  next  rinse  it  out  free 
from  all  dust,  and  boil  some  pure  water  in 
it  and  empty  it  again. 

Now  put  in  a  sokition  of  sal  ammoniac  and 
let  it  boil  away  until  dry,  splashing  it  round 
in  the  meanwhile,  so  that  it  leaves  a  thin  film 
all  over  the  inside  of  saucepan. 

Keep  it  on  the  fire  and  have  some  pure  tin 
ready  melted  in  a  ladle  (take  care  this  tin  is 
pure  and  not  mixed  with  lead,  such  as  solder 
for  instance,  which  would  not  do),  pour  this 
melted  tin  into  the  saucepan  and  rub  the 
metal  all  over  the  surface  with  a  piece  of  tow 
or  short  length  of  new  rope,  then  pour  the 
surplus  tin  out  and  rinse  with  clean  water 
and  the  job  is  done. 

Numerous  articles  may  be  formed  from 
sheet    tin,  without    using  solder.  Taney 


Fig.  8. 

dishes,  and  trays  or  pans,  are  easily  made  by 
striking  the  edge  of  a  sheet  of  tin  with  the 
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rounded  end  of  the  mallet  into  a  semicircular 
hole  cut  in  a  block  of  wood  of  the  size 
required,  as  shown  at  a  (fig.  8). 

You  should  first  decide  on  the  general 
shape,  whether  it  is  to  be  circular,  square,  or 
elliptical ;  then  cut  your  tin  accordingly,  and 
hold  the  edge  on  the  wood  block  and  give  it 
a  blow  vnth  the  mallet.  This  will  dent  it  in 
and  form  one  of  the  flutes,  and  it  must  then 
he  shifted  forward  the  necessary  distance  and 
the  next  flute  formed,  and  so  on  all  round. 
These  flutes  naturally  contract  the  outer  edge, 
raising  it  up  and  forming  the  sides  of  dish  or 
tray.  Probably  the  bottom  will  be  all  askew 
by  the  time  you  ha  ;  finished  the  sides,  but 
if  you  place  a  piece  of  flat  wood  on  it,  a  few 
blows  with  the  harmner  will  soon  bring  it 
flat  and  straight  again,  as  shown  finished 
at  n. 

Tubes  also  can  be  made  without  soldering 
together,  if  required  to  stand  great  heat,  such 
as  stove  pipes  and  lamp  chimneys  &c.,  and 
are  easily  bent  to  shape  round  a  broomstick 
or  larger  wooden  roller  as  required. 

Sheet-iron,  zinc,  or  tin  is  used  for  these, 
and  you  must  remember  in  cutting  it  to  the 
size  wanted,  that  the  sheet  should  be  three 
times  the  diameter  of  the  pipe  or  tube  re- 
quu'ed,  so  that  for  a  two-inch  pipe  you  would 
have  to  cut  the  sheet  six  inches  and  a  half 
wide,  the  half  inch  being  allowed  for  turning 
in  the  seam. 

This  is  simply  done  by  turning  over  each 
edge  in  an  opposite  direction,  as  shown  at 


A  (fig.  9).  It  is  then  bent  round,  and  the 
edges  hooked  together  and  hammered  flat  on 
the  broomstick,  as  at  b. 

Another  plan,  and  which  makes  the  best 
job,  is  to  turn  both  edges  back  in  one  way, 


and  then  to  cut  another  strip  of  metal  one 
inch  wide  and  turn  the  two  edges  of  this  in- 
wards ;  then  bend  the  tube  round  and  sUp 
the  other  piece  on,  as  shown  at  c.  This 
can  then  be  hammered  down  in  the  same 
way. 

The  joints  or  elbows  will  give  you  a  little 
more  trouble  in  making,  and  you  can  cut 
your  metal  to  the  shape  of  a  (fig.  10),  which 


when  bent  roimd  you  will  find  forms  a  tube 
with  the  end  cut  off  at  an  angle ;  but  of 


Fig.  10. 

course  this  shape  will  vary  according  to  the 
angle  at  which  you  require  the  elbow. 

(To  be  continued.) 


HOW  TO  PREPARE  AND  MOUNT  OBJECTS  FOR  THE  MICROSCOPE. 

By  E.  a.  E.  Bennett,  b.a., 

Anihor  of  "  Hoic  la  make  an  Induction  Coil"  "  Electric  Lamjys  and  how  to  work  tliem,"  "  Electro-motors  and  how  to  make  them,"  etc.,  etc. 


^Phe  wings  o£  many  insects  are  very  good  ob- 
L  jects  for  the  microscope,  and  one  should 
he  the  first  object  on  which  the  mounter 
tries  his  'prentice  liand,  for,  being  flat,  and 
requiring  little  preparation,  they  take  far  less 
knowledge  to  mount  successfully  than  sub- 
sequent discoveries  may.  The  wings  of  all 
insects  are  formed  on  the  same  plan,  i.e.  they 
are  composed  of  two  membranes  united  at 
their  edges  and  held  together  and  supported 
by  many  hollow  branches  called  "  nervures," 
which  possess  the  required  strength  and 
lightness.  The  arrangement  of  the  wings 
difl'ers  according  to  the  race  of  insects,  and 
if  yon  refer  to  any  book  on  entomology  you 
will  find  that  the  primary  classification  of 
insects  is  achieved  by  moans  of  the  charac- 
ters of  tlieir  wmgs. 

The  wings  of  the  humble  bee  from  which 
we  took  the  sting  to  examine,  will  give  us  a 
good  illustration  of  the  usual  type  of  wings 
of  this  class  of  insects.  If  you  look  along 
the  upper  edge  of  the  lower  wing  you  will 
see  a  number  of  little  hooks.  The  object  of 
these  hooks  is  to  fasten  the  wings  together 
by  hooking  into  the  lower  membrane  of  the 
upper  wing,  which  is  strengthened  to  bear 
their  weight,  as  may  be  seen  by  comparing 
that  membrane  with  the  rest  of  those  com- 
posing the  wing. 

The  wings  of  the  "midge"  and  the  com- 
mon "  bluebottle  "  fly  are  also  worth  looking 
at,  but  the  reader  must  select  further  ex- 
amples for  himself. 

The  wings  of  many  insects  are  covered  with 
scales  or  hairs,  scales  of  course  being  the 
invariable  rule  with  the  large  classes  of 
butterflies  and  moths.  The  wings  of  these 
are  veiy  easy  to  preserve,  being  mounted  dry, 
and  being  very  flat.  The  end  of  the  wing  of 
the  "azure  blue"  butterfly  is  fringed  with 
long  feathers,  and  forms  a  lovely  object  for 


PART  VI. 

CHAPTEE  in.  [continued). 

I  the  microscope.  In  all  cases  of  butterflies' 
wings  the  scales  are  laid  on  one  over  another, 
in  a  manner  precisely  analogous  to  the 
placing  of  tiles  on  the  roof  of  a  house.  An 
examination  of  separate  scales  will  show  the 
hooks  with  which  their  fastening  is  achieved. 
The  hooks  are  inserted  into  little  holes  in 
the  membrane,  which  may  be  shown  by 
brushing  off  the  scales  in  places,  leavmg  the 
membrane  exposed  to  view.  This  should  be 
done  with  the  mounted  slide,  as  it  adds 
greatly  to  the  interest  of  the  object. 

The  scales  of  that  odd  little  creature  the 
"  sugar-runner"  {Leptsiiiasaccliarina),  which 
is  common  enough  in  grocers'  establishments 
and  often  found  in  ordinary  habitations,  in 
cupboards,  &c.,  are  very  perfect  specimens  in 
the  shape  of  those  Japanese  fans  which  now 
form  so  universal  an  ornament  to  our  sitting- 
rooms.  The  creature  itself  is  long-shaped, 
with  a  glittering  silvery  skin  and  long  hairs 
at  its  head  and  tail.  If  you  touch  it,  it  \vill 
leave  a  copious  supply  of  its  scales  on  your 
fingers,  which  you  can  transfer  to  the  micro- 
scope slide. 

The  antcnntx  of  many  insects  are  splendid 
objects  for  the  microscope.  The  antennae  of 
butterflies  take  a  knobbed  form,  as  may  be 
shown  hy  tiiat  of  the  tortoiseshell  buttei'tiy 
(T'«?(('.s.sy;),  but  those  of  the  moth  tribe,  on 
the  other  hand,  are  poiu'ed,  as,  for  example, 
those  of  the  tiger  moth  (Arctia  caja).  This 
latter  is  "toothed"  all  up  its  length.  A 
splendid  antemia  is  that  of  the  ermine  moth 
(Spllosoma),  which  is  in  the  shape  of  a  mag- 
nificent plume. 

The  antenna  of  the  common  gnat  is  a 
gorgeous  object,  similar  to  the  last,  but  enor- 
mously liner  and  more  feathery,  and  there- 
fore a  more  elaborate  object  when  magnified. 

One  of  the  most  marvellous  objects  for  the 
microscope  is  the  antenna  of  the  common 


cockchafer.  This  wonderful  instrument  is 
foiTned  of  thin  plates — at  the  top  of  the  usual 
jointed  support — which  can  be  erected  when 
the  cockchafer  wishes,  to  form  a  fan  -  or 
shut  up  to  occupy  a  small  space.  This  is 
well  worth  mounting  as  a  permanent  object, 
but  will  require  prolonged  soaking  in  potassic 
hydrate  and  mounting  in  Canada  balsam, 
which  should  render  it  beautifully  transpa- 
rent. When  thus  mounted  it  wiU  appear  as 
in  fig.  8. 


Pio.  S.—ksnEnrssm  op  Oockchafer  (Female'). 


Many  insects  have  tongues  which  well 
repay  attention :  those  of  flies,  butterflies, 
moths,  <tc.,  popularly  known  'the proboscis, 
are  sometimes  exceedingly  curious  instru- 
ments. Taking  one  of  the  common  liouse- 
fly,  we  find  that  it  is  composed  of  a  long 
tube,  which  conveys  the  nutriment  into  the 
mouth  of  the  fly.  At  the  end  of  this  tube  is 
a  large  sucking-disc  which  is  full  of  small 
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sucking-tubefi,  by  means  of  which  it  acts. 
The  tongue  is  also  provided  with  three 
lancets,  two  small  and  one  large,  for  the 
purpose  of  piercing  objects  on  which  the  fly 
desires  to  feed.  The  small  tubes  with  which 
the  sucking-disc  is  filled  being  too  fragile  in 
their  construction  are  strengthened  by  the 
addition  of  a  strong  horny  substance,  which 
nearly  enchcles  them  at  intervals.  In  the 
case  of  the  proboscis  of  the  cricket  these 
horny  filaments  are  in  the  form  of  triangles, 
not  semi-circles,  and  this  gives  a  most  elabo- 
I'ftte  appearance  to  the  proboscis  of  the  cricket, 
which  should  be  examined  after  that  of  the 
.fly.  It  requh-es  rather  a  high  power  of  the 
microscope  to  show  the  manner  in  which  the 
horny  substance  is  aiTanged  over  the  tubes, 
but  when  seen  it  is  really  wonderful. 

It  is  unnecessary  to  remark  that  other 
animals,  not  of  the  insect  tribe,  are  possessed 
ol  tongues,  but  many  of  my  readers  may 
never  have  credited  the  syiail  tribe  with  the 
possession  of  such  wonderful  organs  as  they 
really  have.  The  common  periwinkle  may 
be  got  in  abundance  for  one  penny,  and  one 
of  them  will  provide  you  with  a  lovely  object 
for  your  microsoope.  First  kiU  the  snail,  if 
not  already  dead,  by  smashing  the  shell  and 
dropping  the  whole  thing  into  fresh  water, 
which  kiUs  it  instantly.  Now  you  can  easily 
extract  the  tongue,  and  on  placing  it  on  your 
slide  you  will  see  a  long  band  arranged  with 
row  after  row  of  teeth,  one  row  behind  the 
other.  A  live  periwinkle  in  an  aquarium  is 
an  interesting  creature,  when  mowing  down 
the  gi-een  stuff  which  ahnost  inevitably  grows 
on  the  sides  of  the  glass.  If  watched  through 
the  glass  he  is  seen  to  move  slowly  forward, 
moving  his  head  from  side  to  side,  and  making 
sweeps  with  his  tongue,  the  sharp  teeth  of 
wliich  cut  off  the  green  stuff,  like  a  reaper 
mowing  down  swathe  after  swathe  of  corn. 

If  you  cannot  get  hold  of  ybur  pennyworth 
of  periwinkles  you  may  use  instead  the 
common  fresh-water  snail  (dropping  it  into 
boiling  hot  water  to  kill  it  after  breaking  the 
shell),which  is  known  scientifically  as  Li«!«art 
stagnant  ;  and  you  will  find  a  similar  arrange- 
ment to  that  of  his  salt-water  relative,  only 
his  ton^e  is  not  so  long.  Fig.  9  shows  part 
of  this  snail's  tongue,  and  one  of  his  teeth 
furthei  enlarged. 


Fig.  9.— Part  op  Tongi-e  of  Water-Snail 

(LOI-V^A  STA  iNALlS). 
With  one  hooked  plutc  (tooth)  further  enlarged. 

In  the  same  pond  or  ditch  from  which  you 
took  the  water-snail  you  will  find  objects  in 
enormous  abundance  on  which  to  exercise 
your  microscope.  A  few  drops  of  stagnant 
water  will  provide  you  with  a  lively  scene 
when  viewed  under  a  tolerably  high  power, 
the  animaloulse  bustling  hither  and  thither, 
and  numerous  species  of  rotifers,  <fec.,  often 
turning  up.  Higher  up  in  the  scale  you  have 
the  larvfe  of  various  insects,  beetles  &c. ;  and 
in  the  more  advanced  stage,  the  fishes  them- 
selves, on  which  you  can  exercise  your  dis- 
secting powers. 

( To  be  conlinufd.) 


DOINGS  FOR  THE  MONTH. 

JANUARY. 


I, — In  Poultry-Run,  Aviary,  Eabbitry,  etc. 

By  Gordon  Stables,  m.d.,  k.n. 

The  Poultry-uun'.— The  cold  weather  will  be  with 
us  this  Jauuary,  or  I  am  no  judge ;  and  frost  and 
snow  as  well  niayhup.  We  are  not  going  to  rail  agaiust 
it,  for  clear  frosty  weather  is  far  more  healthy  for  our 
lejithered  favourites,  whether  iu  Poultry-run,  Aviary, 
or  Loft,  than  wet  and  slop  arc.  Fowls  are  very  intel- 
ligent birds,  albeit  some  do  not  believe  ii,  ami  tiny 
never  fail  to  tell  their  owners  when  they  foel  ill  or  are 
suffering  from  general  discomfort.  Whenever,  there- 
fore, you  see  signs  of  moping  or  huddling  together  in 
corners  among  yoiu-  fowls,  be  certain  sure  something  is 
wrong.  They  arc  either  uuderfeil  ur  injiidieiuii.'ily  fed, 
or  they  lack  gravel,  pure  water,  or  a  <lry  duiit  bath. 
Now  fowls  iluring  winter  are  very  nuich  at  the  mercy 
of  the  weather.  In  summer  they  can  do  a  deal  for 
themselves  which  in  this  darksome  month  of  .lanuary 
is  quite  impossible.  They  nin  about  and  pick  up  a  deal 
of  insects,  grubs,  etc.,  which  serve  to  keep  them  in 
health.  In  winter  there  are  none  of  these,  and,  if  con- 
lined  to  the  run,  science  itself  must  come  to  our  aid  in 
enabling  us  to  keep  them  healthy  anil  layuig.  I  gave 
hints  about  feeding  last  month,  wdiich  ought  to  be 
fomid  invaluable.  The  .soft  food  m  the  morning— a  mix- 
ture of  garden  roots,  .small  potatoes,  turnips,  etc.,  and 
even  potato  jjaring.s,  mixed  with  p(3llarii  arid  oatmeal, 
all  boiled,  makes  a  capital  morinug  meal.  Give  it  in  the 
dawu  of  the  day.  It  will  do  yourself  no  harm  to  be  up 
thus  early,  anyhow.  Give  grains  — oats,  etc. — at  mid- 
day, and  grains  again  just  when  they  are  preparing  to 
roost.  If  you  own  a  few  fowls,  lads,  and  have  t«  go 
from  home  for  the  afternoon,  pray  leave  some  respon- 
sible party  in  charge.  Don't  imagine  that  one  night's 
starvation  does  not  hart  the  birds,  for  it  does,  and  often 
lays  the  seeds  of  disease  in  the  more  weakly. 

Well,  water  in  winter  is  apt  to  become  frozen  ;  see 
after  this.   Give  soft  water  in  preference  to  lianl. 

Gravel  gets  frozen,  too.  if  it  is  scattered  abont  too 
much.  Better  put  it  in  a  heap  in  a  corner.  The  best 
is  fine  sand  mixed  with  screenings  of  mortar  and  lime 
gi'avel. 

In  very  cold  weather,  bruised  chillies  may  be  mixeil 
with  the  morning  meal,  bullock's  lights,  etc. ;  and  to 
the  laying  fowls,  stale  crusts  of  bread,  wetted  with  beer. 
This  should  be  given  hot  or  ivarvi.  Keep  the  fowl- 
house  itself  dry  and  warm.  Put  clean  straw  in  the 
nests  and  scrape  the  perches,  a  frozen  perch  is  often 
proiluctive  of  cramp  in  fowls.  Do  not  forget  ijreenfootl. 
Sell  all  useless  stock.  Set  hens  now  if  possible.  Fceil 
cliickens,  if  you  are  lucky  enough  to  have  any  early 
ones,  on  oatmeal  draggle<l  with  sweetest  mUk,  choppeil 
eggs  at  night,  if  they  are  valuable.  Anyhow,  feed  from 
morning  till  night,  even  by  lantern  light.  Do  not 
forget  bone  meal.  Get  Spratt's  and  you  will  be  safe. 
Send  for  their  little  threepenny  book.  It  contains  a 
fountain  of  good  advice,  aud  is  worth  its  weight  in 
gold. 

Tbe  Pioeon-lopt.— Read  last  month's  Doings  over 
again,  and  you  may  as  well  read  what  I  have  just 
written  alxuit  poultrV.  I  generally  give  a  larger  sp.ace 
to  the  latter  for  this  reastin,  the  .same  hygiene  or  sani- 
tary rules  tliat  apply  to  fowls,  apply  also  to  pigeons  and 
other  birds.  Well  then,  I  trust  that  by  this  time  every 
lad  has  his  loft  in  comfortable  form.  IJut  I  have  known 
boys  who  left  open  crevices  in  tlie  roof  or  siiJes  of  their 
pigeon  houses  wide  enough  for  the  snow  to  drift  in,  and 
by-and-by  they  woudered  tliat  their  pets  were  not 
thriving,  that  some  were  huddled  up  in  corners,  anil 
refusing  food,  or  tliat  the  deoksi  were  wet  with  droppings 
from  the  birds,  indicating  rliaiThcea,  or  that  terrible 
ailment  canker  had  brokeu  out.  Ilemember,  lioys,  that 
a  stitcli  in  time  .saves  nine.  Get  your  lofts,  therefore, 
in  as  good  order  as  if  you  yom'selves  had  to  pass  a  night 
or  two  therein.  If  the  weather  is  flue  and  open,  with 
a  rising  glass,  you  might  whitewash,  but  do  not  run 
any  risk. 

Feed  well,  and  do  not  forget  to  have  the  hoppers  full 
of  nice  clean  grains  the  night  before,  for  pigeons  are 
early  risers,  and  it  reaUy  does  hurt  them  to  have  to 
wail  for  breakfast. 

Thk  AviAJiT.— There  is  little  to  he  done  save  feeding 
and  keeping  your  pets  snug  aud  warm,  only  don't 
forget  that  half  an  hour  of  a  sun  bath  is  greatly 
reli6he<l.  Beware  of  cold,  however.  Do  not  hang  any 
bird  out  of  doors  to  catch  the  sunshine,  for  the  clianges 
in  temperature  at  this  season  of  the  year  come  soon  and 
sudden.  Begin  to  think  about  mating.  It  really  is  a 
delightful  fancy  this  canary  bree<ling  ;  the  worst  of  it 
is,  books  are  so  defir.  We  iiope  soou  to  give  an  article 
on  the  subject. 

TuE  RABBrrRT. — I  was  aKke<l  about  dead  leaves  for 
bedding  the  other  day.  I  asked  my  fox  terrier  In  turn, 
and  he  said,  "  No,  he  never  fouml  dead  leaves  in  the 
bmTOws  of  wild  rabbits."  And  Spring  has  vast  ex- 
perience. Let  this  be  your  motto  for  January  :  dry 
beds,  warmth,  good  food,  milk  and  water,  and  exercise 
on  sunny  days.  Long-haired  rabbits  should  be  groomed. 

Boys  who  intend  keeping  rabbits  would  do  well  to  get 
the  back  number  of  the  B.  0.  P.  containing  the  table  of 
diet  I  gave  for  rabbits  some  montlis  ago.  There  is  no 
necessity  for  sticking  close  to  it,  but  it  gives  a  very 
aood  nrfttoTi  of  the  plan  tlinfc,  if  adopted,  wmdd  tend  to 
keep  rabbits  in  healrli. 


SoiiETHKO  ARonr  GuiN-EA-Plos.— Whether  long- 
haired or  short-haireil  they  are  all  treated  much  the 
same,  with  this  difference,  that  the  very  long-coateil— 
call  them  Peruvians— re<juire  some  attention  to  their 
pelage.  If  it  gi^ts  into  a  matted  condition,  you  will  find 
it  ilifficult  indeed  to  restore  to  its  former  beauty.  Well, 
these  pretty  wee  pets  all  want  a  nice,  warm,  dry  hutch, 
and  bedding  of  hay.  The  hutch  is  simUar  to  that  of  the 
rabbit,  hut  it  must  be  siuTOundtnl  with  a  Uttle  yard,  for 
exercise  these  creatures  must  have.  Feed  on  bread  sop 
for  the  morning,  and  grains  aud  green  food  all  day. 
Tliey  dearly  love  oats,  and  some  will  greedily  eat 
acorns. 

The  Kf.nnkl. — In  very  stormy  weather  <lo  not  leave 
the  poor  dog  in  an  outdoor  kennel,  however  good  it  is. 
If  you  cannot  take  him  into  the  house  nt  night,  shut 
him  up  in  some  'nice  warm  outhouse.  Fee<l  well,  and 
keep  dry  and  comfortable. 

The  Kitchen  Garden". — A  good  deal  of  the  ground 
must  lie  idle  for  a  time,  because  by-and-by  we  shall 
want  it  for  potato  ground.  Clear  the  gartlen  of  useless 
stuff  and  put  it  at  the  bottom  of  the  manure  heap, 
covering  it  up.  to  rot  for  spring.  Bough-dig  gi'ound  to 
kill  weeds.  Manure.  Put  in  early  peas  and  broad 
beans  in  fine  weather.  Cut  hedges,  trim  bushes,  tidy 
walk.s,  and  keep  all  sweet  and  clean. 

The  Fi.owei!  and  Window  Gardens.— Get  jour 
window  l.)0xes  i-eady.  Make  new  ones  if  needed,  and 
(ill  with  com]ioKt  from  the  florist  or  good  garden  mould. 
Trim  beds  !ind  lionlors.  Plant  spring  flowers,  take 
advantage  of  every  0]<vn  day  tf>  do  .so.  Kow  would  be 
the  time  to  laiild  a  nice  rockery.  Comijletc  planning 
out  new  gardens,  and  cosy  cornel's  in  w  liicli  to  gTO\v 
ferns  and  ^vild  flowers,  such  as  foxgloves.  Tliesc,  if 
lifted  from  tlie  woods  with  plenty  of  earth,  will  bloom 
this  year. 


II. — Entomology. 

By  Eev.  Theodobe  Wood,  f.e.s. 

What  is  the  enthusiastic  entomologist  to  do  in  Janu- 
aiy  ?  During  the  greater  part  of  the  month,  in  an 
average  season,  he  must  expject  to  be  frozen  out,  as  far 
as  practical  collecting  is  concerned  ;  ami  even  in  mild 
and  open  weather  there  will  be  nothing  to  lotik  for 
excejit  liihernia  rtrpkapraria  and  jjerluips  }1.  Iruco- 
pltearia,  whieli  are  generally  plentiful  enough  on  fenc^ 
anil  troe-trunks.  'I'lie  females  of  both  these  moths  are 
wingless,  and  should  he  looked  for  on  oak,  hawthorn, 
and  sloe,  especially  wdieu  the  males  are  to  be;  seen 
fluttering  in  the  neighbourhood.  Pupa-digging,  of 
course,  can  be  eaiTied  on  w  hen  the  ground  is  sufHoiently 
soft,  and  bectlt^hunting  ut  the  roots  of  trees,  the  foot  of 
fences  nrnl  walls,  aini  in  st;iek-bottoms.  will  still  be 
fairly  ])vi'(iucti\'e.  lUn,  .Ijiuiaiy  is  usually'  a  month 
which  isliest  giv<-n  uptoiodoor  work, and  preiiLU'ations 
for  the  coming  campaign. 

Go  caiehdly  over  your  drawers  or  boxes,  and  look 
out  for  mould  and  mites.  The  former  can  be  de.stroyed 
by  means  of  benzine  eollas  in  which  a  small  quantity  of 
carbolic  acid  has  been  dis.solved.  Ajiply  this  very 
carefully  with  a  eamel's-hair  brush.  Beetles  may  be 
drenchetl  with  it  witliout  danger,  but  it  has  always  a 
tendency  to  "  mat "  tlie  long  hairs  of  motlis,  and  shoidd 
never  be  allowed  to  run  on  to  the  thorax.  Move  any 
lx)x  in  wliich  moidd  appears  to  a  warmer  and  drier 
situation  at  once. 

Camphor  is  generally  recommendel  for  the  slaughter 
of  mites  ;  but  it  is  very  apt  to  gt't  njion  tlie  wings  of 
the  insee:ts.  and  is  not  altogether  sutisfactory.  Far 
better  get  an  ounce  or  two  of  "naphthaline"  fiom  a 
druggist.  Fasten  a  small  quantity  of  this  in  a  piece  of 
muslin,  and  pin  it  in  the  corner  of  the  box  or  drawer 
which  contains  the  infested  in.sects.  In  a  veiy  short 
time  the  mites  will  disappear,  and  will  keep  clear  of 
the  case  until  the  naphthaline  has  evaporated  away. 

Setting-boards  ought  to  be  repaperetf  once  iu  every 
season  at  least,  and  now  is  the  best  time  to  do  it.  Take 
care  to  remove  every  atom  of  the  old  paper,  and  replace 
it  by  the  "  tea-jnipei' "  wliich  is  sold  specially  for  that 
purpose  by  the  natm'al  history  dealers.  Cooke,  of 
30  jMuseum  Street,  W.C.,  will  supply  it.  The  paste 
should  be  thick,  but  free  from  lumps,  and  the  papei- 
spread  with  gi'eat  care,  so  that  no  air-lmbbles  mnv  be 
left  beneath  it.  Repapering  a  case  or  a  eabiiut-dniw  er 
is  a  more  difficult  matter,  inasmucli  as  the  jiaper  must 
be  cut  exactly  to  fit  the  interior. 

If  you  cont'emiilate  rearranging  your  collection,  do  it 
at  once,  before  tlie  sjjring  work  comes  on.  But  the  less 
insects — and  esytccially  Ifpldoptem — are  moved  about, 
the  better,  for  a  drawerful  of  butterflies  and  moths, 
minus  bodies,  legs,  and  antennie,  is  but  a  sorrj  sjjectacle. 
By  far  the  best  plan,  if  you  can  afford  it,  is  to  procure 
either  boxes  or  a  cabinet  suflEicient  to  include  an  entire 
collection,  and  then  carefidly  to  label  it  out  by  means 
of  a  printed  label  lis.t,  leaving  space  for  a  series  of  every 
species,  w  hether  you  happen  to  possess  it  or  not.  By 
adopting  this  plan  an  infinity  of  future  trouble  is  saved, 
and  whenever  you  obtain  a  liew  insect  you  will  have  its 
place  already  prepared  for  it. 


Carres  p  0  it  tr  c  it  r 


Bob.— "The  Model  Yachtsman"  is  published  by  T. 
Grassam.  High  Street,  Hull.  It  cosis  threept- uce-'half- 
peniiv,  post  free.  The  Mav  number  contains  a  full 
list  of  rhe  Model  Yacht  Clubs. 

A.  B. — The  part  witli  riie  presentation  plate  of  "  Lioness 
and  Cubs  "  w:!-,  \o.  1 17.  You  had  only  to  send  ei^ht- 
penceandi  hr  dr-i'ri|irion  to  fuhlisher,  "  Boy's  Own 
Paper,"  jtl,  i*au'rno.>ter  Row,  and  it  would  have 
reached  you  by  return  of  post. 

Pork  Pie. — There  is  no  difference  in  meaning  between 
Pfennig  and  Pfennige,  but  the  latter  is  pronounced 
with  more  e,ase. 

S.  T.  K. — Make  a  model  of  your  lead  keel  in  wood. 
Take  a  mould  of  that  mnilel  in  plaster  of  Paris.  In 
the  mould  stick  upriplit  four  or  fi^-o  niatchrs  or  tliin 
Btieks  of  wood.  Pour  in  the  h  ad,  and  when  if  is  cold 
break  the  mould.    Screw  the  keel  on  to  the  boat, 


using  the  lines  of  the  matches  as  the  screw-holes  ;  to 
work  a  gimlet  through  wood  is  easy,  but  to  work  it 
tiirough  lead  is  quite  another  matter. 
A.  R.  Kelly.— Yes.  The  tools  sold  at  the  Stores  are 
excellent ;  and  as  a  rule  they  are  cheaper  there  than 
in  the  ordinary  shops.  But  you  do  not  have  such  a 
choice,  and  for  a  small  order  it  is  hardly  worth  while 
making  a  long  journey  to  save  less  than  the  railway 
fare. 

A.  W.  D. — You  will  probably  find  the  advertisement  in 
"The  English  Mechanic."  Many  of  the  books  on 
electrical  appliance  making  are  noticed  in  its  columns. 

Book. — A  handbook  of  Canada,  costing  a  penny,  can 
be  obtained  from  the  High  Commissioner  of  Canada, 
at  the  Colony  Offices  in  Victoria  Street,  Westminster, 
or  from  the  bmigrants'  Information  Office,  31,  Broad- 
way, Westminster. 


WiND.MILL=i  (S.  Chappie).— Run  a  spindle  through  the 
body  :  fix  the  arms  to  the  end,  one  up  and  one  down, 
and  both  with  a  slanting  edge  to  the  wind  as  if  you 
weie  dealing  with  two  arms  of  an  ordinary  wind- 
mill. 

J.  F.  M.— We  are  unable  to  reply  in  next  issue,  as  in  the 
tir-t  place  next  issue  went  to  press  more  than  a  month 
a^^o.  and  in  the  second,  we  really  cannot  make  out 
whuT  y  .n  nifan.  Perhaps  our  readers  may  help  U3. 
"ill  M.ur  next  issue  give  me  what  information  you 
can  upiin  Mainul,.  where  they  are  found  at  present 
time,  ami  1  v,:int  to  know  whether  the.  were  called 
wholly  EUphunis,  or  have  they  wings  on." 

IIoPKFUL  A.  B.— Such  a  question  coidd  not  be  answered 
without  a  diagram,  which  we  have  no  room  for. 


11  h.  -i  |.laii  \M.uld  1,,.  to  get  Giosvenor's  "Model 
iii^  iiiiin  j,,nr  fu-e  library,  and  work  out  the 
i-unnirnt^  f.ir  ynurself.  They  are  very  easv. 
i-vrn..i  "s  l3uok  is  ]iuljlished  by  "Gill,  170,  Strand, 
I  ■■lists  o.'.  Our  articles  in  the  coming  "  Outdoor 
iir,  "  -all  reprints  of  matter  out  of  print^ — would 
I  on,  but  the  season  will  be  over  before  it  is  pub- 


u'l  I  K.— Nominations  for  the  Diplomatic  Service 
lu  be  obtained  fiom  the  Secretary  of  State  for 
i-ifin  Affairs,  who  nominates  about  a  dozen  can- 
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I'A  ll  ilMAKF.Il. —  We  .- 
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tlhiniiiir  ot  L^HiiL'  tl 
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hen  the  staff  is  getting  low.  Aa 
I  I  c  ]iassed  before  the  Civil  Ser- 
.  anil  if  successftd  you  will  have 
Is  Hiiliout  pay. 

hoiild  think  a  watchmaker  would 
tjct  a  living  in  Patagonia;  but 
il  iHi  other  watchmaker  having 
IT'-  iniiilit  be  in  his  favour.  You 
ater  escapement  to  Australia. 


IJn  Lkctkur  REMors.— You  must  be  a  very  forgetful 
"  reader  from  the  first,"  or  else  a  very  careless  one. 
We  have  had  articles  on  slide-painting  and  answers 
in  these  columns  over  and  over  again.  The  articles 
have  been  reprinted  in  "Indoor  Games."  There  is 
no  spei'ial  prejiaration  for  the  glass,  but  you  must  mix 
yi'Ui  o.ilimi  -i  with  varnish  instead  of  oil.  Paint  a  trial 
slide  of  all  the  colours  in  your  colour-box  in  squares, 
and  note  the  effect  of  each  in  the  lantern.  You  will 
then  know  which  colours  are  stu table  and  which  are 
not. 

DuN'ALD. — For  the  tonnage  formula,  see  our  model 
yachting  articles.  The  dimensions  required  are  beam 
and  water-line — not  length  over  all — and  depth  has 
nothing  to  do  with  it.  The  speed  of  the  model  should 
be  to  the  full  size  vessel  as  the  scale  ;  but  the  model 
is  always  rather  faster.  If  you  have  a  yacht  going 
twelve  knots  an  liotir  in  a  certain  breeze,  a  model  of 
her.  an  inch  to  a  foot,  will  go  rather  more  than  a  knot 
an  hour  in  the  same  breeze. 

H.  SnowdiiN. — We  have  had  articles  on  Canoe-building, 
and  cannot  return  to  the  subject  at  present.  Some 
of  our  articles  on  the  subject  have  been  reprinted  in 
"Indoor  Gamts  " 

W.  Missing. — The  fern  should  be  re-potted  with  fresh 
soil.  The  pot  should  be  well  drained,  as  the  plant 
should  be  watered  frequently,  but  not  allowed  tp  stand 
in  water. 

E.  Po^VNALL. — It  you  write  to  the  Secretary  ^jf  the 
Governors  of  Christ's  Hospital,  E.C.,  >ou  will  receive 
full  particulars  as  to  the  method  of  admission. 

Lagos.— There  are  many  good  architects  who  take 
articled  pupils.  The  premium  would  probably  be  a 
hundred  guineas,  and  the  cost  of  hviiig  depends  on 
circumstances,  but  might  be  estimatal  at  £100  a 
year.  An  advertisement  in  the  "  Builder,"  or  even 
the  "Times."  would  almost  certaiulj'  bring  I'eplies, 
but  you  would  have  to  be  carefid  in  your  selection, 
and  on  no  account  enter  into  an  engagement  without 
references  as  to  character  and  position. 

R.  Hermav. — If  the  tiTe  is  broken  get  a  shoemaker  to 
sew  it  up  for  you  with  a  waxed  end,  and  then  melt  it  a 
little  at  the  join.  To  stick  it  on  to  the  wheel  use  the 
t\re  cement,  sold  in  cakes  by  all  cycle  dealers.  The 
cement  will  generally'  mend  the  breakage,  but  the 
stitching  is  the  safer  plan,  though  not  so  neat.  If  it 
is  for  racing  pm'poses  you  had  better  get  a  maker  to 
fit  on  a  new  tyre. 

Lathe  (A.  B.  C). —  A  number  of  the  "English 
Mechanic,"  price  twopence,  published  every  Friday, 
and  sold  at  every  bookstall,  will  give  you  a  choice  of 
several  lathe-makers  among  the  advertisers.  The 
highest  class  lathes  are  made  by  HolzapfTel,  of 
Charing  Cross,  upjiosite  the  Jselson  monument.  For 
ordinary  work  very  good  tools  are  procurable  fiom 
the  Britannia  Company,  of  Colchester.  Melhuish, 
of  Fetter  Lane,  might  suit  you ;  they  have  capital 
cheap  lathes. 

Great  Ea.stern  (T.  M.).— She  cost  £732,000  to  build, 
and  -nas  sold  at  Liverpool  in  November  1888  for 
£58,0011.  She  laid  the  Atlantic  cables  of  ISUSand  1866, 
and  other  cables  in  the  Meditenareaii,  Red  Sea.  etc. 
She  was  originallv  designed  for  the  Austiahan  tiade, 
and  her  plans  were  for  800  saloon  passengers.  ^,000 
second  class,  1,200  third  class,  and  4uu  officers  and 
crew,  besides  5,000  tons  of  cargo,  and  16,000  tons  o£ 
coal ;  hut  she  was  altered  again  and  again,  and  any 
argument  upon  her  accommodation  must  6ta,te  the 
date  in  which  the  state  of  affairs  under  dispute  is 
claimed  to  have  existeil.  She  had  at  first  four  paddle 
engines  with  four  boilers,  and  four  screw  engines 
■nith  six  boUers ;  she  had  five  funnels  each  a  hundred 
feet  high  and  six  feet  in  diameter,  and  she  had  si^ 
masts — that  is,  to  begin  with. 
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CHAPTER  XV. — CAREER  OF  DON  LOBO — 1 
AM  SENT  AGAINST  HIM  — IN  THE  JAWS  OF 
THE  LION  —  REFINEMENT  OF  TORTURE — 
MAGNANIMOUS  CONDUCT  OF  THE  SENHORA 
— EXCHANGED  IN  THE  NICK  OF  TIME. 

A FEW  weeks  after  the  capture  of  the 
Esmeralda,  I  foiznd  myself  once  more 
to  the  SDuthwavd,  in  company  with  the 
fleet,  but  now  in  command  of  my  own 
ship. 

It  happened  at  that  time  that  the  city 
of  Araueo  lay  in  the  power  of  a  piratical 
soldier  named  Don  Lobo,  one  of  the  most 
inhimian  monsters  that  ever  drew  breath. 
The  career  of  this  wretch  may  be  briefly 
si.ated  thus.  The  son  of  a  prison  inspector, 
ho  at  first  served  as  a  foot-soldier  in  the 
ranks  of  the  Chilian  army.  He  was  taken 
p.'isoner  by  the  Royalists,  entered  their 
ssrvice,  was  retaken  by  the  Chilians,  and 
while  awaiting  his  trial  as  a  deserter, 
esjaped  by  setting  fire  to  the  hut  in  which 
he  was  confined.  A  second  time  he  joined 
the  Royalist  ranks,  and  a  second  time  was 
captured  by  the  patriots.  He  was  now 
actually  sentenced  to  death,  and  indeed 
left  f  jr  dead  among  many  others  executed 
at  the  same  time  on  the  Plaza  of  Santiago. 
Though  actually  covered  with  wounds, 
none  of  them  were  fatal,  and  he  once  more 
succeeded  in  making  his  escape,  and  joined 
General  San  Martin,  who  was  then  plan- 
ning an  expedition  to  Peru.  With  the 
treachery  habitual  to  him,  he  soon 
deserted  his  new  chief,  and  once  more 
joined  the  other  side,  attaching  himself  to 
a  band  of  Indians,  who  shortly  afterwards 
elected  him  as  their  leader,  in  which 
position  he  and  I  became  acquainted  in 
the  manner  following : 

It  happened  that,  among  many  other 
atrocities  committed  at  this  period,  Don 
Lobo  had  seized  upon  a  large  quantity 
of  property  belonging  to  British  and 
Amsrican  merchants.  At  the  urgent 
representation  of  the  parties  interested. 
Lord  Cochrane  was  induced  to  send  an 
expedition  to  punish  the  wrongdoer.  I 
was  detailed  for  this  most  important  and 
dangerous  duty,  and  ordered  to  proceed, 
without  delay,  up  the  river  on  which  the 
city  of  Araueo  stands  ;  and,  if  possible,  to 
destroy  the  camp  of  the  Indians,  and  effect 
the  capture  of  their  leader.  But  I  soon 
found  that  I  had  to  contend  with  an 
adversary  who,  whatever  his  faults  may 
have  been,  was  a  bold  and  successful 
leader,  backed  by  an  army  of  which  he 
po3S3S3ed  the  complete  confidence,  com- 
pos3,l  of  man  who  knew  every  inch  of  the 
country  and  who  were  every  one  of  them 
masters  in  strategy,  and  utterly  indifferent 
to  death. 

Despite  the  utmost  vigilance,  we  feU 
into  a  cleverly  planned  ambush,  in  which 
crowds  of  lithe,  half-naked  Indians, 
mounted  on  active  little  horses,  seemed 
to  spring  up  on  either  side  of  the  river 
like  the  crop  raised  by  Jason  from  the 
teeth  of  the  dragon  ;  in  which  boat  after 
boat  was  seen  to  steal  as  if  by  magic 
round  this  bend  or  that,  or  from  beneath 
the  overhanging  trees  on  either  bank,  the 
dusky  occupants  of  which  were  soon 
swarming  up  the  sides  of  the  devoted 
Matador,  whose  gallant  defenders  were 
outnumbered  by  eight  to  one.  It  is 
scarcely  to  be  wondered  at  then  that  when 
we  were  reduced  to  sixteen  we  w^ere  com- 
pelled to  surrender,  our  enemies  promising 
us  every  consideration  ;  which  promise 


they  had  not  the  remotest  intention  to 
keep.  Now,  for  the  second  time,  did  I 
find  myself  a  prisoner  of  war — thi«  time, 
alas  !  with  far  less  hope  of  rescue,  and  far 
less  peace  of  mind. 

The  siurvivors  consisted,  besides  myself, 
of  the  surgeon  and  the  master,  both 
Chilians,  three  English  seamen,  and  ten 
Chilian  seamen.  We  were  all  bound  with 
most  cruel  thongs,  denied  all  rest  and  re- 
fi-eshment  after  our  desperate  fight,  and 
driven  off,  imder  a  strong  guard,  and  at  a 
rapid  pace,  towards  Araueo.  One  of  the 
Chilians  happened  to  be  my  servant,  and 
by  chance  we  were  linked  together  on 
that  weary  march.  "  Senhor,"  whispered 
he,  "  know  you  into  whose  hands  we  have 
fallen  ?  "  When  I  whispered  in  reply  the 
name  of  Don  Lobo,  he  turned  immediately 
as  pale  as  death.  "  Senhor,"  replied  he, 
"  in  mercy's  sake  do  not  say  so  ;  we  are 
lost !  Do  you  know  the  mamier  in  which 
he  is  accustomed  to  treat  his  captives  ? 
He  dresses  them  in  fresh  skins  which  he 
causes  to  be  lashed  tightly  round  their 
naked  bodies ;  he  then  exposes  them  to 
the  full  glare  of  the  sun ;  the  skins  dry 
and  contract,  causing  infinite  torture  to 
the  unhappy  victims,  who  are  ultimately 
stifled  to  death  in  the  process.  Don  Lobo 
looks  on,  smoking  his  pipe,  and  thoroughly 
enjoying  the  horrible  scene.  The  sight  of 
suffering  is  meat  and  drink  to  him.  May 
Heaven  help  us  !  for  it  is  very  little  mercy 
that  we  can  expect  in  this  world." 

The  poor  fellow  was  immediately 
silenced  by  a  blow  on  the  mouth  from  a 
scabbard,  so  violent  that  he  bled  freely 
from  the  wound  all  the  way  to  Araueo. 
After  this  unequivocal  evidence  of  the 
temper  of  our  captors,  no  one  made  any 
fiirther  attempt  to  communicate  with  his 
fellow,  and  in  the  course  of  about  another 
hour  we  arrived  at  the  General's  quarters. 

Don  Lobo  received  us  with  a  great  show 
of  politeness.  He  was  a  born  actor,  and 
the  most  consimunate  hypocrite  I  ever 
beheld.  Had  we  not  been  too  well  aware 
of  his  real  character,  we  might  have  been 
tempted  to  congratulate  ourselves  on  fall- 
ing into  such  good  hands.  Whatever 
little  gleams  of  hope  were  produced  by  his 
manner  were,  however,  soon  to  be  dis- 
pelled. 

We  were  now  thrust,  the  whole  of  us 
together,  into  a  prison  little  larger,  and 
incomparably  more  filthy,  than  that  in 
which  I  had  endured  such  suffering  at 
Lima.  No  surgeon  was  sent  to  bind  up 
our  wounds  ;  not  a  drop  of  water  was 
allowed  to  us  to  drink,  nor  was  any  food 
given  to  us  for  several  hours,  and  the 
luxm\y  of  a  wash  was  of  course  out  of  the 
question.  All  we  could  do  was  to  lie  down 
on  the  floor  of  our  loathsome  den,  and 
even  so,  the  hot  stifling  air  of  our  prison, 
and  the  swarms  of  vermin,  prevented  us 
from  getting  anything  but  snatches  of 
broken  sleep,  in  which  we  did  but  live  over 
again  the  terrible  scenes  of  the  past  few 
hours. 

At  length,  a  short  time  before  simset, 
the  door  of  our  prison  was  opened,  and 
thexe  was  revealed  to  our  astonished  gaze 
a  group  of  footmen  in  livery  who  motioned 
to  us  to  follow  them  immediately.  Though 
some  of  us  were  scarcely  able  to  drag  one 
foot  after  another,  we  dared  not  disobey, 
and  indeed  a  guard  was  in  readiness  to 
enforce  obedience  if  necessary.  We  fol- 
lowed OUT  conductors  through  a  mmiber 
of  corridors   and   apartments   into  the 


General's  private  house,  where  we  were 
ushered  into  a  spacious  drawing-room,  just 
as  we  stood,  with  all  the  stains  of  warfare 
and  travel  still  upon  us. 

In  a  few  minutes  Don  Lobo  appeared, 
clad  in  a  splendid  uniform,  and  accom- 
panied by  his  wife  and  a  numerous  suite. 
The  Senhora  wore  a  splendid  train  of  crim- 
son satin,  and  the  diamonds  on  her  neck 
and  arms  were  worth  a  fortune ;  but 
neither  they  themselves  nor  the  rich  gold 
in  which  they  were  set  were  anything  like 
so  hard  as  her  stony  heart.  Even  Jezebel 
herself  could  scarcely  have  surpassed  her 
in  cunning  and  cruelty.  She  had  hardly 
a  redeeming  quality,  saving  her  devotion 
to  her  monster  of  a  husband. 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  the  General,  with  an 
air  of  great  suavity,  "  I  bid  j'ou  a  hearty 
welcome  to  my  poor  house.  I  very  much 
regret  that  fate  should  have  brought  you 
here  under  such  adverse  circumstances ; 
but  no  doubt  you  wUl  all  be  at  liberty  in  a 
short  time,  since  there  are  frequent  oppor- 
tunities of  dealmg  satisfactorily  with  pri- 
soners of  war  in  this  place.  Now,  since  I 
imderstand  that  j'ou  have  taken  nothing 
since  the  morning,  I  have  to  request  you, 
Lieutenant  Freeborn,  to  be  so  good  as  to 
hand  the  Senhora  into  supper." 

The  curtains  which  formed  one  end  of 
the  room  were  now  drawn  aside,  and  a 
second  apartment  was  disclosed,  in  which 
a  magnificent  coUation  was  spread ;  the 
plate  and  china  being  of  the  most  costly 
description,  and  the  cookery  of  the  most 
recherche  character.  I  had  actually  now 
to  give  my  arm  to  that  terrible  woman,  to 
conduct  her  to  a  seat,  and  to  endeavour,  as 
well  as  I  could,  to  respond  to  the  hypo- 
critical politeness  of  her  husband  and  her- 
self. Om-  host  maintained  so  clever  and 
lively  a  conversation  that  we  almost  for- 
got our  sufferings,  the  loss  of  our  ship,  the 
stain  on  our  arms.  But,  alas  !  this  hospi- 
tality proved  but  the  first  act  of  a  dismal 
tragedy.  After  the  wine  had  been  passed 
round  once,  the  General  got  upon  his  legs 
— "  Gentlemen,"  said  he,  "  I  have  good 
news  for  you ;  I  have  been  able  to  make 
arrangements  to  set  three  of  j-ou  at  liberty 
immediately  ;  you  will  be  good  enough  to 
draw  lots,  in  order  to  decide  which  are  to 
be  the  lucky  ones." 

Dice  were  accordingly  produced,  and 
the  lots  fell  on  the  surgeon,  and  two  of  the 
Chilian  seamen.  "  Now,"  continued  our 
host,  "  I  shall  require  the  other  prisoners 
to  attend,  and  witness  that  the  liberation  of 
their  comrades  has  been  duly  carried  out." 

This  was  the  signal  for  accion.  The 
guard  marched  in,  and  we  were  all  hurried 
away  into  a  large  paved  square,  which  lay 
in  the  rear  of  oiu-  prison.  It  now  became 
abundantly  evident  what  the  General 
meant  by  "  liberation."  There,  in  the 
broad  glare  of  the  full  moon,  lay  three 
yawning  graves,  and  alongside  of  each  a 
rough  coffin,  while  a  firing  party  was 
drawn  up,  and  evidently  awaited  our 
arrival.  Our  three  mihappy  conu-ades 
were  blindfolded,  placed  each  beside  the 
coffin  allotted  to  him,  and  bidden  to  pre- 
pare for  death.  In  a  few  moments  the 
order  was  given  to  fire,  and  they  were 
launched  into  eternity.  Don  Lobo  looked 
on,  and  puffed  away  at  a  large  cigar, 
evidently  much  fascinated  by  this  httle 
entertainment,  while  the  estimable  Senhora 
sm-veyed  the  scene  from  a  window  above, 
and  actually  clapped  her  hands  with  de- 
light at  its  tragical  conclusion. 
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The  bodies  were  hastily  thrown  each 
iiito  its  rough  receptacle  ;  the  coffins  were 
filled  up  with  quickhme  and  let  down  into 
their  shallow  graves ;  the  paving-stones 
were  replaced,  and  httle  remained  to  mark 
the  tragedy  but  a  few  stauas  of  blood,  and 
the  signs  of  the  disturbance  of  the  pave- 
ment. But  if  I  had  a  himdred  lives  to  live 
on  earth,  nothing,  I  tliink,  woiUd  efface 
from  my  mind  the  memory  of  that  dread- 
ful fusilade. 

We  were  now  marched  back  to  our 
loathsome  prison,  thankful  at  least  to  have 
escaped  the  cruel  fate  of  our  companions, 
and  to  be  allowed  time  to  prepare  for 
death,  which  we  now  felt  to  be  inevitable. 
Our  subsequent  imprisomnent  only  lasted 
a  month,  but  they  were  days  spent  in  the 
utmost  agony  of  mental  torture  and 
suspense.  Oiu-  fiendish  captor  used  at 
first  to  appear  regularly  every  other 
day,  when  we  were  required  to  draw 
lots,  and  one  or  more  of  our  party 
suffered  death.  We  were  not  present  at 
any  of  these  executions,  but  they  were 
always  carried  out  in  our  hearing.  The 
nieasiired  tread  of  the  guard,  the  orders  to 
"  Make  ready,"  "  Present,"  and  "  Fire  !  " 
the  rattle  of  musketry,  the  thud  of  the 
falling  bodies,  and  the  hurried  movements 
of  those  who  buried  them,  were  all  pain- 
fully apparent  to  us,  as  we  sat  in  our 
filthy  den,  gasping  for  pure  air,  sighing 
in  sorrow  and  indignation,  and  sadly 
speculating  whose  tiurn  would  come 
next. 

To  add  to  our  miseries,  the  Senhora  used 
to  visit  us.  and  to  assure  us  that  the  same 
fate  awaited  us  all.  She  bade  us  prepare 
omrselves  for  death  :  "  For  I  promise  you," 
said  she,  "  that  there  is  not  the  remotest 
possibility  of  escape ;  indeed,  you  may 
consider  yourselves  lucky  that  the  General 
is  free  from  gout,  and  is  at  present  in 
one  of  his  amiable  moods,  or  he  would 
assuredly  torture  you  to  death."  This 
humane  lady  seemed  to  have  taken  a 
special  antipathy  to  myself:  "Behold," 
said  she,  "  the  bitter  irony  of  fate  !  Spared 
to  survive  the  cannonade  of  Callao  ;  spared 
to  survive  the  loathsome  prison  and  the 
cruel  and  degrading  servitude  which  fell 
to  your  lot  at  Lima  ;  preserved  unliarmed 
in  the  wreck  of  the  O'Higgins  and  the 
capture  of  the  Esmeralda ;  now  to  die 
the  death  of  a  felon  at  the  hands  of  a 
guerilla  chief!  But  I  love  to  wreak  ven- 
geance on  these  proud  English  !  Think 
not  that  either  the  name,  or  the  wealth, 
or  the  honour  of  your  accursed  race  will 
avail  you  here.  You  are  doomed.  I  shall 
see  you  die  not  many  days  hence.  The 
General  is  thirsting  for  your  blood ;  but  is 


keeping  you  as  a  bon  bouche.  Trust  me, 
my  young  buccaneer,  you  have  not  many 
days  longer  to  live." 

At  last  we  were  reduced  to  four :  the 
tliree  English  seamen  and  myself  As 
!  neither   the   General   nor   his  amiable 
j  partner  made  their  appearance  for  some 
I  da\-s,  we  began  to  wonder  at  our  respite, 
and  to  indulge  ourselves  in  some  faint 
hopes  of  freedom.     But  we  were  in  so 
wi-etched  a  condition  that  we  often  felt  that 
death  itself  would  be  far  preferable.  All 
our  clothes  had  been  taken  from  us  by  our 
ruthless  jailors,  and  their  places  supplied 
by  filthy  rags :  in  my  own  case,  a  ragged 
poncho  did  duty  for  a  whole  suit ;  we  liad 
no  means  of  washing  ourselves ;  and  our 
hair,  untouched  by  comb  or  brush  for  a 
whole  month,  hung  in  tangled  unkempt 
masses  about  our  attenuated  faces.  Ima- 
gine, then,  our  condition,  when  one  fine 
morning  we  were  marched  out,  as  we 
I  thought,  to  die,  but  in  reality  to  be  in- 
i  formed  that  we  had  been  exchanged  for 
four  prisoners  lately  taken  by  our  people, 
one  of  whom  was  no  less  a  person  than  a 
j  brother-in-law   of   Don   Lobo  himself: 
hence  our  good  fortune.    We,  who  had  a 
few  minutes  before  embraced  and  bade 
each  ether  an  affectionate  farewell,  were 
now  marched  down  to  the  wharf,  given  a 
I  small  boat,  and  told  to  make  the  best  of 
I  oiu-  way  to  one  of  our  ships,  which  was 
cruising  off  the  port  under  easy  sail. 

And  now  a  fresh  danger  awaited  us ; 
owing  to  our  emaciated  condition  we  were 
all  but  unable  to  manage  even  so  small  a 
boat  as  that  which  was  given   to  us. 
Moreover  we  had  wind  and  tide  against 
'  us,  so  that  it  was  actually  several  hours 
before  we  could  get  anywhere  near  the 
ship.    There  had  been  a  great  many  de- 
sertions from  this  particular  vessel,  and 
1  it  was  thought  tliat  the  disaffected  on  board 
were  in  league  with  a  gang  of  desperadoes 
on  shore,  and  so  managed  in  some  way  to 
j  elude  the  vigilant  watch  kept  in  the  ship. 
I  At  this  particular  time  none  of  the  ship's 
boats  were  absent,  and  when,  just  as  it 
I  was  getting  dark,  the  sentry  heard  the 
'  splash  of  our  oars,  he  gave  the  alarm, 
without  hailing  the  strange  boat.    One  of 
!  the  ship's  cutters  was  instantly  lowered, 
I  and  gave  chase.    We  were  fired  upon  at 
I  least  once  before  we  were  recognised,  and 
thus  our  lives  were  again  placed  in  the 
I  most  imminent  danger.    But  at  last  we 
were  foimd  to  be  friends,  and  the  boats 
j  returned  in  company.    Now  we  saw  the 
fate  which  awaited  noctm'nal  visitors  of  a 
different  description.    A  firing  party  of 
marines  was  drawn  up  on  the  quarter-deck 
'  in  readiness  for  an  immediate  execution, 


an  order  being  at  that  time  in  force  that 
all  deserters,  and  any  persons  aiding  and 
abetting  them,  were  to  be  thus  summarily 
dealt  with. 

Clothed  in  my  one  garment,  the  ragged 
and  filthy  poncho  above-mentioned,  I  duly 
saluted  the  quarter-deck,  and  reported  luy 
arrival  with  the  customary  '■  Come  on 
board,  sir." 

riie  officer  of  the  watch,  witliout  wait- 
I  ing  to  ask  any  questions,  ruslied  aft  into 
the  Captain's  cabin,  and  then  down  into 
t  the  gun-room  to  summon  all  his  mess- 
!  mates  to  see  the  sight.    It  took  some 
:  moments  to  convince  them  that  it  was- 
j  really  I  myself.    I  seemed  to  them  verit- 
ably to  have  retiumed  from  the  gra\'e. 
They  wrung  my  dirty  hands  again  and 
again,  and  from  their  own  chests,  not  too 
liberally  supplied,  they  produced  now  ono 
garment,  now  another,  and  pressed  them 
upon  me,  until  I  was  once  more  fitted  OTit 
with  cleanliness  and  comfort.    Tlie  poor 
fellows  could  not  do  enough  for  me,  and 
the  wretched  companions  who  had  shared 
my  sufferings  were  equally  well  cared  for 
by  their  comrades  in  the  forecastle.  Ivinrt,. 
free-hearted  friends,  I  can  never  repay  yoiu- 
goodness ;  nor  indeed  would  you  ask  or 
desire  it,  generous  spirits  that  ,>'ou  are  !  I 
can  only  say  to  any  of  you  who,  like  myself, 
are  still  passing  through  the  waves  of  this 
troublesome  world,  Vaija  con  Dios,  Vaya 
con  Dios. 

Over  the  dessert  that  night  I  had  to  tell 
I  my  piteous  story  over  and  over  again., 
and  I  sincerely  hoped  that  Don  Lobo  would 
never  have  to  suffer  from  a  tithe  of  the 
maledictions  which  were  on  this  occasion 
heaped  on  his  head.  His  career  termin 
ated  in  a  few  months  by  his  being  captured 
once  more,  tried,  sentenced  to  death, 
and  executed,  this  time  successfully,  at 
Santiago. 

Of  my  further  connection  with  the 
Chilian  Service  but  little  remains  to  be 
told.  I  continued  on  till  the  close  of  the 
war ;  but  the  chances  of  further  promo- 
tion seemed  very  remote  ;  and  I  could  no' 
recover  my  arrears  of  pay,  much  of  which 
I  is  due  to  me  even  now.  And  so,  dis- 
quieted at  my  ill  fortune,  and  disgusted 
at  the  ingratitude  of  the  country  in  whose 
cause  I  had  suffered  so  much,  and  being 
at  the  same  time  deeply  anxious  on 
account  of  my  mother's  healtli,  which  I 
knew  to  be  failing,  I  determined  to  set 
my  face  homewards.  Henceforward  this 
history  will  rapidly  converge  to  the  point 
whence  it  started ;  and  now  for  a  time  we 
shall  return  to  old  scenes  and  old  associa- 
tions. 

{To  he  continued.) 
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CHAPTER  V. — DR.  DRYSDUST  ARRIVES,  AND  SHOWS  HOW  IT'S  DONE. 


MUGGINS  major  took  off  his  coat  ! 
Surely  the  awe-inspiring  spectacle 
might  have  been  expected  to  drive  the 
"  Purple  Emperors  "  helter-skelter  to  the 
highest  branch  of  the  ancient  oak,  if  not 
up  into  the  clouds.  But  no ;  they  did  not 
turn  pale,  or  change  colour  in  the  slight- 
est degree.  They  did  not  start,  or  stagger 
back,  or  show  one  of  the  customary  signs 
of  fear ;  they  did  not  even  fliitter — 
yet  Muggins  major  had  taken  off  his 
coat ! 

It  was  not  the  first  time  he  had  dis- 
carded his  outer  garment  on  Heyward's 
Hill.  Soon  after  his  arrival  at  Alne  Abbey 
he  took  it  oft'  to  make  Funibois  "  dance." 
Alas  !  when  twenty  minutes  later  he  de- 
sired to  put  it  on  again  he  was  unable  to 
see  the  armholes  and  had  to  be  assisted. 
Btit  this  was  long  ago  and  almost  for- 
gotten. He  was  not  now  pugnaciously 
inclined.  He  had  taken  off  his  coat  to 
climb  a  tree. 

"  Give  me  a  leg  up,"  he  said,  with  his 
usual  confidence,  stepping  jauntily  up  to 
the  tree  and  trying  to  embrace  its  huge 
triuik  with  his  arms,  which,  imfortunately, 
were  about  four  feet  too  short. 

Jack  and  Funibois  each  took  a  leg  and 
hoisted  the  would-be  climber  as  high  as 
they  could.  But  Muggins  major  could 
not  clasp  the  tree,  and  as  there  were  no 
branches  within  reach,  he  consequently 
could  not  climb  it.  He  struggled  hard  to 
get  a  firm  hold,  but  had  to  come  down. 

"  It's  no  use,  Mug,"  said  Jack,  "  we 
must  make  a  pyramid.  Now  Tim,  get  up 
on  our  shoulders." 

Jack  and  Fmiibois  placed  their  backs 
against  the  tree,  standing  side  by  side, 
and  Tim  climbed  up  and  stood  upon  their 
shoulders  with  one  foot  on  each  boy. 

"  Now  Sappy  and  young  Muggins, 
help  Mug  up." 

"  Am  I  to  climb  upon  Tim's  shoulders  ?  " 
asked  Muggms  major,  who  didn't  like  the 
appearance  of  the  himian  ladder. 

"Of  course,"  Jack  replied;  "what  a 
stupid  duft'er  you  are  !  " 

By  dint  of  much  heaving,  pushing,  and 
swaying  to  and  fro  of  the  hmnan  pyramid, 
Muggins  wasjhoisted  to  his  perilous  ele- 
vation. 

"  Can  you  reach  a  branch  ?  "  Jack 
asked. 

"  Yes,"  was  the  reply. 

"  Have  vou  got  tirm  hold  ?  " 

"Yes."  " 

"  Come  down,  Tim." 

Tim  sprang  to  the  groimd ;  the  first 
course  of  the  pyramid  separated  ;  and  all 
turned  to  survey  the  adventurous  climber. 
Poor  Muggins  !  He  had  clasped  the 
branch  firmly  enough,  but  for  the  life  of 
him  he  could  not  get  his  knees  upon  it. 
He  now  hung  m  the  air  vainly  endeavom-- 
ing  to  obtain  foothold  on  the  smooth 
trunk. 

"  Get'  under  me  to  catch  me,  some- 


body !  "  he  yeUed,  ceasing  his  futile 
struggles. 

"  Don't  drop  !  "  shouted  Jack,  "  you 
may  break  your  neck.  Get  both  arms 
on  the  same  side  of  the  branch  and  pull 
yourself  up  imtil  you  get  your  chest  on  it. 
Then  rest." 

Muggins  obeyed,  and  being  fairly  mus- 
cular and  proficient  on  the  Abbey  gymna- 
sium he  succeeded  in  getting  his  chest  on 
the  branch.  A  brief  rest,  a  struggle,  and 
he  was  astride  it. 

"  I  knew  I  could  do  it,"  he  shouted, 
exultantly.  "  I  should  like  to  see  one  of 
you  fellows  up  here.  It  would  take  you 
all  your  time." 

"  Muggins  is  just  like  a  bantam  cock," 
Funibois  remarked.  "He  can't  do  any- 
thing without  stopping  to  crow." 

The  boys  now  stepped  from  beneath 
the  branches  to  watch  the  "  Purple  Em- 
perors." If  they  were  at  all  alarmed  it 
was  not  visible.  They  were  still  perched 
where  the  butterfly  hunters  had  last  seen 
them.  Jack  guided  Mi;ggins  major's  pro- 
gress along  the  branch  until  that  exultant 
yoiith  reached  a  point  where  he  could 
shake  the  smaller  limb  which  supported  the 
butterflies.  This  he  shook  vigorously, 
with  a  result  that  might  have  been  ex- 
pected. The  "  Purple  Emperors  "  care- 
lessly fluttered  away,  alighting  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  tree,  further  fi'om  the 
ground  than  before. 

The  boys  ran  round  the  tree,  and  soon 
the  butterfly  hunter,  who  was  literally  "  up 
a  tree,"  was  laboriously  creeping  along  the 
branches  in  the  same  direction.  Once 
more  he  shook  the  boughs,  and  once 
more  the  "  Piu-ple  Emperors  "  took  flight, 
only  to  alight  in  a  spot  more  inaccessible 
still. 

It  was  good  fun — very  good  fim  for  the 
boys  on  the  ground,  and  the  butterflies. 
But  Muggins  major  fomid  his  trii^mphal 
progress  rather  painful  and  decidedly 
wearisome. 

"  Look  here,  I  say,"  he  shouted,  "  I've 
had  enough  of  this.  I'm  coming  down. 
I  ain't  a  squirrel,  nor  a  bird." 

"  Don't  you  wish  you  were  ?  "  returned 
Funibois,  with  a  wink  at  Jack.  "  You 
would  be  able  to  fly  down,  then.  Well — 
good  afternoon.  Muggins ;  we're  off.  I 
hope  you'll  spend  a  pleasant  night  up 
there.  If  your  bed  is  hard  you  must  sing 
yourself  to  sleep. 

"  Rock-a-bye,  baby,  on  th^  tree  top, 
When  the  wind  blows  the  cradle  will  rock, 
When  the  bough  bends  the  cradle  w"ill  fall, 
Down  comes  Muggins,  cradle  and  all. 

There's  a  nursery  rhyme  for  you.  Come 
on,  you  fellows." 

The  butterfly  hunters  on  terra  firnia 
hurried  away  and  concealed  tliemselves 
in  the  Roman  trench  about  twenty  yards 
from  the  tree,  through  the  dense  foliage  I 
of  which  Muggins  major's  vision  was  | 


not  sufficiently  keen  to  penetrate.  Here, 
while  listening  to  the  sotto  voce  remarks 
of  the  "tree'd  'possum,"  who  had  now 
reached  the  lowest  branch,  about  eighteen 
feet  from  the  groimd,  but  dared  not  drop, 
they  qiiite  forgot  the  unconcerned  "  Purple 
Emperors." 

"  Cowards  !  "  cried  the  'possum,  as  he 
tried  to  calculate  the  force  with  which  he 
would  strike  the  ground,  and  the  result 
thereof. 

"  I  w  ish  I  had  'em  here.  I'd  punch 
their  heads  jolly  well.  Come  back,  you 
cowards  !  "  raising  his  voice. 

"  Not  to  have  our  heads  joUy  well 
punched,"  whispered  Fimibois. 

"  They  daren't  climb  the  tree  them- 
selves, the  cowards  !  "  continued  this  emu- 
lator of  King  Charles  II.  "  It's  always 
'  Miiggins,  do  this,'  or  '  Muggins,  do  that,' 
when  there's  anything  dangerous  to  be 
done,  and  when  I've  done  it  they're  jealous, 
and  they're  sm^e  to  leave  me  in  a  hole  if 
they  can." 

"  That's  the  queerest  hole  I  ever  saw," 
said  Funibois,  still  whispering ;  "  until 
now  I  thought  a  hole  was  a  hollow  ca-s-ity, 
and  not  the  branch  of  a  tree." 

"  I  wonder  if  I  shall  break  my  legs  if  I 
drop  ? ' '  Muggms  went  on.  "It  looks  a  greai 
deal  further  from  the  bough  to  the  ground 
than  it  did  from  the  ground  to  the 
bough." 

"  A  visual  peculiarity  associated  with  an 
aspiring  mind  only,"  whispered  the 
"  chorus  "  in  the  trench.  "  Fellows  like 
Muggins  generally  climb  a  ladder  with 
their  eyes  fixed  on  the  top  step,  and  don't 
look  where  they  are  putting  their  feet. 
When  they  come  down — they  don't  often 
want  to — they  generally  tumble,  and  then 
thei'e's  a  smash  at  the  bottom." 

Which  speech  was  not  at  all  bad  for  a 
youthful  moralist. 

"Hi!  hullo!"  suddenly  shouted  the 
'possimi  at  the  top  of  his  voice. 

"'Who  is  he  shouting  to?"  Jack 
whispered. 

"  I  can't  see  anybody,"  replied  Tim, 
who  was  nearest  to  the  top  of  the 
bank. 

"  Hullo,  there  !  "  continued  Muggins 
major,  "  I'm  up  here  and  can't  get  down, 
sir.    Please  come  and  help  me." 

"  '  Sir  ' !  "  exclaimed  Funibois,  "  some 
gentleman  is  coming." 

The  boys  sprang  to  their  feet  and 
mounted  the  banli,  to  find  themselves 
face  to  face  with  the  "  Dingy  Skipper," 
otherwise  Dr.  Drysdust,  the  famous  ento- 
mologist, who  was  peering  up  at  Muggins 
with  a  puzzled  look  which  seemed  to 
say  : — 

"  Capital  specimen — very  capital  speci- 
men !  How  shall  I  class  it  ?  Must  be  a 
bird.  Shall  I  say  a  dodo,  Order 
StrutJiiones  '!  Hardly.  The  dodo 
couldn't  fly,  therefore  couldn't  have  got 

up  there."   

[What 
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Y/liat  Dr.  Drysdust  really  did  say 
was : — 

"  Ahem  !  Dear  me  !  One  of  the  Abbey 
boys.  Evidently  tree'd.  Ah — here  are  his 
cjmpanions,  more  of  the  Abbey  boys. 
Good  afternoon,  boys.  Glad  to  see  you 
coms  to  your  schoolfellow's  rescue.  Poor 
fellow  !  how  did  he  get  up  there  ?  " 

"  We  made  a  pyramid,  sir,"  said 
Jack. 

"  I  see  ;  and  when  he  was  in  the  tree 
you  ran  away.  Just  like  boys — ^just  like 
boys.  I  remember.  Ah — I  remember. 
I  was  a  boy  myself  once." 

Tlis  "  Dingy  Skipper's  "  assurance  was 
not  altogether  superfluous.  It  was  not 
easy  to  imagine  that  little,  dried-up,  snuff- 
taking  figiu-e — 

.  .  .  the  whinin  J  school-boy,  with  his  satchel. 
Aii(3  shining  morning  face,  creeping  like  snail, 
Unwillingly  to  school. 

If  indeed  he  had  so  crept  it  was  pro- 
bably because  he  had  within  "  his  satchel  " 
one  or  more  genuine  snails,  with  a  very 
much  mixed  assortment  of  other  "  speci- 
mens," captured  on  the  way.  And  if  his 
face  had  ever  shone,  it  had  long  ceased  to 
<!a  so.  It  was  now  wrinkled  and  yellow, 
with  only  one  remarkable  feature — 
immensely  wide  nostrils,  tvmnels  for  the 
favourite  mixture  of  powdered  tobacco 
now  almost  a  necessary  of  existence  to  the 
ancient  entomolo.gist. 

Tiie  '■  Dingy  Skipper,"  however,  looked 
altogether  businesslike.  Over  his  right 
shoulder  he  carried  a  large  gauze  net. 
Under  his  left  arm  a  contrivance,  half  box, 
half  knapsack.  On  his  nose  a  pair  of 
spBctacles  of  high  magnifying  power. 

"  Why  don't  you  come  down  ?  "  he 
said,  bringing  the  spectacles  to  bear  on 
4h3  disconsolate  Muggins. 

"  Can't,"  was  the  surly  reply. 

"  Nonsense  !  Now  boys,  let  me  see  you 
anake  the  pyramid  that  enabled  him  to 
,get  up." 

Jack  and  Funibois  at  once  placed  their 
'backs  against  the  tree,  and  soon  Muggins 
.major  stood  on  the  ground.  He  did  not, 
howe-i'er,  thank  his  deliverers.  A  far  more 
-courteous  boy  than  Muggins  could  hardly, 
under  the  circumstances,  have  been  ex- 
pect 3  J  to  do  that. 

'■Now  tell  me  why  you  climbed  the 
-tree  ?  "  continued  Dr.  Drysdust. 

"  I  went  up  after  two  '  Purple 
Emperors.'  " 

As  the  words  smote  the  ancient  one's 
tympanum  his  face  lighted  up,  and  his 
eyes  glistened. 

"Eh!  what?"  he  cried.  "Have  you 
seen  an  Ajiatura  Iris  ?-  Dear  me  1 
"SVhoi-e '?  Where?" 

The  old  gentleman  was  hopping  about 


like  a  "  parched "  pea  in  a  frj-ing-pan, 
or  an  alai'ined  grasshopper. 

"Where?  Where?"  he  repeated, 
eagerly. 

"  I  didn't  say  anything  about  Iris,  sir  ; 
I  said  two  '  Purple  Emperors.'  " 

"  Two,  do  you  say  ?  T luo  Dear  me  ! 
I  haven't  seen  one  alive  for  ten  years  ; 
not  since  my  sight  failed  me.  My  eye- 
sight won't  carry  more  than  twenty  feet. 
Let  me  make  use  of  yours  !  Tell  me 
where  they  are  !  " 

"  We  left  them  on  the  other  side  of  the 
tree,  sir,"  said  Jack,  taking  the  surly 
Muggins  major's  place  as  spokesman. 

The  "  Dingy  Skipper  "  skipped  away  at 
once,  and  in  less  than  ten  seconds  was  on 
the  spot  indicated,  and  gazing  up  at  the 
foliage  with  his  dim  eyes. 

"  1  can't  make  them  out,"  he  almost 
wailed.  "  Oh,  what  a  blessing  is  good 
eyesight  !  Can  you  see  them,  boys  ? 
Can  you  see  them  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  Jack,  pointing  upwards. 
"  There  is  one,  and  there  is  the  other." 

The  "  Purple  Emperors  "  were  now  two 
yards  apart. 

"  I  can't  see  them,"  cried  the  famous 
entomologist.  "  I  must  really  get  some 
stronger  glasses.  Are  jou  sure  you 
haven't  made  a  mistake  ?  Are  you  sm-e 
they  are  'Purple  Emperors  '  ?  " 

"  We  have  a  book,  illustrated." 

And  Jack  produced  the  doctor's  book, 
and  submitted  the  picture  of  the  butterfly 
to  the  old  gentleman's  inspection. 

"  Yes,  that  is  it.  That  is  the  Iris. 
Are  you  sure  both  ai-e  like  that  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  Then  both  are  males,  and  both  are 
prizes.  Leave  them  to  me,  boys ;  leave 
them  to  me.  I'll  soon  bring  them  down. 
Ha,  ha !  I'U  charm  them  down.  Oh, 
by-the-bye,  why  did  that  boy  climb  the 
tree  ?  " 

"  To  frighten  them,  sir.  They  were 
beyond  our  reach,  and  we  thought  they 
might  come  lower." 

"  Ha,  ha,  ha !  He  clunbed  the  tree  to 
catch  a  butterfly.  Dear  me !  Climbed 
the  tree  ?  Ah,  he  wants  a  lesson.  You 
aU  want  lessons.  Is  that  the  boy  who 
wrote  the  funny  imposition,  and  expected 
Mr.  Sterne  to  include  leopards  and  bears 
in  the  Leiri-doptera  ?  " 

Here  Sapington  slipped  behind  Jack. 
He  was  not  proud  of  bis  blunder. 

"  I  am  not  quite  such  a  donkey  as  that," 
said  Muggins  major.  "  It  was  Sapington, 
the  fellow  who  has  sneaked  behind  Jack 
Arimdel." 

"  Ho,  bo !  Ha,  lia,  ha!"  laughed  the 
"Dingy  Skipper,"  who  had  hardly  ceased 
to  seek  for  the  "Purple  Emperors." 
"  Well — well,  we  must  forget  that — we 

{To  ie  continued.) 


must  forget  it.  Now  boys,  get  out  of 
sight — get  out  of  sight,  and  I'll  have  the 
butterflies  on  the  ground  in  less  than 
a  quarter  of  an  hour,  and  in  my  net  if  I 
am  fortimate." 

The  boys  instantly  hurried  away  to  the 
trench,  leaving  Dr.  Drysdust  to  perform 
the  miracle  he  had  promised  them,  for 
to  bring  the  "  Purple  Emperors  "  to  the 
ground  seemed  to  them  to  savour  of  the 
miraculous. 

They  were  not  familiar  with  the  tricks 
and  wiles  of  the  experienced  butterfly 
himter. 

"  Shure,  now,  is  he  going  to  chann  them 
with  music  ?  "  Tim  whispered. 

"  Can't  say,"  replied  Funibois.  "  Per- 
haps he's  going  to  fly  a  dummy  butterfly 
and  so  entice  them  to  come  down  and 
fight.  The  '  Purple  Emperor '  seems 
rather  pugnacious.  What  is  he  doing. 
Jack  ?  " 

"  Taking  something  out  of  his  bag.  It 
looks  like  a  box.  Yes.  Now  he  has 
opened  it.  He's  smelling  the  contents. 
There,  now  he  has  placed  it  on  the  groimd. 
He's  coming  here." 

"  Good  boys — very  good  boys,"  said  the 
"  Dingy  Skipper  "  as  he  joined  the  group. 
"  I  like  reasonable  boys,  not  above  learn- 
ing how  a  thing  is  done.  Y'ou  see  the 
little  box  under  the  tree  ?  Watch  it 
narrowly,  and  watch  the  clear  space  be- 
tween it  and  the  foliage.  Tell  me  when 
the  butterflies  descend.  Y'our  eyes  are 
better  than  mine." 

"  You  think  they  will  come  down,  sir  ?  " 
said  Jack  rather  doubtftilly. 

"  Think  !  No  ;  I  am  sru-e.  Dear  me  ! 
Think  ?  Wliy,  boy,  when  my  eyesight 
was  good  I  have  caught  a  dozen  a  day 
with  that  little  charm.  They  can't  resist 
it.  That  little  box  to  an  Iris  is  as  tempt- 
ing as  a  rosy  apple  to  a  schoolboy." 

"  Here's  one,  sir  !  "  suddenly  exclaimed 
Funibois,  whose  ej'es  were  remarkably 
keen. 

"  "Wliere  ?  ^Miere  ?  "  cried  Dr.  Drysdust 
in  great  excitement. 

"  Hovering  over  the  box." 

"  Don't  move.  Let  it  alight.  Let  both 
alight.  Aha !  I  knew  it  would  work — I 
knew  it  would  work." 

"  It's  on  the  box,  now,"  cried  all  the 
boys  together. 

"  Here's  the  other,"  added  Fimibois. 

Dr.  Drysdust  seized  his  butterfly  net, 
and  with  stealthy  steps  moved  towards 
the  box.  As  he  drew  near,  the  boys  saw 
him  raise  the  net  in  the  air  and  strike. 
Wild  horses  would  hardly  have  kept  them 
in  the  trench  now.  In  an  instant  they 
had  surrounded  the  jubilant,  chuckling 
"  Dingy  Skipper,"  who  had  dropped  upon 
his  knees. 


JIMMY  WELSH. 

By  Eev.  E.  J.  Hardy,  m.a.,  chaplaix  to  h.m.  forces. 


1  s  a  rale,  soldiers  are  fond  ol  caildren  and 
1  V  finimals,  and  in  many  regiments  there 
is  some  kiml  of  pet  animal  that  is  conmion 
property.  When  about  six  years  ago  the 
tirst  battalion  of  the  Hampshire  regiment 
were  under  my  ministerial  charge,  they  had 
a  liltle  doR  that  accompanied  them  into  every 
battle  iij  the  last  Afghan  campaign,  and  was 
decorated  >  with  a  medal  and  clasps  by  the 


Queen's  own  hands.  On  the  return  of  the 
regiment,  poor  Carlo  was  ignominiously 
killed  by  a  butcher's  cart  in  Gosport.  It 
was  tliere  I  saw  him  stuffed,  in  a  glass  case, 
in  the  men's  recreatien  room. 

A  deer  or  goat  of  some  kind  is  not  an  un- 
common regimental  pet.  The  first  battalion 
of  the  Welsh  regiment  now  serving  with  me 
here  in  Malta  have  a  magnificent  one  which 


tliGj  brought  from  Zululand,  but  they  have 
lately  got  another  pet  who  is  putting  the 
goat's  nose  very  much  out  of  joint,  so  to 
speak.  This  is  a  Soudanese  boy,  who  has 
been  given  at  his  baptism,  which  took  place 
a  couple  of  weeks  ago,  the  names  of  James 
William  Victor  Welsh. 

The  third  name  was  given  in  compliment 
to  Her  Majesty  the  Queen,  and  the  fourth 


{ 


because  he  lives  with,  and  is  the  regimental 
pet  of  the  Welsh  regiment.  "  Jimmy  Welsh," 
as  the  men  call  him,  and  I  are  great  friends, 
and  I  often  have  a  talk  and  a  play  with  him 
when  I  see  him  outside  his  barrack-room,  so 
I  can  tell  the  readers  of  the  Boy's  Own 
Paper  some  particulars  about  him  which  I 
think  will  interest  them.  Because  a  boy  has 
a  skin  the  colour  of  a  penny  he  is  not  less  a 
boy  than  if  it  were  white. 

Jimmy  has  a  history,  and  it  is  this.  On 
the  day  after  the  battle  of  Toski,  where  on 
August  4,  1889,  the  Soudanese  were  entirely 
defeated,  a  party  of  mounted  infantry  were 
sent  out  to  reconnoitre.  They  found  amongst 
the  dead  several  almost  starved  children. 
One  of  these,  the  boy  about  whom  we  are 
writing,  was  given  into  the  charge  of  a  drum- 
mer of  the  Welsh  regiment  wlio  was  in  the 
mounted  infantry.  He  brought  him  into 
camp,  and  got  an  interpreter  to  find  out  from 
him,  after  he  began  to  speak,  which  was  not 
for  three  days,  all  he  could.  The  boy,  who  is, 
as  I  know  well  from  talking  to  him,  very  in- 
telligent, said  that  he  was  between  six  and 
seven  years  of  age.  And  yet  owing  to  bad 
treatment,  when  he  waj  taken  he  only  weighed 
fifteen  pounds.  Now  when  I  write,  two  and 
a  half  months  after  his  capture,  though  he 
looks  thin,  he  is  not  far  below  the  ordinary 
weight  of  a  boy  of  his  age.  Jimmy  went  on 
to  tell  the  interpreter  that  his  name  was 
Achmet  Mahomet,  and  that  his  father,  who 
was  a  fighting  man,  and  his  mother,  who  with 
all  the  other  wives  accompanied  her  warrior- 
husband,  had  brought  him  and  a  little  sister 
from  Khartoum.  Many  of  the  women  and 
children,  who  were  arranged  behind  the  men 
in  the  battle,  died  by  the  shot  and  shell  of 
English  and  Egyptian  soldiers.    The  father, 


mother,  and  sister  of  the  b  ly  were  killed, 
and  there  he  was,  left  alone  in  the  midst  of 
his  dead  kindred,  and  almost  dead  himself  of 
starvation  when  he  was  picked  up. 

The  drummer  who  takes  care  of  him  is  in 
the  regiment  called  the  boy's  father,  and 
seems  as  proud  of  his  charge  as  he  would  be 
if  he  were  a  duke  and  had  an  heir  to  his 
title  and  estates  born  into  the  world.  When 
he  got  him  first  he  took  the  greatest  trouble 
to  obtain  milk  for  him,  which  was  the  only 
thing  that  agreed  with  him,  as  the  sudden 
change  from  starvation  to  plenty  had  made 
him  ill.  He  would  not  touch  bread  and  jam, 
though  he  seemed  to  like  dry  bread.  Now 
he  eats  the  ordinary  soldier's  food,  and  goes 
to  the  cook-house  every  morning  to  fetch  his 
coffee  quite  independently.  He  is  fond  of 
looking  at  the  illustrated  papers  and  maga- 
zines in  the  men's  library  ;  but  he  will  not 
have  anything  to  do  with  the  Canteen,  and  if 
any  foolish  fellows  offer  him  beer,  he  says, 
"  None  of  that,  thank  you  ;  that  no  good  for 
me." 

Coming  from  Egypt  to  Malta  on  board  the 
troopship  Himalaya,  Jimmy  was  given  a 
sea-water  bath  on  deck.  This  he  called 
"Englishman's  Nile,"  as  he  had  never  seen 
water  that  was  not  from  that  river.  One 
day,  when  talking  to  a  man  about  him,  I 
happened  to  mention  in  his  presence  Toski, 
the  name  of  the  battle-field  where  he  was 
found,  and  he  said,  "  No  more  Toski ;  bad 
Toski !  " 

I  asked  him  if  he  would  like  to  go  back  to 
the  Soudan;  he  said  "no,"  and  seemed  to 
shudder  at  the  thought.  Nothing  offends 
him  more  than  to  be  called  "  Jimmy  Toski." 
If  any  of  the  men  tease  him  in  this  or  in  any 
other  way,  he  says,  "  I'm  done  with  you,  I've 


finished  with  you,"  and  he  will  not  speak  to 
them  for  two  or  three  days. 

It  certainly  is  not  cold  here  in  Malta  in 
October,  but  after  the  great  heat  of  the  Sou- 
dan the  boy  always  seems  chilly,  though  he 
is  well  clothed,  and  is  generally  to  be  seen  in 
a  thick  overcoat.  His  clothes  were  pro- 
vided by  a  subscription  amongst  the  men 
of  the  drummers'  company.  Of  course 
he  wore  no  clothes  at  all  in  his  native 
country. 

What  will  be  done  with  Jimmy  when  he 
grows  up  ?  Probably  he  will  become  a  waiter 
in  the  officers'  mess,  or  some  of  the  officers 
will  take  him  for  a  private  servant.  The 
drummer  who  now  has  charge  of  him  is  a 
very  steady  fellow,  and  is  certainly  doing  his 
duty  by  him.  Jimmy  is  made  to  take  baths, 
and  always  looks  clean  and  neat.  He  is 
picking  up  English  wonderfully  quickly,  and 
can  say  the  alphabet,  his  prayers,  and  part 
of  the  Catechism,  in  a  way  that  does  himself 
and  his  teacher  (the  drummer)  much  credit. 
When  he  knows  English  better  he  will  be 
sent  to  school. 

For  some  time  the  boy  was  given  to  a  most 
respectable  woman,  the  wife  of  a  coi-poral  in 
the  regiment,  to  be  looked  after,  and  with  her 
he  seemed  very  happy,  and  used  to  call  her 
his  mother. 

However,  the  men  missed  him  so  much 
out  of  the  barrack-room  that  they  insisted  on 
having  back  their  pet.  A  barrack-room, 
however,  is  not  a  good  place  to  bring  up  a 
boy  in,  and  some  other  arrangement  will 
soon  have  to  be  made.  In  the  meantime,  the 
good  men  in  the  company  where  Jimmy  lives 
with  his  "  father,"  will  do  what  they  can  to 
prevent  the  white  soul  of  the  httle  coloured 
boy  from  being  discoloured  by  evil. 


WHEN  we  misconaucted  ourselves  at 
school,  the  most  frequent  punishment 
consisted  in  writing  appropriate  "lines;" 
for  example,  if  a  boy  broke  silence  unneces- 
sarily during  preparation  or  class,  he  had  to 
copy  the  maxim  "  Speech  is  silvern,  silence 
is  golden "  fifty  times  on  his  slate.  The 
most  frequent  line  was  one  which  covered 
the  whole  ground  of  misbehaviour :  "  Dis- 
orderly conduct  meets  with  its  due  reward." 

This  statement  was  a  little  too  uncompro- 
mising. If  it  had  been  "  Disorderly  conduct 
sometimes  meets  with  its  due  reward,"  it 
would  have  been  more  true,  for  it  is  un- 
doubtedly the  fact  that  occasionally  boys 
escape  the  punishmejit  which  is  justly  their 
due. 

We  did  once,  at  least ;  by  we,  I  mean  the 
four  boys  who  occupied  dormitory  No.  7. 
I'm  afraid  it  is  now  too  late  to  make  resti- 
tution as  well  as  confession,  but  both  are 
needed. 

There  were  three  of  us — Danby,  West,  and 
myself.  Then  a  new  boy  was  foisted  on  us  ; 
he  had  the  unfortunate  name  of  Bellars, 
John  Melton  Bellars. 

He  was  rather  proud  of  his  name,  but  he 
had  not  much  use  for  it.  In  a  week  it  was 
corrupted  to  Snuffies,  by  the  following  pro- 
cess. Bellars  suggested  Bellows  of  course  ; 
then  Danby  discovered  that  souffld  was  the 
French  for  bellows,  and  called  him  that. 
West  soon  coiTupted  it  into  Snuffles,  the 
more  appropriately  as  Bellars  had  a  chronic 
influenza. 

Bellars'  advent  was  not  hailed  with  enihu- 
siasm,  as  may  be  imagined.    But  in  a  week 


GRUBBAGES. 

By  Paul  Blake, 

Author  of  "  Christmas  at  Ilalehurst"  "  A  Parting  Shot,"  etc. 

I  he  was  very  popular  in  No.  7.     The  reason 
I   (I  blush  now  to  own  it)  was  he  had  brought 
j  a  large  hamper  to  school,  and  that  he  was 
generous  in  distributing  its  contents  to  us. 

He  would  bring  a  whole  cake  to  bed,  and 
we  four  made  that  cake  look  silly  (as  Danby 
put  it)  before  we  went  to  sleep.  Apples  and 
sweets  disappeared  by  magic,  and  I  should 
not  like  to  state  how  many  nightmares  were 
the  result  of  Bellars'  generosity, 
i  But  the  largest  hamper  must  be  emptied 
I  at  last  when  four  boys  are  let  loose  on  its 
contents.  In  less  than  a  fortnight  there  was 
nothing  left  but  a  cake  which  we  had  re- 
jected at  first  because  it  looked  a  trifle  stale, 
but  which  we  ate  greedily  when  it  was  nearly 
a  couple  of  weeks  older.  When  that  was 
gone  West  remarked  that  starvation  stared 
us  in  the  face. 

It  was  not  quite  so  bad  as  that,  for  we  still 
had  some  pocket  money  to  fall  back  on.  Till 
Bellars'  arrival  we  used  to  look  upon  a  sur- 
reptitious supper  as  a  treat  not  to  be  indulged 
in  lightly  — once  a  month  perhaps  ;  but  after 
we  had  supped  so  bountifully  night  after 
I  night,   we   decided   unanimously   that  the 
j  excellent  custom  must  not  be  allowed  to  drop 
I  entirely.    After  a  debate  we  resolved  to  have 
I  a    supper    every    Monday  night ;  buying 
luxuries  to  the  extent  that  our  limited  purses 
allowed,  and  sharing  indiscriminately  what- 
ever was  obtained. 

This  plan  did  not  work.  Even  schoolboys 
have  remnants  of  consciences,  and  when  we 
found  at  the  end  of  three  weeks  that  Bellars 
had  contributed  as  much  as  the  rest  of  us 
put  together,  we  felt  that  we  must  invent 


some  new  arrangement.  At  Danby's  sugges- 
tion we  agreed  to  have  a  fixed  sum  to  spend 
every  week,  to  which  all  should  contribute 
equally. 

What  should  each  boy's  contribution  be  ? 
Bellars  proposed  a  shilling.  Danby  moved 
an  amendment  in  favour  of  twopence.  (We 
were  reckless  young  urchins,  and  generally 
hopelessly  hard  up.)  The  dispute  was  com- 
promised, and  threepence  fixed  on. 

Then  arose  the  momentous  question  what 
to  buy.  Danby  was  great  on  raspberry  tarts, 
and  when  his  turn  came  to  purchase  our  pro- 
vision, invested  the  whole  sum  in  that  satis- 
fying dainty.  West,  again,  to  use  his  own 
expression,  was  "  whales  on  walnuts,"  and 
bought  fifty-two  with  the  shilling  he  in- 
vested. 

We  all  liked  walnuts,  but  they  had  their 
drawbacks.  We  had  no  nutcrackers,  and  we 
were  afraid  to  crack  them  in  the  door-hinge 
because  they  exploded  in  such  an  alamiing 
manner.  So  we  had  to  crack  them  with  our 
teeth. 

It  is  not  every  boy  who  can  get  a  large 
walnut  between  his  jaws.  I  couldn't,  Bellars 
could  as  a  rule ;  but  one  night  we  had  an 
awful  fright.  He  stuck  a  large  nut  in  his 
mouth,  and  then  could  neither  crack  it  nor 
take  it  out  again.  He  made  strange  and 
haiTowing  noises  in  his  attempt  to  cry  for 
help  ;  we  thought  he  had  a  fit,  for  we  could 
see  nothing.  When  we  leai'nt  what  was  the 
matter,  Danby,  who  was  the  son  of  a  doctor, 
prised  out  the  nut  with  tlie  handle  of  a  tooth 
brush,  but  Bellars  ate  no  more  that  night. 

Before  long  walnuts  were  given  up  entirely. 


It  was  difficult  in  the  dark  to  extract  them 
from  their  shells,  and  West  nearly  broke  a 
tooth  on  a  fragment  of  the  latter.  Then  it 
■was  very  uncomfortable  to  lie  down  on  pieces 
of  shell,  which  not  infrequently  happened. 

Many  were  the  experiments  we  made  as  to 
the  best  and  cheapest  supper  to  be  bought  at 
threepence  a  head.  At  last,  West,  by  common 
consent,  was  held  to  have  solved  the  difficulty. 
A  twopenny  pork-pie  and  a  penny  Eccles  cake 
formed  a  meal  both  appetising  and  satisfying. 
For  the  rest  of  the  half  we  stuck  to  that 
singular  vienu,  except  on  one  occasion. 

It  was  a  melancholy  occasion.  Danby 
had  complained  of  the  difficulty  of  tackling 
the  second  course  unless  a  pause  were  made, 
as  he  found  himself  terribly  dry  after  finishing 
his  pie.  So  he  persuaded  us  to  have  half  a 
pie  each,  and  spend  the  surplus  penny  in 
ginger-beer. 

It  did  not  answer.  It  was  difficult  to 
smuggle  the  bottles  up  to  bed,  to  begin  with. 
West  put  his  in  his  trousers  pocket,  and  looked 
as  if  he  had  a  malignant  tumour  on  his 
thigh.  Then  we  had  no  corkscrew,  and  two 
of  the  corks  declined  to  come  out  on  any 
terms,  and  had  to  be  pushed  in,  where  they 
interfered  with  the  comfort  of  drinking. 
Another  cork  sought  the  ceiling  unexpectedly 
with  a  loud  pop ;  before  the  flow  of  liquid 
could  be  stopped  the  bed  was  half  saturated. 
So  we  gave  up  ginger-beer  and  ate  slowly, 
without  anything  to  drink. 

Still,  we  found  these  surreptitious  suppers 
pleasant ;  so  much  so  that  we  used  to  look 
forv/ard  to  them.  After  a  time  we  ventured 
on  a  shaded  candle,  and  found  the  innovation 
a  great  improvement.  Bellars  supplied  the 
candle.  He  was  an  awkward  boy,  and  never 
could  eat  in  the  dark  without  dropping  half 
his  food,  which  he  would  pick  up  in  the 
morning,  making  a  light  breakfast  off  the 
fragments. 

I  think  it  was  Danby  who  made  the  next 
suggestion — the  one  which  led  to  all  our 
woes.  He  had  been  reading  a  book  of  travel, 
and  was  on  fire  to  be  an  Indian  or  a  Western 
trader,  or  something  which  would  give  him 
the  unbounded  felicity  of  tent  life.  One 
night  he  suggested  that  we  should  have  our 
grubbage  in  a  tent. 

The  idea  met  with  favour.  We  tried  to 
make  a  tent  of  the  sheets,  but  it  was  a  failure. 
The  only  way  we  could  manage  it  was  for 
each  to  lie  on  his  back  in  his  own  bed,  and 
then  raise  the  middle  of  the  sheet  by  elevating 
his  leg  perpendicularly.  It  was  clear  that 
a  tent  made  in  this  fashion  cramped  one's 
movements  too  much  to  be  considered  in  the 
light  of  an  enjoyment. 

We  tried  to  sew  two  sheets  together,  which 
would  have  answered  very  well,  but  we  had 
neither  time  nor  patience  enough.  We  were 
on  the  point  of  despair,  when  Bellars  suddenly 
developed  some  intelligence. 

He  pushed  two  of  the  beds  close  together, 
and  got  some  string  and  stretched  it  tightly 
from  the  posts  at  the  head  to  those  at  the 
feet.  Then  across  these  stretched  strings  he 
laid  the  sheets,  and  in  this  way  made  a  most 
complete,  if  uncommonly  low  tent. 

Sitting  up  was  out  of  the  question,  or  our 
heads  disturbed  the  sheets.  So  we  lay  mixed 
up  together  and  ate  our  pies  in  luxury.  This 
was  something  like ! 

It  was  a  pity  we  had  to  keep  so  still,  though. 
We  had  ventured  to  put  the  candle  in  the 
centre,  after  carefully  seeing  that  the  flame 
did  not  touch  the  roof  of  the  tent.  But  we 
had  to  be  very  careful  that  we  didn't  knock 
the  candlestick  over. 

We  finished  our  pies  and  began  our  cakes. 

"  Seems  to  me,"  said  West,  "  they  aren't  as 
nice  as  usual." 

"  Mine's  burnt,"  said  Danby. 

"  Mine  smells  as  if  it  were,  but  it  doesn't 
look  so,"  remarked  Bellars. 


"  It  does  smell  so,  and  no  mistake,"  cried 
Danby. 

At  this  moment  West  gave  a  smothered  yell, 
and  knocked  the  candle  right  out  of  its  socket. 

"  What's  the  row  ?  "  we  demanded. 

"  It's  burnt  a  hole  in  the  sheet,"  was 
West's  reply.    "Won't  there  be  a  row  !  " 

"  What  shall  we  do  ?  "  echoed  Bellars. 

"  Let's  get  out  of  this  stifling  place  first," 
replied  West. 

We  crept  out,  and  then  lit  the  candle  again. 
The  damage  was  considerable  ;  a  hole  an  -inch 
across,  and  a  discolouration  the  size  of  a 
saucer.  The  roof  of  the  tent  had  become 
depressed,  and  the  heat  of  the  flame  reached 
further  than  we  imagined.  We  eyed  it  dis- 
consolately ;  there  was  no  possibility  of  con- 
cealing the  result  of  our  carelessness. 

"  Whose  sheet  is  it  ?  "  asked  Danby. 

"It's  Bellars',"  said  West. 

"  'Tisn't ;  'tis  yours,"  was  the  retort. 

The  point  was  a  difficult  one,  and  might 
have  led  to  blows,  had  not  the  steps  of  a 
master  been  heard  in  the  distance.  We 
pulled  down  our  tent  in  double  quick  time 
and  tore  off  the  string  attached  to  the  bed- 
posts, the  presence  of  which  it  would  have 
been  difficult  to  explain. 

The  steps  died  away,  and  we  plucked  up 
courage  to  light  our  candle  again,  what  was 
left  of  it.  Then  we  made  our  beds,  Bellars 
and  West  tossing  as  to  who  should  sleep 
beneath  the  damaged  sheet.-  Bellars  lost, 
and  in  the  morning  attributed  an  increased 
cold  he  had  caught  to  the  draught  which 
came  through  the  hole. 

The  morning  bell  rang,  and  we  had  still 
failed  to  find  a  solution  of  the  problem  relative 
to  the  disposal  of  the  damaged  sheet.  Of 
course,  the  servants  would  discover  it  when 
making  the  beds,  would  report  it  to  Mrs. 
Jackson,  the  housekeeper  and  matron,  and 
then  there  would  be  the  piper  to  pay.  Good- 
bye to  suppers  for  ever  ! 

We  were  dressing  in  silence,  for  the  ap- 
proaching trouble  damped  our  spirits.  Just 
before  the  bell  for  breakfast  rang.  West  gave 
a  muffled  shout  of  delight. 

"I've  got  it,"  he  cried.  "Let's  mix  all 
the  bedclothes  up,  and  then  they'll  never 
know  to  whose  bed  the  missing  one  belongs." 

"  Yes,"  said  Danby,  "  but  what's  to  become 
of  the  burnt  one  ?  " 

"  We  must  get  rid  of  it  somehow." 

"How?  We  can't  shy  it  out  of  window, 
nor  go  down  to  breakfast  with  a  whole  sheet 
concealed  under  our  waistcoats." 

"  Yes,  we  can,  if  we  tear  it  into  enough 
pieces.    Who's  got  a  knife  ?  " 

He  began  cutting  the  sheet  into  bits,  but 
finding  the  process  slow,  he  tore  off  a  strip. 
This  made  such  a  tremendous  and  unusual 


noise  that  he  again  had  recourse  to  the 
knife. 

"  What  are  we  to  do  with  these  ?  "  asked 
Danby,  as  the  second  bell  rang. 

"  Wind  them  round  under  your  waistcoats," 
replied  West.    "Look  sharp." 

We  obeyed  to  the  best  of  our  ability. 
Bellars  entered  the  dining-room  with  half  a 
yard  of  sheet  hanging  down  behind,  but  West 
caught  sight  of  it  in  time.  After  breakfast 
we  retreated  to  a  safe  corner  and  unwound 
ourselves,  burning  the  remainder  of  the  sheet 
to  ashes.  Then  we  scarcely  felt  safer  than 
before.  Suppose  there  was  an  inquiry  ?  Our 
recent  action  was  not  less  criminal  than  the 
original  one. 

We  could  not  bear  the  suspense.  We  drew 
lots  as  to  who  should  try  and  discover  the 
truth.  The  lot  fell  on  me.  I  obtained  per- 
mission to  enter  the  house  on  a  plausible  but 
unfounded  pretext,  and  made  my  forbidden 
way  upstaii's. 

The  servants  were  making  the  beds.  I 
crept  near  the  open  door  of  No.  7  and  hstened. 
They  had  nearly  finished  their  task. 

"  Give  me  that  there  sheet,  Jane,"  said 
Eliza.    "  It  belongs  to  this  bed." 

"  No,  it  don't,  Eliza  :  I  want  it." 

"  Bless  the  boys,  I  wish  they  wouldn't  mix 
the  things  up  so;  one  can't  tell  t'other  from 
which,"  remarked  Eliza. 

"  There's  a  sheet  short,"  said  Jane,  after 
an  inspection.  "  You  must  have  put  an  extra 
one  on  one  of  the  beds." 

I  knew  only  too  well  how  very  ill-iounded 
was  this  theory.  I  listened  eagerly  for  the 
next  development, 

"Well!"  exclaimed  Jane  at  last,  "if  I 
mustn't  have  given  some  poor  child  a  sheet 
short  yesterday.  Hope  he  didn't  catch  cold 
in  the  night." 

"You'd  better  get  another  from  Mrs. 
Jackson,"  said  Eliza. 

"  Yes,  so  I'd  better,"  replied  Jane,  leavmg 
the  room  so  rapidly  that  I  had  only  just  time 
to  dart  into  No.  5.  When  she  was  out  of 
sight  I  made  the  best  of  my  way  do-wnstairs 
to  join  my  fellow-criminals. 

I  made  my  report,  which  was  a  very  favour- 
able one.  The  only  drawback  to  our  satisfac- 
tion was  the  fear  lest  Mrs.  Jackson  might 
refuse  to  let  Jane  have  a  sheet  in  place  of 
the  missing  one. 

Our  fears  were  needless.  Mrs.  Jackson  was 
ill  in  bed,  and  before  she  was  about  again  the 
aiiair  had  blown  over.  No  doubt  we  caused 
her  an  anxious  half  hour  over  the  inexphcable 
spiriting  away  of  the  missing  sheet,  but  at  all 
events  we  never  heard  any  more  of  it. 

But  it  was  on  our  consciences.  At  least  it 
was  on  mine,  and  it  is  some  relief  to  unburden 
it  even  at  this  distance  of  time. 


A  FAMOUS  AMERICAN  VAGABOND. 

By  J.  EoGERS  Eees, 

Author  of  "  The  Pleasures  of  a  Book-icorm,"  etc.,  etc. 


PART  I. 


THE  man  whose  memory  lives  with  us  as  a 
blessed  inheritance  from  the  days  of  our 
boyhood  is  he  who,  with  happy  knack,  was 
always  ready  and  able  to  make  us  straw-pan- 
pipes and  sycamore  whistles  ;  could  tell  us 
the  names  of  birds,  and  where  they  built 
their  nests;  knew  the  spots  where  trout 
could  best  be  caught  in  the  river— in  fact,  w-as 
the  walking  dictionary  of  sports  and  pastimes 
for  the  youth  of  the  district.  Such  a  man  is 
ever  ready  to  give  his  time  and  exercise  his 
skill  with  little  hope  or  chance  of  adequate 
remuneration,  and  as  a  consequence  is  gen- 
erally found  very  far  back  in  the  unceasing 


march  towards  wealth.  His  heart  and  en- 
ergies are  all  for  the  rising  generation  if  they 
care  to  use  them.  If  he  can  but  make  ends 
meet  so  that  he  need  never  want  a  meal  he 
is  happy,  and  ready  to  let  the  bustling  world 
pass  by  on  the  other  side. 

What  a  companion,  then,  of  this  kind, 
must  our  American  Vagabond,  Henry  David 
Thoreau,  have  proved  to  the  boys  who  were 
fortunate  enough  to  share  his  good  graces  ! 
"  It  was  a  pleasure  and  a  privilege,"  says 
one  who  knew  him  intimately,  "  to  walk  with 
him.  He  knew  the  country  like  a  fox  or  a 
bird,  and  passed  through  it  freely  by  paths 


The  Indian  Rising.    A  very  critical  moment. 
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of  his  own.  Under  his  arm  he  carried  an 
old  music-book  to  press  plants  ;  in  his  pocket 
his  diary  and  pencil,  a  spy-glass  for  birds, 
microscope,  jack-knife,  and  twine."  He  used 
to  wade  into  pools  for  water-plants.  He 
knew  the  names  of  all  the  plants  that  should 
bloom  on  a  certain  day  in  the  district  in 
which  he  lived,  and  with  such  accuracy  that 
he  thought  that  if  he  were  suddenly  to  be 
waked  up  from  a  trance,  he  could  tell  by  the 
plants  what  time  of  the  year  it  was  within  two 
days.  "  He  would  carry  you  to  the  heron's 
haunt,  or  even  to  his  most  prized  botanical 
swamp, — possibly  knowing  that  you  could 
never  find  it  again,  yet  willing  to  take  his 
risks.  .  .  .  He  could  find  his  way  in  the  woods 
at  night  better  by  his  feet  than  by  his  eyes. 
He  knew  every  track  in  the  snow  and  on  the 
ground,  and  what  creature  had  taken  the 
path  in  the  snow  before  him." 

Another  friend  of  Tlioreau"s  says  :  "  He  as- 
cended such  hills  as  Monadnoc  by  his  own 
path ;  would  lay  down  his  map  on  the  sum- 
mit and  draw  a  line  to  the  point  he  proposed 
to  visit  below, —  perhaps  forty  miles  away  on 
the  landscape,— and  set  off  bravely  to  make 
the  short  cut.  The  lowland  people  won- 
dered to  sec  him  scaling  the  heights  as  if  he 
had  lost  his  way,  or  at  his  jumping  over  their 
cow  yard  fences,  -  asking  if  he  had  fallen 
from  the  clouds.  In  a  walk  like  this  he 
always  carried  his  umbrella,  and  on  his 
Monadnoc  trip,  when  about  a  mile  from  the 
station,  a  torrent  of  rain  came  down  ;  without 
the  umbrella  his  books,  blankets,  maps,  and 
provisions  would  all  have  been  spoiled,  or 
the  morning  lost  by  delay.  On  the  mountain, 
there  being  a  thick  soaking  fog,  the  first  ob- 
ject was  to  camp  and  make  tea."  Thoreau, 
speaking  of  this  same  adventure,  says  :  "  After 
putting  our  packs  under  a  rock,  having  a 
good  hatchet,  I  proceeded  to  build  a  sub- 
stantial house.  This  was  done  about  dark, 
and  by  that  time  we  were  as  wet  as  if  we  had 
stood  in  a  hogshead  of  water.  We  then 
built  a  fire  before  the  door,  directly  on  the 
site  of  our  camp  of  two  years  ago.  Standing 
before  this,  and  turning  round  slowly,  like 
meat  that  is  roasting,  we  were  as  dry,  if  not 
drier  than  ever,  after  a  few  hours,  and  so,  at 
last,  we  turned  in. 

"  Not  all  the  books  in  the  world,  as  Sancho 
says,  could  contain  the  adventures  of  this 
week  of  camping.  The  wild,  free  life,  the 
open  air,  the  new  and  strange  sounds  by  night 
and  day,  the  odd  and  bewildering  rocks,  amid 
which  a  person  can  be  lost  within  a  rod  of 
camp  ;  the  great  valley  over  to  Wachusett, 
with  its  thunder-storms  and  battles  in  the 
clouds ;  the  farmers'  back-yards  in  Jaffrey, 


where  the  family  cotton  can  be  seen  bleaching 
on  the  grass,  but  no  trace  of  the  pigmy  family  ; 
the  dry,  soft  air  all  night,  the  lack  of  dew  in 
the  morning ;  the  want  of  water,  a  pint  be- 
ing a  good  deal, — these  and  similar  things 
make  up  some  part  of  such  an  excursion." 

"  Sometimes,"  says  another  of  his  friends, 
"  I  have  gone  with  Thoreau  and  his  young 
comrades  for  an  expedition  on  the  river,  to 
gather,  it  may  be,  water-lilies.  Upon  such 
excursions  his  resources  for  our  entertainment 
were  inexhaustible.  He  would  tell  stories  of 
the  Indians  who  once  dwelt  thereabout,  until 
the  children  almost  looked  to  see  a  red  man 
skulking  with  his  arrow  on  the  shore  ;  and 
every  plant  or  flower  on  the  bank  or  in  the 
water,  and  every  fish,  turtle,  frog,  lizard 
about  us,  was  transformed  by  the  wand  of  his 
knowledge  from  the  low  form  into  which  the 
spell  of  our  ignorance  had  reduced  it,  into  a 
mystic  beauty.  One  of  his  surprises  was  to 
thrust  his  hand  softly  into  the  water,  and  as 
softly  raise  up  before  our  astonished  eyes  a 
large  bright  fish,  which  lay  as  contentedly  in 
his  hand  as  if  they  were  old  acquaintances. 
If  the  fish  had  also  dropped  a  penny  from  its 
mouth,  it  could  not  have  been  a  more  mira- 
culous proceeding  to  us." 

But  Thoreau  was  not  only  an  out-door 
companion  ;  the  following  recollections  of  one 
who  had  the  pleasure  to  know  him  intimately 
will  show  that  he  must  have  been  a  treasure 
to  boys  indoors,  as  well  as  out :  "  He  used  to 
come  in  at  dusk,  as  my  brother  and  I  sat  on 
the  rug  before  the  dining-room  fire,  and, 
taking  the  great  green  rocking-chair,  he  would 
tell  us  stories  ;  those  I  remember  were  his 
own  adventures  as  a  child.  He  began  by 
telling  us  of  the  different  houses  he  had 
lived  in,  and  what  he  could  remember  about 
each.  The  house  where  he  was  born  was  on 
the  Virginia  road,  near  the  Old  Bedford  road. 
The  only  thing  he  remembered  about  that 
house  was,  that  from  its  windows  he  saw  a 
flock  of  geese  walking  along  in  a  row  on  the 
other  side  of  the  road  ;  but  to  show  what  a 
long  memory  he  had,  when  he  told  his  mother 
of  this,  she  said  the  only  time  he  could 
have  seen  that  sight  was  when  he  was  about 
eight  months  old,  for  they  left  that  house 
then.  Soon  after  he  lived  in  the  old  house  on 
the  Lexington  road.  There  he  was  tossed  by 
a  cow  as  he  played  near  the  door,  in  his  red 
flan:iel  dress, —and  so  on,  with  a  story  for 
every  house.  He  used  to  delight  us  with  the 
adventures  of  a  brood  of  fall  chickens,  which 
slept  at  night  in  a  tall  old-fashioned  fig-drum 
in  the  kitchen,  and  as  their  bed  was  not 
changed  when  they  grew  larger,  they  packed 
themselves  every  night  each  in  its  own  place, 

(To  be  con/imieil.) 


and  grew  up,  not  shapely,  but  shaped  to  each 
other  and  the  drum  like  figs  !  Sometimes  he 
would  play  juggler  tricks  for  us,  and  swallow 
his  knife  and  produce  it  again  from  our  ears 
or  noses.  We  usually  ran  to  bring  some 
apples  for  him  as  soon  as  he  came  in,  and  often 
he  would  cut  one  in  halves  in  fine  points  that 
scarcely  showed  on  close  examination,  and 
then  the  joke  was  to  ask  father  to  break  it 
for  us  and  see  it  fall  to  pieces  in  his  hands. 
But  perhaps  the  evenings  most  charming 
were  those  when  he  brought  some  ears  of 
pop-corn  in  his  pocket  and  headed  an  expedi- 
tion to  the  garret  to  hunt  out  the  old  brass 
wanning-pan ;  in  which  he  would  put  the 
corn,  and  hold  it  out  and  shake  it  over  the 
fire  till  it  was  heated  through,  and  at  last,  as 
we  listened,  the  rattling  changed  to  popping. 
When  this  became  very  brisk,  he  would  hold 
the  pan  over  the  rug  and  lift  the  hd,  and  a 
beautiful  fountain  of  the  white  corn  flew  all 
over  us.  It  required  both  strength  and 
patience  to  hold  out  the  heavy  warming-pan 
at  arm's  length  so  long,  and  no  one  else  gave 
us  that  pleasure.  I  remember  his  singing 
'  Tom  Bowlin'  to  us,  and  also  playing  on 
his  flute,  but  that  was  earlier.  In  the  summer 
he  used  to  make  willow  whistles,  and  trumpets 
out  of  the  stems  of  squash  leaves  and  onion 
leaves." 

In  addition  to  all  this,  Thoreau  was  a  capital 
swimmer,  a  good  runner,  skater,  and  boatman, 
and  would  outwalk  most  countrymen  in  a 
day's  journey.  His  mind  wnd  body  were 
finely  dependent  on  each  other,  for  if  shut 
up  in  the  house  he  could  not  write  at  all,  but 
after  a  long  walk  he  could  complete  a  corre- 
spondingly long  piece  of  literary  work. 

His  attachment  to  outdoor  life  began  as 
early  as  he  could  recollect ;  and  when  on 
leaving  college  he  and  his  brother  kept  a 
school  for  a  year  or  two,  he  was  noticeable 
for  his  love  of  rambling  in  all  spare  times 
and  collecting  natural  history  specimens. 
"Perhaps  I  have  owed,"  he  says,  "to  fishing 
and  hunting,  when  quite  young,  my  closest 
acquaintance  with  nature." 

That  we  are  not  far  wrong  in  calling 
Thoreau  a  vagabond,  is  evident  from  his  own 
confession.  "  For  more  than  five  years,"  he 
says,  "  I  maintained  myself  solely  by  the 
labour  of  my  hands,  and  I  found  that,  by 
working  about  six  weeks  in  a  year,  I  could 
meet  all  the  expenses  of  living ;  the  whole 
of  my  winters,  as  well  as  most  of  my  summers, 
I  had  free  and  clear  for  study.  I  found  that 
the  occupation  of  day-labourer  was  the  most 
independent  of  any,  especially  as  it  required 
only  thirty  or  forty  days  in  the  year  to  sup- 
port one." 


SOME   GOOD   ADVICE   TO   GROWING  LADS. 


By  Gordon  Stables,  cm.,  m.d.,  r.n., 

A  ut/ior  of  "  Some  Boyhood  Trouble.-!,"  "  Ileidth  Hints  for  Boys,"  etc. 


I MAY  say  at  once,  and  be  done  with  it,  that 
this  paper  is  the  outcome  of  many  queries 
that  ai-e  sent  both  to  the  Editor  and  myself 
from  boys,  regarding  real  or  fancied  illnesses 
from  which  they  believe  they  are  suffering. 
Many  of  these  questions  are  answered  through 
the  medium  of  the  correspondence  column, 
but  it  is  impossible  — and  it  would  be  im- 
politic were  it  possible  -to  answer  all. 

I  never  could  counsel  self-doctoring  to  any 
great  extent,  even  in  grown-up  people,  and  I 
certainly  should  not  countenance  it  in  lads. 
But  this  is  not  all.  A  boy  writes,  let  us  say, 
complaining  of  constant  headache,  and  per- 
haps more  or  less  of  cough.  He  says  nothing 
else,  nothing  about  his  mode  of  life,  his 


appetite,  condition,  or  state  of  digestive  canal. 
Well,  the  only  answer  that  can  be  given  is, 
"  consult  your  family  doctor."  For  you  must 
know  that  constant  headache,  to  say  no- 
thing of  cough,  is  a  serious  symptom,  and 
the  sufferer  may  have  inherited  some  ailment 
fi-om  his  parents,  or  even  grandparents  — 
disease  oftentimes  sparing  one  generation  to 
appear  again  in  the  next.  So  I  trust  that 
when  such  an  ofl'hand  reply  is  given  to  a 
query  as  "  consult  a  doctor,"  you  boys  must 
not  think  the  Editor  harsh  or  unfeeling  ;  for 
indeed,  he  has,  as  I  have,  a  fatherly  interest 
in  you  all,  and  would  like  you  all  to  be  as 
happy  and  jolly  as  the  summer  days  are  long. 
Let  me  now  saj'  a  few  words  about  some  of 


the  minor  troubles  that  affect  beys,  and  then 
pass  on  to  the  more  grave  and  serious. 

The  growth  of  hair,  or  the  non-growth  of 
hair,  as  the  case  may  be,  gives  boys  many  an 
hour  of  anxious  thought.  This  boy— his 
letter  is  before  me — wants  his  moustache  to 
grow ;  he  is  eighteen  and  he  couldn't  seize  a 
ilowny  hairlet  j'et  even  with  a  tweezers. 
Shall  he  shave '?  he  asks,  or  shall  he  buy 
some  of  those  advertised  nostrums  that  are 
warranted  to  make  hair  grow  wherever  it 
touches  ?  Well,  if  he  has  plenty  of  mcuey  to 
throw  away,  he  can  purchase  some  such 
wonderful  preparation.  He  ought,  however, 
to  try  its  eff  ect  first  on  the  kitchen  poker,  or 
on  a  worn-down  blacking-brush ;  if  he  gets 
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hair  to  grow  on  either,  he  may  apply  it  to  his 
upper  hp.  Not  otherwise.  Shave  by  all 
means.  This  in  itself  will  aid  the  moustache's 
growth.  But  you  may  rub  in  daily  the  fol- 
lowing, which  by  the  waj'  will  do  also  for 
thin  hair  on  the  head.  An  ounce  of  olive  oil, 
half  an  ounce  of  castor  oil,  a  dram  of  tincture 
of  cantharides,  and  twenty  drops  of  some 
scented  oil  such  as  lemon. 

As  regards  depilatories,  I  don't  advise  boys 
to  bother  about  these  ;  they  injure  the  skin 
and  are  seldom  etfeciual  in  the  long  run. 
The  eyebrows  at  times  meet  in  the  centre. 
It  does  not  look  nice  certainly,  but  one  must 
grin  and  bear  it.  Electrolysis  is  an  operation 
of  a  very  tedious  and  even  painful  nature 
which  few  boys  could  afford,  and  it  leaves 
slight  scarring. 

If  a  boy's  eyebrows  meet  in  the  middle,  or  if 
in  any  other  way  he  is  not  so  good-looking 
as  he  would  like  to  be,  he  ought  to  give  all 
his  time  and  thoughts  to  the  cultivation  of 
his  mind.  Carlyle  was  no  beauty,  but  he 
swayed  the  world  of  letters,  and  his  influence 
is  still  strong. 

D-indruff  is  a  disagreeable  and  often  in- 
tractable complaint.  To  get  rid  of  it  you 
must  obey  all  the  golden  rules  of  health,  and 
be  especially  attentive  to  the  digestion.  Eat 
nothing  that  is  heating,  and  when  taking 
exercise  avoid  "  spurting."  Here  is  a  simple 
wash,  but  of  great  eilect.  An  ounce  of  borax, 
half  an  ounce  of  camphor,  and  a  quart  of 
boiling  water  ;  let  it  stand  till  cold,  then  filter 
and  add  a  few  drops  of  otto  of  roses.  Damp 
the  hair  with  it  twice  a  day. 

Here  is  a  good  ointment  for  ivarts.  Two 
ounces  of  muriate  of  ammonia,  one  ditto  of 
savin,  and  one  and  a  half  of  marrow  fat. 
Apply  daily.  When  a  boy,  my  own  hands 
used  to  be  covered  with  warts.  I  took  the 
bull  by  the  horns  and  burned  them  off  with 
nitrate  of  silver.  Painful  ?  Yes,  for  a  time, 
but  it  was  effectual. 

Small  moles  used  to  be  cured  or  improved 
away  by  Wilson  in  the  following  way.  A 
point  of  potassa  fusa  was  introduced  into  the 
centre  of  the  mole,  and  it  diffused  itself 
through  the  mass,  which  dried  up  into  a 
scib  and  fell  oft'  in  about  twelve  days'  time. 
The  knife  is  the  quickest  plan,  and  if  properly 
handled  by  a  surgeon  hardly  leaves  a  mark. 

Chilijlains.—A.  most  distressing  complaint. 
Strengthen  the  body  all  you  can  by  whole- 
some exercise  and  good  food.  Never  go  near 
the  fire  when  very  much  chilled.  Wear 
wami  soft  stockings  and  avoid  wet  feet. 
Chilblains  may  be  prevented  by  dissolving 
half  a  dram  of  sulphate  of  copper  in  three 
ounces  of  water,  painting  the  parts,  letting  it 
dry  in,  then  anointing  with  Lanoline  cold 
cream, — this  for  several  nights  ;  or  cured,  if 
unbroken,  by  rubbing  in  every  night  equal 
parts  of  soap  liniment  and  laudanum,  or  a 
mixture  of  turps,  half  ounce,  camphor  one 
dram,  Goulai'd's  extract  one  dram. 

Tlie  Russians  use  cucumber  parings  for 
broken  chilblains.  They  dry  them,  and  when 
wanted  simply  moisten  the  inner  surface  and 
apply  them. 

But  a  neat  little  application  is  composed  of 
three  drams  each  of  glycerine,  rose  water  and 
arnica  tincture,  with  one  dram  of  spirits  of 
camphor.  N.B.  A  fluid  dram  is  about  a  tea- 
spoonful. 

I  believe  that  I  gave  advice  about  pimply 
euuptions  in  a  former  article.  I  may  just 
state  here  that  such  a  state  of  the  face  is 
usually  caused  by  either  a  watery  condition 
of  the  blood  or  impurity  from  over-eating 
and  inactivity.  If  the  gmns  are  pale  and 
you  are  somewhat  thin,  cod-liver  oil  and  steel 
drops  will  set  you  up.  If  you  live  by  the  sea, 
you  can  get  the  oil  cheap  at  the  fishmonger's. 
Attend  to  the  digestion,  whether  you  are 
stout  or  thin.  Use  as  a  soothing  application, 
Lanoline  ointment  or  the  ointment  of  zinc. 


Sore  or  mattery  eyes. — This  may  indicate 
some  constitutional  trouble,  and  perhaps  a 
doctor  had  better  be  consulted.  Cold  water 
"  slunged  "  on  three  or  four  times  a  day  is  an 
excellent  remedy,  and  if  it  contains  a  table- 
spoonful  of  salt  to  the  quart  all  the  better. 
Cod-liver  oil  should  be  taken,  and  about  every 
third  night  a  Cockle's  pill  or  two,  not  to  open 
the  system  too  much  howe\  er.  The  eyelids 
may  be  touched  overnight  with  a  little  zinc 
ointment  or  Lanoline  cold  cream. 

There  are  two  questions  I  am  very  fre- 
quently asked,  namely,  how  to  cure  deformi- 
ties, such  as  "in-knees,"  "bandy  legs," 
"  pigeon  breast,"  and  how  to  grow  tall.  Now 
after  the  bones  are  pretty  well  hardened  and 
set,  and  they  are  so  by  fifteen  years  of  age,  it  is 
all  but  impossible  to  get  rid  of  the  first-men- 
tioned troubles.  Probably  they  were  caused 
in  the  first  instance  by  a  constitutional  dis- 
position to  rickets ;  the  bones  being  over-soft 
would  not  bear  the  weight  of  the  body.  If  I 
dare  say  a  word  to  parents  in  this  paper,  I 
may  tell  them  seriously  that  if  they  neglect 
malformations  of  this  kind  at  the  early  stage, 
at  which  time  only  they  are  amenable  to 
treatment,  they  are  doing  a  positive  injustice 
to  their  children,  and  laying  up  for  them 
much  grief  for  days  to  come. 

Many  boys  complain  of  dyspepsia.  It  is 
very  difficult  indeed  to  lay  down  rules  for  the 
general  treatment  of  such  cases.  If  it  be 
possible,  the  cause  must  be  sought  for  and  re- 
moved. If  it  be  brought  on  simply  from  errors 
in  diet,  or  over-eating,  an  antibilious  pill  or 
two  at  night,  followed  by  a  large  wineglassful 
of  Friedrichshall  water  before  a  very  light 
breakfast,  will  in  all  probability  remove  it. 
Then  the  boy  must  go  and  sin  no  more.  If 
the  tongue,  face,  and  gums  be  pale,  ten  drops 
of  tincture  of  iron  in  water  after  each  meal 
will  do  good.  If  there  be  but  little  appetite, 
get  a  few  ounces  of  bitter  barks  and  roots 
from  the  chemist,  ask  him  how  to  make  an 
infusion  in  an  old  teapot,  and  how  much  to 
take  before  meals.  If  the  bey  be  too  fat  and 
"  pluffy  "  he  must  take  less  flour  food,  and 
less  food  altogether  ;  if  too  thin  let  him  do  the 
reverse. 

As  to  growing  tall,  nothing  but  wholesome 
exercise  and  attention  to  diet  will  assist  you 
in  this.  I  cannot  give  you  a  receipt  for  grow- 
ing tall,  but  in  a  word  I  can  tell  you  how  to 
make  a  "  sharger  "  *  of  yourself  :  Smoke.  By 
the  way,  I  here  want  to  make  a  humble 
apology  to  a  boy  who  wrote  to  ask  me  to 
lecture  on  smoking  to  a  society.    I  was  on 


*  "  Sharger,"  a  most  expressive  Scotch  word  signify- 
ing; a  man  or  boy  who  is  dwarfed  in  body  and  even  in 
mind. 


the  road  in  my  caravan  at  the  time,  and  un- 
fortunately did  not  take  his  letter  with  me. 
I  am  sorry  and  hope  he  forgives  me. 

And  now  for  my  advice  about  Nervousness. 
I  may  premise  that  this  treatment  will  do 
good  to  any  boy  and  make  him  fit  for  almost 
anything.  The  class  of  boys  who  consult  the 
Editor  on  this  trouble  is  unfortunately  a  very 
large  one,  and  I  am  sorry  to  say  they  as 
often  as  not  have  themselves  to  blame  for  a 
state  of  misery  and  wretchedness  which  is 
painful  even  to  think  of.  Now  no  cure  can 
be  attempted  until  purity  of  mind,  thoughts, 
and  habits  is  secured.  Then  by  the  blessing  of 
a  Supreme  and  Forgiving  Power,  the  follow- 
ing plan  may  be  adopted. 

Hygiene. — Have  the  cold  bath  and  big 
sponge  all  ready  the  night  before,  then  before 
getting  out  of  bed  go  in  for  massage.  Unless 
you  are  a  heavy,  stout  lad  this  is  easily  done. 
You  begin  by  encircling  the  foot  with  both 
hands,  and  kr.sading  and  rolling  it  hard  but 
slowly ;  pass  on  thus  up  the  whole  leg,  rub- 
bing the  muscles  against  each  other,  and 
squeezing  as  if  you  were  trying  to  send  the 
blood  onwards  up  to  the  heart.  Now  do  the 
same  to  the  next  leg.  Then  to  the  thighs, 
and  as  far  as  you  can  round  the  stomach, 
chest,  and  sides.  Next  do  each  arm,  and  rub 
the  shoulders  weU.  Next  rub  all  the  skin 
of  the  body  till  it  glows,  and  if  you  perspire 
so  much  the  better.  Best  now  for  three 
minutes.  Then  have  the  cold  tub,  as  cold  as 
you  can  bear  it.  Or  better  still,  wash  with 
soap  and  hot  water  all  over  the  body,  and 
immediately  after  use  the  rough  towels. 
Dress  leisurely.  Have  ten  minutes  of  the 
dumb-bells — 2  lbs.  weight — five  minutes  in 
the  ojien  air,  and  then  breakfast. 

Food. — Plenty  of  milk,  good  porridge,  meat, 
cheese,  eggs,  etc.,  but  not  much  pudding  and 
no  pickles  or  sauces.  No  beer,  tobacco,  or 
spirits. 

Exercise  all  you  can  in  the  open  air.  Sleep 
on  a  hard  mattress  with  no  heavy  coverings. 
Lie  on  the  side,  not  the  back. 

Keep  good  company.  Abstain  from  all 
thouglits  of  evil.  If  you  guard  your  thoughts, 
half  the  battle  is  won.  As  you  value  dear 
life,  do  not  even  read  a  quack  advertisement. 

Medicine. — A  pill  or  two  alout  once  a  week, 
a  teaspoonful  of  Fellows'  syiup  cf  the  phos- 
phates twice  a  day  in  watei .  And  if  your 
nights  are  not  pleasant,  and  you  dream, 
about  ten  grains  of  the  bromide  of  potassium 
taken  an  hour  before  going  to  bed.  But  do 
not  exceed  this,  nor  take  it  longer  than  a 
fortnight  at  a  time. 

Avoid  temptations  of  every  sort,  and  try 
to  think  of  the  happiness  of  others ;  this  will 
take  your  thoughts  away  from  self. 


HOW  TO  PREPARE  AND  MOUNT  OBJECTS  FOR  THE 
MICROSCOPE. 

By  R.  a.  E.  Bennett,  b.a., 

Author  of  "  How  to  make  an  Induction  CoU,"  "  Electric  Lamps  and  how  to  woric  tnern," 
^^Electro-motors  and  h»w  to  make  them,"  etc.,  etc. 


PART  VII. 


CHAPTER  III.— OBJECTS  WOBTH  NOTICE, 

THE  scales  of  fishes  are  very  interesting  ob- 
jects ;  these  are  divided  mto  classes  known 
as  ganoid,  placoid,  cycloid,  and  ctenoid.  The 
stui-geon's  scales  belong  to  the  ganoid  group, 
the  shark's,  ray's,  and  skate's  to  placoid 
group,  the  whiting  to  the  cycloid  or  circular 
group,  and  the  sole  to  the  ctenoid  or  comb- 
like group.  Fig.  10  shows  the  appearance  of 
the  scale  of  the  sole,  which  is,  of  course, 
easily  procured,  and  forms  a  good  object. 


AXD  GENER.AL  DETAILS  (contimicd). 

They  can  be  mounted  dry  or  in  Canada  bal- 
sam. A  piece  of  the  skin  of  a  sole  mounted 
in  balsam  forms  a  loveiy  object  for  the 
microscope. 

Objects  of  this  kind  'derive  an  extra  beauly 
from  being  viewed  with  a  polariscope,  which 
forms  an  interesting  addition  to  an  ordinary 
microscope.  The  explanation  of  its  action  is 
too  abstruse  to  narrate  here,  but,  briefly 
speaking,  it  consists  of  two  prisms,  cne  of 


which  fits  below  the  microscope  stage,  the 
other  above  the  eyepiece  ;  the  former  is  called 
the  "polariser,"  the  latter  the  "analyser." 
When  used  in  the  polariscope  in  conjunction 


Fig.  10.— Ctenoid  Sc.axes. 
Sole. 


with  a  plate  of  "  selenite  "  (mounted  as  a 
microscopic  object,  on  a  slide)  many  objects 
exhibit  the  most  wonderful  and  dazzling 
arrangements  of  vivid  colours  that  can  be 
imagined.  It  is  of  practical  use  in  some 
cases,  as  two  bodies  belonging  to  different 
classes,  otherwise  resembling  each  other,  may 
give  different  effects  in  the  polariscope,  and 
may  thus  be  distinguished  from  each  other. 

The  most  magnificent  effects  with  the 
polariscope  are,  however,  produced  by  the 
use  of  crystals  of  various  chemical  salts, 
some  of  which  give  effects  that  can  only  be 
compared  to  the  rainbow  or  permanent  fire- 
works. Without  the  polariscope,  however, 
crystals  are  well  worthy  of  investigation,  as 
their  forms  are  sometimes  very  picturesque. 

The  crystals  of  ordinary  sugar  may  be 
looked  at,  but  only  a  minute  portion,  or  their 
form  will  not  be  seen.  The  Kev.  .J.  G.  Wood 
gives  an  amusing  account,  in  his  book  on  the 
microscope,  of  a  gentleman  who,  having  pur- 
chased an  instrument,  returned  it  next  day 
as  being  useless,  as  it  would  not  exhibit  the 
crystals  of  sugar.  "  How  much  did  you  try  ?  " 
asked  the  optician,  not  seeing  anything  wrong 
with  the  instrument.  "  A  lump  out  of  the 
sugar-basin,"  was  the  reply — rather  surpris- 
ing to  the  recipient  one  would  think  ! 

The  formation  of  crystals  under  the  micro- 
scope is  a  very  pretty  sight  to  watch.  It  is 
easily  accomplished  thus.  Make  a  strong 
solution  of  a  salt  such  as  "  sal  ammoniac" 
(ammonium  chloride,  which  gives  especially 
good  results),  and  place  a  few  drops  on  the 
centre  of  the  slide,  now  heat  the  slide  over  a 
lamp  till  you  see  crystallisation  commencing 
on  the  outside  of  the  solution,  then  quickly 
place  it  under  the  microscope  and  look  through 
it.    If  the  slide  is  hot  enough  to  evaporate 


the  rest  of  the  water  you  will  see  long  feathery 
branches  shoot  right  across  the  field  of  the 
microscope  until  it  is  all  filled  with  them. 
The  slide  should  not  be  heated  too  hot  or  it 
will  be  over  in  a  fiash  ;  it  looks  best  when  it 
proceeds  visibly  but  not  too  quickly. 

Arsenic  and  sulphur  have  very  characteris- 
tic crystals ;  the  latter  should  be  allowed  to 
crystallise  on  the  slide  from  a  solution  of  it 
made  in  carbon  bisulphide — a  horrible  smell- 
ing compound,  which  evaporates  with  great 
rapidity. 

The  crystals  of  an  organic  salt  known 
as  cinchonidine  are  very  remarkable  objects. 
You  can  get  this  from  any  large  chemist's. 


Fig.  11.— Giioup  op  Cixchonidine  Ckt.stals. 


Fig.  11  shows  the  shape  of  a  cluster  of  crys- 
tals of  this  salt,  which  are  very  characteristic. 

The  seeds  of  many  plants  are  very  curious 
in  their  inner  structure,  and  repay  examina- 
tion. The  forms  of  some  of  these  are  very 
quaint  and  sometimes  wonderfully  moulded. 
The  seed  {or  fruit  as  it  really  is)  of  the  com- 
mon "goosegrass  "  is  covered  with  little  hooks, 
by  means  of  which  it  may  be  carried  about 
and  sown  in  a  different  spot.  The  red  vale- 
rian has  a  seed  provided  with  a  plume  at  the 
top,  by  which  it  is  carried  about  in  a  gale  of 
wind,  and  dispersed  to  various  parts  of  the 
country.  The  seed  of  the  groundsel  is  pro- 
vided with  a  similar  appendage,  as  may  be 
seen  on  referring  to  the  illustration  of  the  slide 
completed,  in  a  previous  chapter.  The  seed 
of  the  willow  herb  has  also  a  parachute,  but 
it  is  not  mounted  on  a  stalk,  but  grows  at 
once  straight  out  of  the  seed,  forming  a  kind 
of  plume.  The  seed  of  the  mullein  is  covered 
with  a  net-like  tracery,  those  of  the  poppy 
are  also  similar  in  design.  The  seed  of  the 
musk  mallow  is  covered  with  a  thick  coat  of 
hairs.  One  of  the  prettiest  seeds  of  all  is 
that  of  the  great  snapdragon,  which  is  nearly 
triangular  in  shape,  and  covered  with  a 
moulding  which  is  bent  into  various  shapes, 
giving  it  an  appearance  of  being  carved  with 


a  chisel.  Many  other  plants  have  interest- 
ingly shaped  seeds,  but  I  have  indicated 
enough  to  form  a  guide  to  my  reader  at  the 
beginning  of  his  work.  Many  seeds  look  well 
after  mounting  in  Canada  balsam,  but  others 
may  be  mounted  dry  to  show  their  external 
markings. 

The  pollen  of  various  plants  is  interesting, 
being  of  various  shapes.  That  of  the  common 
violet  has  a  three-fold  band  across  it,  meeting 
in  the  centre.  The  musk  plant  has  a  pollen 
which  is  traversed  by  spiral  bands  running 
round  it,  and  raised  well  above  its  surface.  The 
dandelion  pollen  is  marked  with  a  star  radiat- 
ing from  the  centre,  and  that  of  the  hly  is  of 
a  long-shaped  oval  form,  and  covered  with 
minute  clots.  The  pollen  of  the  mallov^  is  also 
a  good  object.  These  pollens  are  easily 
mounted  by  the  dry  method. 

I  think  I  have  now  given  a  sufficient  guide 
to  enable  my  reader  to  stock  a  small  cabinet 
with  interesting  objects  for  his  microscope, 
and  I  have  no  doubt  that  these  will  lead  him 
on  to  find  very  many  more,  so  that  eventually 
he  may  boast  of  a  large  and  valuable  collec- 
tion. In  conclusion  I  may  give  him  a  few 
hints  as  to  the  most  suitable  methods  of 
mounting  objects  belonging  to  the  various 
classes  he  may  fall  in  with. 

The  legs,  wings,  heads,  stings,  etc.,  of  beetles, 
flies,  and  similar  insects  are  best  mounted  in 
Canada  balsam,  as  their  horny  structure  re- 
quires to  be  rendered  transparent  in  order  to 
be  properly  seen  in  the  microscope. 

Wings  of  butterflies,  scales  of  various  in- 
sects, crystals  which  are  not  "deliquescent" 
(i.e.  do  not  absorb  water  from  the  air)  can  be 
mounted  dry.  Crystals  of  salts  that  are  de- 
liquescent must  be  mounted  in  balsam  to 
keep  them  from  the  air. 

Sections  of  rock,  bones,  teeth,  &c.,  may  be 
mounted  either  in  balsam  or  dry,  as  the  case 
may  seem  to  require.  Diatoms  (of  which  a 
number  can  be  got  from  a  piece  of  sponge 
that  has  not  been  used  before)  are  mounted  dry. 
They  are  sometimes  very  beautiful  objects. 

Vegetable  tissues,  desmids,  parts  of  water- 
plants,  and  some  thin  animal  tissues,  dissec- 
tions, etc.,  have  to  be  mounted  in  fluid.  Cuti- 
cles of  plants,  hairs,  etc.,  are  also  mounted  in 
fluid. 

Scales  of  fish,  if  to  be  viewed  as  opaque 
objects,  are  mounted  dry  ;  if  as  transparent 
objects,  they  are  cleaned,  dried,  and  mounted 
in  Canada  balsam. 

Antennffi  of  butterflies  and  moths  can  be 
mounted  dry,  but  the  more  horny  antenn® 
of  beetles,  flies,  ants,  etc.,  should  be  mounted 
in  Canada  balsam. 

Having  now  covered  all  the  gi-ound  neces- 
sary for  the  enlightenment  of  the  aspiring 
amateur,  nothing  further  remains  but  to  ten- 
der him  my  most  sincere  wishes  for  his  suc- 
cess, and  that  he  may  spend  many  enjoyable 
days  in  the  future  in  company  with  his  mi- 
croscope and  his  cabinet  of  mieroscopio 
objects. 

(the  end.) 


OUTTina  a  large  tube  at  any  desired  angle 
looks  at  first  sight  a  very  easy  job,  until 
you  begin  to  think  how  you  are  to  do  it,  and 
then  it  assumes  a  more  difficult  aspect,  but  it 
may  be  done  quickly  in  the  following  manner. 

When  you  have  all  your  tubes  ready  to  cut, 
take  a  pan  or  deep  bowl  and  fill  it  with 
water. 

Then  drop  a  little  oil-colour  in,  and  it  will 
immediately  spread  in  a  thin  film  all  over 
the  surface  of  the  water.  Now  take  a  piece 
of  half-inch  board  and  cut  it  to  the  angle 
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PART  rv. 

you  require  the  elbow  to  be,  and  mark  a  line 
at  right  angles  to  the  back  across  the  board, 
about  two  inches  from  the  bottom.  Then 
hold  the  tube  firmly  against  the  edge  of 
boSrd  and  gently  lower  it  into  the  water, 
until  the  line  you  marked  on  the  board  is 
perfectly  level  with  the  surface  of  the  waiter  ; 
then  withdraw  it,  and  you  will  find  a  line  of 
oil-paint  marking  the  exact  angle  at  which 
you  require  to  cut  it  oft',  which  can  then 
be  done  by  the  shears  in  the  usual  way. 
B  (fig.  10,  page  206  ante)  shows  the  tube 


resting  on  piece  of  wood,  c,  both  of  which  are 
plunged  in  the  water,  d. 

Copper,  zinc,  and  iron  wire  will  be  found 
extremely  useful,  and  a  stock  should  be  kept 
in  every  boy's  tool-box,  as  it  may  be  put  to 
so  many  useful  purposes,  as  in  the  case  of 
a  breakdo\ra  with  a  tricycle,  etc.  A  small 
hank  of  copper  wire  carried  along  with  a 
pair  of  pliers  in  the  pouch  will  generally 
enable  you  to  mend  the  worst  breakdown 
sufficiently  to  carry  you  through  to  the 
nearest  blacksmith. 


Zinc  wire  is  very  cheap,  and  the  finer  sort 
is  useful  for  tying  up  shrubs  and  flowers, 
and  is  much  better  than  string,  as  it  lasts  so 
much  longer. 

Brass  wire  is  to  be  had  both  hard  and  soft. 
The  hard  quality  is  used  in  riveting  broken 
china  and  glass.  The  shopkeepers  who 
undertake  this  work  make  the  holes  with  a 
drill  pointed  with  a  diamond  spark  ;  this  is 
I  too  expensive  for  any  boy  to  buy  just  to  do 
'  any  odd  job  with,  but  you  will  find  that 
small  holes  in  glass  and  china  may  be  drilled 
by  means  of  a  steel  drill,  which  you  can 
■  easily  make  for  yourself  in  this  manner. 

Get  a  short  piece  of  cast-steel  wire  the  size 
of  the  hole  you  require  to  drill.  Then  at 
one  end  file  three  sides  on  it  until  the  edges 
'  are  sharp.  It  will  then  be  the  shape  of  a 
triangular  file.  Then  file  the  end  ofi  from 
each  side  until  they  meet  in  a  point. 

You  must  now  harden  the  drill  by  making 
it  red-hot  in  the  fire,  and  then  immediately 
dip  it  into  a  strong  brine  of  salt  and  cold 
water  ;  this  has  the  effect  of  making  it  in- 
tensely hard,  and  it  is  then  ready  to  use. 

It  can  now  be  fixed  in  the  drill-stock  or 
lathe,  if  you  have  one ;  if  not,  the  ordinary 
Archimedean  ones,  sold  at  about  one  shilling 
each,  answer  nicely.  Now  drill  the  hole  by 
pressing  firmly  but  lightly,  so  as  not  to  crack 
the  glass,  and  keep  the  point  of  the  drill  well 
moistened  with  a  little  spirits  of  camphor  or 
spirits  of  turpentine. 

Should  you  require  the  hole  drilled  right 
through,  it  is  better  to  make  a  dot  of  ink  on 
both  sides  opposite  each  other,  and  then  drill 


from  either  side  alternately,  or  the  glass 
might  splinter  off,  or  the  drill  passed  through, 
and  spoil  the  look  of  an  otherwise  nicely- 
drilled  hole. 

For  riveting  china  this  is  net  necessary, 
as  you  do  not  require  to  drill  more  than  hali- 
way  through. 

Suppose,  for  instance,  you  have  a  valuable 
china  bowl  you  wish  to  mend  by  riveting  it. 

You  should  first  carefully  place  the  various 
portions  together  and  make  a  dot  of  ink  on 
each  side  of  every  join,  wherever  you  think  a 
rivet  is  necessary.  Holes  can  then  be  drilled 
half-way  through  on  every  ink  dot,  and  the 
bowl  should  than  be  carefully  cemented 
together. 

There  are  a  large  number  of  cements  ad- 
vertised and  there  are  various  receipts,  but 
if  you  prefer  to  make  a  cement  yourself  I 
will  give  you  one  of  the  simplest  and  most 
efficient  I  have  ever  tried. 

It  is  made  by  mixing  some  lime  with  the 
white  of  an  egg. 

You  should  shave  a  little  of  the  lime  off 
into  an  egg-cup,  and  mix  up  with  a  sufficient 
quantity  of  the  white  of  egg  to  form  a  creamy 
paste.  Do  not  make  more  at  a  time  than  is 
necessary  for  each  article,  as  it  sets  very 
quickly  and  becomes  extremely  hard  and 
strong. 

When  the  bowl  is  cemented  together  you 
can  make  the  rivets  from  some  brass  wire, 
filing  it  flat  on  one  side  to  allow  it  to  lie 
close  to  the  china  ;  then  cut  it  in  lengths  for 
each  rivet. 

These  should  be  turned  up  at  the  ends  to 


the  depth  of  the  holes  you  had  previously 
drilled  in  the  bowl,  and  they  can  then  be 
secured  in  position  with  some  of  the  same 
cement  or  a  little  plaster  of  Paris. 

I  might  keep  writing  for  a  long  time  in 
explaining  other  little  wrinkles  about  doing 
various  jobs  of  every-day  occurrence,  and 
with  the  Editor's  kind  permission  will  en- 
deavour to  do  so  at  some  future  time. 

Some  casual  readers  may  think  that  the 
foregoing  are  of  but  little  importance,  but 
they  will  save  you  the  time  you  would  other- 
wise have  to  spend  in  trying  to  find  out  for 
yourself  the  best  way  to  do  them,  and  in 
most  experiments  experience  has  to  be  paid 
for  by  many  failures,  and  this  short  article 
will  save  you  that  annoyance. 

There  is  one  thing  more  I  would  say,  and 
that  is,  never  be  untidy  and  leave  the  tools 
about  the  place  after  the  job  is  finished,  to  be 
picked  up  and  cleared  away  by  other  mem- 
bers of  the  family,  and  do  not  keep  two  or 
three  of  your  brothers  and  sisters  waiting  on 
you  about  a  piece  of  work  you  could  easily  do 
by  yourself. 

I  was  speaking  to  some  ladies  a  short  time 
ago  on  the  subject,  and  they  mentioned  that 
when  they  were  all  young  at  home  they  never 
liked  any  of  their  brothers  to  undertake  any 
job  that  might  require  doing,  as  they  made 
more  work  for  them  than  they  did  them- 
selves, and  always  required  so  much  attend- 
ance in  bringing,  carrying,  and  clearing 
away.  Now  that  is  not  what  I  call  being  a 
handy  boy. 

(the  end.) 


ENGLISH  COINS,  AND  THEIR  VALUES. 

By  the  Author  of  "  Coins,  and  how  they  are  found." 


THE  value  of  a  coin  is  really  fixed  in  the 
auction  room,  and  though  a  great  deal 
depends  on  the  state  of  preservation  in  which 
the  coin  may  be,  still  more  depends  upon 
the  state  of  the  pocket  of  the  crowd  that  come 
to  bid.  It  is  owing  to  this  that  values  fluc- 
tuate so  embarrassingly,  that  it  is  practically 
impossible  to  tell  a  collector  what  any  par- 
ticular specimen  may  fetch  if  offered  to  a  dealer. 

In  an  article  which  appeared  in  these 
pages  a  few  years  ago,*  sufficient  information 
was  given  to  allow  of  the  identification  of  the 
chief  English  coins  since  the  Conquest ;  but 
nothing  was  said  about  values.  Since  then, 
however,  not  a  week  passes  without  some 
correspondent  enquiring  as  to  what  some 
specimen  he  possesses  may  be  worth,  and  it 
is  evident  that  a  good  deal  of  interest  exists 
in  the  question. 

"  What  is  the  value  of  a  penny  of  William 
the  Conqueror?"  we  are  asked.  Well, 
a  penny  of  William  the  Conqueror  may  be 
worth  2s.,  or  it  may  be  worth  £Q>  15s.  There 
are  six  varieties — one  with  a  profile  to  the 
left,  one  with  a  profile  to  the  right,  and  four 
full  face.  The  one  with  the  profile  to  the 
left  varies  in  value  from  10s.  to  £3  ;  the  one 
with  the  profile  to  the  right  may  be  worth 
10s.  or  £6  15s. ;  it  all  depends  on  the  state  of 
preservation  and  the  state  of  the  market. 
The  front  face  one,  of  the  "  bonnet  "  variety 
with  two  tassels  to  the  crown,  may  fetch  as 
much  as  £1  5s. ;  the  front  face  under  the 
canopy  has  been  known  to  sell  for  as  much 
as  £5  ;  the  front  face  with  a  sceptre  on  each 
side  has  brought  £2  ;  the  front  face  with  a 
sceptre  and  a  cross  on  the  reverse,  with 
t>Axs  in  the  angles,  is  the  commonest,  and 
never  fetches  more  than  from  2s.  to  5s. 
There  are  half  a  dozen  and  more  of  the 


»  See  "  Coins,  and  how  they  are  found,"  on  pages 
JU,  330, 34?,  of  Volume  VIIL 


pennies  of  William  Eufus  ;  one  with  a  profile 
to  the  right  is  worth  from  £1  to  £2  ;  the 
others  are  all  full  face.  If  there  is  a  star  at 
each  side,  the  penny  may  be  worth  £2  ;  so  it 
may  be  if  there  is  a  sword ;  if  there  is  a 
sceptre  with  a  star  at  the  left  side  of  the 
head,  the  value  will  range  from  10s.  to  £1 10s. ; 
ii  there  is  neither  sword  nor  sceptre,  nor 
star,  it  is  worth  not  less  than  15s.  and  not 
more  than  £2  ;  but  if  it  has  an  annulet  at  each 
side  the  value  may  run  as  high  as  fifty  shillings. 

Henry  I.  coined  a  large  variety  of  pennies, 
some  of  which  have  fetched  over  £10.  The 
commonest  varieties  have  either  a  full  face 
or  a  three-quarter  face  looking  to  the  left ;  both 
have  a  sceptre,  and  both  are  worth  from 
ids.  to  £1.  One  with  a  front  face  between 
two  annulets  is  worth  from  £2  to  £7 ;  one 
with  PAX  across  the  field  is  worth  from  £1  to 
£2 ;  one  having  a  tressure  of  eight  arches 
enclosing  an  annulet  is  worth  two  guineas. 
One  has  a  double  legend  on  the  reverse,  the 
only  instance  of  the  kind  in  the  English 
penny  coinage,  and  this  is  worth  five  guineas. 
The  rarest  Henry  penny  has  a  front  face  with 
the  sceptre  at  the  right,  and  a  star  on  the 
left,  and  a  cross  on  the  reverse,  with  a  floret 
in  each  angle. 

Stephen's  pennies  are  also  rare.  One 
with  the  profile  to  the  right  and  a  flag  has 
fetched  £13;  but  the  commonest  with  a 
front  face  generally  sells  for  £2.  One  with 
WHiCHELiNVS  DEKBi  On  it  is  wortli  from  £5  5s. 
to  £7  7s.  There  is  a  penny  of  Stephen  and 
Matilda — that  is,  Matilda  who  was  Stephen's 
wife,  not  the  Empress  Matilda— on  which  are 
two  figures  holding  a  standard  between  them. 
This  has  changed  hands  at  prices  varying 
from  £3  16s.  to  £19. 

Henry  II.,  it  is  pleasant  to  record,  had 
only  three  varieties  of  pennies  during  his 
reign,  and  as  in  these  early  times  pennies 
were  the  only  coinage,  he  gives  but  little 


trouble  to  numismatists.  In  one  penny  he 
is  full-faced  within  an  inner  circle  with  the 
sceptre  in  his  right  hand ;  in  another  he  is 
full-faced  within  an  inner  circle,  with  the 
sceptre  in  his  left  hand  ;  in  another  he  is 
full-faced  without  the  inner  circle.  All  these 
are  worth  about  half-a-erown  each,  but  very 
fine  specimens  have  fetched  £3. 

Eichard  used  his  father's  dies ;  so  did 
John,  so  that  neither  had  any  money  of 
their  own,  and  the  Henry  pennies  circulated 
during  both  their  reigns.  Henry  III.  had 
a  silver  penny  very  much  like  Henry  II. 's, 
with  the  inner  circle,  and  one  variety  had  a 
long  double  cross.  He  reigned  long  and  his 
pennies  are  cheap ;  take  them  at  a  shilling 
each  and  hope  for  half-a-crown. 

Edward  I.'s  pennies  are  v.'orth  about  the 
same.  They  all  bear  the  name  of  the  town 
at  which  they  were  struck  ;  one  with  villa 
KADiNGY  on  it  brought  £3  some  time  ago, 
but  that  was  an  exceptional  price.  Edward 
had  silver  halfpennies,  and  silver  farthings, 
and  though  these  are  curious,  they  may  fre- 
quently be  had  for  half-a-cro\vn,  and  their 
outside  price  may  be  taken  as  a  guinea. 

Edward  II.  had  also  pennies,  halfpennies, 
and  farthings,  which  nowadays  change  hands 
at  prices  varying  from  a  shilling  to  half-a- 
sovereign.  With  Edward  III.  things  became 
more  complicated.  Under  him  there  came 
in  the  groat  and  half-groat.  His  groats  are 
worth  from  2s.  to  £2  10s.;  his  half -groats 
from  Is.  6d.  to  2s.  &d. ;  his  pennies,  half- 
pennies, and  farthings  being  worth  about  as 
much.  Some  of  his  farthings  have  fetched 
3s.  M.,  and  one  which  seems  to  be  unique 
changed  hands  at  £1  2s.  Edward  had  also 
a  gold  coinage  of  florins,  half-florins,  quarter- 
florins,  nobles,  half-nobles,  and  quarter- 
nobles.  The  florin  has  fetched  £113  ;  the 
half-florin  is  worth  anything  you  like  to  ask 
for  it  if  you  can  only  flnd  one.    The  quarter 


florin  is  worth  from  £130  to  £170.  There 
are  three  nobles ;  the  heavy  one  is  too  rare 
to  be  valued  ;  the  middle  one  (128i  grains) 
is  worth  from  a  guinea  to  twenty  guineas ; 
the  light  one  is  the  commonest,  it  generally 
fetches  about  £2.  The  half-noble  is  of 
about  the  same  value  ;  the  quarter-noble,  or 
rather  quarter-nobles,  for  there  are  three  of 
them,  heavy,  medium,  and  light,  will  range 
from  ten  shillings  to  twenty  guineas. 

Kichard  II. 's  nobles  are  worth  from  £1  5s. 
to  £9  ;  his  half-nobles  range  from  £1  10s.  to 
£15  ;  his  quarter-nobles  from  £1  to  £3  ;  it 
all  depends  on  the  preservation  and  the 
pocket.  Some  have  flags,  some  have  not  ; 
but  the  absence  or  presence  of  the  flag  makes 
no  difference  in  the  value.  His  groats  are 
worth  from  8s.  to  £3  3s. ;  his  half-groats 
from  6s.  to  £3  10s. ;  his  pennies  from  4s.  to  £4 ; 
his  halfpennies  from  2s.  6cZ.  to  3s.  6rf. ;  his 
farthings,  being  rare,  are  worth  as  much  as 
from  £2  to  £5. 

Hanry  IV.  had  nobles,  half-nobles,  and 
quarter-nobles  in  gold ;  and  groats,  half- 
groats,  pennies,  halfpennies,  and  farthings 
in  silver.  You  can  average  his  gold  coins  as 
worth  £10  apiece  ;  his  groats  are  worth  from 
10s.  to  £3  ;  his  half-groats  are  worth  about 
£4,  rather  more  or  less  ;  his  pennies  are  worth 
from  2s.  to  £1,  the  York  ones  being  the 
rarest ;  his  halfpennies  are  v/orth  from  10s.  to 
£1  5s.,  the  London  ones  being  the  rarest ;  his 
farthings  have  been  sold  at  a  sovereign  each. 

Henry  V.  is  represented  in  most  collec- 
tions. His  nobles  never  fetch  more  than 
£6  10s. ;  his  half-nobles  are  worth  from  10s. 
to  £1  10s.,  and  his  quarter-nobles  from  10s.  to 
£1.  You  can  average  his  silver  coinage  at 
2s.  6fZ.  a  specimen ;  you  may  get  5s.  for  a 
good  penny,  but  you  will  be  lucky  if  you  do. 

Henry  VI.  had  two  spells  of  sovereignty, 
one  from  1422  to  1461 ;  the  other  in  1470, 
when  he  was  restored.  His  coins  up  to  1461 
are  worth  no  more  than  his  father's  ;  but  his 
1470,  coins  are  rarer  and  fetch  more.  In  that 
year  he  coined  no  nobles,  or  its  divisions, 
but  one  angel  and  a  half-angel.  The  angel 
is  worth  from  £1  to  £10  ;  but  the  half-angel 
is  worth  £30.  The  groat  of  the  Eestoration 
is  worth  from  6s.  to  £2  2s. ;  so  is  the  half- 
groat,  though  one  specimen  sold  for  £5  ;  but 
the  penny  is  not  worth  more  than  5s. 


Edward  IV.'s  angels  are  worth  from  £1  5s. 
to  £12  ;  his  half-angels  from  15s.  to  £7  15s. ; 
his  nobles  from  £1  to  £4,  and  his  half-nobles 
and  quarter-nobles  are  worth  about  the  same. 
His  groats  are  of  two  kinds,  light  and  heavy  ; 
the  light  ones  are  not  worth  more  than  5s., 
but  the  heavy  ones  coined  in  London  are 
worth  from  10s.  to  £2.  These  weigh  60 
grains,  the  lighter  ones  weigh  48  grains. 
The  heavy  London  half-groat  is  worth  £5  ; 
all  the  other  half-groats,  including  the  light 
London  one,  are  worth  from  2s.  &d.  to  5s. 
Edward  IV.'s  pennies  are  rarer ;  they  gene- 
rally fetch  10s.,  and  may  run  up  to  i'3  ;  the 
halfpennies  are  worth  from  2s.  to  14s.  ;  the 
farthings  are  rare  enough  to  be  worth  two 
guineas. 

Edward  V.,  having  reigned  less  than  three 
months,  did  not  issue  many  coins.  His 
angels  have  been  sold  for  £10,  and  his  groats 
for  £1  10s.,  but  some  of  his  angels  have 
fetched  as  low  as  £7  10s.,  and  some  of  his 
groats  have  been  down  to  8s. 

The  boar's  head  angel  of  Eichard  III.  is 
worth  from  £2  to  £10 ;  the  rose  angel  is 
worth  from  £5  to  £7  ;  the  sun  angel  is  worth 
about  the  same  ;  but  the  rose  and  sun  angel 
varies  in  value  from  £1 10s.  to  £11.  His  groats 
are  worth  from  15s.  to  £1  10s. ;  his  half- 
groats  have  fetched  £12  at  one  sale,  £2  19s. 
at  the  next,  and  £13  10s.  at  the  next,  and 
have  even  exceeded  £15.  His  pennies  have 
ranged  from  5s.  to  eleven  times  as  much  ! 
His  halfpennies  are  worth  £1  at  the  least. 

Henry  VII. 's  angel  may  fetch  £1,  or  it  may 
fetch  £5  ;  his  angelet  is  worth  as  much,  but 
it  has  changed  hands  at  lis.  His  double 
rial,  otherwise  called  the  sovereign,  is  worth 
from  £40  tp  £3.  His  shilling,  the  first  shilling 
introduced,  is  worth  from  £6  to  twenty 
guineas.  His  groats  have  sold  for  £12,  and 
their  average  value  is  2s.  (>d. ;  so  with  his 
half-groats,  which  range  in  value  according 
to  the  issue.  Take  his  jJennies  as  worth  2s., 
and  his  halfpennies  as  worth  6s.,  and  you 
will  have  the  minimum.  It  is  not  Queen 
Anne,  but  Henry  VII.  who  is  famous  for 
farthings  ;  there  are  only  two  known,  and 
these  are  priceless. 

Henry  VIII. 's  money  is  so  absurdly  variable 
that  we  will  only  give  the  minimum  values. 
Do  not  take  less  than  £2  for  his  sovereign  : 


or  £1  for  his  half- sovereign,  crown,  or  quarter- 
sovereign,  noble,  angel,  angelet,  or  quarter, 
angel ;  or  10s.  for  his  shilling,  or  half-a-crown 
for  the  rest  of  his  silver  coinage ;  but  it  is  as 
well  to  remember  that  his  farthings  are  rare, 
and  that  one  of  them  fetched  £15  5s. 

Edward  VI.  had  a  treble  sovereign,  worth 
anything  the  owner  chooses  to  ask,  a  double 
sovereign  that  has  fetched  £175,  and  a 
sovereign  that  has  been  up  to  £90 ;  his  gold 
crown  has  fetched  £83,  his  angel  £59,  and 
his  gold  half-crown  £13  ;  but  you  will  not  be 
far  wrong  if  you  average  the  gold  all  round 
as  worth  five  times  their  nominal  value.  In 
silver,  crowns  and  half-crowns  are  worth 
15s.,  testoons,  shillings,  and  sixpences  5s., 
groats  £1,  threepenny-pieces  10s.,  half-groats 
£1  10s.,  and  pennies  £1 ;  but  the  cheapest 
halfpenny  of  late  has  been  £2,  and  the  dearest 
£14. 

Mary's  gold  coins  are  worth  about  the  same 
on  the  average,  and  so  are  Philip  and  Mary's  ; 
but  the  silver  coins  are  worth  quite  double, 
indeed  a  Mary  penny  is  worth  £1  at  the  least, 
and  though  a  Philip  and  Mary  penny  has 
been  sold  for  5s.  yet  the  ordinary  price  is 
from  £1  to  £8.  Elizabeth's  sovereigns  are 
worth  from  £2  to  £10,  her  rials  from  £6  to 
£32,  her  angels  from  £1  5s.  to  £3  .Ss.,  her 
angelet  from  £1  to  £2,  her  quarter-angels 
being  worth  rather  more.  Her  sovereigns, 
half  -  sovereigns,  quarter  -  sovereigns,  and 
eighth-sovereigns  have  fetched  all  prices  from 
£1  to  fifteen  guineas.  Her  silver  crowns  are 
worth  at  least  £1  10.'^.,  her  half-crowns  are 
worth  from  £1  to  £9 ;  her  shillings  from 
half-a-crown  to  over  £10  !  Her  sixpences, 
groats,  threepenny  bits,  half-groats,  and  three- 
halfpenny  pieces  may  be  averaged  at  5s.,  but 
her  pennies  are  common  enough,  and  rarefy 
fetch  more  than  a  shilling.  Elizabeth  had  a 
three-farthing  piece,  which  is  worth  5s.  if 
hammered,  and  double  as  much  if  milled  ; 
and  her  halfpenny  is  worth  about  3s.  Qd. 

With  James  I.  we  have  the  union  of  the 
crowns,  and  a  much  more  complicated  coin- 
age. Specimens  of  this  and  succeeding 
reigns  are  so  common  that  they  are  seldom 
worth  more  than  double  their  face  value. 
This,  of  course,  is  for  the  ordinary  currency  ; 
but  to  touch  on  the  rareties  would  occupy  too 
much  space  in  this  number. 


SOME  aUEER  USES  OF  ANIMALS. 

By  Dr.  Arthur  Steadling,  f.z.s., 

Author  of  ••  Out-vf-thc-Way  Pels"  "A  Tussle  uilh  a  S.-ipeiif,"  etc.,  etc. 


IN  the  course  of  this  paper  I  am  not  going 
to  remind  you  that  sheep  are  kept  for 
the  purpose  of  supplying  us  with  wool  and 
mutton,  or  that  cats  are  useful  for  catching 
mice,  and  so  on,  but  shall  just  give  you  a  few 
odd,  out-of-the-way  uses  to  which  certain 
creatures  have  been  put  by  ingenious  ob- 
servers who  have  discovered  their  various 
properties  and  capabilities,  and  which  I  have 
jotted  down  as  they  have  come  under  my 
notice  from  time  to  time.  And  I  do  not, 
of  course,  include  under  this  heading  the 
many  impor.ant  purposes  which  animals 
serve  in  nature—such,  for  instance,  as  the 
part  which  many  insects  play  in  aiding  the 
development  of  flowers,  or  the  ways  in  which 
woolly  quadrupeds  and  birds  assist  in  the 
timely  and  beneficial  distribution  of  the  seeds 
of  plants,  or  the  building  of  coral-reefs  ;  but 
only  some  of  the  numerous  artificial  ends 
which  have  been  accomplished  by  the  em- 
ployment of  living  animals  or  some  portion 
of  their  bodies. 

Nor  shall  I  speak  of  them  as  foods,  because 


PART  I. 

to  enumerate  all  the  creatures,  strange  to  our 
imagination  as  articles  of  diet,  which  are 
eaten  as  a  matter  of  course  in  various  parts 
of  the  world,  from  ants  to  elephants,  would 
require  a  volume.  White  ants,  elephants' 
feet,  sea-slugs,  snakes  and  lizards,  parrots 
and  monkeys,  rotten  fish,  spiders  and  skunks, 
constitute  as  proper  dishes  in  distant  homes 
as  beef-steaks,  pigeons,  or  oysters  might  with 
us  ;  but  these  we  must  leave  for  possible  con- 
sideration at  another  time. 

I  Now  then  for  a  few  illustrations  of  these 
queer  uses  -  a  very  few  out  of  thousands,  for 
man  has  always  made  the  lower  orders  of 

1  creation  subservient  to  his  needs  in  every 

!  way  t-hat  his  fancy  has  been  able  to  devise. 
I  set  them  down  at  random,  without  method 
or  order  ;  but  it  would  be  a  pleasant  and 

j  profitable  exercise  for  some  of  you  to  make  a 
classification  of  the  animal  kingdom  accord- 
ing to  the  purposes  to  which  the  different 
species  have  been  put  by  us,  in  tabular  form, 
and  fill  in  details  as  you  glean  thein.  The 
vegetable  world  would  yield  greater  results 


still.  Work  of  that  sort  is  never  thrown 
away. 

I  have  already  mentioned  mice,  and  the 
following  will  show  j'ou  what  may  come  out 
of  careful  and  patient  observation  of  even  the 
smallest  things  that  go  on  all  around  us, 
often  under  our  very  eyes  all  our  lives,  with- 
I  out  our  seeing  them.  A  clever  analytical 
I  chemist  was  recently  engaged  on  aperies  of 
experiments  with  a  view  to  discovering  a  test 
bj'  which  "  butterine  "  could  be  disthiguished 
from  genuine  butter,  for  which  it  was  often 
sold.  He  was  much  annoyed  by  mice  in  his 
laboratory,  and  one  morning  found  that  dur- 
ing the  night  they  had  entirely  destroyed  the 
value  of  his  previous  day's  work  by  eating 
the  carefully  weighed  samples  of  butter  in 
his  tubes  and  dishes.  But  in  the  midst 
of  his  just  vexation  he  noticed  that  they 
had  left  the  butterine  untouched  while  de- 
vouring the  pure  butter.  Forthwith  he  pro- 
ceeded to  experiment  with  mice  on  the  sub- 
ject, and  the  other  day  published  a  paper  in 
j  which  he  actually  proposes  to  utilise  there 
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\i  mischievous  little  robbers  to  determine  the 
I  adulteration  or  genuineness  of  suspected 
butter,  instead  of  resorting  to  difficult  and 
expensive  analyses.  It  is  wonderful  what  we 
'i  may  gain  any  day  in  the  most  unlikely  quar- 
!  ters  by  simply  keeping  our  eyes  and  ears 
I      open ! 

Talking  of  eyes  and  ears  and  mice,  why  do 
we  neglect  our  noses  so  much  ?    The  sense 
'      of  smell  ought  to  be  much  more  valuable  to 
us  than  it  is — much  more  than  that  of  hear- 
ing in  the  pursuit  of  many  sciences — yet  we 
scarcely  use  it  at  all.    No  doubt  if  we  prac- 
tised smelling  more,  just  as  we  consciously 
t     or  unconsciously  train  our  eyes  and  hands, 
we  should  acquire  a  power  which  would  be 
of  great  help  to  us  in  many  situations,  and 
which  we  lose  through  disuse.    You  might 
i      bear  this  in  mind  ;  remember  that  you  have 
a  fifth  sense,  and  try  to  distinguish  objects 
by  its  aid  as  well  as  by  that  of  the  other  four. 
I  wonder  we  don't  impress  animals  into  our 
i     service  to  smell  things  for  us,  too  ;  mice  and 
j]    rats  have  sharp  little  noses  enough  (witness 
their  detection  in  the  dark  of  artificial  butter 
which  we  swallow  without  misgiving  in  broad 
daylight),  but  they  are  nothing  like  so  keen 
in  this  respect  as  many  other  creatures,  which 
can  scent  at  a  distance  of  miles  what  is  abso- 
i     lutely  odourless  to  us.    With  the  exception 
1     of  the  employment  of  dogs  in  hunting,  I  think 
'    we  don't  avail  ourselves  of  brutes  at  all  with 
this  end  in  view.    How  marvellous  must  this 
!    power  be  in  the  bloodhound  which  can  track 
5    the  footsteps  of  one  man  through  a  crowded 
street !  Even  the  poor  human  nose,  shabbily 
treated  and  set  aside  as  it  is,  is  more  sensi- 
tive than  most  people  would  give  it  credit  for, 
I     and  can  perceive  and  identify  certain  chemi- 
'    cals  in  quantities  so  minute  as  to  escape  re- 
.  cognition  by  the  most  subtle  scientific  tests. 
I  don't  know  whether  you  have  ever  smelt  a 
lately-discovered  substance  called  mercaptan  ; 
if  you  haven't,  you  need  not  want  to — no 
words  can  describe  its  unutterable  stench  ;  I 
am  told  that  special  laws  have  been  made  to 
regulate   its  manufacture.     Well,  we  can 
detect,  it  is  said,  less  than  the  four  liundrcd 
millionth  ixirt  of  a  grain  of  this  remarkably 
unpleasant  chemical  product  by  our  olfactory 
nerves  alone ! 

A  toad  does  not  seem  at  first  sight  a  very 
promising  object  for  utilisation.  He  is  not 
eaten  by  man  or  beast,  on  account  of  his  acrid 
poisonous  skin,  though  savages  collect  the 
venom  which  exudes  from  the  glands  and 
tip  their  war-arrows  with  it.  They  make  a 
■paste  of  dried,  baked  and  powdered  red  ants, 
for  a  similar  purpose.  But  toads  have  be- 
I  come  the  instruments  of  research  in  a  very 
curious  way.  Those  who  make  a  study  of 
,  insects  know  that  numerous  species  fly  or 
creep  or  come  to  the  surface  only  at  night, 
and  are  therefore  very  difficult  to  collect. 
You  may  go  again  and  again  in  places  where 
you  have  reason  to  believe  that  they  abound, 
but  at  the  first  gleam  of  your  dark  lantern 
they  vanish.  Now  toads  are  night-feeders, 
and  they  feed  on  all  sorts  of  insects.  A 
number  of  them  are  therefore  turned  loose  at 
sunset  in  the  neighbourhood  which  the 
desired  beetles  or  moths  are  known  to  affect, 
and  in  the  morning  they  are  again  collected, 
and  by  a  gentle  pressure  (handling  them  is 
generally  quite  enough)  they  are  induced  to 
disgorge  a  portion  of  their  nocturnal  spoils. 
As  a  toad  lassos  its  prey  with  its  long  flexible 
tongue  and  bolts  it  whole,  the  insects  are  not 
only  aninjured  but  often  alive — and,  indeed, 
not  unfrequently  return  to  the  light  without 
any  manipulation  of  their  captor.  In  this 
way  many  new  kinds  have  been  brought  to 
I     the  notice  of  entomologists. 

Gardeners  like  to  keep  toads  in  their 
frames  to  get  rid  of  caterpillars  and  other 


unwelcome  visitors ;  they  will  devour  great 
numbers  of  wasps  also,  and  bees  too,  if  they 
get  the  chance.  But  perhaps  the  most 
marked  instance  of  the  toad's  utility  was 
manifested  in  Jamaica.  In  that  and  sundry 
other  West  Indian  islands  the  sugar-crops 
were  at  one  time  seriously  imperilled  by  the 
ravages  commited  by  a  very  large  kind  of 
rat,  called  the  cane  or  sugar-eating  rat,  a 
creature  ten  inches  long  and  having  a  tail 

j  equal  in  length  to  its  body,  but  a  true  rat 
nevertheless  ;  its  scientific  name  is  Miis  sac- 
charivoru^,  which  you  will  see  at  once  is 
descriptive  of  its  prominent  habit.  This 
great  rat  devastated  the  sugar -plantations 
("  cane-pieces,"  as  the  swampy  fields  are 

;  called)  and  multiplied  to  an  alarming  extent,  in 
spite  of  active  warfare  waged  against  them  by 
the  planters.  As  many  as  200,000  were  killed 
on  single  estates  in  one  year,  but  slaughter  did 
not  seem  to  diminish  their  numbers,  and  they 

\  overpowered  and  actually  ate  the  hundreds 
of  cats,  ferrets,  and  mongooses  brought  over 
to  do  battle  with  them.  The  Cuban  bull-dog 
ant,  a  terribly  venomous  insect,  was  imported 
frjm  the  neighbouring  island  and  harassed 
them  to  some  extent  for  a  time,  but  the 
nuisance  was  practically  unabated  until 
somebody  introduced  a  few  Giant  or  Marsh 
Toads  from  the  mainland  of  Central  America. 
These  spread  over  Jamaica,  thriving  well  in 

I  the  localities  where  the  sugar  is  cultivated ; 

,  they  did  their  silent  work  at  night,  eating  up 
all  the  young  rats,  while  their  bitter  swelter 
saved  them  from  attacks  of  the  full-grown 
ones,  and  in  this  way  the  pests  were  got  rid 
of  and  the  canes  saved.  So  that  in  some 
degree  we  are  indebted  to  the  poor  toad  and 
ant  for  our  sugar. 

Artificial  pearls,  scarcely  to  be  distin- 
guished from  the  real  gems,  are  made  by 
filling  tiny  glass  globes  with  the  scales  of 
dace,  which  imitate  the  glistening  whiteness 
very  closely  indeed.  Perch- skins  furnish  the 
best  of  glue.  Quaint  walking-sticks,  which 
look  as  though  they  had  been  carved  in  an 
elaborate  pattern  from  ivory  or  some  white 
wood,  prove  on  close  inspection  to  be  nothing 
less  than  the  backbones  of  sharks,  dried  in 
lime.  Sharks'  teeth  appear  as  necklaces, 
amulets,  charms  for  watch-chains,  and  even 
split  to  fomi  lockets,  while  strips  of  shark's- 
skin  ai'e  preferred  by  mariners  to  Negretti 
and  Zambra's  best  barometers  for  foretelling 
the  weather,  according  as  they  remain  dry  or 
become  moist  and  supple.  Porpoise-hide 
furnishes  rare  boots  and  bootlaces  ;  and  por- 
poise or  seal  oil  is  said  to  be  the  most  effica- 
cious in  calming  the  waves  of  a  rough  sea. 
Perhaps  you  know  that  during  the  last  year 
or  two  numerous  experiments  have  been 
carried  on  with  oil  in  storms  at  sea,  and  it 
has  been  found  that  by  allowing  it  to  leak  in 
very  small  quantities  from  a  pricked  canvas 
bag  and  so  to  spread  itself  over  the  surface 
of  the  water  that  a  comparative  calm  is  esta- 
blished. The  mound  of  the  wave  remains 
the  same,  but  the  dangerous  curling  crest 
which  capsizes  the  boat  or  swamps  a  ship  is 
smoothed  down.     In  this  way  vessels  are 

1  able  to  "  run  "  in  safety  before  a  heavy  sea, 
the  great  danger  of  "  pooping  "  or  taking  a 
wave  in  over  the  stern  being  avoided,  or  at 
any  rate  much  diminished.  So,  too,  a  boat 
can  be  launched  from  a  ship  provided  with 
oil  and  go  to  leeward  to  anotlier  in  distress 
in  weather  so  rough  as  to  render  assistance 
impossible  under  ordinary  circumstances,  and 
fishing-smacks  have  been  brought  through 
fearful  seas  into  harbour  by  similar  means ; 
and  a  very,  very  valua'-le  discovery  it  is,  the 
materials  and  apparatus  being  simple,  easily 
managed,  and  always  "come-at-able" — a 
great  point  in  time  of  danger  at  sea.  Mineral 
oils,  petroleum,  paraffine,  etc.  are  too  light, 


and  vegetable  oils,  such  as  olive,  congeal  too 
quickly  and  break  up  into  lumps  in  ecld 
seas  ;  but  porpoise  or  seal-oil  answers  per- 
fectly. 

Seal-skin  is  not  the  skin  of  the  seal  at  all, 
but  of  the  sea-lion  or  sea-bear ;  a  seal  is 
covered  with  coarse  hair  instead  of  soft  fur. 
Imitation  flowers  are  made  very  artistically, 
not  only  from  feathers  and  shells,  but  from 
the  scales  of  fish  ;  I  got  some  beautiful  speci- 
mens in  Barbados  many  years  ago,  and  they 
are  as  fresh  and  unblemished  as  ever.  (Why 
do  we  always  spell  it  "  Barbadoes  "  over  here, 
and,  worse  still,  pronounce  it  "  Barbadoze  ?  " 
Barbados — sounded  more  like  Barbadus — 
means  bearded,  and  was  given  as  a  name  to  the 
island  because  the  aborigines  found  they  were 
exceptional  in  possessing  beards.  Barbadoze 
hasn't  any  meaning  at  all.)  The  scales  of 
whiting  are  sometimes  used  to  counterfeit 
I  pearls  also,  though  infeiior  to  those  of  dace  ; 
but  what  strikes  me  as  the  queerest  use  of 
fish  scales  is  their  employment  in  the  manu- 
facture of  the  wings  of  artificial  flies  for  fishing. 
Pike-scales  were  much  in  vogue  in  this  art  at 
first,  but  they  are  now  found  to  be  too  harsh 
and  brittle,  and  the  softer  scales  of  foreign 
fish  are  substituted.  Tiny,  white.  West 
Indian  shells,  called  rice-shells,  are  also  used 
for  both  fly  and  flower  making. 

Fish  make  very  good  manure  for  land. 
Here,  of  course,  they  are  much  too  precious 
as  a  food-supply  to  be  wasted  in  this  way  as 
a  rule  ;  though  I  can  remember  one  or  two 
extraordinary  occasions  down  on  the  coast  of 
Devonshire  when  I  was  a  boy,  where  shcals 
of  sprats  were  washed  in  on  the  beach,  and 
where  for  miles  you  could  stand  in  the  water 
with  just  your  shoes  and  stockings  off  and. 
your  trousers  tucked  up,  and  dip  them  up  all 
alive  in  basketfuls  ;  there,  hundreds  of  tons, 
of  them  were  carted  away  to  fertilise  the  soil, 
merely  because  there  was  no  other  way  of 
disposing  of  them.  I  don't  suppose  that 
would  occur  nowadays  with  the  improved  and 
more  rapid  railway  communication,  and  the 
enormous  appetite  of  our  great  cities  for  fish. 
But  out  in  the  countries  which  border  the 
Eiver  Plate,  Uruguay  and  the  Argentine  Be- 
public,  where  the  great  saladcros  are,  in  the 
creeks  which  run  up  to  these  establishments 
and  into  which  much  of  the  offal  is,  or  used 
to  be,  thrown,  the  water  is  literally,  as  the 
Irishman  said,  "  stiff  "  with  fish.  These 
saladeros  are  the  places  where  the  jerked  or 
dried  beef  which  constitutes  one  of  the  great 
exports  of  those  lands  is  prepared,  and  many 
other  preserved  meat  factories  are  included 
under  the  same  name — Liebig's,  at  Fraybentcs, 
where  they  kill  nearly  a  thousand  head  of 
cattle  a  day  in  the  season,  McCaul's  ox-tongue 
factory  at  Paysandu,  and  others.  These 
fish  are  a  horrible  nuisance.  They  positively 
stifle  each  other  from  pressure  and  die,  poi- 
soning the  air,  and  a'though  millions  of  them 
were  dipped  out  for  manure,  they  were  not 
(  worth  the  troub'e  involved,  in  that  great 
pasture-land.  When  I  left  there,  a  number 
of  swans  had  just  been  imported  as  an  ex- 
periment, and  I  have  since  heard  that  they 
;  have  done  wonders  in  suppressing  the  creek- 
fish  by  eating  the  spawn.  I  know  they  are 
apt  to  be  very  destructive  to  fish  life  in  our 
rivers  here.  Diving-birds,  fishers  by  nature, 
were  useless  in  the  saladcro  creeks. 

By  the  way,  people  who  have  sojourned 
in  that  part  of  South  America  always  speak 
of  living  in  the  River  Plate.  If  a  man  has 
a  house  at  Eichmond  or  Marlow,  he  lives  on 
the  Thames ;  but  to  dwell  in  Buenos  Aires 
(not  "Ayres,"  mind)  or  Montevideo,  even 
miles  away  in  the  "  camp  "  or  prairie,  is  to 
be  in  the  River  Plate. 

(To  le  continued. } 
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H.  Sadler. — Thanks.  Phobos  should  be  Deimos,  and 
it  was  so  in  the  copy.  It  was  a  printer's  misreading 
of  an  interlineation.  The  other  matters  were  dis- 
covered and  put  right  some  time  ago.  but  had  not 
appeared  owing  to  the  time  these  notes  are  in  the 
press. 

Clocks. — ^Better  take  your  watch  to  a  watchmaker.  If 
it  were  a  clock  you  might  repair  it  yourself,  but  a 
watch  requires  delicate  haiKlliiig.  Tliere  is  a  good 
section  on  clock-mending  in  Shaw's  "  Workshop  Re- 
ceipts." Among  the  books  are  Thomas  Reid's  "  Trea- 
tise on  Clock  and  'Watch  Making,"  an  old  book, 
'Wood's  "  Curiosities  of  Clocks  and  Watches,"  Beckett's 
( now  Lord  Grimthorpe)  "Clocks,  Watches,  and  Bells," 
Saunier's  "  Motlcru  Horology,"  and  Britton's  "  Watch 
and  Clock  Maker's  Handbook."  There  is  also  a 
"  British  Horological  Journal." 

Coins  (Lucy). — A  Henry  lY.  noble  is  worth  about  £12, 
but  it  depends  on  the  state  of  preservation.  The 
coin  of  which  you  send  a  sketch  seems  to  be  a 
Charles  II.  half-crown  ;  the  motto  is  CHRISTO 
AUSPICE  REGNO. 

Sauxdeks  Himself.— The  plant  is  Solomon's  Seal— 
Polygonalum.  It  has  fleshy  fruits  and  a  simple  stem. 
There  are  only  three  genera  of  the  series  in  the 
British  flora.  Convallarin  has  no  leaves  on  the  stem, 
Maiantheinnin  has  two  leaves  on  the  stem,  and  Poly- 
gonatum  has  more  tlian  two  leaves.  There  are  three 
species  of  ]'oiii^i,,i:iiiiuii :  f-rticiUatum,  with  green 
flowers  ;  multijf'ini m  and  '[[tjciiinle  with  white.  Mal- 
tiflorum  has  a  round  stem,  ojficiiiale  an  angular  one. 
Both  the  wliite  ones  have  facing  leaves ;  tlie  green 
one  has  wdiorled  leaves.  Yours  is  multirloriim. 
Maianthemum  has  only  one  species,  and  so  has  Con- 
vallaria. 

Harry  N.  C. — 1.  No.  The  vegetable  marrow  is  not  a 
British  plant.  It  is  a  variety  of  gourd,  Cucnrhila 
ovifera.  2.  The  cucumber  is  Cueiiniis  naliinis.  One 
of  our  contributors  tells  us  that  the  cucumlxr  should 
have  the  ends  cut  oft,an<l  then  be  eaten  unpeeled  a  id  in 
thick  slices  without  pepper,  oil,  vinegar,  or  an.v  thing 
of  the  sort,  and  it  is  then  most  refreshing  and  easily 
digestible.  Tlie  cucumber  as  usually  served  in  tliin 
"slices  with  mi.xture,"  he  says,  '•  is  only  lit  for  the 
dustbin."    We  don't  know  ! 


NORM.^N".— William  Gilbert  was  by  no  means  "an  un- 
known man  until  just  now."  You  will  find  a  good 
deal  about  him  in  Wliewell's  "  History  of  the  Induc- 
tive Sciences,"  ami  other  liooks  of  that  nature,  ami 
he  is  mentioned  in  all  the  nbl  biographieal  ilic- 
tionaries.  He  was  one  of  the  ptiysicians  tu  Klizaljt  tli 
and  James  the  First ;  was  born  at  Colchester  in  154U  ; 
and  wrote  "  De  Magnete,"  and  another  book  on  the 
Philosophy  of  our  Sublunary  World. 

Heraldry  (F.  Tabard). — The  "  house  marks,"  or  marks 
of  cadency,  are  six  in  number.  The  eldest  son  has  a 
"  label,"  a  ^ort  (if  tliree-toothed  comb.  Y'oa  will  see  it 
on  th.'  I'niii'i'  (if  Wales's  coat-of-arms.  The  second 
son  li  L^  a  '■  err, cent,"  or  new  moon  on  its  back.  The 
third  .VIM  lias  a  "mullet,"  that  is,  a  five-pointeil  star, 
souutJiiiig  like  a  starfish.  The  fourth  son  has  a 
*' martlet,  "  which  is  a  bird  like  a  martin.  The  tiftii 
son  has  an  "  amidet,"  a  ring  :  and  t l.c  >i \f li  a  ■■  llc-ur- 
de-lys."  The  cadency  mark.<  of  tlu'  ll'i-.al  Imu^i' 
differ  from  these,  however.  Tlie  i'riia  .'  of  Wales 
has  a  plain  label  like  other  eldest  sons.  But  tin-  fluke 
of  Edinbitrgh  also  has  a  label,  wliicli  in  liis  ca.se  has 
a  St.  George's  Cross  in  the  centre  tootli  and  an 
anchor  in  the  side  teeth.  The  Duke  of  Coniiauglit 
has  a  fieur-de-lys  in  each  of  the  side  teeth.  The  Uiike 
of  Cambridge  has  two  hearts  in  tlie  teetli.  The  Scotch 
cadency  marks  are  very  complicated  ;  but  you  had 
better  see  Nisbet's  book,  "  System  of  Heraldry,"  pub- 
lished in  1722,  and  reprinted  in  IHIO. 

H.  Gar. — It  certainly  can  be  called  a  printer's  eiTOr. 
Write  direct  to  O.xford.  Address  your  letter  to  the 
'Vice-Cliancellur,  and  ask  him  to  hand  it  over  to  the 
proper  official. 

E.  A.  S. — When  soldiers  refuse  to  fight  they  are  said  to 
mutiny.  There  are  many  mutinies  recorded  in  his- 
tory, but  none  tliat  we  are  aware  of  on  account  of  an 
unjust  war.  The  reason  is  obvious  :  the  nominal 
cause  of  a  war  is  never  the  real  one,  and  no  soldier 
would  be  in  a  position  to  judge,  inasmuch  as  all  tlie 
facts  of  the  case  would  never  come  to  his  knowledge. 
Y'ou  will  not  discover  all  the  reasons  for  a  modern 
war  in  either  school-books,  blue-books,  or  news- 
papers. 

Salter. — T)ie  violin  articles  have  not  been  reprinted. 
They  can  only  be  had  in  the  fifth  volumr,  in  which 
they  originally  appeared. 

IlMrinE.— A  ball  tliat  hit?  the  wicket  cannot  be  a  wide  : 
an  umpire  lia.,  jio  ha-iur^s  In  call  wide  until  the  baU  , 
has  passed  the  wiclirt,  ami  as  to  scoring  awide  as  well 
as  giving  the  man  out,  wliy — get  another  umpire. 


Cvclivg  (J.  G.  Wallis). — On  a  safety 
21  miles  125  yards  have  been  ridden 
in  an  hour ;  on  an  ordinary  20 
miles  G75  yards  ;  on  a  tricycle  20 
miles  .i.sii  yards;  on  a  tandem  19 
miles  I.L'iMyards.  Tliese  are  amateur 
perfuruiaiu-e^.  The  liest  quarter 
mile  i3  37  seconds,  tlie  best  half 
1  m.  14  sec,  the  best  mile  2  m. 
Slfsec,  the  best  five  miles  is  1.3  ui. 
55  sec,  the  best  ten  miles  is  28  m. 
4|  sec.  We  had  an  article  in  the 
last  volume  in  which  all  the  records 
to  date  were  mentioned. 

J.  P.  W. — The  articles  on  violiu- 
making  were  in  the  first  half  of  the 
fifth  volume,  now  out  of  print. 

G.  A.  TozER. — Y'ou  can  choose  your 
stamp-album  from  those  advertised 
in  our  monthly  part.  Albums  with 
such  spaces  and  printed  headings 
are  convenient  for  beginners,  but  for 
advanced  collectors  the  best  plan  is 
a  set  of  blank  loose  cards,  one  for 
each  series,  so  many  cards  ■  to  a 
country,  etc.  The  space  allotted  to 
each  can  be  judged  hy  a  catalogue. 
Eyelet  holes  in  the  cards  with  a  lace 
run  through  them  will  keep  the  col- 
lection in  order. 


A.  E,  M.  WIL.SON'. — 1.  You  can  get  a  panta^ai>h  from 
Muller,  artists'  roldiinnan,  High  Holljin  ii.  2.  Get  his 
catalogue  of  paints,  a.  There  is  no  bird  that  "flies 
vertical."  4.  "  liivicta"  is  the  motto  of  the  Kcntish- 
nieii.  that  is  the  men  of  West  Kent,  whose  cajiital 
was  Hocliester.  The  Men  of  Kent  are  the  inhabitants 
of  East  Kent.    Their  capital  was  Canterbury. 

Mortau-Boards  (F.  Groves  and  T.Walker). — 1.  Mor- 
tar-boards are  said  to  come  from  mortie}\  the  cap 
worn  by  Frencli  kings,  and  still  used  officially  as  the 
headgear  of  the  French  presidents  of  the  court  of 
justice.  In  its  early  stages  the  top  was  probably 
loose,  and  being  inconvenient  was  gi'adually  deve- 
loped into  the  stiff  top  on  the  hard  shell,  from  which 
so  many  of  us  have  suffered.  All  head-coverings 
Iiave  a  tendency  to  cause  baldness ;  if  you  want  a 
thick  crop  of  liair  spend  as  much  of  your  time  bare- 
headed as  possible.  2.  We  should  not  like  to  say 
which  is  the  best  university.  It  is  a  matter  of  opinion 
and  prejudice.  Perhaps  Oxford  maybe,  perhaps  Cam- 
bridge, perhaps  neither  I 

J.  R. — It  is  liardly  worth  disputing  about,  but,  etymo- 
logicaUy,  you  seem  to  be  right.  To  call  a  man  sober 
is  to  pay  him  but  a  poor  compliment.  Ehrius  (whence 
inebriated)  is  the  Latin  for  drunk,  and  sob/itts 
(whence  sober)  is  the  Latin  for  not  drunk — a  sort  of 
giving  of  the  benefit  of  the  doubt. 

F.  G.  KiRKBY. — It  depends  on  the  period  when  the 
vessel  was  afloat.  "Olden  times  "is  rather  awide 
expression.  If  you  mean  such  a  ship  as  fought  at 
Trafalgar,  make  her  about  four  times  as  long  as  she 
is  broad,  and  let  her  be  half  her  depth  above  water. 
For  the  rigging  you  should  take  a  drawing  as  your 
guide,  or  else  consult  a  book  on  seamanship. 

J.  W.  P. — Such  wood  as  is  used  for  fretwork  might  suit 
you  ;  if  so,  you  can  obtain  it  from  Melhuish  and  Son, 
Fetter  Lane,  E,c. 

W.  C.VRVER. — Price  depends  on  workmansliip.  If  you 
want  good  work  you  must  pay  for  it,  and  we  should 
say  avoid  everything  that  is  simply  clieap.  Mr. 
Rundlc,  of  the  Royal  Model  Dockyard,  50  Larkhall 
Lane.  S.W.,  would  make  a  model  for  yon  ;  but  if  you 
want  an  ordinary  ready-made  boat  you  sliould  consult 
our  advertisement  pages  in  the  monthly  part. 

Geologist. — Buy  a  copy  of  "Nature,"  published 
weekly,  price  6d.,  or  look  at  it  at  a  news-room.  The 
best  maps  are  the  Survey  ones.  Send  to  E.  Stanford, 
Cockspur  Street,  Charing  Cross,  S.W.,  for  catalogue, 
and  get  the  sheet  you  want.  A  single  map  of  the 
counties  you  name" would  lie  on  too  small  a  scale  to 
be  of  use.  It  is  hopeless  attemptLng  field  «  ork  with 
a  geological  map  of  less  scale  than  one  inch  to  the 
mile. 

Stirling.  A.  D.— The  articles  on  canoe-building  are 
out  of  print.    Tliey  now  appear  in  "  Indoor  Games." 

Reader.  E.  W.  D.— 1.  The  coins  are  worth  a  pcimy 
each  if  in  good  condition.  2.  All  the  stories  are  out 
of  print  in  tlic  Taper  ;  but  they  have  Iiecii  reprinted 
in  separate  vohuiies.  "The  Adventures  of  a  Three 
Guinea  \Vatcli,"  liy  T.  B.  Reeil,  can  be  had  at  3s.  6d. : 
"Tlie  Fifth  Form  at  St.  Dominic's,"  by  the  same 
aiuhor,  at  5s.  ;  "  A  Great  Mistake,"  by  T.  S.  Milling- 
ton,  is  published  at  8s.  6d..  and  so  is  the  same  author's 
"  Through  Fire  and  Through  Water."  In  the  same 
series  are  T.  B.  Reed's  "  My  Friend  Smith,"  at  5s..  and 
J.  F.  Hodgetts'  "  Harold,  the  Boy  Earl,"  at  3s.  6d. 
Apply  to  the  Publislier, "  Boy's  Own  Paper,"  5G.  Pater- 
noster Row,  E.c. ;  or  any  bookseller  can  get  them  to 
your  order. 

W.  J.  J.— It  depends  on  the  shape  and  balance  of  the 
kite,  but  the  rule  is  to  fix  the  string  to  the  band  in 
such  a  position  as  will  koeji  the  kite  at  an  augle  of 
half  a  right  an2le  whrii  on  tin-  wind.  See  our 
many  articles  on  Kites  and  Kitc-flyiug  in  back 
volumes. 

Harry. — We  know  nothing  of  Preston,  violin-maker, 
of  1796,  aud  cannot  find  mention  of  him.   It  is  not 
iniUkely  vour  instrument  was  made  by  Forster  :  but 
you  can  oiily  go  by  the  pattern  aud  label ;  no  one  can 
tell  whose  hand 
really  made  the 
}iarticular  in- 
strument. ,  i," 
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Bhoulder,  delighted  to  find  themselves 
back  in  the  old  haunts.  The  glorious 
memories  of  the  summer  holidays  were 
common  property.  So  was  not  a  httle 
of  the  pocket  monej'.  So,  by  rule  im- 
memorial, were  the  contents  of  the 
hampers.  And  so,  as  they  discovered  to 
their  cost,  were  the  luckless  new  boys  who 
had  to-day  tumbled  for  the  first  time 
headlong  into  the  whirlpool  of  public 
school  life. 

Does  some  one  tell  me  he  never 
heard  of  Fellsgarth  ?  I  am  surprised. 
\Vhere  can  you  have  been  brought  up 
that  you  have  never  heard  of  the  venerable 
ivy-clad  pile  with  its  watch  tower  and  two 
wings,  planted  there,  where  the  rivers 
Shale  and  Shargle  mingle  their  waters 
a  mile  or  more  above  Hawkswater  ? 
My  dear  sir,  Fellsgarth  stood  there  before 
the  days  when  Henry  viii  (of  whom  you 
may  have  possibly  heard  in  the  history 
books)  abolished  the  monasteries  and, 
some  wicked  people  do  say,  annexed  their 
contents.  There  is  very  little  of  the  old 
place  standing  now.  A  piece  of  the  wall 
in  the  head  master's  garden  and  the  lower 
buttresses  of  the  watch-tower,  that  is  all. 
The  present  building  is  comparatively 
modern  ;  that  is  to  say,  it  is  no  older 
than  the  end  of  the  Civil  Wars,  when  some 
lucky  adherent  to  the  winning  side  built 
it  up  as  a  manor-house  and  disfigured  the 
tower  with  those  four  pepper-castors  at 
the  corners.  Successive  owners  have 
tinkered  the  place  since  then,  but  they 
caimot  quite  spoil  it.  Who  can  spoil  red 
brick  and  ivy,  in  such  a  situation '? 

Not  know  Fellsgarth  ?  Have  you 
never  been  on  Hawkswater  then,  with  its 
lonely  island,  and  the  grey  skrees  swoop- 
ing down  into  the  clear  water  ?  And  have 
you  never  seen  Hawk's  Pike,  which 
frowns  in  on  the  fellows  through  the 
dormitory  window  ?  I  don't  ask  if  you 
have  been  up  it.  Only  three  persons,  to 
my  knowledge  (guides  and  natives  of 
course  excepted),  have  done  that.  Yorke 
was  one,  Mr.  Stratton  was  another,  and 
the  other — but  that's  to  be  part  of  my 
story. 

First-night,  as  I  have  said,  was  a 
specially  "go-as-you-please"  occasion  at 
the  school.  Masters,  having  called 
over  their  roU,  disappeared  into  their  own 
quarters  and  discreetly  heard  nothing. 
Dames,  having  received  and  unpacked  the 
"  night-bags,"  retired  elsewhere  to  wrestle 
with  the  big  luggage.  The  cooks,  having 
passably  satisfied  the  cravmgs  of  250 
hungry  souls,  and  having  removed  out  of 
harm's  way  the  most  perishable  of  the 
crockery,  shrugged  their  shoulders  and 
shut  themselves  into  the  kitchens,  Hsten- 
ing  to  the  noise  and  speculating  on  the 
joys  of  the  coming  term. 

What  a  noise  it  was  !  Niagara  after  the 
rains,  or  an  express  train  in  a  tunnel,  or 
the  north  wind  in  a  gale  against  the 
Hawk's  Back  might  be  able  to  beat  it. 
But  then  Fellsgarth  was  not  competing : 
each  of  the  fellows  was  merely  chatting 
pleasantly  to  his  neighbours.  It  was 
hardly  a  fair  trial.  And  yet  it  was  not 
bad  for  the  school.  When  Dangle,  who 
owned  the  longest  ear  in  the  school,  could 
not  hear  a  word  which  Brinkman,  who 
owned  the  loudest  voice,  shouted  into  it, 
it  spoke  somewhat  for  what  Fellsgarth 
mig'it  do  in  the  way  of  noise  if  it  tried. 

The  only  two  persons  who  were  not 
actively   contributing    to    the  general 


clamour  were  the  two  new  boys  who  sat 
wedged  in  among  a  mass  of  jimiors  at  one 
of  the  lower  tables.  They  may  have  con- 
sidered that  the  beating  of  their  hearts 
was  noisy  enough.  But  people  in  this 
world  are  slow  at  hearing  other  people's 
hearts  beat.    No  one  seemed  to  notice  it. 

It  is  due  to  the  stouter  of  these  two 
young  gentlemen  to  say  that  the  beating 
of  his  heart,  and  the  general  state  of 
amaze  in  which  he  found  liimself,  did  not 
interfere  greatly  with  his  appetite.  He 
had  brought  that  accomplishment,  if  no 
other,  from  home,  and  not  being  engaged 
like  those  aroimd  him  in  conversation,  he 
contrived  to  put  away  really  a  most 
respectable  meal.  Indeed  his  exploits  in 
this  direction  had  already  become  a 
matter  for  remark  among  his  neighbours. 

"  It's  aU  right,"  said  one  of  the  juniors, 
who  answered  to  the  name  of  D'Arcy  ; 
"  his  buttons  are  sewn  on  with  wire. 
They'U  hold." 

"  I  suppose  he's  made  of  gutta  percha," 
observed  another.  "  He'll  stretch  a  little 
more  before  he's  done." 

"  I  say,  what  a  bill  he's  running  up ! 
By  the  way,  what  do  they  charge  for 
this  kind  of  pudding  ?  " 

"  It's  a  dear  kind — and  nothing  like  as 
good  as  the  sort  we  get  for  regular.  I 
never  could  understand  why  they  make 
fellows  shell  out  for  what  they  eat  first 
night." 

"  It  is  a  swindle, "  said  D'Arcy,  solemnly. 
"  I've  had  to  malve  a  very  light  meal, 
because  I've  only  half-a-crown,  and  I'm 
afraid  there  won't  be  much  change  left  out 
of  that." 

The  new  boy  was  just  laying  butter 
on  a  roll,  and  prepariiig  to  close  the  pro- 
ceedings of  the  meal  with  a  good  square 
turn  of  bread  and  butter.  But  as  D'Arcy's 
words  fell  on  his  ears  he  suddenly  stopped 
short  and  looked  up. 

"I  say,"  said  he,  "isn't  this  dinner 
charged  in  the  house  bill  then  ?  " 

D'Arcy  laughed  derisively. 

"  Well,  you  must  be  a  muff.  Don't  you 
know  school  doesn't  begin  till  to-morrow  ? 
They  give  you  dinner  to-night,  but  you're 
not  obliged  to  eat  it." 

The  new  boy  took  a  gulp  of  water, 
which  he  calculated  would  be  gratis 
under  any  circumstances,  and  then 
gasped — "I  say,  I  didn't  know  that." 

D'Arcy  looked  solemn.  "  JoUy  awk- 
ward," said  he  ;  "  what  have  you  had  ?  " 

Whereupon  Master  Ashby,  the  new 
boy,  entered  on  a  detailed  confession, 
which  D'Arcj',  evidently  an  expert  at 
mental  arithmetic,  "totted  up"  as  he 
went  along. 

"  How  many  times  pudding  did  you 
say  ?  "  he  asked  towards  the  end. 

"  Twice  and  a  bit." 

"  Three  and  ten ;  I  daresay  he  won't 
be  stiff  about  the  bit,  three  and  ten  ;  and 
that  roll  and  butter  " 

"  I've  not  eaten  them." 

"  No,  but  you've  touched  them.  You'll 
be  charged,  unless  yon  can  get  a  feUow 
to  take  them  off  your  hands." 

"  Wih  you.  have  them  ?  "  asked  Ashby. 

Whereupon  there  was  a  laugh  at 
D'Arcy's  expense,  which  annoyed  that 
young  gentleman. 

"  I  don't  want  your  second-hand  grub. 
Yoii'd  better  take  it  round  and  see  what 
you  can  get  for  it." 

Ashby  looked  at  the  bread,  and  then 
glanced  round  the  table. 


"No,"  said  he,  "I'll  have  it  and  pay 
for  it,  if  it  comes  to  that." 

"  That'll  be  foin  bob." 

Ashby  gave  a  gulp  of  despair. 

"  I've  not  got  so  much." 

"  Then,  you'll  get  in  a  jolly  row." 

"  Coidd  you  lend  me  one-and-six 
say  ■?  "  asked  the  new  boy. 

Again  D'Arcy  got  the  worst  of  the 
laugh. 

"  Didn't  \o\i  hear  me  say  I'd  only  just 
got  enough  to  pay  for  my  (,wn?  But  I 
tell  you  what ;  you  can  hide  xinder  the 
table.    You're  not  known." 

Ashby  looked  round,  and  felt  about  with 
his  foot  under  the  table  to  ascertain  what 
room  there  might  be  there.  Tlien  he 
flushed  up.  "  No,  I  shan't,"  said  he ;  "  I'll 
get  into  the  row  instead." 

As  his  eye  travelled  round  and  marked 
the  cm-ious  smile  on  every  face  it  suddenly 
dawned  upon  him  that  he  had  been 
"done."  His  first  sensation  was  one  of 
immense  relief.  He  should  not  have  to 
pay  for  his  dimier  after  all  !  His  second 
was  a  cunning  device  for  getting  out  of 
the  dilemma. 

"  I  thought  you'd  begin  to  laugh  soon," 
said  he  to  D'Ai'cy.  "  I  knew  you  couldn't, 
keep  it  up." 

D'Arcy  turned  very  red  in  the  face  and 
glared  at  this  audacious  youngster  ii> 
deserved  wrath. 

"  What  do  you  mean,  you  yoimg  ass  ? 
You  know  you've  swallowed  it  all." 

"He  swaUowed  all  the  grub  anyhow,"' 
said  another. 

"  No,  I've  not,"  said  Master  Ashby- 
"  I'U  have  another  go-in  now.  I  knew  he'<i 
have  to  laugh  in  the  end." 

It  was  hopeless  to  deal  seriously  with  a. 
rebel  of  this  sort.  D'Arcy  tried  to  ride  off 
on  the  high  horse ;  but  it  was  not  a  very 
grand  spectacle,  and  Ashbj-,  mmiching  up 
the  remams  of  his  roll,  was  generally  held 
to  have  scored.  The  relief  with  which 
he  hailed  the  discovery  of  his  mistake  way 
so  genuine,  and  the  good  spu-its  and  appe- 
tite the  incident  put  into  hun  were  so 
impertiirbable,  as  to  disarm  further  experi- 
ment at  his  expense,  and  he  was  left 
comparatively  free  to  enjoy  the  noise  and 
imbibe  his  first  impressions  of  Fellsgarth 
in  his  own  way. 

The  other  new  boj-,  meanwhile,  was  not 
altogether  without  his  difficulties. 

Fisher  ii,  to  which  name  this  mge- 
nuous  young  gentleman  answered,  would 
probably  have  been  the  first  to  pour  con- 
tempt on  the  verdure  of  his  companion. 
He  had  come  up  to  Fellsgarth  determined 
that,  in  whatever  respect  he  failed,  no  one 
should  lightly  convict  him  of  being  green. 
He  had  wornied  out  of  his  brother  in  the- 
Sixth  a  few  hmts  of  what  was  considered 
the  proper  thmg  at  "Fellsgarth,"  and 
these,  with  the  aid  of  his  own  brilliant  in- 
tellect and  reminiscences  of  what  he  had 
read  in  the  books,  served,  as  he  hoped,  both 
to  forewarn  and  forearm  him  against  all  the 
uncomfortable  predicaments  into  which 
the  ordinary  new  boy  is  apt  to  fall. 

It  nnist  be  confessed  that  as  he  sat  and 
listened  to  the  noise,  and  marked  how 
little  Fellsgarth  appeared  to  recognise  his 
existence,  he  felt  a  trifle  rmeasy  and 
nervous.  He  ■wasn't  siire  now  that 
he  knew  everything.  All  these  fello^^•s 
seemed  to  be  so  thoroughly  at  home,  and. 
to  know  so  exactly  what  to  do  ;  he  wished' 
he  could  do  the  same. 

He  wished,  for  instance,  he  conld  spin 
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a  fork  round  witli  his  ilrst  finp;cr  and 
thumb  while  he  talked,  as  Yorke,  the 
captain,  was  doing.  He  did  once  privately 
try,  while  he  was  not  talking,  but  it  was  a 
dismal  failure.  The  fork  fell  with  a  great 
clatter  to  the  floor  and  attracted  general 
attention  his  way.  He  picked  the  weapon 
up  with  as  easy  an  air  as  he  could  assume, 
whistling  sotto  voce  to  himself  as  he  did 
it,  so  as  to  appear  unconcerned. 

"  Look  out,  I  say ;  you  mustn't  whistle 
at  meal  times,  it's  bad  manners,"  said  a 
voice  at  his  side. 

He  turned  round  and  perceived  a  plea- 
sant-looking youth  of  the  species  junior, 
in  a  red  tie  and  wrist  studs  to  match. 

This  youth  evidently  knew  what  was 
what  at  Fellsgarth  ;  and  a  further  glance 
at  him  convinced  Fisher  ii  that  he  had 
met  him  in  a  good  hour  For  all  dinner 
time  he  had  been  exercised  as  to  whether 
it  was  the  thing  to  wear  the  jacket  opened 
or  buttoned.  Yorke  wore  his  buttoned, 
so  did  a  good  many  of  the  Sixth;  and 
Fisher  ii  had  consequently  buttoned  up 
too.  But  his  new  friend,  who  was  pro- 
nounced in  all  his  ways  and  evidently 
an  authority  on  etiquette,  wore  his  open. 
Fisher  ii  therefore  furtively  slipped  his 
fingers  down  and  opened  his  coat. 

"  Yoii're  a  new  kid,  I  suppose?"  said 
he  of  the  red  necktie. 

"  Yes,  I'm  Fisher  ii." 

"  ^Vhat,  son  of  Fisher  the  boat-builder  ? 
I  didn't  know  he  had  one  so  old." 

"  No,  oh  no.  That's  my  brother  up 
tliei-e,  talking  to  the  Dux." 

'■  The  who  ?   I  don't  see  any  ducks." 

"  I  mean  Yorke,  you  know,  the  cap- 
tain." 

"  Why  ever  do  you  call  him  ducks  ? 
You'd  better  let  him  catch  you  calling 
him  names  like  that.  Oh,  you're  a 
brother  of  old  Fisher?  You  look  it." 

Fisher  ii  was  alarmed  at  the  tone  in 
which  this  observation  was  made.  It 
seemed  to  imply  that  Fisher  i  was  not 
quite  aU  that  could  be  desired,  and  yet 
the  yoimger  brother  did  not  exactly  know 
what  it  was  in  the  elder  which  called  for 
repudiation.  However,  he  was  spared 
the  pain  of  deciding  by  a  new  voice  on 
his  other  side. 

"What's  that,  WaUy?  Does  this  kid 
say  he  belongs  to  Fisher  ?  Oh,  my  stars, 
what  form  we're  coming  to  !  " 

Fisher  ii  glanced  round,  and  experi- 
enced a  shock  as  he  did  so. 

For  the  new  speaker  was  so  like  the 
last  that  he  was  tempted  to  suppose  the 
latter  had  suddenly  changed  seats  and 
contrived  to  substitute  a  blue  necktie  for 
a  red,  and  button  his  jacket  during  the 
feat.  But  when  he  looked  back,  the 
owner  of  the  red  tie  was  still  in  his  place. 
After  considerable  wagging  of  his  head 
he  was  forced  to  admit  that  he  was  seated 
between  two  different  persons. 

"\Vhy,  he  can't  help  that,"  said  the 
gentleman  addressed  as  Wally. 

Fisher  ii  laughed  feebly,  and  really 
wished  his  brother  would"  pay  a  little 
more  attention  to  the  "form." 

"  Of  course,"  said  Wally,  talking  across 
to  his  twin  brother,  "  fellows  can't  tell 
what  asses  they  look  until  they're  told. 
Don't  you  remember  the  chap  last  term 
who  always  wore  his  trousers  turned  up, 
till  the  prefects  made  him  turn  them 
down  or  go  on  the  Modern  side?  " 

"  Catch  us  taking  any  of  your  cash  off 
louts  on  our  side,"  retorted  the  other 


brother,  who  evidently  belonged  to  the 
slighted  side  ;  "  yes— shocking  bad  form  it 
was— and  when  he  turned  them  down  at 
last,  they  found  seventy-four  nibs,  fifty 
inatches,  and  nobody  knows  how  many 
candle-ends." 

All  this  time  Fisher  ii,  with  panic  at 
his  heart,  was  furiously  trying  to  turn 
down  his  trouser  ends  with  his  feet. 
What  a  lucky  escape  for  him  to  get  this 
warning  in  time  !  During  the  walk  round 
the  gi'ounds  he  had  turned  his  ends  up, 
and  had  quite  forgotten  to  put  them 
down  again  when  he  came  in.  Now,  no 
coaxing  would  get  them  down  without 
manual  assistance.  He  sat  clawing  with 
one  foot  after  another,  lacerating  his  shins 
and  his  garments  in  vain.  At  length  in 
despair  he  dropped  his  fork  again,  and 
imder  cover  of  this  diversion,  attempted 
to  stoop  and  adjust  the  intractable  folds. 
■  In  his  flurry  he  natiu-ally  forgot  the 
fork  ;  so  that  when,  after  a  minute  and  a 
half,  he  emerged  without  it  into  the  upper 
world,  his  two  companions  were  not  a 
little  perplexed. 

"  Wliat  have  you  been  up  to  down 
there  ?  Do  you  generally  eat  yom-  grub 
imder  the  table  ?  "  asked  Wally. 

_ "  All  I  can  say  is,  it's  the  best  place  for 
him  if  he  wears  his  hair  like  that,"  said 
the  other  in  tones  of  alarm.  "  Young 
kid,  I  never  noticed  that  before  !  What- 
ever induces  you  to  part  it  on  the  right  ? 
Did  you  ever  hear  of  a  Fellsgarth  fellow — 
— Oh,  I  say,  what  a  wigging  you'U  get ! 
Look  at  me  and  WaUy  and  Yorke  and  aU 
of  'em.  There,  it  makes  one  ill  to  see 
it !    Just  look  roimd  for  yourself." 

As  more  than  half  of  those  present 
appeared  to  have  no  parting  at  all,  and 
most  of  the  rest  parted  on  the  left. 
Fisher  ii  realised  with  horror  that  he 
had  been  guilty  of  a  terrible  solecism. 

The  alarm  depicted  m  the  faces  of  both 
the  twins  was  proof  enough  that  the 
matter  was  a  critical  one.  It  was  no 
time  for  shuffling.  He  had  had  enough 
of  that  over  his  trouser  ends.  He  must 
throw  himself  on  the  mercy  of  his 
critics. 

"  I  quite  forgot — of  course,"  said  he 
hurriedly — "  I — I — " 

"  Look  here,"  said  Wally,  hurriedly 
shoving  a  pocket-comb  into  his  hands; 
"you'd  better  go  downstairs  again  and 
change  it  sharp,  or  you'll  be  spotted.  Cut 
along  !  " 

So  Fisher  ii  began  with  shame  to  look 
once  more  for  his  fork,  and  in  doing  so 
crawled  well  under  the  table,  and  sitting 
down  proceeded  nervously  and  painfully 
to  open  up  a  parting  on  the  left  side  of 
his  head.  It  was  an  arduous  task,  and 
not  made  easier  by  the  unjustifiable 
conduct  of  the  twins,  who  having  got 
their  man  safe  under  hatches  began  to 
kick  out  in  an  unceremonious  fashion  and 
basely  betray  his  retreat  to  their  friends 
and  neighbours. 

"  Pass  him  on  !  "  "  Hack  it  through  !" 
"  'Ware  cats  !  "  was  the  cry,  in  the  midst 
of  which  the  luckless  Fisher  ii,  finding 
a  return  to  his  old  place  effectually  barred, 
and  wearying  of  the  ceremony  of  running 
a  gauntlet  of  all  the  legs  along  the  table 
before  it  was  half  over,  made  a  hasty 
selection  of  wliat  seemed  to  him  the 
mildest  pair  within  reach,  and  clutching 
at  them  convulsively,  hung  on  for  dear 
life. 

The  owner  of  the  limbs  in  question 


was  Ranger,  a  prefect  of  his  house  and 
more  or  less  of  a  grandee  at  I''ellsgarth. 
As  he  was  unaware  of  the  cause  of  the 
excitement  around  him,  this  sudden 
assault  from  below  took  him  aback,  and 
he  started  up  from  his  chair  in  something 
as  near  a  panic  as  a  Fellsgarth  prefect 
could  be  capable  of.  Naturally  his  para- 
site followed  him. 

To  Ranger's  credit,  he  took  in  the 
situation  rapidly  and  did  not  abuse  his 
opportunities. 

"  Wliat's  this  ?  "  he  demanded,  lifting 
up  Fisher  ii,  with  his  hair  all  on  end  and 
the  pocket-comb  still  in  his  ha,nd,  by  the 
coat-collar.    "  Who  does  this  belong  to  ?  " 

No  one  in  particular  owned  the  object 
in  question. 

"  What  are  you  ?  "  asked  the  prefect. 
"  I'm    Fisher    ii ;   I    got  imder  the 
table,  somehow." 

"  So  I  should  suppose.  Afi-aid  of  the 
draughts,  I  suppose." 

"  It  was  Wally  and  his  brother  put  me 

there.    I  didn't  mean  " 

"Oh — Wally,  was  it?  Here,  young- 
Wheatfield,  you  shouldn't  leave  your 
property  about  lilie  this.  It's  against 
rules.  Here,  hook  on,  and  don't  go- 
chucking  it  about  any  more." 

"All  serene,"  said  the  twin.  "Come 
along,  kid.  Done  with  my  cojnb  ?  You 
look  ever  so  much  better  form  now, 
doesn't  he,  you  chaps  ?  How  came  you 
to  lose  your  way  downstairs  ?  " 

Fisher  ii  owned  himself  utterly  unable, 
to  account  for  the  misadventure,  and  dis- 
creetly remained  silent  untU  the  signal 
was  given  to  return  thanks  and  separate 
every  boy  to  his  own  house. 

As  he  was  wandering  across  the  coiirt, 
very  dismal  and  apprehensive  of  what 
more  was  in  store  for  him,  a  lean  youth 
with  a  pale  face  and  very  showily  attired 
accosted  him. 

"  Hullo,  kid,  are  you  a  new  chap  ?  " 
"Yes,"  replied  Fisher  ii,  eyeing  the 
stranger  suspiciously. 

"  What  side  are  you  on  ?  " 
Fisher  stared  mterrogatively. 
"  Well,  then,   are    you   Modern  or 
Classic?" 

"I  don't  know,  really,"  said  Fisher  ii, 
wishing  he  knew  which  he  ought  to  pro- 
claim himself.  Then  making  a  bold  ven- 
ture, he  said,  "  I  believe  Modern." 

"  Good  job  for  you,"  said  the  youth  ;. 
"  saves  me  the  trouble  of  kicking  you. 
Can  you  lend  me  a  bob  ?    I'U  give  it  you 
back  to-morrow  as   soon   as   I've  un- 
packed." 

It  did  strike  Fisher  ii  as  queer  that- 
any  one  should  pack  sliillingy  up  in  a 
trunk,  but  he  was  too  pleased  to  oblige 
this  important  and  fashionable-looking 
personage  to  raise  any  question. 

"Yes.    Can  you  give  me  change  out  of 
a  half-crown?   Or  you  can  pay  mo  the  lot 
back  to-morrow.  I  shan't  be  wantmg  it 
till  then,"  said  he. 

"  All  serene,  kid ;  I'm  glad  you  are 
our  side.  I  shall  be  able  to  give  you 
a  leg  up  with  the  fellows.  '\AT:osg  house- 
are  you  in  ?  " 

"Wakefield's,  the  same  as  my  brother.'" 

"Wliat — then  j-ou  must  be  a  Classic! 
They're  all  Classics  at  Wakefield's.  Wh; 
can't  you  tell  tlie  truth  when  you're  asked,, 
instead  of  a  howling  pack  of  lies  ?  " 

"I  didn't  know,  really,  I  tliouglit  " 

"  Come,  that's  a  good  one.    Any  idiot 
knows  -R-hat  side  he's  on  at  Fellsgarth." 


Fisher  ii  was  greatly  confused  to  stand 
convicted  thus  of  greenness. 

"You  see,"  said  he,  putting  on  a  little 
"  side  "  to  cover  his  shame,  "  I  was  bound 
to  be  stuck  on  the  same  side  as  my 
brother,  you  know." 

"  Nice  for  you.  Not  a  gentleman  among 
them.  All  paixpers  and  prigs,"  said  the 
young  Modern,  waxing  eloquent.  "  You'll 
suit  them  down  to  the  ground." 

Considering  that  Fisher  ii  had  just 
lent  the  speaker  half-a-crown,  these  taimts 
struck  him  as  not  exactly  grateful.  At 
tlie  same  time  he  writhed  under  the  re- 
proach, and  felt  convinced  that  Classics 


were  not  at  all  the  "form"  at  FeUs- 
garth. 

"  Wh^',"  pursued  the  other,  pocketing 
his  coin  in  order  to  release  his  hands  for 
a  little  elocution,  "  we  could  buy  'em  up 
twice  over.  The  workhouse  isn't  in  it 
with  Wakefield's.  There's  not  a  day  but 
they  come  cadging  to  us,  wanting  to 
borrow  om-  tin,  or  oiu'  grub,  or  some- 
thing. There,  look  at  that  chap  going 
across  there  !  He's  one  of  'em.  liegular 
casual- ward  form  about  him.  He's  the 
meanest,  stingiest  lout  in  all  Follsgarth." 

"Why,"  exclaimed  Fisher  ii,  looking  in 
alarm  towards  this  prodigy  of  baseness, 


"  why,  that's  —  that's  Fisher,  my  bro- 
ther!"" 

The  Modern  youth's  jaw  fell  with  a 
snap,  and  his  cheeks  lost  what  little 
colour  they  had. 

"  What  V  Why  didn't  you  tell  me  ? 
Look  here,  you  needn't  tell  him  what  I 
said.  It  was  quite  between  oiu-sehes, 
you  know.  I  must  be  cutting,  I  say. 
See  yoii  again  some  day." 

And  he  vanished,  leaving  Fisher  ii 
considerably  more  bewildered,  and  poorer 
hy  a  cool  half-crown,  than  he  had  been 
fi^-e  minutes  ago. 

(J'u  be  continued.) 
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CHAPTER  XVI.— HOMEWARD  BOUND  ONCE  MORE — NAPLES — AN  UNEXPECTED  MEETING — SHIPWRECK 

I  ARRIVE  IN  ENGLAND — DEATH  OF  MY  MOTHER. 


OF  MY  HOPES,  AND  OF  MYSELF — 


IN  the  story  of  my  adventures  by  land 
and  by  sea,  my  bitter  imprisonments, 
and  the  ever-memorable  actions  in  which 
I  took  part,  the  reader  will  perhaps  have 
forgotten  the  reasons  which  impelled  me 
to  leave  my  native  land,  and  to  accept 
service  in  a  foreign  navy,  a  service 
wherein  the  share  of  glory  so  largely  pre- 
ponderated over  those  more  substantial 
rewards  without  which  even  the  most 
intrepid  and  imselfish  hero  cannot  pass 
through  life.  Though  for  the  time  bemg, 
and  as  far  as  this  narrative  is  concerned, 
my  love  affair  has  slipped  out  of  sight 
amid  the  sterner  amenities  of  life,  yet 
both  at  sea  and  on  land,  both  in  the  dark- 
ness of  my  prison  and  in  the  glare  of 
battle,  I  had  incessantly  sighed  for  the 
lady  of  my  choice,  and  longed  for  the  day 
when  I  might  return  and  claim  her  as  my 
own.  Yet  I  could  not  but  feel  how  little 
right  I  had  to  make  any  such  claim !  I 
was  still  httle  more  than  a  raw  youth,  a 
mere  adventurer ;  none  of  my  romantic 
dreams  of  fortune  had  been  realised  ;  my 
allowance  was  barely  enough  to  keep  me 
in  clothes,  and  my  pay  existed  mostly  in 
worthless  paper,  backed  by  promises 
equally  worthless.  What  right  had  I, 
then,  to  court  the  immense  responsibilities, 
or  to  claim  the  solid  advantages  of  such  a 
union '? 

But  love  is  proverbially  blind,  and  my 
mother,  in  one  of  her  letters,  had  meii- 
tioned  casually  that  Isabel  and  her  father 
had  been  travelling  in  Italy  when  last 
heard  of.  Accordingly,  I  was  glad,  after 
waiting  for  some  weeks,  to  seize  upon  an 
opportunity  which  presented  itself,  and  I 
left  Valparaiso  in  October,  1822,  in  the 
barque  Ariosto,  Nicholas  Cipriani,  master, 
bound  for  Naples.  We  arrived  at  that 
port  after  a  weary  journey  of  some  four 
months,  in  about  as  dirty  and  iU-foimd  a 
vessel  as  ever  it  has  been  my  lot  to  see. 
I  would  hardly  trust  so  much  as  a  letter 
m  the  Ariosto  ;  but  somehow  or  other  we 
were  lucky  ;  the  "  sweet  little  cherub  that 
sits  up  aloft  "  exercised  his  benign  in- 
fluence ;  and  so  we  weathered  Cape  Horn, 
and  in  due  time  came  to  an  anchor  in  that 
beautiful  bay  under  the  shadow  of  the 
great  cone  of  Vesuvius,  a  piUar  of  cloud 
by  day,  and  a  pillar  of  fire  by  night, 
majestic,  mysterious,  awful. 


I  can  quite  understand  the  Neapolitan's 
famous  dictum,  Vcdi  Napoli,  e  poi  viori. 
Whether  by  day  or  night  I  revelled  in  the 
scene.  The  vast  network  of  narrow  streets, 
paved  the  whole  way  across,  rendered 
shady  by  the  great  height  of  the  ancient 
houses  on  either  side,  and  thronged  all 
day  by  pictiu-esque  crowds,  i\'as  a  never- 
failing  source  of  pleasure  and  amusement  ; 
but  my  chief  delight  was  to  wander  up  to 
St.  Elmo,  just  as  it  was  growing  dusk,  and 
to  watch  the  deepening  colour  of  the  sea, 
as  the  night  threw  her  mantle  over  it ;  to 
mark  how  the  studding  sails  grew  every 
mstant  more  dim,  except  when  some 
sudden  glare  from  the  volcano  brought 
them  once  more  into  relief;  to  watch  the 
myriads  of  stars  above  answering  to  the 
myriads  of  twinkling  lamps  below .  I  had 
been  twice  romid  the  world,  yet  had  I 
never  seen  a  sight  so  beautiful. 

I  had  been  fortunate  enough,  before 
leaving  Valparaiso,  to  receive  from  Lord 
Coclii'ane  a  letter  of  introduction  to  an 
Italian  gentleman  of  considerable  emi- 
nence then  living  at  Castellamare.  After 
waiting  for  a  few  days  to  refit  my  ward- 
robe, I  repaired  thither,  and  was  most 
hospitably  received  by  the  Conte  di  Tenda. 
a  person  of  most  fascinating  manners  and 
conversation,  and  far  ahead  of  his  time  in 
matters  social  and  political.  The  villa, 
with  its  marble  staircases,  its  lofty  rooms, 
its  exquisite  frescoes,  and  its  cool  piazzas 
filled  with  all  maimer  of  choice  flowers, 
left  nothing  to  be  desired  in  the  way  of 
luxury  or  beauty.  The  Coimt  listened 
to  my  narrative  with  the  warmest  interest, 
and  i  had  to  tell  huu  over  and  over  again 
the  stories  of  the  fighting  about  Callao, 
the  captm-e  of  Valdi\-ia,  the  cutting  out  of 
the  Esmeralda,  and  the  other  stirring 
events  of  that  famous  war. 

"Ah!  Signor,"  exclaimed  he,  "there 
are  few  men  like  Cochrane ;  Italy  wants 
a  Cochi-ane  to  lead  her  on  in  the  cause  of 
liberty,  and  to  place  her  feet  in  the  path 
of  glory,  wherein  your  enlightened,  your 
beneficent  comitry,  h&s  won  for  herself 
such  eternal  fame. 

"It  will  come  !  "  he  contmued,  "  I  shall 
not  live  to  see  it ;  Napoleon's  armies,  and 
the  rule  of  the  usm-per  ]\Iurat,  have  turned 
my  hair  gre,v  before  its  time.  But  you, 
Signor.  will  live  to  see  Italy  prosperous, 


and  one  of  the  leading  Powers  of  Europe, 
with  all  her  parts  iinited  imder  one  head. 
It  is  coming  slowly  but  siu-ely.  Viva  la 
jmfria." 

How  often  in  those  days  did  my  thoughts 
turn  to  the  one  I  love^  !  Was  it  possible 
that  even  now  some  one  of  these  white 
palaces  fringing  the  bay  below,  or  nestling 
in  the  pm-ple  hiUs  above,  might  contain 
my  darling '?  Might  she  not  be  in  one  of 
those  ver.^-  feluccas  scudding  across  with 
this  fine  breeze  to  Ischia  or  Capri  ?  Were 
not  the  very  wa^•es  ghttering  more  brightly 
than  usual,  as  if  proudly  conscious  of  the 
precious  burden  entrusted  to  them  ? 

Alas  !  I  had  allowed  nothing  for  her 
youth  and  inexperience  of  the  world.  I 
either  could  not  or  would  not  remember 
that  I  had  left  her  a  mere  child,  with  no 
knowledge  of  men  and  women  save  what 
could  be  gathered  from  the  narrow  sm-- 
roundings  of  a  remote  islet  in  the  West 
Indies,  and  a  few  months'  sojoiurn  in  a 
farmhouse  in  the  heart  of  England,  in  a 
purely  agi-icultural  district.  I  could  not 
couple  her  name  with  change,  change 
which  in  after  years  seemed  so  reasonable, 
when  I  had  learned  to  set  a  true  ^  alue 
upon  myself,  as  I  was  at  that  time  ;  when 
I  had  learned  that  true  marriages  are 
indeed  made  in  heaven.  I  was  destined 
to  be  only  too  rouglily  awakened  from  my 
love-dream,  and  the  maimer  of  my  awaken- 
ing was  as  follows. 

Nothing  delighted  my  genial  host  more 
than  to  take  me  to  public  entertainments. 
He  -«-ould  take  immense  pains  to  prepare 
me  beforehand,  by  explaining  to  me  the 
plot  of  the  piece  to  be  produced.  He 
would  go  through  the  book  of  words  with 
me  during  the  day,  translating  into  good 
English  any  portion  which  happened  to 
be  peculiarly  mteresting,  so  that  I  seldom 
failed  to  derive  immense  enjoyment  fi-om 
the  evening's  entertainment. 

One  evening  an  opera  was  to  be  per- 
formed for  the  first  time  ;  the  maestro 
was  young,  popular,  and  successful,  and 
gi-eat  things  were  expected  of  the  new 
work,  which  he  woidd  conduct  in  person. 
The  house  was  crowded  with  the  flitp  of 
Naples  and  the  neighbom-hood  ;  a  band  of 
special  excellence  had  been  retained,  and 
no  pains  spai-ed  to  produce  the  work  of  art 
in  the  most  splendid  manner.   The  musio 
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•was  so  nnspeakably  charming  that  once 
or  twice  the  audience  rose  en  masse,  called 
loudly  for  the  composer,  and  cheered  him 
till  the  house  rang  again.  Clearly  he  had 
added  one  more  to  the  long  list  of  works 
destined  to  be  immortal. 

In  the  height  of  the  excitement  I  hap- 
pened to  txwn  my  eyes  from  the  singers 
to  cast  a  glance  roimd  the  building,  and 
there,  in  the  very  next  box  to  oiu-s,  sat 
Mr.  Delamere  and  his  daiighter  Isabel. 
Yes  !  there  they  were,  both  of  them ;  he, 
older  and  more  bent,  but  looking  more 
like  an  accomplished  savant  than  a  West 
Indian  planter  who  had  not  scorned  to 
till  with  his  own  hands  the  soil  which 
brought  him  fortime;  she,  radiantly  beau- 
tiful, for  she  had  passed  out  of  the  little 
ungainlinesses  of  youth  into  the  perfection 
of  womanhood.  Her  featiires,  so  far  as 
they  had  been  uncomely,  had  yielded 
themselves  to  the  sweet  influences  of 
healthful  gi-owth.  Mother  Nature  had 
retouched  her  work  so  patiently,  so  lov- 
ingly, that  now  the  jewels  that  Isabel 
wore,  and  the  flowers  which  decked  her 
hair,  seemed  almost  powerless  to  add 
anything  to  such  loveliness. 

"  Look,  signor,"  whispered  the  Count  to 
me,  while  I  trembled  all  over  with  excite- 
ment, "there  sits  the  most  beautifiU 
English  signorina  whom  we  have  seen 
in  Naples  for  many  years.  All  the  city 
is  talking  of  her ;  she  has  had  many  offers 
of  marriage  from  the  highest  in  our  land, 
but  her  heart  is  obdurate,  she  will  not 
marry  an  Itahan. 

"Observe,  signor,"  he  continued,  "the 
gentleman  who  has  just  entered  the  box. 
He  is  an  English  Milord;  he  is  in  the 
army ;  he  distinguished  himself  at  Water- 
loo ;  he  is  well-educated ;  has  wealth,  and 
xises  it  well;  has  a  soul  above  drinking 
and  gambling ;  and  is  in  all  respects 
worthy  of  his  name  and  nation.  He  is 
a  luckj'  man,  for  he  has  won  the  heart 
and  the  hand  of  the  Signorina  Delamere. 
Ah  me  !  were  I  but  young  again,  I  would 
be  her  Petrarco,  and  she  should  be  my 
Laura  !  But  what  ails  you,  signor  '? 
Your  eyes  are  filled  with  tears ;  you  are 
surely  indisposed !  Can  it  be  possible 
that  you  have  met  the  signorina  before  ?  " 

"It  is  nothing,"  I  replied  petulantly, 
choking  my  jealous  feelings  with  a  violent 
effort,  and  hastily  brushing  away  the  tears 
I  conld  not  conceal.  But  it  seemed  that 
all  the  light  was  for  ever  gone  out  of  my 
life.  I  saw  that  there  was  absolutely  no 
hope,  and  that  it  would  be  worse  than 
loUy  even  to  thmk  of  pressing  a  claim  so 
irrevocably  lost,  and  to  come  between  two 
persons  so  admirably  matched  and  so 
evidently  devoted  to  each  other.  I  cared 
no  longer  for  the  delicious  music.  The 
place  seemed  to  swim  before  my  eyes. 
The  orchestra  and  the  sea  of  happy  faces 
in  the  auditorium  seemed  to  whirl  around 
me ;  I  saw  everything  dimly,  through  a 
veil  of  tears,  which  would  keep  on  assert- 
ing themselves,  let  me  try  as  I  would  to 
keep  them  back.  Of  one  thing  only  was 
I  fully  conscious  —  that  our  eyes  met 
once ;  that  there  was  a  glance  of  startled 
recognition,  a  look  of  acute  pain,  a  whis- 
per to  her  father — which  for  a  moment 
drew  his  attention  to  me,  with  a  face  full 
of  anxiety  mingled  with  genuine  pity. 
But  the  agitation,  both  of  father  and 
daughter,  was  apparently  only  momen- 
tary ;  they  resumed  their  attention  to  the 
music,  but  shortly  afterwards  left  the 


building,  and  I  saw  them  no  more  till 
years  afterwards,  when  they  entertained 
me  hospitably  in  England. 

After  tliis  blow,  Naples  had  lost  all  its 
charms  for  me ;  and  soon  afterwards  I  took 
leave  of  my  kindly  host,  and  embarked 
on  board  a  vessel  boimd  for  London. 
Just  as  we  were  aboiit  weighing  anchor, 
a  boat  came  alongside  wdth  a  servant  in 
livery  bringing  a  letter  for  me.  On 
breaking  the  seal  I  found  a  communica- 
tion from  Mr.  Delamere  assuring  me  of 
his  own  and  his  daiighter's  warm  friend- 
ship and  regard,  and  begging  me  to  ac- 
quaint them  if  ever  I  needed  help. 

At  first  I  was  inclined  to  resolve  that 
no  possible  combination  of  imtoward  cir- 
cumstances should  ever  induce  me  to 
avail  myself  of  their  kindness,  and  indeed 
I  sent  back  a  polite  message  that  I  was 
truly  obliged,  but  wanted  nothing.  Alas  ! 
I  was  soon  placed  in  a  far  different  posi- 
tion. The  Bella  Juanita  proved  even 
worse  found  than  the  Ariosto.  She  ran 
ashore  on  one  of  the  Lipari  Isles,  and 
subsequently  sank  in  deep  water,  while 
her  unfortimate  crew  and  passengers,  after 
losing  every  stitch  they  possessed,  were 
obliged  to  make  their  way  in  open  boats 
to  Messina,  and  only  arrived  at  that  port 
after  great  difficulty  and  peril  on  accoimt 
of  the  unseaworthiness  of  the  boats.  I 
fomid  that  Mr.  Delamere  was  as  good  as 
his  word,  for  on  hearing  of  the  shipwreck 
he  sent  me,  unasked,  a  sum  of  money 
more  than  sufficient  to  cover  all  my  ne- 
cessities, by  means  of  which  I  was  en- 
abled to  take  passage  in  another  vessel, 
which  happened  to  be  leaving  for  London 
direct  abou4i  the  same  time.  These  ex- 
cellent people  have  many  times  since, 
both  at  Aurora  and  Eos,  given  me  sub- 
stantial proofs  of  their  friendship. 

We  experienced  fair  winds  and  weather, 
and  in  about  a  month  more  I  was  once 
again  set  down  at  the  Bear  and  Ragged 
Staff,  High  Street,  Warwick.  I  had 
written  home  to  apprise  my  mother  of 
my  coming,  and  consequently  thought  it 
rather  strange  that  no  one  came  to  meet 
me,  so  that  I  was  compelled  to  take  a 
postchaise.  I  proceeded  swiftly  home- 
wards, my  heart  being  filled  with  anxious 
fears,  destined  too  soon  to  be  realised. 

It  seems  to  add  not  a  little  to  the 
burden  of  an  impending  sorrow,  such  as 
the  loss  of  one's  dearest  friend  on  earth 
and  the  breaking  up  of  a  happy  home,  to 
note  how  little  the  familiar  natural  sur- 
roundings— the  sky,  the  trees,  the  flowers 
— seem  to  have  in  common  with  it. 
Nature  in  her  siimmer  glory  foimd  no 
leisure  to  pause  in  the  incessant  business 
of  growth  and  development.  Blue  sky, 
and  simshine,  and  young  leaves  were  at 
their  best ;  roses  and  white  jessamine 
vied  witli  the  wistaria  and  pear-tree 
blossom  in  mantlmg  the  walls  of  the 
houses;  the  air  was  full  of  the  hum  of 
industrious  insects,  and  the  chirping  of 
happy  birds  intent  on  anticipating  the 
wants  of  their  offspring.  On  such  a  day 
as  this  there  was  not  even  the  tem- 
porary gloom  caused  by  a  passing 
cloud  overshadowing  the  sun.  Nothing 
seemed  farther  from  the  mind  of  Natm-e 
than  the  idea  of  death.  Having  reached 
the  orchard  gate,  and  dismissed  my  chaise, 
I  made  my  way  quickly  towards  the 
house,  meeting  no  one  about  the  yard  or 
gardens.  I  at  length  gained  the  porch, 
and  my  hand  was   already  upon  the 


knocker,  when  I  was  anticipated  by  some 
one  within,  a  woman  imknown  to  me, 
who  opened  the  door  softly,  at  the  same 
time  saying  in  a  low  voice,  "  Mr.  George,, 
sir,  I  presume ;  you  are  but  just  in  time, 
sir.  My  lady  has  been  sinking  for  several 
hours  ;  but  she  is  quite  sensible,  and 
knows  us  aU.  She  will  be  sure  to  recog- 
nise you.  Will  you  please  to  waUc  up- 
stairs, sir  ?  " 

I  followed,  striving  to  tread  as  softly  as 
the  woman  did  before  me.  In  another  mo- 
ment or  two  I  was  standing  by  my  mother's 
dying  bed  ;  I  was  grasping  her  feeble  hand, 
and  listening  for  the  last  time  in  this 
world  to  her  accents  of  welcome,  each 
word  won  through  suffering;  I  had  even 
tenderly  kissed  that  dear  face  once  again. 

My  mother  lay  propped  up  with  pillows, 
and,  at  her  own  request,  the  bed  on  which 
she  was  lying  had  been  moved  as  near  to 
the  window  as  possible.  "  Let  me  gaze 
while  I  can,"  she  said,  "  upon  God's, 
blessed  fields.  Even  paradise  itself  can- 
not be  much  more  lovely ;  more  full  of 
the  presence  of  God." 

At  the  foot  of  the  bed,  which  was 
shaded  by  a  heavy  canopy  of  carved  oak 
black  with  age,  knelt  oxu-  old  clergyman, 
who  had  just  been  administering  the 
sacrament  lor  the  last  time,  his  white 
hair  gently  stirred  by  the  summer  breeze, 
and  his  thin  lips  moving  at  inter- 
vals in  prayer.  In  an  armchair  at  one' 
side  sat  Ezra  in  awestruck  silence  and 
tears,  and  romid  the  head  of  the  bed 
stood  Mrs.  Ezra  and  one  or  two  of  the 
village  women,  whose  countenances  told 
only  too  plainly  that  the  end  was  last 
approaching. 

I  took  a  chair  by  my  mother's  side, 
and  with  all  the  strength  which  she  could 
command  she  drew  nie  to  her.  "  So  you 
are  come  at  last,  my  boy,"  she  said. 
"  Thank  God  for  all  His  mercies.  I  have 
no  earthly  wish  now,  Geordie,"  she  con- 
tinued, "  but  that  you  should  become  a 
good  and  useful  man.  I  know  you  so 
well,  both  your  virtues  and  failings,  that- 
I  can't  believe  that  there  isn't  a  useful 
vocation  for  you  in  this  world ;  a  solid 
work  to  do,  and  an  important  place  to  fill. 
Ask  God  to  teach  you  where  and  what  it  is ; 
He  will  not  fail  you,  take  my  word  for  it." 

The  effort  was  too  great  for  her,  and 
she  sank  back  exliausted ;  she  lay  silent 
for  some  minutes,  running  her  wasted 
fingers  through  my  hair,  and  fixing  her 
sunken  eyes  upon  me  with  a  look  of  the 
tenderest  love.  Then  came  the  last  rally, 
she  raised  herself  once  again,  her  eyes- 
had  now  a  strange  unearthly  lustre  in 
them,  and  her  voice  seemed  to  gather 
something  of  its  old  strength. 

"  I  am  coming,  my  Geordie,"  she  ex- 
claimed ;  "  I  am  coming  to  be  with  you, 
where  there  is  no  such  thing  as  calumny, 
where  no  man  injures  his  fellow,  where 
truth  is  the  air  men  breathe,  and  love  is 
their  law  ;  where  '  Mercy  and  truth  have 
met  together,'  where  '  Righteousness  and 
peace  have  kissed  each  other.'  Lord, 
Thou  hast  given  me  back  my  husband; 
give  me  back  in  Thine  own  good  time  my 
son." 

A  few  more  feeble  sighs  and  that  loving 
spirit  was  called  home.  In  that  darkened 
house,  by  that  coffined  form,  by  that  open 
grave  I  prayed  that  I  might  fulfil  her 
dying  charge.  She  will  not  have  long  to 
wait,  I  am  very  near  to  her  now. 

(To  be  conliuued.) 
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HEN  Dr.  Drysdusfc  raised  his  net  from 
the  ground  tlie  "  Purple  Emperors"  w^ere 
"  specimens."  He  had  inserted  his  hand 
beneath  the  gauze  and  killed  them.  Never 
again  would  they  sun  themselves  on  the 
oak  foliage  ;  never  again  would  they  soar 
into  the  air  and  engage  in  mimic  combat. 
But  their  "  Ichabod  "  was  not  yet.  They 
would  remain  butterflies  much  longer 
than  if  allowed  to  live  out  their  little  day. 

Instead  of  rotting  within  some  ancient, 
hollow,  worm-eaten  trunk  of  poUard  oak 
or  ash,  they  would  be  carefully  preserved 
in  a  glass  cabinet,  things  of  beauty,  and  a 
joy  to  the  enthusiastic  entomologist  for 
years,  if  not  for  ever. 

The  butterfly  is  held  forth  as  a  type  of 
vanity.  It  has  been  said  that  it  even 
flutters  in  its  flight  so  that  it  may  have  a 
better  opportunity  to  admire  its  own 
beautifully  painted  wings.  This  maij  be 
BO— it  isn't  wise  to  be  dogmatic  in  these 
astonishing  times — and  if  it  is  so,  sm'ely 
any  butterfly  properly  conscious  of  its  own 
loveliness,  and  vain  thereof,  would  will- 
ingly forgive  the  butterflycide  who 
threatened  its  life,  if  it  had  a  foreknow- 
ledge of  its   future   cabinet  existence ! 


Better  a  thousand  times  the  pin,  the  cork 
resting-place,  the  glass,  and  the  mahogany, 
than  to  rot  in  a  tree-trunk  or  minister  to 
the  insatiable  appetite  of  bird  or  dragon-fly. 

But  this  is  reckoning  without  the  butter- 
fly. So  far,  no  insect  of  the  Order  of 
Lepidoptera  has  been  consulted  as  to  its 
wishes. 

Dr.  Drysdust  maintamed  that  insects 
could  not  feel  pain.  Nevertheless,  he  was 
careful  to  a-void  giving  them  the  oppor- 
tmiity.  The  first  thing  he  did,  when  the 
butterflies  lay  lifeless  on  the  mossy  tiurf, 
was  to  take  a  huge  pinch  of  snuff.  So  he 
celebrated  all  his  victories. 

"There,  boys!  there  they  are!"  he 
exclaimed,  returning  the  snuff-box  to  his 
pocket ;  "  two  perfect  specimens — two  per- 
fect specimens." 

"  Sure,  sir,  how  did  you  coax  them 
down  ? "  asked  Tim,  always  eager  for 
knowledge. 

For  answer,  the  "  Dingy  Skipper " 
placed  the  box  he  had  used  imder  Thu's 
nose.  Tim  smelt  it,  and  recoiled  with  a 
suggestive — 

"  Pah !  " 

"  It  is  the  decomposed  leg  of  a  rabbit. 
The  '  Pm-ple  Emperor  '  loves  game.  The 
smeU  of  it  will  tempt  him  from  any  height. 
And  now,  boys,  you  know  how  it  was 
done." 

The  knowledge  was  the  prelude  ta 
various  exclamations  indicative  of  aston- 
ishment. 


"  An'  it's  a  quare  taste,  anyhow,"  said 
Tim. 

"  I  could  understand  it  if  you  had  a 
mirror  in  the  box,  sir,"  said  Funibois — 
"  but  the  leg  of  a  dead  rabbit !  " 

"  Stinking,"  added  Muggins  major. 

"  High,"  corrected  Fimibois.  "  As  Tim 
says,  it's  a  '  quare  taste,'  that's  all." 

"I  ought  to  give  one  of  them  to  you 
boys,"  continued  the  "Dingy  Skipper," 
"  but  I  don't  suppose  you  have  anything 
fit  to  take  it  home  in." 

"I  have,  sir,"  said  Jack,  eagerly,  and 
he  produced  the  cork-lined  pen-box,  con- 
taining the  "  CamberweU  Beauty." 

"  It  will  carry  safely  in  a  box  like  this, 
sir." 

"  Eh  !  what  ?  a  '  Vanessa  Antiopa  '  ?  " 
ci'ied  the  ancient  entomologist.  "  You 
don't  mean  to  say  you  captvured  that  in 
this  neighboturhood  ?  I  haven't  seen  one 
this  season." 

"  Yes,  sir ;  by  the  river.  And  we  have 
caught  a  '  Clouded  Yellow,'  also." 

"  Dear  me  !  jow  are  very  fortunate  boys. 
You  have  begim  well,  very  well,  indeed  ; 
and  you  appear  to  have  some  idea  of  what 
to  do  with  them  when  you  have  caught 
them.  Those  boxes  will  do  very  well 
indeed.  Well,  you  shall  have  one  of  the 
'  Pm-ple  Emperors,'  and  we  will  join  forces 
for  the  rest  of  the  afternoon.  When  I  see 
Dr.  Hardridge  I  will  ask  him  to  let  you 
come  and  see  my  collection,  and  then  I 
will  show  you  how  to  '  set  out '  a  butter- 
fly properly." 

Jack  accepted  the  compliments  and  the 
invitation;  and  the  boys  accompanied 
the  "  Dingy  Skipper  "  in  search  of  further 
specimens. 

Dr.  Drysdust  had  not  seen  Muggins 
major's  candle-box  and  pill-boxes,  nor 
had  he  yet  observed  Tim's  towel  net  and 
Sapington's  curling  irons.  Had  he  done 
so,  his  compliments  would  probably  have 
been  less  general. 

The  desire  to  form  a  collection  of  butter- 
flies was  not  imiversal  throughout  the 
school.  Only  the  senior  boys  had  heard 
Dr.  Drysdust's  scientific  lectm-e  ;  and  al- 
though all  had  heard  "  Old  Dicky's,"  and 
understood  it,  the  juniors  remained  in  the 
neighboiu-hood  of  the  Abbey.  Here  they 
captm-ed  a  few  common  "  "^Tiites "  and 
"Browns,"  but  of  the  glories  of  "  Pm-ple 
Emperors"  and  "CamberweU  Beauties" 
they  knew  nothing. 

Castor  and  Pollux,  with  then-  ragged 
straw  "  castors  "  on  sticks,  and  their  creel, 
strolled  along  the  river- side.  They  were 
very  enthusiastic  in  their  own  mifk-and- 
watery  way,  and  there  was  much  racing 
and  chasing,  and  heaps  of  captiu-ed  butter- 
flies— Uterally  heaps.  The  captives  were 
not  of  much  account  when  at  hberty,  and 
their  value  was  not  increased  by  the 
shaking  up  they  received  in  the  creel, 
which  reduced  them  to  a  heap  of  battered 
remains.    Ha-^ing  no  book,  and  no  know- 


[edge  to  gnide  them,  they  caught  every- 
thmg  that  came  in  contact  \vith  their 
"flappers,"  and  owing  to  their  ignorance 
and  thoughtlessness  afforded  an  awful 
example  of  liow        to  hunt  butterflies. 

They  were  fortiuiate  in  not  meeting 
the  "  Dingy  Skipper."  Had  they  done  so 
and  submitted  the  contents  of  the  creel  to 
'his  inspection,  he  would  certainly  have 
forgotten  his  years  and  thrashed  the  pair 
of  them.  However,  they  did  not  escape 
scot-free. 

As  a  matter  of  fact  the  Abbey  had 
never  contained  two  more  harmless  boys 
fchan  "  Gemini,"  as  Funibois  usually  spoke 
of  them.  Yet  here  they  were,  running 
"  amuck"  among  the  butterflies,  and  heed- 
lessly taking  the  lives  of  dozens  of  God's 
creatures^ 

"  Evil  is  wrought  for  want  of  thought." 
If  they  gave  any  thought  to  their  occu- 
pation at  all,  they  probably  imagined  they 
were  making  a  collection,  as  approved 
hy  Dr.  Hardridge.  Of  course  they  did 
laot  kill  those  butterflies  which  the  "  flap- 
pers "  had  spared,  or  stunned  only.  That 
would  have  been  cruel,  and  the  twin 
brothers  Smith  could  not  be  cruel.  They 
just  slipped  them  through  the  hole  in  the 
creel  and  let  them  take  their  chance. 
Doubtless  a  few  crawled  up  the  sides  of 
the  wicker  basket  and  escaped.  The 
greater  nmnber  lay  in  a  heap  at  the 
bottom. 

But  Kemesis  was  lying  in  wait  for 
them  in  masculine  shape  for  the  nonce. 

Harry  Bluffton  and  Frank  Brown  had 
also  taken  the  riverside  path  to  Hey- 
ward's  Hill  in  the  hope  of  meeting  Jack 
and  Funibois.  They  had  caught  no  butter- 
iflies.  For  two  reasons.  Harr\'  had  seen 
nothing  he  deemed  worth  capturing, 
and  Frank  would  not  h&ve  demeaned 
himself  so  far  as  to  run  after  the  loveliest 
■butterfly  that  ever  spread  its  wings  to  the 
•Sim.  Besides,  they  were  not  prepared 
with  boxes. 

"  Lot  of  nonsense  !  "  said  Harry,  gruffly, 
in  response  to  a  remark  of  Frank's.  "  If 
one  of  those  big  blue  butterflies  that  come 
from  the  Brazils  were  to  get  up  I  might 
■run  after  it — but  these  things  !  "  indicat- 
ing a  little  cloud  of  Meadow  Browns  " 
and  "  Skippers,"  '■  not  if  I  know  it." 

"  And  wuiming  gets  a  fellow  so  hot," 
added  Frank. 

"  Oh,  I  don't  mind  that,  if  there's  some- 
thing worth  running  for.  Hullo  !  here  are 
■Castor  and  Pollux.    What  sport,  boys  !  " 

"  Heaps  !  "  replied  Castor,  speaking  the 
literal  truth.  "  We've  caught  two  or 
three  dozens." 

"  Show  them  up.  Let's  have  a  look  at 
them." 

For  answer  Castor  took  off  the  creel 
and  removed  the  lid. 

Harry  looked  inside,  and  his  face  in- 
stantly flushed  fiery  red.  He  doubled  up 
ills  fists  and  turned  fiercely  upon  the 
thoiightless  Castor. 

"  You — you  young  brute  !  I've  a  good 
mind  to  serve  you  the  same.  Y^ou  ought 
to  be — to  be  shoved  into  the  Black  Hole 
of  Calcutta.  Y'ou  ought  to  be  pulled  to 
pieces  with  wild  horses.  Do  you  call  this 
collecting  butterflies  '?  It's  collecting  wings 
and  bodies,  legs  and  feelers.  Empty  the 
creel  into  the  river  and  put  the  poor  things 
out  of  their  misery,  or  I'll  give  you  the 
hottest  hiding  you  ever  had  in  yoiu-  life." 

"  I  didn't  think  I  vi  as  doing  any  harm,' 


rejoined  the  penitent  Castor,  humbly.  He 
knew  perfectly  well  that  Harry  w  as  able, 
and  very  likely  to  do,  as  he  had  threatened. 

'•  Of  coiirse  not.  It's  always  the  ex- 
cuse. No  harm  ?  No  harm  ?  Come  here. 
Frank,  catch  Pollux.    He's  as  bad." 

Harry  seized  Castor  by  the  ear  and  led 
him,  much  against  his  wiU,  towards  the 
river.  Frank  started  in  pursuit  of  Pollux. 
Old  salts  used  to  say  that  "  a  stem  chase 
is  always  a  long  chase."  This  was  a  short 
one.  Frank  was  too  tightly  buttoned  up 
to  run  far,  and  finding  that  Pollux  had 
gained  a  yard  or  two  in  the  first  hundred, 
he  gave  it  up  and  returned  to  his  chimi. 

"  Now  dip  the  creel  in  the  water  and 
drown  those  fragments  of  butterflies," 
said  Harrj',  forcing  Castor  on  his  knees 
beside  the  river,  here  about  three  feet 
deep. 

Castor  obeyed,  and  immersed  the  creel 
for  a  couple  of  minutes.  When  satisfied 
that  no  life  remained  in  the  shattered 
heap,  Harry  took  it  from  the  culprit,  at  the 
same  time  seizing  him  firmly  by  the  coUar. 

"Now  go  in  yourself,"  he  said,  pushing 
the  thoughtless  Castor  into  the  river,  where 
he  floundered  and  puffed  like  a  porpoise. 
"  Now  perhaps  you'll  know  better  than  to 
collect  butterflies  by  licaps.  If  the  Doctor 
sees  yom-  wet  clothes,  mind  you  tell  him  I 
pushed  you  into  the  river  ;  and  if  he  wants 
to  know  why,  refer  him  to  me.  Come 
along,  Franli." 

Harry  and  Frank  walked  away,  and 
Castor  scrambled  out  of  the  water,  in  ap- 
pearance much  like  a  half-drowned  rat. 
By  this  time  Pollux  was  a  mile  distant, 
and  still  rmrning.  Castor  picked  iip  his 
creel  and  set  off  after  him  as  fast  as  his 
wet  clothes  would  allow  him  to  run,  leav- 
him  the  "flappers  "  which  had  caused  his 
trouble,  behind  him. 

Nemesis  had  overtaken  him,  and  pushed 
him  into  the  Arrow.  The  cold  douche 
had  totally  eradicated  his  desire  to  form 
a  collection  of  butterflies — washed  it  out, 
in  fact. 

"  Why  didn't  you  catch  PoUux  ?  "  Harry 
asked.  "  It  isn't  justice  to  pamish  one 
wrongdoer  and  let  the  other  go  scot-free." 

Frank  squared  his  shoulders,  and  looked 
down  at  his  neat,  and  rather  tight  trousers, 
and  spick-and-span  patent-leather  boots. 

"  Weally,  Hawy,  you  mustn't  ask  me 
to  make  a  donkey  of  myself  in  that  way. 
Pollux  can  wun  as  fast  as  I,  and  well — 
weally — " 

"  Exactly.  Wunning  would  take  the 
polish  off  you.  All  right,  Frank ;  pohsh 
is  well  enough  in  its  place — on  j-om- 
Sunday  boots." 

The  two  "extremes,"  who  daily  proved 
the  truth  of  the  saying,  "  extremes  meet," 
by  being  almost  constantly  in  each  other's 
society,  and  sharing  a  study  in  common, 
pressed  forward  until  they  came  to  the 
path  through  the  brambles  leading  to 
Heyward's  Hill.  Here  Harry  suddenly 
stopped  and  pointed  out  a  beautiful  butter- 
fly perched  on  a  thistle  blossom. 

"  "  That  looks  hke  a  prize,"  he  said.  "  It's 
spotted  like  a  peacock." 

"  It's  a  beauty  !  "  exclaimed  Frank, 
with  more  enthusiasm  than  usual.  "  Shall 
we  catch  it  ?  " 

"Not  I.  You  can  if  you  like.  I've 
seen  enough  dead  birtterflies  for  to-day." 

Frank  looked  at  the  thorny  brambles, 
and  then  glanced  down  at  his  clothes. 
He   would   have   liked  to  capture  the 


butterfly,  but  he  had  his  garments  to 
consider.  Tliorns  and  cloth  have  a  way 
of  clinging  together  when  they  come  in 
contact  which  is  very  unpleasant  to  the 
wearer  of  the  latter.  The  dog's  tail  can- 
not wag  the  dog,  but  clothes  can  and  do 
wag  their  wearer.  Care  for  his  clothes 
decided  Frank. 

"  We'U  let  it  stay  where  it  is,  and  tell 
Jack  if  we  see  him,"  he  said. 

They  climbed  the  hill,  and  reached  the 
Koman  trench  just  as  the  "  Dingy  Skip- 
per "  and  his  yoimg  companions  left  it 
after  the  captirre  of  the  "  Purple  Em- 
perors."   The  two  parties  met. 

"  What  luck,  Jack  ?  "  Harry  asked. 

"Capital!"  was  the  reply,  and  Jack 
eniunerated  his  captives. 

"  There's  a  beautiful  brown  and  blue 
butterfly  with  wings  spotted  like  a  pea- 
cock's tail  on  a  thistle  among  the  brambles 
yonder,"  Harry  continued. 

"What?  What?"  cried  the  "Dingy 
Skipper,"  who  was  within  hearing.  "  Blue 
spots  ?  Why,  it's  a  Vanessa  lo — a  '  Pea- 
cock.'   Where  is  it,  boy  ?  " 

"Among  the  brambles,  yonder,"  Harry 
rephed,  pointing  to  the  thicket. 

Dr.  Drysdust  instantly  took  to  his  heels. 
A  boy  of  ten  could  not  have  got  down  the 
hiU  more  quickly.  The  boys  followed, 
laughing  heartily  at  their  leader's  comical 
figiu-e,  as,  hatless,  and  with  his  white  hair 
and  gauze  net  streaming  ia  the  wind,  he 
scuttled  rather  than  ran  in  the  direction 
of  the  bramble  thicket.  When  within  a 
few  yards  he  stopped  and  motioned  to  the 
boys  behind. 

"  Steady,  boys,  steady.  Let  me  advance 
alone.    On  a  thistle,  did  you  say,  boy  ?  " 

Harry  nodded,  and  the  ancient  entomo- 
logist bent  his  head  and  shoulders,  and 
stole  forward  as  warily  as  ever  did  scalp- 
hmiting  Indian.  Alas  !  when  he  reached 
the  brambles  he  could  not  see  the  thistle, 
to  say  nothing  of  the  butterfly. 

"  Oh,  these  eyes!"  he  whispered.  "I 
really  must  get  some  stronger  glasses. 
Here,  boy,  show  me  where  it  is." 

Harry  stepped  forward  and  pointed  out 
the  "Peacock."  The  ancient  one  saw  it 
now. 

"Aha!"  he  chuckled.  "Aha!  It  is 
a  VuTiessa  lo.  If  my  old  hand  hasn't 
lost  its  cunning,  it  will  soon  be  a  speci- 
men." 

Precious  little  Dr.  Drysdust  cared  for 
his  clothes  when  a  specimen  was  in  view. 
He  forced  a  way  through  the  brambles, 
holding  his  net  aloft,  and  came  up  behind 
the  butterfly,  which  was  ignorant  of  its 
enemy's  existence  imtil  it  found  itself 
under  the  net. 

"  I  have  it !  "  shouted  the  "  Dingy 
Skipper,"  "  as  fine  a  '  Peacock  '  as  I  ever 
saw.  We  are  havmg  famous  luck — famous 
luck.    I  feel  quite  yoimg  again." 

"  This  isn't  good  enough,"  said  Muggins 
major  to  his  brother.  "  Dr.  Drysdust  is 
having  all  the  fun,  and  we  have  to  be 
content  with  looking  on.  I'm  off  butter- 
fly-hunting on  my  own  accoimt.  Come 
on." 

And,  "  like  the  Arabs,"  to  slightly  alter 
Longfellow's  beautiful  lines,  the  Mug- 
ginses, major  and  minor,  folded  "  their 
tents,"  or,  rather,  gathered  up  the  angler's 
landing  net  and  the  knapsack  containing 
the  pill-boxes,  etc.,  "  and  as  silently " 
stole  "  away." 

(To  be  coHliniinl.) 
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A  uthor  of  •■  Tlie  Boifs  Own  Model  LocomoUve,"  "  Boy's  Own  Marine  Engine,"  etc.,  etc. 


PART  I. 


THIS  tight  little  is- 
land of  ours  every 
one  has,  I  think,  a 
1  liking  more  or  less 
for  the  water,  some 
preferring  the  sea 
with  its  sparkling 
waves  and  constant 
motion,  while  others 
feel  more  at  home 
on  the  quieter  waters 
of  a  lake  or  the  run- 
ning stream  of  an  inland  river ;  but  which- 
ever it  is  that  suits  the  individual  fancy, 
there  is  still  the  same  feeling  throughout,  and 
being  an  insular  people,  with  our  supremacy 
to  maintain  upon  the  sea,  it  is  only  right 
and  proper  that  it  should  be  so. 

With  our  appreciation  of  the  water  comes 
a  weakness  for  boats  of  all  kinds,  from  the 
youngster's  sixpenny  toy,  dug  out  from  a 
block  of  wood,  and  warranted  to  sail  keel 
uppermost  the  greater  part  of  the  time,  to  the 
graceful  and  also  expensive  yacht  that  same 
youngster  may  possibly  own  later  on,  a  vessel 
fit  to  carry  him  round  the  world  in  any 
weather. 

But  the  object  of  this  paper  is  not  to 
describe  a  sea-goin'3  yacht  of  that  kind,  or 
any  such  expensive  luxury. 

There  are  many  lads,  no  doubt,  living  close 
to  the  water's  edge,  or  sufficiently  near  to 
itilise  it,  to  whom  the  building  of  a  boat  to 
carry  themselves  and  a  friend  or  two  would 
present  an  insurmountable  difficulty,  and  the 
expense  of  purchasing  a  nicely  built  one  as 
great  an  obstacle,  and  it  is  with  the  idea  of 
helping  some  of  these  "lame  ducks"  over 
the  stile  that  I  propose  describing  how  to 
build  a  species  of  boat  which  is  both  sightly 


and  inexpensive,  will  be  found  light 
to  row,  and  draws  but  little  water, 
and  so  can  be  used  on  the  most 
shallow  streams,  and  at  the  same 
time  is  perfectly  safe  on  rougher 
water. 

It  will  be  found,  after  reading  the 
following  instructions,  easy  to  build, 
there  being  no  bent  timbers  required, 
and  a  little  care  is  simply  wanted  in 
fitting  the  edges  to  make  it  water- 
tight. 

Boat -building  differs  from  ordinary  car- 
pentering work  principally  in  this,  that 
whereas  the  latter  is  nearly  always  at  a  right 
angle  in  the  joints,  boat-building  is  seldom 
so,  most  of  the  joins  having  their  own  peculiar 
angle,  and  so  requires  more  care  in  fitting, 
but  you  will  get  over  this  difficulty  by  care- 
fully following  these  instructions. 

I  will  give  the  price  of  all  necessary  pur- 
chases as  we  go  on,  so  that  you  may  see  the 
entire  cost.  You  most  likely  have  the  few 
tools  required  in  making  it,  but  in  case  you 
should  not  have  all  of  them  I  will  just  men- 
tion that  you  will  require  a  panel  saw,  com- 
pass saw,  a  small  screw-driver,  not  more  than 
a  quarter  of  an  inch  across  the  edge,  a  large 
bradawl  makes  a  capital  one,  also  a  brace  with 
two  bits,  or  drills,  one  should  be  a  ^l^j  and 
the  other  a     to  be  used  as  a  countersink. 

The  Morse  twist  drills  (Fig.  1)  \yill  be  found 


Fig- 1. 

the  best,  as  they  cut  cleanest  and  always  run 
true.  You  may  be  disposed  to  think  that  any 
kind  of  drill  will  do,  but  when  you  have  so 
many  holes  to  make  it  is  of  great  importance 
that  "you  have  the  best  tool  to  drill  them  with, 
as  you  will  find  long  before  you  have  finished 
the  punt,  and  I  recommend  the  twist  drills, 
after  numerous  trials,  as  being  tlie  best  for 
all  kinds  of  work.  They  cut  the  hardest  oak 
as  easily  as  deal,  and  are  equally  useful  in 
drilling  metal,  but  they  require  care  in  han- 
dling, as  there  is  a  certain  amount  of  spring 
in  them,  especially  in  the  smaller  sizes,  and 


if  not  used  carefully  may  be  easily  broken. 
You  will  also  want  a  jack  plane  and  smooth- 
ing-plane,  hammer  and  chisel ;  also  get  a 
screwdriver  to  fit  the  brace,  as  otherwise  your 
hands  will  suffer,  the  punt  being  fastened  en- 
tirely with  screws,  of  which  there  are  over  five 
hundred.  A  bevel,  set-square,  and  foot-rule 
completes  the  lot ;  not  a  very  large  outfit  to 
commence  boat-building  with,  is  it  ? 

Now  with  respect  to  the  necessary  wood.  I 
settled  to  use  mahogany  for  part,  but  for  those 
who  would  prefer  building  it  as  cheaply  as 
possible,  good  pine  will  be  much  more  econo- 
mical, but  I  would  strongly  recommend,  that 
whatever  wood  you  use,  to  have  no  iron  fasten- 
ings, as  they  help  to  rot  the  wood  when  rusty, 
and  spoil  the  appearance  by  causing  stains 
to  appear  wherever  they  are,  and  as  for  this 
boat  we  shall  require  nothing  but  screws,  I 
suggest  that  you  get  brass  ;  they  are  much  the 
best,  although  dearer  in  first  cost.  You  will 
require  one  packet  containing  twelve  dozen 
of  No.  8,  one  inch  and  a  half  long,  costing 
2s.  8d.,  and  three  packets  containing  the  same 
number  of  No.  7,  one  inch  and  a  quarter  long, 
costing  2.5.  4d.  each,  and  five  dozen  screws 
one  inch  long,  costing  lOd.,  these  are  for  the 
fioor  gratings. 

The  price  of  the  wood  will  vary  at  different 
places,  so  that  I  can  hardly  fix  what  it  would 
come  to  ;  it  cost  me  altogether  ±'2  15s.  4d..  but 
then  I  was  using  mahogany  for  the  sides 
seats,  etc. 

Now  mahogany  is  not  kept 
in  straight  planks  like  deal,  so 
you  will  have  to  buy  the  pieces 
as  you  find  them,  and  judge  how 
they  will  cut  up  to  the  best  ad- 
vantage. 

You  will  require  about  thirty-two  feet  of 
mahogany  one  inch  thick,  and  rather  over  a 
foot  wide,  for  the  sides  and  seats  ;  also  four- 
teen feet  of  mahogany  three-quarters  of  an 
inch  thick  for  the  top  decking,  etc.  Sixty- 
eight  feet  of  pine  one  inch  thick  and  three 
inches  wide  will  be  required  for  the  cross- 
beams, and  sixty-five  feet  of  pine  half  an  inch 
thick  and  three  inches  wide  will  be  used  in 
the  floor-gi-atings.  Then  for  the  bottom,  six 
planks  three  quarters  of  an  inch  thick  by  nine 
inches  wide  and  nine  feet  long,  will  be  w  anted, 
and  also  twenty-four  feet  of  the  same  thick- 
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ness  and  width  for  the  ends,  etc. ;  this,  -with 
the  six  boards,  you  should  get  ready  tongued 
and  grooved,  as  it  will  save  you  a  lot  of  trouble, 
and  few  amateurs  have  the  necessary  planes. 
A  plank  of  curly-grained  oak,  six  feet  long 
by  an  inch  thick  and  six  inches  wide  for  the 
knees  and  extreme  ends,  completes  the  wood 
required.  Having  got  the  materials  together 
so  far,  you  can  commence  by  planing  the 
wood  upon  both  sides  with  the  jack  plane. 

For  short  pieces  a  carpenter's  bench  is  ex- 
tremely handy,  but  you  can  manage  easily 
without  that,  and  if  you  do  not  already 
possess  a  couple  of  trestles  you  will  find  two 
or  three  old  boxes  or  packing  cases,  about  two 
feet  by  three,  very  useful  for  laying  the  planks 
upon  while  planing  and  sawing  to  shape,  and 
they  can  be  used  later  on  to  raise  the  punt 
to  a  comfortable  height  whilst  building. 

Planing  the  wood  will  take  you  some 
considerable  time,  and  in  the  meanwhile  we 
will  have  a  short  chat  about  the  size  of  punt, 
etc. 

Punts  are  generally  built  long  and  narrow, 
from  eighteen  feet  upwards,  for  the  purpose 
of  keeping  them  straight  on  their  course 
while  being  propelled  on  one  side  by  means 
of  the  punt  pole  ;  but  as  this  boat  is  intended 
for  rowing,  and  as  it  was  desirable  to  keep 
her  as  light  as  possible  consistent  with 
strength,  twelve  feet  was  agreed  to  be  the 
utmost  length  advisable,  while  for  the  sake 
of  stability  and  roominess  three  feet  ten 
inches  was  fixed  for  beam  amidships,  and  it 
fully  answers  its  puipose  without  making  her 
look  too  tubby,  while  a  depth  of  one  foot 
gives  plenty  of  freeboard,  as  she  only  draws 
about  a  couple  of  inches. 

It  is  a  great  advantage  to  build  it  under 


The  best  manner  of  doing  this  is  by  a 
chalked  string.  Put  a  small  bradawl  into  the 
edge  at  a,  and  attach  a  length  of  fine  string 
to  it,  which  well  rub  with  chalk  until  you 
reach  b,  where  you  place  another  bradawl 
and  strain  the  string  tightly  round  it  and 
make  fast,  then  with  the  finger  and  thumb 


bradawl  or  small  nail  into  the  mahogany 
plank  behind  the  batten  at  the  ends  c  d. 
Now  pull  the  centre  of  the  batten  towards 
you  until  the  edge  runs  in  a  gradual  cur\  e 
through  the  points  cod.  Then  hold  it  in 
position  while  you  scribe  the  curve  on  the 
plank  with  pencil  or  bradawl.    When  that  is 
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Fig.  2. 


raise  the  string  about  g  and  let  go  suddenly, 
and  then  remove  the  bradawls  and  string, 
and  you  will  find  a  perfectly  straight  line 
marked  on  the  wood. 

Then  six  feet  from  the  end,  exactly  halfway 
between  a  and  b,  draw  the  line  c  d  at  a  right 
angle  by  means  of  your  set  square,  next  mark 
off  12  inches  from  c  for  the  extreme  depth, 
and  do  the  same  from  a  and  b,  and  draw  a 
line  through  these  points,  which  will  then  be 
parallel  with  a  b. 

Punts  have  generally  both  ends  alike,  but 
our  boat  being  so  short,  it  is  necessary  to 
carry  the  floor  further  aft  than  forward  to 
give  extra  floating  power  astern,  as  we  intend 
having  a  seat  there  for  two  persons  and 
their  weight  might  otherwise  put  her  down 
too  much,  so  mark  off  2  feet  from  the  for- 
ward end,  B,  Fig.  3,  along  the  bottom  line  as 
at  c,  and  raise  a  right  angle  there  1  inch 
high,  while  from  the  stern  end,  a,  maik  off 


I  done  mark  out  the  other  plank  in  exactly  the 
same  manner,  after  which  you  can  cut  them 
to  shape  with  the  compass  saw,  just  outside 
the  pencil  lines,  so  that  you  can  afterwards 
plane  up  to  them  and  be  exact.  By  no 
means  be  induced  (for  the  sake  of  saving  the 
trouble  of  measuring  each  board)  to  mark  one 
plank  out  from  the  other  after  it  is  sawn,  as 
it  will  most  likely  lead  to  mistake.  Any 
little  inaccuracy  in  sawing  out  the  first  plank 
gets  increased  considerably  on  the  other 
when  it  is  marked  round  it. 

Having  sawn  the  sides  out,  the  next  job  is 
to  secure  them  together  at  the  proper  distance 
apart  and  at  the  angle  you  wish  them  to  be. 
We  have  ah-eady  settled  that  3  feet  10  inches 
should  be  the  greatest  beam,  so  take  any  odd 
piece  of  plank  a  foot  deep — any  piece  will  do, 
as  it  is  only  for  temporally  use — see  that  the  top 
and  bottom  edges  are  straight  and  parallel, 
and  mark  two  lines  at  right  angles  to  the 
edges  3  feet  10  inches  apart,  as  at  a  b.  Fig.  4. 

The  sides  of  the  punt  require  to  be  slightly 
sloping  outwards  at  an  angle,  as  it  would  noti 
look  well  to  have  them  quite  straight,  so 
mark  off  If  inch  from  a  and  b  on  the 
bottom  edge  as  shown  at  c  d,  then  draw  a 


cover  if  possible,  so  make  use  of  a  shed  or 
loft  with  a  flat  floor,  and  see  that  the  door  is 
large  enough  to  get  the  punt  out  easily  when 
finished. 

You  may  think  this  very  unnecessary 
advice,  but  a  little  forethought  does  no  harm 
and  saves  a  lot  of  bother,  and  I  have  known 
of  several  cases  where  the  articles  were 
made  too  large  to  be  got  out  by  the  ordinary 
exit. 

In  a  cell  of  a  convent  in  Pennsylvania 
there  is  a  large  covered  basket,  much  too 
large  to  squeeze  through  the  little  door,  which 
was  made  by  an  industrious  nun  bent  upon 
doing  good  and  useful  work  for  the  convent, 
who  did  not  discover  until  after  many  weeks 
of  toil,  when  the  basket  was  finished,  that  it 
was  far  too  large  to  pass  through  the  door  of 
the  cell,  and  so  it  remains  there,  iti  pcrpctuam 
rci  mcmoriam. 

I  remember  also  a  large  copper  vat  made 
by  a  firm  who  had  to  liave  their  entrance 
gates  cut  down  before  they  could  get  it  off 
their  premises. 

I  built  my  punt  in  a  loft,  ani  had  to  let  it 
down  to  the  ground  by  a  tackle  sideways,  the 
door  being  too  narrow  to  allow  it  to  pass 
when  flat,  but  then  I  knew  I  should  have  to 
do  so  before  I  commenced  building,  and  any 
extra  trouble  that  way  was  well  compensated 
by  having  her  built  dry. 

The  wood  being  planed  smooth  all  over,  we 
will  commence  by  marking  out  the  sides.  If 
your  mahogany  is  in  one  long  plank,  mark 
off  two  pieces  12  feet  long,  and  saw  them 
apart,  then  place  one  of  the  lengths  on  your 
trestles  or  boxes,  and  mark  a  straight  line 
along  the  top  as  near  the  edge  as  the  shape  of 
plank  will  allow,  as  at  ab,  Fig.  2. 


only  1  foot,  and  raise  another  perpendicular 
as  at  D,  also  1  inch  high. 

Then  scribe  off  1  inch  below  a  and  b,  as  at 
E  and  r,  and  with  a  straight-edge  join  e  d 
and  c  F,  as  shown  by  the  dotted  lines. 

Now,  if  we  made  the  bottom  quite  flat,  the 
punt  would  not  turn  easily  while  rowing,  and 
if  left  on  mud,  would  have  great  suction,  so 
it  is  the  better  plan  to  make  it  a  gentle  curve 
gradually  rising  from  the  point  o  (which  is 
the  bottom  of  the  midship  line  c  d  in  Fig.  2, 
and  is  of  course  1  foot  nearer  c  than  d  in 


Fig.  4. 


line  from  b  to  d  and  a  to  c  which  wiU  give 
the  required  midship  section  of  the  punt, 
then  draw  the  central  line  f  g  square  with 
the  edge,  the  use  of  which  I  will  explain 
presently.  Now  take  your  panel  saw,  and  cu4 
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Fig.  5. 


Fig.  3,  to  the  top  of  the  lines  c  d,  as  shown 
by  dotted  line  there. 

To  get  this  curve  take  one  of  the  half-inch 
battens  and  place  it  on  edge,  then  drive  a 


along  the  lines  a  c  and  b  d,  and  the  section 
is  now  ready  for  use  as  a  temporary  mould 
for  building  to,  and  you  may  now  proceed  to 
fix  it  in  position.    Sweep  out  the  floor  oi 


ihe  loft  or  building  shed  if  it  is  very  dusty, 
.and  draw  a  perfectly  straight  chalk  line  on 
it  down  the  centre,  as  at  x  y.  Fig.  5,  then 
«halk  in  the  central  lino  m  n  at  I'ight  angles 
"to  it,  and  be  very  careful  it  is  perfectly  square, 
then  six  feet  from  that  line  on  either  side 
draw  the  lines  o  p  and  q  k,  also  quite 
sijuare  with  central  line. 

These  lines  enable  you  to  keep  your  boat 
.square  and  true,  and  require  to  be  carefully 
drawn,  as  you  might  otherwise  get  one  side  of 
the  punt  farther  ahead  than  the  other,  which 
TS'ould  look  very  bad  indeed. 

Having  got  these  lines  ti-ue,  mark  off  the 
beam  3  feet  10  on  the  midship  line  m  n,  as 
shown  by  the  two  dots,  and  as  we  want  to 
contract  the  ends  to  2  feet  (3  inches,  mark  off 
that  distance  on  the  lines  q  r  and  o  r  ;  this 
■will  of  course  be  1  foot  3  inches  on  each  side 
of  the  central  line  xy. 

Now  place  the  midship  section,  Fig.  4,  up- 
side down  on  the  chalk  line  m  n,  with  the 
central  line  f  g  you  previously  marked  on  it 
placed  exactly  on  the  chalk  line  x  y. 

Temporarily  block  it  up  in  that  position 
-«-ith  a  couple  of  boxes  on  either  side,  while 
you  place  the  mahogany  side  planks 
against  it. 

These  must  be  also  turned  upside  down 
with  the  central  line  c  d.  Fig.  2,  against  the 
«dge  of  the  section,  as  at  Fig.  6,  where  a  is 
the  section  and  b  b  the  sides. 

Then  to  keep  them  in  place  fasten  on  a 


D 


D 


Fif,'.  6. 


short  piece  of  inch  wood  c  across  the  top  by 
a  central  screw  at  c,  and  one  on  the  edn-e  of 
sides,  as  at  d  d. 

This  will  hold  it  together  sufTiciently  firm. 


while  you  bend  the  sides  to  the  required 
shape,  which  will  l;e  the  next  job. 

For  this  you  v,  ill  require  some  thin  rope, 
ordinary  clothes-line,  generally  sold  about 
three  yards  a  penny,  being  thick  enough,  sufti- 
cientto  take  aboutsix  turns  round  the  t«  o  ends 
moderately  loose  will  be  enough.  Fasten  the 
ends  of  line  together  with  a  reef  knot  so  that 
it  does  not  slip,  and  the  sides  with  section 
and  ropes  round  either  end  will  then  present 
the  appearance  of  a  n,  Fig.  7,  with  scdii.ii  at 
c.  These  ropes  are  now  to  be  twisted  to- 
gether by  means  of  two  short  levers,  until 
the  sides  of  the  punt  contract  to  the  required 
distance,  viz.  2  feet  0  inches.  You  will  get 
plenty  of  power  with  levers  2  feet  long ;  a 
couple  of  small  iron  rods  or  spare  pokers 
answer  capitally. 

The  pressure  exerted  in  bending  these  inch 
boards  is  very  great,  and  naturally  Jams  the 


These  are  placed  between  the  turns  of  the 
rope,  taking  off  all  the  pressure  of  friction 
from  surface  of  the  lever,  and  enables  it  to 
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rope  on  to  the  levers,  making  it  difficult  to 
push  them  partially  through  each  half  turn, 
as  you  must  do  to  clear  the  ground,  so  I 
thought  of  a  plan  which  saved  all  that 
trouble,  and  it  simply  censists  of  two  short 
tubes  about  4  inches  long  and  suflieiently 
large  to  allow  the  lever  to  pass  through 
easily. 


be  worked  easily.    Fig.  8  shows  this  arrange 
ment,  in  which  a  is  the  tube,  b  b  are  th 
sides,  c  c  is  the  rope  twisted  up,' 
and  D  is  the  lever. 

You  should  commence  to 
gradually  bring  the  sides  together 
by  taking  a  turn  at  each  end 
alternately,  running  the  lever 
through  to  rest  on  the  ground 
before  you  let  go,  until  you  have 
finally  contracted  them  to  a  dis- 
/  tance  of  2  feet  G  inches  at  the 

\  extreme  ends,   as  marked  on. 

your  chalk  lines  o  p  and  q  e,  in 
Fig.  5. 

While  doing  this  be  careful  to 
see  that  the  midship  section  does 
not  slip  off  the  central  line  m  n, 
and  that  when  the  ends  are 
drawn  together  to  the  proper 
distance,  that  they  are  also  per- 
fectly level  with  the  lines  o  p 
and  Q  E. 

You  will  find  this  amount  of  bend  will  give 
a  graceful  curve  to  the  sides,  and  will  also 
raise  the  centre  of  them,  together  with  the 
section,  about  one  inch  from  the  floor,  which 
gives  a  nice  amount  of  "  sheer  "  to  the  top  of 
the  gunwale. 

(To  be  continued.) 
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A  FAMOUS  AMERICAN  VAGABOND, 

By  J.  KoGERS  Eees, 

Aiilhor  of  "  T/ie  Pleasures  of  a  BooHuorm"  etc  ,  etc. 


THOSE  who  have  read  our  first  paper  on 
Thoreau— scholar-gipsy,  pencil-maker, 
poet,  day-labourer,  naturalist,  lecturer,  land- 
surveyor,— will  naturally  inquire  what  his 
personal  appearance  was. 

A  friend  of  his  describes  him  thus  :— "In 
height  he  was  about  the  average ;  in  his 
build  square,  with  limbs  that  were  rather 
longer  than  usual,  or  of  which  he  made  a 
longer  use.  His  features  were  marked  ;  the 
nose  aquiline,  or  very  Roman,  like  one  of  the 
portraits  of-C;psar  (more  like  a  beak,  as  was 
said) ;  large  overhanging  brows  above  the 
deepest-set  blue  eyes  that  could  be  seen, — 
blue  in  certain  lights,  and  in  others  grey; 
the  forehead  not  unusuahy  broad  or  high, 
full  of  concentrated  energy  and  purpose  ;  the 
mouth  with  prominent  lips,  pursed  up  with 
meaning  and  thought  when  silent,  and  giving 
out  when  open  a  stream  of  the  most  varied 
and  unusual  and  instructive  sayings.  His 
whole  figure  had  an  active  earnestness,  as  if 
he  had  no  moment  to  waste ;  the  clenched 
hand  betokened  purpose.  In  walking  he 
made  a  short  cut,  if  he  could,  and  when 
sitting  ia  the  shade  or  by  the  wall-side. 


seemed  merely  the  clearer  to  look  forward 
into  the  next  piece  of  activity.  The  intensity 
of  his  mind,  like  Dante's,  conveyed  the 
bi'eathing  of  aloofness,— his  eyes  bent  on  the 
ground,  his  long  swinging  gait,  his  hands 
perhaps  clasped  behind  him,  or  held  closely 
at  his  side, — the  fingers  made  into  a  fist." 

When,  later  in  life,  he  went  here  and  there 
delivering  lectures,  the  first  impression  with 
people  who  met  him  was  that  he  was  peddling 
small  wares — jewelry,  spectacles,  books,  cVe. 

Much  has  been  written  regarding  the 
terms  of  intimacy  which  existed  between 
Thoreau  and  the  birds  and  beasts  of  the 
woods.  Thomas  Fuller,  referring  to  Butler, 
the  apiologist,  says  that  "  either  he  had  told 
the  bees  things,  or  the  bees  had  told  him." 
It  is  recorded  that  one  day  a  live  leveret  was 
brought  to  St.  Francis  of  Assisi,  who  with 
heart  moved  to  pity,  said :  "  Little  brother 
leveret,  come  to  me  "  ;  and  forthwith  it  came 
and  nestled  in  the  cloak  of  the  caller.  Love 
of  and  sraipathy  with  all  that  exists  seem  to 
be  the  only  secrets  of  this  magnetic  power. 
"  You  only  need  sit  still  long  enough  in  some 
attractive  spot  in  the  woods,"  says  Thoreau, 


"  that  all  its  inhabitants  may  exhibit  them- 
selves to  you  by  turns." 

"  Thoreau  named  all  the  birds  without  a 
gun,  a  weapon  he  never  used  in  mature  years. 
He  neither  killed  nor  imprisoned  any  animal, 
unless  driven  by  acute  needs.  He  brought, 
home  a  flying  squirrel,  to  study  its  mode  of 
flight,  but  quickly  carried  it  back  to  the 
wood."  He  tells  us  of  his  companionship' 
with  dumb  creatures  at  Walden.  "  The  mice 
which  haunted  my  house."  he  says,  "  were 
not  the  common  ones,  which  are  said  to  have 
been  introduced  into  the  country,  but  a  wild 
native  kind  not  found  in  the  village.  I  sent 
one  to  a  distinguished  naturalist,  and  it 
interested  him  much.  When  I  was  building, 
one  of  these  had  its  nest  underneath  the 
house,  and  before  I  had  laid  the  second  floor, 
and  swept  out  the  shavings,  would  come  out 
regularly  at  lunch-time  and  pick  up  the 
crumbs  at  my  feet.  It  probably  had  never 
seen  a  man  before ;  and  it  soon  became 
quite  familiar,  and  would  run  over  my  shoes 
and  up  my  clothes.  It  could  readily  ascend 
the  sides  of  the  room  by  short  impulses,  like 
a  squirrel,  which  it  resembled  in  its  motions. 
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length,  as  I  leaned  with  my  elbow  on  the 
ench  one  day,  it  ran  up  my  clothes,  and 
long  my  sleeve,  and  round  and  round  the 
aper  which  held  my  dinner,  while  I  kept  the 
itter  close,  and  dodged  and  played  at  bo- 
eep  with  it ;  and  when  at  last  I  held  still  a 
iece  of  cheese  between  my  thumb  and 
inger,  it  came  and  nibbled  it,  sitting  in  my 
land,  and  afterward  cleaned  its  face  and 
laws,  like  a  tly,  and  walked  away. 

"  A.  phoebe  soon  built  in  my  shed,  and  a 
obin  for  protection  in  a  pine  which  grew 
.gainst  the  house.  In  June  the  partridge, 
,'hich  is  so  shy  a  bird,  led  her  brood  past  my 
findows,  from  the  woods  in  the  rear  to  the 
ront  of  my  house,  clucking  and  calling  to 
hem  like  a  hen,  and  in  all  her  behaviour 
■roving  herself  the  hen  of  the  woods.  The 
oung  suddenly  disperse  on  your  approach, 
it  a  signal  from  the  mother,  as  if  a  whirl- 
wind had  swept  them  away ;  and  they  so 
xactly  resemble  the  dried  leaves  and  twigs, 
hat  many  a  traveller  has  placed  his  foot  in 
he  midst  of  a  brood,  and  heard  the  whir 
f  the  old  bird  as  she  flew  oS,  and  her 
nxious  calls  and  mewing,  or  seen  her  trail 
ler  wings  to  attract  his  attention,  without 
uspecting  their  neighbourhood.  The  parent 
nil  sometimes  roll  and  spin  round  before 
ou  in  such  a  deshabille,  that  you  cannot,  for 
,  few  moments,  detect  what  kind  of  creature 
t  is.  The  young  squat  still  and  flat,  often 
unning  their  heads  under  a  leaf,  and  mind 
>nly  their  mother's  directions  given  from  a 
iistance,  nor  will  your  approach  make  them 
un  again  and  betray  themselves.  You  may 
ven  tread  on  them,  or  have  your  eyes  on 
hem  for  a  minute  without  discovering  them, 
have  held  them  in  my  open  hand  at  such  a 
ime,  and  still  their  only  care,  obedient  to 
heir  mother  and  their  instinct,  was  to  squat 


there  without  fear  or  trembling.  So  perfect 
is  this  instinct,  that  once,  when  I  had  laid 
them  on  the  leaves  again,  and  one  accident- 
ally fell  on  its  side,  it  was  found  with  the 
rest  in  exactly  the  same  position  ten  minutes 
afterwards.  They  are  not  callow  like  the 
young  of  most  birds,  but  more  perfectly 
developed  and  precocious  even  than  chickens. 
The  remarkably  adult  yet  innocent  expression 
of  their  open  and  serene  eyes  is  very  memor- 
able. All  intelligence  seems  reflected  in 
them.  They  suggest  not  merely  the  purity 
of  infancy,  but  a  wisdom  clarified  by  experi- 
ence. Such  an  eye  was  not  born  when  the 
bird  was,  but  is  coeval  with  the  sky  it 
reflects.  The  woods  do  not  yield  such 
another  gem.  The  traveller  does  not  often 
look  into  such  a  limpid  well.  .  .  .  These 
were  my  hens  and  chickens. 

"  It  is  remarkable  how  many  creatures  live 
wild  and  free,  though  secret,  in  the  woods, 
and  still  sustain  themselves  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  towns,  suspected  by  hunters 
only.  How  retired  the  otter  manages  to 
live !  He  grows  to  be  four  feet  long,  as 
big  as  a  small  boy,  perhaps  without  any 
human  being  getting  a  glimpse  of  him.  I 
formerly  saw  the  raccoon  in  the  woods  be- 
hind where  my  house  is  built,  and  probably 
still  heard  their  whinnering  at  night.  Com- 
monly I  rested  an  hour  or  two  in  the  shade 
at  noon,  after  planting,  and  ate  my  lunch, 
and  read  a  little  by  a  spring  which  was  the 
source  of  a  swamp  and  of  a  brook,  oozing 
from  under  Brister's  Hill,  half  a  mile  from 
my  field.  The  approach  to  this  was  through 
a  succession  of  descending  grassy  hollows, 
full  of  young  pitch-pines,  into  a  larger  wood 
about  the  swamp.  Here  in  a  very  secluded 
and  shaded  spot,  under  a  spreading  v^^hite- 
pine,  there  was  yet  a  clean,  firm  sward  to  sit 
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on.  I  had  dug  out  the  spring  and  made  a 
well  of  clear  grey  water,  where  I  could  dip 
up  a  pailful  without  soiling  it,  and  thither  I 
went  for  this  purpose  ahiio.^t  every  day  in 
midsummer,  when  the  poiul  was  warmest. 
Thither,  too,  the  woodcock  led  her  brood,  to 
probe  the  mud  for  worms,  flying  but  a  foot 
above  them  down  the  bank,  while  they  ran  in 
a  troop  beneath  ;  but  at  last,  spying  me,  she 
would  leave  her  young  and  circle  round  and 
round  me,  nearer  and  nearer,  till  within  four 
or  five  feet,  pretending  broken  wings  and 
legs,  to  attract  my  attention  and  get  off  her 
young,  who  would  already  have  taken  up 
their  march,  with  faint  wiry  peep,  single  file, 
through  the  swamp,  as  she  directed.  Or  I 
heard  the  peep  of  the  young  when  I  could 
not  see  the  parent  bird.  There,  too,  the 
turtle-doves  sat  over  the  spring,  or  fluttered 
from  bough  to  bough  of  the  soft  white-pines 
over  my  head ;  or  the  red  squirrel,  coursing 
down  the  nearest  bough,  was  particularly 
familiar  and  inquisitive." 

Thus  Thoreau  draws  his  brute  friends  to- 
wards him  as  if  by  secret  magnetic  attrac- 
tions, and  never  seems  to  fail  in  the  long 
run  in  finding  what  he  seeks.  "  One  of  his 
friends,"  according  to  H.  A.  Page,  "  has  given 
an  almost  ludicrous  account  of  his  helpless 
endeavours  to  free  himself  from  the  society 
of  a  squirrel  of  a  peculiar  species  which 
he  had  taken  for  a  time  in  order  to  ob- 
serve its  habits  and  mode  of  movement. 
More  than  once  he  conveyed  the  little  crea- 
ture to  the  tree  from  which  he  had  taken  it, 
but  it  immediately  returned  to  his  hand,  sat 
there,  and  declined  to  betake  itself  to  its  old 
haunts — at  length  hiding  its  head  in  the 
folds  of  his  waistcoat,  a  demonstration  that 
he  could  not  resist.  He  therefore  marched 
his  pet  back  to  the  hut." 


SOME  aUEER  USES  OF  ANIMALS. 

By  De.  Arthur  Stradling,  f.z.s., 

Author  of  "  Out-of-the-way  Pets,"  "A  Tussle  icith  a  Serpen!"  etc.,  etc. 


tN  the  Siberian  Alps  lives  a  little  rodent, 
something  like  a  rabbit,  but  a  good  deal 
mailer.  It  is  called  Lagomys  by  naturalists, 
rat  I  can't  tell  you  what  name  the  Tartars 
^ve  it — they  have  a  name  for  it,  for  certain, 
'or  it  is  a  serviceable  little  animal  to  them. 
This  small  rodent  is  a  hay -maker  ;  it  nibbles 
.he  long  grasses  through  at  the  base,  and 
hen  stacks  them  up  until  it  has  accumulated 
1  pile  of  hay  sometimes  five  feet  high  and 
iwenty-five  feet  in  circumference.  And  when 
she  mound  is  completed  and  the  poor 
Lagomys  is  going  to  make  himself  comfort- 
ible  for  a  little  time  and  retire  from  business, 
she  lazy  Tartar  comes  along  and  coolly  ap- 
propriates the  hay-rick  as  food  for  his  horses. 
-  Amongst  other  remedies  for  the  plague  of 
rabbits  in  Australia,  a  sheep-farmer  there 
has  recently  got  over  a  lot  of  live  skunks  from 
South  America,  in  the  hope  that  the  smell 
will  drive  the  bunnies  away.  I  hope  it  may 
answer,  I'm  sure,  but  I  doubt  it.  The  skunk 
is  not  a  fragrant  creature  by  any  means,  and 
I  suppose  the  rabbit  may  object  to  its  horrify- 
ing odour  (for  it  really  is  an  agony)  as  much 
as  most  other  animals  do.  I  have  seen  horses 
shy  at  the  smell,  and  plucky  dogs  fly  howling 
from  it.  But  the  skunk  ejects  this  evil- 
smelling  fluid  only  when  alanned  or  in  danger, 
and  at  other  times  is  the  most  inoffensive 
'  creature  imaginable ;  I  have  known  skunks 
domesticated  and  running  about  a  house  like 
cats,  and  if  I  am  not  mistaken,  there  is  one 
at  the  Zoo  now  which  you  can  take  in  your 
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arms  like  a  pet  kitten  with  perfect  confidence, 
so  I  don't  see  why  they  and  the  rabbits  should 
not  get  on  very  amicably  together.  Weasels 
and  mongooses  have  been  exported  to  Aus- 
tralia in  large  numbers,  also  in  the  expecta- 
tion of  their  extenninating  the  furry  little 
spoilers  of  the  land  ;  but  the  introduction  of 
a  new  animal  or  plant  into  a  country  is 
always  a  very  dangerous  experiment— the 
thistle  and  rabbit  in  that  quarter  of  the 
world,  and  the  sparrows  in  New  York,  are  sad 
proofs  of  this.  You  never  know  what  the 
end  of  it  will  be,  or  what  great  (and  usually 
disastrous)  consequences  may  result  from  the 
placing  of  an  apparently  insignificant  creature 
in  a  country  which  is  not  its  own.  Lions  or 
tigers  or  wolves  might  do  far  less  harm  than 
a  tiny  beetle  ;  fortunately,  these  attempts  at 
acclimatisation  generally  fail.  You  know  how 
the  great  grey  Kussian  rat,  now  the  common 
inhabitant  of  our  sewers,  has  completely 
deposed  the  old  Enghsh  black  rat,  a  com- 
paratively harmless  little  brute.  Look  again 
at  what  that  innocent  creature  the  goat  has 
done  by  its  uncalled-for  establishment  in 
sundry  regions,  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope  and 
St.  Helena,  for  instance,  and  what  it  will  no 
doubt  do  for  New  Guinea  where  it  has  been 
recently  introduced,  if  it  thrives  there.  Goats 
love  to  browse  upon  young  saplings  and 
shrubs.  When  the  old  trees  die,  there  are 
thus  no  young  ones  to  take  their  place,  and 
deforestation  occurs.  The  undergrowth  which 
1  flourished  in  the  shade  of  these  disappears, 


and  with  it  the  birds  and  animals  which  it 
sheltered.  The  rainfall  on  the  hills  is  no 
longer  stored  and  regulated  by  trees,  so  that 
constant  streams  give  place  to  torrents  which 
flood  the  lowlands  alternating  with  drought, 
and  fertile  valleys  and  plains  are  laid  watte. 
This  is  what  the  unnecessary  goat  has  actually 
accomplished  already. 

Speaking  of  weasels,  when  you  go  to  nurse 
that  skunk  at  the  Zoological  Gardens,  notice 
a  pair  of  common  English  weasels  in  the 
same  house — the  Small  Cats'  House,  up  by 
the  kangaroos  ;  the  skunk  is  right  up  at  the 
top,  in  the  left  hand  corner,  I  think,  while 
the  weasels  are  in  a  wire  cage  on  the  right, 
immediately  behind  the  door.  They  are  the 
liveliest,  prettiest  little  chaps  you  ever  saw ; 
it  seems  impossible  to  connect  them  with  the 
idea  of  their  being  savage,  bloodthirsty  de- 
stroyers of  chickens  and  rabbits  as  they  play 
and  dart  about.  We  have  few  enough  native 
animals  left  in  this  country,  but  I  believe 
that  most  of  us  know  more  about  those  of 
India  and  Africa  than  we  do  of  the  very  in- 
teresting creatures  aroimd  us. 

Most  birds  will  eat  snakes  when  they  get 
the  chance — of  suitable  size,  that  is  ;  you 
cannot  expect  a  lark  to  swallow  a  boa-con- 
strictor. The  other  day  three  young  vipers 
were  found  in  a  pheasant's  crop,  while  the 
crops  of  two  others  revealed  respectively 
1,200  wireworms  and  440  of  the  destruc- 
tive larva;  of  tlie  daddy-longlegs,  so  it 
1  has  been  proposed  to  utilise  these  beautiful 


birds  as  exterminators  also.  But  no  bird  is 
more  addicted  to  a  snaky  diet  than  the  pea- 
cock ;  moreover,  he  seems  to  be  especially 
fond  of  vipers,  and  will  frequently  desert 
the  home  where  he  is  fed  for  localities  abound- 
ing with  this  reptile.  Some  years  ago,  a 
London  banker  purchased  a  small  island  on 
the  west  coast  of  Scotland,  intending  to  erect 
a  house  there  for  the  fishing  and  shooting 
season,  but  found  it  teeming  with  adders  to 
such  an  extent  as  to  be  almost  uninhabitable. 
Six  pairs  of  pea-fowl  were  sent  there,  and  in 
a  very  short  time  the  island  was  rid  of  its 
venomous  denizens.  Pigs,  too,  are  great 
devourers  of  serpents,  and  did  the  same 
service  for  Mauritius  as  the  peacocks  ren- 
dered on  the  Scotch  island. 

Pigs,  as  well  as  small  and  now  somewhat 
rare  dogs,  called  distinctively  truffle-hounds, 
are  taught  to  hunt  for  those  underground 
delicacies  in  France.    Perhaps  it  would  be 


more  correct  to  say  that  they  do  this  without 
teaching,  on  their  own  account,  and  that 
careful  observation  enables  those  who  watch 
them  to  detect  when  they  have  discovered  the 
situation  of  a  trulHe,  and  to  forestall  them  of 
their  prize.  Truffles  are  expensive  luxuries 
now  and  well  worth  hunting,  but  in  days 
gone  by  they  were  the  rage,  and  extravagant 
sums — equal  to  their  weight  in  gold — were 
given  for  very  large  ones  by  French  nobles. 

France  reminds  me  that  in  the  Luxembourg 
there  is  a  very  old  painting,  representing  a 
giraffe  laden  and  led  as  a  beast  of  burden ; 
which  would  seem  to  indicate  that  this  long- 
necked  son  of  Africa  may  have  been  once 
semi-domesticated.  Very  useful,  I  should  say, 
for  delivering  goods  at  second-floor  windows  ; 
or,  properly  trained,  might  make  a  service- 
able fire-escape  !  But  the  funny  thing  about 
this  picture  is  that  it  was  in  existence  long 
before  the  giraffe  was  known,  and  was  looked 


upon  as  a  mythic  creation  of  the  painter';| 
brain  ;  that  is  to  say,  the  giraffe  has  been  disji 
covered,  forgotten,  and  re-discovered,  like  th(' 
gorilla,  the  hippopotamus,  the  singing-fish,  thi 
climbing-perch,  and  many  other  inhabitant: 
of  land  and  water.    How  many  bones  do  yoi 
think  the  giraffe  has  got  in  his  ladder-hki 
neck?    Seven,  just  the  same  as  you  have 
and  the  mouse  and  dog  have,  and  the  whali 
and  hippopotamus  have,  which  look  as  if  the;, 
had  no  necks  at  all.  They  can  butt  pretty  hari 
with  their  three  little  horns.  Frank  BucklaiT 
was  standing  in  the  giraffes'  house  at  tli 
Zoo  one  day  talking  to  a  friend,  when  one 
them  suddenly  swung  its  head  at  him  with 
force  that  would  have  given  him  a  iiast; 
thump  if  it  had  caught  him.    It  came  banf 
against  the  wall  instead — you  can  see  tin 
dent  there  on  the  right-hand  side. 

(To  he  continued.) 


TOKENS:    WHAT  ARE  THEY,  AND  SHALL  BOYS  COLLECT  THEM? 

By  George  Williamson,  f.k.s.l.,  f.r.hist.soc,  etc. 


BOYS  are  sure  to  collect  coins.  Most  boys 
do,  as  w-e  have  already  said  in  another 
article,  and  a  very  curious  mixture 'a  boy's 
collection  of  coins  generally  is. 

Amongst  the  odds  and  ends  that  form  the 
treasured  hoard  are,  however,  almost  always 
to  be  found  some  tokens,  and  of  these  the 
youthful  collector  generally  knows  less  than 
he  does  of  the  rest.  All  are  grouped  together 
as  "old  coins,"  and  the  common  generic 
term  applied  to  every  description  of  circular 
pieces  of  metal  that  comes  within  the  grasp 
of  our  young  friend. 

Such  a  description,  however,  will  not  suit 
an  accurate  and  careful  student,  and  we 
must  learn  to  distinguish  between  coins  and 
lokejis  as  one  of  the  first  principles  of 
numismatic  study.  Let  us  take  a  familiar 
example  or  two.  A  merchant  pays  into  his 
banking  account  a  quantity  of  gold  and 
silver,  and  a  lot  of  cheques,  drafts,  bills,  and 
acceptances.  The  banker  knows  him  to  be 
an  honest  and  an  honourable  man,  and  so 
groups  the  whole  lot  together,  and  makes  an 
entry  in  his  pass  book  as  so  much  cash  or 
money.  But  perhaps  some  of  it  does  not 
turn  out  to  be  money.  Some  one  of  the 
cheques  is  not  met,  the  drawer  of  it  has 
perhaps  overdrawn  his  account,  or  wrongly 
signed  it,  or  not  provided  for  meeting  the 
bill  or  draft,  and  back  it  comes  to  the 
merchant.  An  entry  is  made  by  the  banker 
charging  this  returned  cheque  to  the 
merchant,  and  what  a  day  or  two  ago  was  a 
cheque  worth  £50,  may  now  be  only  a  piece 
of  waste  paper. 

Again,  a  man  goes  into  a  shop  to  buy  a  hat 
which  comes  to  a  sovereign,  and  ofi'ers  to 
draw  a  cheque  for  it.  The  shopkeeper  says, 
"Beally,  sir,  I  am  very  sorry,  but  I  don't 
know  you  :  I  would  rather  have  money,"  and 
out  the  man  pulls  a  bundle  of  bank  notes. 
"  You  will  take  a  note?  "  the  buyer  asks  ;  and, 
if  it  is  one  of  the  Bank  of  England,  the  reply 
is  sure  to  be  "  Yes."  Perhaps,  however,  it  is 
a  note  from  some  bank  at  Durham,  or  New- 
castle, or  a  Scotch  note,  and  the  hat  is  being 
bought  in  Cornwall.  Why  then  again  there 
is  a  difficulty,  and  the  buyer  may  have  a  big 
roll  of  notes  and  a  cheque-book  in  his 
pocket,  and  yet  be  in  a  difficult  position  for 
a  sovereign. 

Why  is  all  this?  Is  not  the  answer 
plain  that  when  the  bank  which  issued  the 
note,  or  the  banker  whose  cheque  it  is,  is  un- 
known to  the  man  who  sells  the  hat,  the 


PART  I. 

note  or  cheque  is  no  longer  money,  but  only 
a  token  for  money  ?  A  token  depends  for  its 
value  upon  your  knowledge  of  the  man  or 
corporation  who  issued  it,  and  upon  his 
credit  in  the  world.  A  Bank  of  England  note 
is  not  strictly  money.  It  is  a  promise  to  pay 
money.  Bead  it ;  what  does  it  say  ?  "  I 
promise  to  pay  to  the  bearer  five  pounds," 
and  it  is  signed  by  the  chief  cashier  to  the 
bank.  As  long  as  we  believe  that  there  is 
gold  at  the  Bank  of  England  we  treat  the 
note  as  money.  Supposing,  however,  we  did 
not  believe  there  was  enough  gold  at  the 
bank  to  meet  its  notes,  or  for  some  cause  or 
other  the  reserve  at  the  bank  fell  below 
what  would  be  sufficient  :  then  the  note  would 
be  at  discount — that  is,  not  at  full  value— 
and  it  would  no  longer  be  equivalent  to  five 
golden  sovereigns.  In  a  sense  all  our  coins 
are  only  Government  tokens,  issued  by  a 
Government  on  its  credit  ;  but  w-e  must  not 
go  into  that  question,  or  you  will  be  asking 
"  What,  then,  is  money  ?  "  and  we  shall  have 
got  into  a  discussion  upon  financial  matters 
ihat  may  be  too  deep  for  you. 

A  token,  then,  in  England,  is  a  promise  to 
pay  gold  or  silver  regal  money  (Government 
money,  that  is)  in  exchange  for  one  or  more 
of  the  tokens,  and  the  token  may  be  written 
or  printed  on  paper,  or  stamped  on  brass  or 
copper  or  silver. 

Just  now  there  has  been  a  serious  diffi- 
culty pn  the  Stock  Exchange,  and  possibly 
you  may  have  heard  of  it.  What  has  been 
the  reason  of  the  commotion  and  panic  ? 
Simply  the  want  of  gold.  Some  other 
countries — Eussia,  for  example — have  wanted 
a  lot  of  gold.  English  banks  have  sent  it, 
and  then  have  found  themselves  short,  and  a 
deficiency  in  gold  at  once  lowers  the  value  of 
all  the  tokens  upon  which  business  arrange- 
ments are  made. 

Long  years  ago  this  want  of  gold  and 
silver  was  more  difficult  still,  and  it  is  to 
this  want  that  we  attribute  the  issue  of 
copper  and  brass  tokens.  Now,  having 
gone  broadly  into  the  question,  let  us  look  at 
it  a  little  more  closely  from  the  collector's 
point  of  view. 

In  the  early  years  of  the  Commonwealth, 
immediately  following  the  execution  of  King 
Charles  I.,  there  was  a  very  great  scarcity  of 
silver  money.  Speaking  broadly  (because 
there  were  unimportant  exceptions),  there 
was  no  copper  money,  and  nothing  in  general 
use  in  silver  worth  less  than  oJ.    We  all 


know  the  advantage  of  coppers  now,  but 
the  time  of  which  we  are  speaking,  an 
which  lasted  from  1648  to  1672,  food  an^ 
necessaries  were  far  lower  in  price  than  thi' 
are  now,  and  the  purchase  by  the  poo 
trading,  classes  of  small  amounts  was  ver 
difficult  from  the  absence  of  small  money. 

What  happened  ?  you  ask.    Well,  first 
all  the  Government  talked  about  the  difficult 
as  Governments  do,  and  said  it  ought  to  b 
remedied — which  was  good,  so  far.  Then  the 
issued  patterns  for  a  coinage,  which  wa 
better  still ;  but,  as  they  got  no  further,  th 
evil    remained.     Charles    II.  allowed 
favourite  of  his  to  make  some  farthings  ;  bu 
as  he.  Lord  Harrington,  wanted  to  make 
fortune  out  of  the  privilege,  he  made  th 
farthings  so  thin  that  they  broke  in  th 
fingers  into  pieces,  and  people  refused  to  tak 
them. 

Still,  the  outcry  remained  for  farthings  an 
halfpence,  and  then,  finding  that  Governmer 
only  talked  and  talked,  the  people  began  t 
remedy  the  evil  themselves.  It  was  ver 
wrong,  no  doubt,  for  people  to  disobey  th 
law  and  make  their  own  money ;  but  they  di 
it,  and  within  the  thirty  years  of  which  w 
speak  some  tliirteen  thousand  varieties  c 
farthing  and  halfpenny  tokens  were  issuei 
Who  began  the  issue  we  cannot  tell ;  but  w 
rather  think  it  was  Bristol,  for  back 
Elizabeth's  time  Bristol  had  been  permittee 
as  a  special  favour,  to  issue  tokens,  and  i 
1594  tokens  were  issued  by  the  Mayor  c 
Bristol. 

W'e  think  these  were  taken  as  the  patter 
for  what  is  now  called  the  seventeent 
century  series  of  tokens. 

What  are  these  tokens  like  ?  is  the  nes 
question.  They  are  very  small,  the  farthing 
smaller  than  Victorian  farthings  and  (b 
halfpence  smaller  than  our  halfpennie 
The  farthings  are  by  far  the  most  numeror 
and  connnon,  and  as  almost  every  town  an 
pretty  ncaiiy  every  village  in  England  issue 
them,  our  boy  collector  is  pretty  sure  to  fin 
some,  we  should  say,  in  his  town  or  village. 

Seventeenth  centJury  tokens  ai-e  very  thii 
about  a  quarter  of  the  thickness  of  a  farthiuj 
and  are  of  brass  or  copper,  usually  brass.  0 
one  side  they  bear  the  name  of  the  man  wb 
issued  them  ;  as,  for  example  : — 

WILL  PAGC.ET  AT  THE 

and  then,  in  the  middle,  or  field  as  it  is  tecl 
nically  called,  a  mitre,  being  the  sign  of  h; 
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shop  or  tavern.  On  the  other  side  this  token 
would  read :  miter  in  fleet  street,  and  in 
the  middle,  the  man's  initials  and  the  initial 
of  his  wife,  thus :  w  e  p.  The  two  sides  of  the 
token  have  their  special  names:  "  obverse"  for 
the  side  with  the  issuer's  name,  and  "reverse" 
the  other  side  ;  and  these  words  are  abbre- 
viated into  o.  K,  so  that  in  writing  down  the 
description  of  the  token  we  have  taken  for 
an  example  we  should  put  it  thus  : — 

o .  WILL .  PAGET .  AT  .  THE  .  =  A  mitre. 

Jjc.  MITEK  .  IN  .  FLEET  .  STREET  .  =  W  .  E  .  P  . 

■  Now  let  us  look  at  a  halfpenny  token,  and 
for  that  we  go  to  Southwark  and  take  one  of 
the  tokens  that  we  illustrate  in  Fig.  1.  This 


Fig.  1. 

was  probably  issued  at  a  tavern  called  the 
Duke's  Head,  in  Southwark,  and  reads — 

O.    EICHAKD.    BLAKE.    TAPSTEB.  =  BuSt  of 

the  Duke  of  Suffolk.  5 

I^.  IN.  SOVTHWABK.  1GG9  =  HIS  HALF  PENY. 

E.  r.  B. 

Tokens  were  not  always  issued  by  traders, 
sometimes  they  were  made  by  corporations 
or  companies  or  guilds,  and  as  examples  we 
give  two  tokens  struck  in  Kendal  in  West- 


^  Fig.  3. 

moreland  (Figs.  2.  and  3).  These  read  as 
follows  : — 

O  .  MERCEES  .  COMPANY  .  IN  .    KENDAL  .  =  The 

Mercers'  arms.  J 
Ijb  K.  K.  1657  =  Arms  of  the  Corporation 
of  Kendal. 
The  K.  K.  mean  Kirkley,  Kendal.  And 

O  .  COMPANY  .  OF  .   SHEARMEN  .  =  A    pair  of 

cropper's  shears. 
Ijt;  IN.  KEND.ALL.  1666  =  A  tcasel  brush.  ^ 

From  these  three  examples  a  general  idea 
will  be  gained  as  to  the  appearance  of  these 


tokens,  and  now  w-e  give  some  information 
about  their  use. 

"Where  they  were  made  we  do  not  often 
know,  save  as  to  the  London  ones,  many  of 
which  were  made  in  a  street  behind  the  Bank 
of  England  still  called  Tokenhouse  Yard. 
Probably  artists  who  were  ingenious  in  such 
matters  travelled  from  place  to  place  engrav- 
ing the  dies  or  taking  instructions  and  draw- 
ing the  designs. 

Many  of  the  tokens  used  in  the  country 
were  probably  struck  in  London,  and  hence 
probably  arose  the  very  peculiar  errors  in 
spelling  that  distinguish  them.  Others  again 
were  struck  at  the  place  of  issue,  and  there  is 
in  the  "Gentleman's  Magazine"  for  November 
1757  an  account  of  a  quaint  wooden  hand- 
press  for  striking  the  tokens  issued  by  a  Mr. 
Edward  Wood,  an  apothecary  in  Chesterfield. 
The  press  was  made  of  oak  and  worked  by  a 
man,  and  a  woman  or  boy,  who  supplied  the 
blanks,  and  a  good  many  tokens,  the  notice 
said,  could  be  struck  in  a  very  short  time.  In 
some  small  towns  a  gi'cat  many  of  the  traders 
issued  their  own  tokens.  Take,  for  example, 
Ely,  where  there  are  twenty-four  tokens,  or 
Wycombe,  where  there  are  twenty-nine,  and 
wherever  the  trader  was  known  there  the 
people  took  his  tokens. 

Tradesmen  used  to  keep  boxes  with  numer- 
ous partitions,  into  which  to  sort  the  tokens, 
and  then,  we  suppose,  paid  them  away  to 
people  going  into  the  various  jjlaces.  It  must 
be  recollected  that  these  tokens  were  only  pro- 
imses  to  pay,  not  money,  and  that  any  one 
could  always  compel  the  issuer  to  change 
them  into  authorised  coin. 

Where  the  issuer  was  well  known  they 
were  probably  taken  freely,  and,  in  the  imme- 
diate neighbourhood  of  their  place  of  issue, 
the  same  as  the  notes  of  local  banks  would 
pass  current ;  but  at  a  distance  from  their 
place  of  issue  they  were,  probably,  not  so  readily 
received. 

Tokens  are  usually  divided  into  two  classes : 


others  refer  to  other  municipal  officials,  as 
the  swordbearer,  churchwardens,  portreeve, 
bailiff  or  constable.  In  very  many  of  these 
cases  the  tokens  bears  an  inscription  refer- 
ring to  the  need  or  necessity  of  the  poor 
being  the  cause  of  its  issue. 

Tokens  were  not  always  circular;  some  were 
eccentric  in  shape,  and  these  are  always  rarer 


Fig.  5. 

town  pieces  and  traders'  pieces.  The  former 
were  issued  by  towns  in  their  corporate 
capacity,  and  some  bear  the  name  or  initials 
of  the  mayor.  Others,  again,  as  the  Ipswich 
one  and  the  Beccles  one  (Figs.  4  and  5),  have 
only  the  name  and  arms  of  the  towns ;  while 

(To  be  continued.) 


Fig.  6. 


and  more  valuable  than  the  others.  In 
Fig.  6  we  give  a  heart-shaped  one  of  Kirkby 


Fig.  7. 

Stephen,  which  is  one  of  the  rarest  of  the  whole 
series  ;  and  in  Fig.  7  another  heart-shaped 


Fig.  8. 


one,  of  Northamptonshire.  Fig.  8  is  an  oct- 
agonal one  of  Uttoxeter,  Fig.  9  an  octagonal 


Fig.  9. 


Fig.  10. 


one  of  Southwark,  while  Fig.  10  shows  a 
square  one  of  Princes  Eisborough. 
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A  HOLIDAY  OUTING  IN  CEYLON. 

By  an  Old  Westminstee  Boy. 


THEBE  is  a  charm  abont  everything  new.  A 
boy's  first  watcli,  lirst  gun,  lirst  pony, 
first  love  and  first  money  earned — each  and 
all  afford  him  a  pleasure  very  seldom  sur- 
passed for  temporary  completeness  in  after 
life. 

Now,  if  the  reader  will  accompany  me  in 
spirit  we  will  saunter  along  a  Jungle  path  in 
the  Low  Country  of  Ceylon.  The  month  is 
January,  and  the  north-east  monsoon  has 
fairly  set  in,  with  little  prospect  of  rain  for 
some  few  months.  The  time  is  between  ten 
and  eleven  at  night,  and  it  wants  but  one  day 
to  the  full  moon. 

To  the  left  are  low  hills  covered  with 
the  densest  jungle  from  base  to  summit. 
Stately  palms  stand  out  in  relief  against  the 
clear  sky,  shaking  their  serrated  leaves ; 
clumps  of  Bamboos  sway  and  nod  their 
feathery  heads  with  a  murmuring  rustle,  as 
the  night  wind  creeps  gently  over  them. 

On  our  right  is  a  "  tank  "  over  four  miles 
long,  edged  with  arecas,  bamboos,  and  wild 
plantains.  While  watching  its  surface,  a 
silver  streak  is  seen  every  now  and  then 
announcing  the  presence  of  alligators,  which 
protrude  their  uncanny  eyes  for  a  moment 
above  the  water.  Far  in  the  distance  are 
elephants  bathing  ;  elephants  in  their  native 
wilds,  undisturbed  and  unfearing.  The  light 
every  now  and  then  catches  the  water  that 
they  love  to  blow  upon  their  backs  unceas- 
ingly. 

The  margin  of  the  lake  is  here  impossible 
to  walk  upon.  Soft  mud  and  decomposed 
rushes  form  the  abode  of  alligators  and 
snakes,  which  lie  in  horrible  enjoyment  upon 
these  pestilential  beds.  If  we  are  to  continue 
our  survey  of  this  region,  we  must  mount 
upon  the  wings  of  the  lotus-bird,  who  will 
waft  our  spirits  over  the  tropical  water-lilies 
and  shallow  lagoons.  Hidden  among  the 
dank  rushes  here  is  a  leopard  waiting  with 
feline  patience  for  its  prey — a  thu'sty  deer. 
Little  does  it  know  how  near  its  own  end  may 
be.  To-morrow  night  will  see  its  carcase 
exposed  to  the  birds  and  insects. 

A  dark  and  moving  shadow  is  seen  upon 
the  glittering  surface  of  the  water,  and  on  look- 
ing up  we  see  the  form  of  a  huge  owl  floating 
noiselessly  through  the  still  air. 

Its  cry  makes  one's  blood  run  cold,  and 
would  cause  the  poor  natives  to  live  in  dread 
of  the  death  of  some  one  dear  to  them.  This 
is  the  Devil-bird  of  the  Cinghalese,  who 
affirm  that  any  living  thing  upon  which  its 
shadow  falls  will  die.  Its  cry  suggests  the 
sound  of  children  being  strangled  or  choked. 
A  horrible  and  spasmodic  gurgling  is  pre- 
ceded and  followed  by  screams  of  agony. 
It3  flight  being  perfectly  noiseless  renders 
this  most  startling.  We  watch  its  form  dis- 
appear over  the  tufted  lemon  grass  in  search 
of  snakes  and  moles. 

Suddenly  we  partly  awake ;  the  noise  of 
civilisation  surges  to  our  ears,  but  again  dies 
away.  The  moonlit  tank  shines  out  clearer 
than  before,  and  we  roam  through  jungle 
vines  and  palmyras,  talipot-palms  and  bam- 
boos, as  we  once  did  yeai's  ago.  Across 
undu'a'ing  slopes  of  waving  raana-grass, 
past  gigantic  ant-hills,  through  clumps  of 
cacti  and  tree-ferns  starred  with  many  a 
luminous  insect,  hy  hmidred-rooted  banyan 
trees  covered  with  rattans  and  parasites, 
along  the  orchid-clad  sides  of  watercourses 
we^  wend  our  way,  breaking  through  the 
clinging  and  thorny  tendrils  of  many  a  jungle 
creeper,  wading  across  many  a  ferny  swamp, 
climbing  over  the  upraised  roots  of -enormous 
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forest  trees,  or  stooping  under  their  spread- 
ing branches. 

A  sudden  snort  is  heard,  then  a  crash  and 
sound  of  hurrying  feet,  and  we  know  that 
some  old  boar  has  been  disturbed  iji  his 
favourite  "form."  We  fancy  we  are  pulling 
off  leeches  again  from  our  bleeding  legs  while 
pressing  through  the  wet  grass.  Then  that 
we  are  being  pursued  by  some  "  rogue  "- 
elephant,  while  our  comrades'  rifle-shots 
sing  past  us.  But  it  is  of  no  avail.  The 
elephant  is  rapidly  gaining  upon  us.  Our 
rate  of  running  has  grown  terrific.  Bamboos, 
guavas,,  and  lantanas  brush  quickly  by 
us,  and  we  see  for  a  minute  human  forms 
and  firelight.  The  sound  of  voices  has 
awakened  us  with  a  start.  Our  spirits  can 
only  wander  through  these  regions  alone. 
Again  the  sound  of  English  traffic  asserts 


covered  when  any  of  us  had  to  fill  them  our- 
selves. A  Cinghalese  tracker,  a  Malay 
tracker,  four  coolies,  and  three  dogs  com- 
pleted the  muster-roll  of  vertebrate  animals. 
Of  the  various  orders.  Pulmonaria,  Tra- 
chearia,  Coleoptera,  Diptera,  Aphaniptera, 
and  Hymenoptera,  with  the  different  fami- 
lies of  Eomicid*,  TermitidiP,  Acarids,  Culi- 
cida?,  and  Pulicid*,  no  mention  need  be 
made  beyond  the  fact  that  all  were  repre- 
sented by  overwhelming  majorities,  and  held 
niass  meetings  at  all  hours  of  day  and  night 
in  the  most  inconvenient  places.  If  insects 
are  not  the  terror  of  the  tropics,  I  do  not 
know  of  anything  else  worthy  to  fill  the 
post ! 

The  trip  down  the  river  had  so  far  been 
made  with  fair  success.  During  the  first 
week  of  the  cruise,  hours,  almost  davs  had 
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itself,  and  the  chilling  feel  of  winter  air  puts 
an  end  to  all  tropical  reverie.  We  have  been 
day-dreaming. 

***** 

"  Nowthen,  boys,"  said  McK  , "  we  really 

must  turn  in  or  we  shall  be  getting  a  touch 
of  fever  ;  let  us  get  the  coolies  to  rig  up  the 
mosquito  curtains  over  the  bamboos — the 
brutes  kept  me  awake  half  the  night." 

The  rest  of  the  party,  N  and  myself, 

took  his  advice,  and  after  some  time  spent  in 
fixing  up  the  bulky  canoe  as  a  cubicle,  we 
ensconced  ourselves  in  our  bunks. 

In  saying  that  the  rest  of  our  party  con- 
sisted of  only  N  and  myself,  I  omitted  to 

include  the  non-Europeans,  to  wit,  one  Audi, 
the  principal  character,  who  performed 
with  varying  success  the  function  of  "Appu," 
cook,  head  caterer,  interpreter,  butler,  cox- 
swain, tracker,  and  other  posts  too  numerous 
to  mention,  whose  importance  was  only  dis- 


been  spent  in  unloading  and  reloading  the 
canoes.  These  it  must  not  be  supposed  bore 
any  resemblance  to  the  lovely  birch-bark 
canoes,  so  familiar  to  every  one,  in  which 
rapids  are  shot  in  Canada,  and  which  can  be 
carried  by  their  occupants  over  a  five-barred 
gate  if  necessary. 

Very  much  othenvise.  Our  canoes  were 
nothing  more  or  less  than  hollowed  trees, 
with  a  couple  of  outriggers  lashed  across 
them  made  of  bamboo,  to  which  a  spar  of 
light  wood  was  attached,  and  which  floated 
in  the  water  parallel  to  the  canoe  itself. 
This,  of  course,  was  a  safeguard  against  a 
capsize. 

Many  a  heavy  bump  had  our  "  tonis  "  expe- 
rienced higher  up  the  stream,  but  their 
heads  and  tails  were  pretty  hard,  and  as 
their  whole  system  was  made  of  one  piece 
no  timbers  had  been  stove  in. 

(To  iii'  continued.) 
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CHESS. 


Problem  No.  256. 

By  W.  Grlmshaw. 

 I  BLACK.  I  


abcdefgh 


a       b       c       d       e       f       g  h 


I  WHITE.  I         d  +  6 = 12  pieces. 
White  to  play,  aud  mate  iu  three  (3)  moves. 


Berger's  Endspiele. 

The  play  of  the  K  against  two  Ps  is  often 
interesting.  White,  K— K  B  2,  E— K  B  7  ; 
Black,  K— Q  B  6,  Ps— Q  6  and  Q  7 ;  White 
draws  thus:  1,  K— B  7  (ch.),  K— Q  5.  2, 
7  (oh.),  K— K  5.  3,  E 7  (ch.),  K— 
B  4.  4,  E— K  sq.— White,  K-K  Kt  6,  E- 
K  8 ;  Black,  K-  Q  8,  Ps— Q  E  5  and  Q  B  0. 
Black  plays  1,  P— E  6,  E— Q  8  (eh.).  2, 
K— B  8,  E— Q  E  8.  3,  K— Kt  7,  E— Q  Kt  8 
(ch.).  4,  K— E  8,  E— Q  B  8.  5,  P— E  7,  K 
— B  5.  6,  K— Kt  2,  E-Kt  8  (ch.).  7,  K- 
B  7,  E— Q  E  8.    8,  K— Kt  6,  E— Kt  8  (ch.). 

9,  K— B  5,  E  -Q  E  8.  10,  P— B  7,  and  wins. 
White,  K— Q  Kt  6,  E— K  E  8 ;  Black,  K^ 
Q  3,  Ps— K  B  5  and  K  E  2  ;  White  to  play. 
The  move  in  the  game  was  E  x  P,  which  led 
to  a  draw ;  but  1,  E— K  B  8,  K— K  4.  2,  K 
— B  5,  K— K  5.  3,  K— B  4,  K— K  6.  4,  K 
— B  3,  P— B  6.  5,  E— K  8  (ch.),  K— B  7. 
6,  K— Q  2,  P— E  5.    7,  E— K  E  8,  K— Kt  7. 

8,  E  X  P,  P— B  7.    9,  E— Kt  5  (ch.),  K— B  6. 

10,  E-B  5  (oh.),  K— Kt  7.  11,  K^K  2  pro- 
duces a  win  for  White. 

The  chapter  of  B  and  Kt  contains  studies 
by  Horwitz,  T.  Brown,  Kling  and  Horwitz, 
P.  Hasse,  J.  C.  West,  Bolton,  Chapais,  Guret- 
zky-Cornitz,  Centurini,  Stamma,  Salvioli,  L. 
Bledow,  Cozio,  G.  Walker,  Del  Eio,  Salvio, 
L.  Kieseritzky,  Ponziani,  G.  Eeichhelm,  J. 
H.  Zukertort,  .Jaenisch,  and  others. 

T.  Brown  has  shown  that  sometimes  two 
Bs  can  win  against  two  Kts  ;  for  if  the  White 
K  is  at  Q  2,  the  Bs  at  Q  7  and  K  Kt  5,  the 
Black  K  at  Q  Kt  8,  the  Kts  at  K  Kt  sq.  and 
K  B  7;  the  White  plays  1,  B-B  5  (ch.), 
K— Kt  7.  2,  K— K  2,  Kt  -E  8.  .8,  K— B  3, 
K— B  G.  4,  B— E  7,  and  White  wins  both 
the  Kts.  B.  Horwitz  wins  with  K  at  K  B  fi, 
B  at  Q  B  sq.,  and  Kt  at  K  5  against  K  at  K 
Kt  sq.,  and  Kt  at  K  E  sq.,  with  1,  Kt  — B  C, 
etc. ;  and  Kling  and  Horwitz  win  with  K  at 
K  Kt  6,  B  at  Q  B  7,  and  Kt  at  K  E  5  against 
K  at  K  E  sq.,  and  B  at  K  2,  playing  1,  B  — 
K  5  (ch.),  K-Kt  sq.  2,  B— Kt  7,  B— E  5. 
3,  Kt— B  4,  B-K  2.  4,  Kt-Q  5,  B— Kt  4. 
5,  B— B  3,  B— E  5.  G,  B— Kt  4,  B— B  7.  7, 
Kt-B  6  (ch.),  K— E  sq.    8,  B-B  8,  B  moves. 

9,  B-Kt  7  mate.  J.  C.  West's  study  was 
published  in  our  paper  on  May  2G,  1888 ; 
and  we  are  sorry  to  report  that  West  has  not 
had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  his  end-game  in 
Berger's  book,  for  he  died  at  Streatham,  near 
London,  in  August  1889,  at  the  age  of  sixty 
years.  Bolton  has  the  White  K  at  K  B  5, 
the  Kts  at  K  E  sq.  and  K  E  2  ;  the  Black  K 


at  K  E  5,  a  P  at  K  E  6 ;  and  plays  1,  Kt — 
B  2,  K  moves.  2,  Kt  from  B  2  to  Kt  4,  K— 
E5.  3,  K— Kt  0,  K-Kt  6.  4,  K— Kt  5,  K 
— Kt  7.  5,  K-B  4,  K— E  8.  6,  K— B  3,  K 
— Kt  8.  7,  K— Kt  3,  K— E  8.  8,  Kt— B  3, 
P— E  7.  9,  Kt--B  2  mate.  We  have  now 
arrived  at  the  finest  end-game  in  the  book, 
to  which  we  shall  refer  in  our  next  article. 


OUR  OPEN  COLUMN. 


Twenty  >Iin-l-te>"  Porxnixr,  on'  the  Prairie  : 
01!,  -1  Wyo.mixg  Hailstorm. 

We  had  just  finished  our  railroad  contract  near 
Douglass,  one  of  those  mushroom  towns  which,  Unking 
together  tlie  railroad,  tlie  mine,  and  the  ;ranche,  do  so 
much  to  start  the  "  wild  and  woolly  West "  into  real 
civilisation,  and  redeem  it  from  the  stern,  rough  loneli- 
ness which  surrounds  the  Ufe  of  t!ie  hunter,  the  cow- 
boy, and  tlie  bull-whacker  or  bull-puncher,  as  the  man 
is  appropriately  designated  who  drives  the  ox-teams 
wliioh  freight  all  the  necessaries  of  life  across  the 
prairies. 

!      Our  grading  contract  was  on  the  banks  of  the  North 
Platte  River,  a  few  miles  below  Port  Laramie,  at  the 
very  base  of  the  outlying  spurs  of  the  mighty  Hocky 
Mountains,  through  wliioh  the  Chicago  and  Nortii 
Western  intends  to  eat  its  way  t-o  tiie  Pacific  Coast. 
We  were  on  our  way  with  the  outtit,  consisting  of 
teams,  waggon^,  and  >c) ai'crs,  t-)  take  up  a  four-mile 
contract  in    Ii:il.<ir:L,  in  the  new  extension  of  the 
Chicago,  Mllw  iiik^T.  liiiil  ^-t.  IVmi  railroad,  and  had 
just  reached  .'rilvcr  (.'liit.  w  liere  we  had  to  ship  for 
I  Sioux  City,  in  the  State  of  Iowa.    We  had  travelled  for 
two  days  over  the  hot,  dusty  plains,  past  cowboys  on 
the  roundup,  miners,  grangers  (farmers),  and  railroad 
contractors,  scattered  all  alnng  tlie  roail  tlirnngli  that 
Willi  and  wide  dreary  C()iintr\'.  and  Itad  that  morning 
i   seen  the  "construction  train."  with  its  mighty  load  of 
rails,  ties  (sleepers),  and  spikes  (no  bolts  fur  your  slap- 
[  dash  Western  Yankee),  aud  itsannyof  men  and  teams, 
i   rapidly  laying  its  own  track,  at  tlic  rate  of  mhui/  tliree 
I   miles  a  day,  through  country  wliicli  for  many  \  lar--  )i:v\ 
1   not  echoed  even  to  the  wild  warwlioop  nl  th"  ml  man, 
but  was  now  to  wake  to  the  shrill  wliistle  ».d  the  white 
man's  iron  horse. 

Iforses  and  mules  were  all  tied  ri^niid  the  waggons, 
I  and  our  tent  was  pitolied  near  tlie  White  River,  about 
i  a  mile  from  Silver  Cliff,  and  most  of  us  were  thinking 
<  about  turning  in  to  sleep  the  sleep  of  the  just,  when  one  of 
'  t  he  boj-s  saiil  "  What's  that  ?  "  Listen  iiiL',  we  heard  a 
;  far-off  murmur  which  gradually  got  loud'-r  and  Imidrr, 
:  bnt,  with  hopes  for  the  best,  we  made  all  mai:-,  hniaiiu' 
to  make  one  of  the  liovs  keep  liis  wui'ii,  w  ho  laul  >ai(l 
'■  I'll  eat  my  shirt  if  it 'i-n't  a  oyr;,,!,,.  "  \Vr  ho|,cd  if  it 
was  a  storm  it  would  pa-<  nauid,  hut  we  wm-  ilooiued 
to  a  disappointment  that  could  be  felt  all  over  and 
retiaMutioi  od  for  a  week.  As  the  murmur  increased  to 
a  «  ail  aud  I  lie  wail  to  a  ro.ar  some  of  the  boys  hopped 
miller  the  blanket^,  all  of  them  more  or  less  undressed. 
Tlie  last  man  eaiuo  in  from  tiL'hti  iiiiiL'  a  tent  peg,  and 
tumbled  under  tin-  Maukrts  ,a  v  iul',  •■  Let  her  blow!" 
And  she  did  blow.  With  a  roar  like  iwenty  locomotives 
all  having  a  raei-  to_'vthor,  the  ^torm  seemed  literally  to 
leap  upon  us.  ■■Cut  the  horses  loose!"  "No;  hang 
on  to  them!"  '■Hold  the  tent!"  Such  were  the 
random  shouts,  bu.t  there  was  no  one  to  execute  the 
conflicting  ordors,  for  o  ■,vere  scattered  far  and  'wide. 
One  second  the  t.'iit  \va-  -landing  and  we  were  looking 
at  each  other  a.vaiihi-  developments,  and,  without 
seemiiiL'  ro  tako  tiiiio  to  fall  over,  the  next  second  the 
tent  was  ilowii  and  w  e  were,  as  it  were,  spread  abroad 
upon  the  face  of  the  earth.  The  tent  pole  whacked  me 
on  the  head  and  dazed  me  for  a  moment,  but  I  soon 
had  my  wits  about  me,  to  find  myself  being  battered 
;  and  pounded  and  liammered  most  immercifuUy,  and, 
standing  up,  was  nearly  whirled  off  my  legs,  and  -with 
just  sense  enough  to  gralj  a  blanket,  though  it  was 
almost  torn  from  my  hands,  I  wrapped  it  over  my  head 
and  shoulders  and  dropped  on  my  knees,  as  a  flash  of 
lightning  showed  me,  just  in  time,  I  was  about  three 
feet  from  the  edge  of  the  river  bank.  I  tried  to  hold 
the  blanket  over  mv  head,  but  the  hail  pounded  like  a 
shower  of  leaden  bullets  and  I  had  to  tuck  the  ends 
I  under  mv  knees  and  shelter  my  sore  hands,  while  the 
wind  pre'ssed  like  a  board  against  my  back.  I  seemed 
alone  m  the  world,  and  speculated  on  which  of  my 
comrades  liad  been  blown  away  the  furthest.  The 
■  threefold  n  use  of  the  thunder,  wind,  and  hail  was 
something  awfnl,  while  through  shirt,  corduroy  coat, 
and  indiarubljer  rug,  the  soUd  pounding  of  the  hail 
!  made  me  wince  again  and  again.  Each  lightning  flash 
showed  me  the  river  swiftly  rising,  about  three  feet 
away,  while,  to  improve  matters,  one  of  the  horses  kept 
rnni'iing  round  and  round  me,  and  I  remember  not  so 
much  being  afraid  that  the  horse  would  hurt  me  by 
running  over  me,  as  that  he  would  upset  me,  and 
expose  ine  afresh  to  the  demon  fury  of  the  storm. 

Minutes  seemed  hours  ;  and  though  quiet  fireside 
readers  will  have  seen  that  statement  so  often  as  to  he 
hardened  into  disbelief,  I  found  it  to  be  a  bitter  fact. 
All  that  I  had  ever  seen,  all  I  knew,  and  all  I  hajl  ever 
thought  about  seemed  to  pass  tlirtuigh  my  mind.  Still 
the  storm  kept  on  ;  and  now.  oh  horror  !  all  thought 
was  banished  from  my  mind  a.<  a  bright  flash  showed 
me  the  river  just  gurgling  over  its  bank  three  feet 
away,  and  then  black  inky  d.arkness,  and  the  awful 
suspense  between  the  flashes  as  the  river  came  nearer 


and  nearer  inch  by  inch,  swo'lcn  by  (in'  w  cked  little 
torrents  tliat  hurried  past  me  lioni  i  lull-  behind. 
Tlie  hail  piled  np  round  m.\'  liai.  hit,  anil  tlie  river 
reachoil  im-  and  then  rose  rounil  luo  mm  h  hy  ineli,  and. 

'    >till  tho  stonii  kept  on.    To  i'.>  .v  or  dr-ovn  to  death 

nil  t he  lirsr  Siindav  night  in  .\u_'i,       I       others  were 

in  lied,  or  had  just  come  homo  Irom  >  liuroh,  sitiikhI  to. 

i  iuteiK^ify  the  hopelessness  of  my  -ituai  ion  '1  In  lu-hing 
river  in  front  and  around  nie,  Ma-  .-tonr  l  l.r  an  iron 
wall  behind,  deafened  with  tho  triplo  :ln:ii  |.i  of  tlie- 

j  elements,  blinded  hy  tin-  liory  l  .hio  lu  n.hod  by 
the  ink\'  darkness,  pi.iundod  liy  t h'  m  m  ili  -  in  i,  1  felt 
cruslieil  and  heliiless.  L'oiira-o  /.a-  ;n  t.lie- confu- 
sion of  sensations.  I  felt  if  J  l  onid  up  and  fight., 
or  run,  or  wrestle  with  the  dillioaha  -  I  could  be 
brave;  but  to  kiieol  on  the  groiuni  uUli  one's  head 
iio-,\u,  and  ill'  pounileil,  frozen,  or  slowly  drowueili 
V  ■i  tnt  d  too  liorrihh.'. 

At  last  the  hail  slaekeneil,  but  I  .lareil  lait  move  lest 
I  slioidd  be  blown  over  into  the  \ry  ■,:itor  iu  which  I 
knelt,  or  lose  my  blanket,  during  v.  jiai  mi'-  ht  be  only  a, 
temporary  cessation  of  that  awlul  slm-^ver  of  liail- 
stoiies.  But  at  last  the  pressure  beliind  lesseiieil, 
and  I  got  up  and  waded  to  the  waggons,  where  I  think- 
I  found  five  out  of  some  sixteen  men  sheltering  them- 
selves under  the  waggons  or  the  horses, eaeliaskingthe- 
other,  "Who's  that':'"  One  waggon,  loaded  with  provi- 
sions and  a  great  heavy  stove,  had  been  blown  along  for 
several  yards.  A  chap  we  called  "  Shorty  "  had  tried 
to  shelter  himself  behind  a  tree  the  thickness  of  a 
billiard  cue.  Two  fellows  had  been  blown  along  and 
wi  ut  -inaek  into  a  barb-wire  femte,  tlirouL'h  which  they 
nianaji'd  to  scramble,  and  itot  into#a  -Iianty,  when 
thej-  were  .safe;  but  one  fellow  we  could  liear  nothing- 
about  till  we  got  to  town,  when  we  fuimd  lie  was  blown 
away  from  camp,  without  either  hat  or  coat,  had  been, 
run  over  by  a  large  flock  of  sheep,  and  "nad  only  been 
saved  because  the  storm  itself  took  him  right  straight 
into  town,  where  he  says  he  could  not  have  got  if  he- 
had  had  to  run  another  hundred  yards.  His  back  next 
morning  was  covered  with  hard  red  knots,  where  thc- 
hail  had  pounded  him,  and  we  found  the  knife  he  had 
cut  the  mules  loose  with  sticking  in  the  hill  where  thc- 
sheep  had  rolled  him  over,  and  one  man  chaffed  him 
with  "  You  are  a  queer  sort  of  a  man  t<  >  run  under  a  flock. 
of  sheep  to  shelter  yourself  from  a  hailstorm."  Wlier., 
the  storm  was  over  we  had  to  collect  the  stock,  and  I 

'  stood  holding  about  a  dozen  mules  and  lair^es.  Icieking 
and  jumping  at  every  peal  of  thunder,  afraid  tlie\ 
would  mash  my  bare  feet,  while  tho  bms  tlire^iv  the 
eloth.es  on  one  team  and  hauled  tliev\ayeoiis  out  of  tin 
water.  We  slept  that  night  iu  the  half-uuroofed  pro- 
vision store  of  the  head  railroad  contractor,  who  lost 
about  £400  worth  of  provisions,  and  next  morning 
walked  back  to  camp,  picking  harness,  etc.  out  of  thc- 
pilr-  of  hail  along  the  river's  edge.    But  in  a  few  days. 

j  w  !u|o  silting  on  the  tojis  of  the  freight  cars,  as  we  sped 
tiiioiieli  the  lovely  Elkhorn  Valley,  in  Nebraska,  all  we- 
hail  to  show  in  proof  of  our  different  experiences  that- 
niylit  were  bruised  hands  and  heads. 

.\s  I  knelt  under  the  weight  of  that  night's  storm  I 
realised  as  I  never  had  before,  and  never  need  to  again,, 
the  utter  helplessness  of  jmny,  boastful  man  when  face 
to  face  with  the  mighty  agencies  of  GoJ. 


OUR  PRIZE  COMPETITIONS. 

IConlimied  from  Vol.  XII..  p.  SIC] 


Literary  Competition :  Story  Needing 
Words. 

In  announcing  this  subject,  we  offered,  it 
may  be  remembered  {vide  Vol.  XII.  p.  320), 
Four  Prizes  of  One  Guinea  each  for  the 
best  descriptive  sketch  of  the  picture  givert 
on  p.  313.  Competitors  were  to  be  divided 
into  classes,  according  to  age,  as  follows,  one 
prize  going  to  each  division : — Senior,  all 
ages  from  20  to  24 ;  Second,  all  ages  from. 
17  to  20;  Third,  all  ages  from  14  to  17; 
junior,  all  ages  up  to  14.  No  contribution 
was  to  excee(i  in  length  500  words ;  and  the- 
last  day  for  sending  in  was  August  30th. 

We  have  now  much  pleasure  in  publishing 
the  Award. 

JuxioR  Dn'isiox  (all  ages  up  to  1-1). 
Prize— One  Guinea. 

Isaac  Bawden-  (age  13^),  5,  Glenside,  Mannamead, 
Plymouth. 

CERTIFIC.VTES. 

IThe  names  are  arranged  approximately  in  order  of 
merit.'] 

Robert  R.  Clark,  30,  George  Street,  Devonport. 
LoLns  MacHen-ry-Dexvie,  82,  Lower  Leeson  Street, 
DubUn. 

Ethel  Grimes,  North  Gate,  Colchester,  Essex. 
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Jas.  H.  D.  B-U,lardie,  109,  Buchanan  Street,  Glasgow. 

TUOMAS  FLAyr,  88,  Beraers  Street,  LozeUs,  Birming- 
ham. 

G.  V.  FuEDF.raCK,  The  Rectory,  St.  Peter's,  Barbadoes, 
West  Indies. 

A.  G.  Aldred,  9,  Mount  Beacon,  Bath. 

H.  S.  Clakk,  Limeside  House,  Upper  Edmonton. 

M.  A.  WiLSO.v,  57,  Canning  Road,  Addiscombe,  Croydon. 

Hen-ry  C.  Paue,  2,  Sussex  Place,  Southampton. 

Leo.vard  S.uiRE,  33,  Ditchling  Road,  Briglitou. 

G.  F.  TEBiiUTT,  24,  Watlviu  TeiTace,  Nortliami.tou. 

Percy  Rudd,  Owthorne,  Withernsea,  near  Hull. 

OLn'EU   Dabbs,    11,  Weymouth   Terrace,  Hackney 
Road,  E. 

G.  S.  B.  Roue,  45,  Paulet  Road,  Cambervrell,  .s.E. 

F.  J.  W.  H.\.N-6ELL,  4,  Hall  Road,  Lakeuham,  Norwich. 
J.  H.  Sagar,  Coley  Hall,  Nelson,  near  Burnley. 

Ada  Bruce,  1,  Polwarth  Terrace,  Edinburgh. 

COLI.V  N.  B.  Du.NLOP,  The  Shrubberv,  Shooter's  HiU, 
Kent. 

H.  P.  Cooper,  2  Unique  Villas,  Ventuor,  I.W. 

G.  A.  Garlick,  3j,  EmorviUe  Avenue,  South  Circular 
Road,  Dublin. 

Arthur  W.  Barnicott,  Powlet  House,  Taunton. 

Arvold  HrLL  Payn-e,  Cambrian  Institution  for  the 
Deaf  and  Dumb,  Swansea. 

Flore.vce  Cros.'J.  New  House  Farm,  Sydliuch,  Stur- 
minster,  Newton  Blaudford,  Dorset. 

Wilfred  A.  Tucker,  29  Bridgeland  Street,  Bideford, 
Devon. 

Maggie  K.  Forbes,  12,  Alexandra  Pu)ad,  Bedford. 

Fr.\.\k  F.  Renwick,  Behuout  Villas,  FiUebrook  Road, 
Leytoustoue,  n.e. 

James  C.  Nu.\.n-,  212,  Gray's  Inn  Road.  w.c. 

WjM.  Oakley,  12,  Almorah  Road,  Downliam  Road, 
Canoiibury,  >r. 

Dr.  Masterto.y,  2,  Burnside  Street,  Lochie,  near  Dundee. 

Alfred  Farrar,  Lot  73,  High  Street,  George  Town 
British  Gui-ana. 

H.  M.  Chubb,  21,  Ashburnham  Grove,  s.E. 

Herbert  G.  Ellam,  74,  Southmoor  Road,  Oxford. 

Herbert  N.  White,  4,  Union  Road,  Kentish  Town 
Road,  N.w. 

P.  H.  Bell,  Holm  Lea,  Wood  Hey  Road,  Rock  Ferrv 
Cheshire.  ' 

St.\nley  H.  Davis,  CrudweU  Lodge,  Croydon  Road, 
Anerley,  s.E. 

Alfred  Andrews,  Ebenezer  Villa,  Park  Road,  Sittiug- 
bom-ne,  Kent. 

D.  G.  H.vll,  5,  St.  Mary's  Place,  Edinburgh. 

A.  N.  Mitchell,  EuniskiUeu,  Ontario,  Canada. 

G.  E.  Rushworth,  2,  Westgate,  Huddersfleld. 

A.  S.  Taylor,  Keynsham  Bank,  Loudon  Road,  Chel- 
tenham. 

A.  N.  KEvrox,  The  Roselauds,  Egertou  Park,  Rock 
FeiTy,  Cheshire. 


Gold  Fi.^ir  IV.  J.).— You  will  not  be  successful  in 
breeding;  tlicm  in  wliat  may  be  called  confinement. 
They  want  a  large  pond  with  properly  arranged 
water  plants. 

Canker  in  Dog's  Ear  (W.  B.).— Reduce  the  diet,  if 
gross;  if  thin,  let  it  be  nouii.^liin?.  Give  niaslicd 
greens  in  food  daily,  witli  gravy  and  meat.  A  dose 
of  castor  oil  once  a  week.  Use  twice  a  day  a  lotion 
of  sulphate  of  zinc  and  water,  fi^■e  grains  to  the 
ounce.  Hold  the  ear  gently  for  half  a  minute  after 
you  [xjur  a  teaspoouful  in. 

Tortoise  (A.  N.  Jones).— Keep  it  in  the  garden.  It 
will  feed  itself  when  hungry. 

Pimples  (A.  Fitz-P.).— TInnness  of  blood.  Take  steel 
drops,  the  morning  tub,  live  well,  and  take  abun- 
dant e.\ercise. 

PiGEO.NS  going  Light  (G.  M.).— Read  Doings  for 
February.  There  is  little  •can  be  done  for  them  now. 
Your  corn  was  too  Dew,  we  fear.  Besides,  pigeons 
can't  be  fed  exclusively  on  oats.  Your  treatment  is 
all  wrong.  Get  "Hints  on  Home  and  Farm  Favor- 
ites." 

Food  for  Parrots  (Psittacus).— The  white  dust  is 
natural.  Bread  and  milk  sop,  crusts,  a  very  little 
hemp,  nuts,  grain,  etc.  Clean  water,  a  chiUi  now  and 
then.   No  meat  or  bones.    Gravel  is  indispensable. 

Various  (Important).—!.  Can't  tell  eggs  from  descrip- 
tion only.  2.  No  ;  keep  the  male  gu-riea-pig  witli 
doe.  3.  Yes  ;  pigeons  will  breed  tliough  related,  but 
you  will  thus  retain  the  family  faults  and  bad  points. 
4.  No. 

Conies  (W.  D.).— Read  Doings  for  February. 

Shortsightedness  (Eyesight).— No.  You  must  wear 
glasses. 

A  Boy's  Sister  (Dimple  D.).— Nice  clean  sand,  not  too 
fine.  Goldfinches  are  seed  birds.  Canarv  seed,  lin- 
seed, now  and  then,  as  a  treat,  some  lettuce  seed, 
oat  grits,  Soddy's  German  paste,  wild  weed  seeds, 
sucli  as  plantain,  green  food,  lettuce,  groundsel, 
chickweed,  and  cress. 

WiNi-ER  Eggs  (P.  B.  Arrow),- Glad  you  aske<l  us  this. 
We  wish  all  boys  askeil  questions  as  sensible.  Best 
layers  are  Leghorns.  Andalu-sians,  Minorcas,  and 
Hamburghs.  They  must  have  been  hatched  early  in 
the  preceding  spring  (say  in  March).  Keep  warm  : 
give  a  nice  dry  dust  bath.  Feed  on  grain,  meaty 
scraps,  plenty  of  green  food,  bread  soaked  in  ale, 
warm  of  a  morning  in  cold  weather.  Cliillies,  now 
and  tlien,  bruisal.  Hemp  now  and  then.  Not  too 
mucli  soft  food. 

Gold  Fish  again  (S.  W.  S.).— About  half  a  dozen  ant's 
eggs  to  each  fish  a  day.  Grow  water  plants  in  your 
aquarium  and  you  will  never  have  to  change  it. 

Feet  Perspip.ing  i  Many  querists).—!.  Use  the  bath. 
Also  steel  drops.  Bathe  feet  night  and  morning  in 
cold  water  with  plenty  of  sea  salt  in  it.  Tlien  damp 
over  with  a  mixture  of  half  an  ounce  of  tannic  acid 
dissolved  in  a  pint  of  eau-de-cologne,  or  rum,  dry 
them  and  dust  over  with  tannic  acid.  Use  light 
wool  stockings. 

Bats  and  Balls,  etc.  (Ambitious).— WeU,  go  in  for 
training  now.  Read  Dr.  Gordon  Stables's  advice  to 
boys.  Don't  forget  the  bath.  You  can  purchase 
the  bats  and  baUs  from  Mr.  John  Piggott,  117 
Clieapside. 

Rabbits  (S.  H.  N.).— It  does  not  matter  much  whether 
tliey  run  with  the  mother  or  not,  but  separate  sexes 
at  three  months  old.  I 

Love  Bihds  (Frances  Whyley).— You  can  buv  tliem  at 
E.  Sumner's,  135  Oxford  Street ;  or  look  in  columns  ; 
of  "  Exchange  and  Mart." 

Incubators  (C.  T.  C.).— It  seems  to  us  that  Westmeria 
(We.stmeria  Co.,  Kendal)  is  tlie  best,  as  it  certainly 
is  the  cheapest.   Hearsou's  is  also  good. 

Nervousness  (ClieerUp).— Well,  cheer  up,  then.  Read 
tlie  paper  on  "Boy's  Ailments."  Give  up  bad  habits, 
and  get  a  Harness's  Eleetropathic  belt. 

Lo\-e  Birds  (A.  B.).— Feed  a  canary  on  millet.  The 
biggest  sorts  want  bruiseil  oats  and  Indiau  corn. 
Green  food,  gravel,  water,  cleanliness. 

Kitten  in  Coxvtjlsions  (Archie).— Teething  perhaps. 
Give  a  small  teaspoouful  of  castor  oil,  about  once  a 
week.  It  they  pa.ss  or  tlirow  u]i  worms,  try  Spratfs 
Cure.   We  know  what  the  powders  are. 

Fox  Terrier  Thin  (A.  J.  T.).— A  bad  "doer"  evi- 
dently. Cod  liver  oil,  and  plenty  of  it,  is  your  sheet 
anchor.  Try  Spratt's  7iew  biscuits.  They  answer 
well  with  our  dogs. 

Bmps  fob  Avi.vry  (Constant  Reailor).— At  any  re- 
spectable bird  shop,  or  tlunii^h  n.iunuis  of  "Ex- 
change and  Mart."  Do  not  phu  o  too  many  in  asmall 
aviary,  and  only  those  that  will  agree.  Let  us  hear 
from  you  again. 

Book  with  Coloured  Plates  —  Poultry  (J.  B. 
Carr.).— Wri-lifs  "Book  on  Poultrv."  It  is  very 
gooil:  and  by  :i  ivertisioi.'  in  "  I'eatliered  World  "  you 
might  get  a  nice  seoond-liand  copy. 


Goatskins  (P.  E.  Jones). -No;  they  always  retain 
a  peculiar  odour.   But  it  is  not  unpleasant." 

Book  on  liAnnnv;  (Nil  Desp.).— Yes;  eros.s  between 
S'T,  market.  CasseU's  "PraoUcal 

Rabljlt  keeper,"  'is.  (ic/. 

Cheap  Pakkot..  (A.  <■  lor).-The  10s.  Gd.  ones  all 

die  It  vim  trn.t  t,,  (;r,,-s,  of  Liverpool,  to  send  a 
reall.v  good  one,  he  will  do  it,  but  not  under  20s.  or  30s. 

Electric  Ligiitlng  (Gramme).-l.  This  is  quite  too 
vague  a  question  to  reply  to  adequately.  Itobviouslv 
depends  on  the  maker,  and  liowmucli  he  gives  you  for 
your  money.  It  would  probably  run  two  5  candh- 
po\^e^  lamps,  and  srive  alnmt  twelve  or  fourteen  volts 
of  current.  2.  'Iljis  a!.-o  obvionslv  depends  on  the 
size  ot  the  dynamo  ;  it;  makes  no  dillerenee  »l,at  tlie 
motive  pouer  may  be.  .Some,  tliat  only  require  that 
force,  "o;  Id  run  from  twenty  to  fiftv  5  oandltvpower 
i,'ffr',  ,•  A  ^=»'gl'=i"  Sherrin  Companv  have 
applieil  a  buttery  and  motor  to  a  trieicle,  but  there 
IS  less  room  o  jviunsly  on  a  bicycle  in  fact,  your 
Idea  IS  hardly  likely  to  see  the  light  vet.  You"  had 
better  work  it  out  yourself,  and  patent  the  invention. 

Dry  Battery  (Herga).— The  gypsum  is  ordinary 
"  plaster  of  Paris,"  and  the  oxide  of  zinc  is  the  ordi- 
nary white  o,xide  sold  in  the  shops.  In  one  pint  of 
water  dissolve  one  ounce  of  chloriile  of  ammonia  and 
one  ounce  of  chloride  of  zinc.  Stir,  and  then  add  as 
much  plaster  of  Paris  as  will  make  it  nearly  set  hard, 
hut  not  quite.  This  is  poured  into  the  celi  rouud  the 
"  elements." 

Cause  op  Death  (Cleopatra).— The  pretty  voung 
Dutch  rabbit  died  of  stoppage  of  the  bowels"  from 
injudicious  feeding.  Neither  green  food  nor  too  dry 
food  sliorUd  be  given  out  of  proportion.  Read  our 
Doiiig.s. 

Camera  Ob.sclua  (A.  T.  Shortell).— !.  In  onler  to  take 
photips  witli  a  camera  obseura  you  would  luive  to 
alter  it  so  much  tliat  it  nould  be  "a  shorter  plan,  one 
would  think,  to  make  a  photograpliic  camera  at  once. 
You  will  have  to  make  a  "dark  slide"  (any  dealer 
will  show  you  one  for  a  pattern)  to  lit  the  top  of  the 
camera  oljseura,  and  to  hold  the  dry  plate,  which 
%vould  have  to  be  so  adjusted  that,  when  in  jiositiion, 
it  was  exactly  where  tiie  glass  was  before,  the  glass 
being  removed  when  the  tlark  slide  was  put  on.  It 
would  be  better  to  do  away  with  the  miiTor  of  the 
camera  obseura  and  make  the  dark  slide  fit  the  end. 
2.  Ordinary  dry  plates  would  be  what  you  would 
want,  and  there  are  any  number  of  makers.  3.  The 
camera  you  mention  is""  the  best  at  the  price"  pro- 
bably, because  there  is  no  other  at  that  price,  but  it 
is  only  a  toy  and  you  woidd  certainly  be  disiippuinted 
with  it.  If  you  want  a  "detective  "  camera  save  up 
your  money  till  you  have  a  guinea  and  buv  the 
"guinea  detective  camera"  made  by  Walter  Griffiths 
of  Birmingham.  Any  dealer  will  get  it;  for  yon.  It 
is  capable  of  really  good  work,  but,  if  you  have  done 
no  photography  before,  you  ought  certainly  not  to 
begin  witli  instautaueous  work,  but  master  "the  slow 
process  first. 

Photography  and  Lantern  Sleoes  ("  Busy  Bee  " ). — 
Do  you  mean  that  you  want  to  fix  photographic 
prints  on  to  glass,  to  make  lantern  shdes  y  If  so, 
you  had  better  fix  them  on  by  soaking  them  in  a  hot 
solution  of  gelatine,  and  "squeegeing"  into  optical 
contact  vvitli  the  glass.  Full  dircrtidus  L'iven  in  the 
article  on  "Cliri.-tnia— Ixtxes  inadi-  liiutographv " 
in  our  January  part,]].  17-J.  Uiu  phMtn- npliic  lantern 
sliiles  are  uiuile  hy  devi-lejiin;^  Miiralily  ]n-e|)ared 
lantern  ].hites  cxjio-cl  uniler  a  ii.'j;aiiie  like  .-ilver 
prints.  l'..i- airi'i-tioiiN.  tee  "  rhui(ji;Ta].lue  Lantern 
Sillies,  and  other  Transparencies,"  jiages  93  and  108 
(Niis.  5t;5  anil  OUli),  Uist  volume.  Colour  them  in  t)ie 
iniliiiaiy  way,  using  aniline  dyes  for  colours.  The 
develoiied  «liile>  will  have  to  be  kept  shghtly  damp 
wliile  appU  ing  the  colour. 

Electric  iTV(W.Townson). — Glad  you  succeeded  so  well 
yvitli  tlir  two  small  cuils,  ami  I. ope  further  success 
will  attend  yinir  etforts  w  ith  tlie  big  one.  There  is 
no  reason  wliv  ymi  shuulu  not  stick  to  the  shellac 
varnish  and  varnirihed  iiajier,  but  if  yon  also  soak  the 
coveriiiLj-  ul  rill'  wire  in  melted  iiar;iltiii  >a)U  would  get 
stUl  better  in- ul  It  ii  m.  It  wnulil  make  very  lit  tie  differ- 
ence, it  an\".  sn.ikitiu'  the  coil  instead  of  u^ing  vaniisii 
and  vai  ni.-hed  jiaper.  The  length  of  ^jiark  oli\  knisly 
depends  on  tin-  aiiaiunt  of  seoondary  ^vire.  which  yi»ii 
omit  to  give,  and  strength  of  battery.  Probably  you 
would  get  from  1  or  U  to  2  iiieli  spark  if  tlie  reel  was 
fiUeil  with  wire.  You  could  use  two  cells  of  the 
battery  given  in  the  article,  and  ot  course  as  many 
more  as  you  choose  to  put  on.  With  so  large  a  coil 
you  ought  to  have  a  regulating  tube,  and  if  you  add 
a  condenser,  as  described  in  No.  G05,  you  would 
certainly  get  a  2-inch  spark. 

PiiOTOfiRArnv  (J.  F.  Bayley).— It  is  rather  hard  to  be 
ealli  ii  rii  pronounce  winch  is  the  "best  "  brand 

el  itl.ir,.  -.  LMiisidrriiig  tlie  immense  number  of  maiiu- 
iaetnrers.  The  Pall  Mall  are  first-rate:  if  you  find 
tliem  frill,  use  the  alum  bath,  or  the  Hydroquinone 
developer,  which  stops  frilling  by  it,s  tanning  action 
on  the  gelatine.  If  this  is  an  insuperable  objection, 
use  the  Ilford  ir/ii/e  label  (not  "ordinary"),  or  the 
"Castle"  jilates  by  Mawson  &  Swan.  Both  of 
these  are  ailmirable!  and  contain  plenty  of  silver. 
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THE   COCK  HOUSE  AT  EELLS GARTH : 

A  PUBLIC   SCHOOL  STOEY. 
By  Talbot  Baines  Heed, 

Author  of  "  My  Friend  Smith,"  "  Fifth  Form  al  St.  Dominic's,"  "Sir  Ludar,"  etc. 
CHAPTER  II. — lamb's  SINGING. 

TTTakefield's  house,  as  Fisher  ii  entered  it  under  his  brother's 
'  '     wing  hardly  seemed  to  the  new  boy  as  disreputable  a  haunt 
as  his  recent  IVIodern  friend   had   led  him  to  expect.     Nor  did 
the  sixty  or  seventy  fellows  who  clustered  in  the  common  room 


"  '  Beautiful  song,'  said  Wally." 


^4^ 


strike  him  as  exactly  the  lowest  stra- 
tnm  of  Fellsgarth  society.  Yorke,  the 
captain,  for  instance,  with  his  serene, 
well- cut  face,  his  broad  shoulders  and 
impressive  voice,  hardly  answered  to  the 
description  of  a  lout.  Nor  did  Kanger, 
of  the  long  legs,  with  speed  written  in 
every  inch  of  his  athletic  figiu-e,  and  gentle- 
man in  every  line  of  his  face,  look  the 
sort  of  fellow  to  be  mistaken  for  a  jad. 
Even  Fisher  i,  about  whom  the  younger 
brother  had  been  made  to  feel  decided 
qualms,  could  hardly  have  been  the  hail- 
fell  jw- well-met  he  was  with  everybody, 
had  he  been  all  the  new  boy's  informant 
had  recently  described  him. 

Indeed,  Fisher  ii,  when  presently  he 
gathered  himself  together  sufficiently  to 
look  round  him,  was  surprised  to  see  so 
few  traces  of  the  "casual  ward"  in  his 
new  house.  True,  most  of  the  fellows 
might  be  poor — which,  of  course,  was 
higlily  reprehensible ;  and  some  of  them 
might  not  be  connected  with  the  nobility, 
which  showed  a  great  lack  of  proper  feel- 
ing on  their  part.  But  as  a  rule  they 
held  up  their  heads  and  seemed  to  think 
very  well  of  themselves  and  one  another ; 
while  their  dress,  if  it  was  not  in  every 
case  as  fashionable  as  that  of  the  tem- 
porary owner  of  Fisher  ii's  half-crown, 
was  at  least  passably  well  fitting. 

Fisher  ii,  for  all  his  doubts  about  the 
company  he  was  in,  could  not  help  half 
envying  these  fellows  as  he  saw  with 
what  glee  and  self-satisfaction  they  en- 
tered into  their  own  at  Wakefield's.  They 
were  all  so  glad  to  be  back,  to  see  again 
the  pictiu-e  of  Cain  and  Abel  in  the  com- 
mon room,  to  scramble  for  the  corner  seat 
in  the  ingle-bench,  to  hear  the  well 
known  creak  on  the  middle  landmg,  to 
catch  the  imperturbable  tick  of  the  dormi- 
tory clock,  to  see  the  top  of  Hawk's  Pike 
looming  out,  down  the  valley,  clear  and 
sharp  in  the  falling  light. 

Fisher  ii  and  Ashby,  as  they  sat  dis- 
mally and  watched  all  the  fun,  wondered 
if  the  time  would  ever  come  when  they 
would  feel  as  much  at  home  as  all  this. 
It  was  a  stretch  of  imagination  beyond 
their  present  capacity. 

To  their  alarm.  Master  Wally  Wlieat- 
field  presently  recognised  them  from 
across  the  room,  and  came  over  patron- 
isingly  to  where  they  sat. 

"  Hullo,  new  kids !  thinking  of  your 
ma's,  and  the  rocking-horses,  and  Nurse 
Jane,  and  all  that '?  Never  mind,  have 
a  good  blub,  it'U  do  you  good." 

Considering  how  near,  in  strict  secrecy, 
both  the  young  gentlemen  addressed  were 
to  the  condition  indicated  by  the  genial 
twin,  this  exhortation  was  not  exactly 
kind. 

They  tried  to  look  as  if  they  did  not 
mind  it,  and  Fisher  ii  natm-ally  did  his 
best  to  appear  knowing. 

"  Jdon't  mind,"  said  he,  with  a  snigger; 
"  they're  all  milksops  at  home.  I'd  sooner 
be  here." 

"I  wouldn't,"  put  in  the  sturdy  Ashby. 
"  I  think  it's  horrid  not  to  see  a  face  you 
know." 

"  There  you  are ;  what  did  I  say  ? 
Screaming  for  his  mammy,"  gibed  Wally. 

"  And  if  I  was,"  i-etorted  Master  Ashby, 
warming  up,  "  she's  a  lot  better  worth  it 
than  yours,  so  now  !  " 

Master  Wally  naturally  fired  up  at  this. 
Such  language  was  hardly  respectful  from 
a  new  jimior  to  an  old. 


"I'll  pull  your  nose,  new  kid,  if  you 
cheek  me." 

"  And  I'll  pull  yours,  if  you  cheek  my 
mother." 

"  Booh,  booh,  poor  baby !  ^Vho's  cheek- 
ing your  mother  ?  I  wouldn't  cheek  her 
with  a  pair  of  tongs.  Something  better 
to  do.  I  say,  are  both  you  kids  Classics  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  they  replied. 

"  I  thought  you  must  be  Moderns, 
you're  both  so  precious  gi-een.  All  right, 
there'll  be  lamb's  singing  directly,  then 
you'll  have  to  sit  up." 

"What's  lamb's  shiging?  "  said  Ashby. 

"Don't  you  know?"  replied  Wally, 
glad  to  have  recovered  the  whip  hand. 
"  It's  this  way.  Every  new  kid  has  to 
sing  in  his  house  first  night.  You'll  have 
to." 

"All,"  faltered  Ashbj',  "I  can't;  I  don't 
know  anything." 

"Can't  get  out  of  it;  you  must,"  said 
the  twin,  charmed  to  see  the  torture  he 
was  inflicting.  "  So  must  you,  Hair-part- 
ing.'' 

Fisher  ii  was  too  knowing  a  hand  to 
be  caught  napping.  He  had  had  the  tip 
about  lamb's  singing  from  his  brother 
last  tei-m,  and  was  prepared.  He  joined 
in,  therefore,  against  Ashby. 

"  What,  didn't  you  know  that,  kid  ? 
You  must  be  green.   /  knew  it  all  along." 

"  That's  all  right,"  said  Wheatfield. 
"  Now  I'm  going.  I  can't  fool  away  all 
my  evening- with  you.  By  the  way,  mind 
you  don't  get  taking  up  with  any  Modern 
kids.  It's  not  allowed,  and  you'll  get  it 
hot  if  you  do.  My  young  brother  "  (each 
twin  was  particularly  addicted  to  casting 
reflections  on  his  brother's  age)  "  is  a 
Modern.  Don't  you  have  anything  to  do 
with  him.  And  whatever  you  do,  don't 
lend  any  of  them  money,  or  there'll 
be  a  most  awful  row.  That's  why  we 
always  call  up  subscriptions  for  the  house 
clubs  on  first  night.  It  cleans  the  fellows 
out,  and  then  they  can't  lend  any  to  the 
Moderns.  You'll  have  to  shell  out  pretty 
soon,  as  soon  as  lamb's  singing  is  over. 
Ta,  ta." 

This  last  communication  put  Fisher  ii 
in  a  terrible  panic.  He  had  evidently 
committed  a  gross  breach  of  etiquette  in 
lending  that  Modern  boy  (whose  name 
he  did  not  even  know)  a  half-crown;  and 
now,  when  the  subscriptions  were  called 
for,  he  would  have  to  declare  himself 
before  all  Wakefield's  a  pauper. 

"  I  say,"  said  he  to  Ashby,  dropping  the 
patronising  for  the  pathetic,  "  coiUd  you 
ever  lend  me  half-a-crown  ?  I've — I've 
lost  mine — I'll  pay  it  you  back  next  week 
faithfully." 

"  I've  only  got  ^ve  bob,"  said  Ashby, 
"  to  last  aU  the  term,  and  half-a-crowa  of 
that  will  go  in  the  clubs  to-night." 

"  But  you'll  get  it  back  in  a  week — 
really  you  will,"  pleaded  Fisher  ii,  "and 
I'll  " 

But  here  there  was  a  sudden  interrup- 
tion. Every  one,  from  the  captain  down, 
looked  towards  the  new  boys,  and  a  shout 
of  "lamb's  singing,"  *  headed  by  Wally 
Wheatfield,  left  little  doubt  as  to  what  it 
all  meant. 

"•Pass  up  the  new  kids  down  there," 

*  For  the  benefit  of  the  curious  it  may  be  explaincrl 
that  "lamb's  singing,"  tlie  name  applied  to  theumsical 
performances  of  new  boys  at  FeUsgarth  on  first  night, 
is  supposed  to  have  derival  its  title  from  the  frerjuency 
with  which  these  young  vMuosos  fell  back  upon 
"Mary  had  a  little  "lamb"  as  their  theme  ou  such 
occasions. 


called  one  of  the  prefects.  Whereupon 
Fisher  ii  and  Ashby,  rather  pale  and 
very  nervous,  were  hustled  up  to  the  top 
of  the  room,  where  sat  the  grandees  in  a 
row  round  the  table  on  which  the  sacrifice 
was  to  take  place. 

"  Isn't  one  of  them  your  minor  ?  '' 
asked  Yorke  of  Fisher  senior. 

"Yes,"  said  the  latter  rather  apolo- 
getically ;  "  the  one  with  the  light  hair. 
He's  not  much  to  look  at.  The  fact  is,  I 
only  know  him  slightly.  They  say  at 
home  he's  a  nice  boy." 

"  Does  he  spend  much  of  his  time 
imder  tables,  as  a  rule  ?  "  asked  Eanger, 
recognising  the  lost  property  which  had 
Imng  on  to  his  legs  at  dinner-time.  "  If 
so,  I'll  take  the  other  one  for  my  fag." 

"  He's  bagged  already,"  said  Denton. 
"  Fisher  and  I  put  our  names  down  for 
hmi  an  hour  ago." 

"  Well,  that's  cool.  If  Fisher  wanted 
a  fag  he  might  as  well  have  taken  his 
own  minor." 

"  Fisher  I  knew  better,"  said  the  gentle- 
man in  question.  "  It  might  raise  awkward 
family  questions  if  I  had  him." 

"  Wouldn't  it  be  fairer  to  toss  up  ?  " 
suggested  the  captain.  "  Or  I  don't  mind 
swopping  Wally  Wheatfield  for  him ;  if 
you  really  " 

Eanger  laughed. 

"  No,  thank  you,  I  di-aw  the  line  at 
Wallj'.  I  wouldn't  deprive  you  of  him 
for  tlie  world.  I  suppose  I  must  have 
this  youngster.  Let's  hear  him  sing 
first." 

"  Yes,  lamb's  smging.  Now,  you  two, 
one  at  a  time.  Who's  first  ?  Alphabetical 
order." 

Ashby,  with  an  inward  groan,  mounted 
the  rostrum.  If  anything  could  have 
been  more  cruel  than  the  noise  which 
greeted  his  appearance,  it  was  the  dead 
silence  which  followed  it.  Fellows  sat 
round,  staring  him  out  of  countenance 
with  critical  faces,  and  rejoicing  in  his 
embarrassment. 

"  What's  the  title  ?  "  demanded  some 
one. 

"  I  don't  know  any  songs,"  said  Ashby 
presently,  "  and  I  can't  sing." 

"  Ho,  ho !  we've  heard  that  before. 
Come,  forge  ahead." 

"  I  only  know  the  words  of  one  that 
my  cou — somebodj'  I  know — sings,  called 
the  '  Vigil.'   I  don't  know  the  tune." 

"  That  doesn't  matter — out  with  it." 

So  Ashby,  pulling  himself  desperately 
together,  plitnged  recklessly  into  the 
following  appropriate  dittj' ;  which,  failing 
its  proper  time,  he  manfully  set  at  the  top 
of  his  voice  and  with  all  the  energy  he 
was  capable  of,  to  the  air  of  the  "  Vicar 
of  Bra  J'  " — 

The  stealthy  night  creeps  o'er  the  lea, 
My  darling,  haste  away  with  me. 
Belo%-eil,  come  !  see  where  I  stand, 
With  arms  outstretched  upon  the  strand. 

The  night  creeps  on  ;  my  love  is  late ; 
Oh  love,  my  love,  I  wait,  I  wait ; 
The  soft  wind  sighs  mid  crag  and  pine  ; 
Haste,  0  my  sweet !  be  mine,  be  mine  1 

This  spirited  song,  the  last  two  Hnes  of 
which  were  caught  up  as  a  chorus,  fairly 
brought  down  the  house ;  and  Ashby, 
much  to  his  sm-prise,  foimd  himself 
famous.  He  had  no  idea  he  could  sing 
so  well,  or  that  the  fellows  would  like 
the  words  as  much  as  they  seemed  to  do. 
Yet  they  cheered  him  and  encored  him, 
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and  yelled  the  chorus  till  the  roof  almost 
feU  in. 

"  Bravo,"  shouted  every  one,  the  cap- 
tain himself  included,  as  he  descended 
from  the  table  ;  "  that's  a  ripping  song." 

"  That  sends  up  the  price  of  our  fag,  I 
fancy,"  said  Denton  to  his  chum.  "  Your 
young  brother  won't  beat  that." 

"  Next  man  in,"  shouted  Wheatfield, 
husthng  forward  Fisher  ii.  "  Now,  kid, 
lamm  it  on  and  show  them  what  you  can 
do." 

"  Title  !  title  !  "  cried  the  meeting. 

Now  if  truth  must  be  told.  Fisher  ii 
had  come  to  FeUsgarth  determined  that 
whatever  else  he  failed  in,  he  would  make 
a  hit  at  "lamb's  singing."  He  had 
made  a  careful  calculation  as  to  what  sort 
of  song  would  go  down  with  the  company 
and  at  the  same  time  redeem  his  reputa- 
tion from  all  suspicion  of  greenness  ;  and 
he  flattered  himself  he  had  hit  upon  the 
exact  article. 

"  Oh,"  said  he,  with  an  attempt  at 
ofihand  swagger,  in  response  to  the 
demand.  "  It's  a  comic  song,  called  '  Oh 
no ! '  " 

It  disconcerted  him  a  little  to  see  how 
seriously  everybody  settled  down  to  listen, 
and  how  red  his  brother's  face  turned  as 
he  took  a  back  seat  among  the  seniors. 
Never  mind.  Wait  till  they  heard  his  song. 
That  would  fetch  them  ! 

He  had  carefully  studied  not  only  the 
song  but  the  appropriate  action.  As  he 
knew  perfectly  well,  there  is  one  in- 
variable attitude  for  a  comic  song.  The 
head  must  be  tilted  a  little  to  one  side. 
One  eyebrow  must  be  raised  and  the 
opposite  corner  of  the  mouth  turned 
down.  One  knee  should  be  slightly  bent ; 
the  first  finger  and  thumb  of  one  hand 
should  rest  gracefully  in  the  waistcoat 
pocket,  and  the  other  hand  should  be  free 
for  gesture. 

All  these  points  Fisher  ii  attended  to 
now  as  carefully  as  his  nervousness  woidd 
permit,  and  felt  half  amused  at  the  thought 
of  how  comic  the  fellows  must  think  him. 

"  Do  you  "  he  began. 

But  at  this  point  Ranger  imfeelingly 
interrupted,  and  put  the  vocalist  com- 
pletely out. 

"  Did  you  say  '  Oh  no  '  or  '  how  now  ' '?  " 

"  Oh  no,"  repeated  the  singer. 

"  Yow  mean  h-o-w  n-o-w  ?  " 

"  Oh  no  ;  it's  o-h  n-o." 

"  Thanks — sorry  to  interrupt.  Fire 
awa^-.' 

Fishe'  tried  to  get  himself  back  into 
attitu'^d,  and  began  again  in  a  thin  treble 
voicd  : — 

Do  you  think  I'm  just  as  greeu  as  grass  ? 

Oil  no  ! 

Do  you  take  me  for  a  silly  asj  ? 

Oh  no  ! 

Do  you  think  I  don't  know  A  from  B  ? 
Do  you  think  I  can't  tell  he  from  she  ? 
Do  you  think  I  swallow  all  I  see  ? 

Oh  no — not  me  ! 

He  was  bewildered  by  tlie  unearthly 
silence  of  his  audience.  No  one  stirred 
a  muscle  except  Wheatfield,  who  was 
apparently  wiping  away  a  tear.  Was  the 
song  too  deep  for  them,  or  perhaps  he  did 
not  sing  the  words  distinctly,  or  perhaps 
they  had  laughed  and  he  had  not  noticed  ? 
At  any  rate  he  would  try  the  next  verse, 
which  was  certain  to  amuse  them.  He 
looked  as  droll  as  he  could,  and  by  way 
of  heightening  the  effect,  stuck  his  two 
thumbs  into  the  armholes  of  Lis  waist- 


coat and  wagged  his  hands  in  time  with 
the  song. 

Do  you  think  I  lie  abed  all  day  ? 

Oh  no  ! 

Do  you  guess  I  skate  on  ice 'in  May? 

Oh  no  ! 

Do  you  think  I  can't  tell  what  is  what  ? 
Do  you  think  I  don't  know  pepper's  hot? 
Or  whereabouts  my  i's  to  dot  ? 

Oh  no,  no  rot ! 

As  he  concluded.  Fisher  ii  summoned 
up  enough  resolution  to  shake  his  head 
and  lay  one  finger  to  his  nose  in  the 
most  approved  style  of  comedy,  and  then 
awaited  the  result. 
I  Fellows  apparently  did  not  take  iii  that 
the  song  was  at  an  end,  for  they  neither 
cheered  nor  smiled.  So  Fisher  ii  made 
an  elaborate  bow  to  show  it  was  all  over. 
The  result  was  the  same.  A  gloomy 
silence  prevailed,  m  the  midst  of  which 
the  singer,  never  more  perplexed  in  his 
life,  descended  from  the  table  and  pro- 
ceeded to  look  out  for  the  congratulations 
of  his  admirers. 

"  Beautiful  song,"  said  Wally,  still 
mopping  his  face.  "  I  never  thought  I 
coiJd  be  so  touched  by  anything.  We 
generally  get  comic  songs  on  first  night." 
"  This  is  a  comic  one  "  said  Fisher  ii. 
"Go  on,"  said  Wheatfield;  "tell  that 
to  D'Arcy  here— he'll  believe  you — eh, 
D'Arcy?  "  D'Arcy  looked  mysterious. 

"  It's  no  laughing  matter,  young 
Wheatfield,"  said  he,  in  a  loud  whisper, 
evidently  intended  for  the  eager  ears  of 
Fisher  ir.  "  I  heard  Yorke  just  now  ask 
Denton  if  he  thought  Fislier's  minor  was 
all  there.  Denton  seemed  quite  cut  up,  and 
said  he  hadn't  known  it  before,  but  it 
nmst  be  a  great  fomily  trouble  to  the 
Fishers.  It  accounted  lor  Fisher  I's  fi-e- 
quent  low  spirits.  "  You  know,"  continued 
D'Arcy  confidentially,  "  I  can't  help  my- 
self thinking  it's  a  little  rough  on  Fisher  i 
for  his  people  to  send  a  minor  who's 
afflictedlike  this  to  FeUsgarth.  They  might 
at  least  have  put  him  on  the  Modern  side. 
He'd  have  been  better  understood  there." 

This  speech  Fisher  ii  listened  to  with 
growing  perplexity.  Was  D'Arcy  in  jest 
or  earnest  ?  He  seemed  to  be  in  earnest, 
and  the  serious  faces  of  his  listeners 
looked  like  it  too.  Had  the  captain  really 
made  that  remark  to  Denton  '?  Suppose 
there  was  something  in  it !  Suppose, 
without  his  knowing,  he  was  really  a  little 
queer  in  his  head  !  His  people  might  have 
told  him  of  it.  And  Fisher  i,  his  brother 
•-even  he  hadn't  heard  of  it !  Oh  dear  ! 
oh  dear !  How  was  he  ever  to  recover 
his  reputation  for  sanity  ?  WhatetJer  in- 
duced him  to  sing  that  song  ? 

Poor  Fisher  ii  devoutly  wished  him- 
self home  again  >  ithin  reach  of  his 
mother's  soothmg  voi.^e  and  his  sisters' 
smiles.'  They  understood  him.  These 
fellows  didn't.  The;/  knew  he  was  not  an 
idiot.    These  fellows  didn't. 

Further  reflection  was  cut  short  by  a 
loud  call  to  order  and  cheers,  as  Yorke, 
the  captain,  rose  to  his  feet. 

Every  one  liked  Yorke.  As  captain  of 
the  school  even  the  Moderns  looked  iip 
to  him,  and  were  forced  to  admit  that  he 
was  a  credit  to  FeUsgarth.  In  Wakefield's, 
his  own  house,  he  was  natm-ally  an  idol. 
Prodigious  stories  were  afloat  as  to  his 
wisdom  and  his  prowess.  Examiners 
were  reported  to  have  rent  their  clothes 
in  despair  at  his  answers  ;  and  at  lootball, 
rumour  had  it  that  once,  in  one  of  the  out- 


matches against  Eidgmoor,  he  had  rim 
the  baU  down  the  field  with  six  of  the 
other  side  on  his  back,  and  finished  up 
with  a  drop  at  the  goal  from  thirty  yards. 

But  his  popularity  in  his  own  house, 
depended  less  on  these  exploits  than  on 
his  general  good  nature  and  incorruptible- 
fairness.  He  scorned  to  hit  an  opponent 
when  he  was  down,  and  yet  he  wotild 
knock  down  a  friend  as  soon  as  a  foe  if 
the  credit  of  the  school  required  it.  The 
one  drawback  to  his  character  in  the  eyes- 
of  certain  of  his  fellow  prefects  and  others 
at  Wakefield's  was  that  in  the  standing 
feud  between  Classics  and  Moderns  lie 
would  take  no  part.  He  demanded  ihe- 
aUegiance  of  all  parties  on  behalf  of  flie 
school,  and  if  any  man  refused  it,  Yorke 
was  the  sort  of  person  who  would  make 
it  his  business  to  know  the  reason  whj% 

Now  as  he  got  up  and  waited  for  the 
cheers  to  cease,  no  one  could  deny  that 
he  wasn't  as  fine  a  captain  as  Wakefield's 
could  expect  to  see  for  many  a  day.  And 
for  the  first  time  some  of  those  who  even 
feared  him  realised  with  a  qualm  that 
this  was  the  last  "  first  night "  on  which 
he  would  be  there  to  make  the  usual 
speech. 

"Gentlemen,"  he  said,  "we   are  all 
glad  to  be  back  in  the  old  place  (cheers). 
At  any  rate  I  am  (loud  cheers).    On  first, 
night,  as  you  know,  we  always  combine 
business  with  pleasure.  We  have  just  had 
the  pleasure  (laughter,  in  the  liiidst  of 
which  Fisher  ii  pricked  up  his  ears  and 
wondered  if  his  song  wasn't  going  to  be  ap- 
preciated afteraU).  The  lambs  have  bleated 
and  done  their  level  best,  I'm  sure  (renewed 
laughter,  and  cries  of  "How  now?"). 
Now  for  the  business.    Gentlemen,  the 
house  clubs  demand  your  support.  (Fisher 
II  turned  deadly'  green  as  he  remembered 
the  Modern  boy  and  his  half-crown.  He 
looked  round  wildly  for  Ashby,  but  Ashby 
was  standing  between  WaUy  and  D'Arcy, 
and  the  proximity  was  not  encouraging- 
for  Fisher's  purpose.    The  idea  occurred 
to  him  of  appealing  to  his  brother.  But 
Fisher  i,  pen  in  hand,  sat  at  the  receipt 
of  custom,  and  he  dare  not  approach.) 
"  "We  hope  there  will  be   no  shirking.. 
Every  fellow  in  the  house  is  expected  to 
back  up  the  clubs.    If  the  house  clubs  are 
not  kept  up  to  the  mark,  the  school  clubs, 
are  sure  to  go  down  (cheers).    We  don't 
ask  much.  The  seniors  pay  5s.,  the  middle 
boys   3s.   6c?.,   and  the  juniors  2s.  CcZ. 
(Fisher    ii   glanced    fi-antically   in  the 
direction  of  the  door,  and  began  to  edge 
that  way.)    Now,  gentlemen,  one  word 
more.    You  know,  last  term,  there  was  a, 
lot  of  bad  blood  between  Classics  and 
Moderns  (great  cheers  and  three  groans 
for  the  Moderns).    Of  course  it's  open  to 
any  idiot  who  likes  to  make  a  fool  of 
himself,  and  quarrel  with  anybody  he  likes. 
He's  welcome  to  do  it  up  to  a  certain 
point,  if  it  gives  him  pleasure.    But  I 
want  to  say  this  (and  I'd-  say  it  if  the 
whole  of  the  school  was  here),  that  if 
these  rows  once  begin  to  interfere  with 
the  honour  of  the  school  in  sports  or  any- 
thing else,  as  they  nearl/  did  last  term,, 
the  fellows  who  indulge  in  them  will  be 
dropped  on  pretty  heavily,  no  matter  what 
side  or  what  house  they  belong  to." 

The  captain  looked  so  uncommonly 
like  meaning  what  he  said,  that  D'Arcy, 
who  had  already  made  an  appointment 
to  fight  Lickford,  a  Modern  boy,  at  the 
Three  Oaks  before  breakfast  to-morrow. 
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ijnailed  under  his  eye,  and  wondered  if  he 
3oiild  witli  dignity  "  scratch  "  the  engage- 
ment. 

A  general  movement  towards  the  table 
at  which  Fisher  i  sat  with  his  pen  and 
account  -  book  followed  the  captain's 
speech.  Of  aU  the  company  present,  only 
one  failed  to  enrol  himself.  He  was  a 
new  boy  caUed  Fisher  ii,  who,  evidently 
worn  out  by  the  fiitigues  of  the  day  and 
unversed  in  the  etiquette  of  first  night, 
had  sought  the  dame  at  a  somewhat 
early  hour,  and  received  her  permission 
to  go  to  bed. 

Such  at  least  was  that  lady's  version 
when  Fisher  i,  having  missed  liis  minor, 
made  inquiries  respecting  his  absence. 


"  Best  thing  he  could  do,  to  make  him- 
self scarce,  after  such  a  performance," 
said  the  elder  brother  to  Denton  w  ho 
accompanied  him. 

"  Yes,  indeed,  I  envy  Kanger  his  fag. 
It's  a  lucky  thing  we  bagged  the  other 
one  in  time." 

"  The  yoimg  donkey  coiddn't  be  in 
better  hands,"  said  Fisher;  "but  I  say, 
Den,  didn't  the  captain  come  down  rather 
heavy  with  his  thunder  to-night '?  What 
does  it  all  mean  "?  " 

"  Rows,  I  expect,"  said  Denton.  "  He's 
not  going  to  stand  what  went  on  last  term, 
and  I'm  jolly  glad  of  it.  We  must  back 
him  up." 

"  If  he  means  I'm  not  to  feel  inclined 


to  kick  Dangle  whenever  I  see  him,  I 
can't  proznise  him  much." 

"  Dangle's  a  good  quarter-mile  man, 
and  a  good  long-stop.  If  your  kicking 
him  prevents  his  playing  for  the  school, 
you'll  have  to  mind  your  eye,  my  boy. 
That's  what  he  means." 

"Oh!"  grunted  Fisher  i,  "I  suppose 
the  rows  will  begm  to-morrow,  when  we 
elect  the  officers  for  the  school  clubs. 
Those  fellows  are  sure  to  want  to  stick 
their  o'wn  men  in." 

"At  any  rate  you're  safe  enough  for 
treasurer,  old  man.  But  come,  I'm  dead 
sleepy,  to-night.  Time  enough  for  rows 
to-morrow  and  the  next  day." 

(To  be  continued.) 


GEORGE  EREEBORN  :    SAILOR,   EXILE,   AND  EIRST  PARSON 

OE  AURORA  ISLAND. 


By  Eev.  a.  Baker,  m.a.,  r.n. 

chapter  xvii. — africa's  sunny  fountains  and  india's  coral  strand — i  determine  to  go  to  eos- 
an  old  friend,  and  we  agree  once  more  to  be  shipmates  together. 


-CALLAO  AGAIN — I  MEET 


AFTER  my  mother's  death  the  house  in' 
which  she  had  lived  was  shut  up, 
the  farm  being  left  in  charge  of  Ezra  and 
his  wife  as  before.  I  fomid  myself  possessed 
of  a  few  hundred  pounds,  part  of  which  I 
invested  in  merchandise,  and  therewith 
made  two  voyages  to  Sierra  Leone  and 
back.  These  voyages  I  have  good  reason 
to  remember,  since  m  one  of  them  only 
four  persons  survived  out  of  a  crew  of 
nineteen,  the  rest  being  the  victims  of  a 
terrible  epidemic  of  fever  which  pre- 
vailed at  the  time ;  while  in  the  second 
voyage  I  had  the  ill-fortune  to  lose 
aU  the  money  that  I  had  invested,  thus 
reducing  my  capital  to  so  small  a  sum 
that  the  interest  which  it  prodi;ced  was 
scarcely  sufficient  to  keep  me  in  bread 
and  cheese. 

Never  had  I  felt  so  despairing.  I  had 
foxight  hard  and  hazarded  my  hfe  upon 
many  occasions  in  the  cause  of  a  coimtry 
which,  so  far  from  recognising  my  claims 
upon  it,  refused  even  to  give  me  the  pay 
which  was  my  just  due.  I  was  suffering 
from  love,  to  which,  alas  !  there  could  be 
no  response  ;  I  was  all  but  friendless,  soli- 
tary, poor,  and  imknown.  The  thought 
grew  upon  me  that,  come  what  might,  I 
must  shake  myself  free  from  the  hard 
unsympathetic  world  in  which  I  was 
struggling  to  live,  and  begin  afresh  amid 
new  faces  and  new  scenes.  In  England, 
at  least,  my  chances  of  happiness  seemed 
but  small. 

I  have  spoken  of  Eos  already.  This 
island  with  its  romantic  history  had  al- 
ways an  inexpressible  fascination  for  me  ; 
and  now,  curiously  enough,  the  captain  of 
the  vessel  in  which  I  had  made  the  first 
of  the  two  voyages  to  Sierra  Leone  was 
one  who  had  on  several  occasions  visited 
Eos.  He  was  never  weary  of  teUing  the 
story  of  his  welcome  there ;  how  every 
man  in  the  commimity  had  vied  with  his 
neighbour  in  showing  them  every  possible 
kindness ;  how  contentedly  they  lived, 
though  cut  off  completely  from  the  world 
around  them,  save  for  the  visits  of  occa- 
sional ships,  sometimes  only  two  or  three 
toixching  at  the  island  in  the  course  of  the 
year.    He  told  me  with  what  loyalty  the 


islanders  submitted  themselves  to  their 
venerable  chief,  Adam  Goode,  the  last 
survivor  of  the  original  shipwrecked  crew. 
He  had  taught  himself  to  read  from  the 
one  Bible  and  Prayer-book  saved  from  the 
wreck,  and  had  rekindled  and  kept  alive 
the  Christian  faith  in  the  hearts  of  the 
people,  and  had  trained  the  rapidly  in- 
creasing family  in  the  path  of  virtue.  He 
was  the  apostle  of  his  adopted  comitry ; 
and  though  an  unlearned  and  ignorant 
man,  and  one  whose  character  in  the  past 
had  been  by  no  means  commendable,  he 
had  yet  lived  to  do  a  great  and  good  work, 
and  win  for  himself  the  respect  and  grati- 
tude of  a  large  posterity. 

What  a  harsh  judgment  the  world  would 
have  passed  upon  such  a  determination  as 
mine,  had  it  cared  to  trouble  itself  in  the 
least  degree  with  my  concerns  !  How  it 
would  have  ridiculed  the  bare  idea  of  a 
yomig  man  like  myself,  hardly  as  yet  in 
the  prime  of  life,  deliberately  choosing 
volmitary  exile,  and  making  a  voyage  of 
many  thousands  of  miles  in  search  of  an 
Arcadian  existence  in  one  of  the  smallest 
and  most  remote  of  English  colonies ! 
With  what  supercilioias  pity  should  I  have 
been  dismissed  from  their  thoughts  by  the 
young  men  of  the  day  as  a  kmatic,  and 
by  their  elders  as  either  a  ne'er-do-well  or 
a  fool !  But  seeing  that  my  frail  bark 
was  fairly  floated  on  the  troubloiTS  sea  of 
life,  and  seeing  that  I  neither  knocked  at 
the  doors  of  its  workhouses  nor  its  gaols, 
the  world  went  on  with  its  business  and 
its  pleasure,  and  left  me  once  more  to  take 
an  affectionate  farewell  of  Ezra  and  his 
wife,  who  never  ceased  to  believe  and  to 
avow  that  I  should  settle  down  some- 
where and  better  mj'self  in  time. 

I  was  not  able  to  carrj-  out  my  idea 
immediately,  but  there  intervened  between 
this  time  and  the  day  when  I  landed,  at 
Eos  a  period  of  aboirt  four  years  which 
we're  occupied  by  long  trading  voyages. 
I  spent  a  considerable  portion  of  this 
period  in  India,  which  countrj-,  so  vast  in 
its  resoui'ces,  so  abmidant  in  its  wealth, 
and  teeming  with  a  populati^i  so  intelli- 
gent and  industrious,  filled  me  with  inces- 
sant admiration,  so  that  I  marvelled  more 


than  ever  at  the  splendid  achievements  of 
my  countrymen.  But  time  and  space 
forbid  me  to  dwell  at  length  on  this  part 
of  my  history,  except  so  far  as  to  observe 
that  I  have  always  looked  upon  it  as  a 
great  privilege  to  have  seen  something  of 
the  East  Indies,  as  well  as  of  other 
coimtries  less  important  in  the  eyes  of 
Englishmen. 

Suffice  it  then  to  say  that  in  the 
early  part  of  the  year  1828  I  foimd  myself 
once  more  at  Callao.  It  was  with  mingled 
feelings  that  I  watched  from  the  deck  of 
the  ship  the  well-remembered  features  of 
the  harbour,  as  they  opened  out  before 
me.  Here  had  we  taken  up  oiw  billet 
when  I  first  visited  Callao  ;  here  had  we 
anchored  with  sprmgs  on  our  cables  before 
the  action  of  Feb.  29,  1820 ;  yonder  was 
the  very  point  where  tlae  shipwreck  had 
taken  place,  and  doubtless  the  ribs  of  the 
ship  were  yet  being  lashed  by  the  breakers, 
and  the  seaweed,  in  dank  luxiu-iance,  was 
clinging  like  grave-clothes  to  her  shattered 
frame ;  and  there,  in  the  distance,  mider 
the  batteries,  lay  a  smart  man-of-war, 
which,  biit  for  the  stars  and  stripes  flutter- 
ing at  her  peak,  might  have  been  taken 
for  the  Esmeralda  herself,  riding  at  anchor 
in  blissftal  ignorance  of  the  fate  which  was 
swiftly  to  overtake  her. 

How  this  feeling  of  curiosity  was  in- 
tensified when  I  stepped  on  shore  may  be 
easily  imaguied.  There  were  the  batteries 
on  which  I  had  worked  in  chauis  among 
gangs  of  convicts  ;  the  prison,  with  the 
^•ery  window  of  the  ceU  in  which  I  had 
been  confined,  whereat  I  sometimes 
thought  that  I  could  discern  the  emaci- 
ated features  of  another  occupant.  A  free 
man,  I  often  passed  and  repassed  the 
square  which  had  been  the  scene  of  my 
degradation  and  toil,  and  marked  the 
traces  of  the  accident  which  had  procured 
me  my  freedom  in  the  charred  remains  of 
the  arsenal,  which  had  not  been  repafred 
from  want  of  frmds.  Nay  more,  in  a  sharp 
attack  of  fever  I  called  in  by  chance  the 
very  physician  who  had  invohmtai-ily 
furthered  my  escape.  He  did  not  recog- 
nise me,  but  I  coTild  not  resist  discovering 
myself  to  him,  and  I  had  fr-equently  the 


pleasiire  of  enjoying  his  hospitality  during 
my  stay  at  Callao. 

But  months  passed  by,  and  I  became 
increasingly  anxious  to  carry  out  my 
design ;  my  little  capital  was  fast  decreas- 
ing, under  the  exorbitant  charges  at  that 
time  prevailuig  in  Peru ;  my  stock  of 
clothes  too  was  wearing  out,  and  I  could 
not  replace  them  save  with  articles  vastly 
inferior  at  about  treble  the  price.  Still, 


"Well,  rather  shakj^  my  boy,  rather 
shaky ;  I  ain't  so  yoimg  as  I  was,  not  by 
a  goodish  bit.  I've  got  the  rheumatiz 
too,  like  that  there  old  Mayflower ;  poor 
old  craft,  she's  gone  to  be  broke  up  at 
last,  and  I  reckon  I  shan't  be  many  tides 
arter  'er.  It's  astonishin'  'ow  soon  a  man 
runs  through  the  alphabet  of  life,  and 
comes  to  the  x'b,  the  unknown  quantities, 
and  the  y's,  the  years  that  have  sped  so 
fast  ;  it 's  a 
comfort,  how- 
ever, to  re- 
member that 
z  stands  for 
Zion." 

I  rallied  him 
on  his  de- 
spondent 
frame  of  mind, 
but  he  shook 
his  head,  and 
continued  sad- 
ly, "  No,  my 
boy,  I  know 
I  am  booked 
for  the  next 
world  ;  arter' 
fifty  years  o' 
sea  work  the 
eld  craft's 
wore  out  en- 
tirely. The 
doctors  can 
patch  up  an 
old  'ulk,  and 
make  'er  last 


to  deal  with.  But  why  not  fit  out  a  little 
bit  of  a  cutter  or  ketch,  and  navigate  'er 
yourself?  As  far  as  I  can  see  it's  your 
only  chance,  and  if  the  idea  takes  your 
fancy,  I  don't  know  as  I  won't  go  along 
with  you.  I  'aven't  got  long  to  live,  and 
I  may  as  well  die  on  the  sea  or  among 
good  people — they're  scarce  enough  'ere, 
any'ow." 

He  stood  for  a  moment  or  two  in  deep 
thought ;  and  a  glance  at  his  weather- 
beaten  countenance  was  quite  enough  to 
assure  me  that  what  he  said  about  himself 
was  true. 

"I  have  it,"  he  exclaimed  at  last; 
and  without  another  word  he  drew  me 
along  with  him  to  a  distant  sliipbuilding 
yard,  at  one  of  the  jetties  belonging  to 
which  a  little  cutter  was  made  fast,  the 
owner  of  which  had  recently  died,  and 
left  this  property  to  be  disposed  of  by  his 
executors. 

"  Look  there,  now,"  said  Boaz ;  "  if  that 
ain't  just  the  ticket,  I'm  certain  I  don't 
know  what  is.  There's  a  little  beauty  ;  a 
cutter  yacht,  eighteen  tons  burden,  well 
found  in  everj'thing,  and  as  snug  a  little 
craft  as  ever  skipped  across  the  water. 
You  and  I  'as  weathered  a  storm  or  two 
in  company,  my  son,  and  if  that  craft 
and  the  South-East  Trades  don't  carry  us 
safely  over  to  Eos,  I'm  a  Dutchman." 

In  a  week  fi-om  that  date  I  became  the 
master,  and  part  owner  of  the  Firefiy, 
which  we  rechristened  the  Isabel,  and  we 
were  hard  at  work  fitting  her  out  for  her 
new  venture.     Boaz  made  himself  in 


for  some  months  no  opportmrity  offered 
itself,  no  one  seemed  willing  to  touch 
at  Eos.  But  at  last  a  chance  came,  quite 
unexpectedly,  involving  nothing  less  than 
the  falling  in  with  my  old  friend  Boaz 
Bloomer. 

I  was  wandering  one  day  up  and  down 
the  wharves  at  Callao,  making  fruitless 
inquiries  of  this  person  and  that  as  to 
whether  any  vessel  was  hkely  to  touch  at 
Eos,  when  I  heard  a  cheery  voice  behind 
me,  "  Hullo !  George  Freeborn,  I  say, 
where  away  now  ?  ' ' 

The  accent  was  unmistakable,  and  my 
first  impulse  was  to  rush  into  the  arms  of 
my  old  friend  and  deliverer ;  but  I  con- 
tented myself  with  a  good  honest  English 
grip  of  his  horny  hand,  and  then,  linking 
his  arm  witliin  mine,  he  drew  me  along 
with  him,  asking  a  himdred  questions  as 
to  where  I  had  been,  and  what  I  had  been 
doing  since  we  parted  last  at  Valparaiso. 

"And  how  have  you  been?"  said  I 
at  last,  when  I  .could  get  in  a  word. 


a  few  months 
longer,  bat  I 
never  knowed 
one  as  could 
mend  a  wore- 
out  'eart  ;  and 
that's  what's  the 
matter  with  me. 
It's  a  great 
mercy  as  I 
knows  it  ;  I 
may  go  any 
time;  they  say 


"  My  old  friend  and  deliverer.' 


as  the  anchors  '11  most  likely  part  on  a 
sudden.  So  all  I've  got  to  do  is  to  get 
ready  for  that  long  voyage.  But  where 
away  now,  my  boy  ?  " 

I  detailed  to  him  my  plans. 
"  Well,"  replied  he,  dubiously  scratching 
his  head ;  "  I  don't  reckon  much  of  your 
chance ;  there  ain't  a  ship  calling  at  that 
place  once  in  a  blue  moon.  I've  'eerd  it's 
a  nice  little  place  too,  and  that  the  folks 
there  are  uncommon  'omely  and  pleasant 


finitely  usefiil  in  generally  superintending 
the  work,  making  a  thousand  suggestions 
for  our  mutual  comfort,  and  liberally 
sharing  in  the  expense. 

''And  mind,  my  boy,"  said  he,  "after 
religion  'ealth's  the  first  consideration; 
so  be  sure  not  to  let  me  forgit  the  tartar 
emetic  and  the  calomel." 

(To  le continued.) 


^4^  ^lie  Soy'^^  Owi\  fh^Qt 


THE   BUTTERFLY  HUNTERS. 

A   STOKY    OF    SCHOOL    AND    COUNTRY  LIFE. 
By  Ashmore  Russan, 

A  ulhor  of  "  A  Strange  Epidemic"  '•  The  Last  of  the  Great  A  uls,"  "  The  Speckled  Giant,"  "  That  Little  Jackdaw,"  etc. 
CHAPTER  VII. — THE  CAPTURE  OF  THE  "  SWALLOW-TAIL." 


"lyTo  wonder  Dr.  Drysdust  felt  yoimg 
i.1  again.  For  him  the  year  comprised 
but  live  montlis,  from  May  to  September. 
These  are  tlie  butterfly  montlis.  Time 
was  when  he  had  passed  the  winter 
chr^'salis-seeking ;  but  his  eyesight  was 
not  what  it  had  been,  and  he  had 
long  given  it  up.  And  of  late  he  had 
feared  that  he  must  give  up  butterfly 
hunting  also.  It  was  so  very  annoying 
when  he  had  stalked  a  fancied  "  Black- 
veined  White,"  the  rare  Aporia  Cratcegi, 
to  its  resting-place  on  a  flower  and  cap- 
tured it,  to  And  it  metamorphosed  into  a 
oommon  Pieris  Brassicce,  the  butterfly 
of  the  kitchen  garden  and  the  London 
.squares.  It  was  vexing  t6  tramp  about 
for  hours  and  not  even  see  a  butterfly, 
when  he  knew  that  there  were  scores 
■within  a  few  yards  of  him.  His  eyesight 
was  so  dim  that  he  really  could  not  dis- 
cern a  butterfly  unless  it  were  jA  the 
wing  and  pretty  close  to  his  nose.  Of 
course,  when  he  knew  its  exact  position, 
the  difficulty  did  not  exist. 

But  now  he  was  young  again.  He  had 
six  pairs  of  young  eyes  to  assist  his  vision, 
and  six  pairs  of  young  legs  to  aid  him  in 
running  the  butterflies  to  flower.  For  the 
services  thus  rendered  he  tlnrew  aside  his 
scie"*ific  jargon  and  told  them  a  great 
deal  01  what  he  knew  about  butterflies  in 
plain,  homely  language.  He  enjoyed 
.himself  thorouglily,  and  so  did  his  coin- 
,panions. 

They  captured  an  oi'ange-tipped  "AVood 
Lady  "  in  a  riding  close  to  Heyward's 
'Hill,  and  a  "Wood  Argus"  on  the  fringe 
of  the  wood.  A  rush  through  the  bram- 
qles  and  furze  on  the  adjacent  common, 
r'n  which  Frank  Brown,  carried  away  by 
the  excitement  of  his  companions,  joined, 
regardless  of  his  clothes,  resulted  in  the 
capture  of  a  beautiful  "  Sflver-washed  Fri- 
tillary." 

Then  Funibois  inadvertently  captured 
,ti  prize — a  rather  small  brown  and  orange 
butterfly  that  appeared  to  have  been  in 
■ffche  butterfly  wars. 

"  Is  this  thing  worth  having,  sir  ?  "  its 
.captor  asked  the  ancient  entomologist. 
•  "It  looks  as  if  it  had  been  fighting  aod 
._;got  the  worst  of  it.  Its  wings  are  i^rute 
sragged." 

Dr.  Drysdust  took  the  ragged-winged 
iDutterfly  eagerly  in  his  hand. 

"A  thing,  do  you  call  it?"  he  cried. 
"  It  is  a  Grapta,  C.  Album,  a  very  rare 
'  Comma,'  to  give  it  its  Enghsh  name. 
J  would  rather  have  it  than  two  '  Pm-ple 
Jilmperors.'  " 

"  It  is  yours,  sir,"  said  Fimibois, 
(promptly. 

The  "Dingy  Skipper"  was  delighted. 
It  was  really  very  pleasant  to  have  sis 
..sharp-eyed  collectors  at  his  beck  and  call, 
-who,  when  either  of  them  captured  a 
treasm-e,  would  say  "It  is  yom-s,  sir," 
and  think  no  more  about  it.  He  trans- 
ferred the  "Comma"  to  a  travelling  box 


with  eager,  trembling  fingers,  and  treated 
himself  to  an  enormous  pinch  of  snuff. 

"  Now,  boys,"  he  said,  "  I  am  going  to 
tell  you  a  secret.  Did  you  ever  hear  of 
the  Machaon  ?  No  ?  Not  by  that  name, 
I  suppose.  It  is  in  your  book,  Arundel. 
Look  for  the  Papilio  Macliaon,  the  Swal- 
low-tailed Butterfly." 

Jack  hurriedly  turned  the  pages  until 
he  came  to  the  illustration  asked  for.  It 
represented  a  very  beautififl  butterfly  of 
a  creamy  yellow  ground  tint,  banded  with 
black.  The  black  bands  on  the  front 
wings  were  powdered  with  yellow  ;  those 
on  the  hind  wings  with  blue ;  in  addition, 
two  red  "  eyes."  But  the  butterfly's  chief 
beauty,  from  the  "  Dingy  Skipper's '  point 
of  view,  was  its  shape.  The  hind  wings 
were  elongated  like  the  tail  of  a  swallow. 
Hence  its  name. 

"  That's  it !  That's  the  Machaon  !  " 
cried  Dr.  Drysdust,  "  and  I  know  where 
it  is  to  be  found  alive.  I  know  a  famous 
haunt  of  the  '  Swallow-tail.'  If  I  teU  you 
■ — if  I  take -you,  and  specimens  are  stiU 
there,  wiU  you  promise  not  to  take  more 
than  two,  and  not  to  visit  it  again  this 
season  unless  in  my  company  '?  " 

The  boys  gave  the  required  promise  at 
once. 

Crafty  "  Dingy  Skipper  "  ! 

"  I  haven't  visited  it  for  several  years," 
he  went  on.  "  The  last  time  I  caught  two 
specimens  and  a  bad  attack  of  rheiunatism. 
I  have  the  specimens  in  a  cabinet  at  home, 
and  I  carry  the  rheumatism  about  with 
me.    Ha,  ha,  ha  !  " 

Dr.  Drysdust  always  laughed  at  his  own 
jokes.  It  was  a  peculiarity  of  his 
personality,  as  Funibois  might  have 
said. 

"  Fear  of  rheumatism  has  kept  me 
away.  I  dare  not  get  my  feet  wet.  I 
suppose  wet  feet  have  no  terrors  for  you 
youngsters  ?  " 

All  save  Frank  Brown  answered  "  No." 
Frank  looked  at  his  patent  leathers  and 
said  nothing. 

"  Then  we'll  call  round  and  see  if  a 
Machaon  is  at  home,"  said  the  ancient 
one,  leading  the  way  across  the  common. 

Presently  they  came  to  a  patch  of 
marshy  groiuid  some  six  acres  in  extent, 
covered  with  biflrushes,  reeds,  and  occa- 
sional patches  of  marsh  marigolds. 

"  This  is  the  place  ;  this  is  the 
Ma.chaon's  home.  We  will  walk  roimd 
it,  and  you  must  keep  a  sharp  look- 
out." 

Dr.  Drysdust  led  the  Httle  army  of 
butterfly  hmiters  half-way  round  the  bog, 
it  was  nothing  else,  withoiit  a  halt. 
Apparently  the  visit  was  paid  in  an  im- 
luclv'y  hour.  No  "  Swallow-tails ' '  appeared 
to  be  at  home.  Perhaps,  as  is  frequently 
the  case,  they  had  deserted  the  spot,  or 
become  extinct,  there.  It  often  happens 
that  all  the  caterpillars  in  what  has  been 
a  famous  hamit  of  some  particiflar  butter- 
fly fiuu  graves  in  the  stomachs  of  a  swarm 


of  hungry  birds,  when  of  course  no  butter- 
flies are  forthcoming.  Dr.  Drysdust  was 
a  little  disappointed.  He  had  counted  on 
at  least  one  specimen. 

"  I  am  afraid  it  is  of  no  use  to  go 
further,"  he  said.  "  They  must  have  left 
their  old  hamit." 

Hardly  had  he  spoken  when  Jack 
caught  sight  of  a  yellowish  butterfly 
perched  on  a  bulrush,  and  cried  out. 

"Where  is  it?  Where  is  it?"  the 
"  Dingy  Skipper  "  eagerly  asked. 

Jack  pointed  out  the  specimen,  on  the 
opposite  side  of  a  pool  of  water. 

"  There  it  is,  sir ;  but  I  hardly  see  how 
it  is  to  be  got  at." 

"  It  must  be  got  at.  It's  a  Machaon. 
Why,  dear  me,  when  I  was  a  young  man 
I  thought  nothing  of  swimming  across  a 
river  in  my  clothes  after  a  good  thing. 
Let  us  hold  a  cormcil  of  war,  boys ;  a 
coimcil  of  war." 

In  courts  martial  and  war  councils  the 
yoirnger  officers  often  speak  first.  In  Dr. 
Drysdust's  comicil  the  talking  was  aU 
done  by  one  whose  age  almost  equalled 
the  aggi-egated  ages  of  all  the  others.  In 
short.  Dr.  Drysdust  did  it  all. 

"  It  must  be  approached  from  two  sides. 
You  boy — what  do  they  call  you — 
Fmiibois  ?  Very  funny  name.  Take  off 
your  shoes  and  stockings  and  go  to  the 
right  with  my  net.  You,  Arundel,  do  the 
same  and  go  to  the  left.  Let  the  boy 
that's  behind  the  Machaon  strike  first. 
If  it  flies  away,  follow  it ;  the  water  and 
mud  together  are  not  more  than  two  feet 
deep  anywhere.  I  ought  to  know.  I 
have  been  all  over  the  marsh — over 
almost  every  inch  of  it.  Dare  not  do  it 
now,  I  am  sorry  to  saj'." 

And  this  was  what  the  "  Dingy  Skipper ' ' 
called  a  council  of  war. 

Nothing  loth.  Jack  and  Fimibois  took 
off  their  boots  and  socks,  and  rolled  then- 
trousers  up  above  their  knees.  Thus  pre- 
pared, they  waded  to  the  attack,  anxiously 
watched  by  the  "  Dingy  Skipper "  and 
their  companions. 

The  "  Swallow-tail"  shifted  its  position 
once  or  twice,  and  fluttered  a  few  yards 
fiu-ther  away  ;  but,  poor  thing  !  it  did  not 
dream  of  danger  in  its  watery  fastness 
among  the  buh'ushes. 

As  its  head  was  towards  Funibois,  Jack 
approached  it  to  strike  first.  He  raised  his 
net,  and  the  next  moment  the  "  SwaUow- 
tail  "  was  a  prisoner.  Two  mmutes  later 
it  was  safe  in  one  of  Dr.  Drysdust's  col- 
lecting boxes,  dead  and  seciu-elj-  puined  to 
the  cork  bottom. 

"  I  never  remember  such  a  capital 
day's  sport,"  chuckled  the  old  man. 
"  When  is  your  next  half  holiday  ? 
Satm-day  ?  You  must  come  to  see  me, 
and  we  wfll  try  somewhere  else.  I  shall 
write  to  Dr.  Hardi-idge  to-morrow,  so 
mind  you  come." 

From  the  marsh  they  returned  to 
Heyward's  Hfll,  where  Tim   caught  a 


"Tiger-moth"  beneath  a  yew  tree.  He 
did  not  stow  it  away  in  a  bait  can,  nor 
did  Sapington  use  his  ciu-ling  irons  upon 
it.    Jack  took  charge  of  it. 

At  the  foot  of  the  hill  Jack  caught  a 
pretty  little  "Adonis  Blue";  and  as  it 
was  now  time  to  return  to  the  Abbey  they 
parted  company  with  the  delighted  Dr. 
Drysdust,  and  made  the  best  of  then'  way 
home,  thoroughly  weU  satisfied  with  the 
result  of  their  butterfly  hunt.  Of  coiirse 
the  specimens  were  placed  on  exhibition 
in  Jack's  study,  and  of  course  nearly  every 
boy  in  the  school  came  to  see  them. 
Among  the  visitors  were  Dr.  Hardi'idge 
and  Mr.  Stoneleigh,  who  both  expressed 
their  pleasure  at  the  discrimination  and 
right  feeling  manifested  by  the  compara- 
tively few  butterflies  captured.  No  two 
were  alike,  but  all  were  rare. 

"  I  was  afraid,"  said  the  Doctor,  "  that 
you  would  have  taken  a  large  number  of 
butterflies  of  the  same  kinds.  I  am  very 
glad  to  see  that  you  have  not  done  so." 

It  was  rather  odd  that  the  Mugginses 
major  and  minor  did  not  visit  Jack's 
study,  more  especially  as  they  had  assis- 
ted to  capture  one  of  the  specimens.  It 
was  odder  still  that  they  were  not  missed. 
It  must  not  be  supposed  that  their  pre- 
sence was  desired,  but  Muggins  major  had 
his  finger  in  every  pie,  and  his  absence 
from  the  study  was  really  remarkable. 
However,  nobody  was  aware  that  they 
had  not  reached  the  Abbey  until  Tim  took 
it  into  his  head  to  call  upon  them  to  see 
what,  if  any,  specimens  they  had  brought 
home,  and  found  the  oak  "  sported." 
Then  he  remembered  that  he  had  not 
seen  them  since  they  walked  off  by  the 
bramble  thicket  near  Heyward's  Hill. 

Six  P.M.  was  the  tea  hour  on  Wednes- 
day afternoons.  They  were  not  at  tea. 
The  Abbey  clock  struck  seven.  The 
Mugginses  had  not  arrived.  Eight  pealed 
out.  No  Muggins  major,  and  no  minor 
either. 

Jack  was  appealed  to  and  advised  that 
Mr.  Stoneleigh  be  informed.  The  advice 
was  acted  upon.  The  head  master  waited 
half  an  hour  and  then  told  Dr.  Hard- 
ridge. 

"Dear  me!  Very  extraordinary!" 
exclaimed  the  Doctor.  "  Where  can  they 
be  ?    They  can't  be  lost." 

The   idea   was   rather   absurd.  The 


Abbey  boys  were  allowed  to  ramble  where 
they  would  on  half  holidays,  on  the  imder- 
standing  that  if  any  boy  got  into  mischief 
his  liberty  would  be  curtailed.  Conse- 
quently the  brothers  Muggins  knew  the 
coimtry  for  miles  around.  No,  tlrey  could 
not  be  lost. 

At  nine  o'clock  the  Doctor  sent  out  Mr. 
Stoneleigh  and  an  usher  to  seek  for  the 
missing  boys.  At  half-past  nine  he  went 
himself,  taking  with  him  Jack  and  Fmii- 
bois  as  guides. 

At  ten  they  met  the  brothers  Muggins 
in  the  custody  of  Mr.  Stoneleigh  and 
the  usher,  coming  from  the  direction  of 
Heyward's  HiU.  The  Doctor  was  very 
angry  and  demanded  an  immediate  expla- 
nation. 

"  Tell  your  tale  as  you  told  it  to  me," 
said  the  head  master. 

Thus  appealed  to.  Muggins  major  stated 
that  he  had  left  Dr.  Drysdust  and  party 
because  he  wished  to  capture  some  butter- 
flies for  himself,  and  had  taken  his  brother 
with  him  ;  that  he  had  caught  a  dozen 
beauties — Muggins  major  always  spoke  in 
the  flrst  person  singular — and  was  chasing 
a  lovely  "  Blue  "  when  a  man  came  up 
with  two  dogs  and  marched  him  off  to  a 
farmhouse,  where  he  took  his  specimens 
from  him  and  tlu'ew  them  in  the  fire, 
broke  his  butterfly  net,  and  afterwards 
locked  him  and  his  brother  in  the  barn 
imtil  half-past  nine,  when  he  let  them  out, 
boxed  their  ears,  and  told  them  to  get  off 
home.  He  did  not  know  tlie  man,  and 
he  did  not  think  he  could  find  the  farm- 
house if  he  tried. 

"That's  not  good  enough,"  whispered 
Funibois  to  Jack.  "  Mug  knows  pretty 
nearly  every  farmhouse  within  ten  miles, 
and  he  couldn't  waUi  ten  miles  in  half  an 
hour." 

During  Muggins  major's  recital  of  his 
grievances  Mr.  Stoneleigh  smiled  several 
times.  Ominous  smiles  for  Muggins 
major  !    When  it  was  ended  he  spoke. 

"  There  are  several  discrepancies  be- 
tween this  accouirt  and  what  he  told  me 
when  I  met  him.  I  think,  sir,  it  will  be 
found  that  the  brothers  Muggins  were 
trespassing  on  Mr.  Fallowland's  mowing 
grass,  which  all  the  boys  have  been  strictly 
enjoined  not  to  do." 

Alas  for  Muggins  major's  veracity ! 
Mr.  Stoneleigh"  s  opinion  was  fomid  to  be 

(the  end.) 


well  foimded.  Under  cross-examination, 
Muggins  minor  broke  down  and  confessed 
the  truth. 

There  were  wails  and  wales  in  Alne 
Abbey  that  night.  Dr.  Hardridge  believed 
in  prompt  punishment  for  offences.  The 
boys  who  had  gone  to  bed  were  disturbed, 
but  not  nearly  so  much  as  the  Mugginses, 
major  and  minor ! 

On  the  morrow,  Jack  asked  Muggins 
major  to  visit  his  study  and  view  the 
specimens. 

"Bother  yotu*  butterflies!"  was  the 
impolite  rejoinder ;  "  I  don't  care  if  I  never 
see  another  as  long  as  I  live." 

After  this  expression  of  opinion  it  was 
not  to  be  expected  that  Muggins  major 
woifld  take  any  further  steps  to  form  an 
entomological  collection,  and  as  a  matter 
of  fact  he  did  not  do  so. 

The  "  Dingy  Skipper  "  did  not  keep  his 
promise  to  the  letter.  He  called  iipon  Dr. 
Hardridge  instead  of  writing  to  him.  As 
a  result.  Jack,  Funibois,  Tim,  Sapington, 
and  the  "  Extremes  "  visited  Dr.  Drysdust 
the  following  Satm-day  afternoon. 

They  went  butterfly -hunting  in  company 
not  once  nor  twice  only,  but  at  least 
a  dozen  times.  The  "  Dingy  Skipper  " 
showed  the  boys  his  collection,  lectured 
upon  it,  and  gave  them  many  practical 
hints  how  to  "  set  out,"  display,  and  keep 
the  butterflies.  He  taught  them  how  to 
construct  a  handy  cabinet  of  his  own 
invention,  and  presented  them  with  the 
materials,  as  well  as  all  those  specimens 
necessary  to  form  a  complete  collection  of 
British  Butterflies  which  they  were  miable 
to  capture  in  this  their  first  season. 

The  "Dingy  Skipper"  proved  himself 
the  very  reverse  01  ungrateful. 

In  Dr.  Hardridge's  drawing-room  stands 
a  cabinet  of  butterflies  of  very  peculiar 
construction.  It  is  oi  ebony ;  is  octagonal 
and  pyramidal  in  shape,  i.e.  it  has  eight 
sides  or  faces,  and  is  broader  at  the  base 
than  at  the  apex.  It  revolves  on  a  per- 
pendicular axis,  so  that  any  face  of  the 
cabinet  may  be  brought  iimnediately 
before  those  desirous  to  examine  its  con- 
tents ;  and  it  is  attached  to  a  table  three 
feet  high. 

It  contains  sixty-five  British  Butterflies, 
the  collection  of  "  The  Butterfly  Hunters," 
supplemented  by  specimens  from  Dr. 
Drysdust's  own  collection. 


"  T  AM  very  sorry  for  you,  my  boy,  but  I 
J-  must  act  according  to  my  instruc- 
tions. You  are  to  spend  all  your  holidays 
here  again,  and  your  imcle  hopes  you  wiU 
accept  his  decision  in  a  proper  spirit." 

Thus  spake  Mr.  Robertson,  our  head- 
master, as  I  stood  before  liim  with  down- 
cast face  and  tears  starting  in  my  eyes. 
It  was  a  bitter  disappointment  to  me,  and 
had  it  not  been  for  the  utter  lack  of  sym- 
pathy in  my  master's  voice  that  belied 
his  words,  I  should  have  broken  down 
altogether. 


ACROSS    THE  SNOW 

By  Wm.  C.  Sutherland,  m.a., 

lor  of  "A  Ilioldand  Hero,"     The  Golden  Eagle's  Egg," 
CHAPTER  I. 

In  this  same  room,  just  six  months  ago, 
a  stormy  scene  had  taken  place  between 
us,  and  I  had  begged  and  prayed  my 
master  to  override  my  imcle's  harsh  de- 
cision on  that  occasion,  and  permit  me  to 
go  home  for  the  holidays,  to  spend  them 
with  the  only  true  friend  I  had — my  mother. 

A  stern,  inflexible  man  was  Mr.  Robert- 
son ;  conscientious  in  the  performance  of 
his  duty,  and  not  to  be  moved  from  it  by 
any  entreaties  whatever. 

I  knew  it  would  be  useless  to  appeal  to 
my  imcle  for  a  reversal  of  his  unmerciful 


etc. 


decision,  and  equally  useless  to  ask  Mr. 
Robertson  to  interfere.  So  I  merely  said, 
"  Thank  you,  sir,"  although  I  had  not  the 
faintest  idea  why  I  did  so. 

I  suppose  it  was  an  unconscious  attempt 
at  conciliation,  for  he  had  such  a  hard 
face,  and  at  that  particular  moment  looked 
unusually  severe. 

So  I  suppressed  a  great  lump  in  my 
throat,  and  fm'tively  brushed  away  the 
tears  from  my  face,  as  Mr.  Robertson 
pointed  to  the  door,  with  the  words,  "  You 
may  join  Fraser,  Campbell." 

[These 
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ARTISTIC  STUDIES  FOR  BOYS  OF  TASTE. 

By  various  Eeprese'^iative  Artists. 


I,— Making  for  "Home,  sweet  Home."    (Drawn  for  the  "  Boy's  Own  Paper"  by  Paul  Hardy.) 


Tliese  tears  were  rather  unmanly,  you 
will  say,  for  a  fellow  of  sixteen.  Well, 
perhaps,  they  were  ;  but  I  had  twice  been 
cheated  (as  I  called  it)  out  of  my  holidays, 
had  been  away  to  school  for  the  first  time 
in  my  life  for  a  whole  year,  and  so  far  as 
I  could  see  was  likely  to  spend  another 
year  or  years  there  in  the  same  fashion. 

And  then  my  mother  and  I  had  been 
such  good  friends.    For  years  practically 


we  were  each,  other's  sole  societ_y,  and 
then  an  event  occurred  which  drew  us 
closer  and  closer  together. 

My  father,  Captain  Campbell,  of  the 
Scottish  Star  of  Dundee,  had  sailed  away 
four  years  before  for  the  Southern  Seas, 
and  from  that  day  to  this  nothing  had 
been  seen  or  heard  of  him. 

When  two  years  passed  without  any  in- 
teUigence  of  the  vessel,  we  sorrowfully 


gave  up  all  hope  of  its  safety,  and 
mourned  for  a  kind  father,  who,  althougli 
he  visited  us  only  at  long  iuter\als, 
always  left  us  brighter  and  happier  for 
his  coming. 

We  then  removed  to  Casaich  in  the 
land  of  the  Mackays,  and  there,  as  our 
means  were  now  somewhat  straitened, 
lived  with  my  imcle,  Mr.  Campbell  of 
Coulchalm  Farm. 
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One  could  scarcely  imagine  a  greater 
contrast  between  two  brothers  than  existed 
between  my  father  and  my  uncle.  The 
one,  joUy,  frank,  and  generous,  as  good 
sailors  usually  are ;  the  other,  mean,  sus- 
picious, and  bad-tempered,  as  only  the 
worst  type  of  Highlanders  can  be. 

So  we  took  up  our  abode  with  Uncle 
Murdoch,  as  we  called  him,  and  for  a 


boarders  —  with  one  exception — and  of 
me. 

The  dreary  month's  holidays  at  the  end 
of  the  summer  I  had  spent  in  Monkton, 
compelled  to  do  odd  jobs  in  the  house  and 
garden  for  Mr.  Robertson,  and  occasionally 
to  make  myself  agreeable  to  his  children, 
who  tried  my  temper  and  patience  sorely. 
But  I  had  looked  forward  to  retiirning 


week,  and  friends  visited  each  other  from 
far  and  near. 

But  Janiiary  7  had  come,  and  I  was 
stiU  within  the  walls  of  Monliton  Aca- 
demy. AU  the  boys  had  gone  home  for 
their  fortnight's  holiday — hjivt  gone  gladly 
and  joyfully  as  boys  who  looked  forward 
for  months  to  the  dt, 'lights  of  happy  homes 
and  loving  friends — and  I  was  left  alone  ! 


short  time  felt  fairly  at  ease,  although  I 
could  see  my  mother  was  pining  sadly,  in 
imcertainty  as  to  my  father's  fate. 

Then  Mr.  Murdoch  Campbell's  cha- 
racter began  to  show  itself  in  its  true  light, 
and  forgetftd  of  the  many  favours  he  had 
received  in  the  past  from  my  fatlier,  in- 
cluding loans  of  money  that  helped  to 
tide  over  the  bad  times,  when  the  sheep 
were  dying  in  scores  in  the  snowdrifts,  he 
grudged  helpmg,  even  for  a  few  years,  his 
brother's  son. 

At  length,  after  much  bickering  and 
many  quarrels,  and  after  many  refusals  on 
my  part  to  engage  in  menial  work  on  his 
farm,  it  was  arranged  that  I  should  go, 
for  a  year  at  least,  to  Monkton  Academy, 
in  Morayshire. 

But  it  was  understood  that  I  should 
come  home  (it  is  always  home  where 
one's  mother  is)  twice  a  year  for  the  holi- 
days. 

Why  I  didn't  go  home  is  explained  by 
my  uncle's  meanness,  and  his  great  dis- 
like to  me. 

It  was  the  old  days  of  coaching  in  the 
Highlands,  when  letters  were  few  and  far 
between,  and  as  my  mother  had  been 
very  ill  ever  since  I  left  home,  the  few 
ciu-t  letters  I  received  from  my  imcle  only 
intensified  the  great  longing  I  had  to  see 
her.  Then  I  must  have  been  taken  as 
a  pupil  at  Monkton  Academy  on  the  very 
lowest  terms,  for  there  was  a  great  differ- 
ence in  the  treatment  of  the  rest  of  the 


'  Landing  on  his  back,  gave  vent  to  a  loud  '  Ow ! '  "—(See  Chap.  II.) 


to  Coulchahn  at  the  "  Old  New  Year's 
time  "  as  a  certainty. 

This  peculiar  title  is  bestowed  by  the 
Highlanders  i:pon  January  12,  because 
accordmg  to  the  old  style  of  reckoning  that 
day  begins  tlie  New  Year.  The  custom 
of  observing  the  Old  New  Year's  Day  is, 
however,  rapidly  dying  out,  although,  at 
tlie  time  of  which  I  write,  it  was  generally 
observed  all  over  the  Northern  Highlands. 

The  festivities  of  the  season  lasted  for  a 


Alone  ?  "Well,  no.  Another  hapless  boy, 
Bob  Fraser,  was  in  the  same  plight.  He 
and  I  were  great  friends,  attracted  to  eacli 
other  more  by  common  misfortrme  than  by 
similarity  of  disposition  or  sympathies. 

He  had  been  four  years  in  tlie  school, 
and  had  never  left  it  for  a  single  day's 
holiday  since  he  first  came.  He  hailed 
from  Fort  Augustus  or  tliereabouts,  and 
though  he  never  alluded  to  his  home  it 
was  well  known  in  tlie  school  that  he  was 
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the  victim  of  a  stepmother's  wrath.  He 
was  a  big  fellow,  two  years  my  senior, 
with  a  weak  but  kindly  disposed  cast 
of  countenance,  and  was  so  cowed  by  four 
years'  bullying  and  fetching  and  carrying, 
that  amongst  his  schoolfeUows  he  was  of 
no  more  account  than  a  second-form  boy. 

Leaving  Mr.  Robertson's  study  I  went 
into  the  playground,  a  large  plot  of  ground 
adjoining  the  schoolroom.  At  the  far  end 
a  clump  of  yoimg  firs  stood,  and  to  it  I 
directed  my  steps,  that  there  without 
interruption  I  might  reflect  upon  the  state 
of  my  affairs. 

I  found  Fraser,  to  my  surprise,  there 
before  me.  He  was  lying  on  some  dead 
brackens  amongst  the  whins  that  grew 
on  the  outskirts  of  the  trees.  He  seemed 
to  have  been  in  a  very  despondent  mood, 
but  brightened  up  on  my  approach. 

We  sat  a  long  time  there  and  discussed 
our  respective  positions  ;  he  in  a  resigned 
manner,  I  in  very  bitter  tones.  We  heard 
the  teabell  go,  and  so  got  up,  feeling  very 
cold,  for  the  frost  was  setting  in  as  the 
darkness  fell. 

When  we  got  into  the  house  we  found 
that  Mr.  Eobertson  and  family  had  gone 
out,  and  that,  therefore,  we  were  to  have 
tea  alone  in  the  boys'  dining-hall,  where 
we  sat  at  one  end  of  a  long  table  in  the 
midst  of  gloom  feebly  dispelled  at  our 
end  by  the  presence  of  a  solitary  candle. 
When  tea  was  over  there  was  nothing  par- 
ticular to  do,  so  we  crept  away  to  bed  and 
after  a  few  dismal  remai-ks  fell  asleep. 

Next  day  we  got  permission  to  go  out 
for  a  walk,  but  were  warned  in  a  grim  way 
that  we  were  not  to  stay  out  later  than 
five  o'clock. 

I  was  delighted  at  the  prospect  of  a  few 
hours'  liberty,  as  it  would  give  me  an 
opportimity  of  carrying  into  effect  a  long- 
cherished  plan  of  mine.  We  would  go  to 
the  mouth  of  the  Lossie,  whence  we  could 
get  a  view  across  the  Moray  Firth  of  the 
dear  lulls  of  the  North. 

Why,  it  would  be  the  next  best  thing  to 
going  home  to  see  the  hills,  however 
distant,  amongst  which  my  friends  kept 
wassail,  and  where  hearts  beat  warmly 
though  the  snow  lay  deep  and  the  fi'ost 
set  keen ! 

So  we  set  off  for  Lossiemouth  shortly 
after  midday.  It  was  a  tiring  journey, 
however,  for  the  snow  was  several  inches 
deep,  and  we  slipped  about  like  one 
walking  on  soft  sand.  We  thought  we 
should  never  get  to  the  end  of  the  long 
straight  road  that  led  to  the  river's  mouth. 


and  it  was  quite  two  hours  before  we 
came  to  the  little  fishing  village  built  half 
by  the  river  and  half  by  the  sea. 

We  kept  straight  along  the  High  Street 
and  then  turned  to  oiu'  left  by  the  sea, 
when  we  followed  the  beach  till  we  came 
to  the  rocks  whereon  the  lighthouse 
stands.  Then  with  the  cold  wind  from 
the  sea  blowing  full  in  our  faces,  we 
looked  away  to  the  north  where  the 
highest  peaks  of  Caithness  were  seen  peep- 
ing over  the  lead-coloured  waves,  where  the 
Ord  pushed  its  blunt  nose  boldly  into  the 
Firth  as  if  defying  the  angry  sea,  and  the 
Sutherland  hills,  white  from  base  to 
summit,  rose  tier  upon  tier  till  their  tops 
disappeared  in  the  banks  of'  cloud  that 
flecked  the  wintry  sky.  How  my  heart 
longed  for  the  highlands  !  How  it  revolted 
from  the  bleak  prospect  of  returning  to 
Monkton  Academy. 

I  stood  for  a  long  time  eagerly  pointing 
out  to  Fraser  the  various  hills,  and  de- 
scribing, as  vividly  as  I  could,  the  battles 
that  were  fought  on  them,  the  legends 
that  hovered  round  them,  and  the  clans 
that  lived  and  died  amongst  them. 

To  the  west  rose  the  Souters  of  Cro- 
marty, the  guardian  rocks  of  the  entrance 
to  the  Cromarty  Firth. 

As  I  looked,  a  wayward  line  of  black 
smoke  caught  my  attention.  It  came 
from  a  steamer  that  plied  between  Inver- 
gorden and  a  small  town  lying  a  few 
miles  to  the  west  of  Lossie.  It  was  run- 
ning for  the  Souters,  and  was  a  quicker 
and  cheaper  route  for  the  North  than  the 
coach  via  Inverness. 

How  I  wished  I  were  on  board  the 
Cabarfeidh  (deerhorn)  on  my  way  to  join 
the  coach  at  Invergordon,  and  then, 
■heigho  !  for  Cattu — the  land  of  the 
Cattachs. 

I  noticed  such  a  wistful  look  in  my 
companion's  eyes  that  I  felt  I  should  like 
to  take  him  with  me — take  him  away 
from  never-ceasing  frowns  and  drudgery. 

But  the  wind  was  changing,  and  a  few 
flakes  of  snow  whirled  about  by  the  gusts 
warned  us  that  it  was  time  to  be  up  and 
off.  So  we  stmnbled  along  the  rocks 
until  we  came  near  the  Lossie,  and  then 
we  strtick  inwards. 

The  flakes  were  falling  faster  and 
thicker  now,  and  heavy  clouds,  obscuring 
the  young  moon,  rendered  our  progress 
more  difficult,  as  there  was  no  dyke  (stone 
wall)  on  one  side  of  the  road  to  prevent 
us  from  straying  on  to  the  waste  stony 
land  that  bordered  our  path  on  the  left. 


It  was  after  a  long  and  hard  tussle 
with  the  roads  and  darkness  that  we 
arrived  at  the  Academy  and  found  that 
tea  was  over  long  ago,  and  Mr.  Robertson 
was  awaiting  our  arrival  in  the  library. 

In  fear  and  tremblmg  we  ventured  into 
his  presence. 

"  Well,  is  this  your  idea  of  punctu- 
ality ? "  he  said,  while  he  regarded  us 
sternly  with  his  cold  grey  eyes.  Fraser 
made  no  reply.  He  looked  helplessly  .at 
the  ceiling,  while  I  could  not  keep  my 
eyes  oft'  the  master's  chair,  on  the  arms 
of  which  rested  a  long,  thin  cane. 

The  headmaster  took  it  up  and  ner- 
vously ran  his  hand  along  it,  and  kept 
bending  it  and  twisting  it  restlessly  while 
he  waited  for  an  answer  to  his  question. 
'  Then  I  faltered  out  something  to  the  effect 
I  that  the  rising  storm  and  the  darkness 
I  detained  us ;  that  we  did  not  mean  to  be 
I  late,  and  that  m  short  we  were  very  sorry. 
A  short  silence  ensued,  and  I  could  not 
help  noticing  how  irregularly  the  sliadows 
were  cast  by  the  candles  that  flickered 
and  flared  as  the  night  wind  stole  in 
through  the  partly-opened  door. 

A  half-bmnt  log  feU  out  of  the  grate 
and  shot  a  shower  of  sparks  out  on  the 
carpet.     Mr.  Robertson  bent  down  and 
replaced  it  in  the  fireplace,  snuffed  the 
\  nearest  candle,  and  said,  as  he  looked  at 
I  the  cane  in  his  hand :  "  I  intended  to 
I  make  use  of  this  to-night.  I  have  changed 
my  mind.    You  will  both  be  confined  to 
I  the  house  and  playgroimd  for  the  rest  of 
the  holidays,  and  my  future  treatment 
of  you  will  be  determined  by  yoiur  own 
conduct.    Go  straight  to  bed  now,  and 
understand  that  you  shall  have  no  supper 
till  school  begins  again." 

Cold,  trembling,  and  sick  at  heart,  I 
got  into  bed.  Fraser  was  a  long  time 
undressing,  and  just  before  he  blew  the 
light  out  he  came  to  my  bed  and  said  : 

"  Man,  Campbell,  hoo  graand  it  wud  be 
to  be  in  Casaich  on  Old  New  Year's  Day." 

I  started  up  at  the  suggestion,  and  said 
in  a  half  whisper  : 

"  How  much  money  have  you,  Fraser?" 
"  Not  a  farthing,"  was  the  replj-,  and 
then  I  remembered  that  poor  Fraser  never 
had  pocket-money,  and  that  the  other 
fellows  used  fi-equentlj'  to  ask  him  how  he 
intended  spending  his  week's  money. 

I  had  ten  shiUings  in  my  trunk,  and 
long  after  Fraser  was  asleep  I  lay  think- 
ing what  could  be  done  with  that  amoimt 
of  monej'. 

{To  be  continued.) 


A  FAMOUS  AMERICAN  VAGABOND. 

By  J.  Rogers  Eees, 

Aiilhor  of  "  The  rieasures  of  a  Book-wunn,"  etc.,  etc. 


THK  experiences  which  especially  make 
Thoreau  interesting  to  boys  are  his 
voyage  on  the  Concord  and  Merrimac  Eivers, 
his  walk  to  Wachusett,  his  visit  to  the  Maine 
Woods,  and  his  life  in  a  hut  on  the  banks  of 
Walden  Pond. 

The  week  spent  with  his  brother  on  the 
Concord  and  Merrimac  was  in  a  boat  of 
their  own  making.  Thoreau  thus  tells  us 
about  it :  "  Our  boat,  which  had  cost  us 
a  week's  labour  in  the  spring,  was  in  form 
like  a  fisherman's  dory,  fifteen  feet  long  by 
three  and  a  half  in  breadth  at  the  widest 
part,  painted  green  below,  with  a  border  of 
blue— with  rsfs-cnce  to  the  two  elements  in 
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which  it  was  to  spend  its  existence.  It 
had  been  loaded  the  evening  before  at  our 
door,  half  a  mile  from  the  river,  with  pota- 
toes and  melons,  from  a  patch  which  we 
had  cultivated,  and  a  few  utensils ;  and  was 
provided  with  wheels,  in  order  to  be  rolled 
around  falls,  as  well  as  with  two  sets  of  oars, 
and  several  slender  poles  for  shoving  in 
shallow  places,  and  also  two  masts,  one  of 
which  served  for  a  tent-pole  at  niglit ;  for  a 
buffalo-skin  was  to  be  our  bed,  and  a  tent 
of  cotton  cloth  our  roof."  But  for  the  ac- 
count of  this  week's  excursion,  full  of  all 
kinds  of  interest,  we  have  no  space  at  pre- 
sent. 


Then  as  regards  his  tramp  to  Wachusett, 
he  shall  give  in  his  own  words  a  page  de- 
scriptive of  the  kind  of  life  then  lived  :  "  We 
read  Virgil  and  Wordsworth  in  our  tent,  with 
new  pleasure  there,  while  waiting  for  a  clearer 
atmosphere,  nor  did  the  weather  prevent  our 
appreciating  the  simple  truth  and  beauty  of 
Peter  Bell 

Aud  he  hatl  lain  beside  liis  asses 
On  lofty  Cheriot  Hills  ! 

And  Ue  luid  trudged  tlirough  TorksMre  dales, 
Among  the  rocks  and  winding  scars; 
Where  deep  aud  love  the  hamlets  lie 
Beneatli  their  little  patch  of  sky 
And  little  lot  of  stars. 


.  .  .  The  blue  berries  which  the  mountain 
afforded,  added  to  the  milk  we  had  brought, 
made  our  frugal  supper,  while  for  entertain- 
ment the  even-song  of  the  wood-thrush  rung 
along  the  ridge.  Our  eyes  rested  on  no 
painted  ceiling  nor  carpeted  hall,  but  on 
skies  of  nature's  painting,  and  hills  and 
forests  of  her  embi"oidery." 

His  visit  to  the  j\Iaine  Woods  was  under- 
taken with  the  principal  object  of  getting 
better  acquainted  with  the  Indians  and  their 
mode  of  life.  On  his  way,  learning  that 
there  were  several  wigwams  not  far  distant 
on  one  of  the  Indian  islands,  he  and  his 
companion  left  their  horse  and  waggon,  and 
walked  through  the  forest  half  a  mile  to  the 
river,  to  procure  a  guide  to  the  mountain. 
"It  was  not,"  he  says,  "until  considerable 
search  that  we  discovered  their  habitations  — 
small  huts,  in  a  retired  place,  where  the 
scenery  was  unusually  soft  and  beautiful, 
and  the  shore  skirted  with  pleasa-nt  meadows 
and  graceful  elms.  We  paddled  ourselves 
across  to  the  island-side  in  a  canoe  which 
we  found  on  the  shore.  Near  where  we 
landed  sat  an  Indian  girl,  ten  or  twelve 
years  old,  on  a  rock  in  the  water  in  the  sun 
washing  and  humming,  or  moaning  a  song 
meanwhile."  Thus  commenced  Thoreau's 
study  of  Indian  life  during  his  visit  to  the 
Maine  Woods. 


But  these  tastes  of  wild  life  were  not  suf- 
ficient, and  did  not  give  him  ample  oppor- 
tunity for  prolonged  study  of  natural  history. 
So,  at  last,  after  considerable  thought  on  the 
matter,  he  purchased  some  timber  which 
had  been  part  of  an  Irishman's  shanty,  and 
in  March  1845  began  to  build  his  hut  at 
Walden.  Although,  when  completed,  it  had 
a  somewhat  outlandish  appearance,  its  builder 
was  satisfied  and  said  of  his  work :  "  There 
is  some  of  the  same  fitness  in  a  man's  build- 
ing his  own  house  that  there  is  in  a  bird's 
building  its  own  nest." 

Speaking  of  Thoreau,  James  Eussell  Lowell 
says  : — "  His  whole  life  was  a  rebuke  of  the 
waste  and  aimlessness  of  our  American 
luxury,  which  is  an  abject  enslavement  to 
tawdry  upholstery."  Concerning  his  hermit 
life,  Thoreau  says  simply  :  "  My  purpose  in 
going  to  Walden  was  not  to  live  cheaply,  nor 
to  live  dearly  there,  but  to  transact  some 
private  business  with  the  fewest  obstacles." 

One  part  of  his  private  business  there,  and 
the  part  he  did  with  untiring  energy,  was  to 
give  personal  assistance  to  more  than  one 
slave  escaping  from  bondage  to  seek  freedom 
in  the  direction  of  the  North  Star.  His  hut 
was  open  to  the  fugitive  of  this  kind,  and 
this  was  no  trifle,  for  some  few  years  after- 
wards .John  Brown  was  hanged  for  helping 
such  runaways. 


Thoreau  has  made  for  us  a  very  interest- 
ing book  out  of  his  experiences  at  Walden, 
and  in  the  very  first  chapter  he  says  :  "  When 
I  wrote  the  following  pages,  or  rather  the 
bulk  of  them,  I  lived  alone  in  the  woods,  a 
mile  from  any  neighbour,  in  a  house  which 
I  had  built  myself  on  the  shore  of  Walden 
Pond,  in  Concord,  Massachusetts,  and  earned 
my  living  by  the  labour  of  my  hands  only." 

The  object  of  these  short  papers  is  to  show 
all  who  love  outdoor  life  and  natural  history, 
where  they  may  find  much  to  their  taste  set 
forth  in  a  thoroughly  interesting  manner.  I 
need  hardly  say  that  many  of  Thoreau's  ideas 
are  wild  and  of  no  practical  value  in  these 
later  days,  especially  in  England  ;  but  with 
all  this  he  was  a  man  who  kept  his  eyes  open 
and  loved  in  a  genuine  manner  the  birds  and 
beasts  of  the  fields  and  woods. 

If  any  one's  curiosity  has  been  aroused  by 
these  pages,  and  he  should  wish  to  know  more 
about  the  man  and  his  ways  of  life,  he  can- 
not, I  think,  do  better  than  consult  "  Thoreau, 
his  Life  and  Aims,"  by  H.  A.  Page  ;  "  Henry 
D.  Thoreau,"  by  F.  B.  Sanborn,  in  the 
American  Men  of  Letters  Series ;  and 
Thoreau's  own  works,  especially  his  "  Wal- 
den," and  "A  Week  on  the  Concord  and 
Merrimac  Elvers,"  both  of  which  are  now  tc 
be  obtained  in  an  inexpensive  form. 

(the  end.) 


HOW  TO  BUILD  A  ROWING  PUNT. 

By  H.  F.  Hobden, 

Author  of  "  Tlie  Boy's  Own  Model  locomolive,"  "Boy's  Otcn  Marine  Engine,"  etc.,  etc. 


THE  next  thing  will  be  to  put  in  the  cross 
timbers  which  bind  her  together  and  also 
carry  the  flooring. 

Use  the  pine  battens  3  inches  by  1 
for  these ;  the  two  upper  edges  should  be 


Fig.  9. 

chamfered  oS  as  shown  in  Fig.  9  at  a  in 
section. 

This  makes  them  look  neater  without 
taking  from  their  strength  ;  the  two  ends  must 
also  be  cut  at  the  necessary  angle  to  tit  the 
sides  of  punt,  as  at  b. 

This  angle  can  be  obtained  by  the  bevel, 
and  every  one  of  these  timbers  will  have  a 
slightly  different  angle,  so  each  should  be  cut 
separately  and  fitted  in  place  before  cutting 
out  the  next. 

They  should  be  spaced  about  eight  inches 
and  a  half  apart ;  you  will  require  sixteen  of 
them,  arranged  as  at  Fig.  10,  having  two 
together  at  the  angles  a  and  b  fonned  by  the 
rise  in  the  floor  both  forward  and  aft. 

These  should  be  secured  in  place  by  two 
screws  at  each  end,  using  the  inch  and  a  half 
screws  for  this.  The  best  plan  is  to  make  two 
dots  on  the  outside  of  punt  for  the  position 
of  screws,  then  drill  two  holes  right  through 
with  the  T—  drill,  and  then  with  the  i  coun- 
tersink the  hole  about  halfway  down  to  allow 
the  point  of  screws  to  enter  well  into  and 
take  a  good  hold  of  the  cross  timbers. 

Fig.  11  shows  my  meaning,  in  which  a  is 
the  end  of  a  cross  timber,  and  b  the  edge  of 
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side  plank,  with  c  c,  the  screws  recessed 
halfway. 

These  bars  should  fit  accurately  at  the 
shoulder,  and  when  ready  place  them  in  posi- 


tion as  at  A,  and  with  a  fine  bradawl  make  a 
small  hole  for  the  point  of  screw  to  enter,  and 
then  screw  up  as  tight  as  it  is  possible  to 
get  it. 


The  screw  will  force  a  passage  for  itself 
without  any  further  hole  being  made  for  it. 
and  will  hold  much  firmer  that  way. 


A 


6 


hi 


I 


B 


!  c  i 


✓  "  \ 
(—---\ 

i  c  ! 


The  first  cross  timbers  to  screw  in  position 
are  those  at  a  and  b.  Fig.  10,  while  those  at 
the  extreme  ends,  c  d,  may  be  left  until  after 
all  the  others  have  been  secured,  when  the 
framework  will  be  sufficiently  firm  to  allow 
of  being  lifted  on  to  the  boxes  or  supports,  so 
that  you  may  get  at  them  more  easily.  These 
end  timbers  should  be  in  the  position  of  a. 
Fig.  12,  and  when  these  are  fixed  you  can 


turn  the  frame  of  the  punt  right  side  up, 
while  you  screw  in  the  bearers  b  and  d  at 
each  end  to  support  the  decking. 

The  beam  b,  you  will  observe,  is  on  edge  to 
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give  extra  strength,  and  should  be  cut  long 
enough  to  allow  of  recessing  the  ends  about 
a  quarter  of  an  inch  into  the  mahogany 
side,  which  will  then  take  the  downward 
strain  off  the  screws,  as  at  a,  Fig.  13,  which  is 


drawn  as  if  transparent  to  show  the  mortice. 
The  short  deck  at  the  after  end  we  intend 
closing  in  as  a  cupboard  for  lunch  basket,  &c., 
and  if  you  place  the  support  b  eighteen  inches 
from  the  end,  it  will  leave  plenty  of  space  for 
a  commodious  locker.  The  corresponding 
beam  b  at  the  forward  end  should  be  fixed 
one  foot  ten  inches  inwards,  and  the  bottom 


Fig.  14. 

edge  cut  to  the  shape  of  Fig.  14.  It  looks 
better  than  a  straight  line,  and  does  not  take 
away  from  the  strength  much. 

You  will  also  require  a  small  extra  support, 
c,  Fig.  12,  at  the  forward  end,  and  these 
should  all  be  fastened  in  the  same  manner  as 
the  bottom  timbers. 

The  oak  knees  come  in  for  the  next  con- 
sideration. They  should  be  cut  from  the  one 
inch  oak  plank  with  the  compass  saw ;  Fig.  15 
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gives  the  general  shape,  and  should  be  about 
4  inches  in  length  from  a  to  b  or  a  to  c. 

You  will  require  one  knee  at  every  alternate 
timber,  on  to  which  they  will  have  to  be 
screwed,  with  the  head  of  screw  well  counter- 
sunk, and  also  to  the  side  of  punt. 

These  will  give  it  great  strength.  You  must 
not  cut  them  out  all  at  once  to  one  shape,  as 
the  angle  bag  will  differ  slightly  according 
to  the  position  on  curve  of  the  boat.  They 
will  also  have  to  be  cut  at  an  angle  across  the 
thickness  of  the  wood,  as  shown  in  the  view 
of  one  looking  at  it  from  the  top  edge  d.  Fig. 
15.  They  require  care  in  fitting  and  will  take 
some  time  to  do,  the  necessary  angle  may  be 
formed  for  each  by  means  of  the  bevel,  and  I 


would  advise  you  to  carefully  mark  each,  or 
else  screw  them  on  in  position  as  soon  as 
ready,  or  they  might  get  mixed,  being  so  simi- 
lar in  shape. 

These  being  completed,  you  may  now  re- 
move the  ropes  and  levers,  also  the  mould 
(Fig.  4),  as  they  will  not  be  required  any  longer, 
and  then  turn  her  upside  down  again  while 
you  put  the  bottom  on. 

Mark  a  central  line  across  the  bottom 
timbers  right  down  the  centre,  and  place  the 
edge  of  one  of  the  9  feet  planks  (which  you 
have  already  tongued  and  grooved)  along  the 
line,  and  screw  it  down  by  the  inner  edge 
only,  as  at  a  a  a,  Fig.  IG,  about  2  inches  from 


take  this  precaution  you  would  be  very  likely 
to  crush  the  edge  of  plank,  and  would  then 
experience  a  difficulty  in  gclting  the  next 
plank  into  the  groove.  Now  fasten  in  place 
by  screws  in  the  same  manner  as  the  previous 
one,  only  take  care  to  drive  these  well  home, 
so  that  the  heads  are  slightly  below  the  sur- 
face. 

You  should  now  screw  down  the  outer  edge 
of  first  plank  along  b  b  b,  and  drive  these 
screws  well  in  also.  Then  proceed  with  the 
plank  which  will  come  next  a  on  the  other 
side  in  exactly  the  same  manner,  first  slack- 
ing up  the  screws  you  originally  fastened  a  a  a 
dovra  with,  as  I  previously  mentioned. 

When  the  next  board  is  in  place  you  will 
still  have  the  two  outside  planks  to  fit,  so 
knock  them  temporarily  in  with  the  mallet, 
and  draw  a  lead  pencil  round  the  underside, 
which  will  give  the  exact  shape  of  the  curve 
required  to  cut  them  to. 

Then  withdraw  them  from  the  grooves 
and  saw  them  to  shape,  but  outside  the  line 
about  a  quarter  of  an  inch  larger  .,han  re- 
quired ;  this  will  allow  of  planing  up  to  the 
exact  curve  of  the  boat  after  the  plank  is 
fixed  in  place. 

Before  finally  screwing  these  down,  take  a 
length  of  oakum  well  covered  with  the  oil 
and  red  lead,  and  lay  it  carefully  along  the 
edge  of  the  mahogany  plank  ;  this  will  cause 
the  joint  to  be  quite  water-tight  when  the 
bottom  board  is  screwed  down  on  to  it,  the 
screws  along  these  edges  should  be  spaced 
about  6  inches  apart. 

The  ends  of  the  bottom  boards  have  now 
to  be  cut  off  level,  and  at  the  same  angle  as 
the  slant  of  the  sides,  as  shown  by  the  dotted 
line  in  Fig.  17. 


the  edge,  with  one  screw  in  every  timber, 
using  the  Ij  inch  screws  for  these. 

You  need  not  drive  these  home,  as  they  will 
have  to  be  slacked  up  again  afterwards  to 
allow  the  tongue  of  the  next  board  to  enter 
the  groove.  The  bottom  of  the  punt  being 
cm-wed,  you  will  have  to  gently  bend  the 
boards  as  you  push  them  in :  don't  trouble 
about  the  ends  of  boards  projecting  over  the 
slant,  we  shall  trim  those  off  afterwards. 

Before  fitting  the  next  plank  you  must 
give  the  edges  a  good  coat  of  red  lead  and 
boiled  oil  mixed  with  white  lead. 

You  will  require  2  lbs.  of  red  lead,  6  lbs.  of 
white  lead,  and  a  quart  of  boiled  oil,  costing 
altogether  about  3s.  2(1. ;  you  will  also  want  a 
hank  of  spun  yarn  for  caulking  the  seams, 
which  will  cost  Sd.  Take  some  of  the  boiled 
oil  and  red  lead  and  mix  together,  and  then 
add  the  white  lead,  mixing  it  altogether  until 
of  the  consistence  of  thin  cream. 

Then  pay  the  edges  of  the  planks  and  place 
the  next  one  in  position  with  a  length  of  the 
spun  yarn  in  between  the  crack,  then  drive 
it  home  as  tight  as  you  can  get  it  with  the 
mallet,  taking  care  you  do  not  damage  the 
edges  of  plank ;  to  prevent  doing  so  ti,\ke  a 
short  length  of  wood,  about  6  inches  hy  2 
will  do,  and  cut  a  groove  on  one  side  and  a 
tongue  on  the  other,  to  fit  the  corresponding 
tongues  and  grooves  on  planks,  then  place  it 
against  that  portion  of  the  plank  you  are 
driving  in,  shifting  it  whenever  you  wish  to 
give  a  blow  in  a  fresh  place  ;  if  you  did  not 


When  that  is  done  you  can  proceed  to  finish 
the  bottom  by  filling  up  the  slantmg  ends 
with  short  boards  in  the  same  manner,  taking 
care  to  place  a  length  of  oakum  along  the 
joint  B  and  down  the  edges  of  sides  c. 

The  two  outside  boards  will  have  to  be 
sawn  to  shape  in  the  same  manner  as  the 
corresponding  bottom  boards  were  done,  and 
to  get  a  good  fit  and  straight  line,  the  ends 
should  also  not  be  sawn  off  until  they  are 
all  screwed  down. 

The  ends  c  (Fig.  18)  are  then  to  be  cut  off 


Fig.  IS. 

square  at  the  angle  or  level  with  the  extreme 
end,  while  b  is  sawn  on  a  level  with  the  run 
of  the  bottom,  as  shown  by  the  dotted  line 
there.  _ 
Now  give  the  whole  of  the  bottom  a  good 
coat  of  the  mixed  leads  and  oil.  and  let  it  dry 
thoroughly,  and  after  that  caulk  along  each 
seam  with  some  oakum  or  spun  yarn,  and 
then  fill  up  level  with  a  mixture  of  putty  and 
red  and  white  lead  in  a  large  proportion. 


You  should  also  fill  up  all  the  screw-holes 
in  sitles,  knees,  etc.,  with  the  same. 

Two  sheets  of  zinc  6  inches  wide,  and 
long  enough  to  nearly  reach  across  the  bot- 
tom of  punt,  will  cost  about  a  shilling,  and 
should  be  fastened  on  over  the  edge  b.  Fig. 
18,  to  take  the  rub  off  edge  of  planks  when 
pushing  her  aground  ;  this  can  be  attached  by 
small  brads  driven  all  round  the  edges  close 
together. 

Now  turn  her  over  again  the  right  way  up, 
and  fill  in  all  the  seams  along  the  planks 
with  the  white  lead  putty,  squeezing  it  in  as 
hard  as  possible.  Then  give  a  coat  of  red 
lead  and  oil  all  over  the  inside  of  bottom  as 
a  priming,  and  while  this  is  drying  we  can 
get  on  with  the  decking  for  the  ends,  seats, 
etc. 

The  forward  deck  is  shown  in  section  at 
Fig.  19 ;  it  should  be  made  from  the  three- 


Fig.  19. 

quarter  inch  mahogany,  and  the  after  edge 
left  to  project  about  half  an  inch  over  the 
deck  beam  as  at  a,  where  it  should  be  rounded 
off.  There  should  be  a  half  inch  hole  drilled 
at  B  for  the  "painter  "  or  rope  to  make  fast 
by,  and  to  strengthen  that  part  turn  up  a 
small  disk  of  oak,  about  one  inch  thick,  and 
gradually  round  it  off  to  the  edges. 

This  will  also  require  a  central  hole  drilled, 
and  may  be  secured  in  place  by  three  screws, 
as  shown  in  the  to"  view  Fis.  20. 


Fig.  20. 

A  knot  is  made  at  one  end  of  the  line,  and 
the  other  end  is  whipped  round  to  prevent 
fraying  and  pushed  through  the  central  hole 
from  underneath.  Four  yards  of  line  will 
be  sufficient,  which  will  cost  you  6d.,  and  if 
you  whip  round  for  about  2  inches  above  the 
knot,  it  will  prevent  it  getting  chafed  against 
the  wood. 

When  the  decking  is  screwed  down,  saw  off 
the  end  quite  level  along  the  edge  c.  Fig.  19, 
and  finish  off  the  extreme  end  by  a  piece  of 
the  oak  plank,  screwed  on  firmly  by  screws 
driven  iato  cross-beam  d. 

These  screws  should  be  countersunk  about 
three-quarters  of  an  inch ;  the  bottom  edge 
must  be  cut  to  the  same  angle  as  the  run  of 
the  sides  ;  the  ends  of  oak  should  be  rounded 
off  as  at  c  c,  Fig.  20. 


Just  forward  of  the  midship  line  where  the 
building  mould  was  originally  secured,  is 
the  best  position  for  the  middle  seat,  as 
in  the  side  view,  Fig.  21,  where  the  dotted 
line  indicates  the  midship  section  with  the 
seat  G,  about  one  inch  and  a  half  forward 
of  it. 

The  seat  should  be  cut  from  the  one  inch 


A 


A 


1st 

Fig.  21. 

mahogany  to  the  exact  width  of  the  punt  at 
that  part,  by  9  inches  wide,  and  the  edges 
rounded  off  nicely. 

It  is  fixed  in  position  by  two  screws  at  either 
end,  as  shown  by  top  view  b,  while  the  weight 
is  taken  by  the  horizontal  support  c  c,  which 
is  screwed  to  and  rests  on  a  shoulder  of  the 
vertical  pieces  a  a. 


These  are  screwed  to  the  side  of  punt,  and 
should  be  cut  from  the  inch  mahogany,  about 
lOJ  inches  long,  by  1^  deep. 

The  upper  portion''is  half  cut  away  for  a 
distance  of  4}  inches,  leaving  a  shoulder  for 
the  cross  support  c  to  rest  upon,  as  at  the  side 


Wilson's  in  the  Minories,  or  at  any  other 
yachting  outfitters'.* 

They  should  be  placed  at  a  distance  of 

12  inches  from  the  rear  edge  of  seat,  the 
sides  of  punt  would  not  be  thick  enough  to 
take  the  shanks  of  the  rowlocks  without  the 
extra  strengthening  pieces  a,  Fig.  22,  being 
screwed  on. 

They  should  be  9  inches  wide  by  2J  deep 
by  1  thick,  and  the  ends  should  be  gradually 
rounded  off  until  they  meet  the  sides  of  punt 
as  shown  by  the  top  view  b  ;  six  screws  will 
be  required  to  fasten  each  on  by,  and  then 
you  will  have  to  drill  a  hole  down  right 
through  for  the  shank  of  rowlock. 

The  plate  c  can  then  be  mortised  in,  flush 
with  the  edge,  and  screwed  in  place,  making 
it  all  a  very  tight  fit,  or  they  will  very  soon 
wear  loose. 

We  can  now  turn  to  the  after  deck  and 
stern  seat  Fig.  23,  and  as  we  intend  this 
portion  to  be  used  as  a  locker,  you  must  leave 
an  opening  in  the  top  as  at  a  ;  this  should  be 

13  inches  by  7  wide,  with  two  strengthening 
pieces  bb  screwed  to  the  underside  of  deck 
isefore  it  is  put  on. 

A  lid  c,  about  14  inches  by  8,  will  be  re- 
quired, and  the  top  edges  should  be  bevelled 
off,  and  two  cross  pieces  1  inch  deep  by  7  long 
screwed  across  the  grain  on  the  underside  to 
prevent  it  warping,  and  to  keep  it  in  place  as 
at  A  A,  Fig.  24. 
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Fig.  24. 

Before  finally  screwing  on  the  deck,  the  front 
of  the  locker  d.  Fig.  23,  should  be  put  in. 

This  is  made  of  short  lengths  of  the  9  inch 
boards  screwed  to  the  face  of  the  support  e 
at  the  top,  while  the  bottom  is  kept  in  position 
by  a  small  batten  f  ;  these  should  be  fitted  up 
tightly,  and  the  outside  boards  must  of  course 
be  cut  to  the  same  angle  as  the  sides  of  punt. 

The  stern  seat  g  may  now  be  cut  from  the 
inch  mahogany  ;  have  it  about  13  inches  wide 
and  as  long  as  the  width  of  punt,  securing  it 
in  position  by  three  1^  inch  screws  at  either 
end,  and  supporting  it'hke  the  middle  thwart 
by  the  uprights  J  and  cross  bar  k,  the  rear  end 
of  which  rests  in  a  socket  cut  into  the  sup- 
port M,  which  is  screwed  to  the  front  of  locker 
as  shown. 

The  extreme  end  N  must  now  be  finished 
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view  D,  where  e  is  the  cross  bearer  and  p 
the  seat  placed  on  it ;  the  ends  of  the  cross 
piece  and  supports  should  be  rounded  off 
neatly  as  a  finish. 

A  pair  of  real  gunmetal  rowlocks  will  cost 
you  7s.  6d. ;  you  can  get  them  from  Norie  & 

(To  he  continuee-.) 


off  with  a  piece  of  oak  in  J' 
as  the  forward  end  was. 


■same  manner 


»  Cast-iron  rowlocks  may  be  had  much  cheaper,  but 
do  not  look  so  well  and  are  very  much  rougher  in  make 
A  pair  o£  galvanised  rowlocks  would  cost  about  3s.,  but 
the  othtrb  are  well  worth  the  extra  money. 


SOME    aUEER   USES    OF  ANIMALS. 

By  Dr.  Arthur  Stradling,  f.z.s., 

Author  of  "  Out-of-lhe-Waij  l\ts,"  "A  Tiissld  uillt  a  Serpent,"  etc.,  etc. 


GOAT-CAERiAQES  for  children  are  common 
enough  still,  and  carts  drawn  by  dogs  were 
equally  common,  but  are  now  very  properly 
forbidden.  I  am  afraid  the  dogs  were  often 
cruelly  overtaxed ;  there  is  a  print  which 
I  daresay  you  have  often  seen,  entitled 
"  Pluck  !  "  shovving  a  dog  drawing  a  cart  wioh 
three  children  in  it  suddenly  starting  in  pur- 
suit of  a  rabbit,  and  scattering  the  occupants 
of  his  vehicle  in  the  excitement  of  the  chase. 
The  name  "dog-cart,"  although  applied  to  a 
very  different  kind  of  conveyance,  survives 
to  show  its  original  signification.  A  clown 
attached  to  a  travelling  circus  was  not  long 
ago  towed  across  Yarmouth  harbour  in  a  tub 
by  four  swans,  and  two  performing  seals  used 
to  spin  round  a  large  pond  at  a  great  rate 
drawing  a  boat  (which  they  tirst  cast  free 
from  its  moorings)  containing  a  little  boy. 
On  the  bridge  over  the  lagoon  in  the  "  Venice 
of  the  West,"  Pernambuco,  under  the  blister- 
ing mid-day  sun,  I  met  a  poor  sheep  har- 
nessed to  quite  a  heavy  cart.  I  should  have 
liked  to  have  put  the  driver  in  the  shafts  and 
made  him  draw  the  sheep,  but  I  should  only 
have  got  his  knife  and  made  it  worse  for  the 
sheep  by  remonstrating,  so  I  contented  my- 
self with  exciting  his  laughter,  and  that  of  all 
the  passers  by,  by  lending  a  hand  and  lighten- 
ing the  poor  mutton's  labour  till  the  shade  of 
the  narrow  street  was  reached.  It  has  been 
suggested  seriously  to  direct  the  course  of 
balloons  by  birds  attached  to  the  car. 

Of  what  possible  use  to  mankind  can  a 
blackbeetle  be  — cockroach,  we  should  say, 
since  they  are  neither  black  nor  beetles. 
(Cuvier  asked  a  student  what  a  crab  was  ; 
he  replied,  "  a  red  fish  which  walks  back- 
wards," to  which  Cuvier  responded  that  it 
was  a  very  good  definition  indeed,  but  con- 
tained three  slight  inaccuracies — a  crab  was 
not  red,  was  not  a  fish,  and  did  not  walk 
backwards  ! )  Of  what  use  are  cockroaches 
to  anybody '?  Well,  I  have  known  a  thou- 
sand reis  apiece  paid  for  them — about  two 
shillings— by  the  captain  of  a  ship  lying  in  a 
Brazilian  roadstead.  Not  that  they  really 
have  any  such  market  value  out  there— far 
from  it  —but  that  time  was  limited  and  he 
could  not  get  the  lazy  blacks  to  exert  them- 
selves in  the  chase  for  less.  But  what  did 
he  want  them  for  '?  To  introduce  on  board 
his  vessel  as  carefully  as  though  they  had 
been  birds  of  Paradise,  so  that  they  might  in 
due  time  overrun  the  craft  from  stem  to 
stern,  and  eat  the  bugs  with  which  she  was 
infested.  They  say  that  this  obnoxious  in- 
sect and  the  cockroach  are  never  found  to- 
gether on  shipboard,  nor  mice  and  rats. 
Dead  cockroaches,  like  grasshoppers,  are 
held  in  estimation  by  some  fishermen  as  en- 
ticing bait  for  chub  and  trout,  and  I  have 
seen  it  stated  on  high  authority  that  the 
peasantry  of  the  north  of  Ireland  dry  them 
and  eat  them  like  shrimps.    Ugh  ! 

I  have  the  most  abject  horror  of  a  cock- 
roach, just  the  same  unreasonable,  uncon- 
querable hatred  and  dread  which  most  people 
feel  towards  sr»:viies,  something  quite  distinct 
from  fear^na  antipathy.  I  have  done  my 
utmost,  from  very  shame,  to  overcome  this, 
but  have  never  succeeded,  and  I  have  had 
every  opportunity,  too,  to  get  habituated  to 
them,  living  in  cockroach-haunted  lands  and 
sailing  in  ships  where  every  bulk-head 
swarmed  and  was  black  with  them ;  I  have 
resolutely  held  them  in  my  hand  till  I  have 
felt  the  ground  rocking  with  me  and  have 


PART  III. 

flung  them  from  me  with  a  shriek.  If  I  see 
a  beetle  in  the  room  now,  I  get  crimson  and 
angry  and  am  disturbed  for  hours  afterwards 
— and  yet  I  take  as  much  interest  in  the 
ways  and  doings  and  structure  and  welfare 
of  a  cockroach  as  I  do  of  any  other  creature, 
only  i  can't  love  and  cherish  him,  ci  sit  down 
and  be  at  home  with  him  in  the  same  way. 
Many  people  have  these  unaccountable,  ir- 
rational antipathies.  I  know  a  gentleman, 
an  enthusiastic  naturalist  who  delights  in 
frogs  and  serpents,  who  nevertheless  turns 
!  faint  at  the  sight  of  a  toad,  and  who  assures 
I  me  that  he  can  fed  the  presence  of  his  enemy 
in  the  dark  ;  and  my  father,  who  kept  snakes, 
crocodiles,  lizards,  jaguars,  monkeys,  and 
animals  of  all  sorts,  and  could  face  any  loeetle 
alive  or  dead,  would  get  on  the  table  if  he 
saw  a  mouse. 

Hat  there  are  other  beetles  in  Brazil,  green 
and  hard  and  of  metallic  gleam  which  they 
preserve  after  death,  and  these  are  often  set 
in  silver  to  make  necklaces,  bracelets,  and 
various  ornaments  for  ladies.    The  rattle  of 
a  rattlesnake,  a  pretty  fern-like  object  when 
complete  and  unbroken,  makes  an  elegant 
though  rather  fragile  brooch,  lightly  bound 
in  gold.    The  fangs  even  are  sometimes  worn 
as  earrings ;  I  possess  a  scarf-pin  fashioned 
from  the  fang  of  a  bushmaster,  with  the 
little  rotating  bone  attached.    It  has  been 
asserted  that  Mexican  ladies  fasten  these 
rattles  in  their  hats  when  riding  in  order  to 
frighten  their  horses  and  make  them  go,  but 
I  can't  help  fancying  that  there  must  be  a 
little  play  of  the  imagination  about  this.  No 
amount  of  shaking    can   extract  anything 
more  than  a  feeble  ticking  from  the  rattle 
when  severed  from  the  serpent's  tail,  which 
is  no  more  like  the  sharp,  stinging,  hissing 
whizz  produced  by  the  intensely  rapid  vibra- 
tory motion  which  evinces  the  snake's  excite- 
ment than  the  tapping  of  your  finger-tips  on 
a  kettle-drum  would  resemble  the  smart  roll 
evoked   by  the   sticks   of   an  experienced 
drummer.    And  even  if  they  carried  a  rattle- 
snake to  give  his  own  performance,  I  am  not 
sure  that  it  would  have  much  effect  on  the 
horses.    The  breasts  and  crests  of  humming- 
birds, especially  the  ruby,  emerald,  and  king- 
crested    varieties,    with    gold    beaks  and 
diamond  eyes,  are  set  up  as  brooches  and 
earrings  in  South  America,  or  are  embroidered 
upon  smoking-oaps  and  scarfs ;  or,  assorted 
and  sewn  together,  represent  the  gorgeous 
petals  of  fanciful  flowers — a  shameful  waste 
of  life.    In  Para  I  saw  a  wealthy  black  lady 
wearing  a  collar  quite  four  inches  broad, 
composed  entirely  of  these  gleaming  breasts, 
none  larger  than  a  sixpence  and  evei-y  one 
betokening  the  slaughter  of  a  bird.  'There 
must  have  been  hundreds  of  them  in  this 
collar,  which  was  dazzling  to  look  upon  in 
the  sunshine  and  must  have  been  frightfully 
hot  to  wear.     Go  to  the  Natural  History 
Museum  in  the  Cromwell  Koad  and  look  at 
the  Gould  collection  of  humming-birds  up- 
stairs, the  most  complete  and  beautiful  in 
the  world,  and  you  will  notice  how  very  small 
is  the  metallic  cap  and  breast-patch  of  the 
gayest  even.    I  might  just  remark  that  a 
humming-bird  is  rather  a  disappointment  in 
his  native  wilds  ;  he  doesn't  hum  and  he 
doesn't  shine  nearly  as  much  as  he  ought  to, 
according  to  the  ideal  one  conjures  up  from 
the  study  of  dead  specimens.    All  you  catch 
is  an  occasional  glint  of  colour  for  a  moment 
when  the  light  happens  to  fall  suitably,  and 


a  momentary  whirr.  But  so  it  is  with  most 
other  brilliant-plumaged  birds  and  gaily- 
painted  insects,  particularly  those  which  are 
of  metallic  lustre  and  depend  entirely  upon 
the  adjustment  of  light  for  the  manifestation 
of  their  peculiar  sheen.  I  think  most  people 
form  their  notions  of  a  tropical  forest  from 
the  cases  of  stuffed  foreign  birds  which  are 
too  common  in  most  houses,  and  in  which 
specimens  from  all  quarters  of  the  earth  are 
jumbled  together  and  arranged  so  as  to  show 
their  brightest  feathers,  without  any  regard  ^ 
to  their  natural  habits  or  attitudes.  In  point 
of  actual  colour  forests  and  jungles  in  the 
tropics  are  often  much  more  sombre  than  our 
own  woods  in  spring,  summer,  or  autumn, 
the  prevailing  hue  of  the  vegetation  being 
considerably  darker,  flowers  far  fewer,  and 
l^ictorial  birds  and  butterflies  by  no  means 
teeming  (or,  at  any  rate,  visible). 

The  principal  town  of  Jamaica  is  Kingston, 
and  to  reach  it  you  have  to  wind  up  a  long 
stretch  of  water,  turning  round  and  round 
inside  what  are  called  the  palisades,  low 
necks  and  banks  of  land  planted  with  feathery 
cocoa-nut  palms.    At  the  entrance  to  this 
Kingston  Harbour  is  Port  Eoyal,  a  few 
buildings  on  a  spit  of  land  like  a  mud-bank 
jutting  out  into  the  sea.    The  formation  of 
the  coast-line  just  there  is  altogether  curious  ; 
you  would  think  that  this  spit  would  run  out 
and  make  shallow  water  for  miles,  yet  within 
half  a  stone's  throw  of  the  water's  edge  it  is 
I  forget  how  many  fathoms  deep.     It  is 
most  singular  to  stand  on  the  flat,  low-lying 
beach,  as  you  might  on  the  sands  of  any  sea- 
side place  here,  and  to  see  huge  steamers, 
four  or  five  hundred  feet  long,  pass  so  close  to 
you  that  you  might  speak  to  those  on  board. 
Just  inside  Port  Royal  an  English  man-of- 
war  is  always  moored  ;  in  my  time  it  was  the 
famous  Aboukir,  an  old  wooden  ship,  fairly 
cool  and  comfortable,  though  beetle-ridden. 
This  is  the  station  or  guard-ship,  not  in- 
tended for  cruising,  but  anchored  there  per- 
manently and  serving  as  a  sort  of  naval 
barracks,  and  it  was  to  this  ship  that  the 
historical  shark.  Port  Koyal  Tom,  might  be 
said  to  belong.    There  are  jilenty  of  lus  kind 
about  there,  but  Tom  attracted  notice  by  his 
huge  size,  and  was  encouraged  by  the  officers 
with  frequent  presents  of  pork  and  beef  from 
the  "  harness  cask  "  to  remain  in  the  vicinity 
and  consider  himself  a  sort  of  pensioner  of 
the  Aboukir,  because  he  deterred  the  men 
from  swimming  ashore  at  night,  and  desert- 
ing or  getting  drunk  ;  and  lor  many  years  he 
was  quite  an  institution.    I  have  been  told 
that  Tom  has  not  been  seen  of  late  and  that 
it  is  supposed  that  he  has  quitted  our  service, 
but  there  are  certainly  others  to  take  his 
place  in  those  dangerous  seas.    One  day  I 
was  passing  from  the  spar-deck  of  one  vessel 
to  another  along  a  plank  laid  between  the 
two,  and  looking  down  I  saw  a  white  monster 
far  beneath  me,  slowly  moving  backwards 
and  forwards  in  the  clear  water.     I  stood 
watching  him  for  a  minute  or  two  when, 
happening  to  glance  up,  I  observed  that  one 
end  of  the  narrow  plank  on  which  I  was.  had 
gradually  drawn  to  the  edge  of  the  vessel's 
rail  where  it  rested,  by  the  swinging  of  the 

'  ship  with  the  current,  and  was  all  but  cff ; 

I  I  dashed  over  just  in  time,  and  had  no  sooner 
gained  the  deck  than  the  treacherous  bridge 
went  down  behind  me  and  scared  the  &hark 
away. 

(To  le  contiiiufd.) 


OUR  NOTE  BOOK. 


Dr.  Livingstone's  Eakly  Dats. — The  truths 
of  the  Christian  reUgion  had  heen  instilled 
into  his  mind  at  the  early  period  which  is 
common  in  pious  households  in  Scotland. 
"I  had  no  difficulty,"  said  Livingstone,  long 
after,  "in  understanding  the  theory  of  free 
salvation  hy  the  atonement  of  our  Saviour ; 
but  it  was  only  about  this  time  (his  twentieth 
year)  that  I  began  to  feel  the  necessity  of 
personal  application  of  the  doctrine  to  my 
own  case.  The  fulness  with  which  the 
pardon  of  all  our  gailt  is  offered  in  God's 
book,  drew  fuith  feelings  of  affectionate  love 
to  Him  who  bought  us  with  His  blood,  which 
in  some  small  measure  has  influenced  my 
conduct  ever  since."  It  is  interesting  to 
know  that  it  was  by  the  study  of  Dick's 
"  Philosophy  of  a  Future  State,"  that  he 
was  persuaded  to  the  immediate  personal 
acceptance  of  the  gospel  message.  He  had 
often  had  convictions  of  sin,  and  desire  for 
newness  of  life,  but  he  delayed  embracing 
the  free  grace  of  the  promises  from  a  sense 
of  his  un worthiness,  and  in  expectation  of 
previous  preparation  being  made  by  the  power 
of  the  Holy  Spirit.  "I  saw  the  duty  and 
inestimable  privilege  immediatdij  to  accept 
salvation  by  Christ.  Humbly  believing  that 
through  sovereign  mercy  and  grace  I  have 
been  enabled  to  do  so,  and  having  felt  in 
some  measure  its  effects  on  my  still  depraved 
and  deceitful  heart,  it  is  my  desire  to  show 
my  attachment  to  the  cause  of  Him  who 
died  for  me,  by  devoting  my  life  to  His 
service." 


Db.  LrviNGSTONE's  Letter  to  Ragged 
School  Boys. — The  boys  of  a  ragged  school 
at  Stockport  sent  to  him  a  little  testimonial 
of  respect  on  his  first  return  from  Africa. 
The  doctor  was  much  touched  by  this,  and 
thus  replied  to  the  master  who  had  forwarded 
the  gift :  "  I  beg  you  will  assure  the  boys 
who  so  generously  expressed  their  approba- 
tion of  my  labour  in  Africa,  that  nothing 
has  delighted  me  more,  since  my  return  to 
England,  than  their  honest,  spontaneous 
deed.  I  give  them  all  my  warmest  thanks, 
from  a  heart  overflowing  with  emotion,  and 
wishing  that  God  may  abundantly  bless  them 
with  His  favour  and  love.  I  have  very  little 
time  to  write  to  any  one,  as  I  am  engaged  in 
the  preparation  of  a  narrative  of  my  late 
explorations,  and  I  must  keep  my  word  with 
110  poor  native  Africans,  who  accompanied 
me  from  the  centre  of  the  country  t  he 
east  coast,  and  now  await  the  fulfihnent  of 
my  promise  at  Tete.  I  ought  to  be  back  to 
them  in  April,  but  I  fear  that,  after  all  I  can 
do,  I  must  be  about  two  months  later  than 
my  appointed  time.  Were  it  not  for  this, 
I  should  like  to  try  to  visit  the  boys  and 
speak  with  them ;  but  as  this  can  scarcely 
be,  I  would  just  commend  them  all  to  the 
care  of  our  Blessed  Lord  Jesus,  and  ask 
them  to  try  Him  as  their  Friend  and  Guide 
through  life.  They  may  make  Him  their 
confidant,  for  He  listens  to  every  prayer 
wafted  to  Him  from  the  lowliest  bosom. 
In  Him  we  live,  and  move,  and  have  our 
being ;  and  He  is  as  tender  and  compassionate 
to  every  one  of  them,  and  knows  all  their 
cases  and  cares,  as  if  they  were  the  only 
persons  in  the  world.  And  then,  if  they  are 
like  Him,  they  will  all  show  love  to  every 
one  about  them,  and  to  everything  beautiful, 
and  good,  and  true. 

He  prayetli  best  who  lovetli  best 
All  things  both  great  and  small ; 

For  the  dear  Lord  to  whom  we  pray. 
He  made  and  loveth  all. 

Thanking  you  and  them  again  for  your  most 
friendly  feelings,  and  hoping  that  they  may 


not  again  deprive  themselves  of  any  com- 
fort,   "  I  am,  dear  sir,  yours  most  truly, 

"  D.i.viD  Livingstone." 


"The  work  of  our  hands — establish  Thou  it," 
How  often  with  thoughtless  lips  we  pray  ; 
But  He  who  sits  in  the  Heavens  shall  say, 
"  Is  the  work  of  your  hands  so  fair  and  fit, 
That  ye  dare  so  pray?  " 

Softly  we  answer,  "  Lord,  make  it  fit — 
The  work  of  our  hands,  that  so  we  may 
Lift  up  our  eyes,  and  dare  to  pray. 
The  work  of  our  hands — establish  Thou  it." 


CHESS. 


Problem  Wo.  257. 

T.  M.  Brown's  Problem  kectififd. 


abed      e       f       g  h 


b       c       d       e       f       g  h 


1  WHi  rn.  i        5-1-7  =  12  pieces. 
■White  to  play,  and  mate  in  three  (3)  moves. 


Eavner's  Book. 
A  valuable  addition  to  the  existing  works 
on  problems  by  Miles,  Pierce,  Taylor,  Meyer, 
Rowland,  Planck,  and  others,  is  entitled  : 
"  Chess  Problems  :  Their  Composition  and 
Solution."  By  James  Rayner,  Problem 
Editor  of  the  "British  Chess  Magazine." 
(London  :  Swan  Sonnenschein  &  Co.,  Pater- 
noster Square.  1890.)  Price  Is.  There  are 
36  pages  on  composition  and  solving,  and  a 
collection  of  108  problems  by  78  composers. 
The  most  pleasing  among  the  two-movers 
are  Nos.  5,  14,  17,  3.3 ;  the  three-movers,  49, 
52,  61,  64,  69,  73 ;  the  four-movers,  85,  88, 
90 ;  and  the  self-mates,  93,  95,  103  and  104. 
No.  49  is  by  Chocholous,  and  No.  73  is  not 
by  Kotre,  but  Kotrc  (pronounced  Ko-tretch). 
No.  54  appears  corrected  on  the  above  dia- 
gram. No.  62,  a  fine  stratagem  by  C.  A.  L. 
Bull,  should  have  no  black  P  on  black's 
K  B  3,  and  the  Kt  be  removed  from  K  R  sq. 
to  Q  R  sq.  (from  h8  to  a8),  thus  :— 

Problem  No.  258. 

White,  K— K  R  sq.,  Q— K  8,  R— Q  B  6, 
Bs— Q  B  3  and  K  B  sq.,  P— K  B  4 ;  Black, 
K_Q  4,  B— Q  B  2,  Kts— Q  R  sq.  and  Q  Kt  7, 
Ps— Q  Kt  6,  Q  3,  K  6,  K  B  6  and  K  B  7. 
White  mates  in  three  moves. 

Statements  like  "the  creation  of  a  dis- 
tinctly new  idea  is  quite  impossible  "  should 
not  be  taken  for  granted,  for  there  are  new 
ideas  in  private  books  and  in  Blathy's  collec- 
tion. Also  "  there  is  nothing  novel  or  artistic 
in  the  mere  promotion  "  is  not  in  harmony 
with  the  rules  on  clever  moves,  and  the  ex- 
pression "in  two-movers  and  three-movers 
checking  keys  are  decidedly  objectionable" 
is  too  strong.  The  celebrated  Indian  pro- 
blem is  more  correct  with  only  two  Ps  in  the 


left  half  of  the  board ;  namely,  a  white  on 
Q  Kt  2,  and  a  black  on  Q  Kt  2. 


TO  CHESS  COKRESPONDENTS. 

X.  N.— Notice  the  "Cliess  Competition"  on  page  61. 
You  may  compete  with  one,  two,  or  tlnte  jirobloms  ; 
namely,  "one  iu  two  moves,  one  ui  thi  co,  and  one  in 
four  moves. 

J.  w.  T.— The  rule  is,  not  to  say  "  Queen"  when  you 
attack  that  piece. 

A  monthly  periodical  on  chess  in  the  Hungarian 
language  has  been  publislied  since  September  18S9, 
entitled,  "Budapesti  Sakk-Szemle."  (Builapest  :  Ko- 
bicskek  Zsigmond  Konyvkereskedese,  Nagjkorona- 
utoza  9,  Hungary.)  Another  montlily,  lu  Swedish, 
issued  since  last  March,  is,  "Tidskrift  for  Schack." 
(Address  :  J.  Ohquist,  Nicolaigatan  29,  Helsiugfors, 
Finland.) 


OUR  PRIZE  COMPETITIONS. 

IContinued  f rom p.  240.] 


Literary :  A  Story  Needing  Words. 

Third  Dn^isiON  (ages  14  to  17). 

Our  Award  is  as  follows  : — 

Prize — One  Guinea. 

Francis  Alfred  Boucher  (aged  IG),  6,  Webb  Street, 
Stapleton  Road,  Bristol. 

CERTIFICATES. 

I   \_The  names  are  arranged  (ippro.Timately  in  the  order  of 
merit.'] 

Reginald  .T.  Flemin'g  Johnston,  Goshen  House,  Morn- 

ingside,  Edinburgh. 
H.  Camichon  Wilsox,  c/o  H.  McK.  Wilson,  Esq.,  Q.C., 

Brautfurd,  Ontario. 
Frederick  Edwards,  Queen  Street,  Speight's  Town, 

Barbados,  B.W.I. 
H-ARRY  Percival  Tomtsrs,  17,  Ouseley  Road,  Balham, 

s.w. 

Herbert  E.  Weston,  4,  Gordon  Villas,  Whyke,  Chi- 
cliester. 

OuvE  Dodslev,  Skegby  Hall,  Mansfield,  Notts. 
Harry  Duxlop,  52,  Dundouald  Road,  Kilmarnock. 
JOHX  A.  Model,  47,  St.  Peter's  Street,  St.  Albau's. 
John  B.  Irvine,  Ivy  Bank,  Bonchurch,  I.W. 
W.  .1.  Sharplin,  37,  Stanworth  Street,  Bermondsey,  s.B. 
Frank  E.  Killam,  Yarmouth,  Nova  Scotia. 
H.  W.  Edxey,  6,  East  Street,  Chichester. 
J.  H.  Wiseman,  35,  Chain  Walk,  Lozells,  Birmingham. 
W.  E.  Moorhouse,  38,  Kingston  Road,  Bagby  Fields, 
Leeds. 

G.  H.  Hinkley,  27,  Hertford   Street,  Haggerston, 
London,  E. 

Graham  Hydes,  28,  Havelock  Square,  Sheffield. 
W.  T.  Freeman,  17,  Regent  Street,  Clifton,  Bristol. 
David  Fairbahin,  9,  St.  John's  Hill,  Edinburgh. 
Geo.  Hy.  Soloman,  9,  The  Beacon,  Exmouth,  Devon. 
George  Dean,  1,  Southfleld  Road,  Middlesbrough. 
W.  R.  LIVSEY,  Harnby  Lea,  Heywood,  near  Man- 
cliester. 

Gertrude  Cockburn,  2,  Kent  Avenue,  Ealing,  w. 
F.  H.  Robertson,  Stour  House,  Orwell  Road,  Clacton- 
ou-Sea. 

JA.S.  R.  Millard,  44,  Schoolhouse  Lane,  Brook  Street, 
Ratoliff,  E. 

John  Hanson,  10,  Nelson  Square,  Burnley. 
W.  H.  Wood,  80,  London  Road,  East  Grinstead,  Sussex. 
Henry  Elms,  6,  Ravenstoue  Road,  Hornsey  Park,  N. 
P.  A.  Farrar,  Lot  73,  Main  Street,  Georgetown,  Deme- 
rara. 

W.  0.  Watson,  16,  The  Grove,  Balham,  s.w. 

H.  M.  STUMBLE.S,  BeUevue,  Park  Road,  Plumstead. 

E.  M.  Lownsbrough,  29,  Trafalgar  Street  East,  Soar- 
borough. 

James  C.  O'Connbll,  87,  Nortli  Main  Street,  Cork. 
W.  H.  H.  Clare,  416,  Mare  Street,  Hackney. 

H.  J.  Clare,  c/o  H.  Marks,  Esq.,  19,  Ludgate  Hill,  E.c. 
T.  A.  Young,  Card's  Cottage,  Hadlow  Road,  Tonbridge. 
Arthur  B.  Bew,  11,  Tillage  Street,  Marcus  Street, 

West  Ham,  E. 
Ch.\s.  G.  Eden,  35,  Abbey  Road,  Oxford. 

I.  R.  Hanson,  50,  Great  Hampton  Street,  Birmingham. 
Lottie  Dennisox,  40,.Kirkdale,  Sydenham,  s.e. 


Walter  D.  McIxtyhe,  22,  GuiUliord  Street,  Brighton. 

Frank  J.  Hahblev,  Belleville,  Canada,  Box  413. 

ViOTo:i  Blumenthal,  13,  Frogual,  London,  N.w. 

F.  S.  Hill,  6,  Klchmond  Grove,  Bichmond  Road,  Barns- 
bury,  N. 

Emily  P.  Mcmford,  The  Briary,  Cowes,  I.W. 

Hugh  F.  Byas,  130,  East  Wellington  Street,  Parkhead, 
Glasgow. 

B.  Lesfn'gham,  17,  Ouslo-w  Road,  Richmond  Hill, 
Surrey. 

n.  A,  H.  Dir.s'x,  Cheltenham  Crescent  Road,  Bourne- 
mouth. 

Percy  H.  Batii,  4,  College  Street,  Brighton. 

C.  A.  Archer,  Church  Street,  Speight's  Town,  Barba- 
dos, B.W.I. 

ROBT.  P.  Joxes,  12,  Claremont  Road,  Liverpool. 

M.ARiox  Hooper,  Aysgarth,  Worple  Road,  Wimbledon. 

Jajuss  Little,  5,  Chambers  Street,  Belfast.  ' 

Arthur  Ashdowx,  The  Common,  Sevenoaks,  Kent. 

•Fraxic  Spires,  Rosemary  Hill,  Kenilworth,  Warwick- 
shire. 

J.MIES  A.  M-U{CH.\.xt,  17,  London  Road,  St.  Leonard's- 
on-Sea. 

Isaac  S.  Loxg,  near  Rose  &  Crown,  Kiugswood, 
Bristol. 

M.  CORRAXCE,  Jr.,  2,  Robertson  Terrace,  Bank  Street, 
Irvine,  N.B. 

C.  C.  Wood,  3D,  Tonbridge  Street,  Euston  Road,  w.c. 

Ethel  Jehemy,  19,  Uniou  Street,  "Merthyr  Tydyil, 
South  Wales. 

Arthur  Sauxders,  76,  Fore  Street,  Kingsbridge, 
S.  Devon. 


ffcriTCSfionbcutc. 


The  Boy  Captalx.  —  The 
only  book  we  can  think  of 
at  the  moment  is  Spon's 
"  Workshop  Receipts,"  2nd 
series,  which  costs  5s.,  and 
contains,  besides  the  con- 
fectionery and  sweetmeat 
information,  an  immense 
number  of  recipes  of  all 
sorts.  It  is  editeil  by  R. 
Haldane,  and  pubUshed  by 
B.  and  F.  N.  Spon,  125, 
Strand,  w.c. 

T.  Baker. — 1.  There  are  many 
books  on  drawing  and 
painting  ;  but  the  kind  you 
want  is  probably  that  sold 
at  a  shilling  by  most  artists' 
colonrmen.  If  you  can  get 
a  look  at  the  books  by 
Harding,  Prout,  andPenley, 
do  so.  2.  The  Royal  Aca- 
demicians choose  their  own 
colleagues.  There  is  no 
examination  to  be  passed, 
but  the  invitation  to  become  an  Associate  of  the 
Academy  is  only  made  to  artists  who  have  for  years 
exhibited  pictures  of  approved  merit.  From  the 
Associates  the  ^.A.'s  are  selected. 

H.  S. — Apply  by  letter  to  the  locomotive  superintendent 
of  one  of  tlie  railways,  or  get  a  personal  introduction 
if  you  can.  The  age  depends  on  your  size,  but  you 
mus-t  be  over  14.  You  will  begin  as  an  engine  eleaiier, 
but  the  time  it  takes  you  to  work  up  depends  on  your- 
self. 

Mars  is  Austri.*.. — Our  cavalry  is  never  sent  to  the 
colonies,  and  foreigners  are  not  now  eUgible  for  com- 
missions. "  Guides  to  Army  Examinations  "  are  sold 
by  Messrs.  Clowes  and  Son,  Charing  Cross,  s.w. 

J.  S.  R. — For  price-list  of  materials  for  archery  write  to 
T.  Aldred,  258,  Oxford  Street,  London,  w.,  or  A.  Gor- 
don, Archers'  Hall,  Edinljiu^gh. 

Tr.wellers. — Go  to  Oxford  and  row  down.  A  week 
is  usually  allowed  for  the  journey.  The  hu'e"  of  the 
four-oared  L.'i£,'  will  be  £:i  lis.  M.  You  must  go 
through  thr  ilrt  Di^kriis's  "Dictionary  of 

the  Thune-,"  puce  Is.,  puhh^hed  by  MacmiUan  and 
Co. 

F.  C.  Whitaker.— If  the  blade  is  a  good  one  have  a 
new  handle  put  to  it  :  notliiug  else  will  stop  the  sting- 
ing. The  two  best  of  the  present  fast  bowlers  ai-eMi-. 
S.  M.  J.  Woods  and  Mold. 

Bouncer. — 1.  The  fifth  volume  is  out  of  print.  It  was 
published  at  7s.  Gd.,  but  would  probably  cost  you 
more  now  second-hand.  You  iniulit  get  it  by  adver- 
tising in  "E.xohange  ;niil  Mm"  ;  "  nffrr  so  niuch  for 
it  delivered  at  your  i.l.hr,-  m  -,.,.,1  ron'Ution.  2. 
Jnles  Yerne's  hooks  ..r:  i  |r ,!  )li,hrd  in  the  "  Boy's 
Own  r;ii"'i"  :  I  I  ■  ' 'i  inain,"  "  The  Giant 
Ratt,"  ■•  rii,'  ( ■    i  '  "I  :M,iirey  Morgan."  "  The 

Vanislird  Dianii'D  l."  ■■  riu-  clippt-r  of  tlie  Clouds," 
"  Atlrift  in  the  Pacific,"  and  "  Barbicane  &  Co." 


GOLEER.— Mix  white  lead  with  oak  varnish  and  paint 
the  balls  with  it.  Keep  the  clubs  in  condition  Ijy 
lightly  oiling  tliem  with  raw  linseed  oil,  say  once  ii 
month,  and  very  slightly  then.  On  no  account  steep 
them  in  oil. 

A.  J.  WlLLL^MS. — Consult  the  catalogue  of  your  free 
library,  and  get  out  the  books  on  the  subject  in  turn. 
We  know  of  no  one  book  that  contains  all  tlie  in- 
formation you  want;  hut  Murray  pul.hslies  a 
guide-book,  tliere  are  several  gond  lii.-rorii's  di  Uamp- 
slurc,  Ensrletield's  "Isle  of  Wi-ljt "  is  old  but  in- 
tcrr^riiiL'',  liristow's  "Memoir"  gives  all  the  geology, 
iiiim;!  _> other  authors  whose  names  occur  tons 
:i-  .1 :.  .  i;'-'  'M'itten  on  the  district  are  Alphen,  Barber, 
Gilpui,  Hansel,  Martin,  Worsley,  and  Dr.  Mantell. 

J.  B.— Wright's  "  Book  of  Poultry,"  published  by  Cas- 
sell,  is  the  fullest,  but  it  is  dear.  Cyanide  of  "potas- 
sium will  take  out  rust,  though  to  keep  cliaius  and  bits 
clean  there  is  really  nothing  better  than  rubbing 
them  on  the  front  door-mat— but  do  not  say  we  told 
you  so  ! 

Emigr.vxt.  —  For  all  emigration  queries  apply  to 
Emigrants'  Information  Office,  31,  Broadway,  West- 
minster, s.w. 

One  who  Wishes  to  Exlist  can  at  any  time  obtain 
particulars  at  the  nearest  post-office. 

Amp.itious. — You  have  to  be  articled  to  a  soUcitor  in 
practice.  Tliere  is  no  need  to  go  to  college.  Get  a 
copy  of  "  The  Articled  Clerk's  Handbook,"  obtainable 
from  any  law  pubUsher  through  any  bookseller. 

Neuwied. — You  cannflt  exchange  stamps  out  of  date 
at  post  offices,  but  any  stamp  ever  issued  and  unused 
can  be  used  to  the  fuU  extent  of  its  face-value  for  the 
postage  of  letters.  If  yon  have  an  unused  black 
penny  English  and  wish  to  use  it  you  can  do  so.  At 
tlie  same  time  any  dealer  vriU  give  you  more  than  its 
face- value  for  it. 

DETECTn^E. — Yes.  You  will  have  to  become  "an  ordi- 
nary policeman  "  first — a  very  onlinai  y  policeman 
we  should  say,  judging  from  your  handwriting.  You 
have  to  pass  two  medical  examinations,  one  by 
your  own  doctor,  and  one  by  the  surgeon  at  head- 
quarters. 

Sam  Slick.— The  Deputy-Master  of  the  Mint  publishes 
an  annual  report,  which  can  be  obtained  from  Messrs. 
Eyre  and  Spottiswoode,  the  Queen's  Printers,  East 
Harding  Street,  Fetter  Lane.  The  total  number  of 
coins  of  aU  denominations  issued  from  the  Mint  in 
1889  was  73,643,553  ;  but  we  cannot  give  details 
here. 

M.  A.  S. — ^We  know  of  no  book  that  will  teach  you  the 
"mecanical"  part  of  poetry,  but  we  know  of  several 
that  would  teach  you  how  to  spell,  and  which  you 
would  find  of  use.  You  will  never  do  much  good' till 
you  can  see  better  than  "  Bethleliam."  Poets  must 
learn  to  spell,  hke  other  people.  Try  orthography  for  a 
while,  and  leave  prosody,  music,  and  the  other 
things  till  your  observing  powers  are  in  better 
training. 

H.  P. — Besides  the  "young  fish  "  you  mention,  pike  are 
taken  with  fi'ogs,  and  occasionally  with  a  worm.  But 
the  best  thing  is  one  of  the  many  artificial  baits  you 
get  at  a  tackle  shop.  They  cost  more  than  natu- 
ral bait,  but  are  very  much  better  in  every  way.  See 
"The  Practical  Fisherman,"  by  John  Harrington 
Keene,  published  by  Gill,  170,  Strand.  It  costs  half- 
a-giunea,  but  you  may  get  a  look  at  it  at  your  free 
librarj'. 

Icebergs.— 1.  Tlie  nearest  lands  to  the  North  Pole  yet 
discovered  are  Petermann  Land,  Hazen  Land,  Grant 
Land,  Prince  Patrick  Land,  Wrangel  Island  (a  long 
way  down),  De  Long  Island,  and  Cape  Chelvuskin. 
Around  the  South  Pole  are  Victoria  Land,  much  the 
nearest,  Adelie  Land,  Clarie  Land,  Sabrina  Land, 
Budd  Land,  Kno.x  Land,  Termination  Island,  Kemp 
Island,  Enderby  Island,  Trinity  Land,  Palmer  Land, 
Graham  Land,  and  Alexander  the  First  Land.  2.  I'es. 
Captain  Cook  advanced  witliin  the  Antarctic  Circle 
in  two  places — about  longitude  40  E.,  and  longitude 
135  W. 

Henry. — The  Natuna  Islands  are  off  the  north-west  of 
Borneo.  Joliore  is  the  extreme  end  of  the  Malay 
Peninsula,  oft'  wliicli  is  the  island  of  Singapore.  You 
should  get  a  niodri  n  atliis.  A  good  one  at  a  reasonable 
price  is  tlio  •■  i 'enrury,  "  pubUshed  by  John  Walker 
and  Co.    It  costs  os.  Ui/. 

Helen. — The  flowers  were  all  dry,  broken  up,  and  un- 
recognisable. They  seemed  to  be  geraniums.  If  you 
send  any  more  you  should  press  them  separately  and 
enclose  them  between  slips  of  soft  paper,  with  a  thick 
card  to  prevent  their  being  crumpled  in  the  post.  The 
competitions  vary  every  year. 

Stamps  (W.  G.  Wood). — "  A  stamp  with  house  in  the 
centre  and  the  word  Bel  Alp "  is  a  Swiss  Local. 
"Pai-chi  Postali"  is  Itahan  for  Parcels  Post, 
Troiidhjrni^  is  a  town  in  jS'orway,  in  some  maps  it 
is  spelt  Drontheim. 

Mottoes  of  Honour  (L.  D.  Warner). — It  is  interesting 
to  hear  that  your  ancestor.  Sir  Thomas  Warner,  dis- 
covered the  i-I;ind  of  St.  Kitts.  and  in  consequence 
thereof  ri'n  ivrd  in  tm  Cliark.-  the  First  a  ring  and  the 
motto.  "  Tl  uo  I  ai  l  liege,"  which  the  family  still  bears  : 
and  we  have  uotcil  the  motto.  But,  at  tlie  same  time, 
it  is  usually  believed  that  St.  Kitts  was  so  named 
after  St.  Christopher  Columbus,  who  discovered  it  in 
1493. 


E.  v..  r 


[ters  that  tell  the  issues.  At  the  recent 
tliere  was  a  complete  set  of  the  ordinary 


red  i'"iiM\-  liijL'li.-h.  scveraldozen  of  them,  each  stamp 
beiut;"!  a  -'iiek  issued  on  a  certain  date.  Look  at  the 
water  iiKirk  -  i.t  your  stamps  :  every  water-mark  means 

a  new  ediiieii. 

Celtic. — A  letter  to  W.  B.  Clive  and  Co.,  Booksellers 
Row,  Strand,  will  procure  you  a  list  of  works  needed 
for  study  fiir  any  of  the  London  University  examina- 
tions, 'j  he  i.iii.'ial  infoiTuatiou  is  obtainable  from  the 
Registrar,  University  of  London,  Biu-lington  House, 
w. 

F.  P.  G.  B.— "  Eve  Effingham  "  is  the  sequel  to  Feni  . 
more  Cooper's  "  Homeward  Bound." 

Silver  Kixg. — We  can  give  you  no  hints  beyond  those 
in  "  Helping  the  Memory."  Indian  cluKs  for  a  boy 
of  16  .should  weigli  8  jioiinds  erich.  Roughly  speaking, 
the  weigld.  of  a  imir  ..t  i 'nii^  should""  be  tlie  same 
number  of  pound-  a-  thiie  .,ie  \ears  in  your  age — 
a  boy  of  14  slioiild  have  711j.  cluVis,  a  boy  of  12  61b. 
clubs,  and  so  on.  We  were  very  pleased  to  hear  from 
so  distant  a  place  as  Kootenay  Lake. 

Staxley  O'Grahame.— You  would  find  stoking  a  very 
warm  occupation.  Soldiering  is  much  cooler,  parti- 
cidarly  in  the  evenings.  Y'ou  can  get  fullest  and 
latest  particulars  from  the  past-office  in  your  town. 
Every  post-office  is  supposed  to  have  a  stock  of  pam- 
phlets, for  gratuitous  distribution,  explaining  how  to 
join  the  various  services. 

Butterfltes  fG.  W.  Gude).— The  coloured  plate  of 
"British  Butterflies  "  was  in  om*  first  volume,  and  has 
long  been  (,ut  iif  print.  From  time  to  time  we  have 
given  full  instrnetinns  in  every  branch  of  entomology, 
not  oidy  with  regard  to  coUecting,  but  setting,  pre- 
serving, etc.,  etc. ;  and  the  subject  will  be  returned 
to  again. 

Lo^'EROF  Yachts.— You  should  consult  the  ailvertise- 
ment  pages  of  such  papers  as  '■  The  Field"  and  "  Laud 
and  Water."  You  will  tliere  liiid  the  addresses  of  the 
leading  yacht  agents.  As  a  rough  estimate,  you  can 
take  £20  a  ton. 

C.  T.  C.  (Enquirer). — For  information  regarding  the 
Cyclists'  Touring  Club,  apply  to  tlie  Secretary."  139, 
Fleet  Street.  E.c.    The  entrance  fee  is  Is.,  and  the 

subseriptiiin  2,<.  ijj. 

Road  B'H  lie.  The  fullest  road  book  is  "The  Roads  of 
Eriglanil  and  Wales,"  by  Charles  Howard,  price  5s., 
pubhsheil  by  Letts,  Son,  and  Co.  Trv  the  "CvcUst's 
Pocket  Road  Guides"  of  Mr.  R.E.  PhiUips,  pubUshed 
by  Hotilston  and  Sons ;  they  cost  twopence  each,  or  a 
guinea  a  set.  For  the  London  district.  Bacon's  maps 
at  four  inches  to  a  mile  are  good  for  the  main  roads, 
but  are  not  always  to  be  trusted  for  bye-roads  in  new 
districts. 

E.  B.  R. — It  is  usual  to  say  that  the  pollen  is  the  ele- 
ment of  reproduction  ;  but,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  every 
pollen  gi-ain  is  filled  with  extremely  fine  molecular 
matter  ca'led  " foviUa,"  and  this  foviila  exhibits  more 
or  less  active  movements. 

C.  Posting. — 1.  It  was  France  of  which  it  was  said  that 
the  clergy  j.rotected  the  country  by  their  prayers,  the 
nobles  by  their  arms,  and  the  commons  by  the  taxes 
they  paid.  The  saying  is  no  longer  applicable,  as  all 
three  have  now  to  pay  taxes.  2.  All  the  States  of  the 
American  Union  have  bonded  debts  except  Colorado, 
Illinois,  and  West  Virginia.  It  is  all  a  question  of 
book-keeping  as  to  what  you  consider  "  national "  and 
what  you  consider  "  local." 

Bo-VTING. — AU  people  who  let  out  boats.  Searle,  Biffen, 
Clasper,  etc.,  let  them  out  for  a'week  or  more  on 
special  terms.  Get  Dickens's  "Dictionary  of  the 
'''''ames,"  price  Is. 

M-Uiius.— You  have  confused  the  officers  -n-ith  the  crew. 
"Naval  Cadets"  is  one  thing,  "Boys"  is  anothev. 
The  age  for  boys  is  between  15  and  16i. 

T.  C— No  matter  how  thin  you  are,  it  wiU  do  you  good 
to  go  in  for  athletics.  Y'ou  wiU  not  snap  off  in  the 
middle  ! 

CAT.A.PULT.— 1.  Tou  have  no  right  to  use  a  catapult  in 
a  road,  and  the  policeman  was  doing  you  a  service  in 
taking  it  away  from  you.  2.  The  numbers  are  out 
of  print :  but  you  will  find  "  How  to  biuld  a  Canvas 
Canoe  "  in  "  Indoor  Games." 

H.  D. — The  best  cheap  book  for  beginners  in  fishing  ia 
"  Float  Fishing,"  by  Martin,  price  2s.,  of  Sampson 
Low  and  Co.  ;  but  in  "  Outdoor  Games "  you  will 
have  the  reprint  of  our  articlts. 

H.  A.  H. — The  ^er-hopsyou  have  are  the  egg  cases  of  the 
White  Whelk  {Biiccinum  inidatum).  They  are  very 
common  all  round  the  coast.  We  have  already  had  a 
series  of  articles  on  shells. 

Short  Sight.— Many  people  play  cricket  who  wear 
spectacles.  The  chance  of  getting  broken  glass  in 
your  eye  is  a  very  remote  one.  We  know  of  no  special 
make  for  erieketei  s.  Tlie  only  thing  to  do  is  to  try 
and  not  catch  the  ball  in  3'our  eye. 

H.  P.  G.— 1.  We  have  published  "  Tlu-ongh  Fire  and 
through  Water  "  in  book  form,  price  3,s.  6d. ;  apply 
to  Publisher,  56,  Paternoster  Row.  2.  See  other 
answers  for  distemper.  3.  When  a  note  is  sharpened 
and  a  natural  follows  in  the  next  bar,  the  natural 
refers  to  the  sharpened  note.  The  c  has  become 
c  sharp,  and  so  has  to  be  reduced. 

C.vmphor. — The  camphor  boat  is  bent  into  shape  ;  it 
is  not  flat ;  look  at  the  iUustration  again. 
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THE   COCK  HOUSE  AT 
EELLS  GARTH. 

A  PUBLIC   SCHOOL  STOEY. 
By  Talbot  Baines  Eeed, 

[  Author  of  ■'  ill,  Friend  Smith,"  "  Fifth  Form  at  St.  Dominic's," 
"  Sir  Ludar,"  etc. 

CHAPTER  III. — CANVASSING. 

WHEN  Fisher  i  woke  early  next  morning  he  had 
the  curious   sensation   of  something  on  his 
mind  without  knowing  what  it  was. 

He  was  not  out  of  sorts.  The  private  supper  of 
which  he  and  Denton  and  Eidgway  had  partaJsea 


The  pace  was  kept  up. 


last  night  in  Ranger's  study  had  been 
wholesome,  if  miscellaneous.  Ranger's 
people  had  given  him  a  hamper  to 
bring  back,  containing  a  good  many 
good  things — cake,  biscuits,  potted  meats, 
jam,  Worcester  sauce,  pickles,  coffee, 
and  other  groceries  intended  to  di- 
versify the  breakfasts  of  the  half.  By 
some  error  of  judgment  this  valuable 
article  of  luggage  had  come  from 
town  in  the  van,  where  it  had  ap- 
parently been  placed  at  the  very  bottom 
of  the  baggage.  The  consequence  was, 
that  when  it  came  to  be  opened,  its 
several  ingredients  were  found  to  have 
got  loose,  and  fused  together  in  a  most 
hopeless  way.  Jam,  and  pickles,  and 
Liebig's  extract,  and  moist  sugar  were 
indistinguishable.  The  only  thing  seemed 
to  be  to  attack  the  concoction  en  masse, 
without  needless  delay,  and  to  that  end 
Ranger  had  summoned  the  assistance  of 
his  friends  and  neighbours.  Fisher  i  was 
imable  to  attribute  any  part  of  the  weight 
on  his  mind  to  this  perfectly  wholesome 
and  homely  refreshment. 

What  was  it  ?  It  was  not  Denton. 
He  had  come  back  as  loyal  and  festive  as 
ever,  threatening  to  work  hard  this  half, 
and  determined  to  have  Fisher  i  as  his 
guest  at  the  rectory  on  the  lake  for  the 
Christmas  vac. 

Nor  was  it  the  captain's  speech  last 
night  that  bothered  him.  True,  it  was 
not  altogether  conciliatory  to  those  who, 
like  Fisher  i,  were  resolved  to  have  no 
truce  with  the  enemy.  Of  course  it  was 
the  right  thing  for  Yorke  to  say.  But 
Yorke  knew,  as  well  as  anybody,  that  the 
Classics  meant  to  keep  their  house  cock- 
house  at  FeUsgartli. 

Nor  was  it  the  accomits ;  although 
Fisher  had  to  own  to  himself  he  was  not 
a  grand  hand  at  finance,  and  that  if  he 
was  appointed  treasurer  of  the  school 
clubs,  as  well  as  of  his  house  clubs,  he 
would  have  his  work  cut  out  for  him  to 
keep  both  fmids  clear  and  solvent. 

What  then  was  it  ?  His  young 
brother  ?  He  supposed  it  must  be.  The 
young  donkey  had  made  a  bad  beginning 
at  Fellsgarth — which  was  bad  enough. 
But  had  the  elder  brother  done  quite  the 
decent  thing  in  half  disowning  him,  and 
letting  him  run  on  his  fate  in  the  way  he 
had  ?  A  little  brotherly  backing  up,  a 
word  or  two  of  warning,  and,  if  needs  be, 
a  little  timely  intimidation,  might  have 
made  all  the  difference  to  the  youngster, 
and  would  not  have  done  the  senior  much 
harm. 

Yes  ;  it  was  this  precious  minor  of  his 
who  was  on  Fisher  I's  mind.  It  was  too 
late,  of  course,  to  pick  up  the  milk  already 
spilled.  But  it  might  be  worth  while  to 
give  him  a  word  of  admonition  as  to  his 
future  conduct. 

With  this  view  he  sent  Asliby  (who, 
with  all  the  alacrity  of  a  brand-new  fag, 
pxmctuaUy  presented  himself  for  orders 
before  getting-up  bell  had  ceased  ringing), 
to  summon  Fisher  ii  to  his  brother's 
room. 

"  Wen,  kid,"  said  the  elder  brother, 
commencing  his  toilet ;  "  how  did  you 
get  on  ?    Sleep  well  ?  " 

"  Middling,"  said  Fisher  ii.  "  Some 
of  the  fellows  had  put  pepper  on  the 
blankets,  and  it  got  into  my  eyes — that's 
all." 

"  It's  a  good  job  they  did  nothing 
worse." 


"Well,"  said  Fisher  ii,  who  was 
evidently  in  a  limp  state,  and  had  not  at 
all  enjoyed  his  night ;  "  they  did  tease 
a  good  deal." 

"  Humph — who  did  ?  " 

"  Well,  there  was  that  boy  they 
call  " 

"  Stop,"  said  Fisher  i,  turning  round 
fiercely  in  the  middle  of  brushing  his  hair  ; 
"  do  you  mean  to  say  yoxi  don't  know 
that  it's  only  cads  who  sneak  about  one 
another  ?  " 

"  But  you  asked  me." 

"  Of  course  I  did,  and  made  sure  you 
wouldn't  let  out.  I  hope  they'll  give  you 
a  few  more  lively  nights,  to  teach  you 
better." 

The  young  brother's  lips  gave  an 
ominous  quiver  at  this  unfeeling  speech, 
and  he  horrified  Fisher  i  by  betraying 
imminent  symptoms  of  tears. 

"  Look  here,  Joey,"  said  the  senior, 
rather  more  soothingly,  "  you've  made  a 
jolly  bad  start,  and  that  can't  be  helped. 
The  mistake  you  make  is  in  thinking  you 
know  everything,  whereas  you're  about 
as  green  as  they  make  them.  Why  ever 
do  you  pretend  not  to  be  '?  Look  at  that 
other  new  kid — the  other  one  who  sang. 
He's  green  too  ;  but,  bless  you,  it's  no 
crime,  and  all  the  fellows  take  to  huu 
becaiise  he  doesn't  put  on  side  like  you. 
Why,  that  song  you  sang — oh,  my  stars  ! 
— what  on  earth  put  that  rot  into  your 
head?" 

This  finished  up  poor  Fisher  ii.  The 
recollection  of  his  performance  last  night 
was  more  than  he  could  stand,  and  he 
began  to  whimper. 

"Come,  old  chap,"  said  Fisher  i, 
kindly,  patting  him  on  the  shoulder ; 
"  perhaps  it's  not  all  your  fault.  I 
suppose  I  ought  to  have  given  you  a  leg 
up,  and  prevented  yon  making  a  fool  of 
yourself.  You'll  get  on  right  enough  if 
you  don't  swagger.  And  in  any  case, 
don't  blubber." 

"  I  shall  never  get  on  here,"  said  the 
new  boy.  "  All  the  fellows  are  against 
me.  Besides — I  didn't  know  it  was 
wrong  ;  and — oh,  Tom  ! — I  lent  a  fellow 
half-a-crown,  and  now  I've  nothing  to  pay 
for  the  clubs  !  " 

Fisher  i  laughed. 

I  thought  from  yoiu-  tones  you  were 
going  to  confess  a  murder,  at  least. 
You'd  better  look  alive  and  get  the  half- 
crown  back." 

"  That's  just  it.  I  lent  it  in  the  dark 
to  a — a  Modern  chap ;  and  I  don't  know 
his  name." 

"  Upon  my  honour,  Joey,  you  are  a  

WeD,  it's  no  good  saying  what  you  are. 
I  hope  you'U  see  your  money  again,  that's 
all." 

Fisher  ii  groaned. 

"Would  you  ever  mind  lending  me 
half-a-crown  for  the  clubs,  just  this  once," 
he  pleaded. 

"  Very  convenient  arrangement.  I 
suppose  I  shall  have  to.  At  least  I'll 
mark  you  as  paid ;  and  if  you've  not  got 
back  what  you've  lent  your  fi-iend  before 
I  have  to  shell  out,  I  shaU  have  to  pay  it 
for  yo\i." 

'  "  Thanks,  Tom ;  you're  an  awful  brick," 
said  the  yoxmger  brother,  brightening  up 
rapidly.  "  I  say,  I  wish  I  could  be  your 
fag.    Couldn't  I?" 

"  Ranger's  bagged  you— you'll  get  on 
better  with  him  than  me.  He  won't 
stand  as  much  nonsense   as  I  might. 


There  !  he  is  calhng.  Cut  along,  and  don't 
go  making  such  an  ass  of  yourself  again. 
You'll  have  to  get  on  the  best  you  can 
with  your  fellows ;  I  can't  interfere  with 
them  unless  they  break  rules,  you  know„ 
You  can  come  in  here,  of  course,  any  time 
you  like,  and  if  you  want  a  leg  up  with 
preparation,  and  Ranger's  busy,  you  may 
as  well  do  your  work  here." 

After  this  Fisher  i  felt  a  little  easier  in 
his  conscience,  and  was  able  to  face  the 
tasks  of  the  day  with  a  lighter  mind  than 
if  he  had  had  the  care  of  his  minor  upon 
it  all  the  time. 

The  school  work  of  the  day  was  not. 
particularly  onerous.  Dr.  Ringwood,  the 
head  master,  held  a  sort  of  reception  of 
the  Sixth  and  delivered,  as  was  his  wont, 
a  little  lecture  on  the  work  to  be  taken 
up  during  the  ensuing  half,  interspersed 
with  a  few  sarcastic  references  to  the 
work  of  the  previous  half,  and  one  or 
two  jokes,  which  scoffers  like  Ridgway 
used  to  say  must  have  cost  him  many ' 
serious  hours  during  the  holidays  to  de- 
velop. 

" Ai'istophanes,"  said  the  headmaster, 
after  calling  attention  to  the  particular 
merits  of  the  Greek  play  to  be  undertaken, 
"  did  not  write  solely  ibr  the  Sixth  form , 
of  a  public  school.  I  am  afraid  some  of; 
you,  last  term,  thought  that  Euripides 
did.  He  will  require  more  than  usual 
attention.  I  am  sure  he  can  easily  receive 
it.  I  would  not,  if  I  were  you  boys,  be 
too  chary  this  term  of  extra  work.  Some 
of  you  are  almost  painfully  conscientious 
in  your  objection  to  overdo  a  particular 
study.  Aristophanes  is  an  author  with 
whom  liberties  may  safely  be  taken  in 
this  respect.  The  test  of  a  good  classical 
scholar,  remember,  is  not  the  work  he  is 
obliged  to  do,  but  what  he  is  not  obliged 
to  do — his  extra  work  ;  I  advise  you  not 
to  be  afi-aid  to  try  it.  The  Sanatoriimi 
has  been  unusually  free  of  cases  of  over- 
pressure lately.  A  quarter  of  an  hour's 
extra  work  a  day  by  the  Sixth  is  not  at 
all  likely  to  tax  its  capacity,  etc." 

This  was  the  doctor's  pleasant  style- 
delivered  with  a  severe  face  and  downcast 
eyes. 

Then  ensued  a  little  lecture  to  the  pre- 
fects on  their  ditties  and  responsibilities,, 
which  was  respectfully  listened  to.  To 
judge  by  it,  such  a  thing  as  any  rumour 
of  dissensions  between  rival  sides  and 
houses  in  the  school  had  never  reached 
his  ears.  And  yet  the  knowing  ones  said 
the  doctor  knew  better  than  the  captain 
himself  everything  that  went  on  in  Fells- ^ 
garth,  and  could  at  any  moment  lay  his 
hand  on  an  offender.  But  he  preferred  to 
leave  the  police  of  the  place  to  his  heati 
boys  ;  and  on  the  whole  it  was  perhaps 
better  for  the  school  that  he  did. 

To  a  larger  or  less  degree  the  other 
forms,  Classic  and  Modern,  were  lectured 
in  similar  strauis  by  their  respective 
masters.  The 
jimior  division 

ones  who  Hstened  attentively  to  what 
Mr.  Stratton,  the  j'oung,  cheery  athlete 
who  presided  over  their  studies,  had  to 
say.  And  even  their  respectful  admi- 
ralion  was  a  good  deal  distracted  by  the 
babel  of  voices  which  was  going  on  all 
round  them. 

"  Never  mind  him,"  said  D' Arcy  ;  "  he's 
a  kid  of  a  master,  and  don't  know  any 
better.  It's  all  rot.  Bless  you,  we  get 
the  same  thing  " 


new  boys  among  the 
were,  perhaps,  the  only 


"  D'Arey,"  said  the  master,  suddenly, 
"  I  was  recommending  tb-i  value  of  extra 
work,  especially  for  clever  boys.  Perhaps 
you  will  try  the  experiment  with  fifty 
lines  of  Virgil  by  this  time  to-morrow." 

"There  you  are,"  said  D'Arcy,  appeal- 
ing to  his  neighbours  ;  "  didn't  I  tell  you 
he  talked  rot  ?  Did  you  ever  hear  such 
a  stale  joke  as  that '?  " 

The  two  new  boys  were  tremendously 
impressed  by  this  sudden  swoop  of  ven- 
geance, and  gazed  open-mouthed  at  the 
master  for  the  rest  of  the  class,  stealing 
only  now  and  again  a  hasty  glance  at 
D'Arcy  to  see  how  he  was  bearing  up 
against  his  sore  afflictions. 

D'Arcy,  to  do  him  justice,  appeared  to 
be  bearing  up  very  well.  He  was,  in 
truth,  engaged  in  a  mental  calculation  as 
to  how,  diu-ing  the  coming  term,  he  could 
most  economically  "job"  out  the  un- 
positions  which  usually  fell  to  his  share. 
If  his  coimtenance  now  and  then  bright- 
ened as  he  met  the  awe- struck  gaze  of  the 
two  new  boys,  it  was  because  in  them  he 
thought  he  discerned  a  lively  hope  of 
solving  the  problem  creditably  to  himself 
and  not  unprafitably  to  them. 

"Come  along,"  said  he  as  soon  as  the 
class  was  released;  "let's  get  out  into  the 
fresh  air  and  have  a  cool.  Hullo,  Wally  !  " 
as  the  owner  of  that  name  trotted  up, 
"What's  up?" 

"  Up  ?  "  said  Wally  in  tones  of  injured 
innocence  ;  "  one  would  think  you  didn't 
know  it  was  school  club  elections  on  in 
an  hour,  and  all  the  chaps  to  whip  up ! 
If  the  Moderns  tiurn  up  in  force,  it'U  be 
touch-and-go  if  they  don't  carry  every 
man.  I  can't  stop  now — mind  you  bring 
those  kids." 

And  off  he  went  with  all  the  im- 
portance of  captain's  fag  on  his  election- 
eering tour. 

"  Wally's  right,"  said  D'Arcy.  "  It'll 
be  a  close  shave  to  carry  our  men.  You 
see,  kids,"  added  he  condescendingly,  "  it's 
just  this  way.  The  Moderns  are  going  to 
try  to  carry  the  clubs  to-day,  and  if  they 
do,  the  whole  of  us  aren't  going  to  stand 
it,  and  there'U  be  such  a  jolly  row  in 
Fellsgarth  as — well,  wait  till  you  see." 

This  sounded  very  awful.  Fisher  ii 
would  have  liked  to  know  what  sort  of 
clubs  were  to  be  carried,  but  did  not  like 
to  ask.  Ashbv,  however,  more  honest, 
demanded  fiurther  particulars. 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  mean  ?  "  said 
he. 

"  Don't  suppose  you  do.  Whose  fault 
is  that?  All  you've  got  to  do  is  to  yell 
for  our  side  and  vote  for  our  men." 

That  seemed  simple  enough,  if  D'Arcy 
would  only  vouchsafe  to  tell  them  when 
to  begin. 

"  Come  along,"  said  the  latter.  "  We've 
half  an  hour  yet  to  canvass.  You  know 
WaUy's  and  my  study  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"All  right ;  now  you,"  pointing  to  Ashby, 
"you  hang  outside  that  door.  That's 
the  Modern  minors'  class.  Collar  one  of 
them  as  they  come  out,  or  two  if  you 
can ;  and  fetch  'em  up  to  my  room. 
You,"  pointing  to  Fisher  ii,  "  go  and 
prowl  about  the  kids'  gymnasium  and 
fetch  any  one  with  a  blue  ribbon  on  his 
hat,  as  many  as  you  can  bag.  I'm  going 
to  see  if  I  can  find  some  of  'em  near  the 
tuck  shop.  Kick  twice  on  my  door  and 
say  'Balbus,'  so  that  I  shall  know  it's 
you.    Go  on ;  off  you  go.    Don't  muff  it, 


whatever  you  do,  or  it'll  be  your  fault  if 
Fellsgarth  goes  to  pot." 

Ashby,  whose  uncle  was  an  M.P.,  had 
had  some  little  experience  in  general 
elections,  but  he  never  remembered  can- 
vassing of  this  kind  before.  However, 
D'Arcy  had  an  authoritative  air  about 
him,  and  as  the  school  was  evidently  in 
peril,  and  there  was  no  suspicion  of  prac- 
tical joking  in  the  present  case,  he 
marched  off  sturdily  to  the  Modern 
minors'  class-room,  and  sheltering  him- 
self conveniently  behind  the  door,  waited 
the  turn  of  events. 

He  had  not  to  wait  long.  He  could  hear 
the  master  annomicing  the  lesson  for 
preparation,  and  the  general  shuf3de 
which  precedes  the  dismissal  of  a  class. 
Then  his  heart  beat  a  little  faster  as  he 
distingiiished  footsteps  and  heard  the  un- 
suspecting enemy  approaching  his  way. 

Now  Ashbj-,  although  a  new  boy,  was 
wise  enough  to  calculate  one  or  two 
things.  One  was  that  his  best  chance 
was  either  to  attack  the  head  or  the  taU 
of  the  procession  ;  and  secondly,  that  as 
the  head  boys  in  a  form  are  usually  those 
nearest  the  front,  and,  conversely,  the 
lowest  are  usually  nearest  to  the  door, 
therefore  the  smallest  boys  would  probably 
be  the  first  to  come  out.  For  all  of  which 
i-easons  he  decided  to  make  his  swoop 
at  once,  and  if  possible  abscond  with  his 
boot^'  before  the  main  body  arrived  on 
the  scene. 

The  event  jiastified  his  shrewdness. 
The  moment  the  door  opened,  two  small 
Moderns  scampered  out  clean  into  the 
arms  of  the  expectant  kidnapper,  who 
Ijefore  they  had  time  so  much  as  to 
inquire  who  he  Avas  or  what  he  wanted, 
had  a  grip  on  the  coat-collar  of  each,  and 
was  racing  them  as  hard  as  their  short 
legs  could  carry  them  across  the  grass. 

"  Let  go,  you  cad  !  "  squeaked  one,  pre- 
sently.   "  What  are  you  doing  ?  " 

"It's  only  fun,"  said  Ashbj',  encourag- 
ingly; "come  along." 

The  othex  prisoner  was  more  practical. 
He  tried  to  bite  his  captor's  hand,  and 
when  he  failed  in  that,  he  tried  to  kick. 
But  though  he  succeeded  better  in  this, 
the  pace  was  kept  up  and  the  gi'ip  on  his 
collar,  if  anything,  tightened.  Whereupon 
he  attempted  to  sit  down.  But  that, 
though  it  retarded  the  progress,  was  still 
insufficient  to  arrest  it.  The  pace  dropped 
to  a  quick  walk,  and  in  due  time,  greatly 
to  Ashby's  relief,  the  portal  of  Wake- 
field's was  reached. 

Here,  of  course,  all  was  safe.  If  any  of 
the  few  boys  hanging  about  had  been  in- 
clined to  concern  themselves  in  the  affair, 
the  colour  of  the  ribbon  on  the  victims' 
hats  was  quite  sufficient  reason  for  allow- 
ing the  law  to  take  its  coiu-se ;  and 
Ashby,  who  began  to  grow  very  tired  of 
his  burden  (which  insisted  on  sitting 
down  on  either  side  all  the  way  upstairs), 
arrived  at  length  at  Messrs.  D'Arcy  and 
Wally's  door  without  challenge. 

He  had  no  need  to  knock,  or  say 
"  Balbus,"  as  the  room  was  empty.  The 
other  canvassers  had  evidently  not  yet 
I'eturned. 

With  a  sigh  of  relief  he  deposited  his 
loads  on  the  carpet  and  locked  the  door. 

"Let  us  go,  you  cad!"  yelled  the 
prisoners.  "  What  do  you  want  bring- 
ing us  here  into  this  place  for  ?  " 

"  Fun,"  said  Ashby.  "  You'll  know 
presently." 


"If  you  don't  let  us  out,  we'U  yell  till 
a  master  comes." 

"  Will  you  ? — we're  used  to  yelling  here. 
Yell  awaj' ;  it'll  do  you  good." 

To  the  credit  of  the  two  "  voters  "  they 
did  their  best,  and  made  such  a  hideous 
upi'oar  that  Ashby  began  to  grow  imcasy, 
and  was  immensely  relieved  when  pre- 
sently he  heard  outside  a  soimd  as  of  coals 
being  carelessly  carried  up  the  staircase. 
Some  one  was  evidently  coming  up  with  a 
good  load. 

Ashby  was  prudent  enough  not  to  open 
the  door  till  an  irregular  double  kick  and 
a  breathless  cry  of  "  Balbus,  look  sharp," 
apprised  him  that  another  of  the  election- 
eering agents  had  returned. 

He  then  cautiously  opened  the  door, 
and  in  tumbled  D'Arcy,  gasping,  yet 
triimiphant,  mider  the  weight  of  three 
fractious  yoimgsters. 

"  Bully  for  us,"  said  he,  surveying  the 
hai'vest.  "  Five  for  oni  side.  JoUy  well 
done  of  you,  kid — you're  a  stimner.  Two 
of  mine  are  new  kids — they  came  easy 
enough ;  but  the  other's  a  regular 
badger." 

The  badger  in  question  seemed  deter- 
mined to  maintain  his  reputation,  for 
he  flew  upon  his  captor,  calling  upon  his 
fellow  prisoners  to  do  the  same.  All  but 
the  new  boys  obeyed,  and  the  two  "  can- 
vassers "  were  very  hard  put  to  it  for  a 
while,  and  might  have  fared  yet  worse, 
had  not  D'Arcy  astutely  hung  out  a  flag 
of  truce. 

"  Look  here,"  said  he  ;  "  I  never  knew 
such  idiots  as  you  Modern  kids  are. 
Here  I've  done  my  best  to  be  friends  and. 
invited  you  to  a  spread  in  my  room  ;  and 
now  yon  won't  even  let  me  go  to  the  cup- 
board and  get  out  the  black  cm'rant  jam 
and  cake." 

"  You're  telling  crams ;  that's  not  why 
you  brought  us  here.  Yovt're  a  howl- 
ing •" 

"Yes,  really,"  said  D'Arcy,  in  quite  a 
friendly  rone.  "  Cry  '  pax  '  for  one  minute, 
and  if  I  don't  hand  out  the  things  you 
may  go ;  honour  bright.  I've  a  good 
mind  to  kick  you  out  without  giving  you 
anything." 

The  caged  animals  sullenly  fell  back 
and  eyed  the  cupboaid  which  D'Arcy 
leisurely  opened.  A  row  of  half  a  dozen 
pots  on  a  top  shelf,  a  segment  of  a  plimi- 
cake,  and  something  that  looked  very  like 
honey  in  the  comb,  met  their  gieedy  eyes. 

"  There  you  are,"  said  D'Arcy.  "  What 
did  I  tell  you  ?  They  belong  "to  Wally  ; 
he'll  be  here  directly.  You'll  be  all  right 
— all  except  ?/o?<,"  said  he,  singling  out 
his  principal  assailant.  "  You  don't  know 
how  to  behave  like  these  other  kids.  I 
shall  advise  Wally  not  to  waste  any  of  his 
stuff  on  you." 

"  I  didn't  know  it  was  a  feast,"  said  the 
yoiith,  much  softened.  "  I  thought  you 
were  only  himibugging ;  really  I  did." 

"  I've  a  good  mind  to  do  what  you 
think.  You'd  better  mind  your  eye,  I  can 
tell  you — I  wish  Wally  would  come. 
There's  five  o'clock  striking — I'll  go  and 
look  for  him.  Ashby,  you  see  if  he's  in  the 
library ;  you  kids,  stay  here,  and  lock  the 
door,  and  don't  let  ajiybody  in  but  WaUy. 
Do  you  hear  ?  If  you  do,  you'll  get  it 
pretty  hot  for  being  out  of  yoxir  house. 
And  look  here,  if  Wally  doesn't  come  by 
half-past,  you  can  help  yourselves." 

"  Thanks  awfully,"  said  the  party. 

"  Mind !  honour  bright  you  don't  touch 
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a  thing  till  the  clock  strikes  the  half. 
Wlieu  you've  done,  stay  here  till  one  of 
us  comes  to  fetch  you  and  we'U  see  you 
safe  out.  Don't  go  without,  as  our  chaps 
are  awfully  down  on  Moderns  this  term, 
and  you'll  get  flayed  ahve.  If  they've 
seen  you  come  in,  they'll  try  to  get  at 
you,  be  sure  ;  so  lock  yourselves  in,  what- 
ever you  do,  and  don't  make  the  room  in 
too  great  a  mess.  Come  along,  Ashby ;  let's 
look  for  Wally." 

"  Cut  hard,"  said  he,  as  soon  as  they 
stood  outside,  and  had  heard  the  lock 
within  duly  turned.  "We've  only  just 
time  to  get  over  ;  that's  five  votes  lost  to 
their  side  !  Real  good  business  !  I  wonder 
where  the  other  new  kid  is  ?  He  was 
bound  to  make  a  mess  of  it.    That's  why 


I  sent  him  to  the  gymnasium  ;  it's  closed 
to-day.  Come  on,  Ya-hoo  Moderns ! 
Hurray  for  Yorke  !  Yell  away,  kid  !  Down 
with  the  money-grubs  1  Wakefields  for 
ever ! " 

"  Hooray  for  the  Cock  House ! "  shouted 
Ashby,  as,  side  by  side  with  his  now  ad- 
miring patron,  he  entered  the  School  Hall 
where  the  ceremony  of  club  elections  was 
just  beginning. 

At  the  door  they  encountered  Wheat- 
field. 

"  Such  games  !  "  whispered  D'Arcy, 
clapping  him  joyously  on  the  back. 
"  We've  got  five  Modern  kids  boxed  up  in 
our  room,  waiting  for  the  clock  to  strike 
the  half  hour  before  they  have  a  tuck  in 
at  our  empty  jam  pots." 

(To  be  contitiued.) 


"  Ha,  ha !  "  said  Wheatfield ;  "  splendid 
joke  !  "  and  vanished. 

D'Arcy's  countenance  suddenly  turned 
pale  as  he  gripped  his  companion  by  the 
arm. 

"  What's  the  matter  ?  "  inquired  Ashby, 
alarmed  for  his  friend's  health.  "  What's 
up?" 

"  It's  aU  up !  We're  regularly  done. 
My  !  that  is  a  go  !  " 

"  Whatever  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"Why,  you  blockhead,  didn't  you  see 
that  was  the  wrong  Wheatfield — not 
Wally,  but  the  Modern  one  !  And  now 
he's  gone  to  let  those  chaps  out,  and  we're 
clean  done  for  !  " 

"  Whew  !  what  is  to  be  done  !  "  groaned 
Ashby,  almost  as  pale  as  his  Mend. 


JANUAEY  9  dawned  bright  and  clear. 
During  the  preceding  night  snow 
had  fallen  heavily,  and  every  bush  and 
tree  groaned  under  its  white  burden. 

As  the  snow  deadened  every  sound, 
everything  was  quiet  and  calm  as  on  a 
Sabbath  morn  in  June.  We  did  not  see 
Mr.  Robertson  all  that  day,  and  we  con- 
cluded that  this  was  a  special  mark  of 
his  displeasure. 

In  the  afternoon  I  knew  the  Cabarfeidh 
would  call  at  Biirroceann,  some  mUes 
distant  from  Monkton,  and  return  to 
Invergordon  on  the  morning  of  the  10th. 

We  went  supperless  to  bed  that  night, 
but  had  saved  some  eatables  during  the 
daytime,  and  these  we  put  carefully  away 
for  future  use.  All  through  the  day  we 
had  earnestly  discussed  the  possibility  of 
getting  to  Cattu  by  the  Cabarfeidh. 

Wo  had  made  up  our  minds  to  make 
the  attempt.  The  morality  of  the  step 
we  never  considered.  The  bare  idea  of 
spending  day  after  day  of  the  holidays 
within  the  gloomy  walls  of  the  Academy 
was  horrible.  Eraser's  longing  for  a 
change  of  any  sort,  and  mine  for  the 
North,  were  intense. 

The  prospect  of  my  uncle's  reception 
did  not  in  the  least  dismay  me.  He  was 
a  long  way  off  yet,  and  distant  terrors  do 
not  make  a  great  impression  on  school- 
boys. 

Besides,  if  I  did  not  care  to  meet  him, 
I  could  easily  take  refuge  in  the  house  of 
Neil  MacJan,  who  had  been  in  my 
grandfather's  employ  for  many  years, 
and  who  had  been  so  attached  to  my 
father  that  he  would  do  anything  for  his 
son. 

So  we  lay  anxiously'  in  bed  listening 
to  the  town-clock  striking  the  hours  and 
the  quarters. 

We  waited  till  it  boomed  out  midnight, 
and  then  we  rose  and  dressed  quietly. 
We  had  gone  to  the  trouble  of  imdressing 
because  Mr.  Robertson  came  into  the 
dormitories  at  all  hoiu*s,  and  of  course  we 
did  not  wish  him  to  find  us  fully  equipped 
for  a  joiu-ney. 

We  decided  not  to  take  our  overcoats  ; 
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they  were  heavy  and  might  impede  us. 
A  couple  of  cravats  would  protect  our 
throats,  and  the  exercise  of  walking  would 
keep  us  sufficiently  warm. 

Slinging  our  boots  roimd  our  necks,  as 
I  have  seen  fishermen  do  when  walking 
from  one  town  to  another,  we  crept  quietly 
dovra  two  flights  of  stairs  tiU  we  reached 
the  first  floor.  Here  we  were  horrified 
to  see  light  streaming  from  under  the 
study  door  and  through  the  keyhole. 

I  felt  inclined  to  beat  a  retreat,  but 
Fraser,  to  my  surprise,  whispered, 
"  Nothing  ventru-e,  man  !  "  So  I  plucked 
up  a  little  courage  and  trembling  led  the 
way. 

A  step  or  two  at  a  time  and  then  a 
pause  to  Usten. 

Once  or  twice  we  heard  Mr.  Robertson 
cough,  and  then  we  were  fearful  he  was 
coming  to  the  door. 

By-and-by  we  reached  a  lobby  leading 
to  a  large  room  which  was  used  in  wet 
weather  as  a  reading-room  by  the  boys. 

When  we  got  into  this  room,  and  had 
closed  the  door  noiselessly,  we  put  our 
boots  on  and  then  opened  one  of  the  win- 
dows. 

The  cold  air  cut  like  a  knife,  and  the 
beds  we  had  left  seemed  so  comfortable  by 
the  contrast.  But  "  forward  "  was  our 
cry  now,  or  all  would  end  in  failure. 

Three  feet  below  the  window,  and  rim- 
ning  all  round  the  house,  was  a  ledge  of 
stonework,  a  few  inches  wide.  This  was 
merely  ornamental,  but  we  boys  had  fre- 
quently used  it  in  oiu*  nocturnal  visits  to 
a  neighbom-ing  "  tuck-shop." 

I  got  first  on  to  the  ledge,  but  kept  hold 
of  the  window-sUl  till  I  saw  all  clear 
below.  Then  I  sprang  down — a  distance 
of  eight  feet — and  rolled  heels  over  head 
in  the  snow. 

.Fraser  followed,  but  landing  on  his  back 
gave  vent  to  a  loud  "  ow  !  "  He  was  not 
hiu-t,  however,  but  was  up  in  a  moment, 
and  we  both  darted  over  the  lawn  as  fast 
as  we  could  nm,  took  the  low  wall  in  a 
trice,  and  were  on  the  high  road  in  less 
time  than  it  takes  to  tell. 

The  moon  was  playing  hide-and-seek 


amongst  the  clouds,  and  although  for  one 
moment  we  could  see  Mr.  Robertson  ruu-i 
ning  down  the  steps  from  the  front  door,] 
yet  we  had  no  reason  to  suppose  he  had] 
caught  sight  of  us,  for  the  next  moment  a! 
cloud  passed  over  the  moon  and  hid  him 
from  our  view. 

But  we  sped  onwards  as  fast  as  our  legs 
could  carry  us,  for  well  we  knew  our 
head-master  would  find  out  what  the 
foot-marks  m  the  snow  meant,  siace  they 
all  led  from  the  house. 

The  high  road  skirted  the  town  on  the 
south,  and  then  branched  off  in  a  north- 
westerly direction. 

Just  as  we  had  got  to  the  outskirts, 
Fraser  suddenly  puUed  m-e  into  a  snow- 
drift in  the  shadow  of  a  high  "  dyke," 
clapped  his  hand  over  my  mouth  and 
whispered,  "  Don't  breathe.  There's  a 
night  policeman  !  "  Slowly  and  quietly 
the  stalwart  mufSed  figure  drew  near, 
and  we  could  hear  it  softly  whistling, 
"  Cam'  ye  by  Athole,  lad  wi'  the  philabeg," 
as  it  pursued  its  course  along  the  middle 
of  the  Queen's  highway. 

All  the  time  we  lay  with  our  hearts  in 
our  mouths,  but  presently  we  saw  it  drift 
round  a  bend  in  the  road,  and  then  we 
sprang  up,  and  without  waiting  to  brush 
the  snow  from  off  our  clothes  and  out  of 
oin-  hair,  ran  forward  at  oiur  best  pace. 
This,  however,  we  were  soon  compelled 
to  moderate  to  a  half-trot,  which  we  kept 
up  for  a  long  time. 

It  was  a  glorious  night ;  everything, 
from  the  tail  firs  to  the  labourers'  cottages, 
was  draped  in  white  ;  but  we  were  not  in 
a  mood  to  adxmre  natiu-e's  aspect  then. 

We  were  only  thankful  there  was  suffi- 
cient light  to  show  us  our  way,  although 
at  the  same  time  it  might  do  the  same 
kindly  office  for  our  pursuers,  if  they  were 
yet  abroad. 

We  were  fortimate  enough  to  meet  no 
wayfarer,  nor,  as  far  as  M'e  could  judge,  to 
be  observed  by  any  one  in  the  small 
villages  through  which  we  passed,  for  we 
were -not  sufficiently  acquainted  with  the 
country  to  be  able  to  quit  the  main  road. 

After  three  or  four  hours'  tramping  we 


¥l(e  Soy'^  Own  J^^ei^. 


26,1 


came  in  sight  of  the  sea  and  of  the  little 
town  of  Burroceann  nestling  by  the  cUff. 

It  behoved  us  now  to  be  careful.  Just 
outside  the  town  we  noticed  some  hay- 
stacks, and  under  their  friendly  lee  we 
began  to  put  ourselves  in  shipshape  order. 
We  used  our  pocket-handkerchiefs  for  a 
considerable  time,  and  after  the  exercise  of 
much  patience  found  our  temperature 
sensibly  reduced. 

Then  we  ventured  to  proceed  carefully 
in  the  direction  of  tlie  harbour.  We  did 
a  lot  of  reconnoitring,  and  whenever  we 
•  saw  a  moving  object  in  front  or  heard 
soimds  proceeding  from  any  quarter  we 
immediately  stepped  into  the  shadow  of 
the  nearest  doorway. 

A  very  short  time  sufficed  to  bring  us  Ln 
view  of  the  Cabarfeidh.  Through  the  open 
doorway  of  a  shed  on  the  pier  we  could 
see  some  burly  drovers,  several  women,  a 
soldier,  and  one  whom  we  judged  by  his 
appearance  to  be  a  commercial  traveller, 
all  standing  round  a  large  fire. 

Some  of  the  men  were  smoking;  the 
soldier,  with  forage  cap  on  the  back  of  his 
head,  was  attempting  to  dance  the 
"  GhiUie  Challum,"  but  as  he  had  evi- 
dently been  imbibing  too  freely,  his  efforts 
appeared  to  amuse  the  traveller  highly,  for 
we  could  hear  his  laughter  ring  out  clearly 
on  the  frosty  air. 

All  this  time  we  were  standing  in  a 
doorway  on  the  shady  side  of  the  street 
and  were  beginning  to  feel  the  cold  keenly, 
as  we  watched  now  the  Monkton  road, 
now  the  group  on  the  quay. 

Presently  the  Cabarfeidh  began  whist- 
ling shrilly  as  a  signal  that  she  was  getting 
under  weigh,  and  the  little  crowd  of  pas- 
sengers began  moving  in  the  direction  of 
the  gangway. 

There  was  no  sign  of  a  booking  office 


anywhere,  so  we  slipped  Ln  at  the  end  of 
the  line,  and  as  everybody  was  pushing 
everybody  else  or  was  struggling  with 
parcels  and  bundles  we  were  unnoticed  in 
the  confusion  that  reigned  The  steamer's 
cargo  had  been  stowed  already,  for,  as  soon 
as  the  passengers  were  aboard,  the  men 
on  the  quay  cast  off,  and  the  Cabarfeidh, 
snorting  and  plimging  like  a  grampus, 
steamed  out  into  the  firth.  She  headed 
due  west  and  was  timed  to  do  the  journey 
Ln  about  four  hoiurs. 

It  was  six  o'clock  as  we  cleared  the  bar, 
but  it  was  still  night,  and  the  cold  was 
excessive.  We  felt  it  severely;  for  with 
the  want  of  rest,  the  fatigue  of  the  journey 
through  the  night,  and  the  reaction  from 
the  state  of  excitement  we  were  in,  our 
spirits  were  down  at  zero. 

Most  of  the  passengers  were  crowded 
round  a  stove  in  a  miserable  den  in  the 
fore  part  of  the  ship,  called  by  courtesy 
"  the  steerage."  Two  or  three  were  aft  in 
the  cabin  with  the  captain,  and,  judging 
from  the  noise  they  made,  were  making 
very  merry.  Fraser  and  I  stood  together 
in  the  waist  of  the  ship  by  the  bridge,  and 
eagerly  watched  the  fast  retreating  har- 
bour as  if  we  dreaded  pursuit. 

By-and-by  an  untidy-looking  youth 
about  Eraser's  age  came  and  asked  us  for 
our  fares — 2s.  Gd.  each.  These  we  paid 
with  a  sigh,  for  it  reduced  our  scanty  stock 
of  money  by  half,  and  we  had  such  a  long 
journey  before  us ! 

We  now  ate  the  scraps  we  had  brought 
with  us,  and  very  thankful  we  were  to 
have  them,  for  the  keen  morning  air 
sharpened  our  appetites  famously.  When 
we  were  within  an  hour's  run  of  the 
Souters,  the  soldier,  looking  very  drowsy 
and  dilapidated  after  the  carousal  of  the 
past  night,  emerged  from  the  steerage. 


"  Losh !  laddies,  but  ye're  cowld,'-'  he 
said,  as  he  cautiously  stepped  towards 'Us. 

"  Where  wull  ye  be  goLn'  ?  " 

"Home  from  school,"  replied  Fraser. 

"  And  ye  didna  take  a  topcoat  wi'  ye  ? 
Ach !  man,  howld  on,  and  I'll  len'  ye  my 
own,"  and  the  kind-hearted  fellow  stag- 
gered back  to  fetch  his  military  great- 
coat. 

When  we  got  inside  the  Cromarty  Firth 
the  waters  were  quite  smooth,  and  tliis 
was  a  welcome  change,  for  we  were  be- 
ginning to  feel  imcomfortable  under  the 
tossing  and  pitching  in  the  Moray  Firth. 

Invergorden  was  reached  at  last,  and 
scarcely  had  the  Cabarfeidh  touched  the 
pier  when  we  sprang  off,  and,  just  waiting 
to  wave  a  friendly  good-bye  to  our  friend 
the  soldier,  struck  into  the  town,  where  we 
appeased  the  pangs  of  hunger  at  the  first 
baker's  shop  we  found.  We  had  great 
difficulty  Ln  evading  direct  answers  to  tlie 
many  questions  with  which  the  inquisitive 
shopman  plied  us.  He  seemed  rather 
suspicious  of  us,  for  he  begged  us  not  to  be 
in  a  hurry.  He  was  just  going  over  tlie 
way,  he  said,  to  see  his  friend  Mr.  Munro 
for  a  few  minutes,  and  we  could  settle  onr 
bill  when  he  came  back.  We  assented  to 
this,  but  as  soon  as  he  was  gone,  we  called 
for  his  good  dame  and  settled  the  bill, 
which  amoimted  to  eighteenpence,  witli 
her. 

We  then  asked  how  far  it  was  to  Ding- 
wall, which  was  quite  in  the  opposite 
direction  to  that  which  we  meant  to  talve, 
and  upon  being  informed  "  it  was  a  good 
bit  off,"  we  hiuriedly  took  our  leave,  for 
we  had  no  desire  to  await  the  baker's  re- 
turn, as  we  suspected  his  worthy  i'riend 
Mr.  Munro  wore  a  blue  uniform  with 
plated  buttons. 

(To  be  continued.) 


GEORGE  EREEBORN  :   SAILOR,  EXILE,  AND  EIRST  PARSON 

OF  AURORA  ISLAND. 

By  Kev.  a.  Baker,  m.a.,  r.n. 

chapter  xviii. — callao  to  eos — our  dumb  friends — we  catch  a  shark — sad  relics — boaz  finds  himself  on  the 

threshold  of  a  longer  journey — our  arrival  at  eos. 


"/^ALLAO  to  Eos." 

\J  Such  is  the  brief  title  of  the  logbook 
and  of  the  journal  which  lie  open  before 
me,  as  I  write,  both  of  them  yeUbw  with 
age,  mildewed,  and  stained  with  the 
Pacific  spray. 

What  an  infinity  of  varied  recollections 
are  called  up  by  the  sight  of  these  vener- 
able pages  !  what  hours  of  lonely  watch- 
ing !  what  anxious  scanning  of  the 
horizon  1  what  delight  and  exhilaration, 
as  we  scudded  with  a  fair  wind  over  the 
moonlit  sea  !  what  weary  waiting,  when 
we  passed  into  a  region  of  calms,  or  when 
the  trade  wind  freshened  sufficiently  to 
render  it  expedient  for  our  little  craft  to 
lie  to  for  a  while. 

I  will  now  give,  without  comment,  a 
few  extracts  from  the  journal  itself: — 

Cutter  Isabel.    At  sea. 
Lat.  126°  S.,  Long.  78°  W. 
Course  E.  by  S  .J  S.    Oct.  3,  1828. 
We  started  three  days  ago,  about  3  p.m., 
taking  advantage  of  the  land  breeze,  which 
happened  to  be  blowing  pretty  stiffly  at 
the  time.    San  Lorenzo  was  soon  past, 


and  we  stood  on  our  course,  a  journey  of 
3,140  miles  before  us.  I  must  confess,  I 
was  not  without  some  misgivings  as  to 
our  being  jiist  a  little  short-handed ;  but 
as  Boaz  seemed  remarkably  cheerful,  and 
more  like  himself  than  he  had  been  for 
some  days,  I  forbore  to  ask  any  questions, 
and  settled  down  to  the  business  of  the 
afternoon  watch,  while  he  occupied  him- 
self in  taking  stock  of  om-  provisions,  and 
making  everything  snug  in  our  tLoy 
cabin. 

We  have  brought  three  passengers  with 
us ;  three  warm  friends,  miscalled  dimib 
animals,  for  they  are  as  eloquent  as  can 
be,  and  each  is  a  perfect  master  of  his  own 
language.  They  are  Sally,  a  favourite 
cat ;  Cocky,  the  sauciest  of  green  parro- 
quets ;  and  Gladys,  my  little  fox  terrier, 
Ezra's  parting  gift  to  me.  We  call 
Gladys  "  oiu-  lady  passenger,"  so  perfect  is 
she  both  in  beauty  and  Ln  good  maimers. 
She  always  reminds  me  of  some  lovely 
lines  of  Martial,  which  made  a  great  im- 
pression upon  me  when  I  read  them  at 
school.     These  three  have  become  fast 


friends  afready,  and  dog  and  cat  life  on 
board  the  Isabel  means  endless  frolic  from 
morning  tUl  night.  Gladys  thinks  it 
capital  fun  to  chase  Sally  round  the  ship, 
searching  into  every  hole  and  corner,  with 
short,  sharp,  nervous  barks,  while  Pussy, 
from  some  impregnable  fortress,  answers 
with  dismal  snarls  and  hisses,  tiU,  seizing 
her  opportunity,  she  darts  like  lightning 
into  the  rigging,  where  she  gets  a  short 
breathing  time  before  the  next  onset. 

We  are  now  fafrly  in  the  SE.  trade 
drift,  and  there  seems  every  prospect  of 
fine  weather.  Boaz  tells  me  that  the 
voyage  should  take  about  six  weeks. 

Cocky  has  perched  himself  on  my 
shoulder,  and  is  pecking  alternately  at  my 
nose  and  my  beard,  which  is  his  way  of 
intimating  that  he  is  desirous  of  a  little 
conversation  with  me. 

Oct.  5. — To-day  we  sighted  Portsland 
Island,  about  ten  miles  to  the  northward. 
We  have  now  got  into  o\rr  regirlar  routine. 
We  breakfast  at  about  7  a.m.  ;  we  liave 
cakes,  eggs,  or  occasionally  a  rasher 'of 
bacon,  or  a  bit  of  salt  bgef.    Oiu-  stoviB  is' 
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an  old  nail  can,  in  which  we  can  always 
make  a  tiro  larj^e  enough  to  boil  our  kettle, 
or  fry  eaougli  meat  for  our  meal.  It  is 
cortainiy  convenient  not  to  have  too  large 
a  galley  in  thene  latitudes. 

Cocky  always  announces  that  break- 
fast ready  by  uttering  piercing  shrieks, 
which  continue  without  intermission  until 
we  have  attended  to  his  wants.  Gladys 
and  Sally  eat  out  of  the  same  plate  ;  they 
do  a  good  deal  of  growling  over  their 
meal,  but  we  are  conhdent  that  they  don't 
mean  anything  by  it.  Cocky  is  occasion- 
ally impudent  enough  to  sidle  up  to  the 
edge  of  the  plate,  and  while  they  are 
adjusting  their  little  differences  he  walks 
off  with  the  choicest  morsel. 

After  brea.kfast  Boaz  invariably  calls 
for  the  other  compasses,  by  which  he 
mean.s  the  Bible  and  the  Prayer-book. 
"Ah,  my  boy,"  he  says,  "these  'ere  com- 
passes is  to  be  depended  upon  ;  no  steel 
-can  'lut  'em  ;  you  needn't  to  swing  to  'ave 
'em  adjusted.  No  doubt  I  ain't  got  no 
larnin',  and  we're  none  on  us  so  good  as 
we  might  be  ;  and  so  I  'as  to  .steer  by  the 
lubber's  pint ;  but  I  make  no  doubt  that 
these  'ere  instnuuents  '11  guide  me  into  a 
■smig  'arbour  at  last,  and  the  Lord  won't 
let  nie  go  to  leeward  anywhere." 

Of  course  we  keep  watch  and  M-atch ; 
tint  Boaz  does  not  sleep  much  during  the 
day  ;  when  not  at  the  tiUer,  he  busies 
himself  partly  in  reading,  partly  in  paint- 
ing the  ship  here  and  there,  or  in  taking 
the  necessary  observations ;  and  partly  in 
cooking  our  simple  meals. 

I  luay  here  add  that  we  dined  usually 
at  twelve  o'clock.  Our  supply  of  live- 
:  stock  was  necessarily  very  limited,  and 
only  reserved  for  .special  occasions.  In 
■those  days  there  were  none  of  the  mar- 
vellous apphances  owing  to  which  the 
humblest  mariner  may  now  find  life  on  a 
long  voyage  comparatively  agreeable.  We 
had  no  friendly  ice-chest,  no  snugly 
.arranged  lockers  filled  with  mysterioiis 
tins  to  be  manipidated  by  a  skilful  cook 
into  dishes  stiU  more  mysterious,  but 
under  the  circumstances  highly  welcome. 
■Our  whole  stock  of  .spirits  was  confined  to 
:a  keg  of  brandy,  which  was  reserved 
strictly  for  medicinal  piu-poses,  and  used 
very  sparingly,  even  by  such  an  invalid  as 
Boaz.  Salt  pork  and  hard  biscuit  were 
hardly  suited  to  his  impaired  constitution, 
and  he  lived  chiefiy  upon  maize  cakes,  in 
the  making  of  which  he  was  exceedingly 
skilful.  "There  was  a  time,"  said  he, 
"when  I  could  make  a  'earty  meal  off 
salt  junk  m  you  would  'ave  to  cut  with  a 
'atchet,  it  were  that  'ard ;  but  them  days 
is  past  and  gone.  I'm  come  to  my  second 
childhood  now." 

Oct.  10. — It  is  now  five  days  since  we 
have  seen  any  land.  The  wmd  is  very 
light  to-day,  and  we  are  not  making  much 
progress.  The  sea  is  alive  witli  fiying-fish, 
and  at  night  it  is  extremely  phosphorescent, 
looking  as  if  it  were  overspread  with 
patches  of  fire.  Gladys  and  Sally  are  at 
this  tiiuG»taking  their  siesta,  stretclied  out 
side  by  side  on  the  forecastle. 

Oct.  12. — Nothing  of  any  consequence 
occurred  to-day,  except  that  Cocky  by 
accident  Ihittered  into  the  paintpot  ;  we 
had  to  V;  ash  him,  whereat  he  remonstrated 
loudly.  Being  my  birthday  we  dined  off 
a  chicken. 

Oct.  15, — We  are  passing  through  a 
most  curious  and  interesting  region.  The 
whole  surface  of  the  ocean  is  strewn  with 


patches  of  a  viscid  substance  of  a  fiery 
orange-red  colour.  We  have  passed 
throiTgh  fifty  miles  of  it  already.  It  is  a 
most  extraordinary  sight.  Boaz  says  that 
he  has  seen  it  before,  and  that  it  is  the 
spawn  of  fish.  We  sighted  this  morning 
a  large  barque  steering  to  the  eastward, 
but  did  not  come  near  enough  to  speak 
her. 

Oct.  17.— The  wind  freshened  to  half 
a  gale,  in  consequence  of  which  we  lay  to 
for  several  hours. 

Oct.  18. — Skylarking  going  on  be- 
tween Gladj's  and  Cocky.  Cocky  flutters 
round  and  round  Gladys,  who  makes 
repeated  feints  at  him,  barking  furiously 
all  the  time.  Cocky  does  not  betray  the 
slightest  fear,  but  hops  hither  and  thither, 
keeping  just  out  of  reach  of  his  playmate, 
and  tm-ning  his  head  from  side  to  side 
with  the  most  impudent  look,  thoroughly 
enjoying  the  game.  It  is  intensely 
entertaining  to  watch  them  thus  together ; 
they  beguile  many  an  hour  of  our  some- 
what monotonous  cruise. 

Oct.  25. — Becalmed  for  two  days. 
Employed  ourselves  in  washing  our 
clothes,  and  catching  fish.  We  now  saw 
several  sharks,  one  of  which  we  si;cceeded 
in  catching.  Its  extreme  length  was 
fourteen  feet  eight  inches.  On  cutting  the 
monster  open,  we  found  in  its  stomach  a 
clam-sheU  ornament  of  a  kind  much  worn 
by  the  natives  of  several  of  the  adjacent 
groups  of  islands.  Clearly  some  poor 
fellow  had  met  with  a  horrible  fate. 
When  we  returned  the  carcass  of  the 
maraiider  to  the  deep,  it  was  instantly 
torn  into  fragments  by  several  more  of  the 
tribe.  Boaz  calls  my  attention  to  the  fact 
that  Cocky  has  got  his  beak  in  Gladys's 
mouth,  an  exhibition  of  confidence  which 
she  seems  highly  to  appreciate. 

Oct.  28. — We  sighted  an  island  to-day, 
when  just  a  month  out  from  Callao ;  I 
proposed  touching  there,  as  I  expressed 
it,  "  to  give  leave  to  the  crew  and  pas- 
sengers," and  to  water  the  ship.  But 
Boaz  was  at  first  very  much  opposed  to 
the  idea.  "If  I  were  .you,"  said  he,  "I 
wouldn't  do  nothin'  rash ;  when  I  was  in 
the  West  Indies  there'd  used  to  be  a 
proverb  among  the  slaves  '  Man  sleep  in 
fowl'ouse,  but  fowl'ouse  him  no  bed.' 
There's  a  deal  o'  truth  in  that  there  say- 
ing ;  if  we  plant  tlie  ship  upon  a  rock,  or 
among  a  nest  o'  savages,  we're  dished, 
and  no  mistake.  'Owsomever,  there  can 
be  no  'arm  in  standin'  in  a  bit  nearer,  so 
you  stand  by  to  'eave  the  lead,  while  I 
take  the  tiller." 

We  foimd  the  island  to  be  little  more 
than  a  mere  rock,  and  entirely  imin- 
habited.  There  proved  to  be  safe  anchor- 
age for  our  little  craft  in  a  lagoon  on  the 
western  side,  the  water  of  wliich  was  as 
clear  as  crystal,  and  as  blue  as  the  heaven 
above  us. 

"  Why,  just  look  'ere,"  exclahued  Boaz, 
gazing  over  the  edge  of  the  cutter  into 
the  depths  below ;  "  if  there  is  such  a  bein' 
as  a  mermaid,  siu-ely  she  hves  'ere.  Ain't 
it  lovely  ?  " 

We  could  see  to  the  very  bottom, 
wliich  was  covered  with  a  thick  carpet  of 
seaweed  of  every  imaginable  tint  of  gi'ey, 
green,  red,  brown,  and  yellow,  while  here 
and  there  jutted  out  masses  of  rock, 
adorned  with  clumps  of  pure  white  coral, 
varied  by  myriads  of  e  cquisite  marine 
creatures  in  colours  the  same  as  the  sur- 
rounding seaweed,  less  subdued,  yet  com- 


pletely harmonious ;  each  lovely  tint 
reached  its  height  of  brilliancy  in  the 
swarms  of  fish  that  were  continually 
darting  from  side  to  side,  or  moving 
leisurely  backwards  and  forwards  in  gay 
troops,  clad  in  green,  blue,  sombre  black, 
scarlet,  or  gold.  A  scene  more  lovely  it 
is  almost  impossible  to  imagine  ;  and  were 
it  faithfully  painted,  I  am  persuaded  that 
many  persons  not  privileged  like  ourselves 
to  gaze  in  rapture  upon  the  original,  would 
have  pronounced  the  picture  a  gross  ex- 
aggeration. 

Tlie  landing  was  easy,  and  as  there 
seemed  no  reason  why  we  should  not 
stretch  our  legs,  we  both  disembarked, 
and  slowly  made  our  way  to  the  top  of 
the  nearest  cliff,  when  we  found  ourselves 
standing  upon  a  broad  table-land  about  a 
mile  in  circumference,  a  sandy  tract, 
covered  with  patches  of  very  soft  green 
moss,  interspersed  with  delicate  white 
flowers,  the  scent  of  which  was  most 
delicious.  Words  would  fail  me  to  de- 
scribe what  we  now  saw  and  heard.  The 
whole  surface  of  the  groiind  formed  one 
vast  nest,  covered  with  eggs  hatching  in 
the  sun,  and  was  even  tunnelled  imder- 
neath  in  every  direction  by  a  curious 
species  of  bird  which  burrows  in  the  sand, 
into  the  nests  of  which  we  were  conti- 
nually sinking  up  to  our  ankles,  causing 
hideous  consternation  among  the  occu- 
pants. Gannets,  gulls,  boobies,  and  terns 
rose  in  every  direction  in  such  numbers 
that  they  positively  hid  the  light  of  the 
Sim.  They  rent  the  air  with  their  agonised 
shrieks  till  the  welkin  rang  again  where, 
!  but  a  few  moments  since,  silence  had 
I  reigned  supreme,  save  for  the  cry  of  an 
]  occasional  gull,  or  the  roar  of  the  surf  on 
the  distant  reef.  Now  the  air  was  crowded 
with  hoarse  screams,  like  the  wail  of  the 
wounded  after  a  great  battle,  like  the  cry 
of  the  survivors  of  an  earthquake  or  a 
mighty  flood.  The  birds  darted  hither 
and  thither,  passing  so  close  to  us  that 
our  faces  were  actually  famied  by  their 
wings. 

"I  wonder,"  said  I  to  Boaz,  "if  we're 
the  first  human  beings  that  have  ever  set 
foot  on  this  island." 

"  No,  that  we  ain't,"  replied  he  ;  "  look 
'ere,  George." 

I  saw  that  he  was  gazing  on  some- 
thing which  lay  before  him  on  the  groimd. 
I  joined  him,  and  beheld  this  pathetic 
sight. 

Two  perfect  skeletons,  about  one  of 
which  hung  some  remnants  of  a  man's 
clothing,  the  buttons  bearing  the  name 
of  a  firm  of  tailors  in  Liverpool.  These 
remains  were  perfectly  prostrate,  but  the 
other  skeleton  was  in  a  sitting  posture, 
smaller  and  more  delicately  formed  than 
the  first ;  there  were  traces  of  long  hair 
of  a  golden  tinge,  and  on  the  third  finger 
of  the  left  hand  there  .still  remained  the 
token  which  proclaimed  the  sex  and  con- 
dition of  the  wearer.  One  hand  was 
beneath  the  head  of  the  prone  figure,  and 
in  the  other  was  aU  that  remained  of  a 
tin  cup,  with  which,  true  to  the  noble 
instincts  of  her  sex,  she  had  tried  in  her 
own  last  moments  to  administer  comfort 
to  her  fellow -sufferer.  At  a  little  distance 
we  found  the  ashes  of  a  fire  and  the 
remains  of  a  small  kettle.  Not  a  single 
further  clue  remained  by  which  the  pair 
could  be  identified.  All  we  could  do  was 
to  make  a  note  of  the  circumstance,  and 
to  give  the  remains  a  decent  Christian 


burial.  We  reverently  piled  a  few  stones 
over  the  sad  relics,  and  read  over  them  a 
portion  of  our  beautiful  funeral  service. 
I  felt  glad  when  we  left  this  melancholy 
scene,  and  were  once  more  at  sea,  having 
replenished  our  beakers  from  a  spring 
which  lay  handy,  and  laid  in  a  stock  of 
«ggs  sufiicient  to  last  the  remainder  of 
the  voyage. 

Nov.   14. — We  are  nearing  Eos,  and. 


I  in  fact,  Boaz  says  we  ought  to  sight  it  at 
!  da%break.  I  am  thankful,  because  I  am 
j  increasingly  anxious  about  my  old  friend. 
His  malady  has  reached  an  acute  stage, 
and  one  which  involves  intense  agony  at 
times,  which,  alas !  I  have  no  power  to 
alleviate.  Gladys  is  strangely  subdued ; 
Puss  has  a  mute,  appealing  look  in  her 
eyes  which  I  don't  understand,  and  even 
Cocky  is  dejected,  and  flaps  his  wings 

{To  he  continued.) 


sadly,  looking  puffed  and  weary ;  they 
one  and  aU  refuse  to  leave  the  old  man's 
side,  as  if  they  knew  by  some  mstinct 
that  his  days  are  numbered.  We  were 
only  ninety  miles  off  at  noon,  and  the 
wind  is  fair  and  fresh,  while  the  barometer 
shows  indications  of  imsettled  weather, 
which  I  hope  we  shall  just  escape.  It 
is  time  to  close  this  journal  and  look  to 
the  anchor  gear. 


TIGER  was  a  tyrant.  He  tyrannised  over  all 
the  other  boys  in  the  court  where  he 
lived,  and  they  submitted.  They  themselves 
gave  him  the  nickname  he  bore.  Now  and 
then  one  might  think  himself  big  enough  to 
■dispute  the  matter  and  test  the  question  in  a 
fight ;  but  a  few  '•  rounds  "  with  "  Tiger  " 
siestored  order,  and  mutiny  was  looked  upon 
as  hopeless. 

Eows  in  the  neighbouring  streets  were 
■common  when  "  Tiger  "  was  about ;  and  the 
police  were  ever  after  him,  belts  in  hand,  but 
tthey  seldom  got  a  stroke  at  him.  They  caught 
him  only  once,  and  then  he  gave  them  the 
slip.  A  tall  "  bobby  "  had  him  by  the  cuff, 
and  was  walking  him  to  the  station  m  triumph 
with  a  hooting  crowd  at  their  heels.  "  Tiger  " 
knew  his  cuff  .was  ragged  and  weak,  for  it 
was  an  old  shoddy  jacket.  He  looked  round 
•.vith  his  eyes,  keeping  his  head  erect  and 
;notionless,  for  a  way  of  escape.  DoNvn  a 
narrow  street  the  door  of  a  wretched  dwelling 
rstood  open.  He  gave  a  tug  and  a  jerk,  the 
ragged  cuff  was  retained  by  Constable  X,  but 
"  Tiger  "  was  gone,  through  the  old  house  and 
its  yard,  over  the  back  wall  into  another 
yard,  through  the  kitchen  of  another  house 
'like  a  flash  of  lightning  and  out  at  the  front 
iloor,  which  he  opened  but  didn't  stay  to 
close.  In  half  an  hour  he  was  three  miles 
away,  down  by  the  muddy  river  bank  at 
Limehouse,  swimming  against  and  fighting 
with  the  mudlarks  there. 

I  first  made  his  acquaintance  on  a  bitterly 
cold  winter's  night.  It  was  snowing  out  of 
doors,  but  the  coffee-room  at  the  Mission  was 
snug,  warm  and  cosy.  "Tiger"  was  frozen 
outside,  and  he  pushed  the  door  ajar  and 
l)eeped  in.  I  said  "Who's  there?"  Then 
the  black  shock  head  was  pushed  through 
and  be  said,  "  May  the  likes  o'  me  come  in  ?  " 

"  Certainly,  come  in  and  shut  the  door ; 
you  are  letting  the  cold  in."  So  the  tattered 
"  Tiger  "  strode  in  and  looked  around  on  the 
bright  scene.  He  was  instantly  recognised 
by  half  a  score  of  tatterdemalions  like 
himself,  and  greeted  with  the  Loudon  arab's 
familiar  salutation,  "  What  yer.  Tiger  !  "  He 
nodded,  but  deigned  no  reply.  Then  he 
■crouched  by  the  roaring  fire  and  pretended 
to  read  a  magazine.  I  let  him  alone  to  do  as 
lie  liked  for  a  while,  and  I  could  see  plainly 
that,  out  of  the  corner  of  his  roguish  black 
•eye,  he  was  "taking  stock  of  me,"  as  these 
boys  say.  I  saw  there  was  slumbering  mis- 
chief in  the  new-comer,  and  felt  sure  that  the 
heat  of  the  fire  would  rouse  it. 

Being  thoroughly  warmed  from  top  to  toe, 
Tiger  left  his  chimney  corner  and  took  his 
seat  at  the  table,  to  watch  a  game  at  draughts. 
The  players  looked  uneasy  and  glanced  at 
me,  as  if  to  say :  "  Look  out :  he's  up  to 
mischief."  In  a  few  minutes  a  form  with 
three  boys  on  it  fell  over,  and  the  table  shot 
off  its  trestles  amidst  peals  of  laughter.  The 
cry  was,  "  Tiger  done  it,''  and  I  proceeded  to 
remonstrate  with  my  new  friend.    He  merely 


TIGER. 

By  Acton  Scott. 

smiled  and  replied,  "  Quite  a  haccident.  Sir. 
Them  tables  on  tressles  is  onstiddy  at  hall 
times." 

I  let  him  off,  for  his  funny  look  was  un- 
settling my  own  gravity. 

He  put  his  dirty  hands  under  what  was 
left  of  the  tail  of  his  coat,  evidently  a  second- 
hand or  third-hand  man's  coat  from  the  rag 
shop,  and  sauntered  up  and  down  the  room 
whistling.  Then  he  took  a  seat  in  the  corner 
near  the  door,  just  underneath  the  gas  meter, 
and  looked  ijuiet  and  settled.  I  turned  my 
back  to  make  a  cup  of  coffee  for  him,  and  the 
gas  suddenly  went  out.  "  Tiger  "  was  too  near 
that  meter. 

i  The  room  was  a  Pandemonium  in  an  instant, 
and  I  felt  myself  beaten  and  disheartened. 

It  was  difficult  to  find  my  way  in  the  dark 
thi'ough  the  crowd  of  boys  and  topsy-turvy 
furniture,  but  at  last  I  reached  the  meter, 
turned  the  tap,  struck  a  match  and  lit  the 
gas.  The  scene  was  indescribable — the  place 
was  a  wreck.  The  boys  looked  abashed,  but 
not  so  "  Tiger,"  who  solemnly  protested  that 
"  it  were  hall  a  haccident." 

I  let  him  off  again,  and,  with  the  help  of 
the  boys,  put  the  room  to  rights ;  but  there 
was  to  be  no  peace  that  night.  Very  shortly 
a  draught-board  was  taking  its  airy  flight 
across  the  room  in  the  direction  of  the 
crockery  shelf,  and  sundry  other  tricks  were 
being  played.  At  last,  when  things  grew 
unbearable,  I  opened  the  street  door,  where 
a  crowd  of  children  had  congregated,  gave  a 
boy  there  a  penny  and  whispered,  "  Fetch  the 
pchiicemau  off  the  Dock  bridge." 

I  then  locked  the  door  inside,  put  the  key 
into  my  pocket  and  faced  round  on  the  rebels. 
It  seemed  that  my  whisper  to  the  messenger 
had  been  heard,  for  the  signal  went  round 
"  He's  sent  for  the  Copper,"  and  then  there 
were  pale  faces  and  trembling  knees,  for  many 
of  these  waifs  knew  the  grip  of  a  policeman, 
and  still  bore  marks  of  it  on  their  scantily 
clad  limbs.  There  was  a  moment's  hesitation, 
then  a  stampede  to  the  back  door,  out  of  which 
they  all  poured.  It  was  perfectly  dark  out 
there  in  the  yard,  and  I  knew  there  was  no 
outlet.  There  was  an  old  shed  used  for  coals 
and  lumber,  and  other  back-yards  joined  up 
to  it.  The  place  was  shut  in  by  houses  on 
all  sides. 

The  policeman  knocked  and  I  unlocked 
the  door.  He  came  in  and  I  explained  my 
I  reason  for  calling  him  in,  placed  a  coin  in 
his  pahn  and  told  him  that  my  intention  was 
merely  to  frighten  the  boys. 

"  Where  are  they?  "  he  asked. 

"  In  the  yard  there,"  I  answered,  and  we 
went  out  to  search  for  them  with  the  aid  of 
the  policeman's  bull's-eye.  But  we  searched 
in  vain  :  no  boys  were  there !  This  was  a 
puzzle  indeed,  and  while  we  stood  discussing 
it  we  heard  a  violent  hammering  at  the  front 
door  and  the  clamour  of  a  crowd.  We  opened 
the  door  and  there  stood  a  mass  of  howling 
denizens  of  the  courts  and  alleys.  The  woman 


who  had  knocked  made  a  bitter  complaint  in 
language  peculiar  to  her  class  and  neighbour- 
hood. She  stated  that  she  was  sitting  in 
her  kitchen  getting  supper  with  her  husband, 
when  all  of  a  sudden  the  back  door  opened 
and  about  a  hundred  big  boys,  one  with  a 
wooden  leg,  rushed  through  the  house  and 
out  at  the  front  door  into  the  street.  This 
solved  the  mystery.  My  unruly  company 
had  climbed  the  afore-mentioned  shed, 
dropped  down  into  the  adjoining  yards,  and 
bolted  through  other  folks'  dwellings.  Several 
women  told  the  same  story,  and  soundly 
abused  me  as  the  cause  of  "  harbouring  such 
riff-raff,"  adding  "  They  ought  to  be  locked 
up.  that  they  ought." 

I  answered,  "  Well,  here's  a  pohceman 
provided  at  my  own  expense."  "  Yes," 
added  the  policeman,  "bring  'em  here,  I'll 
run  'em  in.    Where  are  they  ?  " 

This  produced  a  laugh.  Where  were  they 
indeed  !  As  a  matter  of  fact,  the  bulk  of  them 
were  kicking  up  their  heels  on  the  outside  of 
the  crowd,  quite  out  of  reach  of  the  man  in 
blue.  The  shock  head  of  "  Tiger  "  was  clearly 
visible.  Nobody  was  arrested,  and  the 
crowd,  having  vented  its  rage,  scattered  to  its 
I  coiu'ts  and  alleys,  the  policeman  returning  to 
his  post  on  the  bridge,  where  his  special  duty 
was  to  prevent  would-be  suicides.  His  part- 
ing words  were  :  "  I  wonder  you  meddles  with 
the  likes  o'  they,  sir:  you  can't  do  'em  no 
good." 

I  was  at  my  post  again  next  evening,  but 
for  several  nights  none  of  the  runaways  put 
in  an  appearance.  After  a  week  or  so 
"  Tiger  "  applied  for  re-admission,  and  pro- 
tested penitence  and  desire  for  reform.  Of 
course  he  was  not  refused.  I  had,  meanwhile, 
been  thinking  a  great  deal  about  him  and  had 
decided  that  his  enormous  energies  needed 
directing  into  some  definite  duty,  and  then 
the  mischief  would  cease.  I  resolved  to 
make  him  my  lieutenant. 

"  Tiger,"  I  said,  "  wdl  you  l«nd  me  a  hand 
to  keep  the  place  square,  see  to  the  fire,  and 
serve  out  the  coffee?  " 

"  Yez,  zn,"  he  said,  his  face  lighting  uy 
with  the  right  sort  of  look.    He  immediately 

I  put  on  an  air  of  responsibility,  and  became 

j  really  useful. 

I  A  "small,  weak  boy,  probably  the  result  of 
■  his  parentage  (for  gin  and  water  was  the 
i  favourite  beverage  at  his  home),  was  con- 
stantly being  teased  and  badgered  by  the 
elder  lads,  who  liad  dubbed  him  "  Besom." 
Poor  "  Besom  "  had  no  peace  in  his  life  for 
their  practical  jokes  and  rough  chaff.  I  ap- 
pointed "  Tiger  "  to  be  "  Besom's  "protector, 
and  the  plan  worked  admirably.  They  be- 
came attached  and  confidential.  "  Tiger  " 
gloried  in  the  r6le  he  was  called  upon  to 
play  and  eschewed  all  the  old  methods  of 
letting  off  his  stores  of  energy.  The  stream 
was  turned  into  a  new  channel  and  "  Tiger  " 
was  proud  and  happy. 

7ime  passed  on  and  "  Tiger "  became 
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foreman-ganger  of  a  floor  at  a  wharf  on 
the  waterside,  with  "  Besom  "  as  one  of  his 
hands.  How  well  they  worked  together  and 
how  happy  they  seemed  !  "  Besom  "  was 
also  in  the  class  of  which  "Tiger"  was 
teacher  at  the  Mission. 

One  tusy  day  they  were  loading  barges 
with  a  crane  from  the  fifth  storey  of  a  tower- 
ing warehouse.    The  muddy  river,  at  high 


tide,  was  rushing  below  at  a  fearful  rate. 
Through  a  bit  of  bungling  in  handling  the 
crane,  "  Besom  "  was  swept  from  the  loop- 
hole and  cast  into  the  rushing  stream,  forty 
feet  below.  "  Tiger "  saw  him  fall  and 
without  a  second's  hesitation  took  the  dan- 
gerous dive  and  disappeared  after  him.  The 
onlookers  waited  and  watched,  but  nothing 
came  to  the  surface.   The  barges  were  moved, 


the  drags  were  fetched,  and  "Tiger"  and 
"  Besom  "  came  up,  locked  in  each  other's 
arms.  It  was  evident  that,  in  struggling  to 
rise,  they  had  come  up  under  the  bottom  of  a 
barge  and  so  been  drowned.  It  was  hard 
work  to  unlock  their  stiffened  arms,  and  the 
sleeve  of  many  a  strong,  rough  man  was 
drawn  across  his  eyes  that  day,  for  they  all 
loved  "  Tiger  "  and  "Besom." 


ARTISTIC  STUDIES  FOR  BOYS  OF  TASTE. 

By  various  Representative  Artists. 


II.— Out  for  the  Night, 
{Drawn  for  t!u  "  Boy'i  (Hm  Paper "  by  ¥.  W.  BrsTOlf.) 
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JOTTINGS    IN   A    MAN-O-WAR'S  BOAT. 


By  George  Andrew  Patterson,  k.n., 

Author  of  "J.  Rolling  Commission"  "In  the  Middle  Watch,"  etc. 


The  Sally  Port,  Portsmouth. 

BOATING  1  What  delightful  memories  en- 
kindle at  the  sound,  at  once  recalUng 
the  placid  and  deep -shadowed  angle  of  some 
serpentine  river  ;  or  the  rippling,  sparkling, 
flashing  wavelets  lapping  the  strand  in  that 


sheltered  cove  of  the  quiet  watering-place 
where  the  surmner  holidays  passed  all  too 
quickly ;  or  the  capacious  mill-pond,  fed  by 
sequestered  streamlet,  and  patched  ■with  reeds 
and  rushes  nodding  in  the  vernal  breeze, 
where  one  punted  and  fished  for  the  speckled 
trout  to  the  drone  of  the  lumbering  mill- 
wheel — such  are  the  visions  suggested  to 
many  at  the  mention  of  boating. 

But  the  boating  I  have  in  mind  is  not 
fraught  with  such  pleasant  recollections ;  very 
much  the  reverse  !  I  am  thinking  of  the 
many  a  time  and  oft  of  boating  it  from  a 
Channel  cruiser  swinging  to  the  tidal  ebb 
and  flow  at  Spithead,  or  Plymouth  Sound, 
anchored  there  because  a  harbour  billet 
would  necessitate  the  discharge  of  her  powder. 
Boating,  indeed,  taking  it  in  the  lump,  is  not 
the  least  of  the  disagreeables  attaching  to  a 
life  on  the  ocean  wave,  and  being  the  one 
means  of  communication  between  ship  and 
shore  it  forms  a  considerable  item  in  the 
experience  of  every  seafarer. 

Will  the  reader  be  pleased  to  take  passage 
with  me  in  fancy  as  I  jot  down  some  features 
of  the  trip  ashore  in  the  former  of  the  cases 
quoted?  The  steam  launch  being  engaged 
in  drawing  stores  at  the  dockyard,  one  of  the 
cuttere  is  for  the  nonce  doing  duty  as  leave- 
boat  ;  she,  then,  having  been  called  away  at 
sound  of  pipe  or  roll  of  drum,  a  few  minutes' 
grace  is  allowed  those  who  have  obtained 
leave  to  go  ashore,  during  which  interval  the 
boat  is  manned  and  draws  up  alongside  the 


companion-ladder,  while  a  messenger  is  sent 
the  round  of  the  officers'  messes  to  acquaint 
them  that  the  boat  is  ready. 

Sundry  of  the  middies  are  found  at  their 
sea  chests  putting  the  finishing  touches  to 
their  toilet,  others  are  fuming  and  fretting 
by  reason  of  being  unable  to  find  some  indis- 
pensable article  of  apparel,  and  are  tossing 
tlie  contents  of  their  chest  about  in  a  way 
that  will  presently  cause  their  marine  servant, 
who  is  on  sentry-go  elsewhere,  to  stand 
aghast.  It  has  been  said  of  old  that  a  "  mid- 
shipman's chest  is  one  where  everything  is 
on  top  and  nothing  to  hand."  It  is  safe  to 
predict  that  not  a  few  will  be  just  in  time  to 
be  too  late,  it  being  the  custom  of  the  service 
that  subordinates  shall  take  their  places 
first,  in  order  that  the  ward-room  officers 
may  not  be  kept  waiting.  These  soon  put  in 
an  appearance,  and  leisurely  take  their  seats 
as  becometh  greybeards  who  have  served  in 
every  clime  and  mean  to  take  things  easy  for 
the  future. 

In  the  event  of  the  boat  being  inconveni- 
ently crowded  the  juniors  have  the  mortifi- 
cation of  shifting,  and  must  find  a  seat 
somewhere,  anywhere,  on  the  thwarts,  to  be 
prodded  in  the  back  at  intervals  by  the  rower 
behind,  or  they  must  stow  away  in  the  bows 
and  do  duty  as  figurehead,  where  it  is  most 
essential  to  keep  your  weather  eye  purling, 
else,  ten  to  one,  upon  nearing  shore,  when 
the  helmsman  orders  "rowed  of  all"  and 
the  bowman  seizes  his  boathook,  he  will  do 
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you  a  bit  of  rough  dentistry  all  frec-gratis- 
for-nothing.    Fortunate,  indeed,  is  he  who 
can  manage  to  steer  clear  of  these  little  , 
inconveniences,  which  befel  yours  truly  in  [ 
his  salad  days.    In  course  of  time,  when  [ 
gold  stripes  were  put  on  and  a  slight  tendency  t 
to  embonpoint  developed,  as  was  manifest  by  j 
the  Hogarthian  curve  of  beauty  wherewith  [ 
one's  waistcoat  adapted  itself  to  our  corpora- 
tion, it  seemed  then  the  most  natural  thing 
in  the  world  to  drop  into  a  favoured  berth  in 
the  stern  sheets  and  survey  with  much  com- 
placency these  trifling   drawbacks  to  the 
juniors  fast  wedged  in  amidships.  "Ah, 
boys,"  was  our  .serene  reflection,  "  all  in  good 
time ;  your  turn  will  come  some  day ;  you 
clon't  know  the  taste  of  salt-horse  yet." 

Well,  here  is  our  boat  alongside,  bobbing 
up  and  down  like  a  cork,  to  the  evident  dis- 
comfort of  the  sitters,  who  are  getting 
impatient  and  wonder  whatever  they  can  be 
waiting  for.  Between  ourselves,  this  is  due 
to  the  good-natured  mid  of  the  boat,  who 
rushing  up  from  the  cockpit  a-buckling  on 
his  little  bodkin  of  a  dirk,  upon  hearing  his 
boat  called  away,  was  besought  by  his  fuming 
and  fretting  messmates  aforesaid  to  "  hold 
on  the  slack,  old  fellow  ;  shan't  be  a  second." 
These  at  length  tumble  up  the  hatchway 
dishevelled  and  fumbling  with  collar  or 
cravat,  whereupon  the  middy  reports  the 
boat  ready  and  receives  his  final  orders  from 
the  commander ;  then  tripping  lightly  over 
the  side  perches  himself  in  the  tiny  dicky 
at  the  boat's  stern,  vis-d-vis  to  the  coxswain, 
and  gives  the  order  to  shove  oif.  The  sail  is 
hoisted,  and  as  the  boat  lurches  over  to  lee- 
ward, the  most  corpulent — perchance  it  is 
the  huge  old  boatswain — is  politely  requested 
to  fleet  up  to  windward,  so  as  to  "  trim  the 
dish."  Putting  forth  from  the  shelter  of  the 
ship  it  is  to  meet  a  nasty  choppy  sea,  that 
lops  over  the  gunwale  as  if  on  purpose  to 
furnish  a  sloppy  seat.  It  is  nearly  a  dead 
beat  ashore  ;  not  quite  so,  or  it  might  give 
rise  to  a  suspicion  that  the  weather  was 
manufactured  for  the  occasion.  This  is,  how- 
ever, no  fancy  sketch,  but  typical  of  many  a 
run  from  Spithead  roadstead  into  harbour. 

The  boat  gets  way  on  and  settles  down  on  i 
her  course.  "  A  fine  working  breeze,"  slyly 
observes  our  young  reefer,  laying  his  hand 
on  the  tiller  to  give  a  little  more  helm,  in 
consequence  of  which  the  cutter  luffs  up  to 
the  wind,  and  striking  a  vicious  green  wave 
■scatters  it  into  a  shower  of  spray  that 
drenches  the  Kev.  A.  Grinder,  b.a.,  much  to 
that  ecclesiastic's  discomfiture.  The  same  is 
a  double-barrelled  man,  a  pluralist,  and  in 
his  capacity  of  naval  instructor  has  recently 
felt  constrained  to  hand  in  an  unfavourable 
report  upon  the  youngster's  studies.  The  I 
reefer  is  jubilant ;  he  doesn't  mind  the  wet- 
ting a  bit,  bless  you.  No  one,  however,  can 
complain  ;  honours  are  pretty  equally  divided, 
for  presently,  when  the  cutter  tacks  and  the 
fat  one  resumes  his  original  position,  they 
who  have  been  hitherto  favoured  by  a 
sheltered  lee  come  up  to  windward  and  take 
their  share  of  what  the  elements  have  in 
■store  for  them. 

If  the  boat  be  well  handled,  perhaps  three 
tacks  will  find  her  at  the  narrow  harbour 
•entrance,  with  the  tide  running  out  a  sluice 
between  the  Kound  Tower  and  Blockhouse 
-Fort,  across  which,  during  the  French  wars, 
a  chain  cable  was  wont  to  be  drawn  every 
night  to  bar  the  ingress  of  an  enemy ;  so 
■everybody  being  already  well  soused  and 
uncomfortable,  the  majority  vote  for  running 
into  the  Sally  Port,  a  hole  in  the  wall  forti- 
jfications  just  outside  the  harbour,  a  landing- 
place  now  shorn  of  its  reputation,  but  famous 


at  the  opening  of  the  century  in  eighteen 
hundred  and  war  time.  Here,  emulating 
the  proverbial  officer  caricatured  as  being 
last  in  the  battlefield  and  first  out,  the  staid 
seniors  take  precedence  in  putting  foot  on 
shore,  which  they  proceed  to  do  very  gingerly, 
inasmuch  as  their  constrained  posture  in  the 
damp  boat  has  given  them  the  cramp.  After 
them  follow  the  small  fry,  they  also  a 
trifle  jealous  as  to  the  order  of  exit,  while 
the  cutter  sheers  off  to  make  the  best  of  her 
way  into  the  dockyard  with  a  message  to  the 
steam  launch,  and  to  bring  off  the  ship's  post. 

Supposing  there  to  have  been  no  change 
in  the  weather,  the  return  journey  in  the 
evening,  with  a  fair  wind,  will  be  performed 
much  more  comfortably,  and  prove  nothing 
like  such  a  weariness  to  the  flesh.  Indeed, 
it  is  very  much  a  question  of  weather.  Should 
a  gale  come  on  in  the  interim,  the  hoisting 
of  a  ball  at  the  dockyard  semaphore,  at  the 
instance  of  the  port  admiral,  forbids  all 
communication  with  Spithead,  and  our 
voyagers  will  do  well  to  report  themselves  at 
the  secretary's  office,  the  boat's  crew  repair- 
ing on  board  the  harbour  flagship  or 
obtaining  leave  to  put  up  at  that  excellent 
institution.  Miss  Weston's  Sailors'  Rest,  until 
the  weather  moderates.  Upon  occasions  when 
a  heavy  gale  sets  in  suddenly,  vessels  are 
sometimes  forced  to  put  out  to  sea  for  safety, 
regardless  of  who  may  be  ashore  on  leave. 
Under  such  circumstances  the  writer  and 
shipmates  were  once  weather-bound  and 
thrown  upon  the  hospitality  and  slender 
resources  of  the  descendants  of  the  mutineers 
of  the  Bounty,  at  Norfolk  Island,  some  being 
billeted  upon  the  Adams  family,  others 
taking  pot-luck  with  the  Christians.  Very 
recently,  also,  our  Channel  Squadron  ships 
were  obliged  to  slip  cables  and  run  away 
from  the  Yorkshire  coast,  leaving,  their 
anchors  at  the  bottom  of  the  North  Sea,  and 
the  admiral,  with  hundreds  of  officers  and 
men,  consigned  to  the  good  offices  of  the 
Scarborough  townsfolk. 

There  is  a  proper  way  to  "  come  along- 
side," as  it  is  termed,  just  as  there  is  a 
proper  way  to  do  anything  else ;  but  the 
manoeuvre  is  often  difficult  of  execution  by 
a  novice,  particularly  when  he  is  conscious 
that  from  the  bridge  the  commander's  critical 
ej'e  is  taking  stock  of  him  to  note  how  much 
precious  paint-work  he  will  scrape  off.  Per- 
sonally, we  never  attained  to  distinction  in 
this  matter,  perhaps  from  want  of  brains, 
or,  let  us  rather  hope,  want  of  practice,  since 
boat  management  falls  to  the  executive  olficers, 
and  not  to  the  civil  branch  as  represented  by 
doctors,  paymasters,  and  engineers.  Once, 
however,  in  Johnny  Eaw  times,  when  en- 
trusted with  the  helm  and  a  fine  opportunity 
to  distinguish  ourselves,  that  opportunity 
was  improved  by  our  straightway  ramming 
the  ship,  bumping  the  boat  enough  to  start 
her  every  plank,  the  collision  sending  us 
ignoniiniously  to  our  knees,  so  that  we 
would  fain  have  avoided  the  outstretched 
attentions  of  the  smart  little  side-boys  who 
tripped  down  smirking  to  hand  out  the  side- 
ropes.  The  carpenter's  crew  didn't  bless  us 
that  day,  believe  me.  It  goes  without  saying 
that  the  admiral  would  not  have  done  so  in- 
gloriously  ;  he  affects  the  grand  style,  and 
draws  near  his  flag  as  though  he  would  pass 
j  under  her  stern,  but  gauging  his  distance 
!  with  a  proper  sailor's  eye  he  gradually  brings 
the  bow  of  his  barge  round  in  a  curve  known 
throughout  the  length  and  breadth  of  the 
service  as  an  admiral's  sweep. 

On  foreign  stations,  in  cases  of  excessive 
rolling,  the  return  to  the  ship  is  always  a 
serious  matter,  and   often   attended  with 


danger.    The  boat  may  not  be  able  to  come 
I  alongside  for  fear  of  being  swamped,  so  a 
j   rope  ladder  (Jacob's  ladder)  is  unrolled,  and, 
being  attached  to  the  spanker-boom,  is  let 
down,  all  wriggling  like  an  eel,  over  the 
stern,  by  way  of  which  delicate,  nervous 
gentlemen  are  invited  to  come  on  board  and 
stand  not  on  the  order  of  their  coming !  If 
the  reader  is  at  all  acquainted  with  such  a 
ladder,  he  must  also  know  what  a  formidable 
gymnastic  feat  it  is  to  ascend  it ;  climbing  a 
greasy  pole  is  a  fool  to  it !  The  sailor  folk  of 
the  party  go  up  hand  over  hand  after  the 
:  manner  of  monkeys ;   one  or  two  of  the 
miserable  passengers,  however,  are  half  dead 
:  at  the  mere  suggestion  of  doing  ditto,  as  they 
j  watch  them  dangling  between  heaven  and 
;  the  deep  sea,  and  cannot  be  goaded  into 
making  the  attempt ;  so  an  alternative  is 
adopted  such  as  fell  under  our  notice  in  the 
1   case  of   a  chaplain  who  could  not  be  per- 
I   suaded  to  put  foot  over  the  ship's  side  when 
ordered  by  admiral's  signal  to  conduct  an 
!  examination  of  the  young  gentlemen  of  a 
j  sister  frigate  in  a  squadron  at  sea.    A  chair 
is  rigged  up,  and  being  slung  from  the  end 
of  the  main  yard  is  lowered  into  the  boat, 
in  which  the  unfortunate  is  lashed,  who, 
shutting  his  eyes   what  time  the  pipe  is 
given  to  hoist  away,  is  run  up  at  the  double 
by  a  squad  of   grinning  sailors  and  duly 
depiosited  on  deck.    Ladies  sometimes  come 
on  board  in  this  way  ;  it  is  also  the  plan 
adopted  to  embark  bullocks  and  horses,  the 
former  being  generally  slung  by  the  horns, 
and  the  latter  having  their  eyes  bandaged. 

At  sea,  one  of  the  boats  is  always  kept 
ready  for  use  as  a  lifeboat,  being  provided 
with  food  and  water,  as  also  a  loaded  mus- 
ket.   The  boatswain  examines  whether  her 
gear  is  all  clear  for  lowering,  and  at  evening 
quarters  reports  her  ready  for  the  night. 
A  lifeboat's  crew  is  told  oft'  for  each  watch, 
who  are  to  hold  themselves  in  readiness  at  a 
moment's  notice,  and  lest  they  should  be 
inclined  to  drop  off  into  forty  winks,  it  is 
customary  to  pipe  them  to  muster  when  the 
ship's  bell  strikes  the  hours.    In  stormy 
weather  they  keep  their  watch  accoutred  in 
life-belts,  and  generally  congi-egate  in  some 
well-lighted  corner,  keeping  themselves  wide 
awake  by  knitting,  mending,  or  reading. 
Boats  are  recalled  by  flag-signal  from  the 
j  ship  ;  should  there  be  delay  in  answering 
the  signal,  or  should  it  not  be  observed,  a 
j  signal-gun  is  fired  to  draw  attention  thereto, 
the  cost  of  the  charge  of  powder  expended 
I   being  often  debited  to  whomsoever  is  held  to 
j   be  in  fault. 

j      Boats  approaching  the  ship  after  dusk 
i  are  challenged  by  the  sentry  on  duty,  who 
j  reports  the  answer  as  given  by  the  boat  to 
j   the  officer  of  the  watch,  in  order  that  the 
I  commander  may  be  summoned  to  receive 
I  the  captain,  if  it  is  the  latter  approaching. 
While  the  challenge  to  all  boats  is  the  same, 
the  answer  thereto  varies  with  the  rank  of 
the  boat's  occupant ;  the  replies  to  "  Boat 
ahoy  !  "  run  thus  :  royalty  answers  standard ; 
I   admiral,  flag  ;  captain,  the  name  of  the  ship ; 
I   ward-room  officers,  ay,  ay ;  gun-room  officers, 
I  and  others,  no,  no  ;  the  coxswain  gives  the 
I   response  in  all  cases. 

[  Officers  stepping  over  the  gangway  when 
arriving  on  board  go  through  the  pantomime 

'  of  touching  their  cap-peaks,  commonly  called 
'•  saluting  the  flag "  ;  they  then  get  into 
proper  uniform,  and  report  themselves  as 

I  having  come  on  board,  and  this  even  though 
the  commander  may  have  seen  them  come 
up  over  the  side. 

So  we  end  a  few  jottings  in  a  man-o'-war's 
boat. 
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MOUSE-SKIN  used  to  be  in  request  for 
covering  tlie  hammers  of  pianos,  and 
for  placing  inside  the  covers  of  old-fashioned 
double-cased  watches  to  prevent  friction. 
From  the  lustrous  inner  surface  of  snail- 
shells  studs  and  other  small  ornamental 
articles  are  cut,  and  a  good  imitation  of  pink 
cjral  is  yielded  by  the  rosy  part  of  the  big 
conch  shells  which  we  use  for  garden 
rockeries.  Pearls  you  know,  of  course,  are 
found  in  oysters,  but  you  may  not  be  aware 
that  the  pearl  is  a  disease  —perhaps  I  should 
say  the  evidence  of  a  cured  injury— of  the 
oyster,  and  that  attempts  are  made  to  induce 
the  formation  of  real  pearls  by  introducing 
various  substances  within  the  shell.  In  like 
manner  ambergris,  sometimes  found  floating 
on  the  sea  and  very  valuable  as  a  perfume 
and  for  medicinal  pui7)oses,  is  a  product  of 
disease  of  the  sperm-whale  ;  and  a  hard  con- 
cretion called  bezoar  found  inside  the  bodies  of 
goats,  which  not  unfrequently  die  of  the  ill- 
ness which  causes  its  formation,  is  held  in 
great  repute  in  Eastern  lands  as  a  "  snake- 
stone,"  and  is  said  to  cure  those  bitten  by 
venomous  serpents  or  stung  by  scorpions  by 
attaching  itself  to  the  wound  and  absorbing 
or  sucking  out  the  poison,  which  it  after- 
wards rejects  on  being  placed  in  milk.  Some 
of  these  "  snake-stones,"  however,  have 
turned  out  on  examination  with  the  micro- 
scope to  be  animal  charcoal,  bone  which  has 
been  burnt,  then  charged  with  blood  and 
burnt  again.  Several  of  both  kinds  are  in 
my  collection  ;  I  can't  say  that  I  believe  in 
them  myself,  but  a  good  many  people  who 
have  seen  them  used  consider  that  there  is 
"  something  in  it." 

Whales'  milk  is  a  beverage  which  has  been 
eagerly  sought  and  swallowed  by  the  scurvy- 
smitten  crew  of  many  a  ship  in  Arctic  seas. 
The  jaws  of  a  whale  form  a  very  imposing 
arch  to  span  a  carriage  drive  or  surmount  a 
gateway,  forming  a  portico  like  a  lofty 
church  doooway  ;  I  know  of  several  places  in 
this  country  where  they  are  to  be  seen  dis- 
played in  this  striking  manner.  The  Aztecs 
had  a  tradition  that  the  porch  of  the  temple 
dedicated  to  Quetzalcoatl,  their  great  law- 
giver and  deit}%  consisted  of  the  jaws  of  an 
enormous  snake  with  the  fangs  exposed. 
Qaetzalcoatl  means  literally  "the  feathered 
sei-pent."  Whalebone  you  know  all  about; 
it  is  employed  in  an  oddly  ingenious  way  on 
the  shores  of  the  White  Sea  in  the  capture  of 
bears  during  the  period  of  the  year  when 
there  is  no  daylight.  A  long  strip  of  whale- 
bone is  tightly  coiled  or  bent  double  and  is 
wrapped  in  melted  blubber.  This  hardens 
immediately  with  the  cold  and  conceals  and 
holds  the  whalebone  spring  in  position,  and 
the  lump  is  thrown  where  the  bear  is  likely 
to  find  it.  He  gulps  it  down,  the  warmth  of 
his  body  presently  melts  the  fat,  and  the 
whalebone  flies  out  straight  and  kills  him. 

From  whales  to  mosquitoes  is  a  big  jump 
certainly,  yet  both  are  utilised  by  man  ;  un- 
doubtedly, though,  he  finds  better  value  in 
the  great  water-mammal  than  he  can  ever 
hope  to  get  out  of  the  tormenting  midge.  If 
you  were  to  put  a  big  whale  into  a  pair  of 
scales,  how  many  men  would  have  to  get  in 
the  other  side  to  weigh  him  down  ?  Well, 
you  might  march  in  an  army  of  three  thou- 
sand soldiers  and  they  would  hardly  turn  the 
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beam.  A  mosquito  seems  as  worthless  as  a 
cockroach,  but  they  are  sold  dried,  both  here 
and  in  (jermany,  for  the  feeding  of  birds 
which  by  habit  live  on  insects — just  a  pinch 
of  the  mosquitoes  mixed  with  their  ordinary 
food  is  found  to  keep  them  in  better  condi- 
tion than  anj-thing.  When  the  late  Mr. 
Forbes  went  out  to  the  Niger  to  collect 
specimens  he  took  half  a  pint  with  him,  for 
which  he  paid  a  guinea.  I  don't  know  how 
many  mosquitoes  go  to  a  pint — tens  of  thou- 
sands I  should  imagine.  A  single  line  of  a 
spider's  web  is  used  by  astronomers  in  their 
transit  instruments,  to  enable  them  to  record 
accurately  the  movemen's  of  worlds  at  dis- 
tances of  millions  of  miles  !  It  was  sug-  ' 
gested  the  other  day  that  gold  wire  might  be 
spun  thin  enough  to  answer  for  these 
observations,  and  accordingly  some  was 
drawn  by  powerful  machinery  to  an  extra- 
ordinary tenuity,  twenty  thousand  feet  from 
one  ounce  of  gold — that  is,  nearly  four  miles 
of  wire  from  a  very  little  lump,  for  gold  is 
heavy— the  thread  being  much  finer  than  a 
human  hair.  But  it  was  so  delicate  at  this 
tension  that  it  fell  into  dust,  and  astronomers 
had  to  go  to  the  humble  spider  for  assistance 
after  all.  By-the-bye,  do  you  know  the  thin- 
nest thing  in  the  world  that  we  can  perceive, 
the  film  of  a  soap-bubble?  Spider's  web  is 
popularly  supposed  to  be  a  very  good  thing 
to  stop  bleeding  from  a  cut,  but  is  not  a  very 
desirable  application,  as  poisoned  wounds 
have  resulted  therefrom ;  and  it  has  even 
been  administered  for  fevers.  But  1  must 
draw  the  line  at  medicine  and  surgery,  for 
'•  Queer  Kemedies  "  would  fill  as  big  a  book 
as  '•  Queer  Food "  when  we  are  talking  of 
animals  and  their  uses. 

Once  I  made  a  voyage  in  a  ship  which 
swarmed  with  rats.  You  may  think  how  bad 
they  were  when  I  tell  you  that  they  killed 
and  devoured  all  but  the  bones  and  a  few 
scraps  of  fur  of  a  fine  and  experienced  cat 
one  night.  Poor  Tim  was  shut  up  in  one  of 
the  store-rooms  under  the  fore-peak,  in  the 
hope  that  he  might  do  great  execution 
amongst  the  marauders  before  morning,  but 
was  overpowered  by  them — not,  however, 
without  a  fearful  battle,  as  we  found  by  their 
bodies  which  strewed  the  deck.  The  men 
were  absolutely  afraid  to  go  into  some  parts 
of  the  vessel,  and  after  we  lost  Timothy  the 
rats  grew  as  fearless  by  daylight  as  in  the 
dark— for,  be  it  observed,  the  use  of  a  sea- 
faring cat  is  not  only  to  kill  rats,  but  to  keep 
them  in  respectful  obscurity  ;  they  soon  show 
that  they  know  there  is  no  cat  on  board.  I 
was  bitten  two  or  three  times  as  I  lay  in  my 
bunk  that  voyage— in  fact,  I  think  we  all 
were— while  clothing,  boots,  papei-s  (paper 
makes  as  good  a  bait  for  a  rat-trap  as  cheese), 
everything  indeed  that  was  not  protected  in 
tin  chests,  or  otherwise  placed  beyond  the 
reach  of  their  sharp  little  teeth,  was  not  only 
gnawed,  but  often  carried  bodily  off.  They 
used  to  annoy  me  very  much  in  my  dis- 
pensary by  dragging  away  the  dusters  or 
cloths  hanging  there ;  perhaps  there  was  a 
pleasant  flavour  of  ointments  about  them, 
but  at  any  rate  it  was  almost  the  only  thing 
they  could  get  at  there,  for  everything  else 
was  in  bottles  or  jars.  It  chanced  that  I  had 
a  cage  containing  a  few  tame  white  rats  on 
board  with  me,  and  one  night,  for  some 

(To  be  continued.) 


reason  which  I  have  forgotten,  these  were 
left  in  the  dispensary.  No  attack  was  made 
on  the  dusters  that  night,  nor  any  night  that 
they  remained  there  except  one,  when  the 
cage  was  filled  with  fresh  hay,  and  the  white 
rats,  I  suppose,  were  hidden,  burrowing 
beneath  it  (they  soon  bite  their  bed  down  to 
chaff,  and  are  no  longer  concealed).  After- 
wards, I  removed  the  cage  to  different  situa- 
tions, but  always  with  the  same  result,  that 
the  grey  rats  appeared  to  be  frightened  away 
from  the  spot,  and  I  have  verified  the 
observation  in  several  instances  since,  though 
I  am  quite  unable  to  explain  it.  If  a  white 
rat  gets  loose,  he  is  very  speedily  killed  and 
eaten  by  his  dusky  brethren.  Here,  then,  is 
a  use  for  albinos ! 

Catching  a  rat,  tying  a  cat's  bell  around 
his  neck  so  as  not  to  hurt  him,  and  letting 
him  go,  has  proved  efficacious  in  duninishing 
their  numbers  in  infested  places  as  long  as 
the  little  bell  tinkled  around  there,  rat 
society  -in  general  evidently  regarding  one 
who  has  come  back  from  the  trap  with  such 
an  addition  to  his  personality  as  something 
uncanny,  and  to  be  "  cut  "  accordingly.  I 
have  made  a  live  rat-trap  of  a  snake  by 
baiting  his  cage  just  inside  the  wire  meshes, 
which  were  wide  enough  to  allow  of  a  rat's 
entry  though  sufficiently  small  to  confine  the 
prisoner,  with  a  bit  of  salt  fish  every  night, 
and  thus  making  him  provide  his  own  supper. 
(When  I  was  a  boy,  we  used  to  ask  a  riddle, 
"  Can  you  spell  '  live  moitse-trap  '  with  three 
letters?  ")  Don't  attempt  to  keep  white  rats 
and  mice  together,  or  the  latter  will  be  eaten  ; 
four  rats  devoured  several  dozen  beautiful 
mice,  fawn,  lemon,  dove,  black,  piebald,  and 
white,  of  mine,  in  spite  of  the  presence  of 
abundant  food.  Mice,  and  even  fleas,  have 
been  made  to  work  machines,  but  I  am  not 
aware  that  they  have  earned  their  bread  by 
the  results  of  "their  labour.  In  a  cathedral 
abroad  the  rats  used  to  run  along  the  carved 
fretwork  of  the  lofty  roof  and  arches,  and 
climb  down  the  chains  of  the  swinging  lamps 
to  drink  the  oil.  As  these  lamps  were  sus- 
pended at  a  great  height,  the  necessity  of 
replenishing  them  so  frequently  became  a 
very  serious  matter  for  the  attendants,  but 
at  last  somebody  hit  upon  the  expedient  of 
threading  large  blown  egg-shells  upon  the 
chains.  On  these  the  rats  could  get  no 
secure  foothold,  and  in  endeavouring  to  reach 
the  oil  they  slipped,  and  were  picked  up  dead 
in  great  numbers  on  the  marble  floor 
beneath. 

In  that  rat-haunted  ship  of  which  I  was 
speaking  just  now — the  Guadiana,  now  alas  ! 
at  the  bottom  of  the  sea— I  had  one  night 
been  up  on  the  bridge  for  a  chat  with  the 
officer  of  the  watch  before  turning  in,  and  in 
coming  down  the  companion-ladder,  bfeing 
barefooted,  I  tried  to  escape  putting  my 
naked  sole  on  the  wet  deck  by  striding  from 
the  bottom  step  of  the  ladder  to  the  covering- 
board  of  a  pipe,  along  which  I  could  walk, 
as  on  a  raised  pavement,  round  to  my  cabin. 
It  was  pitch  dark,  and  my  foot  fell  just  short 
of  the  mark,  coming  down  with  all  the  weight 
of  my  body,  not  on  the  slippery  deck,  but  on 
a  huge  warm  live  rat !  I  wasn't  bitten, 
though  ;  that  squeeze  was  enough  for  him, 
and  he  was  killed  before  he  could  use  his 
teeth. 


HOW  TO  BOIL  WATER  IN  A  PAPER  BAG. 


TfeAT  water  can  be  boiled  in  a  paper  bag  is 
-L_  well  known.  We  have  heard  of  its  being 
boiled  in  a  whitey-brown  bag  such  as  fruit- 
erer's use,  but  we  have  not  seen  it  done.  In 
a  bag  made  of  cartridge  paper  or  writing 
paper  we  have  often  succeeded,  but  up  to  an 
evening  or  so  ago  we  had  always  folded 
the  paper  like  a  printer's  or  carpenter's 
cap. 

There  came  to  hand  in  the  correspondence, 
however,  a  short  note  from  E.  W.  Paul  and 
P.  R.  Paul  of  Cheshunt,  telling  us  how  to 
make  a  paper  kettle,  and  enclosing  a  sheet 
or  two  of  an  exercise  book  folded  up  in  four 


lower  angles  as  in  e.  Do  the  same  with  the 
three  remaining  lower  angles,  and  obtain  the 
shape  shown  in  f.  Open  it  a  little  to  see 
you  are  right,  and  you  will  find  you  have 
the  sort  of  thing  shown  in  perspective  at  g. 
Then  fold  it  flat  again  as  at  r. 

Things  are  now  getting  more  complicated. 
Fold  down  to  the' centre  all  of  the  points  as 
at  H.  Fold  over  the  other  point  in  the  same 
way ;  turn  the  paper  over  and  fold  down  the 
two  remaining  points  and  you  will  get  the 
shape  at  i.  Now  open  one  side  as  at  j. 
Fold  the  open  side  right  over  as  at  k.  Then 
turn  in  the  top  along  the  crease,  and  get  l. 


Now  pass  two  wires  or  strings  through  the 
ears  and  half  fill  your  kettle  with  watei-. 
By  means  of  the  wires  sling  it  over  a  gas 
jet  or  lamp  flame  just  far  enough  above  it  to 
allow  the  point  of  the  flame  to  touch  the 
box.  Mind  the  flame  does  not  get  anywhere 
near  where  there  is  no  water,  but  with  this 
exception  you  can  treat  the  kettle  as  if  it 
were  an  iron  one,  and  you  will  find  that  you 
can  boil  your  water  without  any  difficulty 
whatever. 

_  Clearly  understand  ihat  there  is  no  ques- 
tion about  the  success  of  this  experiment. 
In  order  that  there  might  be  no  mistake  we 


shapes  giving  the  principal  stages  in  the 
course  of  manufacture.  It  at  once  struck 
us  this  would  be  an  improvement  on  our  cap 
arrangement,  and  as  a  small  boy  of  our 
acquaintance  refused  to  believe  that  water 
oould  be  boiled  in  paper,  we  set  to  work,  and 
here  is  the  result. 

Take  a  square  piece  of  paper  and  fold  it 
in  half  at  the  opposite  angles  ;  unfold  it  and 
fold  it  again  at  the  other  opposite  angles. 
You  will  thus  get  the  cross  creases  as  shown 
an  A.  Now  fold  it  backwards  in  half  so  as 
to  get  the  state  of  alBfairs  shown  in  e.  Now 
Suck  in  the  two  right  angles  and  get  the 
iiiape  shown  in  c  and  d.    Fold  up  all  of  the 


Fold  the  tongue,  on  which  we  have  put  the 
L,  right  over  as  in  m,  which  letter  is  on  the 
under  side  of  l.  Now  treat  the  other  three 
sides  in  same  way  and  get  the  figure  shown 
at  N.  Now  pull  the  ears  up  at  right  angles, 
and  turn  the  whole  thing  half  round  so  as 
to  get  the  state  of  affairs  at  o.  At  the  top 
you  will  have  a  hole.  Catch  hold  of  the  two 
pairs  of  ears,  lift  the  paper  to  your  mouth, 
and  pull  the  ears  gently  from  each  other 
while  you  blow  with  all  your  might  into  the 
hole.  If  you  have  done  your  work  properly, 
there  will  be  a  pop  and  you  will  find  yourself 
in  possession  of  a  box  with  handles  as  shown 
at  p  ;  this  is  your  kettle. 


took  a  piece  of  paper  such  as  that  on  which 
we  are  writing,  and  we  folded  it  and  drew  the 
sketches  straight  away  after  each  fold.  There 
is  neither  dodging  nor  even  fair  copying  in 
our  group,  as  we  thought  it  best  to  take  the 
thing  just  as  it  came.  Where  the  hnes  are 
double,  the  double  edges  are  shown ;  where 
they  are  ragged  and  uneven  the  paper  had 
crumpled.  We  went  right  along  the  alphabet 
up  to  o  ;  pulled  the  ears,  gave  a  big  puff,  and 
with  a  crinkle  and  a  pop  out  came  p,  which 
we  half  filled  with  water,  and  sketched  five 
minutes  afterwards  as  it  sent  forth  clouds  of 
steam  over  the  gas. 
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TOKENS:  WHAT  ARE  THEY,  AND  SHALL  BOYS  COLLECT  THEM? 

By  George  WrLUAMSoN,  f.r.s.l.,  f.e.hist.soc,  etc. 


WE  have  already  said  that  the  nominal 
value  of  the  tokens  are  halfpence  and 
farthings,  but  there  are  exceptions  even  to 
this  rule,  and  in  Fig.  11  we  show  the  reverse 
side  of  a  Monmouth  token  intended  to  pass 
for  twopence — 


Fig.  11. 

This  token  reads  as  follows : — 

0.  EICHAED  BALLAKD  OF  MONMOTH  =  HIS  HALFE 

PENNY  FOR  NECESSARY  CHAING 
R.  GOD  PBESEEVE    OUR    GRACIOUS    KING  =  The 

King's  head,  CR  crowned 

D 

l.-l.  1668. 

Although  marked  as  a  halfpenny,  it  appears 
from  other  sources  of  information  that  this 
token  passed  for  either  a  penny  or  for  two- 
pence.  Fig.  12  is  another  twopenny  token, 


Fig.  12. 

and  this  time  of  Yoxford.  It  is  interesting 
to  notice  the  loyalty  of  the  issuer  of  the  Mon- 
mouth one.  The  metal  of  which  the  tokens 
were  made  was  usually,  for  the  farthings, 
brass,  etc. ;  the  halfpence,  copper ;  but  in  Fig. 
13  we  give  a  representation  of  a  very  curious 


Fig.  13. 

token  of  Bromsgrove  that  unites  the  two 
metals.  It  is  of  brass  with  a  plug  of  copper 
in  the  centre.  Another  Bromsgrove  token 
(Fig.  14)  gives  the  inscription  in  a  very  dif- 


PAET  II. 

In  the  device  Fig.  15  we  give  the  mer- 
chant mark  from  the  token  issued  by  William 


'  Fig.  14. 

ferent  arrangement  to  what  is  usually  the 
case.  In  this  instance  the  words  go  across 
the  token,  instead  of  around  it,  and  there  is 
therefore  no  device  in  the  field.  Sometimes, 
in  addition  to  the  name,  the  issuer  puts  on 
his  token  his  trade-marh  or  merchant's  mark. 


Fig.  15. 

Chetle  of  Worcester.  The  mark  contains  the 
issuer's  initials  W.  C,  his  wife  Sarah's  initial 
S.,  and  a  Catherine  wheel  on  a  shaft  rising 
from  an  interlaced  device.  The  Clothiers' 
Company  of  Worcester  was  dedicated  to  S. 
Catherine,  and  hence  probably  the  use  of 
the  wheel. 

There  were  often  represented  on  the  tokens 
the  arms  of  the  great  city  companies,  either 
as  a  sign  of  the  issuer's  trade  or  possibly  to 
show  his  connection  with  a  trading  guild. 


Fig. 16. 


The  following  figures  wiU  illustrate  these 
arms.    Fig.  16  is  a  Bromsgrove  token  bearing 


Fig.  17. 


the  Grocers'  arms.  Fig.  17  a  token  from  the 
same  town  with  the  Mercers'  anns,  while  Fig. 
18  seems  altogether  out  of  place  in  an  article 
on  tokens.    It  is,  however,  not  so. 

There  was  a  grocer  in  Norwich  named 
Edward  Woodyard  who  issued  a  token  and 
who  lived  in  St.  Peter's  Mancroft.  His  wife's 
name  was  Margaret,  and  her  initial  also 
appears  on  the  token. 

In  the  Norfolk  and  Norwich  Museum  is  a 
jug  of  Lambeth  ware,  upon  which  is  the  date 
1649  and  the  Grocers'  arms  between  the 

initials  e.  ^'  m.  This  jug  in  aU  probability 
belonged  to  the  family. 

The  large  wine-jar  of  which  a  representa- 
tion is  given  was  evidently  made  for  Edward 
and  Margaret  Woodyard.  Two  speciniens 
are  in  existence,  both  exhumed  at  Norwich ; 
one  is  in  the  museum  there,  and  the  other  in 
the  possession  of  Mr.  J.  E.  Hodgkin,  F.S.A. 
The  smaller  jars  of  the  same  shape,  made 
like  those  at  Lambeth,  and  marked  Claret, 
Sack,  and  Whit  (whit),  are  well  knovm  and 
highly  valued.  It  is  very  seldom  that  they 
bear  initials,  but  most  of  them  are  dated,  the 
dates  ranging  between  1643  and  1669. 

We  have  given  a  sketch  of  this  because  it 
bears  the  initials  of  the  tokener  and  the  arms 
of  his  Guild — of  the  Grocers'— just  as  he  puts 
them  on  the  token,  and  so  it  would  appear  to 
(To'w  continued.) 


have  evidently  been  specially  made  for  him. 
Sometimes  these  traders  were  men  of  good 
old  family  and  would  put  their  own  anna  oq 


Fig.  18. 

their  tokens.  Fig.  19  is  a  token  of  Clare  with 
the  issuer's  arms  on  it — the  arms  of  Elliston. 


Fig.  19. 


The  Eoyal  arms  appear  on  Fig.  17,  and  tho 
arms  of  the  towns  where  they  were  issued, 
Bradford  and  Lowestoft,  on  Figs.  21  and  22. 


Fig.  22. 
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BROMIDE-PAPERS:  HOW  TO  WORK  THEM. 

By  E.  a.  E.  Bennett,  b.a.  oxon., 

Autlior  of  "Mcu/k  Lantern  SlUlcs  and  other  TranvKrenaes;'  -  Boijs  Ou-n.Postal  Photo  Unb"  „le. 


DoYs  who  live  in  a  large  town  cannot  fail  to 
JJ  have  ►great  difficulty,  when  the  weather 
JS  unfavourable,  in  printing  their  negatives, 
which  therefore  generally  get  shelved  during 
the  winter  months,  and  are  only  brought  out 
again  when  Phcebus  Apollo  sheds  his  rays 
around  us  once  more  in  the  following  spring. 
Compulsory  inaction  is,  however,  a  trying 
ordeal  for  the  enthusiastic  photographer,  so 
I  recommend  those  who  cannot  carry  on 
their  photographic  pursuits,  owing  to  the 
dulness  of  the  weather  at  this  time  of  year, 
to  take  up  the  study  of  bromide  paper, 
which  enables  pictures  to  be  produced  at  all 
seasons  of  the  year ;  and  to  many  who  are 
votaries  of  art,  the  colour  of  the  resulting 
pictures  by  this  method  is  more  pleasing 
than  that  of  the  older  silver  albumen  process. 

First  of  all,  we  have  to  obtain  our  bromide 
paper,  and  this  we  purchase  ready  cut  for  use, 
as  fingering  the  surface  would  ruin  it.  There 
are  heaps  of  makers,  but  I  have  not  found 
one  paper  specially  better  than  another. 
The  best  known  is  Eastman's,  and  I  have 
also  tried  the  "  Ilford  "  and  Fry's  "  argento- 
type"  paper.  This  latter,  I  mustconfess,  suits 
me  best  of  all,  but  I  don't  mean  to  say  that  the 
others  are  not  also  very  good,  and  may  give 
even  better  results  in  other  people's  hands. 

The  paper  having  been  procured  (it  can 
be  obtained  direct  from  the  Britannia 
Works  Company,  Ilford,  London,  E. ;  or  the 
Fry  Manufacturing  Company,  5,  Chandos 
Street,  Covent  Garden,  W.C.),  the  developer 
with  which  it  is  to  be  worked  has  to  be  made 
up.  Nearly  all  these  papers  recommend  the 
ferrous  oxalate  developer,  which  you  will  find 
described  in  my  article  on  "  Lantern  Slides  " 
m  Nos.  565  and  566  of  last  Volume.  Lately, 
however,  the  Hydroquinone  developer  has 
been  used,  and  there  is  no  doubt  in  my  mind 
that  much  more  "latitude  of  exposure"  is 
allowable  with  this  developer— that  is,  you 
need  not  be  nearly  so  much  afraid  of  ruin- 
ing the  picture  by  exposing  it  for  too  long  or 
too  short  a  time,  but  it  is  preferable,  if  either, 
to  expose  it  too  long. 

The  hydroquinone   developer    is  easily 
made  by  taking  a  bottle  that  will  hold  10 
ounces  of  water,  and  putting  into  it  80  grains 
of  hydroquinone,  1  ounce  of  sodium  sulphite, 
30  grams  of  citric  acid,  and  20  grains  of  potas- 
sium bromide;  then  add  enough  hot  water  to  \ 
measure  the  10  ounces  which  the   bottle  ' 
holds.    In  another  bottle  put  80  grains  of  i 
sodium  hydrate  and  10  ounces  oi  water.  ! 
This  will  soon  dis.solve,  and  the  developer  is  j 
then  ready  for  use.  Mark  the  bottle  with  the  ; 
nydroqumone  in  solution  A,  and  the  other,  i 
containing  sodium  hydrate,  in  solution  B.    '  I 
When  we  are  about  to  produce  a  picture,  I 
the  packet  of  bromide  paper  is  opened  simi-  I 
larly  to  an  envelope.    It  will  be  found  that  i 
the  paper  is  enclosed  in  three  or  four  enve- 
lopes, the  flap  of  each  of  which  is  inserted 
at  the  bottom  of  the  envelope  containing  it. 
This  is  done  to  prevent  any  chance  of  light 
having  access  to  the  paper.    It  is  necessary 
to  be  pai-ticularly  careful  that  no  light  what- 
ever does  get  to  it,  or  it  will  be  completely 
ruined.    For  this  reason  the  packet  must  be 
kept  carefully  fastened  up,  and  not  left  lying 
about  anyhow,  as  is  the  habit  of  some  care- 
less operators.     The  best  plan  is  to  keep 
the  packet  in  an  old  diy-plate  box,  which  of 
course  is  practically  light-tight. 


The  packet  having  been  unfastened  in  the 
red  light  given  by  our  ruby  lantern,  we  take 
out  a  piece  of  the  paper  and  place  it  behind 
the  negative  in  a  printing-frame,  film  to  film, 
and  sliut  up  the  frame. 
I      If   there  is  any  difficulty  about  telling 
I   which  is  the  coated  side  of  the  paper,  it  is 
;  only  necessary  to  notice  which  side  of  the 
paper  curls  inirards  when  it  is  out  of  the 
packet :  this  will  be  the  coated  side.  Very 
thick  ("  heavy  rough  ")  paper  will  curl  very 
little,  but  the  difference  in  texture  shows  the 
film  side,  being  the  finest.  - 

Before  opening  the  packet  of  paper  the 
negative  must  have  been  placed  in  the 
printing-frame.  The  kind  of  negative  it  is 
has  a  good  deal  to  do  with  the  result,  no 
amount  of  manoeuM-ing  will  make  a  fiat 
negative  give  a  picture  with  strong  contrasts, 
but  such,  if  properly  manipulated,  will  give 
a  soft  effect  which  is  very  pretty  in  its  way. 
For  a  beginner  I  should  recommend  a  '•  plucky ' ' 
negative  with  rather  strong  contrasts,  "as 
being  tlie  easiest  to  manage. 

The  negative  having  been  selected,  and 
placed  in  the  frame,  the  piece  of  bromide 
paper  is  put  over  it  and  the  frame  is  closed. 
Now  stand  it  upright  against  something  solid, 
and  placing  the  ruby  lamp  in  front  of  it,  at 
about  three  or  four  inches'  distance,  take  off' 
the  shade.  Leave  it  off  for  about  half  a 
minute  if  a  tolerably  dense  negative,  or  a 
minute  if  very  dense,  and  replace  the  shade. 
I  am  supposing  a  candle  lamp  is  used  ;  if  it 
IS  a  strong  paraffin  lamp  a  shorter  exposure 
will  do. 

The  paper  having  been  exposed  is  now  to 
be  developed.    Take  it  out  of  the  frame  (in 
this  and  all  other  operations,  you  must  care- 
fully avoid  touching  the  surface  with  your 
fingers,  if  possible,  as  this  is  apt  to  cause 
smears)  and  place  it  in  a  dish  containing 
clean  cold  water.    When  it  has  been  there 
for  about  two  minutes  take  it  out  and  put  it 
into  a  dish  containing  the  developer,  which 
is  made  by  adding  an  ounce  of  A  to  an  ounce 
of  B  (fluid  ounces).    The  picture  will  soon 
come  out.  When  nearly  out  far  enough,  pour 
off  the  developer  and  keep  the  jug  of  cold 
water  in  your  hand  ready.    Tlie  moment  you 
see  all  detail  well  out,  pour  a  lot  of  cold 
water  on  it  to  stop  the  development.  A  little 
practice  will  soon  teach  you  the  moment  at 
which  to  do  this.    Take  out  the  developed 
picture  and  put  it  into  the  fixing  bath  of 
hyposulphite  of  soda  one  ounce,  water  ten 
ounces.   This  must  be  made  fresh  each  time, 
as  if  it  is  not  quite  good  it  will  spoil  the 
paper  by  turning  it  yellow.    When  the  pic- 
ture has  been  in  the  fixing  bath  a  few  minutes 
you  can  take  it  out  into  the  light.    Wait  till 
all  signs  of  yellow  colour  have  disappeared 
and  then  leave  it  in  for  five  minutes  longer. 
It  is  then  washed  for  some  hours  in  con- 
stantly changing  water,  dried  by  means  of 
blotting  paper  (taking  care  not  to  let  it  stick 
to  the  surface)  and  placed  flat,  with  small 
paper-weights  at  the  corners,  to  keep  it  from 
curling,  until  quite  dry. 

The  "  argentotype  "  paper  is  recommended 
to  be  washed  by  being  "squeegeed"  on  to 
glass— that  is,  the  print  is  placed  face  down- 
wards on  the  glass  and  a  roUer  is  passed  over 
the  back  to  squeeze  out  the  hypo  solution, 
then  returning  the  print  to  the  "washer." 
If  this  is  done  you  must  be  very  careful  while 


applying  the  roller,  as,  if  the  print  becomes 
bent,  it  ruins  the  surface  and  forms  a  crack. 
With  care  this  is  easily  avoided. 

The  prints  can  be  mounted  in  an  album 
as    usual,   but   the  following  preparation 
answers  particularly  well  to  stick  them  with  ; 
I  use  it  for  all  photographs  myself.  Take 
4  ounces  of  best  glue  and  put  it  into  a  jar  of 
water  overnight.    In  the  morning  it  will 
have  absorbed  a  great  deal  of  the  water. 
Pour  off  what  remains  and  put  the  jar  into  a 
large  saucepan  of  water,  which  boil  till  all 
the  glue  is  liquefied.  Then  pour  in  4  ounces  of 
methylated  spirit  and  stir  well.    Pour  it  into 
a  bottle  for  use.    When  cold  it  will  set  into 
a  jelly,  which  is  liquefied  for  use  by  putting 
the  bottle  containing  it  into  hot  water.  Whea 
j  mouriting  a  print,  cover  the  back  with  this 
!  solution  and  place  it  in  position  on  the  mount 
I  or  in  the  album.    Now  put  a  piece  of  clean 
j  paper  on  the  top  of  it  and  press  the  hand  on 
I  the  top  of  this,  rubbing  it  over  firmly  to  press 
i  down  the  print  on  to  the  mount.  Take  it  off, 
I  put  another  piece  of  paper  over  it,  and  a  heavy 
I  book  on  the  top  for  about  ten  minutes  ;  at  the 
^  end  of  that  time  it  will  be  evenly  stuck  on. 
Be  careful  to  avoid  getting  any  glue  on  to  the 
surface  of  the  print,  or  it  will  stick  to  the 
;  paper.    If  any  does  get  on  remove  it  after 
1  mounting  by  means  of  a  cloth  wet  with  tepid 
;  water,  and  after  rubbing  it  gently  with  this, 

■  put  it  aside  till  the  gelatine  has  got  dry  again. 
;  I  have  described  this  process  in  detail,  as  if 

■  the  prints  are  not  mounted  carefully  the 
;  operator  is  likely  to  get  mto  no  end  of  a  mess 
\  and  ruin  the  prints. 

This  is  all  that  is  necessary  to  be  said  on 
!  behalf  of  bromide  prints,  but  there  is  another 
I  similar  process,  which  has  just  been  intro- 
I  duced,  with  which  more  can  be  done.  This 
I  is  Eastman's  "  trausferotype"  paper,  which 
;  is  practically  the  same  as  bromide,  but  the 
;  film  is  made  less  adhesive,  so  that  it  can  be 
.  made  to  come  off  on  any  smooth  surface 
:   which  we  may  wish  to  ornament.    The  papei- 
1  is  manipulated   exactly  the  same  as  the 
:  ordinary  bromide,  but  the  ferrous  oxalate 
I  developer  should   be  used,  as  the  hj-dro- 
.  quinone  has  a  tanning  effect  on  the  fihn,  and 
;  prevents  it  from  coming  off  properly.  When 
.  the  picture  is  developed  and  before  it  is  dry, 
the  paper  is  placed  face  downwards  on  the 
surface  which  is  to  be  ornamented,  and  a 
piece  of  blotting-paper  is  put  over  it.  A 
roller  is  then  passed  over  it  till  the  moisture 
in  the  print  is  nearly  all  absorbed,  and  a 
heavy  book  or  similar  weight  is  placed  on 
the  top  of  it  till  quite  dry.    When  it  is  so 
take  a  jug  of  hot  water  and  pour  it  slowly 
over  the  back  of  the  print :  if  it  blisters  you 
can  take  hold  of  the  paper  and  gently  pull 
it  off,  leaving  the  print  behind ;  if  it  does 
not  blister  you  must  pour  over  it  a  jugful 
of  hotter  water  until   it  does    so.  The 
blistering  shows  that  it  is  ready  to  puU  off, 
and  if  it  is  not  left  till  quite  dry  before 
applying  the  hot  water,  the  picture  wUl  be 
liable  to  come  off  too.    With  these  precau- 
tions success  will  probably  attend  your  efforts. 
I  have  transferred  some  on  to  cups  and 
saucers,  which  has  a  very  pretty  effect.  If 
the    pictures  are   varnished  with  damar 
varnish  (this  can  be  got  from  any  chemist) 
and  gently  baked  in  an  oven  tiU  the  vamish 
is  hard,  they  w  ill  stand  washing  if  the  watei 
is  not  too  hot. 


¥l\e  Soy'^  Owi\  Papef. 
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OUR  OPEN  COLUMN. 

Tee  Maiic  Potter's  Wheel,  axd  how  to  make  it. 
By  a.  F.  S. 

Maxy  readers  of  the  B.  0.  P.  are  no  doubt  handy 
enough  in  the  use  of  tools,  but  it  often  happens  that  an 
object  upon  wliicli  t^  exereise  their  ingenuity  does  not 
sugsiest  itself  to  their  minils  at  the  time  that  they  feel 
mi>st  inclined  to  apply  tlieir  powei's  to  the  creation  of  an 
ol)iect  that  will  give  both  satisfaction  and  amusement. 
T  intend  therefore  to  give  a  short  account  of  an  ingenious 
little  contrivance  which  is  very  etfective,  and  at  the  same 
Time  easv  to  raalte.  Tlie  cost  is  almost  notliing,  tlie 
luat^'rials  required  being  an  empty  round  cocoa  or 
mustard  tin  about  2^  inches  in  diamet^er,  a  piece  of 
i  inch  brass  tube  about  an  incli  long,  and  a  foot  of 
J  inch  rutjljer  tubing.  As  regards  tools,  all  that  you 
will  need  will  be  an  onlinary  tinman's  soldering  iron,  a 
small  bradawl,  and  a  strong  piiir  of  s<.'issors.  It  will  be 
well  also  to  procure  from  a  chemist  a  small  quantity  of 
spirit  of  salts  (witli  a  small  piece  of  zinc  dissolved  in 
it),  a  pennyworth  will  be  ample  for  all  your  require- 
ments. 

Now  that  we  are  supplie<l  with  aU  our  materials  we 
may  set  to  work.  Take  the  cocoa  tin  and  remove  the 
lid,  which  you  may  lay  aside,  as  we  shall  want  it 
presently.  With  the  scissors  cut  off  a-s  mucli  of  the 
upper  part  of  tlie  tin  as  will  make  it  equal  in  height  to 
its  diameter.  Make  a  hole  in  the  side  alxiut  the  middle 
with  the  bradawl,  and  enlarge  it  to  about  |  of  an  inch  ; 
this  can  easily  be  done  with  the  point  of  the  scis.«ors. 
Now  take  the  hd,  and  from  the  inside  bore  a  small  hole 
in  its  centre  just  Uirge  enough  to  admit  of  an  onlinary 
paris4K)int  nail  being  ixassed  through  it  as  far  as  the 
head  :  take  your  hot  soldering-iron,  and  having  first 
nK)istened  both  tlie  hea<l  of  the  nail  and  the  tin  around 
it  with  spirit  of  salts,  secure  it  in  its  phice  with  a  drop 
of  soliler,  taking  care  that  it  stands  fierfectly  upright. 
When  yon  have  done  this  you  can  put  on  the  lid  again 
and  soMer  it  in  it?  place.  It  may  be  well  to  remark 
here  that  the  tin  should  be  perff'-ctly  air-tight,  so  be 
careful  to  examine  all  the 
seams,  and  see  if  there  is  no 
flaw  anywhere  in  the  sol- 
dering. Now  get  three  ordi- 
nary percussion  gun-caps, 
No.  U  or  12  will  be  best, 
and  carefully  remove  the 
powder  from  them.  This 
is  best  done  by  removing 
the  foil  covering,  soaking 
them  in  water  until  the 
mixture  is  quite  .soft,  and 
afterwards  scraping  it  out 
with  a  pin.  Be  careful  to 
remove  every  bit  before 
using  your  soldering-iron.  Bore  three  holes  with  your 
bradawl  at  equal  distances  round  the  outside  of  tlie 


Fio.  1. 


Fig.  3. 


Fig.  2. 

upper  part  of  the  lid,  and  over  each  hole  place  one  of 
the  caps,  fixing  them  down  with  solder.    Then  in  the 


side,  and  near  the  top  of  each  cap,  as  shown  by  the 
head  of  the  arrows  in  Fig.  1,  drill  a  small  hole  the 
size  of  an  ordinary  pin.  Over  the  hole  previously 
made  in  the  side  of  the  bo.x,  solder  a  piece  of  brass 
tube  about  1  inch  long,  and  the  body  of  your  machine 
is  finished,  the  tin  now  li;iving  the  appearance  of  Fig.  2. 

Tlie  next  thing  to  do  is  to  cut  out  a  circular  disc  of 
tin,  of  such  a  size  as  to  easily  fit  into  the  space  en- 
clo.sed  by  the  three  caps,  without  quite  touching  any 
of  them,  and  making  a  hole  in  its  centre  just  large 
enough  to  admit  of  the  upright  nail  being  pa.-^sed 
easily  through  it.  With  a 
])air  of  compas.ses  divide 
tliis  plate  into  eight  equal 
parts,  as  shown  by  the 
hues  in  Fig.  3. 

Now  take  your  scissors 
and  cut  out  eight  pieces  of 
tin  i  of  an  inch  wide  and 
about  4  an  inch  long,  bend 
them  in  a  curve,  and  solder 
them  on  to  tlie  disc  in 
the  position  shown  in  the 
figura 

After  you  have  done  this 
take  a  thin  piece  of  tube 
either  made  of  tin  or,  what  is  much  better,  a  small 
piece  of  brass  tubing,  such  as  is  used  in  the  manufac- 
ture of  model  steam  engines,  i  inch  shorter  than  the 
length  of  the  nail  and  just  loosely  fitting  it,  and  .solder 
it  over  the  upr>cr  siile  of  the  hole  made  in  the  centre  of 
the  disc,  close  the  top  with  a  drop  of  solder,  and  our 
machine  is  complete.  If  you  now  place  the  disc  upon 
the  nail  and  blow  into  the  rubber  pipe  affixed  to  the 
short  brass  tube  in  the  side,  the  wlieel  should  revolve 
rapidly  and  smoothly.  It  will  be  an  improvement  if 
you  affix  a  smaU  piece  of  leaxl,  or  stout  glass  tubing,  to 
the  rubber  to  act  as  a  mouthpiece. 

Now  tliat  we  are  in  possession  of  our  wheel  we 
require  some  objects  to  use  with  it.  These  are  very 
easily  made,  and  may  comprise  an  immcHSe  variety  of 
subjl-cts,  from  a  top-hat  to  an  egg-cup,  in  fact  any 
spherical  or  circular  object  may  be  represented  with 
the  greatest  truth.  All  that  is  necessary  is  to  cut  some 
small  strips  of  tin  about  of  an  inch  wide,  cover  with 
tissue  pai>er  gumme^l  on,  and  then  bend  them  into  the 
sliape  of  one  sifle  of  the  outline  of  the  object  you  intend 
to  portray.  Fix  the  ends  of  these  strips  with  solder  to 
a  short  piece  of  tin  tube,  exactly  fitting  the  top  of  the 
wheel,  paint  them  suiUibly  with  ordinary  water-colour 
paints,  slip  them  on  to  your  machine,  and  blow  into  the 
mouthpiece.  The  accompanying  diagrams  will  give  an 
idea  of  a  few  of  the  objects  most  easily  made,  but  as  we 
mentioned  b<4orp,  their  number  may  be  multiphed 
almost  «</  iii  fmiiiim.  In  conclusion,  I  would  strongly 
re<.'omnnMid  those  of  my  readers  who  have  a  taste  for 
mechanics  to  try  their  "hanil  at  this  little  machine,  as, 
with  a  very  small  exf)enditure  of  time  and  patience, 
they  should  .succeed  in  t^iriiing  out  an  article  which  is 
sure  to  give  satisfaction  and  amusement.  The  whole 
may  be  neatly  finished,  and  matle  fit  to  place  anywhere, 
by  giving  it  a  coat  of  lacquer  unide  simply  with  shellac 
dissolved  in  spirits  of  wine,  with  the  adilition  of  any 
dry  paiut  that  may  suit  the  taste  of  the  maker. 


White  Top  Hat 
,    WITH  Black 
Band. 
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TaSE  is  SAUCiK 


CHESS. 


Problem  No.  259. 

By  J.  Keeble. 


abode       f       g  h 


WHiTH  I       0-1-6  =  11  pieces. 
White  to  play,  and  mate  in  two  ( 2)  moves. 


Berger's  Endspiele. 

The  most  difficult  end-game,  referred  to  in 
our  last  article  on  Berger's  book,  is  that  of  K 
and  two  Kts  against  K  and  P,  which  was 
analysed  by  Chapais,  of  Paris,  in  1780,  and 
by  B.  von  Guretiiky-Cornitz,  of  Berlin,  in 
1864.  Neither  of  these  two  solvers  brought 
this  longest  simple  end-game  to  perfection, 
for  that  Paris  problem  in  49  moves  advanced 
in  Berlin  to  64  moves,  and  has  now  in 
London  grown  into  75  moves.  The  play  is 
so  difficult,  that  0.  T.  Blathy,  of  Budapest, 
wrote  in  April  last,  "  Be  very  careful  before 
you  publish  your  position,  as  Guretzky- 
Cornitz  has  spent  a  long  time  over  this  end- 
game (as  you  know),  and  found  that  no  longer 
one  is  possible.  It  would  be  interesting,  in- 
deed, if  you  have  found  a  longer  version  of 
this  attractive  theme."  This  75-mover  ap- 
pears in  the  "  Leisure  Hour  "  January,  1S91, 
and  prizes  are  offered  for  its  solution  and 
construction. 

Berger  then  continues  with  B,  Kt  and  Ps, 
and  finishes  with  a  long  chapter  on  Pawn  play, 
to  which  we  shall  refer  on  future  occasions. 
One  of  our  oldest  English  masters,  the  Kev. 
C.  E.  Eanken,  writes  thus  in  the  "  British 
Chess  Magazine  " :  "  We  have  had  the  greatest 
pleasure  in  reviewing  this  most  painstaking 
and  excellent  work,  beyond  all  question  the 
best  treatise  on  end-games  that  exists  in  any 
language.  The  care  which  has  been  taken 
to  avoid  mistakes — for  we  have  only  found  a. 
few,  and  those  chiefly  unimportant — the  ad- 
mirable arrangement  and  choice  of  illustra- 
tions, the  accurate  and  deep  analysis,  the 
wide  extent  of  references,  the  correction  of 
so  many  faulty  positions,  and  the  originality 
and  knowledge  of  the  subject  displayed  in 
the  composition  of  new  ones,  all  stamp  Pro- 
fessor Berger's  book  witli  the  marij  of  per- 
petuity ;  and  we  do  not  think  we  can  give  it 
higher  praise  than  this." 


Fig.  4. 


TO  CHESS  OORItESPON DENTS. 

S.  S. — The  German  endings  "  itz "  and  "  witz  "  ir> 
proper  names  are  regarded  to  be  of  Slavonic  origin, 
meaning  "'son,"  ami  being  in  Russian  "  witscts"  ,ij 
Polish  "ow.sky  "  (feminine  "owska"_). 
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OUR  PRIZE  COMPETITIONS. 

ICo/i'iiiuedfroiH  p.  256.] 


Literaxy:  A  Story  Needing  Words. 

Secoxd  Divisio.v  (ages  17  to  20). 
Prize — One  Guinea. 

Thomas  Arthur  Whatmoor  (aged  19i),  31,  CUfE 
Mount,  Woodhouse,  Leeds,  Xorks. 


CERTIFICATBS. 

IThe  names  are  arranged  approximately  in  tfte  order  of 
merit.'] 

John  0.  Davies,  7,  The  Lawn,  Balham,  s.w. 

Henry  Y.  Taylor,  9,  Murieston  Crescent,  Edinburgh. 

George  H.  Foston,  19,  Northbrook  Street,  Birming- 
ham. 

Alfred  W.  Lowe,  WiUow  Bank,  Wick. 

J.  Miller  Kankin,  63,  Armadale  Street,  Glasgow. 

Allan  A.  Falconer,  Elder  Bank,  Duns,  n.b. 

James  S.  Bal\,  67,  Mouut  Pleasant  Road,  Lewisham, 
S.E. 

Wm.  THOMP.S0N',  27,  Northcote  Street,  Farsley,  Leeds. 

J.  J.  Durham,  7,  Hereford  Street,  Lisson  Grove,  n.w. 

Oharle.9  a.  Allen,  50,  Lome  Street,  Kidderminster. 

R.  Niven,  17,  Alexandra  Terrace,  Bedford  Road,  Rock 
Ferry,  Cheshire. 

Chas.  E.  Griffiths,  Christ  College,  Brecon. 

0.  A.  Singleton,  Preston  Deanery,  Northampton. 

Cyril  Ernstone,  14,  Bedford  Street,  Chorlton-ou-Med- 
lock,  Manchester. 

Etoline  B.  Vivian,  Pengegon  rfbuse,  near  Camborne, 
Cornwall. 

E.  Clements,  305,  Crystal  Palace  Road,  East  Dulwich. 

WiLBYE  Hastwell,  Market  Place,  Kendal,  Westmore- 
land. 

Hubert  Smith,  3,  Croft  Street,  Steeton,  near  Keighley. 

AzoR  Pratt,  Bargate  House,  Mildenhali,  Suffolk. 

Walter  V.  Eastmure,  490,  St.  XTrbain  Street,  Mont- 
real, Province  Quebec,  Canada. 

W.  0.  E.  Jordan,  40,  Gordon  Road,  High  Street,  Stoke 
Newington. 

Charles  E.  Pope,  52,  Greenville  Road,  Upper  HoUo- 
way,  N. 

G.  H.  Dbnnison,  40,  Kirkdale,  Sydenham,  s.E. 

R.  S.  W.  Bell,  The  Vicarage,  Henley-in-Arden. 

Hayman  Wllson,  16,  Charles  Square,  Hoxton,  N. 

M.  K.  Stephens,  Torpoint  House,  Salt  River,  near  Cape 
Town,  South  Africa. 

Maurice  J.  Wilter,  7,  Wimson  Terrace,  Townfleld 
Lane,  Liscard,  nea,r  Birkenhead. 

John  Craig,  Nether  Hythie,  Mintlaw,  Aberdeenshire. 

F.  BURMAN,  20,  Bristol  Road,  Birmingham. 

0.  W.  James,  Fordhill  House,  Tamerton  FoUot,  Ci-own 
Hill  R.S.O.,  Devon. 

James  Muir,  2,  Marchmont  Road,  Edinburgh. 

John  A.  Waters,  Mossbank,  Louisburgh  Street,  Wick, 

N.B. 

Fred  0.  Harvby,  Greaves  Villa,  The  Avenue,  Wim- 
borne,  Dorset. 


Shorthand. — 1.  For  shorthand  books,  write  to  Pitman, 
Amen  Corner,  Paternoster  Row,  E.C.  2.  For  prices 
of  second-hand  cycles,  see  the  "  Exchange  and  Mart " 
every  week  and  oftener,  price  2(/.,  obtainable  at  the 
railway  bookstalls  if  not  at  the  local  newsagents. 

W.  Giles. — The  Prince  of  Wales  is  "  created,"  not  bom, 
so  the  difficulty  does  not  arise.  The  present  Prince 
of  Wales  became  so  some  time  after  his  birth,  and  the 
Duke  of  Clarence  can  be  created  Prince  of  Wales 
when  the  title  is  no  longer  held  by  his  father.  See 
our  article  on  the  Princes  of  Wales. 

Glass  Blowing  (S.  Rennie). — Hold  the  tube  in  the 
flame  of  a  spirit  lamp,  or  in  a  blowpipe  flame,  and  it 
will  soon  soften,  so  that  you  can  draw  it  apart  as  if 
it  were  a  piece  of  putty.  Keep  the  flame  at  one  spot. 
One  of  the  melted  ends  will  be  blunt,  with  a  little 
knob  at  the  point  of  it.  This  you  must  heat  sepa- 
rately, and  melt  in  the  blowpipe  flame  till  the  knob 
disappears,  and  the  tube  is  properly  sealed.  If  you 
have  no  blowpipe,  a  common  clay  tobacco-pipe  is  a 
good  makeshift.  Remember  that  the  greatest  heat 
is  at  the  tip  of  the  blue  flame,  not  at  the  end  of  the 
yellow  flame. 


Vet.— A  letter  to  the  Secretary,  Royal  Veterinary  Col- 
lege, Camden  Town,  N.w.,  would  procure  you  fuU 
particulars  as  to  examinations  and  cost  of  college 
coiuse.  In  reckoning  expenses,  you  must  take  into 
consideration  not  only  the  fees  pa'id,  but  the  amount 
it  costs  your  friends  for  your  keep  and  clothing  during 
the  time  you  are  earning  nothing. 

Carp. — If  you  want  to  catch  carp,  throw  in  a  handful 
of  worms  first  thing  in  the  morning  for  two  or  three 
days,  and  having  thus  judiciously  groundbaited  the 
pitch,  try  with  a  well-scoured  worm  or  a  braudUng. 
Paste  is  often  used  as  bait ;  so  are  gentles,  green  peas, 
and  grubs.  You  want  very  fine  tackle  ;  and  when 
you  get  to  the  bank,  keep  out  of  sight,  and  do  not 
jump  about  or  shout,  as  carp  are  very  wary.  When 
you  catch  a  carp,  go  home  ;  you  are  not  likely  to  get 
another  from  that  swim  that  day. 

F.  H.  T. — When  you  see  the  letter  R  after  a  stamp  in  a 
dealer's  catalogue  it  means  tliat  the  stamp  offered  is 
a  reprint ;  if  you  see  "  facs.,"  it  means  that  the  stamp 
offered  is  a  "  facsimile."  In  no  case  are  reprints  or 
facsimiles  as  valuable  as  the  originals. 

A  Lover  of  Gymnastics.— There  is  the  "Mihtary 
System  of  Gymnastic  Exercises  for  the  Use  of  In- 
structors," by  Archibald  Maclaren,  price  2s.,  sold  by 
Clowes  and  Sons,  13,  Charing  Cross,  and  other  official 
booksellers.  This  is  the  most  advanced  work  we 
know ;  it  is  the  one  used  in  the  army.  In  our  "  In- 
door Games  "  you  will  And  gymnastics  treated  much 
more  fully  than  usual 

John  Lasso.— There  is  no  such  thing  as  "  a  pampas  ;" 
but  there  is  a  "  pampa."  Pampa  is  the  Indian  name 
for  a  treeless  plain,  and  the  pampas  are  the  plains  of 
South  America  extending  from  Buenos  Ayres  to  the 
Andes,  and  from  Brazil  to  Patagonia,  covering  760,000 
square  miles. 

A.  P.— To  prepare  a  skeleton,  you  must  macerate  the 
body  or  leave  it  on  an  ant-hiU.  Maceration  is  the  best ; 
but  it  takes  a  long  time,  and  is  an  offensive  process. 
Microscopes  you  get  at  opticians  ;  second-hand  ones 
of  good  quality  can  be  bought  by  auction  at  Stevens's 
Sale  Rooms  in  Covent  Garden,  or  in  the  ordinary  way 
ajt  Baker's  in  High  Holborn,  and  several  other  shops. 
Look  at  a  number  of  "  Exchange  and  Mart." 

Novice. — Refer  to  our  articleson  "Training,"  "  Health," 
and  "  Athletics,"  etc.  The  training  articles  were  in 
the  second  volume — along  series  of  them  :  the  health 
ones  were  in  the  tenth  volimie,  in  the  parts  for  July 
and  August  1888. 

Dharwar. — The  competition  for  the  Conway  cadet- 
ships  is  very  keen,  and  the  chances  would  be  greatly 
against  you.  You  are  altogether  mistaken  about  the 
R.N.R.,  but  it  would  take  too  long  to  explain. 

Shilleiah. — As  there  is  no  market  for  the  silk  spun 
by  your  silkworms,  its  quality  does  not  much  matter. 
Mulberry  leaves  are  best,  if  you  can  get  them. 

G.  W.  Walker. — The  value  of  a  stamp  is  what  you  can 
get  for  it.  AU  values  are  fancy  values,  U'able  to 
change  at  any  moment.  We  cannot  price  the  long 
list  you  send ;  if  you  want  it  done  you  should  go  to  a 
dealer.  You  should  take  in  some  such  magazine  as 
the  "  Stamp  News,"  but  the  prices  of  stamps  are 
always  obtainable  from  a  dealer's  catalogue ;  Lincoln, 
Stanley  Gibbons,  Stafford  Smith,  and  other  firms 
advertising  in  our  monthly  wrapper  have  good  cata- 
logues. 

G.  Peat. — Go  to  the  best  bookseller  in  the  town.  He 
will  have  a  copy  of  Whitaker's  "  Reference  Cata- 
logue," and  that  will  tell  him  the  publisher  and  price 
of  all  the  books  you  want. 

F.  T.  Wells.— Read  the  "  Wire  and  the  Wave."  You 
get  particulars  as  to  examination  and  remuneration 
from  the  post-office.  To  prepare  yourself,  you  must 
go  to  a  "  school ; "  for  advertisements  of  different 
schools,  see  "  The  Electrician  "  or  some  such  paper. 
Your  best  start  is  at  a  science  class  under  the  South 
Kensington  organisation. 

R.  Johnstone. — The  price  of  "  Indoor  Games "  is  85. 
The  Canoe  articles  are  in  it.  No  boy  should  work 
76  hours  a  week  ;  it  is  cruelty.  By  all  means  join 
the  navy  if  you  can. 

Signals. — The  "  Commercial  Code  of  Signals  "  is  printed 
by  Eyre  and  Spottiswoode,  and  published  at  the 
*'  Shipping  and  Mercantile  Gazette"  Office  in  Grace- 
church  Street.  Any  nautical  bookseller  will  supply 
you  with  a  copy. 

Z.  Y.  Z. — The  "  paste  "  is  called  a  "  graph,"  and  we  have 
given  a  dozen  or  more  mixtiu-es.  See  back.  One  of 
the  best  mixtures  we  have  reprinted  in  Indoor 
Games." 

A.  H.  Moore. — The  "  white  grubs  "  on  the  oyster  shell 
are  caused  by  serpidie,  or  seaworms,  which  in'nabit 
tubes  of  carbonate  of  lime  secreted  by  themselves. 
In  the  Aquarium  you  v\-ill  see  the  sea  worm  protruding 
its  brilliant  scarlet  plumes  from  the  end  of  the  tube, 
but  you  are  hardly  likely  to  catch  it  in  view  on  the 
rocks.  The  name  of  the  commonest  species  on  the 
shells  is  serpula  contortuplicata. 

H.  J.  T. — To  ciu-e  yourself  of  stammering,  talk  leisurely, 
and  learn  a  foreign  language  if  you  can.  The  effort 
of  thought  required  to  speak  it  will  probably  stop  your 
stammering  in  both  languages. 

Cricket. — To  discover  if  a  magazine  is  in  existence, 
order  it  from  yoin*  newsveador.  The  only  lists  are 
those  in  the  press  guides,  such  as  Mitchell's,  Sell's, 
etc. 


Eggs  (G.  T.  S.).— The  plate  of  birds'  eggs  was  in  tlie 
second  volume,  long  since  out  of  print.  Some  day 
we  will  retiu-n  to  the  subject. 

E.  W.  A.— 1.  Look  at  the  Dominical  Letter  of  the  year  as 
given  in  prayer-books  and  almanacs.  AU  years  with 
the  same  letter  have  the  days  of  the  month  on  the 
same  days  of  the  week.  For  instance  :  the  letter  for 
1891  is  D,  and  January  1,  189],  is  on  a  Thursday ;  for 
1885  the  letter  was  D,  and  January  1,  1885,  was  on  a 
Thm-sday.  In  the  event  of  a  year "haring  two  letters, 
the  second  is  for  the  months  after  February.  We 
have  given  several  perpetual  calendars,  and  have  no 
room  for  another  at  present.  2.  A  son  can  be  a 
nominal  member  of  a  firm  at  any  age,  but  he  is  legally 
an  infant  until  he  is  21. 

Next  Issue.— That  is  the  reason  you  were  not  answered. 
We  are  constantly  telling  you  we  cannot  answer 
questions  in  our  next  issue,  for  the  very  good  reason 
that  *'  next  issue  "  has  begun  to  be  printed  about  a 
month  before  your  letter  is  received.  This  is  au 
illustrated  magazine,  and  not  a  newspaper ;  and  the 
routine  is  very  different.  Some  of  the  magazines  are 
two  months  in  the  press. 

A.  E.  Wabman. — You  cannot  make  non-alcoholic  wine 
from  grapes  to  keep  at  least  one  year,  no  matter  who 
says  so.   Make  sure  of  your  grapes,  and  eat  them. 

Hamish  Ceanmore.— 1.  It  was  a  sUp  of  the  bookbinders, 
evidently ;  but  the  loss  was  not  yours,  as  you  had 
twice  what  you  should  have  had.  Give  the  other 
picture  away  with  one  of  oiu-  prospectuses.  2.  The 
West  Indies  have  not  a  high  reputation  at  present 
for  the  would-be  colonist ;  and  under  no  circumstances 
woidd  we  advise  any  young  man  to  go  to  the  tropics 
when  there  are  so  much  better  prospects  in  temperate 
cUmes. 

H.  Sound. — "  Why  is  it  I  hear  the  sound  of  a  man 
hammering  only  when  his  hammer  is  in  the  air?" 
Exactly  ;  what  a  capital  illustration  for  a  science 
teacher  !  The  reason  you  hear  the  sound  when  the 
hammer  is  in  the  air  is  that  the  sound  has  travelled 
from  the  fence  to  you  in  just  the  same  fraction  of 
time  as  the  hammer  has  risen  from  the  fence  into  the 
air.  Sound  is  not  instantaneously  heard ;  it  takes 
an  appreciable  time  to  pass  from  point  to  point. 
Light  also  takes  time  to  travel,  but  is  very  much 
quicker  than  sound,  and,  for  all  practical  purposes,  is 
instantaneous.  The  rate  at  which  sound  travels  is, 
under  ordinary  conditions,  1,100  feet  in  a  second. 

L.  COPPOCK. — We  have  had  articles  on  making  canvas 
canoes,  and  the  articles  can  now  only  be  obtained  as 
reprinted  in  "  Indoor  Games." 

K.  H.  C. — The  readiest  means  of  identification  is  the  M 
on  the  shoulder-straps.  The  Eegidars  have  no  M  ;  and 
the  Volunteers  have  V.  Such  a  thing  as  a  black 
collar  is  imknown.  The  black  yon  mention  is  blue. 
All  royal  regiments  have  blue  "facings  ;  of  the  regi- 
ments not  royal,  the  English  have  white  facings,  the 
Scotch  yellow,  and  the  Irish  green. 

Tuibre  Poste.— Stamps  should  be  fixed  in  albums  by 
means  of  small  paper  hinges  made  of  the  waste  oii 
sheets  of  stamps.  There  is  then  no  difficulty  in 
removing  them.  Should  they  be  stuck  down  all 
over,  the  best  plan  is  to  place  the  sheet  containing 
them  between  two  layers  of  wet  blotting-paper. 

Plant. — It  is  quite  true  that  plants  absorb  carbonic 
acid,  but  an  excess  of  carbonic  acid  vnO.  kiU  them. 
If  you  want  to  get  oxygen  from  a  plant,  take  Pota- 
mogeton  as  your  specimen. 

R.  Falcon. — 1.  Under  consideration.  2.  The  stars 
appear  as  soon  as  the  diffused  simlight  has  faded 
sufficiently  for  them  to  be  seen.  Up  a  chimney  shaft 
the  stars  can  be  seen  at  noon.  Sometimes^  when 
very  bright,  Venus  has  been  visible  all  day.  It  is  for 
a  similar  reason  that  more  stars  are  visible  on  a 
moonless  night. 

R.  Ferzols. — Probably  the  black  marble  is  merdy 
polished  slate.  Anyhow,  try  if  you  cannot  clean  it 
with  Brookes'  Soap,  the  monkey  brand  so  freely 
advertised.  Strong  soap  and  water  with  soda  in  it 
wiU  clean  off  stains  from  some  chimney-pieces. 

Desideratum. — The  minor  scale  begins  three  notes 
lower  than  its  corresponding  major.  It  does  not  run 
up  in  the  same  way,  the  sixth  and  seventh  l>eiug 
raised  half  a  tone,  but  it  runs  down  in  the  same  way. 
Compare  C  major  and  its  corresponding  A  minor. 

A.  D.  B. — When  the  flowers  arrived  the  box  was 
crushed,  and  the  specimens  a  mass  of  pulp.  It  is 
best  to  dry  specimens  between  blotting-paper  before 
sending  them :  but  we  do  not  undertake  to  name 
them  for  our  readers,  and  we  never  under  any  cir- 
cumstances reply  by  post.  You  have  no  idea  of  what 
this  correspondence  means  :  j  ours  is  buc  a  single 
letter,  but  there  may  be  dozens  of  such  "single 
letters  "  by  one  post. 

F.  A.  C. — Buy  a  Student's  Number  of  "  The  Lancet," 
or  of  "  The  British  Medical  Journal."  or  apply  for  a 
prospectus  to  one  of  the  leading  London  hospitals, 
St.  Bartholomew's  ranks  the  highest :  then  there  are 
St.  Thomas's,  the  London,  Guy's,  the  Westminster, 
the  Middlesex,  Charing  Cross,  etc. 

0.  W.  Shoijjick — There  is  a  sixpenny  edition  of  "Tom 
Brown's  Schooldays"  pubhsheil  by  MacmiUan  &  Co., 
Bedford  Street,  Strand,  who  pub-lish  all  the  other 
editions.  The  work  is  neither  out  of  prist  nor  out  ot 
copyright. 
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THE  COCK  HOUSE  AT  EELLSGAHTH. 

A  PUBLIC   SCHOOL  STORY. 
By  Talbot  Baines  Reed, 

Author  of'My  Friend  Smith"  "Fifth  Form  at  St.  Dominic's,"  "Sir  Ludar,"  etc. 
CHAPTER  IV. — A  CLOSE  ELECTION. 

Tj^VEE  since  certain  well-meaning  governors,  two  years  ago,  hi  I 

succeeded  in  forcing  upon  FeUsgarth  the  adoption  of 
Modem  side,  the  school  had  been  rent  by  factions  whose  quarrel 


illiiif'' 


'  Let  us  in- cheats ! ' 


sometimes  bordered  on  civil  war.  When 
people  squabble  about  the  management  of 
a  school  outside,  the  boys  are  pretty  sure 
to  quarrel  and  take  sides  against  one 
another  inside. 

The  old  set,  consisting  mostly  of  the 
Classical  boys,  felt  very  sore  on  the  ques- 
tion. It  was  a  case  of  sentiment,  not 
argument.  If  boys,  said  they,  wanted  to 
learn  science  and  modern  languages,  let 
them ;  but  don't  let  them  come  fooling 
around  at  Fellsgarth  and  spoiling  the 
reputation  of  a  good  old  classical  school. 
There  were  plenty  of  schools  where  fellows 
could  be  brought  up  in  a  newfangled  way. 
Let  them  go  to  one  of  these,  and  leave 
Fellsgarth  in  peace  to  her  dead  authors. 

The  boys  who  used  such  argmnents,  it 
is  fair  to  say,  were  not  always  the  most 
profound  classical  scholars.  Most  of  them, 
like  D'Ai'cy  and  Wally  Wheatfield,  had  a 
painful  acquaintance  with  the  masterpieces 
of  old-world  literature  in  the  way  of  im- 
positions, but  there  their  interest  fre- 
quently ended.  The  upper  Classical  boys, 
however,  though  not  so  noisily  hostile, 
liad  their  own  strong  opinions  about  the 
new  departure ;  and  when  it  was  dis- 
covered that  the  new  Modern  side  had 
not  only  alienated  one  or  two  of  their  old 
comrades,  but,  so  far  from  being  apologetic, 
were  disposed  to  claim  equal  rights  with, 
and  in  certain  cases  superior  privileges  to, 
the  old  boys,  the  relations  became  strained 
all  round. 

As  it  happened,  the  Modern  set  con- 
sisted of  a  munber  of  moderate  athletes 
who  could  not  be  wholly  ignored  in  the 
school  sports,  and  had  no  intention  of 
being  ignored.  And  to  add  to  their  crimes 
they  mnnbered  among  them  a  good  number 
of  rich  boys  who  boasted  in  public  of  their 
wealth  with  a  freedom  which  was  particu- 
larly aggravating  to  the  Classical  seniors, 
who  were  for  the  most  part  boys  to  whose 
parents  money  was  an  important  con- 
sideration. 

As  has  been  said,  the  rivalry  had  been 
growing  acute  all  last  term,  and  but  for 
Yorke's  determined  indifference,  it  might 
long  ago  have  come  to  a  rupture.  Now, 
every  one  felt  that  at  any  moment  the 
peace  might  be  broken,  and  civil  war  break 
out  between  the  two  sides  at  Fellsgarth. 

The  school  clubs  offered  a  rare  oppor- 
tunity for  an  exhibition  of  party  feeling, 
for  they  were  the  common  groimd  on 
which  every  one  was  bound  to  meet  every 
one  else  on  level  terms. 

By  an  old  rule,  every  member  of  the 
house  clubs  was  a  member  of  the  school 
clubs,  and  had  the  privilege  of  electing 
the  committee  and  officers  for  the  year. 
It  was  this  business  which  brought  together 
the  crowd  that  flocked  mto  the  Hall  to- 
daj' ;  and  it  was  in  view  of  this  critical 
event  that  Mr.  D'Arcy  had  carefully 
shut  up  five  voters  of  the  other  side  in  his 
study  mitil  the  election  should  be  over. 

"  Whatever'ato  be  done  ?  "  asked  Ashbj', 
with  blank  coimtenance. 

"  Nobody  but  a  born  idiot  would  begin 
to  ask  riddles  just  now,"  I'etorted  D'Arcy 
surlily.  "  Shut  up ;  that's  what's  to  be 
done." 

"  I  expect  it  will  be  all  right,"  persisted 
the  dogged  Ashby,  venturing  on  a  further 
remark.  "  They  won't  let  him  in,  if  he's 
not  Wally;  or  if  they  do,  they'll  go  for 
him." 

"  I  hope  they  will.  Anyhow  we've  done 
our  best.  Stick  near  the  door.    We  may- 


be able  to  bundle  a  few  of  'em  out  before 
the  voting  comes  on.  Look  out,  Yorke's 
speaking.    Yell  as  hard  as  you  can." 

Whereupon  Ashby  lay  his  head  back 
and  yelled  until  D'Arcy  kicked  him  and 
told  him  it  was  time  to  shut  up. 

Yorke  was  moving  a  resolution  that  the 
captains,  vice-captains,  secretaries,  and 
treasurers  of  each  house  should  form  the 
school  sports  committee,  whose  business 
it  would  be  to  arrange  matches,  keep  the 
ground,  make  rules,  and  generally  or- 
ganise the  athletics  of  Fellsgarth.  He 
hoped  every  one  would  agree  to  this. 

Clapperton,  the  Modern  captain,  and 
head  of  Forder's  house,  rose  to  second  the 
motion. 

"Howl  away!"  said  D'Arcy,  nudging 
his  protege.  Whereupon  Ashby  held  on 
to  a  desk  and  howled  till  the  windows 
shook. 

"  That'll  do,"  shoiited  D'Arcy  in  his 
ear  after  a  moment  or  two,  and  Ashby, 
thankful  for  the  relief,  shut  off  steam  and 
awaited  his  next  orders. 

Clapperton  was  a  big,  smirking  fellow, 
rather  loudly  dressed,  with  a  persuasive 
voice  and  what  was  intended  to  be  a  con- 
descending manner.  Some  fellows  could 
never  make  out  why  Clapperton  did  not 
go  down  in  Fellsgarth.  He  tried  to  be 
civil,  he  was  lavish  with  his  pocket  money, 
and  always  disclaimed  any  desire  to 
quarrel  with  anybody.  And  yet  no  one 
cared  for  him,  while  of  course  the  out-and- 
out  champions  of  the  rival  side  hated 
him.  He  seconded  with  pleasure  the  motion 
of  "his  friend  Yorke" — ("Cheek!"  ex- 
claimed D'A"C7,  Krito  voce,  "  what  busi- 
ness has  he  to  call  our  captain  his  friend  ?  ") 
This  was  the  old  rule  at  Fellsgarth  and 
a  very  good  rule.  It  meant  hard  work, 
but  he  was  always  glad  to  do  what  he 
could  for  the  old  school.  (It  always  riled 
the  Classics  to  hear  a  Modern  talking 
about  the  "  old  school,"  and  their  backs 
went  up  at  this.)  He  had  been  on  this 
committee  two  years  now,  and  had  had 
the  pleasure  in  a  humble  way  of  helping 
the  clubs  through  one  or  two  of  their 
financial  difficulties,  and  he  should  be 
glad  to  serve  again.  He  seconded  the 
motion. 

It  was  a  trial  to  one  or  two  who  had 
listened  to  see  that  the  names  were  being 
put  to  the  vote  by  Yorke  en  bloc,  without 
giving  them  the  chance  of  voting  against 
anybody.  Never  mind,  their  chance  for 
that  would  come  I 

The  next  business  was  the  election  of 
captain  of  the  clubs  ;  and  of  course  Yorke 
was  chosen  by  acclamation.  No  one 
dared  oppose  him.  Even  "his  fi-iend 
Clapperton,"  who  had  the  pleasure  of  pro- 
posing him,  was  sure  every  one  would  be 
as  glad  as  he  would  to  see  "  his  fellow 
captain  "  (oh,  how  the  Classics  squirmed 
and  gromrd  Iheir  teeth  at  the  expression !) 
at  the  head  of  the  clubs. 

The  pent-up  feelings  of  D'Arcy  and 
those  of  his  way  of  thinking  found"  some 
relief  in  the  demonstration  which  accom- 
panied the  carrying  of  this  resolution.  It 
was  too  good  a  chance  to  be  lost,  and  for 
three  minutes  by  the  clock  the  Classics 
stood  on  their  feet  and  cheered  their 
champion,  glaring  defiantly  as  they  did 
so  at  the  Modems,  who  having  held  up 
their  hands  and  cheered  a  little,  relapsed 
into  silence  and  left  the  noise  in  the 
hands  of  the  other  side. 

Then  followed   the   election  of  vice- 


captain,  which  of  course  had  to  go  to 
Clapperton.  This  time  the  Moderns  had 
their  demonstration  amid  the  silence  of 
the  Classics,  who  thought  they  had  never 
in  their  lives  seen  feUows  make  such 
asses  of  themselves. 

It  was  twenty  minutes  past  the  hour, 
and  D'Arcy  and  Ashby  were  both  getting 
uncomfortable  and  impatient.  What  did 
these  Modern  idiots  want  to  waste  the 
time  of  everybody  by  standing  there  and 
bellowing  ?    It  was  scandalous. 

"  Shut  up— go  on  to  the  next  vote," 
they  cried,  but  in  vain.  The  Moderns 
were  going  to  have  their  full  share,  if  not 
a  little  more,  of  the  row,  and  to  stop  them 
before  their  time  was  hopeless. 

"  Disgusting  exhibition,  isn't  it  ?  "  said 
D'Arcy  ;  "  never  mind.  HuUo,  I  say, 
there's  some  one  at  the  door.  It's  tliose 
chaps ! " 

No,  it  was  only  Fisher  ii,  who,  having 
waited  meekly  all  this  time  outside  the 
deserted  gymnasium,  now  ventured,  like 
a  degenerate  Casabianca,  to  desert  his 
post  and  coure  and  see  what  was  going 
forward  in  the  Hall. 

As  he  tried  to  enter,  a  Modern  boy, 
seeing  by  his  ribbon  that  he  was  on  the 
wrong  side,  put  his  foot  against  the  door 
and  tried  to  turn  him  back.  But  his  little 
plot  dismally  failed.  For  D'Arcy  and 
Ashby,  shocked  and  horrified  witnesses  of 
this  scandalous  act  of  corruption,  came  to 
the  rescue  with  a  hubbub  which  even 
made  itself  heard  above  the  shouting. 

"  Let  him  in  ! — howling  cheat ! — he's 
trying  to  shut  out  one  of  our  side  !  Ya — 
boo  !  That's  the  way  you  elect  your  men, 
is  it  ?  Come  in.  Fisher  ii.  Let  him  in, 
do  you  hear  ?  AU  right ;  c©me  on  you 
fellows  and  kick  this  Modern  chap  out  for  a 
wretched  sneak — (that'll  be  seven  off  their 
side,  counting  Wlieatfield  ;  and  one  more 
to  us — bully  !).  Yah,  cheats !  turn  'em 
out  I  " 

Amid  such  cries  of  virtuous  indignation. 
Fisher  ii  was  hauled  in,  and  his  obstruc- 
tor, by  the  same  coup  de  main,  excluded. 
Fisher  ii  might  have  had  his  head  turned 
by  this  triumphal  entry,  had  he  not  recog- 
nised in  the  ejected  Modern  boy  the 
gentleman  to  whom  he  had  lent  his  half- 
crown  on  the  previous  evening.  Any  re- 
minder of  yesterday's  misfortunes  was 
depressing  to  him,  and  his  joy  at  finding 
himself  on  the  right  side  of  the  door  now 
was  decidedly  damped  by  the  knowledge 
that  his  half-crown  was  on  the  wrong. 
However,  there  was  no  tune  for  explana- 
tions, as  the  shoutuig  had  ceased,  and  an 
evidently  important  event  was  about  to 
take  place.  This  was  the  appointment  of 
treasm-er,  for  whom  each  of  the  rival  sides 
had  a  candidate  ;  that  of  the  Classics  being 
Fisher  i,  and  that  of  the  Moderns  Brink- 
man  of  Forder's  house,  a  particular  enemy 
of  the  other  side,  and  repiited  to  be  rich 
and  no  gentleman. 

Both  candidates  were  briefly  proposed 
and  seconded  by  boys  of  their  own  side, 
and  both  having  declared  their  intention 
of  going  to  the  vote,  a  show  of  hands  was 
demaaded. 

The  excitement  of  our  young  fi-iends 
at  the  end  of  the  hall  while  this  tedious 
operation  was  in  progress  may  well  be 
imagined.  The  captam  had  sternly  or- 
dained silence  dm-ing  the  voting ;  so  that 
all  they  could  do  was  to  hold  up  their 
hands  to  the  very  top  of  their  reach,  and 
keep  a  wild  look-out  that  they  were  bemg 


counted,  and  that  none  of  the  enemy  was 
in  any  way,  moral  or  physical,  eircmn- 
venting  them.  As  for  Fisher  ii,  he 
simply  trembled  with  excitement  as  he 
cast  his  eyes  round  and  calculated  his 
brother's  chances.  He  could  not  compre- 
hend how  any  one  could  dare  not  to  vote 
for  Fisher  I ;  and  absorbed  in  that  wonder 
he  continued  to  hold  up  his  hand  long 
after  the  two  tellers  had  agreed  their 
hgure,  and  the  captain  had  ordered 
"  hands  down." 

"Fisher  r,  one  hundred  and  twenty- 
seven  votes ;  now,  hands  up  for  Brink- 
man." 

"  Whew  !  "  said  D'Arcy.  fanning  him- 
self with  his  handkerchief ;  "  it'll  be  a 
close  shave.    I  say,  we'd  better  lean  up 
hard  against  the  door.    It'll  keep  out  the  ' 
draughts."  ! 

"They've  got  it,  I'm  afraid,"'  said 
Ashby,  looking  round  at  the  forest  of 
hands;  "  we  hadn't  as  many  as  that." 

"  I  say,  that  cad  Brinkman  is  voting  for 
himself,"  said  some  one. 

"  What  a  shame  !    My  brother  didn't. 
He's  too  honourable,"  said  Fisher  ii. 

"Hullo!  'How  now' — you  there?"  ! 
cried  WaUy. 

Whereupon,  amid  great  laughter,  Fisher 
II  retired  modestly  behind  the  rest. 

The  counting  seemed  interminable,  and 
every  moment,  to  the  gxiilty  ears  of  Ashby, 
there  seemed  to  be  a  sound  of  footsteps 
without.  At  last,  however,  the  cry, 
"hands  down,"  came  once  more,  and  you 
might  have  heard  a  pin  drop.  ! 

"  Fisher  i,  one  hundred  and  twenty- 
seven  votes  ;  Brinkman,  one  hundred  and 
twenty-two.    Fisher  is  elected." 

Amid  the  terrific  Classic  cheers  which 
greeted  this  announcement,  D'Arcy  and 
Ashby  exchanged  glances. 

Those  five  voters,  waiting  patiently  in 
Wally's  room  for  the  clock  to  strike  the 
half-hour,  would  have  turned  the  scale  ! 

Ashby  wished  the  majority  had  been 
greater  or  less.  But  he  tried  to  be  jubi- 
lant, and  in  response  to  D'Arcy's  thumps 
en  the  back  yelled  ^nd  roared  till  he  was 
black  in  the  face. 

As  he  did  so,  he  caught  sight  through 
the  window  of  a  small  procession  of  five 
or  six  boys  emerging  from  the  door  of 
Wakefield's  house  and  starting  at  a  trot 
in  the  direction  of  Hall. 

"I  say,"  shouted  he  in  D'Arcy's  ear, 
"  here  they  come  !  " 

D'Arcy  abruptly  ceased  shouting  and 
descended  from  his  form. 

"  Come  and  squash  up  near  the  front," 
said  he,  hm-riedly ;  "  more  room,  you 
know,  up  there." 

"  Hoo,  hoo  !  nearly  Ueked  that  time," 
shouted  a  Modern  youth  near  the  door 
as  they  moved  forward.  "Served  you 
right ! " 

"  Never  mind,  we'll  take  it  out  of  you,  ' 
next  vote,"  retorted  D'Arcy.  "  Come  on, 
kid;  squash  up."  Then  a  happy  thought 
struck  him.  The  boys  immediately  near 
the  door  were  mostly  Moderns.  What  a 
fine  bit  of  electioneering,  if  he  could  get 
them  to  shut  out  their  own  men  !  So  he 
shouted,  "  Look  out,  our  side  !  Mind  they 
don't  keep  out  any  of  our  chaps.  Just  the 
sort  of  dodge  they'd  be  up  to." 

Whereupon  the  Moderns  set  their  backs 
determinedly  against  the  door  and 
wagged  their  heads  at  one  another,  and 
were  obliged  to  D'Arcy  for  the  tip. 

"  That'll  do  for  'em,"  said  that  delighted 


schemer  ;  "  they  won't  let  'em  in,  you  bet. 
Look  out — they're  going  to  vote  for 
secretary  now." 

The  Clas3ical  side  candidate  for  this 
important  office  was  Ranger,  almost  as 
great  an  idol  in  his  house  as  the  captain 
himself.  His  Modern  opponent  was 
Dangle,  a  clever  senior,  reputed  to  be 
Clapperton's  toady  and  man-of-all-work. 
It  was  felt  that  if  he  were  secretary, 
there  would  be  a  strong  Modern  bias  given 
to  the  clubs,  which  in  the  opinion  of  the 
Classic  partisans  would  be  disastrous. 

The  show  of  hands  had  been  taken  for 
Ranger,  and  evei-y  one  was  silent  to  hear 
the  figures,  when  a  hideoiis  clamour  arose 
at  the  door,  with  shouts  of 

"  Open  the  door,  let  us  in.  Cheats ! 
Fair  play  !  " 

To  D'Arcy's  satisfaction,  as  from  the 
safe  shelter  of  a  front  place  he  peered 
down  that  way,  the  Moderns  held  their 
post  at  the  door  and  refused  to  let  it  open. 
For  a  minute  it  looked  as  if  they  would 
succeed ;  when  suddenly  the  irate  W^ally 
appeared  on  the  scene,  followed  by 
Fisher  ii,  and  shouting  "  Cheats  !  Cads  ! 
Let  our  fellows  in!"  went  for  the 
obstructionists. 

"  Stupid  ass,"  growled  D'Arcy.  "It's 
all  up  now.  Why  couldn't  he  have  let 
them  be  ?  " 

A  short  and  sharp  melee  folloM'ed.  The 
Classics  were  reinforced  rapidly,  and  the 
Moderns,  seeing  their  plot  detected  and 
fearing  the  intervention  of  the  seniors, 
sullenly  raised  the  blockade,  and  allowed 
the  door  to  open. 

Whereat  in  tumbled  Pe'-cv  Wheatfield 
with  five  young  Moderns  ai.  his  hosls — the 
very  five  who  had  been  waiting  for 
the  clock  to  strike  in  Wally's  study. 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  keeping  us 
out  ?  "  demanded  Percy  of  his  brother, 
who  chanced  to  be  the  first  person  he  en- 
countered. 

"  What  are  J'ou  talking  about  ?  "  re- 
torted Wally,  extremely  chagrined  to 
discover  who  it  was  he  had  been  helping. 
"  We  were  the  chaps  who  let  you  in  !  It 
was  your  own  cads  who  were  keeping  j-ou 
out.    Ask  them." 

"  We  thought  you  were  Classics,"  said 
one  of  the  offenders,  letting  the  cat  out  of 
the  bag. 

"  Oh,  you  beauty  !  Wait  till  I  get  some 
of  you  outside,"  bellowed  the  outraged 
Percy.  | 

"  Order !  Shut  up,  you  kids  down 
there  !  "  was  the  cry  from  the  front. 

"  Shut  up,  you  kids  down  there  ! " 
echoed  D'Arcy  and  Ashby  on  their  own 
account. 

"  Ranger  one  hundred  and  twenty- 
three.  Hands  up  for  Dangle  ;  and  if  the 
yoimgsters  down  there  don't  make  less 
noise,  I'll  adjourn  the  meeting,"  said  the 
captain.  This  awful  threat  secured 
silence  while  the  counting  proceeded. 
D'Arcy's  face  grew  longer  and  longer, 
and  WaUy  at  the  back  began  to  breathe 
vengeance  on  the  world  at  large. 

"  Hands  down." 

The  captain  turned  and  said  something 
to  Clapperton ;  and  Fisher  i,  who  over- 
heard what  was  said,  looked  very  glum. 
Every  one  knew  what  was  coming. 

"  Ranger  one  hmidred  and  twenty- 
three  votes.  Dangle  one  himdred  and 
twenty-four.    Dangle  is  '' 

The  shouts  of  the  Moderns  drowned 
the  last  words,  and  the  captain  had  to 


wait  a  minixte  before  he  could  finish  what 
he  had  to  say. 

'■  The  votes  are  very  close,"  said  he. 
"  If  any  one  would  like,  we  can  count 
again." 

"  No,  no  !  "  cried  Ranger.  "  It's  all 
right.    I  don't  dispute  it." 

"  That  concludes  the  elections,"  said 
the  captain. 

And  amid  loud  cheers  and  counter- 
cheers  the  meeting  dispersed. 

The  prefects  of  Wakefield's  house  met 
that  evening  in  Yorke's  study  to  talk 
over  the  events  of  the  afternoon. 

The  captain  was  the  only  person  pre- 
sent who  appeared  to  regard  the  result  of 
the  elections  with  equanimity. 

"  After  aU,"  said  he,  "  though  I'm 
awfully  sorry  about  old  Ranger,  it  seems 
fairer  to  have  the  officers  evenly  divided. 
Tliere's  much  less  chance  of  a  row  than 
if  we  were  three  to  their  one." 

"  That's  all  very  well,"  said  Fisher., 
whose  pleasure  in  his  own  election  had 
been  completely  spoiled  by  the  defeat  of 
his  friend,  "  if  we  could  count  on  fair 
play.  You  know  Dangle  as  well  as  I  do. 
I'd  sooner  resign  myself  than  have  hiirt 
secretary." 

"  What  rot  !  "  said  Ranger.  "  You'd 
probably  only  give  them  another  man. 
No,  we  shall  have  to  see  we  get  fail 
play." 

"  And  give  it,  too,"  said  the  captain. 

"  They  simply  packed  the  meeting,'' 
said  Dalton,  "  and  fetched  up  five  junior.s 
at  the  very  end  who  turned  the  scale. 
If  our  fellows  had  done  the  same,  we- 
sliould  have  been  all  right." 

"  I  don't  see  the  use  of  growling  now 
it's  all  over,"  said  Yorke ;  "the  gi-eat 
thing  is  to  see  we  get  the  best  men  intO' 
the  elevens,  and  that  they  play  up." 

"  We  hardly  need  go  outside  Wake- 
field's for  that,"  said  Fisher  i ;  "  they've' 
not  a  man  worth  his  salt  in  a  football 
scrimmage." 

"  Look  out  that  they  haven't  more- 
than  we  have,  that's  all,"  said  the 
captain,  gloomily.  "  I  tell  you  what,  yon 
fellows,"  added  he,  with  a  touch  of  temper 
in  his  voice,  "  if  our  house  is  to  be  Cock 
House  at  Fellsgarth,  we  can't  afford  to 
make  fools  of  ourselves.  The  school's  a 
jolly  sight  more  important  than  any  one 
house,  and  as  long  as  I'm  captain  of  the 
school  clubs  I  don't  intend  to  inquire- 
what  house  a  man  belongs  to  so  long  as 
he  can  play.  We  can  keep  all  our 
jealousy  for  the  house  club  if  you  like  ;■ 
but  if  it's  to  be  carried  into  the  school 
sports  we  may  as  well  dissolve  the  clubs- 
and  scratch  all  our  matches  at  once." 

"  I  wonder  if  Clapperton  is  giving  vent 
to  the  same  patriotic  sentiments  to  his 
admirers,"  said  Ridgeway,  laughing. 
"  Fancy  him,  and  Dangle,  and  Brinkman- 
conspiring  together  for  the  glory  of  the 
school." 

"  Why  not  ?  "  said  the  captain,  testily. 
"  Why  won't  you  give  anybody  credit  for 
being  decent  outside  Wakefield's  '?  " 

"  I'm  afraid  old  Yorke  hardly  gives 
any  one  credit  for  being  decent  in  it.  For 
pity's  sake  don't  lecture  any  more  to- 
night, old  man,"  said  Dalton.  "  I'll  agree 
to  anything  rather  than  that." 

"  There's  just  one  more  thing,"  said 
Yorke,  "  which  you  may  take  as  lecture 
or  not  as  you  like.  Clapperton  said  some- 
thing about  helping  out  the  clubs  with 
money.    Fisher  i,  you  are  the  treasurer; 
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don't  have  any  of  that.  Don't  take  more 
than  the  regular  subscription  from  any- 
body, and  don't  take  less.  If  there's  a 
deficit  let's  all  stvunp  up  alike.  We  don't 
want  anybody's  charity." 

This  sentiment  was  generally  applauded, 
and  restored  the  captain  in  the  good 
opinion  of  every  one  present.  After  all, 
old  Yorke's  bark  was  always  worse  than 
his  bite.  He  wasn't  going  to  be  put  upon 
by  the  other  side,  however  much  he 
seemed  to  stick  up  for  them. 

Eanger  waited  a  few  minutes  after  the 
others  had  gone. 

"  Look  here,  Ranger,"  said  the  cap- 
tain, "  you  must  back  me  up  in  this. 


You  can  afford  to  do  it,  because  you've 
been  beaten.  I  only  wish  you  were  [in 
my  place.  I  know  you  hate  those  fellows, 
and  are  cut  up  to  have  lost  the  secretary- 
ship." 

"  I'm  not  going  to  break  my  heart 
about  that,"  said  Eanger. 

"  Of  course  not.  You're  going  to  do 
what  will  be  a  lot  more  useful.  You're 
going  to  work  as  hard  for  the  school  as  if 
you  were  secretary  and  captain  in  one  ; 
and  you're  going  to  back  me  up  in  keep- 
ing the  peace,  aren't  you  ?  " 

Would  you,  if  you  were  in  my 
shoes?  "  said  Ranger. 

"  I  might  find  it  hard,  but  I  almost 


think  I  should  try.    And  if  I  had  your 
good  temper,  I  should  succeed  too." 
Ranger  laughed. 

"  I  didn't  think  you  went  in  for  flattery, 
Yorke.  Anyhow,  I  believe  you  are  right. 
I'U  be  as  affectionate  as  I  can  to  those 
Modern  chaps.    Ugh  !  good-night." 

After  the  day's  excitement  Fellsgarth 
went  to  bed  early.  But  no- one  dreamed, 
least  of  all  the  heroes  of  the  exploit  them- 
selves, how  miich  was  to  depend  during 
the  coming  months  on  those  five  small 
voters  who  had  waited  patiently  in  WaUy 
Wheatfield's  study  that  afternoon  to  hear 
the  clock  strike  5.30. 

( To  le  continued.) 


WE  could  see  the  snowfall  had  been 
heavy  all  over  the  country,  but  on 
the  high  road  it  had  been  tramped  down 
and  the  hard  fi-ost  had  made  the  snow 
underfoot  fairly  firm,  so  that  mider  the 
circumstances  walking  was  not  so  dif- 
ficult as  might  have  been  expected. 
About  Kildary  we  heard  the  coach  for  the 
north  coming  behind  us,  so  we  slipped 
into  a  fir  plantation  lest  our  appearance 
might  call  for  comment,  and  from  behind 
some  whin  bushes  we  saw  it  go  by  at  a 
good  pace,  the  passengers  cosily  packed 
together  and  protected  from  the  severity 
of  the  weather  by  plenty  of  wraps  and  rugs. 

How  we  envied  their  comfortable  posi- 
tion, as  they  bowled  along  to  the  merry 
music  of  the  horses'  hoofs  and  the  ring- 
ing blasts  of  the  horn  echoing  and  re-echo- 
ing from  the  woods  and  hills  ! 

So  we  dragged  on  oxir  weary  way  for  a 
few  hours  longer,  and  varied  its  monotony 
by  occasionally  getting  behind  the  stone 
dykes  that  took  the  place  of  hedges  in 
that  part  of  the  country,  whenever  we 
caught  sight  of  the  appf(5acn~of  a  gig  or  a 
cart — and  for  these  we  kept  a  good  look- 
out. But  between  Nigg  and  Fearn  we 
fairly  broke  down. 

All  our  bright  visions  of  comfort  and 
Higliland  hospitality  had  vanished,  and  if 
at  that  moment  we  could  have  gone  in  to 
tea  at  despised  Monkton  Academy,  we 
should  have  considered  ourselves  as  happy 
as  kings.  But  we  had  made  our  bed,  a 
very  hard  and  imcomfortable  one  we 
found — and  so,  on  it  we  must  lie. 

A  farm-steading  stood  close  to  the  road, 
and  we  halted  and  reconnoitred.  All  was 
quiet,  and  darkness  was  falling  around. 

A  large  haystack  with  a  canvas  cover- 
ing was  very  tempting.  An  open  barn- 
door was  more  so;  but  then,  we  were 
afraid  to  get  indoors,  for  we  might  be 
trapped  like  mice,  and  there  was  still 
sufficient  spirit  left  in  our  breasts  to 
induce  us  to  go  on  with  what  we  had 
begun. 

So  we  decided  on  the  haystack. 

We  climbed  one  of  the  poles  that 
propped  the  stack,  crept  under  the  canvas, 
and  burrowing  deep  into  the  soft  warm 
hay  were  soon  fast  asleep.  i 

We  slept  for  a  long  time  as  soundly  as 


ACROSS    THE  SNOW. 

By  Wm.  C.  Sutherland,  m.a., 

hor  of  "  A  Highland  Hero,"  "  The  Golden  Eagle's  Egg," 
CHAPTER  III. 

if  we  had  been  in  our  proper  beds,  for  we 
were  terribly  tired  after  our  unaccustomed 
efforts.  I  was  the  first  to  wake  up,  and 
for  a  time  was  at  a  loss  to  know  where  I 
was  and  what  had  happened.  Then  I 
roused  Fraser,  who  went  through  a  series 
of  contortions  and  yawns  before  he  could 
be  brought  to  understand  that  we  must  be 
up  and  off. 

Silence  reigned  everywhere  over  the  great 
snow-mantle  ;  the  moon  was  weU  in  the 
west,  a  sign  that  dawn  was  not  far  off. 

In  spite  of  our  long  rest,  our  limbs 
ached  badly,  for  our  muscles  were  not 
accustomed  to  the  strain  we  had  put  upon 
them,  and,  in  addition,  we  felt  the  pangs 
of  hunger  keenly. 

Of  the  small  stock  of  money  left,  two 
shillings  were  needed  for  crossing  the 
Ferry  Mor,  which  would  shorten  our 
journey  by  many  miles,  so  that  we  had 
but  a  few  pence  to  spend  on  provisions. 
We  decided  to  push  on  through  Tain  for 
the  ferry  and  cross  it  at  all  hazards  before 
the  coach  from  the  south  could  overtake 
us,  because  all  danger  of  pm-suit  lay  in 
that  direction. 

We  scrambled  down  frh«  stack,  to  find 
that  a  fresh  fall  of  snow  during  the  night 
had  obliterated  all  traces  of  our  foot- 
marks ;  and  then  we  crept  quietly  out  of 
the  stack-yard  on  to  the  road  that  led  to 
the  Ferry.  It  was  with  difficulty  at  first 
that  we  picked  our  way ;  but,  by-and-by, 
as  we  got  warmer  and  the  stiffness  of  our 
limbs  wore  off,  we  began  to  make  good 
progress,  and  although  we  felt  the  want  of 
food  sorely,  yet  we  were  buoyed  up  by 
the  certamty  of  obtaining  some  in  Tain, 
and  of  getting  across  the  Ferry  before 
there  was  any  possibility  of  being  over- 
taken. 

We  got  into  Tain  as  the  shops  were 
being  opened,  and  there  we  purchased 
some  biscuits  and  cheese,  which  we  ate 
ravenously.  As  few  people  were  about, 
and  -  as  we  took  good  care  to  skirt  the 
town  after  ovu-  piurchase,  we  trudged  in 
the  direction  of  Edderton  with  more  con- 
fidence. 

Now  the  hills  overshadowing  Casaich 
burst  on  om*  view,  and  with  every  token 
of  dehght  I  pointed  out  to  Fraser  the 
place  for  which  we  were  making. 


etc. 


The  sky  was  becoming  overcast — rather 
an  unusual  thing  so  early  in  the  day — and 
the  wind  Irom  the  sea  was  freshening. 
There  was,  in  fact,  every  prospect  of  a 
snowstorm.  The  miles  seemed  terribly 
long  to  us ;  every  step  pained  us ;  our 
feet  were  quite  wet  with  the  melting 
snow,  whUe  our  faces  and  hands  were 
painful  from  exposure  to  the  frost. 

Nothing  but  the  distant  hills  kept  up 
our  spirits. 

Presently  I  began  to  limp,  owing  to  a 
blistered  heel.  Locomotion,  therefore, 
was  slow  and  tedious. 

The  Ferry  Mor  was  still  two  miles  off, 
and  in  our  present  condition  and  the 
state  of  the  roads,  that  distance  would 
cost  as  much  exertion  as  five  miles  on 
good  ground. 

A  little  way  to  the  left  of  the  road  and 
on  shghtly  rising  ground  stood  a  thatched 
cottage,  and  at  the  door  a  i-ound-faced 
motherly-looking  woman  scanned  us  as 
we  passed  slowly.  On  the  spur  of  the 
moment  I  stopped  and  asked  her  for 
something  to  eat. 

In  a  few  words  I  explained  to  her  that 
we  expected  to  be  home  in  a  few  hom-s. 
that  we  were  short  of  money,  and  conse- 
quently had  to  stint  ourselves  Oi  "^od. 

As  to  where  we  came  from,  t  nd  why 
we  were  thus  tramping  home,  I  did  not 
care  to  explain,  and  I  could  see,  easily 
enough,  that  the  short  explanation  I 
vouchsafed  failed  to  satisfy  her  inquisi- 
tiveness.  But  our  wretched  condition — 
the  appealing  look  in  our  eyes — touched 
her  womanly  heart,  for  in  a  cheerftil 
bustling  way  she  repUed :  "  Come  away 
ben,  then,  laddies.  If  ye'U  just  take 
what  we  hev  oorselves  ye're  welcome." 

So  we  entered  her  cottage  gladly.  The 
bright  peat  fire,  the  simple  meal  of  por- 
ridge and  milk,  the  rest,  the  kindly  words 
of  welcome,  and  even  the  gentle  advice  to 
be  "  good  lads,"  and  "  hev  nothing  on  oui- 
conscience  " — built  us  up  physically  and 
mentally,  till  we  felt  as  grateful  and  as 
refreshed  as  the  traveller  who  rests  imder 
"  the  shadow  of  a  great  rock  in  a  weary 
land." 

But  time  was  pressing,  and  reluctantly 
enough  we  had  to  take  leave  of  our  kind 
hostess,  who  insisted  on  our  taking  with 


lis  some  of  her  bannocks  of  barley  bread. 
She  had  boys  of  her  own,  she  said,  and 
she  hoped  that,  if  they  ever  required  help 
from  strangers,  they  too  would  get  it. 

Wild  gusts  were  blowing  in  from  the 
Firth  and  were  driving  the  snow  in  our 
faces,  Foot  by  foot  we  fought  our  way 
against  the  storm,  till  at  last  we  reached 
the  Ferry. 

The  ferryman  at  first  was  averse  to 
crossing.  It  was  too  rough,  he  said ;  why 
not  wait  for  the  coach  and  avoid  a  risky 
and  unpleasant"  voyage,  for  the  FLrth  was 
about  five  miles  broad  ?  "We  hadn't  the 
money,  we  pleaded,  and  we  begged  him 
to  aid  us,  because  it  would  be  a  serious 
matter  for  us  to  be  storm-stayed,  whereas 
if  he  took  us  across  we  should  be  at  home 
by  nightfall. 

Finally,  with  the  help  of  his  boy — "  the 
pilot's  boy  " — he  got  the  ferry-boat  out 
and  we  started  on  a  long  tack  down  the 
Firth.  He  grimly  expressed  a  hope  that 
we  were  good  sailors,  otherwise  we  were 
"  sure  to  get  a  good  shaking-up." 

The  waves  were  curling  in  from  the 
east  in  great  roUers  that  threatened  ever 
and  anon  to  tumble  in  over  our  bows  and 
swamp  us,  while  the  snow  driven  by  the 
blast  beat  upon  our  faces  and  almost 
blinded  us. 

We  were  well  out  in  the  Firth  when 
we  caught  sight  of  the  coach  struggling 
towards  the  Ferry.  It  was  in  one  of  the 
lulls  of  the  snow-storm  that  we  got  a 
glimpse  of  a  man  on  the  beach  waving 
his  arms  and  gesticulating  as  if  he  wished 
us  to  return.  But  our  canny  boatman 
shook  his  head  as  if  signifjdng  that  he 
was  not  going  back  now  after  getting  so 
far  with  so  much  risk.  Overcome  by  the 
cold  I  sUd  down  to  the  bottom  of  the  boat 
and  was  quite  imconscious  during  the  rest 
of  the  journey. 

The  first  words  I  heard  w^hen  coming 
to  were,  "Now  you'll  be  petter,  surely," 
and  I  foimd  the  bra-svny  Charon  chafing 
my  hands  and  temples.  Fraser  and  I 
were  both  lying  under  the  lee  of  a  shed 
on  the  shore,  while  the  kindly  ferryman 
was  doing  his  best  to  bring  us  round. 
Soon  we  managed  to  stagger  to  our  feet, 
but  so  dazed  were  we  that  all  ideas  of 
flight  vanished,  and  our  only  thought  was 


to  remain  near  this  big  cheery  fellow, 
whose  very  presence  was  a  source  of  com- 
fort to  us. 

Looking  back  at  the  angry  sea  we  had 
just  crossed,  our  attention  was  directed 
to  a  small  boat  that  was  attempting  the 
passage.  She  carried  just  a  little  bit  of 
canvas,  and  her  only  passenger  was  the 
helmsman,  who  handled  his  little  craft 
with  consummate  skill.  Our  boatman 
was  lost  in  admiration  of  the  pluck  and 
seamanship  displayed  by  this  imknown 
mariner.  Now  lost  iia  the  trough  of  the 
sea,  now  cutting  the  tops  of  the  billows ; 
at  one  time  beating  up  against  the  wind, 
at  another  running  before  it,  but  ever 
drawing  nearer  and  nearer,  came]the  boat. 

Fraser  and  I  watched  it  in  a  stupefied 
kind  of  way — dimly  conscious  that  it  was 
coming  in  quest  of  us. 

As  the  stranger  came  near  us  on  his 
last  tack,  the  siu-f  broke  clean  over  the 
boat,  tlnreatening  every  moment  to  swamp 
it,  but  he  headed  it  for  the  landing-place 
and  drove  it  flymg  up  the  beach,  where  it 
remained  firrrdy  embedded  Ln  the  sand. 
Moved  by  some  sudden  sympathetic  im- 
pulse we  aU  ran  to  meet  the  bronzed  and 
bearded  man  who  sprang  out  of  the  boat, 
when  to  my  consternation  he  clasped  me 
in  his  arms,  exclaiming  in  tremulous 
tones,  "  My  boy !  my  boy !  " 

I  have  a  vague  recollection  of  hearing 
the  words  "  father  "  and  "  son ;  "  the  rest 
is  all  a  blaiik. 

After  a  time  I  became  conscious  of 
lying  in  a  warm  bed  in  a  room  with  dark 
rafters  overhead  on  which  the  shadows 
cast  by  a  large  wood  fire  flickered  to  and 
fi'o.  Fraser,  sleeping  soimdly,  was  by 
my  side.  By  the  fire  sat  he  who  had 
crossed  the  ferry  in  pursuit  of  us.  I  knew 
him  now.  The  face  tanned  by  years  of 
exposure  to  sun  and  storm  was  the  face 
of  the  father  I  had  long  mourned  for  as 
lost.  The  massive  forelaead,  the  brown 
eyes,  the  iron-grey  masses  of  hair,  were 
all  familiar.  Why,  it  seemed  but  yester- 
day since  the  Scottish  Star  had  sailed  ! 

And  whilst  I  watched  him  dreamily  I 
slid  away  again  into  slumber  calm  and 
deep.  It  was  evening  when  I  awoke. 
Fraser  was  up  and  dressed,  and  I  lost  no 
I  time   in  following   his   example.  My 


father,  with  a  glad  light  in  his  eyes,  gaily 
reproved  his  truant  son,  but  deferred  all 
explanations  for  the  present. 

It  was  a  merry  party  that  sat  down  to 
tea  in  the  hospitable  farmhouse  of  my 
father's  old  friend,  Mr.  Maekinnon,  whose 
fertile  acres  bordered  the  firth.  When 
we  were  ready  to  start,  Mr.  Maekinnon 
brought  round  his  trap,  in  which  he  had 
yoked  his  favourite  horse  in  honour  of  the 
occasion.  He  took  the  reins  himself  and 
invited  us  three  to  jump  in. 

The  farmer's  famUy  gathered  round  to 
see  us  start,  and  after  wishing  us,  one  and 
all,  "  bliadlma  mhath  tu-  "  (a  Happy  New 
Year),  gave  such  a  hearty  cheer  that  the 
horse  waited  for  no  signal  to  start,  but 
set  off  at  his  best  pace  as  if  Jie  were  aware 
of  the  importance  of  the  occasion. 

The  moon  and  stars  were  overhead, 
and  the  snow  beneath,  and  as  we  flew 
along  through  the  dark  pine-wood  my 
father  entertained  us  with  the  story  of 
his  shipwreck. 

He  had  been  wrecked  on  one  of  the 
islands  of  the  Solomon  Group,  where 
many  weary  months  passed  before  lie 
was  brought  off,  and  many  more  before- 
he  reached  Dimdee.  Here  he  heard  first 
[  of  his  wife  and  son,  where  they  respec- 
tively were,  and  so  set  out  immediately 
for  the  north  via  Inverness.  He  called 
at  Monkton  ten  hours  after  we  had  fool- 
ishly run  away.  Foolishly,  I  say  ;  for  we 
were  in  the  wrong  to  have  acted  as  we 
did,  and  were  justly  pixnished  by  the  pri- 
vations and  misery  we  passed  .through. 

In  hot  haste  he  set  out  for  Inverness, 
but  got  no  word  of  .the  rimaways  till  he 
reached  Invergorden,  when  he  had  ho 
difficulty  in  keeping  on  oiir  track. 

But  it  was  all  over  now.  Need  I  de- 
scribe the  joyful  reunion  that  took  place 
at  Casaich  '?  Even  my  uncle  was  in  some 
degree  affected ;  as  for  the  villagers,  they 
turned  out  with  pipes  and  di-iuns,  and 
such  a  jolly  "  old  new  year  "  (to  be  shghtly 
confusing)  was  never  spent  at  Casaich. 

Fraser  is  now  a  grave,  steady  fellow  in 
command  of  a  fine  East  Indiaman,  and 
he  never  fails,  in  the  long  letters  I  occa- 
sionally receive  from  him,  to  allude  to  the 
bygone  days  of  our  rim  Across  the  Snow._ 
(the  end.) 
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George  Freeborn  to  Dennis  Delamere,  Esq. 

Eos  Island  :    Christmas,  1828. 

HONOURED  Sir, — I  have  not  forgotten 
your  kind  injunction  to  me  to  write 
to  you  often,  and  since,  with  the  exception 
of  you  and  your  family,  and  these  simple 
and  affectionate  people  among  whom  my 
lot  is  now  cast,  I  have  scarcely  a  friend  in 
the  world,  it  would  ill  become  me  not  to 
comply  with  your  request,  and  give  you 
from  time  to  time  some  account  of  myself 
and  my  doings. 

This  island  lies  in  latitude  25°  S.,  and 
longitude  130°  10"  W.    It  is  quite  iron- 


bound,  and  possesses  no  harbour  for  any- 
thing larger  than  a  boat,  though  there  is 
good  anchorage  in  certaili  winds  for 
vessels  of  any  size.  So  inliospitable  is  the 
coast,  that  when  I  came  here,  a  few  weeks 
since,  in  company  with  a  single  friend,  we 
were  blown  completely  away  from  the 
island,  and  were  imable  to  effect  a  landing 
for  nearly  a  fortnight.  The  extreme  length 
of  Eos  is  about  one  mile  and  a  half,  and 
its  circumference  about  four  miles ;  while 
the  land  rises  to  the  height  of  1,008  feet 
above  the  level  of  the  sea.  The  soil  is 
volcanic  and  very  productive,  bearing  a 
great  variety  of  choice  tropical  fruits  and 


vegetables,  including  yams,  sweet  potatoes' 
pumpkins,  plantains,  breadfruit,  coco?- 
nuts,  etc.,  etc.  There  are  only  two  indi- 
genous species  of  animals,  a  small  rat,  and 
the  lizard.  Only  one  landbird  builds  here, 
a  sort  of  flycatcher,  and  the  seabirds  are 
few  in  species,  if  many  in  number.  Cattle 
and  fowls  do  well;  and  I  am  of  opinion 
that  many  of  our  English  fruits,  flowers, 
and  vegetables  would  thrive  here  in  so  rich 
a  soil,  and  in  a  temperature  varying  from 
59°  in  winter  to  87°  in  summer. 

There  are  many  traces  of  former  inhabi- 
tants. We  are  continually  coming  across 
them  in  the  shape  of  marks  upon  the  rocks, 
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patches  of  land  bearing  traces  of  cultiva- 
tion in  former  times,  stone  spearheads  and 
axes,  ovens  similar  to  those  which  are  in 
use  amongst  ourselves,  and  occasionally 
human  remains.  Whatever  and  whoever 
:the.y  may  have  been,  they  have  disappeared 
as  they  came,  and  their  place  has  been 
takeji>.  by  a  happier  race — a  singularly  in- 
teresting community,  with  few  wants  and 
fewef  aspirations,  one  and  all  of  whom  be- 
lieve their  tmy  island  to  be  the  very  eye 
of  the  universe,  a  little  fi-agment  of  the 
prima;^•al  paradise,  and  one  of  the  brightest 
jewels  in  the  crown  of  England. 

Here  is  what  I  have  been  able  to  gather 
of  tlieir  history.  The  first  Englishmen 
came  here  about  forty  years  ago,  nine  in 
number,  the  relics  of  the  crew  of  an 
English  barque,  which  had  been  attacked 
Hud  cut  out  by  the  natives  of  an  adjacent 
group  of  islands.  These  nine  men  managed 
to  make  terms  with  their  captors,  who  not 
-only  spared  their  lives,  but  allowed  them 
to  live  amongst  them  in  a  sort  of  honour- 
able captivity,  eventually  regarding  them 
less  as  prisoners  than  as  friends.  The 
party  of  Englishmen,  however,  soon  grew 
weary  of  this  state  of  things,  and  during  a 
native  festival,  when  the  majority  of  the 
islanders  were  under  the  influence  of  kava, 
f.hey  succeeded  in  making  their  escape  in 
^jhe  vessel,  taking  with  them  two  or  three 
male  natives  and  several  women — the 
mothers  of  the  present  generation  in  Eos. 
At  first  the  marinei's  intended  to  make  for 
New  Zealand,  but  the  ship  proved  so  un- 
seaworthy  that,  on  sighting  this  island, 
tliey  determined  to  run  her  on  shore,  and 
all  that  is  left  of  her  now  lies  on  a  bed  of 
coral  just  beneath  the  hill  on  which  the 
settlement  stands,  save  that  some  of  her 
-timbers  are  built  into  the  framewoik  of 
.the  houses ;  her  one  glass  window  is  in 
my  cottage ;  one  of  the  light  guns  which 
she  can-ied  is  moimted  on  the  beach,  and 
wakes  the  echoes  at  times,  on  occasion  of 
some  festivity,  such  as  the  birthday  of  the 
■\)ueen,  or  the  anniversary  of  the  settle- 
inent  of  the  island ;  and  last,  but  not  least, 
her  bell  calls  the  conimxinity  to  school,  to 
church,  to  baptism,  marriage,  or  final 
rest. 

The  early  years  of  the  little  settlement 
were  marked  by  singular  unhappiness : 
they  were  years  of  crime,  strife,  and  blood- 
:  shed.  There  is  a  little  group  of  graves 
which  are  never  passed  without  awestruck 
'aces  and  hushed  tones— the  graves  of 
murdered  men.  It  is  even  said  that  their 
;  spectres  haunt  the  ridges,  and  glide  in  and 
ijjut  among  the  moonlit  palms  ;  and  that 
rat  times  their  shrieks  of  agony  are  heard 
in  the  dead  of  the  night,  as  if  the  dismal 
tragedy  were  being  enacted  over  agam. 
They  say,  too,  that  one  of  these  voices  is  a 
woman's  voice,  and  that  she  sings  a  wild 
isong  of  treachery  and  murder  in  the 
anusical  tongue  of  Te  Archa — "  The 
Lovely " — the  land  whence  she  came. 
However  this  may  be,  I  have  no  mind 
to  linger  over  horrors  like  these ;  all  is 
changed  now.  Of  the  original  nine  men 
110  one  is  left  save  Adam  Goode,  a  vener- 
able patriarch  who  has  long  been  a  devoted 
.i^ervant  of  God,  and  who,  with  none  to 
.assist  him  but  an  old  sailor  whom  chance 
iias  brought  hither,  has  been  for  many 
Vears  governor,  schoolmaster,  physician, 
and  minister  to  this  remarkable  com- 
munity. 

Adam  Goode  received  us  with  genuine 
hospitality,  provided  us  with  quarters  to 


sleep  in,  and  every  luxury  the  island  could 
afford ;  not  excepting  a  brand-new  suit  of 
clothes  apiece,  which  he  said  had  been 
voted  to  us  by  the  community  OTit  of  the 
couunon  stock.  He  told  me  that  for 
several  years  after  the  arrival  of  the  first 
settlers  no  vessel  of  any  description  had 
touched  at  Eos,  and  that  the  world  was 
in  complete  ignorance  of  their  existence. 
"  We  were  therefore  compelled,"  said  he, 
"  to  manufacture  clothes  for  ourselves  out 
of  the  bark  of  the  paper  mulberry,  which 
also  furnishes  us  with  a  substitute  for 
house  linen,  which  is  at  once  clean,  cool, 
and  comfortable.  But  since  the  year  1808 
we  have  been  visited  by  a  good  many 
ships,  in  fact  some  eighteen  or  twenty  have 
touched  here  since  that  time,  including  a 
British  man-of-war;  so  that  partly  through 
our  own  exertions,  and  partly  through  the 
kindness  of  distant  friends,  our  few  wants  1 
1  have,  under  Pi'ovidence,  been  regularly  sup-  ! 
plied.  But  I  ha^'e  one  very  great  anxiety  : 
the  time  is  not  far  distant  when  I  shall 
be  too  old  and  infirm  to  continue  my 
ministrations.  Duffy  is  a  good,  well- 
meaning  man,  and  has  been  of  great  use 
in  teaching  the  children  to  read  and  write 
and  the  four  simple  rules  of  arithmetic. 
But  we  are  neither  of  us  anything  like 
j  competent  to  give  the  rising  generation  the 
I  education  they  need  ;  the  more  especially 
as  our  rapid  increase  makes  me  feel  quite 
I  certain  that  in  a  very  few  years  this  little 
I  island  will  jio  longer  support  the  whole  of 
us,  and  therefore  we  must  either  emi- 
grate in  a  body  to  some  larger  country,  or 
send  forth  our  sons  and  daughters  to  seek 
their  fortunes  in  the  wide  world.  I  feel 
very  strongly  that  we  ought  to  have  a 
well  qualified  teacher  here,  and  that  he 
should,  if  possible,  be  an  ordained  clergy- 
man. I  think,  if  I  could  see  any  prospect 
of  the  settlement  of  some  good  man  here 
in  that  position,  I  could  go  to  my  grave  in 
peace." 

I  made  no  reply,  but  I  thought  the 
more.  Here,  surely,  was  a  work  for  me 
to  do ;  I  shrank  indeed  from  the  thought 
of  the  higher  office,  when  I  reviewed  my 
past  life.  But  might  I  not  find  a  useful 
vocation,  and  ample  and  wholesome  em- 
ployment, in  giving  these  lonely  people  the 
benefit  of  my  education  ?  One  thmg  was 
plain.  Boaz  was  sinking  fast ;  the  suffer- 
ing endured  during  tliat  fortnight  when  we 
lay  tossing  to  and  fro  on  the  raging  billows, 
in  sight  of  the  island  but  unable  to 
approach  it,  had  greatly  aggra^■ated  his  i 
malady.  It  was  only  a  question  of  days. 
I  should  be  left  behind,  I  could  not  , 
navigate  the  Isabel  alone,  and  it  was 
equallj'  impossible  for  me  to  eat  the  bread 
of  idleness  at  Eos.  Prudence  prompted 
me  to  be  silent  for  a  few  days  and  await  i 
the  tm'n  of  events.  | 

I  had  not  to  wait  long.  The  following 
Sunday  at  sunrise  I  rose  from  my  bed,  and 
looked  round  as  xrsual  for  Boaz.  To  my 
great  surprise  he  was  nowhere  to  be  seen. 
The  day  wore  on,  and  he  did  not  return  ; 
the  Isabel  lay  at  anchor  as  usual,  but  when 
we  went  on  board  to  look  for  him  he  was 
not  there.  Search  parties  were  instituted. 
I  but  to  our  infinite  sorrow  not  a  trace  of  ; 
success  rewarded  our  eft'orts  :  and  we  could 
only  come  to  the  sorrowful  conclusion  that 
in  one  of  the  sudden  paroxysms  of  pain  to 
which  he  w.is  stibject,  his  mind  may  have 
become  mdiinged.  and  that  in  a  fit  of  | 
temptu'arv  insanity  he  had  thrown  him- 
self from  the  cliffs ;  or  that  hurrying  along  ' 


frenzied  with  pain,  he  had  not  given  heed 
to  his  feet  and  had  fallen  over.  This  con- 
clusion was  strengthened  by  the  fact  that 
some  days  afterwards  one  of  the  children 
discovered  near  the  top  of  a  precipice  the 
fresh  footmarks  of  a  man  wearing  shoes. 
This,  coupled  with  the  fact  that  I  myself 
had  never  yet  been  in  that  direction,  and 
that  the  islanders  without  exception  went 
barefoot,  seemed  to  show  that  we  were 
right  in  our  melancholy  surmise.  Dear 
old  Boaz  !  The  waves  booming  on  the 
reef  were  his  .funeral  dirge,  and  the  sweet 
snowy  foam  was  his  pall ;  but  his  soul 
has  gone  aloft,  and  the  glorious  messages 
of  hope  and  comfort  read  at  his  funeral 
serA-ice  on  the  foDowing  Sunday  afternoon 
were  as  true  for  him  as  for  any  saint  that 
ever  passed  through  the  waves  of  this 
troublesome  world.  When  I  die,  may 
they  be  as  true  for  me  and  mine  ! 

A  few  days  afterwards,  as  we  sat  to- 
gether in  the  moonlight,  I  broached  to 
Adam  Goode  the  difficult  subject  of  my 
departure  from  the  island ;  saying  that  I 
could  not  think  of  trespassmg  many  days 
longer  upon  their  kind  hospitality.  The 
good  man  replied  that  it  was  quite  out  of 
the  question  for  me  to  leave  Eos  alone  in 
my  little  craft,  and  it  might  be  many 
months  before  a  ship  called  at  the  islatid. 
"  But,"  said  he,  "  why  not  in  the  mean- 
time take  a  warm  welcome,  which  the 
community  is  ftiUy  prepared  to  give  you, 
and  become  our  teacher  and  pastor  pro 
fern. ;  and  then  if  you  don't  think  the 
work  suits  you,  you  can  avail  yourself  of 
any  chance  that  offers,  with  the  satisfaction 
of  having  earned  your  living  among  us. 
Indeed  I  hope  that  Providence  has  sent 
you  here  to  take  my  place,  for  a  successor  I 
must  have,  and  that  soon.  You  will  earn 
enough  either  in  money  or  kind  to  sustain 
life  in  comparative  comfort,  nor  do  I  think 
you  will  find  the  work  heavy  or  unpleasant. 
I  told  him  that  the  commimit,>'  was  very 
welcome  to  my  poor  services,  if  it  chose 
to  avail  itself  of  them.  "  Biit,"  said  I, 
"  you  know  what  a  wandering  life  I  have 
!  led.  I  cannot  trust  myself  to  take  any 
:  spiritual  oversight — at  least,  not  yet ;  not 
while  you  live.  Let  me  be  the  teacher, 
and  you  the  preacher.  1  am  stiU  a  com- 
j  parative  stranger  to  the  people  ;  let  me  try 
1  to  win  their  confidence,  and  perhaps  one 
J  day  I  may  be  able  to  take  yom'  place,  if  no 
more  eligible  candidate  presents  himself 
in  the  course  of  years." 

To  this  proposition  the  old  man  gladly 
assented,  and  in  the  course  of  a  few  days 
I  was  duly  installed  as  schoolmaster  to 
some  thirty  bright  little  children,  whose 
ages  varied  from  six  to  sixteen.  Their 
parents  pay  a  shilling  a  month  for  them, 
or  its  equivalent  m  produce  or  labour. 
Tlie  school  hours  are  from  seven  o'clock 
in  the  morning  until  noon.  I  find  the 
children  very  tractable,  obedient,  aijd  eager 
tj  learn.  Besides  the  established  pay- 
ments in  money  or  in  kind,  the  islanders 
have  insisted  on  my  accepting  a  piece  of 
land,  and  each  man  volunteered  a  day's 
labour  in  preparing  it  for  cultivation.  It 
is  sweetly  situated  in  a  Uttle  valley,  the 
background  being  a  depression  in  the  side 
of  a  hill,  filled  with  masses  of  virgin  bush, 
topped  here  and  there  by  graceful  cocoa- 
nut  palms.  I  am  quite  proud  of  my  tin^ 
fai-m,  and  work  in  it  early  and  late,  in  the 
hope  of  maintaining  an  honourable  rivalry 
with  my  neighboirrs,  I  am  so  busy  that  I 
have  hardly  time  to  think  of  the  great 


world  which  I  have  left.  I  am  as  happy 
as  the  ideal  farmer  of  Horace,  aiid  like 
him  I  am  free  from  debt  and  fa-ee  from 
care.  Though  Goode  tells  me  that  the 
islanders  are  not  remarkable  for  longevity, 
and  age  very  soon  after  middle  life,  yet 
the  island  seems  on  the  whole  very  healthy. 
I  have  myself  had  no  sickness  as  yet,  but 


I  have  found  the  medicine  chest  of  the 
Isabel,  and  the  knowledge  gained  from 
poor  old  Bloomer,  very  useful  in  several 
cases  already. 

I  am  sending  this  by  a  whaler  which 
has  just  touched  here  for  water  and  fresh 
provisions ;  she  is  bound  on  her  whaling 
cruise,  and  they  do  not  intend  to  make 


another  port  for  some  time  ;  but  at  any 
rate  tlie  letter  will  be  on  its  way. 

With  kindest  remembrances  to  Lord 
and  Lady  Lovewell,  believe  me,  dear  sir, 
to  be  yours  faithfully, 

George  Freeborn. 
Dennis  Delamere,  Esq. 

(To  be  continued.) 


T .V EARLY  poisoned  a  child. 

It  was  only  by  an  accident  her  life  was 
saved. 

It  happened  in  this  way.  One  afternoon 
about  tifteen  years  ago  I  was  the  biggest 
child  at  a  children's  party,  and,  in  conse- 
quence, the  director  of  ceremonies. 

Although  this  ofSce  was  self-appointed,  it 
suited  admirably  the  half-dozen  or  so  of 
governesses  who  were  in  charge  of  one  or 
more  children,  as  it  gave  them  the  oppor- 
tunity of  gossiping  together  in  their  own 
sweet  way,  and  relieved  them  of  the  by  no 
means  easy  task  of  amusing  a  lot  of  boys  and 
girls  ranging  in  age  from  four  to  fourteen. 

Before  very  long  every  game  I  knew  had 
been  played  out,  and  there  was  a  general 
cry  for  something  else.  Heartily  sorry  was 
I  that  my  ambition  had  placed  me  in  a 
position  that  every  moment  became  more 
untenable,  and  threatened  to  end  in  open 
mutiny.  Just  as  "matters  were  as  bad  as  they 
could  be,  I  conceived  a  brilliant  idea. 
Whilst  racking  my  brain  for  some  new  game, 
I  had,  unconsciously,  stuck  my  hands  in  my 
pockets,  a7id  fumbled  about  with  my  money 
— two  brand-new  German  marks,  my  sole 
wealth. 

It  suddenly  occurred  to  my  mind  that  each 
coin  was  exactly  like  the  other  in  every  way, 
and  that  nothing  would  be  more  simple  than 
to  hide  one  somewhere  in  the  room,  and 
when  this  was  done  to  call  attention  to  the 
other,  and  publicly  state  that  I  could  conjure 
it  away  anywhere.  This  was  the  sudden 
idea,  and  it  met  with  applause  that  was  truly 
bewildering. 

At  that  time  I  could  no  more  "palm" 
than  I  could  fly,  but  this  made  no  diSerence 
whatever.  All  I  found  necessary  was  to 
place  a  coin  in  my  hand,  blow  upon  my 
hand  (which  I  never  by  any  chance  opened 
to  show  whether  empty  or  not),  and  say, 
"  Fly  away,  little  money,  behind  the  clock  " 
(or  into  that  vase,  or  wherever  it  chanced  to 
be),  and  off  ran  the  children  at  once,  and 
when  they  found  it  they  brought  it  back 
in  triumph  and  shrieked  with  delight.  I 
repeated  the  trick  — if  I  dare  call  it  so — over 
and  over  again,  and  thought  they  would 
never  tire.  There  was  ample  time  to  hide 
one  coin  whilst  the  other  was  being  found,  as 
the  suspicion  of  two  never  occurred  ta  any 
of  them.  At  length,  emboldened  by  success, 
I  took  a  handful  of  red  berries  from  a  side 
table,  and  pretended  to  eat  them. 

How  I  did  it  I  have  no  idea,  but  however 
it  was  done  it  succeeded  so  well  that  the 
fraud  was  not  discovered,  although  it  must 
have  been  a  clumsy  performance  at  best. 

I  thought  now  it  was  (juite  time  to  stop, 
which  I  did  with  much  difficulty.  I  became 
the  centre  of  an  admiring  group  who 
chattered  incessantly,  and  invented  theory 
upon  theory  as  to  "  how  it  could  possibly 
happen."  One  boy,  the  next  biggest,  who 
v/as  jealous,  said,  "  I  don't  think  much  of 
eating  those  berries  —they're  only  sugar 
berries."  But  this  random  assertion  was 
instantly  denied  by  the  young  lady  whose 


HOW  I  BECAME  A  CONJURER. 

By  D.  Eexest  Watson. 

party  it  was  :  she  declared  they  wer^  Deadly - 
niglitshadc,  because  the  gardener  who  had 
brought  them  in  had  told  her  so,  and  had 
specially  warned  her  not  to  touch  them.  The 
effect  of  this  little  speech  was  wonderful ; 
they  all  thought  I  was  going  to  die,  and 
began  to  get  frightened,  when  a  loud  scream 
I  from  a  governess  made  us  start  and  look 
j  round.     There,  in   a  far  corner,  sat  her 
!  precious  charge,  a  pretty  child  of  about  four 
[  years  old,  with  a  big  bunch  of  the  poisonous 
berries  in  each  hand,  and  her  mouth  stuffed 
i  with  them. 

In  an  instant  the  governess  deftly  inserted 
a  finger  in  the  girl's  mouth  and  cleared  it 
'  out,  but  there  was  no  knowing  what  she 
might  have  swallowed,  and  a  great  fright  fell 
;  upon  us  all.    The  noise  brought  the  lady  of 
j  the  house  to  the  nursery,  matters  were  ex- 
plained, and  we  were  hastily  marched  of!  by 
those  in  charge,  who  were  in  a  sad  state  of 
mind,  knowing  that  but  for  their  carelessness 
the  thing  would  not  have  occurred.    I  was 
I  very  unhappy  for  days,  until  thoroughly 
assured  no  harm  could  now  come  of  it. 
\  One  thing  came  of  my  performance,  how- 
ever, the  children  talked  of   it,  and  not 
j  long  afterwards  I  received  a  letter  formally 
'   asking  me  to  give  a  "conjuring  entertain- 
ment''— an  entertainment,  I  read  it  twice  to 
make  quite  sure  I  read  aright — at  the  same 
house  in  about  ten  days'  time. 

A  conjuring  entertainment  in  ten  da3's' 
time  !    T'he  idea  was  too  funny,  because  I 
could  not  conjure.    I  burst  out  laughing, 
took  some  writing-paper  from  my  desk,  and 
I  accepted  the  invitation. 

Having  done  this  much  towards  my  pro- 
posed performance,  it  became  high  time  to 
learn  some  tricks. 

I  went  to  a  local  bookseller's,  and  after 
much  diligent  search  found  a  single  book  on 
conjuring.  Colonel  Stodare's  "  Fly  Notes," 
price  Is.  There  were  not  then,  I  fancy,  so  many 
works  on  conjuring  as  there  are  at  the  pre- 
sent day.  This  one  proved  a  treasure.  I 
read  it  through  and  selected  those  tricks 
which  appeared  most  easy  to  learn  and 
'  which  would  best  fit  in  with  others.  Whether 
it  was  my  own  idea  to  dovetail  one  thing 
with  another,  or  whether  I  read  it,  I  don't 
remember,  but  the  tricks  selected  for  my 
entertainment  ran  so  well  together,  that  I 
frequently  use  them  nov/  in  precisely  the 
same  order  as  I  did  at  my  first  private  per- 
formance. It  is  ft  curious  thing  to  think  of 
now,  after  fifteen  years  (during  which  time 
I  have  given  many  entertainments  in  Great 
Britain  and  Ireland),  that  these  early  tricks 
are  frequently  thought  more  of  than  those 
of  a  later  date.  But  to  return: 
'  When  my  eventful  evening  arrived,  al- 
though everything  had  been  well  rehearsed 
{  in  cold  blood  before  a  looking-glass,  I  became 
!  so  nervous  that  it  required  almost  actual  force 
to  get  me  away  from  home,  and  'when  I 
arrived  at  the  house  I  had  not  the  courage 
i  to  go  in. 

Fortunately  I  was  not  alone,  or  I  would,  in 
1  all  probability,  have  remained  outside  all 


night  ;  and  when,  after  much  persuasion,  I 
did  at  last  ring  the  bell  it  was  fully  half  an 
hour  after  time.  I  was  presented  to  at  least 
sixty  boys  and  girls — some  of  the  girls  really 
quite  grown  up— as  "  Herr  Schneider,  the 
celebrated  conjurer." 

They  were  eating  cakes  and  things  and 
drinking  tea ;  a  very  fortunate  thing  for  me, 
as  they  did  not  notice  my  awful  state  of 
mind,  and  I  tried  to  bury  my  confusion  in 
a  big  bun,  which  wabbled  about  so  dreadfully 
I  could  never  bite  it  twice  in  the  same  place, 
and  was  compelled  at  length  to  put  it  down, 
when  it  looked  for  all  the  world  as  if  some 
little  mice  had  staiied  a  general  feast,  and 
were  disturbed  ere  they  had  well  begun. 

Then  I  felt  my  shoulder  gently  tapped, 
and  a  whisper  in  my  ear,  "  Come  and  see 
your  room."  I  rose  at  once  most  gratefully, 
and  followed  the  lady  to  an  opposite  wing  of 
the  building  to  a  large  room  known  as  "  the 
study."  On  my  way  there  she  laughed  at 
my  fears,  and  encouraged  me  so  much  that 
I  became  quite  myself  again. 

When  the  study  door  was  opened,  how- 
ever, and  I  saw  through  the  dim  light  rows 
of  chairs,  and  a  raised  table  with  a  massive 
silver  candlestick  on  either  side,  then  did 
my  heart  fail  me  again,  but  it  was  only 
momentary  this  time.  Things  had  gone  too 
far  to  turn  back  now,  and  I  nerved  myself 
for  what  was  to  come.  Very  soon  my  pre- 
parations were  fully  made,  the  lamps 
i  turned  up,  and  all  the  seats  occupied  by  an 
expectant  audience. 

The  first  trick  went  well. 

This  breaking  of  the  ice  was  what  I  so 
much  dreaded,  after  that  the  others  went 
easily  and  smoothly. 

Young  as  I  was  I  knew— something  seemed 
to  tell  me— the  audience  was  with  me,  and 
my  first  entertainment  was  a  brilliant  success. 

That  night  it  was  definitely  arranged  I 
should  repeat  the  performance  in  public  in 
the  village  school  at  Christmas. 

The  annual  treat  to  the  villagers  was  a 
time-honoured  custom,  and  something  looked 
forward  to  by  young  and  old  throughout  the 
year. 

There  was  the  examination,  followed  by 
the  distribution  of  prizes,  a  Christmas  tree, 
a  feast,  and  then  an  entertainment.  Tlie 
expense  was  borne  by  the  squire,  and  the 
management  entrusted  to  his  daughters  and 
their  friends,  who  filled  the  wdiole  house  at 
this  festive  season. 

There  was  always  a  lot  of  speculation  as 
to  the  character  of  each  perfonnance,  and  as 
!   time  went  rapidly  on  every  one  wondered 
j  what  form  it  w-ould  take  this  year. 

I  was  bound  to  secrecy. 
!       In  the  meantime  I  had  not  been  idle  ;  I 
i  was  daily  adding  to  my  stock  of  tricks,  and 
;  had  planned  out  a  programme  nearly  quite 
different  from  the  memorable  one  given  in 
the  study  some  weeks  ago. 

Strangely  enough  I  did  not  feel  half  so 
nervous  now,  but  this  was,  I  think,  because  I 
was  to  appear  in  the  disguise  of  an  Eastern 
magician.    Then  did  the  great  day  arrive. 


All  that  day  I  spent  in  preparation.  My  table 
was  placed  in  a  most  convenient  position  and 
covered  with  an  Oriental  cloth ;  skins  of 
tigers  and  leopards  were  hung  around  it,  and 
altogether  it  did  look  fine.  I  surveyed  it 
with  a  feeling  somewhat  akin  to  awe.  Of 
course  the  picturesque  effect  was  not  my 
own  ;  the  ladies  draped  and  ornamented  it, 
and  I  confined  myself  to  arranging  my  tricks. 
Whan  they  were  complete  we  unfolded  a 
lai^e  screen  and  effectually  hid  everything 
from  view.  It  was  getting  dark.  Outside, 
the  hum  of  children's  voices  and  the  clatter 
of  cups  told  that  a  part  at  least  of  the 
audience  awaited  admission. 

My  instructions  were  to  be  present  at  the 
examination  and  distribution  of  prizes,  and 
then  to  slip  away  during  feeding  time  and 
dress  in  my  Eastern  costume. 

The  clock  struck  six.  Punctually  was  the 
door  thrown  open,  and  in  they  came.  Little 
children  and  big  children,  the  villagers,  the 
squire's  family,  their  friends,  and  even  the 
local  policeman.  Where  they  all  could  find 
seats  was  more  than  I  could  imagine,  and  in 
my  excited  frame  of  mind  I  feared  they 
would  overthrow  my  table  or  peep  behind  it. 
But  they  did  nothing  of  the  sort,  they  found 
seats,  and,  after  a  few  well  chosen  words  of 
welcome  from  the  squire,  the  examination 
began  as  it  had  always  done  ever  since  I 
could  remember.  I  won't  say  that  the  mys- 
terious screen  was  unnoticed ;  many  con- 
jectures were  whispered  ^bout  it,  and  I  was 
even  appealed  to  as  to  what  it  was  going  to 
do.  On  this  point  I  showed  so  much  appa- 
rent indifference  that  I  do  not  think  any  one 
guessed  it  was  a  matter  which  concerned  me 
at  all.  Presently  a  lady  standing  near  the 
door  beckoned  me  and  I  crept  quietly  out. 

On  our  way  to  the  house  I  said  I  had  forgot- 
ten some  methylated  spirit,  and  she  suggested 
that  I  could  go  into  the  kitchen  after  I  was 
dressed  and  ask  Mrs.  Cromby  for  some. 

I  went  into  the  room  where  my  costume 
lay  and  put  it  on. 

Then  my  face  was  painted  a  bronze  colour, 
my  eyebrows  white,  and  a  long  white  wig  and 
flowing  beard  completed  the  disguise. 

And  a  splendid  disguise  it  was.  I  was 
assured  no  one  would  recognise  me,  and 
with  this  most  comforting  piece  of  news  the 
lady  ran  back  to  the  school  and  asked  me  to 
follow  as  soon  as  I  had  obtained  everything 
I  wanted  in  the  kitchen.  I  walked  at  once 
to  the  kitchen,  and  so  frightened  the  worthy 
Mrs.  Cromby  that  I  narrowly  escaped  the 
whole  contents  of  a  copper  pot  she  was  just 
at  that  moment  lifting  from  the  fire  being 
thrown  in  my  face. 

It  was  necessary  to  go  into  explanations. 
I  said,  "  You  see,  Mrs.  Cromby,  I  am  going 
to  conjure  at  the  treat,  and  I  am  going  to 
make  a  plum  pudding  in  a  hat,  and  would 
you  please  let  me  have  some  methylated 
spirit."    It  was  at  all  times  advisable  to 


speak  respectfully  to  Mrs.  Cromby,  as  I  knew 
right  well ;  moreover,  just  now  she  was 
inclined  to  be  very  spiteful  at  the  fright  she 
had  received.  She  muttered  something 
about  heathens  a  worrying  and  a  bothering 
of  Christian  folk,  and  wound  up  by  saying 
"  I  haven't  got  none." 

This  was  alarming,  especially  as  she 
seemed  in  no  way  inclined  to  help  me. 

At  length  she  softened  sufficiently  to  "  go 
and  see,"  and  returned  with  a  large  bottle  of 
benzoline,  which  she  "  supposed  would  do  as 
well,"  and  with  this  I  was  bundled  out  of 
her  awful  presence. 

I  shall  never  forget  that  bottle  of  benzo- 
line 1 

I  hurried  back  to  the  school  and  waited  in 
the  porch.  I  heard  a  well-known  voice 
explaining  that  they  had  been  able  to  secure 
a  great  Indian  conjurer  who  would  shortly 
be  introduced  ;  and  then  there  was  a  buzz, 
which  meant,  I  concluded,  the  screen  had 
been  removed,  and  my  table,  with  its  brilliant 
surroundings,  exposed  to  view. 

A  minute  afterwards  I  was  bowing  my  way 
through  that  densely-packed  room.  There 
was  immense  applause,  and,  after  two 
children  had  been  carried  out  howling  with 
terror,  the  performance  began. 

I  remember  wondering  at  the  time  what  a 
diflicult  thing  it  was  to  take  those  children 
out,  and  speculating  as  to  whether  it  would  be 
possible  to  stuff  three  more  people  into  the 
room,  and  I  remember  having  a  faint  idea 
that  some  of  the  faces  were  known  to  me, 
and  then  that  I  was  actually,  in  an  assumed 
voice,  and  in  broken  English,  making  my 
opening  speech ;  but  I  never  thoroughly 
realised  what  I  was  doing  till  I  found  myself 
pulling  yards  and  yards  of  ribbon  out  of  the 
dreaded  policeman's  pocket.  This  operation 
took  time,  and  I  saw  the  amused  faces,  and 
heard  the  merry  laugh  of  my  audience,  and 
I  knexo  that  things  were  going  well. 

My  last  and  best  trick  was  that  of  "making 
a  pudding  in  a  hat."  It  is  scarcely  necessary 
to  mention  the  secret  of  Professor  Anderson's 
old  trick,  as  the  readers  of  the  B.O.P.  have 
had  so  many  excellent  articles  already 
written  on  conjuring,  but  in  case  they  may 
have  forgotten,  I  will  briefly  explain  that  I 
had  at  hand  a  jug  of  water,  some  flour, 
sugar,  currants,  and  a  couple  of  eggs  ; 
these  for  the  ingredients.  The  necessary 
apparatus  consisted  of  a  silk-hat,  a  small 
flat  cake  or  pudding,  some  paper,  and  two 
jam  jars,  one  of  which  fitted  inside  the 
other.  I  had  tied  the  pudding  to  the  smaller 
jar  with  a  piece  of  string,  and  wrapped  it 
round  with  some  of  the  paper,  [so  that  it 
could  be  picked  up  in  one  piece  and  quickly 
slipped  into  the  hat. 

I  had  read  it  was  always  better  to  borrow 
a  hat  from  the  audience.  Here  the  first 
hitch  occurred — no  one  had  a  silk-hat.  No 
one  in  a  village  audience  ever  has,  but  I  did 


not  know  that  then.  An  old  man  called 
Jerry  was  sent  home  for  one,  and  came  back 
bringing,  very  reluctantly,  his  best  Sunday 
hat.  I  lined  it  with  paper  "  To  preserve  the 
flavour  of  the  pudding,"  and  in  so  doing  was 
able  to  place  the  parcel  containing  the 
pudding  and  jar  into  the  hat  without  being 
seen. 

The  padding  at  the  bottom,  and  the  jar 
(mouth  upwards)  standing  on  the  top,  of 
course  eggs  or  batter  poured  apparently  into 
the  hat  would  in  reality  fall  only  into  the 
unknown  jar. 

The  way  is  to  mix  the  things  in  the  larger 
jar,  and  pour  them  slowly  into  the  other 
one.  That  nothing  be  wasted,  it  is  the  trick 
to  invert  the  larger  jar  and  push  it  into  the 
hat,  for  by  so  doing,  the  smaller  one  is  quite 
covered  up,  and  both  are  removed,  together 
and  placed  carelessly  on  one  side  out  of  sight, 
so  that  nothing  remains  but  the  pudding 
and  the  odd  paper,  which  has  been  openly 
placed  there  to  "preserve  the  flavour  of 
the  pudding,"  but  actually  to  cover  opera- 
tions. 

So  much  for  the  trick  itself. 

To  make  the  experiment  more  real,  and 
for  general  efl'ect,  I  had  decided  to  pour  a 
little  methylated  spirit  into  the  hat  and  'set 
fire  to  it — "  to  make  the  oven  hot."  Now, 
as  you  know,  I  had  no  methylated  spirit,  but 
a  large  bottle  of  benzoline  as  a  substitute. 
Not  thinking  of  the  consequences,  and  hardly 
knowing  what  I  was  about,  I  poured  about 
half  a  tumbler  of  the  inflammable  stuff  into  the 
hat  and  set  fire  to  it ! 

The  force  of  combustion  was  so  great  that 
the  hat  actually  rocked,  and  then  a  great  sheet 
of  white  flame  shot  up  almost  to  the  ceiling  ! 
Everything  around  was  combustible,  my 
own  dress,  and  those  of  the  smaller  children 
packed  in  front  of  my  table  like  sardines  in 
a  tin. 

It  was  then  I  realised  the  awful  nature  of 
the  position. 

All  I  could  do  was  first  to  guard  against  the 
hat  falling  over,  and  then  extinguish  the 
paper,  no  matter  at  what  cost  to  my  own 
hands,  as  quickly  as  it  ignited,  which  it  made 
a  point  of  doing  every  two  or  three  seconds. 
There  was  an  awful  dread  that  the  jar  would 
not  stand  the  heat,  and  once  it  gave  way — it 
is  too  horrible  to  think  of  even  now  ! 

The  jar  held  out  gallantly,  and  I  made  the 
pudding,  and  they  all  said  there  "  never 
was  such  a  pudding  " — [it  was  a  small  thing 
made  from  a  real  Christmas  pudding]  — and 
my  reputation  was  established,  and  through 
what  might  have  been  a  terrible  catastrophe  I 
emerged  like  the  phoenix,  and  thus  was  the 
foundation  laid,  and  I  became  a  conjurer. 
And  now  after  fifteen  years,  I  can  look  back 
upon  some  very  exciting  times,  not  unaccom- 
panied with  danger,  but  never  upon  a  more 
dangerous  trick  than  of  burning  about  \  pint 
of  benzoline  in  old  Jerry's  silk-hat. 


ARTISTIC  STUDIES  FOR  BOYS  OF  TASTE. 

By  various  Eepresentative  Artists. 


III.-The  Brook. 

{Drawn  for  the  "Boy's  Own  Paper]'  by  Chables  WrLKiNSON.) 


HOW 


EVERY  one  who  knows  anything  about  the 
customs  of  the  University  of  Oxford 
knows  that  the  chief  excitement  of  the 
academic  year  is  the  week  annually  given  up 
to  amusement",  and  denominated  "  Com- 
memoration Week,"  or  familiarly  "  Com- 
mem."  ;  and  the  chief  excitement  of 
that  week,  the  centre  round  which  all  the 
other  attractions  revolve,  is  the  ceremony 
known  in  classic  language  as  the  EnccBnia, 
being  the  annual  commemoration  of 
founders  and  benefactors  of  the  university, 
which  takes  place  in  the  Sheldonian  Theatre, 
at  which  also  degrees  are  conferred  on 
eminent  personages,  and  the  English  essay, 
Latin  and  Greek  verse,  and  Newdigate  prize 
poem  are  recited. 

Exciting,  however,  as  this  ceremony 
generally  is,  there  is  rarely  such  a  demand 
for  tickets  as  last  June  (1890),  when  it  was 
known  that  the  great  African  explorer  was  to 
be  the  recipient  of  a  degree.  It  was  not 
that  we  despised  the  claims  to  the  academic 
distinction  put  forth  by  the  others  who  were 
to  receive  it,  but  the  air  just  then  was  so  full 
of  Stanley  that  reaUy  we  could  hardly  stop 
to  weigh  the  respective  merits  of  the  other 


WE  GAVE  STANLEY  HIS  D.C.L.  ] 

By  B.  a.  E.  Bennett,  b.a., 

Author  of  "Amusing  Typographical  Blunders"  etc.,  etc. 

'  candidates,  and  though  we  were  very  glad  to 
see  them,  and  accorded  them  a  hearty 
welcome,  the  person  on  whom  we  most 
wished  to  feast  our  eyes  was  the  quondam 
workhouse-boy,  the  commander  of  the  Emin 

j  Pasha  relief  expedition  ;  and  so  many  were 
there  who  desired  to  have  this  satisfaction 

I  that  tickets  were  hardly  obtainable  for  "  love 
or  money."  Looking  down  the  street  usu- 
ally denominated  by  undergi-aduates  "  The 
Pioad"  on  this  memorable  morning  (which, 
fortunately,  was  brilliantly  fine,  or  our  ardour 
might  have  been  damped),  one  saw  an 
immense  throng  of  people  at  the  windows  of 
all  the  houses  and  shops  opposite  the  theatre, 
while  below  in  the  street  crowds  were 
besieging  the  various  entrances  for  a  con- 
siderable time  before  the  doors  were  opened 
to  admit  them.  The  ceremony  does  not 
take  place  till  twelve  o'clock,  but  the  gates  are 
opened  at  eleven,  and  an  awful  crush  there  is 
when  this  happens,  every  one  wanting  if 
possible  to  get  the  front  seats.  Those  less 
fortunate  mortals  who,  being  unprovided 
with  the  requisite  tickets,  were  left  behind  in 
the  street,  were  forced  to  content  themselves 
with  a  view  of  the  dons,  proctors,  and  future 


recipients  of  the  degree,  viho,  in  accordance 
with  ancient  custom,  march  in  solemn  pro- 
cession to  the  scene  of  action.  There  being 
plenty  of  room  outside  the  building,  one  is 
sure  to  get  a  good  view  if  a  favourable  posi- 
tion is  taken  up  somewhere  on  the  course  of 
the  procession. 

Inside  the  theatre  there  was  more  than 
the  usual  crush,  every  available  seat  being 
occupied  to  its  fullest  extent  quite  half  an 
hour  before  the  time  for  the  arrival  of  the 
procession.  The  ranks  on  ranks  of  ladies, 
in  brilliant  and  fashionable  costumes, 
amongst  whom  were  seated  Miss  Dorothy 
Tennant,  now  Mrs.  H.  M.  Stanley,  and  her 
mother,  added  to  the  effect  of  the  scene, 
which  was  capped  by  the  shoals  of  under- 
graduates, who  in  the  top  gallery  allotted  to 
them  were  standing  or  sitting  on  cornices, 
window-ledges,  or  anything  that  would 
sustain  their  weight. 

The  theatre  is  possessed  of  a  magnificent 
organ,  and  its 'Capacity  was  well  tested  by 
the  organist  of  the  cathedral,  who  is  usually 
the  performer  on  these  occasions.  With  a 
due  regard  for  the  tastes  of  his  hearers  he 
gave  us    a  spirited  rendering  of  "Kule 


Britannia,"  in  the  chorus  of  which  nearly 
every  one  present  joinefl. 

It  is  unnecessary  to  remind  any  of  my 
readers  who  may  have  been  present  at  an 
Uncmnia,  that  on  this  one  day  in  the  year 
the  undergraduates  are  practically  uncon- 
trolled, the  proctors  and  other  authorities  ' 
being  actively  engaged  in  the  work  allotted 
to  them  in  the  morning's  progi-annne.  This 
being  the  case  there  is  no  end  to  the  amount 
of  fun  which  is  indulged  in,  and  this  gene- 
rally takes  the  form  of  impertinent  observa- 
tions passed  on  occupants  of  the  area  whose 
costume  is  not  considered  the  correct  thing.  ! 
Nothing  but  grey  trousers  and  black  coat 
and  waistcoat  can  be  worn  without  a  proba- 
bility of  provoking  a  burst  of  enthusiasm  of 
a  not  very  complimentary  description. 

The  first  to  afford  an  opportunity  to  the  oc- 
cupants of  the  upper  gallery  for  making  merry 
at  his  expense  was  an  individual  who  had 
the  temerity  to  appear  with  a  red  rose  fixed 
jauntily  in  his  button-hole.  This  adjunct 
to  his  outward  decorrition — a  sufficiently 
harmless  flower  in  itself,  but  considered  out 
of  place  in  the  presence  of  that  august 
assembly — was  speedily  discovered,  and  its 
owner  was  peremptorily  requested  to  remove 
it  at  once,  one  more  intellectual  spirit  than 
the  rest  suggesting  that  it  might  be  presented 
as  a  suitable  offering  to  some  fair  occupant  j 
of  the  ladies'  gallery.  But  the  wearer  of  this  ! 
firebrand  stood  his  ground  amid  a  fire  of 
reproaches,  he  had  no  intention  of  robbing 
his  button-hole  from  any  feelings  of 
gallantry,  and  eventually  he  was  permitted 
to  remain  unmolested  in  consequence  of  a 
far  greater  attraction  which  completely 
eclipsed  him.  This  was  due  to  two  indi- 
viduals who  entered  the  area  wearing 
respectively  a  light  blue  necktie,  and  a  red- 
and-white  one.  Now  a  coloured  necktie  at 
the  Encania  is  a  thing  of  all  abominated, 
and  these  luckless  ones  were  speedily  and 
effectively  made  aware  of  the  fact  by  the 
yells  of  execration  which  resounded  from  all  \ 
parts  of  the  theatre.  Thej'  were  commanded 
to  take  off  their  ties,  or  to  conceal  them 
under  the  folds  of  their  pocket-handkerchiefs, 
but  as  neither  of  them  acquiesced  in  this 
view,  they  were  followed  with  shouts  of 
derision  and  scathing  sarcasms  wherever 
they  went,  until  more  prominent  objects 
attracted  the  notice  of  their  persecutors. 

By-and-by  some  jovial  spirit  suggested 
that  some  one  should  honour  the  company 
with  a  song,  and  further  promised,  on  his  : 
own  authority,  that  all  would  join  in  the 
•chorus.  Apparently,  however,  the  induce- 
ment thus  held  out  was  not  considered  suffi- 
ciently tempting,  as  the  vocal  effort  desired 
was  not  volunteered  by  any  one  present.  At 
this  point  the  organist,  who  is  deservedly 
popular,  was  thanked  for  his  efforts  in 
manipulating  the  organ,  and  informed  that 
he  was  a  "jolly  good  fellow."  This  kind  of 
thing  goes  on  at  every  Encania,  and  in  fact 
as  a  whole  my  account  may  be  taken  as  a 
sample  of  the  usual  proceedings,  except  that 
we  do  not  always  have  the  light  of  Stanley's 
presence  to  shine  upon  us,  and  consequently  ; 
■are  not  generally  quite  so  lively,  though  there  j 
is  always  plenty  of  fun  going  on  in  the  upper 
gallery. 

But  at  this  point  the  procession  was  seen 
•on  its  way  outside  by  those  located  at  the 
upper  windows  of  the  theatre,  and  was  loudly 
hailed,  its  advent  being  announced  in  sten- 
torian tones  to  the  less  fortunate  occupants 
of  the  lower  gallery  and  the  area.  At  twelve  \ 
-o'clock  precisely  the  great  doors  of  the  area 
were  opened,  and  the  Vice-Chancellor  and 
university  big- wigs  entered  in  a  solemn  march 
to  the  strains  of  God  save  the  Queen,  which  ! 
was  loudly  played  by  the  organ,  and  joined 
in  by  a  good  many  of  the  audience. 

Now  came  a  time  of  dire  confusion.  On  all 


sides  voices  were  heard  proclaiming  some 
one  thing  and  some  another,  and  the  Vice- 
Chancellor's  speech  was  practically  lost  to 
posterity  until  near  the  end  of  it.  The 
rudest  queries  are  always  addressed  to  this 
long-suffering  individual ;  on  this  occasion 
he  was  told  to  "  speak  up,  sir,"  asked  "  what 
was  the  language  used,"  and  several  re- 
quested that  he  should  remove  his  "  mortar- 
board "  (N.B.  This  is  never  done  by  the 
Vice-Chancellor  at  the  Enccenia  except  when 
conferring  a  degree),  but  some  one  thinking 
that  he  was  being  badly  used  asked  that  we 
should  "  give  the  Vice  a  chance."  Of  course 
all  this  chaff  and  babel  of  tongues  going  on 
overhead  makes  no  sort  of  difference  to  the 
personages  concerned.  The  Vice-Chancellor 
especially,  who  is  generally  well  used  to  it, 
proceeds  with  his  business  in  as  methodical 
a  manner  as  if  the  most  profound  silence 
reigned,  except  that,  being  a  mortal  man,  he 
is  sometimes  moved  to  smile  at  some  un- 
usually cheeky  remark. 

The  usual  procession  of  eminent  person- 
ages on  whom  the  degrees  were  to  be  conferred 
now  entered  the  theatre,  heralded  by  the 
university  maces,  which  are  carried  down  to 
the  doors  to  meet  them.  "  They  are  all  jolly 
good  fellows  "  shouted  some  one  in  the 
gallery,  and  the  whole  theatre  resounded  with 
prolonged  cheering.  Each  person  to  be  ad- 
mitted to  a  degree  is  introduced  by  a  speech 
from  the  Professor  of  Civil  Law,  and  this  is 
always  interrupted  by  a  continual  fire  of 
observation.  On  a  memorable  occasion  some 
years  ago,  when  Travers  Twiss  was  the 
speaker,  he  was  introducing  some  one  to  re- 
ceive a  degree  in  the  usual  flowery  language, 
— "  Virum  dignissimum,  potcntissimuiii, 
oniatissimum" — "Et  Travers  Twissiumm" 
shouted  a  voice  in  the  gallery,  which  remark 
of  course  "brought  down  the  house"  com- 
pletely !  On  the  present  occasion  the  speaker 
was  told  to  "  speak  louder "  and  informed 
that  "  we  have  heard  the  same  thing  before  ;  " 
another  hinted  that  if  the  professor  learnt 
his  speeches  by  heart,  they  would  be  more 
effective.  Quite  a  sensation  was  here  caused 
by  a  stentorian  voice  from  the  gallery  address- 
ing our  illustrious  traveller  by  the  remark, 
"  Stanley,  you're  laughing !  "  which  was 
instantly  taken  up  by  another  voice  inform- 
ing the  Vice-Chancellor  that  "they  are  all 
laugiiing,  sir  !  "  "  May  I  introduce  Dr. 
Bellamy  (the  Vice-Chancellor),  Mr.  Stanley  ?  " 
was  a  hit  which  caused  a  good  deal  of  merri- 
ment. The  Professor  of  Civil  Lav,-  was  not  [ 
yet  out  of  notice,  and  was  told  that  "  his  , 
questions  were  too  hard  ;  he  must  ask  some- 
tliing  less  difficult,"  which  was  capped  by 
some  one  suggesting  that  he  was  to  "  address 
his  queries  to  a  policeman." 

All  the  recipients  of  the  degrees  were 
received  warmly,  as  usual,  but  the  centre  of 
interest  was,  of  course,  the  bestowal  of  the 
degree  on  Mr.  Stanley.  He  was  loudly 
cheered  as  he  went  up  to  receive  it,  and  the 
chorus  of  "For  he's  a  jolly  good  fellow  "  was 
enthusiastically  sung,  followed  by  cheers 
"  for  the  bride."  Mr.  Stanley  then  took  his 
seat  in  his  doctor's  robe  amongst  the  doctors 
surrounding  the  Vice-Chancellor,  amidst 
renewed  cheering. 

The  professor  in  his  speech  commemorating 
the  deeds  of  those  about  to  receive  the  degree, 
said  of  Stanley  that  the  praise  of  his  exploits 
was  proclaimed  by  the  achievements  them- 
selves, and  needed  no  embellishment.  He 
had  traced  the  course  of  the  Congo  and 
Lualaba ;  explored  the  head  waters  of  the 
Nile,  and  trod  the  Mountains  of  the  Moon  ; 
he  had  discovered  the  remains  of  Homer's 
Pygmies,  which  were  almost  exterminated 
by  the  Cranes,  and  had  disclosed  from  the 
depths  of  the  dark  forests  new  tribes  and 
unknown  regions.  The  professor  hoped  that  , 
the  Pygmies  might  not  be  exterminated  by 


traders  by  means  of  "  fire-water."  He  then 
said  that  Stanley  had  twice  entered  into 
dangers  and  darkness,  twice  returned  suc- 
cessful ;  had  twice  earned  the  oak  crown 
given  to  those  who  saved  the  life  of  a  citizen, 
and  he  deserved  the  title  "  given  of  old  to 
,  conquerors,  now  to  be  given  to  the  pioneers  of 
civilisation,  of  Africanus." 

The  degrees  over,  more  by-play  took  place 
I  up  in  the  gallery,  one  voice  calling  on  the  Kegius 
Professor  of  Divinity  for  a  song,  which  request 
I  was  hardly  likely  to  be  complied  with.  Another, 
with  a  tender  feeling  of  solicitude  for  the 
well-being  of  the  traveller  doctor's  organs  of 
digestion,  advised  Mr.  Stanley  "  not  to  eat 
his  hat !  "    Later  on  a  request  for  "  three 
cheers    for    the    ladies,    including  Miss 
Tennant,"  met  with  a  vigorous  response, 
which  was,  of  course,  a  foregone  conclusion. 
Now  followed  the  "  Creweian  Oration," 
j  pronounced  by  the  Public  Orator,  who  was  the 
I  presentRectorof  Lincoln  College.  One  or  two 
]  points  in  this  were  made  in  a  humorous  vein, 
I  which  was  appreciated  by  his  hearers.  For 
j  example,  in  alluding  to  the  cry  raised  by  the 
British  artisans  for  eight  hours'  limit  of  work, 
he  said  that  this  rule  had  already  been  an- 
ticipated by  some  of  the  undergraduates,  and 
'  perhaps  by  a  few  of  the  university  officials.  In 
speaking  of  the  defeat  of  the  Senior  Wrangler 
at  Cambridge  by  a  Girton  girl  (Miss  Fawcett), 
j  he  indulged  in  terrible  prognostications  that 
the  fair  damsels  who  have  hitherto  had  no 
higher  aim  than  to  waste  the  time  of  the 
studious  undergraduate  might  return  with  a 
terribly  serious  purpose,  and  secure  the  best 
places  on   the  class  lists,  and  ultimately 
the  lion's  share  of  the  university  endow- 
ments ! 

All  of  this  was  listened  to  quietly,  except 
where  bursts  of  enthusiasm  were  called  forth 
by  allusion  to  persons  well-known  in  Oxford 
circles,  and  to  Mr.  Stanley  and  his  approach- 
ing marriage.  At  the  termination  of  the 
speech,  some  one  caused  a  good  deal  of  fun 
by  inquiring  in  a  solemn  voice,  "  Did  you 
understand  it,  Stanley  '?  "  which  pertinent 
remark  was  received  with  a  smile  by  the 
object  of  the  query. 

The  usual  recitations  of  the  prize  essays 
and  the  Newdigate  poem  were  then  proceeded 
with.  This  part  of  the  business  must  be 
rather  dry  to  the  fair  occupants  of  the  gallery 
one  would  think,  at  any  rate  as  far  as  regards 
the  use  of  the  mother  tongue  of  "  Alma 
Mater,"  which  cannot  be  understood  by  the 
majority  of  them.  They,  however,  do  their 
best  to  appear  interested,  arid  there  is  plenty 
going  on  around  them  to  occupy  their  atten- 
tion. The  recitations  were  not  interrupted  hy 
witticisms  except  for  a  few  flying  remarks" 
here  and  there.  The  author  of  the  Latin 
verse  was  told  to  "  dry  up,"  and  at  another 
point  was  told  that  "it  won't  scan."  After 
the  usual  organ  solo  following  the  Greek  verse, 
Mr.  Stanley  was  called  upon  for  a  song, — '•  a 
song  and  a  dance  if  you  like," — which  caused 
a  little  amusement. 

The  author  of  the  Stanhope  essay  having 
Ihe  temerity  to  make  an  allusion  to  "royal 
tyranny  "  was  greeted  by  the  loyal  under- 
graduate party  with  cries  of  "  Shame,  sir!  " 
and  calls  of  "  Three  cheers  for  the  Queen," 
which  were  given  with  tremendous  enthu- 
siasm. A  great  many  qiuyfations  were  made 
in  the  Newdigate  poem,  which  led  some  wag 
to  volunteer  the  information  that  "  the 
buttery  closes  at  two." 

At  the  end  of  this  poem,  convocation  being 
dissolved  by  the  Vice-Chancellor,  the  pro- 
cession of  doctors  and  proctors  once  more 
left  the  theatre,  to  the  strains  of  Eule 
Britannia."  which  were  joined  in  with  great 
gusto  by  the  audience  for  the  second  time, 
more  cheers  being  given  for  "Dr.  Stanley" 
as  he  left  the  theatre.  When  the  procession 
had  departed,  the  audience  soon  foL'owed 


2§3 


their  lead,  and  the  great  event  of  the  Com- 
memoration of  1890  was  over. 

I  am  afraid  those  who  read  this  account, 
and  are  not  acquainted  with  the  manners 
and  cnstoms  of  the  undergraduates  at  an 
Enccewia,  may  leave  it  with  an  idea  that  we 
do  not  behave  ourselves  with  very  great 
decorum  on  this  occasion  in  the  presence  of 
our  superiors.    But  although  a  good  deal  of 


licence  is  permitted  on  this  one  occasion  in 
the  year,  it  seldom  leads  to  anything  worse 
than  a  "  wordy  warfare,"  though  a  few  years 
ago  a  sensation  was  caused  by  a  pinafore 
being  let  down  from  the  gallery  on  which 
was  inscribed  "  Admitto  te  to  degree  B.C.L. 
Chorus  :  '  And  so  do  his  sisters  !  '  "  this 
pinafore  being  chased  by  the  proctors  round 
the  gallery,  and  passed  from  hand  to  hand 

(the  end.) 


by  the  undergraduates  (some  of  the  ladies 
in  the  gallery  assisting  !)  until  it  was  finally 
overtaken  and  torn  down  !  After  this  too 
prominent  joke  certain  restrictions  were 
introduced  which  make  the  proceedings 
somewhat  quieter,  and  certainly,  if  the  chafi, 
and  the  fire  of  witticisms  which  still  con- 
tinue, were  dropped,  the  whole  affair  would 
speedily  become  unutterably  dull. 


SOME  Q,UEER  USES  OF  ANIMALS. 


By  Dr.  Arthur  Stradling,  f.z.s., 

Author  of  •'  Oul-of-//ie-Wai/  Pets,"  'A  Tussle  tcith  a  Serpent"  etc.,  etc. 


THE  so-called  performing-fleas  have  caused 
many  a  copper  to  be  transferred  from  the 
pockets  of  the  curious  to  those  of  the  show- 
1    man.    This  was  an  exhibition  which  used  to 
ij    be  quoted  as  an  illustration  of  the  wonderful 
fl    way  in  which  animals  even  so  low  in  the 
1    acale  could  be  tamed  and  trained  ;  you  looked 
through  a  magnifying-glass  and  saw  four 
tleas  drawing  a  tiny  coach,  on  the  box  of 
which  another  sat  up,  holding  the  reins  and 
,     whip,  while  two  more  rode  inside  and  two 
perched  behind  as  fobtmen.    But,  ingenious 
■I    as  the  mechanism  of  the  whole  thing  was, 
1    th«  fraudulent  character  of  its  claim  to  any 
;    training  or  teaching  on  the  part  of  the 
'!    insects  was  after  a  time  exposed.    It  was 
discovered  that  each  was  fixed  in  its  position 
by  means  of  fine  hair  and  wax,  so  that  it  i 
(    either  could  not  move  at  all  or  only  in  one  : 
i     direction,  so  that  the  running  forward  of  the 
horses  or  the  movement  of  the  nurse  in 
pushing  the  perambulator  (for  that  was 
another  item  of  the  performance),  was  really 
an  eiiort  at  escape  in  the  only  way  in  which 
motion  was  possible  to  the  cramped  and 
fettered  fleas.    The  exhibitor  fed  his  collec-  I 
tion  from  time  to  time  on  his  arm,  the  inner 
surface  of  which  was  dotted  with  bites,  and 
offered  half-a-crown  apiece  for  fleas  of  un- 
usual size,  and  uninjured— "  good  fleas,"  he 
called  them.    The  patience  and  delicacy  of 
mr.nipulation  displayed  in  the  arrangement 
were  marvellous  enough  to  have  found  a 
better  object,  for  it  struck  me  as  a  cruel 
though  queer  misuse  of  animals. 

A  ghastly  misuse,  too,  was  that  to  which 
the  wreckers  on  the  rock -bound  Cornish  coast 
used  to  put  cows  in  the  olden  days  before  the 
coastguard  service  was  established,  and  when 
I  whole  villages  subsisted  on  the  profits  of 
smuggling  and  the  pillage  of  the  vessels 
which  they  lured  to  destruction.  On  stormy 
nights,  when  a  ship  had  been  sighted  in  the 
distance,  they  would  tie  a  lantern  between  a  i 
cow's  horns  and  turn  her  out  to  graze  on  the  . 
fields  above  the  cliffs.  The  light,  rising  and  j 
falling  with  the  tossing  of  her  head,  so 
deceptively  resembled  that  of  a  vessel  riding 
at  anchor  that  the  stranger  was  often  induced 
to  make  for  what  was  taken  to  be  a  safe 
harbour,  and  was  dashed  on  the  rocks. 

Dogs  have  frequently  served  the  base  uses 
of  smugglers  by  conveying  lace  wound  round 
and  round  their  bodies  underneath(  a  skilfully- 
contrived  false  outer  skin.  One  was  caught  the 
other  day  who  had  been  in  the  business  for 
many  years  between  Belgium  and  France.  He 
knew  his  way  across  the  frontier  by  unfre- 
quented roads^unaccompanied  by  his  masters, 
who  returned  home  by  another  and  more 
straightforward  route,  and  had  been  taught 
to  give  a  wide  berth  to  anybody  wearing  a 
unifonn  ;  it  is  said  that  the  lace  found  on 
'  him  when  he  was  stopped  was  worth  £200. 
Rare  pigeons  and  other  birds  have  gone  back- 
wards and  forwards  in  cages,  the  feed'^g 


part  v. 

troughs  of  which  masked  hollow  cavities  in 
the  floor  wherein  contraband  articles  could 
be  concealed.  When  I  came  home  from 
abroad  at  different  times,  the  custom-house 
officials  used  to  grin  and  decline  when  I 
offered  them  my  keys.  "  Kindly  open  the 
boxes  yourself  !  "  they  used  to  say  ;  and  even 
when  I  did  so,  they  stood  at  a  safe  distance 
and  made  no  very  close  inspection,  for  they 
got  to  know  what  queer  luggage  I  often 
carried  !  In  fact,  I  believe  that  live  snakes 
have  actually  been  employed  for  the  purpose 
of  smuggling,  and  all  sorts  of  dead  specimens 
have  been  found  "  stuffed "  with  lace  or 
tobacco.  Large  glass  jars  of  spirit  and  Eau 
de  Cologne,  labelled  "  Museum  Specimens," 
have  been  stopped,  and  when  unpacked  found 
to  contain  one  small  snake  or  lizard  apiece, 
preserved  in  about  half  a  gallon  of  the  liquid  ; 
just  as  preserved  peaches,  one  to  a  (juart 
bottle  of  rum,  used  to  find  their  way  into  the 
Federal  Army  when  the  introduction  of  spirits 
was  prohibited.  On  a  little  river  called  the 
Tigre  in  South  America  I  saw  a  live  dog  used 
as  a  bait  for  a  trap  for  pumas  or  jaguars  ;  it 
was  a  sort  of  double  cage,  and  was  so  managed 
that  as  the  big  cat  went  in  at  one  end  he  set 
free  the  dog  at  the  other,  and  at  the  same 
time  rendered  his  own  retreat  impossible. 
But  the  queerest  use  of  a  dog  I  ever  saw  was 
that  exhibited  by  a  clever  conjurer.  On  a 
small  deal  table,  without  hangings  or  cover, 
and  the  drawer  of  which  was  shown  to  be 
empty,  he  laid  a  portfolio  as  flat  as  this  book 
when  it  is  closed.  Then  he  opened  it  and 
took  a  lot  of  astonishing  things  out  of  it, 
glasses  of  water,  ladies'  bonnets,  tea-kettles, 
bouquets  of  flowers  and  a  hot  plum-pudding. 
Then  he  showed  again  that  it  was  quite 
empty,  allowed  it  to  be  examined,  pressed  it 
flat  as  a  pancake  ;  finally  lifted  it  and  brought 
out  a  large  black  retriever !  I'll  teU  you  how 
he  did  it  some  day. 

Rabbits,  pigeons,  and  guinea-pigs  most 
readily  lend  themselves  to  the  magic  art,  as 
they  are  to  be  depended  on  and  do  not  as  a 
rule  put  the  performer  to  confusion  by 
appearing  before  the  right  moment,  but  tame 
squirrels,  white  rats,  parrots,  canaries,  gold- 
fish, fowls,  even  pigs  and  geese  have  all  been 
employed  in  this  connection.  A  dear  little 
opossum  of  mine  used  to  do  tricks  splendidly, 
and  created  much  amusement  when  the  bit 
of  sugar  which  was  always  his  reward 
vanished  unexpectedly,  by  burrowing  up  my 
sleeve  in  quest  of  it.  A  couple  of  snakes  or 
a  small  alligator  "  produced  "  from  a  hand- 
kerchief or  an  empty  hat  cause  some  excite- 
ment. Ambrose,  my  big  Giant  Toad  from 
Savanilla,  whom  you  can  see  at  present  in 
the  lobby  of  the  Reptile  House  at  the  Zoo- 
logical Gardens,  has  been  revealed  in  pies 
before  now,  and  has  elicited  a  scream  from 
the  ladies  when  beheld  in  all  his  stolid 
squatness  in  a  canary-cage  from  which  the 
legitimate  occupant  had  disappeared. 


Snake-skin  gun-cases,  belts,  slippers,  and 
book-markers  ;  tobacco-pouches  and  purses 
fabricated  from  lizards ;  elephants  drilled 
with  the  precision  of  soldiers  to  do  duty  in 
war  ;  fire-flies  spangling  a  lady's  head-dress 
with  living  gems  ;  leopards  trained  to  hunt ; 
cormorants  aiding  the  fishermen,  and  falcons 
the  fowler  ;  alligators  farmed  for  the  sake  of 
their  skins  ;  cockatoo  schoolmasters  for  talk- 
ing-birds ;  tigers'  teeth  and  claws,  terrible 
weapons,  reduced  to  buttons  and  necklaces ; 
these,  and  a  hundred  other  queer  uses  of 
animals  and  their  products,  we  must  leave 
for  the  present.  A  thing  we  don't  see  now- 
adays is  represented  in  a  sculpture  found  at 
Thebes,  now  in  the  British  Museum,  where 
a  man  is  shown  seated  in  a  flat-bottomed  boat 
in  a  marsh,  while  a  domestic  cat  retrieves  the 
bird  he  has  killed. 
A  remarkable  story  of  the  use  to  which  a 
I  rattlesnake  was  put  is  related  by  Catlin,  the 
American  traveller  and  naturalist.  I  could 
never  quite  understand  it  myself,  but  it  runs 
to  the  effect,  if  I  remember  right,  that  when 
he  wag  a  boy,  he,  with  his  father  and  a  party 
of  neighbours,  set  out  to  kill  these  deadly 
serpents  on  a  certain  hillside,  where  the 
ledges  of  rock  and  caverns  so  swarmed  with 
them  that  it  was  known  as  Rattlesnake  Den. 
They  had  slaughtered  some  hundreds,  and 
were  about  to  return  home  at  the  close  of  the 
day,  when  a  snake  was  intercepted  on  its 
way  back  to  the  rock,  where  a  cave  in  which 
vast  numbers  were  believed  to  have  dwelt 
from  time  immemorial  was  inaccessib'e  to 
the  hunters.  The  idea  suddenly  suggested 
itself  to  Catlin  to  tie  his  powder-flask  to  the 
rattlesnake's  tail,  fix  a  fuse  in  it,  and  let  it 
go.  This  was  done,  and  the  reptile  sped 
.way  to  the  cavern,  dragging  the  flask  behind 
it.  A  loud  explosion  presently  rent  the  air, 
and  Rattlesnake  Den  was  said  to  be  thence- 
forth freed  from  its  evil  company. 

I  said  I  would  not  ti-eat  of  the  use  of 
animals  either  as  remedies  or  food  in  this 
paper,  but  I  am  going  to  make  an  exception 
in  both  instances  by  way  of  conclusion.  You 
may,  perhaps,  know  already  that  the  poison 
I  of  snakes  has  been  given  in  small  quantities 
I  as  a  medicine  in  the  treatment  of  dift'erent 
diseases  ;  Crotaline,  which  is  thought  to  be 
the  active  principle  of  rattlesnake-venom  as 
morphia  is  of  opium,  is  at  this  time  a  reoog- 
'  nised  drug  in  homceopathy,  and  is  given  to 
i  cure  and  prevent  fevers.    But  what  do  you  • 
j  say  to  snake-bite  as  a  remedy  ?    At  the  Sao 
j  Christovao  hospital,  near  Rio  de  Janeiro,  a 
!  man  affected  with  a  curious  kind  of  leprosy 
called  "  beri-beri,"  which  is  common  in  Brazil, 
consented  to  be  bitten  by  a  serpent  as  a  last 
resource.     A   very  venomous  species  was 
brought,  and  with  some  difficulty  induced  to 
strike  the  swollen  limb.    At  first  no  effect 
whatever  seemed  to  be  produced,  but  symp- 
toms of  poisoning  very  gradually  came  on.  and 
the  patient  died  in  twenty-four  hours.  And 
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in  France  the  bite  of  a  viper  which  has  itself 
been  bitten  by  the  dog,  has  been  tried  for 
hydrophobia ! 

At  the  commencement  of  the  present 
century  a  traveller  in  Siberia  saw  the  body 
of  a  mammoth,  a  gigantic  sort  of  elephant 
long  ago  extinct,  embedded  in  the  ice.  The 
next  year  the  ice  had  given  way  sufficiently 
to  expose  the  creature,  the  flesh  of  which 
was  then  being  cut  away  by  the  natives  for 


feeding  their  dogs.  Fortunately,  the  greater 
part  of  the  animal  was  secured,  and  was 
brought  to  St.  Petersburg,  where  it  is  now  to 
be  seen  in  the  Imperial  Museum,  the  skin, 
with  its  reddish  hair,  giving  us  a  good  idea 
of  what  these  great  beasts  were  like,  better 
than  we  can  gather  from  fossil  bones.  But 
there  it  was,  dead  thousands  of  years,  yet  so 
well  preserved  by  the  cold  that  dogs  could  eat 
it.    Even  the  pupils  of  its  eyes  were  visible. 

'  (the  end.) 


When  I  was  in  the  Black  Republic  of 
Hayti,  I  came  across  a  pile  of  singular  objects 
stacked  up  as  fuel  near  a  hut  not  far  from 
Jacmel,  and  on  examination  I  found  these 
to  consist  of  various  portions  of  mummies 
— no  doubt  the  remains  of  some  race  which 
had  existed  in  the  island  ages  ago,  and,  per- 
haps, of  as  great  historical  interest  in  their 
way  as  the  ancient  Egyptians,  but  now  broken 
up  and  used  instead  of  firewood  1 


TOKENS:    WHAT  ARE  THEY,  AND  SHALL  BOYS  COLLECT  THEM? 

By  George  Williamson,  f.r.s.l.,  f.r.hist.soc,  etc. 
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N  Figs.  23  and  24  we  have  what  look  at 
first  sight  very  like  armorial  bearings,  but 


Fig.  23. 

it  is  not  so.  The  devices  are  the  trade  or  mer- 
chant marks  of  the  issuers,  arranged  in  shields, 
and  were  very  possibly  afterwards  adopted  as 
real  coats  of  arms.  In  one  instance  in 
Somersetshhe  we  know  this  was  the  case. 
In  the  Colchester  token.  No.  24,  there  are  two 
varieties  with  slightly  different  devices,  and 
in  our  block  we  have  represented  both  varie- 
ties of  the  reverse.  Other  devices  are  what 
are  termed  punnmg  ones.  For  example. 
Fig.  25  shows  a  token  issued  by  James  Cocke, 


Thomas  Sandes,  the  cloth  worker,  of  Kendal, 
puts  on  his  token,  No.  29,  the  implements 


Fig.  27. 


Via.  24. 

and  on  the  token  he  has  a  cock.  Fig.  26 
bears  a  fox  and  the  issuer's  name  was  Andrew 


Fig.  26. 

I 

Eeynolds  or  Eanols,  and,  in  allusion  to  the 
French  Reynard,  he  puts  the  fox.  This  token 
was  issued  at  the  "  Bell  Inn^'  that  Chaucer 
speaks  of  as  standing  near  to  the  "  Tabard," 
and  is  all  there  is  left  to  remind  us  of  this  old 
and  interesting  tavern.  Anthony  Blake,  the 
tapster,  puts  on  his  token,  No.  27,  pint  pots 
and  tobacco  pipes,  to  show  us  his  trade  ;  and 
on  the  coffee-house  token  of  Bury  St.  Edmunds, 
Fig.  28,  is  a  hand,  with  a  cofiee-pot,  pouring 
out  a  cup. 


Fig.  28. 

of  his  trade,  teasel,  wool-hook,  and  wool- 
comb  ;  and  another  Westmoreland  token.  No. 

30,  shows  us  that  it  was  issued 
by  two  partners,  each  of  whom 
put  his  initials  on  one  side. 
We  have  now  had  a  look  at 
some  few  of  the  peculiarities 
of  this  curious  series  of  coins. 

They  were  only  issued  be- 
tween 1648  and  1679,  so  that 
the  whole  series  lasted  but  for 
thirty  years.  All  over  the  country  they  may 
be  found.  They  are  often  to  be  seen  in 
pawnbrokers'  or  blacksmiths'  shops  amongst 
old  metal  or  coins;  they  are  dug  up  by 


Fig.  30. 

labourers,  and  frequently  found  when  old 
houses  are  pulled  down.  Almost  evei-y  boy 
can  get  them,  and  as  this  year  we  have  finished 
writing  a  big  book  all  about  them  in  two 
thick  volumes,*  boys  can,  if  they  are  near  to 

»  "Traders'  Tokens."  Bv  Geo.  C.  WiUiamson. 
16G0  pp.,  2  vols.,  published  by  subscription.  Elliot 
Stock.  1890. 


a  public  library  or  the  private  library  of' 
some  good  friend,  learn  all  they  want  to  do 
about  the  seventeenth  century  tokens. 

Do  you  ask,  Why  should  boys  collect  them  ? 
then  we  reply  :  because  they  teach  a  great 
deal  about  the  trading  classes,  to  which  most 
of  us  belong  in  some  greater  or  lesser  degree, 
and  what  these  traders  did  in  1648. 

The  tokens  tell  us  a  good  deal  about  who 
governed  the  towns,  about  what  were  the  trades 
in  those  days,  about  the  relative  importance  of 
different  towns,  about  heraldry  and  arms. 
We  find  lace  mentioned  on  Buckingham 
tokens,   and  wool  in   Surrey ;    gloves  in ' 
Leicester  ;■  needles  in  Chichester,  and  other  I 
interesting  local  trades  that  have  died  out ' 
long  ago.    Then  we  learn  the  names  of  the  j 
men  who  were  the  leading  traders  in  our  own 
town  or  village,  and  so  get  a  list  of  names  -, 
ready  for  our  local  history  that  we  oncej 
talked  about,  and  find  out,  perhaps,  that' 
descendants  from  some  of  the  men  live  there 
still.    On  some  tokens  we  find  curious  old- 
fashioned    objects    represented,    as,  for 
instance,  the  coffee-pot  on  Fig.  28,  or  the 
wool  implements  on  Fig.  29.    We  learn  the 
arms  of  towns  and  families  from  Figs.  4-5, 

19,  21,  22,  and  of  trades  from  Figs.  16  and 

20,  and,  besides,  we  have  many  an  old  name 
and  many  an  old  story  brought  to  our 
memory,  as,  for  instance,  the  story  in  Chaucer 
of  the  "Tabard  Inn"  and  the  Canterbury 
Pilgrims  by  the  "  Bell  Inn  "  token,  Fig.  26. 

Some  of  the  tokens  were  actually  issued  in 
prison.  One  was  sent  out  by  some  poor  men 
in  the  King's  Bench  Prison.  Then  boys  can 
learn  how  words  were  spelt  in  old  days,  and 
the  older  names  for  towns.  For  instance  : 
tokens  of  Shaftesbury  call  the  town  Mount 
Paladore,  and  tokens  of  Rotherhithe  style  the 
place  Rederiff.  The  early  history  of  tea  and 
coffee  will  be  taught  us  from  tokens,  and 
often  old  inns  that  issued  tokens  were  the 
very  same  houses  that  Shakespeare,  Ben 
Jonson,  Dr.  Johnson,  or  Tennyson,  refer  to 
in  their  works. 

Altogether  it  is  worth  while  collecting 
tokens,  and  a  great  deal  of  local  and 
national  history  may  be  learned  from  them, 
and  finally,  if  any  boys  collect  them  and  get 
puzzled  about  them,  the  author  of  this 
article  will  be  pleased  to  help  them,  so  far  as 
he  can,  if  they  will  write  to  him  through  the 
Editor  of  theB.  0.  P. 

N.B.— For  the  electros  from  the  original 
wood-blocks  we  have  to  thank  Messrs.  Long- 
mans and  Co.  and  P.  Norman,  Esq.,  as  re- 
gards Figs.  1,  9.  26.  and  27;  Messrs.  Swan 
Sonnenschein  &  Co.  Figs.  8  and  17 ;  Mr.  Collen 
as  to  Figs.  13,  14. 15. 16,  and  20  ;  Mr.  Golding 
of  Colchester  as  to  Figs.  4,  5,  19,  22,  23,  and 
28 ;  Miss  Nicholson  as  to  Figs.  2,  3,  6,  29, 
and  30  ;  and  Mr.  Cunnington  as  to  Fig.  21. 
We  return  our  best  thanks  to  all. 

(the  exd.) 


Vlie  Boy'^  Own  9iL.vsi. 


2§3 


A  HOLIDAY  OUTING  IN  CEYLON. 

By  an  Old  Westminster  Boy. 


DURING  the  first  four  days  we  shot  nothing 
but  snipe,  quail,  jungle-fowl,  sand-pipers, 
and  birds  for  skinning,  together  with  one 
spotted  deer,  which  the  kangaroo  hounds 
aided  us  to  pull  down.  On  the  fifth  day  we 
heard  of  a  herd  of  six  elephants,  and  by  way- 
laying them  before  daybreak,  both  N  and 

I  made  our  maiden  shots. 

I  cannot  dwell  upon  mine.  Nervousness, 
funk,  breathlessness,  or  bad  luck,  conspired 
to  make  a  mull  of  it.  I  came,  saw,  fired, 
and— the  result  was  a  crashmg  of  bamboos. 

N   obtained  a  temple  shot  at  a  good- 
sized  bull,  which  came  straight  at  him  like  a 
locomotive ;  but  a  bullet  just  above  the  bulb 
of  his  trunk  at  something  like  twelve  paces 
won  my  friend  his  laurels. 

McK         was  an  old  hand,  and  had  he 

been  in  my  place  would  have  possibly  killed 
right  and  left.  Instead  of  which  he  had 
given  both  of  us  the  best  positions,  and  consti- 
tuted himself  into  a  kind  of  reserve.  The  next 
day  we  "  made  "  a  tank  and  simply  luxuriated 
in  miscellaneous  shooting,  besides  opening 
negotiations  with  the  villagers,  with  the 
object  of  hearing  of  good  hunting-grounds. 

The  following  morning  we  stayed  by  the 
tank  some  hours  shooting  teal  and  flamingoes. 
Any  bird  which  happened  to  fall  into  the 
water  disappeared  at  once  in  a  most  uncanny 
way.  This  quite  cured  us  of  the  longing  to 
have  a  swim. 

The  fact  was,  we  were  not  on  speaking 
terms  with  the  alligators.  I  proposed  to  the 
coolies  that  they  should  all  have  a  swimming 
match,  and  that  we  would  subscribe  a  hand- 
some prize,  but  they  said  they  were  afraid  of 
being  seized — with  cramp.  Natives  always 
make  such  trivial  excuses  ! 

"Andi"  asked,  very  naively,  if  "Master 
would  send  one  of  the  dogs  in  after  a 
flamingo  ?  "  which  of  course  caused  us  to 
change  the  subject ! 

Most  of  the  morning  was  spent  in  taking 
the  tushes  from  the  two  elephants.  It  was 
as  well  that  we  had  not  left  them  longer,  for 
already  decomposition  had  begun,  and  pipes 
were  soon  alight.  The  sun  was  becoming  very 
powerful,  and  we  had  a  weary  tramp  back  to 
the  river  in  the  afternoon.  The  desire  to 
sleep  was  overpowering,  and  soon  indulged 
in. 

It  was  past  seven  when  I  awoke  the  next 
morning.  After  packing  up  and  loading  our 
belongings  on  to  the  canoe,  we  set  off  down 

stream.    McK  calculated  that  our  other 

coolies  and  baggage  would  be  waiting  for  us 
about  eight  miles  lower  down,  as  they  had 
been  directed  to  make  a  small  hut  and  com- 
fortable camp  opposite  an  island  in  the  river. 

The  air  that  morning  was  beautifully  cool, 
and  the  scenery  perfect.  The  large  forest 
trees  on  either  side  of  the  stream  were  joined 
together  by  rattans  and  other  creepers. 
These  aerial  bridges  were  in  many  places 
sixty  yards  long.  They  supported  a  busy 
trafiBc  in  the  shape  of  monkeys  and  lizards, 
who  seemed  to  be  perpetually  "  showing  off." 

As  our  coolies  preferred  the  flesh  of  Wan- 
deroo  monkeys  to  anything  else,  we  shot 
some  of  them.  This  gave  rise  to  a  perfect 
storm  of  chattering.  They  followed  the 
canoe  for  a  long  time,  using  the  very  strongest 
language  in  a  barefaced  way,  taking  the  most 
unprepared  and  fantastic  leaps  from  tree  to 
tree,  sometimes,  but  seldom,  from  tree  to 
ground  or  water,  and  stopping  every  minute 
to  drop  prickly  fruit  or  dead  branches, 
possibly  with  the  intention  of  marring  the 
beauty  of  their  primeval  cousins. 


PART  II. 

While  engaged  in  these  mutual  recrimina- 
tions with  our  white-bearded  friends,  the 
canoe  shd  over  a  small  rapid,  and  as  nearly 
upset  as  possible.  The  change  of  level  was 
not  more  than  five  feet,  but  it  gave  us  a 
surprise  as  the  boat  went  down  this  with  a 
rush,  grazing  a  rock  in  passing,  and  turning 
completely  round  just  afterwards. 

The  monkeys  seemed  to  notice  what  had 
happened,  for  they  sniggered  and  chattered, 
and  shook  the  branches  with  derision  in  a 

way  that  was  positively  exasperating.  N-|  

was  so  angry  that  he  stood  up  and  explained 
to  them  aloud  that,  had  the  canoe  really 
upset,  he  would  have  shot  every  one  of  them. 
He  did  not  realise  that  the  gun  would  have 
been  sitting  peacefully  upon  some  rock  at  the 
bottom.  However,  his  speech  awed  the 
Wanderoos,  who  expostulated  with  their 
ringleaders,  and  told  them  that  "  the  thing 
had  reaUy  gone  too  far."    So  they  left  us. 

N  has  the  most  rooted  belief  now  that 

he  is  the  only  one  of  the  party  who  can 
speak  aboriginal  languages  in  a  way  that 
monkeys  can  understand. 

The  encampment  was  reached  in  the  after- 
noon, and  all  our  traps  were  removed  from 
the  boat  and  stowed  away  in  the  hut,  as  we  in- 
tended making  this  our  headquarters  for  at 
least  a  week.  Our  coolies  said  that  there  was 
a  small  encampment  of  "  Veddahs  "  within  a 
mile,  and  as  these  wretched  people  might 

prove  very  interesting  to  us,  McK  and  I 

set  off  to  pay  them  a  visit,  leaving  N- —  to 
shoot  some  jungle  fowl  and  superintend 
dinner.  "Andi"  carried  our  rifles,  and  one 
of  the  Singhalese  trackers  accompanied  us 
as  interpreter. 

Of  course,  the  mile  which  the  coolies  told 
us  turned  out  to  be  -a  good  two,  but  we  had 
occasional  shots  at  snipe,  peacock,  or  jungle 
fowl,  which  made  the  walk  seem  a  short  one. 
I  brought  down  a  fine  specimen  of  the  low- 
country  kingfisher,  which  is  rather  an  un- 
common bird  in  Ceylon,  although  plentiful 
enough  in  the  Malay  peninsula. 

We  had  every  day  shot  various  birds,  and 
had  them  skinned  in  the  evening.  These  we 
anointed  with  arsenical  soap,  powdering  their 
plumage  with  white  pepper,  and  filling  up 
their  insides  with  tow,  impregnated  with 
carbolic  acid.  In  this  way  they  can  be 
packed  closely  together  in  boxes,  and  carried 
about,  or  even  sent  to  England  to  be  properly 
stuffed. 

While  passing  under  some  la'-ge  trees  a 
piece  of  honeycomb  fell  down  upon  Mc 

K  's  hat,  and  on  looking  up  we  saw  what 

at  a  first  glance  appeared  to  be  monkeys,  but 
which  the  trackers  hastened  to  inform  us 
were  two  Veddahs  robbing  a  bees'  nest.  The 
bees  were  careering  wildly  about  and  settling 
on  everybody  and  everything  in  an  obtrusive 
manner,  so  Andi  put  a  match  to  some  dried 
ferns  and  lantana.  The  smoke  from  this 
soon  cleared  away  our  tormentors,  and  we 
beckoned  to  the  Veddahs  to  come  down. 
This  they  did  not  like  doing,  and  "  coo-eed  " 
loudly  to  their  companions. 

In  answer  to  the  primeval  summons  seven 
or  eight  mop-headed  and  dirty-looking 
wretches  appeared  slinking  through  the 
bushes  with  their  bov,-s  and  arrows.  They 
were  far  more  afraid  of  us  than  we  could 
think  possible,  and  suddenly  laid  down  their 
bows  and  jabbered  something  which  sounded 
like  "  dish-cloth,"  but  which  evidently  meant 
peace  at  any  price.  The  tracker  now  spoke 
some  gibberish  to  them,  and  reassured  them 
completely.    They  came  up  and  looked  at 


the  game  we  had  shot.  It  puzzled  them 
exceedingly  to  think  how  snipe  could  be 
bagged  except  with  springes,  and  they  were 
utterly  unable  to  comprehend  the  tracker's 
account  of  how  they  had  been  killed  while 
flying. 

These  poor  crep,tures  were  the  most  awful 
examples  of  human  beings  I  have  ever  seen. 
When  the  whole  party  had  assembled  they 
numbered  seventeen.  Nine  of  these  were 
men  and  boys,  and  six  of  them  women,  two 
of  whom  carried  children.  Not  one  of  the 
party  had  a  vestige  of  clothing  of  any  kind.  , 
The  men  carried  crumpery-looking  bows  and 
arrows,  and  were  munching  large  pieces  of 
honeycomb,  covered  with  bits  of  bark,  moss, 
and  insects.  The  women  seemed  to  be  left 
out  of  this  little  ceremony  altogether.  All 
of  them  looked  unspeakably  hungry  and 
miserable,  although  they  may  not  have 
been.  We  measured  the  tallest  and  he  barely 
reached  five  feet.  Their  limbs  were  small 
and  sinewy,  but  they  apparently  had  fever 
in  their  blood,  and  suffered  from  skin  dis- 
eases. They  live  almost  entirely  upon  honey, 
fruit,  and  the  flesh  of  whatever  they  can 
shoot.  Their  arrows  were  tipped  with  bone ; 
but  they  knew  the  use  of  metals,  and  begged 
of  us  for  nails. 

They  took  us  to  their  encampment,  which 
merely  consisted  of  some  odorous  skins 
stretched  against  the  twisted  roots  of  trees. 
Lying  under  one  of  these  was  a  Veddah, 
whose  chest  and  arms  had  been  torn  open 
by  a  bear  that  morning.  Nothing  had  been 
done  to  him,  and  he  lay  in  a  quantity  of 
blood.  They  told  us  that  while  mounting-a 
tree  to  take  a  bees'  nest,  a  bear  was  discovered 
who  had  been  on  the  same  errand,  that  they 
had  fired  their  arrows  at  it,  and  that  it 
caught  hold  of  this  unfortunate  man  and 
"kicked"  his  chest  open.  No  term  could 
have  expressed  more  horribly  the  exact  way 
in  which  his  wounds  had  been  inflicted.  We 
had  him  brought  out  into  the  open,  and 
began  to  wash  him,  but  he  was  in  a  comatose 
condition  from  the  loss  of  blood,  and  died 
while  we  were  standing  by.  The  Veddahs 
showed  no  sympathy,  and  it  is  hardly  pro- 
bable that  they  felt  much. 

All  of  them  were  anxious  to  show  us  the 
place  into  which  the  bear  had  retired,  and 
where  they  affirmed  he  still  was.  The  only 
thing  to  be  done  for  the  poor  man  now  was 
to  avenge  his  death,  and  so  we  followed 
readily  to  the  murderer's  lair.  Between  a  tall 
ant-hill  and  the  roots  of  a  huge  tree  was 
a  small  cave  half  blocked  up  with  tree  ferns, 
and  into  this  place  the  beast  had  retreated. 

As  they  had  kept  no  watch,  McK  thought 

it  probable  that  the  bear  might  have  gone 
off,  but  the  Veddahs  pointed  out  to  him  that 
the  most  recent  claw  marks  were  those  going 
inwards,  which  quite  settled  the  matter  in 
our  minds. 

The  hole  did  not  look  deep,  and  was  formed 
in  a  very  crumbling  kind  of  clay,  so  that  we 
thought  it  might  be  broken  down.  After  the 
natives  had  beaten  vainly  on  all  sides  of  the 
cave  with  heavy  logs,  we  decided  to  try  fire. 
The  tracker  had  a  large  buffalo-horn  powder- 
flask,  which  he  had  filled  before  startmg. 
There  would  be  amply  sufficient  powder  here 
to  blow  up  the  entire  lair,  which  could  not 
be  as  large  as  an  ordinary  coal-cellar.  To 
effect  this  purpose,  we  directed  that  it  should 
be  blocked  up  with  logs,  stones,  and  earth, 
merely  leaving  a  small  aperture  through 
which  to  introduce  a  bamboo  stem  filled  with  , 
gunpowder. 
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An  enormous  cane  was  cut  down,  the 
length  of  which  was  so  great  that  both  Mc 
K — —  and  myself  undertook  to  push  in  the 
loaded  end,  as  we  should  be  quite  out  of 
danger.  The  bottom  joint  of  the  bamboo  was 
as  large  round  as  a  good-sized  tlower-pot  and 
was  of  course  hollow.  A  small  hole  was 
bored,  and  the  entire  horn  of  powder  poured 
in.  The  end  of  the  cane  was  then  rested  in 
the  aperture  of  the  cave,  and  a  small  piece 
of  dry  rotten  wood  placed  upon  the  touch- 
hole.     McK  and  I   lighted  the  wood, 

which  smouldered  away  most  satisfactorily, 
and  then  going  to  the  other  end  of  the 
bamboo,  pushed  it  gently  in,  three,  four,  five 
feet,  when  it  came  in  contact  with  the  earth 
at  the  further  end.  Every  minute  an  ex- 
plosion was  expected  which  did  not  take 
place.  After  about  a  quarter  of  an  liour 
passed  in  a  great  state  of  excitement,  we 
pulled  out  our  bamboo  mortar  and  examined 
its  priming.    The  touch-wood  had  fallen  oft'. 

We  lighted  another  piece,  pinning  it  on 
this  time  for  greater  security.  Again  the 
loaded  end  was  pushed  into  the  lair,  and 
again  the  anxious  waiting  had  to  be  endured. 
Just  as  we  were  thinking  of  withdrawing  it 
the  explosion  took  place.  A  very  muffled 
noise  and  a  cloud  of  dust  were  the  effects. 
The  entire  top  and  sides  of  the  cave  were 
blown  down.  We  heard  angry  growls  among 
the  debris,  and  catching  sight  of  something 
large  and  black  I  fired  into  it,  with  the  effect 
of  seeing  a  bear  roll  over.  It  immediately 
recovered  its  legs  however,  and  came  savagely 
on.  The  tracker,  who  was  on  one  side  half 
hidden  by  a  tree,  gave  it  a  chop  on  the  back 
of  the  head  with  a  "  kodalie  "  (small  hatchet) 
that  completely  knocked  all  life  out  of  it.  I 
heard  rapid  firing  and  shouts,  but  the  dust 
had  got  into  my  eyes  so  badly  that  I  could 
not  look  up. 

A  minute  afterwards  a  half-grown  bear 
shambled  past  and  got  the  contents  of  my 
left  barrel  in  its  ribs,  at  the  same  time 
receiving  a  smaller  contribution  of  half-a- 
dozen  arrows  on  its  other  side.  McK  

effectually  finished  it  off  after  firing  both 
barrels  of  his  rifle  and  one  of  his  gun. 

The  other  cub  had  carried  away  the  shot 
from  his  left  barrel  and  was  being  hotly 
pursued  by  all  the  natives.  Andi  led  the 
way,  and  when  the  bear  turned  upon  him,  he 
drove  his  boar  spear  right  through  its  throat, 
pushing  it  backwards  until  the  end  of  the 
spear  stuck  against  a  tree.  A  blow  on  the 
head  from  his  kodalie  ended  the  slaughter, 
which  had  been  of  the  most  exciting  cha- 
racter. 

The  bear  which  McK         had  shot  was 

the  male,  and  the  one  which  had  killed  the 
poor  Veddah,  as  the  bone  head  of  an  arrow 
sticking  in  the  brute's  back  testified.  The 
two  cubs  were  more  than  half-grown,  and 
were  getting  of  an  age  to  make  themselves 
obnoxious  to  unarmed  people,  so  that  the 
locality  was  well  rid  of  them. 

This  adventure  cemented  our  friendship  j 
with  the  Veddahs,  who  accompanied  us  back  i 
to  camp  with  much  gusto,  and  carried  the 
bears  for  us.    It  was  nearly  dark  when  we 

reached  the  hut,  but  N  had  not  returned. 

His  coolies  said  that  he  had  gone  down  the 
river  in  the  canoe  with  the  other  tracker,  and 
left  word  that  he  would  be  back  before  dark. 
He  had  shot  plenty  of  snipe,  and  prepared  a 
tine  kettle  of  soup.  Being  anxious  to  try  a 
new  disli  we  cut  out  the  bears'  tongues  and 
threw  them  into  the  pot.  The  Ceylon  bear 
(Ursus  Malayensis)  lives  almost  entirely  upon 
vegetable  food,  although  it  will  of  course  eat 
flesh  upon  occasions.  Honey  is  their  staple, 
and  this  they  will  climb  after  even  at  the 
cost  of  being  badly  stung.  Bears  resemble 
Veddahs  in  this  more  than  they  do  any  other 
animals. 

{To  be  conti:tHfd,)  j 


OUR  OPEN  COLUMN, 


A  Letter  to  the  Euitor. 
To  the  Editor  of  the  Bov's  Ow.v  PAPER. 
DE.A.B  Fatiiek,— As  I  owe  my  existence  to  you,  I 
suppose  there  is  no  impropriety  iu  tlius  addressing 
you. 

I  am  Volume  XII.,  and  I  feel  tliat  I  should  like  to 
tell  you  some  of  my  experiences  since  1  left  the  paternal 
roof. 

I  have  just  been  bound,  aud  put  upon  the  shelf  in  a 
haudsome  bookcase,  where,  to  my  great  joy,  I  find  my 
eleven  cider  brothers,  not  one  of  them  missing,  and  I 
find  from  conversation  with  them  that  tlieir  experiences 
are  very  similar  to  my  own.  When  I  suggested  to  them 
that  you,  our  respected  parent  in  Paternoster  Eow, 
would  be  gratified  to  liear  from  them,  they  deputed  me, 
as  the  last  comer,  to  write  to  you  iu  their  name  as  well 
as  in  my  own. 

Yeu  may  be  surprised  to  hear  that  my  owner  is  not 
a  "  boy  "  at  all ;  he  was  a  boy  once,  he  says,  hut  it  was 
considerably  more  than  half  a  century  ago.  In  fact  he 
is  all  but  a  septuagenarian  ;  he  savs'we  may  call  him 
an  old  hoy  if  we  like,  but  that  he  has  a  lail's  heart  in 
him  still,  uotwitlistauding  his  almost  three-score  years 
and  ten  ;  and  tliat,  instead  of  calling  ourselves  B.  0.  P.'s 
we  may  be  counted  as  0.  B.  P.'s,  or  Old  Bov's  Paper.  ' 

As  I  came  into  existence  bit  by  bit.  a'  mouth  at  a 
time,  I  was  sent  along  with  several  other  magazines  to 
my  present  owner.  I  feel  proud  to  tell  you,  he  always 
seized  upon  me  first  and  hastily  cut  my'leaves  with  a 
big  ivory  paper-knife,  looked  through  me  page  by  page, 
and  having  taken  a  cursory  view  of  mv  contents, 
settled  himself  down  in  a  big  easy-chair,  steadily  pur- 
;  ]iosing  to  read  me  right  tlaough,  but  of  course  he 
could  not  accomplish  this  at  one  sitting,  so  I  was  laid 
asiile,  but  only  to  be  resumed  next  morning  in  the 
train,  on  his  daily  journey  to  town,  and  on  his  return 
journey. 

Now  it  liapjiens  that  often  on  this  return  journey 
many  schoolboys  are  going  liome,  and  -vvlicn  I  aiii 
drawn  out  of  his  capacious  coat-jiocket  a  slv  look  will 
be  exclianjied  between  the  hoys,  and  a  smile  w  hni  tlicy 
see  my  white-haired  owner  .so  taken  up  with  tl^e 
B.  0.  P.,  but  I  find  he  makes  use  of  me  as  a  sort  of 
introduction  to  the  boys,  and  has  many  a  chat  with 
them  ou  the  merits  of  my  various  articles  and  stories, 

I  besides  being  able  to  add  to  their  collections  of  .stamps, 
coins,  etc.  One  day  I  was  greatly  amused  at  a  conver- 
sation between  lum  and  three  schoolboys.  He  inquired 

I  of  boy  Xo.  1  what  he  was  collecting.  Answer,  Stamps  ; 
then  of  boy  No.  2.  Answer,  Coins;  then  he  said  to 
No.  3,  "  And  what  may  you  be  collecting  ?  "  but  before 
he  could  reply,  boy  No.  1  answered  for  him,  "  Oh,  sir, 
he'i  trying  to  collect  his  thomjhts,  but  he  finds  it  a  cerij 
hard  Job." 

Now,  sir,  I  must  not  weary  you  with  my  letter.  I 
have  already  told  you  that  I  am"  put  on  the  shelf  with 
all  my  brotliers,  but  we  don't  by  any  means  consider 
i>urselyes  shelved,  for  we  are  still  in  constant  use,  being 
very  often  referred  to  and  some  interesting  article  re- 
read again  and  again.  I  feel  I  am  fulfilUng  my  mission, 
and  that  you  may  be  glad  to  know  it. 

I  remain,  dear  Mr.  Editor,  your  affectionate  off- 
spring, 

Volume  the  Twelfth. 


Dollars,  axd  "Pieces  of  Eight." 

In  Anson's  "  Voyage,"  and  in  many  histories  of  the 
time,  as  well  as  in  befoe's  "Robinson  Crusoe."  frequent 
mention  is  made  of  "  pieces  of  eight."  "  This,"  says 
Dr.  Macaulav  in  his  capital  new  boys'  book,  "  From 
Middy  to  Admiral  of  the  Fleet "  (Hutchinson  &  Co.), 
"  was  the  common  name  then  given  to  the  Spanish 
■  pillar-dollars,'  of  the  value  of  eight  reals.  The  pillar- 
dollar  was  so  called  from  the  coin  having  upon  it  two 
pillars,  supposed  to  represent  tlie  Pillars  of  Hercules, 
as  the  rocky  points  at  the  extreme  west  of  the  Great 
Sea,  or  Mediterranean,  were  called.  In  Anson's  time 
the  Mexican  dollars  aud  Spanish  dollars  were  used  in- 
differently ;  but  the  Spanish  pillar-dollar,  though 
minted  in  Mexico,  was  carried  everywhere,  especially 
through  Eastern  countries,  and  was  familiar  and  well- 
trusted.  The  value,  in  Anson's  time,  of  the  dollar,  or 
'  piece  of  eight,"  was  a  little  more  than  four  shillings 
and  fourpence." 


■Words  op  Cheer. 

G.  H.  SMrrH  writes  from  Torout-o  :  "  I  made  a  Magic 
Lantern  from  the  instructions  given  in  your  paper 
some  time  ago  and  it  has  been  a  grea-t  success.  I  have 
given  two  entertjiinments  with  it,  and  it  worked 
splendidly  both  times  and  pleased  both  me  and  the 
company." 


Mr.  Alfred  P.  Wire,  Head  Master  of  the  Harrow 
Green  Board  School,  writes  :  "  Myself  and  teachers  do 
all  \ve  can  to  encourage  the  reading  of  good  literature, 
and  for  the  past  three  years  we  have  taken  in  every 
\veek  several  Nos.  of  the  B.  0.  P.,  which  are  covere<i 
with  brown  paper,  well  read  by  lending  lound,  an  I 
then  finally  given  away.  All  boys  who  want  to  read. 
Iiay  a  trifle  towards  the  outlay,  about  Jd.  a  month  or 
six  weeks.  If  I  could  afford  it,  I  should  flood  the 
school  and  homes  with  pure  literature,  but  here  at 
poor  Harrow  Green  we  get  little  sympathy  and  no 
lielp." 


The  Master  of  a  South  London  Board  School 
writes,  under  date  of  December  10:  "We  use  tiie 
Boy's  Ow.n  PArEU  as  a  reading-book,  and  the  very 
poor  boys  of  this  neighbourhood  ke<;nly  enjoy  it  ■  it  lias 
almost  displaced  the  evil  and  pernicjous  trash  wliich  I 
used  formerly  to  see  in  my  boys'  bands  " 


OUR  PRIZE  COMPETITIONS. 

[Coiilixned  from  p.  272.] 


Literary :  A  Story  Ne'eding  Words. 

Sexior  Divisio.v  (nges  20  to  24). 
Priie—One  Guinta. 

^mvARD  ,Tonx  Rose  (aged  21),  88,  West  Street, 
Bristol,  e.  ' 

certificates. 

IThe  names  nre  arramjtd  in  order  of  merti.] 
Alfred  Wolfe,  North  Curry,  Taunton. 

Erxe,ST  B.  DukofF-Gordon,  c  o  Dukoff-Gordon,  Esq., 
M.C.P.,  Principal  Bareii'y  College,  Bareilly,  North- 
West  Provinces,  East  Ind'a. 

JlABLE  Collier  James,  Fordliill  House,  Tauieiton 

Foliot,  Crown  Hill  R.S.O.,  South  Devon. 
H.  W.  Lee,  74,  Linuell  Road,  Camberwell. 

Thomas  H.  Jexkixs,  18  Cliurch  Street,  Newtown. 
Chester. 

A.  F.  PERcn-AL,  Alma  Place,  Shorlands,  Glasgow. 

G.  A.  WiLSOx,  Thornton  Cottage,  Culcabock,  Inverness;. 

H.  M.  DUNSTAX,  50,  Avonmore  Road,  West  Kensingtcn. 
D.  L.  MoxRO,  21,  Dalmeny  Street,  Leith,  n.b. 
S.  H.  Smith,  30,  Marine  Parade,  Eastbourne. 
AxxiE  Thom.a^s,  Bron-Menai,  Menai  Bridge. 
H.  Martin-,  Los  Gatos,  Santa  Clara  Co.,  California. 

Our  work  of  adjudication  in  this  Competi- 
tion has  been  particularly  heavy,  owing  not 
only  to  the  number  of  Competitors,  but  to 
the  even  merit'of  the  great  bulk  of  their  pro- 
ductions. Indeed,  there  are  surprisingly  few 
marks  difference  between  the  highest  and 
lowest  of  those  who  have  won  certificates, 
and  we  must  also  add  that,  beyond  the  descrip- 
tion of  that  which  is  obviously  shown  by  our 
artist,  there  is  little  to  indicate  much  power 
either  of  intellect  or  imagination.  There  are 
anachronisms,  too,  such  as  the  use  of  breech- 
loading  guns  in  days  before  they  were  dreamt 
of,  and  natural  history  is  certainly  not  the 
strong  point  of  all.  The  favourite  locale  is 
I  the  Eocky  Mountains,  though  Switzerland^ 
I  Russia,  Norway,  the  Pyrenees,  and  the  Hima- 
layas provide  the  scene  of  the  incident. 
With  few  exceptions  the  hero  gets  to  safety 
after  a  more  or  less  bad  time,  and  this  might 
well  be  expected.  Spelling,  manifestly  in 
some  cases  the  result  of  carelessness,  is  the 
reason  for  the  rejection  of  manj-  MSS.,  for  tlie 
closeness  of  the  marks  made  each  one  ot 
importance.  Then,  too,  what  shall  we  say 
to  "set  down"  for  "  sit  down,"  "lose  "  for 
"  loose,"  "  snow  was  laying  on  the  ground,'' 
"he  let  go  of  the  gun,"  "taking  with  him 
my  mother  and  J,"  and  many  others? 


SoyV'  Owi\  f^^Qi^. 


FEBRUAKY. 


I.— In  Gardens,  Poultry-Eun,  Pigeon-Loft, 
Aviary,  etc. 

By  Gobdon  Stables,  m.d.,  r.n. 

OoR  GAnDKN'S. — Now  commences  a  very  busy  season 
indeed,  in  kitclien,  flower,  and  window  gardens.  It 
would  be  a  busy  one  even  if  you  liad  taken  time  by  the 
forelock  and  had  got  everything  into  trim  in  the  end  of 
November  or  beginning  of  December,  before  those  hard 
frosts  made  the  earth  like  adamant.  But  many  of  our 
readers,  I  feel  certain,  have  sliilly-shallied  and  pro- 
crastinated, and  their  gardens  are  now  somewhat  be- 
hindhand. Well,  they  must  pull  up.  We  shall  have 
many  a  fine  balmy  day  this  month,  with  sunshine  and 
westerly  winds,  that  will  dry  the  brown  earth  and 
enable  us  to  get  our  seeds  in.  Of  course  the  first  thing 
to  be  done  is  to  manure  well  with  sliort  w"arm  stuff  and 
get  the  ground  afterwards  turned  over  with  all  speed. 
Learn  to  use  the  spade  neatly  ;  do  the  work  as  evenly 
as  possible,  and  break  every  clod.  When  you  have 
tiirned  over  about  a  yard,  get  the  garden  rake,  and 
make  it  as  smooth  as  a  dining-room  carpet.  You  see  if 
yeu  dig  it  all  over  before  you  rake,  you  \\ill  have  to 
tramp  on  your  work,  and  this  is  the  worst  form  of 
gardening.  In  most  sheltered  gardens  potatoes  may  be 
put  in  now.  In  those  more  exposal  to  frosts  it  is 
rather  soon.  Plant  them  very  neatly  in  rows,  using 
a  garden  line,  or  two  garden  lines  eif?hteen  inches 
apart.  If,  now,  you  put  a  foot  on  each  line  you  can 
walk  slowly  along,  dippling  a  potato  close  to  each  toe, 


then  taking  another  step,  so  as  to  bring  the  last  planted 
potatoes  to  the  heel  of  the  foot,  dipple  in  two  more,  take 
two  more  sleps,  and  so  advance  slowly  to  the  end  of  tlie 
lines.  There  is  thus  just  the  length  of  tlie  foot  betwi.xt 
each  potato  in  each  row,  and  by  working  like  this  you 
leave  the  ground  betwixt  the  rows  beautifully  smooth. 
Put  in  peas  and  broad  beans  this  month.  Also  greens  for 
succession.  In  kitchen  gardening  we  have  always  to  look 
well  ahead.  The  main  crops  of  vegetables  need  hardly 
be  sown  j^t,  only  get  the  ground  all  ready  for  them. 

Spring  flowers  will  now  be  coming  up,  snowdrops  and 
crocuses.  But  it  is  well  to  know  that  these  can  be 
planted  to  make  a  show,  either  in  beds,  borders,  or 
window  boxes,  even  when  in  bloom.  So  may  primroses. 
Forget-me-nots  and  fiolyanthuses,  auriculas,  and  a  vast 
assortment  of  flowers  tliat  will  bloom  beautifidly  later 
on,  may  now  be  planted. 

As  to  the  window  garden.  It  is  not  too  late  even 
now  to  make  boxes.  Let  them  be  strong,  drained,  and 
well  supported  beneath,  for  earth  is  heavy.  Ornament 
them  outside  with  tiles,  virgin  cork,  the  liark  of  trees, 
or  twigs  nicely  arranged.  Fill  with  good,  rich  garden 
mould,  mixed  with  leaf  mould,  a  little  peat  earth,  and 
some  silver  sand,  or,  better  still,  get  some  compost  from 
your  gardener.  Even  at  once  these  may  be  planted 
with  crocuses,  primroses,  snowdrops,  or  tulips,  all 
having  been  raised  with  plenty  of  earth  around  them. 
Later  on,  of  course,  these  can  be  removed  and  your 
sunmier  flowers  put  in,  with  perhaps  a  fern  or  two  and 
canary  creeper  sown  at  each  side  to  grow  up  and  over 
like  the  handle  of  a  basket.  This  looks  charming  in 
summer  and  autumn. 


The  Pon.TnY-RUN'.— Take  a  general  survey  of 
the  run  aH'i  k'u  los  fixings  first  with  a  view  to 
making  net  omy  repairs  but  improvements.  If 
you  have  any  friends  in  the  fancy,  you  might 
visit  their  little  poultry  farms  and  take  a  hint  if 
you  really  see  one  worth  taking.  But  supposing  a 
boy  reads  our  Doings  from  yeaj-'s  end  to  year's 
end,  and  does  all  that  we  advise,  then  more  likely 
it  will  be  the  other  boy  that  will  need  to  take  a 
hint  from  our  B.  0.  P.  boy.  This  is,  I  think,  as 
pretty  a  compliment  to  our  young  readers  as  the 
urbane  Fieuchman  paid  to  a  dying  prima  donna. 
"  By  this  time  to-morrow  night,"  saiil  the  poor 
girl,  "  I  sliall  he  listening  to  the  angels  singing." 
"  Nay,  nay,  mademoiselle,"  was  tlie  witty  rejoinder, 
"not  so,  the  angels  will  be  listening  to  you." 

I  have  told  you  about  feeding  before,  but  I  want 
to  impress  upon  you  here  the  necessity  of  keeping 
the  dust  bath  dry,  sweet,  and  well  disinfected.  It 
is  difficult  for  boys  in  England,  or  in  most  parts  of 
it,  to  get  what  is  called  "  peat  dross  "  in  Scotland, 
but  it  makes  a  delightful  dust  hath.  mixe<l,  of 
course,  witli  dry  sand,  old  lime  from  walls,  and — 
don't  forget  this— plenty  of  black  sulphur. 

I  am  sometimes  querieil  about  loss  of  feathers 
or  plumage.  The  dust  bath  if  not  well  arrangnl 
has  a  deal  to  do  with  this  trouble.  So  has  batl 
feeiling.  Feeding  too  much  on  grains,  such  as 
Indian  corn,  etc.,  or  on  breail,  or  giving  too  much 
soft  focKl,  may  result  in  loss  of  feathers.  Try  oats  for 
a  time,  the  husk  itself  does  good. 

Having  seen  to  the  sanitation,  et<\  of  the  run  itself, 
see  next  to  the  fowls.  Weed  out  all  birds  that  are  at 
all  likely  to  be  unprofitable.  Set  fowls  in  quiet  place.=. 
Half  fili,  for  instance,  a  round  cheese-box  with  earth 
and  put  the  nest  on  that.  Or  put  a  turf  under.  Place 
hard  food  near,  soft  water,  and  a  dust  bath.  Dorkings 
are  the  best  sitters.  Cochins  do  well.  Bantams  will 
hatch  pheasants'  eggs.  Turkeys  will  sit  on  anything, 
and  as  long  as  you  please.  They  would  sit  on  bits  of 
brick,  expecting,  perhaps,  to  hatch  out  a  town-hall  ! 

The  Piqeox-lopt.— No  mating  yet,  you  know.  But 
prepare  for  next  month.  Have  ijoutig  strong  birds  of 
the  breeds  you  fancy  most.  And  feed  and  treat  them 
well.  It  is  most  important  that  they  should  be  well 
cared  for  and  made  as  healthy  as  ever  healthy  can  be 
a  gooil  month  before  they  are  mated.  If  Ixiys  would 
take  this  hint  I  should  not  have  so  many  complaints 
abont  birds  going  light,  barren  eggs,  etc.  Let  the 
grains  you  give  them,  small  tick  beans,  rice,  dark 
wheat,  tares,  etc.,  be  clean  and  of  the  best  quality,  a 
little  hemp  now  and  then  will  do  good  in  frosty 
weather.  Keep  all  your  grains  in  tins  or  iron  bins,  and 
beware  of  mice  in'the  loft.  If  you  have  a  large  loft 
you  should  train  a  kitten  to  live  in  it.  This  kitten 
should  be  neuter  in  gender.  As  to  buying  birds,  well, 
take  nothing  on  chance.  Buy  on  approval.  You  may 
purchase  good  ones  through  the  columns  (advertising  ) 
of  "  Fur  and  Feather,"  the  "  Feathered  World  "  (both 
capital  Uttle  papers),  the  "  Stock  Keeper,"  and  last,  but 
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not  least,  the  "Exchange  and  Mart."  If  you  are  a 
beginner,  get  the  more  common  and  more  liai'dy  breeds 
first,  such  as  tumblers,  pouters,  fautails,  etc.  By  all 
means  get  a  book. 

The  Aviary. — Get  rid  of  superfluous  stock.  Keep 
only  the  youngest  and  best  for  mating  purposes.  If 
you  Qannot  sell,  give  away.  If  you  have  the  choice  of 
some  attics  for  a  bird  room,  have  one  with  a  southern 
exposure,  and  keep  everytliing  in  and  around  the  cages 
the  quintessence  of  cleanliness.  Flowers  will  help  to 
make  your  room  look  gay,  and  especially  wild  con- 
volvulus, which  you  may  train  all  round  the  room. 
Feed  quietly  stiU,  Next  inonth  comes  the  commence- 
ment of  glorious  spring. 

The  Rabbitrt. — Go  in  for  building  new  hutches. 
You  need  not  stick  to  the  old  square  form  unless  you 
like.  A  good  hutch  can  be  made  out  of  a  soda  barrel 
if  you  have  good  tools.  Every  boy  should  have  a  box 
of  tools.  I  don't  hke  boys  so  well  unless  they  show 
themselves  fit  to  be  Robinson  Crusoes.  Feed  well.  Let 
your  pets  have  exercise  every  fine  day  out  of  doors. 
Do  not  keep  the  hutches  in  a  dark  shed.  Don't  lift 
rabbits,  by  the  ears.  Bed  well,  and  if  a  hutch  smells 
offensively  there  is,  or  soon  will  be,  ill-health  of  some 
sort.  I  myself  have  lived  in  the  woods  and  wilds  all 
my  life,  while  on  shore,  and  I  never  yet  saw  the  lair  of 
a  wild  creature  that  was  not  perfectly  clean. 

The  Oaviart. — Let  your  guinea-pigs  have  plenty  of 
running  about  on  the  grass  or  gravel.  Beware  of 
giving  too  much  wet  stuff.  Feed  on  a  bread-and-milk 
sop,  oats,  green  food  of  any  sort  they  wiU  take  to,  roots, 
such  as  carrots  or  potatoes,  and  oak  and  beech  mast. 
Let  their  hutches  be  water-tight  and  their  beds  soft 
and  warm.  Every  hutch  must  have  a  dark  retiring 
room. 

The  Keknrl. — Puppies  very  often  arrive  in  spring. 
Let  the  mother  have  the  warmest  of  beds,  and  do  not 
let  her  suckle  more  than  five.  If  she  has  more,  and 
they  are  valuable,  get  a  foster-mother.  Teach  the 
puppies  to  lap  warm  milk  with  a  little  sugar  in  it  in 
the  third  week. 


II . — Entomology. 
By  Eev.  Theodore  Wood,  f.e.s. 

The  month  of  February  is  not,  as  a  rule,  very  pro- 
pitious for  outdoor  work,  and  the  entomologist  must 
make  the  most  of  the  few  opportunities  which  will  be 
afforded  him  for  collecting.  On  mild,  damp  days, 
Phigalia  pilosaria  should  be  found  resting  upon  tree- 
trunks  and  paUngs,  while  at  night  it  often  favours  the 
street  lamps  with  a  visit.  The  females,  however,  which 
only  possess  the  merest  apologies  for  wings,  must  be 
sought  on  the  trunks  of  oak  and  elm  trees  after  dark. 
Look  out  for  the  pretty  Spring  Usher  {H.  leucophearia ) 
on  the  fences.  It  has  a  singular  fondness  for  sitting 
among  splashes  of  mud  on  a  tarred  paling,  and,  al- 
though it  is  a  rather  conspicuous  white  moth,  is  very 
easily  overlooked.  At  the  end  of  the  month  the  odd 
little  March  moth  (^Anisopteryx  cescularia)  appears  in 
the  same  situations,  but  looks,  as  it  sits  vrith  folded 
wings,  so  like  a  bit  of  twig  that  only  an  experienced 
«ye  is  likely  to  detect  it.  Erivgaster  laneslris  should  be 
looked  for  in  the  neighbourhood  of  hawthorn,  and  is 
.said  to  visit  the  lamps  at  night.  I  have  foimd  plenty 
of  larvEe  later  on  in  the  year,  but  could  never  manage 
to  run  against  the  perfect  insect. 

If  you  have  mmiy  pup£e,  it  is  not  a  bad  plan  to  do  a 
little  "forcing,"  in  order  to  get  your  insects  set  and 
dried  before  the  press  of  the  summer  work  comes  on.  But 
this  is  a  rather  deUcate  operation,  and  must  be  con- 
ducted with  care.  Doift  put  your  cages  on  the  mnntcl- 
shelf  of  a  room  in  which  a  fire  is  burning,  as  tome 
writers  recommcnfl.  Keep  them  as  far  away  from  the 
fire  as  possible,  lor  the  mere  warmth  of  the  room  will 
be  sufficient  to  bring  the  perfect  insects  out  six  or  eight 
weeks  before  their  proper  time,  and  if  you  accelerate 
their  development  any  further  you  will  probably  have 
a  large  proportion  of  "  cripples." 

Again,  a  certain  amount  of  moisture  is  necessary,  or 
your  pupas  will  thy  up.  The  best  plan  is  to  keep  two 
or  three  bits  of  moss  in  the  cage  which  contains  them, 
•and  to  see  that  these  are  always  damp,  but  never  wet.  If 
you  moisten  the  eartli  itself  the  surface  is  tolerably 
.siu-e  to  "cake,"  and  then  your  moths  will  find  some 
difficulty  in  emerging. 

The  coleopterist  had  better  work  away  with  his 
water-net,  for  he  will  find  that  the  aquatic  beetles  are 
in  full  force.  The  late  Dr.  J.  A.  Power,  indeed,  u.sed  to 
say  that  February  and  March  were  the  best  months  of 
all  the  twelve  for  beetle-fishing  ;  and  I  have  myself 
made  capital  hauls  when  I  have  been  obliged  to  work 
the  net  through  a  hole  in  the  ice.  The  weedy  parts  of 
ponds  and  running  streams  are  the  best,  and  even  a 
stagnant  ditch  is  by  no  means  to  be  despised. 

Do  not  examine  tlie  contents  of  the  net  too  iiurriedly. 
Many  of  the  water  insects  lie  motionless  for  a  time,  and 
then  begin  to  work  their  way  out,  so  that  they  might 
easily  be  missed  by  an  impatient  collector.  The  best 
plan  is  to  lay  the  net  flat  upon  the  ground,  spread  out 
the  weeds,  etc.,  as  thinly  as  possible  upon  it,  and  then 
wait  until  the  beetles  begin  to  bestir  themselves.  All 
the  water-beetles,  by  the  way,  are  very  hard  to  set,  and 
will  require  an  extra  allowance  of  gum,  and  an  un- 
limited stock  of  patience. 


Jersey. — We  had  a  series  of  articles  on  Signals  and 
Signalling,  in  which  every  branch  of  day  and  night 
signaUing  was  described.   Refer  to  them. 

F.  Bran.v. — Most  of  Mr.  Henty's  books  are  published  by 
Blackie  &  Sou,  Old  Bailey,  B.C.  Any  bookseller  can 
get  them  for  you. 

Archimedes. — There  can  be  no  question  that  the 
engineering  career  would  be  the  best,  if  you  have  a 
taste  for  it.  Most  boys  would  jump  at  such  a  chance. 
Do  not  be  a  clerk  if  you  can  help  it. 

T.  Olr'er.— If  you  fail  in  the  final  examination  you 
are  sent  home,  and  there  is  an  end  of  the  matter. 
So  long  as  there  are  crowds  of  candidates,  so  long 
will  the  stupid  and  careless  have  to  stand  aside. 

B.  T.  A.  B. — 1.  The  salmon  trout  is  not  a  cross  between 
a  salmon  and  a  trout,  but  a  distinct  species.  The 
salmon  is  Salmo  salar  or  S,  ferox  ;  the  salmon  trout 
is  (S.  trulla ;  the  bull  trout  is  <S.  eriox  ;  the  trout  is 
S.  fario.  2.  The  first  number  of  the  Boy's  Own 
Paper  was  published  in  January  1879. 

J.  B. — Borrow  Ruskin's  "Elements  of  Drawing,"  Pen- 
ley's  "Water-colour  Painting,"  and  try  Vere  Foster's 
books  ;  but  it  would  be  better  to  take  lessons  from  a 
master,  as  there  is  no  book  on  mere  sketchiness. 

Dido.— We  have  had  articles  on  Musical  Glasses,  and 
can  only  refer  you  to  them.  "Comical  musical 
instruments,  such  as  coffee-pots,  bricks,  etc.,"  are 
made  by  those  who  use  them. 

HiNKLEY,  G.  H.— The  weight  of  the  Indian  clubs  is 
correct  as  given  in  the  article.  It  is  intended  that 
they  should  be  heavy,  and  tax  the  powers  of  the 
performer.  Clubs  have  taken  the  place  of  the  old 
heavy  dumb-bells ;  nowadays  dumb-bells  are  made 
as  light  as  possible,  and  clubs  are  made  pretty 
heavy. 

Jack. — Architects  have  to  commence  as  articled  pupils, 
but  some  have  had  their  articles  given  them.  The 
premium  depends  on  the  reputation  of  the  master, 
and  may  vary  from  £10  to  £500. 

J.  T.  Maston. — 1.  Words  intended  to  be  in  italics  are 
underlined  in  the  MS.  As  a  rule  the  more  theitaUcs  the 
weaker  the  author.  2.  Put  your  MS.  by  for  a  couple 
of  years.  Meanwhile,  write  another,  and  when  that 
is  finished,  read  over  your  first  one  and  correct  it  in 
accordance  with  your  maturer  taste.  If  a  first  effort 
is  to  be  of  any  use  it  must  be  as  good  as  you  can 
make  it.  No  excuse  as  to  its  being  your  first  will 
avail  you. 

T.  R.  Burnett. — Tou  will  find  our  articles  on  Balloons 
reprinted  in  "  Indoor  Games,"  obtainable  of  our 
pubUsher. 

F.  L.  Smith.— The  articles  on  Pebble  Polishing  were 
in  the  eighth  volume.  They  have  been  reprinted  in 
"  Indoor  Games." 

Amateur  Carpenter. — A  good  book  of  the  class  is 
"Every  Man  His  Own  Mechanic,"  published  by 
Ward,  Lock  &  Co.,  price  Is.  Gd. 

G.  W.  DowsETT  and  E.  A.  Newns, — 1.  The  value  of  a 
Charles  II.  crown  piece  varies  from  7s.  6d.  to 
£24  10s.  Tou  can  therefore  judge  for  yourself  of  the 
irregularity  of  the  coin  market.  Such  coins  are 
bought  by  Edgar  Lincoln,  239  High  Holborn,  E.G. 
2.  The  phrase  means  "  one  heart  and  one  life." 

Aster. — The  means  of  easily  identifying  all  the  stars 
are  given  in  "Stars  of  the  Month"  in  our  sixth 
volume. 

Football  (C.  P.  Pegler).— Tou  have  it  all  in  our  book 
on  "  Football,"  by  Dr.  Irvine,  C.  W.  Alcock,  and 
others.  It  consists  of  articles  reprinted  from  the 
Boy's  Own  Paper,  and  costs  eighteenpence.  Apply 
to  our  publisher,  56  Paternoster  Row,  E.G. 

Uxder-Steward. — For  the  position  of  under-steward 
the  best  plan  is  to  apply  on  board  to  the  steward,  or 
first  of  all  at  the  office.  As  we  have  often  stated,  an 
under-steward  is  simply  a  waiter,  and  a  youth  having 
experience  in  hotels  and  dining  rooms  will  stand  a 
better  chance  than  another.  The  outfit  you  will 
receive  instructions  about  when  you  are  engaged. 

A.  A.  Stantord. — Two  of  the  sketches  apparently 
represent  Product  us,  and  the  other  an  enorinite.  All 
are  from  the  carboniferous  limestone. 

G.  Hale. — Thanks  for  your  note.  The  five  is  of  course 
a  misprint  for  two.  It  is  almost  too  obvious  to  need 
correction.  There  is  no  doubt  about  the  times. 
They  were  noted  and  checked  by  two  watches  and 
four  witnesses. 

P.  EAST^^ENT. — At  your  age  you  would  probably  do 
better  to  stay  at  home  and  stick  to  your  trade.  Tou 
might  get  a  situation  in  a  shipbuilding  yard,  where 
your  knowledge  of  carpentry  and  gilding  would  be  of 
use. 

Hens  not  Laying  (H.  E.  F.).— If  your  fowls  do  not 
lay,  but  mope,  as  you  say,  your  feeding  and  general 
treatment  are  at  fault.  Have  they  a  run,  a  dust 
bath,  gravel,  clean  water,  with  hard  and  soft  food  ? 


A  Spot  on  the  Nose.  Catching  Mice  (G.  King).— 
1.  Only  a  surgical  operation  can  remove  it.  2.  The 
mice  are  quite  right  in  not  going  into  your  trap. 
Would  you,  now,  if  you  were  a  mouse  ?   Get  a  cat. 

Doves  (G.  A.  W.)— Feed  on  smaU  grains  and  treat  as 
ordinary  pigeons. 

Ivy-growing  (Z.  A.  P.).— Get  pieces  with  roots  and 
plant  in  good  sou  close  to  the  waU. 

Pimples  (J.  G.  B,).— From  poverty  of  blood.  Use  at 
night  a  little  weak  nitrate  of  mercury  ointment. 
Take  Fellow's  Syrup,  a  teaspoonful  in  water  twice  a 
day,  some  weeks. 

Getting  Thin  in  Hair  (J.  C.  Reed).— It  is  the  "fast 
life  "  you  so  boldly  speak  about  that  is.doinf  it,  and 
you  will  be  bald  before  you  are  thirty  unless  you 
change — and  serve  you  well  right  too. 

Nervousness  (Anxious,  and  many  others).— You  may 
do  much  good  by  taking  a  cold  bath  every  morning 
with  a  handful  or  two  of  sea-salt  in  it.  Also  Fellow's 
Syrup  of  the  Phosphates,  a  teaspoonful  in  water  thrice 
daily.  Give  up  bad  habits,  looking  to  the  Strong  for 
strength,  or  your  life  is  not  worth  many  years' 
purchase. 

Book  on  Pigeons  (F.  W.).— LyeU's,  Bs.  "Exchange 
and  Mart  "  office ;  or  "  Hints  about  Home  and  Farm 
Favorites,  Is.  Published  by  F.  Warne,  of  Bedford 
Street,  London. 

Lice  ln  Chickens  (Frank  W.).— They  will  not  suffer 
so  if  well  fed.  But  a  dust  bath  with  plenty  of 
sulphur  in  it  is  essential. 

Pigeon-breast  (C.  H.  B.).— Caused  by  a  tendency  to 
rickets.  If  it  is  a  positive  deformity  it  would 
prevent  you  from  entering  the  service.  Tou  cannot 
alter  it  after  the  bones  are  set. 

Fleas  in  Kittens  (Esme).— Keating's  insect  powder. 
Afterwards,  feed  well  an  d  keep  cleanly. 

Noise  in  the  Eass  (G.  H.  B.).— If  the  noise  continues 
after  a  few  morning  doses  of  Friedrichshal-water, 
after  an  antibilious  pUl  at  bedtime,  you  must  consult 
a  doctor.  Have  you  any  bad  habits  ?  These  would 
induce  it. 

Swimming  Baths  (Swimmer). — Morning,  or  an  hour 
before  dinner,  is  the  best  time.  Do  not  stay  long  in 
at  first.  Yes ;  beneficial  to  the  health. 

Nervous  Exhaustion  (Despondent).— Tou  may  not 
be  so  bad  as  you  think.  Tou  must  keep  the  mind 
constantly  and  cheerfully  employed.  Read  good 
interesting  books  in  your  spare  time.  Walk  a  deal. 
Bath  in  the  morning.  Good  food  and  fresh  air.  An 
iron  tonic. 

Fowls  Paying  (Uncertain).— Tes,  they  will  pay  their 
keep.   Bead  our  Monthly  Doinge. 

Covers  (F.  Stracey).— Cloth  covers  for  binding  the 
volumes  are  supplied  by  us  at  2s.  each.  It  is  best  to 
order  them  through  a  bookseller,  as  they  are  often 
damaged  in  the  post.  See  the  notice  at" the  end  of 
eacn  volume.  We  do  not  undertake  binding.  In  all 
such  matters  address  your  letter  to  the  PubUsher, 
56  Paternoster  Row,  E.C. 

R.  N.  A.  V.  (E.  0.  Burtt). — If  you  apply  to  Commanding 
Officer,  Royal  Naval  Artillery  Volunteers,  H.M.S. 
"  FroUc,"  off  Somerset  House,  W.C.,  you  will  receive 
a  prospectus  giving  fuU  particulars  as  to  joining. 

Boat  Builder. — The  tonnage  of  yachts  is  merely  a 
basis  for  handicapping  and  has  nothing  to  do  with 
the  cargo  they  can  carry.  To  find  the  tonnage  by 
the  present  riile  you  work  out  the  sail  area  by  mensu- 
ration, multiply  the  amount  so  obtained  by  the  length 
of  the  water  Une,  and  divide  by  6,000.  For  models  you 
take  the  measurements  in  inches. 

Mercantile  Marine  (H.  Haupt).— 1.  The  Mercantile 
Marine  Office  in  Lonoon  is  on  Tower  HiU,  near  St. 
Katherine's  Docks,  just  past  the  Mint.  2.  The  ex- 
amination is  not  a  competitive  one  ;  it  only  requires 
a  certain  standard  of  efficiency. 

Coins. — The  value  of  common  EngUsh  coins  of  past 
reigns  depends  almost  entirely  on  their  state  of  pre- 
servation. If  the  half-crown  were  unworn  it  might 
be  worth  a  sovereign  ;  if  it  has  been  used  much  it  is 
worth  but  little  more  than  its  nominal  value. 

Memory  (A.  E.  Sharpe).— ,We  had  two  articles  on 
"  Helping  the  Memory  "  in  Vol.  XII.  pp.  234,  266. 
Evidently  there  is  something  else  wrong  with  you 
besides  a  weak  memory — carelessness  probably  ?  lazi- 
ness ?  How  came  yoii  to  miss  the  articles  if  you  are 
such  a  devoted  reader  ? 

Auruxgzebe. — The  board  is  for  Backgammon,  a  very 
old  game,  now  seldom  played, 

Highgate. — Refer  to  what  we  said,  and  you  will  see  you 
should  write  to  the  editor  of  the  "  Shirbimiian  "  and 
not  to  us.  Had  you  sent  a  copy  of  your  magazine,  as 
he  did  of  his,  we  could  have  quoted  from  it ;  as  it  is 
you  have  only  yourselves  to  blame, 

Stellus.— Write  for  an  explanation  to  the  publishers 
of  the  book.  There  is  no  such  planet ;  the  phrase  i* 
probably  a  miatranslation. 
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"  Whatever  have  you  been  up  to  ?  " 
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CHAPTER  V. — PERCY  WHEATFIELD,  ENVOY 
EXTRAORDINARY. 

THE  misgivings  of  the  Classics  were 
justified.  The  Moderns  did  not 
accept  their  victory  at  Elections  with  a 
meekness  which  augiired  harmony  for 
the  coming  half. 

On  the  contrary  they  executed  that 
difficult  acrobatic  feat  known  as  going  off 
their  heads,  with  jubilation. 

For  many  terms  they  had  groaned 
under  a  sense  of  inferiority,  partly 
imagined  but  partly  well  founded,  in 
tlaeir  relations  with  the  rival  side.  The 
Classics  had  given  themselves  airs,  and, 
what  was  worse,  proved  their  right  to 
give  them.  In  its  early  days  the  Modern 
side  was  not  "in  it"  at  Fellsgavth.  Its 
few  members  were  taught  to  look  upon 
themselves  as  altogether  a  lower  order  of 
creation  tlian  the  pupils  of  the  old  founda- 
tion, and  had  accepted  the  position  with 
due  humility.  Then  certain  rebellious 
spirits  had  arisen,  who  dared  to  ask  why 
their  side  wasn't  as  good  as  any  other  ? 
The  answer  was  crusliing.  "  Wliat  can 
you  do  '?  Only  French,  and  book-keeping 
and  'stinks' " — (the  strictly  classical  nick- 
name for  chemistry).  "You  can't  put  a 
man  into  the  cricket  or  football  field 
worth  his  salt ;  your  houses  are  rowdy  ; 
your  men  do  nothing  at  the  University ; 
two  out  of  three  of  you  are  not  even 
gentlemen."  AVliereupon  the  Moderns 
went  in  desperately  for  sports,  and  claimed 
to  be  represented  in  tlie  scliool  clubs. 
They  maintained  that  they  were  as  good 
gentlemen  as  any  who  talked  Latin  and 
Greek  ;  and  to  prove  it  they  jingled  their 
money  in  their  trouser-pockets,  and  asked 
what  the  Classics  could  do  in  that  line. 
The  Classics  could  do  very  little,  and  fell 
back  on  their  moral  advantages.  By 
degrees  the  new  side  grew  in  numbers,  and 
made  themselves  heard  rather  more 
definitely.  They  put  into  the  field  one  or 
two  men  who  could  not  honestly  be 
denied  a  place  in  the  scliool  teams ;  and 
they  began  to  figm-e  also  among  the 
school  prefects.  Tlie  present  seniors, 
Clapperton  and  his  friends,  carried  the 
thing  a  step  further,  and  insisted  on  equal 
rights  with  their  rivals  in  all  the  school 
institutions.  To  their  surprise  they  found 
an  ally  in  Yorke,  who,  as  we  have  already 
said,  hurt  the  feelings  of  many  of  his 
admirers  by  his  Quixotic  insistence  on 
fair  play  all  round. 

The  proceedings  j'esterday  had  been  the 
most  recent  instance  of  the  flow  in  the 
tide  of  Modern  progress  at  FeUsgarth. 
Reinforced  by  an  iinusual  influx  of  new 
boys,  they  had  aimed  at,  and  succeeded  in 
winning,  their  level  half  of  the  control  of 
the  school  clubs  ;  and  Yorke  had  looked 
on  and  let  them  do  it ! 

No  wonder  they  went  oS  their  heads 
as  tliey  discoursed  on  their  trimnph,  and 
no  wonder  they  already  pictured  them- 
selves masters  of  FeUsgarth  ! 

It  never  does  occur  to  some  people  that 
the  mountain  is  not  climbed  till  the  top 
is  reached. 

"  ReaUy,  you  know,"  said  Brinkman,  "  I 
felt  half  sorry  for  those  poor  beggars  ;  they 
did  look  so  sick  when  Dangle  was  elected." 

"  It's  my  opinion,"  said  Clapperton, 
"  you'd  have  been  in  too,  if  all  our  fellows 
had  turned  up,    I  saw  four  or  five  of  oivc 
yoimgsters  come  in  at  the  last  moment." 
"Yes — by  the  way,"  said  Dangle,  "that 


ought  to  be  looked  into.  It's  fishy,  to  say 
the  least  of  it,  and  would  have  made  aU 
the  difference  to  Brinkman's  election." 

"  Do  you  know  who  the  fellows  were  ?  " 
asked  Clapperton. 

"  I  beheve  your  fag  was  one  of  them." 

"  Percy  Wheatfield  '?  Catch  him  being 
shut  out  of  anything.  But  I'll  ask  about 
it.  Fancy  poor  Yorke's  feelings  if  we 
were  to  demand  a  new  election  !  " 

"I  tell  you  what,"  said  Dangle,  "I 
don't  altogether  understand  Yorke.  He 
tries  to  pass  off  as  fair,  and  just,  and  all 
that  sort  of  thing ;  but  one  can't  be  sure 
he's  not  playing  a  game  of  his  own." 

"  We  shall  easily  see  that  when  it  comes 
to  choosing  the  football  fifteen  against 
Eendlesham.  I  mean  to  send  him  in  a 
list  of  fellows  on  our  side.  It's  only  fair 
we  should  have  half  of  them  our  men." 

"  Half  fifteen  is  seven  and  a  half,"  said 
FuUerton,  a  melancholy  senior  who  had 
not  yet  spoken  ;  "  how  wiU  you  manage 
about  that  ?  " 

"  Shut  up,  you  ass." 

"I  only  asked,"  said  FuUerton.  "It 
doesn't  matter  to  me,  I  don't  mind  going 
as  the  half  man,  if  you  like.  If  you  send 
seven  names  you'll  be  in  a  minority  in  the 
fifteen,  and  if  you  send  eight  you'll  be  in  a 
majority.   It  doesn't  matter  to  me  a  bit." 

"Just  like  FuUerton.  Always  asking 
riddles  that  haven't  got  an  answer,"  said 
Dangle. 

"  I  wonder  how  Fisher  wiU  manage  the 
treasurership,"  said  Brinkman,  who  was 
evidently  sore  at  his  defeat.  "I  shouldn't 
have  thought  accounts  were  much  in  his 
line." 

"  He  can't  have  very  hard  work  doing 
his  own,"  said  Clapperton,  laughing; 
"  but  that's  not  his  fault,  poor  beggar.  Only 
I  think  it  would  be  much  better  to  have 
a  fellow  for  treasurer  who  wasn't  in  a 
chronic  state  of  being  hard  up." 

"  I  suppose  you  mean,"  said  FuUerton, 
who  had  a  most  awkwardly  blunt  way  of 
putting  tilings,  "  he'd  have  less  temptation 
to  steal.    I  hope  Fisher's  not  a  thief." 

"  What  an  idiot  you  are,  FuUerton," 
said  Clapperton ;  "  who  ever  said  he  was  ?  " 

"  I  didn't.  I  only  asked  what  you 
thought.  It  doesn't  much  matter  to  me, 
except  that  it  wouldn't  be  creditable  to  the 
school." 

"Of  course  it  wouldn't  :  it's  hardly 
creditable  to  our  side  to  have  a  jackass  in 
it,"  said  Clapperton. 

"  Oh,  all  right— I'U  go.  I  daresay 
you'U  get  on  as  weU  without  me." 

The  others  presently  foUowed  his 
example,  and  Clapperton,  left  to  himself, 
proceeded  to  draw  up  his  list. 

"  Dear  Yorke,"  he  wrote,  "  You  will 
probably  be  making  up  the  fifteen  for  the 
Rendlesham  match  shortly.  Please  put 
down  me,  Brinkman,  Dangle,  FuUerton, 
West,  Harrowby,  and  Ramshaw  r,  to  play 
fi-om  oiu-  side.  This  will  give  yom-  side 
the  odd  man. 

"  Yours  truly, 

"  Geo.  Clapperton." 

This  important  epistle  accomplished, 
he  shouted  for  his  fag  to  come  and  convey 
it  to  its  destination. 

It  was  not  till  after  several  calls,  on  an 
increasing  scale  of  peremptoriness,  that 
Master  Percy  condescended  to  appear. 
When  he  did,  he  was  covered  with  dust 
from  head  to  foot,  and  his  face,  what 
could  be  seen  of  it,  was  visibly  lopsided. 


"  Why  don't  you  come  when  you'r& 
caUed  ?  Whatever  have  you  been  up  to. 
—Fighting?" 

"Rather  not,"  said  Percj-,  "  only 
boxing.  You  see,  it  was  this  way: 
Cottle  brought  a  pair  of  gloves  up  this  term,, 
and  yoimg  Lickford  had  an  old  pair ;  so. 
we  tliree  and  Ramshaw  have  been  having 
an  eight-handed  mUl.  It  was  rather 
jolly;  only  Ramshaw  and  Lickford  had 
the  old  gloves  on,  and  they've  all  the  horse- 
hair out,  so  Cottle  and  I  got  it  rather  hot  on 
the  face.  But  we  took  it  out  of  them  with 
ourbody  blows— above  the  belt  you  know — 
not  awfully  above.  I  couldii't  come  when 
you  called,  because  we  were  wrestling  out. 
one  of  the  rounds.  It's  harder  work  an 
eight-handed  wrestle  than  foiu-  hands.  Just 
when  you  caUed  first,  I  nearly  had  Cottle 
and  Lickford  down,  but  you  put  me  off  my 
trip,  and  Ramshaw  had  me  over  instead.*' 

"  All  very  interesting,"  said  Clapperton, 
"  but  you'll  have  to  come  sharp  next  time, 
or  I  shall  trip  you  up  myself.  Take  this 
note  over  to  Yorke.  Stop  whUe  he  reads 
it,  and  if  there's  any  answer,  bring  it ;  if 
not,  don't  wait." 

"  Can't  Cash  take  it  ?  We're  not 
nearly  finished." 

"No.    Cut  off,  sharp." 

"Awful  shame,"  gi-owled  the  messenger 
to  himself,  as  he  departed.  "  I  hate 
Clappeiton ;  he  always  waits  tiU  I'm 
enjoying  myself,  and  then  routs  me  out. 
I  shan't  stand  it  much  longer.  "\Miat  does 
he  want  with  Yorke  ?  Perhaps  it's  a 
chaUenge.  Yes,  by  the  way,  very  good 
chance  !  I'll  see  what  that  cad  WaUy's 
got  to  say  about  those  kids  I  found  in  his 
room  yesterday.  Nice  old  games  he 
gets  up  to  ;  WaUy's  aU  very  well  when 
he's  asleep,  or  gnibbing,  or  doing  im- 
positions, but  he's  a  sight  too  artful  out  of 
school,  like  all  those  Classic  kids.  One's, 
as  bad  as  another." 

As  if  to  empliasise  this  sentiment,  a 
Classic  kid  at  that  moment  came  violently 
into  collision  with  Master  Percy's  w^aist- 
coat. 

It  was  Fisher  ii,  who  had  once  more 
caught  sight  in  the  distance  of  the  mys- 
terious borrower  of  his  half-crown,  and 
was  giving  chase. 

"  Where  are  you  coming  to,  you  kid  ? 
Y^ou've  nearly  smashed  a  button.  I'U  welt 
you  for  that." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  WaUy,  I  " 

"  Wally — what  do  you  mean  by  caUing- 
me  W^aUy  ■?  "  exclaimed  Percy. 

"  WeU,  Wheatfield,  I  beg  your  pardon  - 
I  was  in  a  hurry  to  catch  a  feUow  up  and 
I  didn't  see  j  ou." 

"  Didn't  you  ?    WoU,  vou'U   feel  me. 
Take  that." 

Fisher  ii  meekly  accepted  the  cuff,  and, 
full  of  his  half-crown,  essayed  to  proceed. 
But  Percy  stopped  him. 

"  You're  that  new  kid,  Fisher's  mmor, 
aren't  you  ?  " 

It  astonished  Fisher  ii.  that  the 
speaker,  whom  he  supposed  he  had  seen 
only  ten  minutes  ago,  should  so  soon  have 
forgotten  his  name. 

"  Yes,  hwt  I  sav,  Wallv,  I  mean  "^Mieat- 
field  " 

"  Humph — I  suppose  you  held  up  both 
hands  for  your  precious  brother  yester- 
da^'." 

"  No,  only  one.  I  was  nearly  late„ 
though.  I  waited  an  hom  at  the  gym- 
nasium, you  know,  and  no  Modern  chaps 
came  out  at  all  " 


Percy  began  to  smell  rats. 

"  Waited  at  the  gymnasium,  did  you  ? 
Who  told  you  to  do  tliat  ?  " 

"  Oh,  you  know — it  was  part  of  the 
canvassing." 

"  Oh,  ijoib  were  in  that  job,  were  you, 
my  boy  ?  All  serene,  I'll — 

"I  say,"  cried  Fisher  ii,  tm-ning  pale, 
"  aren't  you'  Wally  Wheatiield?  I 
thought  " 

"  iVIe  Wally?  what  do  you  take  me  for? 
I'll  let  you  know  wlio  I  am.  You're  a 
beauty,  you  are.  Some  of  our  chaps  'U  tell 
you  who  I  am,  Mr.  Canvasser.  Now, 
look  here,  you  stop  there  till  I  come  back 
from  Yorke's.  If  you  move  an  inch — 
whew !  you'll  find'  the  weather  pretty 
warm,  I  can  tell  you.  Canvassing  !  You'll 
get  canvassed,  I  fancy,  before  you  grow 
much  taller." 

And  off  stalked  the  indignant  Percy, 
promising  himself  a  particularly  pleasant 
afternoon,  as  soon  as  his  errand  to  the 
captain  was  over. 

Yorke  was  at  work,  with  his  lexicon  and 
notebooks  on  the  table,  when  the  envoy 
entered. 

"Well,  is  that  you  or  your  brother?" 
inquired  he. 

'•  Not  my  brother,  if  I  know  it,"  said 
Percy. 

"  That's  not  much  help.  He  says 
exactly  the  same  when  I  put  the  same 
question  to  him." 

"  He  does,  does  he  ?  I  owe  Wally  one 
already,  now  " 

"  Thanks  —  then  you're  not  Wally. 
What  do  you  want  ?  " 

"  This  note.  Clapperton  said  I  was  to 
wait  while  you  read  it,  and  bring  an 
answer  if  there  was  one." 

Yorke  read  the  note,  and  smiled  as  he 
did  so.  Percy  wished  he  knew  what  was 
in  it.  He  didn't  know  Clapperton  could 
make  jokes. 

"  Any  answer  ?  "  he  demanded. 

"  Yes — there's  an  answer,"  said  the 
captain. 

He  took  out  a  list  of  names  from  his 
pocket,  and  compared  it  with  that  on 
Clapperton' s  letter.  Then  he  wrote  as 
follows  : — 

"Dear  Clapperton,  —  The  fifteen 
against  Eendlesham  is  already  made  itp  as 
follows  (here  followed  the  Hst).  You  will 
see  it  includes  six  of  the  names  you  sent. 
We  must  play  the  best  team  we  can ;  and 
I  think  we  shall  have  it. 

"  Yours  truly, 

"  Cecil  Yorke." 

"  There's  the  answer.     Take  it  over 
at  once." 

_ "  I  like  his  style,"  growled  Percy  to 
himself.  -"  He  don't  seem  to  have  a 
'  please  '  about  him.  Catch  me  hurrying 
myself  for  him ;  I've  got  this  precious 
canvasser  to  look  after." 

And  he  returned  at  a  leisurely  pace  to 
the  rendezvous. 

No  Fisher  ii  was  there  ! 

That  young  gentleman,  when  left  to 
himself,  found  himself  in  a  perspiration 
of  doubt  and  fear.  He  had  made  a  most 
awkward  blunder,  and  confessed  the  delin- 
quencies of  his  comrades  to  the  very  last 
man  they  would  wish  to  know  of  them. 
That  was  bad  enough ;  but,  to  make  things 
worse,  he  was  to  be  let  in  for  the  blame 
of  the  whole  affair,  and,  with  Master 
Percy's  assistance,  was  shortly  to  experi- 
ence warm  weather  among  the  Moderns. 


Happy  thought !  He  would  not  stay 
wliere  he  was.  He  would  retire,  as  the 
Latm  book  said,  into  winter  quarters,  and 
entrench  himself  in  the  stronghold  of 
WaUy  and  D'Arcy  and  Ashby.  If  he  loas 
to  get  it  hot,  he  would  sooner  get  it  from 
them  than  from  the  barbarians  in  Forder's. 

With  which  desperate  conclusion,  and 
once  more  devoutly  wishing  himself  safe 
at  home,  he  made  tracks,  at  a  rapid  walk, 
to  Wally's  room.  His  three  comrades 
were  all  there. 

"  What's  up  ?  "  said  they  as  he  entered, 
with  agitated  face. 

"  Oh,  I  say,  it's  all  because  you  and  your 
brother  are  so  alike.  I  met  him  just  now  ; 
and — he's  heard  about  that  canvassing,  you 
know,  and  I  thought  you'd  like  to  know." 

"  You  mean  to  say  you  blabbed  ?  "  said 
Wally,  jumping  to  his  feet. 

"  It's  your  fault,"  said  D'Arcy.  "  I've 
made  the  same  mistake  myself.  Why 
can't  you  grow  a  moustache  or  something 
to  distinguish  you  ?  " 

"  Why  can't  you  get  your  brother  to  be 
a  Classic !  then  it  woiddn't  matter — either 
of  you  would  do,"  suggested  Ashby. 

Ashby  was  beginning  to  feel  quite  at 
home  in  Wakefield's. 

"  I'U  let  some  of  you  see  if  it  won't 
matter,"  retorted  WaUy.  "  If  they've  got 
wind  of  that  affair  the  other  side,  there'll 
be  a  fearfrd  row.  They'll  want  another 
election.  Oh,  you  yoimg  idiot !  That 
comes  of  trusting  a  new  kid,  that  sings 
comic  songs,  and  parts  his  hair  the  wrong 
side,  with  a  secret.  D'Arcy's  nearly  as  big 
an  ass  as  you  are  yourself,  to  trust  you." 

After  this  philippic,  Wally  felt  a  little 
better,  and  was  ready  to  consider  what 
had  better  be  done. 

"  He's  bound  to  come  here,  you  chaps," 
said  he.  "  You  cut.  Leave  him  to  me— 
I'll  tackle  him." 

Fisher  ii  considered  this  uncommonly 
good  advice  and  obeyed  it  with  .alacrity. 
The  other  two  followed  less  eagerly.  They 
would  have  liked  to  stay  and  see  the  fun. 

As  Wally  expected,  his  aff'eetionate 
relative,  being  baulked  of  his  prey  outside, 
came  to  pay  a  fraternal  visit. 

"  What  cheer  ?  "  said  he.  "  I  say,  have 
you  seen  a  kid  called  Fisher  ii  ?  The 
new  kid,  you  know,  that  we  had  a  lark 
with  at  dinner  on  first  niglit." 

"  Oh,  that  chap.    Bless  you,  he  messes 
in  om-  study.    What  about  him  ?  " 

"  I  want  him.   I  want  to  say  something 
to  him." 

"  I'll  tell  him." 

"  All  right.  He's  come  and  told  you, 
has  he  ?  and  you're  hiding  him  ?  Never 
mmd  :  I'll  bowl  him  out,  the  beauty.  I 
know  all  about  that  little  game  of  yoiurs, 
yesterday,  yoti  old  reprobate  !  " 

"  What  little  game  ?  " 

"  As  if  j'ou  didn't  know  !  Do  you  sup- 
pose I  didn't  find  five  of  'em  shut  up  here 
yesterday,  being  kept  out  of  the  way  at 
Elections." 

"  Yes  ;  and  do  3'ou  suppose  if  it  hadn't 
been  for  me  they'd  have  got  into  the  Hall 
at  all  ?  Don't  be  a  beast,  Percy,  if  you  can 
help.  They  stayed  here  of  their  own 
accord.  No  one  kept  them  in.  I  say, 
have  some  toffee  ?  " 

"  Got  any  ?  " 

"  Rather.  A  new  brew  this  morning. 
I  say,  you  can  have  half  of  it." 

"Thanks,  awfully,  WaUy." 

"  You  see — oh,  take  more  than  that — 
these  new  kids  are  such  born  asses,  they 


boss  everything.  You  should  have  heard 
that  Fisher  11  at  Lamb's  singing  the  other 
night  —like  the  toffee  ?  I  say,  don't  be 
a  sneak  about  those  chaps.  You'd  never 
have  got  them  in  without  me.  I  backed 
you  up,  and  got  the  door  open.  I  say — 
would  you  like  a  Turkish  stamp  ?  I've 
got  one  to  swop— but  you  can  have  it  if 
you  like." 

"  Thanks,  old  man.  Yes,  new  kids  are 
rot.  Well,  ta,  ta — better  make  it  up,  I 
suppose.  I  say,  I  shan't  have  time  to 
write  home  to-day.  You  write  this  lime, 
and  I'll  do  the  two  next  week." 

"  All  serene,  if  you  like.  Here,  you're 
leaving  one  of  your  bits  of  toffee.   Ta,  ta." 

And  these  great  twin  brethren,  whose 
infiimity  it  was  always  to  be  foncl  of  one 
another  when  they  were  together,  and  to 
scorn  one  another  when  they  were  apart, 
separated  in  a  most  amicable  fashion. 

"Well?"  asked  the  three  exiles, 
putting  in  their  heads  as  soon  as  the 
enemy  had  gone. 

"  Choked  him  off,"  said  Wally,  fanning 
himself.  "Jolly  hard  M'ork.  But  he  came 
roimd." 

Percy,  meanwhile,  having  suddenly 
remembered  his  errand,  hastened  back  to 
his  house.  As  he  did  so,  he  observed 
notices  of  the  fifteen  for  the  Eendleshfim 
match  posted  on  Wakefield's  door,  on  the 
school-board,  and  at  Forder's.  He 
solaced  himself  by  writing  in  bold  cha- 
racters the  word  "  beast  "  against  each  of 
the  names  which  belonged  to  a  ClasHC 
boy,  and  discovered,  when  his  task  wiis 
done,  that  he  had  inscribed  the  word  nine 
times  out  of  fifteen  on  each  notice. 

Whereupon  he  made  off  at  a  run  to  his 
senior's. 

"  Well,"  said  Clapperton,  evidently 
anxious,  "  didn't  I  tell  you  to  come  back 
at  once.    Any  answer  ?  " 

"  Yes,  this,"  said  Percy,  producing  the 
captain's  letter.  "  I  say,  Yorke  grinned 
like  anything  when  he  read  yours." 

"  Did  he  ?  "  replied  Clapperton,  opening 
the  envelope. 

Evidently  Yorke  in  his  reply  had  not 
been  guilty  of  a  joke,  for  the  face  of  the 
Modern  captain  was  dark  and  scowhng  as 
he  read  it. 

"  Cool  cheek,''  muttered  he.  "  Dangle 
was  right,  after  all.  You  can  go, 
youngster." 

"All  right.  I  say,  they've  got  the 
fifteen  stuck  up  on  the  boards — six  of  our 
chaps  in  it.  We  ought  to  lick  them  this 
year." 

But  as  Clapperton  did  not  do  him  the 
favour  of  heeding  his  observations,  he 
retired,  and  tried  vainly  to  collect  his 
scattered  forces  to  conclude  the  eight- 
handed  boxing  match,  which  had  been  so 
unfeelingly  interrupted  an  horn-  ago. 

Clapperton,  to  do  him  justice,  could  not 
deny  to  himself  that  the  team  selected  by 
the  captain  was  the  best  fighting  fifteen 
the  school  could  put  into  the  football  field. 
But,  having  advanced  his  claim  for  lialf 
numbers,  his  pride  was  hiu't  at  finding  it 
almost  contemptuously  set  aside.  It  would 
never  do  for  him  to  climb  down  now. 

The  Moderns,  after  all,  had  a  right  to 
have  their  men  in  ;  and  he  had  a  right  to 
assume  they  were  better  players  than 
some  of  the  selected  Classics.  It  was  easy 
to  work  himself  mto  a  rage,  and  talk  about 
favouritism,  and  abuse  of  privilege,  and  all 
that.  His  popularity  in  his  own  house 
depended  on  his  lighting  their  battles,  and 
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he  must  do  it  now.  So  he  wrote  a  reply 
to  Yorke. 

"  Dear  Yorke, — I  do  not  agree  with  you 
about  the  fifteen.  I  consider  the  men  on 
our  side,  whom  you  have  omitted,  are 
better  than  the  three  I  have  marlved  on 
your  list.  If  we  are  to  make  the  clubs  a 
success,  we  ought  to  pull  together  and  let 
there  be  no  suspicion,  however  groundless, 
of  favouritism. 

"  Y'ours  trulj', 

"  Geo.  Clapperton." 

To  this  letter,  which  he  sent  over 
by  another   junior,    more  expeditious 


than  his  last,  he  received  the  following 
reply  :— 

"  Dear  Clapperton,  —  Sides  have 
nothing  to  do  with  it.  If  the  best  fifteen 
names  were  all  on  your  side,  I  should 
have  to  select  them.  But  they  are  not. 
The  fifteen  I  have  chosen  are  midoubtedly 
the  best  men  we  have,  and  the  team  most 
likely  to  win  the  match.  I  suppose  that 
is  what  we  play  for. 

"  Yours  truly, 

"  Cecil  Yorke." 

This  polite  correspondence  Clapperton 
laid  before   his   friends.     The  general 


feeling  was,  that  the  Moderns  v/ere 
being  unfairly  and  disrespectfully  used. 

"  It's  the  old  storj'  over  again,"  said 
Dangle.  "  If  we  don't  look  after  ourseb,  es, 
nobody  else  will." 

"  At  any  rate,  as  long  as  he's  captain,  I 
suppose  he  has  the  right  to  pick  the  team," 
said  Fullerton.  "  I  shouldn't  be  par- 
ticidarly  sorry  if  he  were  to  leave  me  out. 
It  wouldn't  matter  to  me." 

"  Who  cares  whether  it  matters  to  3-011  ? 
It  matters  to  om-  side,"  said  Brinlvman, 
"  and  we  oughtn't  to  stand  it.' 

QTo  be  continued.) 
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CHAPTER  XX.— death  OF  ADABI  GOODE — MY  MARRIAGE — A  STRANGER  ARRIVES — AND  OUR  PEACE  IS  SERIOUSLY  INTERRUPTED. 


BUT  little  remains  to  be  told  of  this 
period.  The  placid  calm  of  life  at  Eos 
was  seldom  broken  by  anything  more 
exciting  than  the  visit  of  a  ship  from  time 
to  time.  The  land  had  rest  after  those 
years  of  crime  and  bloodshed,  and  the 
little  coaamunity  had  leisi;re  to  develop 
and  expand.  Nevertheless,  there  are 
several  matters  which  cannot  be  alto- 
gether passed  over  in  silence,  in  the 
relation  of  which  I  will  occupy  the  con- 
cluding chapters  of  this  history. 

Firstly,  let  me  note  the  death  of  Adam 
Goode,  which  took  place  about  five  months 
after  my  arrival.  He  was  only  sixty-five 
years  of  age,  but  looked  at  least  ten  years 
older.  Time  had  dealt  severely  with  him  ; 
his  life  had  been  one  of  continual  hard- 
ship, and  his  closing  days  were  full  of 
suffering,  borne  with  the  most  exemplary 
patience  and  fortitude.  To  the  last  he 
maintained  his  position  as  the  father 
of  the  little  community  at  Eos.  To  the 
day  of  his  death  he  kept  every  Wednesday 
and  Friday  in  the  year  as  a  strict  fast ;  and 
so  punctilious  was  he  in  the  performance  of 
Divine  Service,  that,  for  fear  lest  anything 
essential  should  be  omitted,  he  used  to 
read  e\-en  those  prayers  which  are  only 
intended  as  substitutes  for  others.  He 
was  followed  to  tlie  grave  by  the  whole 
of  the  inhabitants,  with  every  mark  of 
love  and  respect,  and  his  memoi"y  is  still 
fondly  cherished,  both  at  Eos  and  Aurora, 
where  the  majority  of  those  over  whom 
he  ruled  so  wisely  have  found  a  new 
home. 

From  this  time,  I  became  the  unworthy 
successor  of  this  good  man,  at  the  unani- 
mous invitation  of  the  people  of  Eos. 
This  office  I  have  been  well  content  to  fill 
ever  since,  saving  that  for  a  short  time  I 
was  persecuted  into  voluntary  exile,  imder 
circumstances  which  I  shall  presently 
relate.  But  it  would  ill  become  me  to 
pass  over  a  piece  of  good  fortune  which 
befcl  me  at  this  time,  and  which  brought 
mo  my  chiefest  earthly  blessing.  It 
was  now  that  I  became  acquainted 
with  your  mother,  an  acquaintance  which 
speedily  ripened  into  tliat  affection  which 
is  as  strong  now  as  it  was  fifty  years 
ago ;  for  _yotir  mother  and  I  are  just  as 
much  in  love  with  one  another  now  as  we 
were  then.    I  cannot  find  words  in  which 


fitly  to  describe  the  love  I  have  for  her 
after  fifty  years  of  Such  devotion  as  hers 
has  been,  after  half  a  century  of  happy 
union,  of  sharing  my  sorrows  and  joys, 
of  bearing  patiently  with  my  thousand 
and  one  failings  and  faults.  Language 
has  no  scope  for  the  description  of  such 
love.    It  belongs  to  Heaven. 

We  were  married  in  the  September  of 
the  same  year  in  which  Adam  Goode  died. 
The  old  patriarch  told  me  in  his  last 
hours  that  he  wished  this  might  happen  ; 
his  wish,  therefore,  was  speedily  and 
happily  fulfilled. 

Life  now  passed  so  pleasantlj'  that  I 
soon  lost  all  desire  to  return  to  the  world. 
The  Isabel  was  broken  up,  in  order  that 
her  planks  might  contribute  towards  my 
house,  timber  being  anything  but  plentiful 
on  the  island,  while  the  various  stores 
which  she  contained,  especially  the  medi- 
cines and  the  spirits,  were  carefully 
treasured  for  use  in  time  of  need.  Alas  ! 
I  little  thought  that  in  a  very  short  time 
I  should  once  more  be  cast  adrift,  imder 
circumstances  almost  more  depressing 
than  had  ever  fallen  to  my  lot. 

About  two  years  after  my  marriage, 
when  I  was  one  day  hard  at  work  in  my 
plantation,  I  was  suddenly  startled  by 
hearing  the  ever-welcome  cry,  "  A  sail ! 
A  sail !  "  I  left  my  work  and  hurried  to 
the  top  of  a  steep  hill,  called  "  The  Look- 
out," and  presently  descried  a  small 
schooner  under  all  sail,  evidently  making 
for  the  island.  In  about  two  hours  she 
came  to  an  anchor,  and  a  boat  at  once 
put  off  to  see  what  she  wanted,  and  to 
give  the  usual  warm  welcome  to  her 
captain  and  crew.  We  were  somewhat 
surprised,  however,  to  find  that  the  boat 
returned  without  any  visitors,  and,  on  our 
inquiring  the  cause,  our  people  ansvv  ered 
that  there  was  an  eminent  personage  on 
board,  from  whose  manner  they  gathered 
that  he  had  important  communications 
to  make,  and  that  therefore  he  expected 
the  principal  persons  on  the  island  to 
come  -oft'  and  pay  him  an  official  visit 
before  he  landed. 

Accordingly  the  magistrate  and  myself 
took  the  boat,  and  were  soon  alongside  the 
schooner.  We  found  that  we  had  to  do 
with  a  somewhat  testy  old  gentleman  in  a 
brown  wig,  and  clothes    which  were 


decidedly  the  worse  for  wear,  who  assmned 
great  authority,  and,  indeed,  appeared  to 
have  the  ship  at  his  command.  He  bowed 
stiffly,  and  at  once  proceeded  to  inform 
us,  in  a  voice  which  betrayed  a  strange 
mixture  of  blandness  and  pomposity,  that 
he  was  honoured  by  His  Majesty's  Gov- 
ernment v/ith  a  commission  empower- 
ing him  to  visit  us,  and  to  report  on  the 
condition  of  the  island  and  its  inhabi- 
tants, with  a  view  to  their  becoming  a 
colony  in  the  strict  sense  of  the  term. 
"  This  is  my  business  in  limme,"  said  he  ; 
"  but  I  am  further  empowered  to  inquire 
into  the  laws  by  which  you  are  at  present 
governed,  and,  if  necessary,  to  amend 
them  ;  to  remedy  abuses  and  to  punish 
M'rongdoers,  and,  in  short,  to  make  such 
dispositions,  and  to  take  such  precautions, 
as  I  may  deem  necessary  for  the  common 
weal.  I  am  free  to  say,  my  respected 
friends,  that  I  am  not  altogether  satisfied 
with  yom'  reception  of  me  to-day.  I  am 
by  way  of  having  been  received  into  the 
very  first  society  in  Europe,  as  well  as  in 
the  other  four  quarters  of  the  globe,  and 
therefore  I  think  I  am  entitled  to  some 
small  share  of  honour  and  respect.  But 
I  make  no  doubt  that  you  have  erred  in 
ignorance,  and  therefore  I  am  content  to 
pass  the  matter  over.  And  since  I  make 
no  doubt  that  you  are  hardly  prepared 
with  the  powder  necessary  for  the  usual 
complimentary  salute,  we  will,  if  j'ou 
please,  forego  the  same." 

We  made  our  humble  apologies,  and 
promised  to  do  all  in  om*  power  to  pro- 
vide adequately  for  so  distinguished  a 
visitor  ;  but,  having  seen  something  of  the 
world,  and  feelmg  rather  dubious  as  to 
whether  a  person  entrusted  with  so  impor- 
tant a  commission  would  visit  us  m  anv-- 
thing  less  than  one  of  His  Majesty's  ships, 
,  I  respectfully  requested  the  favoiu-  of  the 
gentleman's  name,  and  a  sight  of  the 
commission  under  which  he  was  acting. 
I  verily  believe  it  was  this  modest  request 
which  laid  the  foundation  of  the  inveterate 
spleen  which  the  pseudo-Commissioner 
always  evinced  towards  myself  and  two 
other  persons  who  did  not  belong  to  the 
original  community.  But  he  could  not 
well  refuse  to  give  me  an  answer,  so,  in  a 
dignified  manner,  and  with  an  evident  air 
of  condescension,  he  handed  me  a  card 


whereon  was  this  inscription  : — "  The 
Hon.  Solon  Biittercluck."  "That,  sir,  is 
my  name,"  said  the  Hon.  Solon ;  "  I 
belong  to  one  of  the  oldest  families  in 
England.  We  were  settled  there  long 
before  the  Roman  conquest,  not  to  speak 
of  the  Saxon  or  Norman  invasions  ;  my 
father,  Lofd  Veryauld,  was  one  of  the 
largest  landholders  in  Great  Britain.  As 


of  Veryanld,  nor  of  this  most  extraordi- 
narily ancient  family  of  Buttercluck. 
Still,  I  had  been  practically  ont  of  the 
world  for  a  good  many  years,  and  the 
title  might  certainly  have  come  into 
existence  in  the  meantime,  and  even  the 
somewhat  peculiar  manner  in  which  the 
Honoiu'able  Solon  had  reached  our  shores 
might  be  accomited  for  by  his  excessive 


his  tent;  only  in  our  case  the  process 
was  by  no  means  gradual,  and  indeed  in 
the  course  of  a  few  days  my  poor  little 
cottage  had  become  "  The  Palace  "  of  the 
commissioner,  and  we,  the  lawful  occu- 
pants, received  more  than  a  hint  that  our 
room  was  preferable  to  our  company. 
We  took  refuge  with  a  neighbour,  and  for 
three  or  four  years  we  scarcely  set  foot 


to  my  commission,  it  is  locked  up  in  my 
mails,  and  accordingly  cannot  at  this 
moment  be  produced.  Now,  if  you  please, 
we  will  proceed  on  shore." 

There  was  an  old  peerage  at  my 
mother's  house,  a  book  which  always  had 
a  very  great  fascination  for  me  ;  and  on 
many  a  rainy  day  I  have  amused  myself 
for  hours  together  with  its  heraldry  and 
history.  I  now  ransacked  my  memory,  but 
I  certainly  had  no  recollection  of  the  title 


zeal  to  fulfil  the  very  important  duties 
which  he  alleged  to  be  assigned  to  him. 
I  did  not  therefore  deem  it  wise  to  call 
our  visitor's  claims  in  question,  but  with 
all  respect  invited  His  Excellency  to 
occupy  my  house,  which  he  immediately 
did,  offering  no  apology  for  tmning  my 
wife  and  myself  out  of  our  bedchamber, 
and  making  himself  so  very  much  at 
home,  that  he  seemed  to  me  like  the 
proverbial  camel  ejecting  his  master  from 


within  oivc  own  home.  Our  visitor  was 
feted  in  every  possible  way  by  our  most 
hospitable  community ;  the  fatted  caJf 
was  killed  for  him  m  every  house  ;  the 
best  of  the  iruits  of  farm  and  garden  were 
constantly  laid  at  his  door ;  and  nothing 
was  wanting  which  might  add  to  his 
dignity,  or  further  the  mission  on  which 
he  professed  to  have  come. 

Our  simple-minded  people  were  much 
impressed  by  his  conversation,  but  I  can- 
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Bot  say  that  I  at  all  shared  their  enthusiasm. 
Three-fourths  of  his  talk  was  made  up  of 
accounts  of  his  own  doings  in  diM'erent  parts 
of  the  world  ;  and  a  chance  meeting  with 
some  eminent  personage,  or  a  large  credit 
at  some  well-known  bank,  seemed  to  him 
to  constitute  a  claim  to  universal  homage. 
By  the  way  in  which  he  spoke,  it  would 
seem  that  he  liad  the  entree  to  half  the 
coiu-ts  in  Europe,  and  hy  the  extent  of  his 
travels  he  miglit  have  been  the  Wandering 
Jew  himself.  He  gave  us  to  imderstand 
that  he  had  only  to  indicate  his  wish  to 
command  a  ship,  or  to  undertake  a  special 
mission,  and  lo !  it  was  granted.  No 
wonder,  then,  that  in  the  eyes  of  men  and 
women  who  had  seen  absolutely  nothing 
of  the  world,  and  who  were  insensible  to 
occasional  errors  in  grammar  and  pro- 
nunciation, he  appeared  a  very  Daniel 
come  to  judgment ;  and  they  were  still 
_  further  impressed  by  the  few  stock  phrases 
.  of  Latin,  French,  and  Italian,  with  which 
_  he  was  in  the  habit  of  interlarding  the 
-  positively  tremendous  sentences  which 
fell  from  his  lips. 

The  day  after  his  arrival  was  a  Sunday, 
when  I  officiated  as  usual.  On  the 
Monday  His  Excellency  aimoimced  that 
he  proposed  to  proceed  round  the  island 
on  a  tour  of  inspection,  which  he  accord- 
ingly did,  accompanied  by  the  leading  in- 
habitants, including  myself.  The  church, 
the  schoolhouse,  and  the  various  dwellings 
were  rigorously  examined,  and  then  the 
Commissioner  proceeded  to  make  a  kind 
of  domesday  survey  of  all  the  landed 
property,  noting  tire  names  of  the  owners 
of  the  various  little  estates,  their  extent, 
the  position  of  each,  and  the  various  crops 
being  raised  upon  them.  Now  my  little 
farm  was  an  absolutely  free  gift  to  me 
from  the  islanders  on  account  of  my 
services  to  them.  I  had  not  so  much  as 
hinted  at  any  desire  for  land,  and  from 
the  first  I  had  renounced  my  claim  to 
^ny  share  in  what  I  saw  would  in  a 
generation  or  two  be  wholly  inadequate 
to  the  needs  of  the  population.  Judge 
-then  of  my  surprise  when,  at  the  close  of 
the  day's  operations,  the  Commissioner 
assembled  the  whole  popixlation  in  the 
schoolroom,  and  addressed  them  as 
follows : 

"In  primis,  my  respected  friends,  I 
will  say  that  yonr  public  buildings,  and 
the  disposition  of  your  several  properties, 
is  higlily  satisfactory.  Thus  much  touch- 
ing the  premises. 

"  But  it  appears  to  me  that  an  obser- 
vation of  incalculable  importance  has  irow 
to  be  made,  an  observation  which  may 
prove  unpalatable  to  some  among  you, 
but  nevertheless  I  shall  not  shrink  from 
making  it,  as  I  conceive  it  to  be  my  dooty 
{sic)  so  to  do. 

"  I  am  aware,  of  coiu-se,  that  pedantry 
and  egotism  become  no  man,  myself,  per- 
liaps,  less  than  any.  But  I  hope  that  it 
may  not  seem  egotistical  to  remark  that 
my  very  large  experience  of  the  world, 
«ind  the  frequent  intercourse  with  great 
personages  which  it  has  been  my  lot  to 
enjoy,  together  constitute  me  something 
more  than  a  mere  deus  ex  machma. 

"  I  have  drove  {sic)  my  dress  carriage  in 
the  wake  of  several  sovereigns  ;  I  com- 
manded a  ship  in  one  of  the  largest 
squadrons  that  ever  put  to  sea ;  I  have 
been  honoured  with  communications  from 
several  celebrated  persons,  such  as  War- 
ipen  Hastings,  Sir  Joseph  Banks,  Lord 


Collingwood,  and  the  Duke  of  Wellington. 
I  have  dined  with  the  late  Archbishop  of 
Canterbury,  as  also  with  the  Emperor  of 
China;  I  have  given  laws  to  Shoshonie 
Indians  on  the  prairies  of  America,  to 
Esquimaux  in  Greenland,  and  to  the 
natives  of  Tierra  del  Fuego.  I  have  been 
consul,  or  vice-consul,  in  Europe,  Asia, 
Africa,  and  America;  and  have  even 
known  what  it  is  to  lead  an  army  of 
soldiers  to  victory  in  the  cause  of  liberty. 
Thei-efore,  my  respected  friends,  I  think  I 
have  some  claim  to  a  hearing  apart  from 
the  very  important  commission  with 
which  I  am  honoured."  This  exordium 
created  a  profound  sensation. 

"  To  proceed.  There  are  certain 
foreigners  among  you  crept  in  unawares, 
as  I  suppose,  and  received  by  you  without 
any  references,  or  testimonials,  or  other 
credentials  of  any  kind.  Now  these 
persons  may  be  very  good  men,  but  they 
are  scarcely  entitled,  I  think,  to  so  large 
a  share  in  your  very  limited  amount  of 
landed  property.  I  not  do  violence  to 
your  feehngs  by  suggesting  that  these  gen- 
tlemen have  hardly  shown  such  disinter- 
ested conduct  as  might  have  been  expected 
from  men  who  possess  the  knowledge  of 
the  world  which  they,  of  course,  possess. 
No ;  I  will  follow  the  suavifer  in  re,  and 
leave  the  fortiter  in  modo  for  a  futiu-e 
occasion,  if  necessary.  I  will  not  suggest 
that  these  foreigners  have  somewhat  pre- 
sumed on  your  good  temper  and  unselfish- 
ness. Yet  I  am  bound  to  observe,  my 
friends,  that  you  have  shown  in  this  and 
several  other  matters  a  little  too  much  of 
what  tlie  French  call  laisser  faire ;  I 
shall  certainly  refer  the  case  of  these 
foreigners  to  His  Majesty's  Government, 
■with  a  view  to  settling  for  ever  their  claim 
to  hold  land,  and  also  to  prevent  further 


immigration,  in  my  opinion  a  most  desir- 
able measure. 

"  And  now,  I  shall  hope,  in  the  course 
of  a  few  days,  to  frame  some  new  laws 
provisionally,  for  the  better  government 
of  this  most  interesting  little  colony,  the 
constitution  of  which  has  scarcely"  been 
formed  on  the  best  models.  Having  had 
considerable  experience  in  legislation,  and 
having  been  in  company  with  kings,  presi- 
dents, consuls,  judges,  bishops,  and  aU 
manner  of  other  more  or  less  distinguished 
persons,  I  venture  to  hope  that  I  may  be 
able  to  give  you  a  constitootion  {sic)  such 
as  may  render  you  secure  in  your  rights 
and  liberties,  free  and  independent,  en- 
lightened, and  politically  sound.  To  this 
task  I  will  now  address  myself ;  and  in  a 
shoi-t  time  I  shall  propose  to  lay  the  draft 
before  you.  But  one  thing  more  remains 
to  be  said.  I  perceive  that  you  are  with- 
out that  indispensable  adjunct  to  good 
order  in  every  well-regulated  common- 
wealth— a  prison.  In  the  interest  of  the 
public  peace,  and  for  the  due  observance 
and  maintenance  of  my  authority,  I 
have  to  recommend  that  one  be  built 
immediately,  and  that  one  or  two  of  your 
number  be  sworn  in  as  constables." 

From  that  day  forward  the  majority  of 
the  inhabitants  looked  upon  the  Commis- 
sioner as  a  paragon  among  men  ;  m  fact, 
the  only  person  who  was  capable  of 
delivering  them  from  a  host  of  imaginary 
grievances.  This  infatuation  was  so 
intense  that  all  but  a  very  few  went  over 
to  the  opposite  camp,  and  there  was  no- 
thing for  the  minority  but  malice,  hatred, 
and  abuse,  imtil  a  fortunate  accident  de- 
stroyed utterly  the  airy  castle  built  up  by 
the  Honourable  Solon  Buttercluck.* 

*  This  story  of  the  revolution  at  Eos  is  founcled  oa 
actual  facts,  and  is  not  the  least  overdrawn. 


(To  he  continued.) 


A  HOLIDAY  OUTING  IN  CEYLON. 

By  an  Old  Westminster  Boy. 


PART  III. 


THE  skins  of  the  two  young  bears  were  in 
capital  order.  Those  of  their  parents 
were  very  mangy  and  ahuost  valueless.  Their 
tenacity  of  life  is  remarkable,  and  the 
Singhalese  tell  stories  of  their  pushing  a 
bamboo  spear  further  through  their  bodies 
when  transfixed  in  order  to  get  at  the  man 
at  the  other  end.  This  may  be  believed  or 
not,  according  to  individual  tastes. 

Their  fur  has  a  most  nauseating  odour, 
and  is  filled  with  parasites.  The  wretched 
creatures'  lives  must  be  made  miserable  by 
land  leeches,  which  make  a  rule  of  living  in 
their  nostrils.  I  have  never  heard  of  a  bear 
either  in  Ceylon  or  India  in  whose  nose 
these  pests  were  not  found.  The  smell 
while  they  were  being  skinned  became  so 
insupportable  that  we  were  obliged  to  order 

the  coolies  to  go  further  off,  while  McK  

and  I  smoked  as  hard  as  we  could. 
_  Hearing  a  "  Cooey,"  we  strolled  down  the 
river-bank  a  little  way,  and  soon  heard  the 

splash  of  N  's  paddle  on  his  way  up 

stream.  The  view  was  enchanting.  It  was 
within  a  day  of  the  full  moon,  which  had 
just  risen  over  the  top  of  the  jungle-covered 
bank.  The  air  felt  deliciously  cool  after  the 
heat  of  the  afternoon,  and  the  hum  of  all 
the  insects  sounded  pleasantly  in  the  still 
air.  Fireflies  seemed  to  vibrate  like  lu- 
minous vapour  against  the  dark  background 


of  the  palms  on  the  opposite  bank.    N  's 

canoe  came  in  sight  round  the  bend  of  the 
river,  leaving  a  silver  wake  behind  it  at  each 
stroke  of  the  paddle.  His  dogs  set  up  a 
bark  of  joy  as  soon  as  they  scented  him,  and 
it  was  difficult  to  restrain  them  from  taking 
to  the  water.  Alligators  had  not  as  yet  been 
seen  in  the  river,  but  it  would  not  do  to  trust 
to  our  experienea  in  this. 

N  was  in  high  spirits,  and  gave  orders 

to  his  crew — the  tracker  and  himself— to  put 
on  a  spurt  as  they  came  up  to  us.  The 
cause  was  in  the  bows  of  the  boat,  in  the 
shape  of  a  fine  spotted  deer  which  be  had 
the  luck  to  shoot  after  an  hour's  patient 
waiting,  without  being  able  to  enjoy  what  he 
considered  the  luxury  of  a  smoke. 

Our  larder  was  now  quite  overstocked, 
even  though  the  camp  consisted  of  about 
fifteen,  besides  our  new  Veddah  allies. 
They  were  a  little  afraid  of  the  stranger  at 
first,  but  upon  his  making  them  a  present  of 
the  deer-flesh  they  would  have  each  said 
"thank  you"  in  turn,  had  their  language 
possessed  such  superfluous  words.  But  it 
did  not  ;  so  they  rubbed  their  stomachs  and 
grinned  in  a  way  that  spoke  more  eloquently 
than  any  oral  panegjfic  could  have  done. 

We  had  plenty  to  talk  about  that  evening 
at  supper.  It  was  one  of  those  nights  that 
could  never  be  w.'ped  out  of  one's  book  of 
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memory.  The  cooly  I  had  sent  for  the 
iljangaroo-hound  returnel  during  our  meal, 
bringing  a  dog  called  "  Geyney,"  and  the 
tappal  from  our  bungalows.  Home  letters 
and  English  illustrated  papers  made  the 
evening  pass  quickly  by.  It  was  long  past 
one  before  we  thought  of  turning  in  for  the 
night.  It  seemed  quite  like  civilisation  to 
actually  have  a  roof  over  our  heads.  The 
hut  the  coolies  had- constructed  was  a  credit 
to  them.  They  had  thatched  it  extremely 
well  with  rushes,  and  mudded  up  the  sides 
most  carefully. 

The  next  morning  we  determined  to  risk  a 
bathe,  after  throwing  some  meat  into  the 
river,  intended  as  ground-bait  for  alligators. 
As  none  appeared,  we  made  three  men  get 
into  the  canoe  and  splash  about  the  water  in 
a  small  bay  under  the  opposite  bank,  and 
then  we  had  a  fine  swim,  keeping  near  the 
boat  all  the  time.  Alligators  being  very 
timid,  the  noise  that  was  made  would  be 
sufficient  to  scare  them.  A  small  water-snake 

nearly  swam  into  McK  's  mouth,  which 

ihe  did  not  relish.  After  this  we  bathed 
every  morning,  becoming  of  course  gradually 
more  and  more  careless  about  keeping  close 
to  the  canoe.  Constant  chaff  was  carried  on 
about  losing  legs  and  arms  in  an  abrupt 
manner,  but  our  average  of  four  apiece  was 
never  diminished,  in  .spite  of  our  ablutions. 

I  stayed  behind  at  the  camp  in  order  to 
skin  the  birds  we  had  shot,  while  my  two 
friends  went  oft'  together  after  some  buffaloes. 
They  did  not  return  until  late  in  the  evening, 
having  shot  one  old  cow  only,  so  that  their  six- 
teen-mile tramp  had  not  met  with  an  adequate 
result. 

Both  McK  and  I  felt  a  little  feverish 

at  night,  and,  as  we  feared  the  locality  was 
unhealthy,  decided  to  move  on  the  next 
evening.  The  Veddahs  brought  us  news, 
however,  that  two  herds  of  elephants  had 
been  seen,  but  were  on  difl'erent  sides  of  the 
river.  McK   and  I  arranged  to  go  to- 
gether this  time,  as  N  especially  wanted 

to  go  by  himself  after  the  other  herd,  merely 
taking  a  tracker  and  his  cooly.  He  left  first, 
and  paddled  away  down  stream,  as  the  place 
was  ten  miles  off.  We  started  soon  after,  and 
had  a  four  hours'  walk,  when  they  told  us 
that  this  was  very  near  the  pool  where  the 
elephants  had  been  seen.  A  short  halt  was 
now  necessary,  for  the  ground  had  been 
difficult,  and  our  legs  and  faces  were  bleed- 
ing from  leeches  and  thorns.  Both  of  us 
were  tired,  and  felt  more  like  stopping  alto- 
gether than  tramping  along  through  heavy 
ground  for  another  three  or  four  miles. 

We  found  that  instead  of  this  the  distance 
■was  double,  and  heartily  glad  we  were  when 
the  Veddahs  informed  us  that  we  had  finished 
our  walk.  The  ground  here  had  been  occu- 
pied by  elephants  a  very  short  time  pre- 
viously, as  could  be  seen  from  the  torn 
creepers  and  the  fresh  footmarks  in  the  mud. 

Oar  lassitude  quite  disappeared  now,  and 
excitement  took  its  place.  After  carefully 
taking  the  direction  of  the  wind,  we  separated 
so  as  to  get  part  of  the  herd  almost  between 

Tis.    Just  after  leaving  McK  ,  I  heard  a 

deep  sound,  which  was  made  by  water  in  the 
elephants'  stomachs  as  they  moved  along. 
By  half  mounting  a  small  ant-hill  the  nearest 
ones  could  be  seen  browsing  lazily  upon  wild 
plantains  and  bamboo  leaves.  There  was, 
apparently,  no  tusker  in  the  herd,  so  that  I 
had  to  select  the  largest  bull  elephant  I 
could.    In  getting  towards  him  the  tracker 


tripped  over  a  root  and  fell  down.  This 
!  circumstance,  curiously  enough,  turned  out 
;  favourably,  for  the  beast  moved  round  and 
advanced  a  few  steps  in  the  most  cautious 
manner  to  investigate.  His  trunk  was 
strained  forward  and  his  eai"s  cocked  to  catch 
the  slightest  sound.  As  the  wind  blew  in  our 
faces  there  was  but  little  chance  of  his  scent- 
ing us  until  quite  close. 

Now  was  my  time.  Taking  a  rest  in  the 
j  fork  of  a  guava  tree  just  as  the  elephant 
stopped,  at  a  distance  of  about  fifteen  paces, 
I  fired  into  his  forehead.  He  fell  imme- 
diately, and  to  my  pleasurable  surprise  rolled 
heavily  over.  The  alarm  was  spread  at  once 
through  the  entire  herd,  and  the  report  of 

McK  's  rifie  reached  our  ears. 

Running  forward,  without  having  time  to 
reload,  I  tired  my  left  barrel  at  the  head  of  a 
smaller  elephant,  which  had  one  tusk.  The 
shot,  apparently,  took  great  effect,  as  the  beast 
shambled  off  so  unsteadily  that  we  were 
almost  able  to  keep  up  with  it.  After  a  short 
distance  we  began  to  gain  upon  it,  and,  hav- 
ing reloaded,  I  was  waiting  for  a  chance  at 
the  temple  shot,  when  it  wheeled  round  and 
was  upon  me  in  an  instant.  Its  trunk  sent 
my  rifie  flying  out  of  my  hands  and  struck 
me  a  heavy  blow  on  the  ribs,  which  took 
nearly  all  the  breath  from  my  body. 

Upon  my  back  among  small  bamboos,  it 
was  both  impossible  and  useless  to  stir.  The 
elephant  was  frantic  with  rage,  and,  trumpet- 
ing angrily,  advanced  towards  me.  The  blow 
received  must  have  half  stupefied  me,  for  I 
I   felt  no  fear  at  al',  although  expecting  instant 
death.    The  elephant  could  have  caused  this 
I   without  any  delay  by  merely  resting  its  foot 
on  my  chest,  but  instead  of  doing  so  it  shuf- 
fled me  between  its  feet  in  an  impatient 
I   manner,  as  if  deliberating  how  best  it  could 
I  destroy  its  victim.  All  this  time  its  attention 
I  was  being  diverted  by  the  tracker,  who  had 
!  unwound  his  red  turban  and  was  flicking  it 
!   in  the  brute's  face,  within  a  yard  or  two. 

The  pluck  this  man  showed  was  splendid. 
•  Every  now  and  then  he  yelled  at  the  top  of 
i  his  voice  and  called  out  "  Dah,"  "  Dah," 
;  which  natives  affirm  is  a  sound  that  drives 
elephants  frantic.    The  beast  never  stopped 
for  an  instant  rolling  me  over  backwards  and 
I   forwards ;  but  I  knew  that  as  soon  as  he 
[   brought  his  trunk  into  play  my  life  would  not 
!  be  worth  more   than  a  few  rupees.  The 
•  tracker  saw  this  too,  and  by  the  greatest 
exertions  with  his  long  red  turban  kept  the 
animal's  trunk  on  the  defensive  all  the  time. 

This  became  at  last  too  exasperating  to 
bear  any  longer,  and,  with  a  snort  of  defiance, 
the  elephant  left  me  and  made  a  rush  at  the 
tracker.  The  man  ran  to  a  large  tree  and 
was  up  it  like  a  monkey. 

My  fear  burst  upon  me  all  of  a  sudden, 
and,  getting  up,  I  ran  as  fast  as  possible,  but 
had  a  terrible  pain  in  my  side.  Picking  up 
my  rifle,  which  I  had  nearly  tripped  over,  I  got 
behind  tv,-o  large  trees  growing  together  and 
[  felt  comparatively  safe. 

Baulked  of  its  prey,  the  elephant  returned 
to  look  for  me,  and,  while  beating  about  the 
crushed  bamboos  in  search,  received  an  inti- 
mation that  the  affair  was  not  yet  finished,  in 
the  shape  of  a  two-ounce  bullet  near  its  eye. 
Staggering  round,  it  got  another  in  the  vital 
depression  just  above  its  trunk,  and  suc- 
cumbed reluctantly.    McK          appeared  as 

our  foe  fell,  and  cangratulated  me  heartily 
upon  killing  two  elephants.  He  had  bagged 
the  only  one  he  could  see  in  the  herd  which  had 

(To  be  continued.) 


small  tushes  and  wounded  another  badly,  but 
which  had  got  off,  one  of  his  coolies  follow- 
ing it  with  the  heavy  rifle.  The  herd  num- 
bered between  twelve  and  thirteen,  and  had 

evidently  not  been  fired  at  before.  McK  

said  that  upon  his  first  shot  they  huddled 
together  quite  panic-stricken,  and  that  he 
ought  to  have  been  able  to  shoot  three  or 
four  with  the  two  rifles.  The  semi-tusker 
was  a  fair-sized  beast,  but  I  was  far  too 
seedy  to  go  and  look  at  it.  Knowing  well 
that  the  full  effects  of  my  bruises  would  not 
show  up  until  the  next  day,  I  determined  to 
make  the  efl'ort  of  returning  to  camp  before 
nightfall. 

To  be  carried  was  impossible,  but  strong 
arms  were  lent  me  on  either  side,  while  Andi 
kept  in  front  with  a  bill-hook  and  cut  a  path 
through  the  thorny  vines  and  creepers  when- 
ever our  way  led  through  them.  It  was  a 
weai-y  and  painful  tramp  of  some  five  hours, 
and  I  was  sick  nearly  every  step  of  the  way. 
Camp  was  reached  at  last,  just  as  it  was 
getting  dusk. 

N          had  not  returned.    There  w-as  a 

good  supper  ready  for  us,  but  I  could  eat 

nothing.    McK          also  was  knocked  up, 

especially  as  he  had  supported  part  of  my 
weight  for  fourteen  weary  miles.  He  ascer- 
tained for  me  that  no  ribs  were  broken,  so 
that,  in  all  probability,  I  should  be  right 
again  in  a  few  days.  Never  were  we  more 
glad  of  the  prospect  of  a  night's  rest,  and 
thoroughly  we  meant  to  appreciate  it. 

The  sun  was  high  in  the  heavens  when  we 
awoke  the  next  morning.  Both  of  us  were 
too  tired  to  do  much,  so  we  amused  ourselves 
by  fishing  from  the  canoe  and  waiting  for 

N  's  return.   The  day  following  McK  

crossed  the  river  and  set  off  after  him  with 
the  tracker,  leaving  me  to  superintend  the 
packing  up  and  removal  of  the  camp,  which 
I  was  able  to  do  in  a  very  passive  manner. 
He  did  not  return  at  night  either,  which 
made  me  somewhat  uneasy.  Between  eight 
and  nine  the  next  morning,  however,  while 
paddling  up  the  stream  to  get  a  shot  at  some 
sand-pipers,  Andi  saw  my  friend  upon  the 
opposite  bank  and  shouted  out  to  him.  He 
had  passed  a  wretched  night  in  wet  clothes, 
as  there  had  been  a  heavy  dew.  The  leeches 
obliged  him  to  spend  some  hours  up  in  a  tree, 
where  sleep  was  impossible. 

No  news  of  N  reached  him,  but  the 

tracker  had  picked  up  a  gaiter  which  was 

familiar  to  us  at  once.    McK  had  killed 

a  savage  old  buffalo,  which  gave  a  lot  of 
trouble,  and  also  seen  two  bears,  which  made 
off  at  once  under  the  brushwood. 

After  breakfast  and  some  deliberation  we 
decided  to  set  off'  for  Trincomalee,  which  was 
not  more  than  fifty  miles  distant,  as  it  was 

quite  possible  that  N  would  find  his  way 

there.  We  intended,  however,  to  have  a  good 
hunt  for  him  during  the  next  two  days  in 
case  he  should  be  in  any  distress.  Starting 
at  four  A.M.  across  the  river,  we  sejiarated, 
and  made  some  twenty-five  miles  in  different 
directions.  Eight  coolies  had  been  taken 
also,  wdio  struck  out  paths  for  themselves, 
firing  guns  and  "  cooeying "  at  the  top  of 

their  voices.    No  trace  of  N  was  found, 

with  the  exception  of  a  cartridge  case  be- 
longing to  his  Express  rifle. 

We  all  met  together  at  dusk,  and  passed  a 
most  comfortless  night  among  damp  grass 
and  leeches.  A  weary  tramp  the  next  day 
brought  us  back  to  camp  v.ithout  having 
done  any  good  by  our  search. 
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SILENCE,  as  of  the  grave,  suddenly  fell  upon 
the  great  schoolroom  as  the  chapel  bell 
boomed  out  the  hour  of  seven  across  the 
quaint  old  quadrangle,  and  before  Mr.  Nor- 
man, the  master  on  duty  for  the  evening,  had 
finally  settled  down  as  the  head-master's 
deputy  and  at  the  head-master's  desk,  the 
Honourable  Marmaduke  Browne  was  endea- 
vouring to  gather  his  scattered  senses  and  his 
straggling  limbs  in  the  musty  seclusion  of  a 
cupboard,  some  five  or  six  paces  distant  from 
the  terrible  tribune,  devoted  to  maps,  black- 
board, chalk,  globes,  and  sundry  other  items 
appertaining  to  the  scholastic  warfare. 

"  Throw  us  that  coat !  "  f  "  Here,  Howard, 
up  with  the  doctor's  chair  !  "  "  Now,  Stan- 
leigh,  collarh  old  of  this  form  !  "  "  Hurry  up. 
Marmalade!"  "Here's  my  mask,"  "And 
mine,"  "And  mine  too." 

Scarcely  had  all  this  hubbub  and  confu- 
sion ceased  than  the  familiar  form  of  Mr. 
Norman,  clad  in  cap  and  gown  and  bearing 
under  each  arm  a  ponderous  array  of  litera- 
ture for  his  evening's  delectation,  appeared 
in  the  Httle  porch  at  the  entrance  to  Big 
School. 

By  means  of  a  mighty  effort  and  wondrous 
self-control  most  of  the  fellows  managed  to 
settle  down  to  their  desks  as  if  nothing  out  of 
the  common  had  occurred,  though  sounds  of 
stifled  laughter  were  distinctly  audible  from 
two  desks  at  right  angles  to  the  head-master's 
and  facing  the  cupboard  wherein  the  Honour- 
able Marmaduke  lay  concealed. 

These  desks  were  occupied  by  Howard  and 
Stanleigh,  who  had  that  night  improvised 
the  function  of  "  bones,"  at  a  display  of  negro 
minstrelsy,  got  up  and  conducted  by  a  frivo- 
lous sprig  of  nobility — though  a  most  popular 
one  with  all  Vespasians  except  the  monitors 
— named  Browne,  with  a  final  "e  "  be  it,  how- 
ever, observed.  As  it  was,  the  two  boys  had 
merely  time  to  scurry  to  their  desks  without 
returning  their  musical  instruments  to  their 
schoolfellow,  who  kept  bones,  banjo,  masks,  and 
bits  of  burnt  cork  under  tlie  strictest  surveil- 
lance, stowed  away  with  pocket-money  and 
other  valuables  at  the  bottom  of  a  huge, 
black,  family  trunk,  locked  with  patent  key, 
and  lying  at  the  foot  of  his  bed  in  the  room 
occupied  by  the  bigger  pupils  of  the  fourth 
form,  at  the  end  of  the  long  front  corridor. 
As  for  the  Honourable  Marmaduke  himself, 
well,  the  truth  is  that  his  enthusiasm  on 
behalf  of  "  negro  minstrelsy  "  had  led  him, 
instead  of  being  content  with  one  of  his  own 
masks — which  in  all  conscience  were  horrible 
enough — to  make  use  of  the  burnt  cork  for  the 
adornment  of  his  aristocratic  features.  Such 
displays  of  humour  as  "  Christy  minstrels  " 
were  considered  by  the  head-master  of  St. 
Vesper's  vulgar  and  ill-fitting  the  dignity  of  a 
great  public  school,  and  in  this  view  he  had 
the  support  of  the  monitors.  This  the  gifted 
Marmaduke  knew  full  well,  and  had  calcu- 
lated on  being  able  to  pay  a  short  visit  to  the 
lavatory  between  the  termination  of  the 
entertainment  and  the  beginning  of  evening 
study;  but,  alas!  the  abundant  display  of  wit, 
and  the  loud  peals  of  laughter  following  each 
sally  on  his  own  part  and  that  of  his  troupe, 
rendered  him  so  oblivious  to  the  flight  of 
time  that  it  was  only  when  he  was  making  a 
bolt  for  the  desk  next  to  Stanleigh  and 
Howard's,  with  his  box  of  minstrel  parapher- 
nalia under  his  arm,  that  he  suddenly  re- 
membered his  war-paint,  and  amid  a  chorus 
of  exhortation  first  to  flee  here,  then  there, 
the  distracted  grandson  of  a  duke  tumbled, 
helter-skelter,  box  and  all,  nearly  breaking 


his  shins  against  the  easel  of  a  blackboard, 
into  the  cujiboard  to  the  right  of  the  doctor's 
desk. 

Scarcely  ever  before  during  the  course  of 
his  mastership  at  St.  Vesper's  had  Mr.  Nor- 
man presided  over  the  evening  studies  of 
such  a  collection  of  fidgets.  Big  School  seemed 
an  atmosphere  of  the  completest  unrest.  Try 
as  all  the  fellows — excepting  Stanleigh, 
Howard  and  a  few  other  kindred  spirits — 
really  did,  to  concentrate  their  attention  on 
the  next  day's  work,  it  was  a  hopeless  busi- 
ness, and  the  master  on  duty,  looking  up  from 
the  abstraction  of  "  Problems  on  Palieon- 
tology,"  saw  a  hundred  shifting,  excited  pairs 
of  eyes  turned  in  the  direction  of  the  big 
cupboard.  Had  any  of  the  other  masters  but 
the  unsuspecting  Mr.  Norman  been  on  duty, 
Marmaduke's  vacant  desk  would  have  be- 
trayed the  unfortunate  owner  at  once. 

"  Stanleigh,  two  hundred  lines  !  "  "  Howard, 
stand  out !  " — and  after  delivering  himself  of 
the  above  in,  for  him,  unusually  acrimonious 
tones,  since  Mr.  Norman  was  a  universal 
favourite  at  St.  Vesper's,  the  doctor's  deputy 
strove  once  more  to  abandon  himself  to  the 
"  Problems  ;  "  but  in  vain,  since,  looking  up  a 
few  moments  later,  the  same  spirit  of  unrest 
again  met  his  gaze,  only  this  time  greatly 
increased. 

This  renewed  excitement  was  caused  by  the 
creaking  of  the  cupboard  hinges,  which  was 
in  its  turn  owing  to  the  sudden  determination 
of  Marmaduke  to  put  an  end  to  his  moments 
of  suspense,  and,  trusting  to  the  master's 
absorption  in  palaeontology,  to  creep  under 
the  front  desk  unobserved  and  so  round  to 
the  door  of  Big  School.  Ten  minutes'  interval 
was  allotted  between  evening  prep,  and  chapel, 
during  which  time  the  quondam  minstrel 
might  find  time  to  wash  his  begrimed  and 
corky  features.  It  was  a  bold  stroke :  but 
desperate  measures  were  necessary,  since  Mr. 
Norman's  duty  terminated  with  evening  study, 
and  the  boy  knew  full  well  the  master's  habit 
of  staying  to  read  long  after  the  fellows  were 
dismissed,  sometimes  even  till  ten  o'clock  ;  so 
that  unless  he  made  good  his  exit  when  the 
school  was  full,  his  position  would  be  doubly 
perilous  when  Mr.  Norman  was  alone. 

The  latter,  irritated  before,  was  by  this 
time  quite  angry,  and  most  liberal  allotments 
of  lines  and  detentions  were  dealt  out  in  quick 
succession,  as  the  master  made  a  sudden 
movement  towards  the  cupboard,  with  the 
evident  intention,  as  the  boys  thought,  of  at 
last  unearthing  the  trembling  captive,  who, 
hearing  approaching  footsteps,  huddled  up  his 
aristocratic  limbs  with  remarkable  celerity  be- 
hind an  assortment  of  maps,  globes,  and  easels, 
knocking  his  head  with  vigour  against  the 
panels  during  the  operation,  so  that  the  bump 
was  audible  in  the  remotest  part  of  the  school- 
room. That  collision  of  Marmaduke's  cranium 
and  the  subsequent  confusion  must  surely 
have  convinced  even  a  less  suspicious  soul 
than  Mr.  Norman's  that  the  atmosphere  of 
evening  study  was  redolent  of  mysteries  which 
it  would  be  a  master's  duty  to  solve,  and 
every  eye  in  the  room  was  accordingly  riveted 
on  the  cupboard  in  anticipation  of  the 
wretched  boy's  discovery ;  but  the  object  of 
the  visit  was  merely  a  piece  of  chalk  to  write 
the  names  of  the  numerous  detenus  on  the 
detention  slate. 

At  last  came  the  stroke  of  eight  from  the 
chapel  clock,  and  Mr.  Norman  was  left  at  the 
head-master's  desk  to  peruse  "  Problems  of 
Palaeontology  "  in  peace.  But  if  the  master 
breathed  freely  once  more,  each  passing 


minute  increased  the  suspense  and  agony 
that  had  by  now  taken  full  possession  of  the 
Hon.  Marmaduke  Browne.  The  stroke  of 
nine  indicated  that  evening  chapel  and  sup- 
per were  alike  things  of  the  past,  and  still 
Mr.  Norman  sat  reading.  Nine,  quarter-past, 
half-past ;  and  the  prisoner  knew  that  it  was 
at  half-past  nine  that  the  monitor  on  duty 
would  be  ordering  lights  out,  when  the  vacant 
bed  would  proclaim  the  whole  catastrophe. 

Had  the  monitors  spent  the  evening,  like 
the  rest  of  the  fellows,  in  Big  School,  the 
subsequent  dire  events  of  this  evening  would 
have  been,  at  any  rate  partially,  averted.  As 
it  was,  the  members  of  the  sixth  retired  after 
tea  to  their  cubicles,  and  did  not  appear  again 
until  evening  chapel.  Just  on  the  stroke  often 
Mr.  Norman  reluctantly  closed  his  problems, 
and  as  the  sound  of  his  feet  died  away  in  the 
silence  of  night  as  he  walked  across  the 
quadrangle  to  the  masters'  common  room, 
the  unhappy  Marmaduke,  hugging  the  un- 
lucky box  of  masks,  stole  forth  from  his 
hiding-place,  glad  to'  stretch  his  legs,  which 
were  horribly  cramped  during  his  three  hours' 
captivity. 

Judging  from  appearances  his  absence  had 
not  been  discovered,  and  as  it  was  only  ten 
o'clock  good  luck  might  befriend  him  yet. 
Possibly  Oliver,  the  famulus,  might  be  in  the 
boot-corridor  leading  into  the  dining-hall  and 
superintending  the  movements  of  the  St. 
Vesper's  "  boots,"  in  which  case  the  promise 
of  the  first  half-sovereign  which  came  to  hand 
would  secure  an  unobserved  entrance,  or,  if 
Stanleigh  and  Howard  were  on  the  look-out, 
it  might  be  possible  to  get  in  through  the 
dormitory  window. 

How  strange  Big  School  looked  at  this 
lonely  hour  of  the  night !  What  a  contrast 
to  the  bustle  and  din  of  a  few  hours  pre- 
viously !  Instead  of  three  hundred  voices, 
the  tick,  tick  of  the  big  clock  monopolised 
the  whole  building  and,  strange  to  say, 
seemed  to  speak  as  loudly  as  the  accents  of 
all  the  Vespasians  combined.  The  fire,  now 
burning  low  in  the  huge  grate,  cast  flickering 
rays  on  the  long  lists  of  distinguished  names 
rising  on  the  tablets  above  the  dark  oak 
panels  as  the  fourth-form  boy  stealthily 
made  his  way  between  the  long  rows  of  desks 
towards  the  porch  opening  on  the  quad- 
rangle. 

It  was  a  calm  night  in  the  middle  of 
November,  warm  for  the  late  period  of  the 
year,  and  a  slight  breeze  caused  the  iron 
bell  to  swing  in  the  turret  above  the  chapel 
door.  Else  not  a  sound  was  stirring  nor  a 
light  visible  either  in  the  side  dormitories, 
lobbies,  or  corridors,  and  the  sUenee  of  night 
was  only  broken  by  the  moaning  of  the 
chapel  bell  and  the  footfall  of  his  own 
stealthy  steps,  which  seemed  to  echo  weirdly 
on  the  slabs  of  the  quadrangle.  "  Half-past 
ten— quarter  to  eleven — eleven,"  and  it  was 
quite  clear  that  the  famulus,  Oliver,  had  by 
this  retired  to  rest,  and  poor  Marmaduke's 
spirits  began  once  more  to  sink.  He  was 
not  a  morbid  boy,  but  somehow  that  moan- 
ing of  the  bell  did  seem  strangely  suggestive 
of  old  Vespasians,  long  since  departed  to  the 
shades. 

The  famulus  failing,  he  must  try  the 
dormitory  window  ;  but  to  do  this  it  would 
be  necefeary  to  go  round  by  the  school 
kitchens  and  cross  a  shrubbery  leading 
past  the  head-master's  residence,  since  the 
fourth-form  bedrooms  were  on  the  oppo- 
site side  of  St.  Vesper's  from  the  school  and 
chapel. 

[' '  Gracious  1  whatever 


"  The  Wrong  Road." 
(Pzavcn  for  the  "Boy's  Own  Paper"  by  W.  T.  Smith.) 


"Gracious!  whatever  caa  it  be?"  Such 
"was  the  mental  ejaculation  not  only  of 
Marmaduke,  as  he  pulled  up  suddenly,  with 
pallid  countenance  and  wildly  pulsating 
heart,  just  where  the  shrubbery  opened  on  to 
the  gravel  path  leading  past  the  head-master's 
front  door,  but  of  another  awe-struck  inmate 
of  St.  Vesper's,  Mr.  Theophilus  Capp,  a 
bachelor  brother-in-law  of  the  doctor,  and 
•older  than  the  latter  by  a  full  score  years. 

The  sound  which  caused  poor  Marmaduke 
such  sudden  and  awful  pangs,  though  im- 
possible to  describe,  proceeded  from  the 
direction  of  the  cricket-tield  which  adjoined 
the  head-master's  garden,  and  might  in  the 
dead  silence  have  passed  either  for  the  loud 
moaning  of  some  antediluvian  prodigy  in 
the  last  article  of  death,  the  pulsations  of 
the  engines  on  an  ocean  liner,  or,  better  still, 
for  a  perfect  combination  of  the  two,  to 
such  awful  forebodings  do  the  shades  of 
night  give  rise.  The  strange  part  of  the 
business  consisted  not  so  much  in  the  fact 
that  these  weird,  discordant  groans  fell 
simultaneously  on  the  awe-struck  nerves  of 
Mr.  Capp  and  Marmaduke  in  the  dead  of 
night,  as — attribute  it  to  sympathetic  ani- 
mal magnetism  or  whatever  other  cause 
the  liberal-minded  reader  may  inclme— 
in  the  curious  coincidence  that  the  wealthy 
'bachelor  just  about  to  glide  into  the  arms  of 
Morpheus  in  the  doctor's  state  bedroom  and 
the  trembling  fourth -form  boy  in  the  shrub- 
bery both  connected  them  with  a  terrible 
tragedy  enacted  a  month  ago  in  one  of  a  row 
of  cottages  some  quarter  of  a  mile  below  the 
Vesper  Arms. 

Mr.  Theophilus  Capp  was  a  sensitive 
gentleman  who  never  could  travel  with  his 
back  to  the  engine,  and  to  whose  nervous 
temperament  thirteen  guests  at  a  feast,  a 
magpie  hopping  across  the  road,  a  pair  of 
piebald  ponies,  were  omens  of  the  direst 
nature,^  indicative  of  domestic  bereavenienr, 
revolutions,  plagues,  pestilences,  and  famine, 
or  the  downfall  of  ministries  and  kingdoms.' 
Long  and  seriously  had  the  head-master's 
brother-in-law  debated  on  the  advisability  of 
postponing  his  annual  autumnal  visit  to  St. 
Vesper's  until  a  more  auspicious  season  on  ac- 
count of  the  murder  committed  so  near  to  the 
sacred  precincts  of  the  grand  old  school ;  but 
a  sensitive  reluctance  to  acknowledge  the 
reason,  or  possibly  a  most  cogent  invitation 
from  the  head-master's  wife,  who  constructed 
colossal  piles  of  wealth  and  influence  for  a 
Tising  family  out  of  the  inheritance  to  be 
left  some  day  by  her  eldest  brother  Theo, 
prevented  so  unfortunate  a  calamity.  Mr. 
€app  had,  however,  taken  due  precautions 
agamst  nocturnal  surprises,  and,  pleading 
the  growing  infirmities  of  old  age,  arranged 
that  his  valet,  Francois,  should  accompany 
him  and  occupy  the  box-room  adjoining  the 
;state -chamber  always  on  these  occasions 
placed  at  his  disposal. 

One  feature,  in  addition  to  chronic  ner- 
Tousness,  characterised  the  good  bachelor  — 
an  extreme  punctiliousness  in  the  matter  of 
dress — and  sad  at  times  were  the  moments  of 
PranQois  on  this  account.  The  variety  of 
■costumes  displayed'  during  the  brief  course 
of  a  fortnight  was  a  ten  days'  wonder  in  the 
servants'  apartments,  whilst  Stanleigh  and 
Howard  never  saw  any  of  their  schoolfellows 
don  a  variegated  tie  or  a  loud  suit  without 
irreverently  asking  the  weai'ers  if  they  hadn't 
stolen  them  from  old  father  Capp.  Had  the 
latter's  arrival  on  this  sphere  been  timed  for 
the  sartorial  extravaganzas  of  the  Tudor  age, 
doubtless  the  magnificence  of  his  toilet  would 
liave  been  simply  intense.  Since,  however, 
the  horoscope  of  his  nativity  was  cast  for  the 
come-day  costumes  of  the  Victorian  era  he 
must  fain  be  content  with  the  most  extra- 
ordinary checks,  plushes,  and  velvets  for 
■3oats,  silks,  satins  and  stripes  for  waist- 


coats, that  the  more  modest  tastes  of  this 
period  allow.  To  make  up,  however,  for  the 
limits  imposed  by  a  rigorous  fashion  during 
the  day-tnne,  the  genius  of  a  Bond  Street 
tailor  had  given  birth  to  a  veritable  four  de 
force  in  the  way  of  dressing-gowns— a  fabric 
glorious  in  dyes  as  of  Tyrian  hue,  bordered 
with  orange-and-gold  trimmings. 

Now,  Mr.  Theophilus  Capp  having  glided 
nervously  into  the  rich  folds  of  this  circum- 
ambient luxury,  the  owner,  outwardly  re- 
splendent as  a  Shah  of  Persia  or  even  King 
Solomon  himself,  listened  with  palpitating 
heart  and  shaking  limbs  to  the  ominous 
groans  proceeding  from  the  cricket-tield. 
That  it  all  was  connected  with  that  recent 
darkling  tragedy  both  Marmaduke  ahd  the 
shivering  bachelor  were  agreed,  and  doubtless, 
had  they  known  it,  each  would  have  taken 
heart  of  grace  from  the  presence  of  the  other, 
since  the  shrubbery  where  the  fourth-form  boy 
lay  hid  was  in  full  view  from  the  best 
bedroom  window. 

Poor  Marmaduke  was  beginning  to  think 
he  had  fallen  into  piteously  parlous  plight. 
The  memories  of  the  crime  of  a  month  ago 
were  becoming  too  much  for  his  sensitive 
flesh  and  blood  to  bear.  How  the  black 
business  had  stirred  the  young  life  of  St. 
Vesper's  to  its  very  depths !  In  the  hours 
of  darkness,  long  after  the  lights  were  out  and 
the  monitors  had  called  "  Silence"  along  the 
corridors,  speculation  in  muffled  accents  ran 
riotously  rife,  causing  drops  of  perspiration 
to  gather  on  forebaads  hidden  below  a  mass 
of  blankets,  and  rendering  approaching  night- 
mare a  dead  certainty  for  all  Vespasians 
whose  digestion  was  not  in  perfect  working 
order.  During  the  long  autumn  holiday 
afternoons,  after  scouring  the  country  far  and 
wide  for  logs  and  brushwood  in  view  of  the 
bontire  on  the  coming  fifth,  the  boys  had 
borne  the  faggots  homeward  discussing  the 
thrilling  details  on  their  weary  way  ;  and  on 
Guy  Fawkes'  Day  itself,  after  the  huge  pile  had 
burnt  low  and  the  gaunt  etiigy  was  reduced 
to  ashes,  they  stood  around,  going  over  the 
familiar  tale  once  more.  The  villagers  had 
gone  home,  and  Marmaduke  remembered  how 
the  local  constable,  .Jenkins,  had  stalked  across 
the  field  and,  rubbing  his  hands  and  warming 
his  massive  frame  before  the  glowing  embers 
in  company  with  the  College  boys,  informed 
them  that  the  miscreant  had  been  caught  up 
on  the  wild  Northumbrian  moorland.  But 
Jenkins'  news  proved  incorrect,  and  devoutly 
did  the  fourth-form  boy  now  wish  that  the 
village  constable  had  spoken  truly. 

Marmaduke  felt  that  at  any  cost  he  must 
obtain  communication  with  Howard  and 
Stanleigh,  so,  stealing  round  by  the  gravel 
path  close  beneath  Mr.  Theophilus  Capp's 
bedroom  window,  and  then  in  front  of  the 
head-master's  study,  he  ran  across  the  dewy 
lawn  as  swiftly  as  his  frightened  limbs  could 
take  him.  But  Stanleigh,  after  guessing  for 
the  fiftieth  time  that  poor  old  Marmy  was  in 
no  end  of  a  fix,  and  peering  out  as  many 
times  into  the  November  darkness,  had  at 
last  given  it  up,  and  not  daring  to  make  his 
friend's  absence  known  to  the  monitors,  fallen 
fast  asleep  ;  so  that,  after  gazing  as  fondly  as 
a  Peri  into  Paradise  at  his  own  bedroom 
window,  Marmaduke,  scarce  knowing  whither 
he  was  going,  made  for  a  sunken  fence  at  the 
bottom  of  the  lawn,  clearing  which  with  a 
bound  his  course  lay  towards  the  doctor's 
orchard,  through  the  fence  of  which  ho 
quickly  scrambled,  and,  crossing  through  the 
gooseberry  bushes  and  fruit-walks,  did  not 
stop  running  until  he  landed  once  more  in 
the  porch  of  Big  School,  where  he  dtyts  ted 
the  source  of  all  his  miseries — the  wretched 
box  of  masks— on  the  ground  and  leant 
against  the  wall  to  recover  breath. 

Meanwhile  events  had  been  moving  with 
redoubled  pace  in  another  part  of  the  build- 


ing. Mr.  Capp,  convinced  before  that  some- 
thing dreadful  was  happening,  no  sooner 
heard  the  sound  of  footsteps  on  the  gravel 
walk  below  than  he  determined  to  arouse 
Fran(;'ois  and  send  him  in  quest  of  his  august 
brother-in-law. 

"  Come  in,  come  in,"  said  the  head  master, 
who  was  revising  an  article  for  one  of  the 
monthlies,  and  wondering  who  could  want 
him  close  on  the  stroke  of  midnight. 

"  Please,  sir,  could  you  spare  a  minute  for 
Mr.  Theophilus  ?  " 

"  Certainly — certainly,  Francois  :  Come  in. 
Why,  Mr.  Capp,  whatever  is  the  matter?  " 

The  latter,  unable  to  possess  his  soul  in 
patience,  had  followed  Francois  downstairs, 
and  was  standing  in  timorous  fashion  at  the 
study  door,  the  resplendent  dressing-gown 
and  bonnet  de  nuit  to  match  standing  out 
vividly  in  the  rays  of  the  head-master's  lamp. 

"H'm,  h'm— extraordinary — quite  unpre- 
cedented—at this  hour  of  night  too.  Just  let 
me  open  this  casement,"  said  the  doctor,  as 
soon  as  he  could  fairly  grasp  the  situation. 

The  fact  was  that  the  head-master's  gravity, 
stern  as  that  of  Solon  in  presence  of  the  sixth 
form,  was  so  suddenly  shaken  by  the  mass  of 
colouring  in  his  brother-in-law's  attire— to 
say  nothing  of  absence  of  teeth  and  other 
articles  associated  with  the  memory  of  Theo- 
philus Capp  during  the  day-time  — as  to  be 
near  collapsing  altogether,  and  he  was  glad 
of  any  opportunity  to  prevent  laughing  out- 
right in  the  presence  of  his  scared  but 
wealthy  relative. 

Dear  me,  dear  me— most  extraordinary," 
said  the  great  man,  hearing  for  the  first  time 
the  groans  from  the  cricket-field.  "Did  I 
not  hear  a  footstep,  sir  ?  Why,  now  I  come 
to  think,  I  really  fancy  I  did,  but  must  have 
been  too  engrossed  with  these  proofs  to  pay 
particular  attention,"  and  the  doctor  stood 
listening  to  the  inexplicable  noise;  "but 
Fran(,^ois  and  I  will  go  round  and  investigate. 
Let  nie  see-  the  footsteps,  you  say,  went  in 
the  direction  of  the  school-house,  so  perhaps 
it  will  be  just  as  well  to  see  that  all's  safe 
inside  first ;  "  and,  taking  out  a  pair  of  pistols 
from  his  writing-desk,  and  a  bunch  of  keys 
from  the  wall,  the  head-master  bade  rran<jcis 
follow,  handing  the  valet,  at  the  same  time, 
his  own  stout  walking-stick,  and  suggesting 
that  it  would  be  judicious  for  Mr.  Theophilus 
Capp  to  await  the  issue  of  events  in  the  se- 
clusion of  the  best  bedroom. 

Scarcely  had  the  Hon.  Marmaduke  Browne 
been  ten  minutes  in  the  Big  School  porch 
than  he  beheld  the  glimmer  of  a  light  in  the 
corridor,  and  the   sight  was   as  welcome 
as  a   beacon  to  a   storm-tossed  mariner, 
insomuch    that    he    plucked   up  courage 
and  tried  to  believe  that  it  was  Oliver, 
the  famulus,  even  at  this  late  hour  of  night. 
As  a  matter  of  fact,  the  head-master  and 
Fran(,-ois  had  already  made  a  rapid  survey 
of  the  interior,  and,  satisfied  that  all  was 
right  there,  were  now  making  for  the  entrance 
leading  to  the  corridor  in  order  to  work  round 
by  way  of  the  shrubbery.    The  fourth-form 
boy  snatched  up  the  box,  and,  crossing  over 
from  the  porch,  prepared  to  dart  in  like 
lightning  along  the  corridor  and  through  the 
dining-hall  as  soon  as  ever  the  door  opened. 
Possibly  he  could  sneak  by  in  the  darkness, 
and  thus  completely  escape  observation.  Once 
the  masks  were  safely  locked  up  in  the  big 
trunk,  he  vowed  he  would  slip  into  bed  and 
abandon  negro  minstrelsy  for  ever. 

Slowly  the  big  door  creaked  on  its  hinges, 
but  surely  those  eagle  orbs  peering  out  above 
the  lantern  into  the  darkness  of  night,  and 
that  dignified  form,  were  none  other  than  the 
head-master  himself,  and  Marmaduke  slunk 
back  under  cover  of  a  projecting  piece  of 
masonry,  conscious  that  he  had  stepped  out 
of  the  frying-pan  into  the  fire,  and  that  the 
doctor  was  at  last  on  his  track.     "  Ugh, 
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in  order  to  strengthen  his  handsthe  first  duty 
was  to  rouse  the  famulus,  Oliver,  and  secure 
the  assistance  of  a  third  party  in  the  business, 
which  he  was  now  determined  to  carry  through 
to  the  bitter  end.  Entrance  by  the  school 
door  was  now  impossible,  and  with  a  view  to 
entering  by  the  study  the  trio  proceeded 
cautiously  round  by  the  shrubbery.  No 
cessation  of  the  regular  pulsations  at  the 
outskirts  of  the  shrubbery  was  manifest,  and 
the  doctor,  suddenly  pausing,  inquired  of  the 
famulus  whether  lie  could  account  for  the 
mysterious  sound. 

"  Why,  in  course  I  can,  sir— it's  Sophocles." 

"  Sophocles  '?  Why,  whatever  can  he  be 
doing  at  this  time  of  night  ?  "  exclaimed  the 
doctor. 

••  He's  a-snoring,  sir,  under  the  oak-tree 
yonder,  as  I've  heerd  un  do  many  a  time  afore 
this;  "  and  the  famulus  pointed  to  a  large 
oak  in  the  cricket-field,  under  which  stood  the 
head-master's  favourite  o'.d  hunter,  as  soundly 
asleep  as  a  top. 

That  the  famulus  was  right  was  beyond 
doubt.  Sophocles  had  always  been  more  or 
less  a  roarer,  and  after  listening  for  a  moment 
the  doctor  felt  assured  that  one  mystery  at 
least  was  solved. 

But  that  did  not  account  for  what  was  trans- 
piring inside  the  building,  and  having  des- 
patched Francois  to  inform  Mr.  Capp  of  the 
origin  of  his  fears,  the  doctor  examined  his 
deadly  weapons  preparatory  to  investigating 
anew  the  mystery  of  the  corridor.  Carefully 
did  the  three  examine  every  nook  and  corner 
of  corridor,  dining-hall,  kitchen,  cellars,  pan- 
try, but  without  finding  the  slightest  token  of 
man,  living  or  dead.  For  fully  an  hour  did 
this  investigation  continue,  all  the  places 
where  it  was  possible  for  mortals  to  lie  in 
ambush,  including  even  the  shelves  and  cup- 
boards, undergoing  the  closest  scrutiny  ;  but 
every  stick  and  stone  on  the  premises  was  as 
secure  as  in  the  broadest  daylight.  It  vyas 
just  as  the  head-master  was  finally  seeing 
that  the  door  of  the  corridor  had  not  been 
tampered  with,  and  abstracting  the  key,  that 
his  eye  fell  upon  the  Honourable  Marma- 


duke's  minstrel  relics  lying  amongst  the 
play-boxes. 

"H'm,  caught  at  last— must  be  hidmg 
under  that  trap-door  ;  "  and  the  doctor  bade 
Francois  raise  the  lift  which  covered  piles  of 
box  lumber  below  the  corridor.  Under  this 
trap-door  were  stowed  away  numerous  dis- 
used boxes  which  arrived  for  the  boys  during 
the  course  of  the  term,  and  which  were 
generally  taken  home  when  vacation  began. 

"  Come  out,  or  I  intend  to  fire,"  said  the 
doctor  holding  low  the  lantern  and  peering 
into  the  nether  darkness  ;  but  not  a  sound 
was  audible,  and,  after  examining  the  space 
below,  the  doughty  challenger  was  still  as 
perplexed  as  ever.  That  burglars  had  eifected 
an  entrance  the  presence  of  the  masks 
rendered  perfectly  clear,  and  the  doctor  be- 
lieves to  this  day  that  they  escaped  by  the 
same  way  as  they  got  in,  a  belief,  however, 
which  only  enshrouds  Marmaduke's  midnight 
escapade  in  still  greater  mystery. 

There  remained  nothing  to  do  but  bid  the 
famulus  and  Francois  retire  and  inform  the 
pohce  on  the  morrow.  In  spite  of  a  determi- 
nation that  the  further  development  of  tiiat 
night's  events  should  be  hidden  from  his 
brother-in-law,  the  whole  affair  got  wind  in 
the  village,  and,  owing  to  the  garrulity  of  the 
famulus,  who  was  pestered  with  eager  ques- 
tions next  night  at  the  Vesper  Arms,  the 
rumour  spread  like  wildfire  that  the  occur- 
rences of  the  previous  evening  were  in  some 
way  connected  with  the  recent  tragedy.  On 
the  following  Saturday,  a  flaming  paragraph 
appeared  in  the  local  press,  which  so  startled 
Mr.  Theophilus  Capp  that  he  at  once  ordered 
Francois  to  pack  up  his  multifarious  toggery 
and  set  off  by  express  train  to  visit  another 
relative,  at  Cheltenham.  Whether  he  will  ever 
venture  to  set  foot  within  a  twenty-mile 
radius  of  Sophocles  remains  yet  to  be  seen. 
The  Hon.  Marmaduke  has  made  up  his  mind 
not  to  confess  his  part  in  that  eventful  even- 
ing, at  any  rate  until  his  name  is  entered  on 
the  books  of  a  well-known  Oxford  College, 
when  he  will  probably  write  a  penitential 
note  to  his  former  head-master. 


please,  sir,"  he  was  just  about  to  whine  out,  j 
but,  owing  to  the  darkness  and  partial  con-  j 
cealment,  his  presence  was  not  noticed.  Had 
he  been  on  the  other  side  of  the  door  he 
would  doubtless  have  been  done  for  and  pro- 
bably expelled,  but  the  luck  of  that  long,  dark 
night  was  at  last  on  his  side,  and  he  began 
lunibling  his  way  along  the  dark  corridor. 

"Listen,  Franyois— footsteps  there,  just 
behind  us  inside  the  corridor,"  said  the 
doctor.  Poor  Marmaduke's  foot  had  stumbled 
against  one  of  the  play-boxes,  and  he  lay 
sprawling  full  length  on  the  floor.  He  had 
barely  time  to  pick  himself  up,  and  was  grop- 
ing his  way  blindly  once  more  in  the  dark- 
ness, when  he  became  horribly  conscious 
that  the  head-master  was  retracing  his  foot- 
steps, and  the  glare  of  the  dark  lantern  fell  on 
the  outlines  of  the  wooden  door.  Things  were 
now  absolutely  desperate,  and,  scarce  knowing 
what  he  did,  the  afl'righted  boy  swung  the 
huge  door  on  its  hinges  with  such  violence 
that  it  almost  struck  the  doctor  in  the  face, 
and  completely  convinced  the  great  man  and 
Francois  that,  owing  to  carelessness  in  leav- 
ing the  key  in  the  lock,  they  were  on  the  out- 
side of  the  building  and  some  desperate 
marauders  inside.  The  fourth-form  boy  in 
shutting  the  door  had  dropped  the  masks, 
which  now  lay  strewn  along  the  floor  ;  but, 
heedless  of  everything  else  save  immediate 
personal  safety,  after  stealthily  threading  the 
mazes  of  the  corridor  he  scurried  through  the 
great  dining-hall,  and  never  before  or  since 
did  he  experience  such  devout  gratitude  as  on 
finding  himself  safely  in  bed  that  night. 

But  what  about  the  head-master  and  Fran- 
<;ois,  and,  above  all,  Jlr.  Theophilus  Capp  ?  The 
adventures  of  the  Hon.  Marmaduke  Browne 
•may  be  said  to  have  terminated  where  theirs 
only  fairly  began.  That  there  were  mysteries 
outside  St.  Vesper's,  as  well  as  inside,  was 
perfectly  plain.  The  doctor  was  a  man  of 
courage,  who  would  have  led  a  regiment  of 
soldiers  to  the  cannon's  mouth  with  as  much 
confidence  as  he  gave  orders  to  the  sixth  form, 
and  his  mettle  was  now  thoroughly  aroused. 
Only  it  was  necessary  to  exercise  caution,  and 


I'^HERE  are  no  birds  inhabiting  the  coasts  of 
.    Newfoundland   and  Labrador  that  I 
have  taken  so  much  pleasure  in  watching  as 
the  hawks,  and  of  these  chiefly  the  fish-hawk 
and  the  marsh-harrier.     The  latter  bird 
nests  in  the  marsh,  or  in  some  quiet  region 
covered  with  heath  and  moss.    The  parents 
are  very  kind  to  their  young,  and  go  scurry- 
ing above  the  barrens  and  marshes  looking 
for  prey.    A  very  choice  morsel  is  the  grass- 
mouse  which  tunnels  along  among  the  quiet 
knolls  and  hollows, to  his  cosy  nest.  The 
han-ier  knows  the  kind  of  ground  which  his 
prey  inhabits,  and  having  selected  a  spot  for 
quest,  hovers  above  it,  peering  far  down, 
sometimes,  indeed,  forty  to  sixty  yards.  The 
very  movement  of  a  cricket,  I  do  believe, 
will  not  escape  his  eyes  at  that  distance,  and 
as  soon  as  he  sees  a  mouse  moving  he  begins 
to  winnow  violently  with  his  soft  noiseless 
wings.     Then  he    stops,   his   wide  wings 
spread  out  to  their  utmost,  and  he  seems 
as    something    without    life,    spread  out 
up    there    in    the    air.     But    he  has 
marked  his  prey,  and  as  soon  as  he  knows  it 
to  be  sure,  suddenly  folds  his  wings  pretty 
close  to  his  body,  bends  over,  and  plunges 
down  like  a  bolt.    But  as  he  gets  within  a 
foot  of  the  ground  he  spreads  his  wings,  and 
with  a  scooping  motion  rises  with  a  tiny 


SOME  NORTHERN  HAWKS. 

By  Edmund  Collins. 

thing  wriggling  in  his  claws.  So  far  as  I 
have  heard  or  seen,  the  hawks  do  not  touch 
their  live  prey  with  their  beaks,  but  clutch  it 
with  their  strong  claws,  often  piercing  it  with 
their  sharp  nails. 

But  the  daintiest  of  all  morsels  for  the 
harrier  is  the  little  pink  baby  mice  before  the 
hair  has  grown  upon  them.  The  harrier 
will  take  away  four  of  these,  if  he  can  get 
them,  two  in  each  claw,  and  lay  them  before 
his  hungry  young  ones  in  their  nest.  And 
how  the  poor  little  mice  squeak  as  they  are 
borne  away  from  their  cosy  home  through 
the  air.  I  have  often  heard  them  for  a  great 
distance,  and  careful  searching  has  shown 
me  the  poor  mother  mouse  running  hither 
and  thither  in  the  grass  looking  for  her  lost 
ones,  and  also  squeaking  piteously. 

But  the  harrier  does  not  confine  himself  to 
mice.  He  knov-s  where  the  grouse,  the 
sandpiper,  and  numerous  other  birds  lay 
their  eggs.  He  is  fond  of  eggs,  and  will 
thrust  his  bill  through  the  shell,  devouring 
the  contents.  Sometimes  he  will  carry 
away  a  young  bird  for  his  own  offspring. 
Eats  are  also  part  of  his  quarry,  and  many  a 
one  I  have  seen  him  whish  squealing  through 
the  air  without  feeling  a  pang  of  regret. 
Along  the  bare  uplands,  especially  by  the 
brow  of  the  cliffs,  weasels  are  numerous,  and 


the  harrier  frequently  carries  them  off.  But 
the  weasel  sometimes  proves  to  be  a  dangerous 
animal  to  meddle  with. 

One  midsummer  day  I  was  sitting  on  the 
bleak  brow  of  a  Labrador  cliff  looking  at 
some  cod  that  were  breaching  below.  A 
harrier  hawk  wheeling  above  my  head,  and 
fluttering,  attracted  my  attention.  Presently 
he  seemed  to  fall  out  of  the  air  as  if  he  were 
dead,  but  speedily  arose  a  dozen  paces  or  so  dis- 
tant, holding  in  his  claws  some  animal  which 
I  did  not  then  know.  I  turned  to  watch  him 
as  he  flew  rapidly  inland,  and  as  I  continued 
to  look  at  him  I  saw  him  slacken  his  speed, 
swerve  to  the  right,  then,  as  if  struck  with 
shot,  fall  to  the  ground.  I  crammed  two 
cartridges  into  my  gun,  and  made  off  after 
him.  He  had  flown  about  a  quarter  of  a, 
mile,  and  was  upon  a  marsh  flapping  one  of 
his  wings.  As  I  drew  near  I  saw  that  the 
bird  was  disabled,  but  he  was  holding  fa,st  to 
his  prey,  which  turned  out  to  be  a  very  large 
brown  weasel.  I  ran  up.  gave  the  harrier  a 
hard  blow  upon  the  head  with  the  stock  of 
my  gun,  stupefying  him.  Then  I  released 
the  wease\  which  had  hardly  life  enough  left 
to  crawl  off  and  hide  itself.  I  next  examined 
the  hawk,  and  found  that  the  weasel  had 
burrowed  a  hole  under  his  wing  cutting  a 
large  tendon,   thus   disabhng  his  captor. 
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Occurrences  of  this  sort  I  have  since  learnt 
are  frequent. 

The  fish-hawk  has  different  methods  and 
different  haunts,  and  seems  to  me  to  be  a 
bird  of  greater  power  and  strength  of  pinion. 
They  usually  build  their  nests  in  the  cliffs 
or  along  the  brow  of  some  precipice,  and  in 
a  spot  that  commands  a  view  of  their  prey. 
No  fisherman  that  ever  sailed  the  sea  has 
eyes  as  quick  or  as  sharp  to  see  a  fish  on  the 
surface  or  below  the  surface  as  this  bird  has. 
When  he  wants  a  meal  he  launches  forth 
from  his  eyrie  sailing  out  over  the  sea,  his 
head  bent  down,  and  sometimes  turning  to 
the  right  and  to  the  left.  Sometimes  he 
skims  along  about  thirty  feet  above  the  sea, 
and  often  as  many  yards  above  it.  But 
distance  seems  to  be  hardly  any  bar  to  his 
vision.  He  flutters  in  the  air,  stops,  his  ej-es 
glaring  straight  beneath  him.  I  am  sure 
that  if  a  man  were  in  his  place  up  there,  and 
looked  down,  he  would  see  nothing,  for  the 
water  is  generally  an  invisible  or  bottle- 
green,  and  quite  opaque.  But  the  osprey 
sees  something  down  in  the  dark  sea,  and  he 
descends  like  a  bolt,  plashing  the  water  so 


high  and  thick  about  him  that  you  can  hardly 
see  whether  he  has  gone  under  or  not.  He 
does  not  remain  half  a  second  in  the  water, 
but  curves  upward  holding  a  wriggling  fish 
in  his  claws.  In  northern  waters  his  prey 
may  be  said  to  comprise  herring,  mackerel, 
tom-cod,  "  bill-fish,"  and  caplin.  I  have 
seen  him,  however,  trying  to  struggle  out 
with  a  small-sized  cod,  but  the  lift  is  usually 
too  much  for  him.  A  brother  sportsman 
tells  me  that  one  day  he  saw  an  osprey 
plunge  down  among  a  "  breach "  of  cod, 
plash  into  the  water,  and  fail  to  come  up 
again.  My  friend  was  in  a  boat  at  the  time, 
and  rowing  over  to  the  spot  soon  saw  the 
osprey  floating,  and  dead,  his  talons  driven 
into  a  thirty-pound  cod-fish.  He  was  unable 
either  to  lift  his  quarry  or  withdraw  his  claws. 

The  fish-hawk  is  fond  of  shell-fish,  and 
will  readily  open  the  large  black  horse- 
mussel  found  along  the  coasts.  But  the 
morsel  that  he  most  covets  is  the  sea-urchin, 
a  very  pretty  univalve,  the  shell  of  which  is 
covered  with  sharp  spikes.  There  is  only  a 
tiny  opening  in  the  shell,  and  it  will  not 
admit  the  beak  of  the  marauder.     I  have 


often  watched  the  osprey  flitting  along  above 
the  shore  till  he  spied  one  of  these  urchins, 
when  he  would  descend,  rising  with  the 
creature  in  his  claws,  and  fly  along  till  he 
saw  a  flat  rock  beneath  him.  Then  releasing 
his  claws  the  urchin  would  tall,  and  its  shell 
become  broken  in  fragments.  The  osprey 
would  then  devour  the  precious  food  at  his 
leisure.  He  is  also  a  notable  egg  thief, 
devouring  the  eggs  of  gulls,  guillemot, 
cormorants,  and  auks.  Sometimes  the 
cormorant  gives  him  a  bad  drubbing,  and  he 
retreats  with  shaky  and  irregular  flight.  A 
Labrador  fisherman  informed  me  that  he 
was  once  looking  on  when  a  fish-hawk 
pounced  upon  a  cormorant's  nest.  The 
great  bird  flapped  its  lazy  wings,  pecked  at 
the  enemy,  and  filled  the  cliff  with  its  peculiar 
cries.  The  osprey,  however,  was  the  victor, 
and  gorged  himself  with  eggs.  The 
cormorant  moped  by  its  nest,  and  went  no 
more  abroad.  Three  or  four  days  afterwards 
it  was  dead,  and  when  the  fisherman  out  of 
curiosity  climbed  the  cliff  to  its  nest,  he 
found  that  the  hawk  had  in  the  battle  torn 
the  eyes  out  of  his  large  adversary. 


HOW  TO  BUILD  A  ROWING  PUNT. 

By  H.  F.  Hobden, 

Aulhor  of  •'The  Boy's  Own  Modd  locomotive;'  "Boy's  Own  Marine  Engine,"  etc.,  etc. 


You  can  now  give  all  the  mahogany  a  rub  down 
with  sandpaper,  then  turn  the  boat  over 
and  give  two  coats  of  Brunswick  black,  letting 
one  dry  thoroughly  before  applying  the  next"; 
you  will  require  about  a  quart,  costing  2s. 
When  quite  dry  turn  the  punt  up  again,  and 
paint  the  inside  of  bottom  with  a  coat  of  oil 
colour,  using  any  shade  you  fancy,  a  light 
green  or  French  grey  looks  well,  and  use, 
plenty  of  white  lead  in  your  colour,  as  it 
wears  better,  and  for  that  reason  it  is  best  to 
mix  the  paint  yourself,  as  they  put  as  little 
lead  as  possible  into  that  bought  ready  mixed 
to  save  expense. 

Then  give  all  the  mahogany  a  coat  of 
varnish,  and  get  the  best  elastic  oak  varnish 
for  this  ;  you  will  want  a  quart,  costing  about 
3s.  M. 

While  this  is  drying  we  can  be  making  the 
floor  boards  or  gratings  to  tread  on. 

These,  for  the  sake  of  convenience  in  taking 
in  and  out  easily,  are  made  in  two  lengths 
from  the  3  by  half  inch  stuff. 

One  length  is  to  be  forward  and  the  other 
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Fig.  25. 

aft,  leaving  the  space  immediately  under  the 
centre  thwart  open,  as  there  is  no  tread 
there. 

These  gratings  should  be  made  to  the  shape 


PART  III. 

of  Fig.  25,  with  the  edge  of  the  outside  batten 
just  touching  the  inner  corners  of  the  oak 
knees,  a  space  of  1  inch  should  be  left  be- 
tween each  batten,  making  four  on  each  side, 
with  a  centre  one  cut  to  a  point  as  shown, 
the  forward  grating  will  have  to  be  about 
3  feet  2  inches  long,  and  the  after  one  4 
feet. 

Three  cross  bars  placed  underneath  to  each 
grating  will  be  found  sufficient  to  hold  them 
together  firmly,  and  each  batten  should  be 
secured  by  the  No.  7  one-inch  screws  I  pre- 
viously mentioned. 

The  after  grating  requires  an  extra  fitting 


Fig.  26. 

consisting  of  two  small  brackets,  b  b.  Fig.  26, 
which  holds  the  foot  bar  or  stretcher. 

The  bar  should  be  of  oak,  about  thirty 
inches  long  by  one  and  a  quarter  deep,  cut 
from  the  remains  of  the  oak  plank,  the  side 
brackets  or  racks  ai"e  to  be  cut  from  deal  to 


the  shape  of  c,  one  inch  thick,  and  one  and 
a  half  deep,  by  eleven  inches  long. 

You  should  cut  three  slots  one  inch  wide 
and  deep  to  carry  the  bar  as  at  d,  and  after 
the  edges  are  chamfered  off  a  little,  they  can 
be  screwed  to  the  outside  battens  at  a  con- 
venient distance  from  the  middle  seat,  by 
three  screws,  and  they  are  complete. 

The  racks  may  be  painted,  but  keep  the 
gratings  clean  wood,  and  have  them  scrubbed 
when  required,  as  they  look  much  better  than 
when  painted,  as  that  soon  gets  scratched  and 
worn  off. 

A  pair  of  short  sculls  will  be  required,  and 
may  be  bought  at  any  boatbuilder's  on  the 
river  or  coast ;  the  general  price  is  15s-.,  • 
but  of  course  you  might  get  a  pair  of 
second-hand  sculls  cheaper.  I  would  not 
advise  you  to  make  them  for  yourself,  as  oar- 
making  is  quite  a  trade  by  itself,  and 
requires  special  tools,  such  as  round  soled 
plaiaes,  broad  gouges,  &c.,  which  it  would  not 
be  worth  your  while  to  buy,  as  they  are  nearly 
useless  for  general  work. 

When  ordering  the  sculls,  you  should 
mention  the  distance  you  require  them  to  be 
from  the  handle  to  the  rowlock,  as  all  sculls 
are  made  in  proportion  according  to  that 
measurement ;  this  in  our  case  should  be 
about  one  foot  ten  inches,  which  will  allow 
you  to  row  ea.-ily  v.ilhout  the  handles  over- 
lapping, whicli  is  vtiy  inconvenient,  and  as 
we  intend  using  rowlccks  (which  are  always, 
or  nearly  always  round),  while  thole  pins  are 
generally  square,  you  should  have  that 
portion  of  the  "  loom "  which  is  leathered, 
and  rests  in  the  rowlock,  round  also,  and  not 
half-square  as  usual.  These  little  things  are 
necessary  to  mention  when  giving  the  order, 
as  they  add  considerably  to  comfort  while 
rowing,  and  do  not  add  to  the  expense.  You 
should  now  give  the  entire  boat  a  general 
sandpapering  and  overhaul,  see  that  you  have 
not  forgotten  anj'thing.  get  rid  of  all  shavings 
and  chips,  and  then  after  a  thorough  dust 
out,  apply  a  second  coat  of  varnish. 

Let  that  dry  quite  hard,  and  then  give  a 
third  and  final  coat  all  over,  and  your  punt 
will  be  complete. 
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You  will  now  have  time  to  sit  down  and 
admire  the  result  of  your  hard  work  and 
perseverance,  and  if  you  have  been  careful  in 
following  these  simple  instructions  the  punt 
will  present  a  very  good  appearance,  and  be 
worth  owning. 

And  now  about  the  total  cost.  You  will 
find  that  your  raw  materials  have  cost  about 
4Z.  19s.,  including  the  rowlocks  and  sculls, 
but  if  you  build  it  with  deal  only,  in  place  of 


mahogany,  you  will  be  able  to  get  it  complete 
for  about  3L  10s. 

In  either  case  you  will  have  a  thoroughly 
serviceable  boat,  which  you  could  not  get 
built  under  about  14/.  in  mahogany,  as  of 
course  the  boatbuilder  has  to  charge  for  time, 
labour,  etc. 

The  time  you  will  have  to  spend  ori  it 
depends  entirely  upon  your  own  capability, 
but  if  you  are  moderately  handy  with  your 


tools  you  can  get  it  finished  completely  ia 
three  weeks,  but  that  will  mean  sticking  to  it. 

The  finished  boat.  Fig.  27,  shows  the  punt 
complete.  And  now  having  carried  you 
through  all  the  operations  necessary  in 
building  it,  I  will  leave  you  to  the  quiet 
enjoyment  which  you  will  be  sure  to  derive 
from  the  use  of  a  boat  of  your  own,  built 
with  your  owh  hands,  and  of  which  you 
know  the  entire  construction. 


Fig.  27. 


PHOTOGRAPHIC  DEVELOPERS,  AND  HOW  TO  TJSE  THEM. 


By  E.  a.  E.  Bennett,  b.a.  oxon., 

Author  of  "  Christma5J>oxes  made  by  Photography;'  "  How  to  start  a  Boy's  Own  Postal  Photographic  Club;'  etc.,  etc. 


THE  subject  of  this  article  was  suggested 
by  a  correspondent  who  was  in  a  photo- 
graphic fog  himself,  and  wanted  a  little 
advice  to  act  as  a  clearing  bath.  Thinking 
that  there  must  be  many  others  in  various 
stages  of  the  same  complaint,  I,  therefore, 
did  not  negative  his  proposal,  but  have  pre- 
pared the  paper,  and  hope  that  the  Editor 
will  agree  to  have  a  print  made  of  it. 

The  simplest  developer  by  far  is  the  hydro- 
quinone,  but,  as  many  will  be  debarred  from 
using  that  from  various  causes,  and  all  do 
not  entirely  approve  of  the  results  obtained 
by  it,  I  will  begin  with  the  ordinary  pyro- 
gaUic  acid  developer,  as  given  for  the  use  of 
amateurs  in  most  text-books  of  photography; 
and  afterwards  I  will  show  how  it  can  be 
improved  upon,  and  the  special  advantages 
accruing  to  the  modifications  suggested. 

In  nearly  every  book  written,  up  to  the  last 
year  or  two,  you  find  instructions  for  mixing 
the  developer  in  two  bottles,  the  pyrogallic 
acid  and  bromide  of  potassium  being  in  one 
bottle,  and  the  iffkali  (generally  ammonia)  in 
the  other.  As  good  a  formula  as  any  other 
is  the  following  : — 

No.  I. 

Pyrogallic  acid  1  oz. 

Bromide  of  ammonium  ....  GOO  grs. 

Nitric  acid  20  drops. 

Water  up  to  G  ozs. 

No.  II. 

Strongest  liquor  ammonia  ('880)  .  3  drms. 
Water  (distilled)  1  pint 

Both  these  will  keep  for  some  time,  and,  when 
required  for  use.  No.  I.  is  diluted  in  the 
following  proportions : — 

No.  I.,  1  oz. ;  Water,  19  ozs. 

This  will  only  keep  for  a  few  hours,  so  it  is 
better  not  to  mix  so  much  as  20  ounces  un- 


less a  great  many  plates  have  to  be  developed 
at  one  time. 

The  plate  is  removed  from  the  slide  in  the 
dark-room,  and  is  soaked  in  water  for  two 
minutes.  It  is  then  put  into  another  bath  _ 
containing  the  diluted  No.  I.  solution  for  a 
minute  or  two.  Enough  solution  must  be 
used  to  flow  right  over  the  plate  at  once, 
directly  it  is  put  into  the  bath,  otherwise  you 
will  have  air-bubbles  forming  on  its  surface, 
which  will  spoil  it,  and  the  dish  is  rocked 
gsntly  to  prevent  the  same  evil.  Two  ounces 
of  fluid  are  generally  enough  to  cover  the 
plate  well,  if  quarter  or  half -plate  size,  and 
more  fluid  in  proportion  for  the  larger  sizes. 
A  similar  quantity  of  the  ammonia  solution 
has  now  to  be  added-^or  this  may  be  done 
first,  before  the  plate  is  immersed  in  the  de- 
veloper ;  in  this  case  it  is  more  economical, 
as  one  ounce  of  No.  I.  (diluted),  and  one  ounce 
of  No.  II.  make  up  the  required  two  ounces 
for  a  half-plate. 

The  picture  will  now  of  course  appear  ;  if  it 
is  not  out  in  two  minutes,  more  of  the  am- 
monia solution  No.  II.  must  be  added  to  the 
developer.  When  it  is  out,  and  has  very 
nearly  disappeared  again,  it  is  finished.  Take 
it  out  and  place  it  in  the  alum  bath  as 
follows  : — 

Alum  2  ozs. 

Water  10  ozs. 

Having  been  in  this  for  two  minutes,  it  is 
fixed  by  placing  in  solution  of  hyposulphite 
of  soda,  viz. : — 

Hypo  1  oz. 

Water  4  ozs. 

It  is  well  washed  between  the  developing  and 
the  alum  bath,  and  between  the  alum  and 
the  hypo  bath,  and,  finally,  after  fixing,  is 
washed  for  half  an  hour,  in  gently  running 
water  if  possible. 


I  have  not  described  this  method  of  de- 
velopment at  great  length,  as  I  want  to  give 
more  particulars  when  I  come  to  the  sulphite 
of  soda  and  pyrogallic  acid  developer  further 
on. 

Lately  the  idea  has  come  largely  into  use 
of  mixing  the  developer  in  "ten  per  cent." 
solutions.  This  is  a  very  easy  method  of 
keeping  the  chemicals  in  solution  ready  for 
use,  and  not  binding  oneself  to  any  particular 
form  of  developer,  as,  by  adjusting  the  pro- 
portions of  its  various  components,  any  de- 
veloper recommended  for  a  special  make  of 
plate  can  be  made  up.  Unfortunately,  the 
pyrogallic  acid  will  not  keep  in  solution  by 
itself,  and,  therefore,  it  has  either  to  be  added 
at  the  last  moment  (as  it  dissolves  instantly), 
or  else  some  preservative  has  to  be  mixed 
with  it.  The  former  plan  is  generally 
very  strongly  recommended  by  advanced 
amateurs:  for  beginners  the  second  plan 
of  keeping  the  pyro  in  solution  is  to  be 
preferred.  The  following  formula;  will  show 
how  to  mix  the  developer  in  a  "ten  per 
cent  "  solution  :  — 

I.  Pyro  solution. 
Meta-bisulphite  of  potash   .    .    .    .  y  oz. 

Pyrogallic  acid  4  >• 

Make  up  to  2^  ounces  with  water. 

II.  Bromide  solution,. 
Bromide  of  potassium   (or  ammo- 


Water  up  to  5  ounces. 
HI.  Ammonia  solidion. 


^  OZ. 


Liquor  ammonia  (-880) 
Water  


OZ. 


10 


The  meta-bisulphite  of  potash  is  the  pre- 
servative chosen  to  keep  the  pyrogallic  acid, 
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as  it  has  less  injurious  effects  on  the  result- 
ing image  than  most  others. 

Now,  the  developer  having  been  made  in 
these  three  solutions,  there  is  practically 
one  minim,  or  one  grain,  of  each  of  the  com- 
ponents in  each  ten  drops  of  each  solution. 
Consequently,  you  can  combine  the  solutions 
so  as  to  form  any  developer  given  by  the 
manufacturers  of  the  brand  of  plates  which 
you  prefer.  For  the  formula  given  by  the 
"Ilford"  Company  with  their  plates,  the 
folio  wing  will  be  the  amounts  required,  as 
you  will  see  if  you  take  the  trouble  to  split  it 
up:— 40  drops  (i.e.  4  grains)  of  No.  I,  pyro  ; 
lifty  drops  (i.e.  6  grains)  of  No.  II,  ammonium 
bromide  ;  fifty  drops  (i.e.  5  minims)  of  No.  Ill, 
ammonia  solution  ;  and  make  up  to  2  ounces 
of  water— distilled  preferably.  With  a  little 
trouble  you  can  easily  find  out  how  much  of 
each  solution  you  will  require  to  make  up 
any  formula  you  like  to  use. 

On  the  whole,  I  should  say  that,  although  the 
plain  pyrogallio  acid  and  ammonia  developer 
gives  excellent  results  when  u.sed  properly, 
for  a  beginner  it  is  a  good  plan  to  use  sodiuni 
sulphite  in  the  developer.     It  has  many 
advantages  ;  it  gives  bright,  clear  pictures, 
with  good  contrast ;  density  is  very  easily 
obtained   with  it;  it   keeps   one's  fingers 
beautifully  clean  and  unstained  ;  it  is  con- 
siderably more  under  control,  and  it  gives  no 
fog  if  properly  used.    I  am  aware  that  many 
workers  think  it  ridiculously  strong,  and  too 
rnuch  restrained,  and  many  do  not  approve 
of  the  clear  shadows  which  it  gives.    All  the 
same,  I  have  recommended  it  to  heaps  of  dis- 
tressed beginners  who  had  come  to  grief  over 
the  ordinary  pyro  and  ammonia  developer, 
and,  so  far  as  I  know,  it  has  proved  satis- 
factory in  every  case.  The  foregoing  developer 
is,  of  course,  a  sulphite  developer,  and  has 
many  of  the  advantages  obtained  by  using 
sulphite— some  say  more  than  any  other 
formula  ;  but  for  those  who  do  not  care  about 
working  with  ten  per  cent,  solutions,  but 
would  rather  have  one  definite  formula  given 
them,  the  following,  which  is  known  as  Berke- 
ley's formula,  is  one  of  the  easiest  to  work 
with  of  which  I  know,  and  many  beginners 
to  whom  I  have  given  it  have  been  successful 
for  the  first  time  on  using  it. 

Pyrogallic  acid  i  oz. 

Ammonium  bromide  1,50  grs. 

Sodic  sulphite  1  oz. 

Citric  acid  15  gj.g_ 

Water  up  to  3  ounces  (fluid). 

Dissolve  the  sodic  sulphite  and  the  citric 
acid  in  about  an  ounce  and  a  half  of  hot 
water,  and  pour  the  solution  over  the  pyro- 
gallic acid  and  ammonium  bromide,  which 
will  dissolve  at  once.  I  may  remark  paren- 
thetically that  1.50  grains  is  2  drachms  1 
scruple  and  10  grains  -this  is  to  save  any 
boy  who  endeavours  to  reckon  it  up,  from 
having  brain  fever  resulting  from  the  pro- 
cess!  All  the  ingredients  having  been  dis- 
solved, the  solution  is  made  up  to  3  ounces 
with  more  water. 

When  using  this  developer,  we  pour  two 
drachms  out  of  this  bottle  into  a  2-ounce  mea- 
sure and  fill  up  the  measure  with  water.  The 
plate  is  taken  out  of  the  dark  slide  and  placed 
in  a  dish  of  water  for  a  few  minutes,  to  soak 
the  film.  It  is  now  taken  out  and  placed  in 
another  dish  in  the  developer,  or  the  water 
poured  off  and  the  developer  poured  on.  We 
now  require  an  alkali  to  start  the  develop- 
ment. Before  beginning,  a  solution  of  am- 
monia is  made  by  diluting  two  parts  ot  strong 
"  -880  "  ammonia  with  one  part  of  distiUM 
water.  Five  drops  of  this  are  placed  in  a 
cup,  and  the  developer  poured  off  the  plate 
into  the  cup  to  mix,  and  then  returned  to  the 
dish.  We  wait  for  two  minutes  to  see  if  any- 
thing harpens,  and  if  nothing  does,  we  drop 


five  more  drops  into  the  cup,  and  mix  again 
as  before.  This  process  is  continued  until 
the  picture  appears,  after  which  no  more 
ammonia  need  be  added,  unless  the  amount 
in  it  is  not  sufficient  to  bring  out  all  the 
details.  The  picture  will  probably  come  out 
gradually  very  distinct,  and  then  'fade  away 
again.  When  it  has  nearly  gone,  we  lift  the 
plate  out  of  the  dish,  and  look  through  it  at 
the  red  light.  If  it  is  hardly  possible  to  see 
through  the  densest  parts,  and  only  dimly 
through  the  light  parts,  that  will  be  a  good 
dense  negative  when  it  comes  to  be  fixed.  When 
it  has  got  to  this  stage  we  pour  water  over  it 
to  stop  the  development,  and  then  place  it  in 
the  alum  bath  for  two  minutes,  wash  and  fix, 
as  directed  for  the  other  developer.  The 
result  ought  to  be  a  negative  of  a  perfectly 
black  colour,  with  plenty  of  contrast  between 
the  "high  lights,"  which  should  be  very 
dense,  and  the  shadows,  which  should  be 
nearly  clear  glass. 

This  developer  is  one  which  I  strongly  re- 
commend those  who  are  just  beginning  and  are 
not  pleased  with  the  results  of  their  work,  and 
those  who  have  al^igether  come  to  grief,  to 
try,  as  it  is  very  simple  to  work  with,  and 
gives  extremely  good  results  if  properly  man- 
aged. It  will  work  with  any  brand  of  plates 
I  should  imagine.  I  have  used  it  with  Fry's, 
"  Ilford,"  Thomas's,  Mawson  and  Swan's 
"  Castle,"  and  other  brands,  and  with  various 
brands  of  films,  and  it  works  well  with  all  of 
them. 

There  are  two  things  to  be  provided  against 
m  development,  (1)  over-exposure,  (2)  under- 
exposure. In  the  former  case,  if  the  picture 
comes  out  too  quickly,  thus  showing  probable 
over-exposure,  you  should  dilute  the  developer 
with  a  little  water,  and  you  can  add  about 
3  drops  of  a  strong  solution  of  bromide  of 
potassium,  which  will  restrain  its  ardour. 
In  the  latter  case  the  remedy  is  not  so  easy, 
and  very  little  can  be  done,  but  if  the  details 
of  the  picture  "hang  back,"  and  will  not 
appear,  more  ammonia  must  be  added,  until 
they  are  fairly  out.  The  development  must 
not  be  hurried  too  much,  however,  or  the 
picture  will  be  involved  in  fog.  One  little 
"dodge"  is  well  worth  mentioning;  while 
the  details  are  struggling  out,  they  can  be 
helped  along  by  breathing  on  the  'parts  of 
the  negative  where  least  appear.  The  reason 
for  the  assistance  given  by  this  is  "  not  quite 
clear,"  but  of  the  fact  that  it  docs  help  there 
is  "no  manner  of  doubt  whatever."  It  is 
probably  owing  to  the  warmth  of  the  breath, 
which,  heating  the  plate,  and  so  the  developer, 
causes  the  latter  to  act  more  briskly  on  those 
places  ;  the  difference  between  a  plate  which 
has  not  been  breathed  on,  and  one  developed 
under  shnilar  circumstances  which  has  been 
breathed  on,  is  very  marked  ;  the  detail  m 
the  latter  case  being  much  more  visible  than 
in  the  former. 

I  have  given  a  long  account  of  the  method 
of  proceeding  with  tliis  developer,  as  I  find 
it  is  almost  universally  accepted  by  the  be- 
guiner,  though  I  am  not  prepared  to  say  that 
for  some  purposes  (instantaneous  work' espe- 
cially) it  is  not  advisable  to  omit  the  sulphite, 
which  slows  the  development  a  good  deal,  so 
that  in  a  developer  containing  this  an  ample 
exposure  should  always  be  given  if  possible. 
But  let  us  now  turn  our  attention  to  the 
hydroquinone  developer,  which  has  been 
recently  coming  so  largely  into  use.  and  which 
in  it3  own  way,  and  use'd  for  its  own  special 
purposes,  is  ahead  of  any  other.  Many 
people,  however,  think  that  the  shadows 
given  by  it  are  too  clear,  and  are  the  cause  of 
too  strong  contrasts  in  the  print.  For  lantern 
slides,  however,  this  is  a  great  advantage, 
and  accordingly  the  hydroquinone  developer 
is  very  largely  used  for  them. 

You  can  buy  the  hydroquinone  from  many 
dealers  in  photographic  chemicals.    If  you 


cannot  get  it  in  your  vicinity,  it  is  easily  got 
from  a  London  dealer  by  post,  as  a  little  goes 
a  long  way.  The  cheapest  place  at  whicli  to 
get  It  IS  probably  from  Mr.  Jonathan  l-'allow- 
field,  140,  Charing  Cross  lload,  London,  W.C.. 
It  IS  a  white,  crystalline  su'ustance,  and  dis- 
solves pretty  readily  in  hot  water.  To  make 
the  developer,  mix  up  the  following  and  put 
it  into  a  bottle  labelled  "No.  1.  ' 

Hydroquinone  leo  grs. 

Sodium  sulphite   2  ozs 

Citric  acid  ;  eo  ; 

Potassium  bromub  40 

Water  up  to  £0  czs." 

Dissolve  the  sodium  sulphite  and  the 
hydroquinone  in  about  10  ounces  of  hot 
water;  add  the  citric  acid  and,  when  that  is  dis- 
solved, the  potassium  bromide.  When  all  are 
dissolved,  make  up  the  solution  to  20  ounces 
In  another  bottle  put  1(;0  grains  of  scdium 
hydrate  (caustic  soda)  aiul  ounces  of  hot 
water.  When  this  is  dissolved  label  this 
bottle  No.  2. 

Now  when  developing,  all  you  have  to  do  is 
to  mix  equal  parts  c  f  the  solutions  out  of  boih 
bottles  to  make  the  de\eloper,  and  begin 
straight  away.  It  will  thus  be  seen  that  the 
mixing  IS  simplicity  itself.  Having  mixed  the 
developer,  the  plate  can  be  soaked  for  two 
minutes,  and  then  placed  in  it,  or  put  into  it 
at  once  withou-  soaking.  Messrs.  Thcmri 
&  Co.  advise  the  latter  plan  with  their  dry- 
plates,  but  in  this  case  you  must  be  sxirc  to 
have  plenty  of  mixed  developer  to  flow  over 
the  plate  at  once  when  it  is  placed  in  it  or 
air-bubbles  will  be  formed,  which  will  cau-^e 
unsightly  spots  on  the  negative.  Keep  a 
camel's-hair  brush  in  readiness  to  bru=h 
rapidly  over  the  surface,  if  any  air-bubbles 
show  signs  of  appearing.  You  may  abolish 
the  alum  bath  with  this  developer,  as  no 
irilhng  will  occur  with  it,  or  you  may  u^e 
the  alum  bath  after  fixing,  if  you  prefer  to 
use  it.  It  should  not  be  used  before,  or  it 
may  cause  markings  on  the  negative. 

There  are  one  or  two  ways  in  which  this 
developer  should  be  adjusted  to  suit  the  time 
of  development,  and  the  subject,  exposure  etc 
For  example,  in  hot  weather,  if  the  developer 
IS  mixed  at  its  full  strength,  it  sometimes 
causes  fog.     It  is  therefore  preferable  to 
dilute  the  mixed  developer  with  an  equal 
quantity  of  water  in  hot  weather,  and  to  add 
an  extra  3  or  4  grains  of  bromide  of  potas- 
sium to  every  ounce  of  developer.  This 
serves  to  keep  back  too  rapid  development, 
and  to  make  the  shadows  clear.    Now,  sup- 
posing the  plate  has  been  over-exposed,  the 
developer  should  be  adjusted  to  suit  it,  by 
using  It  diluted  as  above  to  begin  with,  and 
when  the  sky  and  the  high  lights  have  come 
out  properly,  and  become  sufticiently  dense, 
we  go  back  to  the  strong  solution  (of  equal' 
parts  No.  1  and  No.  2)  for  the  rest  of  the 
development.    This  has  the  etfect  of  bring- 
nig  out  the  over-exposed  parts  of  the  negative 
with  then-  proper  density,  and  yet  forcing  out 
the  details,  which  require  a  stronger  solution. 
By  thus  adjusting  the  developer,  you  can  mix 
)t  to  suit  all  the  various  condi'tions  under 
which  the  plate  has  been  exposed,  and,  as  it 
gives  a  great  deal  of  "  latitude  "  (i.e.  power 
of  compensation  for  over,  or  under-exposure), 
it  IS  a  very  good  developer,  not  onlvfor  nega- 
tives, but  for  bromide  papers,  lantern  shdes, 
etc.,  etc. 

It  seems  a  pity  to  conclude  mv  article 
without  reference  to  the  other  developer 
which  is  very  widely  used,  and  liked  bv  many 
amateurs,  viz.  the  ferrous  oxalate  developer. 
For  this  I  gave  a  formula  in  the  article  on 
"  Christmas-boxes  made  by  Photography  "  in 
the  January  part,  Xo.  622,'but  here  is  another 
one  which  may  be  tried,  and  may.  perhaps, 
suit  the  reader  better  than  the"  one  there 
given. 


No.  1. 

Neutral  oxalate  of  potash     .    .    6  ozs. 

Potassium  bromide  20  grs. 

Water  up  to  20  fluid  ozs. 


No.  2. 


Protosulphate  of  iron 
Sulphuric  acid  . 
Water  to   ...  . 


8  ozs. 
i  drm. 
20  fluid  ozs. 


When  about  to  develop,  pour  one  ounce  of 
No.  3  into  a  cup  containing  3  ounces  of  No.  1, 
never  the  reverse,  or  you  will  come  utterly  to 
gi-ief !  Development  with  this  bright  red 
solution  is  performed  exactly  as  in  the  other 
cases.  When  the  plate  is  over-exposed,  add 
a  little  more  of  a  .strong  solution  of  bromide 
of  potassium  ;  if  under-exposed,  a  little  more 
iron  solution  (No.  2)  may  bring  out  more 
detail,  but  it  does  not  have  much  effect  if  the 
picture  is  much  under-exposed.  In  fact,  the 
great  fault  of  this  developer  is  want  of  lati- 
tude, and  though  great  things  can  be  done 


with  it  when  the  correct  exposure  is  given,  if 
much  error  is  made  in  either  direction,  the 
result  will  very  likely  be  unsatisfactory. 
This  developer  also  answers  well  for  bromide 
paper,  lantern  slides,  etc.,  the  tone  given  by 
it  being  an  engraving  black. 

I  have  now  mentioned  the  three  most  pro- 
minent developers  in  use  at  the  present  time, 
viz.  pyrogallic  acid,  iron,  and  hydroqui- 
none.  It  seems  likely  that  future  researches 
will  end  in  something  superior  turning  up, 
the  latest  bid  for  popular  favour  being  the 
recently  introduced  eikonocjen,  but  I  should 
recommend  beginners  to  stick  to  the  old  and 
well-tried  ones,  and  not  to  venture  too  far 
afield  until  they  have  been  successful  with 
these. 

I  have  supposed  in  this  article  that  my 
reader  knows  sometlmig  about  the  process  he 
is  undertaking,  and  if  he  has  not  yet  tried  his 
"  'prentice  hand,"  he  must  get  up  the  primary 
facts  from  one  of -the  multitudinous  manuals 
which  have  lately  been  poured  forth  in  such 
profusion. 


CHESS. 


Problem  TTo.  260. 

By  a.  E.  Watsox. 


a       b       c       d  e 


m  m  m.  ■ 


c       rl       e  f 


I  WHiTK.  I         74-7=14  pieces. 
White  to  play,  aud  mate  in  two  (2j  moves. 


Solutions. 

Problem  No.  24G. — 1,  Kt-  B  7,  any  move. 
2,  Q  or  Kt  mates  accordingly.  Solved  by 
W.  T.  Hurley. 

Pkoble.^i  No.  247.  — 1,  Kt  x  P,  K  x  R.  2, 
P— Q  4.  (ch.),  any.  3,  E,  B,  or  P  queens — 
mate.  In  the  international  notation:  — 1,0 
c7,  K  c5.  2,  P  d4'i«.  M  d4.  3,  M  b.5  or  c6  t. 
Or  1,  — ,  N  b6.   2,  M  dS-i",  M  do.   3.  O  eS^:. 

Problem  No.  248.— 1,  Kt— K  3,  P— Q  7. 
2,  Kt-Q  5,  P-Q  8=Q  or  Kt,  etc.  3,  Kt— 
B  7  (ch.),  K— Kt  sq.  4,  P— E  7  (ch.),  K-B 
sq.  5,  P— E  8^=Q  (ch.),  K— Q  2.  6,  Q- 
K8(ch.),K— Q3.  7,  Q-K  Ornate.  If  1,  — , 
K-Kt  sq.  2,  P  -  E  7  (ch.),  K— B  sq.  3,  P— 
R  8  =  Q  (oh.),  K— Q  2.  4,  Q-K  4,  P-Q  7. 
•5,  Kt-B  5,  P— Q  8--.Q.  G,  Q— K  7  (ch.), 
K— B  sq.  7,  Q  -Q  B  7  mate.  If  2,  — ,  K- 
Kt  sq.  3,  P— Pv  7  (ch.),  K— B  sq.  4,  P— 
R  8  =  Q  (ch.),  K-Q  2.  5,  Q-B  G  (ch.),  K— 
Q  sq.    6,  Q-B  7  (ch).,  K-K  sq.   7,  Q-K  7 
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mate.    J.  D.  M.  will  notice  that  1,  Kt- 
will  not  succeed. 

PEOBLE.M  No.  249.-1.  Q-R  7,  K -R  4  (or 
a).  2,  Q— R  7  (ch.),  K-Kt  5.  3,  Q— R  8, 
any.  4,  Q  mates  at  K  4  or  R  3  accordingly. 
(a)  P— B  5.  2,  Q-K  7  (ch.),  K-R  4.  3,  Q 
— Q  E  7  (ch.),  K— Kt  5.  4,  Q-R  3  mate. 
Solved  by  W.  T.  Hurley. 

Problem  No.  250.— 1,  B— R  sq.,  B  x  B  (or 
a).  2,  Kt— Kt  4,  B— B  3  (or  b).  3,  Kt~Q  3 
(ch.),  K— Q  4.  4,  P— K  4  mate,  (b)  B— Kt 
7.  3.  P— K  4,  BxP.  4,  Kt— B  4  mate. 
(a)  B  X  Kt.  2,  B— B  6,  BxP.  3,  B— Kt  7, 
B  moves.  4,  Kt  mates.  Solved  by  J.  D. 
Tucker. 

Problem  No.  251.-1,  Kt-  Kt  3,  P  x  Kt  (or 
a,  b,  c,  d).  2,  Q— B  3,  P— B  5  (if  P— B  4, 
Q-K  3  (ch.),  and  mate  at  K  G).  3,  P— Q  3, 
K— B  4.  4,  Q-R  5  mate,  (a)  P— Kt  7. 
2,  Q-K  sq.  (ch.),  K— B  5.  3,  Q— R  4  (ch.), 
K— B  fi.  4,  Kt— Q4  mate,  (b)  P— B  5.  2, 
Q-K  2  (ch.),  K— B  4.  3,  Q-R  5  (ch.),  K  — 
K  5.  4,  Kt— B  5  mate,  (c)  P— R  5.  2,  Kt 
— Q  4,  P— B  5.  3,  Q— Q  Kt  sq.  or  R  3.  and 
4,  Q— B  5  mate,  (d)  P— B  4.  2,  Q— B  3, 
P— B  5.    3,  Kt  X  B  P,  any.    4,  Q— R  5  mate. 


TO  CHESS  COERESPONDEXTS. 

G.  A.  W.  C.  (Kirlrville,  Mo.).— Your  little  book, 
"  Caissa's  Ghost,"  contains  some  clever  and  some  very 
inferior  problem?.  On  page  CI  you  find  fault  witii 
Pliilidor's  stati  iiicnt.-,  Init  it  is  you  who  are  at  fault. 
Your  greatest  ali>urdity  is  on  page  54  : — "  On  reaching 
ti.e  eighth  r(>\\-  (,r  rank,  a  Pawn  can  claim  any  other 
piece,  gi-nrridly  a  Queen,  though  it  may  be  more 
advaiitii^eoiis  in  some  cases  to  call  for  a  Piook, 
Bishop,  or  Knight.  Promotion  may  be  refused,  in 
which  case  the  Pawn  is  called  a  dummy.  The  an- 
nexed mate  in  one  move  by  the  late  J.  H.  Zukertort, 
is  a  good  illustration  of  Queening  the  Pawn  :— 
White,  K— K  Kt  5,  li-K  B  7,  Kt— K  Kt  0,  P— K  Kt  7  : 
Black,  K  — K  1;  2.  It  depends  on  a  liberal  constru'-tiwn 
of  the  rule,  'On  reaching  the  eighth  rank,  the  I'awn 
can  claim  any  piece.'  P  claims  black  S."  Ko  good 
book  gives  such  rules.  You  forget  that  Wliite  plays 
with  the  white  men,  and  has  no  ])owrr  over  the  black 
men.  It  is  a  mate  in  four  mo\-i'^,  i>(  L'iiiiihiu'  riiln  r  — 
BG,  or  R— B8  or  to  anv  of  the  m  v^nrli  -i|r,:in  ,<r  Kt  - 
K  5  (eight  solutions).  It  is  Ijest  to  balan.  r  rli>>  f..:-.v>, 
and  not  allow  a  "  dummy  "  or  a  second  wliirr  ,,r  lilack 
Queen,  etc.,  but  promote  the  Pawn  whene\"cr  ir  rim  i,,: 
promoted  to  any  of  tlie  seven  officers,  and  let  it  retuain 
a  Pawn  when  all  the  eight  ofBcers  are  on  the  board,  in 
which  latter  ease  it  cannot  afterwards  be  promoted. 
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OUR  SCHOOL  BAND. 
By  Stanley  Holt. 

It  was  the  new  music-master  who  started  the  idea.. 
He  arriveil  at  the  beginning  of  one  term  with  an 
immense  string  double-ba.ss  and  a  violin  which  was. 
supposed  to  bear  somebody's  name  in  the  interior  and, 
consequently,  to  be  worth  a  hundred  guineas.  This 
]iropositiiin  to  organise  a  School  Band  did  not  at  first- 
meet  with  much  encouragement,  but,  eventually,  so 
zealously  did  he  advance  his  views,  that,  several  bo.\  s 
having  expressed  their  readiness  to  purcli:i--e  the 
necessary  in.struments,  the  Head  Master  g.ivc  urs 
sanction",  and  active  steps  were  taken.  What  e.\cite- 
ment  reignenl  when  one  evening  the  "bandmaster"  — 
as  he  loved  to  call  himself— arrived  from  London  with 
such  an  array  of  in.struments  as  would  have  made 
a  pawnbroker's  mouth  water.  We  had  discovered  by 
this  time  that  he  eoulil  not  only  play  every  instniment 
under  the  sun,  "sackbut,  psaltery,  dulcimer,  and  all 
other  kinds  of  mnsick,"  but  also  that  the  iii-truroi  ot 
on  which  he  excelled  all  others  was  uiidouliu  d:y  "his. 
own  trumpet."  As  we  listened  to  his  past  expci  leuces, 
'■  more  and  more  the  wonder  grew,"  and  we  doubted 
not  that  before  long  we  shoiUd,  under  his  instruction, 
eclipse  all  the  military  bands  in  the  neighbourhood. 

The  first  thing  to  do  was  to  learn  to  IjIow  our  instru- 
ments. Vve  all  accordingly,  at  noon  the  next  day, 
assembled  in  a  class-room,  which  hapi>eneil  to  be- 
located  near  the  kitchen.  Soon  such  sounds  issued  as 
filled  those  who  hearil  them  with  deep  liorr<ir.  The- 
cook,  startled,  nearly  fell  into  the  fire,  and  the  maid- 
servants ]);insril  in  tlieir  work  in  astonishment  and- 
then  fled  in  (li-iii;iv.  The  school  matron,  on  learning 
that  this  performance  was  to  be  repeated  every  day  at 
the  critical  hour  when  dinner  was  being  prepared,, 
became  the  staunch  enemy  of  the  band  from  thence- 
forth, and  waged  continual  war  with  its  originator. 
One  evening,  on  entering  the  music-room  in  the  dark,, 
she  aceidenta'ly  knocked  down  the  wonderful  violin — 
which  had  been  carelessly  left  about— and  fell  on  it. 
Pof.r  violin  !  It  was  patched  up  as  well  as  possible,, 
and  on  its  reappearance  somewhat  resembled  a  piece  of 
ancient  lottery  from  Dr.  Schliemann's  collection  at  the 
South  Kensington  Museum.  The  mishap,  however, 
was  supposed  to  have  improved  its  tone.  Then  why 
does  not  some  enterprising  musical  firm  smash  up  all 
its  new  violins,  glue  the  pieces  together,  aud  seE  the 
instrumeuts  at  advanced  prices  ? 

We  set  our  liearts  on  being  able  to  play  the  National 
Anthem  within  eight  days,  and  the  feat  was  accom- 
plished, though  I  doubt  if  Her  Majesty  would  have- 
felt  very  much  flattered  had  she  heard  it.  Clarionets 
in  unttttored  lips  are  apt  to  squeak  at  unexpected 
moments,  and  what  with  the  grunting  of  the  bom- 
bardon, and  the  whining  of  the  vioUns,  it  seemed  some- 
wdiat  as  if  a  whole  farm-yard  of  animals  had  been  let 
loose  amongst  us. 

Day  after  day,  with  the  enthusiasm  still  fresh  upon, 
us,  we  met  in  oitr  playtime  to  practise.  The  boy  who 
plaved  the  bombardori  was  short  of  stature,  and  almost 
buried  by  his  Instrument ;  but  he  perseverei  The 
t  wo  Homers  were  perhaps  more  ornamental  than 
useful.  One  played  the  clarionet,  but  never.  I  believe^ 
gfit  beyond  the  "single  notes  required  for  the  second 
and  third  Ijeats  of  tlie  bar  in  the  bass  of  a  waltz.  The 
other  idayed  the  cornet— and  the  fool.  The  two  Easts- 
divided  their  instruments  in  a  similar  manner  with  a 
similar  result.  To  do  the  Homers  justice,  they  did 
give  the  band  a  cheerful  appearance,  for  they  were  in 
a  chronic  state  of  merriment,  always  happy,  always, 
smiling,  especially  when  anything  went  WTong.  They 
were,  in  fact,  a  veritable  M'ark  Tapley  split  into  two. 
Ricketty  was  a  rackety  kind  of  a  lad  in  continual 
troulilc"  with  our  insitructor.  What  he  pitrchased  a 
clarionet  for  no  one  could  make  oitt.  He  never  played 
it  by  any  chance,  but  used  to  sit  on  the  edge  of  a  desk 
the  whole  time,  swinging  his  legs  aud  indulging  in  a, 
spirited  dialogue  with  the  bandmaster.  I'm  afraid  he 
rather  enjoyed  it ;  he  certainly  always  got  the  last- 
word.  Eveiitu  iUy,  his  instrument  having  been  left, 
about,  and  u-'  d  i.v  .somebody  as  a  poker,  he  retired, 
from  till-  hand.  White  was  another  lazy  boy.  Instead 
of  practising  his  own  instrument  he  was  always 
borrowing  one  of  the  cornets  at  critical  moments  and 
treating  us  to  the  first  line  of  the  "  Lost  Chord."  The 
trombone  worked  away  -o  c-;  r  .M  -tly.  and  the  nerves  of 
the  band  were  so  upset  iii  .  on-i  inii  nec.  that  he  had  to- 
be  shut  up  in  a  cupboard  ly  linii-elf.  But  there  were 
iniiny  who  really  \\orked  hard,  aud  one  or  two  nia-ters 
ti  "k  an  active  interest  in  the  whole  thing,  so  tl  at  ihe 
first  pulilie  f.erforuiance  on  Easter  Mo*ida,\'  (si.\  weeks 
after  starting)  was  anticipated  with  great  excite- 
ment. 

The  eventful  evening'  arrived.  The  schoolroom  was. 
clrarrd  of  desks,  a  platfonn  .  rmod.  and  a  clt<-.  rlul 
a'ioio!i.-e  of  friends,  iucludiiie  ni:iii\-  oM  ljo\  -,  i.i  r  -1 
ToL'i  t!,.  r  for  the  (-ntertainiiioiir.  Ti.e  liainl  i>p.  iM  .1  with 
t  !!.-■■  Marrl,  ill  I',-  ;Mid  ro:ii:\-.  nil  tloii---  eoii-wrii-d.. 
]  crfoiiuMl  It  \-rr\  ei.ditai.h.  1;  i.-n-r  i  \  -  .-'arioi;,  t.  <if 
C..-1;-...,  .-  ;i  linid  jiiiioal;  in  tii-  lounli  tjar.  wl^ich 
si-ii-  >  ;  I  -  into  hi-  of  hiirj-litri-  aii-l  iiR-.i]  a  -itatrd 
til,;,.  .  ,  1  ;  I  •..•.viiijr  iorther.  .!  ..r  tli.-  \av>-v.  uwl  Ka^t 
J.l:,...r  nlaei-.  and  Ilo-;,,  i.  rr.i  l,.-l|.lt-sdy  till  he 

found  it  111  :l;e  elo-ii)-  chord,  but  iImsi-  wi  re  minor 
difhculties.  :inil  wli.-ii.at  tlie  end  of  tin-  prosnamme,. 
"Cli'rry  I;:;"-  "w;i.  _:\rn  liv  tin-  lull  baini,  followed 
by  1 1  ;i  -  N  oi..,l  A  ii- 1 ..  ill  tlie  auiaence  rose  en  masse 
aiid  I  1 1,  :,  ,-.a      :i;iy,  and  the  band  began  to 

gro.v  ._■!  :..._i.-.d. 
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The  fame  of  our  band  spread  abroad,  and  we  were 
asked  to  go  up  to  a  large  infirmary  near  and  give  an 
entertainment  to  the  inmates.  We"]umpeilat  the  idea, 
and,  on  the  evening  fixed,  sallied  fortli  with  our  instru- 
ments. The  gatekeeper  had  evidently  not  been  in- 
formed of  the  event,  for  he  gazed  with  astonishment  at 
the  long  procession,  but  when  the  bandmaster  brouglit 
up  the  rear  witli  the  bombardon  (a  huge  brass  instru- 
ment that  coils  round  tlie  body)  his  feelings  grew  too 
much  for  him,  and,  interposing  his  body  in  the  gate- 
way, he  exclaimed,  ■'  Now  then,  out  of  this  !  we  don't 
"ave  no  German  Bands  in  'ere."  The  roars  of  laugliter 
which  foUowai  showeil  the  man  his  mistake,  but  the 
'band  was  no  use  for  the  rest  of  that  evening. 

Daring  the  summ-^r  term  an  immense  bazaar  for  the 
restoration  of  the  Parish  Church  claimed  our  aid,  and 
•our  mission  was  to  play  in  a  large  tent  while  afternoon 
tea  was  served.  In  the  "  Marche  des  Troubadours  "  we 
were  all  spread  out  to  a  great  length  over  a  narrow 
platform,  with  the  consequence  that  the  two  ends  were 
neither  in  time  nor  tune  with  each  other.  The  cornets, 
itoo,  on  this  occasion  distinguished  themselves  greatly. 
They  played  something  certainly,  but  it  was  not  the 
Marche  des  Troubadours." 

The  ne-^ct  winter,  under  new  management,  the  band 
still  flourished,  and  we  were  aske  1  to  illustrate  a  lecture 
on  the  Colonies  with  some  music.  The  hall  was 
■crammed  to  overfiowing,  and  we  opened  with  "  Three 
Jolly  Blacksmiths,"  thoujh  what  this  had  to  do  with 
'Canada  I  don't  quite  kno  w.  A  local  doctor  irreverently 
itold  us  afterwards  that  the  crush  was  so  great  that  he 
■could  not  get  inside  the  hall,  but  that  after  the  first 
tfew  bars  had  issued  from  the  open  doors  "the  vestibule 
was  filled  with  people  fieeing  for  their  lives." 

But  now  the  band  began  to  show  signs  of  decay,  or, 
rather,  there  sprang  forth  from  the  parent  a  oliild 
which  bids  fair  to  be  mire  healthy  and  long-livel  tlmu 
Ets  progenitor.  'We  found  by  e.'cperience  that  a  military 
band  was  too  louil  and  unwieldy  for  such  purposes  as  we 
required  it,  and,  consequently,  the  orchestral  part  of  the 
baud  gradually  came  mire  and  more  into  prominence, 
and  eventually  gave  some  really  capital  performances  by 
itself.  It  proved  very  useful  too  for  the  accompauimeut 
•of  songs  and  choruses  for  the  School  Concerts. 

But  the  farewell  appearance  of  the  full  band  deserves 
a  paragraph  to  itself  Do  not  all  our  readers  remember 
"Whit  Monday  (or,  rather,  Wei  Monday),  1889  '!  Such 
a  storm  of  winil  and  rain  ragel  c'le  whole  of  that  day 
asrenderel  it  impossible  to  hold  the  Athletic  Sports 
which  had  been  fixed  for  that  date.  Accordingly  we. 
and  friends,  gathered  tojether  in  the  schoolroom  in  the 
afternoon  to  witness  a  display  of  gymnastics,  an  1  the 
band  volunteered  its  services.  After  some  little  delay, 
•occupied  in  arranging  music  stands  and  tuning  up, 
fthey  commence  1.  The  audience  sat,  gloomy  ami  silent, 
Chen  it  smilel,  and  finally  barst  into  roars  of  merri- 
ment,  and  the  day  was  saved  !  'What  could  the  band 
be  playing'?  Nobody  coull  make  out,  though  their 
trepertoire  was  well  known  (too  well,  alas!).  Was  it 
that  wonderful  Farevell  S.'mphony  of  Haydn's  v.hich 
Mr.  Gwyllym  Crowe  gives  us  at  the  ipromenade Concerts 
where  the  performers  one  by  one  leave  off  playing,  ^jlow 
■out  their  candles,  and  depirt  with  their  instruments, 
4111  only  one  performer  is  left  ;  and  he,  after  a  melan- 
choly solo,  in  his  turn  v.mishes,  leaving  the  conductor 
absently  beating  time  to  empty  clmirs?  It  seemed 
remarkably  like  it,  for  the  boys,  one  after  another,  let 
their  instrum  nits  drop  useless"  by  their  sides,  and  gazed 
with  a  smile  of  amused  compassion  at  those  who  still 
straggled  on.  And  here  must  be  recorded  a  deed  worthy 
■of  ranking  only  with  that  of  Horatius,  "who  kept  tlie 
liridge  in  the  brave  days  of  old."  The  two  masters,  who 
played  the  alto  and  teuor  clarionets  respectively  (a 
ic't%rming  combinatio:i  wlien  heard  alone),  stuck  to 
■their  pirts  to  the  bitter  end,  though  they  had  the  la-f 
half  of  the  pie3e  all  to  themselves.  The  roun^l  of 
applause  and  congraf  nl  itinns  which  greeted  the  con- 

■clusion  of  their  perti.ruiii       must  ring  in  their  ears 

even  now.  And  "S:;!!  is  tin'  -tory  told,  How  Mr.  (two 
s/Uables)  saved  the  ban  1,  In  ttie  brave  days  of  old." 
Upon  inquiry  we  learneil  that  there  had  'been  some 
doubt  ammg  the  members  of  tlie  band  as  to  the  piece 
selected  for  p3rformxnce,  so  that  wdiile  the  violins  had 
been  striving  against  odils  to  give  an  expressive 
rendering  to  the  march  "  Hoch  Hapsburg,"  the  trom- 
bone was  playing  the  bass  of  a  waltz,  an^lthe  saxhorns 
were  doing  their  best  wdth  a  selection  from  the 
"  Mikido." 

"The  old  order  changeth  and  giveth  place  to  new," 
an  1  now  no  more  do  the  ancient  walls  of  our  school- 
room resound  with  the  cheerful  grunts  of  the  bom- 
t)irdo;i,  or  the  m.'rry  piping  of  the  flageolet,  and  the 
■o  ily  tiling  to  remind  us  of  tlie  glories  of  the  past  is  a 
pliotograph  of  the  baurl,  with  instruments,  which  was 
ta'v 'II  after  their  first  public  performance,  and  which 
-•stdl  !i:m.^s  on  the  walls  of  the  reading--oom.  I.  liow- 
eV'.T,  w.is  paving  a  visit  a  few  days  ago  to  the  "Bognor 
Hiuj  for  Boys" — a  branch  of  the  Jersey  Home  for 
Wo.-king  Lais  (Stamfirl  Street,  London,  s.E.) — in 
'.vliich  our  Scliool  is  much  interestetl.  when  one  morn- 
'Ing  I  heanl  those  feirful  sov.nds  I  remembered  so  well 
(in  the  past,  tlie  indiscriminate  blowing  of  brazen  and 
ree  ly  instrum  '  its,  procee  ling  from  a  room  in  tliebase- 
ra'^'it.  I  rusli^?'!  to  the  sp^it  to  discover  the  cause  when, 
L')  an  1  ii.'li'il  1,  there  stood  our  ol'lfrien^l  the  bombardon, 
b'.'ing  perl1.)rm5d  on  by  a  boy  some  ten  years  old  :  ami 
it  su'l  i''nly  recnrrc'l  to  me  that  someof  our  instruments 
ha  1  been  transferred  to  Bognor  when  our  band  had 
ce.isel  to  b^. 

Then  it  was  that  T  resolve!  to  throw  myself  upon  the 
mercy  of  the  Editor  of  the  B.  0.  P..  to  call  back  to 
memory  the  sweet  nmsii3  of  the  past,  ami  at  the  same 
Cime  to  ask  forgiveness  of  tliose  wlio  should  here  fiud 
<iUeir  perlormanoes  unexpectedly  recorded. 


Set  of  VoLtritE-s.— L.  H.  Wilson,  of  28  Claribel  Street, 
Liverpool,  has  a  complete  set  of  the  B.  O.  P.  volumes, 
which  he  is  anxious  to  dispose  of  either  together  or 
separately. 

St.vxlkt  ( J.  B.  Taylor).— The  version  we  gave  is  the 
correct  one,  aii'l  is  authoritative  ;  the  one  you  men- 
tion is  a  mere  travesty  and  incorrect '  in  each 
particular. 

Sails  (W.  Bernard).— If  you  wish  to  tan  your  sails, 
boil  them  in  the  coflree  grounds  ;  if  you  want  the 
colour  to  last,  drop  into  the  solution  about  half  an 
ounce  of  catechu.  As  a  rule  people  who  tan  the  sails 
of'their  models  are  sorry  for  it  afterwards. 

Afrk  A  (  W.  Murray).— Yon  might  try  the  Royal  Niger 
Comiiaiiy,  who,se  address  is  'Victoria  Embankment, 
but  as  to  the  West  Coast  generally  we  should  sav 
"Don't." 

H.  ThoM.^s.— 1.  The  articles  on  the  "Boy's  Own  Loco- 
motive "  are  out  of  print,  but  they  have  been  reprinted 
in  "  Iii'l'iur  Games."  2.  The  "  sparks  "  used  for  drill- 
ing glass  are  fragments  of  "  boort "  or  cominou 
diamond. 

W.  T.  H.A.LTF.\x.— The  best  way  is  to  get  Cassell's 
"Popular  Eilucator"  or  Ward  &  Lock's  "  Universal 
Instructor,"  or  some  sucli  book,  and  work  at  the 
articles.  Being  written  for  self-instruction  they  are 
generally  clearer  than  the  ordinary  books,  and"  -will 
take  you  up  to  a  certain  point  witii  little  diUiculty. 
Try  the  catalogue  of  your  nearest  Free  Library. 

Si'AMrs  (Collector).— The  identification  of  your  stamps 
is  of  no  interest  except  to  yourself,  so  please  do  not 
senil  any  more.  No.  1  is  th"e  Austrian  with  the  Mer- 
cury's hea'l ;  No.  2  is  an  old  Belgian,  and  the  portrait 
is  that  of  Leopold  I. ;  No.  3  is  a  Danish  local  parcels 
stamp  ;  No.  .5  is  okler  than  No.  4  ;  and  No.  6  is  a 
reprint,  but  it  is  worth  keeping. 

Merchaxt.max.- We  under-tand  that  the  largest  sail- 
ing ship  in  the  world  at  the  time  of  writing  is  the 
France,  built  by  Messrs.  Henderson,  of  Partick,  and 
lauiiolied  on  September  12,  1890.  She  is  300  feet  long, 
48  feet  9  inches  wide,  and  30  feet  deep  ;  her  gross 
tonnage  bein.g  3,750.  She  has  five  masts,  four  square- 
rigged  and  the  fifth  fore-aml-aft.  Her  mainyard  is 
82  feet  long,  topsail  yard  77  feet,  topgallant  yanl 
64  feet,  royal  yard  47  feet,  and  her  bowsprit  is  50  feet. 
She  sets  about  49,000  square  feet  of  cauvas ;  and  she 
is  wire  rigged. 

SwiMMiN'G  (Beadnell). — At  most  of  the  public  baths 
there  are  swimming  instructors  wdio  give  a  course  of 
lessons  for  about  ten  shillings  oraguinea  at  the  most. 

Black  F.acb  (E.  H.  Gilbert).— The  usual  method  of 
blacking  faces  for  nigger  entertainments  is  to  use 
burnt  cork.  If  the  cork  will  not  stick  well  of  itself, 
use  a  little,  sugared  water. 

M.  Bell. — You  may  probably  get  the  shade  caps  at 
Miller's,  in  Piccaililly  ;  Hinks's.  on  Holborn  Via«luct  ; 
or  bilber  &  Flemiug''s,  in  Wood  Street,  Cheapside. 


Models  (Speedwell  and  J.  Hibberd).— 1.  Model  blocks, 

cleats,  pulleys  and  sundries  can  be  had  by  post  from 
btevens.  Mode  Dockyard.  Aldgate,  E.C..  and  also  from 
Batenian,  Model  Dockyard,  Fleet  Street,  E.c.  2  It 
IS  uiiuMial  to  make  a  boat  so  large  out  of  one  piece  of 
wo'j'  .  It  b,..,im-  l„,tti.r  f  .  cut  her  out  in  two  halves,  or 
ouiM  l)..r  up  111  l.n  a'l-aii.l-butter  fashion.  Youcould 
get  Uie  wood  at  Cubitfs,  in  Gray's  luu  Eoad. 

W.  White. -Tinfoil  is  not  paper,  but  thin  sheet  lead  ; 
an.l  thus  your  difficulties  vajiislL  You  can  buy  a 
complete  set  of  solderi.-.g  tools  with  instructions  and 
materials  for  about  eighteenpeiice  at  Melhnish's,  in 
Fetter  Lane.  Y'ou  could  have  them  sent  by  parcels 
post ;  but  nearly  all  ironmongers  sell  them. 

SOADY.— Tlie  author  knew  nothing  of  your  family  and 
simply  took  the  name  from  an  old  Army  List. 

ASTROX.- There  are  occasional  examina.tious  for  calcu- 
lators in  the  observatories.  Write  to  Secretary,  Civil 
Service  Ci  immissiouers,  for  particulars  concerning  the 
entrance  fee,  etc. 

J.  Philip.— At  .your  age  the  navy  offers  better  prospects 
than  the  army  ;  but  \m\  wouM  have  to  join  a  train- 
ing ship  to  begin  with.  Write  for  partictdars  to 
Commanding  Ofiicer,  H.M.S.  St.  Vincent,  Ports- 
mouth. 

Sir  Ludah.— For  Fen  skates  apply  for  catalogue  to 
J.  B.  Ulph  &  Son,  St.  Ives,  Hunts." 

E.  E.  Framptov.— Had  you  looked  at  our  back  volumes 
it  wouM  have  saved  you  writing.  All  your  suggestions 
have  been  anticipated.  We  have  had  coloured  plates 
not  only  of  the  arms  of  the  Sovereigns  of  England, 
but  of  the  counties  and  bishoprics,  colleges,  etc.  etc. ; 
and  we  cannot  issue  them  again. 

W.  G.  Woon.— Very  useful  lathes  are  sold  by  Melhuish 
&.  Co.  of  Fetter  Lane,  who  will  send  you  'their  cata- 
logue post  free  if  you  write  to  them. 

Aqua.- To  coat  the  canoe  with  indiarubber  would  be 
expensive  to  begin  with,  and  it  would  cost  more  to 
keep  in  condition.  There  is  no  doubt  it  would  be  an 
improvement,  but  it  is  doubtfid  if  it  would  be  worth 
the  money. 

Yves.— 1.  There  are  bird  whistles  sold  at  the  gun- 
maker's,  and  also  procurable  at  the  Stores.  2.  It  is 
not  usual  for  the  birds  to  sing  in  the  autumn,  but  it 
depends  very  much  on  climate  and  temperature. 
3.  When  ants'  eggs  are  mentioneil.  those  prepared  for 
the  purpose  are  meant.  They  are  now  sold  at  most 
seed  shops. 

Vet.— Write  for  prospectus  to  the  Secretary,  Eoyal 
Veterinary  College,  Great  College  Street,  "Camdea 
Town,  x.w. 

AoRirPA.- You  should  not  have  copied  the  print  with- 
out the  artist's  permission,  and  you  will  exhibit  it  at 
serious  risk.  Tlie  artist  retains  the  copyright ;  we 
have  nothing  to  do  with.  it. 
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Author  of  '■  Ma  Friend  Smith"  "  Fifth  Furm  at  St.  Dominic's,"  "  Sir  Ludar"  etc. 
CHAPTER  Vr. — KOLLITT. 

ROLLiTT  of  Wakefield's  was  a  standing  mystery  at  Fellsgarth. 
Though  he  had  been  three  years  at  the  school,  and  worked 
his  way  up  from  the  jimior  form  to  one  of  the  first  six,  no  one 
knew  hun.    He  had  no  friends  and  did  not  want  any.    He  rarely 


'The  branch  yielded  and  went  under  with  his  weight.' 
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spoke  when  not  obliged  to  do  so ;  and 
when  he  did,  he  said  either  what  was 
unexpected  or  disagreeable.  He  scarcely 
ever  played  in  the  matches,  but  when  he 
did  he  played  tremendously.  Although 
a  classic,  he  was  addicted  to  scientific 
research  and  long  counti-y  walks.  His 
study  was  a  spectacle  for  imtidiness  and 
grime.  He  abjured  his  privilege  of  hav- 
ing a  fag.  No  one  dared  to  take  liberties 
with  him,  for  he  had  an  arm  like  an  oak 
branch,  and  a  back  as  broad  as  the  door. 

Ml  sorts  of  queer  stories  were  afloat 
about  him.  It  was  generally  whispered 
that  his  father  was  a  common  workman, 
and  that  the  son  was  being  kept  at  school 
by  charity.  Any  reference  to  his  poverty 
was  the  one  way  of  exciting  Rollitt.  But 
it  was  too  risky  an  amusement  to  be 
popular. 

His  absence  of  mind,  however,  was  his 
great  enemy  at  school.  Of  him  the  story 
was  current  that  once  in  the  Fourth,  when 
summoned  to  the  front  to  call  over  the 
register,  he  called  his  own  name  among 
the  rest,  and  receiving  no  reply,  looked 
to  his  place,  and  seeing  the  desk  vacant, 
marked  Rollitt  down  as  absent.  Another 
time,  having  gone  to  his  room  after  morn- 
ing school  to  change  into  his  flannels  for 
cricket,  he  had  gone  to  bed  by  mistake, 
and  slept  soimdly  till  call-bell  next  morn- 
ing. "Have  you  heard  RoUitt's  last?" 
came  to  be  the  common  way  of  prefacing 
any  unlikely  story  at  Fellsgarth ;  and 
what  with  fact  and  fiction,  the  hero  had 
come  to  be  quite  a  mythical  celebrity  at 
Fellsgarth. 

His  thrift  was  another  of  his  charac- 
teristics. He  had  never  been  seen  to 
spend  a  penny,  imless  it  was  to  save  two- 
pence. If  fellows  had  dared,  they  would 
have  liked  now  and  then  to  pay  his  sub- 
scription to  the  clubs  ;  or  even  hand  on 
an  old  pair  of  cricket  shoes  or  part  of  the 
contents  of  a  hamper  for  his  benefit. 
But  woe  betide  them  if  they  ever  tried  it ! 
The  only  extravagance  he  had  ever  been 
known  to  commit  was  some  months  ago, 
when  he  bought  a  book  of  trout-flies, 
which  rumour  said  must  have  cost  him 
as  much  as  an  ordinary  classic's  pocket- 
money  for  a  whole  term. 

To  an  impressionable  youth  like 
Fisher  ii  it  was  only  natural  that  Rollitt 
should  be  an  object  of  awe.  For  a  day  or 
two  after  his  arrival,  when  the  stories  he 
had  heard  were  fresh  in  his  memory,  the 
junior  was  wont  to  change  his  walk  to  a 
tip-toe  as  he  passed  the  queer  boy's  door. 
If  ever  he  met  him  face  to  face  he  started 
and  qiiaked  like  one  who  has  encountered 
a  ghost  or  a  burglar.  After  a  week  this 
excess  of  deference  toned  down.  Finding 
that  Rollitt  neither  hurt  nor  heeded  him, 
he  abandoned  his  fears,  and,  instead  of 
rimning  away,  stood  and  stared  at  his 
man,  as  if,  by  keeping  his  eye  hard  on 
him,  he  could  discover  his  mystery. 

It  was  two  or  three  days  after  Elections 
that  Fisher  ii,  having  discovered  by  the 
absence  of  everybody  from  their  ordinary 
haunts  that  it  was  a  half-holiday,  took  it 
into  his  head  to  explore  a  little  way  down 
the  Shargle  Valley.  He  believed  the 
other  fellows  had  gone  up ;  and  he 
thought  it  a  little  unfriendly  that  they 
sho\ild  have  left  him  in  the  lurch. 

He  was  not  particularly  fond  of  woods, 
unless  there  were  nuts  in  them ;  or  of 
rivers,  imless  there  were  stones  on  tlie 
banks  to  shy  in.    Still,  it  seemed  to  be 


half-holiday  form  at  Fellsgarth  to  go 
down  valleys,  so  he  went,  quite  indiffer- 
ent to  the  beauties  of  nature,  and  equally 
indifferent  as  to  where  his  walk  brought 
him. 

A  mile  below  Fellsgarth,  as  everybody 
knows,  the  Shai-gle  tumbles  wildly  into 
the  yhayle,  with  a  great  fiiss  of  rapids 
and  cataracts  and  "  narrows  "  to  celebrate 
the  fact ;  and  a  mile  further,  the  united 
streams  flow  tamely  out  among  reeds  and 
gravel  islands  into  Hawkswater. 

Fisher  ii  had  nearly  reached  the  junc- 
tion, and  was  proceeding  to  speculate  on 
the  possibility  of  picking  his  way  among 
the  stones  towards  the  lake,  when  he 
caught  sight  of  a  boat  in  the  middle  of 
the  rapid  stream.  It  was  tied  somewhat 
carelessly  to  the  overhanging  branch  of  a 
tree,  which  bent  and  creaked  with  every 
lurch  of  the  boat  in  the  passing  rapids. 
Standing  in  the  stern,  as  unconcerned  as 
if  he  was  on  an  island  in  a  duck-pond, 
was  RoUitt  with  his  fishing-rod,  casting 
diligently  into  the  troubled  waters. 

For  the  first  time  the  junior  enjoj'ed  an 
uninterrupted  view  of  the  object  of  his 
curiosity.  He  found  it  hard  to  recognise 
at  first  in  the  eager,  sportsmanlike  figure, 
with  his  animated  face,  the  big  shamb- 
ling fellow  whom  he  had  so  often  eyed 
askance  in  the  passages  at  Wakefield's. 
But  there  was  no  mistaking  the  shabby 
clothes,  the  powerful  arms,  the  broad, 
square  back.  Rollitt  the  sportsman  was 
another  creature  from  Rollitt  the  classic, 
and  Fisher  ii  was  critic  enough  to  see 
that  the  advantage  was  with  the  former. 

There  was  no  chance  of  being  detected. 
RoUitt  was  far  too  busy  to  heed  anything 
but  the  six-pounder  that  struggled  and 
plunged  and  tore  away  with  his  line  to  the 
end  of  the  reel.  Had  all  Fellsgarth  stood 
congregated  on  the  banks  he  would  ne^'er 
have  noticed  them. 

Ah  !  he  was  beginning  to  wind  in  now, 
gingerly  and  artfully,  and  the  fish,  sulking 
desperately  among  the  stones,  was  be- 
ginning to  find  his  master.  It  was  a  keen 
battle  between  those  two.  Now  the  cap- 
tive would  dive  behind  a  rock  and  force 
the  line  out  a  yard  or  two  ;  now  the  captor 
would  coax  it  on  from  one  hiding-place  to 
the  next  and  by  a  cunning  flank  move- 
ment cut  off  its  retreat.  Then,  yieldmg 
little  by  little,  the  fish  woiild  feign  sur- 
render, till  just  as  it  seemed  within  reach, 
twang  would  go  the  line  and  the  rod  bend 
almost  double  beneath  the  siidden  phmge. 
Then  the  patient  work  would  begin  again. 
The  man's  temper  was  more  than  a  match 
for  that  of  the  victim,  and,  exhausted  and 
despondent,  the  fish  would,  sooner  or  later, 
have  to  submit  to  the  inexorable. 

How  long  it  might  have  gone  on  Fisher 
could  never  tell.  For  once,  when  victory 
seemed  on  the  point  of  declaring  for  the 
angler  and  the  shining  fins  of  the  fish 
floimdered  despairingly  almost  within  his 
reach,  a  downward  dash  nearly  wrenched 
the  rod  from  his  hands  and  sent  him 
sprawling  on  to  the  thwarts.  The  sudden 
lurch  of  the  boat  was  too  much  for  the  ill- 
tied  rope,  and  to  Fisher's  horror  the  noose 
ga^•e  way  and  sent  boat  and  fisherman 
spiiining  down  the  rapids  at  five  miles  an 
hour. 

Rollitt  either  did  not  notice  the  accident 
or  was  too  engrossed  to  lieed  it.  He  still 
had  his  fish,  though  as  far  off  as  before, 
and  once  more  the  tedious  task  of  coaxing 
him  out  of  his  tantrinus  was  to  begin  over 


again.  It  was  useless  to  shout.  The 
roar  of  the  water  among  the  stones  above 
and  over  the  rocks  below  was  deafening, 
and  Fisher's  piping  voice  could  never 
make  itself  heard  above  it.  He  tried  to 
throw  a  stone,  but  its  little  splash  was  lost 
in  the  hurly-burly  of  the  rapids.  It  was 
hopeless  to  expect  that  Rollitt  would  see 
him.    He  had  no  eyes  but  for  his  rod. 

The  last  glimpse  Fisher  ii  caught  of 
him  as  the  boat,  side-on,  swirled  round 
the  turn  towards  the  falls  below,  he  was 
standing  on  the  seat,  craning  his  neck  for 
a  glimpse  of  his  prize,  and  winding  in  gin- 
gerly on  the  reel  as  he  did  so.  Then  he 
disappeared. 

With  a  groan  of  panic  the  small  boy 
started  to  follow.  The  boulders  were  big 
and  rough,  and  it  was  hard  work  to  go  at 
ordinary  rate,  still  more  to  run.  Happily, 
however,  after  a  few  steps  he  stumbled 
upon  a  path  which,  though  it  seemed  to 
lead  from  the  river,  would  take  him,  he 
calculated,  back  to  it  above  the  falls  at 
the  end  of  the  bend  in  which  the  boat  was. 
It  was  a  tolerable  path,  and  Fisher  ii 
never  got  over  ground  so  fast  before  or 
after.  A  few  seconds  brought  him  out  of 
the  wood  on  to  the  river  bank,  where  the 
stream,  deepening  and  hushing,  gathers 
itself  for  its  great  leap  over  the  falls. 

Had  the  boat  already  passed,  and  was 
he  too  late  ?  No  ;  there  it  came,  sidling 
along  on  the  swift  waters,  the  angler  still 
at  his  post,  leaning  over  with  his  landing- 
net,  within  reach  at  last  of  his  hard-earned 
prize.  What  could  Fisher  ii  do  ?  The 
stream  was  fairly  narrow,  and  the  boat, 
sweeping  round  the  bend,  was,  if  any- 
thing, nearer  the  other  side  where  the 
banks  were  high.  His  one  chance  was  to 
attract  the  angler's  attention.  Had  that 
angler  been  any  one  but  Rollitt,  it  might 
have  been  easj-. 

Arming  himself  with  a  handful  of  stones. 
Fisher  ii  waited  till  the  boat  came  within 
a  few  yards.  Then  with  a  great  shout  he 
flimg  with  all  his  might  at  the  boat. 

The  sudden  fusiUade  might  have  been 
imheeded,  had  not  one  stone  struck  the 
angler's  hand  just  as  he  was  manoeuvring 
his  landing-net  imder  the  fish.  In  the 
sudden  start  he  missed  his  aim  and 
looked  Tip. 

"  Look  out ! "  screamed  Fisher.  "  You're 
adrift !    Catch  the  branch  !  " 

And  he  pointed  wildly  to  the  branch  of 
an  ash  which  straggled  out  over  the  water 
just  above  the  fall. 

Rollitt  took  in  the  situation  at  last. 
He  cast  a  regretful  glance  at  the  fish  as  it 
gave  its  last  victorious  leap  and  vanished. 
Then,  standing  on  the  gun^^■ale  and 
measuring  his  distance  from  the  tree,  he 
jumped.  For  a  moment  Fisher  ii  thought 
he  had  missed.  For  the  branch  yielded 
and  went  under  with  his  weight.  But  in 
a  moment,  just  as  the  boat  with  a  swoop 
plunged  over  the  fall,  he  rose,  clutching 
securely  and  hauling  himself  inch  by  inch 
out  of  the  torrent.  To  Fisher,  who 
watched  breathlessly,  it  seemed  as  if  every 
moment  the  branch  would  snap  and  send 
the  senior  back  to  his  fate.  But  it  held 
out  bravely  and  supported  him  as  he 
gradually  drew  himself  up  and  finally 
perched  high  and  dry  above  the  water. 

Fisher  ii's  difficulties  now  began. 
Having  seen  his  man  safe  he  would  have 
liked  to  riui  away ;  for  he  was  not  at  aU 
sure  how  Rollitt  would  take  it.  Besides, 
he  wouldn't  much  cai-e  to  be  seen  by 


fellows  like  Wally  or  D'Arcy  walking  back 
in  his  company  to  Fellsgarth.  On  the 
other  hand,  it  seemed  rather  low  to 
desert  a  fellow  just  when  he  was  half- 
drowned  and  might  be  hurt.  What  had 
he  better  do  "?    EoUitt  decided  for  him. 

He  came  along  the  bough  to  where  the 
boy  stood,  and  dropped  to  the  gromid  in 
front  of  him. 

"  Thanks,"  he  said,  and  held  out  his 
hand.  I 

Fisher  was  horribly  alarmed.  The  tone 
in  which  the  word  was  spoken  was  very 
like  that  which  Giant  Blunderbore  may 
have  used  when  dinner  was  announced. 
However,  he  summoned  up  courage  to 
hold  out  his  hand,  and  was  surprised  to 
find  how  gently  KoUitt  grasped  it. 

"  I  didn't  mean  to  hurt  you  with  the 
stones,"  he  said. 

"  You  didn't.    Come  and  look  for  the 
boat,  Fisher  ii." 

"He  knows  my  name  then,"  soli- 
loqnised  the  minor,  begimiing  to  recover 
a  little  from  his  panic.  '■  I  hope  nobody 
will  see  me." 

The  boat  was  foimd  bottom  upwards 
— a  wreck,  with  its  side  stove  in,  en- 
tangled in  a  mass  of  flotsam  and  jetsam 
which  had  gathered  in  one  of  the  side 
eddies  below  the  waterfall. 

"Haul  in,  Fisher  ii,"  growled  Kollitt, 
surveying  the  wreck. 

"With  difficulty  they  got  it  ashore  and 
turned  it  right  side  up. 

"  Rod,  ilies,  net,  all  gone,"  said  Eollitt, 
half  angry  ;  "  and  fish  too." 

"  It  was  such  a  beauty,  the  trout  you 
hooked.    I  wish  you'd  got  it.    You  nearly 
had  it  too  when  you  had  to  jump  out,"  ! 
ventured  Fisher.  l 

Eollitt  looked  down  almost  amiably  at 
the  speaker.  Had  the  boy  studied  for 
weeks  he  could  not  have  made  a  more  con- 
ciliatory speech. 

"  Can't  be  helped,"  said  the  senior. 
"  Might  have  been  worse.  Thanks  again. 
Come  and  see  Mrs.  Wisdom." 

Mrs.  Wisdom  was  a  decent  young  widow 
woman  in  whom  the  Fellsgarth  boys  felt 
a  considerable  interest.  Her  husband,  late 
gamekeeper  at  Shargle  Lodge,  had  always 
had  a  ci\  il  word  for  the  j'oung  gentle- 
men, especially  those  addicted  to  sport,  by 
whom  he  had  been  looked  up  to  as  a  uni- 
versal authority  and  ally.  In  addition  to 
his  duties  at  the  Lodge,  which  were  very 
ill  paid,  he  had  eked  out  his  slender 
income  by  the  help  of  a  boat  which  he 
kept  on  the  lower  reach  below  the  falls, 
and  which  was,  in  the  season,  considerably 
patronised  by  the  schoolboys.  When  last 
season  he  met  his  death  over  one  of  the 
cliffs  of  Hawk's  Pike,  every  one  felt 
sympathy  for  the  widow  and  her  children, 
who  were  thus  left  homeless  and  destitute. 
An  effort  was  made,  chiefly  by  the  school 
authorities,  to  get  her  some  laundry  work, 


and  find  her  a  home  in  one  of  the  little  cot- 
tages on  the  school  farm,  near  the  river  ; 
while  the  boys  nmde  it  almost  a  point  of 
honour  never  to  hire  another  boat  down 
at  the  lake  if  Mrs.  Wisdom's  was  to  be 
had. 

Last  week  the  boat  had  been  brought 
up  to  the  cottage  on  a  cart  to  be  repainted 
for  the  coming  season,  and  while  here 
EoUitt  had  begged  the  use  of  it  for  this 
particular  afternoon  to  fish  from  in  the 
iipper  reach. 

"  Take  care  of  her,  Master  Eollitt,"  said 
the  widow  ;  "  she's  a'most  all  I've  got  left, 
except  the  children.  My  John,  he  did  say 
the  upper  reach  was  no  water  for  boats." 
"  I'll  take  care,"  said  Eollitt. 
As  the  two  boys  now  walked  slowly 
towards  the  cottage.  Fisher  ii  could  see 
that  his  companion's  face  was  working 
ominously.  He  mistook  it  for  ill-temper 
at  the  time,  for  he  did  not  know  Mrs. 
Wisdom's  history,  or  what  the  wreck 
meant  to  her. 

She  was  at  her  door  as  they  approached, 
and  as  she  looked  np  and  saw  their  long 
faces,  the  poor  woman  jumped  at  the  truth 
at  once. 

"  Don't  say  there's  anything  wrong 
with  the  boat,  Master  Eollitt.  Don't  tell 
me  that." 

Eollitt  nodded,  almost  sternly. 
"  It  went  over  the  fall,"  said  Fisher, 
feeling  that  something  ought  to  be  said. 
"  Eollitt  only  just  got  oixt  in  time." 

"Over  the  fall!  Then  it's  smashed," 
cried  she,  bursting  into  tears.  "  It  was  to 
keep  our  body  and  soul  together  this 
season.  Now  what'll  become  of  us  ?  Oh, 
!  Master  EoUitt,  I  did  think  you'd  take  care 
of  my  boat.  It  was  aU  I  had  left — bar 
the  children.    What'll  they  do  now  ?  " 

Eollitt  stood  by  grimly  silent  till  she 
had  had  her  cry  and  looked  up. 

"I'm  sorry,"  said  he,  in  a  voice  that 
meant  what  it  -said.  "  What  was  it 
worth  ?  ' ' 

"  Worth  ?  Everything  to  me." 
"  What  would  a  new  one  cost  ?  " 
"  More  than  I  could  pay,  or  you  either. 
My  John  gave  five  pound  for  her — and 
oh,  how  we  scrimped  to  save  it !  Where's 
it  to  come  from  now  ?  "  and  she  relapsed 
again  into  tears. 

EoUitt  waited  a  little  longer,  but  there 
was  nothing  more  to  add ;  and  presently 
he  signalled  Fisher  to  come  away. 

He  was  silent  all  the  way  home.  The 
junior  did  not  dare  to  speak  to  him — 
scarcely  to  look  up  in  his  face.  Yet  it  did 
occur  to  him  that  if  any  one  had  a  right  to 
be  in  a  bad  temper  over  that  afternoon's 
proceedings  it  was  Mrs.  Wisdom  and  not 
EoUitt. 

As  they  neared  the  school.  Fisher  ii 
began  to  feel  dreadfully  compromised  by 
his  company.  EoUitt' s  clothes  were  wet 
and  muddy ;   his  hands  and  face  were 


dirty  with  his  scramble  along  the  tree ; 
his  air  was  morose  and  savage,  and  his 
stride  was  such  that  the  junior  had  to  trot 
a  step  or  two  every  few  yards  to  keep  up. 
What  would  fellows  think  of  him  ?  Sup- 
pose Eanger  were  to  see  him,  or,  still 
worse,  the  Modern  Wheatfield,  or  

At  this  moment  fate  solved  his  problem. 
For  jiist  ahead  of  him,  turning  tlie  corner 
of  Fowler's  Wall,  was  the  cadaverous  indi- 
vidual who  owed  him  half-a-crown. 

"Oh,  excuse  me,  Eollitt,"  said  he, 
"  there's  a  feUow  there  I  want  to  speak  to. 
Good-bye." 

Eollitt  did  not  appear  either  to  hear 
the  words  or  notice  the  desertion,  but 
stalked  on  tiU  he  reached  Wakefield's. 
The  house  seemed  to  be  empty.  Evi- 
dently none  of  the  other  half-holiday 
makers  had  retm-ned.  Study  doors  stood 
open;  an  imearthly  silence  reigned  in 
WaUy's  quarters.  Even  the  tuck-shop 
was  deserted. 

The  only  person  he  met  was  Dangle, 
the  clubs'  secretary,  who  had  penetrated 
into  the  enemy's  quarter  in  order  to  con- 
fer with  his  dear  colleague  the  treasurer 
as  to  calling  a  committee  meeting,  and 
was  now  returning  unsuccessful. 

"Ah,  EoUitt,"  said  he,  "tell  Fisher  i, 
will  you,  I  want  to  see  him  as  soon  as  he 
comes  in.  I'd  leave  a  line  for  him,  but  I 
don't  know  his  room." 

Whether  Eollitt  heard  or  not,  he  had 
to  guess.  At  any  rate  he  hardly  felt 
sanguine  that  his  message  would  be 
delivered. 

As  for  EoUitt,  he  shut  himself  into  his 
study  with  a  bang,  and  might  have  been 
heard  by  any  one  who  took  the  trouble  to 
listen,  pacing  up  and  down  the  floor  for  a 
long  time  that  evening.  He  did  not  put 
in  an  appearance  in  the  common  room, 
and  although  Yorke  sent  to  ask  him  to 
tea,  he  forgot  all  about  the  invitation,  and 
even  if  he  had  remembered  it,  would  have 
forgotten  whether  he  had  said  yes  or  no. 

The  next  morning — Sunday — just  as 
the  chapel  beU  -s^-as  beginning  to  ring. 
Widow  Wisdom  was  startled  by  a  loud 
knock  at  her  door. 

"  Oh,  Master  Eollitt,"  said  she,  and  her 
eves  were  red  stiU,  "  is  the  boat  safe  after 
all?" 

"  No  ;  but  I've  got  you  another.  Far- 
mer Gay's  was  for  sale  on  the  lake — I've 
bought  it.    It's  yours  now." 

"Farmer  Gay's — mine?  Oh,  go  on. 
Master  Eollitt,  how  could  you  buy  a  boat 
any  more  than  me  ?  Y^ou've  no  money  to 
spare,  I  know." 

"  It's  yours — here's  the  receipt,"  said 
the  boy,  with  almost  a  scowl. 

"  But,  Master  EoUitt  " 

But  Master  Eollitt  had  gone  to  be  in 
time  for  chapel. 

(To  he  continued.) 
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"  Time's  glory  is 
To  unmasli  falsehood  and  bring  truth  to  liglit." 

Shaicespeake. 

IT  soon  became  evident  that  the  Com- 
missioner regarded  me  with  feelings 
the  very  reverse  of  amiable  ;  for  not  only 
was  he  extremely  distant  in  his  manner 
towards  me,  but  on  the  following  Sunday, 
when  I  repaired  as  usual  to  the  church  to 
conduct  the  service,  I  found  the  Honour- 
able Solon  seated  in  my  place,  with  the 
evident  intention  of  performing  the  duties 
himself;  and  I  further  noted  that,  if  this 
action  had  not  the  consent  of  the  entire 
community,  there  was  at  least  a  majority  in 
its  favom%  and  that  those  who  sympathised 
with  me  were  too  miich  overawed  by  the 
claims  of  the  intruder  to  enter  any  protest 
against  this  high-handed  proceeding.  The 
service  was  conducted  much  as  usual, 
except  for  the  addition  of  a  long  extempore 
prayer  before  the  sermon.  This  last  was 
about  an  hour  in  duration,  and  decidedly 
of  a  ranting  character.  It  reminded  me 
forcibly  of  a  story  I  once  heard  of  a  vicar, 
who,  on  coming  to  a  new  parish,  decided 
to  preach  in  as  simple  language  as  possible, 
with  the  astonishing  result  that,  in  a  few 
Sundays,  he  emptied  his  church.  On  in- 
quiring from  one  of  his  farmers  whether 
what  he  preached  was  not  plain  enough, 
the  worthy  man  replied ;  "  That's  it.  Sir ; 
you've  just  'it  it ;  the  last  parson  were  a 
lamed  man,  and  iised  to  give  us  a  bit  o' 
Greek  sometimes." 

This  particular  sermon  was  plentifully 
interlarded  with  doubtful  Latinity ;  I  had 
read  through  Cicero's  "De  Senectute  "  at 
school,  and  having  been  caned  two  or 
three  times  in  the  process,  I  had  retained 
a  very  vivid  idea  of  that  remarkable  little 
treatise;  I  could  hardly  repress  a  smile 
then,  when  the  preacher  transplanted 
Scipio  out  of  the  dialogue  into  the  well- 
known  quotation  from  Xenophon,  making 
him  stand  by  the  dying  bedside  of  Cjtus 
the  Great.  After  having  gone  through 
half  the  sciences  also  in  the  course  of  his 
oration,  the  preacher  said,  "Dear  brethren, 
I've  wandered  so  far  fi'om  the  text  that  I 
shan't  be  able  to  go  to  it  to-day;  but  what's 
that  matter,  brethren,  if  I've  done  you 
all  good?"  The  sermon,  however,  took 
twenty  minutes  longer  to  conclude  ;  but 
it  completely  established  the  reputation 
of  the  Honourable  Solon  as  a  preacher  of 
vast  learning  and  remarkable  eloquence, 
who  certainly  ought  to  have  been  a  bishop 
^  if  a  grateful  comitry  had  treated  him  as  he 
deserved. 

Another  and  even  more  painful  trial 
was  in  store  for  me  ;  for  the  next  step 
taken  hy  the  Commissioner  was  to  dis- 
possess me  of  the  school.  I  could  have 
borne  the  cold  looks  of  those  who  had 
once  been  my  warm  fi'iends  ;  I  could  have 
patiently  endured  the  long  diatribes  of  the 
Commissioner,  rendered  piquant  as  they 
invariably  were  by  disparaging  allusions 
to  myself  and  the  two  other  unfortunate 
aliens,  whose  only  crime  was  that  they  did 
not  belong  to  the  original  settlers ;  I  could 
have  borue  with  equanimity  the  fact  that 


I  was  only  allowed  on  sufferance  to  tiU 
the  land  which  was  now  my  sole  means 
of"  subsistence.  But  when  it  came  to 
taking  the  school  away  from  me,  in  the 
duties  of  which  I  had  always  taken  the 
keenest  delight ;  when  the  children  chmg 
to  me  with  tears  in  their  eyes,  and  be- 
sought me  not  to  leave  them,  then  I 
eould  bear  it  no  longer,  and  burst  into  an 
indignant  protest,  which  ended  by  my 
being  put  under  arrest  for  a  week,  and 
forbidden  to  leave  my  house  under  pain 
of  fine  or  imprisonment,  or  to  hold  any 
communici^tion  with  any  one  except  those 
who,  as  my  tormentor  styled  it,  "  had 
charge  of  me." 

The  worth3'  gentleman  had  frequently 
spoken  of  "the  executive,"  and  of 
"punishment,"  and  it  soon  became  abun- 
dantly evident  what  meaning  he  attached 
to  those  terms.  One  day,  about  a  month 
after  the  events  related  above,  I  observed 
a  great  commotion  in  the  neighbom-hood 
of  the  school,  and  on  inquiring  the  cause, 
I  found  that  a  sitting  of  "  The  Supreme 
Court"  was  in  progress,  for  the  trial  of 
Abel  Duffy,  the  late  schoolmaster,  on 
what  charge  I  could  not  clearly  ascer- 
tain. It  seemed  at  first  doubtful  whether 
I  could  be  admitted,  but  on  appeal  being 
made  to  the  Commissioner,  he  replied, 
"  Certainlj',  the  coui't  is  open  :  any  person 
may  come  in  and  see  justice  done,  be  he 
the  veriest  scomidrel  upon  earth.  I  hope 
the  rascally  foreigner  will  take  note  that 
even  in  this  remote  island,  so  far  removed 
from  the  area  of  civilisation,  justice  over- 
takes and  punishes  the  guilty." 

The  court  sat  for  several  hours,  at  the 
end  of  which  time  I  could  make  out 
nothing  more  than  that  Abel  had  divulged 
to  the  parties  most  interested,  a  most 
obnoxious  design  of  the  commissioner's 
for  getting  rid  of  his  three  enemies  by 
sending  their  wives  and  children  from  the 
island.  That  Duffy  should  be  found 
guilty  was  of  cotu'se  a  foregone  conclusion, 
and  now  the  Commissioner  gathered  him- 
self up  for  the  final  eflbrt,  and  in  a 
tremendous  voice  passed  upon  him  the 
sentence  that  he  should  receive  three  dozen 
lashes  with  a  cat,  pay  a  heavy  fine,  and 
leave  the  island  by  the  first  opportunity ; 
"and,"  addedhe,  "yoxi  may  be  very  thank- 
ful that  we  have  no  branding  instrmnents 
here,  or  I  would  have  you  branded  E.V. 
'  rogue,'  and  '  vagabond,'  which  you  mi- 
doubtedly  are  ;  but  the  court  is  willing  to 
temper  justice  with  mercy,  and  will  even 
grant  a  remission  of  your  sentence,  if  you 
conduct  yourself  so  as  to  deserve  it.  One 
dozen  lashes  you  must  undoubtedly  siift'er ; 
that  bemg  the  only  eflicacious  method  of 
appealing  to  a  nature  so  hardened  as  yours 
appears  to  be.  Whether  you  receive  the 
second  dozen  or  not,  will  accordingly 
depend  upon  yom*  future  conduct;  and 
whether,  according  to  your  reiterated 
promise,  you  continue  to  respect  the  public 
functionaries  of  this  island,  while  thus  you 
remain  upon  it.  But  even  if  you  deviate 
fi'om  this  promise,  which  it  is  much  to  be 
feared  you  will,  since  I  am  told  yoxi  are 


an  incorrigible  scoimdrel;  even  if  you 
compel  us  to  administer  the  second  dozen 
lashes,  in  the  interest  of  the  discipline  and 
good  order  which  the  exectitive  is  deter- 
mined to  maintain  and  enforce ;  still,  in 
tlie  event  of  a  manifest  reformation  of 
your  rule  of  action  and  erroneous  actions 
and  principles,  the  executive  is  ever  ready 
and  wiUing  to  take  into  consideration,  so 
far  as  circumstances  may  permit,  and  may 
prove  compatible  with  the  general  interest 
of  the  commonwealth,  touching  the 
premises  [sic]  and  in  relation  to  the  said 
rule  of  action  which  you  may  hereafter 
think  it  just  to  pursue,  and  the  good 
behaviour  which  circumstances  render  it 
expedient  that  you  shoirld  adopt — I  say  the 
executive  is  ever  willing  to  take  a  lenient 
\iew  of  your  case,  but  if  you  do  not  so 
reform  and  behave,  tlae  balance  of  a  dozen 
or  fourteen  which  still  remain  due  to  you 
must  be  settled  accordingly." 

Tlie  first  part  of  tliis  monstrous  sentence 
was  carried  out  without  delay,  and  carried 
out  in  the  church,  of  all  places  in  the 
world.  The  islanders  who  took  part  in  it, 
or  witnessed  it,  have  often  since  confessed 
to  me  their  utter  inability  to  rmderstand 
the  infatuation  which  then  possessed  them 
so  that  they  did  not  even  cry  "  shame  " 
on  these  most  iniquitous  proceedings. 
They  had  had  no  experience  of  anything 
but  temporary  insanity,  or  they  would 
ha^-e  surely  looked  with  sus^jicion  on  their 
visitor,  who  actually  kept  a  loaded  musket 
beneath  his  seat  in  church  to  intimidate 
his  hearers,  and  who,  I  verily  believe, 
would  have  in  some  way  endeavoured  to 
compass  my  death,  had  I  not  at  last  chosen 
voluntary  exile  in  preference  to  the  misery, 
suspense,  and  semi-starvation  which  I 
was  then  endurmg. 

I  left  Eos  with  my  two  companions  in 
adversity  by  a  ship  bound  for  Tahiti, 
which  happened  to  call  in  to  adjust  her 
compasses.  I  placed  myself  under  the 
protection  of  the  missionaries  at  that 
place,  who  received  me  most  kindly  and 
gave  me  a  share  in  thek  work,  which  I 
found  marvellously  pleasant  after  my  late 
sufferings.  They  informed  me,  to  my 
great  astonishment,  that  the  Honom-- 
able  Solon  had  also  honom-ed  them  with 
a  visit,  and  had  offered  to  correct  a  whole 
host  of  imaginary  evUs  in  their  system  of 
CA-angelismg  the  island ;  he  had  at  last 
be'6ome  so  troublesome  that  they  were 
obliged  to  get  rid  of  their  visitor  in  the 
best  way  thej-  could,  and  foimd  the  very 
greatest  difficulty  in  bringing  the  delicate 
matter  to  a  successfid  issue.  I  now,  more 
than  ever,  felt  certain  that  I  had  right  on 
my  side,  and  that  it  was  only  a  question 
of  time  and  patience.  I  saw  clearly  that 
it  would  be  no  use  attempting  to  undeceive 
the  people  of  Eos ;  even  if  they  got  the 
letter,  it  would  probably  be  opened  by  the 
Commissioner,  and  in  any  case  the  state- 
ment would  not  be  believed.  I  deter- 
mined therefore  to  wait  patiently,  and 
endure,  as  best  I  might,  the  cruel  separa- 
tion from  my  wife  and  thi'ee  little  children, 
and  I  counselled  my  two  fiiends  to  do  the 
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same.  I  felt  that  deliverance  would  1 
surely  come,  sooner  or  later. 

After  we  had  been  in  exile  about  nine 
months,  I  received  a  most  penitent  com- 
mimication  from  the  Eos  islanders,  beg- 
ging me  to  come  back  to  them,  and  at  the 
same  time  offering  to  pay  all  my  expenses. 
It  seems  that  a  man-of-war  had  lately 
touched  at  the  island,  commanded  by  a 
yoimger  son  of  one  of  om'  English  diikes. 
As  soon  as  the  vessel  anchored,  the  usual 
deputation  put  off  to  her,  and,  on  going  on 
board,  the  magistrate  informed  his  lord- 
ship that  the  Commissioner  would  shortly 
arrive  to  pay  him  an  official  visit.  "  In- 
deed," replied  the  captain,  "  and  pray, 
who  may  the  Commissioner  be  ?  I  was 
not  aware  that  His  Majesty  had  any 
representative  at  Eos."  The  islanders 
assured  the  captain  that  such  was  the  case. 
"  And  pray,  who  may  the  gentleman  be  ?  " 
replied  the  captain  ;  "  will  you  be  so  good 
as  to  obhge  me  with  his  name  ?  " 

"  Honoured  sir,"  replied  the  magistrate, 
"  his  name  is  the  Honourable  Solon  But- 
tercluck,  and  we  imderstand  that  he  is  the 
son  of  a  former  Lord  Veryauld,  and  that 
the  family  is  very  distinguished  among 
the  aristocracy  of  Great  Britain." 

Lord  Alexander  appeared  puzjiled. 
"  Veryauld,  Veryauld,"  said  he,  half  to 
himself ;  "I  never  heard  the  name  before  ; 
and  Buttercluck  too  sounds  rather  odd. 
But  we  can  soon  see,  of  course ;  Mr.  Wil- 
son, pray  go  down  into  my  cabin,  and 
fetch  me  '  Burke's  Peerage  ' ;  you  will 


find  it  on  my  desk."  This  order  was 
addressed  to  the  captain's  clerk,  who  dis- 
appeared, and  shortly  afterwards  returned 
bearing  a  large  red  volume,  which  he 
handed  to  his  lordship. 

"  I  thought  as  much,"  said  he,  after 
eagerly  scanning  the  index  ;  "  yom*  visitor 
is  indeed  a  very  distinguished  member  of 
our  aristocracy,  seeing  that  there  is  no 
such  peerage,  and  the  name  does  not  exist 
among  the  aristocracy,  if  it  does  elsewhere, 
which  I  doubt.  I  much  fear  that  you,  my 
friends,  have  been  grossly  imposed  upon, 
and  that  you  will  have  learned  rather  a 
severe  lesson  on  the  depravity  of  human 
nature."  He  then  rang  his  beU  violently, 
and  on  the  appearance  of  the  sentry  des- 
patched orders  to  the  gimner  to  delay  the 
salute  ;  then,  turning  to  the  deputation, 
he  continued,  "  I  was  about  to  wake  your 
echoes  with  my  guns ;  but  yonder  distin- 
guished member  of  the  aristocracy  of 
Great  Britain  will  thmk  that  the  compli- 
ment is  meant  for  him  ;  whereas  if  I  am 
not  greatly  mistaken,  he  is  not  worthy  of 
the  smallest  expenditure  of  powder." 

Just  then  the  sentry  re-entered,  and  in- 
formed the  captain  that  a  boat  was  along- 
side, bringing  the  Governor  of  the  island. 
The  captain  now  demanded  of  the  depu- 
tation if  they  had  ever  seen  the  gentle- 
man's commission,  or  heard  it  read  ;  and 
on  their  replying  in  the  negative  he  said, 
"  I  thought  as  much.  You  will  never  see 
that  interesting  document — it  does  not 
exist.    Now  let  us  go  and  have  an  inter- 


view with  this  potentate."  The  captain 
advanced  to  meet  the  Honourable  Solon, 
and  immediately  requested  the  favour  of 
his  name,  and  a  sight  of  his  credentials  ; 
but  before  the  Commissioner  was  able  to 
reply,  a  flood  of  recollections  seemed  to  be 
awakened  in  the  heart  of  the  gallant- 
officer.  "  Why,  sm-ely,"  said  he,  "  this  is- 
not  our  first  meeting ;  you  are  surely  the 
gentleman  who,  as  the  self-elected  gover- 
nor of  another  small  colony  of  Hi& 
Majesty's  subjects,  gave  me  siich  infinite 
trouble  five  years  ago.  If  I  am  not  mis- 
taken you  then  bore  another  name- 
equally  absurd  as  that  which  you  are  now' 
palming  off  on  this  simple-minded  people, 
to  whom  I  suspect  you  will  have  taught  a 
sharp  lesson  as  to  the  depravity  of  man- 
kind. Pray,  have  you  been  ill-treating 
and  imprisoning  respectable  householders 
as  you  did  at  St.  Mary's  Island  '?  I  sliaU 
not  be  in  the  least  suri^rised  to  find  that 
you  have  been  occupying  somebody's 
house  without  the  least  right  to  it,  or  any 
thought  of  paying  rent.  Perhaps,  too,  you 
have  been  riding  your  favourite  hobbies 
of  confiscating  land,  and  administering 
the  cat  to  those  who  are  so  unfortunate 
as  to  differ  with  you.    We  shall  see." 

The  pseudo-Commissioner  stood  con- 
victed, and  unable  to  offer  a  syllable  in 
his  own  defence  :  while  the  crestfallen 
islanders  now  saw  how  thoroiighly  they 
had  been  deceived,  and  how  sorely  they 
had  injured  men  to  whom  they  were 
bound  by  ties  of  gratitude  as  well  as  of 
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blood.  The  captain  of  the  Amphion  insti- 
tuted a  searching  inquiry  into  tlie  conduct 
and  proceedings  of  the  Honourable  Solon, 
whose  name  we  afterwards  discovered 
to  be  Thomas  Jenks.  This  investigation 
resulted  in  the  complete  exoneration  of  us 
three  unfortunate  exiles,  and  the  complete 
exposure  of  our  enemy.  The  captain  ex- 
pressed his  great  regret  tliat  he  had  no 
power  to  take  away  tliis  obnoxious  indi- 
vidual from  the  island  at  once  ;  but  he 
promised  to  lay  the  matter  before  the 
Commander-in-chief  on  the  station,  in 
order  that  a  ship  might  be  sent  down  to 
remove  him  on  the  first  opportunity. 

Thus  ended  the  revolution  at  Eos. 
We  retm-ned  to  our  wives  and  families 
with  thankful  hearts,  well  content  to  let 
bygones  be  bygones,  since  we  were  siu'e 
that  our  friends  were  by  no  means  lilcely 
to  forget  the  lesson  which  they  had  learned. 
Nor  wei'e  we  wrong  in  our  surmise ;  for 
there  now  ensued  a  long  period  of  tran- 


quillity extending  over  many  years,  when 
the  onl\-  flduds  which  overshadowed  us 
were  such  as  fall  to  the  common  daily  lot 
of  the  whole  human  race.  The  commu- 
nity increased  in  numbers,  and  gained 
more  and  more  of  kindly  recognition  fi-om 
tlie  outside  world ;  our  houses  began  to 
be  filled  with  kind  tokens  of  its  good- 
will ;  and  the  services  of  the  church 
were  likewise  much  embellished  by  the 
liberality  of  fellow-worshippers  in  the  old 
country. 

One  of  these  gifts,  received  almost  at 
the  close  of  this  period,  made  a  profound 
impression  upon  me.  This  was  a  costly 
and  beautiful  set  of  vessels  for  use  in  the 
Holy  Communion,  given  doubtless  by 
someone  wholly  ignorant  of  the  fact  that 
we  had  no  clergyman  resident  on  the 
island.  I  had  often  thought  of  the  dis- 
advantages under  which  we  labom'ed,  and 
j  of  the  melancholy  fact  that  no  one  in  the 
I  island   received  the  blessed  sacrament 


except  on  the  rare  occasion  of  the  visit  of 
a  man-of-war  bearing  a  chaplain ;  but 
now,  as  I  impacked  these  costly  treasures, 
I  grasped  the  situation  as  I  had  never 
grasped  it  before. 

Something  must  be  done.  At  least  it 
was  my  bounden  duty  to  acquaint  the 
j  people  of  their  need,  and  of  the  priceless 
j  advantages  which  would  accrue  to  them 
1  from  such  a  change.  Cost  what  it  might, 
I  must  lay  the  matter  before  them,  and 
offer  to  resign  my  p)ost  of  lay  deacon  if 
any  clergyman  could  be  found  willing  to 
come  out  and  take  charge  of  the  Church  of 
God  in  Eos.  While  I  was  considering 
how  best  to  carry  out  this  resolve,  and 
wondering  how  it  was  that  I  had  not  long 
before  faced  so  important  a  question,  there 
occurred  an  event  by  which  the  matter 
was  settled  in  a  manner  altogether  con- 
trary to  my  expectations. 

{To  be  continued.) 


AS  it  would  take  four  days  to  reach  Trinco- 
malee,  with  stoppages,  we  started  off  the 
next  morning  in  both  canoes  and  made  good 
progress  before  breakfast.  The  place  was  so 
wild  that  we  could  not  resist  spending  the 
afternoon  there  and  shooting  all  kinds  of 
low-country  birds. 

While  returning,  after  a  short  walk, 
McK  found  cheetahs'*  "pugs"  (foot- 
marks) in  some  dark  mud  not  half  a  mile 
from  wdiere  we  were  encamping.  It  was 
agreed  that  after  supper  we  should  tie  some 
animal  to  a  stake  at  night,  and  lie  in  wait 
rfor  our  feline  friend.  The  moon  might  be 
expected  to  rise  at  about  one  a.m.,  so  that  a 
good  sleep  could  be  had  first.  Two  coolies, 
after  some  trouble,  managed  to  capture  a 
young  "  kurangoo  "  (red  monkey),  which  they 
said  would  be  the  most  tempting  morsel 
possible  for  a  hungry  cheetah. 

We  turned  in  early,  and  were  called  as 
soon  as  the  moon  rose.  It  felt  damp  and 
cold  after  our  half  night's  rest.    I  suggested 

to  McK         the  cruelty  of  the  x^roceeding, 

knowing  perfectly  w-ell  at  the  time  that  my 
-qualms  of  conscience  arose  solely  from  sleepi- 
ness, and  not  from  any  other  compunction. 

•McK         however  quite  saw  through  this, 

and  told  me  that  the  young  monkey  was 
booked  to  die,  and  that  it  would  be  far  less 
cruel  to  give  it  a  quick  death  than  to  allow  it 
to  die  of  starvation.     Knowing  what  an 

impostor  I  was,  McK  poured  some  cold 

water  down  my  back,  which  made  me  feel 
more  wide  awake  than  was  pleasant. 

He  told  the  tracker  to  bring  the  unfortunate 
bait ;  we  repaired  to  the  place  where  the 
"pugs"  had  been  seen,  and  tethered  the 
young  monkey  to  a  small  stake  in  an  open 
spot.  Taking  up  a  position  well  to  leeward 
of  it,  we  lay  down  on  our  faces  behind  some 
tufts  of  high  mana  grass  and  waited. 

The  miasma  arising  from  the  river  seemed 
damj)  in  our  lungs,  and  made  us  long  for  a 
pipe,  which  was  quite  out  of  the  question. 
Not  a  sound  was  to  be  heard,  and  we  thought 
to  ourselves  that  it  would  turn  out  as  it  did 
the  previous  time,  when  we  sat  up  for  a 


*  "Cheetah"  is  a  Ceylon  misnomer  for  the  leopard 
or  panther  which  has  retractile  claws.  The  cheetah 
proper  is  not  found  in  the  island. 
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cheetah  for  six  mortal  hours  without  any 
result.  The  cries  of  the  wretched  monkey 
were  unceasing.  Putting  myself  in  the  place 
of  the  cheetah,  it  seemed  as  if  flesh  and 
blood  could  stand  it  no  longer.  Towards  the 
grey  of  the  morning  we  distinctly  heard  a 
jDurring  noise,  and  knew  that  our  long  watch 
was  about  to  be  rewarded.  The  disagreeable 
element  in  this  was  that  the  sound  came 
apparently  from  behind  us.  We  shifted  our 
position  a  bit  and  waited  breathlessly.  With- 
out any  further  warning,  the  sound  of  a  soft 
thud  was  audible,  and  a  large  form  alighted 
within  a  foot  of  the  tethered  monkey.  Mc 

K  and  I  fired  almost  at  the  same  moment, 

and  the  only  result  was  that  the  cheetah 
bounded  away  as  actively  as  it  came,  and  we 
listened  to  crash  after  crash  growing  fainter 
in  the  distance  with  the  greatest  disappoint- 
ment. The  monkey  was  happily  saved. 
Neither  of  us  spoke  for  about  live  minutes, 

when  McK  remarked  that  we  "  had  better 

have  some  coffee  made,  as  he  was  cold."  The 
circumstance  of  the  cheetah  was  not  men- 
tioned by  either  for  some  hours ;  but  when 
the  tracker  and  Audi  inquired  after  our 
night's  work,  we  both  looked  at  each  other 
and  laughed  outright.  Audi  took  it  very 
much  to  heart,  and  explained  to  us  that  it 
passed  his  comprehension  altogether  how 
both  his  masters  should  have  clean  missed  a 
stationary  shot  at  ten  or  twelve  paces,  even 
by  moonlight.  He  fairly  insisted  on  taking 
the  dogs  to  the  place,  and  seemed  so  down- 
cast when  we  told  him  that  we  could  not 
take  the  trouble  to  accompany  them  that 
we  determined  to  go.  To  our  surprise  all 
three  dogs  tongued  loudly,  and  followed  the 
course  the  cheetah  had  taken  at  a  headlong 
pace. 

About  a  quarter  of  a  mile  further  on  we 
came  upon  some  rocky  ground  and  found 
blood  spots  upon  many  of  the  stones,  which 
raised  our  hopes  still  further.  The  dogs  were 
not' in  sight,  but  we  heard  them  baying  away 
furiously,  and  pushed  on  at  a  good  pace.  A 
rocky  mound  now  came  into  view,  at  the  foot 
of  which  the  dogs  were  barking,  and  trying 
ineffectually  to  jump  up.  There  was  a  cleft 
in  the  rock  at  about  six  feet  from  tiie  ground, 
and  but  little  doubt  that  our  friend  the 
cheetah  was  comfortably  ensconced  inside. 


This  was  rather  a  dilemma,  as  there  was 
no  combustible  matter  within  ea.sy  reach. 

McK  's  impatience  would  brook  no 

waiting,  and  taking  out  his  heavy  hunting 
knife,  he  scrambled  wp  and  disappeared  into 
the  mouth  of  the  cave.  It  was  what  not 
many  men  would  have  done,  to  go  into  a 
semi-dark  place  after  a  wounded  cheetah  with 
nothing  but  a  knife.  I  heard  him  calling  out 
to  me  to  come  and  help  very  cheerily,  and 
found  him  tugging  away  at  the  beast's  tail, 
which  was  quite  dead !  We  succeeded 
ultimately  in  getting  it  out.  This  was  rather 
a  tame  ending  when  we  had  expected  another 
exciting  hunt ;  but  it  was  better  than  having 
missed  the  brute  altogether,  as  we  thought 
had  been  the  case.  When  speaking  to  my 
friend  about  the  danger  he  had  run  he  only 
chuckled,  and  said  that  "he  did  not  see  much 
danger  in  going  into  any  jil&ce  after  a  dead 
animal !  " 

The  poor  brute  must  have  suffered  some 
I  pain,  as  it  had  been  shot  through  the  lungs. 
[  Its  skin  w'as  the  finest  we  had,  and  its  claws 
now  form  a  very  handsome  necklace.  Upon 
getting  back  to  the  canoe  we  both  went  fast 
asleep,  and  did  not  awake  until  it  was  becom- 
ing dusk.  It  being  quite  useless  to  attempt 
loading  up  the  boat  by  torchlight,  w-e  sat  over 
the  fire  and  yarned  away  until  the  moon  rose, 
when,  after  an  hour's  packing,  we  started  off" 
and  paddled  aw-ay  down  stream.  The  mos- 
quitoes here  quite  spoilt  the  pleasure  we 
should  otherwise  have  derived  from  this 
moonlight  journey.  A  devil-bird  sailed  noise- 
lessly across  the  canoe  at  one  time,  and 
although  both  of  us  got  a  snap  shot  it  con- 
tinued its  course  in  the  same  calm  and  grace- 
ful manner,  not  even  deigning  to  quicken  its 
flight. 

After  musing  for  some  time  I  fell  asleep 
in  the  canoe,  and  was  aroused  by  the  crack 

of  a  rifle  just  before  daybreak  ;  McK  bad 

shot  a  spotted  deer  which  came  through  the 
brushwood  to  drink. 

We  did  not  come  to  an  anchor  until  the 
middle  of  the  day,  when  a  fine  breakfast  was 
made  of  the  venison.  The  entire  afternoon 
we  pursued  our  course,  and  were  even  able  to 
hoist  a  ground  sheet  as  a  sail,  which  gave 
good  help.  Coming  upon  a  tidy-looking  native 
village  between  five  and  six  o'clock,  we  asked 
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ior  and  obtained  a  straw-thatched  hut  for  the 
night,  and  were  extremely  comfortable.  The 
Singhalese  said  that  Trincomalee  was  not 
more  than  twelve  miles  distant,  so  that  we 
should  arrive  thei-e  the  next  morning  for 
breakfast.  Neither  of  us  was  sorry,  being 
very  apprehensive  about  N  ,  besides  feel- 
ing seedy  ourselves  from  the  feverish  climate 
of  the  river  bank. 

The  last  beasts  shot  upon  our  expedition 

were  alligators.    Both  McK  and  myself 

fired  at  every  one  we  saw,  and  I  trust  did 
some  damage  among  them. 

Native  boats  were  frequent  now,  and  re- 
garded us  with  some  curiosity,  especially 
upon  hearing  that  we  had  come  from  over  a 
hundred  and  fifty  miles  up  the  country, 
measuring  by  river.  Leaving  Andi  in  charge 
of  the  canoes,  we  hastened  to  the  Besthouse, 

and  were  rejoiced  to  see  N  sitting  in  a 

deck  chair  in  the  verandah  with  his  legs  upon 
a  small  table  in  front  of  him.  He  had  only 
arrived  the  night  before,  and  looked  some- 
what done  up.  He  had  passed  most  com- 
fortless nights,  and  lost  the  sole  of  one  boot, 
which  made  walking  most  painful.  His  suc- 
cess with  the  elephants  had  not  been  good, 
as  he  had  come  up  with  them  upon  four 
successive  days.  Three  had  been  killed,  one 
of  which  had  mauled  the  tracker  rather 
seriously.  Fortunately  for  them  both,  they 
fell  in  with  a  party  of  Moormen  traders,  who 
accompanied  them  to  within  a  short  distance 

of  Trincomalee,  and  lent  N         a  pair  of 

sandals  to  walk  in. 

We  were  all  of  us  very  glad  to  get  back  to 
civilisation  again.  Chairs  and  tables  seemed 
delightful  luxuries  after  the  back-breaking 
postures  in  which  meals  had  been  eaten  for 
some  time. 

This  was  the  first  time  I  had  been  to  Trin- 
comalee. The  sea  air  and  bathing  were  very 
refreshing,  although  the  weather  was  hotter 

than  usual  there.    N         and  myself  met 

there  once  again  after  some  years,  and  spent 
the  greater  part  of  one  day  in  a  canoe,  look- 
ing for  the  body  of  a  man  who  had  been 
drowned.  He  had  taken  a  lady  in  a  boat  to 
have  luncheon  upon  one  of  the  islands  in  the 
harbour.  She  was  seen  to  be  in  distress  and 
was  taken  off — alone.  Her  companion  and 
she  were  having  lunch,  when  they  noticed 
that  the  boat  had  become  untied  and  was 
drifting  away.  He  jumped  into  the  water 
and  swam  after  the  boat,  but  sank  suddenly 
just  before  reaching  it.  Whether  or  not  a 
shark  had  taken  him  no  one  ever  knew,  but 
lie  was  never  seen  again  nor  was  his  body 
recovered.  The  accident  made  a  great  stir  in 
Trincomalee,  where  he  was  known. 

Sharks  are  quite  sufficient  to  spoil  the 
pleasure  of  a  bathe  even  at  Mount  Lavinia, 
near  Colombo,  where  they  say  that  it  would 
be  impossible  for  one  to  come  inside  the  bar, 
hut  I  have  always  felt  while  swimming  here, 
that  the  fact  of  being  swallowed  by  a 
shark  would  not  be  rendered  any  the  less 
unpleasant  by  its  being  announced  in  the 
paper  as  "  a  most  extraordinary  occurrence," 
■which  "had  never  taken  place  before  !  " 

This  will  happen  some  day.  Sharks  are 
only  waiting  until  they  get  a  chance  at  a 
married  man  \vho  will  leave  a  widow  with 
fifteen  children.  Bachelors  are  not  a  tempt- 
ing enough  bait ! 

We  spent  three  or  four  days  in  arranging 
the  transport  of  our  goods  and  chattels  to 
Hambantotte  by  bullock-cart.  As  soon  as 
cur  horses  arrived  we  set  off  and  reached 
Galle  in  five  days.  Excellent  sniise  shooting 
was  obtained  in  the  morning  and  evening, 
and  near  Madura  the  dogs  pulled  down  a  fine 
old  boar  after  an  exciting  chase.  From 
Galle  we  took  night  coach  to  Colombo,  and 
arrived  there  at  daybreak  the  next  morning, 
after  an  oyster  supper  partaken  of  at  Ben- 
totte,  where  they  halt  for  half  an  hour  at 


midnight.    McK         had  to  go  up  country 

at  once,  and  left  by  the  afternoon  train. 

Had  it  not  been  for  his  kindness  we 
should  never  have  been  able  to  manage  the 
trip,  as  both  of  us  were  griffins.  I  am  glad 
to  think  that  we  did  not  disgrace  him  by  any 
very  serious  bungles,  nor  grumble  at  the 
'■  roughing  it,"  whichhad  tobe  done.  Although 
I  spent  my  leave  every  year  after  this  in 
going  for  shooting  trips,  this  first  one  will 
always  carry  the  palm  for  enjoyment.  Pro- 
bably, of  course,  merely  because  it  was 
the  first.  The  game  we  shot  was  not  exces- 
sive, but  still  there  were  a  good  many  skins, 
tuslies,   and   claws,   to  keep   as  trophies. 

N  and  I  remained  in  Colombo  for  some 

little  time  revelling  in  sea-bathing  at  the 
Mount  Hotel  and  fish  dinners.  I  was  back 
upon  the  estate  before  my  leave  expired,  and 
found  that  things  had  gone  on  so  satis- 


IN  the  forefront  of  the  battle,  where  blows 
fell  fast  as  hail. 
The  chieftain's  flag  waved  proudly  'mid  his 

serried  ranks  of  mail. 
'Twas  the  Peshwa's   stoutest  warrior  the 

conquering  pennon  bore — 
Old  "  Havildar  "  the  elephant,  grim  pano- 
plied for  war. 

Dark  welling  from  the  howdah,  in  thick  and 

sluggish  tide. 
Dripped  o'er  the  beast's  gay  trappings,  adown 

his  armoured  side. 
The  life-blood  of  the  captains  who  propped 

the  flag  on  high, 
And,  in  death's  arrogance,  seemed  still  to 

threaten  and  defy. 

Behind  the  huge,  sagacious  head,  in  caution 

and  command. 
Astride  sat  Lutchmanji  Mahout,  with  driving 

goad  in  hand ; 
Who  for  this  mighty  mammoth  charge  for 

many  a  day  had  cared. 
And  many  a  long,  eventful  year  its  peace 

and  peril  shared. 

Through  pageant  bright,  on  weary  march, 

amid  war's  bristling  ranks. 
And  in  their  happy  hours  of  peace  on  sunny 

Bhima's  banks. 
Toil  and  repose  together  shared  had  knit  them 

lieart  to  heart ; 
But  now  tlieir  comradeship  was  o'er,  the 

trusty  friends  must  part. 

For  hurtling  flew  a  deadly  dart  and  hit  the 
driver,  fair. 

Stricken  to  death,  "  Stand  fast !  "  he  gasped, 

then  clutched  the  empty  air, 
And,  slipping  from  his  lofty  seat  with  moan 

of  mortal  pain, 
Sobbed  out  his  life  in  agony  upon  tlie  sandy 

plain. 

The  charge  was  spent ;  all  shattered  was  its 
glittering  array : 

One  struggle  more ;  then,  foot  by  foot,  the 
Poonah  host  gave  way. 

The  foeman's  courage,  quickening,  in  fresh- 
lit  ardour  glowed : 

The  tide  of  victory  had  turned  and  ever 
faster  flowed. 

And  soon  the  Moghul  horsemen  thick  and 

threatening  pressed  around ; 
But  still  flamed  out  the  Peshwa's  flag,  fast 

rooted  to  its  ground. 
The  fallen  driver's  mandate  staunch  and 

faithful  to  obey. 
The  bsarer  of  the  standard  loomed  high 

above  the  fray. 


factorily  in  my  absence,  that  I  wished  my 
employers  would  allow  leave  twice  as  often  as 
they  did. 

Days  upon  which  nothing  happened  have 
not  been  dwelt  on,  as  they  could  not  be  of 
much  interest.  Any  one  going  down  the 
Mahawelliganga  for  a  similar  trip  next  year, 
may  well  expect  to  kill  as  much  or  more 
game  tlian  we  did,  and  perhaps  be  killed 
themselves  by  elephants,  alligators,  or  jungle 
fever,  if  this  is  any  inducement. 

Sport  in  Ceylon  is  decidedly  good,  and  will 
probably  continue   so  for  many  years  to 

come.     N  left  for  England  the  next 

year  and  returned  married.     McK  and  I 

joined  in  another  trip  to  the  north  of  the 
island.  Andi  turned  into  a  regular  "  Shikari," 
and  only  left  me  when  I  sailed  for  home. 

(the  end.) 


Stand,  warrior  sons  of  Brahma  !    Oh,  will  ve 

fly  the  field, 
And  to  Mahomed's  rabble  rout  in  martial 

manhood  yield  ? 
Still  floats  the  orange  ensign  of  Maharash- 

thar's  race  ; 
Shall  sacrilegious  Muslim  host  its  lofty  pride 

abase  ? 

One  prayer  to  mighty  Shiva  in  this  hour  of 

utmost  need  : 
What  sacrifice  to  war's  dread  God  like  patriot 

blood  shall  plead  ? 
Then  turn  in  onset  glorious  to  meet  the 

exultant  foe. 
To  'venge  the  sore  insulted  soil  and  lay  the 

invader  low. 

As  sullen  wave,  with  lowered  crest  and  savage, 

wrathful  roar. 
Tearing,  with  stubborn  rage,  its  grip  across 

the  shingly  shore. 
Quickly  reforms,  then  turns  again,  and  in  a 

foaming  tide. 
With  unabated  force  whelms  back  and  will 

not  be  denied : 

So  the  Mahratta  chivalry,  hurled  back  in 

broken  wrath. 
Surged  on  again,  and  ever  on  and  for-ri-ard 

swept  their  path. 
While  the  standard  of  the  Peshwa  yet  braves 

the  battle's  brunt, 
What  craven,  caitiff  warrior  but  rallies  to 

the  front? 

And  who  shall  scatter  enemies  who  know  not 

tlreir  defeat  ? 
And  who  shall  conquer  paladins  who  die  but 

not  retreat  ? 
Triumphant  waves  the  banner  'gainst  the 

setting  Indian  sun : 
"  Mahadeo  !  "  "  Mahadeo  !  "  the  victory  is 

won. 

'Tis  staunch  obedience  has  turned  the  issue 
of  the  fray. 

Has  changed  defeat  to  victory  and  won  a 

doubtful  day. 
And  lifeless  lies  its  hero's  friend  !    Now  who 

shall  soothe  his  grief. 
Absolve  his  tried  fidelity  and  tender  it 

relief  ? 

Lo  while,  amid  the  camp  fires,  the  tired 

soldiers  sleep. 
And  jackal  and  hya;na  their  horrid  revel 

keap. 

Above  a  clay-cold  body,  among  the  heaps  of 
slain. 

One  mourner  listens  for  the  voice  which 
ne'er  shall  sound  again. 

[In 


THE  PESHWA'S  ELEPHANT. 

By  Stephen  Gray. 


In  sorrowing,  restless  patience,  slow  swaying 
to  and  fro. 

Three  nights,  three  clays,  the  faithful  beast, 

colossal  in  his  woe, 
Now  trumpets  loud  his  great  despair,  then 

scatters  high  the  dust ; 
Nor  forceful  threat  nor  false  caress  shall 

lure  him  from  his  trust. 

Who  pricks  so  fast  from  Poonah  ?  What 

burden  does  he  bring  ? 
'Tis  a  wise  and  valiant  soldier,  the  veteran 

Golab  Singh. 
Upon  his  saddle  bow  he  bears  a  round-eyed 

baby  boy. 

'Tis  the  dead  driver's  youngest  born,  the 
lode-star  of  his  joy. 


Full  oft  in  hours  of  sport  and  rest,  beneath 
the  pipul's  shade. 

Has  kindly  beast  to  tender  babe  his  loving 
homage  paid : 

Slave  to  a  toddling  tyi'anny,  imperious 
though  mild  ; 

Bowing  in  Titan  dignity  to  the  dear  com- 
rade's child. 

Oft  has  this  tiny  playfellow  run  riot  in  his 
mirth 

Amid  the  mighty  pillars  which  sustain  that 

giant  girth : 
Or,  throned  in  confidence  aloft,  rejoiced  with 

gleeful  cry  ; 
As  swallow  on  the  temple  dome  sits  twitter- 
ing on  high. 


Chieftain  and  trooper,  lord  and  groom,  stand 

all  in  wonder  round. 
What  power   but   cruel  force  shall  move 

Colossus  from  his  ground  ? 
Threat  and  temptation  have  been  tried,  and 

only  tried  to  fail ; 
Whence  shall  the  potent  master  come  whose 

mandate  shall  prevail  ? 

See,  circling  close  the  fragile  form,  with 

thoughtful,  tender  care  ; 
Lifting  on  high  the  laughing  child  in  the 

golden  orient  air ; 
To  baby  lisp  obedient,  in  docile  loving  pride, 
He  passes  on,  majestieal,  with  slow  and 
stately  stride. 


A  nic;  family  party  I 
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ST.    VALENTINE'S    DAY  AFLOAT. 

By  Geoege  Andrew  Patterson,  e.n., 

Autlwr  of       Rolling  Commission,"  "  Jn  (he  Middle  Watch,"  etc. 


THE  changes  rendered  necessary  by  the 
altered  conditions  of  modern  naval  war- 
fare have  taken  all  the  poetry  out  of  our  ships, 
and  in  lieu  of  the  picturesque  wooden  walls 
which  so  long  braved  the  battle  and  the 
breeze,  and  gained  Old  England  her  supre- 
macy upon  the  sea,  we  are  now  called  upon 
in  these  latter  days  to  rejoice  at  the  unlovely 
designs  furnished  by  marine  constructors. 

It  were  not  to  be  wondered  at  if  matter  had 
reacted  upon  mind  ;  let  us  be  thankful,  there- 
fore, that  our  sailors  are  found  not  utterly 
devoid  of  sentiment.  Every  day  of  the  week 
on  board  ship  brings  its  own  particular 
routine,  and,  seeing  there  is  not  that  variety 
of  domestic  and  social  pleasures  available  to 
shoregoing  folks,  any  little  event  which  tends 
to  make  a  break  in  the  monotonous  round  is 
sure  to  meet  with  a  jubilant  reception.  If, 
then,  St.  Valentine's  Day  comes  round 
fraught  with  so  much  hope  and  anticipation 
to  residents  upon  terra  firma,  the  reader  may 
easily  understand  how  that  particular  day  in 
the  calendar  is  looked  forward  to  on  board  a 
man-of-war,  and  that  when  it  arrives  not  a 
few  stalwart  fellows  are  on  the  tiptoe  of  ex- 
pectation. It  might  seem  ridiculous  to  charge 
these  brawny  ones  with  being  nervous,  yet 
perhaps  such  would  not  be  far  from  the  truth. 

There  is  yon  strapping  sub,  for  instance, 
who,  surely,  cannot  be  the  same  puling 
youngster  that  joined  the  training  ship  a 
few  years  since  with  his  sea-chest  and  the 
taste  of  bread  and  butter  about  him ;  but 
'tis  he,  all  the  same,  and  with  the  dawn  of 
manhood  a  change  has  come  over  him  re- 
specting the  sex  feminine.  In  storm  and 
stress  of  weather,  in  times  of  bullying  by 
gun-room  seniors,  his  mind  has  gone  back 
regretfully  to  the  delights  and  comforts  of 
his  boyhood's  home,  that  home  which  he 
was  forced  to  leave  all  too  early  in  order  to 
be  coached  and  crammed  for  an  embryo 


Nelson  ;  he  has  cherished,  I  say,  a  fond  re- 
membrance of  those  happy  times  with  his 
sisters  and  their  playmates.  Yes,  and  one  of 
the  latter,  now  grown  into  a  charming  woman, 
has  quite  taken  his  fancy  ;  one  who  when  he 
runs  down  home  for  a  spell  to  spend  his 
Admiralty  leave  always  meets  him  with  a 
blushing  greeting,  on  the  strength  of  which 
he  dares  to  hope,  though  he  has  not  declared 
himself  yet,  but  fully  means  to  do  so  when 
he  gets  his  lieutenant's  commission.  A 
straw  may  show  how  the  wind  blows,  and  he 
thinks  her  dainty  sailor  costume  indicates 
how  her  preferences  lie  ;  so,  like  Othello,  upon 
this  hint  he  will  speak.  Meanwhile  she  is 
his  valentine  ;  he  has  taken  the  preliminary 
step  of  posting  her  the  choicest  thing  in  that 
line  he  could  find,  and  be  sure  that  he  looks 
forward  with  longing  anticipation  in  the  hope 
that  the  day  will  bring  him  a  similar  token. 

Like  master,  like  man :  many  of  the  fore- 
mast hands  are  keeping  company  with  some 
smart  little  craft,  making  ready  to  take  them 
in  tow  for  the  voyage  of  life,  for  better  for 
worse,  come  fair  weather  or  foul ;  and  ten  to 
one  these  will  not  forget  to  observe  the  time- 
honoured  custom  of  the  day. 

Well  then,  a  postman,  or — to  give  him  his 
proper  style  and  title^an  orderly,  having 
been  put  ashore  from  the  various  harbour 
ships  early  in  the  forenoon,  these  have  re- 
paired one  by  one  to  the  apartment  specially 
reserved  for  them  at  the  Post  OfKce,  and  now 
with  congested  letter-bags,  and  each  reckon- 
ing himself  on  a  par  with  a  Queen's 
Messenger  at  the  very  least,  behold  them 
returning  to  their  respective  vessels.  The 
officers  obtain  the  privilege  of  an  early 
deliver}',  and  presently  the  ward-room  re- 
sounds to  shouts  of  merriment  as  fortu- 
nate possessors  of  valentines  direct  many  a 
sally  across  the  mess-table  and  banter  their 
messmates  left  out  in  the  cold.    These,  how- 


ever, take  it  all  in  good  part,  and  make  the 
best  they  can  of  their  forlorn  situation  in 
bidding  for  and  offering  to  buy  up  the  lucky 
jokers'  love-letters  and  valentines. 

The  bulk  of  the  letters  are  for  Jack  on  the 
lower  deck.  He  is  a  very  different  fellow 
nowadays  from  what  he  was  a  couple  of  "* 
generations  ago,  when,  returning  from  long, 
very  long  commissions,  his  pockets  lined 
with  dollars  galore,  he  fell  an  easy  prey  to 
the  wiles  of  every  designing  siren  who  set 
her  cap  at  him ;  a  very  different  fellow,  one 
who  can  play  his  part  in  social  affairs  and 
prove  himself  a  capable  citizen  everyway. 
But,  for  all  that,  he  occasionally  gets  the 
heartache,  and  is  made  to  feel  the  smart 
when  Cupid  gets  hold  of  him,  as,  for  instance, 
when  it  is  his  fate  to  be  taken  captive  by  the 
pretty  ways  of  some  charming  coquette,  who, 
for  a  season,  bestows  upon  her  sailor  the 
sweetest  smiles,  and  then,  capriciously  pre- 
ferring scarlet  to  navy  blue,  throws  him  over 
for  .Joe  the  marine. 

As  we  have  intimated,  the  lower  deck  is 
well  off  for  letters,  and  these  are  consigned 
to  the  safe  keeping  of  the  master-at-arms. 
Eight  glad  would  that  official  be  to  get  rid  of 
his  burden  instanter,  for  he  is  pestered  by 
every  man  Jack  he  comes  across.  The 
letters,  however,  are  not  to  be  got  out  of 
hand  so  easily,  inasmuch  as  their  owners 
are  stowed  away  in  all  sorts  of  out-of-the- 
way  holes  and  corners — in  double  bottom  or 
boiler,  in  magazine,  sand  tank,  or  glory-hole. 
But,  wherever  they  may  be  doing  their  bit 
for  Queen  and  Country  just  now,  it  may 
safely  be  assumed  there  will  be  a  general 
assembly  presently  at  twelve  o'clock  by  the 
chime,  when  ship's  bell  and  boatswain's  pipe 
alike  proclaun  the  time  to  dine  ;  for.  depend 
upon  it,  there  is  something  wrong  some- 
where if  a  tar  misses  his  muster  then,  and  a 
search  party  had  better  be  told  off  at  once. 


And  so  it  comes  to  pass  that  the  valentines 
are  served  out,  like  the  provisions,  during 
the  dinner-hour,  and,  for  once  in  a  way,  are 
regarded  as  a  greater  event  even  than  the 
serving  out  of  the  grog. 

The  opening  of  the  missives  gives  rise  to 
mixed  feelings,  for,  as  everybody  knows, 
Valentine's  Day  is  made  to  serve  the  double 
pui-pose  of  illustrating  the  sentiments  of  true 
affection  and  the  outpourings  of  spite. 
Hence,  amid  countenances  for  the  most  part 
wreathed  in  smiles,  you  may  note  here  and 
there  a  mariner  with  face  as  long  as  a 
fiddle  ;  the  perusal  of  his  valentine  is  not 
flattering  to  the  reader's  vanity,  and  by  no 
stretch  of  charity  can  it  he  called  a  work  of 
art.  But  his  gloom  is  shortlived  as  an 
April  shower ;  soon  his  uproarious  laugh 
breaks  forth  along  the  mess-deck,  for  Jack, 
take  him  all  in  all,  is  rather  a  generous 
fellow,  and  seldom  indulges  long  in  feelings 
of  resentment. 
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MY  FIRST  TIGER. 


AT  the  time  when  I  shot  my  first  tiger  I  was 
Deputy  Commissioner  of  Maubhoom,  a 
district  in  Chota  Nagpur,  which  is  a  division 
of  Bengal.  Maubhoom  was  a  splendid  dis- 
trict for  sport,  being  in  the  cold  weather  full 
of  wild  duck,  snipe,  and  quail ;  and  at  all 
times  its  many  hills  afforded  first-rate  bear 
shooting.  It  was  also  full  of  tigers,  but,  alas! 
it  was  impossible  to  get  at  them,  as  they  fre- 
quented most  impenetrable  jungle,  too  dense 
to  be  beaten  by  men,  and  in  which  tiger- 
shooting  could  only  have  been  done  off  ele- 
phants, and  that  even  with  great  difficulty. 
Unfortunately,  too,  there  were  hardly  any  ele- 
phants in  those  parts,  and  none  fit  for  shikar; 
in  fact,  I  had  been  obliged  to  shoot  almost 
the  only  elephant  in  the  district,  and  a  fine 
large  tusker  it  was. 

He  belonged  to  the  Pachete  Kajah,  and  had 
been  attached  under  a  decree  of  the  Civil 
Court.  It  was  with  the  greatest  difficulty 
"that  the  warrant  for  its  attachment  could  be 
executed,  for  as  soon  as  a  process  server  came 
near  to  do  so,  it  was  driven  over  the  border 
into  another  district,  in  which  the  warrant 
■could  not  be  served.  At  last  it  was  attached 
and  brought  into  Purulia,  my  head-quarters. 
Before,  however,  it  could  be  sold  in  satisfac- 
tion of  the  decree,  it  went  "must,"  a  periodical 
madness  which  seizes  male  elephants,  and 
which  their  mahouts  or  drivers  with  proper 
medicines  can  control.  In  this  case,  the 
mahout  was  clearly  playing  into  his  master's 
hands,  and  purposely  did  not  take  proper 
steps  to  keep  his  elephant  under  control, 
Qioping  that,  if  it  broke  loose,  they  would  get 
it  out  of  the  clutches  of  the  law.  If  this 
-was  their  object,  they  were  disappointed,  for 
the  elephant  breaking  loose  killed  three 
people,  and  was  busily  employed  pulling  down 
villages,  when  their  inhabitants  came  and 
begged  me  to  shoot  it.  As  we  had  no  ele- 
phants with  which  to  recapture  it,  it  was  ab- 
solutely necessary,  in  the  interests  of  life  and 
property,  that  the  elephant  should  be  killed, 
iso  I  had,  though  with  much  regret,  to 
shoot  it. 

The  loss  of  human  life  by  tigers  in  this 
district  was  immense,  and  Government  paid 
■very  large  rewards  to  Shikarries  for  their 
destruction,  which  they  effected  by  means  of 
traps  of  bows  and  poisoned  arrows  set  in  the 
jungles.  This  was  the  only  way  we  could 
reach  the  brutes,  and  by  such  means  many 
were  killed. 

For  these  reasons,  though  constantly 
■shooting,  I  had  never,  up  to  the  time  of  my 
istory,  come  across  a  live  tiger,  much  as  I 
longed  and  tried  to  do  so. 

I  was  out  shooting  one  day  in  Gooindpur, 

■a  sub-division  of  my  district,  and  D  ,  the 

officer  in  charge  of  the  sub-division,  was  with 
me.  It  was  hilly  country  bordering  on 
Sonthalia,  and  bear-shooting  was  particularly 
good,  bear  being  abundant,  and  Sonthals  the 
pluckiest  of  beaters — so  plucky,  that  I  have 
linown  an  old  Sonthal,  when  one  of  our 
beaters  was  attacked  and  thrown  down  by  a 
big  black  bear,  rush  in  unarmed,  with  only  a 
bamboo  lattice  or  stick  in  his  hand,  and  be- 
labour the  bear,  till  it  left  the  prostrate  beater, 
and  took  to  its  heels.  The  beater  was  badly 
mauled,  but  the  old  Sonthal's  pluck  saved 
his  life. 

We  were  after  bear  on  the  occasion  of 
"which  I  write,  and  our  plan  of  opoi  ations  was 
to  take  up  our  position  on  one  11  m  liill, 
into  which  bear  had  been  tracked,  and.  cither 
on  the  ground  or  in  michaus  (i.e.  small  plat- 
forms made  in  the  boughs  of  a  tree,  and 
screened  with  leaves),  to  wait,  while  a  few 
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hundred  Sonthals,  surrounding  the  hill  on  its 
other  side,  advanced  through  the  jungle, 
shouting  and  beating  the  underwood  with 
their  latties,  and  thus  driving  out  whatever 
game  there  might  be  in  the  hill,  and  forcing 
it  on  to  the  places  where  we  were  posted. 

It  had  been  an  unlucky  morning ;  it  was 
very  hot,  and  the  beaters  seemed  careless, 
and  the  bear  either  broke  back  through  their 
line,  or  somehow  got  off  without  our  seeing 
them.  At  last  a  fine  fellow  broke  in  front  of 
me,  and  I  could  have  sworn  that  he  carried 
off  the  contents  of  my  two  barrels,  but  there 
was,  as  is  so  often  the  case  with  bear,  no  im- 
mediate visible  effect,  and  before  I  could  fire 
again.  Bruin  had  vanished  in  the  jungle  be- 
hind me.  This  was  but  a  small  patch,  and 
I  could  see  beyond,  and  all  round  it,  and 
knew  that  he  had  not  left  it.  We,  therefore, 
searched  this  patch  of  jungle  well,  but  the 
bear  was  nowhere  to  be  found.  A  day  or  two 
afterwards,  however,  vultures  indicated  its 
whereabouts,  and  it  was  found  in  this  very 
patch  dead  and  smelling. 

So  far  the  day  had  been  profitless,  and  as 
the  sun  was  extremely  powerful,  I  proposed 
a  return  to  camp,  but  D  ,  who  had  ar- 
ranged the  shoot  for  me,  was  very  anxious 
that  I  should  beat  one  more  hill  before  we 
left  off.  We  had  some  500  beaters  out,  and 
he  had  just  got  khubr  that,  beside  bear,  a 
tiger  had  been  seen  in  the  hill  which  he 
wished  to  try.  This  at  once  decided  me  ;  I 
was  longing  to  meet  a  tiger,  and  at  last  here 
seemed  a  chance,  so,  mounting  our  horses, 
we  rode  off  in  the  direction  of  this  hill. 

In  this  part  of  the  district,  through  which 
the  Grand  Trunk  Eoad  runs  (for  long  the 
main  line  of  communication  between  lower 
Bengal  and  the  Northern  Provinces),  tigers, 
though  not  really  more  plentiful,  were  more 
often  seen  out  in  the  open  than  in  other 
parts,  and  I  have  known  an  Englishman,  a 
loafer,  travelling  down  the  Trunk  Road  on  a 
native  bullock  ghari,  or  cart,  stalked  for  about 
a  mile  by  a  tiger,  who  quietly  followed  him 
along  the  road.  The  man  had  no  weapon, 
and  was  afraid  that  he  might  excite  the  tiger 
if  he  hurried  the  bullocks  on,  or  if  he  got  off 
the  cart  and  bolted,  so  prudently  he  sat 
quiet,  and  letting  the  bullocks  go  on  at  their 
usual  slow  pace,  watched  the  tiger,  who  at 
last,  to  the  great  relief  of  the  loafer,  and  for 
no  assignable  cause,  gave  up  his  stalk,  and 
went  oft'  into  the  jungle  by  the  side  of  the 
road. 

Such  adventures  arc  not  uncommon,  and 
though  it  has  nothing  to  do  with  my  jsresent 
story,  it  may  be  of  interest  if  I  tell  of  one 
which  happened  to  a  Forest  officer.  Captain 

L  ,  in  the  Julpigori  district,  of  which  I  was 

then  in  charge. 

L  's  duties  as  Forest  officer  necessitated 

his  often  travelling  along  the  military  road 
from  Alipore  to  Buxa.  a  small  hill  station  in 
the  Himalayas,  on  the  frontier  of  Bhutan, 
where  a  native  regiment  is  stationed.  This 
road  runs  through  heavy  jungle,  in  which  are 
many  tigers,  and  is  in  part  bordered  by  forest, 
in  part  by  tall  grass  jungle  ;  on  each  side  of 
the  road  is  a  very  deep  ditch,  which  those  in 
charge  of  it  should  at  all  times  have  kept  clear 
of  jungle,  but  which  was  usually  overgrown 
with'long  grass. 

L  was  one  day  driving  up  to  Buxa  in 

a  small  bamboo  cart  with  a  fat,  sleepy,  chest- 
nut pony  in  the  shafts,  and  he  liad  no  gun  or 
weapon  of  any  kind  with  him.  When  at  a  spot 
where  there  was  no  house  or  hut  for  miles, 
before  or  behind  him.  the  long  grass  cover- 
ing the  ditch  on  his  left-hand  sid^e  suddenly 


moved,  and  out  of  the  ditch  on  to  the  road,  but 
a  few  yards  before  him,  stepped  a  fine  large 

tiger !    L  at  once  pulled  up  bis  pony, 

and  the  tiger,  stopping  in  the  centre  of  the 
road,  faced  round  and  glared  at  him  !  The 
pony,  a  stolid  beast  that  nothing  would  excite, 
after  its  usual  manner  when  stopped,  dropped 
its  head  and  went  to  sleep,  either  not  noticing, 
or  observing  nothing  out  of  the  common  in 

the  tiger  !    L  and  the  tiger  stared  at  each 

other.  It  may  be  easily  imagined  that  L  's 

feelings  could  not  have  been  particularly 
pleasant.  If  I  remember  rightly,  he  had  so 
often  carried  a  rifle  with  him  along  this  road, 
thinking  that  he  might  meet  a  tiger,  without 
ever  seeing  one,  that  at  last  he  gave  it  up, 
and  now,  unarmed,  he  had  met  with  one,  and 
at  very  close  quarters  too  ! 

He  saw  at  once  that  there  was  nothing  to 
be  done,  but  to  wait  until  the  tiger  might 
develop  his  intentions.  He  could  net  drive 
on,  as  the  tiger  blocked  the  way,  and  he  could 
not  turn  round  and  drive  back  without  great 
risk  of  exciting  the  tiger.  So  there  was 
nothing  for  it  but  to  sit  quiet  and  wait,  and 
so  he  sat,  he  and  the  tiger  watching  each 
other.  He  told  me  that  it  seemed  a  long 
time  before  the  tiger  made  up  his  mind,  but 
at  last  it  turned  from  him,  and  slowly  made 
its  way  into  the  ditch  on  the  right  side  of  the 
road. 

It  was  the  hot  weather,  a  still  day,  and  the 

grass  very  dry,  and  L  could  hear  it  rustle 

as  the  tiger  went  into  it,  and  eagerly  did  he 
listen,  hoping  to  hear  the  rustling  go  on  and 
indicate  that  the  tiger  was  retreating  ;  but  no, 
the  grass  hardly  hid  the  tiger  from  view  than 

the  rustling  ceased,  andL  knew  that  the 

tiger  had  stopped,  was  close  to,  p.nd  most 
probably  was  watching  him !  He  did  not 
dare  to  arouse  his  pony  and  drive  on,  as, 
if  he  did  so,  the  chances  were  that  the 
tiger  might  spring  at  him.  So  he  sat  still 
and  waited.  Again  the  wait  seemed  long  till 
the  grass  moved,  and  out  stepped  the  tiger 
once  more  into  the  middle  of  the  road,  and 

facing  L  ,  stared  at  him  !  only  a  very  few 

yards  from  him,  remember  !  There  sat  L  , 

there  stood  the  tiger,  and  between  them  the 
chestnut  pony  slept ! !     Well  might  the 

minutes  seem  long  toL  ,  but,  fortunately, 

there  is  an  end  to  all  things,  and  his  viaurais 
quart  d'hcurc  was  no  exception  to  that  rule. 
The  tiger  at  last  came  to  the  conclusion  that 

he  would  not  interfere  with  L  ,  and  slowly 

retii'ed  into  the  ditch  on  the  left-hand  side 
out  of  which  he  had  come,  and  this  time 

L  ,  to  his  great  joy,  heard  the  sound 

of  the  rustling  in  the  long  grass  go  on  and 
on,  getting  fainter  and  fainter,  till  he  knew 
that  the  tiger  had  gone,  and  then  arousing 
his  pony  out  of  his  peaceful  slumbers,  he 
continued  his  journey,  rejoicing  at  his  escape. 

To  return  to  my  own  story,  on  reaching  the 
hill  where  it  was  said  that  the  tiger  had  been 
seen,  we  found  it  to  be  long,  low,  rocky,  and 
fauiy  straight,  about  a  mile  and  a  half  in 
length,  and  covered  with  small  tree  jungle. 
At  one  end  of  the  hill  there  was  a  deepish 
dip,  forming  a  kind  of  neck,  in  which  ran  a 
pathway,  and  from  which  several  tracks  ran 
up  into  the  hill.  On  one  side  of  this  pathway 
we  found  two  old  michans,  most  rickety 
affairs,  which  had  been  erected  long  before  for 

D  ,  who  then  had  a  "  honk,"  or  drive,  for 

game  in  this  hill.  As  there  were  no  trees  suffi- 
ciently large  at  the  best  spots  for  michans  to  be 
erected,  these  were  made  on  bamboo  scaffold- 
ing some  fifteen  feet  high,  and  were  screened 
in  front  by  what  had  once  been  fresh,  green, 
leafy  boughs,  which  made  the  michan.s  appear 


sufRciently  natural  not  to  attract  the  atten- 
tion of  any  wild  beast.  Now  in  their  dried- 
up,  withered  state,  they  looked  most  con- 
spicuous. This  defect,  however,  was  rapidly 
remedied,  for  a  few  fresh  boughs  being  cut, 
and  the  michans  covered  with  them,  they 
once  more  answered  their  original  pm'pose. 
Nothing  could  be  better  than  their  position. 
They  were  some  100  or  150  yards  apart,  and 
commanded  the  whole  of  the  hill  in  front, 
and  its  slopes  on  each  side,  and  with  good 
beating,  any  beast  in  the  hill,  unless  it  broke 
back  through  the  line  of  beaters,  must  be 
driven  within  range  of  our  batteries. 

I  had  choice  of  michans,  and  selected  the 
left-hand  one,  as  I  thought  from  the  lie  of  the 
ground  that  it  was  the  best  concealed.  The 
track,  or  pathway,  here  ran  deep  in  the  dip  and 
in  front  of  my  michan,  and  only  separatedfrom 
it  by  the  width  of  the  track  was  a  rockj'  bank 
covered  with  low  scrub  bushes,  the  top  of 
which  was  nearly  on  a  level  with  the  platform 
of  the  michau. 

The  beaters  were  now  sent  round  by  cir- 
cuitous routes  in  the  valley,  to  the  far  end  of 
the  hill,  there  to  form  line  and  to  beat  right  up 
to  us,  a  few  men  being  posted  along  the  sides 
of  the  hill  to  prevent  any  animal  escaping. 

D          and  I  took  up  our  j)ositions,  and, 

arranging  our  batteries,  dismissed  our  gun- 
bearers,  chj'prassies,  and  syces  (grooms)  with 
our  horses,  who  went  quietly  down  into  the 
valley,  and  in  a  few  minutes  all  was  still 
around  us,  not  a  sound  to  be  heard.  As  it 
would  take  the  beaters  long  to  get  to  the  end 
of  the  hill  and  to  begin  the  drive,  and  then 
it  would  be  some  time  before  any  animal 
could  reach  us,  I  preferred  sitting  on  the 
grass,  with  a  rifle  by  my  side,  at  the  foot  of 
the  ladder  by  which  I  had  to  mount  into  my 
michan,  to  getting  up  into  that  rickety  old 
construction  a  minute  sooner  than  was 
necessary. 

It  was  early  in  June,  just  before  the  rains 
set  in,  the  season  in  India  when  the  sun  is 
most  powerful ;  the  heat  was  intense,  and 
even  the  few  birds  I  saw  hopped  along  pant- 
ing, with  open  beaks.  A  deathly  silence 
reigned,  as  if  the  great  heat  had  mastered  all 
nature,  and  the  stillness  was  oppressive. 
After  much  waiting,  the  faint  sound  of  the 
far-off  whoop  of  a  South  al  beater  broke  the 
silence,  and  I  was  delighted  to  know  that  the 
drive  had  commenced..- 

There  is  something  peculiarly  pleasant  and 
exciting  in  the  commencement  of  a  beat. 
The  occasional  sound  of  a  beater's  call  indi- 
cates the  advance  of-the  line,  and  you  strain 
hearing  and  sight  to  catch  the  first  rustle  of 
the  dead  leaves,  pressed  by  the  stealthy  foot- 
fall of  some  wild  beast,  as  it  moves  quietly 
from  the  disturbance  in  its  rear,  or  to  get  the 
first  glimpse  of  its  skin.  Then  the  expecta- 
tion !  There  is  no  saying  what  may  break 
in  front  of  you,  and  you  feel  fully  certain 
that  some  animal  worth  getting  must  as- 
suredly do  so. 

It  was  time  for  me  now  to  climb  up  into 
my  michan,  and  I  was  just  about  to  do  it, 
when  a  slight  movement  ahead  of  me,  and 
on  the  top  of  the  bank,  over  which  I  could 
not  then  see,  owing  to  my  being  on  the 
ground,  made  me  seize  my  rifle  and  stand 
expectant.  It  was  a  moment  of  excitement ! 
what  was  the  animal  which  was  so  close  to 
me  ?    Could  it  be  the  tiger  ?    No,  it  was  not 


the  tiger,  not  even  a  bear — but  a  man !  an 
almost  breathless  chyprassy  (i.e.  Government 
messenger),  who  had  been  sent  with  the 
beaters  to  help  to  keep  them  in  line.  The 
momentary  disappointment  was  great,  and  1 
was  beginning  rather  angrily  to  ask  what  on 
earth  he  meant  by  being  thus  ahead  of  the 
line,  when,  coming  close  up  to  me,  he 
whispered,  "  Burra  bagh  hai  sahib  !  " — "  Sir, 
there  is  a  big  tiger  !  "  He  was  a  thoroughly 
brave  fellow  that ;  when  with  the  beaters,  they 
had  sighted  a  tiger,  and  he  had  come  on 
ahead  of  them  alone,  travelling  in  the  same 
direction  as  the  tiger,  to  give  me  what  he 
knew  would  be  most  welcome  news.  It  was 
impossible  to  be  angry  with  him  any  longer, 
so  telling  him  to  get  quickly  out  of  the  hill 
and  down  into  the  valley,  I  mounted  the 
michan  and  kept  a  sharp  look-out.  I  had 
not  been  there  long  before,  far  up  an  opening 
in  the  jungle,  too  far  off  for  a  shot,  I  caught 
for  a  second  a  glimpse  of  a  striped  animal ; 
it  was  the  tiger  right  ahead  of  me,  and  evi- 
dently coming  down  in  my  direction  !  Great 
was  my  excitement,  and  oh !  how  I  longed  to 
see  that  tiger  again,  and  nearer  !    And  how  I 

feared  lest  it  should  break  in  front  of  D  

instead  of  me !  Then  followed  minutes  of 
anxious  waiting  and  expectation.  Nearer, 
louder,  and  more  often  came  the  beaters' 
cries,  but  no  more  could  I  see  of  the  tiger. 

Presently  the  distant  noise  increased,  and 
there  was  the  sound  of  many  shouts  and 
much  confusion.  Could  it  be  that  the  tiger 
had  broken  back,  and  escaped  through  the 
line  ?  Then  all  was  stillness  again — not  a 
sound. 

Suddenly  I  saw  D  ,  whose  michan  was 

in  sight  of  mine,  and  whom  I  had  all  along 
been  watching  jealously  with  half  an  eye, 
raise  his  rifle  and  take  aim  !  Was  it  the  tiger 
he  was  aiming  at  ?  Most  devoutly  I  hoped 
not ;  possibly  it  was  only  a  bear,  and  then,  if 
he  fired,  he  might  scare  the  tiger  !  Still  he 
aims,  only  aims  ;  it  is  most  tantalising.  Why 
on  earth  does  he  not  fire  and  have  done  with 
it  ?  There  is,  I  think,  nothing  more  irritating 
than  to  see  a  man,  sighting,  aiming,  keeping 
his  rifle  to  his  shoulder,  and  not  firing.  And 
this  was  what  D— i—  was  doing;  it  was  most 
aggravating  ! 

From  the  direction  his  aim  now  took,  it 
was  evident  that  whatever  he  was  watching, 
was  coming  to  his  left,  in  my  direction.  Pre-, 
sently  down  goes  his  rifle.  He  looks  disap- 
pointed, I  think  !  Hurrah  !  It  must  be  that 
he  had  only  caught  uncertain  glimpses  of  the 
tiger  as  it  passed  along,  and  that  it  was 
coming  towards  me,  and  out  of  his  line  of 
fire !  Eagerly  did  I  scan  every  inch  of 
ground  in  front  of  me,  expecting  each  moment 
to  see  the  beast — when  !  what  is  this  ?  up 

goes  D  's  rifle  again  !  bang,  bang,  went 

both  barrels  !  His  fire  was  answered  with 
an  angry  roar,  and  a  splendid  big  tiger 
charged  down  the  slope  of  the  hill  on  his 
right  into  the  valley,  D  seizing  an- 
other rifle  and  taking  rapid  aim.  Suddenly 
I  caught  sight  of  a  party  of  some  twelve 
Sonthals  armed  only  with  latties  rush  out 
of  the  valley,  and  up  the  grassy  slope  of  the 
hillside,  shouting  and  yelling,  to  meet  the 
descending  tiger,  which,  hid  from  me  for  a 
few  seconds  by  intervening  bushes,  once 
more  came  in  sight,  going  down  the  hill.  It 
was  very  plucky  of  them  to  run  up  the  hill 


to  meet  a  tiger  in  all  its  fury,  and  few  people 
but  Sonthals  would  have  done  it.  The  effect 
was  magical  ;  their  noisy  charge  and  bold 
front  was  too  much  for  the  tiger,  and  with  a 
deep  growl  of  rage,  he  turned  and  bounded 
up  the  hill  again,  making  straight  for  the 
front  of  D  's  michan  ! 

The  line  of  beaters  had  by  this  time  come 
near  in  our  front,  and  the  noise  all  round 
was  great.  The  tiger  made  no  attempt  to 
break  the  line,  but  came  on  straight  across 
our  michans,  but,  alas  !  it  seemed  that  it  was 

to  be  D  's  chance,  not  mine.    How  keenly 

I  watched  him  !    The  tiger  was  now  hid  from 

me  by  jungle,  but  I  could  see  that  D   saw 

it,  was  watching  it,  and  was  getting  ready  for 
another  'shot.  There  goes  his  rifle  again  up 
to  his  shoulder.  The  apparent  deliberation 
of  his  aim  was  too  exasperating !  It  seemed 
to  say,  "Just  wait;  my  one  shot  now  will 
settle  this  business  ;  you  are  out  of  it." 

The  tiger  was  now  evidently  crossing  his 
front  and  coming  on  to  me,  and,  if  he  would 
only  miss,  my  chance  might  come  at  last ! 
But  it  is  not  to  be— crack !  sharp  rings  out 
his  rifle — a  pause — crack  again  !  eagerly 
straining  forward,  he  seizes  his  second  rifle  ; 
again  he  takes  aim  ;  the  beast  is  evidently  not 
dead,  and  that  is  so  far  satisfactory  for  my 
chance.    But  is  it  down  ?    What  can  it  be  ? 

I  would  have  given  worlds  to  have  shouted 
and  asked  him,  but  feared  to  scare  the  tiger 
should  it  be  coming  my  way.  I  see  his  rifle 
go  down,  but  he  is  stretching  forward  and 
straining  his  sight  ahead  of  him.  How 
eagerly  I  watched  his  every  movement.  Was 
my  poor  little  chance  all  over  ?  Such  were 
my  thoughts,  when  my  attention  was  suddenly 

drawn  from  D  by  a  slight  sound  in  front 

of  me.  In  my  anxiety  and  watching  of  D  

I  had  forgotten  my  own  front.  I  now  turned 
to  it,  and,  with  a  thrill  of  intense  excitement,  I 
sawbsfore  me, on  the  very  edge  of  the  bank, the 
tiger  crouching,  as  if  on  the  point  of  spring- 
ing into  my  michan  !  His  head  was  towards 
me,  his  whole  body  still,  except  his  tail  that 
lashed  angrily  from  side  to  side  as  he  gave 
low,  fierce  growls,  his  lips  drawn  back,  his 
bare  teeth  shone  white,  and  his  large  eyes 
glared  green  fire  !  I  seemed  almost  to  feel 
his  hot  breath  !  It  appeared  to  be  touch  and 
go  ;  could  I  fire  before  he  sprang  ? 

I  pressed  my  left  trigger — bang  ! — an  ounce 
of  lead  had  pierced  that  tiger's  brain,  and  he' 
simply  subsided  !  The  light  died  out  of  those 
large  savagely  gleaming  eyes,  the  head  fell 
forward,  the  tail  became  motionless,  and  the 
tiger  lay  on  the  rocks  before  me,  dead,  in  the 
very  attitude  of  springing,  his  body  being 
propped  up  by  the  rocks  amidst  which  he  had 
crouched. 

My  first  tiger  was  dead !  I  have  never  since 
felt  the  extreme  pleasure  in  the  death  of  any 
tiger  that  I  did  then.    My  first  tiger  !  Ail 

the  same,  it  was  not  really  my  tiger,  as  D  , 

who  was  a  very  good  shot,  had  put  the  first 
bullet  into  it,  so  the  skin  was  his.  He  good- 
naturedly  gave  it  to  me,  and  a  grand  large 
skin  it  was. 

Of  our  triumphant  return  to  camp,  the 
tiger  slung  on  a  good  stout  pole,  and  carried 
on  the  shoulders  of  many  Sonthals,  while  tom- 
toms were  beaten  and  great  noise  made,  I 
need  not  write.  Suffice  it,  I  had  bagged  my 
first  tiger,  and  was  happy  ! 
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THE  TOAD. 


NEAR  relation 
'of  the  newt,  and 
i      a  far  more  inte- 
'    resting  pet  in  the 
Vivarinm,  is  the  com- 
mon toad  of  our  fields 
and  gardens,  and  those 
who  can  overcome  the 
popular  prejudice  in  con- 
nection with  these  lowly 
batrachians,  and  carefully  study  their  habits 
and  ways,  will  find  themselves  amply  repaid 
for  their  trouble. 

The  conmion  toad  differs  considerably  from 
the  frog  in  many  ways,  although  at  first  sight 
there  does  not  appear  to  be  so  great  a  distinc- 
tion between  them.  A  closer  examination, 
however,  will  show  the  difference  between 
the  two  animals. 

The  limbs  are  shorter  and  thicker  than  those 
of  the  frog,  and  more  adapted  for  crawling 
than  leaping  ;  in  fact,  you  rarely  see  a  toad 
jump,  and  then  it  simply  amounts  to  flinging 
the  body  an  inch  or  two  off  the  ground,  and 
coming  down  "  all  fours  "  literally,  in  any- 
thing but  an  elegant  attitude. 

If  you  compare  the  hind  legs  of  a  frog  with 
those  of  a  toad,  you  will  find  that  in  the  former 
the  limbs  are  thrown  farther  back,  so  to 
speak,  so  that  the  legs  meet  behind  at  the 
knees  ;  whilst  in  the  latter  they  are  attached 
to  the  body  more  laterally. 

The  toes  are  much  shorter  than  the  frog's, 
and  only  slightly  webbed— being  less  adapted 
for  the  purposes  of  swimming  — and  are  pro- 
vided with  double  subartioular  tubercles. 
The  skin  is  covered  all  over  with  rough  ex- 
crescences and  warts,  while  on  either  side  of 
the  head  immediately  behind  the  eye  is  a 
long  kidney-shaped  gland,  called  the  parotid 
gland,  which  is  used  as  a  weapon  of  defence 
and  will  be  described  later  on. 

Toads  have  no  teeth  whatever,  while  those 
of  the  frog  are  confined  to  the  palate  (called 
"  Vomerine  ")  and  the  upper  jaw. 

The  tongue  is  fastened  in  front,  and  quite 
free  behind,  and  the  dexterity  with  which 
the  animal  shoots  it  out  and  catches  insects 
is  truly  wonderful. 

The  tail  of  the  young  toad  is  absorbed 
soon  after  it  leaves  the  water.  The  animal 
is  therefore  placed  in  the  "  Ecaudata  or 
Tailless  "  order,  while  the  newt,  on  the  other 
hand,  retains  his  through  life,  and  therefore 
belongs  to  the  "  Urodela,"  or  visible  tail  order. 

Like  the  newt,  the  toad  begins  its  life  in 
the  water. 

About  the  end  of  March,  or  the  beginning 
of  April,  the  toads  migrate  to  the  ponds,  where 
they  pair  off. 

At  this  time  the  male  may  easily  be  dis- 
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tinguished  from  the  female  by  the  black  warty 
projections  which  grow  on  the  thumbs  at  the 
pairing  season  and  disappear  soon  after.  The 
male  again  is  much  smaller  than  the  female, 
and  of  a  light  ash-grey  or  brown  colour. 

After  pairing,  the  female  deposits  her 
spawn  in  the  weeds  by  the  edge  of  the  pond, 
where  it  finds  a  safe  anchorage. 

Toads'  spawn  is  very  different  from  that  of 
frogs,  being  laid  in  long  strings,  which  look 
something  like  thin  glass  tubes  filled  with 
shining  black  beads. 

After  an  interval  of  a  few  weeks  the  young 
tadpole  emerges  from  the  egg,  and  swims 
about  by  means  of  a  long  tail. 

Like  the  frog,  it  breathes  by  means  of  gills, 
but  ultimately  these  disappear  and  are  re- 
placed by  lungs,  when  the  legs  make  their 
appearance,  and  soon  after  the  tadpole,  or 
rather  young  toad,  is  able  to  leave  the  water, 
and  seek  for  food  among  the  weeds  and 
rushes,  where  it  feeds  on  insects,  larvffi,  and 
other  small  fry. 

During  its  growth  the  toad  changes  its 
skin  several  times,  which  peels  off  in  long 
shreds,  which  it  is  afterwards  said  to 
devour. 

A  long  slit  appears  down  the  back  and 
belly,  which  gradually  lengthens,  and  under- 
neath may  be  seen  the  new  skin,  of  a  much 
lighter  colour. 

Whilst  changing,  the  animal  pours  forth 
a  sort  of  liquid  from  various  glands  on  dif- 
ferent parts  of  the  body,  which  materially 
helps  it  in  getting  rid  of  the  old  skin  ;  in  fact, 
it  is  streaming  with  moisture,  and  very  un- 
pleasant to  touch. 

It  is  a  curious  fact  that  toads  seem  especi- 
ally to  dislike  a  dirty  or  soiled  skin,  and 
should  anything  discolour  or  spoil  their  old 
dress,  they  at  once  proceed  to  some  secluded 
s^jot  and  change  it  for  a  new  one. 

The  eyes  of  a  toad  are  very  curious  from 
the  way  they  are  placed  in  the  head,  as  they 
are  not  set  in  an  orbit,  but  framed  round,  as 
it  were,  with  bone,  as  you  may  see  by  the 
large  cavities  in  the  skull.  If  the  mouth  be 
opened,  the  eyeballs  may  be  seen  completely 
bare  and  penetrating 
some  distance  into 
the  interior. 

Like  the  newt  the 
eyes  are  protected 
with  a  third  eyelid, 
called  the  nictitating 
membrane.  The 
parotid  glands,  one 
of  which  is  behind 
each  eye,  are  long 
glands  formed  by  a 
protuberance  of  the 
skin,  which  in  most 
toads  is  well  deve- 
loped, and  can  easily 
be  seen. 

These  glands  serve 
as  weapons  of  de- 
fence, and  on  excite- 
ment they  pour  out 
a  watery  humour  of 
very  acrid  taste,  so 
much  so  that  a  dog 
which 'has  taken  a  toad  in  its  mouth  will 
soon  drop  it,  as  it  causes  the  animal  to  foam 
copiously  at  the  mouth. 

Care  should  be  taken  that  this  fluid  does 
not  get  into  the  eye,  as  the  pain  it  causes  is 
intense. 

The  great  warty  newt  has,  I  believe,  a 
similar  gland,  though  much  smaller. 


In  their  wild  state  the  toads  make  their 
homes  in  mossy  banks,  or  under  stones,  where 
they  remain  during  the  summer  months,  liv- 
ing on  different  kinds  of  flies,  beetles,  worms, 
etc. 

Towards  evening,  and  after  rain,  they  may 
be  seen  in  numbers  crawling  about  the  road- 
side, where  a  plentiful  supply  of  provisions 
abound. 

Their  mode  of  capturing  their  prey  is  very 
curious.  As  soon  as  the  toad  sees  its  victim 
it  crawls  stealthily  up  to  it,  raising  the  body, 
and  lifting  one  leg  up  after  another,  with  a 
great  deal  of  deliberation.  AVhen  close  up  to 
its  quarry,  the  head  is  suddenly  thrust  for- 
ward, the  tongue  flashes  out  like  lightning, 
and  the  insect  disappears  with  a  sound 
resembling  a  metallic  "  click." 

Although  the  throat  is,  comparatively  speak- 
ing, rather  small,  it  is  capable  of  great  disten- 
sion, for  a  large  cockroach  is  swallowed  as 
easily  as  a  fly,  and  although  the  stomach  is  by 
no  means  capiacious,  I  have  seen  one  of  my 
toads  swallow  ten  large  cockroaches  in  the 
same  number  of  minutes,  and  apparently 
feel  none  the  worse  for  the  meal. 

On  the  approach  of  winter  the  toad 
buries  itself  in  the  ground,  or  in  the  hollow 
of  some  tree,  where  it  remains  in  a  state  of 
torpor  until  the  warm  weather  comes  again. 

The  following  are  the  dates  of  the  different 
periods  in  a  toad's  life-history,  as  far  as  I  am 
able  to  judge  from  my  own  observation  :— 

Toads  appear  about  February  27. 

Toads  pair         ,,  end  of  March  to  the 

,,  ,,  first  week  in  April. 

Toads  spawn     ,,  April  21. 
Young  toads  leave 

the  water  July  1. 
Toads  retire  into 

winter  quarters  October  15.* 

If  you  wish  to  add  a  toad  to  your  collection 
— or  rather  toads,  for  it  is  better  to  have 
several — you  have  only  to  hunt  in  a  vegetable 
garden  about  evening,  and  you  will  have  no 
difficulty  in  finding  half  a  dozen  or  so  crawl- 
ing about  in  search  of  food.    Failing  in  tliis, 


Useful  toad-case. 


however,  a  walk  along  a  country  lane  in  the 
evening,  especially  after  rain,  wall  generally 
prove  successful,  as  toads  usually  come  out 
to  feed  about  that  time. 

Take  a  covered  basket  with  you,  half  filled 


»  The  last  date  varies,  of  course,  considerably  with 
the  weather  and  temrerature. 
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with  moss,  in  whicli  tlie  toads  can  be  safely 
kept  till  you  get  home. 

A  useful  toad  case  can  be  made  of  an 
oblong  bos,  with  a  glass  front  and  a  door 'at 
the  back.  The  glass  front  should  be  made 
to  slide  up  and  down  in  a  groove,  so  that  it 
may  be  taken  out  and  cleaned.  The  bottom 
of  the  case  should  be  filled  with  a  thick  layer 
of  moss,  in  which  a  large  flower-pot  saucer 
may  be  imbedded  at  one  side  to  serve  the 
double  purpose  of  drinking  trough  and  bath 
for  the  inmates.  Some  large  tufts  of  grass 
may  be  added,  which  will  give  a  pretty  effect ; 
or,  if  you  like,  some  young  ferns. 

A  case  of  this  description  is  easily  made, 
and  will  be  found  admirably  adapted  for  your 
pets.  They  will  burrow  under  the  moss,  and 
make  cosy  nests,  where  they  will  remain  for 
hours  together,  seemingly  indifferent  to  time 
and  surroundings  :  but  put  a  cockroach  into 
the  case,  and  see  how  quickly  affairs  change. 

As  soon  as  the  presence  of  the  insect  is 
discovered,  the  fraternity  immediately  begin 
to  show  signs  of  a  vivid  interest,  to  which  a 
short  time  before  they  appeared  to  be 
strangers. 

They  raise  their  bodies  high  up  on  their 
legs,  stretch  out  their  heads,  and  regard  their 
intended  victim  with  a  most  ludicrous  stare. 
The  insect  too  seems  conscious  of  its  danger, 
and  remains  perfectly  motionless  for  some 
time,  during  which  the  toads  have  crawled 
up  quite  close,  and  are  preparing  for  action. 
At  last  the  moment  has  come.  The  unwary 
insect,  thinking  perhaps  (if  cockroaches  can 
think)  that  all  danger  is  past,  makes  a  slight 
movement  to  survey  the  field,  before  beating 
a  retreat. 

That  movement  is  fatal.  Before  it  can 
recover  its  former  position,  two  or  three  slimy 
tongues  flash  out  so  quickly  that  the  motion 
is  scarcely  perceptible  to  the  eye,  and  the 
cockroach  vanishes  into  the  capacious  mouth 
of  the  lucky  marksman,  a  curious  "click" 
telling  the  onlookers  that  the  business  has 
been  satisfactorily  disposed  of. 


It  is  truly  wonderful  to  see  the  numbers  of 
cockroaches  that  toads  will  devour.  I  have 
put  fifty  in  a  small  case  containing  six  of 
these  batrachians,  and,  with  the  exception  of 
a  few  little  ones  which  had  hidden  under  the 
moss,  the  whole  had  disappeared  before  the 
next  day. 

They  will  also  eat  crickets,  flies,  worms, 
grubs,  etc.,  and  you  will  find  a  good  part  of 
your  time  taken  up  in  hunting  for  food  sufii- 
cient  to  satisfy  the  cravings  of  your  hungry 
pets. 

I  generally  empty  the  contents  of  a  beetle 
trap  into  the  case  every  morning  through  a 
lid  on  the  top,  and  let  them  help  themselves  as 
they  feel  inclined,  dropping  in  an  occasional 
worm  now  and  then  in  the  course  of  the  day 
for  a  change. 
I  It  is  important  that  the  water  in  the  saucer 
j  should  be  changed  daily,  and  fresh  added,  as 
during  the  summer  the  toads  frequently  sit 
for  some  time  in  the  water. 

Fresh  tufts  of  grass  and  small  plants  may 
be  added  to  the  case  from  time  to  time,  in 
which  the  toads  can  forage  for  provisions. 
After  a  short  time  they  will  begin  to  recog- 
nise you,  and  regard  you  in  the  light  of  a 
friend,  and  will  make  no  attempt  to  crawl 
away  when  you  open  the  case,  but  will  allow 
you  to  pat  their  heads,  which  they  seem 
rather  to  enjoy,  or  will  take  a  worm  from 
your  hand. 

Toads  show  a  wonderful  amount  of 
instinct.  A  gentleman  told  me  a  few  days 
ago,  that  he  once  threw  the  body  of  a  bird 
he  was  skinning  on  some  grass,  and  soon 
after  two  toads  made  their  appearance  and 
sat  perfectly  motionless  on  each  side  of 
the  body  for  some  time.  Wishing  to  see  what 
they  intended  doing  he  watched  them  care- 
fully. After  some  time  the  files,  attracted 
by  the  smell,  settled  on  the  carrion,  and 
were  immediately  picked  off  by  the  vigilant 
toads. 

A  whole  volume  might  be  written  about  the 
fabulous  stories  connected  with  toads,  but 


space  will  not  allow  me  to  do  more  than 
hint  at  one  or  two. 

In  mediseval  times  they  appear  to  have 
been  a  favourite  ingredient  in  medicine,  and 
we  read  of  a  man  cutting  a  toad  in  halves, 
squeezing  the  two  portions  in  a  glass  as  one 
would  a  lemon,  and  then  drinking  the 
mixture  in  order  to  ward  off  some  malady. 

There  was  a  popular  idea  in  the  dark  ages 
that  the  toad  had  a  jewel  secreted  in  his 
head,  which  it  v/as  forced  to  part  with  on 
being  placed  on  a  piece  of  red  cloth,  but 
immediately  swallowed  again. 

The  belief  that  the  toad  is  able  to  spit 
fire  when  attacked  is  still  prevalent  in  many 
country  places,  and  I  once  heard  a  country 
schoolmaster  tell  his  youthful  pupils  that 
God  had  mercifully  provided  the  toad  with 
the  means  of  pouring  forth  a  stream  of  fire 
when  attacked. 

The  most  curious  of  all  tales  in  connection 
with  the  toad  is  that  of  their  being  found 
embedded  in  masses  of  stone  unearthed  from 
quarries,  and  even  dug  up  in  coalpits  hun- 
dreds of  feet  below  the  soil.  What  gave  rise  to 
this  belief  it  is  hard  to  say,  except  perhaps 
that  the  animal  had  found  a  hole  among  the 
stones  into  which  it  had  crept  for  the  winter, 
and  from  which  it  had  been  roughly  ejected 
on  the  removal  of  the  stone.  The  stories  of 
their  being  found  in  marble  mantelpieces, 
and  other  equally  unlikely  places,  must  be 
taken  cum  gratio  salis. 

There  is  another  species  of  toad,  locally 
common  in  this  country,  called  the  Natter- 
Jack.  It  differs  from  the  common  toad  in 
colour,  which  is  of  a  yellowish-brown,  with  a 
band  of  yellow  running  down  the  back.  Unlike 
the  former  animal,  it  neither  hops  nor  crawls, 
but  walks  very  nimbly  and  quickly. 

It  generally  lives  near  the  sea,  and  I  have 
found  several  on  the  peninsula  between 
the  estuaries  of  the  IMersey  and  the  Dee, 
crawling  about  the  sandhills  which  border 
the  shore. 

(the  end.) 


HOW  TO  MAKE  A  SMALL  DYNAMO. 
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SINCE  I  wrote  my  last  electrical  article  in 
the  "B.  0.  P."  I  have  had  letters  from 
all  sorts  of  places  requesting  me  to  give 
directions  for  the  manufacture  of  a  small 
dynamo.  Now,  the  dynamo  is  not  the  most 
simple  piece  of  mechanism  extant,  and  I  am 
inclined  to  think  that  many  boys  would  find 
it  rather  a  poser  to  make  one.  At  the  same 
time,  it  is  perfectly  evident  that  there  are 
heaps  of  readers  of  the  "  B.  O.  P."  who  are 
very  anxious  indeed  to  try,  at  all  events ; 
and  as  we  must  not  stand  still,  but  aim  at 
more  elaborate  apparatus  as  we  advance  in 
electrical  knowledge,  it  is  a  pity  not  to  en- 
deavour to  supply  them  with  the  help  they 
need. 

Well  then,  if,  like  Pears'  soap  baby,  they 
"won't  be  happy  till  they  get  it,"  I  will  do 
my  level  best  to  bring  down  the  subject  into  the 
range  of  their  capability.  It  will  not  cost 
them  much  to  try  the  experiment,  and  if 
they  don't  succeed  they  must  not  blame  me, 
but  their  "vaulting  ambition,"  which  has 
"  o'erleapt  itself."  There  is  no  reason  what- 
ever why  a  boy  who  is  accustomed  to  metal- 
working  should  not  succeed  in  making  the 
small  machine  described,  if  he  first  masters 
the  principles  cf  its  construction. 

The  advanta^  j  of  a  dynamo,  I  may  here 


PART  I. 

remark,  is  that  by  its  means  we  are  able  to 
produce  a  current  of  voltaic  electricity  at  any 
moment  by  turning  a  wheel,  without  bother- 
ing with  acids,  or  carbons,  or  zincs,  or  any 
other  of  the  various  articles  necessitated  by 
the  use  of  a  battery.  Furthermore,  the 
current  goes  on  as  long  as  you  turn  the  wheel, 
and  stops  directly  you  stop,  there  being  no 
loss  betweenwhiles.  Of  course,  both  battery 
and  dynamo  have  their  advantages  and  dis- 
advantages— nothing  in  this  world  being 
perfect  all  round  ! — and  for  some  purposes 
the  dynamo  is  best,  for  others  the  battery. 
For  example,  it  would  be  absurd  to  use  a 
dynamo  to  ring  an  electric  bell — not  that  it 
would  not  do  it  with  tremendous  energy,  but 
in  the  case  of  a  bell  what  one  wants  is  merely 
to  ring  it  for  a  few  seconds  at  long  intervals, 
and  for  this  work  a  battery  in  which  there  is 
little  current,  but  which  is  always  ready  to 
give  that  little  without  touching  it,  is  facile 
princeps.  But  for  experiments  in  which  a 
strong  continuous  current  is  required  the 
dynamo  comes  to  the  front,  as  there  is  no 
"polarisation"  to  detract  from  its  value,  as 
in  the  case  of  the  battery.  One  does  not 
always  want  to  be  messing  with  chemicals 
in  setting  up  a  battery  when  one  only  requires 
the  current  for  a  short  time,  and  the  dynamo 


is  always  ready,  and  merely  turning  the 
handle  produces  the  required  current  in  a 
moment.  Besides  this,  viewed  merely  in  the 
light  of  a  magneto-electric  machine,  it  will 
give  a  considerable  shock  to  any  one  who 
holds  two  handles  fixed  to  its  terminals. 

Having  now  enumerated  the  advantages  of 
the  machine,  it  behoves  me  to  endeavour  to 
describe  its  various  parts  and  the  method  of 
making  them.  There  are  several  methods  of 
dynamo-making,  but  that  which  seems  to  be 
the  most  used,  and  most  easily  followed  in  the 
case  of  a  small  machine,  is  that  of  the  type 
known  as  the  "  Siemens  "  dynamo,  from  the 
inventor  of  the  armature,  which  is  of  peculiar 
construction. 

The  action  of  the  dynamo  depends  on  the 
fact  that  if  a  piece  of  soft  iron  is  surrounded 
by  a  coil  of  insulated  wire,  when  the  soft  iron 
is  approached  to  a  magnet  it  becomes  itself 
a  magnet,  mid  at  the  same  time  a  current  is 
generated  in  the  coil  of  insulated  wire  which 
surrounds  it.  This  current  is,  however,  of 
only  momentary  duration,  and  ceases  if  the 
soft  iron  remains  stationary ;  but  on  removing 
the  soft  iron  from  the  magnet  another  current 
is  generated  in  the  coil  of  wire,  but  this  is  a 
current  of  the  opposite  kind  of  electricity, 
I  and  travels  in  the  opposite  direction  to 
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that  produced  in  the  former  case.  Now  you 
have  only  to  imagine  that,  by  means  of  rotat- 
ing in  front  of  the  poles  of  a  magnet,  a  piece 
of  soft  iron  is  kept  continually  approaching 
and  receding  from  the  magnet,  and  that  this 
soft  iron  is  surrounded  by  wires  in  which 
circulate  currents  positive  or  negative  accord- 
ing to  the  direction  of  the  movement  of  the 
soft  iron,  and  then,  if  we  can  arrange  to  cany 
off  all  the  positive  currents  to  one  binding- 
screw,  and  all  the  negative  currents  to  an- 
other binding-screw,  we  s'hall  have  a  con- 
tinuous current  generated  as  long  as  the  soft 
iron  revolves.  All  this  is  practically  carried 
out  in  tha  construction  of  the  dynamo,  and 
on  the  accuracy  with  which  it  is  don©  the 
efficiency  of  the  dynamo  depends. 

To  make  the  base  of  the  machine,  take  a 
piece  of  deal  5|  inches  long  by  3^  inches 
broad  by  J  inch  thick.  This  can  be"  stained 
afterwards  to  make  it  look  nicer  ;  it  must  be 
planed  well,  and  polished  up  quite  smooth. 

The  greatest  difficulty  of  the  whole  busi- 
ness has  now  already  to  be  confronted— viz., 
the  manufacture  of  the  magnet.  This  is 
almost  invariably  cast  in  two  pieces,  and  for 
those  who  cannot  make  the  castings  there 
is  no  help  for  it  but  to  have  recourse  to 
the  ironmonger,  or,  better  still,  a  practical 
electrician.  If  you  cannot  manage  this  part 
of  the  business  j^ou  can  get  the  whole  set  of 
castings  required  for  the  dynamo  from  Mr. 
S.  E.  Bottone,  Wallington,  Carshalton,  Sur- 
rey. The  following  instructions  will  then 
assist  you  to  put  the  castings  together. 

Supposing  this  difficulty  to  have  been  over- 
come, and  two  pieces  of  soft  iron  to  have 
been  cast  in  the  form  of  fig.  1,  both  exactly 
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Pig.  1.— Sectional  Diagram  op  One  Side  oe 
Magnet. 

The  dotted  lines  show  position  of  coils  of  wire. 
A,  One  side  of  hole  for  armature. 

'the  same  size  and  shape;  the  next  thing  to 
do  is  to  convert  it  into  an  electro-magnet  by 
winding  seven  layers  of  No.  16  cotton- 
covered  wire  over  each  leg,  at  the  part  shown 
by  the  dotted  lines  in  the  illustration. 

The  size  of  the  legs  of  the  magnet  is  as 
follows  :  -  Total  length  from  b  to  c,  4|  inches  ; 
thickness  of  top  piece  from  b  to  d,  i  inch ; 
length  of  top  piece  from  b  to  d  (half  total 
length  of  top  of  magnet),  f  inch  ;  breadth 
of  side  cf  magnet  all  the  way  down.  If  inch ; 
height  from  e  to  c  1^  inch  ;  thickness  of  the 
part  between  d  and  e,  round  which  the  wire 
is  wound,  |  inch.  When  I  say  "  breadth  " 
in  this  description,  I  mean  what  you  can't 
see  in  the  sectional  drawing,  because  it 
recedes  from  you  ;  when  I  say  "  thickness," 
I  mean  what  is  shown  in  the  drawing.  It 
is  necessary  to  explain  this,  as  the  terms  are 
rather  confusing.  The  ends  of  the  sides 
between  d  and  e  are  rounded  to  admit  of  the 
wire  being  more  evenly  wound  on  them. 

It  is^  not  essential  to  use  a  permanent 
magnet  in  this  machine,  as  a  certain  amount 
of  "  residual  "  magnetism  remains  in  the  iron 


when  once  excited  ;  and  the  coils  of  wire  on 
the  armature  being  acted  on  by  the  armature, 
which  is  slightly  magnetised  by  this  residual 
magnetism  in  the  magnet,  have  a  reactionary 
effect,  and  excite  the  armature,  which  excites 
the  magnet  afresh;  and  thus  the  magnet 
and  its  coils,  and  the  armature  and  its  coils, 
go  on  acting  on  each  other,  and  mutually 
building  up  each  other's  current,  until  the 
maximum  effect  which  the  machine  is  ca- 
pable of  giving  is  produced. 

Before  winding  on  the  wire,  the  legs  of  the 
magnet  between  d  and  e  should  be  covered 
with  a  band  of  silk  soaked  in  melted  paraffin 
wax,  to  increase  the  insulation.  New  and 
soft  wire,  of  the  highest  conductivity,  should 
be  used.  Old,  rinky,  and  hard  wire  will 
not  do. 

The  wire  is  wound  upon  the  legs  of  the 
magnet  in  such  a  way  that  when  put  to- 
gether as  shown  in  fig.  2  the  coils  are  in 


e  o  . 

Fig.  2.— ilAG.NET  PUT  together. 

ADC,  Screws,  n.  Junction  of  two  wires.  E  p.  Ends  of 
coils,  n  H  H  H,  Holes  for  screws  at  end.  Tl  to  dotted 
lines  show  position  of  wire,  and  screws  fastening 
magnet  together  and  to  base. 

opposite  directions,  so  that  if  the  magnet 
were  straightened  out,  or  the  two  portions 
placed  end  to  end,  one  coil  would  be  a  pro- 
longation of  the  other.  This  can  be  most 
easily  done,  in  the  ease  of  this  particular 
magnet,  by  winding  each  leg  separately,  and 
the  end  of  the  outer  coil  of  wire  of  one  can 
be  joined  to  the  end  of  the  inner  coil  of  wire  of 
the  other  at  i>  in  the  cut,  the  other  ends  of 
the  coils  being  left  loose  as  at  e  and  f,  these 
being  long  enough  to  go  down  under  the  base 
— say,  about  3  inches  long  to  allow  for  joining 
up.  It  will  be  remembered  that  a  similar 
method  of  winding  an  electro-magnet  was 
given  in  the  article  on  "Electro-motors,"  on 
page  570  of  the  last  volume,  and  if  this  is  not 
quite  comprehensible  the  reader  had  better 
get  No.  .595,  which  may  assist  him. 

The  electro-magnet  having  been  wound 
may  now  be  placed  upright  on  the  base,  its 


fastened  on,  however,  you  had  better  drill 
two  screw-holes  on  each  leg  at  h  h  h  h  in 
the  figure,  and  four  corresponding  to  them 
on  the  other  side.  We  shall  want  eight 
screws  to  fit  these  holes  presently. 

The  magnet  having  been  fixed,  we  now 
have  to  construct  the  armature,  which  is  the 
next  most  important  part  of  the  machine. 

This  consists  of  a  soft  iron  cylinder  with 
an  axle  passing  through  its  centre,  as  at  k  l, 
in  the  illustration  (fig.  3),  ssss  being  the  soft 
iron  cylinder.  This  cylinder  has  a  deep 
groove  cut  from  end  to  end,  or  is  cast  in 
that  shape,  and  round  this  groove  the  wire 
i.s  wound.  The  wire  is  No.  18,  cotton-  or 
silk-covered.  Begin  at  the  point  marked 
H  in  the  diagram,  and  wind  over  and  over, 
from  end  to  end,  until  that  side  is  full; 
then  cross  over  to  the  other  side,  going  from 
n  to  K,  and  wind  that  side  also  in  the  same 
direction.  The  ends  of  the  wire  are  shown 
at  w  w,  and  they  must  be  left  about  an  inch  or 
2  inches  long,  as  we  shall  want  to  connect 
them  with  the  commutator  presently.  The 
dimensions  of  the  armature  are  as  follows  : — 
Length  of  axle,  5^  inches ;  circumference  of 
cylinder,  1  inch  ;  length  of  cylinder,  2  inches  ; 
width  of  groove,  J  inch.  The  axle  is  com- 
posed of  a  piece  of  steel  rod  rather  more 
than  ^  inch  in  diameter.  The  axle  must 
be  very  truly  centred  in  the  armature,  and 
the  armature  must  be  most  accurately 
mounted,  as  it  has  to  revolve  at  a  high  rate 
of  speed  in  a  very  limited  space,  between 
the  poles  of  the  magnet. 

As  it  is  rather  difficult  to  explain  the  con- 
struction of  the  armature,  I  give  another  il- 
lu.stration  (fig.  4)  of  a  section  of  the  armature. 


i'lG.  4.— Section  oe  End  op  Armature. 

Tlie  circles  show  the  position  of  the  coils  of  wire  in  the 
grooves  A  and  c.    c  D,  Ends  of  soft  iron  cylinder. 

which  will  show  how  the  wire  is  wound  on 
the  groove,  and  the  shape  of  the  grooves 
themselves. 

At  one  end  of  the  axle  is  fixed  the  driving- 
pulley  p,  while  at  the  other  has  to  be  fixed  a 
small  wooden  roller  p,  over  which  two  pieces 
of  sheet  brass  have  been  fastened,  each 
reaching  nearly  half  round  the  surface  of  the 
roller,  so  that  two  gaps  are  left  between  them. 
This  forms  part  of   the  commutator;  but 


Fig.  3.— An.MATrui;  of  Dynamo. 
ssss,  Grooved  cyliuder  of  soft  iron,    k  i..  Axle  of  cylinder.    The  wire  is  wound  across  from  end  to  end  on  one 
side,  and  then  from  end  to  end  m  the  same  direction  on  the  otlier  side,  w  w.  Ends  of  wire,    a  B  c  n,  Grooves 
in  cy  linder  for  thread  to  hold  wires  in  position,   e.  Wooden  cylinder  fixed  on  axle. 


two  limbs  fastened'  together  by  the  screw  at 
A.  The' magnet  is  now  to  be  fastened  to  the 
base  in  the  middle  of  its  breadth,  and  about 
an  inch  from  one  end,  by  means  of  two 
screws  at  b  and  c,  passing  through  the  base 
into  the  legs  of  the  magnet.     Before  it  is 


before  we  come  to  that  we  must  consider  how 
the  armature  is  to  be  fixed  between  the  poles 
of  the  magnet. 

(To  be  continued.) 
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OUR  NOTE-BOOK. 

A  Brave  Rescue  ik  Colwyn-  Bay. — Friday, 
November  7,  saw  a  scene  in  Colwyn  Bay 
which  should  not  be  allowed  to  be  forgotten. 
Off  the  rocky  coast  could  be  seen  a  vessel 
whose  topsails  were  torn  to  ribbons  by  the 
fury  of  the  gale,  and  utterly  helpless  she 
drove  on  shore  within  150  yards  of  dry  land. 
The  breaking  seas  swept  her  from  stem  to 
Ftern.  To  the  rigging  clung  four  despairing 
men ;  on  the  shore  crowded  five  hundred 
quarrymen  who  had  hurried  from  the  mines 
and  quarries  to  afford  a  helping  hand  if 
possible.  The  v/ind  was  blowing  a  hurricane 
in  shore.  The  cold  was  intense,  and  to  add 
to  it  a  drifting  downfall  of  sleet  came  on.  A 
lifeboat  was  sent  for,  but  was  found  to  be 
already  at  sea  on  an  errand  of  mercy  ;  then 
a  man  remembered  where  he  had  seen  a  boat, 
and  some  two  hundred  of  the  quarrymen 
rushed  along  the  shingly  beach  to  where,  a 
quarter  of  a  mile  away,  the  broad-beamed 
open  boat  lay,  and  about  half  an  hour  after- 
wards they  reappeared,  carrying  the  heavy 
craft  among  them.  As  soon  as  the  boat 
arrived  a  crew  volunteered  to  attempt  to 
reach  the  stranded  vessel.  Fifty  willing 
hands  gave  the  little  craft  a  strong  push  out, 
and  for  a  moment  the  spectators  hoped  it 
would  succeed  in  reaching  the  vessel,  but  a 
gigantic  wave  caught  it  before  it  had  traversed 
half  the  distance  and  hurled  it  ashore  again. 
A  second  and  third  attempt  met  with  the 
same  fate.  At  this  time  it  was  stated  by 
some  people  with  telescopes  that  one  of  the 
figures  in  the  rigging  was  a  woman  with  a 
child  in  her  arms.  This  drove  the  men  on 
shore  nearly  frantic,  and  one  of  them  pro- 
ceeded to  strip  himself  with  the  intention  of 
swimming  to  the  wreck,  but  was  held  back. 

Other  attempts  were  made  without  success. 
At  last  John  Jones,  quarryman,  William 
Williams,  shopkeeper,  John  Koberts,  quarry- 
man,  and  William  Williams,  quarryman, 
made  a  seventh  effort  to  reach  the  schooner. 
Launching  the  boat  at  a  moment  that  a  huge 
roller  broke  around  them  they  were  at  once 
dragged  into  the  sea  by  the  retiring  waters 
and  stranded  on  some  rocks  about  twenty 
yards  from  whence  they  started.  Two  of  the 
four  m_en  jumped  into  tlie  water,  and  pro- 
ceeded to  push  the  boat  seawards.  Another 
breaker  dashed  over  them,  completely  burying 
them  for  the  moment,  and  then  they  climbed 
into  the  boat  and  pulled  lustily  to  the  ship.  All 
on  shore  watched  breathlessly  the  desperate 
efforts  of  the  four  men.  The  boat  was  like 
a  cockleshell  on  the  furious  waters.  A 
huge  roller  dashed  them  from  the  ship's  side 
as  they  were  on  the  point  of  succeeding. 
Again  the  brave  fellows  bent  to  their  oars, 
and  a  long  hard  pull  cleared  the  crest  of  yet 
another  wave,  and  dropped  them  close  along- 
side. The  bowman  clutched  a  hne  hanging 
over  the  ship's  side.  The  receding  waves 
pulled  him  off  his  legs,  but  he  stuck  to  his 
line.  Another  of  the  four  got  hold  of  the 
line,  and  between  them  they  held  the  boat 
alongside.  A  loud  ringing  cheer  broke  from 
the  rocky  coast  as  the  crew  of  the  schooner 
tumbled  into  the  little  boat.  But  the  danger 
was  not  over.  As  they  pushed  off  from  the 
ship's  side,  a  vast  mass  of  water  curling  over 
the  stern  broke  in  torrents  above  the  boat, 
half  filling  it,  and  entangling  it  in  some 
wreckage.  An  anxious  moment  ensued, 
during  which  all  hands  worked  hard  to  clear 
the  boat.  Then  taking  advantage  of  an  in- 
coming wave  they  pulled  for  the  shore,  and 
long  before  the  boat  touched  ground  fifty  eager 
young  fellows  rushed  breast  deep  into  the  boil- 
ing surf,  and  hauled  the  boat  on  firm  ground. 
Then  another  wild  cheer  broke  out,  and  the 
four  men  rescued— for  there  was  no  woman, 
after  all— were  tenderly  cared  for.  Surely 
peace  hath  her  noble  victories  as  well  as  war  1 


OUR  PRIZE  COMPETITIONS, 

Amateur  Photography. 

[SiV  pnaes  71,  252.  idxI  i  lH  nf  our  lust  rolitme — 
Vol.  A'//.] 

In  our  last  volume,  in  connection  with  this 
competition  we  offered,  it  will  be  remembered, 
five  guineas  in  prizes  as  follows : — 

Cla^^5  1,  rortraiturp.  Tlii»  was  to  iiifluile  groups, 
taken  citlirr  iinlmirs  or  in  tlie  npen  air.  £1  lUs.  was  tn 
he  given  fur  ilic  hr~*  portrait  ur  group,  and  Ills,  fur  tbe 
second  lic'st. 

Class  2,  Architectixre — i.e.,  photographs  of  f.ny  private 
or  piiblic  biiil'ling.  old  or  new,  colleges,  abbeys, 
chtirches,  etc. — the  first  prize  to  be  £1,  the  second  10^. 

Class  3,  Pure  Landscape— le..  country  scenery  or 
forest  views,  iu  wliich  any  tigui-es  or  buildings  that 
appear  are  subsidiary  to  the  surrtiiinding  landscape — 
first  prize  £1,  r.'.-.Mi.l  1<I». 

The  age  is  liniiti-d  to  21  years,  but  our  usual  "con- 
solation ]>rize"  to  tliose  who  are  over  the  age  will  hold 
L'ood  under  this  arrangement.  Prints  sent  in  must  be 
from  untouched  negatives,  and  be  themselves  uu- 
touel]i-il.  Evi'iT  print  must  be  /A<-  un(iii'i.l  work  of  the 
i-  <:np,iih'r  expostu'e.  ilcvelopmeut,  printing, 

Tornng.  rnel  iiioiniting.  Small  improvements  done  by 
T  lie  liaiel  oi  ciie  competitor  himself — such  as  blocking 
our  ~|nir~.  etc. — are  uot  included  under  the  head  of  "re- 


We  are  happy  to  be  able  to  announce  that 
a  very  hxrge  number  of  readers  took  part  in 
this  competition,  and  most  of  the  work  sent 
in  was  so  excellent  that  we  felt  it  to  be  a 
real  pleasure  to  considerably  increase  the 
total  amount  of  the  prize  money,  so  as  to 
encourage  those  who  had  proved  themselves 
thoroughly  worthy  of  recognition. 

Our  Award  is  as  follows  : — 

Sectioa  I  — Portraiture. 


I'ri 


I  and  a  Half. 


EnNFST  Wix.v  (aged  17),  The  Uplands,  Selly  Hill,  Bir- 
mingham. 

Extra  .Special  Priies — One  Guinea  ea^^i. 

.Tames  Erskim:  Ml'huav  (aged  21),  St.  Fillaiis-by- 

Crieff.  Perthslnre. 
F.  H.  DAViJis  (.aged  22),  2C5,  Coventry  Road,  Birming- 

.liam. 


CERTn-ICATES  OP  MERrT. 


[77e'  iianirx  are 

Ti.  ]iM\-i ,  -jr.  \. 

llAIIUV   Waiii  . 

P.oail,  Chorlto 
L.  B.  Beard,  I". 
AlI'.eut  Ffiintr.s  I 


rari'ieil  in  Ine  order  of  merit.'} 

)]i  l):ive,  I'ollok-le.'Ids.niasgow. 

i;;i-t    i;:uik    Terrace.  Stockton 
nni-llard\-.  near  Manchester, 
n,  ( '{'■'.  erion.  Somerset. 
11,  .Market  Street,  Pontypridd. 
5  R.        Hanxi.\«to-V,  Uorchester,  New  Brunswick, 
Canada. 

1).  Leurold,  Hillthorp,  Grange  Road,  Upper  Xor- 

WOnd,  S.E. 

Herbert  Saxdoe,  2,  The  Limes,  Hornyold  Road, 
JIalvern. 

8  F.  H.  T.  BRArER,  :\l\i-tle  nanlt,  Prestwich. 
NIOHQL  Eluo  i-l.  Soutll-ea  Cot..  ( 'old-trcam,  jST.B. 
George  Emi-.rv,  112,  Cliurcli  Road.  Hove,  Brighton. 
Arthitr  R.  Gougii,  98  Hampton  Road,  Iledland, 
Bristol. 

Charles  E.  Pettixger,  G1,  Westbourne  Road, 
Sheffield. 

13  E.  C.  HiGGS,  4i,  Christchurch  Road,  Streatham  Hill, 
s.w. 

Eveevx  51.  ^y^I  r^HEAD,  Deighton  Grove.  York. 
15  W.  T.  Ci.ii'FE,  51arine  Villa,  Castleford,  Yorks. 
G.  W.  .lEXKixs.  17.  Laud  Street,  Croydon. 
J.  V.  Jkxklns,  llazlemere,  St.  John's  Road,  Cliftou, 
Bristol. 

S.\.meei.  Mayer.  121,  Parliament  Street,  Derby. 
Cecil  JIichiolmore,  Broadstoue  House, Dartmotith. 
20  E.  S.  S.  AL.MEXT,  47,  Carysfoot  Avenue,  Blackrock, 
Dulilin. 

Leopolp  Price,  Cambria,  Solsbro"  Road,  Chelston, 
Torquay. 

Hexry  LicACH,  Elgin  Villa,  Stoke-on-Trent. 

23  .^.LFRED  Si  iri'j".  41,  Broadway,  Stratford,  E. 

24  Dudley  Vv'.  W.iLTOX,  16,  High  Street,  Kingston, 

Surrev. 

25  ,T.  P.  HoDGE,  21,  Cleveland  Roar),  Canonbury. 

26  J.  Laujler,  40,  Northumberland  Street,  Newcastle- 

o  1  Tvne. 

27  A.  0.  JoYxsox,  Church  Street,  Ellesmere,  Salop. 

28  Fred  Fbxwick,  37,  Northumberland  Street,  New- 

cast]  e-on-Tyne. 
Fraxk  A.  Sh.Iw,  15,  Muston  Rd.,  Upper  Clapton,  x.E. 
30  Robert  S.  Vixter,  Vicarage,  Kimbolton,  St.  Neots. 
E.  B.  OWEX,  Fernbank,  Oswestry. 

32  ERXE.ST  Pox,  South  View,  Basingstoke. 

33  R.  L.  Evaxs,  8  Rosslvu  Hill,  Hampstead. 
JosEi'H  Kershaw,  Valley  Cottage,  Mossley,  near 

Manchester. 
Wilfred  Hall,  9,  Priors  Terrace,  Tynemouth. 
R.  H.  RA^LSAY',  Charlotte  Street,  Lerwick,  Shetland. 
37  R.  J.  JoHXSTOX,  Goshen  House,  Moruingside,  Edin- 
burgh. 

(To  le  continued.') 


GHE88. 


Problem  No.  261. 
By  M.  Ehrexsteix. 

I  RLACK.  I 


9-1-7  =  16  pieces. 


White  to  play,  and  mate  in  four  (4)  moves. 


Bl.ythy's  Peodlems. 

In  November  1889,  we  referred  to  this 
great  composer's  book  of  26  problems,  saying 
that  a  second  enlarged  edition  would  appear. 
This  edition  was  issued  last  August,  contains 
50  problems  on  large  diagrams  by  the 
author  himself,  and  21  stratagems,  also  in 
many  moves,  on  small  diagrams,  by  W.  A. 
Shinkman,  H.  F.  L.  Meyer,  G.  Keichhelm, 
H.  Loyd,  and  0.  T.  Blathy,  to  which  are 
added  some  explanations.  No.  1  is  in  6 
moves,  and  shows  a  remarkable  play  of  the 
Kt  against  the  E.  Nos.  2,  3,  and  4,  in  7,  10, 
and  13  moves,  look  like  endings  of  ordinary 
games,  but  are  more  difficult  than  most  game 
endings.  The  simplicity  of  No.  6  is  brought 
to  elaboration  in  No.  27,  which  is  also  the 
case  with  Nos.  9  a,nd  29.  No.  9  in  30  moves 
was  the  first  problem  in  the  first  edition. 
Nos.  6  and  7  are  as  simple  as  they  are  pretty. 
No.  10  contains  moves  of  the  white  K  of 
such  nicety  as  were  never  before  shown  on 
the  board,  and  one  has  to  look  for  some  time 
to  understand  the  meaning  of  these  moves. 
Thus  the  saying  of  some  editors,  that  original 
ideas  on  the  chess-board  are  a  thing  of  the 
past,  is  brought  to  nought.  The  idea  of 
No.  13,  a  joint  composition  in  4.5  moves  by 
]\Ieyer  and  Blathy,  centres  in  the  P  at  Q  Kt  4, 
as  can  be  seen  in  the  "  British  Chess  Maga- 
zine" of  last  summer.  No.  17  is  one  of  the 
finest  in  the  book.  The  moves  of  the  B 
surpass  anything  of  the  kind  ever  seen  on 
the  board ;  indeed  it  takes  even  longer  to 
comprehend  the  moves  of  the  B  in  this 
stratagem  than  to  grasp  the  moves  of  the 
K  in  No.  10.  It  is  very  amusing  to  compare 
Nos.  13  and  18,  but  the  latter  has  a  second 
solution  in  1,  P— Kt  8,  K— R  8  (ch.).  2,  K— 
Kt  5,  R— Kt  8.  3,  Q  X  P  ;  therefore  it  is  pro- 
posed to  remove  the  P  at  Q  Kt  3,  and  add  a 
black  E  at  a  suitable  square.  The  styles  of 
play  in  Nos.  14  and  21  resemble  one  another, 
yet  they  differ  as  much  as  a  white  rose  and 
a  white  tulip.  No.  37  contains  the  play  of 
8  white  Pawns  against  8  black  Pawns,  and  it 
takes  as  many  as  108  moves  for  White  to 
win,  and  then  he  does  not  make  a  Q  but  a 
E  in  the  main  variation.  Remarkable  play 
with  the  R  is  shown  in  Nos.  31,  32,  83,  84, 
85,  38,  39,  and  45.  No.  50,  on  page  54,  is  in 
292  moves,  and  is  on  page  82  increased  to 
345  moves.  Movements  of  the  K  in  the 
form  of  an  ellipse  and  a  square  are  illustrated 
on  pages  58  and  82.  The  book  is  published 
by  Veit  &  Co.  in  Leipzig  at  the  price  of  2s. 
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A  'WouLD-SF.  Sailor. — There  are  clerks  on  the  mail 
steamers,  and  they  are  generally  passed  iu  tlirough 
the  head  office :  but  even  on  board  sliip  you  would  have 
to  spell  properly.  Your  ^vriting  is  well  enough,  but 
you  sliould  read  over  what  yon  have  written  before 
you  send  it  away. 

Athletic— No  lad  of  seventeen  should  be  any  the 
worse  for  running  a  mile.  See  our  articles  on 
■'  Training."    They  were  iu  the  second  volume. 

IviXGAR00.--The  address  is  given  in  our  wrapper.  In 
all  ca^L'5  the  addresses  giveu  in  this  corresjiondence 
are  sullicieut  for  Post  Office  purposes.  For  sticlvi}}g 
in  stamps  use  hinges  made  of  the  margins  to  shet-ts 
of  stamps.  Never  gum  stamps  dowu  on  to  the 
paper. 

A.  H.  F.-  The  best  all-round  book  on  yacht  building  is 
"  Yacht  and  Boat  Sailing,"  by  Di.xon  Kemp,  price 
25s.,  publislied  at  "  The  Field  "  office,  Straud.  Tliere 
are  clieaper  bonks  on  yacht  building  published  by 
Uill,  170,  Strand.   Send  for  his  catalogue. 

C.  W.wsoK. — 1.  The  best  way  of  "restoring"  your 
photographs  is  to  take  a  new  negative  and  print  from 
that.  2.  It  depends  on  the  boy's  ability.  The  'cast- 
ings can  be  got  at  Bateman's  Model  Dockyard  in 
High  Holborn,  opposite  the  Western  Central  Posi;- 
Office. 

Cadets  (B.  P.  .Tai^'^son).— Wc  are  much  interested  to 
hear  of  the  old-e--:ii'Ii-Ii''d  i-adet  corps  at  Mannamead 
School,  at  Plyuii'  Uli,  thank  you  for  the  report  of 
the  inspeiTi'>ii.  nnte  tliat  it  is  the  only  boy  corps 
with  a  ficM-'j  and  may  have  something  to  say  on 
cadet  matt,  r,^  '-cuM-ally  in  the  near  future. 

D.  TnuMAS. — 1.  Tlie  offices  of  the  British  Association 
are  now  at  22,  Albemarle  Street,  hut  tliey  will  shortly 
be  removed  to  Burlington  House.  2.  Not  a  public 
one  that  we  know  of  ;  but  by  joiuiug  a  science  class 
you  might  hear  of  the  nearest. 

Gardexei!.— 1.  To  clear  cork  of  insects  the  best  way  is 
to  bake  it.  2.  For  pliotographs  of  engines  you  must 
apply  to  the  locomotive  superintendent. 

Pedometer. — For  a  week's  tramp  you  would  find  a 
night  shirt,  a  coloured  shirt,  two  pairs  of  socks,  two 
pocket  handkerchiefs,  two  xylonite  collars,  a  hair 
brush,  and  a  sponge  quite  sufficient.  A  pair  of  loose 
leggings,  an  umbrella,  and  a  map  are  also  useful. 
Wear  a  cap ;  have  a  meat  breakfast ;  and  do  not 
eat  or  driuk  anything  more  uutil  you  have  accom- 
plished at  least  tn  o-thirds  of  the  day's  work. 

A  Berinxer  in  Axgling.— Nothing  better  tlian  our 
articles  by  Mr.  Harrington  Keene.  For  lldat-fi^liiiiL;- 
a  good  cheap  book  is  J.  W.  Martin's,  price  2s.,  pub- 
lished by  Sampson  Low  &  Co. 

Albatross. — Flying  machines  on  the  screw  principle 
have  been  tried,  but  have  all  beeu  failures  owing  to 

■  the  weight  of  the  machinery  being  too  great.  What 
is  wanted  is  a  sufficiently  light  and  powerful  motor. 
Machines  combining  the  screw  and  the  balloon  have 
been  tried  and  have  worked  to  windward  in  light 
airs,  but  failed  in  heavy  winds.  There  are  several 
books  on  the  subject,  among  them  Mansfield's  "  Aerial 
Navigation,"  published  by  Macmillan  &  Co. 

Henry. — Take  in  Chambers's  "Encyclopaedia,"  now 
pubUshing  in  monthly  parts.  It  will  cost  yon  no 
more  than  a  magazine  and  be  of  value  to  you  all 
through  life. 

Inquirer  (F.  L.).— Write  to  the  General  Manager  of 
the  Company  you  think  of  entering,  enclosing  copies 
of  testimonials  as  to  ability  and  character.  If  ycu 
know  one  of  tlie  officials  of  the  line,  all  the  better ; 
mention  his  name  in  your  letter  and  get  him  to  certify 
as  to  your  fitness  for  the  occupation. 

Gari'ORTh.— Send  to  the  Chief  Clerk,  Emigrants'  In- 
formation Office,  Broailway,  Westminster,  for  copies 
of  their  monthly  circulars.  Tlie  best  openings  at 
present  are  in  Canada  and  AustraUa. 

P.  J.  W.— Tlie  offices  of  both  lines  are  in  Leadenhall 
Street.  Neither  the  New  Zealand  boats  nor  Shaw 
Savin's  go  to  Napier.  The  service  to  that  town  is 
purely  local. 

J.  W.  H. — As  we  have  frequently  said,  you  can  get  any 
book  through  Simpkin,  Marsliall  Co.,  Stationers' 
Hall  Court,  E.c.  They  are  wholesale  booksellers. 
Apply  to  them  If  your  bookseller  refuses  to  obUge 
you. 

Anxious  Inquirer. — I'our  anxiety  will  have  to  con- 
tinue as  far  as  we  are  concerned.  In  the  first  place 
you  do  not  quote  correctly,  and  in  the  next  we  have 
given  up  identifying  quotations. 

W.  G.  G. — Do  not  send  your  coin  to  us  but  take  it  to 
the  museum.  If  a  British  one  it  will  probably  be 
figured  m  Thorburn's  "  Guide  to  the  Coins  of  Great 
Britain  and  Ireland,"  a  book  which  is  probably  in 
your  Free  Library. 

iNQtrisiTrvE.— An  article  on  "Pharaoh's  Serpents" 
appeared  iu  the  third  volume,  Boy's  Own  Paper, 
p.  451. 

E.  Lawton. — The  trade  is  a  thing  of  the  past ;  you 
must  find  some  other  employment.  The  oil  of  these 
days  is  paraffin,  not  sperm. 


Deutschland.— There  is  nothing  better  to  begin  witli 
than  the  arti'dc-  in  CasseU's  "Popular  IMucati -r." 

J.  T.Stewaut.  -i-aiiitas  Toothpowder  co^t~ci'jliti»  iiee 
a  box  at  tlie  Stores.  You  can  probably  get  it  for  a 
shilling  at  a  country  druggist's.  A  postcard  to  the 
Sanitas  Compan\-  would  oljtain  for  you  a  list  of  the 
nearest  places  where  it  is  on  sale. 

C.  H.  K. — The  recitations  are  probably  copyright  and 
the  property  of  the  reciter,  to  whom  you  shoidd  apply 
for  particulars. 

Billy  Blue. — When  we  see  Jules  Verne'we  will  ask  him 
if  the  story  is  true.  We  will  tell  him  you  i\  ish  to 
know  how  Mr.  Mastou  is.  With  regard  to  the 
"sailing  cutter,s,"  all  wc  can  say  is  that  they  look 
better  tlian  the  boats  usually  sold  in  toy.>hops,  anil 
that  they  are  cheaper,  but  tlieir  self-steering  arrange- 
ment is  nothing  like  so  good  as  the  ordinary  weiglited 
rudder. 

H.  S.  V.  P. — 1.  The  tar  will  dry  in  time,  no  matter  how 
sticky  it  may  be.  2.  We  are  going  to  have  an  article 
on  bowling  in  the  good  time  coming.  3.  Keep  the 
dog  off  any  other  food  for  a  time.  4.  We  have  had 
articles  on  swimming,  the  best  ever  published. 

Y.  Crep. — 1.  A  cure  for  laziness  ?  Cannot  your  friends 
think  of  one  ?  2.  The  thistle  shows  the  coin  to  be 
Scotch  ;  the  akq.  fr.  et.  hib.  shows  it  must  be  of 
subsequent  date  to  James  I.,  consequently  it  cannot 
be  1079  or  1579.  It  cannot  be  1779  because  there  was 
no  Scotch  coinage  after  Anne  ;  and  therefore  it  must 
be  1G79  ;  and  the  bust  is  that  of  Charles  II. 

Green  A. — Silkworms'  eggs  can  be  pm'chased  in  London 
at  Slaymaker's,  in  Catherine  Street,  Covent  Gardeu  ; 
and  at  nearly  all  the  natural-history  shops. 

J.  Booth. — There  are  promotions  from  the  ranks  in  all 
branches  of  the  services  except  the  scientific  corps. 
A  man  receives  a  gratuity  when  he  passes  from  non- 
commissioneil  to  commissioned  ranli  ;  he  has  not  to 
pay  any  fee  ;  tlie  gratuity  is  for  his  outfit. 

TODE  Ander. — We  have  had  a  paper  ou  "Jlnsical 
Glasses,"  now  out  of  print,  but  reprinted  in  "Indoor 
Games." 

Gymnastic. — The  Gymnastic  Articles  are  reprinted  in 
"  Indoor  Games." 

Dragoon. — The  "  Queen's  Bays"  are  the  2nd  Dragoon 
Guards.  Dragoon  Guards  do  not  wear  cuirasses  ; 
neither  do  Life  Guards  when  ou  active  service. 

Always  Re-Ady. — The  most  important  part  is  the 
workshop  practice  ;  the  theoretical  part  can  be  learnt 
at  night  school  or  by  private  study  after  hours.  If 
you  have  a  chance  of  becoming  an  engineer's  appren- 
tice do  not  neglect  it.  The  experience  can  do  you  no 
harm  and  may  do  you  good.  Take  up  electricity, 
magnetism,  inorganic  chemistry,  acoustics,  light  and 
heat,  and  physics  generally.  Pass  the  South  Kens- 
ington Science  examination  if  possible. 
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"Go  along,  you  goose!" 


S.  Pearce.— Tlie  "  crests "  are  purely  decorative.  No 
herald  would  admit  tlie  possibility  of  a  ship  having 
a  crest.  Towns  have  '•.arms"  very  few  of  them 
have  crests.  An  application  to  tlie  Town  Clerk  would 
probably  inocure  you  a  copy  of  the  arms  on  theletter 
paper:  >ur\i  ap|ilication,if  courteously  worded,  would 
recei\'e  a  cuurteous  reply. 

Jumping  (J.  F.  S.).— In  jumping  a  tape  is  often  used,uot 
a  bar.  On  the  uprights  is  a  scale  with  holes  for  pegs. 
Pegs  arc  shifted  up  as  required,  and  on  them  is  rested 
the  tape,  which  is  stretched  by  means  of  small  sand 
bags  tied  at  each  end,  just  lieavy  enough  to  keep  the 
tape  straight,  and  so  lightly  laid  on  the  pegs  as  to  be 
removable  at  the  least  kick. 

Balloons. — All  the  articles  we  have  published  in  tlie 
jiaper  ou  making  balloons  have  been  reprinted  iu 
"  Iniloor  Games." 

Firearms. — If  you  carry  firearms  without  a  licence  you 
are  liable  to  a  penalty,  which,  for  your  own  sake,  we 
hope  will  be  enforced. 

Electric  Lighting  ("  Tiger  ").— Very  glad  you  were 
so  successful  in  setting  up  the  lamps  according  to  the 
article.  The  "  thick  brown  stuff "  is  the  bi-te  noire 
of  workers  with  this  battery,  but  the  cells  ought  not 
to  get  "  fuU "  of  it.  Of  course  the  zincs  tcill  get 
eaten  away,  as  it  is  that  tliat  causes  the  light.  Tlie 
only  way  to  get  full  value  for  zinc  consumed  is  to 
use  plates  with  screw  terminals,  .so  as  to  be  able  to 
renew  one  when  u-^ed  up.  If  you  bought  the  zincs 
they  were  probably-  amalgamated.  If  not  you  must 
certainly  do  so  by  ruljbing  tlieir  surfaces  first  with  a 
rag  dipped  in  dilute  sulphuric  acid,  and  then  mth  a 
drop  of  metallic  meremy  rubbed  on  with  the  same 
rag.  It  will  adhere  all  over  the  surface,  and  must  be 
then  li-ft  til  L'i't  dry.  Put  about  I  ounce  of  mercury 
into  the  iiianui  pot  when  the  battery  is  working. 
Perhaps  Villi  u,ed  too  acid  a  solution  iu  the  porous 
pots,  as  tlie  zincs  seem  to  have  dissolved  faster  than 
they  ought. 

J.  N.  Lee. — Y'our  query  is  decidedly  vague.  To  begin 
with,  what  are  " miu-ket  electricians'''?  One  must 
suppose  that  tliey  might  use  large  or  small  coils,  and 
are  not  bound  to  one  size.  Never  having  examineil 
these  coils  it  is  impossible  to  give  you  the  exact 
dimensions  for  the  strength  you  ask  for.  If  you 
make  a  coil  donlile  the  size  of  that  given  in  the 
article,  and  use  four  or  five  cells  of  the  battery,  you 
will  find  it  quite  strong  enough. 

Electric  Lighting  ("  Raymond  Frezols  ").— Have  you 
read  tlie  article  on  "  Electric  Lamps  "  in  Nos.  576,  577, 
and  578  ?  If  you  have  not  you  had  better  do  so.  If 
you  liave,  it  is  difficult  to  know  what  you  want  ex- 
plained. Y'ou  have  only  to  join  the  wires  to  your 
lamp,  and,  if  the  battery  is  strong  enough,  it 'will 
light  it.  But  you  can't  get  a  really  good  lamp  for 
one  shilling. 


"  Oh,  you  are  a  duck  !  " 
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'  '  [ALL  RIGHTS  RESERVED.] 


■  ■ '                 Tj^iSHER  ii's  hopes  rose  high  within  him  as  he  stalked  his  debtor  across 
Jl     the  school  green.    Three  times  akeady  he  had  encountered  him,  but 
"  'What's  the  charge?'  said  the  judge."  fate  had  stepped  in  to  prevent  the  collection  of  his  dues.  No'W  


He  had  arrived  at  this  stage  when  a 
voice  at  his  side  sent  a  cold  shiver  down 
his  back. 

"  Hullo,  kid,  got  you  at  last,  then  ? 
That's  what  you  call  waiting  where  I 
left  you,  do  you  ?  " 

"  I  didn't  promise  to  wait,"  said  Fisher. 
"You  told  me  to." 

"  It's  the  same  thing,  you  young  cad. 
Now  you'll  come  along  with  me,  my 
beauty." 

Had  Fisher  n  been  anything  but  a  raw 
hand,  it  might  have  occurred  to  him  that 
it  would  take  Percy  Wheatfield  all  his 
time  to  convey  a  boy  his,  Fisher's,  size 
against  his  will  into  Forder's  house.  But 
such  is  the  force  of  innocence  on  one  side, 
and  authority  on  the  other,  that  the  new 
boy  laid  down  his  arms,  and  followed  his 
captor  meekly  into  the  enemy's  citadel. 

Just  as.  they  were  entering,  a  posse  of 
the  enemy  appeared  on  the  scene,  con- 
sisting, among  other  supporters  of  the 
Modern  cause,  of  Kamshaw,  Cottle,  Lick- 
ford,  and  Cash. 

"  Here's  a  game,  Rammy,"  cried  Percy. 
"Got  him  at  last!  This  is  the  villain, 
this  is  the  murdering,  highway  forger. 
Come  on,  you  kid  ;  you're  in  for  it." 

It  did  occur  to  Fisher  n  at  this  juncture 
that  a  change  of  air  might  be  refreshing. 
But  it  was  too  late  now.  The  enemy  had 
him  fast.  There  was  no  getting  out  of 
the  "warm  weather"  which  had  been 
promised  him. 

"  Come  on — we'll  have  a  regular  Old 
Bailey  of  it,"  cried  Percy.  "  Go  and  tell 
the  fellows,  and  collar  some  witnesses,  do 
you  hear ;  and  tell  the  hangman  he'll  be 
wanted  in  half  an  horn-." 

This  promise  of  judicial  despatch  was 
not  consoling  to  the  prisoner,  who  had 
grave  doubts  as  to  the  impartiality  of  the 
tribmial  before  which  he  was  to  be 
arraigned.  He  wondered  if  Ashby,  or 
D'Arcy,  or  any  of  his  friends  would  appear 
among  the  witnesses. 

The  trial  took  place  in  the  room  jointly 
owned  by  Percy,  Ramshaw,  Cottle,  and 
Lickford.  A  chair  was  planted  on  the 
bed  for  the  accommodation  of  the  judge. 
The  fender  was  brought  out  in  front  of  the 
chest  of  drawers  for  a  witness  box ;  while 
Rix  IV,  who  officiated  as  jury,  sat  on  a 
footstool  on  the  table. 

As  for  the  prisoner,  a  dock  was  pro- 
vided for  him  in  the  form  of  the  wash- 
stand,  out  of  which  the  basin  had  been 
removed  to  make  room  for  his  vmeasy 
person  in  the  vacant  hole. 

"Now,  you  chaps,"  said  Percy,  who 
had  naturally  appomted  himself,  in  addi- 
tion to  his  other  offices,  usher  of  the 
court,  "  no  larks.  Shut  up.  This  is  a  big 
job.  This  yoimg  cad  cheated  at  Elections." 

Here   the   door   opened,  and  Dangle 
looked  in. 

"  What  on  earth  is  all  this  row  ?  "  he 
said. 

"  A  trial.  I  say,  Dangle,  will  you  be 
judge  ?  It's  a  Classic  kid  that  cheated  at 
Elect'ons." 

"  No,  really,  I  didn't,"  said  Fisher, 
painfully  aware  that,  so  far,  the  trial  was 
going  against  him. 

Dangle,  who  fancied  something  might 
come  of  this,  was  condescending  enough 
to  say  he  didn't  mind  playing  at  judge,  if 
they  liked.  Whereat,  amid  cheers,  lie  was 
voted  to  the  chair  on  the  bed,  where  he 
sat  rather  precariously,  and  ordered  silence 
in  the  coiu-t. 


"  Who  is  the  prisoner  ?  " 

"  Go  on,  kid,  tell  'em  your  name,"  said 
Per«j',  encouragingly. 

"  Fisher  ii — really  I  didn't  do  any- 
thing," said  the  prisoner. 

"  What's  the  charge  ?  "  said  the  judge. 

"You  see,  it's  this  way,"  said  Percy, 
forgetting  to  go  inside  the  fender—"  Eani, 
and  Cot,  and  Lick  and  I  were  having  a 
ripping  eight-handed  mill  in  here  the 
other  day  " 

The  prisoner  thought  over  all  his  crimes, 
and  could  recall  nothing  that  was  even 
remotely  connected  with  an  eight-handed 
mill. 

"  Cot  and  Lick  had  got  gloves  with  no 
horse-hair  in  them,  you  know,  so  they 
lammed  it  pretty  hard;  but  Ram  and  I 

were  just  scriinching  them  up  " 

"  Crams  !    You  never  got  near  us.  My 
nose  wasn't  hit  once,"  said  Cottle. 
"  No  ;  but  we  had  you  in  the  ribs." 
"Under  the  belt,"  ejaculated  Lickford. 
"  Np,  it  wasn't — I  say.  Dangle,"  said 
the  witness,  "it  was  just  on  his  waistcoat 
pocket,  and  he  says  "that's  below  the  belt. 
If  he  likes  to  wear  his  belt  round  his  neck, 
of  course  he  gets  hit  under." 

"  And  if  you  wear  yours  round  your 
ankle,  there's  not  much  room  for  your 
bread-basket,"  retorted  Cottle. 

"  And  where  does  Fisher  ii  come  in  ?  " 
asked  the  judge;  "was  he  in  the  middle 
of  the  mill '?  " 

"  No.  You  see,  we  were  just  in  the 
middle  of  it,  and  these  joUy  cheats  were 
beginning  to  cave  in — — " 

"  Ho,  ho ! — It  would  take  a  lot  more  than 

you  to  make  us  " 

"  Order  in  the  court — go  on,  Wheatfield." 
"  There  you  are — shut  up,  you  chaps 

 beginning  to  cave  in,  when  Clapperton 

yelled  for  me,  and  I  had  to  go." 

"Lucky  job  for  you,"  growled  Cottle. 
"  You  wouldn't  have  been  able  to  go  at  all 
five  minutes  later." 

Whereupon  Percy  appealed  to  the  Court 
to  keep  order. 

"Fire  away,"  said  the  judge,  "that's 
nothing  to  do  with  the  prisoner." 

"  Oh,  hasn't  it ! — You  see,  Clapperton 
wanted  me  to  take  a  letter  to  Yorke.  It 
must  have  been  a  screamer,  for  Yorke 
yelled  when  he  read  it.    I  wanted  him  to 

let  me  finish  our  mill  first,  but  " 

"Who,  Yorke?" 

"  No,  Clapperton.    If  there'd  been  time 
for  another  round— — " 

"  Now,  then,  don't  let's  have  any  more 
of  that  mill,"  said  the  judge. 

"  That's  just  what  they  felt  at  the  time, 
wasn't  it.  Lick '?  "  ejaculated  Cottle. 

_"  Did  we  ? — waittillyou  see,  my  beauty,"  i 
said  the  witness.    "  I  wish  you  wouldn't  [ 
interrupt ;  oh,  so  I  had  to  go"  and  this  kid 
came  and  caught  me  a  jolly  crack  in  the  i 
stomach." 

"  Which  side  of  your  belt  ?  "  inqiaired  i 
Lickford. 

"  Tlie  side  you'll  get  it  hot,  my  boy,  next 
time  I  catch  you,"  retorted  Percy. 

"  That'll  be  imder,  you  bet,"  said  Lick- 
ford. 

"  I  didn't  mean  to  hurt  you,"  said  the 
prisoner,  who  began  to  hope  that  the  ] 
charge  against  him  was  to  prove  much 
less  serious  than  he  had  at  first  feared, 
"  I  n]iologisc." 

"  Sliiit  up,  don't  talk  to  me — talk  to 
the  jury." 

As  the  jury  at  this  moment  was  strug- 
gling manfully  to  protect  his  hassock  from 


the  depredations  of  Cash,  who  was  anxious 
to  investigate  its  interior,  it  was  not  much 
iise  addressing  him;  so  Fisher  subsided, 
and  wished  the  hole  of  Percy's  wash-hand- 
stand had  been  at  least  so  much  easier  in 
diameter  as  to  allow  him  room  to  sigh. 

"  Fire  away,"  said  the  judge,  "  we  shall 
be  all  night  at  this." 

"  Well,  you  see,"  continued  Percy,  "it's 
this  way.  I've  got  a  brother,  you  know, 
called  Wally,  a  seedy  Classic  chap,  and  up 
to  no  end  of  low  tricks." 

"  We  know  him,"  echoed  the  court 
generally. 

"  Not  got  such  a  rummy-shaped  waist 
as  his  brother,  though,"  whispered  Cottle. 

"  All  right,  young  Cottle,  I'U  take  it  out 
of  you,  j'ou  see." 

"  What  '11  you  take  ?  I  keep  mine  out- 
side," replied  Cottle. 

"  Order  in  the  coiu-t.  Forge  awav, 
AVlieatfield." 

"  I  should  like  to  know  how  I'm  to  forge 
away,  with  these  two  asses  fooling  about 
down  here  ?  Why  can't  you  raise  them 
to  the  bench  to  keep  them  quiet  ?  Oh, 
yes — well,  you  see,  this  kid,  "being  new,  and 
green,  and  about  as  high  old  an  idiot  as 
they  make  them — did  you  fellows  see  him 
on  first  night  ?    I  say  !  oh  my  " 

"  Look  here,  Wheatfield,"  faid  the 
judge,  sternly,  "  if  you  aren't  done  in  three 
minutes,  I'll  call  the  next  witness." 

"  He  wouldn't  know  anything  about  it, 
bless  you,"  said  Percy.  "  You  see,  it  was 
like  this— this  kid  .thought  I  was  WaUy — 
what  do  you  think  of  that  ?  " 

"Cheek.    JoUy  rough  on  WaUy,"  re- 
marked Cash. 

The  witness  looked  at  the  interrupter, 
and  tried  to  make  out  whether  his  remark 
was  a  compliment  or  the  reverse.  He 
decided  that,  as  he  had  only  three  mmutes 
left,  he  had  better  defer  thinking  the  ques- 
tion out  till  afterwards. 

"  So,  of  course,  he  began  to  swagger 
about  his  big  brother  " 

"No,  you  asked  me  "  began  the 

prisoner. 

"  Shut  up,"  cried  Percy,  sternly,  "how 
am  I  to  get  done  in  three  minutes  if  " 

"  Only  two  left  now,"  said  Ramshaw. 

"  Go  on,  Ram.  I've  not  been  a, 
minute  yet." 

"  Yes,  you  have — sixtj'-five  seconds," 
said  Ramshaw,  who  held  his  watch  in  his 
hand. 

"  I  never  did  believe  in  those  Waterbury 
turnips,  they  always  stop  when  you — oh 
yes  ! — swaggered  about  his  big  brother  and. 
all  those  fellows  over  there,  and  blabbed 
out  tliere'd  been  a  regular  plant  among 
'em  to  rig  the  election?,  and  he  and  a  lot 
of  'em  had  been  out  canvassing,  and  bagged 
a  lot  of  our  kids  and  locked  them  out,  and 
if  it  hadn't  been  for  that,  Brinkman  would 
have  pulled  otT  the  treasurership,  and  if  it 
hadn't  been  for  me  setting  wind  of  it,  and 
going  and  fetching  them  out,  and  bringing- 
them  into  Hall  just  in  the  nick  of  time. 
Ranger  would  have  got  the  secretaryship, 
and  our  side  would  have  been  jolly  well 
out  of  it  and  I  mean  to  say  it's  a  ho\'\  ling 
swindle-and-hope-there'll-be-a-jolly-gocd- 
row-  kicked  -up-and-you-needn't-say-  I-let- 
out  -aliont-it-because  -  Wally-  asked  -  jue-to- 
kcep-it-inum-and-I-said  "' 

"  Time's  up,"'  said  Ramshaw.      "  No 
side  !  " 

Whereupon  the  witness  stopped  short 
triumpliantly,  like  an  athlete  who  has  just 
won  his  race  by  a  neck. 
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"  Come,"  said  the  judge,  "  this  is  getting 
interesting.  Who's  the  next  witness '? 
Are  any  of  our  fellows  who  were  collared 
here  ?  " 

"  Eather — young  Eix  is  one." 

"Please,  Dangle,"  said  the  prisoner, 
"  I  didn't  touch  anybody.  I  was — that 
is  " 

"Don't  tell  crams,"  said  Percy,  "it's  a 
bad  habit." 

"  Eix  had  better  go  into  the  witness- 
box,"  said  the  judge. 

"  WTiat  about  the  jury  ?"  asked  that 
functionary. 

"Oh,  I'll  keep  the  place  warm,"  volun- 
teered Percy. 

Whereupon  Eix  quitted  his  hassock,  and 
entered  the  fender. 

"  I  and  Slingsby  got  nailed  by  a  Classic 
cad  outside  our  form  door.  I  kicked  him 
on  the  sliins,  though,"  said  he. 

"What  Classic  cad?  " 

"  Oh,  I  don't  know  ;  a  new  kicT  with 
sandy  hair,  a  horrid  lout.  It  was  Wally's 
room  we  were  taken  to,  and  they  fooled 
us  about  high  tea  and  that  sort  of  thing. 
The  place  was  swarming  with  oiir  chaps 
who  had  been  collared." 

"How  many?"  asked  the  judge. 
"  Fifty  ?  " 

"  Not  quite  so  many ;  there  were  four 
or  five." 

"  Next  witness." 

Another  of  the  captives  gave  similar 
evidence.  After  which,  Lickford  deposed 
that  he  had  seen  the  troop  come  in  to 
Elections  just  in  time  to  vote  for  Dangle. 

"  Yes  ;  and  who  tried  to  keep  us  out, 
I'd  like  to  know  ?  "  said  Percy.  "There 
you  are,  it  was  you  !  " 

"  I  thought  you  were  on  the  other  side." 

"  Did  you  ?  I'm  very  glad  Wally  gave 
you  a  welting  for  it.  I  wish  he'd  do  it 
again." 

"He  hits  above  the  belt,  that's  how 
I  know  him  from  you,"  retorted  Lickford. 

"  Order  —  what's  the  prisoner  got  to 
say?" 

"  Crams,"  said  Percy,  "  it's  no  use 
asking  him." 

"  Wait  a  bit,"  said  the  judge.  "  Fisher  ii, 
how  many  of  our  chaps  did  you  collar  ?  " 

"  None,  really,"  said  the  prisoner.  "  I 
waited  by  the  Gvmnasium." 

"  Oh.    What  for  ?  " 

"  Well,  I  was  canvassing." 

"  What  did  you  wait  at  the  Gj-mnasium 
for  ?  " 

This  was  awkward.  Fisher  ii  found 
himself  getting  into  a  tight  corner,  tighter 
even  than  the  washstand. 

"  I  was  told  to." 

"  Who  by  ?  your  brother,  I  suppose." 

"  Oh  no.  My  brother  wouldn't  do  such 
a  thing." 

"  What  sort  of  thing?  " 

'  Why,  try  to  collar  fellows  off  the  other 
side." 

"  Oh,  that  was  your  little  game,  was  it  ? 
Whose  idea  was  it  ?    Yorke's  ?  " 

"  Oh,  no.   It  was  D'Arcy  spoke  to  me." 

"  Oh,  D'Arcy.  And  who  spoke  to  him  ? 
Wliose  fag  is  he  ?  " 

"  Eidgway's." 

"  And  what  did  Eidgway  tell  him  ?  " 

"  I  don't  think  Eidgway  told  him  any- 
thing. The  only  one  I  heard  speak  to 
him  was  Wally." 

"  Wretched  voung  sneak  !  "  said  Percy. 
"  I'll  let  Wally  know  that." 

"Wally,  he's  Yorke's  fag.  Who  else 
was  there  ?  " 


"  Only  me  and  Ashby." 

"  Who  does  Ashby  fag  for  ?  " 

"  My  brother.  Fisher  I." 

"  I  thought  you  said  jiist  now  your 
brother  wasn't  in  it  ?  You'd  better  be 
careful,  youngster." 

For  the  life  of  him,  Fisher  ii,  in  his 
bewildered  state,  could  not  make  out  how 
Eidgway,  and  Yorke,  and  Fisher  i  all 
seemed  to  have  got  mixed  up  in  the 
affair. 

"  You  mean  to  say,"  said  the  judge, 
"  you  don't  know  what  the  orders  to  the 
fags  were  ?  ' ' 

"  No,  really — I  only  heard  of  it  from 
D'Arcy." 

"  Your  brother  never  said  anything  to 
you  direct  ?  " 
"Oh,  no." 

"  Has  he  said  anything  since  ?  " 

"  Oh,  no  ;  that  is,  he  only  said  it  was  a 
pity  Eanger  got  beaten." 

"  Did  he  say  how  it  happened  ?  " 

"  He  said  if  the  five  Modern  cha_ 
hadn't  turned  up  at  the  last  moment, 
he'd  have  won." 

"  Was  he  angry  about  it  ?  " 

"  He  was  rather  in  a  wax." 

"  Did  he  tell  you  you  were  an  ass  ?  " 

"  Not  that  time." 

"  Another  time  ?  " 

"  Yes,  once  or  twice." 

"  'Cute  chap,  your  brother,"  said  Percy, 
aside. 

"  Shut  up,  Wheatfield.  Now  tell  me 
this,  young  Fisher  !  "  said  Dangle,  with 
an  air  of  importance  which  intimidated 
the  prisoner ;  "  what  was  it  your  brother 
said  about  the  election  ?  " 

"  It  wasn't  to  me,  it  was  to  Eanger,  my 
senior.  He  said  it  was  a  regular  sell,  and 
he'd  have  given  a  lot  to  see  you  beaten, 
because  he  knew  you  couldn't  play  fair  at 
anything,  even  if  you  tried." 

Some  of  the  court  were  rude  enough  to 
laugh  at  this  very  candid  confession  ;  but 
the  judge  himself  failed  to  see  any 
hmnour  in  it. 

"  Oh,  that's  what  he  said  ?  And  yet 
you  mean  to  tell  me,  after  that,  that  your 
brother  had  nothing  to  do  with  trying  to 
get  Eanger  elected  instead  of  me  ?  " 

"  I  suppose  he  had ;  but  I'm  sure  he 
didn't  mean  to  do  anything  fishy,  any 
more  than  I  did.  I  thought  it  was  only 
a  joke." 

"  You've  a  nice  notion  of  a  joke. 
That'll  do,  you  can  ciit." 

"What!"  exclaimed  Percy,  aghast, 
"  aren't  you  going  to  hang  him  ?  " 

"  No,  I  must  go.  You  can  finish  the 
trial  yourselves." 

As  soon  as  the  judge  had  quitted  the 
bench,  Percy  moimted  it,  and  proceeded 
to  sum  up, 

"  You're  a  nice  article,  you  are,"  said 
he,  addressing  the  prisoner — "  what  do 
you  mean  by  sneaking  on  my  young 
"brother,  Wally,  eh  ?  You'll  get  it  hot  for 
that,  I  can  tell  you.  You're  to  be  hanged, 
drawn,  and  quartered  ;  then  you're  to  be 
kicked  all  round  our  side  ;  then  you're  to 
be  ducked  in  tlie  river ;  then  you're  to 
kneel  down  and  lick  every  chap's  boots  ; 
then  you're  to  be  executed  ;  then  you're 
to  be  burnt  alive ;  then  you're  to  write 
out  fifty  Greek  verbs ;  then  you're — 
hallo,  who's  there  ?  come  in  !  what  do 
you  want  ?  " 

This  abrupt  curtailment  of  the  prison- 
er's doom  v/as  occasioned  by  a  modest 
tap  at  the  door ;  probably  some  belated 


witness  come  to  add  his  evidence  to  the 
rest. 

"  Come  in,  can't  you  ?  "  repeated  Percy. 

AVhereupon  the  door  opened  with  a 
swing,  and  in  rushed  Wally,  D'Arcy, 
Ashby,  and  three  or  four  other  Classic 
fags.  How  they  had  got  wind  of  the 
capture  of  their  man  it  would  be  hard  to 
say  ;  but  now  they  had  come  to  fetch  him. 

The  only  thing  visible  in  Percy's  room 
for  several  minutes  was  dust — out  of 
which  proceeded  yells,  and  howls,  and 
recriminations  which  would  have  done 
credit  to  pandemonium.  As  the  cloud 
roUed  by,  the  Classics  might  be  seen  in  a 
firm  phalanx,  with  their  man  in  the 
middle,  backing  on  to  the  door.  Signs  of 
carnage  lay  all  around.  Lickford  was 
struggling,  head  downward,  in  the  wash- 
stand.  Cash  was  leaning  up  in  a  corner, 
,  with  his  hand  modestly  placed  over  his 
nose.  Eamshaw  and  Cottle  were  en- 
gaged in  deadly  strife  on  the  floor,  each 
imder  the  fond  delusion  that  the  other 
was  a  Classic  ;  while  the  twin  brothers, 
armed  witli  the  better  pair  of  boxing 
gloves,  were  having  a  friendly  spar  in  the 
middle. 

It  was  a  victory  all  along  the  line  for 
the  invaders,  and  when,  a  moment  after- 
wards, they  stampeded  in  a  body,  and 
inarched  with  shouts  of  victory  down  the 
passage,  carrying  the  late  prisoner  among 
them,  there  was  no  mistake  about  the 
ignominious  defeat  of  the  besieged  garri- 
son. 

"  Ya,  booh !  cowards !  rim  aw  ay ! 
daren't  stop,"  yelled  Percy  after  them,, 
trying  to  make  the  best  of  a  bad  job. 

"  Going  home  to  tea — come  again  some- 
day," was  the  answering  shout. 

"  Booh  !  Who  cheated  at  clubs  ?' 
Classic  cads  ! " 

"  Yah  !  Who'd  like  to  cheat,  but  ain't 
clever  enough  ?  " 

Whereupon,  the  conquerors  marched  ofi" 
to  refreshment,  and  the  vanquished  tried 
to  tidy  up  Percy's  bedroom. 

That  evening  Fisher  i  received  a  polite 
note  from  his  colleague,  the  secretary. 

"Dear  Fisher,— It  is  only  right  to- 
tell  you,  that  we  have  discovered  that  five 
of  oiu'  fellows  were  prevented  from  voting 
at  Elections  by  boys  of  your  side,  appa- 
rently acting  under  orders  from  their 
seniors.  We  don't  profess  to  know  who 
were  at  the  bottom  of  it,  but  it  is  a  fact 
that  the  election  for  treasurer  would  have 
gone  differently  but  for  this  very  shady 
trick.  Clapperton  and  most  of  us  are  not. 
disposed  to  claim  a  new  election,  now 
everything  is  settled,  and  you  have  already 
got  in  most  of  the  subscriptions.  But  it- 
makes  us  think  that  even  the  virtuous. 
Classics  at  Fellsgarth  are  not  absolutely 
perfect  even  yet — which  is  a  pit^'. 

"  Yours  truly, 

"  E.  DanXtLE." 

This  pleasant  letter.  Fisher  r,  raging,, 
carried  to  the  captain. 

Yorke  pulled  a  long  face  when  he  read 

it. 

"  There's  no  truth  in  it,  surelv  ?  "  said 
he. 

"  I  can't  answer  for  any  foolery  the 
juniors  have  been  up  to ;  but  apart  from 
that,  it's  a  sheer  lie,  and  the  fellow  deserves 
to  be  kicked." 

"  Much  better  offer  them  a  new 
election,"  said  the  captain. 

"  What !    They'll  get  their  man  in." 
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"  My  dear  fellow,  suppose  they  do. 
You'll  still  belong  to  Fellsgarth.  They 
rnustn't  have  a  chance  of  saying  they 
don't  get  fair  play." 

"  Well,  perhaps  you're  right.  I  don't 
care  twopence  about  the  treasurership, 


but  I  wouldn't  like  to  be  beaten  by 
Brinkman." 

"  I  hope  you  won't  be,  old  man,"  said 
the  captain. 

Next  morning,  when  fellows  got  up,  they 
found  the  following  notice  on  the  boards  : 

(To  be  con/inueii.) 


"  Elections.  A  protest  having  been 
handed  in  against  the  recent  election  for 
treasurer,  notice  is  given  that  a  fresh 
election  will  be  held  for  this  office  on 
Friday  next  at  3. 

"  C.  Y.  Captain." 


GEORGE  EPtEEBOPtN:    SAILOR,   EXILE,  AND  EIRST  PARSON 

OP  AURORA  ISLAND. 

By  Rev.  A.  Baker,  m.a.,  r.n.- 

CHAPTEE  XXII. — VISIT  OF  ADMIRAL  FITZGERALD — PROPOSAL  TO  SEND  ME  TO  ENGLAND  TO  BE  ORDAINED — THE  OLD  COUNTRY  ONCE 

MORE — MY  ORDINATION — THE  LAST  OF  EZRA— MY  RETURN  TO  EOS. 


EARLY  a  score  of  years  had  passed  away, 
and  the  commmiity  had  increased 
10  such  an  extent  that  the  elders  among 
ns  were  begimiing  to  see  quite  clearly 
that  either  the  emigration  of  our  children, 
or  of  the  entire  population,  to  some  less 
circumscribed  spot  could  only  be  a  question 
of  a  very  few  years.  A  large  family  too 
had  grown  up  around  my  wife  and  myself, 
and  we  felt  to  the  full  the  force  of  Lord 
Bacon's  saying,  "  The  joys  of  parents  are 
secret,  and  so  are  their  hopes  and  fears  ; 
they  cannot  utter  the  one,  and  they  will 
not  utter  the  other." 

Hitherto,  though  many  men-of-war  had 
touched  Eos,  we  had  never  been  honoured 
■with  a  visit  from  the  Admiral  commanding 
the  station ;  but  one  Saturday,  early  in 
August,  1852,  a  large  ship  was  observed 
about  noon  evidently  trying  to  beat  up  to 
the  island.  By  stmset  she  had  approached 
near  enough  to  be  pronomiced  to  be  in  all 
probability  a  man-of-war ;  but  the  wind 
continuing  foul,  she  was  unable  to  anchor 
that  night,  though  she  closed  with  the 
land  at  daybreak  on  the  Simday  morning. 
The  whole  population  turned  out  to  watch 
her  as  she  moved  majestically  up  to  her 
anchorage  imder  all  sail,  her  chequered 
sides  and  polished  guns  glistening  in  the 
mellow  rays  of  the  rising  sun,  which  also 
bathed  her  canvas  in  floods  of  light.  Her 
band  was  playing  "  Rule,  Britannia,"  and 
the  well-known  strains  seemed  to  me  to 
move  in  a  kind  of  wild  harmony  with  the 
shrill  whistle  of  the  boatswain's  pipe, 
with  the  voice  of  the  speaking  trumpet, 
with  the  rattle  of  the  running  out  of 
guns  and  taking  in  of  sails,  and  the  host 
of  other  varied  sounds  incident  to  the 
business  of  a  line-of-battle  ship.  But 
what  threw  om-  people  into  a  fever  of 
excitement  was  the  fact  that  the  ship 
wore  an  admiral's  flag.     At  last,  then, 
we  were  to  have  the  liigh  honour  of  a 
visit  from  the   Commander-in-Chief  in 
person. 

The  reader  accustomed  to  the  pomp  of 
the  world,  the  splendom-  of  royal  courts, 
the  turmoil  of  vast  cities,  and  the  parade 
and  circuni;:t,jice  of  imposing  fleets  or 
armies,  wil!  perhaps  smile  at  oiu-  enthu- 
siasm ;  but  let  him  put  himself  but  for  a 
moment  into  oiu*  position  of  complete 
isolation  from  the  world,  and  I  think  he 
will  then  readily  admit  that  for  our  people 
the  coming  of  a  British  Admiral  was  an 
event  only  second  in  importance  to  a  visit 
from  royalty  itself. 

I  liad  little  idea,  however,  what  a 
pleasant  siuprise  was  in  store  for  me 


personally.  Among  the  strangest  things 
which  happen  in  this  world  are  surely 
those  odd  meetings  which  occur  at  the 
most  unexpected  of  times,  and  in  the  most 
xmlikely  of  places,  between  friends  who 
have  been  separated  for  years. 

When  oiu"  boat  returned  from  the  ship, 
and  our  people  told  me  that  the  Admiral's 
name  was  Sir  Vere  Fitzgerald,  I  recog- 
nised at  once  that  he  could  be  no  other 
than  the  quondam  senior  midshipman  of 
the  Diadem,  one  who  had  much  endeared 
himself  to  me  during  the  two  years  in 
which  we  had  been  shipmates  together, 
and  the  one  perhaps  of  all  others,  out  of 
a  singularly  brotherly  and  harmonious 
mess,  whose  acquaintance  I  should  have 
most  desired  to  renew.  When  I  had  last 
seen  him,  it  was  as  a  handsome  youth  of 
nineteen  ;  I  was  therefore  much  surprised, 
when  I  went  down  to  the  landing-place  to 
meet  him,  to  find  that  thirty-eight  years 
had  made  so  much  more  difference  in 
him  than  one  might  have  expected.  He 
appeared  one  of  the  most  stately  and 
venerable  persons  whom  it  had  ever  been 
my  lot  to  behold.  His  carriage  was  still 
perfectly  erect,  and  his  cheek  had  the 
glow  of  perfect  health,  but  his  hair  was 
as  white  as  snow,  and  he  had  lost  one  of 
his  eyes ;  there  twinkled,  however,  in  the 
other  a  double  allowance  of  latent  fmr,  as 
well  as  of  kindly  sympathy,  and  indeed 
the  whole  face  was  that  of  a  genial,  trusty 
person,  endowed  with  more  than  the  usual 
share  of  good  sense,  one  who  had  used 
life's  experiences  well,  and  who  carried 
with  him  wherever  he  went  a  clear 
conscience,  a  good  nerve,  and  a  just 
mind ;  I  found  him  one  of  the  truest  of 
the  many  friends  vouchsafed  to  me  by 
Providence  during  my  eventful  life. 

"Why,"  said  the  Admiral,  on  landing, 
as  he  grasped  me  warmly  by  the  hand ; 
"  surely  it  must  be  the  very  same  !  surely 
there  can't  be  two  George  Freeborns,  of 
your  age  at  least,  in  the  world  ?  Yes,  now 
I  see  immistakably  that  you  really  are 
little  George  Freeborn,  who  gave  iis  those 
famous  strawberries  in  Cawsand  Bay, 
years  ago.  It  is  yourself,  and  no  other. 
You  must  come  off  and  dine  with  me  to- 
night, after  your  work  is  done,  and  tell 
me  your  whole  history.  How  strange  that 
I  should  find  you  here  !  They  tell  me  too 
that  you  have  tm-ned  parson,  and  that  you 
make  an  excellent  one.  Well,  well,  who'd 
have  thought  it '?  Come  over  and  dine 
with  me  to-night  and  we'll  talk  over 
old  times.  Now  I  suppose  you  will  be 
going  to  church  shortly ;  I  am  anxious  to 


attend  your  worship  ;  in  the  afternoon  my 
chaplain  wiU  officiate  for  you." 

The  day  passed  away  pleasantly  and 
profitably  :  in  the  morning  I  officiated  as 
usual,  but  in  the  afternoon  the  chaplain 
came  on  shore,  and  preached  an  excellent 
sermon,  full  of  wholesome  thought,  ex- 
pressed in  simple  yet  forcible  language. 
This  service,  and  even  the  sight  of  the 
siu-plice,  a  mere  trifle  in  itself,  seemed  to 
carry  me  home  again,  and  now  I  felt  more 
than  ever  the  necessity  of  imburdening 
myself  to  the  people,  and  urging  them  to 
take  immediate  steps  with  a  view  to  some 
more  adequate  provision  for  their  spiritual 
wants. 

The  Admiral  employed  the  interval 
between  the  services  m  visiting  the  school 
and  the  various  houses,  and  engaging  in 
earnest  discussion  with  the  leading  inha- 
bitants ;  and  in  due  time,  when  the  day 
was  fast  wearing  on  to  its  close,  we  repaired 
to  the  ship  together,  when  over  his  hos- 
pitable board  I  narrated  to  him  the  history 
of  my  life  from  the  time  of  my  leaving  the 
Diadem  onward.  The  Admiral  listened 
with  deep  attention,  and  when  I  came  to 
the  point  when  I  exchanged  the  British 
Navy  for  that  of  Chili,  he  exclaimed, 
"  WeU,  I  rather  think  you  were  ill-advised 
there ;  you  would  have  weathered  that 
storm,  I  think — that  is,  if  I  know  anything 
about  you.  You  were  sacrificed  to  Clan- 
drawhne's  hero-worship ;  he  was  alto- 
gether wrapped  up  in  Cochrane,  and  no 
one  knew  better  than  he  where  to  lay  his 
hand  on  a  promising  young  officer ;  so 
the  lot  fell  upon  you." 

When  I  brought  my  narrative  to  a 
close,  he  said,  "  I  don't  think  I  ever  heard 
a  more  romantic  story.  Y'om"  life  seems, 
at  first  sight,  so  completely  thrown  away ; 
yet  you  were  born  an  English  gentleman ; 
you  learned  the  value  of  discipline  in  the 
finest  navy  in  the  world ;  you  ser^^ed  in 
the  cause  of  liberty  under  the  most  dar- 
ing of  leaders ;  by  a  most  marvellous 
chain  of  Providence  you  sm'\'ived  that 
terrible  war ;  and  eventually',  after  learnmg 
a  thousand  and  one  lessons  calculated  to 
fit  you  for  your  present  work,  to  inspu-e 
you  with  courage  and  devotion,  and  to 
urge  you  to  the  higher  aims  of  life,  you 
find  your  way  at  length  to  this  little 
island,  and  you  di-op  into  the  very  work 
which  you  have  proved  yourself  so  weU 
qualified  to  perform.  It  is  a  wonderful 
chapter  on  Providence,  and  a  no  less 
wonderful  chapter  in  the  history  of  the 
Church.  And  now  let  me  teU  you  what 
the  islanders  and  myself  have  been  dia- 
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cussing  to-day.  They  have  been  repre- 
senting to  me  their  earnest  wish  to  have 
an  ordained  clergyman  resident  among 
them ;  I  told  them  that  I  thought  they 
were  perfectly  right,  and  I  explained  to 
them  folly  the  advantages  which  would 
foUow." 

I  replied  that  the  same  thought  had 


sight  of  these  people  ;  you  have  been  their 
parson,  doctor,  and  schoolmaster  for  more 
than  a  score  of  years ;  you  have  a  good 
education,  you  have  a  large  experience  of 
the  world,  and  I  can  answer  for  it  that 
the  islanders  will  be  more  than  satisfied 
to  have  you  among  them  in  this  new 
capacity.  I  repeat,  can  any  one  be  fitter 
for  this  post  than  yourself? 

"  You  may  make  yourself 
perfectly  easy  about  the  ex- 
pense ;  you  may  draw  upon 
me  for  all  that  you  need,  and 
I  am  quite  sure  that  I  have 
many  friends  in  England  who 
will  rejoice  to  share  the  bur- 
den with  me.  I  will  give  you 
a  passage  to  Valparaiso  in 
this  ship,  and  from  thence 


most  ably,  so  far  as  the  church  and  school 
are  concerned.  I  will  arrange  to  meet  you 
on  your  return  to  Valparaiso  within  a 
specified  time,  and  shall  be  ready  to  con- 
vey you  back  to  Eos.  Come,  wliat  do 
you  say  to  my  offer  '?  " 

I  found  these  arguments  quite  un- 
answerable, and  with  a  very  full  heart  I 
agreed  to  this  generous  proposal,  stipulat- 
ing only  for  the  full  concurrence  of  the 
islanders  in  the  plan. 

"  We  will  consult  them  in  the  morning," 
said  the  Admiral.  "  Sleep  on  board  to- 
night and  think  it  over;  you  must  be 
ready  to  start  on  Thursday." 

I  was  glad  to  accept  this  kind  invita- 
tion, and  presently  retired  to  bed,  but 
not  to  sleep.  The  whole  prospect  was  so 
strange,  so  full  of  anxiety  ;  there  "u-as  the 


long  been  exercising  my  own  mind,  and 
that  I  was  perfectly  ready  to  give  up 
the  spiritual  fimctions  which  I  exercised 
to  a  properly  quaUfied  person ;  our 
people  were  multiplying  very  fast ;  and 
there  was  certainly  sore  need  of  some 
better  provision  for  our  highest  wants  ; 
as  it  was,  only  one  sacrament  could 
be  administered  in  our  little  church, 
and  all  the  services,  with  rare  ex- 
ceptions, had  to  be  performed  by 
laymen.  I  added  that  I  should  be 
quite  willing  to  continue  teaching  the 
school,  if  any  one  could  be  found  ready 
and  wilHng  to  take  the  higher  duties. 

"But,"  said  the  Admiral,  "  s\u-ely 
the  best  way  in  which  the  matter  can 
be  arranged  is  by  combining  the  two 
ofi&ces.  And  why  not  take  them  your- 
self?" 

I  replied  that  I  felt  wholly  imfit  to  take 
upon  myself  duties  and  responsibilities  so 
sacred ;  "  and  yet,"  I  said,  "  to  tell  you 
the  truth,  I  quite  fail  to  see  how  the  thing 
is  to  be  accomplished  otherwise.  Who 
will  come  out  from  England  all  the  way 
to  Eos,  to  take  charge  of  so  small  a 
parish  ?  Then  there  is  the  question  of 
expense." 

"I  honestly  think,"  replied  Sir  Vere, 
"  that  you  are  the  person  of  all  others 
most  qualified  to  take  the  spiritual  over- 


"  Fast  to  a  whale."— (*f  Chap.  XXIJl.) 


you  can  easily  proceed  to  England.  I  will 
also  give  you  a  letter  to  the  Bishop  of 
London,  and  several  other  influential 
friends,  who  will  be  only  too  glad  to  for-, 
ward  your  wishes  ifi  every  way  possible. 
I  think  you  should  by  all  means  embrace 
the  opportunity."  "  But,"  said  I,  "what 
of  my  duties  in  the  mean  time  ?  " 

"i  have  thought  of  that  too,"  replied 
Sir  Vere.  "  I  propose  to  leave  my  own 
chaplain  in  your  place  ;  indeed,  such  is  his 
own  suggestion.    He  will  fulfil  the  duties 


thought  of  parting  once  more  ;  of  leaving 
my  dear  wife  and  children ;  and  on  the 
other  hand,  above  all,  the  thought  of 
receiving  the  indelible  seal  of  the  minis- 
try in  the  Chuixli  to  which  I  was  at- 
tached. 

I  spent  the  night  in  praying  and 
thinking,  and  finally  resolving,  till  just 
about  an  hour  before  dawn,  when  I 
fell  into  a  most  delicious  sleep  which 
lasted  \mt\\  I  was  awakened  by  the 
turmoil  of  the  earlv  morning  routine.  I 
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felt  then  that  verily  I  had  hegnn  a  new 
chapter  in  my  life. 

The  day  that  followed  was  spent,  for 
tlie  most   part,  in  earnest  consultation 
between  the  Admiral  and  the  islanders, 
between  the  islanders  and  myself.  Late 
in  the  evening  it  was  settled  that  I  was  to 
go,  and  I  began  at  once  to  make  all  the 
preparations  necessary  for  so   long  an 
absence  from  home.  "On  the  Thm-sday 
morning  I  found  myself  on  the  poop  of 
the  Neptune,  straining  my  eyes  to  catch 
the  last  faint  glimpse  of  Eos,  now  a  mere 
blue  speck  on  the  horizon.    The  great 
world  was  once  more  before  me,  with  its 
vast  stretches  of  ocean  and  land,  and  its 
no  less  vast  concourse  of  human  beings, 
children  of  one  conunon  Father. 
^  Nothing  could  exceed  the  kindjiess  of 
Sir  Vere.    He  supplied  me  with  clothes 
from  his  own  wardrobe,  and  money  from 
his  own  purse,  saying  that  he  had  enough 
and  to  spare,  and  that  all  he  had  was  but 
a  trust  from  God.    The  chaplain,  too, 
gave  me  the  use  of  the  small  library 
which  he  had  in  his  cabin,  which  enabled 
me  to  do  something  towards  fitting  myself 
for  the  clergyman's  office.   In  short,  from 
all  on  board  I  received  nothing  but  the 
most  imiform  com-tesy,  and  many  an  act 
of  brotherly  kindness,\vhich,  alas  !  I  can 
never  repay. 

In  due  time  we  arrived  at  Valparaiso, 
where  I  took  an  affectionate  farewell  of 
my  dear  friend,  and  proceeded  home- 
ward via  the  Isthmus  of  Panama,  arriving 
in  London,  after  a  tedious  journey  of 
three  months'  duration,  early  in  October 
1852. 

The  Bishop  of  London  found  himself 
unable,  owing  to  the  pressing  nature  of 
his  engagements,  to  ordain  me  deacon  at 
that  time,  but  he  very  kindly  gave  me 
letters  dimissory  to  the' Bishop  of  Severn- 
chester,  who  happened  to  be  holding  a 
special  ordination  within  a  very  sifort 
period,  and  bade  me  apply  again  to  him- 
self, within  a  few  weeks,  when  he  would 
be  glad  to  admit  me  to  the  priesthood. 

Never  shall  I  forget  that  visit  to  Severn- 
chester.  How  glorious  was  the  ride 
through  several  of  our  most  richly- 
wooded  counties,  the  trees  robed  in  their 
most  gorgeous  autumn  tints,  the  orchards 
heavy  with  rosy-cheeked  apples,  the  gar- 
dens still  gay  with  the  relics  of  a  fine 
summer,  the  fields  putting  on  their  richest 
tints  of  green  and  red  and  brown,  after 
the  heat  of  the  past  three  months— till,  at 
length,  the  train  set  me  down  at  a  quaint 
old  city,  consisting  principally  of  a  long, 
picturesque  High  Street,  terniinating  in  a 
noble  cathedral,  the  symmetry  of  which, 
as  well  as  its  beauty,  could  only  have 
been  surpassed  by  that  of  the  mind  of  its 
designer.  I  entered,  and  stood  entranced  ; 
I  paused  for  a  moment  to  take  in  the 
glorious  perspective  of  nave  and  choir, 
divided  only  by  a  light  iron  screen  :  I 
noted  with  delight  the  exquisite  propor- 
tions of  both,  and  the  peculiar  beauty  of 
the  stone  used,  which  had  a  vein  of  warm 
pink  in  it,  whicli  was  wonderfully  effecti\-e 
in  the  groining  of  the  roof  The  noonday 
srmlight  plajing  on  all  the  southern  piers 
of  the  long  nave,  and  making  them  look 
as  if  each  were  overshadowed  by  a 
guardian  angel,  seemed  to  me  a  happy 
omen,  meeting  me  in  one  of  the  loveliest 
of  God's  earthly  dwelling-places. 

But  I  could  not  linger,  and,  handing 
my  letter  to  a  verger,  I  was  at  once  met 


by  a  courteous  "  This  way,  Sir,"  and 
followed  him  through  an  ancient  cloister, 
where  monks  once  toiled  over  illuminated 
copies  of  the  Bible,  found  haircloth  shirts 
of  little  use  as  a  protection  against  frost 
and  snow  and  the  bitter  east  winds  of  an 
i  English  spring ;  where  they  did  penance 
1  in  the  shape  of  corporal  punishment  in 
the  chapter-house  hard  by,  and  dug  their 
own  graves  in  the  little  green  in  the  centre 
of  the  square.  We  next  passed  through 
one  or  two  picturesque  groups  of  ruins, 
till  at  length  we  came  to  a  garden  door, 
which,  on  being  opened,  revealed  a  long, 
low  house,  in  the  best  style  of  the  Tudor 
times,  heavily  overgrown  with  roses  and 
jessamine.  "  That's  where  his  lordship 
lives,"  said  my  conductor,  and  imme- 
diately withdrew. 

I  rang  the  bell,  which  was  presently 
answered  by  an  elderly  footman,  who, 
doubtless   with    anxious    solicitude  for 
his  master's  comfort,  asked  me  if  I  had 
an  appointment  with  his  lordship.  I 
showed  him  the  Bishop  of  London's  letter, 
on  which  he  half  apologised,  saying  that 
he  was  obhged  to  be  careful,  as  the  bishop's 
time  was  often  mai^ped  out  for  weeks 
beforehand.    He  then  ushered  me  down 
a  long  passage  at  the  extreme  end  of 
\A'hich  were  two  doors,  that  on  the  right 
leading,  as  I  could  see,  into  a  beautiful 
httle  chapel,  and  that  on  the  left  into  the 
bishop's  study,  into  which  I  was  bidden 
to  enter,  with  the  assurance  that  his  lord- 
ship would  be  with  me  presently.    It  was 
a  good-sized  room,  lined  on  every  side 
with  books,  but  otherwise  very  plainly 
fiurnished,  its  only  ornaments  being  a 
few  good  engravings,  and  a  profusion  of 
flowers,  which  were  to  be  seen  every- 
where, either  growing  in   pots  or  ar- 
ranged in  various  kinds  of  vases.  From 
the  two  long  French  windows  there  was  a 
lovely  prospect  over  about  an  acre  of 
lawn,  smooth  as  velvet,  in  the  centre  of 
which  stood  a  mighty  plane-tree,  under 
whose  grateful  shade  had  rested  not  a  few 
of  the  priors  of  Severnchester,  and  all  the 
bishops  who  succeeded  them.    The  whole 
place  was  suggestive  of  profound  study 
and  incessant  work,  and  yet  of  that  rest 
which  comes  of  long  obedience  to  God  and 
long  communion  with  Him.    Left  alone 
in  that  room  I  could  not  help  feeling  that 
m  its  simplicity,  its  learning,  its  taste  and 
culture,  and  in  the  many  httle  things 
which  lay  around— nothing  in  themseh-es, 
but  evidently  dear  to  the  bishop's  mind- 
it  must  be  a  complete  reflex  of  the  cha- 
racter of  the  man  ;  nor  was  I  disappointed 
in  my  estimate.    A  step  on  the  gi-avel 
awoke  me  from  my  reverie,  and  a  moment 
afterwards  there  entered  by  one  of  the 
windows  a  tall  man  with  iron-grey  hair, 
clad  in  the  usual  episcopal  dress,  with  a 
face  w-orn  almost  to  a  shadow  by  constant 
fainiliarity  with  every  imaginable  form  of 
suffering,  both  in  his  own  family  circle, 
and  also  in  a  large,  overgrown  London 
parish. 

Sympathy  had  become  a  second  nature 
to  him,  and  made  itself  felt  in  a  singularly 
sweet  smile  and  grasp  of  the  hand,  which 
seemed  to  give  one  new  strength,  and  a 
power,  as  it  seemed  to  many,  of  dealing 
with  men  and  women  as  if  'he  knew  by 
intuition  exactly  what  each  needed.  He 
had  but  just  stolen  in  to  the  garden  for  a 
breath  of  fresh  air  in  the  midst  of  a  heavy 
morning's  work  ;  and  I  could  see  that  a 
mass  of  correspondence  still  lay  untouched  ' 


beside  his  desk ;  yet  he  received  me  with 
genuine  welcome,  rather  as  if  I  had  been 
his  brother  than  as  an  entire  stranger. 

"  The  Bishop  of  London  has  written 
to  me  about  you,  Mr.  Freeborn,  and  I 
shall  of  course  be  very  glad  to  ordain  you 
deacon  on  his  recommendation;  but 
before  we  come  to  talk  about  that,  I 
shoiUd  very  much  like  to  hear  the 
circimistances  which  led  to  your  taking  up 
this  most  interesting  position  at  Eos?" 

I  then  told  him  my  story,  he  drawing 
out  some  salient  fact  by  a  wise  question 
now  and  then,  till  at  length,  when  I  had 
finished,  he  said,  "  Well,  it  is  mdeed  a 
wonderful  story  of  God's  providence." 

He  then  sealed  for  ever,  in  a  few  well- 
chosen  words,  my  belief  that  I  was  right 
m  the  course  which  I  had  taken.    He  told 
me  that  he  should  consider  it  a  privilege 
to  have  ordained  the  first  clergyman  of 
Eos.    "But,"  said  he,  "let  me  give  you 
one  warning.    Don't  be  cast  down  if  you 
find  the  time  of  your  ordination  to  be 
also  a  time  of  dire  spiritual  conflict.  I 
believe  that  this  is  one  of  the  ways  in 
which  God  often  allows  His  servants  to  be 
tried,  and  I  have  Imown  men  who  have 
suffered  such  extremity  of  mental  anguish 
at  such  times,  that  they  have  seriously 
thought  of  giving  up  all  idea  of  entering 
the  priesthood.     But,  believe  me,  God 
will  assuredly  overrule  it  for  good;  and 
will  make  a  way  of  escape  for  you,  should 
this  be  j-our  experience.    Do  not  allow 
yourself  to  doubt  Him." 
_  He   then   ga,\e   me   many  words  of 
infinitely  wise  direction,  the  result  of  long 
experience  in  dealing  with  souls,  advice 
which  I  have  since  frequently  put  in 
practice,  and  which  I  have  invariably 
fomid  useful.    He  also  heard  me  read, 
and  gave  me  a  few  directions  as  to  the 
right  use  of  my  voice,  and  he  urged  me 
to  accustom  myself  to  speak  to  my  people 
from  my  heart,  to  pray  for  them  by  name, 
and  to  study  their  lives  and  characters, 
with  a  view  to  the  exact  knowledge  of  the 
requirements  of  each  one.     "  I  should 
hke,"  said  he,  taking  up  a  small  volume  i 
from  his  desk  ;  "  I  should  like  you  to  be 
such  a  one  as  the  parson  in  this  sonnet." 
He  handed  the  book  to  me,  and  I  read 
these  exquisite  lines 

At  dawu  he  marks  the  smoke  among  the  trees. 

From  hearths  to  which  his  daily  footsteps  go; 
And  hopes  and  fears  and  ponders  on  his  knees. 

If  liis  poor  flock  will  hear  Ms  voice  or  no. 
Wliat  wliolesome  tnrn  will  Ailsie's  sorrow  take  ? 

Her  latest  sin  will  careless  Annie  rue  ? 
Will  Robin  now  at  last  his  wiles  forsake, 

Meet  his  old  dupes,  yet  hold  his  bahmce  tine. 
He  prays  at  noon,  with  aU  the  warmth  of  heaven 

About  his  lieart,  tliat  each  may  be  forgiven. 
He  prays  at  eve,  and  through  the  midniglit  air 

Sends  lioly  ventures  to  tlie  tlirone  above  : 
And  even  his  dreams  are  faitliful  to  his  prayer. 
And  follow  witli  closed  eyes  the  path  of  love. 

The  good  bishop  crowned  his  kindness 
by  inviting  me  to  spend  the  remaining 
time  before  the  ordmation  at  the  palace. 
Here  I  enjoyed  a  season  of  dehghtful 
rest,  passing  my  time  in  reading  imder 
the  bi.shop's  direction,  or  in  frequent 
intercourse  with  his  chaplains  or  himself; 
till  at  length  the  day  came,  recollections 
of  which,  even  now,  I  find  to  be 

A  sheltering  rock  in  memory's  waste, 
O'ershadowing  all  the  weary  laud— 

a  day  -n'hich  brought  with  it,  as  the  bishop 
had  hinted,  its  share  of  sighs  and  fears, 


but  nevertheless  a  day,  above  all  other 
days,  full  of  the  presence  of  God. 

A  month  later  the  Bishop  of  London 
admitted  me  to  priest's  orders,  and  I 
spent  the  remainder  of  my  brief  sojourn 
in  England  in  a  succession  of  happy  visits 
to  kind  friends  procured  for  me  through 
the  interest  of  my  kind  benefactor.  Sir 
Vere  Fitzgerald.  Never  shall  I  forget 
how  each  host  vied  with  the  other  in 
lavish  hospitality  and  unceasing  kind- 
ness. 

The  week  before  I  left  England  for  the 
last  time  I  made  a  pilgrimage  to  what  had 
once  been  my  home  ;  but,  finding  the 
house  tenanted  by  complete  strangers,  I 
contented  myself  with  a  loving  glance  at 
its  dear  old  gables,  with  their  familiar  set- 
ting of  ancient  farm-buildings  and  yellow 
corn  ;  and  passed  on  to  the  old  church, 
where  I  knew  that  there  was  one  plot  of 
ground  which  belonged  to  me  by  sacred 
right ;  seven  feet  of  English  earth,  where 
fche  last  roses  of  summer  lingered  in  pro- 
fusion, and  where  stood  a  small  marble 
cross  with  this  inscription  : 

DAME  ADELA  FEEEBOEN. 
Born  July  1,  1755. 
Died  July  1,  1825. 
"  At  rest." 

I  took  a  long  farewell  of  all  that  was 
left  to  me  on  earth  of  the  dearest  and  best 
of  mothers,  and  rejoiced  to  see  that  some 
loving  hands  still  busied  themselves  about 
the  grave.  Then  there  were  some  who 
remembered  her  stiU  ;  the  children  of  the 
village  rose  up  and  called  her  blessed ; 
and  her  influences  still  lingered  about  the 
place,  like  perennial  blossoms,  blooming 
on  year  after  year,  and  filling  the  air  with 
their  sweetness.  It  is  the  power  of  such 
influences  as  these  which  has  made 
England  what  she  is,  great,  useful,  noble, 
wide  as  the  world  itself.  I  turned  in  my 
reverie,  and  saw  that  I  was  not  alone ; 
the  new  Rector  was  standing  by  me,  a 
little  man,  but  broad  and  thickset,  with 
a  bright  cheery  face  which  did  me  good 
to  look  upon. 

"That's  a  remarkable  grave,"  said 
he  ;  "I  have  been  here  for  fifteen  years, 
and  I  have  never  yet  heard  of  or  seen  any 
relation  of  Lady  Freeborn  ;  but  the  grave 
is  always  carefully  tended  by  three  young 
men  belonging  to  the  village,  who  knew 
her  when  she  lived  at  the  Manor  House 
years  ago.  I  believe  thei'e  was  a  son,  but 
he  has  been  lost  sight  of  for  a  long 
time." 

"  This  is  my  mother's  grave,"  said  I ; 
"  I  am  George  Freeborn." 

Five  minutes  afterwards  the  good  Rector 
had  linked  his  arm  in  mine,  and  we  were 
proceeding  rapidly  down  the  rock-cut  lane 
■skirting  the  churchyard,  in  search  of  a  tiny 
two-roomed  cottage  in  which  Ezra  and 
his  wife  were  passing  their  last  days. 

"  Ezra  sits  outside  on  simny  days,"  said 
the  Rector  ;  but  the  wind  has  some  east 
in  it  to-day,  so  I  think  we  shall  find  him 
within.  The  Squire  gave  him  an  old 
hastener  the  other  day,  thinking  that  it 
would  keep  the  old  fellow's  bit  of  meat  nice 
and  warm ;  but  I  find  he  uses  it  to  sit  in, 
and  the  plan  seems  to  answer  very  well,  I 
must  say.  Mrs.  Hobbins  has  been  confined 
to  her  bed  with  paralysis  for  several  years, 
but  they  saved  a  bit  of  money,  and  their 
children  are  devoted  to  them.  Here  we 
are." 

One  room  served  the  dear  old  couple 


for  bedroom,  sitting-room,  and  kitchen  ; 
but  everything  in  it  was  spotlessly  clean. 
The  tea  was  spread  on  the  little  table  ;  the 
kettle  was  singing  cheerily  on  the  hob  ; 
the  cat  was  purring  contentedly  by  the 
fire  ;  Mrs.  Ezra,  in  spotless  white,  but 
with  a  smart  ribbon  in  her  cap,  was  sitting 
up  in  bed,  knitting  busily  ;  of  her  spouse, 
nothing  could  be  seen  but  his  long  legs, 
his  head  and  shoulders  being  hidden  in  the 
hastener ;  but  nevertheless  he  had  his 
best  black  trowsers  on,  and  this,  coupled 
with  Mrs.  Hobbins'  smart  cap,  and  the 
fact  that  the  hastener  had  been  beautified 
with  a  coat  of  green  paint,  clearly  proved 
that  the  day  was  a  festive  one.  More- 
over, there  was  a  most  exliilarating  smell 
of  toast,  and  just  a  suspicion  of  there 
being  a  good  teacake  somewhere,  or 
perhaps  a  Sally  Lmm. 

"Mrs.  Hobbins,"  said  the  Rector; 
"  I've  brought  a  very  old  friend  to  see 
you.  Do  you  remember  little  George 
Freeborn  ?  Well,  here  he  is — the  Reve- 
rend George  Freeborn." 

"  Whoy,  it  be  never  you,  Ma'aster 
Garge  ?  What,  be  you  coom  agin  arter  all 
these  'ears  '?  Well,  oi  never.  Ez  !  'E's 
woonderful  'ard  o'  earin',  sir,  this  last 
month  or  two." 

But  the  old  man,  like  so  many  deaf 
people,  had  ears  for  certain  occasions, 
and  had  already  risen  from  his  seat,  and 
advanced  towards  us,  with  tottering  steps 
indeed,  but  with  a  beautiful  natural 
politeness.  He  at  first  did  not  recognise 
me  at  all,  but  when  little  by  little  it 
dawned  upon  him  that  it  was  I  myself, 
and  no  other,  he  wrmig  my  hands  again 
and  again,  shedding  tears  of  joy  and  ex- 
claiming, "  The  Lord's  brought  my  boy 
back  again  ;  oi've  been  a  prayin'  for  'im,  in 
my  poor  way,  this  many  years  ;  and  the 
blessed  Lord's  took  care  on  'im,  as  oi 
know  'E  would."  "  And  to  think,  Ma'aster 
George,"  said  Mrs.  Ezra;  "that  you 
should  'appen  to  come  'ome  on  our  golden 
weddin'  day.     We've  been  married  fifty 


I WAS  spending  a  few  weeks  in  mid- 
winter on  the  Labrador  coast,  shooting 
what  are  called  brown  divers  and  the 
great  salt-water  duck,  birds  which  come 
in  myriads  close  to  the  shore  to  feed  when 
the  wind  blows  off  the  land.  AU  through 
the  winter,  cod  and  herring  are  found  in 
the  inlets  and  bights  along  the  coast,  and 
grampuses,  or  rorqual  whales,  come 
in  from  the  deep  water,  when  the 
weather  is  calm,  to  feed.  While  lying  in 
wait  for  ducks  in  the  morning,  crouched 
behind  the  grim  rocks,  I  saw  several 
geyser-like  columns  of  spray  thrown  up 
from  the  face  of  the  sea  by  the  questing 
whales.  The  fishermen  assured  me  that 
there  were  scores  of  them  along  the  coast, 
and  that  they  remained  about  all  winter. 

One  morning  a  fisherman  said  to  me  : 
"  There  is  a  powerful  great  body  of  ice 
in  sight.  It  will  touch  land  by  to-morrow. 
You'll  get  all  the  birds  you  want  as  it 
pushes  close."  From  the  top  of  a  high 
hill  I  could  see  the  floe,  and  it  extended 


years  to-day.  You'll  stop  and  'ave  a  coop 
o'  tea  with  us  ;  the  little  girl  'U  be  back 
in  a  minute,  er's  only  just  gone  fur  a 
drop  o'  cream  ;  there's  some  o'  that  jam  in 
the  cupboard  as  you'd  used  to  loike  so 
rnuch,  and  Patience  is  a  good  'and  at 
makin'  cakes.  You  dooant  moind  our 
'muble  ways,  sir,  oi  know." 

I  declared  the  repast  fit  for  a  prince, 
as  indeed  it  was  ;  and  so  we  sat  together 
until  the  shadows  deepened  and  the 
setting  smi  streamed  in  crimson  through 
the  little  window,  and  then  I  took  an 
affectionate  farewell  of  my  old  friends, 
tried  and  true.  Assuredly  a  high  place  in 
Heaven  is  reserved  for  such. 

"  And  now,"  said  the  Rector, "  you  shall 
meet  your  old  friends,  the  Hobbins'  boys, 
to-night,  if  you  will  put  up  with  me.  We 
are  going  to  give  the  old  folks  a  peal  to- 
night, and  they  are  the  chief  of  our  band 
of  ringers.  I  take  a  bell  myself  some- 
times." 

And  so  this  happy  day  came  to  an  end 
with  a  glad  reunion  in  the  belfry,  where 
I  told  my  story  once  agam,  and  the  sturdy 
ringers  laid  hand  and  heart  to  their  work, 
ringing  the  praises  of  God  for  fifty  years 
of  unsullied  love,  ringing  in  my  new  life 
with  a  merry  peal,  making  the  solemn 
belfry  and  the  dusky  fields  and  trees 
quiver  with  trembling  sound,  "  a  great 
dehght  and  shuddering,"  a  vast  concourse 
of  notes  of  praise,  floating  in  wild  glad- 
ness, over  hill  and  dale,  to  the  remotest 
corner  of  the  parish.  StiU  I  hear  at 
times  the  sound  of  those  sweet  bells,  in 
the  rush  of  the  waves  round  the  steamer's 
paddles  or  roimd  the  stern  of  the  Neptune, 
in  the  roar  of  the  surf  on  the  reef  at  Eos, 
in  the  glad  notes  of  the  thanksgiving 
service  which  was  held  on  my  return.  I 
hear  them  yet  sometimes,  in  the  noonday 
silence,  in  the  dead  of  night,  and  this  is 
the  song  that  they  always  seem  to  sing ; 

0  give  thanks  unto  the  Lord,  for  He  is  good, 
Because  His  mercy  endureth  for  eTcr. 

(To  be  continued.) 


beyond  the  range  of  my  glass,  great  bergs 
lowering  up  here  and  there  through  it. 
It  was  heavy  ocean-ice,  the  floe  being 
formed  of  "  pans  "  or  cakes,  frozen  in  one 
great  solid  mass.  This  ice  would  pro- 
bably be  over  six  feet  thick.  And  this  is 
what  interested  me  as  I  looked  at  it  : 
Between  the  invading  floe  and  the  shore 
were  hundreds  of  thousands  of  sea  fowl. 
As  the  ice  neared  land  the  birds  would  be 
pushed  before  it,  for  it  is  only  in  extremity 
that  they  will  rise  and  take  wing  across 
the  ice.  So  I  waited  eagerly  for  the 
morrow. 

The  day  broke  brisk  and  clear,  the 
wind  still  blowing  for  the  shore.  The  ice 
had  already  touched  the  points  that  ran 
any  distance  seaward,  and  it  barred  all 
the  coves,  bights,  and  other  inlets,  for  fully 
ten  leagues  up  and  down.  And  still  my 
glass  could  not  reveal  the  outer  edge  of  it. 
It  is  on  such  floes  as  this  that  the  seal- 
himters  get  their  harvest. 

Every  description  of  sea  fowl  was  to  be 
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found  in  the  cove  close  by  the  cottage 
where  I  was  staying,  and  the  frightened 
birds  were  huddled  together  in  thousands, 
and  they  were  as  tame  as  barnyard  fowls. 

I  shot  as  many  as  I  wanted,  and 
then  with  a  yoimg  fisherman  set  out  to 
go  further  down  the  coast  to  see  if  any 
wreckage  was  driven  before  this  great 
invader.  When  we  reached  the  top  of 
the  cliff,  on  our  way  for  a  bight  a  couple 
of  miles  distant,  we  met  another  fisherman 
hurrying  along  in  great  excitement. 
"  There's  goin'  to  be  great  prizes  in  North 
Cove,"  he  said,  hardly  able  to  speak. 
"I'm  hurryin'  to  tell  them  to  get  the 
pkiffs  ready."  I  asked  him  what  was  in 
North  Cove,  but  he  simply  told  me  to  go 


there  and  see,  and  then  he  hm-ried  on  to 
give  the  news. 

My  companion  did  not  know  what  the 
man  referred  to,  but  we  hastened  on. 
North  Cove  was  a  deep  indentation,  part 
of  its  shore  being  beach  and  part  almost 
steep  rock.  North  Point  ran  out  for  about 
two  miles  on  one  side  of  it,  and  Eed 
Head,  a  promontory  about  a  mile  long, 
marked  the  south-west  boundary.  The 
ice-jam  touched  both  these  points,  and  was 
fast  forcing  itself  into  the  bight.  We 
stopped  on  the  top  of  the  great  cliff  to  see 
what  might  be  m  the  clear  water  below. 
It  was  certainly  crowded  with  sea-duck, 
but  the  fisherman  could  not  have  referred 
to  this. 


"  Ah,"  said  my  companion,  as  first  one, 
then  another,  and  then  another  whale  rose 
in  the  bight  and  blew.  "  That's  what 
Travis  means."  I  could  not  very  well 
imderstand,  but  the  fishennan  made  it 
clear. 

"  Don't  you  see  the  ice  will  come  closer 
and  closer  to  land  till  there  won't  be  water 
enough  to  float  a  '  rodney  '  ?  The  whales 
can't  escape  imder  the  ice,  and  they  must 
rise  into  the  air  to  breathe." 

I  saw  it  all  now.  Meanwhile  the  breeze 
freshened,  and  the  great  floe  was  pushed 
nearer  and  nearer  to  land.  As  if  ex- 
pecting some  calamity,  the  sea  birds  began 
to  huddle  together,  and  they  made  no 
attempt  to  fly  or  dive  when  they  saw  us. 
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But  it  was  the  movement  of  the  whales  that  interested  us  most. 
They  had  evidently  seen  the  trap  into  which  they  had  fallen,  and  rose 
frequently  to  spout  foam.  They  did  not  seem  to  be  fishing,  but  were 
questing  from  side  to  side  of  the  cove  as  if  looking  for  some  means  of 
escape.  Sometimes  the  three  monsters  rose  close  together,  plimging 
again  imder  the  sea  at  the  same  moment.  They  remained  longer  out 
of  the  water  when  they  rose  than  is  the  custom  with  the  whale,  and 
turned  invariably  towards  the  remorseless  body  of  ice  before  they  went 
under.    They  splashed  mightily  with  their  tails  in  evident  alarm. 

There  was  nothing  to  be  gained  by  oiir  waiting,  so  we  turned  back 
to  the  cove  to  join  the  rest  of  the  fishermen.  From  the  inward  pro- 
gress of  the  ice,  I  judged  that  it  would  be  well  on  in  the  afternoon 
before  the  floe  touched  land  at  the  bottom  of  North  Cove.  At  the 
cove  where  I  had  been  staying  all  was  enthusiasm  and  hurry.  Some 
were  putting  bits  of  planks  in  the  skiffs,  others  were  caulking,  while 
many  were  grinding  spades  and  mattocks  and  sharpening  knives. 
They  asked  us  how  the  grampuses  were  getting  on,  and  how  near  the 
ice  was  to  the  strand.  The  women  seemed  in  as  good  spirits  as  the 
men,  and  a  covey  of  girls  were  flushed  in  the  cheeks  and  out  of  breath, 
rolling  puncheons  and  oil  casks  along  from  the  cod  "  stages."  It  was 
well  on  in  the  afternoon  when  everything  was  ready,  and,  the  sun 
about  an  hour  high,  we  set  out  to  see  how  it  fared  with  the  trapped 
leviathans. 

We  were  just  in  time  to  see  the  tragedy.  The  ice  had  touched  the 
inner  part  of  the  bight  at  several  points,  and  there  were  only  two 
open  spaces  of  water.  One  of  these  was  occupied  by  the  three  great 
fish,  and  into  the  other  were  huddled  the  scores  of  thousands  of  sea 
birds.  There  was  about  an  acre  and  a  half  in  the  space  where  the 
whales  were  imprisoned,  and  about  an  acre  where  the  birds  had 
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■gathered.  Each  opening  was  every  minute 
growing  smaller,  till  the  birds  were  obliged 
to  crawl  out  upon  the  ice,  where  they  climg 
'dazed  with  terror. 

But  it  was  not,  however,  the  birds  that 
^ave  us  concern,  but  the  three  doomed 
rorquals.  How  closely  they  kept  together 
in  their  terrible  dilemma  !  I  suppose  they 
■comprised  a  family,  for  one  was  young 
and  not  so  large  as  the  others,  which 
were  male  and  female.  As  my  readers 
know,  the  whale  is  enabled  to  remain  sev- 
eral minutes  imder  water  without  coming 
to  the  sm-face  to  inhale  air.  But  these 
frightened  brutes  rose  every  few  seconds, 
and  when  they  dived  they  did  not  go  to 
bottonr,  but  swam  midway  hither  and 
thither  in  their  desperation.  This  we 
■could  clearly  see  from  where  we  stood  up 
in  the  rocks,  as  the  whale  or  any  other 
very  large  sea  beast  can  be  seen  four  or 
five  fathoms  down,  resembling  a  large 
..green  rock. 

The  place  where  they  were  pinned  had 
no  strand,  but  the  cliff  rose  clean  out  of 
"the  sea,  so  that  there  were  several  fathoms 
of  water  close  to  the  base  of  the  rock. 
'The  ice  continued  to  press  in  remorse- 
lessly, till  the  three  whales  had  tarjly 
room  to  rise,  turn,  and  go  down  ag  lin. 
'Two  of  them  seemed  very  old,  for  numer- 
'Ous  barnacles  were  growing  on  their  sides, 
.and  their  skins,  which  were  of  a  brownish 
or  sooty  black,  gleamed  in  the  sun.  The 
:3maller  fish  appeared  to  be  guided  by  the 
others.  He  rose  with  them,  but  waited  till 
they  had  gone  down,  and  then  dived  after 
them. 

Even  the  fishermen  who  were  so  anxious 


for  the  prizes  could  not  but  look  on  with 
pity  as  the  three  doomed  creatures  rose 
and  went  down,  the  ice  all  the  while  closing 
in  upon  them.  At  last  they  were  almost 
forced  against  the  rock,  and  then  one  of 
the  larger  ones  seemed  to  rise  half  out  of 
the  sea.  I  am  sure  that  he  looked  all 
around  him  ;  at  the  great  cliff  towei-ing 
into  the  sky,  at  the  equally  remorseless  ice 
that  heimned  him  round.  I  have  never 
before  seen  a  whale  half  so  high  out  of 
the  water,  or  remain  above  so  long.  But  it 
was  his  last  time  to  rise,  his  last  despairing 
glance.  Then  he  turned,  his  tail  brushing 
the  cliff  behind  him,  reared  himself  as 
high  as  he  could,  and  with  one  mad  lunge 
shot  out  under  the  ice.  The  other  two, 
which  had  in  the  meantime  come  up  and 
gone  down  twice,  poised  themselves  as 
the  leader  had  done,  and  plunged  after 
him  under  the  floe. 

One  an^l  all  we  held  our  breath  to  see 
what  would  happen.  But  what  could 
happen  ?  While  we  watched,  the  ice 
pressed  in  till  the  last  square  yard  of 
water  was  filled.  Then  it  seemed  as  if, 
about  a  gun-shot  out,  there  was  a  tremor 
in  the  ice,  and  another,  and  another.  But 
that  ice  had  drifted  from  the  great  woi'k- 
shops  of  the  frosty  north,  and  could  resist 
the  force  of  all  the  beasts  that  ever  swam 
the  sea  gathered  together. 

I  thought  that  I  noticed  several  of  these 
tremors,  but  they  grew  feebler  and  feebler, 
and  at  last  the  white  floe  was  as  steady 
as  the  frosty  uplands  on  the  top  of  the  cliti'. 
I  could  not  bear  to  let  myself  think  of  the 
three  great  creatures  of  God's  hands  rising, 
suffocating  for  air,  to  be  stopped  by  the 


relentless  mass.  In  all  my  life  I  have 
never  found  stillness  so  oppressive  as  it 
was  dui-ing  these  minutes,  for  no  one  had 
spoken  a  word,  nor  was  there  a  soimd 
anywhere  about  the  coast,  or  on  the  cliffs 
or  uplands. 

When  one  spoke,  then  all  began  to  talk. 
The  sun  had  set,  but  with  the  dark  came 
the  aurora,  floodmg  every  place  with  its 
yellow  light,  and  streaming  from  the  pole 
quite  across  the  heavens. 

"  Watch  must  now  be  set,"  said  one  of 
the  fishermen  ;  "  let  us  get  home." 

The  next  morning  at  dawn,  tie  wind, 
which  had  hardly  moved  all  night,  sat  oft' 
land,  and  a  storm  was  threatened  from 
the  south.  The  ice  immediatelj-  began 
to  mo-^'e  off,  and  the  fishermen  launched 
their  skiffs.  I  went  in  one.  It  was  per- 
fectly smooth  along  hy  beach,  strand,  and 
rocks,  till  we  came  into  the  cove  where 
the  whales  had  perished.  Here  there  was 
much  open  water,  and  well  in  towards  the 
rocks  were  two  of  the  dead  monsters 
afloat.  Two  skiffs  made  fast  to  each  of 
these  and  towed  them  down  to  the  dock 
by  the  fishermen's  stages.  The  other 
grampus  was  secured  an  hour  later,  and 
also  towed  away  and  landed. 

For  the  next  week  all  the  fisherfolk 
were  busy  cutting  oft"  the  blubber  and 
hauling  it  away  to  the  puncheons  and 
A-ats  beyond  tide-mark.  When  the  weather 
grew  warm,  the  blubber  was  "  rendered  " 
out  in  the  sun,  the  oil  being  afterwards 
taken  to  Quebec.  They  were  thi'ee  rich 
prizes,  and  for  the  next  year  the  people 
of  that  cove  were  not  so  dependent  on  cod 
and  herring. 


TAMING  AN  OUTLAW. 


Aiit/io)- 

IN  days  when  the  northern  counties  of 
England,  now  so  busy  and  populous, 
Tvere  almost  covered  with  deep  and  path- 
-less  forests,  a  solitary  horseman,  clad  in 
the  heavy  armour  of  a  knight  of  the  period, 
■came  riding  slowly  down  one  of  the  forest 
:glades,  just  as  an  autumn  day  was  begin- 
ning to  draw  toward  evening. 

Tall,  strong,  and  ferr^.ess,  with  a  com- 
manding air,  and  a  face  which,  imdeniably 
handsome  though  it  was,  had  in  it  some- 
thing stern  and  terrible,  this  lonely  way- 
farer seemed  just  the  man  to  clear  a  path 
for  himself  through  all  difficulties  and 
dangers,  without  asking  help  from  any  one. 
And  such,  in  truth,  he  had  need  have  been, 
to  ride  all  alone,  with  night  at  hand, 
through  those  wild  woodlands,  which  were 
-literally  swarming  with  robbers  and  law- 
less fellows  of  evei-y  kmd. 

In  fact,  at  that  brutal,  thievish,  miu-- 
■derous  period,  which  foolish  people  are 
.■so  fond  of  calling  "  the  good  old  times," 
•every  one  was  either  plundering  or  being 
plundered,  and  no  man  had  any  security 
for  life  or  property,  save  the  strength  of 
his  own  arm  and  the  length  of  his  own 
•spear.  Tlu-oughout  "  merry  England," 
savage  barons  were  robbing  English 
peasants  of  their  hard-earned  gains,  and 
the  king  himself  was  hanging  English 
-workmen  for  lea-sing  their  employment  to 
try  and  better  themselves  ;  and  many  a 
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free  Englishman  of  that  age  could  find  no  ' 
way  of  keeping  body  and  soul  together 
except  by  joining  the  bandits  of  the  forest, 
and  taking  by  force  from  others  the  means 
of  supporting  himself. 

Hence  the  "  merry  greenwood  "  was,  in 
those  days,  anything  but  merry  for  those 
who  were  green  enough  to  go  through  it ;  j 
and,  apparently,  even  this  stalwart  cavalier  j 
was  not  destined  to  traverse  it  unmolested. 
For,  all  at  once,  there  came  a  crackling  of  j 
heavy  footsteps  thi-ough  the  thicket  beside 
him,  and  then  the  bushes  shook  and  parted,  : 
and  forth  strode  a  man  of  tall  stature  and 
powerful   frame,   who    planted  himself  ! 
across  the  narrow  path  in  an  attitude  which  | 
could  not  be  mistaken.  | 

The  new-comer  was  armed  from  head  to 
foot  like  the  knight  himself;  but  his  armour 
was  hacked  and  dinted,  as  if  by  heavy 
blows,  and  stained  with  patches  of  rust. 
His  thick  black  beard  was  rough  and  un-  i 
trimmed,  his  face  gloomy  and  savage  ; 
and  about  the  wiiole  man  there  was  a 
wild,  reckless,  lawless  look,  which,  joined 
to  his  threatening  attitude,  and  the  huge  j 
huhting-spear  that  he  levelled  at  the 
advancing  horseman,  sufficiently  told  who 
and  what  he  was. 

But  this  formidable  interruption  did  not  j 
seem  to  discompose  the  daring  cavjilier  i 
one  whit.    As  a  rule,  when  any  two  men 
met  anywhere  in  those  days,  the  first  ■ 
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thing  they  did  was  to  have  a  fight ;  and 
for  such  a  restdt  the  knight  was  fully 
prepared. 

"  Stand  !  "  cried  the  forester  in  a  deep, 
stern  voice  ;  "  no  man  passes  through  this 
wood  without  7)1  y  leave  !  " 

"  And  who  art  thou,  who  speak'st  so 
boldly  to  me?"  asked  the  horseman, 
measuring  his  antagonist  with  a  glance  of 
fearless  disdain. 

"  I  am  the  king  of  the  woodland,  and 
of  all  who  are  therein,"  answered  the 
outlaw,  drawing  up  his  mighty  form  to  its 
full  height,  and  pomting  his  words  with 
a  significant  flourish  of  his  formidable 
weapon. 

"  The  kinfj  ?  "  echoed  the  rider,  w  ith  a 
scornful  smile  ;  "  a  proper  king,  truly  ! 
'  Bow  down  to  thy  hege  lord,'  quoth  the 
carrion  crow  to  the  eagle.  By  St.  George 
of  England,  a  king  who  dares  not  tell  his 
name  is  no  king  for  me." 

"Dares  not "?  "  cried  the  strange  spear- 
man, laughing  grimly.  "  By  St.  Hubert 
of  the  Forest,  I  would  fain  see  that  thing 
which  I  dare  not  do  !  And  as  for  my  name, 
methinks  thou  hast  heard  it  before  ;  I  am 
Sir  Adam  de  Goiu-don." 

The  horseman  started  shghtly,  and 
looked  with  a  new  interest  at  the  bearer 
of  a  name  as  formidably  renowned  in 
that  age  as  the  name  of  Eobin  Hood  had 
been  a  century  before,  or  as  those  of  Claude 
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Duval  and  Captain  Whitney  were  destined 
to  become  four  centuries  later. 

"  I  have  heard  thy  name,"  answered  he, 
sternly  ;  "  and  it  is  the  name  of  a  rebel,  a 
traitor,  and  a  robber  !  " 

"  Thouliest !  "  retorted  the  outlaw,  with 
a  frown  as  black  as  midnight. 

From  the  cavalier's  large,  dark  eyes 
there  shot  a  fiery  gleam  of  wrath,  sudden 
and  terrible  as  lightning  in  a  moonless 
sky.  But  the  momentary  flash  of  anger 
passed  as  quickly  as  it  came,  and  he 
replied  simply  : 

"  Such  words  pass  not  unpunished. 
Make  thee  ready  to  battle  while  I  alight, 
for  never  shall  it  be  said  that  I  fought  on 
horseback  against  a  single  man  on  foot." 

So  saying,  he  threw  his  long  lance  on 
the  groimd,  leaped  from  his  horse,  and, 
tying  him  to  a  tree,  drew  his  sword,  and 
stood  ready  for  the  combat. 

This  deliberate  renmiciation  of  so  great 
an  advantage,  and  the  stern  calmness  of 
the  stranger's  tone  and  bearing,  cowed 
the  savage  outlaw  in  spite  of  himself.  He 
felt  the  presence  of  a  stronger  spirit  than 
his  own,  and  was  awed  for  the  first  time 
in  his  life.  But,  fiercely  shaking  off  this 
momentary  hesitation,  he  imsheathed  his 
own  sword,  and  fell  on  like  a  giant. 

Strong  as  a  lion,  and  thoroughly  skilled 
in  the  use  of  aU  arms,  De  Goiu-don  ex- 
pected to  make  short  work  of  his  audacious 
foe.  But  he  had  to  deal  with  one  whose 
strength  and  fighting  power  (as  many  a 
stout  soldier  learned  to  his  cost  in  after 
years)  had  no  match  among  all  the  men 
of  that  iron  time.  His  heaviest  blows  were 
turned  aside  like  rain-drops — with  a  force 
that  made  his  sword-arm  tingle  to  the 
very  shoulder-blade — and  repaid  with  such 
strokes  as,  with  all  his  experience  of  hard 
fighting,  he  had  never  felt  or  seen  before. 

Twice  the  outlaw's  armour  gave  way 
beneath  those  thmadering  blows,  which  no 
skill  could  ward  off ;  and,  bleeding  fast 
fi-om  two  deep  wounds,  he  felt  his  strength 
beginning  to  fail. 

Maddened  by  the  thought  of  being  over- 
come by  this  man,  whom  he  had  insulted 
and  defied,  De  Gourdon  grasped  his  sword 
with  both  hands,  and  flew  at  the  stranger 
like  a  roused  lion.  But  the  latter  sprang 
nimbly  aside  from  the  coming  stroke,  and 


repaid  it  with  a  blow  on  the  helmet  that 
split  the  tempered  steel  like  a  nut-shell, 
and  beat  down  the  giant  to  the  earth,  as  if 
crushed  by  a  falling  rock. 

One  more  such  blow,  and  all  would  have 
been  over ;  but  the  victor  stayed  his  up- 
lifted hand,  and  said,  with  a  ring  of  true 
warrior-like  admiration  in  his  deep  voice  : 

"  'Twere  sin  and  shame  to  slay  so  stout 
a  champion.  Yield  thee  to  my  grace,  and 
I  will  spare  thy  life." 

"  I  yield  «o^,"  replied  the  outlaw,  faintly. 
"  Never  till  now  have  I  met  my  match  in 
fight ;  and  I  care  not  to  live,  now  that  I 
have  been  overcome." 

"  Nay,  speak  not  thus."  said  the  knight, 
earnestly.  "  Every  man  meets  liis  match 
sooner  or  later ;  and  I  would  fain  see  at 
my  court  the  best  knight  with  whom  I 
have  ever  fought." 

"  Thy  coiirt  ?  "  echoed  the  fallen  man, 
looking  up  at  him  in  wonder.  "  Who  art 
thou,  then  ?  " 

"  I  am  Edward  Plantagenet,  Prince- 
Boijal  of  England,"  answered  his  con- 
queror, in  a  tone  of  majesty  worthy  of 
the  future  Edward  I. 

"  Thank  Heaven,"  muttered  the  fainting 
outlaw,  with  a  momentary  glow  on  his 
whitening  face,  '•  that  Adam  de  Gourdon 
dies  by  no  unworthy  hand." 

"  Dies  ?  not  so  !  "  cried  Edward,  as 
firmly  and  commandingly  as  if  his  word 
had  power  to  stay  the  stroke  of  death  itself. 
"  So  good  a  knight  dies  not  thus  lightly. 
Let  me  look  to  thy  hurts,  I  pray  ;  per- 
chance this  balsam,  which  I  got  from  a 
certain  learned  leech  [physician]  of  Italy, 
may  do  somewhat  to  ease  them." 

And,  half  an  hour  later,  the  Prince  was 
leading  his  war-horse  through  the  wood, 
and  supporting  in  the  saddle  with  his 
powerful  hand  the  drooping  figiu'e  of  his 
late  adversary. 

In  an  upper  chamber  in  the  Castle  of 
York  sat  a  richly  dressed  old  man,  whose 
glittering  robes  contrasted  weirdly  with  his 
pale,  pinched,  sickly  face,  in  every  line  of 
which  could  be  read  but  too  plainly  the 
weakness  that  had  made  the  long  reign  of 
Henry  III.  (for  this  was  no  other  than  the 
king  himself)  so  troubled  and  so  disastrous. 
At  the  window  beside  him,  the  Queen  was 
looking  down  to  learn  the  meaning  of  a 


sudden  clatter  of  horse-hoofs  through  the 
court-yard  below. 

"  It  is  our  gallant  son,"  she  said  ;  "  but 
whom  hath  he  brought  with  him  ?  A 
goodly  knight,  by  my  troth,  but  somewhat 
pale  and  ill  at  ease,  withal,  as  one  sick  or 
wounded." 

A  few  moments  later.  Prince  Edward 
strode  into  the  room,  and  with  him  came 
Adam  de  Gourdon,  somewhat  restored,  but 
still  bearing  visible  traces  of  his  recent 
overthrow. 

"  My  liege  lord  and  father,"  said  the 
Prince,  bowing  reverently  to  the  weak  and 
fretful  old  man,  who,  but  for  him,  would 
long  since  have  been  dethroned  and  mur- 
dered, "  I  crave  leave  to  present  to  your 
grace  the  good  knight  Sir  Adam  de  Gour- 
don, whom  I  have  happily  persuaded  to 
return  to  his  allegiance." 

Wishing  to  spare  the  feelings  of  his 
vanquished  foe,  Edward  omitted  to  men- 
tion that  he  had  "persuaded  "  the  outlaw 
by  hammering  him  with  a  two-edged  sword 
till  he  all  but  killed  him  outright ;  but 
King  Henry  knew  enough  of  his  son,  and 
of  Adam  de  Gourdon  likewise,  to  make  a 
pretty  good  guess  at  the  truth. 

"  Fair  lady  mine,"  continued  Prince 
Edward,  turning  to  a  beautifid  woman 
who  came  forward  to  greet  him  with  a 
loving  smile  upon  the  rosy  lips  that  were 
to  suck  the  poison  from  her  husband's 
wound  a  few  years  later  on  the  burning 
plains  of  Palestine,  "  lend  me  yom-  aid,  I ' 
pray,  to  win  this  good  knight's  pardon 
from  our  gracious  father." 

He  bent  his  knee  gracefully  to  the  king 
as  he  spoke,  and  the  Princess  of  England 
knelt  beside  him. 

"  So  be  it,"  said  the  old  king,  peevishly  ; 
"  I  pardon  him." 

And  then  the  queen,  as  if  bent  upon 
atoning  for  her  husband's  ungracious  be- 
haviour, stepped  forward  with  a  smile,  and 
said  kindly : 

"  Sir  Adam  de  Gourdon,  we  appoint  thee 
steward  of  our  household  from  this  day 
forth,  being  well  assured  that  thou  wilt  do 
us  true  and  loyal  service ;  and  God  grant 
that  every  prince  may  be  thus  generous, 
and  that  every  gallant  outlaw  may  in  like 
mamier  repent  and  be  forgiven." 

(the  end.) 


SOME  five-and-twenty  years  ago  a  Jetacliment 
of  the  13th  United  States  Infantry  formed 
the  garrison  of  a  small  fort  in  Wyoming. 
Early  one  morning  the  two  sentries  were 
shot  dead,  and  the  guard  turning  out  found 
the  fort  surrounded  by  hundreds  of  Indians 
who  attacked  it  on  all  sides,  set  it  on  tire, 
stormed  it,  and  slew  all  the  garrison  but  one 
man.  From  the  shooting  of  the  sentries  to 
the  withdrawal  of  the  victorious  Eedskhis, 
but  half  an  hour  elapsed,  so  sharp  and 
short  had  been  the  struggle,  and  so  irresistible 
the  rush. 

Among  the  plunder  taken  off  by  the  Indians 
was  the  roster-book  of  the  detachment — the 
book  in  which  is  entered  the  order  of  the 
men  going  on  duty.  Of  this  book  only  a 
few  pages  had  been  used.  Twelve  years 
afterwards,  a  dead  horse  was  found  on  the 
bank  of  a  "cooley"  (that  is,  a  gully),  in 


THE  STORY  OF  SITTING  BULL. 

By  W.  J.  Gordon. 

Montana :  and  by  the  side  of  this  horse, 
amongst  other  odds  and  ends  was  the  old 
roster-book.  All  the  pages  left  blank  by  the 
soldiers  had  been  tilled  up  with  Indian  picture 
writing;— and  it  had  become  the  biography 
of  Tatonka-e-Yotanka,  otherwise  Sitting  Bull. 

There  were,  and  are— for  the  book  still 
exists— a  hundred  pages  of  pictures,  each 
giving  an  incident  in  the  life  of  the  great 
medicine  man  of  the  Sious,  the  last  of 
the  Redskins  to  defeat  the  white  man  in  a 
set  field  of  battle.  In  every  picture  is  his 
totem,  a  bull  sitting  on  his  haunches,  and 
in  every  case  the  totem  is  joined  to '  the 
mouth  of  Hie  principal  figure  of  the  group  by 
a  line,  so  that  there  can  be  no  mistake  as  to 
identity.  In  fact,  it  is  just  the  same  as  if 
the  artist  had  written  "  this  is  Sitting  Bull." 

Page  1  shows  young  Bull  taking  his  first 
scalp,  that  of  an  unfortunate  Crow  Indian, 


who,  though  on  horseback,  fell  a  victim  to 
the  young  man's  prowess.  Then  follows 
page  after  page  depicting  what  the  Indian 
considers  altogether  admirable  in  honour  and 
heroism,  and  what  most  of  us  would  consider 
altogether  abominable  in  robbery  and  murder. 
In  every  page  Bull  is  killing  some  man  or 
woman,  red  or  white,  or  else  thieving  horses, 
or  otherwise  distinguishing  himself  in  true 
Sioux  fashion.  To  many  good  _  folks  the 
record  is  simply  horrible;  but  if  we  put 
ourselves  in  the  Indian's  place,  we  may  find 
that  there  is  not  so  much  to  be  ashamed  of. 
Change  the  point  of  view,  and  the  rascal  of 
one  civilisation  becomes  the  hero  of  another. 

A  fine  figure  was  Sitting  Bull  in  his  war 
paint.  He  was  about  four  inches  under  six 
feet  in  height,  and  walked  with  a  lunp,  owing 
to  a  shot  in  the  hip.  Born  in  1837,  he  was  a 
little  over  fifty-three  when  he  died.   His  high 
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straight  brow,  Wellington  nose,  firm  mouth 
and  square  jaw,  and  the  long  brownish  hair 
and  glowmg  deep-set  eyes  that  never  looked 
a  stranger  in  the  face  but  in  anger,  marked 
him  at  once  as  a  remarkable  man ;  and  for 
nearly  thirty  years  he  was  the  most  re- 


Sitting  Bull. 

markable  of  the  Eed  Men.  He  was  skilled 
in  all  the  knowledge  of  the  Indians,  and  that 
13  by  no  means  the  rubbish  it  has  suited 
mterested  parties  to  declare;  in  fact,  the 
more  we  know  of  that  knowledge,  the  less 
respect  we  have  for  the  rough  fighting 
frontiersmen  to  whom  all  knowledge  except 
that  of  woodcraft  and  war  is  absurd.  For 
fifteen  years  Sitting  Bull  was  wandering 
among  all  the  tribes  of  the  Dakotas,  as  the 
Sioux  call  themselves,  learning  all  that  was 
to  be  learnt,  and  becoming  the  initiated  and 
initiator  into  all  the  mysteries  and  ceremonies 
of  his  race. 

He  first  came  into  note  at  the  time  of  the 
Black  Hills  difficulty.  The  Black  Hills 
situated  near  the  junction  of  the  four  States] 
Nebraska,  Dakota,  Wyoming,  and  Montana, 
were  sacred  ground  to  the  Indians,  and  the 


Sioux  tent. 

United  States  Government  had  agreed  to 
leave  them  unsettled  as  an  Indian  reserve. 
But  one  day  a  Sioux  came  into  a  neighbour- 
ing trading  post,  with  a  nugget  of  gold 


"found  in  the  Black  Hills."  The  news 
spread;  and  certain  miners  resolved  to  try 
their  luck  in  the  forbidden  region.  The 
adventurous  prospectors  found  a  beautiful 
country,  with  the  flowers  in  thousands,  "  so 
tall  and  thick  that  they  could  be  plucked 
without  dismounting,"  but  they  found  no 
gold;  the  Indians  barred  the  way;  the 
Government  interfered  to  keep  back  the 
whites;  the  whites  defied  the  Government 
and  the  Kedskins ;  and  for  years  there  was 
trouble  in  consequence.  Sitting 
Bull  came  to  the  front  and 
made  himself  a  terror  to  the 
whites— official  and  otherwise  ■ 
he  was  the  acknowledged  leader 
of  the  "hostiles,"  as  the  un- 
friendly Indians  are  called  ;  fort 
after  fort  was  captured ;  and 
eventually,  in  1868,  a  treaty 
was  made  in  which  he  obtained 
all  he  asked  for,  and  for  five 
years  there  was  peace. 

In  1873  the  United  States 
Government  resolved  to  break 
the  treaty  ;  the  Northern  Pacific 
Kailroad  had  been  projected, 
and  the  hne  was  planned  to 
run  through  the  Indian  lands. 
Speculators  obtained  the  ear  of 
the  authorities  at  Washington, 
and  in  defiance  of  all  notions 
of  common  justice,  war  was 
entered  upon. 

Sitting  Bull  had  established 
himself  on  the  Little  Big  Horn, 
and  claimed  a  large  extent  of 
the  Upper  Yellowstone  country. 
His  position  was  surrounded 
by  the  Bad  Lands,  that  ring  of 
plain,  dotted  with  sandstone 
pillars  of  all  the  colours  of  the 
rainbow,    and    cracked  into 
chasms  like  a  clay  field  after 
a  long  drought ;  a  quagmire  in  wet  weather, 
a  fortification  with  entanglements  in  dry. 
Within  the  ring  sheltered  by  the  high  bluffs 
and  hills  were  thousands  of  buffalo,  elk,  and 
bighorn  to  supply  him  with  food.    And  out- 
side the  Bad  Lands  was  a 
ring  of  forts  from  which  by 
^-  --=  barter  could  be  obtained 

any  quantity  of  rifles  and 
ammunition. 

This   stronghold  in  the 
hills  became  a  refuge  for 
all  the  discontented  Indians 
in  the  country,  and  year  by 
year  Sitting  Bull's  follow- 
ing had  increased,  so  that 
when  active  hostilities  began 
he   was    some  thousands 
strong.    And  with  the  aid 
of  his  two  lieutenants.  Crazy 
Horse  and  Kain-in-the-Face, 
he  made  such  use  of  his 
advantages  that  the  United 
States  troops  never  gained 
a  victory  over  him,  although 
their  commanders  did  their 
best  in  their  reports  to  make 
it  appear  so.  He  was  a  true 
general,  and  quite  realised 
his   position,  being  never 
found  in  the  thick  of  the 
fight  except  at  the  critical 
moment.    He  planned  the 
campaign,  and,  unlike  most 
other  Indians,  trusted  to 
his  lieutenants  to  carry  it 
out.     Having    inflicted  a 
disastrous   defeat   on  the 
American    troops,   it  has 
been   thought  fit  in   certain   quarters   to  j 
make  him  out  a  coward  and  accuse  him  of  I 
flight,  but  the  charges  are  simply  baseless. 
He  was  always  on  the  spot  when  wanted,  | 


and  he  was  rarely  wanted  but  to  win. 
Crazy  Horse  was  his  fighting  general ;  Eain- 
in-the-Face  was  more  of  a  fighter  for  his  own 
hand.  Whenever  a  desperate  single-handed 
deed  was  to  be  done  it  was  Eain-in-the-Face 
that  was  chosen ;  whenever  a  battle  was 
fought  it  was  Crazy  Horse  that  led  the  men. 

Eam-m-the-Face  was  acknowledged  to  be 
"the  bravest  Indian  of  the  North-West." 
At  his  initiation  he  had  hung  suspended  for 
four  hours  from  the  sinews  of  his  back,  and 
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had  then  been  cut  down  against  his  will. 
When  the  troops  advanced  up  the  Yellow- 
stone, two  men,  a  veterinary  surgeon  and  a 
sutler,  straggled  and  were  killed.    It  pleased 
the  authorities  to  look  upon  this  as  a  murder, 
and  to  search  for  the  murderer,  with  a  view 
to  hanging  him.     Some  short  time  after- 
wards a  trader  being  at  the  sun  dance  h^ard, 
or  rather  saw,  an  Indian  describe  in  panto- 
mime what  he  had  done  to  two  whites,  and 
this  Indian,  who  was  Eain-in-the-Face,  was 
found  to  have  some  of  the  men's  property  in 
his   possession.    On   the   day  when  the 
Indians  were  expected  to   visit  the  trad- 
ing post.  Colonel  Tom  Custer  an(i  five  men 
were  sent  to  look  after  the  culprit,  and  the 
colonel  recognising  him  seized  him  from 
behind  and  ,  took  him  prisoner.    Great  was 
the  excitement  among  the  Indians.  Eain-in- 
the-Face's  brother.  Iron  Horse,  appeared  at 
General  Custer's  headquarters  and  tried  to 
ransom  him ;    two   young  warriors  even 
offered  to  be  hanged  in  his  place,  but  all  in 
vain.    "Eain-in-the-Face,"  said  the  general, 
must  go  to  Washington."    And  to  Wash- 
ington he  would  have  gone  had  he  not  cut  a 
hole  in  his  prison  and  escaped.    Before  he 
went  he  told  Tom  Custer  who  had  captured 
him  that  he  would  have  his  life,  and  the 
threat  he  made  good,  as  we  shall  see. 

In  March  1876  the  great  effort  to  wipe  out 
Sitting  Bull  began.  General  George  Crook, 
who  had  fought  successfully  with  Indians  in 
Oregon  and  Arizona,  advanced  into  the  Sioux 
country  with  a  strong  force  of  cavalry  and 
infantry.  On  March  17  he  found  himself 
amid  the  snow  in  front  of  a  large  Indian 
village  on  the  Powder  Eiver.  He  attacked, 
and  all  was  promising  well,  when  Choonka- 
Witko,  otherwise  Crazy  Horse,  appeared  on 
the  scene.  Crazy  Horse  was  too  much  for 
Crook.  He  drove  him  back  and  so  dealt  with 
him  that  no  further  attempt  was  made  to 
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enter  the  Sitting  Bull  country  along  that  road. 
On  June  17,  Crook  tried  another  way  in, 
across  the  Eosebud.  The  fight  lasted  all  day  ; 
and  again  Sitting  Bull,  -with  his  right  arm 
Crazy  Horse,  was  too  much  for  Crook. 

Meanwhile,  General  Terry  was  bringing 
another  army  to  the  attack,  more  to  the  north. 
The  leader  of  his  horsemen  was  General 
George  Custer  of  the  Seventh  Cavalry,  in 
which  regiment  was  the  Tom  Custer  who  had 
captured  Kain-ui-the-Face.  Terry's  plan  was 
for  Custer  to  hem  in  the  Sioux  from  the  east, 
while  he  with  the  main  body  struck  the 
Indi*ans  on  the  south  flank. 

03  went  Custer,  at  such  a  rate  that  he 
reached  Sitting  Bull's  village  a  day  before 
Terry  expected,  and  had  all  the  fight  to  him- 
self. He  divided  his  column,  one  half  to  attack 
one  end  of  the  village,  the  other  half  the 
other.  It  was  Sunday,  June  25,  1876,  a  sad 
day  in  the  annals  of  the  American  army.  In 
that  bright  cloudless  morning  the  largest 
Indian  village  on  the  continent  slowly  re- 
vealed itself  along  the  windings  of  the  river. 
The  major  with  the  first  column  crossed  the 
stream  ;  attacked ;  found  himself  faced  by 
hundreds  under  Crazy  Horse.  He  hesitated  ; 
dismounted  his  men ;  mounted  them ;  dis- 
mounted them ;  did  not  know  what  to  do  in 
fact ;  and  finally  ran  for  it  as  hard  as  he 
could  go,  with  what  was  left  of  his  column 
full  gallop  behind  him. 

Custer  kept  on.  Before  he  reached  his  at- 
tacking point  he  was  in  a  ring  of  rifle  fire, 
and  his  horses  were  stumbling  among  the 
grass  which  Sitting  Bull  had  knotted  together 
to  stop  him.  Had  the  major  come  dashing 
through  the  village  all  might  have  gone  well, 
but  the  major  was  making  hurried  tracks  up 
the  hill  several  miles  away.  And  so,  with  none 
to  support  him,  Custer  saw  retreat  impossible, 
and  fought  and  died  with  all  his  men.  One 
of  the  last  to  fall  was  Tom  Custer,  shot  by 
Kain-in-the-Face.  Only  one  living  thing  es- 
caped, and  that  was  Captain  Keogh's  charger, 
Comanche,  which  rushed  through  the  Indian 
lines,  and,  wounded  and  bleeding,  straggled 
into  the  American  camp  some  daysafterwarda. 


The  horse  is  still  living  as  the  pet  of  the 
Seventh  Cavalry ;  he  does  no  duty,  and  is 
never  mounted ;  his  last  day's  work  being 
accomplished  in  Custer's  last  fight. 

After  the  battle  Sitting  Bull  broke  up  his 


Red  Shirt. 

camp  and  moved  northwards  into  Canada 
with  over  four  thousand  men.  In  Canada 
he  stayed  four  years,  and  then  under  promise 
of  pardon  he  returned  and  took  up  his 
quarters  in  the  Indian  Keserve  on  the  upper 
waters  of  the  shallow  Missouri.     But  he 


never  trusted  the  Whites,  and  always  declared 
they  secretly  goaded  the  Indians  into  vio- 
lence in  order  to  have  a  pretext  for  shooting 
them  down  and  seizing  their  lands.  In  the 
United  States  there  is  little  doubt  this  is  true. 
The  settlers  covet  the  reserved  lands ; 
the  settlers  have  votes  ;  and  the  votes 
go  to  the  politicians  who  will  please 
the  settlers  by  robbing  the  Indians  of 
all  the  land  worth  taking.  Hence  the 
Indian  difficulty  in  the  States — a  diffi- 
culty which  does  not  exist  north  of  the 
border,  owing  to  the  Canadian  Govern- 
ment faithfully  performing  its  pro- 
mises. 

Last  year  the  Sioux  broke  into  open 
revolt,  and  the  Government  decided  to 
arrest  Sitting  Bull  before  he  started 
to  join  a  war-party  who  had  begun 
pillaging  on  the  White  River.  The 
Indian  police,  consisting  of  Redskins 
in  uniform,  dashed  into  his  camp  and 
seized  him,  and  were  returning  to 
Standing  Rock,  when  Blackbird,  Bull's 
twelve-year-old  son,  led  some  of  the 
tribe  to  the  rescue.  There  was  a 
sharp  struggle,  during  which  Bull  could 
be  heard  giving  his  orders  in  a  loud 
voice  as  he  sat  his  horse  unarmed  ^ 
amid  the  firing.  When  the  fire  was  at 
its  hottest  he  fell,  shot  dead,  his  boy 
having  been  shot  a  few  moments 
before.  The  fight  continued  over  the 
bodies,  and  the  police,  of  whom  forty 
were  killed,  were  beginning  to  retreat 
when  a  detachment  of  regular  troops 
arrived  with  machine  guns,  whose 
deadly  rain  soon  swept  the  "  hostiles  " 
away. 

Such  was  the  end  of  Silting  Bull, 
the  Uncapapa  Sioux — a  savage  who 
was  a  true  leader  of  men,  and  a  man 
who,  unlike  his  enemies,  never  failed  in  hia 
word  to  friend  or  foe.  He  was  not  a  Christian 
hero  ;  neither  was  he  a  monster.  He  was  a 
good  Indian  according  to  the  Indian  ideal — 
and  when  we  have  said  that  we  have  said 
the  best  we  can  for  him. 
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RETURNING  to  fig.  1,  we  must  see  that  the  | 
groove  A,  which  forms  half  the  channel 
in  which  the  armature  is  to  revolve,  is  -J  inch 
from  top  to  bottom,  being  nearly  a  com- 
plete semicircle.  When  the  two  sides  are 
fixed  together  as  in  fig.  2,  the  hole  between 
the  poles  should  be  about  an  inch  in  circum- 
ference, and  the  wire  must  be  wound  on  the 
araiature  so  that  it  easily  slips  into  the  cavity 
G,  which  must  be  made  quite  smooth  for  it 
to  revolve  in.  It  will  be  seen  from  the  di- 
mensions given  that  in  diameter  the  arma- 
ture is  only  a  little  less  than  the  cylindrical, 
space  between  the  poles  of  the  magnet,  and 
in  length  it  is  about  the  same  as  the  width 
of  the  magnet.  It  would  be  an  unfortunate 
occurrence  if  the  wire  was  to  slip  oft'  the 
armature  while  revolving  at  a  high  speed, 
and,  therefore,  it  is  necessary  to  keep  it  firmly 
in  its  place.  This  is  done  by  filing  four  small 
notches  in  the  soft  iron  of  the  armature  at 
the  points  marked  a  b  c  d  in  fig.  3.  Some 
strong  wire,  or  small  string,  is  now  wound 
tightly  round  the  armature  to  hold  the  coils 
of  wire  in  their  proper  place,  the  notches 
holding  this  wire  or  string  from  slipping  oS 
at  the  ends  of  the  cylinder. 


PART  II. 

The  armature  has  now  to  be  fixed  in  its 
proper  place  between  the  poles  of  the  magnet. 


Fig.  5.— Support  for  Pullet  End  of  Axle. 
The  dotted  lines  show  position  of  holes  for  screws  and 
axle,   r  p,  Holes  for  screws. 


Fig.  6.— Support  for  CoMMUT.vroR  End  of  Axle. 
The  dotted  lines  show  position  of  holes  for  screws  and 
axle.    P  P,  Holes  for  screws. 

To  do  this  we  shall  want  two  supports  for  the 
axle.    These  are  made  of  brass,  shaped  as  in 


figs.  5  and  6,  5  being  the  one  at  the  pulley 
end  of  the  axle,  and  6  that  at  the  other  end. 
They  are  fastened  by  screws  through  the 
holes  p  p,  into  the  holes  h  h  h  h  in  the 
bottom  part  of  the  side  of  the  magnet,  as 
previously  shown  in  fig.  2. 

When  the  armature  is  fixed  in  its  proper 
place  it  will  appear  as  fig.  7,  this  being  a 


Fig.  7.— GiioUND  Plan  of  Magnet  and  Armature 

WHEN  PUT  together. 

MM.  Magnet,  p,  Driving  pulley.  A,  Armature.  R, 
Roller  of  wood  covered  with  brass.  Top  of  magnet 
and  springs  of  commutator  omitted. 


sectional  diagram  from  above,  and  the  top 
pieces  of  the  magnet  being  omitted  for  sim- 
plicity's sake. 

The  brass  of  which  the  supports  are  made 
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should  be  about  ^  inch  thick,  and  must,  of 
course,  be  drilled  in  the  centre  with  a  hole  to 
admit  the  axle  of  the  armature.  To  keep  it 
exactly  in  the  right  place  while  revolving,  a 
piece  of  circular  brass  tube,  with  a  bore  tho 
size  of  the  hole  made  to  admit  the  armature, 
should  be  soldered  to  the  brass  supports  in 
front  of  the  hole  ;  that  for  the  pulley  end  of 
the  axle  should  be  about  I  inch  long.  One 
at  the  other  end  is  not  necessary,  but  looks 
neater  ;  this  may  be  about  i  inch  long— i.e. 
as  long  as  the  end  of  the  axle  projecting 
beyond  the  brass  support. 

This  much  having  been  accomplished,  we 
have  now  to  consider  the  "commutator," 
which  is  a  piece  of  apparatus  by  which  all 
the  currents  proceeding  from  magnet  and 
armature  are  sent  in  one  direction,  and  thus, 
instead  of  counteracting  each  other,  are  made 
available  for  experiments. 

To  make  this  necessary  adjunct  to  the 
dynamo,  take  a  circular  bar  of  brass  rod 
about  f  inch  in  diameter  and  an  inch  long^ 
Into  the  middle  of  this  solder  a  brass  screw 
by  drilling  a  hole  and  inserting  its  upper 
end  minus  the  head.  On  this  screw  works  a 
brass  nut  about  |  inch  long.  At  the  other 
end  of  the  rod  a  hole  is  drilled  for  the  inser- 
tion of  another  brass  screw,  long  enough  to 
go  through  the  base.  Another  pillar  pre- 
cisely like  this  has  now  to  be  made,  only 
i  inch  high  without  the  nut.  Now  cut  two 
j)ieces  of  sheet  brass  2  inches  long  and  ^  inch 
broad,  sufficiently  stout  to  act  as  springs  and 
not  too  stout  to  be  elastic.  At  one  end  of 
each  cut  a  longitudinal  hole  about  f  inch  long 
and  A  inch  broad  ;  that  is  to  say,  this  slit  must 
be  broad  enough  to  slip  over  the  top  of  the  screws 
above  the  pillars.  At  the  other  ends  of  the 
brass  springs  slits  of  equal  length,  but  very 
narrow— only  about  -\  inch  wide— may  be 
cut,  to  make  the  brass  more  "  springy."  On 
the  under  side  of  this  end  of  one  spring,  and 
the  upper  side  of  the  other,  two  pieces  of 
thin  sheet  copper  are  fixed,  the  same  breadth 
as  the  springs,  and  about  ^  inch  long.  These 
are^  soldered  by  one  end  to  the  side  of  the 
spring,  so  as  to  act  as  springs  themselves, 
their  other  ends  being  free. 

All  this  being  rather  compUcated,  we  must 
invoke  the  aid  of  the  engraver  once  more. 
Fig.  8  gives  you  the  method  of  making  the 


Pig.  8.— Pillar  of  Ccmmutator. 
A,  Brass  rod.    b,  Screw  inserteil  at  entl.    o,  Nut  fittin" 
screw  B.    D,  Hole  Inr  screw  to  Hx  to  base. 

pillars— A  being  the  brass  rod,  b  the  screw, 
and  c  the  nut,  the  hole  to  admit  screw  to  fasten 
the  pillar  to  the  base  is  made  at  the  end  d. 
Fig.  9  is  the  brass  spring  with  slit,  a,  to  slip 


Fig.  9.— "Biiass  Sriiixr,  of  CoMMrrATou. 
A,  Slit  to  fix  over  screw,  n,  in  fijr.  8.    Tlie  shaded  part 
represents  the  copper  sprhig-,  soldered  at  B, 

over  the  screw  of  fig.  8,  and  the  copper  spring 
soldered  to  one  side,  at  the  end,  at  the  point 
B.    Now  we  slip  the  brass  spi'ing  over  the 


screw,  the  screw  coming  through  the  slit,  and 
screw  down  the  nut  c.  We  thus  have  two 
springs  supported  at  the  ends  on  pillars  at  a 
height  of  1  inch  and  i  inch  from  the  base  re- 
spectively. Of  course,  both  the  pillars  and 
springs  are  treated  alike,  but  in  the  case  of 
the  tallest  the  copper  is  on  the  zmder  side, 
and  in  the  other  on  the  tqrpcr  side. 

Now  we  go  back  to  the  armature,  on  the 
axle  of  which  you  will  remember  that  I  told 
you  to  fix  a  small  roller  of  wood.  This  is  only 
f  inch  long  and  \  inch  in  diameter,  and  is  fixed 
firmly  to  the  axle  so  as  to  revolve  along  with 
the  armature.  This  roller  is  soaked  in 
melted  paraffin  wax  for  an  hour  or  two  before 
fixing  on,  or  boiled  in  it  for  some  time,  so 
that  It  may  permeate  the  wood.  The  roller 
can  easily  be  turned  (of  boxwood,  preferably) 
if  you  are  possessed  of  a  lathe,  but  if  you 
have  none,  go  to  the  nearest  photographer 
(or,  preferably,  a  dealer  in  photographic 
apparatus),  and  from  him  you  can  buy  for  a 
penny  a  roller  long  enough  to  cut  dozens  for 
dynamos— they  are  what  sensitised  paper  is 
sold  rolled  on. 

The  roller  having  been  provided,  take  a 
piece  of  brass  tube  exactly  so  large  inside 
that  the  roller  will  fit  tightly  into  it,  and  cut 
off  a  piece  the  same  length  as  the  roller,  or, 
if  anything,  a  trifle  shorter.    You  have  now 
to  cut,  with  a  saw  or  otherwise,  two  diagonal 
lines  in  this  tube  lengthwise,  so  that  the  tube 
is  thereby  divided  into  two  pieces.  Having 
done  this  the  brass  is  replaced  on  the  roller 
and    fastened    by  minute 
screws,  or  "  Prout's  elastic 
glue,"  to  each  side  of  it, 
so  that  the  roller  becomes 
practically   one    of  brass, 
with  two  slits  in  it.  The 
screws    must    not  project 
above  the  brass,  but  must 
be  well  sunk  into  it,  so  as 
to  leave  the  surface  very 
smooth;  and  care  must  be 
taken  that  the  screws  do 
not  touch   both  pieces  of 
brass  by  going  right  through 
the   roller— they   must  be 
very  short.     The  object  of 
cutting  the  slits  in  a  dia- 
gonal direction  is  that  the 
springs  when  pressing  above 
and  below  the  roller  (see  fig. 
10)  shall  not  leave  one  half  of  the  commutator 
before  resting  on  the  other  part.    If  they  do 
so  the  commutator  will  "  spark  "  badly,  which 
injures  the  fittings,  and  less  current  is  obtained. 
Both  slits  are  to  be  equidistant,  and  both  in- 
clined in  the  same  direction.     The  roller  is 
fixed  on  the  axle  in  such  a  position  that  the 
middles  of  the  lines  of  division  are  exactly  in 
a  line  with  the  middle  of  the  groove  of  the 
armature.    When  all  this  has  been  accom- 
plished you  will  obviously  have  two  conduct- 
ing surfaces,  each  reaching  over  half  the 
cylinder,  separated  by  a  small  distance  at 
top  and  bottom,  the  paraffined   wood,  of 
course,  being  a  non-conductor  of  electricity. 
The  brass  tube  must  be  made  to  fit  smoothly 
round  the  wood,  the  surface  being  free  from 
any  irregularities,  so  that  the  contact  with 
the  springs  at  the  sides  may  be  as  perfect 
as  possible.     Care  must  be  taken  that  the 
brass  is  really  separate  a'l  down  on  both 
sides.    It  is  a  gco.l  plan  to  fasten  smah 
splinters  of  paraffined  wood  in  the  slits  to 
make  sure. 

This  having  been  done,  the  wire  from  one 
end  of  the  coil  of  the  armature  must  be 
soldered  to  one  of  the  senii-circumferences 
(if  I  nlay  coin  awor.l)  ni  lMa-<  vn  the  wooden 
roller,  and  the  wire  li.r.n  \\u:  other  end  of  the 
coil  to  the  other  semi-circumference.   This  is 


done  at  the  end  or  underneath,  not  at  the  top, 
or  it  will  make  the  surface  rough,  and  we 
want  it  to  be  as  smooth  as  it  can  possibly  be. 
The  wire  must  be  quite  tight  up  to  the  end 
soldered  on;  there  must  be  no  loops,  or  it 
will  catch  in  something,  and  be  torn  off  when 
it  comes  to  revolve. 

The  brass  pillars  supporting  the  springs 
have  now  to  be  inserted  in  the  base,  at  such  a 
distance,  one  on  each  side  of  the  roller  covered 
with  brass,  that  the  copper  springs  at  the  end 
of  the  brass  ones  are  exactly  one  over  and  one 
under  the  brass  roller.  Of  course,  if  they  are 
put  in  a  line  with  it,  the  springs  can  easily  be 
shifted  to  the  right  position  by  slipping  the 
slits  over  the  screws  of  the  pillars,  and  screw- 
ing down  the  nuts  tightly  when  they  come  to 
the  right  place.  This  is  very  difficult  to  make 
intelligible,  and  I  give  another  illustration  of 
the  relative  positions  of  the  parts  of  the  com- 
mutator, which,  I  hope,  will  make  all  clear. 
The  pillars  pp— which  were  put  together  as* 
shown  in  figs.  8  and  9— are  fixed  at  such  dis- 
tances on  opposite  sides  of  the  roller  k  that 
the  springs  ss  are  continually  in  contact 
with  the  brass  semi-circumferences,  first  one 
and  tlien  the  other,  as  the  armature  revolves. 

We  are  now  within  sight  of  the  end  of  our 
task,  and  to  guide  off  the  current  that  we  are 
going  to  produce  we  must  screw  in  two  bind- 
ing-screws at  opposite  corners  of  the  same 
end  of  the  base  (the  end  at  which  the  com- 
mutator is).  The  ends  of  the  wire  from  the 
magnet  are  to  be  brought  down  through  the 


10.— Section  of  Commutatou  I'Ut  together. 


TP,  Pillars  supporting  springs,  ss,  which  bear  respectivelv  on  the  upper 
and  under  si.les  of  the  roller,  which  is  covered  with  brass  except  for 
the  slits  shown  in  the  diagram. 

base  and  joined  to  the  under  part  of  these 
binding-screws.   Placing  the  base  so  that  the 
commutator  end  of  the  amiature,  and  not  the 
pulley  end,  is  next  to  you,  the  wire  from  the 
inner  coil  of  the  magnet  goes  to  the  binding- 
screw  on  your  left  hand,  and  that  from  the 
outer  coil  to  that  on  your  right  hand.  The 
magnet  should  be  wound  and  placed  in  such 
a  position  that  these  ends  are  respectively  on 
the  left  and  right,  and  then  they  have  only  to 
be  joined  to  the  binding-screws  in  front  of 
them.  But,  before  connecting  these  wires  up, 
it  is  necessary  to  give  an  initial  magnetism  to. 
the  magnet,  which  at  present  has  not  been 
magnetised  at  all !  To  do  this  we  must  make 
use  of  another  dynamo,  or  a  battery,  as  de- 
scribed in  the  article  on  "Electric  Lamps  " 
in  No.  577  (page   286  last  volume),  and 
connect  the  wires  coining  from  the  magnet- 
coil  to  the  terminals  of  the  battery.  This- 
having  been  done,  the  magnet  will  attract  iron 
filings  or  needles,  &c.,  and  this  shows  that 
it  has  really  become  a  magnet.    Two  cells  of 
the  chloride  battery  will  be  enough  to  mag- 
netise it  as  much  as  it  can  be  magnetised, 
and  enough  will  remain  when  the  batteiw  is 
disconnected  to  start  the  action  when  the 
armature  is  revolved.    Two  or  three  minutes 
is  long  enough  to  connect  with  the  battery. 
(  Tj  continued.) 
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SEA-SERPENTS. 


By  De.  Arthur  Stradling,  f.z.s.,  etc. 


OT  our  old  friend  the  Great  Sea  Serpent — 
everybody  has  heard  of  liiin !  Some 
few  even  believe  in  him ;  I  do,  for  one, 
although  I  don't  believe  he  is  a  serpent  at  all 
— perhaps  we  may  have  a  little  chat  about 
him  some  day.  But  I  have  often  remarked 
as  a  very  curious  circumstance  that,  whereas 
every  one  has  some  opinion  or  other  as  to 
the  existence  and  nature  of  this  Great  Sea 
Serpent  (whose  reality  is,  to  say  the  least  of 
it,  a  matter  of  dispute  and  doubt),  many 
people  who  are  well  informed  in  general 
details  of  natural  history  know  nothing  of 
the  creatures  about  which  I  am  going  to  say 
a  few  words,  the  true  sea-serpents,  real 
snakes  in  every  sense  of  the  word,  which 
live  entirely  in  the  sea.  And  this  is  the 
more  extraordinary  because  there  are  so 
many  of  them.  Perhaps  you  are  already 
aware  that  more  than  seven-eighths  of  the 
whole  number  of  species  of  snakes  in  the 
world  are  something  harmless.  Well,  of  the 
less  than  one-eighth  which  possess  fangs — 
that  is  to  say,  of  all  the  poisonous  snakes — 
nearly  a  quarter  are  sea-snakes  !  And  this 
is  not  a  new  discovery ;  Aristotle  and  the 
ancient  Greek  mariners  knew  all  about 
them. 

Perhaps  if  they  were  found  in  many  diffe- 
rent regions  of  the  globe,  as  other  serpents 
are,  we  should  be  more  familiar  with  them ; 
but  they  are  principally  confined  to  Eastern 
seas  in  the  very  heart  of  the  tropics,  being 
common  everywhere  in  the  Indian  Ocean,  and 
especially  in  the  Bay  of  Bengal.  You  could 
never  mistake  a  sea-serpent  for  anything 
else  if  you  saw  one,  no  matter  what  its 
colour  or  size  might  be,  or  to  which  of  the 
fifty  or  more  species  which  have  been  recog- 
nised it  belonged.  To  begin  with,  the  tail, 
instead  of  being  round  and  pointed  as  in  a 
land-snake,  is  flattened  from  side  to  side,  and 
expanded  so  as  to  form  a  vertical  fin  or  oar, 
giving  it  considerable  rapidity  and  freedom 
of  movement  in  the  water.  Most  kinds  of 
snakes  like  to  bathe,  and  some  are  found 
even  more  frequently  in  streams  or  lakes 
than  on  terra  firma  ;  but  their  swimming  is 
a  very  embarrassed  affair  compared  with  the 
performance  of  their  brethren  of  the  deep. 
This  is  particularly  seen  amongst  waves  or 
in  broken  water,  ordinary  snakes  being  there 
almost  powerless,  while  sea-snakes  are  as 
much  at  home  as  eels. 

You  may  possibly  ask,  "  How  are  we  to 
know  that  such  a  creature,  if  we  come  across 
one,  is  not  an  eel  ?  or  why,  after  all, 
shouldn't  it  be  called  an  eel  ?  what  is  the 
difference?"  Why,  an  eel  is  a  fish,  while 
this  is  a  reptile,  and  the  great  difference 
between  them  is,  that  the  latter  breathes  at- 
mospheric air,  just  as  a  whale,  or  a  seal,  or  a 
boy  does,  but  the  fish  breathes  in  the  water 
by  means  of  gills.  You  know  that,  however 
good  a  diver  you  may  be,  you  must  come  to 
the  surface  to  get  rid  of  the  carbonic  acid  in 
your  lungs  and  to  take  in  a  fresh  supply  of 
good  oxygen  ;  and,  although  a  whale,  or 
an  otter,  or  a  snake  may  be  able  to  stay 
under  water  a  good  deal  longer  than  the 
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longest-winded  human  diver,  yet  it  has 
eventually  to  come  up  to  the  air  for 
exactly  tlie  same  reason.  Then  you  could 
tell  an  eel,  or  any  other  fish,  directly  by 
its  fins,  while  a  sea-serpent  has  none, 
except  the  spread--out  tail  which  I  have 
mentioned. 

They  have  a  special  arrangement,  which 
not  only  enables  them  to  stay  down  a  long 
time,  but  lets  them  float  easily  on  the  sur- 
face and  bask  in  the  sun  when  they  want  to, 
and  that  is  their  one  enormous  lung,  which 
extends  the  whole  length  of  the  body  and 
forms  a  tank  for  the  storage  of  air.  All 
snakes  have  one  lung  only— only  one,  that 
is,  of  any  service,  for  there  is  generally  a 
very  little  second  one  which  need  not  be 
counted.  A  snake's  inside  altogether  is 
dreadfully  "  mixed  up  "  when  you  come  to 
compare  it  with  other  animals  ;  everything 
seems  to  be  set  aside  and  pushed  here  or 
stowed  away  there  on  purpose  to  allow  of 
their  making  the  tremendous  meals  with 
which  they  gorge  themselves,  and  to  permit 
them  to  swallow  their  prey  whole.  For 
I  instance,  in  any  respectable  carcass,  when 
you  find  one  kidney  you  naturally  expect  the 
1  other  to  be  just  opposite  to  it,  on  the  same 
level,  but  in  a  snake  you  must  look  some 
distance  down  the  back  for  the  second — 
there  would  be  no  room  for  its  dinner  if 
they  were  just  abreast  of  one  another  in  the 
I  ordinary  way.  Then  again  its  gall-bladder, 
j  where  the  bile  is  kept  till  wanted,  instead  of 
I  being  against  the  liver,  where,  according  to 
rule,  it  ought  to  be,  is  a  long  way  off  with  a 
pipe  laid  on  to  it — otherwise,  when  a  frog,  or 
rat,  or  rabbit,  or  sheep,  as  the  case  may  be, 
came  down,  the  gall-bladder  would  be 
jammed  against  the  liver  and  all  the  bile 
wasted.  In  the  same  way,  the  two  halves  of  its 
I  lower  jaw  are  loosely  tied  together  instead  of 
I  being  solid,  and  its  face  bones  work  on  hinges, 
;  it  has  no  breast  bone  to  fasten  its  ribs  down, 
nor  any  solid  girdle  of  shoulder  bones,  such 
as  even  those  lizards  have  which  are  desti- 
tute of  legs  (like  the  slowworm),  and,  as  we 
have  said,  one  lung  seems  completely  rubbed 
out ;  all  apparently  adapted  expressly  and 
solely  for  the  convenience  of  its  particular 
mod3  of  feeding.  Sea-snakes  are  built 
on  the  same  principle,  but  their  lung  is 
much  more  developed,  and  they  have  little 
shutters  or  valves  over  their  nostrils  which 
are  closed  under  water  (I  have  seen  pearl 
divers  and  coral  and  sponge  fishers  grasp 
i  their  noses  with  their  hands  in  going 
I  down,  so  as  to  close  them— I  don't  quite 
see  why,  but  I  suppose  there's  something 
in  i:). 

I      I  can't  tell  you  how  long  a  sea-serpent  can 
remain   below  the   surface ;   probably  for 
!  many  hours.    Independently  of  their  air- 
tank,  the  fact  of  their  being  cold-blooded 
animals  allows  them  to  do  without  oxygen 
'  for  a  very  long  time — it  would  be  more 
;  correct  to  say,  allows  them  to  make  use  of 
I  what  oxygen  they  may  have  very  slowly  and 
I  economically,  so  as  to  spin  it  out  a  good 
I  while.     Even  land-snakes  can  keep  their 


heads  under  water  for  hours,  as  you  may  see 
{  any  day  at  the  Zoo. 

If  you  take  any  ordinary  snake  you  will 
I  see  that  the  plates  or  scales  of  the  under 
t  part  of  the  body  (generally  of  a  lighter  colour 
than  the  rest,  often  white)  are  much  larger 
than  those  above,  being,  in  fact,  broad  bands 
which  extend  transversely  from  the  tips  of 
the  ribs  on  one  side  to  those  on  the  other. 
These  great  scales  serve  as  feet  when  it 
walks,  as  it  does  on  the  points  of  its  ribs. 
Sea-snakes,  and  some  few  species  of  land- 
snakes  which  burrow  in  the  earth,  have 
none  of  these  plates  underneath,  but  the 
sea-snakes  on  the  contrary  are  pinched  or 
ridged  into  a  sort  of  keel,  which  steadies 
them  in  swimming.  In  spite  of  this  and 
their  fin-like  tail,  their  swimming  is  a  rather 
wriggly  business,  owing  to  their  means  of 
propulsion  being  very  inefficient  compared  to 
their  length  of  body. 

They  have  small,  short  tongues,  but  are 
not  furnished  with  that  little  hole  in  the 
upper  lip  which  enables  most  snakes  to  put 
out  their  tongues  while  their  mouths  are  shut. 
Like  all  the  rest,  the  tongues  are  bifid— s^ilit 
or  double  at  the  tip— and  some  of  them 
possess  two  tiny  openings,  one  on  each  side, 
through  which  the  points  can  just  protrude. 
This  doesn't  seem  a  very  useful  or  orna- 
mental sort  of  thing,  but  no  doubt  it's  all 
right. 

There  are  some  people  who  don't  see  very 
well  unless  they  wear  green  spectacles,  and 
these  sea-snakes  are  something  like  them. 
When  the  light  comes  to  their  eyes  through 
a  green  layer  of  sea-water  their  sight  is  good 
enough,  but  on  the  surface  or  when  drawn 
out  they  are  dazed  by  the  glare,  and  bite  and 
strike  wildly  without  apparently  being  able 
to  take  aim  at  anything.  They  must  be  able 
to  see  pretty  well  down  below  to  catch  the 
fish  on  which  they  live. 

It  is  really  very  remarkable  that  folks  are 
not  more  generally  acquainted  with  these 
creatures,  seeing  that  there  is  such  a  variety 
of  them.  Some  kinds  grow  to  ten  or  twelve 
feet  or  perhaps  more — there  is  a  fine  stuffed 
specimen  of  9  feet,  9  inches,  before  me  — 
and  as  thick  as  a  man's  wrist,  though  most 
of  them  range  from  two  to  four  or  five  feet. 
Some  time  ago  there  was  a  great  discussion 
going  on  in  the  newspapers  as  to  which  was 
the  largest  poisonous  snake  known.  One 
person  declared  it  was  the  South  American 
bushmaster ;  another  stood  up  for  the 
^urucucu  of  Brazil  ;  a  third  put  in  a  claim 
for  the  great  African  vipers,  as  thick  as  the 
calf  of  your  leg ;  while  a  fourth  contended 
that  the  hamadryad  of  the  East  Indies,  a. 
snake  hooded  like  the  cobra,  growing  to 
eleven  feet,  was  the  longest  if  not  the  biggest 
of  all.  Nobody  seemed  to  remember  the  sea- 
I  serpent,  so  at  last  I  wrote  a  letter  and  set 
him  up  as  my  candidate  for  the  honour  in 
question. 

The  name  of  that  Brazilian  snake,  <;uru- 
cucu,  is  pronounced  sooroo-coocvo.    You  will 
[  observe  that  it  is  a  word  of  four  syllables, 
;  spelt  with  three  letters  ! 


(To  be  continued.) 
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Photography  (John  Ough).— 1,  Have  never  come 
across  tlie  Draytoa  developer.  Where  did  you  find 
anything  about  it?  2.  Paper  is  albumeiiised  by 
floating  on  egg  albumen  (or,  in  the  case  of  cheap 
papers,  "  blood  albumen  "  is  sometimes  used,  much  to 
their  detriment),  but  no  amateur  ever  does  this  nowa- 
days, though  he  may  sensitise  ready  albumenised 
paper.  3.  The  simplest,  and  probably  the  most 
correct,  book  of  e.xposure  tables  is  that  pubUshed  by 
Messrs.  A.  R.  Wormald  &  Co.,  82  Bishopsgate  Street 
Within,  Loudon,  e.g.    It  costs  eighteenpeuce. 

E.  Hepworth  Thwaites.— If  you  propose  to  hire  the 
materials  for  producing  the  electric  light  you  could, 
of  course,  use  either  a  battery  or  a  dynamo.  The 
latter  would  make  an  unpleasant  noise,  and  you  had 
therefore  better  use  a  battery ;  but  you  would  want 
rather  a  large  one  to  run  for  four  hours  and  light  so 
large  a  space.  You  would  not  get  a  good  light  with- 
out using  at  least  two  16  candle-power  lamps,  or,  if 
the  stall  otily  was  to  be  lighted,  one  might  do.  You 
will  find  it  rather  expensive,  we  are  afraid,  for  so 
short  a  time— only  two  days. 

AnTHUE.— Kuby  lamps  are  so  cheap,  many  being  sold 
at  a  shming.  that  it  is  reaUy  hardlv  worth  while  to 
make  one.  However,  you  cau  take  "an  old  cigar  box 
and  cut  a  hole  in  the  bottom  ;  cover  it  over  with  ruby 
fabricand  stand  the  box  upon  end,  with  the  Ud  fastened 
by  a  hasp  to  prevent  it  from  coming  open  at  the 
wrong  time.  Make  a  few  holes  in  the  side  which  is 
now  the  bottom  and  stand  it  on  four  wooden  feet,  so 
that  the  air  can  get  through  them.  Bore  a  circular 
hole  about  2  inches  in  diameter  through  the  top,  and 
oyer  this  fasten  a  piece  of  tin  about  2i  inches  in 
diameter  raised  above  the  wood  by  side  pieces,  so  that 
air  can  get  out  but  not  light.  The  lamp  is  now 
complete  ;  you  can  burn  ordinary  candles  in  it. 

Dead  Bied-Mule  fH.  N.  W.).— You  mean  what  was 
tlie  cause  or  natiu-e  of  its  illness,  we  suppose,  since 
there  can  be  no  doubt  as  to  that  of  its  death,  when 
yon  acknowledge  to  having  drowned  it.  Well,  it  was 
suflEering  from  inflammation  of  the  lungs,  the  result 
of  a  sudden  chill  probably,  for  it  was  plump,  and  its 
illness  could  not  have  been  of  long  duration.  Warmth, 
111  a  moist  atmosphere,  with  one-drop  doses  of  oxymel 
of  squills  three  or  four  times  a  day  might,  in  all 
probability,  have  saved  it. 

Fi.viN-G  Machin'e  ("  Doubtful  ").-The  instructions  are 
all  nght :  it  is  you  who  must  have  blundered  some- 
where. Many  readers  have  written  to  express  delight 
at  their  success,  amongst  the  latest  being  our  artist 
Mr.  Alfred  Pearse,  who  savs  :  "  I  have  constructed 
one  of  your  flying  machines,  and  have  succeeded  in 
making  It  rise  quite  100  feet,  traveUing  at  the  same 
time  about  80  yards,  to  the  delight  of  my  Uttle 
ones." 

Cold  B.4.th,  etc.  (S.  M.  H.).— l.  Yes;  winter  and 
summer,  unless  yon  felt  cold  or  sleepy  after  it 
2.  Light  2  1b.  dumb-bells.  3,  4,  and  6.  Consult  a 
doctor. 

Babbits  (O.  Herbert).— Yes :  under  cover  in  mnter. 
Why  do  you  not  read  "  Doings  "  1 

Fox  TEiiRlF.it  (C.  Owen).— The  bulging  in  joints  of  the 
puppy  is  only  the  foi-ming  of  new  bone. 

DrspEPSiA  (A,  Cr.  G.).— Take  a  small  teaspoonfiU  of 
glycerine  iu  your  tea  or  in  water  twice  or  tlirice  a 
day.  Get  :i  vegetable  bitter  tonic  from  your  chemist. 
Cold  bat'i  in  morning  and  e.xercise  in  open  air.  A 
compound  rhubarb  pill  twice  a  week  at  night.  Keep 
up  your  heart. 

Batkn-  (L.  R.).— Trv  Cross,  of  Liverpool,  or  advertise  in 
"E.xcliauge  and  Mart." 


Jacobins  (W.  Hill).— Price  all  depends  on  quality. 
Get  the  '"Exchange  and  Mart,"  aud  turn  to  pigeon 
columns. 

Babbits,  Breeding  of  (B.  M.  M.).— 1.  Doe  over  six 
months  and  buck  over  ten.  2.  No ;  not  as  the  law 
at  present  stands. 

Bleedin-g  at  Nose  (E.  W.).— Attention  to  the  general 
health  is  the  only  remedy.  It  is  often  salutary. 
Lower  your  diet,  take  the  bath  and  plenty  of  exer- 
cise. 

Sore  Etes  (Alfred  and  S.  R.  J.).— Perhaps  touching 
them  at  night  with  the  benzolated  ointment  of 
oxide  of  zinc  or  dilute  nitrate  of  mercury  ointment 
will  make  them  all  right.  Take  iron  drops  and  the 
Keplar  solution  of  cod  liver  oil  with  e.xtract  of  malt. 

Tortoises  (Ethel  Graham).— Write  to  E.  Sumner, 
135  Oxford  Street,  London.   He  has  lots  of  them. 

Pigeon  Laying  (S.  C.  R.).— Never  mind  :  if  she  chooses 
to  lay  in  a  corner  of  the  floor  she  wili  hatch  there. 
Pigeons  must  be  humoured. 

Feeding  Pomeranian,  etc.  (Fancier  Junior).— 1.  On 
the  table  scraps,  but  give  her  plenty.  2.  The  other 
question  is  of  too  delicate  a  nature  to  answer.  Ask 
any  keeper. 

Growing  Manlt  (A.  W.).— There  is  no  other  way 
except  trying  to  improve  your  mind,  keeping  good 
society,  and  living  up  to  the  rules  of  health.  Take 
dumb-bell  exercise  for  two  half-hours  daily. 

Curing  Birds'  Skins  (A.  T.).— Alum  and  water,  very 
strong,  or  arsenical  paste.  N.B.  The  latter  is  Very 
poisonous. 

Sarsaparilla  (S.  R.  J.).— No  good.  Do  not  take 
medicine  at  all.  Just  live  well  and  exercise  plenty. 
Whenever  you  begin  to  think  disagreeable  thoughts, 
get  a  book  and  read. 

Kitten  III  (Big  Fritz).-It  is  of  a  weakly  constitu- 
tion. If  still  alive,  give  plenty  of  cream,  fish,  egg, 
minced  raw  meat,  and  clean  water.  Keep  in  the 
house  at  night. 

Book  on  Pigeons  (Silver  Pigeon).— Lvell's  book,  TJp- 
cott  GiU,  170  Strand,  London.  2.  Price  depends  on 
quality. 

Keeping  Nasturtr-:!!  Seeds  (Bonus  Puer).— Put  in  a 
paper  bag  and  hang  up  on  the  kitchen  wall. 

Grass  Snakes  (G.  C.  G.).— E.  Sumner,  135  Oxford 
Street,  or,  in  fact,  any  naturalist.  But  pets  of  all 
kinds  are  advertised  in  the  "Exchamre  and  Mart." 
Why  not  catch  your  own  snakes  ?  Do  not  tackle  tlie 
adder,  though. 

Hair  Restorers  (Bald  Pate).- All  rubbish.  Consult 
a  doctor,  and  if  the  roots  of  the  hair  are  not 
destroyed  he  will  prescribe  some  simple  remedy. 


Cold  Bath  :  How  to  take  it  (Egroeg).— Bravo  I  lad. 
We  Like  you,  though  you  do  spell  your  name  upside 
down.  You've  been  taking  our  advice  and  you're 
the  better  for  it.  How  we  wish  aU  our  boys  would 
do  the  same.  You'll  be  a  man  yet.  The  best  style 
of  morning  tub  is  to  stand  before  a  basin  of  warm 
water  and  quickly  wash  and  lather  the  whole  body  ; 
time,  one  and  a  half  minute.  Then  sponge  the  face 
in  the  bath  ;  then  in  you  go  and  sponge  all  over, 
or  dip,  if  the  bath  be  deep  enough  ;  time,  one  and  a 
half  minute.  Now  dry  quickly  and  thoroughly  with 
rough  towels  ;  time,  two  to  three  minutes. 

Getting  Stouteh  (Walter).— Use  grain  foods,  and  not 
much  meat,  sugar,  puddings,  etc.  Take  cod  liver 
oil. 

Bath  Again  (E.  Allan).— Don't  wet  the  hair.  But  lave 
the  brow  with  the  cold  water  till  it  seems  to  ache 
right  through. 

Scotch  Collie  Pet  (Ludar).— Feed  less  on  flour. 
Give  paunches,  liver  now  and  then,  and  unlimited 
e.xercise. 

Bicycle  Oil  (Cyclist).— We  simply  use  oUve  oil  with 
about  a  sixth  part  of  paraflin  in  it. 

Points  of  Dogs  (G.  H.).— No  space  here.  Consult 
"  Our  Friend  the  Dog,"  or  "  The  Practical  Kennel 
Guide,"  by  Dr.  Gordon  Stables,  R.N.  Any  book- 
seller. 

Consult  a  Doctor  (Cumbria,  Miserable,  Donald 
A.  K.,  and  several  others). — Pluck  up  courage  and 
have  an  interview  with  your  own  doctor.  We  cannot 
counsel  self-treatment  in  such  cases. 

Bedding  Rabbits  (D.  A.  Levie).— No  :  leaves  do  not  do. 
But  roadside  stuff,  if  not  dusty,  does  well,  and,  better 
still,  brackens. 

Hump  on  Back  (Lacy).— 1.  Yes  ;  most  likely  through 
cycling.  Especially  as  young  men  sit  now,  like 
monkeys  on  a  broomstick.  2.  Bed  nose,  weak  circu- 
lation.   Live  better. 

Overgrowing  Strength  (E.).— Yes  ;  that  is  so. 
Take  cold  bath  every  morning,  aud  try  a  course  of 
light  dumb-belling. 

We.ikness  (H.  Wilson). — Must  consult  a  doctor.  Weak 
constitution  perhaps.  Try,  however,  a  dessert-spoon- 
ful of  cod  hver  oil  thrice  daily  after  meals. 

Bad  Dre.vms  (Six  Weeks  and  many  others). — To  some 
extent  they  are  natural,  but  not  to  any  great  extent. 
Better  consult  a  doctor. 

Bow  Legs  ;  Feeding  Mice  ;  Guinea  Pigs  :  Growixa 
Tall  ;  Mange  in  Dog  ;  Nervousness  ;  Tattoo 
Marks  (Many  Querists). — Consult  back  correspond- 
ence, or  the  Doings  for  the  ilouths. 
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THE   COCK   HOUSE  AT 
FELLS  GAETH. 

A   PUBLIC   SCHOOL  STORY. 
By  Talbot  Baines  Eeed, 

Author  of  "  My  Friend  Smith,"  "  Fifth  Form  at  St.  Dominic' t," 
"  Sir  Ludar"  etc. 

CHAPTER  VIII. — ONE  TOO  MANY. 

Hj^HE  seniors  of  Forder's  house  were  by  no 
means  gratified  at  the  Captain's  prompt 
reply  to  Bangle's   accusation.    Indeed,  that 


active  and  energetic  official  had  written  to  Fisher 
on  his  own  responsibility,  and  was  now  a  little 
hurt  to  find  that  his  colleagues  were  half  inclined 
to  repudiate  his  action. 

"  WTiy  ever  couldn't  you  speak  about  the  thing 
before  you  wrote  like  that?  "  said  Clapperton.  "We 
don't  want  another  election." 

"  You  weren't  going  to  sit  down  meekly,  and 
let  those  fellows  cheat  without  saying  a  word,  were 
you  ?  "  retorted  Dangle. 

"  No — rather  not.  But  that  wasn't  the  way  to  do 
it.  It  would  have  paid  us  much  better  to  stand  on 
our  dignity." 


"  It  was  a  cruel  blow."— Chap.  IX.) 
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"  In  other  words,"  said  Fullerton  in  his 
nieleincholy  voice,  "  to  have  a  grievance, 
and  mirse  it  well." 

"  You  idiot,"  said  Clapperton.  "  I 
don't  want  you  to  tell  me  what  I 
mean." 

"  I  wasn't,  I  was  telling  the  others," 
said  Fullerton.  "  But  I  agree  with  you. 
If  we  have  another  election  and  get 
beaten,  we  shall  be  far  worse  off  than  if 
we  were  able  to  take  heaven  and  earth  to 
witness  we  had  been  wronged,  and  were 
too  noble  to  seek  revenge." 

If  Fullerton  could  have  translated 
Cicero  as  well  as  he  translated  Clapper- 
ton,  what  a  good  Classic  he  would  have 
been ! 

"  We'd  better  decline  the  new  election 
at  once,"  said  Brinkman  ;  "it  concerns 
me  more  than  anybody  else  ;  and  I  agree 
with  Clapperton." 

"  Why  ever  not  have  the  new  elec- 
tion ?  "  said  Dangle.  "  We're  bound  to 
get  our  man  in." 

"  Better  decline  it  first,"  said  Clapper- 
ton. "  They'll  be  glad  enough  not  to  let 
it  go  to  a  trial,  I  expect." 

"Hurrah  for  injured  innocence,"  said 
Fullerton  ;  "  it's  the  best  pa3  ing  thing  I 
know." 

The  result  of  this  conference  was,  that 
Dangle  went  across  after  school  next 
morning  to  the  Captain's  study,  where 
Fisher  and  Ranger  happened  to  be  calling 
at  the  same  time. 

"  Look  here,  Yorke,"  said  the  Secretary, 
adopting  his  most  civil  tones,  "  you  quite 
misunderstood  my  letter  to  Fisher  i. 
We  don't  want  another  election.  We'd 
just  as  soon  let  things  stop  as  they  are. 
It  was  rough  on  us,  of  course  ;  but  it 
divides  the  offices  up  mare  fairly  to  have 
them  as  they  are." 

"Thanks,"  said  Yorke,  "that's  not 
good  enough.  AVe'll  have  another  elec- 
tion on  Friday." 

Dangle's  face  fell. 

"You're  fools  if  you  do,"  said  he. 
"  Those  five  votes  will  make  all  the 
difference." 

"  I  don't  care  if  they're  five  hundred," 
said  Yorke. 

"  Oh,  all  right.  You've  no  message 
aboiit  the  cheat's  who  icept  our  men  out, 
have  you '?  Probably  they've  been  pro- 
moted to  prefects'?  " 

"  You  took  care  not  to  conmiit  yourself 
to  any  names ;  but,  as  you  wrote  to 
Fisher  i,  you  probably  mclude  him  as 
one  of  the  cheats.  If  so,  I  daresay  he'll 
be  glad  to  discuss  tlie  matter  with  you 
outside." 

"  I  never  said  it  was  he,"  said  Dangle 
IruTiodly.    "  But  I  know  who  it  was." 

"  Three  of  our  juniors,  I  imderstand  ?  " 
said  Yorke. 

"  The  fags  of  three  of  your  prefects, 
yes." 

"Fisher,"  said  the  Captain,  "will  you 
fetch  Ashby,  D'Arcy,  and  Fisher  ii 
here." 

The  young  gentlemen  in  question  were 
not  far  away,  busily  engaged  in  their 
joint  study,  with  Wally's  assistance,  in 
getting  up  a  stock  of  impositions,  which 
should  serve  as  a  common  fund  on  which 
to  draw  during  the  term. 

The  idea  was  D'Arcy's. 

"  You  see,"  he  had  said,  "  we're  bound 
to  catch  it,  some  of  us,  and  it's  a  jolly  fag 
having  to  do  the  lines  just  when  they're 


wanted.  My  notion  is,  if  we  just  keep  a 
little  stock  by  us,  it'll  be  awfully  handy. 
Why,  suppose  young  Ashby  were  to  get 
fifty  lines  at  morning  school  next  Saturday, 
what  about  his  chance  of  getting  into  the 
58th  fifteen  ?  " 

"  It's  the  6th  fifteen,  not  the  58th," 
said  Ashby. 

"  Well,  there's  not  much  difference." 

"  It  would  be  jolly  awkward,"  said 
Ashby. 

"  Yes ;  and  you  always  do  get  potted 
just  when  it  is  joUiest  awkward,"  said 
D'Arcy.  "  That's  why  it's  such  a  tip  to 
have  yoTir  impots  written  before  you  get 
them.  Penny  wise,  pound  foolish,  you 
know." 

It  was  not  at  all  clear  what  this  valu- 
able aphorism  had  to  do  with  the  subject 
in  hand,  but  it  impressed  the  two  new 
boys  considerably. 

"And  just  fancy,"  continued  "WaHy, 
driving  home  his  chum's  nails  with  con- 
siderable industry,  "just  fancy  if  young 
Fisher  was  to  have  to  sit  up  here  swotting 
over  lines,  just  when  his  brother  wants  his 
vote  in  Hall  on  Friday !  Why,  one  vote 
will  jnake  all  the  difference." 

Fisher  immediately  called  for  pens,  ink, 
and  paper,  which  Wally  and  D'Arcy 
promptly  supplied  for  him  and  Ashby,  and 
a  scene  of  iinparalleled  industry  ensued. 
Even  D'Arcy  insisted  on  doing  his  share, 
which  consisted  of  drawing  iiiuuf  i  s  in 
various  stages  of  public  execution,  labLlled 
with  the  names  of  Clapperton,  Dangle 
and  Brinkman,  while  Wally  generally 
superintended  and  assisted,  by  playing 
fives  against  the  wall. 

"  I  say,"  said  he  presently,  "  I  suppose 
it's  all  out  about  your  precious  canvusting. 
That  beast  Percy  has  gone  and  blabbed — 
after  me  giving  him  toffee  too  !  " 

"  Never  mind,"  said  D'Arcy,  "  we  ratlier 
took  it  out  of  them,  I  fancy,  yesterday. 
They  won't  mess  about  with  us  in  a  hurry 
again." 

"No,  we  did  pxill  that  nil'  jirrtty  well. 
I'm  sorry  for  our  seniors,  mhi  I: now.  We 
did  oiu-  best  for  them,  and  ^\'e  shan't  be 
able  to  give  them  the  same  leg  up  on 
Friday." 

"They  ought  to  be  pretty  civil  to  r.s 
this  term,  anyliow,"  said  Wally. 

Whereupon  Fisher  I  entered  the  room. 

"  Yorke  wants  D'Arcy,  Ashb}',  and  my 
minor.    Come  at  once,  he's  waiting." 

"Don't  he  want  me?"  said  Wally, 
evidently  afraid  lest  his  services  were 
going  to  be  overlooked.  "  I  was  in  it  too, 
you  know.  Fisher.'' 

"  Were  you  '?  Oh,  you'd  better  come 
too,  then." 

"  Thanks." 

And  the  fom*,  disposing  themselves 
meekly  for  their  coming  honoiu's,  followed, 
sin<,de  file,  into  the  Captain's  room. 

"  Wally  wished  to  come  too,"  explained 
Fisher.    "  He  says  he  was  in  it." 

It  perplexed  the  foirr  heroes  to  see 
Dangle  there.  What  did  he  want  ?  And 
why  did  the  Captain  look  so  stern  ?  And, 
oh  horrors,  M'hat  was  that  switch  on  the 
table  for '? 

Gradually  it  dawned  upon  them,  that  the 
honours  in  store  for  them  would  fall  rather 
thicker  than  they  were  prepared  for  ;  and 
Wally,  for  one,  wished  he  had  stayed  at 
home. 

"  You  yoimgsters,"  said  the  Captain,  "  it 
is  said  that  you  fowv  behaved  unfairly-  last 


election,  by  keeping  out  five  boys  from 
voting.    Is  tliat  true  "?  " 
"  Yes,"  said  Ashby. 

"  They  were  only  Modern  kids,"  ex- 
plained D'Arcy. 

"  They  wouldn't  have  got  in  for  the 
second  vote,  if  it  hadn't  been  for  me," 
remarked  Wally. 

"  I  didn't  catch  any  boys ;  I  couldn't 
find  any,"  said  Fisher  ii. 

"You  see,  Yorke,"  said  D'Arcy,  who 
began  to  realise  that  he  was  "  boss  of  this 
show,"  "these  two  kids  are  new  kids; 
they  oughtn't  to  be  licked  ;  it's  Wallj^  and 
me." 

"  Me  ?  "  exclaimed  the  injured  Wally, 
"  I  like  voiu'  style,  young  D'Arcy  ;  what 
did  I  do  •?  " 

"  All  right,  it's  me  then,  if  you  like  ?  " 

"  I  don't  mind  being  in  it,  to  give  you  a 
leg  up,"  said  Wally,  touched  by  the 
heroism  of  his  friend,  "but  you  might 
let  a  chap  bowl  himself  out,  yon 
know.  All  right,  Yorke,  it  was  me  and 
D'Arcy." 

"  You  should  say  I  and  D'Arcy,"  said 
Eanger. 

"  What !  W£re  [foii  in  it '?  Good  old  " 

"No,  you  young  ass  ;  it's  I  ad  gi-amniar 
to  say  me  and  D'Arcy  were  in  it."  ^ 

"  I  never  knew  you  were.  It's  the  first 
we■^  e  heard  of  it  ;  isn't  it,  you  chaps  ?  " 

The  chaps  mcst  emphaticall}-  agreed 
that  it  was. 

"  Let  them  be,  Pianger,"  said  the 
Captain.  "  There'll  be  time  enough  for  a 
granmiar  lesson  after." 

"  Can't  do  it  to-day,  v»-e've  got  syntax 
this  afternoon,"'  said  D'Aicy. 

"  Now,  you  youngsters,  look  here," 
said  the  Captain.  "  You  may  think  you're 
\i'-r\  clever  ;  but  this  sort  of  thing  is 
dii  :iting,  and  cheating  is  what  cads  do. 
A\'f  don't  want  any  of  it  iii.side  Fellsgarth. 
l)aiigle,  here  are  the  youngsters,  and  here 
is  the  switch  ;  will  vcu  hck  them,  or  shall 
I?" 

"  I  don't  want  to  lick  them.  Let  them 
off."  grovsded  Dangle. 

The  hopes  rf  the  culprits  rose  for  a 
moment,  but  they  v.-ent  dowji  below  zero 
when  Yorke  picked  up  the  cane. 

"  Wheatfield,  come  here." 

Wally  held  mn  his  case-h,ardcned  hand 
and  received  h.-.lf-r.-tli.zen  cuts,  for  which 
it  is  sayinu  a  ^  ...I  deal  tha.t  they  made 
the  recipient  dance. 

D'Arcy  followed,  and  received  his  six 
with  meek  indifference.  If  he  had  come 
first,  he  would  probably  have  danced;  But 
as  Wall\  had  d<:irje  "hat,  he  stood  firm. 

Ashby  i-fceived  :hree  cuts  only,  which 
astonished  him  dreadfully.  It  was  his 
first  acquaintance  v>  ith  the  cane.  He  had 
never  realised  before  what  a  venomous 
instrument  it  ca;r  be.  Still,  he  bore  it 
like  a  man. 

Poor  Fisher  ii  had  a  similar  experience. 
With  his  brother  looking  on,  and  his 
messmates  to  watch  how  he  bore  it,  he 
passf'd  through  the  ordeal  creditably. 
His  three  "  Ohs  "  varied  in  cadence  fr-om 
anguish  to  surprise,  and  from  surprise 
to  mild  expostulation,  "Oh!"  "  Ehee  ! 
"  Ow  !  "  after  which  he  felt  very  pleased, 
on  his  brother's  accoimt,  that  he  had  not 
shed  tears. 

"  Now  cut,"  said  the  Captain.  "  and  if 
you're  bowled  out  in  that  sort  of  thing 
again,  you  won't  be  let  off  so  easy." 

"  Yo'rke's  a  beast,"  said  AYally,  when 


^l)e  Soy'^  Ow^  Papei^ 


339 


the  shattered  forces  mustered  once  more 
in  his  study,  "  but  he's  a  just  beast.  He 
gave  it  us  all  hot  alike." 

No  one  disputed  the  proposition. 

"  I  thought  he'd  let  you  new  kids  off, 
but  he  didn't.  It's  just  as  well.  It'll  do 
you  good,  and  make  you  sit  up." 

"jolly  sell  for  that  cad  Dangle,"  said 
D'Arcj'.  "  He  thought  Yorke  was  going 
to  shirk  it." 

"He  can't  say  that  now,"  said  Ashby, 
rubbing  the  palm  of  his  hand  up  and 
down  his  thigh. 

Dangle,  meanwhile,  had  returned  to  his 
quarters  with  the  unsatisfactory  report  of 
his  mission. 

"  Bother  tliem  !  "  said  Clapperton. 
"  They  take  advantage  of  us  whenever 
there's  a  chance.  Now  they've  offered  a 
new  election,  and  licked  the  youngsters, 
the  wind  is  out  of  oiur  sails." 

"  When  it  comes  to  the  time,  I  shall 
decline  to  be  nominated,"  said  Brink- 
man. 

"  That  won't  be  much  good.  You'll 
get  some  of  our  fellows  voting  for  yon 
whether  you  stand  or  not.  And  if  some 
vote,  all  must." 

"  We  shall  have  to  see  all  our  men 
turn  up,"  said  Dangle.  "  It  was  a  tight 
enough  shave  for  the  secretaryship." 

"  Yes.  If  we  don't  carry  it  now,  v/e'd 
much  better  have  left  it  alone.  I  only 
wish  we  had." 

"There's  this  to  be  said,"  said  Dangle, 
anxious  to  make  the  best  of  his  mistake, 
"  if  we  do  get  three  officers  to  their  one, 
thsre  should  be  no  doubt  abo'it  our  get- 
ting properly  represented  in  the  fifteen 
next  week." 

"Ah — yes;  we've  still  that  bone  to 
pick  with  them." 

As  tlie  Friday  approached,  signs  of 
excitement  in  the  coming  contest  were 
plainly  visible.  By  tacit  agreement  the 
return  match  between  Percy's  adherents 
and  Wally's  v/as  postponed  till  after  the 
election.  Absentees  at  the  last  election 
were  diligently  looked  up  by  their  respec- 
tive prefects,  and  ordered  to  be  in  atten- 
dance. MinTite  calcnlatii  ms  were  made 
by  the  knowing  ones,  which  decided  witliin 
one  or  two  what  Briiiknian's  majority 
would  be.  Even  in  Wakefield's  it  was 
admitted  that  the  Classic  chance  was  a 
slender  one. 

"  I  wisli  it  was  all  over,"  said  Fisher  i. 
"I'm  getting  sick  of  these  precioiTS  accounts 
already,  and  shall  be  glad  to  hand  them 
over." 

"  Y'on  won't  lose  them,"  said  Dalton, 
"if  we  can  help.  Y'ou  may  ha\e  to  vote 
for  yourself,  though." 

"  Catch  me.  I've  come  to  the  conclu- 
sion I  wasn't  born  a  treasurer,  and  I 
coiddn't  conscientiously  vote  for  myself. 
I  only  wish  I  could  back  out." 

"You  can't  do  that  now,"  said  his 
friend.  "  Bless  you,  we  can  keep  the 
accounts  for  you.  We  couldn't  for  Brink- 
man." 

When  morning  school  was  over  on  the 
Friday,  there  was  a  general  stampede  for 
the  Hall,  where  boys  crowded  up  for  good 
seats  a  quarter  of  an  hour  before  the  time, 
and  enlivened  the  interval  with  cheers 
and  demonstrations  for  their  favourite 
candidate.  Wally  and  his  friends  were 
particularly  active  in  their  corner,  and 
addressed  the  meeting  generally  in  favour 
of  Fisher  i. 


"  Back  up,  you  Classic  kids !  "  shouted 
Y/ally,  standing  on  his  seat  and  apostro- 
phising a  group  of  the  Sixth  who  were 
standing  near.  "  Fisher's  your  friend ! 
Won  tlie  mile  in  4'38 ;  batting  average 
y4-6587'i23;  bowling,  12  wickets,  an  innings, 
and  '3  runs  an  over.  Never  tells  lies,  or 
cheats.  Always  comes  home  sober  and 
gives  silver  in  the  collection.  He  won't 
waste  your  money  or  cook  your  accounts, 
like  some  chaps ;  and  he'll  run  the  ball  up 
the  field,  instead  of  sitting  down  in  the 
middle  of  the  scrummage  like  the  Modern 
chaps  to  keep  warm.  Walk  up  !  -walk  up  ! 
Vote  for  Fisher  and  economy  !  Hooray 
for  Fisher  !    Down  with  the  swell  mob  !  " 

Amid  such  torrents  of  eloquence  the 
cause  of  Fisher  i  was  not  likely  to  go  by 
default. 

Brinkman,  too,  was  not  without  his 
champions,  who,  however,  avoided  set 
speeches  and  confined  themselves  to  per- 
sonalities and  generalities,  such  as — 

"  Who  cheats  at  elections  ?  "  ■■"  Oh,  my 
hands,  what  a  licking  !  " 

"  How  now — not  me  !  "  (Here  Fisher 
II  coloured  up.)  "  Look  out,  you  chaps, 
:  there's  a  Classic  cad  blushing."  "  No  ! 
j  where  ?  won't  he  want  a  rest  after  it !  " 
I  "  Here  comes  Brinkman  !  Hooray  for 
liniu'stv  and  fair  play!  Hooray  for  the 
,  lis  !  Down  with  Wakefield's  kids  ! 
Send  'em  home  to  their  ma's  !  " 

"  Shut  up  there !  Sit  down,  j-ou 
youngsters." 

Whereupon  there  fell  a  lull. 

Fisher  ii  surveyed  the  scene  with 
anxious  trepidation.  If  his  brother  were 
to  lose  now,  it  would  be  his — Fisher  ii's — 
fault.  He  would  never  be  able  to  hold  up 
his  head  again.  How  he  wished  he  had 
a  dozen  votes ! 

"  Strong  muster,"  he  heard  some  one 
say  near  him.  "  I  expect  every  fellow's 
'  here." 

j      "  Except  Eollitt." 

1      "Oh,  of  course,"  said  the  other,  with  a 
;  laugh,  "no  one  ever  expects  him." 
;      "  Why  not '?  "  said  Fisher  ii  to  himself. 
I   "  Why  shouldn't  RoUitt  come  and  vote?  " 
He  quite  slmddered  at  the  audacity  of 

the  idea ;  and  yet,  when  he  looked  up  to 

the  front  and  saw  his  brother  standing 
'  there,  worried  and  uneasy,  and  realised 

that  in  a  few  minutes  he  was  to  stand  his 
'  ordeal,  the  younger  brother's  courage  rose 
i  v/ithin  h.im,  and  he  edged  towards  tlie 

door. 

In  due  time  Yorke  rose.    This  time, 
amid  the  vociferous  cheers  of  his  own 
side,  a  few  of  trie  Moderns  \entured  to 
;   mingle    liowls.     They    soon  discovered 
tlieir  mistake,  fcr  not  even  their  own  side 
j  was  with  them  as  a  body.    They  were 
i  hooted  down  with  execrations,  and  the 
result  of  their  interposition  was  that  the 
Captain  was  cheered  for  twice  the  usual 
time. 

"You  fellows,"  said  he,  as  soon  as 
there  was  silence,  "  you  probably  under- 
stand from  the  notice  why  this  meeting 
is  called.  The  last  election  was  very 
close,  and  I  am  sorry  to  say  there  was 
not  fair  play.  I  am  still  more  sorry  to 
say  the  offenders  were  juniors  in  Wake- 
field's (terrific  yells  and  hoots  from  the 
Moderns),  who  ought  to  have  known 
better,  and  who  I  hope  are  thoi'oughly 
ashamed  of  themselves  (terrific  cheers, 
during  which  D'Arcy,  Wally,  and  Ashby, 
who   had   been    standing   on   a  form, 


modestly  took  seats  and  exchanged  defiant 
signals  with  the  youth  of  the  Modem  side 
through  the  chinks  of  the  crowd).  They 
have  had  the  licking  they  deserve  ("  Not 
half  of  it !  "  and  laughter),  as  Dangle  here, 
who  was  present  at  the  time,  will  testify. 
(Dangle  scowled  at  this  reference — What 
right  had  the  Captain  to  score  off  huu  ?•} 
— Of  comrse  under  the  circumstances  it 
was  necessary  to  have  a  new  election. 
Fisher  here  (tremendous  cheers,  amidst 
which  the  culprits,  considering  that  the 
storm  had  blown  over,  remounted  their 
perches)  would  scorn  to  be  Treasurer  of 
the  Clubs,  and  evei-ybody  would  scorn  him 
too,  if  there  was  any  suspicion  of  foifl 
play  about  his  election.  He  has  resigned, 
like  an  honest  man  ;  and  our  business  is 
now  to  elect  a  Treasurer — "  (Cheers  ani 
"  Vote  for  Fisher  i  "  from  Wally). 

Dalton  rose  and  proposed  his  friend 
Fisher  i,  which  Eanger  briefly  seconded. 

Dangle  thereupon  proposed  Brinkman, 
He  was  sorry  the  school  was  being  put  to 
the  trouble  of  this  new  election.  They 
hadn't  wanted  it  on  their  side ;  and  his 
friend  had  been  very  reluctant  to  stand. 
But  of  course,  as  the  election  was  to  take 
place,  he  hoped  Brinkman  would  win  by 
a  majority  which  would  show  the  schooS 
what  Fellsgarth  thought  about  the  foul 
play  which  had  been  tried  on  at  the  lasf 
election. 

Clapperton  seconded  the  nomination, 
and  assured  his  friends  that,  now  the 
!  offence  had  been  acknowledged  and  atoned 
for  by  the  castigation  of  the  offenders, 
they  would  try  to  forget  it  and  feel  to  the 
other  side  as  if  it  had  not  occurred. 

Clapperton,  of  course,  was  cheered  by 
his  side ;  and  yet  his  chief  admirers  did 
not  feel  as  proud  of  him  as  they  would 
have  liked.  His  tone  was  patronising, 
and  Fellsgarth  could  not  stand  being 
patronised,  even  by  its  Captain. 

Just  as  the  meeting  was  settling  down 
for  the  important  business  of  the  vote, 
a  sensational  incident  took  place. 

The  door  swung  open,  and  in  strode 
Eollitt,  with  Fisher  ii,  panting  and  pale, 
at  his  heels. 

The  new  comer,  heedless  of  the  astonish- 
ment caused  by  his  appeal  ance,  strod* 
negligently  up  to  the  front  wher  e  the  other 
prefects  wer  e.  ->\  liile  his  escort  modestly 
slipped  into  the  arms  of  his  aihnu-ing 
friends. 

For  a  moment  the  meeting  looked  (m 
with  amused  bewilderment.  Then  it 
suddenly  dawned  on  everybody  that  this 
meant  a  new  voter ;  and  terrific  shouts 
of  jubilation  went  up  from  the  Classics.; 
during  which  Fisher  ii  had  his  back 
thumped  almost  in  two. 

For  once  in  his  life  he  was  a  hero ! 
How  he  wished  his  young  sisters  could 
have  seen  him  then  ! 

"  Never  mind,"  shouted  Percy  across 
!  the  room,  "  he's  bound  to  vote  the  wron^ 
side,  or  forget  to  vote  at  all." 

"  Order !  Those  who  vote  for  Brinkman, 
hold  up  your  hands." 

It  was  far  too  serious  to  humbug  now. 
Even  D'Arcy  was  grave  as  he  surveyed 
the  force  of  the  enemy. 

Two  tellers  had  been  appointed  from 
i  either  side,  so  that  the  votes  were  counted 
four  times,  and  the  total  not  allowed  tili 
all  were  agreed  on  the  result. 

"  Brinkman  has  one  hundred  and 
twenty-eight  votes." 
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Loud  and  long  were  the  cheers  which 
greeted  this  annonncement.  The  know- 
ing ones  felt  that  it  practically  meant 
victory  for  the  Moderns,  for  it  was  one 
more  vote  than  Fisher  i  had  won  with 
last  time. 

"  Now,  hands  np  for  Fisher  i." 

Amid  dead  silence  the  Classic  hands 
went  up.    Anxious   eyes  were  cast  in 


Eollitt's  direction.  But  he,  strange  to 
say,  was  all  there,  and  held  up  his  hand 
with  the  rest. 

Fisher  i  himself  at  the  last  moment 
kept  his  own  hand  down.  He  had  decided 
that,  if  Brinkman  voted  for  himself,  he 
would  do  the  same.  Brinkman  had  voted. 
But,  when  it  came  to  following  his  ex- 
ample, the  candidate's  pride  went  on 


strike,  and,  whether  it  lost  the  election  or 
not,  ho  declined  to  vote. 

Three  of  the  tellers  evidently  agreed, 
but  the  other  had  to  count  again  before 
he  made  the  figure  right.  Then  the 
written  paper  was  handed  up  to  Yorke. 

"  Brinkman  128,  Fisher  i,  129— Fisher 
is  elected !  " 

{To  be  continued.) 


GEOEGE   EHEEBORN  :   SAILOR,   EXILE,  AND   EIRST  PARSON 

OF  AURORA  ISLAND. 


By  Eev.  a.  Bakee,  m.a.,  e.n. 
chapter  xxiii. — the  last  scene — aurora  island — our  settlement  in  our  new  home. 


ABOUT  nine  hundred  miles  east  of 
Sydney,  and  about  six  hundred 
north  of  the  North  Cape  of  New  Zealand, 
lies  a  group  of  three  solitary  islands,  the 
most  easterly  of  which,  a  huge  crimson 
■  rock,  rears  its  stately  head  nearly  a  thou- 
sand feet  above  the  level  of  the  sea.  The 
second  is  a  mere  reef,  a  seabird's  Paradise, 
with  a  band  of  green  verdure  upon  it,  and 
one  solitary  pine,  blasted  by  lightning 
years  ago,  but  still  feebly  struggling  for 
existence.  The  third,  and  largest,  is  about 
ten  thousand  acr«s  in  extent,  fertile,  well- 
timbered,  and  endowed  with  such  exceed- 
ing beaiity,  that  it  might  well  be  called 
one  of  the  fairest  isles  in  the  Pacific 
Ocean.  It  is  sub-tropical  in  the  rich  valleys 
by  which  it  is  everywhere  intersected, 
their  sides  being  clothed  with  elegant 
treeferns  and  trembling  bananas ;  it  is 
Alpine  in  its  breezy  hills  covered  with  the 
most  lovely  pines  in  the  world,  which  by 
a  strange  fi-eak  of  nature  are  only  to  be 
found  in  this  lonesome  spot ;  while  on 
the  eastern  side  above  the  settlement  are 
green  downs  and  crimson  cliffs  which 
remind  one  of  Devonshire  or  Cornwall. 
To  this  little  Elysium  the  reader  must 
now  be  introduced. 

Certainly  the  little  settlement  presented 
a  strange  appearance  on  that  memorable 
day  in  our  annals,  June  8,  1856.  The 
houses  were  there ;  the  barracks  were 
there  ;  and  in  both  a  quantity  of  fm-niture 
still  remained ;  the  church  stood  ready 
for  service  ;  but  the  town  was  almost  as 
deserted  as  the  solitary  enchanted  city 
which,  according  to  Arab  legend,  is  seen  at 
times  by  some  benighted  wayfarer  com- 
pelled to  make  his  bed  in  the  desert. 
Where,  a  few  weeks  before,  a  large  military 
establishment  had  existed,  with  all  its 
bustle  and  parade,  now  scarcely  so  much 
as  a  footfall  broke  the  silence ;  and  the 
little  surf-washed  graveyard  was  even 
more  full  of  sound  than  the  deserted 
street. 

In  fact  the  settlement  had  been  a 
failure,  and  the  settlers  had  been  re- 
moved, with  the  exception  of  a  very  few 
who  had  been  left  behind  to  welcome 
another  band  of  colonists,  to  whom  a 
beneficent  government  had  made  over 
the  island  with  all  it  contained,  save  only 
a  small  reserve  of  land.  Those  fortunate 
recipients  were  oiuselves. 

At  the  time  of  which  I  write,  a  solitary 
shepherd  stood  on  the  downs  above  the 
settlement,  dividing  his  attention  between 
watchjnghis  flock,  and  scanning  the  vast  ex- 


panse of  ocean  with  a  telescope.  "  Heigho ! " 
said  he;  "it's  weary  work  staying  day  after 
day  in  this  deserted  hole,  like  any  Robinson 
Crusoe  !  "What  a  difference  they'll  find 
when  they  get  here  !  They  say  their  own 
little  rock  was  barely  four  miles  round, 
and  this  here  island's  better  nor  twenty 
miles  roimd,  as  the  crow  flies.  Ain't  they 
just  lucky,  that's  all  ?  To  think  o'  their 
coming  in  for  all  them  cattle,  and  sheep, 
and  'orses,  not  to  think  o'  furniture  and 
himplements  and  such  like  necessaries.  I 
only  wish  some  one  'ud  do  'alf  as  much 
for  me,  that's  all." 

He  took  up  his  glass  again,  and  once 
more  eagerly  scanned  the  horizon.  "Why, 
there's  a  ship,  as  I'm  alive,"  said  he,  "and 
a  very  large  one  too.  That's  the  very 
party,  I'll  be  bound.  I  must  go  and  get 
some  one  to  warn  the  folks  in  the  town  to 
be  ready.  So  saying,hemadehis  way  tothe 
road  which  skirted  the  hill,  and  traversed 
it  rapidly  until  he  came  to  a  long  level 
stretch,  bordered  by  lofty  pines  on  either 
hand,  forming  a  magnificent  avenue 
nearly  a  mile  in  length.  At  one  end  of 
this  was  a  somewhat  untidy  clearing, 
in  the  centre  of  which  was  a  substantial 
stone  building,  backed  by  a  large  orange 
orchard,  and  beyond  it  a  fertile  garden, 
well  stocked  with  yams,  sweet  potatoes, 
bananas,  arrowroot,  cofi'ee,  and  all  manner 
of  European  vegetables  into  the  bargain. 
In  this  garden  a  sturdy  woman  was 
working,  her  face  bronzed  by  constant 
exposure  to  the  sun,  yet  thoroughly 
English,  and  shaded  by  a  sun-bonnet 
made  of  speckled  print,  and  protecting 
the  neck  by  a  deep  curtain  behind  ;  just 
such  a  bonnet  as  women  wear  in  the  hay- 
fields  in  Warwickshire,  looking  now  the 
very  thing  for  the  sunny  climate  of 
Aurora. 

"  Rachel,"  said  the  man  as  he 
approached ;  "  there's  a  large  ship  in 
sight,  and  she  don't  look  like  any  of  them 
whalers ;  I  reckon  it  must  be  the  Rutland. 
She's  more  than  due.  You'd  better  be 
off  as  fast  as  you  can  to  the  town,  and 
warn  Mrs.  Hamilton  to  be  ready-  I 
doubt  there'll  be  heavy  rain  in  an  he  or  or 
two's  time,  and  it'll  be  bad  landing  for 
the  poor  things,  and  they'll  need  all  the 
attention  as  we  can  give  'em.  Send 
Matthew  to  tend  the  sheep  ;  I  must  go 
and  hoist  the  red  flag  to  let  her  people 
know  where  the  landin'  is." 

The  Rutland  it  was,  her  decks  crowded 
with  emigrants  from  Eos,  the  whole 
popvdation,  in  all,  one  hundred  and  uuiety- 


fom.'  souls.  Gladly  would  we,  one  and  all, 
have  remained  on  our  "  Rock  of  the 
West ; "  many  were  the  tears  shed  at 
parting,  and  above  aU  things  mournful 
were  the  last  \isits  paid  to  the  resting- 
places  of  our  dead.  But  we  had  clearly 
outgrown  the  resources  of  the  place,  it 
would  no  longer  support  us  in  comfort ; 
another  subdivision  of  the  land  would 
have  left  only  a  mere  patch  for  eac' 
family,  and  the  future  offered  ever  less 
and  less  of  hope  and  inducement  to  staj'. 
So  that  when  the  offer  came,  from  the 
very  highest  authority,  of  an  island 
hardly  less  secluded,  equally  fertile,  and 
at  least  five  times  the  size  of  Eos,  with 
houses  ready  to  hand,  and  containing 
much  excellent  furniture,  with  cattle, 
sheep,  horses,  and  farming  implements ; 
with  acres  of  land  actually  under  cultiva- 
tion, and  producing  food;  there  could 
surely  be  but  one  issue  to  the  long 
deliberations  which  ushered  in  this  new 
era  in  our  history.  And  so  I  foimd 
myself,  for  the  last  time,  at  sea ;  and  after 
a  tempestuous  voyage  of  thirty-five  days, 
at  length  the  crimson  cone  of  William's 
Island  appeared  above  the  horizon,  and 
soon  we  found  ourselves  gliding  swiftly 
onward  towards  the  green  expanses  of 
Aurora,  noting,  with  pleasure,  the  graceful 
outline  of  her  far-famed  pines  against  the 
sky.  A  few  moments  more  and  oiur  long 
journey  was  at  an  end. 

All  day  long  we  worked,  unmindful  of 
the  pelting  rain  which  feU  at  intervals, 
drenching  us  to  the  skin  ;  and  by  smiset 
the  whole  of  the  Rutland's  passengers  had 
disembarked;  but  the  bulk  of  om-  goods 
and  chattels,  the  accumulations  of  so  many 
long  years,  could  not  be  safely  landed  for 
several  days  afterwards,  owing  to  the 
inhospitality  of  this  harbourless  coast. 

At  first  many  of  our  people  confessed 
to  a  feeling  of  disappointment,  and  almost 
of  despair,  and  a  great  longing  for  their 
old  home.  This  was  partly  due  to  the 
very  mifavoiu-able  weather  which  pre- 
vailed for  some  days  after  our  arrival, 
and  causing  the  settlement  to  wear  an 
exceedingly  dreary  aspect,  and  preventing 
our  seeing  the  more  beautiful  parts  of  our 
new  possession.  The  great  size  of  the 
houses,  too,  produced  a  sense  of  dis- 
comfort ;  our  voices  seemed  lost  m  •those 
lofty  rooms  ;  and  om-  people  were  so  much 
bewildered  at  the  extent  and  diversity  of 
the  contents  of  the  various  houses  and 
farm  buildings,  that  it  was  months  ere  I 
ceased  to  be  appealed  to  on  occasion  as  to 
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the  right  use  of  this  or  that.  But  at 
last  we  settled  down,  and  our  new  hfe 
fairly  began,  a  life  in  many  respects  much 
like  our  life  at  Eos,  with  this  one  excep- 
tion, that  we  have  added  to  our  means  of 
subsistence  the  business  of  whaling,  in  the 
season  which  occurs  annually  in  June  and 
July,  and,  if  successful,  brings  in  a  large 
amoimt  of  grist  to  our  miU.  It  is  no 
child's  play,  for  the  huge  monster  has  to 
be  attacked  by  resolute  men  in  open 
boats,  who  are  often  exposed  to  the  direst 
danger.  On  one  occasion,  in  particular, 
the  whale  made  for  the  boat,  and  com- 
pletely stove  it  in ;  but  our  brave  fellows 
clung  manfully  to  the  fragments,  treading 
water  hour  after  hour  through  the  long 
watches  of  a  dreary  night,  momentarily 
expecting  to  be  dragged  imder  by  the 
cruel  sharks  which  infest  our  seas  ;  but 
with  the  exception  of  one  who  perished 
from  sheer  exhaustion,  all  were  rescued 
with  the  morning  Ught.  Except  for 
accidents  like  these,  the  seasons  come  and 


go  in  flight  as  tranquil  as  any  of  us  could 
possibly  wish.  A  few  persons,  unable  to 
reconcile  themselves  to  our  altered  condi- 
tions of  life,  have  gone  back  to  Eos.  But 
the  great  majority  are  weU  satisfied  with 
their  new  home.  In  years  to  come  it  may 
be  that  the  place  will  again  beconie  too 
strait  for  us ;  that  some  of  our  children 
may  be  compelled  to  emigrate  to  one  or 
other  of  the  vast  colonies  springmg  iip  aU 
around.  This  I  shall  not  live  to  see  ;  but 
I  trust  that  when  they  do  go  they  will 
carry  with  them  a  pure  faith,  a  good  hope, 
and  a  fervent  charity,  and  then  I  doubt 
not  that  they  will  learn,  as  I  have  learned, 
that  "  all  things,"  however  strange, 
"  work  together  for  good,"  for  him  who 
loves  God. 

And  now,  good  reader,  my  work  is 
done.  I  have  endeavoured  to  sketch  for 
you  the  history  of  a  strange  and  eventful 
life.  Pardon  the  imperfections  of  the 
tale.  If  my  determination  to  cast  in  my 
i  lot  with  the  people  of  Eos  seems  strange 


and  unnatural  to  you,  was  not  the  choice 
amply  borne  out  by  the  subsequent 
events  ? 

I  would  not  change  these  whispering 
pines,  lighted  up  by  the  red  rays  of  the 
setting  sun,  for  all  the  exquisite  vernal 
siirroundings  of  a  ducal  palace.  I  would 
not  exchange  oiir  simple  and  sweet  church 
music  for  all  the  lovely  melodies  that 
steal  about  the  fretted  roof  of  the  most 
glorious  cathedral  in  Europe.  I  am  well 
content  to  die  here  ;  for  how  can  a  man 
die  in  better  case  than  when  he  is 
surrounded  on  every  side,  above,  beneath, 
north,  south,  east,  and  west,  by  nothing  but 
love;  a  love  which  anticipates  every 
want,  bears  patiently  with  the  weaknesses 
of  old  age,  and  looks  for  no  return  but 
the  like  love  ?  This  is  my  happy  lot,  and 
sure  am  I  that  I  shall  go  to  my  grave  m 
peace.  And  so  now,  kind  reader,  I  bid  you 
adieu. 

(the  end.) 


ARTISTIC  STUDIES  FOR  BOYS  OF  TASTE. 

By  various  Representative  Artists. 


VI. — A  Passenger  Tender. 
(Drawn  for  the  "Boy's  Otcn  Paper"  by  J.  L,  Wimbush.) 
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FLTTE  was  a  "  leg." 
It  must  not  be  inferred,  from  this 
statement,  that  he  was  a  Public  School 
sricketer.  On  the  contrary  he  knew  nothing 
whatever  about  the  mysteries  of  long  leg, 
short  leg,  or  square  leg.  Neither  was  he  of 
the  genus  black-leg. 

He  had  commenced  his  public  career  as 
»  flower ;  a  spreading  petalled  water-lily, 
'5'hose  head  just  emerged  from,  the  silver 
5ake  upon  which  its  broad  leaves  floated 
'iaaily.  Then  he  had  been  metamorphosed 
iato  an  evilly-disposed  fairy ;  and  later 
iecame  a  good  genius. 

As  the  years  rolled  on,  Flyte  prospered  in 
iis  profession,  until,  eventually,  promotion 
same  to  him  in  the  form  of  a  hind  leg. 
Who  was  Flyte  ? 

That  is  a  question  which  cannot  be  easily 
Answered. 

One  bitter  winter's  night,  after  the 
iheatre.s  had  been  closed,  and  the  last  linger- 
iDg  lights  extinguished  in  the  low  pubHc- 
houses  which  abound  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  the  "Seven  Dials,"  a  man,  sickly  looking 
and  ill  clad,  might  have  been  seen  slowly 
making  headway  against  the  driving  storm. 
The  wayfarer  had  passed  down  Bow  Street ; 

was  evidently  making  his  way  towards 
■»ne  of  the  numerous  purlieus  of  poverty 
which  abound  in  St.  Giles's. 

Few  persons  would  have  recognised,  in 
ihis  woe-begone  pedestrian,  the  merry  clown 
■who  had  just  been  enlivening  the  night  with 
jokes  and  repartee.  Yet  this  was  none 
j>ther  than  Descard,  the  rage  of  the  season. 
Nightly  did  he,  for  a  few  brief  hours,  bask  in 
the  glitter  of  the  footlights  ;  then  he  crawled 
dack  to  the  bare  poverty  of  a  garret,  where 
he  vainly  endeavoured  to  dull  the  tooth  of 
despair  with  destructive  libations  of  coarse, 
iiery  gin. 

As  Descard  was  crossing  Covent  Garden, 
lie  stumbled  against  a  hamper  which  lay 
ialf  hidden  beneath  a  snow  wreath.  To  his 
.5istonishment  a  feeble  cry  issued  thereout. 
He  opened  it.  Within  it  lay  a  child,  alive  ! 
The  little  one  was  wrapped  only  in  an  old 
piece  of  coarse  blanket.  Awkwardly,  yet 
withal  tenderly,  the  clown  raised  the  babe, 
jnd  pressed  its  chill  form  to  his  scarcely 
■warmer  breast. 

What  should  he  d"  vvith  it  ?  Clearly  the 
wisest  course  would  ue  to  take  it  to  the  work- 
house, as  another  waif  to  be  burdensome  to 
the  rates.  Or  he  might  hand  it  over  to  the 
policeman.  Yet  the  workhouse  was  not  at 
band,  and,  as  usual,  no  policeman  was  in 
view.  With  a  grim  smile  Descard  hurried 
homewards.  As  he  threaded  the  courts, 
■^'ith  the  skill  of  a  practised  hahitiU,  a 
thought  slowly  formed  in  his  brain. 

The  clown  was  wholly  destitute  of  that 
sentiment  which  we  call  religion.  He  had 
not.  been  inside  any  place  of  worship  for  more 
years  than  he  cared  to  count.  He  was  a 
reckless,  hardened  man,  who  felt  that 
churches  and  clowns  had  little  or  nothing  in 
common ;  and  had,  gradually,  drifted  lower 
and  lower,  until  gin  had  become  a  substitute 
Jor  the  gospel. 

Yet  this  degraded,  bitter-spirited  enter- 
tainer of  the  public  now  began  to  contem- 
plate nothing  less  than  the  actual  adoption 
®f  the  waif. 

Acting  upon  this  determination  Descard 
look  the  wee  mite  home,  laid  it  upon  his 
hard  straw-bed,  fed  it,  as  well  as  he  could, 
■with  food  into  which  his  own  favourite  com- 
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pound  too  largely  entered,  and  furtively 
wiped  away  a  tear  when  its  colour  returned 
and  it  smiled  itself  to  sleep.  From  that 
night  a  new  spirit  entered  into  the  clown. 
He  learned  to  love  the  child,  whom  he  called 
Fiyte,  with  a  fierce  unreasoning  affection 
resembling  that  of  a  wild  beast  for  its 
cub. 

I'et  this  very  love  exercised  a  purifying 
influence  upon  him.  For  the  boy's  sake  he 
changed  his  habits.  The  hard  earnings 
were  still  spent,  but  it  was  upon  the  found- 
ling. St.  Giles's  was  left  for  more  distant 
Clerkenwell.  It  was  not  fitting  that  any 
publican's  child  should  be  clothed  in  velvet, 
while  Flyte  went  in  rags,  so,  after  many  a 
struggle,  and  dismal  failure,  the  gin  bottle 
was  finally  broken,  and  Descard  painfully 
climbed  back  into  a  position  of  quasi-re- 
spectability  and  morality. 

As  soon  as  Flyte  was  old  enough  to  be  of 
service,  his  foster  father,  conceiving  idleness 
to  be  the  prolific  parent  of  mischief,  inducted 
him  into  the  mysteries  of  his  own  world.  It 
was  a  hollow  and  unreal  world,  but  he  knew 
no  other.  So  Flyte  entered  "the  profes- 
sion," starting  at  the  lowest  rung  of  the 
theatrical  ladder.  The  boy  grew  up,  as  a 
city  missionary  said,  in  a  state  of  deplorable 
ignorance.  He  could  read  but  little.  What 
he  did  know  he  had  principally  taught 
himself  by  spelling  out  old  playbills.  The 
inside  of  a  Board  school  was  a  veritable  terra 
incognita  to  him.  Yet  he  was  possessed  of 
accomplishments  which  boys  are  apt  to  con- 
sider far  superior  to  those  prosaic  arts  by 
means  of  which,  in  later  life,  they  are  com- 
pelled, perforce,  to  earn  their  bread.  He 
was  as  strong  as  a  young  Hercules,  could 
wield  Indian  clubs  and  handle  dumb-bells 
like  another  Samson,  the  Italian — that  is, 
not  the  Hebrew— and  was  unrivalled  as  a 
contortionist. 

Flyte,  the)!,  was  a  hind-leg  in  the  paste- 
board elephant  of  the  Pantomine  at  Derry's. 
Later  he  might  aspire  to  become  a  general 
utility  man,  a  clown,  or  even  a  great  actor ; 
but  at  present  this  was  his  responsible  avoca- 
tion. His  heart,  as  well  as  his  body,  was  in 
his  work.  There  was  no  wonder  that,  both 
in  the  green-room  and  upon  the  boards, 
he  was  a  general  favourite.  Of  course,  in 
front  of  the  footlights,  he  was  absolutely 
unknown. 

"  The  profession  "  had  just  then  fallen  upon 
evil  times.  At  the  best  the  lot  of  actors, 
always  excepting  a  favoured  few,  is  hard  and 
discouraging ;  but  at  this  time  it  was  worse 
than  usual.  The  British  workman  was  on 
strike ;  not  on  a  small  scale,  but  all  over 
the  country.  Eiots  in  the  Parks  and  in 
Trafalgar  Square  occupied  public  attention  ; 
Ireland,  convulsed  with  Fenianism  and  in- 
ternal dissensions,  diverted  rents  and  income 
from  the  coffers  of  "  those  who  neither  toil 
nor  spin."  The  consequences  of  these  were 
general  stagnation  of  industries  ;  the  middle 
classes  were  put  to  shifts  in  the  battle  for 
appearances,  the  theatres  and  places  of  amuse- 
ment suffered.  So  did  everything,  if  we 
except  the  public-houses.  Those  always 
thrive  upon  public  misfortunes,  as  vultures 
fatten  upon  the  dead.  Then  the  electric 
telegraph  spake. 

Tidings  reached  England  of  great  disco- 
veries in  the  African  territory,  north-eastward 
of  the  Cape  Colony.  Paupers  were,  it  -n-as 
said,  growing  rich  in  the  course  of  a  single 
day.    There  were  reefs  sparkling  with  gold, 


while  diamonds  were  being  picked  up  as 

stones  in  the  street. 

As  is  usual  in  times  of  general  excitement, 

men  did  not  pause  to  inquire  how  much  of 

this  was  true.  They  rushed  off  to  the  Dark 
I  Continent,  as  their  grandfathers  and  fathers 
I  had  done  to  California  and  Australia.  Thou- 
j  sands  did  so  only  to  die  and  fill  nameless 
I  graves  ;  or  to  return  home  broken  men.  But 

I  am  anticipating  events. 
I      The  mania  spread  until  it  reached  the 

theatres.  It  infected  Derry's.  The  troupe 
I  discussed  the  situation,  and  concluded  that 
j  it  would  be  better  to  feast  abroad  than  to 
j  continue  to  starve  at  home.    They  resolved 

to  rush  off  to  the  new  El  Dorado,  and 
!  venture  their  fallen  fortunes  not  in  diggings 
I  but  in  play.  As  Descard  would  accompany 
I  them,  a  place  had  to  be  found  for  Flyte. 
{  The  risk  was  trifling;  the  prospective  ad- 
:  vantages  were  enormous.  All  were  per- 
!  suaded  that  a  real  "London  Company" 
would  be  certain  to  draw  at  the  "Diamond 
i  Fields." 

The  enterprising  adventurers  sailed  in  the 
I  Norham  Castle,  for  Cape  Town.  It  was  a 
j  new  and  strange  experience.  The  vessel, 
Madeira,  the  rolling  dolphins,  every  thing  and 
every  place  was  suggestive  of  new  life  to  tho 
majority  of  the  wearers  of  the  sock  and 
buskin.  These,  however,  have  nothing  in 
common  with  the  course  of  this  story. 

Cape  Town  was  reached  after  a  rapid  and 
pleasant  voyage.  The  un-English  aspect  of 
the  colony  discouraged  the  players,  who 
failed  to  comprehend  the  Dutch,  and  shrank 
from  the  Hottentots,  not  feeling  sure  whether 
their  black  skins  were  warranted  to  stand 
wear  and  tear.  Making  the  best  of  matters, 
like  the  grown-up  children  most  of  them  are, 
they  climbed  Table  Mountain  and  tried  to  do 
the  lions,  impatient  all  the  while  to  start 
inland.    This  was  not  long  delayed. 

The  travellers  journeyed  as  far  as  -svas 
practicable  by  railway;  afterwards  by  the 
ordinary  conveyance  of  the  country,  the 
lumbering  but  serviceable  bullock-waggon. 

When  the  last  signs  of  civilisation  were 
left  behind,  when  droughty  sandy  plains  had 
to  be  traversed,  kloofs  thr?-;.aed,  "and  rushing 
rivers  crossed,  the  players,  with  curiously 
mixed  feelings  of  fear  and  hope,  felt  that 
they  were  truly  in  Africa.  The  laagers,  the 
management  of  the  recalcitrant  oxen,  the 
occasional  glimpses  obtained  of  a  herd  of 
elands,  or  gemsbok,  or  a  fleet  ostrich  skim- 
ming over  the  point  of  some  distant  bluff, 
afforded  them  endless  interest.  More  than 
once  the  roar  of  a  lion  was  heard  in  the 
hours  of  night,  while  the  hyena's  horrid  laugh 
began  regularly  with  sunset. 

Africa  is  the  Paradise  of  the  hunter  of  big 
game.  Naturalists  tell  us  that  that  continent 
can  enumerate  five  times  as  many  species  of 
quadrupeds  as  Asia,  and  three  times  as  many 
as  America.  The  hugest  of  living  fauna? 
hide  in  the  recesses  of  its  forests  ;  birds,  and 
beasts,  and  serpents  innumerable,  have  their 
habitation  therein.  Mountains  and  rocky 
fastnesses  furnish  lurking-places  for  fierce 
beasts  of  prey — ths  lion  and  scarcely  less 
dangerous  leopard — while  the  jungles  and 
rivers  veil  from  view  the  rhinoceros  and  the 
hippopotamus,  of  quaint  shape  and  ungainly- 
savage  aspect.  The  drinking  fountains  in  the 
kloofs,  or  glens  and  valleys,  constitute  the 
meeting  places  of  elephants,  buffaloes,  gi- 
raffes, and  countless  herds  of  antelopes.  The 
wild  ass,  or,  as  it  is  now  commonly  called,  the 
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quagga,  quenches  its  thirst  at  these  reser- 
voirs, which  God  has  bountifully  pi'ovided  in 
the  wilderness  to  give  drink  to  every  beast  of 
the  field. 

It  was  evening.  The  Diamond  Territory 
lay  a  two  days'  march  distant. 

All  of  them  were  anticipating  the  time 
for  hard  but  profitable  labour  in  the  midst 
of  Tom  Tiddler's  ground.  But,  meanwhile, 
other  work  remained  to  be  accomplished. 
The  end  of  the  journey  was  not  yet  reached. 

All  were  soon  busily  employed.  The  oxen 
were  outspanned  near  to  a  stream  which 
had  its  hidden  springs  in  the  hills  beyond  ; 
the  laager  had  been  constructed  ;  some 
fetched  wood  and  water,  while  others  were 
occupied  cooking  damper  and  eland  steak 
for  supper. 

Only  f  lyte  was  absent.  The  boy  had  left 
the  party,  intending  to  climb  an  adjacent 
ridge  and  to  return.  He  had  with  him  an 
Indian  club,  now  his  vade  mccuni  or  constant 
companion.  He  was  in  practice  for  the 
looked-for  opening  night,  and  even  his  lei- 
sure hours  were  made  hours  of  training. 

No  particular  notice  had  been  taken  of 
Flyte's  absence  ;  it  was  not  supposed  possible 
that  he  could  come  to  harm. 

The  twilight  in  South  Africa  is  but  short. 
■Scarcely  has  the  sun  set  when  darkness 
creeps  like  a  funeral  pall  over  the  face  of 
nature ;  while  the  stars  shine  out  like  orbs 
of  molten  gold  in  a  canopy  of  ebony.  It  was 
so  now.  Darkness  came  down  like  a  wolf  on 
the  encampment.  The  last  load  of  wood 
had  been  brought  in,  the  cattle  were  finally 
secured,  and  the  firjs  leaped  and  crackled. 
The  careless  Katfir  drivers  laughed  and  made 
merry  after  their  manner. 

Then  Flyte  was  missed. 

Descard  was  inconsolable  at  the  intelli- 
gence, and  would  have  rushed  forth  in 
search  ;  but  this  the  manager  flatly  refused 
to  permit,  pointing  out  that  none  of  them 
knew  precisely  what  route  he  had  taken. 
The  natives,  also,  insisted  that  for  any  to 
venture  out  from  ths  shelter  of  the  laager 
would  be  to  court  an  attack  from  the  lions 
which,  it  was  known,  were  lurking  in  the 
vicinity. 

The  best  that  could  be  done,  under  the 
circumstances,  they  did.  The  fires  were  re- 
plenished, and  guns  were  fired  at  frequent 
intervals,  with  the  hope  that  the  lost  one 
might  be  enabled  to  find  his  way  back.  Still 
he  came  not,  and  the  sorrowing  company 
endeavoured  to  draw  comfort  from  the  for- 
lorn hope  that  morning  would  w'tness  the 
wanderer's  return.  With  sad  hearts  they  at 
length  severally  retired  to  rest,  but  not  to 
sleep.  All  but  one,  that  is.  Descard.  Where 
was  he  ? 

Shortly  after  midnight  a  storm  swept  across 
the  plain.  Kain  mingled  with  hail,  winds 
howling  and  blowing  great  guns,  thunders 
crashing,  while  blinding  forked  lightnings 
darted  incessantly  earthwards,  struck  terror 
to  the  hearts  of  all.  It  was  indeed  a  fearful 
night.  Such  storms  are  common  enough  in 
South  Af  rica,  but  to  the  Thespians  this 
seemed  the  prelude  of  the  Judgment  Day. 
It  was  their  first  experience  of  one  of  nature's 
outbursts  on  a  magnificent  scale,  and  tlieir 
natural  anxiety  was  enhanced  by  the  reflec- 
tion that  one  of  their  number  was  exposed 
to  its  merciless  severity.  The  chance  of  his 
escape,  which  had  before  seemed  a  poor  one, 
now  appeared  hopeless. 

Meanwhile,  where  was  Flyte  ? 

Upon  leaving  the  camp  the  boy  had  struck 
a  direct  line  for  the  ridge  which  he  desired 
to  climb.  To  his  surprise,  he  found  that  it 
was  farther  distant  than  he  had  supposed. 
This  is  no  uncommon  experience.  The  clear 
African  air  readily  lends  itself  to  this  species 
of  deception.  It  took  Flyte  upwards  of  two 
hours  to  reach  the  summit.    When  he  ar- 


rived there  the  sun  was  setting.  Below, 
almost,  apparently,  at  his  feet,  the  laager  lay 
imperfectly  visible.  The  journey  upwards 
had  fatigued  the  lad  ;  and,  nothing  doubting 
but  that  he  would  be  able  to  readily  regain 
his  companions,  he  sat  down  in  an  alcovs  of 
the  rocks.  He  had  scarcely  done  so  wiien 
he  became  conscious  of  the  iJresence  o:  an 
unwelcome  intruder. 

It  may  be  that  the  suddenly  disturbed 
occupant  regarded  the  boy  with  similar  sur- 
prise, not  to  say  disgust.  Let  that  be  as  it 
might,  something  alive  glided  slowly,  with 
an  ominous  hiss,  from  the  rocky  plateau.  A 
single  glance  showed  that  this  was  a  puff 
adder.  This  hideous  reptile  is  the  most 
deadly  inhabitant  of  Africa.  The  least  delay 
would  probably  be  fatal  to  Flyte.  Eapidity 
of  action  on  his  part  was  no  less  fatal  to  the 
serpent.  A  well-directed  blow  was  dealt  with 
the  club,  and  the  snake  lay  dead  at  his  very 
feet. 

By  this  time  it  had  become  pitchy  dark, 
and  Flyte  perceived,  to  his  dismay,  that  re- 
turn was  impracticable.    To  .ray  that  he  did 
not  feel  afraid  would  be  ab  urd.    He  was 
j  terribly  f  righ  tined ;  but  he  was  a  brave-spirited 
lad,  and,  as  he  could  do  no  better,  he  re- 
solved to  make  the  best  of  adverse  circum- 
stances.   Fortune  had  favoured  him  in  so 
far  that  she  had  directed  his  feet  to  the 
sheltered  nook  in  which  he  was  ensconced. 
I  Would  she  desert  him  now  ?    Yet  no !  It 
j  was  not  to  "  the  blind  goddess  "  that  he  owed 
I  the  position  of  comparative  safety.    Life  is 
I  not  ordered  by  vain  throws  of  the  dice  of 
chance.    His  way  was  directed  by  Him  who 
ordereth  aright  all  the  steps  of  men.  To 
Him  he  knelt,  and  tremulously  offered  his 
I  broken  petitions  for  protection  and  security, 
I  for  even  theatre  habitues  can  pray,  and  when 
they  do  they  are  heard  as  readily  as  are  more 
safely-guarde  1  suppliants.    Having  so  done 
he  again  sat  down,  not  to  sleep,  but  to  keep 
I  anxious  ward  and  vigil.    This  was  a  neces- 
sary precaution. 

It  was  a  trying  position,  especially  for  a 
boy  who  was  fresh  from  London.    The  sum- 
rait  of  an  African  bluff  is  not  exactly  like 
I'rimrose  Hill.    The  harsh,  constantly  re- 
peated cachinnation  of  the  cruel  but  cowardly 
hyenas  reminded  him  that  he  was  not  alone. 
Although  Flyte  did  not  know  it,  these  brutes 
would  not  dare  singly  to  attack  an  able- 
bodied  human  being.    The  danger  was  that 
'  a  pack  might  storm  his  defenceless  position. 
!  Fortunately  for  him  the  place  was  only  as- 
;  sailable  in  front.    Yet  what  would  a  single 
j  arm  avail  against  a  host  of  bloodthirsty 
■  white-fanged  forest  fiends,  the  bite  of  one 
of  which  would  suffice  to  crack  the  thigh- 
bone of  an  ox  ? 

Slowly  the  heavy  hours  passed,  rendered 
more  awful  by  the  dissonant  music  of  the 
wilds.  Even  the  deep  diapason  of  the  lion 
was  not  missing  from  the  orchestra  of  the 
ferfp. 

Suddenly  the  excited  watcher  heard  the 
sound  of  approaching  footsteps. 

He  drew  back  to  the  extremest  end  of  his 
cave  ;  and,  although  his  cheek  grew  white, 
and  his  young  heart  well-nigh  stood  still 
with  fear,  grasping  his  club  with  grim  deter- 
mination, he  resolved  to  sell  his  life  as 
dearly  as  he  might. 

Yet  surely  those  footfalls  must  be  human. 
No  forest-bred  beast  would  so  pitch  and 
stumble,  like  a  crank  ship  in  a  gale.  Was  it 
some  marauding  Kafiir '?  If  so,  he  would  be 
in  peril.  A  stroke  with  an  assegai  would  be 
no  less  fatal  to  him  than  would  the  tearing 
jaws  of  ravenous  beasts  of  prey. 

Somebody  was  speaking.  It  was  an 
English  tongue.  "  Where  am  I  now  ?  'Tis 
blacker  than  the  grave  of  Hamlet's  father. 
Methinks  I  would  be  grateful  for  a  cast  of 
the  ghost  himself.    Oh,  Pegasus  !  and  the 


shade  of  the  immortal  Ducrow,  I  would  that 
I  were  back  at  Derry's.  It  is  a  black  dog's 
throat  I'm  in,  no  less.  Heaven  protect  the 
child." 

"  Father ! " 

"  Flyte  !    By  heaven's  merciful  love,  it  is 
he.    Where  art  thou,  my  son  ?  " 
"  Here." 

The  next  instant  the  two  w-ere  locked  in 
each  other's  embrace. 

It  may  be  asked  by  what  possible  combi- 
nation of  circumstances  had  Descard  stum- 
bled upon  the  boy's  whereabouts  ?  It  were 
surely  easier  for  one  to  find  the  nimble  pea 
under  the  cunning  rigger's  thimble,  than  for 
him  to  have  done  so.  Yet  so  it  was.  He 
I  who  maketh  for  the  eagle  a  path  through 
the  trackless  sky,  was  able  to  guide  the 
clown  through  the  mazes  of  the  night. 

"  I  thought  I  should  never  have  found 
you,"  said  Descard  at  length.  "  For  three 
mortal  hours  have  I  been  walking  up  and 
down  in  this  God-forsaken  country.  Like 
the  tragedienne's  baby,  I  think,  I  got  along 
fastest  by  continually  tumbling  down." 

"I  am  glad,  anyway,  you  have  come," 
replied  Flyle.  "  It  was  awfully  lonely  here, 
and  I  fancy  I  felt  a  bit  afraid." 

"  Afraid,  sonnie,  I  should  think  you  w^ould. 
Fear  was  no  word  for  my  feelings,  I  never 
expected  to  see  either  you  or  daylight  again. 
That  horrible  chin  music,  too,  over  there, 
was  but  a  poor  tranquilliser  ;  I  expected 
nothing  less  than  to  have  to  make  use  of 
one  of  those  grinning  gentlemen  for  a 
coffin. 

"  What  matters  it,  Flyte  ?  It  is  over  now, 
as  the  cat  said  when  the  bird  flew  to  the 
other  side  of  the  hedge.  Y'ou  have  lodgings 
here  fit  for  a  king  on  Twelfth  Night.  The 
manager  himself  is  not  so  well  housed  as  we 
are." 

As  Descard  said  this,  the  sky  was  illumin- 
ated, from  the  south-west  to  the  zenith, 
with  a  bread  sheet  of  flame.  This  was 
followed,  almost  innmediately,  by  a  clap  of 
thunder. 

"We  are  going  to  have  a  storm,  my  boy," 
remarked  the  old  man.  '•  It  is  well  we  are 
so  comfortably  lodged.  That  is  right,"  as 
flash  now  succeeded  flash,  "  this  will  check 
the  prowling  propensities  of  those  snarling 
brutes  who  seem  to  be  keeping  Old  Nick's 
own  carnival." 

Clearly  the  clown  was  but  imperfectly 
acquainted  with  the  possibilities  of  tempests 
in  those  latitudes. 

The  threatened  storm  soon  burst  upon  the 
ridge  in  all  its  fury.  The  tumult  of  the  con- 
vulsed elements  speedily  checked  the  ill- 
timed  flippancy  of  Descard,  and  the  two  sat  in 
terrified  silence.  The  intense  cold,  too, 
froze  them  to  the  very  bones. 

The  storm  ceased  as  suddenly  as  it  had 
begun. 

Yet  the  two  sat  on,  side  by  side.  They 
were  too  awe-stricken  for  speech  or  sleep. 
The  night  in  the  wild  howling  wilder- 
ness was  now  full  of  nameless  terrors  for 
them  both. 

Would  the  lagging  hours  never  pass? 
Thus  the  two  wondered,  but  spake  not,  as 
they  wearily  waited  for  the  dawn. 

"Ha!  what  have  we  here?"  exclaimed 
Descard,  springing  to  his  feet  with  a  start. 

Flyte  looked  up. 

He  perceived  two  gree-nish-hued  glaring 
eyes,  peering  curiously  into  the  gloom. 

The  clown  took  a  step  forward,  and  side- 
ways. The  action  was  unpremeditated,  but 
it  probably  saved  his  life. 

A  monstrous  cat-like  form  sprang  forward, 
touching  him,  yet  not  inflicting  injury.  Then, 
as  it  touched  the  earth,  it  turned  snarlingly, 
crouching  with  the  evident  intention  of  re- 
newing the  attack. 

Descard's  fate  trembled  in  the  balance. 
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He  endeavoured  to  retreat,  but,  unluckily, 
stumbled  and  fell.  As  he  did  so  his  agile 
adversary  rushed  upon  him. 

Eapid  as  were  its  movements,  those  of 
Flyte  were  quicker  still.  With  a  bound  like 
a  panther's,  the  boy,  forgetting  all  in  the 
extremity  of  his  foster-father's  peril,  dashed 
forward  and  dealt  the  beast  a  heavy  blow 
upon  the  head. 

Leaving  its  intended  prey,  the  enraged 
animal  at  once  advanced  upon  its  new  and 
more  dangerous  antagonist,  who  warily  re- 
tired to  the  rear  of  the  alcove. 

The  wild  beast,  whatever  _  it  might  be, 
seemed  to  comprehend  that  it  now  had  to 
deal  with  one  who  was  of  the  mould  from 
which  heroes  are  made.  So  the  two  cau- 
tiously watched  each  the  movements  of  the 
other,  careful  to  give  no  advantage.  They 
might  have  been  two  gladiators  about  to 
engage  in  Homeric  combat. 

The  waiting  period  was  of  brief  duration. 
The  eyes  of  the  beast  gleamed  with  an  in- 
stinctive ferocity.  Its  evil  passions  were 
excited,  its  victim  was  within  its  reach  ;  yet, 
longing  to  resume  the  assault,  it  feared  to 
strike.  It  slowly  and  stealthily  retired  a 
step  in  the  direction  of  Descard. 

At  the  same  time  Flyte  advanced,  and 
placed  himself  between  the  creature  and  its 
prostrate  prey.  For  Descard  had  made  no 
effort  to  rise. 

After  more  crawling  backward,  which  it 
made  as  if  seeking  to  gain  time  for  reflection, 
the  animal,  all  at  once,  began  to  advance 
with  an  almost  imperceptible  movement,  in 
order  to  charge  upon  its  opponent. 

Flyte  did  not  now  move;  but  stood  over 
the  body  of  the  clown,  following  with  fixed 
gaze  the  motions  of  the  great  cat. 

Incensed  at  being  thus  baulked  and  defied, 
the  beast  gave  a  mighty  spring,  uttering  a 
terrible  roaring  yell.  At  the  very  instant  it  rose 
into  the  air,  the  dauntless  boy  stepped  lightly 
aside.  It  was  too  late.  "With  one  lightning- 
Uke  blow  the  brute  struck  him;  the  paw 
sweeping  from  shoulder  to  heel.  Simul- 
taneously the  club  descended  with  a  dull, 
shocking  thud,  full  upon  its  exposed  snout. 
The  cat  reeled  heavily  under  the  blow,  and 
fell  headlong  to  the  earth;  but  Flyte  lay 
undermost. 

Very  early  in  the  morning  the  laager  was 
disturbed  by  the  return  of  Descard.  He 
was  haggard,  blood-stained,  distraught.  His 
speech  was  wild  and  incoherent;  but  his 
friends  comprehended  that  he  desired  them 
to  go  with  him  to  the  bluff. 

What  a  sight  met  their  gaze,  at  the  close 
of  that  toilsome  journey.  The  strongest  was 
melted  to  tears.  The  very  Kaffirs  appeared 
dismayed.  In  the  centre  of  the  alcove  lay 
a  huge  leopard,  dead;  while  outstretched 
beneath  its  cruel-looking  head  and  widely- 
spread  claws,  lay  Flyte,  still  grasping  his 
club.  With  some  difficulty  the  Kaffirs  moved 
the  leopard,  which  was  fully  grown,  and 
tenderly  extricated  the  boy's  body  from  its 
superincumbent  burden. 

Flyte  still  breathed,  but  he  was  uncon- 
scious ;  his  widely-opened  eyes  were  fixed 
with  a  cold  stony  stare  upon  vacancy.  They 
found  that  his  side  was  bruised  and  lacerated 
by  the  blow  which  he  had  so  inopportunely 
received  in  the  conflict ;  while  the  pool  of 
blood  which  was  slowly  coagulating  upon  the 
ground  had  flowed  from  his  veins,  not  from 
those  of  the  leopard.  Altogether  it  was  a 
gruesome  spectacle.  The  proprieties  of 
story-telling  demand  that  :^lyte  should  die 
liere ;  and  that  he  should  be  buried  with  fit- 
ting honours  underneath  the  clustering  mi- 
mosas. He  had  given  a  life  in  exchange  for 
a  life.  The  debt  incurred  years  before  in 
Covent  Garden  had  now  been  repaid  with 
interest.  But  truth  is  less  accommodating 
than  fiction. 


The  quick  eyes  of  a  Kaffir  discerned  a  herd 
of  elands,  grazing  in  the  plain  below.  One 
of  these  fell  a  victim  to  his  skill  with  the  rifle. 
In  almost  less  time  than  it  takes  to  tell  the 
tale,  the  skin  was  stripped  therefrom,  and  the 
naked  body  of  the  sufferer  was  carefully 
wrapped  therein.  In  this  state  it  was  gently 
conveyed  back  to  the  shelter  of  the  encamp- 
ment. 

Flyte  did  not  die. 

For  many  days  he  hovered  between  life  and 
death.  For  sheer  love  of  him  the  thirsting 
greed  for  gold  was  restrained,  and  the  players 
halted  where  they  were.  There  came  an 
hour,  at  length,  when  consciousness  returned. 
The  old-time  light  again  gleamed  in  the  deep 
large  eyes,  and  Flyte  spoke : 

"  Is  my  father  saved  ?  " 

Being  assured  that  all  was  well  with 
Descard,  he  turned  and  fell  asleep. 

Kaffir  border  surgery  had  scored  a  triumph. 


Another  month  had  passed.  The  canvas 
theatre  at  the  diamond  fields  was  crowded 
to  its  utmost  capacity  with  an  eager,  excited 
crowd.  Kough  red-shirted  miners  had  fought 
like  tigers  for  priority  of  entry,  blood  had 
been  shed  in  the  battle  for  places.  What 
was  it  which  they  had  come  in  their  hundreds 
to  see  ? 

That  surging  mass  of  enthusiasts  had  not 
been  brought  together  for  the  poor  privilege 
of  listening  to  a  prima  donna,  who  should 
shrilly  sing  in  some  unknown  tongue.  The 
throng  sternly  declined  to  laugh  at  the  time- 
honoured  jokes  of  the  clown.  The  business 
was  of  a  far  more  serious  character ;  it  was 
to  look  upon  the  lad  who  had  shown  grit 
away  down  at  the  bluff. 

The  hero  of  the  evening  was  Flyte,  in  the 
leopard-skin.  "  That  dauntless  boy,  who  the 
grim  'pard  had  slain." 

(the  end.) 


The  Wrecker. 
(Draicn  for  the  "Boy's  Own  Paper"  by  H.  CAjrmBi.) 


343 


A  SACEIPICE  AT  THE  PALLS. 


ABOUT  two  miles  above  the  great  falls 
np  the  St.  John  Eiver,  in  the  province 
of  New  Brimswick,  in  the  Dominion  of 
Canada,  dwelt  Pierre  Eobideaiix,  an  up- 
right and  respected  habitant,  and  his  two 
children — Alphonse,  a  lad  of  sixteen,  and 
his  sister  JuUe,  who  was  about  fourteen. 
The  house  was  low,  with  thick,  wide  eaves, 
and  there  was  a  sort  of  courtyard  formed 
by  the  conjunction  of  the  red  barn,  after 
the  manner  of  the  statelier  residences  of 
the  old  seigneurs  of  Quebec,  about  whose 
past  splendour  Piferre  was  so  fond  of 
telling  his  children.  A  short  way  back 
was  a  windmill  that  liked  to  loU  around 
when  there  was  little  breeze,  but  when 
it  blew  hard  it  strode  so  savagely  and 
swiftly  through  the  air  that  you  might 
think  it  was  going  to  destroy  all  the 
heavens. 

Madame  Eobideaux  had  been  dead  for 
many  years,  and  the  management  of  the 
children  fell  entirely  to  the  father.  In  the 
winter  they  went  to  the  free  school  at  the 
village  of  Grand  Falls,  but  in  summer 
they  could  not  be  spared  from  the  farm 
from  the  time  when  the  crops  were  put 
in  tni  they  were  harvestfed  away  again  in 
bam  and  bin. 

On  the  side  of  the  river  where  his 
dwelling  stood,  Pitoe  had  long  stretches 
of  upland  upon  which  he  raised  buck- 
wheat, and  which  ha  also  used  for  pas- 
tiures ;  he  had  some  "intervale"  land, 
and  upon  this  he  raised  oats,  clover,  and 
timothy.  This  intervale  fronted  on  the 
dark  river  that  went  racing,  eddying,  and 
tumbling  by  to  launch  itself  in  thimder 
over  the  falls  below.  From  the  upland, 
where  stood  the  grey,  crouching  hoiise 
and  the  ochred  barn,  you  could  trace  the 
great  river  till  it  was  lost  in  mist  at  the 
brink  of  the  precipice.  Sitting  at  the 
open  vsdndows  on  calm  summer  nights, 
they  could  hear  the  galloping  thunder  far 
below,  and  Jvdie  often  remarked  how 
dreadful  it  would  be  for  any  one  to  be 
ever  borne  over  the  falls.  Its  toils  are 
just  as  deadly  as  Niagara's,  and  nothing 
that  lives,  except  perhaps  a  few  fishes, 
has  ever  gone  over  it,  however  protected, 
and  come  out  alive. 

Why  Julie  shuddered  at  the  deadly 
booming  below  was  because  she  and  her 
brother  were  so  much  on  the  river,  and 
Pierre  himself  often  trembled  at  the 
thought  of  any  mishap  in  the  manage- 
ment of  the  boat  as  the  children  crossed 
the  hurrying  flood. 

And  cross  it  they  were  obliged  to  do 
almost  steadily  through  the  summer,  for 
they  had  gardens  of  cabbages,  several 
potato  patches,  turnips,  cucumbers,  peas, 
and  various  other  things.  These  needed 
weeding,  earthing,  tending  and  watching. 
Pierre,  who  sometimes  was  assisted  by  a 
hired  farm-hand,  attended  to  the  crops 
on  the  home  side  of  the  river.  The 
grain  and  hay  crops  of  course  were  most 
important,  hence  his  attention  there. 

In  addition  to  the  gardens  on  the 
further  side  of  the  river,  Pierre  had  great 
stretches  of  swampy  land,  upon  which 
grew  more  than  twenty  different  kinds 
of  sedges,  which,  when  dried  and  bound 
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and  shipped  to  market,  fetched  a  good 
price  for  bedding  for  horses  and  cattle, 
for  filling  mattresses,  and  often  as  fodder 
to  go  along  with  timothy  or  clover.  This 
crop  was  cut  after  the  timothy  and  the 
clover  were  disposed  of,  and  the  work  of 
tossing  it  out  on  fine  mornings,  turning 
it,  raking  it  together,  and  then  when 
evening  came,  or  rain  was  threatened,  of 
putting  it  in  stacks,  was  left  to  Alphonse 
and  Julie.  And,  as  I  have  said,  in  order 
to  do  all  these  things,  the  boy  and  girl 
had  to  cross  the  river  in  a  boat  at  a  point 
just  about  two  miles  above  the  falls. 
Other  habitants  living  near,  and  knowing 
how  perilous  the  passage  was,  and  how 
frequently  the  youngsters  made  it,  mur- 
mured, "  May  they  never  come  to  harm !  " 

One  morning,  towards  the  last  of  July, 
the  brother  and  sister  set  out  for  the  wild 
meadows  at  a  much  earlier  hour  than 
usual,  as  there  was  a  vast  quantity  of  the 
wild  grass  cut  and  tliiere  had  been  several 
wet  days,  so  that  it  was  important  to  give 
it  the  benefit  of  all  the  sun  possible,  and 
then  to  get  it  stacked.  Eobideaux  had 
one  boat,  but  it  could  carry  only  the 
brother  and  sister.  Whenever  their  father 
went  across  with  them,  he  borrowed  a 
boat  of  similar  size  from  his  nearest 
neighbom-,  Jean.  There  were  larger  boats 
further  up  the  river,  but  these  small  ones 
were  easier  to  row  and  to  manage,  and 
the  father  preferred  that  the  children 
should  use  a  little  skiff  of  this  size. 

As  the  boy  and  girl  shoved  off  he  gave 
them  some  instructions  as  to  the  grass  to 
be  raked  first,  and  then  told  them,  as  he 
always  did,  not  to  stay  too  late,  for  he 
could  never  shake  off  a  certain  haunting 
dread  of  the  river.  Moreover,  the  cows 
would  be  at  the  bars  by  six  o'clock,  and 
they  would  have  to  milk  them,  as  he 
would  be  too  busy  that  evening. 

The  day  was  a  glorious  one  for  hay- 
making, the  sun  being  strong  and  the 
breeze  fresh.  At  six  o'clock  Pierre  looked 
down  from  where  he  was  at  work  on  the 
uplands,  saw  the  cows  at  the  bars,  but 
saw  no  trace  of  Alphonse  or  Julie.  He 
did  not  mind  this  very  much,  and  went 
on  at  his  work  for  eight  or  ten  minutes 
longer.  Then,  not  seeing  them,  he  began 
to  grow  uneasy,  for  they  were  usually 
very  prompt  about  getting  home.  So  he 
made  his  way  rapidly  down  to  the  house, 
leaving  Andre,  the  hired  man,  to  attend 
to  the  horses.  But  still  there  was  no 
trace  of  Alphonse  or  Julie. 

"  They  have  endeavoured  to  get  it  all 
in  stacks,"  he  said  to  himself,  "but  they 
must  not  take  such  risks."  Masses  of 
dark  cloud  began  trooping  across  the 
heavens,  and  rain  and  thimder  might  be 
expected  at  once.  This  made  Pierre  more 
uneasy  still,  and  he  stood  by  the  brink  of 
the  sullen,  hmrying  river,  looking  toward 
the  opposite  shore. 

"  All,  bon  !  C'est  bon  !  they  come  !  "  he 
said ;  and  the  tiny  speck  of  a  boat  could 
be  seen  moving  off  from  the  other  shore. 
But  for  some  reason  or  another  the  father 
was  more  anxious  than  usual  on  this  oc- 
casion, and  as  he  watched  his  children 
push  their  tiny  craft  out  into  the  swirling 


waters,  the  booming  of  the  remorseless 
falls  fell  more  distinctly  upon  his  ear 
than  he  had  ever  heard  it  before.  He 
crossed  himself  and  muttered  an  Ave 
Maria  for  them,  yet  he  was  not  sure  why 
he  should  be  alarmed  at  all.  His  fear 
very  likely  was  brought  on  by  the  menac- 
ing of  the  brooding  storm,  which  might 
swoop  down  upon  the  river  at  any  mo- 
ment ;  moreover,  the  occupants  of  the 
boat  might  not  be  able  to  maintain  their 
presence  of  mind  and  their  same  steady 
caution  with  the  tempest  lowering  upon 
them. 

He  stood  there  for  many  minutes,  and 
the  boat  was  making  its  way  well  out 
into  the  stream,  when  he  suddenly  threw 
up  his  hands  and  cried  out,  "  They  are 
adrift !  " 

And  so,  indeed,  they  were.  Something 
had  happened  to  the  oars,  very  likely, 
and  the  tiny  craft  was  sweeping  down  to 
the  fatal  brink  with  the  same  swift  pace 
as  the  ciu-rent.  Then  from  the  river  came 
several  terrified  cries,  but  before  he  had 
heard  them  all,  the  father,  at  mad  flight, 
was  making  for  Jean's  boat,  which  lay  on 
the  bank.  In  a  few  seconds  this  little 
craft  was  in  the  water,  and  tearing  through 
it  imder  the  swift  and  powerful  strokes  of 
the  old  man's  paddles. 

"  They  have  lost  an  oar,"  he  mur- 
mured ;  "  there  is  only  the  one  thing  to 
be  done.  I  have  but  two  here;  better 
my  darlings  should  escape  than  I — I 
have  lived  the  best  of  my  days."  And 
then  he  reflected,  all  the  while  rowing 
with  the  power  of  two  ordinary  ,men, 
that  he  never  should  have  exposed  them 
to  such  an  awful  danger. 

His  terror  of  the  falls  had  always  been 
vivid  and  strong;  but  now  that  it  came 
to  deciding  whether  he  should  perish  in 
that  awful  abyss  or  they  should,  he  con- 
templated his  own  fate  with  a  feverish 
eagerness.  Nothing  gave  him  any  terror 
now  except  the  thought  that  they  rather 
than  himself  should  be  the  victims.  This 
feeling  kept  his  heart  strong,  and  his  arm 
steady  and  sure.  His  little  boat  fairly 
leaped  through  the  water  with  a  loud 
swish  at  every  bound.  Another  minute 
and  he  would  reach  them ;  but  the  prow 
of  his  punt  was  now  turned  almost  down 
stream. 

Louder  and  louder  grew  the  thunder 
below,  swifter  and  swifter  the  terrible 
water  raced  and  swirled. 

"  Oh,  mon  pere,  mon  pere,"  shouted 
the  girl,  "is  it  you?  We  have  lost  an 
oar ! " 

"  Coiu-age,  courage  !  "  he  said,  running 
his  boat  below  theirs.  "  Take  this,"  and 
he  hastily  put  the  oar  in  place,  saying, 
"  Here — turn  her  head  a  little  up  stream, 
and  row  for  dear  life.  Keep  looking  ahead 
of  you — don't  look  this  way ;  I  am  going 
over  to  the  other  shore."  There  would 
seem,  indeed,  to  be  a  very  literal  truth 
conveyed  in  this,  though  it  was  intended 
to  deceive  them.  "  God  bless  and  be  with 
joii  both ! " 

So  they  rowed  away  with  all  their 
strength — and  the  arms  of  both  were 
strong.    As  they  neared  the  shore,  not 


more  than  a  quarter  of  a  mile  above  the 
terrible  plunge,  Alpnonse  said,  while  a 
sudden  pallor  came  into  his  face,  "  I 
wonder  why  mon  pere  kept  down  so  low 
in  crossing  over  ?  " 

"  Wnv,  there  is  no  danger  to  him,  "s 
there  '?  • '  asked  the  sister,  opening  her  great 
Normandy  eyes  in  fright.  "No  one  m 
this  cour*bry  is  so  good  on  the  river  as 
he.    What  is  it,  Alphonse  ?  " 

"  Oh,  but  I  am  afraid,  Julie  !  Don't 
ask  me,  but  let  me  go  over  here.  Stay 
here,  dear,  tiU  I  run  over  to  Jean's." 

A  great  terror  had  gathered  about  his 
heart.  "  Oh,  can  it  be— can  it  be  ?  "  he 
moaned,  his  face  and  lips  ashen.  He  met 
Jean  at  the  door. 

_  "  Your  father  lias  my  boat.  What  took 
him  away  in  such  a  hurry  ?  " 

"  We  lost  an  oar,  and  were  drifting  down 
stream." 

"All!"  said  Jean  with  a  start,  "and 
how  did  you  manage  ?  There  were  only 
two  in  " 

"Then,  my  God,  have  mercy  upon  my 
father  !  "  the  poor  boy  cried  out,  in  a  tone 
so  full  of  agony  as  to  bring  tears  into 
Jean's  eyes.  As  for  Julie,  she  clasped  her 
Brother's  hand,  and  stood  there  mute  and 
silently  prayerful.  The  picture  of  this 
stricken  brother  and  sister  was  one  not 
easily  forgotten. 

"Oh,  he  may  be  all  riglit  yet,"  said 
Jean,  breaking  the  silence;  "perhaps  he 
might  be  able  to  get  across  with  one  oar." 
But  the  "perhaps"  had  no  ring  of  con- 
fidence in  it,  and  Alphonse  knew  it.  The 
kind-hearted  Jean  called  his  sister,  and  his 
mother,  and  they  brought  poor  Jiilie,  who 
had  swooned,  into  the  house,  and  Jean 
tenderly  took  care  of  Alphonse.  But 
brother  and  sister  wanted  to  go  and  in- 
quire about  their  father ;  they  wanted  the 
neighbours  to  be  aroused— they  "might 
be  able  to  do  something,"  Alphonse 
thought :  then  they  went  out  and  stood 
upon  the  bank  of  the  awful  river  crying, 
"Father,  father."  The  piteousness  in 
the  voices  as  they  rang  out  over  the  dark 
river,  and  among  the  pines,  has  seldom 
ever  been  exceeded.  But  the  river  went 
heedlessly  by,  with  its  low,  sullen  roar 
booming  away  below  as  if  its  voice  were  I 
the  voice  of  doom. 

But  what  of  brave  old  Pierre  all  this 
tinie  '?  When  he  gave  his  oar  to  his  two 
children  and  pronounced  a  blessing  upon 
them,  he  was  happy.  He  liad  at  least 
saved  them. 

He  had  had  in  his  earlier  days  much 
skill  in  the  use  of  a  single  blade  when 
propelling  the  micmac,  or  Mili-ite  birch 
canoe,  but  what  could  he  do  with  tliis  long, 
clumsy  oar?  What  could  lie  do  even 
were  the  oar  of  paddle  size  '?  It  would 
take  now  all  the  skill  and  strength  of 
stout  arms  with  a  sturdy  pair  of  oars  to 
reach  the  sliore  where  his  prow  was 
turned.  He  might  have  struggled— there 
was  about  one  chance  in  a  hundred — to 
the  other  side  of  the  river,  but  that  would 
probably  be  the  destruction  of  Alphonse 
and  Juhe.  Seeing  doom  overtake  their 
father  they  would  be  unequal  to  the  task 
of  getting  to  land  themselves.  All  this 
had  passed  like  lightning  througli  his 
mind  as  he  gave  them  the  oar.  He  plied 
the  long  blade  with  all  his  might,  bi]t 
while  doing  tliis  his  lips  were  moving  in 
mute  supplication  asking  that  God  would 
fsrgive  him  the  sins  of  iiis  past  life.  His 


boat  was  now  on  the  shallowest  side  of 
the  river,  and  tlie  gi-ey-green  rocks  on 
the  bottom  were  plain ;  and  how  swiftly 
they  seemed  to  pass  him  up  stream  !  Still 
he  struggled  on  ;  still  he  prayed  without 
uttering  any  sound. 

In  spite  of  his  splendid  courage,  the 
j  bottom  of  the  river,  which  became  plainer 
each  moment,  although  it  was  after  sun- 
set, appalled  him.  It  appeared  to  be 
hurrying  faster  and  faster  up  the  river, 
and  the  strong  and  daring  pike  seemed 
to  have  all  he  could  do  to  hold  his  own 
beside  some  great  rock  at  the  river's 
bottom.  All  the  fish  now  seemed  to  be 
moving  swiftly,  and  in  some  fright,  up 
the  river.  And  he  was  in  Iiis  clumsy 
boat,  with  one  oar,  where  the  fishes  found 
it  dangerous  to  be. 

Ah,  if  he  had  had  but  five  minutes 
more,  all  might  yet  have  been  well  with 
him!  He  was  not \ far  from  the  bank; 
farm-houses  gleamed  here  and  there 
among  the  gloomy  hills.  He  was  not 
far  from  the  Indian  settlement,  which 
was  fiurther  down,  and  pitched  right  by 
the  edge  of  the  green,  tumbling  river ;  but 
he  was  not  far  from  the  falls.  Tlie 
muffled  thunder  came  up  and  seemed  to 
stifle  his  breathing,  and  the  spray  from 
the  furious  pool  below  sprang  up  a  score 
of  feet  above  the  verge  of  the  chasm  as 
if  showing  arms  deliciously  glad  to  re- 
ceive him.  Still  he  paddled  on  and  on 
towards  the  little  brown  tents  of  the 
Indians,  and  still  his  lips  moved  in 
prayer. 

How  near  he  was  to  this  village,  but  oh, 
how  far !  It  M-as  just  an  eternity  off'. 
The  finite  coull  not  span  the  distance; 
only  the  Infinite  could.  He  was  now  not 
more  than  twenty  yards  from  the  shore, 
but  then,  too,  he  was  not  more  than 
twenty  yards  from  tlie  brink  of  death. 
He  gained  four  or  five  yards  more,  then 
the  mist  of  the  place  below  smote  him  on 
the  face.  He  dropped  his  oar,  fell  upon 
his  knees  and  raised  his  arms. 

Then  something  whizzed  about  his  ears 
and  gripped  him  around  the  body ;  then 
he  was  in  the  awful  flood;  then 'he  was 
moving  through  the  water — was  it  one  of 
God's  own  mighty  angels  that  was  drag- 


ging him  away  from  that  terrible  brink  ? 
Then  all  grew  dark  about  him,  and  the 
world  and  all  that  it  held  dear  and  fair  to 
him  was  blotted  out. 

When  he  opened  his  eyes  he  was  not 
below  the  falls,  nor  was  he  in  that  land 
where  there  are  no  overwhelming  floods. 
His  head,  his  hands,  and  his  right  leg 
were  bandaged.  The  thunder  of  the  aw- 
ful cataract  was  in  his  ears  ;  but  what  was 
it  all  ? 

An  old  Indian  woman  was  bending 
over  him,  offering  him  a  stimulating  drink. 
Beside  her  stood  a  tall,  proud  young 
Milicite  hunter  with  cahii  eyes.  He  was 
her  son,  and  Pierre  soon  learnt  that  he 
was  his  deliverer.  How  could  the  thing 
be  ?  It  must  ha^-e  been  all  an  ugly  dream. 
How  could  any  one  deliver  him  there — he 
in  the  midst  of  the  green  billows  which 
had  gathered  themselves  up  to  jinnp  over 
and  carry  their  prey, with  them? 

But  it  was  soon  made  clear.  The  young 
hunter  had  seen  all  that  passed  between 
the  father  and  his  children  in  the  river, 
and  he  made  up  his  mind.  He  had  been 
once  a  skilful  hunter  in  tlie  great  North- 
West,  and  no  man  could  excel  him  in 
throwing  the  lasso.  When  Pierre  raised 
his  arms  in  prayer,  the  hunter's  opportu- 
nity had  come  ;  and  the  throw  was  unerr- 
ing. But  it  took  two  other  men  to  drag 
Pierre  to  the  land,  and  when  they  got  him 
out  of  the  flood  he  was  insensible,  bruised, 
and  bleeding.  They  had  since  done  naught 
but  minister  to  him. 

Then  the  young  hunter  harnessed  his 
horse  and  placed  a  bed  upon  the  waggon 
for  the  noble  old  habitant,  who  begged 
that  no  time  be  lost  till  he  should  see  his 
son  and  daughter. 

They  were  not  at  his  own  farmhouse, 
but  Julie,  stricken  dumb  with  gi-ief,  was 
under  the  care  of  Jean's  family.  Alphonse 
was  below  the  faUs  with  a  score  of  villa- 
gers— for  what  purpose  I  need  not  say. 
liut  the  villagers  returned,  most  of  them 
to  Jean's  house,  Alphonse  v.-ith  them, 
just  as  Pierre,  raising  himself  from  his 
stretcher,  cried  out  in  a  joyous  voice, 
"  Cheer  up,  mes  enfants,  I  am  safe  !  " 
(the  ekd.) 


SEA-SERPENTS. 

By  Dr.  Arthur  Steadling,  f.z.s.,  etc. 


PART  II. 


TJery  venomous  are  all  the  sea-snakes,  witli- 
V  out  exception.  In  one  species,  the 
poison  glands  extend  from  the  mouth  right 
down  the  throat  and  into  the  stomach.  When 
we  look  into  a  poisonous  snake's  mouth  we 
see  that  its  two  long  front  teeth  or  fangs 
which  inject  the  deadly  fluid  are  either  fixed 
and  upright,  or  capable  of  being  folded  back 
on  a  sort  of  hinge  when  not  in  use,  and  this 
peculiarity  serves  to  divide  all  venom-bearing 
Beipents  i  ito  two  distinct  groups.  The  Injdro- 
pkida  or  sea-serpents  (or  "  pelagic  "  snakes  as 
they  are  sometimes  called,  with  what  seems 
to  me  very  unnecessary  elegance),  the  sea- 
snakes  belong  to  the  first  division,  those  with 
fixed  fangs,  like  the  cobras  and  coral  snakes 
and  the  aforesaid  hamadryad ;  but  their 
fangs  are  exceedingly  short  and  small,  and 
have  a  very  shallow  groove  for  the  poison 
tube  instead  of  a  deep  furrow  or  a  tunnel. 
Their  bite  is  almost  as  bad  as  any,  however, 


and  they  are  greatly  dreaded  by  fishermen 
and  bathers  in  the  East.  A  midshipman  on 
board  an  English  man-of-war,  moored  near 
the  mouth  of  tbe  Ganges,  saw  one  playing 
around  the  buoy,  got  a  bucket  attached  to  a 
line,  and  by  dexterously  manipulating  it  with 
the  current  managed  to  secure  it.  Drawing 
it  on  deck,  he  exhibited  his  prize  with  great 
glee  to  his  shipmates,  but,  whilst  pouring 
away  some  of  the  water  so  as  to  get  a  better 
view  of  the  creature,  it  contrived  to  slip  over 
the  edge  of  the  bucket.  Seeing  that  it  was 
rapidly  sliding  over  the  wet  planks  to  one  of 
the  scuppers,  he  incautiously  checked  it  with 
his  hand,  was  bitten,  and  died  in  less  than 
an  hour.  Anotlier  case  is  recorded  where  a 
gentleman  was  bathing  and  received,  as  he 
thouglit,  a  pinch  in  the  leg  from  a  crab  ;  it 
proved,  however,  to  be  a  bite  from  one  of 
these  terrible  little  reptiles,  and  in  spite 
of  prompt  and  vigorous  treatment  he  too 
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was  dead  in  a  short  time  ;  and  one  might 
quote  many  similar  instances.  Small  animals, 
dogs,  sea-gulls,  and  the  like,  have  died  from 
the  effect  of  the  bite  in  fifteen  or  twenty 
Minutes.  The  lesser  species  seem  to  be  as 
virulent  p  5  the  larger. 

Fortur  ately,  as  with  other  snakes,  there 
are  more  lucky  escapes  than  fatal  accidents. 
I  have  witnessed  two.  The  first  "  narrow 
squeak  "  happened  with  a  small  specimen 
which  was  caught  off  the  coast  of  Ceylon  and 
given  to  me  in  a  wine-bottle.  I  took  it  on 
hoard  the  steamer  to  which  I  was  then 
attached,  but  had  no  convenient  receptacle 
in  which  I  could  safely  keep  it  except  the 
water-decanter  over  the  washing-stand  in  my 
cabin.  This  decanter  stood  on  a  little  shelf, 
surrounded  with  a  wooden  ring  to  prevent  it 
from  falling  when  the  ship  rolled,  flanked  by 
a  tumbler  similarly  secured  on  either  side, 
and  having  a  rack  for  one's  tooth-brush,  etc. 
underneath  ;  I  have  more  than  once  con- 
veyed small  snakes  from  distant  lands  to  this 
in  a  similarly  placed  water-bottle.  Accor- 
dingly I  transferred  my  poor  little  hyclrophis 
to  his  new  quarters,  spacious  by  comparison 
with  the  claret-bottle,  filled  the  "decanter  with 
clean  salt  water,  tied  a  bit  of  muslin  over  the 
top  and  wrapped  some  dark  tissue  paper 
around  it  so  as  to  temper  the  unwelcome 
light  to  my  prisoner's  eyes,  as  well  as  to  hide 
him  from  those  of  casual  visitors  to  my  cabin. 
Every  other  da;-  I  used  to  change  the  water, 
since  the  great  heat  would  soon  render  so 
small  a  quantity  foul.  One  day  I  told  my 
cabin-boy  to  do  this,  instructing  him  to  take 
the  bottle  on  deck  for  the  purpose,  but  giving 
him  strict  orders  not  to  remove  the  muslin, 
through  which  of  course  the  water  could 
easily  be  poured. 

Finding  him  gone  a  long  time  I  crept 
softly  up  the  fore-companion-ladder  to  inves- 
tigate. What  v.'as  my  horror  to  see  him 
seated  on  a  hen-coop  in  the  midst  of  an 
applausive  circle  of  sailors  and  coal-trimmers, 
letting  this  deadly  brute,  one  scratch  from 
which  would  probably  have  killed  him  in 
spite  of  all  that  I  could  have  done,  sliiJ 
through  his  naked  hands,  one  after  the  other  ! 

I  controlled  my  impulse  to  shout  a  warning 
to  him  of  his  peril,  and  said  quietly,  "  .Just 
throw  that  thing  overboard  !  "  but  the  fright 
of  my  sudden  appearance  was  too  much  for 
him.  The  companion-hatch  through  which  I 
came  up  (like  an  unexpected  fairy  in  a  panto- 
mime) opened  close  by  the  hen-coop,  into 


the  trough  of  which  he  let  the  snake  fall. 
There  the  fowls  made  a  rush  for  it,  thinking 
it  was  their  evening  allowance  from  the  ; 
butcher's  mate,  dabbing  their  beaks  at  it 
with  necks  protruded  at  full  length  between  1 
the  bars,  and  there  the  boy  made  frantic 
grabs  at  it  also,  in  spite  of  my  cries  to  him 
to  desist,  seizing  it  and  literally  cramming  it 
back  through  the  narrow  mouth  of  the  decanter  i 
before  I  could  get  round  to  him.    iHow  he  { 
escaped  being  bitten  is  a  mystery — I  suppose  i 
it  was  just  the  old  story  that  those  who  are  [ 
fearless  are  safe.    So  children  and  kittens 
and  drunken  men  have  picked  up  venomous 
snakes  and  played  with  them  unharmed ;  ! 
and  perhaps  it  is  this  fact  which  has  given  j 
;  rise  to  the  absurd  and  most  mischievous 
1  superstition  which  prevails  in  some  countries  | 
[  M  the  effect  that  snake-bite  has  no  power  j 
j  over  a  man  who  is  intoxicated.  Although 
spirits  may  be  a  valuable  remedy  in  some 
cases  (not  all),  I  should  say  that  a  man  who 
I  was   bitten  whilst   drunk  would  succumb 
I  much  more  quickly  than  another.    This  boy  1 
\  had  seen  me  handle  snakes,  and,  being  ; 
I  incited  to  bravado  by  the  interest  disjjlayed  j 
I  by  his  companions,  had  untied  the  muslin  i 
j  and  poured  the  snake  from  hand  to  hand.  I 
Not  that  I  suppose  he  disbelieved  what  I  i 
ha -I  told  him  of  the  dangerous  character  of  | 
the  serpent — to  him,  as  to  many  others,  all  I 
snakes  were  poisonous  ;  it  was  simply  that  | 
he  didn't  consider  it  was  likely  to  bite.    I  | 
j  roally  think  that  most  of  the  people  in  | 
whose  hands  or  around  whose  necks  I  place  1 
'  tame  pythons  and  boas  believe  in  their  hearts  | 
\  that  they  are  venomous,  only  they  take  my 
1  word  that  there  is  no  danger  of  their  biting. 
I  had  a  sort  of  escape  from  being  nipped  , 
by  this  same  snake  myself.    Every  now  and  j 
then  I  used  to  give  him  a  treat  and  turn  i 
;  him  into  niy  bath  for  a  swim  (in  sea-water,  | 
j  of  course).    Generally,  to  jJi'event  accidents,  j 
j  I  would  turn  him  out  in  this  way  at  night,  1 
;  looking  my  cabin-door  if  I  slept  on  deck ;  i 
■  then  in  the  morning  I  fished  for  him  with  a  j 
;   sock  held  in  a  pair  of  tooth-forceps,  and  j 
\  restored  him  to  his  bottle.    One  night  it  | 
came  on  to  blow  and  I  rolled  off  the  wheel  I 
grating  aft  where  I  had  been  sleeping,  so  I 
jjicked  myself  up  and  went  below  to  turn  in.  i 
I  quite  forgot  all  about  the  sea-snake,  but  ; 
there  is  no  doubt  that  the  motion  of  the  j 
ship,  by  sending  the  water  up  the  side  of  the  j 
bath  as  she  listed  over,  enabled  him  to 
reach  the  edge  and  wriggle  off  on  to  the  1 

{^To  be  continued.) 


floor.  Before  daylight  the  sprays  began  to 
splash  in  at  my  open  port,  so  I  got  up  to 
shut  it  ;  I  was  barefooted,  but  my  only 
thought  in  the  darkness  was  of  a  crocodile 
which  was  tied  up  underneath  my  har- 
monium— my  berth  was  usually  a  regular 
Noah's  Ark  homeward-bound.  In  the 
morning  when  I  turned  out  of  my  rather 
high  bunk,  slap  came  my  naked  feet  down 
on  the  boards  within  two  feet  of  the  sea- 
serpent  !  I  had  an  exciting  chase  after 
him,  in  the  course  of  which  he  got  right 
under  the  indignant  crocodile,  and  certainly 
snapped  at  if  he  did  not  bite  him  ;  anyhow, 
the  crocodile  was  none  the  worse  for  it.  I 
don't  mind  picking  up  any  honest  land- 
snake,  venomous  or  fangiess,  but  I  have  a 
kind  of  reluctance  to  tackle  a  sea-snake  with 
bare  hands. 

The  other  misadventure  which  ended 
happily  within  my  personal  experience  was 
that  of  a  quartermaster  who  fell  out  of  the 
chains  as  the  ship  was  nearing  harbour. 
He  went  a  long  way  under,  but  was  a  good 
and  i^owerful  swimmer,  and  probably  thought 
only  of  sharks  and  sting-rays  and  the 
steamer's  screw ;  but  he  came  to  the  surface 
literally  in  the  midst  of  a  swarm  of  these 
reptiles,  as  though  he  had  disturbed  a  family 
party  below.  Not  one  had  been  visible  a 
moment  before,  and,  as  he  described  it,  they 
seemed  fairly  to  buzz  about  him  as  they  all 
rose  together.  Strange  to  relate,  he  regained 
the  vessel  in  safety. 

Tills  reminds  me  of  some  funny  escapes 
I  have  known  from  other  snakes  in  the 
water.  A  great  friend  of  mine,  a  doctor  in 
Demerara,  was  capsized  while  crossing  the 
river  in  a  dug-out  canoe.  He  and  his  two 
Indians  came  up  together,  on  the  look-out 
for  alligators,  and  found  themselves  sur- 
rounding a  great  poisonous  serpent  which 
actually  passed  across  my  friend's  face  and 
then,  confused,  writhed  in  and  out  and  all 
about  amongst  the  trio.  Doubtless  it  was 
interrupted  in  its  passage  from  one  shore  to 
the  other.  Then  it  slipped  under  the  over- 
turned canoe  which  was  drifting  away,  and 
for  some  time  they  did  not  care  to  touch  it, 
swimming  after  it  at  a  respectful  distance 
and  in  mortal  fear  of  the  great  ragged  jaws 
which  lurked  everywhere  under  the  muddy 
current.  I  say  "  some  time,"  but  probably 
all  of  it  did  not  occupy  a  minute.  When 
they  summoned  up  courage  enough  to  right 
the  boat,  the  snake  was  gone. 


"  /^ATiAEY  ?  "  I  fancy  I  hear  some  boy  remark. 

\J  "Never  heard  of  the  word  before." 
Down  comes  his  well-thumbed  dictionary,  and 
he  goes  wading  away  all  through  the  C's,  but 
cannot  find  any  such  word.  Well,  it  has 
not  found  its  way  into  our  lexicons  yet,  but, 
like  two  or  three  other  words  I  have 
invented,  it  will  in  course  of  time.  We 
have  the  word  aviary,  and  why  should 
we  not  adopt  caviary,  a  place  in  which 
jcavies  or  guinea-pigs  are  housed  and 
homed  ?  I  shall  tell  you  how  to  build  one 
presently. 

The  cavy  then,  usually  called  the  guinea- 
pig,  has  of  late  years  become  very  fashion- 
able indeed.  We  not  only  have  special 
shows  for  them  all  over  the  country,  with  a 
good  substantial  prize  list  and  excellent 
judges,  but  there  is,  I  believe,  a  guinea-pig 
club. 


THE  BOY'S  OWN  CAVIAHY. 

By  Gordon  Stables,  m.d.,  cm.,  r.n- 

Every  kind  of  animal,  and  almost  every 
species  or  breed  of  animal,  has  nowadays 
a  club  supposed  to  be  devoted  to  its  interests 
and  the  promotion  of  its  welfare  in  every 
way.  These  clubs,  however,  I  must  confess, 
might  do  a  great  deal  more  than  they  do. 
At  present  they  really  confine  themselves  for 
the  most  part  to  the  giving  of  prizes  and 
the  appointment  of  judges.  I  should  like 
to  see  them  hold  meetings  to  entertain  and 
discuss  the  great  problems  of  health  and 
breeding. 

As  regards  our  funny  wee  friends  the 
cavies,  they  are  eminently  suited  for  boys' 
pets,  and  although  I  have  headed  this  paper 
"Caviary,"  I  do  not  mean  that  guinea-pigs 
should  be  always  kept  out  of  doors  in  a  hutch. 
They  are  exceedingly  clean,  never  bite,  can 
perform  little  tricks,  and  though  not  exhibit- 
ing a  vast  deal  of  affection,  I  think  they  get 


very  fond  of  their  little  master  or  mistress. 
A  tiny  wee  son  of  mine,  Donald  Gordon  to 
name,  makes  a  house  pet  of  one,  and  I'm 
not  at  all  certain  he  does  not  take  it  to  bed 
with  him,  just  as  I  used,  when  a  mite,  to  take 
a  pet  hedgehog,  although  my  doing  so  was 
at  times  rather  rough  on  Maggie  Hay,  my 
nursie.  I  used  to  be  sent  off  to  bed  at  eight, 
Maggie  did  not  get  upstairs  till  ten,  and  when 
she  lay  down  upon  that  hedgehog,  why,  for 
the  next  three  minutes  wild  hyenas  would 
not  have  been  in  it  with  Maggie  Hay.  Of 
course  I  was  sound  asleep, — with  one  eye  just 
a  little  open. 

I  may  tell  you  that  the  scientific  name  for 
the  guinea-pig  is  Cavia  Cobaya.  Fine  sound- 
ing name,  is  it  not  ?  In  camp  by  the  sea  a 
summer  ago  with  my  caravan  tents  and 
bungalows,  I  made  rather  a  comical  use  of 
this  name.    You  see  the  boys  were  in  the 
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habit  of  trespassing  in  my  field  at  night,  so  I 
stuck  up  a  notice  whicli  made  them  shake  in 
Iflieir  shoes.   It  ran  thus : 


if  you  intend  to  let  your  pets  run  about  the 
kitchen  and  garden,  it  is  necessary  they 
should  have  a  home  to  call  their  own. 


BEWARE-  _ 

 OF.  THE-aDREADED  — 

_CAVIA_COBAYA 

OOSE  AFTER 


Whatever  can  it  be  ?  boys  thought.  And  it 
was  currently  reported  that  the  Cavia  Cobaya 
was  at  least  three  yards  long,  with  claws  like 
a  'gator,  and  that  it  was  often  heard  roaring 
at  the  midnight  hour.  My  joke  had  the  de- 
Bured  effect,  and  Dresky,  my  black  servant, 
gathered  all  the  mushrooms  after  the  notice- 
board  was  put  up.  In  justice  to  myself  I 
must  say  the  picture  of  the  caravan  here  given 
affords  no  adequate  idea  of  my  "Wanderer," 
which  is  a  much  finer  affair. 

Well  now,  boys,  there  are  three  species  of 
eavies  generally  found  at  shows,  and  I  think 
4hey  are  all  about  the  same  as  regards 
temper  and  cleanliness  and  suitability  for 
pets.  Wonderfully  tame  they  become  when 
kindly  treated  ! — even  the  very  young  ones. 
Yonder,  as  I  write,  goes  a  little  girl  of  mine, 
with  three  bonnie  wee  mites,  in  a  doll's 
perambulator,  round  and  round  the  garden 
walks,  and  down  the  paddock,  and  the  most 
amusing  thing  is  this — and  it  shows  what  an 
amount  of  fearlessness  there  is  in  their  nature 
—the  little  pets  are  all  the  while  eating  the 
grass  that  Ida  has  placed  beside  them. 

1.  The  smooth-coated  cavy  is  by  far  the 
most  common  in  this  country,  and  is  found 
of  all  sorts  of  mixed  colours,  these  being 
generally  in  great  spots  or  patches ;  while 
some  are  white,  grey,  dark-brown,  light- 
brown,  reddish,  and  so  on. 

2.  The  Peruvian  is  long-coated,  like  a 
skye-terrier ;  in  good  specimens  even  the 
head  is  hidden.  They  also  are  of  a  variety 
of  colours.    And  so  is  the  next  class — 

3.  The  Abyssinian.  Call  them  rather  the 
rough-haired  English ;  it  is  more  correct. 
These  are  very  pretty,  and,  I  think,  some- 
what hardier  than  the  Peruvian.  The  hair 
is  long  and  rough  with  a  peculiar  roughness. 
It  seems  as  if  cows  had  been  licking  the 
little  creatures'  coats,  and  so  it  is  brushed, 
as  it  were,  in  patches  in  opposite  directions. 

I  do  not  intend  going  very  deeply  into 
show  points  or  properties  in  this  paper,  for 
if  I  can  interest  my  boy  readers  in  these 
Bweet,  wee,  good-natured  pets,  and  show 
them  how  to  treat  them,  why,  I  shall  have 
done  enough.  When  you  want  to  breed 
for  shows  you  must  get  a  book. 

Where  do  cavies  ccnne  from  originally  ? — I 
do  not  know  that  the  question  can  be  an- 
swered, because  they  have  been  in  a  state  of 
domestication  for  hundreds  of  years.  I  think 
that  when  we  name  South  America  as  the 
real  home  of  the  cavy,  we  are  near  enough. 
Eodents  of  all  kinds  seem  to  flourish  well  in 
Brazil,  in  the  Silver  West,  and  in  Patagonia 
and  Peru. 

About  keeping  cavies. — To  begin  with,  I 
must  repeat  a  remark  I  have  made  more 
lhan  once  before.  Any  boy  who  buys  a  pet 
without  having  first  studied  its  comforts  and 
requirements,  and  made  every  provision  for 
'seeping  it,  is  committing  a  sin,  and  is  guilty 
of  cruelty.  The  first  thing  to  be  done,  then, 
is  to  prepare  the  cavy's  domicile,  for  even 


You  must  not  imagine  that  any  place  is 
good  enough  to  keep  a  cavy  in,  an  old 
rabbit-hutch  for  example.  You  might  as 
well  attempt  to  keep  this  pet  in  an  old  coal- 
scuttle, and  expect  it  to  retain  its  health. 
But  if  you  have  that  box  of  tools  I  so  often 
recommend  my  boys — my  two  hundred  and 
fifty  thousand  boys — to  save  their  pence  to 
purchase,  then  you  can  very  easily  knock 
up  a  Vfery  comfortable  little  place  to  keep  a 
pair  in.  I  strongly  advise  a  pair  to  be  kept. 
I  think  no  animal  ought  to  be  deprived  of 
the  fellowship  of  its  own  kindred. 

I  append  here  a  sketch  of  an  out-door 
hutch  of  my  own  planning,  which  does  ex- 
cellently well  in  all  weathers. 


is  made  of  small-mesh  galvanised  wire- 
work,  and  is  a  fixture,  rv.  (Though  this 
cannot  be  seen  in  the  drawing)  there  is  a 
partition  running  all  the  way  back  between 
door  A  and  door  b,  and  this  partition  has  a 
hole  in  it  near  to  the  front,  so  that  the 
cavies  can  go  at  will  from  bedroom  to  living- 
room  (see  fig.  2).  This  opening  must  be 
small,  and  has  no  door-proper  to  it.  c  in 
fig.  I  is  the  wire-work  fixture. 


2  FEET 


Fig.  2. — The  fore  and  aft  partition,  a.  The  little  door- 
way. (This  doorway  should  not  be  in  the  centre  03 
here  shown.)    B,  The  hutch  front. 

You  will  observe  that  the  hutch  is  not  on 

the  ground,  but  elevated  on  four  supports, 
about  18  inches  high,  or  less,  like  the  houses 
one  sees  in  Japan  and  Bolivia.  Well,  d  is 
the  staircase  that  leads  to  the  door  b.  It  is 
simply  a  board  with  bits  of  wood  nailed  on 
across,  like  a  hen's  or  a  horse's  ladder.  The 
floor  of  the  hutch  should  slope  slightly  to 
the  front.  So  much  for  the  hutch.  It  should 
be  made  of  nice  clean  wood,  the  harder 
the  better,  and  if  you  have  gratings  over  the 
floor,  all  the  better  also.  However,  it  should 
be  always  kept  sweet,  clean,  and  dry.  Now 
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Fig.  I. 


A  glance  at  the  sketch  will  show :  i.  that 
the  hutch  proper  is  somewhat  like  a  rabbit's, 
but  wider  in  proportion,  say  with  a  3-feet 
frontage,  2  feet  from  back  to  front,  and  16 
inches  to  18  inches  height  to  eaves ;  ii.  that 
it  has  a  gently  sloping  roof,  which  ought  to 
be'  covered  with  felt,  tarred  and  sanded  ;  iii. 
that  in  front  it  has  two  doors,  one  at  a, 
which  opens  into  the  sleeping-apartment,  a 
darkish  room.  Note. — I  say  "  darkish,"  be- 
cause the  three  tiny  holes  at  the  top  of  the 
door,  A — put  there  for  ventilation — really  give 
a  little  light.  Another  door  at  b,  opening 
into  the  feeding-room ;  the  rest  of  the  front 


for  the  yard.  I  don't  care  what  kind  of  a 
fence  you  have  round  it :  but  it  would  be 
best  to  have  close  wood— old  soda  barrels 
would  afford  this^on  the  north  and  east  ends, 
and  galvanised  meshwork  for  the  remaming 
sides,  say  2  feet  high,  with  a  gate  at  e. 

The  bigger  the  yard  is,  the  better.  Lay  it 
out  in  grass,  and  plant  all  round  the  fence 
inside  dandelion,  or  any  likely  weeds,  such 
as  groundsel  and  sowthistle.  These  soon 
grow,  and  are  much  rehshed  by  the  cavies. 

Bedding.— Although  the  guuiea-pig  is  6 
hardy  little  fellow,  still  he  likes  his  comforts, 
and  if  he  has  not  a  warm,  dry  bed,  one  night't 
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hard  frost  may  cause  his  death.  If  it  really 
is  good,  clean  stuS,  there  is,  perhaps,  nothing 
to  beat  hay.  When  there  is  evidence  that 
young  ones  will  soon  come  on  shore,  you 
may  add  to  this  a  handful  or  two  of  white 
cotton  wadding.  The  bedding  is  to  be  put 
well  back  in  the  bedroom. 

The  hopper  food  should  be  placed  in  the 
living-room ;  but  in  summer  the  roots  and 
green  food  should  be  thrown  down  in  the 
yard  or  under  the  hutch,  if  it  be  watertight, 
as  it  ought  to  be. 

Shelter  is  of  great  importance,  so  that  you 
ought  to  build  your  caviary  to  the  south  side 
of  a  wall  or  thick  hedge. 

Next  comes  the  question  of  food.  This 
may  be  divided  into  three  classes :  1,  soft 
food ;  2,  dry  food  ;  3,  green  food  with  roots. 

(1)  Soft  food. — If  you  keep  a  large  number 
of  cavies,  you  will  find  this  somewhat  expen- 
sive ;  but  it  would  hardly  be  necessary  in  a 
caviary  of  any  size.  It  is  a  sop  of  bread  and 
milk,  or  bread,  boiled  potatoes,  and  milk,  and 
is  given  every  morning  fresh,  the  stale  being  j 
thrown  away.  It  is  put  in  any  little  dish 
and  placed  in  the  living  room. 

Here,  also,  you  must  place  a  hopper  for 
(2)  dry  food,  such  as  grains,  oats,  good 
wheat  not  too  new,  bruised  peas  or  beans, 
and  bran  mixed  with  middlings.  Do  not 
give  all  these  together,  but  change  the  food 
frequently. 

(3)  Green  food  and  roots— 1  do  not  know, 
nor  does  anybody  else,  all  the  different  kinds 
of  green  weeds  and  stuff  that  cavies  like ; 
but  whenever  any  of  my  children  come  to 
me  while  at  work  in  my  wigwam,  to  show 
me  some  new  variety  of  weed,  and  to  ask  if 
it  be  good  for  "the  guineas,"  my  answer  is 
invariably,  "  Ask  the^guineas."  For  I  do  not 
think  a  cavy  will  eat  anything  that  is  in  the 
least  likely  to  disagree  with  it.  We  gave 
ours,  in  spring  and  early  summer  last  year, 
sowthistle,  chiekweed,  groundsel,  parsley, 
the  young  carrots,  and  beet,  and  parsnips 
when  thinning  them,  cabbage,  greens  of  all 
kinds,  and  edible  roots.  The  green  stuff 
must  not  be  too  wet.  Mind  you  this,  boys, 
even  in  the  same  class  of  cavies,  tastes  differ. 
Some,  for  instance,  are  very  fond  of  acorns, 
whilst  others  will  not  touch  them. 

Variety  in  diet. — This  is  most  important, 
and  that  is  the  reason  I  give  it  a  paragraph 
to  itself. 

Cleanliness. — If  yoa  are  particular  about 
the  diet  and  about  cleanliness,  and  keep  your 
pets  warm,  they  will  seldom  or  never  ail. 
Wash  the  hoppers,  and  dry  them  before  you 
put  in  food  to  them.  Change  the  bedding 
twice  a  week,  and  keep  both  rooms  scrupu- 
lously tidy  and  sweet.  The  yard  should  also 
be  kept  clean,  and  no  vegetable  matter  must 
be  left  about  to  decay. 

Regularity  in  feeding. — As  early  in  the 
morning  as  possible,  the  cavies  should  be  let 
out  to  pick  something  green.  The  hoppers 
should  never  be  empty. 

Water. — Water,  pure,  soft,  and  fresh,  is  a 
sine  qud  twn  uf  health  in  the  caviary,  and 
don't  you  forget  it,  boys. 

Shutting  up  at  night. — The  door,  b,  of  the 
hutch  should  have  a  proper  fastening,  that 
will  not  fall  loose,  and  be  closed  every  night, 
else  vagrant  cats  may  kill  all  your  pets  in 
one  night. 

Grooming. — It  may  seem  strange  to  some 
to  hear  about  grooming  guinea-pigs ;  but  I  can 
assure  you  that  the  long-haired  or  Peruvian 
kinds  require  it.  If  you  do  not  attend  to 
this,  and  brush  and  comb  the  coat,  it  will 
get  all  matted  and  dreadful,  so  that  exhibit- 
ing them  with  any  hopes  of  winning  a  prize 
is  simply  out  of  the  question.  Some  cavy 
fanciers  only  groom  their  pets  after  they  have 
become  matted.  Do  not  follow  this  fashion  ; 
remember  that  prevention  is  better  than  cure. 

How  to  begin  keeping  cavies. — Begin,  of 


course,  by  getting  the  little  caviary  all  ready, 
then  you  may  purchase  if  possible,  at  some 
show,  or,  failing  this,  you  can  consult  the 
advertising  columns  of  the  "  Exchange  and 
Mart."  Cavies  are  very  cheap.  Get  very 
young  ones,  say  about  two  or  three  months 
old,  and  buy  the  ordinary  short-coated  first, 
boar  and  sow,  well-marked  and  healthy,  price 
about  Is.  &d.  the  pair.  Good  Abyssinians 
about  3s.  a  pair.  Peruvians  (young)  about 
Is.  6d.  each,  extra  good  stoock  5s.  a  pair. 
"Fur  and  Feathers"  is  a  nice  little  paper 
for  boys  fond  of  birds  and  pets,  so  is  "  Pet 
Stock,"  and  the  price  of  either  is  Id. 

A  note-book. — If  you  are  going  to  be  a 
cavy-man,  keep  a  note-book,  and  write  down 
all  your  experience  and  expenditure.  As  to 
selling  stock,  if  you  live  in  a  village  or  small 
town,  I  think  you  might  do  this  by  private 
bargain.  If  you  advertise,  you  will  do  better 
business,  and  do  it  more  quickly  if  you  take 
exchange  in  books  etc.  instead  of  money. 

About  breeding. — The  cavy  goes  in  kindle 
from  five  weeks  to  seven  weeks.  The 
creature  is  most  uncertain.    Feed  extra  well 


PART 

WHILE  the  current  is  passing  you  can  try 
the  following  experiment,  to  prove 
that  the  wire  is  wound  on  all  right.  If  it  is 
not  wound  as  described  there  will  be  two  north 
poles,  or  two  south  poles,  instead  of  one  north 
and  one  south .  Suppose  we  decide  to  make  the 
leg  on  which  the  wire  comes  from  the  outside 
of  the  magnet  the  north  pole,  the  wire  from 
this  must  be  joined  to  the  wire  coming  from 
the  zinc  end  of  the  battery,  and  the  other 
coming  from  the  inside,  between  the  poles, 
joined  to  the  wire  from  the  carbon  end. 
Now  if,  while  the  current  is  passing,  a  mag- 
netised needle  is  approached  to  each  pole 
consecutively,  and  one  end  of  it  is  attracted 
and  the  other  repelled  in  each  case,  the 
wire  is  all  right ;  if  both  are  attracted  some- 
thing is  wrong.  The  needle  must  have  been 
really  magnetised  beforehand,  or  it  will  de- 
ceive you  ;  you  can  easily  test  if  it  is  so  with 
an  ordinary  permanent  magnet. 

Having  magnetised  the  soft  iron  in  the 
way  described,  we  now  join  up  the  wires  to 
the  binding-screws,  under  the  base,  and,  the 
pulley  being  fixed  on  to  the  axle  of  the  arma- 
ture opposite  to  the  commutator,  the  machine 
is  now  ready  for  use.  To  rotate  the  armature 
at  a  high  speed  it  is  necessary  to  connect  the 
pulley  by  an  endless  band  with  a  large,  heavy 
wheel  which  can  be  rotated  by  hand. 

For  continuous  work,  as  we  cannot  al- 
ways be  turning  the  wheel,  a  small  steam- 
engine  or  water-motor  must  be  employed. 
Worked  in  this  way,  the  machine  I  have  de- 
scribed can  be  made  to  light  2  5-candle-power 
lamps  of  6  volts,  and  give  about  12  volts  of 
current.  This  is  not  much,  of  course,  but  by 
enlarging  the  proportions  of  the  various  parts 
you  can  make  as  large  a  dynamo  as  you  like  ; 
only  the  power  required  to  work  it  naturally 
increases  considerably.  This  machine  will 
do  a  great  deal  of  the  work  of  a  battery — for 
example,  it  will  run  an  induction  coil  or  an 
electro-motor  at  full  power.  By  connecting 
two  brass  handles  to  the  binding-screws  by 
wires,  you  will  get  a  powerful  shock  if  you 
hold  them  while  some  one  turns  the  wheel 
connected  with  the  pulley  ;  in  fact,  the  shock 
is  too  powerful,  and  the  person  turning  the 
wheel  must  be  prepared  to  stop  when  the 
victim  has  had  enough.    If  these  handles  are 


now,  and  keep  extra  dry.  The  young  are 
born  fully  fledged,  as  you  might  say,  not 
naked  morsels  like  baby  rats  or  mice.  With 
their  large-proportioned  heads,  their  bright 
eyes,  and  lovely  coats,  and  with  their  con- 
sequential independent  airs,  the  young  ones 
are  the  most  charming  little  pets  imaginable. 
I  have  seen  them  eating  grass  on  their  second 
day. 

Give  the  mother,  while  suckling,  plenty 
of  succulent  roots  and  nice  bread-sop.  Car- 
rots are  excellent  now,  and  sweet  apples  help 
to  keep  the  blood  pure. 

If  you  have  only  one  pair,  by  all  means  let 
the  boar  remain  in  the  hutch.  He  takes 
great  care  of  the  young,  and  nurses  them 
night  and  day. 

Do  not  breed  from  cavies  under  six  monthSo 
It  is  better  if  they  be  even  older. 

I  think  I  have  told  you  all  I  need  tell  yoa. 
Experience  ought  to  teach  you  the  rest. 

Gold-fish  fanciers  may  now  look  out  fos 
my  papers  on  the  Fresh-water  Aquarium,  t6 
be  followed  by  the  Sea-water  Aquarium, 
which  ought  to  be  very  interesting. 


III. 

dipped  into  a  glass  of  water  slightly  acidu- 
lated with  sulphuric  acid  (to  enable  the  curren4 
to  pass  more  freely),  and  the  dynamo  briskly 
turned,  you  will  soon  see  bubbles  rising  from 
the  handles — which  must,  of  course,  be  placed 
separate  from  each  other — consisting  of  oxy- 
gen and  hydrogen  gas,  into  which  the  water 
is  being  decomposed  by  the  force  of  the  cur- 
rent. Water  being  composed  of  two  quanti- 
ties of  hydrogen  gas  to  every  one  of  oxygen, 
it  follows  that  double  as  much  hydrogen  will 
come  off  the  handle  which  evolves  it  as  will 
come  off  the  other  of  oxygen,  and  this  you  will 
soon  see  to  be  the  case ;  the  bubbles  on  the 
former  being  much  more  numerous  than 
tSiose  on  the  latter. 

Now  take  a  5-candle-power  6-volt  electrio 
lamp,  and  fasten  it  on  to  the  wires  coming  from 
the  binding-screws  (removing  the  handles)  by 
the  platinum  loops  at  the  top.  If  the  dynamo 
is  now  briskly  turned,  you  will  find  that  the 
lamp  will  light  up  well,  and  as  long  as  ths 
wheel  is  turned  and  the  dynamo  is  buzzing, 
so  long  will  the  lamp  continue  to  glow.  By 
turning  the  dynamo  by  steam-  or  water-motor 
we  have,  therefore,  a  means  of  producing  s 
continuous  light,  which  will  not  drop  at  the 
end  of  a  few  minutes  as  in  the  case  of  a 
battery.  This  is  the  method  by  which  all 
public  buildings,  etc.,  are  lighted. 

There  is  said  to  be  always  sufficient  residual 
magnetism  in  the  soft  iron  core  (at  any  rata 
if  constructed  of  ordinary  soft  iron,  not 
specially  annealed)  to  act  on  the  armature 
when  revolved,  and  this,  acting  on  the  mag- 
net, increases  its  magnetism  so  that  they 
react  on  each  other  until  the  maximum 
effect  of  the  dynamo  is  reached.  This  is  ths 
case  with  the  majority  of  dynamos  used  £os 
lighting,  etc.;  but  if  you  are  of  an  experi- 
mental turn  of  mind,  and  are  possessed  of  B 
battery,  as  described  in  No.  677,  as  well  fts 
the  dynamo,  you  can  try  the  effect  of  mag- 
netising the  soft  iron  cores  by  sending  fi 
current  from  the  battery  through  the  coil. 

To  do  this,  disconnect  the  wires  from  ths 
magnet-coil  from  the  binding-screws,  and 
connect  them  with  the  terminals  of  the 
battery.  The  whole  current  from  the  dynamo 
now  comes  from  the  armature,  and  you  will 
find  that  this  current  is  considerably  increased, 
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sparks  flying  about  in  all  directions  when  the 
handles  from  the  binding-screws  are  ap- 
proached to  each  other  or  rubbed  together. 
The  water  will  now  be  decomposed  much 
faster,  and  you  will  be  able  to  light  an  addi- 
tional lamp  or  two,  according  to  the  strength 
of  the  battery. 

Fig.  11  gives  an  idea  of  the  positions  of  the 
parts  of  the  dynamo  when  complete  ;  it  is 
not  an  easy  thing  to  draw,  and  I  can  only 
hope  the  rough  sketch  will  be  intelligible  to 
my  readers.  The  spring  a  is  below  the  roller 
of  contact  breaker,  and  the  spring  b  above  it, 
the  diagonal  line  on  the  roller  representing 
the  vacancy  between  the  brass  pieces  covering 
the  wood.  The  wires  from  the  ends  of  the 
magnet-coil  go  through  the  base,  round  the 
bottoms  of  the  pillars  a  and  b,  and  join  the 
other  wire  between  the  pillars  and  the  bind- 
ing-screws. The  wire  from  the  pole  on  which 
the  wire  comes  irom  outside  the  magnet  is 
jo'n^d  to  the  binding  screw  a  in  the  tigure. 
The  other  wire  comes  from  between  the  poles, 
and  is  joined  to  the  other  binding  screw.  If 
you  can  find  out,  by  means  of  a  galvanometer, 
which  binding  screw  is  conveying  the  posit  ire 


It  the  points  K  K 
join  tlie  Ijrass-ooveied  rolle 


current,  the  wire  from  the  sot  tJi  pole  of  the 
magnet  is  to  be  joined  to  the  wive  from  this, 
and  that  from  the  north  pole  of  the  magnet 
to  the  wire  cjnveying  the  iicr/afi  re  electricity. 

Whenever  you  join  the  wiii  s,  be  sure  to 
scrape  off  all  the  iiisulati::g  material,  and 
twist  them  firmly  together  ;  a  iiit'e  solder  is 
an  improvement.  Whenever  the  wires  cross 
the  iron  work  be  sure  the  insulating  material 
is  quite  sound  at  that  point.   It  is  a  good  plan 


Fig.  12.— Haxp-wheet,  At!I!A\gemext  for 
wonivixc  Dvna.mo. 
B,  Eii'llr^^  IkihiI  |iassing  round  pulley  of  ilyiiamo.  h, 
Hniiillr.)!  A  heel,   s .s,  Handles  att'achc'u  to  bindiug- 
seicw  s  (jt  namo. 

to  roll  paraffined  silk  round  the  wires  at  these 
places.  Cut  grooves  under  the  base,  in  which 
the  wires  may  lie,  or  the  dynamo  will  not 
stand  evenly.    The  dark  line  in  the  middle 


of  the  top  of  magnet  in  fig.  11  shows  where 
the  two  parts  join.  They  should  be  screwed 
up  tightly  together. 

As  a  concluding  illustration,  I  give  a  diagram 
of  my  own  method  of  turning  my  dynamo 
(fig.  12).  On  the  leg  of  an  ordinary  table  t 
is  fixed  the  heavy  iron  wheel  w,  which  has  a 
groove  cut  in  its  circumference  for  the  re- 
ception of  an  endless  band  b.  These  wheels 
may  be  obtained  for  a  few  shillings  from 
any  ironmonger,  as  they  are  made  for  various 
machines,  such  as  lathes,  fret-saws,  sewing- 
machines,  etc.  The  wheel  is  held  by  an 
ordinary  screw  fixed  into  the  leg  of  the  table, 
and  revolves  freely  on  the  screw.  The  end- 
less band  (tape  will  do)  passes  over  the 
groove  and  over  the  pulley  of  the  dynamo 
placed  on  the  table  above  the  wheel.  It  is 
better  to  let  the  pulley  of  the  dynamo  project 
beyond  the  end  of  the  base,  as  shown  in 
fig.  11,  in  order  to  be  able  to  connect  it  with 
a  wheel  placed  below  it,  if  required. 

The  best  results  are  produced  from  the 
dynamo  when  the  resistance  of  the  interpolar 
{i.e.  the  lamp,  or  whatever  it  may  have  to 
work)  is  e(|ual  to  the  internal  resistance  of 
the  machine.  It  is  sometimes 
required  to  send  a  current  through 
a  greater  resistance  than  this,  and 
then  it  becomes  necessary  to  eni- 
jjloy  what  is  familiarly  termed  a 
'•  fehnnt."  If  one  lamp  of  high 
resistance  is  coupled  to  the  dynamo, 
the  resistance  may  be  too  great  for 
the  current  to  get  round  the  mag- 
net in  sufficient  quantity  to  give 
the  re(|uired  electro-motive  force. 
Supposing  that  this  is  the  case,  we 
make  a  second  pathway  for  it  by 
joining  on  a  piece  of  iron  wire 
(about  10  inches  of  No.  30)  between 
tlie  two  binding-screws,  the  lamp 
Ijcing  connected  with  the  same 
bijiding-screws,  only  further  off. 
The  result  of  this  is  that  the  current 
goes  round  by  the  second  pathwaj' 
and  excites  the  magnet  more  power- 
fully, and  this,  in  its  turn,  excites 
the  armature  more  strongly,  and  so  on,  until 
enough  current  is  produced  to  light  up  the 
lamp.  The  resistance  of  the  shunt  reijuired 
depends  on  the  resistance  of  the  lamp.  If  this 
is  lov/  no  shunt  will  be  required,  but  if  very 
high  the  reiiistance  of  the  shunt  must  be  low- 
ered, or  else  enough  current  will  not  i^ass  to 
magnetise  the  soft  iron  cores,  and  the  dynamo 
will  give  no  current.  The  lower  the  resist- 
ance of  the  shunt  required,  the  less  wire  we 
use. 

Those  who  want  to  know  how  to  make  a 
larger  dynamo  than  the  one  described  in  this 
paper,  after  mastering  the  method  of  worliing 
therefrom,  can  get  the  "  Scientific  American 
Supplement;,"  vol.  vii.  No.  161,  or  will  find 
an  account  in  iMr.  G.  iHopkins's  "Experi- 
mental Science,"  published  by  E.  &  F.  N. 
Spon.  iMore  minute  directions  than  those 
in  either  of  these  accounts  are  contained  in 
Mr.  Bottone's  little  book,  "  The  Dynamo ; 
How  iMade  and  How  Used,"  which  can  be 
got  from  the  author  at  the  address  already 
given. 

(the  end.) 


SPECIAL  NOTICE. 
A  New  Stoky  by  A.  L.iUKiE. 


In  our  next  Part  icill  he  commenced  a  new 
and  most  striking  story  by  this  gifted  icritcr 
— the  autlior  of  "A  Marvellous  Conquest  " 
and  "  Raymond  Frt'zols,'"  both  of  ichicJi  our 
readers  ivill  doubtless  remember. 


OUR  PRIZE  COMPETITIONS. 

Amateur  Photography. 

[Cuiilinueil  f  r.jni  p.  310.] 


Section  II. — Architecture. 

In  this  section  we  offered  prizes  of  20s. 
and  10s.  respectively,  for  the  best  and  second 
best  photographs.  So  excellent,  however,  is 
much  of  the  work  submitted  to  us  that  we 
gladly  increase  this  promised  30s.  to  a  very 
much  larger  sum,  and  apportion  it  thus : — 


Harry  Wah 
ton  Road,  ( 


"  INTKRIORS." 
I'rhts — 15s.  each. 

el  1 1 1,  3.  i:.:.-t  Bank  Terrace,  Stoek- 


i!  nly,  near  Manchester. 
He.vry  Leacu  (  aged  lo),  Elgin  TiUa,  Stoke-on-Trent. 

Frizes — Half-a-Guinea  each. 

E.  \V.  Hann'ixgtox  (aged  22),  Dorchester,  New  Bruns- 
wick, Canada. 

R.  L.  EvAXS  (aged  15),  8,  Rosslyn  Hi!l,  Fampstead. 
EvELYX  M.  Vi'HiTEUEAD  (aged  22),  Ucighton  Grove, 
York. 

'■EXTERIORS,"  ETC. 

Frizes — 15*'.  eficfi. 
Joiix  Edsforth  (aged  18),  53,  Pitt  Street,  Accringtoii, 
Lanes. 

F.  H.  Lewis  (aged  17),  35,  Broad  Street,  Reading. 

J'ri:es  —  HuJf-a-Gi{  iitca  each. 
]).  Dork  (aged  25),  27,  Newark  Drive,  Pollokshield^; 
Glasgow. 

A.  E.  Rarer  (aged  20),  Alston  House,  Bradford. 
Yorks. 

Prizes — 7.s.  6f7.  each. 
F.  H.  Davies  (aged  22),  2Go,  CoTentry  Road,  Birming- 
ham. 

S.  Mayee  (aged  22),  124,  Parliament  Street,  Derby. 
,1.  H.  I'lLLixG  (aged  18),  11,  Rosslyn  Terrace,  Sunder- 
land. 

CEnTIFICATES. 

[The  nnn<ei  are  arrnnred  iii  oriler  of  meril.'] 
1  E,  WiXN.  T',:-  riilaiid^.  n:il.  Bira^ingham. 

,1.  K.  ilt-i/w  ^t.  I'm.-.;--...  L':i^rt,  Ferthshire. 
3  WALTEiii'.      i:--,  I  ;I  Close,  Norwich. 

.\UTHCK  T-  '  :,;itonRo3d. 

5  Jonx  L.  L>;^^XIS,  24,       jithmore  Terrace,  South 
Stockton. 

C  HcGii  C.  Taylor,  Bliowani,  St.  Stephen's  Road, 

Hounslow. 

.\.  Forrest,  1-1,  Market  Street,  Pontypridd. 
S  NiCHOL  Eli.ioit,  South  Sea  Cottage,  Coldstream. 
JoHX  Bowyer,  3,  Camden  HiU  Rocyl,  Upper  X.t- 
wood,  S.E. 

I,  Broadway,  Stratf.^rd,  3. 

Broadstoue  Ho«se,  Dartmouth. 
E.  2,  Th.e  Limes,  Hornyold  Road, 


Ai.FUi  :  ~ 
ClAii  • 
Jlv.r.v.  . 
Malvern 
13  F.  Fevwi. 
nii-Tyne. 

.T.  !>.  .Jexkixs,  Hazlemerc,  St.  John'-  ::'.;.d,  Cliftcm. 
Bristi'l 

(;;:,.];,,  ■      Ttoad,  Hove,  Brighton, 

ji;  H.  II-  i  -  a,  16,  Ladypool  Hoail, 


.  37,  Xorthumherland  Street,  Ifewcastle- 


IS  F.  H. 
E.  B. 
L.  B.  Be.( 
\V.  T.  Clu 


r's  Ten  ace,  Tynemouth. 
,>  Bai.-k.  Prestwich. 


.  ^.   Mann.'  Villa.    .i-;ie;..ri:,  Yorks. 

.T.  S.  Almext.  47,  Carysfort  Aveiine,  Blaokrock, 

"  'Dublin. 

23  E.  C.  HiGGS,  44,  Christcln-jch  Road,  Streathani 
Hill. 

G.  \V.  ,T;-.vk;ixs,  17,  Land  Street,  Croydon. 
L.  Tii.iMAs.  13  1,  EngUfield  Road,  Canonbury,  X. 
HfGH  (.'.  TavlmI!  l.iddress  itiinled']. 
L.  Price,  Cambria,  Solsbro'  Road,  Chelston,  Tor- 
quay. 

G.  P.  Waters.  Marlborough  House,  Lower  Addis- 
combe  Road,  Croydon,  Surrey. 

H.  Leyick,  76,  Hampton  Road,  Birchfields,  Bir- 
mingham. 

Percy  A.  Raixer,  Wolsey  Gate,  Ipswich. 
W.  Harrisox.  Moss  Road,  Urmston. 
32  A.  0.  JoYX^ox.  Church  Street,  Ellesmere.  Salop. 
Laidler,  40,  Northumberland  Street,  Newcastle-on- 
Tvne.  ' 

C.  \V.  .\.  RosSER,  Landscorc,  Weston-super-Mare. 
.*!  It  will  be  noticed  that  as  there  is  only  oiie 
"oVer-age'  competitor  who  gains  a  place,  we  give  his 
name  in  the  order  to  which  his  w oik,  irrespective  of 
age,  entitles  lum. 
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I. — In  Poultry-Run,  Pigeon-Loft,  Aviary, 
Babbitry,  Caviary,  etc. 

By  Gordon  Stables,  m.d.,  r.n. 

The  PotTi.Tr.y-RuN-.— The  weather  has  been  wliat 
seamen  call  "  a  sneezer."  Yet  it  is  to  be  hoped  that 
'luring  even  the  wiliiest  weather  some  of  our  boy  hen- 
wives  have  managed  to  got  an  egg  or  two  for  the 
breakfast  table.  I  know  c 
tliey  have  been  dr^ar,  and 
mind  you,  not  •■  fii'sh  laid; 
the  price  ha<  ln-rn  L.'iiiiig  i 


sliilling  down,  d( 
fonnilland  of  mint', 
basket.  Eiglit  a  < 
was  the  miiiinnun. 
Mona  — that  bv-an 
g'-eengrocer  tl'je  si 
Well,  now  Spring 
and  blooming  llcj 
there  are  cliickciir 


;l's  liave  l»ee!i  sr-nrce  liecauso 
Vv  liiul  to  l.wv.    .\ew  laid, 

■  Iri-li,-   -  ■■  l'i<  iirl,,"and 

1'.  uji.  tip,  the  numlier  for  <a 
down.  .Mona,  a  yt>ung  Xew- 
usi-il  ti.  cairy  tlie  eggs  liome  in  a 
iillinL',  -I  v.'ii,  six,  five,  four  !  Tiiat 
P.iit  I  lir^'an  to  think — and  so  ilid 
1-1)>-  we  would  have  to  give  that 
illing  :ind  not  get  any  eggs  at  all. 
is  I'Muutig,  with  buds  and  birds 
All-  and  sitting  hens.  I  hope 
as  well.  When  a  Dorking,  for 
instance,  means  busincLSS,  it  won't  be  a  shower  of 
snow  that  will  scare,  nor  a  high  wind  and  a  sliower  of 
chimney-pots  either  ;  on' v  mind  this,  she  must  have  a 
quiet  place  w  herein  to  brood,  plenty  of  hard  food  and 
snft  water,  a  dust  bath,  and  light".  Don't  expect  the 
creature  to  thrive  in  a  dark  cellar.  Grass  itself  grows 
white  down  tlKre,  and  sm  w..uld  the  poor  hen's  lungs 
and  liver.  There  w  ill  ti.'  many  cold  days  even  in  this 
month^;  .so  mind,  h  i  d  chirks  wi  U  and  give  warm  food. 
Spratt's  chicken  fnod  is  uortliadeaL  But  good  oat- 
meal, draggled  witli  in  lk,  is  very  excehent.  Feed 
early  and  late.  Let  all  fowls  now  liavc  plenty  of 
exercise  and  green  stuff.    Keep  eve? ytliing  clean.  A 


hen  hates  a  dirty  nesting  box,  for  instance.  People 
often  wonder  wliy  their  fowls  lay  a'A'a\"  ;it  tlie  font  of 
hedgerows  or  in  liay  stacks.  It  i-  „•  "li.-i.  in.r 
iiecause  the  fowl-house  is  fiUhy.  'n  '  <  i,<.|.-  iin.ly  inr 
chickens,  and  in  fine  weather  put  tlie  hen  on  the  gia.^s. 
Hake  your  own  coops. 

The  PiciEON'-T.OFT. — Well,  I  suppose  yon  know  by 
tliis  time  the  pJan  usually  adopted  for  mating  pigeons. 
It  is  simple  enough.  You  procure  the  cock  and  lien, 
of  good  stock  and  sound  health,  and  pilace  them  near 
each  other  in  pens.  They  will  become  acquainted  in  a 
few  days'  time.  Some  boys — I  know  this  for  a  fact — 
have  tried  to  mate  tw  o  hens,  but  the  result  was  not  a 
bumper  success.  Be  sure  then  that  the  sex  is  all  riglit. 
Only  a  breeder  can  tell  you  this.  Give  the  liest  food 
you  can  get  for  money.  Clean  wholesome  seeds,  not 
too  old.  Read  back  Doings  for  pigeon  food.  Fill  tlm 
hoppers  overnight.  If  you  starve  a  pi.geon  bir  n\-rn  a 
few  hours  at  this  season,  grief  is  sure  to  come.  l,i  t  lue 
warn  you  again  against  the  sin  —it  is  notliing  sho,  t  of 
it— of  overcrowding  the  loft.  Keep  everytliing  about 
the  loft  sweet  and  clean  and  dry^  and  light  and  airy 
also.    Salt  cat  must  not  be  forgotten. 

The  AvunY,— Well,  the  mating  montli  is  with  us 
once  again.  Have  you  birds  to  mate?  Remember 
tliey  must  be  young  and  healthy,  and  well  up  in 
properties.  The  rule  for  matching— I  don't  mean 
mating— may  be  briefly  stated  as  follows:  Let  the 
cock  be,  if  anything,  the  more  characteristic  of  the 
pair  ;  if  the  hen  lias  any  point  weak,  let  the  cock  lie 
strong  in  that,  and  vice  t>erm  ;  tliougli,  of  nuirse,  1  ntli 
should  be  as  close  to  the  standard  of  peificTnin  ns 
possible.  Well,  having  chosen  your  birds,  ki-in>  tin  in 
in  separate  rooms  till  about  the  middle  or,  better,  ia.st 


quarter  of  the  month.  Meanwhile,  get  yo.ir  breeding 
cage  down  from  the  gariet,  and  wash  with  boiling 
water  and  carbolic  soap.  Get  a  little  tan-de-colog]  e 
from  your  chemist  with  one  grain  of  conosive  sub- 
rniate  to  the  ounce  in  it,  and  afieryou  liavr  thoroughly 
scoured  and  sun-dried  the  cage,  go  ovi  r  tlio  cracks 
with  this.  .Sun-dry  it  again,  and  finish  off  liy  using  a 
little  Sanitas  Fluid  all  over.  :Mate  as  described  in 
jiigeon-loft.  Use  the  German  breeding  cage.  Give 
hieail-cri  nib  and  egg  food,  a  spnonful  a  day  for  each 
bird,  and  the  u.sual  seeds,  with  gieen  food,  sand,  and 
fres-h  sufi  Jill'uvd  water. 

TiiK  K.-voiUTIiY  AND  C.VVIARY.— lam  ah.vnys  pitching 
into  my  rabbit  boys.  I  don't  know  wl:\.  ,nlr<- it  is 
fiom  kijowin.'  that  the  bunny  is  themost  i  i  jn  md  pet 
a  boy  has.  I'lie  rule  with  rabhit-kc  ping  Irn^.  is  t.i  fi  nl 
jnst'wheu  tliey  tliiiik  of  it,  to  bed  seMi  in,  n.  h  ave  rents 
and  .ttreeiis  kicking  aboutall  over  the  ship,  tnki  rptlieir 
bunnies  in  dirty,  vile-sme  hng,  leaky  hutclns,  and  never 
let  them  out  fo"r  a  run  or  a  blink  of  sunsliine.  Now 
boys  w  ho  use  their  labbits  tlius  ought  to  be  kept  for  a 
wi'ek  in  a  soda  tub  and  fed  on  chitlings through  barsin 
friint,  as  bears  are.  Fact!  Guinea-pig  boys  are  just  a 
little  better.  Not  very  much.  Did  it  ever  strike  jou, 
my  lads,  tint  it  is  most  inhuman,  most  cruel,  to  keep 
either  a  rabbit  -.r  l  avy  in  a  cage  or  hutch, and  never  let 
it  out  to  ,-tirtrli  its  k'gs  and  gambol  in  the  light  and 
sunshine 't  Now,  this  is  a  good  time  to  begin  going  in 
for  rabbits,  but  before  you  buy  any,  get  a  nice  con- 
venient place  to  keep  them  in.  It  nivs'  have  lots  of 
light,  and  iie  dry  and  free  ftom  draughts,  j'be  hutcdies 
slionld  be  as  large  as  possible,  off  the  grouml,  but  not  a 
mile  up  in  the  air,  as  this  necessitates  eateliiiig  tho 
bunnies  when  you  want  them  to  have  a  run.  Buy  only 
good,  healthy,  full-eyed,  haj  |  >  In.  i,  iii;j  bunnies,  and  see 
that  their  skins  are  clean  :  a-  i.  i  i!  to  liocks  and  ears. 
The  buck  should  be  about  twelve  months  old,  the  doe 
about  eight.   They  go  in  kindle  thirty  days  or  there 


the 


abouts  ;  the  young  are  born  naked  ; 
taken  aw.ay.  and  the  young  nut  iiit'' 
to  peep  in  the  second  day  to  ri't:a>\ 
doe  mu.st  be  extra  well  fed  v.  Ia  n  ,ii 
suckling,  have  warm  mashes  ot  la. 
bran,  etc.  In  about  a  fortnight's  time  the  young  rabbits 
w.  11  be  readv  to  come  down  to  breakfast. 


must  be 
..■npt 

■I'ne 
,\l,i!e 
i,  pi.'tatoes. 


il-fo 


Thk  Ken-XF.i.. — The  muzzle  has  been 
a  time — in  London.  If  doggies  were  < 
doggies  crow  !  Hut  I  ;jt.  atly  fear  I  era 
to  burn  tlie  mn/zli  -  it  ,,  1  ■  \ 
while  give  your  pi  t  jia  .  "  .  a  .i.-  n  •\  „ 
and  feed  not  only  well,  b.,;  .\,;n  i..  ui.u 
Orr,  flAKiiKx.s. — I  devoted  quite  a  long  piec;  to  th;.% 


vise  you 
Mean- 
xercise. 


subiect  la-;  naiiith.  Eeoi!  it,  please,  .^nds.'! 


Ill 


tl 


Trim  walKs  an  1  boldi  ]  • 
seen.   Sow  spring  fin--. 
Give  manure,  and  cnvi . 
raised  on  sides  of  earth,  i 
Start. 


getting 
plenty  of 
■,'ell  near 
-ai'S  now. 
.  I  a.  reTer 


II. — EiitDiB,',logy. 
By  the  Eev.  Theodoke  Wood,  f.s. 


Ip  the  weather  be 
lepidopterisi"  nia  v  faii ' 
wori^  l.ief.ire  th.'  riiii  "\ 
month,  X>^-.-'"  !,i./'id<t 
tr-nk-.        I-  a  l...'al  . 
se . .  ■  ,  I  1  '  -     ' ,    '  ■  -  I  a  a 
perliap-   . \,  :   in.i-l  j 
vimia,  whicli  is  a 
moth,  also  appears  on 
street  lamps  after  ih. 
special  pet  of  mine 
birclies.    At  West  ^\  a 
a  Iniiidre  1  speeinieii- 
\'  ■  ■  ■  '  1 1 i  ng  th'  'ir  wi  i  '- 


tolerably  |i 


the 


aaleng' 
nearly 
as  they 


li''at  (  Xn-  .d.n.l,,  am:,  :  '  ■,,,!,-     '  •  a'.'  d 

0.1  the  icnee  surriau:'.;:  ;■  ,  I   •  ..1.  ..t 

on  pine  trunks  for  III.  -  '  I'l,  ■  i  .    ■  ■.       ..■'  •.(, 

piiiiperda).  But  its  Ir.a  -  .  ■  .»>  i  ..  •  •  ••  '  '  piiv-e 
ot  newdy-brokeii  bark  t' ,  ■  •!.'  im  ;.  -  '.  are, you 
will  certainly  overlook  .r. 

By  about  the  third  wa  •  i:  '..  M  .a  li  -,  ..  -  ought 
to  be  blossoming  ;  and  1 1.' 11.  .  I,  a;,  al  .  . '  "ing,  joii 
can  fill  your  boxes  with  :!  .  "'''  "  ■  '  "'he  best 
plan,  wdiere  the  positimi  ai  tlie  l.a..a'-  ,,i.'a,',s,  is  to 
spread  a  good-sized  sheet  lieneath,  and  li.en  shake 
thLin  ^cJiW.w  over  it.  The  half-intoxicated  moths  come 
tuaibling  heavily  down,  and  lie  for  a  minute  or  two, 
pn  tending  to  be  dead,  so  that  you  can  j.ly  the  pill-box 
wltliout  diffieidty.  So  attractive  are  the  catkins,  that 
I  liave  seen  as  niany  as  a  couple  of  hundred  moths  on 
tiie  sheet  at  once;  and  hard  work  it  was  to  overhaul 
tiiem. 

Where  sallows  do  not  grew,  you  may  begin  work 
with  the  tre.acle-pot ;  but  moths  will  not  come  freely 
to  the  artificial  bait  when  they  can  t'.nd  the  natural. 
Tienkiciimpa  instabiUs  will  jireliahly  puzzle  .\  ou  a  good 
deal.  It  is  very  cominon,  and  exceedingly  variable, 
and  you  will  have  to  take  quite  a  number  of  specimens 


in  order  to  obtain  a  reprei 
the  "plums,"  T.  pn//idi  ii.  T 
They  are  all  lo.'al,  but  -.-n  ' 
they  occur.    Su.  li  bib.  i  nai 

nuts  and  -' ."  'a-  '  >"''  ' 

I'.nt  in  aim a-r  .  ■.-■■ry  i-a-e  1 1 
for  wear,  an  1,  iia  l.'-s  \  .  .a  I 


itative  series.    Lookout  for 


r:',/a,7^', 

la-e.'ts  a 
■All]  tur 
A  ill  bi' t 
I  11  to  I'l- 


f,  an.l  7'.  opinia. 
1  ,t.ntiftU  where 
s  the  twai  Chest- 
1  r,].  in  numbers, 
rill  i\-  the  worse 
b.iah'  ai  want  of 


specimens,  you  w  ill  do  \\  eU  to  pass  tlitm  I'y. 


33^  V^e  Boy'^  Owii  fh^Qt 


Beetles  begin  to  appear  with  the  first  •n-arm  and 
Euuny  days  of  March.  The  carious  oil  beetles  <  Meloe) 
may  be  found  crawling  on  grassy  banks.  Those  are 
troublesome  creatures  to  set,  as  they  have  to  be  stuffed 
with  cotton  wool.  But  the  operation  is  not  a  difficult 
one,  if  a  pair  of  fine  scissors  and  a  strong  hoolced  needle 
are  forthcoming.  Slit  the  loiter  surface  of  the  abdomen, 
and,  in  inserting  the  cotton  wool,  be  very  careful  to 
preserve  the  contour  of  the  body. 

It  you  happen  to  live  near  the  sea-side,  search  the 
shore  well.  Especially  along  the  foot  of  the  cliffs,  and 
under  half-decayed  sea-weed,  beetles  may  be  found  in 
myriads,  and  one  is  often  quite  embarrassed  by  their 
numbers.  Damp,  sandy  places  7iear  the  shore,  too,  are 
usually  very  productive,  and  an  hour's  work  at  these 
will  often  furnish  the  coUeotor  with  more  specimens 
thaa  he  can  manage  to  set  in  a  week. 


SQmRRKM  AND  WAGTAILS  (L.  M.).— 1.  Tou  may  keep 
a  squirrel  out  of  doors  in  well-protected  cage  only  in 
fine  weather  during  winter.  In  the  wild  state  it  is 
different,  squirrels  take  so  muc!;  exercise.  2.  Food  : 
various,  German  paste,  seeds,  insects,  ants'  eggs,  and 
a  little  bruised  hemp-seed. 

Swans  (New  Zealand). — Tou  do  not  feed  them  half 
enough,  nor  do  they  have  range  enough  to  find  food 
for  themselves. 

Tongue  White  (L.  A.  L.).— Indigestion.  More  exer- 
cise, bath,  etc.,  and  a  rhubarb  pill  every  second 
night. 

BtTTTEKFLT. — TouT  insects'  eggs  are  not  well  enough 
drawn  and  coloured  for  us  to  identify  them  all.  Only 
a  very  acciurate  figure  indeed  is  of  any  real  use.  Of 
the  lepidoptera,  No.  1  is  the  Common  Blue  butterfly 
{Lycoena  Alexis  or  Icarus) ;  No.  2  is  either  a  female 
of  the  same,  or  a  Brown  Argus  (L.  Agreslis),  we  can- 
not say  which ;  No.  3  is  a  Large  TeUow  Uuderwing 
(Tripfia7ia  pronuba) ;  No.  4  looks  like  Melanippe 
■montanata,  the  Silverground  Carpet ;  No.  5  is  the 
Common  Shell  moth  (Camptogramma  bilineata) ; 
No.  6  is  unrecognisable ;  and  No.  7  is  the  T  moth 
(JIalia  wavaria).  On  the  drawings  of  the  eggs  we 
cannot  pretend  to  pronounce.  No.  6  looks  like  that 
of  the  common  sparrow. 

Flying  Machine  (B.  H.  Parsons).— Tou  should  have 
read^the  instructions  more  carefully  before  attempt- 
ing to  make  the  machine.  Why  did  you  not  cut  off 
the  heads  of  the  screws  as  directed  ?  From  your 
description  you  seem  to  have  screwed  the  flyer  to  the 
reel,  which  would  natiu-ally  prevent  it  ascending  1 

Induction  Coil  (0.  W.  D.).— 1.  It  is  rather  hard  to 
see  why,  if  the  coil  works  at  all,  it  should  not  go  on 
working.  The  screw  being  loose  may  have  some- 
thing to  do  with  it,  as,  if  it  shifts  only  slightly,  it 
may  be  too  far  for  the  armature  to  be  attracted  to 
the  core.  Tou  had  better  make  it  work  tightly : 
there  is  no  reason  why  the  bottom  of  the  gas  globe 
should  not  answer.  The  join  in  the  wire  would  not 
signify  if  you  joined  it  well,  and  covered  it  over 
again.  The  real  fault  is  probably  owing  to  not 
having  used  platinum  foil  on  the  armatiire,  as  the 
wire  must  be  very  thin,  and  not  allow  of  any  move- 
ment of  the  screw  without  the  platinum  point  getting 
over  the  edge.  Try  a  piece  oi:  foil  bent  roimd  the 
armature  temporarily  for  an  e>!:periment.  If  it  works 
bettor  you  can  solder  it  on.  C  t  course  you  are  sure 
that  the  battery  is  working  properly  1  2.  Depends 
on  the  voltage  of  the  lamp.  If  only  4+  volts,  three 
cells,  as  described  in  the  article  "  Electric  Lamps," 
would  work  it. 

Toning  Solution  (Canadian  Reader).—!.  The  best 
practical  toning  formula  is  the  acetate  of  soda.  Use 
2  grains  of  chloride  of  gold,  60  grains  of  acetate  of 
soda,  and  10  ounces  of  water  ;  leave  till  next  day. 
Put  the  dish,  with  the  prints  and  the  toning  solution, 
into  another  larger  one  of  hot  water.  They  should 
tone  in  a  few  minutes  to  a  deep  purple  or  brown. 
Throw  the  bath  away  after  toning  a  sheet  and  a 
half  ;  it  wUl  only  waste  your  gold  to  add  more  to  it, 
and  it  is  just  as  Uttle  trouble  to  make  it  fresh  each 
time,  with  practically  a  certainty  of  success.  2.  The 
sensitising  solution  is  simply  a  solution  of  nitrate  of 
silver,  the  strength  of  which  varies  according  to  the 
albuminised  paper  employed.  The  maker  from  whom 
you  get  the  paper  will  tell  you  what  strength  will 
suit  it.  As  a  rule  the  strength  is  60  grains  nitrate 
of  silver  to  each  ounce  of  solution.  It  must  be  made 
with  distilled  water. 

Lump  on  Neck  (J.  A.). — Yes ;  it  will  stop  you  from 
entering  either  service  if  it  is  a  glandular  swelUng. 

Taming  Hedgehogs  (Prickles).— Only  by  kindness 
and  good  food,  porridge  and  milk  and  anything  in 
the  insect  way  they  can  pick  up. 

Training  before  joining  a  Olub  (Arnold). — Tou  are 
right  to  think  of  this.  Take  three  weeks'  hard 
walking  e-xercise  ;  begin  mth  a  mile,  and  increase  to 
seven  or  eight  witli  now  and  then  a  spurt  of  running, 
and  live  temperately  in  every  way. 

Fowl  Run  (E.  A.  R.).— Too  long  to  answer  here.  We 
may  be  giving  a  paper  or  two  on  Fowls  soon  ;  mean- 
time, refer  to  back  vols. 


Taming  Pigeons  (Phillis).— Feed  them  first  a  little 
way  off,  then  nearer  and  nearer,  and  then  from  a 
basket  in  your  hand,  finally  from  your  shoulder. 

"  Another  Convert  for  Dr.  Gordon  Stables  " 
(Plodder).— Well,  we  are  glad  you  are.  Stick  to  the 
bath  and  exercise.  Never  think  evil,  far  less  act  it, 
and  you  wiU  sleep  better  and  grow  up  a  big,  strong, 
happy  man. 

Red  Nose  and  Flushing  (Old  Reader).— Tour  em- 
ployment is  rather  close.  Keep  your  windows  open. 
Live  as  well  as  possible.  Your  trouble  comes  from  a 
somewhat  weak  heart,  which  time  and  exercise  alone 
can  strengthen. 

Dog's  Eye  scratched  by  a  O.A.T  (Gladys); — It  is  too 
late  now,  we  fear.  The  dog  must  be  either  better  or 
blind.  But  hot  fomentations  was  the  correct  treat- 
ment, and  rest  in  a  dark  apartment. 

Rabbit  Mangy  (H.  E.  W.).— Filth  and  damp  are  the 
cause  of  bareness  round  eyes.  Give  clean  hutch,  and 
clean  bedding.   Use  zinc  ointment  round  eyes. 

Nervously  III  (Penitent).— Glad  you  are  penitent. 
We  trust  in  time.  Obey  all  the  laws  of  health.  Be 
out  of  doors  all  you  can.  Head  good  books.  Keep 
good  company.  For  medicine,  a  teaspoonful  of 
Fellows'  Syrup  twice  a  day  in  water  after  meals. 
Avoid  quacks  and  keep  your  thoughts  pure.  Take  a 
cold  bath  every  morning  with  a  handful  of  sea-salt 
in  it  dissolved  overnight. 

Guinea-pigs  in  Winter  (Piggie). — Take  the  hutch  in- 
doors. They  are  hardy,  but  frost  may  kill  them  in  a 
night. 

Bow  Legs,  etc.  (Hare  and  Others). — 1.  Only  a  surgeon 
can  treat  bow  legs.  Tou  cannot  do  so  yourself. 
2.  Indigestion.  3.  Any  cause  for  your  bad  dreams  ? 
If  so,  remove  it,  as  you  value  your  future  welfare. 
Bead  answer  to  Nervously  lU. 

,  Guinea-pigs  (A.  S.  T.).— Leave  the  daddy  with  the 
mother.  He  will  attend  to  the  young.  Feed  extra 
well  now. 

Soap,  etc.  (Xeres). — 1.  Sanitas,  Pumiline,  and  Pears' 
are  best.  2.  Vide  any  book  on  botany.  3.  Indiges- 
tion. 


Embrocation  after  Running  (Greenock).— It  really 

isn't  needed,  but  you  might  take  a  bath  and  then  rub 

with  rose-scented  olive  oil. 
Kapler's   Extract  of  Malt  for  Nervousness 

(Despair).— Tes ;  but  read  answer  to  Nervously  111. 

Don't  despair. 

The  Hair  (Old  Reader).— We  don't  believe  in  washing 
it  too  much.  Get  a  moderately  hard  brush  and  use 
it  twice  a  day.   This  stimulates  the  roots.. 

B.O.P.  Extras  (Major).— It  is  not  intended  that  the 
Simimer  and  Christmas  numbers  should  be  bound  up 
in  the  cases  supplied  by  us.  They  are  aU  out  of  print 
within  a  few  days  of  publication.  We  might  avoid 
this,  of  course,  by  printing  more,  but  we  do  not  care 
to  do  so.  We  might  print  too  many,  and  we  would 
rather  not. 

IVANHOE.— 1.  Try  Langbridge's  "What  to  read  at 
Entertainments."  2.  Boys  are  not  all  alike.  Some 
are  much  younger  than  others  for  their  age,  and  with 
such  their  voices  change  later.  In  a  few  cases  there 
is  no  change  at  aU.  3.  Of  Scott's  Poetical  Works 
there  is  a  nice  edition  at  3i.  6cf,,  published  by  F. 
Warne  &  Co.  It  is  called  the  Lausdowne.  For  the 
prose  works  you  had  better  -write  for  a  price  list  to 
A.  &  0.  Black,  Edinburgh. 

Augustus.- 1.  In  no  modern  gymnasiiun  do  dumb- 
bells now  exceed  two  pounds  in  weight.  The  nresent 
dumb-beU  exercise  is  not  adapted  for  heavy  things. 
If  you  want  weight  you  must  get  clubs.  2.  See  our 
table  of  height,  weight,  and  measurement ;  we  can- 
not give  the  figures  for  every  indi-sddual  who  chooses 
to  write  to  us.  3.  The  best  exercises  for  developing 
the  arms  and  chest  are  dumb-beU  exercises  ;  and  the 
best  treatise  on  the  subject  as  yet  is  the  one  reprinted 
in  our  "  Indoor  Games." 

S.  Halse.— The  county  of  London  is  merely  a  county 
for  administrative  purposes.  It  has  nothing  what- 
ever to  do  with  the  geographical  divisions,  and  your 
school  books  remain  correct. 

W.  P.  Lalor.— You  will  find  aU  about  it  in  Franklin 
Pox's  "  How  to  send  a  Boy  to  Sea,"  price  Is.,  pub- 
lished by  F.  Warne  &  Co.,  15  Bedford  Street,  Strand. 
We  get  half-a-dozen  letters  a  day  on  the  same  subject, 
and,  if  we  were  to  notice  them,  would  have  to  keep  aa 
answer  always  in  type. 


"ASHORE." 

r^i!ite<1  hi/  F.  BIlANGinK,  Jl.B.A. 
Exhibited  at  the  Piovl  Society  or  British  Artists,  1889. 


No.  634.— Vol.  XIII. 


SATURDAY,  MARCH  7,  1891. 


Price  One  Penny. 

[ALL  RIGHTS  RESKBVia).] 


A  Cromwellian  Soldier.— (^raion  for  the  "Boy's  Oan  Paper"  by  V.  Oalvbkt.) 


THE  COCK  HOUSE 

AT 

EELLSGARTH. 

A   PUBLIC  SCHOOL 
STOEY. 

By  Talbot  Baines  Eeed, 

Author  of  "  My  Friend  Smith," 
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CHAPTER  IX. — CARRIED  NEM. 
CON. 

IT  must  not  be  supposed  that 
in  the  midst  of  the  excite- 
ment of  school  politics  the  intel- 
lectual side  of  the  FeUsgarth 
juniors'  life  was  being  quite 
neglected. 

On  the  contrary,  they  com- 
plained that  so  far  from  being 
neglected  it  was  rather  over- 
done. 

The  Classic  juniors,  for  in- 
stance, suffered  many  things  at 
the  hands  of  the  cheerful  Mr. 
Stratton,  who  really  worked 
hard  to  instil  into  their  opening 
minds  some  rudiments  of  those 
studies  from  which  their  side 
tooli  its  name.  He  took  pains 
to  explain  not  only  when  a 
thing  was  wrong,  but  why ;  and, 
unlike  some  of  his  callmg,  he 
devoted  his  chief  attention  to 
his  most  backward  boys.  This 
was  his  great  offence  in  the 
eyes  of  D'Arcy  and  WaUy  and 
some  of  their  fraternity,  because 
under  the  arrangement  they 
came  in  for  the  special  attention 
alluded  to. 

"  That  kid,"  said  WaUy,'  one 
daj',  sotto  voce,  as  class  was 
proceeding,  "  has  no  more  idea 
of  teaching  than  my  hat.  We 
don't  get  a  chance  to  do  things 
ourselves,  with  him  always  mess 
ing  about  and  looking  over.  It's 
rude  to  look  over.  I  mean  to 
mark  my  exercise  private  in 
future." 
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"The  thing  is,"  said  D'Arcy,  "if  he'd 
anything  original  to  say  it  wouldn't  mat- 
ter so.  But  he's  always  talking  the  same 
old  rot  about  roots.  What's  the  use  of  a 
root,  I  should  lil<e  to  know,  if  yon  can't 
bury  it?    Eh,  kid  ?  " 

Fisher  ii,  to  whom  the  question  was 
addressed,  did  not  know,  and  remarked 
that  they  didn't  teach  Latin  here  the 
same  way  as  when  he  learned  from  a 
governess  at  home. 

He  regretted  this  admission  almost  as 
soon  as  he  had  made  it.  For  Wally  and 
D'Arcy  immediately  got  paper  and  began 
to  draw  fancy  portraits  of  Fisher  ii  learn- 
ing Latin  imder  the  old  regime.  The 
point  of  these  illustrations  was  not  so 
much  in  the  figures  as  in  the  conversation. 
The  figures  were  more  or  less  unlike  the 
originals ;  at  least,  Fisher  ii  declared  that 
the  three  isosceles  triangles  piled  by  Wally 
one  on  the  top  of  the  other  were  not  a 
bit  like  his  governess  ;  while  the  plum 
pudding  on  two  sticks,  with  a  little  pud- 
ding above  for  a  head  which  emitted  four 
huge  tsars,  ths  size  of  an  orange,  from 


eitlier  eye,  he  regarded  as  a  simple  libel 
on  liiaiself.  In  one  sense  the  likenesses 
were  speaking— that  is,  a  gibbous  balloon 
proceeded  from  the  mouth  of  each  figure, 
wherein  the  following  dialogue  was  indi- 
cated. "  Governess. — '  Naughty  little 
Tommy-wommy,  didn't  know  his  Latin. 
Tommy  must  have  a  smack  when  he  goes 
bye-bye.'  Tommy. — '  Booh,  hoo,  how 
now,  yow,  wow.  oh  my.  I'll  tell  my  ma  !  "' 

"  Bring  up  that  paper,  Wlieatfield,"  said 
Mr.  Stratton. 

Wally  made  a  wild  grab  at  Ashby's 
exercise,  and  was  proceeding  to  take  it  up 
when  the  master  stopped  him. 

"  Not  that ;  the  other,  Wheatfield.  Bring 
it  immediately." 

Whereupon  Wally  with  shame  had  to 
rejoice  Ashby's  heart  by  restoi-ing  his 
exercise,  and  take  up'  in  its  place  the 
fancy  portrait. 

Mr.  Stratton  gazed  attentively  and 
critically  at  this  work  of  art. 

"Not  at  all  well  done,  Wheatfield," 
said  he.  "  Sit  down  at  my  table  here  and 
draw  me  thirty  copies  of  it  before  you 
leave  this  room.    Next  boy,  go  on." 

Wally  confessed,  in  later  life,  that  of  all 
the  impositions  he  had  had  in  the  course 
of  his  chequered  career,  none  had  been 
more  abominable  and  wearisome  than 
this.  Oh,  how  he  got  to  detest  that 
governess  and  her  ward,  and  how  sicken- 


ing their  talk  became  before  the  task  was 
half  over  ! 

He  sat  in  that  room  nearly  three  hours 
by  the  clock,  groaning  over  his  task,  and 
when  at  last  he  went  in  search  of  Mr. 
Stratton  with  the  original  and  thirty 
copies  in  his  hand,  he  felt  as  limp  and 
flabby,  bodily  and  mentally,  as  he  had  ever 
done  in  his  hfe. 

Mr.  Stratton,  who  was  having  tea  in  his 
own  room,  examined  each  picture  in  turn, 
and  rejected  two  as  not  fair  copies  of  the 
original. 

"Do  these  two  again — here,"  said  he. 

WaUy  meekly  obeyed.  He  had  not  a 
kick  left  in  him. 

"  That's  better,"  said  the  yoimg  master 
when  they  were  done.  "  Now  sit  down 
and  have  some  tea." 

It  was  a  solemn  meal.  Mr.  Stratton 
went  quietly  on  with  his  meal,  looking  up 
now  and  tlien  to  see  that  his  guest  was 
supplied  with  bread  and  butter  and  cake 
and  biscuits.  Wally  was  equally  silent. 
He  felt  sore  against  the  master,  but  he 
liked  his  cake — and  the  tea  was  "  tip-top." 

The  ceremony  came  to  an  end  about 
the  same  time  as  the  cake,  and  then  Mr. 
Stratton  said,  pointing  to  the  papers, 

"  You  can  put  them  in  the  fire  now, 
Wheatfield." 

Wally  obeyed  with  grim  satisfaction. 

"  Thanks.  You  can  go  now.  You 
must  come  another  day  and  bring  your 
friends.    Good-bye,"  and  he  shook  hands. 

"  I  wonder  if  the  chap's  all  there,"  said 
Wally  to  himself  as  he  limped  over  to  his 
quarters.  "  He  forgot  to  jaw  me. 
Wonder  ifjl  ought  to  have  reminded  him '? 
Wonder  who  he  gets  his  cake  from  '?  I 
wouldn't  care  for  many  more  irapots  like 
that.  It  was  pretty  civil  of  him  asking 
me  to  tea,  when  you  come  to  think  of  it. 
Not  sm-e  I  sha'n't  back  him  up  a  bit  this 
half,  and  make  the  chaps  do  so  too. 
Wonder  if  he  meant  all  four  of  us  to 
come  to  tea  ?  One  cake  wouldn't  go  round. 
Besides,  there's  no  saying  how  that  young 
,  cad  Fisher  ii  would  behave." 

This  little  episode  was  not  without  its 
effect  on  all  the  occupants  of  Wally's 
study.  For  that  young  gentleman  had 
not  tlie  slightest  intention  of  turning  over 
a  new  leaf  by  himself.  No,  bother  it ;  if 
he  was  going  to  "  back  up  "  Stratton,  the 
other  fellows  would  have  to  back  up  too. 

His  one  grief  was  that  the  stock  of  im- 
pogitions  stored  up  by  tlie  industry  of  the 
two  new  boys  would  not  be  likely  to  be 
wanted  now,  which  would  be  wicked 
waste.  D'Arcy  had  already  occasionally 
drawn  on  them,  and  one  day  nearly 
spoiled  the  whole  arrangement  by  taking 
up  to  Mr.  Wakefield  fifty  lines  of  Virgil 
I  precisely  five  minutes  after  they  had  been 
awarded.  Fortunately,  however,  his  hands 
were  exceedingly  grimy  at  the  time,  so  that 
Mr.  Wakefield  sent  him  back  for  ablutions 
before  he  would  communicate  with  him. 
And  in  the  interval  he  fortunately  disco- 
vered his  error,  and  instead  of  taking  up 
the  imposition  with  his  clean  hands,  he 
delighted  the  master  with  a  knotty  in- 
quiry as  to  one  of  the  active  tenses  of  the 
■Latin  verb  "  To  be." 

However,  there  was  no  saying  when  the 
impositions  might  not  come  in  useful,  and 
meanwhile  Ashby  and  Fisher  ii  were 
taken  off  the  jolj  and  ordered  to  sit-up 
hard  with  their  work  for  Stratton. 

"  You  know."  said  Wally,  propounding 
his  scheme,  of  moral  reform  in  a  little 


preliminary  speech,  "  you  kids  are  not  sent 
up  here  to  waste  your  time.  No  more's 
D'Arcy." 

"  How  do  you  know  what  I  was  sent 
lip  here  for  ■?"  said  D'Arcy.  "It  wasn't  t& 
hear  your  jaw." 

"  Shut  up.     I've  just  been  having  tea 
with  Stratton,  and  we  were  talking  about 
I  you  chaps,  him  and  I — I  mean  he  and  me." 
I      "  You  didn't  get  on  to  English  gram- 
i  mar,  did  you,  while  you  were  about  it  ?  " 
asked  Ashby. 

"  No.  Look  here,  jow  chaps,  no  larks. 
It  would  be  rather  a  spree  if  we  put  our 
back  into  it  this  term,  wouldn't  it  ? — beastly 
sell,  yow  know,  for  the  others  ;  and  rather 
civil  to  Stratton  too,  for  asking  us  to  tea." 

This  last  argument  was  more  impres- 
sive than  the  first ;  and  the  company  said 
they  supposed  they  might. 

"  All  right — of  course  we  may  have  to 
shut  off  a  lark  or  two,  but  imless  we 

stick   HuUo,  I   say,  look  at  those 

Modern  chaps  down  there  punting  a  football 
on  our  side  of  the  path  !  Cheek  !  ^'hy, 
it's  Cash  and  my  young  brother.  I  say, 
let's  go  and  drive  them  off,  you  feUows." 

So  the  four  descended,  and  a  brisk 
scrimmage  ensued  which  resulted  in  the 
complete  rout  of  the  invaders  and  the 
capture  of  their  football. 

With  which  tremendous  prize  the  vic- 
torious army  returned  to  quarters  and  con- 
tinued their  disciission  on  moral  reform. 

"  Yes,  as  I  was  saying,  we  shaU  have  to 
stick  to  it  a  bit.  But  yomig  Stratton'll 
make  it  worth  our  while,  I  fancy." 

This  hidden  allusion  to  the  tea  and 
cakes  completed  the  speaker's  argument, 
and  the  party  forthwith  sat  down  with 
one  ijik-pot  among  them  for  preparation. 

As  it  happened,  the  preparation  for  the 
day  was  an  English  essay  on  "Y'our 
favourite  Animal,"  with  special  attention 
to  the  spelling  and  the  stops. 

It  was  always  a  sore  point  with  the 
I  Classic  juniors   to  be   set  an  Enghsb 
I  lesson.    They    could   miderstand  being- 
i  taught  Latiii,  but  they  considered  they 
ought  to  be  exempt  from  writing  and 
spelling  their  own  language.    It  wasn't. 
Classics,  and  they  didn't  like  it,  and  they 
oughtn't  to  be  let  in  for  it.    However,  it. 
was  no  iise  growlmg  ;  and  as  the  subject 
(apart  from  the  spelling  and  points)  was  a, 
congenial  one,  it  seemed  a  fair  opening; 
for  the  connnencement  of  their  reformed 
career. 

"Look    here,"    said    WaUy,  "don't 
let's  all  have  the  same  beast.    I'm  going- 
i  to  have  a  dog." 

i      "  Oh,  I  wanted  a  dog,"  said  Fisher  ii. 

"  Can't ;  he's  bagged.    Have  a  cat  ?  '' 

"No,  I  don't  like  cats— can't  I  write 
about  a  dog  too  ?  " 

"  That  would  be  rot.  Haven't  you  got 
the  whole  of  Noah's  Ai-k  to  pick  from— 
lions,  tigers,  ants,  hippopotamuses,  cobra 
de  capellos '?  " 

"How  much?"  asked  D'Ai-cy.  "Aie 
they  good  to  eat  ?  " 

"  Uncommon  good.  Will  you  take 
cobra  de  capellos?  " 

"All  right,"  said  D'Ai-cy ;  "  I  don't 
mind.'' 

"  I  shall  take  pigs,"  said  Ashby. 

"  There  you  are,"  said  Wahy  ;  "there's 

lots  left.    You  have  cows,  kid  " 

>.  Xo — if  you  won't  let  me  have  the 

"^"^  Dog  in  the  meatfield.  Joke  !— laugh 
you  chaps,"  interjected  D'Arcy. 


"I  shall  have  rabbits,"  said  Fisher  ii. 

"  Good  old  rabbits  !  Did  you  ever  keep 
any?  What  ■vvere  their  names'?"  said 
Wally. 

"Don't  yon  know?"  said  x\shby, 
solemnly.  "  One  was  called  '  How,'  and  the 
other  '  Now,'  weren't  they,  Fisher  ii  ?  " 

Whereupon  there  was  mirth  at  the 
expense  of  Fisher  ii. 

Silence  having  been  procured,  D'Arcy 
began  to  write. 

"  '  Cobbrer  de  Capillars  is  my  favrite — ' 
What  is  it  ?  Bird,  beast,  or  fish,  Wally  ?  " 

"  Shut  up;  bird,  of  course." 

"  '  Bird,'  continued  the  essayist.  '  It  was 
in  Nore's  arck  and  is  good  eating  ' — tliat's 
all  I  know  about  it.  Tell  us  something 
more,  Wally,  there's  a  good  chap." 

"  Oh,  bother.  Don't  go  disturbing,  it 
spoils  everything." 

"  '  The  cobberer  oart  not  to  be  disterbd 
for  it  spoyls  everything — it  spoyls  your 
close  and  ' — wire  in,  Wally,  what  else  does 
it  do  ?    You  might  tell  a  chap." 

"  What  I'll  do  to  you,  you  cad,  and 
that's  pull  your  nose  if  you  don't  shut  up," 
retorted  Wally,  who  was  busy  over  his 
own  theme. 

"  '  — and  puis  yore  knows  if  j'ore  a  cad, 
and  don't  shut  up.'  There,  bother  it,  that 
ought  to  do — twelve  lines.  Good  enough 
for  him." 

"  Stuck  in  the  stops  ?  "  asked  Ashby. 

"  No ;  by  the  way — glad  you  reminded 
me — I  suppose  about  every  four  words, 
eh?" 

"  Something  about  that,"  said  Ashby. 

So  D'Arcy  sprinkled  a  few  stops  ju- 
diciously through  his  copy,  and  having 
done  so  began  to  upbraid  his  partners  for 
their  slowness. 

Some  time  was  lost  in  suppressing  him, 
but  he  was  eventually  disposed  of  imder 
the  bath,  which  was  turned  upside  down  to 
accommodate  him  and  sat  upon  by  the 
other  three,  who  were  thus  able  to  con- 
tinue their  work  in  peace. 

Ashby  was  done  first.  He  had  a  con- 
genial subject  and  wrote  con  aniore. 

"  '  I  shall  now  saj'  something  about  the 
pig  which  is  my  favourite  annimal — The 
pig  is  a  quadruped — Sometimes  he  is 
male  in  which  case  he  is  called  a  hog. 
Sometimes  he  is  female  in  which  case  he 
is  called  a  sow.  Pigs  were  rings  in  their 
noses  and  are  fond  of  apple-pea'l.  Their 
yoimg  are  called  litter  and  are  very  un- 
tidy in  their  babbits.  Pig's  cheek  is  nice 
to  eat  and  pork  in  season  is  a  treat.'  (The 
writer  was  very  proud  of  this  little  out- 
break of  poetry.) 

"  '  It  is  preferrablest  roast  with  sage  and 
apple  sauce.  I  hope  I  have  now  de- 
scribed the  pig  and  told  you  why  he  is 
my  favourite.'  "  -C 

Fisher  ii,  on  the  imcongenial  topic  of 
the  rabbit,  found  composition  difficult  and 
punctuation  iinpossible. 

"  '  I  like  rabbits  next  best  to  dogs  which 
Wally  has  taken  mine  were  black  and 
white  one  was  one  and  the  other  the  other 
the  white  one  died  first  of  snutHes  he  had 
lobears  the  other  had  the  same  pequli- 
arity  and  was  swoped  for  '2  white  mice 
who  eskaped  the  first  night  owing  to  the 
size  of  the  bars  there  is  a  kind  of  rabbit 
called  welsh  rabbit  that  my  father  is  fond 
of  he  says  it  goes  best  on  toast  but  I  gave 
mine  oats  and  bran  it  is  a  mistake  for 
boys  to  keep  rabbits  because  first  they  give 
them  too  much  and  burst  them  and  then 
they  give  them  too  little  and  starve  them 


i  which  is  not  wright  and  makes  the  rabbit 
i  skinny  to  eat  if  a  boy  feeds  rabbits  well 
he  can  get  his  mother  to  give  him  half-a- 
crown  a  peace  to  make  pies  of  them  which 
is  very  agreable  so  I  therefore  on  this 
account  consider  rabbits  favourites.'  " 

Before  this  conclusion  had  been  reached, 
Wally,  with  a  complacent  smile,  had  laid 
down  his  pen,  flattering  himself  he  had 
made  a  real  good  thing  of  the  dog.  He 
scorned  commonplace  language,  and 
mindful  of  the  eloqiient  periods  of  certain 
newspapers  of  his  acquaintance  had  "  let 
out  "  considerably  on  his  favourite  theme, 
which,  if  the  spelling  and  punctuation  had 
been  as  good  as  the  language,  would  have 
been  a  fine  performance. 

"  '  The  dog  is  the  sublymest,  gift  Of 
beficient  natirre  to  the  zografical 
Speeches,  He  has  been  the  Confidenshul 
playmate  of;  man  since  before  the  crea- 
tion, he  Is  compounded  of  the  most 
plezing  trays  and  Generaly  ansers  to  the 
endeering  name  of  carlo  ?  if  you  put  his 
noes  at  the  extremity  of  a  rat-Hole  he : 
will  continue  their  ad  libbitums  till  he  has, 
his  man  ;  In  Barberous  lands  there  is  an 
exorable  law  ordayning  muscles  but  It 
can  be  invaded  by  a  little  desepshun  and 
sang  frore,  as  one  side  of  the  streat  is  not 
unfrequentedly  Outside  the  rools  so  !  that 
if  you  take  him  that  side  the  politician 
cannot  Run  him  in  which  is  the  wulgar 
for  laggmg  him  for  not  [waring  Mussles  I 
have]  ockasionaly  done  boby  s  this  Way  my- 
self so  that  I  am  convinzed  of  my  voracity, 
the  lesson  "we  learn  from  this  is  that  dogs 
should  be  treeted  kindly  and  not  Injected 
to  unkind  tretemant  there  ?  was  Ice  a 
dog  with  the  pattrynamic  of  dognes  who 
lived  in  a  tub  but;  tubs  are  not  helthj' 
kenels  because,  they  Eoal  when  you  dont 
stick  brix  imder,  which  teechus  to  be  kind 
"to  our"  fello  animals  and  pleze  Our 
masters — I  will.  Only  include  by  adding 
that  dogs  like-cake  ?  which  Shoes  how 
like  they  are  to  boys  who :  have  kind 
masters  that  they  strive  to  pleas  in  evvery 
way  in  Their  incapacity  as  the  righter  of 
this  esay  strives  ever  to  endevor.'  " 

"  That  ought  to  fetch  him,"  said  the 
delighted  author,  as  he  dotted  his  last  "  i," 
and   released   D'Arcy  from  vinder  the 

bath.    '•  Now  I  vote  we  stow  it,  and  " 

Here  there  was  a  loud  knock  at  the 
door  and  a  senior's  voice  calling,  "  Open 
the  door,  you  yoimgsters." 

The  intruder  was  Dangle,  at  sight  of 
whom  the  backs  of  our  four  heroes  went  up. 

"  What  do  you  young  cads  mean  by 
bagging  one  of  our  balls  ?  "  said  the 
Modern  senior.    "  Give  it  me  directly." 

"  It    doesn't    belong    to    you,"  said 
Wally  ;  "  it's  my  young  brother's." 

"Do  you  hear? — give  it  to  me,"  said 
Dangle. 

"  He  can  fetch  it  if  he  wants  it. 
You're  not  our  prefect,"  retorted  Wally. 

None  of  the  four  were  more  astoimded 
than  Wally  himself  at  the  audacity  of  this 
speech.  It  must  have  been  due  to  the 
exhilarating  effect  of  his  tea  and  essay 
combined. 

Dangle  was  evidently  unprepared  for  de- 
fiance of  this  sort  and  became  threatening. 

"  If  you  don't  give  me  that  ball  at  once, 
I'll  give  the  lot  of  you  the  best  hiding 
you  ever  had  in  your  lives." 

"  Try  it.  We're  not  going  to  give  up  the 
ball.  Tliere  !  If  Percy  wants  it,  the  sneak, 
let  him  come  for  it.  ■  Back  up,  you  chaps." 

In  a  tussle  between  one  big  boy  and  I 


i  four  small  ones,  the  odds  are  usually  in 
;  favour  of  the  former,  but  Dangle  on  the 
:  present  occasion  did  not  find  his  task 
'  quite    as    easy  as    he    expected.  The 
jimiors  defended  themselves  with  great 
:  tenacity,  and  although  the  senior's  blows 
[  came  home  pretty  hard,  he  could  only 
deal  with  them  one  at  a  time.    It  got  to 
be  a  little  humiliating  to  discover  that 
he  would  have  to  fight  hard  to  gain  his 
end,  and  his  temper  evaporated  rapidly. 

Seizing  his  opportunity,  when  Fisher  ii, 
who  had  been  fighting  perhaps  the  least 
steadily  of  the  four — yet  doggedly  enough 
— was  within  reach,  he  struck  out  at  him 
wildly,  determined  to  get  him  disposed  of 
first.  It  was  a  cruel  blow  even  for  a 
fellow  in  Dangle's  plight.  The  small  boy 
recoiled  half  sti;nned,  and  littered  a  yell 
which  for  an  instant  startled  the  bully. 

Before  Dangle  had  time  to  recover,  the 
three  survivors  were  upon  him  tooth  and 
nail ;  at   the    same   moment  the  door 
I  opened  again,  and  EoUitt,  of  all  persons, 
stood  in  the  room. 

He  took  in  the  situation  at  a  glance — 
the  big  boy  white  with  rage,  his  three 
assailants  with  heads  down  and  lips  tight, 
pounding  away,  and  Fisher  ii  leaning 
against  the  wall  with  his  handkerchief  to 
his  face. 

"  Stop  !  "  said  he  in  a  voice  which  sus- 
pended hostilitjfs  at  once.  Then  turning 
to  Dangle  he  said — 

"  Get  out." 

Dangle  glared  defiantly,  and  remained 
where  he  was,  whereupon  Eollitt,  without 
another  word,  lifted  him  in  his  arms  like 
a  child,  and  slinging  him  across  his 
shoulders  inarched  forth. 

Wakefield's  boys  were  just  trooping  up 
the  staircase  from  the  fields,  and  at  this 
strange  apparition  stood  still  and  made 
a  lane  for  it  to  pass.  Dangle's  struggles 
were  futile.  The  giant,  if  he  was  aware 
of  them,  heeded  them  no  more  than  the 
kicking  of  a  kitten,  and  proceeded  delibe- 
rately down  the  stairs,  past  everybody, 
juniors,  middle  boys,  prefects  and  all,  and 
walked  with  his  burden  out  at  the  door. 
There  every  one  expected  the  scene  would 
end. 

But  no.  He  walked  on  sedately  across 
the  green,  indifferent  as  to  who  saw  him 
or  what  they  said,  until  he  came  to  the 
door  of  Forder's  house,  where  he  entered. 
Up  the  stairs  he  stumped  amid  gaping 
juniors  and  menacing  middle  boys  till  be 
reached  his  captive's  study ;  where  with- 
out ceremony  he  deposited  him,  and,  not 
vouchsafing  a  word,  turned  on  his  heel. 

Strangely  enoiigh,  no  one  had  the  pre- 
sence of  mind  to  challenge  him  or  demand 
reparation  for  the  insult  to  their  house. 
He  neither  dawdled  nor  hurried. 

At  the  door  a  bodyguard  of  Classics 
had  assembled  to  meet  him  and  escort  him 
back.  But  he  had  no  need  of  their  ser- 
vices. He  made  his  way  through  them  as 
coolly  as  if  he  was  coming  ti'om  class  ;  and 
utterly  indifferent  to  the  rismg  clamour 
and  shouts  behind  him — for  the  Moderns 
had  by  this  time  recovered  breath  enough 
to  use  their  tongues — reached  Wakefield's, 
where  without  a  word  to  any  one  he  pro- 
ceeded to  his  own  study  and  shut  himself 
in  to  continue  the  scientific  experiments 
which  had  only  been  interrupted  a  few 
minutes  before  by  the  sudden  cry  of  dis- 
tress from  the  one  boy  in  Fellsgarth  to 
whom  he  owed  the  least  obligation. 

(To  be  continued.) 
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INAUGURATING  A  BLACKBOARD. 

By  Paul  Blake, 

Author  of  "School  and  the  WorlJ,'  "The  Cairn  on  Cam  Brae,"  etc. 


WHEN  Toller,  on  entering  the  class-room 
after  breakfast,  discovered  that  a 
brand  new  blackboard  had  taken  the  place 
of  the  old  one  in  Class-room  No.  IV.,  he 
hastened  to  communicate  the  fact  to  Mackin- 
tosh and  Bate,  his  chief  chums.  All  three 
belonged  to  the  same  class ;  not  from  any 
clroice  of  their  own,  but  because  their  re- 
spective want  of  attainments  was  about  equal. 

It  really  was  quite  time  that  the  old  black- 
board disappeared;  it  was  only  tit  for  firewood. 
The  Kev.  Hugh  Hewitt,  B.A.,  who  was  the 
master  of  Class-room  IV.,  was  not  sparing  in 
his  use  of  materials,  and  not  an  hour  passed 
but  the  blackboard  was  brought  into  re- 
quisition. Its  face  was  scored  all  over  with 
scratches  from  bad  pieces  of  chalk :  segments 
of  circles,  bits  of  triangles,  and  algebraic 
formulffi  were  all  mingled  in  confusion,  till  it 
was  hard  to  discover  a  square  inch  of  good 
black  surface. 

IMr.  Hewitt  seemed  to  revel  in  demonstra- 
tions :  to  the  undying  wonder  of  Toller  and 
others  like  him,  he  actually  appeared  to  like 
Euclid.  Now  Euclid  was  to  these  youngsters 
an  abomination.  As  Toller  remarked,  "  What 
i^'ood  did  it  do  a  fellow  if  he  did  happen  to 
know  that  the  two  exterior  angles  of  a  triangle 
were  equal  to  the  interior  and  opposite 
angles?  "  (It  was  fortunate  that  Mr.  Hewitt 
did  not  hear  him  enunciate  so  startling  a 
proposition  ! ) 

Worst  of  all,  Mr.  Hewitt  had  a  remarkable 
faculty  for  making  Euclid  still  harder  than 
it  was  naturally ;  though  in  all  conscience  it 
was  surely  unnecessary.  For  instance,  if  a 
boy  quoted,  "  On  the  line  a  b  describe  an 
equilateral  triangle,"  it  upset  him  entirely 
when  he  saw  the  triangle  drawn  below  the 
line  instead  of  above  as  in  his  text-book. 
"  Made  me  a  gibbering  idiot,"  said  Mackin- 
tosh, describing  an  experience  of  his  of  this 
kind. 

Bate  had  been  recently  put  to  rout  some- 
what similarly.  He  had  a  good  memory,  but 
no  logical  faculty,  so  he  started  to  learn  his 
proposition  by  heart.  "From  a  to  b  draw  the 
straight  line  ab,"  he  began  confidently.  Mr. 
Hewitt  drew  the  line,  but  remarked,  "  he  will 
call  the  line  xy  for  a  change."  Bate  looked 
foolish  and  gave  the  matter  up  as  a  bad  job. 

It  never  occurred  to  the  boys  that  their 
master  was  trying  to  draw  out  their  reason- 
ing powers,  and  make  their  geometrical  lesson 
of  practical  use,  instead  of  its  being  a  mere 
piece  of  parrot-like  repetition.  They  thought 
they  were  being  treated  very  badly,  and 
Toller  only  gave  vent  to  the  general  aspira- 
tion when  he  wished  the  blackboard  at  the 
bottom  of  the  sea.  A  curious  place  for  a 
board  to  repose ! 

The  three  boys  stood  contemplating  the 
inunaculate  surface  of  the  new  board,  which 
seemed  to  invite  chalk  marks.  Toller  climbed 
to  Mr.  Hewitt's  desk  and  borrowed  a  stick  of 
chalk. 

"  I'm  going  to  inaugurate  it,"  he  remarked, 
standing  with  his  hand  poised. 

"Take  care,"  said  Bate;  "he'll  see  some 
one's  been  fooling  with  it." 

"  No,  he  won't ;  I  can  rub  it  out  again." 

So  Toller  wrote  his  name  at  full  length, 
not  being  able  to  think  of  anything  else  just 
then.  He  added  the  date  and  then  handed 
the  chalk  to  Mackintosh,  who  wrote  his  name. 
He  was  about  to  add  the  date  as  well,  but 
that  seemed  needless  repetition. 

Bate  followed  with  an  original  remark, 
"  Only  a  month  to  the  holidays, — hurrah  !  " 
This  incited  the  others,  the  chalk  was  broken 


in  three  pieces,  and  the  boys  amused  them- 
selves with  scribbling  all  sorts  of  nonsense  : 
"  Ferris  is  a  beast."  (Ferris  was  an  un- 
popular master).  "Greek  is  gammon." 
"  Cricket  is  a  fine  game,"  and  other  abusive 
or  incontrovertible  statements.  Then  they 
rubbed  everything  out,  and  Toller  began  to 
inscribe  in  large  letters  the  fact  that  the  Kev. 

Hugh  Hewitt,  B.A.,  was  a  He  did  not 

complete  the  statement,  for  Bate  cried 
"Cave!"  and  with  one  sweep  the  sentence 
was  expunged,  the  three  boys  making  for 
the  door. 

It  was  a  false  alarm.  Toller  was  about  to 
recommence  when  a  thought  struck  him.  It 
seemed  childish  to  write  down  home  truths 
of  this  kind  and  then  wipe  them  out;  'twould 
be  much  better  fun  if  they  could  let  Mr. 
Hewitt  see  their  opinion  of  him.  He  suggested 
it  to  the  others. 

"  But  he'll  find  out  who  did  it,  and  then 
we  shall  get  Toko,"  said  the  cautious 
Mackintosh. 

"  No,  we  shan't ;  I've  got  a  dodge.  Let's 
all  write  down  the  same  thing  blindfold ; 
then  we'll  rub  two  of  them  out,  and  we 
shan't  know  ourselves  even  who  wrote  the 
one  left  on.    Do  you  see  ?  " 

They  saw.  But  Bate  pointed  out  practical 
difficulties.  If  they  wrote  blindfold  every- 
thing would  get  mixed  up.  Toller  showed 
how  even  then,  by  jlidicious  wiping  out,  an 
intelligible  residuum  would  remain.  They 
experimented.    It  succeeded. 

Then  came  the  important  question  what 
should  they  write  ?  It  must  not  be  too 
offensive,  or  the  whole  class  would  be  made 
to  suffer :  at  the  same  time,  the  sentence 
must  convey  a  distinct  reflection. 

It  was  a  difficult  task  to  find  a  sufficiently 
epigrammatic  sentence,  but  Toller's  gemius 
triumphed  over  all  obstacles  and  evolved  an 
inscription  which  was  acknowledged  to  meet 
the  case  admirably. 

"  Down  with  Hughclid  !  "  was  his  sugges- 
tion. It  was  double-barrelled,  as  he  pointed 
out,  and  the  shot  hit  both  the  master  and 
his  favourite  study.  Moreover,  there  was 
more  than  a  suspicion  of  a  pun  about  it, 
which  made  Toller  rather  proud. 

In  accordance  with  the  understanding 
arrived  at,  each  boy  took  his  chalk  and  wrote 
the  sentence  blindfold.  At  Mackintosh's  sug- 
gestion they  all  disguised  their  handwritmgs. 
When  the  inscriptions  were  complete  they 
opened  their  eyes  and  inspected  the  result. 

It  was  rather  mixed,  but  otherwise  satisfac- 
tory. Neither  could  point  with  any  certainty 
to  his  own  specimen. 

By  dint  of  careful  wiping  and  an  occasional 
touch  of  chalk  a  very  re.=pectable  line  of 
writing  was  ultimately  left.  Toller  felt  tri- 
umphant ;  he  was  proud  of  his  ingenuity. 

"  What  a  lark  when  Hewitt  sees  it  1  "  he 
exclaimed.  "  I  shall  burst  out  laughing,  I'm 
afraid." 

"  'Twon't  be  a  laughing  matter  if  he  finds 
out  who  did  it,"  rejoined  Mackintosh,  senten- 
tiously. 

"  But  how  can  he  ?  We  don't  know  our- 
selves, and  when  he  asks  '  Who  did  it  ?  '  or 
'  The  boy  who  wrote  this  stand  up,'  of  course 
we-  shan't  take  any  notice.  Why,  if  you 
come  to  think  of  it,  if  one  of  us  were  to  stand 
up  and  say  '  I  did  it,'  'twould  be  telling  a  he." 

This  very  novel  view  settled  the  matter. 
The  boys  saw  that  their  duty  was  to  keep 
silent.  It  was  not  their  place  to  palter  with 
the  truth. 

The  three  conspirators  slipped  out  quietly 


one  by  one  ;  no  suspicion  was  aroused  re- 
garding the  reason  of  their  visit  to  the  class- 
room. They  took  care  not  to  be  the  first  to 
enter  the  room  when  the  bell  rang,  and  pre- 
tended to  be  the  victims  of  immense  surprise 
when  they  caught  sight  of  the  blackboard 
with  its  inscription. 

The  class  was  in  a  Babel ;  the  boys  were 
in  high  excitement  over  such  a  piece  of  rash 
intrepidity.  They  expected  every  moment  to 
see  some  boy  rush  forward  and  wipe  out  the 
bold  words,  but  no  one  stirred  even  when  Mr. 
Hewitt's  step  was  heard  along  the  corridor. 

The  hearts  of  our  three  scapegraces  beat 
fast  as  they  saw  the  master  catch  sight  of 
the  inscription.  He  gave  a  slight  start  of 
surprise,  glanced  round  the  class,  and  then 
proceeded  to  inspect  the  blackboard  closely. 

But  he  did  not  ask  "Who  did  this  ?  "  nor 
did  he  tell  the  boy  who  was  guilty  to  stand 
out.  The  three  conscious  malefactors  wished 
he  would.  They  sat  in  vague  uneasiness. 
Their  reason  told  them  that  they  could  not 
be  found  out,  yet  they  felt  very  uncomfort- 
able. Mackintosh  began  to  hide  his  face 
with  his  book  ;  he  feared  that  every  one  must 
notice  his  face,  which  felt  red  hot. 

At  last  Mr.  Hewitt  ended  his  inspection. 
He  turned  towards  the  class  and  asked 
quietly,  "  Did  you  write  this,  Toller  ?  " 

Toller  gave  such  a  start  and  blushed 
so  furiously  that  every  one  at  once  put  him 
down  as  guilty.  They  were  surprised  to  hear 
his  hesitating  reply,  "  I  don't  know,  sir." 

"  Don't  know  ?  "  repeated  Mr.  Hewitt. 

"  No,  sir." 

Poor  Toller !  He  had  never  anticipated 
the  direct  question  in  this  form,  and  it 
struck  him  in  a  moment  that  though  he 
could  not  say  he  was  guilty,  he  was  equally 
unable  to  say  that  he  was  innocent.  It  might 
be  his  writing.    Who  could  say  ? 

"  This  is  somewhat  curious,"  remarked 
Mr.  Hewitt  with  a  slight  smile ;  "  do  you 
mean  to  say  that  you  don't  know  whether 
you  wrote  this  sentence  or  not  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir." 

Mr.  Hewitt  looked  puzzled. 

"  Do  you  often  write  epigrams  one  hour 
and  forget  them  the  next  ?  " 

Toller  could  only  reply  "No,  sir." 

"I  only  see  one  way  out  of  it,"  said  the 
master.  "  As  you  evidently  seem  to  know 
something  about  it  I  shall  treat  you  as 
guilty  unless  some  other  boy  can  give  a  more 
intelligible  explanation  of  how  those  words 
came  on  the  board.  I  must  say  that  I  be- 
lieve the  second  word  is  in  your  writing." 

He  turned  to  make  a  closer  inspection. 
Bate  and  Mackintosh  took  the  opportunity 
to  tell  Toller  to  make  a  clean  breast  of  it. 
They  didn't  want  him  to  suffer  for  the  lot. 

"Please,  sir  "  began  Toller. 

"  What  is  it  ?  Has  your  memoiy  re- 
turned ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir.  This  is  how  it  was,  sir  " — and 
he  proceeded  to  explain  the  modus  operandi. 

Mr.  Hewitt  listened  carefully,  but  gave  no 
sign  of  his  inward  amusement. 

"  Very  ingenious,"  he  remarked  when 
Toller  had  finished ;  "  such  ingenuity  must 
not  go  unrewarded." 

Toller  trembled. 

"  Each  of  you  write  out  the  first  three  pro- 
positions of  the  second  book  with  altered 
letters.  And  in  future  try  and  remember 
that  Euclid  is  spelt  without  an  '  H  '." 

Then  with  one  sweep  of  the  duster  the 
sentence  disappeared  for  ever. 

The  blackboard  had  been  inaugurated  1 


The  Geese  that  saved  the  Capitol.— (^//'er  Henri  Mottb.)  " 
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ATTACKED    BY  PIRATES. 

FOUNDED  ON  FACT. 
By  Captain  C.  H.  Ozanne,  o.s.d. 


I  GOESs  I  don't  believe  pirates  exist  in  these 
days,"  drawled  a  pale  lanky  youth  of  about 
eighteen,  with  an  accent  that  left  no  doubt 
as  to  the  land  of  his  birth.  "  The  steam- 
kettles  have  cleared  them  out  long  ago." 

"  I'm  not  so  sure  of  that,"  replied  his  com- 
panion, a  fair-haired  boy  of  the  true  British 
type,  some  two  years  yoiuiger,  as  he  leant  over 
tlie  taff rail.  "  I've  read  lots  of  stories  of  Dyak 
pirates  about  these  seas,  and  now  and  then 
our  cruisers  catch  theui." 

"  If  it  was  the  ships  of  the  American 
navy,  now,  you  kin  bet  that  they'd  be  cleared 
out  long  ago.  I  reckon  you  Britishers  ain't 
;So  spry,  and  p'raps  ain't  so  very  anxious  to 
go  up  the  rivers  and  whip  'em  like  we  would," 
said  the  Yankee  youth  in  his  most  affected 
drawl.    He  made  a  point  of  talking  as  oddly 

he  could,  to  prevent  the  risk  of  his  being 
mistaken  for  an  Englishman. 

Ned  Bivers  wasn't  as  ready  with  his  tongue 
as  his  New  England  companion,  Nat  Kansas, 
but  he  indignantly  defended  his  countrymen 
against  the  accusation  of  cowardice,  being 
fully  persuaded,  as  every  English  boy  worth 
his  salt  should  be,  that  there  is  no  sailor  in 
the  vi'orld  superior  to  the  British  tar,  whether 
it  be  in  seamanship  or  in  fight. 

His  sunburnt  face  flushed  at  the  imputa- 
tion, and  his  energetic  defence  of  his  country- 
men attracted  the  attention  of  the  second 
mate,  who  was  pacing  the  deck  on  the  other 
side  of  the  .sh'p. 

Drawing  nearer  he  lisiened  to  the  conver- 
sation with  a  quiet  smile  ;  and,  as  he  looked 
up,  he  caught  the  eye  of  the  man  at  the 
wli03l,  who  was  listening  with  evident  enjoy- 
insnt  t3  the  discussion.  The  expression  that 
pai'ie.l,  across  the  face  of  the  sailor  might 
have  been  called  a  wink,  but  it  was  so  rapid 
and  affected  his  features  so  little  that  it  might 
have  been  a  momentary  spasm  of  the  face, 
e.;p3oially  a-,  the  othpi-  wa-,  his  officer. 

Be  that  as  it  m  iv,  tli  >  l,v.  ;>  uiulerstood  each 
other,  and  continued  to  listen  with  amuse- 
ment to  the  Yankee  youth's  brag  and  the 
English  boy'.s  defence.  The  speakers  were 
entirely  unconscious  that  they  had  any 
listencir.,  so  deeply  vrcre  they  engaged  in 
their  dis2usjion. 


"  Anyhow,  we  don't  pass  within  a  hundred 
miles  of  any  pirates,  I  suppose,"  said  Nat ; 
and  added,  with  the  courage  born  of  the 
absence  of  danger,  "  I  only  wish  we  did,  jest 
to  show  you  how  an  American  could  fix 
'em." 

"  Well,  I'm  glad  we  shan't  have  the 
chance,"  said  honest  Ned.  "  I'm  not  sure 
whether  I'd  be  afraid  or  not." 

"  Of  course  you  would,"  drawled  Nat,  with 
an  air  of  superiority  ;     it's  in  your  blood." 

If  Ned  had  been  better  read  in  the  history 
of  the  American  Civil  War,  he  might  have 
retorted  with  some  incidents  that  would  not 
have  gone  to  support  this  theory ;  but  he  had 
a  more  accurate  knowledge  of  the  events 
that  took  place  five  hundred  years  ago  than 
he  had  of  the  history  of  the  world  during  the 
present  reign ;  and  could  patter  oft  a  string 
of  dates  with  a  facility  that  would  delight  the 
heart  of  an  examiner. 

"  What  would  you  have  done  if  you  had 
met  a  bushranger  in  Australia  ? "  asked 
Ned. 

Nat's  usual  confidence  failed  him  for  a 
moment.  The  daring  escapades  of  Ned 
Kelly  and  his  associates  had  been  the  uni- 
versal theme  of  late  in  Melbourne,  and  the 
boy's  lively  imagination  had  run  riot  in 
picturing  the  up-country  towns  of  Victoria 
as  infested  by  roving  bands  of  these  lawless 
freebooters. 

"  Suppose  you  met  a  bushranger,  and  he 
told  you  to  bail  up,"  continued  Ned,  "  would 
you  throw  up  your  hands  and  let  him  rob 
you?  " 

"  You  bet,"  answered  Nat,  regaining  his 
confidence  as  he  recollected  his  distance  from 
Australia  ;  "  an  American's  as  quick  as  any 
Australian  with  his  pistol,  and  I'd  jest  shoot 
him  on  sight  before  he  had  time  to  know  what 
I  was  up  to.    You  only  want  to  be  ready." 

"  Suppose  we  have  some  pistol  practice 
this  afternoon,"  remarked  the  officer  quietly, 
as  he  stepped  up  to  the  boys.  "  Of  course 
you  have  a  pistol,  Kansas  ?  " 

"  N-no,  sir,  I  haven't,"  was  the  boy's  con- 
fused answer. 

"  Well,  never  mind,  you  can  use  mine," 
said  the  mate. 

Nat  could  not  confess,  after  his  late  boast- 
ing, that  he  had  never  even  fired  a  pistol,  and 
kept  silence  in  the  hope  that  he  had  not  been 
overheard. 

The  Curleiu  was  on  her  way  from  Mel- 
bourne to  Borneo,  and  was  now  in  the 
Strait  of  Macassar.  She  was  a  trading  ship 
of  some  twelve  hundred  tons,  and  did  not  as 
a  rule  carry  passengers  ;  but  Nat  Kansas  and 
Ned  Eivers  had  been  taken  by  the  captain 
from  friendship  to  their  parents.  Nat  was 
about  to  join  a  situation  in  Borneo,  and  Ned 
to  visit  an  uncle  who  was  settled  there. 

Nat's  habit  of  boasting  had  caused  him  to 
be  disliked  by  every  one  on  board,  whereas 
Ned  had  won  the  hearts  of  all  by  his  bright 
and  modest  bearing. 

The  voyage  had  not  been  an  eventful  one. 
Calms  had  prevailed,  and  all  were  anxious  to 
reach  port.  Life  at  sea  is  always  monotonous, 
and  the  unvarying  fine  weather  had  made  it 
more  so. 

As  the  two  boys  sat  together  one  day  soon 
after  the  conversation  about  pirates,  Ned 
asked  : 

"  Have  you  ever  crossed  the  line,  Nat  ?  " 
"  No,"  was  the  answer  ;  "  you  haven't,  have 

you  ?" 

"  No,  but  I've  heard  that  the  sailors  have 


great  .skylarking  then  ;  and,  as  we  are  not  far 
off,  we  most  likely  shall  have  a  taste  of  it. 
They  soap  your  face  all  over  with  a  swab,  and 
then  shave  you  with  a  piece  of  hoop  iron,  and 
tumble  you  into  a  sail  full  of  water." 

"  They  won't  play  any  tricks  with  me,  I 
can  tell  you,"  snorted  the  truculent  Nat. 

"  Why,  it's  only  fun,  and  it's  best  to  take  it 
in  good  part.  Everybody  has  to  go  through 
it,  and  if  you  resist  you  may  make  it  worse." 

"  It  may  be  fun  for  them,  but  I  don't  see 
airy,  and  I  won't  ha\e  any  fooling  round 
with  me.  I'll  lock  myself  up  somewhere 
below." 

It  was  unfortunate  for  poor  Nat  that  his 
voice  should  have  been  so  high-pitched  that 
it  could  be  heard  by  anyone  pa.ssing  along 
the  deck.  One  of  the  sailors,  Joe  Brittan  by 
name,  happened  to  be  passing,  and  overheard 
the  remark.  That  evening,  as  the  men  sat 
about  the  deck  after  dark  enjoying  the  cool- 
ness, he  told  his  comrades,  and  added  : 

"  Sarve  him  right  if  we  used  pitch  instead 
of  soap.  If  I'm  Father  Neptune,  I'll  make 
him  remember  his  first  sight  of  the  line." 

"  Eight  you  are,  my  lad,  this  time,"  said 
one  of  the  men  ;  "  the  English  youngster's 
got  twice  his  grit,  and  you  can  let  him  off 
easy." 

"  Father  Neptune  knows  his  business, 
don't  you  be  afeard,  and  ain't  agoing  to  do 
more'n's  right  and  proper  to  inuishurate 
a  promisin'  lad  into  the  mysteries  of  the 
ocean,"  said  Joe,  with  a  majestic  wave  of  his 
hand  that  gave  promise  of  his  royal  duties 
being  carried  out  with  becoming  dignity. 

During  the  evening  Ned  asked  the  captain 
if  Father  Neptune  was  going  to  pay  his  usual 
visit.  The  captain  answered  that  it  was  very 
probable,  as  neither  of  the  boys  had  crossed 
the  line,  and  was  going  on  to  describe  the 
proceedings  when  Nat  broke  in  angrily, 
"  I  hope,  captain,  that  you  won't  allow  any 
such  fooling.  I  won't  stand  it,  and  I  think 
it's  your  duty  to  prevent  it." 

"  Oh  !  "  said  the  captain  drily,  glancing  at 
the  boy  with  a  look  of  amusement  mingled 
with  contempt. 

"In  America,"  continued  the  youth,  "we 
don't  have  any  of  those  relics  of  barbarism. 
We've  gone  ahead,  and  leave  such  childish 
j   nonsense  to  children — though  even  they'd  be 
j  ashamed  to  be  seen  playing  Father  Neptune," 
j  added  he  with  a  sneer. 

I  "  You  had  better  tell  the  men  that,"  re- 
marked the  captain  quietly,  as  he  turned  on 
his  heel  and  went  below. 

Nat's  luck  was  agamst  him.  His  con- 
temptuous speech  reached  the  keen  ears  of 
the  man  at  the  wheel,  and  was  duly  repeated 
in  the  fo'c'sle,  and  lost  nothing  in  the 
telling. 

t  Next  day  the  sun  rose  like  a  ball  of  flame. 
There  was  not  a  breath  of  wind,  and  the  sails 
hung  flapping  idly  against  the  masts  as  the 
ship  rolled  lazily  upon  the  glassy  sea.  The 
crew  lay  about  the  deck  in  airy  costumes, 
trying  in  vain  to  get  cool.  The  very  caulk- 
ilig  between  the  planks  cf  the  deck  was 
melting.  On  the  horizon  hung  a  haze  that 
hid  the  line  between  sea  and  sky. 

"Are  we  near  the  line  now,  captain?" 
asked  Ned.  "  I  fancy  I  saw  something  in  the 
way  of  preparations  for  Father  Neptune's 
visit  gomg  on." 

"  Yes,"  was  the  reply,  "  we  shall  probably 
cross  it  in  a  couple  of  days  if  we  get  any 
wind  at  all.  If  this  calm  holds  there's  no 
saying  how  long  we  may  be  reaching  it,"  and 
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the  speaker  glanced  round  the  horizon 
anxiously  as  if  in  search  of  signs  of  a  change. 
Suddenly  he  shaded  his  eyes  with  his  hands, 
and  gazed  long  and  earnestly  ahead  into  the 
liazy  distance,  and  then  remarked  to  Ned 
without  altering  his  attitude,  "  Do  you  see 
anything  over  there,  my  lad  ?  Your  young 
eyes  should  be  sharper  than  mine." 

"Yes,"  answered  Ned,  after  a  long  look 
in  the  direction  indicated,  '•  there's  something 
that's  thicker  than  the  haze.  Do  you  think 
it's  land  ?  " 

"  Yes,  and  if  so  it  must  be  Cape  Kanlungan," 
was  the  captain's  answer. 

"  I  suppose  we  shan't  touch  there  ?  "  asked 
Nat,  who  came  on  deck  at  this  moment,  with 
a  natural  longing  for  a  run  on  shore  after 
"the  long  confinement  on  board. 

"  No,"  was  the  replj',  "  I  want  to  get  on. 
The  natives  of  Borneo  haven't  always  borne 
tche  best  of  characters,  and  it  is  only  of  late 
years  that  a  ship  could  pass  through  these  seas 
•with  anything  like  safety  from  the  celebrated 
Dyak  pirates,  and  I  am  not  at  all  sure  that 
they  are  even  now  quite  extinct,"  added  the 
captain,  with  a  look  at  Nat. 

"  They  would  meet  with  a  warm  reception 
if  they  came  on  board  the  Cinicw,"'  said  Nat, 
in  a  tone  that  was  meant  to  be  confident. 

"  All  the  more  so  if  you  had  practised 
pistol-shooting  with  Ned  here,"  sarcastically 
iremarked  the  captain. 

The  man  at  the  wheel,  who  was  close  by, 
Sburst  into  a  guffaw  at  this,  and  at  once 
■checked  himself.  Nat  had  held  aloof  from 
'the  pistol  practice  of  Ned  and  the  first  mate, 
taking  refuge  in  a  contemptuous  depreciation 
of  the  weapon  to  hide,  as  all  shrewdly  sus- 
pected, his  own  ignorance  of  the  arm  with 
which  he  thought  it  his  duty  to  profess  an 
intimate  acquaintance. 

A  slight  breeze  sprang  up  during  the  after- 
moon,  and  towards  evening  the  distant  land 
assumed  a  more  definite  shape.  The  waving 
itops  of  palms  were  to  be  seen  standing  out 
against  the  clear  sky,  and  in  the  distance  rose 
several  lofty  peaks.  Everybody  on  deck 
strained  his  eyes  in  the  direction  of  the 
land  as  usual. 

Many  were  the  yarns  spun  that  evening 
by  the  men  of  the  cruelties  practised  by  the 
Dyak  pirates  upon  their  prisoners.  Ned  and 
Nat  listened  with  mixed  feelings  of  delight 
and  horror.  No  doubt  their  rapt  attention 
•encouraged  the  addition  of  some  blood- 
curdling details. 

Both  boys  turned  in  that  night  to  fall 
asleep  with  their  heads  full  enough  of  horrors 
to  supply  them  with  materials  for  nightmares 
for  a  week. 


Bang  ! 

Nat  sat  up  in  his  bunk  and  listened.  Was 
it  only  part  of  his  dream,  or  was  it  really 
the  report  of  a  gun  that  had  startled  him  out 
of  his  sleep  ? 

He  sat  trembling  in  the  darkness  with  the 
perspiration  running  down  his  face. 
■  Bang ! 

There  was  no  doubt  about  it  this  time,  for 
the  second  report  was  followed  by  a  yell  as 
of  a  thousand  furies  bursting  forth  in  the 
stillness  of  the  night.  A  scufile  of  feet 
followed,  and  the  deep  sound  of  British 
■voices  seemed  to  show  that  the  attack  of  the 
savages  was  being  met  by  the  crew. 

■"Are  you  awake,  Ned?"  asked  Nat  in  a 
<iuavering  voice  of  his  companion,  who  slept 
in  the  bunk  above,  as  he  stood  up  in  his  own 
and  pushed  him. 

"  Eh  ?  "  was  the  sleepy  reply,  followed  by 
a  startled  "  hallo  !  what's  up  ?  "  as  the  uproar 
on  <deck  struck  his  ear. 


"  It's  those  Dyak  pirates,"  replied  Nat,  in 
a  voice  that  sounded  as  if  his  teeth  were 
chattering  with  cold. 

"Come  along  then!"  said  Ned  excitedly, 
as  he  sprang  to  the  floor  ;  "  let's  go  and  help." 
And  he  began  to  slip  on  a  coat  and  trousers. 

"  Go  up  on  deck  !  "  exclaimed  Nat.  "  What 
are  you  thinking  of?  We've  got  nothing  to 
fight  the  savages  with." 

"  I'm  going,  if  I  can't  get  anything  better 
than  an  umbrella,"  replied  Ned,  his  blood 
roused  to  boiling  point  by  the  fierce  cries  of 
battle  above. 

"  What  am  I  to  do  ?  "  wailed  Nat,  putting 
aside  all  pretence  of  courage  in  his  abject 
terror. 

'•  Do  !  Why,  come  and  do  your  share,  of 
course,"  was  Ned's  answer  of  surprised 
contempt  at  the  other's  attitude. 

"  I  didn't  come  on  this  ship  to  work  or  to 
fight.  That's  the  duty  of  the  captain  and 
crew,"  grumbled  Nat,  with  a  feeble  attempt 
at  his  old  swagger. 

"  I'm  going  to  the  saloon  to  see  if  I  can 
get  that  sword  the  captain  keeps  hanging  on 
the  wall,"  was  Ned's  reply  to  this  outburst, 
and  in  another  moment  he  was  gone  and  Nat 
was  left  alone  with  his  terror. 

Ned  secured  the  sword,  a  heavy  Japanese 
one  which  the  captain  kept  as  a  curio,  and 
sprang  on  deck. 

A  terrible  scene  met  his  eye.  About  a 
dozen  naked  savages  were  keeping  at  bay 
four  of  the  sailors,  who  stood  with  their  backs 
to  the  mainmast,  and  met  the  thrusts  of 
their  assailants'  spears  with  boat  stretchers, 
which  they  wielded  with  marvellous  dexterity. 
On  the  deck  lay  two  or  three  dead  sailors, 
and  the  survivors  fought  with  a  dogged 
fierceness  that  showed  that  they  had  but 
little  hope  of  final  victory,  but  meant  to  sell 
their  lives  as  dearly  as  they  could. 

As  Ned  appeared,  two  of  the  survivors  fell. 
W^ithout  a  thought  beyond  helping,  the  boy 
sprang  towards  the  struggling  group  brandish- 
ing his  sword,  and  fell  upon  the  savages  in 
rear,  losing  his  head  in  his  excitement. 

His  first  stroke  was  parried  by  the  spear 
of  one  of  the  pirates,  and  in  another  moment 
he  was  disarmed,  and  his  hands  were  bound 
behind  him  with  wonderful  dexterity.  At  the 
same  moment  the  last  of  the  sailors  fell  to  the 
deck,  and  the  savages  raised  a  yell  of  victory. 

They  then  spread  themselves  over  the  ship 
in  search  of  loot,  and  Ned  was  left  to  his 
thoughts,  which  were  none  of  the  pleasantest, 
as  may  be  imagined.  In  spite  of  all  his 
resolution  recollections  would  crowd  upon 
him  of  the  stories  he  had  heard  the  previous 
evening  of  the  gruesome  tortures  his  captors 
were  in  the  habit  of  inflicting  upon  those 
who  were  unhappy  enough  to  fall  aiive  into 
their  hands,  and  he  looked  with  envy  at  the 
corpses  of  the  sailors  who  lay  near  him  on 
the  deck.  The  thought  of  spending  his  life 
toiling  at  an  oar  in  one  of  their  prahus,  half 
starved  and  forced  to  further  exertions  by 
the  lash,  was  a  gloomy  prospect,  and  it  is  no 
wonder  if  his  heai't  failed  him. 

In  a  few  minutes  the  savages  returned, 
dragging  Nat  with  them.  He  hung,  almost 
helpless  with  terror,  in  the  rough  grasp  of 
two  of  them.  As  he  passed  close  to  the 
scene  of  the  late  conflict  his  foot  slipped,  and 
he  gave  a  faint  groan  of  horror,  making  sure 
that  his  fate  ^^as  sealed.  As  he  stumbled 
over  one  of  the  corpses  he  collapsed  alto- 
gether. Two  of  the  savages  then  took  the 
wretched  boy  between  them  and  carried  him 
up  the  companion-ladder  to  the  qr.arter-deck. 
Ned  was  led  after  him. 

Here  Ned  to  his  surprise  saw  Joe  Brittan 
bound  to  the  tafl'rail. 


"  Well,  Joe,"  said  he,  "  what  are  these 
ruffians  going  to  do  to  us  ?  Do  you  think 
they  will  torture  us,  or  throw  us  over- 
board ?  " 

"  They's  cannibals,  lad,"  was  the  sailor's 
mournful  and  significant  reply. 

Ned  groaned  under  his  breath,  and  at  the 
terrible  prospect  thus  put  before  him  Nat, 
who  had  recovered  his  senses,  nearly  went  off 
again. 

"  We  can  only  meet  our  fate  like  English- 
men, my  lad,"  said  the  sailor  to  Ned,  "and 
not  like  that  fine  boaster  over  there,  who's 
worse'n  a  girl.  What's  the  good  o'  going  on 
like  that  ?  "  he  continued  to  Nat.  "  You 
won't  get  any  pity  out  o'  them  savages  ;  they's 
the  worst  I've  ever  heard  on  for  cruelties — 
eats  men  alive,  I'm  told." 

At  this  moment  one  of  the  pirates  stepped 
up  and  handed  Nat  a  pistol.  He  then  pointed 
to  Ned,  who  was  leaning  against  the  binna- 
cle, and  made  it  clear  by  signs  that  Nat  was 
to  shoot  him. 

The  boy  hesitated  at  this  refinement  of 
cruelty.  On  this  he  was  led  to  the  side  of 
the  ship,  a  plank  was  run  out  from  the  deck 
over  the  water,  and  he  was  made  to  under- 
stand by  further  signs  that  his  choice  lay 
between  walking  along  the  plank  until  his 
weight  caused  it  to  tilt  and  drop  him  into  the 
black  waters  below,  and  shooting  his  friend. 
It  was  also  made  clear  that  if  he  did  the 
latter  he  would  be  set  free. 

In  many  a  thrilling  romance  had  he  read 
of  the  horrors  of  such  a  moment,  but  not  till 
now  did  he  realise  how  far  short  of  the 
reality  the  imagination  of  the  writer's  fell. 

For  a  full  minute  did  the  wretched  boy 
hesitate.  A  second  significant  nudge  in  the 
direction  of  the  plank  made  liim  turn  with  a 
shudder  towards  Ned,  who  stood  silently 
watching  the  pantomime. 

"  Do  you  think  they  really  mean  to  let 
him  go  free  if  he  shoots  me  ?  "  asked  Ned  of 
Joe  Brittan. 

"In  course  I  do,"  was  the  grim  reply; 
'■  and  if  he  don't  he'll  have  ter  walk  that  'ere 
plank  as  sure  as  death." 

"Fire  away,  then,  Nat,"  said  Ned  firmly. 
"  I'd  rather  be  shot  than  run  the  risk  of 
being  eaten  alive  or  tortured  by  these  black 
ruffians,"  and  the  boy  stood  up  steadily  to 
receive  the  shot. 

"His  arm's  shaking  like — the  — tiller  of 
a  boat  adrift,"  contemptuously  said  Joe. 
"  Good-bye,  my  lad,  you're  English  to  the 
backbone,"  he  added  with  an  admiring 
glance  at  Ned. 

"  Good-bye,  Joe,"  replied  Ned  firmly, 
though  his  voice  caught  in  the  middle. 

The  savage  near  Nat  struck  him  mean- 
ingly on  the  shoulder,  and  pointed  to  the 
pistol. 

With  sudden  resolution  the  miserable  boy 
raised  it  hastily,  pulled  the  trigger,  and — 
fell  backwards  with  a  splash. 

A  roar  of  laughter  that  had  a  strangely 
British  tone  burst  from  the  savages  and  Joe 
Brittan,  as  Nat  was  hoisted  up,  dripping  like 
a  half-drowned  dog,  and  hung  suspended 
from  a  spar  with  the  light  of  two  or  three 
lanterns  bearing  full  upon  him. 

Ned  and  Joe  were  cast  loose,  and  it  was 
not  till  the  latter  remarked,  amid  the  laughter 
of  the  " savages  " — 

"  Pity  the  sail  wasn't  full  of  treacle  instead 
of  water,"  that  Ned  grasped  the  situation, 
and  saw  that  Joe's  inventive  genius  had 
improved  upon  the  time-honoured  initiation 
by  Father  Neptune  for  Nat's  especial  bene- 
fit. 

The  lesson  had  a  salutary  effect,  and  Ned 
did  not  forget  it  for  many  a  year. 
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CHAPTER  I.— THE  FRENCH  MISSION. 


IT  was  a  fine  day  in  early  summer. 
Two  cavaliers  on  splendid  Persian 
horses,  followed  at  a  distance  by  three 
men,  were  in  Ml  trot  along  the  flowery 
road  which  borders  the  river  Hamadan. 
The  city  of  Teheran  was  behind  them,  and 
they  were  on  their  way  to  the  Kerdic  archae- 
ological mission  which  was  exploring  on 
the  supposed  site  of  the  ancient  Ecbatana. 

"  Not  so  fast,  my  young  friend,  not  so 
fast,  if  you  please  !  "  said  the  elder  of  the 
two  suddenly  in  rather  a  breathless  voice, 
"  and  just  condescend  to  give  a  look 
round  at  this  lovely  landscape." 

"  I  am  rather  tired  of  that  sort  of  thing, 
after  several  months  of  it,"  said  Lieu- 
tenant Guyon,  with  a  slight  shake  to  the 
reins  of  his  horse,  "  and  I  can  admire  it 
very  well  as  we  trot,  I  assure  you." 

The  animal,  obedient  to  the  order  from 
the  very  slight  indication  of  the  practised 
rider,  changed  its  pace  almost  without  a 
break,  while  poor  Doctor  Hardy,  muster- 
ing all  his  strength,  had  to  use  his  voice 
before  his  recalcitrant  steed  would  take 
any  notice  of  his  wishes. 

Coming  out  of  a  thick  wood,  which 
seemed  to  have  been  placed  as  a  sentinel 
to  protect  an  enchanted  retreat  from  the 
vulgar  gaze,  the  two  travellers  could  not 
but  admire  the  valley  that  lay  unrolled 
before  them.  On  the  east  rose  Mount 
Elvend,  bold,  steep,  always  white,  where 
the  dervishes  went  to  gather  their  medi- 
cinal herbs.  At  their  feet  lay  rich  pastu- 
rages, golden  vines,  fruit-bearing  trees ; 
a  scene  of  prosperity  and  well-being,  with 
a  singular  profusion  of  clear  sparkling 
streams,  proclaiming  the  approach  to  the 
town  of  Hamadan,  "  the  city  of  the  sixteen 
hundred  foimtains." 

"  For  my  part,  as  I  am  not  a  centaur," 
said  the  doctor,  "  I  admire  it  better  at  a 
wallf.  Well,  what  do  you  say  to  the  sim 
of  Hamadan  ?  " 

"  I  can  scarcely  believe  my  eyes.  Here 


have  I,  for  the  last  few  months,  been 
shivering  in  the  cold  north  wind  which 
awaits  you  without  pity-,  and  cuts  you  in 
two ;  and  never  would  I  have  believed  I 
should  find  myself  in  these  sunny  plains." 

_  "  You  wondered  what  could  make  the 
kings  of  kings  take  up  their  summer 
residence  in  this  inclement  place  ?  " 

"  Now  I  imderstand.  This  valley 
reminds  one  of  Paradise." 

Who  knows  if  it  was  not  part  of  it  ?  " 
said  the  doctor,  laughing.  "  The  site  of 
Eden  is  said  to  have  been  near  here." 

"Have  we  far  to  go?"  asked  Guyon 
after  a  pause. 

"  We  shall  be  there  in  a  few  minutes. 
You  are  impatient  to  see  the  diggings  ?  " 

"  Or  rather  the  diggers.  I  have  had 
enough,  I  confess,  of  gibberish  and  Persian 
characters.  I  have  had  three  months  of 
trying  to  initiate  myself  into  the  myste- 
ries of  the  Asylum  of  the  Universe,  and  I 
shall  not  be  sorry  to  vary  my  pleasures 
with  a  chat  with  sensible  people." 
"  Have  you  ever  seen  Miss  Kerdic  ?  " 
"  No.  All  that  I  know  of  my  hosts 
has  been  the  invitation  sent  me  by  Mr. 
Kerdic  to  visit  the  works,  and  for  which  I 
am  much  indebted  to  you,  as  it  is  to 
you  alone  that  I  owe  it.  But  before  we 
ai-rive  just  give  me  in  outline  a  sketch  of 
yom-  friends.  It  is  always  embarrassing 
to  come  suddenly  among  strangers.  Is 
Mr.  Kerdic  here  with  his  family?  " 

"  Yes,  with  all  his  family,  which  con- 
sists of  a  sister." 

"  She  is,  of  course,  of  a  certain  age  ?  " 
said  the  officer.  "How  coTild  a  young 
woman  stand  the  dangers  and  difficulties 
of  such  an  enterprise  ?  " 
"  Miss  Kerdic  is  nineteen." 
"  Nineteen  !  And  she  is  here  with  her 
brother?  With  no  mother,  no  cha- 
peron ?  " 

"  Miss  Catherine  is  quite  an  Amazon." 
"  Good,"  thought  Liexitenant  Guyon. 


"Woman's  rights  and  all  that  sort  of 
thing  !  A  nuisance  !  About  as  useful  as 
a  fly  on  a  coach,  and  convinced  that  no- 
thing can  go  on  without  her." 

Louis  Guyon  had  been  in  Algeria,  and 
the  habit  of  ordering  about  the  natives 
had  given  a  certain  despotic  twist  to  his 
character.  Tall,  slim,  with  a  round  head 
firmly  set  upon  the  neck  of  an  athlete, 
grey  eyes,  and  open,  loyal  look,  and  a 
somewhat  imperious  bearing  tempered 
with  courtesy,  he  was  an  excellent  speci- 
men of  the  French  officer.  But  Lieuten- 
ant Guyon  had  his  prejudices.  Nothing 
in  his  opinion  could  be  more  out  of 
place  than  a  girl  who  left  her  native  land 
to  run  about  the  world  and  expose  herself 
to  all  the  dangers  of  a  scientific  expedi- 
tion. And  so  he  made  up  his  mind  that 
Cath  erine  Kerdic  must  be  plain  and  dis- 
agreeable, and,  though  he  had  the  good 
taste  not  to  express  his  thoughts,  the 
doctor  was  shrewd  enough  to  divine  them. 

Her  brother  is  all  her  family,"  said  he. 
"  She  is  tenderly  attached  to  him,  and  in 
spite  of  the  difficulties  of  the  road  and  the 
deahngs  with  the  natives,  which  must  be 
seen  to  be  appreciated,  she  is  better  here 
under  the  protection  of  Maurice  Kerdic 
than  she  would  be  immured  in  Brittany 
with  strange  people." 

So  be  it !  But  you  have  not  yet  de- 
scribed my  ftiture  hosts." 

"  Excuse  me,"  said  the  doctor,  "  I  am 
not  good  at  portrait-painting.  I  will 
leave  you  to  form  your  own  impressions, 
and  I  will  give  you  just  the  passport 
description  of  the  people  you  will  meet. 
First,  —  ladies  first  —  Miss  Catherine 
Kerdic,  the  above  named.  Nineteen 
years  of  age.  In  good  health  and  with 
a     brave     heart.       Second,  Maurice 

Kerdic  " 

"  You  are  more  laconic  than  a  pass- 
port !  "  interrupted  the  officer. 

"  I  have  told  you  all  that  is  essential ; 
yoiith,  health,  courage.  No  talent  for 
society,  no  elegance  in  a  woman  born 
with  a  silver  spoon  in  her  mouth,  is  worth 
as  much  as  that.  I  continue,  Maurice 
Kerdic,  twenty-five,  head  pupil  of  the 
Normal  School,  head  pupil  at  the  Poly- 
technic '• 

"  No  more  than  that  ?  " 

"  Distmguished  archiieologist.    Pupil  of 

Dieulafoy.    A  good  fellow  " 

"What -did  I  say?"  thought  the 
lieutenant.  "Hehas'siiid  nothing  about 
the  sister's  face.     There  is  no  doubt  she 

is  ugly  " 

"  To  complete — of  iron  constitution  and 
with  a  heart  of  gold." 

"  That  is  a  family  failmg  ?  " 
_ "  J ust  so.  Third,  Aristomenes  Gargai-idi, 
his  servant,  age  uncertain." 

"Oh!"  said  the  officer,  with  a  smile, 
"  I  should  like  a  portrait  of  the  servant  if 
you  can  give  it  in  more  detail  than  that 
of  his  master." 

"  Gargaridi  is  worthy  of  special  mention. 
He  is  not  an  ordinary  domestic." 

"  Alas  !  my  experience  has  taught  me 
that  in  all  latitudes  that  race  is  the  same  ; 

thieves,  liars,  crmgers  " 

"  That  is  rather  personal,"  said  the 
doctor.  "  Judge  for  yom-self ;  Aristomenes 
is  a  descendant  of  the  Messenian  hero 
whose  name  he  bears." 

"  Or  rather  he  pretends  to  be." 
"  I  have  not  seen  his  certificates.   But  I 
have  seen  his  diplomas,  which  are  perhaps 
worth  more." 
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"  His  diplomas  !  " 

"  Yes,  Gargaridi  is  a  bachelor  of  science, 
a  bachelor  of  arts,  a  heentiate  of  " 

"  Is  this  a  joke  ?  " 

"  No,  it  is  very  serious." 

"  Licentiate,  I  suppose,  of  the  faculty 
of  the  Piraeus  ?  " 

"  No,  Aristomenes  was  a  student  at 
Paris ;  and  he  has  often  maintained  his 
theses  at  the  Sorbonne  in  a  most  brilliant 
manner." 

"  His  theses  !  Is  he  a  doctor  ?  " 

"  Yes,  certainly." 

"  What  does  it  all  mean  ?  " 

"  That  I  do  not  know.  At  first  I  was 
rather  astonished.  Now  I  am  getting 
used  to  it." 


"  It  shows  they  have  degenerated  from 
their  ancestor  the  great  Aristomenes. 
But  this  is  our  destination,  is  it  not  ?  " 

The  camp,  which  had  been  hidden  in  a 
fold  of  the  valley,  suddenly  came  into  view. 
Before  the  central  gourbi  a  young  man 
was  walking  in  company  with  a  young 
lady  in  travelling  costume. 

"  Ah  !  there  are  om'  hosts  ! "  said  the 
doctor,  exchanging  a  distant  salute  with 
rhem. 

A  few  natives  rushed  up  to  take  care  of 
the  horses,  and  as  the  visitors  reached 
the  ground  the  young  people  stood  ready 
I  to  receive  them. 

"  My  relative  and  friend.  Lieutenant 
;  Guyon,  who  is  doubly  happy  in  making 


"  Is  this  a  joke  ?  " 


"  But  there  must  be  some  mystery. 
Is  he  a  conspirator  in  disguise  ?  " 

"  Not  the  least  in  the  world.  Poor 
Aristomenes  !  He  is  the  most  inoffensive 
of  men.  He  is  not  the  only  one  of  his 
compatriots  who  are  in  similar  circum- 
stances. They  come  to  Paris  on  the 
chance  of  something ;  they  spend  their  last 
halfpenny  in  getting  their  degrees,  and 
then  go  home ;  and  bachelors  of  arts 
are  there  as  plentiful  as  pebbles  on  the 
road.    What  are  they  to  do  ?  " 

"  Anything,  I  should  think,  except  be 
valets." 

"  So  I  shoiild  think.  But  that  is  not 
their  notion.  And  if  the  position  of  valet 
does  not  shock  their  ideas  of  dignity  " 


your  acquaintance,  and  in  finding  him- 
self in  civilised  society,"  said  the  doctor, 
acting  as  master  of  the  ceremonies.  "  Miss 
Kerdic  ;  Mr.  Kerdic  !  " 
"  Miss  Kerdic  !  " 

The  lieutenant  required  all  his  self- 
control  to  keep  down  an  exclamation,  and 
restrain  the  look  of  curiosity  which  he 
felt  mounting  into  his  eyes,  while  the 
malicious  doctor  quietly  enjoyed  his  con- 
fusion and  shook  hands  cordially  with  the 
brother  and  sister. 

Nothing  could  be  more  unlike  the  lady 
he  had  figured  to  himself.  Miss  Kerdic 
was  not  a  nuisance,  neither  was  she  ugly. 
She  was  of  medium  height,  very  slim, 
pale  in  complexion,  with  a  quiet,  pensive 


eye,  and  to  a  superficial  observer  would 
give  an  impression  of  weakness  and 
fragility.  But  Doctor  Hardy,  who  knew 
her,  said  that  nothing  could  be  stronger 
than  that  little  hand  and  foot.  She 
wielded  the  pickaxe  as  well  as  any  one, 
she  was  as  good  a  walker  as  any,  and  she 
could  on  occasion  handle  her  Lebel  rifle 
and  revolver  with  coolness  and  skill.  And 
all  this  she  did  without  effort,  without  ap- 
parent fatigue,  and  without  the  least  affec- 
tation. Her  fair  hair  was  waved,  and  she 
wore  it  plaited  up  imder  a  hehnet,  so  that 
she  had  the  look  of  a  young  Minerva. 

And  so,  frankly  abandoning  his  pre- 
possessions, the  lieutenant  thought  only  of 
the  pleasant  cordial  welcome  he  met  with. 

The  Kerdics  were  only  too  pleased  to 
show  the  new  arrivals  over  the  works,  al- 
though they  rather  demurred  to  doing  so 
mitil  refreshments  had  been  partaken  of. 

"  But,"  said  the  lieutenant,  "  if  we  have 
the  time,  I  should  really  like  to  know  a 
little  where  we  are  before  we  enter  the 
sanctuary.  I  am  alraid  I  might  shock 
you,  for  I  am  quite  an  ignoramus  at 
archaeology." 

"  We  are  none  of  us  much  better  so  far 
as  this  place  is  concerned,"  said  Kerdic, 
modestly.  "  We  are  merely  investigating. 
Oiu-  theory  is  that  we  are  digging  down 
to  the  ruins  of  Ecbatana ;  but  until  we 
have  proved  we  are  right,  there  is  not 
much  to  choose  between  us  and  those  who 
call  themselves  ignoramuses." 

"  Then,"  said  the  doctor,  "  since  I  saw 
you  there  is  nothing  new  ?  You  have 
discovered  nothing  ?  " 

"  Nothing  decisive." 

"But  we  are  getting  warm,"  said 
Catherine. 

"  She  has  the  faith  which  removes 
momitains  and  pierces  rocks.  Do  you 
know  that  little  hand  wields  the  pickaxe, 
the  rifle,  the  revolver ;  and  that  little  head 
is  full  of  Greek,  Arabic,  Persian,  Sans- 
crit " 

"  Oh,  doctor  !  "  exclaimed  Catherine  in 
a  tone  of  appeal  which  was  not  simulated. 
"  Pray  do  not  talk  about  me.  But  see  what 
makes  me  think  we  are  nearing  the  end." 

And  taking  a  little  object  from  her 
pocket  she  held  it  out  to  him. 

The  doctor  turned  it  over  and  over 
without  appearing  to  see  anything  peculiar 
about  it. 

"  It  looks  like  a  brick  glazed  in  the 
cooking- stove,"  said  he. 

"  PhiHstme  !  "  said  Catherine,  laughing. 
"  Can  you  look  without  respect  on  this 
venerable  fragment,  which  has,  perhaps, 
been  gazed  upon  by  long  dynasties  of 
autocrats  —  which  has  seen  Alexander 
and  Darius,  and — who  knows  ? — perhaps 
Cyrus  " 

"And  how  can  you  prove  to  me  that 
this  little  bit  of  brick  saw  all  these  fine 
things  ?  " 

"  The  colour,  the  gi'ain,  the  charac- 
teristic design,  speak  for  themselves.  But 
that  is  not  all ;  look  in  the  corner !  " 

"  All !  Pardon  me !  I  am  not  a  good 
hand  at  cuneiform  " 

"  But  that  is  not  cuneiform ;  it  is  not 
writing  at  all.  It  is,  if  I  am  not  mistaken, 
the  end  of  a  wing." 

"  And,  therefore,  we  are  on  ancient 
Ecbatana  ?  I  do  not  quite  see  the  con- 
nection of  ideas  " 

"  Do  not  be  in  such  a  hurry.  Do  you 
not  remember  the  portrait  of  Cyrus  on 
the  bas-rehef  of  Parsagadce  '?  " 
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"  Yes.    The  conqueror  is  shown  wear- 
ing four  wings." 

'•  Well,  the  end  of  those  feathers  is 
«xactly  similar  to  that  of  the  upper  wing 
on  the  right-hand  side."  ° 

"  But  how  did  you  come  into  possession 
of  this  fetish,  which  seems  to  me  rather 
incomplete,  all  the  same  ?  ' ' 

"  This  \-ery  morning  I  struck  my  foot  j 
against  something  hard  which  made  me  | 
stumble.   I  felt  sure  I  had  a  find,  so  I  went 
and  brought  my  tools,  and  after  two  or 
three  picks,  this  appeared."  j 

"And  why,  even  admitting  that  your 
brick  is  two  thousand  years  old  and  more, 
and  that  this  wing  belongs  to  the  great 
Cyrus,  why  does  it  prove  that  we  are  on 
the  site  of  a  vanished  city  which  no  one 
else  has  been  able  to  find  ?  Could  not 
this  thing  have-been  brought  here  fi-om 
Parsagadoe  ? ' ' 

"  Like  the  shells  of  Voltaire  carried 
to  the  tops  of  mountains  by  pilgrims," 
said  Kerdic,  laughing,  "  the  fragment 
might  have  been  brought  here  instead  of 
being  made  here.  We  want  a  few  more 
reasons  before  we  can  form  a  chain  of  cer- 
tainties ;  but  there  is  nothing  to  show  we 
are  wrong.    And  after  all,  while  we  are 


here  it  does  no  harm  tD  have  a  strong 
presumption  in  favom-  of  our  theory.  If 
any  proof  comes  to  our  support  we  need 
not  reject  it.  But  do  not  be  alarmed  ; 
we  shall  not  be  satisfied  with  a  fragment 
of  the  glazed  brick.  We  want  all  the 
portrait,  if  the  portrait  is  there.  All  the 
panel  on  which  the  face  is.  All  the  wall 
of  which  the  panel  forms  part ;  every 
pillar  that  supports  it ;  and  the  cornices, 
capitals,  entablatures,  and  pediments.  The 
ground  must  yield  them  up,  and  the  palace 
of  Dejoces,  and  the  city  that  surrounded  it, 
and  the  seven  walls  that  defended  it." 

"  Go  on !  go  on  !  "  said  the  doctor. 
"  A  word  or  two  more,  and  I  shall  volun- 
teer for  a  pickaxe,  and  enlist  in  your 
brigade." 

_  "  And  I  will  not  refuse  .you,"  said  Ker- 
dic.  "A  few  intelligent,  wiUing  men 
would  be  of  use  to  me.  One  of  our  great 
difficulties  here  is  to  rmderstand  and  be 
understood.  I  don't  mean  in  language, 
but  in  spirit.  How  can  you  get  on  with 
people  who  believe  nothing,  and  despise 
you  if  they  think  you  are  stupid  enough 
to  tell  them  the  truth  !  " 

"  What  is  that  ?  "  said  the  lieutenant. 
"  My  mission  is  just  .-.s  diliicult  as  yours, 


for  I  am  sent,  at  the  Shah's  request,  to 
teach  the  troops  the  French  drill,  and  for 
three  months  have  I  been  hammering  at 
their  stupid  heads,  and  ha^•e  got  no  fur- 
ther than  I  was  on  the  first  day." 

"Bah!"  said  the  doctor,  "I  under- 
stand them  well  enough.  I  have  been 
practising  in  Persia  for  years,  and  I 
understand  them  beautifully.  When  they 
say  '  white,'  I  know  they  mean  •  black.' 

!  That  is  all." 

"Well,"  said   Kerdic,  "I  find  them 

,  rather  more  complicated.  They  have  not 
even  enough  rectitude  of  mind  to  firmly 
oppose  the  truth,  and  you  have  no  idea 

i  how  difiieult  it  is  to  get  on  with  such 

I  people." 

!  "  It  is  true,"  said  the  doctor,  "  that  in 
the  exercise  of  my  profession  I  am  always 
meeting  men  like  that.  But  whether 
they  be  knaves  or  honest  men,  I  am  not 

;  at  all  anxious  about  you,  Kerdic ;  you 
will  always  know  how  to  manage  them. 
You  are  a  veteran  ;  when  one  has  been 

through  the  campaign  of  Susiana  " 

"  Ah  !  "  said  Kerdic,  "  that  was  a  good 

I  time  !  " 

I  (To  be  cotilinuei.) 


IN-  the  gardens  of  the  hotel  on  the  mountain 
of  Tijuca,  above  the  lovely  bay  of  Kio 
de  Janeiro,  the  rocky  bed  of  a  deliciously 
cool  stream  is  hollowed  out  and  dammed  at 
one  part  of  its  course  so  as  to  form  a  swim- 
ming-bath about  twenty  feet  square.  A 
notice  is  posted  in  the  enclosure  screening 
this  bath,  v  a-ning  bathers  against  the  ser- 
pents which  come  there  to  drink,  especially 
during  the  dry  season,  and  which  may  lurk 
about  the  recesses  of  the  fence,  so  everybody 
makes  a  careful  inspection  of  his  shoes 
before  putting  them  on.  One  morning  an 
English  gentleman  was  taking  a  header  from 
the  diving-rook  at  the  corner,  and  was  just  at 
that  interesting  moment  when  he  had  lost  his 
balance  beyond  recall,  when  he  saw  a  large 
serpent,  which  he  recognised  as  that  same 
<-urucucu  of  which  we  have  spoken,  enter  the 
bath  at  the  opposite  corner.  In  he  had  to 
go,  however;  you  may  depend  it  wasn't  Jong 
before  he  was  out  again,  but  he  always  said 
he  felt  as  if  he  was  under  water  for  about  a 
vy^eek!  As  he  jumped  out  on  one  side,  he 
saw  the  snake  disappear  into  the  gully  on 
the  other,  most  likely  just  as  frightened  as 
he. 

This  bath  has  its  overflow  shoot  on  the 
side  where  it  is  built  up,  so  that  by  standing 
in  the  ravine  outside  the  wall  one  can  enjoy 
the  luxury  of  a  shower-bath.  A  naval  oliicer, 
v/lii  was  so  horribly  afraid  of  reptiles  that 
he  cculd  not  for  a  long  time  be  persuaded  to 
use  the  bath  at  all,  was  standing,  on  the  oc- 
casion of  his  fii'st  or  sec  )n<!  dip,  under  this 
spout  when  a  venomous  coral  snake  sailed 
out  on  his  head  !  I  was  at  breakfast  in  the 
hotel  when  he  came  into  the  sala,  so  white 
and  trembling  and  ill  (hat  everybody  was 
scared  almost  a,s  badly  as  he,  for  yellow 
fever  was  raging  not  on'ly  in  the  city  below, 
but  at  Boa  Vista,  not  far  dowu  the  mountain, 
and  most  of  those  present  had  come  up  to  | 
Tijuca  to  avoid  it.  But  there  was  no  yellow  ' 
fever  about  him,  and  he  was  all  riglit  by  dinner- 
time. At  a  village  near  Nagasaki  in  Japan, 
a  mother  was  pouring  nc:ne  water  from  a 
pitcher  over  Lcr  l^by  v.-hcn  a  very  pc;scnG;is 
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Blomhoff's  snake,  which  had  fallen  into  the 
vessel,  rolled  out  on  the  child's  naked  body, 
without  doing  it  any  harm.  The  snake  was 
killed,  and  I  have  it  preserved  in  spirit. 

There  is  an  old  story  about  a  man  who 
went  to  bathe  in  the  sea  and  set  a  faithful 
bull-dog  to  watch  his  clothes  :  the  tale  goes 
that  when  he  came  out  of  the  water  his  dog 
did  not  knov,'  him  and  refused  to  let  him 
conie  near  his  garments,  and  he  had  to  hide 
until  somebody  arrived  on  the  scene  and  re- 
moved the  too  trus:y  guardian.  Wheiher  this 
yarn  is  true  or  not  1  Jon't  know ;  but  a  most 
absurd  parallel  to  it  really  happened  within 
ray  knowledge  down  in  Devonshire  about 
five  and  twenty  years  ago.  A  gentleman  had 
bathed  from  the  beach  between  Dawlish  and 
Starcross,  just  where  the  river  Exe  runs  into 
the  English  Channel,  a  place  about  which 
there  is  a  good  deal  of  furze-grown  warren- 
land  backed  by  low  cliffs.  He  was  partly 
dressed  when  to  his  dismay  he  discovered  a 
viper  coiled  up  amongst  his  clothes.  Start- 
ing back,  he  threw  stones  at  it  from  a  discreet 
distance,  with  the  effect  that  it  presently 
disappeared ;  but  on  lifting  the  next  gar- 
ment he  found  another  writhing  and  hissing 
reptile  underneath  it  — at  least  he  thought  so; 
probably  it  was  the  same,  which  had  sought 
further  shelter.  Being  now  firmly  persuaded 
that  his  apparel  concealed  a  whole  nest  of 
adders,  he  supplemented  his  scanty  attire 
with  the  large  bathing-towel,  placed  around 
his  shoulders  Indian-blanket-wise,  and  re- 
mained in  that  lonely  situation  for  some 
hours,  until  at  length  he  managed  to  attract 
attention  to  his  signals  of  distress  from  the 
driver  of  a  passing  tra'n.  A  few  miles 
further  along  the  same  coast,  a  common 
grass-snake  rolled  down  the  cliffs  below  the 
Ness  KoCk  and  fell  into  a  picnic  party. 

Even  sea-snakes  turn  up  very  unexpectedly 
sometimes.  One  was  found  "firmly  trapped 
by  an  oyster,  and  another  twined  itself 
around  a  submarine  telegraph  cable  and  was 
drawn  up  on  board  a  steamer  during  certain 
operations  for  the  repair  of  the  wires.  And 
the  other  day  two  were  found  in  the  stomach 


of  a  shark  !    Many  creatures — I  was  going 
to  say  viost  creatures,  and  I  don't  think  I 
should  be  far  wrong—  will  eat  snakes  of  all 
kinds,  and  the  venom  of  the  poisonous  ones 
does  not  take  any  eft'ect  on  them  when  swal- 
lowed ;  but  it  is  quite  possible  that  some  of 
these   cold-blooded    animals    may  not  be 
affected  injuriously  even  when   bitten.  I 
don't  know  how  it  may  be  with  a  shark,  but 
I  could  never  see  that  ordinary  fish  shov.ed 
any  symptoms  of  yielding  to  poison  when 
caught  by  a  sea-snake,  thougli  some  writers 
dec'a'.-e  that  they  are  paralysed  and  rendered 
incapable  of  struggling  thereby.    The  sting 
of  a  wasp  has  no  eft'ect  on  a  gold-fish,  for 
instance,  who  will  eat  it  as  readily  as  a  fly. 
Toads,  again,  are  very  fond  of  bees  ;  they 
have  been  found  inside  or  close  to  hives,  lite- 
rally packed  full  of  them.    I  have'  noticed 
that  my  tree-frogs,  who  live  principally  on 
bluebottle  flies,  will  always  "go  for  "  a  wasjj 
in  preference  when  one  finds  its  way  into 
their  case— perhaps  there  is  a  sort  of  hot 
curry  flavour  about  him !     Squashed  ants, 
full  I  of  piquant  formic   acid,  are  used  by 
savages  in  some  parts  of  the  world  as.  a  sauce 
with  meat.    I  have  seen  a  small  green  frog's 
lip  speared  through  by  the  sting  of  a  wasp, 
yet  it  appeared  to  suffer  no  inconvenience 
beyond  the  mere  prick.    On  one  occasion  I 
was  carrying  two  sea-serpents  in  a  nocse  at 
the  end  of  a  stick— the  safest  way  to  catch 
venomous  snakes — when  one  hi  its  terror  and 
rage  bit  the  other,  burying  its  distended  jaws 
so  deeply  that  I  had  some  ditiiculty  in  disen- 
gaging the  fangs  from  the  flesh,  yet  nothing 
happened  to  the  bitten  one.    It  is  a  subject, 
however,  wliich  is  not  properly  understood 
yet.    Poisonous  snakes  are  often  seen  to  bite 
each  other  accidentally  in  continement,  when 
two  or  moi'e  seize  the  same  food.  Sometimes 
no  harm  ensues ;  at  our  own  Zoological  Gardens 
a  large  water-viper  lost  the  sight  of  one  eye 
from  a  fang-wound  received  from  its  com- 
panion, yet  it  lived  and  fed  well  for  many 
years  afterwards.     Now  and  then,  too,  the 
great  snake-eating   snake,  the  hamadryad, 
would  relinquish  the  relation  it  had  caught 
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for  its  dinner,  and  the  poor  grass-snake,  | 
though  it  might  appear  uncomfortable  and 
swolfen,  generally  survived.  On  the  other 
hand,  a  cobra  bitten  by  its  cage-mate  never 
fed  again,  but  pined  away  and  died  in  a  few 
months  ;  and  so  did  several  young  puff-adders 
born  there,  who  had  lacerated  each  other  in 
their  excitement  at  feeding-time.  This  is 
one  of  the  great  inconveniences  of  snake- 
keeping— the  danger  of  one  biting  or  swallow- 
ing its  companion  in  disputed  possession  of  an 
article  of  food.  A  ringhals  (a  very  deadly 
African  species)  of  my  own  not  only  bit  but 
bolted  at  least  half  the  length  of  another  of 
the  same  kind,  who  had  taken  a  fancy  for  the 
hind  legs  of  the  rat  just  disappearing  down 
the  throat  of  its  lawful  captor.  I  had  to 
pull  it  back  to  daylight  again  by  main  force, 
and  its  body  was  scratched  and  fang-marked 
all  along  the  back  ;  yet  not  only  did  it  get 
off  scot-free  as  far  as  poisoning  was  concerned, 
but  it  ate  the  rat  after  all,  having  held  on 
gamely  to  the  legs  in  spite  of  its  embar- 
rassing position  and  violent  restoration  to 
liberty.  But  a  sweet  little  leptodcira,  a  beauti- 
ful serpent  found  on  the  isthmus  of  Panama, 
was  struck  by  a  venomous  coral  snake  which 
I  had  just  placed  in  the  same  box  —for  as  a 
rule  poisonous  and  non-poisonous  snakes 
live  together  in  perfect  peace— and  the  poor 
little  thing  curled  up,  turned  on  its  back,  and 
died  almost  instantly.  So  you  will  see  from 
these  incidents,  and  from  a  still  more  singular 
one  which  I  will  relate,  that  the  point  is 
\vrapped  in  much  doubt  and  mystery. 

In  the  market-place  of  Bahia  in  Brazil, 
where  animals  of  all  kinds  are  brought  down 
to  the  coast  by  Indians  from  the  interior,  for 
sale  to  the  homeward-bound  passengers  on 
board  the  steamers  which  put  in  there  for  mails 
and  coffee,  I  bought  a  big  rattlesnake.  It 
■was  an  unusually  large  one,  and  so  was  the 
price— about  ±'4,  if  I  remember  aright.  Its 
cage  was  by  no  means  commodious  or  secure, 
bemg  simply  a  flat,  dilapidated  biscuit-box 
with  one  side  broken  away  and  the  space 
covered  with  jagged  wire  netting,  the  lid 
proper  being  nailed  down— I  suppose  for  ero- 
nomy  of  wire.     (One  of  the  most  deadly 
snakes  I  ever  possessed  was  sent  to  me  in  an 
open  bowl-shaped  basket  without  any  cover 
at  all,  being  tied  to  the  wicker-work  with  a 
thin  stalk  of  grass  around  its  neck.)    I  soon 
prepared  a  better  lodging  for  my  rattler,  and 
proceeded  to  transfer  him  to  it,  but  this  was 
by  no  means  an  easy  task.    It's  the  simplest 
thing  in  the  world  to  induce  a  snake  to  coil 
himself  away  in  a  box,  bottle,  or  bag,  which  you 
would  never  have  thought  big  enough  to 
contain  him,  but  it's  a  very  different  matter 
to  get  him  out  again.     So,  after  ripping  off 
the  crazy  and  rotten   scrap   of  wire  and 
shaking  the  box  in  vain,  trying  to  jerk  or  jar 
him  through  the  narrow  opening,  I  watched 
my  chance,  put  my  hand  in  quietly  and 
softly  amongst  his  folds,  waited  till  his  head 
came  round,  and  then  grabbed  him  safely  by 
the  neck  (mind,  I  was  brought  up  in  the 
midst  of  serpents  from  my  very  cradle,  and 
have  been  thrown  amongst  them  all  my  life  ; 
handling  reptiles  of  all  kinds  is— or  used  to 
be-  daily  work  to  nie,  but  I  don't  advise  any 
of  you  ever  to  try  on  any  such  game  with  a 
venomous  or  powerful  snake).     But  even 
now  the  job  was  not  finished.    I  held  his 
head  away  with  my  left  hand,  and  with  my 
right  tried  to  pull  his  thick  sturdy  body 
through  the  aperture,  but  as  fast  as  I  got  one 
coil  out  another  would  slip  back  again,  and  I 
began  to  think  that  without  assistance  I 
should  never  accomplish  what  I  wanted  to 
do.    Assistance  is  not  always  very  readily 
procured  when  one  is  dealing  with  live  rattle- 
snakes, a  bite  from  which  kills  in  half  an 
hour.     I  made   another   desperate  effort, 
throwing  away  fold  after  fold  rapidly  as  I 
dragged  them'  forth ;  the  poor  snake  was 


naturally  and  justifiably  indignant  at  such 
treatment,  and  showed  his  opinion  of  it  by 
the  crisp  loud  whirr  of  his  rattle  and  by  his 
widely  distended  jaws,  displaying  his  erected 
fangs— for  the  rattlesnakes  are  vijycrs  ;  that 
is,  those  which  have  movable  or  hinged 
fang-teeth.  Just  then,  a  portion  of  its  body 
rolled  across  the  mouth,  and  in  an  instant 
the  jaws  closed  upon  it  in  blind  rage.  The 
fangs  were  deeply  inserted  into  the  liesh  and 
left  two  distinct  holes  when  they  were  with- 
drawn, there  being  no  doubt  that  the  poison 
was  fully  and  freely  injected  into  the  wounds. 
Yet  nothing  came  of  this  but  a  little  puffy 
swelling  which  went  away  in  a  day  or  two, 
although  the  scars  were  visible  for  years 
afterwards  at  each  shedding  of  the  skin. 

You  will  not  see  any  sea-snakes  at  the 
Zoological  Gardens,  because  they  are  never 
brought  alive  to  this  country.    As  a  rule  they 
die  almost  directly  they  are  taken  out  of  the 
sea,  nor  will  they  live  even  if  placed  at  once 
in  tanks  or  in  pits  dug  in  the  sand  on  their 
own  shore.    That  one  in  the  bottle  of  which 
I  have  spoken  lived  longer  than  any  other 
that  I  have  had  under  similar  conditions,  but 
it  did  not  reach  Europe.    It  fed,  too,  on  bits 
of  meat,  a  very  rare  occurrence  with  these 
creatures.    I  did,  however,  succeed  in  keep- 
ing a  considerable  number  for  some  time  (two 
months  or  more,  I  think)  in  a  large  pool 
amongst  the  rocks,  which  was  covered  at  high 
water  but  left  isolated  when  the  tide  went 
down.    It  was  closely  netted  all  round  so 
that  they  could  not  escape,  but  the  heavy 
surf  during  a  hurricane  at  length  swept  away 
netting,  snakes  and  all— myself  very  nearly 
included  !    Here   I  was  able  to  see  a  good 
deal  of  them  and  learn  something  about  then- 
manners    and    customs,    especially  their 
peculiarities  in  feeding.    And  I  am  not  sure 
about  it,  but  I  believe  that  these  snakes 
sometimes  do  what  no  others  do,  and  that 
is  bite  their  food,  in  the  same  sense  as  we  do, 
for  the  purpose  of  dividing  it.    Snakes'  teeth 
are  not  used  for  chewing  or  breaking  up  what 
they  eat,  but  are  simply  little  forks  for  hold- 
ing it.    At  any  rate,  I  saw  my  sea-serpents 
more  than  once  worrying  at  large  dead  fish 
floating  on  the  surface,  and  when  I  examined 
these  afterwards,  I  found  fragments  of  the 
soft  skin  and  flesh  gone,  so  I  am  under  the 
hnpression  that  these  were  bitten  out  and 
swallowed.  '  Like  all  other  kinds,  they  knew 
at  once  if  the  food  was  the  least  stale  or 
tainted,  and  refused  to  touch  it,  however 
hungry  they  might  be.    Their  mouths  are 
unusually  small  for  snakes;  some  species 
have  curiously  prolonged  snouts  which  look 
almost  like  a  "parrot's  beak.    One  finds  them 
of  various  colours.    Some  of  mine  were  very 
prettily  striped  with  black,  red,  and  yellow, 
and  others  had  black  interlaced  rings  on  an 
orange  ground,  but  they  are  not  so  brilliant 
as  some  of  the  land-snakes. 

Although  they  had  nearly  a  quarter  of  an 
acre  of  water,  in  some  places  seven  or  eight 
feet  deep,  they  showed  that  unaccountable 
tendency  which  is  manifested  by  many  water 
animals  in  captivity  to  leave  their  native 
element  and  get  on  dry  ground.  We  never 
hardly  find  the  common  newt  out  of  water  in 
its  wild  state,  not  even  on  the  banks  of  the 
ditches  and  ponds  where  it  lives  ;  yet  directly 
you  "keep"  it,  it  makes  every  effort  to 
escape  from  your  tank  or  aquarium.  In 
the  fernery  where  my  toads  live,  there  is 
a  miniature  pond  into  which  I  put  newts 
sometimes,  but  they  always  scramble  out 
at  once  and  get  under  the  plants.  And 
if  left  there  they  starve,  though  if  kept 
forcibly  in  the  water  they  feed  well  enough. 
Even  eels  are  guilty  of  the  same  unreason- 
able conduct.  So  it  was  with  my  sea- 
serpents  ;  until  I  netted  off  the  shallows, 
they  would  persist  in  wriggling  out  and 
baking  to  death  in  the  burning  sun.  Occa- 


sionally, however,  one  is  found  coiled  upon 
the  beach  at  ebb  tide,  patiently  waiting  until 
the  flood  shall  allow  him  to  swim  home  to 
the  depths  again. 

At  Kensington,  and  in  most  Natural  History 
Museums,  you  will  find  specimens  of  sea- 
snakes  preserved  in  spirits  of  wine,  or  stuffed. 
Don't  forget  that  every  snake  found  in  the 
sea  is  not  necessarily  a  sea-snake ;  land- 
snakes  are  often  carried  down  rivers,  espe- 
cially after  heavy  rains  which  have  flooded 
the  surrounding  districts,  and  are  washed  far 
out  into  the  ocean.  They  have  been  seen  a  long 
way  from  any  shore,  clinging  to  the  roots  or 
branches  of  torn-up  trees  or  floating  loose 
without  any  support.  I  caught  a  great  green 
lizard  which  feeds  on  leaves  and  insects,  and 
never  of  its  own  accord  goes  into  water,  more 
than  a  hundred  miles  from  land  ;  it  was  very 
exhausted,  but  recovered. 

I  can't  help  thinking  that  these  sea-snakes 
once  lived  on  land,  but  for  some  reason  or 
other  (probably  in  quest  of  food)  took  to  the 
v/ater,  and  there  became  specialised  in  their 
form  and  habits,  to  adapt  themselves  to 
their  new  mode  of  life.  Of  course,  I  don't 
mean  that  the  actual  specimens  vdiich  we 
now  catch  were  ever  inhabitants  of  the  forest 
or  jungle,  but  that  possibly  their  forefathers 
were.  Animals  do  change  and  accommodate 
themselves  to  new  surroundings  in  a  very 
surprising  manner  when  necessity  compels 
them  to  vary  their  usual  food,  and  we  find 
many  beautiful  instances  of  the  way  in  which 
Nature  modifies  their  shape  and  structure  to 
allow  of  their  doing  this  without  suffering  1 
harm.  Look  at  cats.  They  are  undoubtedly 
the  descendants  of  creatures  which  were  wild 
like  the  tiger  and  leopard,  and  which  had  the 
siomach  and  intestines  of  purely  carnivorous 
feeders,  those  living  on  flech  alone.  But  since 
they  have  become  tame,  they  have  lived  in 
great  part  on  bread  and  things  of  that  sort,  and 
their  internal  arrangement  has  undergone  a 
change  which  makes  them  more  like  animals 
which  eat  corn  and  grass  ;  and  it  is  found  that 
this  change  is  increasing,  as  they  are  brought 
more  and  more  into  domestication  and  dejiend 
less  on  mice,  birds,  and  meat  for  their  food. 

As  a  sort  of  converse  to  this,  a  New 
Zealand  parrot  has  taken  to  fiesh  eating 
since  sheep  were  imported  there.  Certain 
bats  in  the  caves  of  Trinidad,  instead  of 
going  out  at  night  to  catch  insects  and  eat 
fruit,  now  go  fishing  in  the  sea  by  daylight 
and  sleep  through  the  dark  hours  ;  and  it  is 
said  that  our  own  bees  have  become  fruit 
devourers  only  during  the  last  twenty  years. 
In  many  places  the  deer  which  live  in  the 
low  marshy  or  sandy  districts  are  easily  dis- 
tinguished by  their  broad,  sustaining  feet 
from  those  of  the  same  kind  inhabiting  the 
adjacent  hills.  A  lizard  lives  in  the  Galapagos 
Islands  which  is  the  only  one  of  its  order 
(the  Laccrtilia  or  lizards)  known  to  enter 
salt  water ;  it  swims  out  and  dives  freely  to 
browse  on  the  sea-weed  covering  the  sub- 
merged rocks.  Yet,  in  all  probability,  this  is 
a  recently  acquired  habit,  because  in  times 
of  danger  it  does  not  seem  to  be  at  all  at 
home  in  the  water.  If  you  take  one  and  throw 
it  into  the  sea  where  it  would  certainly  be 
safest— it  is  a  very  timid  creature— it  will 
paddle  back  to  shore  with  all  possible  speed 
and  crawl  out  at  your  very  feet,  although 
dreadfully  alarmed  at  your  presence.  ^  Many 
naturalists  believe  that  whales  once  lived  on 
land,  too.  However,  all  this  is  mere  matter 
of  speculation  ;  but  when  you  hear  anybody 
laughing  at  the  mention  of  the  Great  Sea 
Serpent,  just  put  in  a  word  for  the  real  sea- 
serpents  of  which  we  have  been  talking,  and 
very  likely  you  will  find  that  the  fact  of  their 
existence  will  be  just  as  astonishing  to  him 
as  that  of  the  monster  itself. 

(the  E><D.) 
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WOOD-CARVING  FOR  BOYS. 

By  Fred.  Miller. 


I. — INTEODUCTOBY  HINTS. 

SOME  time  ago  it  was  our  privilege  to  con- 
tribute to  the  "  B.  0.  P."  some  practical 
illustrated  articles  on  Cabinet-making,  suit- 
able for  beginners,  and  I  now  propose  to 
follow  these  up  with  some  hints  and  sugges- 
tions on  wood-carving,  tlic  craft  of  all  others 
that  exhibits  to  the  greatest  advantage  skill 
in  the  use  of  tools. 

Good  wood-carving  always  displays  not 
only  hand-cunning  which  comes  of  practice, 
but  that  delicate  appreciation  of  an  unyield- 
ing over  a  yielding  material ;  in  other  words, 
of  the  value  of  each  chisel  stroke  in  relation 
to  the  complete  work.  Wood-carving  would 
be  a  fine  discipline  for  clumsy,  awkward  boys, 
and  there  can  be  no  more  enjoyable  occupa- 
tion for  leisure  hours,  or  as  a  relaxation  from 
mental  pursuits,  than  wood-carving.  We 
should  all  be  healthier  if  we  had  some  hobby 
or  occupation  which  brought  into  play  those 
faculties  which,  in  our  ordinary  lives,  would 
lie  dormant.  Nearly  every  one  has  a  me- 
chanical turn,  and  why  this  should  have 
been  so  long  discouraged  and  kept  in  abey- 
ance is  more  than  I  can  tell.  Happily  all 
this  is  being  changed  now.  Those  boys  who 
have  dipped  into  Euskin  at  all  will  know  that 
he  holds  that  man  should  develop  and 
employ  his  mechanical  faculties  side  by  side 
with  his  mental  ones ;  that  we  should,  all 
of  us,  hterally  earn  our  bread  by  the  sweat 
of  our  brow,  and  not,  as  in  the  present  state 
of  society,  have  a  class  of  men  whose  whole 
time  is  spent  in  mechanical  pursuits,  and 
another  class  whose  whole  attention  is  given 
to  mental  occupations.  The  popularity  of 
carpentering  shows  that  men  will,  no  matter 
how  adverse  the  conditions  may  be,  bring 
their  mechanical  genius  into  play.  Now 
wood-carving  requires  great  mechanical 
skill  to  produce  the  best  work,  and  yet 
demands  much  more  than  this.  It  is  work, 
too,  that  can  be  carried  on  with  far  fewer  me- 
chanical appliances  than  carpentry  or  cabi- 
net-making, and  therefore  could  be  pursued 
at  times  and  in  places  where  the  former 
occupations  would  be  out  of  the  question. 

Wood-carving  may  be  said  to  be  a  combin- 
ation of  sculpture  and  modelling.  You  have 
a  more  yielding  material  to  manipulate  than 
stone,  and  consequently  the  tools  require  a 
different  method  of  handling  ;  and  a  more  un- 
yielding material  than  clay,  which  is  pressed 
rather  than  carved  into  shape  :  consequently 
the  method  adopted  in  either  of  the  occupa- 
tions of  sculpture  and  modelling  does  not 
apply  to  wood-carving.  But  modelling  so 
lai-gely  influences  the  sculptor  and  carver 
that  in  order  to  treat  the  latter  subject  in 
anything  like  a  complete  manner  we  cannot 
ignore  modelling ;  nor  do  we  wish  to  do  so, 


PART  I. 

for  we  hope  to  devote  some  of  the  space 
allotted  to  this  subject  to  the  method  of 
modelling  in  clay  or  terra-cotta. 

Cabinet  work  of  all  kinds  is  greatly  en- 
hanced by  the  introduction  of  a  little  carving, 
either  in  the  way  of  panels  or  ornamental 
details ;  and  those  of  our  readers  who  have 
learnt  to  handle  their  tools  with  some  cer- 
tainty, and  have  overcome  the  clumsiness  of 
the  novice— an  awkwardness  that  all  begin- 
ners at  carpentry  and  cabinet-making  experi- 
ence, and  which  is  only  surmounted  by 
practice — have  prepared  their  way  for  their 
career  as  amateur  wood-carvers.  There  are 
countless  ways  of  employing  their  skill,  from 
the  carving  of  a  frame  with  some  simple 
patterns  to  the  handle  of  a  fire-screen,  and 
we  feel  our  efforts  will  not  be  thrown  away 
if  we  can  be  the  means  of  making  the  readers 
of  the  "B.  O.  P."  acquainted  to  some  slight 
extent  with  the  mystery  of  ye  craft  of  wood- 
carving. 

n. — TOOLS. 

A  boy  does  not  require  a  large  stock-in- 
trade  to  make  his  first  attempts  at  wood- 
carving.  He  will  require  some  sort  of  bench 
to  work  upon.  An  old  deal  table  would  do, 
but  if  he  can  get  a  small  carver's  bench  so 
much  the  better.  The  block  to  be  carved 
must  be  fixed  firmly,  for  the  hands  should 
be  quite  free  to  use  the  tools.  Accidents 
would  rarely  if  ever  happen  if  the  hands 
were  used  to  hold  the  tools.  The  best  way  of 
fixing  the  wood  is  to  have  a  "  carver's  screw." 

I  give  a  drawing  of  a  carver's  screw  in 
section  showing  how  it  is  used  (Fig.  1).  a  is  the 
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Fig.  1, 


bench  fhrough  which  is  passed  the  screw  c. 
There  must  be  a  hole  made  in  bench  suffici- 
ently large  to  allow  the  screw  to  be  passed 
through  easily.  The  screw  is  turned  a  little 
way  into  the  block  to  be  carved,  b,  and  the  fly 
D  is  then  screwed  up  until  tight.  The  block  is 
thus  firmly  secured,  the  screw  being  under  the 
bench  is  out  of  the  way,  and  if  the  block  has 


to  be  turned  round  all  you  have  to  do  is  to 
loosen  the  fly  d.  The  bench  screw  is  better 
for  general  work  than  cramps  or  holdfasts, 
which  are  often  in  the  way. 

It  will  be  seen  that  it  is  necessary  to  make 
a  hole  through  the  table  or  bench,  and  there- 
fore you  must  have,  if  you  cannot  get  a 
bench,  the  use  of  a  table  that  you  are  allowed 
to  mutilate  to  a  certain  extent.  A  bench  is 
of  course  in  every  way  handier,  as  it  is  firmer 
and  steadier,  and  it  is  very  important  to  keep 
the  wood  rigid  while  it  is  being  carved. 


Fig.  2. 

Now  with  regard  to  tools.  Messrs.  Addis 
&  Sons  are  the  noted  makers  of  carvers'  tools, 
and  in  their  list  are  figured  some  46  varieties, 
each  variety  being  made  in  some  nine  or  ten 
sizes.  For  the  sake  of  future  reference  I 
give  cuts  of  the  various  kinds  of  tools,  so 
that  as  my  readers  advance  in  their  work 
they  can  see  the  kind  of  tool  they  think  they 
require  to  give  a  certain  efl'ect.  My  advice  to 
beginners  here,  as  in  all  other  kinds  of  work, 
is  not  to  have  more  tools  than  they  abso- 
lutely want ;  and,  until  you  feel  your  way,  con- 
tent yourself  with  the  few  I  shall  specify 
later  on.    (See  Fig.  2.) 


No.  1  is  a  firmer,  and  the  other  portion 
at  the  end  of  the  blade  is  a  corner  firmer. 

No.  2  is  an  example  of  a  straight  gouge. 
Gouges  are  made  with  various  curves. 

No.  3  is  a  curved  gouge. 

No.  4  is  an  example  of  a  bent  chisel. 
These  are  also  made  for  right  and  left  corners 
as  indicated. 

No.  5  a  front-bent  gouge. 

No.  6  back-bent  gouge. 

No.  7  a  V  or  parting  tool. 

No.  8  a  curved  parting  tool,  and  No.  9  a 
bent  parting  tool. 

No.  10  is  a  maccaroni  tool. 

With  the  exception  of  the  last  tool  the 
other  chisels  are  made  the  following  widths, 
|,  I,  |,  J,  1,  1^,  li,  li  If,  and  2  inches. 
Some  tools  only  run  up  to  lA,  but  these 
widths  are  the  general  sizes  of  most  of  the 
chisels.  The  prices  vary  from  about  7^d.  to 
35.  each,  according  to  the  kind  of  tool  and 
the  width  of  same. 

The  tools  recommended  by  the  School  of 
Wood-carving,  South  Kensington,  are  ^,  ^,  |, 
and  5  inch  chisels  or  firmers,  the  same  sizes 
in  straight  gouges  with  very  flat  curves,  2  or 
3  small  gouges  with  much  sharper  curves, 
and  a  J  bent  chisel ;  but  as  we  progress  with 
the  work  I  shall  have  something  more  to  say 
about  most  of  the  tools,  and  it  will  then  be  the 
time  to  state  the  chief  uses  of  the  various 
implements. 

I  may  say  this  with  regard  to  tools,  that 
the  nature  of  our  work  often  suggests  to  the 
worker  the  sort  of  tool  he  requires,  for  there 
can  be  no  hard  and  fast  rule  as  to  which  tool 
shall  be  used  for  doing  a  particular  kind  of 
work.  Some  wood-carvers  set  great  store 
by  one  tool  which  another  carver  perhaps 
hardly  uses,  so  that  until  we  advance  with 
our  work  only  get  just  half  a  dozen  generally 
useful  tools,  say  a  couple  of  firmers,  5  and  ^ 
inch,  2  gouges,  ^  and  |,  a  curved  gouge,  and  a 
parting  tool. 

The  impressions  that  the  various  tools 
make,  if  pressed  into  a  piece  of  wood,  are 
given  at  the  end  of  each  chisel.    (See  Fig.  2.) 

Always  keep  your  tools  in  good  condition, 
and  avoid  doing  what  is  too  often  done  when 
work  is  ended  for  the  day,  throwing  the 
tools  pell  mell  down  so  that  their  edges  rub 
against  each  other.  A  dent  in  a  tool  necessi- 
tates it  being  ground  down,  and  every  time 
this  is  done  you  lose  so  much  of 
your  steel. 

Firmers  are  sharpened  on  both 
sides,  and  differ  in  this  respect  from 
carpenters'  chisels,  which  are  only 
sharpened  on  the  back.  It  is  neces- 
sary to  have  some  oil  stones  or 
slips  rounded  on  the  edges  to  fit  the 
insides  of  all  the  tools  used,  the  flat 
sides  of  which  will  serve  to  rub  the 
backs  of  the  tools,  but  some  good 
tool-makers  like  Buck  will  always  put  tools 
in  working  order  for  a  small  sum. 

A  piece  of  stout  buff  leather  prepared  with 
grease,  flour  emery,  and  crocus  should  be  at 
hand  to  finish  the  sharpening.    In  rubbing 


your  tools  on  the  oil  stones,  see  that  you 
bring  every  part  of  the  blade  equally  on  to 
the  stone.  Particular  attention  must  be 
paid  to  this  in  the  case  of  gouges  and  firmers. 
The  maccaroni  tool  is  the  most  difficult  to 
sharpen,  as  there  is  a  danger  of  wearing  away 
one  side  before  the  others. 

Turkey  stone  does  for  ordinary  tools,  but 
Arkansas  is  better  for  the  finer  ones. 

The  advice  given  by  an  eminent  wood-carver 
to  beginners  as  to  tools  and  bench  is  worth 
quoting.  He  says,  about  3  dozen  tools  with 
gouges  and  firmers,  the  former  ranging  from 
a  small  letter  U  to  a  very  flat  sweep,  should 
be  sufficiently  ample  kit  to  start  a  beginner 
with.  The  bench  or  table  should  be  made 
to  suit  the  stature  of  the  worker,  as  all 
carving  should  be  done  whilst  standing  up  ; 
3  feet  from  the  floor  is  a  convenient  height. 

III. — PEELIMINAEY  WORK. 

Pine  is  a  good  wood  to  begin  work  upon, 
as  it  is  soft  and  yields  easily  to  the  tools  and 
is  not  liable  to  splinter.  Its  softness  may  at 
times  be  a  disadvantage,  as  unless  one  is 
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careful  the  tools  may  penetrate  further  than 
is  desirable.  Your  wood  must  be  free  from 
knots  or  "  shakes  "  (a  shake  is  caused  by  the 
grain  of  the  wood  separating),  and  must  be 
fixed  to  your  bench  or  table  with  the  screw. 


of  that  to  be  carved,  or  else  screw  it  in  with 
fine  short  screws.  If  you  glue  the  piece  on, 
be  careful  to  put  a  piece  of  paper  between 
the  two  blocks,  so  that  they  can  be  separated 
when  the  carving  is  finished. 

See  that  your  block  of  wood  is  squared  up 
so  that  the  sides  are  at  right  angles  to  each 
other,  and  the  edges  square  with  the  top,  and 
also  that  the  surface  is  nicely  planed  up. 
Eub  a  little  powdered  chalk  on  the  block  so 
that  your  pencil  lines  tell  upon  it,  for  of 
course  you  must  either  draw  or  transfer  your 
design. 

Eun  a  pencil  line  a  ^  inch  from  the  edge 
round  the  top  of  the  block,  and  another  round 
the  edges  also  a  |-  inch  from  the  top.  Now 
if  you  cut  into  the  lines  at  top  and  sides  you 
will  be  able  to  take  out  a  slip  of  wood  a  5- 
inch  square,  and  the  block  will  be  what  is 
termed  "rabbeted."  In  soft  wood  such  as 
pine  a  cutting  gauge  might  be  useful.  I 
give  a  cut  of  one  (Fig.  3),  as  if  you  do  not 
buy  a  cutting  gauge,  you  might  certainly 
invest  in  a  marking  gauge,  a  is  a  straight 
piece  of  wood  having  a  small  blade  d  in  the 
case  of  cutting  gauges,  or  just  a  point  in  the 
marking  gauges.  The  blade  can  be  adjusted 
by  the  wedge  e.  The  piece  b  has  a  hole  in 
it  through  which  a  works,  and  whatever  width 
is  required  to  be  marked  off  is  measured 
between  the  blade  d  and  the  movable  piece 
B,  which  is  kept  in  position  by  the  wooden 
screw  c.  All  you  would  have  to  do  to  rabbet 
the  block  d  (Fig.  1),  is  to  run  your  gauge  a 
few  times  along  the  sides  of  the  block  from 
A  to  B,  and  then  from  top  of  block,  and  if  your 
blade  is  a  ^  inch  deep,  you  can  take  out  a 
slip  all  round,  so  that  your  block  would  have 
the  appearance  of  Fig.  4  when  seen  in 
section.  The  use  of  this  will  be  obvious 
when  you  know  that  your  carving  will  be 
above  the  imaginary  line  a  b — in  other  words, 
the  part  of  the  wood  you  have  to  deal  with 
is  c  between  the  rabbet  line  a  b  and  top  d. 
Your  ground  must  only  be  taken  out  to  the 
depth  of  your  rabbet,  and  the  use  of  the 
rabbet  is  to  guide  you  in  taking  out  your 
ground  so  that  you  do  not  go  deeper  into  the 
wood  than  the  rabbet.  Your  carving,  there- 
fore, will  in  no  case  be  deeper  than  5  inch, 
that  being  the  depth  of  the  rabbet. 

When  the  rabbeting  is  done  you  proceed 
to  transfer  your  design  ;  for  unless  you  have 


Fig.  4. 

It  often  happens  that  the  block  to  be  carved 
is  not  thick  enough  to  allow  of  the  screw 
being  turned  in  sufficiently  far  to  hold  it 
firmly.  In  such  cases  it  is  necessary  to  either 
glue  another  block  of  wood  on  to  the  bottom 


had  some  practice  in  drawing  and  carving, 
you  had  better  transfer  your  design  rather 
than  trust  yourself  to  draw  it  in  freehand. 

(_To  be  continued.) 
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OUR  "NOBLY  DONE"  COLUMN. 


[The  inquest  was  helj  before  Dr.  Macdonalil  M  r 
Coroner  for  North-E;ist  London,  on  Heiirv  James 
Bnstow  aged  eight  years.  Mrs.  Bri.stow,  who  lives 
at  Waltliamstow,  had  left  this  little  boy  alone  m  tlie 
room  with  a  younger  sister  of  only  three  years  of  a-'e 
m  order  to  go  on  an  errand,  from  which  slie  retunred 
before  six  o'clock  to  find  that  the  little  girl  had  climbed 
on  a  chair  to  reach  a  small  paraffin  lamp,  and  bad 
up.set  It  over  her  clothes,  which,  of  course,  caught  fire 
at  once.  The  boy  immdiatelv  tore  them  off  her,  and 
aid  her  upon  the  bed  ;  but  iu  lifting  her  on  to  the  bed 
his  own  clothes  caught  fire,  and  it  took  the  child  a  Ion" 
time  to  tear  tliem  off,  which,  however,  at  last  he  suc° 
ceeded  in  doing,  but  not  till  he  was  so  seriously  hurt 
that,  though  taken  at  once  to  a  hospital,  he  died 
within  the  week  from  the  result  of  the  injuries  His 
little  sister's  life  he  had  succeeded  in  saving  at  the  cost 
of  his  own.] 

HENRY  JAMES  BRISTOW. 

A  GALLANT  little  soul  has  just  gone  home 
To  God,  from  whence  it  came. 

A  little  boy,  a  tiny  lad  of  eight, 
Yet  Hero  is  his  name. 

He  kept  his  trust,  he  saved  his  sister's  life 

From  raging,  deadly  flame  ; 
He  feared  not  to  oppose  the  angry  fire, 

Or  fearing  overcame. 

But  though  he  died  the  infant  life  to  save, 

He  lives  again  ; 
Clasped  closely  in  the  bosom  of  the  Man 

Who  died  for  men. 

All.\n  M.  Taylor. 


LAND.SLIP  IN  KENT-HEROISM  OF  A  BOY. 

A  landslip  occurred  on  January  21  at  the  foot  of  the 
range  of  hills  that  turn  from  Folkestone  tlirough  a 
little  village  known  as  Harpiiiger.    Immediately  be- 
neath the  scene  of  the  landslip  was  a  cottage  occupied 
by  a  labourer  named  Hay  ward,  his  wife,  and  four 
children.    The  slope  at  the  rear  and  above  the  cottage 
IS  about  150  feet  high,  and  is  exceedingly  steep.  The 
land  at  the  summit  of  the  hill  was,  until  the  day  before 
the  landslip,  covered  thickly  with  snow.    The  rapid 
thaw  which  set  in,  and  the  heavy  downpour  of  rain 
which  fell  for  several  hours,  caused  the  fields  to  become 
swamped,  and,  as  the  snow  melted,  the  water  made  its 
way  to  the  ridge  of  the  hill  above  the  cottage,  towards 
which  the  high  ground  inclines.  At  tlie  top  of  the  hill, 
]ust  above  the  cottage,  there  is  a  deep  indentation  in 
the  land,  so  that  a  large  body  of  water  accumulated 
there.    This  eventually  forced  out  a  great  slice  of  the 
land  from  the  side  of  the  hill.    The  earth  was  carrieil 
out  111  a  clean  scoop,  which  extended  down  the  entire 
depth  of  the  slope  to  the  place  wliere  the  cottage  stood. 
The  cottage,  whicli  was  a  one  storey  dwelling,  was 
isolated  from  any  other  house,  the  nearest  being  about 
a  quarter  of  a  mile  distant.    It  abutted  on  to  the  side 
of  a  main  road,  beyond  wliich  is  another  slope  about 
30  feet  deep,  and  a  plougherl  field.    From  the  appear- 
ances it  would  seem  that  the  avalanche  struck  the 
cottage,  completely  wrecking  it  and  tearing  it  from  its 
foundation.    The  deb/is  of  the  cottage  was  hurled  over 
the  road  and  f  urtlier  down  the  slope  into  the  ploughed 
field,  where  the  remains  of  tlie  cottage  were  scattered 
about.    The  brick  portion  of  the  building  was  com- 
pletely shattered.    The.  thatched  roof  was  carried  a 
distance  of  about  60  yards  into  the  field.    The  whole 
occurrence,  it  is  stated,  was  momentarv.  The  thatched 
roof  was,  no  doubt,  partially  carried  by  the  heavy  wind 
which  prevailed  at  the  time.    The  north  side  of  the 
house  was  evidently  struck  first.    It  was  in  this  part 
that  three  of  the  oliildren— William,  agefl  ten  years 
Jane,  aged  eight  years,  and  Walter,  aged  o.ie  year  and 
eight  moutlis— were  sleeping.    Tile  thatched  roof,  it  is 
supposed,  fell  upon  tliese  cliildrt-n,  and  was  carried  in  a 
body  into  tlie  field  lelow.    The  rest  of  the  building  fell 
111  upon  the  husband  and  wife,  Alfred  Hayward  ami 
Jane  Hayward,  crushing  them  and  a  cliiM' ml-.^I  h.ur 
months.    The  little  latl  William  extricated  Inm-rir,  ,iiid 
with  great  presence  of  mind  sliouted  for  his  si-;ter 
Hearing  a  cry,  he  states  that  he  at  once  began  to 
search  among  the  ruins,  and  managed  to  rescue  her 
He  then  heard  the  cry  of  the  other  child,  Walter,  whom 
he  also  succeeded  in  finding  and  rescuing,  but  witli 
much  difficulty.    It  was  a  terrible  niglit ;  the  wind 
blew  a  hurricane,  and  it  rained  iu  torrents  :  but  the  little 
fellow,  nearly  naked  as  he  was,  succeeded  in  carrying 
Walter  to  a  cottage  occupied  by  a  Mr.  Mount,  who  tcxik 
them  in,  and  immediately  went  for  assistance.  Mount 
states  that  this  was  about  one  o'clock  in  the  morning, 
and  as  soon  as  he  obtained  assistance  they  commencea' 
to  searcli  amongst  the  ruins,  Imt  they  were  unable  to 
find  any  traces  of  the  nns-inj  jltmhis 
persons  witli  spailes  h.id  r.  ii,o\  r.  | 
material.    Tljc  lunl^aml.  wilr,  :.;hl 
found  togctlii-r.  an.!  v.  dnwlfniu  .-r.i-i 
almost  beVMHl      utiti. m.    H-n  tli.' 

brave  little  Inl,  a^tnld  at  tlie  uiqur^t  :  ■■  1  

of  age.  Alfred  aiitl  Sarah  Hayward  were  my  father  aud 
mother,  and  tlie  little  girl  was  my  sister.  I  went  to 
bed  about  seven  on  Tuesday  night,"and  was  sleeping  in 


-''Veial 
1.  and 
then 
to  be 
..f  the 
ti'ii  years 


the  same  room  as  my  sister  Jane,  aged  eight,  and  mv 
little  bro,  her,  who  is  one  year  and  eight  months  old 
In  the  trout  of  our  house  there  was  a  roaduay  and 
then  a  steep  bank  beyond.  When  I  fir.st  awoke'l  felt 
the  wind  blowing  very  cold,  and  I  found  that  I  was 
lying  in  the  open  field.  There  was  no  covering  over 
me  at  all.  My  little  brother  and  sister  were  lying  a 
short  way  from  me.  It  was  dark,  and  they  were 
covered  up  by  a  large  piece  of  tlie  thateh  from  the 
roof  of  the  house.  I  called  out,  and  when  I  heard  them 
ZTEJ  .T"*  ^  ''«1P  I  P-'IIed  the  thatch  off 

fill,  f  t'«^i°.«>>t-  across  the 

field  in  the  direction  of  Mr.  Mount's  house,  and  I 
followed  carrying  my  little  brother.  I  had  to  carry 
my  httle  brother  the  whole  of  the  way,  and  lift  hiiii 
over  the  fence  and  the  wattles."  The  coroner  re 
marked  that  the  lad  had  acted  in  a  very  heroic  manner 
aud  so,  ^ye  feel  sure,  all  our  readers  will  agree 
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K-K  R  8,  Q-Q  7,  Es-K  3  and  K  R  2 : 
B— Q  R  5 ;  Kts^Q  R  3  and  K  Kt  5  •  P— 
Q  Kt  3;  Black,  K-Q  B  4;  R-Q  Kt  8;'Bs- 
Q  5  and  KB  4;  Kt-K  Kt  2 ;  Ps-Q  B  3  K3 
K  4,  and  K  Kt  3-to  Frank  Healey  (born  in 
London  on  November  19,  1828),  the  latter 
determmed  to  play  a  line  move  with  the 
Rook  also,  and,  in  1860  or  1861,  composed 
his  Bristol  three-mover— White,  K— K  R  2  ■ 
Q  — K  Kt  6  ;  Rs— Q  sq.  and  K  B  3  ;  B-  O  R 
sq.;  Kts— Q  Kt  C  and  K  B  7;  Ps— O  B  3 
Q  B  3,  Q  2,  Q  5,  and  K  Kt  2  ;  Black,  K— 

^  ^  V  ^  =  Kt  2  ;  Ps  -  Q  E  6, 

Q  B  5,  K  B  5,  and  K  Kt  2.  It  has  been 
truly  said  that  Grimshaw  was  the  first  to 
play  the  Rook  in  order  to  clear  the  way  for 
the  Queen,  but  Campbell's  statement  proves 
the  origm  of  Healey's  stratagem,  and  shows 
that  the  latter  did  not  take  his  idea  from 
Grimshaw. 


I  WHITE.  I         4-F2=«  pieces. 
White  to  move,  and  can  only  draw. 

This  position  occurred  in  a  game  between 
H.  F.  L.  Meyer  (White),  and  J.  Swyer  (Black), 
and  it  was  thought  that  the  three  Pawns 
wotild  win ;  but  the  result,  after  playing  the 
position  over  several  times,  was  a  draw. 
The  second  player  then  fancied  he  might 
more  easily  draw  with  a  Knight,  but  was 
contradicted  by  the  first  player,  and,  although 
the  play  was  more  difficult,  the  result  was 
certainly  a  draw.  A  statement  on  page  287 
in  J.  Berger's  book  on  "  Endspiele,'"'  that 
three  Pawns  supported  by  their  King  regu- 
larly win  against  a  Bishop  or  a  Knight,  is 
thus  proved  incorrect. 


Dufeesne's  Boons. 

The  indefatigable  J.  Dufresne,  of  Berlin, 
has  issued  another  book  on  chess,  entitled 
"  Das  Buch  der  Schachmeisterpartien. 
Sammlung  lehrreioher,  in  den  letzten 
Meisterturnieren  gespielter  Schachpartien." 
The  pretty  little  book  contains  seventy-four 
games,  each  one  illustrated  by  one  or  two 
diagrams.  The  publisher  is  P.  Reclam,  of 
Leipzig. 

Obituaky. 

Two  of  our  oldest  and  greatest  composers 
have  lately  died— Grimshaw  and  Campbell. 
Walter  Grimshaw  was  born  at  Dewsbury  in 
Yorkshire  on  March  12,  1632,  commenced 
chess  with  H.  E.  Kidson,  at  York,  where  he 
stayed  from  1841  till  1855,  and  then  moved 
to  Whitby,  where  he  died  on  December  27, 
1890.  Joseph  Graham  Campbell  was  born 
at  Cookstown  in  Ireland,  in  May  1830,  then 
established  himself  as  a  merchant  in  London, 
where  he  died  on  January  1,  1891.  This 
reminds  us  of  a  statement  made  to  us  last 
year  by  Campbell  concerning  the  origin  of 
the  celebrated  Bristol  problem.  When 
Campbell  showed  his  three-mover— White, 
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»'"*  This  Fund  is  now  closed,  ami  the  entire  amount, 
\\  itliout  an\-  de^lui  tinn  for  printiiisr,  postaire.  an<l  other 
exin  ii>,  M  1,1t  h  have  .all  been  borne  by  tlie  ■■  B.  0.  P.." 
has  1 1, 1 11  jail  liver  to  Dr.  Barnanlo  to  found  the  "Boy's 
Own  '  Cordon  Mi  niorial  Ward  in  b.s  Ho-spifal, '.is 
already  fuUy  explained  in  tlicse  cohuuns.  We  m.ay, 
lierhaps,  be  able  to  .give  sketches  of  the  Hospital  arij 
Ward  at  some  futm-e  date. 


OUR  NOTE  BOOK. 


A  Canine  Patient  at  St.  Thomas's. — A 
short  time  ago  a  four-footed  patient  was 
brought  to  St.  Thomas's  Hospital.  He  was 
a  collie  dog  named  Mac,  and  his  mistress 
related  that  while  out  walking  he  had  been 
attacked  by  another  dog,  and  during  the  fight 
was  run  over  by  a  brougham.  Examination 
showed  that  one  foreleg  was  badly  fractured 
and  the  other  bruised,  whereupon  chloroform 
was  administered,  and  the  broken  limb  in- 
cased in  plaster-of-Paris  splinters.  On 
Saturday,  December  13,  the  splints  were  re- 
raoved,  and  the  dog  was  discharged  cured. 
The  patient  was  entered  on  the  books  as 
"  Mae  ;  occupation,  pugilist." 

A  Vessel  Saved  by  Oil. — The  Ked  Cross 
Line  steamer  Miranda  lately  arrived  in  Hali- 
fax from  St.  .John's,  after  a  fearful  passage. 
She  left  St.  John's  for  New  York  while  there 
was  a  heavy  wind  blowing.  The  gale  increased 
to  a  hurricane,  and  steamers  which  had 
arrived  fifty  miles  east  of  Canso  were  obliged 
to  turn  and  run  back  sixty  miles  wnere  they 
hove  to.  There  was  a  panic  on  the  Miranda 
among  the  passengers,  and  a  number  of  them 
were  injured.  The  seas  washed  over  the  ship, 
destroyed  the  bridge,  and  the  water  jjoured 
into  the  saloon  and  the  second  cabin.  There 
was  little  hope  of  the  vessel  being  able  to 
weather  the  storm,  when  the  captain  ordered 
thirty  gallons  of  oil  to  be  thrown  overboard 
and  around  the  ship.  The  effect  was  magical. 
The  immense  seas  passed  harmlessly  round 
the  vessel,  and  this  alone  saved  her  from 
foundering. 

The  Anti-Gambling  League. — "I  hereby 
promise  to  abstain  from  all  kinds  of  betting 
and  gambling,  and  to  do  my  utmost  to 
develop  a  more  healthy  public  opinion  on 
the  subject."  Such  is  the  form  of  pledge 
which  the  Attorney-General  entreated  a 
"mass  meeting  of  men  only"  to  take  at 
Exeter  Hall  on  .January  15.  The  gathering, 
convened  by  the  National  Anti-Gambling 
League,  was  absolutely  unanimous  in  de- 
nouncing practices  which  Sir  Kichard 
Webster  characterised  as  not  only  reprehen- 
sible but  immoral.  It  was  useless,  he  urged, 
to  seek  a  remedy  in  legislative  enactments  ; 
the  suppression  of  "  dishonest,  rash,  and 
reckless  speculation,"  whether  in  private, 
sporting,  or  commercial  centres,  could  only 
be  wrought  by  the  force  of  an  enlightened 
public  opinion.  It  was,  he  said,  in  connec- 
tion with  the  love  of  sport,  in  the  truest  and 
purest  sense  of  the  word,  that  he  was  first 
led  to  form  a  very  strong  opinion  on  the  sub- 
ject of  gambling.  It  was  supposed  by  many 
that  it  was  impossible  to  enjoy  athletic  pur- 
suits without  becoming  interested  in  a  pecu- 
niayr  sense.  He  should  therefore  like  to  add, 
not  for  the  purpose  of  holding  himself  up  as 
an  example,  that  during  his  entire  interest  in 
sports  of  all  kinds  he  had  never  made  a  bet. 
In  dealing  with  the  grievous  vice  of  betting 
he  wished  to  address  himself  more  par- 
ticularly to  young  men  holding  minor  situa- 
tions, many  of  whom  had  been  brought  to 
misery,  and  some  to  crime,  by  yielding  to  the 
temptation  of  speculating.  He  desired  all 
who  could  to  do  their  utmost,  by  example 
and  teaching,  to  turn  young  men  away  from 
such  temptations.  There  were  people  who 
said,  "  It  is  all  very  well  to  attack  betting  as 
a  system,  but  it  is  practised  to  a  large  extent 
by  people  who  can  well  afford  to  pay." 
That  had  always  occurred  to  him  to  be  the 
most  foolish  and  wicked  argument  that 
could  be'  adduced.  The  practice  of  betting, 
whether  exercised  by  the  rich  or  poor,  was 
reprehensible,  and  he  did  not  hesitate  to  call 
it  immoral  in  the  highest  degree.    The  Hon. 


and  Kev.  E.  Lyttelton,  well  known  in  the 
cricket-field  and  now  Master  of  Haileybury, 
was  among  the  other  speakers,  and  drew 
I  some  harrowing  pictures  of  gambling-life  at 
Monaco. 

The    Downward    Step. — The  late  Kev. 
James  Hamilton,  of  Regent  Square  Church, 
was  eminently  useful  to  young  men,  especially 
to  young  Scotchmen,  who  came  to  London. 
In  one  of  his  sermons,  when  giving  counsel 
'  not  to  forsake  the  house  of  God,  he  said : 
"  We  remember  a  fine  youth  who  from  the 
'  far  north  came  up  to  be  a  clerk  in  the  Post 
Office.    For  a  long  time  he  was  constant  in 
his  attendance  on  the  means  of  grace,  and 
retained  his  amiable,   hopeful  disposition. 
I  By-and-by  his  visits  to  the  house  of  God  be- 
j  came  desultory  ;  and  not  only  did  he  disappear 
from  the  church,  but  he  became  shy  of  our 
own  society.    Years  passed  without  seeing 
him,  and  then  we  were  asked  to  visit  him  at 
j  the  Old  Bailey.     It  turned  out  that  he  had 
I  met  with  careless  acquaintances,  who  had 
drawn  him  away  from  his  earliest  friends,  and 
led  him  to  mis-spend  the  Sabbath.  Event- 
ually he  had  married  a  worldly-minded  woman, 
with  stylish  notions,  and  in  order  to  supply 
her  expensive  tastes  he  had  ended  by  taking 
money  out  of  letters.    We  asked  him  when  he 
had  been  last  in  his  old  place  of  worship.  He 
said  that  it  was  on  the  Sunday  after  his  first 
offence  had  been  committed,  and  when  the 
sermon  referred  to  an  agitation  then  in  pro- 
gress for  a  Sunday  delivery  of  letters  in 
London.    Bearing  as  it  did  on  the  circum- 
!  stances  of  his  own  downfall,  he  still  remem- 
I  bered  an  expression  to  the  effect,  '  The  fear 
j  of  detecti'V'es  is  a  poor  substitute  for  the  fear 
J  of  God.'  " 

'  UpriNGHAii  Set-Fights. — It  is  told  of  the 
late  Edward  Thring,  the  famous  head-master 

I  of  Uppingham  School,  who  to  the  last  took 
a  very  keen  interest  in  the  "  B.  0.  P.,"  that 
if  he  had  to  rebuke  some  misdeed,  he  would 
sometimes  say  to  his  boys  :  "  I  don't  know 
who  the  offenders  are,  and  I  don't  want 
to  know.  They  would  not  have  done  it  if  the 
rest  of  you  disliked  it  enough.    I  hold  that 

I  society  can  keep  down  any  offences  it  dis- 

j  approves  of,  and  I  mean  to  give  you  reasons 

!  for   disapproving  of  this  kind  of  thing." 

I  Mr.  Thring's  biographer  ("  A  Memory  of 
Edward  Thring,"  by  John  Huntley  Skrine. 

1  Maemillan,  1889)  proceeds:  "Against  doubt- 
ful instances  of  the  system's  application  let 

;  me  place  a  triumphant  example  of  its  success 
— the  suppression  of  '  set-fights.'  It  was  a 
superstition  that  these  fights  supplied  a  felt 
want  in  schoolboy  life.  The  sudden  skirmish, 
fought  out  on  the  spot,  perhaps  does,  but 
these  deliberate  affairs,  mostly  hatched  by 
the  friends  of  the  fighters,  and  fought  out 

I  before  a  critical  crowd,  long  after  the  hot 
blood  had  cooled,  in  a  secluded  meadow, 

I  where  the  combatants  pounded  one  another 
in  a  cautious  and  dummy-like  fashion  till 
one  had  had  enough,  satisfied  no  felt  want, 

j  except  that  of  schoolboy  bloodthirst.  Many 

I  of  us  attended  who  ought  to  have  known 
better.  .  .  .  One  term  an  epidemic  set  in, 
and  one  of  the  affairs  came  to  the  knowledge 
of  masters.  Next  morning  the  head-master 
marched  into  school  with  the  furrows  of  the 
mouth  in  deep  shadow.  He  described  the 
'  abomination '  of  a  set-fight  in  his  terse 
eloquence,  and  clinched  his  demonstration 
with  the  following:  —  'Now,  the  next  fight 
that  takes  place,  I  will  flog  both  the  fighters, 
all  the  seconds,  and  every  one  ivho  was  look- 
ing on.^  We  did  not  doubt  him,  we  knew  he 
had  the  necessary  endurance.  The  set-fight 
referred  to  is  the  latest  known  to  have  taken 
place." 
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D.  DOVK,  27,  Newark  Drive,  PoUokshields,  Glasgow. 
H.  J.  Eedferx,  110,  Pancras  Square,  Pancras  Pioaii, 

N.W. 

Harry  Wade,  3,  East  Bank  Terrace,  Stockton  Road, 
C'horltou-eum-Hardy,  near  Manchester. 

certificates. 

[The  names  are  arranged  in  order  of  merit.'} 

i  J.  H.  PiLLL\"G,  11.  Rosslyn  Terrace,  Sunderland. 

Sajiuel  MayU!,  124,  Parliament  Street,  Derby. 
G  J.  E.  Murray,  St.  FiUans-by  Crieff,  Perthshire. 

il.  0.  PORSTER,  32,  Binfield  Road,  Clapham,  s.w. 
8  P.  H.  P.  Brauer,  Myrtle  Bank,  Prestwich. 

P.  H.  Davies,  2G5,  Coventry  Road,  Birmingliam. 

P.  H.  Lewis,  35,  Broad  Street,  Reading. 

A.  Forrest,  14,  Market  Street,  Pontypridd. 

Howard  Martin,  3,  Grove  Road,  New  Southgate. 
13  G.  E.mery,  142,  Church  Road,  Hove,  Brigliton. 

E.  Wixx,  The  Uplands,  Selly  Hill,  Birmingliam. 

E.  J.  S.  Almext,  47,  Carysfort  Avenue,  Blackrock, 
DubUn. 

IG  J.  BowYER,  3,  Camder»  Hill  Road,  Upper  Norwood. 

D.  Leupoi.d,  Hilltliorp,  Grange  Road,  Upper  Nor- 
wood, s.E. 

H.  J.  Perrett,  Fairfield,  Farnliam,  Surrey. 

19  H.  H.  Prlme,  Discount  Villa,  16,  Ladypool  Road, 
Sparkbrook,  Birmiugliam. 

E.  W.  Haxxixgtox,  Dorchester,  New  Brunswick, 
Canada. 

21  A.  E.  Raper,  Alston  House,  Bradford,  Yorks. 

22  JoHX  Edsforth,  53,  Pitt  Street,  .Iccrington,  Lanes. 

E^'^!iLYX  M.  Whitehead,  Deighton  Grove,  York. 

Herbert  Saxdoe,  2,  The  Limes,  HornyoU  Road, 
Malvern. 

25  R.  P.  McCracken,  20,  Dorville  Road,  Lee. 

Horace  Nutter,  42,  Regent's  Park  Road. 

Alfred  Scott,  41,  Broadway,  Stratford,  E. 

28  L.  Price,  Cambria,  Solsbro'  Road,  Chelston,  Tor- 
quay. 

Cecil  Michelmore,  Broadstone  House,  Dartmoiith. 

R.  H.  Ramsay,  Charlotte  Street,  Lerwick,  Scotland. 

E.  C.  HiGGS,  44,  Christcliureh  Road,  Streatliam 
Hill,  s.w. 

32  G.  W.  jE.VKrNS,  17,  Land  Street,  Croydon. 
Hexry  Leach,  Elgin  Villa,  Stoke-on-Trent. 
N.  Elliott,  South  Sea  Cottage,  Coldstream,  N.B. 

35  A.  R.  GOUGH,  98,  Hampton  Road,  Redland,  Bristol. 

36  R.  L.  Evaxs,  8,  Rosslyn  Hill,  Hampstead. 

Fred  Fenwick,  37,  Northumberland  Street,  New- 
castle-on-Tyne. 

Wilfred  Hall,  9,  Prior's  Terrace,  Tynemouth. 

H.  Levick,  76,  Hampton  Road,  Birchfields,  Bir- 
mingham. 

40  W.  Harrisox,  Moss  Road,  Urmston. 

J.  P.  Hodge,  21,  Cleveland  Road,  Canonbury,  x. 

A.  0.  JOYXSOX,  Church  Street,  EUesmere,  Salop. 

JfiSEPH  Kershaw,  Valley  Cottage,  Mossley,  Man- 
chester. 

E.  B.  OWEX,  Pernbank,  Oswestry. 

45  Hugh  C.  Taylor,  Bhowaui,  St.  Stephen's  Road, 
Hounslow. 

4G  C.  W.  A.  Rosser,  Landscc  Vi\  Weston-super-Mare. 
47  P.  H.  Carter,  23,  Nelson  Road,  Southsea. 

JoHX  L.  Drxxk,  24,  Swarthmore  Terrace,  South 
Stockton,  Yorkshire. 
49  J.  P.  Jexkixs,  Hazlemcre,  St.  John's  Road,  Clifton, 
Bristol. 

G.  P.  Waters,  Marlborough  House,  Lower  Addi&- 
combe  Road,  Croydon,  Surrey. 
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Froggie.— 1.  Our  instructions  on  "How  to  make  a  Canvas  Canoe" 
have  been  reprinted  in  "  Indoor  Games."  2.  An  American  schooner 
ot  the  past,  and  ot  romance,  had  a  fired  bowsprit,  a  small  foresail 
and  a  large  mamsail,  and  seldom  carried  square-headed  gaff  topsail^' 
To-day  American  schooners  are  not  to  be  distinguished  from  English 
ones,  except  that  as  a  rule  they  are  cleaner  and  smarter,  owing  to  their- 
not  being  used  m  such  dirty  trades.  Of  course  this  refers  to  traders 
and  not  to  yachts. 

Jack  ASHOM.-There  are  Sailors'  Homes  in  Ireland  at  Belfast,  Cork 
JJubUn,  Limerick,  and  Queenstown.  In  Scotland  there  are  Sailors' 
Hoines  at  Greenock,  Glasgow,  Dundee.  Leith,  and  Stornowav  In 
foreign  parts  there  are  Homes  at  New  York,  Boston,  San  Francisco 
MarseiUes,  Amsterdam,  Rotterdam,  Hamburg,  Callao,  and  Honolulu  • 
and  there  are  probably  others,  but  these  we  have  heard  of. 

Flora  T --In  the  Greek  Church,  Elisha,  the  Hebrew  prophet,  is  a 
faaint ;  that  is  the  explanation.  His  "  day  "  is  the  14th  of  June :  that 
gaTe  the  clue. 

G  C.  PBLLS.—Phim  jam  is  made  in  the  same  way  "  for  a  Blue-eved 
Madien  as  for  any  one  else ;  and  as  to  throw-down  crackers  "for 
a  Blue-eyed  Madien,"  we  should  say  the  practice  was  so  extremely 
unladylike  that  we  had  rather  not  be  responsible  for  the  consequences 
Had  you  asked  for  yourself  we  would  have  told  you ;  but  we  can 
only  refer  the  "  Blue-eyed  Madien  "  to  the  "  G.  0.  P.'' 

Scotia.—"  The  Fifth  Form  at  St.  Dominic's  "  was  in  our  fourth  volume 
long  since  out  of  print ;  but  it  has  been  reprinted  in  our  Bookshelf 
faeries,  and  can  be  had  from  any  bookseller,  price  3s  M 
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THE   COCK  HOUSE  AT  EELLSGAETH. 

A    PUBLIC    SCHOOL  STORY. 
By  Talbot  Baines  Reed, 

Author  of  "  3Iy  Friend  Smith,"  "Fifth  Form  at  St.  Dominie's"  "Adventures  of  a  Three-Guinea  Watch"  etc. 


CHAPTER  X. — HOW  PERCY  GOT  BACK  HIS  FOOTBALL. 


IT  was  not  to  be  expected  that  in  the 
present  state  of  party  feeling  at  FeUs- 
garth  the  incident  recorded  in  the  last 
chapter  would  be  confined  to  a  personal 
quarrel  between  Dangle  and  RoUitt. 

If  it  be  true  that  it  takes  two  to  make 
a  quarrel,  there  was  not  much  to  be 


feared  in  the  latter  respect.  For  Rollitt 
was  apparently  unaware  that  he  had  done 
anything  calling  for  general  remark,  and 
went  his  ways  with  his  customary  in- 
difference. 

"When  Dangle,  egged  on  by  the  indigna- 
tion of  his  friends,  had  gone  across  to  find 


him  and  demand  satisfaction,  Rollitt  had 
told  him  to  call  again  to-morrow,  as  he 
was  busy. 

Dangle  therefore  called  again. 

"  I've  come  to  ask  if  you  mean  to 
apologise  for  what  you  did  the  other  day  ? 
If  you  don't  " 
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"  Get  out !  "  said  Rollitt,  going  on  with 
his  work. 

'•  If  yon  don't,"  continued  Dangle, 

"you'll  have  to  take  the  consequences." 
"  Get  out !  '  ■ 

"  If  you  funk  it,  Eollitt,  you'd  better 
say  so." 

Get  out,"  said  Rollitt,  rising  slowly  to 
his  feet. 

Dangle  reported  when  he  got  back  to 
his  house,  that  argument  had  been  hope- 
less. Yet  he  meant  to  take  it  out  of  the 
workhouse  cad  some  other  way. 

Birt  if  the  principals  in  tlie  quarrel  were 
inactive,  their  adherents  on  either  side 
took  care  to  keep  up  the  feud. 

The  Modern  juniors  especially,  who 
felt  very  sore  at  the  indignity  put  upon 
their  house,  took  up  the  cudgels  very 
fiercely.  Secretly  they  admitted  that 
Dangle  had  cut  rather  a  poor  figure,  and 
that  they  could  have  made  a  nuieh  better 
job  over  tlie  impounded  football  than  he 
"had  by  his  interference.  But  that  had 
nothing  tD  do  with  the  conduct  of  the 
enemy,  whom  they  took  every  opportunity 
of  defying  and  deriding. 

"  There  go  the  sneaks,"  shouted  Lickford, 
as  the  four  Classic  juniors  paraded  arm 
in  arm  across  the  green.  "  Who  got  licked 
by  our  chap  and  had  to  squeal  for  a  pre- 
fect to  come  and  help  them  '?  Oh  my — 
waterspouts !  " 

"  Ya — ]iow  noiu — oli  no,  not  mc  !  " 
Percy  shouted  for  the  special  benefit  of 
Fisher  ii. 

'•  Look  at  them  !  They  daren't  come 
our  side.  Cowards  ! — daren't  come  on  to 
our  side  of  the  path,"  chimed  in  Cash. 

"Look  at  their  short  legs,"  called 
Ramshaw  ;  "  only  useful  for  cutting  away 
when  they  see  a  Modern." 

"  Who  got  licked  on  the  hands  for 
cheating  at  Elections,  and  blubbed  like 
anything  '?  "  put  in  Cottle. 

The  four  heroes  walked  on,  hearing 
every  word  and  trying  to  appear  as  if 
they  did  not.  They  spoke  to  one  another 
with  forced  voices  and  mechanical 
smiles,  and  did  their  best  not  to  be 
self-conscious  in  the  matter  of  their 
legs. 

But  as  the  defiance  grew  bolder  in 
proportion  as  tliey  walked  further,  Wally 
said : 

"  I  say,  this  is  a  drop  too  much.  We 
can't  stand  this,  eh  ?  " 

"  No;  the  cads  ;  "  chimed  in  the  other 
three. 

"  Tell  you  what,"  said  Wally,  "  it 
wouldn't  be  a  bad  joke  to  have  a  punt 
about  with  their  football  right  under  their 
noses,  would  it  ?  " 

"  How  if  they  bag  it  ?  " 

"  Bother — we  must  chance  that." 

"I  say,"  said  Asliby,  "  if  we  could  bag 
their  boots  first." 

"  Can't  do  that ;  but  we  might  wait  till 
they're  in  their  class  after  breakfast  in  the 
morning.  They  go  in  half  an  hour  before 
us.  I  know  they  all  sit  near  the  window, 
and  are  squinting  out  at  everybody  that 
passes.    Won't  they  squirm  ?  " 

Next  morning  therefore  at  early  school, 
as  Percy  and  Company  sat  huddled  at  their 
desks  in  the  Modern  class-room,  biting 
their  paws,  groaning  over  their  sums,  and 
gazing  dismally  from  the  window  all  at 
the  same  time,  they  had  the  unspeakable 
anguish  of  beholding  Wally,  D'Arcy, 
Ashby,  and  Fisher  ii,  with  their  ball,  hav- 
ing a  dingdong  game  of  punt-about  on  the 


sacred  Modern  grass,  under  their  very- 
eyes. 

How  these  four  enjoyed  themselves  and 
kicked  about  the  ball,  nodding  and  kissing 
their  hands  all  the  while  at  the  mortified 
enemy,  who  sat  like  caged  beasts  glaring 
at  them  through  their  bars,  and  gnawing 
their  fingers  in  impotent  fury  ! 

Sometimes,  to  add  a  little  relisli  to  the 
sport,  they  invited  a  passing  prefect  of 
their  own  house  to  give  the  ball  a  punt, 
and  once  a  neat  drop  kick  from  D'Arcy 
left  a  muddy  splotch  on  the  face  of  tlie 
sundial  above  Forder's  door. 

This  was  too  much ;  and  when,  a  few 
minutes  later,  they  caught  sight  of  the 
marauders  waving  to  them  and  calling 
attention  by  pantomimic  gesture  to  the 
fact  that  they  were  carrying  off  the  ball 
once  more  to  their  own  quarters,  Percy 
could  contain  himself  no  longer. 

"  Beasts  !  "  he  ejaculated. 

"  Wheatfield,"  said  Mr.  Forder,  who 
was  in  charge  of  the  class,  "  write  me  out 
fifty  lines  of  the  '  Paradise  Lost,'  and  a 
letter  of  apology  in  Latin  for  using  bad 
language  in  clacs." 

Percy  was  conducted  home  by  his 
ffiends  that  morning  in  a  critical  state. 
He  felt  it  necessary  to  kick  somebody  and 
therefore  kicked  them  ;  and  they,  entirely 
misunderstanding  his  motives,  kickedback. 
Consequently,  a  good  deal  of  time  was 
occupied  in  arranging  matters  all  round 
on  a  comfortable  footing ;  by  the  end  of 
which  time  the  fraternity',  though  marred 
in  visage,  felt  generally  easier  in  its  mind. 

It  was  no  use  appealing  to  the  Modern 
prefects.  They  had  made  a  mess  of  it  so 
far,  and  weren't  to  be  trusted.  Nor  did 
the  course  of  lodging  a  complaint  with 
Yorke  commend  itself  to  the  company'. 
It  might  be  mistaken  for  telling  tales. 
How  woidd  it  do  to  

Here  entered  Robert,  the  school  porter, 
with  a  letter  addressed 

"Wheatfield  ii,  Mr.  Forder's,"  in  a 
scholarly  hand. 

"  Wheatfield  ii,"  snarled  Percy  ;  "  that's 
not  me,  Bob.  What  do  you  take  me  for  '? 
Here,  take  it  over  to  Wakefield's,  and  look 
about  for  the  dirtiest,  ugliest,  beastliest 
kid  you  can  see.    That's  Wheatfield  ii." 

"  You'll  be  sure  to  know  him  by  his 
likeness  to  Percy*,"  added  Cash  by  way  of 
encouragement. 

"  But  Wakefield's  ain't  Forder's,"  ob- 
served the  sage  Robert.  "  Look  what  the 
envelope  says." 

"True  ;  it  must  be  meant  for  Percy  art:;r 
all." 

"  You  go  and  tell  him  it's  like  his  howl- 
ing cheek  to  call  me  ii,  whoever  it  is  ; 
and  when  I  catch  him  I'll  welt  him.  Do 
you  hear  ?  " 

"Very  good,  sir,  I'll  tell  him,"  said  the 
porter  with  a  grin. 

Meanwhile  Percy  had  opened  the  letter 
and  caught  sight  of  the  signature. 

He  uttered  a  whistle  of  amazement. 

"  HuUo  !  "  he  cried,  "  it's  from  Stratton ! 

Wliat  ever   Oh,  I  say.  Bob,  it  doesn't 

matter  about  that  message ;  do  you 
hear?" 

"  Won't  be  no  trouble,  sir,"  said  the 
porter. 

"  If  I  want  to  give  it  I'll  do  it  myself," 
said  Percy. 

"  Whatever's  it  about  ? "  said  his 
friends. 

"Dear  WTieatfield  ii— (cheek  !)  "  read 
Percy,  "  Mrs.  Stratton  and  I  will  be  glad 


to  see  you  and  three  or  four  of  your  friends 
to  tea  this  evening  at  six.  I  will  arrange 
with  Mr.  Forder  to  give  you  exeats  from 
preparation." 

"  Humph  !  "  grunted  Percy — "  rather 
civil — I  hear  he  gives  rather  good  grub. 
I  vote  we  go." 

"  May  as  well.  It  gets  us  off  prepara- 
tion too,"  said  Cash. 

"Who  said  you  were  in  it?"  replied 
Percy.  "  Catch  me  taking  you  unless 
you  behave.  I've  a  good  mind  to  take 
Clapperton  and  Brinkman  and  Dangle 
and  Fullerton." 

This  threat  reduced  the  clan  to  obedi- 
ence at  once,  and  Percy  sat  down  pre- 
sently, and  wrote  in  his  most  admired 
style  

"Wheatfield  i"  (the  "i"  was  heavily 
underlined)  "  is  much  obliged  to  Mr. 
Stratton  for  his  invitation  to  him  to  tea  in 
his  room,  and  he  will  be  glad  to  bring  the 
following  of  his  friends,  if  he  has  no 
objection,  with  him ;  viz.  Lickford, 
Ramshaw,  Cash,  and  Cottle.  With  kind 
regards  from  P.  W,"  and  sent  the  note 
ever  by  the  hand  cf  the  youngest  cf  the 
Iviodern  juniors. 

This  diversion  served  for  a  time  to  heal 
the  mental  ravages  of  the  morning,  and 
to  occupy  the  attention  of  the  company 
most  of  the  afternoon. 

"  Case  of  Sunday-go-to-mecting,  isn't 
it  ?  "  said  Lickford. 

"  Rather.  Mind  you  tog  up  well,  you 
chaps  ;  I'm  not  going  to  take  four  louts  out 
to  tea  with  me,  I  promise  you." 

Whereupon  ensued  great  searchings  of 
hearts  and  wardrobes  to  see  what  coidd 
be  done  in  the  M'ay  of  appropriate  decora- 
tion. The  invitation  came  at  an  awkward 
time,  for  it  was  Friday  afternoon,  and 
Mrs.  Wisdom  rarely  sent  home  the 
washing  before  Saturday.  Consequently 
it  was  a  work  of  some  ditficulty  to  muster 
five  clean  collars  among  the  party,  still 
less  as  many  shirt  fronts. 

Lickford  spent  at  least  an  hour  over  his 
last  Sunday's  shirt  with  ink-eraser,  trying 
to  get  it  to  look  tidy  ;  while  Cottle,  more 
ingenious,  neatly  gummed  pieces  of  white 
paper  over  the  dirty  spots  on  his. 

A  great  discussion  took  place  as  to 
chokers.  Percy,  who  had  one  threatened 
to  leave  behind  any  one  not  similarly 
adorned.  It  was  only  by  adroit  cajolery, 
and  persuading  him  that  he,  as  personal 
conductor  of  the  party,  had  a  right  to  be 
sweller  than  the  rest,  that  he  could  be 
induced  to  waive  the  point. 

The  same  argument  had  to  be  urged 
with  regard  to  boots,  as  none  of  the  others 
had  patent  leathers,  which  Percy  insisted 
was  the  first  thing  any  one  looked  to  see: 
if  you  had  on  at  a  party.  It  was  urged 
that  as  most  of  the  time  would  be  spent 
with  the  feet  tmder  the  table,  this,  though 
sound  in  law,  w  as  not  in  the  present  case 
of  such  vital  importance  in  equity. 
Objection  waived  once  more. 

Finally,  when  all  was  ready,  Percy  held 
a  full-dress  parade  of  his  forces,  and 
looked  each  of  them  up  and  down  as. 
minutely  and  critically  as  an  officer  of  the 
Guards'  inspecting  his  company.  He- 
objected  to  Cash  wearing  white  gloves,  as 
he  had  none  himself,  and  he  nearly 
cashiered  Cottle  for  ha-ving  a  coloured 
handkerchief,  because  he  himself  had  a 
brand-new  white  one.  At  length,  how- 
ever,  all  these  little  details  were  arranged, 
and  as  the  school  clock  began  to  chime 


the  hour  the  order  to  march  was  given, 
and  the  company  proceeded  at  the  double 
to  Mr.  Stratton's  house. 

Mr.  Stratton  was  more  or  less  of  a 
favourite  with  both  sides  at  Fellsgarth. 
He  had  a  small  house,  in  which  were 
representatives  of  both  factions,  but  most 
of  them  of  the  quieter  sort,  who,  being 
obliged  to  live  together  under  one  roof, 
did  not  see  so  much  to  quarrel  about  out 
of  doors.  Mr.  Stratton,  too,  took  the 
juniors'  divisions  of  each  school,  and  so 
kept  fairly  well  in  touch  with  both.  Add 
to  this,  that  he  was  a  good  all  round 
athlete,  that  he  had  a  serene  and  cheerfid 
temper,  and,  what  is  of  scarcely  less  im- 
portance, a  charming  young  wife,  and 
you  have  several  very  good  reasons  why  he 
was  one  of  the  most  popular  masters  at 
Fellsgarth.  The  juniors,  on  the  whole, 
appreciated  him.  When  he  was  down  on 
them  they  forgave  him  on  account  of  his 
youth,  and  wlien  he  complained  that  he 
could  not  get  them  to  understand  his 
precepts,  they  asked  one  another  whose 
fault  was  that?  Occasionally  he  con- 
doned all  his  offences  by  an  act  of  hospi- 
tality, and  for  once  in  a  way  betrayed 
tliat  he  recognised  the  merits  of  a  select 
few  of  his  pupils  by  asking  them  to  tea. 

This  was  evidently  the  case  now,  and, 
as  our  five  yoimg  Moderns  trotted  across 
the  green,  they  wished  their  enemies  in 
"Wakefield's  could  only  have  looked  out 
and  witnessed  their  triumph. 

Little  they  dreamed  that  at  tliat  mo- 
ment Wally,  Ashby,  D'Arcy,  and  Fislier  ii, 
resplendent  in  shirts  and  collars  fresh 
from  the  wash,  with  their  eight  hands 
encased  in  white  kid  and  their  eight  feet 
in  patent  leather,  were  standing  about  in 
Mr.  Stratton's  drawing-room,  wondering 
who  on  earth  it  was  whose  non-arrival 
was  preventing  the  ringing  of  the  tea- 
bell. 

When  presently  Percy  and  his  party 
were  ushered  in  and  discovered  who 
were  their  fellow-guests,  it  did  some 
credit  to  their  breeding  that  they  re- 
membered to  go  up  and  shake  hands 
with  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Stratton,  and  did  not 
immediately  fly  at  the  enemy's  throat. 
The  enemy,  however,  were  equally  taken 
aback,  and  were  fully  entitled  to  half  the 
credit  for  the  self-control  with  wliich  the 
discovery  was  received. 

"  There's  no  need  to  introduce  you  to 
one  another,  I'm  sure,"  said  Mr.  Stratton. 
"  By  the  way,  Wheatfield— you  I  mean," 
pointing  to  Percy,  "  I  must  apologise  for 
calling  you  ii.  It  was  very  kind  of  you 
to  put  me  right." 

Wally  glared  up  at  this,  and  would 
have  liked  to  put  the  matter  right  there 
and  then,  but  Mrs.  Stratton  said — 

"  It  isn't  fair  to  number  twins  at  all, 
is  it?  " 

"Unless,"  siiggested  D'Arcy,  blushing 
to  find  himself  talking,  "  unless  you  reckon 
them  half  each." 

This  only  mended  matters  to  the  extent 
of  raising  a  laugh  at  the  expense  of  the 
twms,  who  felt  mutually  uncomfortable. 

The  tea-bell,  however,  relieved  the 
tension. 

"  Come,"  said  the  hostess.  "You  must 
take  one  another  in.  No,  that  won't  do, 
all  Mr.  Wakefield's  boys  together.  Two 
of  you  come  this  side— that's  right ;  and 
Cottle  and  Ramshaw,  you  go  over  there. 
Now,  you're  beautifully  sorted.  Edward, 
dear,  you  mustn't  talk  till  you've  handed 


round  the  tea-cake  to  our  guests.  Lick- 
ford,  do  you  take  cream  and  sugar  ?  And 
you  too,  twins  ?  Oh  really,  dear,  you 
don't  call  those  slices,  do  you  ?  Do  let 
Ashby  cut  up  the  cake ;  I'm  sure  he 
knows  better  than  you  what  a  slice  is ; 
don't  you,  Ashby  ?  " 

Apparently  Ashby  did ;  and  the  partj', 
thus  genially  thrown  together  and  set  to 
work,  soon  began  to  experience  the  balmy 

I  influences  of  a  convivial  high  tea. 

!  Very  little  was  spoken  at  first  except 
by  Mr.  Stratton,  who  gave  a  brief  account 
of  a  University  cricket  match  in  which 
he  had  once  played — a  narrative  which 
served  as  a  most  soothing  refrain  to  the 
silent  exercise  in  which  his  listeners  were 
engaged.  Presently  a  few  questions  were 
put  in  by  the  boys,  followed  by  a  few 
observations  which  gradually,  by  the 
adroit  piloting  of  the  host,  loyally  backed 
up  by  his  wife,  developed  into  a  discussion 
on  the  use  and  abuse  of  "  third  man  up  " 

i  in  modern  cricket.  After  this  knotty 
point  was  disposed  of  the  talk  grew  more 

\  general,  and  Wally  became  aware  that 

1  his  brother  was  handing  him  the  apricot 
jam. 

The  act,  simple  in  itself,  meant  a  great 
deal  to  Wally.  He  liked  apricot  jam  and 
had  not  been  able  to  get  at  it  all  the 
evening.  As  he  now  helped  himself  he 
admitted  to  himself  that  Percy  was  not 
quite  sucli  a  lout  as  he  had  occasionally 
thought  him. 

"  Thanks  awfully,  Percy.  Did  you  like 
that  toff'ee  I  gave  you  the  other  day  ?  " 

"Rather.  It  was  spiffing,"  said  Pei'cy. 
"  I  say,  I  don't  mind  writing  home  this 
week  if  you  like." 

"  Oh,  don't  you  grind  ;  I  will." 

"  ReaUy  I  don't  mind." 

"  No  more  do  I.  I  say,  can  you  reach 
the  butter  ?  " 

"  Rather.  Better  nurse  this  dish  up 
here  between  us.  There's  another  down 
there." 

I  Similar  scenes  of  reconciliation  were 
taking  place  elsewhere.  Cottle  was  ask- 
ing Ashby  his  riddle  ;  D'Arcy  was  laying 
down  the  law  in  the  admiring  hearing  of 
Ramshaw  and  Lickford  as  to  the  cooking 
of  sprats  on  the  shovel ;  while  Fisher  ii 
was  telling  the  sympathetic  Mrs.  Stratton 
all  about  the  people  at  home.  Mr.  Strat- 
ton was  wise  enough  not  to  disturb  this 
state  of  affairs  by  talk  of  his  own.  When, 
however,  the  meal  began  to  flag,  and  his 
guests  one  by  one  abandoned  the  attack, 
he  proposed  an  adjournment  to  the  draw- 
ing-room. 

"  I  want  the  advice  of  you  youngsters," 
said  he  presently,  "  about  something  I 
daresay  you  all  know  something  about. 
I  mean  the  old  School  shop." 

The  party  looked  guilty.  Didn't  they 
know  the  tuck  shop  ? 

"It  seems  to  me,"  said  Mr.  Stratton, 
"  it's  rather  in  a  bad  way  just  now  ;  don't 
you  think  so  ?  Robert  hasn't  time  to  look 
after  it,  and  wants  to  give  it  up.  He  says 
it  doesn't  pay ;  and  really  some  of  his 
things  aren't  particularly  nice.  I  went 
and  had  a  jam  tart  there  this  morning. 
It  was  like  shoe  leather ;  and  the  jam  was 
almost  invisible." 

WaUy  laughed.  He  knew  those  tarts 
well. 

"  I  think  it  would  be  a  pity  if  it  was 
given  up  ;  don't  you  ?  We  all  want  a 
little  grub  now  and  then  ;  besides,  it's  an 
old  School  institution." 


"  Robert  charges  three-halfpence  a- 
piece  for  those  tarts,"  said  D'Arcy. 

"Yes— think  of  that.  I've  no  doubt 
you  could  get  them  for  half  the  price  at 
Penchurch.  What  I  was  thinking  was, 
why  shouldn't  some  of  us  carrj'  on  the 
shop  ourselves  ?  " 

The  boys  opened  their  eyes.  The  idea 
of  carrying  on  a  tuck  shop  on  their  own 
account  opened  a  vista  of  such  endless 
possibilities,  that  they  were  quite  startled. 

"  It  ought  to  be  easy  enoiigh  if  we  man- 
age properly,"  said  Mr.  Stratton.  "  Sup- 
pose, now,  we  who  are  here  were  to  form 
a  committee  and  decide  we'd  run  the 
shoj),  how  should  we  begin  ?  " 

"  It  depends  on  what  Robert  left  be- 
hind," said  Percy. 

"  Oh,  we  wouldn't  take  over  any  of  his 
stuff.  No,  the  first  thing  would  be  to 
reckon  up  how  much  we  should  want  to 
start  with,  and  either  club  together  or  get 
some  one  to  advance  it.  How  many  tarts 
do  you  suppose  are  sold  a  day  ?  " 

"  Hundreds,"  said  Ashby. 

"  Well,  according  to  Robert,  about 
eighty.  But  say  one  hundred.  That  at  a- 
penny  each  would  be  about  8s.  for  tarls. 
Then  the  ginger  beer.  Would  twenty 
bottles  do  ?  That  would  be  3s.  4c7.,  sup- 
posing they  cost  2d.  each.  That's  lis.  id. 
What  next?  Apples  ?  Suppose  we  put  them 
down  at  2s.  Gd.^Vds.  Wd.  Sweets  ?  Well, 
say  2s.  6d.  more — 16s.  4(Z.  Nuts  Is. — 
17s.  4d.  It  mounts  up,  you  sec.  We  ought 
at  least  to  have  2.5s.  or  30s.  to  start  v/itli. 
AVell,  I  happen  to  know  scmebody  who 
wouldlendthat  amount  to  the  shareholders 
for  a  little  time  if  we  should  want  it.  Now 
suppose  we've  got  our  money.  We  ought 
to  send  to  some  of  the  best  shops  and 
market  people  in  the  town  to  see  what 
we  could  get  our  things  for.  As  it  happens, 
Mrs.  Stratton  when  she  was  in  Penchurch 
this  morning  did  inquire,  and  tliis  is  lier 
report.  The  tarts  that  we  should  sell  for 
a  penny  we  could  get  for  three  farthings 
each,  so  that  on  a  hundred  tarts  we 
should  make  a  profit  of  2s.  Id.  And  the 
confectioner  would  send  liis  cart  up  every 
day  with  fresh  tarts  of  different  kinds  of 
jam,  and  take  back  yesterday's  stale  ones 
at  half  price.  That  would  be  a  great  im- 
provement, wouldn't  it  ?  " 

"Rather,"  said  everybody. 

"  Then  the  ginger  beer.  Would  you 
believe  it,  if  we  undertake  to  take  not  lesa 
than  twelve  bottles  a  day  during  the 
half  we  can  get  them  for  a  penny  each, 
and  might  sell  them  for  three-halfpence. 
That  would  make  a  great  increase  in  tlie 
demand  I  fancy,  and  every  bottle  v.'e 
can  sell,  we  make  a  clear  halfpenny  profit. 
The  same  with  the  sweets.  You  can  get 
most  sorts  for  9d.  or  lOd.  a  pound,  and  if 
we  sell  at  a  penny  an  ounce,  you  see  we 
get  'id.  or  6d.  profit.  I  should  vote  fcr 
only  getting  the  best  kind  of  sweets  and 
maljing  rather  less  profit  than  that.  At 
any  rate,  you  see,  if  we  are  careful,  we 
ought  pretty  soon  to  be  able  to  pay  back 
what  we  owe,  and  after  providing  for  the 
expense  of  a  person  to  mind  the  shop  and 
do  the  selling,  put  by  a  little  week  by 
week,  which  will  go  to  the  School  clubs 
or  anything  else  the  fellows  decide. 
What  do  you  think  of  the  plan  ?  " 

They  all  thought  it  would  be  magni- 
ficent. 

"  I  see  no  reason  why  you  youngsters 
should  not  manage  it  splendidly  by  your- 
selves as  soon  as  you  get  once  started. 
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You'll  have  to  draw  up  strict  rules,  of 
course,  for  managing  the  shop,  and  make 
up  the  accounts ;  and  look  out  sharp  that 
you  aren't  selling  anything  at  a  loss. 
Remember,  the  cheaper  you  can  sell  (pro- 
vided you  get  a  fair  profit),  the  more  cus- 
tomers you'll  have.  And  the  better  your 
stuff  is,  the  more  it  will  be  liked.  Mrs. 
Stratton  -says  she  will  act  as  banker,  and 
take  care  of  the  money  at  the  end  of  each 
day  and  pay  out  what  you  want  for  stores. 


Don't  say  anything  about  it  out  of  doors 
at  present ;  talk  it  over  among  yourselves 
during  the  week,  and  if  you  think  it  will 
work,  tell  me,  and  we'll  have  a  regular 
business  meeting  to  settle  preliminaries. 
Now  suppose  we  have  a  game  of 
crambo  ?  ' ' 

When  the  party  broke  up,  Moderns  and 
Classics  strolled  affectionately  across  the 
green  arm  in  arm,  deep  in  confabulation 
as  to  the  projected  shop, 


When  they  reached  the  door  of  Wake- 
field's, Wally  said,  "  By  the  way,  have 
any  of  you  chaps  lost  a  football  ?  There's 
one  kicking  about  in  our  room.  Hang 
outside  and  I'll  chuck  it  to  you  out  of  the 
window." 

Which  he  did.  And  the  ball  proved  to 
be  the  very  one  the  Moderns  had  lost  a 
week  ago !    How  curious ! 

(To  le  continued.) 


A  DAY'S  FIGHT  ON  A  SOUTH  AFRICAN  FARM. 

By  Mrs.  CAREy-HoBsoN. 


"  "ITTell,  Cribbs,  I  think  everything  seems 

VV  to  be  going  on  all  right  now ;  thanks 
to  that  good  soaking  rain  that  just  saved  us 
from  another  drought,"  said  Tom  Westwood 
to  the  only  white  man-servant  on  the  farm. 

"  Certain  sure,  Mr.  Tom,  it  be.  I  never 
see  anything  in  this  country  look  more  pro- 
mising than  that  strip  of  forage.  I  walked 
all  round  it  last  Sunday.  It's  a  mile  long  if 
it's  a  foot,  and  I  never  saw  a  bit  o'  smut  nor 
anything  else  as  oughtn't  to  be  among  it.  If 
all  the  rest  of  the  pests  and  plagues  that  this 
blessed  country  produces  will  only  keep  out 
of  the  way,  we  can  begin  a  reapin'  of  it  in  ten 
days  from  now." 

"  I  should  think  we  might,"  responded 
Tom.  "  Yes,  you  are  right,  that  field  of  oats  is 
just  splendid,  and  I  only  hope,  as  you  say, 
that  nothing  will  happen  to  it,  for  it'll  keep 
all  the  horses  in  forage  for  a  good  six  months 
at  least ;  and  the  wheat  and  the  mealies 
look  well  too." 

"  They  do,  sir,  and  the  garden  stuff  like- 
wise. 'There  ain't  nothin'  on  the  place  that 
don't  look  nice  and  green  now.  If  ye  didn't 
look  at  yon  great  plains,  and  the  mountains 
in  the  distance,  one  could  a'most  fancy  his- 
self  in  Old  England  agin." 

Tom  smiled.  He  knew  nothing  of  England 
himself,  although  he  called  it  home  as  his 
parents  had  always  done  ;  but  he  smiled  now, 
for  it  was  a  favourite  saying  among  them 
when  anything  looked  more  green  and  beau- 
tiful than  usual,  "  Old  Cribbs  will  a'most 
fancy  hisself  in  Old  England  agin  !  " 

"  And,  Mr.  Tom,  sir,  if  so  be  as  you're 
a-contemplatin'  of  a  visit  to  the  town,  we're 
all  fair  just  now,  sir,  and  there  ain't  nothin' 
but  what  me  and  Master  Ned  can  see  to,  but 
in  ten  days  or  so  we  had  ought  to  be  very 
busy." 

"  I'was  thinking  of  that,  Cribbs,"  answered 
Tom,  "  and  intended  speaking  to  my  mother 
to-night  about  going  in  to-morrow  morning." 

"  And  you'll  please  give  my  duty  to  the 
young  lady,  sir.  We'll  all  be  well  pleased 
when  she  comes  out  to  her  new  home." 

Tom's  visit  was  all  arranged  over  the 
supper  table  that  night,  and  various  messages 
were  duly  given,  so  that  Tom  might  start 
early  and  be  well  on  his  way  before  the  great 
heat  of  the  day  set  in.  Accordingly,  soon 
after  four  o'clock  the  next  morning  old 
Katchy,  the  Hottentot  nurse,  was  busy  making 
coffee  for  her  young  master,  while  in  the 
stable  Hendrick  was  grooming  the  horses  till 
their  coats  shone  like  mirrors. 

"  Tom  !  Mind  you  give  my  love  to  Lottie," 
was  called  out  from  his  sister's  window  as 
he  and  his  after-rider  Hendrick  passed  close 
to  it. 

"  Oh  !  I  say,  Tom," — this  tone  from  Bob, 
the  ten-j'ear-old  brother  "kiss  that  girl 
of  yours  for  my  part,  but  tell  her  it's  a 
shame  she  didn't  wait  for  me  as  she  pro- 
mised." 

"  You  young  shaver  !  Get  off  to  bed  again, 


and  mind  you  look  after  everything  while 
I'm  away." 

At  breakfast  time  the  widow,  Mrs.  West- 
wood,  surrounded  by  the  remainder  of  her 
children,  had  just  been  discussing  the  prob- 
able progress  that  Tom  had  made  in  his 
journey,  when  one  of  the  coloured  maids 
came  to  the  door. 

"  Well,  Zara  ?  "  asked  her  mistress. 

"Please  missis,  Piet  says,  young  Baas 
is  coming  back !  " 

"Coming  back  now!"  exclaimed  Ned, 
jumping  up.  "  Nonsense  !  he's  been  gone 
three  hours." 

"  Piet  says  he's  sure  it's  Master  Tom,  and 
he's  riding  hard." 

By  this  time  all  the  breakfast  party  were 
either  at  the  windows  or  on  the  stoep  (raised 
verandah)  in  the  front  of  the  house. 

Sure  enough  there  was  a  cloud  of  dust 
clearly  to  be  seen  coming  towards  them  at  a 
rapid  rate,  but  who  or  what  was  in  the 
middle  of  the  cloud  it  was  not  so  easy  to 
make  out. 

"  What  can  be  bringing  the  young  master 
home  again,  Piet  ?  "  asked  Mrs.  Westwood, 
never  doubting  for  a  moment  that  the  man 
was  correct  as  to  who  the  dust  encompassed. 
"  Do  you  think  the  river  is  up  ?  " 

"  No,  missis,  can't  be  that ;  Mr.  Tom 
couldn't  have  got  to  the  river  and  back  in 
this  time." 

"  True,  Piet.  Well,  we  shall  soon  know.  I 
trust,"  she  said,  turning  anxiously  to  her 
daughter  Lucy,  the  only  one  left  by  her  side, 
"  that  there  is  no  bad  news  in  store  for  us." 

Ned  walked  off  with  Piet,  while  Bob  ran 
down  the  road  to  meet  his  brother. 

"  I  am  going  to  get  the  hatchets.  Master 
Ned ;  perhaps  we  shall  want  some  boughs 
chopped." 

"  What !  do  you  think  that  it's  ?  " 

"Locusts,  boys— locusts !  Myriadsof  them," 
called  out  Tom  as  he  rode  up.  "  No  school 
to-day  ;  you  must  all  work  hard  at  pihng  up 
fires.  Get  a  lot  of  straw  down,  all  along  the 
wall  of  the  forage  land  facing  the  road.  Yes, 
mother,"  said  the  young  man,  as  _  he 
alighted  and  threw  the  reins  to  Hendrick, 
"  unless  a  strong  breeze  springs  up  from  a 
contrary  direction,  which  is  not  very  likely 
fine  this  morning,  we  shall  have  the  locusts 
down  upon  us  in  less  than  three  hours.  The 
wind  is  in  this  direction,  and  I  reckoned  that 
they  would  come  straight  on  for  our  oat,  hay, 
and  mealies  "  (maize). 

"  I'm  glad  to  see  you've  got  the  hatchets, 
Piet — I'll  join  you  soon." 

"  You'll  find  us  just  below  the  garden," 
said  Ned ;  "  I  am  sorry,  old  man.  It  was 
awfully  good  of  you  to  come  back  and  tell 
us,  though  !  Won't  old  Cribbs  be  savage 
when  he  hears  about  '  them  there  pests  as 
this  'ere  blessed  country  produces.'  " 

Tom  was  soon  seated  at  the  table  in  the 
lightest  possible  summer  garments,  enjoying 
some  tea  after  the  dusty  gallop. 


"I  had  ridden  about  an  hour  and  a 
quarter,"  said  he  to  his  mother,  "  when  I 
off- saddled  at  the  spruit  (small  river)  to  let 
the  horses  roll— there  was  good  grass  among 
the  mimosas — and  we  stayed  there  till  nearly 
seven,  and  then  went  on.  In  less  than  five 
minutes  we  were  right  in  a  swarm  of  locusts  ; 
they  were  lying  so  thick  upon  the  ground, 
even  in  the  road,  that  the  horses  crushed 
dozens  of  them  with  every  step  they  took, 
while  on  the  bushes  they  hung  like  thousands 
of  swarms  of  bees,  the  boughs  bending  down 
with  their  weight ;  they  were  all  busy  pre- 
paring to  rise  in  a  mass  and  fly  off  to  their 
devastating  work. 

"  '  We  have  been  coming  right  against  the 
wind  all  the  way,'  "  said  Hendrick. 

"  I  knew  we  had,  and  of  course  I  knew 
what  he  meant  by  reminding  me  of  it,  and 
that  was,  that  the  whole  swarm  of  them 
would  come  as  straight  as  a  crow  flies  for 
this  farm.  I  can  tell  you,  mother,  I  didn't 
hesitate  many  seconds  what  I  had  better 
do. 

"I  told  Hendrick,"  continued  Tom,  "that 
we  had  the  start  of  them,  and  would  be  here 
first.  We  couldn't  see  the  end  of  them  either 
way,  and  it  made  me  feel  sick  to  think  of 
what  all  our  beautiful  green  cultivated  lands 
would  look  like  to-night  if  they  were  allowed 
to  come  on  unchecked." 

"  All  along  the  foot  of  the  mountains  in 
the  distance,  there's  a  thick  cloud,"  said 
Lucy,  who  had  just  been  out  to  look  if  she 
could  see  anything  of  the  locusts. 

"  That's  the  swarm  coming  on,"  said  Tom. 
"  They  won't  be  here  for  another  hour  or 
more  yet,  so  I  hope  we  shall  be  well  prepared 
for  them." 

Tom  quickly  joined  the  workers,  taking 
with  him  a  good  supply  of  large  towels  and 
pieces  of  red  cloth  wherewith  to  make  flags 
by  tying  them  to  the  green  boughs  that 
Cribbs  had  already  brought  from  the  garden. 

Poor  Cribbs  was  in  despair.  "  It's  like  this 
'ere  blessed  country.  I  suppose  it  wouldn't  be 
good  for  us  to  have  everything  all  straight  in 
this  life  ;  but,  thank  the  Lord,  there  ain't  no 
jumping  locusts  in  Old  England." 

"  Perhaps  there  are  some  drawbacks  there 
that  we  have  not  here,"  said  Tom,  thought- 
fully. 

"  That's  true,  sir,  an'  I  hadn't  ought  to  be 
murmurin'  against  Providence  if  He  chooses 
to  send  them.  Fortunately  I've  got  my  heaps 
of  weeds  in  different  parts  of  the  garden  all 
ready  to  be  set  a-smoking,  and  the  men  have 
been  chopping  a  lot  of  green  bushes  and 
shrubbery  stuff  ;  there's  nothin'  like  that  sort 
of  thing  for  makin'  a  good  lot  of  smoke,  an' 
we'll  do  our  best  to  drive  them  off  as  fast  as 
they  come." 

Tom  smiled  at  Cribbs's  doubtful  resigna- 
tion, and  passed  on  to  aid  and  encourage  the 
rest  of  the  men  and  boys. 

"  Remember  that  if  the  forage  and  the 
corn  lands  are  saved,  I'll  give  every  one  a 
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span  of  tobacco  and  an  extra  basinful  of 
sut;ai',  and  the  women  shall  each  have  a 
handful  of  tea  and  a  bit  of  town-made  snuff 
besides." 

Tom  knew  there  would  be  great  rejoicings 
at  this  prospect,  for  Hottentots  are  always 
ready  for  more  "  tabac  "  and  "  Zuiker." 

By  this  time  the  locusts  v/ere  seen  advanc- 
ing like  a  great  cloud  coming  to  overshadow 
every  bright  and  green  thing.  On  they  came, 
the  great  "  flying"  army. 

"  Now  then,  boys,  make  as  much  smoke  as 
you  can,"  cried  Tom. 

The  dry  stuff  under  each  heap  was  soon 
lighted,  and  the  green  bushes  kept  the  whole 
smouldering  and  smoking. 

'•  Here's  the  vanguard,"  said  Ned,  as  he 
excitedly  leaped  into  the  air  and  knocked 
down  a  locust  that  was  so  far  in  advance  of 
his  fellows,  that  it  seemed  as  if  he  had  been 
sent  out  on  a  reconnoitring  expedition. 

Up  went  the  smoke  from  about  a  dozen  of 
the  fires  ;  and  the  locusts  were  soon  dropping 
about  in  every  direction,  though  the  main 
.body  had  not  yet  come  up. 

"  It  minds  me  of  a  heavy  snowstorm, 
Tt  do,"  said  Cribbs  ;  "  that  is,  I  mean  if  you 
look  up  again  the  sky  and  don't  see  as  they're 
:Jiot  white." 

Soon  the  battle  raged  fast  and  furious,  the 
-dense  mass  darkening  the  brilliant  sunshine 
.as  if  there  were  an  eclipse. 

There  was  a  slight  swerve  as  the  wall  of 
:-smoke  rose  in  suffocating  clouds,  and  though 
it  seemed  to  make  but  little  difference  in  the 
onward  course  of  the  myriads,  still  the  com- 
bined effect  of  that,  and  the  beating  back 
■with  the  large  boughs  and  flags  that  each 
jTian,  woman,  and  boy  plied  so  vigorously, 
took  effect  at  last,  and  great  numbers  cer- 
tainly did  bear  off,  to  the  east. 

"  Hurrah  !  "  cried  Ned,  parched  though  he 
-  was,  "  I  believe  we  shall  do  it  yet !  "  He  was 
heard  only  by  those  close  to  him,  for  the  noise 
,of  moving  wings  was  like  a  rushing  torrent. 

It  was  frightfully  hot  work,  but  there  was 
no  time  to  think  of  stopping  except  to  drink 
a  mug  of  water  or  coffee  now  and  then,  sent 
down  by  the  girls  who  were  hard  at  work  in 
the  house. 

"  Bob,  old  man,"  said  Tom  to  the  child  as 
they  both  met  for  a  moment  at  the  bucket ; 
are  you  getting  tired  ?  " 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it,  Tom,  and  I've  kept  hun- 
'  dreds  of  the  nasty  things  from  getting  into 
"the  land." 

"Yes,  I  know  you  have,  my  boy;  you've 
worked  like  a  man,  and  I'm  hoping  that  we 
shall  save  the  crops,  but  there  are  a  lot  of 
tthem  settling  down  in  the  vegetable  garden, 
and  I  want  you  to  run  down  and  tell  Cribbs 
that  they  won't  touch  French  beans  and  peas, 
so  he  need  not  trouble  about  them,  but  to 
keep  the  weeds  burning  under  the  fruit  trees 
so  that  the  wretch.es  don't  settle  there.  And 
Bob,  you  know  how  fond  mother  is  of  that 
rose  tree  poor  father  planted  the  last  time 
he  was  in  the  garden.  I  wish  when  you're 
down  there  you'd  look  after  that  and  the 
little  patch  of  violets." 

"AH  right,"  said  Bob,  "I'll  go  at  once. 
"  Won't  eat  peas  !  Stupid  things  they  must  be. 
I  shall  take  my  own  flag ;  they  shan't  touch 
father's  rose." 

Tom  had  set  the  little  fellow  a  piece  of 
work  in  the  coolest  and  most  pleasant  part 
•  of  the  garden  under  the  shadow  of  some 
magnificent  trees  ;  he  knew  that  the  child 
would  never  give  in,  and  so  he  sent  him  there 
out  of  the  way  of  the  hardest  work. 

Smoke  rose  in  every  direction,  keeping  the 
locusts  as  a  body  from  remainmg  in  such  an 
uncomfortable  atmosphere,  but  there  were 
hundreds  upon  hundreds  that  constantly 
tried  to  settle  down,  and  these  were  kept  flying 
by  the  boughs  and  flags. 

Five  hours  the  swarm  took  to  pass  over 


their  heads,  stretching  away  for  miles,  one 
thick,  dense,  dark  cloud.  At  last  they  were 
beginning  to  get  thinner,  the  rays  of  the  sun 
were  again  visible,  and  the  tired  workers 
knew  that  it  was  the  rearguard  of  that  great 
army  that  was  passing. 

All  at  once  Hendrick,  looking  out  toward 
the  mountain,  exclaimed,  "  Oh,  Baas  !  Baas  ! 
I  can  see  another  great  swarm  coming  on 
fast." 

Tom  looked  back  in  despair,  for  there,  sure 
enough,  was  the  long  black  ominous  cloud. 
What  was  he  to  do  ?  All  the  people  on  the 
place  had  done  their  utmost,  and  he  knew 
by  his  own  feelings  that  a  second  swarm 
could  not  have  the  opposition  to  encounter 
that  the  first  had  had.  Tom  gazed  as  if  fas- 
cinated. Ah  !  what'  was  that  ?  The_  whole 
mass  glistened,  just  for  a  moment,  white  like 
silver  ! 

With  a  sigh  of  relief  and  an  ejaculated 
thanksgiving,  Tom,  smiling  at  Hendrick,  threw 
his  cip  at  Ned. 

"  What's  up,  old  fellow  ?  I  thought  you'd 
•got  beyond  that  sort  of  fun  by  this  time." 

"Look,  Master  Ned,  and  see,"  said  Hen- 
drick, pointing  with  Tom's  straw  hat  to  an 
immense  flight  of  locust  birds  now  clearly 
distinguishable  as  they  rapidly  advanced  in 
pursuit  of  the  locusts. 

"  Hip,  hip,  hip,  hurrah  !  three  cheers  for 
the  locust  eaters  !  "  And  Ned,  forgetting  all 
about  his  stiff'ness,  ran  along  the  line,  kicking 
the  ashes  of  the  now  dying  fires,  and  making 
no  end  of  a  commotion. 

Of  course  the  joy  was  contagious,  the  Hot- 
tentots shrieking  at  the  locusts,  "  Ach,  you 
rascals,  you  thought  you  were  going  to  eat  up 
everything,  did  you  ?  Well,  you'll  be  eaten 
instead,  and  that'll  serve  you  right. 

The  birds  were  soon  upon  them  in  thou- 
sands. Then  came  showers  of  wings  and 
legs  nipped  off  by  the  birds  with  the  sharp 
sides  of  their  beaks  as  they  swallowed  the  in- 
sects, for  the  number  thus  engulfed  by  these 
birds  is  incredible.  ^ 

The  party  were  soon  at  liberty  to  return  to 
the  house,  where  a  very  pleasant  surprise 
awaited  at  least  one  of  them. 

Tom,  after  washing  his  begrimed  visage, 
had  thrown  himself  back  on  the  old  sofa  in 
the  dining-room  and  closed  his  eyes,  still 


smarting  from  the  effects  of  the  smoke,  when 
some  one  from  behind  came  up  on  tiptoe 
and  placed  her  two  hands  upon  his  eyelids. 

"  Which  of  them  is  it,  Tom  ?  "  cried  Bob ; 
"  I  know  you  can't  guess." 

How  deliciously  cool  and  soothing  to  the 
eyes  those  two  hands  were.  Tom  supposed 
they  belonged  to  one  of  his  sisters ;  but 
suddenly  it  struck  him  that  these  fingers 
pressed  down  over  his  eyeballs  were  too 
slender  for  Lucy's  — he  caught  them  in  his 
own  broad  palms. 

"  Lottie  !    How  did  you  come  ?  " 

"Father  brought  me,  Tom,"  said  the 
laughing,  blushing  girl  as  she  released  herself 
from  the  stout  pair  of  arms  that  Tom  had 
thrown  around  her  as  he  leaped  to  his  feet. 

"  Anyhow,  I  had  a  kiss  before  you  this 
time,"  said  IVIaster  Bob  merrily.  "And,  Tom, 
the  rose  tree  is  all  right." 

"  You're  a  man.  Bob,  and  I  don't  begrudge 
you  the  first  kiss  this  once  ;  but  how  about 
father's  horses,  Lottie  ?  Did  any  one  see  to 
their  being  fed  ?  " 

"  They  had  some  forage  this  morning 
when  we  arrived,"  replied  Lottie  ;  "  but  since 
that  they  have  been  with  yours  in  the  enclo- 
sure, eating  locusts  as  fast  as  they  can.  I 
have  been  much  amused  by  seeing  the  fowls 
jumping  about  to  catch  locusts  on  the  wing ; 
the  pigs  and  the  dogs  too  have  been  feasting 
upon  them,  and  even  the  fat  old  cat  found  out 
that  they  were  good,  and  brought  one  in  to 
her  kitten." 

"  The  Bushmen  and  Batlapins  ai-e  fond  of 
locust  cake,"  said  Tom ;  "  and  Piet  tells  us  that 
liens,  panthers,  jackals,  and  all  the  other  wild 
beasts  eat  locusts  whenever  they  have  a 
chance." 

"  In  revenge  for  their  eating  the  best  of  their 
food,  I  suppose,"  said  Lottie. 

"  That  supposition  won't  hold  water, 
Sissy  mine,"  said  Ned,  who  had  just  come  in 
to  tell  them  tea  was  ready.  "Lions  and 
game  of  that  ilk  do  not  usually  feed  on  grass." 

"  Nor  are  horses  and  cows  habitually  in- 
sectivorous," rejomed  Lottie,  trying  to  look 
wise. 

Oh  !  stop  her.  stop  her,  Tom  !  You'll  have 
her  as  blue  as  old  Katchy's  blue  bag  !  " 
(the  end.) 


MAURICE   KEEDIC;    OE,   THE  MYSTEEY  OF 

ECBATANA. 

By  a.  Laurie, 

AuHio)-  of  '-A  Marvellous  Conguesl,"    Rdymoncl  Frezols"  etc. 
CH.\PTER  II. — THE  KERDICS. 


MAtTpacE  Kerdic,  the  head  and  soul  of 
the  expedition,  had  all  the  know- 
ledge and  experience  needful  for  the  man- 
agement of  so  difticult  an  enterprise.  A 
pupil  of  Dieulafoy,  he  had  learnt  from  that 
past  master  all  the  thousand  secrets  of 
his  craft ;  the  art  of  methodical  search  ; 
the  sense  to  distinguish  the  precious  dis- 
eoverv  under  the  dust  or  rust  of  centuries  ; 
the  patience  to  bear  without  complaint 
privations,  maladies,  and  mconveniences 
of  all  kinds  ;  the  more  heroic  tenacity 
which  resists  discouragement,  insubordi- 
nation, stupidity,  bad  faith. 

The  young  archipologist  was  a  Breton, 
and  largely  cr.dowed  with  the  obstinacy 
of  Ins  fellow-countrymen.  When  he  had 
fixed  on  a  plan  or  imposed  on  himself  a 
duty,  there  was  no  human  power  capable 
of  tm'ning  him  aside. 


Left  an  oi-phan  at  sixteen,  and  the  only 
protector  of  a  tenderly  loved  sister,  he  had 
said  to  himself,  "I'R-iUbe  toCatherme  both 
father  and  mother.  "Why  should  not  I, 
her  brother,  be  as  good  a  giiide  to  her  as 
any  stranger  ?  We  can  be  what  vi-e  de- 
termine to  be."  . 
And  he  de^-oted  himself  bravely  to  Ins 

At  the  moment  when  an  epidemic  had 
suddenly  carried  off  his  father  and  mother, 
the  lad' had  just  finished  his  studies  at 
Vannes.  and  his  father,  a  distmguished 
professor,  was  about  to  obtam  a  scholar- 
ship for  him  at  the  Paris  Lycee,  that  he 
mi"-ht  prepai-e  for  admission  to  one  of  the 
higher  schools.  Now  the  situation  was 
changed.  Should  he  adhere  to  the  plan  ? 
Should  he  send  Catherine  to  school  until 
he  was  in  a  position  to  send  for  her  ?  All 
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the  family  friends  advised  him  to  do  so  as 
being  the  wisest,  and  indeed  the  only 
practicable  course".  But  the  girl  of  ten, 
frail  and  pale,  had  clung  'to  him  in 
despair. 

"  Oh,  Maurice  !  Take  me  with  you  to 
Paris !  Do  not  leave  me  among 
strangers  !    It  will  kill  me  !  " 

Maurice,  in  great  perplexity,  took  a 
"whole  day  to  think  over  it.  His  little 
sister's  cry  of  anguish  had  wrung  his 
heart.  It  was  not  the  vain  caprice  of  a 
spoilt  child  that  had  caused  such  a  cry. 
AVithout  being  sickly,  Catherine  had 
always  been  a  little  delicate  in  liealth,  and 
she  had  never  been  separated  from  her 
mother  ;  never  had  she  been  to  boarding- 
school  ;  her  father  or  her  brother  had  been 
glad  to  be  her  first  teachers.  What 
would  happen  to  her  if  she  were  suddenly 
deprived  of  these  tender  afl'ections  and 
thrown  into  quite  a  new  kind  of  life  ? 
Would  she  not  waste  away  and  die,  as  she 
said,  of  despair  ?  At  the  close  of  tlie  day 
her  brother's  resolution  was  lixed ;  he 
would  renounce  the  advantages  of  the 
scholarship  and  tlie  boarding-school,  and 
take  Catherine  with  him.  They  were  not 
rich  ;  three  thousand  francs  a  year,  that 
was  all ;  but  with  economy  tliey  could 
make  it  do.  Their  faithful  nurse,  old 
Heloise,  who  was  deeply  attached  to  them, 
would  go  with  them  to  Paris,  all  the  more 
willingly  as  she  had  a  sister  married  to  a 
little  shopkeeper  at  Passy ;  and  in  this 
way  they  could  take  the  home  with 
them. 

And  this  was  done.  If  the  lad  of  six- 
teen found  difhculties  on  his  road,  if  he 
went  through  his  scliDol  life  before  he  had 
learnt  how  to  make  the  best  of  his  re- 
sources, we  need  not  stop  to  say  so.  But 
lie  was  never  discouraged  ;  and  he  carried 
out  his  programme.  Catherine  was  in- 
stalled with  Heloise  in  a  small  apartment 
near  the  Luxembourg.  She  grew  up 
happy  and  petted,  and  became  good-look- 
ing and  strong,  as  well  as  accomplished 
and  charming,  and,  by  her  brother's  care, 
suffered  as  little  as  possible  from  the 
disaster  which  had  left  lier  an  orphan  at 
so  early  an  age. 

The  two  young  people  had  inherited  the 
sincere  friendships  which  their  father  had 
formed  in  the  university,  and  met  with  a 
kindly  welcome  from  the  best  masters. 
8everal  of  them  offered  to  complete 
Catherine's  education,  wliile  Maurice, 
under  their  auspices,  pursued  his  own 
studies  without  intermission ;  and  as, 
besides  the  iron  constitution  which  Doctor 
Hardy  had  attributed  to  him,  he  pos- 
sessed unusual  intelligence,  he  was  sure 
of  success.  Having  obtained,  as  has  been 
said,  the  unusual  honour  of  being  first  on 
the  list  at  both  the  Polytechnic  and  the 
Normal  schools,  he  had  chosen  the  former, 
and  left  it  as  brilliantly  as  he  had  entered 
it.  There  had  then  occurred  the  great 
event  which  had  decided  his  career ;  to 
his  great  joy  he  liad  been  appointed  to 
accompany  the  Dieulafoy  expedition.  But 
the  question  at  once  arose,  how  would 
('atherine  take  the  separation  ;  would  she 
consent  ? 

She  had  not  been  her  brother's  pupil 
for  nothing.  She  had  learnt  abnegation 
in  his  school :  she  knew  how  to  dissimu- 
late the  bitter  disappointment  she  felt  at 
seeing  him  leave  her,  and  she  had  learnt 
how  to  appear  delighted  at  the  perilous 
distinction  which  would  assure  him  a 


name  amongst  the  leading  men  of  his 
time. 

The  correspondence  which  followed, 
when  the  difficulties  of  the  distance  and 
communications  allowed,  kept  her  in- 
formed of  the  proceedings  of  the  expe- 
dition. What  fears,  what  hopes,  did 
those  letters  bring  !  Every  detail,  every  : 
incident,  was  read  and  re-read  and 
commented  on  by  Catherine  and  old 
:  Heloise,  who  became  very  strong  on 
archceological  questions. 

Then  came  the  return ;  and  the  anxieties 
of  absence  were  compensated  for  by  the  ' 
joy  of  reunion.  Catherine  never  tired  of 
hearing  her  brother  tell  of  the  glorious 
works  which  have  enriched  our  museums, 
thrown  a  liglit  into  a  corner  of  antiquity,  | 
I  and  added  a  page  to  the  liistory  of  art. 

At  last  they  would  live  quietly  and  i 
happily  together  ! 

But  soon  it  was  clear  to  her  that 
Maurice  had  other  plans.  Strange  as  it  ! 
may  appear,  after  having  by  turns  suffered 
from  cold  and  sun,  from  hunger,  thirst, 
and  fever  ;  after  having  declared  that  he 
had  bidden  adieu  for  ever  to  the  counti'y 
in  which  he  might  have  left  his  bones,  he 
was  again  the  victim  of  a  severe  attack  of 
nostalgia  for  historic  dust.  He  was  now 
astonished  that  he  had  left  the  coimtry  in 
which  there  was  so  much  to  discover. 
Having  worked  upon  the  remains  of  the 
palace  of  Darius,  he  was  seized  with  an 
ambition  to,  look  upon  the  monuments  of 
Cyrus. 

"  Why,"  he  would  say  to  his  sister, 
"  should  we  not  look  for  the  city  of  the  seven 
circles,  the  ancient  Ecbatana,  of  which 
aiicient  autlinrs  say  so  much  ?  France 
has  made  some  sacrifices,  why  should 
she  not  complete  them  and  claim  the 
honour  of  being  the  first  to  read  that 
page  of  history  ?  " 

The  profoundest  of  study  led  him  to  the 
conviction  that  the  ancient  capital  of 
Dejoces  was  situated  exactly  between  the 
town  of  Hamadan  and  the  river  of  the 
same  name.  From  that  time  he  had  no 
hesitation,  and  he  began  an  attack  on  the 
Government  with  a  view  of  obtaining  the 
authority  and  necessary  funds  for  the 
search.  We  need  not  detail  the  difiicul- 
ties  that  met  him.  Bi;t  Maurice  was 
persevering,  and  he  made  up  his  mind  not 
to  be  rebuffed  by  a  reluctant  administra- 
tion or  insufiicient  subsidies.  One  fine 
day  he  returned  in  high  glee. 

"Victory  !  I  am  off  to  Hamadan!  I  shall 
soon  send  you  a  sample  of  my  first 
discoveries." 

"No,"  said  Catherine,  "you  will  not 
send  it  to  me ;  I  am  going  with  you." 

"You    are   joking,"     said  Maurice, 
incredulously. 

"  Not  the  least  in  the  world.    I  decided 
to  go  with  you  two  months  ago." 

"  But  the   expedition  has  only  been 
decided  on  to-day  !  " 

"  No  !  "  said  she,  laughing ;  "  you  were 
as  firmly  determined  to  go  two  months  ago 
as  you  are  to-day.  You  would  have  gone 
on  foot  and  swum  to  Ecbatana  if  they  had 
refused  you  the  official  mission  you  asked. 
Do  you  think  I  have  been  blind '?  I 
had  my  little  plan  just  as  you  had.  Two 
months  ago,  I  tell  yon,  I  began  my  pre- 
parations.   I  am  ready  for  the  journey." 

"  Impossible  !  "  said  Maurice,  now  that 
he  saw  she  was  in  earnest.  "  You  do  not 
know  what  you  ask ;  you  have  no  idea 
what  a  camp  is  like  in  these  wild  coim- 


tries.    I   have   not   told   you    half  the 

horrors  you  have  to  endure  " 

"  So  I  supposed.  Do  you  think  I  did 
not  read  between  the  lines  in  your 
letters  ?  But  it  is  just  for  this,  that  I 
wish  to  go." 

"  Never  will  I  consent  to  take  you  into 
a  camp,"  said  Maurice  excitedly.  "I 

would  rather  decline  to  go  mj'self  " 

"  Listen  to  me,"  said  Catherine.  "  You 
did  not  tell  me  all  you  had  to  put  up 
with  when  you  were  away,  neither  did  I 
tell  you  the  weariness  and  anxiety  which 
kept  me  fretting  here.  Do  you  think  it 
is  liarder  to  eat  a  little  mad  cow  than  to 
live  upon  trouble  day  after  day  ?  Why 
have  you  taught  me  to  walk,  to  shoot, 
and  to  row,  if  it  was  not  to  make  a 
traveller  of  me?  Why  have  you  asso- 
ciated me  with  you  in  your  studies  and 
given  me  explorer's  fever  if  you  wished  to 
drop  me  at  the  happiest  moment.  You 
want  an  assistant.  What  you  were  to 
your  master  in  Susiana  let  me  try  to  be 
to  you  now.  Besides,  you  have  no  doctor, 
and  you  may  want  a  nurse,  and  the  few 
ideas  I  have  of  medicine  and  hygiene  may 
be  of  use.  There  was  a  time,  Maurice, 
when  you  took  pity  on  a  poor  little  for- 
saken girl ;  this  time  I  do  not  say  I  shall 
die  if  you  leave  me  here,  but  I  shall  be 
horribly  disappointed." 

In  short,  she  persuaded  him.  Heloise 
was  placed  with  her  sister  at  Passy.  and 
it  was  with  a  thousand  exhortations  and 
not  without  tears  that  she  saw  her  yoiing 
mistress  embark,  as  the  poor  old  woman 
said,  "  to  go  among  savages." 

For  several  days  Maurice  was  imeasy 
and  careworn,  thinking  he  had  made  a, 
j  mistake  in  giving  in  to  his  sister.  But 
I  when  he  saw  her  at  work,  cheerful,  cap 
able,  indefatigable,  and  recoiling  at  no 
difficulty,  he  gradually  became  easier  in 
his  mind.  After  a  few  weeks  he  was 
obliged  to  confess  that  he  did  not  know 
what  he  should  have  done  without  her. 
He  had  found  in  Catherine  an  assistant 
as  precious  as  she  was  incorruptible. 
She  was  treasurer,  secretary,  and 
physician.  She  had  the  charge  of  the 
cooking  and  the  wardrobe,  and  these 
numerous  cares  did  not  prevent  her  from 
handling  the  pickaxe  when  occasion  re- 
quired. 

There  was  nothing  sumptuous  about 
the  residence  of  the  young  archaeologists 
near  Hamadan.  Money  was  not  abun- 
dant and  the  strictest  economy  was 
indispensable.  The  general  vievv-  of  the 
camp  was  picturesque.  Maurice  had 
placed  it  in  a  wide  prairie  dotted  with 
clumps  of  trees  and  watered  by  a  quick 
running  stream.  The  site  was  charming, 
and,  when  the  sun  lighted  up  tlie  white 
tents,  the  gourhis  of  green  boughs,  and 
the  tricolour  which  fioated  from  the 
centre,  this  open-air  life  seemed  to  be 
most  attractive.  Kerdic's  intention  was 
to  build  huts  for  all  his  men,  for  he  knew 
by  experience  that  nothing  is  more  un- 
healthy tlian  tent  life.  Suffocating  in  hot 
weather,  tents  are  soon  saturated  with  the 
rain,  and  have  the  additional  disadvantage 
of  retaining  the  damp  for  a  long  time. 

The  central  gourbi,  which  was  much 
larger  than  the  others,  served  as  the 
drawing-room  and  dining-room  and 
audience-chamber.  It  was  in  it  that  the 
rainy  days  were  spent,  or  tlio  evenings 
after  the  departure  of  the  labourers.  A 
few  carpets  of  the  country,  hangings  of 
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no  value  but  chosen  with  taste,  a  good 
many  books,  European  and  Persian 
■weapons  hung  in  trophies,  and  flowers 
constantly  renewed  by  Catherine,  gave 
an  almost  elegant  and  comfortable  aspect 
to  the  rustic  dwelling.  Catherine's  room, 
abutting  against  the  wall  on  the  right, 
contained  only  a  camp  bed  and  a  toilet 
arrangement  of  the  simplest.  Maiu-ice 
had  built  his  room  close  to  his  sister's,  so 
that  night  and  day  she  was  rmder  his 
guard.  The  boxes,  tools,  and  stores  of 
provisions  and  ammunition  were  placed 
a  little  farther  off  imder  the  guard  of 
Gargaridi,  the  Greek  servant,  who  had  in- 
geniously built  a  cooking  place  in  the 
open  air  at  the  bottom  of  a  deep  trench 
dug  by  his  own  hand.  Wlien  it  rained, 
he  covered  the  trench  with  a  wattled 
hurdle,  and  the  fire  was  at  once  in 
shelter. 

In  the  morning  the  large  room  was 
crowded  with  a  long  procession  of  natives 
who  came  to  consist  Catherine  on  aU 
sorts  of  diseases.  Every  European  passes 
for  a  Hakim  (physician)  in  the  eyes  of 
the  Persians,  and  her  consultations  were 
as  much  sought  after  as  those  of  our  most 
celebrated  practitioners.  Her  large  walnut 
medicine  chest  occupied  an  angle  of  the 
room,  and  the  natives  would  gaze  with 
open  mouth  as  she  handled  the  carefully 
labelled  bottles  and  poured  from  one  or 
the  other  the  medicaments  she  thought 
suitable  for  "  her  patients."  The  women 
opened  their  big  eyes  and  lifted  their 
elbows  with  whispered  exclamations.  The 
medicine  chest  had  on  them  the  effect  of 
a  sorcerer's  arsenal,  and  the  yoimg 
Khanoum  (lady)  no  less  astonished  them 
when  she  ordered  without  hesitation  some 
simple  remedy  to  relieve  a  sore  throat, 
or  an  imhappy  baby  cutting  its  teeth,  or 
a  fever.  The  reputation  of  the  Khanomn 
Faranghi  spread  far  and  wide  through 
the  country,  and  from  all  sides  people 
came  to  see  her. 

Speaking  Persian  fluently,  she  strove 
to  teach  the  poor  people  a  few  elementary 
notions  of  hygiene  and  cleanliness  ;  but  it 
must  be  admitted  her  propaganda  had 
little  success,  and  the  sons  of  Iran  con- 
tinued to  show  an  attachment  which 
appeared  indestructible  to  the  imcleanli- 
ness  inherited  from  their  ancestors. 

While  hmcheou  was  preparing,  the 
Kerdics  did  the  honours  of  the  camp  to 
the  visitors,  who  walked  by  the  side  of 
the  stream,  and  admired  the  ingenious 
manner  in  which  the  site  had  been 
treated;  and  as  Guyon,  a  true  cavalier, 
expressed  a  wish  to  see  the  stables,  they 
went  to  look  at  Maurice  and  Catherine's 
horses,  then  peacefully  grazing  on  the 
prairie,  separated  by  a  palisade  from  the 
baggage  mules,  which  were  in  their  cus- 
tomary fashion  exchangmg  kicks  and 
bites  in  the  other  enclosiure. 

"  Wliy,  what  is  that?"  exclaimed 
Doctor  Hardy;  "is  it  the  muezzin  calling 
the  faithful  to  prayers  ?  " 

"No,"  said  Catherine,  "it  is  our  chief 
steward  calling  iis  to  Imicheon.  He  has 
got  hold  of  the  beU  which  is  used  to  call 
the  labourers  on  and  off  duty — for  we  do 
everything  in  a  regular  way.  If  you 
please,  gentlemen,  we  will  obey  the  call 
at  once.  Our  cook  has  a  very  good 
opinion  of  himself,  and  he  wiU  be  in 
despair  if  we  let  his  hmcheon  get  cold." 

.  They  returned  to  the  central  goiU"bi. 
Carpets  had  been  spread  on  the  grass 


around  some  of  the  little  low  tables  that 
are  used  in  Persia.  A  man,  napkin  in 
hand,  was  waiting  for  the  company,  and 
walking  up  and  down  with  every  sign  of 
agitation  and  impatience. 

"Ah!"  said  the  doctor,  "it  is  the 
illustrious  Gargaridi !  He  seems  to  me 
at  this  distance  to  be  more  ragged  than 
ever !  " 

"  What  would  you  have,  doctor  ?  "  said 
Catherine,  laughing.  "  We  have  given  up 
all  hope  of  his  keeping  his  clothes 
properly.  If  Maurice  gives  him  a  new 
fit  out,  it  is  in  tatters  before  the  end  of 
the  week." 

"  And,"  said  Maiurice  in  an  undertone, 


ish  and  threadbare,  and  a  pair  of  half- 
boots  so  full  of  holes  that  they  could 
hardly  be  said  to  cover  his  feet.  But, 
utterly  oblivious  of  the  dilapidated  state 
of  his  costiune,  he  advanced  with  an  air 
of  extreme  elegance  and  made  a  deep 
bow  to  the  doctor  and  then  to  the  lieu- 
tenant ;  and  then  turning  to  the  tables  he 
said  in  a  pompous  voice — 

"  If  mademoiselle  and  the  gentlemen 
wiU  be  seated,  I  believe,  without  flattering 
myself,  that  they  will  have  no  fault  to  find 
with  my  pilau." 

"  I  do  not  doubt  it,  Aristomenes,"  said 
Catherine  good-naturedly.  "  You  wiU  be 
able  to  appreciate,  gentlemen,  the  skill 


Why,  what  is  that?"  exclaimed  Doctor  Hardy. 


"  I  can  never  succeed  in  making  him 
imderstand  that  a  little  less  pomatum 
and  a  little  more  soap  every  morning 
would  suit  me  much  better." 

Guyon,  remembering  what  the  doctor 
had  told  him,  looked  with  curiosity  on 
this  learned  individual  whom  munerited 
misfortune  had  doi;btless  reduced  to  the 
position  of  a  domestic. 

Aristomenes  Gargaridi  was  a  middle- 
aged  man,  thin  and  emaciated,  with  eyes 
as  black  as  ink.  His  hair  shining  with 
pomatiun,  and  the  worthless  rings  that 
glittered  on  his  fingers,  showed  that  mis- 
fortune had  not  tamed  his  pride  nor 
destroyed  his  innate  love  of  personal 
decoration.  He  wore  an  overcoat  which 
once  had  been  black  and  now  was  green- 


with  which  Aristomenes  deals  with  the 
national  dishes." 

"  Good  as  they  are,"  said  Kerdic, 
"they  are  rather  fatiguing  in  the  long 
run.  Pilau  in  the  morning,  pilau  in  the 
evening,  and  pilau,  for  a  change,  next 
day.  If  ever  we  retiurn  to  France, 
Catherine,  I  hope  you  will  never  give 
me  rice  except  in  the  last  extremity." 

"  Come,  come,"  said  the  doctor,  smihng, 
"  pilau  is  an  excellent  thing ;  do  not  speak 
unkindly  of  it.  You  ■will  see  what  a 
welcome  I  will  give  to  that  " 

"  Ah,  doctor  !  "  exclaimed  Ai-istomenes, 
unable  to  remain  silent,  "  I  am  of  the 
same  opinion.  I  have  seen  it  of  all 
colours,  and  I  warrant  yon  they  are  as 
numerous  as  the  people  who  gladly  accept 
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the  prospect  of  having  pilau  every  day, 
and  even  several  times  a  day.  And  a 
pQau  like  that  " 

And  he  lifted  the  dish-cover  with  a 
flourish  and  revealed  a  mountain  of 
saffron-coloured  rice  from  which  peeped 
the  bodies  of  several  fowls. 

Aristomenes  inhaled  the  perfimie  with 
the  air  of  an  epicure,  and,  smacking  his 
lips,  continued,  with  unction — 

"  Talk  of  that !  Even  at  my  friend 
Prince  Cracaresco's — whom  these  gentle- 
men probably  know — never  did  I  see 
anything  more  appetising." 

Doctor  Hardy,  who  was  much  amused 
at  the  learned  man's  proceedings,  assumed 
a  look  of  great  seriousness. 

"  Prince  Cracaresco  ?  "  said  he,  seeming 
to  be  trying  to  remember.  "  And  where 
is  that  prince  to  be  found,  my  friend  ?  ' ' 

"  Wherever  he  finds  himself  at  this 
moment,  sir,  I  have  no  doubt.  But  when 
we  were  students  together  in  Paris  we 
were  inseparable.  And  I  am  really 
astonished  that  gentlemen  as  distin- 
guished as  these  gentlemen  have  never 
heard  of  him." 

"  We  may  not  have  belonged  to  the 
same  set !  "  said  the  malicious  doctor. 

"  My  friend  Cracaresco,  sir,"  said  Aris- 
tomenes, assuming  a  majestic  attitude, 
"  belonged  to  the  ehte  of  society,  the  quite- 
Parisian,  sir.  Who  has  not  heard  of  the 
magnificence  of  his  elegance,  and  his 
mtellectual  merit  was  in  no  way  inferior 
to  the  more  frivolous  qualities  with  which 
nature  had  endowed  him.  Cracaresco 
and  Gargaridi  were  known— yes,  made- 
moiselle, yes,  gentlemen — known  from  the 
Boulevard  des  Italiens  to  the  waterfall  in 
the  Bois  de  Boulogne  for  the  perfect  taste 
of  their  dress  and  the  correctness  cf  their 
equipages  " 

"  You  had  an  equipage  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  Gargaridi,  severely  ;  "  a 
team  of  thoroughbreds  that  cost  me 
twenty  thousand  francs  apiece." 

"  The  last  time  1  saw  you,  I  remember 
they  cost  fifteen  thousand  francs  a  pair," 
said  the  doctor,  laughing. 

"  Well,  sir— detail,  pure  detail.  My 
lieutenant  (permit  an  old  soldier  to  so 
address  one  who  reminds  him  of  the  happy 
time  when  he  wore  the  imiform),  pray 
deign  to  accept  a  little  of  this  pepper 
which  I  made  myself.  It  will  improve 
the  taste  of  the  meat,  which  is  rather  in- 
sipid if  we  do  not  season  it  " 

_  "  Come,  Aristomenes,  let  us  have  a 
little  silence,  please  !  We  caruiot  hear 
each  other  speak,"  said  Kerdic  im- 
patiently. 

"  I  wiU  be  silent,  sir.  I  am  not  one  of 
those  who  want  to  be  spoken  to  twice. 
Always  ticklish  on  a  point  of  honour,  I 
know  my  place  and  never  run  the  risk  of 
being  set  down  into  it.  My  poor  papa 
(who  was  as  good  as  this  bread)  often  ob- 
served to  Prince  Cracaresco,  senior  (his 
friend,  as  young  Prince  Cracaresco  was 
mine),  '  Aristomenes  has  the  faults  of  his 
race,  proud,  impetuous,  fiery ;  but  his  pride 
will  keep  him  from  less  noble  vices,  and 
never  will  he  expose  himself  to  an  offen- 
sive reproach  !  '  One  has  dignity  or  one 
has  not ;  is  that  not  so,  gentlemen  ?  " 

"We  will  help  ourselves  now,"  said 
Catherine,  interrupting  the  imtimely 
chatter  of  the  domestic.  "  Go  and  get  the 
coffee,  Aristomenes.    We  will  ring  for  it." 

"  Quite  so,  mademoiselle.  But  perhaps 
mademoiselle  will  allow  me  to  observe 


that  I  should  not  have  announced  the 
limcheon  if  everything  had  not  been 
ready.  With  my  friend  Prince  Craca- 
resco " 

"  Go  !  "  said  Kerdic,  out  of  all  patience. 
The  Greek  made  an  elaborate  bow  and 
retired  with  an  afr  of  great  dignity.  Lieu- 
tenant  Guyon  coiUd  not  help  laughing. 

"What  an  original!"  he  exclaimed. 
"  Where  did  you  fish  up  that  pearl,  sir  ? 
Was  it  to  the  recommendation  of  Prince 
Cracaresco  that  you  are  indebted  for 
him  ?  " 

"Alas!"  said  Kerdic,  "it  is  entirely 
my  fault  that  I  brought  this  insupportable 
chatterer  here.  He  hooked  on  to  us  at 
the  moment  we  landed  at  Constantinople, 
and  he  enlarged  so  much  on  his  qualities 
as  guide,  interpreter,  musical  director  to 
the  Khan  of  Astara,  friend  of  Prince 
Cracaresco,  and  the  rest  of  it,  that  I  had 
the  weakness  to  take  him  into  my 
service." 

"  You  have  not  told  them  the  principal 
reason,"  said  Catherine.  "The  poor  man 
was  dying  with  hunger,  gentlemen,  and 
my  brother  would  not  leave  him  in  his 
misery,  after  he  had  not  offered  but  im- 
posed his  services  on  us  at  Constantinople. 
After  all,  he  has  his  faults,  but  he  has  his 
merits,  and  in  the  words  of  his  '  poor 
papa  '  of  happy  memory,  '  Ai-istomenes  is 
not  a  fool,'  that  is  to  say  he  can  tm-n  his 
hand  to  everything." 

"  For  my-part,"  said  Guyon,  "  I  should 
say  he  was  more  amusing  than  the  model 
domestic." 

"Hum!  you  soon  get  tired  of  him," 
said  Kerdic,  with  a  sigh.  "  However,  I 
am  aware  that  he  has  valuable  qualities 
for  an  expedition  like  ours,  and  if  he 
would  only  keep  his  tongue  still  while  it 
lasts,  I  should  have  nothing  to  com- 
plain of." 

"  What  a  tyrant  you  are  !  "  said  Cathe- 
rine. 

"  We  must  not  forget,  whUe  we  are  on 
the  subject,"  said  Maurice,  "that  the 
pains  he  has  taken  with  the  cooking  to- 
day have  not  been  in  honour  of  you,  doc- 
tor, nor  of  us,  but  solely  of  Lieutenant 
Guyon." 

"  Ah  !  Bah  !  "  said  the  lieutenant. 

"  He  confided  to  me,"  said  Catherine, 


"  that  there  was  nothmg  he  more  appre- 
ciated than  to  have  to  wait  on  an  officer  of 
the  French  army,  especially  a  cavalry 
officer.  He  himself,  he  told  me,  had 
served  his  time  in  Algeria." 

"  Where  has  he  not  served  ?  What  has 
he  not  done  ?  "  exclaimed  Mam-ice.  "  It 
is  a  mania  of  his  never  to  hear  of  any 
ftmction  he  has  not  performed,  nor  of  a 
personage  he  does  not  know,  nor  of  an 
incident  in  which  he  was  not  to  the 
fore." 

"And  what  is  most  curious,"  said 
Catherine,  "  is  that  what  he  says  is 
generally  true." 

"  Even  as  regards  the  splendours  of 
Prince  Cracaresco  ?  "  said  the  lieutena,nt. 

"  Even  there.  But  here  he  comes  with 
the  coffee.  Come,  Maurice,  let  the  poor 
man  talk  a  little  if  it  makes  him  happy. 
We  are  not  of  the  quite-Parisian  here,  and 
I  am  sure  these  gentlemen  will  excuse 
your  factotum's  familiarity." 

"  Above  all,  when  you  plead  his  cause,"  / 
said  the  doctor,  touched  by  her  kindness 
and  indulgence. 

She  smiled  with  the  gracious  air  that 
was  habitual  to  her ;  and  Aristomenes, 
advancing  with  a  look  of  outraged  dignity, 
handed  round  the  coffee,  which  was  ex- 
quisite. 

He  was  complimented  on  it,  as  he  was 
on  the  whole  entertainment,  and  then, 
suddenly  unbending,  he  broke  out  into  a 
new  batch  of  anecdotes,  not  only  about 
Prince  Cracaresco,  but  about  his  student 
Ufe,  his  regiment  in  Africa,  etc.  etc.  In 
the  course  of  his  talk  he  revealed  to  his 
audience  that  he  was  descended  in  the 
direct  line  from  Aristomenes,  King  of 
Messene,  and  he  exhibited  his  diplomas, 
which  he  always  carried  about  with  him, 
and  added  that  he  once  slept  for  an  entire 
winter  under  the  bridges  in  Paris. 

"  Ah !  if  poor  papa  had  seen  me 
then  !  "  he  exclaimed,  as  he  cleared  the 
tables. 

Installing  himself  under  a  tree,  he  was 
soon  seen  to  be  doing  honoiu-  to  his  own 
luncheon.  Five  minutes  later,  the  empty 
dishes,  and  a  few  stray  bones  on  a  plate, 
bore  witness  to  the  excellent  appetite  of 
this  descendant  of  an  heroic  race. 

(  To  be  continued.) 


HOW  TO  MAKE  A  CASE  FOR  THE  CTJERENT  NUMBERS 
OF  THE  "B.  0.  P." 

By  E.  a.  R.  Bennett,  b.a. 


THIS  will  be  a  very  short  article.  Never- 
theless it  will  tell  you  how  to  make  an 
addition  to  your  study  which  will  prove  very 
useful  as  well  as  ornamental. 

There  must  be  numbers  of  boys  who  take  in 
the  "B.  O.  P."  (all  boys  worth  their  salt  take 
in  the  "  B.  O.  P."  !)  and  who,  in  consequence 
of  insufficient  accommodation  for  their  library, 
are  in  the  habit  of  leaving  the  current 
monthly  or  weekly  numbers  lying  about  pell- 
mell,  wherever  fate  may  cast  them. 

This  is  a  course  which  is  highly  objection- 
able, being  very  untidy,  and  exposing  the 
clean  pages  and  gorgeous  pictures  to  all 
sorts  of  mishaps  before  they  get  bound  at 
the  end  of  the  year,  and  the  volume  there- 
fore does  not  present  that  neat  and  tidy 
appearance  which  ought  to  characterise  it. 
Now  I  don't  like  to  think  of  my  valuable  and 
entertaining  articles  being  hidden  beneath 


dust  and  dirt,  and  perhaps  splashes  of  ink, 
so  I  am  about  to  tell  you  of  a  method  I  use 
myself  for  keeping  all  the  numbers  nice  and 
clean,  and  ready  to  hand  at  a  minute's  no- 
tice. 

Of  course  you  can  buy  these  things  in  the 
shops,  but  what  you  would  have  to  put  down 
for  one  will  defray  the  cost  of  four  or  five  if 
you  make  them  yourself.  The  measurements 
I  give  are  those  required  for  this  magazine. 
Of  course,  if  altered,  the  same  idea  will  do  for 
any  other,  and  you  may  thus  have  rows  of 
cases  standing  on  your  shelves,  instead  of 
odd_  numbers  scattered  at  intervals  over  the 
chairs  and  tables. 

First  we  want  a  piece  of  good  stout  mill- 
board, which  you  can  get  from  any  artist's 
repository,  or  a  large  stationer's.  This  will 
cost  you  7d.,  and  will  be  large  enough  to 
make  two  cases  at  least,  if  you  are  economi- 


3r§  ^lie  SoyV  Owii  Papef. 


cal  and  make  no  mistakes.  Begin  by  cutting 
two  pieces  1  foot  ^  inch  by  9\  inches."^  These 
are  for  the  sides.  Now  for  the  back  you 
want  a  piece  4^  inches  by  1  foot  J  inch,  and 
fpr  tojj  and  bottom  two  pieces  9.'  inches  by 
41-  inches.  The  exact  length  of  the  back 
depends  on  the  thickness  of  the  millboard. 
You  must  so  arrange  that  when  the  top  and 
■bottom  are  placed  in  position  on  tlie  to}]  edge 
of  the  sides  the  back  will  be  the  right  length 
to  cover  over  all  the  edges  when  glued  down. 
You  can  easily  do  this  with  a  little  measur- 
ing. Now  all  the  parts  have  to  be  glued  to- 
gether, the  top  and  bottom  to  the  top  edges 
of  the  two  sides  and  the  back  to  the  edges  all  ' 
TO  and, 

You  now  have  a  good  strong  case,  just 
\arge  enough  to  hold  12  parts  of  "  B.  O.  P." 
and  the  Cliristmas  and  summer  numbers. 
However,  it  will  not  stand  much  knocking 
about,  if  merely  glued  at  the  edges ;  so 
to  make  it  firmer  yoa  ha,d  better  glue  strips 
of  tape  about  an  inch  wide  over  all  the  edges 
to  bind  them  together.  This  will  consider- 
ably strengthen  the  box.  Now  get  some 
ornamental  "leather  paper,'  and,  cutting 
strips  about  ]-  inch  wider  than  the  tape, 
fasten  this  down  over  the  tape  all  round  every 
join,  and  over  the  edges  of  tire  millboard  in 
front.  Y'ou  will  now  have  the  sides,  top  and 
bottom,  and  back,  ornamented  with  a  red  or 
other  coloured  rim  round  the  edges,  and  brown 


millboard  in  the  middle.  At  the  stationer's 
or  artist's  repository  you  can  get  "  marble 
paper "  at  a  penny  or  twopence  a  sheet, 
according  to  quality.    Cut  pieces  of  this  the 


size  to  fit  the  vacant  spaces  of  millboard, 
allowing  a  little  to  go  over  the  edges  of 
the  leather  paper.  Gum  it  in  its  proper 
place,  and  the  case  is  completed. 

Get  an  old  prospectus  of  the  "  B.  0.  P."  and 
cut  out  the  name ;  stick  this  neatly  on  the 


back,  put  the  numbers  inside  when  dry  ;  stand 
it  upon  your  shelf,  and  gaze  in  admiration 
at  the  result  of  your  labours  !  If  you  like 
you  can  cover  the  sides  with  two  front  covers 
of  the  monthly  part,  instead  of  marble  paper. 

For  convenience,  in  extracting  from  or  in- 
serting the  numbers  of  the  "B.  0.  P."  in  the 
case,  a  flap  can  be  made  by  cutting  through 
the  side  of  the  top  cover  three  inches  from 
the  end,  and  a  piece  of  wide  tape  (afterwards 
covered  with  leather  paper  to  match  the 
rest)  glued  over  the  joins  to  form  a  hinge,  so 
that  the  flap  can  be  opened  and  shut  as  re- 
quired (see  woodcut).  Extra  strength  can  be 
gained  by  using  tookbinders'  cloth  instead 
of  marble  paper,  and,  if  preferred,  you  can 
cover  the  whole  of  the  outside  of  the  case  with 
this  fabric.  The  way  to  attach  it  is  to  paint  the 
boards  with  glue,  rapidly  work  it  to  a  froth 
with  a  brush,  and  then  apply  the  cloth.  This 
manipulation  is  necessary  to  preserve  the 
glaze  of  the  cloth.  A  cheaper  material  than 
millboard  is  strawboard,  which  will  answer 
the  purpose  very  well. 

I  may  conclude  by  saying  what  I  ought  to 
have  said  at  the  beginning,  that  the  mill- 
board is  best  cut  by  means  of  a  sharp  knife 
on  a  long  sheet  of  glass  placed  flat  on  a  firm 
table.  You  can't  cut  it  with  scissors,  and 
don't  try  to  bend  it,  but  draw  lines  where  you 
are  to  go,  and  cut  clean  through  to  the  glass 
all  the  way  along  them. 


IN  view  of  the  exhibition  now  in  active  pre- 
paration at  Chelsea,  our  boys  are  sure  to 
be  keen  on  all  matters  appertaining  to  the 
Boyal  Navy.  Our  older  readers  at  least  will 
.vemember  that  in  our  tifth  volume  we 
devoted  a  large  coloured  plate  to  our  British 
navy,  showing  not  only  our  older  wooden 
walls,  but  also  the  various  types  of  ironclads 
afloat  to  date.  Then,  in  our  sixth  volume, 
we  gave  two  other  designs  in  colours  showing 
the  rank-marks  of  the  navy.  Both  these 
series  of  pictures,  with  the  descriptive 
articles,  may  well  be  referred  to  now  by  all 
readers  fortunate  enough  to  possess  our 
<;arlier  volumes. 

The  following  further  notes  on  the  subject 
of  naval  uniforms  were  recently  contributed 
to  the  "New  York  Herald  '  by  Commander 
C.  Robinson,  E.N. :  — 

It  has  been  claimed  for  the  colours  of  the 
naval  uniform— blue  and  white— that  they 
have  been  connected  with  the  apparel  of  the 
sea  from  time  immemorial,  and  there  is, 
indeed,  some  ground  for  the  conceit.  As  a 
famous  worthy  in  a  well-known  naval  work 
puts  it:— "  old  Ocean  himself  wore  them, 
time  out  of  mind.  You  have  noted  his  Blue 
Jacket,  I  suppose,  and  seen  his  White 
Lapells  when  he  put3  on  his  full  dress,  and 
iie  always  wears  that,  d'ye  see,  in  a  gale  of 
•wind." 

Blue  and  white,  however,  were  not  always 
the  colours  of  the  English  naval  uniform  ; 
nor  were  they  originally  donned  out  of  com- 
pliment to  one  of  the  male  sex,  like  Father 
Ocean.  Indeed,  up  to  the  time  of  the  later 
Stuarts,  there  was  little  or  no  difference 
Toetween  the  costume  of  naval  and  military 
men— at  all  events,  on  the  quarter-deck; 
■while  the  seamen  were  probably  clothed,  like 
the  land-forces,  in  the  colours  of  their 
captains.  No  better  proof  of  the  diversity 
•which  existed  in  naval  attire  up  to  about  the 
middle  of  last  century  is  to  be  found  than  in 
the  collection  of  pictures  at  Greenwich, 
where,  as  Mr.  Commissioner  Locker 
said,  "In  the  naval  gallery  of  this  institution 
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I  can  show  you  every  variety  of  cut  and  com- 
plexion of  dress.  Nottingham,  Ealeigh,  and 
Torrington  expand  their  dignities  in  courtly 
costume ;  Lawson,  Harman,  and  Monk 
frown  in  buff  belts  and  jerkins  ;  Sandwich, 
Munden,  and  Benbow  shine  forth  in  armour  ; 
while  Eooke,  Russell,  and  Cloudesley 
Shovell,  the  heroes  of  a  softer  age,  are 
clothed  in  crimson  and  Lincoln  green, 
surmounted  with  the  flowing  wig  which  then 
distinguished  alike  the  men  of  the  robe  and 
of  the  sword.  Every  man  then  dressed  as 
seemed  good  in  his  own  eyes.  Some  of  the 
'  crack  captains  '  even  carried  it  so  far  as  to 
have  a  special  uniform  for  their  own  ships. 
My  late  gallant  father,  who  went  to  sea  in 
174.J,  used  to  tell  us  that  Captain  Wyndham, 
and  all  the  officers  of  the  Kent,  of  70  guns, 
in  which  he  embarked,  wore  grey  and  silver, 
faced  with  scarlet." 

For  the  first  half  of  the  eighteenth  century 
scarlet  appears  to  have  been  the  colour 
chiefly  worn  by  the  superior  officers.  In 
an  old  print,  of  1703,  the  coat  of  an 
"  Englischer  Admiral  zur  Zee  "  is  scarlet, 
laced  with  geld,  and  Admiral  Churchill, 
whose  portrait  hangs  in  the  guard-room 
at  Hampton  Court,  is  similarly  dressed. 
Gilbert  Langley,  who  wrote  his  life  in  1740, 
says  that  while  he  was  at  Barbadoes,  H.M.S. 
Gosport  came  into  the  bay,  and  some  of  the 
officers  came  to  his  quarters,  when  one  of 
them  asked  him  if  he  "  was  not  a  commander 
of  a  vessel,  for  so  he  judged  me  by  my 
apparel,  which  was  scarlet,  trimmed  witli 
silver."  According  to  one  authority  the 
dress  of  the  sailor  of  those  days  was  decidedly 
peculiar.  "  A  little  low  cocked  hat,  a  pea- 
jacket  (a  sort  of  cumbrous  Dutch-cut  coat), 
a  pair  of  petticoat  trousers,  not  unlike  a 
Scottish  kilt,  tight  stockings,  with  pinchbeck 

'  buckles  on  his  shoes,  constituted  his 
amphibious  outfit."    The  pigtail  was  yet  to 

I  come,  but  fancy  a  topman  passing  a  weather 
eai'ing  in  this  attire.  It  must  have  been  a 
sailor  dressed  like  this  that  Pepys  saw  come 
back  from  a  naval  battle  with  a  piece  of 


rope-yarn  stuck  into  the  socket  from  which 
he  had  lost  an  eye.  They  were  brave  old 
fellows,  in  spite  of  their  curious  rig. 

The  first  suggestion  that  uniformity  in 
attire  was  desirable  appears  to  have  come 
from  a  club  of  naval  officers,  a  kind  of 
primitive  sea-service  union,  which  used  to 
meet  every  Sunday  evening,  in  1745,  at  a 
cotfee-house    in   Scotland   Y'ard,   for  the 
purpose  of  watching  over  their  rights  and 
pi'ivileges.    They  passed  a  resolution  to  the 
effect  "  that  a  uniform  dress  is  useful  and 
necessary    for  the   commissioned  officers, 
agreeable  to  the  practice  of  other  nations,  ' 
and  sent  a  committee  to  lay  the  matter  before 
the  Admiralty.    The  idea  was  favourably 
j  received,  for  shortly  afterwards  Admiral  of 
the  Fleet  the  Hon.  John  Forbes  was  sum- 
moned to  attend  the  Duke  of  Bedford,  then 
First  Lord,  and,  being  introduced  into  an 
apartment  in  which  a  number  of  dresses 
were  laid  out,  his  opinion  was  asked  as  to 
the  most  appropriate.    "Red  and  blue,  or 
blue  and  red,"  replied  the  Admiral,  "  since 
they  are  our  national  colours."    "  No,"  said 
the  Duke  ;  "  the  King  has  determined  other- 
wise ;  for,  having  seen  my  duchess  riding  in 
1  the  park  a  few  days  ago  in  a  habit  of  blue, 
i   faced  with  white,  the  dress  took  the  fancj'  of 
!   his  Majesty,  who  has  appointed  it  for  the 
I   uniform  of  the  Royal  Navy." 
j       In  an  order  dated  April  13,  1748,  and 
]  addressed  to  21  flag  officers  and  132  officers 
j   in  command  of  ships  and  vessels,  the  adop- 
I  tion  of  this  uniform  was  notified  to  the 
fleet.    Patterns  were  sealed  at  the  Admiralty 
'   Office,  and  all  commissioned  officers  and 
midshipmen  were  directed  to  wear  no  other 
,  than  the  uniform  of  their  rank.    Some  of 
t  these  patterns  are  still  in  existence  at  the 
j   Royal  United  Service  Institution.    The  coats 
were  blue,  with  white  cuffs  to  the  sleeves, 
which  were  pui-posely  made  short  and  large, 
to  show  the  laced  edges  of  the  long  sleeves 
of  the  waistcoat.    There  was  no  collar  to  the 
coat,  lace  and  frills  being  worn  round  the 
neck  and  hanging  down  in  front.  The 
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waistcoat  was  of  white  kei'sejmere,  but  the 
colour  of  the  breeches  was  left  to  the  humour 
of  each  individual,  some  wearing  black  and 
some  scarlet.  For  some  time  the  officers 
were  averse  to  giving  up  their  more  gaudy  or 
fanciful  rigs  for  this  blue-and-white  attire, 
and  its  general  adoption  was  for  long  con- 
fined, or  nearly  so,  to  the  principal  officers. 
We  read,  however,  of  the  military  officers 
coming  on  board  ship  at  Gibraltar  and  Malta 
to  buy  the  cast-otf  uniforms — which  were  no 
longer  uniform — of  the  naval  officers.  In 
1767  this  embroidered  and  frilled  uniform 
was  discontinued,  and  new  regulations  setting 
forth  very  fully  the  distinctions  of  uniform 
for  all  the  grades  of  executive  officers  were 
issued.  The  coats  were  in  all  cases  blue  with 
white  lappels,  waistcoat  and  breeches  white, 
or  rather  buff,  and  cocked  hats  black,  edged 
with  lace.  Distinctions  of  rank  were  mainly 
shown  by  the  distribution  of  the  buttons  and 
the  device  on  the  buttons,  the  rose,  which 
had  been  used  for  all,  being  superseded 
by  anchors  surrounded  by  laurel  for  flag- 
officers,  and  anchors  only  for  captains  and 
commanders.  The  white  patch  on  the 
middies'  collars  dates  from  about  this  period. 
About  twenty  years  later  blue  breeches  were 
allowed,  and  ten  years  later  still  epaulettes 
were  introduced. 

According  to  Mr.  Lethbridge,  the  introduc- 
tion of  epaulettes  was  caused  by  an  incident 
which  occurred  while  some  English  naval 
officers  were  visiting  France  during  the  Peace. 


It  was  noticed  that  the  sentinels  did  not  carry 
arms  to  them,  although  they  paid  this  com- 
pliment to  the  marine  officers,  who  were 
wearing  silver  epaulettes.  One  of  these 
English  naval  officers  was  Lord  Hugh 
Seymour,  grandfather  of  the  present  Admiral 
Lord  Alcester,  and  when  he  became  a  Lord 
of  the  Admiralty  under  Lord  Spencer  he 
I  caused  the  epaulettes  to  be  adopted  as  a  part 
I  of  naval  uniform,  i'lag-officers  and  captains 
over  three  years'  seniority  wore  two  each  ; 
captains  under  three  years"  seniority  one  on  the 
right  shoulder,  and  masters  and  commanders 
one  on  the  left  shoulder.  This  was  the 
uniform  at  the  date  of  Trafalgar,  and  the 
clothes  Nelson  wore  are  still  to  be  seen — 
the  coat  and  waistcoat  at  Greenwich,  and  the 
hat,  which  was  no  longer  three-cornered,  but 
two-sided,  and  worn  across  the  head  —  at  the 
Koyal  United  Service  Institution.  The  nian- 
o'-war's-man  had  now  well-nigh  discarded 
the  petticoat  breeches,  although  they  had 
been  common  in  1799,  and  were  still  to  be 
seen,  being  especially  affected,  however,  by 
smugglers,  fishermen,  and  the  like.  Jack's 
characteristic  now  was  a  pigtail,  tightly 
marled  and  queued,  hanging  halfway  down 
\   his  back. 

1  We  must  pass  on  very  briefly  the  succeed- 
i  ing  chpnges  which  have  taken  place.  Ilni- 
j  forms  for  doctors,  masters,  and  pursers  were 
j  granted  in  180.5-7.  In  182.5  several  important 
I  changes  were  made,  white  pantaloons  and 
j  half  boots  being  then  allowed  for  the  st 


time  :  the  coloured  plates  may  be  seen  in  the 
Admiralty  library.  At  this  date  some  officers 
wore  tall  leather  h.ats,  and  the  men  short 
jackets,  shirts  with  wide-open  necks  and 
handkerchiefs  tied  loosely  round  them,  bell- 
mouthed  pantaloons,  and  little  low-crowned 
hats  of  leather  or  straw,  with  the  ship's 
name  painted  on  them — in  fact  the  dress  in 
which  William  courted  Black-eyed  Susan. 
From  1833  to  1843  the  facings  of  the 
uniforms  were  changed  from  white  to  red, 
and  this  was  therefore  the  uniform  when 
{  Victoria  came  to  the  throne.  In  1833  also 
blue  trousers  with  gold  lace  were  first 
j  authorised.  In  1837  engineers  first  had  a 
I  uniform,  the  device  on  the  button  being  a 
i  steam  engine  surmounted  by  a  crown.  Gold 
bands  were  worn  round  the  caps  until 
some  time  after  the  Crimean  war,  and  it  was 
not  until  1857  that  the  uniform  for  the  British 
bluejacket  was  first  established,  the  regula- 
tions being  practically  those  that  are  still  in 
force.  Before  that  date  it  was  the  custom 
of  many  captains  to  order  a  distinctive  dress 
for  their  own  shijj's  companies,  and  even 
afterwards  it  was  for  some  time  a  habit  of 
old  officers  to  dress  their  barge's  or  galley's 
crew  different  from  the  rest  of  the  men  in  the 
ship.  Captain  Rowley  Lambart,  in  the 
Liverpool  in  1804,  had  his  galley's  crew  in 
scarlet  frocks  with  light  blue  ribbons  on  their 
straw  hats,  and  doubtless  other  instances 
could  be  named. 

(the  end.) 


WOOD-CARVING  FOR  BOYS. 

By  Fred.  Miller. 


FIG.  5  is  a  simple  design,  and  was  drawn 
for  a  block  9  j  x  4{,  and  this  being  a  con- 
venient size  to  deal  with,  you  had  better 
enlarge  the  design  to  these  dimensions.  It 


explained ;  and  you  must  be  careful  not  to 
go  deeper  than  this,  as  you  must  try  and  get 
your  ground  quite  fiat,  and  not  deeper  in 
some  places  than  others.    Another  point  to 


wood  is  soft  the  pressure  of  your  hand  will 
be  enough  to  remove  the  ground  without 
recourse  to  a  mallet.  By-the-bye,  I  did  not 
enumerate  this  among  a  carver's  necessities. 


Fig.  5. 


looks  little  like  a  piece  of  wood-carving 
as  it  is,  but  it  merely  gives  you  the  general 
outUne  of  the  design,  and  shows  you  the 
ground  that  you  have  to  remove.  AU  the 
dark  part  in  Fig.  5  has  to  be  taken  out 
to  a  depth  of  a  {  of  an  inch,  as  before 


be  observed  is  to  get  the  edges  of  the  leaves 
and  various  forms  in  the  design  at  right 
angles  to  the  top.  Do  not  let  your  chisel  run 
under  the  design ;  always  keep  your  tools 
perpendicular.  You  require  the  firmers  and 
gouges  to  take  out  the  ground,  and  as  the 


This  part  of  the  work,  which  is  technically 
known  as  "  grounding  out,"  must  be  carefully 
done,  and  my  readers  must  not  be  satisfied 
with  themselves  until  they  have  taken  out 
the  ground  flatly,  so  that  all  the  forms  are 
left  sharp.    This  grounding  out  is  to  a  great 
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extent  a  purely  mechanical  task,  but,  as  it  is 
the  preliminary  step  to  almost  all  the  carving 
that  one  sees,  my  readers  cannot  attach  too 
much  importance  to  this  part  of  the  subject, 
for  unless  this  grounding  out  be  properly 
done  much  of  the  after  work  will  be  thrown 
away,  as  no  amount  of  good  finishing  will 
make  up  for  a  bad  beginning. 

The  handles  of  your  tools  should  be  about 
5  inches  long.  Neatness  of  outline  should 
characterise  your  work,  for,  unless  you  get 
each  form  clean  and  sharp,  your  carding  will 
be  clumsy  and  wanting  in  drawing.  Follow 


I  or  i  an  inch  deep,  i.e.,  you  will  take  out  the 
ground  to  this  depth.  In  this  block  you  will 
attempt  to  get  more  relief  by  "  throwing 
down  "  some  of  the  forms  almost  level  with 
the  ground  so  that  other  forms  may  be  in 
high  relief.  I  give  a  finished  view  of  the 
block  in  fig.  6,  so  as  to  show  you  which 
forms  should  be  in  high  relief,  and  which 
should  be  "  thrown  back  "  or  "  laid  down  "  as 
carvers  say.  Suppose  the  block  were  carved 
as  sho^\'n  in  illustration  accompanying  this 
article,  and  we  cut  the  block  in  two,  length- 
ways, we  shall  have  something  of  the  effect 


though  not  quite  to  the  depth  of  ground. 
By  working  your  gouges  from  outside  of 
flower  to  centre  you  can  easily  hollow  out 
the  petals,  afterwards  finishing  the  stamens 
as  indicated  in  drawing.  Always  try  and 
use  your  tools  in  the  direction  of  the  form 
you  are  carving.  In  the  flower,  for  instance, 
by  working  your  tools  from  outside  towards 
centre,  the  tool  marks  give  a  certain  effect 
which  if  rightly  done  helps  the  design 
materially.  So  too  in  leaves  work  your  tools 
from  either  edge  of  leaf  to  the  centre,  and 
you  will  get  the  effect  of  veining,  for  if  you 


the  outline  in  all  cases  most  carefully.  In 
the  case  of  stems  it  might  be  as  well  to  keep 
them  rather  broader  than  they  ultimately  are 
to  be,  in  case  you  cut  too  far  in  taking  out 
your  ground. 

I  will  next  give  the  same  design  which 
we  have  called  Fig.  5,  showing  the  block 
when  carved,  as  we  shall  then  deal  with  the 
"carving;"  here  we  have  been  concerned 
with  the  marking  on  of  the  design  or  the 
"  setting  in,"  as  it  is  termed,  and  the 
"grounding  out  "  or  removal  of  the  ground. 
(Fig.  6). 

IV. — Finishing. 

In  the  design  accompanying  our  earlier 
hints,  I  merely  gave  the  outline  in  order  to 


of  Fig.  7.  I  give  this  drawing  of  section  to 
show  you  the  depths  of  the  various  forms. 
Those  parts  in  high  light  in  illustration  are 
those  in  highest  relief,  and  the  great  thing 
to  be  observed  in  wood-carving  is  to  get 
relief.  If  a  form  is  prominent,  a  form  near 
it  should  be  less  prominent.  The  rose,  for 
instance,  is  the  most  important  feature  in  the 
block,  and  the  edges  of  the  petals  must  be  in 
high  relief.  You  would  not  in  such  cases 
lower  the  surface  of  your  block  at  all.  Some 
forms,  on  the  other  hand,  should  be  cut  away 
until  they  only  stand  just  above  the  ground. 
If  you  refer  to  the  section  of  block  you  will 
notice  that  only  a  few  forms  are  the  whole 
depth  of  the  part  of  the  block  that  is  carved. 
The  dotted  line  represents  the  face  of  the 


examine  a  rose-bush  you  will  see  that  the 
leaves  in  many  cases  hollow  towards  the 
centre  where  the  principal  vein  is.  In  good 
wood-carving  the  tool  marks  are  always  left, 
as  in  the  hands  of  a  good  carver  these  tool 
marks,  apart  from  the  laying  down  of  the 
forms,  give  much  of  the  effect.  Those  of  my 
readers  who  can  study  a  rose-tree  before 
beginning  the  carving  will  find  gi'eat  benefit 
from  so  doing.  I  should  caution  them 
against  attempting  to  finish  their  carving  too 
highly.  Do  not,  for  instance,  imitate  veins 
and  fibres  in  the  leaves,  for  recollect  you  are 
not  imitating  nature  in  wood  (a  quite  hope- 
lessly impossible  thing),  but  carving  a  design 
in  wood.  Nature  must  be  simplified  in  order 
to  make  it  suitable  to  the  exigencies  of  wood- 


Fig.  7. 


show  clearly  the  ground  that  had  to  be 
removed.  I  mentioned  a  |-  of  an  inch  as  the 
depth  the  work  should  be  taken  to,  and  this 
will  be  quite  deep  enough  as  a  first  effort. 
The  design  will  thus  be  similar  to  a  fret- 
work pattern  lying  on  a  solid  block,  and  I 
should  advise  my  readers  not  to  attempt  to 
do  much  carving  to  the  first  block.  Content 
yourself  with  hollowing  out  the  flower  and 
just  giving  the  leaves  a  little  relief.  When 
you  have  done  this  I  should  advise  you  to 
put  another  block  in  hand  with  the  same 
design,  but  m  this  case  carry  the  carving  say 


wood,  and  by  referring  to  it  you  can  at  once 
see  the  depth  of  any  part  of  the  design. 

When  you  commence  the  carving  be  care- 
ful not  to  take  off  too  much  in  any  one  place, 
for  wlien  once  removed  there  is  no  putting 
back  the  wood.  Some  little  difficulty  may 
be  experienced  in  knowing  how  to  get  the 
centre,  for  if  you  commence  lowering  the 
wood  in  the  middle  of  flower  ij  will  be  diflS- 
eult  to  allow  for  the  stamens.  The  better 
plan  will  be  to  compass  a  circle  that  will  just 
include  the  stamens  and  take  out  the  wood 
round  it,  as  though  it  were  part  of  the  L'round, 


carving.  We  know  for  instance  that  there 
are  a  number  of  fine  forms  in  the  centre  of  a 
rose  on  the  stamens,  but  we  cannot  carve 
these.  The  only  plan  is  to  represent  them 
in  a  simple  manner  as  is  done  in  illustration. 
Then  again  there  are  numbers  of  small 
spines  on  the  leaf  stems,  but  these  cannot 
be  given,  and  so  with  the  veins  in  a  leaf. 
It  were  hopeless  to  try  and  vie  with  nature's 
sweet  and  cunning  hand,  for  we  are  at  best 
but  clumsy  artificers,  so  we  must  not  at- 
tempt to  rival  nature's  handiwork,  for  "Suph 
rivalry  will  only  show  our  own  inferiority'.' 
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Another  branch  of  carving  I  may  briefly  simplify  matters  somewhat.  Modelling  in  clay 
touch  upon  in  another  article  is  fretwork-  I  is  also  good  practice. 


Fig.  8. 


All  good  wood-carving  is  under-cut,  i.e.  the 
outsides  of  the  forms  ai'e  cut  away  so  that 
only  the  edges  are  seen  from  the  front.  A 
glance  at  the  section  of  block  will  explain 
what  I  mean.  The  sides  of  the  leaves  were 
left  straight  after  the  ground  was  taken  out, 
but  it  would  look  very  clumsy  to  leave  it  so, 
therefore  the  surplus  wood  is  cut  away  from 
the  block  ;  but  this  under-cutting  must  not  be 
commenced  until  the  carving  is  pretty  well 
advanced,  and  care  must  be  taken  not  to  make 
the  edges  of  your  wood  too  thin.  Gouges 
are  the  principal  tools  you  want  in  carving 
such  a  panel  as  the  rose  now  given,  as  you  can 
remove  the  sui-plus  wood  with  greater  ease 
and  freedom,  as  only  the  centre  part  of  the 
blade  comes  in  contact  with  the  wood,  and 
consequently  the  tools  leave  no  hard  edges. 
You  want  to  hollow  out  the  forms,  as  it  were. 
Your  tools  should  take  the  direction  of  acurve, 
and  not  be  taken  straight  along  the  surface 
of  the  wood.  Use  your  tools  easily  and 
lightly,  and  remove  your  wood  by  successive 
efforts  rather  than  by  one  or  two  forcible  at- 
tempts, for  there  is  great  danger  of  running 
your  tools  too  far  into  the  wood  or  removing 
too  much.  I 


carving.  That  is,  you  make  a  fret  of  your  de- 
sign first  of  all,  and  then  carve  it.  This  does 
away  with  the  grounding  out,   and  may 


Fig.  8  shows  the  setting-in  of  another  rose- 
panel.  I  leave  it  to  my  readers  to  supply 
the  details  for  themselves. 


IN  writing  the  following  brief  paper,  and 
one,  which  is  at  present  in  futuro,  on 
the  sea-water  aquarium,  I  can  promise  the 
reader  very  little  save  an  introduction  to  a 
study  which  is  not  only  a  very  pleasurable 
one  in  itself,  but  well  calculated  to  expand 
the  mind,  and  give  the  student  higher  notions 


THE  FRESH-WATER  AaUARIUM. 

By  Gordon  Stables,  m.d.,  r.n. 

a  thing  of  beauty  and  a  joy  for— for  as  long 
as  you  care  to  keep  it.  A  neglected  aquarium 
is  a  disgrace  to  its  owner  and  a  loathsome 
prison-house,  filled  with  disease  and  death  to 
the  innocent  creatures  confined  therein. 

Now,  a  properly  constructed  aquarium 
should  be  to  a  great  extent  self-contained  ;  it 


of  the  nobility  of  the  creation  and  the  great 
Creator. 

I  must,  however,  say  at  the  very  outset  that 
I  should  be  sorry  indeed  if  any  writings 
of  mine  should  induce  a  single  reader  to 
make  and  stock  an  aquarium,  if  he  is  at  all 
likely  to  neglect  it  and  its  interesting  in- 
mates, or  if  he  lacks  the  time  to  attend  to 
their  wants. 

A  well-stocked,  well-managed  aquarium  is 


should  be  a  little  world  all  in  itself,  and  in- 
dependent even  of  constant  change  of  water. 
The  old,  old  plan  of  keeping  a  few  pretty 
fishes  was  to  put  them  into  a  huge  glass 
globe  and  just  leave  them  there,  giving  them 
little,  if  anything,  to  eat,  and  changing  the 
water  when  it  became  semi-turbid. 

Then  some  deep-thinking  men  began  to 
consider  the  conditions  of  the  life  of  the 
creatures  that  inhabit  our  waters,  and  a  well- 


known  fact  led  them  to  make  experiments 
from  which  seeming  wonders  came  to  light. 
The  fact  I  refer  to  is  that  vegetation  gives 
off  oxygen  and  absorbs  carbonic  acid  gas; 
just  the  reverse  of  what  animals  do.  In 
other  words,  the  two  kingdoms  breathe  dif- 
ferently ;  a  fish  inhales  the  oxygen  of  the 
water,  and  exhales  it  as  carbonic  acid  gas  ; 
this  would  poison  the  water  of  ponds  and 
ditches  did  not  water  plants  absorb  it,  and 
having  used  up  the  carbon  of  the  carbonic 
acid,  set  the  oxygen  free  again  for  the  fishes 
to  breathe.  I  do  not  pretend  to  be  talking 
with  complete  physiological  accuracy,  but 
sufficiently  near  it,  I  believe,  to  make  my 
meaning  plain. 

Unless  a  boy  knows  something  about  the 
theory  of  successful  aquarium-keeping,  it  is 
impossible  for  him  to  do  well  in  practice. 
He  will  therefore  benefit  greatly  by  well  con- 
sidering the  following  brief  extract  from  one 
of  Mr.  Lloyd's  works  : 

"  The  speedy  death  of  some  gold-fish  that 
I  had  in  a  large  glass  globe  was  caused,  I 
found,  by  the  want  of  oxygen  gas,  a  fresh 
supply  of  which  is  constantly  needed  for 
their  support ;  and  also  to  the  existence  of  a 
large  quantity  of  carbonic  acid  gas  given  off 
during  the  respiration  of  the  fish.  What 
therefore  was  required  was  something  from 
which  a  supply  of  oxygen  could  be  got,  and 
which  would  also  consume  carbonic  acid.  I 
found  that  aquatic  plants  were  just  what  I 
required." 

After  he  planted  these  all  appeared  to  go 
on  well  for  a  time — please  to  note  this — until 
a  portion  of  the  plant  decaying  "  rendered  the 
water  turbid,  and  caused  a  growth  of  mucus, 
which'adhered  to  the  side  of  the  glass,  imped- 
ing the  entrance  of  light  into  the  interior, 
and  v/ith  this  stopped  the  supply  of  oxygen 
from  the  plants.  I  had  therefore  recourse 
to  the  services  of  the  water-snail,  two  or 
three  of  which  I  introduced  into  the  vessel. 
These  scavengers  soon  cleared  away  the  de- 
composed matter,  and  from  that  time  all 
went  on  well. 

"  But  there  arose  other  difficulties  to  con- 
tend with,  for  if  an  aquarium  be  placed  in  a 
strong  light,  and  subjected  to  the  rays  of  the 
sun,  it  will  be  found  that  a  thick  coating, 
despite  the  efforts  of  the  snails  to  consume 
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it,  will  appear  and  dim  the  glass.  This  con- 
fervoid  appearance  is  attributed  to  the  fact 
that  the  spores  or  latent  germs  of  minute 
vegetation,  with  which  water  as  well  as  air 
seems  to  be  charged,  are  acted  upon  by  the 
united  influences  of  light  and  heat,  and 
become  developed  in  the  manner  stated." 

The  evil  arises  from  the  light  being  ad- 
mitted to  the  water  in  an  unnatural  way  ;  in 
nature  the  light  is  not  admitted  through  the 
sides  of  ponds.  To  concentrate  the  light 
properly,  therefore,  this  gentleman  adopted 
the  following  plan,  which  he  found  to  answer 
very  well.  On  the  sxle  of  the  aquarium 
next  to  the  light  he  affixed  a  piece  of  blue- 
t'nteJ  foreign  post  paper— green  glass  or 
ground  glass  would  have  done  as  well— and 
thus,  though  the  passage  of  the  light  into  the 
interior  was  not  interfered  with,  its  effects 
were  neutralised. 

And  now,  bays,  if  you  cannot  understand 
all  this  at  one  reading,  pray  read  it  over  and 
over  again  till  you  do. 

About  building  your  own  aquarium..— Do 
so  by  all  means  if  you  are  handy  enough  and 
can  find  the  material.  Only  it  would  bs  as 
well  t3  practise  building  other  thing?  lirs^. 
I  may  mention  here  that  I  have  o:ie:i  seen 
good  aquaria  offered  cheap  through  the 
paper  called  "  The  Exchange  and  Mart." 
Let  me  advise  you  anyhow  carefully  to  con- 
sider the  mechanism  of  an  aquarium  before 
attempting  to  make  one.  It  is  not,  perhaps, 
so  difficult  as  it  looks.  At  the  same  time,  if 
you  can  save  enough  money,  buy  one  by  all 
means.  I  don't  like  those  giass-globs  busi- 
nesses at  all,  so  I  shall  not  speak  about  them. 
The  fish  look  to  me  so  miserable  in  them, 
and  there  they  are  so  often  starved '  and 
neglected— it  won't  bear  thinking  about. 
80  have  a  good-sized  plate-glass-and-slate 
affair  about  ten  inches  deep,  two  feet  six 
long,  and  a  foot-and-a-half  across. 

This  may  be  arranged  in  a  window  with  a 
ground  glass  frame  over  it  to  open  behind, 
and  may  be  made  an  aquarium  and  fernery 
combined.  Some  of  those  that  I  have  seen 
are  really  very  charming. 
^  The  window  where  the  aquarium  is  placed 
may  have  a  northern  exposure,  but  this  is  not 
absolutely  necessary,  for,  as  has  already  been 
hinted,  the  light  must  be  to  some  degree 
modified.  It  may  be,  in  fact  it  is  better  to 
be,  outside,  so  that  the  lower  sash  of  the 
window  forms  the  inside  frame  to  it ;  when 
therefore  you  raise  this  right  up,  behold  the 
aquarium  forms  part  of  the  room.  In  a  case 
of  this  sort,  however,  temperature  would 
have  to  be  considered,  and  during  severe 
frosts  artificial  heat  would  be  needed,  but 
this  can  be  conveniently  and  cheaply  obtained 
by  means  of  lamps  and  pipes. 

_  The  boy  or  girl  either— for  I  want  it  to  be 
distinctly  remembered  that  I  am  writing  these 
aquarium  papers  quite  as  much  for  Ada  and 
Edith,  as  for  Charlie  and  Jack.  Boys  should 
rather  he  pleased  than  otherwise  "to  karn 
that  it  is  becoming  quite  the  fashion  now  for 
young  ladies  to  take  the  "  B.  O.  P."  for  them- 
selves, instead  of  borrowing  it  from  their 
brothers.  This  is  a  healthful  sign,  and  it  is  a 
good  thing  for  us  boys  too,  because  we  can  take 
a  day's  holiday,  or  even  a  week's,  at  any  time, 
quite  certain  in  our  own  minds  that  our  pets, 
be  they  what  they  may,  will  not  be  neglected 
—he  or  she,  I  say,  who  really  means  go  ng  in 
for  an  aquarium  should  first  make  a  point  of 
seeing  really  artistic  and  pretty  ones.  This 
sight  can  be  obtained  at  any  good  naturalist's 
shop  in  a  large  town.  Do  not  be  above  asking 
questions  about  anything  that  may  occur  to 
you,  and  at  the  very  first  opportunity  write 
the  answers  in  your  note-book. 

Pray  remember  that,  whatever  be  ycur 
hobby,  or  whatever  kind  of  live  stock  you 
keep,  a  note-book  in  which  to  detail  your  expe. 
riences  is  of  the  greatest  value. 


As  regards  the  aquarium,  whether  salt 
water  or  fresh,  what  a  vast  number  of  inte- 
resting notes  you  can  make  in  a  single  year, 
about  the  plants  and  their  growth,  the 
inmates  and  their  tricks  and  manners— for 
they  all  come  to  know  and  love  you,  down,  I 
believe,  even  to  the  snails  themselves. 

Depth  of  u-atcr.— Do  not  err  by  having  the 
water  too  deep  ;  the  shallower  it  is,  the  better 
will  it  be  aerated,  only  there  must  be  room 
for  the  plants  to  grow. 

Choice  of  loater  plants. — I  shall  give  the 
names  of  a  few  presently,  but  herein  study  is 
required,  and  a  boy  or  girl  who  has  a  nice 
aquarium,  will  during  walks  abroad  study 
the  plants  seen  in  ponds  and  ditches.  Here 
is  what  you  want,  (1)  nice  sizeable  ones, 
(2)  pretty  or  artistic  plants,  (3)  of  a  kind  that 
will  last  and  not  throw  off  too  much  slime, 
(4)  plants  that  will  readily  grow  in  the 
artificial  as  well  as  the  natural  state. 

Number  of  plants. — This  will  depend  on 
the  size  of  the  aquarium  and  number  of  its 
moving  inmates,  and  no  thumb- rules  can  be 
laid  down.  Herein  you  see  study  is  required. 
The  keeper  of  a  fowl  run  or  pigeon  loft  has 
to  supply  his  pets  with  food,  wliile  proper 
ventilation  and  cleanliness  secure  purity  of 
breath  for  them.  But  the  aquarium  manager 
has  to  supply  not  only  food,  but  air  to  breathe 
for  his  favourites.  So  you  must  endeavour 
to  obtain  a  happy  proportion  of  plant  and 
animal  life,  near  enough  to  ensure  clearness 
and  purity  of  the  water,  and  thus  both  will 
be  happy.  The  creatures  that  live  in  our 
clear  ponds,  streams,  and  lakes,  everywhere  'n 
woods  and  wilds,  are  just  as  happy  as  the  day 
is  long,  and  as  frisky,  most  of  them,  as  lamb- 
kins on  the  lea.  So  they  ought  to  be  happy  in 
your  aquarium,  and  if  they  mope  at  all  or  are 
sluggish  in  their  actions,  you  may  take  it  for 
granted  there  is  something  radically  wrong. 

Changing  water.— V^hm  this  is  necessary 
in  small  aquariums,  the  animals  are  taken 
out  with  a  hand-net  and  the  water  then  run 
off  by  means  of  a  syphon.  If  you  are  content 
only  to  take  most  but  not  all  the  water  out,  you 
can  leave  the  fish  at  the  bottom,  but  do  not 
alarm  them.  When  pouring  in  the  fresh 
water,  see  it  is  exactly  of  the  same  temperature 
as  that  which  remains  in  the  tank  ;  a  sudden 
rise  or  fall  shocks  and  injures  the  inmates. 
Do  not  pour  it  in  in  bulk,  but  gently 
through  the  rose  of  a  watering-can. 

The  position  of  the  aquarium.— Vui  it  at 
once  in  the  place  that  it  is  meant  to  occupy, 
before  you  either  plant  or  fill  it.  Do  not  put 
it  in  the  direct  rays  of  the  sun.  I  have  said 
a  north  aspect  is  best,  but  repeat  that  if  the 
light  can  be  properly  filtered  and  managed 
there  is  no  reason  why  this  thing  of  beauty 
should  be  relegated  to  a  back  room. 

Cleanliness. — This  is  most  essential.  In 
nature  creatures  can  change  from  one  part 
of  a  pond  or  stream  to  the  other,  and  so 
avoid  contamination,  but  in  your  aquarium 
they  cannot.  Put  nothing  in  therefore  until 
you  have  washed  it,  even  if  it,  should  be  but 
a  worm. 

Scavenger  snails,  beetles. — The  snails  must 
be  those  that  feed  on  the  slime  itself  thrown 
off  by  the  plants,  and  not  on  the  plants  them- 
selves. The  beetles  must  be  herbivorous 
not  carnivorous,  else  they  will  kill  other 
specimens.  To  ensure  p}urity  of  water. — If 
the  tank  is  not  overcrowded,  and  if  the  light 
is  well  managed,  a  just  proportion  of  plants 
and  animals  being  maintained,  the  water  will 
only  become  soiled  from  the  introduction  of 
filth  from  without.  The  chief  danger  is 
from  dust  and  unused  or  decaying  food. 
The  aquarium  is  covered  with  glass  in  such 
a  way  that  air  can  come  in  contact  with  the 
surface  of  the  water  without  dust  falling  on 
it.  Then  bits  of  unused  food  are  caught  by 
means  of  a  long  glass  tube.  You  have  only 
to  close  one  end  with  the  finger,  lower  it 


gently  till  right  over  the  morsel  to  be 
removed.  Lift  your  finger  a  moment  and  it 
comes  up,  press  the  finger  down  again  ar.d 
withdraw. 

In  summer  lime  the  water  may  get  low  by 
evaporation ;  add  to  it  therefore  with  llx- 
watering-can. 

Ants'  eggs,  etc.,  should  bskept  handy,  and  in 
a  box  or  open-mouthed  bottl"',  wiih'  an  in- 
scription as  to  the  proper  quantity  to  give. 
This  will  convey  the  information  to  others 
during  your  absence. 

Planting  the  aquarium. — The  bottom  must 
first  and  foremost  be  prepared.  If  cement  has 
1  been  used  forthe  joints  the  tank  should  be  filled 
with  water  and  let  stand  for  several  days,  and 
this  process  repeated  twice  at  least.  For  the 
laying  of  the  foundation  I  should  advi.se  you 
;  to  take  the  advice  of  some  skilled  naturalist. 
The  future  health  of  the  aquarium  depends 
in  a  very  great  measure  upon  the  purity  of 
the  bottom  soil.  I  call  it  soil  for  want  of  a 
better  word. 

If  you  elect  to  do  the  job  yourself,  procure 
some  nice  sand  from  a  clear  stream,  and 
j  riddle  through  a  fine  sieve  ;  you  thus  separate 
the  sand  into  rough  and  smooth,  and  both 
!  must  be  washed  again  and  again  with  both 
hot  and  cold  water. 

It  is  washed  by  throwing  it  into  a  bucket 
j  of  water,  stirring  up,  and  letting  it  settle  a 
j  few  minutes,  then  pouring  off  the  stained 
1  water.    Put  the  fine  sand  in  the  bottom  to 
a  depth  of  say  three  inches,  and  your  layer  of 
fine  gravel  over  that,  so  that  the  specimens, 
in  moving  about  do  not  stir  up  the  sand. 

Whatever  sort  of  rockwork  you  choose  to 
place  in  should  be  most  carefully  washed 
and  steeped  beforehand,  especially  if  the 
pieces  had  been  joined  together  by  means  of 
cement.  Pieces  of  looking-glass,  the  back 
covered  with  sealing-wax  and  cement,  are 
used  in  forming  caves,  etc.  But,  indeed, 
ornamental  work  of  all  kinds  is  a  matter  of 
taste  and  study.  You  have  only  to  see  other 
peoples'  aquaria,  and  try  your  skill  in 
making  similar  things  or  improving  on  them. 
Only  be  careful  that  the  rocks  you  use  are  not 
of  a  nature  to  give  oft'  poisons.  I  advise  you 
rather  to  make  your  rockwork  than  to  buy 
I  it  ready  made.  It  is  necessary  in  an  aqua- 
rium,  for  the  purposes  of  giving  shade  and 
retirement.  Now  carefully  put  down  your 
plants  and  carefully  fill  up  with  pure,  clear 
water  to  within  about  six  inches  of  the  tcp. 

You  must  not  hurry  in  your  fish,  snails,  and 
insects  yet,  however. 

Indeed,  you  must  not  have  even  bought  or 
collected  these  until  their  little  a(iuecus  home 
is  all  ready  to  receive  them.  And  this  will  not 
be  for  ten  or  twelve  days  after  you  have 
planted  the  aquarium. 

Patience,  you  see,  is  a  virtue  that  you  must 
study  if  you  intend  keeping  an  a(juarium. 
Do  not  hurry  in  a  lot  all  at  once  cither.  If 
you  go  on  gradually  and  systematically  you 
will  be  far  more  successful. 

The  question  "  What  and  how  many  plants 
and  animals  am  I  to  put  into  a  certain  space  ?  " 
j  will   be  constantly  asked.     In   his  book 
on  Fresh-water  Aquaria — published  by  Mr. 
,  Upcott  Gill  —the  Kev.  G.  C.  Bateman  tells  us 
j  that  he  has  in  a  bell-glass  a  juarium  nine- 
I  teen  inches  in  diameter,  one  gold-fish,  one 
I  silver-fish,  one  carp,  about  a  dozen  snails, 
and  at  least  about  forty  small  minnows.  The 
plants  are  vallisneria  and  Cape  water-lily. 
I  think  about  a  gallon  of  water  to  each 
moderate-sized    fish    would  do  well,  not 
counting  a  few  snails  and  minnows. 

Clwice  of  plants.— I  have  but  space  to 
name  a  few  of  those  most  commonly  used  ; 
the  larger  can  only  be  placed  in  big 
aquaria. 

The  vallisneria  spiralis,  the  water-soldier, 
and  the  frog-bit  are  very  interesting  and 
beautiful  plants,  and  quite  enough  to  make  a 
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NOTABLE  ATHLETIC  FEATS. 

The  following  are  the  Best  Performances  of  British  Ahateues  recorded  up  to  Deceiidep.  31,  1800 
WALKING 


CYCLING.  (Any  Machiue) 


Miles. 


1 
2 

4 
5 
G 
7 
8 
•J 
lU 
11 
1-2 
13 
1  i 

r> 

I'S 
17 
IH 
ID 
2) 
21 
22 
2.3 
2t 
2> 
2G 
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3) 
3'- 

4  I 
45 

5  ) 
5.) 
61J 
G'> 
70 
7.5 
K  ) 
8.) 
93 
95 

100 
105 
110 
115 
12J 


Kame. 


H  Whvatt   

H  Curtis 
H.  Wet)ster 
\V  H.  Meels 
H  Curtis   

C.  W.  V  Clarke 
W.  E.  N  Coiton 

A.  W  Sinclair.., 


Time. 

(J 

32- 

14 

1 4-^ 

21 

28 

! 

29 

10 

37 

17 

i 

44 

57 

1 

62 

28- 

1  , 

3 

41 

!  1 

11 

44 

1 

ly 

50 

1 

32 

22 

41 

32 

50 

44 

2 

0 

30 

2 

10 

13 

2 

19 

54 

2 

29 

39 

2 

39 

50 

2 

&0 

10 

3 

0 

9 

3 

10 

13 

3 

19 

54 

3 

31 

55 

3 

42 

35 

5  J 

33 

4 

4 

4 

15 

23 

4 

25 

5G 

4 

35 

53 

4 

4G 

52 

5 

45 

3  J 

G 

33 

3 

7 

31 

28 

8 

25 

2H 

10 

13 

40 

11 

11 

10 

12 

10 

35 

13 

11 

15 

14 

10 

0 

15 

9 

16 

16 

3t 

57 

17 

37 

51 

18 

33 

23 

19 

41 

50 

20 

44 

20 

21 

46 

5 

22 

48 

16 

23 

53 

3 

GREATEST  DISTANCE  WALKED. 


Hours. 

Name.             j  Distance. 

9 
12 
18 
24 

A.  W.  Sinclair  

miles  yards 
50  515 
fi4  180 
91  1,370 

120  0 

JUMPING 


Kinil  of  Jump. 

Name. 

ft.  in. 

4  10 

6  3i 
11  Hi 
10  5 
23  2 

7  3-; 
43  3 

High  (standing)  ... 
Hitrli  (running)  ... 
Pole  ( running)  ... 
Wide  (staniiirig)  ... 
Wide  (running)  ... 
Vaulting  a  fence 
Hop,  .jtej.,  :4UiI  jump 
(running)  

F.  Hargreaves 

W.  Bvra-Page 

T  Bay 

,1.  J.  Tickle 

P.  Davin 

0  11.  Atkinson 

J.  PuroeU 

SWIMMING. 


Yards. 


40 

80 
100 
123 
150 
200 
220 
250 
31) 
400 
440 
500 
880 
1  mile 


Name. 


J.  F.  Finegan 
J.  Nuttall  

W.  Evans  ...... 

J.  Nuttall 

H.  Davenport 


Time 


luia. 

see 

241 

54^ 

1 

6i 

1 

27i 

1 

44i 

2 

30i 

2 

511 

3 

22 

4 

H 

5 

441 

6 

IG 

7 

191 

12 

H 

29 

251 

SKATING. 


Name 

Time. 

min.  pec. 

880  yards 

V.  Ro'ph   

1    57 1 

1  mile 

C.  Crute   

3  44| 

I5  mile 

F.  Norman   

5  23^ 

Miles. 


1 
2 
3 
4 
5 
C 
7 
8 
9 
10 
11 
12 
13 
14 
15 
lU 
17 
18 
19 
2j 
21 
22 
2.! 
21 
2"> 
2B 
27 
23 
29 
30 
31 
32 
33 
31 
35 
3G 
37 
38 
39 
40 
41 
42 
43 
44 
45 
4G 
47 
48 
49 
50 
51 
82 
53 
84 
55 
5G 
57 
58 
59 
GO 
Go 
70 
75 
80 
85 
90 
95 
100 


Name. 


E.  J.  Macredy 
W.  C.  Jones  ... 


H.  Parsons 


F.  R.  Fry 


Time. 


min. 

1 
] 

gX 
4gJ 

2 

2i)^ 

4 

7 

]  J 

12 

15 

54  * 

18 

37  ^ 

21 

24 

1  ^ 

2G 

4J  ■» 

29 

-H 

32 

34 

5G^ 

37 

36^ 

40 

43 

45 

42- 

48 
51 

7- 

45-1 

5G 

59 

r 

7 

15- 

10 

12 

54* 

15 

51  i 

18 

4Ci 

21 

4G^ 

24 

43-'i 

27 

41.2 

30 

43" 

33 

47  a 

30 

48'' 

39 

52- 

42 

51  - 

45 

48 

531 

51 

553- 

- 

54 

54- 

58 

2 

0 

59  ^ 

2 

3 

(J 

54^ 

9 

62-^ 

12 

2 

15 

51 

2 

IB 

59^ 

2 

22 

2 

25 

26-^ 

2 

28 

3(jl 

2 

31 

45I 

2 

35 

6^ 

2 

38 

20  i 

2 

41 

4S\ 

2 

45 

121 

2 

48 

29? 

2 

51 

46i 

2 

54 

2 

57 

-! 

3 

45 

85 

4 

3 

17 

4 

21 

12 

4 

38 

32 

4 

56 

31 

5 

15 

2 

5 

32 

28 

5 

50 

5| 

PUTTING  THC  WEIGHT. 


16  1h.  with  7ft.  run 
56  lb.  with  follow 


Name. 


J.  D.  O'Brien 
J.  Maxwell 


ft. 

43 
21 


CRICKET. 


344  -j 

318  I 
(not  out)  I 

400  J 
(not  out) 1 

485  ] 

698  \ 

703  j 
920 
137  yards 


Highest  score  in  first- 
class  match  

Highest  score  in  first 
class  county  match 

Highest  score  against 
odds   

Highest  score  in  anj- 
match...  

Highest  innings  in 
first-class  county 
match  

Highest  innings  in 
first-class  match... 

Highest  innings  total 

Out  and  home  best 
throw  of  the  ball... 


Name. 


W.  G.  Grace 


■  A.  E  Stoddart 


Surrey 

Cambridge 
University 
Orleans  Club 

G.  Brown 


Yards. 


100 
120 
150 
200 
220 
250 
3X) 
400 
440 
5:.I0 
Clio 
S«0 
I  Olio 
1500 


Mile.5. 

i 

]i 

u 

li 

3 

4 

8 

6 

7 

8 

9 
IJ 
11 
12 
13 
li 
15 
16 
17 
18 
13 
20 
21 
22 
23 
24 
25 
26 
27 
28 
29 
3J 
31 
32 
33 
34 
35 
36 
37 
38 
39 
W 
45 
50 
85 
60 
65 
70 
75 
80 
85 
90 


RUNNING. 

Name. 


Many  runners  .. 
W.  P.  Pliidips  . 
C.  (i.  Wood  , 
E.  U.  Felling  , 
C.  <;.  WchmI 

E.  II  Felling 

(.'.  (i.  Wood   

H.  C.  L.  Tindd  1 

A.  C.  l.'e  Maitre 
H.  C.  E.  Tindail 

F.  J.  K.  Cross  , 
W.  FoUoek  Hill 
W,  Snook   


W.  CI.  George  , 

J.  Kibijlewhite 
W.  U.iicorge  . 

W.  H.  Morton  . 
G  A.  Dunning 

W  H.  Morton  ' 

G.  A.  Dunning 
J.  A.  Squires 

J.  E.  Dixon  ., 
W.  C.  'Davis  , , 
A.  W.  Sinclair 


Time. 


lirs.  min. 


3 

4 

183 

5 

44 

6 

57i 

9 

8; 

y 

17| 

14 

2i)| 

Ij 

iS| 

25 

:--o 

7s 
21^ 

i*') 

i>7 

40 

W» 

46 

12' 

M 

20 

W 

1 

1 

12 

18 

1 

18 

16 

1 

23 

49^ 

1 

20 

i^i 

1 

31 

1 

41 

1 

47 

11 

1 

5|i 

« 

0 

12 

48 

19 

50 

2 

27 

5 

2 

33 

44 

47 

14 

2 

&4 

26 

3 

2 

11 

3 

9 

51 

3 

17 

361 

30 

371 

3 

38 

56 

3 

48 

29 

3 

16 

391 

4 

4 

80 

4 

13 

24J 

4 

21 

12S 

4 

20 

18i 

4 

37 

20i 

4 

46 

54" 

5 

35 

10 

G 

18 

261 

7 

39 

10 

8 

23 

30 

9 

20 

61 

10 

9 

25 

10 

67 

33 

11 

45 

40 

13 

45 

20 

15 

0 

0 

Time. 


GREATEST  DISTANCE  RUN 
Name. 


hours. 

1 

2 

8 
10 
12 
14 
15 


W.  a.  George 
W  H.  Morton 
W.  C.  Davis  . . . 

A.  W.  Sinclair 


Distance 


miles  yds. 


11 

20 
57 
68 
81 
86 
90 


932 
440 
770 
1,705 
0 
0 
0 


HURDLES. 

120  yards  .    Many  runners,   16  seconds 

THROWING  THE  HAMMER. 


Name. 

Distance. 

Uulimited  run 
Prom  7  ft,  circle 
From  9  ft.  circle 

G  H.  Hales 

J.  S.  Mitchell  ... 

W.  J.  M.  Barry 

tt.  in. 
138  3 
119  5 
130  0 

¥lie  Owi\  f^^pei^. 


beginning  on.  There  are  also  the  water- 
plantain,  the  water  millfoil,  the  crowfoot, 
brooklime,  forget-me-not,  and  the  starworts, 
and  quite  a  host  of  others.  The  willow-moss, 
by-the-bye,  is  a  charming,  fern-looking  plant. 

Now  I  advise  you  to  study  all  these  bo- 
tanically  and  historically  till  you  know  them 
whenever  you  see  them  in  your  rambles  in 
the  country. 


Fish  for  the  aquarium. — Gold  and  silver 
fish  come  first  of  course,  and  those  that  have 
been  bred  in  cold  water  are  the  most  likely 
to  live.  Then  we  have  carp  and  tench,  and 
minnows,  roach,  chub  and  dace  also,  and 
perch  and  gudgeon  too. 

Fresh-water  snails,  whelks  and  winkles, 
water  nevfts  and  tadpoles  ;  also  several 
kinds  of  beetles  which  any  naturaUst  can 
recommend  to  you. 

You  can  really  stock  your  aquarium  from 
ditches  and  ponds,  after  you  have  studied 
the  natural  history  thereof. 

The  larvae  of  ants,  called  ants'  eggs,  are 
procurable  from  the  shops  in  the  dried  con- 
dition, and  from  three  to  six  for  each  fish  ac- 
cording to  its  size  may  be  thrown  on  the  top 
of  the  water  each  evening.  Little  morsels  of 
garden  worm,  bits  of  dried  and  shredded 
fresh  meat,  gentles,  &c.,  will  also  be  rehshed. 
A  few  grains  of  soaked  millet  given  now  and 
then  will  also  be  appreciated.  Gold  and 
silver  fish  are  very  fond  of  vermicelli.  But 
make  it  a  rule  never  to  give  more  food  than 
can  be  healthily  eaten  at  the  time. 

Eemember  that  your  fish  must  have  shade, 
but  they  must  have  plenty  of  light  also,  and 
be  free  to  move  about,  and  this  is  another 
argument  against  overcrowding  your  water 
with  plants. 

Unless  your  aquarium  is  very  large,  the 
fish  should  be  small  ones. 

If  one  seems  ill  or  diseased  with  fungus, 
take  it  away  and  put  it  by  itself  in  a  globe. 

Always  keep  your  plants  trim  and  tidy  by 
removing  dead  leaves,  etc. 

Let  me  end  by  making  one  remark  which 
I  wish  you  to  remember.  Feed  your  fish 
regularly.  It  is  cruel  and  sinful  to  keep  a 
poor  animal  in  prison  and  star^x  it  to  death. 
Yet  I  am  sorry  to  say  many  people  who  go 
to  church  on  Sunday  do  this. 
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*'  Dangle,  get  off  the  field," 


3§6 


*I^he  SoyV  Owi\  Pa.pei'. 


aslcinn;  him  to  play,  as  he  always  either  ex- 
cused hiiiisclf,  I  ir,  what  was  worse,  promised 
to  come  and  ia  l_'d  at  the  last  moment. 

After  the  defeat  of  the  Moderns  at  the 
second  election,  the  question  of  the  selec- 
tion of  the  fifteen  had  been  allowed  to 
drop  ;  and  those  who  were  keen  on  victory 
hoped  no  fiu-ther  difficulty  would  arise. 
Two  days  before  the  match,  however, 
Brinkmaa  was  unlucky  enough  to  hurt 
his  foot,  and  to  his  great  mortification 
was  forbidden  by  tha  doctor  to  play.  The 
news  of  his  accident  caused  general  con- 
sternation, as  he  was  known  to  be  a  good 
forward  and  a  useful  man  in  a  scrimmage. 
Clapperton  increased  the  difficulty  by 
coming  over  to  say  that  as  Brinkman  was 
laid  up,  he  had  ai-ranged  for  Corder  to 
play  instead. 

Corder,  as  it  happened,  was  a  Modei-n 
senior,  a  small  fellow,  and  an  indifferent 
player. 

"  He  wouldn't  do  at  all,"  said  Yorke, 
decisively. 

"  Why  not  ?  Surely  we've  got  a  right 
to  find  a  substitute  for  our  own  man,"  said 
Clapperton,  testil,y. 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  your  own  man  ? 
Wlio  cares  twopence  whose  man  he  is,  as 
long  as  he  plays  up.  The  fifteen  are 
Fellsgarth  men,  and  no  more  yom-s  than 
they  are  mine." 

"  If  tliey  were  as  much  mine  as  yours 
no  one  would  complain." 

"  You  mean  to  say  that  if  you  were 
captain  of  the  fifteen  you'd  put  Corder  in 
the  team  for  a  first-class  match  ?  " 

"  Why  not  '?  There  are  plenty  worse 
than  he." 

"  There  are  so  many  better,  that  he  is 
out  of  the  question." 

"  That  means  only  five  of  our  men 
are  to  play  against  ten  of  yours." 

"  You're  talking  rot,  Clapperton,  and 
you  know  it.  If  I'm  captain,  I'll  choose 
my  own  team.  If  you  don't  like  it,  or  if 
the  best  fifteen  men  in  the  school  aren't 
in  it,  you  are  welcome  to  complain.  I 
hope  you  will." 

"  It  strikes  me  pretty  forcibly  our 
fellows  won't  fancy  being  snubbed  like 
this.  It  would  be  a  bad  job  if  they  showed 
as  much  on  the  day  of  the  match." 

"  It  would  be  a  bad  job — for  them," 
said  the  captain. 

When  Yorke  repeated  this  disagreeable 
conversation  to  his  friend?  later  on,  they 
pulled  long  faces. 

"  I  suppose  he  means  they  don't  intend 
to  play  up,"  said  Dalton. 

"  If  that's  so,"  said  Fisher  r,  "  why  not 
cut  them  all  out  and  make  up  the  fifteen 
of  fellows  you  can  depend  on  ?  " 

"  That  wouldn't  do,"  said  Yorke.  "  I 
expect  when  the  time  coznes  they'll  play 
up  all  right.  After  all,  Clapperton  and 
FuUerton  are  two  of  our  best  men." 

"  But  what  about  the  vacant  place  ?  " 

"  I've  four  or  five  names  aU  better  than 
Corder,"  said  the  captain,  "  but  none  of 
them  as  good  as  Brinkman." 

The  company  generally,  it  is  to  be 
feared,  did  not  lament  as  honestly  as 
Yorke  did,  the  accident  to  their  rival. 
They  did  not  profess  to  rejoice,  of  course  ; 
still  they  bore  the  blow  with  equanimity. 

Next  morning,  to  the  astonishment  of 
everybody,  the  notice  board  contained  an 
abrupt  announcement  in  the  captain's 
hand  that  in  consequence  of  Brinkman's 
inability  to  play,  Kollitt  would  take  his 
place  in  the  fifteen. 


Yorke  himself  could  not  account  for  this 
sudden  act  of  patriotism.  Eollitt,  he 
said,  had  looked  into  his  room  last  night 
at  bedtime  and  said — 

"I'll  play  on  Saturday,"  and  vanished. 

Fisher  ii  was  perhaps,  of  all  per- 
sons, better  able  to  explain  the  mystery 
than  any  one  else.  He  had  overheard  in 
Banger's  study  a  general  lamentation 
about  the  prospects  for  Saturday,  and  a 
wish  expressed  by  his  brother  that  Eollitt 
were  not  so  unsociable  and  undependable. 
Everybody  agreed  it  was  utterly  useless 
to  ask  him  to  play,  and  that  they  would 
have  to  get  a  second-rate  man  to' fill  the 
empty  place,  and  so  most  probably  lose 
the  match. 

Fisher  ii  heard  aU  this,  and  when  pre- 
sently, on  his  way  to  his  own  den,  he  passed 
Rollitt's  door,  a  tremendous  resolution 
seized  him  to  take  upon  himself  the  duty 
of  ambassador  extraorcjanary  for  the 
school.  Eollitt  appeared  to  owe  him  no 
grudge  for  throwing  stones  the  other  day, 
and  had  already  come  to  his  relief  hand- 
somely at  the  time  of  the  second  election 
and  in  the  affair  with  Dangle.  On  the 
whole,  Fisher  ii  thought  he  might  ven- 
ture. 

Eollitt  was  reading  hard  by  the  light  of 
one  small  candle  when  he  entered. 

"  Please,  Eollitt,"  said  the  boy,  "  would 
you  ever  mind  playing  fur  the  School  on 
Saturday  ?  " 

Eollitt  looked  up  in  such  evident  alarm 
that  Fisher  ii  put  his  hand  on  the  latch 
of  the  door,  and  made  ready  to  bolt. 

"I'll  see — get  out,"  said  Eollitt. 

And  Fisher  ii  did  get  out. 

It  was  really  too  absurd  to  suppose  that 
Eollitt  was  going  to  play  in  the  fifteen  to 
oblige  Fisher  ii.  So  at  least  thought  that 
young  gentleman,  and  remained  discreetly 
silent  about  his  interview,  hoping  devoutly 
no  one  would  hear  of  it. 

The  joy  of  the  Classics  was  almost 
equal  to  the  fury  of  the  Moderns.  The 
latter  could  not  deny  that  Eollitt  was  a 
host  in  himself,  and  worth  a  dozen 
Corders.  Yet  it  galled  them  to  see  him 
quietly  put  in  the  vacant  place,  and  to 
hear  the  jubilation  on  every  hand. 

For  Eollitt  was  the  fellow  who  had 
publicly  insulted  the  Moderns  in  the 
person  of  Dangle  ;  and  not  only  that,  but 
— poor  and  shabby  as  he  was — had  shown 
himself  utterly  indifferent  to  their  indig- 
nation and  contemptuous  of  their  threats. 

"Why,"  Dangle  said,  "the  fellow's  a 
pauper  !  he  can't  even  pay  for  his  clubs  ! 
His  father's  a  common  feUow,  I'm  told." 

"Yes,  and  I  heard,"  said  Brinkman, 
"  his  fees  up  here  are  paid  for  him.  Why, 
we  might  just  as  well  have  Bob  in  the 
fifteen." 

"  A  jolly  sight  better.  Bob  knows  how 
to  be  civil." 

"  It  is  a  crime  to  be  poor,"  said  FuUer- 
ton.   "  I  hope  I  shall  never  commit  it." 

"  Well,'  '  said  Clapperton,  ignoring  this 
bit  of  sarcasm,  "  if  he  was  well  enough  off 
to  buy  a  cake  of  soap  once  a  term,  it 
wouldn't  be  so  bad.  I  believe  when  he 
wants  a  wash  he  goes  down  to  Mrs. 
Wisdom  and  borrows  a  bit  of  hers." 

"  By  the  way,  that  reminds  me,"  said 
Dangle  ;  "  did  you  fellows  ever  hear  about 
Mrs.  Wisdom's  boat  ?  The  lout  had  it 
out  the  other  day  in  the  rapids  and  let  it 
go  over  the  falls,  and  it  got  smashed  up." 

"What  !  "  exclaimed  everybody. 

"  Do  you  mean,"  said  Brinkman,  "  poor 


Widow  Wisdom  has  lost  her  boat  owing  to 
that  cad  ?  Why,  she'll  be  ruined  !  How- 
ever is  she  to  get  a  new  one  ?  " 

"  That's  the  extraordinary  thing,"  said 
Dangle.  "  It  was  she  told  me  about  it. 
She  says  that  Eollitt  went  straight  away  to 
the  lake  and  bought  her  a  boat  that  was 
for  sale  there  ;  and  she's  got  it  now  down  in 
the  lower  reach  ;  and  it's  a  better  one  than 
the  other." 

"  What !  "  exclaimed  Clapperton,  incre- 
dulously ;  "  Eollitt  bought  a  new  boat  I 
Bosh  !  " 

"  It  was  a  second-hand  one  for  sale 
cheap.  But  it  cost  five  pomids.  She 
showed  me  the  receipt." 

"  Stuff  and  nonsense.  She  was 
gammoning  you,"  said  Clapperton. 

"All  right,"  said  Dangle,  snappishly; 
"  you're  not  obliged  to  believe  it  unless 
you  like." 

And  there  the  conversation  ended. 
The  day  of  the  great  match  came  at 
last.  The  Eendlesham  men,  v.-ho  had  to 
come  from  a  distance,  were  not  due  till 
one  o'clock,  and,  as  may  be  imagined, 
the  interval  was  peculiarly  trying  to 
some  of  the  inhabitants  of  Fellsgarth. 
The  farce  of  morning  school  was  an  ordeal 
alike  to  masters  and  boys.  If  gazing  up 
j  at  the  clouds  could  bring  down  the  rain 
j  a  deluge  should  have  fallen  before  10  a.m. 
As  the  hour  approached  the  impatience 
rose  to  fever  heat.  It  was  the  first  match 
of  the  season.  For  the  last  three  years  the 
two  teams  had  met  in  deadly  combat, 
and  each  time  the  match  had  ended  in  a 
draw,  with  not  one  goal  kicked  on  either 
side.  Victory  or  defeat  to-day  would  be  a 
crisis  in  the  history  of  Fellsgarth.  Woe 
j  betide  the  man  who  missed  a  point  or 
blundered  a  kick  ! 

Percy  and  his  friends  put  on  flannels 
in  honour  of  the  occasion  and  sallied  out 
an  hour  before  the  time  to  look  at  the 
ground  and  inspect  the  new  goal  and  flag 
posts  which  Fisher  i,  as  the  first  act  of 
his  treasurership,  had  ordered  for  the 
school. 

It  disgusted  them  somewhat  to  find  thai 
Wally  and  his  friends — also  in  flannels — 
were  on  the  spot  before  them,  and,  having 
surveyed  the  new  acquisitions,  had  calmly 
bagged  the  four  front  central  seats 
in  the  pavilion  reserved  by  coiu'tesy  for 
the  head-master  and  his  ladies. 

Since  the  tea  at  Mr.  Stratton's,  the 
jmiiors  had  abated  somewhat  of  their 
immemorial  feud,  although  the  relations 
were  still  occasionally  subject  to  tension. 

"  Hullo,  you  kids,"  cried  Wally,  as  his 
brother  approached,  "  how  do  you  do  ? 
Pretty  well,  this  morning  '?  That's  right — 
so  are  we.  Have  a  seat "?  Plenty  of  room 
in  the  second  row." 

Considering  that  no  one  had  yet  put 
in  an  appearance,  this  was  strictly 
correct.  Yet  it  did  not  please  the  Modern 
juniors. 

"  You'U  get  jolly  well  turned  out  when 
Eingwood  comes,"  said  Percy.  "  Come  on, 
you  chaps,"  added  he  to  his  own  friends. 
"  What's  the  use  of  sitting  on  a  bench  like 
schoolboys  an  hour  before  the  time '? 
Let's  have  a  trot." 

"  Mind  you  don't  dirty  your  white 
bags,"  cried  D'Arcy. 

"  No,  we  might  be  niistalcen  for  Classic 
kids  if  we  did,"  shouted  Cottle.  "  Ha, 
ha  !  " 

^Vl^el•eupon,  and  not  before  time,  the 
fi'iend^  parted  for  a  while. 


When  Percy  &  Co.  returned,  they 
foTuid  the  pavilion  was  filHng  i;p,  and 
greatly  to  their  delight,  the  front  row  was 
empty.  The  enemy  had  been  cleared 
out ;  and  serve  them  right. 

"  Come  on,  you  chaps,"  said  Lickford  ; 
"don't  let's  get  stuck  in  there.  Come 
over  to  the  oak  tree,  and  get  up  there. 
It's  the  best  view  in  the  held." 

Alas  !  when  they  got  to  the  oak  tree, 
four  frieniUy  voices  hailed  tliem  from 
among  the  leaves. 

"  How  are  you,  Modern  kids  ?  There's 
a  ripping  view  up  here.  Have  an  acorn  ? 
Mind  your  eye.  Sorry  we're  full  up. 
Plenty  of  room  up  the  poplar  tree." 

The  Moderns  scorned  to  reply,  and 
walked  back  siilkily  to  the  pavilion,  not 
without  parting  greetings  from  their 
friends  up  the  oak  tree,  and  scj^uatted 
themselves  on  the  steps. 

The  place  was  filhng  up  now.  Mrs. 
Stratton  was  there  with  some  visitors. 
All  the  little  Wakefields  were  there,  of 
corn-se — "  minor,  minimus,  and  minimis- 
sima,"  as  they  were  called — uttering  war 
whoops  in  honour  of  their  house.  And 
there  was  a  knot  of  Rendlesham  fellows 
talking  among  themselves  and  generally 
taking  stock  of  the  Fellsgarth  form. 
Mr.  Stratton,  in  civilian  dress,  as  became 
the  lunpire,  was  the  first  representative 
of  the  school  to  show  up  on  the  grass. 
A  distant  cheer  from  the  top  of  the  oak 
tree  hailed  his  arrival,  and  louder  cheers 
still  from  the  steps  of  the  pavilion  indi- 
cated that  the  popular  master  was  not 
the  private  property  of  any  faction  in 
Fellsgarth. 

To  Fisher  ii  it  was  amazing  how  Mr. 
Stratton  could  talk  and  laugh  as  pleasantly 
as  he  did  with  the  umpire  for  the  other 
side.  He  felt  sure  he  could  not  have 
done  it  himself. 

Suddenly  it  occurred  to  Fisher  ii,  by 
what  connection  of  ideas  he  could  not 
teU,  what  an  awful  thing  it  would  be  if 
Rollitt  were  to  forget  about  the  match.  ] 
The  horror  of  the  idea,  which  had  all  the 
weight  of  a  presentiment,  sent  the  colo;ir 
from  his  cheeks,  and  without  a  word  to  ' 
anybody  he  slid  down  the  tree  and  began 
to  run  with  all  his  might  towards  the  i 
school.  1 
"What's  the  row — collywobbles?  "  asked  I 
D'Arcy.  I 
But  no  one  was  in  a  position  to  answer.  ! 
A  fusillade  of  acorns  from  the  tree,  and  i 
derisive  compliments  of  "  Well  run  ! "  i 
"  Bravo,  Short-legs  !  "  from  the  pavilion  i 
steps,  greeted  the  runner  as  he  passed  ; 
that   warm   corner.     He   didn't  care. 
Even  the  captain  and  his  own  brother, 
whom  he  met  going  down  to  the  field  of 
battle,  did  not  divert  him.     He  rushed 
panting  up  the  stairs  and  into  Rollitt's 
study. 

Rollitt  was  sitting  at  the  table  taking 
observations  of  a  crumb  of  bread  through 
a  microscope. 

"  RoUitt,"  gasped  the  boy,  "the  match! 
It's  just  beginning,  and  you  promised  to 
play.    Do  come,  or  we  shall  be  licked !  " 

Rollitt  took  a  further  look  at  the  crumb 
and  then  got  up. 

"  I  forgot,"  said  he  ;  "  come  on,  Fisher 
II." 

"Aren't  you  going  io  put  on  flannels?" 
asked  the  boy. 

"Why?"  said  RoUitt  roughly,  stalking 
out. 

Fisher  ii  wondered  if  the  reason  was 


that  he  had  none.  But  he  was  too  full  of 
his  mission  to  trouble  about  that,  and, 
keeping  his  prize  well  in  sight  for  fear  he 
should  go  astray,  had  the  satisfaction  of 
seeing  him  arrive  on  the  field  of  battle 
just  as  the  opposing  forces  were  taking 
'  their  places,  and  just  as  the  Classic  seniors 
!  were  inwardly  calling  themselves  fools 
for  having  depended  for  a  moment  on  a 
hopeless  fellow  of  this  sort. 

The  Classic  juniors  felt  a  good  deal 
compromised  by  the  champion's  shabby 
cloth  trousers  and  flannel  shirt,  but  they 
I  cheered  lustily  all  the  same,  while  the 
Moderns,  having  expressed  their  indigna- 
tion to  one  another,  relieved  their  feelings 
by  laughing. 

But  a  moment  after,  everybody  forgot 
everything  but  the  match. 

The  Rendlesham  men  looked  very  trim 
and  dangerous  in  their  black  and  white 
uniform ;  and  when  presently  their  cap- 
tain led  off  with  a  magnificent  place-kick 
whicli  flew  almost  into  the  School  lines, 
Classics  and  Moderns  forgot  their  differ- 
ences and  squirmed  with  a  conmion  fore- 
boding. Fullerton  promptly'  returned  the 
ball  into  mcdias  res  and  the  usual  inau- 
gural sciimmage  ensued.  To  the  knowing 
ones,  who  judged  from  little  things,  it 
seemed  that  the  present  match  was  likely 
to  be  as  even  as  any  of  its  predecessors. 
The  forwards  were  about  equally  weighted, 
and  the  quarter  and  half-backs  who 
hovered  outside  seemed  equally  alert  and 
light-footed. 

Presently  the  ball  s(pieezed  out  on  the 
Scliool  side  and  gave  Ranger  the  first 
chance  of  a  run.  He  used  it  well,  and 
with  Fisher  i  and  Yorke  on  his  flanks 
got  well  past  the  Rendlesham  forwards 
amid  loud  cheers  from  the  oak  tree. 
But  the  enemy's  quarter-back  pinned 
him  in  a  moment ;  yet  not  before  he 
had  jiassed  the  ball  neatly  to  Fisher  on 
his  left.  Fisher  struggled  on  a  few  yards 
further  with  the  captain  and  Dangle 
backing  up,  but  had  to  relinquish  the 
ball  to  the  former  before  he  could  reach 
the  half-backs.  Yorke,  always  wary  and 
c  )o!-headed,  had  measured  the  forces 
against  him,  and  as  soon  as  he  had  the 
ball,  ran  back  a  step  or  two  to  break  the 
ugly  rush  of  two  of  the  enemy  who  were 
nearest,  and  then  with  a  sweep  distanced 
them,  and  charging  through  their  half- 
backs made  a  dash  for  the  goal.  For  a , 
moment  friend  and  foe  held  their  breath. 
He  looked  like  doing  it.  But  in  his  detour 
he  had  given  time  for  Blackstone,  the 
Rendlesham  fast  runner,  to  get  under 
way  and  sweep  down  to  meet  him  just 
as  he  reeled  out  of  the  clutches  of  the 
half-backs.  Next  moment  Yorke  was 
down  and  Dangle  was  not  there  to  pick 
up  the  ball. 

This  rush  served  pretty  well  to  exhibit 
the  strong  and  weak  points  of  either  side. 
It  was  evident,  for  instance,  that  both 
Ranger  and  Yorke  were  men  to  be  marked 
by  the  other  side,  and  that  Dangle,  on 
the  contrary,  was  playing  slack. 

A  series  of  scrimmages  followed,  in  the 
midst  of  which  the  ball  gravitated  back 
to  the  centre  of  the  field.  Rims  were  at- 
tempted on  either  side  ;  once  or  twice 
the  ball  went  out  into  touch,  and  once  or 
twice  a  drop-kick  sent  it  fl.ying  over  the 
forwards'  heads.  But  it  came  back  in- 
evitably, so  that  after  twenty  minutes' 
hard  play,  it  lay  in  almost  the  identical 
spot  from  which  it  had  first  been  kicked  off. 


The  onlookers  began  to  feel  a  little  de- 
pressed. It  was  not  to  be  a  walk-over 
for  the  School  at  any  rate.  Indeed,  it 
seemed  doubtful  whether  from  the  last 
and  toughest  of  these  scrimmages  the  ball 
would  ever  emerge  again  to  the  light  of 
day. 

Suddenly,  however,  it  became  evident 
that  the  statu-i  quo  was  about  to  give  waj-, 
and  that  the  fortunes  of  either  side  were 
going  to  take  a  new  turn.    No  one  in  the 
game,  still  less  outside,  could  at  first  tell 
what  had  happened.    Then  it  occurred  to 
Y'orke  and  one  or  two  others  that  Rollitt, 
who  had  hitherto  been  playing  listlessly 
I  and  sleepily,  was  walking  up.    His  head, 
high  above  his  fellows,  was  seen  violently 
)  agitated  in  the  middle  of  the  scrimmage, 
and  presently  it  struggled  forward  till  it 
[  came  to  where  the  ball  lay.    A  moment 
later,  the  Rendlesham  side  of  the  scrim- 
mage showed  signs  of  breaking,  and  a 
moment  after  that,  out  burst  Rollitt  with 
the  ball  under  his  arm,  trampling  down 
!  friend  and  foe. 

i      "  Back  up.  Dangle  !  back  up,  Ranger  !  " 
shouted  Y'orke. 

"  Look  out  behind  !  "  cried  the  Rendle- 
sham captain. 

Rollitt  carried  that  ball  pretty  much  as 
he  had  carried  Dangle  a  day  or  two  before, 
almost  contemptuously,  indifferent  as  to 
who  opposed  him  or  who  got  in  his  way. 
j  The  only  difference  was  that  whereas  he 
then  walked,  now  he  ran.  And  when  Rollitt 
chose  to  run,  as  Fellsgarth  knew,  even 
Ranger,  the  swift-footed,  was  not  in  it. 

The  enemy's  forwards  were  shaken  off, 
and  their  quarter-backs  distanced.  The 
half-backs  closed  on  him  with  a  simul- 
taneous charge  that  made  him  reel.  But 
he  kept  his  feet  better  than  they,  and 
staggered  on  with  one  of  them  hanging  to 
his  arm. 

"  Look  out  in  goal ! "  shouted  the 
Rendlesham  men. 

"  Back  up,  you  fellows  !  "  cried  Y^orke. 
In  his  struggle  with  the  man  on  his 
arm,  Rollitt  lost  pace  enough  to  enable 
Blackstone  to  overtake  and  make  a  wild 
dash,  not  at  the  man  but  the  ball.  The 
onslaught  was  partly  successful,  for  the 
ball  fell.  Dangle,  who  was  close  behind, 
made  an  attempt  to  pick  it  iip,  but  before 
he  could  do  so,  Rollitt,  like  a  hound 
momentarily  checked,  dashed  back  to 
recover  it  himself,  knocking  over,  as  he 
did  so,  both  Dangle  and  Blackstone. 

He  had  it  again,  and  once  more  was  off, 
this  time  with  only  the  enemy's  back  to 
intercept  him.  The  back  did  his  best,  and 
sacrificed  himself  nobly  for  his  side,  but 
he  was  no  match  for  the  Fellsgarth  giant, 
who  simply  rode  over  him,  and  followed 
by  a  mighty  roar  of  cheering  from  the 
onlookers,  carried  the  ball  behind  the 
goals,  touching  it  down  with  almost 
fastidious  precision  exactly  half-way  be- 
tween the  poles. 

A  minute  later  and  Y'orke,  with  one  of 
his  beautifully  neat  "  places,"  had  sent  the 
ball  spinning  over  the  bar,  as  unmistak- 
able a  goal  as  the  School  had  ever 
kicked. 

The  cheers  which  followed  this  exploit 
were  completely  lost  on  Rollitt,  who  hav- 
ing completed  his  run,  dawdled  back  to 
his  fellow  forwards,  and  had  not  even  the 
curiosity  to  watch  the  issue  of  the  captain's 
kick. 

As  the  sides  changed  ends,  Dangle,  with 
a  black  face,  came  up  to  him. 
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"  You  knocked  me  over  on  purpose 
then,  you  cad,  I  could  see  it,"  snarled  he. 

"  Get  out !  "  said  Eollitt,  shouldering  the 
speaker  aside. 

This  was  too  much  for  Dangle.  Full 
of  rage  he  went  to  Yorke. 

"  I  don't  mean  to  stand  this,  Yorke. 
RolHtt  " 

"  Shut  up  !  "  said  the  captain.  "  Spread 
out,  you  fellows,  and  be  ready.  Go  to 
your  place,  Dangle." 

Dangle  sullenly  obeyed. 

"  I'll  let  you  see  if  I'm  to  be  insulted 
and  made  a  fool  of  before  all  the  school," 
growled  he.  "  Catch  me  bothering  myself 
any  more." 

As  if  to  give  him  an  opportunity  of 
enforcing  his  protest,  the  kick-off  of 
the  losing  side  fell  close  at  his  feet.  He 
picked  it  up,  and  for  a  moment  the  sport- 
ing instinct  prompted  him  to  make  a  rush. 
But  he  caught  sight  of  Yorke  and  Rollitt 
both  looking  his  way,  and  the  bad  blood  in 
him  prevailed.  He  deliberately  sent  the 
ball  with  a  little  side  kick  into  Black- 
stone's  hands,  who,  running  forward  a 
step,  sent  it,  with  a  mighty  drop,  right 


over  the  School  line.  It  almost  grazed 
the  goal  post  as  it  passed,  and  it  was  all 
FuUerton  could  do  to  save  the  touch 
down  before  the  whole  advance  guard  of 
the  enemy  were  upon  him. 

The  whole  thing  had  been  so  wilfiilly 
done  that  there  was  no  mistaking  its 
meaning. 

"  Hold  the  ball !  "  cried  Yorke,  as  the 
side  ranged  out  for  the  kick-off.  "  Dangle, 
get  off  the  field." 

■'What  do  you  mean?"  said  Dangle, 
very  white. 

"  What  I  say.  Y''ou'U  either  do  that  or 
be  kicked  off." 

Here  Clapperton  interposed. 

"  Don't  go.  Dangle  ;  he's  no  right  to 
turn  you  off  or  talk  to  you  like  that  before 
the  field  because  of  an  accident.  If  you 
go,  I'll  go  too." 

"  Go,  both  of  you,  then,"  said  Y''orke. 

The  two  Modern  boys  looked  for  a 
moment  as  though  they  doubted  their 
own  ears.  What  could  Yorke  mean,  in 
the  middle  of  a  critical  match  like  this  ? 

He  evidently  meant  what  he  said. 

"  Are  you  going  or  not '?  "  said  he. 


It  was  a  choice  of  evils.  To  play  now 
would  be  to  surrender.  To  stay  where 
they  were  would  render  them  liable  to  a 
kicking  in  the  presence  of  all  FeUsgarth. 
They  sullenly  turned  on  their  heels  and 
walked  behind  the  goals.  Most  of  the 
spectators  supposed  it  was  a  case  of 
sprained  ankle  or  some  such  damage 
received  in  the  cause  of  the  School. 
But  the  acute  little  birds  who  sat  in 
the  oak  tree  were  not  to  be  deceived,  and 
took  good  care  to  point  the  moral  of  the 
incident  for  the  public  benefit. 

"  Wliiroo  !  Gads  !  Kicked  out !  Serve 
'em  right !  Good  riddance  1  Play  up, 
you  chaps ! ' ' 

The  chaps  needed  no  encouragement. 
With  two  men  short  it  was  next  to 
impossible  to  add  to  their  present  advan- 
tage. But  they  contrived  to  stand  their 
ground  and  save  the  School  goal.  And 
when  at  last  the  welcome  "  No  side  " 
was  called,  the  cheers  which  greeted 
them  proclaimed  that  the  School  had 
won  that  day  one  of  the  biggest  victories 
on  its  record. 

(To  be  continued.) 


MAURICE   KERDIC;    OR,  THE  MYSTERY   OE  ECBATANA. 


"  TTTell,"  said  the  doctor,  emptying  his 
VV  Clip,  "  is  it  not  time  to  go  to  the 
trenches  ?  I  see  Guyon  is  dying  with 
impatience,  and  as  to  you,  we  know  that 
your  soul  is  interred  under  tumulus 
No.  2." 

"  If  Monsieur  Guyon  is  of  that  opinion, 
we  are  all  ready,"  replied  Kerdic,  smiling, 
and  without  denying  Doctor  Hardy's 
charge. 

"  I  am  quite  ready,"  said  the  lieutenant. 
"  The  doctor  does  not  exaggerate  my  wish 
to  see  the  works." 

"  Unfortiuiately  there  is  nothing  yet  to 
see,  except  the  worst  workmen  in  the 
world  digging  more  or  less  badly,  and 
chiefly  more  so,"  said  Kerdic.  "  But  come 
along  all  the  same.  If  we  have  dug  out 
nothing  yet  worth  showing,  the  site  is 
worth  your  admiration ;  and  besides,  our 
people  are  not  of  the  sort  that  can  be  left 
long  out  of  the  master's  sight." 

"  You  are  not  satisfied  with  your  work- 
men ?  ' '  asked  the  lieutenant,  who  was 
walking  with  Kerdic,  while  Catherine  and 
the  doctor  were  a  few  steps  on  ahead. 

"  They  are  a  bad  lot,  only  manageable 
with  a  threat  in  your  mouth  or  a  stick  in 
your  hand,  and  looking  upon  it  as  a  sacred 
right  to  fold  their  arms  as  soon  as  your 
back  is  turned.  They  put  iip  one  of 
themselves  as  a  sentinel  on  such  occasions, 
to  signal  the  white  helmets  as  soon  as  he 
sees  them ;  and  when  he  does  they  re- 
sume their  pickaxes  with  the  most  virtuous 
air  in  the  world." 

"  They  must  be  a  bad  lot." 

"  And  yet  I  am  lucky  to  have  them,  for 
there  are  no  others.  Would  you  like  to 
have  a  sample  of  the  style  of  proclama- 
tion I  issue  to  them  every  morning  before 
they  begin,  and  every  evening  when  they 
knock  off? — 'Men  of  Dizfoul  and  other 
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places  !  Loris  Pasteurs  !  —  wandering 
Arabs  whose  name  is  unknown  to  me  I 
Know  ye  that  there  are  guns  here,  and 
that  the  guns  are  loaded  ? ' — I  need  not  say 
we  sleep  only  half  undressed,  with  rifle 
and  revolver  close  at  hand.  It  would 
never  do  to  let  them  catch  us  napping." 

The  camp  was  situated  a  little  distance 
from  the  excavations  ;  and  the  party  soon 
arrived  among  the  workmen. 

Kerdic  had  mustered  under  his  orders, 
at  the  cost  of  what  efforts  !  about  a  hun- 
dred men  belonging  to  three  different 
races,  who  worked  side  by  side  without 
ever  mixing. 

The  Dizfoulis,  the  worst  gifted  from  a 
physical  point  of  view,  but  the  least  stupid 
of  the  lot,  were  undersized,  miserable- 
looking  fellows,  dirty  black  in  coloiur,  and 
frightfully  ugly. 

Catherme  had  stopped  to  wait  for  her 
brother  and  the  officer,  and  sne  now  ac- 
companied them,  explaining  the  different 
nationalities  of  the  labourers  to  the  lieu- 
tenant as  they  passed  them. 

"  Their  wives,"  she  said,  "  rejoice  in  the 
peculiarity  of  never  doing  anything  with 
their  ten  fingers." 

"That  is  a  rare  privilege,"  said  the 
doctor,  "  among  barbarous  people,  where 
the  woman  is  generally  the  servant,  the 
slave,  not  to  say  the  beast  of  bm-den,  of  the 
house." 

"  But  admission  to  the  camp  is  for- 
bidden these  ladies.  At  the  same  time  we 
often  see  half-a-dozen  of  them  prowling 
on  the  outskirts,  or  perched  on  some 
waste  heap  watching  our  least  movements 
with  a  curious  eye,  and  ready  to  lay  their 
hands  on  anything  they  can  take  away." 

"You  should  see  them,"  said  Kerdic, 
"hiding  what  they  have  stolen,  with  a 
monkey-like  gesture,  imder  their  tchader, 


that  padded  garment  in  which  they  veil 
their  imgraceful  persons,  and  even  deny- 
ing their  theft  boldly  at  the  very  moment 
you  catch  them  in  the  act." 

"Those  are  fine-looking  men  next  to 
them,"  said  the  officer. 

"  The  Loris  !  They  are  worth  less  than 
the  Dizfoulis ;  they  are  all  outside  show. 
They  are  tall,  strong,  well-built;  their 
blue  eyes  and  long  beards  make  them 
readily  recognisable  as  belonging  to  the 
pure  Persian  race  of  Fars.  Nothing  in, 
the  world  would  induce  them  to  mix 
with  the  hideous  Dizfoulis.  Far  from 
bm-rowing  like  them  in  the  first  hole  they 
find,  they  make  artistic  little  huts  of  woven 
rushes,  and,  while  the  others  live  on  fi-ag- 
ments,  they  eat  lamb,  and  rice,  and  eggs. 
Their  clothing  is,  as  you  see,  superior  to 
that  of  their  miserable  companions.  But 
they  are,  if  anything,  more  ignorant  than 
the  Dizfoulis,  more  easily  alarmed  at  the 
civil  authority,  more  slovenly  at  their 
work,  and  they  have  not  that  reUgious 
fanaticism  which  enables  them  to  support 
the  miseries  of  their  existence." 

"  As  to  those,"  said  the  lieutenant,  when 
thev  arrived  opposite  to  the  third  gi-oup, 
"  I  have  not  got  to  ask  you  what  they  are. 
I  know  the  Arbis  for  my  sins.^  It  is 
curious  how  much  alike  the  race  is  in  aU 
places  and  at  all  times." 

"  Yes,"  rephed  Kerdic,  "  such  were  the 
wandering  Ai-abs  at  the  time  of  old 
Abraham,  such  were  the  uiipetuous  horse- 
men of  Mahomet;  but  if  the  race  haa 
kept  the  outward  signs  everywhere  recog- 
nisable, the  benefits  supposed  due  to  the 
mfluence  of  the  Koran  have  almost  disap- 
peared from  here.  They  are  more  unm- 
telligent  than  the  Loris,  and  worse  liars 
and  thieves  than  the  Dizfoiilis." 

"  But  at  the  same  time,"  said  Cathenne, 
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"  it  is  only  just  to  say  that  they  have  the 
art  of  stealmg  with  dignity  and  lyLng  with 
nobleness.  In  all  their  faults  they  show 
a  certain  greatness,  and  even  when  we 
are  obhged  to  scold  them  on  the  inferior 
quality  of  their  work,  we  cannot  help 
thinking  that  nature  intended  them  to 
command  rather  than  to  obey." 

"  Yes,"  said  Guyon  thoughtfully,  "  we 
must  do  them  justice ;  they  are  very 
gentlemanly  in  their  vices.  Their  ardour 
in  pillage  is  tempered  with  liberality ; 
their  cruelty  does  not  exclude  a  certain 
chivalrous  generosity.  They  are  nobly 
hospitable,  and  their  sobriety  is  only 
equalled  by  their  love  of  independence." 

"  Bravo  !  "  said  the  doctor,  "  that  is  a 
panegyric  of  the  proper  sort.  But  I  never 
thought  I  should  hear  you  say  such  a 
thing." 

"  Miss  Kerdic  is  to  blame,"  said  the 
lieutenant,  a  little  confused  ;  "  she  began 
it." 

At  this  moment  one  of  the  leading  men 
approached  the  groi;p  and  annoimced 
that  he  wished  to  consult  the  liahim 
bacliy  (the  doctor-in-chief).  Doctor 
Hardy's  arrival  had  indeed  been  quickly 
noticed,  and  every  man  in  the  trenches 
had  been  racking  his  brain  to  find 
something  he  wanted  to  consult  him 
about. 

"  I  will  undertake  to  say  the  patient 
has  four  legs,"  said  the  doctor.  "They 
bring  me  brute  and  human  indiscrimi- 
nately. Wiat  is  the  matter  with  you, 
Mirza  AbdiU  Khan  ?  Is  it  yom-  son,  your 
wife,  your  ox,  your  ass  " 

"  Pardon,  hakim,  it  is  my  watch  that 
does  not  go,"  said  Mirza,  prodticing  an 
enormous  turnip  bought  in  some  bazaar 
in  Bassora  and  worth  about  five  shil- 
lings. 

"Let  us  look  at  the  patient,"  said  the 
doctor,  showing  no  astonishment  at  this 
new  kind  of  consultation.  "  What  is  the 
matter  with  your  watch  ?  Does  it  gain  ? 
Does  it  lose  ?  " 

"  Oh  !  that  would  be  nothing !  But 
she  has  been  silent  for  some  time.  A 
week  ago  I  was  winding  her  when  sud- 
denly she  went  crack,  and  I  tiirned  and 
turned  without  stopping,  and  nothing 
came  of  it.  She  will  not  tell  me  the 
time." 

The  doctor  looking  into  the  watch  said, 
"  I  think  the  mainspring  is  broken." 

"Is  she  dead?"  sighed  Mirza,  quite 
overcome. 

"  We  will  resuscitate  her.  Miss 
Catherine  will  take  charge  of  the  opera- 
tion, I  have  no  doubt.  But  you  must 
show  your  gratitude  by  working  well." 

"I  promise  you,  hakim,"  said  Mirza, 
much  comforted,  while  several  of  the  men 
aroimd  were  heard  to  whisper  with  a 
mixture  of  terror  and  admiration — 

"  The  Faranghis  are  great  sorcerers." 

"  What ! "  said  Guyon,  scarcely  less  sur- 
prised than  the  innocent  natives,  "  do  you 
add  to  your  numerous  talents  that  of 
watchmaker.  Miss  Kerdic  ?  " 

"  One  must  do  a  little  of  everything 
when  one  is  in  camp,"  said  Catherine. 
"  Besides,  my  knowledge  of  horology  is 
limited  to  putting  in  a  spring  and  pushing 
a  regulator  backwards  or  forwards.  But 
that  suffices,  as  you  see,  to  get  us  classified 
as  sorcerers.  When  Doctor  Hardy  arrives 
he  supplants  me  in  his  position  as  hakim  ; 
but  in  his  absence  I  am  consulted,  and  I 
am  expected  to  cure  ailments  to  come  as 


well  as  the  present  ailments  of  the 
people." 

"  And  she  gets  through  it  as  well  as  a 
second-year  student,"  said  the  doctor. 
"  Add  to  it  the  inexhaustible  generosity 
of  the  chief  of  the  mission  in  fiirnishing 
drugs,  and  you  wiU  imderstand  why  the 
Faranghis  have  such  prestige." 

"  Very  precarious  prestige,  I  am  afraid," 
said  Kerdic.  "  It  is  easy  to  see  that  very 
little  would  be  enough  to  raise  the  wind 


lieutenant,  holding  out  his.  "  During  the 
time  I  am  here  I  shall  be  delighted  to 
enlist  under  your  orders." 

"  Before  I  accept  so  attractive  an  offer," 
said  Kerdic,  "  you  must  promise  to  make 
a  long  stay  with  us,  and  then  I  assure  you 
your  services  would  be  a  welcome  help. 
Ah !  if  I  only  had  fifteen  willing 
Europeans,  I  should  soon  see  the  backs  of 
this  lazy,  incapable  crowd." 

"  I  shall  be  very  happy  to  spend  all  my 


A  traveller  was  approaching. 


of  revolt  among  these  superstitious  imbe- 
ciles." 

"  But  could  you  not  apply  to  the 
Shah,"  asked  the  lieutenant,  "  for  a 
dozen  regular  soldiers  ?  " 

"  Oh,  it  is  not  their  fighting  powers 
I  am  afraid  of,"  said  Kerdic  ;  "  my  night- 
mare is  the  suspension  of  the  works. 
Any  moment  they  may  refuse  to  continue 
the  digging,  and  then  we  shall  be  reduced 
to  two  pairs  of  arms,  those  of  the  illustrious 
Gargaridi  and  my  own — three  pairs  in- 
cluding Catherine's." 

"  Add  my  two,  I    pray,"   said  the 


leave  with  you,"  said  the  lieiitenant,  "  and 
these  fourteen  days  will  appear  short  in 
such  pleasant  company." 

"  The  pleasui-e  will  be  on  cur  side," 
said  Mam'ice,  "  and  so  will  the  profit.  It 
is  clear  enough  that  Doctor  Hardy  made 
no  mistake  when  he  predicted  we  should 
thoroughly  imderstand  one  another.  That 
makes  five,  for  the  doctor  is  ours  by 
right." 

"  Since  your  arrival  in  this  country," 
said  the  doctor,  smiling,  "  the  King  of 
kings  and  Asylum  of  the  Universe  has  had 
his  Faranghi  hakim  breaking  bounds  a 


little  too  often.  My'  word  !  All  the.y  see 
of  me  is  on  the  road  from  Teheran  to 
Hamadan,  and  the  camp  is  as  much  my 
home  as  my  liouse  in  the  capital !  " 

"  And  you  know  how  dull  the  camp  is 
without  you,"  said  Catherine  afiection- 
ately.  "  When  you  are  here  we  can 
almost  believe  we  are  at  home  in  the  old 
house  of  our  fathers." 

"  The  fact  is  you  used  often  to  see  me 
there  too.  All !  if  your  dear  parents 
were  still  in  the  world,  they  would  be 
proud  of  you,  my  little  archieologists." 

He  was  still  speaking  when  they  saw 
against  the  sky  the  outlme  of  a  num'erous 
caravan.  There  were  camels  and  baggage 
mules  and  a  few  horsemen.  It  was 
evident  that  a  traveller  was  approaching. 

"Visitors!"  said  Kerdic ;  "that  is  a 
rare  enough  event  in  this  country  for  us 
to  be  glad  of  it,  and  we  never  have  cause 
to  complain  of  being  worried  by  the 
wearisome." 

"  You  might  perhaps  suffer  if  your 
generous  hospitality  was  more  generally 
known,"  said  the  lieutenant.  "  Now  that 
I  know  the  way  to  your  camp  I  expect 
that  I  at  least  will  be  found  here  pretty 
often." 

"You  will  be  always  welcome,"  said 
Kerdic.  "But  what  is  the  mattei-  with 
Aristomenes  ?  " 

The  noble  Gargaridi  came  forward 
waddlhig  like  a  turkey-cock,  and  holding 
between  his  thumb  and  fingers  a  visiting 
card  of  unusual  size,  which  he  presented 
to  his  master. 

Kerdic  took  it  and  read  aloud  :  "  Herr 
Professor  Hasselfratz,  OcuHst  to  his  Most 
Serene  Highness  the  Prince  of  Liitzen- 
bautzen,  Privy  Councillor,  Physician  to 
the  Reigning  Family,  Member  of  many 
'earned  Hocieties,  etc.,  etc." 

"  Ouf !  "  said  Kerdic,  after  reading  the 
list,  which  extended  a  long  way  down  the 
card,  "  this  is  a  gentleman  of  many  titles  ! 
Is  he  there,  Aristomenes  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Excellency,  he  is  there  in  person 
on  the  boundary  of  the  camp,  soliciting 
the  honour  of  presenting  you  his  respects^ 
and,"  said  Gargaridi,  suddenly  abandoning 
his  grand  manner  for  his  usual  familiarit^% 
"_  I  cannot  say  I  think  very  much  of  the 
individual  in  question." 

"  Never  mind.  I  cannot  avoid  seeing 
him.  Bring  him  here,  Aristomenes— or 
rather,  I  suppose  I  had  better  go  to  him. 
Excuse  nie,  gentlemen." 

Kerdic  went  off,  followed  by  his  fiicto- 
tum,  and  in  a  few  minutes  returned 
escorting  a  personage  of  about  fifty,  ex- 
ceedingly corpulent,  and  wearing  black 
cloth  clothes  marvellously  inappropriate 
for  the  climate  and  the  way  in  which  he 
was  travelling.  The  visitor  held  his  hat 
in  his  hand,  and  displayed  a  cranium  as 
bald  as  an  egg,  which  was  dripping  with 
perspiration,  in  compensation  for  which 
nature  had  given  him  a  formidable  beard 
which  extended  half  way  to  his  waist. 
The  stranger's  eyes  were  hidden  behind 
blue  spectacles,  which  disguised  his  look 
so  well  that  none  could  tell  if  his  eyes 
were  or  were  not  like  those  given  to 
ordinary  mortals.  A  terribly  Teutonic 
accent  and  an  affectation  of  minute 
politeness  were  the  distinctive  traits  of 
Professor  Hasselfratz,  who  appeared  over- 
come \\;ith  the  heat  and  kept  on  dabbing 
his  foreiiead  with  three  or  four  pocket- 
handkerchiefs  which  he  took  one  after  the 
other  from  either  his  pockets  or  his  hat. 


The  party  returned  to  the  gourbi  to 
offer  the  Professor  some  refreshments, 
which  Gargaridi  set  before  him  with" 
anytliing  but  a  welcome  air,  and  as  he 
greedily  attacked  them  he  informed  his 
hosts  of  the  purport  of  his  voyage. 

Hearing  that  his  Majesty  the  Shah  of 
Persia,  like  many  of  his  subjects,  was 
afflicted  with  weakness  of  the  eyes,  he 
had  conceived  the  bold  project  of  coming 
to  offer  his  services,  as  lie  had  already 
effected  cures  little  short  of  miraculous 
in  his  own  country.  Unfortunately  his 
state  of  fatigue  would  prevent  his  con- 
tinuing his  journey,  and  force  him  to 
wait  for  several  days.  As  circumstances 
had  thus  compelled  him  to  halt,  he  was 
at  least  delighted  that  they  had  forced 
him  to  do  so  at  Hamadan,  as  it  gave 
him  an  opportunity  of  knowing, — 
intimately  he  hoped— a  >-oung  savant 
whose  enterprise  was  daily  praised  to  the 
skies  by  the  European  press.  As  to  Miss 
Kerdic— and  he  bowed  to  her  like  a 
crockery  monkey — hehad  lierii  dof  notliing 
but  her  courage  and  her  IjcMuty,  and  it 
was  to  him  a  precious  privilege  to  be  so 
near  a  young  person  who  had  attracted 
the  admiration  of  the  uni\'crse. 

He  would  have  continued  for  some  time 
in  this  way  if  Kerdic  had  not  abruptly 
stopped  him. 

"  I  see  on  your  card  that  you  belong  to 
the  Archaeological  Society  of   Pro- 
bably our  object  here  may  have  special 
interest  for  you  in  that  respect '?  " 

"  You  are  not  mistaken,  and  it  will  be 
a  great  honour  for  me  to  visit  your  works, 
although  to  tell  you  the  truth,  and  speak- 
ing only  from  a  scientific  point  of  view,  I 
am  persuaded,  convinced  I  may  say,  that 
you  will  find  nothing." 

And  Professor  Hasselfratz  turned  his 
shining  blue  spectacles  to  each  of  the 
party  in  succession,  and  displayed  his 
large  face  enhvened  by  a  smile  of  satis- 
faction as  if  he  had  just  favoured  them 
with  a  peculiarly  agreeable  idea. 

"  On  what  grounds  do  you  base  your 
opinion?"  asked  Kerdic.    "If  we  are 

really  on  the  site  of  Ecbatana  " 

"Just  so!  That  is  the  question! 
How  do  you  prove  you  are  on  this  site  ?  " 

"  I  have  not,  as  you  know,  any  positive 
proof.  But  I  have  inferences  which  seem 
clear  enough  to  me." 

"And  what  are  they?"  asked  the 
German,  assuming  an  attitude  of  atten- 
tion. 

"  We  are  here,"  said  Kerdic,  pointing  to 
the  surrounding  country,  "  on  a  plain 
which,  as  you  see,  is  dotted  with  tumuli. 
These  tumuh  I  can  only  explain  in  a 
natural  way.  There  is  no  reason  why  this 
plain  should  have  tumuli.  Geologically  it 
ought  to  be  as  flat  as  a  mirror,  but  in 
place  of  that  it  bristles  with  a  huncbed 
little  hills.  On  exniuiuhig  the  matter  of 
which  these  are  furnnd,  1  find  it  consists 
of  sand  and  vegetable  luo'ild  mixed  with 
fragments  of  stone  and  brick.  To  an 
archaeologist  these  tumuli  speak  in  a  loud 
voice;  they  say:  'We  cover  ruins,  old 
buildings,  traces  of  palaces,  of  ramparts  ; 
scratch  us,  dig  into  us,  turn  us  inside  out, 
and  you  will  find  them  !  '  " 

"  Oh  !  oh !  "  said  the  German,  rubbing 
his  hands  at  the  perspective  of  a  long 
discussion ;  "  these  are  accommodating 
tumuli,  they  say  M-hat  you  ^\•ish  them  to 
say.  And  if  all  the  hills  covered  ruins  it 
would  indeed  be  very  convenient.  What 


is  to  hinder  me,  for  instance,  from  begin- 
ning researches  in  all  the  hills  of  my 
country  under  the  pretext  that  I  was  gouig 
to  find  temples  and  palaces  ?  " 

"  Allow  me.    I  have  something  else." 

"And  what  is  that  "  said  the  oculist, 
with  vi^•acity. 

"  Tradition." 

"  Tradition  !  And  you,  a  savant,  be- 
lieve in  that !  " 

"  Yes,  sir,  I  believe  in  it,  and  firmly.  I 
hold  that  in  a  matter  of  archaeology  tradi- 
tion is  one  of  the  safest  guides  you  can 
follow.  And  when  all  antiquity  talks  of 
the  inai-v  els  contained  in  the  city  of  Ec- 
batana, when  these  marvels  haVe  dis- 
ai^peared  -without  leaving  any  trace, 
when  tradition  saj-s  that  the  old  city 
occupied  a  part  of  this  plain  up  to  the 
gates  of  Hamadan,  I  welcome  it,  and  I  set 
to  work  full  of  faith  in  the  result  of  my 
work." 

The  German  shook  his  massive  head  as 
if  in  doubt. 

"However,  sir."  continued  Kerdic, 
"  you  admit  that  the  palaces,  the  temples, 
the  seven  walls  described  by  historians 
existed  ?  " 

"  I  admit  it." 

"  Where  were  these  monuments,  ac- 
cording to  you  ?    On  what  site  ?  " 

"Here,  if  you  wish;  I  believe  it  possi- 
ble after  all." 

"  In  that  case,  if  we  are  agreed  that  we 
are  now  on  the  ruins  of  Ecbatana,  it 
seems  to  me  that  the  excavations  are  in 
their  jiroper  place  " 

"  But  that  is  not  the  question  !  If  we 
are  on  the  site  of  Ecbatana"  (the  oculist 
pronounced  it  Egpadana),  "  we  are  in  a 
place  where  so  many  invasions  have 
passed,  where  so  many  nationalities  have 
succeeded  one  another,  that  it  would  be 
very  extraordinary,  or  rather  radically 
impossible,  for  them  to  have  left  any- 
thing to  be  discovered." 

"  Allow  me  again,  sir.    Have  you  ever 
seen  in  any  history,  in  any  manuscript, 
any  mention  of  excavations  on  the  site  of 
Ecbatana  ?  " 
"  No,  sir." 

"  Excavations  generally  yield  results 
which  compel  attention.  Look  at  those 
at  Susa,  at  Mycenae,  at  Pompeii.  I  need 
not  remind  you  of  the  Ti'ojan  researches 
of  your  compatriot  Schliemann.  That 
being  the  case,  how  many  excavations  do 
you  suppose  have  left  no  trace  in  the 
museums  of  Europe,  in  the  local  collec- 
tions, or  111  the  writings  of  learned  men  of 
all  countries  ?  " 

"  I  _  don't  speak,  be  it  understood,  of 
scientific  researches." 

"  But  a  palace,  a  temple  like  that  of 
]\Iithra,  caimot  be  juggled  away  like  a 
pea !  And  even  if  so,  may  I  ask  if  you 
have  iiny  serious  reason  in  support  of 
the  opinion  you  advance,  or  is  it  merely 
a  personal  feeling  ?  " 

Herr  Hasselfratz  shook  his  head  pro- 
foundly, and  hastened  to  protest  that  he 
had  only  given  his  opinion  fi-om  an  "  ob- 
jective "  point  of  view. 

"  And  I  have  to  add,  that  I  wish  you  all 
the  good  fortune  possible  ;  I  am  too  much 
interested  in  arclia?ology  not  to  ardently 
desire  your  success,  my  good  Mr.  Kerdic," 
continued  he  in  an  unctuous  tone.  "  It  is 
only  as  a  friend  that  I  speak  " 

"  As  a  friend  ?  "  said  Kerdic,  with  some 
surprise. 

"  Y'es,  Mr.  Kerdic — for  akeady  I  enter- 


tain  a  sincere  friendship  for  you,  as  well  as 
for  your  beautiful  and  charming  sister; 
and  it  is  to  me  a  real  sorrow  to  see  you 
engaged  in  an  enterprise  so  perilous,  and 
Tvliich  I  am  aiVaiJ  will  bring  you  morti- 
fication. I  even  offer  to  do  what  I  can 
for  you  with  his  Majesty  the  Shah,  for  to 
siicceed  here  what  is  wanted  is  money, 
much  money  !  Ach  !  what  money  it  will 
want !  "  concluded  the  German,  lifting  his 
eyes  to  the  sky. 

"  Nevertheless,  Dieulafo^y's  researches 
at  ksusa  had  but  feeble  help  fi-om  the 
Goverinnent,  and  the  results  were  re- 
markable," said  Kerdic,  rather  drily. 

"  True !  true !  Eut  wliat  fatigue, 
danger,  and  suffering  did  they  not  endure  ! 
All,  Mr.  Kerdic  !  it  wrings  my  heart,  I 
assure  you,  to  see  a  young  and  beautiful 
•person  like  j-our  sister  exposed  to  such 
dangers  in  such  a  desert." 

Catherine  saw  that  her  brother  had  be- 
(guu  to  look  suspiciously  at  the  illustrious 
Hasselfi-atz,  who,  however,  did  not  seem 
to  percei\e  it,  and  continued  to  make 
excessively  long  speeches  to  the  effect  that 
aiever  to  that  day  had  he  met  with  a 
young  man,  a  young  woman,  a  doctor,  or 
a  soldier  with  whom  he  could  be  on  such 
friendly  terms  as  those  whose  acquain- 
tance he  had  had  the  honoiu^  of  making 
that  day. 

It  was  obvious  that  the  feeling  was  not 
reciprocated.  The  stranger's  familiarity 
and  pretensions,  his  boasting,  added  to  his 
unattractive  exterior,  were  not  calculated 
to  carry  the  good  will  of  his  hosts  by 
.storm.  His  ill-advised  interference  in 
.Kerdic's  personal  affairs,  and  his  persis- 
tency in  giving  advice  which  nobody 
asked  for,  ended  in  alienating  the  sym- 
pathy of  all. 

After  absorbing  an  incalculable  number 
of  cups  of  coffee  scowlingly  handed  him 
by  .^j-istomenes,  who  seemed  furious  at 
liaving  met  some  one  who  cliattered  faster 
than  he  did,  he  asked  to  be  taken  to  the 
trenches.  He  was  taken  there.  He  began 
without  delay  to  examine  everything 
with  the  greatest  attention,  commenting 
on,  approving,  condeuming  with  imper- 
turbable freedom  all  that  passed  before 
his  eyes,  and  exhibiting  an  amount  of 
archffiological  knowledge  at  least  equal 
to  his  want  of  tact  and  education. 

Along  the  lines  Kerdic  had  divided  his 
crew,  so  as  to  try  the  ground  at  as  many 
places  as  the  limited  number  allowed. 
Long  black  scars  furrowed  the  soil,  showing 
here  and  there  an  abandoned  trench  ;  but 
all  converged  towards  the  same  tumulus, 
for  it  was  not  without  good  reasons  that  ■ 
the  young  savant  had  marked  it  out  for 
researches,  and  although  the  results  had 
been  few  as  far  as  he  had  gone,  yet  he 
had  resolved  to  continue  till  he  was 
obliged  to  desist. 

The  illustrious  professor  did  not  fail  to 
touch  him  on  the  delicate  side  which  the 
uncertainty  of  commencement  always 
offers,  and  indulged  in  a  few  Teutonic 
jokes  pmictuated  by  bursts  of  laughter 
which  were  not  at  all  communicative. 

At  the  end  of  an  hour  he  liad  succeeded 
in  making  himself  quite  intolerable  ;  but 
as  in  Persia  it  is  enough  to  be  a  stranger, 
and  above  all  a  European,  to  have  a  claim 
to  hospitality,  it  was  impossible  to  avoid 
off'ering  him  a  shelter  and  a  seat  at  the 
table  for  as  long  as  it  pleased  him  to  stay. 
All  the  same,  every  one  was  anxious  for 
tlie  time  to  come  when  the  learned 


oculist  would  resume  his  march  to 
Hamadan,  which  seemed  to  be  the  last 
thing  he  was  thinking  of. 

He  announced  that  v.  hen  he  did  any- 
thing he  was  accustomed  to  do  it 
thoroughly,  and  that  he  intended  to  look 
into  every  detail  and  make  a  note  of  every 
slight  peculiarity  he  could  observe  in  the 
excavations.  This  outlook  made  Catherine 


TIis  name,  we'll  say,  was 
M  moderately  bright, 
Very  fairly  plump  in  figure,  a 

very  light, 
The  nose  was  unobtrusive,  boi 

bluish-grey  — 
Which  is  not  at  all  essential 

the  way. 

Now  he  had  a  special  weaknes 

of  us  has  not '? 
But  his  was  most  deplorable. 

where  he  got 
The  overweening  vanity  whicl 

to  pose 

As  capable  of  breaking  anyrec 

He  wasn't  really  wonderful— i 

implied — 
But  greater  skill  or  know'.edg 

upset  his  jjride. 
When  anything  remarkable 

was  prone 
To  cap  the  thing  at  once  with 

his  own. 

His  personal  performance  wa 

a  fraud, 
It  was  palpably  impossible  foi 
j  plaud, 

I  So  he'd  often  credit  wonders 
kin  and  kith  ; 
Say,  a  brother  or  a  cousin  wl 
less  a  myth. 

"  That  drive  for  six  is  very  w( 

superfine, 
My  brother  hit  a  ball  to  leg 

for  nine.'' 
"  Ten  seconds  for  the  hundred 

isn't  very  great, 
My  cousin  did  the  distance, 

seven  or  eight." 

"  I  don't  see  why  the  pace  of 

is  so  admired, 
I've  seen  a  fellow  swim  so  fa 

perspired !  " 


shudder,  and  she  saw  that  if  the  trial 
lasted  too  long  her  brother's  self-restraint 
would  give  way.  But  as  they  were  abso- 
lutely obliged  to  accept  the  visitor's 
company  as  long  as  it  pleased  him  to 
impose  it  on  them,  she  could  only  resign 
herself  to  the  inevitable  and  bear  up  as 
well  as  she  could  against  their  ill-luck. 

be  conlinucil.) 


A  WAHNING. 

By  Feed  Edmoxds, 

Author  of  "Laijs  of  School  Life,"  etc.,  etc. 

Denny,  he  was 
nd  his  hair  was 


.h  the  eyes  were 
to  my  story,  by 

;s— tell  me,  who 
I  don't  know 
1  prompted  him 
:ord  if  he  chose. 
I  fact  that  I've 
e  than  his  own 
was  stated,  he 
information  of 

s  so  frequently 
c  people  to  ap- 
to  his  absent 
10  was  more  or 

;I1,  but  nothing 
and  ran  it  out 
1  yards  ?  That 
sir,  in  either 

Martyn's  swim 
ist  he  aclually 


"  At  indoor  games  requiring  skill  am  I  pro- 
ficient '?  Yes, 
I  fancy  it  was  Zukertort  I  beat  one  day  at 
chess." 


Mind,  it  wasn't  wilful  wickedness  that  brought 

this  sad  result. 
But  folly,  unresisted,  till  with  influence  occult 
It  produced  hallucination  in  our  hero,  and 

behold 

He  believed  in  the  veracity  of  every  tale  he 
told  ! 

But  his  weakness,  as  per  usual,  brought  con- 
fusion in  its  track. 

And  often  metaphorically  threw  him  on  his 
back. 

For  some  who  were  aware  of  it,  to  gain  their 

private  ends. 
Would  make  an  exhibition  of  poor  Denny  to 

their  friends. 

Said  Brown  to  him  one  day,  "  I'm  telling 
Charlie  that  old  Dunn 

Is  just  the  biggest  duffer  that  I  know,  ex- 
cepting none ; 

He  says  he  isn't  quite  so  sure,  and  fancies 
you  the  lad 

To  beat  the  other  all  to  fits,  except  that  he's 
a  cad. 

Denny  happened  to  be  buried  in  an  interest- 
ing book 

(A  volume  rather  out  of  date,  "  The  Life  of 

Captain  Cook  "), 
Brown    artfully   appealed    to    him  when 

thoroughly  engrossed. 
And  knew  his  ruling  passion  would  produce 

the  usual  boast. 

Yes,  sure  enough,  though  half  awake  to  what 

was  said  and  why. 
He    raised    his    head    and    uttered  this 

mechanical  reply : 
"  In  the  first  thing  tliat  you  mentioned  lie 

can  never  equal  me. 
And  I'm  certain  that  my  cousin  is  a  bigger 

one  than  lie  " 


THAT  TOOTH! 


By  Fred  Edmonds, 

Author  of  "Lays  of  School  life,"  etc.,  etc. 


GEASP  the  chair  steadily. 
There's  a  good  lad. 
I'ield  to  me  readily, 

'Tisn't  so  bad. 
Calmly  resigned  to  it, 

Brave  at  a  pinch. 
Make  up  your  mind  to  it, 
Try  not  to  flinch  1 


Keep  your  mouth  very  wide, 

Keady  to  shout 
If  you  are  terrified. 

Ha  !  the  tooth's  out !  j 
Hail  it  with  laughter,  it 

Went  for  your  weal. 
Rinse  your  mouth  after  it. 

How  do  you  feel  ? 
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"BOY'S  OWN"  AMATEUR 
PHOTOGRAPHERS. 

Qo  many  of  our  readers  took  part  in 
our  last  photographic  competi- 
tion, and  sent  in,  too,  so  much  really 
excellent  work,  that  we  have  thought 
it  would  prove  of  pretty  general  in- 
terest if  we  were  to  reproduce  one  or 
two  of  the  more  striking  pictures  in 
the  several  classes.  They  appear  on 
this  and  the  following  page. 

We  have  a  double  purpose  to  serve 
in  this  reproduction.  We  desire  to 
encourage  those  who  have  already 
devoted  attention  to  this  most  in- 
teresting art,  through  the  incitement 
afforded  in  our  pages,  and  also  to 
induce  many  more  to  join  the  ever- 
growing ranks  of  our  amateur  photo- 
graphers. 

Since  our  last  photographic  com- 
petition several  additional  articles  on 
various  branches  of  the  art  have 
been  offered  in  our  columns,  and 
©areful  readers  should  now,  therefore, 
find  themselves  in  possession  of  nearly 
fell  they  need  to  know  theoretically,  to 
etart  working  with  good  prospect  of 
Eoocess;  for  the  rest,  practice, patience, 
perseverance  should  suffice.  We 
wald  refer  any  of  our  new-found 


A  Portrait.  — (.V.  Fllioll  ) 


friends  to  the  articles  that  appeared 
in  our  last  volume,  and  especially  to 
the  one  on  page  71  on  "  How  to  Start 
a  '  Boy's  Own  '  Postal  Phoiographio 
Club." 

And  now,  to  still  further  stimulate 
healthy  rivalry,  we  herewith  start 
another 

"BOY'S  OWN  PHOTOGRAPHIC 
COMPETITION." 

Frizes— Ten  Guineas. 

We  will  give  Prizes  to  the  extent 
of  Ten  Guineas— ^0  be  divided  as  tho 
Adjudicators  may  deem  most  suitable., 
according  to  the  vierits  of  tlie  work, 
etc.  in  tlie  different  classes— for  tlie 
best  set  of  six  photographs  that  may 
reach  us  by  September  30, 1891,  from 
our  readers,  irrespective  of  sex  or 
nationality,  up  to  the  age  of  24.  Here 
are  the  very  simple 

RULES  AND  CONDITIONS. 

1.  A'o  article  of  any  kitid  sent  in  to  us  in 
competition  will  he  irtiirneil.  -.vlntlier  acc'omr 
paiiieil  by  ^tanii.s  or  not.  The  ,r,„lr  of  each 
cuniprlitioii  II  Ul  /'nljhs/i.d  in  due  cull  rse  in 
our  colli iiinx.  nil, I  „o  .jn,sUuhs  uii  Ike  suloecr  cun 
he  lot.uiertd  ih'oit.jli  ti<e  pui-t.  the  forwartling 
vt  .•■t.iii'ptd  and  additjseU  envelopes  notwith- 
stanUmj. 

2.  Ill  a'l.'ition  to  tLe  Prizes,  handsome 
•■  Cuj  tiQuaieo  ul  liciit,"  smittble  lor  fram- 


A  Group.— (Z>.  Dove.) 


SoyV  Owi\  ?kj>ef. 
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ing,  signed  by  the  Editor,  will  be  awarded  to  aU 
the  more  meritorious  competitors  who  may  fail  to 
Becure  prizes. 

3.  Though  the  age  is  limited  to  24  years,  our  usual 
"  Consolation  Prize  "  to  those  who 

are  over  the  age  will  hold  good, 
if  the  work  of  any  such  competi- 
tors justifies  it.  Prints  sent  in 
must  be  from  untouched  nega- 
tives, and  be  themselves  un- 
touched. Every  print  must  be  (A« 
unaidf'd  work  of  the  competitor 
himself — exposure,  development, 
printing,  toning,  and  mounting. 
Small  improvements  done  by  the 
hand  of  the  competitor — such  as 
blocijing  out  spots,  etc. — are  not 
included  under  the  head  of  "  re- 
touching." 

4.  AU  prints  must  be  accom- 
panied by  the  full  name,  address^ 
and  aye  of  sender,  clearly  and 
legibly  written. 

5.  All  contributions  should  be 
certified  by  parent,  clergyman, 
minister,  teacher,  employer,  or 
other  responsible  person,  as  gen- 
uine unaided  work.  By  this  cer- 
tificate we  simply  mean  a  letter, 
or  even  an  endorsement  under 
the  competitor's  name,  thus  : — ■ 
"  I  hereby  certify  that  the  ac- 
companying photograph  is  the 
unaided  work  of  ." 

Signed  . 

6.  All  letters  or  packets  must 
be  plainly  markel  outside  "  Photo- 
graphic Prize  Competition,"  and 
must  be  addressed  to  "  The 
Editor,  Bot'.s  Ow.v  Paper,  5fi, 
Paternoster  Row,  London,"  t/ie 
carriage  being,  of  course,  in  all 
cases  PREPAID. 

We  would  suggest  the  following  simple 
general  divisions,  to  each  of  which  a  distinct 
prize  will  go.    Competitors   are  quite  at 


liberty  to  try  in  all  of  them  if  they  care  to 
do  so. 

Class  i.  Portraiture. — To  include  single 


"What  is  it?  "—(.Harry  Wade.) 

figures  and  groups,  taken  either  indoors  or 
in  the  open  air. 

Chxss  II.  Architecture,  i.e.,  photographs  of 


private  or  public  buildings, old  or  new,including 
of  course,  our  colleges,  abbeys,  churches,  etc. 
Class  ni.  Pure  Landscape,  which  would 
embrace  country  scenery, 
forest  and  mountain  views, 
etc.,  in  which  any  figures 
or  buildings  that  appear 
would  be  subsidiary. 

Class  rv.  Seascapes, 
which  would  include  photo- 
graphs of  breaking-waves, 
ships,  etc. 

Class  v.  Animal  Life, 
including  horses,  dogs, 
cats,  boys'  pets,  etc.,  etc. 

We  hope  we  have  made 
these  divisions  sufficiently 
clear  and  comprehensive  ; 
but  if  any  doubt  should 
exist  in  the  mind  of  a 
specially  cautious  reader, 
let  us  say  at  once  that  it  is 
quite  unnecessary  to  cor- 
respond on  the  subject. 
Our  sole  object  in  offering 
the  prizes  is  to  benefit  our 
readers  and  promote  the 
extension  of  a  very  valu- 
able recreation.  We  should 
certainly  not  allow,  therefore,  any  mere  ac- 
cidental misunderstanding  to  lose  any  one  a 
prize  otherwise  gained. 


A  Devonshire  Village. 


A  Comic  Song.— (F.  //.  Davies.) 
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THE  E.M.S.  Vancouver,  of  the  Dominion 
Line,  has  a  story  to  tell  as  thrilling  as 
any  story  of  the  sea  which  the  imagination 
can  invent ;  yet  how  little  lias  been  heard 
of  it !  How  little  do  we  hear  of  the  deeds  of 
heroism  which  are  daily  being  enacted  on 
the  sea  by  our  merchant  navy ! 

If  a  great  battle  had  been  fought,  and  a 
great  soldier  had  fallen  in  the  front  of  the 
iight,  the  news  would  have  been  household 
*alk  wherever  the  English  tongue  is 
spoken.  Shall  we  say  little  or  nothing 
when  a  brave  sailor,  at  the  post  of  duty, 
.meets  an  awful  fate  ?  Surely  the  loss  of  one 
of  our  gallant  "  Sea-kings,"  and  a  successful 
war  with  the  elements  waged  by  a  noble 
ship,  are  events  which  appeal  to  the  sym- 
pathies of  our  race  as  much  as  does  the  death 
of  a  warrior  when  leading  his  forces  to  a 
bloody  victor}-. 

The  Vancouver  is  the  queen  ship  of  her 
line.  She  belongs  to  that  Greater  Britain 
across  the  North  Atlantic,  which  is  at  once 
the  most  independent  and  the  most  loyal  of 
all  our  colonies.  She  was  built  in  Glasgow 
in  1884,  and  is  officered— as  a  typical  Cana- 
dian ship  should  be — by  men  of  various 
nationalities. 

The  Dominion  of  Canada  welcomes  under 
its  flag  all  races ;  and  there  men  of  every 
•colour  and  creed  work  together  in  the  bonds 
of  brotherhood. 

When  the  Vancouver  was  launched  she 
was  put  under  command  of  Captain  Lindall, 
a  Swede,  who  held  that  position  until 
November  last. 

A  son  of  the  old  sea-rovers  of  Scandi- 
navia, he  was  the  very  beau  ideal  of  a  sea- 
king.  A  strong,  handsome  man,  towering 
above  the  average  size  of  men,  with  a  will  of 
iron,  and  a  heart  as  tender  as  that  of  a 
woman  ;  social,  courteous  ;  always  ready  to 
entertain  his  passengers,  but  never  absent 
from  the  post  of  duty  when  there  was  the 
smallest  call  for  vigilant  supervision  ;  boyish 
in  his  enjoyment  of  fun  ;  full  of  enthusiasm 
for  his  profession ;  imbued  with  a  deep  re- 
ligious sentiment — every  one  believed  in 
Captain  Lindall ;  and  he  was  known  as  one 
of  the  most  popular  as  well  as  the  most 
capable  of  sailors. 

In  September  last  he  brought  the  Van- 
couver in  safety  through  a  perilous  voyage  to 
Montreal.  There  were  on  board  nearly  seven 
liundred  passengers,  and  these  testified  in 
the  most  emphatic  manner  to  the  energy  and 
skill  of  the  captain  and  officers. 

I  was  at  Montreal  when  the  ship  arrived 
on  that  occasion.  She  looked  very  weather- 
beaten  indeed,  and  I  got  the  story  of  that 
voyage  from  those  on  board.  A  head  wind 
and  heavy  sea  had  met  them  shortly  after 
leaving  the  Irish  coast,  and  this  storm  con- 
tinued until  the  Vancouver  approached  the 
Straits  of  Belle  Isle.  That  is  a  locality 
dreaded  by  seamen,  and  with  good  reason  ; 
for  at  all  seasons  fogs,  or  icebergs,  or  hurri- 
canes haunt  the  dangerous  and  desolate  sea 
that  lies  between  Newfoundland  and  Labra- 
dor. When  winds  and  w.ives  had  tried  to 
make  wreck  of  the  staunch  Vancouver,  but 
only  managed  to  smash  the  greater  part  of 
her  crockery,  and  give  many  of  those  on 
board  a  good  drenching,  the-  storm  moderated. 
Then  rain  came  on,  and  presently  monster 
icebergs  hove  in  sight.  The  rain  soon  gave 
place  to  fog,  and  then  the  ship  lay  to  till  it 
was  found  that  there  might  be  more  danger 
in  remaining  stationary  amid  the  plunging 
bergs  than  in  moving  onwards.  So  the  order 
•to  proceed  was  given,  and  the  ship  went  on 
at  "  dead-slow  "  speed. 


THE  LAST  OF  A  SEA-KING. 

By  Jessie  M.  E.  Saxby. 

The  fog  was  dense  and  very  deceptive  — as 
often  happens.  "  All  at  once,"  according  to 
a  passenger,  "  what  was  thought  to  be  a  dense 
fog  bank  was  observed  about  three  lengths 
of  the  vessel  ahead ;  but  in  a  moment  more 
it  was  discovered  to  be  a  huge  iceberg,  ex- 
tending to  a  great  distance  on  either  side  of 
the  course  of  the  ship,  and  a  collision  was 
inevitable." 

The  captain's  prompt  order  to  reverse  the 
engines  was  as  promptly  obeyed,  and  a  terri- 
ble calamity  was  averted  by  that  instant  word 
and  action.  Even  as  it  was,  the  collision  was 
appalling  enough  to  the  landsfolk  on  board  ; 
for  when  the  Vancouver  crashed  into  the 
iceberg  she  raised  herself  out  of  the  water  a 
good  way,  and,  sliding  upon  the  ice,  became 
so  tightly  wedged  that  it  was  nearly  half  an 
hour  before  she  was  able  to  break  away  from 
that  horrible  embrace.  During  that  time 
quantities  of  ice  fell  upon  the  ship,  adding 
to  the  consternation  of  the  passengers,  who 
rushed"  about  for  life-jireservers,  and  clamour- 
ing for  the  boats  to  be  launched.  Nothing 
but  the  coolness  of  the  officers  and  crew,  with 
the  captain's  calm,  determined  action,  pre- 
vented the  panic  from  being  as  disastrous  as 
it  was  foolish. 

The  chief  officer,  a  smart  and  gallant 
Irishman,  went  over  the  bows  to  ascertain 
what  mischief  had  been  done.  It  was  a 
hazardous  thing  to  do,  but  Mr.  Walsh  did  it, 
and  was  able  to  report  the  cheering  news 
that  only  one  of  the  iron  plates  had  been  in- 
jured, and  that  very  slightly.  Very  soon  the 
Vancouver  was  on  her  course  again  and 
reached  port  without  further  mishap.  For- 
tunately little  damage  was  done  on  that 
occasion— only  what  a  few  rivets  and  some 
paint  could  set  right — and  when  her  usual 
day  for  sailing  came,  the  good  ship  was  I 
ready  once  more  to  dare  the  dangers  of  the  ! 
sea. 

I  was  on  her  deck,  homeward-bound,  when  j 
she  slipped  aw'ay  from  the  quay  at  Montreal  | 
— that  most  beauteous  sea-port — and  took 
her  stately  way  down  the  fair  St.  Lawrence. 

What  a  glorious  day  it  was  !  The  rich 
tints  of  a  Canadian  autumn  on  land,  and  sea, 
and  sky.  Everybody  on  board  smiling  and 
happy.  It  was  like  a  dream  of  delight  sliding  j 
down  the  river  which  winds  so  beautifully 
through  a  lovely  land  ;  and  when  we  dropped 
anchor,  amid  the  silence  and  silvery  shadows 
of  twilight,  not  far  from  picturesque  Quebec,  j 
I  found  niyself  in  the  regions  of  romance 
dreaming  of 

A  painted  ship  upon  a  painted  ocean. 

Before  we  left  harbour  the  Vancouver  was 
"  dressed "  to  receive  Lady  Stanley  (the 
Governor-General's  wife),  whose  boys  were  to  i 
sail  with  us  under  Captain  Lindall's  charge. 
He  always  appeared  to  great  advantage  when  '. 
doing  the  honours  of  his  ship  ;  and  he  was  | 
well  seconded  by  his  smart  statf  of  officers,  i 
Curiously  enough  there  was  not  an  English- 
man among  them.    The  Captain  (as  I  said) 
hailed  from  Scandinavia,  and  was  known  by  i 
the  pet-name  of  "The  Swedish  Boy."    The  i 
"  chief  "  was  an  Irishman.    Second  in  com- 
mand a  Scot.    Third  a  Welshman.    Fourth  ' 
an  American.    The  chief  engineer,  doctor, 
and  purser  were  Irish. 

I  shall  not  soon  forget  the  pleasures  of  that 
voyage,  even  the  storm  we  met  in  mid-ocean 
liad  its  charms  ;  though  once  a  sea  breaking 
overhead  and  swishing  across  the  deck,  with 
gruesome  gurgle  and  angry  hiss,  made  me 
jump  from  my  berth  in  a  fright ! 

But,  notwithstanding,  I  found  an  eerie 
pleasure  in  lying  through  long  dark  hours  j 


j  r,-li'ii;ng  to  the  hoarse  voices  of  winds  and 
\v,i\  (  s,  hearing  through  those  the  ship's 
Lells  strike  the  hour,  and  the  deep  tones  of 
the  officer  on  watch  calling  "All's  well." 

We  sighted  plenty  of  icebergs,  but  tliey 
WTre  floating  in  a  sparkling  blue  sea,  and  the 
atmosphere  was  clear  and  sunny;  so  we 
could  admire  the  wondrous  beauty  of  those 
fantastic  white  islands  without  fearing  their 
vioinitj'. 

There  were  a  number  of  schoolboys  on 
board  who  made  lliin^js  lively,  in  spite  of 
periodical  bouts  of  iiiit!  <,',  / .  One  of  them 
earned  the  name  of  tlio  •■  I'lpjicrary  bruiser," 
— his  pugnacious  iii-tli;:  ;  Ik  u'l;  as  strong  as 
his  sense  of  fun,  and  Ijotli  t(  .^Ltlier  leading 
him  into  all  sorts  of  "pickles." 

When  those  boys  were  tired  of  pulling 
each  other  about,  and  n  l;ii!,L'  their  bones  in 
all  sorts  of  place:-,  ll-.'-y  deck  games — 

notably  a  sort  of  deek-foolhall.  A  .:j;iovo  was 
the  ball  and  the  two  ends  of  tlie  ii;'j>cr  deck 
their  goals.  They  had  some  tou-li  lu^.-les  over 
this,  and  contrived  to  get  a  ;-'0od  di  al  of  fun 
out  of  it,  as  well  as  some  hard  knocks. 

No  one  enjoyed  those  school-boy  pranks 
more  than  Captain  Lindall,  pacing  the  deck, 
or  leaning  over  the  rail  of  his  bridge  and 
smiling  down  on  their  frolic.  After  dusk 
the  fun  was  transferred  to  the  saloons,  and 
there  our  gallant  captain  shone.  He  had 
pleasant  words  for  all,  and  a  fine  soa-soug  for 
whenever  he  v.as  called  upon  to  help  out  the 
programme  of  anuisements. 

On  our  ];.st  o\ening  together  in  the  large 
saloon  we  had  (a.s  is  usual)  a  concert  for  the 
benefit  of  a  sailors'  orphanage.  Our  Captain 
spoke  earnestly  and  tenderly  on  behalf  of  this 
object.  He  told  us  simply  cf  the  perils  of 
his  profession,  and  of  how  thankful  he  always 
felt  when  he  neared  port ;  knowing  well  that 
the  sailor— more  than  most  men— carries  his 
life  in  his  hand. 

When  he  spoke  of  the  many  children  whom 
the  sea  had  made  orphans  his  eyes  filled 
with  tears  ;  and  our  hearts  were  deeply 
stirred  in  sympathy  as  he,  in  his  manly 
frank  way,  thanked  God  for  bringing' the  good 
ship  Vancouver  once  more  to  haven  in  safety. 

He  was  proud  of  his  ship,  and  loved  to  tell 
what  dangers  she  had  come  through.  So 
much  did  he  vaunt  of  lier  prowess,  and  so 
little  of  his  own,  that  cnM^o  I'd  hiive  thought 
the  Vancouver  had  a  rea^oniiiL;  niiiid,  and 
crossed  the  North  Atlantic  acceri'.ing  to  the 
dictates  of  her  inner  consciousness  !  How 
nobly  she  behaved  later,  when  he  was  not 
there  to  tell  it,  you  shall  now  hear. 

The  Vancouver  left  Liverpool  on  the  last 
day  of  October  with  a  storm  brewing.  She 
met  it  shortly  after  leaving  our  coasts ; — 
head  wind,  heavy  sea,  driving  snow  ;  but  the 
ship  did  not  mind  it  and  went  bravely  on 
her  course.  No  alarm  was  felt  by  any  but  a 
few  nervous  or  inexperienced  voyagers,  and 
the  fears  of  these  were  lulled  by  Captain 
Lindall's  good  humour  and  high  spirits.  He 
inspired  all  with  confidence. 

But  though  not  in  the  least  apprehensive 
of  serious  danger,  he  never  relaxed  his 
vigilant  watching  of  the  storm,  only  leaving 
the  bridge,  or  chart  room,  for  brief  moments 
when  he  thought  it  necessary  to  prevent 
anxiety  from  growing  into  panic  among  the 
passengers. 

It  was  during  one  of  his  short  welcome 
visits  to  the  saloon,  on  the  evening  of 
Thursday,  that  he  sang  one  o:  his  favourite 
religious  songs.  It  was  a  h;.nin,  composed 
by  a  former  passenger,  in  commemoration  of 
a  storm  during  which  two  of  Ct-ptain  Lindall's 
men  were  swept  overboard. 
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'         The  lines  are  simple  and  touching,  and 
the  Captain  loved  to  sing  them,  for  they 

I      echoed  so  truly  the  fervent  trust  and  thank- 
fulness of  his  own  soul. 

That  was  Captain  Lindall's  last  "  good- 
night." 

f        He  spent  the  greater  part  of  that  wild 
J     night  on  the  bridge  with  his  mates.  At 
early  morning  he  went  down  the  ladder  for 
a  few  minutes'  rest,  telling  his  "  chief  "  to 
,      call  him  if  required.    He  retired  to  the  chart 
room  which  stood  below  the  bridge,  and  in 
front  of  the  lower  wheel-house  where  a  young 
'      quartermaster  was  steering. 

IVIr.  Walsh  and  Mr.  Davies  (chief  and  third 
J     officers)  were  on  the  bridge,  and  the  latter 
I     said  in  his  thirty  years'  experience  he  had  ! 
i     never  known  such  heavy  seas. 
1        Presently  there  appeared  a  mountain  of  | 
j     water  reared  high  in  front  of  the  ship  ;  and  ; 
j     Mr.  Walsh,  apprehending  that  a  calamity  was  i 
"     likely,  hurried  down  to  consult  the  Captain,  { 
who  he  believed  w-as  in  his  lower  cabin.  j 
I        As  the  chief  ran  along  the  alleyway  a  great 
j     "tidal    wave"     swept    down    upon  the 
f    "Vancouver,  and  all  was  devastation  and  dis- 
may  on  deck. 

Officers,  stewards,  and  crew  were  hurled 
here  and  there.  Mr.  Davies,  on  the  bridge, 
seeing  the  mighty  wall  of  water  rise  over  the 
ship  thought  that  his  "time  had  come  "  and 
that  all  left  him  to  do  was  to  "  consider  the 
'  end." 

;        "  Quick  as  my  thought,"  he  said,  "  the 
;    wave  was  on  us." 


Away  went  the  bridge  — all  but  a  fragment 
on  the  starboard  side,  which  hung  by  a 
slender  swaying  post.  That  was  the  spot  on 
which  the  officer  stood  !  He  instantly  caught 
at  the  post,  and  slid  from,  his  perilous  position 
to  the  deck,  where  he  found  that  the  chai-t 
room,  and  wheel-house,  some  of  the  boats 
and  ventilators,  had  gone  with  the  bridge  ;  — 
carried  overboard  by  that  mighty  wave  as 
easily  as  a  petulant  child  sweeps  its  toys 
from  table  to  floor. 

In  the  wheel  house  was  the  young  quarter- 
master. In  the  chart  room  was  the  Cap- 
tain. 

These  rooms  were  iron  and  wood 
structures  bolted  to  the  deck.  The  bolts 
were  snapped  like  reeds,  and  the  whole 
wreckage  was  engulfed  in  the  ocean  in  one 
moment  of  time.  So  rapidly  had  the 
catastrophe  taken  place  that  probably  neither 
of  the  hapless  men  realised  what  had 
happened. 

As  soon  as  the  officers  took  in  the  situation, 
Mr.  Walsh  ran  to  the  engine  room  to  have 
the  ship  stopped  if  possible  ;  but  he  was  soon 
satisfied  that  no  help  could  reach  those  who 
had  gone  overboard,  and  that  the  vessel  her- 
self must  be  the  main  object  of  his  thoughts. 

She  was  in  utmost  straits,  having  been 
thrown  on  her  beam  ends,  and  being  in  danger 
of  falling  into  the  trough  of  the  sea,  where 
she  must  have  swamped. 

Struggling  ard  shivering,  as  if  in  mortal 
pain,  the  ngble  ship  fought  a  desperate  battle 
for  life,  and  ere  long  she  righted  herself. 


Then,  with  the  aid  of  her  staunch  and 
powerful  engines,  she  right  gallantly  set  her 
face  to  the  foe  and  "  fought  it  out "  triumph- 
antly. 

In  blinding  snow  and  tearing  gales,  with 
raging  waves  on  every  side,  with  little  besides 
the  lead,  and  fitful  gleams  of  light,  to  guide 
her  on  her  course  (for  compass,  steering- 
gear,  and  other  nautical  appliances  had  gone 
down  with  the  Captain  and  quartermaster), 
through  the  dangerous  straits,  and  between 
the  barbarous  shores  of  the  Gulf  of  St. 
Lawrence,  the  Vancouver  struggled  on  for 
three  long  days. 

During  that  time  of  exceeding  peril  chief 
officer  Walsh,  on  whom  had  devolved  the 
Captain's  duties,  proved  himself  a  worthy 
successor  to  poor  Lindall,  who  had  found 

tlic  Sea-ICing's  grave 
■Wliere  the  oeeau"s  heroes  lie. 

At  last,  with  bulwarks  stove  in,  and  fore- 
deck  swept,  with  riags  half-mast,  and  rigging 
aw'i-y — bearing  all  the  signs  of  having  come 
through  a  fierce  conflict,  the  Vancouver 
slowly  steamed  up  the  river,  and  once  more 
saluted  the  citadel  of  old  Quebec — once 
more  the  souls  she  carried  gave  thanks  for 
reaching  the  desired  haven — once  more  did 
she  prove  herself  an  ocean  queen — once 
more  proclaimed  to  the  world  how  stout  of 
heart  and  staunch  of  build  are  the  tars  and 
ships  who  traverse  the  seas  between  our 
ishrnds  and  Britain's  young  "  Daughter  of 
the  West." 


NOTES  FROM  MY  ICG;    OR,  TRUE  STORIES  CF  ADVENTURE  AND  PERIL. 

By  Eeak-Admieal  W.  K.  Kennedy. 

(  With  i;instrai:ons  Itj  the  Aulhor.) 


I. — NAER.^TIVE   OF  1 

OX  the  night  of  December  31,  1807,  the  j 
cutter-yacht  Melita,  of  twenty-six  tons, 
sailed  from  Malta  Harbour  for  Corfu.  The  j 
party  of  sportsmen  on  board  consisted  of 
Commander's  H.  Fairfax  (now  a  Lord  of  the 
Admiralty)  and  J.  O.  Hopkins  (now  Con- 
troller of  the  Navy),  Mr.  Brown,  and  the 
writer,  besides  a  couple  of  bluejackets  and  a 
Maltese  servant. 

The  evening  of  the  .31st  had  been  spent  at 
Admiralty  House,  where  a  ball  had  been 
given  by  the  Admiral  and  Lady  Clarence 
Paget,  to  see  the  old  year  out  and  the  new 
year  in ;  so  it  was  really  the  morning  of 
.January  1,  18G8,  before  we  took  our  de- 
parture. 

There  had  been  a  good  deal  of  opposition, 
and  consequent  delay,  regarding  our  expedi- 
tion, some  predicting  that  we  should  never 
reach  our  destination  in  so  cranky  a  craft, 
and  that  if  we  did,  we  should  certainly  never 
return.  Indeed,  at  the  last  moment  the 
Maltese  owner  of  the  vessel  came  off  and 
said  we  should  not  sail  without  a  guarantee 
that  in  the  event  of  loss  we  should  pay  him 
£200. 

To  this  arrangement  we  eventually  agreed, 
for  we  argued  that  if  the  vessel  were  lost,  we 
should  probably  go  with  her,  in  which  case 
the  owner  could  only  whistle  for  his  money ; 
and  that  if  not  lost,  we  should  of  course 
have  nothing  to  pay.  Events  proved,  how- 
ever, that  these  calculations  were  not  sound. 

It  is  certainly  true  that  the  croakers  had 
some  reason  in  what  they  said,  for  the 
Melita  was  an  old  boat,  only  fitted  for  short 
expeditions  in  fine  weathei'.  She  leaked  a 
good  deal,  while  her  rigging  was  rotcen  and 
her  anchors  and  chains  far  too  li^lit ;  but  we 
had  her  thoroughly  caulked,  rove  new  gear, 
and  took  some  spare  sails  with  us,  trusting 
to  Providence  for  the  rest. 
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Our  commissariat  department  was  well 
found,  and  we"  had  a  good  supply  of  guns 
and  ammunition,  were  blessed  with  sound 
health  and  good  digestions,  so  it  was  with 
light  hearts  we  tripped  our  anchor  and  ran 
out  of  the  port,  and  when  daylight  broke 
had  left  the  island  far  astern. 

By  sunset  we  had  passed  Cape  Passaro, 
and  were  spinning  along  before  a  fine  breeze 
from  the  southward,  enabling  us  to  make  a 
good  run  during  the  night ;  so  that  at  day-  I 
light  Mount  Etna  was  well  abaft  the  beam.  I 
The  breeze  now  freshened    considerably,  j 
obliging  us  to  shorten  canvas  till  we  were 
reduced  to  a  square  sail  which  we  had  bor- 
rowed before  leaving  Malta. 

As  night  approached,  the  wind  and  sea 
had  increased  to  such  an  extent  that  it 
became  a  question  whether  it  was  safe  to 
run  any  longer  or  to  lay  the  yacht  to. 
After  a  consultation  on  this  subject  we 
decided  to  let  her  run  and  chance  it ;  but  in 
thus  deciding  we  undoubtedly  made  a  mis- 
take, for  before  midnight  it  v/as  blowing  a 
whole  gale,  with  a  very  heavy  sea,  so  that  it 
became  most  dangerous  to  run,  and  too  late 
to  heave-to,  and  indeed  impossible  under 
our  only  sail.  The  sea  at  this  time  was 
rolling  up  behind  us  so  as  to  becalm  the 
sail  as  the  little  craft  fell  into  the  hollows, 
and  we  momentarily  expected  that  the  next 
sea  would  be  aboard  us.  Our  safety  now 
depended  on  keeping  ahead  of  the  sea.  If 
anything  happened  to  our  sail  it  was  all  over 
with  us. 

We  passed  a  most  anxious  night ;  one  of 
the  hluejackets  who  had  been  accustomed 
to  small  fore-and-aft  vessels  took  the  helm, 
and  stuck  to  it  well,  all  through  the  dreary 
hours,  for  there  was  considerable  risk  of  her 
broaching  to  in  the  trough  of  the  sea.  To 
add  to  our  troubles  the  craft  sprung  a  leak, 
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so  we  manned  the  pump  till  that  became 
choked,  when  we  had  to  clear  away  below, 
and  throw  overboard  about  a  ton  of  ballast 
before  we  could  get  the  pump  to  draw. 

Towards  morning  the  gale  moderated,  but 
left  behind  a  nasty  sea  in  which  the  yacht 
tumbled  about  most  uncomfortably.  We  had 
had  no  sights  since  leaving  Valetta,  but  by 
dead  reckoning  we  made  ourselves  to  be 
about  twenty  miles  from  the  land,  and  at 
10  A.M.  we  sighted  the  island  of  Faro  to  the 
northward  of  Corfu.  That  uight  we  were 
becalmed  ofi'  the  island,  and  had  to  get  the 
boat  out  to  tow  clear  of  the  rocks. 

The  next  morning  it  blew  hard  from  the 
S.E.  directly  in  our  teeth,  and  the  little 
craft,  lightened  as  she  was  of  her  ballast, 
was  nearly  on  her  beam-ends,  but  at  midnight 
the  wind  shifted  to  the  N.W.  in  a  heavy 
squall,  before  which  we  ran,  and  reached 
the  anchorage  off  Corfu  at  3  a.m.,  thoroughly 
worn  out,  as  we  had  had  no  rest  since  we 
sailed  from  Malta.  It  was  now  blowing 
hard  from  the  northward,  and  our  anchors 
dragged  till  the  vessel's  stern  was  within  ten 
yards  of  the  rocks,  in  which  most  uncom- 
fortable position  we  remained  for  the  rest  of 
the  night. 

About  an  hour  before  daylight  we  were 
informed  that  she  was  drifting  ashore,  but 
we  had  done  all  we  could,  and  declined  to 
move  further  in  the  matter.  At  daylight  we 
were  still  in  the  same  position,  with  the  stern 
almost  touching  the  rocks,  when  the  captain 
of  a  Greek  steamer  sent  us  a  warp,  with 
which  we  hauled  into  a  better  berth. 

After  a  run  ashore  at  Corfu  to  stretch  our 
legs  and  to  get  another  anchor  we  started  for 
the  opposite  coast  of  Albania,  our  party 
augmented  by  a  Greek  beater  and  his  two 
dogs,  and  after  a  pleasant  run  across  we 
anchored  in  the  harbour  of  Catito  in  time  to 
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have  a  few  hours'  shooting  before  dark,  re- 
turning on  board  with  ten  couple  of  wood- 
cock, some  snipe  and  a  few  duck. 

After  another  day's  shooting  at  this  place 
we  moved  on  to  Butrinto,  and  then  returned 
to  Corfu  to  get  further  supplies  and  another 
beater,  before  proceeding  to  the  Gulf  of 
Arta,  where  we  hoped  to  have  some  good 
sport.  Having  got  what  we  wanted,  we 
again  started  for  the  opposite  shore.  Our 
party  now  consisted  of  eleven  men  and  five 
dogs.  Our  first  beater  had  proved  himself  an 
invaluable  man  ;  he  worked  hard,  and  when 
beating  made  such  an  extraordinary  noise, 
something  like  a  horse  shaking  himself,  that 
he  scared  every  bird  and  beast  out  of  the 
covert.  With  the  other  beater  we  were  not 
so  fortunate,  as  he  proved  to  be  a  thorough 
'ascal.  Our  usual  bad  luck  attended  us  as 
regards  weather,  the  S.E.  wind  blowing 
strongly  in  our  teeth  ;  so  we  put  into  the 
snug  little  harbour  of  Levitatsa,  where  we 


fort,  during  the  night.  The  wind  now 
steadily  increased,  accompanied  by  heavy 
squalls  of  rain  and  hail.  The  yacht  plunged 
and  rolled  so  heavily  that  sleep  was  out  of 
the  question,  and  we  all  lay  awake  wishing 
for  the  return  of  day.  At  about  three  a.m. 
the  wind  shifted  to  the  S.W.,  and  the  sea  was 
breaking  right  across  the  harbour's  mouth. 
The  vessel  lay  broadside  to  the  sea,  rolling 
gunwale  under.  Everything  broke  adrift,  and 
the  dogs  howled  with  fright  as  they  were 
pitched  about  the  cabin,  the  Greek  beater 
joining  in  chorus  from  the  forecastle.  Our 
last  anchor  was  now  let  go,  but  it  was  too 
late,  the  little  craft  could  stand  it  no  longer 
and  she  began  to  drag. 

On  our  port  side  was  a  flat  sandy  beach, 
the  heavy  rollers  breaking  far  from  the  shore, 
while  right  astern  was  a  rocky  coast,  the 
sharp-pointed  black  rocks  showing  occasion- 
ally from  amid  the  white  foam  which  lashed 
them.    Towards  these  we  steadily  drifted. 


move  under  my  hand  I  asked  what  it  was, 
and  found  it  was  a  bluejacket's  head.  The 
man  had  got  ashore  just  before  me  and  was 
trying  to  make  fast  a  rope.  "  All  right,  my 
lad,  we're  all  tarred  with  the  same  brush 
now."  The  others  got  ashore  somehow,  and 
in  a  short  time  we  were  all  safe  except  the 
Greek  beater  before  named,  who  it  seems  clung 
to  a  rock  until  the  vessel  bumped  on  it,  crush- 
ing his  leg  and  breaking  some  of  his  ribs. 
We  heard  his  cries,  but  could  not  help  him 
till  daylight,  when  we  found  him  lying  insen- 
sible, and  hauled  him  up. 

The  yacht  bumped  and  crashed  for  a  short 
time,  during  which  we  had  to  clamber  higher 
up  the  rocks  to  avoid  being  struck  by  the 
mast,  which  beat  about  our  heads  as  she 
lurched  in  the  sea.  In  about  ten  minutes 
she  went  to  pieces,  and  at  daylight  the  sea 
was  strewed  with  broken  spars  and  a  few 
planks,  which  was  all  that  remained  of  the 
ill-fated  Melita.    We  remained  by  the  wreck 


had  a  capital  day's  sport,  bringing  back 
twenty-two  couple  of  cock. 

The  same  evening  we  again  put  to  sea, 
and  the  next  day  put  into  the  harbour  of 
Phanare,  but  finding  the  shooting  very  indif- 
ferent we  only  remained  one  day,  starting 
again  on  the  morning  of  January  15.  The 
wind,  still  from  the  old  quarter,  was  blowing 
a  brisk  gale,  against  which  we  made  such 
slow  progress  that  after  hammering  at  it  for 
some  hours  we  reluctantly  put  back  for 
Phanaxe.  The  harbour  of  Phanare  is  only 
open  to  the  westward,  and  is  therefore 
sheltered  from  the  S.E.,  nevertheless  the 
rollers  set  in  so  heavily  that  our  craft  rolled 
2.5°  each  way,  throwing  our  traps  about  and 
making  us  generally  miserable. 

Finding  the  elements  so  decidedly  opposed 
to  us,  we  determined  to  leave  the  yacht  and 
proceed  overland  to  the  Louro  the  following 
morning,  and  made  our  preparations  ac- 
cordingly. The  night  of  the  15th  set  in 
dark  and  lowering,  both  wind  and  sea  had 
increased,  and  the  scud  flew  fast  before  the 
S.E.  gale,  but  secure  in  our  port  we  antici- 
pated no  danger,  though  not  a  little  discom- 


"  In  about  ten  minutes  she  went  to  pieces." 

From  this  moment  it  was  all  up  with  us, 
and  we  knew  it.  We  had  not  long  to  wait. 
At  the  first  crash  the  yacht  turned  broad- 
side to  the  sea  and  canted,  happily  with  her 
deck  towards  the  shore.  The  night  was  dark 
as  pitch,  but  lighted  up  occasionally  by 
forked  lightning,  making  the  scene  if  possible 
more  awful.  Piain  was  coming  down  in 
sheets,  and  the  surf  was  roaring  so  that  it  was 
impossible  to  hear  oneself  speak.  Another 
crash  as  the  sea  lifted  the  doomed  craft,  and 
the  rocks  were  through  her  sides  and  the 
saloon  filled  with  water. 

There  was  no  time  to  be  lost.  "  Every  man 
for  himself  and  God  for  us  all."  Every  one 
behaved  coolly  at  this  supreme  moment  ex- 
cept the  wretched  Greek,  who  after  calling 
on  all  the  saints  to  help  him,  jumped  over- 
board with  a  loud  yell,  and  was  lost  to  sight. 
From  this  moment  I  can  only  relate  my  own 
adventures.  Having  hurriedly  put  on  my 
boots  to  protect  my  feet  against  the  rocks,  I 
took  my  gun  and  cartridge-bag,  and  calling 
my  dog,  jumped  overboard  into  the  raging 
surf.  The  sea  carried  me  high  up  on  to  the 
rocks  which  I  clambered.  Feeling  something 


for  some  time,  in  hopes  of  reeovering  some  of 
our  property,  as  we  had  saved  nothing  but 
our  guns  and  the  clothes  we  stood  up  in,  but 
the  few  things  which  were  washed  ashore 
were  wtterly  ruined  for  any  practical  purpose, 
so  we  made  our  way  to  the  village  of 
Phanare,  carrying  our  wounded  shipmate. 

The  first  thing  we  did  was  to  send  for  a 
doctor,  who  lived  at  a  neighbouring  village. 
He  said  the  Greek  must  die ;  but  the  man 
eventually  recovered.  We  remained  at  the 
village  two  nights  and  a  day,  during  which 
it  blew  a  heavy  gale  from  the  S.W.,  and 
we  were  all  of  opinion  that  nothing  could 
have  saved  the  vessel,  and  that  had  she  gone 
ashore  in  any  other  place  lives  must  have 
been  lost.  W^e  endeavoured  to  procure 
horses  to  convey  us  to  the  town  of  Prevesa, 
situated  forty  miles  to  the  southward,  but 
the  natives  would  not  assist  us  in  any  way, 
suspecting  as  they  did  that  we  had  some 
money  with  us,  which  they  were  determined 
to  obtain  by  fair  means  or  foul.  Knowing 
the  treacherous  character  of  the  Albanians, 
we  were  equally  determined  to  defend  our 
lives  and  property  at  any  cost,  so  we  kept  a 


sharp  look-out,  and  finding  it  was  useless  to 
expect  any  assistance,  we  started  on  foot, 
and  reached  Prevesa  on  the  second  day. 

Here  we  were  hospitably  entertained  by  Mr. 
Barker,  our  vice-consul,  until  the  arrival  of 
the  French  consul,  who  very  kindly  placed 


his  yacht  at  our  disposal,  in  which  we  re- 
turned to  Corfu,  and  from  thence  by  Greek 
steamer  to  Patras,  where  Mr.  Wood,  our 
consul  and  old  friend,  kept  us  till  we  were 
able  to  find  a  steamer  going  to  Malta. 

So  ended  a  disastrous  expedition,  including 


the  loss  of  the  yacht  and  our  property,  bud 
we  had  the  consolation  of  knowing  that  no 
foresight  could  have  averted  the  catastrophe, 
and  that  when  it  came  upon  us  we  met  it 
as  British  sailors  should. 

(7*0  be  continued.) 


WHILE  travelling  during  summer  and 
autumn  in  my  caravan  throughout 
the  length  and  breadth  of  Britain,  I  manage 
to  make  some  very  pleasant  acquaintances, 
or  rather  I  should  say— although  it  is  rather 
an  Irish  way  of  putting  it — these  acquaint- 
ances manage  to  make  me.  It  is,  as  a  rule, 
as  difficult  to  get  me  out  of  my  camp  and 
away  from  my  caravan  as  it  is  to  get  a 
limpet  off  a  rock,  but  then  some  folks  have 
such  a  way  with  them. 

For  example,  away  up  in  the  wilds  of 
Northumbria  I  was  asked  to  spend  the 
evening  at  a  manor  house.    It  was  only 
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gentleman  who  had  invited  me  was  laughing 
also.  So  I  rather  suspect  that— but  never 
mind,  the  collie  was  a  nice  person,  and  so 
was  my  entertainer  and  his  daughter.  Poor 
girl  I  it  is  she  I  want  to  say  a  word  about. 
She  was  a  prisoner — confined  to  the  house 
through  spinal  complaint — and  had  been  so 
for  years,  and  would  be  for  years  to  come. 
Her  rooms  were  very  beautiful,  and  she  had 
many  pets.  Nearly  all  the  books  she  read 
spoke  of  green  fields  and  babbling  brooks, 
wild  flowers,  wild  birds,  and  country  life 
generally.  Her  earlier  life  had  been  spent 
by  the  sea. 


confined  to  their  rooms,  can  have— let  me 
see  what  I  should  call  it— why,  a  lovely  little 
submarine  garden  and  theatre  combined, 
in  which  all  day  long  a  drama  from  real  life 
is  being  acted,  silently  but  charmingly,  and 
so  naturally  that  one  can  hardly  ever  tire 
looking  at  it. 

And  now  I  shall  give  a  few  hints  about 
getting  up  such  a  garden  as  this. 

The  floor  of  the  stage  of  this  garden- 
theatre  shall  be  the  golden  sand,  not  all  flat 
and  level,  mind  you,  but  with  many  a  "  hicht 
and  howe  "  on  it,  and  a  wildery  of  fantastic 
rocks  around,  with  openings  into  caves  so 


four  miles  away,  and  they  would  drive  me 
over  and  back. 

"It  isn't  the  distance,"  I  said.  "I'm  a 
cyclist,  but  I  never  care  much  to  leave  my 
wooden  walls." 

"  We  have  a  collie  dog  that  isn't  very  well, 
and  " 

"  Eh,  what  ?  "  I  cried  ;  "  a  dog  ill  ?  I'll  go 
like  a  shot." 

People  seem  to  know  I  have  a  soft  side. 
Sometimes  it  is  a  cat,  or  a  canary,  or  a  guinea- 
pig.  Once  I  remember  it  was  a  nice  little 
boa-constrictor  who  had  suddenly  developed 
a  tumour.  From  the  shape  of  the  growth  I 
think  he  must  have  swallowed  a  blacking- 
brush  that  was  missing. 

However,  I  went  to  see  the  collie.  The 
collie,  like  Mother  Hubbard's  dog,  met  us 
laughing,  and  when   I   looked  round  the 


"  And  oh.  Dr.  Gordon  Stables,"  she  said, 
"I  do  like  everything  that  reminds  me 
of  it." 

"  I'd  have  a  little  seaside  in  my  room, 
if  I  were  you,"  I  remarked. 

"  But  how  could  I  ?  How  could  I  get  sea 
water  brought  periodically  so  far  inland  ?  " 

"  No  need,"  I  told  her. 

Then  I  had  a  good  long  talk  with  her 
about  aquarium  life,  and  planned  it  all  out  for 
her,  and  she  really  was  delighted.  I  know 
too  that  her  marine  aquarium  is  still  doing 
well,  and  that  it  is  one  of  the  chief  comforts 
of  her  saddened  life. 

If  it  were  possible  only  for  dwellers  by 
the  sea  to  have  a  salt-water  aquarium,  I 
should  not  bother  writing  this  paper.  But 
those  who  are  fond  of  natural  history  and 
strange  pets,  and  especially  poor  invalids 


beautifully  natural  that  you  watch  them 
expecting  to  view  the  exit  therefrom  of  some 
wee  mermaid  or  water  baby,  and  you  are  not 
surprised  when  a  droll-looking,  semi-trans- 
parent shrimp  ambles  awkwardly  forth  and 
sets  oS  across  the  stage,  intent  perhaps  on 
business  of  the  utmost  importance.  Perhaps 
in  his  march  the  little  fellow  comes  upon  a 
crab  half  buried  in  the  sand,  and  stops  to 
exchange  courtesies,  or  simply  says  "  Good 
morning,  Mr.  Nippers,"  and  goes  shambling 
on.  He  next  finds  himself  alongside  a  pretty 
starfish  who  has  lost  one  arm  in  the  wars, 
or  shaken  it  off  in  a  fit  of  excitement.  He 
says  "good  morning !"  to  the  starfish  also, 
for  the  water  being  singularly  clear  and 
translucent  to-day,  Mr.  Shrimp  is  on  extra 
good  terms  with  himself. 

But  this  starfish  waves  a  hand  or  two  at 
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him.  "Oh,  go  away,"  he  cries,  "I'm  too 
busy  to  waste  time  talking  to  the  like  of 
you." 

The  shrimp  rubs  his  eye  and  laughs. 
"Busy  indeed!"  he  says.  "Doing  what, 
eh  •?  " 

"  Counting  the  sands." 
^  "  Well,  count  away,  old  Pentacles,  I  shan't 
hinder  you." 

"Hallo!  "  he  cries  next  minute,  "here's 
a  periwinkle.  Top  o'  the  morning  to  you, 
Mr.  Zebra-finch.  Why,  how  prettily  you've 
been  and  gone  and  got  yourself  up.  Horns 
out  and  all.  Now,  shall  we  have  a  race? 
Just  round  the  starfish  and  back.  Very 
well,  Mr.  Slow-and-sure,  I'll  be  olf  to  look 
about  me." 

By-and-by  he  meets  a  small  lobster  walk- 
ing backwards  across  the  desert  sands.  The 
lobster  is  small  as  a  lobster,  but  a  giant 
compared  to  the  shrimp.  And  besides,  the 
shrimp  doesn't  like  him.  He  is  far  too  free 
with  those  claws  of  his,  and  walks  about  as 
if  the  whole  ocean  belonged  to  him.  So  the 
shrimp  hides  inside  an  empty  mussel  shell 
with  one  eye  out.  The  lobster  comes  on, 
and  rolls  the  .shell  over  and  over,  and  the 
shell  closes,  and  lo !  the  shrimp  is  im- 
prisoned. 

"  Awkward  !  "  he  shouts  ;  "  can't  you  see 
where  you're  going  !    Vulgar  beast !  " 

The  lobster  looks  round  with  one  stalky 
eye.  "I've  just  'arf  a  mind,"  he  says,  with 
sirong  Billingsgate  patois,  "  to  round  on  you, 
and  scrunch  you  up,  shell  and  all." 

After  the  lobster  has  gone,  our  little  friend 
comes  forth  again,  feeling  for  all  the  world 
like  Jack  the  Giant-Killer  coming  out  of 
Blunderbore's  cellar.  He  walks  on  and 
avyay  now  towards  the  garden  grounds,  and 
climbs  a  hill  to  have  a  look  around  him. 
High  up  yonder,  many  a  lovely  fish  is  afloat 
in  the  ambient  water.  In  a  little  island  of 
fantastic  rock  that  sticks  right  out  of  the 
water,  three  blennies  lie  fast  asleep.  All 
kinds  of  lovely  plants  and  weeds  are  waving 
from  the  rocks  ;  there  are  browns,  and  purple, 
and  greens  as  well,  with  pieces  of  coral,  red 
and  white,  lying  on  the  sands  and  looking  like 
the  wrecks  of  fairy  ships,  while  all  over  this 
garden,  wherever  rocks  are,  grow  living  flowers, 
the  anemones.  A  streak  of  sunshine  darts 
through  the  water,  which  is  now  so  dazzling 
that  our  little  friend  the  shrimp  would  have 
winked  if  his  eyes  had  only  been  shaped  for 
winking.  But  just  now,  I  do  assure  you, 
those  eyes  of  his  are  a  sight  to  see.  You 
.  , never  could  believe  that  the  sunlight  was 
falling  on  them,  but  that  coloured  fire  was 
coming  straight  from  them.  The  shrimp 
now  slides  down  hill,  and  goes  away  to 
explore  a  cave  which  is  half  hidden  by 
brown-red  waving  weeds.  The  cave  is  occu- 
pied, and  a  great  head  lies  right  in  the  door- 
way, so  grimly,  comically  ugly,  that  Mr. 
Shrimp  springs  back  as  if  he  had  been 
stung.  "Oh,  dear  oh  dear,"  he  cries,  "you 
did  frighten  me.  Grandfather  Lasher,  with 
your  big  mouth  and  your  terrible  eyes." 

Just  at  this  moment  a  being  from  ths 
other  world  — the  world  of  air— is  seen 
approaching  the  tank  from  the  other  side  of 
the  room.  This  is  fair-haired  Ethel  Gray, 
coming  to  feed  the  aquarium.  And  now, 
indeed,  the  commotion  begins.  The  blennies 
wake  up  and  take  the  water  with  a  splash, 
the  gobies  and  mullets  go  slowly  sailing 
skywards,  a  pipe  fish  stands  upon  its  tail 
and  opens  its  mouth,  trying  to  captivate 
Ethel  with  its  beautiful  eyes ;  a  big-mouthed, 
blubber-lipped,  spikey  old  wrasse  looks  at  the 
girl  with  one  eye  and  at  the  bottom  of 
iae  tank  with  the  other.  While  old  Father 
Lasher  comes  out  of  his  cave  with  such  a  rush 
and  a  run  that  poor  wee  Mr.  Shrimp  finds 
himself  next  moment  at  the  other  side  of  the 
aquarium  and  makes  sure  the  end  of  the 


world  has  come.  Then  Ethel  feeds  her  pets, 
and  they  all  love  her,  and  I'm  not  sure  that 
even  the  starfish  wouldn't  love  her  also  if 
he  hadn't  the  sands  to  count.  But  the 
secret  of  fair-haired  Ethel's  power  over  these 
finny  and  fanny  pets,  is  that  she  cares  for 
them,  sympathises  with  them,,  and  feeds  them 
regularly. 

Now  a  good  many  of  the  hints  I  gave  in 
my  paper  on  the  fresh-water  aquarium  hold 
good  for  the  salt.  In  getting  up  the  tank  itself 
you  must  be  equally  careful  as  regards  clean- 
liness. To  chemicals  of  all  kinds  fish  are 
most  sensitive.  I  remember  when  a  boy  a 
quantity  of  lime  was  accidentally  thrown  into 
a  trout  stream  that  ran  past  my  father's  land. 
For  many  miles  down  this  burn  every  fish 
was  killed.  So  if  instead  of  making  your  ov^n 
sea  water,  you  have  it  brought  to  you  from 
the  seaside,  be  most  careful  that  the  jars  or 
casks  are  perfectly  clean. 

Again,  if  you  make  your  own  aquarium, 
leave  it  to  steep  for  days  and  days  before  it 
is  put  in  use.  Make  it  of  glass  and  slate. 
But  really  it  w-ill  be  better  by  far  if  you  can 
save  your  pence  and  purchase.  A  large  plate, 
glass  tank  on  a  stand,  near  a  not  too  bright 
window,  looks  very  pretty  in  a  room.  If  this 
be  bought  at  a  naturalist's  t  will  be  all  right, 
but  if  made  by  a  carpenter  lie  may  use  putty 
or  red  lead  for  cement,  and  you  will  speedily 
have  all  your  precious  pets  poisoned.  Ordi- 
nary water  has  not  the  same  action  on 
cement  that  sea-water  has.  The  following 
cement  is  said  to  resist  the  action  of  sea- 
water,  and  may  therefore  be  used  for  joining 
the  sides  of  your  aquarium,— premising  of 
course  that  these  sides  are  fitted  into  grooves 
in  the  uprights  and  not  fastened  together 
like  panes  in  a  window  or  in  a  lantern. 

Take  one  part  each  by  measure  of  plaster 
of  Paris,  fine  sand,  litharge,  and  powdered 
resin.  Carefully  mix  and  pass  through  a  fine 
sieve.  It  must  be  stored  dry,  and  when 
wanted  a  portion  of  it  is  made  into  putty 
with  a  little  linseed  oil  and  dryers.  Take  aii 
ordinary  putty  knife  to  mix  it  with,  and  use 
soon. 

Of  course  there  are  all  shapes  and  sizes  of 
tanks,  and  if  you  are  artistic  enough  to  have 
plenty  of  taste,  you  caa  go  regularly  in  for 
landscape  work,  having  not  only  rocks  be- 
neath the  water  and  islands  in  the  centre, 
but  scenery  in  the  air  beyond  and  around 
the  aquarium,  with  tree-like  ferns  growing, 
and  pretty  flowers  as  w-ell ;  in  fact  a  fairy-land 
of  a  window  garden,  with  a  salt-water  lake  or 
ocean  in  the  centre. 

But  here  again  we  meet  with  a  difificulty 
generated  by  too  much  light.  Beware  of 
this,  or  you  will  have  confervas  growing  all 
over  the  side  of  your  aquarium,  and  the  water 
itself  anything  but  clear  and  pure.  Direct 
rays  of  the  sun  should  never  fall  on  the 
aquarium,  nor  too  much  light  of  any 
kind. 

Before  proceeding  to  fill  your  aquarium  and 
stock  it,  it  is  absolutely  necessary  that  you 
should  see  other  aquariums,  and  thus  acquire 
some  taste  in  rockwork.  I  myself  like  the 
tanks  whose  two  sides  as  well  as  back  are 
formed  of  slate,  the  front  of  plate  glass.  You 
can  thus  build  your  rockwork  very  artistic- 
ally all  round  it,  and,  if  there  be  space  enough, 
form  ai'ches,  caves,  etc.,  throwing  a  piece  of 
looking-glass  in  here  and  there  to  add  to  the 
pretty  effect. 

By  the  way,  why  should  not  scenes  from 
nature  be  depicted  in  our  salt-water  aqua- 
riums: Fancy  a  Fingal's  Cave,  for  example  ! 
The  idea  is  worth  thinking  about.  The 
stones,  etc.,  that  form  your  rocks  must  be 
as  natural  as  possible,  and  clean.  Wash  and 
brush  and  steep  them.  Clinkers  from  glass- 
works are  not  to  be  used,  but  artificial  stones, 
made  with  cement,  may  be.  There  should 
be  holes  and  crevices  in  them,  and  pieces  of 


coral  to  represent  fairy-like  trees  and  give  a 
bit  of  light  to  the  dark  greens  and  browns  of 
the  waving  seaweed. 

At  the  seaside  you  may  pick  up  stones 
with  seaweed  growing  from  them,  as  well  as 
many-coloured  pebbles,  shells,  etc.,  all  of 
which  tell  in  the  aquarium. 

Before  putting  in  your  rockwork  the  sand 
and  shingle  is  placed  down,  and  these  of 
course  must  really  come  from  the  sea-beach. 
[  Nothing  e.se  is  admissible. 

When  your  rockwork  and  sandy  bottom 
J  are  arranged,  it  will  be  time  to  get  your  sea- 
i  weed  put  down.    This  is  most  important. 
If  you  have  read  my  paper  on  the  Fresh- 
Water  Aquarium  you  of  course  know  why 
vegetation  is  placed  to  grow  in  the  aquarium. 
But  for  the  salt-water  tank  any  sort  of  sea- 
weed will  not  do.    Some  of  the  very  prettiest 
— red  for  example— may  die  soon  and  turn 
to  slime,  polluting  your  tank. 

The  seaweed  is  got  from  the  beach.  It 
must  be  already  growing  on  stones  sizeable 
enough  to  use,  and  it  is  best  to  be  content 
with  the  ordinary  kinds  first.  Place  them  in 
the  aquarium  artistically,  and  have  your  sea 
water  ready  to  put  in.  This  should  be  fil- 
tered through  a  clean,  big  flower-pot,  having 
a  sponge  in  the  hole  thereof. 

If  you  are  living  but  a  little  way  from  the 
sea  of  course  you  will  get  natural  water,  but  in 
all  inland  aquariums  the  water  used  is  made 
with  aquarium  salt.  Southell  Bros.,  of 
Birmingham,  I  know  make  it,  others  may 
also.  But  Tidman's  is  not  the  same,  this 
being  only  used  for  the  bath.  Get  the  salt 
through  any  chemist  and  get  also  specific 
gravity  bulbs.  Complete  directions  are  given 
for  mixing  it,  so  you  cannot  go  wrong. 

The  water  is  not  mixed  in  the  aquarium 
but  in  cans. 

Collecting. — One  of  the  chief  pleasures  of 
an  aquarium-keeper's  seaside  holiday  is 
collecting  specimens  for  his  tank.  He  is 
collecting  health  for  himself  at  the  same 
time.  A  straight  sandy  or  shingly  beach  is 
not  the  place  at  which  to  gather  specimens, 
but  your  rocky  fantastic  coasts,  where  the 
tide  goes  back  from  boulders  and  little  sandy 
reaches,  leaving  pools  in  the  rocks,  etc.  You 
will  find  everything  here,  seaweeds,  fishes, 
crabs,  Crustacea,  and  pebbles.  You  will  be 
able  also  to  study  the  natural  history  of  the 
seashore,  a  most  charming  recreation. 

In  your  wanderings  you  must  peep  into 
every  crevice  and  lift  every  mass  of  seaweed, 
for  anemones  often  hide  in  darkish  cracks. 
Find  out  where  everything  you  desire  to  take 
inland  with  you  is,  and  collect  the  day  before 
you  go  back  to  the  country.  But  this  advice 
of  course  only  refers  to  things  stationary,  not 
to  little  fishes.  These  must  be  secured  at 
sight,  and  placed  in  jars  of  sea-water,  half 
full. 

Anemones  will  have  to  be  lifted  up  with  a 
blunt  knife,  and  both  these  and  crabs,  etc., 
may  be  packed  in  wet  seaweed.  But  the 
sooner  anything  is  transferred  to  the  aqua- 
rium at  home  the  better. 

The  smaller  kinds  of  seaweeds,  lavers, 
mosses,  sea  grass,  sea  lettuce,  etc.,  will  be 
found  most  suitable  for  a  small  aquarium. 
But  every  aquarium  keeper  should  have  a. 
supernumerary  tank  to  put  things  into  for  a 
day  or  two.  'This  will  wash  them  anyhow, 
and  you  will  see  how  they  thrive. 

What  sort  of  fish  are  best  for  the  salt  water 
aquarium  '?  This  is  to  some  extent  a  matter 
of  taste.  The  creatures  must  of  course  be 
small  and  you  must  beware  of  overcrowding. 
Tiny  flatfish,  such  as  soles  and  plaice,  the 
wee  wee  things  that  fishermen  or  shrimpeis 
find  in  their  nets,  are  very  interesting,  so  are 
my  old  friends  the  blennies — the  smooth  — 
the  somewhat  silly-looking  wrasse,  the  goby 
— the  little  freckled  one  — wee  mullets  and 
basses  and  Father  Lasher.    Well,  these,  with 


a  St,  .  'i-ii  .jr  two,  and  of  course  periwinkles, 
the  dirfjifiit  kinds  of  tops  or  troches,  and 
wink:f-5.  These  and  various  otlier  of  tlie 
sams  k'ud  serve  to  keep  the  glass  from  being 
dimuiil  hy  spores.  Then  there  are  various 
sorts  of  iUi).lus3s,  crabs,  prawns,  and  shrimps, 
with  a  fe  v  beautiful  anemones. 

F.:c.l-nri. — Wlien  you  have  got  your  aqua- 
rium ftile  l  and  inhabited,  it  will  at  once 
occur  to  you  that  your  guests  want  board  as 
well  as  be  I.    It  your  tank  is  filled  with  real  \ 
sea-water,  which  it  would  be  as  a  matter  of  \ 
course  if  you  are  living  near  the  sea,  the  j 
inhabitants  of  your  tank  will  live  on  the 
minute  things  found  afloat  in  it,  and  the 
supp'.y  is  renewed  by  throwing  a  few  pieces  | 
of  seawe?!  intj  the  aquarium  and  again  | 
remivin.;  tlr^m  in  an  hour  or  two. 

Bat  suppj^ing  your  water  is  artifisial,  then 
you  must  teed  on  shredded  raw  msat,  ni'.itton 
or  beef.  The  dealers  in  aquarium  necessaries 
sell  a  long  wooden  forceps  for  the  purpose  of 
feeding  the  anemone.  The  bits  are  either 
let  drop  in  the  centre  or  on  the  creature's 
tentacles.    The  bits  must  be  very  small. 

Pieces  of  meat  must  not  be  left  about  to 
decay  in  the  tank,  or  they  cause  turbidity  and 
render  the  water  unwholesome.  So  will  a 
deal  animal  of  any  kind. 

The  inmates  do  not  require  feeding  every 
day.  The  keeping  of  the  water  clear  will  be 
your  greatest  difficulty,  and  one  that  nothing 
but  experience  will  enable  you  to  get  over. 
Keeping  a  salt-water  aquarium  ought  to  be 
an  incentive  to  the  study  of  the  inhabitants 
of  the  seas  that  sweep  our  coasts.  Than 
this  study  I  really  do  not  know  one  more 
fascinating. 


OUR  NOTE-BOOK. 


"  Geokge  Freeborn." — Now  that  this 
strange  story  of  adventure  is  concluded  in 
our  pages,  we  are  receiving  enquiries  from 
several  readers  anxious  to  know  whether  it 
"is  all  true,"  whether  there  really  ever  "  was 
a  George  Freeborn,"  and  so  on.  Well,  one 
correspondent  at  least  has  made  a  very  good 
shot,  forwarding  us  the  following  cutting 
from  a  standard  periodical,  dated  1885. 
Comment  seems  needless  :  — 

Death  op  the  "C^-^plaix  op  Norfolk  IsLAxn." 

News  rcacheJ  England  at  the  beginning  of  tliis  year 
of  the  death,  at  the  age  of  eighty-five,  of  tlie  Rev. 
George  H.  Nobbs,  who  for  fifty-si.x  years  acterl  as  pastor 
anJ  chaplain  to  the  Pitcairn  anil  Norfolk  Islanders. 
The  reverend  gentleman  in  his  early  life  had  a  romantic 
and  adventurous  career.  As  a  sailor  he  took  part  in 
tlie  South  AmericaQ  wars  during  the  early  part  of  the 
century,  and  while  serving  under  the  famous  Lord 
Ccchrane  gained  tlie  commendation  of  that  dis- 
tinguished naval  commander  for  many  of  the  exploits 
he  performciL  Often  shipwrecked  and  sometimes  taken 
captive,  he  hail  many  nan'ow  escapes.  At  the  request 
of  his  mother  he  left  the  sea  and  went  to  Pitcairn, 
where,  settling  among  the  islanders  and  becoming  their  i 
teacher,  he  married  a  granddaughter  of  Lieutenant  i 
Christian,  of  the  Bounty,  and  accompanied  the  com- 
munity in  its  migration  to  Taliiti,  and  subsequently  to 
Norfolk  Island.  Some  years  after  he  first  went  to 
Pitcairn,  Ailmiral  Fairfax  Moresby  visite<i  the  island 
and  procured  him  a  passage  to  England,  where  he  was 
ordained  hy  Dr.  Blomfield,  Bishop  of  London.  He  went 
back,  and  since  that  time  Mr.  Nobbs  has  faithfully 
laboured  in  that  distant  land,  and  gained  the  love  and 
esteem  et  all  the  islanders,  by  whom  his  death  is  deeply 
regretted. 


CHESS. 


Problem  No.  263. 
By  J.  F.  SAtj.vDmis. 

I  BLACK.  I  


a  b  c^   d       e       f       g  h 


abcdefgh 


I  WHn-K.  I         4-1-1=5  pieces. 
White  to  play,  and  mate  in  five  (5)  moves. 


Chess  Platers'  N.wies. 

According  to  our  promise  given  on  pages 
41.5  and  703  of  last  volume,  we  present  our 
readers  with  a  diagram  of  chess  players' 
names,  in  which  the  King's  move  is  used, 
and  no  letter  employed  twice  in  the  same 
name.  There  are  the  names  of  at  least 
eighty-three  players  of  all  nations  and  times 
known  in  books.  Name  them  in  alphabetical 
order,  and  mention  only  the  square  of  the 
initial  letter. 
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Solutions. 

Problem  No.  252.— 1,  Q— K  Kt  sq.,  K  - 
B  2  (if  to  K  2  ;  2,  Q-Kt  7).  2,  Q-R  7,  K 
moves.  .S,  Q  Kt-  Q  6  mate.  Solved  by 
W.  T.  Hurley  and  J.  D.  Tucker. 

Problem  No.  253,  page  127.— 1,  E— K  7, 
RxR  (or  a,  b).  2,  Q— K  4  (ch.),  K  moves. 
3,  B  or  Q  V  P  mate,  (a)  K— B  5.  2,  Q— 
K  4  (ch.),  K— B  0.  3,  Q— Q  4  mate.  (6) 
P— K  4.  2,  Q— B  7  (ch.),  K— K  5.  3,  R  x  P 
mate.  Solved  by  W.  T.  Hurley.  A  second 
solution,  sent  by  J.  D.  Tucker  (Leeds),  is, 

1,  Q— K  4  (ch.),  K  ^  Q.  2,  R— B  4  (ch.),  and 
3,  R  mates. 

Problem  by  Sturgis,  page  127.— 1,  R  x  Q, 
B  X  R  (or  «,  b).  2,  B-  Q  (5  (ch.)  or  R— Kt  4, 
and  3,  Q— Q  0  or  B  Kt  7  mate,  (a)  Kt  — 
Kt  3.    2,  R— R  5  (ch.),  etc.    (6)  P— R  8,  Q. 

2,  Q— Q  G  (ch.),  etc. 

Problem  by  St.,  page  127.— 1,  Q— Kt  sq., 
K— K  4  (or  a,  b).  2,  Kt— Q  G,  and  3,  Q 
mates,  {a)  K  -K  3.  9,  Q— K  4  (oh.),  etc. 
(b)  K  or  P  moves.    2,  Kt— B  5,  etc. 

Problem  by  Palmer,  page  127. — 1,  Q  Kt — 
K  5,  RxQ  (ch.).    2,  KtxR  (ch.),  K  x  B. 

3,  Kt — Kt  6  mate. 
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Problem  No.  254,  page  159.— 1,  K — Kt  3, 
Kt— B  2  (or  a).  2,  Kt-  B  6,  K  x  R.  3,  B— 
B  8  mate,  (a)  K— B  2.  2,  R-Q  7  (ch.), 
K  moves.  3,  Kt — B  6  mate.  Solved  by  W. 
T.  Hurley,  and  J.  D.  Tucker. 

Problem  No.  255,  page  175. — 1,  Kt— Q  4 
(ch.),  K— B  3.  2,  Q— K  B  8  (ch.),  K— K  4. 
3,  P-B  4  (ch.),  K-Q  4  (or  a).  4,  B-Kt  2 
(ch.),  Kt-  K  5.  5,  K— B  sq.,  Kt— Kt  G  mate. 
(a)  K— K  5.  4,  Kt— Kt  5  (dis.  ch.),  Kt  x  B. 
5,  Kt— B  3  (ch.),  Kt  X  Kt  mate. 


TO  CHESS  CORRESPONDENTS. 
C.  M.  P.— The  Giuoco  Piano  opening,  or  the  Italian 
game,  is  this  ;  1,  P— K  4,  P— K  4.    2,  Kt— K  B  3,  Kt- 
Q  B  3.    3,  B — B  4,  B — B  4.    Tlie  next  move  may  be  4 
P— B  3,  or  P— Q  3  or  4,  or  castling,  etc. 

W.  T.  H. — Your  game  of  nine  moves  is  so  interesting 
that  we  may  publish  it.  A  similar  game  is  this  :  1,  P — 
K  4,  P— K  4.  2,  Kt— K  B  3,  P— Q  3.  3,  B— B  4,  B— 
Kt  5.  4,  Kt— B  3,  P— K  H  3.  5,  Kt  x  P,  B  x  Q.  6,  B  x 
P  (oh.),  and  7,  Kt— Q  5  mate. 


OUR  PRIZE  COMPETITIONS. 

(Thirteenth  Series.) 


A  Pocket-Knife  Competition. 

This  subject  was  announced  on  p.  61  of 
the  present  volume,  thus  : — 

We  offer  a  Prize  of  at  least  One  Guinea  (which  we 
may  increase  if  needs  be)  for  the  best  article -to  be 
iiulged  alike  as  to  workmanship  and  ingenuity — pro- 
ilni  ed  wliolly  by  means  of  a  pocket-knife  and  common 
[line  or  other  soft-grained  wood.  Open  equally  to  all 
readers  up  to  24  years  of  age. 

Our  Award  is  as  follows  : — 

Prize — One  Guinea. 

David  H.  Smith  (aged  IGJ),  Infirmary  Lodge,  Dowa- 
patrick,  Co.  Down,  Ireland. 

Ejtra  Fri:e—I!u!f-a-Guinea. 
Erxest  Short  (aged  18),  89,  Mount  Street,  Reading. 

Ejirn  Priics — 5.^-.  each. 

AxTONY  HowAKD  IxGnA.M  (aged  12i),  Ivington,  Stow 
Park,  Newport,  Men. 

ARTHUR  S.  BuRXiSTOX  (aged  12),  2,  Keyham  Terrace, 
Devonport. 

Ai.T.AX  Ln  F.r.sEDGE  (aged  15),  Cumberland  House, 
St.  (Jeorge,  Bristol. 

CERTIPICATFS. 

\_The  nnmes  appear  in  order  of  merit.'] 

A.  W.  Norton-,  181,  Old  Street,  London,  E.c. 

William  Bexkett,  Square  Clonakilty. 

Francis   Sa.mueI/   VVel.max,    Oakdene,  Godalming, 
.Surrey. 

Joiix  Jepfersox,  78,  St.  Thomas  Terrace,  Bla-,  don-on- 
Tyne. 

Leonard   Sarre,    03,    Ditcliling   Road,  Brighton, 
Sussex. 

Thomas  George  Rodgees,  Chailemout  Square,  Bess- 
lirook,  Co.  Arnuigli,  Ii eland. 

WiLLiA.M  Gii.AsBY,  Soutergate,  Barton-on-Humber. 

Although  the  number  of  competitors  in 
this  subject  was  not  large,  some  very  in- 
teresting work  was  submitted.  The  first 
prize  is  secured  by  a  working  model  of  a 
horizontal  engine— a  most  excellent  piece  of 
construction  ;  a  second,  by  a  carved  hand- 
kerchief or  trinket  ca.se,  made  entirely  from 
the  wood  of  a  c  gar  box  ;  while  special  5s. 
prizes  go  to  (1)  a  working  model  dog-cart, 
(2)  a  prettily  rigged  little  vessel,  and  (3)  a 
few  links  of  chain,  with  hook,  cut  from  one 
p!ece  of  wood.  Then  amongst  the  certificates 
are  those  secured  by  a  model  dingy,  with  two 
oars  and  a  steering  paddle  ;  a  carved  model 
chair  ;  an  inkstand,  a  paper  rack,  etc.  We 
heartily  congratulate  all  who  have  secured  a 
place  in  this  competition,  and  may  be 
tempted  at  no  distant  date  to  afford  another 
similar  opportunity  for  the  display  of  in- 
genuity, skill,  and  patience. 
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I.  5^ 


A.  E.  RiDSD.VLK.— Get  an  Array  List,  and  look  out  the 
headquarters  of  the  different  vohuiteer  re^iraents  for 
yourself.  If  you  cauuot  afford  that,  look  iu  the 
London  Directory. 

Ln-ERPOOt.  CoLLEGK.— There  is  no  small  book  on 
modern  Spanish  coins.  A  copy  of  every  coin  book  in 
the  world  is  kept  in  the  numismatic  department  of 
the  British  Museum. 

TTsiPonM— AH  our  coloured  plates  are  out  of  print 
except  those  in  the  last  volume.  We  have  had 
several  plates  of  uniforms,  hut  the  volumes  con- 
taining them  can  only  be  had  by  advertising. 


AXGULS. — 1.  Grass-snakes  will  always  eat  f  rog«, 
and,  as  a  rule,  cannot  be  induced  to  take 
anything  else  ;  now  and  then  one  will  accept 
slugs,  earthworms,  dead  mice,  or  even  raw 
meat.  2.  They  cost  from  ninepence  (very 
small  ones)  to  half-a-crown,  dealers'  prices. 
3.  In  the  winter  they  must  either  be  allowed 
to  hyherriafv — to  pass  into  a  state  of  torpidity 
*  — with  about  as  much  protection  from  direct 

frost,  etc.,  as  a  bulb  or  root  might  require  ; 
or  they  must  be  kept  in  full  feeding  vigour 
by  artificial  heat.  Half-and-half  measures 
are  fatal  to  them. 

A  P.^RENT. — The  examinations  for  admission  to  Sand- 
hurst are  in  December  and  July,  and  notice  is  given 
in  the  newspapers  four  months  beforehand.  There  is 
an  examination  fee  of  £1.  University  candidates 
are  allowed  two  trials  ;  other  candidates  have  three. 
There  is  a  medical  examination.  The  limits  of  age 
are  from  17  to  20,  with  another  year  for  University 
candidates,  another  for  Colonial  candidates,  and  up 
to  24  for  tlie  West  India  Regiment.  The  fees  for 
sons  of  private  gentlemen  are  £125  a  year ;  sons  of 
ofBoers  in  the  service  pay  reduced  fees.  The  best 
summary  of  the  various  examinations  that  have  to 
be  passed,  not  only  on  admission,  but  on  promotion 
from  rank  to  rank  throughout  the  army,  is  in  "  The 
Aj'my  and  Navy  Calendar,"  published  by  W.  H.  Allen 
&  Co.,  13  Waterloo  Place,  Pall  Mall,  S.W.,  price  half- 
a-crown. 

M.  McK. — Shipbuilding  is  certainly  a  respectable  trade, 
but  there  is  not  likely  to  be  much  of  it  at  Manchester. 
You  should  be  apprenticeii  to  some  firm  on  the  Clyde 
or  Tyue.  There  is  a  description  of  how  a  mail 
Fteanier  is  built  in  "  Foundry,  Forge,  and  Factory,' 
published  at  66  Paternoster  Row,  price  2s. 

Moustache. — We  regret  the  delay  in  informing  you 
how  "to  grow  a  long  silken  moustache";  but  we 
have  written  to  a  person  who  keeps  Maltese  terriers, 
as  being  likely  to  know,  and  when  we  receive  his 
reply  we  will  print  it — if  we  have  room  I 

A.  S.  R. — The  reason  is  that  the  author  is  an  American. 
In  the  American  schools  of  to-day  the  "h  "  is  never 
dropped.  Such  words  as  honest,  heir,  honour,  etc., 
are  all  pronounced  with  the  full  "  h,"  and  the  drop- 
ping of  the  "h"  in  tliem  is  discouraged  as  being 
cockneyish.  At  least  so  we  have  been  told  when  we 
have  been  ill-advised  enough  to  remark  on  the  sub- 
ject. There  is  an  article  on  the  Enghsh  langiiage  iu 
Chambers's  "  Encyclopaedia,"  new  edition  now  pub- 
lishing, which  gives  a  long  list  of  authorities. 

A.  R.  T.^YLOR.— Write  to  the  Editor  of  the  "Exchange 
and  Mart,"  or  the  Editor  of  the  "  Engineer."  We 
know  of  no  trustworthy  book  on  the  subject. 

A  B.  0.  P.  L. — If  you  write  to  the  Secretary,  Royal 
Academy,  Burlington  House,  w.,  he  will  send  you  the 
information  and  forms. 

G.iLV.'^NOTrF.TER. — "Electrical  Instrument  Making  for 
Amateurs,"  bv  S.  R.  Bottone,  costs  35.,  and  is  pub- 
lished by  Wliittaker  &  Co.,  2  White  Hart  Street, 
Paternoster  Square,  E.c. 

JESTER.— 1.  The  star  is  Jupiter.  Any  almanac  would 
have  told  you  so  :  tli.at  is.  a  proper  almanac,  such  as 
Whitaker's.  2.  What  next  ?  Do  you  not  think  it  is 
rather  too  absurd  to  write  and  ask  us  if  a  certain 
book  is  in  a  certain  free  library  when  you  have  the 
catalogue  in  the  room?  3.  Read  "Stars  of  tlie 
Month"  in  our  sixth  volume.  It  gives  ail  the  best 
dodses  and  rhymes  for  identifying  the  stars  and  con- 
Etellatioua 
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[A[,L  ItlGHTS  r.ESEFATJD.] 


THE   COCK  HOUSE  AT  EELLSGARTH. 

A  PUBLIC  SCHOOL  STOEY. 
By  T.\lbot  Baines  Eeed, 

Aumor  of  ^'M,j  Friend  SmitK    Fiflk  Form  at  .SV.  D.mMcs;-  -  Adventures  of  a  Three-Guinea  Watch^  etc. 


IN  the  festivities  with  which  the  glorious 
victory  of  the  School  against  Rendle- 
sham  was  celebrated  Yorke  tools  no  part. 

The  captain  was  very  decidedlv  down 
in  the  moutli.    This  was  the  end  of  his 


CHAPTER  XII.— THE  MODERNS  ON  STRIKE. 

endeavour  to  administer  rule  with  a 
perfectly  even  hand  and  give  no  gromid 
for  a  whisper  of  anything  like  unfair  play 
to  the  opposition  !  This  was  what  his 
popularity  and  authority  were  valued  at ! 


For  the  first  time  in  her  annals,  Fells- 
garth  fellows  had  mutinied  on  the  field  of 
battle  and  to  their  captain's  face. 

Had  it  been  Dangle  only,  it  would  have 
mattered  less.    His  feud  v/ith  Eollitt  v/as 


■  ViMHiinMfji^'iifimtm^^   n  ^r. 


' Caught 


Oxen  Paper''  by  H.  Walker.) 


notorious,  and  would  account  for  any 
ebullition  of  bad  temper.  But  when 
Clappei'ton  not  only  patronised  the  mu- 
tiny but  joined  in  it,  things  were  come  to 
a  crisis  wliich  it  required  all  Yorke's 
courage  and  coolness  to  cope  with. 

It  might  have  solaced  him  if  he  could 
have  heard  a  discussion  wliich  was  taking 
place  in  the  rebels'  quarters. 

"It  served  them  precious  well  right," 
said  Clapperton,  trying  to  justify  what,  to 
say  the  least  of  it,  wanted  some  excuse. 
"  We'd  stood  it  long  enough." 

"It's  bad  enough,"  said  Dangle,  "to 
have  the  fifteen  packed  with  Classic 
fellows  ;  but  when  they  take  to  attacking 
us  before  the  whole  field,  it's  time  some- 
tliing  was  done.  I'm  as  certain  as 
possible  that  Eolhtt  deliberately  knocked 
Die  over  that  time." 

"  It  was  rather  warm  measm'es, 
though,"  said  Brinkman,  "  to  v/alk  off 
the  field.    We  might  have  got  licked." 

"  I'm  not  at  all  sure  if  it  wouldn't  have 
been  a  very  good  thing  if  we  had,"  said 
Clapperton.  "  At  any  rats,  it  will  bo  a 
lesson  to  them  what  it  niiglit  come 
to." 

"  Nothing  like  scuttling  a  ship  in  mid- 
ocean  if  you  want  to  be  attended  to.  'J'he 
only  awkward  thing  is  you  are  apt  to  go 
down  witli  it,"  said  Fullerton. 

"  Do  shut  up,  and  don't  try  to  bo 
fanny,"  said  Clapperton.  "Of  course  no 
one  wants  to  wreck  the  clubs.  We  shall 
play  up  hard  next  time,  and  then  they'll 
see  it's  worth  their  while  to  be  civil  to 
lis." 

"  Yes,"  said  Brinkman,  "  it  won't  do  to 
let  them  say  we  aren't  the  friends  of  the 
Scliool,'' 

"  Tliere's  not  the  least  fear  of  any  one 
thinking  that  now,"  gibed  Fullerton. 

"  Well,"  said  Dangle,  "  as  we  are  to 
play  the  return  witli  Rendlesham  this 
day  week,  we  shall  have  a  chance  of 
letting  them  see  what  we  can  do.  Only 
if  tliat  cad  Eollitt  plays,  it  won't  be  easy 
to  be  civil." 

Tliese  patriotic  young  gentlemen  were 
a  good  deal  disconcerted  next  morning  to 
find  that  they  had  been  reckoning  with- 
out their  host.  The  captain  had  posted 
up  the  fifteen  to  play  next  week.  The 
list  contained  the  names  of  Fullarton, 
Brinkman,  and  two  others  on  the  Modern 
side,  but  omitted  those  of  Clapperton  and 
Dangle. 

In  their  wildest  dreams  the  malcon- 
tents had  never  reckoned  on  the  captain 
taking  such  a  step  as  this.  They  knew 
that  tliey  were  necessary  to  the  efficiency' 
of  any  team,  and  that  witliout  them, 
especially  against  Rcmlli'sham,  it  would 
be  almost  a  farce  to  go  int  j  the  field  at  all. 

At  first  they  were  disposed  to  laugh 
and  sneer  :  tlien  to  bluster.  Then  it 
(hiA\-ii.0'l  on  them  gradually  that  for  once 
in  their  lives  tliey  had  made  a  mistake. 
Tlicy  liad  not  eveii  the  credit  of  refusing 
to  jjlay,  but  had  been  ignominiously 
kicked  out. 

A  council  of  war  was  lield,  in  wliich 
mutual  recriminations,  assisted  by  Fuller- 
ton's  candid  reflections  on  the  situation, 
occupied  a  considerable  share  of  the 
time. 

The  result  of  Iheir  deliberations  was 
that  Clapperton  and  Dangle  went  over  in 
no  very  amiable  frame  of  mind  to  the 
captain. 

Yorke,  as  it  happened,  was  having  a:i 


uneasy  conference  with  his  own  side  at 
I  the  time.  Delighted  as  the  Classics  were 
at  the  blow  which  had  been  struck  at  the 
mutineers,  the  prospect  of  almost  certain 
defeat  next  Saturday  made  them  anxious 
for  compromise. 

"  If  I  were  you,"  said  Fisher  i,  "  I'd 
give  them  a  chance  of  explaining  and 
apologising." 

"  Tliere  can  be  no  apology,"  said 
Yorke. 

"  You  are  quite  right  in  theory," 
said  Denton  ;  "  but  wouldn't  it  be  ratlier  a 
crow  for  them  to  see  that  we  are  licked 
without  tliem  ?  " 

"We  mustn't  be  licked,"  said  the 
captain.  "  We  held  our  own  without 
them  yesterday." 

"  Yes ;  but  we  were  on  our  own 
ground,  and  had  a  goal  to  the  good  before 
they  struck." 

"  I  think  old  Y'orke  is  quite  right," 
said  Ranger.  "  We  may  be  licked,  and  if 
we  are  they'll  crow.  On  the  other  hand, 
if  we  let  them  play  now  they'll  crow 
worse.  I  think  we'd  better  be  beaten  by 
Kendlesham  than  by  traitors." 

"  Shan't  you  let  them  play  at  all  this 
half'?  "  said  Fisher. 

"  That  depends  on  themselves,"  said 
Yorke. 

"  Hullo  !  here  they  come,"  s:  i  1  Ranger. 

The  two  Moderns  were  a  littie  discon- 
certed to  find  themselves  confronted  with 
the  body  of  Classic  seniors. 

"  Oh,  you're  engaged,"  said  Clapperton  ; 
"  we'll  come  again." 

"  No,  we  were  talking  about  the  team  ; 
I  suppose  that's  what  you've  come 
about." 

"Yes,"  said  Clapperton;  "we  want 
to  know  what  it  means  '?  " 

"Really  I  don't  see  how  it  could  liav3 
been  put  plainer.  It  means  that  tiie 
fifteen  men  named  are  going  to  play  on 
Saturday." 

"  Look  here,  Y^orke,"  said  Clapperton, 
"  if  you  think  I've  come  over  here  to  beg 
you  to  piit  Dangle  and  me  into  the  team, 
you're  mistaken  " 

"  I  don't  think  it.  You  know  it's 
impossible." 

"  All  I  can  say  is,  it's  sheer  spite  and 
nothing  else.  Dangle  was  deliberately 
knocked  over  by  that  cad  Rollitt  " 

"  Who  is  not  present,  and  may  there- 
fore be  called  names  with  safety,"  said 
Ranger. 

"  Shut  lip.  Ranger,  there's  a  good 
fellow,"  said  the  captain. 

"  And  Dangle  had  a  right  to  object," 
continued  Clapperton. 

"  He  had  no  right  to  play  into  the 
hands  of  the  other  side,"  said  Yorke. 

"How  do  you  know  I  did?"  said 
Dangle. 

"Do  you  mean  to  say  yon  didn't?" 
said  Yorke. 

"  I  didn't  come  here  to  be  catechised 
by  you.  Are  you  going  to  put  Clapper- 
ton and  me  in  the  fifteen  or  not  ?  That's 
what  we  came  to  know." 

"  No — certainly  not,"  said  the  captain  : 
"  and  as  that's  all,  you  may  as  well 
go." 

"Very  well,"  sneered  Clapperton,  who 
was  in  a  high  temper.  "  you'll  be  sorry 
for  it.    Come  on,  Dangle." 

"  There's  only  one  tiling  to  be  done 
now,"  said  he,  when  they  had  got  back  to 
their  own  side ;  "  we  must  none  of  iis 
I  play.    That  will  bring  them  to  reason." 


Brinkman  approved  of  the  idea. 

"  There's  more  sense  in  that,"  said  he, 
"  than  you  two  sticking  out.  That  will 
reduce  the  team  to  a  Classic  fifteen,  and 
if  they  get  licked  it  won't  matter." 

"  There's  no  possible  chance  of  their 
making  up  a  fifteen  withoiit  us?  "  asked 
Dangle. 

"  None  at  all.  They  haven't  the  men," 
said  Clapperton,  brightening  up.  "  The 
fact  is,  we  have  them  at  our  mercy ;  and  if 
they  want  us  to  play  again  they'll  have 
to  ask  us  properly." 

"  Meanwhile  Fellsgarth  will  get  cn 
splendidly,"  said  Fullerton. 

"  Shut  up.  Don't  you  see  it  will  be 
all  the  better  for  everybody  in  the  long 
run  ?  " 

"  I  can't  say  I  do  at  present.  It  may 
come  by-and-by." 

"  We  must  see  that  everybody  backs  up 
in  this,"  said  Brinkman.  "  One  traitor 
would  spoil  everything." 

"  That's  what  Yorke  said  on  Saturday', 
]  wasn't  it?"  asked  Fullerton  innocently. 
I  "  At  least,  he  said  two  traitors.  Yorke 
unll  not  see  that  what's  I'ight  for  one 
fellow  is  naughty  for  another." 
'      "  Look  here,  Fullerton,''  said  Clapper- 
'  ton,  wlio  was  sensitive  enough  to  feel  the 
!  sting  of  all  this,  "  you  don't  suppose  v,  e'ie 
doing  this  for  fun,  do  yoxx  ?    Will  you 
promise  not  to  play  on  Saturday,  e\'en  if 
you  are  asked  ?  " 

"  What  if  I  don't  ?  "  said  FuUerton. 

"  You  won't  find  it  particularly  com- 
fortable on  this  side  of  the  school,  that's 
all,"  said  Brinkman. 

Fullerton  meditated  and  turned  the 
matter  over. 

"  I  think,  on  the  whole,"  said  lie, 
mimicking  Clapperton,  "  that  as  this  is 
for  the  highest  good  of  the  school,  and  as 
everybody  is  to  be  all  the  better  in  the 
long  run,  and  as  we're  all  going  to  be 
j  noble  and  sacrifice  ourselves  together,  5-011 
may  put  me  down  as  not  playing  011 
Saturday.  Dulce  ct  decorum  est  jn'o 
pntria — I  beg  pardon,  I'm  not  on  the 
Classic  side  yet." 

The  other  players  named  on  the  list 
[  consented  more  or  less  reluctantly  to 
follow  the  same  example.    After  morning 
school,  therefore,  when  the  fellows  looked 

•  at  the  notice  board,  they  saw,  to  their 
I  bewilderment,  the   names  of  the  four 

•  Modern  fellows  struck  out  and  the  fol- 
lowing note  appended  to  tlie  captain's 
Hst: 

I  "  Notice. — The  following  players  pro- 
test against  the  exclusion  of  two  names 
from  the  above  list,  and  decline  to  play 
on  Saturday,  viz.,  Brinkman,  Fullertor 
Ramshaw  i,  and  Smith." 
■  Underneath  this,  a  juvenile  hand 
:  had  carefully  inscribed  in  bold  charac- 
ters : 

"  JoUv  good  riddance  of  bad  rubbi.-h." 
Signed, ""  Wheatfield,       D'Arcy,  Ashby, 

I  Fisher  11." 

Fisher  11,  who  signed  this  latte  •  mani- 
festo by  proxy,  had  hastened  to  carry  the 
news  of  it  to  his  brother. 

"  The  cads  !"  said  the  junior.  "Weave 
sure  to  be  beaten  ;  I  shall  never  dare  to 
get  Rollitt  twice  running.'' 

'■  "  "  What -do  you  mean  ?  "  asked  the  elder 

\  brother,  turning  round. 

j  "  Oh,  don't  tell,"  said  Fisher  11,  "I 
didn't  mean  to  say  anything ;  you  see,  I 

I  thought  he  wouldn't  fiy  out,  so  I  asked 

I  him  last  time." 
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"  You  !  What  do  you  know  of  EoUitt  ? 
Why  should  he  play  to  oblige  you  ?  " 

Fisher  11,  wishing  he  had  not  mentioned 
Eollitfs  name,  related,  somewhat  apolo- 
getically, the  story  of  the  adventure  on  the 
Shayle. 

"  Why,"  said  the  elder  brother,  "  you 
saved  his  life,  young  'un.  No  wonder  he's 
civil  to  you  !  " 

"  Oh,  please  don't  tell  him  I  told 
you." 

"  All  right ;  but  what  about  the  boat  ? 
It  must  have  been  smashed  to  bits.  What 
did  Mrs.  Wisdom  say  ?  " 

Oh,  Rollitt  was  very  honourable  and 
bought  her  another.  She  told  me  so  — 
and  I've  seen  the  new  boat." 

"  Rollitt  bought  it !  Why,  he's  as  poor 
as  a  church  mouse.  How  coiald  he  get 
the  money,  I'd  like  to  know  ?  " 

"He  got  it  the  very  next  day,"  said 
Fisher  11.  "  I  suppose  he  had  some  ;  but 
promise  you  won't  say  anything." 

"  What's  the  use  of  making  a  secret  of 
it  ?  I  won't  say  anything  unless  you  like. 
But  I  must  go  to  Yorke." 

The  captain  was  quite  prepared  for  the 
action  of  the  Moderns. 

"  They've  struck,"  said  he.  "  Now  the 
question  is,  shall  we  play  on  Saturday,  or 
scratch  the  match  ?  " 

The  mianimous  verdict  was  in  favour 
of  playing,  whatever  the  result. 

"  Of  course  we  are  never  sure  of  Rollitt 
until  we've  got  him,"  said  he,  "  so  we  may- 
have  to  play  without  him." 

'•  Would  Stratton  play  for  iis  '?  "  asked 
some  one. 

"  No,  don't  let's  go  outside  and  ask 
masters.  We're  in  for  a  licking  ;  but  we'll 
make  the  best  fight  we  can." 

So  yet  another  notice  appeared  on  the 
board  before  nightfall. 

"  The  School  team  on  Saturday  will 
consist  of  the  following."  (Here  followed 
the  names,  all,  of  course,  on  the  Classical 
side.) 

"  A  meeting  of  the  Clubs  is  summoned 
for  October  3rd,  at  four  p.m.,  in  Hall." 

Of  these  two  announcements  the  first 
amused,  the  second  perplexed  the  good 
young  men  of  the  Modern  side.  The  new 
fifteen  consisted  half  of  raw  outsiders 
who  had  never  played  in  a  first-class 
matcji  before,  and  were  utterly  unknown 
to  fame  on  the  football  field.  But  the 
summons  for  October  3  was  puzzling. 
Bid  ii  mean  a  general  row,  or  was  the 
captain  going  to  resign,  or  was  an  at- 
tempt to  be  made  to  expel  the  nmti- 
neers  ? 

Clapperton  did  not  like  it.  He  had  ex- 
pected Yorke  would  have  come  to  terms 
before  now,  and  it  disconcerted  him  to 
see  that,  on  the  contrary,  the  captain 
seemed  determined  to  carry  the  thing 
through. 

The  only  thing,  of  coiurse,  was  for  the 
Moderns  to  abstain  in  a  body  from  the 
meeting.  But  could  they  depend  on  their 
forces  to  obey  their  leaders  ?  It  was  all 
very  well  to  compel  four  players  to  refuse 
to  act ;  but  to  constrain  120  boys  to  do 
the  same  was  a  less  easy  task. 

It  seemed  to  Clapperton  that  he  would 
do  best  to  strike  the  iron  while  hot ;  and 
for  that  purpose  he  made  a  descent  next 
morning  into  the  quarters  of  his  fag.  If 
he  could  secure  the  juniors,  it  woiUd  be 
something. 

He  found  Percy  there  alone,  diligently 
working.    That  young  gentleman  had  in 


fact  been  reminded  in  pretty  forcible  terms 
by  Mr.  Forder  that  he  had  not  yet  handed 
in  his  Latin  letter  of  apology  ordered  a 
week  ago.  Percy  had  hoped  if  he  forgot 
it  long  enough  Mr.  Forder  would  forget 
it  too,  and  it  had  startled  and  grieved 
him  very  much  to-day  to  receive  notice 
that  unless  he  brought  his  j}a;na  in  an 
hour  he  would  be  sent  up  to  the  Doctor. 

Consequently,  while  his  comrades  were 
out  enjoying  themselves,  he  was  here  in 
a  shocking  bad  temper,  with  a  Latin 
Dictionary  in  front  of  him,  trying  to 
express  his  contrition  for  having  used 
bad  language  in  class  a  week  ago. 

He  had  got  a  little  way.  Latin  prose 
for  a  Modern  junior  is  a  trifle  thorny  ; 
but  Percy  had  a  rough  and  ready  way 
with  him  which,  if  it  did  not  emulate 
Cicero,  at  least  made  his  meaning  toler- 
ably clear. 

"  Care  Magistere  Fordere,  Ego  sum 
excessive  tristis  ut  ego  usebam  nialam 
linguam  in  classem  alteram  diem.  Ego 
apologize,  et  ego  non  facerebo  illud 
iterum.  Ego  cpero  ut  vos  voluntas  pro- 
donnere  (it  took  him  some  time  to  arrive 
at  this  classical  term  for  '  you  will  for- 
give ')  me  hanc  tempus." 

This  was  all  very  well,  but  it  only  took 
up  about  six  lines  out  of  ten,  and  he  was 
in  despair  how  to  continue.  His  ideas, 
his  temper,  and  his  Latin  had  all  evapo- 
rated. When  Clapperton  entered,  he  did 
not  even  look  up. 

you   are,   and  hanj 


What's  the  row  ^\  ith 


If 


"  Cut,  whoever 
yourself,"  said  he. 

"  Hullo,  Percy ! 
you  ?  " 

"  Don't  talk  to  me,"  said  Percy, 
that  beast,  Forder." 

"  Where  are  the  others  ?  I  want  to 
talk  to  you  youngsters." 

"  How  do  I  know  where  every  ass  in 
the  place  is  '?    What  do  you  want  ?  " 

The  tone  in  which  the  inquiry  was 
made  was  not  encouraging. 

"  It's  about  the  meeting  next  Aveek. 
We  don't  mean  to  attend  it." 

"  Don't  you  ?  Our  lot  does.  We're 
going.  Rather." 

"  It's  a  dodge  of  the  other  side.  They're 
going  to  get  the  clubs  into  their  own 
hands,  and  we've  decided  none  of  our 
fellows  shall  go.  Then  they  can't  do 
anything." 

'•  Can't  they  ?  I'on  don't  know  my 
young  brother  Wally  as  well  as  I  do. 
He'll  do  something,  bless  you ;  but  I 
rather  fancy  they  won't  ha.ve  it  all  to 
themselves.  We'll  put  a  spoke  in  their 
wheels." 

"Look  here,  yoxmg  Wheatfield,"  said 
Clapperton,  put  out  by  the  obtuseness  of 
his  fag,  "  the  long  and  short  of  it  is  you're 
not  to  go.  You  know  what's  happened. 
Our  side  has  been  snubbed  and  cut  out  of 
the  games  by  those  fellows ;  and  now 
they  want  to  get  us  to  come  to  their 
precious  meeting  to  help  them  collar  the 
clubs." 

That's  just  why  I  and  my  chaps  are 
going  to  turn  up,"  said  Percy.  "  We'll  let 
them  know  !  " 

"  Do  yow  hear  what  I  say  ?  You're  not 
to  go,  you  or  any  of  them.  If  you  can't 
imderstand  the  reason,  I  daresay  you'll 
understand  a  thrashing.  Y'ou'll  get  it 
unless  you  stand  out  like  the  rest  of 
us." 

"  I  say,  what's  the  Latin  for  '  wrong," 
Clapperton  ?  " 


"  Do  you  hear  what  I  say  ?  " 

"  Yes,  yes — is  it  'mains,'  or  '  unrectiis,' 
or  what  ?  " 

"  Are  you  going  to  do  what  I  tell 
you?  " 

"  How  can  I  say  what  tJio  chaps  '11 
do  ?  " 

"  Y^ou  must  tell  them ;  you're  fags' 
captain.  They  must  do  what  you  tell 
them." 

"  I'd  jolly  well  like  to  catch  them  not," 
said  Percy,  tossing  his  head  ;  "  I'd  teach 
'em.  I  say,  do  you  think  '  xmrectus  '  will 
do  ?  " 

"  Remember,  you'll  get  it  pretty  hot  if 
you  disobey  in  this,  I  promise  you." 

"  Perhaps  '  mains  '  is  better  form,"  sug- 
gested the  jvmior. 

Clapperton  left  in  despair. 
"What  a  fearful  ass  I  was,"  said 
Percy  when  he  had  gone,  "  not  to  mate 
him  write  my  impot.  Just  like  me. 
Catch  our  lot  not  going  to  that  meeting  ! 
We  ain't  going  to  skulk.  Whew  !  there 
goes  the  quarter  to  1  I  shall  never  get 
done  this  brutal  thing."  "  Id  est  malus 
non  faceie  quad  magister  dicit.  Vos  vol- 
untas laetus  audire  ut  Fellsgai  tluisliquebat 
Rendleshamus  ad  pedeniballum  siiper 
Saturdaium  durare  (Saturday  last).  Nos 
obtenebanus  iinum  goalum  ad  nil  quod 
non  erat  malum.  Ego  debeo  mmc  con- 
chnlere.  Ego  sum  vestnnn  fideliter 
Perceius  Granum  agrum."  (Percy  flat- 
tered himself  he  knew  the  correct  Latin 
for  his  own  name.) 

He  had  a  rush  to  get  this  work  of  art 
over  to  Mr.  Forder  in  time,  and  was  con- 
siderably mortified  to  observe  that  the 
master  did  not  seem  at  all  gratified  by  the 
performance.  Just  like  Forder !  The  more 
you  laid  yourself  out  to  please  him,  the 
worse  he  was. 

"  Leave  it,  sir.  I'll  speak  to  you  to- 
morrow !  " 

"That  means  a  licking,"  said  Percy  to 
himself.  ''I  can  see  it  in  liis  eye.  All 
serene.  That's  his  way  of  showing  his 
gratitude." 

And  he  went  back  in  a  very  bad  temper 
to  his  own  room,  where  his  comrades  had 
arrived  to  greet  him. 

"  Why  ever  can't  you  chaps  be  in 
the  way  when  you're  wanted?"  growled 
Percy.  "  There  was  Clapperton  in  liere 
just  now  talking  rot  about  the  meeting 
next  week.  What  do  you  think  ?  He  says 
we're  not  to  go  to  it." 

"  Why  not?  " 

Percy  m  his  lucid  manner  tried  to  ex- 
plain. 

"  All  gammon,"  said  Liekford.  "  If  we're 
to  be  stopped  going  to  Hall,  we  shall  be 
stopped  grub  next." 

This  was  an  argument  that  went  home. 

"  If  Clapperton  had  made  it  worth  our 
while,  you  know,"  said  Cottle,  "it  might 
have  been  different.  I  dcn't  care  much 
about  the  meeting ;  but  if  I  stop  away 
for  him,  I'll  get  something  for  it." 

This  mercenary  view  of  the  subject 
was  new  to  Percy,  but  he  frankly  ac- 
cepted it. 

"  I  tell  you  what,"  said  he  ;  "  here,  give 
us  a  pen  ;  we'll  just  draw  up  a  few  condi- 
tions. If  he  accepts  them  we'll  stay  away ; 
if  he  don't,  he  may  hang  himself  before 
we  sit  oi;t." 

After  much  deliberation,  the  following 
charter  of  six  points  was  draft  Ji  iip  and 
laid  on  Clapperton's  table. 

"  On    the    following    conditions  the 
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Tindersigned  will  stop  out  of  Hall  on  Oc- 
tober 3rd, — namely,  to  wit,  viz.  i.e.  :— 

"  1.  No  more  fagging. 

"  2.  Don't  go  to  bed  till  9.30. 

"  3.  A  study  apiece. 

"4.  The  prefects  shall  be  abolished.  Any 
prefect  reporting  to  Forder  to  be  kicked. 


"  5.  Except  between  9.30  p.m.  and 
7.30  a.m.  we  do  as  we  like. 

"  6.  That  the  four  following  Modern 
cads  get  their  noses  pulled ;  namely 
Wakefield,  W.  (a  lout) ;  D'Arcy  (a  pig)"; 
Ashby  (a  pudding-head) ;  and  Fisher  ii 
(a  cow). 

(To  he  coittinued.) 


"  If  these  are  agreed  to,  we  won't  go 
to  the  meeting."    (Signed  by) 

Wheatfield,  p.,  m.p. 
Cottle,  Major  General. 

LiCKFORD,  D.D. 
EaMSHAW  II,  F.S.A. 

Cash,  ll.d.,  etc.  etc. 


MAUEICE  KERDIC;    OR,   THE   MYSTERY   OF  ECBATANA. 


SUDDENLY  there  was  an  uproar  in  one  of 
the  neighbouring  trenches — that  in 
which  the  Arabs  were  working.  There 
was  a  sound  of  imprecations  and  of  a 
struggle  ;  then  there  was  the  piercing  cry 
of  a  child,  and  then  aU  was  silent. 
Catherine,  who  was  always  quick  and 
prompt  in  her  movements,  ran  to  see  wliat 
was  the  matter,  and  her  companions 
followed  her.  Professor  Hasselfratz  re- 
placed in  one  of  his  capacious  pockets  the 
little  hammer  with  which  he  had  been  tap- 
ping tlie  soil  here  and  there,  and  advanced 
with  measured  steps  in  the  same  direction. 

On  reaching  the  Arab  trench  Catherine 
saw  at  first  but  a  confused  crowd,  but  she 
soon  discovered  the  cause  of  the  disturb- 
ance. Five  or  six  of  tlie  labourers  were 
gathered  excitedly  around  a  boy  of  about 
twelve  years  old,  wlio,  pulled  about  from 
one  to  the  other,  bullied  and  beaten  by 
them,  was  standing,  pale,  and  with  com- 
pressed lips,  clasping  to  his  chest  some 
object  which  his  persecutors  were  trying  to 
get  away  from  him. 

Catherine  indignantly  ran  towards  the 
group,  and  with  an  imperious  gesture  lay- 
ing a  little  switch  she  carried  in  her  hand 
on  the  arm  of  one  of  the  men  who  Avas 
about  to  pull  the  boy's  ee^r — 

"  What  is  all  this  ?  "  she  said.  "  Why 
are  you  abusing  this  boy  ?  " 

"Eh?"  said  the  man,  with  some  em- 
barrassment, "  the  lady  need  not  be 
alarmed.  You  bad  lot !  You  son  of  a 
dog  !    You  son  of  a  burnt  father  !  " 

And  he  spat  on  the  groimd  in  sign  of 
his  contempt. 

"  I  asked  you  for  an  explanation,"  said 
Catherine.  "  Ai-e  you  not  ashamed  to  lose 
your  tempers  in  this  way  at  such  a  child  ? 
It  is  unworthy  of  you  !  What  has  he 
done  ?  What  do  you  accuse  him  of  ? 
Has  he  stolen  anything  ?  " 

"  Oh !  no  doubt  of  it !  Son  of  a  dog  ! 
Son  of  a  thief!  "  clamoured  the  men  in 
chorus  in  a  tone  of  supreme  indignation. 

"  As  to  that,"  said  Catherine,  "  if  he  is  a 
thief  he  is  not  the  only  one  here,  and  you 
can,  I  think,  show  him  as  many  as  you 
like.  Now,  be  off  to  j'our  pickaxes,  all  of 
you !  I  will  take  care  of  the  boy.  And 
now  then,  you,  what  is  this  all  about  ?  " 

The  excavators  shambled  away  mur- 
murmg,  but  they  dare  not  disobey  the 
orders  of  the  Khanomii,  and  they  went 
away  to  their  trench  after  spitting  on  the 
gi'ound  round  the  boy  in  expression  of 
their  reprobation. 

Catherine  then  had  leisure  to  examine 
him  more  in  detail.  His  garments  of 
white  linen  had  been  torn  in  the  struggle. 
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CHAPTER  IV. — THE  LITTLE  GUEBRE. 

and  a  slight  wound,  caused  apparently  by 
a  stone  which  had  been  thi-own  at  him, 
was  bleeding  just  over  the  left  eyebrow. 
She  could  not  help  noticing  the  beauty-  of 
the  lad,  his  slender  elegant  limbs,  set  off 
like  those  of  a  little  golden  bronze  antique 
by  the  tatters  of  white  linen.  His  head, 
covered  with  black  curly  hair,  was  of  un- 
common grace,  and  the  white  of  his  large 
velvety  eyes  shone  Hke  enamel  on  his 
brown  face.  Tire  treatment  to  which  he 
had  been  subjected  had  in  no  way  altered 
his  calm,  proud  expression.  Except  when 
a  flash  of  indignation  had  fired  his  look 
when  he  had  been  charged  with  theft 
he  had  remained  impassible,  his  hands 
crossed  on  his  chest,  guarding  with  jealous 
care  whatever  it  was  they  wished  to  take 
away  from  him. 

"Poor  little  fellow!"  said  Catherine 
compassionately.  "  He  has  been  hurt. 
Come  here  and  I  will  wash  the  cut." 

The  boy  went  to  her  without  a  word. 
She  bathed  his  forehead ;  after  which  she 
covered  the  wound  with  a  piece  of  oiled 
silk,  and  placing  her  hand  on  his  head — 
"There  you  are,"  she  said,  "properly 
looked  after.  And  now  will  you  tell  me 
what  has  happened '?  What  did  those 
men  want  with  you  ?  " 

"Hum!"  said  Doctor  Hardy,  "I  am 
afraid  he  has  taken  something  of  theirs. 
Let  us  see  what  you  ha\'e  got  there,  my 
boy.  I'll  wager  that  it  does  not  belong  to 
you  legally." 

"No!"  said  Catherine,  "I  am  per- 
suaded the  boy  is  no  thief!  I  have  some 
experience  effaces  when  people  are  caught 
in  the  act,  and  I  do  not  see  anything  of 
the  sort  here.  Look,"  she  said  in  a  gentle 
voice,  "  the  boy  has  dignity,  and  seems  to 
receive  an  accusation  with  contempt." 

"That  is  true  enough,"  said  Maurice 
laughing.  "  He  looks  at  us  from  the  height 
of  his  grandeiu'.  Come,"  said  he  in  Persian, 
"  show  me  what  it  is,  and  then  go  !  You 
are  not  one  of  our  labourers,  are  you  ?  " 

The  boy  shook  his  head.  Suddenly 
Professor  Hasselfratz  stepped  to  the  front, 
and  laid  his  heavy  hand  on  the  boy's 
shoulder  and  gave  liim  a  shake. 

"  Show  what  you  have  there,  you 
naiighty  rascal !  "  he  said  in  a  loud  angry 
voice. 

"Leave  him  alone,  sir,  if  you  please," 
said  Catherine.  "  I  don't  believe  the  boy 
is  a  thief,  and  I  will  take  iipon  myself 
to  send  him  away  without  pursuing  our 
inquiries  farther.  Go,  my  boy,  you.  are 
free  !  "  she  said. 

She  had  scarcely  uttered  the  words 
when  the  boy's  expression  changed.  His 


closed  lips  separated  in  a  smile,  and  half- 
opening  his  hands  he  showed  a  dove 
with  a  velvety  collar  and  rosy  beak  and 
feet  hiding  against  his  chest. 

"Look!"  said  Catherine  joyously,  "I 
knew  he  had  stolen  nothing!  Why  did 
those  men  attack  you,  my  boy  ?  " 

"  I  was  going  home  along  the  road, 
holding  the  dove  so  that  it  shoiild  not  fly 
away,  when  the  men  saw  me  and  shouted 
that  I  had  stolen  something  from  your 
camp.  They  tried  to  take  it  trom  me, 
and  I  did  not  want  them  to  see  what  it 
was — and  they  did  not  see  !  "  said  he, 
triumphantly. 

"And  you  got  that  wound  on  your 
forehead,  stupid  !  "  said  Professor  Hassel- 
fi'atz.  "  If  you  had  given  in  they  would 
have  left  you  alone." 

"  But  I  did  not  give  m,"  said  the  boy, 
"  and  they  did  not  see  what  I  was  hid- 
ing." 

"  What  is  your  name  ?  "  asked  Cathe- 
rine. 

"Hassan  " 

"  Do  your  relatives  live  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood ?  " 

"  I  have  no  relatives." 
"You  spoke   of  gomg  home,"  said 
Kerdic.    "  Do  you  live  alone  ?  " 

"  Oh,  no.  I  live  with  Goucha  Kichin 
and  Leila." 

"  Goucha  Nichin ! "  repeated  Herr 
Hasselfratz,  with  a  shout  of  laughter. 

"  Unless  I  am  mistaken,"  said  Cathe- 
rine, "  this  name  of  Goucha  Nichin 
means  Mterally,  He-whokeeps-in-his- 
corner  !  " 

"  A  fine  name,  is  it  not  ? "  said  the 
professor. 

"  It  is  at  least  that  of  a  man  who  does 
not  make  himself  obtrusive,"  said  Cathe- 
rine, smiling. 

"And  that  carmot  be  said  of  everybody," 
said  the  lieutenant  with  a  look  at  the 
German,  who  took  no  notice  of  the  re- 
mark, hut  adjusted  his  spectacles  and  at- 
tentively examined  little  Hassan. 

"  From  the  fashion  of  this  boy's  clothes," 
he  said  at  length,  "  I  am  inclined  to  think 
he  belongs  to  the  sect  of  Guebres." 

"  Guebres  !  "  repeated  Catherine,  aston- 
ished. "I  did  not  know  that  they  still 
existed ! " 

"  On  the  contrary,  mademoiselle,  they 
exist,  and  although  they  are  a  sect  justly 

despised  " 

"  Why  so  ?  "  said  Catherine,  quickly. 
"  What  is  there  in  the  sect  to  despise  '?  " 

"  Theu"  adoration  of  fire  as  the  vivifying 
jirinciple  of  the  world  has  nothing  specially 
degrading  in  it  that  I  can  see,''  said  the 


lieutenant,  who  was  not  sorry  to  be  able 
at  one  and  the  same  time  to  support 
the  opinion  of  Miss  Kerdic  and  with- 
stand that  of  the  learned  professor,  to 
whom  he  had  taken  an  antipathy  at  first 
sight. 

"Very  good!"  said  the  oculist.  "If 
mademoiselle  considers  the  sect  admir- 
able, I  will  admire  it  as  well.  Anyway, 
the  Persians  are  not  of  that  opinion,  and 
they  have  nothing  but  insults  to  give  the 
Guebres." 

"Is  that  the  reason  the  men  attacked 
this  boy  ?  "  asked  Catherine. 

"Nothing  is  more  likely,"  said  the 
professor,  nodding  his  big  head. 

"  Poor  boy !  Is  it  true,  Hassan,  that 
you  are  a  Guebre  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  Yes,  Khanoum,"  said  Hassan,  boldly, 
and  drawing  himself  up  proudly  and 
somewhat  sorrowfully,  as  if  he  expected 
to  find  a  sudden  change  in  the  tone  and 
behaviour  of  his  questioner. 

"  We  can  believe  what  he  says  in  this 
case,"  said  Kerdic.  "  Hated  though  they 
be  as  idolaters,  the  Guebres  have  the 
reputation  of  never  telling  a  lie." 

"Enviable  peculiarity  !  "  said  the  lieu- 
tenant. "  Wliat  a  pity  they  cannot  com- 
municate a  little  of  it  to  our  dear  negroes, 
Arabs,  Tunisians,  Persians,  and  such 
like!" 

"  And  do  these  Guebres  still  practise 
to-day  the  religion  of  Zoroaster  ?  "  asked 
Catherine. 

"A  little  changed,  of  course,"  said  her 
brother ;  "  but  I  believe  there  exists  among 
them  a  small  group  of  sectaries  desirous 
of  bringing  back  the  primitive  form. 
Do  tliey  not  call  them  the  ancient 
Guebres  ?  " 

"  Exactly,"  said  the  doctor. 

Little  Hassan's  eyes  had  brightened 
at  the  words. 

"  Your  friends  belong  to  that  sect,"  said 
Catherine,  who  had  noticed  this. 

"  Yes,  Khanoum." 

"And  where  do  they  live  ?  " 

"Over  there  !  "  said  he,  extendmg  his 
arm  to  the  north.  "  Near  the  tomb  of 
Esther  and  Mordecai." 

"  Is  there  a  village  over  there  ?  " 

Hassan  shook  his  head. 

"  Goucha  Nichin  does  not  live  among 
men,"  said  he.  "He  stays  in  his  corner. 
He  guards  the  Tower  of  Silence." 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  that  ?  " 

"  That,"  said  Doctor  Hardy,  "  is  a  tower 
that  would  not  please  you,  my  dear  girl. 
The  Guebres  do  not  bury  their  dead  ;  they 
pollute  neither  fire,  earth,  nor  water  with 
human  dust ;  they  expose  their  dead  on 
elevated  towers,  and  leave  the  birds  of 
the  air  to  give  them  burial.  In  other 
words,  vultm-es  and  crows  are  their  grave- 
diggers." 

"  Horrible  !  "  said  Catherine,  shudder- 
ing. "  Hassan,  does  Goucha  Nichin  live 
in  one  of  these  towers?  " 

"  No  one  is  in  the  dackme,'"  he  said 
solemnly,  "  but  those  who  are  silent  for 
ever." 

"  Then  what  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Goucha  Nichin  lives  among  the  rocks  ; 
he  guards  the  Tower  of  Silence — that  is  to 
say,  he  keeps  the  profane  away  from  it. 
No  one  can  approach  it,  not  even  a  beast 
or  a  bird  of  the  air,  unless  Goucha  Nichin 
permits." 

"Oh!  oh!"  said  Hasselfratz,  incredu- 
lously. 

"  You  could  not  go  near  there  yourself, 


fat  Sahib,  if  Goucha  Nichin  forbade  you," 
said  Hassan,  without  a  sign  of  fear. 

"  That  we  will  see,  yoimg  stupid,"  said 
the  oculist,  annoyed  at  the  epithet  the  boy 
had  applied  to  him. 

"  Goucha  Nichin  is  a  relative  of  yours, 
I  suppose  ?  "  said  Catherine. 

"  No,  Goucha  Nichin  is  nothing  to  me. 
When  I  was  very  little  he  found  me  on 
the  road ;  no  one  knows  where  I  came 
from,  or  of  what  family  I  am.  Goucha 
Nichin  took  me  in  and  took  care  of  me 
during  my  childliood.  He  treated  me  as 
the  equal  of  Leila,  and  I  have  become 
his  devoted  slave.    He  taught  me  his 


thing.  His  power  is  as  boundless  as  his 
knowledge.  Men  and  animals  obey  him. 
Th.e  pelhvi*  has  no  secrets  for  hini.  and 
instead  of  repeating  formiilas  without 
miderstanding  them,  like  tlie  common 
mobeds,  you  would  think  he  had  received 
thefn  from  the  very  mouth  of  the  prophet 
Zoroaster." 

"  The  boy  is  mad,"  said  the  professor. 

"  This  Goucha  Nichm  must  be  a  very 
astonishing  personage,"  said  Catherine, 
"  and  I  confess  that  I  am  very  curious  to 
see  him.  Tell  me,  Hassan,  do  you  think 
he  would  let  me  come  to  him  ?  '  she  asked 
in  her  gentlest  voice. 


*'  Son  of  a  dog !   Son  of  a  thief !  " 


religion  without  insisting  I  should  adopt 
it.  If  I  liked  I  could  be  a  Mussulman 
like  your  labourers,  but  I  chose  to  be  a 
Guebre  like  my  master  and  Leila." 

"  And  who  is  Leila  ?  Your  master's 
wife  !  " 

"  No.  Goucha  Nichin  is  old  and  has  no 
wife.  He  is  as  old  as  the  world,  and  his 
beard  is  venerable.  Leila  is  his  grand- 
daughter." 

"As  old  as  the  world!"  said  the 
lieutenant,  much  amused  at  the  descrip- 
tion ;  "  that  signifies  he  is  far  from  his 
early  youth.  With  their  hj'perboles  one 
never  knows  where  these  jokers  will 
go." 

"  Goucha  Nichin  is  as  old  as  the  world," 
said  Hassan.  "  He  has  seen  generations 
of  men  born  and  die.   He  knows  every- 


"  He  will  let  you  come  if  your  heart  is 
pure  and  your  intentions  are  honom-able," 
said  Hassan  witliout  emotion. 

"  Yomig  rascal!  "  said  the  lieutenant; 
"  your  Goucha  Nichin  has  forgotten  to 
teach  you  the  most  elementary  notions  of 
politeness  !  He  ought  to  be  too  much 
honouredthat  mademoiselle  deigns  to  visit 
his  retreat !  " 

"  If  the  Faranghi  Khanoum  has  a  pure 
heart,  Goucha  Nichin  will  receive  her  with 
honour,"  said  Hassan  in  the  same  tone  of 
gravity. 

"  Leave  the  boy  alone,"  said  Catherine. 
"  I  think  his  mamiers  leave  nothing  to  be 
desired,  and  if  Goucha  Nichin  taught 
him  them,  he  is  a  very  good  master." 

*  The  ancient  language  of  the  Guebres. 
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Hassan  smiled  with  an  air  of  gratitude 
at  this  praise. 

"  Rest  yourself  a  little  before  you  go," 
said  she ;  "  you  have  need  to  cool  down 
after  the  unjiist  attack  of  our  ferocious 
labourers.  Come  to  our  camp  and  I  will 
give  yoir  some  refreshing  drink." 

"  I  thank  you,  Khanoimi,  but  I  must 
not  let  the  sun  go  down  before  I  get  back. 
I  am  eager  to  offer  this  pigeon  to  Leila." 

"  It  is  for  her  that  you  caught  it  ?  " 

"  Yes.  Leila  loves  all  animals,  and  the 
animals  come  to  her  of  themselves.  I  have 
seen  bees  rest  on  her  hair  or  on  her  lips 
when  she  called  them,  without  wounding 
her  with  their  sting  ;  the  birds  fly  around 
her  head  ami  the  timid  antelopes  fear  not 
to  eat  out  of  her  hand." 

"  Well,  I  will  not  keep  you,  Hassan. 
You  have  made  me  most  anxious  to  know 
your  friends.  Tell  them  so,  and  offer  this 
rose  to  Leda  on  my  behalf." 

And  gathering  a  flower  from  a  neigh- 
bouring bush  she  gave  it  to  the  boy,  who 
received  it  gladly  and  pressed  it  to  his 
forehead  and  his  lips. 

"  Leila  will  have  your  flower  this 
evening,  Khanoum,"  he  said,  "  and  if  ever 
you  come  to  our  rocks  I  am  sure  you  will 
,be  welcome." 

"How  shall  I  find  you?"  asked 
Catherine.  "  Among  the  rocks  is  hardly 
^n  address  !  ' ' 

"  I  have  spoken  to  you  of  the  tomb  of 
Esther  and  Mordecai ;  go  there,  and  if 
•Goucha  Nichin  wishes  to  receive  you  he 
will  be  warned  of  your  approach  and  he 
will  come  to  meet  you.  Thank  you  for 
what  you  have  done  for  me.  and  thank 
you  again  for  the  flower  for  Leila.  The 
sun  protect  you." 

The  boy  bowed  low  with  profound 
oriental  courtesy,  and  then,  rising,  he  set 
off  at  a  rim,  light  as  a  sylph. 

The  aftei-noon  was  passing,  and  the 
:Sunset  bell  was  givuig  the  signal  for  the 
■departure  of  the  workers,  who  hastened  to 
leave  the  trenches  and  go  home.  Kerdic 
jmd  his  companions  took  the  road  to  the 


camp,  and  installed  themselves  on  the 
carpet  before  the  central  gourbi,  to  lva.\e 
then'  tea. 

"Tell  me,  Maurice,"  said  Catherine, 
"  who  are  these  modern  Guebres  ?  I  blush 
for  my  ignorance,  but  I  confess  1  tliought 
they  had  gone  like  Zoroaster." 

"  But  you  are  not  unaware  that  there 
are  Parsees  in  India  ?  " 

"  Hum !  for  me  India  is  peopled  with 
Buddhists  and  Mussulmans,  including  a 
few  pariahs.  Birt  these  Parsees,  as  you 
call  them,  and  the  Guebres,  are  they  the 
same  thing?  " 

"  Quite  so ;  and  it  is  the  Parsees  of 
India  who  support  by  their  example  and 
subsidies  their  co-religionists  in  Iran. 
They  are  very  nmnerous  in  India,  but  in 
Persia  there  are  oid.y  a  few  thousands." 

"About  eight  thousand,  I  think,"  said 
Doctor  Hardy. 

"  As  many  as  that  ?  See  what  it  is  to 
travel !  One  learns  something  new  every 
day.  And  do  these  Guebres  or  Parsees 
worship  the  sun  ?  " 

"  They  do,"  said  the  doctor,  "  and  it  is 
from  the  fire  of  the  sun  that  they  have 
lighted  the  sacred  fire  they  have  religiously 
kept  up  thousands  of  years.  It  is  a 
curious  thing  that  the  Persians  profess  to 
hate  and  despise  these  Guebres  as  idolaters, 
and  at  the  same  time  there  are  found 
among  them  many  and  numerous  traces 
of  their  old  rehgion.  In  Khorassan,  for 
instance,  when  visitors  arrive  in  a  village, 
and  it  is  desired  1o  receive  them  with 
honour,  a  deputation  is  sent  to  meet  them 
bearing  a  vase  with  a  glowing  fire,  and 
that  in  summer  as  v.-e\\  as  in  winter.  A 
Guebre  ceremony,  undoubtedly." 

"  It  is  the  same  with  the  feast  of  Neu- 
rouz,  or  the  renewal  of  the  sun,  which 
they  celebrate  with  such  pomp  all  o^-er 
Persia  in  the  month  of  March,"  said 
Kerdic. 

"Whence,  then,  comes  this  contempt 
for  the  Guebres  ?  " 

"  Who  can  say  ?  It  is  a  religion  which 
is  not  official.  'They  do  not  bury  their 


dead,  they  marry  among  themselves,  and 
they  refuse  to  recognise  Mahomet.  That 
is  the  inexpiable  crime  ;  and  so  life  is  not 
made  easy  for  them.  To-day  the  richest 
Guebre  merchants— and  there  are  some 
who  possess  immense  fortixnes—  must  only 
ride  on  asses ;  and  they  are  obliged  to 
dismount  %\-hen  they  see  a  Mussulman  afar 
off,  and  to  wear  distinguishing  colours — 
white  in  this  district— so  that  the  crowd 
can  insult  them  without  risk  of  getting 
into  trouble  by  insulting  the  true  believers. 
I  can  assure  you  that  the  good  Persians 
yield  to  -none  in  intolerance.  And  the 
Guebres  return  their  hate  a  hundredfold  : 
for  nothing  in  the  world  would  they  be 
mistaken  for  followers  of  Mahomet.  You 
saw  that  little  Hassan  wore  all  his  hair  ?  " 

"  I  noticed,"  said  Catherine,  "  that  he 
did  not  wear  it  in  Kharlioul*  like  the 
children  of  the  district." 

"  They  make  themselves  differ  frcm 
their  oppressors  in  every  way ;  and  to 
their  praise  be  it  said,  they  differ  most  in 
their  honesty  and  loyalty  in  business, 
which  have  here  become  proverbial."  _ 

"An  interesting  people,"  said  Catherine, 
"  take  them  all  together.  Frankness  and 
good  faith  are  not  usually  the  distincti-^'e 
traits  of  an  oppressed  race.  They  must 
have  great  force  of  character  for  such 
precious  qualities  not  to  have  been 
stifled." 

"That  is  evident,"  said  Kerdic  ;  "and 
if  we  1  ave  time,  Catherine,  I  will  take 
you  one  of  these  days  in  search  of  this 
old  Goucha  Nichin.  He  ought  to  be  a 
very  peculiar  personage." 

"Bah!  Some  impostor!"  gi'owled 
Professor  Hassell'ratz,  heaping  the  pieces 
of  sugar  into  his  cup  and  driidiing  his  tea 
with  a  noise.  "  All  these  people  are  liars. 
You  never  can  believe  a  word  they  say." 

*  Mussulmans  have  the  head  shaven  except  the 
Kharknul  or  Mahomet,  wliieh  is  a  little  locli  at  tlie 
top  of  tlie  eranium,  by  wliieli.  after  tlieir  death,  tlie 
Propliet  will  diaw  tliem  up  into  the  abode  of  the 
blest. 

(Tv  be  coiiliniieJ.) 


NOTES  FROM  MY  LOG ;    OR,  TRUE  STORIES  OF  ADVENTURE  AND  PERIL. 

By  Eear-Admikal  W.  R.  Kennedy. 

(lI'iVA  IlliislmHoiis  by  the  Aiilhor,) 
II._CESTircCTION  OF  THE   CITY  OF  SAN  SALVADOR  BY  AN  EARTHQUAKE. 


ON  March  20,  1873,  Her  Majesty's  ship 
Reindeer  was  lying  at  anchor  in  Fon- 
S3ca  Bay,  one  of  the  most  beautiful  and  also 
one  of  the  hottest  ports  on  the  west  coast  of 
Central  America. 

The  ship  had  been  actively  employed  on 
the  coast  of  Mexico  for  some  months  during 
a  revolution,  and  was  on  her  way  to  Panama, 
when  a  rumour  reached  us  that  the  city  of 
San  Salvador,  the  capital  of  the  State  of  the 
same  name,  had  been  totally  destroyed  by  an 
earthquake  on  the  night  of  March  19.  It 
was  difficult  to  procure  any  reliable  informa- 
tion on  the  subject,  and  the  authorities  with 
whom  I  consulted  were  inclined  to  discredit 
the  story.  Whilst  I  was  endeavouring  to 
arrive  at  the  truth,  and  uncertain  how  to  act, 
an  American  mail  steamer  came  into  the 
liatbour,  and  her  captain  told  me  he  had 
met  with  very  bad  weather  outside,  and  on 
leaving  the  port  of  Eealajo  the  sea  was  so 
contused  that  his  ship  was  almost  unmanage- 
able. 

This  convinced  me  that  some  great  con- 
vulsion of  nature  had  taken  place,  and  I 


determined  to  proceed  at  once  to  La  Liber- 
tad,  the  seaport  of  San  Salvador,  to  see  for 
myself  what  had  happened,  and  to  render  any 
service  in  our  power.  The  same  night  I  left 
for  La  Libertad,  and  arrived  there  the  follow- 
ing morning.  On  landing  I  inquired  of  the 
captain  of  the  port  as  to  the  truth  and  nature 
of  the  disaster,  and  learnt  from  him  that 
rumour  was  only  too  true,  and  that,  as  he 
expressed  himself  in  Spanish,  the  city  no 
longer  existed.  I  accordingly  hired  a  coach 
and  six  mides,  and  accompanied  by  the  sur- 
geon of  the  ship  and  my  clerk,  started  for  the 
capital. 

The  distance  from  La  Libertad  to  Salvador 
is  but  thirty-six  miles,  but  the  roads  were  heavy 
aiid  the  hills  steep,  so  our  progress  was  slow, 
and  by  nightfall  we  had  only  covered  half 
the  distance  and  reached  a  vdlage  where  we 
put  up.  Here  we  obtained  th,^  first  authentic 
news  of  the  catastrophe.  A  family  flying 
from  San  Salvador  had  just  taken  up  their 
quarters  at  the  inn,  but  very  generously  gave 
up  the  only  beds  in  the  house  to  us  whilst 
they  insisted  on  sleeping  outside  under  the 


canopy  of  heaven.  In  the  morning  we 
thanked  them  for  their  kindness,  when  they 
explahied  that  they  preferred  the  open  air, 
especially  as  they  expected  that  the  house, 
u'Jiich  had  been  much  sliaken  and  cracked  by 
the  eai-tliqnake,  would  fall  during  the  night  I 

Eefreshed  by  a  cup  of  excellent  coffee,  we 
made  an  early  start  and  reached  Santa  Tecla, 
a  town  three  leagues  distant  from  the  capital, 
by  8  A.3t.  This  place  showed  signs  of  having 
been  severely  shaken.  Many  houses  were 
cracked,  though  none  were  actually  thrown 
down,  but  the  town  and  all  the  roads  leading 
to  it  were  crowded  with  poor  families  leaving 
San  Salvador,  carrying  their  worldly  goods 
with  them,  and  the  bullock-drivers  were 
driving  a  roaring  trade. 

As  we  approached  the  capital  the  signs  of 
destruction  were  very  apparent.  A  massive 
aqueduct  which  had  spanned  the  road,  and 
by  wdiich  the  city  was  mainly  supplied,  was 
broken  down,  its  ruins  so  blocking  up  the 
road  that  we  had  some  difhculty  in  passing. 
From  here  to  tlie  suburbs  of  the  city  our 
progress  was  constantly  .interrupted  by  the 
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debris  of  houses,  and  our  driver  declined  to 
go  any  further,  but  by  threats  and  persuasion 
we  got  him  to  drive  to  the  Plaza,  where  we 
foujid  the  President  and  many  of  the  inhabi- 
tants encamped.  The  President,  a  tine  old 
soldier,  received  us  with  much  cordiality, 
and  expressed  in  the  warmest  terms  his 


Fortunately,  many  of  the  inhabitants  had 
been  warned  by  the  first  shocks,  and  had  left 
the  city,  and  others  had  camped  out  in  the 
Plaza  or  in  the  courtyards  of  their  houses,  so 
that  the  loss  of  life,  though  considerable,  was 
not  nearly  so  great  as  it  might  have  been. 
The  American  minister  had  a  very  narrow 
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gratitude  for  our  proffered  assistance  in 
offering  to  transport  any  of  his  people  to 
places  of  safety  along  the  coast.  The  surgeon 
also  placed  his  services  at  his  Excellency's 
disposal,  but  there  was  not  much  for  him  to 
do,  as  those  who  had  not  already  escaped  were 
buried  beneath  the  ruins  and  were  beyond 
the  help  of  man. 

Having  paid  our  respects  to  the  President, 
we  made  our  way,  not  without  difiieulty, 
to  what  had  once  been  the  British  Consulate, 
but  was  now  a  lieap  of  ruins,  with  the  English 
flag  floating  proudly  over  them.  Here  we 
found  Mr.  Blair,  the  English  consul,  who, 
assisted  by  some  other  Englishmen,  was  try- 
ing to  save  what  he  could  from  the  wreck. 
From  the  consul  and  his  friends  we  received 
a  hearty  welcome,  and  we  took  up  our 
quarters  with  them  in  a  rude  kind  of  tent 
pitched  in  the  courtyard  of  the  Consulate. 
We  then  proceeded  to  make  an  inspection  of 
the  place.  It  was  indeed  a  sad  scene  of 
desolation.  The  once  tine  city,  containing 
40,000  inhabitants,  was  completely  destroyed. 
As  the  captain  of  the  port  had  truly  s'aid, 
"  It  no  longer  existed." 

Curiously  enough,  the  only  two  houses  left 
standing  were  built  of  wood,  showing  clearly 
the  advantage  of  that  material  over  stone  for 
withstanding  earthquake  shocks.  One  of 
these  had  been  an  hotel  and  the  other  a  cler- 
ical institution  ;  both  were  completely  gutted. 

The  palace,  built  partly  of  wood  and  partly 
of  stone,  was  completely  destroved.  The 
wooded  part  remained,  but  the  'stone  had 
fallen,  leaving  huge  gaps  in  the  building.  All 
the  substantially  built  buildings,  including 
the  cathedral  and  several  churches,  the  walls 
of  which  were  of  immense  thickness,  were  in 
rums.  The  spire  of  the  former  remained  in 
a  slanting  position  at  an  angle  of  45°,  while 
one  of  the  bells  had  swung  completely  round 
and  remained  mouth  up. 

It  appeared  that  the  first  shock  took  place 
on  March  4,  destroying  many  houses.  The 
quaking  of  the  earth  continued  at  intervals 
till  the  19th,  when  at  2  a.m.  there  were  two 
slight  shocks  followed  by  a  very  violent  one 
which  completed  the  destruction  of  the  citv. 


escape.  His  house  had  been  shaken  like  the 
rest,  and  he  had  barely  time  to  save  himself 
and  his  five  little  children  before  the  walls 
came  down.  An  Enghsh  lady  also  had  a 
miraculous  escape.  She  was  sleeping  in  the 
Consulate  when  the  great  shock  took  place. 
The  walls  fell,  and  the  room  she  was  in  was 


killed  by  the  falling  walls,  and  some  prisoners 
were  killed  in  gaol  in  the  same  way.  In 
places  the  earth  had  opened,  leaving  great 
yawning  fissures,  and  graves  had  been  rent 
asunder,  and  the  bodies  exposed,  in  conse- 
quence of  which  an  epidemic  was  appre- 
hended, to  add  to  the  other  horrors. 

The  action  of  the  Government  during  this 
terrible  time  was  most  praiseworthy.  The 
President,  having  removed  his  family  to  a 
place  of  safety,  established  himself  under 
canvas  in  the  Plaza,  and  by  his  example  and 
admirable  regulations,  combined  with  strict 
discipline,  maintained  order.  The  city  was 
placed  under  martial  law,  and  by  a  decree, 
citizens  were  authorised  to  shoot  any  one 
interfering  with  their  property,  or  even  being 
found  with  goods  in  their  possession  of  which 
they  could  give  no  satisfactory  account. 
These  may  seem  severe  measures,  but  any 
one  acquainted  with  the  lawless  condition  of 
such  countries  can  understand  the  necessity 
of  them.  Sentries  were  placed  at  the  corners 
of  the  streets,  with  orders  to  fire  at  any  one 
lurking  about  after  dark,  and  judging  by  the 
way  the  rifle  bullets  were  flying  about  during 
the  night,  they  seemed  to  be  keeping  a  good 
look-out. 

We  remained  forty-eight  hours  in  the  place, 
during  which  we  experienced  seven  or  eight 
shocks  of  earthquake  of  more  or  less  severity. 
They  generally  came  on  about  sunset,  and 
again  at  daybreak ;  but  did  no  further  damage, 
as  indeed  they  could  not  unless  the  earth 
opened  and  swallowed  us  up,  and  with  this 
we  were  actually  threatened,  some  of  the 
fissures  being  of  alarming  extent. 

The  city  of  San  Salvador  had  already  been 
destroyed  by  earthquakes  no  less  than  eight 
times  within  150  years,  besides  being  partially 
so  every  ninth  year,  the  ground  on  which  it 
is  built  being  a  mere  shell,  producing  a 
hollow  sound  when  struck,  and  it  is  said 
that  the  Indians  would  never  build  on  that 
site.  Notwithstanding  which,  the  President 
issued  a  decree  the  tlay  following  the  disaster, 
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completely  wrecked,  and  she  must  have  been 
killed  but  for  some  beams  which  lodged 
diagonally  across  the  room,  and  thus  pre- 
vented the  walls  from  crushing  her. 

Accounts  differed  as  to  the  number  of 
persons  killed  and  wounded,  and  the  truth 
could  never  be  clearly  ascertained,  as  many 
bodies  lay  buried  under  the  ruins.  In  the 
hospital  many  poor  creatures  were  unable 
to  escape  owing  to  their  infirmities,  and  were 


to  say  that  the  city  would  be  rebuilt  upon  its 
old  site. 

San  Salvador  has  no  less  than  seven 
active  volcanoes  within  a  radius  of  thirty 
miles  of  it,  the  mountain  of  Ysalco  was  in 
full  blast  at  the  time  of  our  visit,  but  the 
suppressed  volcano  of  St.  Thomas  was 
credited  with  doing  the  mischief  on  the 
present  occasion. 

The  effect  produced  upon  the  nervous 
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system  by  these  constant  shocks  was  such 
that  several  persons  became  msane,  and  upon 
animals  and  birds  it  was  remarkable.  Many 
horses  and  mules  were  rendered  useless  from 
fright,  and  trembled  at  the  slightest  sound. 
At  every  shock  the  cocks  crowed  and  pigeons 
left  their  resting  places  and  wheeled  wildly  ' 
in  the  air. 

During  these  terrible  times  much  sym- 
pathy was  shown  for  the  poor  Salvadorians 
from  all  parts  of  the  country,  one  city  con- 
tributing 100  cartloads  of  provisions  and 
3,000  dollars  in  cash.  It  was  not  much  that 
we  could  do  in  this  way,  as  we  were  already 
running  short  of  provisions,  but  we  landed 


all  that  we  could  spare,  reserving  for  ouK 
selves  barely  sufficient  to  carry  us  to  Panama. 

As  there  was  no  object  in  remaining  any 
longer  we  prepared  to  take  our  departure, 
and  having  said  adieu  to  the  gallant  old 
President  and  our  friends,  we  mounted  our 
horses  and  rode  clear  of  the  city  and  reached 
La  Libertad  the  same  evening. 

During  our  absence  the  sea  had  risen 
considerably,  and  we  found  the  ship  rolling 
heavily  at  her  anchor,  warning  us  that  it 
was  time  to  leave.  So  the  same  day,  having 
embarked  a  few  Indian  families  who  wished 
a  passage  to  Amapala,  we  sailed  for  the 
youth. 


Earthquakes  are  often  accompanied  by  a 
tidal  wave  which  causes  immense  damage 
both  ashore  and  afloat.  On  the  occasion  of 
an  earthquake  at  Arica,  a  port  in  Peru,  the 
sea  receded  from  the  bay,  leaving  the  ships 
dry.  A  huge  bore  or  tidal  wave  then  ap- 
peared from  seaward  and  swept  into  the  bay, 
driving  everything  before  it.  All  the  ships 
in  the  port  were  driven  on  shore  or  foundered 
at  their  anchors,  and  one  of  them,  an  Ameri- 
can man-of-war  named  the  Wateree,  was  car- 
ried half  a  mile  in  shore  and  there  deposited 
uninjured. 

(To  be  continued.) 


PHOTOGRAPHING  THE  DUTCHMAN. 

By  Eev.  a.  H.  Malan,  m.a. 


WHY  the  Dutchman,  more  than  the  Flying 
Scotsman,  or  the  Wild  Irishman? 
Well,  simply  because  the  broad  gauge  has 
certain  elements  about  it  which  seem  to 
deserve  photographic  attention  on  its  own 
merits  ;  to  which  must  be  added  the  con- 
sideration that  in  the  spring,  '92,  it  will  be 
ousted  from  the  land  by  the  more  econo- 
mical and  universal  narrow  gauge,  so  that 
future  generations  will  be  no  more  cogni- 
sant of  what  its  lordly  engines  and  roomy 
coaches  were  like,  than  one  who  had  only 
seen,  say,  a  kestrel  or  sparrowhawk,  could 
realise  the  greater  power  and  speed,  and 


undoubtedly  exceed,  that  of  any  of  the  newer 
narrow-gauge  models. 

Two  classes  of  engines  are  at  present  run- 
ning fast  broad-gauge  trains  on  the  main 
line  between  London  and  Newton*  : — 

(1)  Those  of  the  "  2001  "  class  (ride  Fig.  1), 
with  8-feet  single  driving-wheels,  bogie- 
wheels  in  front,  built  on  a  rigid  framing. 
These  are,  in  fact,  old  Bristol  and  Exeter 
engines,  which  have  been  altered,  originally 
being  tank-engines,with  bogie-wheels  on  either 
side  of  the  single  9-feet  driving-wheels,  over 
the  cover  of  which  driving-wheels  {vide  Fig.  2) 
the  unlucky  driver  had  to  climb  to  reach  the 
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the  finer  proportions  of  the  nobler  pere- 
grine. 

While  the  tendency  of  modern  locomotive 
construction  has  been  directed  towards  less- 
ening wear  and  tear,  and  towards  augment- 
ing the  boiler  capacity  for  the  purpose  of 
long-distance  steaming,  so  that  narrow-gauge 
engines  have  been  growing  longer  and  longer, 
if  not  higher  and  higher — the  broad-gauge, 
on  the  contrary,  having  long  ago  reached  the 
zenith  of  excellence,  has  been  content  to 
stand  still ;  for  we  see  engines  which  left  the 
shops  over  forty  years  ago  still  running  with 
ease  and  without  distress,  as  an  everyday 
thing,  at  a  speed  which  can  certainly  equal, 
and  (so  far  as  safety  is  concerned)  could 


fore-part  of  his  engine — a  truly  terrible  feat 
on  a  dark  night,  in  a  gale  of  wind,  when 
running  down  the  Wellington  incline!  Those 
were  days  when  there  was  no  shelter  or 
"  cab,"  and  when  human  life  was  so  cheap, 
or  oil  was  so  dear,  that  trains  went  unpro- 
vided with  tail-lights,  and  the  "  crew  and  the 
captain  bold"  of  a  wayside  station  (i.e.  the 
official  who  was  station-master,  porter,  and 
signal-man  in  turns)  had  pretty  well  to 
carry  his  life  in  his  hand,  when  he  had  occa- 
sion to  run  round  the  back  of  a  goods-train 
getting  out  of  the  way  of  the  mail,  and 


»  This  was  written  in  October  1889  ;  since  then  this 
class  has  been  withdrawn. — A.  H.  M. 


1 


having  only  a  few  minutes  to  do  it  in.  It 
was  one  of  these  engines,  as  originally  con- 
structed, that  once  ran  at  the  rate  of  eighty 
miles  an  hour  (a  record,  however,  which 
appears  to  have  been  beaten  ;  for  in  .January 
1890  the  N.  E.  K.  Engine,  No.  151S,  was 
reported  to  have  run  at  86  miles  an  hour) ; 
and,  even  as  we  see  them  now  (Fig.  Ij,  they 
attain  equal  speed  with  the  other  class,  and 
steam  well ;  but  they  do  not  run  so  smoothly 
or  evenly,  and  the  springs  of  their  bogie- 
wheels  require  frequent  attention  and  re- 
pairs. 

(2)  "  The  Lord  of  the  Isles  "  class  (vide 
Fig.  3),  so  called  from  an  engine  of  that  name 
which  was  exhibited  in  the-  exhibition  of 
1851,  and  subsequently  ran  789,000  miles — 
the  embodiment  of  majestic  power ;  the  best 
of  their  kind  ;  perfect  creatures  nobly 
planned ;  a  worthy  type  of  British  pluck, 
valour,  and  endurance.  Designed  with  a 
view  to  running  at  high  speed  with  the  least 
amount  of  jerking,  shaking,  and  injury  to 
the  permanent  way,  they  have  admirably 
fulfilled  the  most  sanguine  expectations  of 
their  constructor,  the  late  Sir  Daniel  Gooch. 
They  have  8-feet  single  driving-wheels,  no 
bogie-wheels,  the  bearing-surface  on  the  rails 
is  19  feet — the  largest  bearing-surface  of  any 
locomotives  without  bogie-wheels — and  they 
stand  from  the  level  of  the  rail  to  the  top  of 
the  boiler,  10  feet  high.  The  framework, 
composed  as  it  is  of  two  skins  of  iron-plating, 
riveted  one  on  either  side  of  a  lining  of  oak 
or  ash,  is  not,  nor  is  intended  to  be,  abso- 
lutely rigid ;  but  gives  and  plays  laterally, 
and  adjusts  itself  readily  to  the  inequalities 
of  the  line.  The  sprmgs  also  increase  this 
give  and  play,  alike  by  the  accurate  adjust- 
ment of  their  securing-nuts,  and  also  by  the 
interposition  of  a  circular  cushion  of  india- 
rubber  between  such  nuts  and  the  framing ; 
a  fair  share  of  pressure  being  thus  borne  by 
each  individual  wheel,  and  the  requisite  pro- 
portion of  weight  sustained  by  the  driving- 
wheels  being  regulated  to  the  utmost  nicety. 
All  this  conduces  to  freedom  in  run- 
ning ;  and  when  there  is  borne  in  mind  the 
ample  width  of  support  consequent  upon 
breadth  of  gauge,  and  the  arrangement  of 
the  rails  being  laid  on  longitudinal  sleepers, 
with  the  top  of  the  transoms  flush  with  the 
ballast,  it  is  not  difficult  to  feel,  as  one  sits 
behind  the  " Sebastopol,''  "Courier,  '  ■•Light- 
ning," "Dragon,"  etc.,  that  even  if  such  an 
undesirable  event  should  occur  as  the  engine 
leaving  the  rails,  it  would  merely  run  along 
parallel  with  the  track,  and  die  gloriously, 
standing  erect;  whereas  what  might  be  ex- 
pected from  a  narrow-gauge  engine  under 
such  circumstances,  encountering  a  series  of 
transverse  exposed  sleepers,  would  be  that  it 
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would  turn  an  ignoble  somersault,  and  lie 
kicking  on  its  side.* 

Suppose  we  have  a  look  in  at  the  yard  at 
Newton,  and  expose  a  plate  quietly  on  one 
of  these  monarchs  of  the  line,  just  to  get 
our  hand  in.  Here  we  see  all  sorts  and 
conditions  of  locomotives,  chief  among  them 


the  down  Dutchman  in  a  few  minutes,  on 
the  '  Tornado  '  "  (Fig.  3). 

It  does  not  take  long  to  arrange  the  camera 
outside  the  station  ;  and  when  the  Dutchman 
makes  her  appearance,  the  "  Tornado " 
leaves  her,  goes  to  the  turntable,  presently 
comes  back,  and  draws  uis  opposite  the  lens. 


a  number  of  unwieldy  things  rejoicing  in 
such  unpoetical  names  as  "Camel,"  "Dro- 
medary," etc.;  not,  like  those  animals,  carry- 
ing^ their  supply  of  water  for  future  use  in 
their  stomachs,  but  on  their  backs— hence 
called  saddle-tanks.  These,  being  for  service 
below  Newton,  where  the  physical  geography 
of  Devonshu-e  and  Cornwall  necessitates 
sharper  curves  and  steeper  gradients,  are 
short  and  compact,  with  low  coupled  wheels, 
built  with  the  intention  that  every  available 
ounce  of  weight  may  bear  on  the  rails,  to 
insure  enough  pulling  power  for  the  banks, 
and  sufficient  stability  to  prevent  them 
jumping  off,  when  rounding  a  curve.  Here, 
too,  are  a  few  side-tank  engines,  which,  as 
coming  events  cast  their  shadows  before,  are 
really  new  narrow-gauge  engines  fitted  with 
temporary  broad-gauge  frames.  And  here  is 
the  genial  Mr.  Tunstall,  who  controls  all 
their  movements  when  they  hook  off,  super- 
intends where  they  are  to  stand  and  when 
to  coal,  and  generally  keeps  things  ship- 
shape in  the  running-shed  and  about  the 
yard.  An  old  driver  himself,  once  in  charge 
of  the  "  Lance,"  he  knows  how  an  engine 
should  be  cleaned  ;  and  a  keen  eye  he  has  for 
any  caked  dust  lurking  between  the  spokes 
or  elsewhere,  and  for  any  other  manifesta- 
tion of  deficient  elbowgrease  on  the  part  of  the 
cleaners  ;  a  ready  assistant  he  always  proves 
in  our  photographic  ventures. 

"Well,  Mr.  Tunstall,  got  any  high- 
wheelers  in  ?  " 

"  Only  2003  ;  but  Milman  f  will  be  in  with 


*  Two  recent  instances,  shomng:  the  stability  of 
these  broarl-gaufre  engines,  may  be  given.  (1)  On 
November  U,  189u,the  "  Ocean  Express,"  rashing  down 
the  "Wellington  Bank,"  crashed  into  a  stationary 
goods  train  at  Norton.  The  engine  of  the  former  diii 
not  even  leave  the  metals  !  (2)  On  November  15,  1890, 
the  engine  of  the  down  "  Zidu  "  broke  its  crank-shaft, 
when  running  at  full  speed  near  Collumpton.  The 
driver  of  the  "  Swallow,"  Mr.  G.  Eggar,  thus  writes  :— 
"When  the  crank-shaft  was  broken,  I  really  thought 
it  was  going  to  be  a  bad  job  for  us  ;  but  I  thank  God, 
He  kept  us  from  all  harm  ;  we  had  a  good  vacuum 
brake  on,  and  I  was  soon  able  to  pull  the  train  up." — 
A.  H.  M.  ' 

t  Since  deceased. 


"  Keep  still  one  second,  Milman.  All  right, 
thank  you  !  And  when  you  get  back  to 
Bristol,  please  ask  the  drivers  to  show  up 
some  steam  when  passing  the  Warren  to- 
morrow." 

For  though  it  is  advantageous  to  take  up 


ment.  And,  therefore,  on  the  whole,  the  open 
country  is  the  best,  away  from  the  dust  and 
racket  of  any  station  ;  and  since  the  line  runs 
beside  the  estuary  for  some  distance  between 
Starcross  and  Dawlish — where  the  reflected 
light  from  the  water  may  possibly  be  helpful — 
and  as  both  up  and  down  trains  have  ample 
time  to  get  well  into  their  stride  before  reach- 
ing this  open  ground,  we  will  handle  our 
traps  and  betake  ourselves  thither. 

A  fine  day,  noon.  The  tripod  is  set  up 
about  a  yard  from  the  up  rail,  and  two  or 
three  old  iron  bolts,  superannuated  from  the 
sleepers,  are  suspended  just  clear  of  the 
ground  by  a  string  attached  to  the  middle  of 
the  tripod  head,  to  keep  the  light  camera 
steady,  and  get  the  centre  of  gravity  near  the 
base  of  support.  The  next  thing  is,  how 
shall  we  take  the  train  ?  It  is  easy  enough, 
under  favoui'able  conditions,  with  a  shutter 
working  up  to,  say,  of  a  second,  to  catch 
a  train  as  much  Isroadside  as  the  plate  will 
permit,  showing  every  stud  in  the  engine, 
and  the  spokes  apparently  at  rest — no  doubt 
a  pretty  good  test  of  quick  work  ;  yet,  barring 
the  steam,  which  likely  enough  would  not 
appear  in  the  print,  the  result  would  give  no 
idea  of  motion,  and  the  train  might  as  well 
be  stationary.  Is  it  not  even  whispered  that 
such  a  print  was  once  exhibited  affecting  to 
be  a  train  "  going  sixty  miles  an  hour,"  which 
passed  muster  for  some  time  with  the  usual 
remarks,  "  Why,  it  looks  as  if  it  were  stand- 
ing still !  "  until  some  one  happened  to  remark 
that  the  signal  being  against  the  train,  it 
might  very  well  look  as  if  it  were  standing 
still,  because  that  was  precisely  what  it  was 
doing.  Therefore  we  try  to  hide  the  spokes 
by  getting  the  train  as  foreshortened  as  poss- 
ible ;  and  since  any  faint  conception  of  mo- 
tion which  it  may  be  possible  to  secure 
must  be  wholly  and  solely  due  to  the  steam, 
we  will  turn  our  attention  especially  in  that 
direction.  A  whole-plate  lens  is  used  at  full 
aperture  for  a  half-plate  picture,  partly  to 


Fig.  3. 


a  position  within  view  of  a  signalbox,  so  that 
the  signalman  can  wave  his  flag,  or  one  can 
see  the  distant  signal  drop,  when  an  express 
is  off  the  next  station,  yet  the  advantage  is 
oftener  than  not  counterbalanced  by  the 
shunting  of  trucks,  or  the  unexpected  advent 
of  a  goods  train  coming  to  a  stand  in  a  sid- 
ing, and  obscuring  the  view  at  the  last  mo- 


get  a  larger  image,  and  partly  to  obtain  a 
greater  volume  of  light ;  a  point  is  focussed 
in  the  centre  of  the  field  about  thirty  to  forty 
yards  off  ;  a  piece  of  white  paper,  secured  by 
a  stone,  is  laid  close  to  the  rail  at  the  spot 
where  we  wish  the  driving-wheel  to  appear 
on  the  negative  ;  and,  when  everything  is 
ready,  we  await  eventsi 
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A  lovely  sunny  morning— too  sunny  by 
half ;  for,  while  we  want  sun  for  the  train, 
and  the  more  the  better,  we  want  an  obscured 
sky  for  the  steam  ;  or,  at  least,  should  like  to 
hf  e,  what  bet^inners  in  landscape-painting 
often  appear  to  meet  with,  two  suns,  con- 
centrating their  forces  on  diti'erent  parts  of  a 
given  scene.  Cuckoos  seem  plentiful  just 
here,  but,  being  July,  have  lost  their  notes ; 
some  moorhens  are  calling  in  the  marshy 
ground  on  our  right,  and  a  party  of  whin- 
chats  are  hopping  about  on  the  fence  on  our 
left ;  the  distant  niurmar  of  the  sea  is  echoed 
by  the  quiet  lap  of  the  tide  in  the  creek  ;  and 
the  only  other  sound  borne  on  the  jjeaceful 
air  is  due  to  the  donkey-engine  of  a  steamer 
over  towards  Exmoutli,  busily  discharging 
cargo  into  a  lighter.  Presently  another  sound, 
a  faint  rumble,  meets  the  expectant  ear,  and 
behold  !  round  yonder  cutting  comes  the  up 
express  due  at  Exeter  at  12.50  (ten  to  one 
if  you  catch  it,  is  the  standard  joke),  with 
the  white  steam  trailing  away  in  a  thin 
stream.  But  stand  by,  and  watch  ;  you  will 
soon  see  a  change.  The  thin  stream,  gives 
place  to  dense  white  clouds,  driven  far  above 
the  chimney,  in  distinct  beats,  and  in  such 
profusion  as  is  ^ever  seen  under  ordinary 
circumstances  ;  and  a  second  later  the  white 
clouds  assume  a  brownish  tinge,  and  then 
become  darker  and  darker,  as  the  monster 
thunders  along,  adapting  its  movements  to 
the  requirements  of  tiie  camera.  Meanwhile 
the  pneumatic  ball  of  the  shutter  is  held  in 
one  hand,  the  cap  kept  in  place  till  the  last 
moment  with  the  other,  le^t  this- outburst  of 
belching  smoke  should  dash  sundry  gre.rsy 
drops  and  grits  on  the  lens  ;  and  then  just 
when  the  driving-wheel  reaches  the  white 
mark,  the  cap  is  removed,  shutter  discharged, 
cap  replaced  ;  while  both  hands  grip  the 
camera  and  hold  tight,  for  fear  the  suction 
should  remorselessly  hurl  25/.  worth  of  kit 
into  the  vortex  of  whirling  wheels. 

The  last  van  safely  passed,  we  can  now 
venture  to  turn  round  and  acknowledge  the 
driver's  outstretched  arm  of  salutation,  ob- 
serving how  the  steam  is  gradually  becoming 
white  again,  and  the  engine  once  more  settling 
down  into  her  usual  gait.    Well  done,  2001 ! 


rig.  4. 

(Fig.  4).  You  deserve  a  print ;  let  us  hope  it 
will  be  worth  sending  you  !  And  now,  while 
the  smoke-laden  atmosphere  clears  itself, 
and  while  waiting  tor  the  next  train,  let  us 
answer  the  question,  why  that  tremendous 
display  of  black  smoke,  and  how  was  it 
produced  ? 

When  an  expre.ss  engine  is  running  a  long 


distance  without  stoppages — keeping  time, 
not  overloaded,  fair  weather— it  is  usually 
worked  expansively ;  i.e.,  the  steam  is  cut 
off  when  the  piston  has  done  a  certain 
part  of  the  .stroke,  the  remainder  being 
performed  by  the  steam  already  shut  up 
in  the  cylinder ;  coal  is  thereby  saved,  to 
the  mutual  benefit  of  the  company  and 
driver. 

But  such  steam  is  always  white,  (for  a 
smoky  fire  is  an  abomination,  not  to  be  tole- 
rated by  the  crack  men  on  these  flyers),  and 
so,  besides  not  being  pronounced  enough  for 
a  good  pictorial  ett'ect — more  especially  on  a 
hot  sunmier  day  like  this,  when  the  atmo- 
sphere is  highly  rarilied  — it  is  sure  to  come 
out  far  too  dense  on  the  negative  compared 
with  the  dark  green,  red,  and  yellow  (all  bad 
photographic  colours)  of  the  engine ;  and, 
moreover,  should  the  sun  shine,  it  will  be  in- 
creasingly overexposed  in  comparison  with 
the  probably  underexposed  remainder  of  the 
plate  ;  most  of  its  detail  will  be  lost ;  and  no 
amount  of  careful  printing  will  produce  the 
brilliant  elfect  the  eye  saw.  In  other  words, 
such  a  subject  shows  an  unworkable  contrast ; 
and  this  contrast  it  becomes  our  object  some- 
how to  reduce. 

Accordingly,  we  put  the  camera,  if  possible, 
so  that  the  sun  shall  be  on  the  train's 
"  quarter  " — i.V.,  rather  behind  the  train,  but 
not  actually  shining  into  the  lens  —in  this  way 
getting  the  steam  as  much  as  may  be  in 
shadow ;  and  then  when  we  proceed  to  de- 
velop the  latent  image,  we  try  to  flatten  the 
contrast  still  further  by  the  judicious  use  of 
carbonate  of  potash  and  a  minimum  of 
pyro. 

Of  course  a  sky-shutter,  giving  an  increased 
exposure  to  the  foreground,  would  be  the 
right  thing  to  use,  if  such  an  exposer,  working 
at  a  very  high  rate,  withoid  jar,  could  be  met 
with.  But  unfortunately  those  we  have 
handled  do  not  fulfil  these  conditions ;  and, 
though  we  happen  to  be  using  just  now  a 
high-priced  one,  opening  from  and  closing 
towards  the  centre,  yet,  if  the  tailboard  of  our 
camera  did  not  project,  we  should  certainly 
use  an  ordinary  cheap  drop-shutter,  accele- 
rated by  elastic  bands,  because,  though  theo- 
retically wrong,  it  is  practically  the  best, 
because  the  quickest,  for  the  purpose.  Fail- 
ing, then,  an  ideal  shutter,  we  have  to  depend 
largely  on  the  driver's  good  nature.  And 
when  he  saw  us  just  now,  what  he  did — to 
judge  by  the  elfect  produced — was,  to  give 
the  lever  another  notch  or  two,  thereby 
increasing  the  pressure  on  the  pistons  ;  while 
the  fireman  threw  in  some  small  dusty  coal, 
poked  the  tire,  and  closed  the  firedoor. 
The  increased  draught  at  once  drew  up 
the  smoke  and  steam,  and  "  threw  the 
tire"  well  clear  of  the  brass  flange  of  the 
chimney  ;  and  though  all  the  rush  and  roar 
and  palpitating  commotion  must  needs  be 
absent  in  any  photograph,  yet  we  are  far  more 
likely  to  obtain  a  general  sketch  of  the  ap- 
pearance, than  would  have  been  the  case  if 
the  engine  had  been  working  expansively. 
In  fact,  it  is  to  be  predicted  that  if  ever  a 
reaUy  harmonious  picture  is  produced  of  an 
express — giving  due  value  to  train  and  also 
to  steam — it  will  be  due  to  the  smoke  being 
driven  by  the  wind  in  such  a  manner  as  to 
back  up  the  driver's  eft'orts,  and  while  itself 
in  shadow,  to  permit  the  train  to  be  in  relief. 
At  least  out  of  many  dozens  of  negatives  of 
these  broad  gauge  trains  taken  at  various 
times,  at  Yatton,  Durston,  Tiverton,  Col- 
lumpton,  etc. —  one  of  which  managed  to 
secure  a  medal  in  the  early  days  of  quick 
work — none  has  yet  given  satisfaction  to  the 
writer,  neither  has  he  seen  any  one  else's 
work  that  was  more  pleasing  than  his 
own. 

But  the  up  "  Jubilee  "  is  about  due,  and  we 
must  put  in  another  dark  slide.    And  when 


she  makes  her  appearance,  there  is  a  fine 
enough  show  of  steam,  though  by  the  look  of 
it  the  lever  is  "  notched  up  ;  "  only  the  sun, 
having  gone  round,  is  now  shining  full  upon 
it  and  we  can  tell  beforehand  that,  though 
the  train  will  be  good,  the  picture  cannot  be 
otherwise  than  spiritless. 

"  Always  something  !  "  we  think,  as  we  go 
down  the  line,  leaving  the  camera  in  the 
packer's  shed  by  the  footbridge,  and  pocket- 
ing the  doorkey,  on  our  way  to  the  Mount 
Pleasant  Inn  for  lunch.  A  pleasant  place  it 
proves  ;  well  worth  the  climb  if  only  for  the 
view. 

An  hour  later  return  is  made  for  the  2-40 
p.m.  down  express,  which  generally  has  a  big 
engine  on.  The  train  and  steam  will  at  all 
events  be  in  shaf'e  this  time,  and  e\en  if  the 
shaded  side  of  the  train  is  not  desirable,  it 
will  come  all  in  the  way  of  practice.  Pro- 
bably there  will  not  be  much  smoke,  for  the 
fire  will  be  getting  low,  and  the  driver  will 
want  to  eke  out  his  steam  so  as  to  last  to 
Newton.  But  with  the  perversity  of  all  things 
photogTaphic  a  certain  bobbing  up  and  down 
in  the  region  of  the  front  wheels  conveys  the 
intelligence  that  a  coupled  engine  is  pulling 
it  to-day — decidedly  not  worthy  to  be  oper- 
ated on. 

Gradually  the  afternoon  wears  away,  bring- 
ing us  the  up  "  Zulu,"  3-30,  which  comes  along 
at  a  crashing  pace,  doing  all  she  knows,  show- 
ing how  a  Bristol  and  Exeter  engine  can  travel 
when  she  chooses,  and  presenting  a  capital 
elfect— good  enough  for  anything.  But,  alas  ! 
when  she  has  come  and  gone,  the  horrid 
thought  strikes  us,  that  for  such  terrific  speed 
we  allowed  her  to  draw  too  near,  and  that  in 
all  probability  the  image  will  be  blurred  and 
indistinct,  even  beyond  the  latitude  of  that 
modern  artistic  school  of  photographers 
which  prefers  fuzziness  to  definition.  For 
while,  to  make  the  perspective  more  impos- 
ing, the  engine  might  safely  be  allowed  to 
come  to  close  quarters  without  any  danger 
of  blurring,  through  movement  of  the  sub- 
ject during  the  very  brief  exposure,  yet  with 
these  ponderous  high-wheelers,  when  putting 
on  a  spurt,  the  vibration  of  the  ground  is  so 
tremendous,  especially  if  the  subsoil  be  at  all 
loose,  that  it  is  unadvisable  to  let  them  ap- 
proach much  within  50  yards,  owing  to  the 
likelihood  of  the  camera  being  all  in  a 
quiver. 

Over  to  the  other  side  once  more,  for  the 
down  Dutchman  (4-30),  trying  a  fresh  posi- 
tion farther  up  the  line,  and  endeavouring  to 
bear  in  mind  some  few  of  the  multitude  of 
mistakes  that  have  to  be  avoided.  A  capital 
place  this,  if  it  happened  to  be  high-water — 
which  of  course  it  is  not  ;  there  would  then 
be  an  abundance  of  diffused  light  from  the 
tide.  True  to  time,  the  Dutchman  appears 
round  the  wooded  point  of  Starcross,  thick- 
ening up  the  steam  as  she  sees  us ;  and 
this  time,  mindful  of  the  grievous  vibration, 
we  resolve  to  be  cautious,  and  expose  when 
she  is  at  a  respectful  distance,  thereby  secur- 
ing a  very  small  image,  which  will  certainly 
need,  if  it  will  bear,  enlarging.  The  up  mail, 
with  the  '•  Swallow,"  is  also  due  ;  and  by 
swinging  round  the  camera,  without  un- 
shipping it,  we  shall  just  manage  to  catch  it ; 
but,  after  the  deed  is  done,  it  is  but  poor  com- 
fort to  reflect  that,  at  all  events,  that  would 
have  been  all  right,  if  we  only  had  had  time 
to  cross  over  and  take  it  on  the  inside  of  the 
curve  instead  of  the  outside. 

Such  is  a  fair  sample  of  a  day  at  this  kind 
of  work.  There  are.  indeed,  so  many  "  ifs 
and  buts,"  that  the  whole  ari'ay  of  circum- 
stances needful  for  complete  success  cannot 
reasonably  be  expected  to  meet  together,  as 
to  time  and  place,  just  on  those  one  or  two 
days  in  the  sunmier  when  opportunity  brings 
us  in  reach  of  these  Great  Western  expresses. 
If  we  happened  to  be  situated  like  the  vener- 
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able  and  talented  station-master  of  Silverton* 
who  reckons  so  many  scientific  pursuits 
among  the  studies  occupying  those  spare 
moments  when  his  duties  do  not  compel  him 
to  be  serving  out  tickets  ;  if  we  could  keep  a 


»  Mr.  R.  Langilon.  An  acjcoimt  of  his  astronomicnl 
work,  ill  constructing  liis  own  telescope,  etc..  was 
recently  piiblislicil  in  one  of  Hif  weekly  iicni«licals. 
He  al>o  constrnetcil  liis  liarmoniuni.  ami  liuilt  his  owji 
camera— bellows,  a  irk  4v\pi.  an-1  :ill  :  aii  l  h.-  ha-,  taken 
the  best  i.lintoL'raiili  of  the  Dutelunaii  w  hicii  r\<^-  \vritcr 
has  seen.  To  liN  iiihnite  crc^Ut  hv  hr<-  ai'quircil  his 
accomplishments  from  such  a  small  bcginmug  as  that  j 
of  a  ploufh-boj-.— A.  H.  M. 


camera  always  loaded  on  the  platform,  and 
fire  a  shot  any  day  in  the  year,  we  could  well 
afford  to  wait  until  the  atmospheric  conditions 
were  just  the  thing  ;  and  when,  in  winter, 
good  luck  should  send  us  a  fall  of  snow,  we 
should  be  on  the  spot  to  utilise  that  reflected 
light  from  the  white  ground  which  would  so 
wonderfully  light  up  a  train,  and  be  worth  i 
more  than  all  the  sunshine  of  summer.    But  i 
though  these  facilities  are  not  at  our  com-  | 
mand,  at  least  we  have  the  satisfaction  of 
feeling  that  a  day  spent  like  this,  taking  the  ■ 
weather  as  it  chances,  and  endeavouring  to 


make  the  best  of  it,  is  by  no  means  t!me 
wasted.  For  it  is  a  capital  study  in  photo- 
graphic problems,  if  nothing  else  ;  and  if  we 
can  so  far  tackle  the  Dutchman  as  to  be  fairly 
sure  of  producing  a  passable  photograph  — 
except  when  the  weather  is  too  bad  for  words  ! 
—  then  when  we  turn  to  other  instantaneous 
subjects,  such  as  racing  yachts  rounding  a 
committee  boat,  animals  in  motion,  and  ordi- 
nary street  scenes,  we  shall,  happily,  find 
them  infinitely  easier,  more  satisfactory,  and 
less  exasperatiugly  impracticable. 

(the  end.) 


MODEL  YACHTING  IN   1890    AND  1891. 


MODEL  yachting  is  now  so  firmly  established 
and  widely  extended  that  we  feel  sure 
if  a  Model  Yachtsman'.s  Almanac  were  pub- 
lished, it  would  have  an  encouraging  sale. 
What  is  wanted  is  a  small  book  costing  two- 
pence, or  threepence,  or  even  sixpence,  but 
not  more,  giving  a  full  list  of  clubs  and  their 
secretaries  and  stations ;  illustrations,  with 
diagran)S,  of  the  different  modes  of  measure- 
ment ;  and  a  model  set  of  rules  and  sailing 
regulations,  with  particulars  of  the  diilV-rent 
ways  in  which  matches  are  mana.^e  I.  Almost 
evory  week  model  yachting  queries  reach 
US  from  distant  parts  of  the  world.  During 
the  last  year  several  letters  have  come 
from  the  Australian  Colonies,  N'ew  Zealand, 
Britisli  Columbia,  New  Brunswick,  Pennsyl- 
vania, Tennessee,  Texas,  Uruguay,  Hungary, 
Turkey,  Armenia,  Malta,  GeruLany,  France, 
and  even  Japan,  asking  for  information  such 
as  the  little  annual  we  have  suggested  would 
tsupply.  For  eight  years  now  we  have  re- 
viewed the  doings  of  the  year,  and  in  our 
reviews  we  have  given  the  information  asked 
for,  but  we  cannot  l)c  saying  the  same  things 
over  and  over  again  in  this  paper,  as  to  do 
so  would  be  unfair  to  our  constant  readers, 
and  hence  the  opening  which  some  enter- 
prising individual  may  perhaps  take  advan- 
tage of.  All  that  we  can  do  for  Model 
Yachting  we  will,  but  we  cannot,  for  instance, 
spai'e  space  for  a  full  list  of  the  clubs,  when 
the  clubs  in  this  country  alone  number  over 
fifty. 

"I  do  not  want  a  racer,"  says  one  corre- 
spondent from  a  place  whose  name  we  are 
unable  to  decipher,  though  it  seems  to  be 
made  up  of  an  unusnal  number  of  j's  and 
I's.  "  I  want  a  cruiser  !  "  A  cruiser!  How 
delightful !  Let  us  hope  that  when  he  gets 
his  cruiser,  he  will  practise  on  a  pond  of  his 
own  ! 

It  13  evident,  however,  that  he  has  failed 
to  grasp  the  undoubted  fact  that  the  best 
cruiser  is  a  second-hand  racer.  It  is  by  the 
improvement  of  the  racer  that  the  improve- 
ment of  the  cruiser  comes  about.  We  have 
said  many  hard  things  concerning  toy.shop 
boats.  Let  any  one  look  in  the  toyshops 
now,  and  compare  the  boys'  boats  therein 
with  the  boys'  boats  of  a  dozen  years  ago, 
before  the  "  boom  "  in  model  yachting.  We 
do  not,  of  course,  mean  the  green  things  or 
the  yellow  ones— there  musi  always  be  sur- 
vivals —but  the  larger  boats  that  are  sold  as 
•'warranted  to  sail."  The  improvement, 
which  is  unmistakable,  has  been  entirely 
brought  about  by  pitting  boat  against  boat, 
until  the  constantly  l)eaten  boat  becomes  a 
cruiser  which  the  toysliop  boat  must  beat. 
And  now,  having  put  ourselves  right  with 
oar  correspondents,  made  a  suggestion  in 
which  there  may,  or  more  probably  may  not, 
be  a  fortune,  and  cleared  the  cruiser  off  the 
course,  we  will  turn  our  attention  to  our 
particular  business. 

One  of  the  pleasantest  experiences  of  the 


'  year  was  the  increased  recognition  model 
yachting  is  receiving  from  those  who  have 
charge  of  our  parks  and  pleasure  grounds. 
We  hear  of  ponds  being  made  more  open  to 
the  winds,  of  weeds  and  slime  removed,  of 
margins  improved,  and  even  —in  the  case 
of  Wandsworth  Common — of  an  island  being 
cleared  away,  so  as  to  make  a  course  possible. 
But  in  all  cases  it  is  as  well  to  note  that  this 

j  recognition  has  been  gained  by  united  action. 
The  Councillor  —  County  or  otherwise  — 
knows  nothing  of  the  individual  growler,  but 

1  he  must,  in  the  nature  of  things,  take  note 
of  associated  petitioners.    There  is  many  a 

j  pond  that  would  be  improved  if  only  a  petition 
for  its  being  done  were  presented  in  the  proper 

i  manner ;  particularly  as  boat  sailers  have 
the  advantage  of  being  able  to  show  that  the 
pond  which  suits  them  best  is  the  healthiest 
pond — not  the  picturesque  pool  "  o'er  which 
miasma  floats,"  but  the  open  lake  that  cools 
and  freshens  the  air  and  adds  to  the  general 
well-being. 

Some  years  a.go— it  was  in  our  Summer 
Number  of  188G,  which  immediately  ran  out 
,  of  print — we  published  the  lines  of  several 
!  model  winners,  one  of  them  with  the  tumble- 
home  sides,  concerning  wliicli  there  is  now  a 
discussion  ;  some  day  we  may  publish  more, 
for  we  still  think  that  the  lines  of  tried  and 
successful  boats  are  of  more  value  than  mere 
designs.    Designs  are  to  be  found  in  several 
books,  and  occasionally  in  one  or  two  peiiod- 
icals,  but  it  is  seldom  that  we  get  the  record 
I  of  the  boats  built  from  them.  Last  year  model 
'  yachtsmen  had  a  competition  in  designs,  the 
!  judge  being  Mr.  Dixon  Kemp,  who  is  one 
of  the  greatest  living  authorities  on  yacht 
architecture.    Such  of  our  readers  who  are 
thinking  of  building  their  own  boat  could 
not  do  better  than  look  at  the  two  prize 
drawings  which  were  issued  with  the  Model 
Yachtsman   for    last    April,    Mr.  Kemp's 
remarks  on  them  having  appeared  in  the 
I  preceding  month.    But  they  would,  we  are 
[  sure,  be  much  more  interested  to  know  if  any 
boats  built  exactly  after  those  designs  had 
had  a  creditable  career.  Exactly,  be  it  noted, 
I  not  "  nearly,"  for  in  the  exactly  lies  the  pitli 
!  of  the  problem.    It  is  easy  enough  to  design, 
but  what  is  wanted  is  a  design  which  will 
always  cari-y  the  luck  with  it. 

This  truth  was  forcibly  brought  home  to 
the  Scarborou.gh  Club  in  their  match  with 
the  Albert  a',  the  Chalk  Lane  Pond,  Hull, 
last  September,  when  the  Hull  men  carried 
all  before  them.  At  the  first  match  in  May, 
Scarborough  won  on  their  own  water  with 
their  tens,  but  lost  with  their  twenties.  At 
Hull,  with  neither  tens  nor  twenties  did  the 
northern  club  have  a  chance.  The  Alberts 
did  tho.'oughly  we  1  during  the  year;  and  in 
Thistle,  Spider,  and  Freda  among  the  ten- 
tonners,  and  Irex,  Neptune,  and  Eose  among 
the  twenty-tonners,  have  evidently  a  good 
half-dozen. 

Bradford  had    a  busy  season   on  their 


capital  course  at  Frizinghall,  but  did  not 
show  to  much  advantage  in  the  inter-club 
match  at  FIuU  on  Whit  Monday ;  in  fact, 
Inglemire  Lane  proved  a  puzzler  to  them. 
The  year  was  a  notable  one  for  the  Clapham 
Club.  By  the  introduction  of  Tuesday 
sailings  they  added  to  their  match  list ;  they 
went  far  afield  for  a  race  to  Southsea ;  and 
by  taking  possession  of  their  new  club  room 
they  established  themselves  for  the  first 
time  on  the  banks  of  their  pond.  At  South- 
sea  they  did  what  should  always  be  done  ; 
they  timed  their  boats  ;  and  it  is  interesting 
to  note  that  their  winning  six-tonner,  the 
Sorais,  travelled  her  two  hundred  yards  in 
3.^  minutes.  This  was  the  third  year  of 
their  sail  area  measurement,  which  has 
brought  about  so  marked  an  improvement  in 
the  speed  and  handiness  of  all  their  three 
classes,  nines,  sixes,  and  threes.  The  other 
club  at  Clapham,  the  Corinthians,  was  a>. 
vigorous  as  usual,  and  had  a  long  batch  of 
matches  with  their  much  larger  boats.  The 
great  discovery  of  their  season — that  a  fifteen- 
tonner  could  beat  a  ten^was,  however,  known 
before. 

Dundee  has  arranged  matches  this  year 
for  fives,  tens,  fifteens,  twenties,  twenty-fives, 
and  thirties,  so  that  the  strength  of  the  fleet, 
and  its  varied  nature,  are  sufficiently  obvious. 
In  this  club  the  prizes — cups  and  medals — 
are  given  to  the  owners  and  not  the  boats, 
on  the  ground  apparently  that  a  man's  name 
is  more  interesting  than  a  boat's.  We  doubt 
it ;  but  if  so,  surely  the  builder's  name 
should  be  given  as  well  as  the  owner's  ?  If 
both  were  given,  the  report  could  be  made 
much  longer,  and  that  seems  to  be  an  impor- 
tant consideration  with  not  a  few  secretaries. 
Edgbastou  had  some  good  sailing  on  their 
reservoir,  but  evidently  model  yachting  has 
not  yet  caught  the  fancy  of  the  Birmingham 
lads.  What  a  pity  it  is  that  Mr.  Chamber- 
lain cannot  be  got  to  take  an  interest  in  it  ? 

The  Exe  has  also  a  longer  course  than 
usual,  that  at  Turf,  in  which  the  boats  start 
from  the  north  end  of  the  Basin  to  a  mark- 
boat  four  hundred  yards  up  the  canal,  and 
sail  two  rounds.  This  year  a  challenge  cup 
is  to  be  given,  open  to  the  world,  in  order 
that  model  yachtsmen  generally  may  make 
themselves  acquainted  with  this  really  fine 
piece  of  water. 

Gateshead  is  another  very  flourishing  club, 
financially  and  otherwise.  In  August,  Gates- 
head, Jarrow  and  Hebburn,  and  South  Shields 
journeyed  to  Hexham  to  sail  for  a  silver  cup 
on  a  neutral  course.  Gateshead  won,  the 
winner  being  the  Falcon,  which  had  also  won 
the  Dance  cup.  The  Falcon  is  evidently  a 
good  boat ;  her  designer  was  Mr.  Phelps,  of 
Dublin  University,  who  was  the  originator  of 
the  des'gns  competition  we  have  already 
noticed.  Guernsey,  after  some  correspon- 
dence with  Clapham,  went  in  for  sail  area  last 
year,  and  with  their  new  boats  were  busy  on 
their  excellent  pond,  which  it  will  be  remem- 


bered  was  specially  made  for  them  by  the 
powers  that  be. 

The  event  of  the  Kingston  season  was  the 
winning  of  the  East  Coast  Challenge  Shield. 
There  were  seven  clubs  in  the  competition  ; 
Boston,  Bradford,  Kingston,  and  Leeds  with 
six  boats  each,  the  Albert  and  Scarborough 
with  four  boats  each,  and  East  Hull  with 
two — thirty-six  boats  in  all,  sailing  off  the 
match  in  heats,  the  winner  being  Flying 
Cloud,  which  just  managed  to  head  the 
Albert  Spider  a  few  feet  from  home.  Later 
on,  Kingston  won  the  Yorkshire  Challenge 
Shield  with  Susie,  the  match  being  sailed  on 
the  Bradford  water  at  Frizinghall.  These 
triumphs,  with  visits  to  Londesborough  Park 
and  Bridlington  Quay,  and  the  usual  full 
programme,  made  18'JO  a  year  to  be  remem- 
bered among  the  Hull  folk.  Liverpool  and 
Southport  had  also  an  inter-club  contest  for 
their  challenge  cup.  The  Hull  and  Bradford 
matches  were  for  tens,  the  Southport 
matches  were  for  twenties,  and  the  Liver- 
pool boat  Advance  won  the  cup  on  both 
occasions. 

The  London  flourishes  like  the  proverbial 
bay  tree.  It  is  now  anxious  to  spread  itself 
into  the  neighbouring  club's  boathouse,  so  as 
to  give  more  room  in  "  the  cabin,"  which  has 
become  a  social  centre  for  model  yachtsmen. 
The  London  boats  have  a  reputation  for 
finish  and  completeness — and  cost — excelled 
by  none ;  and  a  visit  to  the  Kound  Pond  on 
a  Thursday,  and  the  boathouse,  if  possible, 
will  open  the  eyes  of  those  accustomed  only 
to  the  somewhat  rough  craft  of  the  north 
and  east. 

Lowestoft  is  another  of  those  clubs  proud 


in  the  possession  of  a  special  pond  which 
has  done  much  for  the  club's  prosperity. 
Manchester,  though  regretting  the  railway 
bridge  that  has  come  to  blanket  one  end  of 
their  pond,  finished  their  regular  season  in 
a  roaring  gale,  through  which  only  two  boats 
came  safely.  Steamer  racing,  which  was 
once  the  pride  of  Levenshuhne,  was  under  a 
cloud  in  1890,  owing  to  the  robbery  of  the 
steamer  and  engines  from  the  boathouse  in 
the  September  of  the  year  before,  the  perpe- 
trators of  which  were  afterwards  discovered. 
The  Medway  seems  to  have  a  course  with 
many  hazards.  We  hear  of  boats  ramming 
barges,  of  another  being  Iwrse-de-combat ! — 
this  was  not  the  Invicta — owing  to  another 
river  casualty,  and  of  other  interludes  far 
more  exciting  than  the  miserable  fouls  which 
pond-sailers  meet  with.  On  the  great  day  of 
the  year  in  September  when  the  Medway 
met  the  Serpentine,  the  damages  appear  to 
have  been  rather  fewer  than  usual,  and  the 
beamy  30-tonner  Buttercup  saved  the  local 
pride  by  passing  the  post  a  full  minute  in 
advance  of  the  visiting  15-tonner  Lizzie. 
Another  curious  course  in  these  parts— but 
of  a  different  kind — is  that  at  Sheerness, 
which  is  thought  a  good  deal  of  by  the  lads 
of  Sheppey  who  have  not  as  yet  gone  very 
far  from  home.  In  both  cases,  it  is  true,  the 
course  is  the  best  that  can  be  had  in  the 
neighbourhood,  but  in  neither  case  is  it 
"the  best  in  England." 

The  Serpentine  members  have  always  a 
good  account  to  give  of  themselves.  Although 
they  did  not  beat  the  Medway  craft — and 
they  had  another  try  later  on,  Lorna  against 
Buttercup,  boat  to  boat— they  had  plenty  of 


sport  on  their  own  water,  and  during  the 
season  introduced  a  novelty  in  a  couple  of 
matches  for  15-tonners  twice  round  the  lake, 
by  which  means  they  secured  a  course  of 
4,000  yards.  The  advantages  of  this  were 
not  so  much  appreciated  cn  the  second 
occasion,  when  the  row-boats  had  to  follow 
in  half  a  gale  of  wind.  It  is  doubtful,  in 
fact,  if  these  long  courses  are  desirable.  In 
a  full-sized  yacht  the  crew  can  alter  the 
helm  or  trim  instantly  if  anything  is  wrong ; 
a  model  goes  off  with  all  mistakes  irrevocable 
until  she  comes  ashore.  The  longer  the 
course,  the  longer  that  interval  will  be  ;  and 
the  result  is  the  encouragement  of  seaman- 
ship at  the  start,  and  not  during  the  race. 

The  Serpentine  is  one  of  our  oldest  clubs  ; 
the  Sunderland  is  one  of  our  newest.  It  is 
only  two  years  old,  and  yet  last  year  it  had 
a  fleet  of  150,  and  a  membership  of  140. 
With  that  astonishing  growth  we  cannot  do 
better  than  close  these  notes.  Many  of  the 
clubs  we  have  omitted  would  have  been 
mentioned  had  space  allowed  :  some  of  them 
sprang  up  only  in  1890,  and  were  frozen  off 
in  the  past  hard  winter.  And  here  we  may 
give  our  younger  readers  a  caution.  Of  the 
making  of  clubs  there  is  no  end ;  but  the 
club  that  originates  in  a  split  from  another 
'  club  rarely  succeeds,  and  does  no  good  to  the 
sport.  What  is  wanted  is  a  new  club  in  a 
new  locality,  not  to  oppose,  but  to  work  with 
those  that  exist. 

We  were  going  to  say  something  about  the 
M.  Y.  E.  A.  and  measurement ;  but — well ! — ■ 
perhaps  we  Iiad  better  lea-\-e  that  till  next 
year ! 

(the  end.) 


I. 

IN  the  days  of  Harold  Fairhair,  the  lordship 
of  Surnadall  was  held  by  Thorkel  Gold- 
helm,  who  had  three  sons,  Ari,  Gisli,  and 
Thorbjorn;  and  over  the  Fjardarfolk  ruled 
Isi,  whose  daughter  Ingibjorga  was  the  fairest 
of  women.  In  course  of  time  Ari  married 
Ingibjorga,  andshe  brought  withher  to  Surna- 
dall as  part  of  her  dower  a  thrall  named  Kol, 
a  man  of  high  degree  who  had  been  taken 
captive  in  war. 

Ari  lived  on  a  rich  farm  up  in  the  dale, 
and  thither  came  a  roving  bully,  Bjorn 
the  Black,  skilled  in  magic  and  bewitched  so 
that  no  steel,  it  was  said,  could  cut  his  skin. 
It  was  eventide  when  Bjorn  arrived,  and  at 
once  he  told  the  master  of  the  house  that  he 
had  come  to  treat  Ingibjorga  as  he  had  treated 
many  more,  and  have  her  at  his  beck  and 
call.  At  this  frank  statement  of  his  inten- 
tions Ari  answered  him  that  he  had  mistaken 
his  man. 

"  Then,"  said  Bjorn,  "  I  challenge  thee  to 
battle  three  days  from  this  on  the  island,  and 
we  will  try  whose  Ingibjorga  shall  be.  And 
he  who  wins  the  day  shall  take  all  the  other's 
goods.  I  will  neither  ransom  myself  with 
money,  nor  will  I  suffer  another  to  ransom 
himself.  One  shall  conquer  and  the  other 
die." 

And  Ari  and  Bjorn  met  on  the  island ; 
and  it  was  Bjorn  that  conquered,  and  Aid 
that  died. 

Then  Bjorn  would  have  gone  to  Ari's 
house,  but  Gisli  the  second  brother  stood  in 
the  way. 

"  It  will  soon  be  all  over  with  me  and 
mine,"  said  Gisli,  "if  this  ruffian  is  allowed 
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(See  Coloured  Frontispiece  to  Monlhlij  Part.) 
PART  I. 

to  trample  us  under  foot.  But  it  shall  never 
be  !  I  challenge  thee  to  battle  to-morrow 
morning.  I  would  rather  die  on  the  island 
than  bear  this  disgrace  !  " 

"  Good  !  "  said  Bjorn.  "  Thou  and  thy 
kindred  shall  fall  one  after  the  other  if  ye 
dare  to  fight  with  me." 

And  Gisli  went  to  see  Ingibjorga. 

"  I  was  not  so  very  fond  of  Ari,"  said  she, 
"  that  I  would  not  rather  have  had  thee. 
There  is  a  man  who  might  help  thee." 

"Who  is  that  ?  "  said  Gish. 

"  Kol,  my  foster  father.  He  has  a  sword 
that  is  better  than  most,  though  he  seems  to 
set  little  store  by  it,  for  he  calls  it  his  chop- 
per ;  but  whoever  wields  that  sword  wins 
the  day  !  " 

So  Kol  was  sent  for. 

"  My  sword,"  said  he,  "  is  no  great  treasure. 
But  there  are  many  things  in  the  churl's  cot 
which  are  not  in  the  king's  grange  !  " 

"  Wilt  thou  lend  me  thy  sword  for  my  fight 
with  Bjorn  ?  " 

"  Ah  !  "  said  Kol,  "  then  there  will  happen 
what  always  happens  with  things  that  are 
treasures.  Thou  wilt  never  care  to  give  it  up. 
But  I  tell  thee  my  sword  will  bite  whatever 
it  strikes,  be  it  iron,  be  it  aught  else  ;  nor 
can  its  edge  be  dulled  by  spells,  for  it  was 
forged  by  the  dwarfs  and  its  name  is  Gray- 
steel.  •  And  now  remember  I  shall  take  it  ill 
if  I  do  not  get  back  my  sword  when  I  claim 
it." 

To  which  answered  Gisli : 

"  'Twere  most  unfair  were  I  not  to  give  back 
thy  sword  after  I  have  used  it  in  my  need." 

And  Kol  gave  Gisli  Graysteel. 

Figure,  then,  the  small  low  island  in  the 
early  morning  light ;  Gisli  and  Bjorn  face 


to  face  ;  behind  Bjorn  twelve  Bearsarks  like 
himself  ;  behind  Gisli  twelve  other  men  ;  all 
busked  for  the  battle,  all  eager  to  have  this 
matter  over  ;  Bjorn,  the  hitherto  invincible, 
Gisli  the  peaceable,  with  the  terrible  Gray- 
steel  which  always  bit  when  it  struck.  Spae 
man  to  spae  blade,  which  will  win  ? 
"  Strike  first !  "  said  Gisli. 
"No  man  ever  made  that  offer  to  me 
before,"  said  Bjorn;  "indeed  no  man  ever 
challenged  me  but  thou  !  " 
"  Strike  !  "  said  Gisli. 
And  Bjorn  struck,  and  hewed  off  from 
Gisli's  shield  all  that  it  smote  from  below 
the  handle. 

Then  Gisli  struck  in  turn  at  Bjorn.  The 
stroke  cut  off'  the  tail  of  the  shield  and  con- 
tinuing its  sweep  shore  off  Bjorn's  leg  below 
the  knee.  As  Bjorn  fell,  instantly  Gisli 
struck  another  stroke  and  shore  off'  his  head. 
There  was  a  short  sharp  fight  between  the 
followers ;  and  some  of  the  Bearsarks  were 
killed  while  the  rest  fled.  Bjorn  had  fought 
his  last  battle — to  the  joy  of  all  men. 

But  Gisli  did  not  give  up  Graysteel,  and 
(  Kol  did  not  ask  for  it. 

There  came  a  day,  however,  when  Gisli 
i  and  Kol  met  in  the  sunshine ;  Gisli  with 
'  Graysteel,  Kol  with  an  axe. 
I      "  Did  the  sword  stand  thee  in  good  stead  ?  " 
asked  Kol. 

And  Gisli  was  full  of  its  praises. 
"  Then  now  I  should  like  it  back  !  " 
"  Wilt  thou  sell  it  ?  " 
"  No." 

"  I  will  give  thee  thy  freedom  and  goods  so 
that  thou  mayest  fare  whither  thou  wilt." 
"  I  will  not  sell  it." 

"  Then  I  will  give  thee  thy  freedom,  and 
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land,  and  sheep,  and  cattle,  and  goods  as 
much  as  thou  needest." 

"  I  will  not  sell  it  a  whit  more  for  that." 

Again  Gisli  increased  his  offers. 

"  There  is  no  use  talking  so ! "'  said  Kol, 
"  I  will  not  sell  it  whatsoever  thou  oft'erest. 
It  comes  as  I  feared  when  I  said  thou 
wouldest  not  give  up  the  sword  if  thou 
knewest  what  virtue  was  in  it." 

"And  I  too,"  said  Gisli,  "see  what  will 
happen.  Good  will  befall  neither  of  us.  I 
have  not  the  heart  to  give  up  the  sword,  and 
it  shall  never  come  into  another  man's  hand 
if  I  may  have  my  will." 

And  then  Kol  swung  his  axe  and  Gisli 
brandished  Graysteel.  And  Kol's  axe  sank 
into  Gisli's  brain,  and  Graysteel  fell  on  Kol's 
head  and  did  not  bite,  but  the  skull  was 
shattered,  and  the  swor<l  broke  asunder. 
And  Gisli  died  and  so  did  Kol ;  and  as  Kol 
was  dying  he  said  ; 

"  It  had  been  better  that  I  had  got  back 
my  sword  when  I  asked  for  it.  And  yet  this 
is  but  the  beginning  of  the  misfortune  that 
Graysteel  will  bring  on  thy  kith  and  kin." 

And  that  was  the  spaedom  that  withored 
the  life  of  Gisli's  nephew,  Gisli  the  Outlaw. 


When  Thorkel  Goldhelm  died,  Thorbjorn 
his  third  son  succeeded  to  all  his  wealth. 
He  lived  at  Stock,  in  Surnadall,  and  married 
Isgerda,  a  woman  of  Fressey.  He  also  had 
three  sons — Thorkel,  a  fair-haired  giant  lazy 
and  a  dandy  ;  Gisli,  tall  and  swarthy,  mild  in 
temper,  always  at  work,  a  man  who  could 
turn  his  hand  to  anything  ;  and  Ari,  of  whom, 
as  not  concerning  our  story,  we  need  say 
nothing.  Thorkel  had  a  daughter,  too, 
Tliordisa,  a  beauty  with  a  good  opinion  of 
herself,  and  the  cause  of  much  trouble. 

When  Hacon,  Athelstane's  foster-child,  was 
King  of  Norway,  that  is  in  930,  when  Gisli 
the  younger  was  about  sixteen,  one  Kolbein, 
a  young  man  of  Surnadall,  grew  very  fond  of 
coming  to  Thorbjorn's  house  and  talking  to 
Thordisa.  And  this  set  other  people  talking. 
Whereupon  Thorbjorn  told  his  sons  to  see 
abeut  the  matter,  and  Gisli  taking  the  lead 
from  the  lazy  Thorkel,  piromised  to  interfere. 
When  Kolbein  came  again  to  Stock,  Gisli 
spoke  to  him  as  he  went  away. 

"  My  father  liketh  not  thy  visits.  Folks 
say  thou  beguilest  my  sister  Thordisa,  and 
that  is  not  at  all  to  my  father's  mind.  As 
for  me  I  will  do  all  I  can,  if  thou  dost  as  I 
wish,  to  bring  happiness  to  thy  house." 

But  Kolbein  did  not  take  the  hint,  and 
soon  his  visits  became  as  frequent  as  ever. 
And  the  old  man  said  to  Gisli  that  his 
begging  and  praying  had  not  done  much. 

"  'Tis  hard  to  learn  when  one  is  old  that 
one  has  sons  who  have  no  more  manly 
thoughts  than  women  had  in  olden  times, 
and  ye  two  are  quite  unlike  my  brothers, 
Gisli  and  Ari." 

"  No  one  can  say  hovv'  a  man  will  behave 
till  he  is  tried,"  said  Gisli. 

And  with  that  he  went  out.  At  the 
moment  Thorkel  and  Kolbein  were  going 
through  the  gateway,  and  Thordisa  had 
turned  back  for  the  hall.  Gisli,  Thorkel, 
and  Kolbein  walked  along  togethei'. 

Then  Gisli  spoke  as  to  his  wishes  being 
disregarded,  and  Kolbein  replied  w.th  indiffer- 
ence.   And  Gisli  cautioned  him. 

"  One  of  two  things  must  happen  ;  either 
thou  settest  some  store  by  my  words,  or,  if 
thou  dost  not,  then  I  will  forsake  all  the 
friendship  that  has  been  between  us." 

"Thou  must  settle  that  as  thou  pleasest,'' 
says  Kolbein,  "  but  for  all  that  I  cannot  find 
it  in  my  heart  to  cease  my  visits." 

And  Gisli  settled  it.  He  drew  his  sword 
and  smote  at  him ;  and  that  one  stroke  was 
more  than  enough  for  Kolbein. 


Then  Thordisa  had  another  lover,  one 
Skeggi,  who  was  also  not  approved  of  ;  and 
this  led  to  a  fight  between  Skeggi  and  Gisli 
in  which  Skeggi  lost  a  leg,  so  that  he  had  a 
wooden  one  ever  afterwards.  And  one 
winter's  rrfght  the  wooden-legged  hero  burnt 
down  Thorbjorn's  house,  for  which  Gisli 
retaliated  by  burning  down  Skeggi's,  and 
then  in  a  ship  of  Gisli's  building  Thorbjorn 
and  his  family  left  Norway,  and  after  a 
hundred  days  passage  landed  in  Iceland, 
where,  at  Soebol  in  Hawkdale,  Gisli  built 
them  a  house. 

Soon  Thorbjorn  and  Isgerda  died,  and  the 
two  brothers  were  married.  Thorkel's  wife 
was  Asgerda,  the  daughter  of  Thorbjorn 
Sealnip  ;  Gisli's  wife  was  Auda,  the  sister  of 
Vestein.  And  Thordisa  was  married  to 
Thorgrira,  who  had  the  priesthood  and  was  a 
great  stay  to  the  brothers.  Then,  after 
a  while,  Gisli  and  Vestein  went  a  voyage 
together  to  Norway,  as  Thorgrim  and 
Thorkel  had  done.  And  they  were  wrecked 
on  the  coast  of  Hcidaland  in  a  great  fog  and 
storm,  but  saved  their  men  and  goods. 
Then  they  bought  a  half  share  in  a  Danish 
ship  and  sailed  to  Viborg.  Christianity  had 
reached  Denmark,  and  Gisli  and  his  com- 
panions were  marked  with  the  cross,  as  was 
the  custom  in  those  days  with  all  who  went 
on  trading  voyages,  owing  to  Christians 
refusing  to  deal  with  those  who  were  not  so 
marked.  And  after  this  cross-marking  or 
irrimsigning,  Gisli  left  off  all  heathen  sacri- 
fices. And  at  last  Vestein  and  Gisli  came 
home  to  Hawkdale.  \ 

But  Vestein  had  a  partner  who  was  then 
away  west  in  England  who  wished  to  cease 
partnership,  so  that  Vestein  must  needs  go 
to  arrange  the  business,  and  hereupon  said 
Gisli : 

"  Pledge  me  thy  word  never  to  leave  Ice- 
land again,  if  thou  comest  safe  back,  unless 
I  give  thee  leave." 

Vestein  agreed  to  this,  and  next  morning 
early  Gisli  went  to  the  smithy,  and  taking  a 
silver  coin  he  broke  it  in  two  and  forged  it 
with  twenty  teeth,  ten  on  one  half  and  ten 
on  the  other,  so  that  they  fitted  together. 
And  he  gave  one  half  to  Vestein  and  kept 
the  other  himself. 

"  We  will  only  send  these  coins  between 
us,"  said  Gisli,  "  if  our  life  is  at  stake  ;  and 
in  truth  my  heart  tells  me  we  shall  need  to 
send  them  though  we  do  not  see  each  other 
face  to  face." 

Then  Vestein  went  to  England  and  Gisli 
to  Norway  ;  and  the  day  that  Gisli  returned 
into  the  Hawkdale  river,  Thorkel  sailed  into 
it  after  him. 

(To  he  cordiioied.) 


OUR  NOTE  BOOK. 

An-nivees.vry  of  General  Gordon's  Death. 
January  26  was  the  sixth  anniversary  of  the 
hero's  death,  and  a  small  crowd  was  pressing 
all  day  long  round  the  statue  of  General 
Gordon  in  Trafalgar  Square.  The  floral 
gifts,  which  were  as  beautiful  and  as  numer- 
ous as  ever,  testify  to  the  fact  that  the 
memory  of  the  hero  of  Khartoum  is  fresh  in 
all  parts  of  the  country.  There  were  flowers 
from  Scotland,  and  humble  little  ivy  wreaths 
from  Ireland,  and  many  other  more  showy 
tributes,  round  Mr.  Thornycroft's  beautiful 
statue.  One  large  wreath  was  labelled,  "  From 
the  Boys  of  the  Gordon  Home "  ;  "  Three 
Friends  from  Jerusalem"  sent  another  floral 
souvenir,  and  the  warm  sunlight  played  over 
a  number  of  daintiest  white  spring  flowers 
whose  perfumes  scented  the  air  all  round. 
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Problem  No.  264. 
By  H.  F.  L.  Mevei!. 
Adapted  from  one  by  Joii.  Bi;r.CiiiR. 
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"  I"  '  '-'-        9 -Hl  =  J.i  pieces 
Wliitc  tu  I'lnv,  .lud  uiate  in  three  ^3)  moves. 


BiLGUER's  HANDBrCH. 

The  seventh  edition  of  this  book,  the 
greatest  treatise  on  the  game,  is  nov,-  ready, 
and  contains  8.52  pages.  The  second  edition 
appeared  in  1852,  and  consisted  of  494  pages. 
The  fifth  edition  of  1874  contained  xiv  +  (i44 
pages,  and  was  written  by  von  der  La^a.  It 
is  now  edited  by  E.  Schallopp,  ;:ss^ted  by 
Joh.  Berger  and  others.  The  publisluns  are 
Veit  cfe  Co.,  of  Leipzig.  The  games  are  re- 
corded thus : — 

Maykt.  Hax^t;:;-. 

1.  8  2 — e  4  e  7 — e  5 

2.  S  g  1-f  3  f  7— f  5 

3.  S  f  3— e  5  :  D  d  8-f  6 

which  in  the  international  notatien  is  1, 
P  e  4,  P  8  5.  2,  O  f  3,  P  f  5.  3,  O  e  5,  L  f  G, 
and  in  English  this  : — 


White. 

BL.ACK. 

1. 

P-K  4 

P— K  4 

2. 

Kt— K  B  3 

P— KB  4 

8. 

KtxP 

Q— B  3 

4. 

P-Q  4 

P-Q  3 

5. 

Kt-B  4 

PxP 

0. 

Kt--B  3 

Kt— K  2 

7. 

P-Q  5 

Q  -  Kt  3 

8. 

B— B  4 

B— B  4 

9. 

P-K  E  3 

P-K  K  4 

10. 

Q-Q  4 

P-K  3 

11. 

P-Q  K  4 

Kt-Q2 

12. 

Castles 

Kt— K  B  3 

13. 

B  V  Q  P 

PxB 

14. 

Kt  X  Q  P  (ch) 

K-Q  2 

15. 

Kt  X  Kt  P 

Kt— Q  B  sq 

1(5. 

P-Q  (5 

K— K  .sq 

17. 

Q-K  3  (eh) 

K-Q  2 

18. 

B  — Kt  5  (eh) 

PxB 

19. 

Q  X  Kt  P  (ch) 

K-K  3 

•20. 

Kt — Q  8  mate 

Some  liistorical  notes, 
Bilguer  and  Lasa,  will 
chess  colunm. 


and  a  game  between 
appear  in  our  next 


TO  CHESS  CORKESrOXDEXTS. 

\y.  T.  11. —Your  solutions  are  cavefiilly  worked  out. 
Xo.  25i;,  by  (Jrim^liaw,  appoai-el  about  twenty-five 
\ears  ago  with  four  more  jiieees.  Xotice  Kt  to  Q  ti 
iu  No.  258.    Yon  will  like  Xos.  2til  .nnd  2G4. 

J.  B.  -Xo.  34  of  vour  book,  whieli  is  somewhat  awk- 
wardly constrneted,  appears  in  an  improve  1  form  on 
the  ,ab<n-e  diagram.  It  would  have  appeareil  as  a 
joint  composition,  if  you  had  so  agreed,  as  .lid  Pierce, 
Hertzspruiig,  Bldthy,  and  others. 
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DOINGS  FOR  THE  MONTH. 

APKIL. 


I.— In  Poultry-Run,  Pigeon-Loft,  Aviary, 
Babbitry,  Caviary,  etc. 

By  Gordon  Stables,  m.d.,  r.n. 

The  Pori.TnT-Rrx.  — If  your  featliered  favourite=! 
were  not  all  scare!  to  .leatli  during  the  li.ng-continueil 
frosts  and  snows  of  goo-1  old-fashioned  January  la-.t, 
you  will  have  cidckeiis  to  look  after  ere  now.  As  to 
the  feeding  of  the  fowl-run  generallv.  I  gave  some  good 
advice  in  "  Doings  "  for  Mareh.  lint  ehiekens  require 
special  care.  It  may  be  smue  comfort  for  you  to  know 
that  although  March  (diiekens— pullet -i-hieken;-  are 
valuable,  inasmuch  as  they  begin  to  lay  late  in  autuuni, 
those  hatched  in  April  are  Jiot  a  long  way  belnnd 
them,  and  they  are.  as  a  nile,  stronger  birds.  There  is 
very  often,  as' 1  have  liad  .ir,M.~i.in  to  remark  before, 
considerable  mismanaged  ■in  mthe  n.aringof  chickens 
from  the  shell.  Ilemember  that  for  the  first  twenty- 
four  hours  they  require  no  food  at  all.  (3vcr-auxious 
hen-wives  begin  to  ci-am  them  even  liefore  the.  are 
thoroughly  aware  they  are  in  the  worlil.  Well,  if  yoti 
give  theinthis  twenty  to  twenty-four  hours'  rest,  they 
will  be  boM  and  perky  and  eat  as  much  food  is 
necessary  to  their  deveiopuie:it.  The  fir-t  loo  1  is  newly 
boiled  egg  and  bread-crumb,  ^ome  lioil  tie-  og^'  nither 
soft  and  mi.\  it  with  stale  brcail-cnmab  in  thr  i.ro]i,.,r- 
rioii  of  egg  one  part,  bread  two.  The  foo  l  i.i  mi.ted 
into  a  crumbly  con-ii>tcnoy  with  fn'sh  milk.  I  fear 
that  with  most  breads  in  the  market  we  are  tlius 
treating  our  chicks  to  a  sina'l  doseof  alum,  and  I  .lon't 
see  whv  we  should  ni>t  giv<.-  fine  outiueal  instead  of 
bread.  I  know  this,  that  in  Scotland  chicks  thrive 
well  on  o.atme  il.  I'.-^'d  rv.-.-y  two  hours,  and  alter  a 
weekeverv  thi'o  li  ,ur-.  A  Hit].'  -hnddnl  moat  i)i  the 
foo'l  will  do  well  Dir.:.  :Mid  S|il;itt'^  I ood  dragjlel  with 
milk  will  be  a  change,  and  by  and-by  bruised  grains, 
etc. 

But  j-oti  may  now  coop  the  hen  out  on  the  fresh 
grass,  and  the  chicks  will  eat  Hie^.  ami  beetles  and  many 
other  insects,  etc.,  that  will  materially  assist  their 
growth. 

A  woril  about  the  honest  Dorkiii 
well  and  given  yoti  thi^  nice  brooii.  Ili- 
the  chicks  the  first  t\v(.  or  three  tiim-  f 
her  have  some  of  the  chickens'  foo  1.  Remrinlii  r  slie  is 
weak  and  htingr\".  And  dou't  forget  that  she  must 
have  exercise  for  an  hour  or  t  wo  evi-ry  ilay,  she  must 
not  be  kept  cooped  up  all  d:iy  long.  That  would 
indeed  be  crnel.  .Mon  io  m-.  tlio  coop 'niLdd  to  Im-  bigger 
than  people  gmorahi  ni.il.o  thmi.    I  vo  <ren  ccj.jp,  so 

small  the  i  r  hen  lia.l  to  lir  d..wn  or  oroiiol,  nrarly  all 

day.  Tiatlier  than  this,  I  would  let  the  hen  free  with  her 
chicks  to  range  where  she  plea-ed  and  let  t!ie  garilen 
take  its  chauce. 

Of  course  you  will  contiuue  to  -ct  hens,  but  some- 
times you  may  want  to  do  so  and  unalile  to  tind  a 
broody"  hen.  You  may  see  every  week  jilenty  ailver- 
ti-sed  in  the  ttsual  Stf>ck  itaper-,  l>ut  if  a  clucking  hen 
has  a  long  wav  to  come  l.iy  train,  it  is  jtist  as  likely  as 
not  that  she  may  have  chairged  her  ininil  before  getting 
to  yoivr  place.  It  a  hotter  plan  to  have  a  range  round 
among  your  ncigliliour-^  for  the  fowl  U)u  want,  and 
just  as  well  to  get  two  vhon  you  ar.  about  it. 

There  is  always  tlie  inonbari);-  to  fall  hack  upon. 
There  is  a  fortune  yet  iti  -t"ic  for  >onio  clever  young 
fellow  who  <-aii  inouijate  wlirilo~alr.  a>  t hey  have  done 
in  Egypt  since  i  ho  .lays  of  the  I'liaraohs.  They  have 
no  fine  new-faiuled  "  plant "  there,  hut  a  place  more 
Hke  a  hrick-kibi  than  anything  else.  .V  man  and  a 
boy  will  manage  to  bring  about  100,000  chicks  a  month 
out. 


vho  ha= 


at  so 
:v  V"il  feed 
I  her.  Let 


Thi^  Pigeox-i.oi'T. — Head  last  month's  "  Doings  '' 
about  mating,  oto.  I  tru-t  that  some  of  my  n^aders 
will  l)e  more  -uooes-fid  this  reason  than  tlicy  were  last. 
It  is  reallya  pity  to  marooM  or  woakiv  birds.  .Allsorts 
of  troubles  follow  if  you  do.  Lot  the  pairs  \ou  contiiuie 
to  mate  be  \oung,  boM.  and  In  ahliy,  and  see  they  have 
the  be-t  of  griiin  to  oat.  not  hard,'  du-ty,  oM,  maggot- 
eaten  stuff,  but  ni-\M'i-.  Iif-hor  sf.iff.  Varietv  iloes 
good,  .\lind  To  till  tho  lioppi-'-  I. i-t  thing  at  night,  as 
the  pigooiK  will  b.-  ii;,  i.io'j  ir,.fo:i'  \  on.  a)id  they  mu  t 
not  be  permit  to,  I  to  lioooOK'  faiio  from  hunger. 

Once  nio'e  1  ^ay,  -eo  to  tho  oh-anliu'  ss  of  your  loft 
and  everything  m  it.  1  ha\c  -ocii  droppings  left  in 
lofts  for  threo  yetirs  rtlnning,  and,  ahlKuejli  carelo-s 
peoplo  of  this  -ort  may  ^v-ni  to  thrivo  for  a  time,  I  dtt 
not  lj(4i<'Ve  tliey  <  vi-r  breed  a  pure-fiiooded  healrhily 
coirstitutt'd  l>!rd,  and  I'v-and-by  discaso  finils  them 
out;  going  bLdif,  and  canker,  dninhiea ,  a  nd  all  kinds 
of  troubles.  Then  tliey  got  ^iok  of  tlio  fancy,  and  give 
it  up.  I  have  be<-n  in  orti-  r  |iiL'i  oniios.  oi-  the  ante- 
rooms thereto,  in  whiidi  it  ri  all>  \\a-a  treat  to  take  a 
chair  and  have  a  sensible  char  with  tin-  owner. 

You  must  beware  irf  damp  ami  dn~t  as  well.  Take 
away  droiipiugs  evety  day,  and  see  that  there  is  plenty 
of  clean  gravel  about,  and  be  very  particular  as  to  the 
purity  of  the  water. 

We^  still  keep  receiving  letters  from  the  thoughtless 
class  of  boys.  \\  ho  say  "  I  have  recently  Viought  a  pair 
of  yjigeons"  (or  it  may  be  ot her  bird >  or  bciists ),  please 
tell  me  how  I  shall  ii  ed  them."  I'ray,  boys,  learn  all 
about  the  creatures  ytai  are  to  make  iiets  of,  and  have 
every  convenience  ready  for  their  home-coming.  They 
cannot  talk  and  teU  you  what  they  ought  to  eat  and 
drink. 


See  now  that  there  are  no  nasty  draughts  bilowing 
through  the  loft,  else  your  birds  will  suffer  from  colds, 
and  this  may  quite  disarrange  all  mating  arrange- 
ments. 

The  Avr.UiY.— I  hope  that  .all  is  going  on  in  this 
branch  as  well  as  could  bo  expected.  If  you  have 
sirring  hens  I  trust  they  look  bright-eyed  and  happy, 
and  the  cocks  full  of  business,  bold  and  perky.  See 
\ou  do  not  forget  the  egg  and  biscuit-crumb  food 
ilaily,  nor  the  fresh  water  changed  every  morning; 
take  the  glass  or  fountain  down  and  rinse  it  well  out 
before  y<ni  pour  in  the  soft  filtered  water.  I  am  con- 
vinced tlait  illness  oftentimes  accrues  tln-ough  the 
birds  drinking  bad  water  or  water  tlnat  has  been 
poured  into  a  slime-polluteil  fountain.  This  slime  that 
sticks  to  the  sides  of  the  glirss,  although  it  only  looks 
at  times  a  siuqilc  tlimness,  may  contain  the  spores  of 
dea<lly  disease. 

Are  yira  giving  (  loan  sand  now  and  then,  and  the 
cleanest  of  bho  k  and  w  hite  ,see  Is  ?  I  do  not  suppose 
you  forget  tlie  groon  food.  It  is  most  cooling  and 
appetising  to  the  sitting  hen.  The  cock's  eyes  dance 
with  joy  when  he  s.  o-  it.  -  ( di  !  look  here,  my  dear," 
he  Siiys  to  his  little  wife,  '■  a  nice  supply  of  the  greenest 
of  green  food.  Kow  for  a  delicious  salad  to  cheer  you 
up." 

Head  btick  numlwrs  for  the  plan  of  breeding.  I 
advocate  in  the  German  way.  Or  have  a  nursing  cage 
or  two  to  put  the  yotmgsters  in  before  they  can  feed 
themselves.  It  is  hung,  you  kiu.)W,  on  the  outside,  ■'o 
that  the  cock  can  feed  both  his  youngsters  and  his 
little  "  missus,"  wdio  is  on  a  fresh  nest,  Kever  miss  a 
chance  of  having  a  look  through  a  natuialist's  shop  and 
taking  wrinkles  about  breeding. 

Thk  R.it!I!ITRY. — Y'ou  will  have  your  hutches  out  of 
doors  now.  Y'ou  are  happy  indeed  if  you  have  a  little 
rabbit  court,  with  bucks  ami  does  apart  and  tlie 
youngsters  very  mitch  by  them-olves,  a  place  wdicii- 
'\dur  pots  Citn  come  out  and  romp  in  the  glad  sunshine 
iuid  pick  a  bit  of  growing  green  stuff  of  their  own 
choosing.  UiiMiit-i,  you  know,  as  I've  often  tolil  you, 
reallv   pav  well  if  'th^-y  biivo  in-oper  iittentioii  and 

correct  food— plenty  ot  vari.  ty.    A  boy  w  l  wns  ;i 

rabbit  court  has  oit  hi^  >houlilors  a  resp.insiliility  that, 
lie  should  never  foi'get.  But  it  really  lo  a  darling  one 
il  he  only  does  \vo|l  by  his  pets. 

Til :;  I 'A'.  M  i:  V  !!'■  tliis  faiicy,  I  may  only  say  read 
my  lie.  lo  :. :!)•■{■'.  :iod  if  there  be  anything  1  have 
omitted  lo       .  iil-',i,..  lominil  me. 

TiiK  KHNN'F:t,.  -  You  know  by  this  time  that  dogs 
want  good  fooii,  and  enough  of  it,  given  regularly,  and 
that  thi-ir  bods  :it  ni-ht  should  be  very  dry  and  frei- 
tioin  oian-jht-.  lo  i'd  voiy  young  puppies  five  times  a 
day  till  thoy  iiti-  four  iii.inil'is  old,  then  four  times. 

KlTi  iii.N  -\Mi  ri.'ii\'i  n  I  :.\i;iiF.x. -The  main  crops  of 
green  stult  -hould  li..  -.iwii  this  moiitli.  liake  the 
grouml  Very  lim'lv  liolore  you  sow.  Let  the  ilrills  be 
carefuhy  lilted  out  anil  tlie'.-ecils  oovereil  not  more  than 
two  inches  up.  Anntials  may  lie  sown  now  where  tliey 
iire  tip  grow.  If  .you  have  sc'cds  ot  any  kind  up,  weeil 
theiii  aiiil  tven  thill  tliem  as  siion  as  tliey  get  their 
roughened  leaves.  Put  ilowii  fresh  gravel,  but  trim 
borders  first.  Stir  up  the  ohl  gravel,  you  know,  iind 
put  the  new  on  top,  then  roll. 

WiXDOV,'  G-^rtDEXtN'O.— Y'our  bo.tes  will  now  lie 
a  bloom  with  s]iring  bulbs,  but  sow  canary  creepers  or 
dwarf  crimson  tropieolum  for  trailing  over  the  front  or 
climbing.  Later  on  plant  blue  lobelia,  and  it  will  be 
in  bloom  by  the  time  it  is  ready  to  put  in  the  gera- 
niums, etc. 


II.— Entomology. 
By  Rev.  Theodore  Wood,  f.e.s. 

■With  the  opening  days  of  April  the  entomologist 
may  fairly  consiiler  ,  hat 'the  winter  of  his  discontent  is 
at  an  end.  Ami,  though  easterly  winds  will  no  doubt 
."ometiuies  prevent  liini  from  collecting,  he  may  look 
torwiii-il  to  a  oonsiih-nible  amount  of  outdoor  work  in 
t  111'  course  of  the  month. 

fhe  sallows  will  now  be  in  their  prime.  The  male 
bnshi-s  are  by  far  the  more  productive;  and  you  can 
alwiiys  know-  these  bv  the  greater  size  and  the  deep 
golili-n  yellow  of  the  c'atkins.  For  the  best  method  of 
working  them,  .see  our  "  Doings  "  for  last  month.  The 
Miircli  visitors,  however,  may  very  likely  be  reiiiforceil 
by  two  dav-tiyers,  namely,  the  Light  and  the  Dark 
Orange  Un'tierwings  {Bivp/ios  jioWn  and  /!.  jmii/wiiiax)- 
These  have  an  awkward  trick  of  circling  round  the 
tops  of  the  bu-hes,  quite  out  of  reircli  of  the  net;  and 
\-ou  miis:  theri'fore  either  wait  piitieiitly  until  they 
'vouchsafe  to  come  down,  or  lengthen  your  net-handle 
by  fastening  to  it  a  long  and  strong  rod.  Both  insects 
a're  fond  of  the  sunshine  ;  anil  it  is  useless  to  look  for 
them  when  the  wind  is  in  the  east. 

By  about  the  second  week  in  April  the  sallows  will 
lose  their  attractiveness,  and  the  treacle-pot  may  be 
cmployeil  for  a  few  nights,  in  order  to  allure  the  later 
TaniiiKiimpoe  (T.  ijracilis  and  T.  ofiiita).  A  number  of 
hibernateil  A'dc^uie  will  probably  bear  them  company. 
The  simplest  sugaring  mixtiire  is  merely  a  pouml  of 
••  green "  treacle  into  wdiich  have  been  thoroughly 
stirred  a  wine-glassful  of  beer  and  the  same  amount 
of  coarse  rum.  Do  not  add  the  rum  until  just  before 
use,  or  the  potency  of  its  odour  Mill  be  greatly 
wciikened.  Applv  the  mixture  to  rough-barked  trees 
only,  in  long,  narrow  streaks,  working  it  w-ell  into  the 


bark  by  means  of  a  stonf  tiainter's  brush  ;  ami  not 
postpone  the  oiieration  iiiitil  diirknoss  liiis  .-et  in.  .Some 
moths  will  visit  the  b;iit  ■  evi  ii  bclore  it  is  iieccs-ary  to 
light  the  lantern. 

Of  course  you  wit!  have  a  large  pocket  t'.lhd  with 
"nested"  willow-chip  iioxos.  You  can  puionasi- these 
of  any  chemist  or  n;itiir  ;il  histoiy  deah-r  for  iibiait  'J</.  a 
dozen  nests.  Only,  ilm'l  bo  persuaded  to  buy  Bat  ones. 
If  you  can  obtain  "  shoulilered "  boxes,  so  niucli  the 
better.  They  are  a  little  more  cxiien.sivc  than  the 
others,  but  will  last  thn-e  or  four  fmos  as  long.  Of 
course  you  will  always  kn  p  the  mipty  boxes  in  one 
pocket, 'and  the  full  m  another  ;  and  inier  put  more 
than  one  moth  in  a  box. 

Look  out  on  oak  trunks  for  Ciimnlophora  ridens,  and 
on  palings  for  Hiilini  t.irl<uia.  The  handsome  -Em- 
peror" {,^ti/ Ill  /lid  iiirpiiu)  llii  s  in  till-  ,-iiii-l:i!ie  over 
heather,  and  the  Kentish  (ilory  { lui,! iminr.  i ,  i-.„i-olor) 
among  liiiidi.  lint  the  latter  is  exceedingly  loc:d.  In 
a  forwaid  soiisoii.  one  or  twn  of  the"thoins"  may  be 
fouml  n|  on  ijas-laniiis  at  night. 

As  soon  as  the  herbage  is  sufficiently  thick,  the 
coleopteii-t  sh.iuld  bring  his  sweeiiing-iiet  into  play. 
This  implon.irit  must  be  strong.  1'he  sw ecping-ncts 
usually  Milil  hy  dealers  a;e  rubbish,  and  are  .sure  to 
come  ill  giiol  iiehire  very  long.  Get  a  bhicksmith  to 
make  Noii  a  ring  ot  iiich  iron  l<u\  welding  (not 
soldering)  it  into  a  socket  -onie  six  inches  in  length, of 
the  saiiio  internal  ibiiimior  throughout,  ami  with  a 
screw-hole  upon  oitlier  siilo,  but  iml  opiiosite  to  one 
iinofbor.  Ihiii!  the  ring  witli  stoiii  loiitluT,  with  a 
lirojeoting  flap,  iilid  li,  1l:r  rlii/i  bistrii  ii  jiii.',  not  too 
deep,  of  strong,  closely-w  oven  oiinvas,  blown  holhuid 
will  do  at  a  pinch,  but  soon  w  i  ars  out.  Hai  r  the  iiag 
rounded  at  the  corners,  A  good  ash  hau'llc  o-jn  I.e 
obtaincil  for  a  few  pence  from  any  seller  of  giinli-n 
tools,  and  you  will  then  have  a  net  far  better  and  more 
servioi'iibl.'  than  any  which  you  can  buy.  And  by  half 
ill!  hour's  work  witli  this  in  a  productive  locality  on  a 
hivoiii-al  lie  day,  you  will  obtain  many  more  beetles  than 
you  w  ill  care  'to' take  home  and  set. 


OUR  PRIZE  COMPETITIONS. 

(Thirteenth  Series,) 


Modelling  and  Carving. 

In  announcing  this  subject  [vide  p.  Gl), 
we  wrote :  — 

■\Veoffor  TiiKi.i;  TiiiZLS  of  7'i(vi  (hiiiieit.i  oa"Ii,  for  (  1) 
the  bosi  .l/o</./  ,//  Cliiii  or  rhisti  r  of  the  •■  i  iM-Time 
Doniiiiii  '  issm  d  w  ith  our  Xovi  liilu  r  iiart  ;  i  L'  i  tin  -  i  .ost 
Mo<l<l  m  \Vo,:,l  of  iho  sum-  obio.a  :  mid  i i  'oo  bet 

l/if  hiisf.  Tliis  i'onipetitioii  1.-  opoii  Ml  all  nil  :  :  -  ,-'.iily 
up  to  1'  )  \  ears  of  age. 

In  this  competition  the  work  was  wholly 
confined  to  one  section— niodellin,g  ;  and 
even  in-  that  but  conlparati^  ely  tew  took 
part. 

Our  Award  is  as  follows:  — 

Pi  izn — Tiio  Gidneas. 

GEiiui.t;  llAiiiii.i)  I  :.M,i;i;.M HI  (aged  20^),  G3,  Barry 
Hoail,  Last  Diilwicli,  s.i:. 

rj;uTIPIc.t.TES. 

IT/tc  iiaines  appear  id  order  of  meril.'] 

J.iVMi-s  .\LKiiEi)  SWAX,  Eavenswood,  Albert  Road, 

llandsworth,  Biriniiigham. 
AitTHLi:  Mills,  23,  Jeffreys  Street,  Camden  Town, 
J.^MES  H-M.L,  Ivanboe  Place,  Stircheley  Street,  King's 

^'orton,  near  Birmingham, 
Percy  John  Henry  "Wildm.'^.n,  35,  CambcrwcU  Grore, 

.S.E. 

Tom  Pui!Si.;i.o\a:,  St.  John's  Road,  \\'liittingtou  Moor, 
near  Chesterfield, 

H.MiVEY  E.  C.vnR,  51,  Spooiier  Road,  BroomliiU,  Shef- 
field, 

D.>iXiEL  E.inwELL,  8,  Freelands  Road,  Bromley,  Kent. 

We  need  only  add  that  either  the  packing 
must  have  been  at  fault,  or  else  the  carriers 
treated  the  packages  very  badly,  for  12  eveiy 
case,  with  one  solitary  exception,  the  models 
arrived  more  or  less  broken -mostly  more 
—and  some  were  all  to  pieces. 
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¥l\e  Soy'^  Own  5^^3?ef. 


Dteb. — Go  to  the  Patent  Office  Library  in  Soutli- 
amptou  Buildings,  Chancery  Lane.  There  are  books 
on  Dyeing,  by  Crookes,  O'Neill  and  others,  all  touch- 
ing on  the  branch  in  which  you  are  interested  ;  and 
tliere  is  a  "  Textile  Manufacturer's  Journal,"  which 
you  could  see  at  the  library,  which  devotes  attention 
to  the  matter. 

R.  GuEGSON. — In  all  the  trades  you  mention  you  would 
flnil  tlie  fact  of  your  not  haviug  served  an  apprentice- 
ship i,  very  great  drawback  in  the  large  colonial 
towns.  In  the  bush  it  would  not  so  much  matter. 
Speaking  generally,  the  best  trade  would  be  that  of  a 
carpenter,  and  you  would  find  it  good  pr.aetice  to  get 
some  such  book  as  "  Every  Man  his  Own  i[erli;inic  " 
(price  7s.  M.,  pubUshed  by  Ward,  Lo.-k  >t  ),  and 
make  some  of  the  things  therein  dcscriliL- 1.  It  not 
so  easy  to  get  employment  as  yun  seem  to  imagine, 
and  you  should  have  some  money  to  stand  by.  It  is 
often  forgotten  that  the  cost  of  the  voyage  is  by  no 
means  the  only  e.xpense  you  will  have.  To  land  in  a 
colony  without  a  few  pounds  in  your  pocket  is  to 
begin  almost  hopelessly.  You  hear  of  the  successes ; 
tlie  failures  are  too  numerous  to  be  worth  men- 
tioning. 

T.  Camerox. — We  should  say  stay  where  you  are.  The 
higliest  wisdom  of  life  is  often  said  to  be  choosing  the 
work  you  are  specially  fltteil  to  do.  You  may  be 
specially  fitted  to  be  a  private  secretary,  but  we 
doubt  it.  Such  appointments  are  usually  accepted 
by  young  university  men  witii  a  view  to  an  intro- 
duction to  something  better. 

F.  0.  B. — The  "Nautical  Almanac  "  costs  half-a-crown. 
It  is  now  sold  by  Eyre  &  Spottiswoode,  East 
Harding  Street,  Fetter  Lane,  e.g.  Any  bookseller 
can  get  it  for  you. 

Albert. — Ordinary  collodion  is  soluticin  of  gun-cotton. 
Put  in  a  bottle  450  grains  of  gun-cotton,  25  ounces  of 
etlier  ami  7  ounces  of  spirits  of  wine  ;  shake  them 
well  together  and  leave  them  to  settle  for  several 
days.  Keep  the  mixture  well  corked.  As  a  beginner 
you  would  rtuil  it  far  better  to  buy  your  chemicals 
ready  made  :  and  be  particular  in  calling  tilings  by 
their  riglit  names. 

Pearl  Brooch. — Mother-of-pearl  articles  are  polished 
witli  powdered  pumice  stone  and  water,  and  then 
rubbed  with  putty  powder  and  water.  The  putty 
powder  treatment  would  probably  be  sufficient. 

E.  W.  D.— If  tlie  screw  is  to  come  out  again,  oil  it  before 
you  put  it  in.  If  it  is  to  be  a  fixture,  pat  some  glue 
in  the  hole  before  you  drive  in  the  screw ;  if  you 
have  no  glue,  put  a  little  powdered  rosin  in  the  hole 
and  warm  tlie  screw  before  you  drive  it.  In  hard 
wood  you  do  not  want  an\  thing  of  this  sort,  but  for 
soft  wood  and  hard  work  some  such  treatment  is 
advisable. 

EoUERT  &  Co.— The  articles  on  making-  a  iiKulrl  strain 
entjine  are  out  of  print  in  the  nuniiin  -  :i  nJ  pji  r  ~.  Imr 
they  have  been  reprinted  in  our  "Induut  i.ann^." 

A.  BuRLiNa. — Apply  at  the  Marine  Society's  Office  in 
Graeechurch  Street ;  if  it  is  a  case  of  poverty  go  to 
Dr.  Barnardo  in  Stepney  Causeway. 

Edinburgh. — The  "  paper  "  cuffs  are  probably  "  cellu- 
loid "  or  "  xylonite."  They  are  sold  at  the  indiarabber 


A.  LoxG  (U.  S.  A.). — 1.  To  make  clear  varnish  for 
drawings  and  prints  that  have  first  been  sized,  and 
for  oil  paintings  that  are  hard  and  dry,  dissolve 
5  oiuices  of  shellac  in  a  quart  of  spirits  of  wine  and 
boil  it  for  a  few  minutes  with  10  ouuces  of  well  burnt 
and  recently  huLited  animal  charcoal.  For-  a  less 
quantity  use  the  same  proportions,  btit  be  careful 
what  you  are  aluHit,  as  the  ojieration  is  dangerous 
and  should  be  Inrnii"!  mu  mI  dimrs.  Filtrr  a  small 
portion  of  the  sohit inn,  ami  il  it  i,  i:ot  r(il,iuiir,s  add 
a  little  more  clian'oal.  Wlieii  all  tlir  ri.luur  is  gone, 
lirr-s  till'  liquor  through  a  piece  uf  silk  ami  filter  it 
tliii'iiL'li  lilotting  papev.  The  varnish  dries  in  a  few 
niinutLS  and  will  neither  chill  nor  bloom  ;  but,  as  we 
said  before,  be  eaii  fiil.  and  if  you  can,  buy  it  ready 
made.  Though  Imw  ymi  arc  going  to  find  it  on  a 
Texas  ranche  we  dn  mit  l^imw.  2.  For  a  good  general 
book  on  Natural  llismry  tliere  are  not  many  better 
than  Cassell's :  but  thrrr  niii^t  lie  some  American 
publications  more  suited  for  j  uiu'  district. 

A.  'Wis.  F. — In  a  Bunsen's  battery  strong  nitric  acid  is 
put  into  the  carbon  cell  and  acidulated  water  into 
the  zinc  cell.  The  fumes  are  poisonous,  and  the 
battery,  when  at  work,  should  be  jjlaced  in  a 
draught. 

Peter  the  Whaler.— The  compass  needle  points 
north  and  south  because  the  earth  itself  is  a  great 
magnet ;  but  why  the  earth  is  a  magnet  we  cannot 
tell  you,  as  there  are  several  theories,  none  of  which  is 
generally  accepted. 

F.  G.  .1.  D. — We  had  a  series  of  articles  on  building, 
sparring,  and  canvassing  model  yachts  in  Nos.  73,  77, 
and  t'-l  in  our  second  volume.  In  om-  tliird  volume 
we  had  "Practical  Hints  .m  yimlil  Yacht  Sailing"  in 
No.  116.  In  our  fonitli  vnhune  wi-  had  "Yacht, 
Canoe,  and  Boat  Building, "  from  Nos.  1S3  to  191 
inclusive ;  and  articles  on  tlie  general  principles 
of  designing,  bv  Sir  Nathaniel  Barnabv,  late  Chief 
Con.structor  of  'the  Navv.  in  Nos.  192.  193,  194.  In 
our  fifth  volume  wi-  liad  •■  yindi-l  Yaehtiini."  by  Mr. 
T.  E.  Biddle,  with  a  i  iilmirrd  plate  of  "Cruising  on 
the  Round  Poml."  In  the  sixth  vulunie  we  had 
"Model  Y'aeht  Clubs,  and  how  to  manage  them,"  and 
in  that  began  the  series  of  reviews  of  the  model  yacht- 
ing year  whicli  has  lieen  continued  in  every  snb.se- 
quent  volume.  In  the  Summer  Number  for  I88C  we 
had  an  article  on  building,  illustrated  with  working 
diagrams  of  well-known  prize-winners.  Since  then 
we  have  had  much  correspondence  on  the  matter. 

W.  H.  T. — Look  at  the  advertisements  in  the  "En- 
gineer," "  Engineering."  or  some  such  paper.  Y'ou 
can  see  them  iu  the  reading-room  at  the  free  library. 

J.  Martin.— The  "Bishop  and  the  Caterpillar"  was 
first  published  in  the  Boy's  Own  rAi-KK.  Summer 
Numlier,  1888.    We  intend  reprinting  thr  vi  r-es. 

Gamma  ( Stirliivjshire').— 1''ou  can  get  the  information 
a-  t'i  tl.r  liidiaii  Civil  Service  and  Forest  Service  in 
thr  la-i  <r  cdiri.in  of  Cassell's  "Guide  to  the  Civil 
Sefs-iee"  ;  Imt  bt-fore  taking  any  steps  it  wc.ild  be 
wise  to  write  direct  to  the  Secretary,  Civil  Service 
Commission,  for  the  latest  regulations. 

W.  JONE.S. — The  fuU  pay  of  a  midshipman  on  active 
service  in  the  navy  is  U.  9J.  a  day,  and  out  of  this  he 
has  to  pay  certain  sums  for  receiving  instruction, 
etc.,  besides  finding  himself  in  uniform,  etc. 


A  Breeder. — There  is  no  special  book  on  Peafowls, 
but  there  are  chapters  about  them  iu  the  higher 
priced  Poultry  Books,  such  as  Wright's. 

Inquirer. — Put  a  layer  of  soap  in  a  saucepan,  then  a 
layer  of  single  leaves,  then  a  thin  layer  of  soap,  say 
an  eighth  of  an  inch  thick,  and  so  build  up  a  huge 
sandwich  of  soap  and  leaves.  Then  fill  in  with  water 
and  simmer  for  some  hours,  adding  water  to  make 
up  the  waste.  Then  clear  out  the  leaves,  skeletonise 
t?iem,  put  them  in  chloride  of  lime  to  bleach,  and 
dry  them.  If  the  pulp  of  the  leaf  does  not  come 
away  readily  it  is  because  you  have  not  boiled  it  long 
enough. 

Colonial  Professions  (Sam).- Write  to  the  Chief 
Clerk,  Emigrants'  Information  Office,  31  Broadway, 
Westminster,  S.W.,  and  enclose  threepence  for  the 
"  Professional  Handbook."  It  gives  all  the  necessary 
qualifications  in  the  Colonies  for  'larristers,  solicitors, 
chemists,  civil  engineers,  ci\'il  servants,  dentists, 
doctors,  monnteii  riflemen.  poUce,  railway  servants, 
surveyors,  teachers,  etc.  The  ordinary  handbooks, 
costing  a  penny  for  each  colony,  give  a  good  deal  of 
information  on  other  matters.  Y'ou  must  name  the 
colony  for  which  the  information  is  required. 

Ketteking. — The  Great  Western  Railway  is  the  longest 
ill  this  country  :  it  i^  2.177  miles  long.  The  Milford 
Haven  Railway  is  the  shortest ;  it  is  one  mile  long. 

NuNQUAM. — 1.  The  Old  Pretender  was  born  on  June  10, 
1688.  The  Y'oung  Pretender  was  born  on  Novem- 
ber 30,  1720 ;  he  had  a  I irotlier.  Cardinal  Y'ork,  who 
was  born  five  years  afterwards,  and  diefl  in  1807. 
2.  Queen  Anne  was  born  at  Twickenham;  she  was 
one  of  eight  children,  her  mother  being  Anne  Hyde. 

Army. — The  most  recent  is  always  the  most  wonderful. 
William  Pitt  had  a  public  funeral  at  Avhich  the  crowd 
was  very  great  in  jiroportion  to  the  population. 

H.  .T.  M(.>\i:iN. — There  are  several  chapters  on  the  Magic 
Laiitirii  in  our  "Indoor  Games,"  a  new  edition  of 
which  is  just  ready. 

J.  STRinE.— Surely  the  most  natural  course  for  a  boy 
at  Southsea  would  be  to  enquire  at  Portsmouth 
Dockyard. 

Pen  and  Ink. — Get  a  lithographic  pen,  either  GiUott's 
or  ^Mitchell's.  That  is  one  of  the  most  finely  pointed 
pens  in  the  market. 

EvEP.i.iNE  (yi.  P.). — 1.  Ton  should  not  generalise  so 
hastily.  "All  hotels  which  are  temperance  are  »o/ 
called  Wavi  rley,"  only  a  very  few  of  them.  There 
was  oiir  WavrrU  y  Hotel,  and  it  was  so  succefsful  that 
the  ]iriiiin.  tiir  ^tat  ted  aiintlier  ami  another,  and  then 
other  im-ii  tlmn^lit  it  a  jiity  he  .should  have  such  a 
good  iianir  to  li:m-flf  and  .-o  copied  him.  and  hence 
the  fcM-  iliizcn  Wavcrlc>  s  nut  of  the  hundreds  of  other 
teniiH  ram-c  Ijntfl^.  2.  As  to  the  origin  of  the  name, 
did  \  .'u  II,  vcr  hear  of  Sir  Walter  Scott?  or  do  you 
mean  iliat  \  .iu  arc  unaware  that  he  took  the  name 
from  Waverley  .Vl  liey,  near  Farnham,  whose  Annals 
were  printed  a  few"  years  before  "  Waverley  "  was 
written  ? 

Major.  — 1.  No.    2.  All  our  extra  numbers  are  out_of 
print.    They  invariably  run  out  both  at  Christm'a 
and  Midsuinmer— and  'if  you  do  not  get  them  the' 
you  must  perforce  do  without  them. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. — CORDER  TO  THE  FRONT. 

THE  morning  of  the  return  match  with 
Rendlesham  was  damp  and  muggy, 
and  so  assorted  well  with  the  spirits  of 
Fellsgarth  generally. 

The  juniors  of  course  were  cheerful — 
everything  came  in  the  day's  work  for 
them — but  among  the  seniors  on  either 
side  gloom  prevailed.  Even  Ranger,  the 
light-hearted,  was  snappish,  as  his  fag 
discovered ;  and  Denton,  the  amiable, 
hoped  he  would  not,  for  his  temper's 
sake,  meet  too  many  Moderns  between 
morning  and  evening.  The  captain, 
though  he  kept  up  his  usual  show  of 
serenity,  was  evidently  worried.  But  he 
had  no  notion  of  giving  in.  No  !  If  the 
school  was  to  be  thrashed,  let  them  take 
their  thrashing  like  men,  and  not  whine 
about  like  the  "  other  boys." 

"After  all,"  said  he  to  Eanger,  "we 
may  not  get  glory,  but  we  needn't  lose  it. 
Only,  for  honour's  sake,  let  us  keep  our 
rows  to  ourselves,  and  not  talk  about  them 
out  of  doors." 

"  Right  you  are  !  "  said  his  friend.  "  I 
wish  I  had  your  temper.  The  cads ! 
And  after  the  way  you've  treated  them, 
too.  Why,  some  of  us  thought  you  went 
out  of  your  way  to  favour  them." 

The  captain   grunted,  and  began  to 
throw  his  flannels  into  his  bag. 
"  What  about  Rollitt  ?  "  he  asked. 
"  No  go.    He's  gone  off  for  a  daj^'s 
fishing." 

The  captain  whistled  dismally.  "  Then 
we  must  play  a  man  short.  There's  no 
one  else  worth  putting  in.  It's  like 
marching  to  one's  execution,"  he  said; 
"  I  wish  it  was  all  over.  But  it's  only 
just  beginning." 

The  Moderns  were  gloomy  too.  They 
had  taken  their  course,  and  they  must 
stand  by  it  now.  When  they  came  to 
reflect,  it  was  not  a  particularly  glorious 
one,  nor  did  it  seem  to  promise  much  by 
way  of  compensation.  They  were  done  out 
of  football  f  jr  the  rest  of  the  term ;  they 
were  reduced  to  a  faction  in  Fellsgarth, 
and  what  was  worse,  they  were  secretly 
doubtful  whether  they  were  quite  as 
much  in  the  right  as  they  tried  to  per- 
suade themselves. 

They  had  taken  their  course,  however, 
and  must  go  on. 

"  I  suppose  none  of  our  side  will  go  on 
the  omnibus,"  said  Brinkman. 

"Why  not?"  said  Clapperton.  "It 
will  do  them  good  to  have  spectators.  I 
shall  go  ;  not  that  I  care  about  it,  but  jiist 
to  assert  my  rights." 

"  Hurrah  for  self-sacrifice !  "  said  Fuller- 
ton.  "  If  your  principles  will  allow  you 
to  take  chicken  and  tongue  sandwiches 
with  you,  I'll  go  too." 

"  It's  ten  to  one  they'll  try  to  prevent 
our  going,"  said  Dangle  ;  "  I  hope  they'll 
try." 

When  the  two  coaches  drove  up  to 
carry  the  fifteen  and  the  prefects  and 
other  privileged  boys  to  the  scene  of  con- 
flict, a  good  deal  of  surpi-ise  was  evinced 
at  the  appearance  of  Clapperton,  Brink- 
man,  Dangle,  and  Fullerton,  in  ordinary 
costume,  and  without  bags,  ready  to 
accompany  the  pai-ty. 

Contrary  to  their  expectations  and 
hopes,  no  protest  was  made,  and  as  far  as 
the  Classic  seniors  were  concerned,  no 
notice  was  vouchsafed  them.  This  was 
annoying,    particularly    as   the  juniors 


present  took  care  to  call  attention  to  their 
presence. 

"Look  at  'em,"  cried  Wally;  "don't 
they  look  clever  '?  " 

"  Kicked  out  of  the  team — serve  'em 
right,"  shouted  Ashby. 

"  Who's  kicked  out  ?  "  retorted  the 
Modern  fags.  "  It  would  take  better 
chaps  than  you  to  kick  them  out." 

"  Don't  you  wish  you  could  get  'em  to 
play  ?  They  know  better,"  retorted  Percy 
and  Co. 

Amid  such  embarrassing  comments,  the 
four  Modern  heroes  momited  to  their 
places. 

The  cheers  of  their  adherents  hardly 
made  up  for  the  chilly  welcome  of  their 
travelling  companions.  Yorke,  seeing 
Clapperton  looking  for  a  place,  politely 
moved  up  to  make  room,  and  then  turned 
his  back  and  talked  to  Ranger.  The  other 
three  were  similarly  cut  off.  Dangle  find- 
ing himself  in  between  Fisher  i  and 
Denton,  who  talked  across  him.  Brink- 
man,  on  another  coach,  was  tucked  in 
among  some  rowdy  Classic  middle  boys 
who  were  discussing  the  '•  strike  "  very 
vigorously  among  themselves.  As  for 
Fullerton,  he  was  luckj-  enough  to  get 
the  seat  beside  the  driver,  where,  at  any 
rate,  he  could  count  on  one  sympathetic 
soul  into  whose  ears  to  pour  his  occa- 
sional words  of  wisdom. 

Just  as  the  first  coach  was  starting,  a 
shout  was  heard  from  acrosg  the  Green, 
and  Corder,  the  Modern  boy  whose  services 
were  declined  on  the  previous  occasion, 
equipped  in  an  rdster  and  with  his  bag 
in  his  hand,  appeared  signalling  for  the 
cortege  to  wait. 

"  Well !  what  is  it  ?  "  demanded  Dangle. 

"  Is  Yorke  there  ?  Yorke,  can  I  play 
to-day  ?  " 

"  No,  you  can't,"  said  Dangle  m  a 
menacing  undertone.  "  None  of  its  are 
playing  ;  you  know  that." 

"  I  don't  see  why  I  mayn't  play  if  I 
have  the  chance,"  said  Corder.  "  I  awfully 
want  to  play  in  the  fifteen." 

"  We're  a  man  short,"  said  Yorke.  "  You 
can  play,  Corder." 

"  If  you  dare  to  come  and  play,"  said 
Dangle,  still  in  a  whisper,  "  you'll  find  it 
so  precious  hot  for  yourself  afterwards 
that  you'll  be  sorry  for  it." 

"  Yorke  says  I  may  play,"  persisted 
Corder;  "  I  don't  see  why  I  shouldn't." 

"  Cad  !  traitor  !  blackleg  !  "  yelled  Percy 
and  Co.,  as  they  saw  their  man  momit  the 
coach. 

"  Ha,  ha  !  got  one  man  among  you  who 
isn't  a  coward  and  a  sneak,  and — and 
a  howling  kid  !  "  retorted  Wally.  "  Gee 
up  !  "  Whereat  the  whips  cracked  and  the 
happy  party  drove  off. 

Corder  was  one  of  those  obtuse  youths 
who  can  never  take  in  more  than  one  idea 
at  a  time.  His  present  idea  was  football. 
He  had  come  up  this  term  with  a  consum- 
ing ambition  to  get  into  the  fifteen,  and 
had  plaj-ed  hard  and  desperately  to  secure 
his  end.  Last  week,  when  Brinkman  was 
obliged  to  retire,  he  thought  his  chance 
was  come,  and  great  was  his  mortification 
when  he  found  that  his  nomination  was 
not  accepted  by  the  captain.  Still  he 
didn't  despair.  Wlien  he  saw  the  vacancies 
caiised  in  the  team  by  the  defection  of  the 
Modems,  his  hopes  rose  again  :  but  once 
more  they  were  dashed  hj  the  captain's 
announcement  of  a  fifteen  made  up  whoUy 
I  of  Classics. 


To-day  he  had  not  had  the  heart  to 
come  out  and  see  the  coaches  start,  and 
was  moping  in  his  own  room,  when 
some  one  brought  m  word  that  RoUitt 
was  not  going  to  play  after  all,  and  that 
the  team  was  setting  out  a  man  short. 

Whereupon  Corder  dashed  into  his 
ulster,  fltmg  his  flannels  into  his  bag,  and 
tore  out  of  his  house  just  in  time  to  secure 
for  himself  the  long-coveted  honour,  and 
find  himself  in  the  glorious  position  of 
"  playing  for  the  School." 

How  was  such  a  fellow  likely  to  trouble 
his  head  about  strikes,  and  protests,  and 
organised  desertion '? 

Fortunately  for  the  comfort  of  his 
journey  he  had  to  pack  himself  away  on 
the  floor  between  the  feet  of  Ridg^vay  and 
another  of  the  team,  who,  if  they  kicked 
him  at  all,  only  did  it  by  accident  or  by 
way  of  encom'agement,  and  not  as  Dangle 
or  Brinkman  might  have  done,  in  spite. 

The  rain  was  coming  down  pretty 
steadily  by  the  time  the  party  got  to  their 
destination,  and  the  gloom  on  the  brows 
of  the  fotir  Modern  prefects  deepened  as 
they  looked  up  and  speculated  on  the 
delights  of  standing  for  an  hour  on  the  wet 
grass,  watching  their  rivals  play. 

"Dangle,"  said  Clapperton,  "we  must 
stop  that  cad  Corder's  playing  at  all 
cost.  It  will  upset  everything.  Come 
and  talk  to  him." 

But  Corder,  perhaps  with  an  inkling  of 
what  was  in  store  for  him,  had  entrenched 
himself  behind  a  number  of  other  players, 
and  in  close  proximity  to  Ranger,  who 
had  evidently  told  himself  off  to  see  that 
the  last  rccntit  of  the  fifteen  was  not 
tampered  with. 

The  signals  of  the  two  seniors  were 
studiously  not  observed,  and  when  Dangle, 
getting  desperate,  said : 

"  Corder,  half  a  minute ;  Clapperton 
wants  you,"  Ranger  interposed  with  : 

"  Come  on,  you  fellows,  it's  time  we 
got  into  our  flannels,"  and  effectually  check- 
mated the  manceuvre. 

"  If  he  doesn't  get  paid  out  for  this," 
growled  Clapperton,  "  I'm  precious  mis- 
taken." 

"  Yes ;  and  the  other  fellows  mitst  see 
that  he  is.  If  this  sort  of  thing  spreads,  we 
may  as  well  cave  in  at  once." 

The  Rendlesham  fellows  hovered  about 
under  shelter  till  the  last  moment,  grum- 
bling at  the  weather,  the  giass,  and  the 
clock.  At  length  the  Fellsgarth  boys  put 
in  an  appearance ;  sides  were  solemnly 
tossed  for,  and  the  order  to  "  spread  out  " 
was  given. 

"  Hullo  !  "  said  one  of  the  Rendlesham 
men  as  he  passed  Clapperton  and  Dangle, 
"  why  aren't  you  playing  ?  Afraid  of  the 
cold  ?  " 

"  No,  we  scratched  because  " 

"  Have  you  got  that  big  man  down  who 
was  so  hot  in  the  scrimmages  ?  I  forget 
his  name.  He's  not  one  of  the  deUcate 
ones,  I  fancy." 

"  No  more  are  we ;  we're  not  playmg 
because  " 

"Hullo!  they're  waiting,"  said  the 
player,  and  went  off,  leaving  the  explana- 
tion still  unfinished. 

One  of  the  last  to  rim  out  was  Corder. 

"  You  young  cad,"  growled  Clapperton 
as  he  passed ;  "  take  my  advice  and  don't 
play,  unless  " 

"Come  on,  Corder — waiting,"  shouted 
Yorke. 

Corder  obeyed  like  Lightning. 


419 


The  match  began  disastrously  for 
Fellsgarth.  Within  five  minutes  of  the 
kick  off,  a  run  up  by  one  of  the  Rendlesham 
quarter-backs  carried  the  ball  right  into 
the  School  lines,  and  a  touch  down 
resulted.  On  a  fine  day  like  last  Saturday 
a  goal  would  have  been  certain,  but  oir 
the  wet  grass  the  try  did  not  come  off.  But 
five  minutes  later,  a  drop  kick  from  the 
middle  of  the  field  by  the  Kendlesham 
captain  secured  a  magnificent  goal  for  the 
home  team. 

Clapperton  sneered. 

"  What  I  expected,"  said  he.  "  They'll 
be  lucky  if  they  don't  lose  a  dozen." 

Yorke,  on  the  contrai-y,  was  cheering 
up.  Bad  as  these  opening  ten  minutes 
had  been,  he  fancied  his  team  was  not 
going  to  do  so  badly  after  all.  The  new 
players  were  working  like  mad  in  the 
scrimmage.  Ranger  was  as  quick  on  his 
feet  in  the  wet  as  in  the  dry  ;  and  Corder 
at  half-back  had  been  sm'prisingly  steady. 

Before  kicking  off  again  he  made  one 
or  two  changes.  He  moved  Ridgway, 
who  was  a  heavy  weight,  up  into  the 
forwards.  Corder,  greatly  to  his  delight, 
was  entrusted  with  the  goal,  and  Fisher  I 
moved  up  to  half-back.  The  forwards 
were  ordered  on  no  accoilnt  to  break  loose, 
hut  if  necessary  keep  the  ball  among 
them  till  time  was  called. 

Then,  with  his  well-known  "  On  you 
go  !  "  he  Ivickod  off. 

The  ball  was  almost  immediately  locked 
up  in  a  tight,  fierce  scrimmage.  The 
boys  took  the  captain's  advice  with  a 
vengeance,  and  held  the  ball  among  their 
feet  doggedly,  neither  letting  it  through 
on  their  side,  nor  forcing  it  out  on  the  side 
of  the  enemy. 

At  length,  however,  it  could  be  seen 
filtering  out  sideways,  just  where  the 
captain  was  hovering  outside  the  scrim- 
mage. 

"  Let  it  come  !  "  he  whispered.  "  Look 
out,  Ranger  !  " 

Next  moment  the  ball  was  under  his 
arm,  and  before  any  one  realised  that  the 
scrimmage  was  up,  he  was  oft'  with  it 
and  among  the  enemy's  half-backs.  The 
half-backs  knew  Yorke  of  old,  and  closed 
upon  hiui  before  he  could  double  or  get 
round  them. 

"  Pass  !  "  shouted  Ranger. 

It  was  beautifully  done,  while  Yorke 
was  falling  and  Ranger  brushing  past. 
The  enemy's  half-backs  were  not  in  it 
with  the  fleet  Fellsgarth  runner,  nor  was 
their  back  ;  and  to  their  own  utter  amaze- 
ment, three  minutes  later  the  School 
placed  to  their  credit  an  easy  goal. 

Then  did  Clapperton  and  Dangle  and 
Brinkman  gnash  their  teeth  till  they 
ached,  and  Fullerton  standing  near  had 
his  gibe. 

"  It  was  worth  coming  here  in  the  rain^ 
to  see  that,  wasn't  it  ?  " 

The  match  was  not  j'et  over.  The 
Rendlesham  men,  startled  into  attention 
by  this  unexpected  rebuff,  took  care  that 
such  a  misadventure  should  not  happen 
again,  and  making  all  the  use  they  could 
of  their  superior  weight,  bore  down  the 
scrimmages  and  forced  the  ball  into  the 
open.  Once  liie^  carried  it  through  with 
a  splendid  rush,  and  their  captain  picking 
it  up  under  the  very  feet  of  the  boys,  ran 
it  forward  a  few  yards,  and  lifted  it  with 
a  neat  drop  kick  right  behind  the  lines. 

Now  was  Corder's  chance.  He  had 
lived  all  the  term  for  this  moment.  If 


he  was  taken  back  to  Fellsgarth  on  a 
shutter  he  would  not  care,  so  long  as  he 
did  himself  credit  now. 

He  had  a  clear  field  to  start  with,  and 
was  well  out  of  touch  before  the  advance 
guard  of  the  enemy  bore  down  on  him. 
Then  it  was  a  sight  to  see  him  wriggle 
and  dodge,  and  twist  and  turn  in  and 
out  among  them,  threading  them  like  a 
needle  through  a  string  of  beads,  and 
slipping  through  their  hands  like  an  eel. 

"Well  played  indeed,  Corder!"  cried 
Yorke. 

Oh,  what  music  was  in  the  sound ! 
What  would  he  not  dare  now  ! 

On  he  went,  now  diving  under  an  arm, 
now  staggering  round  a  leg ;  now  down 
and  up  again,  now  jumping  like  a 
kangaroo  against  an  opponent.  The 
very  sight  of  his  evolutions  seemed  to 
demoralise  the  Rendlesham  men.  They 
floundered  and  slid  on  the  slippery  grass, 
and  made  wild  grabs  without  ever  reach- 
ing him.  It  was  really  too  ridiculous  to 
be  eluded  by  a  raw  hand  like  this — and 
yet  he  eluded  them. 

Halfway  down  the  field  he  ran  with  a 
roar  of  applause  at  his  back,  and  only  a 
handful  of  the  enemy  left  ahead.  How 
splendid  if  he  could  only  pass  them,  and 
make  his  record  with  a  run  from  one  goal 
to  the  other  ! 

Alas  !  a  swoop  from  behind  greeted  the 
proud  thought ;  two  hands  clawed  at  his 
shoulders,  and  from  his  shoulders  slipped 
to  his  waist,  and  from  his  waist  slid  down 
to  his  ankles,  where  for  a  moment  they 
held,  and  sent  the  runner  tripping  over 
on  his  nose  in  the  mud,  with  the  ball 
spinning  away  a  yard  r.head. 

It  was  all  VTp.  No  !  Fisher  was  on  the 
spot,  and  at  Fisher's  heels  Ridgway. 
The  Rendlesham  backs  flung  themselves 
in  the  way,  but  only  to  divert,  not  to 
stop  their  career.  When  Corder  picked 
himself  up  and  rubbed  the  mud  out  of  his 
eyes,  the  first  thing  he  saw  was  Ridgway 
sitting  behind  the  enemy's  line  with  the 
ball  comfortably  resting  on  his  knee  !  It 
was  another  touch  down  for  the  school — 
perhaps  a  goal. 

Alas  !  on  that  ground  the  long  side-kick 
was  too  much  even  for  Yorke.  It  shot 
wide,  and  Rendlesham  breathed  again. 

But  the  long  and  short  of  it  was  that 
the  match  was  a  tie  ;  a  goal  and  a  try  to 
each  side  ;  and  that  to  Corder  belonged 
the  credit  of  a  big  hand  in  the  lesser  point. 

"Awfully  well  run,  Corder,"  said  the 
captain,  as,  time  having  been  called,  the 
two  walked  off  the  field  together.  "  You 
must  play  for  us  again." 

After  that,  who  should  say  life  was  not 
worth  living '? 

The  very  weather  seemed  to  change  for 
Corder.  The  sun  came  out,  flowers 
sprang  up  at  his  feet,  birds  started  sing- 
ing in  the  trees  overhead.  What  a  letter 
he  would  have  to  write  home  to-morrow  ! 
The  captain's  pat  on  the  back  sent  a  glow 
all  through  him.  Who  wouldn't  be  a 
Fellsgarth  chap  after  all '? 

It  scarcely  damped  his  joy  to  perceive 
that  neither  Clapperton,  Dangle,  nor 
Brinkman  shared  in  the  general  con- 
gratulations, but  looked  more  black  and 
threatening  than  ever  as  he  passed. 
Pooh  !  what  did  he  care  for  that ! 

How  he  enjoyed  the  glorious  Rendle- 
sham high  tea,  and  the  drive  home  in 
the  rain  with  everybody  talking  and 
laugliing  and  rejoicing,  singing  songs  and 


shouting  war  cries.  He  was  quite  sorry 
when  it  came  to  an  end,  and  he  had  to 
dismount  and  go  over  alone  to  his  own 
house. 

He  could  hear  the  shouts  and  huzzas 
of  the  Classics  across  the  Green  as  Wake- 
field's turned  out  in  a  body  to  welcome 
their  men.  No  one  at  Forder's  turned 
out  to  welcome  him.  The  four  prefects 
themselves  had  not  even  waited  for  hun. 

For  the  first  time  that  day  Corder  felt 
himself  wishing  he  had  a  little  sympathy 
in  his  jubilation.  It  was  dull,  when  every- 
body over  on  the  other  side  was  shouting 
himself  hoarse,  to  hear  not  a  "  cheep  "  of 
congratulation  from  his  own  fellows. 

However,  it  didn't  matter  mnch.  He 
went  to  his  room  and  changed,  and  hoped 
his  messmate  Wilson  would  not  be  long  in 
coming  for  supper  and  a  gossip. 

Wilson  came  presently,  but  his  face 
was  glimi  and  his  manner  frigid. 

"Oh,  here  you  are,  old  chap ;  I'm  peckish. 
Did  you  hear  about  the  match,  we  " 

"  Shut  up,"  said  Wilson ;  "  you're  a  cad. 
I  don't  want  to  talk  to  you." 

Corder  put  down  his  knife  and  fork, 
and  looked  up  in  amazement.  This  from 
Wilson !  He  knew  Clapperton  was  sore 
about  it,  but  Wilson  

He  went  on  eating  while  thinking  it 
out,  and  Wilson  ate  too  in  silence,  and 
then  rose  to  go. 

"  Are  you  not  going  to  prepare  to-night  ? ' ' 

"  Yes,  in  Dangle's  room." 

And  Corder  was  left  alone. 

This  was  too  bad  of  Wilson — to-night  of 
all  nights.  He  would  go  and  look  up 
Selby.  Selby,  he  knew,  would  be  inter- 
ested in  the  day's  news,  for  had  they  not 
practised  drop  kicks  together  for  an  hour  a 
day  all  this  term  ? 

Selby  was  in,  but  not  at  all  glad  to  see 
him. 

"Are  you  busy,  old  man?"  asked 
Corder. 

"  I  don't  want  you  here,"  said  Selby. 
"  Why,  what's  the  row  '?  " 
"  Row  ?  You're  a  sneak,  that's  the  row. 
Cut !  " 

Surely  Selby  must  be  out  of  sorts  to  talk 
like  that. 

Corder  stood  in  the  door  for  a  moment 
on  the  off  chance  that  his  friend  might  be 
joking.  But  no.  Selby  turned  his  back 
and  began  to  read  a  book. 

This  was  getting  monotonous.  Corder 
returned  to  his  study  to  think  it  out  a  little 
more. 

His  fag.  Cash,  was  there  looking  for  a 
paper. 

"  Hullo,  youngster  !  that  you  ?  We 
didn't  get  beaten  after  all  to-day,  I  suppose 
you  heard." 

Cash's  reply  was  laconic,  to  say  the  least 
of  it.  He  turned  round  and  put  out  his 
tongue. 

"  None  of  your  cheek,  I  say,"  said 
Corder,  "  or  I'll  " 

"  How  dare  you  speak  to  me  !  "  said 
the  junior.  "  Yoir're  a  cad— I'm  not  going 
to  fag  for  a  cad.    Yah,  booh  !  " 

And  he  vanished. 

Corder  went  to  bed  that  night  sorely 
perplexed.  And  his  perplexity  was  not 
relieved  when  he  rose  next  morning  and 
found  a  paper  on  his  table  with  the  fol- 
lowing genial  notice  : — 

"  Any  boy  in  Forder's  found  speaking 
to  Corder  the  sneali  will  be  cut  by  the 
house.    By  order." 

(To  be  continued.) 
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MAUEICE   KEEDIC;    OR,   THE  MYSTERY  OE  ECBATANA. 


By  a.  Laurie, 

Authoi-  of  "A  Marvellous  Conquest,"  "Hal/mend  Frkzoh,"  etc. 


LIEUTENANT  GuYON  was  easily  per- 
suaded to  spend  a  few  days  at  the 
camp.  Not  only  had  he  been  won  from 
the  first  by  the  hearty  welcome  and 
simple  grace  of  his  hosts,  but  he  foimd 
himself  bemg  gradually  converted  by 
their  enthusiasm. 

He  who  had  never  thought  of  the 
ancient  kmgs  of  Persia,  mrless  it  had 
been  a  long  time  before,  when  he  was  on 
the  school  benches,  and  had  anathema- 
tised aU  ancient  history ;  he  for  whom 
the  least  button  on  his  imiform  had  been 
more  interesting  than  the  entu-e  wardrobe 
of  the  Achemenides,  the  Sassanides,  and 
all  the  other  dynasties,  had  caught  the 
archaeological  fever  in  his  turn.  He  also 
would  hke  to  dig  from  the  ground  the  secret 
of  the  vanished  race,  and  resolved  that 
in  the  morning  he  would  set  to  work 
seriously  with  the  pickaxe,  and  show 
Catherine  the  difference  between  his  arm 
and  that  of  this  unbearable  Hasselfratz. 

The  night  had  come.  This  evening 
<;her6  was  to  be  an  eclipse  of  the  moon, 
■and  Kerdic,  who  had  an  excellent  teie- 
iscope  among  his  scientific  baggage, 
•  ordered  Gargaridi  to  set  it  up  on  the 
grass.  Hasselfratz  immediately  seized 
the  opportimity  to  do  the  honours  of  the 
telescope,  of  which  you  would  have 
thought  he  was  the  proprietor,  and  he 
improvised  an  astronomical  conference  in 
-which  he  showed  a  fair  amoimt  of  genuine 
-■  kliowledge,  and  lost  no  chance  of  weary- 
ing every  one  about  bun.  In  short,  he 
appropriated  the  moon  and  the  eclipse  as 
he  apparently  did  every  subject  that  came 
111  his  way. 

At  nine  o'clock  the  moon  entered  into 
■"the  cone  of  shadow,  and  while  the  com- 
Ipany  passed  in  turn  before  the  telescope 
■'to  observe  the  phenomenon  a  confused 
noise  was  heard  from  the  gourbis  of  the 
workmen.  At  the  same  time  Aristomenes 
came  rimning  up. 

"  Wliat  is  the  matter  ?  "  asked  Kerdic. 
"  More  quarrelling  ?  " 

"No,  sir,  it  is  not  a  quarrel,"  said  the 
servant,  panting,  out  of  breath. 
"  Wh&i  do  they  want,  then  ?  " 
"  They  want— the  moon  !  neither  more 
nor  less.  Did  you  ever  see  such  ignorance  ? 
In  vain  I  strove  to  explain  to  t;hem  the 
very  simple  phenomenon  of  the  eclipse 
•  (and  I  flatter  myself  I  explained  the  theory 
•most   scientifically),  when   they  began 
■  angrily  to  ask  me  for  nothing  less  than 
'their  moon." 

"What!"   said  the  lieutenant,  "did 
i-they  think  you  had  stolen  it  ?  " 

"  You  could  not  have  expressed  it 
better,"  said  Kerdic.  "That  is  certainly 
what  they  did  tliinlc  They  are  quite 
capable  of  imagining  that  I'had  confis- 
cated it  with  the  aid  of  my  telescope. 
A  week  ago  they  came  to  ask  me  to  make 
it  rain  ;  and  when  I  sent  them  about  their 
business,  as  they  deserved,  I  heard  them 
growl  among  themselves,  'Oh,  yes,  we 
know  the  Faranghi  keeps  the  raiii  spirit 
in  his  big  box,  for  every  morning  and 
evening  he  goes  to  look  at  it !  '  " 
^  "  Whatever  did  they  mean  ?  " 


CHAPTER  v. — THE  STRIKE. 

"  My  aneroid  barometer  :  nothing  else." 

"  Stupid  ones  !  "  said  the  doctor. 

"  Poor  people,"  interrupted  Hasselfratz, 
with  an  unctuous  air;  "  the  light  of  science 
has  not  yet  shone  for  them  !  Will  you 
allow  me,  Monsiem-  Kerdic,  to  say  a  few 
words  to  them.  I  possess,  I  may  say,  the 
gift  of  addressiiig  the  masses,  and  I  think 
I  am  able  to  bring  them  to  reason." 

"  But,  sir,  I  can  hardly  consent  to  give 
you  so  imgracious  a  task." 

"Particularly  as  I  have  already  tried 
my  eloquence  on  them,"  said  Gargaridi, 
joining  in  the  conversation,  "and  when  I 
have  failed,  I  don't  see  where  another 
coi-dd  succeed— however  great  a  pedant 
he  may  be  !  "  added  he  between  his  teeth, 
with  a  look  of  defiance  at  the  professor. 

Tiu-ning  his  back  to  the  servant,  Hassel- 
fratz answered : 

"The  task  will  not  be  an  imgrateful 
one  to  me,  my  dear  sir !  AU  these  men 
are  our  brothers!  Yes,  these  hideous 
Dizfouhs,  these  degraded  beings  and  liars, 
are  my  brothers,  and  the  heart  of  Hassel- 
fratz is  large  enough  to  hold  them  all !  " 
And  the  professor  struck  his  hand  on  his 
huge  chest  and  raised  his  spectacles  to 
the  skies.  "  Allow  me  to  speak  to  them, 
Monsieur  Kerdic;  I  will  soon  settle  them ! " 

_  Kerdic,  glad  to  get  rid  of  his  voluble 
visitor  for  a  few  minutes,  consented  to  his 
request. 

The  German,  who  already  showed  a 
perfect  knowledge  of  the  ins  and  outs  of 
the  camp,  soon  disappeared  among  the 
tents,  and  his  companions  immediately 
forgot  all  about  the  absurd  superstition 
of  the  natives  to  resume  the  subject 
which  all  had  at  heart— the  chances,  the 
ditficulties,  the  still  uncertain  success  of 
the  mission. 

About  eleven  o'clock  the  moon  emerged 
from  _  the  shadow  more  brilliant  and 
beautiful  than  ever,  and  Professor  Hassel- 
fratz appeared  with  the  news  that  his 
eloquence  had  dissipated  the  abject  terror 
which  reigned  among  the  natives.  And 
thereupon  all  retired  to  rest. 

"  That  was  a  capital  idea  of  Hardy's  to 
bring  me  to  this  camp  !  "  said  Guy  on  to 
himself  before  he  went  to  sleep,  wrapped 
in  his  mantle  and  flanked  by  his  revolver. 
"  Kerdic  is  as  good  as  he  is  distinguished. 
He  ought  to  be  on  the  right  track,  for  he 
does  not  look  like  a  visionary.  And  this 
charming  Catherine  !  She  is  not  much 
like  the  model  young  lady,  the  silent 
damsel  with  her  eyes  cast  down,  that  I 
have  imagined  whenever  an  idea  of  the 
future  Madame  Guyon  has  crossed  my 
mind.  But  for  true  modesty  she  is 
second  to  none.  She  is  not  by  any  means 
the  style  I  dreamt  of,  however." 

Guyon  held  in  absolute  horror  the  sort 
of  girl  that  has  begun  to  flourish  amongst 
us  dm-ing  the  last  twenty  years,  the  young 
blue-stocking,  running  from  the  Sorboime 
to  the  College  of  France,  portfolio  under 
arm,  free  and  easy,  knowing  everything, 
arguing  everything,  denying  everything, 
and  flj^ing  from  one  excess  to  the'  other, 
mitil  it  seems  as  though  she  knew  nothing 
at  all. 


■WTiy,  then,  did  his  prejudices  grow 
weak  and  his  cherished  theory  disappear 
in  the  presence  of  a  specimen  of  the 
detested  genus?  Catherine  Kerdic  had 
most  certainly  attended  her  lectures  with 
her  portfoho  imder  her  arm.  Often 
amongst  her  fellow  students  she  must 
have  discussed  the  comparative  merits  of 
the  sj'nthetic  and  the  analytic,  the  sub- 
jective and  the  objective  (what  harm  it 
must  have  done  her ! )  She  had— horror  I 
— gained  certificates  in  everything.  The 
doctor  had  told  him  she  knew  Ai-abic, 
Turkish,  Persian !  Cuneiform  had  no 
mysteries  for  her.  She  shouldered  her 
gun  with  the  skill  of  a  soldier ;  she  was 
an  excellent  horsewoman  ;  she  had  all  the 
objectionable  di-awbacks  in  fact.  And  he 
could  not  help  it— how  could  he  help 
it? 

"  The  reason  is,"  he  said,  "  that  she  is 
young  and  charming ;  and  I  would  forgive 
her  at  first  sight  all  that  I  would  severely 
condemn  in  a  spectacled  fright.  There  is 
no  justice  in  the  heart  of  man  !  " 

In  which  Guyon  made  a  mistake. 
He  did  not  class  Catherine  Kerdic  among 
the  pedants,  because  she  simply  was  not  a 
pedant ;  if  he  pardoned  her  mascuhne 
qualities  it  was  because  he  was  too  just 
at  heart  to  consider  as  a  crime  what 
circmnstances  had  necessitated. 

He  recognised  that  she  did  not  seek  to 
make  herself  peculiar.  Her  brother  had 
discovered  in  her  gi-eat  aptitudes  for 
science,  and  did  not  trouble  himself  about 
knowing  that  in  giving  her  the  education 
of  a  boy  he  had  made  her  his  disciple,  his 
inseparable  companion,  and,  as  we  have 
seen,  his  assistant  in  these  researches. 

On  account  of  the  discovery  that 
Catherine  had  made  of  the  piece  of 
pottery,  it  was  intended  next  morning  to 
attack  tumulus  No.  4  where  she  had  so 
fortimately  stmnbled  on  it,  and  she  her- 
self would  give  the  first  dig  with  the 
pickaxe  to  open  the  trench. 

At  seven  o'clock  all  were  afoot,  and 
after  a  substantial  breakfast, 

"Come,"  said  Kerdic,  giving  a  look 
round  to  see  that  every  one  was  ready ; 
"  we  have  splendid  weather,  neither  too 
hot  nor  too  cold.  Our  idle  fellows  will 
have  no  excuse." 

In  a  moment  all  the  Europeans  were 
under  arms,  with  revolvers  at  belt  and 
picks  on  shoulder.  The  doctor  carried, 
slung  over  his  shoulder,  his  entomological 
box  and  his  case  of  instruments,  which 
never  left  him.  Catherine  always  carried 
a  little  medicine  chest  in  case  of 
accident. 

They  soon  arrived  at  the  tumulus 
decided  on.  In  front  marched  the 
bronzed  troupe  of  workmen  ;  Kerdic,  his 
sister.  Doctor  Hardy,  Guyon,  and  Pro- 
fessor Hasselfi'atz  formed  the  rearguard. 

Gargaridi  watched  the  procession 
depart,  his  hands  on  his  hips.  He  shook 
his  head.  All  during  breakfast  time  he 
had,  if  anj'  one  had  noticed  it,  been  cast- 
ing furious  looks  at  the  oculist.  If 
Catherine  had  not  looked  after  her  guest, 
the  imfortimate  professor  would  have  had 
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no  breakfast  at  all.  Gargaridi  had 
systematically  omitted  to  offer  him  any- 
thing. Catherine  had  tried  to  call  him 
to  order  without  being  perceived ;  but 
the  disobedient  servant  had  affected  not 
to  see  the  signs  his  mistress  was  making, 
and  had  appeared  afflicted  with  deafness 
each  time  the  professor  had  asked  for 
bread,  or  something  to  drink,  or  any  of  the 
condiments.  Now  he  followed  him  with 
a  furious  look,  and  with  his  arms  stretched 
towards  the  professor's  wide  back  he 
declaimed  in  a  threatening  voice  : 

"  This  hoUow  prig  teUs  naught  I  want 
to  know  !  " 

After  which  Aristomenes  set  to  work  to 
demohsh  his  own  breakfast,  seated  in  the 
place  his  master  had  just  left.  This  was 
the  most  important  business  of  the  day 
for  him,  and,  although  he  often  declared, 
calling  his  "poor  papa"  to  witness,  that 
he  was  a  regular  little  bird,  his  formidable 
appetite  was  not  his  least  curious  feature, 
for  although  he  ate  as  much  as  four 
people,  he  remained  after  all  of  the  most 
astonishing  leanness. 

However,  the  party  arrived  at  tumulus 
No.  4.  Lines  carefully  marked  along  the 
ground  showed  the  limits  of  the  proposed 
trench. 

With  a  firm  hand,  at  a  signal  from  her 
brother,  Catherine  gave  the  first  stroke  of 
the  pickaxe,  and  everybody  followed  her 
example.  Soon  a  long  black  furrow  was 
cut  in  the  soU.  A  few  whitened  bones 
suddenly  appeared  among  the  brown- 
coloiired  earth ;  then  a  vessel  of  terra 
cotta  abotit  twenty-six  inches  high,  closed 
with  a  round  stone.  The  stone  was 
lifted  off ;  a  human  skull  and  shin  bones 
appeared.   Kerdic's  eyes  sparkled. 

No  doubt  these  were  the  remains  of 
some  personage  of  distinction,  and  they 
would  not  have  been  buried  without  some 
inscription — a  date,  a  name  ! 

But  at  the  moment  he  was  plimging 
his  hand  boldly  into  these  human  re- 
mains to  discover  the  hidden  secret,  a 
great  shout  arose  among  the  workmen. 

"Scorpions!  scorpions!" 

Kerdic  left  the  vase,  and  ran  towards 
the  crowd,  who  were  shouting  and  running 
away. 

It  was  a  repulsive  sight.  The  spade 
and  pickaxe  had  unearthed  a  veritable 
army  of  these  ugly  animals.  Green, 
yellow,  white,  black,  little,  big,  stretched 
out  or  gathered  together  in  a  ball,  but  all 
equally  threatening,  the  horrible  creatiures 
so  justly  feared  by  the  natives  were 
twisting  and  rolling  about  in  confusion, 
ready  to  stick  their  venomous  sting  into 
the  first  hand  that  dared  approach  them. 

"Ah!  the  magnificent  monsters!" 
exclaimed  Doctor  Hardy,  and  armed  with 
his  forceps  he  seized  half-a-dozen  of  the 
most  remarkable  and  slipped  them  into 
his  zinc  box,  where  they  at  once  began  a 
Homeric  battle. 

"  See  this  great  green  fellow  !  In  his 
fury  at  being  captured  he  is  attacking  all 
who  come  in  his  way,  even  his  best 
friends  !  Look,  Herr  Hasselfiratz  ;  to 
what  family  does  he  belong  ?  But  what 
has  become  of  the  dear  professor  ?  " 

A  deafening  yell  interrupted  the  doctor. 

"  Help  !  help !  Hakim  Bachy !  I 
am  wounded,  bitten,  lost  1  " 

The  doctor  '  shut  up  his  box  in  all 
haste,  and  ran  like  the  others  towards  the 
left.  A  young  man  was  writhing  on  the 
ground,  shaking  furiously  his  naked  foot 


on  which  one  of  these  horrible  animals 
seemed  to  have  taken  root,  while  a  group, 
gloomy,  discontented,  frightened,  but 
inactive,  surrounded  the  wounded  man. 

"  Move  ! "  said  the  doctor  with  au- 
tlioritj'.  "  Let  me  look  at  the  foot.  Do 
not  yell  so,  my  lad ;  shouts  can  do  no  good, 
and  I  am  going  to  deliver  you  fi'om  your 
enemy.  But  we  must  have  the  knife,"  he 
said,  taking  it  from  his  case  after  a  rapid 
examination.  "  He  holds  tight  enough,  this 
vagabond  of  a  scorpion !  Mademoiselle, 
will  you.  get  the  phenic  acid  ready  ?  " 

In  a  few  minutes  the  operation  was 


over,  the  foot  bandaged,  and  the  patient 
laid  under  a  tent.  Kerdic  ordered  the 
men  to  resume  work.  To  his  extreme 
displeasure  the  men  remained  motionless. 
They  had  formed  in  groups  during  the 
incident ;  they  spoke  in  a  siibdued  but 
agitated  tone;  their  brows  were  thick 
with  cloud  and  their  eyes  gleamed. 
There  was  to  be  a  storm  evidently. 

"  What  is  this  now  ?  "  asked  Maurice 
in  a  loud,  sharp  voice.  "  And  what  has 
happened  that  you  dare  to  disobey  me." 

But  the  labourers,  gloomy  and  discon- 
tented, refused  to  reply. 

At  this  moment  Hasselfratz  was  seen 
coming  firom  one  of  the  groups,  and  one 
of  the  men  advanced  from  it  with  an 
arrogant  air,  as  if  he  had  learnt  his  lesson, 
and  spoke  as  follows  : — 

"We  have  had  enough  of  being  ex- 


ploited by  the  Faranghis,"  he  said. 
"  We  have  given  them  our  time  and  oiu' 
sweat  for  a  miserable  wage.  And  they 
wish  to  take  away  our  treasures,  to  violate 
the  tombs  of  oivc  ancestors,  forgetting 
that  the  Prophet  has  forbidden  any  one  to 
touch  the  tombs  of  the  faithful.  They 
have  disobeyed  him,  azid  he  has  sent 
among  us  these  scorpions  just  as  Moses 
formerly  sent  a  shower  of  locusts  on  the 
impioi;s  Pharaoh.  We  will  not  defy 
heaven.  We  refuse  to  work  for  you  any 
longer,  sons  of  Faranghistan  !  " 

And  a  himdred  discordant  voices  joined 


in,  "  We  will  work  for  you  no  longer,  sons 
of  Faranghistan." 

"  What  have  you  come  to  do  here  ?  " 
said  another  orator  in  antistrophe.  "Allah 
is  against  yon  !  The  river  rolls  its  troiibled 
waters.  Chitan  himself  could  not  pass  it. 
There  is  every  sign  of  a  drought  followed 
by  a  famine.  And  to  whom  is  due  these 
signs,  if  not  to  the  evil  spirit  that  lives 
in  the  machine  of  misfortune  which  the 
Faranghis  look  at  when  they  wish  to 
change  the  weather  ?  " 

"  Always  the  barometer  !  "  gi'owled 
Doctor  Hardy  in  his  beard. 

"  Why  did  you  hide  the  moon  last 
night,  Sahib  ?  "  yelled  the  orator,  "  if  you 
did  not  wish  us  evil  ?  All  the  Faranghis 
are  sorcerers.  Jw.  ch\  Allah,  from  this  day 
we  will  not  work  tor  you." 

"  And  if  they  were  not  sorcerers,  how 
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could  they  find  under  the  earth  things  of 
which  we,  who  have  lived  here  all  our 
lives,  have  never  suspected  the  existence  ?  " 
shouted  another  frantic  individual. 

At  this  unanswerable  argument  the 
excitement  reached  its  height.  Every 
face  was  convulsed,  some  were  in  a  fury, 
some  in  a  superstitious  fear,  accompanied 
by  grotesque  shaking;  apparently  they 
were  waiting  for  the  Faranghi  sorceress 
to  accomplish  some  terrifying  prodigy 
before  their  eyes. 

"  VVe  will  no  more  work  for  the  Far- 
anghis.  Down  with  the  sorcerers !  " 
said  the  miserable  crowd. 

What  Kerdic  had  been  in  much  fear  of 
had    happened.      Notwithstanding  the 
idleness,  incapacity,  and  ill-will  of  his 
workmen,  he  had  kept  them  at  all  sacri- 
fices, for  at  least  they  were  there,  enrolled, 
brigaded,  not  without  trouble.  And  where 
would  he  find  others  ?    Although  he  was 
fully  aware  of  the  uselessness  of  a  contest 
with  these  fanatics,   yet   he  could  not 
resolve,_  without  a  last  effort,  to  see  his 
enterprise  collapse  in  so  disheartening  a 
way.    He  made  a  vigorous  effort  to  re- 
claun  the  irresolute  ones.    In  a  voice 
which  he  knew  from  experience  would 
carry  conviction  among  the  ranks,  in  a 
few  words,  distinctly  and  briefly  he  ex- 
plained   the    phenomena    which  were 
troubling  their  dull  brains,  showed  that  it 
was  impossible  to  command  the  elements, 
pointed  out  what  folly  it  was  to  abandon 
regular  wages  for  imaginary  terrors,  re- 
called the  good  treatment  they  had  always 
had  from  him,  the  regular  pay,  the  atten- 
tions and  medicines  for  the  sick  and  woim- 
ded.    The  last  argmuent  would  have  had 
its  effect  on  a  few,  but  the  leaders  would 
not  allow  the  favourable  movement  time 
to  develop  ;  tlieir  deep  passions  had  been 
excited,  their  superstitions  had  been  skil- 
fully worked  upon,  and  it  was  in  vain 
that  Kerdic  exhausted  his  eloquence  in 
endeavouring  to  reason  with  the  strikers. 
On  their  low,  stupid  foreheads  invincible 
obstinacy  could  be  read. 

"  There  is  nothing  to  be  done,"  said 
Kerdic,  discom-aged.  "I  know  them: 
they  do  not  often  get  an  idea  into  their 
heads,  but  when  they  do  it  is  difficult  to 
get  it  oiit." 

"  Well,"  said  the  doctor,  boiling  over 
with  anger,  "  if  they  refuse  to  work,  let 
us  clear  the  ground  !  " 

"  If  you  want  help  in  the  fighting  line," 
said  Guyon,  "  I  need  not  say'l  am  ready 
to  second  the  motion." 

But  already,  before  the  resolute  attitude 
of  the  Faranghis,  the  strikers  had  quieted 
down,  and  without  further  hostile  demon- 
stration hastened  to  beat  a  retreat.  In  a 
few  minutes  they  had  disappeared. 

"  Come,"  said  Kerdic,  after  a  short 
silence,  "  here  we  are,  reduced  to  the  five 
pairs  of  hands  I  spoke  of  yesterday 
morning." 

"  What  do  you  intend  to  do  ?  "  asked 
the  doctor. 

"  Search  !  Search  all  the  time  !  "  said 
Kerdic,  resolutely  ;  "  and  if  I  find  nothing 
more,  turn  over  the  whole  valley  with  my 
nails,  rather  than  give  up  the  game." 
"And  I  too  !  "  said  Catherine. 
"Bravo!"  said  the  heutenant ;  "with 
courage  like  that  one  is  never  beaten. 
You  can  count  me  among  the  workmen  as 
long  as  my  leave  lasts." 

"That  is  all  very  nice,"  said  Doctor 
Hardy;  "but  it  has  one  drawback,  it  is  not 


practicable.  In  the  first  place,  Guyon,  vou 
can  only  stay  here  a  few  days.  'For  my 
part,  even  if  my  engagements  permitted 
me  to  remain,  and  did  not  call  me  back 
soon  to  Teheran,  I  should  be,  I  am  afraid, 
a  very  poor  workman.  And  as  for  Miss 
Catherine,  she  is  full  of  valour  and  good- 
will, but  to  see  her  as  an  excavator !  No, 
that  is  beyond  a  joke.  There  remains  but 
you,  Kerdic.  '  I  said  I,  and  that  is  enough ! ' 
you  may  tell  me.  And  I  believe  you 
capable  of  persisting  when  the  whole  world 
would  have  abandoned  you.  Only,  my 
poor  friend,  to  carry  out  your  plan  you 
would  want  more  lives  than  one." 

"  Oh,  doctor  !  Do  not  be  so  pessimistic, 
I  pray  you,"  said  Catherine. 

"Luckily,"  said  the  lieutenant,  "yoiir 
brother  does  not  seem  to  care  very  much 
for  the  bucket  of  cold  water  our  dear  doctor 
has  showered  so  liberally  on  our  heads." 

"  The  works  shall  go  on  !  "  said  Kerdic 
emerging  from  his  reverie  ;  "  they  must  be 
finished.  I  have  not  tried  all  round  yet. 
There  are  Kurds,  Loutis,  the  Tsiganes  of 
Pei'sia,  the  -" 

"And  if  they  imitate  these  rascals,  if  after 
you  have  taken  a  thousand  pains  to  secure 
tlifim,  at  the  first  alarm,  or  the  first  wind 
that  blows,  they  give  you  notice  to  quit?  " 

"  Wait  and  see." 

"  And  if  you  do  not  find  them  ?  " 

"  I  will  find  them." 

"Maurice!"  said  Catherine,  suddenly, 
"  I  have  an  idea  !  " 

"  See  !  "  said  Kerdic,  in  a  tone  of  con- 
fidence which  showed  that  his  sister  was 
not  accustomed  to  speak  at  random ;  "  let 
us  have  your  idea." 

"AVhy  shoidd  we  not  go  to  Goucha 
Nichin,  whose  influence  and  power  little 
Hassan  boasted  of  so  much  !  " 

"  Tell  that  to  the  marines  !  "  exclaimed 
the  doctor.  "  My  dear  child,  are  you  going 
to  believe  the  tale  of  an  ignorant'  brat  who 
sees  everything  through  the  prism  of  his 
imagination,  and  who  after  all  may  not 
have  told  you  the  truth  ?  " 

"  He  had  neither  the  eye  nor  the  voice 
of  a  liar,"  protested  the  lieutenant. 

"Anyhow,"  said  Kerdic,  "we  will  not 
lose  the  chance.  Let  us  go  to  the  Guebre  ! 
This  very  afternoon  I  will  begin  the  search 
for  He  -  who  -  keeps  -  in  -  his  -  corner.  Who 
will  come  with  me  ?  " 

"  I  will !  "  said  Catherine. 
"All  right,"  said  the  doctor;  "what  I 
propose  to  do  is  this.  While  you  go  in 
search  of  Goucha  Nichin,  Guyon  and  I 
will  be  off  to  Hamadan.  While  my  cousin 
visits  the  town  I  will  see  if  I  cannot  pick 
up  a  few  men  for  you.  I  have  an  old 
acquaintance  there,  the  Jew  Sedecias,  who 
keeps  a  bazaar,  and  whose  pride  it  is  never 
to  say  '  Not  in  stock  ! '  to  a  customer.  He 
may  have  a  few  excavators  in  a  corner 
of  his  shop.  Wliat  do  you  think,  Guyon  ?  " 
"  I  approve  in  every  way." 
At  this  moment  Professor  Hasselfratz, 
whom  every  one  had  forgotten,  appeared 
at  the  end  of  the  trench,  looking  quite 
pleased  through  his  glittering  spectacles. 

"Hush!"  said  Catherine  sharply, 
urged  by  some  instinct ;  "  do  not  speak  of 
our  plans  before  him  !  " 

"Hallo!"  shouted  the  German  as  he 
approached.  "  You  are  in  a  fix,  Monsieur 
Kerdic  !  What  did  I  tell  you  ?  Sad 
affair  about  these  workmen  !  '  Bad  work- 
men, murderous  climate,  difficulties 
everywhere,  and  nothing  to  find !  " 

"Sir,"  said  Kerdic,  very  drily,  "my 


sister  and  I  regret  that  we  have  to  be 
away  this  afternoon.  You  will  excuse  us 
if  we  have  to  dispense  with  the  usual 
duties  of  hospitality." 

"  And  my  friend  Guyon  is  going  with 
me  to  Hamadan,"  added  the  doctor. 

"  That  will  suit  me  excellently  !  "  said 
Hasselfratz,  beaming  ;  "  I  am  also  going 
to  Hamadan.    We  will  go  together." 

"  Delighted  !  "  said  the  doctor,  making 
a  grimace. 

"  It  only  remains  for  me,"  said  Hassel- 
fratz in  a  solemn  tone,  "  to  thank  my 
hosts  for  their  gracious  hospitality. 
Never,  I  may  say,  ha-^-e  I  been  moire 
cordially  vi'elcomed.  Never  has  sympathy 
more  spontaneous,  more  reciprocal,  arisen 
in  so  short  a  time  between  people  who 
were  previously  uixknown  to  one  another. 
But  that  is  the  way  of  the  world,"  said 
the  professor,  philosophising.  "  Yesterday 
strangers;  to-day  friends;  intimate 
friends,  I  dare  assur'e  you." 

"  May  he  never  meet  more  enthusiastic 
ones  than  he  has  met  here  !  "  mm-mured 
Hardy  to  himself. 

"Permit  me  to  hope,  mademoiselle,  that 
I  shall  have  the  ineffable  pleasure  of  seeing 
you  again,"  continued  the  German,  stiil 
more  complimentarily.  "  When  one  has 
once  seen  you,  who  could  forget  you  !  I 
will  bear  away  the  remembrance"  of  you 
in  my  heart,  and  the  hope  that  I  may  be 
able  to  retm-n  and  lay  my  homage  at  your 
feet !  " 

An  hour  later  the  mules  and  camels  of 
the  illustrious  professor  took  the  road  to 
Hamadan,  their  master  bringing  i;p  the 
rear  with  the  doctor  and  Guyon.  The 
learned  oculist  had  been  rather  put  out 
in  the  majesty  of  his  departure  by  an 
imtimely  thump  that  Gargaridi  had  given 
to  the  horse's  crupper  with  a  thorny  stick, 
which  caused  the  steed  to  execute'  a  few 
very  imexpected  capers. 

The  procession  had  not  moved  out  of 
sight  when  Aristomenes  brought  up  the 
horses  for  Maurice  and  Catherine. 

"  All  right  !  "  he  growled,  as  he  followed 
the  professor's  progress  among  the  trees 
with  a  very  contemptuous  look.  "  AH 
right  !  You  will  never  make  me  believe 
but  what  that  payer  of  compliments  was 
at  the  bottom  of  the  strike  of  these  rascals. 
Mademoiselle  will  hardly  believe  it,  but 
that  personage,  after  being  welcomed  here 
as  he  was,  has  gone  off  without  even 
thinking  of  the  slightest  remimeration  to  . 
the  servants  of  the  house.  The  man  is 
capable  of  anything  !  " 

"  But,"  said  Catherine,  repressing  her 
inclination  to  laugh,  "  it  would  have  been 
no  good  for  him  to  have  offered  it, 
Ai'istomenes.  An  educated,  well-born  man 
like  you  would  have  refused  it,  I  am  sure." 

"Bah!  bah!"  said  the  Greek, 
peevishly.  "  He  might  have  ofl'ered 
it,  all  the  same.  My  poor  papa  woidd 
have  ruined  hunself,  would  have  sold  his 
shirt,  rather  than  leave  a  hospitable  house 
under  such  mean  conditions.  But  he 
shall  pay  for  it,  I'll  take  care  of  that ;  that 
is,  for  the  strike  I  mean — the  other  is 
beneath  me." 

"What  are  you  thinking  of?"  said 
Kerdic,  mounting  his  horse.  "  We  have 
enough  trouble  with  real  difficulties  with- 
out making  imaginary  ones." 

"  But,"  said  Catherine,  as  they  rode  off, 
"  I  confess  that  I  had  exactly  the  same 
notion  as  Aristomenes." 

(To  be  continued.) 
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III. 

A LAZY  man  was  Thorkel,  and  one  day  while 
his  brother  and  all  the  men  were  out  hay- 
making he  lay  down  to  sleep  after  breakfast. 
The  hall  was  thirty  feet  wide  and  one 
hundred  and  eighty  feet  long,  and  away  from 
it,  to  the  south,  was  the  bower  where  Auda 
and  Asgerda  sat  sewing.  When  Thorkel 
•woke  he  went  towards  the  bower,  and  over- 
heard his  wife  talking  with  Auda.  And  she 
told  her  how  she  loved  Vestein  more  than 
Thorkel.  And  Auda  said  she  had  long 
known  it,  but  begged  her  to  say  no  more. 
"  Pray  stop  this  idle  talk  !  "  And  stopped  it 
■was,  but  too  late,  for  Thorkel  had  heard  all, 
and  let  them  know  that  he  had  heard  it  by 
singing  at  the  window. 

Auda  told  her  husband  what  had  happened 
and  asked  for  his  advice.  Advice  Gisli  had 
none,  but  said  he  : 

"  I  throw  no  blame  on  thee  for  this. 
When  things  are  once  doomed  some  one  must 
utter  the  words  that  seem  to  bring  them 
about." 

And  when  the  flitting  days  came,  not- 
withstanding all  Gisli  could  do,  his  brother 
claimed  his  share  of  the  goods  and  chattels 
and  went  away  to  Thorgrim,  leaving  Gisli 
alone  at  his  good  house  at  Hoi. 

As  part  of  the  heritage  Thorkel  took  with 
him  the  fragments  of  Graysteel,  and  these 
Thorgrim,  the  priest  of  Frey,  forged  into  a 
great  spearhead  which  had  runes  on  it  and 
was  titted  to  a  haft  a  span  long. 

And  while  this  was  being  done  news  came 
to  Gisli  that  Vestein  had  landed.  Then 
Gisli  called  his  two  house-carles  and  sent 
them  off  to  Vestein  with  a  purse  containing 
the  silver  coin,  and  a  message  that  he 
should  stay  where  he  was  at  Hest.  He 
mounted  his  carles  on  the  Pair  of  Gloves, 
the  fleetest  horses  in  all  the  firths,  that  they 
might  be  in  time  to  stop  Vestein,  but  as  fate 
would  have  it,  they  took  the  upper  road 
while  he  took  the  lower,  and  they  missed 
each  other.  The  carles  reached  Hest  and 
turned  back  hoping  still  to  catch  him 
in  time.  At  Arnkelsbrink  their  horses 
foundered,  but  continuing  the  pursuit  on 
foot,  they  came  up  with  Vestein  at  Gamal- 
dale  heath.  They  showed  him  the  token 
and  he  grieved,  but,  said  he,  "  I  would  have 
turned  back  had  ye  found  me  before,  but 
now  all  the  streams  fall  towards  Dyrafirth 
and  I  will  ride  thither,  for  I  am  eager  to  see 
my  brother-in-law  and  my  sister." 

On  then  he  went.  Luta,  his  kinswoman  in 
Lambdale,  as  she  had  him  ferried  over  the 
firth,  told  him  to  "  Beware  !  "  Thorhall,  who 
ferried  him  over  to  Thingere,  told  him  at 
Sandmouth  to  "Beware!"  Geirmund  at 
Soebol  told  him  to  go  on  to  Gisli  and 
"Beware  !  "  Never  was  there  a  man  so  well 
■warned  as  Vestein. 

The  third  night  there  was  a  storm.  A 
whirlwind  fell  on  the  house  and  tore  away 
the  roof,  and  the  rain  came  in.  And  Gisli 
calling  his  men  to  save  the  haystacks  left 
Auda  and  Vestein  and  the  thrall  Hareheart 
alone  in  the  house.  Just  before  dawn  some 
one  stole  into  the  hall  and  stood  over 
Vestein  and  thrust  a  spear  into  his  chest 
right  through  his  body.  The  spear  was 
Graysteel. 

So  they  took  Vestein  to  his  howe  on  the 
sandhill  looking  down  on  the  tarn  just 
above  Soebol.  And  as  they  were  going  to 
lay  the  body  in  the  howe  'Thorgrim  the 
priest  went  to  Gisli  and  said  : 

"It  is  the  custom,  brother- io- law,  to  bind 
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the  hellshoon  on  men  that  they  may  walk  on 
them  to  Valhalla ;  and  I  will  now  do  that 
by  Vestein." 

And  when  he  had  done  it  he  said  : 

"  I  know  nothing  about  binding  on  hell- 
shoon if  these  loosen." 

Then  Thorkel  asked  how  Auda  bore  her 
brother's  death. 

"  She  shows  it  little  and  feels  it  much," 
said  Gisli.  "  I  dreamed  a  dream  the  night 
before  last,  and  last  night  too,  but  I  will  not 
tell  it  nor  say  who  did  this  slaying." 

And  yet  he  told  his  dreams,  one  of  an 
adder  that  came  out  of  a  house  he  knew, 
and  another  of  a  wolf  that  came  out  of  the 
same  house  to  kill  Vestein.  And  then  he 
chanted  a  song. 

Again  Thorkel  asked  how  Auda  bore  her 
brother's  death. 

"  Oft  askest  thou  the  same  thing,  kins- 
i  man,"  said  Gisli,  and  he  chanted  another 
song  ;  and  then  another  : 

She,  tlio  goddess,  ring  bestowing. 
Sets  tlie  waves  of  sorrow  flowing ; 
From  her  golden  eyebrows  pressed, 
Down  they  dash  upon  lier  breast. 
Vestein's  voice  no  longer  singetli. 
Pearl  on  pearl  liis  sister  stiiugeth ; 
I  Gems  tliat  round  lier  dark  eyes  glisten  : 

My  song  is  sung— no  longer  listen. 

And  winter  came  and  there  were  games  on 
the  frozen  tarn,  and  Gisli  ran  to  catch  the 
ball  when  Thorgrim  the  priest  collared  him  ; 

I  and  Gisli  hacked  him  so  that  he  fell  on  the 
slippery  ice  and  grazed  the  skin  off  his 

j  knuckles  and  knees.  And  as  the  priest  got 
up  he  looked  maliciously  at  Vestein's  howe 
and  chanted : 

Why  should  I  worry  ? 

'Twas  well  worth  this  warming. 

And  Gisli  hurled  the  ball  between  Thor- 
grim's  shoulders  knocking  him  down  again, 
and  singing  as  he  did  so : 

Why  should  I  ■wcnry  ? 
'Twas  I  gave  the  warming. 

Jn  short  the  priest  had  let  the  secret  out ; 
I  and  a  few  months  afterwards  Gisli  lifted 
Graysteel  from  the  box  where  he  had  thrown 
it  when  he  plucked  it  from  Vestein's  body — 
and  thus  took  upon  himself  the  task  of 
avenging  him — and  in  the  night,  when  all 
were  asleep,  he  stabbed  Thorgrim  as  Thor- 
grim had  stabbed  Vestein. 

And  Thorgrim  the  priest  was  buried  in  his 
'   howe,  and  as  the  earth  was  being  heaped 
I  over  the  ship  Gisli  took  up  a  big  stone  like 
a  rock  and  dashed  it  on  to  the  vessel  so  that 
she  creaked  and  groaned.    And  as  he  did  it 
he  said : 

j  "  I  know  nothing  of  making  a  ship  fast  if 
any  weather  moves  this." 

And  some  were  there  who  said  this  looked 
very  like  what  Thorgrim  had  done  to  Vestein 
when  he  spoke  about  the  hellshoon. 

Then  winter  came  again  and  there  was 

j  more  ball  play  on  the  ice  which  Thordisa 
and  other  women  came  to  see.  And  on 
Thorgrim's  howe  the  snow  had  melted,  and 
Gisli  could  not  help  breaking  into  song  at 
the  sight ; 

Few  liave  the  wit  to  understand 
The  riddle  of  this  mound  of  land. 
I  harm  lilm  ?    No ;  I  harmed  him  not, 
A  mansion  bright  is  here  his  lot. 

Which  Thordisa  overheard  and  remem- 
bered to  such  good  effect  that  Gisli  at 


Thorsness  Thing  was  outlawed  for  slaying 
the  priest,  although  it  was  the  priest  who 
had  slain  Vestein.  In  each  case,  be  it  noted, 
the  weapon  was  Graysteel. 

Henceforth  every  man's  hand  was  against 
Gisli,  Bork,  who  married  Thordisa,  espe- 
cially charging  himself  with  the  task  of 
killing  him.  For  fourteen  years  did  he  out- 
wit his  pursuers,  helped  by  the  faithful  Auda, 
who  never  swerved  in  her  attachment  to 
him.  Bork  sought  out  Eyjolf  the  Gray,  and 
offered  him  three  hundreds  in  silver  for 
Gisli's  life— and  Eyjolf  took  the  money  and 
did  his  best  to  earn  it.  Many  were  Gisli's 
escapes.  Once  in  water  among  the  reeds  he 
stood  desperate,  and  yet  when  all  seemed 
lost  he  evaded  his  pursuers. 

At  last  came  the  very  last  night  of  summer 
in  978.  The  weather  was  still  and  the  rime- 
frost  had  fallen,  and  in  the  house  neither 
Gisli  nor  Auda  nor  the  maid  Gudrida  could 
sleep.  And  Gisli  said  he  would  go  out  to 
his  hiding  place  among  the  crags,  there  to  get 
rest.  And  as  they  went  along  the  skirts  of 
the  women's  kirtles  left  a  track  in  the  dew 
and  rime. 

Soon  the  voices  of  men  were  heard,  the 
voices  of  Eyjolf  and  fourteen  men  who  had 
been  to  the  house  and  traced  the  fugitives 
here  by  the  track  in  the  grass.  Gisli,  armed 
with  axe  and  sword  and  shield,  had  no 
thought  of  retreating. 

"  Come  on  like  men,"  he  said,  "  I  am  not 
going  to  fare  farther  away." 

And  first  Eyjolf  sent  up  Spy-Helgi.  Gisli 
rushed  to  meet  him,  and  with  one  slash  of 
his  sword  cut  him  in  two  at  the  waist  so  that 
one  half  fell  down  one  side  of  the  crags,  the 
other  down  the  other. 

At  the  same  time  Eyjolf  climbed  up  in 
another  place,  where  Auda  met  him  with  a 
club  and  knocked  him  toppling  down. 

"  Thou  hast  yielded  me  less  help  than  thou 
thoughtest,  though  thy  meaning  was  good, 
for  had  I  got  at  him  they  would  both  have 
gone  the  same  way." 

Then  the  fourteen  came  up  the  crags  with 
a  rush,  one  to  seize  Auda,  one  to  seize 
Gudrida,  twelve  to  deal  with  Gisli.  And  he 
defended  himself  both  with  weapons  and 
stones,  and  kept  them  at  bay. 

"  Lay  down  thy  good  arms  that  thou  bear- 
est,  and  give  up  at  the  same  time  Auda  thy 
wife." 

"  Come  and  take  them  like  a  man,  for 
neither  the  arms  I  bear  nor  the  wife  I  love 
are  fit  for  any  one  else." 

The  man  thrusts  at  Gisli  with  a  spear,  and 
Gisli  shears  off  its  head  with  his  axe  so  that 
the  axe  loses  its  horn  as  it  strikes  the  rock. 
And  he  hurls  the  axe  away  and  fights  with 
sword  and  shield. 

Two  more  men  are  down,  making  four  as 
yet. 

Then  Gisli  suddenly  slips  away  and  scram- 
bles to  the  top  of  Oneman's  Crag.  Sweyn 
follows  him  and  is  cleft  to  the  chin. 

And  now  two  seek  to  climb  the  crag, 
Thorir  on  one  side,  Thord  on  the  other,  both 
great  swordsmen ;  and  their  onslaught  is 
hard  and  hot.  And  the  others  press  up  and 
stab  with  their  spears,  and  Gisli  smites 
Thord  on  the  head  and  cleaves  him  to  the 
belt  and  then  dies  on  him. 

On  the  seashore  the  sixth  man  died ;  the 
same  night  the  seventh  man  died  ;  the  eighth 
was  bedridden  a  year  and  died.  Six  only  sur- 
vived that  terrible  fight  of  fifteen  against  one. 

Such  is  the  story  of  Gisli,  the  Outlaw, 
which  we  have  condensed  chiefly  from  Sir 
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G.  W.  Dai?ent's  translation  from  the  Ice- 
landic. Told  at  length  in  what  is  now  a 
rare  book  it  is  one  of  the  most  interesting  of 
Norse  stories.  It  is  the  most  poetical  of  the 
minor  sagas,  written  say  some  by  Oisli  him- 
self, though  due  most  of 'it  to  Ari  the  Learned 
who  had  it  from  Thurida  the  Wise,  who  had 
it  from  her  father  the  great  Snorro,  who 


was  the  son  of  Thorgrim  the  priest  and 
Ihordisa. 

Our  coloured  plate  is  of  peculiar  interest 
m  some  accounts  Gisli  is  said  to  have  come 
to  England  during  his  outlawry,  and  it  was 
withm  a  mile  or  two  of  the  still  named 
Crish  s  Marsh  that  the  picture  was  painted 

A  word  as  to  Graysteel.    The  terrible 


spear  was  actually  in  use  275  years  after  it 
was  forged  by  Thorgrim  the  priest ;  Gunn- 
laug  used  it  at  the  battle  of  Breidabolstad  in 
I  ^"l^turla  Sighvatson  had  it  at  the 
battle  of  Orlygstad  in  1238.  How  long  it 
existed  before  Kol  had  it  from  the  dwarfs  no 
man  can  say. 

(the  end.) 


IN    THE    GUNNER'S  CABIN. 

By  George  Andrew  Patterson,  r.n., 


rtoME,  old  chap,  spin  us  a  yarn  ;  it's  our 
y    all-night  in,  j-ou  know,  and  we've  been 
grinding  away  for  a  good  spell,  enough  for 
to-night  anyhow.   So  spin  us  a  yarn,  there's  a 
good  fellow." 

So  spake  one  of  a  brace  of  youngsters 
seated  in  the  gunner's  cabin  of  an  old  forty- 
gun,  or  "jackass  "  frigate,  just  arrived,  at  the 
time  our  story  opens,  upon  her  station  at  the 
Antipodes.  A  stuffy  little  hole  of  a  cabin  it 
was,  away  down  in  the  gloom  of  the  steerage, 
whose  duskiness  was  only  partially  relieved 


Author  of  "Jottings  in  a  Man-o'-War's  Boat,"  "An  After-dinner 

of  the  lot,  a  veritable  Admirable  Crichton, 
who  could  paint,  shoot,  fence,  take  your 
photo,  or  fight  you  if  you  preferred  it,  in  fact 
do  any  mortal  thing  except  the  very  duty  for 
which  he  was  paid  his  dollars,  subsequently 
threw  up  his  commission  upon  taking  to  him- 
sell  a  wife,  set  up  in  the  coal  trade,  and 
twenty  years  after,  often  did  business  with 
his  quondam  messmate  by  filling  up  his 
bunkers  with  fuel. 

But  like  many  a  garrulous  old  man  I  am 
prone  to  wander  from  the  point ;  let  me 
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during  the  daytime  by  a  few  rays  that 
struggled  through  the  bull's-eye  of  a  tiny 
scuttle  overhead ;  but  in  the  evening,  under 
the  illumination  of  a  couple  of  purser's  dips, 
the  place  looked  cheerful  enough.  By  ship's 
time  it  had  just  gone  two  bells  (9  p.m.),  and 
the  reefers  had  come  over  early  in  the  even- 
ing to  escape  the  bustle  and  distraction  of 
the  gun-room  opposite,  all  alive  as  it  was  with 
the  sallies  of  a  score  more  or  less  boisterous 
subs  and  middies.  I  seem  to  hear  their 
laughter  as  I  write,  though  not  a  few  have 
joined  the  majority,  whilst  the  survivors  all 
are  now  grave  as  judges ;  the  cleverest  scamp 


return  to  the  youngsters  in  the  cabin,  who 
ever  since  the  hammocks  were  piped  down 
had  been  poring  over  their  books,  priming 
themselves  for  a  forthcoming  exam.,  until  the 
advent  of  the  gunner  on  his  return  from 
"going  the  rounds,"  prompted  the  desire  in 
one  of  them  for  something  more  lively. 

Yes,  that's  it,"  chimed  in  his  companion, 
shutting  up  his  manual  with  a  vicious  bang ; 
"  spin  us  a  yarn,  and  I'll  stand  Sam,  my 
extra  bill  is  good  for  five  shillings  yet.  I'll 
run  over  and  see  what  the  steward  has  got 
for  supper." 

Presently  he  returned,  tumbling  in  with  a 


Incident,"  etc. 

tin  of  salmon  and  a  bottle  of  pickles,  where- 
upon the  gunner,  not  to  be  outdone,  reaching 
out  his  hand,  di-ew  forth  from  a  drawer  under 
his  bunk  a  dumpy  black  favourite  with  a 
strong  suspicion  of  navy  rum  about  it.  A 
peculiar  bottle  it  was,  you  could  never  see 
how  much  it  contained,  but  practically  it 
seemed  inexhaustible;  during  a  long  com- 
mission no  one  ever  remembered  it  to  run 
short.  The  owner  called  it  his  spirit  magazine, 
and  declared  that  a  gunner  was  bound  to 
keep  a  shot  in  the  locker  for  a  friend  in 
need. 

A  pleasant  chit-chat  soon  accompanied  the 
clatter  of  the  forks,  and  when  empty  platters 
were  stowed  away,  and  the  gunner  passing 
his  hairy  hand  across  his  lips  had  squared 
himself  on  his  camp-stool,  the  middies  again 
ventured  to  press  their  demand  for  a  yarn. 

"  Spin  you  a  yarn  ?  Well,  I  can't  just 
think  of  one  to  tell.  I'm  afraid  I've  run  out 
of  spunyarn." 

The  suggestion  was  at  once  pooh-poohed, 
inasmuch  as  the  speaker  had  an  established 
reputation  and  was  accounted  second  to  none 
wearing  the  uniform  for  drawing  the  lontr 
bow.  ° 
The  reefers,  I  say,  laughed  to  scorn  any 
suggestion  of  the  worthy  gunner's  faihng 
powers.  "  Nonsense,"  exclaimed  they ;  "  tell 
us  something.  You've  been  here  before,  I 
dare  say  ;  tell  us  something  about  tie 
Maories." 

"  No,"  returned  the  gunner,  "  I've  been  on 
almost  every  other  station  except  this,  so  I 
can't  say  much  about  the  natives ;  but  I 
expect  we  shall  know  more  about  them  before 
long.  There  has  been  a  bother  about  the 
land  for  some  time,  and  it  appears  things 
are  coming  to  a  crisis.  The  conmiander  told 
me  just  now  while  going  the  rounds  to  give 
the  small-arms  a  shai-p  overhaul,  as  a  naval 
brigade  would  most  likely  be  called  for. 
General  Cameron  has  given  the  commodore 
a  hint  to  that  effect,  and  they  say  the  out- 
lying settlers  are  flocking  in  every  day; 
there's  trouble  ahead,  I  fear,  let's  hope  we 
pull  through  safe  and  sound."  I  may  add, 
in  passing,  that  within  a  month  one  of  his 
listeners  was  found  lying  on  the  plain  out- 
side Kangiriri  Stockade  with  a  bullet  through 
his  brain — poor  lad  ! 

After  a  short  pause  the  gunner  continued, 
"  Did  I  ever  tell  you  how  one  of  my  line  was 
served  in  the  gunboat  ?  " 

"  No,  "  replied  his  hearers  almost  simul- 
taneously. 

"  I  thought  not.  Well,  I'll  tell  you  now,  it 
won't  take  long.  The  Waterwitoh  was  as 
smart  and  saucy-looking  a  craft  for  a  man- 
of-war  as  you  could  wish  to  see — more  like  a 
yacht  than  anj-thing  else.  From  her  keel  to 
the  trucks  of  her  tall  raking  masts,  from 
stern  rail  to  flying  boom,  I  don't  think  it 
was  possible  to  point  out  a  flaw.  Every  one 
on  board  was  proud  of  her,  even  the  crew 
didn't  grumble  much,  considering  they  had 
to  put  as  much  elbow-grease  into  the  wood  and 


brasswork  as  would  have  kept  a  three-decker 
going.  Next  time  the  commander  asks  you 
into  the  ward-room  to  take  a  glass  of  wine, 
draw  him  on  to  talk  of  her  ;  he  was  her  mate, 
and  we've  been  shipmates  off  and  on  ever 
since.  But  beauty  though  she  was  the 
Waterwitch  was  badly  cramped  for  room, 
and  found  it  a  tight  fit  to  berth  her  crew  in 
any  sort  of  fashion,  let  alone  comfortably. 

"AYell,  that  was  the  sortof  craft  I  was  drafted 
to  from  the  Excellent,  for  I  was  a  gunner's 
mate  then.  We  stowed  thick  on  the  mess 
deck,  at  the  after  part  of  which  was  the 
gunner's  cabin  on  the  starboard  side,  and 
opposite  a  mess-berth  for  the  two  junior 
engineers.  The  ship's  complement  allowed 
only  two  flunkeys  on  the  books  for  all  three 
officers,  so  that  it  fell  to  the  warrant  officer's 
servant  to  do  duty  as  cook  for  both  parties, 
and  a  miserable  life  the  poorwetch  led,  take 
my  word  for  it  ;  for  the  gunner,  alias 
'  Giblets,'  I  must  tell  you,  was  a  big  feeder, 
with  a  capacious  paunch — I  remember  a 
couple  of  ordinary  seamen  getting  inside  his 
sword-belt  one  day  for  fun — who  was  not  at 
all  particular  whose  larder  the  cook  ransacked 
for  a  snack  ;  Giblets  just  swallowed  the  tit- 
bit and  asked  no  questions.  Being  the  only 
warrant  officer  he  was  allowed  a  pretty  free 
hand,  and  could  make  it  hot  for  those 
against  whom  he  took  a  spite.  He  kept  his 
servant  well  under  his  thumb,  for  being 
classed  among  the  idlers,  besides  being  the 
gunner's  personal  servant,  the  cook  was 
under  his  orders  at  general  quarters,  and 
was  responsible  for  the  cleanliness  of  certain 
gun  gear,  including  some  priming  wires. 
And  thereby  hangs  my  tale,  for  when 
supplies  for  the  gunner's  midriff  fell  off, 
he  was  never  long  in  finding  a  pretext  for 
putting  the  cook  in  the  report,  the  rusty, 
trumpery  little  skewers  of  priming  wires 
as  often  as  not  furnishing  the  occasion. 
Seeing  that  when  the  cook  was  thus 
'  planked '  the  engineers  were  deprived  of 
his  services  for  the  time  being,  you  may 
easily  fancy  there  was  no  love  lost  between 
them  and  the  gunner,  while  the  cook  on  his 
part  roundly  asserted  it  was  all  a  dirty  trick 
of  that  officer's,  in  substituting,  on  the  sly, 
a  spare  rusty  wire  for  one  that  had  been 
properly  cleaned.  And  the  engineers  be- 
lieved him. 

"  Well,  things  went  on  until  one  afternoon 
the  gunner  was  suddenly  taken  ill.  It  was 
in  this  way.  The  day's  ration  of  soup  and 
boullli  had  been  duly  drawn  for  the  officers 
and  cooked  in  one  stockpot.  The  gunner's 
portion  was  taken  down  to  his  cabin,  where 
it  soon  went  the  way  of  all  things  eatable,  as 
nothing  came  amiss  in  that  quarter,  while 
the  remainder  was  placed  upon  the  engineers' 
mess  table.  Upon  lifting  the  cover,  and  just 
as  the  caterer  was  about  to  serve,  he  sniffed, 
then  sniffed  again,  as  though  not  liking  the 
odour,  and  finally,  declaring  that  the  tin 
must  have  been  a  bad  one,  ordered  the 
steward  at  his  elbow  to  turn  the  whole  tureen 
at  once  into  the  slop-pail,  which  stood  outside 
the  berth  door,  and  to  get  some  sardines 
dished  up  while  they  went  on  deck  for  a 
smoke.  It  was  mortifying  enough,  certainly  ; 
but  a  bad  tin  of  meat  was  no  very  uncommon 
thing,  and  the  incident  would  soon  have  been 
forgotten  but  for  the  gunner's  illness. 

"  At  evening  quarters  the  skipper  sent  for 

me,  and  remarking  that  Mr.  was  on  the 

sick-list,  told  me  to  do  his  duty  till  further 
orders.  '  You  will  find  the  key  of  the  powder 
magazine  hanging  here,'  said  he,  pointing 
to  a  recess  overhead,  '  in  case  we  beat  to 
quarters.' 

"  So  having  no  sick  bay,  a  cot  was  slung 
and  screened  off  on  deck  for  the  patient,  whose 
case  was  serious,  almost  critical,  for  several 
days,  when  he  gradually  began  to  mend,  and 


in  three  weeks  he  got  about  again  as  usual. 
I,  of  course,  fell  back  to  my  mate's  duties, 
but  the  occasion  served  my  turn  ;  the  com- 
mander complimented  me  on  the  way  I  had 
carried  on,  and  promised  to  look  out  for  me. 
When  the  commission  was  up  and  I  returned 
to  the  Excellent  he  was  as  good  as  his  word, 
for  as  soon  as  I  had  gone  through  the 
gunnery  course  and  written  my  book,  down 
came  my  warrant  and  appointment  to  a  sloop 
fitting  out  for  the  China  station,  where  I 
afterwards  saw  some  service  among  the  pig- 
tails. 

"  It  must  have  been — let  me  see — yes,  it 
must  have  been  eight  years  or  more  after 
leaving  the  Waterwitch,  that  one  day  I  landed 
at  the  dockyard  on  my  way  to  the  gunwharf 
about  some  stores,  when  whom  should  I  fall 
across  on  the  jetty  but  one  of  my  former 
shipmates  the  engineers.  Naturally  enough, 
we  fell  to  talking  of  old  times  ;  said  he  : 

"'  I  see  old  Giblets  was  suj)erannuated.' 


business,  and  K.,  my  messmate — you  remem- 
ber, don't  you,  what  a  cool  hand  he  was — 
determined  to  be  even  with  the  old  fellow. 
It  was  a  long  while  before  he  got  a  chance, 
but  he  was  not  the  sort  to  be  choked  off ;  he 
laid  his  plans  and  waited,  and  at  last  his 
opportunity  came.  On  the  eventful  morning 
there  was  sail-drill,  you  mind,  and  being 
shorthanded  it  was  the  routine  for  every  soul 
to  be  driven  on  deck  to  clap  on  the  ropes  and 
pull  his  pound.  Even  the  cooks  were  bound 
to  drop  pots  and  pans  like  a  hot  potato,  and 
leave  the  dinner  to  take  care  of  itself.  This 
was  the  moment  R.  had  anticipated.  On  the 
principle  of  looking  out  for  Number  One,  we 
had  each  of  us  in  our  turn  of  caterership 
been  wont  at  such  times  to  go  into  the  galley 
and  give  the  pot  a  stir,  but  on  this  occasion 
R.  introduced  therein  a  small  dose,  and  that 
did  the  business.  His  disgust  at  the  mess- 
table  of  the  pretended  bad  tin  of  bouilli  was 
so  well  put  on  that  I,  like  everybody  else, 


The  Patient  on  Deck. 


"  '  Yes  ;  I  hear  he's  gone  out  to  his  son  in 
Canada.' 

" '  Ah,  I  thought  at  one  time  he'd  never 
want  a  pension.' 

" '  You  mean  when  he  so  nearly  lost  the 
number  of  his  mess  in  us  ?  ' 

"  '  Just  so  ; '  after  a  pause  my  companion 
resumed : 

" '  Strange  nobody  ever  got  to  the  bottom 
of  that  affair.  Did  you  never  smell  a 
rat  ? ' 

"  '  Smell  a  rat  ?  No  !  Why,  everybody  said 
it  was  the  bad  tin  of  soup  and  bouilli ! ' 

" '  So  it  was,  in  a  measure  ;  but  there,  I'll 
tell  you  all  about  it ;  only  mum's  the  word, 
you  know.  It's  all  blown  over  long  ago,  but 
I  wouldn't  make  a  song  about  it.  I  dare  say 
you  noticed  at  times  how  Giblets  was  down 
on  the  cook.  Well,  it  always  occurred  when 
the  cook  was  unable  to  keep  him  going  in 
little  dainties  from  the  various  dishes  in  the 
galley,  including  our  own.  So  long  as  snacks 
were  forthcoming  all  went  well,  but  directly 
the  commissariat  failed,  as  sure  as  fate  into 
the  black  list  went  the  cook.  There  was  a 
good  deal  of  bad  blood  between  us  over  the 


made  sure  that  was  the  cause  of  the  gunner's 
illness,  but  months  afterwards,  when  E.  had 
quite  got  over  his  funk,  he  confided  to  me 
how  he  did  the  trick,  and  I  could  see  nothing 
for  it  but  to  keep  it  dark.' 

"  '  Ho  !  ho  !  That  accounts  for  the  milk  in 
the  cocoa-nut ! '  I  said. 

" '  Yes ;  that's  how  old  Giblets  was 
dished.' 

"  '  Well,  it  was  a  close  shave  for  him  ;  but  I 
must  vamose.    So  long  ! ' 

"  '  So  long  !  See  you  again  some  day.' 

"  And  that's  how  my  eyes  were  opened 
about  my  topniate." 

Here  viij  gunner,  having  finished  his  story, 
straightway  assumed  an  air  of  impatience, 
and  broke  forth  with,  "  There  you  are,  young 
gentlemen ;  that's  domino,  my  last  dying 
speech  and  confession.  You'll  get  no  more 
yarns  out  of  me  to-night ;  so  out  you  go  !  It's 
time  you  were  turned  in  :  I'm  going  to  put 
out  the  lights  and  say  my  prayers." 

"  But,  gunner,"  chii-ped  the  youngsters, 
"you  didn't  tell  us  what  the  dose  was." 

"  Didn't  I  ?    Well,  it  ivas  croton  oil !  " 
(the  end.) 
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THE  BOY'S  OWN  ANGLER. 

By  the  First  Hon.  Sec.  "  Fly- Fishers'  Club." 


THE  regular  fishing  season  does  not  begin 
till  June  IG,  but  there  is  a  very  impor- 
tant exception  to  this  rule,  for  ^ro?(Mishing 
is  in  full  swing  from  April  1,  and  in  May  is 
in  its  prime.  The  trout  therefore  may  well 
take  his  natural  place  at  the  head  of  the  fol- 
lowing brief  series  of  papers. 

The  usual  methods  of  taking  this  glorious 
fish  are  worm,  minnow,  and  fly-fishing. 

Beginning  with  the  easiest— the  "dirty" 
worm.  In  thick  water  this  branch  of  the  art 
is  so  simple  that  a  child  may  be  almost  as 
successful  as  a  veteran.  After  heavy  rain  a 
motley  collection  of  ragged  boys  come  out 
from  every  village  near  a  trout  stream.  The 
tackle  used  is  as  queer  as  the  crowd  itself, 
and  would  be  looked  upon  as  rubbish  by 
most  anglers,  and  yet  many  of  these  boys 
bring  home  some  good  trout  for  the  evening 
meal. 

Briefly,  then,  all  that  is  essential  for  this 
sort  of  fishing  is  a  strong  rod,  line  and  hook, 
a  few  shot,  and  a  plentiful  supply  of  worms. 

Local  knowledge  is  very  useful,  but  of 
angling  skill  little  is  required. 

In  worm-fishing  in  clear  water,  on  the 
contrary,  much  judgment  and  caution,  and 
some  manual  dexterity,  are  necessary. 

Instead  of  adopting  the  rough  and  ready 
style  suitable  for  thick  water,  you  must  now 
select  a  sinall  red  worm,  and  thread  it  on 
two  tiny  hooks,  whipped  on  fine  gut,  at  about 
an  inch  apart ;  and  with  one  or  two  small 
shot  added,  if  necessary.  This  bait  is  to  be 
swung,  by  a  steady  underhand  throw,  some 
ten  yards  iip  stream,  and  a  skilled  hand  will 
take  in  this  way  some  of  the  best  trout  in  the 
stream,  while  the  beginner  gets  nothing  but 
samlets  and  little  eels. 

But  this  method  cannot  be  successfully 
followed  with  the  heavy  rod  used  for  thick- 
water  fishing.  The  rod  should  be  light  and 
supple,  though  not  quite  so  dehcate  as  a  fly- 
rod.  The  length  must  depend  on  the  nature 
of  the  stream  to  be  fished. 

A  small  winch  with  about  twenty  yards  of 
line  is  usually  sufficient,  and  the  gut  cast 
should  be  very  fine  near  the  hook.  If  the 
stream  is  rapid  one  or  two  small  shot  are 
useful,  but  in  shallow,  gentle  streams  the  bait 
is  better  without  any  weight. 

The  next  branch  of  the  art  is  minnow- 
fishing.  This  may  be  practised  either  with 
the  living  mmnow,  hooked  through  the  lip 
or  back  fin,  and  dropped  gently  into  pools  or 
eddies,  or  by  the  more  artistic  plan  of 
spinning  the  minnow. 

This  can  be  done  by  fixing  a  dead  minnow 
on  a  flight  of  hooks,  which  can  be  bought 
ready  prepared,  but  when  minnows  are  dif- 
ficult to  get  the  artificial  minnow  is  generally 
used.  This  worked  by  an  adept  in  coloured 
■waterwiU  bring  to  bank  many  large  trout.  The 
rod  used  for  worm-fishing  will  answer  for 
this  sport,  though  a  light  spinning  rod  with 
upright  rings  is  better. 

But  of  all  methods  of  taking  trout  the  most 
charmmg  is  fly-fishing,  natural  and  artificial. 

Begmning  with  the  natural—"  first  catch 
your  fly,"  or  rather  files— for  it  is  well  to  be 
provided  with  a  supply  in  a  perforated  zinc 
flask,  or  in  a  bottle  with  holes  in  the  cork. 
Common  house  flies  are  useful,  but  there  are 
various  flies  in  the  fields  (such  as  the  daddy- 
long-legs,  the  cow-dung  fly,  the  oak  fly,  and 
the  May  fly)  which  can  easily  be  caught,  and 
kept  for  a  few  hour?  if  necessary.  Bits  of 
fern  or  leaves  should  be  put  in  the  bottle  to 
keq)  the  flies  alive. 

The  rod  for  the  natural  fly  should  be  a 


I. — TEODT  riSHIXG. 

1  long  cane  one,  but  the  ordinary  worm  or  fly- 
rod  can  be  used. 
1  First  prepare  your  tackle  by  fixing  one  or 
two  flies,  according  to  size,  on  a  small  hook 
tied  on  fine  gut  (or  on  your  artificial  fly),  and 
then  shorten  your  running  line  till  you  have 
only  two  or  three  yards  of  gut  hanging  from 
the  end  of  the  rod.  If  the  trout  are  shy  it 
will  be  best  to  crawl  to  the  edge  on  your 
hands  and  knees. 

Arrived  within  two  or  three  feet  of  the 
bank,  behind  a  bush,  peep  very  cautiously 
into  the  water. 

If  the  spot  is  suitable  (deepish  water  with 
a  gentle  stream)  you  will  very  likely  see  a 
good  trout  on  the  prowl  for  food. 

Now  move  your  rod  very  slowly  till  it  is  in 
the  required  position,  and  drop  your  fly  gradu- 
ally till  it  alights  gently  on  the  water,  about 
six  inches  in  front  of  his  troutship.  If  shy 
he  will  look  at  it  superciliously,  and  then  turn 
tail  and  glide  slowly  away  ;  but  do  not  de- 
spair, he  may  wheel  round,  and  after  several 
refusals  take  at  last. 

Then  wait  about  a  second,  and  when  the 
fish  has  turned,  or  has  closed  his  mouth, 
strike  sharply,  and  look  out  for  squalls,  for  the 
biggest  trout  are  hooked  in  this  way,  and  the 
locality  is  often  a  dangerous  one,  giving  him 
many  a  chance  to  Jump  into  a  tree,  or  other- 
wise to  make  himself  troublesome. 

Keep  your  line  as  short  as  possible,  and 
whenever  you  are  obliged  to  yield  to  his  vio- 
lence do  so  by  stretching  out  your  arm  and 
leaning  over  the  water,  rather  than  by  letting 
line  run  out,  for  a  large  old  trout  will  be 
sure  to  try  to  slacken  your  line  by  running 
suddenly  back  under  your  feet,  and  you 
cannot  keep  him  out  with  a  long  line.  If  you 
have  a  net  you  may  land  him  within  two  or 
three  minutes,  but  if  not  he  must  be  com- 
pletely exhausted  before  you  can  venture  to 
grasp  him  and  lift  him  out.  This  should 
not  be  attempted  till  you  have  rubbed  your 
hand  on  some  sand  or  grit.  If  the  fish  is 
under  half  a  pound  it  may  be  safer  to  lift 
him  out  with  the  rod.  For  this  sort  of  fish- 
ing a  landing-net  is  certainly  a  great  help, 
but  for  ordinary  brook-fishing  it  can  well  be 
dispensed  with. 

Having  secured  your  big  trout  it  is  best  to 
seek  for  another  suitable  spot,  but  if  you 
have  only  lifted  out  a  little  one,  the  place 
may  be  sufliciently  undisturbed  to  yield  an- 
other fish. 

This  method  is  chiefly  successful  in  hot 
sunshine,  when  the  artificial  fly  is  nearly 
useless.  Many  anglers,  therefore,  whose 
chief  delight  is  the  artificial  fly,  take  a  turn 
with  the  natural  in  the  middle  of  hot  days, 
and  thereby  often  transform  a  light  basket 
into  a  heavy  one. 

Only  one  style  of  trout  fishing  now  remains, 
but  it  is  by  far  the  most  interesting  and 
artistic,  and  on  many  rivers,  those  of  Hamp- 
shire for  instance,  it  is  the  only  method  ever 
allowed. 

Here  a  word  of  warning  may  be  useful  to 
the  inexperienced.  If,  on  permission  being 
given  you  to  fish  a  preserved  stream,  the 
proviso  "  fly-fishing  only  "  is  added,  this  must 
always  be  taken  to  mean  "  artificial  fly  "  ; 
and  to  use  any  other  bait  is  an  act  of  ingrati- 
tude worse  than  ordinary  poaching. 

In  treating  of  this,  the  highest  branch  of 
the  art,  more  details  must  be  given. 

First  as  to  the  rod.  The  best  possible  is 
perhaps  a  first-class  split-cane,  but  this  is 
very  expensive  and  easily  damaged. 

Then  do  not,  at  present,  buy  a  glued-up 


(or  split  cane)  rod,  and  if  one  is  given  you, 
take  great  care  of  it. 

Perhaps  the  most  useful  rod  to  buy  is  a 
greenheart,  of  10  feet  long,  in  three  joints ; 
and  this  costs  from  15s.  to  25s. ;  but  if  money 
is  an  object,  a  hickory  rod  of  similar  make 
can  be  had  for  7s.  or  8s.,  and  this  will 
answer  every  purpose  for  some  years. 

If  satisfied  with  a  modest  outfit,  a  lad  can 
obtain  all  he  requires  for  his  first  season  for 
less  than  £1  5s. 

To  be  businesslike,  we  will  jot  down  the 
cost  of  each  necessary  item.  Kod,  7s.  6d. 
Winch  (plain),  3s.  Tapered  dressed  fly-line 
(twenty  yards),  3s.  4d.  Half  a  dozen  gut 
casts  (two  yards  each),  3s.  Three  dozen 
flies,  4s.  6rf.  A  waterproof  satchel,  say  2s., 
I  and  a  little  fly-book  (Is.)  will  complete  the 
outfit. 

If  the  nature  of  the  water  and  the  banks 
is  such  that  a  landing-net  is  really  necessary, 
do  not  buy  one  of  the  cumbrous  and  expen- 
sive afi'airs  offered  for  sale,  but  get  a  nine- 
foot  length  of  the  cane  used  for  cleaning  out 
water  pipes,  and  for  otJier  purposes  too  well 
known  to  schoolboys.  This  can  be  bought 
for  a  few  pence  at  an  oil  shop,  and  by  bind- 
ing the  two  ends  together,  after  bending  it 
in  the  form  of  a  tennis  racket,  you  can  make 
a  most  handy  landing-net.  Of  course  you 
must  buy  or  make  a  net  to  place  in  the  oval 
hoop  thus  formed,  but  the  whole  need  not 
cost  Is.  Qd. 

To  return  to  our  fishing-rods,  etc.,  the  list 
does  not  profess  to  give  all  that  is  desirable, 
but  only  what  is  necessary  for  ordinary  fly- 
fishing. 

If  money  is  more  plentiful  choose  a  20s. 
greenheart  rod,  which  should  feel  light  and 
handy  when  held  just  above  the  winch  (to  be 
fixed  on  for  the  purpose).  See  that  your 
winch  is  the  size  to  suit  it  best.  A  three-inch 
check  winch,  in  bronze,  costing  7s.  to  15s., 
will  probably  do  for  a  ten  or  eleven  foot  rod ; 
and  it  will  comfortably  hold  thirty  or  forty 
yards  of  line.    The  latter  is  best. 

This  should  be  tapered  at  each  end  (so 
that  you  can  reverse  it  when  worn)  and 
smoothly  dressed  with  v/aterproof  di-essing. 
Its  cost  is  about  2d.  a  yard. 

Next  see  to  the  gut  casts.  It  is  most  im- 
portant that  these  should  be  of  good  quality, 
that  is,  fairly  fine  and  quite  round.  Two 
yards  is  a  better  length  than  three,  because 
in  landing  a  large  fish  it  is  often  necessary 
to  reel  up  the  line  within  less  than  three 
j'ards  of  the  fly,  and  the  knots  in  the  casting 
line  will  then  pass  through  the  rings  of  your 
top  joint.  If  the  fish  makes  a  last  effort,  and 
runs  out  a  few  inches  of  line,  a  knot  may 
scrape  against  a  ring,  and  the  slight  check 
may  part  the  gut  and  lose  your  fish. 

Get  two  yard  lengths,  then,  tapered,  and  as 
fine  as  you  can,  but  not  draicn.  The  ques- 
tion of  flies  now  remains ;  and  to  treat  it 
thoroughly  would  occupy  all  the  rest  of  our 
space.  A  few  hints  must  be  enough,  and 
boys  who  wish  to  know  more  can  read  the 
books  published  on  the  subject. 

To  begin  with,  lay  in  a  stock  (say  a  dozen 
each)  of  March  browns,  red  palmers,  quill 
gnats,  olive  duns,  and  blue  uprights.  These 
are  sure  to  be  useful.  Get  some  on  eyed 
hooks  and  some  on  gut,  and  begin  by  using 
the  former  sort,  as  the  latter  are  easily 
whipped  off  by  your  first  frantic  efforts  to 
throw  a  fly. 

Don't  forget  some  evening  flies,  if  you 
expect  to  fish  late.  The  "  coachman,"  a 
white-winged  fly  with  peacock -herl  body,  is 


very  useful  about  dusk.  If  you  are  about 
to  fish  Hampshire  waters  an  assortment 
of  "floating  "  liies  is  necessary. 

These  are  small  winged  flies,  of  the  olive 
dun  and  quill  gnat  sort.  The  Wickham 
fancy  and  the  hare's  ear  are  very  good,  as 
also  the  iron  blue,  but  the  subject  is  too 
complicated  to  deal  with  here. 

We  will  next  suppose  you  have  arrived  at 
the  stream.  Don't  walk  up  to  the  edge  and 
peer  into  the  water,  but  sit  down  and  put 
your  tackle  together  twenty  yards  off. 

Begin  with  the  rod,  and  first  fix  the  top 
into  the  middle  joint,  and  then  attach  the 
butt,  and  don't  forget  to  screw  in  the  spike. 
This  being  done,  fix  the  winch  and  pass  the 
line  through  each  ring.  Then  draw  out  a 
dozen  yards  and  grease  it  with  a  bit  of  fat. 
This  is  to  make  the  line  float,  and  is  un- 
necessary if  the  water  is  very  rough.  Next 
attach  your  gut,  which  should  have  been 
kept  moist,  and  fasten  your  fly.  Don't  use 
two  at  first :  you  may  as  well  lose  them 
singly  as  in  pairs. 

If  the  water  is  clear  try  a  blue  dun,  but  if 
at  all  coloured  a  red  palmer  is  best. 

Approach  the  stream  in  a  stooping  posi- 
tion, with  the  fly  and  two  or  three  yards  of 
line  gathered  in  the  left  hand,  so  that  you 
have  five  yards  or  so  of  line  out,  which  is 
easier  to  throw  than  a  very  short  length. 

Then  cast  as  lightly  as  possible  up  stream 
near  your  own  bank,  drawing  the  fly  gently 
outwards  if  there  is  a  ripple.  If  not  let  it 
come  down  towards  you  quite  undisturbed. 
It  will  float  naturally  for  the  first  cast  or 
two,  and  during  these  you  have  your  best 
chance  of  a  fish,  for  it  can  ha.rdly  be  expected 
that  you  will  dry  your  fly  effectually  after  it 


is  onoe  soaked,  though  a  veteran  will  do  so 
easily  by  three  or  four  false  casts  in  the 
air. 

We  must  next  suppose  a  most  improbable 
circumstance,  namely  that  a  silly  trout  abso- 
lutely rises  at  your  fly.  Strike  as  quickly  as 
you  can ;  this  will  not  be  too  quickly  in 
your  case,  though  such  a  thing  is  possible 
sometimes. 

You  miss  him,  of  course.  But  cast  once 
more,  and  let  the  fly  pass  over  the  spot 
again  after  a  few  seconds,  and  if  not  a  large 
fish,  he  will  perhaps  have  it.  Profiting  by 
experience,  your  stroke  is  quicker  and  you 
hook  your  victim. 

If  a  lively  fish  he  will  leap  into  the  air, 
and  then  rush  wildly  about,  taxing  all  your 
I  skill  to  keep  a  tight  line,  and  in  the  end 
probably  escaping  by  reason  of  its  slacken- 
ing. This  may  happen  either  by  the  hook 
dropping  out,  or  by  the  slack  line  getting 
twisted  round  a  stone,  and  then  being 
broken  by  the  dead  pull  the  fish  will  get. 

This  having  happened,  don't  cry  over  spilt 
milk,  but  let  another  fly  be  on  the  water  with 
all  speed. 

This  time  perhaps  you  hook  a  baby  trout. 
Flick  him  out  at  once,  and  if  it  were  not 
your  first,  I  should  say  put  him  back 
quickly,  but  you  will  probably  wish  to  keep 
him  as  a  specimen  ! 

If,  however,  you  are  on  preserved  waters, 
be  particular  to  return  all  fish  under  the 
prescribed  length,  which  is  usually  from  10 
to  12  inches. 

But  we  are  supposed  to  be  fishing  a  moor- 
land brook,  and  on  such  water  it  is  usual  to 
bag  any  fish  over  2  oz. 

As  you  fish  up  the  river,  watch  carefully 


for  rises  in  smooth  bits,  and  cast  with  special 
care  just  above  them.  If  you  do  happen  to 
make  a  clean  and  light  cast  on  the  right  spot, 
you  may  get  a  good  fish.  If  so,  treat  him  as 
directed  in  the  remarks  on  the  natural  fly 
(except  that  you  niay  give  him  line). 

But  'tis  very  seldom  that  you  will  chance 
upon  a  large  fish  when  fly-fishing  in  a  moor- 
land stream,  even  after  you  have  acquired 
some  skill.  Indeed,  nowadays  most  fly- 
fishers  have  to  be  satisfied  with  two  or  three 
j  dozen  fish  of  from  2  to  G  oz.  each  ;  mostly 
of  the  former  size. 

A  word  of  warning  as  to  your  route  when 
fishing  among  the  moors,  and  we  have 
done. 

In  marshy  neighbourhoods  be  careful  not 
to  tread  on  very  bright  green  spots  along  the 
banks,  for  the  morasses  which  these  indicate 
are  sometimes  so  soft  as  to  engulf  the 
incautious,  especially  on  the  Welsh  and 
Cornish  hills. 

Also,  if  you  fish  till  dusk,  as  is  best  in  hot 
weather,  do  not  try  a  short  cut  over  the  hills 
home,  unless  you  know  the  way  by  night. 
Keep  to  the  stream,  if  it  runs  through  the 
town,  as  it  usually  does.  If  not  it  will  be 
necessary  to  make  careful  inquiries  as  to 

j  route  before  starting. 

Always  arrange,  if  possible,  to  begin  fish- 
ing at  the  lowest  point,  and  work  upwards, 
in  conclusion  let  me  advise  you  always  to 

I  be  willing  to  help  a  fellow-angler,  even  to  the 
extent  of  giving  him  the  favourite  fly,  and 

^  above  all  to  keep  your  temper,  however  pro- 
voking the  trout  may  be,  and  to  remember 
that  the  weather,  though  it  may  not  suit 
you,  is  sent  by  God. 

I  (To  be  continued.) 


NOTES  FROM  MY  LOG;    OR,  TRUE  STORIES  OF  ADVENTURE  AND  PERIL. 


By  Eear-Admiral  W.  E.  Kennedy. 


(Tnv/i  lUustrations  btj  the  AiiUior.) 


ni. — VOYAGE  OF  H.M.S.  LIFFET  (' 

ON  May  26,  1878,  H.M.S.  Liffey  left  Ply- 
mouth Sound  bound  for  Coquimbo,  a 
seaport  on  the  coast  of  Chili,  where  she  was 
to  be  stationed  as  a  store  ship.  The  Liffey 
in  her  day  had  been  one  of  our  finest  screw 
fi-igates,  mounting  .50  guns,  but  on  this  occa- 
sion she  represented  a  sailing  ship,  her  engines 
having  been  taken  out  of  her  and  only  a  few 
guns  left  upon  the  upper  deck,  more  for  the 
purpose  of  signalling  or  saluting  than  for 
offensive  or  defensive  operations. 

Her  departure  had  been  delayed  several 
weeks  owing  to  the  possibility  of  a  war  with 
Eussia  with  which  we  were  threatened  at  the 
time,  and  in  which  case  the  Lift'ey's  officers 
and  ship's  company  would  have  been  turned 
over  to  a  fighting  ship. 

As  nothing  came  of  this  scare  we  were 
allowed  to  depart ;  but  light  airs  and  head 
winds  delayed  us  greatly,  so  that  it  was  not 
till  the  middle  of  June  that  we  reached 
Madeira  and  enjoyed  a  few  days  at  this  lovely 
island. 

Sailing  again  on  the  16th,  we  fell  in  with 
the  north-east  trade-wind,  and  were  making 
fair  progress  towards  the  south  when  on  the 
afternoon  of  the  18th  we  espied  a  smart  little 
barque  coming  up  astern.  As  the  Liffey  was 
only  jury-rigged  we  were  not  surprised  to  find 
ourselves  passed  by  a  merchant  ship,  and  in 
due  time  she  was  abreast  of  us.  She  proved 
to  be  the  German  barque  Anita  of  Hamburg, 
bound  for  the  West  Coast  of  Africa.  Having 
exchanged  colours  (the  nautical  term  for 


IE  LAST  SAILINO  PRIGATE)   BOUND  CAPE   HORN,  A 
GERMAN   B.4.RQUE  ANITA,  BURNT  AT  SEA. 

dipping  our  ensigns),  and  made  complimen- 
tary signals,  she  passed  on,  and  was  soon 
lost  to  sight  ahead. 

About  9  o'clock  the  same  night,  as  I  was  sit- 
ting in  my  cabin,  the  officer  of  the  watch  re- 
ported a  light  on  the  starboard  bow,  and  added 
that  he  thought  he  saw  a  rocket,  or  what  looked 
like  one,  in  the  same  direction.  Giving  orders 
to  alter  course  for  the  stranger  we  soon 
made  out  a  sail,  and  running  close  under 
his  lee,  hailed  him  to  know  what  was  the 
matter. 

The  answer  came  back,  "  Ship  on  fire  !  " 
We  at  once  hove  to  on  the  weather  side,  and 
sent  a  boat  on  board.  She  proved  to  be  our 
Uttle  friend  the  Anita,  with  cargo  on  fire. 
We  then  sent  another  boat  with  fire  engine, 
buckets,  etc.,  and  a  party  of  men.  The  cap- 
tain told  me  that  the  fire  had  broken  out  in  the 
cargo,  a  most  combustible  one,  consisting 
mainly  of  demijohns  of  a  fiery  spirit  made 
out  of  rotten  potatoes,  expressly  manufactured 
for  the  West  African  negroes.  Besides  this 
vile  compound  were  several  barrels  of  petro- 
leum, and  to  complete  the  assortment  an  iron 
chest  full  of  gunpowder  in  the  captain's  cabin 
under  the  poop  ! 

As  we  stepped  over  the  side  the  flames 
burst  out  from  the  cabin,  in  which  was  the 
captain's  dog,  howling  for  assistance.  We  had 
on  board  the  Liffey  a  patent  smoke  helmet, 
with  which  a  man  was  supposed  to  be  able  to 
see  and  breathe  in  the  midst  of  flame,  and  a 
man  now  tried  the  experiment,  in  hopes  of 


S'D  RESCUE  OF  THE  CREW  OF  THE 

saving  the  poor  animal,  but  was  speedily 
overcome  by  the  fumes,  and  dragged  forth  by 
the  heels  in  an  asphyxiated  condition,  the  dog 
being  of  necessity  left  to  his  fate. 

Meantime  all  the  available  pumps  were 
rigged  and  a  body  of  water  poured  upon  the 
flaming  cargo.  For  nearly  two  hours  we 
worked  hard  at  this,  but  without  avail,  the 
flames  having  got  too  firm  a  hold  on  the 
cargo.  It  was  evident  the  ship  was  doomed, 
and  as  the  powder  might  be  expected  to  ex- 
plode at  any  moment  we  made  arrangen  ents 
for  saving  the  lives  of  those  on  board  and 
leaving  the  ship  to  her  fate.  The  crew  were 
therefore  transferred  to  the  boats  and  by  them 
to  the  Lifl'ey ;  all  the  live  stock,  consisting  of 
pigs,  rabbits,  fowls,  and  fancy  pigeons,  being 
also  saved.  Arrived  on  board  the  Liffey  the 
boats  were  hoisted  up,  and  we  remained  at 
hand  witnessing  the  destruction  of  the  gallant 
little  barque. 

The  flames,  no  longer  subdued  by  water, 
nov/  flared  up  the  masts  and  rigging,  setting 
fire  to  the  sails  on  the  main  and  mizen  masts, 
making  a  grand  spectacle.  Presently  an  ex- 
plosion took  place,  blowing  up  the  poop  and 
j  taking  the  mizen  mast  by  the  board.  And 
now  a  curious  sight  presented  itself ;  the 
I  barque,  deprived  of  her  af  tersail,  fell  off  before 
the  wind,  and  scudded  along  under  her  sail 
on  the  foremast,  but  as  the  braces  bui-nt  and 
the  yards  swung  forward  she  would  luff  up  in 
the  wind  till  the  head  sails  filled  and 
payed  her  off,  when  again  she  ran  before  the 


breeze,  in  this  way  performing  various  evolu- 
tions, like  a  phantom  ship,  without  a  soul  on 
board  her. 

The  scene  at  this  time  was  grand  in  the 
extreme,  as  the  flames  leapt  from  spar  to 
spar,  catching  each  sail  in  succession  and 
illuminating  the  deep  for  miles  around. 
The  Liffey  kept  hovering  on  her  weather 
quarter,  watching  the  movements  of  the 
barque,  luffing  as  she  luffed,  and  keeping 
away  with  her,  but  always  keeping  to  wind" 
ward  to  avoid  the  sparks  which  fell  in 
showers  to  leeward.  Presently  tlie  main- 
mast, divested  of  its  rigging,  began  to  rock 
with  the  rolling  of  the  vessel,  and  then  fell 
overboard  with  a  crash,  throwing  a  shower  of 
sparks  and  burning  debris  into  the  hissing 
sea.  Still  the  poor  little  craft  sailed  on 
under  her  foremast,  until  at  last  that  also 
went  over  the  side,  and  the  Anita  lay  a  help- 
less log  upon  the  water,  rolling  gunwale 
under,  the  sea  washing  over  her  deck  and 
pouring  out  of  her  scuppers. 

By  this  time  it  was  nearly  daylight,  so, 
leading  the  weeping  skipper  below,  we  filled 
away  on  our  course,  leaving  the  Anita  to  the 
mercy  of  the  waves,  which  soon  overwhelmed 
her.  We  now  shaped  course  for  St.  Vincent, 
one  of  the  Cape  de  Verde  islands,  where  we 
arrived  on  the  25th  and  landed  the  crew  of 
the  Anita,  and  the  same  day  we  sailed  for 
the  neighbouring  island  of  St.  Jago,  and  an- 
chored in  the  harbour  of  Porto  Praya. 

St.  Jago  is  one  of  the  largest,  and  is  cer- 


"The  scene  was  grand  in  the  extreme." 

tainly  the  most  fruitful,  of  the  group,  and 
here  we  remained  a  few  days,  revelling  in 
tropical  fruits,  and  enjoying  some  excellent 
shooting,  quail  being  plentiful  besides  some 
guinea-fowl.  On  the  30th  we  once  more 
started  on  our  voyage.  Head  winds  and  vexa- 
tious calms  again  delayed  us,  and  it  was  not 
till  July  25  that  we  reached  Bahia,  one  of  the 
finest  harbours  on  the  coast  of  Brazil,  where 
we  replenished  with  water  and  provisions. 
On  leaving  Bahia  we  had  to  contend  with  the 
SW,  monsoon,  so  that  we  did  not  reach 
Monte  Video  till  August  20. 

Whilst  refitting  at  this  place  preparatory 
to  rounding  Cape  Horn  I  paid  a  visit  to  Mr. 
Shennan's  beautiful  estancia  near  Buenos 
Ayres  in  the  Argentine  republic,  and  enjoyed 
some  capital  sport  with  my  hospitable  host, 
making  large  bags  of  duck,  snipe,  partridges, 
and  swans.  On  September  1  we  weighed 
anchor  for  the  last  time. 

The  voyage  round  the  Horn  from  east  to 
west  in  a  sailing  ship  is  never  a  pleasant  ope- 
ration, especially  in  an  undermasted  ship 
only  half  manned.  We  met  with  the  usual 
south-westerly  gales,  sighted  the  Falklands 
m  a  snow-storm,  and  ran  through  the  Straits 
of  Le  Maire,  rounding  the  Horn  the  same 
night.  Here  we  met  with  a  succession  of 
gales  from  south-west  to  north-west  accom- 
panied with  blinding  snowstorms,  against 
which  we  thrashed  the  old  ship  under  reduced 
canvas,  and  we  thought  we  had  not  done 
badly  when  we  found  ourselves  becalmed  off 


Cape  Pillar,  the  western  entrance  to  the 
Straits  of  Magellan,  on  the  9th  day  after 
roundmg  Cape  Horn. 

But  little  more  remains  to  relate.  Having 
taken  in  a  cargo  of  old  guns  and  obsolete 
stores,  we  left  with  the  squadron  for 
Coquimbo. 

On  the  way  round  to  that  port,  the  admiral 
ordered  the  ships  to  try  rate  of  sailing,  in 
other  words,  an  ocean  race.     The  poor  old 
Liffey  was  heavily  handicapped  with  such  a 
cargo  of  rubbish  in  her  hold,  added  to  which 
the  grass  had  grown  upon  her  copper  a  foot 
long,  which  greatly  impeded  her  progress. 
We  were  staggering  along  after  the  flagship, 
when  a  man  fell  overboard.    The  ship  was 
promptly  rounded  to  and  a  boat  lowered,  but 
by  this  time  the  man  was  at  least  a  mile 
astern.    There  was  a  fresh  breeze  blowing, 
ahd  the  ship  was  going  eight  knots  at  the 
time.  _  All  eyes  were  directed  to  the  poor 
fellow  in  the  water,  when  to  our  astonishment 
we  saw  a  huge  albatross  swoop  down  on  him. 
The  man  waved  his  arm  to  frighten  away  the 
bird,  which  sailed  away,  and  presently  re- 
turned.    After  swooping  three  times  the 
albatross  sat  down  on  the  water  close  to  the 
man,  with  the  evident  intention  of  picking 
his  ej-es  out  as  soon  as  he  was  dead  or  too 
exhausted  to  defend  himself.    Happily  the 
boat  reached  the  spot  in  time  and  the  man 
was  saved,  and  all  that  could  be  got  out  of 
him  for  some  time  afterwards  was,  "  Oh  that 
beastly  hixd !  " 
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JcsT  now,  when  the  rising  of  the  American 
Indians  has  attracted  universal  attention, 
it  may  be  interesting  to  read  a  few  words 
about  the  tribes.  Bravery  and  vanity  are 
two  of  their  greatest  characteristics.  In  the 
matter  of  personal  adornment,  which  they 
call  matacher,  no  pains  are  spared,  and  the 
painting  of  their  bodies  occupies  therefore  a 
good  deal  of  time.  Two  lines  are  drawn 
upon  the  eyelids  as  fine  as  the  smallest 
thread  ;  the  same  upon  the  lips,  the  openings 
of  the  nostrils,  the  eyebrows  and  ears. 
Bright  spots  of  vermilion  decorate  the 
cheeks,  and  the  throat  has  its  ornament  of 
colour  also,  while  the  rest  of  the  body  is 
painted  more  or  less  in  proportion  to  the 
exploits  performed  by  the  individual.  The 
extent  of  surface  covered  by  the  paint  forms 
thus  a  book  of  heraldry  for  the  Indians,  who 
can  at  once  distinguish  a  great  brave  by  its 
means.  For  additional  finery  they  have 
plumes  of  feathers  on  their  heads,  arms,  and 
ankles,  and  these  are  likewise  tokens  of 
valour. 


NORTH  AMERICAN  INDIANS. 

By  Lady  William  Lennox. 

Their  extraordinary  insensibility  to  pain 
may  perhaps  be  accounted  for  by  the  thick- 
ness of  skin  and  hardness  of  fibre  which  is 
peculiar  to  the  Indians,  and  the  skulls  that 
have  been  taken  up  from  their  burying  places 
are  much  thicker  than  ordinary  skulls  are 
found  to  be,  showing  that  their  physical 
system  is  of  great  toughness.  Before  going 
to  war  all  the  young  men  who  are  disposed 
to  go  to  the  battle  give  a  piece  of  wood  to 
the  chief  in  token  of  their  determination  to 
accompany  him,  and  the  chief  himself  fasts 
several  days,  and  is  very  careful  to  observe 
his  dreams,  for  (like  all  savages)  they  are 
very  superstitious,  and  when  the  day  comes 
for  them  to  start,  they  put  on  their  war 
dress  and  march  silently,  the  chief  only 
singing  the  war  song. 

Their  heads  are  painted  red  down  to  the 
eyebrows,  and  shaved,  all  but  the  scalp-lock, 
and  the  faces  are  frightful  with  the  colours 
daubed  on  so  as  to  make  them  look  as 
awful  as  possible.  On  their  breasts  is  a 
medal  of  copper  or  brass,  and  the  horrible 


scalping  knife  hangs  by  a  string  from  their 
neck. 

The  dulness  of  the  Indians'  nervous  system 
makes  them  brave  to  endure,  and  also  cruel  to 
their  enemies,  as  they  cannot  understand  the 
tortures  they  inflict  being  so  unbearable  ;  and 
moreover  every  man  among  them  must  go 
through  such  a  fearful  ordeal  before  he  is  al- 
lowed to  bear  arms,  that  nothing  he  may  meet 
with  afterwards  can  be  beyond  his  power  to 
stand.  Blows,  fire,  insults,  are  all  tried  to  see 
whether  the  young  would-be  brave  can  bear 
them  without  flinching.  One  trial  among 
others  is  that  of  passing  a  cord  through  the 
large  muscles  of  the  chest,  and  then  tying 
the  man  to  a  tree,  no  way  being  left  for  him 
to  free  himself  except  by  a  violent  tearing 
away  of  the  cord,  which,  after  a  certain  time, 
the  action  of  the  cord  upon  the  flesh  renders 
possible  to  be  done.  The  consequence  of 
enduring  such  torments  without  a  sigh  or 
groan  is  a  complete  recklessness  to  pain 
either  in  themselves  or  others,  in  comparison 
to  any  glory  to  be  thereby  acquired. 


ARTISTIC  STUDIES  FOR  BOYS  OF  TASTE. 

By  vApaous  Eepresentative  Artists, 


VII.— A  Seascape. 

(Drawn  for  the  "  Boifs  Own  Paper  "  by  Charles  W.  Wilkinson.) 
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OUR  CANINE  FRIENDS  AND  FAVOURITES. 


A GOOD  many  years  have  elapsed  since  I 
wrote  a  series  of  papers  in  these  columns 
entitled  "  Boys'  Dogs."  A  good  many  of 
those  who  were  our  readers  then  have  grown 
up  into  big  swinging  men  with  big  swinging 
dogs,  who  read  the  daily  papers  and  shave 
every  morning,  the  men  I  mean,  not  the  dogs, 
for  clever  and  all  though  bow-wows  be,  they 
have  not  as  yet  subscribed  to  any  paper,  not 
even  to  the  "B.O.P."  They  are  content  to 
lie  under  the  table  and  hear  it  read,  well 
knowing  that  their  interests  are  looked  after 
by  its  writers. 

Now  in  this  article  I  am  not  going  to  give 
the  points  or  properties  of  any  breed,  but  just 
a  few  useful  hints  about  dogs  in  geaeral  and 
their  treatment,  well  or  ill. 

Well,  about  your  coming  dog.  You  had 
better  first  make  up  your  mind  as  to  what  he 
shall  be.  I  wouldn't  advise  a  very  large  dog, 
Newfoundlands,  St.  Bernards,  and  Great  Danes 
ara  glorious  fellows,  but  you'll  hardly  get  one 
worth  his  collar  cheap.  Dachshunds,  fox- 
tsrriers,  and  mostly  all  terriers,  make  capital 
boys'  dogs  ;  so  do  spaniels,  collies,  and  re- 
trievers. Collies  are  the  wisest ;  a  collie  two 
years  old  is  far  wiser  than  any  boy  four  times 
his  age,  and  capable  even  of  improving  the 
moral  character  of  mjst  lads  at  that  larky 
time  of  life. 

But  having  made  up  your  mind  to  invest, 
endeavour  to  smooth  the  way  for  his  happi- 
ness at  home.  Try  and  arrange  to  have  him 
a  house  dog.  Tell  your  relatives  that  you 
will,  by  gsntleness  and  firmness,  teach  your 
favourite  to  be  clean  in  the  house,  and  kind 
and  good  mannered  in  every  way. 

If  you  get  a  copy  of  the  "  Exchange  and 
Mart,"  or  "  Stock-keeper,"  say,  you  will  see 
all  kinds  of  puppies  advertised.  But  be  very 
careful  with  whom  yoa  deal.  Pedigrees  are 
all  registered  nowadays,  but  if  you  purchase 
through  an  advertisment,  you  might  get  a 
mangy  or  sickly  pup,  or  one  with  navel  rup- 
ture. So  take  the  Scotch  advice,  and  "  gang 
warily." 

Meanwhile,  if  your  good  pater  or  mater 
deems  it  wise  not  to  have  your  friend  in  the 
house,  you  must  do  the  best  you  can  for  him 
out  of  doors. 

It  will  be  best  to  have  a  kennel  with  a  big 
rim  round  it,  because  you  must  not  chain  a 
puppy  up,  else  you'll  have  a  bandy-legged, 
broken-hearted  beast,  that  you'll  be  ashamed 
to  be  seen  with  in  the  street.  Have  every- 
thing ready,  therefore,  before  your  friend  the 
dog  comes  home. 

Now  let  us  see  what  that  word  "every- 
thing "  includes.  A  whip  and  a  chain  and  a 
muzzle,  eh  ?  Not  likely.  This  is  the  year 
1891.  First  then,  get  your  kennel  built.  A 
large  dry  barrel  might  do,  if  the  front  were  so 
arranged  that  it  could  be  swung  away  from 
the  weather,  and  be  always  dry,  clean,  and 
free  from  drauglits.  You  might  have  it,  too, 
under  a  kind  of  shelter  shed.  The  water-pan 
would  stand  under  the  shelter  also,  as  well  as 
a  dry  board,  to  keep  the  dog  off  the  ground 
when  he  chose  to  lie  out  of  doors.  There 
must  be  the  capability  of  cleaning  out  this 
kennel. 

The  bedding  is  best  to  be  clean  wheaten  1 
straw,  or  dry  pine  shavings,  and  whatever  it  I 
is,  it  should  be  kept  dry.  j 

The  dog's  dishes,  one  for  water  and  one  j 
for  food,  must  be  washed  every  day  of  your 
life  or  the  dog's.  These  dishes  should  be 
earthenware,  with  very  broad  Hat  bottoms, 
so  that  it  is  all  but  impossible  to  capsize 
them. 

The  run  should  be  gravel  or  asphalt  or, 
what  is  far  the  best,  bard  cement.    The  fence 
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around  it  may  be  high  wire  mesh  nailed  on 
strong  posts,  with  a  strong  door  and  a  fasten- 
ing outside,  else  the  dog  will  soon  find  out 
how  to  nose  it  up.  But  mind  you,  the  kennel 
and  fence  are  more  for  night  than  day,  for  by 
day  the  dog  will  want  to  be  with  his  master 
most  of  the  time.  He  will  soon  get  to  love 
you  very  much  and  enter  into  all  your  sports 
with  zest. 

The  puppy's  age.  Get  one  about  three 
months  old.  Never  mind  about  that  bugbear 
Distemper.  I  have  had  kennels  for  sixteen 
years.  Sometimes  I  have  had  as  many  as 
twenty  canine  pets  at  a  time,  not  irc'u'ding 
puppies,  and  during  all  that  time  I  have 
never  had  a  young  dog  down  with  distemper. 
It  is  all  in  the  feeding  and  management. 
I  Now  that  I  go  hundreds  of  miles,  moving 
about  in  my  caravan  every  summer,  and  do 
a  deal  of  book-writing  in  winter,  I  only  keep 
a  few  dogs. 

Well,  feed  this  puppy  of  yours  four  times  a 
day  till  he  is  six  months  old  ;  then  give  three 
good  meals  till  he  is  a  year  old ;  after  which 
an  early  breakfast  and  five  o'clock  dinner 
will  about  suit,  though  snacks  and  snaps 
betweenwhiles  if  he  is  hungry  won't  hurt. 

Give  boiled  Spratt  cake,  table  scraps,  green 
well-mashed  vegetables— not  too  much  of  this, 
but  enough  to  keep  the  blood  cool  and 
bowels  easy— and  boiled  lights  with  now  and 
then  a  morsel  of  boiled  liver. 

When  you  ask  for  Spratt's  biscuits,  see  you 
get  them.  And  get  them  fresh  and  crisp.  It  is 
cheaper  to  get  a  bag  from  the  firm.  Say  you 
must  have  the  same  as  they  send  Gordon 
Stables.  Also  a  bag  of  bone-meal,  and  give 
a  handful  or  two  of  this  in  every  meal.  This 
makes  the  dog's  framework. 

Give  the  puppy  big  bones  that  he  can  gnaw 
and  so  amuse  himself.  Give  him  old  boots 
for  toys.  No  small  bones.  If  your  puppy 
hasn't  plenty  of  fun  and  amusement  all  day 
long,  and  lots  of  running  and  exercise,  he 
won't  thrive. 

Never  tire  him  out. 
Never  run  him  behind  a  trap. 
Never  be  cross  with  him  for  anything  he 
cannot  help  :  if  he  sees  that  you  are  vexed 
about  it,  he  will  be  miserable  enough.  A 
cowed  or  brow-beaten  dog  develops  into  a 
thorough  cur  ;  and  mind  you,  there  is  truth 
in  the  old  Scotch  proverb,  "  Sic  mannie,  sic 
horsie.  " 

Dogs  are  often  kept  where  nice  gardens 
are,  and  to  keep  to  the  walks  is  a  most  im- 
portant part  of  a  young  dog's  education,  and 
not  so  difficult  to  teach  either.  Show  him 
his  foot-prints  on  the  soft  ground  and  scold 
him  gently.  A  dog  very  soon  comes  to 
know  what  his  master  says  and  means.  As 
regards  a  dog's  education,  I  may  say  for  once 
and  all,  that  it  ought  to  be  useful — more  than 
mere  show.  Any  cur  can  be  taught  to  jump 
over  a  stick,  to  "  down  dead,  sir,"  to  "  trust 
and  paid  for,"  to  snap  a  morsel  off  his  nose, 
etc.  These  are  mere  canine  antics.  But  give 
me  the  dog  for  a  companion  who  will  walk 
to  heel  when  told,  who  will  fetch  and  carry, 
go  back  for  anything  left  on  the  road,  watch 
my  coat  if  I  throw  it  ofi  while  gardening, 
guard  me  by  night  or  day,  and  in  fact,  as 
advertisements  for  valets  put  it,  "  make  him- 
self generally  useful." 

My  present  Newfoundland  favourite.  Queen 
Bolina,  has  one  very  taking  accomplish- 
ment. She  asks  a  blessing  before  every  meal. 
This  is  done  by  stretching  her  forelegs  in 
front  of  her,  bending  down  her  head  to  touch 
them,  and  saying  "  Oh-h-h  !  "  Poor  thing, 
her  ofi  hind  leg  is  at  times  stiff  with  rheu- 
matism.   Then  she  can't  stretch  out  both  [ 


paws  without  pain,  but  she  compromises 
matters  by  sitting  down  and  lowering  her 
head  to  one  outstretched  paw  and  mutterinc 
"Oh-h-h!"  ^ 
I  do  assure  you,  boys,  that  if  you  once  make 
your  dog  love  you  and  understand  your  lan- 
guage and  gesture  and  looks— for  in  all  three 
dogs  study  you  — it  is  surprising  what  you  can 
teach  them.  If  I  had  space  I  could  tell  you 
much  more,  only  I  haven't.  However,  I  hope 
to  be  on  the  road  once  more  this  summer 
in  my  well-known  caravan,  "  Wanderer,"  and 
Queen  is  almost  sure  to  be  with  me.  If  you 
see  me,  hail  me,  tell  me  you  are  "B.O.P." 
boys,  and  I'll  show  you  Queen's  pretty  ways, ' 
and  you  will  open  your  eyes  with  wonder.  I 
hope  to  wander  in  Ireland  this  year,  and  the 
"B.O.P."  has  many  readers  there. 

It  just  occurs  to  me  that  you  may  want  to 
know  which  is  the  trickiest  or  most  easily 
taught  dog.  The  poodle  is  the  sharpest  and 
most  easily  taught.  The  collie  is  the  great- 
est genius,  but  not  very  easily  taught  tricks. 
He  is  apt  to  imagine  himself  wiser  than  his 
master,  as  indeed  he  often  is.  The  Great 
Dane  and  Newfoundland  and  St.  Bernard 
learn  slowly  but  very  surely ;  they  are  the 
best  students,  and  take  time  to  do  their  work, 
but  never  never  forget ;  Pomeranians  come 
next,  I  think,  then  spaniels  and  retrievers. 

If  you  keep  your  dog  indoors,  he  ought  to 
have  one  particular  corner  where  his  mat  is 
spread  at  night,  and  he  should  be  told  to  "  go 
to  bed  "  at  a  regular  time.  Don't  tell  him 
to  "  watch."  If  you  do  he'll  lie  awake  all 
night,  thinking  there  is  something  up.  Any- 
how he  will  not  get  sound  sleep,  and  he  may 
wake  you  unnecessarily. 

The  schiperke  (pronounce  SMpperkey)  is 
a  wee  black  taillecs  dog  getting  very  fashion- 
able in  this  country  now,  and  is  probably  the 
best  of  all  guard  or  anti-burglar  dogs. 

In  feeding,  if  a  dog  leaves  any  portion,  and 
the  food  has  been  really  nice,  it  is  because 
you  have  given  him  rather  much.  It  is 
better  a  dog  should  be  rather  under-fed  than 
over-fed.  But  the  food  should  be  squeezed 
through  the  fingers,  no  lumps  left ;  the  bits  of 
meat  should  be  small  and  the  boiled  greens 
well  mashed. 

Grass. — Dogs  won't  thrive  without  access 
to  this.  It  is  to  them  a  vomit,  an  aperient, 
or  an  anti-scorbutic,  according  to  the  amount 
they  eat. 

Give  no  food  uncooked.  Steep  the  biscuit 
in  cold  water  till  thoroughly  soft.  Never 
give  food  left  from  a  former  meal.  Give  soft, 
clean,  tasteless  water,  not  hard. 

If  out  for  a  long  walk,  whenever  you  your- 
self get  hungry,  buy  a  biscuit  for  yourself  and 
two  for  the  dog. 

It  is  the  rule  in  many  parts  of  the  country 
to  give  two  biscuits  a  penny  for  a  man,  and 
three  if  for  the  dog.  Encourage  this  custom 
wherever  you  go. 

Make  it  a  rule  never  to  deal  at  shops 
where  a  dish  of  clean  water  is  not  kept  at 
the  door  for  dogs.  I  never  do.  Only  before 
withdrawing  my  custom  I  give  the  tradesman 
a  chance.  If  the  dog's  dish  is  forthcoming 
I  continue  it,  if  not  — I  don't. 

Butchers  will  sometimes  have  the  impu- 
dence to  send  you  stale  meat  if  they  know  it 
is  for  the  dog,  but  they  charge  the  fresh  meat 
price.  No  butcher  ever  served  me  twice  in 
this  fashion. 

Exercise.— long  as  this  is  not  over- 
fatiguing,  nor  taken  in  the  hot  sun.  a  dog 
can  hardly  have  too  much  of  it.  Neither  can 
you  boys.  But  two  hours  a  day  is  the 
minimum.  If  the  dog  gets  wet,  rub  him  well 
down  with  one  of  hie  own  towels  before  he 
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gets  into  his  kennel.  My  dogs  have  two  or 
three  towels  each.  The  straw  in  the  kennel 
should  always  be  dry.  In  winter  clip  the 
long  hair  off  from  between  the  toes,  else  the 
snow  will  ball  and  lame  him.  In  summer, 
examine  the  feet  every  week,  and  carefully 
cut  out  matted  hair  or  mud  balls  from  between 
the  toes.    The  feet  are  very  tender. 

If  a  dog  gets  a  thorn  in  his  foot  in  the 
road  he  will  of  course  let  you  know  ;  and  you 
must  extract  it  without  breaking  it  and 
leaving  a  portion  in. 

Be  careful  with  his  teeth ;  don't  let  him 
carry  stones  nor  run  after  them,  and  don't 
try  to  force  a  stick  out  of  his  mouth.  I  have 
a  young  Newfoundland  who  carries  letters, 
newspapers,  parcels,  etc.,  and  hands  them  to 
me  at  my  gate,  but  only  if  I  say  "Thank  you, 
Mona,"  and  liold  out  my  hand.  Of  course 
she  thinks  the  words  "thank  you"  mean 
"  give  it  up."  Anyhow  it  is  a  prettier  way  of 
asking  her,  and  I  believe  in  being  polite  even 
to  a  dog. 

You  cannot  be  too  particular  in  keeping 
your  dog,  also  his  dishes  and  kennel,  clean, 
nor  in  giving  oceans  of  clean  dry  bedding. 
The  kennel  should  be  washed  out  with 
Sanitas  soap  and  hot  water  once  a  week. 
Don't  put  the  bedding  in  till  it  is  dry. 

Wash  the  dog  once  a  fortnight  in  summer 
with  lukewarm  water  and  the  best  soap. 
Then  swill  well  down  with  cold  water,  and 
take  him  for  a  run  at  once,  but  give  him  a 
bite  of  food  first. 

Here  is  a  wrinkle  worth  remembering. 
After  you  have  washed  the  dog,  stand  nimbly 
off  for  a  little  way,  and  say  "  Shake  yourself." 
He  would  do  so  anyhow,  but  he  thus  learns 
the  meaning  of  the  words,  so  in  time  he  will 
shake  himself  when  told,  and  this  is  very 
handy  if  he  has  got  damp  in  a  shower,  and 
you  want  to  take  him  indoors,  or  if  he  is  all 
covered  with  snow,  or  grey  and  ancient-look- 
ing with  hoar  frost. 

So  you  see,  for  the  dog  in  health,  I  advo- 
cate good  and  proper  feeding  at  regular 
hours,  pure  water,  abundant  exercise,  clean- 
liness of  all  his  surroundings,  kindness, 
gentleness  in  your  bearing  towards  him,  and 
above  all  a  dry,  well-bedded  kennel,  free  from 
draughts  and  exposure  to  sun  or  cold. 

In  very  stormy  nights  lock  up  your  out- 
door dog  in  a  clean  out-house  on  a  truss  of 
straw. 

In  illness  a  poor  dog  requires  far  more 
care  and  the  very  best  of  nursing.  Preven- 
tion is  better  than  cure,  and  a  stitch  in  time 
saves  nine. 

In  all  severe  illnesses,  you  must  call  in  the 
aid  of  a  clever  vet.  I  am  very  sorry  to 
say,  however,  that  few  give  much  attention 
to  a  dog's  troubles. 

However,  you  can  do  a  deal  yourself,  and  I 
shall  now  tell  you  how. 

First  you  want  to  know  when  a  dog  really 
is  ill.  To  begin  with,  there  is  a  lack  of  his 
usual  briskness  about  him.  He  does  not 
meet  you  so  joyously  of  a  morning.  Perhaps 
you  find  him  shivering,  with  a  dry  nose  and 
injected  eye.  If  so,  send  for  a  skilled  vet., 
and  the  sooner  the  better,  for  it  may  be 
incipient  inflammation  of  the  bowels,  liver, 
or  lungs. 

Meanwhile  make  up  the  softest  of  soft  beds 
for  him  in  a  dry,  clean  outhouse.  You  can 
hardly  give  him  too  much  bedding,  and  you 
must  place  clean  water  within  his  reach. 

Nursing  is  half  the  battle. 

Diarrhoea  or  looseness  is  a  complaint  that 
nearly  all  young  dogs  suffer  from  at  times. 
It  is  generally  caused  by  damp  and  cold  and 
injudicious  diet.  It  will  soon  wear  a  puppy 
to  skin  and  bone.  Put  him  in  a  warm  dry 
place  ;  give  a  clean  bed,  rice  and  milk  or 
anrowroot  and  milk  to  eat,  with  eggs  if  you 
can  afford  it.  Give  one  dose  of  castor  oil  to 
begin  with,  getting  the  chemist  to  put  a  few 


drops  of  laudanum  in  it.  This  last  is  poison, 
mind.  After  the  castor  oil  get  chalk  mixture 
and  give  three  times  a  day,  or  ten  drops  of 
chlorodyne  to  a  puppy  collie-size  thrice  a  day. 
Drop  the  chlorodyne  on  a  little  raw  arrow- 
root, and  then  make  a  bolus  of  it.  Then  roll 
it  in  tissue  paper,  wet  this  in  your  mouth,  and 
pop  it  far  back  in  the  throat.  If  very  weak 
he  may  want  brandy  and  water  now  and  then, 
or  port  wine. 

Distemper. — The  chief  signs  are  running  at 
eyes  and  nose,  first  of  clear  water,  then  mu- 
cus, dry  nose,  injected  eyes ;  loss  of  appetite 
and  extreme  heat,  and  emaciation  coming 
rapidly  on.  There  is  no  cure,  only  watch  and 
combat  sjTnptoms,  and  nurse  dog  through  it. 
Give  the  cleanest  of  dry  beds.  Keep  him  in 
a  warm,  well-ventilated  room.  If  he  coughs 
much,  get  a  nice  soothing  cough  mixture. 
If  diarrhoea  comes  on,  treat  for  that.  If  in 
much  pain,  hot  fomentations.  Iloll  the  body 
in  a  flannel  band.  Give  lots  of  clean  water 
and  milk,  rice  or  arrowroot,  eggs,  beef-tea  and 
milk.  A  sip  of  milk  now  and  then  given 
with  a  spoon  is  more  easily  digested  than  a 
lot  swallowed  all  at  once.  Lime-water,  a 
spoonful  or  two  to  half  a  pint,  makes  the  milk 
more  digestible.  When  all  fever  has  gone 
and  the  dog  is  weak,  tonics  will  be  needed. 
I''or  colds  and  coughs,  at  first  while  the  dog 
is  still  feverish,  get  your  chemist  to  make 
you  a  mixture  containing  Mindererus's  spirit, 
sweet  nitre,  and  chlorate  of  potash,  and  give 
this  in  proportion  to  the  dog's  size  as  a  cool- 
ing remedy.  Do  not  be  persuaded  to  try  quack 
remedies.  Give  the  dog  a  very  warm  bed  and 
feed  on  nourishiaig  diet.  If  the  appetite  is 
rather  feeble,  a  dose  of  Friedrichshall  water 
early  in  the  morning  will  help  to  restore  it. 
From  a  quarter  of  a  teaspoonful  to  two  or 
three  spoonfuls  of  paregoric  according  to  the 
dog's  size  should  be  given  at  night,  beginning 
after  the  first  three  days.  Give  gentle  exer- 
cise.   No  running  to  distress  the  lungs. 

Fits.— A  dog  sometimes  has  a  fit  through 
excitement,  especially  a  young  one  about  teeth- 
ing tune.  He  goes  out  of  a  morning  to  go 
for  a  walk,  say,  barking  for  joy,  wheels  round 
and  round  sometimes,  then  suddenly  falls 
in  an  alarming  fit.  Do  nothing  unless  putting 
the  end  of  a  stick  in  his  mouth  to  prevent 
him  from  biting  his  tongue.  The  cause  may  be 
worms,  indigestion,  or  teething.  Extract  very 
loose  teeth.  Give  only  gentle  exercise,  move 
the  bowels  thrice  a  week  with  castor  oil,  and 
give  from  a  grain  to  five  grains  of  sulphate 
of  zinc,  according  to  size  of  dog,  in  a  few 
grains  of  extract  of  dandelion  twice  or  thrice 
daily. 

Canker  in  the  ear. — Wash  twice  a  day  with 
lukewarm  water,  no  soap,  and  then  pour  in 
and  hold  in  for  a  minute  a  lotion  containing 
five  grains  of  alum  or  sulphate  of  zinc  to  the 
ounce.  Give  a  dose  of  oil  every  week,  and 
plain  food  with  plenty  of  well-mashed  vege- 
tables. 

Mange. — The  diet  must  be  plain  but  sub- 
stantial, and  unbounded  exercise  given.  Wash 
twice  a  week,  and  afterwards  anoint  with 
sulphur  ointment  one  part,  lano-areolin  two 
parts.  If  this  simple  but  often  effective 
treatment  does  not  succeed,  you  must  call  in 
a  good  vet. 

TFor»is.— Spratt's  cure,  given  according  to 
directions  in  the  shilling  boxes,  will  cure  any 
form  of  worms.  The  remedies  sold  by  this 
firm  are  each  and  all  compounded  from  the 
prescriptions  of  well-known  medical  men  and 
vets. 

Let  me  just  repeat  two  memos.  1.  Kindly 
and  thoughtful  care  of  your  dog  will  prevent 
illness.  2.  No  medicines  are  of  much  avail 
in  the  cure  of  illness  without  judicious  dieting, 
pure  water  ad  lib,,  and  warmth. 
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Living  Chess. — In  the  Koyal  Concert 
Hall,  St.  Leonards,  two  games  of  chess  with 
living  pieces  have  recently  been  played,  in 
aid  of  the  Men's  Help  Society.  Proceedings 
commenced  with  a  grand  procession  of 
pieces  on  to  the  chess-board,  during  which 
the  Ladies'  Band  and  organ  performed 
Lachner's  "  Festival  March."  Six  pawns  of 
each  side  were  the  first  to  take  up  their 
positions,  after  saluting  each  other  in  the 
centre  of  the  board.  'The  rooks,  knights, 
ard  bishops  then  marched  to  the  centre  of 
the  board,  and  having  paid  a  visit  to  the 
kings'  and  queens'  squares,  took  their  places, 
the  pawns  saluting  each  piece  as  they  passed 
them.  After  a  pause  the  kings  marched  on 
from  their  sides,  attended  by  their  respective 
pawns,  and  met  the  queens  (their  trains 
being  carried  by  their  jjawns)  in  the  centre  of 
the  board.  A  flourish  of  trumpets  was  then 
sounded  by  the  heralds,  and  the  pawns 
knelt  on  one  knee,  and  the  remainder  of  the 
pieces  saluted  their  king  and  queen  as  they 
moved  to  their  squares.  When  a  pawn  was 
taken,  he  fell  on  one  knee,  and  on  rising  was 
led  off  captive  by  the  ushers.  On  a  similar 
fate  befalling  a  knight,  he  delivered  up  his 
sword,  and  was  led  off.  On  a  queen  being- 
taken,  she  was  escorted  by  two  ushers  and 
guarded  by  two  pawns  and  a  knight.  On 
the  king  being  checkmated,  he  bowed, 
delivered  up  his  sword  and  crown,  and 
betv/een  two  knights  and  the  remainder  of 
the  pieces,  headed  a  procession  off  the  board, 
to  the  strains  of  Gounod's  "  Funeral  March 
of  a  Marionette." 

The  following  were  the  games  played  by 
the  Hon.  Kegd.  Capell  and  Mr.  W.  Shadforth 


Game  I. 


Red. 

White. 

1.  K       K  4 

K  P— K  4 

2.  K  B  P— K  B  4 

K  P  X  K  B  P 

3.  K  Kt  -K  3  3 

K  Kt  P— K  Kt  4 

4.  K  R  P— K  B  4 

K  Kt  P— K  Kt  5 

5.  K  Kt— K  5 

K  Kt— K  B  3 

6.  K  B— Q  B  4 

Q— K  2 

7.  K  B  X  K  B  P 

K-Q  sq 

8.  Q  P-Q  4 

Q  P-Q  3 

9.  Q  B  X  K  P 

Q  P  X  K  Kt 

10.  Q  P  X  Q  P 

QB— Q2 

11.  Castles 

Q  X  K  B 

12.  Q  P  X  K  Kt 

K  B— Q  B  4 

13.  K— R  sq 

K  R— K  sq 

14.  Q  Kt— Q  B  3 

QBP-QB3 

15.  K  P— K  5 

Q  Kt-Q  R  3 

16.  Q  Kt— K  4 

Q-Q4 

17.  Q  P-K  B  7 

K  R-K  B  sq 

18.  Q-K  2 

K  B  -K  2 

10.  Q  R— Q  sq 

QxQRP 

20.  Q  Kt  P— Q  Kt  3 

K— B  sq 

21.  Q  Kt— Q  B  3 

Q-R4 

22.  K  P— K  6 

QxQKt 

23.  Q  R  X  Q  B 

Q-QB4 

24.  Q  X  Q  Kt 

Q  Kt  PxQ 

25.  R— Q  B  7 

K-Qsq 

26.  K  R— Q  sq 

K  B— Q  3 

27.  Q  R— Q  7 

K— B  sq 

28.  Q  B  X  K  B 

Q— K  R  4 

29.  Q  B— K  Kt  3 

Q— K  B  4 

30.  Q  R— Q  B  7 

K — Kt  sq 

31.  K  P— K  7 

Q  X  K  B  P 

32.  K  R— Q  8 

K  R— K  R 

33.  K  P  X  K  R  and  wins. 

GA31B  II. 


Red. 
K  P— K  4 
K  Kt— K  B  3 
Q  B  P— Q  B  3 
K  B— Q  B  4 
QP-Q4 
Q  PxK  P 

7.  Q  Px  K  Kt 

8.  K  Kt  P  X  K  B  P 

9.  K  Kt  P— K  B  4 

10.  Q  B— K  3 

11.  Q  Kt-Q  2 

12.  Q— K  B  3 

13.  Castles  Q  R 

14.  K  B  X  Q  P 

15.  Q  Kt  P  X  Q 


Wliite. 
K  P— K  4 
QP— Q3 
K  B  P— K  B  4 
K  Kt— K  B  3 
K  B  P  X  K  P 
K  B  P  X  K  Kt 
QxQP 
Q  Kt— B  3 
QB-Q2 
Castles 
Q  R-K  sq 
g  B-K  B  4 
QP-Q4 
QxQ  B  P 
K  B-Q  R  6 
Aud  wins. 


Two  unfortunate  pieces— the  king's  rook's  pawn  ;inil 
the  queen's  rook's  pawn,  of  tlie  white  side— did  not 
move  in  either  game. 


^  ^^^^ 
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A  Would-be  Artist.— Messrs.  Reeves  &  Son  of  Cheap- 
side  have  several  books  in  the  window  on  drawing 
and  painting.  Messrs.  Rowneyof  O.xford  Street,  and 
Winsor  &  Newton  of  Hathboiie  Place,  also  publish 
such  boolis  at  various  prices. 


Man-.xmax.— 1.  If  the  body  continues  of  tlie  same  size 
It  must  go  deeper  in  the  water  when  totally  immersed 
tlian  when  only  partly  immersed.  Tlie  'idea  is  pro- 
bably tliat  the  body  ^^•eighs  more  in  air  than  water 
and  therefore  would  weigh  heavier  \vlien  half  in  air 
tlian  when  wholly  out  of  it ;  but  let  tlie  querist 
express  Inmself  more  clearly.  2.  An  old  ilollar  is 
worth  about  six  shillings.  3.  Get  a  new  one  ;  tlie 
mendmg  of  the  small  hole  in  a  football  bladder  is  so 
rarely  satisfactory  that  we  cannot  recommend  it. 

Patent.— You  will  have  to  search  the  file  at  the  Patent 
Office  in  Southampton  Buildings,  Chancery  Lane,  to 
see  if  you  have  been  anticipated,  and  theii  you  will 
have  to  pay  five  shillings  and  apply  for  jirovisional 
protection.  Although  we  have  not  seen  exactly  the 
same  sort  of  thing  before,  we  have  seen  so  many 
things  very  lilje  it,  that  it  is  probable  the  ground  is 
already  covered. 

A  LoTOR  OF  Darixg  Deeds.— You  arc  very  much 
mistalien  in  supposing  tliat  Charles  II.  only'granted 
pensions  to  those  who  were  of  good  moral  character. 
Colonel  Blood  was  as  big  a  scoundrel  as  we  hear  of 
in  English  history,  and  the  less  you  trouble  yourself 
about  him  the  better. 

Hermes.— Mount  the  leaves  in  an  album  by  means  of 
thin  strips  of  the  waste  round  sheets  of  postage  stamps. 
Your  strips  need  not  exceed  an  eighth  of  an  inch  in 
width  nor  half  an  inch  in  length,  and  fix  them  over 
the  stems  of  the  leaves. 


TAKE  NOTICE! 


OuE  Special  Extra 

SUMMER  NUMBER 

of  the  Boy's  Own  Papeb  will  be  issued 
with  the  ordinary  June  Pakt,  and  will 
cost  6d. 

Our  readers  should  order  this  Special 
Extra  early,  as  it  cannot  be  reprinted, 
and  will  not  be  included  in  the  bound 
volume. 


I 


pAMES,"  ^^c. 


P."  at  the  University  Boat  Race  ! 


No.  639.— Vol.  XIII. 


SATURDAY,  APRIL  11,  1891. 


Price  One  Penny. 

[ALL  RIGHTS  RESERVED.] 


ROBERT—  no  one  knew  his  sur- 
name— was  a  regular  in- 
stitution at  Fellsgarth.  Pluralist 
and  jack-of-all-trades  as  he  was, 
he  seemed  unable  to  make  much 
of  a  hand  at  anything  he  took 
up.  He  was  school  porter,  owner 
of  the  school  shop,  keeper  of  the 
chib  properties,  and  occasional 
school  policeman;  and  he  dis* 


"  He  besought  D'Arcy  to  hang  on  to  the  end." 
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charged  none  of  his  functions  well.  The 
masters  did  not  regard  him  with  much 
confidence,  the  boys,  for  the  most  part, 
did  not  care  for  him,  the  other  men  about 
the  place  disliked  him.  And  vet,  as  part 
and  parcel  of  Fellsgarth,  every' one  put  up 
with  him. 

As  has  already  been  hinted,  his  manage- 
ment ot  the  school  shop  had  been  a  con- 
spicuous fadure— both  for  himself  and  the 
young  innocents  who  squandered  their 
substance  on  his  tarts.  He  complained 
that  he  could  make  no  profit ;  and  as  his 
method  for  recouping  himself  was  to 
supply  the  worst  possible  article  at  the 
Jiighest  possible  price,  his  young  customers 
neglected  him  and  aggravated  his  loss. 

It  was  rumoured  that  another  more 
questionable  method  of  replenishing  his 
exchequer  was  by  laying  odds  01°  the 
school  games,  which  (as  in  the  case  of 
the  second  Kendlesham  match)  did  not 
always  turn  out  in  the  wav  he  expected. 
Ihis,  however,  was  only  rumour,  and  was 
not  to  be  reckoned  among  Bob's  known 
transgressions,  which  were  general  stu- 
pidity, surliness,  unsteadiness,  and  an  in- 
veterate distaste  for  veracity. 

Such  being  his  reputation,  it  astonished 
no  one  on  the  Monday  following  the 
events  recorded  in  the  last  chapter  to  see 
the  shutters  of  the  shop  at  the  Watch  ' 
lower  Gate  up,  and  a  rudely  scrawled 
announcement,  "This  shop  is  cloasd." 

But  what  did  cause  astonishment  was 
a  subsequent  announcement  inscribed  in 
print  letters : — 

"This  establishment  will  re-open  on 
\\  ednesday  under  entirely  new  mana'^e- 
ment.  Superior  grub  at  greatly  reduc1;d 
prices.  No  more  shoe-leather  or  flat 
swipes  !  Best  tarts  M.  each  ;  do.  Ginger 
beer  U^T.  a  bottle.  Fresh  fruit  and  pastry 
daily.  Rally  round  the  old  shop  ! 
,  "  By  order." 

bpeculation  ran  high  as  to  ^vho  the 
enterprismg  new  tradesman  could  be 
Some  said  it  was  Mrs.  Wisdom.  Others 
said  one  of  the  Penchurch  shops  was 
going  to  run  it  as  a  branch.  Others 
suggested  that  some  of  the  seniors  had  a 
hand  m  it.  But  the  truth  never  once 
leaked  out. 

_  Our  nine  juniors  played  an  artful  part 
m  that  day's  business.  They  mingled 
with  the  crowd  in  front  of  the  no'tice 
and  freely  bandied  about  wild  conjectures 
as  to 'Who  the  new  manager  or  managers 
could  be,  at  the  same  time  hintin"  broadh- 
that  thei/  intended  to  patronise'the  new 
concern. 

"  Tell  you  what,"  said  D'Ai-cy,  perhaps 
It  s  the  Doctor  wants  to  turn  an  honest  ' 
penny.    Don't  blame  him  either."  i 
"  Perhaps  it's  Eollitt,"  suggested  Cash,  ' 
amid  laughter.   "  What  a  game  !  He'll  go 
selling  tarts  by  the  pint  and  ginger  beer  ' 
by  the  oimce.    Whew !  think  of  Eollitt's 
ginger  beer." 

"  I  asked  Bob  if  he  knew  who  it  was," 
said  Wal  y,  "  and  he  said,  '  No,  he  wished 
ne  did ;  he'd  get  something  out  of  him 
lor  good- will. '  " 

What's  that  ?  "  asked  Ashbv.  "  If  he'd 
said  bad  temper,  there  might'  have  been 
some  of  that  going  about." 

"  Anyhow, ' '  said  Wally,  "  I  rather  fancy 
the  thing  myself.  The  things  can't  be 
worse  than  they  have  been,  and  if  thev're 
resh  every  day,  they're  bound  to  be 
better,  and  the  tarts  are  a  halfpenny  less, 
and  so's  the  ginger  pop.  " 


Hooroo  !"  said  Cottle  ;  "  you  can  get 
halt  as  much  again  for  the  same  money. 
I  wish  they'd  open  to-day." 

After  which,  one  by  one  they  tailed  off, 
leaving  a  general  impression  behind  them 
that  whoever  else  was  in  the  secret,  these 
nine  young  innocent  lambs  were  not. 

Matters  had  not  advanced  to  this  stao-e 
withoiit  considerable  deliberation.  Several 
committee  meetings  had  been  held,  some 
of  which,  under  Mr.  Stratton's  presidency, 
had  been  of  a  practical  nature,  others, 
without  his  controlling  presence,  had 
ended  m  dust.  On  the  whole,  however, 
the  young  merchant  adventurers  had 
exhibited  a  reasonable  grasp  of  their 
responsibilities  and  an  aptitude  for  deal- 
ing with  the  necessary  details. 

One  point  discussed  was  whether 
the  shop  should  be  open  all  day,  or  only 
at  certain  times.  Mr.  Stratton  was  in 
favour  of  the  latter.  He  urged  that  during 
the  oti  hours  between  eleven  and  twelve"^ 
and  m  the  afternoon  between  four  and 
six,  would  be  ample. 

The  committee  argued,  from  personal 
experience,  that  there  were  other  hours 
j  of  the  day  when  a  fellow  felt  in  the 
humour  for  a  "  blow  out."    To  this  Mr. 
Stratton  replied,  "  Let  him  '  blow  out '  by 
all  means,  but  not  on  the  company's 
premises.     He  could   do  his  shopping 
during  shop  hours,  and  '  blow  out '  with 
his  purchases  at  any  hour  of  the  day  or  I 
night  the  school  rules  permitted.    They  ! 
couldn't  undertake  to  provide  a  banquet-  | 
inghaUfor  their  customers."  "But,"urged  ' 
the  committee,  "  if  you  have  a  shopman,  { 
why  not  get  yom-  money's  worth  out  of  [ 
him?"  "Why  waste  our  money  on  a  shop- 
man at  all  ?  "  propounded  Mr.  Stratton  to  I 
his  astounded  fellow  directors.  "  Why  not  I 
take  turns  behind  the  coimter  ourselves  ;  | 
say  one  of  the  Wheatfields  and  Cash  one  ' 
week,  and^  Cottle  and  Ashby  the  next,  and 
so  on  ?    The  horns  proposed  were  not 
school  hours ;  and  though  the  persons  on 
duty  might  occasionally  be  done  out  of  a 
game,  still  it  would  fall  on  all  alike,  and 
would  be  a  little  sacrifice  for  the  common  ' 
good."  j 
"But,''  said  Percy,  whose  hair  was  on 
;  end  at  this  tremendous  proposition,  "  sup- 
j  pose  WaUy— that  is,  I  mean,  wouldn't  it 
be  necessary  to  count  the  tarts  before  each  I 
chap  went  on  duty  and  see  how  many  ' 
there  were  at  the  end  ?  "  j 

"It  might  with  you  and  your  lot," 
retorted  Wally,  very  red  in  the  face. 
"It'd  be  best  to  have  a  weighing  machine 
handy  and  charge  you  6d.  a  pound  for 
every  pomid  extra  you  weighed  at  the 
end  of  the  day  I  " 

"  We'll  neither  count  nor  weigh,"  said 
Mr.  Stratton;  "we'll  trust  to  every  fellow's 
honoiu-.  Why,  if  we  couldn't  do  that,  do 
you  suppose  the  shop  would  keep  open 
a  week  ?  " 

This  impressed  the  meeting  vastly,  and 
the  discussion  was  changed  to  the  question 
of  profits. 

The  boys  were  in  favour  of  screwing  aU 
they  could  out  of  their  customers.  They 
didn't  see  why,  if  Bob  sold  bad  tarts  for 
three-hallpence,  they  shouldn't  sell  good 
ones  at  least  for  the  same  price. 

"  It's  giving  it  to  'em  both  ends,"  said 
they. 

"  Wliy  not  ?  "  said  the  master.  "  We 
want  the  fellows  to  get  the  benefit.  We 
don't  want  all  the  profit.  As  it  is,  wc 
shall   make  a  farthing  on  every  tart 


we  sell.    We  ought  to  sell  four  times  as 
many  as  Bob  did,  oughtn't  we  '?  " 
"  Quite  that,"  said  they. 
"  Very  well ;  see  how  that  works  out." 
And  Mr.  Stratton  took  his  chalk  and 
worked  out  this  sum  on  the  blackboard  : 
12  bad  tarts  at  IkZ.  =  Is.  6d.,  cost  9d 
,  profit  9d. 

48  good  tarts  at  ld.  =  4s.,  cost  3s, 
I  profit  Is. 

!  _  "You  see,"  said  he,  "  if  we  can  only 
increase  the  demand,  we  shall  easily  make 
Bob's  profit,  and  more.     Having  good 
tarts  will  increase  it  in  one  way,  and 
'  selling  cheap  will  increase  it  another. 

It's  worth  trying,  anyhow." 
[      And  so  the  deliberations  went  on,  and 
!  the  boys'  minds  gradually  took  on  the  new 
,  idea. 

j      The  thirty  shillings,  Mr.  Stratton  re- 
j  ported,  had   been   advanced,  and  Mrs. 
Stratton  was  appointed  a  sub-committee 
to  lay  it  out.    A  method  of  accounts  was 
j  arranged.    The  first  day's  stock  was  to 
be  charged  at  the  selling  price  to  the 
shopman  for- the  day.    At  the  end  of  the 
!  day  he  was  to  hand  over  to  the  treasurer 
;  the  money  he  had  taken  and  what  was 
:  left  of  the  stock,  which  two  items  together 
j  ought  to  make  up  the  sum  of  his  respon- 
sibility.   It  was  felt  that  in  a  very  few 
;  days  the  committee  would  ascertain  pretty 
j  nearly  what  quantity  of  each  ai-ticle  was 
I  consumed,  and  would  be  able  to  order 
j  accordingly.    Any  deficiency  was  to  be 
!  set  down  to  bad  management,  and  no 
other  reason  ;  and  any  shopman  deficient 
three  days  rimning  was  to  forfeit  his  right 
to  officiate  again  during  that  term. 
_  Lots  were  solemnly  cfrawn  for  the  dis- 
tinction of  opening  the  shop,  and  the 
choice  fell  on  D'Arcy  and  Lickford,  who 
for  the  next  day  cr  two  went  about  shak- 
ing in  their  shoes.   As  the  day  drew  near, 
the  venture  seemed  a  tremendous  one, 
and  Mr.  Stratton  had  to   use  aU  his 
powers  of  encouragement  to  keep  his 
colleagues  from  not  taking  fr-ight  at  the 
last  moment. 

"It  will  all  go  swimmingly,  you  see," 
said  he.  "  I  will  hold  myself  in^readiness 
to  come  down  and  back  you  up  if  there's 
the  least  hitch,  but  I  shall  be  greatly 
disappointed  if  you  need  me." 

The  last  act  of  the  committee  before 
commencing  proceedings  was  to  draw  up 
a  manifesto,  which  was  copied  out  and 
duly  affixed  to  the  notice  boards  and  the 
shop-shutters  on  the  morning  of  the 
opening. 


Under  the  distinguished  patroyiage  of 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Stratton. 

The  Fellsgarth  Shop 
will  be  opened  this  day  from  11  to 

12,  AND  4  TO  6, 
AND  DAILY  (SUNDAYS  EXCEPTED)  TILL 
FURTHER  NOTICE. 
The  FOLLOWING  PRIME  GOODS,  AT  THE 
CHEAP  PRICES  AFFIXED. 

[Here  followed  a  list  of  the  stores.] 

EeADY  MONEY.     No  TICK.  CHANGE 
GIVEN. 

No  MORE  STOMACH-ACHE  !  ! 

Eeal  jam  !    EiPE  FRUIT  !  Fresh 

PASTRY ! 

All  THE  season's  novelties.  Nothing 

STALE. 

Boys  of  Fellsgarth — Come  in  youk 

thousands ! 
No  risk  to  man  or  eoy.    No  fayoub. 
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Masters  and  fags  treated  alike. 
All  the  profits  for  the  clubs. 
Treasurer,  Mrs.  Stratton. 
Managing  directors,  Nine  gentlemen, 
carefully  selected  ; 
President,  Mr.  Stratton. 
Plenty  for  all.    No  questions  asked 
All  are  welcome. 
Come  early  and  stay  late. 

Brj  Order. 

This  soiil-stirring  manifesto,  wliich  Iiad 
the  hearty  approval  both  of  the  President 
and  Treasi;rer  (who  carefully  revised  the 
spelling),  threw  some  satisfactory  light 
on  the  mystery.  Who  were  the  "  care- 
fully selected  gentlemen "  was  still 
obscure,  although  it  was  generally  held 
that  Fellsgarth  only  contained  nine  indi- 
viduals answering  to  that  particular 
description.  What  was  more  important 
was  that  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Stratton  were  at 
the  back  of  the  venture.  If  so,  it  was  not 
a  swindle,  and  the  grub  was  pretty  sure 
to  be  right.  The  new  price  list,  moreover, 
was  very  satisfactory,  and  on  the  whole 
the  hours  were  approved  of. 

When  the  eleven  o'clock  bell  sounded, 
on  the  Wednesday  morning,  a  general 
movement  was  made  for  the  Water  Tower 
Gate,  where,  firmly  entrenched  behind  a 
clean  counter  piled  up  with  the  good 
things  a  schoolboy  holds  dear,  demurely 
stood  D'Arcy  and  Lickford,  looking  very 
anxious  and  scai'ed. 

At  judiciously  selected  points  among  the 
crowd  their  friends  looked  on  sympatheti- 
cally. 

After  the  laughter  which  had  greeted 
the  discovery  had  died  away,  an  awkward 
pause  ensued.  No  one  exactly  liked  to 
start.  The  seniors  present  'felt  their 
dignity  would  be  compromised.  The 
middle  boys  did  not  like  to  do  what  the 
seniors  were  too  shy  to  do.  The  juniors 
were  afraid  some  one  might  laugh  if  they 
led  off.  Consequently  for  a  minute  oV 
two  every  one  stared  at  the  two  shopmen, 
who  cast  down  their  eyes,  and  blushed 
and  simpered. 

At  length,  however,  the  ice  was  broken 
in  a  very  pretty  way.  For  Mrs.  Stratton 
on  her  way  out  of  the  School  looked  in, 
and  taking  in  the  situation,  advanced  to 
the  counter  and  said  : 

"A  bottle  of  ginger-beer,  if  you  please, 
Lickford." 

Lickford,  who  to  use  his  own  polite 
phrase,  was  "bossing  the  drinks  and 
fruit  "  for  the  day,  nearly  tumbled  down 
with  the  shock  of  this  sudden  challenge, 
and  made  a  wild  gi-ab  at  the  nearest 
bottle  within  reach.  The  eyes  of  Fells- 
garth  were  upon  him ;  he  lost  his  head 
entirely,  and  made  herculean  efforts  to 
draw  the  cork  without  loosing  the  wire. 
His  contortions  were  terrible.  When  he 
could  not  hold  the  bottle  firm  enough 
between  his  knees,  he  tried  gripping  it 
between  his  feet.  Then  in  a  hot  whisper 
he  besought  D'Arcy  to  hang  on  to  the 
end,  and  for  a  time  the  bottle  was  in- 
visible under  the  two.  Then  he  took 
another,  amid  the  enthusiastic  cheers  of 
the  spectators,  and  was  proceeding  to 
release  the  corkscrew  from  the  refractory 
vessel,  when  Mrs.  Stratton  said  in  her 
pleasant  way : 

"I  see  you  keep  the  new  kind  of  bottles 
that  have  the  corks  wired  down.  They 
are  much  better  than  the  old,  and  it's  very 
little  trouble  undoing  the  wire." 


This  saved  Lickford.  In  a  moment 
the  wire  was  removed,  and  the  cork  burst 
out  triumphantly,  even  before  it  was 
pulled,  showering  a  grateful  froth  of  fizz 
into  the  waistcoat  of  the  operator. 

"  It's  beautifully  well  up.  Thank 
you,  Lickford,  how  much  ?  "  said  Mrs. 
Stratton. 

"  They're  a  shilling  a  dozen.  I  mean 
three-halfpence  each,"  said  D'Arcy. 
"  We  can  give  you  change." 
I  "Here's  twopence.  I'll  take  a  half- 
penny apple.  That  will  make  it  right, 
won't  it  ?  " 

And  amid  loud  cheers  she  departed. 

Tlie  ice  thus  broken,  a  rush  took 
place.  As  Eidgway,  who  was  poetical, 
said — 

"Fellows  may  step  in  where  angels 
didn't  fear  to  tread." 

Then  did  D'Arcy  and  Lickford  pant 
and  perspire,  and  wish  they  had  never 
been  born.  Hands  reached"  in  from  all 
sides,  and  helped  themselves  to  cakes  and 
tarts,  and  coppers  showered  m  on  them 
from  nobody  could  tell  where. 

They  found  themselves  handing  change 
out  into  space,  and  sowing  sweets  broad- 
cast among  the  crowd. 

The  other  directors  meanwhile,  as  in 
duty  bound,  nobly  rallied  round  them, 
and  added  to  their  embarrassment.  . 

"  Walk  up,  walk  up  !  "  shotted  Wally. 
"  Try  our  brandy-balls,  eight  a  penny. 
Eight  brandy-balls  for  Dalton  ;  you  chaps, 
look  sharp.  Cliange  for  a  sov  for 
Clapperton ;  beg  pardon,  sixpence  (didn't 
know  he  kept  such  small  coins).  Hullo, 
hullo  !  stand  by  for  my  young  brother 
Percy !  He's  just  a-going  to  begin. 
Fifteen  jam  tarts,  half  a  poimd  of  pepper- 
mints, half  a  dozen  ginger  beer.  Bite 
his  money  hard,  D'Arcy;  see  there  are 
no  bad  'uns.    I  know  the  chap  !  " 

"  Bah  !  I  hope  they've  got  better  toffee 
here  than  that  muck  you  make,"  said 
Percy. 

"Come,  wake  up,  you  louts,"  cried 
Cash.  "I've  been  waiting  five  minutes 
for  my  cake." 

"Can't  have  'em;  we're  run  out," 
said  D'Arcy. 

"  Well,  you  must  be  a  green  one  only 
to  get  such  a  few,"  said  a  middle  boy, 
who  had  also  built  his  hopes  on  the  same 
delicacj'. 

'•  Very  sorry,"  said  Percy  to  the  com- 
pany generally.  "  You  must  excuse  these 
chaps — raw  hands — they  don't  know  how 
to  manage  at  present.  Give  'em  time. 
They'll  do  better  ;  won't  you,  Lickford  '? 
Takes  some  time  to  get  a  notion  into 
Lickford' s  head,  but  when  it  gets  there, 
my  word,  it  sticks.  Get  in  a  double  lot 
of  cakes  to-morrow,  do  you  hear,  or  I 
shall  give  you  the  sack." 

Despite  these  pleasant  recriminations 
the  business  went  on  merrily.  The 
"  tuck  "  was  pronounced  a  great  advance 
on  anything  Robert  had  provided,  and 
rumours  of  its  excellence  penetrated  into 
quarters  which  had  never  contributed 
customers  to  the  old  shop. 

In  the  afternoon  the  crowd  was  less, 
but  the  business  more  steady.  Mr. 
Stratton  dropped  in  for  a  slice  of  cake, 
and  Mrs.  Wakefield  and  the  three  little 
Wakefields  came  to  patronise  the  under- 
taking. One  or  two  fellows,  too,  sent 
their  fags  to  secure  "  extras "  for  tea, 
and  one  or  two  left  orders  for  another 
day.     Inquiries  were  made,  moreover, 


for  certain  articles,  such  as  lemons,  tea- 
cakes,  etc.,  which  the  shopmen  took  a 
note  of  as  worth  laying  in  a  stock  of. 
And  the  lack  of  demand  for  a  few  of  the 
things  they  had,  suggested  to  the  same 
astute  young  merchants  that  they  might 
be  dispensed  with  in  future. 

Of  com-se,  a  few  boys  tried  to  interfere 
with  the  regulations  by  demanding  "  tick," 
and  wanting  to  make  bargains.  But 
they  were  promptly  met  by  a  non  possu- 
itnts  from  the  directors  present,  and 
finally  brought  to  reason  by  being  referred 
to  Mr.  Stratton. 

The  day  passed  without  the  necessity 
of  any  appeal  to  the  president.  An 
anxious  consultation  was,  however,  held 
in  his  room  after  closing  time.  Natu- 
rally, owing  to  the  exceptional  rush,  the 
accounts  were  a  little  out,  but  as  they 
happened  to  be  on  the  right  side  this  was 
a  matter  for  congratulation  rather  than 
distress.  Nearly  two  pounds  had  been 
taken,  and  the  stock  left  on  hand  was 
valued  at  five  shilhngs,  so  tliat  actually 
it  was  possible  to  repay  half  of  the  thirty 
shillings  lent,  after  the  very  first  day. 
Mr.  Stratton,  however,  advised  tliat  only 
ten  shillings  should  be  repaid  this  time, 
and  the  other  five  shillings  put  into  a 
reserve  fund,  in  case  of  need. 

_ "  Of  course,  you  can't  expect  to  do  as 
big  a  business  as  this  every  day,"  said  he. 
"  It  will  settle  down  to  a  regular  jog-trot 
in  a  few  days,  and  then  we  shall  be  able 
to  judge  much  better  how  we  stand.  I 
shall  be  very  well  satisfied  if  we  make 
about  five  shillings  clear  a  day." 

"  I  think  you  boys  liave  started  very 
well,"  began  the  treasurer,  but  herhu.sband 
held  up  his  finger  admonishingly. 

"  I  should  have  been  very  disappointed 
with  them  if  they  had  not,"  said  he.  "  it'& 
easy  enough  to  start,  the  thing  will  be  to 
keep  it  up." 

"  Remember,"  he  added,  "  it  will  be 
better  not  to  brag  out  of  doors  about  our 
profits  or  that  sort  of -thing.  It  will  hj 
time  enough  to  talk  about  that  when  w( 
are  able  to  hand  over  a  good  lump  sum 
to  the  clubs.  Now  it's  time  you  went  tf* 
preparation.    Good  night  all." 

"  I  tell  you  what,"  said  Lickford  to  hif 
fellow  shopman  as  they  walked  across  the 
Green,  "  we  shall  have  to  be  pretty 
smart  to-morrow  if  we'i-e  to  get  to  the 
club  meeting." 

"  Why,"  said  D'Arcy,  "  I  thouglit  none 
of  yoii  Modern  cads  were  going  to  show 
lip  '?  " 

"  We  heard  vou'd  all  fimked  it,"  said 
Wally. 

"I  don't  blame  them,"  said  Ashby; 
"  they've  not  much  to  be  proud  of,  those 
Modern  chaps." 

"Never  mind,"  said  Fisher  ii,  "Fells- 
garth  can  get  on  well  enough  witliout 
them." 

The  party  came  to  a  halt  and  regarded 
one  another  seriously,  and  Percy  said  : 

"  Whoever  told  you  we  weren't  going  to 
turn  up,  told  crams.  We're  coming. 
We'll  see  you  don't  have  it  all  to  your- 
selves, rather — pigs  !  " 

"  My  eye,  won't  you  get  licked  for  it ! 
Nice  to  belong  to  a  house  where  you 
mayn't  sneeze  unless  your  senior  letsyou." 

"  Go  on  !  Shut  up  !  See  if  you  can't  can- 
vass a  bit.  That's  what  you're  best  at — 
that,  and  getting  it  hot  on  the  hands  for 
cheating."  Whereupon  the  troop  separated. 

The  taunts  of  the  Classics  made  their 
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rivals  wince,  despite  their  affected  con- 
tempt. To-morrow  was  the  day  of  the 
meeting ;  and  between  now  and  then 
they  must  decide  whether  or  not  they 
woidd  obey  their  own  seniors  and  stay 
away,  or  revolt  and  take  the  consequences. 

Tlie  unanimous  opinion  was  in  favour 
of  revolt,  unless  Clapperton  made  it  un- 
commonly worth  their  while  to  obey. 

Tliey  were  not  destined  to  remain  long 


in  doubt,  for  the  senior  invade<_  their 
quarters  that  \ery  evening. 

"Just  remember,  you  youngsters," 
said  he,  "  no  one  is  going  to  the  meeting 
to-morrow  from  our  side." 

"  Oh  !  " 

"  Any  fellow  who  goes  will  get  it  hot,  I 
promise  him." 

"  Ah  !  What  about  our  conditions  ? 
What  have  you  done  about  them?  " 


"  Put  them  in  the  coalscuttle  ;  and  I've 
a  good  mind  to  put  all  five  of  you  there, 
too,  for  your  impudence." 

"  All !  '■ 

The  captain  turned  on  his  heel,  with 
a  final  ^^•arning. 

"  That  settles  it,  you  chaps,"  said 
Percy,  when  he  had  gone.    "We  go." 

"  Kather,"  replied  everybody. 

( 7'u  be  continued.) 


MAUEICE   KERDIC;    OE,  THE  MYSTERY   OF  ECBATANA. 


By  a.  Laurie, 

Author  of  "A  Murvellous  Conquest,"    Raiimond  Frezols,"  etc. 


f^HE  sun  was  already  high  on  the  horizon  j 
.L  when  Maurice  and  Catherine,  on  their 
good  little  Persian  horses,  arrived  in  view 
of  what  bears  the  name  of  the  "  Tomb  of 
Esther  and  Mordecai."  Tradition  teUs 
that  the  beautiful  Jewess  was  here  buried, 
and  that  her  foster  father  lies  at  her  feet. 
As  with  the  "  Tomb  of  Daniel,"  this 
sepulchre  is  held  in  great  honour  by 
Jewish  pilgrims,  who  come  in  crowds 
from  all  parts  of  Persia,  and  even  from 
the  Levant,  to  prostrate  themselves  on  the 
tomb  of  their  protectress. 

The  young  people,  knowing  the  repu- 
tation of  this  tomb,  niitjht  have  expected 
to  see  some  magnificent  monument.  The 
renown  of  the  luxury  and  pomp  acquired 
by  Ahasuerus  might  have  led  them  to 
hope  that  he  had  raised  a  monument 
worthy  of  that  renown,  but  they  were 
not  unaware  that  the  monument  is  held 
to  be  apocryphal,  and  were  not  much 
surprised  to  find  it  so  simple  and  so 
poverty-stricken. 

The  two  tombs  are  placed  side  by  side 
under  a  little  dome  of  wood,  almost 
-entirely  covered  with  Hebrew  inscrip- 
tions on  parchment  placed  there  by  the 
pilgrims.  Tliese  are  either  prayers  or 
else  acknowledgments  for  favours  re- 
ceived. There  was  nothing  in  the  sanc- 
tuai-y  to  excite  the  cupidity  of  the 
Persians,  and  hence,  in  spite  of  the  con- 
tinual persecutions  to  which  the  Jews  are 
subjected  in  Iran,  tlie  himible  chapel  is 
left  in  peace.  The  walls  are  of  red 
brick,  but  large  daubs  of  mud  ahnost  hide 
the  original  colour.  A  little  cupola  covered 
witii  blue  overlapping  tiles  forms  the 
roof  of  the  gabrc,  wliich  does  not  stand 
more  than  forty  feet  above  the  ground. 

As  the  brother  and  sister  rode  close  to 
the  tomb,  groups  of  Jewish  piJi^rims 
<;autiously  and  timidly  appr,;.Jched, 
crawling  on  their  knees,  and  casting 
looks  of  alarm  around  them.  The  con- 
dition of  the  Jews  in  Persia  is  most 
precarious,  and  seeing  the  two  persons  on 
liorseback  approacliing,  they  expected  to 
receive  some  ill-trratment. 

In  fact,  while  all  the  other  religions. 
Christian,  Armenian,  Nestorian,  even 
Guebre,  are  protected  by  different  Euro- 
pean nations,  the  Jews  are  placed  under 
no  protectorate,  and  are  the  usual  butt  of 
tlie  Mahomedans.  The  governors  of  the 
provinces  consider  them  as  their  natural 
prey,  and  oppress  them  with  the  same 
ardour  as,  and  probably  with  more  success 
than,  the  barons  of  the  middle  ages. 
The  condition  of  tlie  Israelites  in  Persia 
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at  the  present  time  is  the  exact  repro- 
duction of  what  it  was  in  Europe  in  the 
worst  period  of  barbarism  and  ignorance. 

The  smallest  street  boy  has  the  right 
to  spit  at  the  Jew,  to  strike  him,  and 
to  molest  him  as  much  as  he  pleases. 
There  still  exists  a  custom  observed  on 
every  festi^•al  day,  and  e\en  in  the 
Shah's  palace  ;  in  the  days  of  public 
rejoicing  the  Jews  are  seized  in  as  large 
a  number  as  possible,  and  thrown  head- 
first into  the  hauz  or  basins  fidl  of  water 
which  are  found  in  all  the  courts  and  on 
all  the  squares.  The  eftbrts  of  the  unfor- 
tunate people  to  lift  themselves  over  the 
sticky  edge  of  the  basin  are  considered 
to  be  very  amusing,  and  when  the  Jews 
escape,  dripping  and  covered  with  stink- 
ing mud,  they  are  pursued  with  liootings, 
occasionally  accompanied  by  a  shower  of 
pebbles.  Lucky  for  them  if  they  escape 
without  losing  an  eye  or  a  tooth.  This 
ceremony  is  repeated  at  the  histallation 
of  every  governor  of  the  province,  to  the 
great  joy  of  the  iiopulace  ;  the  panem  et 
circenses  of  ancient  Rome  being  replaced 
in  Persia  by  the  cry  of  Fireiuorks  and 
Jews.  We  need  hardly  say  that  Jews  are 
held  responsible  for  all  public  calamities, 
such  as  epidemics,  famines,  fires,  bad 
harvests,  and  cattle  diseases.  A  child  is 
frightened  at  them  hy  telling  him  that 
the  Jews  will  take  him  to  sacrifice  him 
to  their  God  !  If  anj-  one  misses  a  sheep, 
a  cow,  an  ass,  or  a  dog,  the  Jews  have 
stolen  it  !    Out  upon  them  ! 

They  live  in  each  town  penned  up  in  a 
ghetto,  in  which  they  spend  an  abject 
and  perilous  existence.  When  a  Jewish 
marriage  is  celebrated  the  Mahomedan 
mob  invites  itself  to  the  ceremonj'  and 
begins  by  pillaging  the  banquet  prepared 
for  the  newly  married  couj)le,  insulting 
the  women  and  the  girls,  and,  as  often 
happens,  lea^■ing  many  of  the  men  for 
dead  on  the  tloor.  The  Mahomedan 
schools  and  colleges  are,  it  is  unnecessary 
to  say,  closed  to  the  Jews.  A  vei-y  small 
number  of  trades  are  open  to  them ;  the 
most  rejiugnant,  such  as  cleanuig  out 
the  sewers,  being  always  theirs.  As 
in  all  countries,  they  are  artistic  work- 
men in  the  precious  metals,  they  make 
excellent  embroidery  in  gold  and  silver, 
and  certain  branches  of  trade  are  allowed 
them,  such  as  that  of  travelling  hawkers 
and  sellers  of  leeches,  for  which  there  is 
an  extraordinarily  large  demand  in  Persia. 
Singing,  music,  dancing,  considered  in 
the  East  as  the  lowest  of  professions,  are 
theirs  exclusively,  and  to  them  incontest- 


ably  belongs  the  right  of  manufacturing 
imitation  old  coins. 

Notwithstanding  their  mienviable  posi- 
tion, their  talent  for  business  is  so  innate 
that  they  often  succeed  in  amassing  a 
fortune.  Unfortunately  for  them  they  are 
then  squeezed  almost  till  the  last  penny 
is  exhausted.  It  may  be  asked  why  they 
do  not  abandon  a  country  in  which  they 
are  so  maltreated ;  the  reason  is  very 
simple,  they  are  officially  forbidden  to  set 
foot  outside  the  district  in  which  they 
live  without  the  express  permission  of 
the  governor.  They  rejoice  in  a  solitary 
privilege,  they  are  not  liable  to  military 
service. 

One  need  not  then  be  astonished  at  the 
limnility  of  their  attitude  when  they  saw 
the  two  riders.  Kerdic  stopped  his  horse 
and  asked  the  way  to  the  Tower  of 
Silence  ;  having  paid  for  this  information 
with  the  gift  of  a  few  pieces  of  money, 
the  yoimg  Gentiles  were  the  recipients  of 
I  many  a  hyperbolic  benediction  chanted 
I  in  a  drawling  nasal  tone.  Catherine  could 
not  conceal  the  feeling  of  sorrow  with 
which  the  abasement  of  these  misera'ole 
people  inspired  her.  To  a  young  and 
generous  mind  there  is  nothing  more 
painful  than  the  sight  of  oppression  and 
injustice,  and  the  degi-adation  of  these 
unhappy  Jews  touched  her  to  the  heart.  I 
The  brother  and  sister  passed  the  tombs] 
of  Esther  and  Mordecai,  and  entered  a' 
labyrinth  of  huge  stones  through  which 
they  could  find  no  path.  It  was  a  wild' 
and  barren  spot,  with  heaps  of  towering' 
rocks,  hilly  and  desolate ;  every  few' 
minutes  the  riders  were  obliged  to' 
dismount  and  lead  their  horses  amid  the 
maze.  OccasionaUj'  they  could  distin- 
guish in  the  distance  a  sort  of  bare  white 
I  pillar.  This  the  Jews  had  said  was  the 
Tower  of^'Silence,  and  the  travellers  knew 
fi*om  little  Hassan  that  old  Goiicha 
Nichin  dwelt  not  far  from  the  to-n"er. 
And  so,  as  they  advanced  among  the 
rocks  and  opened  a  way  through  the 
thorny  bushes,  they  took  care  not  to  lose 
sight  of  this  landmark. 

But  it  was  farther  off  than  they  esti- 
mated, for  it  seemed  to  remain  all  the 
time  at  the  same  distance  away. 

Catlieruie  said  at  last  in  her  astonish- 
ment. "  One  would  think  we  were 
bewitched,"  and  she  lifted  the  front  of 
her  white  hehnet  which  began  to  feel 
heavy  on  her.  "  Did  they  not  truly  say  that 
this  old  magician,  Goucha  Nichin,  hides 
himself  and  his  house  in  some  impene- 
trable corner  ?    We  are,  however,  in  the 
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condition  stipulated  for  by  little  Hassan," 
she  added  with  a  laugh,  "  for  our  inten- 
tions are,  in  his  own  words,  distinctly 
honourable." 

"  And  thy  heart  is  pure,  yoiuig 
Faranghi !  "  said  a  voice  behind  her  as  if 
in  echo,  a  grave,  musical  voice,  like 
that  which  comes  from  the  heart  of  those 
one  would  willingly  receive  with  cor- 
diality. "  And,  young  people,  you  are 
welcome  !  " 

The  Kerdics  turned  back  in  surprise. 
Behind  them,  standing  at  the  door  of 
a  sort  of  excavation  half  hidden  by 
climbing  plants  which  fell  in  graceful 
draperies,  stood  an  old  man  of  lofty 
stature,  whose  eyes  burnt  like  live  coals 
under  his  thick  eyebrows.  He  was 
clothed  in  long  garments  of  startling 
whiteness ;  the  masses  of  his  snowy 
patriarchal  beard  descended  to  his  waist, 
his  head  being  wrapped  in  a  turban  of 
the  piu'est  white  muslin.  The  old  nian's 
features  were  majestic,  his  skin  of  a  dead 
white  ivory  hue,  and  his  beautiful  hands, 
almost  transparent  in  their  delicacj',  were 
indistinguishable  amid  the  dazzling  folds 
of  his  vesture.  The  man  had  a  most 
commanding  look,  and  the  young  people 
experienced  an  involimtary  feeling  of 
respect  when  they  saw  hun.  They 
recognised  in  him  the  priest  of  fire,  and 
the  same  thought  occurred  to  both  of 
them ;  the  sacred  flame  seemed  to  have 
>  transfigured  him  and  raised  him  to  an 
immeasurable  height  above  men. 

"Welcome  !  "  saidGoucha  Nichin;  "  I 
await  you." 

The  travellers  dismounted  in  silence, 
still  overcome  with  surprise. 

The  old  man  drew  aside  the  curtain  of 
plants  which  hid  the  opening  to  the  cave 
and  motioned  them  to  enter. 

"Leave  yoiu'  horses,"  said  he.  "  They 
run  no  risk ;  I  forbid  them  to  stray." 

And  he  stretched  his  two  hands  over  the 
horses ;  and  it  seemed  as  though  they 
obeyed  him,  for  they  bent  their  knees  and 
lay  themselves  gently  down  on  the  ground. 
Catherine,  who  knew  the  restive  disposi- 
tion of  her  mare,  Gourret-oul-Ain,  could 
not  restrain  her  surprise.  But  Maurice 
smiled  and  said  to  her  in  an  undertone — 
"  Do  you  think  they  are  bewitched. 
They  are  tired,  that  is  all !  " 

It  seemed  as  though  Goucha  Nichin 
understood  without  hearing  what  was  said. 

"  They  are  not  tired,  young  man,"  said 
he,  in  a  serious  voice.  "  But  I  have  for- 
bidden them  to  stray,  and  they  will  not 
move  from  there  except  at  my  orders,  even 
if  they  have  to  wait  for  the  last  trumpet." 

"  Siiggestion,  then  ?  "  said  Maurice,  with 
a  smile.  "  The  horses  are,  it  is  true,  quite 
nervous  enough  to  be  easily  suggestible. 
It  would  be  a  convenient  way  to  manage 
them  when  they  are  restive." 

Without  a  word  in  reply,  the  old  man 
again  pointed  to  the  entrance  to  the  cave, 
and  the  brother  and  sister,  obedient  to  this 
mute  invitation,  led  the  way  in. 

They  found  themselves  in  a  cavern  of 
Tuiusual  size,  particularly  towards  the  end, 
where  the  vault  in  the  hill  flank  was  a 
hundred  yards  high.  A  large  copper 
brazier  burnt  in  the  centre  of  the  grotto 
and  emitted  a  gentle  heat  into  the  atmo- 
sphere. A  few  carpets  were  thrown  on 
the  ground,  and  piles  of  cushions  seemed 
to  be  ready  for  the  visitors.  Vases  in  tin 
or  copper,  which  the  beautiful  metalwork 
made  more  precioiis  than  silver  or  gold. 


lamps  of  antique  shape,  a  little  fiu-niture 
of  strange  design,  and  a  complete  outfit 
of  astrological  instruments,  retorts,  as- 
trolabes, magic  pris:ns,  skulls,  and  stuffed 
bats,  in  a  dark  corner,  sliowed  the  Kerdics 
that  they  were  the  visitors  of  one  who 
had  a  certain  acquaintance  with  the 
ancient  science.  Enormous  volumes  of 
papyrus,  rolled  up  like  old  manuscripts, 
were  thrown  in  disorder  near  a  pile  of 
cushions  \\  hich  the  old  man  had  evidently 
risen  tirom,  and  bore  witness  to  abstruse 
and  profound  studies.  But  what  most 
struck  Catherine  in  penetrating  the  semi- 
darkness  of  the  cave  was  to  see  on  the 
ground  two  greenish  moving  lights  which 


shou]  3er.  The  animal's  movements  were 
so  supple  and  caressing  that  Catherine 
erased  to  feel  the  least  fear,  and  heartily 
kissed  the  wide  forehead  the  gi-acefill 
creature  held  out  to  her.  Then,  satisfied, 
the  panther  dropped  noiselessly  to  the 
gi-oimd,  and  in  a  friendly  way  rubbed  her- 
self against  Maurice's  legs  and  Goucha 
Nichin's  robe,  and  returned  to  crouch  near 
the  brazier,  purring  like  a  gigantic  cat. 

Maiirice,  who  had  put  his  hand  to  his 
revolver  ready  to  shoot  the  animal  if  it 
showed  a  sign  of  hurting  Catherine,  was 
not  very  pleased  at  this. 

'•  This  old  man  is  a  good  deal  of  the 
cjiarlatan,"  he  thought  to  liimself ;  "  I 


"  Nothing  could  be  nobler  or  more  graceful." 


she  could  not  at  first  naake  out.  While 
she  was  trjdng  to  understand  what  they 
could  be,  a  light  supple  bound  brought  to 
Goucha  Nichin's  feet  a  magnificent  pan- 
ther, whose  white  coat  was  striped  with 
streaks  of  velvety  black.  Catherine  could 
not  help  a  step  backwards,  but  the  old 
Guebre  turning  towards  her,  said  : 

"  Fear  nothing.  The  animal  knows 
those  who  are  pure  in  heart,  and  my 
panther  will  do  yon  no  harm.  Kiss  her 
on  the  forehead,  my  child,  and  peace  wiU 
be  signed  between  you." 

Catherine,  a  little  nervous,  held  out  her 
hand  to  the  beautiful  creature,  which  came 
fawning  to  lier  feet,  and  then  suddenly 
rising  on  its  hind  legs  with  the  grace  of 
an  ostricli  feather,  laid  its  head  on  her 


hope  his  panther  will  do  us  no  evil  trick. 
Did  one  ever  see  such  a  thing  !  To  make 
Catherine  kiss  that  horrible  beast !  I 
have  a  good  mind  to  leave  the  place  at 
once.  I  must  have  been  mad  to  come 
here,  and  to  have  brought  my  sister  here. 
Down  with  all  Guebres  and  their  mum- 
meries, say  I !  " 

The  old  Parsee  appeared  to  divine  the 
young  man's  thoughts. 

"  Be  not  impatient,  young  Faranghi," 
he  said  with  severe  courtesy.  "  The  busi- 
ness which  brings  you  here  wiU  be  dealt 
with  when  j'ou  have  refreshed  yourseh'es 
and  rested.  Allow  a  poor  Guebre  to  ex- 
ercise the  noblest  right  he  has  inherited 
from  his  fathers,  that  of  doing  the  duties 
of  hospitality  towards  travellers." 
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Kerdic  bowed,  and  the  old  man  making 
a  sign  to  liis  guests  to  sit  down  on  the 
cushions,  clapped  his  Jiands.  Immedi- 
atoly  a  curtain  wliich  masked  the  entrance 
to  an  interior  cavern  was  hfted  and  gave 
passage  to  Httle  Hassan.  He  preceded  a 
.young  woman  of  such  striking  l^eauty 
that  Maurice  and  Catherine  were  simply 
astounded. 

She  was  of  tall  stature,  as  lissome  as  a 
liana,  wearing  a  long,  soft  white  tunic  of 
a  thousand  folds.  Her  arms  were  encir- 
cled at  the  wrist  and  above  the  elbow  by 
copper  bracelets  of  exquisite  workman- 
ship. Her  silky  hair,  to  which  henna 
had  given  a  golden  tint,  fell  to  her  heels 
in  heavy  tresses  braided  with  silver  se- 
quins. She  wore  no  veil,  contrary  to  the 
custom  of  Persian  ladies,  and  this  allowed 
of  admiration  of  a  face  of  clear  regular 
features  and  two  glorious  blue  eyes  — an 
etlmographic  distinction  common  to  her 
and  her  grandfather  which  characterises 
the  purest  race  of  Farsistan.  Nothing 
could  be  nobler  or  more  graceful  than  the 
gait  and  bearing  of  the  youthful  Guebre. 
Hhe  held  a  large  bowl  of  that  rainbow  glass 
apparently  encrusted  with  precious  stones 
wlueh  IS  made  in  Persia,  containing  a 
sno^yy  perfumed  slierbet.  Little  Hassan 
carried  a  ewer  of  limpid  water  which  he 
presented  to  the  travellers  for  them  to  dip 
tiieir  hands  in.  Then  Leila  offered  to  the 
brother  and  sister  one  of  those  beautiful 
spoons  of  wood  with  carved  handles  which 
are  used  in  Iran,  and  it  was  with  pleasure 
after  their  long  ride  that  the  visitors  ac- 
cepted the  delicious  mixture  of  pome- 
granate, orange,  and  lemon  cooled  with 
the  purest  snow  of  Elvend.  Generally 
the  same  spoon  is  used  by  all,  but  witii 
the  old  Guebre  evei'y  one  had  one,  an  in- 
novation much  approved  of  by  the  Kerdics. 

These  spoons  are  worth  describing,  as 
they  are  becoming  rarer  every  day  in  Iran, 
where  they  are  being  replaced  by  some- 
thing much  commoner.    The  artist  usu- 
ally carves  them  out  of  pear  wood  having 
a  gr.ain  as  fine  and  smooth  as  marble  (the 
Persians   never   put   metal   into  their 
mouths)  ;  the  handle,  about  seven  inches 
long,  is  of  elegant  shape,  and  hollowed 
out  and  pierced  like  lacework  ;  the  bowl 
of  the  spoon,  which  will  hold  about  as 
mucli  as  a  wineglass,  is  deep  and  of  oval 
form  and  as  transparent  as  eggshell ;  but 
on  this  tliin  aiilky  basis  the  most  capri- 
cious arabesques,  letters,  and  mottoes  in 
Persian  characters  are  cut  in  high  relief 
so  as  to  give  the  effect  of  vellum  lace. 
Every  part  of  the  spoon  is  crowded  with 
ornamentation  delicate  enough  to  have 
been  traced  by  the  feet  of  a  fly,  and  it 
is  wonderful  how  human  hands  could 
have  produced  such  marvellous  delicacy. 
Maurice  and  his  sister  had  heard  much 
of  the  skill  of  the  Persian  wood-carvers, 
but  never  had  they  seen  such  perfect 
specimens  of  their  art.    We  need  not  say 
tliat  two  sherbet  spoons  are  never  alike, 
and  that  they  show  much  fancy  in  design. 

While  the  young  people  refreshed  them- 
selves, the  beautiful  Leila  sat  down  by 
Catherine's  side  and  looked  at  her  with 
naive  ^  curiosit;,-.  Tliey  immediately  en- 
tered into  friendly  conversation,  and'  little 
Hassan  came  and  sat  at  their  feet  with 
the  panther  which  had  bounded  towards 
Leila  as  she  entered. 

The  two  girls,  the  handsome  boy,  and 
the  animal  doubtless  formed  the^  most 
graceful  group.    But  the  old  Guebre  and 


Maurice  soon  came  to  speak  of  the  matter 
that  interested  the  young  archieologist. 

"  I  know  what  brings  thee  here,"  said 
Goucha  Nichin,  as  soon  as  Kerdic  began 
to  explain  why  he  had  visited  him.  "  Thy 
workmen  refuse  to  work.  There  are 
sinister  rumours  about  as  to  the  Faranghi 
mission  ;  the  drought  which  is  threatening 
and  the  eclipse  of  tlie  moon  are  attributed 
to  thee.  It  is  said  that  since  thy  impious 
pick  was  driven  into  the  entrails  of  the 
earth  the  curse  of  the  heavens  menaces 
Iran." 

"That  is  it,"  said  Maurice,  "  and  I  am 
not  astonished  that  their  rumours  have 
reached  you,  for  every  one  is  talking  about 
them." 

The  old  man  smiled  enigmatically. 

"  Yes,"  he  continued  slowly,  "  every  one  I 
is  talking  about  them.  How  comes  it,  ! 
however,  that  you  formed  the  plan  of 
visiting  the  old  Guebre  to  get  labourers  in 
the  place  of  those  that  left  you,  and  that 
he  was  warned  of  it  ?  Did  you  tell  that 
to  every  one  '?    Be  frank." 

"  No,  I  certainly  did  not.    But  " 

"  Seek  not  to  explain  what  thou  dost  not 
understand,  and  let  it  content  thee  to  have 
confidence  in  one  who  reads  thy  heart. 
But  tell  me  why  thou  beganst  thv  dig- 
gings on  that  side  of  Ecbatana  '?  "  " 

"  Because  I  expected  to  discover  that 
which  I  sought  for,"  said  Kerdic. 

"  Thou  art  \\Tong.  The  ruins  thou  hast 
begun  to  discover  are  not  those  of  the 
septuple  wall  of  seven  colours,  nor  the 
citadel,  nor  the  temple  of  Mithra.  Thou 
art  mistaken,  young  Faranghi.  Where 
thou  art  digging  thou  wilt  find  only  the 
ruins  of  the  bath  of  the  wives  of  Seleucus, 
mere  modern  buildings  not  far  from  those 
thou  seekest." 

"  Who  can  say  that  ?  "  said  Maurice 
with  irritation.  "  No  one  has  excavated 
here  before.  You  cannot  know  what  the 
earth  hides  in  that  spot  or  in  any  other." 

"  I  tell  thee  that  I  TmoiL',  young  man. 
Show  me  thyself  where  thou  art  digging, 
and  I  will  show  thee  where  your  mistake 
is." 

It  woiild  not  have  required  much  to 
make  Maurice  refuse  ;  but  reflecting  tliat 
after  all  he  had  come  to  ask  help  from 
the  old  Guebre,  and  it  would  be  puerile 
to  offend  him,  he  took  out  his  notebook  and 
sketched  in  a  few  pencil  strokes  the  plan  of 
the  diggings  he  had  begun. 

When  the  drawing  was  complete,  the 
Guebre  placed  it  in  front  of  him,  and 
leaning  on  his  elbows,  -H  ith  his  eyes  flxed 
on  the  paper,  he  held  his  beard  in'liis  liand 
and  became  absorbed  in  deep  reflection. 
Treating  his  reverie  with  respect  Kerdic 
waited  in  silence  for  the  magus  to  deli\'er 
the  oracle.  Long  minutes  elapsed.  At 
length  the  Guebre  raised  his  head  and 
pointed  with  his  finger  to  the  map. 

"I  see  here,"  he  said, in  a  tone  full  of 
confidence,  "  that  thy  diggings  run  from 
north  to  south.  Thou  art  on  the  wrong 
track  Dost  thou  know  the  lion  which 
stands  at  the  gates  of  Hamadan  ?  " 

"  Yes.  You  speak  of  the  mutilated  lion 
in  sonorous  stone  which  is  reported  to  pro- 
tect the  town  against  cold  and  hunger?  " 

"■Exactly,  ^^'ell,  if  thou  wishest  to  suc- 
ceed, place  thyself  before  that  lion  with  thy 
head  in  the  same  direction  as  that  of  the 
animal.  Project  in  thought,  or  if  thou 
prefer  it,  in  reality,  a  straight  line  from 
the  lion's  left  eye ;  project  a  second  line 
parallel  to  the  first  from  the  lion's  right 


eye  ;  at  five  hundred  yards  from  the  lion 
cut  the  first  line  by  a  third,  formmg  with 
it  an  angle  of  twenty-five  degrees,  and 
from  where  it  cuts  the  second  line 
produce  it  indefinitely.  Place  thyself  at 
j  the  point  of  jimction  of  the  first  and 
third,  satisfy  thyself  as  to  the  exact 
position  of  tlie  vanishing  point  of  that 
line  ;  at  that  point,  which  a  trusty  friend, 
thy  sister  for  example,  can  mark  ibr  thee, 
boldly  begin  thy  search  ;  and  may  I  lose 
my  beard  if  thy  pickaxe  does  not  soon 
come  in  contact  with  the  stones  of  the 
septuple  wall !  " 

The  old  Guebre  spoke  with  such 
authority  that  Maurice  could  not  but 
believe  him.  He  made  a  rapid  sketch  ac- 
cording to  the  indications  of  the  old  man. 

"And  the  citadel?"  he  said  smiling. 
"As  yon  know  the  buried  city  so  well, 
you  can  perhaps  show  me  where  that  is." 

"  Young  man,"  rephed  the  Guebre, 
"  seek  not  to  know  too  much  at  a  time. 
AVhen  thy  eyes  behold  the  seven  colom-s 
enriched  with  gold  of  the  walls  of  Hero- 
dotus, that  will  I  think  be  success  enough 
to  begin  with.  When  the  Guebre  has 
proved  thou  canst  trust  him,  come  and 
consult  him  again  without  fear.  He  wiU 
repeal  that  which  his  knowledge  has 
taught  him." 

"Assuredly,"  .said  Kerdic,  "I  shall  be 
most  thankful  to  find  what  I  am  seeking, 
and  in  proof  that  I  beheve  you,  I  would  as 
soon  as  I  return  begin  my  works  on  the 
spot  you  have  indicated,  if  I  were  not  in 
want  of  the  very  thing  that  is  indispen- 
sable for  me  to  do  so." 

"  What  ?  "  said  the  Guebre  sharply. 
"  Labourers !  " 

"  Eeturn  home.  It  is  gi-owinglate  and 
the  young  Faranghi  should  not  be  exposed 
to  the  hui-tful  influences  of  the  night. 
Fear  the  darkness,  the  enemy  of  man. 
To-morrow,  in  the  blessed  rays  of  the 
sun,  thy  workmen  will  be  at  their  post." 
"  Thanks  to  you  ?  " 
"  Thanks  to  me." 

"  In  truth  I  do  not  know  how  to  thank  | 
you  if  it  is  so — and  if  I  do  not  appear  j 
ungrateful,  may  I  ask  for  what  reason  | 
you  take  such  interest  in  a  stranger  ?  "  ; 

"  I   read   hearts ! "  said  the  Guebre  , 
solemnly.    "Ask  me  no  more.    Keturn  ! 
home.    To-morrow  at  dawn  thy  ^^•ork-  ' 
men  will  be  at  work." 
I      The  old  man  rose  in  token  that  the 
conference  was  over,  and  Maurice  and 
Catherine  having  said  farewell  to  Leila, 
followed  him  from  the  cave. 

The  horses  outside  had  not  moved. 
The  Guebre  ordered  little  Hassan  to  give 
them  some  water  and  barlej-,  but  for 
some  reason  or  other  the  animals,  motion- 
less as  statues,  refused  to  touch  it.  With 
his  enigmatic  smile,  the  old  man  stepped 
forward  and  gently  patted  the  neck  of  the 
two  beasts,  pronouncing  a  few  words  in 
an  unknown  tongue.  Immediately,  ■with 
a  joyous  neigh,  tlie  horses  rose  and  began 
to  drink  long  draughts  of  the  clear  M  ater 
and  eat  the  fine  barley  given  them  by 
Hassan. 

"Thus,"  said  the  Guebre,  "animals 
reprited  to  be  stupid  recognise  their  true 
friends  and  tmderstand  hidden  things. 
The  fire  of  the  skies  protect  you  and  the 
sun  be  with  you !  " 

He  returned  into  his  cave,  and  the  two 
yoimg  people,  resinning  their  saddles, 
j  rode  rapidly  back  to  the  camp. 

'  i^To  he  CO ritt lilted.) 


439 


"  TT7"hat  name  shall  I  say  ?  " 

VV  "Wilson.  Mr.  Frederick  Wilson. 
Mr.  Butt  expects  me.  He  told  me  to  call  at 
eleven." 

"  Yes,  sir,"  and  the  office  boy,  giving  a  pre- 
liminary rap  with  his  knuckles,  disappeared 
through  the  baize-covered  door  into  his 
principal's  room. 

Hat  and  gloves  in  hand  the  caller  waited, 
looking  curiously  about  him,  stealing  a  t  ui  tive 
peep  at  the  two  clerks  busy  on  the  othcc-  side 
of  the  wooden  partition. 

He  was  a  young  man  of  perhaps  four  or 
five  and  twenty,  very  ordinary  looking,  just 
such  a  one  as  you  may  see  hundreds  of,  in 
and  about  the  city,  any  day  of  the  week. 
Perhaps  his  face  was  a  trifle  paler  and  more 
pinched,  his  black  coat  a  little  more  shiny,  ' 
his  hat  and  gloves  older,  than  those  of  the  ' 
majority  of  his  fellows  ;  but  otherwise  he 
looked  what  he  was— an  average  City  clerk,  i 

He  had  had  bad  luck  of  late.  Dismissed 
from  his  former  employment  through  no  ' 
fault  of  his  own,  for  three  months  he  had  ■ 
been  out  of  a  berth,  and  had  to  live  as  best 
he  could  while  seeking  another  situation. 
For  three  whole  months  he  had  been  assidu- 
ously endeavouring  to  find  something  to  do, 
had  spent  day  after  day,  week  after  week,  in  j 
going  about  searching  in  all  likely  quarters,  j 
had  still  further  curtailed  his  meagre  expen-  ! 
diture  in  buying  stamps  to  answer  the  adver-  ' 
tisements  he  hunted  for  in  the  papers. 

At  last,  when  hope  had  almost  expired,  and  ' 
the  keen  pinch  of  poverty  was  gradually  de-  ' 
priving  him  of  all  energy  to  continue  the 
struggle,  he  came  across  an  advertisement  in 
a  daily  paper  for  a  clerk  in  the  well-known 
firm  of  John  Butt.     He  knew  the  raer-  1 
chant  by  name,  and  that  any  one  who  ob- 
tained a  situation  in  his  office  might  consider  j 
himself  settled  for  life,  and  so,  although  ; 
he  at  once  answered  the  advertisement,  he 
hardly  dared  to  hope  that  he  should  be  so 
fortunate  as  to  secure  the  vacant  place. 
What  then  was  his  delight  when  the  follow- 
ing evening's  post  brought  him  a  letter  asking 
him  to  call  at  the  merchant's  office  at  twelve 
o'clock  next  day  ? 

"Walk  in,  please,"  said  the  office  boy, 
emerging  from  the  merchant's  room,  and 
holding  the  door  open  behind  him. 

The  young  man  gave  a  little  nervous  cough, 
put  his  fingers  to  his  faded  necktie,  and 
stepped  into  the  presence  of  the  merchant 
himself,  a  short,  rather  stout,  grey-bearded 
gentleman,  who,  raising  his  head,  pushed 
aside  a  mass  of  papers  that  were  before  him,  ; 
and  looking  keenly  through  his  gold-rimmed 
glasses,  said  briskly — 

"  Good  morning.    Take  a  chair." 
"  Good  morning.    Thank  you,"  said  the 
young  man,  sitting  down  upon  the  edge  of  i 
one  placed  near  at  hand. 

Mr.  Butt  leant  back,  laid  down  his  pen,  and 
crossed  his  legs  comfortably. 

"  I  see  you  received  my  note,  Mr.  Wilson," 
he  began,  "  and  have  called  at  the  time  I 
appointed.  I  picked  out  your  letter  from 
amongst  all  the  others  on  account  the 
neatness  of  the  handwriting,  and  then,  seeing 
that  you  could  fulfil  my  requirements,  wrote 
to  you  to  call." 

The  young  man  shifted  upon  his  seat,  and 
a  pleased  expression  lighted  up  his  face. 
After  so  long  a  period  of  wretchedness,  these 
words,  so  cheering  and  so  hopeful,  sank,  full 
of  comfort,  into  his  very  soul. 

"But,  Mr.  Wilson,"  the  merchant  con- 
tinued in  an  altered  tone,  "  I  am  sorry  to  say 
that  only  half  an  hour  ago  a  young  gentle- 
man called  upon  me,  who,  in  addition  to 
being  able  to  fully  satisfy  all  my  require- 
ments, informed  me  that  he  was  able  to 
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j  conduct  Spanish  correspondence,  which, 
j  although  I  did  not  mention  it  in  my  adver- 
tisement, would  be  of  the  very  greatest  con- 
venience to  me.  I  told  him  that  I  had 
already  written  some  one  else  to  call,  but,  in 
view  of  this  fact,  that  he  could  assist  with 
our  foreign  correspondence,  I  am  afraid,  Mr. 
Wilson,  if  his  references  are  satisfactory,  I 
must  engage  him.  I  suppose,  as  you  did 
not  mention  it,  you  are  unacquainted  with 
Spanish  ?  " 

"I  know  a  little  French,  that  is  all,"  the 
young  man  managed  to  reply  as  he  struggled 
to  keep  down  all  traces  of  his  bitter  disap- 
pointment. 

The  merchant  shook  his  head.  French 
would  be  of  no  use.  "  I  am  sorry,"  he  said, 
"  very  sorry  to  have  brought  you  here  only 
to  tell  j-ou  this.  There  was  no  time,  or  I 
would  have  sent  you  a  wire.  Of  course,  if 
this  gentleman's  references  should  not  prove 
quite  satisfactory,  I  would  at  once  communi- 
cate with  you." 

"Thank  you,"  said  the  young  man  in  a 
spiritless  voice,  as  he  gathered  himself  up  ' 
ready  to  depart.  j 

There  was  a  tap  at  the  door.  A  clerk 
entered,  a  letter  in  his  hand. 

"  Can  you  look  at  this,  sir,  before  it  goes  ?  " 
he  asked  of  the  merchant. 

"  Excuse  me  one  minute,  Mr.  Wilson," 
said  Mr.  Butt,  ^as  he  rose  up  and  went 
towards  the  window. 

As  he  passed  the  corner  of  the  table  his 
coat  tails  caught  the  mass  of  papers  piled 
upon  it,  and  several  documents  fluttered  to 
the  ground.  The  young  man  stooped  me- 
chanically and  replaced  them. 

"  Thank  you,"  said  the  merchant  from  the 
window,  as  he  listened  to  the  contents  of 
the  letter  read  to  him  in  an  undertone  by 
his  clerk. 

Their  backs  were  turned  ;  they  could  not 
see  him.  The  young  man  heaved  a  deep 
sigh  and  his  head  sank  upon  his  breast. 
Fate  was  against  him  ;  try  as  he  would  it  was 
of  no  use.  How  he  wished  his  wretched  life 
was  ended  ! 

"Ah!"  He  started.  At  his  feet  lay  a 
piece  of  paper,  a  piece  of  paper  bearing  a 
bright  red  stamp— a  cheque.  He  leaned 
forward.  "London  and  Provincial  Bank. 
Pay  T.  H.  Wilde,  Esq.,  or  bearer,  sixty-eight 
pounds  seven  shillings  and  five  pence."  The 
ink  was  still  wet,  the  cheque  unsigned.  It  i 
was  not  even  crossed,  or  marked  "  or  order." 
The  merchant  had  evidently  been  interrupted 
as  he  was  drawing  it. 

An  instant  before  he  had  been  cast  down, 
despondent.  His  eyes  flashed,  a  sudden 
fire  heated  the  blood  in  his  veins  as  he  looked 
upon  that  blank  space  on  the  cheque  and 
thought  of  the  signature  "John  Butt"  on 
the  letter  he  had  in  his  pocket. 

Sixty-eight  pounds  !  He  thought  of  his 
wretched  fireless  room ;  the  empty  cup- 
board ;  his  breakfast  of  bread  and  scrape ; 
the  few  pence  hoarded  to  pay  for  dinner  ;  the 
threat  of  his  landlady  to  turn  him  out  the 
following  Saturday  unless  he  could  pay  his 
bill ;  of  all  the  wearying  troubles  that  made 
him  sick  of  life. 

The  temptation  was  too  great.  He  could 
fight  against  adversity  no  longer.  He 
stooped,  picked  up  the  cheque,  and,  covering 
the  rustling  of  the  paper  by  a  sudden  cough, 
placed  it  securely  in  his  pocket. 

"  That  will  do,  Williams.  Send  it  off  im- 
mediately," said  the  merchant,  as  the  clerk 
finished  reading  the  letter.  "  Well,  Mr. 
Wilson,  I  will  write  you  at  once  if  the  other 
does  not  suit,  and  will,  in  any  event,  keep 
your  name  before  me.  I  repeat,  I  deeply 
regret  having  caused  you  this  disappoint- 


ment. Can  I  offer  you  something  just  to 
cover  your  expenses  and  loss  of  time  ?  " 

And  he  held  out  a  sovereign  towards  the 
young  man,  who,  nervously  refusing  to  take 
it,  turned  towards  the  door. 

"  I  have  incurred  no  expense,  sir.  Good 
morning,"  he  said. 

"  Good  morning,  Mr.  Wilson,"  returned 
the  merchant,  quite  sadly. 

Late  that  afternoon  Frederick  Wilson 
made  his  way  back  to  his  lodgings.  All  day 
long  he  had  wandered  about  the  streets, 
thinking.  Full  well  he  knew  the  wickedness 
of  what  he  had  done,  the  sin  of  what  he 
contemplated  doing ;  yet,  even  when  he 
quietly  reasoned  with  his  better  conscience, 
he  did  not  draw  back  ;  he  had  only  to  picture 
all  the  comforts,  food,  fire,  clothes,  that 
would  be  his,  to  become  strengthened  in  his 
resolution  of  forging  the  merchant's  name. 
And  by  the  time  he  turned  the  familiar 
corner  of  the  dismal  street  wherein  he 
lodged,  the  final  details  of  his  plan  of  action 
were  all  arranged.  He  was  a  facile  penman, 
and  it  would  be  an  easy  task  to  copy  so  plain 
a  signature  as  that  of  John  Butt  from  the 
letter  on  to  the  cheque.  Next  morning  early 
he  would  cash  it  at  the  bank. 

So  intent  was  he  in  again  going  over  the 
details  of  his  scheme,  that,  as  he  went  along, 
he  did  not  notice  a  young  girl,  who,  as  he 
passed,  looked  sharply  at  him,  and  when  he 
had  gone  a  pace  or  two  beyond,  called,  in  a 
thin,  piping  voice,  after  him  :  "  Good  even- 
ing, Mr.  Fred." 

He  turned  quickly  round  as  he  heard  his 
name  pronounced,  and  the  scared  expression 
faded  from  his  face  as  he  saw  it  was  only 
little  Mary  Cole,  his  landlady's  niece. 

"  Good  evening,  Mary,"  he  returned,  wait- 
ing for  her.  She  was  an  odd-looking  child  ; 
a  child  who  bore  upon  her  shrivelled-up  face 
the  evidence  of  a  life  of  woe.  For  little 
Mary  Cole  was  sadly  misshapen  and  de- 
formed, her  back  was  bent  and  her  narrow 
shoulders  came  uj)  almost  to  her  ears,  fixing 
her  small  head  rigidly,  so  that  she  had  to 
elevate  her  eyebrows  to  look  up  to  your  face. 
And,  alas  !  for  her,  this  deformity,  which 
should  have  opened  towards  her  the  hearts 
of  those  amongst  whom  she  lived,  was  the 
very  excuse  that  they  employed  for  heaping 
upon  the  unhappy  cripple  the  most  menial 
tasks  that  lodging-house  keeping  required  to 
be  performed,  for  denying  her  the  rights  that 
other  human  beings  enjoyed.  Left,  on  the 
death  of  her  father,  to  the  care  of  Mrs.  Cole, 
his  sister,  who  had  always  detested  her 
brother's  wife,  Mary  had  ever  since  been  the 
drudge  and  slave  of  the  lodging-house  keeper 
and  her  daughter  ;  who  visited  their  long 
bottled-up  dislike  of  the  mother  upon  the 
head  of  the  hapless  orphan. 

"  I  wanted  to  see  you,  Mr.  Fred,"  said 
the  poor  girl,  when  she  had  caught  up  to 
him.  "  I  wanted  to  tell  you  that  I  am  going 
away." 

"  Oh,"  returned  the  young  man  rather  ab- 
sently, as  they  walked  along  together. 
"  Where  are  you  going?  "  His  own  troubles 
monopolised  him  too  completely  to  allow  of 
his  entering  into  anybody  else's. 

"  I  don't  know  where  I  am  going,"  she 
answered  concernedly.  "  They  haven't  told 
me,  but  Aunt  says  she  can't  afford  to  keep 
me  any  longer,  and  so  she  has  found  me  a 
place.  I  think,  though,  it  is  to  look  after 
some  children,  and  I  know  it  is  in  the  coun- 
try, and,"  she  added  hopefully,  glancing  up  to 
him,  "  if  it's  in  the  country  it  can't  be  a  worse 
place  than  this,  can  it  ?  " 

"  When  do  you  go  ?  "  he  asked. 

The  child  shook  her  head.  "  They  haven't 
told  me,"  she  repeated. 
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Something  in  the  tone  of  her  answers 
arrused  him.  He  looked  down  at  her  as  she 
waiKea  oesiue  him,  marvelling,  in  his  own 
hopeless  despondency,  at  the  courage  of  this 
luckless  little  sufferer,  who,  on  the  eve  of 
leaving  one  place  of  trial  for  another,  where 
strangers  might  treat  her  still  worse,  spoke 
with  this  ring  of  sturdy,  trusting  hope.  He 
looked  at  her,  and  for  a  moment  felt  as  if  he 
too  would  rise  up  from  where  he  had  thrown 
himself  down,  and  plunge  again  into  the 
light.  It  was  but  for  a  moment,  a  mere 
passing  flicker  ;  his  fortitude  had  fled. 

They  reached  the  house.  The  child,  clutch- 
ing in  one  hand  the  parcels  she  had  been  sent 
to  fetch,  opened  the  door  with  a  key,  and, 
awed  into  silence,  disappeared  along  the 
dark  passage. 

Late  that  night,  when  all  was  quiet,  in  his 
little,  meagrely  furnished  room  at  the  back 
of  the  house,  by  the  light  of  a  smoking  lamp, 
Frederick  Wilson,  seated  at  the  rickety  table, 
covered  whole  sheets  of  paper,  copying  the 
signature  from  the  letter.  And  a  grim  smile 
came  over  his  face  as  he  saw  how  completely 
he  could  imitate  it ;  his  eyes  burned  with  a 
feverish  light  as  he  thought  of  the  gold  that 
would  be  his  on  the  morrow  ;  the  gold  that 
would  buy  him  all  that  he  had  so  long  been 
lenied. 

He  looked  around  ;  at  the  wretched  furni- 
ture of  the  poor  bare  room,  the  empty  grate, 
the  plate  upon  the  table  containing  his 
supper— a  slice  of  bread  of  which  he  had 
taken  one  mouthful.  Then  he  took  the 
merchant's  cheque  from  his  pocket,  and,  with 
unshaking  hand,  wrote  upon  it  "John  Butt." 
it  was  perfect  1 

A  sound  outside  the  door.  He  gave  a 
startled  cry,  and  leapt  to  his  feet,  covering 
the  cheque  as  he  did  so.  Some  one  was 
tapping  gently. 

"Hullo!  Who  is  there?"  he  cried,  his 
heart  beating  wildly. 

The  door  was  cautiously  opened,  and  the 
head  of  the  little  cripple  appeared,  her  brows 
contracted,  her  finger  upon  her  lips.  "  Hush," 
she  whispered ;  "  hush,  or  she  will  catch 
me,"  and  then  she  stopped,  staring  in  sur- 
prise at  his  white,  affrighted  face. 

"  What  is  it  ?  "  he  gasped. 


She  came  nearer,  looking  anxiously  at  him. 

"  I  am  going  away  to-morrow  morning, 
very,  very  early,"  she  said  softly.  "And  so 
I  came  to-night  to  say  good-bye." 

He  sank  back  on  the  chair  ;  this  sudden 
terror  had  robbed  him  of  his  strength.  A 
shiver  ran  through  his  every  limb. 

She  stood  beside  him  and  placed  her  hand 
gently  upon  his  arm. 

"  Mr.  Fred,  tell  me  what  is  the  matter  ? 
You  are  in  trouble  !  " 

He  started  up,  shaking  her  away.  "  No, 
no,"  he  cried,  "  I  am  all  right.  There  is 
nothing  the  matter  with  me." 

"  Hush  !  "  she  implored,  glancing  in  dis- 
may towards  the  door  ;  "  she  will  hear  you. 
She  thinks  I  am  downstairs  clearing  up 
before  I  go  to  bed.  Please  be  quiet,  or  she 
will  find  me  out." 

For  a  moment  they  were  silent,  listening  to 
"hear  if  any  one  stirred.  Then  she  turned 
towards  him. 

"  Mr.  Fred,  you  arc  in  trouble,  or  you  are 
ill.  You  looked  so  pale  and  wild  when  I 
came  in.  I  must  not  stay  or  she  vrill  come 
down.  Won't  you  tell  me  before  I  go  what 
is  the  matter  with  you  ?  You  have  been  so 
kind  to  me  I  cannot  bear  to  leave  you  like 
this." 

Heated  by  the  rage  and  despair  that  boiled 
within  him,  strung  up  to  the  highest  pitch 
by  this  silent  midnight  preparation  for  the 
attempt  of  to-morrow,  these  words,  whispered 
by  that  piteous,  plaintive  little  voice,  came  to 
his  tortured  soul  so  pure  and  true  that  their 
very  sweetness  unmanned  him. 

In  spite  of  himself,  "  Yes,"  he  burst  out, 
"  I  am  in  trouble.  For  months  I  have  tried 
and  tried  in  vain  to  obtain  something  to  do, 
have  fought  against  all  odds  without  success, 
until  at  last  I  own  I  am  beaten.  I  can 
go  on  no  longer.  I  have  done.  To  preserve 
my  very  existence  I  "  he  stopped. 

She  glanced  again  towards  the  door,  paus- 
ing for  a  second  to  listen.  Then  she  laid 
her  bony  finger  upon  his  hand,  and  a  faint 
blush  tinged  her  thin  pale  cheeks  as  she 
asked : 

"  Have  you  prayed  to  God  to  help  you  ?  " 
With  a  gesture  of   sudden  impatience, 
"Prayed?"  he  cried  passionately.     "Yes,  I 


often  !  Have  gone  down  on  my  knees  night 
after  night  and  beseeched  and  implored  Him 
to  help  me." 

She  shrank  from  him,  clasping  her  hands 
together,  shocked  at  his  manner  and  the  fierce 
words  he  uttered.  In  that  moment  of  silence 
a  sound  came  to  them  from  above  as  of  the 
opening  of  a  door. 

She  leapt  towards  him  and  seized  his  hands 
in  her' 

"  You  have  been  so  good  to  me.  For  my 
sake,  piay  again  to-night." 

He  shook  his  head.  "  It  is  of  no  use,"  he 
ans\v  ,.  ed  bitterly.     -  He  does  not  " 

"  I  will  pray  for  you,  Mr.  Fred,"  she  whis- 
pered earnestly,  and  was  gone. 

What  was  this  ?  A  sudden  light  seemed  to 
break  upon  him,  a  sudden  soothing  tender- 
ness settle  ujjon  his  soul ;  the  words  to  which 
he  listened  seemed  to  bring  to  his  mind  and 
body  a  sudden  invigoration  that  raised  his 
whole  being  up.  What  ?  This  cripple,  this 
poor,  deformed  little  child,  ill  treated,  badly 
fed,  going  away  to-morrow  she  knew  not 
whither,  she  yet  had  faith  !  whilst  he,  a  man, 
healthy,  strong,  perfect  in  every  limb,  had 
given  up  in  despair.  He  stood  erect,  his  jaws 
set,  his  chest  expanded.  No  !  no  !  he,  too, 
would  believe ;  he,  too,  would  continue  the 
fight ;  would  scorn  to  be  a  rogue,  and  if  at 
last  he  fell,  would  fall  fighting  bravely  and 
still  an  honest  man. 

He  seized  the  cheque  from  which  but  a  few 
minutes  before  he  had  hoped  so  much,  and, 
holding  it  to  the  flame  of  the  lamp,  in  a  few 
seconds  had  reduced  it  to  ashes.  Then,  car- 
ried away  by  the  violence  of  this  reaction,  he 
cast  himself,  sobbing,  upon  his  bed. 

Next  morning,  before  he  arose,  a  letter, 
delivered  at  the  house,  was  pushed  under  his 
bedroom  door.  The  initials  "  J.  B."  on  the 
back  of  the  envelope  he  knew  stood  for  "  John 
Butt."    The  letter  ran 

"  Not  being  at  all  satisfied  with  the  refer- 
ences of  the  applicant  of  whom  I  spoke  to 
you  yesterday,  I  am  to-day  communicating 
with  the  gentlemen  to  whom  your  letter  refers 
me,  and  if  all  goes  well  will  write  you  to 
commence  your  duties  here  on  Monday 
next." 

B.  Haxward. 


THE  GHEATEST  THING  IK  BIRD  SHOWS. 


Do  boys  take  any  interest  in  Bird  Shows  ? 
One  might  almost  as  well  ask  if  they 
take  any  interest  in  birds  ?  Of  course  they 
do  ;  but  a  good  many  of  them  do  not  know 
how  to  set  about  showing,  and  still  more  are 
absolutely  ignorant  of  the  first  principles  of 
the  art,  or  I  might  say  science,  for  such  it 
has  become,  of  getting  a  bird  ready  for  a 
show,  owing  to  the  many  that  are  now  held 
all  over  the  country,  and  at  almost  every 
season  of  the  year :  so  in  the  present  paper 
I  propose  to  give  the  readers  of  the  "B.O.P." 
a  few  hints  for  their  guidance  in  the  im- 
portant matter  of  becoming  exhibitors  and 
prize  winners  in  due  course. 

Every  small  town  in  Great  Britain,  not  to 
speak  of  Ireland  and  Scotland,  can  now 
boast  of  its  bird  show,  but  the  greatest  thing 
of  the  kind  is  that  held  annually  at  the 
Crystal  Palace,  Sydenham,  in  the  month  of 
February,  although  the  weather  often  deters 
fanciers  from  sending  their  best  birds,  which 
they  are  naturally  unwilling  to  expose  to  the 
dangers  of  a  double  journey,  and  in  some  cases 
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of  accidents  either  before  or  after  they  have 
arrived  at  their  destination. 

I  have  heard  shows  run  down,  even  de- 
nounced as  immoral  and  so  forth  !  Dear  me, 
what  dreadful  things  ignorance  makes  some 
people  say  !  A  bird  show  cruel !  a  bird  show 
immoral !  What  next  I  wonder  !  Let  us  look 
into  the  matter  a  little  and  ask  ourselves 
what  are  the  principal  objects  of  this  modern 
institution. 

Not  to  win  prizes ;  of  course,  prizes  will 
follow  if  birds  are  well  kept  and  treated  ac- 
cording to  a  correct  knowledge  of  their  re- 
quirements, and  are  simply  a  reward  for  well- 
doing. No  bird  that  is  neglected  will,  or  can, 
look  well,  and  consequently  will  stand  a  very 
poor  chance  of  being  placed  among  the  winners, 
so  that  bird  shows  may  be  said  to  lead  up  to 
kindness  and  care  and  study,  all  very  de- 
sirable qualities,  even  if  the  motive  that 
prompts  them  is  not  in  itself  alwaj-s  quite 
above  suspicion.  I  prefer,  however,  to  think 
that  my  friends  the  boys  are  actuated  by  less 
sordid  motives  than  a  mere  craving  for  dis- 


j  tinction,  and  that  when  they  do  win  a  prize 
at  a  bird  show,  it  is  because  their  exhibit  is 
a  living  proof  of  the  attention  and  care  they 
have  bestowed  upon  it,  and  of  their  intelli- 
gent study  of  its  habits  and  requirements. 

Well,  the  28th  Bird  Show  at  the  Crystal 
Palace  has  begun  and  ended,  and  was  the 
largest  ever  held  even  there,  the  entries  num- 
bering no  fewer  than  2,614  all  told,  of  which 
1,289  were  canaries.  Now  I  do  not  want  to 
say  a  word  against  our  old  yellow-coated 
friends  in  their  several  varieties,  but  their 
breeding  and  treatment  have  now  been  re- 
duced to  a  mere  business,  and  exhibitors 
who  are  not  initiated  into  the  tricks  of  the 
trade  have  but  a  small  chance  of  winning  a 
prize  in  the  canary  classes:  however,  there 
are  some  exceptions,  and  I  was  glad  to  see 
the  names  of  six  boys  (described  in  the  cata- 
logue as  Masters  So-and-so)  among  the  ex- 
hibitors, five  of  whom  were  fortunate  enough 
to  have  their  birds  commended,  and  not 
always  in  the  "  amateur  "  class. 

Many  more  boys  would  doubtless  send 
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their  feathered  favourites  to  a  show,  but  are 
Ignorant  how  to  set  about  it.  Well,  in  the 
hrst  place,  let  them  look  through  the  list  of 
forthcoming  shows  that  are  always  to  be  seen 
in  such  papers  as  the  "  Bazaar,"  "  Poultry  " 
the  "  Feathered  World,"  and  so  forth,  and 
they  have  fixed  upon  one  not  too  far  away 
when  from  their  respective  homes,  let  them 
write  to  the  secretary  for  a  schedule  and  rules 
on  receipt  of  which  they  must  forward  the 
entrance  fee,  to  be  followed  in  due  course  by 
the  bird  or  birds,  in  nice  clean  comfortable 
cage_  or  cages,  the  railways  usually  affordin<- 
special  facilities  for  transmission.  " 

The  cages  must  of  course  be  carefully 
protected  from  the  weather  by  a  cover,  which 
a  boy  with  elder  sisters  will  have  no  diffi- 
culty in  gettmg  manufactured  for  him  oven 
supposing  the  mater  has  other  and  more 
pressing  claims  upon  her  time.  The  sender's 
name  and_  address  should  be  neatly  marked 
on  the  mside  of  the  cover,  but  there  should 
be  no  mark  on  tlie  cage  to  give  any  clue  to 
Its  owner.  The  secretary  undertakes  the 
care  of  the  bu-ds  during  the  continuance  of 
the  show  and  the  responsibility  of  returning 
them  to  their  owners  at  its  close. 

Very  often  a  visitor  takes  a  fancy  to  a 
bird  and  buys  it,  so  the  exhibitor  must  affix 
a  price  that  will  be  remunerative  if  he  wishes 
to  part  with  his  bird,  and  prohibitive  if  he 
desires  that  it  shall  not  be  sold.  Thus  we 
often  see  favourite  birds  priced  lOOZ  and 
upwards,  which  is  merely  another  v/ay  of 
saying  that  they  are  not  for  sale 

To  return  to  the  Crystal  Palace  Show.  In 
addition  to  canaries,  there  was  a  large  number 
of  mules  exhibited,  mules  or  hybrids  as 
most  boys  know,  being  birds  whose  parents 
belong  to  two  different  species.  Goldfinch 
and  canary,  or  linnet  and  canary,  are  those 
most  frequently  shown,  but  of  late  years  I 
have  seen  a  great  many  bullfinch  and  gold- 
finch,_and  bullfinch  and  linnet  mules,  some 
of  v,-hich  are  pretty  enough,  but  not  as  nice  I 
think,  as  pure-bred  birds  ;  nevertheless  many 
people  are  very  fond  of  them  and  never  try 
to  rear  anything  else.  There  was  one  bullfinch 
and  canary  mule,  a  cross  that  has  often  been 
talked  about,  but  has  been  very  seldom  seen; 
M  fact,  I  believe  the  bird  of  which  I  am  now 
writing  IS  the  first  of  the  kind  that  has  been 
publicly  shown,  at  least  it  is  the  first  I  have 
yeen,  and  I  am  not  surprised  its  owner  should 
value  it  at  SOI. 

British  birds,  from  a  golden-crested  wren 
to  a  raven,  figured  on  the  show  benches  at 
the  Palace,  and  were  most  of  them  fine 
specimens  of  their  respective  families,  and 
strangely  enough,  considering  the  several 
dimensions  of  the  two  named,  thev  were  fed  in 
much  the  same  way,  that  is,  raw  meat  formed 
the  principal  portion  of  their  dietary  ;  this 
however,  is  not  to  be  wondered  at  when  we 
recollect  that  the  raven  is  carnivorous  and 
habft°s         "'^^'^'^  wren  insectivorous  in  its 
The  Cornish  choughs  were  a  fine  pair,  and 
seemed  quite  comfortable,   as    were  the 
magpies  and  an  extremely  saucy  jackdaw; 
the  jay.s,  however,  were  all  more  or  less  dis- 
hevelled in  appearance  and  seemed  rather 
ashamed  of  themselves,  which  was  also  the 
case  with  a  solitary  kingfisher,  that  looked 
as  If  It  was  always  taking  a  bath,  and  never 
had  time  to  dry  itself  properly ;  two  wood- 
peckers were  m  a  somewhat  similar  plio-ht 
except  that  their  coats  were  dry.    A  swallow 
was  tidy  enough  as  to  plumage,  but  seemed 
unhappy  at  being  obliged  to  sit  all  day  on  a 
perch,  and  I  cannot  advise  the  boys  to  follow 
the  example  of  that  bird's  owner,  for  it  is  bad 


enough  to  keep  a  lark,  but  a  swallow  ought 
to  be  an  impossible  cage-bird,  seeing  that  its 
very  conformation  as  well  as  all  its  habits 
utterly  unfit  it  for  fulfilling  such  a  role 

Blackbirds  and  thrushes  are  generally 
tavourites  with  boys,  and  formed  a  numerous 
class,  or  rather  two  numerous  classes  at  the 
Palace,  where  many  of  them  looked  as  un- 
concerned and  were  singing  as  lustily  as  if 
they  had  been  in  their  native  woods  instead 
ot  bemg  exposed  to  the  scrutinising  gaze  of 
hundreds,  perhaps  thousands,  of  human 
eyes. 

Curiously  enough,  there  was  an  albino  or 
purely  white  specimen  of  each  shown.  The 
white  blackbird  was  an  uncommonly  fine 
iellow,  but  was  entered  in  the  catalogue  as  a 
white  meadow  pipit,"  which  was  decidedly 
tunny  ;  the  thrush,  however,  was  soiled  as  to 
his  coat,  and  had  broken  off  his  tail,  which 
detracted  considerably  from  his  personal 
appearance.    There  was  also  a  white  hed.re- 
accentor  which  had  been  given  only  canary 
seed  to  eat,  a  diet  that  for  an  insectivorous 
bird  was  not  appetising,  consequently  its 
appearance  was  anything  but  suggestive  of 
happiness.  A  nearly  white  linnet  was  en-oy- 
I  mg  himself  on  the  same  diet,  but  a  sparrow 
had  evidently  not  become  quite  used  to  ca"e 
ate,  for  it  was  decidedly  ^vild  and  somewhat 
irayed  as  to  wmgs  and  tail.    Cinnamon  larks, 
greenfinches,  and  starlings  there  were,  too 
some  of  them  really  fine  specimens,  and  one 
goldfinch  canary  mule  was  almost  entirely 
black.  ■' 

There  were  some  funny  mistakes  in  the 
catalogue  in  addition  to  the  white  blackbird 
miscalled  a  meadow  pipit,  for  a  grey  wagtail 
wa,s  described  as  a  chiff-chaff,  a  bird  scarcely 
halt  its  size,  and  a  bramblefinch  was  named 
a  reed  sparrow  and  the  latter  a  bramblefinch, 
but  this  may  have  been  a  mere  transposition 
ot  cards,  and  must  not  be  insisted  on. 

There  seemed  to  have  been  some  doubt  in 
the  minds  of  exhibitors  as  to  the  size  of  the 
woodlark,  for  in  the  class  appropriated  to 
birds  not  larger  than  that  incomparable 
songster  were  shorelarks,  snow  buntings,  and  a 
kingfisher,  the  latter  taking  second  prize  in 
spite  of  its  broken  tail,  while  in  the  class  for 
birds  larger  than  the  woodlark  were  also  shore- 
larks  and  snow  buntings.  It  was  curious  that 
the  two  last  should  have  been  also  shown 
and  have  gained  various  distinctions  in  the 
class  for  migratory  birds  other  than  nightin- 
gales and  blackcaps,  so  that  their  exhibitors 
had  an  unfair  advantage  over  the  owners  of 
other  birds,  having  the  choice  of  no  less  than 
three  different  classes  in  which  to  exhibit 
their  specimens. 

The  missel  thrush,  a  remarkably  fine 
species,  was  well  represented,  no  less  than 
SIX  of  them  being  shown,  three  of  whi^h  were 
the  offspring,  or  at  least  the  foster-children 
of  a  grand  old  female  of  the  same  species 
that  has  made  her  appearance  for  several 
yea,rs  at  the  Palace,  and  on  the  last  occasion 
looked  as  well  and  as  handsome  as  ever,  not- 
withstanding her  motherly  cares  extended  to 
blackbirds  and  thrushes,  as  well  as  to  nume- 
rous members  of  her  own  species. 

Several  redwings  and  one  ring  ouzel  were 
the  remaining  representatives  of  the  thrush 
family  at  the  show,  but  presented  no  features 
worthy  of  note  except  that  the  last  was  voted 
in  the  "wrong  class"  among  British  birds 
arger  than  a  woodlark,  where  he  certainly 
had  at  least  as  good  a  right  to  be  placed  as 
a  shore  lark  or  a  snow  bunting,  or  even  as  a 
hawfinch  or  a  crossbill. 

The  nuthatch,  of  which  one  example  was 
shown,  IS  almost  as  unsuitable  for  cage  life  as 
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goldfinch,  linnet,  siskin,  redpoll  (not  redpole' 
good  people  at  the  Palace)  are  typical  house- 
birds,  and  It  seemed  strange  to  see  many 
examples  of  the  two  first  staged  in  the  classes 
devoted  to  foreign  birds ;  though  they  were 
tor  the  most  part  larger  and  brighter  in  colour 
than  their  congeners  of  these  islands. 

The  robins  were  a  numerous  class  and 
looked  well  and  contented  for  the  most  part 
as  they  proved  by  their  lusty  singing,  and 
the  same  can  be  said  for  at  least  one  nightin- 
gale and  several  blackcaps,  not  such  very 
difficult  birds  to  keep  in  confinement  as  might 
at  first  be  supposed. 

_  Some  of  the  starlings,  described  in  one 
instance  as  "the  farmer's  friend,"  were  very 
handsome,  tame,  and  cheerful-looking  fellows 
and  seemed  perfectly  at  home,  rooting  in  their 
food-pans  for  their  favourite  morsels,  which 
they  selected  and  ate  first,  like  a  boy  picking 
out  the  plums  from  his  cake  before  he  makes 
up  his  mind  to  swallow  the  rest  of  it. 

The  chaffinches  were  not  very  remarkable 
either  as  to  number  or  quahty,  though  the 
first  prize  winner  was  an  exception  and  well 
worthy  of  the  honour  lie  was  awarded. 

I  think  that  pretty  well  exhausts  the  list 
of  British  birds,  with  the  exception  of  a  Eoy- 
ston,  or  hooded  crow,  which  obtained  the  third 
prize  notwithstanding  its  painfully  rough  and 
ragged  appearance  and  decided  wildness, 
which  showed  that  it  had  not  long  been  caged,' 
but  was  probably  trapped  during  the  late 
severe  weather. 

It  will  be  gathered  from  the  foregoing  re- 
nrarks  that  any  boy  desirous  of  exhibiting  at 
the  Palace  has  a  considerable  field  in  which 
to  exercise  his  hobby,  no  less  than  73 
classes  being  provided  for  the  exhibition 
of  canaries  and  canary  mules,  16  for  British 
and  2  for  migratory  birds,  a  wealth  of 
classification  that  by  no  means  exhausts  the 
possibilities  for  distinction  set  before  him, 
for  in  addition  there  were  22  classes  for 
foreign  birds,  affordmg  almost  unlimited 
scope  for  competition. 

I  do  not  exactly  know  how  it  is,  but  a 
foreign  bird,  no  matter  whether  it  be  a  giant 
cockatoo  or  a  diminutive  avadavat,  seems  to 
me  to  be  always  more  at  home  in,  and  a 
more  appropriate  inmate  for,  a  cage  than  any 
of  our  British  species,  but  possibly  it  may  be 
because  I  am  more  accustomed  to  see  the 
latter  wild,  for  I  recollect  thinking  in  Aus- 
tralia that  a  rosella  parrakeet  and  a  pair  of 
tree  swallows  were  very  unsuitable  birds  to 
put  in  a  cage.  Circumstances  alter  cases,  it  is 
said,  and  no  doubt  it  may  be  so. 

Cockatoos,  parrots,  and  parrakeets  natu- 
rally formed  the  bulk  of  the  exhibits  in  these 
classes,  but  presented  less  variety  of  species 
than  might  have  been  expected.  A  well- 
known  giant  Moluccan  took  the  first  prize  as 
usual,  and  was  described  in  the  catalogue  as 
a  "  salmon  crested  cock,"  which  seemed 
somewhat  of  a  contradiction  to  the  bird's 
marvellous  imitation  of  the  triumphant 
cackle  of  a  hen  that  has  just  laid  an  egg. 
He  was  not  in  as  good  plumage  as  usual,  and 
had  begun,  I  fancy,  to  nibble  his  plumage,  a 
sad  habit  into  which  most  of  these  fine  birds 
sooner  or  later  fall. 

Goffin's  cockatoo  is  one  of  the  most 
talented  and  beautiful  members  of  its  family, 
and  was  doubly  represented  at  the  Palace, 
one  of  the  two  being  charmingly  tame  and 
gentle,  but  the  other  somewhat  wild  and  shy ; 
I  did  not  hear  either  attempt  to  speak,  and 
fancy  they  were  hens. 

(To  be  continued.) 
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"  T^HE  gro&3  exaggeration  of  the  powers  of  the 
i  locomotive  steam-engine  may  delude 
for  a  time,  but  must  end  in  the  mortification  of 
those  concerned.  We  should  as  soon  expect 
the  people  of  Woolwich  to  suffer  themselves 
to  be  fired  off  by  one  of  Congreve's  ricochet 
rockets,  as  trust  themselves  to  the  mercy  of 
such  a  machine.  We  will  back  old  Father 
Thames  against  the  Woolwich  Railway  for 
any  sum.'' 

If  any  periodical  were  to  talk  in  this 
fashion  nowadays,  its  editor  would  be  set 
down  for  a  lunatic  of  the  deepest  dye,  and 
yet  these  are  the  words  of  the  gi'ave  and 
learned  "Quarterly  Review,"  when  discuss- 
ing the  subject  of  the  railway  which  it  was, 
at  that  time,  proposed  to  make  between 
London  and  Woolwich.  ' 

But,  accustomed  as  we  of  the  present 
generation  are  to  the  thundering  expresses 
which  tear  along,  often  at  the  rate  of  a 
mile  and  more  a  minute,  we  must  not  forget 
that,  when  the  "Quarterly  "  ventured  upon  its 
prophecy,  the  locomotive,  or,  at  any  rate,  the 
practical  locomotive,  was  quite  in  its  infancy, 
and  there  were  few  who  had  any  notion  of 
■what  a  giant  it  would  become  as  it  developed,  ; 
as  it  were,  into  manhood.  ! 

The  first  actual  locomotive  was  un- 
doubtedly that  of  Cugnot,  a  French  officer, 
who,  in  17G9,  built  a  machine  which  was  to 
be  used  for  the  traction  of  artillery.  Its 
career  was,  however,  but  short-lived,  for, 
after  butting  down  a  wall  or  two,  it  toppled 
over  on  its  side,  and  the  Government,  under 
whose  orders  it  had  been  constructed,  there- 
upon took  the  dangerous  toy,  as  they  con- 
sidered it,  away  from  its  inventor,  and  placed 
it  in  the  Conservatoire  des  Arts  et  Metiers, 
Paris,  where  it  is  to-day.  They  gave  him  a 
small  —a  very  small — pension  to  make  up  for  ^ 
its  loss.  Small  as  it  was,  he  did  not  enjoy  it 
long,  for  the  French  Revolution  put  an  end 
to  it  in  the  general  turning  upside  down  of 
everything  which  resulted. 

Cugnot's  machine  had  either  never  been 
heard  of  in  England,  or  it  had  been  altogether 
forgotten.  And,  though  Watt  took  out  a 
patent  for  a  locomotive  engine  in  1784,  he 
stopped  there,  and  never  carried  his  notions 
into  practice.  His  friend  and  assistant, 
Murdoch,  went  a  little  farther,  for  he  made 
a  small  model  of  a  locomotive  which  ran  , 
about  at  a  good  speed  (albeit  in  a  curious  ! 
zig-zag  fashion,  for  the  driving  power  was 
applied  to  one  side  only  of  the  machine),  but 
nothing  practical  ever  came  of  the  inven- 
tion, and  all  he  got  for  his  pains  was  a 
severe  hauling  over  the  coals  from  Watt  for 
thus  "throwing  away  his  time." 

Next,  Richard  Trevithick,  the  talented 
Cornish  captain  of  a  tin  mine  in  his  own 
county,  appears  upon  the  scene.  And 
Trevithick,  if  he  could  only  have  settled 
down  to  one  object,  would  have  acquired  for 
himself  the  honours  and  wealth  which  after- 
wards came  to  George  Stephenson.  But 
Trevithick  was  a  man  with  far  too  many  ' 
irons  in  the  fire.  He  left  his  locomotive  to 
devise  a  Thames  Tunnel,  the  building  of  i 
which  was  commenced  and  never  completed, 
a  marine  engine,  iron  ships,  and  no  end  of 
other  ingenuities,  among  them  being  a 
"  golden "  tower  which  would  have  out- 
Eiffeled  Eiffel  by  sixty  feet  or  more,  and 
with  which  was  to  be  embodied  a  steam  lift, 
an  invention  hitherto  undreamt  of. 

There  can  be  no  doubt,  however,  that 
Trevithick  did  more  for  the  locomotive  than 
any  one  else.  It  was  he  who  introduced  high- 
pressure  steam,  in  spite  of  the  prognostica- 
tions of  everybody  that  his  engines  and 
evei-jiihing  within  reach  would  be  blown  to 
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atoms.  Watt  even  went  so  far  as  to  say 
he  ought  to  have  been  hanged  for  it.  He 
also  was  the  first  to  place  the  furnace  within 
the  boiler,  instead  of  outside,  and  he  very 
nearly  hit  upon  the  great  device  of  the  steam 
blast  (afterwards  discovered  by  Timothy 
Hackworth),  without  which  the  locomotive, 
as  we  know  it,  could  not  have  being,  for  he 
turned  the  exhaust  steam  into  the  chimney 
of  his  engine,  principally,  no  doubt,  with  the 
intention  of  getting  rid  of  the  noise  caused 
by  the  escaping  vapour. 

Trevithick  likewise  made  the  first  practical 
steam  coacli,  which  seems  to  have  answered 
very  well — when  there  was  enough  steam. 
But  there  seldom  was  enough  steam,  for 
want  of  the  aforesaid  blast-pipe,  and  the 
coach  had  to  stop  every  now  and  then  to 
take  breath.  Nevertheless,  it  came  up  from 
Cornwall,  and  ran  about  the  streets  of  London 
for  several  weeks. 

And,  in  1802,  Trevithick  actually  had  a 
locomotive  at  work  upon  a  railway,  dragging 
ten  tons  after  it  at  the  rate  of  five  miles  an 
hour.  It  was  a  crude  affair  certainly,  with 
but  one  cylinder,  and  a  big  fly  wheel  to 
secure  the  rotatory  motion  in  the  crank  at 
the  end  of  each  stroke.  Encom-aged  by  its 
success,  he  built  another  and  better,  which 
he  christened  "  Catch-me-who-can."  This 
he  exhibited  upon  a  circular  track  upon  ground 
at  the  back  of  Euston  Square — then  open 
fields.  A  shilling  was  charged  for  admission 
to  the  enclosure,  and  any  who  were  brave 
enough  could  have  a  ride  into  the  bargain. 
The  engine,  with  the  carriage  attached,  did 
its  15  miles  an  hour ;  but,  one  of  the  rails 
breaking,  it  turned  over  on  its  side,  and  then 
Trevithick,  unfortunately  for  himself  and  for 
humanity  in  general,  gave  up  the  locomotive 
in  a  huff. 

Now  there  came  upon  the  scene  a  host  of 
inventors,  among  whom  William  Hedley, 
Timothy  Hackworth,  and  George  Stephenson 
are  the  most  conspicuous,  each  of  whom 
had  seen  the  locomotive  which  Trevithick 
had  made  for  a  firm  of  colliery  proprietors 
at  Newcastle.  Nor  must  John  Blenkinsop 
be  forgotten,  who,  in  1811,  patenied  his  rack 
or  toothed  rail,  into  which  a  cogged  wheel 
worked.  With  this  appliance  his  engine  was 
equal  to  hauling  a  very  heavy  load,  and  to 
climbing  gradients  quite  beyond  Trevithick's 
locomotive.  But  the  power  in  Blenkinsop's 
engine  was  all  on  one  side,  the  twisting  strain 
continually  broke  the  cogs  and  occasionally 
even  tore  up  the  rails,  and  the  expense  was 
so  great  that  its  use  had  to  be  abandoned. 

In  1813,  William  Brunton  made  an  entire 
departure  from  anything  yet  brought  forward. 
Taking  the  hind  le)?='  of  a  horse  as  his  model, 
he  constructed  a  ve.  y  ingenious  arrangement, 
by  which  a  couple  of  long  levers  pressed 
alternately  upon  the  ground  behind  the  loco- 
motive, and  so  drove  it  forward.  Unluckily,  the 
driver  of  Brunton's  engine,  anxious  to  prove 
its  powers,  loaded  the  safety  valve  with  the 
object  of  getting  plenty  of  steam,  and  the  result 
was  that  the  engine,  its  driver,  and  several 
unfortunate  spectators  were  blown  to  pieces. 

Many  other  strange  devices  were  tried,  in 
which,  for  the  most  part,  cog  wheels  and  end- 
less chains  were  mixed  up  after  an  amazingly 
intricate  fashion;  and  all  this  time  every  inven- 
tor was  under  the  extraordinary  delusion  that 
something  was  needed  beyond  its  own  weight 
to  give  the  engine  sufficient  grip  upon  the  rails 
to  drag  a  load  after  it.  Even  that  universal 
mechanical  genius,  Trevithick,  roughened  the 
driving  wheels  of  his  engine  with  this  object. 

But  it  occurred  to  Hedley,  as  it  ought  to 
have  occurred  to  anyone  who  had  anything 
to  do  with  the  locomotive,  to  try  an  experi- 


ment. He  constructed  a  truck,  the  wheels 
of  which  could  be  turned  by  manual  power. 
A  couple  of  men  were  placed  at  each  wheel, 
the  truck  was  loaded  with  weights,  and,  to  his 
delight,  despite  its  smooth  wheels,  he  saw  it 
drag  behind  it  a  load  of  many  tons.  Here  was 
one  of  the  great,  though  imaginary,  difficulties 
of  locomotive  traction  got  rid  of  once  and  for 
ever,  as  the  far-famed  "  Puffing  Billy,"  which 
he  presently  constructed,  abundantly  proved. 

Then  Stephenson  set  to  work  and  built  his 
first  engine,  which  turned  out  a  dead  failure. 
However,  he  built  others  with  a  better  result, 
until  he  produced  the  world-celebrated 
"  Rocket  "  which  made  his  fortune. 

This  brings  us  to  the  famous  trial  of  loco- 
motives at  Bainhill  on  the  Liverpool  and 
Manchester  Railway  in  1829,  when  a  reward 
of  i.'500  was  offered  for  the  engine  which 
should  consume  its  own  smoke,  draw  three 
times  its  own  weight,  and  attain  a  speed  of 
ten  miles  an  hour.  Four  engines  entered  for 
the  competition,  Stephenson's  "Rocket," 
Hackworth's  "  Sanspareil,"  Braithwaite  and 
Ericsson's  "  Novelty,"  and  Burstall's  "  Perse- 
verance." The  "Perseverance,"  having  met 
with  an  accident,  withdrew  from  the  compe- 
tition. 

The  "  Novelty  "  was  first  favourite  on  ac- 
count of  its  neat  appearance.  It  had  no  blast 
pipe,  and  it  dispensed  with  the  overwhelming 
deformity  of  the  early  locomotive,  the  chim- 
ney, a  pair  of  bellows  being  used  to  create 
a  blast.  The  "  Sanspareil  "  had  the  blast  pipe, 
and  it  is  a  question  whether  Hackworth 
did  not  a  little  overdo  it,  for  the  blast  was 
so  powerful  that  the  burning  coke  was  thrown 
out  of  the  top  of  the  chimney,  causing  a  tre- 
mendous consumption  of  fuel.  His  engine, 
however,  did  its  twenty-three  miles  an  hour, 
until  something  went  wrong  with  the  boiler, 
putting  an  end  to  its  performance.  The 
"  Novelty  "  also  broke  down,  and  the 
"Rocket"  was  the  only  competitor  which 
survived  the  trial. 

This  accomplished  a  speed  of  over  twenty- 
four  miles  an  hour.  Its  success  was  duo 
principally  to  its  twenty-five  copper  tubes, 
running  from  the  furnace  through  the  boiler, 
a  suggestion  of  Mr.  Henry  Booth,  the  trea- 
surer of  the  Liverpool  and  Manchester  Rail- 
way Company,  and  to  Hackworth's  blast  pipe, 
hurriedly  added  to  the  engine  -the  evening 
before  the  trial. 

The  other  great  event  in  connection  with 
the  early  days  of  the  railway,  was  the  opening 
of  the  Stockton  and  Darlington  Line  in  1825, 
when,  such  was  the  general  ignorance  v/ith 
regard  to  the  powers  of  the  locomotive,  that  a 
man  on  horseback  went  ahead  with  a  red  flag 
to  clear  the  track,  but  he  disappeared  very 
shortly  as  the  engine  ("  Locomotive  No.  1  ") 
developed  a  dangerous  speed.  The  opening 
of  the  Liverpool  and  Manchester  Railway,  the 
greatest  undertaking  up  to  that  date — 1830 
— was  marred  by  an  unfortunate  accident, 
Mr.  Huskisson,  the  then  Home  Secretary, 
being  knocked  down  and  run  over  by  the 
"  Rocket."  He  was  placed  on  board  the 
"  Northumbrian,"  and  driven  by  George 
Stephenson  at  the  rate  of  thirty-six  miles  an 
hour — a  marvellous  speed  it  was  considered 
—  to  Eccles  parsonage,  fifteen  miles  away, 
where  he  died  the  same  evening. 

Our  remaining  illustration  gives  us  an  early 
railway  train,  in  which  goods  and  passengers 
are  mixed,  as  was  the  case  on  some  lines. 
The  first-class  carriages,  it  will  be  noticed, 
are  exactly  on  the  model  of  the  stage-coach, 
guard  and  all.  In  fact,  until  wisdom  had 
been  learnt  by  sad  disaster,  the  railways 
were  ti'eated  like  common  roads,  and  the 
trains  like  ordinary  stage  coaches. 
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BIRTH   OF  THE   LOCOMOTIVE.— (See  page  4i3.) 


445 


THE   "BOY'S  OWN"   DINNER-GONG,   OE  CALL-BELL:    AND  HOW  TO  MAKE  IT. 

By  H.  F.  Hobden, 

Author  of  '■'How  to  Build  a  Rowing  Punt."  "  Boij's  Own  Model  Locomotive"  etc. 


5I0XG  the 
many  or- 
naments 
and  nick- 
nacks  with 
which  it  is 
the  fashion 
to  decorate 
the  table, 
the  din- 
ner -  gong, 
or  call- 
bell,  holds 

a  useful  and  often  a  prominent  place,  and 
I  think  its  general  usefulness  is  the^  real 
reason  of  its  being  manufactured  in  _  so 
many  different  shapes  and  forms,  as,  being 
something  more  than  a  simple  ornament,  it 
tinds  a  ready  sale  both  at  home  and  abroad. 

Bells  are  a  very  ancient  invention  for  pro- 
ducing a  melodious  sound,  and  although  the 
tone  of  our  modern  bells  may  be  no  improve- 
ment on,  or  perhaps  not  equal  to,  that  of 
the  earlier  ones,  still  we  have  improved  the 
system  of  striking  or  ringing  them  by  me- 
chanical, pneumatic,  and  electrical  means. 

In  many  old-fashioned  country  houses  built 
a  hundred  years  or  so  ago,  it  is  no  uncommon 
thing  to  find  that,  even  up  to  the  present 
time,  they  have  never  been  fitted  up  with 
bells  of  any  description.  How  the  people 
managed  in  days  gone  by  without  house- bells 
it  is  difficult  to  imagine,  surrounded  as  we 
now  are  by  electrical,  pneumatic,  and  wire 
bells,  handbells,  bicycle,  muffin,  and  patent 
bells  of  all  descriptions. 

Well,  living  in  one  of  those  old-fashioned 
houses  myself,  I  had  occasion  for  a  call-bell, 
and  preferring  to  make  things  for  myself 
when  practicable,  I  designed  and  built  one 
which  I  have  shown  at  the  commencement 
of  this  paper,  and  thinking  that  there  are 
many  boys  who  would  take  an  interest  in 
making  such  a  thing  for  themselves,  I  pro- 


pose giving  a  few  in- 
structions to  enable 
any  one  to  easily 
accomplish  this. 

The  mechanism  is 
very  simple,  and 
there  will  be  little 
difficulty  if  the  requi- 
site measurements, 
which  I  will  give  as 
we  go  on,  are  strictly 
adhered  to  ;  you  will 
then  have  a  bell 
which  will  not  only 
work  beautifully,  but 
will  also  be  an  orna- 
ment fit  to  stand  on 
any  table  or  side- 
board; and  as  most 
of  it  is  made  of  oak  it  is  very  strong,  and 
with  ordinary  care  will  last  for  many  years. 

You  will  see  from  the  drawing  that  it  is 
intended  to  represent  a  "ship's  steering 
wheel,"  supported  as  usual  by  the  chain-ease 
or  cover  which,  in  this  instance,  is  used  as 
a  case  for  the  bell  or  gong  to  be  struck,  a,nd 
completely  hides  it,  so  that  there  is  nothing 
visible  to  take  away  from  the  idea  of  a  ship  s 

The  whole  is  mounted  on  a  base  of  oak, 
with  four  small  round  feet  to  raise  it  from 
the  table  cover  and  enable  the  bell  to  sound 

clearly.  .  ,  i 

The  actual  cost  of  materials  will  amount 
to  very  httle,  as  the  quantity  required  is  so 
small,  and  simply  consists  of  some  pieces  of 
oak  plank  costing  about  Is.,  mahogany  ditto, 
6fZ.,  one  small  piece  of  boxwood,  3rf.,  some 
odd  pieces  of  iron  and  brass,  value  about  Is., 
and  a  small  bell  or  gong  costing  Gd. 

I  have  put  down  approximate  prices,  whicli 
may  vary  slightly  in  different  places,  but  the 
whole  of  the  materials  should  not  cost  more 
than  5s. ;  it  is  the  time  which  must  neces- 
sarily be  spent  in  working  the  raw  materia 
up  to  shape  which  gives  the  value  to  small 
articles  of  this  kind.  . 

Most  of  the  diagrams  of  the  various  parts 
I  have  drawn  to  the  "exact  size"  of  the 
pieces  required,  so  that  they  may  therefore 
be  easily  traced  over  to  get  the  correct  shape  ; 
but  in  some  few  instances,  where  the  drawings 
would  have  taken  up  too  much  space  if  kept 
the  exact  size,  I  have  given  the  correct 
measurements,  so  that  they  may  be  easily 
enlarged.  A  few  of  the  parts  require  to  be 
turned,  which  you  must  get  done  if  you  have 
no  lathe  ;  but  now  there  are  so  many  small 
and  cheap  lathes  on  the  market,  it  is  a  pity 
that  any  boy  with  a  mechanical  bent  should 
be  without  such  a  generally  useful  tool,  and 
I  shall  therefore  take  it  for  granted  that  you 
are  the  happy  possessor  of  one,  saya2A-inch 


centre  bench  lathe,  on  which  you  will  be 
able  to  do  some  metal  turning  as  well  as 
small  woodwork.  And  now,  these  few  prehmi- 
naries  being  arranged,  we  will  start  work. 

It  would  be  as  well  to  commence  with  the 
construction  of  the  wheel  itself,  and  this 
should  be  buiU  up  properly  with  spokes  and 
rim  in  the  usual  way. 

Take  some  slips  of  mahogany  four  inches 
long  by  about  half  an  inch  square  (a  bit  of  ^- 
inch  mahogany  plank  sawn  up  into  strips 
will  do  nicely),  and  you  will  require  eight 
pieces,  which  must  then  be  planed  down  quite 
accurately  to  a  perfect  square  of  5  of  an  inch. 

Each  piece  must  then  be  centre-marked  at 
the  ends  and  mounted  in  the  lathe  between 
a  wood  chuck  and  the  back  centre,  and  care- 
fully turned  up  to  the  shape  of  Fig.  1,  leaving 


the  part  marked  a  f  square,  as  it  must  fit 
the  rim  of  the  wheel,  while  b  forms  one  of  the 
handles. 

The  portion  c,  which  is  intended  to  fit 
into  the  hub  of  the  wheel,  should  be  left  a 
good  i  in  diameter  and  a  base  i-inch  deep. 

When  you  have  turned  one,  finish  it  ofi 
with  sand-paper,  or  glass-cloth,  and  then 
proceed  with  the  next,  taking  great  care  to 
make  it  the  same  length,  and  that  the 
squared  portion  a  is  the  proper  distance 
from  c,  or  you  will  have  the  wheel  not  a 
true  circle  w-hen  you  put  it  together,  which 
will  give  endless  annoyance  and  bother. 

(To  be  continued.) 
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THE  CRICKET  SEASONS  OF   1890  AND  1891. 


A  GLANCE  at  our  usual  table  of  cricket 
/a  fixtures  for  the  coming  season  will  show 
that  for  the  fiist  time  for  many  years  there 
will  be  out  and  home  matches  between 
Middlesex  and  Sussex.  The  season  of  1891 
will  thus  see  a  complete  series  between  the 
eight  first-class  counties,  and  with  the  com- 
plete record  we  shall  have  a  much  fairer  test 
of  their  relative  merit.  Each  county  will 
play  fourteen  matches,  and  the  position  will 
be  fixed  in  the  way  that  proved  so  satisfac- 
tory last  year,  by  which  the  draws  were 
Ignored  and  the  losses  deducted  from  the 
wins. 

Another  interesting  feature  of  the  new 
season  will  be  a  visit  from  the  Americans,  for 


PART  I. 

est  and  most  unsuccessful  we  have  yet  had. 
It  lost  more  matches  than  it  won,  and  its 
few  wins  were  with  two  exceptions  either 
over  second-class  elevens  whose  defeat  was 
predicted  beforehand,  or  they  were  due  to 
pure  good  fortune.  Out  of  the  thirty-eight 
matches  played  nine  were  drawn,  and  the 
thirteen  wins  were  over  Warwickshire, 
Oxford  University,  Stafi'ordshire's  eleven, 
Leicestershire,  Staffordshire,  a  North  of 
England  eleven,  Sussex,  Lord  Sheffield's 
eleven,  Surrey,  Lancashire,  Kent,  Gloucester- 
shire, and  Lord  Londesborough's  eleven  at 
Scarborough.  Of  these  wins  the  onlvtwo  in 
which  the  wicket  played  true  throughout 
were  those  at  the  Oval  and  Scarborough,  and 


j  not  so  good  as  of  old,  was,  both  to  look  at 
I  and  on  results,  the  best  man  of  the  tearn. 
This  was  Murdoch's  fifth  appearance.  In 
1878  his  average  was  13,  in  1880  it  was 
25,  in  1882  it  was  30,  in  1884  it  was  30,  in 
1890  it  was  23.  As  in  all  these  Australian 
visits,  the  averages  look  very  small  when 
compared  with  those  of  the  other  side. 
There  were  fifteen  in  the  team— Lyons,  Mur- 
doch, Trott,  Blackham,  Walters,  Jones, 
Turner,  Barrett,  Ferris,  Gregory,  Charlton, 
Burn,  Trumble,  Pope,  and  fioyle  ;  and  their 
averages  were  in  order,  23,  22,  19  17  15 
15,  15,  14,  12,  12,  10,  10,  8,  1,  3.  'ihe 
averages  of  the  first  fifteen  Englishmen  who 
played  against  them  were  57,  46,  43,  38,  29, 


NAMES. 

GLOUCESTEI!. 

Kent. 

Lanxashire. 

Middlesex. 

NOTTIXGHAM. 

Surrey. 

j  Sussex. 

Tl-IRKSIIIRE. 

Glo  UCES I  i;r,s  iiiR  E 

Bristol, 
May  18. 

Canterbury, 
August  3'. 

Bristol, 
July  13. 

Manchester, 
July  23. 

Lord's, 
June  18. 

Cheltenham, 
August  20. 

Nottingham, 
July  30. 

Clifton, 
August  24. 

Oval, 
June  4. 

Clifton, 
August  10. 

Brighton, 
June  8. 

Clifton, 
August  6. 

Bristol, 
June  25. 

Sheffield, 
July  27. 

Kent  . 

Bristol, 
May  18. 

Canterbury, 
August  3. 

Liverpool, 
June  4. 

Gravesend, 
August  17. 

Lord's, 
May  21. 

Beckenham, 
June  25. 

Tonbridge, 
July  23. 

Nottingham, 
August  20. 

Canterbury, 
August  C". 

Oval, 
August  27. 

Tonbridge, 
July  2. 

Brighton, 
August  10. 

Maidstone, 
August  13. 

Leeds, 
August  24. 

LAXCASEinE        .        .  .J 

Bristol, 
July  13. 

Manchester, 
July  23. 

Liverpool, 
June  4. 

Gravesend, 
August  17. 

Lord's, 
June  11. 

Manchester, 
July  la. 

Nottingham, 
June  25. 

Manchester, 
August  13. 

Manchester, 
May  21. 

Oval, 
August  20. 

Manchester, 
May  28. 

Brighton, 
August  24. 

Bradford, 
June  15. 

Manchester, 
July  30. 

Middlesex  .      .  J 

Lord's, 
June  18. 

Cheltenham, 
August  20. 

Lord's, 
May  21. 

Beckenham, 
June  25. 

Lord's, 
June  11. 

Manchester, 
July  16. 

Lord's, 
June  8. 

Nottingham, 
August  27. 

Oval, 
June  15. 

Lord's, 
August  17. 

Brighton, 
■July  20. 

Lord's, 
August  13. 

Lord'.-i, 
June  4. 

■  Sheffield, 
August  10. 

NOTTIXGHAMSniKE     .        .  J 

Nottingham, 
July  30. 

Clifton. 
August  24. 

Tonbridge, 
July  23. 

Nottingham, 
August  20. 

Nottingham, 
June  25. 

Manchester, 
August  13. 

Lord's, 
J une  8. 

Nottingham, 
August  27. 

Nottingham, 
May  18. 

Oval, 
August  3. 

Brighton, 
July  9. 

Nottingham,  ■ 
July  16. 

Nottingham, 
Juue  11. 

Sheffield, 
July  13. 

Surrey      ,     .      .  J 

Oval, 
June  4. 

Clifton, 
August  10. 

Canterbuiy, 
August  6. 

Oval, 
August  27. 

Manchester, 
May  21. 

Oval, 
August  20. 

Oval, 
June  15. 

Lord's, 
■  August  17. 

Nottingham, 
May  18. 

Oval, 
August  3. 

Biighton, 
July  13. 

Oval, 
July  27. 

Sheffield, 
June  22. 

Oval, 
July  IC. 

Sussex  

Brighton, 
June  8. 

Clifton, 
August  6. 

Tonbridge, 
July  2. 

Brighton, 
August  10. 

Manchester, 
May  28. 

Brighton, 
August  24. 

Brighton, 
July  20. 

Lord's, 
August  13. 

Brighton, 
July  9. 

Nottingham, 
July  16. 

Brighton, 
July  13. 

Oval, 
July  27. 

Dewsbury, 
June  1. 

Brighton, 
August  17. 

YonK.sniRE  .      .     .      .  1 

Bristol, 
June  25. 

Shefflekl, 
July  27. 

Maidstone, 
August  13. 

Leeds, 
August  24. 

Bradford, 
June  15. 

Manchester, 
July  30.  1 

Lord's, 
June  4. 

Sheffield, 
August  10. 

Nottingham, 
June  11. 

Sheffield, 
July  13. 

Sheffield, 
June  22.  | 

Oval, 
July  16. 

Dewsbury, 
June  1." 

Brighton, 
August  17. 

whom  a  long  programme  has  been  arranged, 
beginning  at  Birmingham  on  May  11,  and 
ending  at  Scarborough  on  August  24. 
Between  these  dates  the  Americans  will 
meet  most  of  the  first-class  counties,  many 
of  the  second-class  counties,  both  the 
Universities,  and  the  M.C.C.,  so  that  the 
trial  will  be  rather  a  high  one.  How  the 
Americans  will  shape  is  doubtful.  Some  day 
we  shall  have  a  team  from  across  the 
Atlantic  that  will  do  as  well  as  the  Austra- 
lians of  the  past  have  done,  but  that  may 
not  be  for  some  time,  and  even  if  the 
Americans  meet  with  the  fortune  of  the 
Australians  of  1890  they  will  do  better  than 
any  of  their  Philadelphian  predecessors. 
Last  year's  Australiun  team  was  the  weak- 


at  both  the  visitors  were  much  above  their 
usual  form.  At  the  Oval  match  in  particu- 
lar their  play  was  as  good  as  Australian  play 
has  ever  been,  and  it  was  worth  going  miles 
to  see  how  thoroughly  well  the  eleven  worked 
together  and  overmatched  Suirey  at  all 
points.  Of  course,  the  "  going  miles  to  see  " 
is  a  delicate  innuendo  that  those  who  did 
not  go  the  miles,  namely  the  South  London- 
ers, were  not  quite  as  pleased  at  the  perform- 
ance as  the  rest  of  the  spectators.  That 
the  Australians  would  at  last  be  defeated  by 
a  Surrey  eleven  was  confidently  anticipated, 
and  few  expected  that  a  team  which  normally 
consisted  of  one  bat,  a  wicket  keep  and  two 
bowlers,  would  work  up  so  well. 
The  bat  was  W.  L.  Mui'doch,  who,  though 


26,  25,  25,  24,  22,  21,  21,  19,  19,  18,  being  a 
general  average  to  Australia  of  19,  to  England 
of  29.  As  with  the  batting  so  with  the 
bowling.  The  Australian  averages  were — 
Turner  12,  Ferris  13,  Charlton  19,  Trumble 
21,  Lyons  23,  Trott  26  ;  the  English  averages 
of  the  first  six  were— 9,  10,  10,  11.  12,  12; 
being  a  general  average  to  Australia  of  19 
and  to  England  of  11.  These  figures  are 
from  all  matches ;  dealing  with  represen- 
tative matches  alone,  the  results  would  tell 
still  more  unfavourably  against  Australia. 

Blackham  was  of  course  superb  at  the 
wicket ;  he  always  is.  In  thirty-eight  matches 
he  stumped  thirty-one  and  caught  forty-two. 
In  Turner  and  Ferris  the  team  had  two  really 
line  bowlers,  and  in  Trott  and  Barrett  two 
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rather  good  bats.  And  the  rest  were  pure 
disappointing  tail.  Financially  the  trip  was 
a  success,  so  it  was  socially,  but  in  a  cricket 
sense  it  seemed  a  pity  that  the  men  should 
have  come  so  far  to  do  so  little. 

Some  of  them  came  to  stay.  Murdoch  is 
reported  to  be  qualifying  for  Sussex,  Ferris 
is  qualifying  for  Gloucestershire,  Barrett  has 
also  remained  here  ;  and  these  will  probably 
appear  in  the  county  elevens  of  a  year  hence 
just  as  Spofforth  now  does  for  Derbyshire. 

And  this  brings  us  to  the  classification  of 
the  counties  arrived  at  on  August  11  last  at 
the  meeting  at  the  Oval.  It  was  then  pro- 
posed that  there  should  be  eight  first-class 
counties,  those  we  have  given  in  our  table  ; 
eight  second-class,  being  Warwickshire, 
Derbyshire,  Leicestershire,  Somersetshire, 
Hampshire,  Essex,  Staffordshire,  and  Che- 
shire ;  and  eight  third-class,  being  Hertford, 
Northampton,  Norfolk,  Lincoln,  Northumber- 
land, Devon,  Durham,  and  Glamorgan.  These 
groups  were  to  play  amongst  themselves  dur- 
ing the  coKiing  year,  and  in  1892  and  subse- 
quent years  the  lowest  in  the  first-class  was 
to  play  the  highest  in  the  second,  and  the 
lowest  in  the  second  the  highest  in  the  third, 
so  as  to  afford  a  means  of  ascent  and  descent 
among  the  classes.  This  was  a  very  pretty 
scheme,  but  it  was  voted  much  too  slow  by 
the  enterprising  second-class  counties,  more 
especially  as  one  of  them,  Somersetshire, 
happened  to  carry  everything  before  it  last 
year ;  and  at  the  meeting  of  the  Cricket 
Council  in  December  the  dispute  grew  so  hot 
that  the  Council  suspended  itself  sine  die, 
and  practically  dissolved.  For  the  time, 
therefore,  the  classification  scheme  is  in 
abeyance.  It  is  clear,  however,  that  some- 
thing will  be  done,  probably  on  the  lines  sug- 
gested in  August,  although  there  are  a  good 
many  who  will  appreciate  the  sound  sense  of 
Dr.  W.  G.  Grace's  advice  to  those  wishing 
to  become  first-class  :  '•  \Yant  to  become  a 
first-class  county  ?  Then  do  as  Gloucester- 
shire did  and  win  all  your  matches,  and 
then  first-class  elevens  will  be  glad  to  play 
with  you,  and  if  you  beat  them  you  will  be 
recognised  as  first-class  whether  they  like  it 
or  not !  "  It  is  obvious  that,  ring  or  no  ring, 
nothing  will  save  Sussex  from  the  fate  of 
Derbyshire,  if  the  team  is  to  lose  match  after 
match  every  year  in  the  way  it  has  been 
doing.  Old  as  a  county  may  be,  and  glorious 
as  may  have  been  its  successes,  it  cannot 
exist  for  ever  on  its  past  reputation. 

( To  be  continued.) 


OUR  OPEN  COLUMN. 


POOR  FELLOW,  POOR  FELLOW! 
OH,  ■J'HJC  PUnUC  SCHOOL  BOY. 
[Being  a  fruijnient   of  the  unpublished  opera  of  the 
WOIIKAIIDI),  with  apologies  to  W.  S.  Gilbert,  Esq.] 
By  a  HiGHiiAjj;  Gr.AMM.ui  School  Master. 

At  Iiis  desk  sat  a  sclioolboj-,  dejected  and  sad, 
Poor  fellow, 

For  Ills  choice  Latin  Verse  was  atrociously  bad, 
Poor  fellow  ; 

Was  it  weakness  of  intellect,  sore  thongli  he  tried. 
Or  a  bagful  of  nuts  in  his  little  inside? 
01),  I  cannot   tell  wliich— but   I   know   that  he 
sighed — 

Poor  fellow  ! 

He  scored  it  all  out,  and  began  it  once  more, 
Poor  follow. 

But  the  verses  turned  out  to  be  worse  than  before, 
Poor  fellow. 

For  the  lines  wouldn't  scan  and  false  concords  arose, 
And  he  only  achieved  untranslatable  prose, 
So  the  Ijoy  fell  asleep,— ami  forgot  all  his  woes, 
Poor  fellow  ! 


And  now  in  his  dream  a  queer  vision  ensued. 

Poor  fellow  ; 
For  the  verbs  all  assume  a  saltatory  mood. 

Poor  fellow  ; 

And  the  nouns  and  the  adjectives  join  in  the  dance. 
And  tlie  consonants  bow,  as  the  vowels  advance, 
But  of  partners  the  vocative  *  hadn't  a  chance, 
Poor  fellow  ! 

Then  the  supper-bell  rang,  and  they  left  him  by  pairs, 
I'oor  fellow. 

Save  a  stout  interjection,  shut  out  on  the  stairs. 
Poor  fellow. 

And  the  verb  gave  her  arm  to  the  nominative  case. 
And  a  neat  little  sentence  was  made  to  say  grace, 
And  a  small  preposition  got  pushed  from  his  X'lace, 
Poor  fellow  ! 

Then  he  woke— for  that  summons  was  ringing  for 
school. 

Poor  fellow. 

And  he  felt  he'd  be  punished  for  breaking  the  rule, 
Poor  fellow ; 

So  he  hurriedly  picked  up  his  books  and  his  slate, 
Aud  ran  off  to  school  at  a  marvellous  rate, 
Aud  he  got  impositioned  for  coming  in  late, 
Poor  fellow  ! 

Now  I'll  give  you  a  moral  for  any  one  here, 
Poor  fellow. 

Who's  a  little  alarmed  when  a  verse-night  is  near. 

Poor  fellow  ; 
Just  take  my  advice,  for  you'll  find  it  is  best. 
If  you  want  to  succeed,  or  in  slumber  to  rest, 
Never  eat  any  grub  that  you  cannot  digest. 

Poor  fellow  1 

*  "The  vocative  standeth  outside  the  sentence." 


HOW  A  FORTUNE  WAR  MADE. 

A  Scotch  relative  tells  me  of  tlie  oriHin  of  his  inheri- 
tance, dating  from  Tudor  times  ;  it  was  so  unique, 
possibly  the  rec'ord  ma_v  find  admittance  in  the  pages  of 
the  "  Boy's  Own  Paper." 

David  Kinloch  was  the  name  of  the  hero  of  this 
iiajier,  a  clo^c,  calculating,  if  scientific  siu'geon,  of  days 
w!ie)i  travelling  was  a  closed  book  to  the  majority  of 
youthful  men.  This,  however,  proved  no  bar  to  the 
ambitious  longings  of  young  Uavid,  who  took  passage 
in  a  sailing  ship  as  soon  as  his  medical  education 
was  accomplished.  Driven  by  contrary  winds,  his  ship 
laboured  heavily  in  mid  ticean  and  was  liiially  driven 
in  the  teeth  of  a  gale  to  take  refugL'  in  L'athDlic  Spain. 
Here  for  some  months  he  wandered,  viewing  foreign 
cities  with  a  stranger's  eye,  making  inquiries,  joining 
foreign  gatherings,  picking  uy)  new  treatments  and 
wonderfid  remedies.  In  due  time  Daviil  Kinloch  was 
haled  before  the  all-powcrful  Intpiisition,  just  then  at 
the  very  acme  of  its  strength  ami  importance.  Con- 
demnation followed,  and  David  KijiltKdi  found  himself 
thrown  into  prison,  where  he  remained  for  months  and 
years,  forgotten  altogether,  even  by  Ins  accusers. 

His  exercise  was  limited  to  the  prison  yard,  his 
conversation  was  nil,  for  neither  he  nor  his  gaolers 
coidd  converse  through  the  little  hole  on  a  level  with 
his  prison  floor,  througli  wdiich  his  food  was  daily 
thrust.  One  day,  however,  being  at  e.xercise,  he  over- 
heard an  animated  conversation  outside  his  prison  wall 
in  French,  between  some  high  officials  who  were 
discussing  the  critical  illness  of  the  head  of  the 
Inquisition  in  the  capital  of  Spain.  From  the  symp- 
toms described,  David  felt  sure  that  the  malady  was  an 
obscure  one,  with  which  he,  however,  was  very  fully 
acquainted.  How  could  he,  being  a  prisoner  and  a 
foreigner,  make  petition  to  be  allowed  to  exercise  his 
skill.  He  shouted  out,  he  called  to  the  gentlemen 
whose  voices  he  hail  overheard  to  give  him  a  hearing, 
but  at  that  moment  had  the  misfortune  to  hear  their 
footsteps  dying  away  in  the  distance- 
That  night,  as  he  sat  brooding  over  his  confine- 
ment, disconsolate  within  his  lonely  cell,  a  soft 
purring  sound  made  him  look  up ;  a  black  cat,  the 
prison  cat,  was  rubbing  its  sleek  sides  against  his  legs. 
The  thought  struck  him  in  a  minute,  as  it  has  done 
thousands  of  other  men  before  and  since  ;  he  knew  his 
fortune  was  made.  On  a  bit  of  white  rag  he  wrote  in 
Latin  that  he,  David  Kinloch,  being  at  present  in  the 
prison  of  the  Holy  Inquisition,  had  a  cure  for  the  illness 
of  the  Inquisitor-General.  Might  the  reader  of  the 
label  send  for  him,  he  could  cure  that  mortal  illness. 
Tying  the  label  round  the  cat's  neck  he  chased  her  over 
his  garden  wall.  He  had  struck  oil ;  in  the  course  of 
the  following  day  the  cat  was  observed,  the  label  was 
read.  David  was  sent  for  out  of  the  prison  ;  yet  more, 
he  cured  the  Holy  Inquisitor-General.  He  was  set  at 
liberty,  greatly  enriched  ;  he  returned  quickly  vid 
France,  to  Scotland,  making  still  more  wonderful 
cures.  In  Perthshire  they  say  his  wealth  was  so  great 
he  purchased  many  valuable  lauds,  married  an  heiress, 
and  from  an  obscure  surgeon  became  a  very  great 
landholder.  He  laid  the  origin  of  a  Baronetcy  wdiieh 
was  involved  in  the  confiscations  of  the  "  '45,"  but  has 
now  again  resumed  its  title  and  its  acres. 

To  tins  day  I  believe  there  has  always  been  a  David 
Kialoeh. 


OUR  NOTE  BOOK. 

The  World's  Navies  in  1891. — Lloyd's 
"  War-ships  of  the  World  "  contains  tables 
showing  the  value  and  extent  of  the  mer- 
I  chaint  shipping  and  commerce  of  the  principal 
i  countries,  in  relation  to  their  respective  war- 
navies.    The  British  Empire  possesses  (;,40c» 
merchant  steamers,  of  a  gross  tonnage  of 
;  8.235,854,  and  5,668  merchant  sailing-vessels, 
j  of  a  net  tonnage  of  3,361,252.    The  approxi- 
!  mate  value    of    this    merchant-navy  is 
I  i.110,000,000.    There  are  also  523  war-ves- 
sels of  all  kinds.    The  United  States  have 
416  steamers,  of  517,394  tons,  and  2,856 
sailing-vessels,    of    1,306,488    tons,  worth 
£8,400,000;   the  war-fleet  consists  of  71 
vessels.     France    has    526    steamers,  of 
809,598  tons,  and  854   sailing-vessels,  of 
235,504  tons,  worth  .t'9,700,000  ;  the  ships  of 
war  number  22G.  Germany  has  741  steamers 
of  928,911  tons,  and  1,135  sailing-vessels,  of 
640,400  tons,  worth  ,112,700,000;  the  ships 
of  war  number  109.    Italy  has  212  steamers, 
of  300,625  tons,  and  1,343  sailing-vessels,  of 
515,942  tons,  worth  .£4,400,000  ;  its  war-fleet 
is  137  vessels.    Itussia  has  236  steamers,  of 
156,070  tons,   and   945   sailing-vessels  of 
271,265  tons,  worth  £2,300,000;   her  war- 
navy  numbers  102  siiips.    These  figures  for 
merchant-steamers    aud  sailing-vessels  do 
not  include  craft  of  less  than  100  tons. 

A  B.\KD  OF  Indians  Att.vckeh  by  Wolves. — 
What  a  winter  this  has  been  to  be  sure,  all 
over  the  world  !  Towards  the  end  of  January 
a  band  of  Indians,  encamped  on  the  shore  of 
i  Lake  Winnii5eg,  were  attacked  by  a  pack  of 
I  two  hundred  ravenous  wolves.  Eighteen 
men,  women,  and  children  were  devoured  by 
the  animals,  only  two  men  escaping  to  tell 
,  the  awful  fate  of  their  companions. 

And  What  Then  ? — A  story  has  come  down 
I  to  ns  of  Philip  de  Neri,  a  worthy  of  the  six- 
teenth century.  A  young  man,  a  student  in 
a  famous  Italian  University,  came  running 
i  to  him  one  day  with  joyful  face,  to  tell 
him  of  his  hopes  and  aims  for  I'fe.  He  had 
entered  the  law  school  because  of  its  wide 
reputation,  and  would  spare  no  pains  to  get 
through  his  studies  as  soon  as  possible. 
"  Well,"  answered  the  saint,  "  when  you  have 
i  got  through  with  your  course  of  study,  what 
do  you  mean  to  do  ?  "  "  Then  I  shall  take 
my  doctor's  degree,"'  answered  the  young 
man.  "And  then'?"  asked  Philip.  "And 
then  I  shall  have  a  number  of  difficult  ques- 
tions to  manage,  and  shall  catch  people's 
notice  by  my  eloquence,  my  learning,  and 
my  acuteness,  and  gain  great  reputation." 
"  And  then  '?  "  repeated  Philip.  "  And  then, 
why  there  can  be  no  question  but  that  I  shall 
be  promoted  to  some  high  office,  and  shall 
make  money  and  shall  grow  rich."  "  And 
then  !"  repeated  Philip.  "And  then,  then, 
I  shall  be  comfortably  situated  with  wealth 
and  dignity."  "And  then?"  persisted 
Philip.  "And  then,  then— then  I  shall  die." 
Here  Philip  raised  his  voice,  "And  what 
tJien?"  Whereupon  the  young  man  made 
no  answer,  but  cast  down  his  eyes  and  went 
away.  Eight  enough,  surely,  all  such  high 
ambition  and  looking  forward.  Pity  the 
young  before  whose  face  there  flames  and 
flashes  no  high  ideal,  even  for  this  passing 
life.  But  if  it  stop  there,  if  the  ideal  for  this 
life  be  not  of  such  sort  that  it  can  be  the 
ideal  for  the  other  too ;  if  to  the  inevitable 
question,  "  And  what  then  ?  "  for  that  other 
life,  there  be  no  other  answer  than  that  of 
careless,  ambitious  thoughtfulness— then  is 
the  folly  as  great  as  the  sin. 
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'file  Boy'^  Owi\  Papef. 


CaiTCspoabcncc. 


Book  on  Falconry  (P.  L.  Baker).^Write  to  office  of. 
"  Field,"  Bream's  Buildiugs,  Cliancery  Laue. 

Book  ox  Canaries  (F.  KniKlit  i.— Cassell's  "Cage 
Birds,"  31s.  Gd.,  or  a  book  publislied  by  Mr.  Upcott 
Gill,  3s.  Cd. 

Book  on  Pigeon  Allmf.xts  (A.  R.  L.).— Try  so  to 
treat  your  pigeons  as  not  to  Iiave  them  ill.  They  are 
the  most  unsatisfactory  of  patients. 

Toothache  (A  Puppy  }.— Banter's  Nervine  or  a  den- 
tist. 

G-ROWJNS  Fat,  Getting  Lean.  Bow  Legs,  Growing 
Tall  (Many  Ijny-'  -  !r  wmTt  do,  lads.  We  may 
tackle  these  su;  -  :ii  in  Dryu  volume,  but  till 

then  you  mu:  '  i    ■„  Currr-pundenoe,  where 

you'll  get  all  jiiioiii_^;.ui.. 

Starlings  (J.  B.  B.).— They  must  never  be  caged  if 
you  want  to  have  thciii  raine.  But  the  youiifr  fleilg- 
lings  must  be  I'-l  .  ^::iy  l-uii;-  on  ii^i-tr'aiid  woniis, 
eggfood.etc.  'n  rii,-  nidruiii'j'  rlirv  wmit 

their  first  break!.  - 1  ,  :  i  n-  i  licii-  Mcnud,  nnVi  i.n 
all  day  long  till  ;  Ih  '  ,  i  liv.  'llii-v  will  h>]lou'  miu 
out  into  the  gani  i]  .  l..  i.'.  ,'liiiirli  witli  von.  Onlv 
don't  forget  this  :.i  .  .ill  inm  in  t lie  .service,  and 
this  will  not  be  coii\  m:!'  ht  i.  n-  vnu. 

Cycling  (Cychst).— W-  .1  rlnnk  about  vour proposal 

to  give  cycling  m:.  :     ■■  I h.iiig.."    2,  Yc<  :  a 

I'airl.y  good  smj : .  itMnii  ts."  :;.  X(,  i,  ;in 

ride  like  a  mon  i  mm-' w  irliMni-  M;ri('n-1\- 

injuring  himsuli  , :i  cn  .ii  mi-c  on  a  safctv 

tlie  other  day  tl    '  ^  -m.-         ;i  baboon.  It 

looked  like  tliis  .no,  .         ii  was  smoking  a 
pipe,  too.    Biding  to 

Fickleness,  etc.  (Bookworm).—!.  We  don't  under- 
stand you.  Anybody  been  fickle  to  you  ?  So  young, 
too  1  2.  Tumblers  are  prerty  in  tin;  air.  3.  Bathe 
tlie  eye  with  warm  milk  and  water  thrice  daily. 

Dog's  Cl.4.ws  Loxg  (Snider),— Yes ;  cut  them  blunt. 
Give  more  exercise. 

Goldsmith  and  Buppon  (Q.  X.  L.).— Goldsmith,  and 
Bnffon,  too,  have  made  manv  mistakes.  These  mis- 
takes ai-e  copied  by  tiic  book-making  naturalists  of 
the  day.  People  have  eyes  and  ears,  and  the  page  of 
Nature  is  all  before  them.    Lec  them  study. 

Cat  (French).— It  is  very  cruel  indeed  to  toss  up  a  cat 
to  make  her  fall  on  Iter  feet.    It  sprains  the  back. 

Short  Breath  (Frank).~You  may  be  slightly  asth- 
matical.    Better  see  a  doctor,  Frank. 

Cold  B.\th  (A  Reader). —Certainly  not,  if  your  heart 
is  wrong.    Consult  a  doctor. 


ScvnvY  (Guillaume).— You  mistake  the  nature  of  your 
complaint.  Sorry  we  cannot  advise  you  otherwise 
than  to  consult  a  surgeon. 

Squirrels  (H.  G.  C.).— "  E.xohange  and  Mart "  or  any 
naturalist's  .slinp.  .\bout  S.s.,  cage  and  all.  Keep  in 
a  big  cage  with  no  wheel. 

Electric  Lamp  (A.  G.  Searle).— It  is  difficult  to  see 
wliy  you  came  to  grief  ;  there  must  be  some  mistake 
somewhere.  Perhaps  your  solutions  were  not  strong 
enough.  Your  cast  zinc  rods  at  2i(/.  must  be  Le- 
clanchc  zincs,  and  not  the  size  used  for  the  chloride 
1 1  It  tei  y.  Wliere  did  you  get  tlie  zincs  and  carbons  so 
clicap  y  Tlip  resistauceof  Edison-Swan  lamps  is  high, 
y>n  liail  Ijetter  get  one  from  Mr.  S.  R.  Bottone, 
Wallington,  Carshalton,Surre,v,  and  see  if  that  lights 
nji  l)etter.  Your  lamp  mnn  be  exhausted,  though  it 
is  not  very  likel.y.  Of  course  the  wires  are  joined  up 
Iii  opcrly  ?  On  the  whole  the  only  advice  to  be  given 
is  try  a  stronger  solution  of  bichromate  of  potash, 
and  niniv  acid.  Take  care  there  is  no  short  circuit 
'  aii.\ w  liere— from  damp  walls,  etc— which  might  take 
away  some  of  the  current,  but  not  all. 

Electricity  C^Iichael),- 1,  The  size  of  wire  for 
electromotor  is  not  a  matter  of  very  great  import- 
ance, but  it  should  not  be  too  thick.  No.  24  is  a 
good  size.  2.  Failing  the  regulator  to  the  coil  you 
can  vary  the  strength  of  the  current  by  using  one 
or  two  cells  of  the  battery,  as  you  want  less  or  more 
current.  The  rapidity  with"  which  the  armature 
moves  makes  a  sliglit  diflference,  and  you  can  control 
tlii,  by  screwing  the  contact-breaker  "in  or  out.  You 
might  make  a  '■  water  regulator."  3.  If  possible  you 
shall  liave  an  article  on  electric  bells  in  a  future 
number. 

Seals  and  Seal  skin  (.1.  E,  Havlock).— The  descrip- 
tion which  \  cm  (in.itc  i,  perfectfy  correct ;  it  all  turns 
on  the  popular  api.lication  of  a  name.  The  hide  of 
tlie  true  seals  U'lim,)  is  almost  useless,  though  one 
is  seen  now  and  then,  framed  in  scarlet  cloth,  as  a 
trophy,  and  serving  as  an  ornamental  mat  or  stiff 
rug.  It  is  the  eared  seals  (Wa;-i(0,  the  sea-lions  or 
hears,  which  furnish  the  beautiful  product  com- 
mercially known  as  seal-skin  ;  and  this  is  obtained 
by  splitting  or  thinning  the  skin  itself,  a  process 
wliich  causes  the  deeply-rooted,  long,  coarse  hairs  to 
drop  out,  but  leaves  the  soft  fur  uninjured.  This  is 
afterwards  dressed  and  dyed,  "  Seal-skin,"  after  all, 
is  not  such  a  misnomer  as  "  seal-fishery."  I'ou  read 
of  nothing  but  seals  "  in  the  present  Behring  Sea 
controversy,  an-1  '-seals"  tliev  will  proliablv  remain 
to  the  end  of  the  cliaiitcr.  ^Ve  need  hardly  remind 
you  tliat  true  seals  are  cnmmon  enough  on  our  own 
coasts. 

Photography  (P.  G.  S.),-l.  Bromide  paper  can  be 
got  any  size  to  suit  the  negative  you  want  to  print. 
It  is  generally  G<Z,  for  a  dozen  pieces  J-plate  size,  and 
Is.  Id.  for  a  dozen  i-plate  size.  2.  If  you  mean  to 
e-xpose  the  paper  to  sunlight  under  -the  negative,  it 
will  answer,  of  course,  but  you  wiU  have  to  be  very 
quick  al50ut  it,  and  it  is  not  nearly  so  convenient  as 
a  candle.  If  you  mean  can  you  develop  by  sunlight, 
instead  of  the  ruby  liglit,  you  ha^'e  not  got  a  very 
brilUaut  conception  of  the  details  of  photography. 

EiJJCTRic  Cit.VNK  (Tineland).— We  rejoice  greatly  that 
you  and  your  American  friends  so  much  appreciate 
tlie  "B.  O.  P."  You  certainly  could  not  sing  its 
praises  more  loudly  than  you  do  !  1.  Eight  shillings 
a  year.  2.  Both  this  and  the  following  question 
depend  on  the  intensity  of  the  current,  and  tlie  wire 
used  in  the  latter  case.  It  may  be  anything,  say  from 
four  to  twelve.  You  can't  practically  judge  of  the 
eflfect  of  resistances  in  that  way  without  intricate 
matliematical  calcidation,  which  eveu  involves  trigo- 
nometry in  many  cases.  3.  It  is  rather  like  asking 
how  many  wheels  there  are  in  an  eight-day  clock,  or 
how  many  currants  in  a  pound  of  plum  cake  !  If  we 
must  make  a  shot,  we  should  say  on  an  average 
tietween  fifty  and  seventy  volts,  made  on  the 
Crriscom  plan,  4.  "Ho^v  to  Make  an  Induction 
Coil,"  Nos,  634  and  535  (May  Part,  1889) ;  "Electrical 
Jlachine,  and  Experiments  to  be  performeil  with  it " 
(November  Part,  1889);  "Electric  Lamps  an.l  how 
to  work  them"  (February  and  March  Parts.  18.^9)  ; 
"  Electro-motors"  (July  Part,  1889)  ;  "  Howto  Make 
a  (.'nndenser  for  an  Induction  Coil"  (September  Part, 
Is'.Mii:  "How  to  Make  a  Small  Dynamo"  (Mai-cli 
I'art,  1891)  ;  this  we  suppose  you  have,  Mr.  R,  A,  R, 
Bennett  says  that  he  is  very  glad  you  take  so  much 
interest  in  the  Electrical  articles," and  hupcs  th;it,  if 
you  try  to  make  the  machines  described,  success  will 
attend  your  efforts, 

W.  CoLflT.LL,— Concave  and  convex  mirrors  can  be 
bought  or  hired  from  Messrs.  Cadmau  &  Son,  Show 
Case  Makers,  Holborn,  -vv-.c. 

F.  Prince. — If  you  are  a  zinc-worker  you  might  make 
a  presentable  boat  composite  fashion,  that  is,  of 
wooden  frames  and  zinc  plating,  but  if  you  are  to 
cover  an  ordinary  boat  with  ziuc  you  will  have  to 
modify  your  design  so  as  to  allow  of  tlie  greater 
weigiit.  Add  at  least  tliree  inches  on  to  the  freeboard  ; 
and, instead  of  eighteen  inches  deep,  make  her  four 
and  twenty, 

Ql'Ag.\, — Over  and  over  again  we  have  told  you  in  this 
column  that  used  penny  postage  stamps  are  w  orth- 
less,  and  that  the  statements  about  orphanages  ami 
hospitals  requiring  them  are  simply  untrue^  If  in 
defiance  of  our  warnings  you  persist  in  collecting 
them,  we  fail  to  see  the"" pity"  of  it.  The  best 
thing  for  vou  to  do  is  to  put  vour  "coUectiou  "  in  the 


H.  Secker.— From  Mr.  Bottone,  whose  a.ldress  was 
given  in  the  article,  you  can  get  castings  in  the  rough 
tor  a  10  c,p,  dynamo  (Siemens'  pattern  j  for  5s.,  or  for 
a  20  c.p.  dynamo  for  5s.  6d.  But  unless  vou  are  good 
at  fitting  castings  you  had  better  get"  them  fitted 
together  ready  for  winding  on  the  wire,  in  which 
case  the  10  c.p.  machine  will  be  15,s.,  and  the  20  c.p 
one  25s.  You  can  get  instructions  how  to  fit  them 
up  from  the  maker. 

Harry.- See  answer  to  Quaga.  Yours  is  an  analogous 
case.  Once  again  let  it  be  said  that  there  is  no  gold 
whatever  in  18G4  pennies,  and  that  pennies  of  that 
year  are  worth  the  twelfth  of  a  shilling  and  no 
more. 

Studious  and  Discouxt,— There  is  a  "  Guide  to 
Chartered  Accumitaiicy,"  published  at  the  Accoun- 
tant Office,  Muurgatc  Street,  E.c. 

Perplexed.— The  best  plan  woidd  be  for  vou  to  obtain 
employment  in  a  German  office  ;  vou  would  learn  far 
more  of  business  there  than  in  "any  school.  What 
you  want  is  special  acquaintance  with  commercial 
forms,  and  no  school  would  teach  you  that ;  added  to 
which  you  would  find  boarding-school  life  irksome 
after  having  been  in  an  office. 

K.  Browne.— We  know  of  no  firm  that  buys  silk  from 
amateur  silkworm  fanciers ;  but  if  you  find  one 
please  let  us  know. 

T.  B,  Thomas.— Thanks  for  photograph  of  King  Ja 
Ja's  brother,  which  we  are  unable  to  use.  By  the 
way,  "  medicine  man  "  does  not  mean  the  chemist 
and  druggist  of  his  country,  but  the  priest  and 
doctor.  We  are  pleased  to  hear  our  articles  sent  you 
out  with  a  camera,  and  we  hope  vou  will  soon  pro- 
duce even  a  better  sample  than  that  of  "  Waltah  Be 
Khur." 

A  Soldier  (Y.  E,).— Recruits  for  the  London  Scottish 
Volunteers  may  be  of  Loudon  birth  if  of  Scotch 
parentage. 

E,  M.  Satchwell,— It  is  not  "  our"  table  of  Schools  at 
all,  and  we  have  not  omitted  anything.  Just  look  at 
the  article  again,  and  then  send  your  information  to 
the  person  to  whom  you  should  complain.  We  have 
no  responsibility  whatever  in  the  matter.  If  you 
will  send  us  the  results  for  next  year  we  wiU  insert 
them, 

F,  HAJnLTON.— The  coin  is  a  Charies  tlie  Second  shilling 
and  it  says  so  on  it.  The  xii  is  for  12  pence.  It  is 
wortli  about  five  shillings.  The  "Fred,  Duke  of 
York  "  piece  is  a  Token,  and,  Uke  the  rest,  is  worth 
about  double  its  face  value. 

AspntAXT.— The  offices  of  the  Imperial  East  Africa 
Company  are  in  Pall  MaU,  s.w. .;  you  had  better  call 
and  see,  but  do  not  be  too  sanguine. 

H.  H.  Harrison.- A  quartermaster  in  the  army  is  a 
"Commissifrned  Officer  wdio  has  generally  risen  from 
the  ranks.  The  appointment  is  not  open  to  .public 
competition,  and  there  is  no  examination  for  it.  In 
the  navy  a  quartermaster  is  a  bluejacket  in  the 
navigating  Ueuteuant's  department,  and  invariably 
has  entered  the  service  as  a  second  class  boy, 

J,  L.vwRENCE,— An  apprenticeship  in  one  of  the  Clj  de 
shipbuilding  yards  is  easily  obtained  by  people  who 
have  influence  or  money,  and  is  a  capital  start  in  life, 
as  it  opens  the  door  to  so  many  occupations,  but  of 
your  chances  your  friends  must  be  the  best  judges. 
A  man  accustomed  to  the  building  of  marine  engines 
is  almost  sure  of  a  berth  in  a  steamer's  engine  room. 

W.— If  you  sell  a  picture  painted,  without  permission, 
from  a  photogi-aph,  litliograph,  or  engraving,  you 
bring  yomrself  under  the  copyright  laws  and  "are 
subject  to  penalties.  Anv  one  can  copy  a  picture 
fiftyyears  old  and  sell  tlie  copy. 
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Aulltor  of'.Vy  Friend  Smith,"  "  Fiflh  Form  at  St.  Dominies,"  "  Adventures  of  a  Three-Guinea  Watch"  etc. 


FISHER  I  sat  in  his  study  after  mornin„ 
class,  next  morning,  the  picture  of 
boredom  and  ^lerplexity.  Lists  of  names, 
receipt-boolvs,  cash-box,  bills,  and  account- 
books,  were  littered  on  the  table  before 
him.  Between  these  and  a  cobweb  on 
the  ceiling  his  troubled  looks  travelled,  as 
he  gnawed  the  end  of  his  pen,  and  passed 
his  fingers  aimlessly  through  his  hair. 

There  was  something  wrong ;  and 
what  it  was  he  could  not  for  the  life  of 
him  make  out.  To  any  one  familiar  with 
Fisher  I's  business — or,  rather,  unbusiness 
— habits,  there  was  nothing  wonderful 
in  that.  He  was  happy-go-lucky  in  all 
his  dealings.  He  would  receive  a  sub- 
scription one  day,  and  only  remember,  in 
a  panic,  to  enter  it  a  week  after.  His 
money  he  kept  all  over  the  place  ;  some 
in  his  desk,  some  in  the  cash-box,  some 
in  the  drawer  of  Irs  inkstand.  He  had  a 
vague  idea  that  he  had  a  special  reason 
for  dividing  it  thus — that  one  lot  may 
have  belonged  to  the  School  Clubs,  an- 
other to  the  House  Clubs,  and  anotlier 
to  something  else.  But  which  was  which 
it  passed  his  wit  to  remember. 

He  had  had  his  doubts  of  the  business 
all  along.  His  friends  had  urged  him  to 
take  the  otHce,  and  with  their  help  he  had 
persuaded  himself  its  duties  were  simple 
and  easily  discharged.  He  had  deter- 
mined he  would  do  the  thing  thoroughly 
well.  He  had  bought  these  account- 
books  out  of  his  own  private  purse,  and 
spent  an  evening  in  beautifully  ruling  them 
in  red  ink,  with  one  column  for  the  date, 
one  for  the  name,  and  three  for  pounds, 
shillings,  and  pence.  He  had  procured  two 
letter-tiles,  labelled  respectively  "Club" 
and  "House,"  into  M'hich  to  put  his 
receipts.  And  he  had  provided  himself 
with  a  dozen  elastic  bands  and  an  equal 
number  of  paper-fasteners.  "What  more 
could  at  reasurcr  desire  ? 

Alas !  the  beautiful  account-books  got 
mixed  up  with  one  another,  the  letter- 
files  remained  empty,  and  the  elastic 
bands  somehow  did  duty  as  football 
garters.  The  Club  accounts  were 
scrawled,  for  the  most  part,  in  pencil  on 
the  backs  of  envelopes,  awaitmg  a  grand 
transcription  into  the  books ;  and  the 
receipts,  pending  a  similar  fortunate 
time,  were  huddled  away  in  the  drawer 
with  Greek  verses  and  letters  from  the 
people  at  home. 

Things  had  now  come  to  a  pas.s.  The 
Captain  had  yesterday  suggested  that,  in 
view  of  the  meeting  to-day,  it  would  be 
well  to  have  the  accounts  made  up,  so  as 
to  be  able,  if  called  upon,  to  state  exactly 
how  they  stood  financially. 

"All  serene,"  said  Fisher ;  "  I'll  let  yow 
have  the  lot  in  ten  minutes." 

It  M-as  now  considerably  more  than  ten 
hours  since  the  rash  undertaking  had 
been  given,  and  the  accounts  were  con- 
siderably more  confused  than  they  had 
been  when  Fisher  sat  down  to  square 
them. 

The  Club  and  House  accounts  were 
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hopelessly  mixed.  Some  fellows  appeared 
to  have  paid  several  times  over  to  both 
funds,  and  others  not  once  to  either. 
Worse  than  that,  Fisher  could  not  find  his 
memorandum  of  what  he  had  paid  out  in 
small  disbursements  since  term  began. 
Still  worse,  when  he  did  come  in  despera- 
tion to  hmip  both  funds  together,  and 
deduct  the  total  amount  he  had  spent,  he 
found  himself  between  £4  and  i.5  out  of 
pocket ! 

That  was  the  serious  discovery  which, 
on  this  particular  morning,  was  preying 
on  his  spirits  and  making  him  look  a 
picture  of  bewilderment. 

"  I'm  bothered  if  I  can  make  it  out," 
said  he  to  himself.  "  Everybody's  marked 
down  as  paid— I  remember  noticing  that 
weeks  ago.  At  that  rate  I  ought  to  have 
£25  for  the  Clubs,  and  £  9 12s.  for  the  House. 
Yes,  that's  right— I  had  that;  there's  a  note 
of  it:  three  lots— £15  7s.  M.  on  September 
1,  £7  2.S.  M.  on  September  13,  and  £12  2s. 
on  another  day— that  makes  the  total. 
There  you  are.  Why  on  earth  did  I  put 
them  away  in  separate  lots  ?  Then  I 
paid  £5  for  the  new  goals,  and  something 
else— what  was  it  ?  Oh,  that  was  for  the 
House  balls — oh,  but  we  are  lumping  the 
two  together.  What  was  it  ?  I  know, 
17s.  6fZ. — that's  £5  17s.  Qd. ;  and  something 
else,  I  know,  came  to  a  pound — £6  17s.  Qcl. 
Take  that  from  £34  12s.,  leaves  £27  14s.  Gd. 
—and  I've  only  got  £22  18s.  Gd. !  Where, 
in  the  name  of  wonder,  has  the  rest 
gone  ?  " 

And  once  more  the  dismal  operation  of 
adding  up,  counting,  and  subtracting 
began  again,  with  the  same,  or  almost  the 
same,  result —there  was  a  mistake  of 
something  like  £4  10s.,  whichever  way 
you  looked  at  it. 

Dalton,  who  came  in  presently,  could 
throw  no  further  light  on  the  problem. 
He  added  ;ip  the  columns,  counted  the 
money,  subtracted  the  payments,  and 
arrived  at  the  same  result. 

Had  the  difference  been  smaller,  it 
might  ha,\e  been  accounted  for  by  a 
few  subscriptions  omitted  or  a  few 
payments  not  entered.  But  £4  10s.  was 
too  big  a  sum  to  leak  away  by  accident ; 
and,  with  the  exception  of  the  new  goals. 
Fisher  i  was  confident  nothing  had  been 
spent  approaching  the  figure. 

Dalton  then  proposed  a  fresh  hunt 
through  the  studj',  in  case  the  missing 
sum  might  be  hidden  for  safety  in  some 
corner.  So  the  room  was  tiu-ned  upside 
down ;  the  bed-clothes  were  shaken  out, 
pockets  searched,  books  turned  over,  tea- 
pots peered  into  ;  but  all  to  no  purpose. 

The  Captain  looked  in  while  the  search 
was  proceeding. 

"  Have  you  got  the— — Hullo,  what's 
up?  " 

"Why,"  said  Fisher  I,  "there's  a  dis- 
crepancy. We  ought  to  have  £27  14s.  6c?., 
and  there's  about  £4  10s.  short." 

"  Do  you  mean  that's  missing  in  the 
Club  accounts  ?  " 

"  Well,  either  in  that  or  the  House 


Clubs,  or  in  both  lumped  together.  I  say, 
I  wish  you'd  add  that  up,  there's  a  good 
fellow.    The  addition  may  be  wrong." 

But  no  ;  the  captain  made  it  the  same 
as  Dalton. 

Eanger  and  Eidgway  dropped  in  while 
the  audit  was  in  progress,  and  were 
promptly  pounced  upon  to  add  the 
columns  too.  Evidently  the  mistake  was 
not  there.  They  made  the  total  precisely 
the  same. 

"  It  must  be.  in  the  paj-ments,  then," 
said  Fisher.  So  the  whole  party  sat 
down,  and  scrutinised  the  hapless  trea- 
surer's bills  and  vouchers,  and,  after 
allowing  him  the  benefit  of  every 
imaginable  doubt,  still  brought  the  deficit 
out  at  the  same  uncompromising  figure. 

"Let's  have  another  look  round," 
suggested  Fisher.  So  once  more  the 
study  was  turned  topsy-turvy,  and  every 
nook  and  cranny  searched.  But  no 
money  was  there,  nor  any  sign  of  it. 

The  Captain  looked  gi-ave. 

"  It's  precious  awkward,"  said  he. 

"It's  sure  to  turn  ixp,"  said  Fisher. 
"  I'U  go  over  the  whole  thing  again,  and 
have  the  room  searched." 

"  Meanwhile,"  said  Ranger,  "  it's  to  be 
hoped  no  questions  are  asked  by  the 
fellows  opposite." 

"  Not  miich  chance  ;  I  hear  they  are 
none  of  them  going  to  turn  up,"  said 
Dalton. 

"  That's  their  look-o^^t,"  responded  the 
Captain. 

Much  to  their  disgust,  Ashby  and 
Fisher  ii  were  summoned  fi-om  the 
vicinity  of  the  shop  that  morning  to  assist 
the  treasurer  in  his  hopeless  search. 
They  did  not  mind  turnmg  a  study  upside 
down  on  their  own  accomit,  but  they 
strongly  objected  to  have  to  do  it  for  any 
one  else. 

Fisher  i  did  not  at  first  vouchsafe 
much  information  with  regard  to  the 
missing  object. 

"Look  round  everywhere,"  said  he, 
"  and  see  if  you  see  anything." 

Ashbj-  looked,  and  said  he  saw  a  lot  of 
things. 

"  I  mean  money,  of  course,"  said  the 
treasurer. 

Whereupon  the  two  simultaneoush' 
made  a  grab  at  the  loose  cash  on  the  table, 
declaring  they  had  foimd  it  first  go  off. 

"  No — not  that.  It's  some  that's  miss- 
ing." 

"  How  much  ?  "  asked  Ashby. 
"  Never  mind — a  poimd  or  two." 
"  Ai'e   you    sure    it's    about   in  the 
room  ?  " 

"  That's  what  I  want  you  to  look  and 
see,  you  young  donkey  !  " 

"  Two  poimds,"  said  Ashby,  "  wasitaU 
in  silver  ?  " 

"  No — it  was  three  or  four  pounds — 
about  £4  10s.  I  don't  know  what  it  was 
in." 

"  Foiu:  poimd  ten — that's  a  lot,"  said 
the  yoimg  brother.  "  I  thought  you  said 
5'ou  were  hard  iip  ?  " 
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"  So  I  did.  It's  not  my  money,  but  the 
Club's,  mat's  that  to  do  with  it  ?  I 
want  you  to  see  if  you  can  find  it  while 
I'm  down  in  class." 

Whereupon  they  set  to  work.  They 
emptied  the  contents  of  every  drawer  in 
a  glorious  heap  on  the  floor.  They  shook 
out  his  socks,  and  turned  the  pockets  of 
all  his  coats  inside  out.  They  pulled  his 
bed  about  the  room,  and  shook  out  all  his 
sheets.  They  raked  out  his  fire,  and 
prised  up  a  loose  board  in  the  floor. 
Tiiey  emptied  his  basins  into  his  bath, 
and  investigated  the  works  of  his  eight- 
day  clock.  But  high  or  low  they  could 
find  no  money. 

Fisher's  study  did  not  get  over  that 
morning's  quest  in  a  hurry.  When  the 
owner  returned,  he  wished  devoutly  he 
had  never  been  ass  enough  to  confide  the 
task  to  a  couple  of  raw  Goths  like  these. 
Whatever  chance  there  may  have  been 
before  of  discovering  anj'  mislaid  article, 
it  was  now  hopelessly  and  irredeemably 
gone. 

He  dismissed  the  two  yoimgsters  with 
akick,  which  they  felt  to  be  very  ungrateful 
after  all  the  trouble  they  had  taken. 

Limp  in  spirits  and  grimj-  in  personal 
appearance,  they  crawled  away  to  the 
shop  to  console  themselves  with  ginger- 
beer  and  a  cheese-cake, 
j  "  Hullo,"  said  Lickford,  as  tliey  arrived, 
(  "  what  have  you  been  up  to  '?  Sweeping 
the  chinnieys  ?  I  heard  they  wanted  it 
on  your  side.  Wliat'U  you  have  ?  We've 
been  doing  prime.  Where  have  you 
been '? ' ' 

"  We've  been  hunting  about  in  my 
senior's  study  for  some  Club  money  that's 
lost ;  about  four  po  " 

"Shut  lip!"  said  Ashby,  nudging  his 
companion.  "  "\Maat  do  you  want  to  blab 
all  over  the  place  about  it  for  ?  ' ' 

"  How  much  ? — four  pounds  ?  "  said  a 
voice  near;  and  looking  round,  to  their 
horror  they  saw  Dangle. 

"  All  right,"  said  Ashby,  trying  to  save 
the  situation,  "it's  bound  to  turn  up. 
He  stuck  it  in  a  specially  safe  place,  and 
can't  remember  where.  Look  sharp  with 
the  ginger-beer,  young  Lickford." 

"  Money  down  first,"  said  Lickford. 
"  Catch  me  tnisting  any  of  you  Classic 
chaps  with  tick !  You've  got  no  tin 
generally,  to  begin  with,  and  then  you  go 
and  lose  it." 

"  That's  better  than  stealing  it,"  re- 
torted Ashby. 

"The  thing  is,"  said  Dangle,  bi-eaking 
in  on  these  pleasant  recriminations,  "  it 
wouldn't  matter  if  it  was  Fisher's  own 
money  that  was  lost.  But  it  belongs  to 
all  of  us." 

"  I  tell  you  he's  found  it  by  now,"  said 
Ashby.  Then,  turning  to  Fisher  ii,  he 
whispered,  "  You  howling  young  ass, 
you've  done  it.  Now  there'll  be  a  regular 
row,  and  your  brother  will  have  you  to 
thank  for  it !  " 

"  Don't  blame  him,"  said  Dangle.  "  It's 
quite  right  of  liim  to  tell  the  truth." 

With  which  highly  moral  pronounce- 
ment the  IModern  senior  strolled  away. 

Lickford  was  too  much  engrossed  by  a 
sudden  influx  of  customers  to  improve  the 
occasion;  and  Fisher  ii,  who  never  enjoyed 
ginger-beer  less  in  his  life,  was  allowed  to 
depart  in  peace  to  meditate  on  the  evil  of 
his  ways,  and  the  possible  hot  water  he 
had  been  preparing  for  his  brother. 

He  had  sense  enough  to  reflect  that  he 


had  better  make  a  clean  breast  of  it  oc 
brother  at  once. 

To  his  surprise,  the  latter  took  the  news 
that  Dangle  had  heard  of  the  deficiency 
in  the  accounts  more  quietly  than  he  had 
expected. 

"  I  do  wish  you'd  hold  yoin-  tongue 
out  of  doors  about  things  that  don't  con- 
cern you,"  said  he. 

"  Will  Dangle  get  you  into  a  row  ?  " 
asked  Fisher  ii. 

"  Dangle  ?  I'm  not  responsible  to  him 
more  than  to  anyone  else.  The  money's 
lost ;  and  unless  I  can  find  it  or  make  out 
where  the  mistake  comes  in,  I  shall  have 
to  stump  up— that's  all." 

"  But,  I  say,  you  haven't  g3t  money 
enough  '?  "  said  the  boy. 

"  I  know  that,  you  young  duffer." 

"  Whatever  will  you  do  '?  " 

Fisher  i  laughed. 

"  I  shan't  steal  it,  if  that's  any  comfort 
to  you  ;  and  I  shan't  cook  the  accounts." 

"  I  say,  I  wonder  if  Kollitt  could  lend 
it  you.  He  must  have  some  money,  for 
he'  paid  for  Widow  Wisdom's  new  boat, 
you  know." 

"  I  heard  of  that.  I  wish  I  saw  my 
way  to  paying  my  debts  as  well  as  he 
did." 

"  I  say,  shall  I  ask  him  ?  " 

"  Certainly  not.  The  best  thing  you 
can  do  is  to  shut  up." 

Fisher  ii  felt  very  grateful  to  his  brother 
for  not  thrashing  him,  and  went  in  to 
afternoon  school  meekly,  though  out  of 
spirits. 

"  Well,"  said  D'Arcy,  as  he  took  his 
place,  "  what's  the  latest  ?  Who  are 
you  going  to  get  into  a  mess  now  ?  Has 
Yorke  been  swindling  anybody  lately,  or 
Ranger  been  getting  tight  ?  You're  bound 
to  have  some  story  about  somebody." 

"  I  didn't  mean   It's  not  wicked  to 

lose  money,"  pleaded  Fisher  ii.  "  I  never 
thought  •" 

"  That's  just  it,"  said  Wally.  "  You 
couldn't  if  you  tried.  Dangle  will  make 
a  nice  thing  out  of  it,  thanks  to  you. 
Classic  treasurer  been  and  collared  Modern 
boys'  money — that  sort  of  thing— and 
they'll  kick  him  out  and  stick  in  one  of  their 
own  lot,  and  call  it  triumph  of  honesty. 
Oh,  you  beauty  ;  you  can  do  things  nicely 
when  yoit  try  !  " 

"  I  wish  I'd  never  come  up  here  at  all," 
moaned  Fisher  ii. 

"Humph.  That  would  have  been  a 
bad  go  for  Fellsgarth,"  said  D'Aixy. 
"Shut  up — Forder's  looking.  If  we're 
lagged  we  shan't  get  in  to  the  meeting." 

The  dreaded  misadventure  did  not  occm' ; 
and  punctually  at  the  hour  our  four  yoiing 
gentlemen  trooped  mto  Hall.  Everything 
was  very  quiet  there.  The  place  was 
only  half  fidl.  The  Classics  had  turned 
up  in  force,  but  the  mutineering  House 
was  so  far  unrepresented.  Presently,  how- 
ever, five  juvenile  figures  might  be  seen 
marching  arm-in-arm  across  the  Green, 
keeping  a  sharp  look-out  on  every  side. 

Before  they  arrived  in  Hall,  a  solitary 
figure  wearing  the  Modern  coloiu-s  had 
made  his  way  up  to  the  seniors'  end.  It 
was  Corder,  looking  very  limp  and  haggard 
and  with  a  savage  flash  of  the  eyes  which 
told  how  ill  "  Coventry "  was  agreeing 
with  his  spirits.  The  cheers  with  which 
he  was  greeted,  due  quite  as  much  to  his 
pluck  in  coming  to-day  as  to  his  exploit 
at  the  match  last  Saturday,  appeared  to 
disconcert  rather  than  please  him,  and  he 


tc-ok  a  corner  seat  as  far  as  possible  li-om 
the  Classic  seniors  present. 

When,  however,  Percy  and  Co.  entered 
the  Hall,  a  much  livelier  demonstration 
ensued.  Cheers  and  compliments  and 
pats  on  the  back  showered  fast  on  the 
youthful  "  blacklegs  "  and  tended  greatly 
to  exaggerate  in  their  own  eyes  the  im- 
portance of  their  action. 

"  We  shall  get  jolly  well  welted  and  flayed 
alive  for  it,  you  fellows,"  said  Percy,  with 
all  the  swagger  of  a  popular  martyr. 
"  Never  mind ;  we  aren't  going  to  be  done 
out  of  Hall  for  anybody." 

"  At  any  rate,  they  won't  hurt  you  for 
it,"  cried  Wally,  disparaging.  "  Kids  hke 
you  won't  hurt." 

"We've  come  to  see  you  cads  don't  get 
it  all  your  own  way,"  said  Cash.  "  That's 
what  we've  come  for  !  " 

"  Ho,  ho  !  Hope  you've  brought  your 
lunch.  You'll  be  kept  here  a  day  or  two, 
if  you're  going  to  wait  for  that !  " 

When  Yorke  and  the  other  prefects  ar- 
rived on  the  scene,  there  were,  of  course, 
loud  cheers;  but  as  the  opposition  was 
not  there  to  make  any  counter-demon- 
stration, it  was  not  quite  as  noisy  as  on 
former  occasions. 

Percy  did,  indeed,  attempt  to  get  up  a. 
little  opposition  at  this  stage  by  calling 
for  "  three  cheers  for  the  Moderns  "  ;  but, 
as  he  was  left  to  give  them  by  himself— 
even  his  own  adherents  declining  to  be- 
drawn  into  cheers  for  Clapperton— the 
display  fell  rather  flat. 

The  Captain's  speech  was  short  and  to  . 
the  point.  Of  course  they  knew  why  the 
meeting  was  called.  There  had  bee^i 
mutiny  at  Fellsgarth.  Fellows  had  de- 
liberately set  themselves  against  his 
authority  as  Captain,  which  was  a  minor 
thing,  and  against  the  success  of  Fells- 
garth in  sports,  which  was  a  low  and 
shabby  thing.  (Cheers.)  He  wasn't  going 
to  mention  names ;  but  he  meant  to  saj 
this,  that  they  had  much  better  dissolve 
the  Club  right  away— (no,  no)— than  not 
all  pidl  together.  Last  Saturday,  as  every 
one  knew,  they  had  been  left  utterly  in 
the  lurch  ;  and  but  for  good  luck,  and  the 
good  play  of  some  of  the  fifteen— amongst 
whom,  he  was  glad  to  say,  was  one  fellow 
who  had  had  the  pluck  to  act  on  his  owq 
judgment  of  what  was  due  to  the  school — 
(loud  and  prolonged  cheers,  in  the  midst 
of  which  Corder  perked  up,  and  looked 
pleased) — they  had  held  their  own  with  a  , 
very  scratch  team.  They  couldn't  expect 
to  do  as  much  again — (why  not?  ) — and  it 
was  not  fair  to  the  school  to  play  matches 
without  all  their  best  men  in  the  team. 
The  proposal  he  had  to  make  was  that 
unless  the  fellows  now  standing  out  chose  , 
to  return  to  their  allegiance  to  the  school 
within  a  week,  all  futiire  matches  for  th^ 
half  should  be  scratched,  and  the  Club  dis . 
solved. 

The  Captain's  proposal  caused  consider- 
able consternation.  Eidgway  rose,  and 
said  he  considered  the  motion  dealt  far' 
too  lenientl3'  with  the  mutineers.  Lie 
would  say,  drum  them  out  of  the  Club, 
and  reorganise  without  them. 

Denton  asked  if  it  would  not  be  mora 
honest  and  straightforward  to  summon 
them  to  the  next  match,  and  if  they 
didn't  turn  up  give  them  the  thrashing 
they  deserved '? 

Fisher  I  said  he  supported  the  Captain's 
proposal.  It  was  nonsense  their  playing 
1  with  scratch  teams,  and  lettmg  it  be 


supposed  that  was  the  best  the  school 
coiild  do.  Some  of  the  fellows  on  strike 
were  no  doubt  good  players,  and  that 
made  it  all  the  more  discreditable  of 
them  to  try  to  damage  the  school  record 
by  crippling  the  team.  They  no  doubt 
hoped  that  they  would  be  begged  to 
rejoin  on  their  own  terms.  Eather  than 
that,  he  was  in  favoiir  of  disbanding  the 
Club,  and  letting  the  fellows  devote  their 
energy  to  rimning  and  jumping,  and  other 
sports,  where  each  fellow  coidd  distinguish 
himself  independently  of  what  any  others 
chose  to  do.    (Hear,  hear.) 

Eanger  also  supported  Yorke's  motion. 
Very  likely  the  mutineers  would  crow, 
and  say  the  Club  couldn't  get  on  without 
them.  No  more  they  coidd,  in  a  sense. 
Eut  he,  for  one,  was  not  going  to  ask  them 
to  come  back,  and  would  sooner  break  up 
the  Club,  and  let  them  have  the  satisfaction 
of  knowing  they  had  injured  Fellsgarth. 

Amid  loud  cheers  Corder  followed. 
He  was  sorry,  he  said,  there  was  to  be  no 
more  football,  but  supposed  there  was 
nothing  else  they  could  do.    He  was  glad 


to  see  some  Moderns  present,  even  though 
they  were  only  jmiiors.  (Laughter.)  It 
showed  that  there  were  some  fellows  on 
the  Modern  side  that  stuck  by  the  school. 
He  fancied  these  youngsters  could  take 
care  of  themselves.  He  was  glad  to  hear 
a  human  voice  again.  (Laughter.)  It 
might  be  fim  to  some  present,  but  he 
coidd  assure  them  it  was  none  to  him. 
No  one  had  spoken  to  him  for  four  days. 
He  was  cut  by  his  house,  and  had  to 
thank  even  some  of  the  jimiors  present 
for  assisting  to  make  his  life  in  Forder's 
miserable.  He  didn't  care  much,  so  far. 
They  might  make  him  cave  in,  in  the 
long  run.  (No !  Stick  out !)  Let  the 
fellow  who  cried  "stick  out,"  come  and 
try  it.  His  only  otfence  had  been  that 
he  had  played  for  the  school.  To  do 
anything  for  the  school  was  now  con- 
sidered a  crime  on  the  Modern  side. 
(Shame.)  Anyhow,  he  should  vote  for 
the  Captain's  motion;  and  though  he 
wasn't  particularly  sweet  on  the  Classics 
as  a  body,  he  was  beginning  to  think  they 
weren't  quite  as  bad  as  his  own  side. 


Percy  hereupon  rose,  amid  derisive 
cheers.  He  didn't  know  why  the  names 
of  him  and  his  lot  had  been  brought  in ; 
but  he  just  wanted  to  say  that  they  were 
here  to-day  because  they  had  a  right  to 
come,  and  weren't  going  to  be  kept  out 
by  anybody — not  if  they  knew  it.  (Eather 
not  ! )  He  and  his  lot  thought  there 
wasn't  mucli  to  choose  between  anybody, 
especially  the  juniors  of  the  Classic  side, 
who  thought  they  were  jolly  clever,  but 
were  about  the  biggest  stuck-uppest  louts 

he-   (Order.    Kick  him  out.)  He 

hoped  the  meeting  would  rally  round  the 
school  shop,  where  every  one  was  treated 
alike,  and  got  the  best  grub  for  the  money 
of  any  school  going.    They  were  going 

to  get  some  Eibston   (Order.  Time.) 

All  right.  They  shouldn't  hear  what  he 
was  going  to  say  now.    (Loud  cheers.) 

Yorke  said  they  all  seemed  to  be  pretty 
much  of  the  same  mind;  and  he  would 
put  his  motion  to  the  vote. 

This  accordingly  was  done,  and  carried 
without  a  dissentient  voice. 

{To  be  continued.) 


MAURICE   KERDIC;    OR,  THE  MYSTERY  OP  ECBATANA. 


By  A.  Laupje, 

Author  of  "4  Marvellous  Conquest,"  "  Raymond  Frivols,"  etc. 


'^TIhe  camp  was  all  silent  when  Maurice 
-L  and  Catherine  arrived  there  in  the 
twilight.  The  strike  of  the  workmen  had 
"left  it  gloomy  and  dull,  and  the  empty 
■trenches,  with  the  tools  thrown  about, 
■made  a  painful  impression  on  the  young 
archeeologist.  After  nightfall  Doctor 
Hardy  and  Lieutenant  Guyon  came  back 
from  their  expedition,  which  had  been 
fruitless.  The  Jew  Sedecias  had  been 
obliged  to  confess  that  he  had  no  labom-ers 
to  ofl'er  his  friend  the  Hakim  Faranghi,  and 
what  was  more,  he  had  added  that  he  did 
not  beheve  Kerdic  could  get  them  at  any 
^  .price,  so  intense  was  the  feeling  against 
liim  in  Hamadan  and  the  neighbom-liood. 

"  And  you  ?  "  asked  the  doctor.  "  Have 
you  been  more  successful  ?  " 

In  a  few  words  Kerdic  told  them  of  the 
Guebre's  promises,  and  the  new  infor- 
mation he  had  received  as  to  his  exca- 
vations. 

"  Hum  !  "  said  the  doctor,  shaking  his 
head.  "  And  you  think  there  is  something 
in  that,  Kerdic  ?  " 

"  I  think  so,  until  to-morrow  morning  ; 
that  is  to  say,  that  as  it  is  too  lato  now  to 
do  anything,  I  will  trust  to  his  promise  ; 
■  and  if  at  dawn,  as  he  said,  the  men  are  not 
here,  I  will  go  round  the  country  and  see  if, 
by  persuasion  or  otherwise,  l"  can  make 
•these  brutes  resume  work." 

"  Or  otherwise  ?  "  said  the  lieutenant. 

"'  Certainly.  Three  resolute  Euro- 
peans—fom-,  counting  Catherine,  who  is 
worth  as  much— ought,  I  think,  to  be 
capable  of  bringing  this  mob  of  miscreants 
to  reason." 

"Hum!"  said  the  doctor.  "Avery 
difficult  enterprise,  my  dear  friend.  You 
have  no  legitimate  authority  over  these 
people,  and  if  they  refuse  to  work  for 
anoney  I  don't  see  how  you  can  compel 
them  to  do  so." 


CHAPTER  VII. — THE  VANISHING  POINT. 

"  We  will  see  !  "  said  Kerdic,  clenching 
his  teeth. 

"Well,  for  my  part,"  said  Catherine, 
making  an  effort  to  appear  gay,  so  as 
to  dissipate  her  brother's  melancholy 
thoughts,  "  I  have  faith  in  the  promises 
of  Goueha  Nichin,  and  I  shall  be  the 
most  astonished  archfeologist  in  the  world, 
if  at  dawn  to-morrow  we  are  not  greeted 
by  a  crew  worth  a  hundred  times  more 
than  the  first !  " 

"  Inch  'allah  !  "  said  Mam-ice,  piously. 
"  And  now,  sister,  as  head  of  the  expe- 
dition, I  order  you  to  have  something  to 
eat  at  once,  and  then  go  to  bed.  Oiu' 
excursion  to-day  mi;st  have  tired  you." 

"  Come  along  quickly,  my  girl,"  said 
the  doctor,  entering  the  gourbi,  "  and,  to 
judge  by  the  odour,  Gargaridi  has  sur- 
passed himself  to-night,  and  prepared  quite 
a  feast  for  us." 

"  He  has  done  his  best,  sir  !  "  modestly 
said  the  Greek,  who  was  busy  putting  the 
finishing  touch  to  the  table.  "  I  know 
that  mademoiselle  does  not  care  much  for 
meat  or  stews,  and  I  have  been  running 
about  the  valley  all  day  like  a  hunted 
rat  to  find  some  fruit  which  I  hope  will 
please  her." 

In  fact  there  were  several  piles  in  the 
centre  of  the  table  of  those  luscious  fruits 
for  which  Persia  is  famous — pears,  peaches, 
plums,  cherries,  apricots,  and  pome- 
granates, all  arranged  on  green  leaves,  j 
Catherine  thanked  the  poor  fellow  with  a  [ 
smile,  to  which  he  replied  with  a  bow 
woi-thy  of  D'Orsaj'. 

"  I  am  more  than  sufficiently  rewarded 
by  mademoiselle's  approval !  " 

And  they  sat  down  to  table. 

It  must  be  confessed  that  Catherine 
neglected,  not  without  a  secret  pleasure, 
the  immense  dish  of  pilau  prepared  by 
Ai-istomenes,  to  do  justice  to  the  |Bvely 


fruit.  The  thought  that  neither  the 
fingers  of  the  unhappy  cook  with  the 
nails  cut  to  a  point,  but  alas  !  of  doubtfid 
cleanliness,  nor  those  of  any  negro,  had 
flavoured  the  perfumed  pidp,  made  them 
all  the  more  agreeable.  Cleanliness  is 
the  condiment  most  appreciated  when  one 
is  exposed,  like  this  coiu-ageous  gul,  to 
suffer  daily  from  its  absence. 

After  the  meal  they  all  retired,  and  soon 
the  camp  was  plimged  in  darkness  and 
silence. 

The  sun  had  not  risen  next  morning 
before  the  Faranghis  came  out  of  their 
tents  and  looked  anxiously  aroimd  the 
horizon.  The  sky  was  tinted  with  pale 
mauve,  which  gradually  changed  to  a 
vivid  rose  colour ;  and  as  the  sim  shot 
up  from  behind  the  mountain  they  saw 
m  the  distance  a  dense  crowd  of  men 
approaching,  pick  and  shovel  on  shoulder, 
solemn,  thoughtful,  and  silent. 

They  were  the  labourers  come  to  offer 
their  services.  Having  been  sent  by 
Goiicha  Nichin  they  were  aU  Guebres, 
and  the  Ein-opeans  were  not  a  little  sur- 
prised at  the  facility  with  which  it  had 
all  been  arranged.  In  place  of  the  false- 
hoods, deceptions,  and  artfulness  to 
which  their  former  crew  had  accustomed 
them,  here  were  men  of  good  faith  who 
accepted  without  recrimination  or  pre- 
tence the  very  liberal  conditions  offered 
them  by  Kerdic.  Work  could  be  started 
at  once. 

"But  not  here,  Maurice  ?  "  said  Cathe- 
rine sharply,  as  her  brother  tinned  to  lead 
the  way  to  the  trenches. 

"  Well  thought  of!  that  is  true  !  "  said 
he,  stopping  short.  "  You  are  thinking  of 
that  good  man  the  Guebre.  Do  you 
think  it  is  reaUj  necessary  to  follow  his 
advice?" 

"  Certainly  I  He  has  kept  his  word  with 


regard  to  the  men.  It  would  be  to  slight 
him,  I  think,  were  we  not  to  follow  his 
instructions  as  to  the  diggings." 

"But  these  are  so  well  in  hand,"  said 
Maurice  in  a  tone  of  regi-et. 

"  Nothing  prevents  our  returning  to 
them  if  the  others  have  no  result." 

"That  is  your  way,  is  it?  And  the 
time  ?  And  the  gash  ? — as  the  excellent 
Hasselfratz  would  say." 

"  Maurice  !  "  said  Catherine,  "  do  please 
do  what  Goucha  Nichin  told  you.  I 
have  a  presentiment  that  we  shall  find 
where  he  said  " 

"  Though  an  archaeologist,"  said  the 
doctor,  "  one  is  none  the  less  a  woman  ! 
When  presentiments  come  into  the  game, 
Kerdic,  all  you  can  do  is  to  capitulate,  I 
think." 

"  To  the  voices  !  "  said  the  lieutenant, 
laughing.  "  Miss  Kerdic  is  for  a  new 
start;  I,  in  all  humility,  take  her  side." 

"  For  my  part,"  said  the  doctor  slyly, 
"  I  am  on  Goucha  Nichin's  side  !  That, 
my  dear  heutenant,  rests  on  rather  a 
firmer  basis  than  that  of  our  young  and 
charming  friend.  It  is  possible  that  this 
venerable  personage  has  knowledge  of 
some  ancient  tradition  as  to  the  position 
of  the  palace." 

"  But  why  did  he  not  say  so  ?  "  objected 
Maurice,  still  undecided,  "  He  has  no 
reason  to  wish  me  well." 

"Then  why  did  he  send  you  the 
men  ?  "  asked  Catherine. 

"  Come,  then,"  said  Maurice  after  a 
moment's  silence,  "  the  lot  is  cast !  Let 
us  be  off  to  that  blissful  Sounding  Lion, 
and  begin  our  juggleries.  Until  the  mys- 
tic vanishing  point  is  found  you  will  not 
object  to  the  men  workmg  here  ?  "  added 
he,  turning  with  a  smile  to  his  sister. 

"  Not  at  all,"  said  Catherine,  "  and 
thank  you  for  granting  my  request. 
Come  on !  Come  on !  I  am  in  a  hurry 
to  see  the  lion,  and  begin  the  search  for 
the  marvels  he  consents  to  show  us." 

The  workmen  were  placed  in  the 
trenches  in  charge  of  Gargaridi,  and  the 
four  Faranghis  mounted  their  horses  and 
set  off  on  their  expedition,  furnished  with 
the"necessary  measuring  instruments. 

They  were  not  long  in  arriving  at  the 
Sounding  Lion,  a  block  of  stone,  half 
shapeless,  resting  on  the  ground  outside 
the  town  of  Hamadan.  The  natives  at- 
tributed magical  properties  to  this  colossus. 
They  said  that  as  protector  of  the  city 
it  kept  away  famine  and  excessive  cold. 
Its  beneficent  shadow  cured  fevers,  and 
refreshed  the  traveller  exliausted  with 
fatigue  and  thirst.  Wlaen  the  four  friends 
came  near  the  lion,  a  sonorous  murmur 
seemed  to  make  the  worn  stone  vibrate. 
Was  it  an  eagle  or  a  vulture  that  had 
swept  it  with  his  wing  as  he  passed  ? 
Had  some  child  thrown  a  pebble  at  it, 
awaking  by  the  shock  the  wrath  of  the 
king  of  the  desert,  asleep  for  centuries 
imder  this  rude  shell  ?  They  could  not  say. 
But  the  murmur,  sweet,  solemn,  and 
mysterious,  appeared  to  the  girl  an  omen 
of  success. 

"  See,  Maurice,"  she  exclaimed  ;  "  the 
lion  is  glad  you  have  come  to  him!" 
And  jumping  from  her  horse  she  ran 
towards  the  colossus.  "Do  you  not 
admire,  gentlemen,  the  splendid  look  the 
beast  still  has  ?  All !  the  ancients  are  our 
masters  in  everything." 

"  As  animal  sculptors  especially,"  said 
Kerdic,  "  you  must  admit  that  these  old 


Asiatic  artists  are  inimitable.  Let  xis 
hope  the  lion  will  keep  the  promises  made 
in  his  name.  To  work !  That  is  the 
left  eye  of  this  gentleman.  Good  T  Now 
that  is  the  right  eye.  'Tention  !  Draw 
your  lines  now,  and  don't  get  out  of  the 
perpendicular !  Are  we  there  yet,  Heu- 
tenant '?  ' ' 

"  Yes.  At  five  hundred  yards  you  cut 
the  first  line — is  that  it  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  five  hmidred  yards." 

"  That  is  here,  I  believe.  Doctor,  will 
you  verify  it  ?  " 

The  spot  was  carefully  verified ;  then 
the  third  line  at  an  angle  of  twenty-five 
degrees  was  carefully  set  out,  and  the 


was  on  the  right  track  ;  and,  excited  witli 
excessive  joy,  she  laughed  and  talked  and 
chattered  with  extraordinary  spirit. 

"  I  believe  this  wretched  lion  has 
bewitched  her  !  "  said  Kerdic,  making  fun 
of  her.  "  Doctor,  feel  her  pulse,  please. 
Has  she  not  got  the  fever  ?  " 

"  If  she  has,  it  is  the  good  fever,"  said 
the  doctor,  "  I  recommend  to  all  my 
patients.  Its  name  is  the  fever  of  en- 
thusiasm, and  happy  are  they  who  have 
it  !" 

"  Go  and  bring  the  men,"  said 
Catherine,  "  instead  of  teasing  me  ;  and 
at  the  same  time  make  them  bring  the 
tents  and  the  baggage.    I  am  not  going 


"Turning  back  at  every  step." 


three  men  posted  themselves  at  the  point 
of  jimction. 

"  Now  march  away,  Catherine,"  said 
Kerdic,  "  and  stick  in  that  stick  when  we 
signal  you  to  stop." 

The  girl  went  off  along  the  line  indi- 
cated, turning  back  at  every  step  to  look 
at  .her  companions.  At  length  JIam-ice 
made  a  signal.  She  stopped  and  stuck 
the  stick  in  the  ground  at  the  vanishing 
point,  that  is  at  tlie  place  where  tlie  line 
seemed  to  end  to  the  eyes  of  the  spectators 
placed  at  the  junction  of  the  third  and 
first  lines. 

The  three  men  were  at  her  side  in  a 
minute,  and  Catherine  gave  the  first 
stroke  with  the  pickaxe.   She  felt  sure  she 


to  leave  the  lion.  I  instal  myself  here, 
I  refuse  to  give  a  single  pick,  and  even  to 
take  any  interest  whatever  in  what  goes 
on  elsewhere,  and  if  you  take  the  work- 
men away,  I  warn  you,  I  will  get  up  an 
agitation  against  them,  and  take  them 
away  from  you  !  " 

"  Well,  let  us  hope  you  will  not  be 
mistaken,  little  sister.  I  will  go  and  see 
about  shifting  the  quarters,"  said  Maurice, 
not  with  too  much  conviction. 

He"  mounted  his  horse  and  galloped  off 
to  the  trendies,  soon  to  reappear  with  a 
dozen  men,  whom  he  set  to  work.  The 
others  came  up  gradually,  and  with  the 
last,  Gargaridi  arrived  with  the  baggage. 
Some  of  the  men  were  then  set  to  work 
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pitching  the  tents  and  building  the  new 
gouvbis  ;  towards  evening  the  camp  was 
fonned,  and  every  moment  the  incessant 
strokes  of  the  pickaxe  awoke  a  sleeping 
echo  in  the  lion  of  stone. 

There  was  nothing  surprising  in 
Catherine  wishing  to  again  visit  her 
friends  the  Guebres.  On  the  fifth  day, 
when  they  had  found  nothing  but  a  few 
medals  half  effaced  by  the  rubbing  of  ages, 
she  was  talking  about  going  to  see  them, 
when  little  Hassan  suddenly  rose  in  front 
of  her. 

"  Talli  of  the  devil  !  "  said  the  lieu- 
tenant, with  a  laugh. 

"  Talk  of  the  angels,  and  you  will 
hear  their  wings,"  said  Catherine,  gaily. 
"  How  is  Leila  ?  How  is  your  master, 
little  Hassan  ?  I  hope  you  have  come  to 
say  they  are  on  the  road  to  visit  us,  good 
messenger  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Khanoiuu  ;  the  master  and 
Leila  are  on  their  ^vay  here  and  have  sent 
me  on  in  front  to  see  if  they  will  be 
welcome." 

"  Certainly  !  But  I  will  go  and  meet 
them.  Come  with  me  so  that  I  do  not 
lose  my  way." 

Catherine  went  off  with  the  boy  and 
soon  met  the  old  magus  and  girl,  who 
wore  leisurely  approaching  on  two 
splendid  white  asses  richly  caparisoned. 
They  dismounted  as  soon  as  they  saw 
then-  hostess,  who  kissed  the  lovely 
Leila  and  warmly  welcomed  the  visitors. 
From  under  his  thick  white  eyebrows  the 
old  man  benevolently  contemplated  the 
yoim^'  stranger,  and  showed  that  he  was 
deeply  impressed  with  the  grace  and 
gaiety  of  the  young  foreigner.  By  the 
side  of  the  gigantic  old  man  in  his  ample 
white  draperies  Catherine  looked  like  a 
little  bird,  and  the  ease  and  spirit  of  her 
movements  and  behaviour  astonished 
the  old  man  and  his  granddaughter. 

Catherine  led  the  girl  to  her  tent, 
observing  that  she  was  rather  embarrassed 
in  the  company  of  her  brother,  the  doctor, 
and  the  lieutenant,  who  had  now  come  up. 
Persian  women  do  not  appear  at  all,  or  very 
rarely,  in  the  society  of  men.  Then  they 
had  a  long  chat,  which  lasted  till  Hassan 
came  to  announce  that  Goiicha  Nichin 
was  ready  to  go,  and  was  asking  for 
Leila. 

When  the  visitors  had  departed 
Catherine  asked  what  the  Guebre  had 
said  and  done  in  the  trenches.  They  told 
her  that  he  had  walked  along  the  lines 
with  a  mysterious  air,  holding  his  beard 
in  his  hand  and  muttering  strange  words 
in  an  unknown  tongue. 

"  Did  he  seem  satislied  '?  "  she  asked. 

"  He  did  not  condescend  to  tell  us," 
said  the  lieutenant.  "  On  the  strength  of 
what  you  told  us,  I  had  thought  the 
old  man  was  genuine,  but  from  what  I 
have  seen  of  him,  I  should  say  he  was  a 
quack." 

Oh !  do  not  tliink  that  of  my  old 
magician  !    Such  a  beautiful  beard  !  " 

"  Tlie  beard  is  superb,  undoubtedly ; 
but,  take  my  word  for  it,  the  man  has  got 
more  than  one  string  to  his  bow  in  this 
matter." 


"I  confess,"  said  Kerdic,  "that  dear 
old  Goucha  Nichin  did  not  quite  please 
me  to-day.  I  thought  there  was  some- 
thing sinister  about  him — a  double  sort  of 
look.  I  have  a  good  mind  to  stop  these 
diggings  and  return  to  my  original 
plan." 

"  Oh  !  not  yet,  Maurice,  I  beg  !  "  said 
the  girl,  suddenly  looking  grave.  "  We 
might  at  least  assure  ourselves  that  there 
is  nothing  to  be  found  here.  Look  ! 
Promise  me  ten  days  of  hard  work.  If  at  i 
the  end  of  that  time  we  have  discovered 
nothing,  I  give  in,  and  we  return  to  our 
first  trenches."  > 

As  Catherine  was  still  speaking  they 
suddenly  saw  the  doctor  running  up, 
gesticulating  like  one  possessed. 

"Victory!"    he    shouted.  "Come 
here  !     Come  quick  !    Eun  !  " 

The  young  people  flew  to  the  spot 
indicated  and  jumped  into  the  trench  at  a 
bound.  There  could  be  no  doubt  this  time. 
The  pick  had  struck  against  a  verv  hard 
block,  made  by  the  hand  of  man,  built  up 
of  bricks  closely  joined  together  ;  a  few  i 
strokes  of  the  pick  soon  cleared  away  the 
surface.  It  was  a  wall — a  wall  of  defence. 
Were  they  in  the  presence  of  the  highest 
of  the  seven  girdles  which  surrounded 
ancient  Ecbatana  ?  Were  they  to  see 
in  the  sunshine  the  seven  primitive 
colours  untarnished  by  the  dust  of 
ages  '? 

A  cloud  passed  over  Maurice's  eyes. 
His  heart  beat  violently,  and  he  was 
obliged  to  rest  against  the  side  of  the 
trench  to  save  himself  from  falling. 
None  the  less  excited  was  Catherine,  who 
had  seized  a  tool,  and,  eyes  sparkling  and 
cheeks  red  as  fire,  was  carefully  rubbing 
away  the  soil  and  stony  conglomerate 
which  covered  the  old  wall.  ISoon  she 
had  so  cleaned  the  solid  block  as  to  feel 
the  tool  slide  over  a  smooth  surface. 
Then  with  a  sponge  she  washed  the  brick 
with  water. 

A  line  of  pale  citron  at  first  appeared 
above  a  green  palm  leaf  of  exquisite 
freshness  of  colouring.  Catherine  again 
washed  the  wall ;  there  appeared  a  beau- 
tiful white  daisy  picked  out  with  pure 
vermilion,  a  heart  of  gold  spreading  over 
a  background  of  neuter  blue.  The  four 
explorers  uttered  a  shout  of  joy.  For  a 
moment  there  was  at  the  bottom  of  the 
trench  a  concert  of  joyous  exclamations, 
of  felicitations,  and  exchange  of  hearty 
hand-claspings.  That  moment  paid  for 
all  past  fatigues,  all  dangers  surmounted 
and  to  come. 

"  It  is  there  !  It  is  there  !  "  said  Cathe- 
rine, with  her  eyes  wet ;  "  there  they  are, 
the  walls  described  by  Herodotus  which 
astonished  all  antiquity !  We  see  thein 
with  our  eye>,  and  thanks  to  you,  my  dear 
brother,  thousands  of  men  will  admire 
them  again.  Ah  !  the  earth  has  hidden 
her  marvels  well,  but  France  has  pro- 
duced a  savant  bold  enough  to  come 
and  wrench  them  from  her  I  Vive  la 
France  !  " 

"  And  Vive  Mam-ice  and  Catherine 
Kerdic  !  "  said  the  lieutenant,  enthusiasti- 
cally. 

(T'o  be  colli iniietl.) 


"  And  A^'ive  Lieutenant  Guyon  and 
Hakim  Bachy  !  "  said  Mam-ice,  laughing 
and  crying  at  the  same  time. 

"  And  Vive  poor  calumniated  Goucha 
Nichin!"  said  Catherine.  "Let  us  to» 
work  again.  I  see  no  more  till  we  havM 
cleared  away  a  bit  of  wall.  Is  it  a  foun-1 
tain  ?  Is  it  a  wall  ?  I  tremble  to  thinki 
of  it." 

Work  was  resumed  with  new  ardour. 
Most  careful  precautions  were  taken  to 
clear  the  bricks  without  spoiling  the  var- 
nish. They  were  obliged  to  break  a 
cement  as  hard  as  adamant  to  get  them 
apart,  and  the  workmen  were  nearly  do- 
ing damage  by  their  clumsy  strokes  of 
the  pickaxe.  The  Faranghis  had  to  be 
in  all  places  at  once  to  see  that  mattersi 
went  properly  ;  at  last  everything  seemed'f 
to  be  going  well,  and  after  six  hours'  as-' 
siduous  labour  they  had  unearthed,  and 
labelled,  and  numbered,  and  stowed  away 
in  large  baskets  the  materials  of  about 
three  square  yards  of  the  wall. 

A  frieze  representing  a  lion  hunt  ran 
along  the  surface  thus  brought  to  light. 
The  attitude  of  the  archers,  admirably 
true  to  nature,  the  movement  of  the  ani- 
mals, furiously  leaping,  turning  against 
the  hunters,  or  running  painfully  with  an 
arrow  in  their  loins,  the  mouth  open  in 
agony,  was  superb.    The  free  and  supple 
design,  the  brilliant  colouring,  delightfuJlj-  A 
fanciful,  showed  that  the  uncovered  work  1 
belonged  to  the  best  period  of  Persian  I 
art.    Along  the  frieze  ran  a  fine  pattern  f 
of  palm  leaves  and  daisies,  set  in  graceful 
arabesques. 

The  very  first  day  Catherine  sent  off  a 
messenger  to  Goucha  Nichin,  informing 
him  of  the  success  of  the  search. 

The  old  Guebre  did  not  delay  to  come 
in  person,  and  contemplate  the  discoveries 
of  his  new  friends ;  and  soon  all  took  to 
watching  the  old  man  slowly  pacing  up 
and  down  the  trenches,  speaking  but 
little,  lost  in  his  deep  reveries,  and  gazing 
enigmatically  at  the  open  gromid.  Doctor 
Hardy,  the  Hakim  Bachy  as  he  was 
called,  studied  him  closely,  seeing  in  him 
an  interesting  "  subject  "  ;  but  the  almost 
absolute  silence  of  the  old  Guebre  was 
well  calculated  to  puzzle  the  most  careful 
observation.  Occasionallj-  his  look  would 
seem  to  pierce  the  entrails  of  the  earth  so 
deeply-  and  fiercely,  that  Catherine,  who 
had  at  first  taken  a  great  liking  to  the 
old  man,  became  half  frightened  of  him. 

That  was  not  the  case  with  Leila,  who 
often  accompanied  her  grandfather  to  the 
camp.  A  close  friendship  had  sprung  up 
between  her  and  Catherine.  Unlike  other 
Oriental  women,  she  had  received  fi-om 
the  magus  an  education  as  genuine  as  it 
was  varied.  Strange  and  occult  were 
many  of  the  things  the  yoiing  Guebre 
knew,  and  between  these  two  girls,  of  race 
and  destiny  so  different,  there  was  a 
curious  exchange  of  ideas  and  impres- 
sions. Usually  a  light  veil  of  melancholy 
dwelt  on  Leila's  lovely  face,  but  with  her 
fi-iend  the  Faranghi  her  sadness  vanished, 
and  she  was  never  tired  of  asking  about 
that  distant  land  ^^■here  the  ^\•omen  are 
free  and  no  religion  is  persecuted. 
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A  UNITED   STATES'  TRAINING  SHIP  FOE  BOYS. 


A LIFE  on  the  ocean  wave  has  hitherto  had 
an  irresistible  attraction  for  high-souled 
Britisli  youtlis.  Many  a  fond  mother  ere 
now  ha's  shuddered  at  the  stormy  sea. 
Many  a  wilful  son,  impelled  by  love  of 
adventure  or  the  potent  iniluence  of  salt  sea 
surroundings,  has  bounded  over  every 
obstacle  placed  in  his  seaward  path,  and 
wooed  wanton  fortune  on  blue  water.  Not  ; 
infrequently  a  boy  has  fled  from  homo  without  j 
word  of  farewell  to  his  parents,  and  sought 
some  sailing  ship  bound  for  far-oir  climes. 

Kunaways  now  find  that  shipowners  and  ! 
shipmasters  decline  to  have  anything  to  do  | 
with  them.    Should  one  hide  away  on  board 
he  would  assuredly  be  driven  forth  by  thirst 
and  hunger.    He  would  probably  be  handeil 
to  the  police  at  the  nearest  port,  and  suffer  ' 
seclusion  in  a  gaol  for  his  pains.  Times 
have  changed,  and  the  lines  of  a  runaway  ' 
are  not  cast  in  pleasant  places.  Danger 
lurks  wherever  one's  station  in  life's  battle 
may  be,  but  the  sea  is  not  always  vexed  with 
storms.     A  toihvorn  mariner  will  angrily 
ask,  "Who'd  sell  a  farm  and  go  to  sea?  " 
Pine  weather  and  favourable  breezes  put  to 
flight  reckless  repining,  and  who  so  gay 
as  he  ?     Wild  winds  whistle  a  plaintive 
melody  across  the  rigging's  reolian  harp- 
strings,  and  Poor  Jack's  breast  thrills  with  an 
exquisite  pity  for  folk  on  shore. 

When  you  and  I,  Bill,  ou  the  deck 

Are  comfortably  lying. 
My  eyes  !  what  tiles  and  chimney  pots 
About  their  heads  are  flying. 

A  mermaid  cf  the  Poet  Laureate's  verse 
warns  a  boy  that  old  ocean's  waters  would 
soon  close  over  his  devoted  head  should  he 
dare  set  sail. 

Fool !  lie  answered,  death  is  sure 

To  those  that  stay  and  those  that  roam. 

And  upper  form  boys  are  aware  how 
beautifully  Horace  expresses  the  same  truth. 
"  Pallida  Mors  mquo  pulsat  pedo  pauperum 
tabernas,  regumque  turres."  A  sailor's  life 
is  neither  more  nor  less  dangerous  than  any 
other.  British  sailors  there  must  always  be 
if  our  sea-girt  isle  is  to  remain  mistress  of 
the  seas.  Hence  a  hardy,  courageous  boy, 
having  his  parents'  consent,  might  do  far 
worse  than  go  to  sea  as  an  apprentice  to 
some  shipowner  of  repute. 

Every  one  is  not.  born  with  the  proverbial 
silver  spoon  in  his  mouth,  but  should  a 
young  reader  yearn  to  become  an  officer  in 
the  British  mercantile  marine,  he  will  do 
well  to  prevail  upon  his  parents  or  guardians 
to  permit  him  to  become  a  cadet  in,  say, 
either  the  Conway  or  the  Worcester.  These 
ships  lie  at  anchor  in  the  Mersey  and  the 
Thames    respectively  for   the  purpose  of 
training  youngsters  in  the  rudiments  of 
seamanship   and   navigation.     About  £60 
per  annum  covers  the  fees  for  each  boy  in 
these  school   ships,  which  receive  youths 
between  the  ages  of  13   and  15.  Lord 
Brassey,  of  "Sunbeam"  renown,  has  not 
been  slow  to  perceive  that   these  youths 
practically  finish  their  education  on  leaving 
their  aluia  mater  on  the  completion  of  two 
years'  training.    Shipmasters  are  not  always 
scholars,  teaching  is  irksome  to  many  and 
impossible  to  a  few,  so  that  after  a  four 
years'  apprenticeship  a  youth  has  forgotten 
much    that  he   knew.     More's   the  pity. 
Science  and  Art  classes  have  no  existence  on 
salt  water.     Junior  clerks,  on  shore  can 
attend  night   classes    by  payment   of^  a 
nominal  fee.     Government  grants  provide 
ioT  payment  of  teachers  and  distribution  of 
prizes    to    students   who    take  first-class 
certificates    at    the   annual  examinations. 
Nothing  is  done  to  further  the  education  of 
beys  at  sea,  and  the  result  is  disastrous. 


Lord  Brassey  has  now  arranged  with  Messrs. 
Devitt  and  Moore  to  accommodate  24  midship- 
men on  each  of  their  clipper  ships  Harbinger 
and  Hesperus.  Each  class  is  coached  by  a 
naval  instructor  who  will  initiate  the  aspi- 
rants into  the  mysteries  of  navigation  and 
nautical  astronomy.  Practical  seamanship 
will  also  be  thoroughly  taught.  Boys  should 
become  trustworthy  navigators  and  educated 
men  under  this  nautical  public  school  sys- 
tem. Who  shall  say  there  is  no  royal  road  to 
success  in  the  merchant  service,  provided  the 
necessary  funds  be  forthcoming  to  pave  it  with 
gold  ?  Each  of  these  youths  would  cost  £500 
before  becoming  eligible  to  pass  his  examina- 
tion and  receive  a  Board  of  Trade  certificate 
entitling  him  to  obtain  an  officer's  post  in  a 
British  merchantman.  Pay  barely  furnishes 
necessaries  at  first,  and  promotion  is  some- 
times terribly  slow,  for  the  impious  toast  of 
"A  bloody  war  and  a  sickly  season,"  avails 
nothing  in  peaceful  cargo  carriers.  The  terms 
are  prohibitive  to  the  sons  of  poor  gentlemen 
whom  the  system  is  supposed  to  benefit. ^ 

A  similar' but  less  costly  course  of  tuition 
would  be  a  boon  to  many  well-bred  sea-loving 
boys.  Technical  schools  are  coming  to  the 
front,  but  no  better  opening  can  be  desired  for 
a  truly  technical  school  than  on  a  ship  at  sea. 
The  Admiralty  lend  to  societies  about  18 
old  men-of-war  hulks,  which  serve  as  re- 
formatories and  training  ships  for  boys  des- 
tined to  serve  before  the  mast.  Seamanship, 
however,  can  only  be  practically  learnt  in  a 
sea-going  sailing  ship,  and  serious  objections 
are  not  wanting  to  the  plausible  pretext  that 
the  sea  is  the  proper  place  for  taming  vicious 
or  unruly  boys.  Good  character  is  as 
essential  at  sea  as  on  shore,  and  boys  from 
these  ships  are  often  held  in  disfavour. 

America  acts  upon  the  true  principle  that 
a  sailor's  attributes  are  best  found  in  a  fear- 
less but  law-abiding  boy.  Local  authorities 
at  an  American  seaport  desirous  of  training 
boys  for  the  merchant  service  can  obtain  from 
the  United  States'  Naval  Department  the  loan 
of  a  sea-going  sailing  man-of-war  in  which 
none  but  boys  over  15  years  of  age  may  be 
received  for  training.  Each  boy  must  possess 
the  written  consent  of  his  parents,  must  be 
of  unblemished  character,  and  physically 
fit.  Moreover,  an  elementary  educational  test 
is  enforced.  An  accepted  lad  is  fed  and 
taught  free  of  charge,  but  suitable  clothing 
must  be  supplied  by  his  parents.  The  outfit 
consists  of  one  blue,  and  two  white  uniform 
suits,  one  blue  pea  jacket,  one  pair  of  india- 
rubber  boots,  two  pairs  of  leather  boots  or 
shoes,  three  pairs  of  socks  and  drawers,  three 
undershirts  and  pocket  handkerchiefs,  one 
each  of  scrubbing,  tooth,  hair,  clothes,  and 
blacking  brushes,  a  box  of  blacking,  and 
sufficient  needles,  thread,  wax,  tape,  and 
buttons.  He  is  given  a  mattress,  a  pair  of 
warm  blankets,  a  hammock,  a  set  of  mess 
utensils,  a  clothes  bag,  and  a  ditty  box.  The 
United  States'  roomy  sailing  warship,  Sara- 
toga, whose  name  recalls  the  stirring  times 
of  the  War  of  Independence,  is  the  floating 
home  of  the  Pennsylvania  Nautical  School. 
Her  guns  have  been  removed,  and  she  is 
rigged  now  like  a  modern  merchant  ship. 

She  recently  crossed  the  stormy  Atlantic 
from  America  to  England,  under  the  command 
of  Captain  F.  M.  Green,  U.S.N.,  with  110  boys 
in  training.  All  her  officers,  inclusive  of  the 
surgeon,  are  gentlemen  specially  selected 
from  the  United  States'  Navy.  They  carry 
out  the  usual  ship's  duties,  and  also  act  as 
instructors  to  the  boys  under  the  supervision 
of  the  commander,  who  is,  as  it  were,  the 
head  master.  Students  enjoy  shore  school  ad- 
vantages, with  the  manifold  pleasures  of  a  sea 
life  in  its  most  poetic  aspect.  Petty  officers 
and  skilled  seamen  assist  in  working  the  ship. 


We  accepted  an  invitation  from  Captain 
Green,  and  spent  a  happy  holiday  on  board 
the  Saratoga,  mixing  freely  with  all.  The 
captain's  gig,  in  charge  of  his  son,  awaited  our 
arrival  at  Southampton.  We  gauged  the 
staying  power  and  precision  of  stroke  of  the 
youthful  boat's  crew  as  they  bent  to  their 
oars,  for  the  ship  lay  far  from  the  pier.  They 
were  a  credit  to  their  officers  and  their 
nation,  and,  if  afloat  in  years  to  come,  should 
each  be  in  command  of  one  of  Uncle  Sam's 
fleetest  merchant  craft.  They  were  evidently 
picked  youths,  but  their  fellow  students 
ran  them  hard.  Her  Majesty  was  ex- 
pected from  the  Isle  of  Wight  to  open  a  new 
dock  at  Southampton,  and  the  Saratoga  lay 
draped  with  flags  that  fluttered  famously. 
High  aloft  flew  the  flag  that  braved  a  thou- 
sand years  the  battle  and  the  breeze  in 
courteous  greeting  with  the  star-spangled 
banner.  Blood  is  thicker  than  water,  and 
the  Americans  are  our  near  kindred.  Comely 
and  dignified  the  old  ship  always  will  be,  but 
this  rainbow-hued  adornment  made  her  look 
almost  young  again,  as  the  sunlit  waters 
lovingly  caressed  her  trim  hull.  Captain 
Green  kindly  piloted  us  all  over  the  ship,  and 
we  could  but  admire  her  perfect  cleanliness 
and  comfort.  A  glass  window  filled  up  each 
porthole,  and  the  summer  sun  left  little  to  be 
desired.  The  boys  dined  on  excellent  fare  at 
faultlessly  clean  tables.  Each  takes  his  turn 
to  lay  the  table,  bring  the  food  for  his 
mess  from  the  cook's  galley  forward,  and 
keep  the  mess  utensils  clean.  A  lazy  boy 
would  have  a  bad  quarter  of  an  hour  with 
the  master-at-arms.  Not  a  speck  of  dirt  or 
irregularity  of  conduct  seems  to  escape  the 
keen  eyes  of  that  official,  who  is  responsible 
for  the  behaviour  of  the  boys  when  below. 

The  command  "Lay  aloft  "  was  given  just 
before  the  Boyal  Yacht,  with  Her  Majesty  on 
board,  passed  under  the  Saratoga's  stern. 
Instantaneously  the  boys  in  blue  bounded 
aloft,  and  on  receiving  the  order"  Lay  out," 
everyyard  of  the  Saratoga  swarmed  with  them. 
No  prettier  sight  could  be  wished  for  by  a 
seaman,  except  perhaps  that  of  a  clipper 
beating  down  Channel  under  all  plain  sail  in 
a  fresh  breeze.  Not  a  sound  was  heard 
aloft.  Sailors  are  as  polite  as  court  dames 
when  necessary,  and  immediately  the  yacht 
had  crossed  came  the  order  "  Face  about," 
and  the  boys  swung  gracefully  round  so  as  to 
keep  their  cheery  countenances  directed  to- 
wards Her  Majesty.  A  similar  manauvre 
was  carried  out  when  the  yacht  returned. 
The  Dukes  of  Edinburgh  and  Connaught,  on 
the  P.oyal  Yacht,  in  answer  to  the  salutation  of 
Captain  Green,  raised  their  cocked  hats  as  she 
swept  proudly  by  within  speaking  distance. 

When  old  Sol  sank  below  the  horizon, 
the  Saratoga  was  undressed,  the  boats 
hoisted  up,  and  all  made  snug  for  the  night. 
The  boys  betook  themselves  to  various 
dehghts.  Some  wrote  to  friends  at  home, 
some  read  of  deeds  of  daring  or  more  solid 
literature,  some  were  skylarking  on  the  upper 
deck.  Her  well  stocked  library  of  carefully 
chosen  books  would  gladden  the  heart  of  any 
boy.  Every  English  author  that  boys  love 
was  represented,  and  American  writeis  were 
not  wanting.  Penny-dreadful  literature  was 
rigidly  excluded.  She  has  also  a  piano  and 
a  harmonium  for  the  boys  to  discourse 
sweet  music  to  soothe  the  savage  if  any  there 
be  on  board.  Kind  friends  in  Philadelphia 
had  given  the  books  and  musical  instruments 
for  the  use  of  th«  students. 

At  9  o'clock  a  bugle's  stirring  notes 
awaken  the  echoes.  Ere  they  cease  every 
boy  is  snug  in  his  hammock,  just  previously 
brought  below  and  hung  up  by  a  ring  at  each 
end  to  stout  hooks  in  the  beams  overhead. 
The  busy  hum  of  boyish  voices  ceased  as 
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though  in  obedience  to  a  magician's  wand,  and 
perfect  silence  reigned.  We  soon  retired  to 
rest  in  the  captain's  snug  berth.and  the  steady 
tramp  of  the  watch  on  deck  recalled  old  time 
memories.  Eising  early  next  morning  we 
reached  the  deck  as  soon  as  possible.  The  boys 
stand  bareheaded  as  the  American  flag  runs 
up  to  the  peak  and  the  strains  of  the  national 
anthem  break  the  stillness  of  the  morning. 
Our  human  hive  had  been  awakened  by  the 
bugle  call.  Hammocks  were  unslung,  taken 
on  deck,  and  stowed  in  the  nettings.  Then, 
in  the  open  air,  every  boy  strips  to  his 
waist,  rolls  up  his  trousers  above  the  knees 
and  washes  himself.  This  done  they  toe  a 
line  along  the  deck  with  exposed  chests  and 
lower  limbs,  and  undergo  the  critical  inspec- 
tion of  the  master-at-arms.    No  love  is  lost 


changed  all  that.  He  was  brought  up  after 
mspection  was  over  and  Captain  Green  gave 
him  some  fatherly  advice.  Soon  after  we 
saw  the  repentant  youngster  romping  as 
heartily  as  any.  Corporal  punishment  is 
unknown  on  board  the  Saratoga,  and  the 
iron  hand  of  discipline  is  concealed  by  the 
silken  glove  of  sympathy. 

In  the  classes  practical  seamanship  alter- 
nates with  the  usual  school  subjects.  The 
boys  are  carefully  taught  how  to  make  the 
many  nautical  knots  and  spHces  ;  to  set,  reef, 
and  shorten  sail ;  to  heave  the  lead  ;  to  use 
the  palm  and  needle;  to  swim;  and  to 
handle  beats  under  sail.  Merchant  seamen 
rarely  know  anything  of  the  latter  accom- 
plishment. Should  steamships  supersede 
sailing  craft  there  is  always  the  possibility 
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between  that  petty  officer  and  a  dirty  boy. 
Muster  finished,  the  pumps  are  started  and 
the  decks  cleansed.  The  barefooted  young- 
sters seem  amphibious,  and  water  splashes 
about  lis  on  every  side.  Then  the  brass  work 
IS  polished.  Soon  all  is  done,  and  the  boys 
enjoy  a  hearty  breakfast.  Boys  will  be  boys, 
and  many  a  practical  joke  was  played  forour 
benefit  whenever  authority  turned  his  back. 
Would  that  all  boys  could  be  as  happy  as  they! 

Breakfast  over,  white  working  suits  are 
exchanged  for  natty  blue  suits  fashioned 
man-of-war  wise,  except  that  the  trousers 
were  pleasantly  without  those  terrible  bell 
bottoms.  Each  mess,  class,  or  form,  as 
schoolboys  may  term  it,  mustered  in  double 
line  on  either  side  of  the  ship  facing  amid- 
ships, and  the  commander  inspected  them. 
One  boy  had  refused  to  carry  out  a  just 
order  and  had  been  sequestered  in  the  ship's 
lock-up.    A  short  course  of  bread  and  water 


that  it  might  one  day  become  imperatively 
necessary  to  abandon  a  disabled  or  burning 
steamship,  and  skill  in  handling  a  boat  in  a 
seaway  might  be  the  means  of  saving  many 
valuable  lives.  The  three  E's,  reading,  'riting, 
and  'rithmetic,  English  grammar,  geography, 
the  use  of  logarithms,  and  the  elements  of 
navigation  and  nautical  astronomy,  are  in- 
cluded in  the  Saratoga's  school  studies.  A 
goodly  number  shoot  the  sun  at  noon,  and 
deduce  the  latitude  by  calculation  from  the 
sun's  altitude  thus  obtained.  The  longitude 
problem  is  difficult,  but  the  more  advanced 
grasp  the  details,  and  we  saw  an  interesting 
example  clearly  worked  out  on  the  black- 
board. As  a  consequence  of  the  survival  of 
the  fittest,  those  boys  who  unduly  prefer 
biceps  to  brains  will  become  seamen  before 
the  mast,  whereas  those  who  have  attended 
to  their  studies  will,  on  leaving  the  Saratoga 
in  possession  of  the  School's  certificate  of 


graduation,  readily  obtain  junior  officers'  posi- 
tions in  the  American  mercantile  marine. 

_  A  plain,  wholesome  diet  is  provided,  and  the 
bill  of  fare  is  interesting  enough  to  give  the 
items. 


Beef,  potatoes,  pickles. 
Pork  and  beans,  iiickles. 
Beef,  potatoes,  rice  pud- 
ding. 

Beef,  potatoes,  plum  duff. 
Pork  and  beans,  pickles. 
Beef,    potatoes,  pickles, 

rice  puilding. 
Bouilli    soup,  potatoes, 

plum  du£E. 


Day  Bheakfa.st 
JI.     Oatmeal  and  syrun. 
T.  Hash. 
W.    Pork  and  beans. 

Th.  Hash. 

F.  Oatmeal  and  syrup. 
Sat.  Pork  and  beans. 

Sua.  Hash. 


First-class  biscuits,  similar  to  those  known 
as  captains'  over  here,  are  supplied  without 
stmt,  with  coffee  and  milk  for  breakfast  ancl 
tea  for  the  evening  meal.  Many  of  the  boys 
entertain  an  unfortunate  prejudice  against 
salt  meat,  which  they  will  not  eat.  We  agree 
with  the  surgeon  that  this  is  simply  because 
they  are  not  hungry.  Suppers  are  not  served, 
probably  lest  the  youngsters  should  suffer 
from  indigestion  or  nightmare.  The  cooks 
were  trained  men  of  colour,  so  that  good 
food  is  not  spoiled  by  cooking,  as  is  too  often 
the  case  in  our  merchantmen,  where  the  cooks 
can't  boil  salt  water  without  burning  it.  The 
captain's  coloured  steward,  who  waited  on  us 
at  table,  was  a  master  of  his  craft,  and  on 
shore  a  deacon  of  his  church. 

The  boys  in  training  come  from  many 
grades  of  society,  though  all  belong  to  the 
State  of  Pennsylvania,  and  their  nasal  twang  is 
a  little  peculiar  to  Englishmen.  Good  conduct 
is  the  rule.  We  carefully  examined  the  black 
list  book.  Slight  breaches  of  discipline  occa- 
sionally occur,  due  to  the  wayward  spirit 
common  to  boyhood's  days.  You  all  know 
that  the  traces  are  sometimes  kicked  over  at 
school  on  shore,  or  at  least  they  were  in  our 
time.  About  80  per  cent,  wear  an  anchor 
arm-badge,  signifying  that  they  have  not  given 
any  cause  for  complaint.  If  we  remember 
rightly,  the  youth  acting  as  hbrarian  was  a 
city  banker's  son.  Another  strapping  young 
fellow,  one  of  his  best  boys,  Captain  Green 
informed  us,  was  the  son  of  poor  but  honest; 
parents  who  could  not  afford  to  purchase  his 
outfit.  A  charitable  institution  came  to  the 
rescue,  as  the  boy  was  passionately  fond  of 
the  sea,  and  lent  him  sufficient  capital,  which 
he  will  doubtless  repay  after  having  com- 
pleted the  necessary  two  years'  training  on 
board  the  Saratoga,  and  made  a  voyage  or  two. 

Captain  Green  opens  an  account  for  boys 
whose  parents  provide  pocket  money.  On 
arrival  in  port  a  boy  can  thus  draw  sufficient 
cash  to  make  excursions  on  shore  possible. 
Some  of  them  came  up  to  London  for  a  week, 
and  were  taken  by  a  commissionaire  to  the 
Abbey,  the  Tower,  and  the  principal  objects 
of  interest.  Others  hired  bicycles  and  made 
pleasant  trips  to  Salisbury  and  the  Xew 
Forest.  They  were  loud  in  praise  of  the 
kindness  bestowed  upon  them  by  the  Enghsh 
people.  Love  for  the  old  country,  whence  their 
forefathers  came,  will  not  be  lessened  by  their 
short  sojourn. 

We  cannot  but  regret  that  there  is  no  such 
ship  afloat  under  the  British  flag,  for  Lord 
Brassey's  scheme  is  too  expensive  for  general 
utility.  And  now  we  bid  farewell  to  our  readers, 
as  we  did  to  their  young  American  cousins, 
trusting  that  they  will  each  and  all  remember 
Through  -ninds  and  tides  one  compass  guides. 
To  that,  and  your  owu  selves,  be  true, 

and  that  youth  is  the  precious  time  for  action, 
for 

The  fruit  of  dreamy  hoping 
Is,  waking,  blank  despair. 

Our  pretty  picture  of  the  Saratoga  is  from  an  . 
admirable  photograph  by  Messrs.  Symonds  & 
Co.,  High  Street,  Portsmouth,  England.  It 
represents  the  good  ship  standing  down 
Southampton  Water  under  full  sail  bound  for 
Philadelphia,  which  port  she  reached  after  a 
pleasant  passage. 


THE  rosy  breasted  cockatoos  were  an  indif- 
ferent lot,  ragged  and  poor  in  colour,  but 
one  of  the  Leadbeaters  was  very  fine,  although 
not  very  steady,  from  which  I  conclude  that  he 
was  usually  kept  in  a  large  aviary,  perhaps  out 
of  doors,  and  was  not  used  to  being  in  a  cage. 
I  may  mention  here  that  both  these  birds  and 
the  rosy  and  slender  billed  cockatoos  are 
natives  of  Australia  and  perfectly  hardy  in 
this  country,  where  they  might  very  readily 
be  acclimatised  but  for  the  invincible  pro- 
pensity implanted  in  the  breast  of  the 
average  Briton  to  immediately  kill  every 
strange  bird  that,  unhappily  for  itself,  chances 
to  cross  his  path. 

The  slender  billed  or  rosy  cockatoos  are 
not  pretty,  but  as  a  rule  they  are  good,  by 
which  I  mean  they  get  very  tame,  which  a 
Leadbeater  seldom  does,  and  generally  make 
excellent  talkers.  The  lemon  crests,  which 
are  the  next  biggest  to  the  Moluccan,  which 
rivals  the  raven  in  size,  were  not  largely  re- 
presented at  the  show,  from  which  I  infer 
that  they  are  not  as  numerously  kept  as  they 
were  some  years  ago,  which,  considering  the 
noise  they  make,  their  partiality  for  wrecking 
the  furniture  whenever  they  chance  to  get 
loose,  and  their  very  inferior  powers  of  con- 
versation, is  not  so  much  to  be  wondered  at. 

One  poor  macaw  alone  represented  his 
section  of  the  family,  and  was  left  unnoticed 
by  the  judge.  Several  nice  amazon  parrots, 
including  a  bodinus,  a  Guatemalan,  and  a 
blue  fronted,  talked  and  chattered  away, 
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mewed  and  barked  as  cheerfully  as  if  they 
had  been  at  home,  and  held  down  their  heads 
to  be  scratched  as  confidingly,  so  that  had 
their  owners  not  put  a  prohibitive  price  upon 
them  I  should  in  all  probability  have  taken 
one  or  more  of  them  away  with  me  at  the 
close  of  the  show. 

The  greys,  that  well-known  bird  with  the 
pearl-grey  body  and  the  crimson  tail,  that 
was  formerly  the  most  common  but  is  now 
one  of  the  least  frequently  seen  of  cage  birds, 
were  represented  by  five  examples,  which 
were  all  in  good  feather  and  condition  at  the 
opening  of  the  show,  which  is  more  than  can 
be  said  for  one  or  two  of  them  at  its  close, 
when  they  seemed  fagged  out  or  fatigued, 
not  to  say  ill. 

Among  the  other  short-tailed  parrots  were 
noticeable  several  eclecti,  or  eclectuses,  the 
male  of  which  is  a  bright  green  bird,  with 
red  sides  and  an  ivory  coloured  bill,  while  his 
female  is  gaudily  attired  in  several  shades  of 
purple  and  red,  and  has  a  jet  black  bill,  quite 
contrary  to  the  rule  that  obtains  among 
birds,  of  which  the  male  is  generally  much 
more  brilliantly  coloured  than  his  partner. 

A  little  sordid  parrot,  called  purple  parrot 
by  some  authorities,  and  a  -sfery  fine  Cuban, 
or  red-throated,  white-fronted  amazon,  com- 
plete the  entries  in  the  short-tailed  parrot 
classes,  and  were  all,  but  especially  the  last, 
extremely  nice  birds  and  apparently  in  the 
best  of  health. 

The  Old  World  or  Asiatic  parrots  had  a 


class  all  to  themselves,  and  were  represented 
by  several  ring-necked  parrakeets,  some  of 
which  were  handsome  birds  in  very  good 
condition ;  the  great  billed  alexandrine  (so 
called  because  it  is  supposed,  rightly  or 
wrongly,  to  be  the  species  brought  to  Europe 
by  the  Macedonian  conqueror  whose  name 
has  been  imposed  upon  it)  and  the  delicate- 
looking,  pretty  little  plumhead  were  also 
present,  as  were  several  moustache  parra- 
keets, so  called  in  consequence  of  the  broad 
streak  of  a  deep  black  colour  that  extends 
from  each  side  of  the  beak  to  the  side  of  the 
face  ;  but  the  most  remarkable  member  of  the 
family  was  a  Hodgson's  parrakeet,  rather  a 
rare  bird,  intermediate  in  size  between  the 
alexandrine  and  the  ring- necked.  It  has  a 
collar  like  the  latter  and  a  black  head,  and 
is  the  first  of  its  kind  I  have  ever  seen  in 
this  country. 

There  were  many  other  species  of  parrots 
and  parrakeets  present,  including  a  jendaya, 
conure,  which  was  much  noticed  on  account 
of  its  bright  yellow  colour,  and  a  Patagonian 
conure  ;  also  a  small  macaw-parrot,  a  blue 
mountain  lory,  and  others,  including  a  rare 
many-coloured  parrakeet. 

Among  the  smaller  species  were  a  pair 
entered  as  "  turquoisines,"  but  erroneously 
so,  as,  in  all  probabihty,  they  wera  hybrids 
between  that  species  and  an  allied  one, 
namely  the  elegant,  which  I  happen  to  know 
were  last  year  bred  in  some  numbers  in  a 
London  aviary. 
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One  pale  yellow  budgerigar  was  also  an 
object  of  much  curiosity  on  the  part  of 
visitors,  and  contrasted  remarkably  with  its 
companion  dressed  in  the  usual  «reen  and 
yellow  livery  natural  to  the  species.  There 
■was  also  another  pair  of  these  birds,  of  a 
very  pale  yellowish  green  colour,  in  which 
the  peculiar  wavy  markings  on  the  head  and 
neck  that  have  procured  for  the  budgerigar 
its  French  name  of  perruche  zebree,  were 
almost  imperceptible.  They  were  on  the  road 
to  becoming  yellow,  and  were  strong  and 
healthy,  but  ticketed  so  high  that  to  become 
their  possessor  was  out  of  the  question 
unless  one  happened  to  be  a  millionaire. 

Among  the  love-birds  were  two  very  nice 
peach-faced,  which  I  think  were  both  hens, 
several  Madagascar  or  grey-heads,  and  red- 
faced  of  course,  a  pair  of  which  took  the 
first  prize,  and  a  very  rare  pair  of  passerine 
parrakeets  ;  but  the  most  noteworthy  was  a 
pair  of  Ceylon  hanging  parrakeets,  perfect 
acrobats,  to  whom  it  appeared  to  be  a  matter 
of  complete  indifference  whether  they  sat  on 
the  perch  or  hung  by  their  claws  head  down- 
wards from  the  roof  of  their  domicile  ;  they 
svere  not  very  pretty  perhaps,  but  their  rarity, 
at  least  m  this  country,  and  their  peculiar 
mode  of  resting  themselves,  attracted  a  good 
deal  of  attention. 


Many  people  seem  to  have  a  preference  for 
the  smaller  birds,  and  of  these  a  great  variety 
were  on  exhibition,  the  most  beautiful  being 
perhaps  the  Gouldian  finches,  named  after 
the  great  explorer  and  naturalist,  tlie  late 
John  Gould,  who  discovered  them  in  Aus- 
tralia, and  bestowed  on  them  the  appropriate 
appellation  of  painted  finch,  which  they  well 
deserve,  for  they  carry  red,  black,  mauve, 
green,  yellow,  and  blue  on  their  small  per- 
sons, not  barred  and  mottled  and  running 
into  each  other,  as  in  the  case  of  the  seven" 
coloured  tanager  for  instance,  but  each  shade 
marked  off  by  a  sharp  line  of  division  from 
the  others,  so  as  at  first  sight  to  cause  the 
whole  to  resemble  the  botched  work  of  a 
bungling  artist  rather  than  the  perfect  handi- 
work of  nature,  which  these  beautiful  birds 
most  certainly  are. 

Lavender  finches,  melodious  fincjies, 
saffron  finches,  and  many  more  met  the 
gaze  of  the  visitor  on  the  show  benches,  and 
java  sparrows,  ribbon  sparrows,  also  called 
cut-throats  and  coral  finches,  rivalled  them  in 
point  of  attractiveness.  A  very  handsome 
green  bulbul  formed  a  conspicuous  object 
in  the  any  other  variety  class,  and  contrasted 
m  a  marked  manner  with  crimson  tanagers, 
crimson  grossbeaks,  and  crimson  crested 
cardinals. 


The  favourite  and  recently  abundant 
zebra  finch  was  not  numerously  repiesented 
and  I  think  there  was  but  one  pair  of  parson 
finches  and  one  of  diamond  sparrows,  both 
of  which  were  quite  common  at  shows  and 
m  the  bird  shops  a  few  years  since.  Can  it 
be  that  the  demand  for  these  charming  birds 
has  fallen  off,  or  that  the  supply  has  ceased' 
It  is  somewhat  difficult  to  say,  but  I  would 
fain  hope  that  the  former  supposition,  from 
whatever  cause  arising,  is  the  true  one,  and 
that  the  three  species  have  not  been  extir- 
pated from  Iheir  native  haunts  by  the  exertions 
of  over-zealous  and  inconsiderate  trappers. 

Avadavats  and  such  small  fry  only 
mustered  in  moderate  numbers,  and  on  the 
whole  I  thought  the  show  decidedly  defi- 
cient m  the  smaller  species  of  foreign  ca-^e 
birds.  ° 
I  cannot  recall  anything  more  of  impor- 
tance, and  will  conclude  by  observing  that 
the  practice  of  showing  birds  conduces  to 
the  study  of  the  birds  themselves,  their  ways 
and  habits,  and  is  so  far  beneficial  that  it 
leads  to  greater  care  and  attention  being 
paid  by  youthful  and  other  owners  to  their 
captives,  than,  without  the  stimulus  of  pos- 
sible prize  or  prizes,  the  latter  would  in 
some  cases  at  least  obtain. 

(the  end.) 
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GLOUCESTERSHIRE  With  this  year  attains  its 
majority.  It  began  in  a  blaze  of  glory ; 
then  it  went  down  in  the  world ;  now  it  is 
rising  again.  Last  year  it  was  sixth  on  the  list, 
and  its  points  were  minus  1.  Surrey  had  6 
points,  Lancashire  4,  Kent  and  Yorkshire  3 
each,  Nottingham  0,  Middlesex  minus  5,  and 
Sussex  minus  10  ;  the  points  being  arrived 
at  by  deducting  the  losses  from  the  wins. 
Gloucestershire  had  5  wins,  2  over  Notts, 
and  1  each  over  Yorkshire,  Sussex,  and  Mid- 
dlesex. Up  to  July  28,  the  Gloucestershire 
men  had  not  won  a  match  ;  after  then  they 
did  not  lose  a  match  except  the  Australian 
one,  which  doe?  not  count  in  county  cricket. 
This  was  a  curious  record,  and  it  goes  a  long 
way  to  show  how  much  the  team  is  dependent 
on  two  men.  In  the  early  part  of  the  season 
Dr.  W.  G.  Grace  had  a  bad  knee ;  on  July 
23,  the  holidays  had  begun  at  Cheltenham, 
and  Woof  was  able  to  join  the  eleven  and 
give  it  the  needful  bowling  strength.  During 
August  the  eleven  were  undoubtedly  the  most 
powerful  side  in  England,  and  their  defeat 
by  the  Australians  was  entirely  a  matter  of 
weather.  Tlie  weather  was  not  propitious  to 
the  Westerners  in  1890.  At  Gloucester  the 
ram  stopped  the  match  against  Kent  when 
only  12  runs,  with  C  wickets  to  fall,  were 
required  to  win  ;  at  Manchester  rain  stopped 
the  Lancashire  match  when  only  (59  runs 
were  required,  and  the  whole  side  was  avail- 
able to  get  them.  As  usual  Dr.  W.  G.  Grace 
headed  the  batting  averages,  this  time  with 
3G,  Mr.  Cranston  coming  next  with  34, 
Painter  being  third  with  28.  Woof  headed 
the  bowling  averages  with  13,  Dr.  W.  G. 
Grace  being  second  with  19,  and  Eoberts, 
who  did  the  heavy  work  of  the  season,  being 
third  with  22.  He  took  65  wickets  in  14 
matches;  Woof  took  55  in  7  matches. 

Kent  did  well  in  1890,  winning  six  matches 
and  losing  but  three.  For  the  first  time  for 
sis  years  Kent  beat  Surrey,  and  that  was  the 
most  remarkable  achievement  of  the  year. 
In  Martin  and  Wright  the  team  had  two 
excellent  left-handed  bowlers,  and  in  Messrs 
Daffen  and  Hamilton  two  new  and  promis- 
ing batsmen.    The  batting  averages  were 


CEICKET  SEASONS  OF  1890  AN] 

PAET  II. 

curiously  level.  Putting  aside  Mr.  Patterson, 
the  captain  for  the  latter  part  of  the  season, 
who  only  played  in  five  matches,  and  owed 
his  average  of  50  chiefly  to  his  not-out  in- 
nings of  123  against  Notts,  there  were  Mr 
Leslie  Wilson,  Mr.  Daffen,  G.  G.  Hearne, 
A.  Hearne,  Mr.  C.  J.  M.  Fox,  and  Mr.  W.  m! 
Torrens,  all  with  averages  from  20  to  22. 
Two  members  of  the  team  met  with  accidents! 
Mr.  Fox  at  Gloucester,  in  trying  to  stop  a 
hard  cut  at  point  dislocated'  his  shoulder- 
and  Walter  Wright  at  the  Oval,  in  trying  to 
stop  a  hard  return  from  Lohmann,  dislocated 
his  left  thumb.  It  is  not  often  that  two  acci- 
dents in  a  year  happen  to  one  eleven. 
Another  noteworthy  fact,  and  a  pleasanter 
one,  was  the  first  appearance  of  the  Surrey 
men  at  Canterbury.  Considering  the  years 
that  the  Canterbury  weelv  has  been  going,  it 
seems  almost  incredible  that  a  Surrey  eleven 
had  never  found  its  way  there  before.  This 
year  Surrey  is  to  go  again  ;  the  first  match  of 
the  week  being  Kent  against  Gloucestershire. 

The  last  season  of  Lancashire  was  marked 
by  the  absence  of  Pilling,  the  great  wicket 
keeper,  and  the  introduction  of  Mr.  A.  C. 
MacLaren,  being  the  first  time  that  the 
captain  of  the  Harrow  eleven  has  been  tried 
at  once  for  his  county,  and  a  very  good  first 
appearance  it  was.    To  score  108  at  the  first 
trial  in  first-class  company  is  a  remarkable 
achievement,  even  though   the  subsequent 
appearances  result  but  in  units.  Lancashire 
had  nine  batsmen  averaging  over  20,  the 
best  being  F.  Ward  with  29.    Briggs,  who 
was  suffering  from  an  injured  thigh"  in  the 
early  part  of  the  season,  ranking  next  with 
27.    Curiously  enough,  Briggs's  aggregate  of 
43G  was  the  highest  in  the  team,  and  there 
were  three  besides  him  who  exceeded  400. 
As  usual  he  was  the  best  bowler,  his  average 
being.  11,  Watson's  being  13,  and  Mold's  14; 
but  Mold  took  the  most  wickets.  Lancashire's 
record  for  1890  was  a  curious  one.  There  was 
hardly  a  match  which  could  be  said  to  have 
been  either  lost,  drawn,  or  won,  without  some 
intervention  on  the  part  of  the  weather.  At 
Lord's,  Middlesex  had  to  follow  on  with  127 
in  arreai-,  and  yet  managed  to  win.    At  I 
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Manchester,  Lancashire  put  in  only  4  men 
who  got  246,  and  then  declaring  the  hmincl 
closed,  cleared  off  Sussex  for  35  in  the  &rst 
innings  and  24  in  the  second  ! 
^  Just  as  Lancashire  went  down  in  the  scale 
m  1890,  so  did  Middlesex.  Middlesex  beat 
Notts,  _  Gloucestershire,  and  Lancashire,  and 
this  with  what  was  declared  to  be  its  weakest 
eleven,  and  when  the  stronger  eleven  appeared 
not  a  match  did  it  win.  If  Middlesex  does 
not  do  better  than  it  does,  it  is  not  because 
of  a  dearth  of  counsel,  good  or  otherwise. 
Never  was  there  a  county  team  that  received 
so  many  suggestions  for  its  improvement.  It 
certainly  does  seem  absurd  that  a  county 
with  a  population  of  over  four  millions  cannot 
provide  its  cricket  club  with  a  fast  bowler, 
I  and  we  suppose  it  is  only  natural  that  people 
I  should  try  and  solve  the  problem.  May  their 
i  efforts  be  crowned  with  success  !  Mr.  Webbe 
did  very  well  at  the  beginning  of  the  last 
I  Middlesex  season,  but  fell  off  greatly  ;  Mv. 

Stoddart  r.nd  Mr.  O'Brien  were  both  out  of 
,  form,  and  both  had  averages  under  20.  The 
vv-orst  item  in  tlie  record  was  the  defeat  by 
I  Somersetshire  at  Lord's.   Not  for  long  had 
Middlesex  betn  beaten  on  its  own  ground  by 
a  second  class  county.    This  year  the  two 
;  counties  are  to  meet  at  the  same  ground  on 
Whit  Monday,  when  the  metropolitans  may 
be  trusted  to  do  their  best  to  win. 

Nottinghamshire  beat  the  Australians 
twice— the  last  time  after  a  very  tough  fight 
on  a  peculiar  wicket ;  and  of  countv  matches 
lost  5,  won  5,  and  drew  4.  In  the  'first  half 
of  the  season  it  seemed  that  Notts  aad 
Surrey  had  the  championship  at  their  mercy, 
but  in  the  latter  half  Notts  dropped  away 
woefully.  Shrewsbury  failed,  Gunn  failed, 
the  bowling  wore  off,  and  Mr.  Dixon  must 
have  been  very  glad  when  the  programme 
was  over.  During  May  and  June  Shrewsbury 
was  in  wonderful  form.  He  made  267  agains't 
Sussex,  117  and  76  not  out  against  Lanca- 
shire, and  reached  an  aggregate  for  his 
county  of  1,082  with  an  average  of  49,  being 
far  and  away  the  best  of  the  year.  In  the 
same  match  in  which  Shrewsbury  made  his 
267  against  the  weak  Sussex  bowling,  Qpnn 
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success.  Surrey  made  464,  out  of  which 
Maurice  Eead  claimed  135  ;  then  the  rain 
fell  and  Gloucestershire's  first  innings  real- 
ised but  238,  the  second  74  :  result,  a 
victory  in  one  innings  and  152  runs.  Then 
Lancashire  was  beaten  by  sixty-one  runs  ; 
then  Gloucestershire  suffered  a  second 
defeat  by  an  innings  and  sixty-two  runs ; 
then  Middlesex  was  beaten  by  an  innings 
and  two  runs.  The  first  Yorkshire  match 
proved  a  draw  chiefly  owing  to  the  bad 
weather.  Then  Sussex  was  beaten  at 
Brighton  by  an  innings  and  91  runs,  and 
then  again  at  the  Oval  by  an  innings  and  105 
runs.  Then  came  the  splendid  match  against 
Notts  which  was  won  by  seven  wickets.  The 
first  Surrey  innings  realised  253,  towards  which 
Lockwood  contributed  sixty-six.  The  Notts 
innings  produced  but  eighty-three,  towards 
which  Flowers  made  thirty-three.  In  the 
follow  on  Notts  did  better  and  made  240,  of 
which  Shrewsbury's  fifty-three  was  top  score  ; 
then  Surrey's  three  wickets  yielded  the 
needful  seventy-one,  towards  which  Lockwood 
contributed  twenty-eight.  Sharpe's  bowling 
was  magnificent,  and  it  can  almost  be 
claimed  that  he  and  Lockwood,  both  former 
Nottinghamshire  colts,  won  the  match  against 
their  old  county.  Then  came  the  draw 
against  Kent  at  Canterbury,  the  defeat  of 
Middlesex  by  an  innings  and  162  runs  at 
Lord's,  and  the  defeat  of  Lancashire  by  an 
innings  and  seventy-six  runs  at  the  Oval. 
Abel  was  then  in  splendid  form.  At  the  end 
of  the  previous  week  he  had  made  151  riot 
out  against  Middlesex,  and  in  the  Lancashire 
match  he  made  146.  So  far  all  had  gone 
well.  Then  came  a  defeat  at  the  hands  of 
Yorkshire  by  fifteen  runs,  and  then  the 
defeat  by  Kent  by  eight  wickets,  the  first  of 
which  can  be  explained  by  both  Wood  and 
Henderson  having  bad  hands,  the  second 
being  inexplicable  and  seemingly  due  to 
simple  loss  of  form. 

If  Surrey  merely  held  its  own,  Yorkshire 
decidedly  improved,  and  had  indeed  the  best 
season  since  1885,  a  result  due  in  no  slight 
measure  to  the  return  to  his  old  ways  of 
George  Ulyett.  The  curiosity  of  the  season 
was  the  double  defeat  by  Warwickshire  ;  the 
triumphs,  the  defeat  of  Surrey  for  the  first 


time  since  1885,  and  the  double  defeat  of  the 
Australians. 

The  premier  match  of  1891  will  take 
place  at  the  Oval  on  July  2,  the  Lord's  fix- 
ture being  for  the  Gth.  Last  year  the  Players 
won  the  Oval  match,  and  the  Lord's  match 
was  drawn.  At  the  Oval  the  most  notable 
event  was  the  appearance  of  Mr.  Spofforth 
among  the  Gentlemen  of  England.  The 
University  match  was  won  by  Cambridge, 
with  the  strongest  eleven  that  had  worn  the 
light  blue  for  the  last  twelve  years.  This 
year  the  match  will  take  place  on  June  29, 
and  according  to  all  accounts  it  is  likely  to 
end  in  a  29th  victory  for  Cambridge. 

In  1890  there  were  34  individual  scores  of 
over  100  in  first-class  matches.  Of  these 
Gunn  made  3,  Shrewsbury,  Abel,  and  Mr. 
Cranston  2  each,  and  Dr.  W.  G.  Grace  and 
two  dozen  others  the  remaining  singles.  The 
highest  score  of  the  year  was  Shrewsbury's 
267  against  Sussex.  In  bowling  no  one  had 
less  than  10  runs  per  wicket,  though  there 
were  25  professionals  with  under  20,  and  13 
amateurs.  The  best  of  the  amateurs  was 
Mr.  Nepean  of  Middlesex ;  the  best  of  the 
professionals  was  Harrison  of  Yorkshire,  but 
neither  of  them  did  much  work.  Mr.  Streat- 
feild  took  64  wickets.  Dr.  W.  G.  Grace  61, 
Mr.  S.  M.  J.  Woods  59 ;  but  Lohmann  took 
220  wickets,  Martin  190,  Peel  172,  Briggs 
158,  Attewell  151,  Sharpe  139,  and  Mold  118. 

The  highest  aggregate  of  the  year  was 
Gunn's  1621,  the  next  Shrewsbury's  1568,  the 
next  Dr.  W.  G.  Grace's  1476,  the  next  Mr.  W. 
W.  Bead's  1169,  the  next  George  Ulyett's 
1093.  The  best  average  of  the  year  was 
Mr.  Hewitt's  43,  Shrewsbury's  41  being  next. 
Gunn  and  Mr.  Patterson  both  averaged  34, 
Abel  30,  and  Dr.  W.  G.  Grace,  Mr.  Cranston, 
Mr.  Webbe,  and  Mr.  Douglas  28. 

In  the  second-class  counties  the  most 
brilliant  record  of  the  season  was  that  of 
Somersetshire.  Every  match  was  won.  The 
other  counties,  with  the  exception  of  Derby- 
shire did  but  little.  And  just  as  Somerset- 
shire owed  much  of  its  success  to  its  bowlers 
Tyler  and  Nicholls,  so  Derbyshire  owed  a 
good  deal  to  Mr.  Spofforth,  who,  when  he 
played,  captained  the  team. 

(the  end.) 
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made  196,  and  though  he  made  no  other 
hundreds  for  his  county  against  county,  yet 
he  scored  so  consistently  that  his  aggregate 
reached  603  and  his  average  33.  In  the  other 
Sussex  match,  that  at  Brighton,  it  was  Butler 
who  punished  the  bowling,  and  his  score  of 
171  helped  him  to  finish  with  a  good  average 
of  26.  Mr.  Dixon,  too,  made  his  first  century 
for  his  county  and  that  against  Lancashire 
in  the  home  match  at  Trent  Bridge,  when  he 
put  together  109.  In  bowling  Attewell  vras 
a  long  way  the  best,  though  Shaddock  and 
Barnes  did  a  fair  share  of  the  work.  In  the 
Sussex  match  at  Nottingham,  Shrewsbury 
and  Gunn  scored  398  runs  between  them 
before  they  were  separated  ;  this  being  the 
most  profitable  partnership  on  record. 

Sussex  won  a  match  and  lost  eleven;  this 
year  it  has  enlarged  its  programme,  and  will 
have  the  opportunity  of  losing  thirteen,  or 
rather  fourteen.  The  match  that  was  won 
was  that  against  Gloucestershire  at  Brighton. 
Sussex  went  in  first,  and  on  the  hard  wicket 
Quaife  especially  and  Mr.  Newham  played 
havoc  with  the  Gloucestershire  bowling. 
The  innings  closed  for  307.  Gloucestershire 
made  227.  Then  Quaife  set  to  work  again, 
and  when  he  had  scored  156  and  a  total  of 
295  for  seven  wickets  had  been  gained,  Mr. 
Smith  declared  the  innings  closed,  and 
Gloucestershire  only  managing  148,  lost  the 
match  bv  221  runs.  This  was  the  best  thing 
Sussex  did,  and  indeed  the  only  thing  worth 
mentioning.  The  bowling  averages  for  the 
year  were  appalling ;  they  ranged  from  22  to 
67.  The  batting  averages  ranged  from  25 
down  to  2.  Sussex  has  now  been  under  a 
cloud  for  some  years.  It  has  been  reported 
that  '•  its  prospects  are  about  to  brighten," 
but  there  seems  to  be  a  joke  hidden  some- 
where here,  and  the  record  is  too  miserable 
for  joking. 

Surrey  was  unmistakably  champion  county 
in  1890,  and  by  an  unintentional  transposi- 
tion we  have  put  Sussex  up  a  step  and  left 
ourselves  a  tale  of  victory  with  which  to 
all   but   finish   our   county  notes.  Surrey 
played  fourteen  matches,  won  nine,  and  lost 
three.    The    eleven  was  a  strong  one  and 
did  well,  but  it  was  not  as  strong  as  it  used 
to  be,  and  the  loss  of  the  Kent  and  York- 
shire matches  showed  that  a  little  new 
blood  is  desirable  if  Surrey  is  to  remain  at 
the  top  of  the  willow  tree.    Mr.  Bead  was 
not  what  he  was,  neither  was  Mr.  Boiler  nor 
Mr.  Key.    Lohmann  was  one  of  the  best  all- 
round  men  in  England,  and  Sharpe  one  of 
the  best  bowlers,  but  Lohmann  and  Sharpe 
cannot  go  on  for  ever.    Maurice  Eead  was 
good  as  usual,  so  was  Abel,  on  the  whole,  and 
Lockwood  was  always  to  the  fore,  especially 
when  Notts  were  on  the  ground,  but  some 
of  the  others  were  not  what  they  were.  It 
was  a  wet  miserable  season,  and  not  one  to 
generalise   upon,  but  the   introduction  of 
Mr.  Douglas  and  Mr.  Streatfeild  was  none 
too   soon,   and  the  two  professionals  in 
addition,  which  we  shall  probably  see  this 
year,  would  have  done  no  harm.    The  team 
as  it  stood  was,  however,  strong  enough  to 
retain  the  championship,  and  that  is  a  suf 
ficient  answer  to  the  would-be  critical.  The 
average  table   is   healthy  enough.  Seven 
batsmen  over  twenty,  and  five  between  ten 
and  twenty,  make  a  brave  show,  and  five 
bowlers  under  twenty  are  not  disquieting, 
although  the  sharing  of  the  work  was  most 
unequal.    Lohmann  took  113  wickets  for 
twelve,  Sharpe  took  102  for  twelve,  and  as 
third  man  comes  Mr.  Streatfeild  with  sixteen 
wickets  for  nine.    From  113  and  102  to  six- 
teen is  a  drop  indeed ;  and  no  other  Surrey 
bowler  took  more  than  eight  wickets. 

The  team  began  badly.  The  first  class 
county  match,  that  against  Notts,  was  lost  by 
108  runs  ;  the  second,  that  against  Glouces- 
teaahire,  was  won,  and  began  a  long  run  of 


A GOOD  method  to  insure  accuracy  is  to  mark 
with  lead  pencil  the  places  where  the 
grooves  are  to  come,  as  soon  as  it  is  mounted 
in  the  lathe  and  before  touching  it  with  the 
chisel  or  gouge. 

When  the  eight   are  finished  you  can 
make  the  hub  of  the  wheel,  and  this,  for 
strength  and  to  prevent  splitting,  should  be 
I  of  boxwood.  ,  .  1  ,      ,  , 

!  Take  a  piece  f  of  an  inch  thick  by  about 
li-inch  square  ;  chuck  it  in  the  lathe  and 
turn  it  down  to  11  in  diameter,  as  shown  m 
section  at  Fig.  2;  then  mark  the  central 
dotted  line  with  a  lead  pencil,  and,  leaving  i 
on  each  side  of  that  line  quite  flat,  turn  a 
couple  of  grooves  as  shown,  slightly  round- 
ing the  extreme  outside  edges,  and  be- 
fore removing  it  from  the  lathe  drill  a  ^  hole 
centrally  right  through,  as  at  a  b. 

Then  on  any  odd  piece  of  deal  about  four 
inches  square,  draw  a  circle  with  the  com- 
passes and  divide  the  circumference  into 


eight  parts,  and  from  each  of  the  marks 
draw  a  line  to  the  centre. 


I 

Fig.  2. 


Now  take  your  boxwood  hub,  and  with  a 
fine  screw  secure  it  tightly  to  the  centre  of 
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the  circle,  so  that  it  cannot  easily  be  moved. 
This  is  shown  on  a  small  scale  at  Fig.  3. 

Then  mount  a  ^  drill  in  the  lathe,  or  hand- 
brace,  and  keeping  the  drill  exactly  in  a 
line  -with  one  of  the  radial  marks  as  shown 
a^A,  introduce  the  point  of  drill  carefully  on 


Fig.  3. 

the  centre  dotted  line,  Fig.  2,  and  drill  a 
hole  i  inch  deep  ;  then  withdraw  the  drill, 
and  proceed  to  the  next  radial  mark,  and  so 
on  all  round. 

It  is  a  good  plan  to  chalk  the  drill  beyond 
the  distance  you  wish  it  to  enter,  which  will 
act  as  a  guide  and  prevent  your  drilling  too 
deep. 

You  will  next  require  eight  segments  or 
pieces  of  a  circle  slightly  over  2yiy  radius, 
from  a  piece  of  mahogany  planed  down  to  | 
of  an  inch  thick. 

Fig.  4  gives  the  exact  size  of  the  pieces 


Fig.  4. 

required.  These  are  to  be  placed  between  the 
squared  portions  of  the  spokes,  and  form  the 
rim  of  the  wheel,  a  shows  section  of  same. 
Try  them,  and  if  they  fit  accurately  you 
may  secure  them  in  place  with  glue.  Great 
care  is  necessary  when  glueing  up,  to  keep 
the  wheel  true. 

One  method  of  doing  this,  and  I  think  it  is 
the  best,  is  to  take  a  piece  of  deal  board 
about  eight  or  ten  inches  square  and  fasten 
a  piece  of  cartridge  paper  on  it  by  means  of 
four  tacks  or  drawing-pins  at  the  corners; 
then  from  the  centre  describe  a  circle  the  full 
size  of  the  wheel,  outside  measurement, 
which  will  be  6^  diameter ;  this  will  be 
a  guide  for  the  ends  of  the  handles,  and  two 


inner  circles,  drawn  respectively  51  and  4i 
inches  diameter,  will  give  the  position  for  the 
segments.  Then  divide  the  outer  circle  into 
eight  equal  parts  as  you  previously  did  the 
smaller  one.  Fig.  3,  and  draw  the  lines  for  the 
spokes. 

Have  some  thoroughly  good  glue  ready, 
and  while  it  is  getting  hot  take  a  centre-bit 
and  drill  a  hole  into  the  board  at  the  centre 
of  circle,  half  an  inch  deep,  and  large  enough 
to  allow  the  hub  of  the  wheel  to  rest  in  :  this 
will  of  com-se  cut  away  the  paper  at  that 
part — but  that  does  not  matter. 

Now  glue  each  of  the  spoke-pins  into  the 
hub,  and  place  it  in  the  central  hole,  then  see 
that  the  squared  portions  of  each  spoke 
come  within  the  two  inner  circles  while  the 
outer  circle  touches  the  ends  of  all  handles. 
Then,  if  they  are  all  correct,  glue  in  the 
segments  and  leave  it  for  a  day  or  so  to  dry 
hard  before  touching  it  again. 

The  hub  partly  recessed  in  the  central 


As  soon  as  the  stain  is  thoroughly  dry, 
mount  the  wheel  on  a  string  or  skewer 


hole,  with  two  of  the  spokes  in  position,  is 
shown  at  Fig.  5. 

My  object  in  using  a  sheet  of  paper,  in- 
stead of  drawing  the  circles  directly  on  to  the 
wood,  is  that  you  are  almost  sure  to  glue  the 
wheel  to  the  surface  you  are  working  on, 
which,  in  the  case  of  the  board,  would  have 
given  you  considerable  trouble  to  release,  and 
most  likely  you  would  break  the  wheel  in 
getting  it  off,  but  with  the  sheet  of  paper 
interposed  it  may  be  easily  removed,  then 
the  paper  torn  off  and  the  surplus  glue,  etc., 
cut  away  with  a  sharp  chisel  and  then 
smoothed  down  with  sandpaper.  While  the 
wheel  is  drying,  you  can  be  cutting  out  the 
strengthening  bands  which  are  to  be  placed 
on  either  side  of  the  rim,  and  help  to  bind 
the  wheel  firmly  together. 

These  should  be  about  ^  inch  thick,  and 
slightly  over  the  same  width,  with  an  outside 
diameter  of  five  inches.  These  two  circles  of 
wood  may  be  cut  out  with  a  fret-saw  if  your 
lathe  is  not  large  enough  to  turn  them  in. 
They  may  then  be  glued  on  in  position,  and, 
when  dry,  the  edges  trimmed  off  round,  with 
a  penknife  and  sandpaper,  to  the  section,  as 
shown  in  the  shaded  portion  at  a  a,  Fig.  6. 

The  wheel  should  be  finally  sand-papered  all 
oyer  and  some  weak  mahogany  stain  applied 
with  a  small  brush  ;  this  will  give  a  nice  tone 
or  colour  to  it ;  and  the  hub,  being  of  box- 
wood and  much  lighter,  will  require  two  or 
three  coats  to  make  it  look  the  same  as  the 
rest  of  the  wheel. 

(To  he  continued.) 


Fig.  6. 

through  the  central  hole,  and  and  give  it  a 
coat  of  good  varnish.  It  will  require  three 
coats  to  finish  it  properly,  and  do  not  apply 
the  second  before  the  first  is  quite  hard. 

While  the  varnish  is  drying  you  can  be 
making  the  stand.  This  consists  of  a  circular 
disk  of  oak  6  inches  in  diameter  by  of  an 
inch  thick,  the  upper  edge  of  which  is 
bevelled  off  all  round,  as  shown  at  a.  Fig.  7, 
which  is  drawn  full  size  and  shows  thickness 
of  board  and  amount  of  bevel  by  dotted  line. 
This  is  to  be  glued  on  to  the  top  of  a  circular 
ring  of  oak,  as  at  b,  ^  inch  thick  and  6J 
inches  outside  diameter  by  J  of  an  inch  wide. 
This,  like  the  upper  disk,  can  be  cut  out  with 
the  fret-saw,  and  when  the  glue  has  set  firm 
and  hard,  round  off  the  upper  outer  edge  as 
shown  by  the  dotted  line. 

This  forms  a  neat  moulding  and  leaves  a 


 V 

B 

fel 

Fig.  7. 

space  underneath  the  board  a  for  a  portion  of 
the  bell  to  project  below,  which  is  necessary 
for  the  sake  of  compactness,  and  to  keep  the 
standards  or  case  as  low  as  possible. 

Four  small  oak  buttons  or  feet  must  now 
be  turned,  and  should  be  a  inch  deep  and  {'^ 
in  diameter,  with  a  central  hole  drilled  in 
each,  and  attached  at  equal  distances  apart  by 
small  screws  to  the  underneath  part  of  b,  as 
shown  at  c. 

These  are  necessary  to  raise  the  stand  clear 
from  the  table,  as,  without  them,  the  bell 
being  covered  in  would  sound  smothered  and 
feeble. 

Now  comes  the  job  of  marking  the  top 
plate  A  for  the  position  of  the  standards  which 
support  the  wheel. 

This  diagram  would  be  too  large  full-sized, 
so  I  must  give  it  to  you  reduced,  and  you 
must  draw  it  carefully  on  the  wood  with  a 
soft  pencil  to  the  dimensions  I  will  now  give. 
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BRITISH  BIRDS,  AND  THEIR  TREATMENT  IN  DOMESTICITY 

By  Gordon  Stables,  cm.,  m.d.,  r.n. 


IF  I  were  King  of  Great  Britain  and  Little 
Britain — I  suppose  that  means  Ireland — 
for  a  month,  and  had  full  kingly  power,  the 
same  as  monarchs  of  the  good  old  times  used 
to  have,  you  know,  what  a  lot  of  improvements 
I  should  make,  and  what  a  lot  of  things  I 
should  do  that  never  will  be  done  as  long 
as  the  House  of  Commons  remains  what 
Carlyle  called  it,  in  his  rough,  drastic  style, 
"  A  stable  wherein  GOO  donkeys  bray  !  " 

I'm  not  at  all  sure  I  wouldn't  begin  by 
cutting  a  few  heads  off,  because  that  would 
prove  I  meant  business. 

I  could  not  tell  my  readers  one  tenth  of 
the  good  I  should  do  in  that  month.  But  this 
is  a  paper  on  birds,  and  as  regards  these  it 
would  not  be  difficult  to  legislate.  First  and 
foremost  I'd  commit  to  the  flames  the  Act 
called,  by  way  of  a  grim  Joke,  "  The  Wild 
Birds  Protection  Act."  I  should  burn  it  and 
make  a  fresh  one  that  really  would  protect 
our  wild  birds.  One  clause  of  it  should  refer 
to  the  wholesale  destruction  of  birds'  eggs  by 
wantonly  cruel,  or  at  least  thoughtless  boys 
of  all  classes.  The  arrant  stupidity  of  a  Bill 
that  pretends  to  protect  a  wild  bird,  but 
makes  no  provision  for  the  safety  of  its  eggs, 
must  be  apparent  to  the  veriest  child.  And 
yet  in  a  town  so  important  as  Yarmouth,  where 
I  spend  a  month  or  two  every  year,  in  the 
breeding  season  you  see  exposed  for  sale  in 
the  quaint  old  market-place  nests  and  eggs 
of  even  our  sweetest  songsters,  such  as  the 
thrush  ;  while  larger  wild  birds'  eggs  are  sold 
as  a  matter  of  course.  My  Bill  then  should 
protect  the  birds  as  vigilantly  as  the  beautiful 
trees  in  parks  are  guarded.  Thebirdcatchers 
should  be  banished — every  one  of  them — to 
the  Cannibal  Islands  of  the  South  Pacific, 
and  along  with  these  professional  destroyers 
of  the  songsters  of  the  grove,  should  sail  the 
boy  who  writes  to  the  "  B.  O.  P."  about  once  a 
month,  asking  for  a  receipt  for  making  bird- 
lime. 

But  I'd  do  something  more.  I  would  opeh 
every  cage  door  in  my  dominions  and  let  the 
birds  go  free,  if  they  ivanicd  to  go.  Kote 
those  words  in  italics,  please.  Only  the 
cruelly  treated  birds  would  care  to  leave  a 
beloved  master  or  mistress. 

"  What !  ' '  the  others  would  say,  or  seem 
to  say,  "  you  want  me  to  fly  away  and  away 
out  into  the  darkling  forest,  where  all  would 
be  strange  to  me,  and  where  every  creature 
would  persecute  me  and  try  to  kill  me.  I 
have  never  known  aught  save  kindness  and 
friendship  from  you,  dear  master  and  mistress ; 
I  never  was  a  wild  bird,  aiid  you  have  fed  me 
daily  and  well  ;  you  never  forget  my  drop  of 
water  nor  my  sand,  and  you  keep  my  cage  so 
clean  that  no  bad  odour  offends  me ;  and, 
greatest  blessing  to  me  of  all,  you  let  me  out 
every  day  to  stretch  my  legs  and  wings  by 
flying  about  the  room  or  pattering  about  on 
the  floor.  No;  I'm  not  going  away,  I'll  stay 
with  you  and  love  you  and  sing  to  you ;  so 
there !  " 

Well,  boys,  it  is  in  the  cause  of  the  really 
tame  and  domestic  birds  I  am  this  day  sit- 
ting here  pen  in  hand. 

It  is  a  somewhat  strange  thing  that  just 
this  moment  as  I  opened  my  wigwam  door 
to  let  Queen,  my  Newfoundland,  come  in,  a 
sparrow  also  entered  and  flew  round  my  head. 
Cock  Kobin  comes  here  every  day,  and  the 
starlings  build  above  my  head  in  a  tiny 
ornamental  loft,  but  sparrows  do  not  often 
come  actually  inside,  though  they  roost  in 
dozens  all  about  the  wigwam.  Well,  I  sup- 
pose this  sparrow  wanted  to  tell  me  to  say  a 
good  word  for  its  class.   I'D  do  so  now  and  be 


done  with  it.  I  am  firmly  convinced  then, 
that  these  birds  do  good  in  the  garden.  I 
therefore  encourage  them.  There  are  at  least 
twenty  nests  built  every  February  and  March  in 
my  Wistaria  tree  ;  then  every  poplar  tree  has 
probably  ten,  and  pine  trees,  yews,  and  many 
other  trees  sustain  their  quota ;  so  at  the 
very  lowest  calculation  one  thousand  spar- 
rows are  hatched  in  my  little  wildery  of 
a  place  every  season  ;  all  other  birds  in  scores, 
from  the  bonnie  wee  golden-crested  wren  to 
the  turtle-dove  and  wild  pigeon. 

Well  now,  I  want  to  tell  you  what  birds  in 
captivity  really  need,  not  only  to  keep  them 
in  good  health,  but  to  keep  them  happy. 
And  you  may  rest  assured  they  won't  be 
happy  unless  they  are  healthy. 

I  hope  those  of  my  readers  who  have  birds 
will  keep  this  number  of  the  "B.  0.  P." 
It  will  be  so  handy  to  refer  to  at  any  time, 
and  in  some  measure  decrease  the  number 
of  letters  the  Editor  receives  anent  birds  and 
their  troubles. 

1.  Cages. — These  have  been  described  in 
the  "  B.  0.  P."  before,  I  can  only  say  here  that 
different  kinds  of  birds  require  differently 
shaped  cages.  So  before  you  get  a  bird,  get 
a  suitable  home  for  it.  Go  and  see  cages  at 
the  soi-disant  "  naturalists'  "  shops,  and  get 
the  biggest  you  can  get.  The  poky  little 
traps  that  linnets,  for  instance,  are  kept  in 
are  worse  than  prisons  to  them.  Besides,  a 
tiny  cage  is  difficult  to  keep  clean. 

2.  Exercise. — No  matter  how  big  the  cage 
is,  your  pet  should  be  allowed  liberty  to  fly 
about  the  room.  If  trained  to  come  out  and 
go  back  to  its  cage  every  day,  he  would  no 
more  think  of  flying  away— unless  suddenly 
frightened — than  a  pet  pig  would,  and,  as 
you  know,  pigs  are  not  very  clever  at  flying. 

3.  Bath. — Of  course  there  is  no  occasion 
to  force  a  bird  to  take  a  bath,  but  if  during 
his  exercise  hour,  you  place  a  saucer  with 
water  in  it  on  the  floor,  he  will  very  likely 
use  it,  and  then  go  and  sit  in  the  sunshine 
to  arrange  his  feathers  and  get  himself 
thoroughly  dried.  A  pet  starling  of  mine 
used  to  sit  on  the  fender  for  this  purpose,  and 
a  ragged  sight  he  looked  for  a  time,  but  then 
this  dear  bird  could  do  what  he  liked  and  go 
where  he  pleased — out  with  me,  for  example, 
when  I  went  for  a  walk  with  my  favourite 
dogs  and  a  cat ;  or  he  would  come  to  church 
with  me,  or  rather  after  me.  I  did  not  en- 
courage his  church-going,  because  the  re- 
marks he  passed  aloud  were  sometimes 
hardly  complimentary.  Not  that  he  ever  said 
bad  words ;  but  Dick  looked  upon  the  word 
"  rascal "  as  a  term  of  endearment,  though 
everybody  did  not  know  that.  Besides,  "  The 
Sprig  of  Shillelah  "  is  not  a  hymn  tune,  and 
that  was  Dick's  favourite. 

4.  Gravel  or  sand. — Birds,  you  know,  have 
no  teeth,  but  a  gizzard  or  exceedingly  strong 
muscular  stomach,  in  which  the  food  is 
ground  up  with  the  aid  of  gravel.  If  there- 
fore you  do  not  keep  the  bottom  of  the  cage 
constantly  covered  with  sand  and  gravel — as 
clean  as  possible — the  bird  will  suffer  from 
indigestion,  and  will  pine,  mope,  and  die. 
Well-washed  sea-sand  is  perhaps  best  for 
small  birds,  but  the  larger  sort  of  birds  want 
a  crumb  of  something  bigger,  so  we  call  it 
gravel,  and  if  you  mix  the  two  together — 
being  sure  the  mixture  is  clean — you  cannot 
go  far  wrong. 

5.  Dainties.— li  is  a  bad  thing  to  accustom 
any  bird  to  these.  I  do  not  object  to  tiny 
morsels  of  sweets  now  and  then,  but  be 
sparing.  Some  birds  again  are  allowed  too 
much  meat,  and  this  causes  heat  of  the  blood 


and  surfeit,  so  the  bird  picks  its  feathers  out 
and  is  in  every  way  uncomfortable. 

G.  Reg^daritij  in  feeding.  —  Carelessness 
as  to  this  is  a  prime  cause  of  disease,  so 
make  it  a  rule  to  attend  to  your  pet  every 
morning,  before  breakfast  or  immediately 
after.  For  my  own  part  I  could  not  eat  ir 
a  hungry  pair  of  eyes  were  watching  me, 
whether  they  belonged  to  bird  or  beast. 

By  the  way,  just  a  word  for  the  wild  birds 
in  winter.  During  the  last  winter's  terrible 
frost,  we  breakfasted  and  gave  luncheon  to 
about  a  hundred  birds  daily,  and  a  good 
many  came  back  to  tea.  These  were  spar- 
rows, a  robin  or  two,'''  thrushes,  blackbirds, 
tits,  chaffinches,  etc.,  and  sometimes  a  rook. 
Now  our  birds  have  plenty  of  tree-shelter ; 
besides,  there  are  the  wigwam,  the  kennels, 
sheds,  stables,  etc. ;  but  kindly  hearted  boys 
should  in  winter  rig  up  a  rough  kind  of  a  feed- 
ing-place on  the  top  of  a  pole— guarded 
below  from  cats— and  put  the  grain  and  soft 
food  up  there.  Mind  this :  give  two  kinds, 
soft  and  hard  food,  else  some  kinds  will 
starve.  It  doesn't  matter  how  rough  or 
rustic  looking  the  shelter  is  so  long  as  it  is 
there.  On  the  next  page  we  offer  a  sugges- 
tion. 

It  is  really  high  time  that  we  people  who 
love  animals  should  take  the  wild  bird  ques- 
tion up.  Why,  in  some  parts  of  the  country 
larks  even  are  unknown,  and  goldfinches  and 
other  bright-winged  songsters  are  becoming 
very  scarce.  You  have  only  to  ask  a  bird 
dealer  about  this  matter  to  find  out  all  the 
sad  truth. 

Country  newspapers  often  do  me  the  honour 
of  quoting  from  my  writings.  I  do  wish  they 
would  give  my  opinions  on  the  Wild  Birds  Act, 
and  on  wild  bird  ventilation.  So  may  they 
flourish — the  newspaper  proprietors  and  the 
birds  as  well.  I  may  state  here  that  I  never 
have  a  single  caterpillar  on  my  gooseberry 
bushes  or  greens,  and  suffer  very  little  from 
rose-blight.  A  family  of  sparrows  will  devour 
4,000  caterpillars  a  week.  If  each  family 
contain  seven  members,  any  boy  can  com- 
pute the  number  of  caterpillars  required  to 
feed  my  thousand  sparrows. 

7.  Umvholcsomc  food.  Another  cause 
of  illness  in  cage  birds. — The  tins  should 
always  be  cleaned  out  every  day  and  well 
dusted,  and  the  seed  should  be  free  from 
dust  and  grit.  If  soaked  bread  and  milk  is 
used  as  a  sop,  it  should  be  invariably  sweet 
and  pure,  the  bread  stale,  not  new.  Bread 
frequently  contains  alum,  so  it  should  be 
soaked  for  an  hour  before  the  sop  is  made, 
and  the  water  drained  thoroughly  oft'. 

8.  Fresh  air  and  draughts,  etc. — The 
apartments  in  which  birds  are  kept  are 
usually  the  living  rooms  belonging  to  the 
house.  It  might  be  said  therefore  that  what 
is  good  enough  for  the  master  is  good 
enough  for  the  bird,  but  a  badly  ventilated 
room  half  poisons  the  human  being,  making 
him  sickly  and  weak  and  sleepless,  and  it 
kills  a  bird — sooner  even.  A  bird  that  does 
not  have  fresh  air  is  never  so  well  as  it 
ought  to  be,  and  is  subject  to  husk  and  loss 
of  voice,  diarrhoea  and  many  other  ailments. 
Beware  of  sudden  changes  of  temperature. 
A  bird's  cage  should  be  covered  up  at  night 
in  winter,  and  partially  so  in  summer. 

Never  permit  the  cage  to  hang  high  up  in 
a  room  where  gas  or  petroleum  is  burning, 
and  beware  of  steam  and  the  odours  of 
burning  wood. 


«  Robins  attach  themselves  to  houses,  one  or  two  at 
I  time. 


9.  Smishine.—k  bird  should  have  a  sun- 
shine bath  every  day.  Some  birds  may  be 
hung  out  of  doors  nearly  all  day,  but  be  sure 
to  have  part  of  the  cage  in  shade,  therefore 
hang  a  thick  green  cloth  over  a  portion  of  it. 

10.  Pure  water.— G'we  only  filtered  water, 
and  it  should  be  soft,  not  hard.  Hard  water 
kills  many  a  pet  bird. 

11.  Cleanliness. — This  is  another  essen- 
tial of  health  and  happiness.  Everything 
pertaining  to  the  bird  should  be  the  pink  of 
perfection  as  regards  cleanliness.  The  food 
should  never  be  left  about,  especially  the 
green  food  or  sop.  The  cage  should  be 
washed  periodically  with  hot  water  and  soap 
— Sanitas— but  the  bird  must  not  be  allowed 
to  enter  it  again  until  it  is  thoroughly  dry. 

12.  About  the  perches. — These   are  far 


every  morning,  for  it  keeps  the  blood  pure 
and  it  also  aids  digestion.  The  usual  green 
foods  are,  groundsel,  chickweed,  lettu^o, 
watercress,  and  dandelion. 

German  paste.— 1  really  think  ycu 
shouldn't  bother  making  this.  You  may 
buy  it  really  good.  I  recommend  Soddy's 
simply  because  I  happen  to  know  all  about 
it.  There  may  be  other  sorts  as  good.  Here 
is  my  own  receipt  if  you  will  make  it  your- 
self. 

Pea  flour 
Oatmeal  flour 
Stale  bread  , 
Honey  . 

Powdered  loaf  sugar 


4  ounces 


1  ounce 


Mix,  and  pound  well,  and  add  a  few  drops 
of  pure  olive  oil  to  form  a  paste.  Pass 


A  rustic  bird  shelter. 


too  seldom  considered,  but  as  the  poor  birds 
have  to  stand  on  them  often,  alas  !  all  the 
weary  day  through,  they  are  matters  of  very 
considerable  importance.  1.  They  should 
be  suitable  in  size  to  the  bird's  foot,  neither 
too  big  nor  too  small.  If  too  big  the  bird 
has  no  proper  rest,  if  too  small  it  is  liable  to 
cramp.  2.  They  should  be  strong,  and  thick 
enough,  and  of  good  solid  wood,  rather 
rough  than  otherwise.  ,3.  They  should  be 
always  clean,  so  scrape  them,  but  not  with 
a  sharp  knife,  else  you  may  leave  a  sharp 
prickle. 

Now,  as  regards  the  food,  of  course  there 
are  the  hard-billed  birds,  such  as  the  seed 
eaters,  and  the  soft-billed ;  and  others  that 
eat  both  hard  and  soft. 

One  thing  they  all  want,  and  that  is  green 
food.    They  should  have  a  little  of  it  fresh 


through  a  colander  and  divide  into  morsels, 
then  bake  in  a  clean  pipkin  over  a  clear  fire 
till  of  a  light  brown  colour,  frequently 
stirring.  Keep  it  in  well-corked  pickle 
bottles.  I'or  young  birds  it  should  be  made 
into  a  paste  with  a  drop  of  water. 

I  am  often  asked  about  ants'  eggs  for  birds 
and  gold  fish.  You  can  buy  them  in  any 
bird  shop.  They  are  the  larva?  of  the  ant. 
The  "  B.  0.  P."  gave  the  other  day  a  receipt 
for  breeding  meal  worms,  and  I  shall  not 
repeat  here. 

Heinpsecd  is  too  often  given  to  birds.  It 
is  useful  sometimes,  but  remember  it  is  a 
dangerous  stimulant.  There  are  many  other 
seeds,  such  as  niger,  poppy,  flax,  etc.,  that 
birds  may  have  for  a  change  at  times,  only  it 
should  never  be  forgotten  that  the  more 
plainly 'we  feed  our  birds  the  better. 


I  I  shall  now  briefly  mention  the  food 
I  required  by  the  more  common  among  our 

caged  songsters. 
I      The  Blackbird.     Worms,  slugs,  insects, 
GcrmflK^)a6<e,  ripe  fruit. 
Black  Cap.    Same  as  Nightingale. 
Bullfinch     and    Goldfinch ;  Chaffinch. 
Canary  and  rape  principally,  oat  grits,  lettuce 
seed,  a  little  hemp,  German  paste. 
Buntings,  also  seed  birds. 
Crossbill  and  Siskin.    Canary,  maw,  flax, 
hemp. 

Crow,  Eook,  Eaven,  Magpie,  Jay,  and 
Jackdaw.  None  of  these  are  dainty  birds. 
They  should  have  their  liberty  and  not  be 
confined  in  cages,  although  these  should  be 
placed  where  they  can  enter  them  when  they 
want  a  retiring  room.  Food :  A  paste  of 
pea-meal  or  oatmeal,  bread  and  milk  sop, 
snails,  slugs,  garden  worms,  scraps  of  butcher 
meat,  and  table  scraps. 

Fieldfare.    Feed  as  Thrush. 

Hedge-sparrow.  Seeds  of  the  smallest 
sorts. 

Hawfinch.    Same  as  Bullfinch. 

Kingfishers.  Fish,  chopped  meat  mixed 
with  fish,  hard  boiled  egg  and  meat  minced ; 
garden  mould  and  gravel  in  bottom  of  cage. 

Larks  and  Pippets.  German  paste,  stale 
buns  broken  small,  garden  worms,  gentles, 
meal  worms,  bruised  oats,  scraped  meat,  etc. 
A  large  fresh  turf  in  the  cage. 

N.B.  I  think  it  a  pity  to  cage  soaring  birds. 

Linnets.  Canary,  flax,  and  rape,  with  now 
and  then  a  little  bruised  hemp. 

Nightingale.  A  paste  of  scraped  raw  meat 
with  bread  crumbs,  and  hard  boiled  egg. 
Meal  worms,  gentles,  German  paste,  mixed 
with  a  little  raw  meat. 

Nuthatch.  German  paste,  soaked  bread 
and  milk,  scraped  meat,  nuts. 

Kedpoll.    Same  as  Siskin. 

Eedwink.    Same  as  Thrush. 

Eedstart.  Same  as  Nightingale. 

Eobin.  Another  bird  that  should  never  be 
caged,  though  they  sing  well  in  confinement. 
German  paste,  a  little  bruised  hemp,  shredded 
meat,  and  worms  of  all  kinds,  beetles,  etc. 

Starling.  A  good  paste  of  any  sort.  They 
want  plenty  of  liberty,  and  will  eat  anything 
they  can  get. 

Thrush  or  Mavis.  A  paste  of  pea-meal 
and  milk,  raw  minced  meat,  fruit,  snails,  and 
a  stone  to  break  them  on. 

Tits.  German  paste,  beef  and  egg,  seeds 
of  various  kinds — they  are  very  fond  of  poppy 
see  l — hemp  bruised. 

\Vagtails.  Plenty  of  insects,  German 
paste,  etc. 

Y'ellow  Hammer.    Canary  and  other  seeds. 

A  word  to  girls.  I  believe  all  girls  love 
birds.  But  is  it  not  better  and  more  natural 
to  hear  them  trilling  their  songs  in  the  wild 
woods,  than  to  see  them  pining  in  cages? 
Pray  think  of  that.  And  think  of  this  too ; 
owing  to  the  absurd  and  cruel  fashion  of 
wearing  birds  as  a  head-dress. 

No  young  girl,  I  feel  sure,  would  set  a  trap 
for  a  beautiful  bird  in  a  wood  or  copse,  and 
having  caught  it,  wrench  its  neck  and  pluck 
the  wings  oft"  to  put  in  her  bonnet.  No,  she 
would  not  do  so  herself,  but  thousands  and 
thousands  encourage  far  greater  cruelty  than 
this  by  wearing  birds'  skins  as  ornaments. 

In  a  few  years  there  will  not  be  a  single 
bright-winged  bird  left  in  the  woods  and  fo- 
rests of  England,  and  it  is  foolish  fashion  that 
is  to  blame  for  this  wanton  destruction.  I 
wish  girls  could  only  see  the  ragged  fero- 
cious wretches  that  go  bird-hunting  on  their 
account. 
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CHESS. 


Problem  No.  265. 

End-game  between  an  Amatf.cr  (White)  and 
J.  S'.vYEK  (Black J. 

I  BLACK.  T 


f  g 


Black  to  play  and  draw. 


BlLGUEB. 

(See  oiir  last  chess  column.) 
Bilguer  planned  his  "  Handbuch  "  in  1839, 
and  the  seven  editions  appeared  in  1843, 
18.32,  1858,  1864,  1874,  1879,  and  1891. 
Paul  Rudolph  von  Bilguer  was  born  at 
Ludwigslust  on  September  21,  1815,  and 
died  a'.  Berlin  on  September  16,  1840.  His 
ancient  family  name  is  said  to  be  Bilger, 
the  "u"  being  inserted  in  Switzerland  in 
order  to  make  the  pronunciation  of  the  "g  " 
suitable  to  the  French  and  Italian  languages. 
His  friend.  Baron  Tassilo  von  Heydebrand 
und  der  Lasa,  attended  to  the  publication  of 
the  first  five  editions.  Lasa  was  born  on 
October  17,  1818,  and  is  now  living  at  Wies- 
baden. (See  our  Vol.  X.  p.  559,  May  26, 
1888.)  From  about  1830  to  1850  there  was 
an  assembly  of  players  known  as  the  "  Seven 
Stars"  of  Berlin,  which  consisted  of  L.  Ble- 
dow,  C.  Schorn,  B.  Horwitz,  C.  Mayet, 
W.  Hanstein,  P.  R.  von  Bilguer,  and  von  der 
Lasa,  and  of  which  the  latter  is  now  the  only 
survivor.  A  game  between  the  two  first 
editors  of  the  "  Handbuch  "  is  this  :— 


BlI.tiDTiK. 
White. 

1.  P— K  4 

2.  Kt— K  B  3 

3.  Kt  X  P 

4.  P-Q  4 

5.  Kt— B  4 

6.  Kt— B  3 

7.  Kt  X  K  P  (a) 

8.  Q  -  K  2 

9.  K  Kt-Q  6  (ch)  (6) 

10.  Kt— K  Kt  5 

11.  B  X  Q 

12.  Kt— B  7  (eh) 

13.  KtxR 

14.  B— K  Kt  5 
1.5.  B— Q  3 

16.  Kt— Kt  0  (ch) 

17.  BxP 

18.  B— Q  3 

19.  Castles,  Q  R 

20.  P— K  R  3 

21.  P— K  Kt  4 

22.  B— K  3 

23.  P-KB  3 

24.  B  X  Kt  (ch) 

25.  P— K  B  4 

26.  P-B  5  (ch) 

27.  P-Kt  5 


Black. 
P— K  4 
P— K  B  4 
Q— B  3 
P-Q  3 

PxP 

P— B  3 
Q-K3 
P-Q  4 
K— Q  sq 
Q  X  Q  (ch) 
B  X  Kt 
K— K  2 
Kt— B  3 
B— K  3 
Q  Kt- 
PxKt 
Kt- 

K-B  2 
Kt— Kt  5  (c) 
Kt— B  3 
Kt— K  5 
Kt— Kt  3 
Kt— B  3 
KxB 


t— Q  2 


-B  sq 


28.  K— Q  2 

29.  K— Q  3 

30.  P-Kt  6  (ch) 

31.  K  R— B  sq  (d) 

32.  B— B  4 

33.  R  X  B 

34.  Q  R— K  B  sq 

35.  Q  R— B  2 

36.  R  X  R 

37.  K— Q  2 

38.  R— B  8  (ch) 

39.  R— Q  Kt  8 

40.  K— B  sq 

41.  RxP 

42.  RxB  P 

43.  R-Q  B  7 

44.  RxP  (ch) 

45.  P— R4 

46.  R— B  8 


Kt-K  5  (ch) 
Kt— Kt  6 
K— R  sq 
E— K  B  sq 
BxB 
RxP 
B— K  3 
ExR 

B— B  4  (oh) 
BxKt  P 
K— R  2 
Kt-K  5  (ch) 
B— B  4 
BxP 
K— R  3 
P— Kt  4 
K-R  4 
P— Kt  5 
P-Kt  6  (e) 
And  wins. 


(a)  P— Q  5  would  also  have  been  an  ad- 
vantageous move. 

(b)  Check  with  the  other  Kt  would  have 
been  stronger. 

(c)  A  useless  move,  for  after  Kt  x  B  P 
follows  R— B  sq. 

{d)  If  the  R  be  taken,  then  the  B  remams 
imprisoned  at  Kt  sq. 

(e)  47,  R— K  Kt  8,  Kt  -  Kt  4.  48,  R— K  8, 
P-Kt  7.  49,  R— K  sq,  Kt— B  6.  50,  R— 
Q  sq,  Kt  X  P,  etc. 
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-K  Kt  sq 
-R  2 


E— K  sq 


GARDEN  PEAS. 
(A  SCHOOL  EPISODE.) 
yotrs-G  Briggins  minor's  wistful  eye 
Had  oft,  when  he  was  passing  by. 
Glanced  o"er  the  hateful  fence  ; 
For  there,  a  bounteous  show  to  please, 
Were  rows  on  rows  of  garden  peas, 
A  sight  his  hungry  mind  to  tease 
With  longing  most  intense. 

Forbiilden  sweets,  so  near,  so  far. 
That  broken  fence— a  single  bar- 
Too  weak  to  make  resistance. 
'Twould  take  no  time  to  lay  it  low. 
But  then,  suppose  some  cunning  foe 

Were  watching  in  the  distance? 
One  fateful  day,  and  Brifgins  bo'.d. 
Like  Remus  of  the  Icgeml  old. 
With  no  one  near  him  to  behold- 
In  quite  a  daring  fashion — 
Despised  the  barrier,  crossed  the  line. 
And  soon  the  pods,  so  full  and  fine, 

Were  victims  to  his  passion. 
Tlie  morning  hours  of  work  expired. 
He  thought  the  gardener  had  retired 

To  eat  his  usual  dinner  ; 
But,  ah!  the  ever-ciafry  Will, 
Suspicious,  from  bflmid  tin-  mill, 
Like  foeman  in  an  ambush  still, 

Watched  close  our  schoolboy  sinner. 
And  Briggins  minor's  youthful  heart, 
With  such  an  unexpccte<l  start. 

Beat  ninety  to  the  minute, 
When  loud  and  sudden  at  liis  side, 
A  well-known  voice  in  triumph  cried, 
"Now,  you  young  scamp,  I'll  sell  my  hide. 

If  you're  not  fairly  in  it." 
VaiiL  prayers,  entreaties,  even  tears, 
■Will's  eyes  were  blind  to  them,  his  ears 
Heard  not  sweet  Mercy,  it  appears, 
Or  with  grim  silence  mocked  her. 
For,  Briggins'  collar  holding  fast. 
He  dragged  liim  from  his  green  repast, 

And  haled  liim  'fore  the  Doctor. 
The  Doctor's  eye  was  stern  and  cold, 
His  look  was  awful  to  behold, 
A  dreadful  aspect  bore  he  : 
But  stay  !  'tis  hardly  fair,  you  know, 
To  tell  of  that  half-hour  or  so. 
Of  pain  and  anguish,  shriek  and  blow, 
That  followed  WiUiam's  story. 


The  Doctor's  wrath  was  great,  excuse 
('Twas  Briggins  after  told  the  news) 

Could  reaUy  not  a^iperue  it. 
But  ealistheuic  exercise. 
To  tune  of  helpless  howls  and  cries, 

Did  much,  at  last,  to  ease  it. 

And  Briggins,  sir,  felt  far  from  gay 
E'en  when  the  cane  was  east  away 

And  exercise  concluded  ; 
For  Doctor  then  remarked,  "  The  school 
Shall  hesitate  to  break  a  rule 

In  just  the  way  that  you  did. 

"  And  so,  that  you  may  not  forget, 
What  certain  punishments  beset 

E'en  vegetarian  crimes,  sir  ; 
You'll  bear  in  mind  my  just  decree. 
And  neatly  write  the  letter  'P,' 

Just  twenty  thousand  times,  sir." 

W.  E.  CtJLE. 


OUR  NOTE-BOOK. 


A  Despeeado  cowed.     (An  incident  in  the 
life  of  Fletcher  of  Madeley.)—"  Uncle  de 
Gons,  if  you  do  not  give  me  a  cheque  on 
your  banker  for  500  crowns,  I  will  shoot 
you."    So  spoke  a  young  Swiss  oliicer  of 
vile  character,  as  he  presented  a  loaded 
pistol  at  the  head  of  his  uncle,  a  general  of 
position.    The  General  was  a  brave  man, 
but  being  unable  to  cope  with  this  desperado, 
whom  he  knew  to  be  as  unprincipled  as 
he  was  violent,  he  promised  to  give  him 
the  cheque  if  the  pistol  were  withdrawn. 
"  Mind,  uncle,  I  shall  not  be  satisfied  with 
the  cheque  alone.    You  must  promise  me, 
on  your  honour,  to  use  no  means  to  recover 
the  draft,  or  to  bring  me  to  justice."  The 
General  pledged  his  word,  and  the  youth 
rode  oft  triumphant.    In  the  evening,  pass- 
ing the  door  of  another  uncle — the  Rev.  J. 
W.   Fletcher,  vicar  of  Madeley— who  was 
then  visiting  Switzerland,  the  fancy  took 
him  to  call  and  pay  him  a  visit.    "  Do  you 
see,"  he  remaiked,  "how  generously  Uncle 
de  Gons  has  treated  me  ?    He  has  given  me 
500  crowns."  "  I  shall  have  some  difficulty," 
said  Mr.  Fletcher,  "in  believing  the  last 
part  of  your  story."    "  Well,"  was  the  reply, 
"  look  here.  Is  not  that  my  uncle's  cheque  ?  " 
"Let  me  look  at  it?"  said  Mr.  Fletcher. 
And  when  it    was    handed  to  him,  he 
examined  it  carefully,  and  then  said:  "It 
strikes  me,  young  man,   that  you  have 
possessed  yourself  of  this  cheque  by  no  fair 
means.     I  cannot   return   it  without  my 
brother's  consent."    "You  shall  give  it  to 
me,  or  I  will  shoot  you  dead,"  replied  the 
youth,  in  a  furious  rage,  as  he  drew  out  the 
loaded  pistol,    and  presented  it    at  Mr. 
Fletcher's  head.    "  My  life  "  (was  the  gentle 
reply)  "  is  secure  in  the  protection  of  that 
Almighty  Power  who  guards  it.    He  will  not 
suffer  it  to  be  the  forfeit  of  my  integrity  and 
of  your  rashness."     The  wild  youth  was 
indeed  surprised,  and  stated  his  wonder  that 
his  Uncle  Fletcher  was  less  afraid  of  death 
than  the  General.     "Afraid  of  death?'" 
interrupted  Mr.  Fletcher.     "Do  you  thmk 
I  have,  been  twenty-five  years  the  minister 
of  the  Lord  of  life,  to  be  afraid  of  death 
now"?    No,  sir,  thanks  be  to  God  who  giveth 
me  the  victory.    It  is  for  you,  the  gamester 
and  cheat,  the  duellist  and  murderer,  who 
call  yourself  a  man  of  honour,  to  fear  death. 
Look  there,  sir  ;  look  there  :  the  broad  eye 
of  Heaven  is  fixed  upon  us  !    Tremble  m  the 
presence  of  your  Maker,  who  can  m  a  moment 
kill  your  body,  and  for  ever  punish  your  soul 
in  hell!"    The  unhappy  youth  trembled 
alternately   with   fear    and   passion,  and 

seemed  at  times  just  about  to  kill  his  uncle, 
who  sought  no  earthly  help,  but  contmuedto 
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talk  calmly  with  his  nephew,  until  he  had 
fairly  disarmed  and  subdued  him.  Mr. 
Fletcher  would  not  return  the  cheque,  but 
obtained  contributions  from  members  of  the 
family  to  help  the  wretched  youth  out  of  his 
present  difficulties.  He  then  prayed  with 
him  and  for  him.  The  young  man  was 
deeply  touched,  and  made  many  promises  to 
lead  a  new  life.  Mr.  Fletcher  returned  to 
his  work  in  England,  and  we  have  no  record 
of  their  meeting  again  in  this  world. 


MtrsiCLiX.— Messrs.  NoveHo,  Ewer  &  Co.,  of  Berners 
Street,  w.,  print  music ;  send  to  them  for  an  esti- 
mate. At  the  same  time  it  would  cost  as  much  to 
print  the  number  you  mention  as  to  print  a  hundred 
times  as  many.  Why  not  copy  the  piece  in  manu- 
script ? 

Ovid. — We  know  of  no  Government  reward  for  Per- 
petual Motion,  but  if  you  have  discovered  it,  and  live 
long  enough,  you  may  be  sure  of  a  reward  far 
exceeding  that  any  Government  could  afford. 

Cin'TON  College.— Photosrraphs  of  men-of-war  can  be 
obtained  from  West  &  Son  of  Gosport,  Willdns  of 
Queen  Street,  Portsea,  etc.  For  general  photographs 
you  could  not  do  much  better  than  try  Sloper  of  the 
Strand  (corner  of  Southampton  Street).  Models  of 
men-of-war  are  sold  by  Bateman,  the  Model  Dock- 
yard, Fleet  Street,  E.c. 

B.iRTOV. — All  we  can  say  is  go  to  the  nearest  Free 
Library  and  make  a  list;  of  the  names  from  one  of  the 
district  directories.  We  cannot  give  a  long  list  of 
addresses,  such  as  you  want,  in  these  columns. 

Noses  (Oswald  and  Inquisitive). — What  a  pity  it  is 
you  did  not  give  your  addresses ;  we  might  then 
have  arranged  a  nose  e.xclmnge.  Wliat  one  considers 
an  affliction  the  otlier  desires ;  but  that  is  tlie  way  of 
■  the  world,  people  are  never  satisfied  to  remain  as  they 
are.  Seriously,  if  there  is  anything  painful  about 
your  noses  you  should  take  them  to  a  doctor ;  and  if 
there  is  not  you  should  leave  them  alone.  This 
answers  half-a-dozea  more  queries  on  the  nose. 


S.  T.  Wad.<;worth.— -1.  The  coloured  plates  of  "Our 
Leading  Cricketers,"  "  Our  Leading  Football  Players," 
and  "Our  Leading  Athletes,"  can  onlybeobtaiiied  by 
purcliasing  either  the  parts  or  the  packet  of  the 
volume  plates,  for  price  of  which  see  the  last  page  of 
tlie  last  number  for  September.  You  can  obtain 
them  eitlier  by  post  from  us  or  through  a  bookseller. 
2.  The  Summer  and  Christmas  Numbers  for  1889  are 
out  of  print,  so  is  the  Summer  Number  for  1890. 
The  cases  used  to  bind  the  volume  are  not  large 
enougli  in  the  back  to  hold  the  Summer  and  Christ- 
mas Numbers. 

N.  On-slow.— We  are  glad  to  hear  from  the  "trackless" 
and  tliank  you  for  the  verses,  but  we  like  your  prose 
best. 

H.  A.  H.— You  will  find  the  official  account  of  the  open 
scholarships  at  the  universities  in  tlie  university 
calendars,  which  can  be  seen  at 
most  libraries. 

Bea  (T.  B.  Faulds,  and  some  twenty 
others). — Get  "  How  to  Send  a  Boy 
to  Sea,"  by  Captain  Franklin  Fox, 
price  Is.,  publishers,  Warne  &  Co., 
15  Bedford  Street,  Covent  Garden. 
We  cannot  fill  our  space  by  answer- 
ing every  boy  individually,  and 
that  book  answers  all  the  questions 
tliat  have  been  asked. 
St'xBEAM,— Let  your  hook  hang 
alH. lit  four  inclies  off  tlie  bottom, 
bait  with  gentles,  paste,  or  red- 
worm,  and  be  thankful  for  any 
fish  that  comes  along.  When  you 
have  got  beyond  that  stage  get 
Martin's  "  Float  Fishing,"  price  2s., 
of  Messrs.  Sampson  Low  &  Co. 

Mrs.  Farr.— The  offices  of  the 
"  Mission  to  Deep  Sea  Fishermen  " 
are  at  Blackfriars  Bridge,  e.g. 

W.  H.  Wyatt.— Bay  a  "Model 
Y'achtsman,"  price  Ski.  including 
postage,  of  Mr.  Grassam,  High 
Street,  Hull ;  refer  to  the  list  of 
club  secretaries,  and  write  to  each 
for  a  copy  of  his  club's  rules.  In 
that  way  you  will  obtain  exactly 
the  information  you  want,  and  far 
more  of  it  than  we  can  give  liere. 
Some  years  ago  we  had  an  article 
oil  "  Model  Yacht  Clubs,  and  How 
to  Manage  Tliem,"  but  it  is  now 
out  of  print.  It  was  in  the  sixth 
volume. 

Ajax.  —See  "  Everyday  Life  on  the 
Railroad  "  in  the  "  Leisure  Hour." 
There  is  no  one  "  fastest  engine  " 
in  England  ;  but  if  you  want  to 
have  iiarticulars  of  the  fastest 
service  out  of  London,  buy  a  Great 
Nortliern  Time  Table ;  and  if  you 
want  to  see  one  of  the  trains  start 
go  to  King's  Cross.  If  you  want 
to  travel  fast,  avd  feel  you  ere 
travelling,  come  from  Nottingham 
to  St.  Paucras  by  the  Scotch  Day 
Mail. 

Sir  Ludar. — You  have  to  rise  from 
the  ranks  to  obtain  a  regimental 
clerksliip.  There  are  only  two 
regiments  of  Life  Guards,  and  the 
standard  is  the  same  for  each. 
They  would  not  take  you  uuder 
5  feet  10  inches. 

Ai'PREXTiCE, — We  did  draughts  so 
tliorouglily  ill  the  past  that  it  is 
really  difficult  to  say  anything 
new  about  it ;  however,  we  will 
consider. 

A  FRET-wonKER.— I.GotoMelhuish 
&  Sons  in  Fetter  Laue  and  see  what  they  have. 
2.  If  you  have  a  fountain  in  your  garden  the  water 
company  will  increase  your  rate.  They  can  even 
make  you  pay  extra  for  the  water  used  in  watering 
your  plants,  but  this  is  a  power  they  do  not  always 
exercise. 

H.  F.  S. — There  were  more  bones  in  the  body  than 
there  are  pence  in  the  pound ;  at  least,  we  used  to 
hear  that  there  were  246,  tlie  6  being  in  the  cars. 
This  leaves  exactly  240,  made  up  of  8  in  the  head, 
14  in  the  face,  2G  in  the  back,  20  in  the  chest,  G4  in 
the  arms  and  hands,  62  in  the  legs  and  feet,  and 
8  small  ones,  movalile.  But  this  makes  32  short ; 
wdiere  are  they  ?  Answer,  the  teeth  ;  but  the  teeth 
are  not  bones,  and  therefore  the  pence  in  the  pound 
theory  collapses. 

S.iXDPORD. — Tlie  stars  twinkle  because  their  light 
reaches  us  througli  moving  currents  of  air  of  dif- 
ferent temperatures  and  therefore  of  diiferent  re- 
fractive qualities.  The  more  the  currents  the  more 
the  twinkling,  and  hence,  as  currents  of  diiferent 
temperatures  anil  densities  produce  atmospheric  dis- 
turbances, the  greater  the  twinkling  the  more  likeli- 
hood there  is  of  bad  weather.  At  the  s.anie  time,  the 
twinkling  depends  so  much  on  your  own  state  of 
health  that  it  is  as  well  not  to  be  too  weatherwise  on 
the  strength  of  a  twinkle. 

Yellow  Hammer  (Higldand  Laddie).— The  bird  does 
not  sing  except  one  monotonous  chick-chick,  chick- 
cluck,  chee — ee. 


J.  Manduca  (Malta).— 1.  The  order  of  the  plays, 
according  to  the  most  recent  opinion,  is  (short  titles) 
"  Titus,"  "  Henry  VI.,"  "  Richard  II.,"  "  Two  Gentle- 
men," "  Love's  Labour,"  "  Comedy  of  Errors,"  "  Tam- 
ing of  Shrew,"  "  Midsummer  Night,"  "  Richard  III.," 
"Romeo,"  "John,"  "Merchant  of  Venice,"  "Much 
Ado,"  "Henry  IV.,"  "Merry  Wives,"  "All's  Well," 
"Henry  V.,"  "  Measure  for  Measure,"  "As  Y'ou  Like 
It,"  "  Hamlet,"  "  Julius  Cffisar,"  "  Twelfth  Night," 
"Troilus,"  "Timon,"  "Lear,"  "Othello,"  "Antony," 
"  Coriolanus,"  "  Macbeth,"  "  Henry  VIII.,"  "Pericles," 
"Tempest," "Winter's Tale," "Cvmbehne."  Henry V. 
is  the  "  ideal  man,"  Imogen  the" "  ideal  woman,"  and 
the  "  Tempest  "  tlie  "  perfect  play."  Twenty-one 
years  elapsed  between  the  writing  of  "  Titus  Aiidro- 
nicus"  and  "Cymbehne."  2.  Ph.D.  =  Doctor  of 
Philosophy,  3.  "  Oxford  and  Cambridge  Boat  Races," 
published  by  Macmillan  &  Co. 

MissioxARY.— Complete  your  present  apprenticeship 
and  then  apply,  with  the  recommendation  of  your 
minister,  to  one  of  tlie  Missionary  Societies.  There 
is  an  account  of  suoh  societies  published  by  the 
Rehgious  Tract  Society  in  the  "Missionary  Year 
Book." 

Secoxdary  Coil  (Three  in  a  fix).— Pleased  to  answer 
your  question,  as  it  shows  that  you  have  really  tried 
to  grasp  the  principle  of  the  coil's  working.  This 
depends  on  the  fact,  discovered  by  Faraday,  that  a 
current  produced  in  a  coil  of  iiisniated  wire  induces 
a  current  in  ariother  coil  of  insulated  wire  near  it. 
This  current,  however,  only  takes  jilace  al  the  luslant 
thai  it  slarls  or  ceases  in  the  first  coil.  Now,  by  the 
arrangement  of  the  parts  in  the  induction  coil,  you 
get  a  continual  succession  of  currents  started  and 
stopped,  thousands  of  times  jier  minute,  by  means  of 
the  contact-breaker,  wliirh  is  buzzing  backwards  and 
forwards.  Conseiineiitly,  you  get  a  continuous  cur- 
rent in  the  secondary  coil,  which  is  just  over  the  first 
but  insulated  from  it,  and  this  secondary  wire  being 
very  long,  compared  with  the  first,  we  get  a  corre- 
spondingly more  powerful  current,  which  is  capable 
of  giving  a  severe  shock  when  the  ends  of  the 
secondary  wire  are  held  in  the  hands. 

Snakes  (A.  Watson).—!.  AVe  know  of  no  book  which 
will  tell  you  iiow  to  keep  foreign  serpents.  A  series 
of  articles  on  the  subject,  by  Dr.  Arthur  Stradling, 
appeared  in  the  "  Zoologist,"  in  1882-83.  2.  Cross  of 
Liverpool,  and  Jamrack  and  Hamlyn  of  London,  are 
the  dealers  in  this  country  who  are  most  likely  to 
have  foreigu  snakes  for  sale ;  but  in  Hamburg, 
Amsterdam,  Antwerp,  and  several  other  continental 
cities,  there  is  a  larger  import  of  these  creatm-es. 
3.  The  auditory  apparatus  is  either  wanting  or 
present  in  a  merely  ruilimeiitai  v  state  in  snakes. 
Being  therefore  deaf,  it  is  impossible  that  they  can 
be  susceptible  to  tlie  charms  of  music,  nor  is  there 
the  slightest  real  evidence  in  support  of  this  popular 
delusion. 

Nervocsxess  (Westminster). — Yon  are  sure  to  be 
nervous  for  months  to  come.  As  you  value  your 
future  welfare  here  and  hereafter  keep  a  pure  mind 
and  body.  Y'es  ;  do  all  Dr.  Gordon  Stables  advises  in 
his  Health  Papers.  A  teaspoonful,  twice  a  day  after 
meals,  of  Fellows'  Syrup  will  help  you. 

Shortxess  op  Breath  (Thistle).— This  is  always  a 
somewhat  serious  symptom.  Consult  your  "own 
doctor.  Y'ou  give  us  no  clue  to  go  by,  and  the 
causes  are  very  numerous. 

Cat  with  OpFExsms  Breath  (F.  D.  H.). — Hard  to 
advise.  It  might  be  from  worms.  Spratt's  Cure 
would  then  do.  Or  from  bad  teeth.  These  would 
have  to  be  extracted. 

Ill  Health  (Invercargilite). — Sorry  indeed,  but  your 
case  is  not  one  for  self-treatment,  and  we  earnestly 
advise  you  to  consult  your  own  doctor. 

Stuffixg  Fish  (C.  W.  R.).— Too  long  a  subject  for 
Correspondence  Columns.  Get  back  Nos.  of  "  B.  0.  P." 
on  "  Taxidermy,"  or  a  book  on  the  subject  pubUshed 
at  120  Strand,  London. 

Cat  axd  Goldpixch  (A..  E.  Kim^U). — You  give  us  no 
clue  for  prescribing  for  the  bird.  To  simply  say  a 
bird  pants  is  not  enough.  Do  you  give  green  food, 
clean  sand,  and  fresh  .^oft  A\ater?  AVe  doubt  it. 
Don't  pamper.  The  oat's  ear  slinuld  be  examined. 
If  sore,  try  a  little  of  the  Calvert  Carbolic  Ointment, 
or  damp  twice  a  day  with  Hazeliue. 

Moles  (Inquirer  B.). — "Moles,"  not  "molds."  We 
cannot  advise  you  to  touch  them  yourself,  but  as 
they  are  small,  any  surgeou  could  disperse  them. 

Pigeons  (B.  Pritchard). — If  you  ^yant  show  birds 
you  must  pay  pedigree  price.  But  that  needn't 
alarm  you.  See  Shows  advertised  in  "Live  Stock 
Journal"  or  "Featheied  World,"  and  when  they 
take  place,  write  to  the  Secretary,  enclosing  sixpence 
for  Prize  Catalogue.  You  can  thus  get  into  com- 
munication with  prizewinners  and  breeders,  whose 
addresses  3"ou  wiU  find  iu  the  catalogue. 

Corns  (A.  O.  E.).— If  you  are  a  great  sufl'erer,  you 
should  see  a  surgeon,  or  when  o,der  you  will  be  lame 
entiiel^'.   Meanwhile  keep  them  pared. 


Photographic  Ccvipetition.— In  answer  to  one  or 
two  correspondents  who  secured  honourable  mention 
in  our  last  pliorographie  competition  in  more  timii  one 
of  the  divisions,  ami  who  therefore  appear  to  l.  .,,  for 
more  than  one  certificate,  we  would  lieie  nn  .iri.  1  that 
the  certificate  was  awarded  to  them  in  tin  d  ■  i« 
vhic/>  they  secured  the  highest  piece,  and  no  "tin  r  will 
be  sent. 


No.  641.— Vol.  XIII. 
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Price  One  Penny. 

[ALL  lUGHTS  EESEKVED.] 


"The  four-footed  kick  did  not  come  off." 
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means  pleased  them.  They  had  expected 
at  least  that  some  one  woixld  propose  that 
they  should  be  met  half  way,  and  appealed 
to,  for  the  sake  of  the  School,  to  abandon 
their  attitude.  That  would  have  given 
them  an  opportunity  of  fif^uring  in  an 
heroic  light  before  Fellsgarth,  and  show- 
ing how,  for  the  general  good,  they  could 
afford  even  to  overlook  the  slight  which 
hail  been  put  upon  them. 

But  now,  so  I'ar  from  that,  they  figured 
as  the  party  who  had  wrecked  the  school 
clubs  for  the  sake  of  a  petty  pique,  and 
in  their  absence  had  been  quietly  deposed 
along  with  every  one  else  from  ofhce  and 
privilege,  and  left  looking  xuiconimonly 
foolish  and  uncommonly  ridiculous. 

Yorke  himself  hardly  realised,  when  he 
made  his  downright  motion,  that  he  was 
dealing  the  hardest  blow  possible  at  the 
mutiny.  A  mutiny  is  all  very  well  as  long 
as  there  is  some  one  to  mutiny  against. 
But  now,  even  this  luxury  was  denied 
them. 

Naturally  their  wrath  fell  on  the 
traitors  in  their  own  camp,  whose  pre- 
sence at  the  meeting  had  made  it  impos- 
sible to  discredit  it  as  entirely  one-sided 
in  its  composition. 

That  Corder  would  go,  every  one  was 
prepared  for.  He  had  laid  up  for  himself 
yet  one  more  rod  in  pickle,  and  should 
punctually  taste  its  quality. 

But  the  mutiny  of  the  juniors  was  a 
surprise.  No  one  imagined  that  their 
threats  at  revolt  were  anything  more  than 
the  ordinary  bluster  in  which  these  young 
bravos  notoriously  dealt.  Had  they 
sinned  in  ignorance  it  would  have 
mattered  less.  But  they  had  gone  to  the 
meeting  in  deliberate  defiance  of  their 
captain's  order,  and  in  the  face  of  his 
warning  as  to  what  the  consequences  of 
disobedience  would  be. 

The  discipline  of  the  house  was  at  an  end 
if  a  flagrant  act  of  insubordination  like 
this  was  to  be  allowed  to  pass  imnoticed. 
Besides,  if  allowed  to  spread,  other  fellows 
would  go  over  to  the  enemy,  and  the 
"moral  "  effect  of  the  strike  would  be  at 
an  end. 

A  peremptory  summons  was  therefore 
despatched  to  Percy  and  his  friends  to 
appear  before  the  prefects  of  their  house 
that  same  evening. 

"  That  all '?  "  inquired  Percy  of  the 
middle  boy  who  brought  the  message. 
"  We  hear  yon.    You  needn't  stop." 

"  I'll  tell  him  you'll  come  ?  "  said  the 
messenger. 

"  I  don't  mind  what  you  tell  him.  Cut 
out  of  our  room,  that's  all.  We  aren't 
particular,  me  and  my  chaps ;  but  we 
draw  the  line  at  louts." 

"  He  says  if  you  don't  come  " 

"  What's  to  prevent  him  saying  any- 
thing he  likes?  Look  here,  young 
Gamble  "  (Gamble  was  at  least  two  ^'ears 
the  senior  of  any  boy  present),  "if  you 
don't  cut  yoiu*  sticks,  they'll  be  cut  for 
you.    So  there." 

Gamble  gave  a  general  invitation  to 
the  party  to  come  and  try  to  tamper  with 
his  sticks ;  and  departed  witli  a  final 
caution  as  to  the  desirability  of  obe;s  ing 
their  captain. 

"  Lick,"  said  Percy,  when  he  had  gone, 
"  how  much  grub  have  M  e  got  in  the 
room  ?  " 

"  What  are  you  talliing  about  ?  You 
aren't  hungry  sui-ely,  after  that  go-in  at 
the  shop." 


"  Have  we  got  enough  for  two  days?" 

The  party  opened  their  eyes,  and  began 
to  suspect  the  drift  of  the  inquiry. 

"  No  ;  but  Maynard  owes  us  a  loaf,  and 
Spanker  some  butter,  and  those  kids  in 
lieynolds's  study  half  a  tongue." 

"  All  right ;  go  ont  and  get  it  all  in, 
sharp.    Scrape  up  all  you  can." 

"  What,  are  we  going  to  liave  a 
blockade  ?  ' ' 

"  Eather.  You  don't  suppose  we're 
going  to  cave  in  to  that  lout  Clapperton, 
do  you  ?  " 

"  But  we  shan't  want  enough  for  two 
days,  shall  we  ?  " 

"Shan't  we,  that's  all?  To-morrow's 
exeat  day,  and  no  school.  Next  day's 
Sunday,  and  next  day  exeat  doesn't  end 
^  till  twelve.  We  may  have  to  stick  out 
three  days." 

"  Whew  !  we  sJiall  v/ant  a  lot  of  grub," 
said  Cash. 

"  You  young  pig ;  that's  all  you  think 
about.  You'll  have  to  go  on  jolly  short 
rations,  I  can  promise  you.  Do  you 
know  what  we're  going  to  do?  " 

No  one  had  an  idea  what  they  were 
going  to  do. 

"  Do  you  know  those  four  Classic  kids,"' 
said  Percy,  "  my  young  brother  and  his 
j  lot  ?  They've  not  been  quite  such  cads 
lately  as  they  used  to  be,  have  they  ?  " 

"  They've  been  a  bit  more  civil,"  said 
I  Cottle.  "  I  suppose  that's  because  of  the 
shop." 

"  What  aboiit  them  ?  "  asked  Eamshaw. 
I  "  Why,  I  fancy  if  we  asked  them,  they 
might  come  over  and  back  iis  up.  Of 
course  they'd  have  to  bring  their  own 
grub ;  and  we'd  kick  them  out  if  they 
weren't  civil.    What  do  you  say  ?  " 

"  Bather  a  lark,"  said  Lickford. 

"  All  serene.  I'll  go  and  see  about  it. 
Keep  it  dark,  whatever  you  do,  and  mind 
you  scrape  up  all  the  grub  that's  owing  us. 
There's  no  time  to  lose,  I  say  ;  (^lr_,pperton 
expects  us  in  half  an  hour.    Wire  in  !  " 

By  the  end  of  half  an  hour  the  larder 
had  been  fairly  well  replenished.  Lick- 
'  ford  and  Cash  had  gone  round  on  a  general 
raid ;  recovering  by  force,  where  persuasion 
failed,  their  outstanding  loans,  and  in  other 
cases  borrowing  additional  supplies  in 
the  same  genial  manner.  Among  other 
booty,  they  secured  a  tin  of  pressed  beef 
I  from  Spanker,  who  had  to  be  clouted  on 
the  head  before  he  would  "  lend  it,"  and 
some  sardines  from  another  boy,  who  was 
thankful  to  find  any  one  to  take  them  off 
his  hands  at  any  price. 

Cottle  and  Eamshaw,  acting  on  sealed 
orders  from  their  leader,  had  been  round 
I  borrowing  a  screw-driver  and  screws,  a 
few  yards  of  rope,  and  other  material  of 
war,  among  which  was  a  sipiirt  belonging 
to  Eeynolds,  who  had  been  pleased  to 
"  swap  "  it  for  a  couple  of  Greek  stamps 
which  Cottle  had  to  dispose  of. 

Many  were  the  fears  lest  not  only 
should  Percy  fail  to  secure  the  services  of 
the  Classic  juniors,  but  should  himself  be 
too  late  to  take  part  in  tlie  siege.  How- 
ever, much  to  their  relief,  this  was  not 
so.;  as  presently  he  came  over  arm-in-arm 
M'ith  Wally  (who  carried  a  parcel  under 
his  arm),  followed  at  a  respectful  tlistance 
by  D'Arcy,  Ashby,  and  Fisher  ii,  the 
biiUiiness  of  whose  pockets  gave  promise 
of  a  fiuther  addition  to  the  sinews  of  war. 

By  general  consent  the  visitors  shppetl 
in,  not  in  a  body,  but  casiiallj'  one  by  one, 
and  so  escaped  special  observation.  As 


j  soon  as  they  were  all  assembled,  Percy 
gave  the  order  to  screw  up,  and  pile  on 

j  the  barricades. 

W'aUy,  who  was  disposed  to  be  patronis- 

!  ing,  snuffed  up  somewhat  at  his  brother's 
calm  assumption  of  the  command. 

"  Why   didn't  you   say  you  wanted 

j  screws  ?  "  said  he  ;  "  we've  got  one  or  two 
long  ones.  That's  not  the  way  to  stick  it 
in,  young  Lickford ;  make  the  hole  more 
sideways.    Here,  I'll  do  it  for  you." 

"I  tell  you  what,"  said  D'Arcy,  "you 
chaps  had  better  begin  to  move  up  the 
bed  against  the  door,  in  case  they  come 
before  we're  fast  in.  Fire  away.  Sticlc 
it  close  up,  and  young  Lickford  can  stand 
on  it  to  put  in  the  screw." 

"  Come  on,  Cash ;  stick  these  parcels 
out  of  the  way,"  said  Ashby,  handing 
out  the  prov  ender ;  "  they'll  be  better  in 
the  cupboard.  Mind  how  you  put  them 
in." 

j  "You've  got  a  knife,  Cottle,"  said 
j  Fisher  ii.  "  Cut  these  bits  of  wood  into 
wedges  to  go  under  the  door.  They'll 
!  make  it  pretty  secure." 
I  In  this  manner  the  Classic  auxiliaries 
'  coolly  took  charge  of  the  arrangements 
I  before  e^  er  their  hosts  had  time  to  realise 
j  that  they  had  been  relegated  to  a  back  seat. 

However,  just  now  there  was  no  time 
I  for  arguing  questions  of  precedence  and 
authority.    The  enemy  might  be  upon 
them  at  any  moment,  and  they  had  a  lot  to 
■  do  before  their  outworks  coirld  be  said  to 
be  in  a  proper  state  of  defence. 

The  screws  in  the  door  were  driven 
hard  home  into  the  wainscot ;  the  wedges 
'  underneatli  were  tightly  fixed.    The  bed, 
with  bedding  complete,  was  drawn  against 
the  entry.    A  second  line  of  defence  was 
thrown  up  of  chairs,  chest  of  drawers, 
book-case,  and  washstand.    Beyond  that 
were  stacked  against  the  wall  cricket  bats, 
stimips,  boxing-gloves,  and   other  dan- 
gerous-looking implements,  for  use  in  a 
'  last  emergency.    At  Percy's  suggestion, 
:  and  under  Wally's  direction,  an  additional 
I  loophole  was  bored  in  the  panel  of  the 
door  (in  flagrant  forgetfulness  of  the  rights 
of  school  property), through  which, as  well 
as  through  the  ventilating  lioles  above, 
the  enemy  might  be  reconnoitred  and 
oi)erated  on. 

These  preliminaries   being  complete, 
and  Fisher  ii  having  been  perched  on  the 
table  (which  was  on  the  bed),  with  his 
!  eye  to  the  loophole,  the  company,  to  pass 
I  the  time,  resolved  itself  into  a  committee 
[  on  the  school  shop,  and  waited  anxiously 
for  the  attack. 

Percy  was  specially  anxious,  for  he 
,  had  enlisted  his  four  recruits  on  the 
distinct  understanding  there  woxild  be  a 
row,  and  all  the  blame  would  fall  en  his 
head  if  by  any  iU-luck  the  evening  passed 
off  quietly. 

I      Already  the  Classic  juniors  were  begin- 
j  ning  to  get  impatient,  and  hinting  that 
they  saw  no  fun  in  the  proceeding  so  fai', 
I  when  Fisher  ii  scrambled  down  from  his 
perch  and  cried : 

"  Sh  ! — here  comes  somebody." 
"  About  time,"  said  Wally,  takmg  pos- 
session of  the  squirt. 

As  he  spoke,  the  footsteps  halted  at  the 
door,  and  the  handle  turned. 

"  Lie  low,  you  chaps,''  whispered  Percy. 
"  Don't  let  them  know  you're  here  to 
begin  with.    Hullo  !  who's  that  ?  " 
"  Let  me  in  !  "  cried  Gamble,  outside. 
"  Can't ;  we're  busy,"  replied  Lickford 


"  We've  got  a  committee  meeting,  and 
you'd  better  cut,"  cried  Percy. 

"Do  you  hear?"  replied  the  ambas- 
sador ;  "  let  me  in." 

"  There's  plenty  of  room  in  your  own' 
study,  ain't  there  '?    Why  don't  you  go 
there?    We  don't  want  you  here." 

"  Cut  yoiu-  sticks,  and  learn  your  rotten 
^'  Modern  lessons,"  shouted  Wally,  who  j 
began  to  be  tired  of  being  a  listener. 

Luckily,  Cottle  knocked  over  one  of 
the  chairs  at  this  juncture,  which  served 
to  conceal  the  voice  of  the  speaker  from  | 
I*  the  ears  outside. 

"  All  right,"  said  Gamble  ;  "  yoti'll  catch 
it.    Clapperton  sent  me  to  tell  you  if  you 
don't  come  to  his  room  directly,  he'll 
come  and  fetch  you  himself.    There  !  " 
"  Good    evening,"    cried  Ramshaw. 
i  "  Our  love  to  them  all  at  home." 
.      D'Arcy,  meanwhile,  had  mounted  the 
bed,  and  by  means  of  a  peashooter  mate- 
rially assisted  in  the  departure  of  the  dis- 
comfited envoy. 

"  Now  we're  getting  lively,"  said  Wallj', 
proceeding  to  load  his  squirt  out  of  tlie 
jug.  "  Better  light  the  candle,  one  of  you, 
and  have  some  light  on  the  subject." 
A  terrible  discovery  ensued.  Neither 
I  candle  nor  matches  coiild  be  found  !  In 
a  quarter   of  an  hour  daylight  would 
depart,  and  after  that — well,  the  prospect 
was  not  brilliant,  at  any  rate.  However, 
there  was  no  time  to  do  anything  but 
recriminate,  wliich  the  company  indus- 
I  triously  did  until  the  sentinel  again  gave 
;  the  signal  to  stand  by. 

"Look  here,"  said  Percy,  "  we'd  better 
,  keep  him  jawing  as  long  as  he'll  stand  it, 
:  and  not  let  fly  till  he  begins  to  get  violent 

■  —eh?" 

"  All  serene,"  said  Wally ;  "  that  won't 
be  long."  i 

"  No  ;  and  he'll  bring  the  whole  kit  of 
I  prefects  with  him.  What  a  high  old  time 
I  there'll  be  !  "  chuckled  D'Arcy. 

■  "There's  one  lucky  thing,"  said  Cash. 
"  Forder  and  his  dame  have  gone  out  for 
the  evening;  so  we  shan't  hurt  their 
feelings." 

'  "  Look  out — it's  Clappei'ton,"  whispered 
the  sentinel. 

Clapperton  tried  the  door,  and  on  find- 
ing it  fast,  gave  it  a  kick. 

"  Hello  !  who's  there  ?  " 

"  Open  the  door  ;  let  me  in  !  " 

"  Who  is  it  ?  that  young  cad  Gamble 
again  ?  "  cried  Percy,  with  a  wink  at  the  ; 
company  generally.  I 

"  No.   Do  you  hear  ?    Let  me  in!  "  [ 

"  Say  what  your  name  is.  How  do  we 
know  you  aren't  a  Classic  cad  ?  Oh !  ow  !  "  [ 

This  last  interjection  w^as  in  answer  to 
a  fraternal  kick  from  behind. 

"You  know  who  I  am,"  replied  Clap- 
1  perton.    "  Let  me  in  !  " 

"  Very  sorry,  Corder,  we  can't  let  you 
m.  Clapperton  says  we're  to  cut  you, 
because  you  played  a  joUy  sight  too  well 
last  week." 

"  It's  not  Corder,  it's  me— Clapperton." 

"  Go  on  !  no  larks  wlioever  you  are. 
Clapperton's  got  something  better  to  do 
than  go  to  tea  parties  in  fags'  rooms.  Go 

and  tell  that  to  the  Clas  Oh,  ow!  I 

mean,  try  it  on  next  door  !  " 

"I  tell  you  what,"  said  Clapperton, 
whose  temper,  none  of  the  best,  was 
rapidly  evaporating,  '•  if  you  young  cads 
don't  open  the  doer  instantly,  I'll  break 
it  open." 

"  If  you  do,  we'U  tell  Clapperton.  Hell 


welt  you  for  it.  He  won't  let  you  spoil 
our  new  paint,  not  if  he  knows  it.  Good 
old  Clappy  !  " 

A  thundering  kick  was  the  only  reply, 
which  shook  the  plaster  of  the  walls,  and 
nearly  sent  Fisher  ii  headlong^with  terror 
off  his  perch. 

This  was  getting  serious.  But  in 
Percy's  judgment  the  time  was  not  even 
yet  ripe  for  extreme  measures.  The  as- 
sailant might  be  given  a  little  rope  yet. 

He  took  it,  and  worked  himself  into  a 
childish  passion  against  tlio  refractory 
door,  encouraged  by  the  fi  iendly  gibes  of 
the  besieged.  "  Go  it !  "  "Two  to  one  on 
his  boots!"  "Keep  your  temper!" 
"  Come  in  !  "  "  Stick  to  it !  "  "  One 
more  and  you'll  do  it !  "  and  so  on. 

It  was  hardly  likely  that  the  spectacle 
of  the  captain  of  the  house  in  a  towering 
rage,  trying  to  kick  his  way  into  a  fag's 
room,  would  long  be  allowed  to  continue 
unheeded  by  the  rest  of  the  inhabitants  of 
Forder's,  and  in  a  very  short  time  new 
voices  without  apprised  the  beleaguered 
garrison  that  the  enemy  was  sitting  down 
in  force. 

Brinkman's  voice  could  be  heard  de- 
manding admission,  and  presently  Dan- 
gle's ;  while  a  posse  of  mercenary  middle 
boys  relieved  Clapperton  of  the  kicking.  | 
The  stout  eld  door  held  out  bravely  and 
defied  all  their  efforts. 

Presently  a  pause  was  made,  and 
Dangle's  voice  outside  was  heard  demand- 
ing a  parley. 

"  Young  Wlieatfield,"  he  said,  "  it  will 
be  wiser  for  you  to  open  the  door  at  once. 
If  you  don't  it  will  be  broken  open,  and 
you  needn't  expect  to  get  off  easy  then. 
Take  my  advice,  and  don't  be  a  fool." 

"  Thanks  awfully,"  said  Percy.  "  I 
and  my  chaps  are  just  going  to  sit  down 
to  tea.  Wish  you  could  join  us,  whoever 
you  are.  We've  got  as  much  right  to 
have  tea  in  our  study  as  you  have  in 
yours.  That's  riglit !  Kick  away  !  Never 
mind  the  varnish  !  Somebody  tapping  at  > 
the  study  door  !  " 

"  It's  no  good  wasting  time  over  yomig 
asses  like  them,"  Brinkman  was  heard  to 
say. 

"I  don't  mean  to  go  now,"  said  Clap- 
perton. "  They  shall  have  such  a  hiding, 
all  of  them,  as  they  won't  forget  in  a 
hurry." 

"  It's  funny  how  when  we  seniors  strike 
against  the  school  it's  so  noble,  and  when 
these  juniors  strike   against  us  it's  so  I 
inexcusable,"  said  Fxillerton.     "  Strikes 
always  did  puzzle  me." 

"  If,  instead  of  talking  rubbish,  you'd  go 
and  fetch  Robert  with  a  crowbar  to  smash 
open  the  door,"  said  Clapperton,  "  you'd  j 
be  more  use." 

It  was  getting  quite  dark  in  the  room 
by  this  time,  but  Wally  could  be  heard  | 
refilling  his  squirt  at  the  jug.  ; 

"  I  mean  to  start  now,"  said  he.  j 

Percy  came  beside  him. 

"All  serene!  "  said  he;  "  but  why  use 
water  when  there's  ink  ?  "  ' 

"  My  eye  !  I  never  thought  of  that. 
Rather !  I  say,  old  man,  while  I  remember 
it,  I'll  write  home  this  week.  Don't  you 
fag,  good  old  Percy." 

"  Oh  no,  it's  my  turn." 

"  Oh,  let  me.  Is  that  the  ink-pot  ? 
Hold  it  tight  while  I  get  a  good  go  at 
it." 

"  Suppose  we  tickle  them  iip  with  the 
peashooter    first,"   suggested  Lickford. 


"  Mind  how  you  go  over  the  chairs.  Cash," 
added  he,  as  that  hero  in  the  dark  got 
entangled  in  the  second  line  of  fortifi- 
cations. 

"  All  serene — wire  away !  Young  Ashby, 
you'd  better  mix  up  some  soap  and  coal- 
dust  in  the  water  for  use  when  the  ink's 
done." 

By  this  time  the  attack  without  had 
redoubled,  and  Cash,  mounting  up  to  the 
loophole,  began  to  operate  on  the  besiegers 
with  his  peashooter.  He  had  to  guess 
where  to  shoot,  for  though  the  gas  was 
alight  in  the  passage,  he  was  unable  for 
anatomical  reasons  to  look  and  shoot 
through  the  same  hole  at  the  same  time. 
However,  he  had  the  satisfaction  of  feeling 
sure  his  fire  was  t;iking  effect,  by  the 
aggravated  exclamations  of  the  besiegers, 
who  vowed  terrific  vengeance  for  this 
fresh  insult.  In  due  time  the  marksman 
fell  short  of  ammunition  and  was  carefully 
helped  down  from  his  post  in  the  dark, 
while  Wally  and  Percy,  gingerly  carrying 
the  squirt,  ascended  in  his  place. 

"  Hand  up  the  basin,"  said  Wally,  "  and. 
get  another  lot  of  water  ready." 

"  I  say,"  said  Fisher  ii,  who  was  alv/ays 
being  seized  by  heroic  impulses,  "  if  you 
could  let  me  down  out  of  the  window  hy 
the  rope,  I'd  be  able  to  get  a  candle." 

"  Good  old  '  How  now  ! '  ;  awfidly  gooi 
notion,"  said  Wally.  "  Y'^ou  chaps  see  to 
that,  while  my  young  brother  and  I  work 
the  squirt.  Don't  tell  anybody  what's  up, 
young  Fisher,  and  get  back  as  soon  as 
ever  you  can." 

So,  while  the  squirt  was  carefully  being 
levelled  in  the  face  of  the  enemy.  Fisher 
II,  with  the  end  of  the  rope  round  his 
waist,  was  swinging  precariously  in  mid- 
air out  of  the  window,  heartily  repenting,, 
until  his  feet  touched  terra  firma,  of  his 
rash  and  desperate  undertaking. 

Before  he  was  safe,  the  great  attack 
had  been  delivered  throxigh  the  loophole^ 
The  kickers  had  receded  from  the  door 
a  pace  or  two  in  order  to  get  up  inipetus 
for  a  combined  onslaught,  and  Clapperton 
with  a  poker  in  his  hand  was  advancing 
to  annihilate  the  lock,  when  Percy,  who  was 
reconnoitring  from  the  ventilating  holes, 
gave  the  signal  to  have  at  them. 

Whereupon  ^Vally  let  fly  with  all  his 
might,  and  converted  half  of  the  enemy, 
their  captain  included,  into  Ethiopians. 

The  effect  was  instantaneous.  The 
four-footed  kick  did  not  come  off.  Clap- 
perton's poker  fell  with  a  clatter  on  the 
floor,  and  a  howl  went  up  which  electrified 
both  besiegers  and  besieged. 

"  Look  alive  now  !  "  said  Wally.  "  Let 
'em  have  the  water  !    Keep  it  up  !  " 

For  five  minutes  an  almost  unin- 
terrupted flow  of  coloiu-ed  water  poured 
through  the  loophole  and  kept  the  enemy 
at  bay.  But  e\'en  a  jugful  will  not  last 
for  ever,  and  presently  the  scjuirt  gave  a 
dismal  gi'oan  on  the  bottom  of  the  basin. 

Almost  at  the  same  moment  an  ominous 
crack  proclaimed  that  the  good  old  door 
was  giving  way  by  degrees  imder  the 
now  renewed  attack  of  the  besiegers. 

"  They'll  have  it,  after  all,"  said  Percy. 

"  Tell  you  what  !  Suppose  we  slip  out 
by  the  window  and  you  chaps  come  and 
have  supper  in  our  room.  Rather  a  lark, 
eh  ?  It's  getting  a  bit  slow  here.  Nice 
sell  for  them  too.  Besides,  they  can't  gel 
at  you  over  on  our  side." 

This  hospitable  invitation  fitted  in  with 
the  humour  of  the  company  generally, 
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particularly  as  every  moment  the  door 
gave  a  more  doubtful  sound  than  before. 

In  three  minutes  the  whole  party  was 
on  the  grass  below,  where  Fisher  ii, 
retm-ning  breathless,  with  a  candle  and 
matches,  encoiuitered  them. 

"  Come  on,  you  chaps,"  said  Wally. 
"  I'd  give  sixpence  to  see  how  they  look 
when  they  find  we've  gone — ha  !  ha  !  " 

They  salved  their  honom-  with  a  keen 
sense  of  the  humour  of  the  situation,  and 
followed  their  host  across  the  Green  in 
the  dark,  not  at  all  sorry  to  have  a  harbour 
of  refuge  in  sight,  though  very  loth  to 
admit  that  this  rearward  movement  was 
a  retreat. 

At  the  door  of  Wakefield's,  to  their  con- 
sternation, they  met  Eanger. 


"  What  on  earth  are  all  you  youngsters 
up  to  at  this  hour  ?  "  j 

"  It's  all  right,"  said  Wally.  "  The  shop 
committee,  you  know.  We're  going  to 
talk  things  over  in  my  room.  Come  on,  | 
you  Modern  kids.  We'll  make  an  excep- 
tion for  you  this  once,  and  let  you  into 
Wakefield's  ;  won't  we,  Eanger  '?  But  it 
mustn't  occur  again." 

Yet  anotlier  peril  awaited  them  before 
they  were  safe  in  port.  This  time  it  was 
Mr.  Stratton  on  the  stairs. 

"  Ah,  here  you  are — aU  of  you,"  said 
he.  "  I  came  to  look  for  you.  I  want  to 
hear  how  the  shop  is  doing." 

"  Very  well,  thank  you,  sir.  I  say, 
Mr.  Stratton,"  said  Wally,  with  a  presence 
of  mind  which  moved  the  admiration  of 

(To  br;  con/iniied.) 


his  friends,  "  would  you  mind  coming  to 
a  committee  meeting  in  my  and  my  chaps' 
room  ?  We  can  show  you  the  things  we 
want  ordered  next  week,  if  you  don't 
mind." 

"  Certainly ;  I'll  come.  I'm  delighted 
to  find  you're  sticking  so  well  to  the 
business." 

I      And  so  it  happened  that  when  at  last 
Percy's  door  succumbed,  and  the  besiegers 
'  rushed     in,    vowing     vengeance  and 
j  slaughter,  to  find  the  room  empty,  the 
}  nine  innocents  were  sitting  prettily  round 
j  the   table   in  Wally's  room   with  Mr. 
I  Stratton   in  the   chair,    deciding  that 
mitil  November  was   out   it  would  be 
'  prematin-e  to  order  oranges  for  the  FeUs- 
garth  shop. 
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Y  lifting  a  curtain,  one  passed  from  the 
'  cave  where  Mam-ice  and  his  sister 
had  been  received  by  the  old  Guebre, 
into  a  second  cave,  which  served  as  the 
working  room. 

At  first  sight  the  large  apartment  gave 
an  impression  of  a  sort  of  chaos ;  but  an 
attentive  glance  soon  showed  that  there 
was  method  in  the  disorder,  and  that 
under  apparent  confusion  the  chain  of 
human  wisdom  lay  unrolled. 

There  was  no  luxury,  except  perhaps  in 
the  carpets,  in  which  the  Orient  displayed 
that  magnificent  fancy,  that  admirable 
harmony  of  colour  and  sense  of  ornament, 
which  are  the  distinctive  privileges  of 
races  we  call  barbarous.  At  wide  intervals 
rose  on  a  pedestal  an  antique  torso,  a 
head  with  a  mysterious  expression,  and  a 
few  vases  of  simple  pottery,  severe  and 
pure  in  design. 

The  old  Guebre  and  his  granddaughter 
worked  at  a  long  stone  table  laden  with 
strange  objects  ;  amulets  with  cabalistic 
signs,  sjTiibolical  rmgs,  manuscripts  on 
yellow  paper  charged  with  inscriptions 
in  cuneiform  characters.  In  the  granite 
walls  a  few  shelves  had  been  cut,  on  which 
were  crowded  retorts,  alembics,  crucibles, 
compasses,  squares,  and  all  the  arsenal  of 
science,  mathematical  and  even  magical, 
used  by  the  two  Guebres  in  their  stiidies. 
Tlien  there  was  a  hrmian  skull,  with  a 
crocodile,  a  monlvey,  a  stuffed  boa,  instru- 
ments of  death,  daggers,  poniards,  arrows, 
scimitars.  Each  coimtry  seemed  to 
have  sent  some  fragment  of  its  science, 
some  sample  of  its  art. 

Under  this  mass  of  things,  without 
shape  and  apparently  without  value,  there 
was  gradually  discoverable  a  system,  a 
master  thought.  These  fr-agments  of 
pottery,  these  broken  ends  of  all  kinds, 
these  weapons,  these  bones,  represented  the 
long  chain  of  human  life,  one  end  of  which 
touched  the  origin  of  the  world,  and  the 
other  held  on  the  hand  of  the  magus. 

Gouclia  Nichin  had  put  down  his  book, 
and  with  pensive  brow  and  abstracted 
look  was  deep  in  a  reverie.  In  all  this 
dust,  in  the  half  light  of  the  lamp,  he 


CHAPTER  VIII. — THE  FAMILY  TRADITION. 

seemed  to  see  rise  in  fr-ont  of  him  a  mul- 
titude of  faces,  in  masses,  in  myriads,  in_ 
generations.  An  idol  with  long  eyes  of 
agate  called  up  populous  India  with  its 
thousand  religions.  Enigmatic  Egypt 
lifted  on  the  sand  her  head  of  the  Sphinx. 
The  Pharaohs  employed  whole  nations 
to  build  them  a  tomb.  Moses,  leading  a 
believing  people,  cleft  the  waters  and 
spoke  face  to  face  with  the  Divinity. 
Cool  and  t;raceful,  a  marble  statuette  sum- 
moned tlie  charming  myths,  the  noble 
genius  of  Greece ;  and  close  by  a  Chinese 
ape,  grotesque  in  visage  and  tortured  in 
its  limbs,  gave  cause  for  meditation  on 
the  fecundity  of  ughness  in  that  mys- 
terious branch  of  art.  A  bust  of  a  noble 
patrician  lady  recalled  Imperial  Rome, 
the  triumphs^  and  the  consuls  preceded 
by  the  lietors.  A  head  of  a  virgin  martyr, 
the  persecutions  and  the  catacombs.  Then 
the  invasions  passed  by.  In  old  damas- 
cened armour,  a  panoply  soon  useless,  the 
horsemen  formed  up  for  review.  With 
what  gems  of  Cellini  did  he  see  the  long 
night  of  the  middle  ages  disappear,  and 
the  Eenascence  hold  out  her  hand  to  the 
modern  world  ! 

Leila,  bending  over  a  parchment  manu- 
script, w  as  busy  transcribing  some  learned 
fragment.  She  did  not  notice  that  for  a 
moment  the  old  man  had  rested  his  eyes 
on  her. 

"Leila!"  he  said  at  last,  in  a  solemn 
tone. 

The  girl  raised  her  head. 
"  Father?" 

"  Put  down  your  writing,  my  daughter. 
I  have  something  to  say  to  you." 

Leila  went  and  sat  down  at  the  feet  of 
her  grandfather,  and  with  a  look  of  affec- 
tion and  respect,  waited  for  him  to  speak. 

"Leila,"  said  Goiicha  Nichin.  "you 
have  been  seized  with  an  affection  for 
these  strangers,  these  Faranghis  ?  " 

"Oh!"  said  Leila,  her  eyes  sparkling, 
her  cheek  blushing,  "I  love  Catherine 
heart !   And  do  you  know,  she 
me  !    She  deigns  to  call  me 


with  all  my 
also  loves 
her  fricjid.' 
"  What 


^3  <ids  talk?"  said  the  old 


Guebre  with  hauteur.  "  Learn,  my  child, 
that  it  is  thou  who  honourest  the  stranger 
in  giving  her  thy  friendship." 

"Oh,  father!  you  are  venerable  for 
your  learning,  your  great  age,  and  your 
virtues.  But  how  can  I  dare  to  be  as 
proud  as  that  ?  Eemember  the  disdain 
with  which  the  women  of  Iran  treat  us. 
I  thought  the  young  Faranghi  was  noble 
and  generous  to  treat  me  as  an  equal.  You 
must  admit,  grandfather,  that  these 
strangers  are  kind  and  courteous,  and  do 
not  say  I  honour  Catherine  Kerdic  in 
loving  her.  I  do  not  understand  your 
words,  and  they  trouble  me." 

"  My  child,"  said  the  Guebre,  in  a  more 
solemn  voice  than  usual,  "  the  time  has 
come  for  me  to  entrust  thee  with  grave 
family  secrets.  Thou  hast  reached  the 
age  of  discretion,  and  I  have  sought  to 
strengthen  by  solid  instruction  that 
reason  which  Natm-e  gives  thy  sex  with  so 
sparing  a  hand.  As  to  this  feebleness  of 
heart  inherent  in  feminine  natm-e,  if  thou 
sharest  in  it,  it  is  not  thy  fault,  and  it 
would  be  mijust  to  reproach  thee  for 
it." 

■•Father,"  said  Leila,  "have  I  not 
ah\  ays  striven  with  all  my  strength  to  take 
the  place  of  the  son  for  whom  you  so 
mourned  ?  " 

"Striven!"  said  the  old  man,  with 
difiicultv  keeping  calm.  "What  hast 
thou  striven  ?  Thou  couldst  not  replace 
him.  and  thou  hast  not  done  so.  Is  the 
weak  head  of  a  girl  able  to  contani 
the  lofty  designs,  the  abstract  calculations, 
the  occult  science,  and  the  crushing 
weight  of  the  sacred  burden  which^  a 
man's  head  can  hardly  contain-?  Ko! 
thou  art  made  to  watch  at  the  fireside  and 
cradle  thv  children  on  thy  knees.  Do  not 
aspire,  feeble  creatures,  to  a  destmy  too 
elevated  for  von  !  " 

"  j\Iy  onlv  ambition  is  to  please  you, 
and  I  am  always  bound  to  obey  you," 
said  Leila,  witli  inunility. 

"  I  have  not  to  complain  of  thee,"  said 
the  old  man.  relenting  somewliat.  "  For  a 
"irl  thou  art  neither  stupid,  nor  ignorant, 
nor    vain.     It   is   not    thee  I  accuse, 


but  the  crael  fate.  Why,  after  permitting 
our  race  to  be  perpetuated  from  male  to 
male  for  centuries,  why  has  the  Master 
of  life  permittee!  it  to  perish  miserably  on 
the  head  of  a  young  girl !  Mithra,  thy 
decrees  are  in  truth  mysterioi;s,  insoluble." 

The  old  Guebre,  with  an  air  of  exhaus- 
tion, bowed  his  white  head  and  sank  into 
■  a  deep  meditation.    The  girl  respected  his 
grief  and  sat  silent. 

"  Let  us  siibmit  to  the  inevitable,"  he 
said  at  last,  "and  do  our  duty  to  the  end." 

'•  Ijeila,"  he  continued,  "  it  is  time  thou 
shouldst  know  the  responsibilities  that 
rest  on  thy  feeble  shoulders.  Learn  that 
thou  art  the  last  of  the  most  illustrious 
race  that  ever  lived  imder  the  Sim.  I  have 
said  it  well :  under  the  Sun ;  our  noble 
Father,  our  god,  source  of  all  wealth,  all 
welfare,  hfe  itself  !  Chosen  among 
thousands  for  the  most  noble  priesthood, 
our  family  has  for  centuries  been  trusted 
to  bear  to  the  feet  of  the  divine  Mithra  the 
adorations  of  the  faithful,  and  at  the 
same  time  has  been  the  depository  of  the 
sciences  reserved  to  the  elect.  Astrono- 
mers, philosophers,  magicians,  profound 
politicians,  historians,  men  of  letters,  the 
magi  have  been  in  possession  of  universal 
knowledge  from  the  origin  of  things,  and 
they  have  lived  accumulating  the  treasiire 
and  piously  transmitting  it  to  their 
descendants.  For  long  the  followers  of 
Zoroaster  lived  honoured,  powerful,  thrice 
^  sanctified.  Then  came  the  evil  days  of 
decadence  and  persecution.  Euin  followed. 
And  now,  my  child,  tliou  seest  what  is  the 
fate  of  the  last  representatives  of  a  noble 
family.  Hated,  scorned  by  all,  struck  with 
unjust  ostracism,  thrust  into  caverns,  we 
appear  conquered,  and  our  enemies  believe 
they  have  reduced  to  powerlessness  these 
formerly  superb  magi.  They  do  not 
Imow,  the  ignoramuses,  that  we  hold 
in  a  firm  hand  our  two  treasures ;  the 
one  that  of  science,  transmitted  unchange- 
ably from  father  to  son ;  the  other  that  of 
riches,  perishable,  but  necessary  to  those 
who  make  and  unmalce  empires." 

"  What  is  that,  father  ?  "  said  Leila,  with 
surprise.  "  You  who  live  almost  in 
poverty,  which  would  deprive  you  of  the 
necessaries  of  life  if  I  did  not  watch  over 
you — you  are  rich  '?  " 

"  That  is  what  I  am  about  to  explain 
to  thee.  I  am  the  sole  depository  of  an 
immense  treasure,  but  I  cannot  do  with 
it  as  I  would.  At  the  time  when  that 
scourge  of  destiny,  Alexander,  son  of 
Jupiter,  swept  through  the  world  and 
conquered  all  armies,  Ecbatana,  the  queen 
of  Asia,  was  the  boast  of  the  universe  for 
its  riches,  its  lights,  its  arts,  its  luxury. 
Among  all  the  moniunents  that  witnessed 
to  its  splendours,  the  Temple  of  the  Sun 
shone  in  the  first  rank,  and  we — my  an- 
cestors and  thine — were  its  priests.  The 
conqueror  presented  himself  and  insult- 
ingly claimed  the  tribute.  Fire  and 
massacre  attended  his  footsteps ;  it  was 
necessary  to  submit.  With  humbled 
brow  and  eyes  bathed  with  tears  they 
held  out  to  the  haughty  victor  the  keys 
of  the  subterranean  chamber  in  which 
the  treasure  of  the  Temple  of  Mithra  was 
hidden.  Precious  stones,  jewels  beyond 
value,  rich  vestments  of  piirple  and  silk, 
precious  vases,  unguents,  perfiunes,  rare 
spices,  gold  and  silver  coined  and  in  in- 
gots, all  were  given  over  to  a  soldiery 
drunk  with  wine  and  conquest.  Tlie 
handsome  Hephaestion,  his  master's  idol. 


received  the  lion's  share,  to  throw  it  in  his 
turn  among  his  favourites.  Soon  after- 
'\\-ards  Ecbatana  saw  his  funeral,  which 
was  worthy  to  have  been  that  of  a  demi- 
god. The  priests  of  the  Sun  veiled  their 
faces,  and  the  stranger  planted  himself  in 
our  coimtry." 

"  Sad!  sad  !  "  sighed  Leila. 

"  They  did  not  take  all !  "  said  the  old 
Guebre  in  a  tone  of  restrained  triumph. 
"  It  was  not  for  nothing  that  the  magi  had 
for  years  cherished  wisdom  and  prudence. 
In  reality  that  which  the  conquerors  took 
was  nothing — nothing  to  what  was  con- 
cealed from  their  insatiable  avarice." 

"  Praise  to  ^Mithra !    But  how  did  they 


and  below  it  in  a  subterranean  palaee 
built  by  workmen  bound  on  oath,  the  in- 
calculable riches  of  mu-  order." 

"Admirable  foresight  !  "  said  Leila. 

"  Yes  ;  but  one  which,  as  often  happens 
in  human  affairs,  an  excess  of  precaution 
might  nullify.  The  secret ,  transmitted 
from  generation  to  generation  remained 
intact  for  centuries.  Of  all  the  descend- 
ants of  the  magi,  only  the  chief,  the  high^ 
priest,  the  direct  male  representative  of 
the  first  mobed  of  Mithra,  was  the  pos- 
sessor of  the  secret.  When  the  heir, 
carefully  instructed  in  all  the  sciences, 
had  arrived  at  his  majority,  and  was 
judged  worthy  of  initiation,  he  received 


"  Thy  decrees  are  in  truth  mysterious." 


hide  such  treasures  from  the  eager  eye  of 
the  victors  ?  You  have  taught  me,  father, 
that  paper,  letters  of  exchange,  easy 
means  of  transporting  valuables,  did  not 
exist  in  those  distant  times." 

"  Below  the  subterranean  vaiilts  open 
to  the  invader,  there  existed — there_  still 
exists — a  palace,  vaster,  better  built,  richer 
than  ever  was  the  famous  Temple  of 
Mithra.  These  crypts  contained  the  trea- 
sure offered  for  centuries  by  the  generous 
faithful.  Tlie  magi,-with  their  profound 
knowledge  of  the  past  which  taught  them 
the  futiire,  had  long  foreseen  the  tempta- 
tion which  this  gathering  of  riches  would 
offer  to  human  cupidity,  and  as  clever  as 
they  were  wise,  they  had  thought  out  the 
best  means  for  deceiving  that  cupidity ; 
a  sham  treasure,  rich  enough  to  deceive, 


the  priesthood,  and  at  the  same  time  the 
secret  was  partially  communicated  to  him. 
At  the  moment  of  death  the  father  revealed 
to  his  son  the  very  place  where  the  treasmfo 
was  hidden,  and  gave  him  the  means  of 
obtaining  it.  For  long  years  the  tradition 
was  kept  with  no  suspicion  of  it  known 
to  outsiders.  Dynasties  passed.  _  The, 
ancient  heritage,  the  immense  empire  of 
Cyrus,  divided,  torn  to  shreds,  passed 
irom  hand  to  hand.  To  the  Seleucids 
succeeded  the  Parthians,  the  Arabs,  the 
Mongols,  the  Turks.  Asia  Minor,  the 
chosen  land,  the  cradle  of  the  human  race, 
in  which  Eden  was  placed,  in  which  man 
for  the  first  time  bowed  before  the  eye  of 
the  world,  the  divine  Mithra,  this  land, 
which  had  seen  fioiu'ish  Troy  and  Tyre, 
Homer  and  Thales,  all  the  elegance  and 
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aper. 


all  the  strenjrth  of  the  ancient  world, 
ravaged,  sacked  by  barbarian  hordes, 
became  covered  wilh  ruins,  and  finally 
f  the  prey  of  the  Turk.  Here,  where  the 
primitive  name  remained,  in  Farsistan 
itself,  cities  formerly  flourishing  fell  one 
by  one,  and  where  the  joyful  somids  of 
human  life  had  been  heard  there  was 
notliing  but  the  mournful  cries  of  the  owl 
and  the  jackal.  By  water,  wind,  and 
fire,  the  walls  were  destroyed,  the  roofs 
fell  in,  the  sand  came  to  fill  every 
opening,  gathered  in  heaps,  and  covered 
with  one  wide  veil  that  which  was 
but  a  proud  monument.  Such  was  the 
fate  of  our  royal  Ecbatana.  A  few  tumuli 
are  all  that  is  left  to  mark  the  site  of  what 
was  once  tlie  queen  of  cities." 

"  One  can  hardly  believe  such  changes 
possible,"  murmured  Leila. 

"  Islamism  replaced  in  Iran  the  wor- 
ship of  the  Sun.  Deprived  of  his  rank, 
his  honours,  and  his  goods,  the  Guebre 
stood  apart,  watching  the  fate  of  empires ; 
strong  in  his  faith,  confident  in  his  high 
destiny,  he  awaited  the  moment  when  it 
would  please  Mithra  to  restore  to  his 
faithful  their  ancient  tplendcur.  Can  it 
be  believed,  that  after  so  many  centuries 
of  possession,  our  secret  one  day  escaped 
from  our  hands  '?  ' ' 

"  Mithra  protect  us !  What  is  it  you 
say '?  ' ' 

"  At  the  beginning  of  the  reign  of  Feti 
Ali  Shah,  now  a  good  many  years  ago, 
when  I  was  on  a  journey,  an  urgent 
message  called  me  to  my  father's  death- 
bed. I5efore  yielding  up  his  spirit,  the 
old  man  desired,  according  to  the  universal 
custom  of  the  family,  to  entrust  me  with 
the  clue,  the  precise  indication,  which 
would  permit  me  to  enter  the  mysterious 
palace  of  which  I  was  to  become  the 
keeper.  From  the  depths  of  Chaldea, 
where  I  had  gone  at  my  parents'  command 
to  seek  a  wife,  I  returned  in  all  haste.  It 


was  too  late  !  My  father  had  yielded  ixp 
his  spirit,  taking  with  him  to  tlie  kingdom 
of  the  dead  the  secret  so  long  kept  among 
the  living !  " 

"  And  nothing  could  yield  it  to  you  ?  " 
"  All  my  life  I  have  sought  it,  but  in  vain. 
On  the  track  of  this  disaster  came  otliers. 
'  Misfortunes,'  says  the  popular  wisdom, 
'  never  come  alone.'  One  by  one  I  saw 
my  sons  die  in  their  youth.  The  last,  your 
father,  came  to  man's  estate  ;  but  he  died, 
as  thou  knowest,  before  thou,  his  only 
child,  liadst  opened  thine  eyes  to  the  light  of 
the  divine  Mithra.  With  what  anguish  thy 
coming  into  tlie  world  was  attended !  What 
bitter  disappointment  we  had  prepared 
for  ourselves  !  What  lamentations  were 
those  of  thy  mother !  Soon  she  was  borne 
away  to  the  land  of  shades  at  grief  for 
having  brouglit  forth  only  a  daughter  !  " 
"  Father,  forgive  me  !  " 
"  Blessed  be  the  will  of  Mithra  !  We 
must  bow  before  his  secrets  without  imder- 
standing  them,  and  march  on  resolutely 
even  with  a  broken  heart.  Tlie  direct  line 
is  at  an  end  ;  we  must  graft  the  frail  branch 
that  remains  on  anotlier  brancli  of  the 
family  tree.  Soon  I  will  marry  thee  to 
one  of  thy  cousins  ;  at  my  death  thou 
wilt  recei\-e  from  my  mouth  the  last  of 
what  I  know,  and  in  thy  turn  thou  wilt 
transmit  to  thy  eldest  son  the  secret 
which  has  been  confided  to  thee." 

"  But  this  secret,  father,  has  it  not 
become  useless,  now  that  the  guiding  clue 
has  escaped  you  ?  " 

"I  have  never  renounced  the  hope  of 
recovering  it,"  said  the  old  Guebre,  witli 
ferocious  energy.  "I  know  sufficiently  well 
the  site  of  the  great  subterranean  temple  ; 
the  only  difficulty,  the  impossibility  up  to 
now,  has  been  to  discover  the  entrance ; 
and  tliat  is  exactly  the  supreme  revelation 
our  ancestors  reserved  for  the  hour  of 
death.  Now  (and  this,  my  daughter,  is  the 
object  of  ni}-  talk  with  thee),  the  arrival  of 


the  Faranghis,  the  knowledge  of  the 
young  man,  his  resources,  his  pene- 
tration, his  indomitable  energy,  have 
awakened  a  new  hope  within  me.  All 
these  forces  I  have  resolved  to  make  use 
of  in  order  to  reach  the  siibterraneaii 
treasure  !  " 

"What,  father!  "  said  Leila,  in  aston- 
ishment. "  You  would  entrust  the  secret 
to  him?" 

"  Mithra  preserve  me  !  what  art  thou 
dreaming  of,  child  ?  He  is  the  arm,  I 
am  tlie  head  !  He  shall  make  the  road  ; 
I  will  enter  the  sanctuary  !  " 

"  But,"  said  Leila,  hesitatingly,  "  would 
not  that  be  to  deceive  him?  " 

"  Not  at  all.  Has  the  young  stranger 
any  right  to  learn  our  secrets  ?  I  will 
say  more,  is  it  not  audacious  of  these 
Faranghis,  and  worthy  of  punishment, 
that  they  should  seek  to  lay  hands  on  the 
ruins  of  our  sacred  city  ?  But  I  leave 
them  to  him.  His  be  the  seven  walls, 
painted  in  the  colours  of  the  prism,  sym- 
bol of  the  fountain  of  all  light !  Let  "him 
bear  away  stone  by  stone  the  palace 
which  sheltered  Dejoces,  Astyages, 
Cj-axares,  Cambyses,  Mandanes,  Cyrus ; 
the  hall  of  the  feast  in  which  the  grand- 
father heard  the  lesson  of  temperance 
from  the  lips  of  the  sublime  child  !  For 
myself  I  reserve  the  entrance  to  the  sub- 
terranean palace.  At  thy  death  thou 
wilt  indicate  the  entrance  to  thy  sou ; 
thy  husband  must  never  know  it.  Thou 
seest  now,  my  daughter,  what  high  des- 
tinies are  oiu's,  what  responsibilities  are 
thine,  and  that  I  was  right  in  telling  you 
that  the  distance  between  thee  and  the 
Faranghis  is  impassable.  Circimistances 
compel  tis  to  make  the  .yoimg  stranger 
our  instrument — our  equal  never  !  " 

"  Father,"  said  Leila,  after  a  short 
silence,  "  I  find  my  destiny  burdensome, 
and  your  words  bitter." 

(To  be  coulinued.) 


THE  CIVIL  SERVICE  AS  A  PROFESSION.* 


IN  these  days  of  competitive  examinations, 
and  days  in  which  competition  is  keenly 
felt  in  almost  every  department  of  life,  it 
behoves  all  who  are  about  to  enter  the  world 
with  a  view  to  earning  their  livelihood  to 
carefully  consider  what  profession  they  shall 
choose.  The  tendency  of  the  times  is  to 
overcrowd  almost  all  the  avenues  which  may 
ultimately  lead  to  success,  to  overcrowd  them 
to  such  an  extent  that  the  success  of  the 
few  is  only  obtained  after  long  years  of  liard 
and  anxious  labour,  while  the  careers  of  the 
great  majority  are  dragged  out  in  a  weary 
round  of  harrowing  attempts  to  attain  the 
apparently  unattainable.  Besides  all  which, 
the  changes  in  our  fast  moving  days  are  so 
great,  that  years  of  unceasing  toil  may  end 
in  defeat  or  in  total  loss  of  position,  and 
that  through  no  fault  of  our  own,  but  merely 
as  the  result  of  disproportion  between  de- 
mand and  supply. 

It  will  thus  be  seen  that  in  choosing  a 
profession  the  points  which  we  must  con- 
sider are,  how  far  we  can  secure  a  position 
in  one  which  bears  favourable  comparison 
with  others  in  respect  of  its  relation  to  the 
demand  upon  its  workers  and  the  chances  of 


»  This  is  ljut  one  of  several  articles,       ilirtV-rent  ! 
writers,  that  have  lieeii  prepared  for  our  columjis.  The 
liigher  gra.ies,  with  the  Imiiau  Civil  ijervice,  liave 
already  received  special  attention. 


By  a  Civil  Servant. 

j  success  and  permanency  whicli  it  holds  out 
to  them. 

Now,  looked  at  from  these  points  of  view, 
the  Civil  Service  of  our  country  has  two  dis- 
tinct advantages,  inasmuch  as  it  can  never 
be  overcrowded  in  the  ordinary  sense  of  the 
word,  whilst  it  holds  forth  the  inducement 
of  permanencj'  of  position  to  all  who  enter. 
In  the  great  departments  of  State  the  staff 
employed  is  always  carefully  regulated  to  the 
amount  of  work  to  be  performed,  and  is  cer- 
tainly never  in  excess ;  whilst  permanence 
of  tenure  is  assured  to  all  during  good 
behaviour.  Here  then  are  two  good  features 
in  the  service.  But  it  becomes  us  to  see 
what  other  inducements  to  aspire  to  its  posts 
are  advanced. 

Ere,  however,  we  pass  on  to  these,  let  us 
first  take  note  of  the  means  of  entry.  Such 
means  are  strictly  limited  now  to  examina- 
tion, under  the  auspices  of  the  Civil  Service 
Commission,  and  limited,  moreover,  to  com- 
petitive examination.  The  subjects  vary  for 
the  different  classes,  since  the  departments 
of  labour  are  numerous.  Some  Indeed  ars 
such  that  nothing  short  of  a  college  educa- 
tion would  justify  a  man  in  seeking  to  pass 
'  the  standard  laid  down,  but  others  fall 
within  the  compass  of  any  who  care  to  com- 
pete. Among  the  posts  open  to  the  bulk  of 
the  middle  class  are  the  Telegraph,  Excise, 


and  Customs  Departments ;  but  the  grade 
which  now  makes  the  largest  demand  upon 
the  Civil  Service  Commission  is  the  Second 
Division,  formerly  designated  the  '■  Lower 
Division,"  of  the  Service.  This  division  has 
quite  recently  been  spoken  of  by  one  of  Her 
Majesty's  Ministers  as  "  the  great  Second 
Division,"  whilst  another  authority  has 
dubbed  it  the  "  backbone  "  of  the  service. 
It  now  numbers  in  its  ranks  about  3,000 
clerks,  and  since  it  is  by  far  the  most  com- 
inonh'  sought  for  position  now  available  to 
the  great  bulk  of  young  men,  we  will  here 
treat  of  it  specially,  and  follow  an  imaginary 
aspirant  to  its  ranks  through  his  career  from 
first  to  last. 

The  subjects  which  will  engage  his  atten- 
tion at  the  examination  are  such  f  as  any 
fairly  educated  youth  might  be  expected  to 
tackle  in  a  manner  which  would  qualify  him, 
with  a  little  application,  in  any  or  all  of 
them.  But  to  reach  a  qualifying  standard  is 
one  thing ;  to  reach  the  pitch  of  excellence 


t  The  subjects  of  examination  are  HandwTiting, 
Ortliograpliv,  Arithmetic,  Copying  Manuscript  (to  test 
aocur,"icy),  iinghsh  Com]Xisition.  Geograpliy,  IniU'xing 
or  Docketiiig.  Digesting  Returns  into  Suniinarics, 
English  History,  and  Book-keeping.  Regulations  re- 
specting the  examinations  can  he  oi)taineil  upon  appli- 
cation personally  at  the  office  of  tlie  Civil  Service 
Commission.  Cannon  Row,  Westminster,  or  by  letter 
addressed  to  the  Secretary. 


requisite  to  suceessfnlly  compete  is  ajiother, 
and  a  totally  distinct  matter.  The  competi- 
tion in  the  examinations  has  now  become  so 
great  that  excelloice  in  each  of  the  several 
subjects  is  absolutely  requisite,  and  un- 
doubtedly but  few  candidates  present  them- 
selves before  the  Commission  who  have  not 
had  some  special  tutoring  prepai'atory  to  the 
struggle.  "  Cramming "  has  notoriously 
become  an  element  in  the  matter,  and  in 
London  especially  schools  have  sprung  into 
existence  having  for  their  sole  object 
the  preparation  of  candidates  for  Civil 
Service  clerkships.  Let  it,  however,  comfort 
would-be  aspirants  to  know  that  steady 
application  on  their  part,  with  the  practice  of 
self-denial  during  their  course  of  special  study 
under  an  efficient  tutor  whose  wish  it  is  that 
they  should  bring  him  credit  by  their  triumph, 
will  generally  ultimately  win  reward,  even 
though  the  lesson  may  have  been  learnt  that 

Many  failures  go  to  make  success. 

Assuming  now  that  our  imaginary  young 
friend  has  successfully  passed  the  ordeal,  and 
has  also  been  pronounced  physically  fit  for 
the  duties  of  his  office,  let  us  next  see  what 
are  his  prospects.  Since  the  ages  of  candidates 
must  be  seventeen  years  and  over  to  twenty 
years,  he  will  be,  as  an  average  competitor, 
mot  less  than  eighteen  years  old  when  he 
takes  up  his  post.  He  will  receive  remunera- 
tion at  the  rate  of  £10  per  annum,  and  for 
this  he  will  have  to  give  seven  hours  of  his 
time  to  official  work  each  day.  He  will  rise 
by  annual  increments  of  £5  until  a  salary  of 
£'100  is  reached,  and  he  will  have  attained 
the  age  of  twenty-four  years  when  he  begins 
to  draw  a  salary  at  that  rate.  After  a  year 
the  clerk  will,  if  he  receive  from  his  chief  a 
certificate  of  "competence,  character,  and 
diligence,"  go  on  by  annual  rises  of  £7  10s. 
— which  will  give  him  a  salary  of  £14.5  by 
the  time  he  is  thirty  years  old— until  at  the 
age  of  thirty-six,  he  reaches  £190  yearly. 

The  progress  of  the  clerk  will  now  depend 
upon  his  obtaining  at  the  hands  of  his  otKcial 
superiors  a  further  certificate  stating  that 
"  he  is  thoroughly  competent  to  perform 
efficiently  work  of  a  superior  and  more 
advanced  character  in  the  future."'  It  will, 
of  course,  be  the  aim  of  all  to  so  perform 
their  allotted  tasks,  that  this  certificate 
cannot  truthfully  be  withheld.  But  it  will 
not  avail  to  treat  it  as  a  mere  matter  of  form, 
or  to  imagine  that  the  certificate  will  be  given 
without  regard  to  past  work.  The  Treasury 
are  determined  that  no  clerk  shall  pass  the 
barrier  who  does  not  possess  the  ability 
requisite  to  the  fulfilment  of  "superior" 
duties.  We  may,  however,  take  it  as  granted 
that  the  certificate  has  been  obtained,  and 
then  the  clerk  will  be  raised  by  £10  annually 
to  a  salary  of  £250,  which  will  be  reached 
when  he  is  forty-two  years  old. 

He  has  now  before  him  the  fair  prospect 
of  promotion  to  a  higher  (First)  grade  of 
the  Second  Division,  which,  commencing  at 
£250  per  annum,  rises  another  £100  by 
annual  increments  of  £10.  The  Treasury 
have  laid  down  a  rule  that  "  a  promotion  to 
the  said  higher  grade  shall  be  made  whenever 
any  clerk  .  .  .  shall  reach  a  salary  of  two 
hundred  and  fifty  pounds."  The  italics  are 
our  own,  and  point  to  the  fact  that  the 
promotion  will  not,  of  necessity,  be  that  of 
the  clerk  who  reaches  the  salary  in  question. 
The  attainment  by  him  of  that  salary  creates 
a  vacancy  in  the  higher  grade,  but  enables 
the  Treasury  to  sanction  the  promotion 
of  any  of  his  juniors  who  is  held  to  be  better 
fitted  for  the  grade.  It  will  thus  be  seen 
how  essential  it  is  that  every  man  should  be 
on  the  alert  to  so  perform  his  duties  as  to 
leave  no  room  for  doubting  that  he  is  the  one 
for  whom  promotion  to  the  higher  gi-ade  is  only 
a  fitting  reward  for  his  past  industry  and  inte- 
grity. And  the  vital  importance  of  this  action 


is  accentuated  by  the  further  Treasury  rule 
that  "  promotion  to  the  higher  grade  .  .  . 
shall  be  made  according  to  positive  merit, 
and  not  according  to  seniority."  Having  ob- 
tained this  further  certificate,  the  clerk  will 
enter  upon  his  maximum  salary  of  £350  when 
he  has  reached  the  age  of  fifty-two  years. 

This  then  is  the  goal  which  all  Second 
Division  clerks  may  reasonably  hope  to  attain, 
and  is  indeed  the  point  where  the  great 
bulk  of  the  division  will  end  their  careers, 
drawing  the  annual  remuneration  of  £350 
until  they  retire  from  the  service.  But 
although  it  is  not  probable  that  many  will 
pass  this  maximum,  it  is  not  impossible  that 
some  will  make  further  progress,  whilst 
others  will  no  doubt  receive,  at  a  period  prior 
to  that  above  indicated,  the  position  of  First 
Grade  officer.  Dealing  first  with  this  latter 
possibility,  we  find  that  the  Treasury  have 
laid  it  down  that  "  the  Head  of  a  department 
viay  recommend,  and  the  Commissioners  of 
the  Treasury  mau  sanction,  as  a  very  excep- 
tional case,  the  promotion  to  the  higher 
grade  of  a  specially  meritorious  clerk,  who  is 
in  receipt  of  a  salary  less  than  two  hundred 
and  fifty  pounds."  The  italics  are  again 
our  own,  and  serve  to  indicate  how  very 
sparingly  the  authorities  will  exercise  the 
power  which  they  have  reserved  to  themselves. 
In  the  twelve  months  that  have  passed  since 
the  Order  quoted  was  promulgated,  no  such 
promotion  has  received  the  "  sanction  " 
necessary,  although  many  "  recommenda- 
tions"  have  been  made.  My  Lords  of  the 
Treasury  would  seem  to  have  the  matter 
under  their  consideration,  but  the  hopes  of 
the  present  officers  of  the  Second  Division 
seem  none  too  sanguine  respecting  the 
results  of  the  consideration. 

In  respect  of  possible  promotion  to  the 
First  (Upper)  Division  of  the  Service,  the 
Treasury  have  stated  that  a  clerk  of  the 
Second  Division  shall  be  eligible  for  such 
promotion  after  not  less  than  eight  years' 
service.  If,  however,  the  experience  of  the 
past  is  a  fair  criterion  of  future  practice 
in  this  matter,  such  promotions  will  be  few 
and  far  between.  It  may  be  said  that  the 
Treasury  recognise  that  in  certain  cases  it 
will  be  advisable  to  promote  officers,  but  that 
such  recognition  will  be  limited  to  the  fewest 
possible  instances.  Under  the  old  Order  of 
187C,  the  eight  years'  service  had  to  be  ten 
at  the  least,  so  that  unless  the  Treasury 
intend  to  grant  promotion  in  some  cases, 
the  lowering  of  the  minimum  of  ten  to  eight 
would  be  a  mere  blind.  To  look  for  promo- 
tion, however,  even  after  ten  years'  holding 
of  office,  would  in  most  persons  be  to  expect 
an  immediate  jump  in  salary  of  £70,  that  is 
from  £130  to  £200,  the  latter  being  a  fair 
representative  of  the  minimum  attaching  to 
Upper  Division  junior  clerkships  under  the 
new  regime.  Once,  however,  such  promo- 
tion was  gained,  the  way  would  be  open  to  a 
man  of  exceptional  ability  to  rise  in  time  to 
a  salary  of  £800  or  £1000;  in  fact,  the 
highest  clerical  posts  would  be  open  to  him. 

To  dream  of  such  fortune  would,  neverthe- 
less, be  folly  on  the  part  of  young  aspirants. 
It  should  certainly  be  the  ambition  of  all  to 
go  in  and  win,  but  while  striving  for  the  few 
possible  prizes,  it  would  be  well  to  free  the 
mind  from  hopes  that  may  prove  delusive. 
Kather  let  work  well  done  be  its  own  reward 
if  nought  else  shall  come  of  its  faithful  per- 
formance. At  the  same  time  it  should  be 
said  that  true  worth  will  always  manifest  it- 
self in  time,  and  patience  in  the  Civil  Service 
is  indeed  a  virtue. 

Let  us  now  touch  upon  the  question  of  pen- 
sions, and  first  of  all  consider  the  case  of  a 
clerk  who  has  stopped  at  the  salary  of  £350. 
He  may  retire  at  the  age  of  sixty  years  ;  he 
must  retire  five  years  later,  unless  his  services 
are  so  valuable  to  the  State  that  they  are 
retained  until  the  age  of  three  score  years  and 


ten.  At  sixty  years  of  age  our  imaginary  clerk 
will  have  served  forty-two  years,  and  will 
thus  be  eligible  for  the  highest  possible  pen- 
sion, namely,  one-sixtieth  of  his  salary  for 
every  year  he  has  given  up  to  forty  ;  in  other 
words  two-thirds  of  £350,  or  a  pension  of 
£233  6s.  M.  Thus,  in  the  matter  of  pension, 
as  well  as  of  present  increase  of  pay,  promo- 
tion to  higher  salary  is  of  infinite  importance, 
since  each  additional  £3  held  during  the  last 
three  years  of  official  life  adds  two  pounds 
to  the  clerk's  retiring  allowance. 

In  the  matter  of  sick-leave  the  Treasury 
Regulations  are  very  liberal,  whilst  in  regard 
of  holidays  we  may  again  quote  the  Order 
which  states  that  in  addition  to  half-holiday.s 
on  alternate  Saturdays,  "  the  ordinary  annual 
holidays  allowed  to  clerks  shall  not  exceed 
fourteen  week-days  during  each  of  their  first 
five  years  of  service,,and  twenty -one  week-days 
thereafter,  exclusive  in  both  cases  of  Christ- 
mas-day, Good  Friday,  the  Queen's  Birthday 
and  .  .  .  the  four  Bank  Holidays."  In  othei 
words  twenty-one  and  twenty-eight  working- 
days  respectively,  according  to  the  length  of 
service.  But  in  this  again  promotion  to  the 
Upper  Division  confers  advantages. 

Here,  then,  are  the  broad  facts  of  the  case 
as  they  present  themselves  to  the  general 
public.  But  que.slions  may  not  unnaturally 
arise  concerning  the  nature  of  the  duties  to 
be  performed  by  clerks  of  the  Second  Division. 
To  such  questions  only  a  very  general  answer 
can  here  be  given.  The  work  in  different 
Offices  of  necessity  differs  in  many  points. 
As  a  rule  each  office  is  split  up  into  several 
small  sections  or  departments,  each  with  its 
six,  or  a  dozen,  or  a  score  of  clerks.  The 
departments  are  in  large  measure  self-con- 
tained, though  in  some  of  their  work  they  are 
dovetailed  into  other  sections.  Some  sections 
act  as  pioneers  for  allied  branches,  turning 
over  to  a  sister  department  work  which  has 
been  brought  to  a  certain  stage,  in  order  that 
it  may  be  carried  to  completion.  But  in 
great  degree  the  duties  within  any  depart- 
ment are  personal  to  it.  A  clerk  upon  enter- 
ing, unless  he  find  in  his  section  any  "  boy 
clerks"  or  "writers"  (neither  of  which 
classes  consists  of  permanent  officers),  will 
have  to  do  the  junior  work  until  a  new  im- 
portation arrives.  This  work  is  often  of  a  kind 
more  trying  for  the  body  than  the  mind,  en- 
tailing much  running  about  after  papers  and 
the  like,  and  is  of  a  routine  character.  The 
Civil  Service  has  a  way  of  dealing  with  its 
cases  whereby  every  paper  passes  through 
many  upward  stages  until  it  is  finally  sub- 
mitted to  the  responsible  chief  of  the  office 
for  decision  as  to  the  course  of  action  to  be 
taken.  Thus,  as  a  clerk  gradually  leaves  the 
junior  posts  behind  him,  his  work  gets  in  like 
manner  removed  from  the  purely  mechanical 
order  which  at  first  characterised  it. 

If  such  an  element  as  chance  anywhere 
had  existence,  one  would  be  sorely  tempted 
to  say  it  had  place  in  the  Civil  Service.  A 
man's  whole  future  seems  to  no  inconsider- 
able degree  to  depend  upon  the  position  in 
which  he  finds  himself  on  the  day  of  his 
first  entry  upon  official  life.  Not  only  the 
office  to  which  he  is  allotted,  but  even  the 
section  of  that  office,  has  an  important  bear- 
ing on  his  future,  and  largely  determines  the 
rate  of  progress  which  he  will  make.  It  is 
true  that  he  is  open  to  transference  from 
office  to  office,  and  from  section  to  section, 
but  as  matter  of  practice  he  moves  in  a 
narrow  circle,  and  often  along  a  monotonous 
groove,  for  many  years.  It  might  happen 
that  so-called  "staff  appointments  "  {i.e., 
positions  allotted  to  Second  Division  clerks 
at  salaries  of  some  £300  to  £400,  but  few 
in  number)  might  lead  to  internal  office 
movements,  or  that  one  of  these  might  fall 
to  a  competent  junior.  But  in  all  cases,  it  is 
well  to  remember  that  there  are  already  a 
large  number  of  excellent  clerks  in  the  scr- 


e  ages  are  still  under  thirty  years, 
and  wno  will,  in  the  ordinary  course  of 
nature,  hold  all  the  prize  posts  for  many 
years  to  come.  Still  much  must  always 
depend  upon  the  action  of  the  Secretarial  or 
Presidential  chiefs  of  a  department  as  to  the 
number  of  "staff"  and  first  grade  posts 
which  shall  be  established. 

It  only  remains  to  be  added  that  many 
youths  have  found  it  advantageous  to  enter 
the  Service  in  the  first  instance  in  the  capa- 
city of  boy  clerks.  They  must  be  between 
the  ages  of  fifteen  and  seventeen  years,  and 
must  secure  the  post  by  competitive  examina- 


tion.* The  remuneration  attaching  to  the 
appointment  commences  at  fourteen  shillings 
a  week,  rising  one  shilling  a.  week  each  year 
so  long  as  the  clerks  are  employed,  which  will 
not  be  beyond  their  twentieth  year.  But  in 
the  meantime  they  will  have  had  a  double 
opportunity  of  securing  a  second  division 
i  clerkship,   first   by  competition  with  the 

1  *  Tlie  subjects  of  examination  are  Handwriting, 
I  Ortlioffrapliy,  Aritlimetic  (including  Vulgar  and  Deci- 
!  mal  Fi'actions),  Cop3'iug  Manuscript  (to  test  accuracy), 
;  lOnglisli  Composition,  and  Geography.  The  official 
rcKulations  respecting  these  clerlisliips  can  also  Ije 
(ibtained  on  application  to  the  Civil  Service  Com- 
'  mission. 


general  public,  and  secondly  by  limited  com- 
petition among  members  of  their  own  body 
I  for  places  which  are  specially  reserved  by 
I  the  Civil  Service  Commission.    In  addition, 
boy  clerks  will  be  gaining  an  insight  into 
oflicial  work,  they  will  have  a  fair  amount  of 
I  pocket  money  at  their  disposal,  and  they  will 
have  their  evenings  in  which  to  study  for  the 
higher  and  permanent  clerkship.     It  may 
indeed  be  that  such  of  them  as  are  possessed 
of  special  talent  will  be  able  in  after  years 
\  to  devote  their  evenings,  at  any  rate  in  part, 
j  to  lucrative  employment,  with  a  view  to  sup- 
1  plementing  their  official  income. 


Fig.  1. 

MODELLING  in  clay  is  an  art  that  is  easily 
followed,  and  involves  one  in  very  little 
expense.  Wooden  modelling  tools  can  be 
purchased  at  many  artist's  colourmen,  and 
some  tool  shops,  such  as  Buck's.  Three  or 
four  of  different  shapes,  with  chisel  ends, 
and  two  or  three  with  rounded  or  spoon- 
shaped  ends,  vnW  suffice  a  beginner.  It  will 
be  better  to  buy  only  two  or  three  at  first, 
and  as  you  progress  with  your  work  you  wilj 
find  out  the  sort  of  tools  most  likely  to  suit 
your  requirements. 

Never  buy  a  lot  of  materials  until  you  have 
gained  some  little  knowledge,  by  practice,  of 
your  necessities  in  that  way,  and  then  only 
purchase  those  things  that  are  ahsolnteli) 
essential.  I  must  confess,  like  a  great  many 
other  people,  to  having  wasted  a  good  deal 
of  money  in  the  purchase  of  materials  that 
practice  told  me  were  not  required. 

The  first  occasion  I  did  any  amount  of 
modelling  in  clay  was  during  a  stay  in  a 
village  in  Cambridgeshire,  where  a  good  deal 
of  brick  and  tile  making  was  carried  on.  I 
went  to  the  pottery  and  bought  for  a  few 
pence  some  drain  pipes  just  as  they  came 
out  of  the  press,  and  were  consequently  in  a 
'green  state,'  that  is  in  plastic  or  soft  condi- 
tion, so  that  one  could  press  them  into  any 
shape.  Drain  tiles  are  made  in  various  sizes, 
but  you  want  the  larger  ones,  say  six  to  eight 
or  nine  inches  in  diameter.  When  I  got  them 
home,  I  sprinkled  a  little  water  over  the  clay, 
and  then  gradually  enlarged  one  end  by 
taking  the  clay  between  my  fingers,  which  I 
constantly  dipped  in  a  bowl  of  water  by  my 
side,  and  pressing  it  to  make  it  thinner,  at 
the  same  time  stretching  it  outwards  until  it 
had  a  lip,  as  shown  in  the  sketch  (fig.  3).  The 
edge  became  quite  thin  as  I  graduallj-  tapered 
it  off,  and  it  makes  a  much  more  presentable 
shape  than  if  the  drain  pipe  just  ended  as  it 


MODELLING  IN  CLAY. 

By  Feed  Miller. 

came  from  the  press.  I  then  rolled 
out  a  flat  slab  of  clay  about  half  an 
inch  in  thickness,  and  after  thoroughly 
moistening  the  bottom  of  the  would-be 
vase,  I  stuck  this  slab  of  clay  on  to  the 
pipe,  and  with  one  of  the  modelling 
tools  pressed  the  bottom  edge  of  the 
pipe  into  the  slab,  so  that  the  two  were 
thoroughly  united.  I  now  trimmed 
off  the  surplus  clay  to  the  circumfer- 
ence of  the  pipe,  and  I  then  had  a 
vase  flat  at  the  bottom  and  lipped  at 
the  top.  Three  round  balls  of  clay 
made  feet,  and  the  appearance  was  that 
in  the  sketch,  minus  the  decoration. 

In  sticking  clay  on  clay,  see  that 
both  surfaces  are  very  moist,  so  that 
adhesion  is  very  thorough  ;  otherwise, 
when  the  work  is  baked  in  the  kiln 
some  of  the  added  portions  are  likely 
to  be  found  at  the  bottom  of  the  kiln, 


having  fallen  off  in  the  drying.  Never  let 
clay  while  it  is  being  worked  or  modelled 
get  dry,  as  it  is  impossible  to  wet  it  up 
again. 

Always  cover  your  work  when  you  leave  it 
with  a  damp  cloth,  and  many  modellers  fill 
their  mouths  with  water  and  blow  a  spray 
over  the  work  each  time  before  touching  it,  to 
ensure  the  clay  keeising  moist. 

The  next  thing  is  to  set  about  putting  the 
decoration  on  the  vase.  I  have  chosen  the 
bramble  as  the  motif  because  it  is  familiar 
to  everyone,  and  is  in  itself  highly  decorative. 
Now  the  decoration  has  to  lie  upon  the  s\n-- 
face  of  the  vase  in  low  relief,  so  that  the 
various  portions  that  form  the  design  can  be 
prepared  and  afterwards  stuck  on  to  the  vase 
and  then  finished  (see  fig.  3). 

The  first  thing  is  to  model  the  main  stem. 
Eoll  out  some  clay  into  a  slab,  and  then  cut 
some  strips  the  width  of  the  stem  and  stick 


Fig.  2.— Design  for  6-inch  tile,  modelled  in  relief.— Subject,  the  Apple. 
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these  round  the  vase.  A  bramble  stem  is 
angular  and  square  rather  than  round,  and 
j-ou  cannot  do  better  than  procure  a  speci- 
men of  bramble  and  model  your  decoration 
largely  from  nature.  You  ^yill  see  then  how 
to  "  tool "  up  the  work  when  you  have  stuck 
it  on  to  the  vase.  But  there  is  this  to  be 
said,  that  nature  requires  selecting  and  adapt- 
ing, so  that  the  lines  of  your  decoration  run 
gracefully  around  the  vase  and  occupy  it 
more  or  less  regularly.  The 
bramble  flowers  and  fruits  at  the 
same  time,  and  this  feature 
should  be  taken  advantage  of,  as 
I  have  shown  in  sketch,  as  you 
thereby  get  variety  of  form,  always 
so  desirable  in  decoration.  Then 
again,  do  not  attempt  to  imitate 
nature  like  wax  modellers  do.  You 
cannot  press  clay  into  the  delicate 
shapes  that  you  can  wax,  nor  is  it 
desirable  to  attempt  to  do  so. 
Boldness,  vigour,  and  simplicity 
are  qualities  you  should  strive  to 
get  into  your  work.  As  you  have 
only  to  make  your  decoration  in 
low  relief,  the  flowers  should  have 
the  outer  edges  of  the  petals  in 
relief  and  the  centre  of  each  petal 
might  be  slightly  scooped  out  of 
the  pipe  itself,  leaving  a  rounded 
boss  in  the  middle  to  serve  for  the 
stamens,  which  are  best  rendered 
by  sticking  a  sharp  pencil  or  knit- 
ting needle  a  number  of  times 
until  the  surface  is  punctured  all 
over.  Tliis  is  one  instance  of  what 
I  mean  by  adaptation — the  relation 
of  means  to  end.  It  is  evident  that 
you  cannot  imitate  the  stamens. 
Therefore  you  must  render  them 
or  approximate  them.  The  same 
with  the  spines  on  the  stem.  You 
can  only  suggest  that  there  are 
spines  by  sticking  small  irregular 
pieces  on,  and  tooling  them  up. 

For  the  fruit,  stick  on  round 
lumps  of  clay,  and  then  stick  on 
to  these  small  beads  of  clay  to  do 
duty  for  the  drupes  or  Iserries. 
These  must  be  flattened  into  their 
place,  as  the  drupes  should  not  be 
too  prominent. 

An  easy  way  of  getting  the  shapes 
of  the  leaves  is  to  take  an  actual 
leaflet,  and  having  rolled  out  a 
thin  slab  of  clay,  put  the  leaflet  on 
to  the  clay,  pressing  it  well  in, 
and  then  with  a  crochet  needle 
follow  the  contour  of  each  leaf, 
cutting  through  the  clay  at  the 
same  time.  The  veins  of  the 
leaves  (you  press  the  back  of  the 
leaves  on  to  the  clay)  will  give  you 
the  veins  on  the  clay,  and  then 
you  can  press  the  leaf  into  any 
desirable  curve  when  you  stick  it 
on  to  the  side  of  the  vase.  For 
instance,  in  a  leaflet  falling  over 
♦the  main  stem,  just  allow  the  clay 
leaf  to  fall  into  its  place,'  which  it 
will  do  if  your  clay  is  as  moist  as 
it  should  be. 

Don't  attempt  to  do  too  much 
"finishing"    to   your   work.  A 
certain  rudeness  has  a  chai'm,  and 
gives  character  to  decorations  in  clay  which 
is  much  more  effective  than  smoothness  and 
tameness.    But  a  good  deal  that  is  advisable 
may  be  accompUshed  when  the  clay  gets 
firmer,  as  the  excessive  moisture  dries  out  of 
it.    A  steel  modelling  tool  is  very  useful  at 
this  stage  of  your  work.  The  edges  of  leaves 
can  be  thinned  (some  by  paring  away  the  clay 
at  the  back)  and  a  sharpness  can  be  given  the 
various  forms.    I  do  not  advise  much  to  be 
done  to  the  work  when  the  clay  is  hard  and 


dry.  The  best  clay  modelling  has  a  freedom 
and  ease  about  it  which  only  comes  of  _  a 
free  use  of  the  material  when  it  is  quite 
plastic.  Good  clay  modelling  should  never 
look  smooth  like  a  plaster-of-Paris  cast. 

When  your  decoration  is  finished,  stand  the 
vase  on  a  shelf  in  a  warm  room  and  leave  it 
there  for  two  or  three  weeks,  to  dry  thoroughly 
but  not  too  quickly.  If  clay  is  dried  too 
quickly,  it  is  apt  to  split  and  break  up. 


out  the  clay  quite  an  eighth  of  an  inch  in 
depth.  The  same  design  as  that  given  in 
fig.  3  could  be  employed,  but  this  incised 
decoration  must  be  bold  and  on  a  largish 
scale  to  look  effective,  as  small  intricate 
forms  only  appear  confused.  To  give  variety 
to  the  surface,  the  background  might  be 
cross-lined  all  over,  as  shown  in  fig.  1. 

This  incised  decoration  can  be  made  most 
effective,  and  is  perhaps  easier  than  modelling. 


Fig.  3.— a  common  drain-pipe  artistically  treated. 


When  thoroughly  dry  you  can  get  the  people 
at  the  kiln  to  bake  it  for  you  and  turn  it  into 
an  imperishable  work  in  terra  cotta  ;  and  I 
shall  be  astonished  if  you  are  not  only 
very  anxious  to  see  your  first  vase  after  it 
has  been  fired,  but  at  the  same  time  very 
proud  of  it  when  you  do  see  it. 

Another  plan  that  can  be  adopted  for 
decorating  the  surface  is,  instead  of  making 
the  ornamentation  in  relief,  to  incise  it  by 
means  of  lance-headed  modelhng  tools,  taking 


The  design  for  a  tile  (fig.  2)  requires  little 
comment.  You  can  get  flat  roofing  tiles  at  a 
pottery  before  they  are  dried,  and  model  your 
decoration  on  them  as  in  the  case  of  your  vase, 
or  if  the  tile  is  thick  enough  the  background 
can  be  taken  out  (similar  to  the  grounding 
out  in  wood-carving)  and  forms  left  tooled  up 
as  desirable.  Where  the  background  is 
taken  out  you  must  not  attempt  too  much 
relief,  relying  more  upon  marking  in  the 
veins  of  leaves,  rounding  the  apples,  and 
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putting  the  inaikings  on  the  stems,  than  in 
getting  depth  of  form. 

I  should  think  it  would  be  quite  possible 
to  stick  four  tiles  together,  with  one  at  the 
bottor.i,  so  as  to  form  a  square  box  to  hold  a 
flower-pot.  Four  knobs  at  the  four  corners 
would  improve  the  appearance.  To  strengthen 


the  box  the  four  angles  might  be  filled  in 
with  extra  clay,  pressing  it  well  into  the 
tiles.  Be  careful  to  get  the  edges  well 
moistened  and  see  that  the  adhesion  is  very 
thorough.  Incised  decorations  would  look 
well  here. 

At  potteries  where  flower-pots  and  chim- 


ney-pots are  made,  and  there  is  a  potter's 
wheel  in  use,  you  might  get  the  potter  to 
"  throw "  you  some  simple  vases.  Those 
who  have  not  seen  a  potter  at  work  will  be 
greatly  interested  to  see  him  evolve  from  a 
lump  of  clay  by  means  of  his  wheel  the  most 
elegant  shapes  that  fancy  can  conceive. 


THE   "BOY'S   OWN"  ANGLER. 

Bv  THE  First  Hox.  Sec.  "Fly-Fishers'  Club.' 


IN  the  Thames,  and  in  many  other  English 
rivers,  angling  begins  on  June  16  and 
lasts  till  March  14,  excepting  as  to  trout- 
fishing,  which  was  the  subject  of  my  last 
paper. 

With  regard,  then,  to  the '■  coarse  fish," 
as  they  are  called,  let  us  begin  at  the  lowest 
rung  of  the  (fish)  ladder,  and  call  to  mind 
our  earliest  efforts,  when  we  went  out  fishing 
for  gudgeons,  or  even  smaller  fry,  with  a  little 
can  in  which  to  carry  home  our  victims. 

Even  such  humble  attempts  as  these  may 
be  made  in  two  ways— the  right  and  the 
wrong,  and  we  will  try  to  point  out  the  right. 

l-—FisJiing  for  small  fnj. 

Under  this  head  may  be  placed  the  bleak, 
the  gudgeon,  and  a  variety  of  still  smaller 
fish,  such  as  minnows,  loach,  miller's-thumbs, 
etc. 

A  light  rod  of  ten  or  twelve  feet  long  will 
be  the  most  useful  weapon  for  the  beginner, 
and  it  is  by  no  means  necessary  that  this  rod 
should  be  bought  at  a  shop.  Such  of  our 
readers  as  live  in  the  country  will  hardly  re- 
quire to  be  told  that  a  willow  wand  is  easily 
cut,  and  will  answer  every  purpose  when  only 
small  fish  are  expected. 

If  it  is  inconvenient  to  carry  this  to  and 
fro  it  can  be  made  of  two  pieces,  and  spliced 
each  time  of  using. 

For  this  purpose  a  yard  of  whipcord  is 
better  than  a  lot  of  fine  stuff,  and  it  can  be 
used  many  times  over. 

This  plan  is  actually  adopted  by  many  fly- 
fishers  in  preference  to  using  ferules,  'as  a 
spliced  rod  is  lighter  and  plays  more  evenly 
than  the  ordinary  kind. 

The  line  should  be  a  fine  plaited  one,  as 
the  twisted  lines  are  apt  to  kink.  If  you  do 
not  use  a  winch  the  line  should  be  about  the 
length  of  the  rod.  The  two  yards  next  the 
hook  should  be  of  moderately  fine  gut  (not 
drawn),  and  the  hook-link  a  little  finer. 

The  best  shaped  hook,  except  for  worm- 
fi-ilimg,  is  the  round  bend  in  small  sizes,  and 
the  barb  should  be  small.  The  point  should 
not  turn  outwards,  as  it  does  in  many  hooks, 
but  slightly  the  reverse  way.  If  you  stick 
the  hook  into  a  piece  of  cork,  and  pull,  you 
will  see  the  reason.  The  pull  is  much  niore 
ua-ect  and  the  hold  firmer  with  the  inbent 
hook.  The  other  make  may  scratch  more 
iiih,  but  your  object  is  to  catch  them. 

If  you  can  get  hooks  with  a  notch  cut  in 
the  shank,  so  that  the  bait  does  not  slip  down 
you  will  find  them  very  good.  They  are 
called  the  "  Marston  "  hooks.  For  worm- 
fishing  a  larger  and  coarser  sort  of  hook  than 
those  described  will  do  as  well,  or  perhaps 
better.  ' 

With  regard  to  floats,  most  anglers  use 
them  always  when  bottom-fishing,  but,  as 
"John  Bickerdyke"  (C.  H.  Cook)  says,  I 
think  they  are  to  be  looked  upon  a.s  neces- 
sary evils,  and  in  some  cases  may  be  dis- 
pensed with. 

This  would  only  be  in  shallow  streams  as 
a  rule,  but  experience  alone  will  teach  you 
when  to  do  without  a  float. 


11. — COAESE  FISH. 

When  you  must  use  one  let  it  be  as  small 
as  IS  consistent  with  effectiveness,  the  ob- 
ject of  course  being  to  enable  you  to  place 
and  keep  your  bait  near  the  nose  of  the  fish. 

The  same  remarks  apply  to  shot,  which 
must  be  proportioned  to  your  float.    If  you 
use  a  small  porcupine  quill  float  (which  is 
best  and  cheapest,  as  a  rule),  two  or  three 
:  small  shot  will  be  enough. 
I      The  most  useful  baits  are  gentles,  woi-ms, 
I  and  bread-paste,  but  there  are  many  others 
which  are  as  good,  or  occasionally  even  better. 
Among  these  are  wasp-grubs,  grasshoppers, 
green  caterpillars,  and  flies  of  various  kinds. 
In  some  rivers,  the  Bedfordshire  Ouse,  for 
instance,  boiled  wheat  is  much   used  for 
roach -fishing,  and  is  very  effective. 

Perhaps,  of  all  the  baits  mentioned,  gentles 
(which  are  bluebottle-flies  in  their  grub  state) 
are  of  most  general  use,  as  almost  all  fish 
will  take  them. 

They  can  be  bred  in  summer  from  any 
piece  of  stale  meat ;  but  the  process  is  not  a 
pleasant  one,  and  it  is  better  to  apply  at  a 
butcher's  shop— not  too  publicly— for  the 
butcher  may  have  a  larger  supply  of  the  deli- 
cacies required  than  he  wishes  to  be  generally 
known.  If  you  are  near  a  tackle-shop  you 
can  of_  course  buy  your  gentles  there,  and 
they  will  have  been  cleansed  by  being  kept 
in  bran  or  sand,  and  may  not  stain  your  nails 
quite  so  badly  as  fresh  ones. 

Worms,  which  are  the  best  baits  for  gud- 
geon or  small  perch,  can  be  dug  from  any 
sort  of  rich  ground,  and  require  keeping  a 
few  hours  in  moss  before  using.  Numbers 
of  large  lob  worms  may  be  secured  after  dark 
on  a  dewy  night,  by  taking  a  lantern,  and 
searching  the  lawn.  They  can  also  be  bought 
at  a  tackle  shop.  In  dry  weather,  and  when 
you  only  want  a  few,  turn  up  any  large 
,  stones_  you  can  find  :  very  often  a  worm  or 

two  will  be  concealed  under  each, 
j      The  best  place  for  small  red  worms  is  a 
dunghill. 

Bread-paste,  which  is  by  far  the  pleasantest 
bait  to  use,  is  made  by  soaking  a  lump  of 
crumby  bread  (one  day  old)  in  water  for  tv.-o 
or  three  seconds,  and  squeezing  it  nearly  dry 
in  a  cloth.  It  can  then  easily  be  kneaded  to 
the  required  toughness. 

Wasp-grubs  are  perhaps  the  very  best  baits, 
but  they  can  only  be  had  occasionally,  and 
at  some  risk,  which,  however,  boj's  will 
enjoy. 

If  you  use  grasshoppers,  which  are  particu- 
larly good  for  chub,  kill  them,  before  using, 
by  pinching  their  heads.  Caterpillars  are 
seldom  used  except  when  they  are  noticed  to 
be  dropping  from  the  oak  trees.  They  are 
then  very  attractive,  and  are  taken  by  the 
fish  before  they  sink. 

But  enough  of  baits.  We  will  suppose  you 
provid(^d  with  the  necessary  tackle,  and'  to 
go  out  on  a  tine  summer  morning  prepared 
to  wage  war  upon  the  small  fry. 

It  will  be  well  to  take  a  can,  for  two  reasons 
— your  spoils  will  be  much  more  useful  alive 
than  dead  (for  plenty  of  anglers  are  glad  to 
get  a  fewhve  bait),  and  if  you  should  see  any 
large  perch  about  ycu  may  get  some  of  them 


yourself  by  putting  on  a  big  hook,  and  baiting 
with  a  gudgeon. 

In  approaching  the  stream,  if  clear,  be 
careful  to  do  so  below  the  point  at  which  you 
intend  to  begin,  for  the  fish  will  usually  have 
their  heads  up  stream  (always  if  it  is  fast), 
and  you  can  only  thus  get  near  them  unper- 
ceived.  Remember  also  to  step  gently,  to 
avoid  shaking  the  banks. 

If  you  can  see  the  bottom  do  not  scare  the 
fish  by  plumbing  the  depth,  but  guess  as 
nearly  as  you  can,  and  place  your  float  so 
that  the  bait  may  be  within  a  few  inches  of 
the  bottom. 

If  the  bottom  be  not  visible  you  must  find 
the  depth  by  attaching  a  roll  of  lead,  called 
a  plummet,  to  the  line,  just  above  the  hcok; 
and  dropping  it  very  gently  into  the  water  at 
various  points.  Having  found  a  swim  of  a 
fair  and  tolerably  even  depth,  see  that  the 
shot  on  your  line  are  enough  to  sink  the  float 
nearly,  but  not  quite,  under  water  (about  a 
quarter  of  an  inch  should  project),  put  on 
a  small  bait,  and  let  the  float  go  down  the 
swim. 

If  you  find  that  the  swim  is  fairly  clear  of 
weeds,  then  throw  in  a  little  chewed  bread 
some  yards  above  you,  and  put  in  your  bait 
so  that  it  appears  to  be  part  of  the  ground - 
bait. 

If  there  are  fish  there,  and  they  are  at  all 
on  the  feed,  you  will  have  a  bite  within  a  few 
minutes.  It  there  is  not  at  least  a  nibble, 
go  on  further,  till  you  find  feeding  fish. 
^  This  being  done  try  patiently,  time  after 
time,  till  a  better  nibble  than  usual  pulls  your 
float  nearly  under.  Then  give  a  quick  (but 
not  violent)  jerk,  and  you  will  probably 
hook  a  little  fish,  which  liad  better  be  tossed 
gently  out  at  once,  with  as  little  disturbance 
as  possible. 

Frequently  you  can  get  numbers  out  of  one 
swim,  especially  if  you  have  found  a  shoal 
of  gudgeon,  but  if  the  water  is  shallow  or 
clear,  it  is  best  to  shift  your  quarters  often. 
In  clear  and  shallow  water  it  is  very  seldom 
that  fish  will  remain  and  continue"  to  feed 
long  in  one  spot.  You  must  then  rove,  and 
this  is  a  very  interesting  manner  of  fishing, 
though  condemned  by  some  orthodox  anglers. 
It  is  necessary  to  be  very  careful  not  to  scare 
your  quarry,  and  also  not  to  interfere  un- 
duly with  other  anglers  who  may  be  fishing 
in  a  more  patient  way,  each  on  his  own- 
camp-stool. 

To  return  to  the  actual  fishing.  When  you 
strike  at  a  bite  and  miss  it,  do  not  take  "the 
bait  out  of  the  water  i  unless  it  is  paste,  and 
you  think  it  is  off),  but  drop  it  gently  down 
again,  and  resume  your  watch.  You  will 
find  that  for  an  hour  or  two,  at  uncertain 
intervals  during  each  day,  the  fish  will  feed 
well.  While  this  lasts  be  careful  not  to  lose 
a  moment,  for  a  minute  of  feeding  time  is 
worth  an  hour  when  the  fish  are  "  off." 

You  will  sometimes  see  shoals  of  bleak 
and  other  little  fish  near  the  top  of  the 
water,  and  they  will  often  refuse  even  so 
good  a  bait  as  a  single  gentle,  however  care- 
fully thrown.  But  if  you  impale  a  fly  on 
your  hook,  and  put  a  small  gentle  on  the 


point,  a  little  fish,  or  even  a  large  one,  may 
be  tempted. 

Though  you  may  go  out  for  small  fry 
it  is  possible  that  the  chance  of  a  good 
perch  may  present  itself,  and  it  is  well  to  be 
prepared.  If  you  see  one  or  two  of  these 
striped  beauties  lurking  about  over  a  bit  of 
gravel  at  the  tail  of  some  weeds,  close  to  the 
bank,  step  back  that  you  may  not  scare  them. 
Then  change  your  hook  for  a  large  one,  and 
taking  a  small  fish  of  any  kind,  except  perch, 
from  your  can,  put  the  hook  under  the 
cartilage  of  the  back-fin  and  drop  the  bait 
well  in  front  of  the  fish  of  prey.  He  will  pro- 
bably, if  not  scared,  seize  it  boldly  :  strike 
at  once,  and  keep  a  tight  line  on  your  quarry, 
or  he  will  get  into  weeds,  and  break  you. 
You  must  give  him  a  few  seconds  to  exhaust 
his  strength,  but  keep  him  in  subjection, 


and  don't  let  him  play  you.  Lift  him,  when 
exhausted,  out  with  your  hands,  if  you  have 
no  net,  and  try  for  another. 

If  there  is  a  shelving  bank,  you  can  of 
course  take  advantage  of  it  by  running  your 
fish,  when  tired,  up  the  shallows  to  the  edge. 
Before  using  your  hands  to  lift  him,  rub 
them  on  some  sand  or  grit  at  the  edge,  and 
your  hold  will  be  secure. 

You  have  thus  gone  out  for  small  fry  and 
come  back  with  big  fish,  but  this  is  much 
better  than  the  reverse,  which  is  the  usual 
fate  of  anglers  ! 

Before  entirely  quitting  the  subject  of 
"  small  fry  "  a  few  words  on  Thames  gudgeon- 
fishing  must  be  added. 

The  usual  plan  is  to  seleci  a  gravelly 
shallow  haunted  by  the  gudgeon,  and  to 
rake  the  upper  part  of  it  with  a  large  long- 


handle<l  rake.  This  disturbs  the  bottom 
and  sets  free  various  sorts  of  food,  such  aa 
little  worms,  etc. 

The  gudgeon  will  collect  .sometimes  in 
large  numbers,  and  many  dozens  are  often 
taken  by  ladies  or  children  fishing  from  a 
moored  punt,  and  using  light  rods  and 
fine  tackle,  and  baiting  with  half  a  red 
worm. 

It  is  lively  fun  enough,  and  sometimes 
made  more  exciting  by  a  shoal  of  large  perch 
following  the  gudgeon. 

One  of  these  perch  will  occasionally  take 
your  little  worm  or  the  gudgeon  you  have 
just  hooked,  and  though  his  chance  of 
escape  by  breakage  is  good,  a  capture  is  not 
uncommon,  and  is  much  rejoiced  over  when 
it  does  occur. 

(To  be  continued.) 


WE  hear  a  good  deal  of  talk  about  the 
sights  of  London.  To  those  accus- 
tomed to  cricket  on  a  quiet  village  green  we 
doubt  if  any  sight  of  London  is  likely  to  be 
more  striking  than  that  of  one  of  our  play- 
grounds, say  Eegent's  Park  or  Clapham 
Common,  on  a  Saturday  afternoon  in  July. 
How  the  crowds  can  play  without  accident 
will  be  a  mystery  to  strangers.  They  will  see 
wickets  pitched  side  by  side  at  a  few  feet 
distance,  wickets  end  on  to  other  wickets, 
wickets  at  right  angles  and  at  every  ima- 
ginable angle,  and  hundreds  of  hurrying 
shirt-sleeves  and  flannels  threading  the  maze 
in  all  directions  amid  such  a  chorus  of 
"  Thank  you  !  "  as  to  make  a  countryman's 
hair  stand  on  end.  Frequently  will  he  see  a 
wicket  sent  flying  with  a  ball  from  another 
match  ;  occasionally  he  may  see  a  wicket  put 
down  by  one  out  of  three  or  four  balls  flying 
past  the  wicket-keeper  at  the  same  time  ;  and 
once,  at  least,  lie  would  have  seen,  as  we  did, 
a  batsman  hit  a  skyer,  point  try  at  another 
skyer  in  the  air  from  another  match  at  the 
same  time,  and  cover  pick  up  a  third  ball 
from  a  third  match  and  with  it  throw  the 
batsman  out. 

For  a  place  in  this  state  the  official 
phrase  is  "  congested."  We  commend  a 
congested  playground  to  the  attention  of 
all  who  are  interested  in  the  people's  health. 
The  people  increase,  the  playgrounds  do  not 
increase,  but  become  more  congested  every 
year  ;  and  a  serious  question  is  opened  up  as 
to  where  the  young,  and  old  for  that  matter, 
are  to  obtain  their  recreation.  Even  if  the 
Eoyal  Parks  were  opened  they  would  soon  be 
filled,  and  the  question  would  be  merely 
postponed. 

Of  late  the  County  Council  has  introduced 
some  order  in  the  matter,  and  done  what  it 
could  to  afford  some  relief.  In  many  of  the 
open  spaces  under  the  council's  conti-ol  proper 
cricket-match  grounds  are  now  laid  out  and 
kept  in  fairly  good  order.  Such  match 
grounds  exist  at  Battersea  Park,  Blaokheath, 
Clapham  Common,  Clissold  Park,  Dulwich 
Park,  Eel  Brook  Common,  Finsbury  Park, 
Hackney  Downs,  Hampstead  Heath,  Highbury 
Fields,  Ladywell,  London  Fields,  the  Mill 
Fields  at  Hackney,  Parliament  Hill,  Peckham 
Eye,  Plumstead  Common,  Southwark  Park, 
Tooting  Common,  Victoria  Park,  Wandsworth 
Common,  Well  Street  Common,  and  Worm- 
woo<l  Scrubs. 

As  a  rule  these  pitches  are  only  open  for 
men's  matches ;  but  at  Battersea  Park, 
Blackheath,  Dulwich  Park,  Hackney  Downs, 
Highbury  Fields,  London  Fields,  Mill  Fields, 
Peckham  Eye,  Plumstead,  Tooting  Common, 


OUR  PUBLIC  PLAYGROUNDS. 

By  W.  J.  GoRDOx. 

and  Well  Street  Common,  boy  clubs  are 
recognised  and  pitches  provided  for  them. 
And  Highbury  Fields,  London  Fields,  and 
Well  Street  Common  are  devoted  entirely  to 
boys'  use — that  is  for  recognised  matches. 

To  obtain  permission  to  play  upon  one  of 
these  match  grounds,  written  application  has 
to  be  made  by  the  secretary  of  the  club  to 
the  Parks  and  Open  Spaces  Committee, 
London  County  Council,  Spring  Gardens, 
S.W.  This  application  has  to  be  on  a  printed 
form,  which  can  be  obtained  either  by  writing 
to  Spring  Gardens,  or  from  the  senior  keeper 
on  duty  on  the  open  space  on  which  it  is 
desired  to  play.  In  it  the  name  of  the  club 
has  to  be  given,  the  number  of  members,  and 
ages  or  whatever  may  be  necessary  to  classify 
it  as  a  men's  club  or  boys'  club,  the  head- 
quarters, the  names  of  the  chief  oflicers,  and 
the  secretary's  narr^e  and  address. 

The  cricket  season  is  held  to  begin  on  the 
first  Saturday  in  May  and  to  end  on  the  last 
Satin-day  in  September,  and  the  allotments 
of  the  pitches  are  made  on  or  before 
April  1  for  all  dates  up  to  July  23,  and 
on  or  before  June  1  for  all  dates  in 
the  following  months.  On  every  ground  a 
map  is  kept  at  the  head-keeper's  lodge,  which 
can  be  inspected  free  by  the  secretaries  of 
clubs  desirous  of  permission  to  play. 

Should  the  application  be  entertained  by 
the  parks  committee,  the  club  secretary 
receives  a  permit  card  which  has  to  be  pro- 
duced and  afterwards  given  up  to  the  keeper 
in  charge  of  the  ground.  The  keeper  assigns 
the  pitch  and  can  alter  it  whenever  he  thinks 
necessary,  and  stumps  have  invariably  to  be 
drawn  a  quarter  of  an  hour  after  sunset.  No 
club  can  have  more  than  one  pitch  on  any 
one  ground  on  one  day,  and  only  one  appH- 
cation  from  one  of  the  clubs  playing  the 
match  is  to  be  made,  so  that  the  secretaries 
have  to  arrange  who  is  to  write  for  permis- 
sion at  the  time  the  challenge  is  accepted. 
The  pitch  is  only  kept  vacant  up  to  four  o'clock 
in  the  afternoon  ;  if  no  play  has  then  taken 
place  the  keeper  can  hand  over  the  pitch  for 
the  day  to  any  club  he  chooses.  If  a  tent  is 
required,  permission  to  erect  it  must  be  given 
on  the  permit  card,  and  it  has  to  be  cleared 
away  within  half  an  hour  of  sunset,  and  any 
damage  done  by  it  or  in  any  other  way  has 
to  be  made  good  by  the  club  to  whom  the  per- 
mission is  granted.  When  matches  are  not 
being  played,  practice  is  allowed  on  the  match 
grounds  at  the  discretion  of  the  head- 
keeper. 

Of  course  this  does  not  refer  to  the  whole 
of  the  space  on  these  different  parks  and 
commons.    Bound  the  match  pitches  there 


are  larger  areas  for  practice  purposes,  to 
which  the  special  rules  drawn  up  by  the 
council  do  not  apply.  In  some  cases,  how- 
ever, as  on  Clapham  Common,  a  certain 
portion  is  reserved  exclusively  for  children 
under  twelve  years  of  age,  so  that  accidents 
due  to  a  general  mixture  of  the  ages  are 
avoided.  For  match  purposes,  however,  the 
limit  of  age  between  a  boy  and  a  man  is 
taken  at  sixteen,  which  is  quite  a  new  period 
for  coming  of  age. 

Very  much  the  same  regulations  exist  for 
the  playing  of  football,  the  season  for  which 
begins  on  October  1  and  ends  on  March  31, 
the  allotment  of  grounds  taking  place  on 
July  1  or  soon  afterwards.  Application  has 
to  be  made  to  the  same  authority,  and  the 
local  arrangements  are  also  under  the  charge 
of  the  head-keeper  on  duty,  the  only  differ- 
ence being  that  all  football  posts  and  belong- 
ings have  to  be  cleared  away  by  sunset  owing 
to  the  shortness  of  the  winter  twilight.  In 
Battersea  Park  there  are  seven  fields  of  play 
available,  on  Blackheath  there  are  eleven,  on 
Clapham  Common  six,  but  when  the  impro\-e- 
ments  are  finished  there  will  be  more  ;  in 
Clissold  Park  there  is  one,  in  Dulwich  Park 
there  are  two,  on  Eel  Brook  Common  there 
is  one,  in  Finsbury  Park  there  are  four,  on 
Hackney  Downs  there  are  three,  on  Hampstead 
Heath  there  are  five,  in  the  Mill  Fields  th«*i-e 
are  seven,  on  Parliament  Hill  there  are  five, 
on  Peckham  Eye  six,  on  Plumstead  Common 
four,  in  Southwark  Park  four,  on  Streatham 
Common  there  were  three,  but  that  is  not 
the  case  at  present;  on  Tooting  Con. men 
there  are  five,  in  Victoria  Park  five,  ai:d  on 
Wandsworth  Common  four.  Totalling  this 
up,  we  find  that  about  eighty  football  matches 
can  take  place  every  weekday  of  the  season 
on  the  London  County  Council  match 
grounds,  to  say  nothing  of  the  matches  on 
the  rougher  grounds  around. 

On  certain  of  the  open  spaces  mentioned 
above,  special  grounds  are  set  apart  for  the 
playing  of  lawn  tennis,  the  season  for  which 
extends  from  May  1  to  the  end  of  September, 
and  application  to  use  these  courts,  which' 
are  marked  out  by  the  keepers,  has  to  be 

i  made  in  the  same  way  as  for  cricket.  Neither 
at  lawn  tennis  nor  any  other  game  is  play 

I  permitted  on  Sundays.  No  net  can  be 
erected  until  the  players  are  ready  to  begin 
the  game,  and  as  soon  as  the  play  cease* 
down  must  come  the  net,  so  as  to  allow  the 
public  to  cross  unhindered.  No  club  or 
party  can  have  more  than  one  net  at  a  time, 
and  before  the  game  begins  a  book  has  to  be 
signed  in  which  the  time  is  noted  at  which 
the  signature  is  made,  so  that  the  keeper 
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in  charge  of  the  ground  can  clear  off  any  of 
the  parties  after  they  have  been  playing  two 
hours,  in  order  to  make  room  for  others  who 
may  be  waiting  to  follow  on.  In  all  cases 
the  decision  rests  with  the  keeper  in  charge 
or  his  superintendent,  and  in  the  event  of 
any  of  our  readers  wishing  to  secure  a  court 
"we  should  advise  them  in  the  first  instance 
to  inquire  of  this  superintendent  how  to  set 
about  it.  In  the  winter  time,  when  lawn 
tennis  is  out  of  season,  the  ground  left  vacant 
is  in  a  few  instances  occupied  by  lacrosse 
clubs,  and  these  again  obtain  their  permission 
in  a  similar  manner. 

But  all  the  open  spaces  of  London  are  not 
under  the  wing  of  the  County  Council, 
llegent's  Park  for  instance  is  one  of  the  most 
popular  playgrounds,  and  is  Crown  property. 
On  Primrose  Hill,  close  by,  there  is  also  a 
thickly-crowded  playground.  In  Hyde  Park, 
great  open  space  as  it  is,  no  games  are 
allowed ;  once  upon  a  time  there  were 
rounders  at  the  trees  near  the  magazine,  but 
that  state  of  affairs  has  long  since  been  done 
away  with.  Neither  in  St.  James's  Park  nor 
the  Green  Park  are  games  permitted.  And 
Greenwich  Park,  Kichmond  Park,  and  Bushy 
Park  are  also  closed  for  such  purposes,  though 
an  occasional  glimpse  of  white  flannels  would 
appear  to  show  that  a  favoured  few,  probably 
by  securing  the  ear  of  the  ranger,  can  obtain 
occasional  permission.  There  are  a  few 
other  odd  places  we  need  not  particularise. 
At  Lambeth  Palace,  for  instance,  there  is  a 
held,  permission  to  use  which  for  matches  is, 
we  believe,  readily  granted  on  application  to 
the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  who,  however, 
reserves  his  favours  for  the  clubs  in  the  im- 
mediate neighbourhood. 


Of  regular  cricket  grounds  there  are,  of 
course.  Lord's  and  the  Oval,  and  there  are 
a  few  running  grounds  like  Stamford  Bridge, 
Paddington,  and  Balham ;  but  these  can 
hardly  be  called  public  in  the  sense  of  being 
open  to  all.  There  are  a  few  cricket  grounds, 
too,  in  the  suburbs,  mere  temporary  affairs, 
^existing  at  the  mercy  of  the  builder,  who  at 
any  moment  may  claim  the  land  for  the  inevit- 
able two-storey  terrace,  some  of  these  grounds 
being,  like  Prince's,  crowded  off  by  the  builders 
from  one  spot,  to  appear  again  in  another 
and  be  crowded  off  again.  And  there  may  be  a 
few  small  patches  of  common  or  green  which 
we  have  not  mentioned.  Practically,  however, 
the  public  playgrounds  of  London  are  Regent's 
Park,  Primrose  Hill,  and  the  parks  and  spaces 
under  the  control  of  the  County  Council ;  all 
the  rest  are  really  private  fields,  the  use  of 
which  must  be  paid  for,  often  at  a  price  far 
beyond  the  means  of  an  ordinary  school  or 
club  ;  and  these  fields,  in  the  nature  of  things, 
are  always  on  the  outer  ring  of  ever-growing 
London,  and  consequently  get  farther  and 
farther  from  those  living  in  the  thick  of  the 
houses. 

About  a  year  ago  there  was  started  the 
London  Playing  Fields  Committee,  to  help 
in  securing  additional  playground  accommo- 
dation. A  sub-committee  was  appointed  for 
every  postal  district,  these  sub-committees 
very  soon  becoming  amalgamated  owing  to 
the  difiiculty  in  finding  any  accommodation 
at  all  in  the  central  districts.  One  of  these 
amalgamated  committees,  the  Eastern,  has 
this  year  got  to  work.  On  Chingford  Plain 
and  Wanstead  Flats,  by  permission  of  the 
Conservators  of  Epping  Forest,  and  through 
the  liberality  of  the  public,  several  cricket 


pitches  have  been  laid  down,  and  are  kept 
in  condition  ;  and  as  the  cost  of  keeping  in 
repair,  including  mowing  and  rolling,  is  about 
£5  per  pitch,  that  sum  is  charged  to  the 
club  making  use  of  it  for  the  season.  In 
the  majority  of  cases,  two  clubs  occupy  the 
same  pitch  and  share  the  expense  between 
them.  Further  particulars  of  this  excellent 
work  can,  we  believe,  be  obtained  from  the 
Secretary  of  this  Committee,  Mr.  H.  W. 
Peters,  of  Corrie  Lyn,  Wood  Green,  N. ;  and 
other  committees  are  getting  to  work,  or 
hope  to  get  to  work,  in  other  parts  of  London, 
particulars  of  which  could  doubtless  be  ob- 
tained at  the  Polytechnic  in  Regent  Street,  W. 
But  it  is  obvious  that  a  well-kept  cricket 
pitch  can  only  be  obtained  for  £5  a  year  on 
a  ground  that  pays  but  little  rent,  and  what 
is  wanted  is  a  sufficient  fund  supported  by 
outside  sources  to  meet  the  inevitable  deficit — 
and  this  at  once  exposes  the  scheme  to  criti- 
cism. In  short,  we  are  left  with  the  conso- 
lation that  if  we  want  play  we  must  pay  for 
it,  if  not  through  our  children,  through  our- 
selves ;  if  not  through  the  subscription  list, 
then  through  the  demand  note  of  the  rate 
collector ! 

Why,  it  may  be  asked,  is  it  so  necessary 
that  such  games  as  cricket  and  football 
should  be  encouraged  ?  Why  not  take  a 
walk  or  lounge  about  generally,  and  do 
nothing  but  rest  ?  The  answer  is  that  in 
an  organised  game  the  recreation  obtained 
is  greater  as  giving  a  completer  change ;  the 
mind  is  then  so  intent  on  doing  well,  accord- 
ing to  certain  methods  or  rules,  that  it  has 
no  time  to  think  of  the  past  or  future,  and 
in  healthy  excitement  forgets  its  troubles 
and  diftieulties,  childish  though  they  may  be. 


THE   "BOY'S   OWN"  DINNER-GONG,   OR  CALL-BELL:  AND  HOW  TO  MAKE  IT. 

By  H.  F.  Hoeden, 

Author  of    flow  to  Build  a  Roiring  Punt,"  "Jioii's  Own  ^[odel  Locomotive"  etc. 


FIG.  8  shows  a  top  view  of  stand.  Com- 
mence by  drawing  the  two  diameters  a  b 
and  c  D  at  right  angles  to  each  other  ;  then 
draw  another  line,  bf,  parallel  with  a  b  at  a 
distance  of  21  inches  ;  then  inside  these  lines 
draw  another  two,  g  h  and  k  l,  J  of  an  inch 
from  E  F  and  a  b  respectively  ;  then  with  the 


shown— this  is  lo  allow  a  portion  of  the  bell 
to  project  through. 

The  squared  holes  between  the  lines  a  b 


compasses  on  the  line  c  n  mark  off  -f  of  an 
inch  on  each  side  of  e  f,  as  shown  by  the 
shaded  portion,  which  has  to  be  drilled  and 
cut  out  with  the  fret-saw. 

Then  :i-  inch  to  the  right  of  c  d  on  line 
KL  as  centre,  with  a  radius  of  I*  inch,  strike 
the  curve,  and  cut  out  the  shaded  portion  as 


across  on,  2j\,  across  f,  which  is  3  inches 
from  the  top  a. 

The  feet  g  should  be  rather  over  J  inch 


and  K  L  must  also  be  cut  out  to  admit  the 
feet  of  the  standards,  which  will  now  be  the 
next  thing  to  make. 

They  should  also  be  of  oak  \  inch  thick 
and  5^'^  high  from  a  to  b.  Fig.  9,  which  shows 
'  in  reduced  size  the  front  standard.    It  is 


Fig.  10. 

deep,  and  cut  to  fit  the  holes  in  the  stand  on 
hne  A  B,  Fig.  8. 

The  semicircular  top  A.  Fig.  9,  should  be 
struck  with  the  compasse.-,  and  the  centre 
must  be  carefully  marked,  as  that  will  be  the 
position  for  the  ^^Jleel-shaft  or  axle. 


The  back  standard  is  shown  at  Fig  10,  and 
should  be  cut  exactly  the  same  size  and  shape, 
with  the  exception  that  it  has  only  one  foot 
to  fit  the  square  hole  on  the  line  e  f.  Fig.  8. 

Some  i-inch  holes  should  be  drilled  right 
through  this  standard  to  allow  the  sound  to 
pass  and  if  arranged  in  a  pattern  with  a 
little  carved  work  between  them,  as  shown  at 
B,  it  forms  an  ornamentation  to  the  back 
and  takes  off  the  plain  look. 

When  the  carving  and  sand-papering  is 
finished,  a  small  steel  screw  thick  should 
be  screwed  into  the  centre  .v  from  the  mside, 
as  in  Fig.  11.  which  is  a  full-size  side-view 


Chuck  it  firmly  in  the  lathe  and  turn  up 
the  ends  true  and  square;  then  make  or 
procure  a  small  screw  not  so  large  in  diameter 
as  the  brass  rod,  and  fitted  with  a  nut ;  and 
it  should  have  a  short  piece  left  to  just  fit 
the  inside  of  tube  :  these  you  may  easily  make 
for  yourself  if  you  have  a  screw-plate. 

Then  solder  it  into  the  tube  at  b,  as  shown 
by  the  dotted  lines ;  the  shaft  must  also  be 


(mind  you  get  it  quite  square  with  the  wood), 
and  when  in  position  saw  or  file  off  the  head 
and  round  off  the  sharp  edges  as  at  the  dotted 
line.  This  forms  a  steel  pin  securely  fastened 
to  the  oak,  and  is  intended  to  carry  the  rear 
end  of  the  wheel-shaft. 

We  will  now  turn  our  attention  to  a  little 
metal  work,  and  may  commence  by  making 
the  axle  with  its  accessories,  of  which  Fig.  1- 
is  a  full-size  drawing. 


filled  up  to  a  square  section  from  that  end 
for  a  distance  of  ^  of  an  inch,  to  take  the 

wheel.  ,  , 

Two  small  steel  washers,  c  c,  must  tlien 
be  turned  to  fit  the  shaft  tightly,  and  are  to 
be  soldered  securely  to  it  close  up  to  and  on 
either  side  of  the  brass  plate  p,  m  which 
the  shaft  revolves  as  in  a  bearing. 

(Tu  be  cotUiitued.) 


WINDMILL  TOYS. 

By  Sojieeville  Gibney. 


pole.  And  now,  having  got  your  shears  and 
soldering  tools  ready,  you  may  commence.  _ 

To  begin,  cut  out  a  strip  of  tin  7  inches  in 
length,  five  of  which  inches  are  to  be  1  inch 
wid^e,  and  the  remaining  two  inches  2  inches 
in  width,  as  in  Fig.  1.  This  will  form  your 
foundation.  Next,  cut  out  another  stnp  1 
inch  in  width  and  13|  inches  long.  Bend 
this  to  the  shape  given  in  Fig.  2.  Solder 


A  FTER  the  capital  papers  of  "  Hints  "  which 
iX  have  lately  been  appearing  in  the  "B.O.P.  ' 
there  should  be  few  ordinary  matters  m  the 
way  of  "tinkering"  beyond  the  powers  of  a 
handy  boy,  and  his  probable  anxiety  will 
now  be  to'find  something  to  mend  or  make. 
All  the  water-cans  in  the  establishment  will 
be  trustworthy  and  secure,  and  the  gardener 
will  be  able  to  arrive  at  the  distant  lettuce- 
bed  with  his  full  complement  of  water,  and 
without  leaving  a  glistening  line  behind  hun 
to  mark  his  progress.  But  mending  is  one 
thin-  and  making  is  another ;  and  there  is 
more  satisfaction  in  turning  out  something 
entirely  your  own  handiwork  than  patching 
up  that  of  somebody  else. 

The  little  toy,  a  sketch  of  which  (not  drawn 
to  scale)  heads  this  article,  will  provide  the 
handy  boy  with  a  goal  for  his  ambition,  and, 
without  being  very  difficult  of  construction, 


Fig.  12. 

This  must  be  sinall  in  diameter,  and  there- 
fore it  is  better  for  the  sake  of  strength  to 
use  a  hollow  shaft,  as  in  a  solid  one  there 
might  be  a  flaw  you  could  not  detect  until  it 
gave  way,  which  it  might  do  at  any  moment 
and  cause  a  good  deal  of  trouble,  so  I  advise 
you  to  use  a  piece  of  stout  brass  tubing  3^ 
inches  long  from  k  to  b  by  1  outside  diameter. 


ivy: 


c...!.-2-- 
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Fig 
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the  i-inch  ends  securely  on  to  the  founda- 
tion,^naking  an  almost  square  figure,  with 
one  side  produced,  as  we  say  m  Euclid. 
The  side  produced  will  be  that  end  of  the 
foundation  which  is  2  inches  broad.  A 
olance  at  the  sketch  at  the  commencement 
of  this  paper  will  make  my  meaning  clear. 
Now  cut  out  a  third  piece  of  tm  of  the 
shape  and  approximate  dimensions  given  in 
Fig  3     Cut  a  short  slit  in  this  at  the  point 


will  be  found  to  be  amusing  in  action,  and 
effective  as  a  bird-scare  in  the  garden. 

The  materials  you  will  require  are  only 
some  pieces  of  tin  (old  biscuit-boxes  and  such- 
like will  provide  them),  two  or  three  feet  ot 
copper  wire,  an  old  champagne  bottle,  and  a 


marked  a.    Open  the  slit  a  little,  and  press 
the  piece  on  to  the  centre  of  the  wide  end  of 
the  foundation.    Another  glance  at  the  first 
sketch  will  make  you  understand.    Apply  a 
little  solder  to  the  four  angles  these  two 
pieces  form  together,  and  the  joint  will  be  a 
very  strong  one.  For  your  sails  take  two  pieces 
of  tin  5  inches  long  by  1£  inch  wide,  and  from 
each  cut  a  piece  of  size  and  dimensions 
criven  in  Fig.  4.    Lay  one  of  these  over  the 
other,  exactly  at  right  angles,  and  solder  them 
thus  securely.    You  have  now  only  tongue 
the  broad  parts  the  necessary  cant  by  bending, 
and  they  will  be  ready.    Through  the  centre 
point  of  their  juncture  make  a  hole,  and  fasten 
in  it  with  a  little  solder  a  piece  of  the  copper 
wire  about  6,V  inches  long  ;  and  through  the 
two  upright  supports  make  two  holes  exactly 
in  a  line,  to  carry  the  axle  ot  your  sai  s. 
These  holes  should  be  rather  more  than  hall- 
way up  the  supports.    When  the  axle  has 
passed  the  second  hole,  bend  it  so  as  to  form 
a  handle  such  as  is  used  on  a  windlass. 
Your  next  proceeding  will  be  to  cut  out 


4^8 


your  workman,  and  this  you  must  do  in  five 
pieces.  First,  the  body  and  head  ;  secondly, 
the  two  arms  ;  and,  thirdly,  the  two  legs.  It 
will  be  the  best  plan  to  cut  out  an  arm  and 


1^  ^ 

i 


I  for  i 


a  leg,  and  then  cut  the  second  of  each  from 
these,  as  they  should  be  exactly  alike.  The 
legs  should  have  square  pieces  projecting 
under  the  feet,  which  you  must  bend  at  riglit 
angles,  and  they  will  then  farm  supports  to 
solder  on  to  the  foundation  piece.  But  before 
you  can  do  this,  you  must  join  the  different 
parts  together.  Punch  or  drill  holes  in  the 
limbs  and  trunk  at  the  points  marked  in 
Fig.  5  b"  dots,  and  clea-  off  any  burr  that 


may  remain  with  a  file.  Cut  out  four  little 
tin  washers,  also  shown  in  Fig.  5.  Then 
with  i-inch  pieces  of  copper  wire  rivet  the 
arms  on  to  the  trunk,  having  a  washer  on 
either  side  betw,.-en  them  and  the  trunk. 
Mind  you  do  not  strike  too  hard  ;  vou  don't 
want  them  tight,  or  anything  like' it.  The 
arms  must  move  perfectly  freely.  Treat  the 
legs  the  same  way.  When  your  figure  is 
put  together,  it  should  move  so  freelv  that 
it  won't  stand  upright  of  itself.  The 'hands 
of  the  figure  should  Jiave  holes  in  them 
through  which  to  pass  the  handle.  When 
you  have  done  this,  you  may  fix  the  figure 
by  soldering  the  bent  portion  beneath  each 
foot  on  to  the  extended  side,  at  such  a  point 
that  when  the  handle  is  furthest  from  the 
figure  the  latter  bends  forward  in  a  natural 
manner,  and  when  the  liandle  comes  round 
it  clears  the  legs  and  body,  and  at  its  highest 
point  causes  the  figure  to  stand  straight  up. 
The  point  and  the  height  of  the  figure  you  will 
find  out  by  experiment.  It  would  be  no  fun 
for  you  if  all  dimensions  wore  given,  and  you 
had  nothing  to  find  out  for  yourself.  You  will 
not  find  it  a  bad  plan  to  make  a  figure  in 
cardboard  first,  and,  when  yoa  have  discovered 
the  right  si/.e,  cut  the  tin  one  out  from  that. 

There  is  one  point  you  must  be  careful 
about,  and  that  is  the  way  you  fix  your 
sa,il.s;  if  they  point  the  wrong  way,  the  figure 
will  move  in  a  very  unworkmanlike  manner, 
dragging  the  handle  towards  him  instead  of 


turning  it  away  from  him.  To  avoid  this  you 
must  have  the  broad  part  of  the  sails  point- 
ing towards  the  side  on  which  your  figure 
stands,  as  in  the  sketch. 

Now  as  to  setting  it  up.  Get  a  pole  G  or 
7  feet  high,  or  even  more,  and  in  the  centre 
of  the  top  of  it  thrust  a  piece  of  copper  wire 
7  or  8  inches  in  length,  to  be  firm,  and  per- 
fectly upright.  Break  off  the  top  of  a  cham- 
pagne bottle  to  a  length  of  3  or  4  inches, 
and  place  it  over  the  wire,  when  it  will  form 
a  kind  of  glass  cap  to  the  pole,  on  which 
your  windmill  can  revolve  easily.  Next, 
through  the  foundation  piece  and  the  top 
piece  make  two  holes  exactly  opposite,  just 
at  the  balancing  point  of  the  mill,  which 
you  can  roughly  ascertain  by  experiment, 
but  so  that  the  pivot  wire  to  pass  tlirough 
them  shall  be  clear  of  the  sail-axle.  All 
that  now  remains  to  be  done  is  to  set  up  the 
pole  firm!  J  and  pei  pendicularly  in  some  open 


position,  and  whistle  for  the  wind.  As  soon 
as  this  arrives  you  will  see  the  tail-piece  will 
brmg  the  sails  into  the  right  direction  — i.e., 
the  wind's  eye— when  they  will  commence 
spmning  round,  and  the  little  man  will  wind 
away  in  the  most  energetic  fashion,  having 
all  the  appearance  of  turning  the  sails,  and 
not  being  turned  by  them. 

I  have  in  this  paper  only  given  the  very 
simplest  form  of  the  toy  made  in  tin  (but  it 
may  just  as  well  be  made  in  wood),  and  any 
ingenious  boy  will  easily  improve  on  it,  by 
adding  various  other  models  which  can  be 
moved  by  the  same  set  of  sails.  I  have  seen 
a  quasi  steam-engine  hard  at  work,  with  rty- 
wheel  spinning  round,  and  piston-rod  dashing 
backwards  and  forwards  ;  and  also  three 
figures  hammering  away  at  an  anvil.  In  fact, 
there  is  no  end  to  what  a  clever  boy,  with  a 
set  of  sails  and  a  friend  in  the  wind,  may  not 
turn  out,  if  he  will  only  give  his  mind  to  it. 


CHESS. 


Problem  No.  266. 

Bv  ^[.  Eiini-NsTii;x. 


and  after  White's  next  move  (Q  x  P,  ch.). 
Black  will  give  mate  in  four  moves. 


,11  ii  «  b> 


I  'vuii-K.  I        » -t- 7  =:  1 6  jjiecu 
White  to  play,  ami  mate  in  three  (3)  moves. 


Q-E  7  (eh.),  K— 
Solved  by  W.  T. 

1,  KxP,  P— 


Kixg's  Bishop's  Game. 
This  opening,  1,  P^K  4,  P— K  4  ;  2,  B  — 
B  4,  is  a  very  safe  one,  and  often  played  by 
great  masters.  A  fine  specimen  of  it,  played 
between  McDonnell  (White)  and  Boden 
(Black),  is  this:  — 


Solutions. 

PiioBLEM  250,  page  239.— 1,  K  -Kt  2,  B  x 
E  (ch.)  (or  a,  b,  c).  2,  K— Kt  3,  B  x  Q.  3, 
B-E7mate.  (a)  K  x  E.  2,  K-Kt  3  (dis. 
ch.).  K-Q  ().  3,  Q— Q  s(j.  mate.  (6)  E  x  E. 
2,  Q  -E  5  (eh.),  KxP.  .3,  Kt— K  5  mate, 
(e)  B  X  Kt  or  E-Q  4.  2, 
Kt  5.  3,  Q-E  3  mate. 
Hurley  and  J.  Swyer. 

Problem  No.  207,  page 
ESQ  (ch.).    2,  B  X  Q,  E  moves.   3,  E  to  one 
of  10  squares  accordingly,  discover  check  and 
mate.    Solved  by  W.  T.  Hurley  and  -J.  D 
Tucker. 

Problem  No.  2.58.-  1,  P— B  5,  P— K  7  (or 
a,  b).  2,  Q  X  P,  P  X  Q.  3,  B-Kt  2  mate, 
(fl)  B-Kt  3.  2,  E-B  5  (ch.),  any.  3,  Q 
mates.  (6)  Kt— Q  C.  2,  E-B4,  KxE  or 
Kt-B  4.  3,  Q— B  0  or  E-Q4  mate.  Solved 
by  W.  T.  Hurley  and  .J.  D.  Tucker. 

Problem  No.  259,  page  271.— 1,  Q-E  fi, 
and  2,  Q  or  B  mates.  Solved  by  W.  T.' 
Hurley. 

Problem  No.  260,  page  303.-1,  Q  x  P,  and 
2,  Q,  P,  or  E  mates.  Solved  by  Jessie  and 
AVinnie  Tucker. 


Will  IK. 

1.  P-K  4 


2.  B 


P- 
P— 


(!.  PxP 


B  4 
Q  Kt  4 
Q  B  3 
Q4 


7.  K- 

8.  Q 


9.  B  X  P 


B  sq 
E  5 


10. 
11. 
12.  Q 


B  -E  3 
B  X  P  (ch) 


<B 

13.  Q-E  4 

14.  Kt    K  B  3 

15.  Q  Kt-Q  2 

16.  Kt  X  Kt 

17. '  E-Q  Kt  sq 

18.  Kt~B  3 
I'J.  E— Q  sq 

20.  B    B  5 

21.  PxQ 

22.  K  -  Kt  sq 

23.  Q  -  B  2 

24.  B  X  E 


El.ACK-. 

P-K  4 
B-B  4 
B  X  Kt  P 
B— B  4 

PxP 

B-Kt  5  (ch) 
B-E  4 
P-Q4 
Q-K  2 
Kt-K  B  3 
QxB 
Kt-B  3 
Kt  X  P 
B-  Q  2 
Kt  X  Kt  (ch) 
Castles 
Q-Q  4 
B-B  4 
K  E-K  sq 
Q  X  Kt 
B-  E  C, 
E-K  3 
E  X  p 
KtxB 


H 

in  honour  of  our  esteemed  Editor, 
G.  A.  Hutchison, 

l;v  U.  F.  L.  >Ii:VE];. 


(ch) 


White  uiKt'-S  HI  five  (5)  moves. 


4^9 


MAY. 


I,— In  Poultry-Run,  Pigeon-loft,  Aviary, 
Kabbitry,  Caviary,  etc. 

By  Gokdon  Stables,  m.d.,  e.n. 

Fancy  Mick. —Some  boys  liave  asked  me  rather 
pleadingly  to  say  a  word  about  these.  Now,  I  do  not 
u-ant  a  whole  thousand  or  two  of  our  readers  to  start 
mice-breeding,  but  1  must  say  it  is  a  delightfid  and 
instructive  little  fancy  fur  lads.  A  boy  who  gains 
experience  in  breeding  mice  may  become  a  great  stock- 
keeper  when  a  man,  ami  go  in  lur  thoroughbred  horses 
or  polled  cattle,  rivalling  even  Her  Most  Gracious 
Majesty  in  winning  i)rizes  at  big  .^hows. 

Now,  you  can  buy  fancy  mice  from  sixpence  each 
anil  upwards,  and  the  food  costs  ljut  little  ;  while,  as 
your  stock  increases,  you  may  make  the  cages.  Some 
fancy  mice  of  strange  colours  will  sell  for  half-a-guinea 
each.  1.  The  cages  must  be  roomy  and  strong  ;  four  or 
five  doe  mice  may  be  kept  in  one.  2.  They  must  be 
kept  very  clean.  3.  Best  disinfectant  is  Sanitas,  but  it 
must  not  take  the  place  of  cleanliness.  4.  Food: 
luncheon  biscuit  steeped  in  a  little  milk  thrice  a  week, 
or  slate  bread  or  Spratt  biscuit.  (Crushed  oats  and 
canary  seed,  a  little  bran  now  and  then,  anil  any  nut 
that  ilxs  not  contain  oil.  5.  Dishes  for  the  food, 
(i.  Soft  food  best  in  the  morning,  grains  by  day.  7.  No 
ehee.se  or  dainties,  no  strong  green  food.  H.  Sawdust 
sliglitly  moistened  with  Saintas.  9.  Don't  breed  with 
mice  till  they  are  three  months  old.  10.  They  go  in 
kindling  from  twelve  to  fourteen  days.  11.  Young  are 
born  naked,  ami  want  cotton  wool  in  nesting  apartment. 
12.  Tlicy  are  weaned  at  the  age  of  two  weeks,  and  in 
two  weeks  after  the  doe  may  be  mated  again.  N.B. 
Mate  two  of  ilifTerent  colours  to  get  fancy  colours. 
Tortoiscshell  are  valuable,  so  are  fawns  and  piebald. 
If  you  could  breed  some  marked  like  Dutch  rabbit.-,  you 
would  bring  down  the  house.  Books  on  Mice  :  They 
are  fully  treated  of  in  a  wee  liook  puljlished  by  Upcott 
(iiU,  170,  Strand,  cost  liil.  Also  in  Warne  &  Co.'s  book 
called  ■'  Hints  al>out  Home  and  Farm  Favourites."  and 
in  "Minor  i*ets,"  published  by  Swan  .Sonnenscheiu. 

The  Poui.Tiiv-liiTV.— We  shall,  I  Ijelieve,  liave  a  fine 
May  and  a  ratlier  dry  summer.  You  will  eontintie  to 
set  hens  when  you  have  the  chance.  Some  fowds  really 
give  one  the  chance  too  often,  but  yoir  must  have  few 
if  that  kind  about.  And  you  wid  attend  well  to  your 
chickens.  I  told  you  all  about  them  in  my  la-st,  and 
about  cooping.  I  do  not  remember  if  I  said  the  coop 
ought  to  be  big  and  roomy.  1  have  seen  coops  so  small 
tliat  the  hen  had  to  sipiat  all  day.  Now,  it  is  just  as 
cruel  to  keep  a  hen  all  day  hoig  in  a  coop  as  it  is  to  keep 
a  jioor  dog  constantly  on  the  chain. 

1  lioi)e  you  have  a  nice  grass  run  for  your  fowls.  It 
is  really  very  diffleuU  to  keep  them  in  good  health 
unless  you  have,  for  the  simple  reasons  that  they 
neither  get  e.\ercise  nor  the  kind  of  food  they  ouulit  to 
have  a  portion  of,  and  wduch  they  always  find  forthem- 
selves  on  the  grass.  Well,  if  you  really  have  not  got  a 
grass  run,  you  must  try  to  do  the  best  you  can  without. 
Struggle,  therefore,  to  keep  the  run  dry  and  sweet. 
Diarrlwca  and  debility  are  so  often  found  among  fowls 
that  are  Iniddled  together  in  a  small,  wet  run,  to  s,Ty 
nothing  of  liver  complaint,,  cramp,  t>undjle  foot.  etc. 
fcorce  kiuii  of  .c.irde.-i  ie-.*;-e  wU'kt  te  be  thrown  i.-i  to 


tliem  about  once  in  two  days,  even  if  this  be  on'y  the 
mowings  from  the  grass  plot.  Scatter  oats,  Ijarley.  oi- 
rice  among  this  .so  that  they  may  have  to  searcli  to  Mud 
it,  and  keep  the  dust  bath  in  the  driest  and  must 
excellent  order,  not  forgetting  the  sulphur  and  the  lime 
from  old  walls,  for  fowls  will  not  do  well  without  this. 

Fatten  fowds  and  ducks  by  penning  them  and  feeding 
rationally.  I  cannot  approve  of  the  cramming  plan. 
It  seems" to  me  but  next  in  cruelty  to  the  pale  de  fois 
(jt'as  system  with  geese. 

Tun  PiGEON'-LoFT.— Boy  correspondents  frequently 
ask  me  al)out  '•  canker  "  iu  the  pigeon.  I  say  woe  be  to 
you  if  you  get  tliis  horrible  disease  in  your  pigeonry  ;  it 
will  completely  spoil  your  season,  attacking  every 
young  bird,  iicrljaps  killing  nearly  all.  It  is,  in  niy 
"opinion,  entirely  a  disorder  produoe<l  by  overcrowding, 
foul  water,  and  dirty  food  ;  but  once  started  it  is,  of 
course,  most  infectious,  or,  at  any  rate,  contagions. 
The  be-t  way  of  curing  it  is  to  prevent  it.  'J'liat  may 
sound  Iri-h,  but  it  is  common  sense.  Canker  may 
attack  the  throat  or  the  liead.  Take  the  bird  away  at 
once,  and  go  in  for  r  lcaiiing  and  disinfection.  Gather 
tip  your  loins  and  .set  tu  work  like  a  man.  Y'ou  needn't 
dabble  with  cures  much  ;  you  will  only  give  the  bird 
pain  and  do  little  good.  Tlie  safest  aiiplication,  perhaps, 
is  equal  parts  of  glycerine  and  tincture  of  iron  put 
on  twice  or  thrice  a  day  with  a  camel's  hair  brusli. 

Let  the  food  now  Ijc'the  best  gre.'  yieas,  dari,  wheat, 
rice,  maize,  etc.  See  to  its  cleanness.  Give  clean 
water  in  a  w  ell-rinsed  fountain  every  morning.  If  you 
find  the  hopper  empty  of  a  morning,  it  is  a  signyoudid 
not  put  enough  in  the  night  before.  See  to  the  comfort 
of  your  pets  before  von  get  your  own  breakfast.  A  boy 
that  can  sit  down  and  tuck  in  his  own  morning  meal 
slowly  and  la/.ilv,  as  some  boys  do,  will  never  be  a  great 
man  or  worth  liis  salt.  Salt  cat  you  x\  ill  not  forget, 
nor  gravel  and  old  lime,  nor  some  green  food,  such  as 
lettuce-leaves. 

The  Av[ARY.~-Rcad  last  month's  '•  Doings."  I  hope 
that  everything  is  going  well  with  .vou,  and  that  you 
h.ivc  egg.s  or  jierliaps  young  birds.  Take  care  that  the 
egg  and  bread-crumb  is  always  nice  and  sweet.  No 
shop  eggs,  please,  nor  French.  Irish  will  do  at  present ; 
it  is  when  eggs  are  dear  that  Irish  eggs  are  stale. 

Ventilation  in  a  room  wdiere  birds  are  kept  is  most 
important  both  for  the  birds  and  the  human  bipeds. 
So  always  have  the  wdndow  open  a  couple  of  hours  a 
day  or  more.  Not  a  little  way,  mind  you,  because  that 
means  a  dangerous  draught,  but  right  up  or  right 
down,  as  the  case  may  be.  You  may  nroteet  the 
breeding  cage,  howeTer. 

Don't  forget  clean  food. 

This  is  tlie  bird-ne.sting  sea.son.  How  little  do  boys 
think  of  the  amount  of  uusery  they  cause  to  our 
iimocent  songsters  by  robbing  their  nests!  Indeed, 
wdiat  with  boys  robbing  nests  and  women  wearnig 
birds  in  their  hats,  before  long  we  shall  hardly  have  a 
British  .songster  left  in  England.  Tliere  ;u-e  three 
l)Cople  in  this  world  I  thorougldv  dett'st.  1.  The  bov 
who  wantonly  de.-trovs  voung  birdsand  their  nests.  A 
boy  of  this  .sort  shouid  never  aspire  to  anything  higher 
than  being  a  billiard-marker  or  a  iwultever's  clerk. 
2.  The  man  who  devours  a  lark  on  toast.  I  don't  care 
if  be  be  an  ea)  l  or  a  duke,  he  U  but  a  soulless  "coof." 
a.  The  -o,in!j  lady  who  wear^  birds  in  her  benntt  or 


hat.  I  do  not  wish  her  any  harm,  but  binis  worn  thus 
always  bring  bad  luck  to  the  wearer — so,  at  least,  I  have 
been'  told.   So,  ladies,  beware  I 

Thk  RABniTHY. — Just  continue  to  feed  as  well  as  you 
know  how  to,  on  roots,  oats,  and  green  food,  not  damp, 
with  now  and  then  a  nice  mash.  As  the  summer  wears 
on  and  gets  warmer,  be  most  careful  to  keep  your 
rabbits  clean,  and  as  now  you  will  have  them  out  of 
doors,  beware  of  leakage  tlirough  the  roof.  No  matter 
how  much  betiding  you  put  in,  it  will  soon  be  useless  if 
the  hutches  leak. 

Leave  no  roots  or  green  food  about  to  decay. 

The  Kitchen  Garden-.— Put  in  more  peas  for  rota- 
tion of  crops.  Plant  greens  to  come  on  in  autumn. 
Keep  down  weeds.  Thin  out  beds,  and  keep  everything 
in  the  pink  of  beauty  and  cleanliness. 

The  Flower  Garden.— .\.bout  the  middle  of  this 
month  will  lie  soon  enough  to  befl  down,  but  of  course 
all  will  depend  on  the  weather.  Though  weare  to  have 
a  nice  Mav,  a  niglifs  frost  mail  come.  Do  not  forget 
to  plant  dwarf  asters  ;  they  make  such  a  charming  sliow 
in  autumn. 

The  Window  G.msden.- Keep  your  boxes  well 
watered  and  free  from  weeds.  A  little  liquid  manuie 
does  uuKdi  fjooil  now  ami  then.  Canary  r'reepers  and 
tropsiilum  speciosum  should  not  be  forgotten.  Study 
■window  gardening  wherever  you  see  it.  A  glance  is 
ottcii  better  than  a  whole  lecture  on  this  subject. 


II. — Entomology. 
By  tue  Eev.  Theodore  Wood,  f.e.s. 

In  May  the  entomologist  will  find  him.self  pretty  well 
overwheiraeel  with  work.  Butterflies  and  moths  are 
coining  out  fast ;  caterpillars  are  appearing  in  multi- 
tudes ;  beetles  are  more  numerous  than  in  almost  any 
other  month  of  the  year  :  and  every  hour  that  the 
cnllector  can  spare  for  his  favourite  pursuit  will  be 
fully  occu])ied. 

F'irst  as  to  butterflies.  Lookout  for  the  two  Pearl- 
boniered  FritiUarics  {Anijiii/iii  Eiiplirosiine  au:\  .sp/ewei 
in  the  open  parts  of  woods.  The  Glanville  FntUlary 
(J/.  Cin.ria)  also  appars,  but  is  exceedingly  local. 
Look  for  it  in  mugli,  broken  gronml,  where  the  naiTOW- 
leaved  jilantain  is  aliumlaut.  The  Wood  White  (Zci/ca- 
phasia  .Miiapis),  slow  of  flight  and  ea.sy  to  catch,  is  on 
tlie  wing,  and  iiffects  woodland  clearings.  The  Uark- 
veined  White  {Aporia  cruUviii)  n.vd  to  ajipear,  but 
seems  now  to  be  almost  extinct.  The  (drizzled  Skijiper 
(llfsperia  alveolus)  is  usually  plentiful  on  slofKS  and 
railway  banks  :  but,  as  it  only  remains  on  the  wing  for 
a  very" short  time,  specimens  should  be  taken  at  oin'C. 

For  moths  the  beating-stick  wdll  be  invaluable.  The 
tcim,  however,  is  rather  a  misnomer  ;  "  sliaking-.stick" 
would  be  a  more  suitable  title,  ("ut  a  hazel  rod  about 
four  feet  long,  with  a  fork  at  one  end,  and  with  tins 
s/ude  the  bushes.  "Beating"  is  less  effectual,  and 
results  in  a  good  deal  of  injury  to  foliage.  Remember 
that  the  moths  almost  invariably  fly  out  on  the  leeiniid 
side  ;  and  be  ready  with  the  net.  Many  moths  take 
some  little  time  in  'making  up  their  minds  to  fly.  so  do 
not  be  in  too  great  a  hurry  to  pass  on.  Nearly  all  the 
moths  taken  in  this  manner  will  be  ileoincti  a: 

Palings  and  tree*tnu)ks  should  be  carefully  and 
legularly  examined.  This  should  be  done  eailij,  lor 
when  tli'e  sun  begins  to  shine  upon  a  fence  the  moths 
leave  it.  Searching  the  palings  is  quite  a  knack,  which 
comes  only  by  practice.  Some  moths  are  very  hard  to 
see,  owing  to'  their  resemblance  to  bits  of  stick,  dead 
leaves,  or  splashes  of  mud.  Others  creep  into  a  con- 
venient crevice,  and  cannot  be  ejected  without  great 
(liflioulty.  In  such  cases  a  little  gentle  persuasion 
with  a  grass-stem  will  often  be  found  very  useful. 
Moths  on  tiee-trnnks  are  still  more  inconspicuous,  aiid 
the  keenest  eye  will  often  fail  to  detect  ihem.  They 
seldom  rest  at  more  than  five  feet  from  the'  ground, 
however,  and  usually  select  cither  the  iiortlierji  or 
western  side  of  the  trunk. 

Light  will  be  very  attractive  this  month.  "Visit  the 
street  lamps  as  oft«ii  as  iKissiljlc,  es[>ocially  upon  warm, 
dark  evenings,  wdien  theic  is  a  probability  of  rain. 
Old  clothes  should  be  worn,  as  many  moths  cannot  lie 
obtained  without  swarming  the  fiosts.  Some  morlis  sjt 
upon  the  glass,  others  cling  t<i  the  uprights,  and  a  few- 
get  underneath  and  find  their  way  inside.  The-e  latter 
are  the  most  troublesome  of  all,  as,  in  older  to  get  at 
them,  it  is  neces-ary  to  open  the  door. 

Hardly  any  i/oi(i((f  are  to  be  found  in  May,  and  the 
treacle-pot  m.av  be  left  ai  home.  The  exquisite  Beauti- 
ful Yellow  LT'nderwing  {Auaria  murlilli).  however. 
Hies  over  heather  in  the  sunshine,  and  the  still  smaller 
Dwarf  Yellow  Underwing  {Ihliodes  aihidi  )  uvi-r  nii.s- 
eellaneous  herbage  on  railway  banks  and  in  ini  aiUi\\s. 

Caterpillais  will  be  jilentiful  both  by  day  ami  night  ; 
and  those  who  wi-h  for  good  "specimens"  will  do  wall 
to  capture  and  bT  Ccd  as  many  as  possible.  Trees  sbould 
be  beaten  over  an  umbrella,  or  a  sheet  spread  on  the 
ground.  For  uight-work  a  lantern  will,  of  course,  be 
necesjiarv. 

Beetles  appear  in  myriads.  Do  r.s  much  as  you  can 
with  the  sweeping-net.  After  dusk  quiie  a  new  let  of 
beetles  come  out,  and  the  i-ontents  of  the  net.  it 
brought  home  in  a  wel  -made  eanva.s  bag,  t  c.l  iiiihilii 
round  the  neck,  will  prove  exceeihngly  )ii(«luciive. 
Do  not  atteuqit  to  examine  more  than  a  \  cry  small 
qnantitv  of  the  swfcpings  at  a  time. 

The  blosseimsof  elder  and  hawthorn  usually  swaim 
with  beetles,  a.s  do  these  of  many  of  the  umbellifen  iis 
iilants  Ditl-h-plants.  too.  are  very  productive.  Some- 
thing like  half  the  British  beetles,  indeed,  are  to  l.e 
fouml  during  Mav  ;  and  he  who  does  not  gieatly  im- 
prove Ws  collection  in  the  "  merrie  month"  mu.st  be 
either  exceptionally  unfortunate  or-  esieeptieiiallj  luay ! 


Eabrits  Breeding  (Ignoramus). — In 
s]iriii;,'  time.  They  should  not  he 
allow  ed  t(j  breed  after  October,  as  the 
yuuiig  are  born  naked  and  blind  and 
w  ant  a  very  warm  bed  of  cotton  wool 
or  liair.  The  rabbit  will  pluck  her 
own  fur  out  to  make  the  nest,  if  not 
supplied.  Hares  and  guinea-pigs  are 
born  "  ready  for  the  road." 

JIastiff  ■with  Ringworji  (Cymor). — 
1.  It  is  a  kind  of  ringworm.  Eub  the 
s])ots  ilaily  with  a  mixture  of  one  part 
of  Lano-creoliu  and  one  part  co  Sul- 
phur Ointment.  2.  Bed  on  clean  dry- 
wheat  or  oat  straw.  3.  Wash  once  a 
M'cek  with  Sanitas  soap. 

Foul  Bueatii  (Distressed,  and  many 
others).  -1.  Yes,  bad  to  bear,  but  you 
f^ive  us  no  clue.  2.  Tlie  trouble  may 
arise  from  dyspepsia,  if  so,  cure  that  ; 
a  study  of  i)r.  Gordon  Stables's  arti- 
cles to  boys  will  enable  you.  If  from 
lungs,  see  "a  doctor.  If  from  teeth,  use 
the  Dento-Phenoline  (Calvert's),  a 
few  drops  on  the  tooth-brush,  then 
put  twenty  drops  in  a  \\  ine-glass  of 
water  for  a  mouth  wash.  We  take 
this  opportunity  of  saying  that  thou- 
sands of  young  folks,  male  and  female, 
spoil  their  teeth  and  cause  themselves 
great  suffering  by  ealing  bin/  sincls. 
When  then  the  teeth  are  not  cleansed 
aud  disinfected,  fermentation  ensues, 
and  decay  begins.  So  keep  the  month 
clean,  in  the  way  we  show  you,  aud 
avoid  cheap,^weets. 

DoRJiiCF,  ( Wykc-mith),— 1.  Get  them 
at  any  natiu-alist's.  2.  About  Is.  6rf. 
a  pair  or  less.  3.  Get  a  pair.  4.  Get 
a  yiair  of  all  animals.  Solitary  cou- 
liiiement  is  cruel. 

I  ■<  (r,iise-tree). — If  hatched  on  the 
prcmi-es  they  will  not  fly  away.  Any  , 
kind  of  small  grains,  and  crumbs. 

Cat  e.^.tin"G  Cockroache-s  (W.  R.). — 
No ;  but  what  is  the  harm  ?  "  De 
gustibus,"  etc. 

Dor.a  (C.  F.  Weatheriy).— 1.  The  poor 
old  dog  will  not  live  long.  2.  JIou- 
grels. 


Points  op  Eetrievek  Pcppt  (Articled  Clerk;.— 
1.  White  spots,  if  large,  are  against  him.  2.  Feed 
well  aud  give  oceans  of  milk,  and  coat  will  come 
right.  3.  Boiled  Spratt's  Cake,  greens,  gravy,  etc., 
four  times  a  day,  very  early  and  last  thing  at  night. 
4.  As  much  romping  exercise  as  possible. 

Yarious  (Reader).—!.  Press  the  hard  skin  back  off 
the  nails  every  morning  with  a  toilet  knife.  2.  An- 
swered lately.  3.  We  do  not  know  of  any  such 
book.  Write  to  some  C.E.  of  your  acquaintance  or 
friends. 

Babbit  and  Bird  (A.  Y.  T.).— A  rabbit  skin  and  bone, 
and  bird  that  never  sings  !  We  fear  you  are  one  of 
the  boys  who  buy  pets  and  then  wonder  how  they 
should  be  treated.  Tliis  is  cruel  in  the  extreme. 
Always  study  the  h.abits,  etc.,  of  the  coming  pet  and 
have  all  ready  for  him. 

Cost  or  Newfoundland  Puppy  (G.  A.  T.).— 1.  £5 
for  pedigree  stock,  and  from  this  to  £15.  2.  Dumb- 
bells. 

Birds,  etc.  (Postman). — 1  aud  ?.  All  mule-breeding  is 
uncertain.  Get  good  cock  goldfiuch  and  variegateii 
cinnamon.  Of  course  you  might  ha\-e  the  hen  the 
goldfinch,  but  she  would  not  m.Tko  so  reliable  a 
mother.  Same  Mith  liunfr-.  3.  Yis  :  if  jierfectly 
tame.  You  must  get  a  book  if  you  go  in  for  mule- 
breeding. 

JIousE  (M.  Kefter).— Canary  seeil  aud  all  kinds  of 
grain  and  crusts.   Keep  clean.    Do  not  give  cheese. 

Hollow  Teeth  (L,E,  H,  L.),— Y'ou  cannot  do  it  your- 
self. Y'ou  will  have  to  consult  a  deutist.  Do  not 
read  quack  advertisements. 

Offensively  Swe.\.ting  Feet  (ilany  Querists).— Tliis 
cannot  be  set  to  rii;hts  Ijv  merely  outward  applica- 
tions, though  tlu'-o  Iiel]!,'  The  health  is  generally 
below  par,  and  this  nuist  I  c  seen  to  first.  Tincture 
of  Iron,  Kepler's  Extract  of  ^lalt  and  Cod  Liver  Oil. 
or  Fellows'  Syrup  all  do  good,  and  the  bowels  must 
be  kept  regular.  Change  the  socks  frequently  and 
wear  easy  boots.  Put  Sanitas  Fluid  and  sea-salt  in 
the  water  yoti  wash  the  feel  with  night  and  morning  : 
and  sprinkle  inside  the  stockiugs  and  boots  a  mixture 
of  oxide  of  zinc  and  starch. 

Tame  E.vrs  (Ursula  Adams). — Feed  on  bread  and 
milk,  seeds  and  grains,  and  apples,  etc.  They  should 
have  a  dark  room  in  the  cage,  aud  plenty  of  dry  soft 
hay  for  bedding, 

QuEEH  Pets  (A.  J.  Pye). — We  will  have  an  article 
suortiv  on  these  and  ou  the  Yivariiun. 
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under  the  enemy's  fire  was  all  very  well 
as  a  strategic  movement.  But  when  it 
came  to  deciding  what  to  do  next,  the 
difficulties  of  the  situation  became  pain- 
fully apparent. 

Mr.  Stratton  stayed  half  an  hour 
chatting  over  the  shop  affairs,  and  then 
rose  to  go. 

"  Good-night,  boys.  It's  time  for  Mr. 
Forder's  boys  to  be  back  in  their  house." 

This  unpleasant  reminder  had  a  very 
damping  effect  on  the  conviviality  of  the 
party  generally.  As  soon  as  the  master 
had  gone,  Wally  said  : 

"  It  strikes  me  you  Modern  kids  are  in 
a  bit  of  a  mess." 

"  I'm  afraid  your  bedroom  will  be  a 
little  imtidy,"  said  Fisher  ir. 

"  The  best  thing  you  can  do  is  to  climb 
back  by  the  window,"  suggested  D'Arcy. 

"  I  don't  fancy  you'll  want  a  warming- 
pan  to-night,"  said  Ashby. 

This  was  all  very  nice  and  helpful.  The 
heroes  looked  at  one  another  dismally. 

"  We  must  lump  it,"  said  Percy.  "  They 
can't  do  anything  very  bad." 

"  Can't  they  ?  "  said  Cottle.  "  Were 
you  ever  licked  by  Briiikman  ?  " 

"No,"  said  the  others. 

"  All  i-ight — I  have  been — that's  all." 

This  sounded  alarming.    D'Arcy  said  : 

"  Why  don't  you  come  over  to  our  side, 
and  cut  that  lot.  We  could  have  no  end 
of  larks  if  you  were  Classics,  instead  of 
little  Modern  beasts." 

"  Our  side's  as  good  as  yours,"  snapped 
Lickford. 

"All  serene  ;  you'd  better  go  and  join 
them,"  said  Wally. 

This  did  not  advance  the  argument 
much  further.  Of  course  it  was  out  of 
the  question  to  go  and  tell  tales  to  the 
Classic  prefects,  or  even  to  their  own 
master.  Nor  was  the  suggestion  of 
sleeping  that  night  on  the  Classic  side 
hailed  with  enthusiasm  by  either  party. 

On  the  whole  D'Arcy's  suggestion  of 
getting  back  by  the  window  seemed  the 
most  hopeful.  When  once  back  they 
would  go  straight  to  bed,  where  they 
would  be  safe  for  a  while.  Then,  if  they 
could  manage  to  rise  at  the  supernatural 
hour  of  six,  they  might  succeed  in  evading 
the  penalties  of  rebellion  for  another  day. 
For  to-morrow  being  exeat  day,  they 
would  be  free  to  roam  where  they  liked. 
And  they  had  a  very  good  idea  that 
somewhere  would  give  Forder's  house  a 
very  wide  berth. 

"  Tell  you  what !  "  exclaimed  Wally, 
slapping  his  brother  on  the  back  so  hard 
as  to  cause  him  to  yell  loud  enough  to 
bring  every  prefect  of  Fellsgarth  on  to 
the  spot.  "  Tell  you  what,  old  chappies  ; 
of  course  we  will !  Why  ever  dichr't  we 
think  of  it  before — eh  ?  " 

"  Think  of  what  ?  " 

"  Why,  we'll  go  up  Hawk's  Pike,  of 
course." 

"  Of  course  we  will,"  said  everybod3'. 

What  mattered  it  to  them  that  Hawk's 
Pike  had  defied  the  ordinary  tourist  for 
generations '?  They  weren't  ordinary 
toiu'ists,  or  anything  like. 

"You  come  over  for  us  at  six,"  said 
Wally.  "  Bring  the  grub  we  left  in  your 
room.  It'll  be  a  regular  sell  for  all  those 
chaps.    We'll  make  a  day  of  it." 

It  seemed  a  magnificent  solution  of  the 
problem  ;  and  on  the  strength  of  it  the 
five  truants  departed,  not  without  mis- 
givings, for  their  quarters. 


The  rope  was  still  dangling  from  their 
wmdow,  and  Cash,  whose  father  was  in 
the  navy,  was  selected  by  general  consent 
as  the  member  of  the  party  best  qualified 
to  make  the  first  ascent.  He  modestlj' 
tried  to  induce  some  one  else  to  assume 
the  honour,  but  he  was  outvoted,  and, 
devoutly  hoping  to  find  the  coast  clear  of 
the  enemy,  he  addressed  himself  to  the 
venture. 

It  was  not  particularly  arduous  for  a 
decent  climber,  and  in  a  couple  of  minutes 
his  companions  saw  him  swing  himself  on 
to  the  ledge,  and  disappear  into  the  room. 

In  a  moment  he  put  out  his  head. 

"All  clear,"  said  he.  "The  door's 
smashed  in,  and  all  the  things  kicked 
about  anyhow  ;  but  there's  no  one  about." 

That  was  the  main  thing.  The  com 
pany  speedily  followed,  materially  assisted 
in  their  clamber  by  sundi-y  knots  tied  in 
the  rope  by  the  ingenious  Cash,  and  by 
his  energetic  hauling  from  above. 

The  programme  was  carried  out  with 
out  a  hitch.  Without  waiting  for  the 
bed-boll  they  one  and  all  presented  them- 
selves to  the  dormitory  dame,  and  requested 
permission  to  turn  in ;  pleading  sevei-e 
fatigue  (which  was  by  no  means 
imaginary),  as  the  reason  for  this  im 
wonted  haste.  So  smartly  was  the 
retirement  effected,  that  no  one  was 
aware  of  their  return  to  their  house  until 
half  an  hour  later.  When  the  dormitory- 
filled  up,  their  five  noses  were  discernible 
peeping  from  out  the  sheets. 

Whatever  chastisement  the  prefects 
may  have  had  in  store  for  them  evidently 
could  not  be  administered  at  present 
For  a  disturbance  in  the  dormitory  was  a 
capital  offence  in  Mr.  Forder's  eyes,  and, 
as  the  master's  room  was  adjacent,  and 
he  was  known  to  have  returned  and  to  be 
within  earshot,  the  only  thing  possible 
was  secretly  to  promise  the  rebels  a  warm 
time  of  it  as  soon  as  they  woke  next 
morning. 

But  revenge  sleeps  sounder  than 
caution.  As  five  struck  in  the  clock 
tower,  Eamshaw,  who  had  had  it  on  his 
mind  he  might  oversleep  himself,  and,  in 
consequence,  had  been  up  looking  at  his 
watch  every  ten  minutes  during  the 
night,  slipped  finally  out  of  bed  and 
roused  each  of  his  partners.  He  expected 
no  gratitude  for  his  good  offices,  and  was 
not  disappointed.  The  sleepers  growled 
and  grunted  at  his  well-meant  efforts, 
pulled  the  clothes  over  their  heads,  called 
him  unfriendly  names,  threatened  him 
with  untold  vengeance,  and  scouted  all 
idea  of  danger  by  delay,  till  he  was 
almost  tired  of  trying.  But  by  the  end 
of  three-quarters  of  an  hour,  with  the  aid 
of  a  moist  sponge  and  other  persuasives, 
he  got  them  to  their  feet  well  awake  to  a 
sense  of  the  undertaking  before  them. 

They  still  grumbled — at  the  cold,  and 
the  darkness,  and  the  fatigue,  and  blamed 
Eamshaw  for  all  three.  They  heartily- 
despised  themselves  for  their  promise  to 
the  Classic  boys  last  night,  and  still  more 
for  the  row  with  their  own  prefects,  -svliich 
was -the  cause  of  all  this  inconvenience, 
But  as  they  gradiially  slipped  on  their 
clothes,  and  the  warm  bed  receded  more 
into  the  background,  they  cheered  up  and 
recovered  their  courage. 

There  was  no  difficulty  in  getting  out. 
The  dormitory  door  stood  open.  Brink - 
man,  who  was  the  prefect  on  duty,  lay 
snoring  loud  and  long  in  the  end  bed 


Mr.  Forder's  bedroom  was  on  the  safe 
side  of  a  brick  wall.  Carrying  their  boots 
in  their  hands  they  slunk  off  to  their 
study,  where  they  made  a  hasty  selection 
from  the  miscellaneous  provisions  stored 
overnight,  and  then,  one  by  one,  solemnly 
slid  down  the  rope. 

Once  on  the  grass,  in  the  chill,  dark  air, 
depression  fell  upon  them  a  second  time. 
Their  thoughts  returned  to  the  snug  beds 
they  had  left.  Even  Brinkman  and 
Clapperton  could  not  take  it  out  of  them 
more  than  this  white  frost  and  nipping  air. 
However,  the  bell  began  to  toll  six ;  and 
the  thought  of  their  companions  in  discom- 
fort spurred  them  on  to  energy.  They 
crawled  across  the  green  to  Wakefield's. 

Four  ghostly  figures  were  visible  in  the 
feeble  dawn,  hovering  mider  the  wall. 

"  Got  the  grub  ?  " 

It  was  the  cheery  voice  of  Wally 
Wheatfield,  at  sound  of  which  the  pilgrims 
took  comfort  and  were  glad  they  had 
turned  out  after  all. 

The  first  thing  was  to  get  clear  of  FeUs- 
gardi,  which  was  easily  accomplished,  as 
no  one  was  about.  Even  had  they  been 
observed,  beyond  the  general  wonder  of 
seeing  nine  juniors  taking  a  morning  walk 
at  G  A.M.,  there  was  nothing  to  interfere 
with  their  liberty.  As  soon  as  they  got 
into  Shargle  W'oods  a  brief  coimcil  of  war 
was  held. 

"  It's  a  jolly  stiff  climb,"  said  Wally. 

"I've  got  a  compass,"  said  Ashby,  as  if 
that  disposed  of  the  difficult^-.  Ashby  had 
an  ulster,  which  just  then  seemed  to  some 
of  his  comrades  a  still  more  enviable  pos- 
session. 

"  How  many  miles  ?  "  asked  Lickford.. 

"  Miles  ?  Who  ever  reckoned  mountains 
by  miles?    It's  three  hours  to  the  top." 

"  That'll  be  nine  o'clock,"  wisely 
observed  Cash. 

"  W^ho  knows  the  way  up?"  Percy- 
asked. 

"  W^ay  up  ?  Can't  you  see  it  ?  "  said 
Wally.  "  When  you  get  to  the  bottom, 
you  go  straight  up." 

"  All  very  well  for  you.    I  can't  walk 
up  a  perpendicular  cliff.     I  daresay  I 
could  come  straight  down  if  I  tried,"  sub 
mitted  Percy. 

"  Oh,  there  are  lots  of  paths.  It's  as 
easy  as  pot,"  said  Wally.  "  Suppose  we 
have  a  bit  of  griib  now.  It'U  be  less  to 
carry,  you  know." 

Whereupon  an  attack  was  made  on  the 
provisions,  with  the  result  that  consider- 
ably less  was  left  to  carry  ivp. 

The  meal  ended,  a  start  was  made  iru 
earnest,  and  the  party  trailed  down  the 
valley  towards  the  lake  at  an  easy  jog-trot, 
and  came  to  the  conclusion  that  ascend- 
ing a  pilce  ^\'as  ridiculously  simple  work. 

By  the  time  they  reached  the  lake,  and 
began  to  strike  up  the  winding  lane  thai 
led  round  to  the  rearward  slopes  of  the- 
gi'cat  motmtain,  an  hour  had  passed. 

"  Nearly  half  way  there,"  said  Fisher  ii, 
hoping  some  one  would  corroborate  the- 
statement. 

"  Oh,  we  don't  count  that  bit  we've- 
come  anything,"  said  Wally.  "  We're  just 
starting  up  now." 

"  Oh,"  said  Fisher,  again  hoping  to  be 
confirmed.  "  Then  it's  only  two  hom-s' 
climb  ?  " 

"  That's  all  yoii  know  about  it.  Wisdom 
used  to  saj-  he  could  do  it  in  three  hours 
from  the  lake  side.  But  he  was  a  wonner 
to  go.    Come  along  ;  wu'c  in,  you  tlinps." 
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""Where  did  "Wisdom  get  killed?" 
asked  Percy,  by  way  of  a  little  genial  con- 
versation. 

I  heard  over  the  other  side,  down  the 
cliffs  above  the  lake.  He  got  caught  in  a 
mist  and  lost  his  way." 

"  How  do  you  know  this  is  the  right 
way  up  ?  "  asked  Cottle. 

"  Because  it's  as  plain  as  the  nose  before 
your  face,"  retorted  tlie  guide. 

It  was  a  long  dreary  pull  up  the  lower 
slope,  over  the  wet  grass  and  tlirough  the 
bracken,  and  Fisher  11  before  he  accom- 
plished the  first  stage  was  heartily  sick  of 
Hawk's  Pike.  One  or  two  of  his  com- 
panions, to  tell  the  truth,  were  not  quite 
as  enamoured  of  the  expedition  as  they 
tried  to  appear,  but  they  kept  their  emo- 
tions to  tliemselves.  Wally  was  the  only 
member  of  the  party  who  was  imiformly 
cheerful,  and  no  one,  not  even  Percy, 
exactly  liked  to  incur  his  contempt  by 
appearing  to  enjoy  the  clamber  less  than 
he. 

"  Come  on,  you  chaps,"  cried  the  leader 
as  he  staggered  to  the  top  of  the  slope. 
"  Keep  it  up.  What  a  crow  it  will  be  for 
us,  when  we  get  to  the  top  !  " 

"I  suppose,"  gasped  Fisher  ir,  as  he 
threw  himself  on  the  grass,  "  we're  half- 
way now  ?  " 

"  Getting  on,"  said  "Wally.  "  I  daresay 
on  the  top  of  that  next  ridge  we  shall  be 
able  to  see  the  top." 

"  What,  isn't  that  the  top  ?  "  said  poor 
Fisher,  craning  his  head  up  towards  the 
beetling  crag  above  them. 

"  Top  ?  No,  that's  the  knob  halfway 
down  we  see  from  the  School  window. 
The  stiff  part  begins  after  that.  ' 

Keally  Wally,  if  he  had  tried  to  be 
heartless,  could  not  have  succeeded  better. 
Had  he  but  expressed  some  hint  at  regret 
that  the  distance  was  so  long,  or  vouch- 
safed the  least  semblance  of  a  growl  at  the 
labour  involved,  they  would  have  loved 
him.  As  it  was,  they  durst  do  nothing 
but  hate  him,  and  accept  his  information 
joyously. 

"  That's  nothing,"  said  Lickford.  "  I  feel 
quite  fresh  ;  don't  you,  you  chaps  ?  " 

"  Rather  !  "  they  chimed  in  plaintively. 

"  Better  get  on,"  said  Wally,  after  a  few 
minutes  more.  How  they  loathed  Wally 
then! 

The  new  slops  was  worss  than  the 
first ;  for  the  grass  was  more  boggy,  and  j 
big  stones  here  and  there  jarred  their 
tender  feet.  Besides,  it  grieved  them  to 
see  Wally  zigzagging  steadily  on  ahead, 
utterly  regardless  of  their  distress  behind. 
Yet  no  one  exactly  liked  to  stop.  Had  any 
one  had  the  courage  to  do  so,  they  would 
have  gone  down  like  a  row  of  ninepins. 

Let  no  one  charge  these  boys  with 
chickenheartcdness.  On  the  contrary, 
they  worked  up  that  slope  like  heroes ; 
all  the  more  so  that  they  were  ready  to 
drop,  and  durst  not  for  very  shame. 
There  is  no  hero  like  the  coward  who 
compels  himself  to  be  brave.  Many  a 
man  in  history  has  become  famous  for  an 
exploit  that  cost  him  far  less  than  this 
climb  cost  the  Fellsgarth  juniors.  There- 
fore let  this  record  at  least  award  them 
the  credit  they  deserve. 

It  was  some  satisfaction,  when  the 
knob  was  reached,  and  they  looked  up  at 
the  black  towering  crags  above,  to  see 
that  even  Wally  seemed  staggered  for  a 
moment. 

"  We  may  as  well  have  a  rest  and  some 


grub  before  we  tackle  that  lot,"  said  he. 
"  What  do  you  say  ?  " 

The  motion  was  carried  unanimously'. 

"  It's  eleven  o'clock,"  said  Cash. 
"We've  been  five  hours  already." 

"  Thank  goodness  we've  broken  the 
back  of  it,"  said  Fisher  11. 

"  I  don't  know  so  much  about  that," 
said  Percy.  "  We  shan't  get  up  that  as 
easily  as  we've  done  so  far,  I  fancy." 

"  Rather  not,"  said  Wally,  cheerfully, 
with  his  mouth  full  of  sandwich.  "  I 
believe  it's  not  so  bad  after  we  get  past 
those  rocks  though,  on  to  the  top." 

"What,"  cried  Fisher,  "isn't  that  the 
top  then  ?  " 

"  Bless  you,  no.  We  have  to  go  down  a 
bit  when  we  get  there,  and  cross  a  bog, 
and  then  the  real  pike  begins." 

The  information  was  received  with 
dead  silence,  and  the  party  sat  grimly 
munching  their  lunch  with  upturned  eyes. 

"  Which  way  do  we  go  ?  "  asked  Cottle 
presently. 

"  I  suppose  up  by  the  stream.  It's 
boimd  to  lead  up  to  the  bog." 

The  stream  in  question  was  a  torrent 
which  fell  in  a-  series  of  leaps  through  a 
narrow  gorge  in  the  rocks. 

Fisher  ri  looked  very  blue. 

"I  wisli  I'd  got  my  strong  boots,"  said 
he. 

The  dismal  tone  in  which  he  uttered 
the  words  startled  the  others. 

"I  say,  young  Fisher,"  said  D'Arcy, 
"  you're  not  done  yet,  are  you  ?  " 

Fisher  had  not  the  pluck  to  say  "  yes." 

"  I'll  be  game  after  this  rest.  I  got 
a  little  blown  up  that  last  bit,  that's  all." 

"  It  doesn't  look  awfully  far  now,"  said 
Ashby. 

"  It's  further  than  it  looks.  Come  on  ; 
let's  be  jogging,"  said  Wall^'. 

The  new  ascent,  which  consisted  cliiefly 
in  clambering  from  stone  to  stone  up  the 
rocky  ravine,  was  less  exhausting  than  the 
tramp  up  the  bog,  and  as  Wally  was  no 
better  at  this  sort  of  climbing  than  any  of 
the  rest,  he  did  not  dishearten  them  by 
getting  hopelessly  ahead,  but  kept  with 
the  party.  Occasionally  they  had  to 
help  one  another  up  a  specially  stiff  ledge, 
and  this  miitual  accommodation  was  an 
additional  source  of  comfort  to  the  weak 
goers.  Progress  was  very  slow.  Cash, 
having  hauled  himself  up  on  to  a  little 
platform  of  moss,  looked  at  his  watch  and 
was  alarmed  to  find  it  was  past  one. 
The  huge  ravine,  at  the  far  head  of  which 
they  could  see  the  open  sky,  seemed  a 
tremendous  distance  yet.  And  after  that, 
according  to  Wally,  was  to  come  the  bog 
and  the  cliffs  beyond,  on  which  Wisdom 
lost  his  life. 

Yet  none  of  these  things  was  quite  so 
bad  as  the  rolling  up  of  some  fleecy  clouds 
behind  them,  which  effaced  the  view 
below,  and  seemed  to  be  crawling  up  the 
mountain  in  pursuit  of  them. 

Cash  pointed  this  out  to  Wally,  who 
grunted. 

"  We  shall  miss  the  view  from  the 
top,"  said  he. 

"  If  we  ever  get  there,"  said  Cash. 

On  they  scrambled  again,  casting  every 
now  and  then  a  longing  look  upward  at 
the  grim  ravine  head,  and  now  and  then 
an  anxious  glance  behind  at  the  fast  over- 
hauling clouds. 

"  We're  bound  to  get  out  of  it  up 
there."  sang  out  Wally. 

But  almost  as  he  spoke  the  light  mist 


swept  past  him,  blotting  out  everything 
but  the  boulder  he  stood  on  and  a  rift  of 
the  dashing  water  at  his  feet. 

The  clouds  had  befriended  Fisher  11. 
They  did  what  he  durst  not  do ;  ordered 
the  party  to  halt. 

"Where  are  you?"  shoiited  Wally 
from  the  invisible. 

"  Here  ;  where  are  you  ?  " 

"  Stay  there,  and  I'll  come  to  you." 

Slowly  the  party  foregathered,  and  stood 
huddled  in  the  blinding  mist  on  a  flat  rock. 

"It's  blowing  over,"  said  Wally.  "We'd 
better  make  back  for  the  hill  side,  and 
get  out  of  this  ravine  till  it  clears  up." 

It  was  no  easy  task  scrambling  back, 
down  that  difficult  way,  over  boulders 
already  made  slippery  by  the  moist  mist, 
and  not  able  to  see  four  yards  ahead. 
The  clouds  poured  iip  to  meet  them  in 
column  upon  column,  growing  denser  and 
wetter  every  minute.  At  last,  how  they 
scarcely  knew,  they  came  down  to  where 
the  rush  of  the  water  ceased  and  the 
stones  gave  place  to  wet  grass. 

"  We  must  be  somewhere  near  where 
we  sat  down  last,"  said  Ashby.  "  Whew  ! 
it's  cold." 

"  The  thing  is,"  said  Percy,  "  aren't  we 
too  nnich  out  to  the  left.  There's  no  sign 
of  a  path  that  I  can  see." 

"  This  looks  like  one,"  said  a  voice 
ahead,  which  they  recognised  as  Wally's. 
"  Come  along — this  way." 

They  followed  as  well  as  they  co-uld, 
and  groped  about  for  the  path.  Then 
they  shouted. 

Wally  replied  out  of  the  mist. 

"  Stay  there  a  bit — it's  not  a  path.  I'U 
yell  when  I've  got  it." 

They  waited,  and  for  five  minutes 
listened  anxiously  for  the  signal.  Then 
they  thought  they  heard  it  away  to  the 
right,  and  floundered  off  in  pursuit.  But 
after  a  little  they  discovered  that  they 
were  going  up  hill. 

"  Hadn't  we  better  go  back  to  where 
we  were,"  said  Cash,  "or  we  may  miss 
him  ?  " 

It  occurred  to  most  or  the  party  that 
they  had  missed  him  already.  Still  they 
decided  to  go  back. 

Presently  they  distinctly  heard  what 
sounded  like  a  voice  below  them. 

"  That  must  be  he.    Yell  !  " 

They  shouted,  and  again  there  seemed 
to  come  a  faint  response. 

"  All  right,"  said  Percy.  "  Stay  where 
you  are,  and  I'll  go  and  fetch  him  up." 

And  he  vanished  into  the  mist. 

"  What's  the  tiirie  ?  "  said  Ashby,  as  the 
party  stood  dismally  waiting. 

"  Half-past  four.  It's  a  good  job  it 
doesn't  get  dark  till  six." 

"  Only  an  hour  and  a  half,"  said  Cottle  : 
"I  wish  those  chaps  would  come." 

But  though  they  strained  their  ears 
and  eyes,  no  sign  of  the  missing  ones 
came ;  nothing  but  the  swish  of  the  rain 
and  the  whistle  of  the  wind  through  the 
grass. 

"  We'd  better  go  on,"  said  D'Arcy  pre- 
sently ;  "  thej^'ll  probably  get  down  some 
other  way.  Look  sharp,  or  it  will  be 
dark." 

So  they  started  at  a  fast  walk  do-^^'n  the 
boggy  slope. 

"  Keep  close,"  said  D'Arcy  after  a  time. 
"  Are  you  all  there  ?  " 

Everybody  answered  for  himself,  but 
not  for  his  neighbour. 

"  You  there,  young  Fisher  11  ?  " 
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"Yes,"  replied  Fisher's  voice  from  the 
rear. 

He  seemed  so  near  that  thej'  started  on 
again. 

But  after  another  fn'e  minutes,  Ashby, 
who  was  last  but  one,  shouted  again. 

"  Where  are  you.  Fisher  ii  ?  " 

There  was  no  answer. 

"Wait  a  bit,  you  fellows.  Fisher  ii's 
behind." 

But  no  answer  came  from  that  direction 
either. 

"  Here's  a  go,"  said  Ashby  to  himself. 
"  That  kid  Fisher's  gone  lame,  and  he'll 
be  lost  if  I  don't  wait  for  him." 

So  he  dismally  turned  back,  shouting 
and  whistling  as  he  went. 

The  clouds  all  round  grew  duller  and 
heavier  in  the  fading  light,  and  the  wind- 
blown rain  struck  keenly  on  the  wanderer's 
cheek. 


"  That  kid,"  said  Ashby  to  himself,  as 
he  sturdily  tramped  through  the  marsh, 
"  ought  not  to  have  come.  He's  not  up 
to  it." 

But  despite  all  his  shouting  and  whis- 
tling and  coo-eying,  not  a  sound  came  out 
of  the  mist  but  the  wind  and  the  driving 
of  the  rain. 

Still  Ashby  could  not  bring  himself  to 
leave  the  "  kid  "  in  the  lurch.  Even  if 
he  did  not  find  him  it  would  be  better 
to  ■ 

"  Ah  !    "Wliat  was  that  ?  " 

He  clapped  his  hands  to  his  mouth 
and  shouted  against  the  wind  with  all  his 
might. 

His  voice  M-as  flung  back  in  his  face ; 
but  with  it  there  came  the  feeble  somrd 
of  a  "  coo-ey  "  somewhere  near. 

Ashby  sprang  to  it  like  a  drowning 
man  to  a  straw.    If  it  was  only  a  lost 
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sheep  it  would  be  some  company.  For 
ten  minutes  he  beat  round,  shouting  all 
the  time,  and  once  or  twice  fancying  he 
heard  an  answer. 

Then  suddenly  he  came  upon  a  great 
boulder,  against  which  leaned  Fisher  ii, 
whimpering  and  shivering. 

"  Here  you  are  !  "  said  Ashby,  joj'ouslv. 
"  I  gave  you  up.  The  others  are  gone  on. 
Come  on.    Hang  on  my  arm,  old  hoss." 

"  I  can't ;  I'm  too  fagged  to  go  on. 
I'm  awfully  sleepy,  Ashbj-.  You  go  on ; 
I'll  come  presently." 

Ashby 's  reply  was  prompt  and  vigorous. 
He  took  his  fellow  jimior  by  the  arm  and 
began  to  march  him  down  the  slope  as 
fast,  almost  faster  than  his  weary  legs 
would  carry  him. 

And  as  they  started,  the  last  of  the 
light  died  out  of  the  mist,  and  left  them 
in  blank  darkness. 
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THE  'digging  went  on  capitally.  Every 
day  old  Goucha  Nichin  came  to  look 
at  the  progress  of  the  works,  appearing 
well  satisfied  at  them,  and  occasionally 
bringing  his  granddaughter. 

Leila  was  invariably  gentle  and 
amiable  ;  she  made  rapid  progress  in  her 
knowledge  of  the  language,  and  every 
time  she  came  gave  new  cause  for  admira- 
tion at  her  intelligence,  her  charming 
nature,  and  her  invariably  gracious  dis- 
position. 

But  Catherine  soon  discovered  under 
the  veil  of  serenity  which  covered  Leila's 
beautiful  features,  that  a  secret  sorrow 
tormented  her.  Delicately  and  without 
seeking  to  encourage  confidences,  she 
grew  increasingly  kind  to  Leila,  whose 
beauty,  intelligence,  and  frankness  made 
her  so  interesting,  and  who  was  apparently 
so  much  alone. 

Leila  was  not  insensible  to  these  marks 
of  generous  sympathy,  and  felt  an 
increased  attraction  towards  the  young 
Frenchwoman.  What  joy  it  would  have 
been  to  her  to  open  her  heart  to  this  new 
friend  who  was  so  prudent  and  trust- 
worthy !  And  now,  since  the  talk  she  had 
had  with  her  grandfather,  her  mind  knew 
no  repose. 

Leila,  brought  up  in  the  dependence 
which  is  the  lot  of  Orientals,  had  at  least 
the  advantage  over  the  women  of  the 
country  of  having  received  a  solid  and 
varied  education.  But  this  superioi-ity, 
in  preserving  her  from  the  narrowness  of 
mind  and  weariness  in  which  those 
women  vegetate,  had  had  the  disadvantage 
of  developing  aspirations  but  little  in 
harmony  with  the  fate  prepared  for 
her. 

The  arrival  of  the  strangers,  the 
courteous  attentions  of  Doctor  Hardy  and 
the  young  people,  above  all  her  intimacy 
with  Catherine,  had  awakened  in  her  new 
feelings  and  new  hopes. 

The  revelations  of  her  grandfather 
had  fallen  like  lead  on  her  heai't.  Not 
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only  was  this  responsibility  which  the 
old  man  himself  had  declared  to  be 
terrible  for  the  brain  of  a  man,  over- 
whelming for  her  yoiuig  head,  but,  for 
some  reason  she  could  not  understand, 
the  words  of  her  grandfather — "  Soon  I 
will  marry  you  to  one  of  your  cousins," 
seemed  despotic  and  pitiless.  Ah  !  why 
had  fate  caused  her  to  be  born  in  a 
country,  a  religion,  a  caste  in  which  no 
choice  was  allowed  her  in  a  subject  so 
serious  ?  Why  was  she  not,  for  instance, 
Catiierine's  sister  ?  And  how  hard  and 
cruel  was  Mithra  to  place  in  her  feeble 
hands  the  keys  of  this  terrible  treasiu'e, 
the  secrets  of  so  many  geirerations  !  How 
much  would  the  poor  girl  have  preferred 
to  this  painful  honour  the  pleasant  sur- 
roundings, the  careless  gaiety,  the  life  free 
from  all  occult  anxiety,  magic  or  myste- 
rious, which  Catherine  and  her  friends 
enjoyed ! 

She  asked  her  continually  about  this 
European  life  which  attracted  her  so 
irresistibly  and  about  which  she  would 
know  much.  Her  reading,  wisely  directed 
by  the  old  magus,  had  given  Leila  clear 
and  precise  notions  as  to  tlie  different 
comitries  of  the  world,  and  Catherine  was 
often  astonished  at  her  knowledge  of 
matters  concerning  Frairce.  But  the  drj- 
skeleton  of  history  is  very  different  from 
the  living  story  of  those  who  have  seen 
a  country  and  come  from  it,  and  Leila  was 
never  tired  of  hearing  her  friend  de- 
scribe the  manners  and  customs  of  her 
native  land. 

"  You  are  fortunate,  you  French  girls  !  " 
she  would  exclaim  ;  "  destiny  has  indeed 
been  kind  to  you !  In  what  are  you 
inferior  to  the  men  ?  Free,  strong,  useful, 
respected,  you  are  indeed  privileged.  I 
am  but  a  slave  compared  to  you." 

"  To  begin  with,"  said  Catherine, 
laughing,  "  I  forbid  you  to  call  my  friend 
a  slave — and  then,  my  dear,  do  not  think 
that  all  French  girls  run  about  the  world 
handling  a  pickaxe.  I  am  thankful  to  know 


most  of  them  have  the  luck  to  possess  a 
fireside  of  which  they  are  the  peaceful 
ornament  for  their  lifetime.  It  was  excep- 
tional circumstances  which  brought  us  to 
Iran.  Three  or  four  years  ago  I  little 
imagined  that  I  should  one  day  know  the 
majestic  Goucha  l\ichin  and  my  gentle 
Leila.  Believe  me,  my  dear,  our  part  is  in 
the  house,  and  many  who  kno^^-  not  my 
'  motives  have  a  semblance  of  reason  for 
j  blaming  the  part  I  have  taken.  But  if 
I  they  knew,  Leila,  the  brother  to  whom 
I  have  for  a  time  sacrificed  my  tastes  and 
my  country,  they  would  not  hesitate  to 
approve  of  my  conduct." 

"Did  yoru'  brother  bring  you  up?" 
asked  Leila,  suddenly  interested. 

"  He  has  been  to  me  the  father  and 
mother  and  family  I  lost." 

"  In  me  also,"  said  Leila,  thoughtfully, 
"  my  grandfather  has  been  all  my  family, 
j  and  he  took  the  greatest  care  in  my  edu- 
;  cation,  but  that  he  did  for  other  reasons 
than  pm-e  affection.  My  gi-andfather  is  a 
wise  man,  he  is  powerful  and  terrible ; 
never  did  I  dare  to  speak  to  him  as  you 
speak  to  your  brother.  Oh !  Catherine, 
how  kind  to  you  he  must  have  been  for 
you  { o  trust  him  so  !  Tell  me  about  your 
childhood.  Describe  to  me  your  Brittany 
and  this  beautiful  Paris  which  I  would 
like  to  see  so  very  much." 

And  Catherine  tallved  about  the  artistic 
wonders,  the  splendid  monuments,  the 
'  wide  streets,  the  glittering  sliops,  the  fair^\- 
lighting,  the  carriages  and  the  horses  of  the 
unrivalled  city, 
j      Lieutenant  Guyon  would  sometimes 
!  leave  the  trench  to  exchange  a  few  words 
with  the  ladies,  and  Maurice  would  come 
after  him  and  tease  the  ladies  for  taking 
away  his  best  workman.    But  instead  of 
showing  the  least  contrition  the  culprits 
would  amuse  themselves  by  retaining  him 
also,  either  by  offering  liim  a  coohng  drink 
or  a  delicious  fruit  which  he  had  not  the 
stoicism  to  refuse,  or  by  leadinj^  him  on  to 
.  some  discussion  touching  his  beloved  dig- 
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gings,  in  which  he  would  join  with  vigour 
and  allow  the  minutes  to  slip  by,  much  to 
Catherine's  joy.  For  the  attentive  sister 
feared  that  excess  of  work  might  ruin  his 
health,  and  she  was  not  sorry  to  see  him 
take  a  moment's  relaxation. 

In  the  company  of  the  cliarming  girl 
and  the  two  polite  yoimg  men,  the  young 
Oriental  seemed  to  lead  a  new  life.  Her 
cheek  of  so  uniform,  a  white  began  to  be 
tinted  with  rose,  her  eyes  sparkled,  she 
lost  her  serious  look,  and  at  some  sally  of 
Louis  Guyon  or  some  extravagance  of 
Gargaridi  she  would  actually  laugh,  which 
was  qiiite  a  new  experience  for  her. 

But  if  the  old  Guebre  approached  and 
let  drop  some  solemn  maxim  in  the  form 
of  an  oracle,  the  passing  animation  which 
had  wrought  so  pleasant  a  change  in  her 
looks  would  disappear  and  give  place  to 
her  accustomed  gravity. 

Doctor  Hardy  had  had  to  return  to 
Teheran,  where  his  patients  were  raising 
a  loird  outcry  for  the  Hakim  Faranghi, 
who  declared  that  he  would  have  a  thou- 
sand times  rather  remained  at  the  camp, 
but  that  duty  was  duty. 

But  these  intervals  of  recreation  did 
not  last  long.    Work  was  carried  on  with 
enthusiasm.    The  old  Guebre  said  that  if 
the  direction  he  had  given  was  adhered 
to  they  would  arrive  at  the  citadel,  the 
kernel,  the  heart  of  the   ancient  city. 
And  once  in  possessiorr  of  the  citadel,  they 
ought  in  a  week  to  reach  the  marvel  of 
marvels,  the  temple  of  Mithra.    He  had  in 
fact  become  the  real  director  of  the  works. 
Maurice  could  no  longer  doubt  the  value 
of  his  associate.     As  to   the  mystery 
with  which  it  pleased  him  to  surroimd 
the  source  of  his  infoi-mation.  the  yormg 
Frenchman    could    not    but  wonder. 
There  was  no  mistake  about  his  having 
somehow  or  other  become  possessed  of 
the  plan  of  this  old  Ecbatana,  its  roads, 
its  arrangement,  and   the  number  and 
nature  of  its  monuments,  his  knowledge 
being  so  precise  as  to  fiU  the  yoimg  archae- 
ologist with  surprise.     Evidently  tradi- 
tion alone  could  have  transmitted  him 
such  secrets,  tradition  guarded  with  jealous 
care,  for  Maurice  had  studied  his  srrbject 
thoroughly  on  all  sides.   The  Bibliotheque 
National,  the  British  Museum,  had  not  a 
corner  which  he  had  not  explored  and 
interrogated,  and  nowhere  had  he  come 
across  anything  like  the  information  pos- 
sessed by  the  old  magus.    Every  time  he 
told  him  that  in  such  a  place  they  would 
find  such  a  thmg,  the  thing  was  found, 
and  although  the  look  and  bearing  of 
Goucha  Nichin  always  inspired  Kerdic 
with  instinctive  aversion,  yet   he  was 
ready  to  follow  his  enigmatic  guide  with 
his  eyes  slrut.    The  Guebre  had  promised 
to  give  him  the  temple  of  the  Sim,  the 
temple  in  which  had  been  heard  the  foot- 
steps of  Alexander,  in  which  had  minis- 
tered the  venerable  magi,  the  observers 
of  the  stars  and  first  possessors  of  universal 
science    Was  that  not  enough  to  excite 
an  archEEologist '?    And  long  and  full  of 
hope  were  the  conversations  of  our  three 
explorers  in  the  evening  when  the  camp 
was  at  rest,  and,  weary  with  healthy 
fatigue,  they  rested  their  limbs  and  gave 
flight  to  their  imagination. 

However,  the  endcf  Lieutenant  Guyon's 
leave  was  approacliing,  and  it  was  with 
increasing  regret  that  he  saw  the  day 
arriving  on  which  he  would  return  to 
Teheran,  even  with  the  consoling  prospect 


that  he  would  there  find  his  friend  and 
relative,  Doctor  Hardy.  But  there  was 
no  way  out  of  it.  This  sojourn  at  the 
camp,  these  labours  of  such  novel  interest, 
this  comradeship  full  of  the  charm  engen- 
dered by  studies  undertaken  in  common, 
all  would  end,  and  soon  doubtless  be 
nothing  more  than  a  pleasant  and  passing 
episode  in  his  life. 

It  was  the  day  before  his  departure. 
To  make  the  best  of  the  last  moments  he 
could  devote  to  his  friends,  Louis  Giryon 
was  working  away  vigorously.  Catherine 
had  just  laughingly  proposed  that  he 
should  have  a  good  mark  for  a  master- 


"  Put  down  your  pick,  sir,  and  come 
back  to  the  tent  for  a  minute  to  make 
yourself  tidy." 

"  Tidy  ?  Have  you  gone  out  of  your 
mind  ?    I  am  tidy  enough  to  work  " 

"  To  work,  yes  !  You  are  all  very  well. 
But  to  receive — The  Authorities  !  !  " 

"  What  authorities  ?  If  they  are  visi- 
tors, bring  them  here.  I  cannot  leave  my 
work." 

"But,  sir,"  said  Gargaridi,  with  a 
gestiu-e  of  despair,  "I  assiure  you  the 
matter  is  most  serious  " 

"  Now  you  will  explain  yourself? 
What  is  most  serious  ?  " 


The  noble  Aristomenes  soon  reappeared. 


stroke  of  his  pickaxe  which  had  brought  to 
light  a  superb  funereal  urn.  Leila,  who 
had  arrived  but  a  few  minutes  before,  was 
accompanying  with  a  happy  smile  the 
sallies  of  her  friend,  and  the  old  magus 
seemed  by  the  fire  of  his  eye  to  be  satis- 
fied that  everything  was  going  well,  when 
there  was  a  suddeir  appearance  of  Garga- 
ridi, flying  along  at  full  speed,  his  tattered 
garments  floating  in  the  wind. 

"  Sir  !  Sir  !  Come  !  Come  !  "  he 
shouted  mysteriously,  and  panting  for 
breath. 

"What's  up?"  asked  Maurice  care- 
lessly, too  well  accustomed  to  theatrical 
performances  on  his  valet's  part  to  pay 
much  attention  to  them. 


"  Alas !   I  am  very  much  afraid,  sir, 

they  are  going  to  turn  you  out  " 

"  Turn  me  out  ?  " 

"And  the  works  going  on  so  well!" 
groaned  Aristomenes.  "  Such  a  gogd 
place  !  Masters  who  suit  me  !  Good 
living — everything  !  I  shall  never  survive 
it!" 

And  Kerdic  saw  him  begin  to  cry,  as 
the  completion  of  this  mysterioirs  elegy. 

"What  do  you  want  to  say?"  he 
shouted  impatiently.  "  Ah  !  I  have  no 
time  to  lose  in  this  nonsense.  Speak,  or 
leave  me  in  peace." 

"  Sir,"  said  Aristomenes,  with  an  in- 
jured air,  and  wiping  away  a  tear  witli 
a  handkerchief  of  doubtful  whiteHCSs, 
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"  I  wished  to  prepare  yon,  by  degrees, 
for  very  doleful  news  (and  I  can  truly 
say  that  in  that  delicate  duty  none  can 
excel  me — such  at  least  was  the  opinion 
of  my  poor  papa)  ;  but  as  you  have  de- 
spised all  oratorical  precautions,  know 
that  two  Shires  of  Hamadan  are  at  your 
door  and  siunmon  you  to  appear  before 
them." 

"  Shires  !  "  said  Catherine,  coming  up. 
"  What  does  that  mean  ?  " 

"  There  is  no  doubt,  mademoiselle,  it 
means  no  good  !  And  faces— b-r-r-r !  I  can 
feel  a  cold  shudder  down  my  backbone  !  " 
And  Gargaridi  shuddered  theatrically-. 

"  What !  the  descendant  of  the  indo- 
mitable Aristomenes  allows  himself  to  be 
frightened  by  a  simple  policeman  ?  And  a 
Persian  one,  above  all  things  !  " 

"  What  would  you  have,  sir !  He  is 
stronger  than  I  am  !  I  never  could  stand 
the  tribe  " 

"  Well,  go  and  hide  your  unheroic 
fancies,  and  tell  the  gentlemen  I  am 
waiting  for  them  here." 

"  What  can  it  mean  '?  "  asked  Catherine, 
as  Gargaridi  went  off. 

"  Oh  !  nothing  at  all,  you  can  be  sure. 
Some  dodge  for  extracting  money.  But 
be  calm,  I  know  them,  I  have  served  my 
apprenticeship  in  Susiana.  And  as  I  am 
quite  in  order  with  the  authorities,  I 
have  nothing  to  be  anxious  about." 

The  noble  Ai-istomenes  soon  reappeared, 
his  whole  physiognomy  expressing  the 
most  violent  disapproval ;  he  preceded  two 
individuals  with  hang-dog  faces  and  wear- 
mg  the  uniform  of  the  Persian  police. 

Maurice  stepped  forward  to  salute  them, 
but  the  sight  of  their  suspicious  coimten- 
ances  cut  short  the  hospitable  words  he 
had  prepared  for  them. 

"  What  is  it  you  require,  gentlemen?  " 
he  said  coldly. 

As  the  only  reply,  one  of  the  Shires  be- 
gan to  read  in  a  nasal  monotonous  voice 
a  long  firman,  declaring  that  the  permission 
to  excavate  in  the  district  was  with- 
drawnfrom  IMaurice  Kerdic,and  that  incon- 
sequence thereof  he  must  at  once  abandon 
his  works  and  pack  his  baggage,  both  him 
and  his  workmen. 

"  Abandon  my  works  !  "  said  Maurice. 
"  Wlio  are  you  that  dares  to  talk  to  me  in 
such  language  ?  Do  you  know,  sir,  that 
practical  jokers  meet  with  unpleasant  ad- 
ventures ?  " 

"There  is  no  question  of  pleasantry 
liere,"  said  the  emissary,  a  man  with  a 
gloomy,  forbidding  face.  "  Know,  that  if 
jou  refuse  to  submit,  we  have  orders  to 
make  you  do  so  by  force." 

"  Sir  !  "  said  Maurice,  "  my  mission  is 
officially  recognised ;  I  am  sent  here  by 
any  Government.  The  sovereign  of  Iran 
lias  given  me  his  approval.  Who  can 
oppose  that  ?  " 

"  He  has  given  his  approval  !  "  said  the 
man  with  a  grin.  "  Take  it  that  he  has 
v^  ithdrawn  it.  Cannot  the  Asylum  of  the 
Universe  change  his  mind  without  your 
permission  ?  " 

"  That  is  all  very  fine,"  said  Maiu-ice, 
whose  anger  was  rising ;  "  but  I  am  not 
going  to  be  frightened  by  your  insolence. 
Who  are  you  ?    W hat  is  your  authority  ? ' ' 

'■  I  am  sent  by  his  Excellency  Abdoul 
Azim,  the  illustrious  Governor  of  Hama- 
dan," said  the  man,  with  empliasis. 

"  Well  ?  Is  the  servant  then  more 
powerful  than  the  master  ?  What  does 
your  Governor  matter  to  me  when  I 


have  in  my  pocket  the  firman  of  the 
Shah  ?  " 

"  And  I  tell  you  that  within  the  limits 
of  his  jurisdiction  the  Governor  is  all- 
powerful.  If  you  dare  to  put  yourself  in 
opposition  to  him,  beware  !  " 

"  I  laugh  at  him  and  his  throats.  The 
Consirl  of  France  will  make  his  country- 
men respected." 

"  And  those  yon  employ,  do  they  laugh  ? 
Do  you  not  know  that  he  has  only  to  make 
a  sign  to  have  them  arrested,  beaten,  im- 
paled, boiled  alive  ?  Submit,  or  you  wiU 
repent.    I  have  said  it  !  " 

At  this  ferocious  threat,  the  reality  of 
which  he  knew  too  well,  Maurice  felt  his 
resolution  falter.  But  how  could  he  ac- 
cept without  a  fight  an  ultimatum  which 
endangered  all  his  hopes  '?  He  was  still 
thinking  of  resistance  when  the  Guebre, 
who  had  remained  at  a  short  distance  a 
silent  listener,  came  forward. 

"  There  is  nothing  to  weigh  !  "  he  said. 
"  Thou  must  interrupt  the  works ;  thou 
must  submit." 

"What!"  exclaimed  Maurice,  who 
could  not  believe  his  ears.  "  Is  it  Goucha 
Nichin  who  talks  thus  to  me  ?  " 

"  Submit  in  appearance  "  said  the 
Guebre  in  the  young  man's  ear.  "  Believe 
me  it  is  the  only  thing  to  do.  Besides,  it 
will  have  the  advantage  of  getting  rid  of 
these  sinister  faces.  Be  quick  ;  there  is  no 
time  to  lose." 

And  as  Maurice  still  hesitated  : 

"  Have  I  ever  deceived  thee,  young 
man  ?  "  said  the  magus  severely.  "  Hast 
thou  not  suflicient  clairvoyance  to  see 
that  this  blow  is  as  cruel  to  me  as  it  is  to 
thee  ?  I  tell  you,  make  a  semblance  of 
submission.    It  is  our  only  resource." 

Subjugated  by  the  old  man's  tone,  and 
feeling  that  he  could  not  conscientiously 
leave  his  Guebre  workmen  exposed  to  the 
Governor's  anger,  Maurice  resolved  to 
submit  provisionally. 

"  I  leave  the  works,"  said  he,  "  but 
know,  it  is  only  for  a  time,  and  I  protest 
against  this  unworthy  abuse  of  force.  I 
go  to  Teheran.  We  will  know  if  you  have 
the  right  to  molest  workmen  who  get 
their  living  honestly.  And  if  aU  this  is 
illegal,  woe  betide  you  !  " 

"  Go  !  "  said  the  Shire.  "I  only  obey 
my  orders.  I  have  orders  not  to  return 
until  I  have  seen  with  my  own  eyes  your ' 
workmen  quit  the  trenches  and  start  for 
their  homes.    I  wait !  " 

"  Children  !  "  said  Goucha  Nichin  in  a 
clear  resonant  voice,  "  the  will  of  the 
master  is  that  you  leave  j  our  work  this 
moment.  Eeturn  to  your  dwellings,  bow 
before  the  Eye  of  the  World,  and  do  not 
question  Destiny  !  " 

At  these  few  words  the  Guebres,  docile, 
silent,  marvelloiisly  disciplined,  stopped 
their  pickaxes  midway,  put  down  their 
tools,  put  on  their  coats,  formed  up  into 
ranks,  and  passing  before  their  mobed, 
moved  off  towards  the  mountain.  Soon 
they  had  vanished  behind  a  rise  in  the 
groiind. 

"  It  is  well ! "  said  the  Governor's 
envoj'.    "  My  mission  is  at  an  end  !  " 

"I  wiU  not  detain  you  !  "  said  Maurice. 
"  Gargaridi,  show  these  gentlemen  the 
way  out !  " 

And  while  the  domestic  accompanied  the 
linwelcome  emissaries,  Catherine,  who  had 
restrained  her  tears  with  difficulty,  threw 
her  arms  round  Kerdic's  neck  and  wept. 

"  What  a  shame !  "  she  sobbed.    "  But 


you  will  protest,  Maurice  ?  Lieutenant 
Guyon,  you  know  the  Government  staff? 
It  is  not  possible,  is  it,  that  such  injustice 
can  be  done  if  the  Shah  knows  about 
it  ?  " 

"  Mademoiselle  !"  said  the  lieutenant, 
"  I  will  do  all  I  can  to  let  him  hear  of  it. 
The  regret  I  have  at  leaving  you  will  be 
lessened  if  I  can  do  anything  for  you, 
brother.  It  seems  to  me,  as  to  you, 
indeed  impossible  that  this  Governor  will 
be  tolerated  when  they  learn  in  high 
quarters  of  his  proceedings." 

"It  is  fortunate,"  said  the  old  Guebre, 
"  that  Lieutenant  Guyon  has  interest  at 
the  court  of  the  Shah ;  he  will  be  more 
readily  listened  to  than  another  because 
he  is  a  Faranghi ;  and  I  believe  that 
there  is  hope  by  his  help  of  a  satisfactory 
solution."  Then,  taking  aside  Kerdic, 
who  did  not  seem  to  think  much  would 
come  of  these  proceedings,  he  continued  : 
"  Young  man,  I  read  thy  thoughts  ;  thou 
hopest  nothing  of  this  vovage  to  Teheran, 
nor  of  an  explanation  with  the  Governor 
of  Hamadan !  Nor  from  me  ?  Thou 
askest  why  I  seem  to  build  hope  on  these 
proceedings  ;  why  I  have  sent  away  the 
workmen  ?  It  seems  to  thee  that  I 
might  at  least  h.&\e  made  some  show  of 
resistance.  Believe  me,  if  I  understand 
myself"- — and  his  eyes  gleamed — "it  is 
not  submission  I  preach  or  practise.  Biit 
I  have  learnt  in  a  hard  school  that  the 
silence  of  scorn  is  the  best  shield  against 
brute  strength.  Seem  to  yield,  then. 
Send  thy  friends  to  Teheran.  Pretend  to 
go  there  thyself.  If  it  be  necessary  that 
the  works  should  be  abandoned,  the 
trenches  filled  up,  the  grass  grow  " 

"  But  what  will  you  do  ? "  asked 
Maurice. 

"  Get  round  the  difficulty  as  long  ages 
of  oppression  have  taught  us  to  do.  To 
the  deceiver  a  deceiver  and  a  half!  We 
are  not  allowed  to  work  by  day ;  let  us 
work  by  night.  The  open  way  is  forbidden 
us ;  let  us  take  the  subterranean  way." 

"But  still,"  said  Maurice,  "we  must 
have  justice  done  us." 

"  That  is  doubtful,  and  in  any  case  it 
will  be  long.  I  know  at  the  foot  of  the 
momitain  a  well  a  hundred  feet  deep,  the 
Goul  Hek,  which  is  iniknown  to  thee. 
By  lengthening  the  opening  of  the  well  in 
a  way  I  can  tell  thee,  we  ^\•ill  arrive  at  a 
sort  of  tunnel  leading  us  to  the  citadel. 
The  only  difficulty  is  that  the  workmen, 
for  secretly  defying  the  Governor's 
prohibition,  will  require  a  doable  fee  to 
stimulate  their  zeal,  perhaps  a  triple  one. 
But  if  I  know  thee,  this  will  not  stop 
thee  ?  " 

"  Stop  me  ?  I  will  willingly  spend  my 
last  penny  !  But  rather  than  these  poor 
people  should  be  in  peril  on  my  ac- 
comit  " 

"  I  will  see  to  that.  Wilt  thou  come 
this  night  and  explore  the  Goul  Hek  ?  It 
will  not,  I  wani  thee,  be  an  easy  enter- 
prise, nor  free  from  danger." 

"What  matters  it?"  said  Maurice. 
"Speak!  At  what  hour  do  we  start? 
This  evening,  at  the  setting  of  the  moon 
— this  evening  ?  " 

"  Agreed.  At  midnight  be  at  the  foot 
of  Elvend,  near  the  ruined  pillar  that 
marks  the  site  of  a  murder  committed 
there  in  the  past.  I  will  be  thex-e  ;  I  will 
take  thee  with  me  down  the  well  of  the 
Goul  Hek." 

(To  b.'  continued.) 
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gators,  and  frogs  quadrupeds,  and  I  don't  know 
that  anybody  can  say  they  are  not. 

How  do  reptiles  and  batrachians  fare  in 
naval  nomenclature '?  They  seem  to  be 
rather  in  favour,  possibly  on  account  of  their 
venomous  little  ways,  real  or  reputed.  What 
is  the  difference  between  a  Serpent  and  a 
Snake  ?  I  don't  know,  but  they  both  figure 
among  the  wooden  (or  iron)  walls  of  old 
England.  The  Viper  and  Battlesnake  are 
also  specified  ;  and  not  only  the  Asp,  whose 
bite  according  to  tradition  brought  death  to 
Cleopatra,  but  Cleopatra  herself  is  here, 
"the  serpent  of  old  Nile"  — yes,  and  we  find 
the  Nile,  too.  Here  also  we  discover  the 
Rattler,  and  rattler  is  the  common  abbrevia- 
tion of  rattlesnake  among  the  settlers  out 
West.  We  have  already  spoken  of  the  Kacer 
as  a  horse,  but  there  is  a  certain  large  and 
handsome  snake,  the  blue  racer,  found  in  the 
United  States.  And  whether  the  Hama- 
dryad, when  the  name  is  applied  to  a  ship, 
should  simply  be  accepted  in  its  original  and 
classical  signification  of  a  wood-nymph  or 
not,  I  cannot  say ;  but  I  prefer  to  look  upon 
it  as  indicating  the  great  hooded  serpent  of 
the  East  Indies,  the  "big  cobra"  as  the 
charmers  call  it — a  determined  devourer  of 
its  own  race,  and  perhaps  the  largest  and 
most  deadly  of  all  the  poisonous  snakes. 
There  is  no  cobra  in  the  navy,  though  there 
is  a  Hood  ! 

The  Crocodile,  Lizard,  Bull-frog,  Triton, 
and  Salamander  are  also  represented  in  this 
section  ;  and  though  turtles  are  not  men- 
tioned, the  Snapper  is.  A  great  many 
mythical  creatures  are  rescued  from  ancient 
legends  to  appear  here,  some  of  which  have 
a  good  deal  that  is  reptilian  in  their  highly 
complex  and  unpleasant  compositions,  and 
the  names  of  some  of  these  have  been  em- 
ployed somewhat  fancifully  by  naturalists  to 
designate  existing  species  and  genera.  Of 
such  the  Navy  List  gives  us  numerous  ex- 
amples, as  the  Basilisk,  Dragon,  Hydra, 
Medusa,  &c.  I  know,  by  the  way,  of  a  very 
smart  private  yacht,  the  property  of  Mr. 
Herbert  Graystone,  named  the  Anaconda. 

There  are  but  half  a  dozen  fish  in  the 
navy,  even  when  we  stretch  a  point  and 
number  the  molluscous  Nautilus  amongst 
them — the  Sea-horse,  Barracouta,  Pike 
(which  must  be  carefully  distinguished  from 
the  Pique),  Bonetta,  and  Albacore — rather  a 
limite  l  kingdom,  seeing  that  we  have  Nep- 
tune also  to  reign  over  them. 

Somewhat  more  plentiful  are  the  inverte- 


brates—Sandfly,  Ant,  Cockchafer,  Bee,  Lo- 
cust, Midge,  Scorpion,  Spider,  Mosquito  (a 
small  stern-wheel  boat  for  service  on  the 
Zambesi  Eiver),  Fly,  Gadfly,  Grasshopper, 
and  Firefly.  Nuisances,  every  one  of  them, 
except  perhaps  the  last.  But  therein  evi- 
dently lies  the  attraction  again— else  why 
such  names  as  Griper,  Pincher,  Bustler, 
Biter,  Grinder,  Tickler,  Snapper,  Spanker, 
Pickle,  and  Snap  ?  Aggressive,  to  say  the 
least  of  them ! 

Would  you  like  to  go  a-hunting  among 
these  naval  birds  and  beasts  ?  We  can  fur- 
nish you  with  a  Warrior,  a  Forester,  an 
Archer,  or  even  Samson  ;  and  they  may  go 
forth  armed  with  an  Arrow,  a  Dart,  a  Boome- 
rang, a  Firebrand,  or  Wildfire.  Or  you  can 
be  accommodated  with  a  Pet  if  you  prefer  it 
— as  of  course  you  would. 

But  how  shall  we  classify  such  fabulous 
monsters  as  the  Cockatrice,  a  venomous  bird 
with  a  serpent's  tail,  hatched  from  an  egg  ; 
the  Basilisk,  a  vast  and  horrible  reptile,  deal- 
ing death  by  its  very  glance  and  breath  ;  the 
Centaur,  half  man,  half  horse  ;  the  Dragon, 
Unicorn,  Hydra— nine-headed  water-serpent, 
slain  by  Hercules— or  Griffon,  with  its  eagle- 
wings  and  beak,  borne  by  the  body  of  a  lion  ? 
The  Wivern,  too— that's  something  in  the 
dragon  line,  isn't  it  ?  No  wonder  that  we 
find  associated  with  such  a  mythological 
menagerie  an  Enchantress,  a  Fire  Queen,  a 
Gorgon,  and  a  Magicienne  ;  a  Harpy,  Naiad, 
Elfin,  Pigmy,  Minotaur,  Hecate,  Medusa, 
Polyphemus,  and  Perseus. 

Botany  is  represented  by  the  Hyacinth, 
Iris,  Narcissus,  Shamrock,  Daisy,  Myrtle, 
Lily,  Mistletoe,  Daphne,  Sea-ttowcr  (what 
sort  of  a  flower  is  that?).  Nettle,  Bramble, 
Acorn,  and  Eoyal  Oak.  Flora  merits  honour- 
able mention  also  ;  and  I  was  very  nearly  in- 
cluding Scylla,  because  it  reminded  me  for 
the  moment  of  the  sea-onion  (Scilla  mari- 
tima),  with  which  most  of  you  have  probably 
made  acquaintance  at  some  period  of  your 
lives  as  squills. 

Last  but  not  least,  seven  precious  stones 
— Sapphire,  Emerald,  Ruby,  Opal,  Turquoise, 
Garnet,  and  Pearl. 

Postscript. — The  above  was  penned  on 
Tuesday,  November  11, 1890,  probably  at  the 
very  hour  when  the  ill-fated  cruiser  Serpent 
was  dashed  upon  the  Laja  del  Buey,  and  one 
hundred  and  seventy-three  brave  men  were 
swept  from  her  decks  by  the  awful  seas  of 
the  Bay  of  Biscay,  one  of  the  saddest  events 
in  the  history  of  our  navy. 
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LET  me  explain  the  situation  briefly.  Here 
I  am,  condemned  to  penal  servitude  for 
half  an  hour  or  more  in  the  waiting-room  of 
some  Government  offices.  A  drizzling  Novem- 
ber rain  outside  discourages  any  effort  to  es- 
cape, if  it  does  not  render  me  content  with  my 
dungeon.  Nothing  to  "  observe  " — no  chance 
cf  a  rat  or  mouse  turning  up  for  company, 
and  if  there  are  any  cats  on  the  leads  beyond 
the  grimy  window,  they  are  blotted  out  by 
the  yellow  mist.  Certainly  there  are  cobwebs, 
cobwebs  everywhere,  but  not  a  single  spider 
—not  one  that  I  can  find,  at  any  rate  ;  spiders 
are  always  worth  looking  at.  Nothing  in 
fact  to  solace  the  weary  time  but  an  Alma- 
nac (which  ceases  to  be  exciting  when  you've 
found  what  day  of  the  week  next  Christmas 
Day  and  your  birthday  come  on),  two  Direc- 
tories, and  a  Navy  List  for  this  present  year 
of  1890.  So  I  select  the  last,  seat  myself  in 
front  of  the  fire  on  one  of  those  mysteriously 
afflicted  chairs  which  are  never  seen  on  earth 
outside  waiting-rooms,  and  pencil  some  notes 
for  a  future  paper. 

After  all,  it's  pleasant  to  run  through  the 
list  of  vessels,  and  track  old  friends  and  ship- 
mates of  long  ago  to  their  present  promo- 
tions. For  though  I  never  held  a  direct 
Admiralty  commission,  I  have  twice  volun- 
teered for  temporary  service  under  the 
white  ensign  in  bad  corners  of  the  world, 
where  Yellow  Jack  had  been  only  too  busy 
among  officers  and  men.  But  with  regard  to 
the  ships  themselves,  it  is  curious  to  notice, 
when  one  classifies  them  a  bit,  how  promis- 
cuously their  names  seem  to  have  been 
chosen  from  the  animal  and  vegetable  king- 
doms. 

Take  those  which  have  been  christened 
after  birds,  for  instance,  and  see  what  a  wide 
range  of  species  has  been  laid  under  contri- 
bution. We  have  the  Penguin  and  Goldfinch, 
the  Cuckoo  and  Bustard  ;  the  Pelican,  Sky- 
lark, Gannet,  and  Ringdove  ;  the  Cormorant, 
Thrush,  Peacock,  Raven,  and  Sealark  ;  the 
Falcon,  Flamingo,  Linnet,  Plover,  Buzzard, 
Curlew,  Goshawk,  Partridge,  and  Pheasant. 
There  is  a  Swan  and  a  Wild  Swan,  a  Wid- 
geon and  a  Pigeon,  a  Redbreast,  a  Redpoll, 
and  a  Redwing ;  a  Swift  and  a  Swallow,  a 
Stork  and  a  Starling,  a  Landrail,  Magpie,  and  i 
Kingfisher,  a  Kite,  Sparrow,  Seagull,  Martin, 
Stormcock  (don't  know  him).  Lapwing,  Mer- 
lin, Peterel,  Eagle,  and  Philomel — a  very 
mixed  aviary !  There  are  also  a  Drake  and 
a  Hawke,  but  I  am  afraid  we  mustn't  include 
these  among  our  birds  ;  there  used,  however, 
to  be  a  genuine  Hawk,  now  re-named  the 
Amelia,  just  as  the  boat  which  is  at  present 
called  the  Jackal  was  formerly  the  Wood- 
cock. Harpy,  I  suppose,  must  be  taken  in 
its  mythological  sense,  not  as  indicating  the 
great  South  American  eagle  ;  and  Mohawk, 
of  course,  is  not  a  bird  at  all. 

Equally  miscellaneous  and  defying  zoo- 
logical arrangement  are  the  quadrupeds, 
though  the  dogs  and  their  kind  are  decidedly 
to  the  fore — Bloodhound,  Mastiff',  Bulldog, 
Foxhound,  Beagle,  and  Greyhound ;  Vixen 
and  Jackal.  Only  one  cat,  the  Lion,  a  train- 
ing-ship for  boys  (by  the  way,  one  remarks 
all  through  the  list  a  preference  for  beasts 
that  are  fierce  or  in  some  way  injurious). 
Weasel,  Wallaroo  (a  kind  of  kangaroo), 
Hya.'na,  Otter,  Badger,  Antelope,  Opossum, 
Camel,  Elk,  Racoon,  Reindeer,  Racehorse, 
and  Racer  complete  the  tale  of  four-footed 
things,  unless  we  admit  the  Unicorn,  con- 
sidered by  many  to  signify  the  one-horned 
rhinoceros.  And,  if  not  quadrupeds,  the 
Grampus,  Dolphin,  and  Porpoise  deserve  as 
mammalia  to  be  mentioned  here.  Buffon 
and  other  old  naturalists  called  lizards,  alli- 
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IV. —  STIKKIXG  EVENTS  IN  THE  LH 

I APPREHEND  that  youug  gentlemen  joining 
H.  M.  Service  at  the  present  time  enjoy  a 
very  different  life  from  that  which  obtained 
forty  years  ago  when  I  joined  the  Navy. 

At  that  time  it  was  common  enough  for  a 
ship  to  remain  idle  in  Portsmouth  Harbour 
for  six  months  or  more  waiting  for  her  crew, 
which  had  to  be  picked  up  anywhere  and 
anyhow,  instead  of  being  drafted  on  board 
in  an  hour  as  they  are  now.  The  officers 
also  were  more  mixed  than  they  are  at 
present,  amongst  them  being  often  a  very 
rowdy  collection  of  old  mates  or  midshipmen, 
of  no  possible^  use,  and  usually  addicted  to 
the  bottle,  which  eventually  closed  their 
career  in  H.  M.  Service. 


OF  .4.  MIDSHIPMAN — CRIMEAN  WAR. 

The  Rodney,  a  fine  sailing  line-of-battle 
ship  of  ninety  guns,  was  favoured  with  a 
choice  selection  of  these  worthies,  who  were 
doubtless  especially  selected  for  the  ship 
from  the  well-known  fact  that  her  captain 
(a  fine  seaman  of  the  old  school)  would 
stand  no  nonsense,  and  her  commander  was 
one  of  the  strictest  disciplinarians  in  the 
Service. 

There  were  nine  of  us  cadets  in  the 
Rodney's  gunroom,  between  thirteen  and 
fourteen  years  of  age,  some  half-dozen  old 
midshipmen  of  the  class  above-mentioned, 
who  having  failed  to  pass  their  examinations, 
and  been  turned  out  of  one  ship  after 
another,  had  come  to  the  Rodney  on  pro- 
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bation,  and  the  usual  staff  of  clerks,  masters'- 
assistants,  and  Irish  assistant-surgeons, 
making  up  the  complement  of  gunroom 
officers  to  about  thirty  members. 

As  many  of  the  above  were  for  various 
offences  confined  to  the  ship,  they  had 
abundant  leisure  to  devote  their  time  and 
attention  to  the  unlucky  youngsters  whose 
hard  fate  had  placed  them  within  their 
reach.  A  short  description  of  their  favourite 
amusements  will  suffice. 

The  time  chosen  for  these  "  sports  "  was 
the  evening,  when,  most  of  the  respectable 
members  of  the  mess  having  gone  ashore, 
they  could  have  the  place  to  themselves. 
The  "fun  "  usually  commenced  by  our  being 
ordered  down  to  put  on  our  tail-coats  and 
swords.  We  were  then  paraded  in  the  gun- 
room, and  had  each  to  make  a  speech  or 
sing  a  song,  after  which  the  programme  was 
carried  out  according  to  the  taste  and  con- 
dition of  our  tormentors,  who  were  usually 
what  is  understood  by  "half  seas  over"  at 
this  early  stage  of  the  proceedings. 

One  of  the  party,  by  name  "Jack,"  who 
was  a  bit  of  a  sportsman  and  a  wag,  would 
suggest  a  fox  hunt.  This  was  the  signal  for 
us  all  to  off  coats  and  swords.  One  of  the 
youngsters,  appropriately  named  Fox,  had  a 
curved  crumb-brush  tied  on  to  him  for  a 
tail,  chairs  and  other  obstacles  were  so  ar- 
ranged round  the  table  as  to  represent  ditches 
and  fences ;  .Jack,  armed  with  a  formidable 
horsewhip,  then  mounted  the  table;  a  cut 
of  the  whip,  nearly  taking  a  piece  out  of  the 
fox,  started  him,  and  away  we  all  went, 
helter-skelter,  over  chairs,  tables,  etc.,  while 
Jack  plied  his  whip  without  partiality,  until 
the  fox  and  hounds  gave  in  from  sheer  ex- 
haustion, or,  as  often  happened.  Jack  fell 
under  the  table,  where  I  shall  leave  him  for 
the  present. 

Another  popular  entertainment  was  called 
the  "Battle  of  Waterloo,"  which  was  carried 
out  as  follows.  Eight  of  us,  buttoned  up  in 
our  tail-coats  and  armed  with  our  swords 
(dirks  were  not  then  in  fashion),  were  made 
to  sit  across  chairs,  and  were  then  told  off, 
four  on  each  side,  to  attack  each  other. 

At  the  order  "  draw  swords,"  at  it  we  went, 
cutting  and  slashing  in  fine  style,  but  as 
there  were  nine  of  us,  the  odd  one  was  kept  in 
reserve,  and  then  pitched  bodily  into  the 
middle  of  the  virlrr.  and  lucky  indeed  were 
we  if  we  escaped  without  cuts  or  stabs,  after 
half  an  hour  of  this  lively  "  recreation." 

The  evening's  performance  was  brought  to 
a  conclusion  by  prayer,  a  sad  mockery  in 
our  case  which  harmonised  well  with  the 
tastes  of  this  irreligious  crew.  Having  been 
divested  of  our  coats  and  shoes  we  were 
made  to  kneel  in  the  stern  ports,  which  were 
closed  at  the  time,  and  at  a  given  signal, 
usually  a  blow  on  the  back  with  a  hammer, 
the  individual  applied  to  had  to  commence 
praying  in  a  loud  voice,  but  brought  his 
prayers  to  an  abrupt  conclusion  on  receipt 
of  a  similar  blow  on  the  sole  of  the  foot. 
By  this  simple  and  ingenious  arrangement  it 
will  be  seen  that  any  number  or  all  could  be 
praying  at  the  same  time,  or  perfect  silence 
reign  when  desired.  Our  prayers  were 
always  directed  to  the  same  end,  viz.  the 
especial  benefit  of  our  persecutors — that  they 
would  rise  to  the  highest  rank  in  the 
profession,  bemade  K.C.B.  etc.,  etc. ;  but  as  our 
prayers,  though  directed  to  one  end,  were  not 
expressed  in  the  same  form,  the  babel  of 
tongues  can  be  more  easily  imagined  than 
described  ;  nor  were  they  very  successful, 
and  I  well  remember  the  whole  of  us  having 
to  pray  for  the  best  part  of  one  evening,  to 
the  effect  that  two  of  the  senior  mids  who 
were  going  up  for  their  examinations  the 
next  day,  should  receive  first-class  certificates 
and  be  complimented  for  their  efficiency. 
The  result,  unfortunately  for  them  and  for 


us,  being  that  both  candidates  were  re- 
jected. 

Happily  such  proceedings  as  I  have 
described  would  not  be  possible  in  the 
present  day. 

It  is  hardly  necessary  here  to  remark  that 
our  health  and  appearance  were  not  neglected, 
our  noses  were  slit  and  cayenne  pepper  was 
rubbed  in,  and  we  were  forced  to  take  some 
filthy  medicine  which  was  prescribed  for  one 
of  the  senior  members. 

_  These  amusements  were  of  daily  and 
nightly  occurrence,  and  glad  were  we  when 
the  familiar  signal  of  a  fork  stuck  into  the 
beam  gave  us  notice  that  it  was  time  for  all 
youngsters  to  clear  out,  the  remainder  of  the 
evening  being  devoted  to  an  orgies  by  the  old 
hands.  In  fact  the  intemperate  character  of 
these  creatures  was  to  us  a  source  of  gratifi- 
cation, since  it  was  only  whilst  they  were  in 
a  helijless  state  of  intoxication  that  we 
enjoyed  any  peace. 

But  this  state  of  affairs  could  not  last 
long.  We  were  growing  lads  and  began  to 
feel  our  strength.  iMoreover,  one  of  the 
worst  of  the  gang  had  an  epileptic  fit  and 
was  nearly  drowned  in  his  bath  and  had  to  be 
invalided  out  of  the  service,  then  others  were 
dismissed,  until  only  one  remained.  Our 
opportunity  had  now  arrived,  for  although 
we  were  not  strong  enough  to  resist  a  com- 
bination, we  were  big  enough  and  strong 
enough  to  settle  with  one,  so  we  held  a  coun- 
cil of  war,  and  decided  to  "  Bell  the  Cat." 

Having  conveyed  our  intention  to  the 
individual  and  been  answered  with  ridicule 
and  threats,  we  provided  ourselves  with 
pieces  of  rope  to  bind  the  victim  and  others 
knotted  at  the  end  to  punish  him  with  when 
bound,  and  quietly  bided  our  time.  The 
opportunity  soon  came  and  we  promptly 
availed  ourselves  of  it.  Of  the  nine  of  us 
conspirators,  four  declined  to  take  part  in  the 
subsequent  operations,  but  the  remaining  five 
sprang  on  the  wretch  as  he  was  leaving  the 
gunroom,  like  so  many  tiger  cats.  He  was 
speedily  knocked  down,  and  lashed,  spread- 
eagle  fashion,  to  iron  ring  bolts  in  the  deck, 
and  then  received  such  a  thrashing  that  he 
was  on  the  sick  list  for  a  fortnight. 

And  thus  we  put  a  stop  to  bullying  once 
and  for  all.  Not  long  after  this  event,  this 
bully  in  a  drunken  fit  insulted  his  superior 
officer  and  was  dismissed  the  service,  and  so 
having  disposed  of  the  whole  gang  I  will 
dismiss  them  from  my  story,  and  will  now 
proceed  with  the  cruise  of  the  Eodney  and 
the  events  immediately  preceding  and  lead- 
ing up  to  the  war  in  the  Crimea. 

The  first  twelve  months  of  the  commission 
was  devoted  to  cruising  in  the  Channel  in 
company  with  the  squadron,  searching  for 
gales  of  wind,  which  we  had  no  difficulty  in 
finding.  During  this  period  nothing  of  par- 
ticular interest  occurred  except  that  we  were 
nearly  lost  on  Lisbon  Bar  through  the 
hawsers  by  which  we  were  being  towed, 
parting,  leaving  us  rolling  helplessly  about 
in  the  trough  of  the  sea,  when  just  as  we 
were  drifting  on  to  the  rocks,  a  breeze  sprang 
up  enabling  us  to  run  back  into  the  Tagus. 
On  our  return  to  England  we  were  ordered 
to  prepare  for  foreign  service,  and  on 
February  12,  1853,  we  sailed  from  Spithead 
for  the  Mediterranean. 

Favoured  by  strong  and  favourable  gales, 
we  ran  through  the  Straits  of  Gibraltar,  at  the 
rate  of  twelve  knots  an  hour,  six  days  after 
leaving  England.  A  few  days  afterwards, 
when  half-way  between  Gibraltar  and  Malta, 
we  had  a  narrow  escape  of  foundering.  The 
ship  was  running  before  a  heavy  westerly- 
gale,  and  going  through  the  water  at  a  great 
pace,  when  about  midnight  the  hawse-plugs 
(blocks  of  wood  used  to  plug  up  the  hawse 
pipes)  were  washed  in  on  the  lower  deck,  the 
result  being  a  terrific  rush  of  water  into  the 


ship  through  the  hawse  holes  (iron  pipes 
through  which  the  cables  lead).  The  pace  of 
the  ship  through  the  water  prevented  the 
possibility  of  getting  forward  to  plug  these 
pipes  and  stop  the  flow  of  water,  the  decks 
were  flooded,  and  the  sea  poured  down  the 
hatchways  into  the  cockpit  and  holds,  and 
the  ship  was  getting  water-logged. 

On  deck  the  uproar  was  fearful,  the  ship  was 
running  under  close-reefed  main  topsail,  the 
rain  coming  down  in  torrents,  and  the  wind 
roaring  so  tnat  it  was  impossible  to  hear  the 
orders  of  the  officers.     It  was  decided  to 
bring  the  ship  to  the  wind,  to  stop  her  way 
th  rough  the  water,  always  a  dangerous  pro- 
ceeding in  a  gale  of  wind  — and  to  make  mat- 
ters worse,  we  were  known  to  be  not  far 
from  the  much  dreaded  Sorelli  rocks,  where 
the  Avenger  was  lost  with  all  hands.  The 
exact  position  of  these  rocks  was  doubtful. 
[  However,  there  was  no  help  for  it,  the  ship  was 
rounded  to,  and  bang  went  the  main  top- 
sail, blown  clean  out  of  the  bolt-ropes,  dis- 
appearing in  the  pitchy  darkness  to  leeward. 
All  hands  were  now  called  to  man  the  pumps, 
I  the  decks  were  scuttled  in  several  places  to 
let  the  water  into  the  hold,  and  the  immediate 
I  danger  was  over.    We  reached  Malta  without 
further  adventure,  after  a  very  fine  passage 
for  a  sailing-ship.     Here  we  remained  four 
months,  riding,  boating,  and  otherwise  enjoy- 
i  ing  ourselves,  as  midshipmen  well  know  how 
'  to  do. 

'  I  remember  an  absurd  adventure  which 
happened  to  two  of  our  men  at  the  opera  one 
night ;  they  were  in  the  gallery,  and  were  con- 
siderably the  worse  for  liquor,  when  one  of 

I  them  fell  over  the  railing  into  the  pit.  Hiss 
mate,  doubtless  under  the  impression  that 
his  chum  had  fallen  overboard,  took  off  his 
coat  and  went  after  him.  Wonderful  to  relate, 
neither  of  them  was  killed,  but  one  broke  his 
leg,  the  other  was  unhurt. 

We  were  not  sorry  when  the  time  came  to 
leave  Malta  and  shape  our  course  eastward, 

!  the  first  step  towards  the  Crimea.  The  sub- 
sequent proceedings  being  a  matter  of  his- 

i  tory  I  shall  pass  quickly  over. 

At  Besika  Bay,  near  the  entrance  to  the 
Dardanelles,  we  were  joined  by  the  French 
fleet,  and  together  we  remained  there,  idling 

\  our  time  for  several  months,  until  to  our 
great  delight  we  received  orders  to  pass  the 
Dardanelles  and  proceed  to  Constantinople, 
which  we  accordingly  did,   the  combined 

,  fleets  anchoring  in  Beikos  Bay  opposite 
Therapia.  After  some  more  delay  at  this 
beautiful  spot,  we  got  news  of  the  destruction 
of  a  Turkish  and  Egyptian  squadron  of  seven 
frigates  at  Sinope,  on  the  southern  shores  of 
the  Black  Sea,  by  a  Kussian  fleet  of  six 
ships  of  the  line. 

This  action,  commonly  known  as  the 
"  massacre  of  Sinope,"  took  place  on  Nov- 
ember 80,  and  is  justly  considered  one  of  the 
most  disgraceful  episodes  in  the  history  of 

I  the  Crimean  War.    For  ten  days  before  the 

'  battle  it  was  known  that  the  Eussian  fleet 

I  had  put  to  sea  from  Sebastopol,  and  was 
blockading  the  Turkish  squadron  in  the  Bay 
of  Sinope. 

The  Turkish  commander  had  sent  de- 
spatches overland  to  Constantinople,  asking 
for  assistance,  and  the  British  ambassador 
w-as  aware  of  the  danger,  but  nothing  was 
done,  and  on  November  30  Admiral  Nachi- 
moff  bore  down  upon  the  Turkish  squadron, 
then  lying  in  the  port.  The  Eussian  admiral 
demanded  the  surrender  of  the  squadron, 
which  the  Turkish  commander  very  naturally- 
and  indignantly  refused.  The  Turks  were 
the  first  to  open  fire,  and  a  terrible  battle  en- 
sued. The  Turks  and  Egyptians,  although 
greatly  overmatched,  fought  their  ships  till 
they  sunk  or  blew  up.  It  was  said  that  in 
some  instances  the  captains  blew  up  their 
ships,  preferring  death  to  dishonour,  others 
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went  down  with  their  colours  flying ;  but  even 
if  they  struck  their  colours  it  made  no  sort 
of  difference  to  the  Kussian  admiral,  who 
continued  the  slaughter  till  the  whole 
squadron  was  destroyed,  with  the  exception 
of  one  steamer,  the  Taif,  which  made  her 
escape  and  brought  tidings  of  the  disaster  to 
Constantinople. 

It  is  said  that  4,000  Turks  and  Egyptians 
were  killed  on  this  occasion,  and  that  the 
few  who  survived  were  wounded. 

While  these  events  were  happening  a 
powerful  fleet  of  English  and  French  ships 
was  lying  idle  in  the  Bosphorus.  On  receipt 
of  the  news  of  the  massacre  we  proceeded  to 
Sinope  with  the  squadron,  for  what  purpose  is 
not  very  clear,  seeing  that  the  mischief  was 
done  and  the  Eussian  ships  had  returned  to 


after  which  we  bore  up  for  Varna  and 
anchored  in  the  Bay  of  Balchic,  about  fifteen 
miles  to  the  northward  of  that  place.  This 
became  our  headquarters  for  the  next  few 
months  whilst  preparations  were  being  made 
for  the  invasion  of  the  Crimea. 

Our  life  whilst  lying  at  Balchic  Bay  was 
rather  monotonous,  as  we  were  unaware  what 
was  going  on  in  the  diplomatic  world  at 
home,  and  feared  lest  something  should 
occur  to  interfere  with  the  proposed  bom- 
bardment of  Sebastopol,  which  was  fre- 
quently discussed.  My  journal  redounds 
with  midshipmen's  pranks,  which  were  not 
always  of  the  most  creditable  nature. 

While  lying  at  this  anchorage  we  were 
visited  by  a  most  terrible  attack  of  cholera, 
which  decimated  some  of  the  ships,  especially 


and  arrived  without  accident  at  Kalamita 
Bay  on  September  14.  For  the  next  three 
days  we  were  hard  at  work  from  3  a.m.  till 
9  P.M.,  disembarking  troops,  guns,  and  stores; 
500  marines  were  also  sent  to  take  posses- 
sion of  Eupatoria. 

On  September  19  we  shifted  berth  and 
anchored  off  the  Alma,  when  we  observed  the 
Eussian  army  in  possession  of  the  heights. 
Some  skirmishing  took  place  that  evening, 
and  on  September  20  the  battle  of  the  Alma 
was  fought,  and  the  same  evening  the 
Kussians  retreated  into  Sebastopol,  leaving 
the  allies  in  possession  of  the  heights. 

For  the  next  three  days  we  were  busy 
embarking  the  wounded  on  board  the  trans- 
ports, after  which  we  shifted  berth  and 
anchored  off  the  Katcha,  the  steamers  of  the 
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Sebastopol ;  and  even  if  we  had  intercepted 
them  we  could  not  have  interfered,  as  we 
were  not  at  war. 

At  Sinope  we  found  abundant  traces  of 
the  conflict ;  quantities  of  wreckage  and 
dead  bodies  strewed  the  shore,  and  guns 
and  anchors  had  been  blown  far  inland  by 
the  force  of  the  explosions.  After  a  short 
stay  we  returned  to  the  Bosphorus,  and  on 
March  28,  1854,  war  was  declared  between 
the  allies  and  Eussia,  and  the  combined 
fleets  sailed  for  Odessa. 

On  arrival  off  Odessa  the  steamers  of  the 
combined  fleets  were  detailed  to  shell  the 
place,  the  line-of- battle  ships  remaining  at 
anchor  in  the  offing,  the  forts  not  being 
considered  of  sufficient  importance  to  require 
their  attention. 

The  bombardment  over,  the  fleet  put  to 
sea  and  cruised  for  some  days  off  Sebastopol, 


those  most  crowded  with  men.  Some  of  the 
three-deckers  lost  over  100  men,  and  the 
whole  fleet,  both  English  and  French,  had  to 
put  to  sea  and  cruise  for  some  weeks  to  get 
clear  of  it. 

In  the  meantime  the  transports  full  of 
troops  were  collecting  at  Varna,  and  by 
August  21  we  were  nearly  ready  for  a  start. 
The  Turkish  ships  now  joined  us,  making 
altogether  a  grand  fleet  of  about  thirty  line-of- 
battle  ships,  besides  frigates  and  steam- 
ships, until  with  the  transports  an  enormous 
collection  of  some  300  sail  was  assembled  in 
the  bay.  On  the  evening  of  September  6  the 
French  and  Turkish  fleets  put  to  sea,  and  on 
September  7  were  joined  by  the  English,  the 
combined  fleets  steering  for  the  Crimea, 
the  sailing-ships  in  tow  of  steamers,  making 
altogether  a  magnificent  display. 

We  had  fine  weather  across  the  Black  Sea, 

(To  be  continued.) 


squadron  exchanging  shots  with  the  batteries 
of  Sebastopol.  The  Agamemnon,  flag-ship  of 
Sir  E.  Lyons  (afterwards  Lord  Lyons),  pro- 
ceeded to  Balaklava  and  took  possession  of 
the  place,  each  ship  sending  one  hundred 
marines  to  form  the  garrison. 

The  London  also  went  there  to  land  some 
of  her  guns,  and  each  ship  landed  six  more 
from  her  upper  deck  battery.  A  naval 
brigade,  consisting  of  three  captains,  two 
I  commanders,  and  several  lieutenants,  mates, 
and  midshipmen,  with  a  proportionate  num- 
ber of  men,  were  also  landed,  and  we  heard 
no  more  of  them  till  October  6,  when  Captain 
Eandolph  and  one  of  our  mates  returned  to 
the  ship  with  cholera. 

The  steamers  of  the  fleet  now  engaged 
the  batteries  daily,  but  at  a  respectful 
distance,  probably  with  the  object  of  obliging 
the  Eussians  to  keep  their  batteries  manned. 
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SCHOOL  CRICKET. 


SCHOOL  cricket  suffered  as  much  from  the 
weather  of  18'J()  as  any  other  cricket, 
and  the  constant  interference  of  chance  in 
all  the  great  matches  rendered  any  arrange- 
ment in  order  of  merit  simply  impossible. 
Marlborough,  Tonbridge,  Lancing,  Epsom, 
Elstree,  Mill  Hill,  and  Leatherhead  were 
iiacky  enough  to  win  their  matches  against 
the  M.C.C.  Winchester,  Wellington,  Finch- 
ley,  Eugby,  Eamsgate,  Cheltenham,  and 
charterhouse  managed  to  draw  their  M.C.C. 
matches.  And  over  a  score  of  others,  which 
there  is  no  need  to  particularise,  suffered 
defeats  of  more  or  less  magnitude  ;  but  that 
either  win,  draw,  or  defeat  was  an  indication 
of  merit  hardly  any  one  would  pretend. 

Taking  a  "bird's-eye  view  of  Britain" 
irom  what  we  hope  is  not  too  elevated  a 
standpoint,  we  find  Bedford  Modern  doing 
very  well  with  eight  innings  out  of  fourteen 
engagements  ;  and  Blair  Lodge  in  the  distant 
north  once  again  champion  school  of  Scot- 
land, having  a  particularly  strong  eleven, 
although  they  won  but  half  their  matches. 
If  Blair  Lodge  was  strong,  Brighton,  one  of 
the  most  southerly  schools,  was  certainly 
weak,  and  only  won  three  matches  out  of  a 
dozen,  among  the  three,  however,  being  those 
against  Dulwich  and  Lancing.  Another 
great  school  with  its  cricket  under  a  cloud 
was  Charterhouse ;  and  Cheltenham  was  in 
much  the  same  state,  though,  curiously 
enough,  three  of  its  eleven  secured  places  in 
the  century  list. 

Clifton  lost  only  two  matches,  and  was 
perhaps  stronger  than  it  had  been  for  some 
time,  thanks  in  some  measure  to  the  teaching 
of  Gregg,  who  was  indefatigable.  Only  two 
matches  were  lost,  and  at  one  of  the  losses 
the  eleven  were  four  men  short.  Dulwich  had 
one  conspicuous  light,  and  a  tail  of  ten  lesser 
lights,  with  the  usual  result,  although  in  this 
instance  the  great  light  was  as  good  a  bowler 
as  he  was  a  bat.  Epsom  won  three  matches 
out  of  ten,  and  also  rejoiced  in  a  captain  far 
superior  to  the  team  he  led.  Eton  drew 
against  Harrow  at  Lord's,  and  that  was  the 
best  thing  the  eleven  did  during  the  season. 
The  team  was  quite  a  new  one,  with  no  old 
choices,  a  state  of  affairs  never  known  before 
in  an  Eton  and  Harrow  match.  Such  a 
thing  is  not  likely  to  occur  this  year  at  what 
it  has  now  become  fashionable  to  call  "  the 
picnic  "  on  July  10. 

If  Blair  Lodge  produced  the  best  boy 
bowler  of  the  year  in  .1.  McLaren,  Fettes  pro- 
duced the  best  bat  in  G.  T.  Campbell,  whose 
average  of  sixty-one  on  fourteen  innings 
is  remarkable  enough  to  stand  quotation. 
Fettes  did  almost  as  well  as  Blair  Lodge,  and 
owing  to  the  draw  against  that  school  made  a 
vain  claim  to  the  championship's  being  con- 
sidered an  honourable  draw  between  the  two 
schools.  Haileybury,  with  a  new  headmaster 
whose  name  is  known  wherever  cricket  is 
played,  very  naturally  began  to  improve. 
Harrow  had  a  really  good  eleven,  though 
they  made  so  poor  a  show  at  Lord's  ;  and 
the  form  displayed  by  their  captain,  A.  C. 
McLaren,  who  got  more  than  half  the  runs 
on  that  occasion,  procured  him  a  place  in  the 
Lancashire  county  team  with  which  he  made 
such  an  excellent  start  in  first-class  company 
at  Brighton.  Highgate  got  terribly  thrashed 
by  the  M.C.C,  but  otherwise  did  fairly  well 
and  succeeded  in  beating  Tonbridge. 

Lancing  beat  the  M.C.C.  by  55  runs  in  a 
fairly  even  match  in  which  the  school  had 
the  advantage  on  both  innings  ;  but  this  was 
the  only  victory  of  the  year.  Loretto  won 
only  4  matches  out  of  15  ;  they  beat  the 
Academy  and  Kossall  handsomely,  but  fell 
before  Fettes  and  Blair  Lodge,  a  result  to 
be  regretted,  perhaps,  as  they  gained  the 
reputation  of  being  the  best  fielding  eleven 


of  the  year,  and  were  for  that  reason  worthy 
of  better  luck.  Malvern  did  a  little  better 
than  usual,  but  that  is  not  saying  much  ; 
with  Malvern  it  is  always  a  case  of  hope  for 
next  year.  Marlborough  won  both  school 
matches  and  four  more,  making  six  wins  out  of 
ten  engagements. 

Oundle  was  not  particularly  distinguished 
by  its  cricket  in  1890,  but  its  good  time  is 
said  to  be  coming.  Eepton  had  certainly  the 
worst  fielding  eleven  of  the  year,  but  in 
Palairet  had  an  unusually  successful  bat, 
and  in  Fry  a  really  excellent  captain. 
Eossail  won  two  matches  out  of  fourteen, 
which  can  hardly  be  considered  encouraging  ; 
and  Eugby  also  only  won  two  victories 
during  the  year.  St.  Paul's  won  seven  matches 
out  of  eleven,  and  Sherborne  also  won  seven, 
but  out  of  thirteen,  both  schools  showing 
improvement.  Shrewsbury  won  every  match 
until  July  set  in,  and  then  began  to  lose,  the 
beginning  of  the  losses  being  the  interesting 
match  with  the  Old  Boys,  who  conquered  by 
one  run.  Tonbridge  won  three  matches  out 
of  eleven,  and  succeeded  in  beating  Lancing 
by  an  innings  and  170  runs ;  on  the  other 
hand  Dulwich  beat  Tonbridge  by  207  runs, 
and  Highgate  beat  them  by  20  runs,  so  that 
the  season  was  not  deemed  satisfactory. 
Uppingham  won  but  a  solitary  match,  but 
then  the  Eepton  match  was  spoilt  by  rain, 
and  Haileybury  could  not  play,  and  in  short, 
although  only  one  was  won,  only  two  were 
lost.  Of  course  the  fielding  was  as  good  as 
usual,  and  that  is  saying  much. 

Wellingborough  Grammar  School  had 
perhaps  the  strongest  batting  side  of 
the  year.  Wellington  lost  four  matches 
and  won  two  out  of  ten,  but  the  Charterhouse 
match  did  not  figure  in  the  record,  it  having 
to  be  abandoned  owing  to  the  bad  weather. 
Westminster  did  much  better,  and  inflicted  a 
severe  defeat  on  Charterhouse.  Winchester 
only  lost  one  match  out  of  thirteen,  but  then 
they  drew  nine ;  the  side  was  strong  in 
batting,  all  the  team  getting  double  figures  in 
the  averages,  but  the  bowling  was  poor  and 


the  fielding  curiously  careless  ;  much,  how- 
ever, is  to  be  said  for  the  unexpected  in  a 
season  when  the  grounds  are  either  slides  or 
morasses. 

And  yet  some  good  long  scores  were  made 
in  school  cricket  during  1890.  Anscombe  for 
instance  made  113  not  out  for  Mannamead 
against  Keyham ;  Beers  118  for  Welling- 
borough Grammar  School  in  present  against 
past;  Blaker  171  for  Westminster  against 
I  Zingari ;  Brooke  137  not  out  for  Chelten- 
ham against  the  M.C.C.  ;  Browell  105  not  out 
for  Wellington  against  University  College, 
Oxford;  Collins  100  for  Brighton  College 
against  Brighton  Grammar  School  ;  Fryer  10(5 
for  Wellingborough  Grammar  School  against 
Bedford  County  School,  and  100  against 
Stamford  Grammar  School  ;  Hunt  109  for 
Sutton  Valence  School  against  Maidstone 
Grammar  School;  Hunton  112  for  Clifton 
against  Cheltenham  ;  Loraine  li52  for  Bedford 
against  Mill  Hill  ;  Eobinson  112  for  Cranleigh 
against  Hurstpierpoint ;  Warner  177  not 
out  for  Eugby  against  the  Free  Foresters  ; 
and  Wells  124  for  Dulwich  against  Ton- 
bridge. 

Wells  had  the  best  average  among  the 
English  schools.  Next  to  his  58  came  Pa- 
lairet's  54  ;  then  Brov/ell's  50  for  Wellington, 
Whitting's  46  for  Eugby,  and  MacLaren's  42 
for  Harrow.  Some  of  the  averages  were 
curiously  low ;  Eossall's  top  average,  for 
instance,  was  18,  Tonbridge's  was  19,  Marl- 
borough's and  Brighton's  22,  Eton's  and 
Uppingham's  25  ;  and  one  of  the  teams, 
Lancing's,  had  nine  of  its  members  in  single 
figures,  while,  as  we  have  said,  Winchester 
was  the  only  side  of  the  year  every  member 
of  which  averaged  over  ten. 

As  to  the  bowling,  Paterson  of  Merchiston 
seems  to  have  done  best  with  an  average 
of  six,  though  Wells  of  Dulwich  is  a  good 
second  with  seven,  probably  got  against 
stronger  elevens  ;  Napier  of  Harrow  also  did 
well,  but  he  was  apparently  not  tried  often 
enough,  though  he  could  hardly  be  considered 
as  good  a  bowler  as  Forbes  of  Eton. 


»*».  "TiiK  CoMiXG  CniCKET  PEASOX."— While  our  article  on  tliis  subject  was  p.issing  through  tlie  press,  the 
iiew  -i"  ai  )  i\  eil  tliat  the  visit  of  the  Amerioau  Team  to  tljis  cuuiitry  during  the  coming  cricket  seasou  has  been 
abandoned. 


PEACIICAL  AND  PROFITABLE  TOULTRY-KEEPING. 

By  Gordon  Stables,  m.d.,  cm.,  e.n. 


I. — FOWLS  :  FOR  FLESH  AND  EGGS. 


THE  keeping  of  fowls  is  undoubtedly  one  of 
the  most  fascinating  fads  or  fancies  that 
a  boy  could  take  up.  There  is  something 
very  real  about  a  nice  new-laid  warm  egg, 
and  something  very  substantial  too  about  a 
nice  "  sonsy "  tender  fowl  roasted,  and  on 
the  table  with  crisp  curly  morsels  of  bacon 
around  her  and  flanked  by  mealy  potatoes  and 
mashed  greens.  Now  if  you  can  honestly 
and  conscientiously  look  upon  that  fowl  or 
those  milky  morning  eggs  as  so  much 
delicious  food  saved  from  stuff  that  would 
otherwise  have  gone  to  waste  or  become  food 
for  maggots  and  beetles,  happy  I  say  are  ye. 
If,  on  the  other  hand,  the  fowl  and  the  eggs 
have  cost  you  white  shillings  and  sixpenny- 
bits  for  grain  and  stuff'  you've  had  to  buy, 
then  I  don't  think  you  will  enjoy  your  break- 
fast half  so  much,  nor  your  dinner  either. 
What  then,  you  may  ask,  is  the  secret  of 
keeping  fowls  with  profit '? 

The  answer  crammed  into  a  nutshell  is 
this.  Nobody  should  think  of  owning  hens, 
who  has  not  a  convenient  place  to.  keep  them 


healthy  and  happy  in,  and  who  cannot  put 
his  hand  upon  a  fair  amount  of  kitchen  re- 
fuse. Of  course  the  fowls  won't  be  kitchen-fed 
entirely.  They  need  other  "  gubbins  "  as  well, 
and  this  it  will  not  be  economy  to  refuse  them. 

In  all  my  writings  in  the  "  B.  O.  P."  I  have 
done  my  utmost  to  dissuade  boys  from  keep- 
ing fowls  who  had  not  a  grass  run  for  them, 
and  to  encourage  those  who  had  that  con- 
venience to  keep  a  few.  I  have  looked  .upon 
the  following  two  pictures  in  the  same  day 
often  enough.  Picture  i.  A  lordly,  bold- 
looking  cock  returning  at  sunset  from  the 
grass  with  his  feathered  harem,  every  bird 
in  which,  including  himself,  is  as  happy- 
looking  as  the  summer  day  has  besu  long. 
They  are  in  no  particular  hurry  to  get  to  roost. 
They  even  take  note  of  things  as  they  come 
slowly  on,  and  more  than  once  the  king  of 
the  flock  stops  to  break  up  a  luscious  snail 
for  the  hens.  "  Here,  my  dears,"  he  seems 
to  say,  "  you  may  as  well  make  room  for  this  ; 
it  wouldn't  be  here  in  the  morning."  Arrived 
at  their  yard  the  henwife  herself  meets 


them  and  throws  them  a  handful  or  two  of 
i  hard  golden  grain,  and  the  brave  cock  stands 
ll  gallantly  looking  on,  and  if  there  be  one  or 
tj  two  pickings  for  him  after  his  hens  have 
V  had  enough  he  takes  them  ;  if  not,  he  doesn't 
j ,  grumble.    A  happy  picture  that ! 

But  look  at  Picture  n.    It  is  the  close  of 
'!  the  same  bright   summer's  day,  but  just 
j  glance  for  a  minute  over  the  fence  into  that 
!  filthy  fowl-run.    There  are  there  about  fif- 
teen wretched  hens  in  all,  and  every  one  looks 
more  miserable  than  the  other.    For,  see, 

•  the  run  is  half  an  inch  deep  in  black  slime, 
■  the  feeding  trough  is  dirty,  the  water  is  ful- 
some, there  is  no  sign  of  a  dust  bath,  the 

i*  hen's  feathers  are  all  awry,  their  tails  are 
i  draggled  and  drooping,  the  poor  cock  is  as 
I    spiritless  as  a  snail,  his  comb  is  pale  and  he 

holds  aloft  a  bumble  foot.  But  yonder  comes 
I  a  slattern  girl  or  silly-looking  lad — none  of 
4  our  readers,  mind  you— and  flings  a  few 

handfuls  of  bad  oats  to  them.    Then  hear 

the  scrimmage  and  the  bad  hen-language, 
"*  and  see  the  fighting  and  pecking  that  goes 
i  on.  Why,  the  cock  himself,  instead  of  being 
4:  kingly  and  gallant,  positively  fights  with  his 
'  family  for  a  grain  or  two  of  those  half-green 
I  oats.  Well,  I  can  never  look  at  a  scene  like 
';  this  without  a  lump  in  my  throat,  and  I 
;  '  wouldn't  give  a  pinch  of  salt  for  a  man  or 

boy  who  could. 

Now  then,  my  lads,  just  you  cut  your  coat 
.    according  to  your  cloth,  and  if  you  haven't  the 

convenience  and  wherewithal  to  keep  five 
'  hens  and  one  cock  in  comfort  and  happiness, 
'■;  try  some  other  hobby  ;  get  a  box  of  tools  and 

*  make  things,  or  cultivate  a  morsel  of  garden 
and  a  couple  of  guinea-pigs,  but  don't  go  in 

j   for  fowls. 

The  Fowl-nin. — By  the  run  I  mean  the 
gravel  space  round  the  house  and  the  pad- 
dock, orchard,  or  held  ;  that  is  to  the  hens 
what  the  outdoor  world  is  to  you.  The 
gravel  run  should  be  a  good  roomy  place 
with  a  nice  clean  level  surface.  No  mud  and 
no  foul  ponds.  If  you  have  outdoor  perches 
in  it  here  and  there,  all  the  better,  for  fowls 
dearly  love  to  play  at  "  King  o'  the  Castle." 
Any  kind  of  cheap  fence  does,  of  wire  and 
wood,  the  more  rustic  the  better.  It  should 
have  a  door  for  your  own  convenience,  and  a 
shutter  door  opening  into  the  grass-run  for 
the  fowls.  The  gravel-run  should  be  kept 
very  clean  and  dry.  In  it  should  stand  the 
flat  water  dishes,  but  not  in  the  sun.  In  it 
also  must  be  the  dust  bath,  well  protected 
from  wind  and  rain  ;  a  baiTOwful  or  two  of 
dry  gravel  mixed  with  peat-earth  if  possible, 
and  old  lime  from  walls  broken  down,  with 
plenty  of  black  sulphur. 

'  Into  this  run  may  be  thrown  vegetable 
garden  refuse  with  a  handful  or  two  of  corn 

'  among  it.  But  this  must  never  be  allowed 
to  rot.  Fowls  that  are  all  day  on  the  grass- 
run  will  however  hardly  want  this.  Mind, 
it  is  important  that  the  hens'  private  door 
into  the  grass-run  be  kept  open,  else  the  fowls 

i  may  lay  away.  Besides,  no  sooner  does  a 
hen  get  clear  of  an  egg,  than  she  wants  to 
join  the  flock  and  boast  aloud  of  what  she 

'  has  done  -  "  Cuck-cuck-cuck-cay,  I'm  the  best 
hen  to  lay,"  she  sings,  and  the  cock  comes 
running  to  meet  her  and  shoves  a  fat  slug 
down  her  throat,  and  assures  her  she  is  the 
brightest  gem  in  his  jewelled  crown,  and  that, 
though  she  hasn't  been  an  hour  away,  it  has 
seemed  to  him  like  a  hundred  years,  and  so 
on  and  so  forth,  after  which  she  settles 
quietly  down  to  hunt  for  beetles  and  grubs. 

Fowls,  whatever  the  weather  may  be,  are 
very  fond  of  rustling  in  the  dust-bath  and 
kicking  the  ashes  all  up  through  their  feathers 
and  making  themselves  generally  jolly,  then 


coming  out  and  shaking  themselves  clean. 
And  if  they  have  a  good  sizeable  bath  of  this 
i  kind,  they  never  suffer  from  ticks  or  vermin, 
and  it  does  them  good  in  many  other  ways, 
j  Boys  should  never  forget  in  keeping  animals 
of  any  kind  that  in  their  natural  state — that 
j  is,  the  wild  state — they  are  all  cleanly,  wild 
I   dogs  and  wild  fowls,  rabbits  and  all,  and 
i   that  the  most  successful  breeders  are  those 
j  who  study  their  cleanliness  and  comfort  in 
[  their  captivity.    Put  that  hint  in  your  note- 
book, it  will  save  you  pounds  if  ever  you 
become  breeders.    The  water  should  always 
I  be  clean  and  pure  and  soft.    The  grains 
given  should  be  wholesome,  ripe,  and  free 
from  dust. 

No  food  should  be  left  to  decay. 
The  Fowl-house. — Make  it  of  old  soda-tubs 
or  weather-boarding,  or  the  roughest  of  wood 
filled  up  with  moss  and  clay.    I  don't  care 
j  how  rough  and  rustic  it  is,  but  do  havr  it 
;  useful  and  cleanly.    Ventilate  it  scientifically. 
;   Don't  have  it  draughty.    Place  the  perches 
I  high  or  low,  according  to  the  breed  of  fowls 
you  keep,  and  have  a  hen  ladder.    Let  the 
perches  be  always  dry  and  free  from  grease, 
and  not  placed  over  the  nests.    Cover  the 
roof  with  sanded  felt,  or  better  still,  thatch  it. 

Keep  the  nests  for  laying  in  full  of  clean 
straw.    If  you  want  to  be  extra-refined  have 
I   openings  in  the  walls  fitted  with  shutters  oppo- 
1  site  each  nest,  so  that  you  can  take  away  eggs 
j   without  disturbing  the  fowls.    Have  the  in- 
j  side  of  the  house  always  lime-washed  twice 
a  year  and  rub  woodwork  over  with  Calvert's 
carbolic.    There  are  directions  how  to  use  it, 
I  and  it  is  safe.    Lock  the  door  every  night 
i  and  keep  the  key.    A  lantern  is  very  handy 
j  in  winter  time.    It  is  best  to  have  a  slit- 
door  in  the  main  door  of  the  fowl-house  ;  you 
can  run  and  open  this  of  a  morning,  even 
when  you  don't  want  to  go  inside  yourself. 
You  can  gather  the  eggs  later  on. 

The  best  breeds  for  eggs  are  the  Spanish, 
Minorca,  Leghorn,  Andalusian,  Hamburgh, 
Polish,  Cochins,  and  Dorkings. 

Best  for  ffcsh:  Langshans,  Cochins,  La 
Fleche,  Game,  Brahma,  and  Dorking. 

For  sitting  :  Silkies,  Cochins,  and  Dorkings. 
C?-ossi)i(7.— Fresh  blood  does  good  in  a 
run.    Cross  almost  anything  with  a  Dorking. 

For  winter  laying  you  must  breed  early, 
so  that  they  begin  to  lay  late  in  autumn. 
All  will  then  depend  upon  your  feeding,  and 
I'll  speak  about  this  presently. 

I  am  sometimes  asked  the  question,  "What 
is  the  smallest  space  in  which  I  can  keep  a 
score  of  fowls  and  a  couple  of  cocks?"  I 
seldom  answer  it.  Those  who  ask  such  a 
query  must  be  narrow-minded,  and  want 
everything  for  nothing.  They  are  like  the 
man  who  tried  how  little  he  could  feed  a 
horse  upon.  He  worked  him  down  to  three 
straws  a  day,  and  if  the  saucy  beast  hadn't 
taken  the  sulks  and  died,  he  said  he  could 
have  gotten  him  to  live  on  one.  Boys  should 
remember  that  no  animal,  whether  bird  or 
beast,  will  thrive  on  food  alone  ;  the  creature 
must  have  exercise,  fresh  air,  pure  water, 
and  happiness  according  to  its  kind. 

J'oofl— Everything  will  go  wrong  if  suffi- 
cient food  of  a  proper  sort  be  not  given.  ^  We 
shall  not  have  any  eggs,  and  if  we  kill  a 
fowl  for  the  flesh  we  shall  find  it  poor,  flabby, 
stringy,  tasteless  stuff.  The  scraps  from  the 
table,  consisting  of  a  little  greens,  potatoes, 
morsels  of  meat,  bits  of  fat,  gravy,  etc.,  should 
be  all  boiled  up  together,  and  thickened 
into  a  mass  that  can  be  lifted  with  the 
1  fingers  when  cool,  and  scattered  with  an 
admixture  of  meal,  pollards,  or  bran.  Barley, 
oatmeal,  Spratt's  fcod,  and  Indian  meal  are 
best,  but  in  no  case  should  the  meal  pre- 

{To  be  continued.) 


I  ponderate,  especially  with  laying  fowls,  or 
1  you  will  have  them  too  fat.  If  ycu  can't 
1  get  enough  meaty  scraps  you  must  trot  round 
'  among  the  butchers,  and  pee  what  ycu  can 
\  do  in  the  way  of  baigain  making. 

Now  listen  :  this  crumbly  soft  feed  should 
--nay,  but  must  be  given  as  early  as  T.i'.O  in 
winter,  and  at  G.30  in  summer.  Ncne  of 
ycur  laziness,  boys— up  with  you,  throw  on 
your  ulsters  with  a  ccmforter  for  your  neck, 
and  off  you  trot  to  the  run,  let  out  your  pets 
and  feed  them.  Won't  they  bless  you  just, 
in  their  own  way  !  Throw  the  stuff'  here  and 
there,  that  all  may  have  a  good  portion,  but 
give  no  more  after  they  have  ceased  to  eat. 
Mind  the  cock  ;  if  he  is  a  game  bird  he  may 
be  too  gallant  to  eat,  so  coax  him. 

Garden  roots,  such  as  the  smaller  potatoes, 
'  parsnips,  turnips, andmangolds, etc. ,mayalso 
'  be  boiled  and  thickened  with  pollards  or 
bran. 

I  The  noon  meal  is  simply  some  grain 
[  scattered  here  and  there,  and  a  handful  of 
i   good  grain  corn  and  maize  to  each  before 

roosting  time.    This  keeps  the  stomach  all 

right. 

Feed  in  a  cleanly  place,  net  near  their  own 
droppings.    In  summer  they  will  be  ranging 
about  the  grass  all  day,  and  get  many  a  nice 
tit-bit.    In  winter,  if  there  be  snow,  you  must 
[  give  green  garden  refuse,  cabbage,  kail,  etc., 
I  with  some  grain  thrown  among  it. 
I      Food  for  winter  laying. — The  pullets  that 
I  are  most  likely  to  lay  all  winter— providing 
i  they  are  in  comfortable  quarters — are  those 
!   that  have  been  hatched  in  February  or  March, 
j  They  must  have  an  allowance  of  boiled  lights 
and  butchers'  parings,  with  not  too  much 
fattening  meal  food.    In  cold  weather  these 
I   pullets  should  have  warm  soft  food,  and  some 
!  bruised  chillies,  or  a  dust  of  cayenne  pepper 
in  it,  will  encourage  laying.    A  little  hemp 
on  frosty  days  will  also  do  good.    You  will 
]  understand,  of  course,  that  if  you  make  laying 
hens  fat,  they  lay  no  longer. 

To  fatten  for  the  market. — You  observe  I 
do  not  say  fattening  for  the  table.  People 
like  to  see  a  big  fat  fowl  powdered  over  with 
I  flour  on  the  poulterer's  counter.    Well,  suit 
I  them  by  all  means,  so  pen  up  your  two-year- 
olds  and  feed  them  very  regularly,  early  and 
!  late,  four  or  five  times  a  day  on  crumbly 
i  boiled  rice,  flour  and  such,  rice  and  treacle, 
and  oatmeal  draggled  with  milk ;  a  fortnight 
will  do  it.    Fatten  chickens  at  fourth  month, 
but  don't  pen  up.    Just  see  that  all  have 
plenty.    For  your  own  table  the  fowl  should 
be  well  fed  on  general  food,  and  have  plenty 
of  exercise  on  a  grass-run. 

Now  about  3'our  sitting  hen.  Try  if  pos- 
sible to  get  your  brooding  hens  as  early  as 
January,  or  use  an  incubator.  The  hen  if  she 
has  gone  broody  will  probably  seek  out  a 
nest  for  herself ;  and  if  possible,  humour  her. 
Only  she  must  be  in  some  quiet  corner  where 
there  is  no  chance  of  her  being  molested.  A 
good  Dorking  is  invaluable  as  a  sitter.  She 
need  not  be  extraordinarily  large  either. 

Place  a  turf  under  the  nest  in  say  a 
bottomless  basket,  or  about  four  inches  of 
dry  earth  with  no  stones  in  it  and  a  little 
straw  over  that.    Try  her  with  china  eggs 
I   first,  to  make  sure  she  is  broody  ;  you  can 
nearly  always  tell,  however,  by  the  great  heat 
of  her  body,  and  the  peculiar  clucking  sound, 
she  makes.  She  must  have  a  good  allowance 
of  hard  food,  barley  or  maize,  put  down  to 
her,  no  soft  food,  and  a  dish  of  pure  soft 
water  changed  every  day.    Also  a  large  dust 
bath.    Note  :  it  is  better  to  set  two  hens  at 
the  same  time,  because  then,  if  neither  have 
j  very  many  chickens,  one  fowl  can  have  the 
i  lot  and  the  other  return  to  the  run. 
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NEPTUKE   AND  BRITxlNNIA. 


Voice 


Fiano 


SONG   FOE  BOYS. 
Words  and  Music  by  the  Key.  W.  J.  Foxell,  B.A.,  B.Mus.  (Lond.) 
With  sjnrii. 


T- 


i  


!«— P^=li— 1« 


^  m  '  -P-  m 


::^=t=)s: 


i^L;;^^-^-*-! — r — F^--^ — ^ — ^ — 


1.  King  Nep-tune  rose  from  out  the  sea,  Not  long   a  -  go,   "tis     said  so  ;       Of  course  he  wore  his 
^  Man  -  y  man  -  y  years  had  pass'd  Since  last  he'd  left  the     o  -  cean  :  And  how  things  had  been 


I 


£:=:*Et 


t- 


I 


Soy'^  Ow^  ?kpef. 
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roy -al  crown,  That  well  be-comes  his  head  so. 
go-ing  on    He'd  not  the  slight-est  no-tion 


He  bore  his  tri- dent  in  his  hand  ('Twas  somewhere  m  the  Chan-nel),  And 
As    Brit-ain's  isle  he  spied,  said  he,  "  I'll     in  -  ter  -  view  Brit  -  an -nia  ;  'Twas 


3^ 


-  — 1»«  :3s 

-=>»—: 

:  J  ^ 

 ^  fiiw 

round  his  bo  -  dy  float  -  ed  loose,  A 
there  she  ruled  the    waves,  in  spite  Of 


de  -  cent  robe  of  flan  -  nel, 
Hoi -land     and  His   -  pa  -  nia, 


A 
Of 


de  -  cent  robe  of 
Hoi  -  land    and  His 


flan  -  nel. 
pa  -  nia." 


They  met.    Britannia  came  in  state 

Attended  by  her  navy. 
Including  every  sort  of  ship 

That  rides  the  ocean  wavy. 
"  Are  all  these  yours  ?  "  old  Neptune  cried, 

'•  Hold  hard  there  !  call  me  coward 
If  there  I  see  aught  like  the  ships 

Of  Nelson,  Blake,  or  Howard  !  " 
Chokus. 


4. 

"Yes,  much  has  chang'd,"  she  answer'd, 

Our  glory's  far  from  paling,  '  ["  still 
Our  wooden  walls  are  iron  now  ; 

We  steam  instead  of  sailing ; 
Our  newest  guns  weigh  scores  of  tons. 

And  shoot  as  dead  as  mutton, 
They're  fired  by  electricity, — 

You  merely  press  a  button." 
Chorus. 


5. 

"  But  tell  me  of  your  sons,"  quoth  he, 

(The  question  rather  falter'd) 
"  Are  they  the  same  good  hearts  and  true- 

Or  have  thei/  also  altered?  " 
"  No,  no  !  "  Britannia  quick  replied, 

"  Their  hearts  are  brave  and  steady  , 
They  fear  no  foe  !  when  danger  looms 

My  boys  are  always  ready." 
Choeus. 
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THE   "BOY'S   OWN"   DINNER-GONG,   OR  CALL-BELL:   AND  HOW  TO  MAKE  IT. 

By  H.  F.  Hobden, 

Author  of "  How  to  Build  a  Roinifj  runt"  "Boil's  Own  Model  Locomotive,"  ttc. 
PART  IV. 

npHE  full  size  Of  this  plate  is  shown  in  Fig.  which  strikes  the  bell.  Fig.  15  is  the  exact  front  of  the  hub  and  cover  the  screw  and 
1.    16,  in  which  a  is  a  iront  view,  while  b      size  to  make  it.  nut 

shows  size  to  turn  the  washers.  fjie  size  to  make  this  is  shown  at  Fig.  17. 


Fl<5  13. 

The  central  hole,  c,  must  be  of  sufficient 
size  for  easy  working  without  too  much  jjlay 
for  the  shaft,  and  three  holes  should  be  drilled 
and  countersunk  by  which  to  screw  it  to  the 
standard. 

Before  making  the  hole  c  the  full  size,  drill 
a  very  small  one  in  the  centre  and  place  the 
plate  in  the  position  it  is  to  occupy  exactly 
over  the  central  dot  h.  Fig.  9,  and  mark  some 
guide-marks  on  it  and  also  on  the  wood,  to 
enable  you  to  replace  it  in  the  same  position 
again  after  you  have  drilled  out  the  centre. 
This  is  most  important,  as  the  shaft  must 
revolve  exactly  at  this  point. 

The  plate  and  wood  being  marked,  you  can 
remove  it  and  place  it  on  the  shaft  between 
the  steel  washers,  which  must  now  be  soldered 
on  at  such  a  distance  that  the  inner  side  of 
plate  D,  Fig.  12,  is  1^  from  a,  and  when  doing 
this  take  care  you  do  not  solder  the  washers 
on  to  the  plate  d. 

When  this  is  finished  drop  a  little  oil 
between  the  washers,  and  screw  the  plate 
with  shaft  attached  to  it  in  position  on  the 
front  standard  at  h,  first  drilling  out  the 
wood  large  enough  to  allow  the  inner  washer 
to  revolve  easily :  and  you  will  now  see  the 
use  of  the  guide-marks  on  the  edge. 

Fig.  14  shows  it  screwed  on,  wiih  the  wood 
cut  away  for  inner  washer. 


These  washers  prevent  any  endlong  move- 
ment of  the  shaft,  putting  the  "  cam  "  (which 
I  will  next  describe)  out  of  gear. 

This  cam  is  a  three-sided  one,  and,  being 
fastened  to  the  shaft,  operates  on  the  lever 


Fji.i.  15. 

It  should  be  cut  out  from  metal  ^-inch 
thick,  or  may  be  built  up  of  several  sheets  of 
copper  soldered  together  until  of  the  neces- 
sary thickness. 

The  central  hole  is  to  be  drilled  the  exact 
size  of  shaft  and  a  small  key-way  cut,  as 
shown  at  a  ;  and  you  must  be  careful  to  keep 
the  outside  form  correct.  The  best  way  is  to  cut 
out  a  template,  or  shape,  of  cartridge  paper, 
and  glue  it  on  to  the  metal,  and  then  carefully 
file  it  up  to  that  shape  and  finish  it  with  a 
dead  smooth  file ;  and  after  cutting  a  small 
steel  wedge  or  key  to  fit  the  square  hole  a, 
lay  it  aside  for  the  present  while  we  make 
the  striking  arrangement  for  the  bell.  But 
before  commencing  that,  you  can  glue  the 
front  standard  in  place  on  the  line  a  b.  Fig.  8, 
taking  care  that  it  is  perfectly  vertical,  and  it 
should  be  supported  in  that  position  with 
some  blocks  of  wood  while  it  is  drying. 

The  wheel  also  requires  two  small  metal 
fittings  to  finish  it  :  one  is  a  brass  plate  with 
a  square  hole  cut  in  the  centre  ;  this  hole 
must  be  the  exact  size  of  the  squared  portion 
of  the  shaft,  so  as  to  fit  it  tightly  ;  and  then 
three  holes  drilled  for  round-headed  screws 
by  which  to  secure  it  to  the  back  of  the  hub 
of  wheel. 

This  plate  is  shown  full  size.  Fig.  16,  at  a, 
with  section  e. 


Drill  the  central  hole  out  to  nearly  the 
size  required,  as  shown  by  the  dotted  line,  and 
then  square  it  with  a  "  drift,"  which  can  be 
made  by  filing  up  a  piece  of  steel  to  the  size 
of  the  square  required.  You  can  then  screw 
the  plate  to  the  back  of  the  hub,  and  square 
out  the  central  hole  in  the  hub  by  means  of 
a  small  chisel  or  sharp  bradawl.  This  should 
be  made  square  to  the  same  size  as  the  hole 
in  the  plate,  without  which  the  wheel  might 
turn  round  on  the  shaft  instead  of  turning 
the  shaft  with  it. 

The  other  fitting  consists  of  a  circular 
hollow  brass  cap  to  be  screwed  on  to  the 


A  is  a  front  view  and  b  the  section  of  same. 
It  may  be  turned  in  wood  and  a  casting  pro- 
cured from  it,  or  may  be  turned  up  from  a 
piece  of  solid  brass  and  the  inside  drilled  oot, 
as  shown  by  the  dotted  lines  in  section  b. 

And  now  for  t'le  bell  itself.  You  may  pos- 
sibly have  an  old  gong-shaped  bell  (amongst 
the  lumber  which  generally  accumulates  in 
most  boys'  cupboards  or  chests)  which  you 
could  adapt  for  the  purpose  ;  or  you  might 
procure  a  bicycle  bell,  and  arrauge  it  so  as  to 
work  ;  but  if  you  have  neither,  I  will  just 
describe  a  good  method  of  constructing  it. 

First,  you  must  buy  the  gong,  Fig.  18,  which 
you  cannot  easily  make  for  yourself. 


This  will  cost  you  about  sixpence.  It  is 
like  a  small  dish-cover  with  a  hole  drilled  at 


it  should  not 
from  A  to  B, 
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and  if  the  hole  in  top  is  very  small  you  can 
drill  it  out  to  I  diameter.  Now  take  a  small 
piece  of  sheet  iron  ~  thick  and  cut  out  a 
circle  of  the  same  diameter  as  the  bell,  and 
then  hammer  it  quite  flat :  this  is  for  the 
foundation  plate,  on  to  which  you  have  to 
fasten  the  striker,  etc. 

This  plate  must  be  very  carefully  marked 
out  as  shown  in  Fig.  19,  which  gives  the 
exact  size  and  position  of  holes  to  be  drilled 
at  A,  B,  c,  D,  E,  F,  and  (5. 

The  right-hand  side  of  this  figure  is  not 
shown,  there  only  being  one  hole  required  on 
that  side,  of  the  size  of  f  o,  for  a  third  screw 
to  fasten  it  by.  The  central  hole  a  should 
be  made  i  in.  diameter  and  all  the  others  J^, 
with  the  exception  of  f  and  g,  which  should 
be  large  enough  to  admit  a  small  screw  and 
be  countersunk  as  shown,  to  allow  the  screw- 
head  to  lie  quite  fiat  with  the  surface.  Be 
careful  when  drilling  these  holes  to  keep  the 
drill  vertical,  or  you  will  not  get  a  true 
hole. 

Now  take  a  short  length  of  stout  iron  rod 
about  f-  in  diameter,  and  turn  a  screw  at 
one  end,  leaving  a  shoulder  at  the  other,  as 
in  Fig.  20,  which  is  full  size. 


This  is  then  to  be  placed  in  the  central 
hole  A,  Fig.  19,  and  the  end  a  of  the  support 
firmly  riveted  over  at  the  back  of  plate  ;  this 
is  to  hold  the  bell,  which  is  placed  over  the 
screw  B  and  secured  in  place  by  a  nut  on  top, 
which  can  be  made  from  any  odd  piece  of 
brass,  as  shown  at  c. 

You  must  now  tit  a  stout  iron  or  brass  pin 
into  each  of  the  holes  b,  c,  d,  e.  They  should 
be  slightly  over  4  in  diameter  by  long, 
while  B  should  be  half  an  inch  long.  They 
should  either  be  screwed  into  the  holes  or 
else  riveted  over  from  the  back— but  it  makes 
the  firmest  job  to  both  screw  and  rivet  them. 
The  back  plate  is  now  ready  to  receive  the 
moving  parts,  which  consist  of  three. 

The  first  to  make  is  the  lever,  Fig.  21, 
which  is  full  size  and  can  be  easily  cut  out 
with  the  fret-saw  from  a  stout  piece  of  sheet 
brass,  and  for  these  little  pieces  you  will 
possibly  have  odd  metal  lying  by,  which  will 
come  in  very  handy  and  may  be  easily  filed 
up  to  the  necessary  shape.  The  length  of 
the  lever  is  2/-  inches,  and  the  end  a  is  to 
be  turned  round  to  a  right  angle  to  work 
against  the  cam.  Fig.  15. 

Two  holes,  B  and  c,  have  then  to  be  drilled 
in  the  position  shown,  and  a  brass  pin  pro- 
jecting about  j;  must  be  riveted  into  c,  as 
shown  in  side-view  at  d. 

That  being  done  and  filed  up  smoothly,  you 
can  place  the  hole  b  over  the  pin  b  on  the 
foundation-plate,  Fig.  19. 

Now  take  a  short  length  of  "  hard  "  brass 
wire  and  bend  it  three  times  round  the  pin  b, 
to  form  a  spring  ;  then  sliglitly  curve  the  end 
and  bring  it  round  to  the  other  side  of  central 
post,  Fig.  20,  while  the  other  end  rests  against 
the  opposite  side  of  pin  d  on  the  lever ;  then 
cut  off  the  extreme  ends  of  wire  and  rivet  a 
small  brass  washer  over  the  end  of  pin  b, 


Fig.  19,  which  will  prevent  the  lever  and 
spring  from  slipping  off. 


Fig.  21. 


This  arrangement  is  shown  full  size  in 
Fig.  22,  where  a  is  the  central  post,  b  the 


Fig.  22. 


lever,  with  spring  c  wound  round  the  pin  b. 
Fig.  19,  the  underneath  end  being  against 
the  pin  d. 

The  next  portion  to  make  is  also  drawn  to 
the  exact  size  in  Fig.  23,  and  may  be  cut  out 


Fig.  23. 

from  sheet  brass.  A  hole  is  to  be  drilled  at  a, 
and  a  short  pin  fitted  and  riveted  in  tightly, 
as  shown  in  the  side-view  i>.  The  piece  can 
then  be  laid  on  the  foundation-plate  with 
the  hollows  b  and  c,  resting  on  the  pins  c  d, 
in  that  plate. 

(To  he  contin'Md.) 


THE  SHORTEST  GAME  OF 
CHESS. 

By  Prof.  Tomlinson,  f.e.s. 

[Professor  Charles  Tomliiison,  F.R.S.,  who  is  now  the 
oldest  writer  in  chess  living,  for  lie  was  born  in  London 
on  November  27,  1808,  and  among  whose  works  his 
".\.musements  in  Chess"  (London,  1845)  is  unsurpassed 
by  any  other  book  of  the  kind,  has  forwarded  us  the 
tuUowing  capital  short  article.] 

The  young  chess-player  will  doubtless  have 
learnt  that  the  shortest  game  of  chess  is 
that  known  as  the  Fool's  Mate.  The  game 
consists  of  two  moves  only  : 


White. 
P— K  B  4 
P— K  Kt  4 


Black. 
-K  3 

-K  E  5  mate. 


The  next  shortest  game  is  that  known  as 
the  Scholar'' s  Mate : 


White. 

1.  P— K  4 

2.  K  B-Q  B  4 

3.  Q— K  E  5 

4.  Q  X  K  B  P  mate. 


Black. 
P— K  4 
K  B-Q  B  4 
P-Q  3 


We  are  not  aware  that  either  of  these 
games  has  actually  been  played.  We  cannot 
fancy  that  any  one  would  be  so  stupid  as  to 
make  such  obviously  bad  moves  as  one  of 
the  players  makes  in  the  above  cases.  I 
want  to  call  your  attention  to  the  shortest 
game  that  has  occurred  in  actual  play. 

You  have,  of  course,  heard  of  the  great 
French  chess-player,  Philidor.  He  got  his 
Italian  name  in  a  curious  way.  In  the 
Chapel  Eoyal  at  Versailles  there  was  an 
orchestra  of  musicians  that  took  part  in  the 
religious  services.  Among  them  was  an 
Italian  named  Philidor.  It  happened  that 
this  man  fell  ill  and  died,  and  his  place  was 
supplied  by  a  Frenchman  named  Danican. 
One  morning  the  king,  Louis  XIV.,  on  pass- 
ing the  orchestra  on  his  way  to  his  seat  in 
the  chapel,  mistook  Danican  for  Philidor, 
and  nodding  to  him  said,  "  I  am  glad  to  see 
you  back  in  your  place,  Philidor  !  "  Now  it 
was  a  point  of  etiquette  in  the  French  court 
not  to  allow  the  king  to  make  a  mistake. 
When  he  was  a  child,  he  said  one  day, 
"  Portez  moil  carrossc  !  "  He  ought  to  have 
said,  "77ia  carrosse,"  since  the  word  is  of  the 
feminine  gender,  but  the  polite  French  at 
once  adopted  the  royal  infant's  change  of 
gender,  and  the  word  remains  to  this  day 
masculine.  In  like  manner  Danican  became 
Philidor,  and  to  this  odd  circumstance  the 
great  chess  master  is  indebted  for  his  name. 

The  ante-room  to  the  Eoyal  Chapel  was 
occupied  by  the  musicians  in  the  intervals 
of  the  services,  and  being  so  near  the  sacred 
precinct  they  were  not  allowed  to  play  games 
of  chance,  but  chess  was  allowed.  The  boy 
Philidor  frequently  accompanied  his  father 
to  the  chapel,  and  was  fond  of  watching  the 
chess,  and  soon  became  himself  a  good  j^layer. 
One  of  the  most  skilful  chess-players  among 
the  musicians  was  a  man  named  Legalle, 
who  frequently  played  with  young  Philidor. 
Now  the  only  game  of  Legalle's  that  has 
been  preserved  is  one  in  which  he  gives  the 
odds  of  the  Q  E  ;  and  here  it  is  : 


White. 

1.  P-K4 

2.  K  B— Q  B  4 

3.  K  Kt-B  3 

4.  Q  Kt— B  3 

5.  KtxKP 
0.  B  X  P  (ch.) 
7.  Q  Kt  mates. 


Black. 
P— K  4 
P  -Q  3 
Q  Kt-B  3 
Q  B— K  Kt  5 
B  X  Q 
K-K  2 
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Consult  a  Doctor  (T.  G.  D.,  P.  C,  Cambria,  and 
some  others). — These  querists  we  must  refer  to  their 
own  doctor. 

Lr.MP  ox  PiGiiox's  Wixo  (Inexperience). — It  is  called 
wing  disease.  Tlio  cure  generally  is  to  plucli  tlic 
wing  of  big  feathers,  one  by  one.  As  tlie  bird 
remoults,  the  swelling  will  disappear.  Be  careful, 
however. 

PHEAS.iNTS  (Frotus). — Yes ;  we  may  in  the  Doings 
afford  hints  about  these.  Hemp-seed  sliould  not  be 
freely  given.  The  birds  having  but  little  exercise 
should  not  be  fed  on  heating  material. 

Birds  (Cecil  H.  Roberts).— It  would  require  a  very 
large  aviary  indeed  before  chaffinches  and  green- 
finches would  build  in  it.  No ;  we  do  not  know 
Hyde's  seed. 

Growixg  Pains,  etc.  (C.  Harris).— Serve  you  right  if 
you  consult  mountebank  travelling  quacks.  Consult 
a  doctor. 

The  Bath  (Coming  Winter).- Do  not  take  the  bath  if 
you  have  a  feverish  cold.  It  would  rather  help  to 
cure  an  ordinary  cold. 

Ell  Six-footer  is  growing  too  fast.  He  must  consult 
a  doctor. 

Fowl  Brulsed  (C.  A.  Sack). — Best  and  warm  fomen- 
tations; if  matter  forms,  the  swelling  should  be 
lanced. 

YouxG  PiGEOXs  Dyixg  (G.  Lester).— They  evidently 
died  of  debility.  You  should  either  have  had  luirse 
pigeons,  or  have  seen  to  them  yourself.  Begin  at  the 
beginning  again.  Get  good  young  stock  from  a  real 
breeder  ;  and  get  a  book  (Cassell's  or  LyeU's)  and 
study. 

Pigeons  (W.  B.  Baker). — Take  up  too  much  space  here, 
We  will  have  anotlier  article  shortly. 

Chroxic  Catarrh  (Rolls).— This  will  go  away_as  you 
get  stronger.  Keep  the  bowels  regular,  take  all  the 
exercise  you  can  get,  and  a  teaspoonful  of  Fellows' 
Syrup  twice  a  day,  after  meals,  in  water. 

Bullfinches  (Bullfinch). — After  the  second  moult. 

C-A.T's  Eyf,  Bad  (Grimalkin). — Bathe  it  with  a  solution 
of  sulphate  of  zinc,  one  or  two  grains  to  the  ounce  of 
water.  This  twice  a  day.  Keep  warm  and  dry  and 
feed  well. 

Fheas.\nts  and  Fingers  (Musique). — You  must  keep 
the  birds  in  a  nice  large  aviary,  which  you  can  easily 
make  yourself.  If  nature  gave  you  large  Augers  we 
cannot  alter  them. 


Kx'EE  Bad  (B.  I.). — You  are  threatened  with  synovitis 
and  must  consult  a  doctor. 

Pigeons  (Vivian  Gallway). — You  must  get  the 
ordinary  kinds — a  good  pair,  cock  and  hen,  say 
tumblers — through  Exchange  and  Mart."  Keep 
in  an  aviary  and  breed.  The  young  will  not  fly 
away. 

Nervous  (A  Troubled  One).— It  may  be  but  natural, 
unless  you  have  given  way  to  bad  habits.  Then  it 
might  be  serious  enough.  Read  Dr.  Gordon  Stables's 
"  Advice  to  Growing  Lads." 

Another  (F.  W.  P.).— Avoid  quacks.  Read  answer  to 
Nervous. 

Boy  III  (Despair).— No  need  to  despair.  It  is  only  a 
sprain.  You  will  urow  out  of  it.  Meanwhile,  be 
guided  by  \\  hat  your  doctor  tells  you. 

Iceland  Poxy  (A.  Buchan).— Your  nag  is  evidently  a 
"bad  doer."  Try  bruised  oats,  and  give  him  carrots 
now  and  then,  and  some  bruised  beans.  Turn  him 
out  to  grass  in  tine  weather. 

Growth,  etc.  (New  Reader).— No  ;  only  by  liealthful 
exercise  and  gymnastics.  Feed  the  blackbird  well, 
and  it  will  by-and-by  sing. 

Gymnastics  (Patrick  Langar). — You  can  develop  all 
tin-  muscles  h\'  ini-ans  of  regulated  exercise  with  the 
dumb-bells.    L'se  liglit  ones. 

Cold  Bath  (W.  PeUier). — Begin  any  time  if  you  are  a 
strongisli  lad.  Put  a  dash  of  hot  in  fli'st  and  gradu- 
ally reduce  the  temperature. 

Hair  Coming  Out,  etc.  (Anxious). — 1.  Something 
wrong  with  your  healtli.  Live  as  well  as  possible 
and  keep  the  bowels  regular.  2.  Yes;  Harness's 
Electropathic  Belt  will  toue  the  nerves  and  increase 
the  strength. 

Holes  (H.  M.  C). — X  little  potassa  fusa  in  the  centre, 
but  we  do  not  counsel  much  interference  with  these 
except  under  good  advice. 

Growixg  (Small  Boy). — You  ate  nearly  21.  No  ;  you 
are  done  growing  heaveuuards — corporeally. 

Dumb-bells  (Mixed).—!.  After  the  batli.  2.  Bed  by 
ten,  up  at  seven. 

Rabbit  Books  (R  Hoare). — We  are  constantly  giving 
the  names  of  books  on  rabbits.  There  is  one  by 
Cassell  &  Co.,  one  by  Upcott  Gill  ("  Excliange  and 
Mart "  Office).    These  are  about  3s.  tid.  cacli. 

Rabbit's  FurComixg  Off  (Bunnic).— Rabbits  moult 
wlien  throe  Avecks  old,  and  lose  liair  again  in  another 
month.  You  have  only  to  be  careful  to  keep  from 
cold.  Do  not  remove  from  mother  till  eight  weeks 
fully. 

Athletics  (Athlete). — 1.  The  word  athlete  is  greatly 
abused.  You  do  not  require  to  lie  a  positively  strong 
lad  to  be  healthy.  We  mean  miiscularly  strong.  But 
the  dumb-bell  or  Indian  cluli  exercise  must  be  regular 
and  the  diet  plain  and  wholesome.  2.  J.  Piggott, 
117  Cheapside,  London,  has  a  wonderful  emporium 
of  the  kind  you  refer  to.  I 

Rabbit  Par.vlysed  (B.  Hare).— It  is  not  rheumatism  j 
but  paralysis.  We  don't  think  you  can  save  it.  ■ 
Be  more  careful  in  feeding,  bedding,  etc.,  in  future. 


The  Hair  (Parasite),  — Tilt 
so.    The  hair  must  be  \\  a; 


liave  no  Ousiiiess  to  suffer 
led  t\\  ice  a  week. 


Books  by-  Dr.  Gordon  St.vblics.  R.N.  (C.  A.  S.).— 
Some  of  tliis  autlior'stalesran  tlu'ougli  these  columns 
before  being  publislied  in  book  form.  But  a  tale  first 
published  in  book  form  would  not.  The  "Cruise  of 
the  Snowbird  "  was  republished  by  Hodder  &  Stough- 
ton.  Paternoster  How. 

Nervousntess  (P.  N.  If.).— Don't  bother  about  how  you 
look  in  society.  Do  ,\'ou  tliink  any  one  cares  but 
yourself  ?  Take  the  cold  bath,  exercise  with  light 
dumb-bells,  and  a  teaspoonful  of  Fellows'  Syrup  in 
water  twice  a  day. 

Ey'esight  .<nd  Nervousness  (M.  M,athews). — Read 
reply  to  Nervousness,  and  do  the  same  as  advised 
for  him.  The  eyesight  we  cannot  tell  you  about 
without  knowing  more,  but  spectacles  are  evidently 
necessary. 


Linnet  and  Chaffinch  (G.  Knight),— We  do  not 
know  Hyde's  mixture,  but  we  believe  you  bougnt 
wild  birds.    If  so  it  is  no  womler  they  died. 

Rabbits,  etc.  (Bunnie).— 1.  For  fattening  rabbits;! 
pen  separately  and  feed  on  a  barley  meal-mash  with 
boiled  potatoes,  a  little  bran,  a  few  tea  leaves,  andf 
perhaps  some  boiled  bread.  Give  oatmeal  and  boiled 
peas  for  a  change.  Very  Uttle  green  food.  2.  Owls 
Feed  on  bits  of  butcher's  offal,  gizzards,  etc.  of  fowls, 
and  dead  mice.  3.  There  is  no  book  on  turkeys,  but 
any  fowl  book  gives  directions  about  them.  H"eler  to 
articles  in  our  back  numbers. 

Water  Tortoise  (Malony).— You  might  write  to 
E.  Sumner,  135,  Oxford  Street,  London.  But  surely 
there  are  naturalists'  shops  in  Dubhn. 

The  Argentina  (.Argent).— We  cannot  advise  any 
particular  make  of  rifle,  but  we  do  say  get  some  one 
that  knows  to  purchase  for  you  before  ,\  on  start,  else 
you  may  find  yourself  "  Brummagemed." 

Pigeon  Breeding  (A.  Dunn).— You  will  have  no  luck 
unless  you  first  get  a  book  and  study  it.  We  cannot 
tell  you  all  in  a  column,  and  could  not  in  ten.  Try 
Lyell's  Book  on  Pigeons,  or  Wright's. 

Kitten  with  Fit  (Crocus).— Giro  castor  oil  twice  a 
week.  Don't  soil  the  fur.  If  fits  eoutinae,  get 
Spratt's  \\'orm  Powder  and  treat  as  you  woul.i  a 
tiny  dog. 

White  Mice  (Freda).— A  little  milk.  No  cheese.  It 
makes  them  smell  so    Canary  seed  is  good. 

Two  headed  Snakes  (H.  Peck).— Such  monstrosities 
may  exist.   Thanks  lor  your  letter. 

Repextaxt,  R.  W.  a  ,  and  Others — V.de  answer  to 
Nervousness.  Or  consult  a  doctor.  But  avoid  rmu 
by  avoiding  quacks — advei'tised  or  otherwise. 

Cat  with  Fur  Coming  Off  (Bodger  and  Others).— It 
is  very  likely  from  eczema.  The  treatment  is 
described  in  "Cats,"  a  book  pubhshcd  hy  Dean 
&  Son,  and  written  by  Dr.  Gordon  Stables,  R.N. 
Too  long  to  give  here.  These  cases  are  terribly 
troublesome. 

Guinea-pigs  (G.  H.  Daw.son).— I.  One  do?  to  on3  buck. 
2-  Leave  the  buck  with  young.  3,  Separate  young 
at  three  mouths  old.    4.  ll'a^^/- of  course. 

DucK.s  {0.  Pike)  —At  three  months.  At  eight  weeks 
they  A\  ould  hardly  weigh  over  i  lbs. 

R.1TS  (Farmer). — No  ;  a  little  green  food  or  apple  does 
tame  rats  good. 

Mice  (A.  A.  G.).— There  is  a  special  cage  sold  for  them 
■   at  natiu'aUsts'. 

Guinea-pigs  and  ■'  Buffon  '  (Developer). — 1.  Buflfon 
is  wrong,  "Pet  Stock  "  right.    2.  Begin  keeping  in  1 
spring  early.     3.  If  30U  have  a  lot  you  wiU  find  ' 
Sfa-att's  rabbit  food  a  good  staple  of  diet.    We  liavc 
been  using  it  for  months  in  our  own  large  caviarv, 
anil  the  creatures  like  it  immensely,  but  give  grain  . 
and  green  food  and  water  as  well. 

Tegetarhnism  (Hygiene).— Yes  ;  if  well  chosen. 
Look  at  the  Scotch  "  Gillies,"  who  never  see  meat. 

Cycle-racing  (.J.  Hard).— Yes:  you're  in  good  lonn, 
but  cycle-racing  is  bad  for  the  heart  and  kills  its 
scores. 

F.  W.  K. — 1.  Glue  size  is  simply  very  weak  ehie.  ?r 
rather,  glue  and  water,  and  it  should  be  applied  hot. 
2.  If  you  cannot  paint  a  gold  line  fine  enough,  get  .1 
piece  of  gold  cord  or  gold  thread  and  stick  it  on  in  the 
same  way  as  is  done  111  model  ships. 

Sequah.— The  Secretary  of  the  Royal  Academy,  Bur- 
lington House,  w ,  will  send  you  the  prospectus  if 
you  write  to  him  for  it. 

BoY^'s  Own  Pest. — 1.  Tlie  heading  you  send  is  that  of 
one  of  the  "  Ephemerals,"  a  species  of  cheap  magazine 
that  pulilishes  for  a  few  weeks  old  stor-ies  under  new 
names,  and  then  tries  feeble  originality— and  dies. 
2.  The  "  Union  Jack  "  ceased  to  exist  several  years 
ago.  It  was  on  much  the  same  lines  as  the"B.  0.  P." 
and  many  doubtless  regretted  it  was  not  adequately 
supported.  It  was  very  different  indeed  from  the 
vulgar  rubbish  of  which  you  send  the  headline. 
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CHAPTER  XTIII. — ROLLITT  MAKES  A  RECORD 
FOR  FELLSGAKTH. 

rpuE  Modern  seniors  had  slept  on  soimdlj-  that 
morning,  secure  of  their  prey.  The  military 
operations  of  the  preceding  evening,  although  they 
resulted  in  the  flight  of  the  besieged,  had  not 
tended  to  the  glory  of  the  besiegers.  Indeed, 


I've  got  you  now,  have  I,  you  cad?" — (See  Chap  XIX.) 
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when  the  door  had  at  last  been  broken  i)' 
and  it  was  discovered  that  the  birds  h  d 
flown,  a  titter  liad  pfone  round  at  t'.e 
expense  of  Messrs.  Clapperton,  Dan^^?, 
and  Brinkiuau  which  had  been  parti- 
cularly riling  to  those  gentlemen. 

AVhen  in  the  morning  the  birds  were 
found  to  have  flown  once  more,  the 
position  of  the  seniors  became  positively 
painful.  Fullerton,  as  usual,  did  not  salve 
the  wound. 

••  I  should  say — not  that  it  matters 
much  to  me — that  tLat  sco)-es  another  to 
the  rebels,"  said  he.  "  How  very  naughty 
of  them  not  to  stay  and  be  whopped,  to 
be  sure." 

"  The  young  cads !  "  growled  Clapperton, 
who  had  the  grace  to  be  perfectly  aware 
that  he  had  been  made  ridiculous.  "  I 
don't  en\'y  them  when  I  get  hold  of 
them." 

"  No  more  do  I,"  said  Fullerton,  "  with 
their  door  off  its  hinges.  It  will  be  very 
draughty." 

Do  shut  up.  Why  don't  you  go  and 
join  the  enemy  at  once,  if  you're  so  fond  of 
them  ?  "  said  Dangle. 

"Well,"  said  Clapperton,  "they  will 
keep ;  but  we  niust  have  it  out  with 
Corder  now.  It's  no  use  simply  cutting 
him ;  he'll  have  to  be  taught  that  he  can't 
defy  the  house  for  nothing.  Go  and  tell 
him  to  come,  Drinkman." 

ButCordor's  back  was  against  the  wall, 
literally  and  metaphorically. 

To  Brinkman's  demand  (almost  the 
first  voice  he  had  heard  speaking  to 
him  for  a  week)  he  returned  a  curt 
refusal. 

"  Well,  I'll  make  you  come,"  said 
Brinkman.  Whereupon  Corder  retreated 
behind  his  table  and  invited  the  interloper 
to  begin. 

To  dodge  round  and  round  a  study 
table  after  a  nimble  boy  is  not  a  \  ery 
dignified  occupation  for  a  prefect,  parti- 
cularly when  the  object  of  his  chase  is  a 
prefect  too ;  and  Brinkman  presently 
abandoned  the  quest  and  went  otf,  breath- 
ing threatenings  and  slaughter,  for  re- 
inforcements. 

So  did  Corder.  Less  sensitive  than  liis 
junior  fellow  martyrs,  he  marched  straight 
across  to  Yorke's  study.  The  captain  was 
away,  but  in  the  adjoining  room  lie  found 
Fisher  i  and  Denton,  poring  over  tlieir 
endless  accounts. 

"  You  two,"  said  Corder,  "you're  prefects. 
You're  wanted  over  on  the  other  side  to 
stop  bullying." 

"  Who's  being  bullied  ?  " 

"  I  am.  I'\-e  been  cut  dead  for  a  week. 
I'm  sick  of  it.  Now  they're  going  to  lick 
me.  I'd  take  my  chance  against  them  one 
at  a  time,  but  I  can't  tackle  three  of 
them." 

"  Is  it  for  playing  in  the  match  ?  " 

"  Yes,  that  and  going  to  the  meeting. 
Nothing  else.  I'd  go  to  twenty  a  day, 
if  I  had  the  chance,  to  spite  them." 

"  Wlio  are  bullying  you  '?  " 

"  Clapperton,  Brinkman,  and  Dangle,  of 
course." 

"I  tell  you  what,"  said  Denton,  "we 
couldn't  go  over.  We've  no  authority. 
But  there's  nothing  to  prevent  your 
titaying  here  and  letting  tliem  fetch  you. 
Then  we  can  interfere." 

"  All  serene,"  said  Corder ;  "  I  hope 
they  will  come.  I  say,  I  wish  you'd  let  me 
sit  here  and  hear  you  fellows  talk.  I've 
not  had  a  word  spoken  to  me  I'or  a  week. 


I  can  tell  you  it's  no  joke.  I  laughed  at  it 
at  first  and  thought  it  would  be  nice  rather 
than  otherwise.  But  after  two  days, 
I  you  chaps,  it  gets  to  be  decidedly  slow  ;  you 
begin  to  wonder  if  it  isn't  worth  caving  in. 
But  that  would  be  such  a  howling  come 
down,  when  all  you've  done  is  to  do 
what  you  had  a  right  to  do — or  rather 
what  you're  bound  to  do — play  up  for  the 
school." 

j  "  And  jolly  well  you  played  too,"  said 
I  Fisher. 

[      "  It  was  a  lucky  turn.     You  know  I 
I  was  so  awfully  glad  to  be  in  the  fifteen, 
and  felt  I  could  do  anything.    Of  course 
the  lucky  thing  was  my  getting  past  their 

forwards,  and  then  "  And  then  Corder 

launched  into  a  delighted  account  of  the 
never-to-be-forgotten  match,  during  which 
the  cloud  passed  away  from  his  face,  the 
light  came  back  to  his  eyes,  and  the  spirit 
into  his  voice. 

"What    business    have  they  to  stop 
me,"  said  he,  "  or  bully  me  for  it '?  " 

"  None.    And  Yovke,  when  he  hears  of 
it,  will  report  it  to  the  Doctor." 

"  No,  don't  let  him  do  tliat.  What's 
the  use '?    If  I  can  stay  here  it's  all 
I  right." 

j  An  hour  later,  about  the  time  that 
j  the  young  mountaineers  were  beginning 

to  look  out  for  the  second  wind  on  the 
'  lower  slope.  Dangle  came   across  in  a 

vicious  temper. 

He  had  not  come  to  look  for  Corder, 

the  sight   of  whom   in   the  sanctuary 

of  a  Classic  study  took  him  aback. 
I      "  That's  where  you're  sneaking,  is  if?  " 

said  he.    "  I'm  not  surprised." 
!      "  Not  much  need  to  sneak  from  ijoii. 

It's  three  against  one  I  object  to,"  said 
i  Corder.     "  liut  if    you    like    to  fetch 

Clapperton  and  Brinkman  over  here,  we 

can  have  it  out  comfortably  now." 
I      "  You  must  think  yourself  uncommonly 

important  if  you  suppose  we're  going  to 
'  trouble  about  an  ass  like  you,"  said 
I  Dangle.  "  I  never  once  thought  of  you." 
I  "What  have  you  come  for,  then?" 
I  said  Fisher.     "  Hadn't  you  better  wait 

till  you're  invited  before  you  come  where 

you're  not  wanted  '?  " 

"  I've  come  on  club  business,  and  I've 

a  perfect  right  to  come.    You  fellows,  I 

hear,  have  taken  it  into  your  heads  to 

dissolve  the  club." 

"What  of  that?     Why   didn't  you 

come  and  vote  against  it  if  you  didn't 

hke  it  ?  " 

"  Thank  you.  It  wasn't  quite  good 
enough.  What  I  want  to  know  is  what 
is  the  treasurer  going  to  do  with  the 
money  ?  I  suppose  that's  hardly  going 
to  be  treated  as  a  perquisite  for  him  ?  " 

Fisher  i  looked  troubled.  He  had 
dreaded  this  awkward  (question  for  days. 
For  the  lost  money  was  still  missing. 

"  You  know  it's  nothing  of  the  kind." 

"  What  are  you  going  to  do  with  it, 
then?" 

"  That's  for  the  club  to  decide.  If 
you'd  come  to  the  meeting  you  could  have 
proposed  something." 

"  It's  funny  how  sore  you  are  about 
that  precious  hole-and-corner  meeting  of 
yours'.    How  unich  is  there  on  hand  ?  " 

"  Y'ou'll  know  presently.'' 

"  I  daresay — as  soon  as  you've  hit  on 
a  dodge  for  getting  over  tliat  little  de- 
ficiency of  four  or  five  pounds — eh  ?  " 

Fisher  i  looked  up  in  astonishment. 
How  had  the  fellow  heard  about  that '? 


Dangle  laughed. 

"You  thought  it  was  a  snug  little 
secret  of  your  own,  didn't  you?  You're 
mistaken.  And  you're  mistaken  if  you 
think  we  aren't  going  to  get  at  the  bottom 
of  it." 

Fisher  i  rose  to  his  feet. 

"  Look  here.  Dangle,"  said  he  ;  "  do  you 
mean  to  insinuate  that  Fve  taken  the  dub 
money  ?  " 

"  I  never  said  so." 

"Or  that  I  was  going  to  cook  the 
accounts  so  that  it  should  not  be  known  ?  " 

"  I  didn't  mean  yoti  were." 

"Whom  did  you  mean?  Me?  "  said 
Denton. 

"No;  I  didn't  say  anybody,"  said 
Dangle,  beginning  to'feel  himself  in  a 
fix.  "  .\11  I  meant  was,  we  want  to  know 
what's  become  of  the  money  ?  " 

"  You  don't  want  to  know  more  than  I 
do,"  said  Fisher  i.  "  I'd  have  handed 
o\er  the  money  days  ago,  if  I  could  only 
have  found  it." 

"Do  you  suspect  any  one?"  said 
Dangle. 

"  Suspect  ?  No.  No  one  comes  here 
that  would  be  likely  to  take  it." 

"You  leave  it  about,  though.  I've 
J  noticed  that  myself.    Who's  your  fag  ?  " 

"  As  honest  a  man  as  you,  e\  ery  bit,, 
and  that's  saying  a  good  deal  for  you," 
retorted  Fisher  i,  hotly. 

"  Keep  your  temper.  Who's  study  is 
tliat  next  yours  ?  " 

"  That's  Yorke's." 

"  No,  on  the  other  side." 

"  That's  Rollitt's.     I  suppose  you're 

going  to  insinuate  '' 

[  "  Stop  a  bit,"  said  Dangle,  suddenly, 
turning  to  close  the  door  before  he  pria- 
ceeded.  "  When  did  you  first  miis  the 
money  ?  " 

I  "  You're  uncoimnonly  interested  in  the 
accounts,"  said  Fisher  ;  "  if  you  want  to 
know  so  much  it  was  ten  days  ago." 

"  I'm  interested  because  I've  an  idea. 
When  did  you  get  in  the  subscriptions  ?  " 

"They  were  all  in  a  week  before  the 
first  Eendlesham  match,  the  match  where 
you-  " 

Fisher  i  stopped. 

Dangle  took  no  notice  of  the  broken 
taunt,  and  said  : 

"  Look  here,  Fisher.  There's  no  love 
lost  between  you  and  me,  and  it  doesn't 
affect  me." 

"  Or  me." 

"  For  all  that,  I  don't  care  to  see  you 
I  or  the  clubs  robbed  without  giving  you  a 
I  friendly  hint." 

I      "  You're  very  kind.  Who  is  the  culprit  ? 
The  Doctor?" 

"No;  liollitt.  Stay,"  said  he,  saving 
down  the  interruption,  "  I  shouldn't  be 
fool  enough  to  say  it  unless  I  was  pretty 
sure.  Tell  me  this,  Fislier ;  when  you  go 
out  and  leave  money  about,  do  you  lock 
your  door  ?  " 

"  No.  We  don't  have  to  do  that  this 
side." 

"  Did  you  ever  see  EoUitt  in  here  ?  " 
"No." 

"  Do  you  know  that  on  the  first  halt 
holiday  this  term  Eollitt  nearly  came 
to  grief  on  the  river  ?  " 

"  What  on  earth  has  that  to  do  with 
it?  " 

"Everything.  You  heai-d-of  it  ?  Your 
young  brother  was  with  him,  of  course. 
And  you  heai'd  that  he  lost  Widow 
Wisdom's  boat  over  the  falls." 
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"  Yes,"  said  Fisher,  suddenly  beginning 
to  see  the  drift  of  the .  cross-examina- 
tion. 

"  And  you  heard  that  the  very  next 
day  he  bought  her  a  new  one  for  five 
pounds  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  did,  but  whatever  right  have 
you  to  connect  that  witli  the  missing 
money  '?  " 

"  Wait  a  bit.  You  were  away  all  that 
afternoon,  weren't  you  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  I  wasn't.  I  happened  to  come  over 
to  look  for  you,  and  found  you  were  out. 
The  only  fellow  I  met  in  the  house  was 
KoUitt.  He'd  just  got  back,  and  I 
met  ban  at  the  door  of  this  room.  There, 
you  can  make  what  you  like  of  it. 
Even  a  Classic  knows  what  twice  two 
makes." 

And  he  tui'ned  on  his  heel  and  left  the 
room. 

"  Tliere  goes  a  thoroughbred  cad  for 
you,"  said  Denton. 

'•  I  don't  know  how  we  came  to  let  him 
go  without  a  kicking,"  said  Fisher. 

■•  Shall  I  call  to  him  to  come  back  '?  " 
asked  Corder. 

"  Of  course,"  said  Fisher  r,  '•  it  is  a 
ciu-ious  coincidence  about  Kollitt.  But  I 
never  thought  of  connecting  the  two  tilings 
together  before." 

"  No.  It's  utter  guesswork  on  Dangle's 
part." 

"If  it  conies  to  that,"  said  Corder,  "if 
Dangle  was  over  here  that  afternoon,  why 
.<ihouldn't  he  have  collared  it  as  well  as 
KoUitt?  " 

"  He  has  any  amount  of  mone^-.  He's 
not  hard  up,  like  Eolhtt." 

"  All  I  can  say  is,"  said  Denton,  "  I 
wish  that  cad  had  kept  his  suspicions  to 
himself." 

Tlie  object  of  these  suspicions,  mean- 
wliile,  blissfully  unconscious  of  the  interest 
Avitli  which  he  was  being  remembered  at 
Fellsgarth,  was  utilising  his  holiday  in 
tlie  prosecution  of  his  favourite  sport. 

This  time  he  did  not  fish  from  a  boat, 
nor  did  he  affect  the  upper  stream.  He 
tried  the  lower  reach ;  and  not  very 
successfully.  For  he  had  never  been  able 
to  replace  the  tackle  lost  on  the  eventful 
afternoon  when  Widow  Wisdom's  boat  had 
gone  over  the  falls.  He  had  his  fly-book 
still,  and  had  come  across  an  old  reel 
which,  fitted  to  a  makeshift  rod  with 
common  twine,  had  to  do  duty  until  he 
could  afford  a  regular  new  turn-out.  It 
was  better  than  nothing,  but  the  fish 
seemed  somehow  to  get  wind  of  the  fact 
that  they  were  not  being  treated  with 
proper  respect,  and  refused  to  have  more 
to  do  than  they  could  help  with  this 
irregular-looking  apparatus. 

Rollitt  put  up  with  their  unreasonable- 
ness for  a  long  time  that  morning  and 
afternoon.  With  infinite  patience  he 
tried  one  fly  after  another,  and  either  bank 
in  turn.  He  gave  them  a  chance  of  being 
hooked  under  the  falls,  or  right  down  on 
the  flats  by  the  lake.  But  it  was  no  go. 
They  wouldn't  be  tempted. 

At  last,  as  it  was  growing  dusk,  he  be- 
came conscious  tliat  it  had  been  raining 
fast  for  half  an  hour  and  that  he  was  wet 
through.  He  looked  up  and  saw  a  grim 
pall  of  wet  lying  over  the  lake  and  all  up 
the  side  of  Hawk's  PiKe,  of  which  only 
the  lower  slope  was  distinguishable  through 
the  mist.  It  was  not  a  promising  even- 
ing ;  and  Rollitt,  now  he  came  to  think 


of  it,  might  as  well  go  back  to  Fellsgarth 
as  stand  about  here. 

So  he  collected  his  tackle  and  turned 
homeward.  His  path  from  the  lake 
brought  him  across  the  track  which  leads 
round  to  the  back  of  the  mountain  ;  and 
he  was  just  turning  in  here  wlien  lie 
heard  what  sounded  like  a  halloo  on  the 
hill  side.  It  was  probably  only  a  sliepherd 
calling  his  dog,  but  he  waited  to  make 
sure. 

Yes,  it  was  a  shout,  but  it  sounded  more 
like  a  sheep  tlian  a  man.  Rollitt  shouted 
back.  A  quick  response  came,  and  pre- 
sently out  of  the  mist  a  shadowy  form 
emerged  running  down  the  slope,  hopping 
over  the  boulders,  and  making  for  the  lane. 

A  minute  more  and  Wally  presented 
himself. 

"  Hullo,  is  that  you,  Rollitt  ?  I  thought 
I  was  lost.  I  say,  have  you  seen  the 
others  ?  " 

Rollitt  shook  his  head. 

•■  Whew  !  I  made  sure  they'd  come 
down.  I  say,  what  a  go  if  tliey're  lost  up 
there,  a  night  like  this." 

Rollitt  looked  up  at  the  dim  mountain 
side  and  nodded  again. 

"  I  thought  I  was  on  a  path,  you  know, 
and  hallooed  to  them.  They  didn't  hear, 
so  I  went  back  for  them,  and — so  we've 
missed." 

"  Who  •?  "  said  Rollitt. 

"  Do  you  know  my  young  brother 
Percy,  a  Modern  kid  ?  He  was  one,  and 
all  our  lot,  you  know,  D'Arcy  and  Asliby 
and  Fisher  11  and  " 

"Fisher  11,"  said  Rollitt,  suddenly  be- 
coming interested  ;  "up  there"?" 

"  Yes — he's  the  lame  horse  of  the  party 
— not  up  to  it.    What's  up,  I  say  ?  " 

Rollitt  had  suddenly  deposited  liis  rod 
mider  the  wall,  and  ciuitting  the  path  was 
beginning  to  strike  up  the  base  of  the  hill. 

"  Go,  and  bring  guides,"  he  gi'owled. 

"  You'll  get  lost,  to  a  dead  certainty.  I 
say,  can't  I  come  too  ?  "  said  the  boy, 
looking  very  miserable. 

"  No.  Fetch  guides.  Come  witli  them. 
Quick." 

There  were  no  guides  to  be  had  nearer 
than  Pencliurcli,  four  miles  off,  and 
Wally,  very  cold  and  wet  and  hungry 
and  footsore,  with  a  big  load  on  his 
heart  as  he  thought  of  Percy,  pulled  him- 
self together  with  an  effort  and  stumped 
off. 

Rollitt  strode  on  up  the  slope  in  the 
gathering  night.  Cold  and  weather 
mattered  little  to  him,  still  less  did 
danger.  But  Fisher  ii  mattered  very 
much.  For  Percy  or  any  of  the  rest  he 
might  probably  have  stayed  where  he 
was ;  but  for  the  one  boy  in  Fellsgarth  he 
cared  about  he  would  cheerfully  go  over  a 
precipice. 

Every  now  and  again  he  stood  still  and 
shouted.  But  in  the  wind  and  rain  it  was 
impossible  to  say  if  any  one  heard  him  or 
called  again. 

After  an  hour  or  more  he  found  him- 
self on  the  first  ridge,  where  for  a  fe«' 
yards  the  ground  is  level  before  it  rises 
again.  Here  he  called  again,  once  or 
twice.  Once  there  came,  as  he  thought, 
a  faint  distant  whistle,  but  by  no  manner 
of  calling  could  he  get  it  to  come  again. 
He  started  ofi'  in  the  direction  from  which 
it  seemed  to  come,  calling  all  the  way, 
but  never  a  voice  came  out  of  the  dark- 
ness. For  a  couple  of  hours  he  doggedly 
haunted  the  place,  loth  to  leave  it  while 


a  chance  remained.  Then  he  gave  it  up, 
and  started  once  more  up  the  sleep  slope. 
He  looked  at  his  watch  by  the  light  of  a 
match.  It  was  eleven  o'clock.  Heslmd- 
dered,  but  not  with  the  cold,  and  went  on. 

Something,  who  could  say  what,  told 
him  tliat  he  must  go  higher  yet.  Once 
last  year,  in  company  with  Wisdom,  lie 
had  been  as  far  as  the  upper  bog  a,nd  had 
wanted  to  go  to  the  top.  But  Wisdom 
had  dissuaded  him.  Now,  even  m  the 
darkness  the  ground  seemed  familiar,  and 
he  tramped  on  up  the  swampy  steep  till 
presently  he  found  himself  near  the 
sound  of  rushing  water  at  the  foot  of 
the  great  ravine. 

The  stream  had  grown  so  strong  since 
the  afternoon  that  to  shout  against  it  was 
more  hopeless  than  ever.  Yet  Rollitt 
shouted.  Had  a  voice  replied,  he  felt 
sure  he  could  have  heard  it.  But  none- 
did. 

Up  the  steep  ravine  he  went,  finding- 
the  going  easier  than  through  the  spongy 
swamps  below.  About  half  way  up,  just 
where  the  juniors  ten  hours  ago  had  de- 
cided to  turn  back,  as  he  looked  up,  he- 
saw  what  seemed  like  clear  sky  through  a 
frame  in  the  mist.  Was  it  clearing  after- 
all  ?  Yes.  The  higher  he  got  the  more 
the  mist  broke  up  into  fleeting  clouds  which 
swept  aside  every  few  moments  and  let 
in  a  dim  glimmer  of  moonlight  on  the 
scene. 

At  the  top  of  the  ravine  he  sliouted  again : 
but  all  was  still.  Even  the  wind  was 
dying  down,  and  the  rain  fell  with  a 
deadened  sob  at  his  feet. 

Three  o'clock  !  Wisdom  had  told  him, 
the  day  they  had  been  up  there,  that  the 
top  was  only  thi'ee-quarters  of  an  hour 
beyond  where  he  stood.  Something  stili 
cried  "  excelsior  "  within  him,  and  without 
halting  longer  than  to  satisfy  himself  by 
another  shout,  he  started  on. 

How  he  achieved  that  tremendous  climb 
he  could  never  say.  The  clouds  had 
rolled  off,  and  the  moonlight  lit  up  the 
rocks  almost  like  day.  Never  once  did  he 
pull  up  or  flag  in  liis  ascent.  He  even 
ceased  to  shout. 

Presently  there  loomed  before  him. 
gleaming  in  the  moonlight,  the  cairn. 
For  the  first  time  in  its  annals,  a  Fells- 
garth boy  had  got  to  the  top  of  Hawk's 
Pike. 

But  so  far  from  elation  at  the  glory  of 
the  achievement,  Rollitt  uttered  a  groan 
of  dismay  when  he  looked  round  and 
found  no  one  there  after  all.  That  he 
would  find  Fisher  11  there  he  had  never 
doubted;  and  now — all  this  had  been  time- 
lost. 

Without  waiting  to  heed  the  glorious 
moonlight  prospect  over  lake  and  hill,  he 
turned  almost  savagely,  and  scrambled 
down  the  crags.  It  was  perilous  work — 
more  perilous  than  the  scramble  up.  But 
Rollitt  did  not  think  of  danger,  an(l  there- 
fore perhaps  did  not  meet  it.  In  half  an. 
hour  he  was  down  on  the  bog — and  in  an 
hour  after,  just  as  a  faint  break  in  the 
east  gave  warning  that  the  night  was 
gone,  he  stood  bruised  and  panting  at 
the  foot  of  the  gorge  on  the  second  ridge. 

He  was  too  dispirited  to  shout  now.  It 
had  not  been  given  to  him  after  all  to 
rescue  his  friend.  He  would  have  done 
better  if  he  had  never  

There  was  a  big  boulder  just  ahead, 
poised  almost  miraculously  on  its  edge,  on 
the  sloping  hill  side.    It  loolied  i;;:'  ii!  a 


moclerate  blast  of  wind  would  send  it 
heatllonf,'  to  the  bottom.  But  it  had  stood 
thei'e  for  centuries,  a  shelter  for  sheep  in 
winter  from  the  snow  and  hail. 

What  made  RoUitt  bound  now  in  the 


direction  of  this  rock,  like  a  man  shot  ? 
Surely  not  to  admire  a  natural  curiosity, 
or  to  seek  shelter  rnider  its  wing. 

No.  He  had  found  that  his  quest  after 
all  had  not  been  in  vain.    There,  curled 

{To  be  continued.) 


up  under  the  overhanging  rock,  lying  one 
almost  across  the.  other  for  warmth,  with 
cheek  touching  cheek,  and  Ashby's  coat 
covering  both,  were  Fisher  11  and  his 
chum — not  dead,  but  sleeping  soundly  t 
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AT  midnight,  as  the  moon  was  sinking 
below  the  horizon,  Kerdic  arrived  at 
the  ruined  pillar  ofwhicli  the  Guebre  had 
told  him.  As  he  approached,  a  crouching 
figure  rose  a  few  yards  from  the  monu- 
ment, and  came  to  meet  him.  It  was 
Goucha  Nichin,  holding  a  long  iron  bar 
and  a  handful  of  cordage.  Maurice  took 
the  cordage  from  him  and  found  it  was  a 
long  thin  rope  ladder,  with  ii'on  hooks  at 
one  end.  He  would  also  have  carried  the 
iron  bar,  but  the  old  man  refused. 

The  two  men  stavte  1  on  their  way. 
The  night  v/as  calm  ;  in  the  sky  tlie  stars 
were  shining  softly  and  slR'ddliig  a  feeble 
light  on  the  road  now  that  tlie  moon  had 
gone.  The  magus  walked  firmly  and 
resolutely,  his  white  vestments  dispersing 
a  vague  light  into  the  surrounding  gloom. 

Maurice  followed  him,  silent '  and 
absorbed  in  a  sorrowful  reverie.  Tlie 
stoppage  of  the  works  had  deeply  troubled 
him,  and  the  long  hours  of  the  day  had 
seemed  of  deadly  weight  in  the  deserted 
camp.  Lieutenant  Guyon  had  gone  olf 
without  delay  to  Teheran  so  as  to  begin 
his  appeal  to  the  Shah,  ami  all  Catherine's 
efforts  to  dissipate  her  brother's  gloomy 
thoughts  had  been  in  vain. 

How  would  it  all  end  "?  asked  Maurice. 
Had  this  old  man  any  serious  reason  for 
supposing  that  they  would  reach  the 
ancient  monuments  by  the  subterranean 
road  he  hoped  to  discover,  or  was  it  but 
the  dream  of  an  enthusiast '?  Certainly, 
up  to  the  present  he  had  had  reason  to 
trust  him,  but  would  it  be  so  for  the 
future  ? 

Another  idea  came  to  worry  the  young 
archajologist ;  he  was  ready  as  far  as  he 
was  concerned  to  brave  everything  for 
success  ill  his  enterprise  ;  but  the  ter*  - 
riblo  threats  of  the  Shire  with  regard  to 
tlie  workmen  had  staggered  him.  He 
knew  too  well  that  such  sentences  were 
daily  inflicted  in  the  country  for  the 
very  slightest  offences ;  and  the  thought 
that  his  obstinacy  might  expose  these  un- 
fortunate people  to  such  danger  was  in- 
supportable. As  to  the  fanatic  Guebre  it 
was  easy  to  see  that  a  man's  life  counted 
for  nothing  in  his  eyes.  Already  Maurice 
had  discovered  that  Goucha  Nichin  looked 
upon  him  only  as  an  instrument  ;  all  the 
more  reason  therefore  for  him  to  despise 
the  poor  ignorant  people  on  whom  he  im- 
posed his  will  with  such  superb  disdain. 
It  was  different,  however,  with  Maurice, 
who  felt  that  if  one  of  his  men  lost  his 
life  in  this  clandestine  work  he  could 
never  forgive  himself. 

From  time  to  time  the  Guebre  stopped 
and  seemed  to  be  making  out  his  direc- 
tion.   Then  he  would  hoarsely  murmur 


CHAPTER  X. — THE  GOUL  HEK. 

certain  strange  sonorous  words  which 
Maurice  presumed  were  in  Pehlvi,  the 
sacred  language  of  the  magi.  He  seemed 
to  be  pronouncing  incantations,  raising 
his  arms,  lifting  his  long  sleeves  like 
wisgs,  and  with  his  head  stretched  to- 
wards the  sky  awaiting  some  supernatural 
indication.  One  would  have  said  that  he 
had  forgotten  the  presence  of  the  young 
Frenchman,  in  whom  a  feeling  of  mistrust 
began  to  arise. 

Kerdic  suddenly  took  action.  Thinking 
that  the  mummeries  of  the  Guebre  were 
only  for  the  purpose  of  impressing  him,  he 
strode  to  the  front  and  laid  his  hand  on 
the  old  man's  arm. 

"  What  are  you  looking  for,  Goucha 
Nichin  "  he  said  in  a  quiet  tone.  "  Did 
vou  not  tell  me  yourself  that  you  knew 
the  well  of  the  Goul  Hek  ?  " 

"  I  know  it,  young  man,"  said  the 
Guebre,  in  a  hollow  voice. 

"  Then  why  do  you  not  go  straight  for 
it?" 

"  Stranger,  I  am  interrogating  the  stars 
to  know  if  I  anr  not  committing  a  sacrilege 
in  allowing  an  impure  Faranghi  to  enter 
the  place  which  has  never  been  soiled  by 
the  step  of  an  infidel.  Mithra  preserve 
me  from  committing  a  crime  even  for  the 
sake  of  guarding  the  interests  " 

The  magus  stopped  short. 

"What  interests?"  asked  Mam-ice. 
"  Often  have  I  asked  myself  what  is  the 
secret  of  your  action  in  this  matter.  The 
time  is  opportune  for  me  to  know.  Why, 
Guebre,  are  you  so  anxious  that  my 
searches  should  succeed  ?  " 

The  Guebre  crossed  his  arms  on  his 
chest  and,  bowing  his  head,  remained  for 
some  time  in  silence. 

"  Answer  !  "  said  Maurice,  loudly. 

For  a  long  time  the  old  man  was  silent. 
Then  lifting  his  head  and  holding  up  his 
hands  to  the  sky  he  said  : 

"  Mithra,  enlighten  me !  And  you, 
stars  of  the  night,  immortal  planets,  deign 
to  take  pity  on  the  obscurest  of  your  ser- 
vants. i\iay  the  mysterious  meaning  of 
the  prophecies  be  revealed  to  me  !  May  I 
interpret  without  error  the  mystic  words  ! 
Fasting  and  prayer  have  prepared  me. 
I  h&\e  begged  in  tears  for  the  enlighten- 
ment of  my  understanding.  Woe  to  me, 
imprudent  mobed,  impious  Guebre,  if  I  am 
mistaken  in  recognising  in  this  young 
stranger  him  the  Book  pointed  out,  him 
who  should  come  from  the  West  to  restore 
the  trloi  v  of  the  past." 

"  What  is  that  ?  "  asked  Kerdic,  while 
Goucha  Nichin  stopped  and  sighed.  But 
suddenly  the  magus  seemed  seized  with 
frenzy. 

••  Enough  !  "  he  shouted.  "  Ask  me  not. 


young  dare-all !  March  where  the  stars 
conduct  thee  !  Follow  thy  destiny  !  Ac- 
complish the  prophecies  !  Rejoice,  thou 
son  of  a  race  still  young  and  ignorant, 
that  thy  feeble  hand  will  be  the  instru- 
ment chosen  by  Mithra  to  execute  his 
decrees.  March !  Forward !  The  stars 
command  thee  !  " 

A  prey  to  what  seemed  madness,  the 
old  man  strode  off  at  gi-eat  speed,  and 
Kerdic,  resolved  to  see  the  adventure 
through,  followed  in  pwrsuit.  There  was 
no  trace  of  a  path  as  they  went  along  by 
the  foot  of  the  mountain,  and  they  had 
to  make  a  way  for  themselves  through  the 
briars  and  bushes  that  covered  the  plain, 
and  sharp  fragments  of  rock  occasionally 
covered  the  ground  and  cut  the  naked  feet 
of  the  Guebre.  But  without  noticing  any- 
thing, he  went  as  if  borne  on  wings,  and 
Mauri'  e  with  all  his  activity  and  vigour 
could  Lardlj-  keep  up  with  him. 

After  about  an  hour  of  this  laborious 
walking,  the  Guebre  stopped  short  and 
turned  his  face  to  the  sky. 

"  We  are  at  our  destination,"  he  said 
in  a  gentle  voice.  "  The  destinies  are 
about  to  be  accomplished.  Wait !  And, 
when  Altair  appears  on  the  horizon  and 
Procyon  is  at  rest,  the  Guebre  will  pre- 
cede thee  to  the  bottom  of  the  mystic 
well.  Woe,  thrice  woe  to  thee,  stranger, 
if  thou  ever  betrayest  the  secret  into 
which  I  am  about  to  initiate  thee  !  " 

"  You  will  not  frighten  me  with  your 
threats,"  said  Kerdic,  quite  mimoved.  "I 
am  not  a  child,  and  believe  me,  I  am 
quite  aware  that  if  you  show  me  the  way 
into  this  place,  it  is  because  you  expect  to 
make  something  out  of  it.  Even  your 
own  words  have  enlightened  me.  Go 
ahead,  then.  All  the  stars  in  the  universe 
have  nothing  to  do  with  this,  and  we  are 
losing  time." 

In  the  dark  Kerdic  could  see  that  the 
Guebre  eyed  him  fiercely.  A  few  seconds 
elapsed,  then  Goucha  Nichin  exclaimed ; 

"  Altair  appears  !  The  stars  have  spo- 
ken !  March!" 

He  walked  straight  tip  to  a  bush  which 
grew  low  and  tufted  on  the  ground.  He 
cleared  away  the  branches,  and  beneath 
them  Kerdic  saw,  by  the  light  of  the  lan- 
tern the  magus  had  just  lighted,  a  large 
white  slab. 

"  This  is  the  entrance  !  "  said  Goucha 
Nichin,  in  a  solemn  tone.  "  Abandoned, 
dry  for  ages,  this  well  has  never  been 
known  to  the  vulgar.  The  magi  alone, 
the  initiated  only,  have  entered  it  up  to 
now.  Seek  in  thy  conscience,  young 
Faranghi ;  if  thy  heart  conceals  a  single 
secret  thought,  if  thou  hidest  in  thy  bosom 
the  least  hope  of  lucre  or  of  vengeance,  if 


thy  intentions  are  not  as  they  seem  to  be, 
if,  in  a  word,  thy  soul  is  not  as  pure  as 
that  of  the  child  opening  its  eyes  to  the 
light,  beware  of  entering  this  sanctuary  ! 
There  is  still  time.  Think  !  The  master 
of  the  skies  is  reading  thy  heart  !  " 

"Arid  in  thy  turn,  old  man,"  said 
Kerdic,  "  seek  in  thy  conscience.  Ask 
thyself ;  and  if  thou  thinkest  thou  art  fit 
to  enter  this  sanctuary,  lead  on,  and  I 
will  follow  thee  !  " 

The  Guebre  stepped  back,  and  gave  a 
deep  sigh.  After  a  pause  he  came  near 
again  and  handed  Mam-ice  the  iron  bar. 

"Thy  arm  is  yovmg  and  strong, 
Faranghi,"  he  said.  "Eaise  the  slab, 
and  may  Mithra  protect  us  !  " 

Maurice  seized  the  bar,  and  introducing 
it  carefully  xindev  one  of  the  corners,  he 
levered  up  the  slab  and  threw  it  back.  A 
black  gaping  hole  revealed  itself. 

The  magus  extended  his  arms  and 
chanted  a  long  incantation  in  the  lan- 
guage he  had  already  used.  Then  he 
picked  up  the  rope  ladder  which  the 
young  man  had  dropped  to  work  the 
lever,  and  fixing  the  hooks  on  the  border 
of  the  well  he  threw  it  down  the  hole. 

"  Follow  me  !  "  he  said. 

And  he  went  down  step  by  step.  Kerdic 
followed  him.  When  he  reached  a  depth 
of  about  twelve  yards  the  ladder  ended, 
but  by  stretching  down  his  leg  he  touched 
the  groimd. 

He  then  found  that  he  was  on  the  upper 
step  of  a  narrow,  winding  stone  staircase. 
The  Guebre  was  descending  this  with  liis 
lantern,  and  Kerdic  followed  the  feeble 
light.    The  descent  seemed  interminable. 

At  last  the  light  grew  stronger  and 
Maiurice  found  himself  by  the  side  of  the 
Guebre  in  a  sort  of  cell  which  by  a  curved 
corridor  gave  access  to  a  circular 
chamber,  or  rather  hemisphere,  for  it 
was  cut  in  the  rock  in  a  way  to  form  a 
vault  of  perfect  roundness  in  every  way, 
and  about  twenty  yards  in  radius. 

"There  !  "  said  the  magus,  placing  him- 
self before  Maurice  so  as  to  throw  the 
lantern  full  in  his  eyes.  "  Everything 
now  depends  on  whether  the  science  of 
the  Faranghis  is  equal  to  pointing  out  the 
exact  spot  in  this  place  from  which  a  line 
is  to  be  drawn  in  a  definite  direction." 

"  Nothing  simpler  than  that,"  said  the 
archaeologist,  drawing  his  compass  out  of 
his  pocket,  "  with  the  aid  of  this  thing." 

"I  have  already  used  that  mstrument, 
which  the  sages  of  China  knew  before 
those  of  the  East.  But  is  it  true  that  it 
points  to  the  north  in  darkness  and 
without  the  aid  of  the  stars  ?  Is  it  true 
also  that  thou  canst  correct  its  imperfect 
indications  and  adjust  them  to  the  annual 
variation  of  the  north  point  ?  "' 

"  Certainly." 

"  So  I  have  been  told ;  but  to  believe  it 
I  would  rather  see  it !  "  replied  Goucha 
Nichin.  "And  if  we  wish  to  find  the 
east,  thy  compass  is  equally  infallible  ?  " 

"  Of  course  it  points  it  out  to  me.  I  have 
only  to  draw  a  line  at  right  angles  to  the 
needle,  and  it  must  point  to  the  east  as 
surely  as  the  needle  points  to  the  north." 

"  And  suppose  we  are  in  a  gallery  run- 
ning northwards  and  have  after  a  time  to 
strike  off  to  the  east,  will  the  compass  still 
act '?  " 

"  Act !  Yes,  of  course  it  will  act !  "  said 
Kerdic,  getting  impatient.  "  I  am  sur- 
prised, mobed,  that  a  sage  like  you  should 
ask  such  childish  questions." 


"Well,  if  thou  sayest  truly,"  said  the 
old  man,  seeming  to  take  no  notice  of 
Kerdic's  raillery,  "  I  can  take  thee  by  a 
subterranean  route  to  the  wall  of  Ecba-  ; 
tana.    First  we  must  dig  to  tlie  true  north  | 
for  seven  hundred  cubits,  keeping  at  the  | 
level  of  this  cliamber,  and  I  will  look  | 
after  the  rest.    Thinkest  thou  to  do  this 
without  error,  Faranghi '?  " 

"  There  is  no  doubt  of  it.    But  tell  me 
how  it  is  to  be  done  without  our  being  j 
observed  '?    Under  no  circumstances  will 
I  expose  our  workmen  to  the  Governor's 
vengeance."  ; 

"  And  neither  would  I  employ  the  men 
if  my  arms  could  do  the  work  that  awaits  ; 


come  here  ready  to  execute  our  orders. 
These  men  will  not  dare  to  ask  wJiat  their 
high  priest  has  in  view.  Tliey  will  obey 
and  be  silent.  Thy  sister,  wliom  thou 
wouldost  not  care  to  leave  alone  at  tho 
camp  duiuiL,'  tliy  nightly  absences,  can 
come  to  Leilii  ni  the  cave.  No  one  knows 
my  retreat :  no  one  will  come  to  look  for 
the  girls.  Every  evening  she  will  leave 
the  camp  witli  thee,  favoured  by  the  dark- 
ness. My  daughter  and  Hassan  will  take 
her  to  the  Kah  Chin,  the  blue  pillar, 
where  I  met  thee  to-night,  and  at  dawn 
thou  wilt  find  her  there.  Take  care  that 
tliy  noisy  disgust  at  seeing  the  works 
interrupted  is  constantly  reported  to  the 


The  magus  extended  his  arms. 


us.  But  it  is  necessary,  and  the  men  will 
obey.  Listen,  I  have  tliought  it  all  out. 
The  Guebres  I  gave  to  you  can  be  trusted  ; 
they  dare  not  disobey  their  mobed,  and  I 
will  bind  them  with  an  oath.  Go  back  to 
camp.  To-morrow  go  witli  thy  sister  to 
enter  into  feigned  negotiations  with  the 
Governor  of  Hamadan.  Ask  him  to 
withdraw  his  interdiction  of  the  works. 
He  will  do  nothing  of  the  sort ;  he  hates 
thee,  and  will  not  allow  thee  to  resume 
them  except  at  the  express  order  of  the 
sovereign.  Our  men  will  appear  to  have 
abandoned  thee,  and  will  hire  themselves 
elsewhere  so  as  to  disarm  suspicion.  But 
every  night  a  gang  of  half  the  men  will 


Governor  ;  rest  assured,  that  his  spies  will 
tell  him  of  all  thy  doings  during  the  day, 
but  when  the  night  comes  they  will  think 
there  is  nothing  more  to  watch.  And 
then  it  is  we  can  have  our  revenge." 

"  Very  good,"  said  Maurice.  "If  you 
like  to  begin  to-morrow,  I  am  ready," 

"  Let  us  return,"  said  the  magus. 

They  ascended  the  staircase,  and  the 
rope  ladder,  which  the  magus  drew  up  as 
soon  as  Kerdic  reached  the  ground,  Then 
the  slab  was  replaced  and  they  separated. 
An  hoiur  later  Maurice  had  returned  to 
the  camp  and  told  his  sister  all  that  had 
happened. 

(To  ie  continued.) 


NOTES  FROM  MY  LOG ;    OR.   TRUE   STORIES  OF  ADVENTURE  AND  PERIL. 

Bv  Piear-Admiral  W.  li.  Kennedy. 


ON  Ootol)8r  14  we  heard,  to  our  great  de 
light,  that  the  ships  were  to  participate 
in  the  bombardment.  All  was  now  excitement 
on  board,  clearing  the  ship  for  action  ;  all  top 
hamper  was  sent  down,  splinter  nettings 
were  got  up  overhead  and  between  the  guns, 
plenty  of  spare  shot  got  up  from  below,  and 
all  lumber  cleared  away.  The  bombardment 
was  to  open  on  October  17.  1854. 

Early  on  the  morning  of  that  eventful  day, 
we  were  awoke  by  a  most  awful  noise,  the 
roar  of  hundreds  of  guns  being  fired  together. 
The  fleet  was  ready  to  join,  and  only  awaited 
the  signal  to  weigh.  Each  sailing-vessel  had 
a  steamer  detailed  to  tow  her  into  action. 
Tlie  Spiteful,  a  paddle-wheel  steamer,  was 
lashed  alongside  the  Eodney,  and  by  noon 
wo  were  all  under  weigh.  I  had  never  been 
under  lire  in  my  life,  and  experienced  a 
feeling  of  intense  curiosity  as  to  what  it  was 
like.  It  was  a  beautiful  siglit  to  see  all  the 
line-of -battle  ships  under  weigh  and  steering 
for  the  forts  in  line  of  battle. 

The  French  fleet  \ve]-e  to  attack  the 
southern  forts  and  we  the  northern,  and 
the  Frenchmen  having  the  start  of  us,  got 
into  action  slightly  before  us.  As  we  ap- 
proached the  forts,  we  beat  to  quarters  and 
manned  the  starboard  guns,  as  it  was  on  that 
side  we  were  to  be  engaged,  the  Spiteful 
being  on  the  port  side.  Our  upper  deck  was 
almost  clear  ;  most  of  the  guns  from  that 
deck  and  the  men  belonging  to  them  being 
landed.  The  officers  on  the  poop  were  the 
■  captain,  the  commander  (who  was  carried 
on  to  the  poop  in  a  chair,  being  too  ill  to 
walk),  the  flrst  lieutenant,  the  master,  the 
ca.ptain's  clerk,  and  myself  as  aide-de-camp  to 
tlie  commander.  The  boatswain  was  on  the 
forecastle,  and  the  above  with  the  signalmen 
were  the  only  people  on  the  upper  deck. 

We  had  not  been  long  under  weigh,  and 
-were  yet  out  of  range  of  our  guns,  when  a 
shot  cut  away  part  of  the  main  rigging,  and 
another  plunging  shot  crashed  through  the 
poop  between  the  clerk  and  myself,  covering 
iis  with  splinters,  but  doing  us  no  harm. 
It  was  some  time  before  we  could  return  the 
fin^  as  the  forts  from  their  elevated  position 
could  reach  us  before  our  guns  could  bear, 
.added  to  which,  the  day  being  calm,  the 
stiLoke  hung  so  heavily  that  we  could  not  for 
.some  time  make  out  the  forts. 

However,  we  got  very  well  placed  at  last, 
and  then  set  to  work  with  a  will,  firing  our 
heavy  broadside  simultaneously  with  telling 
effect.  The  roar  of  the  guns  was  awful  and 
it  \yas  impossible  to  hear  any  orders.  My 
duties  as  aide-de-camp  to  the  commander 
kept  me  continually  on  the  move,  running 
messages  to  all  parts  of  tlie  ship. 

We  had  been  at  it  for  some  time  when  at 
4  P.M.  a  boat  came  from  the  Agamemnon, 
Sir  E.  Lyons'  flagship,  to  say  that  she  was  in 
need  of  support  as  she  was  under  a  heavy 
fire  and  being  much  knocked  about,  so  we  at 
ojioe  weighed  and  went  to  her  assistance, 
anchoring  close  to  her  bows,  so  that  our  jib- 
bouins  crossed.  This  action  took  the  fire  off 
the  Agamemnon  on  to  ourselves,  and  en- 
al)led  the  former  to  haul  off  to  repair 
damages. 

At  half-past  four  we  took  the  ground  actern, 
-And  as  the  Spiteful  failed  to  move  us,  she  was 
.cut  adrift  and  sent  ahead  to  tow,  by  which 
she  became  exposed  to  a  heavy  fire  from  the 
fott;;.  The  Rodney  was  now  hard  and  fast 
ag\ouad,  and  all  the  efforts  of  the  Spiteful 
to  move  us  were  unsuccessful,  our  hawsers 
breaking  one  after  another.    The  ship  also 
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liad  swung  round  with  her  stern  to  the  forts, 
so  that  they  could  rake  us  fore  and  aft, 
whilst  we  could  only  return  the  fire  from  our 
stern  guns. 

Our  position  at  this  time  was  most  critical. 
Darkness  was  coming  on,  and  the  rest  of  the 
fleet  had  returned  to  the  anchorage,  leaving 
us  the  sole  mark  of  the  enemy's  fire,  which 
they  were  not  slow  in  taking  advantage  of. 
Shot  and  shell,  many  of  the  former  red  hot, 
poured  in  upon  us,  setting  fire  to  the  ship 
m_  several  places,  the  fire  on  each  occasion 
being  promptly  extinguished. 

Fortunately  most  of  the  shots  were  high, 
striking  us  about  the  upper  deck,  where  there 
were  but  tew  men,  or  crippling  the  masts  and 
yards.  One  shell  burst  in  the  foremast,  making 
such  a  cavern  that  it  seemed  wonderful  that 
the  mast  did  not  go  over  the  side.  The 
Spiteful's  main  topmast  was  shot  away  and 
she  received  much  damage  to  her  hull. 

All  this  time  the  men  worked  splendidly 
and  the  orders  of  the  officers  were  promptly 
obeved,  but  this  would  not  have  availed  to  save 
the  ship,  whose  destruction  seemed  certain. 
Our  signals  for  assistance  could  not  be  seen  by 
the  admiral,  owing  to  the  darkness  which  now 
prevailed,  and  in  another  half  hour  we  must 
have  abandoned  the  ship,  when  to  our  joy 
vv'e  saw  the  Lynx,  a  smart  little  gun-vessel, 
coming  to  our  assistance  {sec  sketch,  p.  489). 
She  came  under  our  bows  in  beautiful  style, 
engaging  the  forts  at  the  same  time  with 
her  long  Lancaster  gun,  and  took  our  hawser, 
the  last  remaining  one.  The  Spiteful  was 
again  lashed  alongside,  both  vessels  went 
ahead  full  speed,  and  at  7.30  i-.m.  the  Rodney 
came  off  the  shoal  and  was  saved. 

On  returning  to  the  anchorage  we  found 
the  damage  to  be  serious,  but  nothing  to  wliat 
might  have  been  expected  under  the  circum- 
stances. The  hull  was  a  good  deal  cut  up,  two 
lower  deck  ports  nearly  knocked  into  one, 
and  the  nursts  in  a  tottering  state,  but  our 
casualties  were  wonderfully  small,  owing  to 
the  extreme  elevation  of  the  Russian  guns. 
The  Spiteful  had  suffered  severely  during  tlie 
time  she  was  not  under  the  protection  of  the 
Rodney's  hull.  Some  of  the  other  ships  had 
lost  heavily  and  been  much  damaged,  not- 
ably the  Albion,  Arethusa,  Sanspareil,  and 
Agamemnon  ;  the  two  former  were  ordered 
to  Constantinople  for  repairs.  We  lost  in  the 
squadron  about  forty-five  killed  and  300 
■.vounded,  and  the  French  about  the  same. 

For  the  next  fortnight  we  were  busy  repair- 
ing damages  and  refitting  the  ships,  and  we 
lieard  but  little  of  the  doings  on  shore.  Even 
the  account  of  the  celebrated  charge  of  tlic 
Light  Brigade  only  reached  us  through  the 
Jiewspapers  from  home. 

On  November  14  we  were  visited  by  the 
most  awful  and  disastrous  hurricane  ever 
known.  Many  fine  ships  were  lost  along  the 
coast.  At  Balaklava  almost  every  ship  at 
anchor  off  the  port  was  driven  ashore  or 
went  down  with  all  hands.  At  the  Katcha, 
where  we  were  at  anchor,  some  thirteen  fine 
merchant  ships  parted  their  cables  and  were 
driven  on  shore,  and  only  one  of  them,  a  ' 
beautiful  clipper  called  the  Lord  Raglan,  was 
ever  got  off  again.  | 
It  Was  a  melancholy  sight  to  see  these  fine  ; 
ships  drifting  ashore,  and  no  possibility  of 
lielpiug  tlieni  ;  the  moment  they  struck!  the 
masts  went  over  the  side.  We  expected  our 
own  turn  to  come  every  moment,  and  axes 
were  ready  to  cut  away  the  mas*s  should  it 
be  necessary  to  save  the  ship.  The  sea  was 
terrific,   line-of-battle  ships  were  pitching 
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their  bows  and  rudders  clean  out  of  water, 
and  straining  at  their  cables  which  tautened 
I  out  fathoms  ahead  of  them.  We  shipped 
I  one  sea  over  the  bows  of  the  Rodney,  which 
:  swept  aft  and  washed  the  cabin  doors  open. 
Close  by  us  was  a  large  transport  witli 
women  and  children  on  board,  and  their 
cries  for  help  could  be  plainly  heard, 
but  no  help  could  be  given  them.  This 
ship,  however,  held  on  through  the  gale. 
The  Samson,  a  paddle-wheel  frigate,  was 
totally  dismasted  by  two  large  ships  coming 
foul  of  her,  both  of  which  drifted  clear  and 
then  went  ashore,  leaving  the  Samson  a  wreck 
but  safe.  Not  a  single  man-of-war  went 
ashore  at  this  anchorage,  though  some  of 
them  parted  their  cables. 

The  Lord  Raglan  already  mentioned  was 
lying  near  us,  and  having  parted  one  cable,  her 
captain  cut  away  his  main  and  mizen  masts, 
the  result  being  that  when  his  sole  remaining 
cable  parted  the  wind  catching  the  foremast 
canted  her  round  and  away  she  scudded 
before  the  gale,  with  a  man  at  the  wheel 
steering  for  a  sandy  beach,  up  which  she  ran 
high  and  dry  instead  of  drifting  broadside  on  as 
the  others  had  done.  This  ship  was  the  one 
we  subsequently  got  off  after  a  month's 
labour,  when  she  was  found  to  be  unin- 
jured. 

Right  ahead  of  us  was  a  Turkish  line-of- 
battle  ship  in  a  deplorable  state.  She  had 
all  her  anchors  down,  but  began  to  drag,  so 
they  cut  away  the  masts,  which  drifted  across 
our  bows,  the  rigging  being  wrapped  round 
our  cable  and  causing  us  to  drag.  Being 
unable  to  clear  away  the  wreck  we  let  go  two 
other  anchors  to  bring  us  up.  We  could 
hear  the  Turks  yelling  out  to  "  Ahah  "  to 
save  them  ;  anyhow  they  remained  where  they 
were  and  rode  out  the  gale.  It  was  fortunate 
that  this  gale  did  not  happen  a  week  or  so 
earlier,  before  we  had  time  to  repair  damages, 
as  in  that  case  many  of  the  ships  would  ha^  e 
been  dismasted. 

As  soon  as  the  gale  had  subsided  we 
devoted  our  attention  to  the  ships  on  shore, 
each  ship  sending  one  or  more  boats  to  their 
assistance.  It  was  not  much  that  we  could 
do  beyond  saving  the  crews,  but  the  proceed- 
ings were  enlivened  by  the  Cossacks,  who  dis- 
ported themselves  firing  on  us  from  the 
cliff's  overhead  whilst  so  employed,  until 
some  shells  from  the  inshore  steamers  dis- 
persed them. 

Whilst  employed  on  this  service  I  had  a 
narrow  escape  from  being  blown  up  on  board 
the  Ganges.  We  were  saving  what  we  could 
out  of  her  when  we  discovered  her  to  be  on 
fire.  The  first  intimation  we  had  of  it  was  the 
flames  rushing  up  the  fore  hatclrway.  To 
make  matters  worse,  the  ship's  cargo  con- 
sisted of  gunpowder,  spirits,  and  blankets, 
so  we  had  no  time  to  lose  to  get  our  men  into 
the  boats. 

Some  of  the  men  had  broached  the  cargo 
and  were  drunk,  and  we  had  some  difiieulty  in 
finding  them.  At  last  we  got  them,  all  "but 
one,  when  we  were  obliged  to  shove  off  from 
the  ship,  as  the  fiames  were  bursting  through 
her  sides,  and  it  was  too  hot  to  remain 
alongside.  Still  no  signs  of  the  missing 
man,  when  at  last  he  appeared  through  the 
smoke,  tolerably  sober  by  this  time,  so  we 
hailed  him  to  jump  overboard,  and  we  fished 
him  up  and  ga\e  way  as  fast  as  we  could. 
We  had  not  gone  two  hundred  yards  when 
the  ship  blew  up  with  a  terrific  explosion, 
the  spars  and  burning  timber  falhng  iu  the 
water  around  us. 


For  a  month  after  this  we  were  employed 
on  board  the  Lord  Kaglan,  which  we  at 
length  got  afloat,  and  some  years  afterwards 
I  again  met  this  ship  at  Hong  Kong. 

About  this  time  we  heard  of  the  death  of 
one  of  our  midshipmen,  who  was  killed  in 
the  trenches.  He  was  a  gallant  young  fellow, 
and  universally  popular. 

Our  worthy  old  captain,  having  had  enough 
of  campaigning,  invalided  and  went  home,  his 
placo  being  taken  by  the  captain  of  the 
Leander.  We  mids  were  sorry  to  lose  our 
kind  old  skipper,  who  looked  after  us  young- 
sters like  a  father.  I  recollect  an  amusing 
incident  in  this  connection.  He  was  most 
particular  with  regard  to  our  morals,  and 
kept  a  sharp  look-out  on  our  finances,  which 
were  always  at  a  low  ebb.  Our  accounts 
were  kept  with  great  regularity,  if  not  with 
truthfulness,  and  once  a  month  we  used  to 
assemble  in  his  cabin  to  show  our  books, 
when  the  kind  old  fellow  would  pore  over 
them  and  total  up  the  items  to  see  how  the 
receipts  tallied  with  the  expenditure.  This 
part  of  it  \v:is  always  correct,  as  we  cooked 
them  up  beforehand,  so  there  was  never  any 
mistake.  Bat  one  day,  when  this  farce  had 
been  going  on  for  about  three  years,  he  sent 
for  us  all  without  warning,  and  thus  ex- 
pressed himself  :  "  I've  been  thinking  over 
your  accounts,  my  boys,  and  have  come  to 
the  conclusion  that  they  are  a  pack  of  lies 
from  beginning  to  the  end,"  and  turning  to 
the  commander  he  exclaimed,  "  Mast-head 
the  y  v.ing  blackguards  !  "  and  mast-headed 
we  \v(ji(;  for  the  rest  of  the  day. 

The  captain  was  so  pleased  with  himself 
for  this  somewhat  tardy  discovery,  that  he 
manned  his  boat  and  pulled  round  the  ship 
to  look  at  us,  and  then  went  on  board  the 
French  admiral's  ship  to  point  us  out. 

He  was  a  very  original  old  gentleman,  but 
very  kind-hearted. 

The  winter  had  now  set  in  with  great 
severity  ;  all  the  sailing  ships  were  ordered 
home  except  the  Eodney  and  the  Vengeance, 
which  were  shifted  into  a  creek,  and  there 
moored  head  and  stern. 

Whilst  in  the  creek  we  had  several  oppor- 
tunities of  seeing  our  friends  who  were  serv- 
ing in  the  trenches,  as  they  were  often  able 
to  run  down  and  come  an  board,  where  they 
were  sure  of  a  hearty  welcome  and  a  dry  bed, 
at  all  events,  but  little  else,  as  our  commis- 
sariat was  in  a  very  poor  condition.  We 
were  also  able  to  pay  our  shipmates  a  visit, 
and  see  how  they  were  getting  on  in  the 
trenches.  The  weather  was  now  awfully 
cold,  the  snow  being  several  feet  thick  on 
the  ground,  and  the  poor  fellows  endured 
great  hardship^;. 

Fiom  now  till  the  beginning  of  April  our 
work  was  mo^t  monotonous  :  clearing  trans- 
ports, towing  dead  bullocks  out  to  sea,  and 
taking  despatches  out  to  the  admiral,  who 
was  lying  oft'  Sebastopol.  All  this  had  to 
be  done  in  sailing  boats,  often  in  very  heavy 
weather.  On  April  11,  a  contingent  of  1 
lieutenant,  2  midshipmen,  and  200  men,  was 
ordered  to  the  front  to  reinforce  the  Naval 
Brigade. 

I  had  the  good  fortune  to  be  one  of  the 
party,  and  on  the  12th  we  started  for  the 
campj  escorted  by  the  ship's  band  playing 
lively  airs.  We  were  lodged  in  the  Rodney's 
hut  [.ro  tuiiK  until  we  could  get  tents;  the  hut 
being  the  property  of  the  ward-room  officers, 
there  was  no  room  for  mids.  The  next  day 
I  had  niy  first  taste  of  the  trenches.  My 
tarn  for  duty  came  on  at  0  p.m.,  and  I  re- 
mained there  till  9  p.m.  of  the  following 
day.  twenty-seven  hours  off  the  reel,  and 
about  the  most  miserable  time  I  ever  ex- 
perienced. Sleep  was  out  of  the  question, 
for  I  was  running  messages  all  through  the 
night,  and  the  shot,  shell,  and  rifle-bullets 
flying  about  made  things  lively.    At  day- 


break the  fire  increased,  and  continued  steady 
on  both  sides  till  sundown.  One  soon  got 
used  to  it,  but  at  first  it  was  rather  trying, 

1  and  I  expected  to  be  killed  every  moment. 
The  excitement,  however,  keeps  one  going, 
and  one  soon  ceases  to  trouble  about  it, 
although  reminded  now  and  then  by  some 
poor  fellow  being  struck  down  by  one's  side. 

In  camp  we  had  plenty  to  do  ;  there  were 
four  of  us  mids,  and  we  had  two  tents  between 
us,  so  we  paired  oft'.  We  were  never  at  home 

'  together  ;  one  being  in  the  battery,  the  other 
busied  himself  about  the  tent.  First  we  had 
to  dig  it  out,  which  gave  us  much  more  room, 
then  we  dug  a  trench  round  outside  to  carry 
off  the  water.  We  made  lockers  and  stow- 
piaces  inside,  with  powder  cases  to  keep 
water  in  and  stow  our  little  comforts.  Beds 
we  had  none,  so  we  lay  upon  the  ground 

j  wrapped  in  our  blankets  for  the  first  six 
weeks,  after  which  we  got  some  stretchers 
which  we  raised  from  the  ground,  and  so  by 
degrees  we  shook  down.  It  was  a  stirring  life, 
no  fear  of  being  monotonous,  and  as  to  being 
killed  I  don't  think  we  gave  it  a  thought  after 
the  first  day  or  two.    By  degrees  we  added  a 

!  few  luxuries  to  our  stock,  and  then  we  each 
bought  a  pony  and  were  able  to  ride  into 
Balaklava  to  visit  our  friends.  We  built  a 
capital  stable  with  sand  bags,  and  a  kitchen, 
also  a  place  for  fowls.  The  weather  too  was 
delightful,  rather  hot  certainly,  and  in  the 
batteries  terribly  so,  and  dusty,  but  our  tents 
were  tolerably  cool. 

Occasionally  we  would  ride  over  to  the 
Tchernaya  and  get  a  refreshing  bathe  in  the 
river.  Now  and  then  we  used  to  make  up  a 
picnic  party  and  ride  over  to  the  monastery 
of  St.  George.  On  one  of  these  occasions  I 
was  going  full  gallop  down  a  steep  hill  when 
I  came  into  collision  with  a  Frenchman 

I  mounted  on  a  great  heavy  cart-horse  — the 

i  result  being  that  I  and  my  pony  were  capsized 
and  rolled  over  each  other  down  the  hill,  and 
when  I  came  to,  I  found  myself  in  a  tent 
with  a  broken  nose  and  my  head  being 
bathed  by  some  soldiers. 

In  May  I  was  shifted  from  the  right  to  the 
left  attack,  or  what  was  then  called  the 

I  Greenhill  battery,  where  I  remained  for  the 
rest  of  my  time.    On  June  17  I  was  in  the 

}  battery  all  night,  and  at  daylight  we  opened 
a  terrific  fire  on  the  Eussians,  as  it  was 
intended  to  celebrate  the  anniversary  of  the 
battle  of  Waterloo  by  an  assault  on  the 
Eedan  and  Malakoft'.  The  Eussians  always 
gave  us  shot  for  shot  on  these  occasions  ;  the 

i  storm  of  shot,  shell,  and  rockets  was  awful, 

I  and  the  roar  deafening.  After  about  two 
hours  of  this  work  we  ceased  firing  and  the 
signal  was  given  to  storm,  when  the  musketry 
commenced. 

There  was  a  thick  fog  in  the  valley,  and 
we  could  see  nothing,  but  presently  the  firing 
died  away  and  then  ceased.  We  could  not 
tell  what  had  happened,  but  concluded  we 
had  been  successful,  so  we  gave  some  hearty 

I  cheers  by  way  of  encouragement. 

;      By  degrees  the  fog  lifted,  when  to  our 

j  intense  mortification  we  discovered  that  the 

I  troops  had  been  repulsed.  There  was  the 
Redan  looking  as  grim  as  ever,  its  slopes 
dotted  with  many  a  redcoat  and  here  and 
there  a  bluejacket  beside  him.  The  sailors 
were  told  off  to  carry  the  scaling  ladders. 
Outside  the  Malakoft'  the  French  soldiers, 
conspicuous  by  their  red  trousers,  lay  even 
thicker.  It  was  a  sad  and  sickening  sight. 
At  8  A.M.  we  returned  to  camp,  to  learn  the 
sad  story,  now  so  well  known.  About  10 
officers  and  60  of  our  fellows  were  killed  or 
wounded,  I  saw  the  last  of  one  fine  young 
fellow,  a  lieutenant ;  he  was  shot  through  the 
lungs  and  lived  for  an  hour  after  we  had 
carried  him  to  his  tent.  The  Eodney's  men 
had  suffered  severely,  several  of  our  best  men 
being  killed.    One  gun  had  burst  in  the 


battery,  killing  every  man  at  the  gun.  The 
captain  of  the  gun  lay  dead  at  his  post,  and 
round  about  were  the  blackened  and  mangled 

1   corpses  of  his  gallant  crew,  a  horrible  sight. 

I  There  was  a  mortar  battery  close  by  on 
our  left,  and  during  the  heat  of  the  fire  I 
looked  in  for  a  moment  to  see  how  the 
mortar  was  worked.  The  gunner  was  explain- 

j  ing  the  matter  to  me  when  a  shell  burst  in 
our  faces,  decapitating  the  artilleryman  and 
cutting  the  legs  off  another.    Sickened  with 

I  the  sight  I  hurried  off,  with  the  shrieks  of 
the  latter  ringing  in  my  ears. 

It  was  wonderful  how  even  slight  flesh 
wounds  mortified  in  that  climate,  due  I 
suppose  to  blood  poisoning.  I  remember  on 
one  occasion  sitting  under  the  lee  of  the 
parapet  munching  my  salt  pork  and  biscuit. 
A  young  bluejacket  was  sitting  alongside  me, 
when  a  shell  burst  close  to  us,  and  a  piece 
struck  him  on  thethigh,  causing  a  flesh  wound. 
He  was  carried  to  the  rear,  and  next  morning 
was  dead  from  hospital  gangrene. 

The  doctors  had  a  busy  time  after  these 
attacks.  I  was  told  oft'  to  attend  at  the 
hospital  tent  whilst  the  surgeons  with  sleeves 
rolled  up  were  cutting  oft'  arms  and  legs  and 
throwing  them  under  the  amputation  table  ; 
these  we  collected,  and  putting  them  in  a 
bag  buried  them  with  quicklime. 

About  the  end  of  June  I  had  to  return  to 
the  ship  with  an  attack  of  cholera,  which 
carried  off  so  many,  but  in  my  case  I  re- 
covered. As  there  was  not  much  going  on 
now  on   board  the   Rodney,  the  admiral 

,  transferred  me  to  the  Sphinx  so  that  I 
should  see  some  more  active  service,  and 
soon  afterwards  we  sailed  for  Eupatoria,  and 
from  thence  to  Perekop,  when  we  returned 
to  our  old  anchorage  off  Sebastopol  and 
remained  there  till  the  fall  of  the  place  on 
September  8.  We  had  a  splendid  view  of  the 

j  whole  affair,  the  burning  of  the  south  side 
and  retreat  of  the  Eussians  to  the  north, 
followed  by  the  blowing  up  of  the  southern 
forts,  a  magnificent  sight. 

-Soon  after  the  fall  of  Sebastopol  the 
Sphinx  was  ordered  to  Constantinople  with 
despatches,  and  after  a  fine  run  down  and 
knocking  a  ship's  bowsprit  out  of  her  in  the 
Golden  Horn  just  to  show  there  was  no  ill 
feeling,  we  anchored  off  the   town.  The 

I  entrance  to  the  Bosphorus  from  the 
Black  Sea  is  very  deceptive,  and  in  thick 
weather  it  is  difficult  to  distinguish  between 
the  real  entrance  and  a  false  one  closely 
resembling  it  which  lies  a  little  to  the  north- 
ward. By  making  this  mistake,  two  Egyp- 
tian frigates  were  lost  with  all  hands.  It 

.  was  blowing  a  gale  at  the  time,  and  they  only 
discovered  their  mistake  when  too  late. 

After  a  run  ashore  and  a  regular  midship- 
man's gallop  to  Therapia  and  Buyukdereh, 
we  were  ordered  back  to  the  Black  Sea,  so 
taking  a  collier  in  tow  and  leaving  half  our 
ship's  company  behind  who  were  ashore  on 
leave,  we  hurriedly  put  to  sea  on  October  (5. 

The  next  morning  a  sail  was  reported  right 
ahead,  which  proved  to  be  the  old  Rodney 
homeward  bound.    From  her  we  learnt  thaf 

;  the  fleet  had  sailed  to  the  northward.  Wether 

\  proceeded  on  our  course,  and  it  was  with  a 
sorrowful  heart  I  watched  the  old  ship,  wdiich 
had  been  my  home  for  three  years,  fade  away 

;  on  the  horizon. 

Having  made  the  land  oft'  Balaklava,  we 

I  cast  oft'  tlie  collier  and  shaped  course  for  the 
northward,  and  the  next  morning  found  us 

I  oft'  Odessa  in  a  thick  fog,  which  lifting,  dis- 
closed the  combined  fleets  at  anchor.  Three' 
French  floating  batteries  had  joined  the 
force,  and  looked  fonnidable  vessels,  though 
they  would  be  ridiculous  in  the  present  day. 
being  of  slow  speed  and  thinly  plated.  Still  it 
was  a  new  departure  in  naval  architecture, 
and  we  thought  a  great  deal  of  them  at  the 
time.    All  the  ships  were  cleared  for  aclioii 
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with  springs  on  their  cables.  On  October 
14  we  all  weighed,  and  proceeding  along 
the  land  anchored  the  same  evening  off  Fort 
Kinburn. 

There  were  three  forts  in  all,  the  largest 
mounting  fifty  guns  in  one  tier,  the  others 
about  twenty  guns  each.  The  whole  of  them 
were  built  on  a  low  narrow  spit  of  sand,  and 
would  have  been  formidable  to  a  small  force, 
but  stood  no  chance  against  the  enormous 
fleet  now  opposed  to  them.  On  the  night  of 
the  14th  the  gunboats  of  the  squadron  ran 
through  a  passage  and  took  up  a  position 
inside  the  spit  at  the  back  of  the  forts.  Next 
morning  one  of  them  came  out  again  to  rejoin 
the  fleet,  when  the  fort  nearest  opened  fire  on 
her.  We  weighed  in  the  Sphinx  and  stood 
in  to  draw  the  fire  off  the  gunboat,  and  opened 
fire  on  the  fort,  which  was  promptly  returned. 
We  were  then  recalled  by  signal  and  returned 
to  our  anchorage.  Next  morning  our  cap-  | 
tain,  who  was  a  regular  fire-eater,  asked 
permission  to  shift  berth,  and  on  the  signal  i 


being  affirmed  he  coolly  got  under  weigh, 
beat  to  quarters,  and  fired  on  the  Spit 
Fort,  exchanging  several  shots,  till  we  were 
recalled  by  the  admiral.  The  Kith  it  blew 
a  gale  of  wind,  so  nothing  was  done,  but  on 
the  17th,  the  anniversary  of  the  bombardment 
of  Sebastojiol,  the  signal  was  made  to  prepare 
for  action,  a  signal  dear  to  the  heart  of  every 
British  sailor.  At  noon  we  weighed  and 
stood  in  for  the  batteries  in  majestic  style. 

The  forts,  though  terribly  overmatched, 
opened  a  spirited  fire  as  we  advanced,  but 
which  the  large  ships  did  not.  deign  to  notice 
until  they  had  anchored  in  a  line  parallel 
with  the  shore,  when  they  discharged  their 
broadsides  with  a  deafening  roar.  In  an 
hour's  time  the  forts  were  completely 
silenced,  in  fact  they  were  crushed  from  the 
beginning  by  the  overwhelming  fire,  and 
when  the  order  was  given  to  cease  firing  and 
the  smoke  had  cleared  away,  all  that  re- 
mained of  them  was  a  heap  of  ruins.  We 
sent  in  a  boat  with  a  flag  of  truce,  and  she 


soon  returned  to  say  that  the  forts  had  sur- 
rendered unconditionally. 

With  the  fall  of  Kinburn  the  operations 
in  the  Black  Sea  may  be  said  to  have  con- 
cluded. We  remained  a  few  days  to  embark 
the  wounded  Kussians,  and  then  returned  to 
Sebastopol.  Whilst  there  I  had  the  oppor- 
tunity of  visiting  the  camp  and  going  over 
the  south  side  of  the  city.  The  ruins  of  the 
forts  and  docks  were  most  interesting.  It 
was  easy  to  understand  how  the  Kedan  and 
Malakoff  had  held  out  so  long,  for  their 
immense  strength  was  apparent  when  one 
was  inside,  the  parapets  being  twice  as 
thick  and  high  as  any  of  ours,  added  to 
which  they  had  bomb-proof  shelters,  to  which 
the  Kussians  retired  whenever  our  fire  be- 
came unpleasantly  warm. 

In  November,  the  war  being  over,  I  was 
transferred  to  H.M.S.  Algiers  and  sailed  for 
England,  reaching  Plymouth  on  February  6, 
after  an  absence  of  nearly  four  years. 

I  (To  he  continued.) 


TRAINING  FOR  SCHOOL  SPORTS. 

By  a.  Alexander,  f.r.g.s., 

Director  Liverpool  Gymiianum.  and  Author  of  "  Ilealtli/ul  Exercises,"  ''Modern  Gijninastic  Exercises,"  etc.,  etc. 


"  Tp  a  man  is  'in  condition'  he  is  fit  for 
X  anything,"  Lord  Charles  Beresford  once 
observed  to  me,  and,  accepting  the  remark  in 
the  spirit  it  was  intended,  our  sailor  hero 
was  quite  right.  For  what  would  be  thought 
of  any  one  going  in  for  an  examination 
without  any  previous  preparation  or  training  ; 
and  yet  I  have  often  met  boys  who  evidently 
thought  that  by  attending  athletic  games 
they  would  become  athletic,  or  by  hamlUng  a 
heavy  dumb-bell  they  would  become  strong. 
Yet  it  is  quite  as  necessary  to  undergo  a 
training  for  school  sports  as  it  is  for  school 
studies,  and  the  three  "R's"  of  our  ele- 
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mentary  education  are  repeated  in  the  three 
maxims  of  our  physical  training,  viz. : — 
Preparation,  Moderation,  and  Emulation. 

The  Preparation  should  be  careful,  and 
Moderation  should  rule  its  practice,  whilst 
the  Emulation  should  be  strictly  honourable. 

The  alphabet  or  beginning  of  the  Prepara- 
tion should  be  simply  to  get  into  "  perfect 
health."  There  would  be  little  use  of 
practising  the  laws  of  training  if  you  are 
suffering  from  a  severe  cold,  cough,  neuralgic 
or  bilious  attack.  Get  cured,  therefore,  of 
these  or  any  complaint  you  may  have  befoi'e 
commencing  to  practise  the  rules  which  we 
will  propose,  and  the  probability  will  be  that 
you  will  not  be  further  troubled  with  them 


for  some  time ;  for  physical  training  wards 
oft'  "all  the  ills  that  flesh  is  heir  to,"  in  the 
same  manner  that  mental  training  shakes  oft' 
ignorance,  dullness,  and  stupidity. 

The  rules  that  I  advise  for  boys  who  are 
going  in  for  school  sports  are  very  simple, 
for  the  idea  is  long  since  exploded  that  it  is 
essential  to  eat  raw  beef,  run  about  in  a 
horsecloth,  bathe  in  oil,  and  a  lot  of  other 
uncomfortable  methods  that  our  forefathers 
considered  necessary. 


Fig.  2  —Fit. 

Compare  yourself  for  a  moment  with  a 
locomotive.  This  powerful  engine  has  its 
morning  douche  or  clean  up  with  cotton 
waste  and  oil.  as  well  as  its  substantial 
breakfast  of  chips,  coal,  and  water.  The  heat 
thus  produced  generates  steam,  and  the  steam 
gives  the  power  or  muscle  to  move  the  levers, 
cranks,  and  wheels  that  enable  it  to  perform 
such  prodigies  of  strength  and  speed.  In  a 
like  manner  you  take  your  morning  tub  and 
substantial  breakfast.  The  fuel  or  food 
that  you  consume  produces  the  blood  that 
nourishes  your  muscles,  and  enables  them  to 


perform  their  work  of  taking  you  about. 
The  human  engine  must  therefore  be  well 
looked  after,  and  this  is  called  physical 
training. 

You  should  rise  about  6  o'clock  inT  the 
summer,  and  7  o'clock  in  the  winter.  The 
morning  tub  need  not,  in  my  opinion,  be  cold  ; 
all  will  depend  upon  the  season  of  the  year, 
and  your  own  constitutional  strength.  If 
you  have  a  strong  constitution  the  water  may 
be  used  cold  at  all  seasons ;  if  you  are 
constitutionally  weak  the  water  is  best  in  a 
tepid  condition.  If  it  is  inconvenient  to 
obtain  a  bath,  sponge  the  body  over,  commenc- 
ing from  the  face  and  going  downwards ; 
this  done,  a  rough  towel  should  be  used  to 
dry  with. 

When  your  flannels  are  on  you  should  go 
through  the  following  extension  movements. 
Stand  with  the  heels  together,  the  toes 
pointing  outwards,  legs  stiff,  the  body  erect, 
the  head  thrown  well  back.  Bring  the  arms 
above  the  head,  and  fi'om  thence,  keeping 
them  stiff,  bring  them  downwards  until 
bending  from  the  waist,  and  without  bending 
the  knees,  you  touch  the  toes.  Now  face  the 
palms  of  the  hands  to  the  front  and,  rising 
steadily,  bring  the  arms  backwards  and 
upwards  until  they  are  above  the  head  again. 
(See  fig.  3).  This  movement  performed  once 
or  twice  will  stimulate  a  general  circulation 
and  you  may  conclude  your  toilet.  If  the 
weather  is  favourable,  a  walk  for  a  mile  will 
oxidise  your  blood,  sweeten  the  breath,  and 
brace  the  muscles.  This  should  be  alternated 
with  a  gentle  run  or  trot,  especially  if  the 
weather  is  cold,  for  one  of  the  first  principles 
in  physical  training  is  not  to  allow  yourself 
to  get  cold.  There  is  an  old  Arab  proverb 
which  says,  "  When  cold,  warm  yourself  by 
exercise  and  live  long  ;  "  so  when  you  feel 
chilly  start  at  once  into  a  gentle  run  until  the 
warmth  of  the  body  is  restored. 

You  can  now,  after  this  preliminary  exercise, 
return  indoors  to  your  studies,  and  wait  with 
sharpened  appetite  for  your  breakfast.  There 
is  another  old  proverb  which  is.  I  think,  also 
borrowed  from  the  Arabs,  which  gives  a  very 
correct  rule  as  to  diet ;  it  says,  "  Eat  a  very 
good  breakfast,  a  good  dinner,  a  light  tea,  a 
lighter  supper  ;  let  your  thoughts  be  aloft  and 
you  will  live  happily."  Bearing  this  in  mind, 
and  with  the  previous  preparation  of  tub  and 
your  walk  or  run,  you  will  probably  be  in- 
clined to  fall  in  with  the  idea  of  a  very  good 


A  Despatch. 

{Dramn  for  the  "  Boy's  Own  Paper "  b'j  W.  Detvar.) 
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breakfast.  As  to  the  vexed  question  of  what 
the  dietary  should  be,  I  do  not  think  anything 
special  is  at  all  necessary.  Let  it  be  remem- 
bered that  as  the  locomotive  engine  requires 


and  its  usefulness  will  be  soon  apparent,  as  it 
prevents  the  necessity  of  recovering  your  step 
upon  alighting.  Plenty  of  this  kind  of  work 
should  be  done  before  actually  attempting  to 


/ 
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a  good  preliminary  foundation  of  conrbustibles 
to  raise  the  heat  necessary  for  the  day's  work, 
so  in  the  case  of  the  human  engine  it  is 
advisable  to  consume  plenty  of  carbonaceous 
foods,  to  supply  the  continual  waste  that  is 
going  on  in  our  system.  Adopting  this  view 
I  should  advise,  especially  in  growing  lads,  a 
basin  of  porridge  and  milk,  a  rasher  of  bacon 
with  an  egg  to  follow,  and  finish  up  with 
buttered  toast  and  tea  or  col^'ee. 

When  the  morning  studies  are  over,  you 
must  prepare  to  do  some  hard  work  in 
whatever  line  of  athletics  you  wish  to  excel. 
If  it  is  running,  run  the  distance  at  a  gentle 
pace  until  you  gradually  get  your  windpipes 
in  order.  When  you  feel  that  this  is  accom- 
plished, you  can  run  your  distance  with  a 
quickened  jiace.  Do  not,  however,  in  this 
early  sta-i-  run  yourself  out,  but  always  finish 
feeling  stKuig  and  comfortable.  This'practice 
may  be  continued  until  you  feel  you  have 
had  enough,  or  you  may  vary  by  practising 
'•  Starting."  Tliis  is  done  by  toeing  the  line 
with  the  left  foot,  the  knee  bent  over,  the 
right  leg  and  arm  extended  to  the  rear,  the 
left  arm  being  in  advance  of  tlie  left  toot, 
the  weight  of  the  body  being  sustained  by  the 
left  foot.  At  the  word  '■  go  "  bring  down  the 
right  arm  with  a  swift  swinging  movement, 
push  simultaneously  with  the  right  foot  and 
take  a  rapid  run  for  a  few  paces,  endeavouring 
to  get  to  the  front  of  your  companions  who 
have  started  with  you. 

If  your  contest  is  to  be  a  hurdle  race, 
content  yourself  with  practising  the  various 
methods  of  getting  over  the  hurdles.  Let 
your  aim  in  this  be  to  alight  on  the  other 
side  in  a  manner  best  adapted  for  running  off 
to  your  next  hurdle  without  any  waste  of  time. 
The  best  method  of  acquiring  this  is  to  jump 
oft'  one  foot  and  alight  upon  the  other,  a  sort 
of  stride  over  in  fact  (see  fig.  4).  As  the 
jumping  foot  leaves  the  ground,  the  leg 
should  be  straightened  out  behind.  This 
will  be  found  rather  dilHcult  at  first,  but 
practice  will  enable  you  to  manage  it  all  right. 


race  over  the  hurdles.  Anyone  unaccustomed 
to  the  proper  way  of  getting  over  will 
probably  knock  them  down  at  the  early 
attempts,  thus  disheartening  him. 

As  in  the  Hurdles,  so  in  the  High  Jump  ; 


jumping  cord  at  about  three  feet  six  inches 
high.  Now  stand  about  twelve  yards  in  front, 
not  sideways  after  the  manner  of  crabs. 
Commence  by  a  slow  determined  walk  for 
six  or  seven  yards,  then  increase  your  pace, 
and  in  making  your  spring  take  as  much  of 
the  weight  of  your  body  as  possible  off  your 
legs  by  clenching  the  fists  and  suddenly 
raising  the  arms  from  the  sides  to  the  front 
and  upwards.  In  passing  over  the  cord,  the 
knees  should  be  drawn  up  to  the  chest. 
In  alighting  at  the  other  side,  drop  upon  the 
balls  of  the  feet,  and  as  you  are  passing  over 
the  cord  endeavour  to  turn  and  face  the  ob- 
stacle you  are  jumping  over  (see  fig.  5),  thus 
escaping  the  vexatious  fact  that  you  have 
jumped  clear  with  your  feet,  but  sat  upon  it 
with  your  body.  Practising  this  "  turning 
in  the  jump  "  will  often  enable  you  to  c!ear 
inches  higher  than  by  the  ordinary  method. 

After  the  morning's  work,  you  will  probabl}' 
be  in  a  perspiration,  and  if  so,  a  rub  down 
and  a  gentle  sponging  will  benefit  you.  This 
should  not  be  done,  however,  unless  ycu  are 
warm. 

The  mid-day  meal  is  the  next  important 
event.  No  special  repast  is  necessary,  but 
two  or  three  facts  for  your  guidance  are 
essential,  such  as  remembering  that  a  mixed 
diet  is  the  best,  as  it  contains  the  necessary 
chemicals  to  nourish  the  muscular  tissue. 
Masticate  your  food  well,  in  order  to  avoid 
gi\  ing  too  much  to  your  digestive  organs,  and 
avoid  Pork,  Pastry,  and  Alcohol.  After  the 
afternoon  studies  a  walk  is  desirable,  made 
pleasant  by  conversation  with  an  intelhgent 
companion.  Do  not  talk  about  stereotyped 
suljjects  or  harp  upon  your  everyday  work  ; 
but  endeavour  to  give  variety  to  your  topics 
so  that  your  brain  may  have  some  necessary 
rest. 

Tea  should  consist,  if  convenient,  of  buttered 
toast  and  a  newly  laid  egg,  and  after  a  reason- 
able interval,  more  work  may  be  indulged  in. 
This  may  be  commenced  by  indulging  in 
friendly  tests  with  boys  of  equal  strength  and 
size.    Be  careful,  however,  as  mentioned 


and  in  Uie  early  stages  method  should  be 
practised  instead  of  lieight.  First  of  all,  as- 
certain by  practice  which  is  j'our  best 
jumping  leg.  The  majority  of  jumpers 
spring  oft'  the  left  foot.    This  done,  place  the 


before,  not  to  run  yourself  out,  but  finish,  as 
usual,  with  something  well  in  hand.  This 
over,  more  steady  work  should  follow,  a.s  in 
the  morning,  by  practising  method,  and  finally 
a  long  trot  may  be  taken,  and  in  this  do  not 


allow  the  heels  to  touch  the  ground,  but  run 
upon  the  balls  of  the  feet,  with  the  hands 
hanginK  down  by  the  side.  This  over, 
a  lub  down  and  bath  or  sponge  is  desirable, 
and  in  this  you  should  be  assisted  by  a 
frieadly  hand,  otherwise  your  fatigued  body 


As  your  "  condition  "  improves,  so  will  your 
work,  and  what  was  difficult  will  now  become 
easy,  but  do  not  be  tempted  by  reason  of  this 
agreeable  change  to  "  outdo  "  yourself.  Be 
content  to  continue  to  improve  in  wind  and 
method,  and  as  you  grow  in  strength  you  may 
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will  not  be  able  to  properly  attend  to  its  wants. 
A  change  of  clothes  is  now  necessary,  and. 
keeping  yourself  warm,  the  rest  of  the  even- 
ing may  be  spent  in  the  ordinary  manner.  A 
light  supper,  consisting  of  milk  and  bread  and 
butter,  may  be  taken,  and  you  should  retire 
not  later  than  ten  o'clock. 


occasionally  give  yourself  a  "  trial  "  in  what- 
ever contest  of  speed  or  agility  you  are  pre- 
paring yourself  for.  If  you  fail,  find  out  the 
cause,  to  set  about  remedying  it  at  once. 
Above  all,  be  moderate  in  all  tl)ings,  be  earnest, 
be  persevering,  and  if  you  cannot  command 
success,  you  will  at  least  deserve  it. 


CRICKET  SUPERSTITIONS. 

By  a.  E.  Evans, 

Aullior  of  •' Mil  Li'i  Ilii,"  ".4  CricLel  Coniplical ion,"  cic. 


EVEr.YONE  may  knov.-  the  laws  of  cricket 
who  will  take  the  trouble  to  study  the 
elaborate  code  in  which  they  are  embodied. 
But  tlie^e  are  a  trifle  too  numerous  and  too 
com[)licated  for  junior  players,  who  therefore 
ofte:i  seam  to  play  cricket  according  to  some 
unwritten  traditional  code  of  their  own. 
Those  who  have  watched  small  boys  at  play 
will  know  what  I  mean.  Of  course,  I  am 
not  refsrring  to  the  junior  forms  of  public 
schools,  amongst  whom  cricket  is  usually  the 
genuine  thing,  so  far  as  it  goes.  They  have 
the  authority  of  their  seniors  to  appeal  to  in 
any  difficulty.  I  am  referring  to  those  less 
formal  games  which  boys,  and  sometimes 
men,  get  up  among  themselves,  and  which 
seem  to  be  governed  in  many  respects  by 
certain  inherited  traditions.  Those  who 
have  ever  watched  such  a  game  will  have 
been  amused  hy  some  of  these  traditions. 

For  instance,  it  is  widely  believed  amongst 
boy-cricketers  that  a  batsman  cannot  be  out 
from  a  ball  which  did  not  pitch  lialf-way  up 
the  wicket.  As  a  means  of  discouraging 
"sneaks"  and  "  daisy-cutters."  this  tradition 
has,  no  doubt,  its  value,  but  as  yet  it  has 
found  no  place  in  the  rules  of  the  M.C.C. 
It  may,  of  course,  be  said  that  the  necessity 
for  it  has  not,  up  to  the  present  time,  arisen 


in  first-class  cricket.  Still,  there  are  only 
two  kinds  of  '-no-ball  "  possible  in  cricket  - 
the  one  when  the  bowler  passes  the  crease 
before  delivering  it,  the  other  when  he  throws 
it.  Subject  to  these  exceptions,  he  has  the 
fullest  freedom  to  deliver  the  ball  as  he  likes, 
and,  if  Mr.  A.  G.  Steel  is  right,  he  ought, 
when  a  batsman  has  "  collared  "  the  scientific 
bowling,  to  try  the  effect  of  what  may  be  called 
unconventional  balls.  A  full  pitch  tossed 
high  in  the  air,  and  dropping  on  the  bails,  has 
been  known  to  terminate  the  innings  of  a  bats- 
man who  had  defied  all  other  attacks  ;  and  it 
is  possible  that  an  occasional  swift  "sneak  " 
might  prove  embarrassing  to  a  man  who  liad 
not  so  much  as  seen  one  for,  say,  a  dozen 
years.  I  present  the  suggestion  to  Lohmann 
and  Attewell ;  for,  after  all,  the  object  of 
bowling  is  not  to  secure  accuracy  of  pitch,  or 
a  brave  show  of  "maidens,"  but  to  take 
wickets,  and  anything  within  the  laws  of  the 
game  that  will  lead  to  this  result  is  not  only 
allowable  but  praiseworthy.  It  is  the  fashion, 
for  instance,  to  laugh  at  underhand  bowling, 
but,  just  because  this  is  now  out  of  date,  it 
sometimes  proves  very  fatal  to  men  who  are 
not  used  to  it,  and  therefore  deserves  to  be 
tried  more  often  than  it  is  in  ordinary 
matches. 


In  connection  with  "no-balls,"  juvenile 
cricketers  are  more  logical  than  their  seniors. 
On  the  face  of  it,  there  does  seem  to  be  a 
certain  contradiction  in  the  fact  that  you 
may  score  any  number  of  runs  you  can  off  a 
ball  which  is  hypothetically  a  nonentity. 
It  is  an  axiom  of  boy-cricket  that  this  may 
not  be  done.  A  "  no-ball  "  is  a  "no-ball," 
and  no  runs  can  be  made  off  it,  according  to 
their  code.  As  regards  "  wides,"  they  are 
orthodox  in  theory,  though  somewhat 
anmsing  in  practice,  it  being  a  common  thing 
to  hear  the  umpire  call  "  wide  "  to  a  ball 
which  the  batsman  promptly  proceeds  to  hit. 

But  perhaps  the  most  comical  superstition 
in  boy-cricket  is  that  the  batsman  is  out  if 
he  chance  to  hit  the  ball  with  the  wrong 
side  of  his  bat.  This  would  seem  to  be  one 
of  those  contingencies  for  which  it  was  not 
necessary  to  provide  a  rule— at  any  rate,  no 
such  rule  appears  in  the  written  code.  One 
would  like  to  know  if  anyone  had  ever  seen 
a  real  cricketer  make  this  mistake,  but  if  he 
did,  he  would  be  within  his  right.  I  imagine 
that  if  a  lunatic  chose  to  play  the  ball 
with  the  handle  of  his  bat,  instead  of  with 
the  blade,  he  might  do  so.  The  bowler 
would,  I  am  sure,  lodge  no  objection,  though 
I  hardly  think  that  such  a  batsman  would 
be  greatly  pressed  by  his  own  side  to  give  his 
services  in  the  return  match. 

Another  curious  superstition  in  juvenile 
cricket  is  that,  if  in  running  you  drop  your 
bat,  you  are  out,  no  matter  how  safely  you 
yourself  may  reach  the  crease.  There  is 
something  logical  in  this  too.  A  batsman 
is  not  a  batsman  without  his  bat.  Following 
naturally  on  this,  is  the  idea  that  a  batsman 
is  not  out  if  his  bat  is  grounded  inside  the 
crease  and  is  in  contact  with  any  part  of 
his  person,  whilst  he  himself  is  out  of  his 
ground.  It  happened  once,  I  believe,  in  first- 
class  cricket  that  a  batsman,  stepping  out  of 
the  crease  to  hit  at  a  ball  slipped  and  fell 
down  out  of  his  ground,  whilst  the  bat 
dropped  from  his  hand.  He  was  promptly 
stumped,  but,  as  the  bat  was  within  the 
crease-and  was  in  contact  with  his  elbow,  the 
umpire  gave  him  "  not  out."  He  was  wrong  ; 
the  bat  must  be  in  the  hand  to  save  the 
batsman's  life  in  these  cii-cumstances. 

The  correspondence  columns  of  the 
"  B.  O.  P."  bear  ample  testimony  to  the 
wide-spread  belief  in  another  cricket 
superstition,  viz.,  that  a  batsman  is  out  if  he 
hits  his  wicket  while  running.  This  is  a 
superstition  very  hard  indeed  to  kill.  But  it 
is  a  fact  that  you  may  smash  both  wickets 
into  smithereens  whilst  running  and  incur 
no  penalty. 

If  we  were  to  philosophise  on  such 
superstitions,  we  sliould  perhaps  be  inclined 
to  say  that  the  main  characteristic  of 
juvenile  cricketers  is  that  they  are  essentially 
matter-of-fact.  With  them  a  "no-ball"  is 
a  "no-ball;"  "hit  wicket"  means  hitting 
the  wicket  at  any  time ;  batsman  is  a  man 
who  has  actually  a  bat  in  his  hand,  and  so 
on.  Another  instance  of  this  matter-of-fact 
spirit  is  the  way  in  which  juvenile  cricketers 
regard  the  "  leg  before  wicket  "  rule.  With 
them,  no  allowance  is  made,  no  matter  how 
"curly"  the  ball  may  be.  If  your  leg  is 
before  the  wicket,  and  the  ball  hits  your  leg,, 
it  is  all  over  with  you.  Bad  players  may  be 
tolerated,  but  no  mercy  is  shown  to  iKid 
players. 

These  are  but  a  few  of  the  varieties  of  our 
national  game  that  may  be  met  witli 
amongst  junior  players.  Far  be  it  from  me 
to  say  that  such  varieties  are  not  as  good  as 
the  genuine  article.  Cricket  is  a  capital 
game,  however  played,  and  there  is  nothing 
essentially  sacred  in  the  present  code  of 
rules.  Personally,  I  think,  for  instance, 
that  the  juvenile  "  leg  before  wicket " 
rule  is  much  better    than   that  of  the 


M.  C.  C.  It  would  be  a  good  thing  if 
everyone  who  saved  his  wicket  with  his 
pad,  instead  of  with  his  bat,  were  ipso  facto 
out,  whether  the  ball  pitched  straight  or  not ; 
and  no  doubt  some  of  the  cricket  supersti- 


tions to  which  I  have  referred  are  survivals 
from  a  time  when  cricket  was  a  less 
elaborate  game  than  it  is  now,  and  when  the 
laws  that  ruled  it  were  mainly  those  of 
common  sense. 


INCISED  AND  CARVED  FRETWORK. 

By  Feed  Miller. 


A GOOD  deal  of  the  Swiss  carving  is  nothing 
more  than  a  fret  tooled  up  and  stuck 
down  upon  a  flat  surface,  so  that  it  resembles 
carving  in  low  relief,  and  I  wish  to  direct  the 


very  much  the  appearance  of  a  piece  of 
ordinary  carving  in  which  the  background 
was  "grounded  out"  (see  our  recent  article 
011  Wood- Carving). 


Fig.  1.— Design  for  Book-co-s-er  or  Blotter, 

X,B.—Tlie  dolled  lines  are  intended  to  le 


Showing  the  addition  of  an  incised  line  to  emphasise  the  general  di'si(!n. 

merily  incised,  not  cut  thioiujh. 


attention  of  the  readers  of  the  "  B.  0.  P."  who 
go  in  for  fretwork  to  a  development  of  this 
craft. 

If  we  cut  out  a  design  and  stick  the  fret 
on  to  a  slab  of  wood  we  have  a  design  in  low 
relief,  and  by  carving  the  fret  we  produce 


But  I  do  not  want  our  fretwork  to  lose  its 
character  and  imitate  in  a  cheap  way  the 
sister  craft  of  the  cunning  worker  in  wood. 
We  can  apply  a  certain  amount  of  extra 
hand  work  to  a  fret  without  it  altogether 
losing  its  character  as  a  piece  of  fretwork. 


By  referring  to  the  two  designs  accom- 
panying these  notes  it  will  be  observed  that 
my  designs  are  what  is  generally  termed 
"  arabesque  "  in  style.  That  is,  there  is  no 
reproduction  of  natural  forms,  no  flowers  and 
leaves  that  you  can  recognise,  but  simply  an 
interweaving  of  lines  or  forms  arranged  on  a 
definite  plan,  almost  geometrical  in  fact. 
Fig.  1  is  slightly  Celtic  in  character, 
though  no  attempt  was  made  to  reproduce  a 
Celtic  design,  admirably  adapted  as  many  of 
such  designs  are  for  fretwork. 

The  blotter-case,  fig.  2,  can  be  cut  as  an 
ordinary  fret,  and  when  this  is  accomplished 
a  V  or  parting  tool  should  be  at  hand  to 
incise  those  lines  that  are  dotted  in  the 
design.  The  addition  of  these  incised  lines 
will  emphasise  the  main  lines  of 
the  design,  and  bring  out  certain 
details  that  would  otherwise  be 
lost. 

The  book-cover,  fig.  1,  is  also  to 
be  treated  as  an  ordinary  fret  so 
far  as  the  saw  work  is  concerned, 
though  the  wood  should  be  thicker 
than  is  ordinarily  employed  (say 
half-inch)  and  would  be  better  in 
oak  than  white  wood.  Incise  the 
lines  that  are  dotted  as  in  fig.  2, 
and  then  carve  away  those  por- 
tions that  are  shaded,  so  that 
those  forms  that  go,  as  it  were, 
behind  the  others  are  in  lower 
relief  where  they  cross  each  other. 
In  fact,  you  might  treat  the  design 
as  though  it  were  composed  of 
"  straps."  Flat  chisels  will  be  the 
best  for  this  work,  as  you  gradu- 
ally want  to  pare  the  wood  away, 
taking  off  more  and  more  as  you 
approach  the  form  that  comes  in 
front  of  the  one  you  are  "  laying 
down."  You  can  imagine  what 
a  help  to  the  general  effect  this 
amount  of  carving  would  be,  and 
a  boy  with  ordinary  skill  in  the 
use  of  tools  could  do  this  without 
much  preliminary  practice. 

As  fretwork  is  shown  off  by  a 
dark  background,  the  fret,  if  in- 
tended to  be  glued  down  upon  a 
panel,  should  be  laid  down  upon 
a  darker  wood.  Thus,  if  the  fret 
is  pale  oak,  the  backing  should  be 
stained  with  a  little  of  Stephens's 
oak  stain.  Be  very  careful  in  using 
your  chisels  not  to  cut  into  a  form 
that  comes  in  front  of  the  one  you 
are  laying  down.  Work  slowly 
and  surely,  as  mistakes  are  often 
irremediable. 

A  word  as  to  fret  designs  gene- 
rally. So  many  that  I  have  seen 
are  very  ordinary  and  trite— com- 
monplace, in  fact,  due  to  the 
use  of  hackneyed  Greek  patterns 
which  do  not  awaken  our  interest. 
Those  that  are  not  of  a  purely 
geometrical  character  err  in  being 
namby-pamby,  too  floral  or  natu- 
ralesque.  A  fret  design  should 
not  be  a  mere  transcript  of  nature, 
You  might  as  well  stick  down  a 
spray  of  leaves  and  blossoms  on 
a  piece  of  wood  and  then  cut  out 
the  background  with  a  fret-saw, 
as  to  cut  designs  in  which  the 
elements  of  design— arrangement 
and  selection— are  absent.  The 
two  designs  I  give  in  these  pages  I 
do  not  hold  up  as  absolute  models, 
or  as  the  last  word  on  fretwork 
but  I  do  claim  for  them  that  there  is 
a  certain  adaptation  of  forms  to  the  exigencies 
of  the  craft,  and  at  the  same  time  a  certain 
uniqueness  in  the  general  effect,  and  I  ain 
very  glad  the  editor  has  given  me  this 
opportunity  of  showing  what  I  consider  is 
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the  direction  fretwork  might  with  advantage 
take,  to  avoid  that  monotony  and  want  of 
individuality  conspicuously  present  in  so 
many  of  the  designs  that  are  sold.  Seeing 
that  the  effect  of  all  fretwork  depends  upon 
those  portions  that  are  cut  away,  the  design 
should  be  of  such  a  nature  that  it  is  developed 
and  brought  out  by  the  cutting.  Forms 
should  therefore  be  simple  and  continuous, 
whereas  if  the  pattern  is  very  naturalesque, 


the  designs  the  full  size  (as  they  were  drawn) 
in  these  pages,  I  give  a  simple  method  of  en- 
larging them  to  any  scale.  Divide  the  top  and 
side  into  say  quarter  inches  by  marking  off 
such  spaces  with  a  pencil  at  the  edge  of  the 
cuts.  With  a  X-square  draw  lines  across  the 
cuts  at  right  angles,  and  the  result  will  be 
that  the  cuts  are  covered  or  divided  up  with 
quarter-inch  squares.  If  we  wish  to  enlarge 
the  design  to  twice  the  size  of  the  engravings. 


done  if  we  have  a  drawing-board  and  a 
T-square.  To  avoid  confusion  mark  each 
square  on  the  engraving  with  a  number,  begin- 
ning at  the  top  left-hand  corner  with  1, 
and  letting  the  numbers  run  along  to  the 
right  and  down  to  the  base.  Put  the  corre- 
sponding numbers  on  the  drawing-paper, 
and  then  in  filling  in  each  square  we  are  not 
likely  to  put  in  the  wrong  portion.  When 
the  whole  design  has  been  enlarged  up  piece- 


FiG.  2.— Design  for  BoaK-rovER, 

Showing  in  addition  to  the  incised  lines,  as  in  Fig.  1  (the  dotted  lines),  the  throwing  down  of  certain  forms  to  give 
prominence  ta  those  that  are  supposed  to  come  in  front. 


fretwork  is  not  the  craft  that  can  hope  to  do 
it  justice.  A  design  that  could  easily  be 
rendered  in  paint  is  possibly  the  very  worst 
one  for  a  fret-cutter.  A  fret-saw  cuts  circular 
forms  with  ease,  but  angular  forms  with 
difficulty,  owing  to  the  corners.  It  therefore 
follows  that  scrolls  and  curves  are  more 
adapted  for  fretwork  than  designs  full  of 
sharp  angles. 
Enlarging. — As  it  was  not  possible  to  give 


all  we  have  to  do  is  to  mark  oif  on  a  piece  of 
drawing-paper  half-inch  spaces,  join  these 
with  a  T-square,  and  then  fill  in  each  half- 
inch  square  with  its  corresponding  quarter- 
inch  squares  in  the  cut,  and  if  this  be  done 
accurately,  our  design  is  enlarged  up  to  the 
required  dimensions. 

Be  very  careful  to  accurately  mark  the 
spaces  from  a  rule,  and  draw  the  lines  at 
right  angles  to  each  other,  which  is  easily 


meal,  go  over  it  with  a  pencil  to  see  that  all 
the  curves  flow  freely  and  are  not  broken- 
backed,  and  that  the  enlargement  has  the 
spirit  of  the  original,  for  unless  we  go  over 
our  work  more  or  less  freely  with  a  pencil, 
it  is  apt  to  look  a  little  mechanical.  Instead 
of  sticking  the  design  down  upon  the  wood,  it 
could  be  transferred  to  it  by  means  of  car- 
bonised paper,  marking  over  the  design  with 
an  ivory  point  or  hard  pencil. 


THE  "BOY'S   OWN  "  DINNER-GONG,   OR  CALL-BELL:  AND  HOW   TO  MAKE  IT. 

By  H.  F.  Hobdex, 

Author  of  •'  lloir  Iv  Hiiilil  a  lloieiny  Piinl,"  "  Bo  it's  Dun  Muihi  Lovoiiioliue,"  etc. 
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piece  of  brass  of  the  same 
and  hammer  one  end  down 
double  it  up  again,  at  a  right 
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exact  size,  and  it  should  then  be  cut  to  the 
shape  of  tlie  top-view  b. 
-  A  hole  is  to  be  drilled  at  c,  and  the  slot 
cut  out  at  D.  This  is  easily  done  by  drilling 
two  holes  as  shown  by  the  dotted  lines  and 
then  cutting  out  the  intervening  portion  with 
a  sharp  bradawl  or  small  chisel. 

The  object  of  bending  the  end  a  downwards 
before  turning  it  up  at  right  angles  is  to  give 
space  for  the  piece,  Fig.  23,  to  work  clear 
underneath  it,  and  if  held  firmly  in  a  vice 
there  will  be  no  diliiculty  in  hammering  it 
up  to  shape. 

The  hammer  or  striker  is  .shown  at  e,  and 
can  be  made  of  brass  or  iron  with  the  wire 
F,  bent  as  shown,  and  either  screwed  or 
soldered  into  it  and  the  plate  at  a.  It  must 
be  the  size  drawn,  so  as  not  to  touch  the  bell 
when  at  rest ;  and  it  is  better  to  solder  the 
wire  in  place  after  screwing,  to  prevent  it 
twisting.  You  can  now  place  the  hole  c  in 
the  plate  over  the  pin  u.  Fig.  I'J,  when  the 
slot  D,  Fig.  24,  should  come  over  the  pin  a, 
in  the  piece  Fig.  23.  A  small  spring  made 
from  finer  brass  wire  than  the  previous  one, 
must  now  be  bent  round  the  pin  d,  Fig.  19, 
and  a  washer  riveted  over  to  keep  it  in 
position.  This  spring  I  have  shown  at  a, 
Fig.  25,  which  is  a  reduced  plan  of  the  entire 
foundation-plate  with  the  mechanism  in 
position. 

You  have  now  only  to  place  the  bell  over 
all,  and  secure  it  by  the  nut ;  but  before 
doing  so  you  must  screw  the  foundation-plate 
into  the  upright,  F^ig.  9,  by  the  screw-holes 
F  G,  placing  a  thin  strip  of  wood  about  i 
thick  between  the  plate  and  the  upright  to 
allow  room  for  the  bent  end  of  lever  to  work 
clear  of  the  upright.  If  these  screws  project 
througli  to  the  front  of  the  oak  standard 
they  should  be  filed  off  level  with  the  surface, 
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and  you  will  require  to  adjust  the  position 
of  the  bell  on  the  standard  very  carefully 
before  finally  screwing  it  on.  To  do  this, 
you  should  lay  the  bell  on  with  the  lever 
uppermost,  a  little  to  the  left  of  the  central 
line,  previously  drawn  on  the  standard  ;  then 
place  the  cam,  Fig.  15,  on  the  axle  and  turn 
it  gently  round  by  one  hand,  holding  the  bell 
firmly  in  place  with  the  other,  and  see  whether 
the  cam  will  move  the  lever  sufficiently  to 
ring  the  bell  and  then  go  clear  of  the  lever, 
causing  it  to  return  again  to  its  original 
position  and  to  ring  again  on  its  back  stroke  : 
you  must  take  great  care  about  this  and  keep 
shift  ng  it  until  you  get  it  right. 


Pig.  25. 

The  correct  position  is  shown  at  Fig.  26, 
and  the  bell  will  project  slightly  through  the 
opening  made  for  it  in  the  bottom  plate, 
Fig.  8. 

When  quite  accurate,  screw  the  bell  on 
firmly,  and  then  hammer  in  the  key  or  wedge 
A  into  the  cam,  to  fix  it  into  position,  and  you 
must  then  well  sweat  the  cam  on  to  the  axle 
with  solder,  which  will  prevent  it  working 
loose.  The  back  support.  Fig.  10,  can  now  be 
glued  in  place ;  see  that  it  is  quite  clear  of 
the  bell  and  that  the  steel  pin.  Fig.  11,  is  in- 
side and  supporting  that  end  of  the  axle,  and 
also  take  care  that  the  back  is  parallel  with 
the  front  standard,  and  then  leave  it  to  dry. 

You  will  then  require  to  cut  some  small 
strips  of  iiiahogany,  about  21^  inches  long  by 
J  inch  thick,  and  fit  their  edges  together 
neatly,  and  then  glue  them  on  to  and  across 
the  two  standards,  as  shown  in  the  end  view. 
Fig.  27,  so  as  to  entirely  enclose  the  bell  and 
axle,  and  this  will  brace  the  standards  to- 
gether and  make  all  firm  and  strong. 

When  quite  dry,  round  off  the  edges  with 
a  penknife,  and  smooth  down  with  sandpaper, 


and  then  give  it  two  or  three  coats  of  varn:-!i. 
letting  each  dry  before  putting  on  the  nc  >_1. 

The  arrow  marked  on  Fig.  8  should  be  cw 
into  the  oak  stand  with  the  point  of  the  an  ov,- 
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to  the  right  as  shown,  or  it  may  be  made  of 
brass  and  tacked  on.  It  is  intended  to  show 
the  direction  in  which  the  wheel  should  be 
turned,  as  the  gearing  inside  might  gel  broken 
if  the  wheel  were  forcibly  turned  in  the  oppo- 
site direction. 

Now  put  the  wheel  on  the  axle  and  secure 
it  in  place  with  the  nut,  which  is  then  to  be 
covered  by  the  brass  cap.  Fig.  17. 

This  is  attached  by  three  round-headed 
brass  screws,  and  your  bell  is  complete. 


And  now  let  me  offer  you  a  final  woid  of 
advice,  and  that  is,  do  not  keep  ringing  i;p 
the  servants  just  for  the  sake  of  hearing  iLo 
bell  sound  ;  it  is  very  apt  to  make  them  ittl 
annoyed,  and  shower  down,  in  their  inner- 
most thoughts,  anything  but  blessings  on 
your  mechanical  genius. 


(the  end.) 


¥lie  Boy's^  0^Y^|  fiimt 


PRACTICAL  AND  PROFITABLE  POULTRY-KEEPING. 

By  Gordon  Stables,  m.d.,  cm.,  r.n. 


THE  cliickcns.— You  needn't  begin  to  feed  till 
all  are  hatched  that  will  hatch  in  twenty- 
four  hours.  Now  if  j-ou  want  your  chickens  to 
grow  up  strong  and  healthy  and  do  you  credit 
as  a  henwife,  you  must  feed  well  and  carefully. 
Give  the  hen  a  clean  nest  to  begin  with  ; 
some  dust  the  fowl's  body  with  sulphur.  It 
is  not  a  bad  plan,  but  there  ought  to  be 
plenty  of  sulphur  in  dust  bath  all  along. 
After  a  day  or  two  put  the  hen  in  a  coop  in 
a  warm  and  sheltered  place,  so  that  the  little 
mites  can  run  about  near  it,  and  stretch 
their  legs.  Chicks  require  no  food  for  a  day 
after  they  are  out.  For  the  next  three  days 
mix  hard-boiled  eggs  with  the  chicks'  food, 
which  may  be  bread  soaked  in  milk,  and  oat- 
meal draggled  with  milk.  See  that  the  milk 
is_  perfectly  fresh.  Draggle  Spratt's  food 
witli  milk  and  mix  with  barley  meal,  but  I 
want  to  put  great  stress  upon  the  egg  food 
given  for  a  few  days  till  the  little  things 
have  a  good  start  in  life.  Also  I  highly  re- 
commend the  oatmeal  and  milk.  Bits  of 
meat  and  suet  are  also  good  after  the  first 
few  days. 

Give  bone  dust  from  the  beginning.  There 
may  be  other  makers  as  well  as  Spratt's.  But 
I  don't  know.  I  give  their  bone  meal  to 
puppies  even,  and  to  all  young  creatures  that 
I  want  to  put  bone  and  stamina  in. 

On  the  whole  you  cannot  feed  chickens  too 
well  nor  too  often.  They  must  be  eating  all 
daylong,  and  have  f  o  )d  left  for  them  at  night, 
so  that  they  can  have  a  pick  e\  en  before  you 
are  up.  All  grain  food,  with  the  exception  of 
very  small  seed.'--,  should  be  bruised.  They 
should  have  plenty  of  grain  food  and  pure 
water,  and  in  fine  weather  the  coops  should 
be  placed  on  the  grass. 

The  fowl-runs  should  be  always  scraped 
clean,  nor  should  it  be  forgotten  that  the 
droppings  mixed  with  soot  and  ashes  form 
one  of  the  strongest  manures  we  have. 

No  hen  ought  to  be  kept  after  the  second 
season  of  laying.  She  ought  then  to  be 
fattened  for  the  market. 

It  is  better  to  have  a  few  good  fowls  than 
a  lot  of  wasters.  No  bird  should  be  kept  to 
eat  its  own  head  off. 


II.— BANTA-MS,   DUCKS,  GEESE,  AND  TUIiKEYS. 

There  are  no  more  charming  and  interest- 
ing morsels  of  fowls  in  the  world  than  our 
so-called  bantams.  Nor  can  I  conceive  of  a 
better  hobby  for  those  among  our  girl  readers 
who  are  fond  of  animals  than  that  of  keeping 
them.  Indeed,  I  feel  freer  to  recommend 
this  fancy  to  girls  than  to  boys.  Boys,  you 
see,  have  such  a  number  of  other  things  to 
attend  to,  and  they  are  not  so  often  at  home 
as  girls. 

Now  your  little  fowl-run  is  the  first  thing 
to  be  thought  about.  If  you  have  any  spare 
cash,  or  if  you  can  manage  to  raise  it  from 
some  kind  relative  whose  favourite  you  are, 
I  think  you  may  get  the  fowl-house  and  run 
built  for  you  by  some  clever  carpenter  who 
wouldn't  want  to  make  much  profit  out  of 
the  transaction.  There  are  a  good  many 
regular  makers  of  course,  and  the  whole 
busmess  could  come  to  you  packed  from,  say, 
Boulton  and  Paul  of  Norwich.  Well,  but 
their  goods,  though  very  excellent  and  lasting, 
run  into  more  money  than  I  feel  justified  in 
authorising  you  to  spend.  So  I  think  we 
must  fall  back  on  the  village  carpenter.  The 
unfinished  rookeries  that  some  boys  build 
are  usually  unsightly  in  the  extreme.  My 
two  lads,  for  instance,  have  lately  been  build- 
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FOWLS  :     FOR    FLESH    AND    EGGS  (cOntinUcd). 

ing  guinea-piggeries  or  caviaries,  but  they 
look  to  me  more  like  the  ruins  of  Nineveh 
than  anything  else  I've  ever  seen.  Now  the 
ruins  of  Nineveh  may  do  all  very  well  in  the 
corner  of  a  paddock,  but  not  on  a  lawn. 
And  listen,  it  is  somewhere  on  your  lawn  or 
in  a  pretty  part  of  the  garden  I  want  you  to 
have  your  bantam  house.  Why,  dear  me, 
the  whole  business  needn't  be  bigger  than  a 
St.  Bernard's  kennel,  with  run  attached. 

The  house  itself  may  be  neatly  built  of 
match  boarding,  and  painted  or  tarred  out- 
side. It  should  in  construction  be  similar  to 
a  regular  fowl-house,  have  a  doorway,  and 
cement  floor,  perches,  a  hen  roost  and  hen 
ladder,  nests  and  all  complete.  So  read 
what  I've  said  about  the  fowl-house  and  run 
in  my  last  paper.  But  the  run  must  not  be 
a  higgledy-piggledy  shaky  old  concern.  It 
must  be  of  nicely  planed  uprights  and  fine 
wire  mesh,  with  stand-up  perches  in  it,  and 
altogether  ornamental.  And  rose  climbers 
or  wild  convolvulus  should  be  planted  by  it. 
There  ought  to  be  two  runs  in  reality,  that 
is  if  you  don't  let  your  favourites  free  all  day. 
The  grass-run  is  most  important.  Spoil  the 
lawn  somewhat  ?  .  I'm  afraid  you're  right, 
but  not  to  any  very  great  extent.  Besides, 
your  bantam-house  needn't  be  right  in  the 
middle  of  it,  but  away  down  near  the  laurels 
yonder.  It  should  at  all  events  have  a  nice 
sunny  exposure,  with— don't  forget  this— 
shade  for  your  pets  as  well.  A  bit  of  Willes- 
den  canvas  thrown  over  part  of  the  run  will 
do^  to  protect  from  both  rain  and  sun,  and 
this  canvas  lasts  about  twenty-five  years  from 
the  time  when  it  is  first  put  up,  and  you 
would  hardly  need  it  much  longer. 

Now  when  you  have  got  your  place  all 
fitted  up,  though  not  a  moment  before,  you 
proceed  to  stock.  You  may  buy  bantams. 
Cochins,  Japps,  Scotch  grays,  Sebrights, 
Nankins,  etc.,  or  game,  and  really  my 
fancy  is  for  the  game.  A  Cochin  will  "starve 
his  hens,  but  a  game  cock  will  starve  himself,  t 
He  is  gallant  and  gay,  and  ijuite  a  hero.  I 
also  like  Sebrights. 

The  number  to  be  kept  will  depend  on 
your  convenience.  But  don't  crowd,  else  all 
sorts  of  troubles  will  afflict  your  little  pets. 
One  little  cock,  and  say  four  or  even  five 
hens,  will  be  ample  to  keep.  If  well  cared 
for  they  will  lay  you  many  a  nice  egg. 
These  eggs  are  not  very  large,  but  they  are 
wondrous  sweet  and  rich. 

Bantams  aSord  one  much  amusement  by 
the  airs  they  give  themselves  and  by  their 
assumption  of  dignity.  I  have  never  kept 
bantams  myself,  but  my  father  did,  and  I, 
his^  young  son,  was  manager.  I  used  to 
believe  I  knew  every  word  they  said,  and  I 
believe  it  still.  I  remember  one  day  a  game 
bantam  asked  me  very  cavalierly  to  let  him 
out  to  go  and  slay  one  of  my  father's  huge 
yellow  Cochins.  He  assured  me— the 
bantam  did— that  the  Cochin  had  addressed 
him  in  language  no  gentleman  should  use 
towards  another.  I  was  glad  to  let  him  out, 
his  little  hens  gave  him  much  good  advice 
before  he  started,  and  I'm  sure  if  the  knight 
had  armour  they  would  have  buckled  it  on. 
The  first  blow  the  Cochin  struck  knocked  the 
trenchant  knight  over  a  rhododendron  bush. 
But  he  returned  boldly  to  the  charge,  and  in 
less  than  five  minutes  the  great  Cochin  was 
running  for  his  life  round  the  garden.  About 
this  time  I  heard  my  father's  footsteps  and 
hid  in  the  holly ;  l"  didn't  dare  catch  my 
father's  eye  at  dinner  that  day.  Yes,  I  know 
I  was  wrong,  but  I  would  have  given  my 


best  spinning-top  to  have  witnessed  the 
return  of  the  bantam  knight  to  the  bosom  of 
his  family.    It  nmst  have  been  fine. 

Bantams  do  not  consume  much  food,  but 
they  must  be  fed  most  regularly,  have  their 
little  dust  bath,  and  be  treated  in  every  way 
just  as  if  they  were  large  fowls.  They  are 
very  gentle  and  affectionate,  and  will  take 
crumbs  out  of  your  hands  greedily  enough. 
They  are  good  to  eat  -  but  there  !  the  idea  of 
eating  a  pet. 

Now  for  Ducks.  It  takes  a  trifle  to  get 
into  a  really  good  breed  of  ducks.  Bu-t  it 
pays  in  the  end  if  you  are  careful.  For  the 
first  year,  having  procured,  say  in  October,  a 
nice  drake  and  two  ducks  of  the  breed  you 
fancy,  perhaps  the  whole  season  will  be 
mostly  spent  in  gaining  experience  and 
eating  their  delicious  eggs,  for  of  all  eggs  in 
the  world  I  think  those  of  the  duck  are  the 
richest  and  the  most  full  of  flavour. 

But  no  one  should  keep  ducks  who  cannot 
afl'ord  them  plenty  of  freedom  and  a  good 
range.  A  mixed  kind  of  a  range  is  best ;  they 
want  a  pond  or  ditch  to  paddle  in,  and  catch 
things  in.  They  are  not  dainty  feeders,  but 
they  like  quantity.  However,  if  you  have  a 
shed  for  them,  with  nests  and  a  dry  floor, 
into  which  they  can  wander  at  night,  and  be 
locked  in  when  they  return  from  their  day's 
outing,  they  will  do  well  and  lay  at  home. 

When  you  let  them  out  of  a  morning  give 
them  two  or  three  handfuls  of  nice  grain, 
and  the  same  quantity  after  they  return  at 
night,  and  they  will  feed  themselves  all  day 
in  the  grass  or  in  the  ponds. 

They  begin  to  lay  in  January  or  February. 
If  you  have  four  ducks  and  a  drake,  and  one 
wants  to  sit  after  a  time,  you  had  best  take 
the  opportunity  of  going  in  for  some  really 
good  breeds,  and  you  will  have  to  pay  a 
shilling  for  each  egg.  Aylesbury  is  about  the 
best  you  can  have.  See  they  are  iiedigree 
stock.  Buy  through  '•  Exchange  and  Mart  " 
or  "  The  Feathered  World "  or  "  Stock 
Keeper,"  and  be  careful.  Give  a  nice  bed  of 
straw,  and  set  the  ducks  in  a  quiet  place, 
feeding  well  on  haid  food,  and  not  forgetting 
water. 

The  principal  breeds  besides  the  Aylesbury 
are  Rouens,  Cayugus,  Pekins,  Mandarins,  and 
East  Indians.  The  last  two  breeds  are  small 
but  charmingly  plumaged,  and  look  well  on 
ornamental  water ;  East  Indians  are  very 
small ;  Cayugus  are  American  ducks,  hardy 
and  good  layers,  and  very  large.  They  are 
black  with  a  metallic  tint,  not  unlike  Ayles- 
buries  in  shape,  and  with  dark  orange  legs. 
Pekins  are  very  large,  white,  canary-like 
beneath,  with  orange  bills  and  a  straight 
carriage  like  a  puffin  or  penguin.  They  are 
called  the  largest  of  ducks,  but  though  appar- 
ently so,  do  not  scale  so  much  as  well-bred 
Eouens  and  Aylesburies.  It  is  also  said  they 
do  well  without  water  to  paddle  in,  and  with- 
out a  run.  I  insist  upon  saying  they  do  not, 
and  it  is  cruel  to  keep  them  in  confinement. 

You  may  set  hens  on  ducks'  eggs,  or  a  good 
honest  turkey,  though  really  it  seems  more 
natural  to  let  ducks  be  hatchers  of  ducks. 

Ducklings  must  be  very  well  fed  from  the 
very  first,  if  you  want  them  to  grow  to  any 
size.  The  feeding  is  similar  to  that  for 
chickens,  only  they  want  a  rather  larger  pro- 
portion of  meat,  such  as  well-boiled  and  very 
finely  cut  up  bullock's  lights,  and  after  a 
fortnight,  plenty  of  bruised  grains  mixed  with 
grease  or  table-scraps  of  any  kind.  They 
must  have  plenty  of  liberty  and  have  a  dry, 
warm  place  to  sleep  in  all  night,  with  clean 


short  straw  or  hay  in  it.  If  you  have  a  squad 
of  ducklings  early  in  the  year,  it  will  be  as 
well  to  keep  them  out  of  the  pond.  Let  their 
drinking  dish  be  too  high  for  them  to  go  into 
body-bulk,  and  put  the  sand  in  the  water  ; 
they  swallow  some  and  it  aids  digestion  by 
grinding  down  the  food  in  the  gizzard.  The 
sand  must  not  be  too  fine.  Do  not  forget 
green  food  if  the  ducklings  cannot  get  on  the 
grass.  The  earlier  in  the  season  you  have 
ducklings,  or  clrickens  either,  the  more 
valuable  will  they  be  for  the  market. 

Ducks  sit  twenty-eight  days  before  hatching 
takes  place.  Number  of  eggs  depends  on 
size  of  the  duck,  from  a  dozen  to  fifteen. 

Fattening  ducks  is  no  dillicult  matter  ;  they 
need  not  be  penned,  but  simply  restricted 
somewhat  in  their  exercise.  Barley  meal, 
rice,  and  oatmeal  mixed  with  gravy  or  pot- 
liquor,  or  milk  with  kitchen  scraps,  etc. 

Geese.  -Under  favourable  circumstances 
one  does  well  to  keep  a  few  geese,  that  is,  if 
you  have  the  rights  to  a  bit  of  common  or 
possess  any  big  patch  of  grass-land  which  is 
unsuitable  to  the  keep  of  more  profitable  stock. 
Geese  feed  chiefly  on  grass,  and  cut  it  so  close 
to  the  roots  that  no  other  creature  has  a 
chance  after  them.  I  heard  a  man  say  very 
solemnly  the  other  day  that  three  geese  would 
eat  as  much  grass  as  a  jsony.  I  am  not  in 
the  habit,  however,  of  believing  all  I  hear. 
However,  there  is  no  doubt  about  it,  geese  are 
likeArtemus  Ward's  "  elerphunts,"  powerful 
eaters. 

If  you  have  this  bit  of  grass-land  however, 
jou  can  turn  out  your  little  fiock  thereon  of 
a  morning  after  giving  them  a  handful  or 
two  of  corn,  and  they  will  forage  for  them- 
selves till  eventide,  and  you  can  give  them  a 
little  more  grain  when  they  come  home  to 
bed.  Or  the  evening  portion  may  not  be 
eieeded. 

(To  be  concluded.) 


OUR  PRIZE  COMPETITIONS, 

(Thirteenth  Series.) 

Writing  Competition. 

IN  announcing  tliis  subject  {ride  p.  Gl)  at 
the  commencement  of  the  present  volume, 
•vve  wrote : — 

As  a  really  good  legible  handwriting  is  becoming  in- 
creasingly a)i]ireciated,  esperiallv  in  cciniiueieial  life, 
and  is  ni'it  ahvavs  tan-j  lir  or  n  ri  ii  i I  as  it  ought  to 
be  at  ma- lailili'- srli.HiN,  u  .•  lia\  .-  drrnicil  to  make  our 
second  subject  in  this  series,  as  in  s.mie  earlier  compe- 
titions, one  calculated  to  test  tlie  skill  of  our  readers  in 
this  direction.  We  do  not  limit  the  style  of  writing  to 
any  one  class,  whether  the  commercial,  tlie  <'orresjiniid- 
ing,  or  the  legal,  but  no  extra  mark^  an'  idlmved  Ua- 
ornamentation,  in  tlie  way  of  fancy  initials,  ete. 

We  offer,  then,  TnKF.K  PKr/.Ks,  of  "//'-  Unim-u  fm-h. 
for  the  best  copy,  in  plain  liandwririnL-,  nt  tlir  Lnrd's 
Prayer,  as  founii  in  St.  .Marrlirw's  iIu^ik  I  --ntlier  tlu' 
Authorised  or  Revised  \'er>i.in  may  he  useil.  Cem- 
]ietitors  will  be  taken  in  tliree  el:i~^r>  the  .lunior 
Division,  cmh,  acing  all  ages  up  to  1  1  ;  t  he  ,\l  iddh-  Lii  vi- 
.sion,  all  ages  from  14  to  1)S  ;  and  the  ^:^enior,  all  ages 
from  18  to'2i. 

We  are  glad  to  be  able  to  report  that  a  very 
large  number  of  our  readers  have  competed 
■for  these  prizes,  and  the  task  of  comparing 
and  decid  ng  has  been  a  correspondingly 
heavy  and  anxious  one.  To  enable  us  to  do 
ample  justi-ce  to  all,  we  have  subdivided  the 
classes,  and  given  additional  prizes. 

Our  Award  is  as  follows  : — 

Junior  Divisio.v  (all  ages  up  to  anil  including 
lU  years). 

Prlte—Ts  Gil. 

EnxEST  W.  P.VLMER  (aged  10  years),  245,  New  Cross 
Koad,  S.E. 

CKIITIFICATF.S— FrR.ST  ni!At)E. 

Ai.EXAXDHit  Johnstone,  Harrow  Green  School.  Ley- 
tonstone,  E. 

LEo.NAiiD  G.  White,  59,  Peiige  Road,  South  Norwood, 

S.E. 


Samuel  BincH,  Holywood,  Co.  Down. 

T.  G.  BILXEY,  The  Rest,  Bargoeii ,  ?>!(;  Cardiff. 

A.  J.  T.  Duncan,  18G,  Watt  Street,  Olasgow. 
HAItoI.D  Si'EVENS,  York  Villa,  Woodsland  Road,  Has- 
socks, Sussex. 

B.  Leggr,  189,  High  Street,  Smethwick. 

Stanley  Rogeh-s,  Harrow  Green  School,  Levtonstone, 
li. 

James  Self,  Harrow  Green  School,  Lcytonstone,  E. 
Alfred  Derbyshire,  Harrow  Green  School,  Leyton- 
stone,  e. 

W.  A.  Brooks,  61,  Goldstone  Villas,  West  Brighton. 

Daisy  He.\li),  Sunnyside.  Ashtead,  Surrey. 

J.  W.  SiiAUi'LEs,  Willow  Cottage,  ^V'artou  Street, 

Lytham.  Lanes. 
Thus.  Wai.i  kiis,  Bridestowe,  Devon. 
H.  ,1.  IiOBEINS,  74,  Beulah  Koad,  Waltliamst.iw. 

C.  H.  jEFFJiRIKs,  .^lanor  Farm.  Uflingtini,  Farringdon, 
Berks. 

James  F.  S.  Car.mich.vel,  22,  Northumberland  Street, 
Edinburgh. 

JI.  Rai  ter,  93,  Musgrave  Street,  West  Hartlepool. 
ErnI'.st  Wright,  22,  Lueerue  Street,  Lark  Lane, 
Liverpool. 

B.  Elliut'i',  14,  Georgiana  Street,  South  Stockton-on- 
Tees. 

Kenneth  Ackland,  Stowford,  Sutton.  Surrey. 
Reginald  Abrahams,  Surrey  House,  Cricklewood, 
x.w. 

D. wiD  JIUNRO,  136.  Akerman  Road,  Brixton,  s.w. 
W.  B.  COOKSON,  1,  Lily  Grove,  Regent  Street. 

SECOND  grade. 
Walter  W.  Read,  Burton  Lodge,  Lewisham. 
Gertrude   Andrews,   Bristol    House,  Kcvnsham, 
Bristol. 

James  Ve.\le,  Chew  Cottage,  Keynsham,  near  Bristol. 
Bernard  Coles,  High  Street,  Keynsham,  near  Bristol. 
Harry  Peacock,  95,  Bravington  Road,  St.  Peter's 
Park,  w. 

Henry  H.  Tetley,  Heaton  Lodge,  Park  Drive,  Brad- 
ford. 

Gertrude  Inight,  14,  St,  Catherine  Street, Gloucester. 
AU.STIN  Arch,  Scotch  House.  Hockley  Heath,  Birming- 
ham. 

Charles  Hordern,  57,  WaMc  ek  Avenue,  Bedford. 
Violet  B.  Sheldon,  123,  Cornwall  Road,  Netting 
Hill. 

Chas.  H.  Bridle,  North  Street,  Eeaminster,  R.S.O. 
Dorset. 

H.  D.  Jackson,  120,  Tynemonth  Road,  Ncwcastle-on- 
Tyne. 

Constance  C.  Few,  The  Vineyards,  WiUingham, 
Cambs. 

George  Semper,  2,  Gracious  Street,  Whittlesea,  Cambs. 
Ernest  A.  Bool,  86,  Warwick  Street,  South  Belgravia. 

C.  R.  Chapman,  3,  Slaithwaite  Road,  Lewisham,  s.E. 
Robert  Barbour,  Cadgers  Road,  Hurlfonl. 

Elsie  G.  Northam,  Kinross  Villa,  Ashley  Hill,  Bristol. 
Ruth  L.  Kempthorne,  Wellington  College,  Berks. 
C.  L.  Paus,  27,  Heaton  Grove,  Bradfor.l,  Yorks. 
Cyril  Brindlev,  15,  Spring  Road,  Edgbaston,  Bir- 
mingham. 

THIRD  GRADE. 
Alice  E.  Thompson,  Eastfield  House,  Andover,  Hants. 

E.  B.  Chadwick,  318,  Regent  Street,  w. 
Herbert  Ford,  34,  Rutlaml  Street,  Pimlicn.  s.w. 
Percy  A.  Flawn,  4.  Gore  Road,  Victoria  Park 
Herbert  Shaw,  Grenville  House,  Clarence  Street, 

Brighton. 

Henry  Emery,  23,  Edith  Road.  Anfield,  Liverpool. 
.lANi';  F.  Levay,  Union  Bank,  Tochabers,  Scotland. 
1  iiiiAii  Smeeton,  72,  Hackney  Road. 
To.M  OWEN,  4,  Brunswick  Place,  Swansea. 
Louisa  R.yggat  r,  2'.',  St  George's  Terrace,  S\\'an.-,ea. 
C.vrH.VRINE  L.  .SAUNincRs,  11,  Alexandra  Park,  Chandos 
Road,  Bristol. 

Robert  P.  Be.vtty,  21,  Vesey  Place,  Kingstown,  Co. 
Dublin. 

Ep,Ni:s  r  Ji.  Fn.CHER,  The  Hall, Great  "Wakering,  Essex. 
N.  K.  Fos  i  i;h,  Moorlands,  Kingston,  Jamaica. 
O.  E.  llDiauNs,  74,  Beulah  Road,  Walthamstow. 
Reginald  A.  Chadwick,  318,  Regent  Street,  w. 
W.M.  JtORG.vN,  Dr.  Barnardo's  Home,  Leopold  House 

School,  Bow,  E. 
Harold  Lloyd,  94,  Lewisham  High  Roail,  New  Cross, 

s.E. 

Theophilus  a.  T.^ylor,  9,  Caerau  Roa'l,  Newport, 
Mon. 

Herbert  Meyer,  53,  Fitzjohns  Aveiuie,  n.w. 
Francis  ENDEi'<i-n',  in,  i;a,\  liani  Uoail,  ^.'\  eiioaks. 
Percy  Hustwaue,  Board  School,  lligham  Ferrers, 

Northamptiaishii  e. 
ROBER'I"  I'ELi.ow,  llridestowe,  De%'on. 
Thos.  p.  llcN aught,  21,  Ashmouut  Road,  Hornsey 

Lane,  N. 

(To  be  continued.) 


G.  W.  F.  —  You  hardly  want  a  special  arithmetic  to 
teach  you  jK'rcentages.  All  such  sums  are  essentially 
nde-of-tbree  samples.  If  you  gain  twopence  on  two 
jiounds,  h{jw  much  do  you  gain  on  a  hundred As 
two  pounds  to  a  hundrcl  jxiunds  so  Is  twopence  ; 
and  !2f  =  50  arid  50x2  =  100  =  8s.  id.  Where  is  the 
difficulty 

An  Anxious  Mother.— Y'our  best  plan  is  to  read 
■'  How  to  .Send  a  Boy  to  Sea."',  price  Is.;  Which  can  be 

ohtaiiieil  lor  V(ju  hv  any  bookseller  from  Messrs. 
Warne  A  Co.,  15,  Bedford'street,  w.c. 

A  Roumanian  Fiiienii.  -Write  to  Messrs.  Bateman, 
Model  Dockyard.  Fleet  Street,  E.c,  for  their  cata- 
hjgues,  anil  ask  them  to  (juote  a  price  for  carriage 
tinougli  to  (hlivery.  You  will  probabl.y  find  the 
charges  hifili.  We  should  think  it  would  be  better 
to  have  the  goods  sent  from  Vienna. 

2nd  V.  B.  K.  0.  S.  B. — The  drill  .sergeant  of  your  corps 
would  tell  ,\ou  how  to  clean  your  uniform  if  you 
were  to  ask  him.  We  have  no  space  for  an  article 
on  such  a  subject,  and  that  is  what  answering  your 
questions  would  necessitate. 

S.  I'.  Seymour.— Theaddressof  the  British  East  Africa 
Company  is  Pall  Mull  East,  S.W.  Your  chances  of 
an  a[)pojntment  are  ver,v  remote. 

W.  W.  J. — Tantallon  Castle  in  existence  ?  Great  Sir 
Walter  !  Where  is  North  Berwick Look  at  your 
map  of  Scotland. 

G.  A.  J,— Y'ou  have  no  more  riglit  to  make  fireworks 
than  yon  have  to  pick  pocket.s.  Both  are  prohiljiteil 
bv  law,  anil  to  both  a  jienalty  attaches.  Such  a  book 
would  l->e  u~ele~^  til  vmu.  It  may  be  that  your  father 
used  to  make  rh*  ui  ;  itnt  what  was  legal  in  the  past 
is  not  necc=sarilv  legal  now.  See  the  "Explosives 
Act." 

N.  H. — An  alarm  clock  is  a  very  useful  thing  till  you 

get  used  t<i  it.  Yo'i  ran  bu,\-  such  a  thing  for  7s.  6</.. 
)ierhaps  h  ~-;  tlirre  ai''  -everal  cheap  American 
clocks  rli:ir  wieilii  ;in-\\er  ,\"our  ]"iurpo^e  Hang  it 
\\  liei'e  it  w  ill  ni'.tk''  most  n<iis(^ ;  sav  aijainst  the  panel 
ot  ,\  our  dooi-.  The  cmiIv  reme<l\'  for  bad  spelling  is 
(il)>or\";irioii  ;  look  at  yoar  words  as  you  read  them, 
anil  afrer  yon  ]\:iV''  ^\|•itt^■n  them.  Bad  spelling 
sho\\>  had  oii-rr\i!iL'  powi-r.  and  a  bad  speller  is 
m  \er  a  uooil  \\  irne-^  as  tii  what  he  has  seen.  Y'ou 
w  ill  tind  ir  invariablv  the  case  that  a  good  speller  is 
a  trustworthy  observer. 

W(iui.ii-p.E  B.A. — Why  don't  you  matriculate  at 
Glasgow?  Attend  the  lectures  and  apply  the 
knowledge  for  the  other  examination,  which  is  a 
most  tlifiicnlt  one. 

Crampo.— 1.  The  object  is  a  night  clock,  probably 
about  seventy  years  old,  and  worth  abtmt  a  shilling 
or  two.  Give  it  a  cood  .soaking  in  paraffin  oil  for  a 
day  or  t\\n,  then  clean  it  thoroughly,  and  then  you 
ought  to  get  it  to  work  ail  right.  2.  Practise  dumb- 
bells for  nor  more  than  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  that  is 
ciuite  long  enough  at  a  time. 

Ri-.i  KONER. — The  nm-r  ifujiaet  Ready  Reckoner  is  the 
.Mereanrjie  'I're  i -iu\",  "  jiriee  eighteenpence,  pub- 
lished by  Me-.-r^.  Warne  A'  e  o.  Itcontiiius  640  pages 
of  tables. 

Vet.— The  Royal  Veterinary  College  is  in  Camden 
Town,  N.w.  Y'ou  get  your  qualification  from  there. 
Applv  there  to  the  Secretary  for  a  prospectus  and 
particulars. 

Club. — The  numbers  containing  the  "Indian  Club 
and  Gymnastic  Exercises"  ha\'e  tieen  long  out  of 
print.    The  articles  can  only  be  obtained  in  our 
Indoor  Gaiia'-."  shortly  to  be  issued  in  12  montlily 
part-  pi  ii  '-  I'  /  i  ji  li  ;  or  in  vol.  form,  price  8s. 

Chmi',-.  >i  iila  a  py  of  your  advertisement  to  a  good 
tii  in  of  aiiverti^ui^  agriir-  like  Street  &  Co.  of  Corn- 
hill,  and  a-k  fur  riaai-  a  i  .  iia-  as  to  papers  and  price. 
This  will  take  all  tlic  tneible  ufl  your  hands.  If  you 
have  any  replies  from  abroad,  be  very  careful  in  your 
selection. 

A.  H.  Phillips.— Exaetlv.  "  The  printing  jell.v  sold  in 
travs"  i-  a  ■jra]i]i.  aial  a  have  i-dven  any  inimber  of 
direction^  how  to  tnaae  >ueli  tilings,  ^ee  back 
numbers  ;  it  you  do  nut  care  to  do  that;,  buy  "  Indoor 
Games." 

jr. — Sec  '-Y'acht.  Canoe,  and  Boat  Building"  in  "In- 
door Gaines."  We  have  treated  tlie  subject  ex- 
haustively, and  the  articles  are  now  out  of  print  in 
number  and  part  form. 

Muggins. — In  all  such  cases  tlie  wisest  thing  is  to  take 
things  quictlv.  and  resolve  that  when  you  are  a 
master  you  will  not  be  such  a  tyrant.  It  may  be  an 
unpleasant  experience,  but  it  will  not  last  for  ever. 

Kangaroo.— 1.  We  have  already  explained  that 
S.  P.  Q.  R.  (old  version)  means  Senatus  Populusque 
Romanus.  and  (  new  version )  Short  Profits  ami  Quick 
Returns;  it  also  meaus  Silly  Proprietor  Quickly 
Ruined.  2.  We  would  rather  not  tell  you  how  to 
make  mctbeglin.  No  one  would  drink  it.  3.  A 
satisfactorv  microscope  cannot  be  purtdiased  new  for 
less  than  three  guineas. 

F.  W.  SiT.VENS. — Sponge  over  your  pencil  drawings 
witli  milk.    Collodion  is  better,  but  it  costs  more. 
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CHAPTER  XIX. — COEDER  STRIKES  A  BLOW    FOR  LIBERTY. 


THE  absence  of  the  juniors  had  excited 
no  curiosity  in  either  house  till  even- 
ing.   It  was  a  hohday,  and  though  the 


rule  was  that  even  on  a  holiday  no  boy 
shoiild  go  "  out  of  touch,"  as  it  was  called, - 
that  is,  beyond  a  certain  radius,  without 


permission,  it  was  not  always  enforced. 
The  Modern  seniors  had  every  reason  to 
guess  the  object  of  this  prolonged  absence. 


A  Yorkshire  Coble  to  the  Rescue. 

(Drawn  for  the  "  Boy's  Oum  Paper  "  by  G.  Hatoet.) 
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They  had  promised  many  things  to  the 
jimiors  when  they  caught  them.  It  was 
not  surprising,  while  things  were  as  warm 
as  they  were,  that  the  young  rebels  sliould 
give  Fellsgarth  a  wide'  berth. 

As  to  the  Classic  junioi-s,  no  one  was 
surprised  at  anything  they  did,  in  reason. 

But  when  "call  over"  came  and  all 
nine  names  were  returned  absent  (m  addi- 
tion to  that  of  Rollitt  and  a  few  other  habi- 
tual vagrants),  fellows  began  to  ask  where 
they  were. 

"Has  any  one  seen  "Wally?"  asked 
Yorke,  who  had  just  had  the  miusual  ex- 
perience of  making  his  own  tea  and  cook- 
ing his  own  eggs. 

"  He's  probably  fooling  about  some- 
where out  of  bounds  with  my  fag,"  said 
Eanger.  "  He'll  have  to  catch  it,  Fisher, 
though  he  is  your  brother." 

"Let  him  have  it,"  said  Fisher.  "I'd 
do  the  same  to  your  young  brother  if  I 
had  the  chance.  But  to  change  the  sub- 
ject, I've  something  to  tell  you  fellows 
that's  rather  awkward.  That  money 
hasn't  turned  up  yet." 

_"  That  is  awkward,"  said  Yorke.  "  I 
wish  I  could  help  you  out  with  it,  but  I'm 
cleaned  out." 

"Oh,  that's  not  it.  Of  course  I'm  re- 
sponsible and  must  get  the  governor  to 
make  it  good.  Dear  old  governor,  he'll 
do  it,  but  he'll  pull  a  precious  long  face, 
and  go  round  the  house  lowering  the  gas 
and  telling  every  one  he  must  economise 
Avith  two  such  expensive  sons  as  me  and 
my  minor  at  school.  It's  not  that,  though. 
Dangle  came  over  this  morning,  and 
wanted  to  know  what  we  were  going  to 
do  about  the  accounts,  now  we've  dissolved 
the  clubs;  and  somehow  or  other  he's 
heard  of  the  deficiency  and  wants  to  know 
aU  about  it." 

"  I  hope  yon  told  him,"  said  Yorke. 

"  Of  course  I  did  ;  but  he  told  me  a  lot 
more  than  I  could  tell  him.  He  thinks 
he  knows  what's  become  of  it." 

And  Fisher  proceeded  to  narrate  Dan- 
gle's  suspicions  against  Rollitt. 

The  captain's  face  grew  very  long  as 
the  story  went  on.    Then  he  said  : 

"  I  hope  to  goodness  there's  nothing  in 
it.  Is  it  a  fact  about  Widow  Wisdom's 
boat  ?  " 

"Yes;  my  young  brother  was  with 
EoUitt  that  day,  and  told  me  about  it  as 
a  secret.  But  as  it's  out  now,  there's  no 
good  keeping  it." 

"  Dangle  has  a  spite  against  Rollitt.  If 
any  one  else  had  told  you  this,  there  might 
have  been  something  in  it." 

"  And  if  it  had  been  any  one  but  Rollitt 
bought  the  boat,  it  would  have  been  no- 
thing. But  he's  so  frightfully  poor.  He'd 
no  time  to  write  home,  even  if  he  could 
have  got  money  fi-om  there,  and  there 
was  no  one  here  he  could  borrow  of. 
Why,  he  must  have  gone  off  very  first 
thing  in  the  morning  and  bought  the 
boat." 

"  And  are  you  quite  certain  you  had  all 
the  money  collected  by  that  Saturday  ?  " 
asked  Yorlce. 

"  Yes  ;  and  what's  more,  I'm  almost 
certain  I  comited  it  and  made  it  come 
right.  That's  the  last  time  it  has  come 
right." 

The  captain  drummed  his  fingers  on  the 
table  and  looked  very  miserable. 

"I  wish,  Fisher,"  said  he,  "I  hadn't 
advised  you  to  take  that  treasurership.  If 
we  could  only  be  quite  sure  there  wasn't 


some  mistake  in  the  accounts  it  would  be 
different.  It  would  be  a  frightful  thing  to 
suspect  Rollitt  imless  it  was  absolutely 
certain." 

"  You're  welcome  to  round  on  me," 
said  Fisher,  looking  quite  as  miserable  as 
his  chief.  "I  was  a  fool  to  take  your 
advice.  I'd  much  sooner  make  the  money 
up  myself  and  not  say  a  word  about  it  to 
any  one." 

"  You  can't  do  that  now.  You  may  be 
sure  Dangle  won't  let  it  drop." 

"  What  shall  you  do  ?  "  asked  Ranger. 

"What  would  you  do?"  said  Yorke, 
testily.  "  Isn't  it  bad  enough  to  be  in  a 
fix  like  this  without  being  asked  hopeless 
questions  ?  I'm  sorry,  old  man,  I've  lost 
my  temper ;  and  as  it's  not  come  back  I 
vote  we  say  no  more  on  the  subject  at 
present." 

The  evening  wore  on,  and  still  the 
truants  did  not  return.  At  ten  o'clock 
Yorke  reported  their  absence  to  Mr. 
Wakefield,  and  Mr.  Wakefield  reported  it 
to  the  head  master.  A  similar  report 
reached  him  from  the  matron  of  Mr. 
Porder's  house  with  regard  to  the  miss- 
ing ones  there  ;  and  presently,  further 
report  was  made  that  Rollitt  was  not  in 
the  school. 

No  one  could  give  any  account  of  their 
probable  whereabouts.  Rollitt  had  been 
seen  going  out  with  a  rod  early  in  the  day, 
but  no  one  had  seen  any  of  the  juniors 
since  last  night,  when  they  had  prema- 
turely gone  to  bed  in  their  own  dormitory. 
A  consultation  was  held,  in  which  all  sorts 
of  conjectures  were  put  forward,  the  most 
plausible  of  which  was  that  the  juniors 
had  organised  an  expedition  to  Seastrand, 
a  fashionable  watering-place  an  hour  dis- 
tant on  the  railway,  which  both  Wally 
and  Lickford  had  separately  been  heard 
to  express  a  desire  to  visit.  It  seemed 
probable  tliat  they  had  lost  the  last  train 
back,  and  would  literally  "  not  come  home 
till  morning." 

In  ^\'hich  case  warm  things  were 
promised  to  be  ready  for  my  gentlemen. 

As  to  Rollitt,  his  vagaries  were  consis- 
tent with  any  explanation.  He  may  have 
gone  to  Penchurch  in  mistake  for  Fells- 
garth,  and  curled  himself  up  in  the 
church  porch,  mistaking  it  for  his  bed. 

In  any  case  the  general  impression  was 
that  nothing  could  be  done  till  morning, 
and  that  the  juniors  at  least  were  making 
themselves  pretty  comfortable  wherever 
they  might  be. 

Still,  Fisher  i  felt  a  vague  uneasiness. 
Had  he  been  quite  sure  his  brother 
was  in  the  capable  company  of  hi^  ^llow 
fags,  he  would  have  been  comparatively 
comfortable.  But  the  possibility  of  the 
feckless  youngster  wandering  about  be- 
nighted somewhere  on  his  own  account 
added  a  new  weight  to  the  burden  which 
already  lay  on  the  spirit  of  the  luckless 
treasurer  of  the  school  clubs. 

"  I've  a  good  mind  to  turn  out  and  look 
for  my  minor,"  said  he  to  Denton. 

"  What  could  you  do  ?  He's  all  right. 
You  couldn't  do  anything  in  the  dark, 
and  on  a  night  like  this.  I'm  game  to 
turn  out  any  hour  you  like  in  the  morning, 
if  he's  not  come  by  then.  I  bet  you  the 
four  young  scamps  will  all  stroll  in  for 
call  over,  and  wonder  whatever  the  fuss 
was  about." 

There  was  nothing  to  be  done,  and 
■Fisher  lay  awake  all  night,  listening  to 
every  sound,  and  reproaching  himself 


over  and  over  again  (as  one  will  do 
when  everything  goes  wrong)  that  he  had 
made  such  a  mess  of  everything  this 
term. 

About  daybreak  there  came  a  ring  at 
the  school  bell,  and  half  the  school  jumped 
to  its  feet.  Fisher  was  down  on  the 
green  among  the  first,  in  slippers  and 
ulster. 

Five  shivering  j-oungsters  were  standing 
inside  the  gate,  with  dripping  garments 
and  chattering  teeth  and  white  faces — 
D'Arcy,  Lickford,  Eamshaw,  Cottle,  and 
Cash — but  no  Fisher  ii. 

"  Where's  my  minor  ? "  asked  the 
senior. 

"  What !  hasn't  he  turned  up  ?  "  said 
D'Arcy.  "  Haven't  Wally  and  Percy  and 
Ashby  turned  up  ?  We  got  lost  on 
Hawk's  Pike.  I'm  awfully  hungry,  I  say." 

"  No  one's  turned  up.  Do  you  mean 
to  say  he's  out  on  the  hill  a  night  like 
this  ?  " 

"  He  was  behind— he  and  Ashby.  He 
was  a  lame  duok,  yon  know.  The  others 
were  in  front." 

"  Were  they  together  ?  " 

"  Who  ?  Young  Fisher  ii  and  Ashby  ? 
I  don't  think  so.  Ashby  yelled  to  see  if 
j  we  knew  where  he  was,  and  must  have 
gone  to  look  for  him.  We  made  sure 
they'd  be  back  long  ago,  didn't  we,  you 
chaps  ?  " 

I  Here  the  Doctor  and  several  of  the' 
!  prefects  came  on  the  scene.  The  truants 
were  ordered  to  the  hot  bath  and  bed  at 
once,  and  a  council  was  held  as  to  what 
[  should  be  done.  Fisher  i  did  not  wait  to 
take  part  hi  it.  He  rushed  to  his  room, 
flimg  on  his  clothes  and  boots,  and  started 
off,  accompanied  by  Denton,  at  full  speed, 
in  the  direction  of  the  mountain. 

Neither  spoke  a  word.  As  they  passed. 
Widow  Wisdom's,  Denton  darted  in. 

"  Have  j"our  fire  alight  and  some  food 
ready.  Some  of  our  youngsters  have 
been  all  night  on  the  momitain.  We're 
going  to  look  for  them." 

Halfway  to  the  lake,  they  were  pulled 
up  hy  a  shout  from  across  the  stream. 
It  was  Percy  Wheatfield,  dead  beat,  sitting 
on  a  log,  as  white  and  miserable  as  a. 
ghost. 

"  I  say,  have  you  chaps  seen  Wally  ?  '* 
he  called. 

"  No  ;  we're  off  to  look.  Some  of  thena 
have  turned  up.  Can  you  get  as  far  as 
Widow  Wisdom's  ?  There's  a  roaring; 
fire  and  some  grub  waiting  there.  We'll 
see  after  Wally." 

Percy  staggered  to  his  feet.  He  had 
been  wandering,  he  could  not  say  where, 
all  night.  The  very  mention  of  the  words 
"  lire  "  and  "  food  "  revived  him. 

"  Get  up  to  school  as  soon  as  you  can 
and  get  to  bed.  You  can't  be  any  use 
looking  for  the  rest.  There's  plenty  of  us. 
to  do  that.  Good-bye." 

It  was  half-past  seven  when  they 
reached  the  lake  and  turned  up  the  moim- 
tain  path.  The  mist  had  vanished,  and 
the  late  autumn  sun  was  shining  brightly 
on  the  hiU  side.  The  distant  barking  of 
a  dog  above  apprised  them  that  some  one 
was  abroad  already,  and  the  hopes  of  the 
searchers  rose  within  them  as  they  struck 
up  the  steep  slope. 

Halfway  up  they  stood  and  shouted ; 
but  no  reply  came  except  the  far-away 
barking  of  the  shepherds'  dogs.  "  We 
shall  be  able  to  see  a  good  way  all  roimd 
when  we  get  on  to  the  ridge,"  said  Denton. 


Almost  as  he  spoke,  a  shout  close  by 
startled  them.  Looking  up  they  perceived 
emerging  from  behind  some  boulders  a 
little  procession. 

Fisher  I's  blood  ran  cold  as  he 
saw  it.  For  at  the  head  stalked  a  stal- 
wart guide  who  carried  in  his  arms  one 
smaU.  boy,  while  in  the  rear  followed  a 
form  which  they  recognised  as  Rollitt's 
carrying  on  his  back  another.  Between 
the  two  tramped  a  third  junior  hangmg 
on  to  the  arm  of  another  guide. 

What  terrified  Fisher  I  more  than  any- 
thing was  to  see  that  the  head  of  the  boy 
on  Rollitt's  back  had  fallen  helplessly 
forward  on  the  shoulder  of  his  porter. 

With  a  gi-oan  the  elder  brother  bounded 
to  the  spot.  The  history  of  j-ears  flashed 
through  his  mind  as  lie  did  so.  He  saw  the 
people  at  home  and  heard  their  voices. 
He  seemed  to  be  in  the  nursery,  hectoring 
it,  as  big  brothers  wiU,  among  the  little 
ones,  amongst  whom  was  a  little  boy  with 
curly  hair  and  a  shrill  piping  voice.  He 
called  to  mind  the  first  niglit  of  this  term, 
and  the  vision  of  his  young  brother  break- 
ing down  with  his  new- boy  troubles 
next  morning.  All  this  and  more  fleeted 
through  his  mind  as  he  bounded  to  where 
Eollitt  stood. 

"  Hush !  "  said  the  latter,  almost 
gruffly.  "Asleep." 

So  he  was.  It  had  scarcely  roused 
him  when  Eollitt  had  picked  him  up  two 
hours  ago  from  his  roost  imder  the  rock- 
ing stone.  And  having  once  been  perched 
on  his  preserver's  back  his  head  fell  for- 
ward again,  and  there  it  had  lain  ever 
since.  How  Eollitt  had  carried  him  so 
far,  resting  only  now  and  then,  and  that 
in  a  way  not  to  disturb  his  burden,  only 
those  who  knew  the  huge  strength  of  the 
Fellsgarth  giant  could  understand. 

"  HuUo,"  said  Wally,  greeting  the  new 
comers  in  a  limp  sleepy  way,  "  have 
you  seen  my  young  brother  Percy  ?  He 
was  - — ■" 

"  Yes — Percy's  all  right ;  so  are  all  the 
rest." 

"  I'm  all  right,"  sang  out  Ashby  from  the 
front.  "  This  chap  wanted  to  carry  mo, 
so  I  let  him." 

"  Jolly  glad  you  were  to  get  the  lift," 
said  Wally.  "  You  new  kids  oughtn't  to 
have  come.  Twenty-four  hours  on  the 
hills  is  nothing  when  you  get  used  to  " 

Here  Wally  (who  had  had  twenty-six 
hours)  suddenly  collapsed  and  tumbled 
over  from  sheer  fatigue  on  the  grass. 

Fisher  and  Denton  made  a  chair  of 
their  hands  for  him,  and  so  the  procession 
went  on. 

A  cart  was  in  waiting  at  the  foot  of 
the  slope,  filled  with  warm  wraps  and 
other  restoratives,  and  in  less  than  two 
hours  the  whole  party  was  safe  inside  the 
walls  of  Fellsgarth. 

Hot  baths,  blankets,  food,  and  a  little 
physic,  succeeded  in  a  very  few  days  in 
restoring  the  invalided  truants  to  their 
sorrowing  class  mates.  Fisher  ii  was  the 
only  member  of  the  party  about  whom 
any  serious  uneasiness  existed,  and  he, 
thanks  to  a  wiry  constitution  and  a 
rooted  dislike  to  do  what  nobody  else  did, 
got  off  with  a  bad  cold  which  detained 
him  in  his  house  for  a  fortnight. 

Eollitt,  as  might  have  been  expected, 
vanished  to  his  own  quarters  as  soon  as 
he  had  deposited  his  precious  burden 
into  Mr.  W'akefield's  charge.  No  one 
heard  of  his  having  been  to  the  top.  To 


Fisher's  thanks  he  returned  a  grumpy 
"  Not  at  all."  And  the  curious  inquiries 
of  others  he  met  by  shutting  his  door  and 
saying  "  Get  out"  to  any  one  who  entered. 

As  might  be  expected  also,  the  Modern 
seniors  were  baulked,  after  all,  of  their 
promised  vengeance  on  the  rebels.  On 
the  contrary,  while  the  fags  were  making 
merry  on  chicken  and  toasting  their  toes 
at  the  roaring  fire  in  the  sanatorium, 
Clapperton,  Brinkman,  and  Dangle  were 
hauled  up  into  the  presence  of  the  head 
master,  and  there  seriously  reprimanded 
for  the  damage  done  to  one  of  the  doors 
in  Mr.  Forder's  house,  and  cautioned  not 
to  let  such  a  breach  of  discipline  happen 
again,  under  pain  of  severer  penalties. 

"  If  you  are  unable  to  keep  order  in 
your  own  house,"  said  the  Doctor  cut- 
tingly, "  your  duty  is  to  report  the  matter 
to  me,  and  I  will  deal  with  it.  Eemember 
that  another  time." 

This  incident  did  not  tend  to  smooth 
the  ruffled  plumes  of  the  discomfited 
heroes. 

Still  less  did  another  little  rebuff  which 
happened  a  few  days  later. 

Corder  had  taken  advantage  of  the 
general  excitement  attending  the  escapade 
of  the  juniors  to  return  to  his  own 
quarters  and  attempt  once  more  to  resume 
the  privileges  of  ordinary  civilised  life. 
He  only  partially  succeeded.  Two  or 
three  boj-s,  among  whom  was  Fullerton, 
who  were  getting  sick  of  the  present  state 
of  affairs  and  longing  for  football  once 
more,  had  begun  seriously  to  doubt  what 
advantage  was  coming  to  themselves  or 
any  one  else  by  the  strike.  Among  these, 
Corder  found  a  temporary  shelter.  But 
the  authority  of  the  seniors  still  controlled 
the  general  public  opinion  of  the  house, 
and  the  life  of  the  boycotted  boy  was  stiU 
only  half  tolerable. 

At  the  first  attempt  at  violence,  how- 
ever, Corder  walked  across  to  his 
Classic  allies,  and  took  up  his  quarters 
in  their  study,  where  he  remained  all  day. 

At  bedtime  he  declined  to  return  to 
his  own  house ;  particularly  when  a 
summons  to  that  effect  was  sent  across 
by  Clapperton,  who  by  this  time  had  a 
very  good  idea  of  the  rebel's  where- 
abouts. 

"  I'm  not  going  over,"  said  Corder. 

"  But  you  can't  stay  here  all  night," 
said  Denton. 

"  What  shall  yon  do — turn  me  out?" 
asked  the  fiigitive. 

"  No.  But  you'd  better  go,  and  if  you 
don't  like  the  look  of  things  out  there, 
you'd  better  speak  to  Forder." 

''  No.  I'd  sooner  stop,"  said  Corder, 
doggedly.  "  I'm  sorry  to  put  you  fellows 
about  after  your  being  so  kind,  hut  I'm 
not  going  over  there." 

Yorke  was  consulted,  and  took  upon 
himself  the  responsibility  of  detaining 
the  refugee  for  the  night. 

"All  right,  thanks;"  said  Corder,  and 
turned  in. 

Next  morning  word  came  from  Mr. 
Forder  requiring  that  the  truant  should 
answer  for  his  absence. 

Corder  obeyed,  with  some  misgivings, 
and  explained  briefly  that  he  had  been 
bullied  and  did  not  want  to  stand  it. 

Mr.  Forder,  who  had  a  peculiar  faculty 
for  saddling  the  wrong  horse,  was  not 
satisfied  with  this  explanation,  and 
chose  to  suspect  some  other.  Corder  had 
never  been  a  satisfactory  boy.    He  had 


probably  been  making  himself  objection- 
able, and  had  been  glad  of  an  excuse  to 
break  rules.  The  master  did  not  demand 
particulars.  He  gave  the  culprit  an 
imposition  and  ordered  him  to  obey  the 
rules  of  his  house  ;  and  another  time,  if 
he  had  any  grievance,  to  come  with  it  to 
him  instead  of  taking  the  law  into  his 
own  hands. 

Whereupon  Corder  departed  in  high 
dudgeon. 

It  was  no  use  holding  out  now.  He 
had  better  give  in,  and  own  himself  beaten. 
It  would  be  so  much  easier  than  resisting 
any  longer. 

For  an  hour  or  two  he  was  permitted 
to  go  in  and  out  luimolested.  But  after 
morning  school,  he  was  going  out  to 
solace  himself  with  some  solitary  kicks 
at  the  football,  when  just  on  the  steps 
of  the  house  Brinkman  pounced  upon 
him. 

"  I've  got  you  now,  have  I,  you  cad  ?  " 
said  he.  "  You'll  just  come  back  with 
me." 

"  I  won't.  Let  go  !  "  cried  Corder  in  n, 
temporary  panic,  wriggling  himself  away 
and  escaping  a  few  yards. 

Brinkman,  however,  was  quicldy  after 
him,  determined  this  time  to  hold  him 
fast.  Corder,  though  a  senior,  was  a 
small  boj',  and  had  never  before  thought 
of  pitting  himself  against  the  Modern 
bully. 

But  once  already  this  term  he  had  come 
suddenly  to  realise  that  he  could  do 
better  than  he  gave  himself  credit  for. 
And  now  that  matters  seemed  desperate, 
when  there  was  no  escape  and  his  fate 
stared  him  in  the  face,  it  occurred  to 
Corder  he  would  show  fight. 

He  had  right  on  his  side.  He  had  done 
no  harm  to  Brinkman  or  anybody  else. 
Why  shouldn't  he  let  out,  and  stand  up 
for  himself '? 

So  to  Brinkman's  utter  amazement  he 
was  met  by  a  blow  and  a  defiant 
challenge  to  "  come  on." 

What  Brinkman  might  have  done  is 
doubtful,  but  at  that  moment  Yorke  and 
Eanger  strolled  by. 

"  Hullo  !  What's  this  ?  A  fight  ?  "  said 
the  captain. 

"  Eather,"  said  Corder,  now  thoroughly 
strung  up  to  the  point.  "  I  say,  Yorke,  will 
you  stop  and  see  fair  play  ?  " 

The  captain  hesitated  a  moment.  Any 
other  fight  he  would  have  felt  it  his  duty 
to  stop.  This  fight  seemed  to  be  an 
exception.  It  would  probably  do  more 
good  than  harm. 

"  Yes,  if  you  like,"  said  he. 

"  I'm  not  going  to  fight  a  little  beggar 
like  that,"  said  Brinkman. 

"Yes,  you  are,"  said  Eanger,  "  and  I'll 
see  fair  play  for  you." 

"  I  promise  you  I'll  make  it  so  hot  for 
him  that  he'll  be  sorry  for  it." 

"I  don't  care,"  said  Corder.  "  If  you 
don't  fight  j'ou're  a  coward.    There  !  " 

At  this  point  Dangle  came  out. 

"  Here,  your  man  wants  a  second," 
said  Eanger ;  "  you'll  suit  him  better 
than  I." 

The  Tisual  crowd  collected,  minus  the 
junior  faction,  who  complained  bitterly  for 
a  year  after  that  they  had  been  delibe- 
rately done  out  of  being  present  by  tlie 
malice  of  the  principals.  One  result  of 
their  absence  was  that  the  proceedings 
were  comparatively  quiet.  Every  one 
present  knew  what  the  quarrel  was,  and 


not  a  few,  for  their  own  sakes,  hoped 
Corder  would  make  a  good  fight  of  it. 

Dangle  sneered  at  the  whole  thing,  and 
counselled  his  man  audibly  not  to  be  too 
hard  on  the  little  fool. 

His  advice  was  not  wanted.  Corder, 
for  a  fellow  of  his  make  and  inexperience, 
exhibited  remarkably  good  form,  and 
persistently  walked  his  man  round  the 
ring,  dodging  his  blows  and  getting  in  a 
knock  for  himself  every  now  and  then. 
Brinkman  soon  dropped  the  disdainful 
style  in  which  he  commenced  proceed- 
ings, and  became  proportionately  wild 
and  unsteady. 

"  Now's  your  chance,  young  'mi ;  he's 
lost  his  temper,"  whispered  the  captain. 

Whereupon  Corder,  hardly  knowing 
how  he  managed  it,  danced  his  man  once 
more  round  and  round,  till  he  was  out  of 
breath,  and  then  slipped  in  with  a  right, 
left — left,  right,  which,  though  they  made 
up  hardly  one  good  blow  among  them, 
were  so  well  planted,  and  followed  one 
another  so  rapidly,  that  Brinkman  lost 
his  balance  under  them,  and  fell  sprawling 
on  the  gromid. 

At  the  same  moment  Mr.  Stratton 
came  up  and  the  crowd  dispersed  as  if  by 
magic. 

"What  is  this?"  said  the  master, 
appealing  to  the  captain. 


"  A  fight,  sir,"  said  Yorke.  "  A  necessary 
one." 

"  Between  Corder  and  Brinkman  ? 
Come  and  tell  me  about  it,  Yorke." 

So  while  Corder,  amid  the  jubilations 
of  his  supporters,  who  had  grown  twenty- 
fold  since  the  beginning  of  the  fight,  was 
being  escorted  to  his  quarters,  and 
Brinkman,  crestfallen  and  bewildered, 
was  being  left  by  his  disgusted  backers  to 
help  himself,  Yorke  strolled  on  with  Mr. 
Stratton,  and  gave  him,  as  well  as  he 
could,  an  accomit  of  the  circumstances 
which  for  weeks  had  been  leading  up  to 
this  climax. 

"  I  think  it  was  as  weU  to  allow  it," 
said  the  master,  "  but  there  must  be  no 
more  of  it.  You  have  a  hard  task  before 
you  to  puU  thmgs  together,  Yorke,  but  it 
will  be  work  well  done." 

"  Was  it  the  right  thing  to  dissolve  the 
clubs,  sir  ?  "  asked  Yorke. 

"  At  the  time,  yes.  But  watch  your 
chance  of  reviving  them.  You  must  have 
some  common  interest  on  foot,  to  bring 
the  two  sides  together." 

The  captain  walked  back  to  his  house 
in  a  brown  study.  He  had  half  hoped 
Mr.  Sti-atton  might  offer  to  interpose  and 
restore  the  harmony  of  the  School.  But 
no,  the  master  had  left  it  to  the  captain, 
and  Yorke's  com-age  rose  within  him.  God 


helping  him,  he  would  pull  Fellsgarth  to- 
gether before  he  left. 

On  the  green  he  met  FuUerton.  It  was 
long  since  the  Modern  and  Classic  seniors 
had  nodded  as  they  passed,  but  in  the 
cui'ious  perversity  of  things  both  did  so 
now. 

"  There's  been  a  fight,  I  hear  ?  "  said 
FuUerton. 

"  Yes,  Brinkman  and  Corder.  Corder 
had  the  best  of  it." 

"I'm  jolly  glad.  Corder's  got  more 
pluck  than  you'd  give  him  credit  for." 

"Yes;  he's  had  a  rough  time  of  it  in 
3'our  house." 

"  So  he  has,  poor  beggar.  It's  rather 
humiliating  to  wait  till  he  has  licked  his 
man  before  one  takes  his  side ;  but  upon 
my  word,  I'm  as  sick  of  it  all  as  he 
is." 

"It  is  rather  rough  on  fellows  who 
aren't  allowed  to  do  what  they've  a  right 
to  do,"  said  Yorke.  "  I  say,  have  you 
anything  special  on  after  afternoon 
school  ?  " 

"No,  why?" 

"Only  that  I  wish  you'd  come  and 
have  tea  with  me." 
FuUerton  laughed. 

"Bribery  and  corruption?"  said  he. 
"  Anyhow,  I'll  come." 

(^To  be  continued.) 
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NEXT  morning  the  camp  was  empty  and 
still.  The  workmen,  doubtless  from 
instructions  received  from  the  Guebre, 
but  in  apparent  obedience  to  the  Governor 
of  Hamadan,  had  not  arrived.  As  the 
mornmg  advanced,  Mamice  found  inaction 
almost  insupportable.  Devoured  by  the 
fever  of  impatience,  he  proposed  to 
Catherine  to  take  Goucha  Nichin's  advice 
and  visit  the  Governor.  She  readily  con- 
sented, and  after  breakfast  the  brother 
and  sister  momrted  their  horses  for  the 
excursion. 

According  to  the  custom  of  the  country, 
they  were  accompanied  by  a  few  of  their 
native  servants,  for  nothing  coiUd  be 
in  worse  taste  in  Persia  than  to  make  a 
visit  of  ceremony  witliout  an  escort.  One 
would  be  liable  to  be  taken  for  a  man  of 
no  education.  And  two  carpet-layers,  two 
house  servants,  and  a  groom,  were  the 
BmaUest  following  with  which  a  man 
of  any  importance  could  be  contented. 
When,  however,  Gargaridi  was  sought  for 
to  take  his  place  in  the  procession,  he  was 
nowhere  to  be  foimd.  He  had  vanished 
as  if  by  enchantment,  and  they  were 
obliged  to  start  without  him. 

In  a  little  time  Mam-ice  and  his  sister, 
escorted  by  their  servants,  who  ran  on  foot 
close  to  the  horses,  encoTiraging  them 
by  strident  shouts,  or  singing  a  curious 
melody,  entered  the  town,  now  much 
shorn  of  its  former  splendour.  Mud, 
dust,  and  manure  strewed  the  nai-row, 
tortuous,  streets ;  the  roofs  of  pottery, 
formerly  blue,  were  now  discolom-ed,  the 
walls  covered  with  slabs  of  porcelain  were 
now  in  sad  repair,  the  enamel  -  having 
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fallen  off  in  places  and  revealed  the 
crumbling  brick  eaten  away  with  age, 
though  the  "  sixteen  hundred  fountains  " 
and  the  numerous  liana  ts  which  bring  the 
water  into  the  town  from  the  neighbour- 
ing heights  gave  a  rather  agreeable  look 
to  the  ruined  city. 

Just  as  the  Kerdics  had  entered  the 
main  street,  one  of  the  men  who  accom- 
panied suddenly  came  near  to  Maurice, 
and  running  at  his  stirrup,  so  as  to  keep 
up  with  the  horse's  pace,  opened  his 
mouth  in  a  huge  smile,  and  began  to 
gesticulate. 

"  There  !  Sahib  !  There  !  I  see  him  ! 
Look  at  the  Sahib  Galgalidi !  " 

Mam-ice  looked  where  Ali  was  pointing, 
and  was  not  a  little  surprised  to  behold 
his  truant  servant. 

Gargaridi  was  carelessly  stretched  on  a 
pile  of  cushions,  sheltered  by  the  awning 
in  front  of  a  barber's  shop,  and  was  talk- 
ing away  as  volubly  as  usual.  He  had 
just  been  giving  the  whole  history  of  his 
family  and  his  princely  relations,  without 
mentioning  the  humble  functions  he  now 
performed.  The  kalian  offered  by  the 
barber  was  between  his  lips,  and  he  was 
abandoning  himself  with  quite  Oriental 
carelessness  to  the  hands  of  the  Figaro  of 
Hanjadan. 

But  what  most  surjirised  Maurice  was 
to  see  his  factotum's  face  and  beard 
smeared  with  a  sort  of  j-ellow  paste,  and 
covered  with  green  leaves  to  prevent  the 
unguent  from  drj-ing  too  rapidly.  With 
a  napkin  romid  his  neck,  and  his  look 
lost  in  a  pleasant  reverie,  Aristomenes 
had  become  for  the  time  a  grand  seignem-. 


pacha,  or  prince  at  the  least,  and  seemed  to 
have  lost  all  notion  of  the  realities  of  Ufe. 

"  Hallo !  Master  Aristomenes ! "  shouted 
Maurice,  puUing  up  his  horse  sharply. 
"  Tell  me,  please,  why  I  find  you  in  this 
state  when  I  wanted  j-ou  at  the  camp  !  " 

Aiistomenes  was  up  in  an  instant, 
upsetting  the  pipe  and  tearing  off'  the 
napkin  and  leaves,  and  rushed  towards  his 
master,  bowmg  profoundly. 

"  All !  pardon,  su-,  a  thousand 
pardons  !  "  he  exclaimed,  "  that  I  could 
not  think  of  presentuig  myself  in  j-our 
suite  at  the  Governor's  palace  without 
making  a  feeble  effort  to  rise  to  the 
occasion.  The  appearance,  sir — is  it  not 
true  ? — the  appearance  is  the  index  of  a 
really  noble  mmd  !  You  are  doubtless 
not  unaware  that  in  this  barbarous 
country  grey  hairs  are  considered  as  a 
sign  of  mourning  ;  and  perceiving  with 
regret  that  my  beard  and  hair  were  show- 
ing premature  streaks  of  silver — daisies 
of  the  graveyard,  as  the  poet  caUs  them — 
due  doubtless  to  the  niisfortimes  that  have 
harassed  me  ;  and  hearing  that  you  pro- 
posed to  visit  the  Governor,  knowing  also 
that  in  aU  the  comets  of  Europe  it  is  the 
custom  to  -" 

"Enough  of  this  nonsense!"  said 
Maurice,  cutting  him  short.  "  Clean 
that  stuff  off  3"ou  at  once,  and  foUow  me 
to  the  palace  !  " 

Gargai-idi  seized  the  napkin,  and  began 
to  scrub  away  vigorously  at  his  hair  and 
beard,  which  had  taken  a  magnificent 
orange  tint  imder  the  application  of  the 
henna ;  and  then  he  ran  off  after  the  pro- 
cession to  protest  his  good  intentions. 
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But  Mohammed  the  barber,  astounded 
at  the  unexpected  departure  of  his  cus- 
tomer, was  after  him  full  speed. 

"Hi!  Hi!  Stop  him!  He  hasn't 
paid  me !  It  is  half  a  toman  !  Stop 
thief!"  he  cried.  "  The  hair,  the  beard, 
the  kalian,  the  coffee ;  half  a  toman ! 
He  has  paid  nothing  !  I  am  lost !  I  am 
robbed!  Help!" 

"  What  is  all  this  noise  '?  "  said  Kerdie, 
reining  up.  "  Pay  the  man  and  end  this  !  " 

But  the  panting  Aristomenes  made  a 
grimace  signifying  that  neither  half  a 
toman,  nor  a  quarter  of  a  toman,  nor  any 
fraction  whatever  of  a  toman  was  at 
that  moment  in  his  pockets. 

"Tut!  tut!"  said  he,  looking  most 
concerned,  "  I  find  that  I  have  forgotten 
my  purse  !  What  a  ridiculous  accident ! 
I  will  pay  you  to-morrow,  jackanapes  !  " 

But  the  barber  redoubled  his  noise, 
and  Maurice  impatiently  paid  the  simi 
demanded.  Then  the  procession  resumed 
its  progress,  augmented  by  Gargaridi,  who 
looked  as  satisfied  as  possible  with  himself. 

In  passing  near  the  citadel  the  Kerdics 
noticed  two  men  in  tatters,  pale  and 
emaciated,  downcast  in  look,  who  were 
crouching  in  the  shadow  projected  by  the 
royal  cannons.  They  learnt  later  that 
these  were  criminals  who  had  there  found 
a  refuge,  as  in  the  middle  ages  their  like 
found  sanctuary  in  the  cathedrals.  If 
they  left  this  refuge  even  for  a  moment, 
they  could  be  seized.  And  so  each  kept 
a  hand  on  the  gun.  The  right  of  sanc- 
tuary is  a  prerogative  of  the  sovereign 
and  the  royal  family,  and  in  his  position 
as  representative  of  the  Shah  of  Persia,  it 
was  the  privilege  of  Governor  Abdul  Azim 
at  Hamadan.  All  that  belonged  to  the 
sovereign  had  the  same  privilege.  If,  for 
example,  a  criminal  could  get  into  the 
royal  stables,  or  even  place  his  hand  on  a 
royal  horse's  neck,  he  was  for  the  moment 
in  safety.  But  it  is  true,  nevei'theless, 
that  a  severe  law  forbade  any  one  to  give 
him  nourishment,  so  that  he  was  obliged 
to  leave  his  refuge  to  get  something  to 
eat ;  and  then  justice  could  take  him. 

They  reached  the  palace.  The  brother 
and  sister  set  foot  on  the  ground  before 
the  gate.  They  Tput  on  the  goloshes  over 
their  boors  so  as  to  satisfy  the  Oriental 
custom  which  requires  that  the  boots 
should  be  taken  off  when  entering  a 
house.  They  entered  the  court  of  the 
palace,  amid  the  crowd  of  soldiers, 
courtiers,  dervishes,  and  idlers  which  en- 
cumbered it. 

And  while  some  one  went  to  inform 
the  Governor  of  their  visit,  they  admired 
the  charming  interior  coMt,  the  walls 
worked  as  if  with  lace,  and  brightened  by 
pottery  tiles,  fresh  and  delicate  in  colour ; 
behind  a  gilded  grating  there  walked 
about  imchained,  with  furtive,  uneasy 
step,  the  tigers  and  lions  of  His  Excel- 
lency. 

Tlie  Kerdics  were  soon  informed  that 
the  hour  of  breakfast  having  arrived,  they 
could  enter,  and  be  present  at  His  Excel- 
lency's repast,  after  which  he  would  con- 
descend to  grant  them  a  private  aiidience. 

"  Something  like  the  grand  convert  of 
Loiiis  XIV.,"  said  Maurice  to  his  sister, 
as  they  followed  the  black  majordomo. 

Just  as  they  reached  the  banquet-hall, 
the  Governor,  Prince  Abdul  Azim,  entered 
by  another  door.  He  was  a  man  of  about 
sixty,  small  in  build,  with  a  gloomy, 
scowling  face,  and  wearing  spectacles. 


He  wore  a  kolabjed,  or  overcoat  of  Indian 
cashmere  bordered  with  fur ;  a  gold 
scimitar  gleamed  at  his  belt,  and  his 
Astrakhan  cap  was  surmounted  by  an 
aigrette  of  jewels.  A  beard,  black  as 
ebony,  with  indigo  reflections,  and  prob- 
ably dyed,  fell  to  his  chest. 

This  personage,  who  was  followed  by  a 
compact  crowd  of  courtiers  and  slaves, 
among  whom  Maurice  and  his  sister 
recognised,  not  without   surprise,  Pro- 
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fessor  Hasselfratz,  came  to  the  centre  of 
the  room  and  gravely  pronounced  the 
Mahometan  word  of  welcome  : 
"  Bismillah ! " 

To  which  all  responded  as  if  in  echo. 
A  magnificent  carpet  was  placed  in  the 
centre  of  the  hall.  A  part  of  it  was 
covered  with  a  worked  leather  cloth,  on 
which  were  symmetrically  arranged 
about  fifty  dishes  as  copious  as  they  were 
varied. 

The  Governor  seated  himself  in  Turkish 
fashion  on  the  carpet,  and  his  solitary 


51^ 


repast  began  in  profoimd  silence.  His 
fimctionaries  were  in  line  behind  him ; 
he  was  waited  on  by  his  table  servants, 
who  handed  him  the  meats  and  vegetables 
or  pastry  arranged  before  him,  and 
which  he  pointed  out  to  them.  His 
Excellency  ate  with  his  fingers,  without 
any  help  from  fork  or  knife  or  spoon, 
according  to  the  custom  of  his  ancestors. 
Lambs  roasted  whole,  stuffed  with  dates, 
grapes,  pomegranates,  pistachio  nuts  and 


almonds  ;  fizziglian,  a  famous  dish  com- 
posed of  fowls,  partridges,  and  pigeons, 
laid  in  pomegranate  juice,  and  garnished 
with  mashed  nuts ;  hahahs,  or  skewers 
of  slices  of  roast  lamb  ;  moimtains  of 
•pilau  covering  birds  or  venison ;  boiled 
rice  in  profusion ;  pyramids  of  vegetables  ; 
piles  of  pastry;  asparagus,  cucumbers, 
exquisite  fruit ;  sherbets  high  as  sugar 
loaves,  and  of  the  same  shape,  in  vases  of 
fine  porcelain ;  and  enough  sweetmeats 
to  fill  several  confectionery  shops — made 
i;p  this  wonderful  breakfast. 


Prince  Abdul  Azim  entered  by  another  door. 


''Ba!  Ba!  (that  is  good),"  Abdul 
Aziin  would  say  from  time  to  time,  and, 
if  he  wished  to  do  one  of  his  courtiers  a 
particular  honour,  he  would  send  him  a 
piece  of  the  meat  he  had  just  tasted,  who 
would  receive  it  with  devotion  and  tlie  con- 
secrated formula,  "Honour  to  the  kind- 
ness of  his  Excellency,"  and  eat  it  with- 
out further  ado,  much  to  the  envy  of 
the  other  fimctionaries  at  this  mark  of 
favour. 

When  he  had  finished,  the  Governor 
rinsed  his  mouth  and  washed  his  fingers 
in  a  basin  of  finely  chiselled  gold  ;  then 
he  went  back  to  his  apartments,  leaving 
the  rest  of  the  feast  to  his  courtiers  and 
officers.  In  their  turn  they  gave  place 
to  the  attendants,  soldiers,  and  subaltern 
officers,  after  whom  came  the  slaves  and 
scullions  to  finish  what  was  left. 

A  few  minutes  elapsed  ;  a  chamberlain 
then  came  to  conduct  the  Faranghis  to 
the  Governor. 

They  found  him  stretched  on  a  divan 
smoking  a  perfumed  narghile,  while  an 
excellent  orchestra  was  heard  as  if  at  a 
distance. 

Tlie  Governor  made  a  sign  to  Maurice 
and  Catherine  to  sit  down  in  front  of  him, 
and  looked  them  over  with  his  gloomy 
eyes  before  he  said  a  word. 

"  You  are  this  Faranghi,"  said  he  at 
length  to  Maurice,  "  who  has  the  audacity 
to  come  and  dig  into  our  ground  in  search 
of  treasure  '?  ' ' 

"  I  am  that  Faranghi." 

"  And  that  is  the  Khanoum,  your 
sister  ?  " 

"Exactly." 

"What  have  you  brought  me  as  a 
present  ?  ' ' 

Maurice,  and  especially  Catherine, 
opened  their  eyes,  but  Maurice,  with 
much  presence  of  mind,  took  a  handsome 
revolver  from  his  belt  and  presented  it  to 
tlie  supreme  functionary. 


"  Accept  this  weapon,  Excellency,"  said 
he,  in  the  most  amiable  tone  ;  "  you  will 
find  it  as  good  to  use  as  it  is  simple  to 
look  at." 

The  Governor's  eyes  glittered,  and  he 
seized  on  the  revolver  at  once. 

"  And  you,  Khanoiun,"  said  he.  "  What 
have  you  brought  me  as  a  present  ?  " 

"  Nothing,"  said  Catherine,  coldly, 
revolting  at  this  rapacity. 

The  Governor  frowned,  and  after  stow- 
ing away  the  revolver  in  a  fold  of  his  belt, 
his  face  suddenly  clouded  with  anger  and 
hauteur.  He  crossed  his  arms,  and 
shai-ply  asked : 

"  What  do  you  want  with  me  ?  " 
_ "  We  want  you  to  take  off  the  inter- 
dict you  have  put  on  our  works,"  said 
Maurice.  "  You  have  no  reason  for  saying 
they  shall  not  continue.  The  Shah,  your 
royal  master,  has  authorised  them,  and 
your  audacity  is  great  to  interfere  with 
the  plans  he  has  approved!  Withdraw 
your  proclamation  !  Let  the  men  receive 
permission  to  resume  work  for  us  !  Know 
that  the  Faranghis  are  a  powerful  nation, 
and  that  it  will  be  dangerous  to  oppose 
yourself  to  their  designs  !  " 

The  Governor's  face  grew  gloomier  and 
gloomier.  With  fierce  look,  and  tightened 
hps,  and  hand  on  the  hilt  of  his  scimitar, 
he  listened  to  Mam-ice  with  increasino- 
anger.  ° 
"  The  Faranghis  are  insulters  !  "  he 
shouted  in  a  voice  of  thunder,  "  infidels, 
sacrilegists,  who  come  to  ransack  the 
sacred  soil  of  our  country  and  steal  from  us 
the  treasures  which  we  owe  to  the  genius 
of  our  race  !  These  treasures  are  ours  by 
right !  We  will  not  have  them  taken  to 
strange  lands.  If  you  take  them  from 
the  earth  you  should  give  them  to  us  ! 
Yes,  I  have  heard  about  it  from  the  HaJcim 
of  the  eyes.  His  country,  which  is  much 
more  powerful  than  Faranghistan,  will 
allow  us." 

(To  be  continued.) 


"You  believe  it !  "  said  Maurice,  ironi- 
cally. 

"  I  am  sure  of  it !  He  has  told  me 
truly  that  tlio  Faranghis  alone  are  capable 
of  committing  such  sacrileges." 

"  If  you  think  so  mucli  of  these 
treasures,"  said  Maurice,  with  a  disdain- 
ful smile,  "  why  do  you  not  ransaclc  the 
ground  to  discover  them  ?  Persia  leaves 
these  marvels  of  art  under  the  ground 
slowly  decaying,  covered  with  a  dust 
which  is  more  impious  than  our  search- 
ings.  She  knows  that  she  is  miworthy 
to  possess  them." 

The  Governor  foamed  with  rage. 

"  Out  of  my  eyes,  offspring  of  an 
impious  race ! "  he  shouted  violently. 
"  Go !  Eeturn  to  your  camp  !  Aiid 
remember  that  never,  never  will  I  permit 
you  to  resume  your  works.  We  have 
the  monuments  ;  we  will  keep  them  !  " 

"  And  I  beg  to  say  that  I  will  gain  my 
ends  all  the  same." 

"  Eemember,"  yelped  Abdul  Azim  in  a 
fury,  "  that  if  a  man  works  for  you  I 
will  cut  him  in  quarters  before  your  eyes ! 

"Come,  sister,"  said  Maurice,  "you 
shall  stop  no  longer  in  front  of  this  mad- 
man !  "  And  taking  Catherme  with  him, 
he  went  out. 

Gargaridi,  who  was  just  beginning  to  do 
honour  to  the  princely  banquet,  received 
a  withering  glance  from  his  master  which 
brought  him  at  once  to  a  sense  of  his 
dignity.  Hurriedly  he  left  his  place,  wip- 
ing his  fingers  as  he  went,  and  the  escort 
being  got  together,  the  Kerdics  retm-ned 
to  camp. 

There  could  be  no  doubt  from  the 
Governor's  own  words  that  Professor 
Hasselfratz  was  at  the  bottom  of  the 
whole  affair,  and  Maurice  was  very 
angry  in  consequence,  and  more  decided 
than  ever  to  thwart  the  plans  of  that 
hypocritical  personage. 


THE   "BOY'S  OWN"  ANGLER. 

By  the  First  Hon.  Sec.  "  Fly-Fishees'  Club.' 

PART  III. 


The  Dace. 


THOUGH  this  lively  fish  might  rank  with 
small  fry,  he  is  such  a  courageous  and 
dashing  fellow  that  he  deserves  a  paragraph 
to  himself. 

In  the  Thames  and  many  other  rivers  the 
usual  size  of  the  dace  is  from  2  to  5  or  6  oz., 
and  fish  of  i  lb.  are  rare ;  but  in  the  Colne,' 
in  the  upper  waters  of  the  Lea,  and  in  the 
Hampshire  Avon  and  Stour,  dace  of  10  or 
12  oz.  are  often  caught,  while  still  larger 
specimens  are  not  very  uncommon,  either  in 
these  rivers,  or  in  the  Welland,  the  Lark,  or 
€ven  in  some  North  Devon  rivers. 

The  dace  can  be  taken  by  the  methods 
described  as  adapted  for  smali  fry,  but  in  the 
summer  months  by  far  the  most  effective 
bait  is  a  bluebottle  or  some  other  large  fly, 
such  as  those  advised  in  natural  fly-fishing 
for  trout. 

It  is  well  to  put  a  tiny  piece  of  white  kid 
on  the  point  of  the  hook,  pressing  the  barb 
well  through  it.  This  not  only  attracts  fish, 
which  might  not  see  your  dark  fly,  but 
enables  you  to  see  when   they  bite.  In 


coAESE  FISH  (contimicd). 

using  this  bait  you  must  be  very  gentle  in 
your  movements,  or  the  fly  will  come  off. 

If  possible  do  without  a  float,  and  use  one 
small  shot  only.  If  the  dace  are  shy,  use 
single  hair  next  the  hook,  but  be  careful  in 
playing  your  fish,  for  he  is  very  strong  and 
lively. 

Betier  than  this  method  even  is  the 
artificial  fly,  fully  described  under  trout- 
fishing. 

Dace  flies  are  best  with  tiny  white  tips, 
and  these  should  be  made  of  some  material 
that  does  not  discolour  when  wetted.  Per- 
haps the  white  kid  is  as  good  as  anything. 

A  gentle  on  tip  of  the  hook  is  still  more 
useful,  but  it  is  a  nuisance,  as  it  is  continu- 
ally coming  ofl'.  Use  two  or  three  flies,  say 
a  black  'gnat,  a  red  palmer,  and  a  ribbed 
yellowish  fly,  supposed  to  imitate  a  wasp, 
and  have  two  at  least  tipped  with  white. 

You  may  often  take  two  or  three  dace  at 
once  if  fishing  a  mill-tail  or  some  other 
favourable  spot,  and  when  this  is  the  case 
some  skill  is  required  to  land  your  victims. 
If  you  are  taking  them  singly,  and  they  are 
small,  it  saves  time  to  flick  them  out  at  once, 


but  if  large  this  is  apt  to  result  in  a  breakage 
of  rod  or  line. 

The  Roach. 

So  much  has  been  -written  about  this 
well-known  fish  that  it  is  diflicult  to  avoid 
repeating  advice  possibly  already  famihar  to 
our  readers. 

But  to  do  so  as  far  as  practicable,  we  will 
confine  ourselves  ehtirely  to  our  own  ex- 
perience in  dealing  with  this  branch  of  the 
subject. 

Plenty  of  small  roach,  which  should  be 
returned,  are  taken  by  the  young  angler  when 
fishing  for  small  fry.  Large  ones  are  occa- 
sionally caught  by  chance  in  various  ways, 
including  fly-fishing,  but  the  method  ac- 
knowledged to  be  the  best  in  roach-fishing 
districts,  such  as  the  valley  of  the  Lea  or 
the  Colne,  is  by  using  single  hair  (or  very 
fine  gut)  and  baiting  with  paste  or  gentles. 

A  long,  stiff,  and  light  rod,  made  of  white 
cane,  is  used  by  most  anglers,  but  this  is 
very  expensive,  costing  from  15s.  to  20s.,  and 
rods  are  now  to  be  had  combining  the  three 
requisites  of  length,  stiilness,  and  lightness, 


at  much  smaller  cost.  They  are  of  Japanese 
make,  but  those  sold  for  a  shilling  or  two  at 
toy  shops  will  only  answer  for  small  fry.  A 
rod  about  18  feet  long  is  likely  to  be  most 
convenient,  and  can  be  had  in  the  Japanese 
make  for  4s.  or  5s.  at  some  tackle-makers'. 

If,  however,  money  is  no  object,  get  a  white 
cane  rod.  It  is  certainly  a  little  better,  and 
■will  last  longer. 

As  no  running  tackle  is  required  for  roach- 
fishing,  the  rest  of  your  outfit  is  simple 
enough,  being  merely  3  or  4  yards  of  single 
hair,  or  fine  gut,  and  if  of  hair,  stained  a 
iight  brown,  and  with  a  few  inches  of  fine 
plaited  cord  at  the  top,  to  fasten  to  the  tip 
of  your  rod. 

The  float  should  be  a  porcupine  quill,  of  a 
size  to  suit  the  depth  of  the  water,  which 
should  not  be  less  than  2  or  3  feet,  or  more 
than  10  or  12.  The  hook  should  be  a 
round  bend,  about  No.  11  or  12,  and  the 
length  of  hair,  or  fine  gut,  upon  which  it  is 
tied  should  be  round  and  clear. 

The  shot  should  be  small,  and  only  one  is 
to  be  near  the  hook  ;  the  rest  being  placed, 
close  together,  about  eighteen  inches  from  it. 
They  should  be  just  heavy  enough  to  sink  the 
float  within  an  eighth  of  an  inch  of  the  surface. 

It  is  best  to  have  a  seat  of  some  sort,  and 
a  square  basket  or  box,  in  which  your  tackle 
and  your  fish  can  be  carried,  in  separate 
compartments,  is  the  most  conyenient. 

When  you  reach  the  water  you  can 
generally  find  a  "  swim  "  by  noting  the  traces, 
such  as  spilt  ground-bait,  etc.,  left  by  previous 
anglers. 

It  is  best  always  to  bring  some  ground- 
bait  (made  of  bread  and  bran  kneaded  with 
water),  but  use  it  very  sparingly,  for  it  is  a 
common  fault  to  over-bait. 

When  you  have  decided  where  to  begin,  sit 
down  quietly  at  four  or  five  yards  from  the 
bank,  and  put  your  rod  together.  Having 
attached  your  line  to  the  tip  of  your  rod  (on 
■which  it  is  best  not  to  have  a  ring,  but  two 
little  lumps  of  wax-end  instead),  put  your 
plummet  on  the  hook  and  try  the  depth  as 
far  as  you  can  reach  in  every  direction,  tak- 
ing care  to  make  no  splash.  Having  ascer- 
tained that  your  swim  is  tolerably  level, 
adjust  your  float  so  that  the  bait  will  just 
touch  at  the  shallowest  point.  Then  shorten 
your  line  so  that  you  have  only  about  a  foot 
of  it  above  your  float ;  put  on  your  first  bait, 
which  by  preference  should  be  paste.  This, 
as  mentioned  before,  is  best  made  by  dipping 
a  lump  of  bread  in  water,  and  squeezing  it 
dry  immediately  in  a  cloth.  Your  tackle  is 
now  so  arranged  that  you  will  be  able  to 
strike  with  effect  at  a  bite  which  it  would  be 
useless  to  notice  when  using  ordinary  tackle. 
Now  put  in  the  bait  at  the  top  of  the  swim 
very  gently,  and  notice  how  it  works  down. 
If  there  are  many  weeds  at  the  bottom,  or  if 
you  find  the  stream  very  rapid,  do  not  put  in 
any  ground-bait,  but  try  elsewhere. 

if,  however,  the  swim  is  one  that  you  can 
conveniently  fish,  throw  in  a  small  lump 
some  yards  above  it,  more  or  less,  both  of 
bait  and  of  distance,  according  as  the  stream 
is  rapid  or  slow. 

If  you  must  fish  in  a  very  strong  stream, 
put  a  little  clay  into  your  ground-bait  ;  and 
if,  on  the  contrary,  you  have  nearly  still 
water,  throve  in  the  bait  without  making  it 
into  balls.  As  soon  as  the  first  bit  of 
ground-bait  is  in,  your  attention  must  be 
fixed  on  your  float,  which  should  swim  just 
over  the  spot  on  which  the  ground-bait  would 
alight.  If  the  roach  are  at  all  on  the  feed, 
you  will  have  a  nibble  in  a  very  few  minutes, 
but  it  may  be  long  before  you  hook  a  flsh,  if 
unaccustomed  to  this  delicate  style  of  angling. 
The  larger  roach,  for  which  you  are  now 
trying,  are  very  gentle  in  their  biting,  and 
will  seldom  pull  your  float  under,  though  it 
is  so  nicely  balanced. 


You  must  watch  carefully,  and  endeavour 
to  strike  while  the  float  is  on  its  way  down, 
however  little.  By  practice  you  will  in  time 
succeed,  especially  if  you  keep  the  top  of 
your  rod  just  over  your  float  as  it  travels 
along.  Try  to  keep  your  seat,  even  if  you 
hook  a  fish,  for  moving  about  is  always  likely 
to  scare  the  shoal  quite  away.  Try  to 
acquire  a  habit  of  striking  both  sharply  and 
gently,  so  that  you  do  not  raise  your  float 
more  than  a  few  inches  if  you  miss  your  fish, 
which  you  will  generally  do  at  first. 

After  a  while  you  will  find  that  you  can 
hit  a  nibbling  fish  in  a  way  that  would  be 
impossible  with  any  other  sort  of  tackle. 

But  having  hooked  your  fish,  the  chief 
difficulty  remains,  for  if  your  roach  is  large, 
the  skill  required  to  avoid  breakage  is  quite 
as  great  as  that  needed  by  the  average  trout 
(or  even  salmon)  fisher. 

For  you  have  to  hold  a  lively  fish,  of  about 
a  pound  perhaps,  on  a  single  hair  which 
would  barely  lift  a  quarter,  and  you  have  not 
the  advantage  (possessed  by  the  fly-fisher)  of 
the  command  of  running  tackle.  To  set 
against  this  there  is  the  elasticity  of  your 
hair,  and  the  control  over  the  fish's  move- 
ments given  by  your  long  rod. 

Also  there  are  seldom  any  strong  weeds  or 
snags  in  a  roach  swim,  or  very  few  big  roach 
would  ever  yield  to  single  hair.  You  need 
not  hurry  your  fish,  but  try  to  keep  his 
strength  always  exerted,  without  risking 
your  tackle  ;  keep  the  point  of  the  rod  well 
over  him  and  show  yourself  as  little  as  pos- 
sible. One  thing  in  your  favour  is  the  fact 
that  a  roach,  though  strong  and  active, 
seldom  makes  a  desperate  rush  when  first 
hooked,  as  a  chub  does,  but  fights  steadily 
till  exhausted,  when  he  can  easily  be  lifted 
out  with  the  little  landing-net  which  should 
always  be  at  hand. 

With  regard  to  the  season  for  roach-fishing 
the  month  of  September  affords  the  pleasant- 
est  sport,  but  the  roach  are  in  still  better 
condition  later  in  the  autumn,  or  even  in 
winter  and  early  spring.  In  June,  though 
legally  takable  from  the  16th,  they  are  flabby 
and  useless,  while  July  is  full  early.  In 
August  they  are  in  fair  order,  but  the  weather 
usually  is  such  that  only  early  morning  and 
late  evening  fishing  are  very  successful. 

Calm  weather  or  a  gentle  south  wind  suits 
reaching  best,  but  the  fish  will  often  bite 
more  eagerly  in  so  strong  a  wind  that  it  is 
very  diflicult  to  see  the  tip  of  the  float. 

Kain,  if  not  cold,  is  often  advantageous, 
but  thunder  usually  sends  the  roach  "  off." 

If  you  fish  in  rough  weather  put  a  strong 
elastic  ring  on  each  cuff'.  This  prevents  the 
wet  from  running  down  your  sleeve  when 
you  are  holding  your  rod  up. 

When  roach  are  shy  it  is  a  good  plan  to 


ATHLETICS  has  somewhat  degenerated  in 
"  Old  England  "  of  late  years.  This  is 
not  because  the  youth  and  manhood  of  our 
country  have  tired  of  practising  the  various 
branches,  or  are  indifferent  to  the  physical 
benefits  that  the  training  confers.  Neverthe- 
less, it  has  gone  slightly  "out  of  fashion  " 
with  our  aristocracy,  who,  like  the  Eoman 
nobles  of  old,  apparently  prefer  to  patronise 
the  professional  gladiator  or  boxer.  The  grow- 
ing and  increasing  competition  for  existence 
has  probably  also  something  to  offer  as  an 
excuse  to  many  of  the  commercial  class, 
while  undoubtedly  thetlegrading  prevalence  of 


cover  your  bait  with  a  little  lump  of  soft 
ground-bait,  or  you  may  put  this  on  the  shot 
just  above  your  bait. 

This  is  rather  difficult  to  manage,  as  it 
must  be  made  stiff  enough  to  stick  on  while 
your  bait  sinks,  and  yet  moist  enough  to 
come  off  very  soon  after.  Another  plan  is 
to  ledger  for  roach.  This  is  done  by  weight- 
ing your  tackle  so  that  the  bait  remains  fixed 
on  the  bottom,  and  then  straightening  your 
line,  so  that  the  float  is  partly  out  of  the 
water.  A  large  bait  should  be  used,  and  the 
fish,  which  is  likely  to  be  large,  must  be 
humoured  when  he  nibbles,  and  not  struck 
at  once. 

The  other  methods  of  taking  roach  are  de- 
scribed under  other  headings,  but  there  is 
one  which,  though  alluded  to  in  natural  fly- 
fishing for  trout,  deserves  a  few  additional 
words. 

In  hot  summer  days  large  roach  may  often 
be  seen  in  shoals  basking  in  the  sun,  or 
slowly  swimming  about  near  the  top  of  the 
water. 

Ground-bait  is  then  useless,  and  even  if  a 
gentle  or  bit  of  paste  is  presented  to  a  roach 
in  this  mood  he  will  seldom  touch  it. 

Eoach-fishers,  therefore,  who  only  practise 
orthodox  reaching,  may  as  well  go  to  sleep  in 
the  middle  of  hot  days ;  and  often  they  do. 

But  an  angler  who  thinks  independently 
will  ask  himself,  cannot  these  lazy  fish  be 
tempted  by  some  other  means  ? 

The  answer  is,  yes,  by  flies.  Perhaps  the 
best  fly  for  this  purpose  is  the  bright  yellow 
fly  for  whose  sustenance  the  cows  so  thought- 
fully provide  just  at  the  time  you  want  him: 
for  the  "  cow-dung  fly  "  is  most  common  in 
the  liottest  weather.  It  is  easily  caught,  and 
should  be  placed  on  a  small  hook,  tied  on 
single  hair.  One  shot  should  be  put  about 
six  or  eight  inches  from  the  hook,  and  a  line 
used  nearly  as  long  as  your  rod. 

The  bait  should  be  swung  gently  out,  just 
beyond  the  shoal,  and  dropped  about  a  foot 
in  front  of  a  good  roach. 

If  you  have  a  sensitive  touch  you  will  feel 
the  bites,  but  if  not  a  bit  of  white  kid  on  the 
hook  will  enable  you  to  see  where  it  is,  so 
that  you  can  strike  when  it  disappears. 

If  you  get  a  good  fish  you  will  probably 
drive  away  the  rest,  and  must  search  for 
another  shoal. 

Koving  in  this  way  you  often  find  chub, 
which,  though  diflicult  to  approach,  take 
freely,  and  which  you  can  hook  by  the  same 
method  ;  but  if  there  are  any  visible  of  a 
large  size  it  is  best  to  change  your  hair  for 
gut  before  trying  for  them,  because  the  first 
rush  of  a  chub  is  so  desperately  violent,  that 
a  pound  fish  may  break  hair  which  in  skil- 
ful hands  would  land  a  two-pound  roach. 
(To  be  continued.) 


betting  has  tended  to  make  it  "  bad  form  "  for 
many  to  go  in  for  "Athletics." 

Happily  none  of  these  reasons  prevent  its 
introduction  at  our  Universities  and  schools, 
and  wise  is  he  who  avails  himself  of  this 
privilege,  for  he  arms  himself  with  health 
and  strength,  and  fortifies  himself  against  ill- 
health  in  the  years  to  come. 

What,  after  all,  can  compare  to  a  successful 
athletic  festival.  The  green  sward,  the 
gay  bunting,  the  eager  competitor !  The 
stand  with  its  fair  critics,  the  victory  and 
reward,  the  meeting  of  old  athletes  who 
"  fight  their  fights  again  !  "   These  and  other 
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circumstances  all  make  up  a  delightful  day  in 
our  future  memory. 

While  these  things  are  possible,  it  is  the 
duty  of  our  sports  committee  to  carry  out 
all  detail  to  perfection.  Let  us  then  draw 
up  our  programme  for  our  school  sports  and 
have  an  ideal  athletic  festival.  Let  us  bear 
in  mind  that  we  have  to  benefit  our  com- 
petitors and  please  our  visitors.  Alternate 
the  list  then  with  work  for  arm  and  leg,  and 
wind  and  muscle,  something  that  will  benefit 
without  exhausting  to  dangerous  limits,  some- 
thing that  will  command  approving  applause 
without  the  tiresome  yawn.  Here  then  would 
be  our  programme : — 

1.  100  yards  race 

2.  Climbing  the  mast 

3.  100  yards  hurdle  race 

4.  Eunning  high  jump 

5.  Half  mile  steeplechase 

6.  Throwing  the  cricket  ball 

7.  One  mile  race 


diameter  at  the  base  and  taper  to  three  inches 
at  the  summit,  where  a  small  flag  should  be 
fixed  in  a  socket.  The  competitors  should 
start  in  pairs,  the  winner  being  the  one  who 
climbs  to  the  top  and  waves  the  flag  first. 
The  competition  can  be  conducted  in  heats 
in  this  way,  the  winners  of  each  pair  going 
into  the  next  round  until  the  final  pair  meet. 


The  Himdi-ed  Yards  Hurdle  Race 

is  a  pretty  sight  as  the  competitors  leap  up 
and  down  over  the  hurdles.  The  latter 
should  be  eight  feet  wide  and  never  more 
than  two  feet  in  height  for  school  sports,  with 
a  double-barred  arrangement  that  will  allow 
gorse  to  be  inserted  as  a  top  border,  thus 
inaking  them  another  six  or  twelve  inches 
higher,  according  to  the  size  of  the  competitors. 
They  should  also  be  fitted  with  stands  to  pre- 
vent them  toppling  over,  and  neatly  white- 
washed the  day  before  they  are  required. 


Throwing  the  Cricket  Ball 
is  a  sport  that  should  at  all  times  find  a  place 
in  school  sports.  It  is  always  pleasing  to 
the  spectators,  who  like  to  see  the  graceful 
curve  of  the  throw.  Be  careful  in  practising 
not  to  strain  the  delicate  deltoid  muscles  of 
the  shoulder,  but  practise  the  movement 
without  anything  in  the  hand  until  the  ne- 
cessary muscles  are  better  prepared.  This 
practice  is  useful  also  for  the  coming  cricket 
season. 

The  One-Mile  Race 
is  the  acknowledged  test  of  wind,  strength, 
and  speed,  and  requires  most  careful  calcu- 
lation in  utilising  these  qualities.  The  visi- 
tors regard  it  as  the  race  of  the  day,  and  it 
certainly  shows  ofi  the  form  of  a  runner  better 
than  any  other,  indeed  "  form  "  is  everything 
in  the  "mile,"  and  particular  care  should  be 
taken  to  cultivate  a  nice,  easy,  yet  telhng  stride 
that  will  not  move  the  other  part  of  the  body 
too  much. 


8.  Putting  the  shot 

0.  100  yards  Atalanta  race 

10.  Pole  jump 

11.  Combined  display  by  athletes. 

The  Hundred  Yards  Race 

is  quite  long  enough  to  test  the  swiftness  of 
any  schoolboy.  It  can  either  be  run  as  a 
scratch  race  or  handicap,  though  we'  are 
much  averse  to  giving  or  accepting  handi- 
capping in  races.  Win  without  any  concession, 
say  we,  or  not  at  all.  Rather  arrange  the 
races  according  to  the  height  of  the  boys. 
This  will  be  found  more  satisfactory  than 
classing  them  according  to  age,  when  dwarf 
and  giant  frequently  run  side  by  side. 


Climbing  the  2Iast 

is  a  pleasant  variation  from  the  races.  Two 
Venetian  masts  or  pine  spars  about  20  feet 
high  above  the  ground  should  be  provided ; 
they   should  measure   about   nine  inches 


The  Running  High  Jump 
is  an  interesting  and  useful  item,  though  often 
made  dull  on  account  of  the  slowness  of  the 
competitors.  This  will  be  avoided  if  all  who 
are  competing  will  make  one  or  two  rallies, 
i.e.  jumping  after  sach  other  in  rapid  suc- 
cession over  low  heights.  In  individual 
jinyping  any  one  failing  at  a  jump  should  take 
his  two  remaining  trials  at  once,  in  order  not 
to  confuse  the  judges  and  spectators  and  to 
prevent  unnecessary  waste  of  time. 

A  Half-mile  Srccplcch-ase 
is  about  the  correct  distance,  and  is  a  great 
test  of  wind  and  strength.  A  high  hoarding 
of  boards  about  seven  feet  high,  fixed  firmly 
in  a  perpendicular  position  and  painted  to 
represent  a  stone  wall,  makes  a  good  change 
from  the  orthodox  jump.  If  a  water  jump 
is  included,  care  should  be  exercised  that  the 
edges  of  the  banks  are  rounded;  this  will 
prevent  many  of  the  accidents  so  frequent  in 
this  race,  and  is  more  reassuring  to  all  con- 
cerned. 


Putting  the  Shot 
may  be  thought  too  severe  a  competition  by 
reason  of  the  weight  of  the  shot,  but  if  you 
reduce  the  weight,  using,  say,  a  101b.  instead 
of  a  IGlb.,  this  objection  will  be  removed, 
and  we  have  a  most  pleasing  item,  for  we 
must  remember  that  all  boys  are  not 
runners,  and  therefore  for  that  reason  should 
not  be  neglected.  Practise  the  attitude  and 
throw  without  anything  in  the  hand.  Keep 
the  left  arm  and  leg  stiff,  and  in  jumping 
around,  try  and  get  the  weight  of  your  body 
behind  the  shot. 

100  Yards  Atalanta  Race, 
which  you  rightly  guess  originates  with  the 
famihar  legend,  is  a  most  interesting  race, 
especially  to  the  fair  sex.  An  apple  should 
be  placed  half-way  on  each  competitor's 
course.  The  object  of  the  winner  is  to  stoop 
as  he  passes  in  his  rapid  run  and  bring  the 
apple  with  him  to  the  winning  post.  To  do 
this  neatly,  without  losuig  much  speed,  re- 
quires a  nicety  of  calculation  allied  with 
keen  sight  and  sturdy  limbs. 

[Pole 


Polo  Jumping 

is  a  sport  that  should  never  be  neglected  in 
our  English  school  sports.  It  pleases  every- 
one, and  what  better  sensation  to  the  athlete 
than  feeling  himself  being  lifted  up  over  a 
fair  height  by  his  own  unaided  skill.  Poles 
of  various  sizes  should  always  be  kept  where 
proficiency  is  desired,  for  there  is  nothing 
more  perplexing  and  unsatisfactory  than  to 
see  tall  boys  practising  with  little  poles,  and 
vice  versd.  They  should  range  from  six  feet 
to  ten  feet  in  height. 

A  Combined  Display  by  Athletes 

is  a  most  desirable  conclusion  to  the  pro- 
gramme. Nothing  looks  so  slovenly  and  un- 
finished as  to  see  perhaps  a  poor  race  wind 
up  the  day's  sports,  and  it  is  equally  em- 
barrassing to  the  unlucky  competitors  in  it, 
who  generally  get  hustled  in  the  eagerness 
of  the  crowd  rushing  to  the  grand  stand  to 
see  the  prizes  presented  and  hear  the  oration 
of  the  President.  This  would  be  prevented 
if  the  athletes  of  the  day  arranged  a  few 
simple  manoeuvres  in  combined  action  among 
themselves.  The  expectant  crowd  would 
wait  in  pleasing  anticipation  and  more 
decorum  would  be  observed.  These  move- 
ments might  resolve  themselves  into  a 

Combined  Tug  of  War 

between  House  and  House,  or  between  two 
divisions  of  the  school.  There  would  be,  as 
can  be  imagined,  plenty  of  excitement  in  two 


out  of  three  pulls  of  this  sort.  A  variety 
might  be  made  by  arranging  a 

Mounted  Tug  of  War. 

In  this  the  stronger  boys  would  carry  the 
smaller  boys  upon  their  shoulders,  the 
mounted  ones  holding  the  rope.  It  requires 
great  ingenuity  of  balance  to  win  one  of 
these  tugs  of  war. 

A  Musical  Drill 

would  be  a  very  pleasing  finish,  all  the 
competitors  going  through  a  few  simple 
movements  with  the  Indian  clubs,  keeping 
time  to  the  rhythm  of  the  band  and  marching 
off  in  single  file  with  the  clubs  upon  their 
shoulders. 

Pyramids 

is  another  excellent  finish.  In  this  the  com- 
petitors would  require  to  have  had  previous 
practice  in  pairs.  The  movements  should  be 
simple,  but  performed  simultaneously  and 
with  precision,  and  they  v/ill  appear  most 
effective.  A  "  march  off  "  with  one  standing 
upon  the  other's  shoulders  produces  a  novel 
effect.  Perhaps  the  most  appropriate  finish 
to  school  sports  is 

The  Musical  Rtm. 
Here,  led  by  a  proficient  leader  and  keeping 
time  to  the  strains  of  the  band,  the  com- 
petitors can  go  through  some  exceedingly 
pretty  figures,  which  never  fail  to  please  the 
visitors  and  are  a  source  of  benefit  to  them- 
selves, as  it  enables  them  to  finish  warm  and 


comfortable.  Plenty  of  colour  should  be  seen 
upon  the  field,  flags  of  every  hue  should  mark 
the  course  stakes,  the  poles,  the  starting 
and  finishing  posts,  the  tents  and  stands,  and 
each  competitor  should  wear  a  distinguish- 
able colour  in  the  form  of  a  silk  hoop  around 
his  right  shoulder  and  under  his  left  arm. 
These  are  small  matters  in  themselves,  but 
as  Wellington  said,  "  Details  make  success." 

The  Prizes 

should  be  distributed  to  each  competitor  upon 
the  conclusion  of  each  contest.  "  After  the 
struggle  comes  the  victory,"  and  what  more 
appropriate  than  to  see  the  victor,  fresh  from 
his  success,  come  up  to  the  stand  to  receive 
his  laurels  amidst  the  well-earned  plaudits 
of  the  spectators,  instead  of,  as  is  generally 
the  case,  coming  up  after  the  sports  are  over 
and  hiding  his  identity  in  the  muffled  folds 
of  a  huge  overcoat. 

The  Champion  of  the  Sports, 
i.e.  the  most  successful  athlete  of  the  day, 
who  has  scored  more  points  than  his  fellow 
competitors,  should  receive  a  special  prize 
consisting  of  a  small  gold,  silver,  or  bronze 
wreath,  and  for  this  he  should  present  him- 
self before  the  grand  stand,  and  the  oppor- 
tunity should  here  be  taken  for  the 

President's  Speech, 
which  should  be   short,   concise,  and  ap- 
propriate, with  special  reference  to  the  moral 
and  physical  benefits  of  games  and  their 
future  influence  upon  the  man  and  nation. 


TIME  was  when  there  was  no  such  thing  as 
time ;  or  if  such  a  statement,  and  possibly 
not  without  reason,  is  objected  to  as  some- 
•what  too  paradoxical,  there  was,  at  any  rate, 
a  time  when  a  very  different  meaning  was 
attached  to  the  word  from  that  which  obtains 
.■nowadays— a  time  when  time  represented 
little  if  anything  more  than  the  two  divisions 
■which  varied  according  to  the  season  of  the 
year  and  which  were  determined  by  the 
presence  or  absence  of  the  sun— day  and 
night.  The  world  had  advanced  a  consider- 
able distance  in  its  history  before  the 
Chaldeans  divided  the  day  into  four  parts, 
and  it  is  probable  that  the  ancient  Jews  were 
indebted  to  them  for  any  knowledge  they  pos- 
sessed with  regard  to  the  division  of  time, 
which  knowledge  they  brought  back  from  their 
captivity  among  the  Chaldeans,  about  five 
hundred  and  seventy  years  before  the  Chris- 
tian era. 

Even  in  this  case,  however,  there  was  no 
motion  of  time  in  its  modern  sense,  for  the 
day  began  with  the  Chaldeans  at  sunrise,  so 
that  the  four  divisions  were  for  ever  varying. 
With  the  Jews  the  order  was  reversed,  the 
day  beginning  at  sunset,  but  the  result  was 
of  course  much  the  same.  It  was  not  until 
a  hundred  and  fifty  years  later,  that  further 
progress  was  made  and  the  divisions  were 
ticked  off  into  hours. 

From  the  beginning  the  sun  was  the 
universal  clock,  and,  if  one  may  be  permitted 
to  use  such  an  expression  of  so  great  a 
luminary,  the  universal  clock  was  always 
wrong ;  that  is  to  say,  twelve  o'clock  to-day 
was  not  exactly  the  same  as  twelve  o'clock 
yesterday.  But  the  sun  had  to  serve  as  a 
clock  to  most  people  until  little  more  than  a 
hundred  and  fifty  years  ago,  when  public 
clocks  took  the  place  of  sundials,  and  watches 
began  to  b3  comparatively  common. 


TIME  AND  TIME  MEASUEEES. 
By  T.  C.  Heath. 

(For  Illustrations  seep.  624.) 

Doubtless  one  of  the  earliest  forms  of 
getting  somewhere  near  the  hour  was  by 
length  of  shadow,  an  upright  stick  or  spear 
or  even  the  erect  form  of  the  time-teller 
himself  serving  as  a  natural  gnomon.  Even 
to-day,  all  over  the  East,  the  only  clock  in 
many  and  indeed  in  most  places,  is  the 
shadow  which  is  got  after  one  or  other  of 
these  methods. 

Sacred  history  furnishes  the  earliest  refer- 
ence to  anything  like  a  fixed  and  pemianent 
time  measurer.  Isaiah  speaks  of  the  dial  {steps 
in  the  original  Hebrew)  of  Ahaz  which  went 
ten  degrees  backwards,  and  this  dial,  it  has 
been  conjectured,  was  something  like  that 
represented  in  our  illustration.  The  Egyptians 
too  are  credited  with  having  used  their  mono- 
liths, such  as  Cleopatra's  needle,  as  time 
measurers. 

However,  the  Chaldeans  had  other  methods 
of  measuring  time,  for  they,  as  well  as  the 
contemporary  Hindoos  and,  very  likely,  the 
Egyptians,  were  acquainted  with  the  water- 
clock  or  clepsydra,  which  measured  time  after 
the  fashion  of  the  hourglass,  water  taking 
the  place  of  sand.  Indeed  it  is  believed  that 
the  Egyptians  actually  had  hourglasses,  for, 
upon  one  of  the  bas-reliefs  which  have  come 
to  light  after  their  long  interment  of  three 
thousand  years  or  so,  is  an  object  which 
those  learned  in  such  matters  assure  us  can 
be  nothing  else  than  a  sandglass. 

In  principle  the  clepsydra  was  nothing  but 
a  rod  floating  upon  water  which  was  slowly 
dropping  from  an  orifice  in  the  vessel  in  which 
it  was  contained.  Certain  divisions  were 
marked  upon  the  rod,  and  a  fixed  pointer 
served  the  purpose  of  a  clock  hand.  But  the 
Greeks,  who  seem  to  have  used  them  on  every 
possible  occasion,  expended  much  labour  and 
artistic  skill  upon  their  manufacture.  Some- 
times they  were  groups   of   children,  the 


escaping  water  representing  the  falling  tears 
of  some  one  of  their  number,  whilst  others 
pointed  out  the  time  with  a  wand.  Many  of 
the  Greek  clepsydra?  were  of  an  elaborate 
description,  the  column  upon  which  the  hour 
was  marked  turning  slightly  each  day  so  as  to 
give  correct  solar  time  all  through  the  year, 
for  which  purpose  the  lines  marking  the  hours 
were  accurately  and  even  scientifically 
curved. 

From  the  upright  stick  or  its  shadow  to 
the  sundial  proper  does  not,  in  the  light  of 
modern  knowledge,  appear  a  very  big  step. 
Nevertheless  the  dial  was  unkno^\•n  in  the 
early  days  of  Greece.  Herodotus  says  the 
Greeks,  when  they  at  length  got  the  dial, 
borrowed  it  from  the  Babylonians.  Anyhow, 
it  is  certain  they  did  get  it  at  some  time  or 
another,  for  there  is  one  in  the  British 
Museum. 

The  Romans  were  a  long  way  behind  the 
Greeks  in  the  art  of  horology.  For  centuries 
the  time  at  Rome  by  which  clepsydrae  or  sand- 
glasses were  regulated,  and  which  answered 
to  our  Greenwich  mean  time,  was  got  at  by 
the  position  of  the  sun  at  noon-day  in 
relation  to  certain  parts  of  the  Forum. 
Every  day,  as  the  sun  reached  its  meridian, 
a  trumpeter  stood  in  the  market  place  and 
announced  the  fact  with  due  ceremony. 

The  first  sundial  at  Rome  must  have  puzzled 
greatly  the  citizens.  Scipio  Nasica,  cousin 
of  Scipio  Africanus,  brought  it  with  him  from 
Egypt  about  a  century  and  a  half  before  the 
Christian  era,  and  set  it  up  for  the  public 
benefit.  But,  as  its  dial  was  drawn  for  a 
part  of  the  world  far  distant,  it  was,  of  course, 
always  wrong,  and  could  never  by  any  chance 
have  told  the  time  correctly. 

When  the  clock  actual  and  proper  first 
made  its  appearance  is  a  matter  which  can 
never  be  satisfactorily  settled.  Some  there  are 
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who  assert  that  clocks  existed  as  earlj-  as  the 
fourth  century;  whilst  others  argue  just  as 
positively  that  there  was  no  clockwork  at  all 
about  them,  as  we  understand  the  term,  but 
that  they  wei-e  merely  clepsydra;  with  a  few 
wheels  added  to  the  water  apparatus.  Certain 
it  is — or  at  any  rate  as  certain  as  any  history 
connected  with  the_  period  of  the  Dark  Ages 
ever  can  be — that  our  own  Saxon  Alfred  was 
esteemed  to  be  wonderfully  clever  for  his 
invention  of  time-telling  candles  and  the 
lanterns  with  which  he  guarded  them  from 
the  wind  ;  a  fact — if  it  be  a  fact — which 
would  go  far  to  prove  that  little  was  known 
of  clocks  in  England,  or  even  of  clepsydra;,  in 
the  nintli  century. 

The  first  clock  at  all  answering  to  the 
iDodern  notion,  in  so  far,  at  any  rate,  that  its 
motive  power  was  due  to  wheels  and  weights, 
or  at  least  one  weight,  is  said  to  have  been 
made  by  Gerbert,  a  Benedictine  monk,  who 
afterwards  became  Pope  Sylvester  in,  for 
Magdeburg  Cathedral.  This  was  in  the 
year  996  ;  but  in  all  probability  the  clock  did 
nothing  more  than  strike  a  single  blow  at 
each  hour  on  a  bell  in  order  that  the  monks 
might  know  the  times  of  Devotion.  Such  a 
clock  had  no  dial  or  face  ;  and  in  this  connec- 
tion it  may  be  mentioned  that  there  is  one 
such  clock  in  existence,  though  of  course  it  is 
of  quite  modern  manufacture.  Sir  Christopher 
Wren's  Church  of  St.  Vedast  Foster,  at  the 
back  of  the  General  Post  Office,  possesses  the 
curiosity,  the  only  use  of  which  is  to  pro- 
claim the  hour  upon  a  bell  when  it  strikes. 

But  it  is  certain  that  in  the  time  of 
Edward  i,  Westminster  became  celebrated,  as 
it  is  celebrated  to-day,  all  the  world  over,  for 
its  clock,  which  if  the  story  be  true,  was  paid 
for  by  a  fine  imposed  upon  the  Chief  .Justice 
of  the  King's  Bench  for  some  default,  so  that 
his  lordship  when  sitting  in  the  Courts  hard 
by  might  be  reminded,  at  least  once  an  hour, 
of  his  peccadilloes  and  enjoined  to  walk  more 
uprightly  in  future.  In  the  reign  of  Henry  vi, 
the  Dean  of  St.  Stephen's  was  appointed 
keeper  of  the  closk,  with  sixpence  a  day  for 
wages,  so  that  the  office  was  evidently  looked 
upon  as  one  of  considerable  importance. 
Sixpence  at  that  era  meant  a  very  great  deal 
more  than  sixpence  now. 

What  a  clock  of  the  fourteenth  century 
was  like  may  be  ascertained  by  a  visit  to 
South  Kensington  Museum,  whither  has 
been  brought  the  famous  clock  of  Glaston- 
bury Abbey,  the  work  of  Peter  Lightfoot,  one 
of  the  monks.  The  veteran  has  been  patched 
up  a  little  ;  but  it  is  still  in  going  order  and 
marks  time  as  well  as  ever  (better  probably, 
for  a  pendulum  has  been  added),  notwith- 
standing its  patriarchal  age  of  five  centuries. 

Perhaps  it  did  not  mark  time  very  well  be- 


fore it  got  its  pendulum,  for  clocks  until  near 
upon  the  middle  of  the  seventeenth  century 
were  by  no  means  reliable  as  timekeepers. 
Thus  Tycho  Brahe,  when  he  made  his  famous 
astronomical  calculations  at  the  end  of  the 
sixteenth  century,  had  to  give  up  the  clock 
of  the  period  in  despair  and  to  trust  to  a 
moditied  form  of  clepsydra.  No  clock  in 
England  possessed  the  faintest  claim  to  ac- 
curacy before  that  of  Hampton  Court  was 
set  up  in  the  year  1.540.  All  we  know  of  its 
maker,  who  certainly  deserved  a  niche  in 
Fame's  Temple,  is  that  his  initials  were  N.  0. 

Shakespeare,  in  his  Love's  Labour's  Lost, 
gives  us  a  notion  of  the  reputation  of  the 
clock  of  his  day  ;  — 

"  Like  a  German  clock. 
Still  a  repairing  :  ever  out  of  frame 
And  never  going  riglit." 

And  indeed  in  the  poet's  time  the  sundial 
in  one  form  or  other  was  the  clock  of  the 
people,  the  German  innovation  being  little 
better  than  a  novelty.  He  makes  the  melan- 
choly Jacques,  speaking  of  the  fool  he  met  in 
the  forest,  say  : — 

"  Anil  then  he  drew  a  dial  from  his  poke. 
And  looking  on  it  with  lack-lustre  eye, 
Said  very  wisely.  It  is  ten  o'clock  " — 

Here  he  was  in  all  probability  thinking  of 
the  solarium  or  shepherd's  dial,  which  nearly 
everybody  carried  about  with  him.  It  was 
simply  a  ring  Vvith  a  sliding  piece  in  which 
was  a  hole.  This  sliding  piece  was  first  re- 
gulated according  to  the  period  of  the  yeai", 
and  then  held  in  such  a  position  that  the 
sun  might  shine  through  the  hole  when  the 
beam  struck  upon  the  hour.  Specimens  are 
to  be  seen  at  the  British  Museum  and  in  the 
fine  collection  belonging  to  the  Clockmakers' 
Company  at  the  Guildhall. 

But,  somewhere  near  the  middle  of  the 
seventeenth  century,  Huygsns,  or  Galileo,  or 
Ilichard  Harris  of  London,  for  they  each  and 
all  claimed  the  honour,  invented  the  pen- 
dulum  :  and  henceforth  clocks  began  to  be  a 
little  closer  to  correct  time. 

Portable  clocks,  the  nearest  approach  to 
the  modern  watch,  were  known  as  early  as 
the  beginning  of  the  fourteenth  century.  It 
is,  perhaps,  fortunate  that  at  that  time  the 
pocket  had  not  been  invented.  Every  one 
wore  a  small  wallet,  hanging  at  the  belt, 
capable  of  containing  the  turnip-like  boxes  of 
machinery  which  were  termed  portable.  In 
many  cases  these  could  have  borne  the 
palm  for  size  from  the  ordinary  American 
drum  clocks  of  to-day. 

They  were,  of  course,  but  few  and  far 
between.  They  were  worth  a  small  fortune, 
especially  in  view  of  the  fact  that  money 


was  much  scarcer  then  than  now.  The 
watch  of  small  size  had  but  just  been  intro- 
duced into  England  when  Shakespeare  lived, 
and  usually  it  was  an  article  very  much 
more  ornamental  than  useful.  On  its  first 
introduction  the  watch  had  its  striking  appa- 
ratus, and  was  without  a  glass,  whilst  holes 
were  pierced  in  its  back  and  face  to  let  out 
the  sound.  When  the  striking  parts  were 
got  rid  of,  and  the  size  of  the  watch  yet 
further  reduced,  all  sorts  of  eccentric  shapes 
were  devised  for  it.  A  very  common  form 
was  the  death's  head  watch  ;  people  in  the 
seventeenth  century  were  fond  of  such 
cheerful  ornaments  as  skulls  and  cross- 
bones.  Mary  Queen  of  Scots  had  one  of 
these  watches,  the  case  beautifully  engraved 
with  scriptural  subjects. 

If  anything,  they  kept  time  even  worse 
than  the  clocks  of  the  period.  Indeed  ab- 
solutely accurate  time-keeping  is  quite  a 
modern  discovery.  The  first  chronometer 
of  any  value  was  the  invention  of  John 
Harrison,  about  1750,  for  which  he  received 
from  the  Board  of  Longitude  £10,000,  as  a 
part  of  the  £20,000  which  "  they  had  offered 
for  many  years  as  a  reward  for  a  thoroughly 
trustworthy  tmiekeeper." 

Nowadays  clocks,  in  most  large  towns,  are 
synchronised  (Greek  syn,  with  or  together, 
and  chronos,  time)  by  electric  current,  in  the 
case  of  England  from  the  observatory  at 
Greenwich,  so  that  they  are  right  to  the  tiniest 
fraction  of  a  second ;  whilst  a  watch  may 
be  bought,  keyless  and  a  first-rate  time- 
keeper, for  as  many  shillings  as  pounds 
would  have  teen  required  in  the  days  of  our 
grandfathers. 

We  have  no  space  to  speak  of  other 
curiosities  of  clocks  and  watches,  from  the 
great  Strasburg  clock,  with  its  suns,  moons, 
angels,  saints,  crowing  cocks,  and  all  sorts  of 
extraordinary  devices,  downwards,  not  for- 
getting the  celebrated  clock  with  its  two 
figures  which  struck  the  hours,  of  the  old 
church  of  St.  Dunstan's,  Fleet  Street.  But 
in  our  illustration  is  a  specimen  somewhat 
out  of  the  ordinary,  a  very  handsome  vase- 
shaped  Louis  Quatorze  timepiece,  on  which 
the  hours  and  minutes  are  marked  by  ser- 
pents. This  was  in  the  famed  collection  of 
the  Duke  of  Hamilton,  until  it  was  dispersed 
under  the  hammer  of  the  auctioneer  a  few 
years  since.  We  forget  the  precise  sum  it 
realised,  but,  as  we  write,  news  comes  of  the 
purchase  by  one  of  the  Kothschilds  of  a  Louis 
Quinze  clock  fourteen  feet  in  height,  which 
has  been  at  Milton  Hall,  Northamptonshire, 
one  of  the  seats  of  the  Fitzwilliam  family,  for 
generations,  the  price  paid  for  which  was 
±  30,000 — probably  the  largest  sum  ever  given 
for  a  clock  since  clocks  have  been. 


SOME  TOYS  WORKED  BY  ELECTRICITY. 

By  Pv.  a.  E.  Bennett,  b.a.  oxon., 

Author  of  "  Ilotr  to  make  an  Electrical  Machine,"  "Electric  lamps,  and  how  to  work  them,"  etc.,  etc. 


I THINK  there  must  now  be  many  readers  of 
the  "B.  0.  P."  who,  having  followed 
my  instructions  as  to  electrical  apparatus  in 
former  articles,  would  like  something  new  to 
exercise  their  ingenuity  and  scientific  know- 
ledge upon. 

There  are  many  toys  which  one  meets 
with  in  the  scientific  shops,  the  making  of 
which  for  themselves  would  give  great  satis- 
faction to  those  enterprising  devotees  of  the 
electrical  art.  They  are  for  the  most  part 
easily  constructed,  and  a  gi'eat  deal  of 
amusement  can  be  derived  from  them.  1 
have  my  doubts  whether  the  fathers  and 


PART  I. 
TnS  ELECTRIC  TKUSIPET. 

mothers  of  the  amateur  electrician  will 
thank  me  for  introducing  the  subject  of  the 
present  article,  but  they  must  take  comfort 
in  the  thought  that  if  it  works  well,  it  shows 
real  constructive  power  on  the  part  of  the 
maker  ! 

For  the  benefit  of  those  v/hose  capability 
of  working  in  metal  is  limited,  I  am  first 
going  to  describe  the  making  of  this  remark- 
able instrument  in  its  simplest  form,  a  form 
in  fact  so  simple  that  any  one  can  make  it 
and  achieve  success  in  a  few  hours. 

First  of  all  we  want  an  old  tooth-powder 
box.    These  are  all  made  the  same  size,  and 


consequently  it  is  unnecessary  to  give 
dimensions.  The  top  of  the  tooth-powder 
box  is  to  be  taken,  and  by  means  of  a  fret- 
saw (this  invaluable  tool  should  be  in  the 
hands  of  every  boy  who  likes  carpentering  ; 
there  are  many  uses  to  which  it  can  be  put 
quite  different  from  what  it  is  intended  for  !)  a 
circular  hole  is  to  be  cut  out  about  ^  inch 
less  than  the  inside— that  is  to  say,  a  rim  of 
about  ^  inch  is  to  project  all  round  from  the 
rim  of  the  lid. 

We  now  want  what  is  known  in  photo- 
graphy as  a  "  ferrotype  plate  " — i.e.  a  piece 
of  very  thin  sheet  iron.     Most  dealers  in 
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photographic  goods  will  not  sell  less_  than 
four  or  five  dozen  of  them,  and  this  is  too 
many  for  us.  A  photographic  friend  ^yill  let 
us  have  one  gi'atis,  or  a  professional  photo- 
grapher may  agree  to  part  -with  one  for  three- 
pence or  fourpence  if  he  is  attacked  when  in 
a  good  temper.  If  both  modes  of  procuring 
one  fail  us  we  can  get  two  from  Messrs.  Cox 
&  Son,  11  Fetter  Lane,  Fleet  Street,  London, 
E.G.,  for  fourpence  (postage  would  be  about 
twopence  more)  ;  they  are  sold  for  making 
telephones. 

The  ferrotype  plate  having  been  procured 
by  some  means  or  other,  the  next  thing  is  to 
cut  from  it  a  circle  just  small  enough  to  go 
inside  the  rim  of  the  top  of  the  tooth-powder 
box.  You  can  mark  out  the  circle  before 
cutting  it  by  painting  the  top  of  the  rim  of 
the  bottom  of  the  tooth-powder  box  with  ink, 
and  pressing  it  down  on  the  ferrotype  plate, 
when  enough  ink  will  come  off  to  guide  the 
scissors,  and  of  course  the  circle  so  cut  will 
be  the  exact  size  required. 

We  now  have  to  make  the  motive  power 
of  the  machine,  for  there  is  plenty  of  work 
done  in  it  though  it  only  makes  a  noise,— no 
one  can  "  make  a  noise  in  the  world  "  with- 
out doing  plenty  of  work and  to  make  this 
we  take  a  piece  of  soft  iron  rod  about  1^ 
inch  long  and  half  an  inch  in  diameter,  and 
cut  two  circles  out  of  cardboard  IJ  inch  in 
diameter.  The  soft  iron  rod  can  be  bought 
from  any  ironmonger,  and  it  ought  to  be 
quite  soft  enough  to  work  at  once  without 
doing  anything  to  it ;  if  it  is  not,  it  must  be 
heated  red-hot  in  a  good  fire  and  left  among 
the  coals  over-night  to  get  cool  very  gradu- 
ally. It  will  be  remembered  that  this  was 
the  way  we  softened  the  iron  for  the  induction 
coil  and  electro-motor ;  I  only  repeat  it  for 
the  benefit  of  those  who  have  not  seen  those 
articles.  Personally  I  have  always  found  that 
the  ordinary  bars  of  .-^uft  iron  bought  from  any 
ironmonger  are  amply  soft  enough  for  any 
electrical  work. 

You  must  get  the  ironmonger  to  file  the 
ends  of  your  bar  flat :  if  they  are  not  filed 
you  will  have  to  do  it  yourself,  and  a  tine 
job  it  is  ! 

Now  to  go  back  to  the  circles  of  cardboard. 
A  hole  is  to  be  cut  in  each  in  the  centre 
exactly  the  size  to  admit  the  core  of  soft 
iron,  then  by  slipping  the  circles  over  the 
ends  we  get  a  reel.  Now  a  hole  has  to  be 
made  exactly  in  the  centre  of  the  bottom  of 
the  tooth-powder  box,  and  exactly  so  large 
that  the  core  of  soft  iron  will  fit  tightly  into 
it ;  you  can  do  this  again  with  the  fret-saw, 
the  wood  of  which  tooth-powder  boxes  are 
made  is  delightfully  easy  to  cut. 

Now  conies  the  adjustment  of  the  reel.  You 
must  put  the  circles  on  the  core,  and  putting 
one  end  of  the  latter  through  the  hole  at  the 
bottom  of  the  box  you  must  push  the  iron 
through  until  the  top  is  exactly  flush  with 
the  top  of  the  rim  of  the  side  of  the  box. 
One  of  your  circles  will  now  be  much  further 
on  the  core  than  the  other,  and  the  one  at 
the  end  that  is  not  pushed  through  the  hole 
must  be  adjusted  close  to  the  edge,  leaving 
about  of  the  core  projecting,  so  that  we 
have  now  a  reel  formed  at  one  end  of  the 
core,  and  held  in  position  by  the  bottom  of 
the  box.  The  more  stiffly  the  core  fits  the 
hole  the  better,  and  if  it  has  to  be  hammered 
into  its  place  better  still,  only  take  care  not 
to  split  the  wood  of  the  bottom  of  the  box. 

The  circles  being  now  in  their  right  places 
must  not  be  moved  again,  but  the  roller  has 
to  be  wound  with  wire,  for  which  purpose  the 
core  will  have  to  come  out  of  the  box  tempo- 
rarily. Before  beginning  to  wind  the  wire 
get  some  thin  paper  (foreign  note-paper  is 
best)  and  wind  a  piece  round  and  round  the 
core  between  the  circles,  fastening  it,  and  the 
circles  at  its  ends,  to  the  core  by  means  of 
a  small  quantity  of  "  Front's  elastic  glue." 


We  now  have  to  wind  the  wire  on  to  the 
roller.  The  more  wire  the  stronger  the  mag- 
net will  be,  but  sufficient  will  be  about^  two 
ounces.  You  can  get  the  wire  at  most  iron- 
mongers for  6(i  an  ounce;  it  is  generally 
cotton-oovered,  of  a  light  green  colour; 
medium  thickness  should  be  used,  not  too 
fine,  as  this  offers  too  much  resistance  to  the 
current,  and  not  too  coarse,  or  it  will  fill  the 
reel  too  soon. 

We  begin  by  making  a  hole  near  the  core 
in  the  circle  which  is  farthest  on  it,  and  push 
one  end  of  the  wire  through  the  hole  from  the 
inside  of  the  reel.  About  3  inches  should  be 
pushed  through,  to  allow  for  future  manipu- 
lation, and  the  wire  is  now  to  be  wound 
tightly  over  the  paper  covering  the  core,  in 
even  coils  layer  on  layer,  till  the  reel  is  nearly 
full  and  we  have  arrived  at  within  about  3 
inches  of  the  other  end  of  the  wire.  This  is 
now  to  be  passed  through  another  hole  in 
the  same  circle  as  before,  which  hole  will  of 
course  be  further  from  the  centre  than  the 
first.  The  magnet  will  be  much  stronger  if 
two  or  three  folds  of  paper  are  wrapped 
round  it  between  each  layer  of  wire. 

The  coil  is  now  constructed,  and  can  be 
replaced  in  the  tooth-powder  box,  passing 
the  ends  of  the  wire  through  two  holes  in 
the  side  or  bottom  made  to  receive  them. 
Before  leaving  this  part  of  the  instrument  I 
may  remark  that  care  must  be  taken  that 
the  covering  of  the  wire  is  quite  continuous 
throughout,  and  has  not  got  rubbed  off  at 
any  points  ;  if  it  has,  you  must  wind  fine  silk 
over  it  to  cover  it  up  again.  Should  there 
be  a  break  anywhere  in  the  wire  you  must 
carefully  scrape  the  whe  off  the  two  ends 
and  twist  the  wires  firmly  together,  if  possible 
soldering  them  together,  and  then  wind  fine 
silk  over  the  join.  '  It  is  not  necessary  in  this 
machine  to  soak  the  coil  in  melted  paraffin, 
but  it  might  improve  the  insulation  if  the 
covering  of  the  wire  is  thin.  Only  if  there  is 
a  join  and  you  have  tioistecl,  not  soldered,  the 
wires  together,  you  must  not  soak  the  coil  in 
wax,  or  the  melted  wax  gets  between  the  ends 
of  the  wires  and  stops  the  current  (this 
of  course  applies  to  all  electro-magnets, 
and  should  be  remembered  as  a  possible 
cause  of  failure). 

The  core  having  been  pushed  through  the 
hole  again,  up  to  the  circle  of  cardboard, 
the  ferrotype  plate  is  placed  in  the  top 
of  the  box,  and  the  box  shut  up.  Now  the 
ferrotype  plate  must  be  exactly  free  of  the 
end  of  the  core  and  that  is  all.  You  can 
test  this  by  tapping  it.  If  it  vibrates  in 
and  out  it  is  all  right ;  if  the  end  of  core 
is  too  tightly  pressed  against  it  there  will  be 
no  possibility  of  moving  the  centre  in  and  out, 
and  the  core  must  be  driven  further  through 
the  hole  till  it  is  just  free  of  the  ferrotj-pe 
plate. 

Now  comes  another  part  of  the  'mstru- 
ment,  viz.  the  contact-breaker.  The  follow- 
ing is  as  good  a  way  of  arranging  it  as  any. 
Take  a  piece  of  sheet  brass  the  exact  length 
of  the  diameter  of  the  top  of  the  tooth- 
powder  box  and  about  ^  inch  wide,  and  m 
the  middle  of  it  bore  a  hole  which  is  to 
admit  a  brass  screw,— with  a  milled  head 
preferably— one   of  Perry's  penny  paper- 

I  fasteners  will  answer  well,  removmg  the 
loose  disc.  The  screw  should  fit  tightly 
into  the  hole,  so  as  to  screw  easily  up  and 

I  down  when  turned.  To  the  end  of  the  screw, 
which  is  cut  off  flat,  is  soldered  a  short  piece 
of  platinum  wire  inserted  in  a  hole  in  the 
end  of  the  screw  made  to  receive  it ;  it  can 
be  fastened  by  any  other  means  as  long  as  it 
will  screw  up  and  down  and  is  in  contact 
u'ith  the  brass  screw.  Adjust  the  screw  so 
that  the  platinum  point  is  within  a  minute 
distance  of  the  ferrotype  plate  when  the 
brass  support  is  screwed  down  at  the  ends  to 
the  side  of  the  box  lid,  and  screw  it  down 


with  small  screws  flrmly  in  its  position. 
Before  this  is  done,  however,  a  thin  strip  of 
platinum  foil  should  be  soldered  to  the 
upper  surface  of  the  ferrotype  plate,  or  other- 
wise fastened  to  it,— elastic  glue  will 
answer,— this  strip  terminating  in  the  centre, 
and  reaching  to  the  edge  of  the  plate,  leaving 
a  short  piece  over.  A  very  thin  strip  will  be 
enough,  of  the  shape  of  p  in  fig.  1.    Now  the 


Fig.  1.— Sliape  of  platinum  foil,  P,  fastened  to 
ferrotype  plate,  F. 


ferrotype  plate  is  to  be  placed  in  position 
again  (the  side  on  which  the  platinum  foil 
is  fastened  being  outwards,  and  the  end  of 
the  foil  going  down  between  the  edge  of  the 
ferrotype  plate  and  the  wood  into  the  inside 
of  the  box),  and  the  end  of  the  wire  from  the 
coil  which  was  left  inside  the  box  is  to 
be  securely  fastened,  either  by  soldering  or 
otherwise,  to  the  end  of  the  platinum  foil 
which  was  left  loose,  so  as  to  be  in  metallic 
connection  with  it.  A  wire  can  now  be 
twisted  round  or  soldered  to  the  screw  with 
the  platinum  point,  and  the  instrument  is 
complete.  It  has  taken  some  space  to  de- 
scribe, but  I  made  my  own  in  about  half  an 


Fig.  2.— Sectiox  of  simple  Electhic  Trumpet, 
showixg  details  of  vaki0u3  parts. 
A,  Tooth-powder  box.  B,  Electro-magnet,  c.  Paper 
fastener.  D,  Flange  for  screw.  E,  Brass  support 
for  screw,  r,  Ferrotype  plate.  G,  Wire  attached  to 
brass  strip  supporting  screw.  H,  Wire  from  end  of 
coil  attached  to  platinum  foil  at  P.  i,  Wire  from 
the  other  end  of  coil  passing  through  bottom  of 
box. 

hour !  Fig.  2  gives  a  general  view  of  the 
parts  put  together.  The  lid  of  the  box 
should  be  tightly  fastened  down  by  four 
small  screws,  two  of  which  may  be  those 
which  fasten  on  the  brass  strip  holding  the 
screw. 

Now  to  consider  its  action.  The  wire,  I 
in  fig.  2  is  connected  to  one  wire  of  the 
battery,  and  the  wire  g  to  the  other.  The 
current  then  starts  from  the  battery,  round 
the  coil  B,  converting  the  core  into  a  magnet, 
and  up  the  wire  h  to  the  platinum  foil  p, 
along  the  platinum  foil  which  was  fastened 
to  the  upper  side  of  the  ferrotj-pe  plate  f,  to 
the  platinum  wire  which  tips  the  screw  c. 
It  then  goes  up  the  screw  c  along  the 
brass  piece  e  which  is  fastened  to  the  box  by 
screws,  as  shown  in  the  figure,  to  the  wire  g, 
and  so  back  to  the  battery  by  the  other  wire. 


The  screw  o  must  be  therefore  screwed  down 
till  the  platinum  wire  at  its  tip  is  just  in 
contact  with  the  foil  on  the  ferrotype  plate. 
Now  of  course  when  the  current  goes  round 
the  coil,  and  thus  converts  the  soft  iron  into 
an  electro-magnet,  the  latter  instantlj' attracts 
the  ferrotype  plate  which  is  immediately 
above  it.  But  the  latter  moving  its  centre 
nearer  to  the  core,  the  platinum  foil  which  is 
attached  to  it  is  thereby  moved  out  of  con- 
tact with  the  wire  on  the  screw  c  and  the 
current  is  instantly  stopped.  Thereupon  the 
attraction  of  the  magnet  ceases,  and  the 
ferrotype  plate  flies  back  to  its  former  position 
and  so  joins  the  platinum  wire  and  foil,  and 
starts  the  current  again,  and  the  former 
process  is  repeated.  The  ferrotype  plate 
therefore  vibrates  with  tremendous  rapidity 
between  the  core  and  the  platinum  screw. 
Now  the  vibrating  armature  of  an  ordinary 
coil  makes  quite  a  hum  when  hard  at  work, 
but  of  course  a  large  plate  such  as  this 
makes  a  much  louder  noise,  consequently 
you  will  hear  a  ferocious  buzzing,  like  an 
army  of  millions  of  bees  let  loose  from  a  hive, 
and  on  screwing  the  screw  c  up  or  down  till 
you  get  to  the  correct  point  you  will  get  a 
shrill  note  very  like  a  penny  whistle.  If 
screwed  up  the  vibrations  are  slower,  and  a 


deeper  note  is  produced  ;  if  screwed  down  the 
vibrations  are  more  rapid  and  a  higher  note 
is  sounded.  Therefore  you  can  amuse  your- 
self by  screwing  it  rapidly  up  and  down,  or 
adjusting  it  by  pressing  the  brass  piece  with 
your  finger,  and  a  little  practice  will  enable 
you  to  bring  out  a  sort  of  tune  produced  by 
electricity ! 

When  j'ou  have  become  tired  of  jingling 
out  your  tune  j'ou  can  fix  the  electric 
trumpet  up  in  a  permanent  position,  adjust- 
ing the  wires  from  the  battery  so  as  to  pass 
through  an  ordinary  "  press  "  which  may  be 
in  another  room.  The  trumpet  will  then 
begin  buzzing  or  hooting  whenever  the 
button  of  the  press  is  pushed  in,  and  stop 
when  the  pressure  is  released.  In  this  way 
of  course  the  trumpet  will  act  as  a  "call" 
instead  of  a  bell,  and  as  the  double  wire  can 
be  easily  hidden  under  the  carpet  and  in 
dark  corners,  and  painted  to  msttch  whatever 
wood-work  it  crosses,  you  can  arrange  it  from 
an  upstairs  room  to  a  downstairs  one  or  vice 
versa  with  very  little  trouble.  I  give  an 
illustration  of  the  method  of  connecting  the 
battery  and  trumpet  with  one  switch  or 
"  press,"  to  show  how  to  arrange  the  series 
(see  fig.  3). 

The  trumpet  made  in  the  very  simple  way 


I  have  described  will  not  produce  a  very  loud 
noise,  but  quite  loud  enough,  if  properly  put 
together,  to  attract  a  person's  attention  who 
was  in  the  room  when  it  went  oil.  The 


Fig.  3. — Methoi)  of  coxxectixi;  TRtjjirET  to 
Battery  and  oni;  1'i;j;ss. 

■When  the  button  r  is  pnshn-il  in,  tlie  spring  A  touclics 
the  metal  jiicce  B,  ami  coinpk-tes  tlie  eircuit.  On 
removing  tlie  finger  from  j',  the  spring  separates 
from  B,  anil  tlie  current  is  stopped,  r,  Press. 
h,  Battery,    t.  Trumpet. 

sound  can  be  rendered  louder  by  fixing  a. 
cardboard  funnel  or  "  cornucopia  "  to  the 
front  of  the  tooth-powder  box,  to  make  a 
kind  of  horn. 

(7*0  be  continued.) 


THE  CAMP  AND  THE  CASTLE. 

By  THE  Author  of  "  The  Castles  of  England,"  etc. 


ENGLAND  is  rich  in  examples  of  the  military 
architecture  of  the  past,  and  camps  and 
burhs  and  castles,  the  three  stages  of  ancient 
fortification,  are  to  be  found  in  all  its  counties. 
Sometimes,  on  the  same  site,  we  have  all  the 
stages  of  growth,  and  then  we  can  more 
easily  realise  what  the  works  of  our  old 
engineers  were  like.  But  to  do  so  requires 
some  imagination.  A  wooded  mound  or  an 
old  stone  ruin  covered  with  ivy  may  be  pic- 
turesque enough  in  the  landscape,  but  to 
really  understand  its  appearance  when  in  use 
we  have  to  clear  away  all  that  gives  it  cha- 
racter. The  tower  which  time  has  moulded 
into  beauty  was  nothing  but  terrible,  as 
Mason  says,  when  it  frowned  with  all  its 
battlements. 

A  castle  was  simply  the  form  of  fortress 
at  a  certain  period.  It  had  a  long  pedigree. 
Some  of  our  fortifications  are  very  ancient. 
There  were  camps  before  there  was  history. 
Many  think  we  have  even  Euskarian  camps, 
but  as  most  of  these  were  admittedly  used 
by  the  Britons  we  need  not  separately  dis- 
tinguish them. 

The  British  camp  was  on  a  hill,  generally 
in  some  inaccessible  spot,  and  defended  by  a 
deep  trench.  It  was  of  no  particular  shape, 
but  the  most  was  made  of  the  irregularities 
of  the  ground.  It  was  not  a  place  of  abode, 
but  a  refuge,  and  hence  there  was  no  need 
of  a.  copious  water-supply.  Sometimes  a 
spring  is  present,  but  rarely,  and  as  a  rule 
the  stream  flows  some  distance  down  outside 
the  fortification.  The  camp  had  but  one 
entrance,  and  this  was  defended  by  fallen 
trees.  The  height  of  the  bank  from  the 
ditch  was  occasionally  increased  by  its  edge 
being  surmounted  by  a  breastwork — also  of 
fallen  trees  and  interlacing  brushwood ;  but 
this  does  not  seem  to  have  been  always  the 
case. 

It  should  be  remembered  that  there  were 
two  races  of  Britons,  those  before  the  Ilomans, 
and  those  after  them,  and  that  these  were 
separated  from  each  other  by  as  wide  an 
interval  as  separates  us  from  the  days  of 
Henry  VII.  A  British  camp  may  therefore 
be  pre  Eoman  or  post-Eoman.  As  a  rule, 
those  we  have  are  mostly  pre-Koman,  which. 


I.  —  THE  CAMP. 

being  naturally  strong  places,  have  been  occu- 
pied in  turn  by  every  race  on  the  war  path  in 
this  country.  At  Wareham  in  Dorset,  Tam- 
worth  on  the  Warwickshire  border,  and  Wal- 
lingford  on  the  Thames  there  are,  however, 
earthworks  which  are  roughly  on  the  Koman 
plan  and  yet  bear  no  traces  of  Eoman  occu- 
pation, and  these  can  be  fairly  ascribed  to 
the  later  Britons. 

The  Eoman  camp  was  a  very  different 
affair  in  either  of  its  three  forms.  The 
nearest  approach  to  the  Wareham  style  was 
in  the  Castra  exj^loratorm,  the  temporary 
camps  pitched  during  the  advance  into  the 
enemy's  country.  Of  a  more  permanent 
and  elaborate  kind  were  the  Castra  astiva,  or 
summer  camps,  used  as  a  base  of  operations 
during  a  campaign  ;  and  more  elaborate  still 
were  the  Castra  hibcrna,  or  winter  camps, 
and  the  Castra  statira,  or  permanent  camps, 
which  served  as  strongholds  by  which  the 
district  was  held  in  subjection.  The  explo- 
ratoria  and  a'stiva  are  the  camps  that  have 
left  their  traces  on  the  hills.  In  many  cases 
the  site  of  the  castruvi  is  now  known  as  the 
castle.  There  is  one  at  Castle  Acre  in  Nor- 
folk, another  at  Egbury  Castle  near  Andover, 
another  at  Godwin  Castle  near  Painswiek ; 
and  many  others  will  occur  to  the  reader. 
The  stativa  were  generally  on  low  ground,  and 
invariably  stood  round  a  good  water-supply. 
They  were  always  rectangular,  while  in  the 
temporary  camps  the  squareness  was  adhered 
to  only  as  far  as  the  contour  of  the  ground 
would  permit.  As  a  rule,  it  is  the  castniiii 
of  the  stativa  which  has  become  the  cliestcr, 
though  sometimes  it  lingers  on  as  castle,  as 
in  Eichborough  Castle  near  Sandwich,  and 
Burgh  Castle  near  Yarmouth. 

There  is  a  Eoman  camp  at  Caistor  in  Nor- 
folk which  is  1,319  feet  long  and  1.120  feet 
wide ;  there  is  another  in  Sherwood  Forest 
which  is  1,251  feet  long  and  720  feet  wide; 
but  the  typical  legionary  camp  was  2,320  feet 
long  and  1,G20  feet  wide.  It  contained  accom- 
modation for  a  consular  army  consisting  of 
two  legions,  each  of  4,200  foot  and  300  horse, 
together  with  the  usttal  complement  of  allies, 
making  in  all  10,800  foot  and  1,800  horse.  It 
was  surrounded  by  a  ditch  or  fossa  a  yard 


deep  and  5  feet  broad,  the  earth  dug  out 
being  thrown  inwards  and  forming  the  agger, 
which  was  G  feet  high  from  the  bed  of  the. 
ditch  ;  and  on  the  agger  came  the  vallum,  or 
palisade,  composed  of  the  wooden  sticks  which 
were  carried  by  each  soldier.  In  the  stativa 
the  ditch  was  wider  and  deeper,  and  the  ram- 
part was  of  sodded  earth  or  of  stone  flanked 
by  towers,  and  this  agger  was  crowned  with 
crenellated  parapets,  or  the  stakes  were 
laced  together  with  wattles  or  transverse 
timbers.  And  on  this  rampart  were  round 
and  square  towers,  with  their  walls  projecting 
and  re-entering  so  as  to  command  the  full' 
length  of  the  fortification. 

In  the  camp  were  four  gates.    One  at  the 
narrow  end  facing  the  foe,  called  Porta  Pre- 
toria ;  opposite  to  it  in  the  rear  was  the 
Porta  Decumana  ;  on  the  left  side,  about  two 
fifths  of  the  waj'  down,  was  the  left  Porta 
Principalis,  and  opposite  to  it  was  the  right 
Porta  Principalis,  a  broad  road,  the  Via  Prin- 
cipalis, running  between  the  two.  In  the  very 
centre  of  this  main  road  was  the  grmna,  or 
measuring  point,  from  which  the  camp  was 
laid  out.    From  it  to  the  Pretorian  gate  ran 
a  road,  the  Pretorian  Way,  sixty  feet  broad  ; 
immediately  behind  it  stood  the  altars  on 
which  the  sacrifices  were  made,  flanked  by 
the  Auguratorium   on  which  the  auspices 
were  taken,  and  the  Tribunal  from  which  the 
commanding  officer  addressed  the  troops. 
Behind  these  was  the  Pretorium,  or  general's 
tent,  which  thus  looked  straight  down  the 
Pretorian   Way.     Eight   and  left  of  the 
general  lay  the  staff.    Skirting  the  camp  in- 
side lay  the  infantry,  and  lining  the  Pre- 
torian Way  were  the  cavalry,  all  being  in 
tents,  all  the  tents  opening  on  to  the  roads 
and  cross-roads  by  which  the  camp  was  di- 
vided.   So  clearly  was  the  camp  marked  out 
and  measured  off  that  the  men  on  their  arri- 
val at  once  went  to  their  stations  as  if  to 
barracks  in  some  well-known  city.    At  each 
of  the  four  gates  was  a  strong  guard,  and  out- 
side, at  some  distance,  were  pickets  of  cavalry 
and   infantry,   while    round  the  rampart 
marched  the  sentries,  who  were  relieved  four 
times  during  the  night.    Complete  plans 
of  these  Eoman  camps  are  given  in  many 
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dictionaries,  and  to  them  our  readers  can 
refer  for  further  details  of  arrangement. 

When  it  was  recognised  that  the  camp 
was  to  be  permanent,  the  ofiicers  and  soldiers 
were  lodged  in  huts  built  of  clay,  brick,  or 
wood,  and  thatched  or  tiled  over.  Outworks, 
called  antemuralia  and  procastria,  defended 
the  gates,  and  the  towers  were  provided  with 
machines  for  hurling  projectiles.  When,  as 
happened  in  time,  a  city  sprang  up  and  it 
became  advisable  to  fortify  it,  the  Komans 
would  surround  it  with  two  strong  walls  of 
masonry  separated  by  an  interval  of  twenty 
feet,  which  was  filled  in  with  earth  and 
stones  until  they  reached  the  top,  where  a 
parapet  walk  was  formed,  sloping  towards  the 
town  so  as  to  throw  otf  the  water,  and  de- 
fended on  the  outer  side  by  the  embattled 
outer  wall.  In  one  corner  there  was  gene- 
rally a  fort  which  commanded  the  walls  ;  and 
this  plan  of  the  city  was  the  forerunner  of 
the  plan  of  the  castle.  When  the  Eomans 
left  our  shores,  however,  they  took  their 
camping  ideas  with  them,  and  it  was  on  the 
Continent  that  the  growth  from  their  camps 
to  the  stone  castles  took  place.  Among  us 
the  development  was  along  a  different  line. 

In  the  fifth  century  the  English  arrived  to 
scourge  theEomano-Britcn,  and  in  the  eighth 
century  came  the  Scandinavian  to  worry  the 
Englishman  and  end  by  settling  down  with 
him.  Both  brought  the  same  ideas  of  forti- 
fication with  them.  When  they  landed  they 
threw  up  camps  in  circular  form,  or  else 
fortified  headlands  with  a  ditch  and  ram- 
part. All  round  the  coast  we  have  these 
camps  ;  most  of  them  very  small,  though  one 
at  Flamborough  is  three  and  a  half  miles 
long.  As  the  invaders  moved  inland  they 
at  first  took  possession  of  the  existing  camps, 
but  after  a  time  they  began  to  plan  camps  of 
their  own.  And  these  English  camps,  or 
burhs,  give  us  the  chief  origin  of  the  Norman 
castle.  In  the  Saxon  Chronicle  fifty  burhs 
are  mentioned,  and  of  these  over  forty  have 
been  identified. 

The  defences  of  the  country  were  com- 
pleted by  the  dykes,  long  earthworks  con- 
sisting of  a  ditch  and  a  mound,  running  for 
many  miles.  There  was  the  Wansdyke,  the 
boundary  of  Mercia,  which  extended  from 
Portishead  on  the  Bristol  Channel,  and 
crossed  the  Thames  to  end  at  Kinsey. 
There  was  Offa's  Dyke,  which  served  as  the 
Welsh  boundary,  and  went  from  Chester  to  the 
Wye.  There  was  the  Grimsdyke,  which  can 
still  be  traced  in  Hertfordshire,  Bucking- 
hamshire, and  Wiltshire.  And  there  was 
the  Devil's  Dyke,  dividing  Mercia  from  the 
land  of  the  East  English.  These  dykes  were 
strengthened  at  intervals  by  the  burhs,  or 
camps,  as  we  now  call  most  of  them. 

The  British  camp,  as  we  have  seen,  was  of 
irregular  shape  ;  the  Roman  camp  was  rect- 
angular ;  the  English  camp  was  circular,  or 
rather  doubly  circular,  as  a  rule.  The  con- 
figuration of  the  ground  had  seldom  an 
influence  on  its  plan.  In  the  first  place,  a 
truncated  cone  of  earth  was  thrown  up  and 
left  to  settle  at  its  natural  angle.  This  cone 
was  from  tvyfelve  to  sixty  feet  high,  and  was 
formed  by  throwing  up  the  earth  dug  out  of 
a  broad  circular  ditch.  Connected  with  this 
principal  mound  was  a  lower  court,  more  or 
less  rounded  or  horse-shoe-shaped,  and  also 
having  a  bank  and  a  ditch.  On  the  top  of 
both  mound  and  base  court  was  high  pali- 
sading, the  mound  being  the  fort,  the  other 
enclosure  being  occupied  by  the  stables  and 
offices.  These  burhs  are  quite  common,  and 
in  the  Chronicle  we  have  the  dates  when 
many  of  them  were  made. 

The  burh  was  really  the  castle,  and  in  the 
days  of  the  Confessor  it  came  to  be  called  so. 
It  was  the  residence  of  the  great  man  of  the 
district,  his  fortified  home  in  fact.  The 
house  was  on  the  top  of  the  mound,  and  was 


built  of  half-trunks  of  trees  set  upright  and 
clamped  between  horizontal  logs  above  and 
below.  Around  it,  along  the  edge  of  the 
plateau,  was  a  high,  close  paling,  and  along 
the  outer  edge  of  the  ditch  was  another  paling, 
the  palings  being  continued  in  each  case 
round  the  base  court,  which  a  similar  palisade 
shut  off  from  the  mound.  Across  the  ditches 
were  plank  bridges,  and  in  the  enclosure 
were  a  few  wattle-and-daub  huts.  This 
method  of  defence  was  peculiarly  English 
and  Scandinavian,  and  was  as  characteristic 
of  Normandy  as  of  England.  It  seems  to 
have  been  in  high  fashion  during  the  eighth 
century,  and  it  lasted  until  the  time  of  the 
Norman  Conquest. 

(To  he  continued.) 
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W.M.  J.  C.  Dodds,  41,  Colmer  Road,  South  Streatliam. 
Adolf  Marx,  26,  Buckland  Crescent,  Belsize  Park> 
N.w. 

Tommy  Miller,  3,  Melville  Terrace,  West  Park  Road,. 
Duuilee. 

J.^MES  Rough,  138,  Nicholson  Street,  Edinburgh. 
James  G.  Jackson,  Violet  Bank,  Newark  Drive,  Pollok- 

shields,  Glasgow. 
W.M.  D.iVis,  Holme  House,  Gargrave,  vid  Leeds. 
H  AMI  [.ton  Bush,  63,  Hurd's  Buildings,  Prome. 
Wm.  p.  Stacey',  55,  Buckingham  Road,  Southgate 

Road,  N. 

Wm.  Henderson,  1,  Bickerton  Street,  Lark  Lane, 

Sefton  Park,  Liverpool. 
E.  Stentiford,  10,  Wyndham  Lane,  Plymouth,  Devon. 
Alfred  Monro,  136,  Akerman  Road,  Brixton,  s.w. 
James  Kidney,  Lower  Broomfield,  Cheetham  Hill,, 

Manchester. 
W.  H.  Bush,  32,  Eaton  Place,  Brighton. 
Ivan  E.  Biss,  The  Priory,  Exeter. 
Arthur  B.  Neate,  High  Street,  Pewsey,  Wilts. 
Edw.ard  Nicholson,  13,  Trulock  Road,  Tottenliam. 
Bernard  Foskett,  30,  Copleston  Road,  Denmark  Park, 

s.e. 

Willlvm  Deas,  Harrow  Green  School,  Leytonstone. 
ErntiST  Evans,  „  „ 

Arthur  Lutterloch,      „  „ 
Leonard  Rumbold,         „  „ 
Christopher  Seymour,    „  „ 
{To  be  continued.) 


OUR  NOTE  BOOK, 


A  Novel  Cdeling  Match. — A  somewhat 
novel  curling  match  took  place  last  winter 
on  the  Langholm  Pond,  the  ministers  of  the 
Established,  Free,  United  Presbyterian,  and 
Episcopal  Churches  playing  the  doctors  ami 
lawyers  of  the  town.  A  close  game  resulted 
in  the  defeat  of  the  clergymen  by  two  shots. 

Cheltenham  College  Old  Boys. — 
Cheltsnham  College,  which  completes  this 
year  the  first  fifty  years  of  its  existence,  must 
now  be  added  to  the  list  of  those  great  public 
schools  which  rejoice  in  a  printed  register  of. 
their  "  old  boys,"  and  some  very  distin- 
guished names  the  "  Cheltenham  College 
Register,"  edited  by  Mr.  A.  A.  Hunter, 
contains.  Mr.  John  Morley  and  Sir  Henry 
James  are  the  most  distinguished  statesmen, 
while  Mr.  W.  E.  H.  Lecky  and  Mr.  F.  W.  H. 
Myers  represent  literature.  The  Protestant 
Archbishop  of  Dublin,  the  Dean  of  Chichester, 
Dr.  Pigou,  and  two  Oxford  heads  of  Houses 
—the  Eev.  W.  W.  Merry  and  the  Kev.  E.  J- 
Wilson— are  the  most  distinguished  Church- 
men that  the  college  has  produced  ;  while 
the  army,  as  might  be  expected  from  a  school 
that  was  one  of  the  first,  if  not  the  first,  t& 
adopt  a  "  modern  side,"  is  numerously  repre- 
sented by  officers  who  have  served  with 
distinction,  the  best  known  name  being  that 
of  Colonel  J.  D.  H.  Stewart,  the  companion 
of  General  Gordon  at  Khartoum. 


CHESS. 


Problem  No.  267. 
By  B.  Schuldeb. 


a       b      c      d      e       f      g  h 


b      c      d      e       f      g  h 


I  wiiiTK.  I       8+6  =  14  pieces 
White  to  play,  aud  mate  in  three  (3)  moves. 


Two  Unique  Deawn  Problems. 

iJlatliy's  book  of  long  problems  also  eon- 
tains  Meyer's  "Ellipse"  and  "Square." 
Some  composers  think  more  of  the  Ellipse 
than  of  the  Square,  but  the  latter  took  much 
longer  to  compose,  for  the  main  difficulty 
was  to  introduce  the  double  motion  in  the 
Square.  The  Ellipse  works  only  one  way, 
but  in  the  Square  the  King  can  go  to  the 
right  or  left,  and  thus  describe  the  figure  in 
two  ways.  The  Ellipse  was  composed  in 
January  1879,  and  the  Square  was  begun  in 
July  1879  and  finished  in  1887.  The  stipu- 
lations to  each  are  :  White  to  play  and  draw  ; 
and  the  men  are  placed  thus  : — 

The  Ellipse. 

White,  K— Q  5  ;  E— K  E  8  ;  B— Q  B  sq. ; 
Kts— K  Kt  4  and  K  E  4  ;  P— Q  E  2.  Black, 
K— K  2  ;  Q— K  Kt  8  ;  Es— K  B  8  and  K  E  8  ; 
Bs — Q  sq.  and  Q  E  sq. ;  Kts — Q  Kt  2  and 
Q  R  4  ;  Ps— Q  R  5,  Q  Kt  3,  Q  B  2,  Q  B  7, 
K  B  2,  K  B  6,  K  Kt  2  and  K  Kt  7. 

The  Square. 

White,  K— K  5  ;  E— Q  R  7  ;  B— Q  B  5  ; 
Kts— K  4  and  K  6  ;  Ps— K  Kt  3,  K  Kt  5,  and 
K  Kt  7.  Black,  K— K  sq. ;  Q— Q  Kt  8  ;  E— 
K  8 ;  Bs— K  Kt  sq.  and  K  R  7  ;  Kts— Q  R  4 
and  Q  B  8 ;  Ps— Q  R  7,  Q  Kt  2,  Q  Kt  6,  and 
K  Kt  7. 


TO  CHESS  CORRESPONDENTS. 

M.  E. — Problems  can  be  made,  in  which  Black  is 
compelled  to  prevent  a  threatened  dual,  thus  : — 

White,  K— Q  sq. ;  Kt— Q  Kt  8  ;  Ps— Q  Kt  3,  Q  2, 
K  B  3,  K  E  2,  aud  K  E  6.  Black,  K— Q  6  ;  B— Q  sq.  ; 
lets— Q  R  4  and  K  Kt  4  ;  Ps— Q  5,  K  R  2,  and  K  R  6. 
White  mates  in  2  moves. 

Black  has  12  moves,  every  one  of  which  prevents  the 
dual  mate.  The  result  woidd  be  the  same  it  the  B  were 
placed  on  K  E  3. 

J.  S. — Slater's  collection  of  problems,  which  we  an- 
nounced two  years  ago  (Vol.  XI.  p.  25(i ),  has  not  yet 
appeared,  and  there  has  not  been  any  news  about  it 
since  then. 

0.  T.  B.— You  consider  your  No.  37  a  longer  end- 
game tli.inthat  mentioned,  but  we  call  yours  a  problem, 
saying  that  such  a  position  docs  not  occur  in  a  well- 
played  game.  The  Paris-Berlin-London  eud-game  com- 
position has  only  5  pieces,  and  can  well  happen  in  a 
game,  but  your  clever  problem  of  18  pieces  is  given 
here  for  the  criticism  of  our  readers. 

White,  K— K  3  :  Ps-Q  R  6,  Q  Kt  2,  Q  Kt  7,  Q  B  3, 
Q  B  5.  K  B  2,  K  Kt  3,  K  R  2.  Black,  K— Q  Kt  sq.  ; 
Ps— Q  R  5,  Q  Kt  4,  Q  B  3,  Q  B  5,  K  B  2,  K  Kt  2,  K  Kt  5, 
K  B  2.    White  to  play  aud  mate  iu  lOS  moves. 


Musicu,   (R.A.M.V— 1.  The   articles  on  "  Musical 

Glasses  "  are  reprinted  iu  "  Indoor  Games."   2.  The 

glaze  is  due  to  borax. 
W.  How'E. — Massage  is  merely  "  rubbing,"  shampooing 

in  tlie  true  sense  of  the  word,  rubbing  the  flesh  well 

over  with  the  naked  hand. 

G.  E.  Wrstox. — There  is  perhaps  no  book  at  the  price 
at  present  to  be  compared  with  Howard  Saunders' 
'•  Dictionary  of  British  Birds,"  price  one  guinea, 
published  by  Gurney  &  Loug,  Paternoster  Row. 

A.  E.  Ku.vG-FAn  (Shanghai). — It  is  quite  possible  to 
see  the  moon  move.  Watch  the  occultatiou  of  a  star, 
and  you  will  have  no  doubt  of  it. 

Inquisitive.— 1.  Yoirr  eyes  are  in  a  bad  way,  and  you 
should  consult  au  ocidist— not  an  optician— with 
regard  to  them.  Get  your  ordinary  medical  adviser 
to  make  an  appointment  for  you  with  some  man  of 
eminence,  or  go  to  the  hospital.  2.  Do  not  shave 
at  all. 

A  Gym.vast.— Tour  best  plan  would  be  to  get  "Indoor 
Games,"  and  study  the  gymnastic  exercises. 

T.  A.  L.  G.— The  biseuit-tin  will  do  first-rate  for  the 
tray,  but  we  have  given  the  comjjosition  so  many 
times  that  we  really  cannot  repeat.  See  "Indoor 
Games." 

Inquirer.- The  Index  to  Volume  VII.  has  long  been 
out  of  print. 

Weather  Wise. — Canada  for  choice  ;  but  such  situa- 
tions are  not  easy  to  obtain.  It  might  help  you  to 
apply  to  the  Cluef  Clerk,  Emigrants'  Information 
OfBce,  Broadway,  Westminster,  s.w. 

Ask  Nothing  More. — You  can  buy  Marionettes  at 

Hawley's  Noah's  Ark,  High  Holboru,  w.c,  and  at 

many  first-class  toy  shops. 
T.  Doors.— There  should  be  no  apostrophe  with  Xmas, 

but  sucli  things  depend  very  much  on  the  custom  of 

the  house. 

B.  B  [.tiXDtiiM. — In  a  steam  fire  engine  the  pumps  are 
worked  by  steam,  but  the  whole  apparatus  is  drawn 
by  horses.  Were  it  driven  by  steam  it  would  be  a 
Idcomofcive  on  an  orilinary  road,  and  as  such  would 
come  under  tlie  Act  of  Parliament  affecting  traction 
engines,  and  thus  be  unable  to  travel  at  more  than 
five  miles  au  hour. 

Jack  Frost.— Pure  water  will  freeze  at  32°  Fahrenheit 
at  the  sea  level ;  but  impure  water,  being  more  or 
less  of  a  Sdlntion,  will  not  freeze  at  so  high  a  tem- 
peraturi',  ln-n'^e  s.ilt  water  iloes  not  freeze  at  32°.  By 
boili)iL'  wiiUT  \nii  i>rnl,  i!ily  mean  boiled  water,  and 
thelHiilrd  water  .suiiiin-ud  to  be  purer  than  the 
unboiled. 

Yacht  (Huddersfield). — You  are  not  likely  to  get  a 
job  until  you  have  been  apprenticed  ;  but  apply  to 
an  engineering  firm  aud  show  them  one  of  the  models 
yon  have  made. 

Phonographer. — Anyone  can  get  a  Christmas  or 
Summer  Number  by  ordering  it.  It  does  not  matter 
if  you  take  in  the  'paper  weekly  or  monthly ;  your 
newsagent  is  mistaken. 

Dksespoir  will  give  tlu'eepence  each  for  Nos.  247,  304, 
319,  320,  321  and  the  inde.xes  to  Volumes  V.  aud  VI. 
Address,  Sheen  House,  Upper  HoUoway.  x. 

H.  M.  R. — A  good  deal  of  Clifton  Suspension  Bridge  is 
the  old  bridge  that  used  to  span  the  Thames  at 
Hungerford ;  some  of  the  same  bridge  was  used  on 
the  scaffolding  of  the  Forth  Bridge. 

H.  M.  S.— The  Recruiting  Department  of  the  Royal 
Navy  is  in  Spring  Gardens,  s.w. 

Right  WixG,  Outside. — The  best  book  on  Football  is 
unquestionably  our  eighteenpenny  volume  in  the 
Bookshelf  Series.  See  the  advertisement  in  our 
monthly  parts. 

Charlie. — Use  burnt  sienna  for  colnurin-j  your  brick- 
work; if  it  is  not  red  enough  adil  a  little  crimson 
lake.  Your  sample  is  all  wrong,  no  bricklayer  would 
lay  bricks  in  that  style ;  look  at  a  wall  again.  To 
preserve  the  colours  of  evergreens,  bake  the  specimens 
in  sand. 

EXL.'kRQED  Toe -Joint  CA  Reader).- It  may  be  a 
bunion  or  a  chalky  deposit.    Show  it  to  a  surgeon. 

Red  Nose  (T.  N.).— See  back  Correspondence.  Indi- 
gestion or  weak  circulation.  Try  cod-liver  oil  and 
Malt  Extract,  best  from  the  Kepler  solution.  If 
there  are  pimples  as  well,  we  have  no  doubt  a 
solution  of  cau-de-cologne,  with  one  grain  of  corro. 
sive  subUmate  to  the  ouuce— made  up  by  a  chemist 
Und  carefully  labelled  POISOX— might  do  good. 
Wet  the  p.art  with  this  twice  or  thrice  a  day. 

Not  Well  ('■(  Mnfi  L  nt  ").— Come,  now,  let  us  have 
some  of  that  <-iiiiti  l.  i]ci..  Isn't  it  yoin-self  and  not 
vour  brother  who  liavcdnno  wrong  aud  are  suffering  ? 
Try  the  cold  bath,  (■wil-l;\or  oil,  outdoor  exercise, 
and  purity  of  mind  an  i  Ijudy. 

Pairixg  Canaries  (Canary).— No  ;  not  in  the  same 
cage.  Divide  it  by  a  partition  that  the  pairs  cannot 
see  through. 


Breeding  Mice  (S.  S.). — No  ;  leave  the  he  one.  We 
try  iu  breeding  to  imitate  nature  in  every  way. 

Rats  (Rata).— There  is  no  such  book.  But  we  treaton 
them  froiu  time  to  time. 

Violin  and  Mice  ( Ainiie  Hatch).—].  Wash  the  violia 
bow  and  let  it  dry  in  the  air.  2.  A  cage  to  each  pair 
of  dormice,  3,  Do  you  mean  Jerboas  ?  They  come 
from  Africa,  the  Crimea,  etc.  We  know  several  girls 
who  are  like  you,  fond  of  snakes. 

Nervousness  (A  Sufferer). — Y'ou  cannot  be  too  much 
iu  the  open  air,  nor  can  you  exercise  too  much  so  loug 
as  it  does  not  affect  the  breathing.  Take  tun  drops 
of  tincture  of  iron  in  water  after  meals,  tlirice  daily, 
for  three  weeks.  Vide  answer  (last  portion)  to 
"  Confident." 

Fresh  Water  Aquarium  (.1.  Barrett).— We  have  had 
several  articles  ou  the  subject,  and  may  have  others 
in  due  course. 

Running  and  Skating  (A.  T.  E.).— 1.  Do  not  spurt 
too  much.  Running  with  a  coat  ou  takes  it  out  of 
one  arul  sweats  tlie  man  down.  2.  Roller-skating 
will  at  least  give  confidence  to  one  before  learning 
ice-skating.  Y^on  don't  meau  to  go  ou  the  ice  with. 
roller  skates,  surely 

Navy  Surgeon  (P.  0.).— We  have  given  a  paper  on 
this  subject.    Get  your  degree  first. 

Retriever  Puppy  (H.  Pain). — Feed  on  bread  and 
milk  with  boiled  Spratt  cake,  and  gravy,  bits  of 
meat,  and  big  bones  to  gnaw,  four  times  a  day.  lat« 
and  early.  Give  unbounded  exercise  aud  fun.  i?leuty 
of  fresh  water  and  a  good  bed. 

Nervous  Again  (McGregor). — Attention  to  the  general 
health,  the  cold  bath,  aud  plenty  to  occupy  the 
mind. 

Dog's  Nose  White  (Reader).— It  will  come  aU  right 
in  time.  Some  breeils  are  born  so,  then  spots  come 
which  join  till  the  nose  is  aU  black. 

Books  ox  Birds  (H.  Pearce).— Many  thanks. 

Ix  A  Dilemma  (L.  0.  S.  T.).—  From  all  you  say  we  feel 
almost  sure  you  are  all  riL^ht  and  need  not  worry.  It 
would  be  as  well,  however,  to  cousidt  a  doctor 

S.  H.  C.  (Bournemouth  >, — 1,  Butterflies  are  usually* 
killed  by  sliarply  jiiiii'ijiiig  the  thorax  from  beneath, 
just  whei'e  tlic  jmIu  the  body.  For  moths,  use 
either  cldor(jform  or  a  "  killing-bottle,"  charged  with 
cyauide  of  potassium  (a  deadly  poison,  remember). 
For  dragonflies  the  same.  The  larger  beetles  are  best 
killed  by  dashing  them  into  boiling  water.  For  the 
smaller  species  make  a  killitig-bottle.  and  cliarge  it 
witli  bruised  laurel  slioots.  In  this  \ou  must  leave 
them,  after  death,  for  a  period  varying  from  twenty- 
four  hours  to  a  week,  in  order  that  the  stiffened 
limbs  may  relax.  2.  Depends  upon  the  species. 
Keep  your  pupie  out  of  the  sun,  where  earwigs,  etc., 
cannot  get  at  them.  3.  Put  some  naphthaline  iu  the 
boxes. 

An  ExToitOLOGisT. — A  "  creasy  "  moth  can  never  be 
properly  restored,  alt  lion  L'li  .-umcthing  may  be  done 
hj  the  carefid  apphcatiim  of  benzine.  But  grease 
can  always  be  prevented  hy  stulfing  the  moth  before 
it  is  set.  The  stout-bodied  moths  aud  the  "  swifts  " 
shotxld  always  be  treated  iu  this  manner. 

A.  G.  Worcester. — Answcrt d  over  aud  over  again.  A 
water-pipe  bursts  when  it  freezes,  not  when  it  thaws. 
When  water  freezes  it  increases  in  volimie,  hence  the 
burst :  when  it  thaws  there  is  no  increase.  But  when 
it  is  frozen  it  cannot  run  aud  show  the  damage; 
when  it  thaws  it  can. 

E.  J.  Grixdlay.— 1.  Impossible.  The  plates  can  only 
be  issued  as  they  are.  The  trade  would  not  be 
bothered  with  tliem  month  after  meuitli  if  they  came 
in  any  otiier  \\"ay,  i-'ir-r  eiuiiieer,  £20  a  mouth; 
second,  i;i-j  :  tliird,  ill',  Tlie  best  way  in  is  through 
the  shops  of  the  jicople  who  make  marine  eugiues. 

R.  Frezols. — 1.  In  the  early  days  the  collecting-boxes 
iu  the  churches  were  opeueil  ou  Christmas  Day  and 
their  contents  distributeil  the  day  after.  From  tliis 
gift  to  the  poor  came  the  Christmas  Box  and  Boxing 
Day.  2.  If  yon  .are  hcaltliy  the  morning  bath  will 
do  you  uo  harm  no  matter  wliar  your  occupation 
may  be.  If  you  are  not  heaithy  }  ou  should  consulta 
doctor.  3.  It  is  coming  ;  aud  that  is  all  we  cau  say 
at  present. 

G.  S.  Hirst. — 1.  All  the  information  is  obtainable  from 
the  dealers'  catalosues.  for  which  see  cur  advertise- 
ment WTapper.  Tliere  is  a  book  on  forgeries  which 
you  might  get  through  Lincoln  or  Buhl.  2.  E.  & 
b.  E.,  etc.  mean  "  Errors  and  Omis-sious  Excepted," 
or  something  of  that  sort :  or  it  may  be  a  ledger 
mark,  particidarly  with  a  foreign  honse. 

Pagaxini.— Materials  for  violin-making,  both  wood 
aud  tools,  are  obtainable  of  Haynes  &  Co..  14,  Gray's 
Inn  Ro.id,  w.c.  They  also  sell  vioUns  and  musical 
instruments  of  all  kiufls.  With  regard  to  concer- 
tinas, some  of  them,  Euglisli  ones,  cost  as  much  as 
£17,  but  you  can  get  a  very  fair  one  for  about  £4. 
As  to  the  "common  German  variety,  we  rather  doubt 
if  it  is  a  musical  instrument ;  it  can  be  bought  any- 
where for  a  few  sliillings. 
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CHAPTER  XX. — "FAMA  YOLAT." 

THE  Modern  seniors  had  certainly  experienced  a  rim 
of  bad  luck  since  tlie  inauguration  of  the  strike, 
which  was  to  have  brought  their  rivals  down  on  their 
knees  and  secured  for  the  Modern  side  a  supremacy  in 
Fellsgarth. 

■  The  second  Eendlesham  match,  the  defection  of 
Corder,  the  mutiny  of  tlie  juniors,  the  disbanding  of  the 
clubs,  the  row  with  the  head  master,  and  finally,  the 
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defeat  of  Brinkman  by  his  own  victim, 
might  be  held  to  be  enough  to  chasten 
their  spirits,  and  induce  them  to  ask 
themselves  whether  the  game  was  worth 
the  candle. 

B'.-'',  such  is  the  infatuation  of  wrong- 
headedness,  tliey  still  breathed  vengeance 
on  some  one ;  and  this  time  their  victim 
was  to  be  Rollitt. 

The  grudge  against  him  had  been 
steadily  accuuudatiiig  during  the  term. 
His  outrage  on  tlie  gentle  Dangle  wa<?  yet 
to  be  atoned  for.  His  crime  of  playing^  in 
the  fifteen  was  yet  unappeased.  His  con- 
tempt of  the  whole  crew  of  his  enemies 
was  not  to  be  pardoned.  Even  his  rescue 
of  the  lost  juniors  told  against  him,  for 
it  had  helped  to  tmii  the  public  feeling  of 
the  school  in  favour  of  those  recalcitrant 
young  rebels.  So  far  there  had  been  no 
getting  at  him.  He  would  not  quarrel. 
He  would  not  even  recognise  the  exist- 
ence of  any  one  he  did  not  care  for. 

But  now  a  chance  had  come.  The 
more  they  discussed  it,  the  more  morally 
certain  was  it  that  he  was  answerable  tor 
the  disappearance  of  the  money  from  the 
club  funds.  The  very  reluctance  of  his 
own  house  to  take  action  in  the  matter 
showed  that  they  at  least  appreciated  the 
gravity  of  the  suspicion. 

It  was  a  trump  card  for  the  Moderns. 
By  pushing  it  now,  they  would  be  doing 
a  service  to  the  school.  They  would  pose 
as  the  champions  of  honesty.  They  would 
be  mortifying  the  Classics,  even  while 
they  pretended  to  assist  them ;  and,  above 
all,  they  would  wipe  out  scores  with 
Rollitt  himself,  in  a  way  he  could  not  well 
disregard. 

Clapperton  and  Dangle  were  not  super- 
latively clever  boys  ;  but,  whether  by 
chance  or  design,  they  certainly  hit  upon 
an  admirable  method  for  bringing  the 
matter  to  a  crisis. 

Dangle  took  upon  himself  to  confide  his 
suspicions,  as  a  dead  and  terrible  secret, 
to  ^Vilcox,  a  middle-boy  of  Forder's  house, 
and  notorious  as  the  inost  prolific  gossip 
in  Fellsgarth  ;  who,  moreover,  was  known 
to  have  several  talking  acciuaintances  in 
the  other  houses. 

Wilcox  received  Dangle's  communi- 
cation with  astonishment  and— oh,  of 
course,  he  wouldn't  breathe  a  word  of  it 
to  any  one,  not  for  the  world  ;  it  was  a 
bad  business,  but  it  was  Fisher  I's  busi- 
ness to  see  it  put  right,  and  so  on. 
^  That  night  as  Wilcox  and  his  friend 
Underwood  were  retiring  to  rest,  the 
former  confided  to  the  latter,  under  the 
deadliest  pledge  of  secrecy,  that  there  was 
a  scandal  going  on  about  the  school 
accounts.  He  mightn't  say  more  except 
that  the  fellow  suspected  was  one  of  the 
last  he  himself  should  have  dreamt  of, 
altliough  others  might  be  less  surprised. 

That  was  not  all.  Next  morning  he 
sat  next  to  Calder,  a  Classic  boy,  in 
Hall,  and  asked  him  if  he  coidd  keep  a 
secret. 

Oh  yes,  Calder  could  keep  any  amount 
of  secrets. 

Then  Wilcox  told  him  the  same  story 
that  he  had  confided  to  Underwood,  only 
adding  that  the  amount  in  question  was 
said  to  be  several  pomids. 

Calder  hazarded  the  names  of  several 
boys  ;  but  Wilcox  shrugged  his  shoulders 
at  them  all. 

"  You'd  better  not  ask  me,"  he  said ; 
"  it  will  only  get  out  and  make  trouble." 


"  Oh  !  but  I  promise  I  wouldn't  tell  a 
soul,"  said  Calder. 

"  I  can't  tell  you,  tho^igh.  But  I'll 
tell  you  this.  You'd  never  guess  the 
fellow  had  had  as  much  in  his  pocket  all 
his  life." 

"  What — do  you  mean  Eollitt '?  "' 

"  I  can't  tell  you,  1  say.  I'm  not  at 
liberty  to  mention  names." 

The  rumour  thus  admirably  started 
went  on  merrily. 

Before  nightfall  it  was  known  in  half  a 
dozen  Modern  studies  that  the  Club  funds 
had  been  robbed  of  £10  or  t'1'2  1  ly  a  Classic 
boy,  and  that  he  was  beiu.;  shiL-kled  by 
his  own  seniors.  On  the  Classic  side  four 
or  five  fellows  whispered  to  one  another 
that  Rollitt  had  been  caught  in  the  act  of 
stealing  money  out  of  Fisher  I's  rooms  a 
day  or  two  ago. 

Soon  one  enterprising  gossip  sent  the 
story  of  Widow  Wisdom's  boat  rolling  in 
and  out  with  the  rumour  of  the  stolen 
money.  Encouraged  by  that,  some  one 
else  hinted  that  there  had  been  deficiencies 
last  term  as  well  as  this  ;  and  in  and  out 
with  the  new  story  was  started  the  report 
that  last  term  Rollitt  had  set  up  with  a 
fishing  tackle  and  book  of  Hies  worth  ever 
so  much. 

A  couple  of  days  later  the  number  of 
boys  in  the  secret  had  multiplied  fast,  and 
Rollitt,  as  he  walked  across  the  green  to 
Hall  or  class,  was  watched  and  pointed 
out  mysteriously  by  a  score  or  more  of 
curious  boys. 

Of  course  the  story  grew  to  all  sorts  of 
curious  shapes.  Percy  (who  was  the  first 
of  the  invalided  juniors  to  appear  in 
his  usual  haunts)  had  it  from  Rix,  who 
had  had  it  from  Banks,  who  had  had  it 
fi'om  Underwood,  who  had  had  it  from 
Wilcox,  who  had  had  it  from  Dangle,  who 
had  been  present  on  the  occasion,  that 
Eollitt  had  met  the  head  master  in  a  lane 
near  W'idow  Wisdom's,  and  holding  a 
pistol  at  his  head  hail  ujade  liim  turn  out 
all  his  pockets,  and  relieved  him  of  fifty 
pounds. 

Percy  said  he  didn't  believe  it. 
Whereupon  Eix  reduced  the  amount  to 
thirty  pounds. 
Percy  still  could  not  accept  the  stoiy. 
Whereat  Eix,   anxious   to   meet  his 
friend  as  far  as  possible,  substituted  a 
walking-stick  for  the  pistol. 

Still  Percy's  gullet  could  not  swallow 
even  what  was  left. 

Whereupon  Rix  suggested  that  it  was 
open  to  doubt  whether  it  was  the  Doctor 
who  was  robbed  or  Fisher  i.  It  might 
haxe  been  the  latter. 

Still  Percy  looked  sceptical. 
Which  called  forth  an  explanation  that 
Eix  did  not  mean  to  say  that  Dangle 
actually  witnessed  the  occurrence ;  but 
that  he  knew  it  for  a  fact  all  the  same. 
Percy  shock  his  head  still. 
And  Rix,  feeling  much  injured,  laid  the 
scene  of  the  outrage  in  Fisher's  study, 
and  conceded  that  the  money  might  be-  i 
long  to  the  clubs,  and  might  be  only  five 
pounds. 

Percy  had  the  temerity  once  more  to  ! 
express   doubt.    Whereupon   Eix   flatly  ; 
declined  to  come  down  another  penny  in 
the  amount,  or  alter  his  story  an  iota,  ^ 
with   one   possible   exception:  that  the 
money  may  have  been  taken  when  Fisher  i 
was  not  in  his  room. 

Percy  considered  the  anecdcie  had  been 
boiled  down  sufficiently  for  himian  con- 


sumption, and  grieved  Eix  prodigiously 
by  saying  that  he  knew  all  about  it 
weeks  ago,  and  what  did  he  mean  by 
coming  and  telling  hhu  his  wretched 
second-hand  stories  '? 

However,  whatever  variations  the 
rumour  underwent  as  it  passed  from 
hand  to  hand,  it  managed  to  retain  its 
three  most  salient  points  aU  through — 
namely,  that  Fisher  i  had  been  robbed; 
that  the  money  taken  belonged  to  the 
club;  and  that  the  suspected  thief  was 
Rollitt. 

For  a  week  or  two  Eollitt  remained, 
profoundly  ignorant  of  the  charges  agamst 
him.  His  unapproachable  attitude  Vv'as 
tlie  despair  both  of  friend  and  enemy. 
Yorke,  who  would  have  given  anything 
to  let  him  have  an  opportunity  of  denying 
or  explaining  the  charge,  was  at  his  wit's 
end  how  to  get  at  him.  Dangle,  on  the 
contrary,  who  was  chiefly  interested  in 
the  penalties  in  store  for"the  thief,  was 
•  equally  at  a  loss  how  to  bring  him  to 
bay. 

He  would  see  no  one.  He  shut 
hixuself  in  his  study  and  fastened  the 
door.  In  class  and  HaU  he  was  practically 
deaf  and  dumb  ;  and  in  his  solitary  walks 
by  the  river  it  was  as  much  as  any  one's 
comfort  for  the  whole  term  was  worth  to 
accost  him. 

By  one  of  those  strange  coincidences 
which  often  bring  the  most  unlikely 
persons  into  sympathy,  Yorke  and  Dangle 
I  each  decided  to  write  what  they  hesitated 
to  say. 

\  Yorke  had  endless  difficulty  over  his 
letter.  He  could  not  bring  'himself  to 
belie\-e  Eollitt  a  thief,  yet  he  could  not 
deny  that  suspicions  existed.  Still  less 
could  he  evade  his  duty  as  captain  to  see 
I  things  right.  The  latter  duty  he  might 
■  haie  put  off  on  Mr.  Waketield  or  the 
Doctor.  But  the  mere  reporting  to  them 
of  the  circumstances  woiild  fix  the  sus- 
picions on  Rollitt  more  pointedly  than 
tliey  were  already,  and  certainly  more 
pointedly  than  Yorke  wished  theni  to  be. 

"  Dear  RoUitt,"  he  wrote,  "I  hope  you 
\\\\\  not  resent  my  writing  to  tell  you  of  a 
rumour  which  is  afloat  very  injurious  to 
you,  and  one  which  I  feel  quite  sure  you  can 
dispose  of  at  once.  I  woidd  not  write  about 
it,  only  I  am  very  anxious  for  the  sake  of 
e\  erybody  you  should  deny  it  and  so  shut 
up  others  who  would  be  glad  enough  if  it 
were  true.  A  sum  of  money,  about  £'4  10s., 
belonging  to  the  club  funds  has  been  lost 
from  Fisher  I's  room.  The  riunour  is 
that  you  have  taken  it,  and  those  who 
accuse  you  make  much  of  the  coincidence 
that  about  the  time  when  the  money  was 
said  to  be  lost,  you  spent  a  similar  sum 
in  the  purchase  of  a  new  boat  for  Widow 
isdom.  If  I  didn't  feel  quite  sure  you 
would  be  able  to  deny  the  charge  and 
explain  anything  about  it  that  seems 
suspicious,  I  should  not  have  cared  to 
write  this. 

"  Yours  truly, 

"  C.  Yorke." 

Dangle's  letter  was  less  ingenuous. 
The  secretary  of  the  Fellsgarth  clubs 
has  been  requested  to  ask  Rollitt  the 
following  questions  in  reference  to  a  sum 
of  about  £4  10s.  missing  fi-om  the  fimds 
in  the  treasurer's  hands. 

'•  1.  Is  it  true  that  Rollitt  was  seen  at 
the  door  of  Fisher  I's  room  on  Saturday 
afternoon.  September  21,  at  a  time  when 


everybody  else  was  absent  from  the 
house  ■? 

"  2.  Is  it  true  that  immediately  after- 
wards Rollitt  paid  five  pounds  for  a  new 
boat  for  Widow  Wisdom  ? 

"  3.  Where  did  that  money  come  from  ? 

"  4.  Does  Rollitt  know  that  he  is  sus- 
pected by  every  boy  in  Fellsgarth  of 
having  stolen  it ;  and  that  now  that  the 
Clubs  are  dissolved  the  treasurer  will  be 
called  upon  to  refund  the  money  '? 

"  5.  What  is  Rollitt  going  to  do  ?  Does 
he  deny  it '?  If  not,  will  he  take  the 
conseqviences  ? 

"  Signed  for  the  Club  Committee, 

"  T.  Dangle,  Sec." 

Fisher  ii,  the  only  boy  to  whom  a 
missive  to  the  school  lierndt  might  safely 
be  entrusted,  was  on  his  way  to  Rollitt's 
study  with  the  captain's  note  in  his  hand, 
when  he  was  met  on  the  stairs  by  Cash. 

"What  cheer,  kid?"  said  the  latter. 
"  Where  are  you  off  to  ?  " 

"  Takmg  a  letter  to  Rollitt,"  said 
Fisher  ii. 

"  That's  just  what  I  am,  from  Dangle. 
I  say,  you  may  as  well  give  liim  the  two. 
No  answer.  Ta-ta."  And  he  thrust  his 
missive  into  Fisher's  hands. 

It  was  just  as  easy  to  hand  Rollitt  two 
letters  as  one.  So  Fisher  proceeded  on 
his  errand. 

RoUitt  was  writing  a  letter,  which  he 
hurriedly  put  aside  when  the  messenger 
entered. 

"Get  out!"  he  said,  looking  up.  But 
when  he  saw  who  the  intruder  was  his 
tone  relaxed  a  little. 

•■  Fislif  i-  II  ■?    Better  '?  " 

"  Yes,  tlianks.  I  had  a  cold,  but  that 
was  all.  I  say,  Rollitt,  you  were  an  awfiU 
brick  helping  us  down  tliat  night." 

'•  Nonsense  !  "  said  Rollitt,  pulling  out 
his  paper  and  going  on  writing. 

"Here  are  two  letters  for  you,"  said 
the  boy. 

Rollitt  motioned  him  grulHy  to  lay  them 
down  on  the  table  and  depart — which  he 
did  gladly. 

Rollitt  went  on  writing.  It  may  be  no 
breach  of  confidence  if  we  allow  the  reader 
to  glance  over  his  shoulder. 

"  Dear  Mother, — You  ask  me  if  I  am 
happy  and  how  I  like  school.  I  am  not 
happy  and  I  hate  Fellsgarth.  Nobody 
cares  about  me.  It's  no  use  mj' trying  to 
be  what  I  am  not.  I  am  not  a  gentleman, 
and  I  hope  I  never  shall  be,  if  the  fellows 
here  are  specimens.  Just  because  I'm 
poor  they  have  nothing  to  do  with  me. 
I  don't  complain  of  that.  I  prefer  it. 
I'd  much  sooner  be  working  for  my  living 
like  father  than  wasting  my  time  at  a 
place  like  this.  If  those  ladies  would 
give  the  money  they  spend  on  keeping 
me  here  to  you  and  father  it  would  do 
much  more  good.  There  is  only  one  boy 
I  care  about  here,  and  he  is  a  little  f;llow 
who  was  kind  to  me  of  his  own  accord, 
and  doesn't  fight  shy  of  me  because  I've 
no  money  and  live  on  charit}'.  I  would 
ever  so  much  rather  come  and  live  at 
home  at  the  end  of  this  term.  It  would 
be  even  worse  at  Oxford  than  it  is  here ; 
and  the  ladies,  if  they  want  to  be  kind, 
will  let  me  leave.  I  know  you  and  father 
want  me  to  become  a  grand  gentleman. 
I  would  a  h.'indred  times  ratlier  be  what 
I  really  am  and  live  at  home  with  you. 
"  Your  loving  son, 

"Alfred." 


,  This  dismal  letter  concluded,  the  writer 
produced  his  books  and  began  work,  heed- 
less of  the  two  letters  on  his  table,  which 
lay  all  day  where  Fisher  ii  had  deposited 
them. 

He  went  in  and  out  to  class,  and  those 
who  watched  him  saw  no  signs  of  trouble 
in  his  demeanour.  In  the  afternoon  he 
stole  up  to  the  river  with  liis  rod  ;  and  any 
one  who  had  seen  him  land  his  three- 
pounder,  and  leave  it,  as  he  left  all  liis 
fish,  at  Widow  Wisdom's  cottage,  would 
have  been  puzzled  by  his  indifferent  air. 

That  evening,  as  he  was  about  to  go  to 
bed,  he  discovered  the  letters. 

Dangle's  letter,  which  he  opened  first, 
he  scarcely  seemed  to  heed.  The  sight 
of  the  name  at  foot  was  sufficient.  He 
crumpled  it  up  and  tossed  it  in  the  corner. 

But  Yorke's  aroused  him.  He  read  it 
through  once  or  twice  and  his  face  grew 
grim  as  he  did  so.  Presently  he  went  to 
the  corner  and  picked  up  Dangle's  letter 
j  and  once  more  read  it.  Then  he  crumpled 
up  botli  together,  and  instead  of  going  to 
bed  sat  in  his  chair  and  looked  at  the  vv  all 
straight  in  front  of  him. 

The  next  day  tliose  who  watched  him 
saw  him  go  into  school  and  out  as  usual, 
except  that  he  seemed  less  listless  and 
more  observant.  He  glanced  aside  now 
and  then  at  the  groups  of  boys  who  stood 
and  looked  after  hire,  and  his  face  had  a 
cloud  on  it  which  was  almost  thunderous. 

"  Did  you  give  niy  letter  to  Rollitt '?  " 
said  Yorke  to  Fisher  ii. 

"  Yes,  yesterday  ;  and  one  from  Dangle 
too,"  said  the  junior. 

"  D.-iiiij-je  !  "  saidtlie  captain  to  himself; 
"he'ii  tiiiiilc  we  are  in  collusion.  Why 
ever  didn't  1  leave  it  alone  " 

He  felt  thus  still  move  when  later  on  in 
the  day  Dangle  came  over. 

"  I  hear  you  have  written  to  Rollitt  for 
an  .  explanation.  It  was  about  time. 
What  does  he  reply  ?  " 

Yorke's  back  went  up  at  the  dictatorial 
tone  of  the  mquirj'. 

"  If  there  is  anything  to  tell  you,  yoit 
will  hear,"  said  he. 

"  That  means  he  hasn't  replied,  I  sup- 
pose. I  have  taken  care  that  he  shaU 
reply.    I  have  told  Forder  all  about  it." 

"  Yott've  told  Forder  '?  You  cad  !  "  ex- 
claimed Yorke,  in  a  tone  which  made 
Dangle  thankfitl  he  was  near  the  door. 

"Yes,"  snarled  he.  "It  maybe  your 
interest  to  shield  a  thief,  but  it's  not  in 
the  interest  of  Fellsgarth.  Yon  won't 
take  the  matter  up ;  Forder  vnll.  I've 
told  him  you  know  about  it  and  will  give 
him  aU  the  particulars.  Hope  you'll  enjoy 
it." 

And  he  disappeared,  only  just  in  time 
for  his  own  comfort. 

Yorke's  rage  was  unbounded.  Of  all 
the  masters,  Mr.  Forder  was  the  one  he 
would  least  have  chosen  to  take  up  an 
affaiv  of  this  kind.  He  was  harsh,  un- 
sympao/i.'.tic,  hasty.  And  of  all  persons 
to  prime  tlie  master  in  the  circumstances 
of  the  case.  Dangle  was  the  least  to  be 
trusted. 

His  temptation  was  to  go  at  once  to 
RoUitt  and  force  the  matter  to  a  conclusion 
before  Mr.  Forder  had  time  to  interfere. 
Things  v.  gre  going  from  bad  to  worse. 
Would  they  never  come  right  again  ? 

Next  morning,  before  he  could  decide 
what  to  do,  a  message  came  from  Mr. 
Forder  requesting  him  and  his  fellow  pre* 
fccts  to  come  acrc'j  to  the  master's  room. 


In  no  amiable  frame  of  mind  they  obeyed . 
As  they  expected,  Clapperton,  Brinkman.,, 
Dangle,  and  Fullerton  were  also  present.. 

"  This  is  a  most  serious  case,"  said  Mr.. 
Forder.  "  Yorke,  I  understand  you  know 
more  about  it  than  any  one.  Will  ymi 
kindly  say  all  yottknow  ?  " 

"I  know  nothing,"  said  the  captain, 
"except  that  I  believe  the  story  isgromjd- 
less." 

"  That  is  unsatisfactory.  In  a  matter 
like  this,  there  must  be  nothing  like 
sheltering  the  wrongdoer." 

"  It's  because  we  were  afraid  of  that,, 
sir,"  said  Clapperton,  "that  we  thought  it 
right  to  tell  yoti  about  it." 

"  Of  course.  Fisher  i,  perhaps  you  wil3 
tell  us  about  the  missing  money." 

Fisher  i  briefly  related  his  loss  and  the- 
efforts  he  had  made  to  discover  it. 

"And  what  are  your  grounds  fo-r  s.ns- 
pecting  Rollitt '?  " 

"  I  don't  suspect  him,  sir ;  or  rather  I 
should  not  if  it  were  not  for  what  Dangle 
has  said  about  him." 

Thereupon  Dangle  was  called  upon  to. 
repeat  his  accusation. 

"  It  seems  to  me,"  said  the  masJeri,. 
"  we  require  two  important  witnesses  to., 
make  the  case  clear.  I  believe  Mrs.^. 
Wisdom  is  in  the  house  at  prosentr.  Will 
you  inquire,  Fullerton,  and  if  so,  tell  her-- 
to  come  here  '?  And  will  you,  Fisliei.-  ij.., 
fetch  your  brother  ?  " 

After  a  painful  delay,  in  which  the  riva?l_ 
seniors  sat  glaring  at  one  another,  andthc!> 
master  made  notes  of  the  evidence  so  tai*, , 
the  two  witnesses  were  forthcoming, 

WidoM'  Wisdom  had  nothing  to  fay/ 
except  in  praise  of  Master  Rollitt,  and  was; 
glad  enougii  in  support  of  it  to  relate  the- 
incident  of  the  boat,  and  even  producsJha. 
receipt,  which  she  carried  about  Yike  rj 
talisman  in  her  pocket.  She  had  no  idcri, 
that  her  glowing  testimony  was  to  be  iiscti 
against  her  favotirite,  or  she  would  ii  i\  ■ 
bitten  off  her  tongue  sooner  than  give-  u. 

As  for  Fisher  ii,  confused  and  abashed  i 
in  the  presence  of  so  many  seniors,  he- 
blundered  out  his  story  of  the  eventfuV 
half-holiday,  looking  in  vain  towards  his 
brother  to  ascertain  if  he  was  doing  welli 
or  ill.    He  blabbed  all  he  knew  aboi;A^ 
Rollitt ;  the  condition  of  his  study,  the  , 
nature  of  his  solitary  walks,  the  poverty, 
of  his  possessions — everything  that  coulil . 
possibly  confirm  the  suspicions  against ,, 
him ;   and  forgot  to  mention  aiajything'-- 
which  migiiu  in  the  least  avail  on  the,, 
other  side. 

At  the  close  of  the  cotnt-martial  Mr. ,. 
Forder  summed  up. 

"I  am  afraid  it  is  a  very  clear  case,'"' 
said  he.    "  It  is  very  painful  to  think  thaf, 
a  Fellsgarth  boy  should  come  to  such  ts- . 
pass.    The  matter  must  be  reported  to 
the  head  master.    But  before  doing  so  it , 
would  be  fair  to  see  Rollitt  and  hear  wiiat , 
he  has  to  say.    We  have  no  right  to  con- 
demn any  one  unheard.  If  he  is  inn-eent 
it  will  be  easy  for  him  to  prove  it.  Fisher  i, 
will  you  kindly  tell  him  to  come  '?  " 

Fisher  i  reluctantly  obeyed.  It  wass, 
nearly  half  an  hour  before  he  returned,, 
and  then  he  came  alone. 

"  I  cannot  find  Rollitt,  sir.  He  is  not, 
in  the  house.  He  was  absent  from, 
morning  call  over.  And  the  housekeepei' 
says  he  was  not  in  his  room  this  morning.^ 
ani  that  his  bed  was  not  slept  in 
night." 

(Tj  be  conlinuej.'i 


Vlie  Boy'^^  0\ri\  Papef. 


MAUEICE   KEEDIC;    OE,  THE  MYSTERY   OP  ECBATANA. 

By  a.  Laurie, 

Author  of A  Marvellous  Conquest,"    Raymond  Frk:oU"  etc. 


THAT  same  eveuiiig  Maurice  and  the 
magus  met  near  the  Goul  Hek  with 
twenty  Guebre  workmen,  who  had  arrived 
one  after  the  other,  noiselessly,  and  glidmg 
like  shadows  across  the  dark  plain. 
Catherine  and  Leila  were  in  safety  in 
the  cave  guarded  by  the  white  panther. 
Hassan  was  to  watch  at  the  mouth  of  the 
well ;  if  anything  suspicious  approached 
he  was  to  whistle  so  as  to  warn  the 
workers.  He  was  also  to  give  the  signal 
to  cease  work  an  hour  before  the  dawn, 
when  the  men  would  come  up  and  return 
home  in  order  that  their  absence  might 
not  be  noticed.  At  sunrise  the  well  would 
be  shut  up,  the  slab  hidden  mider  the 
bushes,  Maurice  and  his  sister  back  at  the 
camp,  and  no  one  any  the  wiser  for  what 
had  been  happening  at  Goul  Hek  during 
the  night. 

At  the  outset  the  work  was  very  difficult; 
the  rock  m  whicli  the  spherical  chamber 
l-iad  been  cut  was  so  hard  that  it  seemed 
almost  impossible  that  it  had  ever  been 
pierced  or  that  it  concealed  a  secret 
passage.  Nevertheless  the  workmen, 
•encoiu-aged  by  the  old  Guebre,  persisted  in 
their  attempt  to  di-ive  a  hole  through  it 
towards  the  north. 

When  the  first  difficulty  was  sur- 
mounted, they  reached  a  more  friable 
material,  which  Kerdic's  skilled  eyes  im- 
mediately recognised  as  an  artificial  con- 
glomerate made  by  the  hand  of  man. 

This  observation,  which  he  communi- 
cated to  Goucha  Nichin  without  delay, 
gave  reason  for  hope  that  they  were  on 
the  right  road.  The  laboiu:  had  now 
become  much  easier  ;  two  men  only  were 
needed  at  the  pickaxes,  the  rest  having 
enough  to  do  to  carry  away  the  rubbish 
by  the  basketful. 

After  working  for  seven  days,  or  rather 
seven  nights,  they  had  dug  out  a  tunnel 
exactly  one  himdred  and  seven  cubits 
long,  as  measured  by  the  magiis,  and  nine 
feet  high  and  live  wide,  so  as  to  give  room 
for  the  pickaxes  to  work.  Under  the 
■Guebre's  orders  a  large  chamber  was  ex- 
3avated  at  the  end  of  this  tumiel,  and 
then,  changing  the  dnection,  a  passage 
driven  off  to  the  west  at  right  angles. 

Here  again  the  groiind  was  friable  and 
was  easily  removed.  On  the  thu'd  day,  at 
4he  forty-ninth  cubit,  the  pickaxe  struck 
'igainst  a  brick  wall,  which  was  soon 
cleared,  and  revealed  on  the  left  hand  an 
open  doorway  edged  with  gi-anite. 

The  Guebre  was  amazed  at  the  result 
obtained  by  merely  trustingto  the  compass. 
Maurice,  lantern  in  hand,  was  just  entering 
the  doorway,  followed  by  the  Guebre, 
when  Hassan's  whistle  warned  them  of 
the  approaching  dawn,  and  they  had  to 
retire. 

The  Guebre  and  Maurice  talked  about 
their  discovery  on  their  way  along  the 
tunnel.  The  old  maguS  was  as  eager  as 
his  companion  to  explore  the  subterranean 
passage,  but  he  mistrusted  the  presence 
and  curiosity  of  the  workmen. 

"  I  cannot  reconcile  myself,"  he  said, 
"  to  allowing  these  men  to  explore  this 
mysterious  place  in  om'  company.  They 
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are  obedient  and  faithful  undoubtedly, 
but  how  canst  thoir  tritst  the  ignorant 
who  are  so  fond  of  the  miraculous  ?  They 
are  quite  capable  of  noising  our  discovery 
abroad,  and  if  the  Governor,  Abdul  Azim, 
gets  wind  of  it,  he  will  imagine  we  ha^■e 
found  some  hidden  treasure  and  wiU  want 
his  share,  and  aU  the  fruit  of  our  labours 
will  be  lost." 

"I  am  quite  of  your  way  of  thinking," 
said  Maurice,  '•  and  I  propose  that  we 
visit  the  gallery  alone.  When  we  have 
been  all  along  it  we  shall  know  where  it 
leads  to,  and  can  see  if  the  workmen's 
help  is  indispensable  to  us." 

"Yes,"  said  the  old  man,  "but  how 
about  thy  sister  ?  " 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  asked  Maiurice, 
in  surprise. 

"  The  women  of  Faranghistan  are  not 
submissi\'e ;  they  speak  before  the  men 
of  their  family,  they  sit  at  table  with 
them.  If  the  girl  will  come  here,  how 
wilt  thou  stop  her  ?  " 

"Do  not  worry  yourself  about  that," 
said  Maurice,  with  a  smile.  '•  The  women 
of  Faranghistan  are  as  reasonable  as  we 
are,  and  sometimes  more  so,  and  if  I 
explain  to  my  sister  that  her  presence 
would  interfere  with  oiu-  plans,  be  sure 
that  she  herself  would  propose  to  remain 
with  Leila." 

The  old  man  shook  his  head  and  looked 
somewhat  incredulous. 

"  The  exploration  may  be  difficult,"  he 
said,  after  a  silence;  "it  may  take  time. 
We  may  find  ourselves  at  any  moment  on 
the  edge  of  a  well,  of  a  chasm  dug  by 
those  who  have  made  the  passage.  Thou 
and  I  alone  are  too  few.  What  a  pity 
that  the  young  Faranghi  is  not  a  boy ! 
She  coidd  then  have  accompanied  us.  Or 
else  that  yotmg  ofticer  who  is  as  merry  as 
a  child.  M'e  ought  to  be  three  at  the 
least.  I  dare  not  trust  any  of  the  work- 
men." 

"  There  is  no  difficulty,"  said  Maurice  ; 
"  let  us  take  Gargaridi.  He  is  absurd,  I 
admit,  but  he  has  the  interest  of  the  mis- 
sion at  heart,  and  would  do  all  he  could 
to  beat  the  Governor  and  the  German, 
whom  he  believes  to  be  at  the  bottom  of 
our  trouble.  Let  us  take  him.  I  am  siure 
we  shall  have  no  cause  to  regret  it." 

"To  tell  the  truth,"  said  the  magus, 
with  an  ironical  smile,  "  he  does  not  ap- 
pear to  be  any  madder  than  the  other 
men  from  the  West.  We  will  take  him 
tlien.  To-morrow  I  will  pro^•isionally 
dismiss  the  workmen." 

"  What  reason  will  you  give  them  for 
stopping  the  wwks  '?  "  ! 

After  a  few  moments'  thought  the 
magus  replied,  "  Thou  hast  doubtless 
noticed  the  ancient  characters  cut  on  the 
granite  edge  of  the  doorwaj'?  Well,  I 
w'ill  say  to  them  that  the  inscription  in 
sacred  letters  forbids  us,  under  pain  of 
terrible  pimishment,  either  t©  enter  the 
gallery  or  to  reveal  its  secret  to  any  liv- 
ing soul." 

"  But  is  that  really  the  meaning  of 
that  inscription  ?  "  said  Kerdic. 
"  Why  dost  thou  wish  to  know  ?  " 


"  Fear  not  that  I  want  to  renoimce  the 
enterprise  ;  "  and  then  he  added  to  him- 
self, "  but  I  wish  to  know  if  you  do  not 
stick  at  a  falsehood." 

"  What  matters  the  meaning  of  the 
oracle,"  said  the  magus  with  his  enig- 
matic smile,  "  if  credulous  men  accept  it 
as  given  to  them  by  the  priest  ?  " 

"  Very  good,"  said  Maurice,  smiling  in 
turn ;  "  do  as  you  like.  All  I  ask  is  that 
you  take  me  to  the  subterranean  temple." 

They  arrived  at  Goucha  Nichin's  dwell- 
ing. On  hearing  the  voice  of  the  magus, 
the  two  girls  came  out  of  the  interior  cave 
which  served  as  Leila's  room,  and  which 
she  shared  with  her  friend. 

They  were  told  of  the  discovery,  and 
it  was  agreed  that  the  following  night  the 
two  explorers  would  descend  the  well  ac- 
companied by  Gargaridi,  who  would  carry 
provisions  in  ca^e  they  were  forced  to 
spend  more  time  underground  than  they 
expected,  and  also  that  he  would  bring 
matches,  candles,  dark  lanterns,  etc. 

Catherine,  as  the  magus  had  foreseen, 
had  a  great  wish  to  accompany  her 
brother,  but  when  he  had  explained  that 
her  presence  might  hamper  his  liberty  of 
action  and  probably  prevent  his  giving 
his  whole  attention  to  the  road  and  the 
dangers  it  might  offer,  she  gave  in,  not 
without  chagrin. 

"  I  tremble,  I  confess  it,"  she  said,  "  at 
seeing  you  go  down  this  unknown  gulf, 
and  I  shall  need  a  great  effort  to  keep 
myself  from  going  with  you,  dear 
brother." 

And  she  wiped  her  eyes  as  she  spoke. 
The  Guebre,  understanding  from  her  face 
wliat  she  said  to  Maurice,  looked  at  him 
and  said  jeeringly : 

"What  did  I  tell  thee?  The  women 
of  Faranghistan  are  not  submissive. 
Look  at  Leila ;  her  ciuriosity  is  as  strong 
as  that  of  the  yoimg  Faranghi,  and  she 
may  have  better  reasons  for  thinking  we 
may  discover  something  singular.  But 
the  head  of  the  family  has  spoken,  and 
she  knows  how  to  be  silent !  " 

"  Truly,  Goucha  Nichin,"  said  Cathe- 
rine, vivaciously,  "  you  are  seeking  a 
strange  quarrel  with  me.  Allow  me  to 
teU  you  that  if  you  were  to  your  grand- 
child what  my  brother  is  to  me,  she 
might  not  perhaps  take  yoiu"  departure 
quite  so  coolly." 

The  old  Guebre  regarded  Catherine 
from  imder  his  thick  e^-ebrows  with  a 
very  displeased  expression,  while  Leila 
fixed  on  him  a  look  of  fear,  terrified  as 
she  was  at  the  boldness  of  her  friend. 

"Anyhow,"  said  Miumce,  cutting  him 
short,  "  the  ladies  of  Faranghistan  are  not 
accustomed  to  hear  their  conduct  criti- 
cised as  you  have  just  done,  and  my 
sister,  treating  me  as  a  friend  and  not  as 
a  tT,-rant,  is  not  afi-aid  to  tell  me  what  she 
feels  in  acting  as  I  wish.  Adieu  till  this 
evening.  My  sister  will  come  as  usual 
and  seek  the'  hospitality  of  her  charming 
friend,  and  she  will  wait  here  for  my  re- 
tsrn  as  you  proposed." 

Brotlier  and  sister  retiu-ned  to  the 
camp,  and   in  the  evening,  before  the 
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moon  had  risen,  the  two  sxplorers  took 
leave  of  tlie  girls,  who  were  to  remain  in 
charge  of  little  Hassan,  who  was  quite 
proud  of  his  new  dutv  as  protector,  and 
they  set  out  for  the  GoiU  Hek,  followed 
by  Garga..ridi,  heavily  loaded  with  a  huge 
basket  of  provisions. 

"It  is  not  for  me,"  he  said,  as  if  he 
were  rather  annoyed  when  Maimce  asked 
him  about  the  quantity  of  provisions  he 
,  had  brought.  "I  want  nothmg.  I  can 
t  go  for  twenty-four  hours,  forty-eight  hours 
'  even,  without  eating,  but  Monsieur  is,  as 
I  they  say,  a  good  hand  with  a  knife  and 
fork,  and  that  old  bonze  there  does  not 
*   look  as  though  he  fed  on  air." 

"As  you  please.    But  the  way  may 
be  long,  and  I  don't  know  if  you  will 
I   be  able  to  caiTy  this   bm-den '  all  the 
I  time." 

,      "  J3ah  !  "  said  Gargaridi,  recovering  his 

;  good  humour,  and  winking  his  eye.  "  We 
will  find  a  way  to  lighten  it,  I'll  warrant ! 

.  There's  none  too  much  here,  trust  an  old 

■  soldier  for  that." 

And  he  clasped  the  basket  to  his  heart, 
as  if  he  were  afraid  some  one  would  take 
it  away  from  him. 

The  three  travellers  were  soon  at  the 

:  bottom  of  the  weU.  The  gaUery  to  which 
the  doorway  with  the  inscription  in  Pelilvi 
gave  access  was  large  and  decorated  with 
some  magnificence.  Short  thick  piUars 
had  been  cut  in  the  rock  to  represent 
bundles  of  reeds,  and  then-  capitals,  as 
if  boimd  with  a  fillet,  bore  some  re- 
semblance to  a  half  open  lotus  flower. 
Along  the  walls  above  straight  Hues  had 
been  drawn,  which  here,  midergroimd, 
had_  retamed  the  freshness  of  their 
original  coloiur.  Ornaments,  arabesques 
of  simple  elegance,  and  inscriptions  in 
characters  unknown  to  Maurice,  formed 
a  frieze  along  the  passage.  The  floor 
sloped  gently  upward,  and  the  travellers 
moved  along  without  fatigue,  as  even 
did  Gargaridi,  although  laden  with  his 
basket. 

After  about  half  an  hour's  walk, 
Maurice,  who  was  ahead  holdmg  the 
lantern  so  as  to  light  the  groimd  and 
root  alternately,  suddenly  found  a  change 
come  over  the  scene.  The  passage  became 
larger;  they  were  in  a  cave  of  extra- 
ordinary height.  Stalactites  gleamed 
here  and  there  like  rough  diamonds  in  the 
rays  of  the  lantern.  The  vault  was  sup- 
ported on  pillars  of  rock;  and  a  lichen 
covered  the  walls  of  the  grotto  as  if 
It  were  green  velvet.  For  some  time 
Maurice  looked  about  for  a  way  out  of  the 
cave.  At  first  it  seemed  as  though  the 
subterranean  gallery  went  no  further, 
but  m  looking  round  a  massive  block 
standing  against  the  wall  Maurice  dis- 
eovered  that  it  concealed  a  doorway 
similar  to  that  by  which  they  had  entered 
me  gallery. 

At  the  same  moment  Gargaridi  es- 
Jlaimed,  "Here,  sir!  Here  is  an  open- 
ng  opposite  yours.  How  do  you  know 
tvhich  is  the  right  one  ?  " 

Maurice  and  the  Guebre  hastened  to 
'iie  spot,  and  found  themselves  before  the 
jpenmg  mto  a  new  subterranean  gallery, 
-itting  his  lantern,  the  magus  began  to 
lecipher  the  inscription  in  the  sacred 
anguage  which  ran  round  the  edgin"  of 
his  doorway  as  it  did  round  the  others, 
^ut  Gargaridi,  not  carmg  to  wait,  boldly 
tepped  into  the  new  passage,  and  there 
vas  a  sudden  shout  of: 


I  roll !  My 


"  Hallo  !    It  goes  down  ! 
basket!    My  ba  " 

The  voice  ceased.  Maurice  and  the 
Guebre  rushed  to  where  the  poor  fellow 
had  disappeared.  The  new  gallerv  began 
witii  a  gentle  slope,  but  almost  immedi- 
ately ended  in  a  chasm.  The  Guebre 
smiled  with  pride. 

"  Thus,"  he  said,  "  did  the  magi,  my 
ancestors, -know  how  to  foil  the  curiositv 
of  the  audacious  who  would  come  here 
without  their  permission.  If  this  impru- 
dent fellow  had  waited  till  I  had  de- 
ciphered the  inscription  " 

"  We  must  get  him  out  of  this,  if  pos- 


"Yes,"  shouted  Maurice,  "I  am  hold- 
ing it  above  you.  I  am  going  to  throw 
you  a  rope.  Do  you  think  you  can  get 
hold  of  it  ?    Are  you  very  deep  down  ?  " 

"  That  may  or  may  not  be,  sir.  But. 
Sapristi !  I  am  afraid  I  have  smashed 
the  basket !  " 

"  I  don't  care  about  the  basket,"  shouted 
Maurice.  "  Here  comes  the  rope.  One  ) 
Two !  " 

Down  went  the  rope,  and  a  minute 
afterwards  Aiistomenes  was  heard  : 

"  Here  we  are,  sir  !    I  have  it  !  " 

"  Gobd !  We  are  going  to  haul  yoc 
up  "  . 


They  hauled  him  up. 


sible,"  said  Maurice,  sharply.  "  Luckily, 
he  left  the  ropes  behind  him." 
^  He  lay  down  and  crept  to  the  edge  of 
the  precipice,  telling  the  magus  to  hold 
on  to  his  legs,  and  swinging  the  lantern 
over  the  dark  gulf,  the  bottom  of  which 
was  invisible,  he  shouted  : 

"  Ahoy  !  Gargaridi !  Ai-istomenes  !  Are 
you  there  ?    Ahoy  !  .\lioy  !  " 

For  some  minutes  liis  shouts  remained 
without  an  echo.  At  length,  just  as  the 
magus  was  beginning  to  lose  patience,  a 
choking  voice  was  heard  at  the  bottom  of 
the  abyss. 

"  AJioy  !  .^Uioy  !  "  replied  the  mdomit- 
able  Aristomenes.  "  I  am  here,  sir  !  In 
a  sad  plight,  too  !  I  seem  as  though  I  was 
bhnd.  I  cannot  see  a  bit.  Have  you  the 
lantern  ?  " 


"  Wait  a  minute.  The  handle  of  the 
basket  seems  to  be  broken." 

"  Confoimd  you  !  Hang  on,  and  leave 
the  basket  alone  !  " 

There  was  a  pause.  Then  Maurice  and 
the  Guebre  pulled  with  all  their  might 
but  nothin-  came  of  it.  .-Vristomenes 
remained  silont.  At  length  his  voice  was 
heard  lilie  a  trumpet : 
"  Now  then  !  " 

And  with  a  tremendous  effort  the-y 
hatiled  him  up.  They  then  found  that  he 
had  looped  the  end  of  the  rope  roimd  the 
basket  and  tastened  it  in  front  of  him. 
This  accounted  for  the  enormous  weight 
he  seemed  to  have  become,  and  as  to  his 
blindness  it  was  explained  by  his  high 
silk  hat  having  been  smashed  down  over 
his  eyes.  It  took  some  trouble  to  get  this 
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hat  off  his  head,  and  when  his  beaming 
face  at  last  appeared  in  fnU  lie  declared 
tiiat  he  ^^•as  ail  right  but  for  a  few  shglit 
contusions. 

"  J3ali !  "  lie  said,  "my  poor  papa  saw 
snany  •  worse,  what  with  battles  and 
duels  and  shipwrecks  and  fires,  and  he 
;ilways  f^ot  out  of  tlicni !  In  proof  of 
wiiicli  he  died  iu  his  bed.  But  my  liat  is 
ftiot  quite  a  beauty  1  "  lie  said,  looking  at 
wh-iit  was  now  not  unlike  an  irregular 
concertina.  "  Well !  On  scientific  ser- 
A'ice !  Let  iia  hope  that  my  adopted 
•country  will  stand  a  new  hat  v/lien  " 

"  Quick  1  "  said  the  Guebre,  impeinouslj-. 
Let  us  see  if  the  new  gallery  is  any 
safer  than  this  one." 

"  One.  moment,  my  venerable  friend," 
said  Gargaridi ;  "  my  basket  is  not  quite 
;riglit.  I  have  some  cord  here  with  which 
1  can  fix  it  so  that  we  shall  not  part 
.again.  Br-r-r !  I  had  a  queer  feeling 
-jIowu  there  when  I  tlioiiglit  I  was 
io.sfc." 

And  sitting  down  witli  his  lantern  in 
-h'onfc  of  him  he  qiiickly  plaited  a  fine 
strong  handle  for  the  basket ;  and  then 
.tix;ng  the  latter  on  to  his  back  as  if  it 
T.\  are  a  knapsack,  he  set  off  in  pursuit  of 
Kerdic  and  the  Guebre. 

"  In  this  way,"  he  soliloquised,  "  I  have 
Tiiy  two  arms  free,  and  I  shall  not  get 
S/iied  BO  soon.  I  have  a  good  mind  to 
iiaug  nay  lantern  round  my  neck,  by-and- 
faj.  at  the  first  halt.  I  hope  that  will  be 
.;soou.  I  am  sure  the  bell  must  have 
rang  some  time  ago.  But  that  is  a  fail- 
ia;^  of  master's  ;  he  is  always  late  for 
ajieals.  If  we  did  not  do  his  thinking  for 
l(im  he  would  lose  sight  of  the  question 
altogether.  And  what,"  said  Gargaridi, 
.;4d dressing  an  imaginary  audience,  "  would 
Ijeconie  of  a  house,  a  mission,  any  esta- 
ifalishment  whatever,  without  regiilarity  in 
its  habits  ?  Lost,  ended,  crushed — am  I 
not  an  example  of  that  sort  of  thing  ? 
Disorder  lias  been  my  ruin  !  " 

And  talking  thus  to  hiniself,  Gargaridi 
followed  in  the  track  of  his  companions. 
lAke  them  he  found  no  difticulty  in  fol- 
lowing the  gallery  discovered  by  .Kerdic, 
vviiish  rose  at  a  gentle  slope,  grew  larger 
hy  degrees,  and  became  of  nobler  propor- 
"tious  as  they  advanced.  Symbolic  figures, 
■fclte  stars,  the  signs  of  the  zodiac,  orna- 
zxLGuted  the  walls  ;  the  gallery  was  qxiite 
-■straight,  and  the  light  of  the  lantern 
tihowed  a  majestic  perspective  as  far  as 
the  raj's  could  reach.  Everything  seemed 
to  shov/  that  the  sanctuary,  the  cella  of 
iia  ancient  temple,  was  near  at  hand.  The 
"walls  looked  as  though  they  were  covered 
with  priceless  tapestries,  and  it  was 
■curious  to  see  come  into  life  for  an 
instant  in  the  fugitive  rays  of  the  lamp, 
tfclieso  faded  coloiu's  which  had  remained 
.for  ages  in  the  bowels  of  the  earth,  the 
"i.vork  of  artists  long  crumbled  to  dust, 
which  no  human  eye  had  contemplated 
since  their  immemorial  burial.  And  as 
the  explorers  trod  the  floor  of  the  crypt  a 
feeling  of  solemnitj'  came  over  them. 

Suddenly  they  entered  an  immense 
circular  apartment  of  superb  proportions, 
from  which  there  was  no  exit  except  by 
4he  gallery  up  which  they  had  come.  The 
•Goluirms  supporting  the  cupola  were 
•painted ;  tlie  sculptured  entablatiu'e  was 
.held  up  by  colossal  marble  bulls,  kneel- 
ing, and  seeming  to  bend  their  powerful 
Mccks  under  tlie  weight  of  the  temple. 
Traces  of  fire-worship  were  recognisable.  I 


There  was  a  brazier  of  a  form  so  antique 
that  no  one  could  say  to  what  period  it 
belonged,  of  a  dark  metal  rusted  by  age, 
but  which  might  be  silver  ;  there  was  a 
pair  c''  tongs  of  the  same  metal  which 
had  been  used  for  lifting  the  sacred 
embers ;  and  gently  throbbing  at  the 
movement  »iven  to  the  lieavy  air  by  the 
footsteps  of  the  travellers  there  was  a 
fragment  of  light  stuff  tlie  colour  of  tinder, 
the  once  white  muslin  veil  of  the  last 
mobed  who  had  ofticiated  in  this  spot — 
none  knew  hovv-  many  centm-ies  ago — to 
prevent  Ins  oreath  from  polluting  the 
sacred  flame. 

The  explorers  were  at  first  struck  with 
surprise  and  admiration  at  the  exquisite 
proportions  rmil  the  rich  and  majestic 
ornanientati:  of  this  sanctuary.  Then 
they  took  to  examining  the  walls.  They 
identified  the  structure  f «  Cyclopean,  but 
in  vain  did  tiiey  seek  tor  an  outlet ;  the 
only  one  apparently  was  that  by  which 
they  had  come.  But  it  could  hardly  be 
supposed  that  all  the  galleries  they  had 
traversed  ended  here.  A  siibterranean 
town  must  have  existed  under  the  plain, 
and  this  was  probably  the  vestibule  by 
which  it  was  entered.  But  in  vain  did 
they  examine  the  walls,  and  pat  them, 
and  scrutinise  them ;  the  stone,  mute  and 
mysterious,  guarded  the  secret  entrusted 
to  it.  Had  tlie  explorers  come  tlaere  to 
fail  ?  Would  they  want  a  mine  to  blow 
up  these  walls  ?  How  could  they  manage 
that '?  What  danger  there  would  be  in 
an  explosion  in  this  crypt  !  Maurice  was 
in  great  distress  at  this  unforeseen  check, 
and  the  Guebre  to  all  appearance  shared 
in  his  cha  grin. 

"  If  you  will  take  my  advice,  gentle- 
men," said  Gargaridi,  who  had  joined 
them  and  had  shown  himself  not  the  least 
active  in  interrogating  the  walls,  "we  will 
commence  by  having  something  to  eat — 


that  may  perhaps  open  our  tmderstand- 
ing — and,  upon  my  word,  these  persistent 
emotions  have  made  me  feel  quite  hollow. 
I  can  eat  my  share — this  time  !  " 

And  so  saying  he  sat  himself  down 
comfortably  against  the  wall,  opened  his 
basket,  and  gracefully  handed  out  some 
of  the  victuals  to  his  companions. 
Maurice  and  the  magus  being  started 
with  something  to  go  on  with,  he  helped 
himself  to  a  huge  portion  of  pilau  on  a 
large  piece  of  bread  which  did  duty  as  a 
plate.  As  soon  as  he  had  despatched  a 
mouthful,  he  looked  smilingly  around 
him,  and  clicking  his  tongue  remarked, 
"  It  is  rather  dry  here  !  "  And  then  he 
produced  a  wicker-covered  bottle  full  of 
Hamadan  wine. 

When  his  turn  came,  without  forgetting 
to  say  politely,  "  To  your  health,  gentle- 
men !  "  he  lifted  his  elbow,  put  the  neck 
of  the  bottle  to  his  lips,  and  leaning  back 
to  drink  more  conveniently,  pressed 
against  the  wall. 

Almost  at  the  same  instant,  and  as  if 
the  wall  had  been  opened  by  some  un- 
known force,  a  gaping,  black  hole  appeared 
behind  Gargaridi. 

Before  he  could  attempt  to  recover  his 
equilibrium — before  his  companions  had 
time  to  stretch  out  a  hand  to  help  him — 
the  unfortunate  Greek  had  literally  sunk 
into  the  night ;  he  had  vanished  from  the 
ej-es  of  Maurice  and  Goucha  Nicliin  ! 

Immediately,  with  a  iieavy  sound,  the 
huge  block  of  stone  which  had  been  dis- 
placed by  contact  with  him  fell  back  on 
him  like  the  lid  of  a  tomb. 

The  whole  thing  did  not  occttpy  a 
quarter  of  a  second.  The  movement  had 
hardly  taken  place  before  the  wall  of 
granite  was  again  as  smooth,  as  imijene- 
trable,  as  if  it  had  never  snapped  up  a 
lumian  being  in  its  invisible  jaws. 

(To  be  continued.) 


THE  CAMP   AND  THE  CASTLE. 

By  the  Author  of  "The  Castles  of  Exglaxd,"  etc. 


rUE  CASTLE. 


IN  England  our  fortifications  consisted 
mainly  of  earthworks.  On  the  CoEtinent 
the  Roman  camp  became  the  permanent 
camp,  with  its  masonry  in  place  of  the 
vallum ;  and  the  walled  camp  led  to  the 
walled  town,  and  for  the  key  of  the  town 
came  the  stone-built  stronghold.  The 
Normans  combined  the  masonry  and  the 
earthwork,  and  the  result  v^as  what  we 
generally  understand  by  a  "castle." 

On  the  mound  there  was  built  the  "  keep," 
and  the  base  court  became  the  "  outer 
bailey."  Of  the  ninety-nine  castles  ascribed 
to  the  reign  of  William  the  Conqueror  in  this 
country  no  less  than  Mfty  are  on  the  sites 
of  old  burhs.  All  the  Conqueror's  castles 
formed  part  of  a  great  scheme  of  fortificatiou. 
The  valley  of  the  Thames,  for  instance,  was 
defended  by  Guildford,  Farnham,  Reading, 
Wallingford,  and  Berkhamstead.  The  road 
to  London  vi'as  blocked  by  Canterbury, 
Tonbridge,  Rochester,  and  Reigate.  And  the 
defence  of  the  coast  was  assured  by  Dover, 
Hastings,  Lewes,  Bramber,  Arundel,  and 
Chichester.  Every  castle  built,  or  strength- 
ened, by  the  Conqueror  was  in  a  good 
strategic  position. 

When  the  Norman  castle  was  built  on  an 
old  site  it  generally  had  a  "  shell  "  keep  ; 
when  the  site  was  a  new  one  the  keep  was 


in  nearly  all  cases  "  rectangular,"  the  reason 
being  that  the  great  mass  of  rectangular 
masonry  was  too  heavy  to  be  trusted  on  an 
artificial  mound.  The  rectangular  keep  was 
the  strongest  by  far,  and  it  is  the  one  that 
has  mostly  survived ;  but  it  is  as  well  to 
remember  that  the  Normans  had  the  two 
styles,  and  that  the  "  sbeU  "  keep  was  the 
commonest. 

The  rectangular  keep,  as  at  Dover, 
Rbchester,  Canterbury,  and  the  Tower  of 
London,  was  from  23  feet  to  100  feet  on  the 
side,  and  rarely  exceeded  two  diameters  in 
height  to  the  base  of  the  parapet.  The  wall 
was  from  7  feet  to  30  feet  thick,  and  so  solidly 
built  that  even  with  our  modern  appliances 
it  took  six  weeks  to  pierce  the  wall  of  the 
London  Tower  !  The  masonry  diminished  as 
it  rose,  generally  at  the  rate  of  a  foot  at  every 
floor,  so  that  at  the  battlements  the  wall 
rarely  exceeded  7  feet  in  thickness.  The 
floors  were  of  timber,  and  rested  on  rough 
balks  about  a  foot  square.  Within  the  keep 
was  a  well,  and  in  the  thickness  of  the  walls 
were  fireplaces,  and  staircases,  and  sundry 
chambers.  The  wall  of  Dover  is  quite  a 
honevcomb,  and  so  is  that  of  Newcastle. 

The  keep,  being  essentially  a  fortress,  was 
badly  lighted,  and  had  few  external  openings. 
Most  keeps,"  says  Mr.  Clark,  our  great  au- 
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thority  on  castles,  "  contain  an  oratory,  some 
a  regular  chapel.  Dover  is  peculiar  in  having 
two,  both  in  the  forebuilding,  in  its  lower 
tower.  Newcastle  has  one  in  its  forebuilding, 
oinder  the  staircase  and  upper  tower.  Middle- 
ham  has  the  remains  of  a  very  handsome 
•one  at  the  head  of  the  outer  staircase.  At 
Eochester  the  chapel  seems  to  have  been  in 
the  forebuilding, high  up,  beneath  thekitchen. 
At  Castle  Fusing  it  is  on  the  first  floor  of  the 
Ikeep,  at  one  end  of  one  of  the  large  rooms. 
At  Guildford  and  Brougham  it  was  in  the 
wall;  The  finest  and  earliest  castle  chapel 
in  England  is  that  in  the  White  Tower.  It 
is  large,  has  a  nave,  aisles,  and  semi-circular 
apse,  all  vaulted.  This  chapel  occupies  two 
storeys,  and  below  it  are  two  floors  of  vaulted 
■crypts,  intended  for  prisons.  The  chapel  at 
Colchester,  though  smaller  and  ruder,  re- 
sembles in  position  that  in  the  White  Tower. 
'The  kitchen,  though  a  necessary  appendage 
to  a  keep,  is  not  often  to  be  discovered. 
Probably  the  cooking  was  of  a  simple 
character,  mostly  carried  on  before  an  open 
fire,  or  by  boiling  or  broiling  over  a  brazier. 
There  is  a  kitchen  in  the  forebuilding  at 
ilochester,  high  up  ;  and  one  at  the  first  floor 
level  in  a  mural  chamber  at  Castle  Eising 
and  at  Norwich.  The  kitchen,  when  it  was 
in  a  distinct  chamber,  was  at  the  level  of  the 
hall,  or  even  above  it.  .  .  .  Much  has  been 
said  of  Norman  dungeons,  oubliettes,  and 
subterranean  vaults,  damp  and  wretched, 
appliances  of  Norman  tyranny.  So  far  as 
these  keeps  are  concerned  in  the  matter,  they 
never  contain  underground  chambers  of  any 
kind."  There  are  about  fifty  of  the  rect- 
angular keeps  still  traceable  in  England. 

The  "shell"  keep  was  quite  a  different 
sort  of  building.  There  is  one  at  Arundel, 
which,  strangely  enough,  is  the  only  castle 
mentioned  in  the  Domesday  Book  as  existing 
at  the  time  of  the  Confessor.  But  it  is  not 
known  if  the  keep  was  built  before  or  after 
Hastings.  The  ordinary  "  shell  "  keep  has 
tten  or  twelve  sides,  and  is  built  about  a  yard 
within  the  edge  of  the  mound,  as  though  the 
palisades  were  standing  while  the  work  was 
in  progress.  The  walls  are  from  8  to  10 
feet  thick  and  from  20  to  25  feet  high, 
and  enclose  a  courtyard  with  buildings 
arranged  round  it,  and  the  approach  was  by 
a  wooden  bridge  over  the  ditch,  and  then  by 
steps  up  the  mound  ;  in  fact,  we  have  the 
plan  of  the  burli,  the  timber  being  replaced 
by  stone. 

As  time  went  on,  fashion  changed  and 
these  simple  castles  became  more  elaborate. 
In  the  later  keeps  the  pilasters  become 
■deeper  and  serve  as  buttresses,  the  ashlar 
is  better,  the  stone  is  from  local  quarries 
instead  of  being  imported  from  Caen,  and 
portcullises  make  their  appearance.  In  the 
later  days  of  Henry  ii  the  keep  was  so 
■changed  as  to  be  practically  improved  out 
of  existence  in  favour  of  the  donjon.  This 
•donjon,  being  round  instead  of  square  or 
polygonal,  was  more  difficult  to  breach  or 
nnine.  It  had  three  floors.  In  the  basement 
'\vas  the  magazine  or  store-room ;  on  the 
middle  floor  wps  the  living  room,  with  fire- 
iplace  and  mural  chambers  ;  on  the  upper  i 
floor  were  the  guard's  quarters  and  the  baron's 
bedroom.  This  plan  of  tower  was  found  to 
be  advantageous,  and  as  the  surrounding 
wall  of  the  stronghold — developed,   be  it 


remembered,  from  the  old  palisades  round 
the  base  court  of  the  burh— grew  longer, 
smaller  towers  on  the  donjon  principle  were 
introduced  to  strengthen  it. 

In  Henry  iii's  time  the  area  covered  by 
the  castle  was  greatly  increased.  It  became 
necessary  to  provide  accommodation  for  more 
fighting  men,  and  more  cattle  to  support  them 
during  a  siege,  and  towers  and  gateways  were 
added  to  improve  the  outworks.  Sometimes, 
as  at  the  Tower  of  London,  an  outer  w^ard 
was  designed  so  as  to  surround  the  older 
building ;  sometimes,  as  at  Corfe,  the  new 
vf  ard  was  added  at  one  end.  In  this  way 
the  concentric  castle  began,  the  keep  being 
the  interior  citadel  or  refuge  in  extremity, 
and  the  outworks,  which  had  first  to  be 
forced,  consisted  of  one  or  two  lines  of  wall 
with  round  towers  and  massive  gatehouses. 
Under  Edward  i  this  plan  of  fortification 
was  generally  adopted,  and  hence  the  con- 
centric castle  in  its  fullest  development  is 
now  known  as  Edwardian. 

This  is  the  type  of  castle  with  which  we 
are  most  familiar.  It  had  two  or  three  lines 
of  defence,  one  within  the  other,  so  planned 
that  one  supported  the  other,  the  walls  being 
strengthened  with  towers,  all  within  such 
range  as  to  give  a  cross  tire,  and  all  so  built 
as  to  be  capable  of  independent  defence. 
The  keep  sank  into  insignificance,  the  hall 
being  the  principal  feature  ;  it  was  as  though 
the  old  •' shell  "  keep  was  enlarged,  and  forti- 
fied at  its  angles  by  towers  and  gatehouses. 
Within  the  wall  and  along  one  or  two  of 
its  sides  were  the  hall  and  living  rooms. 
This  inner  ward  was  encircled  by  a  narrow 
second  ward  broken  up  by  cross  walls ; 
and  sometimes  round  this  ran  a  third  ward, 
of  area  sutfioiently  large  to  accommodate 
not  only  the  garrison  and  horses,  but  the 
peasants  and  cattle.  Eound  this  outer  ward 
was  the  moat  or  ditch,  filled  with  water  to 
prevent  the  foe  from  undermining. 

Defending  the  approach  to  the  ditch  were 
the  "  barriers,"  represented  at  the  Tower  of 
London  by  the  stockade.  Then  there  often 
came  the  barbican  defending  the  bridge ; 
but  generally  the  barbican  was  behind  the 
bridge  and  in  front  of  the  gateway.  The 
drawbridge  worked  on  two  gudgeons  or 
trunnions,  and  was  from  8  to  12  feet 
long.  When  up  it  hid  the  portal.  Behind  it, 
in  the  gateway,  came  the  portcullis,  of  iron  or 
oak,  generally  running  in  grooves,  and  worked 
either  by  a  counterweight  or  by  a  winch. 
Behind  the  portcullis  came  the  gate,  of  two 
massive  oak  leaves  fastened  with  oak  bars  ; 
and  behind  this  gate  there  often  came  a 
second  portcullis. 

The  gatehouse  was  flanked  in  front  by  two 
round  towers,  and  sometimes  there  were  two 
other  towers  in  its  rear.  In  each  flanking 
tower  were  loopholes  commanding  the  bridge, 
raking  the  outer  castle  wall,  and  covering  the 
gate.  Above  the  gate  was  a  small  window, 
and  above  that  a  sort  of  bridge  or  gallery 
joining  the  towers,  from  which  stones  and 
beams  could  be  dropped  on  the  assailants  of 
the  gate.  Inside  the  gateway  the  arch  was 
pierced  by  holes,  called  meurtrieres,  down 
which  pikes  could  be  pushed,  and  water  and 
molten  lead  and  other  warm  liquids  of  recep- 
tion poured,  though  how  the  lead  was  melted 
is  not  very  clear. 

The  walls  of  the  castle  were  some  of 


them  forty  feet  high  and  eight  feet  thick, 
and  were  so  arranged  that  tlie  inner  wall 
commanded  the  outer.  Upon  the  top  of  the 
walls  was  the  path  called  the  '•  allure."  In 
war  time  the  top  of  the  walls  was  not  left  bare, 
but  a  gallery  of  timber  was  run  round  them 
at  the  level  of  the  battlements,  affording  a 
protection  to  the  men-at-arms.  This  gallery 
was  the  "  bretasche  "—whence  our  mining 
term  biattice— and  the  corbels  for  its  support 
are  the  puzzlingexcrescences  that  seem  to  form 
a  cornice  along  so  many  curtain  walls  and 
tower  tops.  These  bretasches  completely  hid 
the  top  of  the  wall ;  they  were,  in  fact, 
roofed  corridors,  but  they  were  only  put  up 
when  a  siege  was  expected.  In  France,  at 
the  famous  castle  of  Coucy,  there  arc  the 
remains  of  one  still  in  position. 
-  "Nothing,"  says  Mr.  Clark,  "is  more 
remarkable  than  the  provisions  for  cleanli- 
ness in  military  buildings.  At  Ludlow, 
Langley,  and  Caerphilly  Castles  are  large 
mural  towers  appropriated  to  garderobes. 
At  Goderich  they  occupy  a  broad  buttress. 
At  Beaumaris  the  sewers  are  of  very  large 
size,  and  run  within  the  main  curtain, 
like  galleries.  Such  sewers  are  often 
supposed  to  be  secret  passages,  though  the 
garderobes  above  and  the  character  of  the 
outlets  below  should  correct  this  notion.  At 
Coyty  the  filth  was  collected  in  an  enormous 
vaulted  chamber.  The  ramparts  of  the 
curtain  are  also  usually  provided  with 
garderobes.  Subterranean  chambers  were 
not  more  frequent  in  England  in  the 
thirteenth  and  fourteenth  than  in  the 
eleventh  and  twelfth  centuries,  and  if  we 
have  nothing  like  the  magnificent  tiers  of 
vaulting  in  the  tower  of  Coucy,  neither  have 
we  anything  like  the  wretched  cells  and 
oubliettes  found  in  German  castles,  and  of 
which  those  of  Baden-Baden  are  examples. 
The  basement  chambers  of  mural  towers  are 
indeed  often  below  the  level  of  the  courtyard, 
but  they  are  above  that  of  the  ditch  outside. 
At  Castel  Coch,  near  Cardiff',  is  about  the 
worst  dungeon  in  Britain,  but  even  this  is 
not  underground." 

The  defence  and  attack  of  the  castle  can 
be  left  for  another  time.  It  is  enough  here 
to  point  out  that,  with  the  introduction  of 
artillery,  the  converging  fire  of  the  assailants 
ovei'powered  the  diverging  fire  of  the 
defenders.  With  every  increase  of  range 
came  an  increase  of  odds  against  the 
besieged.  This  can  be  proved  mathe- 
matically. With  a  radius  or  range  of  a  mile  a 
ring  of  more  than  three  miles  of  guns  can  be 
brought  to  bear  on  the  castle ;  but  double 
the  range,  you  double  the  radius  and  double 
the  circumference,  so  that  you  double  the 
number  of  guns  to  be  concentrated  on  the 
central  position.  Looked  at  in  this  way  it 
will  be  seen  how  hopeless  was  castlebuilding 
when  the  big  guns  came  in.  For  a  time, 
while  stone  balls  were  used,  castles  managed 
to  make  a  good  fight  of  it ;  but  when  iron 
balls  came,  the  walls  were  knocked  to  bits 
instead  of  the  projectiles,  and  the  old  style 
of  fortification  came  to  an  end.  It  is  a  fact 
not  generally  understood  that  it  was  not 
so  much  the  enthusiasm  called  forth  by 
Joan  of  Arc,  as  the  damage  done  by 
the  cast-iron  shot  of  Bureau,  that  drove 
the  English  out  of  their  strongholds  La 
France. 


(the  end.) 
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PEACTICAL  AND  PROFITABLE  POVLTRY-KEEPING. 

By  Goedox  Stables,  m.d.,  cm.,  e.n. 


Do  not  keep  your  geese  along  with  any  otlier 
fowls,  except  ducks  perhaps.  Whatever 
sort  of  a  house  or  shed  you  have  for  them,  it 
must  of  necessity  be  free  from  leakage  and 
draughts,  else  they  misht  as  well  be  out  of 
doors  altogether.  The  floor  should  be  dry  also, 
withered  ferns  or  hay  or  straw  may  be  used, 
but  care  should  be  taken  to  keep"  it  clean. 
Geese  are  cleanly  in  person  as  well  as  in  their 
diet,  which  is  essentially  vegetable. 

When  the  birds  begin  to  lay,  which  they  do 
early  in  the  year,  they  must  have  extra  good 
food,  grains  of  various  sorts  ;  and  many  give 
them  their  food  mixed  with  ale  and  various 
condiments. 

Geese  make  excellent  mothers,  sitting  for 
thirty  days  in  some  quiet  corner,  where  they 
must  be  left  undisturbed.  Let  the  gander  be 
■with  her  if  he  wishes,  which  he  nearly  always 
does. 

When  the  goslings  are  hatched  they  must 
be  very  carefully  and  very  frequently  fed,  and 
for  a  time  not  permitted  to  run  out  too  early 
in  the  morning,  while  the  grass  is  still  wet. 
The  food  is  all  vegetable,  such  as  oatmeal  and 
barley  meal  mixed  with  water  and  green  food, 
weeds,  lettuce,  and  goose-grass  cut  finely. 
The  better  you  feed,  the  heavier  the  birds 
will  grow,  and  they  take  great  hurt  by  being 
neglected,  if  only  for  a  few  times. 

Keep  them  also  warm  and  dry,  and  vnth 
these  precautions  and  abundant  feeding  they 
•v?ill  no  doubt  do  well  and  pay  well  also. 

Geese  are  fattened  by  being  penned  to- 
gether in  a  roomy  place,  and  given  plenty  of 
oats  and  water  for  a  fortnight,  then  plenty  of 
the  usual  fattening  meals  and  grains. 

There  are  a  large  number  of  different 
breeds,  such  as  the  Toulouse,  the  Embden, 
and  tlie  Knobbed  Goose— concerning  the 
iatter  I  believe  I  wrote  a  paper  two  or  three 
years  ago  in  the  "  B.  O.  P."  They  deserve  to 
be  far  greater  favourites  than  they  are. 
November  is  the  month  in  which  to  com- 
mence fattening. 

Turkeys  are  good  sort  of  birds  to  keep  if 
you  have  space  enough,  and  can  afford  to  rear 
the  young  birds  with  care.  A  dry  gravel  soil 
is  best  for  turkeys ;  on  wet  or  clayey  soils 
ithey  are  apt  to  droop  and  die.  Plenty  of 
i-un  or  range  is  a  necessity.  If  you  keep 
them  penned  up  or  confined  beneath  trees, 
you  cannot  expect  them  to  do  well  or  to  grow 
to  any  size,  even  if  they  live.  They  love  the 
sunshine  ;  they  love  shade  as  well,  but  re- 
member it  must  be  dry,  not  damp  shade. 
Their  natural  instinct  teaches  them  even  to 
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perch  in  trees  to  avoid  the  chilling  damp  of 
the  ground.  After  turkeys  are  matured,  they 
become  far  more  hardy. 

Turkeys  sit  well,  and  as  long  as  you  please. 
They  make  very  excellent  mothers.  The  time 
of  incubation  is  from  twenty-eight  to  thirty 
days.  When  the  chicks  are  born  or  hatched, 
feed  on  Spratt's  prepared  food  or  oatmeal 
draggled  with  milk  and  mixed  with  hard- 
boiled  egg  and  finely  clipped  chives.  The 
milk  mixed  with  the  oatmeal  or  stale  bread- 
crumbs must  be  the  freshest  of  the  fresh. 
Though  I  have  mentioned  breadcrumbs,  the 
oatmeal  I  think  will  be  safer,  for  there  is  a 
great  deal  of  deleterious  adulteration  in 
bread.  But  it  might  be  soaked ;  this  would 
get  rid  of  the  alum.  These  adulterations 
should  be  remembered  in  feeding  the  young 
of  all  delicate  creatures,  or  even  older  animals, 
such  as  guinea-pigs,  rats,  etc.,  indeed  wher- 
ever sop  is  given. 

There  is  another  plan  of  feeding  used  for 
the  first  week,  and  it  seems  to  carry  common- 
sense  with  it.  It  is  to  give  nothing  but  hard- 
boiled  egg  mixed  with  boiled  nettle  tops  and 
the  more  tender  leaves  of  dandelion.  Even 
after  the  week  the  egg  should  be  continued, 
but  mixed  now  with  a  proportion  of  barley 
and  peas  boiled  in  milk.  Keep  indoors  on 
the  driest  of  floors,  but  with  plenty  of  sun- 
shine an'!  fresh  air  till  they  are  about  a 
month  old,  after  which  time  they  may  be 
allowed  to  roam  about  with  the  mother.  We 
should  not  forget,  however,  that  even  yet 
damp  or  wet  may  be  fatal.  If  the  young 
begin  to  mope  they  are  suffering  from  a  kind 
of  illness  called  distemper,  for  which  lots  of 
quack  remedies  are  advertised.  My  plan  of 
treatment  would  be  to  keep  them  in  a  dry, 
clean  place,  open  to  sun  and  air ;  to  give  a 
capsule  of  castor  oil,  stimulating  diet  after  a 
day  or  two,  and  rusty  nails  in  the  drinking 
water  by  way  of  tonic.  For  green  food 
give  chopped  parsley  and  a  little  fennel. 

I  must  say  a  few  words  about  the  more 
ordinary  ailments  that  fowls  are  subject  to, 
premising,  hov/ever,  that  all  these  are  better 
prevented  than  cured. 

Eemember  this.  The  causes  of  disease  are 
improper  food,  want  of  light  and  proper  ven- 
tilation, damp  and  exposure  to  bad  weather 
and  draughts,  the  absence  of  the  dust  bath, 
overcrowding,  and  want  of  a  good  grass  run. 

Fits  or  apoplexy. — If  one  of  your  birds 
drops  dead  from  the  perch  or  while  out  in 
the  sun,  all  I  have  to  say  is  that  3'our  feed- 
ing and  general  treatment  is  much  at  fault. 

(the  end.) 


Dyspepsia  with  enlarged  liver  may  be  the 
cause,  and  this  as  a  rule  comes  from  over- 
feeding and  stimulants  given  with  the  idea 
of  forcing  laying,  etc. 

Dtrtrr/ia'tt.  — Caused  by  cold,  damp,  and  in- 
judicious feeding.  See  to  it  at  once,  for  it  may 
spread  and  breed  what  is  termed  chicken 
cholera.  Well,  take  away  the  sick  fowl  and 
pen  warmly  and  comfortably  by  herself. 
Heat  is  a  great  factor-  in  tlie  cure  of  all  bird 
ailments.  Give  three  drops  of  chlorodyne  in 
a  bolus  of  arrowroot  three  times  a  day,  and 
feed  on  boiled  rice  to  which  a  little  powdered 
chalk  is  added.  Don't  turn  her  in  again  to 
the  run  till  she  is  well,  for  a  sick  fowl  is 
badly  treated  by  her  neighbours,  who  think, 
I  suppose,  that  it  is  all  sham.  Put  bone  dust 
in  the  food  of  the  other  fowls. 

Canker  of  head,  cte.— This  is  another  ail- 
ment brought  on  by  cold,  damp,  and  dirt. 
Use  sanitas  ointment,  and  the  ointment  of 
oxide  of  zinc. 

Cold  in  the  head. — There  are  running  at 
eyes  and  nostrils,  sneezing,  etc.  Give  a  more 
stimulating  diet.  Keep  extra  warm,  remove 
to  a  dry  sheltered  place.  Wash  the  head 
with  hazaline  to  which  an  equal  portion  of 
j  hot  water  has  been  added.    Give  Roup-pills. 

Cramp. — W^armth  and  dryness,  good  food, 
rubbing  with  opodeldoc  and  turps,  and  a  little 
chlorodyne  in  a  bolus  twice  a  day. 

Crop-bound. — Give  a  few  spoonfuls  of  warm 
water  and  work  the  crop  about  gently.  Next 
give  a  capsule  or  two  of  castor  oil.  If  not 
relieved  an  operation  must  be  performed, 
which  only  a  vet.  can  do. 

A  different  condition  is  that  of  swelled 
crop.  This  gives  great  pain  to  the  bird. 
The  contents  are  fluid  and  often  require  let- 
ting out  by  means  of  a  small  trocar,  with  very 
careful  feeding  afterwards. 

The  Gapes. — This  is  caused  by  worms  in 
the  windpipe,  which  speedily  kill  the  bird  by 
choking  her.  It  is  caused  by  damp  and  foul 
food,  etc.  It  is  not  a  case  that  a  boy  can  treat, 
so  he  had  better  take  his  bird  to  the  vet. 

Bumble  foot. — A  most  painful  comp)laint. 
The  foot  should  be  poulticed,  and  wlien 
matter  forms  it  must  be  freely  let  out. 

Whenever  any  illness  breaks  out  in  the 
run,  remove  the  sickly  birds  and  review  your 
whole  plan  of  treatment.  The  run  may  be 
too  damp  or  slojjpy,  the  feeding  bad,  or  there 
may  be  bad  air  from  a  drain,  a  not  unfre- 
quent  cause  of  illness.  Stop  leakages,  tar 
the  house  outside  and  disinfect  inside,  and 
see  that  you  are  not  overcrowding. 


THE   "BOYS   OWN"  ANGLER. 

By  the  First  Hox.  Sec.  '■  Fly-Fishers'  Club. 


The  Chub. 

IN  spite  of  the  somewhat  clumsy  appearance 
of  this  fish  he  will  be  found  a  foeman 
worthy  of  your  barbed  steel,  but  his  carcase 
when  secured  is  only  of  use  to  ...  to  give 
to  your  "  friends." 

But  that  is  a  detail.  We  are  concei'ned 
only  with  the  way  to  catch  our  fish. 

In  thick  water  chub  are  fished  for  chiefly 
■with  a  sunk  bait,  but  in  clear  streams  a  fly 
is  far  better.    When  using  a  worm,  or  cheese 


co.\.RSE  FISH  [continued). 

paste,  it  is  best  to  choose  moderately  swift 
and  not  very  deep  water.  Eddies  under 
boughs  are  best  of  all. 

The  bait  should  be  near,  but  not  on  the 
bottom,  and  the  float  and  tackle  used  must 
be  heavier  than  that  advised  *or  roach,  but 
not  coarser  than  is  really  necessary,  for  the 
chub  is  no  fool,  and  will  not  take  a  bait  on 
the  stout  gut  which  some  tackle-makers 
advise.  The  hook  should  be  fairly  large, 
about  No.  C,  and  running  tackle  is  advis- 
able, chiefly  because  the   length  of  line 


required  is  such  a  variable  quantity,  for  you 
will  often  have  to  throw  your  bait  several 
yards  and  to  let  it  go  down  stream  for  many 
more  before  you  can  get  it  near  the  chub, 
which  is  a  shy  fish,  though  bold  to  bite. 

IMost  of  the  fish  you  will  hook  will  be  from 
5-  lb.  to  2  lbs. ;  but  4.  lb.  or  0  lb.  fish  are  not 
very  uncommon,  so  that  good  tackle  is  es- 
sential. 

Evening  is  the  best  time,  unless  you  can  be 
on  the  river  about  sunrise,  which  is  a  deadly 
hour  for  most  fish,  though  not  for  trout. 
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Some  ground-bait  is  desirable  for  chub, 
and  if  you  can  fish  in  early  morning  sliould 
be  put  in  over  night.  Either  bread  and 
bian  with  clay,  or  cliopped  worms  will  do. 
We  prefer  the  former. 

The  best  rod  to  use  is  an  Indian  cane; 
yet  any  strong  ringed  rod  will  answer. 

But  for  the  summer  months  theie  is  no 
method  of  taking  chub  to  eonipare  with  the 
tiy,  either  natural  or  artificial.  To  begin 
with  the  latter. 

In  clear  waters,  such  as  the  Lea  or  Thames, 
it  is  charming  sport,  nearly  equal  to  trouting, 
while  even  in  the  comparatively  murky  rapids 
of  the  upper  Medway  many  a  good  chub  can 
be  picked  up  by  the  fly  on  a  fine  sunny  day. 
For  this  sport  a  trout  rod  will  an'Jwer  very 
well,  though  heavy  chub  arc  rather  trying  to 
any  light  rod ;  if  you  possess  tv/o  fiy-rods 
tiien,  use  the  heavier. 

A  wincli  carrying  40  or  50  yards  of  line  at 
least  is  desirable,  as  chub  rivers  are  often 
broad,  and  a  big  fish  will  rush  straight 
across. 

A  fairly  fine  gut  cast  of  2  or  3  yards 
is  best  if  your  stream  is  clear.  If  not, 
coarser  will  dn. 

For  flies,  rL'd  palmers  (said  to  be  intended 
to  represent  the  hairy  caterpillar)  are  most 
useful,  bui;  an  imitation  of  a  bumble  bee  is 
sometimes  very  taking. 

If  you  are  fishing  a  rough  and  rapid 
river  tv.-o  flies  may  be  allowed,  as  you  can 
see  and  manage  them  bettev,  Imt  m  the 
ordinary  way  a  single  fly  is  pietti.iljlc. 

If  the  water  is  smooth,  as  in  cliub  livers 
it  usually  is,  you  can  often  see  yom  fish, 
especially  in  sunshine,  and  yen  must  tlien 
take  every  precaution  that  he  shall  ni^t  see 
you,  following  the  instructions  gi\en  for 
trout-fishing,  and  taking  advantage  of  every 
possible  cover,  and  stooping  or  crawling 
when  necessary. 

The  lightness  of  the  cast  is  not  quite  as 
important  as  in  trout-fishing,  but  nci-ina  y  is 
of  great  use.  The  fly  should  ali^'b;  -i^ine 
few  inches  above  the  chub,  and  fijr  the  first 
cast  or  two  sltould  be  used  "  dry,"  and  not 
dragged  ;  but  afterwards  it  may  be  worked 
gently  round  the  fish,  as  chtib  do  not  seem 
so  shy  of  taking  a  dragged  fly  as  tiout  are. 

Nevertheless  you  will  generally  take  your 
largest  fish  when  the  fly  alights  for  the  first 
time  and  floats  on  tlie  surface. 

When  a  chub  takes,  some  patience  is 
v.-anted,  as  he  is  slow,  and  the  young  and 
ardent  angler  is  tempted  to  strike  too  soon. 
A  pause  of  a  second,  or  perhaps  lialf  that 
time,  will  sometimes  secure  you  a  hesitating 
chub.  With  regard  to  playing  a  fish  when 
hooked,  a  combination  somewhat  uncom- 
mon of  gentleness  and  firmness  is  re- 
quired. 

The  first  rush  of  a  big  chub  is  so  violent 
tliat  if  stopped  suddenly  it  will  often  cause 
even  stout  gut  to  snap,  and  moreover  will 
injure  your  rod  greatly. 

There  is  no  necessity  to  keep  a  ch'.ib  so 
much  in  hand  as  a  trout,  for  his  mouth  is 
leathery,  and  the  hook  will  not  drop  out 
even  if  the  line  becomes  slack. 

Of  course,  if  you  are  near  strong  weeds  in 
deep  water,  you  must  keep  your  lisli  liom 
them  at  any  risk  ;  but  otherwise  you  niay 
let  him  have  a  little  line,  taking  care  that  he 
pays  for  every  foot  of  it. 

A  landing  net,  though  very  handy,  is  not 
essential,  as  the  hold  is  often  so  secure 
that  you  can  easily  lift  your  fish  out  when 
exhausted,  which  he  will  be,  if  properly 
handled,  in  a  very  few  minutes. 

In  fishing  for  chub  with  the  natural  fly 
most  of  the  directions  given  under  the  head 
of  trout-fishing  will  apply,  but  a  little  special 
information  is  useful. 

On  reaching  a  river  near  a  chub  hole,  get 
all  your  tackle  ready  before  approach  ing,  and 


if  you  can  find  a  grasshopper,  kill  it  and 
place  it  carefully  on  a  good-sized  hook  at- 
tached to  tine  gut. 

If  you  crawl  to  the  edge  behind  a  tree  you 
can  raise  yourself  at  the  back  of  the  trunk 
and  reconnoitre.  If  a  good  chub  is  within 
reach  lose  no  time  in  getting  your  bait  in 
front  of  his  nose,  but  let  the  motion  of  the 
rod  be  gentle  and  even,  unless  there  is  a  wind 
blowing  the  boughs  of  the  tree  about,  when 
it  will  not  matter. 

If  you  get  the  bait  within  his  sight 
without  alarming  him  he  is  almost  sure  to 
take  it  and  you  are  pretty  certain  to  secure 
him. 

If  no  fish  are  within  casting  distance  wait 
a  few  minutes,  as  they  often  cruise  about  and 
may  approach  you. 

If  you  can  see  them  at  a  distance  stalk 
them  as  well  as  you  can,  remembering  that 
to  get  within  distance  of  a  chub  is  generally 
to  catch  him. 

If  you  cannot  get  grasshoppers  use  the 
daddy-long-legs,  the  bluebottle,  or  any  large 
fly  you  can  find.  Failiii;:;'  this,  put  on  a  gentle 
or  an  artificial  fly  (a  palmer  by  preference), 
or  even  use  a  little  bunch  of  gentles. 

Look  out  for  big  chub  cruising  about  close 
to  the  bank  under  your  feet.  They  may  be 
had  sometimes,  but  a  very  slight  movement 
scares  them. 

Some  extra  space  has  been  devoted  to  chub, 
as  it  is  the  tish  with  which  the  young  angler 
generally  scores  his  tirso  triumph.  It  is  not  i 
at  all  unlikely  for  a  sharp  lad  of  ten  or  twelve  1 
to  get  out  for  a  summer  day  among  the  chub, 
and  by  using  the  natural  fly,  to  return  with 
a  dozen  pounds  of  chub,  among  which  may 
be  fish  of  two  or  three  pounds  apiece.  For 
this  he  will  require  no  assistance,  and  the 
tackle  and  baits  need  not  be  expensive,  for  j 
running  tackle  is  not  a  necessity  ;  and  indeed 
for  natural  fly-fishing  a  long  bamboo  rod, 
such  as  recommended  for  roach,  is  better 
than  any  other,  and  running  tackle  of  doubt- 
ful use,  especially  if  the  banks  be  thickly 
bu,h"d. 

V.'itli  many  memories,  then,  of  happy 
summer  days  spent  in  his  company  we  take 
reluctant  leave  of  our  old  friend,  and  enemy, 
the  chub. 

Ths  Bream. 

This  is  essentially  a  coarse  fish,  but  it 
affords  sport  to  large  numbers  of  anglers, 
and  therefore  must  not  be  neglected. 

In  some  Takes  and  rivers  bream  may  be 
taken  with  the  coarsest  of  tackle  ;  and  in  the 
slack  season,  just  between  hay-time  and  har- 
vest, the  farm  labourers  in  the  fen  countries 
pull  out  numbers  of  big  bream  with  stout 
cord  attached  to  heavy  ash  saplings.  An  eel 
hook  is  used,  and  a  big  lob- worm  forms  the 
bait. 

The  fisherman  brings  two  or  three  poles, 
and  comes  to  the  water  just  before  sunrise. 

The  worm  is  allowed  to  rest  on  the  bottom, 
and  the  poles  are  laid  on  the  grass  with  the 
ends  over  the  river.  For  a  few  minutes  the 
bream  will  often  bite  freely,  in  spite  of  the 
rough  tackle,  and  the  rustic  loses  no  time 
playing  fish,  but  will  drag  a  two  or  three 
pound  bream  straight  out  of  the  water  with- 
out ceremony,  and  before  the  feeding  ceases 
(in  half  an  hour  to  an  hour)  will  land  thirty 
or  forty  pounds  of  bream.  These  are  worth 
to  him  perhaps  a  penny  a  pound,  so  it  is  a 
good  morning's  work. 

The  young  angler  may  easily  imitate  and 
excel  this  performance  by  using  somewhat 
finer  tackle,  but  should  not  attempt  this 
sort  of  bream-fishing  with  any  line  such  as 
would  be  adapted  for  civilised  angling.  A 
strong  rod,  stout  gut,  and  heavy  lead,  are 
always  desirable ;  for  time  is  au  important 
element  in  the  question  of  the  amount  of 
success  attained,  and  though  a  two-pound 


bream  may  be  killed  on  single  hair,  any 
tackle  unnecessarily  fine  simply  means  waste 
of  valuable  time. 

These  remarks  only  apply  to  bream-fishing 
when  practised  in  remote  country  districts, 
such  as  the  Norfolk  Broads  and  rivers,  etc. 

Perhaps  the  best  of  these  is  the  Yare 
between  Brundall  and  Eeedham,  though  it 
may  now  be  getting  too  well  known.  A  few 
years  ago  the  weight  of  bream  taken  by  a 
pair  of  anglers  in  a  day,  and  using  a  single 
boat,  might  occasionally  be  reckoned  by 
the  hundredweight,  and  even  now  several 
"  stone  "  are  often  taken  by  a  single  angler. 

If  you  employ  a  boatman  it  is  very  easy 
work,  for  he  does  everything  but  play  your 
fish,  much  as  a  Thames  boatman  would. 

But  if  you  are  young  and  strong,  and  un- 
derstand boating,  and  moreover  can  swim, 
the  best  way  is  to  take  a  boat  (one  shilling  a 
day  was  the  price),  and  buying  a  few  balls  of 
ground-bait  of  the  innkeeper,  to  go  out  on 
your  ov\-n  hook. 

A  pair  of  "  ryepecks  "  shod  with  iron  will 
be  provided,  raid  armed  with  these  you  can 
secure  your  boat  by  fixing  them  in  the  mud 
at  the  bottom  ;  but  it  is  no  child's  play,  for 
the  tide  sometimes  runs  fast,  and  the  depth 
is  often  14  or  15  feet. 

The  plan  is  to  select  a  likely  spot,  either 
by  inquiry  or  by  noting  other  anglers,  and 
then,  shipping  your  oars  when  30  or  40  yards 
above  at  least,  to  plunge  one  of  your  rye- 
peeks  in  as  securely  as  you  can  in  haste,  and 
attach  to  it  the  little  chain  provided  near  one 
end  of  boat.  This  being  done,  lose  no  time 
in  getting  the  other  ryepeck  fixed  in  a  similar 
manner  at  the  other  end.  If  you  are  not 
quick  the  first  will  work  out.  Having  got  in 
the  second  go  back  to  the  other,  and  leaning 
your  weight  on  it  make  it  quite  secure  at  your 
leisure.  As  the  boat  lies  along  the  river, 
contrary  to  Thames  fashion,  of  course  the 
strain  is  on  the  upper  ryepeck  chiefly,  but  if 
this  comes  out,  as,  after  much  buffeting,  it 
sometimes  will,  it  is  well  to  have  the  other 
tight,  that  you  may  not  lose  your  swim  alto- 
gether. 

These  little  preliminaries  being  over  (with- 
out a  ducking  ?  ),  you  begin  by  plumbing 
your  depth  on  the  deeper  side,  for  you  should 
not  be  much  over  a  rod's  length  from  the 
reeds  or  bank  ;  and  if  you  find  it  at  all  fishable, 
say  8  to  10  feet  deep,  put  in  a  heavy  lump  of 
ground-bait  several  yards  above  the  upper 
end  cf  the  boat. 

Your  tackle  being  prepared,  and  a  large 
rod  lob-worm  attached,  keep  your  hook  as 
near  the  ground-bait  as  you  can,  and  make 
the  best  of  your  chances. 

Sometimes  you  may  get  a  whacking  bream 
in  two  minutes,  with  plenty  more  to  follow, 
and  at  others  nothing  but  a  few  odd  roach 
will  reward  yotir  labour  for  hours. 

If  you  have  patience  to  devote  the  day 
from  early  dawn  to  your  pursuit,  you  are 
fairly  sure  of  a  good  basket  (or  sack,  as  it 
usually  is),  for  when  once  the  bream  are  on, 
it  is  only  rotten  tackle  that  can  prevent  you 
from  securing  20  or  30  pounds  of  good  fish. 

Still,  for  the  angler,  bream-fishing  is  poor 
work.  Its  redeeming  feature  on  the  Yare  is 
the  splendid  exercise  it  entails,  for  besides  the 
job  of  fixing  boat,  often  repeated  two  or  three 
times  a  d^nj,  and  taking  nearly  half  an  hour 
each  time,  there  is  the  rowing  to  and  from 
your  inn,  sometimes  against  a  powerful  tide, 
with  a  tub  which  would  do  (and  perhaps 
has  done)  service  in  a  whaler.  By  the  way, 
you  v\-ill  be  thankful  enough  to  have  a  strong 
boat  sometimes,  for  the  wherries,  or  sailing 
barges,  are  very  fond  of  shaving  your  boat  as 
closely  as  possible  when  moored  and  some- 
times scraping  her  shrewdly. 

Big  bream  are  also  to  be  taken  from  most 
of  the  broads,  that  of  Wroxham  especially, 
but  success  is  still  more  uncertain  than  oa 
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the  Yare.  At  about  daybreak  you  can 
generally  depend  on  a  few  good  bream,  but 
in  the  usual  way  little  roach,  like  sprats,  are 
the  rule,  and  big  bream  the  exception. 

Many  of  the  Irish  lakes  hold  quantities  of 
bream,  and  in  the  Swiss  lakes  they  are  often 
taken.  Large  ponds  in  private  parks  are 
sometimes  stocked  with  them,  and  permission 
for  fishing  is  often  easy  to  obtain. 


Many  parts  of  the  Thames  contain  big 
bream,  but  they  are  more  common  in  the 
Mole  and  Wey.  In  the  Lea  they  are  scarce, 
but  at  Tottenham  (old  Isaac  Walton's 
favourite  spot,  though  woefully  changed)  there 
is  a  celebrated  bream  hole,  close  to  the  road, 
in  which  grand  old  golden  bream  may  often 
be  seen,  though  seldom  caught.  For  as  we 
approach  London  bream  seem  to  change  their 


character,  and  become  shy  and  cunning, 
like  carp.  At  Hendon.  for  instance,  where 
there  are  thousands  of  larpe  bream,  you  may 
fish  for  hours  for  a  single  specimen.  The 
young  fry  at  this  lake  will  give  good  sport  to 
those  who  like  it.  Eoach-fishers  often  get 
many  dozens  of  tiny  bream  in  a  day  from 
the  shallower  paifs  (,f  the  lake. 


ARTISTIC  STUDIES  FOR  BOYS  OF  TASTE. 

By  vaeious  Eepresentative  Artists, 


VIII.— An  Old-time  Student. 

{Braun  for  the  "Boy's  Oirn  Paper"  by  DAvmsox  KxowLZS.) 
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"TAKING  THE  PILOT":    Alf  INCIDENT  OF  A  TRANSATLANTIC  VOYAGE. 

By  Dewey  Bates. 


THERE  are  three  incidents  in  a  trans- 
atlantic voyage  which  stand  out  above 
all  others,  and  which  impress  even  the  most 
unimpressionable  of  travellers,  particularly  if 
it  be  a  first  experience. 

One  of  these,  the  saddest  of  all,  is  the  last 
parting  from  land,  the  more  so  if  it  be  one's 
native  land.  With  the  fading  of  the  last 
blue  rock  or  cliff,  or  the  ever  feebler  twinkle 
of  the  friendly  beacon,  until  it  is  swallowed 
up  at  last  in  the  surrounding  gloom,  the 
heart  grows  sad  and  the  mind  seems  crushed 
with  the  moui-nful  thoughts  which  crowd  in 
bewildering  confusion  upon  it. 

The  first  faint  streak  of  land — the  first 
fkm  line  after  days  of  storms,  discomfort,  or 
even  worse,  monotony,  is  a  sensation  of  a 
very  different  character.  Kow  there  is  ex- 
hilaration, wonderment,  hope.  Whether  it 
be  the  emigrant  seeking  his  fortune  in  the 
New  World,  the  wealthy  traveller  in  search 
of  novelty,  or  the  American  returning  to  his 
home — all  are  irresistibly  attracted  by  this 
first  sight  of  term  firma.  Even  the  sailor, 
to  whom  this  incident  can  have  no  novelty, 
seems  more  cheerful  and  looks  longingly 
towards  the  welcome  shores. 

The  third  incident,  the  taking  of  the  pilot, 
while  differing  from  the  other  two,  yields  to 
neither  perhaps  in  point  of  interest ;  and  if 
this  event  should  happen  at  night,  certainly 
surpasses  them,  as  it  were,  from  a  di-amatic 
point  of  view. 

On  British  shores  the  pilot  enters  and 
leaves  the  ship  with  scarce  any  one  being 
aware  of  his  presence.  Off  the  American 
coasts,  however,  the  case  is  quite  different. 
Owmg  to  the  competition  existing  between 
the  New  York  pilot  boats,  these  small  vessels 
try  to  outsail  each  other  in  the  track  of 
inward-bound  ships  until,  indeed,  they  catch 
their  quarry  a  day's,  or  more  even,  steaming 
distance  from  port.  Whatever  the  emolu- 
ments may  be  of  the  dangerous  calling  of  these 
American  pilots,  it  is  quite  safe  to  say  they 
would  scarcely  seem  adequate  for  the  hard- 
ships and  dangers  which  these  brave  fellows 
must  meet  with. 

When  a  pilot  cutter  leaves  New  York  its 
full  complement  of  pilots  is  supposed  to  be 
seven.  And  until  these  have  all  been  placed 
on  incoming  vessels,  the  pilot  boat,  unless 
forced  by  stress  of  weather  or  other  unfore- 
seen contingencies,  remains  at  sea. 

But  if  the  sight  of  a  signal  for  a  pilot  is 
welcome  to  these  hardy  fellows  on  board 
their  little  craft,  the  first  glimpse  of  the  huge 
numbers  on  their  mainsail  or  the  flash  of 
their  beacon  is  none  the  less  so  to  the 
traveller  sick  of  the  tedium  of  the  voyage. 

The  sea  appears  ever  jealous  of  its  bride, 
the  land,  and  conceals  the  approaches  to  her 
abode  with  fogs,  winds,  stonns,  and  rocky 
dangers.  And  nowhere  is  this  more  in 
evidence  than  off'  the  North  American  coast, 
where  in  the  first  place  the  dread  fog  banks 
of  Newfoundland  seem  to  defy  the  navigator 
to  penetrate  their  oppressive  gloom  ;  and 
then  there  is  the  stormy  area  where  the  Gulf 
Sbi'eam  and  Arctic  current  oppose  each  other 
and  blind  the  way  with  storms.  As  an  officer 
once  said  to  me,  "  The  North  Atlantic  is  the 
most  unreasonable  of  oceans:  in  the  summer 
it  is  all  fogs,  in  the  winter  it  is  nothing  but 
gales." 

It  is  through  and  amid  these  that  the  look- 
out on  board  the  great  steamship  first 
catches  sight  of  the  pilot  boat.  All  on  board 
aie  of  course  watching  anxiously  for  this 


(Vt'itJi  Illustrations  hii  the  Author.) 

event.  It  is  the  first  tie  to  land.  For  days 
the  deplorable  passion  for  gambling  has  held 
full  sway  among  certain  classes  of  the  pas- 
sengers, in  making  bets  as  to  the  probable 
number  which  will  be  displayed  on  the  pilot 
cutter's  mainsail.  For  ten  days  too,  perhaps, 
we  have  heard  nothing  of  the  great  world. 
The  pilot  will  bring  us  a  file  of  newspapers, 
a  day  or  so  old  perhaps,  but  still  better  than 
nothing.  Dynasties  may  have  fahen,  govern- 
ments changed,  wars  been  declared ! 


We  imagined,  of  course,  that  they  were  on 
serious  duty  bound,  until  on  reaching  land  we 
discovered  that  it  was  merely  a  practice 
cruise. 

So,  apart  from  his  actual  duties,  the  pilot 
is  a  link  binding  us  to  the  world  fi'om  which 
we  have  been  so  long  estranged.  So  long,  I 
say, — perhaps  only  a  matter  of  some  10,  12, 
17  days,  but  in  spite  of  all  astronomical  re- 
search, a  day  at  sea  and  a  day  on  land  are 
not  one  and  the  same  thing. 


"  Show  'em  a  blue  light." 


On  one  occasion  I  was  crossing  the  Atlantic 
when  there  had  been  certain  rumours  of  a 
European  war,  and  on  nearimg  the  southern 
rock-bound  coast  of  Ireland,  we  encountered 
an  English  fleet  of  men-of-war  in  line  of 
battle.  They  were  moving  slowly  under 
canvas.  We  passed  within  hailing  distance 
of  the  last  ship,  giving  a  hearty  cheer  as  we 
passed,  and  long  aft^r,  into  the  dusk  of  even- 
ing, the  electric  light  from  the  admiral's  vessel 
flashed  now  upon  us,  and  now  upon  the  dif- 
ferent vessels  of  the  fleet,  li;;htiiig  up  spar 
and  rigging  with  a  strange  spectral  light. 


In  referring  to  my  note-book  of  a  trans- 
atlantic voyage,  I  find  this  entry:  "What 
various  sensations  must  now  be  experienced 
by  the  many  passengers  in  this  ship  as  now 
we  are  within  24  hours  of  land.  Some  are 
going  with  wives  and  families  to  a  country 
new  to  them.  Some  are  hoping  to  see  rela- 
tives they  have  not  seen  for  long  years. 
Some  are  looking  even  now  forward  to  the 
time  when  once  more  they  shall  see  their 
English  homes  again.  Each  is  anxious  and 
expectant.  These  weary  days  of  watery  cir- 
cumferences have  made  the  past  dim,  and 
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the  future  is  a  blank.  The  ocean  is  like  a 
great  hiatus,  a  pause—a  period  as  it  were  of 
suspended  animation." 

The  monotony  of  these  weary  days  was 
broken  soon  after  this  entry  by  that  all-ab- 
sorbing event,  the  advent  of  the  pilot,  which 
occurred  at  night.  The  night  was  very  dark 
and  stormy  with  gusts  of  fine  rain,  but  the 
sea  was  lit  up  with  a  strange  lurid  phosphor- 
escent glow— an  effect  which  is  known  as 
the  "  white  horses,"  which  prognosticate 
stormy  weather.  It  was  about  10  o'clock, 
and  most  of  the  passengers  were  below. 
Happening  to  be  on  the  forward  deck  ad- 
miring the  strange,  ghost-like  luminousness 
of  the  sea,  I  heard  the  look-out  on  the  fore- 
castle head  call  out,  Light  on  the  starboard 
bow!"  The  officer  on  duty  replied,  "A\M 
ay !  "  Then  out  of  the  darkness  to  the 
right  appeared  a  small,  glimmering  yellow 
light,  at  what  distance  it  was  impossible  to 
say. 

At  full  speed  we  bore  down  upon  it.  The 
captain,  who  stood  on  the  bridge  close  bv, 
now  called  out,  "Show  'em  a  blue  light!'' 
The  quartermaster  then  lit  a  light  on  tlie 
starboard  quarter  which  burnt  with  a  blue 
flare,  sending  clouds  of  smoke  out  against 
the  darkness.  When  it  had  burnt  out,  all 
was  dark  as  before.  After  some  little  time, 
during  which  we  strain  our  eyes  toward  the 
little  glimmer,  suddenly  a  brilliant  beacon  is 
lighted,  on  what  proves  to  be  the  pilot  boat. 
This  beacon  is  produced  by  dipping  a  ball  of 
cotton  into  turpentine  and  then  setting  fire 
to  it.  It  is  then  whirled  about  so  as  to  illu- 
mine the  mainsail  of  the  schooner,  showing 
up  the  large  numbers  by  which  it  is  desig- 


Presently  some  one  cries,  "  There's  the  boat !  " 
and  we  see  a  light  pulling  toward  us.  A 
light  is  now  shown  on  the  port  side— a  line 


Pilot's  Yawl  nearing  Steamer. 

is  in  readiness  and  the  rope-ladder  thrown 
over  the  ship's  side. 

The  boat  reaches  us  quickly,  and  we  can 


see  the  green,  red,  and  yellow  lights  of  an- 
other steamer.  All  is  weird  and  mysterious, 
what  with  the  darkness,  the  signalling,  the. 
moving  aL'out  of  lights,  and  the  sensation 
that  we  have  at  last  crossed  the  great  waste 
of  waters  and  are  now  nearing  the  abodes  of 
our  fellow-men.  The  time  occupied  in  this- 
incident  was  about  an  hour. 

As  the  engine-bell  ran;,'  ■•  frill 
we  could  see  the  faint  t\v:!;l,];i 
bow  of  the  yawl,  now  li  ]»  ;ii 
appearing,  as  it  rose  on 
or  was  lost  in  the  trough 


'd  ahead 
light  at  the- 
iiii^-'.  now  dis- 
■i(-  -t  of  a  wave- 
Further  away 


and  fainter  was  the  light  of  the  pilot  boat, 
towards  which  the  men  were  pulling,  while' 
astern  were  Just  discernible  the  lights  of 
another  inward-bound  liner.  These,  however,, 
were  soon  lost  to  sight  in  the  driving  rain 
squalls  and  darknecs,  and  under  the  guidance' 
of  the  pilot  we  bore  up  once  more  towardi 
port,  through  the  effervescent-Hke  waters  of 
the  phosphorescent  sea. 

As  for  the  pilot  hin;iself,  that  strange 
apparition  from  the  sea  who  has  just  sO' 
deftly  climbed  the  rope-ladder  thrown  over 
the  ship's  side,  we  almost  expect  to  see  hiui 
at  least  covered  with  scales,  with  fins  for  arms- 
and  a  fish-like  tail.  Instead,  however,  we 
find  this  newcomer  from  a  new  world  very- 
like  ourselves—  attired  almost  genteelly  in  a. 
well-fittingcoat,hardhat,  and  holding  a  small 
travelling  bag.  We  look  witlt  wonder,  even 
pleasure,  on  his  face,  for  we  have  grown  weary 
of  each  other  after  such  unremittent  contact. 
This  seeing  of  the  first  face  after  an  ocearu 
voyage  produces  a  singular  sensation.  It  i& 
true  that  at  home,  of  all  the  throngs  we  meet- 
in  crowded  thoroughfares  we  know  scarce  a- 


Pilot  Boat  showing  a  Flare. 


nated.    Upon  seeing  this,  the  captain  called  : 
out  quietly,  "  Steady  port !  ' '  Vv'e  then  steamed 
on  for  some  time,  when  again  the  beacon  ' 
was  lighted,  and  we  could  see  we  were  getting 
nearer. 

Meanwhile,  a  crowd  of  third-class  pas- 
sengers are  singing  lustily  on  the  forward 
deck  Bule  Britannia  and  popular  songs  of 
the  day.  Then  the  captain  orders  another 
blue  light  to  be  shown,  and  the  pilot  responds 
with  his  flare  as  before,  irow  showing  up 
the  sail  with  the  huge  number  4  upon  it. 

We  are  now  getting  nearer.  A  lantern  is 
dropped  over  the  starboard  quarter  and  a 
rope  placed  in  readiness.  All  are  on  the  qui 
vive  to  see  the  first  comer  from  the  New 
World  after  days  of  isolation.  Then  the 
whistle  sounds  several  times.  The  wind  is 
blowing  freshly  and  with  gusis  of  rain.  Now 
we  see  the  pilot  boat  has  drifted  to  the  port 
side  across  our  bows,  for  we  have  stoj^ped. 


see  two  men  in  oilskins  pulling  and  the  pilot 
at  the  stern.  The  rope  is  thrown  and  caught 
by  one  of  the  men  and  the  boat  is  alongside, 
and  in  a  moment  the  pilot  is  clambering  up 
the  rope-ladder  on  deck,  and  off  to  greet  the 
captain. 

_  The  frail  yawl  stops  a  few  moments  by  our 
side  and  one  of  the  men  calls  out  from  below 
to  inquire  the  name  of  our  ship.  How  strange 
this  voice  sounds  ! — this  voice  from  a  new 
v.'orld  coming  out  of  the  depths  !  It  is  like 
speaking  to  some  uncanny  thing — there  out 
in  that  dreary  desolation  of  waters,  with 
blackness  overhead  and  the  strange  glare 
of  the  waters  beneath. 

We  then  move  slowly  forward,  the  boat- 
men, holding  to  our  rope  until  the  frail  ciaft 
swings  safely  out  from  what  might  prove  a 
dangerous  suction.  Then  they  let  go,  and 
we  watch  their  tiny  light  fade  away  toward 
the  light  of  their  cutter.    Behind  us  we  can  1 


soul,  but  yet  in  a  way  we  know  their  haunts, 
their  destinations ;  in  one  way  almost  we 
know  their  very  thoughts,,  for  we  are  all 
mingled  together  in  the  same  busy  pursuits- 
and  all  interested  in  the  events  which  are' 
taking  place  about  ug.  But  here  is  a  maa 
foreign  to  all  these.  His  haunts,  his  ways, 
his  friends  are  all  dissimilar  to  ours  and  un- 
known to  us.  We  seem  surprised,  therefore, 
to  find  that  superficially  in  form  and  feature 
he  is  as  human  as  we  are. 

The  distance  the  pilot  was  from  Sandy- 
Hook  when  we  first  sighted  him  may  be- 
estimated  from  the  fact  that  although  he- 
boarded  us  a  little  after  10  p.ji.,  it  was  not- 
until  ten  the  nest  morning  that  we  caught 
our  first  glimpse  oi  :he  low-lying  shores  of 
Long  Island,  and  it  wa.i  nearly  five  in  the- 
afternoon  ere  we  passed  the  light-ship  andi 
entered  the  still  waters  of  the  lower  bay  of 
New  York. 
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SOME  TOYS  WORKED  BY  ELECTRICITY, 

By  E.  a.  K.  Bennett,  b.a.  oxon., 

Author  of    IIow  to  male  an  Eject i  kal  Macliine,"     Eltxtrk  Lamps,  and  lioir  to  work  them!' 


THE  trnmpets  sold  in  the  shops,  as  a  rule, 
make  a  very  loud  noise  indeed — in  fact 
a  little  of  it  goes  a  very  long  way  with  most 
people!  The  increased  sound  is  probably  due 
to  the  body  of  the  trumpet  being  composed  of 
brass,  which,  vibrating  in  unison  with  the 
ferro-type  plate,  increases  the  sound.  Wood 
will  therefore  not  give  so  loud  a  sound,  and 
if  you  can  construct  the  case  of  metal  you 
should  cei'tainly  do  so.  The  vibrations  of 
the  plate,  and  therefore  the  sound,  may  also 
be  increased  by  using  a  horseshoe  magnet 
(wound  as  directed  in  the  article  on 
"Electro-motors  "  in  No.  595,  or  better  still 
as  will  be  directed  in  these  articles),  the  two 
poles  atti'acting  the  plate  more  strongly.  In 
the  bought  trumpets  the  case  is  shaped  like 
a  horn,  in  which  the  magnet  is  placed,  the 
platinum  contact-breaker  being  behind  (where 
it  is  in  the  one  I  have  described,  supposing 
thei-e  was  no  bottom  to  the  box  and  the  mag- 
net was  supported  by  a  bar  across  from  side 
*to  side,  the  cornucopia  being  placed  on  that 
side  of  the  box,  instead  of  the  other,  with  the 
magnet  inside  it).  I  think  it  is  unnecessary 
to  describe  their  construction  further,  as  the 
principle  and  details  of  construction  of  the 
simple  one  I  have  described  will  apply  to 
any,  and  any  method  of  structure  may  be 
adopted  which  suits  the  mind  of  the  maker. 

The  trumpet  having  been  made  I  will  now 
give  you  a  plan  of  fitting  it  up  which  adds 
enormously  to  the  effect.  We  want  to  hide 
the  trumpet  so  that  no  one  shall  know  where 
it  is.  My  own  plan  of  doing  this  is  as 
follows.  I  have  made  a  wooden  erection,  of 
v^hich  I  give  a  drawing  which  will  explain 
itself.  It  consists  of  a  back  with  a  shelf  at 
the  bottom  and  a  kind  of  canopy  at  the  top. 
It  can  be  made  almost  any  size,  small  or  big, 
to  suit  the  occupant  of  the  shelf.  My  own 
measurements  are  about  as  follows.  From 
the  top  A  to  the  liottom  b,  tl)o  len-th  of 
back  piece,  including  bracket,  1  foot  H  inches. 
Breadth  of  back  5[-  inches.  Side  of  canopy 
(d),  breadth  4j  inches,  height  'i^  inches, 
breadth  of  front  (c  to  n)  5}  inches  ;  heiglit  of 
course  the  same  as  sides.  The  top  piece 
will  then  be  about  51-  inches  by  4|  inches. 
The  shelf  at  the  bottom  is  about  the  same 
size  as  the  top  of  the  canopj',  and  is  sup- 
ported by  a  bracket  of  rather  thick  wood,  which 
you  can  carve  as  elaborately  as  you  like. 

Now  take  the  electric  trumpet,  whether 
made  at  home  or  purchased,  and  fasten  it  to 
the  under  side  of  the  canopy  (this  is  best 
done  before  the  sides  are  put  on),  and  fasten 
a  double  wire  behind  the  back  (cutting  a 
groove  for  it  to  go  in)  up  to  the  back  of  the 
canopy,  where  it  goes  through  and  divides, 
one  wire  being  fastened  to  one  terminal  of 
the  trumpet  and  the  other  wire  to  the  other. 
The  double  wire  goes  right  down  the  back 
and  emerges  at  b.  Obviously  if  you  now 
join  your  press  and  battery  on  to  the  double 
wire,  when  you  squeeze  the  press  the  trumpet 
will  squeak.  But  here  we  are  going  to 
practise  a  little  innocent  deception,  and  to 
that  end  we  go  to  a  toyshop  and  purchase  a 
small  and  pretty  doll  of  the  male  sex,  and  if 
you  can  get  one  (or  dress  one  up)  attired  as 
a  soldier  or  trumpeter,  by  all  means  co  so. 
The  doll  is  now  to  be  fixed  on  to  the  bracket 
by  means  of  a  long  wire — say  a  hairpin  bent 
out  straight,  one  end  being  pushed  into  tha 
wood,  the  other  passing  up  one  trouser  leg  of 
the  doll  and  into  its  body ;  the  wire  is  thus 
completely  hidden  and  is  much  better  than 
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glue,  as  it  admits  of  the  doll  being  placed  in 
a  natural  attitude,  and  being  removed  if  re- 
quired. In  one  of  his  hands  you  must  make 
him  hold  a  small  trumpet  (this  is  a  very  ex- 
pensive item,  it  will  cost  a  halfpenny  !)  with 
the  mouthpiece  to  his  mouth,  as  represented 
in  the  picture.  The  whole  thing  is  now 
fastened  to  the  wall  in  a  convenient  place, 
by  driving  nails  through  the  back,  and  the 
double  wire  is  completely  hidden  by  passing 
it  behind  furniture,  books,  etc.,  down  to  the 
floor.  There  is  great  scope  for  ingenuity  on 
the  part  of  the  worker  in  hiding  the  wire, 
and  no  definite  instructions  can  possibly  be 
given.  In  my  own  case  I  have  no  back 
piece  below  tl;e  shelf,  the  support  being 
against  the  vt^all.    The  wire  descends  behind 


Fiff.  4.— Electric  Dni.T.. 
(Lctturs  iH  rcfenx'il  to  in  text.)  . 

the  support  (to  b  in  the  picture),  and  below 
that  I  have  hung  a  "  date  calendar  "  over  it, 
it  makes  a  turn  to  the  right  and  goes  down 
behind  a  chilfonier  covered  with  books,  to 
the  floor.  Under  these  circumstances  no 
human  being  could  possibly  tell  that  there 
was  a  wire  at  all,  and  there  being  no  back 
piece  under  the  bracket  (so  that  the  paper  of 
the  room  can  be  seen),  nothing  but  the  support 
touching  the  calendar,  it  does  not  look  as  if 
any  wires  could  possibly  be  hidden  anywhere. 


Now  if  you  press  the  button,  of  course  the 
trumpet  squeaks,  but  the  doll  being  just 
underneath  it,  and  the  trumpet  being  in  the 
dark  under  the  canopy,  no  one  thinks  it  is  a. 
separate  instrument,  but  of  course  every  one 
jumps  to  the  conclusion  that  it  is  the  doll 
blowing  !  Hide  the  battery  in  a  corner  in  a 
black  box,  the  wires  coming  through  the  side 
next  the  wall,  and  the  press  in  a  dark  corner, 
or  on  the  floor  under  a  table  so  that  you  can 
put  your  foot  on  it  while  your  hands  are  free, 
writing,  etc.  You  can  of  course  now  tell  the 
doll  to  blow,  at  the  same  moment  putting 
your  foot  on  the  press,  when  the  tritmpet 

blows  "  accordingly.  Of  course  this  is 
mysterious  to  the  last  degree  to  the  un- 
initiated friend  to  whom  you  are  displaying 
the  doll,  as  you  may  be  any  distance  off  from 
the  doll,  with  your  hands  free,  speaking  to 
him  across  the  room  1 

The  wooden  erection  to  hold  the  doll  can 
be  painted  any  colour  ;  preferably  the  back 
should  be  black,  as  it  shows  off  the  doll.  In 
front  of  the  canopy  you  can  paint  a  monogram 
or  heraldic  device.  If  the  doll  is  one  of 
those  extremely  pretty  little  specimens  which 
can  be  procured  at  any  good  toyshop  for  about 
a  shilling,  dressed  as  cricketers,  soldiers,  etc. 
(what  our  grandmothers  would  have  thought 
of  them  in  their  young  days  it  is  difflcult  to 
imagine  !)  it  will  really  be  quite  an  ornament, 
to  the  room,  independently  of  its  electrical 
qualities. 

This  article  has  outgrown  the  space  I 
meant  it  to  occupy,  and  I  must  wait  for  the 
next  to  tell  you  how  to  make  the  doll  work 
from  various  parts  of  the  room  as  you  walk 
about  and  talk  to  him,  and  how  to  make  the 
battery.  The  best  battery  to  use  is  the 
Lcclaitch,'',  as  you  will  not  want  to  be  always, 
working  the  trumpet  (Littlemore  and  Colney 
Hatch  will  need  enlarging  if  you  do  !)  and 
for  intermittent  work  this  is  much  the  best 
battery.  You  can  use  three  or  four  cells  of 
No.  2  size  according  to  length  of  wire  through, 
which  the  current  has  to  pass.  The  battery 
can  be  bought  from  most  ironmongers,  but 
don't  buy  the  cheapest  sort ;  they  are  made 
with  bad  materials  and  are  dearest  in  the 
end ;  good  ones  are  half-a-crown  or  three 
shillings  each  cell. 

In  my  next  article  I  will  try  and  explaii^ 
how  to  make  an  electric  drum,  so  that  you> 
can  have  a  kind  of  drum  and  fife  band. 
i^To  be  continued.) 


OUR  PRIZE  COMPETITIONS, 

(Thirteenth  Series.) 


Writing  Competition. 

{Continued  from  p.  527.] 

Third  Dn'isiox  (arjed  12  ijears). 

Prize— Ws.  ad. 

Wm.  Ai.Len'  Curtis,  Great  Eastern  Railway  Station, 
Bramfoi'd,  uear  Ipiwich. 

CEUTIFIC,\TES— FIRST  GRADE. 

Arnold  Bl.^tchford,  14,  Gladstone  Road,  Halifax. 
ROYDEN  G.  Hopkins,  33,  Castle  Street,  Tlietford, 
Norfolk. 

S.^CKVILLE  C.  Newman,  High  Street,  Cbippeubam. 


Ch.*.S.  H.  Cr.vmphorn,  W'ouldliam  Court,  nr.  Rocl.estcr, 
Kent. 

Leslie  JIirvlees,  Highfield,  Avenue  Road,  Croucb 
End,  Higligate,  N. 

W.  J.  Duncan,  186,  Watt  Street,  Glasgow. 

W.M.  MiDDLETON  EoULTO.N,  7,  Caltliorpe  Road,  Ban- 
bury. 

CvRiL  Westerook,  Hursley,  near  Winchester. 
C.  Fortescle,  London  and  County  BaiA,  ilaldon, 
Esse.v. 

ErnH'ST  Evans,  5,  Yaughau  Terrace,  Maindee,  ^'ew- 
port,  Mon. 

Alfked  C.  Loder,  Havre  House,  Arlington  Road,  SuT' 
bitou. 


544 


Gordon  C.  Home,  5,  Queen's  Park  Gardens,  Streatham 
Common. 

F,  C.  Greatorex,  5,  Victoria  Tillas,  Queen's  Road, 
Clarendon  Parle,  Leicester. 

B.  Mo.VDV,  11.  Charlotte  Street,  Ayr,  Scotland. 

Alfred  W".  Jo.ni:s,  110,  Autill  Road,  Bow,  e. 

SECOND  GR.^DE. 

James  Wallace,  8,  Newton  Street,  Edinboro". 

Howard  T.  Cross,  The  Sumachs,   Valley  Road 
Hti-eatham.  ' 

Alfred  S.  Ki.vu,  C,  Norland  Terrace,  Nottins  Hill,  Vf. 

A.  Ll.  ALr.EN-,  14",  Withiugtou  Iload,  Wlialley  Rau^e 
Manchester.  "  ' 

John-  Bri.nd,  Anglesca  House,  Paignton,  South  Devon. 

E\i;rard  J.  Randall,  75,  Godwin  Road,  Forest  Gate. 

FitED  C.  Le\-ett,  Perseverance  Cottage,  Old  Heading- 
ton,  0.\-£ord. 

Jo.«PH  E.  Moore,  5,  Chancery  Street,  Burnley,  Lanes. 

H.  C.  Bowman,  Partou   Villa,   Broadway,  Peter- 
borough. 

Alcernon  Mason,  50,  Britannia  Road,  Moore  Park 
Fulham. 

Thos.  R.  Chandler,  28,  Perth  Road,Finshmy  Park,N. 

Ernest  Ashfokd,  34,  Chryssell  Road,  Vassall  Road, 
North  Brixton. 

Reginald  H.  DuNLur,  29,  Melville  Street,  PoUokshields 
Glasgow.  ' 

THIRD  GRADE. 

W.M.  Snook.  Paper  Mills,  Woking-  Village,  Surrey. 

Stanley  Lonergan,  Higliam,  Colchester. 

A.  E.  WiDDoivs,  224,  Pe'ckham  Rye. 

Fkederick  H.  Harris,  6,  Upper  Street,  Paul's  Crescent, 
Camden  Square. 

T.  Hunter,  16,  Alpe  Street,  Ipswich. 

Thos.  S.  Briekley,  12,  Brunswick  Square,  South- 
ampton. 

Herbert  Nicholds,  Avonwood,  Corston,  near  Bristol. 

G.  W.  Wardeli,,  Hazeldean,  Little  Meolse  Road  Hov- 
lake,  Cheshire. 

Harry  Inight,  14,  St.  Catherine  Street,  Gloucester. 

Edward  N.  S.  Conn.ui,  8,  Garmoyle  Terrace,  York 
Road,  Belfast. 

Arthltr  Hearn,  Bird-in-Hand,  High  Wycombe. 

Thomas  Crompton,  124,  St.  Owen's  Street,  Hereford. 

Wji.  Fox,  Melrose,  South  View,  Basingstoke. 

Ernest  Meise,  32,  Fairholt  Road,  Stoke  Newington.x. 

Frank  M.a.son,  22,  Rue  Notre  Dame,  Calais. 

John-  H.  Gore,  13,  Hereford  Road,  Seaforth. 

H  Oakshe  i-T,  7,  Olive  Terrace,  Crawford  Street,  Cam- 
berwell. 

Eric  D.  Tillett,  Sprowston,  Norwich. 

Ari'HUr  J.  F.  Williams,  Verona  ViUa,  Cailton  Street 
Cueltenhaui.  ' 

A.  W.  Springtiiorpe,  33,  Heathland  Road,  Stoke  New- 

lUgtOU,  N. 

J.  A.  Sinclair,  248,  Plymouth  Grove,  Longsight,  Man- 
cliester. 

Arthur  Cua.nfield,  118,  Torriano  Avenue,  N.w. 

John-  Murray,  Kiugskettle,  Fife. 

Arthur  R.  Thomas,  Harrow  Green  School,  Lerton- 
stone. 

Alfuf.u  Pierce,  Harrow  Green  .School,  Leytonstone. 

V,'.'.',  > A 

Erm..-)' 

S  i'Ki'HF.N  Last, 

Hai-.uy  Arrows.mith, 

J<,,i\  Derbyshire, 

Euxust  Gargh.we,  „ 

Ja.\!i;s  Hussey, 

I''i:ant<  Wardill, 

Wilfred  Richardson,  „ 

Harry  Hicks,  „ 

W.M.  Hudson,  „ 

Alfred  Warrixgtov, 

Gborgs  MARSH.U.L,  CO,  Brunswick  Street,  West  Hartle- 

E.  J.  Andrews,  Bristol  House,  Ke^  nsluim,  Bristol. 

John  Butt,  45,  Regent  Street,  Long  Eaton  Derbv 
shire.  •' 

^L^eU  ^'  ^^'^  Gildersome, 

E.  S.  Workman,  East  Farndou  Rectory,  Market  Har- 
Doroagh. 


Leslie  Uxderwood,  43,  Osborne  Road,  The  Brook 

Livrrjidi'l  ■  ' 

^'ilu"  C-'lifton  Avenue,  Clifton  Street, 

(To  fc  continue  J.) 


CHESS. 

Problem  No.  268. 

By  R.  Worters. 

j  BLAi.'K. 


J^X5iI5^l'     11-^7  =  IS  pieces. 
White  to  play,  and  mate  in  three  {i)  moves. 


A  game  (King's  Bishop's  Opening)  played 
between  W.  T.  Hurley  and  an  Amateur. 


White. 

1.  P-K  4 

2.  B— B  4 

3.  P— Q  3 

4.  P— B  4 

5.  B  xP 

C.  Kt— K  B  3 

7.  Castles 

8.  B-Q  2 

9.  Kt— K  5 


Black. 
P— K  4 
Kt-K  B  3 
P— K  K  3 
P  X  P 
P-Q  3 
B— Kt  5 
Kt-R  4 
B— K  2  (a) 
Eesigns  (b) 


(a)  Black  ought  to  have  played  this  B 
before,  and  left  the  Kt  at  K  B  3. 

(b)  If  B  X  Q,  mate  in  two  moves  follows  ; 
and  if  P  X  Kt,  then  B  x  B  P  (ch.),  and  the 
white  Q  wins  the  B  at  Kt  5. 


TO  CHESS  CORRESPONDENTS. 

J.  A.  M.— J.  Pospisil's  pretty  problem  is  simpler,  and 
without  duals,  thus  White,  K— K  R  2;  Q-K  Kt  sq.: 
Kts-Q  B  6  and  K  B  6.  Black,  K  -K  3  :  P,— Q  B  2, 
Q  B  4,  K  E  2,  and  K  B  4.  White  iii  ites  in  three  moves. 
( Tlie  wlun-  K  iiiu-it  not  stand  any\',  uri  f  cUr.  i 

F.  C.  <,r.— Your  little  "revolviiiy  "  problem  is  very 
nice,  and  shall  appear  soon. 

The  Forsyth  notation  is  of  little  use,  for  it 
dcjes  not  recoril  the  moves,  and  does  not  indicate  any 
particular  square.  It  describes  the  position  of  the 
■,i'--jYe  diagram  thus  5Kt3K3p2p4P5Pk3R 
2plRPP3blpKt3p4B5B2. 

J.  S.  F.— Your  four-mover  has  a  mate  by  Q  2,  and 
you  have  not  shown  any  special  reason  for  placing  a 
black  V  ou  Black's  Q  Kt  sq. 

A.  E.  W.'— fine  three-mover  -V.  Burm.'ist.sr  from 
the  Swclish  chess  periodical  i-  thi^  :  White,  K  -K  2  ; 
R-K  B  3  :  Kt— Q  3.  Black.  K-  K  R  s  :  R_K  Kt  sq.; 
Kt  -K  sq.:  Ps  -  Q  R  7.  K  2.  K  Kt  2,  and  K  R  7. 

R.  W.— Six  months  ago  there  was  a  rumour  of  trans- 
lating P..  r_'  i'<  l.,H,k  into  English,  but  we  have  not 
Leari  a;iy  n;.'-.-  fi,,m  the  author  about  it.  The  greatest 
name's  in  the  ivork  are  Guretzky,  Kliug,  Horwitz, 
Philidor,  Ceutm-ini.  Walker,  Lolli,  Salvioli.  Ponziaui, 
Lasa.  etc.  Berger  himself  is  the  author  of  lOli  of  the 
550  diagrams. 


Corrcspoubciuc. 


W.  J.  C— A  girl  is  of  age  at  21,  not  at  18.  If  you  were 
to  speak  properly  you  would  not  spell  whether  with- 
out Its  first  h."  It  is  quite  as  bad  form  to  drop  an 
"  h  "  when  it  comes  second  in  a  w  ord  as  when  it 
comes  first. 

Candle. — The  breve  was  the  shortest  of  the  three 
notes  used  in  ancient  niu-ic  :  it  is  the  longest  of  the 
notes  used  now.  and  ran.-ly  appears  but  in  chants, 
etc.   It  is,  of  course,  as  long  as  two  semibreves. 

Qu.ERO.— .\  boat  with  such  a  section  \rill  never  do 
much  ;  she  is  too  shallow  in  the  bilge.  The  less 
df-ailwood  you  have  the  better.  Go  to  one  of  the 
jioiiiU  and  look  at  a  model.  Tlic  weighted  tiller  is  an 
olil  device;  ami  it  is  not  as  good  as  the  weighted 
rudders.  "  Model  Yachting  '  will  come  in  our  "  Out- 
door Sports." 

A.  U.  A.— Tlie  largest  picture  galleries  in  the  world  are 
at  Berlin,  Dresden.  Florence,  Madrid,  Munich,  Ver- 
sailles, and  the  Louvre  at  Paris.  St.  Petersburg,  and 
Vienna.  If  you  mean  valuable  pietnres.it  i.-  prolnhle 
that  there  are  more  in  the  private  collection^  of  tljis 
country  than  in  the  galleries  of  any  (;.nitinental 
country.  Our  National  Gallerv  was  founded  in  1824; 
the  present  buihling  h  s;  opened  in  1838. 

Mtesa.— Yes:  quite  ri-hr.  .Tames  Frederick  Elton, 
African  explorei',  dn  a  at  U<rklie,  on  the  cann  an 
route  between  Zanziliiu-  and  rnvanvenilie,  in  ls77, 
when  he  was  ali.mt  ■;7  year-  ,,ld.  There  is  a  book  of 
his  travels,  publi-iied  in  Lsry. 

S.  P.  N.— 1.  There  ^^e^e  two  Iron  Hands.  One  was 
Goetz  yon  Berhchingeii.  who  lost  his  hand  at  the 
siege  of  Landshut  and  had  an  iron  one  to  replace  it. 
The  other  was  De  Tonti.  one  of  the  explorers  of  the 
Mississipjii.  who  had  an  iron  hand  to  replace  one  he 
had  lost.  The  context  ought  to  tell  you  which  of  these 
two  it  is  ;  there  may  have  been  moie.  but  we  do  not 
rei-oUect  tliem  just  now.  2.  The  "  Handsome  EngUsh- 
maii  ? "  Well,  really,  there  have  been  so  many. 
Would  John  Churchill,  Duke  of  Marlborough,  suit 
the  position  '?  The  "  Attic  Bee  "  was  Sophocles. 
Euripides  was  the  "  Philosophic  Bard." 

Anxious  Enquirkr.— The  window  is  steamed  because 
the  glass  i^  eel-l  enough  to  condense  the  moisture. 
It  is,  we  sliiiuld  think,  unavoidable  unless  you  can 
warm  the  window.  When  reflecting  outside  lamps 
are  used  the  window  is  generally  clear. 

A.  S.  Melville,— There  is  a  lathe  in  our  "Indoor 
Games."    The  article  is  out  of  print  in  the  paper. 

Tricks.— There  are  several  books  on  conjuring  by 
Professor  Hoitniaun,  published  by  Routledge  &  Sons, 
and  also  by  Warue  &  Co.  Write  to  them  for  cata- 
logues. 

OiTAWA.— Y'ou  could  obtain  the  list  of  officers  of  a 
man-of-war  from  the  Navy  List  of  the  date.  The 
Admiralty  would  have  a  list  of  the  crew,  but  you 
could  not  obtain  tins  without  mucli  influence  and 
trouble.  If  you  know  tlie  name  of  the  man  you 
want  you  might  get  an  answer,  but  it  would  be  as 
well  to  apply  tlirougli  some  official  of  high  rank  in 
Canada. 

Co-MMercial.- 1.  You  are  too  old  to  be  taken  into  a 
military  band,  unless  you  are  content  with  the  1 
volunteers  or  militia.    2.  There  is  a  sight  test.    3.  It  | 
often  happens  that  one  eye  is  weaker  than  the  other. 
4.  There  is  no  complete  book  of  British  Army 
uniforms. 

■  Worried.— You  had  better  go  before  the  mast,  and 
rough  it  and  work  up.  You  have  just  the  same 
examinations  to  pass  as  an  apprentice,  and  if  you 
piiss  them  you  are  in  just  as  good  a  position.  Sea 
time  is  sea  time  either  before  or  abaft  the  mast  as 
far  as  tlie  first  exannnution  is  concerned.  We  know 
one  of  the  siuarte-t  and  \  uunL;est  commanders  of  a 
leading  mail  line  who  ha,-  pas-ed  all  the  examina- 
tions, even  tlie  •■  extra  "  ones  ;  and  he  began  in  this 
way.    Of  course  you  may  not  be  .so  fortunate. 

S.  Ha  worth.— The  "  Life  of  William  Tell "  i«  more  or 
less  of  a  romance,  but  that,  we  suppose,  does  not 
matter  for  your  purposes.  Almost  every  bookseller 
has  one.  The  last  we  saw  was  published"  bv  Griffith, 
Farran,  &  Co.,  Charing  Cross  Road,  w.c.  It  probably 
cost  eighteeupence. 

R.  .A.RROWS.MITH.— Our  articles  on  the  subject  are  all 
out  of  print.  Send  to  L.  JJ.  Gill,  170  Strand,  for  his 
list  of  books. 

O.N-E  who  is  Axxinu-,— We  Iiardly  think  you  could 
learn  the  Vh  lin  \\  itlimt  a  few  lessons  to  start  you. 
It  has,  ho\\e\-ei,  fr-i|iientlv  been  done  ;  but  then" the 
hoy  has  kent  Ins  .yi  <  and  ears  open  wdien  other 
people  have  i  een  playing.  Self-instruction  booksare 
sold  at  all  mu^ic-sliops. 

W.  Wadpell.— "  -Adrift  in  the  Pacific,"  by  Jules  Verne, 
is  iww  on  sale  in  book  form  by  Messi-s.  Samj^sou,  Lotv 
&  Co.,  Fetter  Lane,  E.c. 

F.  J.  Sande.man. — There  are  no  standand  sizes  for  such 
boats,  but  you  can  make  her  a  quarter  as  wide  as^lie 
is  long,  and  as  deep  as  she  is  broaih  The  mast 
should  be  the  length  of  the  boat.  For  wood,  get 
white  pine  if  you  can. 
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I^TTowEVER  slowly  the  rumour  of  KoUitt's 
i    ii     dishonesty  had  spread  through  the 
•  '   school,  the  news  of  his  disappearance 
spread  like  wildfire. 

Mr.  Forder's  desire  to  keep  the  matter 
from  being  talked  about  was  eminently 
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futile,  for  Wally  and  Percy  Wlieatfield 
both  knew  all  about  it  five  minutes  after 
Fisher  i  had  discovered  the  absence  of  the 
"  suspect." 

By  everybody  except  a  very  few  in- 
fatuated persons  such    as    Yorke  and 


Fisher  ii,  EoUitt's  flight  was  taken  as 
conclusive  evidence  of  his  guilt. 

"  If  he  hadn't  done  it,  why  shouldn't  he 
stay  and  face  it  ?  "  asked  Clapperton. 

"  The  wonder  to  me  is,"  sneered  Dangle, 
"  that  he  brazened  it  out  as  long  as  he  did." 
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"  Suppose  you  were  in  his  shoes,"  said 
Yorke,  "  suspected  by  every  one,  with  the 
evidence  black  against  you,  and  Dangle 
in  charge  of  the  prosecution,  how  would 
you  like  it  ?  " 

"  If  I'm  in  charge  of  the  prosecution," 
said  Dangle,  colouring  up,  "it's  because 
2/OM,  whose  duty  it  was  to  see  the  matter 
put  right,  were  doing  all  you  could  to  shield 
the  scoundrel." 

"  I  did  nothing  because  I  didn't  beHeve 
him  guilty,  and  I  don't  yet,"  said  the 
captain  hotly  ;  "  and  if  you  call  him  scoun- 
drel again  in  my  hearing,  I'll  knock  you 
down." 

"  Keep  your  temper,"  said  Dangle,  glad, 
all  the  same,  that  there  were  one  or  two 
fellows  between  him  and  the  captain. 
"  You  may  not  care  about  the  credit  of 
Fellsgarth.    We  do." 

"You!"  retorted  Yorke,  with  such 
withering  contempt  that  Dangle  half 
wished  he  had  left  the  matter  alone. 

"The  thing  is,"  said  Ranger,  "what  is 
to  be  done  ?  " 

"  Nothing,"  said  Yorke.  "  Forder  hac 
gone  to  tell  the  Doctor  all  about  it. 
They'll  take  it  into  their  own  hands  to 
hunt  him  down— perhaps  with  Dangle's 
assistance.    All  we've  got  to  do  is  " 

Here  Fullerton  interrupted : 

"  is  to  say  all  the  evil  we  can  about 

a  fellow  who  is  down  and  can't  defend 
himself." 

"What's  the  matter  with  Fullerton?  " 
said  Clapperton,  with  a  sneer;  "surely  he's 
not  become  one  of  Eolhtt's  champions  ?  " 

"  If  it  matters  specially  to  you  ^■^•hat  I 
think,"  said  Fullerton,  "I  don't  believe  a 
word  of  your  precious  story.  First  of  all. 
Fisher  I's  such  a  fool  at  accomrts  that  it's 
not  at  all  Certain  the  money  is  lost; 
secondly.  Dangle  is  the  accuser ;  thirdly, 
Rollitt  is  the  accused ;  fourthly,  because 
if  a  similar  charge  were  made  against  me, 
I  should  certainly  disappear." 

"  Ha,  ha!  "  snarled  Erinkman,  "they've 
got  hold  of  poor  Fullerton,  have  they"?  I 
wish  them  joy  of  him." 

"  Thanks  very  much,"  said  Fullerton  ; 
'•  I  don't  intend  to  desert  the  dear  Moderns. 
You  will  have  a  splendid  chance  of  taking 
it  out  of  me  for  daring  to  believe  some- 
body innocent  that  you  think  guilty.  I 
shall  be  happy  to  see  any  three  of  you, 
whenever  you  hke.  I  can't  hit  out  as  well 
as  young  Corder,  so  I  hope  Brinkman 
won't  come.  But  Dangle  now,  or  even 
Clapperton,  I  shall  be  charmed  to  see. 
It's  really  their  duty  as  prefects  to  siip- 
press  any  one  who  dares  have  an  opinion 
of  his  own.  I  simply  long  to  be  sup- 
pressed !  " 

This  astoimding  revolt  for  the  time 
being  diverted  attention  from  the  topic 
of  the  hour.  The  laughter  with  which  it 
was  greeted  by  the  Classics  present  did  not 
tend  to  add  to  the  comfort  of  Clapperton, 
Brinkman,  and  Dangle,  who  very  shortly 
discovered  that  it  was  time  to  go  to  their 
own  house. 

"Wait  for  me,"  said  Fullerton;  "I'm 
coming  too." 

And,  to  their  disgust,  the  rebel  stroUed 
along,  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  in 
their  companv,  whistling  pleasantly  to 
himself  and  absolutely  ignoring  their  un- 
friendly attitude. 

_  Meanwhile  the  question,  "Where  is  Eol- 
litt  ?  "  continued  to  exercise  Fellsgarth, 
from  the  head  master  down  to  the  junior 
fag.    Bit  by  bit  all  that  could  be  found 


out  about  his  movements  came  to  light. 
His  study  was  visited  by  the  masters.  It 
disclosed  the  usual  state  of  grime  and 
confusion.  His  fishing  rod  and  tackle 
were  there.  There  had  been  no  attempt 
to  pack  his  few  belongings,  which  lay  scat- 
tered about  in  dismal  disorder.  The 
photograph  of  the  pleasant,  homely  look- 
ing woman  on  the  mantelpiece,  with  the 
inscription  below,  "  Alfred,  from  Mother," 
stood  in  its  usual  place.  His  Aristophanes 
lay  open  in  the  window-sill  at  the  place 
for  to-day's  lesson.  Everything  betokened 
an  abrupt  and  hasty  departirre. 

Among  the  papers  on  his  table  was  a 
fragment  of  some  accounts  recording  the 
outlay  of  little  more  than  a  few  pence  a 
week  since  the  beginning  of  the  term. 

When  inquiry  came  to  be  made,  it  was 
found  that  he  was  last  seen  after  afternoon 
class  yesterday,  when  he  unexpectedly 
went  to  the  school  shop  and  purchased 
from  the  attendant  there  (who  had  been 
put  in  charge  of  that  establishment  during 
the  indisposition  of  the  managing  direc- 
tors) half-a-dozen  Abernethy  biscuits. 

The  matron  at  Wakefield's  remembered 
that  only  a  day  or  two  ago  a  parcel  had 
arrived  for  Rolhtt— another  unusual  cir- 
cumstance—containing a  ham.  Of  this 
possession  no  sign  was  now  to  be  found 
in  his  study. 

The  inference  from  all  these  circum- 
stances of  course  was,  that  however 
abruptly  he  had  departed,  he  had  not 
gone  home,  but  somewhere  where  food 
would  not  be  easy  to  procure  in  the 
ordinary  way. 

Messengers  were  rent  to  Penchurch  to 
acquaint  the  police  and  inquire  at  various 
places  on  the  way  for  news  of  the  missing 
boy.  But  no  one  had  seen  him  "  out  of 
touch"  for  several  days— since  his  last 
fishing  expedition. 

His  home  address  was  of  course  on  the 
school  books,  and  thither  a  telegram  was 
sent.  But  as  the  place  was  beyond 
the  region  of  the  wire,  no  reply  came  for 
a  day,  when  in  answer  to  the  Doctor's 
inquiry  if  the  wanderer  had  returned 
home,  there  came  an  abrupt  "  No." 

Meanwhile  the  Doctor  had  had  another 
conference  with  the  seniors  of  both  houses, 
and_  inquired  with  every  sign  of  dissatis- 
faction into  the  merits  of  the  suspicions 
which  were  the  apparent  cause  of  Eollitt's 
disappearance. 

To  his  demand  why  the  matter  was 
not  reported  to  him,  Yorke  replied  that 
as  far  as  he  and  Fisher  i  were  concerned 
they  did  not  suspect  Eollitt,  and  there- 
fore had  had  nothing  to  report.  The 
Modern  seniors,  on  the  other  hand,  put 
in  the  plea  that  they  had  looked  to  the 
Classics  to  take  the  matter  up,  and  when 
they  declined  to  do  so,  had  reported  tlie 
matter  to  Mr.  Forder. 

Then  the  Doctor  went  into  the  parti- 
culars of  Dangle's  feud  with  the  missing 
boy,  much  to  the  embarrassment  of  the 
former. 

"  He  insulted  you  by  turning  you  out 
of  Mr.  Wakefield's  house,  you  say. 
Why  were  you  there  ?  " 

"I  went  to  speak  to  some  juniors." 

"  About  what  ?  " 

"  Clapperton  wanted  them  " 

"  No,  I  dicha't.  You  went  "  inter- 
rupted Clapperton. 

"  Silence,  Clapperton.  What  were  they 
wanted  for.  Dangle  ?  ' ' 

"  They  had  cheated  at  elections." 


"  What  was  your  object,  then  ?  " 
"  To  punish  them." 

"Are  you  not  aware  that  the  captain 
of  the  school  is  the  only  prefect  who  is 
allowed  to  punish  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir,  but  " 

"  Well  ?  " 

"  We  were  not  sure  that  their  own  pre- 
fects were  going  to  take  any  notice  of  it." 

"  I  caned  all  four  of  them  for  it,  and 
you  saw  me  do  it."  said  Yorke. 

"  Humph.  And  as  to  Eollitt,  how  came 
he  to  be  present?  "  asked  the  Doctor. 

"  He  came  in." 

"  What  were  you  doing  when  he  came 
in  ?  " 

"  There  was  a  scuffle." 
"  You  were  striking  those  boys  ?  What 
did  Eollitt  do  ?    Did  he  strike  you  ?  " 
"  No,  sir." 
"  What  then?" 

"  He— he,"  said  Dangle,  flushing  up  to 
be  obhged  to  record  the  fact  in  the  pre- 
sence of  the  other  seniors,  "  he  di-agged  me 
across  the  green." 

"  Then  you  say  he  attacked  you  on 
another  occasion  on  the  football  field  ?  " 

And  Dangle  had  to  stand  an  uncom- 
fortable cross-examination  on  this  in- 
cident, too. 

What  had  it  all  got  to  do  with  Eolhtt  ? 
asked  every  one  of  himself. 

"  I  ask  you  all  these  questions.  Dangle," 
said  the  Doctor,  when  he  had,  brought 
this  chapter  of  history  up  to  date,  "  be- 
cause it  seems  to  me  you  are  Eollitt's 
chief  accuser  in  this  matter.  I  wish  I 
were  able  to  feel  that  you  were  not  per- 
sonally interested  in  your  charges  proving 
to  be  true.  That,  of  course,  does  not 
affect  the  case  as  far  as  Eollitt  is  con- 
cerned. The  evidence  against  him  is 
merely  conjecture,  so  far." 

"  But  I  met  him  at  Fisher's  door  that 
afternoon,"  said  Dangle,  determined  to 
make  the  most  of  his  strong  points. 

"Why,"  said  Fisher,  "  vou  told  ms 
you  didn't  know  which  my  door  was, 
when  you  first  spoke  about  it." 

"  I  found  oiit  since,  and  it  was  the 
same  door." 

"  Was  he  coming  out  of  the  room  or  j 
going  in  ?  "  ' 

"  Coming  out." 

"  You  are  sure  of  that  ?  " 

"Yes,  I  remember  because  the 
nearly  struck  me  as  he  opened  it." 

"However  could  it   do  that?" 
claimed   Fisher.    "  My  door 
wards !  " 

Dangle  coloured  up  -n  ith  confusion  and 
stammered : 

"  I — I  thought  it — I  suppose  I  was 
wrong." 

"  I  thinli  so,"  said  the  Doctor  frigidly. 
"  Thank  you,  boj's,  I  needn't  keep  you 
longer  at  present." 

"  You  idiot,"  said  Clapperton,  as  he 
and  the  discomfited  Dangle  walked  back 
to  Forder's.  "  You've  made  a  precious 
mess  of  it,  and  made  the  whole  house 
ridiculous.  Why  couldn't  you  let  it 
alone  ?  You've  mulled  CA-erything  j'ou've 
put  your  finger  into  this  term." 

"Look  here,  Clapperton,"  said  Dangle, 
in  a  white  heat,  "  I've  stood  a  lot  fi'om 
you  this  term — a  jojly  lot.  I've  done  your 
dirty  work,  and  " 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  What  dirty 
work  have  I  asked  you  to  do  ?  " 

"  Plenty  that  you've  not  had  the 
pluck  to  do  yourself." 
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"  I  dare  you  to  repeat  it,  you  liar." 

"  You  shall  do  your  own  in  future,  I 
know  that." 

"  Dangle,  hold  your  tongue,  you 
cad." 

"  I  shall  do  nothing  of  the  kind,  you 
snob." 

"Wliereupon  ensued  the  most  wonderful 
spectacle  of  the  half,  a  fight  between 
Clapperton  and  Dangle.  It  was  nearly 
dark,  and  no  one  was  about,  and  history 
does  not  record  how  it  ended.  But  in 
Hall  that  night  both  appeared  with 
visages  suspiciously  marred,  and  it  was 
noted  by  many  an  observant  eye  that 
diplomatic  relations  between  the  two  were 
suspended. 

But  while  old  friends  had  thus  been 
foiling  out  on  EoUitt's  account,  old 
enemies  had  on  the  same  grounds  been 
making  it  up. 

The  juniors  having  recovered  of  their 
colds,  and  finding  themselves  once  more 
in  the  full  possession  of  their  appetite, 
their  liberty,  and  their  spirits,  celebrated 
their  convalescence  by  a  general  melee  in 
Percy's  room,  under  the  specious  pretext 
of  a  committee  meeting  of  the  shop 
directors.  This  business  function  being 
satisfactorily  concluded,  they  turned 
th?ir  attention  to  the  condition  of  things 
in  general. 

That  Fellsgarth  should  have  got  itself 
into  a  regular  mess  during  their  enforced 
retirement  caused  them  no  surprise. 
What  else  could  any  one  expect  ? 

But  that  any  one  should  dare  to  suspect 
and  make  things  hot  for  a  fellow  without 
consulting  them  caused  them  both  pain 
and  astonishment.  It  quite  slipped  their 
memories  that  not  long  since  some  of 
them  had  been  glad  enough  to  listen  to 
disparaging  talk  about  the  school  hermit. 
That  was  a  detail.  On  the  whole  they 
had  stuck  to  him,  and  they  meant  to 
stick  to  him  now  ! 

j\Iany  things  were  in  his  favour.  He 
had  won  a  goal  for  the  school.  He 
had  dispensed  with  his  right  to  a  fag,  and 
had  let  the  juniors  of  all  grades  generally 
alone.  He  was  on  nodding  terms  with 
Fisher  ii,  one  of  their  lot.  He  had  come 
up  Hawk's  Pike  at  much  personal  incon- 
venience to  look  for  them.  And  he  had 
been  a  customer  to  the  extent  of  six 
Abernethys  at  the  school  shop. 

For  all  these  reasons  (which  were  quite 
apart  from  party  considerations)  it  was  de- 
cided Item.  con.  that  Kollitt  was  a  "  good 
old  sort  "  and  must  be  stuck  by. 

Whereupon  the  nine  of  them  sallied  out 
arm-in-arm  across  the  green,  on  the  look- 
out for  some  one  who  might  hold  a  con- 
trary opinion. 

After  some  search  they  found  a  Modern 
middle  boy,  who,  catching  sight  of  Fisher 
II,  shouted,  "  How  now !  Who  nobbled  the 
club  money  ? "  which  made  Fisher  ii 
suddenly  detach  himself  from  his  com- 
pany, and  shouting  "That's  him  !  "  start 
in  pursuit, 

What  a  bull-dog  it  was  getting,  to  be 
sure ! 

The  whole  party  joined  in  the  hue-and- 
cry,  and  might  have  run  the  fugitive 
down  had  not  the  head-master  stalked 
across  the  green  at  that  moment  on  his 
way  to  Mr.  Wakefield's. 

At  sight  of  him  they  pulled  up  short, 


looked  unutterably  amiable,  doffed  their 
caps,  and  made  as  though  they  were 
merely  out  to  take  the  air  on  this  beau- 
tiful November  afternoon. 

To  Fisher  ii  the  interruption  was  a  sad 
one.  That  fellow  was  the  borrower  of  his 
half-crown ;  for  weeks  he  had  lost  sight 
of  him.  Now,  suddenly,  chance  had 
seemed  to  bring  both  man  and  money 
within  reach,  when,  alas  !  the  Harpy 
swooped  down  and  took  off  the  prize 
from  under  his  very  nose. 

The  Doctor  having  passed,  they  con- 
tinued their  search  for  any  one  who  had  a 
bad  word  to  say  for  Rollitt. 

But  as  it  was  nearly  dark,  and  rain 
was  falling,  the  craven  maligners  kept  in 
doors  and  would  not  be  caught. 

So  the  juniors  relieved  themselves  by 
giving  three  cheers  for  Rollitt  under  every 
window  round  the  green,  and  then  fell 
to  abusing  Fisher  ii  because  his  brother. 
Fisher  i,  had  lost  the  money  which  Rollitt 
was  said  to  have  stolen. 

"  There's  no  doubt  that  kid's  at  the 
bottom  of  it,"  said  Percy.  "  First  of  aU, 
he's  a  Classic  cad." 

Here  the  speaker  was  obliged  to  pause 
on  a  friendly  admonition  from  the  boot  of 
his  brother  Wally. 

"  He's  a  Classic  kid  " — continued  he. 

"  You  said  cad." 

"  I  said  cad  ?  do  you  hear  that,  you 
chaps '?  Thinks  I  don't  know  how  to 
spell." 

"  You  said  he  was  a  Classic  cad." 

"  There  you  are  ;  you've  said  it  now. 
Kick  him,  you  chaps.  How  dare  he  say 
he's  a  Classic  cad  '?  "  said  Percy. 

This  verbal  squabble  being  settled  at 
last,  Percy  proceeded  to  explain  Fisher  ii's 
position. 

"  If  he  hadn't  come  to  Fellsgarth, 
Rollitt  would  have  been  smashed  to  bits 
over  the  falls.  And  if  RoUitt  had  been 
smashed  to  bits  " 

"  He  couldn't  have  boiight  six 
Abernethys  at  the  shop,"  suggested 
D'Arcy. 

"  Right  you  are  !  And  what's  more,  he 
couldn't  have  eaten  them  if  he  had, 
and  he  couldn't  have  run  away.  There 
you  are,  I  said  this  kid  was  at  the 
bottom  of  it." 

"  But  who'd  have  collared  the  money 
in  that  case  ?  "  asked  Ashby. 

Percy  reflected.  This  was  a  decided 
point. 

"  Well,  you  see,"  said  he,  "  it's  this  way. 
If  young  Fisher  ii  hadn't  been  born,  he 
wouldn't  have  had  a  governor  and  a 
mater,  and  if  he  hadn't  had  a  governor 
and  a  mater,  no  more  would  Fisher  r. 
Ajid  if  Fisher  i  hadn't  had  a  governor 
and  a  mater  he'd  never  have  been  elected 
treasurer,  and  if  he'd  not  been  elected 
treasurer  he  wouldn't  have  lost  the 
money.  So  you  see  the  yoimg  mi's  at  the 
bottom  of  it  again." 

"  I  know  a  shorter  way  than  that," 
said  D'Arcy.  "  If  young  Fisher  ii 
hadn't  fetched  Rollitt  up  to  vote  that  day. 
Fisher  i  wouldn't  have  been  elected,  and 
then  he  couldn't  have  lost  the  money." 

"  Isn't  that  what  I  said  ?  "  said  Percy, 
indignant  to  be  thus  summarily  para- 
phrased. 

"  Are  you  going  to  lick  me  for  being 
born  ?  "  inquired  Fisher  ii. 

(To  be  continued.) 


"  Good  mind  to.  It's  all  your  fault 
good  old  Rollitt 's  gone." 

"  Those  six  Abernethys  won't  last  him 
long,"  suggested  Cash. 

"  No.  We  must  keep  a  stock  of  them 
now,  and  call  them  '  Rollitt's  pavticulai'.' 
I  fancy  they  might  fetch  three-halfpence 
each." 

"  I  say,"  said  Wally,  "  I  vote  we  find 
Rollitt.    He's  not  a  bad  sort,  you  know." 

"All  very  well,"  said  Percy,  "if  one 
only  knew  where  to  look." 

"  It's  my  notion  he's  either  gone  home 
or  to  the  top  of  Hawk's  Pike.  I  don't 
well  see  where  else  he  could  be." 

"  London  ?  "  suggested  Cottle. 

"  Not  got  the  money." 

"  Walked  there  ?  " 

"  Not  got  the  boots." 

"  He  can't  be  hanging  about  near  here. 
Everybody  knows  him.  No,  you  bet 
he's  gone  to  the  top  of  Hawk's  Pike  and 
he's  going  to  stay  there  till  the  clouds 
roll  by." 

This  brought  up  a  painful  reminis- 
cence. None  of  the  party,  except  Wally, 
exactly  favoured  the  idea  of  another 
attempt  on  the  great  mountain. 

"Tell  you  what,"  said  Percy,  "those 
biscuits  will  last  him  over  to-night- 
We'll  see  if  there's  any  news  of  him  ia 
the  morning,  and  if  not  we'll  organise  aii- 
expedition  to  find  him.  I  say,  let's  go . 
and  have  another  shop  committee  some- 
where." 

"Where?" 

"  Suppose  we  have  it  in  Rollitt's  study. 
He  was  a  jolly  good  sort,  you  know.  It 
would  please  him." 

The  logic  of  this  proposition  did  not 
detain  the  meeting. 

They  decided  to  go  in  the  usual  way.. 
That  is,  the  four  Classic  boys  boldly 
marched  into  their  house  together,  and 
the  five  Moderns  di'opped  in  one  by  one 
artlessly  and  quite  by  accident. 

As  Fisher  ii  passed  his  brother's  door- 
he  thought  he  would  just  look  in.  At 
the  same  moment  the  house  matron,  with 
a  very  important  face,  was  bomiding  into 
the  room. 

"  Master  Fisher,"  said  she,  "  Mrs. 
Wisdom's  just  sent  back  that  flannel 
shirt  of  yours." 

"  Oh  !  At  last.  She's  only  had  it  sis; 
weeks.  About  long  enough,"  said  Fisher  i., 
"  I'd  given  it  up  for  lost." 

"  It  got  left  at  the  bottom  of  the  bag 
and  she  never  noticed  it  till  last  night.. 
And  what  do  you  think.  Master  Fisher, 
there  was  this  in  the  breast  pocket."  And 
she  handed  him  a  little  brown  papei 
parcel. 

Fisher  i  snatched  at  it  witli  an  ejacu- 
lation more  like  horror  than  anything  - 
else,  and  tore  the  paper  open. 

Four  so^-ereigns  and  some  silver 
dropped  on  to  the  table. 

"Why,"  gasped  he,  "that's  it!  I 
remember  now.  I  got  it  on  the  fieldi 
just  before  the  Rendlesham  match  and 
stuck  it  in  that  pocket,  and  it  went  clean 
out  of  my  head.  Oh,  my  word,  what 
have  I  done  ?  What  an  awful  mess  I've 
made !  " 

Not  even  Fisher  ii  stayed  to  dispute 
this  statement,  but  hurried  off  with  the 
great  news  to  the  shop  committee  next 
door. 
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IT  did  not  take  Maurice  two  minutes  to 
recover  £i-oni  his  surprise.  The  sudden 
disappearance  of  lais  faithful  servant,  and 
the  dull  sound  which  the  wall  had  just 
given  out  to  the  subterranean  echoes  in 
closing  after  engulfing  the  i;nfortunate 
Gargaridi,  sufficiently  explained  them- 
selves. Here  was  evidently  a  secret  door 
formed  by  a  square  of  stone  pivoted  on  a 
hidden  axis,  and  yielding  to  so  feeble  a 
pressure  that  a  human  back  against  its 
base  had  been  enough  to  put  the  mechan- 
ism in  motion. 


By  a.  Laurie, 

A  ullior  of  "  A  Marvellous  Coiiqtiest,"  ^'■Raymond  Frizoh,"  etc. 
CHAPTER  XIII. — THE  SWINGING  STONE. 

"  Are  yow  hurt  ?  "  said  Maurice. 

"  No,  only  shaken,"  said  the  Greek, 
feeling  himself  over  very  carefully. 

He  had  not  let  go  of  his  precious  basket, 
nor  of  his  lantern,  and  he  made  so  gro- 
tesque a  figure  that  Maurice  could  not 
help  laughing  as  he  pushed  back  the 
stone  and  went  to  the  poor  fellow's  help. 

A  shout  of  anger  made  him  turn  round. 

"  Stop,  mihappy  man  !  "  roared  the 
magus.  "  Take  not  another  step,  or  beware 
of  the  anger  of  the  skies  !  " 

"  Good !   What  has  the  anger  of  the 


He  swept  the  rays  of  the  lantern  around. 


The  conclusion  had  no  sooner  occurred 
io  Maurice's  mind  than  he  proceeded  to 
verify  it.  Jumping  on  his  feet  and  giving 
a  quick  push  at  the  very  place  where 
Gargaridi's  back  had  been,  he  felt  the  rock 
give  as  if  it  were  waiting  for  him ;  and  it 
opened  like  a  vertical  trap. 

Bending  over  the  black  gap,  he  saw  b^- 
the  light  of  the  lantern  that  tlie  secret 
door  gave  access  by  a  flight  of  two  stairs 
to  a  mosaic  floor. 

On  tlie  floor  lay  Gargaridi,  astoimded  at 
what  had  just  happened  to  him. 


skies  to  threaten  me  for  ?  I  am  not  going 
to  leave  Gargaridi  on  these  flags  like  a 
turtle  on  his  back,"  said  Maua-ice,  bending 
over  his  servant  to  help  him  get  up. 

"  I  say  that  thou  art  committing 
sacrilege,  and  that  thou  must  not  go  a 
step  fiirther  !  Eetm-n  this  instant !  " 
shouted  the  old  man  in  a  fury. 

In  liis  turn  he  had  tin-own  himself 
against  tlie  secret  slab  before  even  Mam-ice 
had  let  go  of  it,  and  there  on  the  threshold 
he  stood,  holding  it  above  his  head,  pale, 
his  eyes  blazing,  his  lips  trembling,  visi- 


bly a  prey  to  the^  liveliest  and  sincerest 
emotion. 

"  What  is  there  to  be  afraid  of?  "  said 
the  archseologist,  throwing  the  light  o£ 
the  lantern  over  him.  "  I  see  no  reason 
for  beating  a  retreat ;  on  the  contrary,  I 
see  much  that  is  worth  looking  at  down 
here.  Here  is  something  new,  some 
furniture  of  unknown  and  strange  form." 

"  I  teU  you,  we  must  come  back  at 
once  !  I  wiU  have  you  come  out !  I  insist 
upon  it !  "  shouted  the  Guebre,  furiously. 

"  I  wiU  have  you  come  out !  I  insist 
upon  it ! "  said  Maurice,  haughtily.  "I  am 
not  accustomed  to  be  spoken  to  in  that 
way.  My  dear  Goucha  Nichin,  you  can  go 
back  if  you  are  afraid.  I  came  in  here  by 
a  chance  ui  which  you  had  no  share;  I  have 
nothing  to  consult  you  about  concerning 
my  conduct,  particularly  when  your  advice 
takes  that  mistaken  form.  I  stay  here, 
because  such  is  my  right,  my  duty,  and 
my  pleasure." 

"  Thou  shalt  remain,"  said  the  magus, 
in  a  solemn  tone.  "  Be  it  so  !  Let  us 
remain  !  " 

And  he  descended  the  two  steps  and 
released  the  block,  which  resumed  its 
vertical  position  and  closed  the  secret 
opening. 

In  the  tone  of  his  words,  and  in  this 
action,  there  was  something  menacing  and 
tragic.  Maurice  felt  this,  but  thought  it 
wise  |not  to  seem  mieasy.  Scientific 
curiosity  mastered  every  other  feeling  at 
this  moment. 

"  Would  you  deprive  the  world  of  the 
mestimable  discoveries  we  have  within 
oiu-  gi-asp  ?  "  said  he,  examining  one  of 
the  cm-ious  objects  which  were  faintly 
discernible  in  the  darkness. 

It  was  a  sort  of  low  table,  on  which 
pillars  of  glazed  brick  supported  a  large 
grey  ball.  At  first  sight  it  would  have 
been  taken  for  a  terrestrial  globe,  and 
that  would  have  been  sufficiently  sur- 
prising, considering  the  remote  epoch 
fi-om  which  the  machine  dated.  But 
what  shall  we  say  to  the  amazement,  the 
scientific  dehght  of  Maiurice  Kerdic,  when 
the  Hght  fi-om  his  lantern  showed  him 
that  tliis  globe  turned  on  its  axis,  was 
worked  by  a  handle  of  hard  wood,  and  as 
it  revolved,  rubbed  against  two  leather 
cushions  close  to  three  combs  with 
metallic  teeth  ! 

An  electric  machine !  In  this  place  ! 
He  could  hardly  believe  his  eyes. 

But  he  did  beheve  them  -nhen  fi-om  a 
metallic  conductor  rusted  by  the  centm-ies 
leapt  a  spark  as  soon  as  he  brought  neai- 
his  hand. 

But  he  had  barely  time  to  repeat  the 
experiment.  Already  the  magus  was  at 
his  side  and  stopped  his  arm  on  the 
handle  of  the  machine. 

"Wretched  man  !  "  he  said,  in  a  tone 
in  which  anger  was  already  veiled  by 
compassion.  "  Thou  darest  profane  with 
thy  sacrilegious  hand  the  fire  of  the  skies  ? 
Ai-t  thou  not  afi-aid  of  being  struck 
dead?  " 

"  Not  at  aU  !  "  said  Maurice,  aughing. 
"  But  as  your  tone  is  rather  mere  cour- 
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teous  than  it  was  just  now,  I  will  refrain 
from  touching  the  things  which  seem 
sacred  in  your  eyes.  You  will,  however, 
I  suppose,  allow  me  to  look  at  them '? 
The  sight  is  worth  the  trouble." 

A  glance,  as  he  swept  the  rays  of  the 
lantern  around,  was  enough  to  show  him 
that  he  was  in  a  regular  laboratory  of 
physics, — not  of  mere  recreative  physics, 
but  of  real,  serious,  positive  science. 

Along  the  walls  of  the  big  hall  were 
glass  cases  filled  with  apparatus  which 
Maurice  recognised  without  troiible,  in 
spite  of  their  archaic  and  irregular  forms, 
as  instruments  of  precision  destined  for 
the  study  of  light  and  heat.  These  in- 
struments were  for  the  most  part  in 
bronze  ;  others  were  in  glazed  i^ottery ; 
some  of  them  were  in  clear  glass  like  the 
glass  of  the  cupboards.  For  the  cupboards 
were  of  transparent  glass,  which  was 
perhaps  the  most  surprising  fact  of  all. 

Down  the  middle  of  the  hall  stood  a 
row  of  other  apparatus,  all  in  good  order. 
There  were  metallic  mirrors,  concave  and 
convex ;  pendulums  hung  from  wooden 
stages ;  measitring  rules  graduated  for  the 
study  of  the  fall  of  bodies ;  a  colossal 
magnet  holding  about  half  a  hundred- 
weight of  weights  in  the  form  of  rampant 
lions.  There  were  areometers,  hydro- 
static balances,  intermittent  fomitains, 
hemispheres  for  demonstrating  atmo- 
spheric pressure,  calorimeters,  barometers, 
pyrometers,  differential  thermometers. 
Further  on  were  bottles  with  gold-leaf, 
real  electric  batteries,  carbon  piles  ;  there 
were  sun-dials,  water  clocks,  watches, 
pluviometers,  anemometers,  hair  hygro- 
meters, parabolic  mirrors,  percussion 
apparatus  for  showing  centrifugal  force, 
crystal  prisms,  a  pneiimatic  machine  ; — 
in  a  word,  all  that  was  necessary  for  the 
study  of  heat,  gi'avity,  light,  and  electri- 
city ;  the  whole  outfit  for  a  complete  and 
definitive  study  of  physics,  revealing  a 
state  of  civilisation  almost  as  advanced  as 
our  own. 

More  advanced,  perhaps ;  for  some  of 
the  objects  were  unintelligible  to  Kerdic, 
and  might  have  served  for  the  analysis  of 
forces  unknown  in  these  days. 

Before  this  revelation  of  a  science  of 
the  magi,  as  profound,  as  complete  as 
that  of  Gay-Lussac  and  Biot,  the  young 
Frenchman  stood  struck  with  respect  and 
mute  with  surprise. 

He  emerged  from  his  amazement  at 
seeing  he  was  passing  from  a  physical 
laboratory  to  a  kind  of  mechanical 
museum.  Here  there  was  none  of  the 
apparatus  like  that  in  the  glass  cases  ; 
these  were  machine  tools,  turbines,  models 
of  windmills,  shears,  toothed  wheels, 
bronze  ploughs,  looms.  Still  better,  there 
was  a  boiler  with  a  screw  lid  and  weighted 
valve — a  regular  Papin's  apparatus,  the 
embryo  of  the  steam-engine. 

In  a  few  steps  Maurice  expected  to 
meet  with  an  iron  road,  a  locomotive,  a 
printing-press  perhaps.  He  met  with 
nothing  of  the  sort,  but  instead  he  entered 
a  third  hall,  as  large  as  the  two  others,  in 
which  there  stood  alembics,  stills,  rever- 
beratory  fiu-naces,  retorts,  test-tubes,  and 
on  marble  tables  even  flagons,  in  which 
he  recognised  soda,  sulphur,  alum,  mer- 
cury, saltpetre. 

And  so  the  magi  knew  chemistry,  as 
they  knew  mechanics,  the  laws  of  fall- 
ing bodies,  and  universal  gravitation ! 
Maurice,  lost  in  the  thoughts  awakened 


by  this  marvellous  museum,  soon  came 
to  look  upon  it  all  as  quite  natm-al  and 
logical. 

"I  now  see,"  he  thought,  "what  a 
hundred  times  I  have  suspected.  The 
monmnents  left  on  the  earth  by  these 
wonderful  magi  might  have  told  me  so 
to  the  full.  How  coivld  the  Chaldeans  or 
their  direct  heirs,  the  Egyptians,  have 
been  the  astonishing  architects  whose 
works  have  survived  for  ages,  had  they 
not  had  a  thorough  knowledge  of  the 
mathematical  and  physical  laws.  Every- 
thing in  the  arts  and  sciences  points  to 
this.  They  could  not  cut  a  block  of  stone 
without  knowing  geometry ;  they  could 
not  know  geometry  for  a  thousand  years 
without  discovering  algebra;  they  could 
not  penetrate  beyond  algebra  without 
revealing  one  by  one  the  laws  of  the 
cosmos.  The  least  glazed  brick  left  us 
by  the  magi  tells  us  that  they  knew 
phj-sics  at  least  as  well  as  Wedgwood. 
Their  metric  measures,  which  are  still 
ours,  show  us  that  they  had  discovered 
the  movement  of  the  heavenly  bodies. 
The  only  difference  between  them  and  us 
is,  that  their  science  was  secret,  whilst 
ours  is  public.  They  made  their  science 
an  instrument  of  government ;  we  make 
it  an  instrument  of  liberty.  When  the 
victor  crushed  them  under  the  weight  of 
his  weapons,  their  first  thought  was  to 
hide  this  wealth,  more  precious  to  their 
eyes  than  all  treasures  ;  and,  sure  of  the 
revenge  which  sooner  or  later  would 
come  from  this  mysterious  knowledge, 
they  buried  it  in  the  earth  with  as  much 
zeal  as  we  now  show  it  in  the  daylight. 
That  is  what  an  arehicologist  might  have 
expected  before  this  museum  revealed  it 
to  him.  I  am  ashamed  that  I  found  it 
by  a  stray  stroke  of  a  pickaxe,  and  not  by 
logical  induction." 

So  thought  Maurice  as  he  looked  on 
the  grovmd  and  walked  straight  ahead. 
A  fr'esh  appeal  from  the  magus  brou^lit 
him  back  to  reality.  Raising  his  eyes 
he  saw  that  he  had  just  entered  a  sort  of 
corridor  formed  by  two  symmetrical  walls 
which  were  not  above  sixteen  or  eighteen 
feet  high.  Overhead  and  extending 
around  far  beyond  the  walls  was  a  pro- 
digious vault. 

"  I  beg  thee,  I  demand  in  the  name  of 
all  that  thou  reverest,"  said  the  Guebre, 
"  to  go  no  further,  or  thou  art  lost  without 
resom-ee." 

His  voice  had  become  imploring.  He 
seemed  sincerely  alarmed. 

"What,  then,  is  it  you  fear?"  asked 
Maiirice.  "  What  danger  can  threaten  us 
in  these  deserted  halls  where  no  human 
foot  has  trod  for  fifty  centuries  ?  " 

"Dangers  so  terrible,  that  the  mere 
thought  of  them  is  intolerable,"  said  the 
magus. 

"  Well,  then,  do  not  risk  them  !  "  said 
Maurice,  whom  scientific  curiosity  had 
rendered  insensible  to  every  other  con- 
sideration. "  Wait  here  for  me.  It  shall 
never  be  said  that  I  did  nof  get  to  the 
bottom  of  the  mysteries  hidden  in  this 
place  !  " 

And  so  saying,  he  resumed  his  march 
and  proceeded  along  the  corridor. 


CHAPTER  XIV. — THE  LABYRINTH. 

WITH  a  cry  of  rage  and  execration,  the 
Guebre  flung  himself  after  Kerdic 
and  Gargaridi,  who  had  already  disap- 


peared roimd  a  comer  of  the  corridor. 
He  soon  came  up  with  them.  The  three 
men,  as  we  have  said,  were  in  a  gallery 
about  six  feet  broad  bordered  by  walls — 
walls  as  smooth  and  closely-jointed  as. if 
of  marble.  The  walls,  from  fifteen  to 
eighteen  feet  high,  did  not  reach  the  very 
lofty  vault  overhead  ;  so  that  Kerdic  and 
his  companions  appeared  to  be  walking 
between  stone  screens  in  an  immense 
Titanic  hall. 

In  this  way  Kerdic  was  able  to  account 
for  the  surprising  echo  which  repeated 
every  step  and,  indeed,  every  breath.  A 
word  uttered  in  an  ordinary  tone  awoke 
a  sound  which  rolled  afar  and  reverberated 
as  if  it  were  a  distant  peal  of  thimder. 
What  was  hidden  behind  these  walls  ? 
Where  did  these  long  passages  end  ?  That 
was  what  Kerdic  made  up  his  mind  to  find 
out  at  once. 

He  continued  his  forward  march, 
closely  followed  by  Gargaridi  and  the 
Guebre,  to  whom  he  pointed  out  the 
curious  arrangement  of  the  vault.  But 
Goucha  Nichin  only  replied  in  words 
murmured  in  an  unknown  tongue.  He 
made  no  concealment  of  his  exasperation 
at  their  having  penetrated  into  this  place. 
Kerdic  took  no  notice  of  this  beyond 
shrugging  his  shoulders,  and  continued  on 
his  way.  The  corridor  went  straight  in 
front  of  him  as  far  as  his  lantern  showed 
a  light.  Soon  it  bent  off  sharp  at  a  right 
angle,  and  he  did  not  hesitate  to  follow 
it.  A  few  j'ards  further  on  was  another 
bend,  and  then  new  galleries  at  right 
angles  ran  off  one  after  the  other  without 
end.  Every  moment  a  nev/  angle  opened  ; 
sometimes  they  were  in  a  long  straight 
gallery,  apparently  leading  to  the  centre, 
sometimes  they  were  in  a  maze  of  short 
meanderings  which  seemed  to  turn  and 
re-turn  on  themselves.  They  walked  on 
and  on  along  corridors  which  always 
looked  the  same,  and  nin  ^r  roaching  any- 
thing larger  or  more  intLix  stnig  to  reward 
them  for  the  inniimerable  steps  they  had 
taken. 

This  went  on  for  about  an  hour.  The 
explorers  began  to  feel  exhausted  with 
fatigue,  for  tliis  fruitless  voyage  of  dis- 
covery in  this  heavy  air  loaded  with 
subterranean  emanations  would  soon  be- 
come mibearable.  The  three  men  stopped. 
Maurice  wiped  the  perspiration  from  his 
brow,  and,  raising  his  eyes,  looked  up  at 
the  vault.  There  it  hung,  high  as  ever, 
and  apparently  solid  enough  to  defy  the 
ages.  The  young  archaeologist  thought 
he^could  distinguish  that  it  was  made 
of  courses  of  laorizontal  masonry  insen- 
sibly approaching  one  another  up  to  the 
summit,  which  was  formed  of  a  colossal 
block  of  stone ;  and  that  it  was  constructed 
on  the  principle  of  a  wall  resisting  a 
superposed  weight  and  deriving  its 
strength  and  cohesion  from  that  weight — 
which  is  merely  the  principle  of  the  arch, 

Prom  the  floor  of  the  dark  corridor 
the  vault  seemed  immeasurable.  And 
suddenly  an  idea  occurred  '  to  Maurice. 
After  following  at  a  ventiu'e  the  windings 
of  these  gloomj'  galleries,  where  would 
he  come  out  ?  Where  did  these  myste- 
rious corridors,  turning  and  re-turnmg  on 
themselves  like  the  folds  of  a  sleeping 
serpent,  end  ?  Was  it  not  a  tomb  into  which 
he  had  audaciously  descended,  into  which 
he  had  brought  his  servant  and  tlris  fierce 
old  man  ?  It  was  getting  late  :  would  not 
Catherine  be  anxious  at  his  not  coming 
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back  ?  ^Yllat  would  she  think  of  his 
prolonged  absence  ?  It  would,  perhaps, 
be  better  to  go  back  without  attempting 
jno)'o  at  present ;  he  could  retiu-n  later  on 
and  explore  this  strange  catacomb,  which 
extended,  silent  and  unlaiown,  beneath  the 
plain. 

While  these  thoughts  passed  rapidly 
through  Kcr die's  brain,  his  eyes,  returning 
from  the  vault  towards  the  corridor  walls, 
met  those  of  the  old  Guebre.  Resting 
against  tlie  wall  with  his  arms  crossed, 
the  magus  was  covering  him  with  a  look 
so  gliitering  and  ferocious  that  he  leapt 
back  in  spite  of  himself. 

"  Wliat  is  t)ie  matter,  Goucha  Xichin  ?  " 


that  of  a  madman.  Maurice  stepped  up 
to  the  Guebre  and,  laying  his  hand  on 
his  arm,  said  with  great  firmness  : 

"  Speak  !  What  ails  you  ?  Why  this 
look  •?  Is  it  rancour  at  my  having 
brought  you  here  ?  But  after"  all  tliere 
is  nothing  to  compel  you  to  follow  me. 
Exi)Liin  yourself,  Goucha  Nichin — or  let 
ns  get  away  from  here  first  and  tell  me 
as  we  are  going  to  your  cave.  The  girls 
^^■ill  be  uneasy  at  our  absence.  Come, 
pull  yourself  together  ;  we  will  return  to 
our  exploration  to-morrow." 

"And  if  yon  take  my  advice,"  said 
Gargaridi,  "  you  will  put  a  more  cheerful 
face  on,  Mr.  Goucha  Nichin.    This  place 


'  I  came  here  against  your  wish." 


he  said.  "  Why  do  vou  look  at  me  like 
that  ■?  " 

Tlie  old  man  made  no  reply ;  haggardly, 
with  his  features  rigid  and  convulsed,  iie 
continued  to  fix  his  flaming  pupils  on 
the  young  archaologist.  It  seemed  an 
unknown  face,  so  much  had  its  habitual 
expression  been  altered  by  anger,  hate, 
and  one  knows  not  what  obscure  emotion. 
The  same  thought  occurred  simulta- 
neously to  Maurice  and  Gargaridi ;  tlie 
magus  must  know  of  some  danger  that 
menaced  them  at  the  end  of  these  gal- 
leries, a  trap,  an  abyss,  perhaps,  and  the 
peril  of  their  position  had  driven  him 
out  of  his  mind.  But  his  face  was  lucid 
enough,  although  ferocious  ;  and  mad  as 
was  the  fury  it  showed,  the  look  was  not 


is  not  too  exhilarating  as  it  is.  There  is 
no  need  to  malie  yourself  look  as  if  yon 
were  in  post-mortem  torture,  and  stab  us 
with  your  eyes  as  you  have  been  doing 
since  we  came  here.  You  have  anything 
but  an  agreeable  look  on  yow,  I  assure 
3'ou ;  it  is  enough  to  give  us  a  cold  in  our 
backbone,  is  it  not,  sir?  " 

Without  noticing  the  servant,  the 
magus  continued  to  glare  at  Maurice  in 
the  san:ie  fierce  and  enigmatic  way. 
Suddenly  he  lifted  his  arms,  stepped 
forward,  and  seizing  his  cloak  with  a 
gesture  of  despair,  uttered  a  long,  hoarse, 
strident  cry.  Then,  while  the  others 
stood  struck  with  astonishment,  he  looked 
at  them,  and  with  manj'  a  pauSe  ex- 
claimed : 


"0  thrice  accursed  day!  Day  of^ 
mourning !  Day  of  anger  !  They  have  I 
entered  thy  sanctuary,  O  Mithra  !  They  I 
have  soiled  with  their  impure  steps  the  I 
sacred  earth  which  had  never  been  trod- 
den  by  an  infidel  foot !  Unfortunate 
priest !  Thrice  wretched  old  man !  It 
is  thine  that  this  frightful  sacrilege  has 
been  committed.  It  is  thou  who  hast  led 
the  stranger  into  the  very  heart  of  the 
temple  !  It  is  thou  who  hast  brought 
him  by  the  hand  into  the  sanctuary  con- 
secrated by  the  devotion  of  ages.  If  his 
impure  breath  soils  the  mystic  air,  if  his 
presence  pollutes  the  holy  of  holies,  if 
his  audacious  voice  echoes  in  the  sacred 
vault  in  words  of  a  language  new  and 
strange,  it  is  owing  to  thee — to  Ihee-- 
unhappy  Goiicha  Nichin  !  Unlucky  race, 
to  finish  thus  and  give  the  lie  to  the 
tradition  handed  down  by  thousands  of 
ancestors  !  The  temple  is  defiled.  The 
sacrilege  is  accomplished.  And  it  is  thy 
high  priest,  0  Mithra,  who  is  the  guilty 
one  !  " 

The  old  man  sank  to  the  ground,  tear- 
ing his  clothes  in  tatters  and  groaning  in 
misery. 

"  Thou  wouldst  profit  by  foreign 
science,  mobed !  "  he  murmured  bitterly. 
"  Thou  wouldst  have  deceived  this  man  ; 
thou  v/ouldst  have  used  him  to  regain 
the  secret  which  cruel  fate  had  taken 
from  thy  race,  which  for  ages,  alas  !  had 
been  handed  down  from  father  to  son  ; 
and  he,  owing  to  thee,  has  entered  this 
place  where  even  his  presence  is  an 
outrage.  The  crime  is  terrible,  grand 
mobed  !  and  a  cruel  death  is  not  suffi- 
cient punishment.  Die,  unhappy  man, 
die  !  Thou  shalt  not  obtain  the  burial  of 
thy  ancestors ;  the  birds  of  the  air  shall 
not  remove  thee  as  they  removed  thy 
fathers ;  thy  bones  shall  pollute  the 
sacred  air  of  the  crypt.  But  the  sacrilege 
is  as  nothing  to  the  insult  caused  hy  thy 
mistake, — the  presence,  the  breath,  the 
look  of  an  impure  stranger  !  " 

"  Come  !  Look  here  !  That  is  enough  !  " 
said  Gargaridi,  offended  at  the  epithets 
which  the  magus  bestowed  so  fi-eely. 
"  After  all,  the  misfortime  is  not  irre- 
parable, and  if  our  coming  here  is  such  a 
disaster  we  can  easily  clear  out.  Give 
the  place  a  few  purifications  and  it  is  all 

right  again  " 

The  old  man  rose  to  his  full  height  and 
uttered  a  shout  of  rage. 

"  What !  "  cried  he,  in  a  voice  of 
thunder.  "  Go  ont  from  here  ?  Go  oitt  ? 
Appear  again  in  the  light  of  daj',  to  di- 
^"l^lge  perhaps  the  secret  of  the  mystic 
temple  ?  Never  !  Never  !  Eather  die  a 
thousand  times  !  Bather  die  here  in  the 
tortures  of  hunger.  Go  out !  yes,  I  could ! 
And  if  I  consented,  before  twenty  minutes 
■we  should  be  in  the  museum,  in  half  an 
hour  we  should  be  at  the  swinging-stone 
— of  which,  miserable  madman,  thou  hast 
revealed  the  secret — and  in  less  than  two 
hours  we  should  be  above  gi-ound  by  the 
Goul-Hek.  But  I  tell  you  I  will  not  have 
it  so !  I  will  not  add  to  my  crime,  al- 
ready so  horrible,  the  crime  of  leading  you 
from  here.  You  would  come  ?  Well ! 
Eemain  !  Die  !  Misfortune  to  you  !  My 
malediction  on  you!  Mithra!  deign  to 
accept  the  sacrifice  which  thy  grand 
mobed  offers  thee  in  his  despair  !  These 
Faranghis  are  as  nothing,  but  he  gives 
tliee  his  life  and  v.  hat  remains  of  the 
davs  consecrated  to  thv  service.   A  feeble 
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girl  alone  survives  of  the  race  which  has 
faithfuUy  served  thee  so  long  !  She  has 
my  orders !  She  knows  all  my  know- 
ledge !  Unhappy  child  !  Will  she  know 
how  to  use  worthily  the  power  I  have 
placed  in  her  frail  hands  ?  0  Leila  ! 
Leila  !  the  whole  hope  of  the  holy  people 
is  in  thee  !  Mithra,  thy  hand  weighs 
heavy  on  my  head  that  I  have  no  son  to 
succeed  me  to  repair  the  outrage  I  have 
committed  in  my  ardent  desire  to  discover 
thj'  sanctuary  !  Alas  !  unhappy  old  man  ! 
My  race  is  extinct ;  I  have  but  a  daugh- 
ter, and  her  lips  must  carry  the  secret  of 
her  ancestors  to  a  strange  house.  Thy 
glory  is  tarnished,  Goucha  Nichin  !  Die  ! 
Thy  race  has  lived,  and  thou  hast  allowed 
the  stranger  to  penetrate  into  thy  sanc- 
tuary !  " 

Again  he  sanli  to  the  ground  and  covered 
his  head  in  the  tatters  of  his  white  robe.' 
The  old  man's  exaltation  and  despair 
touched  Maurice's  heart  with  pity.  He 
went  to  him  and  tried  to  raise  him. 

"  Listen,"  said  he,  in  a  gentle  voice.  "  I 
sympathise  with  your  grief.  Believe  me 
I  understand  your  remorse  at  having  be- 
trayed the  traditions  of  your  fathers,  in 
spite,  perliaps,  of  a  solemn  oath.  But 
after  all,  you  reproach  yourself  too 
bitterly;  I  came  here  against  your  wish." 

"  what  matters  it  ?  "  said  the  old  man, 
repiilsing  him  violently.  "  Thou  hast 
soiled  with  thy  presence  the  holy  place, 
and  thou  must  die  !  " 

"Where  are  we  then?"  asked  Maurice. 

"  We  are  in  the  Labyrinth,  the  secret 
of  which  has  never  been  known  but  to  the 
grand  mobed.  No  profane  eye,  no  infidel 
foot  ever  penetrated  here.  Built  after  the 
plans  traced  by  my  ancestors,  by  workmen 
of  our  caste  who  were  put  to  death  as 
soon  as  their  task  was  accomplished,  so 
that  they  coiild  not  reveal  the  secret,  this 
labyrinth  was  constructed  at  tlie  cost  of 
thousands  of  hiiman  lives.  Think,  then,  if 
I  sliould  hesitate  to  sacrifice  thine  !  It 
leads  to  the  holy  of  holies,  to  tlie  heart  of 
the  temple,  to  the  Eye  of  Wisdom  sancti- 
fied by  the  presence  of  Mithra,  where  none 
has  penetrated  but  the  high  priest  him- 
self, alone,  crawling  on  his  knees,  his  face 
covered  with  a  veil,  for  even  he  has  not 
the  boldness  to  contemplate  unveiled  the 
Sanctuary  of  the  Divinity." 

"  Wliat,  then,  do  you  intend  to  do  ?  " 
said  Maurice  again,  seeing  madness  be- 
ginning to  glow  in  the  Guebre's  hollow 
eyes. 

"  I  intend  to  die  in  this  place,  with  thee, 
to  expiate  my  crime,"  said  the  old  man, 
fiercely.  "  I  have  taken  my  precautions, 
for  it  was  not  without  fear  I  set  out.  And 
I  left  my  daughter  Leila,  the  frail  and 
solitary  offspring  of  my  race,  my  will 
sealed  with  the  mystic  seal.  She  will 
open  it  when  the  time  I  have  marked 
upon  it  has  elapsed ;  she  will  choose,  ac- 
cording to  my  orders,  a  husband  among 
the  priestly  caste — alas  !  the  glory  of  my 
house  has  vanished — and  when  in  their 
turn  they  come  into  this  crypt,  if  ever 
Mithra  permits  them,  they  will  find  our 
bones  whitening  in  this  sepulchre.  They 
will  take  mine ;  thej'  will  burn  them  in 
the  sacred  fire,  praying  in  sackcloth  and 
ashes  for  the  offended  Divinity  to  pardon 
his  miserable  mobed ;  they  will  throw 
yours  into  an  imknown  hole,  and  none 
will  suspect  that  impure  strangers  have 
ever  invaded  this  holy  of  holies." 

"  I  thank  you  ! ' '  said  Maurice,  indig- 


nantly. "  You  have  drawn  up  a  pretty 
programme  for  me.  Do  you  think  I  am 
going  to  take  it  quietly  ?  " 

"  Whether  you  take  it  quietly  or  not, 
what  does  it  matter  ?  "  said  the  Guebre, 
disdainfully.  "  Your  days  are  numbered. 
Y^ou  must  die  in  this  place.  It  is  impossi- 
ble, dost  thou  miderstand  me  ? — impossible 
to  get  out  of  this  labyrinth  without  know- 
ing the  secret.  Thou  mayest  search  for 
twenty  years ;  thy  hair  and  thy  beard  may 
have  time  to  blanch  like  mine,  thy  yoinig 
shoulders  may  bend  beneath  the  weight 
of  years  before  thou  hast  found  the  secret. 
How  can  chance  reveal  a  combination 
of  numbers  arbitrarily  grouped  which  the 
memory  alone  can  retain  ?  How  could  a 
mere  search  teach  you  how  many  times 
to  turn  to  the  left  or  to  the  right,  in  going 
or  returning  ?  The  thing  is  impossible, 
and  thou  knowest  it  must  be  so." 

"  Tell  me,  at  the  least,"  said  Maiirice, 
"  why  you  brought  me  down  the  Goul- 
Hek,  if  it  is  so  great  a  sacrilege  ?  " 

"  I  will  tell  thee  now  that  the  tomb  is 
shut  on  us,  and  tliat  we  have  said  farewell 
for  ever  to  the  light.  Know  that  the  Goul- 
Hek  and  the  gallery  leading  to  the  rotunda 
are  not  sacred  in  themselves.  They  are  only 
of  importance  as  leading  to  the  holy 
places.  Besides,  the  secret  of  the  entrance 
to  the  galleries  was  lost  owing  to  circum- 
stances which  it  would  take  too  long  to 
relate.  It  was  known  that  to  find  them 
the  advance  must  be  towards  the  north. 
But  how  could  one  strike  to  the  north  in 
the  bosom  of  the  earth,  deprived  of  the 
beneficent  light  of  the  star  ?  Thou  hadst 
a  magic  instrument  to  lead  thee  and  by 
it  we  reached  the  rotunda.  There  I  was 
about  to  teU  thee  that  our  researches  were 
at  an  end,  that  I  was  mistaken  in  sup- 
posing that  there  existed  a  subterranean 


temple  of  vast  dimensions,  that  the  gal- 
leries then  traversed  led  to  any  other  sanc- 
tuary. The  clumsiness  of  that  miserable 
madman  revealed  to  thee  the  entrance  of 
the  temple  in  the  swinging-stone  of  which 
no  profane  person  had  ever  had  a  sus- 
picion. Thou  followedst  this  madman  in 
spite  of  my  efforts  to  detain  thee.  Again, 
braving  my  anger,  thou  hast  penetrated  in 
spite  of  me  into  the  sacred  labyrinth  I 
Woe  to  thee  !  it  is  thine  own  hand  which 
signed  thy  death-warrant  and  sealed  the 
stone  of  thy  sepulchre  !  " 

"If  I  die,  it  will  not  be  alone,"  said 
Maurice.  "  You  shall  bear  the  punishment 
of  your  duplicity.  You  tried  to  deceive 
me  and  you  are  caught  in  yoiur  own  trap. 
But  I  will  be  more  generous  than  you  :  if 
I  find  the  entrance  to  this  labyrinth,  do 
not  fear  that  I  shall  leave  you  here.  I 
will  take  you  and  bring  you  back  by  force 
to  the  light  of  day  !  " 

"Presumptuous  child!"  replied  the 
magus.  "  Search  and  search  in  vain.  Die 
a  thousand  time  ■.  in  the  alternations  of 
hope  and  despair,  and  know  that  the 
Guebre  knows  th3  secret,  and  coiild,  if  he 
chose,  go  out  this  instant,  but  that  he  dies 
here  to  expiate  the  crime  of  having  ad- 
mitted you.  Yes,  if  a  miracle  were  to 
reveal  to  you  the  entrance,  and  we  should 
be  already  on  the  threshold,  I  would 
throw  myself  on  you,  and,  that  I  might 
die  side  by  side  with  you  in  the  labyrinth 
your  presence  has  defiled,  I  would  stab  you 
with  my  own  hand  rather  than  you  shoiild 
escape  !  Enough  !  Neither  I  nor  you  shall 
ever  again  see  the  light  of  the  sun  !  " 

And  seating  himself  against  the  wall  he 
wi'apped  his  head  in  a  corner  of  his  cloak 
and  sank  into  a  savage  reverie. 

{To  be  continued.) 
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PART  V. 


COAP.SE  FISH 

Bream  (continued). 

WuirtLEDON  lake  contains  bream,  and  can 
be  fished  at  small  cost,  but  the  fish 
ai'e  well  educated. 

The  Cambridgeshire  Ouse  must  not  be  for- 
gotten, for  here  the  fish  are  plentiful  and 
fairly  silly. 

In  conclusion,  bream-fishing  is  of  two 
sorts.  Kough  fishing  and  fine  fishing.  For 
the  former  any  tackle,  if  strong,  will  do. 
For  the  latter  your  rod,  though  powerful, 
should  not  be  very  heavy  and  your  line 
should  be  of  fairly  fine  gut  near  to  the  hook. 
Both  rod  and  line  in  fact  will  be  of  a  kind 
suitable  for  all  sorts  of  heavy  fish,  such  as 
we  liave  to  treat  in  future  papers. 

The  tackle  may  therefore  be  described  in 
some  detail.  For  rod,  a  strong  hickory, 
costing  about  10s.,  is  the  most  serviceable  at 
the  price,  and  should  be  twelve  or  thirteen 
feet  long.  A  plain  winch  holding  fifty  yards 
of  plaited  line  will  absorb  3s  or  4s.  more. 
The  price  of  line  must  be  added,  and  would 
not  be  less  than  2s.  Qd.  or  so,  and  if  of  silk, 
more.  The  float  must  be  a  long  cork  one, 
about  Is.  The  gut  should  be  three  or  four 
yards  long,  more  if  the  water  is  very  deep, 
but  it  is  only  the  last  foot  or  two  that  need 
be  of  good  quality,  round  and  clear  ;  the  rest 
need  only  be  strong.    The  size  of  hook  de- 


(coiitinued). 

pends  on  the  nature  of  bait  to  be  used.  Ill 
worm.  No.  5  or  6  is  best. 

The  above  will  answer  for  all  sorts  of 
bream-fishing,  but  much  cheaper  tackle  will 
sometimes  do. 

If  you  have  to  fish  from  the  bank  of  a 
large  river,  or  a  lake,  then  a  different  sort  of 
rod  is  desirable. 

A  good  bamboo  of  eighteen  feet  long  will 
answer,  India  cane  being  one  of  the  best 
sorts,  but  very  expensive. 

If  fishing  for  young  bream  in  shallow 
water,  use  I'oach  tackle.  It  is  much  better. 
These  fisli  have  a  curious  trick  of  pushing 
tq}  the  float  when  biting.  It  must  be  struck 
at  just  as  if  it  had  gone  down.  In  lakes  the 
old  bream  will  sometimes  do  the  same. 

The  Barbel. 
This  splendid  fish  can  best  be  taken  with 
the  sort  of  tackle  just  described  undier  the 
head  of  bream-fishing,  but  the  haunts  of 
the  barbel  are  different  from  those  of  "  old 
bellows." 

He  likes  deep  water,  it  is  true,  but  he  hkes 
it  pure  and  rapid.  Yet  he  is  a  gross  feeder, 
grovelling  always  at  the  bottom  with  his  pig 
like  snout  and  his  hanging  wattles,  and 
greedily  devouring  any  sort  of  refuse,  unless 
— unless  it  has  a  hook  in  it— for  we  now 


come  to  the  unpleasant  part  of  the  barbel's 
character,  he  is  very  cunning  and  capricious. 

Even  when  young  he  is  seldom  caught, 
and  it  is  only  once  in  a  dozen  times  that  you 
get  the  old  barbel  really  on  the  feed,  even 
after  you  have  spent,  as  is  the  custom,  half 
a  sovereign  or  so  in  worms  !  For  in  the 
Thames  it  is  thought  of  little  use  to  engage 
a  punt  for  barbel-fishing,  unless  the  swim  is 
baited  overnight  with  a  thousand  or  two  of 
lobs. 

A  pair  of  anglers  will  then  be  punted  by  the 
professional  to  the  marked  spot,  and  will 
start  fishing  as  early  as  possible. 

Too  often  the  only  result  is  a  perch  or  two, 
and  a  few  chub  and  roach,  with  perhaps  a 
baby  barbel  of  a  pound,  offered  up,  as  a 
warning  to  the  rest,  by  his  grandparents. 
But  occasionally  most  exciting  sport  is  had, 
for  even  big  barbel  are  liable  to  silly  fits, 
and  several  Thames  catches  are  on  record 
running  over  the  hundredweight. 

As  the  fish  are  often  four  or  five  pounds 
each  and  are  much  more  active  than  bream, 
it  is  easy  to  imagine  what  a  lively  time  it  is 
for  the  lucky  anglers. 

Sometimes  a  moderate  bag  only  is  taken, 
but  it  is  generally  "aut  Csesar  aut  nullus " 
(and  more  often  nullus)  in  barbel-fishing. 

As  this  fish,  besides  being  so  exceeding 
expensive  and  difficult  to  catch,  is  as  worth- 
less as  a  bream  when  caught,  he  must  not 
take  up  much  of  our  space. 

Such  of  our  readers  as  live  close  to  the 
Thames  or  Trent  may,  by  studying  the  habits 
and  hours  of  dining  of  the  barbel,  be  able  to 
take  some  occasionally  with  little  trouble ; 
and  to  them  only  we  commend  the  barbel. 

It  should  be  mentioned  that  on  Trent  and 
Thames  of  late  the  practice  of  "  long-cork- 
ing "  (Nottingham  style)  is  sometimes  suc- 
cessful. 

The  principle  of  this  is  a  good  one,  and 
consists  in  fishing  fine  and  far  off.  A  light 
running  wooden  reel  is  used,  and  the  bait 
thrown  from  the  reel  (without  unwinding  line) 
and  then  allowed  to  go  down  the  stream,  for 
thirty  yards  or  more,  into  the  haunts  of  the 
fish. 


This  is  often  successful  on  the  Trent,  and 
occasionally  on  the  Thames  and  Lea ;  but  it 
sometimes  results  in  a  take  of  chub  in  these 
latter  rivers,  instead  of  the  fish  expected. 

In  the  Lea  barbel  are  often  hooked,  but 
seldom  taken,  when  roach-fishing  with  hair. 

This  is  one  argument  for  the  use  of  gut, 
and  has  caused  it  in  fact  to  be  often  pre- 
ferred. 

Barbel  have  a  curious  way  of  seizing  the 
minnow  spun  by  the  trout-fisher  in  the 
Thames  during  April  or  May.  Though  some- 
times hooked  in  the  mouth,  it  is  doubtful  if 
the  fish  means  to  eat  the  minnow,  as  small 
fry  form  no  part  of  its  ordinary  diet. 

The  Perch. 

This  is  perhaps  the  king  of  fishes  to  most 
boys ;  for  will  he  not  rush  greedily  to  seize 
the  most  feebly  disguised  hook,  on  the 
coarsest  gut,  and  having  taken  the  same,  will 
he  not  fight  nobly  for  life  and  liberty  ? 

This  is  only  true  nowadays  of  small  perch  ; 
but  a  small  perch  is  usually  the  schoolboy's 
first  victim.  To  catch  him  you  have  only  to 
follow  the  instructions  as  to  small  fry,  using 
a  red  worm  as  bait. 

For  large  perch,  say  from  one  to  four 
pounds,  there  are  four  or  five  methods,  each 
good  in  its  place. 

First  a  large  dew  or  lob-worm,  used  in 
the  early  morning,  on  stout  tackle,  is  often 
successful.  Next,  as  to  simplicity,  is  a  large 
live  minnow,  or  small  gudgeon,  hooked 
through  the  cartilage  of  the  back  fin.  Do 
not  hook  your  bait  through  the  lip,  or  you 
will  have  to  wait  while  the  perch  pouches 
him,  instead  of  striking  at  once.  Better,  be- 
cause not  cruel,  is  the  practice  of  spinning 
with  a  dead  minnow,  on  a  flight  of  triangles. 
Better  still,  if  you  can  persuade  the  perch  to 
take,  is  spinning  with  an  artificial  minnow, 
or  other  small  fish. 

To  do  this  properly  you  should  use  a 
moderately  stiff  rod  with  upright  rings,  and 
a  stout  plaited  line,  waterproofed,  and  fifty 
yards  or  more  in  length.  At  the  end  of  this 
should  be  attached  a  gut  (or  gimp)  trace, 


provided  with  two  or  three  swivels  to  prevent 
kinking. 

This  should  be  two  yards  or  so  in  length, 
and  at  the  finer  end  the  spinning  bait,  to 
be  bought  at  a  tackle  shop,  with  its  hooks, 
should  be  attached. 

You  are  now  ready  for  action,  but  spinning 
requires  some  practice.  Begin  by  using  a 
short  line  and  increase  it  as  you  are  able  to 
throw.  It  is  more  useful  to  search  carefully 
the  tail  ends  of  weeds  over  gravelly  patches 
with  your  minnow,  than  to  throw  at  random 
in  the  open  river. 

Usually  work  your  lure  up  stream,  and 
strike  at  once  on  feeling  a  fish  touch  the 
hooks. 

Very  often  you  will  get  more  jack  than 
perch  in  this  way,  but  all  will  be  welcome. 

Of  these  methods  we  must  confess  that 
the  live  bait  kills  most  perch,  and  next  to 
that  the  worm,  but  venture  to  recommend 
spinning  nevertheless  as  being  far  more 
humane,  and  much  fun  when  successful. 

The  plan  called  paternoster ing,  or  using 
several  hooks  with  a  plummet  at  the  end,  is 
also  good. 

There  is  one  more  style  of  perch-fishing 
still  more  sportsmanlike — fly-fishing. 

In  the  evening  the  smaller  perch  will 
sometimes  take  the  "  coachman  "  (a  white- 
winged  fly)  quite  freely,  and  they  will  also 
sometimes  rise  fairly  at  red  palmers  and 
other  flies. 

Two  or  three  should  be  used  on  ordinary 
fly-tackle.  The  shallows  of  lakes  such  as 
Slapton  Ley  in  South  Devon  often  abound 
with  small  perch  which  will  sometimes  take 
a  fly,  but  the  rudd  are  generally  still  more 
eager. 

One  curious  device  to  attrpct  perch  is  to 
groimd-bait  with  living  minnows. 

This  is  done  by  sinking  a  glass  jar  with 
wire-work  over  the  top,  and  filled  with 
minnows,  into  a  perch  hole.  A  cord  should, 
of  course,  be  attached.  It  is  said  to  be  a 
very  efl'ectual  method  of  summoning  a  lot  of 
large  and  hungry  perch  to  "  dinner  "  ! 


(To  be  continued,) 


GEORGE  BURRETT,   THE   PLUCKY  PRINTER'S  BOY. 

By  Dr.  Edward  Berdoe. 


1 


THEEE  is  a  beautiful  poem  by  Eobert 
Browning  called  "  The  Boy  and  the 
Angel,"  which  tells  how  a  lad  in  Italy, 
morning,  evening,  noon  and  night,  sang 
"  Praise  God  !  " — just  these  simple  words 
only— and  then  turning  to  his  poor  trade 
worked  for  the  daily  meal,  hard  and  long 
and  well ;  in  every  pause  of  his  work  he 
would  lift  his  voice  and  sing  again  "Praise 
God  !  "  An  old  monk  who  listened  to  him 
said  he  doubted  not  that  God  heard  him  as 
well  as  though  he  were  the  Pope  himself 
praising  God  from  Peter's  Dome  on  Easter 
Day.  But  Theocrite  (the  boy)  said — 
"Would  God  that  I 
Might  praise  Him  that  great  way  and  die!" 

Then  the  angel  Gabriel,  descending  from 
heaven,  took  the  boy's  place  at  his  work  and 
made  Theocrite  in  course  of  years  Pope  of 
Eome.  The  angel  at  the  workshop  sang 
God's  praises  far  more  melodiously  than  ever 
did  poor  little  Theocrite,  but  God  was  not  well 
pleased  with  the  change. 

"  I  miss  my  little  human  praise," 

He  said,  so  Gabriel's  disguise  of  flesh  fell  off, 
his  wings  sprang  forth  again,  and  he  flew  to 
Eome,  told  Theocrite  he  had  not  done  well  to 
bear  him  from  his  craftsman's  cell  and  set 


him  in  the  high  place  under  St.  Peter's 
Dome. 

"  Back  to  the  cell  and  poor  employ  ; 
Resume  the  craftsman  and  the  boy  1 " 

The  lesson  the  poet  desires  to  teach  by 
this  beautiful  legend  is  the  old  one,  which 
we  cannot  too  often  reflect  upon  nor  have 
instilled  into  us  in  too  many  ways — that  we 
can  ever  serve  God  best  by  doing  well,  to  the 
uttermost  of  our  power,  the  work  lying  right 
before  us,  the  task  at  our  hand's  side.  If 
God  would  have  praise  from  us,  it  can  be 
rendered  far  more  certainly  and  far  more 
pleasingly  to  His  Ear  at  the  common  task 
and  daily  round  of  our  employ  than  in  ways 
that  seem  great  and  noble  to  us,  but  which 
to  God  are  not  greater  nor  nobler  than  the 
work  He  has  chosen  for  us.  If  we  are  to  be 
heroes,  we  can  become  so  in  no  surer  way 
than  by  doing  in  the  best  way  possible  the 
despised,  familiar  task  which  awaits  us  day 
by  day  as  we  rise  from  our  beds. 

There  is  no  lesson  more  difficult  to  learn 
than  this,  but  its  importance  is  always  being 
illustrated.  A  recent  terrible  case  of  death 
from  starvation  in  the  East  End  of  London  re- 
vealed certain  features  which  are  well  worthy 
the  attention  of  the  readers  of  this  journal. 

Some  year  or  more  ago  a  poor  woman 


living  in  the  Roman  Road,  Old  Ford,  far 
away  in  East  London,  was  deserted  by  her 
husband  and  left  to  get  on  as  best  she  could 
with  four  children.  There  were  three  boys 
and  a  little  girl.  The  eldest  boy,  George 
Burrett,  was  thirteen  years  old  ;  he  had 
passed  the  sixth  standard  at  the  Board  School 
and  obtained  a  situation  as  a  printer's  "devil " 
at  Messrs.  De  la  Rue  and  Sons,  the  great 
firm  where  all  the  postcards  are  printed. 
Mrs.  Burrett,  the  mother,  was  a  weakly  woman 
and  quite  unable  to  do  any  hard  work,  and 
George  was  so  young  he  did  not  earn  more 
than  six  shillings  a  week,  and  this  from 
Christmas  last  became  to  the  unfortunate 
family  their  sole  income. 

Previous  to  this,  the  absconding  father, 
who  was  a  foreman  bricklayer,  and  a  very 
clever  man  at  his  trade,  had  been  in  the 
habit  of  sending  money  to  his  wife  from 
time  to  time,  but  this  suddenly  ceased. 
Rent  is  dear  even  in  the  squahd  streets  of 
Bethnal  Green,  and  for  the  one  front  room 
occupied  by  the  poor  family  four  shillings 
and  sixpence  of  George's  earnings  had  to  be 
paid  every  week.  That  left  exactly  one 
shilling  and  sixpence  for  food  and  firing  for 
five  persons  to  get  through  the  week  upon 
in  the  long  and  severe  winter  we  have  just 
passed  through. 

[Although 


Although  there  was  no  other  money  than 
this  small  sum  on  which  to  depentl,  a 
charitable  shopkeeper  let  them  have  an 
occasional  loaf  and  block  of  coal  on  credit. 
The  mother  went  on,  hoping  from  day  to 
day  that  money  would  come  from  her  absent 
husband,  though  she  would  take  no  steps  to 
procure  help  from  any  of  the  many  quarters 
where  it  could  have  been  obtained,  because 
she  knew  that  the  first  effect  of  her  doing  so 
would  surely  be  the  pursuit  of  the  man  who 
had  so  cruelly  deserted  his  helpless  family. 

It  was  settled,  therefore,  in  the  little 
household  that  they  must  all  keep  their 
troubles  closely  to  themselves.  No  word  of 
complaint  must  be  uttered,  or  it  would  set 
the  authorities  on  the  look-out  for  the  man 
who,  notwithstanding  his  conduct,  was  the 
loved  husband  of  the  starving  wife  and  the 
father  of  the  comely  and  intelligent  children. 
For  none  of  these  were  of  the  class  of  gutter 
children  such  as  we  expect  to  find  in  the 
slums  of  the  poorer  districts  of  East  London. 

And  so  the  days  went  by  while  we  were 
wrapping  ourselves  up  in  our  warm  clothing, 
putting  extra  blankets  on  our  beds,  piling 
up  the  coals  on  our  fires,  and  making  our- 
selves proof  against  the  frost  and  snow  by 
abundant  Christmas  fare  and  the  well-laden 
tables  of  the  mirthful  season.  It  came  to  this, 
that  there  v.-as  nothing  for  the  family  to  eat 
but  bread,  and  nothing  but  tea  and  water  to 
drink.  Early  every  morning,  long  before  it 
was  light,  plucky  little  George  was  up  and 
on  his  way,  some  three  miles  journey,  to  the 
City ;  his  breakfast  was  dry  bread,  two  slices 
before  he  left  home,  and  two  in  his  hand- 
kerchief for  dinner,  and  two  more  for  his  tea  ; 
and  this  went  on  day  after  day  till  towards 
the  end  of  March,  when  one  day  a  neighbour, 
thinking  there  must  be  something  wrong  at 
Mrs.  Burrett's  lodging,  forced  her  way  into 
the  room,  and  found  the  woman  a  mere 
skeleton  in  bed,  with  her  three  hungry 
children  cowering  over  a  few  embers  in  the 
fireplace. 

Forthwith  she  went  to  the  Parish  people, 


and  the  relieving  officer  and  the  Parish 
doctor  appeared  on  the  dreadful  scene.  It 
was  too  late  to  save  the  mother :  a  few  hours 
more  and  death  liberated  her  from  her  long 
martyrdom  to  wifely  love  and  maternal  duty, 
Many  who  have  heard  the  story  condemn 
the  woman  ;  it  is  not  for  us  to  do  this.  Her 
fault  was  that  she  loved  too  much,  too  faith- 
fully, to  the  uttermost ;  and  if  she  perished 
of  cold  and  hunger,  she  at  least  forbore  to 
do  more  than  pretend  to  eat  the  bread  her 
brave  little  son  provided.  But  this  story 
is  not  told  here  that  the  unhappy  woman's 
conduct  may  be  discussed. 

We  have  to  do  with  the  brave  little 
printer's  boy  v/ho,  half  starving,  cold  and 
weary,  day  after  day  plodded  his  way  through 
snow  and  sleet,  frost  and  rain  and  mud,  to 
earn  those  poor  six  shillings  a  week  where- 
with to  feed  to  his  utmost  ability  his  mother 
and  his  brothers  and  sister.  I  think  I  know 
some  boys,  good  boys  enough  too  in  their 
way,  who  would  have  murmured  at  this,  and 
perhaps  have  struck  work  altogether  as  not 
being  practicable  under  the  circumstances. 
But  George  did  nothing  of  the  kind.  I  can- 
not hear  that  he  ever  in  the  least  repined, 
ever  told  a  pitiful  story  of  his  distress  to 
I  any  one.  On  six  slices  a  day  he  held  his 
head  aloft,  kept  his  plucky  little  heart  up, 
and  never  let  the  lads  or"  the  men  at  the 
printing  office  guess  how  very  hard  he  found 
it  to  keep  his  own  machinery  going  while  he 
was  tending  that  of  the  printing  works. 

George  had  a  good  voice,  and  had  been 
brought  up  to  love  and  serve  God,  and  to 
praise  Him,  too,  in  the  surpliced  choir  of  a 
Bethnal  Green  church.  But  it  had  been 
arranged  in  this  family  that  as  no  work  was 
done  on  Sunday,  it  was  quite  unnecessary 
extravagance  to  eat  even  dry  bread ;  so  on 
Sunday  it  was  agreed  that  all  should  strictly 
fast  as  well  as  rest ;  and  then  George  could 
no  longer  sing  Te  Deum,  not  because  he 
was  not  pralseful — he  loved  God  as  before, 
and  praised  Him  in  his  heart  as  in  the 
prosperous  days  of  old— but  his  clothes  were 


so  shabby,  and  he  was  so  faint  that  on 
bunday  he  could  no  longer  lift  up  his  heart 
m  holy  song.  And  so,  as  in  the  poem,  God 
'•  inissed  His  little  human  praise."  Yet  who 
of  us  in  church  last  winter  was  praising  God 
like  he  ?  Who  of  us  was  steadily  and  cheer- 
fully doing  the  work  that  lay  to  our  hand  as 
George  Burrett  ?  I  know  not.  I  know  I  was 
not,  for  one. 

Now,  out  of  great  trials  our  Heavenly 
Father  frequently  brings  forth  beautiful 
characters  which  cannot  be  developed  in  any 
other  v/ay.  On  the  slopes  of  the  Alps,  ex- 
posed to  the  stress  of  the  storm  and  the  war 
of  all  the  winds,  flourish  the  stoutest  and 
tallest  pine-trees,  so  in  terrible  times  of  trial 
the  noblest  and  most  beautiful  characters 
are  often  in  God's  mysterious  way  evolved. 
Often,  too,  out  of  a  liery  trial  of  this  sort, 
great  blessings  come,  and  happiness  un- 
dreamed of  may  follow.  It  has  been  so  in 
the  case  of  these  poor  children.  George 
Burrett's  story  has  been  told  all  over  the 
English-speakmg  world,  and  all,  from  the 
Queen  to  the  poorest  street  lad,  have  heard 
of  "  the  Plucky  Printer's  Boy,  the  little  hero 
of  Bethnal  Green." 

^  Many  friends  have  come  forward  to  help 
him.  Much  money  has  been  charitably  sent 
for  his  benefit,  and  at  least  a  dozen  hospitable 
homes  have  been  offered  him— Lady  Florence 
Dixie  has  even  offered  to  adopt  him — but 
George  determines  to  persevere  at  his  work, 
and  to  stick  by  his  two  brothers  and  sister  as 
well  as  he  is  able  ;  they  are  all  in  a  happy 
industrial  school,  well  cared  for,  and  as  com- 
fortable as  they  can  be,  orphaned  as  they  are. 

As  for  George,  he  does  not  think  he  has 
done  anything  the  least  extraordinary ;  he  is 
conscious  of  having  obeyed  mother  and  done 
the  day's  work  as  it  arose  till  God  had  tried 
him  and  proved  his  metal,  and  now  he  trusts 
God  for  the  future  and  sings  "Praise  God  I  " 
as  before,  wending  his  way  to  the  printing 
works  with  a  fuller  stomach  but  a  still  sadder 
face  for  the  loss  of  mother  and  the  broken 
home. 


SOME  TOYS  WORKED  BY  ELECTRICITY. 


By  E.  a.  E.  Bennett,  b.a., 

Author  of  " Hoic  lo  make  an  Indnclion  Coil,"  "Electric  Lights"  "How  to  make  a  small  Dynamo,"  etc.,  etc. 


IN  my  former  papers  on  the  "  Electric  Trum- 
pet," I  promised  to  write  an  article  on 
how  to  make  an  electric  drum ;  and  this 
promise  I  now  propose  to  redeem. 

The  system  on  which  it  works  is  precisely 
analogous  to  that  of  the  electric  trumpet,  and 
almost  identical  with  that  of  the  ordinary 
electric  bell,  of  which  I  hope  to  say  more  in 
another  paper. 

As  before,  we  have  a  hammer  vibrating 
backwards  and  forwards  in  response  to  pulls 
from  a  magnet,  which  is  magnetised  and  de- 
magnetised by  stopping  and  starting  an  elec- 
tric current.  In  the  case  of  the  induction 
coil,  the  hammer  is  only  a  means  whereby 
the  current  is  broken  and  started  again  with 
great  rapidity,  and  in  the  case  of  the  trumpet 
the  vibrator  is  used  to  make  the  noise  by  its 
vibration,  but  in  this  instrument  we  must 
have  a  bond  fide  hammer,  which  must  be 
able  to  beat  the  drum,  and  thus  cause  a  stir- 
ring and  martial  sound. 

First,  then,  we  will  devote  our  attention  to 
the  construction  of  the  magnet.  In  former 
articles  (as  in  the  case  of  the  electro-motor 
for  example),  I  have  given  you  the  method 
of  making  the  magnets  out  of  one  solid  piece 


PAET  III. 


THE  ELECTRIC  DRUM. 


of  soft  iron,  in  the  form  of  a  horse-shoe. 
This  time,  however,  we  will  make  it  of  several 
pieces  for  a  change  ;  it  is  far  more  convenient 
to  make,  and  looks  much  neater  when  fin- 
ished. 

Take  a  piece  of  soft  iron  1|  inch  long  by 
I  inch  broad  and  ^  inch  thick,  and  in  the 
middle  drill  a  hole  about  inch  in  diameter. 
On  each  side  of  this,  on  a  line  with  it  at  a 
distance  of  about  |  inch,  drill  two  more  holes 
of  the  same  size.  This  is  to  form  the  back, 
or,  as  it  is  scientifically  termed,  the  yoJ;e  of 
the  magnet.  To  form  the  poles  we  require 
two  exactly  similar  pieces  of  soft  iron  bar  1^ 
inch  long  and  |  inch  in  diameter.  These 
are  to  be  filed  quite  smooth  at  the  ends  after 
cutting,  and  in  the  middle  of  one  end  a  hole 
is  to  be  drilled  to  admit  a  screw  which  will 
just  go  through  the  holes  on  each  side  of  the 
centre  one  made  in  the  flat  piece  of  soft  iron. 
These  holes  are  cut  to  receive  the  thread  of 
the  screw,  but  if  you  can't  do  this  you  can 
simply  leave  out  the  end  holes  for  screws, 
and  solder  the  round  and  flat  pieces  of  iron 
together.  These  are  to  be  soldered  or 
screwed  together,  so  as  to  form  a  magnet,  the 
hole  in  the  middle  of  the  flat  piece  serving  to 


introduce  a  screw,  for  the  purpose  of  attach- 
ing the  magnet  to  a  support.  The  best  plan, 
if  you  can  do  it,  is  to  drill  and  "tap"  this 
hole  to  receire  a  screw  which  is  inserted  in  a 
brass  support  made  of  a  piece  of  brass  1^  inch 
long,  ^  inch  broad,  and  ^  inch  thick,  bent  at 
right  angles  at  about  |  inch  from  one  end,  this 
shortest  end  being  drilled  for  two  screws  to 
fasten  it  to  the  base-board,  while  the  longest 
end  has  a  hole  in  the  centre  about  ^  inch 
from  the  end,  to  admit  the  screw  which  fits 
the  hole  in  the  centre  of  the  yoke.  Having 
done  all  this,  you  will  have  fig.  1,  which  re- 
presents the  magnet  before  it  is  wound. 

The  soft  iron  cores  have  now  to  be  con- 
verted into  magnets  as  usual,  and  hare  comes 
in  the  especial  advantage  of  having  screws  to 
fasten  the  magnet  together,  as  you  can  take 
the  whole  thing  to  bits,  wind  the  wire  on  the 
legs  ill  comfort,  and  then  fasten  together 
again.  But  if  you  have  soldered  the  magnet 
together  you  can  achieve  the  same  end  in  a 
different  way  by  making  two  small  bobbins 
to  hold  the  wire,  the  exact  size  to  slip  on  over 
the  soft  iron  cores  when  the  wire  is  wound 
on  them.  It  is  generally  considered  proper 
to  wind  the  wire  on  bobbins,  which  can  be 


removed  from  the  cores  if  required.  I  should 
think  it  can  seldom  be  required,  but  the 
bobbins  are  convenient  in  this  case.  I  may 
remark  parenthetically  that  bobbins  wound 
and  unwound,  soft  iron  cores,  and  yokes, 
separately  or  together,  and  supports  fixed  to 

B 


B 

Fig.  1.— Magxet  ptit  together  heapt  for 
WINDING.    (Sectional  diagram.) 

A  A,  Circular  bars  of  soft  iron,  e  B,  Flat  bar  of  soft 
iron  forming  the  "yoke."  c,  Brass  supi)ort  for 
magnet,  sss.  Screws  fastening  parts  of  magnet 
together. 

the  yokes  or  not,  can  be  obtained  from  any 
large  electrician  who  sells  parts  of  electric 
bells,  etc. ;  the  magnet  can  also  be  got  put 
together  complete.  Messrs.  H.  Dale,  whom  I 
mentioned  in  former  papers,  are  now  suc-- 
ceeded  by  Messrs.  Price,  Talbot  &  Co.  (2G 
Ludgate  Hill,  E.G.).  Messrs.  Cox  &  Co.,  11 
Fetter  Lane,  Fleet  Street,  B.C.,  are  also 
dealers  in  electrical  apparatus,  and  from 
either  of  these  linns  you  can  get  every  part 
of  the  magnet,  or  the  rest  of  the  electric  bell, 
separate,  or  the  whole  thing  put  togetlier. 

We  now  have  to  make  the  bobbins,  sup- 
posing that  we  are  not  going  to  buy  them. 
The  elaborateness  of  their  manufacture  will 
depend  entirely  on  the  skill  of  the  maker. 
Some  construct  them  by  sawing  off  top  and 
bottom  of  a  reel  of  cotton,  and  forming  a 
roller  of  cardboard  to  lit  the  magnets,  finally 
joining  the  ends  of  the  reel  to  this  roller  to 
make  an  elongated  reel  of  the  right  size. 
Others  construct  their  bobbins  entirely  of 
cardboard,  the  ends  being  merely  two  circles 
of  card.  Others  who  are  versed  in  the  mys- 
teries of  wood-turning,  and  are  lucky  enough 
to  possess  a  lathe  with  which  to  do  it,  make 
two  bobbins  of  solid  wood  drilled  to  fit  the 
iron  cores.  For  these  no  instructions  are 
needed,  as  the  dimensions  will  be  as  given 
presently.  For  those  who  only  want  to  use 
the  magnet  for  this  special  purpose,  and  do 
not  care  about  the  bobbins  being  removable, 
the  following  is  the  simplest  way  to  set  to 
work. 

Cut  two  circles  of  thick  cardboard,  each 
^  inch  in  diameter,  and  in  the  centre  cut  a 
hole  the  exact  size  to  slip  over  the  soft  iron 
cores.  Now  wrap  several  thicknesses  of  thin 
tissue  paper — or  preferably  foreign  note  paper 
or  tracing  paper — over  the  magnet,  between  the 
circles  of  cardboard,  cutting  the  strip  about 
Ij^  inch  broad,  or  ij  inch  less  than  the  length 
of  the  core.  Now  you  can  fasten  the  two 
circles  of  cardboard  at  the  ends  of  the 
tracing  paper,  and  keep  ttem  in  their  proper 
places  on  the  magnet,  by  means  of  "  Prout's 
elastic  glue" — heat  the  soft  iron  before 
applying  and  it  will  then  adhere  firmly  to  it. 
In  this  way  of  course  you  form  a  roller  on 
which  we  now  have  to  wind  the  wire.  If 
you  have  soldered  the  magnet's  parts  to- 
gether you  must  have  movable  bobbins,  as 
it  would  be  simply  impossible  to  wind  the 
wire  evenly  on  the  cores  when  fixed  in  posi- 
tion, as  the  edges  of  the  bobbins  will  be  so 
close  together  that  it  is  not  possible  to  wind 
the  wire  on  between  them  without  the  coils 
becoming  displaced. 

The  method  of  winding  the  wire  is  simple 


enough.  No.  24  wire  is  a  good  size  to  use  ; 
it  can  be  cotton-covered  or,  preferably,  silk- 
covered,  as  in  the  latter  case  the  insulation 
is  better.  Begin  by  making  a  hole  near  the 
roller  in  the  circle  of  cardboard  that  is  next 
to  the  end  where  the  hole  for  the  screw  has 
been  made.  Pass  about  three  inches  of  wire 
through  the  hole  and  then  wind  it  evenly  on 
over  the  tracing  paper  from  end  to  end  and 
back  again.  You  ought  to  have  five  or  six 
layers  of  it ;  an  ounce,  or  an  ounce  and  a 
half,  of  wire  will  probably  be  enough.  When 
it  is  all  on  make  another  hole  in  the  disc 
and  pass  out  the  wire.  This  is  only  to  hold 
it  safe  while  you  wind  the  other  bobbin. 
When  that  is  finished  you  can  put  the 
magnet  together,  and  the  ends  of  two  of  the 
wires  have  now  to  be  joined  together.  The 
two  ends  that  are  joined  together  must  ba 
those  which  come  from  the  wire  that  is  wound 
from  right  to  left  over  one  core  and  left  to 
right  in  the  other,  that  is  to  say,  taking  the 


Fig.  2. — Magnt!t  wound  and  rrT  together. 

A  A,  Soft  iron  eores.  n  i;  is  n,  Endsof  holibhis.  on  wliich 
wire  is  wound  as  shown.  c  c,  i'o/ie-  of  magnet 
fastened  to  support  and  lield  up  by  D.  bottom  of 
brass  support,  with  holes  for  screws.  E,  Joined  ends 
of  wires.  F  F,  Exterior  ends  of  coils.  Tlie  arrows 
show  relative  directions  in  whicli  the  two  coils  are 
wound. 

wire  when  joined  as  one,  it  must  be  so 
wound  on  both  limbs  of  the  magnet  that  if 
they  were  bent  into  one  straight 
bar  it  would  all  be  wound  in  the 
same  direction.  Headers  of  the 
article  on  Electro-motors  (No. 
59.5,  page  570,  last  volume)  will 
recollect  the  same  method  of 
winding  had  to  be  adopted  when 
making  the  electro-magnet  there- 
in described.  With  a  composite 
magnet,  however,  there  is  no 
earthly  difficulty  in  getting  it 
right,  for  you  have  only  to  con- 
nect the  battery  to  two  wires  and 
join  the  other  two,  and  if  they 
don't  make  the  magnet  work, 
join  up  one  to  the  battery  instead 
of  one  of  those  joined,  and  con- 
nect the  other  two  wires  ;  which- 
ever gives  the  best  result  stick 
to.  You  must  get  all  the  silk 
or  cotton  off  the  wire,  where 
you  join  them,  and  twist  them 
over  and  over  tightly  together  ;  if 
you  can  solder  them,  so  much 
the  better.  Pull  the  wire  tight  and  wind 
it  on  the  reels  until  the  place  where  it  is 
joined  is  pulled  tightly  and  not  left  in  a 
loop,  which  would  look  untidy.  Fig.  2 
gives  an  idea  of  the  magnet  completed, 
and  I  have  endeavoured  by  means  of  the 
arrows  to  show  how  the  wire  is  wound,  they 
are  supposed  to  give  the  direction,  of  the 
top  layer  of  wire  in  each  case  ;  of  course 
either  may  be  wound  from  the  inside,  so  you 
must  also  consider  that  in  this  picture  the 
outside  coils  are  joined.  The  magnet  having 
been  thus  constructed,  we  must  now  turn  our 


attention  to  the  vibrating  hammer  which  is 
to  beat  the  drum.  To  make  this  we  want 
another  piece  of  soft  iron  of  about  the  same 
size  as  that  forming  the  yoke  of  the  magnet, 
say  1|  inch  x  ^  inch  x  ^  inch.  We  shall 
then  require  a  piece  of  brass  spring  about 
3  inches  long  and  half  an  inch  broad.  This 
is  made  of  very  thin  springy  brass,  so  as  to 
make  a  spring  which  will  move  the  armature 
quickly.  One  end  of  the  spring  should  be 
tapered  off  as  shown  in  fig.  3,  and  at  the 


Fig.  3. — Shape  of  Spring  for  Armature. 

p,  Platinum  foil.   A  A.  Holes  for  screws  to  armature. 
H  II,  Holes  for  screws  to  support. 

point  p  in  the  figure  a  small  piece  of 
platinum  foil  (the  real  tiling,  not  tin-foil, 
which  I  am  sure  is  often  sold  in  cheap 
apparatus  instead  of  it ! )  should  be  fastened, 
by  solder  if  possible. 

We  now  want  a  piece  of  rather  stout  brass 
wire  bent  into  the  shape  shown  in  fig.  4. 
It  must  be  about  4  inches  long,  but  its  length 
will  be  determined  by  the  size  of  the  drum 
and  the  length  of  the  magnet  when  it  is  all 
put  together.  At  the  end  of  this  wire  you 
must  have  a  wooden  knob  (not  brass,  which 
doesn't  produce  nearly  so  much  noise). 
This  you  will  have  provided  ready  for  you  if 
you  jjurchase  the  drum,  as  they  will  natur- 
ally supply  drumsticks  with  it,  and  the  head 
of  one  of  these  cut  oft'  and  fastened  to  the 
end  of  the  wire,  by  simply  making  a  hole 
and  sticking  it  in,  will  answer  the  purpose 
beautifully. 

This  wire  has  to  be  fastened  to  the  end  of 
the  soft  iron  armature,  a  simple  way  of  doing 
which  is  to  drill  a  hole  the  exact  size  and 
insert  the  end,  it  can  then  be  soldered  in. 
Or,  if  you  cannot  drill  a  hole,  you  can  simply 
solder  it  on.  The  brass  spring  has  the  end 
bent  outwards,  as  shown  in  fig.  4,  and  is  fas- 
tened to  the  soft  iron  armature  by  screws,  as 
shown  in  the  figure  at  s,  s,  or  simply  soldered 
on.    The  point  c  is  the  end  that  is  tapered 


7^ 


H  H 


C 

Fig.  4.- 


-Drum  Hammer  put  together. 


A,  Bar  of  soft  iron.  B.  Brass  spring  of  contact  breaker,  c.  Portion  of 
brass  spring  bent  outwards,  the  platinum  foil  is  suldereil  on  at  tiie 
point  r.  s,  Sricw^  lH)lding  spring  to  soft  iron.  Holes  are  made  at 
the  po  nts  H  ii  to  fasten  spring  to  support.  D,  Bent  wire  fastened  to 
soft  iron  armature,    lo.  Wooden  head  of  drumstick. 

off,  and  the  platinum  wire  is  fixed  at  that 
point  ;  the  spring  should  extend  about  1^ 
inch  beyond  the  armature  at  the  other  end. 
Two  holes  are  drilled  in  the  spring  at  the 
points  H,  H,  through  which  screws  are  passed 
into  the  support.  This  support  may  be  either 
a  piece  of  iron  h  inch  long,  inch  broad,  and 
I  inch  thick,  or  a  piece  of  wood  will  answer 
very  well,  and  save  drilling  holes  in  the  iron. 
If  it  is  wood  it  had  better  be  larger,  say  i 
inch  by  J  inch  by  1:^  inch. 

(To  be  continued.) 
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A VISITOR,  who  on  going  to  Oxford  for  tlie 
first  time  at  Commemoration  sees  on 
the  river  every  liind  and  species  of  craft,  from 
the  eight  and  centreboard  to  the  Canadian 
and  punt,  will  carry  away  a  feeling  that,  great 
and  noble  as  the  University  of  Oxford  herself 
may  be,  yet  the  love  which  all  her  members 
bear  for  her  is  increased  to  a  very  great  extent 
by  her  fortunate  situation  on  the  Isis. 

That  the  river  is  regarded  with  affection 
by  every  generation  of  undergraduates  is  un- 
doubted. No  one  who  witnesses  the  ardour 
with  which  men,  sometimes  for  five  years,  toil 
and  "  plug  "  at  an  oar  in  the  attempt  to  earn 


THE  JUNE  RACES  AT  OXFORD. 

By  an  Exeter  College  Man, 

conversation  going.  I  would  go  up  the  river 
with  you  afterwards,  but  we  are  playing 
Jaggers  at  Kugger  and  ought  to  walk  them. 

Yours  faithfully, 

A.  B.  Smith. 

St.  Boniface  College. 

In  ordinary  English  this  would  read  as 
follows  : — 

Dear  Johnnie, — I  was  very  sorry  I  did  not 
see  you  last  night,  but  I  had  to  finish  an 
exercise  and  then  go  to  speak  at  the  Union  : 
afterwards  I  played  billiards  with  Jones  and 
was  caught  by  the  Proctor. 


himself  religiously  left  alone  for  perhaps 
more  than  a  week,  and  when  at  length  he 
sallies  forth  to  the  river  to  be  "tubbed  "  he 
is  at  a  loss  to  distinguish  his  college  barge. 

With  hardly  an  exception,  each  college 
possesses  a  barge.  Under  the  upper  deck  are 
changing  rooms,  and  a  large  saloon  with 
lounges,  easy  chairs,  reading  and  writing 
tables.  They  are  picked  out  in  the  college 
boating  colours,  but  unless  they  are  decorated 
with  the  actual  college  crest,  it  is  difficult  to 
distinguish  them,  as  the  boating  colours  are 
not  necessarily  the  same  as  those  by  which 
each  college  is  popularly  known. 


Fig.  1. — Practising  under  Difficulties—"  It  is  not  always  May." 


their  "Eights"  colours  or  perchance  the 
coveted  "  Blue  "  attendant  on  the  'Varsity 
race,  can  have  any  doubt  that  it  is  quite  as 
much  the  fascination  of  the  everchanging 
river  as  the  exhilaration  of  the  exercise  that 
chains  them  to  their  boat. 

A  college  is  often  held  in  estimation 
among  the  undergraduates  more  by  its  place 
on  the  river  than  by  the  "testamurs" 
scholarships  and  honours  which  its  more 
studious  members  may  gain.  Thus,  Jesus 
College,  which  is  somehow  always  near  the 
bottom  of  the  river,  is  spoken  of  as  a  very 


Will  you  come  and  have  breakfast  with 
me  on  Thursday.  I  have  a  Worcester  and 
Queen's  man  coming  :  the  latter  is  an  awfully 
good  chap  at  keeping  the  conversation  going. 
I  would  go  on  the  river  with  you  afterwards, 
but  we  are  playing  Jesus  at  Rugby  and  ought 
to  have  a  walk  over.  Yours,  etc., 

A.  B.  Smith. 

St.  Boniface  College. 

Since,  then,  so  much  importance  is 
attached  to  the  place  of  the  college  boat  on 
the  river,  it  follows  that  the  rowing  man 


The  colours,  independent  of  any  sport,  of 
each  college  are  as  follows  : 


Dark  blue  (liroad),  red  and  white 

stripes. 
Black  and  yellow. 
Dark  blue  and  white  in  small 

squares. 
Dark  blue  and  red. 
Red  and  black. 
Scarlet  and  white. 
Green  (dark),  white. 
Eed,  white,  and  blue. 
Dark  and  light  blue. 
^Vhite  and  black. 
"White,  with  red  cross. 


1. 

Balliol  . 

2. 

Brasenose . 

3. 

Christcliurch 

4. 

Corpus 

5. 

Exeter 

6. 

Herljord  . 

7. 

Jesus 

8. 

Keble 

9. 

Lincoln 

10. 

Magdalen  . 

11. 

Merton 

nineteenth-rate  college,  or  referred  to  in  the 
present-day  slang  as  "  Jaggers." 

The  slang  of  the  undergraduate  of  to-day 
is  very  simple,  and  consists  in  attaching  the 
SufEx  er  to  every  word  of  any  length.  It  may 
be  best  illustrated  by  the  following  letter ; — 

Dear  Johnnie, — I  was  very  sorry  I  did  not 
see  you  last  night,  but  I  had  to  finish  an  ecker 
and  then  go  to  speak  at  the  Ugger :  after- 
wards I  had  a  game  of  pills  with  Jones  and 
was  nailed  by  the  Pi-ogger.  Will  you  come 
and  do  a  brekker  with  me  on  Thursday,  I 
have  a  Wugger  and  a  Quagger  coming :  the 
latter  is  an  awfully  good  chap  at  keeping  the 


Fig.  2.— The  Clinker  Fours  :  Waiting  for  the  Gun. 

becomes  a  class  by  himself,  and  a  hard-and- 
fast  line  divides  him  from  the  other  descrip- 
tions of  athletes,  the  most  intolerant  members 
of  the  0(xford)  !7(niversity  £(oat)  C(lub) 
being  inclined  to  regard  the  Blues  gained  on 
the  cricket  or  football  fields  as  illegitimate 
innovations  1 

The  limit  which  a  man  of  ordinary  physique 
sets  to  his  ambition  is  a  seat  in  his  college 
Eight ;  and  to  effect  this  an  amount  of 
training  has  to  be  gone  through  which  strikes 
one  at  first  with  astonishment,  and  in  addition 
he  must  graduate  through  his  college  fours, 
and  Torpid  races.  His  path  is  beset  by 
many  diiBculties.   As  a  freshman  he  finds 


12.  \ew  . 

13.  Son-coUe'jiale 

14.  Oriel 

15.  Fembroke  . 

16.  Queens 

17.  St.  John's  . 

18.  Trimty  . 

19.  l/niversitu 

20.  WinUinm  . 

21.  Worcester . 


VThite  and  purple. 

Broad  olire  green,  edged  with 

white  and  claret. 
■White  and  dark  blue. 
Pink  and  white. 
Dark  blue  aud  white. 
Yellow,    scarlet    ou  chocolate 

ground. 

Broad  dark  blue,  white  edging. 
Yellow  and  blue. 
Light  blue  aud  white. 
Pink  aud  black. 


In  addition  to  these,  every  member  of  a 
college  is  entitled  to  wear  a  dark-blue  flannel 
coat  with  the  college  crest,  representations  of 
which  appeared  in  the  "B.  O.  P.  "  m  1889. 

The    barge    having    been    found,  the 
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"tubbing"  commences.  This  bears  no  re- 
semblance to  little  Mr.  Eounoer's  "  tumbles," 
but  is  a  much  more  serious  - matter.  The 
coach,  a  senior  man,  stands  up  in  the  stern 
of  a  two-oared  boat  with  the  rudder  lines  in 
his  hands,  and  the  novices  pull  him  up. 
Then  starts  an  incessant  course  of  correction 
and  instruction  which  increases  in  vitupera- 
tive force,  as  his  acquaintance  grows,  until 
it  ends  at  times  in  vivid  abuse. 

Despite  the  coach's  bark,  our  tyro  may  find 
himself  in  the  trial  Torpid,  an  eight-oared 
craft  with  fixed  seats,  preparing  for  the 
February  races. 

They  are  familiarly  spoken  of  as  "Toggers," 
and  represent  the  college  in  the  minor  races  in 
the  spring  and  also  supply  the  material  for  the 
Eights.  If  the  tyro  "  shapes  "  well  enough 
for  the  Torpid  and  is  conspicuous  therein, 
he  may  at  the  end  of  his  second  year  have 
-reached  the  summit  of  a  moderate  man's 
ambition,  and  be  entitled  to  his  Eight's 
colom-s. 

The  racing  takes  place  in  June,  and  the 
boat  manned  by  the  same  number  as  the 
Togger  differs  from  it  ia  having  sliding  seats. 


three  weeks  before  the  struggle,  and  at  the 
same  time  all  indulgences  are  knocked  off. 
Before  breakfast  the  crew  must  run  round 
the  parks,  a  distance  of  about  one  mile,  and 
throughout  the  day  must  abstain  from  herba 
nicotiana  sive  tobacco  as  the  StatutiE  Uni- 
versitatis  Oxoniensis  has  it,  in  unrivalled 
canine  Latin.  In  addition  to  this  they  have 
a  separate  dinner  in  Hall,  and  they  must  do 
the  "  downy  "  regularly  at  10.30  p.m. 

The  day  arrives.  Our  freshman,  now 
become  a  senior,  knows  that  his  boat  for  an 
entire  week  will  be  at  once  the  pursuer  and 
the  pursued,  and  thfat  it  will  cover  itself  with 
glory  if  it  succeed  as  a  pursuer,  but  will  be 
received  in  silence  at  the  landing-stage  if  it 
fail  to  elude  the  "  bump  "  of  the  boat  press- 
ing on  behind. 

The  actual  racing  lasts  from  a  Thursday 
till  the  following  Wednesday,  and  each  boat 
rows  over  the  course  from  Iffley  to  the 
'Varsity  barge  once  a  day  in  either  the  first 
or  second  division.  The  second  division, 
which  starts  at  4.30  p.m.,  consists  of  the  boats 
which  are  in  position  on  the  river  from  the 
l'2th  to  the  21st.    An  interval  of  H  hour 


At  Commemoration  there  is  a  procession 
of  the  boats  in  the  order  on  which  they  left 
off  on  the  last  day's  racing.  The  "  Head  of 
the  Kiver  "  is  moored  opposite  the  'Varsity 
barge,  and  as  each  boat  passes,  the  crew, 
with  the  exception  of  stroke  and  bow,  stand 
up  and  salute  her  with  their  oars. 

The  last  boat  on  the  river  usually  has 
about  three  oars  in  it  and  is  solemnly  over- 
turned. Immediately  men  in  every  descrip- 
tion of  flannels  are  swimming  about  before 
the  'Varsity  barge,  cheering  on  "B.  N.  C." 
ad  nauseam,  while  men  are  tossed  out  of 
the  punts  which  put  across  to  fetch  men 
from  the  bank  to  their  own  barge,  not  in 
spies  but  in  battalions. 

With  regard  to  the  cox,  whose  object  has 
been  to  keep  himself  as  hght  as  possible  and 
has  perhaps  deprived  himself  of  the  enjoy- 
ment of  a  "  square  meal  "  for  weeks  past,  he 
receives  in  the  majority  of  cases  more  kicks 
than  ha'pence. 

As  the  losing  crew  in  the  Boat  Race 
invariably  attribute  their  defeat  to  bad  steer- 
ing, so  the  eight  merry  men  who  have  been 
bumped  never  fail  to  tell  the  cox  that  he 


Fig.  3.— Lent  Races  at  Cambridge :  a  Bump  at  Grassy. 


Every  college  puts  one  crew  on  the  river, 

and  the  crew  is  subjected  to  strict  training 
for  weeks  before.  Their  object  in  so  doing 
is  to  obtain  the  utmost  weight,  strength,  and 
endurance,  and  so  an  institution  has  sprung 
up  in  many  colleges  ^termed  "  Breakfasting 
the  Eight." 

It  is  rather  a  large  business,  as  the  rowing 
man  is  apt  to  be  not  only  heavy  in  avoir- 
dupois, but  also  in  conversation,  his  informa- 
tion on  external  matters  being  bounded  by 
the  knowledge  that  Magdalen  is  "  going  very 
strong,"  and  that  Jesus,  as  usual,  is  "  very 
rank."  If  you  are  not  a  boating  man,  your 
acquaintance  with  the  majority  of  your  guests 
will  be  but  slight,  and  this  does  not  add  gaiety 
to  the  proceedings. 

Your  scout,  who  has  ordered  generations  of 
Eights'  breakfasts  from  the  kitchen,  saves 
you  from  the  necessity  of  thinking  out  a 
novel  and  appetising  menu.  It  is  invariable, 
and  as  follows :  Soles,  steak  or  chicken, 
marmalade,  watercress,  fruit,  and  chocolate 
instead  of  tea  or  coffee.  During  the  actual 
week  of  the  races  it  is  customary  to  invite 
the  Eight  up  to  one's  rooms  and  give  them 
two  glasses  of  port  and  fruit  ad  lib. 

The  breakfasts,  however,  commence  some 


I  is  allowed  between  the  first  and  second  divi- 
I  sion,  as  the  highest  boat  at  4.30,  the  "  sand- 
wich "  boat,  rows  the  course  over  again  at  6, 
;  so  as  to  give  it  an  opportunity  of  making  a 
bump. 

Brasenose  has  held  the  position  of  "Head 
of  the  Eiver  "  both  in  Torpids  and  the  Eights 
for  some  seasons.  Indeed  last  February  it 
made  the  record  for  the  Torpids,  having  been 
Head  for  six  consecutive  years.  Magdalen, 
New,  Christchurch,  Balhol,  are  also  sturdy 
opponents  for  the  honour. 

A  distance  of  160  feet  separates  each  boat, 
and  one  behind  the  other  they  race  for 
upwards  of  a  mile  amid  the  encouragements 
of  their  partisans.  The  encouragement  is  of 
divers  kinds.  "  Now  you're  on  them  ;  "  "  All 
you  know ; "  "  Well  rowed.  New ;  "  Bravo,  Mag- 
dalen ;  "  intermingled  with  pistol-shots, 
\  whistles,  rattles,  dinner-bells,  etc.,  making 
up  such  a  medley  as  fairly  frightens  them 
on  to  exertions. 

When  one  boat  has  so  far  gained  on  the 
other  as  to  have  slightly  overlapped,  the  cox 
of  the  hindmost  steers  for  the  other  ;  and 
should  his  bow  touch  any  part  of  it  the 
bump  has  been  made,  and  on  the  succeeding 
day  they  change  their  places. 


should  have  "  washed  them  off,"  however 

impossible  it  may  have  been. 

Harder  still  is  the  fate  of  the  cox  who 
makes  his  shcft  at  a  retreating  boat  and 
misses.  It  is  rare  to  get  within  bumping 
distance  again,  and  the  diminutive  specimen 
in  the  stern  pays  dearly  for  his  bad  judg- 
ment. This  is  especially  hard  on  him,  as  he 
is  unable  in  many  instances  to  judge  his 
distance  with  any  accuracy. 

That  is,  however,  the  more  doleful  side, 
which  is  soon  forgotten.  Who  can  indeed 
estimate  the  advantages  which  such  a  train- 
ing on  the  Isis  affords  for  the  serious  work 
of  life  by  giving  him  abundance  of  health, 
strength,  resource  and  endurance;  which 
brings  back  colour  to  the  cheeks,  and  hope 
to  a  jaded  heart,  as,  overwhelmed  for  a  time 
by  the  mystery  and  heavy  weight  of  the 
world's  cares,  he  gazes  up  at  the  photo  of  his 
college  eight,  and  remembers  the  swing  of 
the  oars,  the  bound  of  the  boat  and  her  life 
between  the  strokes,  the  cheers  from  the 
bank  which  greeted  their  efforts  as  the 
almost  imperceptible  shock  throughout  the 
boat  proclaimed  that  their  exertions  were 
crowned  with  success,  and  that  they  had 
made  their  coveted  bump  ?  e.  g.  u. 
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OUR  NOTE-BOOK. 


A  '-B.O.P."  Canoe. 

Mrs.  Reaney,  whose  literary  and  philan- 
thropic work  is  so  well  known,  writes  from 
Blackpool  under  date  of  April  2  "  I  really 
feel  tempted  to  send  you,  as  a  curiosity,  a 
photograph  of  my  daughter  in  a  canoe  made 
entirely  by  her  own  hands  after  the  plan 
given  in  the  'B.O.P.'  but  with  improvements 
suggestive  of  Sfa-paddling. 

"  She  spent  many  an  hour  upon  the  open 
sea  last  year  in  this  canoe.  The  photograph 
does  not  do  the  small  craft  justice.  It  is, 
however,  suggestive  of  what  a  girl  of  energy 
can  accomplish.  Her  workshop  was  a  cellar, 
and  no  one  saw  the  boat  until  it  was  nearing 
its  later  stages  of  completion.,  Her  tools 
were  very  few  in  number. 

"  1  have  long  thought  of  letting  the  editor 
of  the  '  B.O.P.'  know  how  much  good  his 
paper  does  '  the  house  of  Eeaney.'  iVIy 
younger  son  more  especially,  and  this  our 
only  girl,  are  devoted  to  it 

"Boy's  Own"  Postal  Clubs.— Those  who 
have  read  the  articles  on  this  subject  in 
numbers  564  and  575  and  wish  to  join  such 
a  club,  are  requested  to  apply  to  Mr.  G.  D 
Nickels,  1  South  Town  Cottages,  Upton  Road, 
Torquay,  who  wishes  to  start  one.  Amongst 
the  numerous  readers  who  entered  for  our 
photogiaphic  competitions  there  should  be 
amply  sufficient  to  fill  this  club  as  well  as 
thai  started  by  Mr.  Haidwick 

The  Royal  Soveeeign.  —  In  the  year 
1637  a  first-rate  man-of-war,  which  in  her 
earlier  days  was  known  as  the  Sovereign  of 
the  Seas,  was  launched  at  Woolwich.  In  1701 
another  Royal  Sovereign  was  launched  ;  and 
in  178G,  yet  another  the  most  notable  of  all, 
and  which  shared  in  the  famous  triumph  of 
Trafalgar.  But  these,  and  some  other  vessels 
oi  the  same  name,  sink  into  insignificance 
beside  the  great  ship  which  Her  Majesty 
recently  chiistened  The  Royal  Sovereign  o* 
1786  cost  £100,000;  the  cost  of  the  new 
Royal  Sovereign  will  be  nearly  a  million 
sterling.  The  great  ship  is  one  of  eight 
which  have  been  ordered  to  be  built  under 
the  Naval  Defence  Act. 

Some  Curious  Facts  and  Figures.  -  A  very 
curious  number  is  142,857,  which,  multiplied 
by  1.  2,  .3,  4,  5,  or  6,  gives  the  figures  in  the 
same  order,  beginning  at  a  different  point, 
but  if  multiplied  by  7  gives  all  9's.  Multi 
plied  by  1  it, equals  142,857,  multiplied  by  2 
equals  285,714,  multiplied  by  3  equals 
428,.;71,  multiplied  by  4  equals  571,428,  mul 
tiplied  by  5  equals  714,285,  multiplied  by  6 
equals  8.57,142,  multiplied  by  7  equals 
999,999.  Multiply  142,857  by  8  and  you 
have  1,142,856.  Then  add  the  first  figure  to 
the  last  and  you  have  142,857,  the  original 
number,  the  figures  exactly  the  same  as  at 
the  start.  Another  mathematical  wonder  is 
the  following :  It  is  discovered  that  the 
multiplication  of  987,654,321  by  45  gives 
44,444,444,445.  Reversing  the  order  of  the 
digits  and  multiplying  123,456,789  by  45,  we 
get  a  result  equally  curious  — 5,555,555,605. 
If  we  take  123,456,78^,  as  the  multiplicand, 
and  interchanging  the  figures  of  45,  take  54 
as  the  multiplier,  we  get  6,666,666,606. 
Returning  to  the  multiplicand  987,654,321, 
and  taking  54  as  the  multiplier  again,  we  get 
53,833,333,334— all  3  s  except  the  first  and 
last  figures  which  together  read  54 — the 
multiplier.  Taking  the  same  multiplicand 
and  27,  the  half  oi  54,  as  the  multiplier,  we 
get  a  product  of  26,666,666,667,  all  6's  ex 
cept  the  first  and  last  figures,  which  together 
read  27,  the  multiplier.  Now,  interchanging 
the  order  of  the  figures  27  and  using  72  as 
the  multiplier  and  987,654,321  as  the  multi- 


plicand, we  get  a  product  of  71,111,111,112 

— all  I's  except  the  first  and  last  figures, 

which  read  together  72,  the  multiplier. — 
Journal  of  Education. 

"  The  Braveb  the  Milder." — This  motto 
of  a  noble  French  family  embodies  a  truth 
which  has  been  recognised  by  noble  minds 
in  all  ages.  It  is  the  brave  and  strong  who 
can  afford  to  be  "  mild,"  who  best  can  bear 
with  weakness  and  infirmity  in  others. 

The  Movement  against  the  Crammer. — 
The  crammer  is  to  have  a  bad  time  of  it  shortly 
Not  only  are  the  new  regulations  of  the 
Indian  Civil  Service  examination  expressly 
framed  to  obviate  the  necessity  of  any 
"private  instruction,"  but  now  the  entrances 
into  Woolwich  and  Sandhurst  are  to  be 
altered  with  the  same  view.  The  Director- 
General  of  Military  Education  wishes  to 
encourage  the  candidate  who  has  had  "  a 
thoroughly  well-grounded  liberal  education 
as  an  English  gentleman."  In  other  words, 
the  public  school  boy  is  to  be  encouraged  to 
go  straight  from  say  Eton  or  Winchester,  and 
submit  to  educational  tests  such  as  he  has 
been  already  familiar  with  in  the  fifth  and 
sixth  form.  Besides  the  obligatory  subjects, 
he  may,  on  and  after  June,  1892,  take  up 
optional  ones— Enghsh  history,  science, 
higher  mathematics,  and  Greek — in  order 
that  due  allowance  may  be  made  for  "  varieties 
of  taste  and  inclination  in  each  candidate." 


OUR  PRIZE  COMPETITIONS. 

(Thirteenth  Semes.) 


Writing  Competition. 

[Cciiltuueu  from  ]i.  5-14  ] 
Fourth  Division  (agea  12  years) 
Prize— 10s  ad. 
MuRRAi  E  J.  Pearce  The  Parade,  Poole. 

CF.IITIFICATES- FIRST  GRADE 

HirisBERT  L  Warden-  5,  Graham  Street  Edinburgh, 

Joiix  OsEOit.NE  Fncil,  3-i  Angell  Road,  Bri.xton  s.w 

Harold  JIouat  Joxe.s.  1,  Killiesei  Avenue,  Telford 
Paik,  Streatham  Hill,  s  w. 

J  S,  Todd  32,  Angcli  Road  Brixton  s.w 

■Wii.LiA.M  Brow.n,  3    Armadale  Street.  Dennistoun. 
Glasgow 

JOH.N  Fahle\,  5  Market  Place,  Devizes. 

Hexry  Buxn-.  Eaymond  Street  Thetford. 

Blair  Tuo.M,^o\  11  Chailotte  Street,  Ayr,  N.B 

JlUNGc   F    IXGLis,   10,  Seyton  Avenue,  Laiigside. 
Glasgow 

A.  J  Cauey  65  Ickbm-gh  Road,  Upper  Clapton,  x.E. 

J  W  Meldru-m  10.  Leslie  Place,  Edinburgh. 

HARitY  Reid  21.  Brook  Road,  Beetle,  Liverpool. 

PEiiCY  Blumextiial,  13  Frognal,  x.w. 

J  Y  Bell,  Denbrae  Cluny  Gardens,  Edinburgh. 

A.  Midgley  Bird  0.  Queen  Street,  Jlansfleld. 

Wm  H.  JIacey,  28,  Lome  Park  Road,  South  Lowestoft. 

R.  Eccles,  Sefton  House  Clarence  Road,  Manchester 

Percy  Lis'ler,  19  rue  Godefroy,  Lyons.  France. 

F.  H  F.  Hamiltox,  1,  Babworth,  Retford,  Notts. 

W.  Wadsworth,  38.  February  Street,  Con  M,  Jlau- 
cliester. 

Otto  E.  Pick,  Warwick  House,  17.  LamboUe  Road, 
x.w 

Alfred  de  Breaxski,  Arno  Cotte,  Luton  Place, 
Greenwich  s.E. 

E.  V.  lyE,  The  Grammar  School,  Ashford,  Kent. 

Charles  Feltha.m,  20,  Wesley  Road,  Trowbridge, 
Wilts. 

Hexry   Morris.  32.   South   View,  Sealand  Road, 
Chester 

George  Loxgsiire,  Railway  Hotel,  20,  Tithebarn 
Street.  Liverpool. 

H.  ,T.  Beaumoxt.  8.  Welfield  Place,  Liverpool 

H.  B,  Ortox,  Bodicote  Vicarage,  Banbury. 


A.  T  Payxe,  30,  Great  Pulteney  Street,  Golden  Square, 
w. 

Arthur  Hall,  Shakespeare  Roarl,  Harpenden,  Herts. 
Wm.  E.  Olliver,  224,  Queen's  Road.  Peckham,  .s.e. 

W.  v.  PuiusLOW,  15,  ilorland  Terrace,  Wolverton, 

Bucks. 

Walter  Fe(v,  121,  High  Street,  Stoke  Newington.,  x. 

Harold   Fiuedeberg,  Unter  den  Linden  42  III, 
Berlin. 

Wali-er  Haxcock,  8,  Gladstone  Terrace,  Reading 
Road. 

W.  H.  Smith,  148,  Southwark  Bridge  Road,  .s.e. 

Alex.vxder  Frame,  Windmill  Road,  Hamilton. 

C.  G  Barkla,  Elizabeth  Terrace,  Ditton,  near  Widnes. 

C.  H  Barder,  3,  Abingdon  Road,  Leicester. 

Erxest  Mar-j-er,  34,  Terrace  Road,  South  Hackney, 

Reginald  Hills,  13,  Versailles  Road,  Anerley,  S.E. 

Thomas  Hodgson,  3,  Hesketh  Terrace.  Ribbleton, 
Preston. 

SECOND  GRADE. 

Arthur  Leigiitox  Fixch,  17,  Waterloo  Road,  Run- 
corn, Cheshire 

Ellen  Cij.m.maxder,  5L  Lee  Crescent,  Edgbaston, 
Birmingham. 

JoHX  Davis,  Greoumount,  Gargrave  Road,  Skipton, 
Yorks 

Alexaxder  Ross,  195,  Lome  Terrace  Mountpottinger, 
Belfast 

W.M.  C  Lutt.maxx,  11,  Hurstbourue  Road,  Forest  Hill, 

S.E. 

T  N  Carter,  Prince  Town,  Dartmoor, 

R.  C   S-  KiiiXEY.  Lower  Broomfield,  Cheetham  Hill, 
Manchester. 

A.  L  Stracuax,  South  Seafield,  Aberdeen. 

T  E  Bi-.iicKWELL,  17  Setil  Street,  Shacklewell  Lane, 
Dal.^ton,  .N  E. 

W.M  Beard.more,  Oakamooi  ^Mills  School,  Staffs. 

W.4L'I'ER  PiDGEOX  60.  Soutluvc  ,M  lidad,  rpper  Clapton. 

Th0-M.\s  Morris  39,  Wavcrk-y  .-'irrrt  ^ral■l,mbe. 

Ivet  Bishop,  30.  Stanley  Road.  Bromley.  Kent 

jAMEt  N.  Watts,  Blenheim  Road  Schools,  HoUoway, 

X, 

Fraxk  Vasf.y,  Fern  Bank,  John  Street,  Sale  near 
Manchester 

R,  W,  Macfie,  42,  Royal  York  Crescent,  Clifton, 
Bristol. 

Gerald  Ever.^rd,  26,  St.  Mary's  Road,  Crumpsall, 
Manchester 

Fraxk  A  B.aker  16,  Willes  Road  Leamington  Spa. 
llENiiV  Stoxe,  303.  Xew  Cross  Road,  s,E. 
Rf'BEUT  N.\d.\l,  Harrow  Green  School,  Leytonstone. 
Herbert  Mace,  „ 
Walter  Wright,  „  „ 

George  Co\vax,  „  „ 

Walter  Derbyshire,  „  „ 
Edward  P.atcii,  „  „ 

Philie  Fisheu  „  „ 

EGEiiruN  JlAT'iTiEWS.  104,  Dyer  Street,  Cirencester. 

Samuel   Sig.vll,   DawUsh    House.   Greville  Road, 

Bristol 

Maud  K  Melvill,  East  View,  Western  Road.  Chelteu- 
ham. 

THIRD  grade 
Wm.  Edge.  New  Wood  Street.  Mansfield. 
John  Stutter  Winchester  Road.  Colchester. 
Edgar  Clark.  Boro'  Road,  Kingston  Hill,  Surrey 
Edward  J.  Norringtox,  78,  St.  James  Street,  Dover. 
W.  J.  Castle.  Pencaira  Lodge,  BrisUngton  Bristoh 
J  W.  Hull,  10,  Wilton  Road,  SparkhiU  Birmingham. 
James  Hexdrie,  Thornbank,  Galston,  N.B. 
Percy  R  Thw.utes,  26,  Bedford  Road,  Tottenham. 
F.  E.  WOODHAMS,  Southchurch  Road,  Southend. 
W.  H.  Phillips,  3.  Farnley  Road,  South  Norwood. 
W-U-TER  KiRKUP,  Harrow  Green  School,  Leytonstone. 
George  Masox,  „  » 

H.ARRY  JEFFEKSOX,  „  » 

Henry  Middletox,  „  » 

Ernest  Roger.s,  „  n 

Albert  Coleman,  „  >• 

WEXTWORTH  LAXKESTER,    „  !t 

Fred  Mansfield,  22,  West  End  Lane,  Kilburn,  x.w. 
(To  he  continued.) 


Vlie  Soy'^  Own  Papef. 
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DOINGS  FOR  THE  MONTH. 

JUNE. 


I. — In  Poultry-Run,  Pigeon-Loft,  Aviary, 
Kabbitry,  Caviary,  etc. 

By  Gobdon  Stables,  c.ji.,  ji.d.,  e.n. 

City  and  Suburban-  Gaiidf.xs.— There  is  notliiiig 
much  better  calculated  to  give  an  air  of  comfort  and 
refinement  to  a  iiome  in  a  town  or  in  tlie  outskirt.s  than 
a  morsel  of  well-kept  garden.  It  is  rather  an  advantage 
than  otherwise  that  this  be  small  ;  at  any  rate, 
it  shoultl  Milt  lie  big.  for  the  whole  care  of  it  must 
devolve  on  the  head  of  the  house,  and  probably  he  has 
not  much  time  on  his  hands.  I  need  hardly  say  a  word 
as  to  the  healthfulness  of  gardening  as  a  hobby.  By 
working  in  the  garden  you  get  tine  of  tlie  most  pleasiint 
kwids  of  exerci-e  imaginable,  and  you  obtain  calmness 
of  mind  from  the  fresli  air  breathed.  You  get  some- 
thing else  as  well,  namely,  a  fifteen-horse-power  appe- 
tite, with  iileasant  sleep  to  follow.  I  am  sure,  too,  that 
a  hobby  like  tliis  keeps  manv  a  growing  lad  out  of 
mischief,  and  thus  enables  him  to  get  a  good  healthy 
grasp  of  the  hill  of  life  he  is  about  to  climb  by  his  own 
exertions. 

But  some  will  say,  I  haven't  the  slightest  Iclca  of 
gardening.  Though  I  like  to  see  a  garden  with  green 
things  gi'owing  in  it,  I  hardly  know  the  difference  be- 
tween one  flower  and  anotlier. 

Well,  I  reply,  perhaps  you  do  not,  but  it  is  w'onderful 
how  soon  you  can  pick  up  all  the  ideas  you  need,  and 
find  out  all  aliout  the  llowers  al^o. 

If  you  have  a  bit — ever  so  ^mall — of  gromid  in  front 
of  your  hou-e  that  has  not  Ijecn  utilised  at  all.  or  only 
indilTereiitly.  and  you  are  in  want  of  a  good,  honest, 
healthful  huiihy,  I  advise  you  to  l«>gin  liy  going  out 
anil  taking  a  look  at  it.  This  is  the  month  of  June. 
Well,  there  is  pretty  nearly  all  the  summer  btfore  .viin, 
so  that  even  tliis  season  you  could  manage  to  do  a  great 
deal. 

To  begin  with,  iu.st  look  up  at  those  windows.  They 
look  rather  bare,  don't  they  '!    How  very  much  they 
would  be  improved  by  bo.\es  placed  outride,  w  ith,  if 
you  liave  a  southern  i'X|iO-nie,  bit<  of  neully-sliai'dl 
sun-sliades  over  the  cop,  aud  >mall  haULdng  liasi^i  ts 
from  each,  and  canar\' 1  1  1 ''iii  r-  to  rlinib  up  tin- snii-s. 
A  window  box  is  fa-ii\-  liiaiie  or  cheaply  Imnglif.  With 
my  own  ham!^  I  cnulii  make  two  in  one  ila\ ,  -i  t  ihein  ,' 
up,  fill  them,  anil  plant  [hem.    It  is  nut  ti  n '  la  li-  \  i  t  to 
plant  out.   You  can  put  down  your  tlowi  i  s  in  lili'nni,  if 
you  go  and  bu\'  f  la-in  iiiid  fetch  them  home  alter  the  lio.x:  | 
is  ready.  I  shoitlihrc  uver-cruwd,  nor  put  in  Hmvers  t  hat  [ 
are  too  tall.    Small,  bu.^iiy,  briglit-coloured  geraniums, 
blue  lobelia,  morsel  of   golden  pyrethrmn,   fairvlike  ] 
ferns,  auriculas,  anything  in  fact  to  give  show.  Indi  ed 
you  have  only  to  cuiisult  a!iy  gardenrr  and  he  will  tell 
you  in  a  few  words  all  about  it,  ami  tmw  to  fill  even  your 
hanging  baskets.    But  bright  rritii-nn,  sniall-tlowered 
trop;eolum  makes  a  splendid  show,  tlowiug  over  a 
window  box. 

Well,  with  these  flower  boxes  and  baskets  alone,  a 
bare-fronte<I  house  would  assume  a  cosy,  bright  look 
that  would  do  anybody's  heart  good  to  bi  hold. 

If  you  are  lucky  enough  to  have  a  porcii,  tir  there  is 
space  enough  to  erect  a  rustic  one,  what  a  chance 
there  is  for  <.'liniliing  and  cree[iin'„'"  lieaiuy  next  year. 
I  need  only  nn-ntinn  cli.anatis,  riis,;s,  pas-ion  fiower, 
wistaria,  ivv.  or  the  poor  man's  creeper,  as  I  call  it, 
wild  eonyolvulus. 

To  those  that  have  already  gardens,  I  may  mention 
that  in  the  kitchen  garden  the  principal  work  will 
consist  in  keeping  weeds  ilown,  and  in  jilanting  things  i 
for  rotation.  Finish  planting  out  Sowers  in  beds  and 
borders.  Do  not  forget  asters  ;  whole  beds  of  them 
make  a  grand  show  in  autumn. 

The  PouLTRY-Ruy.— You  may  contiinie  to  set 
fowds  ;  yoti  will  tints  obtain  cockerels  fit  to  kill  liefore 
Christmas  and  iiullets  to  lay  in  winter,  although  they 
should  have  been  hatched  sooner  for  this  purpose. 

I  am  fretiuently  asked  to  recommend  incubators.  It 
is  a  somewhat  invidious  task.  Nearly  all  have  their 
merits,  and  one  does  imt  like  to  say  which  is  best. 
Christy's  and  Hearson's  I  have  spoken  of  before, 
Mann  &  Co,  of  Bedford,  have  a  new  one  called  tlie 
Simplex,  which  is  cheap,  but  I  have  not  seen  it.  The 
Westmaria  Co.,  Kendal,  liave  a  capital  one  that  I  have 
not  before  mentioneil.  It  is  easy  to  work  and  jiretty 
certain.  The  price  for  a  60-egg  machine  is  iiS  6s.  It 
should  soon  pay  for  itself  many  times  over.  Of  course, 
with  any  of  these  machines,  care  and  experience  is 
neede<l,  and,  while  in  operation,  the  machine  must  not 
be  neglected.  But,  as  a  rule,  they  are  easily  got 
up  to. 

It  will  be  well  now  to  see  that  your  poultry  houses 
and  runs  are  in  good  order  and  capable  of  standing  the 
summer  campaign.  It  would  be  a;  well  to  whitewa.sh 
the  inside  of  the  house  and  tar  the  out.  This  greatly 
tends  to  keep  down  disease  of  many  kinds.  Take  away 
the  droppings  and  mix  with  ashes  and  soot,  and  joti 
will  form  a  manure  nearly  as  good  as  guano  for  3-our 
garden. 

If  yeu  have  many  fowls,  yoit  had  better  begin  to 
weed  out  at  once.  Never  keep  hens  that  are  bad  doers 
or  useless. 

Continue  to  feed  well  and  ]udiciotisly.  Let  nothing 
from  the  house  be  thrown  away  that  the  fowls  can  eat. 
A  grass  run  is  now  most  essential  for  health  and 
comfort ;  failing  this,  throw  green  stuff  into  the  run. 

Keep  the  gravel  clean,  and  see  that  the  water  is 
always  sweet  and  fresh. 


The  riGEOx-Loi'T,— Now  that  summer  has  come  on 
us  with  a  sudden  botmd,  we  mit.st  be  btisy  ami  watchful 
if  we  would  have  health  in  the  loft.  Nothing  is  more 
detrimental  to  pigeons  than  confinement  in  a  hot  and 
stuffy  loft.  I  am  quite  sure  tliat  if  boys  would  pay 
more  attention  to  the  sanitary  condition  of  their 
pigeonries  I  should  have  fewer  complaints  about  want 
of  success  in  hatching. 

The  loft  is  only  too  often  covered  by  the  slated  roof 
alone,  and  a  place  up  against  the  sky  like  this  gets 
insufferably  hot  in  summer  if  the  temperature  be  high. 
The  wild  pigeons  choo.se  the  darkest,  coolest  trees,  stich 
as  the  spruce  fir,  and  even  the  ne-t  is  a  ventilated  one. 
Well,  we  cram  them  into  a  find  Imt  loft  and  nest  tlu'in 
in  pans,  the  water  in  the  fnuiitaiiis  even  is  often  warm 
and  slimy,  and  still  we  wonder  why  eggs  won't  hatch, 
why  birds  die  in  their  shells  if  not  assisted,  or,  if  born, 
develop  only  into  miserable  weaklings. 

Let  me  remind  you,  then,  that  not  only  should  you 
breed  from  young  strong  birds  and  feed  well,  but  that 
all  their  surroundings  should  l>e  wholesome  and  in- 
vigorating. Ventilation,  therefore,  is  of  all  import- 
ance, so  is  pure  water  and  a  judicious  mi.xture  of  gravel 
and  old  lime. 

The  .^vi.hry. — If  you  are  a  breeder  your  birds  \vill 
still  be  busy  cnoitgh  now  with  the  cares  of  maternity 
and  paternity!  I  am  not  stire  that  tlie  jxiter  has  not  as 
much  caro  on  his  liead  as  tlie  iii,ih  r,  but  it  is  sweet 
care  for  both.  Only  the  '■nrk  h  i-  m  !■  id  the  hen,  and, 
if  he  has  also  a  growing  family  not  >ct  able  to  help 
themselves,  he  has  also  to  sttilf  lood  into  their  institiable 
maws.  Remember  that  the  first  seed  the  joung  have 
must  be  brnisetl.  As  soon  as  they  can  eat  seed  you 
should  put  them  away  in  a  cage  tiy  them-elves,  aiul 
sell  as  quickly  as  possible  :  unless  there  are  iitic  ur  nii.ire 
spechilly  promising,  the  best  plan  is  to  get  rid  of  the 
lot. 

Do  not  give  dainties  to  breeding  birds.  The  only 
dainty,  and  it  is  a  necessity,  is  green  food,  always  ft  esh 
and  sweet. 

Thi:  R.\bbitry. — Beware  now  of  overcrowding,  and 
of  filth  in  every  shape  or  form.  Your  hutches  ought 
to  lie  out  of  doors  now,  but,  of  course,  well  ]trotected 
agaiii?t  draughts  nnd  rain.  The  more  exercise  your 
pets  have  the  healthier  and  happier  will  they  be. 

Do  not  be  above  gathering  grass  for  bedding  from 
the  ro.adside,  now  that  it  is  abundant.  It  mtrst  be  ]ier- 
fectlv  well  ilrieil  before  it  is  stored,  and  a  suitable  day 
shoiilil  hi-  rliii-cii  on  which  to  .yathcr  ii:.  That  is,  it 
slionld  not  he  takm  wdien  full  of  dust;  in  sunshine, 
after  I'.iiii,  is  the  correct  time. 

Tin;  Ki.NXKi..— Boys  who  keep  dogs  in  towns,  or 
have  cats  either,  for  the  matter  of  that,  slioald  not 
forget  that  grass  is  i---iaitial  to  their  well-being.  I 
often  pity  poor  animals  hIih  liom  year's  end  to  year's 
end  never  get  a  jilui-k  of  what  God  in  His  goodness 
ile-ijii-  thr\'  should  have.  Grass  is  so  easily  grown 
ail)  w  lii  rr.  -II  that  neither  cat  nor  dog  need  want  for  it. 
Give  iiliait)' of  hnliling  ;ind  see  it  is  kept  dry.  When 
yon  give  a  fn  sli  -upply  of  straw  be  sure  to  sweep  the 
kennel  out,  for  dust  not  only  harbours  vermin,  but 
disease  spores  also. 


II .  — Entomology. 

By  Eev.  Theodore  Wood,  f.e.s. 

JnXE  is  a  perfectly  bewildering  month  in  the  variety 
and  extent  of  the  work  which  it  offers  to  the  diligent  en- 
tomologist. So  many  ilitTereiit  things  have  to  be  done, 
that  he  hardly  knows  hat  to  be  at  first.  He  must  be 
up  early,  to  look  at  his  palings  ;  and  he  must  take  ad- 
vantage of  the  suid-ilay  sun  for  the  butterflies  and  the 
day-Hying  moths  ;  and  he  must  be  out  late  to  see  after 
his  "  treacles."  .\iid  when  he  turns  in  after  a  long  day's 
work,  he  will  probably  dream  of  the  "  good  things  "  that 
he  iiiiglit  have  caught  if  only  he  could  have  stayed  out 
all  night. 

Of  butterflies  there  are— or  ought  to  be— no  less  than 
thirty-seven  species  upon  the  wing.  Of  course  many  of 
these  are  very  local,  and  some  are  very  rare.  The 
Swallow-tail  is  out  in  the  fens  :  but  you  ^viU  find  it  no- 
where else.  Several  of  the  Fritdlaries  will  be  haunting 
the  clearings  of  woods.  Of  these,  the  two  Pearl-borders 
at  least  ought  to  be  common  ;  but  take  care  of  your 
net.  For  these  butterflies  are  very  fond  of  sunning 
themselves  upon  brambles,  and  one  is  greatly  tempted 
to  strike  at  them  as  they  sit.  Look  out  for  the  White 
Admiral  (Limenilis  Sihijlla),  whicli  is  local,  but  not  un- 
common where  it  occurs.  Three  of  the  Hairstreaksare 
on  the  wing,  one  of  which— the  Black  Hairstreak 
(  Theda  prim  i )— is  rather  a  rarity.  It  should  be  sought 
among  sloe.  If  you  are  very  lucky  indeed,  you  may 
come  across  a  Mazarine  Blue.  * 

Several  of  the  hawk  moths  appear  ;  doubtless  you 
will  have  bred  some  of  these  from  pupa?.  The  two 
Elephants  ( C/iarommpa;  are  fond  of  hovering  over 
lione\  suckle  blossoms  at  dusk.  While  you  are  waiting 
for  tiiem  keep  slill  ;  and  be  quick  svith  the  net.  Most 
of  the  Buriiets  are  out.  These  fly  in  the  sunshine,  and 
are  very  consi  iicuous ;  and  where  you  take  one  you  may 
almost  depend  upon  finding  plenty  more.  Look  out, 
too,  for  the  Foresters  ( Procris).  They  seldom  seem  to 
fly,  but  may  often  be  found  seated  on  flowers.  And 
thev  are  especiaUv  partial  to  those  of  the  mnUein. 

Keep  working  with  the  shaking-stick  until  about  the 
middle  of  the  month.  After  that  time  Geometne  be- 
come less  numerous,  and  more  attention  shotdd  be  paid 
to  the  day-fliers.  Sugar  will  be  of  little  use  until  about 
the  10th  or  12th  of  the  mouth  ;  but  after  that  time  it  may 
be  used  on  every  suitable  night  until  at  least  the  end 
of  September.  "One  of  your  earliest  visitors  will  pro- 


bably be  the  exquisite  Peach-Iilossom  (Tliyalira  bnlif). 
It  seldom  settles,  but  flutters  daintily  up  and  down  the 
treacle,  sipping  as  it  goes  ;  and  it  takes  alarm  at  the 
light  of  the  lantern  so  readily,  that  you  will  have  to  be 
verj-  qtiick  indeed  with  the  pill-box.  Towards  the  end 
of  the  mouth  the  Xocliue  will  come  in  hosts  ;  but  the 
evenings  are  so  long  that  it  will  be  quite  useless  to  apply 
the  mixture  until  nearly  nine  o'clock. 

When  you  go  round  the  palings  in  the  moniing,  keep 
an  eye  on  the  lamp-jmsts.  Many  moths  remain  seate<3 
on  the  glass  or  the  iqirights  wdien  the  light  is  turnetl 
out,  and  may  be  captured  witAx  no  more  trouble  than 
that  iiivolvetl  in  "  swaiming  "  the  post.  I  have  known 
no  less  an  insect  than  the  coveted  Lobster  {iSlauropus 
fagi)  to  be  taken  in  this  way. 

As  for  beetles,  their  name  will  be  legion.  Keep  a 
look  iiiit  for  them  f^V'Ttntiiei  f.  IVIany  species  are  fond 
of  flowtTs,  esiiecially  tlio.se  of  umbelliferous  plants. 
Any  hawtliiirii  blossom  that  may  still  remain  will  be 
well  wi'itli  shaking  over  an  umhi-ella.  Ki-e|i  the  sw*eep- 
iiet  hard  at  work,  and  select  as  great  a  variety  of 
herbage  as  yoti  can.  Shake  tree-branches  into  the 
umbrella  ;  and  don't  gaze  upwards  while  j  ou  are  doing 
so  J 


OUR  OPEN  COLUMN. 


PiioTOGB.vrHic  Novelties. 

X  French  correspondent  sends  us  the  following, 
which  is  reproduced  as  written,  with  one  or  two  ex- 
planatory notes : — 

"  In  making  some  experiments  on  sensible  papers  I 
have  noticed  the  following  :  I  knew  that  white  paper 
w  hen  iU]iiied  in  water,  dried  in  darkness,  and  ex]iiisi.il 
tniilcr  a  plate  for  some  time,  and  then  dipped  in  a  liatlj 
of  a/.iit.  (nitrate)  of  silver,  will  give  a  print.  Seeing 
that  a  white  paper,  after  having  been  expo.sed,  keeps 
some  traces  of  the  light,  I  concluded  that  the  light  it 
contains  wotdd  be  sufficient  to  make  an  impression  on 
a  plate.  It  succeeiled.  Having  heard  that  qttiiiiat 
(sulf.  of)  [/.'",  sulphate  of  fiuininc]  was  a  little  phos- 
lihoi  rscriit..  I  employed  it  in  the  following  way  to  keep 
till'  li-lit  loti'jrr  in  the  paper.  I  put  for  lb  min. 
lii'Ti'  I  a  pa  I II  r  ill  water  containing  the  -^tli  of  its  weight 
of  snlf.  lit  qiiinia,  dried  it  in  the  darkness,  exposed  it  for 
lu  min.  uniier  a  cliche  (7>.  a  negative)  in  the  sun.  and 
then  brought  it  in  the  black  room.  There  I  left  it  for 
10  min.  on  bromid  paper,  and  then  develloped  it,  and 
this  is  the  photo  I  obtained.  Cloath  dose  as  well  as 
papier,  but  dose  not  keep  the  impression  so  long. 
Thinking  that  some  English  boys  woitld  like  to  try 
this  experiment,  I  send  you  this  little  note,  and  pray 
you,  sir,  to  pirint  it  in  the  'Boy's  Own  Payier,' 

P,S, — If  this  time  of  expostn-e  dose  not  do,  you  must 
leave  it  longer  or  less  in  the  sun,  because  I  have  uoticej 
that  it  did  not  do  every  day  the  same, 

RODOLI'HE  BERTHON"." 

[The  above  e.xperiment  will,  no  doubt,  interest 
photograpliic  readers.  The  print  sent,  though  not  so 
gooil  as  if  printed  in  the  ordinary  way,  is  wonderfully 
distinct  considering  that  the  bromide  paper  had  not 
been  exposed  to  any  light,  except  that  from  the  phos- 
phorescent paper,  before  being  developed,] 


Our  Photo  CoiirETiTioN'. 

H.  Wade  writes  :  "  Many  of  my  friends  have  inquireci 
what  is  '  What  is  it  ?  '  (the  photo  wdiich  you  honoured 
me  by  reproducing  in  the  'B.  0.  P.')  So  I  thought 
possibly  some  of  the  '  B.  0.  P.'  readers  might  ask  the 
same  question.  The  photograph  was  taken  la-t  )  ear 
wdth  a  Hand  Camera  on  Blackpool  sands.  A  tlslii^: man 
had  just  emptied  his  basket  containing  worthies-  li-li, 
etc.,  and  the  crowd  were  examining  these  sea  v.  onders 
when  I  took  a  snap  shot." 


SPECIAL  NOTICES. 


In  our  next  Part  several  new  Stories  of 
special  interest  ivill  commence,  and  are  sure 
to  command  wida  attention.  Any  extra, 
copies  needed  should  be  ordered  early. 


Our  Special  Extra  Summer  Number  is 
now  in  active  preparation,  and  will  be  issued 
with  the  July  Monthly  Part.  It  will  be 
a  particularly  attractive  number  this  year. 
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¥l|e  Soy'j^  Own  ^apei'. 


•t»  Parts  I.  and  H.  are  now  ready  a^id  may  be  obtained  through  the  Booksellers.    A  large  Presentation  Plate  of  Portraits  is  given  with  the  First  Part. 
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The  contents  will  embrace  Articles,  all  fully  Illustrated  by  the  best  Artists,  on  the  following  amongst  other  subjects:— 


CRICKET,  AND  HOW  TO  PLAY  IT.    By  Dr 

W.  G.  Grace. 

CRICKET  CLUBS-THEIR  FORMATION  and 

MANAGEMENT.    By  Dr.  W.  G.  Gkac£. 
ATHLETIC   TRAINING.    By  a  Member  ot  the 
London  Athletic  Club,  and  the  Editor. 

SWIMMING.    By  an  Oxford  M.A.  and  Coach. 

SEA  SWIMMING  AND  BATHING.  By  Capt. 
Matthew  Wkbb. 

FOOTBALL,  AND   HOW  TO  EXCEL  IN  IT. 

By  C.  W.  Alcock,  H.  Vassall,  and  other  leading 
aathorities. 

LAWN  TENNIS.  By  Talbot  Bain-es  Eeed  and 
J.  Sachs. 

BOYS'  PETS  AND  ALL  ABOUT  THEM.   By  Dr. 

GoRDox  Stables,  Dr.  Greene,  e.z.s..  Dr.  Strad- 
LLNG,  and  others. 
BOATS  AND  BOAT  SAILING.    By  Capt.  Fraxklls 
Fox,  late  P.  &  0.  Service,  and  others. 

YACHTING.   By  Fr,<.-,-k  Cowper,  m.a.,  etc. 

SKATING,  IN  ALL  ITS  BRANCHES.  By  Eev. 
J.  Wood,  m.a.,  C.  G.  Tebbutt,  Charles  Whym- 
PER,  etc. 


PRACTICAL    ENTOMOLOGY  AND  NATURAL 

HISTORY.  By  Eev.  Theodore  Wood,  f.e.s., 
and  others. 

GOATS,  AND  HOW  TO  MANAGE  THEM  FOR 
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CHAPTER  XXII.  — COMING  TO. 


JpisHER  I's  discovery  put  the  finishing  touch  to  the  discom- 
fiture  of  the  Modem  seniors. 
And  the  manner  in  which  they  came  by  the  news  of  it  by 
no  means  tended  to  salve  the  woimd  which  it  inflicted. 
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The  Shop  Committee  was  so  convulsed 
by  the  intelli,%'ence  which  Fisher  11  brought, 
that  they  then  and  there  promised  them- 
selves the  pleasure  of  conveying  the  good 
news  to  Ujllitt's  accusers  in  person. 
They  accordingly  adjourned  in  a  body  to 
the  Modern  side. 

"Won't  Clapperton  grin  !  "  said  Percy. 
"  I  say,  you  chaps,  we  may  as  well  let 
him  have  it  one  at  a  time.  Then  he'll 
hear  it  nine  times  over,  do  you  see  '?  I'll 
go  first." 

The  idea  seemed  a  good  one,  but  risky. 
Cottle  calculated  that  after  about  the 
fourth  time  Clapperton  would  be  a  little 
riled.  He  therefore  modestly  proposed 
to  follow  Percy.  Cash  and  Lickford  com- 
peted smartly  for  the  third  place,  the 
former  being  successful.  Ramshaw,  hav- 
ing to  come  fifth,  had  decided  misgivings 
as  to  the  fun  of  the  thing ;  while  the 
Classic  juniors  declined  to  play  unless  all 
the  others  remained  on  the  spot  ready  to 
back  up  in  case  of  emergency. 

It  was  also  decided  that,  for  precaution- 
ary reasons,  the  key  of  Clapperton's  door 
should  be  removed  for  the  time  being, 
lest  he  should  try  to  lock  the  good  news 
out ;  and  that  an  interval  of  two  minutes 
should  bo  allowed  to  elapse  between  each 
messenger's  annoimcement. 

Little  dreaming  of  the  exquisite  tortm'e 
being  prepared  for  him,  Clapperton  sat  in 
his  study  engaged  in  the  farce  of  prepara- 
tion. 

He  had  plenty  to  think  of  besides 
lessons.  Things  had  all  gone  wrong  with 
him.  Dangle  and  he  had  fought.  Brink- 
man,  after  his  thrashing  by  Corder,  no 
longer  counted.  Fullerton  had  rebelled, 
and  was  taking  boys  over  every  day  to 
the  enemy.  Corder  had  successfully 
defied  his — Clapperton's — authority,  and 
the  juniors  snapped  their  fingers  at  him. 

And  yet  Clapperton  had  come  up  this 
term  determined  to  lay  himself  out  for 
his  side,  and  be  the  most  popular  prefect 
in  Fellsgarth. 

His  one  comfort  was  that  the  Classics 
were  imder  a  cloud  too.  One  of  their 
number  was  a  rimaway  thief;  and  a 
stigma  rested  on  their  side  worse  than 
any  that  attached  to  the  Moderns. 

He  was  trying  to  make  the  most  of  this 
questionable  consolation  when  the  door 
opened,  and  Percy  boimced  in. 

"  I  say,  Clapperton ;  Fisher's  found  the 
money.  Rollitt's  not  a  thief.  Ain't  you 
glad  ?    Hurray  !  " 

And,  without  waiting,  he  retired  as 
suddenly  as  he  had  come. 

Clapperton  gaped  at  the  door  by  which 
he  had  gone  in  amazement.  He  had 
never  calculated  on  this.  This  was  the 
worst  thing  yet.  It  showed  Yorke  had 
been  right,  and  that  he  and  Dangle  

The  door  opened  again,  and  Cottle  ran 
in. 

"  Hmray,  Clapperton  !  The  money's 
foimd.  Rollitt's  no  thief.  Ain't  you 
glad?" 

And  he,  too,  vanished. 

There  must  be  something  in  it.  What 
a  fool  he  would  look  to  all  Fellsgarth  ! 
Perhaps  it  was  only  a  plot,  though,  to 
shield  Rollitt.  Perhaps  

The  door  once  more  swung  open,  and 
in  jumped  Cash. 

"  Clapperton,  I  say — Hooray  !  That 
money's  been  found.  EoUitt's  no  thief. 
Ain't  you  glad  ?  " 

Hullo !   At  this  rate  he  woiilcl  gst  to 


know  the  news.  How  they  would  crow 
on  the  other  side !  He  wondered  if 
Fisher  i  had  done  it  on  purp  

x\.gain  there  was  a  seutHe  of  feet  at  the 
door,  and  Lickford  stepped  in. 

"  Oh  !  Clapperton,"  he  said.  "  Hooray, 
Clapperton  !  The  money's  tiurned  up,  and 
Rollitt's  no  thief  Ain't  you  glad  ? — and, 
oh,  I  say,  Clapperton — hooray  !  " 

"Come  here,"  said  Clapperton,  sternly. 

But,  oh  dear  no  ;  Lickford  was  pressed, 
and  couldn't  stay. 

"  The  young  asses  !  "  growled  Clapper- 
ton. "  Why  can't  they  keep  their  precious 
news  to  themselves  ?  If  they'd  tried,  they 
couldn't  have  made  bigger  nuisances 
of  themselves.  I  suppose,  now,  Yoi'ke 
will  " 

The  door  swung  open  again,  and  Ram- 
shaw, hanging  on  to  the  handle,  swung 
in  with  it. 

"  Hooray,  Clapperton !  Rollitt's  no 
thief.  That  money's  turned  up.  Ain't 
yon  glad  ?    I  am — good  evening." 

This  final  greeting  was  cut  short  by  a 
ruler  which  Clapperton  sent  flying  at  the 
messenger's  head.  Ramshaw  dodged  in 
time,  and  the  ruler  flew  out  into  the 
passage,  where  it  was  promptly  captured 
by  Fisher  11,  whose  turn  came  next. 

"  Thank  goodness  that's  the  end  of 
the  young  cads!"  growled  Clapperton. 
"  They've  done  it  on  purpose ;  and  I'll 
pay  them  out  for  it.  That  ass.  Fisher  i, 
he's  bound  to  " 

Hero  there  came  a  modest  tap  at  the 
door,  and  Fisher  11  peeped  in,  apologeti- 
cally. 

"  Well,  what  do  you  want  ?  You've 
no  business  on  this  side  ;  go  to  your  own 
house." 

"  All  right,  Clapperton,"  said  Fisher, 
speaking  with  unwonted  rapidity.  "  I 
only  thought  you'd  like  to  know  my 
brother's  found  the  money.  Hm-ray ! 
Rollitt's  no  thief ;  ain't  you  glad  ? — 
Yeow !  " 

This  last  exclamation  was  in  response 
to  a  grab  from  the  enraged  Clapperton, 
which,  though  it  failed  to  catch  the 
messenger,  clawed  his  face. 

"I've  had  enough  of  this,"  said  the 

senior.  "I  don't  care          Hullo!  where's 

my  key  ?  " 

The  key  was  not  to  be  seen.  He 
looked  out  into  the  passage  ;  it  was  not 
there.    No  one  else  was  in  sight. 

He  returned  viciously  to  his  seat  at  the 
table,  and  began  to  read  again. 

The  door  had  opened,  and  Ashbj',  on 
tiptoe,  was  in  the  room  before  the  senior 
noticed  the  fresh  intrusion. 

"Rollitt's  no  thief;  ain't  you  glad? 
The  money's  foimd.  Hurraj',  Clapper- 
ton ! — done  it !  "  exclaimed  Ashby,  all  in 
one  breath,  dancing  out  of  ihe  room  in 
conscious  pride  at  his  exploit. 

"All  very  well,"  said  D'Arcy,  whose 
turn  came  next ;  "  how  am  I  to  do  it  ?  " 

"No  shirking,"  said  Wally ;  "I  come 
after  you." 

"Look  here,"  said  D'Arcy;  "if  you 
chaps  give  me  a  leg-up,  I'll  let  him  have 
it  through  his  window.  I  can  reach 
round  from  this  passage-window  to  his  if 
you  han'g  on  to  my  legs." 

"  Good  dodge,"  said  Wally,  admiringly, 
"  but  we'd  better  turn  the  key  on  the 
door  first.  If  he  came  out  and  spotted 
us  holding  yoii,  we  might  have  to  drop 
you." 

So  the  key  was  quietly  put  in  the  lock 


and  turned ;  and  D'Arcy,  firmly  held  by 
the  heels,  wriggled  himself  out  of  the 
window,  and,  with  the  aid  of  a  pipe, 
pulled  himself  up,  with  his  face  to  the 
window  of  Clapperton's  studj'. 

That  worthy  was  beginning  to  con- 
gratulate himself  that  he  would  be  spared 
a  further  repetition  of  the  uncomfortable 
news  that  night,  when  a  sudden,  loud 
voice  at  one  of  the  open  lattice  panes 
almost  startled  him  out  of  his  skin. 

"  Oh,  Clapperton  !  Ain't  you  glad  ? 
Rollitt's  no  thief.  The  money's  found. 
Good  evening — have  you  used  our  soap  ? 
Haid  in,  you  chaps  !    Sharp  !  " 

The  persecuted  senior,  after  the  first 
surprise,  made  a  frantic  rush,  first  at  the 
window,  and  then,  finding  the  bird  ilov.'n, 
at  the  door.  The  latter  was  locked.  He 
coidd  hear  a  scuffling  and  scrambling  in 
the  lobby  outside,  followed  by  a  stampede  ; 
after  which  dead  silence  prevailed,  save 
for  the  vicious  kicking  of  the  imprisoned 
hero  at  his  own  door. 

"Whew  !  "  said  Wally,  fanning  himself 
when  the  juniors  were  safe  back  in  Percy's 
study.  "  That  was  a  squeak,  if  you  like. 
How  on  earth  am  I  to  do  it  ?  " 

"Better  let  him  off"  suggested  seme 
one. 

Wally  resented  the  suggestion  as  aii 
insult. 

"  Not  likely,"  said  he.  "  I'll  do  it.  I 
don't  care,  if  you  all  back  up." 

And  in  a  minute,  when  the  sound  of 
the  kicking  had  ceased,  and  Clapperton 
had  apparently  retired  once  more  to  his 
work,  he  crept  out  into  the  lobby,  followed 
stealthily  hy  the  whole  band. 

As  they  passed  the  head  of  the  stairs, 
whose  voice  should  they  hear  below,  in- 
quiring of  a  middle  boy  if  Clapperton  was 
in  the  house,  but  the  Doctor's  ? 

"Yes,  sir,  shall  I  teU  him  yon  want 
him  ?  "  said  the  boy. 

"  No,  I'll  go  up  to  his  room,"  said  the 
Doctor. 

"  ^\^lew !  "  said  Wally,  "what  a  go! 
and  thg  door's  locked  on  the  outside  !  " 

"  I'r  go  and  turn  it  quietly,"  said 
Percy,  "  if  you  back  up  in  case  he  flies 
out." 

But  the  precaution  was  not  needed. 
Pprcy,  who  luckily  had  just  taken  off  his 
boots,  slipped  up  silently  to  the  door,  and 
the  others  from  their  lurking-place  saw 
him  quietly  turn  the  key  and  then  wallc 
back,  evidently  unheard  by  the  prisoner 
within. 

He  passed  the  stair-head  just  before 
the  Doctor  came  up,  and  to  their  great 
relief  ran  iiito  the  arms  of  his  friends 
michallenged. 

The  Doctor,  indeed,  was  too  pre-occu- 
pied  to  dream  that,  as  he  went  to  Clapper- 
ton's study,  nine  small  heads  were  craning 
out  of  a  door  at  the  end  of  the  passage, 
watching  his  e's-ery  step. 

"I  say,"  whispered  Ashby,  in  tones  of 
horror,  "  suppose  Clap,  thinks  it's  one  of 
us,  and  goes  for  him." 

"My  eye,  what  a  go!"  ejaculated 
Cash. 

They  saw  the  stately  figure  stand  a. 
moment  at  the  door  and  turn  the  handle. 

Next  moment  he  reeled  back  with  an 
exclamation  of  amazement,  nearly  felled 
to  the  ground  by  a  bulky  dictionary  hm-led 
at  his  head  ! 

The  nine  lurkers  fairly  embraced  one 
another  in  horror  at  the  sight  of  this 
awful  outrage ;  and  when,  a  moment  after, 
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they  saw  the  Doctor  gather  himself 
together  and  return  to  the  charge,  this 
time  closmg  the  door  behind  him,  they 
did  not  envy  the  unhicky  Clapperton  the 
awkward  five  minutes  in  store  for  him. 

How  the  two  arranged  matters  no  one 
could  say.  But  as  no  sounds  of  violence 
issued,  and  the  Doctor  did  not  sunmion 
any  one  to  fetch  his  cane,  they  concluded 
Clapperton  had  offered  a  sufficiently 
humble  apology  for  his  mistake. 

"  Hold  on,  now,"  said  WaUy,  after  three 
minutes  had  passed  ;  "  I'U  try  it  now — it's 
my  only  chance.  You  Classic  kids  be 
ready  to  cut  home  with  me  as  soon  as  I 
come  back." 

So,  starting  at  a  run  like  one  who  had 
come  a  long  distance  and  expected  to  find 
the  senior  alone,  he  dashed  unceremoni- 
ously into  Clapperton's  study,  of  course 
not  appearing  to  notice  the  distinguished 
company  present,  crying : 

"  I  say,  Clapperton.  Hooray !  The 
money's  found.  Kollitt's  no  thief.  Ain't 
you  glad  ?  Oh,  the  Doctor  !  I  beg  your 
pardon,  sir." 

The  next  moment  he,  D'Arcy,  Ashby, 
and  Fisher  11  were  descending  the  stairs 
three  steps  at  a  time  on  their  way  back 
to  Mr.  Wakefield's  as  fast  as  their  legs 
would  carry  them,  and  with  all  the 
righteous  satisfaction  of  men  who  had 
done  their  duty  at  all  costs. 

"  I  reckon,"  said  Wally,  "  he  prettj'  well 
knows  about  it  now — and  if  he  don't,  the 
Doctor  wiU  rub  it  in." 

The  imfortunate  Clapperton,  indeed, 
required  no  one  to  "  rub  in  "  the  fact  that 
he  had  made  a  mess  of  things. 

The  Doctor  did  not  attempt  to  do  it. 
He  merely  carried  the  news  of  the  finding 
of  the  money,  and  desired  Clapperton,  as 
head  of  the  house,  to  make  it  known  as 
widely  as  possible. 

"  I  say  nothing  now  of  the  cruel  wrong 
which  has  been  inflicted  by  hasty  sus- 
picion on  EoUitt.  That  shadow  is  still 
on  the  school.  But  the  worse  shadow, 
that  a  Fellsgarth  boy  was  a  thief,  is  happily 
removed,  and  I  wisli  every  boy  in  this 
house  to  hear  of  it  at  the  earliest  possible 
moment." 

And  the  Doctor  went,  leaving  Clapper- 
ton to  gulp  down  the  bitter  pill  as  best 
he  could. 

Why  should  he  have  the  job  to  do  ? 
He  had  not  been  the  first  to  start  the 
suspicions.  Dangle  had  done  that — 
Dangle,  with  whom  he  had  fought.  Why 
should  not  Dangle  be  called  upon  to  put 
it  right  ?  Unluckily,  Dangle  was  not  the 
captain  of  Forder's.  He  was  not  as 
responsible  in  starting  the  rumour  as 
Clapperton,  in  his  position,  had  been  in 
adopting  it. 

It  was  more  than  he  could  bring  him- 
self to,  to  summon  the  house  and  annoimce 
the  news  pubhcly.  If  Dangle  and  Brink- 
man  had  been  with  him  stiU,  the  three 
of  them  together  might  have  brazened  it 
out.  But  his  colleagues  were  sulking  in 
their  own  quarters,  and  whatever  had  to 
be  done  must  be  done  single-handed. 

He  therefore  sat  down  in  no  very 
happy  frame  of  mind  and  wrote  out  the 
foUowing  curt  notice  for  the  house- 
boards  : — 

"  Notice. — The  head  master  wishes  it 
to  be  known  that  the  club  money  supposed 
to  be  missing  has  been  found  by  the 
treasurer.  Gso.  Clapperton." 


This  ungracioiis  document  he  copied 
out  three  times,  and  taking  advantage  of 
every  one  being  in  his  study  for  prepara- 
tion, affixed  with  his  own  hand  on  the 
notice-boards  at  the  house-door  and  on 
each  landing. 

"  There  !  "  said  he,  with  a  sneer  of 
disgust,  as  he  returned  to  his  own  room, 
"let  them  make  the  most  of  that." 

An  hour  later  the  dormitory  bell 
sounded,  and  he  could  hear  the  scuffling 
of  feet  on  the  lobby  outside,  and  the 
clamoiu-  of  voices  as  boys  hustled  one 
another  in  front  of  the  boards.  Evidently 
the  majority  regarded  the  announcement 
in  a  jocular  manner;  and  when  a  distant 
shout  of  laughter  came  up  from  the 
passage  below,  and  down  from  the  landing 
above,  it  was  clear  that  Forders  did  not 
take  the  matter  very  much  to  heart. 

"  It  is  ridiculous,  when  you  come  to 
think  of  it,"  soliloquised  Clapperton, 
"  that  a  blimdering  ass  like  Fisher  i 
should  have  brought  the  school  into  such 
a  precious  mess." 

The  noise  gradually  died  away  as 
fellows  one  by  one  dropped  off"  to  bed. 

Clapperton  waited  till  they  were  gone 
before  he  followed.  As  he  passed  the 
notice-board  he  glanced  at  the  document 
which  had  lately  cost  him  so  much  pain. 
It  was  still  there ;  but  not  as  he  left  it. 
A  sentence  had  been  squeezed  in  between 
his  own  words  and  his  signature  at  the 
bottom  of  the  sheet,  which,  as  it  was  a 
fair  imitation  of  his  back-sloped  hand- 
writing, had  all  the  appearance  of  forming 
part  of  his  manifesto. 

Clapperton  gasped  with  fury  as  he  read 
the  amended  notice  : — 

"  Notice. — The  head  master  wishes  it 
to  be  known  that  the  club  money  supposed 
to  be  missing  has  been  found  by  the 
treasiirer,  and  that  I  am  a  beast  and  a 
sneak  to  have  accused  RoUitt  of  stealing 
it.  Geo.  Clapperton." 

He  tore  the  paper  from  the  board,  and 
stamped  on  it  in  his  rage.  Then  he  went 
downstairs  to  look  at  the  notice  on  the 
school-door.  It  read  precisely  like  the 
other,  the  imitation  being  perhaps  better. 
He  stayed  only  to  tear  this  down,  and 
proceeded  to  the  upper  landing,  where 
the  same  insult  confronted  him. 

Who  the  author  might  be  he  was  free 
to  guess. 

As  he  lay  awake  that  night,  tossing  and 
turning,  he  racked  his  brain  to  devise 
some  retribution. 

And  yet,  his  more  sensible  self  told 
him,  hadn't  he  been  leading  up  to  this 
all  the  term  ?  What  had  he  done  to 
make  the  fellows  respect,  much  more 
like,  him  ?  He  had  bullied,  and  swag- 
gered, and  set  himself  against  the  good 
of  the  school.  The  fellows  who  followed 
him  only  did  so  in  the  hope  of  getting 
something — either  fim  or  advantage — out 
of  the  agitation.  They  didn't  care  two- 
pence about  Clapperton,  and  were  ready 
enough  to  drop  him  as  soon  as  ever  it 
suited  their  turn.  The  one  or  two  things 
he  could  do  well,  and  for  which  anybody 
respected  him — as,  for  instance,  football — 
he  had  deliberately  shut  himself  off  from, 
leaving  his  authority  to  depend  only  on 
the  very  qualities  he  had  least  cause  to 
be  proud  of. 

It  was  easy  enough  to  say  that  Brink- 
man  and  Dangle  cut  even  a  poorer  figure 
over  this  wretched  business  than  he. 


But  who  troubled  their  heads  about 
Brinkman  and  Dangle  ?  The  former  had 
already  been  snuffed  out  hopelessly,  and 
dared  not  show  his  face.  Dangle,  as 
everybody  knew,  had  a  personal  grudge 
against  Eollitt,  and  was  unhampered  by 
scruples  as  to  how  he  scored.  But  he — 
Clapperton — he  had  always  tried  to  pose 
as  a  decent  sort  of  fellow,  with  some  kind 
of  interest  in  the  good  of  the  school  and 
some  sort  of  notion  aboiit  common  honour 
and  decency. 

Ugh  !    This  was  what  had  come  of  it. 

As  he  lay  awake  that  night,  the  sound 
of  the  laughter  round  the  notice-boards 
and  the  "  ain't  you  glad  ?  "  of  the  juniors 
dinned  in  his  ears,  sometimes  infuriating, 
sometimes  humiliating  him ;  but  in  either 
case  mockingly  reminding  him  that 
Clapperton's  greatest  enemy  in  Fells- 
garth  was  the  captain  of  the  Modern  side. 

Next  morning  brought  no  news  of  the 
missing  boy,  and  a  vagiie  feeling  of 
anxietj-  spread  through  the  school.  Boys 
remembered  how  proud  and  sensitive 
Rollitt  had  been,  and  how  dreadful  was 
the  accusation  against  him.  Suppose  he 
had  done  something  desperate  ?  He  had 
cared  little  enough  for  danger  when  all 
went  well.  Would  he  be  likely  to  caro 
more  now  that  the  school  was  in  league 
against  him,  pointing  to  him  as  a  thief, 
and  hounding  him  out  of  its  society  '? 

All  sorts  of  dreadful  possibilities  occur- 
red both  to  masters  and  boys  ;  and  all  the 
while  a  feeling  of  fierce  resentment  was 
growing  against  the  fellows  whose  accusa- 
tions had  been  the  cause  of  all  the  mis- 
chief. 

Dangle,  as  he  crossed  the  Green  to 
class,  was  hooted  all  the  way.  Brinkman 
was  followed  about  with  derisive  cheers, 
and  cries  of"  Look  out !  Corder's  coming"  ; 
and  Clapperton,  when  he  appeared,  was 
silently  cut.  Fellows  went  out  of  the  way 
to  avoid  him  ;  and  the  chair  on  either 
side  of  him  was  left  vacant  in  Hall. 

"Did  you  hear,"  said  Eamshaw  i  to 
his  neighbour  at  the  prefects'  table  at 
dinner-time,  "  that  they've  begim  to  drag 
the  lake  to-day  '?  " 

A  grim  silence  gi-eeted  the  question. 
Fellows  tried  to  go  on  with  their  meal. 
But  somehow  Eamshaw  had  destroyed 
everyone's  appetite. 

"Nonsense!"  said  Yorke.  "He  took 
food  with  him.    You  forget  that." 

"  That  looks  as  if  he'd  gone  off  the  ■ 
beaten  track  somewhere,"  said  Fullerton.. 

"  It  does — and  Hawk's  Pike  is  as  likely 
a  place  as  any  other,"  said  Yorke. 

"Whew!    There  was  frost  on  it  the, 
other  night,"  some  one  said.  "  I  wish  tho 
Doctor  would  let  us  go  out  and  look  ibr- 
him.    We've  a  much  better  chance 
finding  him  than  police  and  guides." 

Here  the  signal  was  given  to  rise,  and' 
everyone  dispersed.  Yorke  stayed — one- 
of  the  last.  As  he  went  out,  he  caught- 
sight  of  a  solitary  figiu'e  walldng  inoodily 
ahead,  with  hands  dug  in  pockets  and' 
head  down,  the  picture  of  dejection. 

Yorke  could  hardly  recognise  in  this 
back  view  his  old  rival  and  enemy,  Clap- 
perton. Yet  he  it  was.  A  few  weeks 
ago,  and  he  always  marched  to  and  fr'cm 
his  house  in  the  boisterous  company  of 
friends  and  admirers.  Now  he  was  left 
alone. 

A  flush  of  something  like  shame 
mounted  to  the  captain's  cheeks.  He 
had  no  love  for  this  fellow.   He  owed  him 


little  gratitude.  And  yet  the  sight  of  him 
thus  solitary,  cut  off  from  the  stream, 
stirred  him. 

He  quickened  his  pace,  and  overtook 
Clapperton.  The  Modern  senior  wheeled 
round  half-savagelj'. 

'■  Clapperton,"  said  the  captain,  "  we've 
been  enemies  all  this  term.  I've  thought 
harshly  of  you,   and    you've  thought 


harshly  of  me.  Why  shouldn't  we  be 
friends  '?  " 

"What!  "  almost  growled  Clapperton; 
"  are  you  making  a  fool  of  me  ?  ' ' 

"  No  —  but  we've  tried  hating  one 
another  long  enough.  Let's  try  being 
friends  for  a  change." 

They  stood  facing  one  another :  the 
one  serene,  honest,  inviting ;  the  other 


dejected  and  doubting.  But  as  their  eyes 
met  the  fires  kindled  again  in  Clapper- 
ton's  face,  and  the  cloud  swept  off  his 
brow.  He  pulled  his  hand  from  his 
pocket  and  held  it  out. 

"  Done  with  you,  Yorke.  You're  the 
last  fellow  in  Fellsgarth  I  expected  to  call 
friend  just  now." 

{To  be  continued.) 


MAURICE   KERDIC;    OR,  THE  MYSTERY   OP  ECBATANA. 

By  a.  Laurie, 

Author  of  "  A  Marvellous  Conquest,"  ''Raymond  Frezols,"  etc. 


IT  did  not  take  long  for  Kerdic  to  see 
the  gravity  of  his  position.  The 
Guebre  would  never  give  up  the  secret 
of  his  own  free  will.  To  appeal  to  his 
feelings  was  to  trust  to  a  broken  twig. 
Cut  out  a  way  by  main  force  he  would 
"Willingly  do,  but  where  was  he  to  begin  ? 

The  only  resource  remaining  to  him, 
^tihe  frailest  but  the  most  precious,  was  his 
■own  courage  and  fertihty  of  invention. 
So  long  as  his  mind  remained  clear  and 
lucid  and  his  will  firm,  nothing  was  lost. 
And  in  the  first  place  was  it  true,  as  the 
•  Guebre  said,  that  it  was  impossible  to 
leave  the  labyrinth  without  knowing  the 
secret  ?  There  was  no  reason  to  doubt 
his  good  faith.  But  he  might  be  mis- 
taken. Anyhow,  Maurice,  who  was  above 
all  things  a  man  of  action,  resolved  to 
enter  at  once  on  the  solution  of  the 
mystery. 

"  Goucha  Nichin,"  he  said,  "  I  will  not 
try  to  persuade  you.  I  will  not  show  you 
how  u.nworthy  it  was  of  an  honest  man 
to  entice  us  into  a  place  where  you  mani- 
festly knew  that  death  awaited  us,  or  you 
would  not  have  made  your  will  before 
you  set  out ;  nor  will  I  show  you  how  un- 
just it  was  for  you  not  to  have  warned 
me  to  do  the  same  when  I  was  leaving 
ibehind  me,  as  you  know,  a  sister  no  less 
loved  than  thj'  Leila ;  nor  will  I  dwell  on 
ithe  barbarity  joxi  have  shown  in  uselessly 
sacrificing  my  faithful  Gargaridi." 

"  Ah  !  "  exclaimed  Aristomenes,  always 
.glad  to  come  on  the  scene,  "  you  might 
.have  said  as  my  poor  papa  did  at  the 
battle  of  Plevna,  '  Gargaridi,  say  your 
/.prayers,  for  you  see  death  close  at  hand.'  " 

"  What  would  such  considerations  be 
worth,"  said  Maurice,  "  to  a  man  who 
)lias  voluntarily  extinguished  within  him 
^every  sentiment  of  humanity  or  jiistice  ? 
Xet  it  be  enough  for  me  to  tell  you  that 
.1  despise  you  and  I  defy  you,  and  that 
I  will  get  otit  of  this  labyrinth  by  the 
strength  that  is  given  me  by  the  deter- 
mination to  return  to  those  I  love." 

"  Go,"  said  the  Guebre,  bitterly ;  "  wear 
thyself  out,  like  a  true  Faranghi,  in  striv- 
ing against  the  inevitable.  When  a 
Parsee  beholds  himself  being  plunged 
into  the  everlasting  abyss,  he  recoils  for 
a  moment  and  looks  round  with  a  philo- 
sophic eye  on  life  and  death  and  all 
things.  You  are  vain  and  frivolous,  and 
this  last  hour  you  waste  in  foolish  boast- 
ing. What  wouldst  thou  do,  young  mad- 
man ?  " 

"Explore  in  all  its  windings  this  laby- 
cinth  which  you  intended  for  my  tomb  ; 


CHAPTER  XV. — THE  SANCTUARY. 

use  my  feet  to  find  the  exit,  and  when 
that  is  done,"  said  Maurice  with  a  gleam 
of  joy  truly  heroic  under  the  circ^^m- 
stances,  "  search  these  gloomy  halls  and 
probe  the  secrets  which  you  and  yours 
have  unjustly  hidden  from  mankind." 

A  violent  contraction  mingled  with 
fury  and  agony  crossed  the  Guebre's  face. 
With  ej'es  of  fire  and  hands  clenched  he 
rose  and  made  a  step  forward.  Perhaps 
he  thought  of  strangling  this  audacious 
defier  on  the  spot.  But  what  could  he 
do,  enfeebled  by  age,  against  a  young  and 
vigorous  man  ?    He  dropped  his  arms. 

"If,"  said  he,  "  any  justification  were 
required  for  what  tliou  callest  injustice 
and  cruelty,  thou  hast  revealed  what 
would  justify  the  fullest  reprisals.  What, 
wouldst  thou  dare  to  trespass  in  our  sanc- 
tuaries, to  lift  the  veil  with  thy  sacrilegious 
hand;  and  it  is  to  me,  the  guardian  of  these 
mysteries,  that  thou  tellest  it  and  hopest 
for  mercy !  Go !  perish  !  and  may 
your  bones  warn  all  who  would  follow 
thy  example  of  the  fate  in  store  for 
them  !  " 

And  again  wrapping  his  cloak  around 
him  he  sank  to  the  ground,  and  crossed 
his  arms  like  a  man  who  had  said  his 
last  word. 

"Evidently,"  said  Maurice,  who  had 
given  up  troubling  himself  about  Goucha 
Nichin,  "  it  is  impossible  to  have  any 
idea  in  advance  of  the  plan  of  this  maze. 
It  is  a  Chinese  pirzzle  in  which  we  might 
lose  and  find  ourselves  many  times 
before  reaching  the  phantom  of  a  solu- 
tion. Forward,  then !  let  him  who 
loves  me  follow  me  !  " 

"  One  moment,  sir,  if  you  please,"  said 
Aristomenes,  busy  foraging  in  his  basket ; 
"  before  we  go,  what  are  we  to  do  about 
the  provisions !  " 

"  All,  yes !  the  provisions.    Y''ou  are 
a  man  of  resoiu'ce,  Gargaridi,  and  it  is 
well  that  you  provided  largely.  What 
shall  we  do  with  them '?    Why,  make  | 
them  last  as  long  as  we  can !  " 

"  Exactly  !  •'  said  Aristomenes,  "  ration 
om-selves  regularly,  of  coiu-se  !  But  that 
is  not  what  I  mean.  This  old  swaggerer 
here  ?  He  deserves  nothing.  But  when 
we  are  on  the  same  raft,  we  ought  to 
share  with  our  brothers — that  is  so,  is  it 
not,' sir  ?  " 

"  You  are  a  very  good  fellow,  Aris- 
tomenes," said  Mam'ice;  "undoubtedly 
we  ought  to  share  our  victuals  with  our 
companion  in  misfortune.  What  have 
you  got  there '?  " 

"  We  have  done  for  the  best  part,"  said 


Gargaridi.  "  One  of  the  two  bottles  was 
broken  in  my  fall,  the  other  is  all  right. 
We  have  some  bread,  a  sausage,  bis- 
cuits ;  that  is  aU  that  is  left,  but  there  is 
a  good  deal  of  it." 

"  Quite  so.  What  a  lucky  thing  it  is 
that  you  will  alwaj's  go  ahead  without 
thinking  of  the  price." 

"  I  never  was  stingy,"  said  Aristomenes, 
bridling  up.  "  Alas !  if  I  had  been  a 
little  more  careful !  But  regrets  are 
superfluous." 

"  Give  Goucha  Nichin  his  share,  and 
let  us  get  on,"  said  Maurice. 

"  He  shall  have  a  third  part  of  every- 
thing, neither  more  nor  less,"  said  Gar- 
garidi, dividing  the  provisions  with 
mathematical  precision. 

"  There,  Mr.  Magus,"  said  he,  putting 
down  the  Guebre's  portion  in  front  of 
him,  "  you  see  what  Faranghis  do  to  those 
who  get  them  into  a  mess.  You  would 
have  let  us  die  of  starvation ;  we  share 
with  you  our  last  morsel.  Perhaps  you 
think  we  are  fools,  but  we  prefer  our 
style  to  yours.    And  so,  good  evening!  " 

The  magus  was  evidently  astonished, 
and  followed  Gargaridi's  movements  with 
an  incredulous  look.  At  his  last  words  a 
cloud  seemed  to  pass  over  the  bronze  face, 
and  something  like  a  tear  appeared  in  his 
eye.  But  mastering  his  fleeting  emotion, 
he  resumed  his  impassible  attitude,  and 
soon  the  two  men  had  gone  out  of  sight. 
With  the  little  lamp  Maurice  went  in 
front ;  Gargaridi,  carrying  the  precious 
basket,  followed  closelj'.  They  Had  taken 
the  first  opening  that  came.  It  was  like 
the  others,  a  sort  of  alley  six  feet  wide, 
bounded  at  the  side  by  smooth  walls,  and 
ending  in  another  alley  from  which  led 
other  alleys  all  alike.  ^\^ien  the  two  men 
reached  the  angle,  they  went  down 
another  passage  to  another  angle,  and  so 
on  and  on  as  though  they  would  go  on 
for  ever. 

As  in  those  enchanted  palaces  we  read 
of  in  fairy  tales,  it  seemed  that  the  more 
they  waliied  the  less  they  accomphshed. 
The  more  corridors  they  went  along,  the 
more  seemed  to  rise  like  imto  them. 
There  were  no  means  of  knowing  whether 
they  were  advancing  or  retiring;  the 
perfect  miiformity  of  the  walls  prevented 
all  attempt  at  discovering  if  they  had 
been  along  any  corridor  before ;  and  as  to 
droppuig  breadcrumbs  as  Gargaridi  pro- 
posed. Mam-ice  at  once  declined  so  costly 
an  experiment. 

After  wandering  in  this  way  for  several 
hom-s,  the  explorers  at  last  reached  a 
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sort  of  rotunda  from  which,  as  from  all 
the  other  junctions,  led  off  an  intermin- 
able series  of  corridors  ;  and  they  stopped 
to  take  breath. 

For  the  tenth  time  Gargaridi  was 
searching  in  his  basket  for  a  piece  of 
string  or  something  which  might  serve 
the  purpose  of  Ai-iadne's  thread,  when 
Maurice  caught  sight  at  the  bottom  of  the 
basket  of  a  pointed  knife  with  which  Gar- 
garidi wag  accustomed  to  cut  his  food  and 
carry  it  to  his  mouth,  to  the  great  alarm 
of  those  who  witnessed  the  dangerous 
operation. 

"  That  will  serve  us  for  Ariadne's 
thread!"  he  said  joyously.  "With  that 
and  my  compass  I  hope  we  shall  soon 
know  where  we  are." 

"  And  how  ?  " 

"  Whatever  direction  we  make  iip  our 
minds  to  take  the  compass  will  show  us 
if  we  are  deviating  from  it  or  not.  With 
this  knife  we  can  scratch  a  number  on 
the  walls  as  we  pass  them,  and  that  will 
not  only  measure  our  distance,  but  show 
it'  we  return  along  the  same  road.  In  that 
way  we  shall  at  least  make  sure  of  getting 

01." 

"That  will  be  something,"  said  Gar- 
garidi. 

They  resumed  their  march,  and  after 
s  ;veral  ineffectual  attempts,  backwards 
a  id  forwards,  at  progress,  Maurice  had 
tlie  pleasure  of  discovering  that  he  was 
advancing.  He  had  left  behind  him  the 
numbers,  1,  2,  3,  4,  5,  6  at  the  corner 
of  so  many  turnings,  and  the  compass 
declared  clearly  enough  that  he  was  going 
due  east,  the  direction  he  had  chosen  for 
reasons  of  his  own. 

"  Courage,  Aristomenes  !  "he  said  to  his 
servant,  who  dragged  along  beliind  him. 
"  I  am  convinced  we  are  walking  towards 
the  sanctuary  !  " 

"And  when  we  get  there,  sir,"  groaned 
Gargaridi,  whose  enthusiasm  had  cooled 
considerably  during  the  long  march,  "we 
shall  be  in  a  pretty  plight  !  Meanwhile,  do 
you  think  you  could  eat  something  ?  For 
my  part,  I  am  ready  to  drop  with  fatigue 
and  emptiness." 

"  I  do  not  say  no,"  said  Maurice,  "  but 
in  moderation." 

"  Two  biscuits  and  a  mouthful  of  wine, 
that  is  all  we  can  allow  oiirselves,"  said 
Gargaridi  austerely.  "  Ah  !  "  he  continued 
a  moment  later  when  refreshed  by  this 
light  refection,  "  there  is  no  question  but 
that  there  is  a  great  difference  between  a 
man  famished  and  a  man  well  ballasted. 
When  I  think  I  was  letting  myself  sink 
into  discouragement,  I  to  whom  my 
illustrious  ancestor  and  homonym  be- 
queathed so  excellent  an  example." 

"What  example?  "  said  Maurice  care- 
lessly. 

"  You  have  not  forgotten  how  the 
Messenian  hero  got  out  of  the  pit  into 
which  the  Spartans  had  thrown  him." 

"  Tell  me  as  if  I  had  forgotten,"  said 
Maurice. 

"  After  seeing  all  his  companions  perish, 
alone,  dying  of  hunger,  far  from  all  human 
help,  Aristomenes  was  waiting  for  death 
when  he  felt  a  warm  breath  near  his 
face.  It  was  a  fox  who  lived  in  the  ■jave, 
and  was  sniffing  about  it.  With  that 
presence  of  mind  which  makes  great 
generals,  my  ancestor  saw  in  a  moment 
what  to  do  to  get  out  of  his  difi&culties. 
The  fox,  he  thought,  must  have  CDme 
there  by  some  practicable  way,  for  it  was 


an  impossibility  for  a  four-footed  animal 
to  have  risked  its  life  on  the  edge  of  the 
precipice.  Well,  where  the  fox  got  in  he 
would  get  out  even  if  he  left  his  skin 
behind  him.  He  seized  hold  of  the  animal's 
tail,  and  after  being  dragged  along  a 
narrow,  stifling  path  he  returned  to '  the 
light  of  day  !  " 

"  If  that  is  not  true  it  is  well  thought 
of,"  said  Maurice,  laughing.  "May  the 
gods  send  us  a  similar  help  !  At  the  same 
time  I  think  I  have  made  a  discovery." 


"That  is  true,"  said  Gargaridi,  after  a 
moment's  examination. 

"  What  does  it  represent  ?  " 

"  I  should  say  it  was  a  cockchafer  on 
its  back  kicking  out  all  its  legs  towards 
the  sky  in  its  endeavour  to  regain  its 
natural  position." 

"  That  is  right.  Do  you  see  that  the 
cockchafer  has  seven  legs  ?  " 

"  Seven  is  the  number.    And  then  ?  " 

"  We  are  at  the  seventh  gallery." 

"  The  seventh !  Surely  you  mean  the 


Giants  with  the  faces  of  bulls,  and  bulls  with  the  faces  of  men. 


"  Indeed ! "  said  Gargaridi,  "  and  where  ? 
I  see  nothing." 

"  There,  on  that  wall." 

"  I  see  a  nice  figure  7  which  you  have 
just  made  with  my  knife,  but  that  is 
all." 

"  Don't  you  see  the  mark  just  below 
the  7  ?  " 

"  Is  it  not  a  vein  in  the  marble  ?  "  said 
Gargaridi,  holding  up  his  lamp  to  look  at 
it  better. 

"  No,"  said  Maurice  decidedly,  "  that 
mark  was  made  by  man.  Look  at  it  like 
this — on  the  skew." 


seventy-seventh  ?  My  word !  it  seems 
that  we  have  been  seven  years  turning 
about  here  !  ' ' 

"  From  that  little  rotunda  where  we 
stopped  to  lay  our  course  from,  I  teU  you 
this  is  the  seventh  gallery  we  have 
traversed,  and  from  the  agreement  of  my 
figures  with  this  sign,  I  conclude  that  we 
have  been  following  the  right  road." 

"  I  hope  you  are  not  mistaken." 

"  If  I  show  you  the  same  sign  at  the 
fourteenth  turning,  what  will  you  say  ?  " 

"  I  shall  be  very  much  surprised !  " 
replied  Aristomenes. 
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The  advance  was  resnmetl ;  Maurice, 
full  of  hope,  carefully  jjutting  down  in  his 
note-book  the  figures  he  had  left  behind 
him.  As  to  Gargaridi  he  found  something 
to  do  in  tapping  the  walls  of  the  corridor 
and  thus  measuring  them  as  he  went 
along. 

"  Victory  !  "  suddenly  exclaimed  the 
young  arcliseologist  after  three-quarters  of 
an  hour's  steady  advance.  "  Come  and 
look,  Gargaridi !  " 

"Are  you  a  magician,  or  have  we 
already  been  here  ?  "  said  the  servant, 
a-stounded  at  the  sight  of  a  figure  like  the 
last,  but  different,  inasmuch  as  the  cock- 
chafer had  fourteen  legs  instead  of  seven. 

"  Neither  one  nor  the  other,  I  assm-e 
you.  And  now  not  only  do  I  predict  that 
we  shall  find  another  at  the  twenty-first 
corner,  but  I  am  bold  enough  to  declare 
that  we  shall  then  reach  the  door  of  the 
sanctuary." 

"  How  can  you  know  all  that  ?  And 
why  at  number  twenty-one  instead  of  any 
other  number  ?  " 

"  The  nimiber  is  not  without  a  mean- 
ing.   You  have  read,  Gargaridi ;  surely 
3'0ii  do  not  forget  the  importance  the  I 
ancients  attributed  to  this  number,  and  i 
particularly  to  the  sub-multiples  of  twenty- 
one,  the  seven  and  the  three?  These 
numbers  are  found  in  nature,  in  the  crea- 
tions of  man,  in  fact  and  fable,  in  religious  i 
and  _ magical    ceremonies,   invocations,  > 
exorcisms,  charms,  sortileges,  in  the  mys- 
teries of  the  Kabbala,  in  theology,  in 
oratory,  in  geometry — everywhere  !  From 
all  antiquity  these  numbers  have  been 
gifted  with  special  virtues,  and  they  are 
met  with  alone  or  in  combination  in  the 
key  of  many  an  ancient  movement  or 
arrangement." 

"  It  is  very  curious,"  said  Gargaridi, 
"  when  we  think  how  many  things  there 
are  in  threes  and   sevens.    There  are 
seven  colours  of  the  prism,  seven  days  of 
the  week,  seven  capital  sins,  seven  com- 
mandments.   And  as  you  have  said,  it  is 
also  the  same  in  fable  as  in  theology,  three 
divine  persons,  three  graces,  three  theo- 
logical virtues.    But  I  had  forgotten  to 
tell  you  that  I  have  noticed  that  these 
galleries  are  getting  wider  as  we  go." 
"  Are  you  sure  of  that  ?  " 
"  Quite  sure.    Those  before  the  seventh 
were  about  twice  the  length  of  my  stick ; 
those  between  the  seventh  and  the  four- 
teenth were  about  a  span  longer;  this 
one  is  three   times  the  length  of  my 
Ktick."  j 
"  That  is  another  proof  that  we  are  ad-  | 
vancing,"    said   Maurice.    "  But   notice  I 
with  what  skill  they  marked  these  guid- 
ing marks,  and  how  careful  we  ha^'e  to  be 
not  to  miss  them.    We  will  keep  to  them 
though,  or  I  am  much  mistaken."  ' 
He  was  not  mistaken.  I 
They  had  just  identified  the  mystic  ! 
cipher  on  the  twentv-first  turning,  and 
had  scarcely  passed  the  wall  which  bore 
it,  when  they  uttered  a  simultaneous  shout 
of  surpi'ise  and  admiration. 

Before  them  lay  a  long  wide  avenue 
bordered  by  two  rows  of  colossal  figures, 
giants  with  the  faces  of  bulls,  and  bulls 
with  the  faces  of  men ;  and  at  the  end  was 
a  sort  of  altar  on  a  raised  dais.    On  the 


summit  of  the  altar  shone  a  sun  encircled 
by  its  rays,  and  over  this  splendid  star 
was  an  arch  of  constellations  in  which 
I  they  recognised  the  twelve  signs  of  the 
zodiac. 

Maurice  held  up  his  lantern  to  take  a 
better  look.  The  sight  was  imposing  and 
superb,  and  the  scintillations  from  the 
altar  and  the  half  circle  over  it  bore  wit- 
ness to  the  precious  materials  of  which 
the  whole  was  composed. 

But  he  did  not  stop  long  to  gaze  at 
these  details.  Arrived  at  the  foot  of  the 
altar  his  gaze  was  arrested  and  fascinated 
by  a  strange  spectacle.  On  a  sort  of 
richly  enamelled  throne,  in  a  priestly  pos- 
ture, a  human  figure  with  hollow  orbits 
and  skin  as  of  dry  parchment  sat  silent 
and  motionless.  The  tall  mitre,  the  heavy 
cope  embroidered  with  stones,  the  robe 
strewn  with  stars  and  cabalistic  signs, 
and  the  two  keys  he  held  in  his  withered 
hand,  proclaimed  him  a  high  dignitary 
and  the  guardian  of  the  temple.  The 
long  outstretched  finger  r.f  the  other  hand 
pointed  to  two  coffers  placed  side  by  side 
on  the  altar. 

"  The  attitude  of  this  venerable  mobed," 
said  Maurice,  after  the  first  moment  of 
surprise,  "  shows  clearly  enough  what  we 
have  to  do." 

And  he  stepped  forward  to  take  the 
keys. 

"Oh,  sir!"  said  Gargaridi  in  a  stifled 
voice,  seizing  him  to  keep  him  back. 
"You  are  not  going  to  touch  them." 

"Why  not?" 

"  I  do  not  know.  For  nothing  in  the 
world  would  I  touch  a  dead  man  !  It 
will  bring  misfortune." 

"  Fancy  !  "  said  Maurice.  "  My  poor 
Gargaridi,  I  am  astonished  to  see  you 
subject  to  such  weakness,  you  with  an 
enlightened  mind !  Do  you  forget  that 
everywhere  and  at  all  times  the  dead 
crowd  on  the  living  ?  " 

With  a  decided  gesture  he  again  put 
forth  his  hand  and  seized  the  two  keys. 
At  the  same  instant  tlie  figure  crumbled 
away,  and  became  a  little  heap  of  dust 
and  bones. 

While  Gargaridi  recoiled  with  a  scream 
of  terror,  Maurice,  who  had  foreseen  this 
catastrophe,  momited  the  steps. 

One  of  the  keys  was  of  gold,  the  other 
of  silver.  Opening  at  hazard  the  silver 
coffer  he  lifted  the  lid  and  stood  dazzled, 
almost  blinded.  On  a  large  crj-stal  tablet 
of  perfect  purity  lay  a  reproduction  of  the 
arrangement  which  stretched  above  the 
altar — the  sun  and  the  twelve  constella- 
tions. But  here  in  place  of  gold  or  silver 
were  precious  jewels,  rubies,  emeralds, 
turquoises,  pearls,  sapphires,  opals,  ame- 
thysts, topazes,  carbuncles,  guarding  a 
sun  which  was  represented  by  a  diamond 
of  incomparable  size  and  beauty. 

Gargaridi,  who  at  last  screwed  up 
courage  to  come  near,  made  the  vault 
resound  with  his  exclamations.  As  to 
Maurice,  after  a  moment's  admiration  of 
the  splendid  casket,  he  put  the  gold  key 
in  the  lock,  and  in  his  turn  fell  into  an 
ecstasy. 

"Look!  look!"  said  Gargaridi, 
"  look  at  this  diamond  !  The  Regent,  the 
Kohinoor,  are  but  poor  pebbles  beside  it. 


And  this  sapphire !  The  Shah  himself 
does  not  possess  its  like !  " 

"  Who  can  say  that  they  are  not  imi- 
!  tation  ?  "  said  Maurice. 

"  Imitation  !    I  tell  you,  sir,  we  could 
buy  half  Europe    with   this  casket.  I 
know  what  I  am  talking  about.    I  have 
I  worked  at  a  jeweller's  !  " 

"  Where  have  you  not  worked  ?  If 
I  you  had   studied   the   Zend  language, 
Gargaridi,  you  would  fi.nd  quite  enough 
to  occupy  you  in  this  other  coffer.    I  feel 
I  that  I  am  going  to  put  my  hand  on  the 
j  most  precious  writings  that  have  ever 
been  given  to  the  contemplation  of  man." 
!      "Is  that  all?"  said   Gargaridi  con- 
temptuously.    "  These   tablets   of  ala- 
j  baster  ?  " 

j  "Say  jade;  the  purest  jade  !  But  that 
is  of  no  conseqiience.  What  is  precious 
and  priceless  is  the  spirit  which  this 
mysterious  casket  has  held  enclosed  for 
centuries." 

"  And  what  saj's  the  spirit  ?  " 

"  As  far  as  I  can  judge  at  a  glance,  I 
have  here  the  authentic  annals  of  the 
world  up  to  Darius  the  First,  engraved  on 
jade  in  cuneiform  characters." 

"That  is  very  nice,"  said  Gargaridi, 
without  enthusiasm,  "  but  I  cannot  help 
thinking  that  a  good  batch  of  bread,  and 
a  ham  or  a  plate  of  pilau,  would  be  more 
iise  to  us  just  now  than  all  the  annals  of 
the  world  " 

"  And  is  it  for  you,  a  man  of  letters,  to 
give  utterance  to  so  vulgar  a  sentiment  ?  " 
exclaimed  Maurice,  indignantly.  "  I 
might  retort  with  regard  to  all  this  jewel- 
lery that  the  least  grain  of  millet  would 
suit  me  better,  but  I  will  not.  These  two 
coffers  represent  the  mightiest  forces  in 
the  power  of  man,  science  and  wealth. 
A  meal  more  or  less  would  not  make 
much  change  in  our  position  here,  -s^-hile 
if  we  ever  get  out  we  shall  be  able  with 
these  powerful  levers  to  revolutionise  the 
world  of  matter  and  the  world  of  ideas." 

"You  are  right,  sir,"  said  the  penitent 
Aristomenes.  "  But  do  not  forget  that 
hunger  is  an  evil  counsellor,  and  never 
did  my  stomach  feel  so  empty.  What 
may  be  the  time  ?  " 

"Eight  o'clock,"  said  Maurice,  pulling 
out  his  watch ;  "  the  sun  has  risen  for 
some  hours.  Poor  sister  I  How  uneasy 
she  will  be  !  When  one  thinks  that  that 
old  fanatic  so  coolly  left  his  granddaughter 
I  to  sucli  distress  " 

"  One  would  almost  strangle  him  1 " 
I  said  Gargaridi. 

"Let  us  have  a  little  rest,"  said 
Maurice,  "  so  as  to  seek  out  our  road  with 
a  clearer  mind  when  we  awake  ;  and,  in 
the  language  of  the  Guebre,  may  Mithra 
then  show  us  his  glorious  eye !  " 

"  So  be  it !  "  said  Gargaridi.  "  But  may 
we  not  have  a  biscuit  before  we  go  to 
sleep  ?  " 

"  Be  it  a  biscuit,  then.  But  moderation  ; 
]  we  know  not  how  long  M'e  may  be  kept 
j  in  this  prison." 

The  companions  lay  themselves  down 
side  by  side  at  the  foot  of  the  altar,  and 
five  minutes  had  not  elapsed  before  they 
were  in  that  heavy  slumber  due  to  ex- 
treme fatigue. 

(To  be  conliniied.) 


THE  "BOY'S  OWN"  ANGLER. 

By  the  First  Hon.  Sec.  "Fly-Fishers'  Club." 

PART  VI. 


llie  Rudd. 

THIS  is  a  near  relative  of  our  old  familiar 
friend  the  roach.  Its  distinguishing 
marks  are  greater  depth,  redder  fins,  and  a 
projecting  lower  lip.  Its  chief  virtue  is  the 
readiness  with  which  it  will  take  a  fly. 

It  is  a  surface  or  mid-water  fish,  and  in 
hot  weather  the  smaller  rudd,  and  occasion-  j 
ally  large  ones,  can  be  readily  taken  by  ; 
throwing  a  cast  of  flies  across  the  shoal  and  j 
dragging  it  over  them.  j 
A  worm  or  gentle  will  be  equally  effectual,  ! 
no  doubt,  if  it  can  be  got  among  the  fish,  j 
but  this  is  often  difficult.  \ 
Most  of  the  rudd  seem  to  be  about  '2  oz.,  \ 
but  they  are  occasionally  caught  weighing 
over  2  lbs.  apiece.     Some  of  the  Norfolk 
broads  (notably  Hickling)  and  rivers  (notably  , 
the  Bure)  contain  millions  of  rudd,  both  [ 
large  and  small,  and  two  lakes  in  South  i 
Devon,  near  Dartmouth,  called  Slap  ton  and 
Torcross  Ley,  are  full  of  them. 

The  Carp. 

This  majestic  fish  has  been  called  the 
queen  of  rivers,  but  she  seems  to  us  wanting 
in  grace,  grand  and  powerful  as  she  is. 

So  cunning  is  the  carp  that  her  wisdom  is 
proverbial,  but  this  is  only  justified  in  the  i 
case  of  large  carp,  which,  being  also  very 
old,  ought  to  be  wise. 

The  method  advised  under  the  heading  of 
bream-fishing  (fine)  will  answer  sometimes 
for  carp,  but  the  bait,  if  carp  alone  are 
sought,  should  be  paste  rather  than  worm. 
'Patience  and  early  rising  are  the  chief 
virtues  required  by  the  carp-fisher.  Ground-  | 
bait  over  night,  and  begin  at  daybreak  to  be  ! 
patient. 

Great  care  in  the  selection  of  tackle  is 
essential,  as  carp  grow  often  to  7  or  8  lbs. 
weight  (sometimes  to  20),  and  are  very 
strong  and  determined. 

Fish  on  the  bottom,  and  use  a  largish 
lump  of  paste,  on  a  large  hook  or  small 
triangle. 

You  can  either  use  a  float  or  ledger,  but 
the  latter  is  preferred  in  large  lakes. 

Give  her  two  or  three  seconds'  time  when 
she  bites,  and  gather  all  your  wits  for  the 
encounter,  in  which,  with  the  aid  of  a  good 
landing-net,  you  may  be  successful.  Be 
prepared  also  to  fish  day  after  day  without  a 
nibble. 

All  this  does  not  apply  to  fishing  for  small 
carp,  which  may  sometimes  be  taken  very  j 
readily,  though  they  are  pretty  clever  even  ^ 
when  abnost  babies.  1 

The  Tench.  \ 

This  fish  is  found  so  constantly  in  com- 
pany with  the  carp  that  in  fishing  with  worm 
tor  one  you  are  sure  sometimes  to  take  the 
other.    If  therefore  you  have  no  great  pre- 


coARSE  FISH  [continued). 

ference,  use  a  worm  always,  for  carp  will 
take  this,  and  tench  will  not  take  paste. 

Gentles  are  acceptable  to  either  fish,  and 
may  be  used  with  great  advantage  when 
you  are  among  the  smaller  carp  and  tench. 

Many  muddy  ponds  on  open  commons, 
supposed  to  be  barren  of  fish  life,  contain 
carp  or  tench,  and  are  worth  trying.  Watch 
for  bubbles  ascending  to  the  top.  These 
may  indicate  carp,  tench,  or  eels,  all  of  which 
will  take  a  worm. 

Before  concluding  the  tench's  brief  para- 
graph we  feel  bound  to  mention  that  he 
bears  a  most  excellent  character  in  the 
kitchen,  being  in  this  respect  a  contrast  to 
the  carp. 

The  Ed. 

A  kindred  fish  (if  fish  he  can  be  called)  to 
the  last  is  the  eel. 

There  is  scarcely  a  pond,  river,  or  ditch  in 
the  kingdom  that  is  not  at  least  suspected 
of  containing  eels.  But  eel-fishing  is  not 
sport,  and  only  to  be  recommended  when 
none  other  can  be  had,  or  when  a  dish  of  eels 
is  much  wanted  for  dinner. 

All  that  is  really  wanted  for  eeling  is  a  line 
and  a  hook  with  a  worm  on  it. 

Let  the  worm  sink  to  the  bottom,  and  wait 
till  the  eel  takes  it.  Then  pull  him  out,  and 
cut  off  his  head.  He  will  wriggle  even  then, 
but  he  does  not  suffer,  it  is  said. 

The  Jach  (or  Pike). 

It  is  in  his  youth,  as  a  jack,  that  our 
readers  will  chiefly  meet  with  this  ferocious 
fish  of  prey,  and  the  directions  for  perch- 
fishing  (spinning  especially)  will  be  found 
to  work  fairly  well  for  the  jack. 

The  habits  of  the  fish  are,  however,  wholly 
different  from  those  of  the  sociable  perch. 

A  jack,  however  small,  will  lie  and  sulk, 
alone,  half  covered  with  weed,  and  then  dart 
out  suddenly  and  devour  an  innocent  in  an 
instant.  Sometimes,  however,  he  has  to 
chase  his  prey;  and  then  the  commotion 
caused  will  guide  you  to  the  spot. 

The  appearance  of  the  jack  also  is  very 
different  from  the  five-barred  perch. 

He  is  a  long,  lanky,  mottled  fish,  with  a 
hideous  protruding  under- jaw. 

The  size  most  generally  met  with  is  from 
one  to  four  or  five  pounds.  The  fish  grows 
much  larger  and  is  not  infrequently  caught 
by  regular  pike-fishers  (who  make  a  study  of 
the  art,  and  spend  small  fortunes  on  tackle) 
of  enormous  weights ;  Mr.  Jardine,  for  one 
instance,  having  exhibited  several  pike  of 
thirty-five  pounds  or  more  apiece,  and  plenty 
of  twenty-pound  fish. 

It  is  evident  that  the  tackle  required  for 
taking  such  freshwater  sharks  is  beyond  the 
means  of  most  boys.  We  will  not  therefore 
enter  further  into  the  question  of  ^fce-fishing 
than  to  say  that  if  one  of  our  readers  does 


get  a  chance  to  fish  a  private  lake  containing 
big  pike,  he  had  better  use  the  strongest 
tackle  he  can  get,  and  borrow  a  gaff  instead 
of  trusting  a  landing-net. 

The  Grayling  {the  true  Queen  of  Fish). 

This  graceful,  shadowy  creature  has  pur- 
posely been  left  till  the  last,  as  she  does  not 
belong  properly  to  the  catalogue  of  coarse 
fish  at  all,  being  ranked  among  the  Salmo- 
nidee. 

She  spawns,  however,  in  the  spring,  and 
in  that  important  respect  resembles  the  lewer 
order  of  fishes. 

A  word  or  two  of  description  is  required 
by  so  little  known  a  fish. 

The  grayhng  has  a  long,  graceful  form, 
sloping  rather  rapidly  from  the  shoulders, 
which  are  thick.  Her  colour  is  silvery  when 
young,  becoming  purplish  when  older.  The 
scales  are  large  and  somewhat  pointed,  and 
the  eyes  oval  instead  of  round,  but  her 
greatest  peculiarity  is  an  immense  back-fin, 
even  larger  than  a  perch's,  and  by  means 
of  which  she  can  dart  upwards  at  a  passing 
gnat  from  two  or  three  feet  below  the  sur- 
face. 

The  size  to  which  the  grayling  grows  varies 
much  according  to  locality,  those  in  York- 
shire and  also  in  Shropshire  and  the  border 
counties  of  Wales  seldom  exceeding  ^  lb., 
while  in  Hampshire  and  Wiltshire  the 
weight  of  2  or  3  lbs.  is  commonly  attained, 
especially  in  the  river  Test. 

The  methods  of  grayling  fishing  in  vogue 
also  vary  in  a  similar  way,  for  in  the  York- 
shire and  Shropshire  rivers  it  is  customary 
to  fish  for  grayling  with  a  worm  or  a  grass- 
hopper, while  the  use  of  natural  bait  is  pro- 
hibited in  the  Southern  counties,  and  only 
the  artificial  fly  allowed. 

The  grayling  can  be  taken  in  a  very  similar 
way  to  trout,  by  whipping  with  the  fly ;  but 
the  fish  has  very  dift'erent  habits,  lying  near 
the  bottom  instead  of  poising  itself  at  the 
top,  and  darting  with  wonderful  rapidity  to 
try  to  take  your  fly,  in  which  she  often 
fails. 

In  spite  of  frequent  disappointments,  a 
day's  grayling  fishing  is  most  enjoyable.  You 
look  out  for  the  well-known  splashing  rises 
on  swirling  shallows,  where  the  clear  river 
flows  gently  over  sharp  gravel. 

Cast  diligently  over  likely  rises,  bear  con- 
tinual disappointments  patiently,  and  in  the 
end  you  may  be  rewarded  with  a  handsome 

i  dish  of  these  beautiful  "  ladies  of  the 
stream."  To  descend  to  practical  matters, 
the  best  flies  are  the  red  tag,  the  Wickham 
fancy,  and  the  orange  bumble  ;  and  a  land- 
ing net  is  most  useful,  as  the  mouth  of  the 
grayling  is  as  small  and  tender  as  that  of  a 
roach.  J- 

I  (the  end.) 
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SEASIDE  BIRDS  AND  THEIR  HATJUTS. 

By  W.  T.  Greene,  ji.d,  m.a., 

Author  of  "Favourite  Forcb^n  Hirds,"  etc. 


"  TTuRRAH  for  the  holidays  !  " 

H  "Where  shall  we  go?  What  shall 
we  do  ?  " 

"  To  the  sea-side  "  is,  in  nine  cases  out  of 
ten,  the  oracular  response  of  the  mater,  and 
to  the  seaside  the  whole  family  as  a  matter 
of  course  repair,  and  foi  the  first  day  or  two 
the  boys  will  find  interest  and  occupation  in 
\yatching  the  ebb  and  flow  of  the  tide,  in 
listening  to  the  roar  or  murmur  of  the  waves 
as  they  flog  or  caress  the  sand  and  shingle 
on  the  beach  ;  or  in  searching  for  crabs  and 
periwinkles,  or  maybe  shrimps,  in  the  sea- 
weed-hidden pools  and  crevices  where  those 
small  crustaceans  have  been  abandoned  by 
the  receding  tide ;  but  it  is  impossible  for  an 
average-minded  boy  to  find  pleasure  in  such 
an  employment  for  more  than  a  couple  of 
days. 

No,  he  must  have  something  else  to  do,  or 
he  will  linger  in  bed  of  a  morning  a  good  deal 
later  than  his  custom  was  at  school,  dawdle 
over  his  breakfast,  maybe  even  affect  to  read 
the  newspaper.  He  will  yawn  a  good  deal, 
and  wonder  what  the  other  "fellows"  are 
doing,  how  they  are  amusing  themselves, 
and  whether  they  miss  his  society  as  he  un- 
doubtedly does  theirs;  then  he  will  fling  a 
few  pebbles  into  the  water,  or  perhaps  even 
forget  his  dignity  so  far  as  to  borrow  a 
wooden  spade  and  bucket  and  help  some 
merry  children  to  fortify  a  sand  castle  they 
have  erected  on  the  beach,  and  which,  they 
have  suddenly  discovered,  is  menaced  by  the 
encroaching  waves. 

Then  comes  dinner-time  ;  how  gladly  he 
hails  its  advent  !  then  more  aimless  strolling 
about  on  the  sands,  where  "  Christy  minstrels ' ' 
make  the  daylight  hideous  with  discordant 
noise ;  then  tea-time,  or  supper,  and  to  bed 
two  hours  before  the  usual  time  for  retiring 
has  arrived,  when  our  friend  wonders  that 
he  does  not  sleep,  or  why,  after  a  weary 
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magazine,  will,  after  an  interval,  lose  their 
charm  for  the  temporary  sojourner  by  the 
sea-side,  and  if  he  be  without  other  resource, 
he  will  heartily  wish  himself  back  again  at 
school,  or  indeed  anywhere  where  he  might 
have  something  to  do. 


are  afforded  by  the  study  of  a  novel  flora, 
terrestrial  as  well  as  marine  ?  ' 

To  the  entomologist  again,  what  a  scope  for 
the  riding  of  his  peculiar  hobby  ? 

For  the  conchologist,  on  some  portions  of 
our  coasts  at  all  events,  there  is  no  Jack  of 
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On  the  other  hand,  if  he  is  an  intelligent 
lad,  and  a  diligent  observer,  not  to  say 
student,  of  Nature,  and  takes  a  real  interest 
in  the  vast  panorama  outspread  before  him 
by  the  ocean,  he  will,  after  his  vacation, 
return  to  his  usual  occupation  invigorated 
in  body  and  refreshed  in  mind,  with  a 
thousand  pleasing  remJniscences  stored  up  in 
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tossing  to  and  fro,  he  should  be  troubled  by 
distressful  dreams. 

Yes,  bathing  and  lounging,  eating,  drink- 
ing, and  gossiping,  the  newspaper  and  the 


his  memory  for  future  reference  during  the 
dark  and  gloomy  days  of  the  coming  winter. 

To  the  youthful  botanist,  for  instance,  how 
many  sources  of  amusement  and  information 


occupation,  and  the  geologist  will  not  fail  to 
find  employment  in  his  own  line  ;  but  to  the 
ornithologist  the  sea-side  affords  an  all  but 
inexhaustible  field  for  observation,  and  that 
of  a  perennial  kind,  for  birds  they  come  and 
birds  they  go,  and  every  season  welcomes  its 
peculiar  species. 

From  its  insular  position,  Great  Britain  is 
nati  rally  rich  in  sheltered  bays  and  creeks, 
sequestered  coves  and  rocky  islets,  which  all 
furnish  suitable  nesting-places  and  more  or 
less  secure  retreats,  for  vast  numbers  of 
aquatic  and  semi-aquatic  fowl,  some  of  which 
are  resident  with  us  throughout  the  year, 
while  others  are  visitors  only,  arriving  in 
spring  from  warmer  latitudes,  to  spend  the 
summer  months  and  rear  their  callow  broods 
among  us  ;  while  others  come  over  in  autumn, 
or  at  the  beginning  of  winter,  to  pass  the 
inclement  season  in  a  milder  climate  than 
their  own,  and,  consequently,  to  find  a  more 
abundant  supply  of  suitable  food  than  they 
could  meet  with  in  the  inhospitable  frost- 
bound  regions  where  they  first  saw  the  light 
of  day. 

So  much  by  way  of  preface.  Seaside  birds 
may  be  divided  into  two  principal  classes, 
each  containing  a  number  of  species,  namely, 
web-footed  or  aquatic,  and  wading  or  semi- 
aquatic  ;  in  addition  to  which  there  are 
usually  several  kinds  of  purely  terrestrial 
birds  to  be  met  with  along  our  coasts,  which, 
though  not  restricted  to  a  littoral  habitat, 
sometimes  seek  it,  either  for  the  sake  of  a 
more  abundant  supply  of  food,  or  as 
affording  a  safer  asylum  for  their  nests  and 
young  than  they  could  find  inland. 

Cf  the  first  class  the  most  numerous  and 
best  known  are  the  gulls  (Larida),  com- 
prising many  species,  all  more  or  less 
familiar  to  the  frequenter  of  seaside  resorts, 
though  possibly  not  always  distinguished 
from  each  other  by  him.    Then  we  have 
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the  goosanders,  smews,  and  mergansers, 
which  all  belong  to  the  sub-family  of  the 
Mcrgince,  itself  a  division  of  the  great  goose 
family  (Anatidce),  of  which  other  branches 
are  also  inhabitants  of,  or  occasional  visitors 
to,  om"  coasts. 

Then  we  have  cormorants,  divers,  puffins, 
razorbills,  guillemots,  and  petrels,  as  well  as 
a  variety  of  ducks  and  teal ;  while  a  stray 
grey-leg  goose   or  a  straggling  sw.in  may 


of  inordinate  length,  I  will  venture  to  intro- 
duce it  here. 

The  island  of  Bernerey,  says  the  author  in 
question,  situated  at  the  southern  extremity 
of  the  Hebrides,  is  abovit  a  mile  in  length  and 
upwards  of  half  a  mile  in  breadth.  The 
northern  part  dips  into  the  water,  and  the 
southern  exhibits  an  abrupt  section,  rising  to 
the  height  of  several  hundred  feet  above  the 
sea,  viewed  from  the  surface  of  which  the 
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now  and  then  be  seen  during  an  exceptionally 
severe  winter,  though  rarely  obtaining  the 
hospitable  welcome  due  to  such  distinguished 
strangers,  for  they  are  generally  "  potted  " 
by  some  adventurous  sportsman  out  on  the 
rampage,  or,  which  is  worse,  bagged  by  some 
one  who  ought  to  know  better,  but  is  unable 
to  resist  the  slaughtering  instinct,  so  common, 
alas !  and  roused  into  temporary  activity 
by  the  sight  of  unwonted  game. 

Chief  among  sea-side  terrestrial  birds  is  the 
red-legged  chough,  once  of  frequent  occur- 
rence on  the  south-west  coast  and  some  other 
places,  but  now  almost  if  not  altogether 
confined  to  the  extreme  south  of  Cornwall, 
where  it  is  becoming  scarcer  and  scarcer 
every  year. 

Shore-larks  and  several  kinds  of  pipits, 
some  hawks  and  the  little  blue  rock  pigeon, 
are  also  to  be  met  with  habitually  in  the 
vicinity  of  the  sea,  while  in  severe  weather 
ravens,  crows,  and  herons  are  driven  down 
from  their  usual  resorts  to  seek  for  sub- 
sistence among  the  refuse  thrown  up  by  the 
waves  upon  the  shore. 

In  a  word,  the  youthful  ornithologist  who 
is  happily  enabled  to  spend  his  holidays  by 
the  sea  will  find  no  lack  of  objects  to  inspire 
him  with  interest,  and  therefore  provide  him 
with  a  profitable  as  well  as  a  pleasant  way 
of  spending  his  time,  for  in  watching,  but  not 
gun  in  hand,  the  habits  of  the  various  sea- 
side birds,  he  will  gather  in  the  most  agree- 
able manner  a  considerable  fund  of  knowledge 
that  will  stand  him  in  good  stead  in  the 
future,  while  his  health  and  general  well- 
being  will  be  also  immensely  benefited,  and  he 
will  return  to  his  duties  full  of  thankfulness 
to  the  Great  Father  of  all  for  having  endowed 
him,  perhaps  in  a  greater  degree  than 
has  fallen  to  the  lot  of  many  of  his  com- 
panions,with  a  true  love  for  all  that  is  good 
and  beautiful  in  nature. 

To  all  who  are  capable  of  deriving  pleasure 
from  the  contemplation  of  unaccustomed 
sights,  the  description  hereafter  extracted 
from  an  old  writer  of  one  of  the  great  nest- 
ing places  of  innumerable  sea-birds  will  no 
doubt  be  read  with  interest,  and  as  it  is  not 


rocks  present  a  most  extraordinary  spec- 
tacle, for  they  consist  of  masses  of  clif?,  some 
inclined  at  various  angles,  some  perpen- 
dicular, and  some  projecting  over  the  depth 
below. 

When  visited,  their  whole  face,  along  an 
extent  of  more  than  half  a  mile,  was  covered 
with  birds,  of  which,  notwithstanding  their 
immense  numbers,  there  were  only  four 
species,  namely  the  guillemot,  the  little  auk, 
the  puffin,  and  the  kittiwake,  which  inhabit 
the  cliff,  not  promiscuously,  but  with  a  degree 
of  regularity  and  distinction  which  strikes 
the  beholder  with  wonder. 

On  the  summit  breeds  the  puffin,  burrowing 


gulls,  the  latter  reaching  down  almost  as 
low  as  high-water  mark 

Of  the  auks  and  guillemots,  which  only 
lay  a  single  egg  each,  which  they  deposit  on 
the  bare  rock,  one  may  often  see  on  a  shelf 
not  more  than  three  yards  in  length  and  as 
many  feet  in  breadth,  fifty  or  sixty  indi- 
viduals jammed  together  like  a  solid  mass, 
each  incubating  her  own  egg. 

The  gulls  on  the  other  hand  have  regularly 
constructed  nests  made  of  grass  and  sea- weed 
fixed  to  the  face  of  the  rock  with  clay  or  mud, 
each  usually  containing  three  eggs.  They 
appeared  to  be  the  most  numerous  species, 
and  in  many  places  the  rock  was  literally 
white  with  them,  but  the  numbers  of  the 
auk  and  guillemot  were  scarcely  less  aston- 
ishing. 

When  a  shot  was  fired,  most  of  the  birds 
in  the  neighbourhood  left  their  stations  and 
flew  about,  while  some  fell  into  the  sea,  and 
on  emerging  from  the  water  raised  with  their 
wings  a  continuous  sheet  of  spray,  which 
extended  some  distance  from  the  rocks. 

After  a  succession  of  shots,  almost  the 
whole  community  appeared  to  be  on  the 
wing,  presenting  the  appearance  of  a  cloud 
which  occupied  a  quarter  of  a  mile  square, 
through  which  we  could  scarcely  distinguish 
the  blue  sky.  In  their  flight  the  birds  did 
not  cross  each  other,  but  moved  in  the  same 
direction,  whirling  round  in  a  large  circle,  a 
disposition  which  probably  was  due  to  the 
fact  of  their  number  being  so  great  that  they 
were  unable  to  move  in  any  other  direction. 

Their  mingled  screams  were  blended  into 
one  harsh  sound  in  which  individual  cries 
were  indistinguishable.  They  soon  settled 
down  again,  however,  and  did  not  appear  to 
be  at  all  excitable,  not  moving  when  the  boat 
approached,  and  only  disturbed  by  the  sound 
of  a  shot,  of  which,  poor  things,  a  sad  ex- 
perience had  taught  them  the  dire  effect. 

Since  the  account  from  which  I  have  ex- 
tracted the  last  few  paragraphs  was  penned, 
the  number  of  the  feathered  dwellers  on 
those  remote  northern  islets  has  been  very 
materially  reduced  owing  to  the  systematic 
persecution  to  which  they  have  been  sub- 
jected by  cockney  sportsmen  and  collectors, 
professional  and  private,  and  nothing  but  a 
more  strict  enforcement  of  the  Wild  Birds 
Protection  Acts  will,  it  is  to  be  feared,  save 
j  them  from  extermination. 
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among  the  grassy  tufts  that  flourish  there ; 
from  thence  to  half  way  down  is  the  space 
selected  by  the  auks,  while  in  the  remaining 
portion  are  located  the  guillemots  and  the 


It  is  therefore  sincerely  to  be  hoped  that 
my  young  readers  will  not  lend  their  aid  to 
the  bringing  about  of  such  an  undesirable 
end  as  the  extinction  of  creatures  that  are 
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not  only  beautiful  but  useful— and  I  employ 
the  latter  word  intentionally,  for  if  they  only 
added  to  the  charm  of  the  scene  by  their 
presence,  we  cannot  afford  to  spare  the  sea- 
side birds,  and  especially  the  various  gulls 
and  terns,  but  they  actually  do  service  to 
the  fishermen  by  pointing  out  the  position  of 
shoals  of  fish,  over  which  they  persistently 
hover,  and  when  a  rage  for  their  white 
breasts  was  current  a  few  years  ago  in  the 
millinery  world,  and  the  poor  kittiwakes, 
herring-gulls,  and  their  congeners  were 
practically  exterminated  round  the  shores  of 
the  Isle  of  Man,  the  Manx  fishermen  peti- 
tioned the  local  legislature  in  favour  of  their 


feathered  friends,  and  happily  were  able 
to  avert  the  doom  with  which  the  latter 
were  threatened  in  the  selfish  interests  of 
fashion. 

It  is,  however,  by  no  means  indispensable 
to  visit  the  outer  Hebrides  in  order  to  watch 
the  proceedings  of  our  sea-side  birds  when 
engaged  in  the  important  and  all-absorbing 
duties  of  incubation,  or  of  feeding  their  help- 
less young,  for  there  are  many  points  along 
the  coast  where,  by  aid  of  a  good  field  or 
even  an  ordinary  opera  glass,  their  domestic 
arrangements  can  be  watched  without  dis- 
turbing them,  and  numerous  points  of  interest 
noted,  and  doubtful  ones  cleared  up,  that 


without  the  help  of  a  binocular  could  never 
be  determined. 

I  shall  probably  be  asked  to  give  a  more 
definite  clue  to  the  breeding  places  of  which 
I  have  spoken,  but  I  think  it  better  not  to 
do  so,  not  that  I  distrust  the  boys,  but  there 
are  others  who  would  avail  themselves  of  the 
information  given  to  molest  the  birds  by 
stealing  their  eggs  and  young,  and  perhaps 
would  even  kill  the  parents  for  the  sake  of 
their  skins  ;  therefore,  all  things  considered, 
generalities  must  give  place  to  particulars, 
however  desirable  the  latter  might  be  under 
a  different  condition  of  things. 

( To  l;e  continueJ.) 


WHEN  we  speak  of  the  days  of  chivalry 
we  generally  mean  that  period  of  his- 
tory which  is  more  often  called  the  Middle 
Ages ;  but  when  we  speak  of  chivalry  in  its 
best  and  fullest  sense  we  mean  a  certain 
ideal  of  conduct  which  belongs  to  no  time  or 
place,  but  which  has  been  present  in  the 
world  so  long  as  the  human  race  has  existed. 

When  we  think  of  chivalry  in  the  first 
and  more  limited  sense,  brilhant  and  fasci- 
nating pictures  rise  before  our  mind's  eye. 
Through  dim  forest  paths  we  catch  glimpses 
of  solitary  knights-errant  riding  forth  on 
adventurous  quests ;  we  see  the  tapestried 
lists  thronged  with  gaily-decked  maidens, 
high-born  dames,  and  courtly  gentlemen,  and 
we  watch  with  them  the  breaking  of  many  a 
lance  for  the  honour  of  "  England,  Home 
and  Beauty  "  ;  or  our  hearts  beat  high  at  the 
sight  of  glittering  hosts  of  steel-clad  horse- 
men charging  with  levelled  lances  in  the 
forefront  of  the  battle. 
But 

'■  Tlie  knights  are  dust ; 

And  their  good  swords  are  rust ; 

Their  souls  are  with  the  saints,  we  trust ; " 

and  scenes  such  as  these  can  nov/  only  live 
in  the_  imagination.  In  this  sense,  the  days 
of  chivalry  have  passed  away,  never  to 
return. 

But  the  spirit  of  chivalry  can  never  pass. 

It  was  in  the  world  ennobling  the  minds 
and  purifying  the  hearts  of  men  long  before 
the  Middle  Ages  ;  and  it  has  gone  on  breath- 
ing the  same  influence  with  growing  power 
ever  since. 

It  has  been  said  that  chivalry  is  an  ideal 
of  conduct ;  and  this  ideal  mu^t  necessarily 
vary  according  to  the  time  in  which,  and  the 
people  among  whom,  it  exists.  Ideals  can 
only  be  judged  high  or  low  when  seen  in 
relation  to  the  culture  of  those  who  hold 
them.  The  chivalry  of  a  North-American 
Indian,  in  foregoing  vengeance  for  an  injury, 
is  undoubted  ;  whereas  the  same  forbearance 
on  the  part  of  a  New  Yorker  can  only  be 
regarded  as  one  of  the  commonest  duties  of 
civilisation. 

Looked  at  in  this  light,  we  .shall  see  that 
the  world  has  never  been  without  its  chival- 
rous souls. 

Chivalrous  in  the  highest  sense  was 
Lycurgus,  who,  having  made  a  code  of 
righteous  laws  for  Sparta,  started  on  a 
journey  after  exacting  an  oath  from  his 
countrymen  that  they  would  continue  his 
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rules  of  government  until  his  return  ;  and 
then,  far  away  from  home,  voluntarily  starved 
himself  to  death  in  the  hope  that  his  wise 
laws  would  be  lasting. 

In  reading  of  Curtius  the  Eoman,  we  may 
smile  at  the  story  of  the  armed  horseman's 
leap,  and  the  magical  closing  of  the  gap  in 
the  forum  ;  but  we  know  that  the  minds 
which  were  capable  of  believing  and  glorying 
in  such  a  tale  must  have  also  held  high  ideals 
of  patriotic  devotion. 

Professor  Morley  gives  an  instance  of 
chivalrous  conduct  which  is  worth  repeating 
here.  "  In  the  old  Gaelic  story  of  the  first 
appearance  of  their  people  in  Erin,  we  read 
how  the  Milesians  landed  unobserved, 
marched  upon  Tara,  and  called  on  the  three 
kings  of  the  Tuatha  de  Danaan,  who  held 
the  country,  to  surrender.  The  kings  an- 
swered that  they  had  been  taken  by  surprise, 
and  that  the  invaders  ought  to  re-embark, 
retire  nine  waves,  and  try  whether  they  could 
make  good  their  landing  in  fair  fight.  The 
Milesians  agreed  that  this  was  just,  and  did 
try  back.  We  are  not  bound  to  believe  that 
such  things  were  ever  done ;  mough  for  us 
that  there  is  the  temper  of  the  people  indicated 
by  the  character  of  its  inventions." 

In  this  way,  countless  instances  could  be 
gathered  from  fact  and  fable  indicating  the 
presence  of  the  chivalrous  ideal  in  the  minds  j 
of  men,  long  before  any  order  of  knighthood 
was  thought  of. 

Coming  down   to  the  so-called  Age  of 
Chivalry,  and  turning  the  glowing  pages  of 
its  contemporary  romances,  the  violence  of 
the  conflict  between  the  ideal  and  the  actual 
may  well  throw  the  mind  into  a  state  of 
doubt.    On  the  one  hand  we  have  the  high 
and  noble  theory  of  knightly  conduct  pre- 
sented to  us  in  solemn  vow  and  precept,  and 
sacred  symbolism  :  such  thoughts  did  these 
men  think.    On  the  other,  we  have  lives  of 
falsehood,   intrigue,  and   lawlessness,  por- 
trayed with  leniency  and  evident  admiration :  ! 
such  deeds  did  these  men  do.    How  are  the  I 
two  to  be  reconcile'd  ?    Some  writers  have  ! 
given  up  the  attempt  in  despair ;  and  we  | 
have  been  told  that  the  Age  of  Chivalry, 
under  its  gaudy  trappings,  was  rotten  at  the  ] 
core  ;  that  all   the  courtly  grace  and  the 
punctilious  rules  of  honour  were  but  the 
specious  masks  which  concealed  the  uncon- 
trolled vice  and  license  of  the  times. 

But  surely  such  a  judgment  is  superficial. 
It  must  be  remembered  that  a  dark  cloud 
shows  darker  against  a  bright  sky.    The  very 

{Tu  be  continued.) 


height  of  the  standard  of  honour  in  the  days 
of  chivalry  served  to  make  any  breaches  of 
its  law  more  conspicuous.  The  characters  of 
Tristram  and  Lancelot— despite  the  latter's 
matchless  prowess — show  in  dark  relief 
against  the  purity  of  a  Sir  Galahad  and  the 
saintliness  of  a  King  Arthur.  But  it  is  to 
Galahad  and  Arthur  that  we  must  look  for 
proof  of  the  survival  of  the  chivalrous  ideal. 
Tennyson  is  justified  by  Malory  himself  in 
making  Galahad  say : 

"ilfy  good  sword  carves  the  casques  of  men, 

Jly  tough  lauce  thrusteth  sure, 
5Iy  strength  is  as  the  strength  of  ten. 

Because  my  heart  is  pure." 

Nor  is  it  nineteenth-century  culture  and 
sentiment  that  speaks  in  his  description  of 
the  blameless  Arthur 

"  Wlio  reverenced  his  conscience  as  his  king ; 
"Whose  glory  was,  redressing  lurnian  wrong ; 
Who  spake  no  slander,  no,  nor  listened  to  it." 

Perhaps  a  careful  investigation  would 
reveal  the  fact  that  in  the  days  of  chivalry 
men  were  in  reality  much  the  same  as  they 
had  been  in  any  other  age  ;  but  we  must  not 
forget  one  great  debt  of  gratitude  which  the 
whole  civilised  world  owes  to  that  period. 
The  universal  profession  of  saintliness, 
purity,  and  courage,  so  emphasised  the 
chivalrous  ideal  on  the  minds  of  men,  that 
it  has  never  been  effaced.  Even  if  the 
theory  of  knighthood  had  never  been  carried 
into  effect,  it  is  so  noble  that  the  world  can- 
not do  without  it ;  and  generation  after  gen- 
eration must  still  strive,  after  its  own  fashion, 
to  make  it  true. 

That  the  knightly  ideal  is  still  cherished — 
that  the  possibilities  of  chivalry  are  still 
within  the  reach  of  all,  might  easily  be 
proved  by  many  "modern  instances,"  did 
space  permit.  It  is  enough  here  to  say  that 
the  world  must  grow  very  old  before  the 
enthusiasm  for  truth,  and  beauty,  and 
honour,  passes  away  ;  and  while  this  sur- 
vives, the  chivalrous  ideal  will  be  kept 
bright. 

Our  hope  is  sure  ;  for  the  world  is  not  yet 
old.  Let  us  take  Lewis  Morris's  word  for 
it : 

'■  For  while  a  youth  is  lost  in  soaring  thought. 
Anil  while  a  maid  grows  sweet  and  beautiful. 
And  while  a  spring-tide  coming  lights  the  earth, 
And  wliile  a  child,  ami  while  a  flower  is  born. 
And  while  one  wronor  cries  for  redress  and  finds 
A  soul  to  answer,  still  the  world  is  young." 
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EiaffllffG  AND  RIGS.— (See  page  572.) 
By  W.  J.  Gordon. 


THOUGH  steam  is  now  the  pride  of  the  ocean, 
there  are  a  few  points  in  which  its  advan- 
tages over  sail  have  not  been  great  enough 
to  crowd  out  the  clippers  ;  and  in  the  Aus- 
tralasian and  other  long  voyage  trades  the 
sailing  ship  is  far  from  obsolete. 

A  drawing  of  one  of  these  clippers,  all  of 
the  modern  time,  with  a  few  sketches  of 
other  characteristic  British  vessels,  affords 
an  opportunity  for  saying  something  about 
a  ship's  rigging,  and  thereby  apparently 
meeting  the  wishes  of  a  large  number  of  the 
present  readers  of  the  "Boy's  Own  Paper," 
to  whom  its  second  volume  is  not  available. 
In  that  volume  diagrams  of  standing  rigging, 
running  rigging,  spars  and  sails,  were  given, 
to  which  reference  should  be  made  for  the 
identification  of  minor  details.  But  we  can 
get  on  very  well  here  as  regards  the  main 
points  with  the  very  accurate  picture  Mr. 
Coish  has  given  us. 

Let  it  be  clearly  understood,  however,  that 
we  are  dealing  with  one  particular  class  of 
ship,  and  that  all  ships  are  not  rigged  exactly 
alike.  There  is  a  general  notion  that  a  full- 
rigged  ship  is  of  the  same  pattern  all  the 
world  over ;  and  this  notion  has  been  sup- 
ported by  the  diagrams  usually  published 
which  have  taken  a  warship  as  an  example. 

Now  a  man-of-war  has  an  enormous  crew, 
compared  to  a  merchant  vessel,  and  her 
rigging  is  set  up  accordingly.  The  things 
that  are  done  on  a  man-of-war  in  spar-drill 
make  a  merchant-sailor's  hair  stand  on  end. 
Just  fancy  a  clipper's  men  shifting  a  fore- 
topmast  in  man-o'-war  style  !  The  rigging 
of  a  merchantman  is  designed  for  a  much 
smaller  crew  to  get  along  with,  and  in  many 
respects  differs  from  that  of  the  ships  turned 
out  from  the  royal  dockyards  ;  and  this  we 
shall  see  in  the  course  of  our  rjmark^. 

Complicated  as  a  ship's  rigging  may  look, 
it  becomes  intelligible  enough  when  attacked 
in  detail.  There  are  three  ma?ts  and  the 
bowsprit,  which  is  simply  the  old  bowmast 
that  has  gradually  increased  its  angle  until 
it  is  now  almost  horizontal.  These  four 
spars  are  built  into  the  ship,  and  all  the 
other  spars  and  the  rigging  and  sails  are 
fixed  on  to  them.  The  three  masts,  known 
also  as  the  lower-masts,  are  the  foremast, 
mainmast,  and  mizenmast,  and  each  of  these 
carries  two  masts  by  way  of  continuations. 
Thus  we  have  foretopmast,  maintopmast, 
and  mizentopmast,  and  over  them  foretop- 
gallantmast,  maintopgallantmast,  and  mizen- 
topgallant  mast.  The  part  of  the  topgallant- 
mast  above  the  topgallant-rigging,  which  we 
shall  identify  in  a  minute  or  so,  is  called  the 
royal-mast  or  royal-pole,  and  the  continua- 
tion above  the  royal-rigging,  if  any,  is  the 
skysail-pole.  Answering  to  the  topmasts  on 
the  three  masts  is  the  jibboom  on  the  bow- 
sprit, and  in  continuation  of  that  the  flying 
jibboom.  The  jibboom  and  flying  jibboom 
are  generally  in  one  spar,  as  are  the  top- 
gallantmast,  royal-pole,  and  skysail-pole, 
but  sometimes  they  are  fitted  into  each  other 
on  much  the  same  principle  as  a  fishing-rod, 
and  in  some  of  the  newer  ships,  bow.sprit, 
jibboom,  and  flying  jibboom  are  all  one  steel 
3par.  Crossing  the  mast  are  the  yards.  On  the 
mainmast  we  have,  beginning  below,  main- 
yard,  lower  maintopsail-yard,  upper  main- 
topsail-yard,  lower  maintopgallantsail-yard, 
upper  maintopgallantsail-yard,  main  royal- 
yard,  and  skysail-yard ;  on  the  foremast  we 
have  the  fore-yard,  then  the  topsail-yards, 
topgallantsail-yards,  and  royal ;  and  on  the 
mizenmast  we  have  a  similar  series  of  yards, 
beginning  with  the  mizen  or  cro'jack. 
To  digress  for  a  moment,  we  may  as  well 


say  that  in  the  earlier  days  of  George  nr., 
and,  indeed,  up  to  the  close  of  the  last  cen- 
tury, in  very  old  ships,  there  was  no  sail 
hung  on  this  lower  yard  of  the  mizenmast, 
it  having  been  introduced  only  for  setting 
the  mizen  topsail ;  and  instead  of  the  gaff' 
spanker  we  now  have  there  was  a  huge  lateen 
sail  which  extended  some  distance  forward 
of  the  mast  and  worked  under  this  yard. 
This  lateen  was  the  crossjack  or  cro'jack. 
When  the  gafl'  came  in,  the  projecting  corner 
of  the  lateen  disappeared  so  as  to  make  room 
for  the  sail  hanging  from  this  lower  yard, 
and  the  yard  took  the  name  of  the  old  lateen 
boom.  As  representing,  then,  the  after  half 
of  this  huge  boom,  we  have  the  modern  gaff', 
set  at  the  same  angle  as  the  boom  used  to 
be  ;  and  at  the  foot  of  the  sail  hung  on  this 
gaff,  now  called  a  spencer,  or  spanker,  from 
the  original  inventor,  we  have  the  spanker 
boom,  the  same  sort  of  thing  as  we  should 
call  the  mainboom  were  the  vessel  a  fore- 
and-aft  yacht. 

Each  mast  is  held  in  its  place  by  stays 
and  backstays.  The  stays  reach  from  the 
mast-heads  to  the  centre  line  of  the  ship 
forwards ;  and  the  backstays  come  down  to 
the  sides  of  the  ship,  just  behind  the  masts. 
The  stays  and  backstays  are  named  from  the 
mast-head  from  which  they  descend.  Thus 
the  forestay  comes  from  the  foremast-head 
to  the  bows  ;  the  foretopmast-stay  from  the 
foretopmast-head  to  the  bowsprit-head ;  the 
foretopgallant-stay  from  tlie  foretopgallant- 
rigging  to  the  jibboom-head  ;  and  the  fore- 
royal-stay  from  the  top  of  the  royal  mast  to 
the  end  of  the  flying  jibboom. 

From  the  bowsprit-head  to  the  vessel's 
cutwater  runs  the  bobstay,  generally  of  chain, 
which  takes  the  pull  of  the  foretopmast-stay  ; 
and  from  the  bowsprit-head  there  hangs  the 
spar  known  as  the  dolphin-striker,  to  give  the 
purchase  for  continuing  the  pull  of  the  fore- 
topgallant  and  fore-royal  stays  round  to  the 
cutwater ;  so  that  really  all  the  staying  starts 
from  the  hull,  as  does  the  backstay-staying. 

Round  the  lower  mastheads  are  platforms 
called  tops ;  and  round  the  topmast-heads 
are  skeleton  platforms  called  crosstrees. 
These  platforms  are  required  not  only  to 
take  the  lower  ends  of  the  topmast  and  top- 
gallant rigging,  but  also  to  enable  the  crew  to 
strike  and  get  up  the  masts  and  yards  and 
work  the  sails.  The  crosstrees  are  fitted 
with  outriggers  pointing  outwards  aft  to 
enable  the  topgallant-backstays  to  give  a 
better  support  to  the  topgallantmast  than 
they  otherwise  would  do. 

Besides  stays  and  backstays  the  masts 
have  "  shrouds  "  to  strengthen  them.  The 
topgallant  shrouds  come  from  the  head  of 
the  topgallant-rigging  to  the  crosstrees,  the 
topmast  shrouds  come  from  the  hounds  just 
under  the  crosstrees  to  the  top  ;  and  the  main, 
fore  or  mizen  shrouds,  as  the  case  may  be, 
come  from  just  under  the  tops  to  the  vessel's 
side.  To  take  the  pull  off  the  tops,  the 
shrouds  are  continued  round  to  the  mast  as 
"  futtock  "  shrouds,  on  the  same  principle  as 
the  foretopmast-stay  finds  its  continuation 
in  the  bobstay. 

The  shrfluds  are  "  rattled  down,"  that  is  to 
say,  thin  lines  are  fastened  across  them  to 
make  a  ladder  for  the  men  to  go  aloft.  These 
lines  are  the  "  rattle-lines,"  or  "  ratlines." 
The  foremost  shroud  of  the  lower  rigging  has 
only  a  "catch  ratline,"  that  is,  one  ratline 
in  about  six  continued  to  the  shroud  that  lies 
furthest  forward.  And  this  is  one  of  the 
signs  by  which  you  can  tell  a  man-of-war 
from  a  merchantman,  for  in  warships  the 
catch  ratline  is  on  the   aftermost  shroud 


instead  of  on  the  foremost.  In  a  man-of-war, 
too,  the  topgallant-rigging  is  never  rattled 
down,  as  a  Jacob's  ladder  leads  from  the  top- 
gallantmasthead  down  to  the  crosstrees ; 
but  this  Jacob's  ladder  arrangement  is  found 
in  many  clippers.  Another  detail  in  which 
a  man-of-war  differs  from  a  merchantman  is 
in  the  rigging  of  the  bowsprit,  the  man-of-war 
generally  having  whiskers,  and  the  merchant- 
man taking  the  pull  of  the  shroud  direct  from 
the  forecastle  along  the  catheads,  the  whiskers 
being  the  spars  across  the  bowsprit,  which 
take  the  purchase  of  the  bowsprit  shrouds 
as  the  dolphin -striker  takes  the  purchase  of 
the  stays.  And  there  are  other  differences, 
particularly  in  the  forepart  of  the  ship  ;  and 
all  men-of-war  are  not  alike,  for  every  dock- 
yard clothes  the  bowsprit  in  a  different  way, 
so  that  you  can  tell  a  Chatham  ship  from  a 
Portsmouth  one  and  so  on. 

On  each  mast  the  lower  yard,  lower  top- 
sail-yard, and  lower  topgallantsail-yard  do 
not  hoist  up  and  down  ;  the  others  do.  The 
"  lifts "  by  which  the  yard  is  hung  and 
"topped"  run  from  the  yardarms — the  ends 
of  the  yards — to  the  head  of  the  mast  which 
the  yard  crosses.  From  the  yardarms  also 
come  the  "  braces,"  by  means  of  which  the 
yards  are  swung  so  as  to  set  the  sails  at  the 
proper  angle.  These  braces  come  down  to 
the  ship's  sides,  or  to  the  heads  of  the  masts 
fore  and  aft  of  those  on  which  the  yard  is 
swung;  all  the  mizen-braces  working  on 
the  mainmast ;  the  maintopgallant,  main- 
royal,  and  skysail-braces  working  on  the 
mizenmast ;  and  the  foretopgallant  and 
fore-royal  braces,  working  on  the  mainmast, 
as  is  clearly  shown  in  our  illustration.  The 
j'ards  and  jibboom  and  flying  jibboom  are 
fitted  with  foot-ropes  for  the  men  to  stand  on. 

The  sails  on  the  lower  yards  are  the  fore- 
sail, mainsail  and  cro'jack,  or,  as  they  are 
often  called,  fore-course,  main-course,  and 
mizen-course :  the  course  being  the  sail,  just 
as  a  sheet  is  a  rope  and  not  a  piece 
of  canvas.  Above  the  courses  come  the 
lower  topsails,  above  them  the  upper  top- 
sails, above  them  the  lower  topgallant-sails, 
then  tl;e  upper  topgallant-sails,  then  the 
royals  and,  on  the  mainmast,  the  skysail, 
though  sometimes  there  are  skysails  to  all 
masts,  and  over  the  main  skysail  comes  a 
"  scraper  "  or  moonraker.  On  the  outer 
edges  of  the  plainsails  come  the  studding- 
sails  spread  on  booms.  In  our  illustration 
the  vessel  has  set  her  fore-studdingsail,  her 
fore-topmast  studdingsail,  and  her  fore-top- 
gallant studdingsail — studdingsail  being  pro 
nounced  stu'nsail,  just  as  topgallantsail  is 
telescoped  into  topgantsail.  A  man-of-war 
sets  her  stu'nsails  abaft  the  sail  at  their 
side  ;  a  merchantman  sets  hers  "  before  all," 
that  is,  in  front  of  the  adjacent  sail,  as  shown 
in  our  illustration. 

That  part  of  a  squaresail  which  is  secured 
to  the  yard  is  the  "  head,"  the  lower  part  is 
the  "  foot,"  the  outer  edge  is  the  "  leech," 
the  two  lower  corners  ai'e  the  "  clews,"  the 
middle  of  the  sail  when  furled  is  the  "  bunt." 
The  "  sheet  "  pulls  the  sail  out  to  its  full 
extent  down  to  the  yard  below,  the  clewlines 
and  buntlines  bring  it  up  under  the  yard  for 
furling.  The  courses,  having  no  yards  be- 
low them,  have  both  "tack"  and  "sheet," 
the  tack  enabling  the  clew  of  the  sail  to  be 
taken  forward,  and  the  sheet  enabling  it  to 
be  taken  aft.  The  clewlines  for  these  sails 
are  double,  and  are  called  clewgarnets.  A 
glance  at  the  picture  will  show  the  clew- 
garnets  and  clewlines  coming  down  to  the 
corners,  and  the  buntlines  coming  straight 
down  the  sails. 

[The- 
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The  sails  along  the  centre  line  of  the  ship 
are  the  fore-and-aft  sails :  these  are  the 
triangular  jibs,  staysails,  and  trysails,  and 
the  trapezoidal  spanker  we  have  already 
mentioned,  which  sometimes  has  a  gaff  top- 
sail over  it,  and  a  "  Jenrmj'  Green  "  beneath 
it,  and  more  often  a  "  ringtail  "  behind  it,  as 
shown  in  oar  figure.  The  Jemmy  Green  is  a 
sort  of  spanker-course,  as  it  were,  it  being 
laced  to  the  boom  and  secured  as  close  to 
the  deck  as  possible.  The  sail  sometimes 
mistaken  forit  is  the  old  "spritsail,"  which  was 
hung  under  the  bowsprit.  "  Watersails,"  by 
the  way,  are  not  carried  now ;  they  used  to 
be  set  below  the  lower  booms,  but,  as  we  have 
seen,  there  are  now  no  lower  booms,  the  lower 
stu'nsails  being  triangular,  like  the  staysails. 

These  staysails  take  their  names  from  the 
stays  on  which  they  run.  Working  from 
the  deck  upwards,  the  clipper  we  show  is 
flying  her  mizen  staysail,  her  mizen  topmast- 
staysail,  her  mizen  topgallantmast  staysail, 
and  her  mizen  royal-staysail ;  and  she  has  a 
similar  series  on  the  main.  But  on  the  fore 
we  have  the  headsails.  The  extreme  outer 
one  we  cannot  see ;  it  comes  down  from  the 
fore-royal  and  ends  half-way  down,  being  a 
mere  "kite":  it  is  called  the  "jib  topsail." 
The  outer  one  we  can  see  is  the  "  fiying  jib," 
on  the  flying  jibboom.  Then  come  the 
"outer  jib"  and  the  "inner  jib"  and  the 
"  foretopmast  staysail."  The  "  trysails  "  are 
gaff  or  jib-headed  sails  sometimes  carried  on 
the  fore  and  main,  as  the  spanker  is  carried  on 
the  mizen.  The  gaff  is  held  up  by  the  throat 
and  peak  halliards,  and  kept  in  position  by 
"vangs,"  which  come  down  to  the  rail  as 
shown.  The  spanker  is  sheeted  home,  not 
by  a  sheet  but  by  an  "  outhaul,"  and  kept  in 
position,  not  by  a  "  brace ' '  but  by  the  "  sheet," 
and  thereby  differs  from  the  squaresails. 

It  will  be  noticed  how  neat  and  clean  the 
ship  is.  There  is  nothing  outside  to  catch 
the  wash  of  the  sea  or  check  the  speed.  The 
boat's  davits  and  the  dead-eyes  of  the  lower 
rigging  are  all  inside  the  bulwarks.  The 
cables  have  been  unshackled  and  stowed  in 
the  lockers  below,  and  the  hawsepipes  are  all 
plugged  ;  the  anchors  are  all  inboard ;  and 
everything  that  could  possibly  act  as  a  brake 
on  her  is  removed. 

Several  large  vessels  now  have  four  masts, 
or  even  five,  in  which  case  they  are  called 
"  four-masters,"  or  "  five-masters,"  as  the 
case  may  be.  In  No.  2  of  our  plate  we  have  a 
four-master,  in  which  case,  as  all  the  masts 
are  square-rigged,  the  names  are  bowmast, 
foremast,  main,  and  mizen.  If  the  aftermost 
mast  had  not  been  square-rigged  the  order 
would  have  been  foremast,  main,  mizen,  and 
jigger.  In  some  four-masters  the  masts  are 
named  fore,  first-main,  second-main,  and 
mizen;  and  in  five-masters  we  often  get  this 
duplication  of  one  or  two  of  the  masts,  and 
some  of  them  are  content  to  merely  number 
the  masts  as  first  mast,  second  mast,  third 
mast,  etc. ;  while  one  American  ship  we 
know  of  was  actually  worked  with  a  mast, 
B  mast,  0  mast,  etc.,  which  is  probably  a 
curiosity  in  seamanship. 

Should  the  vessel  be  three-masted  and 
have  yards  only  on  the  two  front  masts,  she 
is  a  "barque,"  as  in  Fig.  3— and,  by  the  way, 
the  spanker  of  a  barque  is  her  "mizen"; 
should  she  have  yards  only,  as  the  foremast, 
she  is  a  "  barquentine,"  as  in  Fig.  4  ;  should 
she  be  a  two-master,  and  have  yards  on  both, 
she  is  a  "brig,"  as  in  Fig.  5;  should  she 
have  yards  on  the  foremast  only,  as  in  Fig.  6, 
she  is  a  "  brigantine." 

With  regard  to  this,  however,  a  few  words 
of  explanation  are  necessary.  A  century  or 
so  ago,  a  favourite  rig  was  the  "snow," 
pronounced  so  as  to  rhyme  to  "  now."  The 
snow  was  a  barque  with  a  lateen  mizen,  or 
rather  a  brig  with  the  "  driver,"  a  lateen  one, 
on  a  jigger  mast,  just  a  little  abaft  the  main- 


mast. When  this  jigger  was  abolished  the 
sail  retained  its  lateen  shape,  got  on  to 
the  mainmast,  and  became  what  we  may 
call  a  main  cro'jack,  thereby  rendering  a 
square  mainsail  impossible.  When  the  cro'- 
jack was  replaced  by  a  gaff,  the  larger 
vessels'  started  the  square  mainsail,  and 
became  "  brigs,"  while  the  smaller  kept  the 
spanker  as  their  mainsail  and  became  "  bri- 
gantines,"  so  that  a  genuine  old  brigantine 
is  a  brig  without  a  square  mainsail.  Soon, 
however,  vessels  appeared  with  no  yards 
at  all  on  their  mainmasts,  and  these  were 
called  "  hermaphrodite  brigs,"  and  were 
found  to  be  so  handy  that  they  crowded  the 
old  brigantines  off  the  sea  and  took  their 
name. 

But  here  a  qualification  must  come  in. 
Look  at  Fig.  9.  You  will  see  a  two-masted 
vessel  also  with  yards  on  her  foremast,  and 
none  on  her  main.  She  is  a  "  topsail- 
schooner."  In  what  does  she  differ  from  the 
brigantine  ?  The  brigantine  has  a  foremast 
of  three  spars  from  the  old  snow,  and  a 
mainmast  of  two  from  the  hermaphrodite, 
the  topsail-schooner  has  both  foremast  and 
mainmast  of  two  spars,  and  the  foresail  on  a 
gaff  instead  of  on  a  yard,  and  in  other  ways 
is  different,  but  a  glance  at  the  foremast  is 
enough  to  distinguish  her  from  a  brigantine. 

A  "  three-masted  schooner  "  has  only  lower 
masts  and  topmasts,  and  each  mast  is  rigged 
for  fore-and-aft  sails,  but  more  often  than 
not  these  vessels  carry  yards  at  the  fore,  and 
sometimes  at  the  main.  In  Fig.  7  we  have 
a  three-masted  schooner  with  a  short  mizen- 
mast ;  in  Fig.  8  we  have  one  with  a  tall 
mizenmast,  but  in  these  eases  the  height  of 
the  mizenmast  makes  no  difference  in  the 
name  of  the  rig  or  of  the  mast.  Of  the 
ordinary  fore-and-aft  schooner  we  have  a 
representative  in  Fig.  10. 

With  the  "  ketch  "  in  Fig.  11  we  begin 
what  has  been  called  the  mast-and-a-half 
division  of  sailing  vessels.  The  tall  mast  is 
the  mainmast,  the  short  mast  is  the  mizen  ; 
some  ketches  carry  square  sails  on  the  main, 
some  carry  a  topsail  on  the  mizen,  the 
distinctive  mark  of  the  ketch  being  that  the 
mizen  is  a  pole-mast,  and  stepped  in  front 
of  the  stern-post.  If  the  mizen  be  stepped 
abaft  the  stern-post,  the  vessel  becomes  a 
"  dandy  "  or  "  yawl,"  as  in  Fig.  12. 

In  Fig.  13  we  have  got  rid  of  the  mizen 
altogether,  and  have  a  cutter,  and  in  Fig.  U 


we  have  a  sloop  of  the  old  rig,  the  difference 
between  the  two  being  that  the  cutter  has 
two  headsails,  the  jib  and  foresail,  while  the 
sloop  has  but  one,  the  foresail.  In  our  illus- 
tration the  sloop  has  a  standing  bowsprit, 
while  the  cutter  has  a  running  one  ;  but  this 
distinction  is  not  essential;  indeed  the  words 
cutter  and  sloop  have  begun  to  be  used  indis- 
criminately, except,  perhaps,  that  a  cutter  is 
for  pleasure  and  a  sloop  for  trade,  the  con- 
fusion being  chiefly  due  to  the  Americans 
having  retained  the  name  sloop  for  the 
vessels  they  now  rig  as  cutters.  In  Fig.  15 
we  have  the  cutter  reduced  to  the  "  Una." 
Headsails  and  topsail  have  gone,  and  the 
single  sail  remains  on  the  mast,  which  is 
stepped  as  far  forward  as  possible.  The 
Una  is  the  last  of  the  gaffs. 

In  Fig.  16  we  have  a  sample  of  the  sprit- 
sail  rig  in  a  Thames  barge.  The  gaff  is  at 
the  head  of  the  sail,  and  works  on  the  mast 
in  cheeks ;  the  sprit  runs  diagonally  across 
the  sail,  and  is  hung  on  to  the  mast  in  what  is 
practically  a  loop  and  lashing.  This  barge 
has  also  what  looks  like  a  mizen,  but  it  is 
fixed  on  to  the  rudder,  and  is  known  as  a 
"jigger."  Sometimes  the  barge's  jigger  is 
triangular,  like  the  yawl's  mizen,  but  the 
shape  makes  no  difference  in  the  name. 

In  Fig.  17  we  leave  the  sprits  for  the  lugs. 
The  lug  is  the  old  sail  of  the  Norsemen,  who 
did  not  sling  their  yards  in  the  middle  in  the 
way  shown  by  ignorant  monks  and  needle- 
women. The  head  and  foot  of  a  Norseman's 
sail  were  not  parallel,  though  the  slope  was 
not  so  great  as  we  have  made  it  now.  There 
are  two  kinds  of  lugs,  "  dipping "  and 
"  standing."  The  dipping  lug  has  a  great 
part  of  the  sail  beyond  the  mast,  so  that 
when  a  tack  has  to  be  made,  the  sail  has  to 
be  lowered,  dipped  round  the  mast,  and  re- 
hoisted  ;  the  standing  lug  projects  very  little 
beyond  this  mast  and  does  not  require  to  be 
lowered  when  tacking.  Fishing  boats  along 
the  south  coast  are  nearly  all  rigged  with  a 
dipping  lug  for  the  mainsail  and  a  standing 
lug  for  the  mizen,  and  they  have  also  a 
jib,  while  some  of  them  carry  topsails  over 
the  lugs.  Luggers  may  carry  any  number  of 
masts,  but  as  a  rule  they  have  two ;  some 
have  a  gaff  mizen.  When  the  foot  of  the 
lug  is  lashed  to  a  boom,  it  is  said  to  be 
"  balanced."  But  enough  for  the  present  of 
rigging  and  rigs. 

(the  end.) 


SOME  TOYS  WORKED  BY  ELECTRICITY. 

By  E.  a.  E.  Bennett,  b.a.  oxon., 

Author  of'IIou'  to  male  an  Induction  Coil"  "Electric  Lights,"  "How  to  make  a  small  Dynamo,"  etc.,  etc. 


THE  ELECTEIC 

WE  can  now  proceed  to  fasten  all  the  parts 
together.  We  must  have  a  piece  of  hard 
wood  for  the  base,  about  3  5  inches  by  3  inches 
and  I  inch  thick.  On  this  the  magnet  has 
to  be  fastened  by  its  support  being  screwed 
firmly  down.  In  front  of  it  the  armature 
has  to  be  fastened  at  such  a  height  as  to  be 
exactly  in  front  of  the  poles  of  the  magnet. 
The  relative  positions  of  the  parts  are  shown 
in  fig.  5,  so  I  do  not  think  a  detailed  account 
of  their  exact  positions  on  the  base  is  at  all 
necessary. 

There  is,  however,  one  piece  of  the  me- 
chanism in  the  figure  to  which  I  have  not  in- 
troduced you,  this  is  the  contact-screw,  shown 
at  c.  To  make  this  we  take  a  piece  of  brass 
about  1 J  inch  long,  i  inch  broad,  and  rather 
less  than  |-  inch  thick,  and  bend  it  at  right 
angles,  so  that  one  leg  is  one  inch  long 


DRUM  {continued). 

and  the  other  h  inch.  Now  in  the  part  that 
is  i  inch  have  to  be  drilled  three  holes  to 
fasten  it  with  nails  or  screws  to  the  base. 
The  other  part  one  inch  long  will  then  stand 
erect,  but  before  fastening  in  its  place  we  put 
it  to  stand  in  front  of  the  magnet  and  mark 
a  point  which  is  exactly  on  a  level  with  the 
piece  of  platinum  foil  on  the  spring  when  the 
spring  and  magnet  are  fixed  in  position.  A 
hole  has  now  to  be  drilled  through  that  point 
and  tapped  to  admit  a  brass  screw  with 
a  milled  head.  If  you  can't  do  this,  buy  one 
of  Perry's  penny  paper-fasteners  and  fix  the 
piece  in  which  the  screw  works  to  the  front 
of  the  hole,  so  that  the  screw  will  work 
through  it.  The  point  of  the  screw  has  now 
to  be  cut  off  and  a  very  small  piece  of  plati- 
num wire  fixed  at  the  end.  This  wire  will 
now  come  in  contact  with  the  platinum  foil 
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on  the  spring  when  the  brass  support  is 
fixed  in  a  certain  position  on  the  base,  and  it 
is  now  to  be  fixed  in  that  position  with  screws 
or  nails.  It  should  be  so  fixed  that  when 
the  screw  is  turned  till  it  is  nearly  out  of  its 
hole  the  wire  is  just  out  of  contact  with  the 


would  do  all  this  if  the  armature  stood  still, 
but,  of  course,  when  the  cores  become  magnets 
they  attract  the  armature,  which  instantly 
moves  towards  them  ;  this  breaks  the  circuit, 
the  sprmg  moving  off  the  platinum  point  of 
the  screw,  and  the  armature  springs  back 
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platinum  foil  on  the  spring.  It  is  now 
evident  that  by  turning  the  screw  one  way 
you  make  the  spring  vibrate  more  rapidly, 
and  by  turning  it  the  other  way  its  efforts 
are  relaxed. 

Those  who  would  like  an  illustration  of  the 
contact-screw  will  find  one  in  number  535  of 
"  B.O.P."  (for  April  13,  1889)  in  the  descrip- 
tion of  the  Induction  coil. 

The  contact-breaker  screw  having  been 
fixed  in  its  place,  and  the  support  of  the 
spring  also  fixed  as  at  t  in  the  diagram 
(fig.  5)— by  screws  through  the  base  into  the 
iron,  if  it  is  made  of  iron,  or  by  nails  or 
screws  through  it  into  the  base  if  of  wood- 
all  the  parts  are  now  together,  and  all  that 
remains  to  be  done  is  to  make  the  necessary 
connections.  One  wire  that  comes  from  the 
magnet  is  to  be  joined  (soldered,  if  possible) 
to  the  spring  at  h  in  the  picture,  the  other 
wire  is  left  loose.  To  the  brass  support  of 
the  contact  screw  we  solder  another  piece  of 
wire.  Now  this  piece  of  wire  is  connected 
with  the  zinc  of  the  battery  and  the  other 
(coming  from  the  coil  of  the  magnet)  with 
the  carbon  of  the  battery.    What  happens  ? 

The  electricity  passes  along  the  wire  x,  we 
will  say,  and  round  the  magnet  coils,  thus 
turning  the  cores  into  magnets.  It  then 
goes  down  the  other  wire  to  h,  up  the  brass 
spring,  along  the  screw,  and  down  by  the 
brass  support  to  the  other  wire,  by  which  it 
returns  to  the  battery.    That  is  to  say,  it 


agam,  which  makes  the  circuit  complete  and 
the  magnet  attracts  it  again,  and  so  on.  The 
object  of  the  spring  is  to  get  a  good  deal  of 
vibration,  and  it  and  the  screw  should  be  so 
adjusted  that  although  the  armature  is  close 
enough  to  the  magnet  to  make  it  certain  to 
"go  off"  directly  it  is  meant  to  do  so,  yet 
there  may  be  as  much  scope  for  the  spring 
to  work  with  elasticity  as  possible. 

We  have  now  completed  the  electrical  part 
of  the  business,  but  a  slightly  necessary  part 
of  the  apparatus  has  yet  to  be  obtained— viz. 
the  drum  !  You  can  easily  make  a  drum  if 
you  like,  by  taking  a  broad  piece  of  tin, 
twisting  it  round  to  form  a  hoop,  and  cover- 
ing the  ends  with  parchment  strained  tightly 
over  them.  However,  I  should  certainly  not 
do  so,  for  there  can  hardly  be  any  spot,  I 
should  think,  which  boasts  of  a  toy-shop  at 
all,  where  drums  cannot  be  procured  !  For 
one  shilling  you  can  get  a  very  superior 
drum,  just  about  the  right  size :  if  you  like 
to  get  a  bigger  one  and  make  the  mechanical 
part  bigger,  you  will,  of  course,  be  rewarded 
by  more  noise. 

Now,  suppose  you  have  got  a  shilling  toy- 
drum,  you  must  proceed  to  take  off  one  end. 
If  you  look  at  the  construction  of  the  drum 
you  will  find  (at  least  it  is  the  case  with  my 
own,  and  I  have  not  seen  any  that  are 
differently  made)  that  by  cutting  one  of  the 
double  strings  that  fasten  the  wood  hoops  at 
the  top  and   bottom  together,   and  then 


loosening  all  tlie  other  strings  with  your 
fingers,  the  wooden  hoop  at  one  end  will 
come  right  off,  if  the  nails  fastening  the  ends 
together  are  taken  out,  and  that  then  the 
inner  hoop  on  which  the  parchment  is 
stretched  will  also  come  off,  and  leave  that 
side  of  the  drum  open.  Now  this  is  simply 
grand  for  our  purpose,  for  when  we  have  ar- 
ranged our  little  dodges  inside  the  drum  we 
can  put  on  all  the  hoops  again,  replace  the 
one  doubled  string,  and  no  one  will  be  an 
atom  the  wiser.  If  you  could  get  off  the  side 
without  breaking  any  strings  it  would  save 
the  trouble  of  replacing  any,  but  I  am  afraid 
that  is  hardly  possible.  However,  off  conies 
the  side  of  our  drum  and  what  is  to  be  done 
next  ?  Well,  the  "  beater  "  must  be  put  bodily 
inside  the  drum,  just  so  close  to  the  parch- 
ment side  that  was  not  taken  off  that  the 
wooden  head  of  the  drumstick  touches  it 
when  attracted  by  the  magnet.  You  can 
easily  find  the  right  place  in  actual  practice 
by  setting  the  beater  going  and  finding  the 
spot  inside  the  drum  where  it  kicks  up  the 
most  racket  when  working.  It  must  not  be 
too  close  or  it  will  hinder  the  vibration,  and 
we  want  the  hammer  to  go  off  instanter  wheij 
required.  The  beater  is  fixed  to  the  side  of 
the  drum  with  its  side  marked  z  in  the  figure 
(5)  downwards.  It  is  easily  fastened  there 
by  making  two  holes  in  the  wood  (in  the 
thickness  of  it)  and  two  corresponding  holes 
in  the  metal  side  of  the  drum,  and  then 
screwing  it  down  in  its  proper  place.  Two 
holes  are  to  be  made  in  the  side  of  the  drum 
and  two  ornamental  bits  of  silk-covered 
flexible  copper  conductor  let  through ;  they 
can  be  secured  by  simply  tying  knots  inside 
the  drum,  and  the  copper  ends  are  now  to  be 
fastened,  one  to  the  wire  x  and  the  other  to 
the  wire  k  from  the  contact  screw  support. 
Having  done  all  this  and  made  sure  that  the 
beater  works  when  the  ends  of  the  flexible 
cord  outside  the  drum  are  connected  with 
the  battery,  we  seal  up  our  drum  again  and 
that  is  then  concluded. 

Now  as  to  fixing  it  up,  I  think  I  may 
fairly  assume  that  you  know  how  to  make  it 
work  by  an  ordinary  battery  and  a  "  press." 
It  is  only  necessary  to  run  a  double  wire  from 
battery  to  press  and  from  press  to  drum,  one 
wire  of  the  double  conductor  being  fastened 
to  the  carbon  end  of  the  battery  and  the 
other  to  the  zinc  end,  and  the  other  end  of 
one  wire  to  one  of  the  wires  coining  from 
the  drum.  The  other  wire  coming  from  the 
drum  is  then  joined  to  the  bottom  conductor 
of  the  "press,"  and  the  upper  conductor  of 
the  "press"  is  joined  to  the  other  wire  of 
the  double  conductor  that  goes  to  the  battery. 
It  is  all  very  easy  to  understand  if  you  follow 
the  course  of  the  current  and  consider  that  it 
has  to  pass  through  the  drum  and  the  press 
when  the  latter  is  pushed  down,  and  be 
stopped  when  it  is  left  to  spring  up  again. 

But  a  more  magical  arrangement  can  be 
made  with  the  drum,  and  I  think  it  is  well 
worth  while  to  do  it,  if  merely  for  the  fun  of 
mystifying  people.  The  drum  is  going  to  be 
suspended  by  the  flexible  cords,  therefore 
let  them  be  the  same  length,  and  cutting  off 
all  the  coverings  at  the  end  of  each,  fasten  a 
brass  "eye  "  to  the  copper,  twisting  the  wire 
well  round  the  bottom  of  the  eye.  Now  wind 
silk  of  the  same  colour  as  the  rest  all  round 
the  join,  so  that  the  connection  of  wire  and 
eye  is  completely  hidden,  and  the  eye  appears 
merely  fastened  to  the  flexible  cord  as  a 
means  of  suspending  the  drum.  Now  we 
want  to  construct  a  hook  to  which  the  drum 
can  be  hung. 

(To  be  conlimied.) 
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SODIUM. 

By  Feed  Edmonds, 

Author  of  "  Lai/s  of  School  Life,"  etc. 

IN  a  school  I  know,  on  a  certain  day. 
The  science  master  had  set  in  array 
His  chemical  properties — every  sort 
From  a  tiny  tube  to  a  large  retort, 
And  the  things  that  bang  with  a  big  report, 
Eeady  for  teaching  a  class,  in  short. 
Then  he  left  the  place  for  a  moment's  space 
And  peacefully  washed  his  hands  and  face. 
He  whistled  the  while  and  sang  with  glee 
A  song  of  "  felicitous  formulae," 
And  little  he  dreamed  that  the  lively  class 
Had  invaded  the  room  too  soon — alas  ! 
Yet  there  they  were,  and  quickly  dare 
(Without  any  parade  of  timely  care) 
To  examine  the  tubes,  retorts,  and  salts. 
They  might  have  concealed  their  meddlesome 
faults, 

And  rested  free  from  a  merited  odium, 
If  it  had  not  been  for  a  bottle  of  sodium. 
Carr  was  the  boy  to  espy  the  prize. 
"Now  then  you  fellows,  here's  luck,"  he  cries, 
"  Drop  this  stuff  upon  water,  and  lo. 
It  fizzes  away  like  mad,  you  know. 
How  awfully  nice  to  cut  a  big  slice 
And  pop  it  into  this  jug  in  a  trice  !  " 
The  others  give  ear,  as  quiet  as  mice, 
Then  gleefully  jump  at  this  sage  advice. 
"  Hurrah,  young  Carr,  what  a  fellow  you  are, 
Eeally  a  bright  and  particular  star ! 
The  notion  is  yours  beyond  any  doubt, 
So  you  are  the  man  to  carry  it  out. 
He  was  not  unwilling  to  try  his  hand. 
But  smiled  with  a  smile  impressive  and 
grand, 

And  bade  them  cease  from  unseemly  merri- 
ment. 

While  he  gave  his  mind  to  the  great  experi- 
ment. 

With  the  air  of  a  small  boy  plucking  a 
nettle, 

Or  kitchen-maid  handling  a  boiling  kettle, 
He  deftly  carved  the  peculiar  metal, 
And  dropped  a  lump  in  the  water  plump. 
To  see  if  the  bit  would  splutter  and  spit, 
A  point  which  he  very  much  wished  to 
settle. 

The  sodium  fizzed  in  a  famous  style  ! 
Bending  over  the  water  the  while 
Were  the  heads  of  Carr  and  Covell  and 
Jones. 

(The  latter  we  used  to  denominate  "  Bones," 
He  figured  one  day  in  the  "  Christy  "  way. 
And    the  name    is   appropriate  everyone 
owns.) 

However  that  be,  the  whole  of  the  three, 
With  the  rest  of  the  fellows  so  jolly  and  free, 
Were  very  intent  as  they  forward  leant. 
And  did  not  hear  a  step  in  the  rear, 
And  did  not  see  the  master  appear. 
But  while  their  eyes  on  the  jug  were  centred. 
And  just  as  Mr.  Kobinson  entered. 
Before  he  had  time  to  spoil  their  sport, 
The  sodium  burst  with  a  loud  report ! 
Bang  !  in  the  face  of  the  famous  three, 
Bang  !  the  result  was  a  sight  to  see. 
With    the    caustic   soda  they  burn  and 
smart. 

But  well  Mr.  Kobinson  played  his  part ! 
Carr  had  it  worst,  so  he  collared  him  first. 
Whisked  him  away  with  the  stuff  in  his  eye, 
And  put  his  head  under  a  tap  close  by. 
Now  fragments  of  sodium  stuck  in  the  hair 
Of  the  object  of  this  unsolicited  care. 
And  if  this  queer  metal  has  not  the  chance 
Of  flying  about  in  a  mazy  dance 
When  water  you  add,  it  catches  aliglit. 
Imagine  the  very  portentous  sight 
In  the  cupboard-like  place  as  dark  as  night, 
While  the  tap  was  running  with  all  its 
might, 


And  the  head  beneath  flashed  wondrous 
bright ! 

Then  imagine  the  indescribable  fright 
Of  the  porter,  a  quaint  and  eccentric  wight. 
Who  was  passing,  and  thought  he  was  done 
for  quite. 

He  stood,  like  a  monument,  drawn  to  his 
height. 

With  a  clutch  at  his  broom  uncommonly 
tight ; 

Not  a  word  would   come,  he  was  utterly 
dumb. 

And  ever  since  then  he's  remarkably  glum. 
If  you   tell   him    that   chemistiy's  jolly, 

though  rum. 
With  a  shake  of   his  head  he  ejaculates 

"  hum  "  ! 

Wliich  means  that  he  does  not  approve  of 
the  ways 

Of  those  who  use  water  for  making  a  blaze. 
It  is  noteworthy  nov/  that  the  good  Mr.  B. 
Keeps  a  vigilant  eye  on  each  bottle  and  jar. 
And  as  for  the  subsequent  story  of  Carr, 
He  is  flourishing  still,  but  is  soberer  far. 


Pray  do  not  whistle   when  washing  your 
hands. 

Don't  rest  until  everyone  quite  understands 

A  little  of  chemistry  (inorganic). 

Never  give  way  to  a  feeling  of  panic 

If  anything  happens  you  cannot  explain. 

llemember  that  meddling  is  often  insane  ; 

That  you  x^ossibly  may,  in  the  tricks  that  you 

tiy, 

The  penalty  pay  with  the  loss  of  an  eye. 
Finally  (this  is  important  for  some). 
On  no  account  ever  ejaculate  "  hum  "  1 


OUR  PRIZE  COMPETITIONa 

(Thirteenth  Seeies.) 


Writing  Competition. 

IContinutd from p,  558.] 
Fn?TH  Dn'isiox  {aged  14  years). 
Prize— Ws.  id. 

Frederick  Blocksidge,  20,  Stoue  Street,  Dudley, 
Worcester. 

CERTIPICATES— FmST  GRADE. 

Isaac  Zepfert,  11,  Bill  Lane,  Spitalfields,  E.c. 

H.  F.  Gordon,  StewartviUe,  Henry  Bell  Street,  Helens- 
burgh, N.B. 

Thos.  Deli.,  jun.,  Stratton,  Cornwall. 

John  Sinclair,  279,  Eglinton  Street,  S.  S.,  Glasgow. 

John  M.  Coombs,  146,  Victoria  Street,  Dunstable, 
Beds. 

Egbert  C.  Colquhoun,  219,  Byars  Road,  Hillhead, 
Glasgow. 

Samuel  D.  Millar,  37,  Brookview  Terrace,  Cliftonville, 
Belfast. 

Harry  Bradley,  Moreton  House,  Belchiers  Lane, 
Small  Heath,  Birmingham. 

E.  E.  JcrxGERiCH,  c/o  Drexel  Harjes  &  Co.,  Pa.Is. 

Wm.  CoLEBOtlRNE,  26,  Sutton  Street,  Lincoln. 

Allan  Brown,  20,  Dresden  Eoad,  Hornsey  Rise,  n. 

W.  F.  Baxfield,  8,  London  Eoad,  Yeovil. 

Ernest  L.  Killick,  33,  CauldweU  Street,  Bedford. 

Charles  Johan  Pads,  27,  Heaton  Grove,  Bradford, 
Yorks. 

W.  McGregor  Ross,  29,  Scarisbrick  New  Road,  South- 
port. 

A.  A.  Stew.\rt,  33,  Howe  Street,  Edinburgh. 

T.  P.  Harrison,  Overdale,  Aylestone,  near  Leicester. 

C.  D.  Everett,  Station  House,  Ashby-de  la-Zouch, 
Leicestershire. 

second  gr.uje. 
A.  F.  HoBBS,  Bures  Station,  Bures,  Essex. 
G.  N.  Meachen,  287,  Amhurst  Road,  Stoke  Newington, 

N. 


CciiiTT  W.  Baniiam,  56,  Huntingdon  Road, Cambridge. 

Ali;c  'SI.  Seahrooic,  10,  George  Street,  Hemel  Hemp- 
stead. 

T.  H.  Morgan,  Tingewick,  Buckingham. 

W.  E.  Short,  29,  Hornsey  Rise,  N. 

ARTHUii  E.  Parker,  212,  CamberwcU  New  Eoad,  s:e. 

F.  HowARTH,  64,  Bramhall  Lane,  Stockport. 

S.  J.  CoALES,  3,  Silver  Street,  Wellingborough. 

W.  A.  ToMUN,  8,  Alma  Eoad,  Wandsworth,  s.w. 

Mary  Few.ster,  Tetbury  Street,  Minchin  Hampton, 
near  Stroud. 

Albfrt  G.  Davies,  173,  Hither  Green  Lane,  Lewisham, 

S.E. 

H.  A.  Breffney  Ternan,  26,  Pembroke  Road,  Clifton, 
Bristol. 

John  Lawton,  45,  Grafton  Terrace,  Stamford  Road, 

Moss'.ey,  near  Mancliester. 
T.  P.  Longworth,  239,  Folds  Eoad,  Bolton,  Lanes. 
Frank  Sojierville,  1,  Cuthill  Eoad,  Denmarlv  Hill, 

S.E. 

Thomas  Wickham,  54,  Grafton  Eoad,  Kentish  Town, 

N.W. 

Robert  Collins,  53,  Gaisford  Street,  Kentish  Town. 

J.  D.  Clogg,  13,  Cowiok  Street,  St.  Thomas,  Exeter. 

John  M.  Smith,  2,  Tlie  Parade,  Lillie  Road,  Fulhani. 

Wjr.  Turner,  Shirley  House,  West  Banks,  Sleaforc?, 
Lincolnshire. 

A.  M.  HiiXDERSON,  15,  Finchley  Eoad,  N.W. 


third  grade. 
George  Herbert,  704,  Rutherglen  Road,  Glasgow. 

G.  J.  Horton,  Oakfield  Cottage,  Ildersley  Grove,  West 
Dulwich. 

SlEBALD  Hett,  1,  South  Park  Street,  Victoria,  British 
Cohimbia. 

Stanley  G.  Ely,  Keuwied,  Cavendish  Road,  Bourne- 
mouth. 

Helen  M.  Sutherland,  Belmont  Estate,  Antigua, 
West  Indies. 

George  J.  Miller,  69,  George  Street,  Great  Yarmouth. 

Edith  Hodgkinson,  4,  Bulstrode  Road,  Hounslow. 

A.  E.  Eeynolds,  Engell  House,  Priuces  Eoad,  Buck- 
hurst  Hill. 

Alfbed  G.  Moss,  1,  Denmark  Ten-ace,  East  Ham, 
Essex. 

EoBERT  Wilson,  Veitch  Park,  Haddington. 
J.  B.  Young,  Rowauwood,  Irvine,  Ayi'shire. 
David  Beatty,  21,  Vesey  Place,  Kingstown,  Co. 
Dublin. 

C.  H.  Stanley,  Watcombe,  Chase  Green  Avenue, 
Enfield. 

E.  H.  Granville,  15,  Guilford  Street,  w.c. 

Stanley  Whitelegg,  83,  Washway  Road,  Sale,  n^air 
Manchester. 

Hilda  C.  Few,  The  Vineyards,  Willingham,  Cambs. 

H.  D.  Bathard,  West  Ashton,  Trowbridge. 

W.  H.  Galletly,  U.  p.  Manse,  Tillicoultry,  N.B. 

H. "Wright,  24,  Clyde  Road,  Brighton. 

Neville  Cheatle,  Grove  House,  Burford,  Oxfordshire. 

Joseph  Curtis,  79,  Grange  Road,  Plaistow,  Essex. 

H.  F.  Brandeii,  91,  Wimpole  Street,  Cavendish  Square,, 
w. 

F.  Wilkinson,  Victoria  House,  Newmarket. 

C.  Ward,  2,  Clifton  Villas,  Ashbourne,  Derbyshire. 

John  Griffin,  Warwick  Eoad,  Kineton. 

W.  0.  Norman,  The  Butchers,  Station  Eoad,  Burgess 
Hill. 

Nora  Case,  Tudeley  Vicarage,  near  Toubridge. 

H.  E.  Jackson,  23,  White  Street,  Walsall. 

F.  J.  Grover,  8,  Dynham  Villas,  West  Hampstcad,, 

N.W. 

{To  be  continued.) 


The  "  B.O.P."  in  Texas. — A  correspondent 
writes  from  the  Far  West :  "  I  hope  you  will 
be  pleased  to  hear  that  a  copy  of  the  '  B.O.P.' 
lies  each  month  on  the  table  of  our  cattle- 
ranch  in  Texas,  and  that  its  pages  are 
scanned  with  pleasure  by  many  of  its  cow- 
boy ranks." 


W.B.  T.— It  depends  on  the  custom  of  the  trade  in  the 
district,  and  the  particular  custom  of  the  employer. 
Sucli  a  difficulty  could  only  arise  in  some  very  small 
business.  In  no  respectable  firm  is  a  holiday  given 
and  a  proportion  of  salary  deducted,  but  in  a  con- 
stantly decreasing  number  a  deduction  is  made  for 
absence  on  account  of  illness.  The  distinction  is 
that  in  one  case  the  holiday  is  given  by  the  employer, 
in  the  other  the  employer  does  not  give  his  permis- 
sion for  his  assistant  to  be  ilL  In  all  these  eases  our 
advice  is  to  bear  cheerfully  with  all  these  little 
annoyances,  and  when  you  grow  up  remember  how 
galling  you  thought  them,  and  do  not  plague  your 
subordinates  in  a  similar  manner  on  the  grouud  that 
"  everybody  does  the  same." 

Sib  Digby  Oakshott.— The  portraits  of  the  authors 
have  been  given  ;  and  in  these  columns  the  publica- 
tion of  the  stories  in  book  form  has  been  announced. 
You  have  only  to  read  the  Correspondence  and  look 
at  the  advertisements  in  our  monthly  parts. 

W.  D0XALD.SOX.— If  you  know  the  title  of  the  book 
wite  to  Simpkin,  Marshall  &  Co.,  Stationers'  Hall 
Court,  E.c. :  if  it  is  out  of  print,  as  it  probably  is, 
put  an  advertisement  for  it  in  the  "Bazaar," 
170,  Strand,  w.c,  which  will  cost  you  about  uiue- 
peuce. 

Transfer  Paper  (F.  P.).— Get  an  ounce  of  tallow,  a 
quarter  <^  an  ounce  of  black  lead  in  powder,  and  half 
a  quai'tern  of  raw  linseed  oil.  Melt  these  together 
and  stir  in  enough  vegetable  black  to  make  tiie  mi.x- 
ture  as  tliiek  as  cream.  While  the  liquid  is  hot, 
rub  it  over  wliite  paper  and  let  it  dry.  Vegetable 
black  is  very  light  stulY,  and  a  quarter  of  a  pound  of 
it  makes  a  large  package. 

C.  Smith. — Tlie  identification  of  a  long  list  of  coins 
would  be  of  no  interest  to  our  other  readers  without 
illustrations  ;  and  your  specimens  are  not  sufficiently 
rare  or  curious  to  make  it  -H  orth  while  to  devote  "a 
page  to  that  purpose.  Thorburn's  "  Guide  to  British 
Coins,"  published  by  Gill,  170,  Strand,  would  be  of 
use  to  you. 

P.  R.— "Did  the  year  1891  end  with  December  31  or 
begin  with  Jaiuiary  1  ?  "  Really,  now,  is  not  this 
a  little  too  absurd  ?  Whiit  you  are  in  a  fix  about  is 
evidently  the  date  on  viiiirh  tin-  iiiiirtrrntli  century 
ends.  Does  it  end  in  ISH'.t  or  I'.KHI  y  It  ends  oil 
December  31,  1900 ;  the  first  dav  of  the  t\ventieth 
century  is  January  1,1901.  A 'little  tliought  will 
show  you  that  were  it  not  so,  the  first  century  would 


have  had  but  99  years.    If  a  man 

owe  d  you  Cl.niiO,  and  paid  you  only 
.Cl.^''''i,  (iMii't  yiiiL  think  there  would 
be  soniecliing  wrong? 

A.  FULCiiEii.— A  picture  is  issued  with 
each  monthly  part.  The  one  you 
require  was  in  the  January  part. 
Purchasers  of  the  weekly  numbers 
do  not  get  the  pictures. 

Slides.— Full  directinns  on  the  mak- 
ing of  magic  lanterji  slidrs  ]iavi> 
already  been  given.  Tlie  articles 
are  out  of  print  in  periodical  form, 
but  they  lia%'e  been  reprinted  in 
oui-  "  Indoor  Games." 

Aktiquk.— It  is  a  Duval's  "  Aristotle," 
printed  by  Antony  Stephen  in  lUiO. 
The  title  is  clear  enough,  "  Tlie 
Complete  Works  of  Aristotle  which 
are  extant  in  Greek  and  Latin."  It 
is  not  worth  much  unless  in  very 
good  condition. 

Apprentice.— Tlie  completest  book 
in  nearly  all  branches  is  South- 
ward's "Practical  Printing,"  pub- 
lished by  J.  M.  Powell  &  Son,  33a, 
Ludgate  Hill,  E.C. 

Fhdit. — If  you  are  paid  weekly,  the 
hire  is  weekly,  and  the  notice  is 
weekly,  unless  there  is  an  agreement 
to  the  contrary. 

D.  Laurie. — 1.  It  is  impossible  to  buy 
a  commission  in  either  the  navy  or 
the  army.   2.  About  fourteen. 

F.  A.  ViNEN. — 1.  Tou  should  goto  the 
Stanley  Show  whicii  takes  place  in 
.January  or  February  every  year  at 
the  Crystal  Palace  :  and  if  you  can- 
not go,  get  a  catalogue  from  the 
Secretary.  2.  In  our  monthly 
wrapper. 

CoTJ.F.fTOR. — The  stamps  of  which 
you  send  drawings  are  locals  of  little 
value.  Maderanerthal  is  in  Swit- 
zerland. Kustendje  is  in  Turkey. 
Why  not  look  at  a  Gazetteer  or  the 
index  of  an  atlas  ? 

Army. — Royal  Engineers  have  to  begin 
at  Woohvich  Academy  in  the  same 
way  as  Artillerymen.  At  the  pass 
out  examination,  the  candidates 
highest  on  the  list  receive  the  Engi- 
neer commissions,  while  the  otliers 
become  gunners.  Previous  experi- 
ence such  as  yours  would  be  of  little 
value  in  the  Woolwich  course,  and  you  are  probably 
too  old  for  admission. 

XiT.— Guides  to  the  Civil  Service  are  obtainable  of  all 
first-class  booksellers.  You  have  only  to  call  at  the 
first  you  come  to.  If  you  apply  to  a  publisher  try 
Cassell,  Warne,  or  Ward  &  Lock.  If  you  want  a 
definite  address,  go  to  Stanford,  Cockspur  Street, 
Charing  Cross,  where  you  can  see  the  book. 

Scotia.— Cacique  is  the  title  of  a  chief  of  a  South 
American  or  Central  American  tribe.  "  The  Trea- 
sure of  the  Cacique  "  was  published  in  these  pages  ; 
it  has  not  been  issued  as  a  book. 

RowiN'G  Pu.nt  (Edward  Speight).— The  size  of  a  punt 
to  carry  one  would  depend  to  a  great  extent  upon  the 
size  and  weight  of  the  person  intending  to  use  it,  but 
under  any  circumstances  do  not  make  it  less  than 
10  feet  by  3  feet  beam,  as  one  smaller  than 
that  would  be  rather  "  crank  "  and  not  safe. 

Electric  Light  (Inquirer).— You  cannot 
work  an  incandescent  electric  light  (if  that 
is  wdiat  you  mean )  with  an  induction  coil. 
Y'ou  can  work  it  instead  of  the  coil,  if  the 
battery  is  strong  enough,  by  simply  fixing 
the  ends  of  the  wires  to  the  ends  of  the 
platinum  wires  at  the  top  of  the  lamp. 
You  cannot  make  the  lamp  yourself,  yoti 
must  buy  it  from  an  electrician. 

Electric  Telegraph  (Uncle  Towser).— It  is 
certainly  not  ea.sy  to  guess  what  is  wrong 
with  your  telegraph,  but  it  is  probably  one 
of  three  things.  (1)  The  iron  of  the  magnet 
is  not  soft  enough.  Remcd\' :  use  softer,  or 
heat  rcd-liot  and  allow  to'  cool  extremely 
slowly.  (2)  It  does  not  become  sufficiently 
magnetised  by  the  coil  of  wire.  Remedy  : 
coil  anotlier  iayer  over  tlie  first  and  back 
auain,  wliich  will  make  it  stronger— take 
carp  tlic  insulation  is  complete,  no  cotton 
ruMie,!  otr  tlie  wire  anywhere.  (")  Tlie 
lialterv  is  not  >tniii-  (iiiniu'li.  Itrinedv  :  u^-e 
a  lietter  one,  >ay  one  eell  made  as  de-erilied 
leir  working  the  induction  coil  or  electric 
lamps  in  those  articles.  Salt  and  water 
would  not  give  you  much  current. 

PHOTOGR.iPHY  (J.  C.  A ]  1  ileby ").— The  diffi- 
culty which  you  fiii>l  eeem  -  \vit1i  the  t'liiUL,' 
bath  (viz.  the  depositing  uI  tliegold)is  more 
or  less  of  a  trouble  to  every  amateiu".  ;Much 
the  best  plan  is  only  to  make  up  enough  for 
the  batch  to  be  toned  each  time.    Put  2 


grains  of  cidoride  of  gold,  CO  grains  (A  dram)  of 
acetate  of  soda,  and  10  ounces  of  waler,  into  a 
bottle  and  leave  till  next  day  (in  the  dark).  This 
will  tone  a  sheet  or  a  sheet  aiid  a  half  of  paper,  and 
you  can  then  tlirow  it  away.  In  this  way  there  is 
no  waste,  which  is  sure  to  occur  if  you  keep  the 
bath. 

EcziMA  (A.  E.  F.).— Rub  the  spots  with  bcnzoaterl 
zim-  (.iiitiiieiit  every  night.  Take  opening  medicine 
when  they  occur.  Take  plenty  of  exercise  and  live 
well.  You  won't  be  hungry  unless  you  use  your 
muscles. 

Aquarium  (W.  S.  K.  H.).— Depends  on  size  of  your 
globe.  Perhaps  if  you  wash  the  sand  from  a  bunch 
of  water-cresses,  roots  and  all,  and  throw  them  in  to 
grow  as  they  float,  that  will  do.  Best  plants  are 
vallisneria  spiralis,  water  soldier,  way-bit,  water 
plantain,  milfoil,  etc. 

MEALWORjrs  (Nameless).— If  you  are  going  to  keep 
foreign  birds  you  must  have  a  supply  of  these.  Fill 
a  very  big  open-mouthed  earthenware  ]ar  nearly 
right  up  with  a  mixture  of  bran  and  oatmeal,  put 
some  pieces  of  old  shoe  leather  into  it,  get  half  a  pint 
of  mealworms  from  some  liaker,  cover  with  a  piece 
of  woollen  cloth  wetted  with  beer.  The  w  orms  will 
turn  into  beetles  which  will  lay  eggs  and  propagate 
enough  worms  or  maggots  to'  keep  a  nightingale 
alive.  You  may  have  many  two-quart  jars  like 
this. 


Surgeon,  R.IT.  (J.  R.  Allen).— Impossible  to  say  how- 
much  it  would  cost  3'ou  to  enter  the  service.  You 
must  have  a  long  course  of  study  and  take  your 
degrees.  Say  £150  a  year  for  five  years.  This  is 
running  it  close  for  keep  and  all.  Of  course  a 
surgeon  is  an  officer.  Did  you  think  he  was  a  blue- 
jacket ? 

A  Would-be  Dru.aijier  (No  Name). — Get  a  drum  and 
drum,  or  get  lessons  from  a  drummer. 

Canaries  (Festina  Lente).— 1.  Acock  to  sing.  2.  Say 
5,s.  3.  No  ;  certainly  not  hemp ;  black  and  white 
canary  seed. 

Rat  Skins  (S.  R.).— Dust  over  first  with  Keating's 
Powder  to  get  rid  of  fleas.  Skin  the  rat.  Nail  skin 
hair  downwards,  stretched  on  a  board.  Rub  with 
strong  powdered  alum-water.  When  dry,  scrape  and 
rub  again. 

Rabbit  not  Breeding  (A.  J.  E.).— You  cannot  force 
nature.  Wait. 

Pimples,  etc.  (Monthly  Reader),— Read  Dr.  Gordon 
Stables's  papers  on  health,  and  be  guided  thereby. 
■Use  zinc  ointment. 

Cat's  Ear  Bad  (Sitting'Bull).— No  chance  now.  The 
treatment  was  wrong. 

Dry  Rot.  Gold  Fish  (F.  E.  C.).— 1.  Prevention  not 
cure.  2.  Half-a-dozen  ant's  eggs  to  each  fish  a  day. 
Buy  their  larvfE  at  any  naturalist's. 

Squirrel  in  Cage  (H.  Curry).— About  5s.  Food : 
bread-and-milk,  fresh  and  pure  day  after  day,  gi-ain. 
nuts,  acorns,  a  very  little  meat  "now  and  then  in 
spring-time. 

Eyes  B.ad  (Dazzler).— It  is  not  the  eyes  so  much  as 
general  debility.  Take  quinine  and  iron,  and  plenty 
of  outdoor  exercise.   Do  not  read  in  a  bad  light. 

Increase  of  Statup.e,  etc.  (P.  H.  Steeper).— 1.  You 
cannot  do  it.  Your  height  is  determined  by  Nature 
before  you  are  born.  2.  Bad  practices,  such  as 
smoking  and  worse,  will,  however,  stop  your  growth. 
3.  The  Scotch  are  tallest  and  strongest  as  a  nation, 
next  the  English  and  Germans,  then  Welsh  and 
Irish. 
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A  Cycling  Carnival.— (Z)rni<-«  for  the  "  Boy's  Uwn  Paper  "  by  A.  F.  Lidun.) 


THE  COCK  HOUSE 

AT 

FELLS  GARTH. 

A  PUBLIC  SCHOOL 
STORY. 

By  Talbot  Baines  Reed, 

Aulhor  of'My  Friend  Smith  " 
FiJ'Hi  Form  at  St.  Dominic's" 
"  Adeetiliires  of  a  Three-Guinea  M'alcli,"  etc. 

CHAPTER  XXIII. — THE  VOYAGE 
OF  THE  "  COCK  HOUSE." 

YORKE  was  roused  before  day- 
break next  morning  by  a 
voice  at  his  bedside. 
"  Is  that  you,  Yorke  ?  " 
The  voice  was  Mr.  Stratton's. 
The  captain  bounded  to  his  feet 
at  once. 

"  "What  is  it,  sir  ?  Has  he  been 
found?" 

"No,"  said  the  master;  "no 
news.  Every  place  has  been 
searched  where  he  would  be 
likely  to  be,  except  the  moun- 
tain. It  seems  a  very  off-chance 
that  he  has  gone  up  there ;  still, 
it  is  possible.  He  has  been  ou 
it  once  or  twice  before.  I  am 
going  there  now.  Would  yott 
care  to  come,  too  ?  " 

The  captain  gratefully  ac- 
quiesced. For  a  week  he  had 
been  chafing  at  the  Doctor's 
orders  that  no  boy  should  go 
beyond  the  bounds.  His  re- 
quest to  be  allowed  to  mider- 
take  this  very  expedition  had 
been  twice  refused  already. 

"  The  Doctor  has  given  you  an 
exeat  if  you  wish  to  go,"  said 
Mr.  Stratton.  "We  are  to 
take  a  guide,  and  it  is  quite 


understood  we  may  be  late  in  getting 
back.    I  shall  be  glad  of  your  company." 

Yorke  was  ready  in  ten  minutes- 
thankful  at  last  to  be  allowed  to  do  some- 
thing, yet  secretly  doubting  if  anything 
would  come  of  this  forlorn  quest. 

Apart  from  Kollitt,  however,  good  did 
come  of  it  to  Fellsgarth  ;  for  during  the 
long  walk  master  and  boy  got  to  under- 
sta,nd  one  another  better  than  ever  before. 
With  a  common  ambition  for  the  welfare 
of  the  school,  and  a  conimon  trouble  at 
the_  dissensions  which  had  split  it  up 
during  the  present  term,  they  also  dis- 
covered a  common  hope  for  better  times 
ahead. 

They  discussed  all  sorts  of  plans,  and 
exchanged  confidences  about  all  sorts  of 
difficulties.  And  all  the  while  they  felt 
drawn  closer  to  one  another,  exchanging 
fhe  ordinary  relations  of  master  and  boy 
for  those  of  friend  and  friend. 
^  Some  of  my  readers  may  say  that  Mr. 
Stratton  must  have  been  a  very  foolish 
master,  or  that  Yorke  must  have  been  a 
very  presuming  boy.  Who  cares  what 
they  were,  if  they  and  Fellsgarth  were 
the  better  for  that  morning's  walk  ? 

"In  many  ways,"  said  Mr.  Stratton, 
"  a  head  boy  has  as  nuich  responsibility 
for  the  good  of  a  school  as  a  head  master 
— always  more  than  an  assistant  master. 
You  could  wreck  the  school  in  a  week  if 
you  chose  ;  and  it  is  in  your  hands  to  pull 
it  together  more  than  any  of  us  masters, 
however  much  we  should  like  to  do  it. 
And  ypu'll  do  it,  old  fellow !  " 

And  so  they  turned  up  the  lane  that  led 
round  to  the  back  of  the  mountain. 

The  news  that  Mr.  Stratton  and  the 
captain  had  gone  up  Hawk's  Pike  to  look 
for  Rollitt  soon  spread  through  Fells- 
garth that  morning.  The  souls  of  our 
friends  the  jmiiors  were  seriously  stirred 
by  it. 

Their  promise— or,  shall  we  say  threat  ? 
—to  organise  a  search-party  up  the  moun- 
tain on  their  own  account"  had  been  lost 
sight  of  somewhat  in  the  exciting  distrac- 
tions of  the  last  twenty-four  hours :  but 
now  that  they  found  the  ground  cut  from 
imder  their  feet  they  were  very  indignant. 
Secretly,  no  doubt,  they  were  a  little 
relieved  to  find  that  they  had  been  fore- 
stalled in  the  perilous  venture  of  a  winter 
ascent  of  the  formidable  pike  they  had 
such  good  cause  to  remember. 

It  was  a  mean  trick  of  Yorke's  to 
"chowse"  them  out  of  the  credit,  they 
protested.  Now  he'd  get  all  the  glory, 
and  they  would  get  none. 

"_I  tell  you  what,"  said  Percy.  "  It's  my 
notion  RoUitt's  not  gone  up  the  moun- 
tain at  all.  It's  just  a  dodge  of  those 
two  to  get  a  jolly  good  spree  for  them- 
selves. Pooh !  They'll  get  lost.  We 
shall  have  to  go  and  look  for  them,  most 
likely." 

"And  then,"  said  Lickford,  "  somebody 
will  have  to  come  and  look  for  us." 

"And  Eollitt's  not  here  to  do  it,"  said 
Fisher  ii. 

This  cast  the  company  back  on  to  their 
original  subject. 

"It's  my  notion,"  said  Wallv,  "he's 
got  on  the  island  in  the  middle  of  the 
lake,  like  Robinson  Crusoe." 

"  Rather  a  lark,"  said  Ashby,  "  to  get 
up  a  search-party  and  go  and  look  for 
him  there." 

The  idea  took  wonderfullv.  To-day 
■was  "Fomider's  Day,"  a  whole  hohday. 


They  would  certainly  go  and  look  for 
Rollitt  on  the  island. 

The  preparations  disclosed  an  odd  con- 
ception on  the  part  of  the  explorers  of  the 
serious  nature  of  their  quest.  Their 
stated  object  was  to  rescue  a  lost  school- 
fellow. Why,  therefore,  did  they  decide 
to  take  nine  pennyworth  of  brandy-balls, 
a  football,  a  pair  of  boxing-gloves,  and 
other  articles  of  luxury  not  usually  held 
to  be  necessary  to  the  equipment  of  a 
relief  expedition  ? 

As  regards  food,  they  possessed  too  keen 
a  recollection  of  the  straits  they  had  been 
put  to  up  the  mountain  a  fewVeeks  ago 
to  neglect  that  important  consideration 
now. 

Naturally,  ham  and  Abernethys  were 
the  victuals  selected.  Had  not  Rollitt 
made  these  classical  as  the  staff  of  life 
during  volmitary  exile  from  school '? 

They  were  compelled  to  put  up  with  a 
very  small  sample  of  the  former.  Lick- 
ford  had  been  bequeathed  a  bone  by  his 
senior  yesterday,  to  which  adhered  a  few 
fragments  of  a  once  small  ham.  Possibly 
it  might,  with  careful  carving,  furnish  nine 
small  slices. 

It  was  better  than  nothing.  They 
would  make  up  for  its  deficiency  by  a 
double  lot  of  Abernethys. 

So  they  trooped  off  to  the  shop. 

According  to  their  own  rules,  this 
establishment  was  only  open  between  11 
and  12  in  the  morning,  and  not  at  all  on 
holidaj's. 

But  another  rule  said  that  the  Com- 
mittee might  in  certain  cases  suspend  or 
alter  the  rules. 

Whereupon  Percy  moved,  and  Ashby 
seconded,  the  following  resolution  :  "  That 
this  shop  be,  and  is,  hereby  opened  for  the 
space  of  five  minutes."  The  motion  was 
carried  unanimously. 

D'Arcy  and  Cottle,  whose  turn  it  was 
to  be  on  duty,  solemnly  took  down  the 
shutters,  and  ranged  themselves  behind 
the  counter. 

"  What  can  I  do  for  you,  my  little 
dears?"  said  the  former,  encouragingly. 
"  Money  down.  No  tick.  Try  some  of 
our  Eollitt's  particular— three  "half-pence 
each." 

"  No,  they're  not,  you  cheat  .'—they're  a 
penny.  We'd  better  have  two  each,''  said 
Wally. 

"  Hullo !  I  say,"  exclaimed  D'Arcy. 
"  Look  here,  you  fellows." 

He  pointed  to  fhe  heap  of  Abernethy 
biscuits,  on  the  top  of  which  lay  a  six- 
pence. 

"  That's  what  you  call  looking  after  the 
money,"  said  Wally.  "  Left  that  there  all 
night." 

"  No— not  a  bit  of  it.  But  I  tell  you 
what,"  said  D'Arcy,  who  had  rapidly 
been  counting  tlie  pile  of  biscuits  ;  "  there 
were  twenty-four  biscuits  there  when  we 
left  last  night.  I'm  certain  of  it ;  weren't 
there,  young  Cottle  ?  " 

"Yes.  I  remember  that,"  testified 
Cottle. 

"  Very  well ;  then  some  one's  been  here 
in  the  night,  for  there  are  only  eighteen  I 
biscuits  now,  and  this  sixpence."  ! 

"  Perhaps  Yorke  got  some  before  he  j 
started?" 

"  How  could  he  ?  No  one  can  get  in 
here  without  the  latch-key  ;  and  only  the 
two  chaps  who  are  on  duty  keep  that." 

"  Perhaps   it's   the  owls  in  the  bel- 
fry ?  " 


"  They  don't  generally  pay  ready  money 
for  what  they  take." 

"  I  say  !  "  exclaimed  Wally  ;  "  I  ex- 
pect it's  Rollitt.  He'd  have  'finished  his 
others  by  this  time,  and  he  sneaked  back 
in  tlie  night  for  some  more.  Good  old 
Rollitt  !  " 

Wally  did  not  stay  to  explain  how 
Rollitt  could  have  got  in  any  more  than 
any  one  else.  His  suggestion  made  a  deep 
impression.  It  touched  them  to  feel  that, 
amid  all  his  distresses,  Rollitt  was  loj'al 
to  the  school-shop ;  and  if  anything  was. 
needed  to  spur  them  on  to  his  rescue,  this 
did  it. 

They  bought  up  the  remaining  eighteen 
biscuits  between  them,  and  sallied  forth. 

"  You  see,"  said  Wally,  "  it's  much  more 
likely  to  be  the  island  than  the  mountain. 
There's  water  there,  for  one  thing." 

"  There's  water  on  the  mountain,"  said 
Ashby  ;  "  plenty." 

"  But  not  good  to  di-ink,  you  ass !  " 
argued  Wally. 

"  And  there's  that  old  broken  boat- 
house  to  live  in,  and  lots  of  wood  to  make 
fires,  and  ducks  to  bag  and  fish  to  catch. 
I  say  !  I  expect  he's  having  rather  a  lark." 

The  prospect  of  sharing  in  his  wild 
sports  urged  them  on  still  faster. 

At  the  lake-side  a  new  problem  arose. 
If  Rollitt  was  on  the  island,  how  had  h& 
got  there  ?  And,  still  more  important, 
how  were  they  to  get  there  ?  Widow 
Wisdom's  boat  had  already  been  laid  up 
for  the  winter ;  and  the  few  others,  which 
in  the  summer  were  generally  kept  at  the 
river-mouth  for  the  use  of  the  boys,  had 
been  taken  back  to  Penchurch.  The  only 
craft  available  was  a  flat-bottomed  punt 
used  by  fishermen,  and  at  present  moored 
to  a  stake  at  the  river-bank.  It  was 
capacious,  certainly,  but  not  exactly  the 
sort  of  boat  in  which  to  get  up  much 
pace,  particularly  as  its  sole  apparent 
mode  of  propulsion  was  by  means  of  two 
very  long  boathooks,  one  on  either  side. 
These  details,  however,  presented  few- 
obstacles  to  the  minds  of  the  enterprising- 
explorers.  The  pmit  was  in  many  ways 
adapted  for  a  voyage  such  as  they  pro- 
posed to  take.  There  was  room  to  walk 
about  in  it.  Nay,  who  should  say  the 
boxing-gloves  and  football  might  not  have 
scope  for  tliemselves  within  its  ample 
lines  ? 

The  one  question  was  whether  the  boat- 
hooks  were  long  enough  to  touch  bottom, 
all  the  way  from  the  shore  to  the  island. 
Wally  paced  one,  and  found  it  measured 
eighteen  feet. 

"  Ought  to  do,"  said  he  ;  "  it's  bound  not 
to  be  deeper  than  that." 

So  the  punt,  which  was  christened 
the  "  Cock  House  "  for  the  occasion,  was 
loosed  from  her  moorings,  the  Abernethys 
and  knuckle-bone  and  other  stores  were 
put  on  board,  the  boathooks,  by  a  com- 
bined effort,  were  got  into  position,  and  the 
party  embarked  for  the  rescue  of  Rollitt. 

Thanks  to  the  stream,  their  progress  at 
first  was  satisfactory.  They  were  delighted 
to  find  how  easily  they  went.  Wall}'  with 
one  boathook  on  one  side,  and  Percj-  with 
the  other  on  the  other  side,  had  compara- 
tively little  to  do  except  to  prevent  their 
hooks  getting  stuck  in  the  mud  at  the 
b  jttom,  and  refusing  to  come  out.  Any  one 
M  atching  them  would  have  said  these  boys 
had  been  born  in  a  barge.  They  carried 
their  long  poles  to  the  prow,  and  plunged 
them  in  there  with  a  mighty  splash. 


Then  they  shoved  away,  till  the  end  of 
the  poles  came  within  reach  of  their  hands. 
Then,  in  perfect  step  and  time,  they  started 
to  march,  each  down  his  own  side  of  the 
boat,  calling  on  their  friends  and  admirers 
to  get  out  of  the  way.  Then,  as  they 
neared  the  stern,  and  the  prospect  of  pull- 
ing up  their  hooks  and  returning  fora'd 
for  another  "punt"  loomed  ahead,  their 
faces  grew  anxious  and  concerned.  They 
began  to  hold  on  "hard  all,"  a  yard  from 
the  end  of  the  walk,  and  tug  frantically 
to  get  themselves  free.  Sometimes  the 
hook  came  out  easilj',  in  which  case  they 
fell  backwards  into  the  arms  of  their 
friends.  At  other  times  it  stuck,  and  they 
had  to  detain  the  progress  of  the  boat  a 
minute  or  more  to  get  it  out.  And  some- 
times it  all  but  escaped  them^  and  con- 
tinued sticking  up  out  of  the  water  while 
the  barge  itself  floated  on.  Happily,  the 
last  tragedy  never  quite  came  oft',  although 
it  was  periodically  imminent. 

When,  however,  the  stream  opened 
into  the  lake,  the  progress  became  much 
less  exciting.  The  water  was  a  little 
lumpy,  and  had  a  tendency,  while  they 
were  walking  back  at  the  end  of  one  punt 
in  order  to  start  another,  of  jumping  the 
"Cock  House"  back  into  precisely  the 
same  position  from  which  she  had  lately 
started. 

After  about  half  an  hour's  fruitless 
efforts  the  twins  were  seized  with  a 
generous  desire  not  to  monopolise  the 
whole  of  the  fun  of  the  voyage. 

"  Like  to  have  a  go  ?  "  said  Wally  to 
D'Arcy. 

"  You  may  have  a  turn  if  you  like, 
Lick,"  said  Percy. 

Whereupon  D'Arcy  and  Lickford  took 
up  the  rowing  for  the  "Cock  House," 
greatly  assisted  and  enlivened  in  their 
operations  by  the  advice  and  encourage- 
ment of  the  late  navigators. 

"  Two  to  one  on  Lick,"  cried  Wally,  as 
the  two  started  their  mad  career  down  the 
boat.    "Look  out !  he's  gaining." 

"  You've  made  her  go  an  inch  and  a 
half,"  said  Percy. 

"  Hang  on  tight,  now,  and  pull  it  up," 
said  Wally,  as  Lickford,  red  in  the  face 
with  excitement,  was  straining  himself  to 
release  the  hook  from  the  mud. 

"Keep  her  trim,"  said  Percy,  laying 
hold  of  D'Arcy's  feet,  as  the  latter  was 
gradually  letting  himself  be  hauled  out  of 
the  boat  by  his  refractory  pole. 

In  due  time  D'Arcy  and  Lickford  un- 
selfishly gave  up  the  poles  to  Cottle  and 
Ashby ;  and  they,  after  a  reasonable 
season  of  struggle  and  peril,  nobly  ceded 
them  to  Eamshaw  and  Cash,  Fisher  ii 
waiving  his  claim,  and  electing  to  sit  "  odd 
man  out"  and  steer. 

As  at  the  end  of  an  hour  and  a  half's 


manful  shoving  the  net  progress  made 
was  a  yard  back  into  the  stream  of  the 
river,  the  talents  of  the  helmsman  were 
not  put  to  a  very  severe  test. 

"I  say,  it's  rather  slow,"  said  Wally; 
"let's  have  some  Rollitt's  particular." 

So  while  Percy  with  a  small  pair  of 
scissors — none  of  the  party,  marvellous 
to  relate,  had  brought  a  knife — was  carving 
the  remnant  of  ham,  and  Ashby  was 
coimting  out  nine  brandy-balls  from  the 
bag,  each  member  of  the  party  produced 
one  of  his  Abernethys,  and  fell-to  with  all 
the  appetite  that  waits  on  hard  and  honest 
toil. 

"  Not  much  of  a  pace  yet,"  remarked 
D'Arcy.  "Why,  we're  going  better  now 
we've  stopped  rowing  than  we  were 
before." 

"  That's  because  the  wind's  changed," 
said  Wall3".  "  If  we'd  only  got  a  sail 
we  could  make  her  go." 

"  Why  not  stick  up  the  two  poles,  and 
fasten  our  coats  or  something  between  for 
a  sail  ?  "  suggested  Percy. 

"  Good  idea !  The  poles  are  long  enough 
for  all  the  nine.  One  of  'em  can  go 
through  right  sleeves,  and  the  other  through 
left.    It  '11  make  a  ripping  sail." 

So,  despite  the  season  of  the  year,  the 
nine  voyagers  divested  themselves  of  their 
coats,  which  were  industriously  threaded 
by  the  sleeves  on  either  pole.  The  top 
coat  was  spiked  by  the  hooks,  and  those 
below  were  ingeniously  buttoned  one  to 
the  other  to  keep  them  up. 

Every  one  agreed  it  made  a  ripping  sail. 
The  difficulty  was  to  hoist  it.  There  were 
no  holes  into  which  to  fix  the  parallel 
masts.  They  would  have  to  be  held  in 
position,  and  as  the  breeze  was  stiffening 
it  required  all  hands  aloft. 

At  length,  by  superhuman  exertions, 
the  complex  fabric  was  slowly  hoisted 
to  the  perpendicular,  looking  very  like  a 
ladder,  up  which  nine  scarecrows  were 
clambering.  However,  no  matter  what 
it  looked  like  now,  as  Wally  predicted 
they'd  spank  along. 

"  We're  going  already,"  gasped  he, 
panting  with  the  exertion  of  holding  up 
his  mast.  "  Look  out  now  !  here's  a  nice 
breeze  coming." 

He  was  right.  Next  moment  the  vast 
foresail  fell  with  a  run  by  the  board,  and 
the  nine  athletes  below  were  nearly  shot 
into  the  air  by  the  force  of  the  collapse. 
The  coats,  fortunately,  held  together  suf- 
ficiently well  to  enable  them  to  be  hauled 
on  board  in  a  piece ;  but  as  they  were 
soaked  through,  they  afforded  very  little 
comfort  to  the  distressed  seamen,  who 
decided  forthwith  to  shorten  sail  at  once, 
and  take  to  the  poles  once  more. 

But  by  this  time  the  "Cock  House," 
thanks  to  the  tremendous  impetus  it  had 


just  received,  was  twenty  yards  from  the 
shore  ;  and  Wally,  when  he  put  down  his 
pole,  nearly  went  after  it,  in  the  vain 
search  for  a  bottom. 

"  Here's  a  go  !  "  said  he  ;  "I  say,  you 
chaps,  I  almost  fancy,  after  all,  Rollitt 
must  be  up  the  mountain.  What  do  you 
say  ?  " 

"  I  thought  so  all  along,"  said  Fisher 
II.  "  If  he  is,  Yorke  and  Stratton  will 
find  him." 

"  Good  old  Yorke  !  I  say — we  may  as 
well  back  water  a  bit." 

Easier  said  than  done.  The  old  punt, 
now  she  was  once  out  on  the  vast  deep, 
behaved  pretty  much  as  she  and  the  wind 
between  them  pleased.  For  a  time  it 
looked  very  much  as  if,  after  all,  the 
explorers  would  reach  their  destination. 

But  presently — just,  indeed,  as  the  ex- 
plorers had  started  a  small  football  match 
(Association  rules),  Classics  against  Mo- 
derns, to  keep  themselves  warm,  the 
fickle  breeze  shifted,  and  sent  the  "  Cock 
House  "  lumbering  inshore  a  mile  or  so 
north  of  the  river-mouth.  The  Classics 
had  just  scored  their  114th  goal  as  she 
grounded,  and  it  was  declared  by  com- 
mon consent  that  the  voyage  w&s  at  an 
end. 

Luckilj',  she  came  ashore  near  to  a 
little  creek,  into  which,  by  prodigious 
haulings  and  shovings,  she  was  turned ; 
and  here,  in  a  rude  way,  they  succeeded 
in  mooring  her  until  a  more  convenient 
season. 

The  call-over  bell  was  jiist  beginning 
to  ring  when  the  nine  mariners  got  back 
to  Fellsgarth. 

Great  cheering  was  going  on  on  the 
Green,  and  boys  were  crowding  together 
discussing  some  great  news. 

"  What  is  it '? — Rollitt  tiurned  up  ? ' '  asked 
the  jxmiors. 

"  No  ;  haven't  you  heard  ?  Yorke  and 
Stratton  went  up  to  look  for  him  on 
Hawk's  Pike.  They  didn't  find  him,  but 
tJiey  got  to  the  toj)  !  " 

"  Got  to  the  top  !  One  of  our  chaps 
got  to  the  top  of  Hawk's  Pike  !  Hurrco. 
Yell,  you  chaps.  Bravo,  ~ Yorke  !  Bully 
for  Fellsgarth  !  " 

"  I  wish  they'd  foimd  Rollitt,  all  the^ 
same,"  said  Fisher  ii ;  "  I'm  afraid  he's, 
gone  for  good." 

"  Not  he.  Didn't  we  nearly  find  him 
to-day,  you  young  muff?"  retorted  Wally. 
"  Besides,  a  fellow  who's  gone  for  good 
wouldn't  come  and  buy  sixpennyworth  of 
Abernethys  at  our  shop  in  the  night, 
would  he  ■?  " 

Fisher  ii  took  what  comfort  he  could 
from  the  assurance,  and  trooped  in  with 
his  fellow-adventurers  to  call-over. 

( To  be  continued.) 
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By  a.  Laurie, 

Author  of  "A  Marvellous  Conquest,"  "Raymond  Frhols,"  etc. 


LEILA  was  delighted  at  being  able  to 
offer  her  friend  hospitality,  and  was 
quite  busy  in  her  attentions  to  her.  The 
girls  had  much  to  say  to  each  other. 
Little  Hassan  had  first  made  some  ex- 
quisite coffee,  and  after  placing  it  before 
them  with  two  baskets  of  pastry  he  had 
sat  himself  down  at  the  entrance,  quiet 
and  silent,  ready  to  obey  their  slightest 
signal,  and  proud  to  be  on  guard  over 
them. 

"  I  wish  these  excavations  would  last 
for  ever  !  "  suddenly  exclaimed  Leila. 

"Do  you  thinli  so?"  said  Catherine. 
"  For  my  part,  I  have  ceased  to  live  since 
these  terrible  subterranean  excavations 
began.  Oh!  Leila,  forgive  my  doubts, 
hut  more  than  once  I  have  asked  myself 
if  your  grandfather  is  doing  wisely  in  all 
this;  and  if  I  could  have  dissuaded 
Maurice  fi-om  following  him  I  should  not 
have  failed  to  do  so,  I  confess." 

"  Wliat  are  you  afraid  of '?  "  said  Leila. 
"  Goucha  Nichin  is  prudent.  He  knows 
everything.  He  will  not  be  led  astray. 
And  without  him  your  brother  could  not 
attain  his  object  without  a  great  deal  of 
trouble.  Is  'it  not,  therefore,  the  best  to 
bear  and  wait  patiently  '?  " 

"  He  might  at  least  have  taken  me  with 
him,"  said  Catherine.  "  These  noctiu-nal 
explorations  are  simply  dreadfid.  to  me ; 
it  is  hard  to  stay  here  doing  nothing 
instead  of  sharing  the  danger." 

"Come,  dear,"  said  Leila,  "let  me 
teach  you  a  little  of  my  philosophy. 
Compare  these  few  hours  of  dull  quietude 
to  which  you  have  to  submit  for  a  short 
space  to  the  life  of  stagnation  and  oppres- 
sion to  which  so  many  others  are  doomed. 
Believe  me,  it  is  better  for  you  to  put  up 
with  a  few  moments  of  uncertainty  and 
alarm  than  rim  into  difficulties,  perhaps, 
where  your  brother  is.  Besides,  it  is  the 
wish  of  a  brother  whom  you  know  to  be 
wise,  and  why  not  give  in  to  it  ?  " 

"  Good  Leila!  "  said  Catherine,  embrac- 
ing her,  "it  is  true  there  is  nothing  to 
be  gained  by  beating  the  air.  Let  us  pass 
the  hours  in  which  we  have  to  wait 
in  such  a  way  as  to  make  them  bear- 
able." 

"What  shall  we  do,  then?"  asked 
Leila,  delighted  at  seeing  her  contented. 
"  Shall  we  ask  Hassan  to  sing  us  some- 
thing ?  " 

"  Good  idea  !  "  exclaimed  Catherine, 
clapping  her  hands.  "  But  will  he  do 
so?" 

•  "  Hassan  is  an  artist  who  gives  himself 
no  airs.  Hassan,  take  your  clohal.  The 
Klianoum  wishes  to  hear  you." 

Hassan  took  down  the  large  tam- 
bourine whiclr  hung  against  the  wall,  and 
stood  before  them  in  a  noble  and  graceful 
attitude. 

"  What  shall  I  sing  ?  "_  said  he,  gravely. 
"  The  song  of  the  mosquito  ?  " 

"Yes,  yes,  that's  it  !  "  said  Catherine, 
amused  at  his  seriousness. 

Striking  his  dohal,  and  producing  there- 
with a  strange  sonorous  note,  he  began  in 
a  clear  voice : 


CHAPTER  XVI. — LEILA  AND  CATHERINE. 

"Pardon,  little  mosquito,  I  am  tliy  slave,  little  mos- 
quito. 

The  mosquito  settles  on  my  heaJ ;  Joes  lie  take  it 
for  a  melon  ? 

The  mosquito  settles  on  my  ear  ;  will  he  drive  me 
mad  ? 

The  mosquito  settles  on  my  eye  ;  does  he  take  it  for 
a  grape  ? 

The  mosquito  settles  on  my  nose;  would  he  take 

away  my  smell  ? 
The  mosquito  settles  on  my  beard  ;  does  he  take  me 

for  a  dervish  ? 
The  mosquito  settles  on  my  lips ;  would  he  take  away 

my  speech? 


[  With  a  readiness  which  showed  his 
i  satisfaction  at  having  an  audience,  Hassan 
I  started  on  another  song.  Tliis  was  a 
]  love  song,  with  a  refrain  of — 

"  All !  Leila,  Leila,  thou  hast  roasted 
my  heart !  "  which  the  boy  uttered  in  such 
a  solemn  voice  as  to  make  the  girls 
laugh.  ' 

To  this  romance  succeeded  a  funereal 
chant,  after  which  the  artist  stopped, 
saying  that  he  knew  no  more. 

"  Thank  you,  Hassan,"  said  Catherine, 


'The  song  of  the  mosquito." 


The  mosquito  settles  on  my  arm ;  docs  he  take  it  for 
a  pilau? 

The  mosquito  settles  on  my  eye  ;  would  he  take  away 
my  sight  ? 

The  mosquito  settles  on  my  back  ;  does  he  .take  it  for 
a  cushion  1 

The  raosquito  settles  on  me  everywhere ;  will  he  drive 
me  crazy  ? 

Pardon,  little  mosquito,  I  am  thy  slave,  little  mos- 
quito." 

"  Bravo  !  "  said  Catherine.  "  It  is  simple 
and  it  is  true.  The  mosquito  is  tlie  enemy 
and  the  master.  Tliank  you,  Hassan. 
And  now  let  us  have  another  !  " 


much  amused  at  the  virtuoso's  gi-avity. 
"  Your  repertory  is  quite  origmal,  and  I 
will  ask  you  to  sing  again.  But  you  have 
put  me  in  the  humour,  and  I  should  like 
something  else." 

"  If  Khanoum  Leila  likes,"'  said  Hassan, 
"  she  can  tell  beautiful  stories.  She 
knows  many  more  amusing  than  those  in 
aU  the  Tliousand-and-One  Nights." 

"  A  story  !  "  said  Catlierine  enthusias- 
tically. "  There  is  nothing  I  like  so 
much.  How  often  have  I  bothered  my 
good  Heloise  to  tell  me  a  tale  I  had  heard 


a  hundred  times  before  !    Quick  !  a  story, 
Leila !  " 

"With  pleasure,"  said  Leila,  delighted 
to  see  her  a  little  reheved  from  her 
anxiety.  "  What  shall  I  tell  you  ?  Will 
you  have  the  Swinging  Stone  i  " 

"  That  will  do— the  Swinging  Stone," 
said  Catherine,  who  felt  a  little  girl  again ; 
while  Hassan  roimded  his  beautiful  eyes 
to  listen  better,  for  he  was  quite  sure  the 
story  would  please  him  at  least  as  well 
as  it  did  Miss  Kerdic. 

"  There  was  once,"  said  Leila,  "  a  great 
king,  very  powerful,  very  brave,  and  a 
great  warrior.  When  he  had  conquered 
and  subjugated  all  the  nations  aroimd,  and 
taken  from  them,  under  the  name  of  war 
indemnities,  all  the  treasures  they  pos- 
sessed, this  king  found  himself  so  rich,  so 
rich,  that  he  did  not  know  what  to  do 
with  his  gold,  and  his  days  and  nights 
were  made  miserable  with  fear  that  some 
one  would  come  and  take  it  away  from 
him.  To  put  an  end  to  this,  he  called  for 
his  architect,  and  in  the  greatest  secrecy 
told  him  to  construct  a  chamber  under- 
groimd  into  which  he  could  put  his 
treasures,  and  to  which  he  alone  shoiild 
know  the  entrance.  Sure  of  not  being 
robbed,  henceforth  he  slept  in  peace,  and 
from  time  to  time  gratified  himself  by 
going  in  secret  and  counting  and  handling 
his  innumerable  tomans. 

"  But  the  architect  could  not  resist  the 
temptation  of  reserving  for  himself  also 
an  entrance  to  the  chamber,  that  he 
also  might  gladden  his  eyes  with  the 
sight  of  so  much  wealth ;  and,  unknown 
to  the  king,  he  had  very  cleverly  contrived 
in  the  wall  an  entrance  invisible  to  every- 
one. The  outer  wall  of  the  palace  was 
lined  with  enormoiis  blocks  of  stone.  By 
means  of  ingenious  mechanism,  the 
position  and  secret  of  which  it  was  neces- 
sary to  know  with  great  exactness  in 
order  to  make  it  work,  one  of  these  blocks 
of  stone  was  hung  so  that  it  could  turn 
and  give  access  to  the  subterranean  hall ; 
and  in  order  that  a  stranger,  who  by 
chance  had  put  his  hand  on  the  spring, 
coixld  gain  no  advantage  by  the  accident, 
he  made  it  necessary  for  another  _  spring 
to  be  touched  inside"  in  quite  a  different 
way  before  he  could  get  out ;  so  that  if  he 
once  let  the  stone  swing  back  he  would  be 
imprisoned  for  ever. 

"One  day,  the  architect,  being  full  of 
years,  and  feeling  liis  death  approaching, 
called  his  two  sons  to  him,  and  revealed 
to  them  the  secret  of  the  treasure,  and  of 
the  Sivinging  Stone,  and  warned  them 
to  use  tlie  knowledge  discreetly.  But 
the  young  men  were  ambitious,  lovers  of 
extravagance  and  good  living,  and  no 
sooner  had  the  old  man  died  than  they 
ran  to  the  treasure-house  with  a  bag,  and 
filled  it  with  tomans,  with  which  they 
lived  a  merry  life  for  many  months. 
When  the  tomans  had  been  spent,  they 
returned,  and  again  took  a  bagful.  This 
went  on  for  some  time  without  the  king 
suspecting  anything,  so  great  was  the 
number  of  tomans  he  had  amassed.  But 
if  the  treasure  was  great  the  two  brothers 
were  insatiable,  and  they  took  away  so 
much  that  at  last  the  king  noticed  that 
some  one  had  touched  his  gold.  And  he 
was  very  angry,  and  eager  to  punish  the 
thief.  But  what  could  he  do  '?  To  post 
guards  around,  to  warn  his  police,  and 
thus  let  people  into  the  secret,  were  the 
very  things  he  was  anxious  to  avoid. 


His  dignity  forbade  him  to  stay  in  ambush 
and  expose  his  august  person  to  the 
vengeance  of  a  thief.  And  so  he  thought 
the  matter  over,  and  called  for  his 
mechanist-in- ordinary,  and  ordered  him 
to  make  an  iron  trap  which  he  himself 
could  place  near  the  treasure  and  await 
the  event. 

"  Soon  the  two  brothers  returned,  and 
the  one  who  led  the  way  fell  into  the 
trap.  In  vain  he  tried  to  get  free  ;  the  trap 
would  not  give  up  its  prey.  Seeing  that 
death  was  inevitable,  he  said  to  his 
brother ; 

"  '  Cut  off  my  head,  and  carry  it  away 
in  the  bag;  and  thus  they  will  never 
know  who  has  been  here.' 

"  So  the  brother  cut  off  the  other  one's 
head  and  put  it  into  the  bag,  and  went 
away. 

"  On  the  morrow  the  king  came,  and 
found  the  headless  body  in  the  trap.  He 
was  much  embarrassed;  but  he  was  a 
man  of  resource. 

"  '  I  know  what  I  will  do,'  he  said.  '  I 
will  order  the  corpse  to  be  exposed  on  the 
wall  of  the  palace,  and  as  it  is  the  disgrace 
of  disgraces  to  leave  a  relative  without 
burial,  those  to  whom  it  belongs  will 
betray  themselves  by  coming  to  take  it  j 
away.' 

"The  corpse  was  hung  on  the  palace 
wall,  near  the  guardroom.  The  brother 
saw  through  the  king's  device,  and 
although  he  longed  to  do  the  last  honours 
to  the  dead,  yet  he  hesitated,  as  you  can 
understand,  at  the  risk  of  the  adventure. 
But  his  old  mother  continually  assailed 
him  with  invectives. 

"  '  Man  without  religion  !  Unnatural 
son  !  Wilt  thou  leave  the  poor  departed 
without  burial?  Ciirsed  be  the  day  in 
which  I  brought  thee  into  the  world  ! ' 

"And,  in  short,  he  resolved  to  take 
his  brother's  body,  cost  what  it  might. 
And  this  is  what  he  did.  He  filled 
several  goat-skins  with  wine,  and  put 
them  on  his  ass,  and  came  to  the  palace, 
and  stabbed  one  of  the  skins  so  that  the 
wine  burst  forth.  At  the  sight  of  it  the 
soldiers  left  their  post  to  save  in  buckets 
the  wine  that  was  being  lost,  and  then 
crowded  round  to  drink.  "Wlien  the  thief 
saw  they  were  all  overcome  with  drunken- 
ness, he  stood  up  on  the  ass,  took  down 
his  brother's  body,  covered  it  with  his 
mantle,  and  took  it  home  and  buried  it. 

"  Then  the  king  was  more  and  more  at 
a  loss.  But  he  would  not  admit  he  was 
beaten.  After  thinking  for  several  days, 
he  devised  a  new  expedient. 

"  He  had  an  only  daughter  of  gi'eat 
beauty.  He  called  her  to  him  and  said,^ 
'  I  am  going  to  announce  at  the  sound  of 
the  trumpet  that  all  the  young  men 
of  my  kingdom  can  come  to  thee  and  tell 
thee  the  exploits  they  have  accomplished, 
and  the  man  who  tells  thee  the  most  ex- 
traordinary one  will  be  thy  husband  and 
my  heir,  'immediately  our  thief  reveals 
himself,  thou  shalt  lay  thy  hand  on  his 
arm,  and  that  way  thou  knowest  he  can- 
not escape  from  justice.' 

"  The  princess,  at  her  father's  command, 
clothed  herself  in  her  richest  garments 
and  sat  at  her  window.  And  all  the 
yoimg  men  of  the  kingdom  went  one 
after  the  other  before  her,  and  told  her 
the  exploits  they  had  accomplished.  The 
thief  came,  and  boldly  told  her  how  he 
had  carried  away  his  brother's  body;  and 
his  story  was  the  most  extraordinary  one. 


Then  the  princess  put  out  her  hand  and 
laid  it  on  his  arm.  But,  wonderful  to  re- 
late, while  she  held  him  thus,  he  went 
away  as  if  she  held  him  not.  It  was 
a  false  arm  he  had  carried  under  his 
mantle,  and  he  left  it  in  the  hands  of  the 
princess.  And  again  he  escaped  from 
justice.  And  the  king  was  so  astonished 
at  the  cleverness,  courage,  and  presence 
of  mind  of  the  adventurer  that  he  gave 
him  his  daughter  in  marriage  and  made 
him  his  heir." 

"  That  is  a  capital  story,"  said  Cathe- 
rine. "But  I  do  not  miderstand  why 
the  thief  had  to  bring  a  false  arm,  and 
how  that  expedient  could  save  him." 

"  Ah,  you  want  to  know  too  much," 
said  Leila,  laughing.  "  See  if  Hassan  is 
not  content  at  the  tale  as  tradition  tells 
it." 

A  part  of  the  night  went  by  in  telling 
stories  such  as  these  while  the  return  of 
Maurice  and  Goucha  Nichin  was  waited 
for.  But,  as  they  did  not  return,  it  became 
necessary  to  take  some  sleep.  They  had 
said  when  they  set  out  that  they  might 
not  return  that  day,  and  in  spite  of  her 
growing  uneasiness  Catherine  did  her 
best  to  conceal  her  agitation. 

"  They  must  have  found  something 
of  interest,"  she  said  to  Leila.  "And  as 
Gargaridi  took  provisions  enough  for  a 
siege,  they  have  not  thought  it  worth 
while  to  return." 

"  Besides,"  said  Leila,  "they  could  not 
without  imprudence  come  up  the  Goul 
Hek  in  broad  daylight,  and  as  they  have 
not  come  back  during  the  night,  all  we 
can  do  is  to  wait  mitil  this  evening." 

The  day  dragged  by  wearily.  As  soon 
as  darkness  fell,  Hassan  was  sent  out 
along  the  road,  and  the  girls  tried  to  pass 
the  long  hours  of  waiting  by  preparing 
a  meal  for  the  travellers,  who  did  not 
come. 

The  second  night  went  by  without 
bringing  any  news.  In  the  morning 
Catherine's  uneasiness  was  intense. 

Leila,  silent  and  pale,  seemed  to  be 
pondering  over  some  important  decision. 

"  Catherine,"  said  she  at  last,  "we  can 
no  longer  dissimulate ;  some  accident 
must  have  happened.  Your  brother 
would  not  voluntarily  have  left  you  in 
this  dreadful  state  of  imeasiness.  And,  in 
circumstances  so  serious,  I  believe  I  am 
right  in  taking  exceptional  measures.  If 
I  do  wrong  may  Mithra  pardon  me  !  If 
the  Guebre  has  lost  the  Faranghi,  the 
daughter  of  the  Guebre  may  find  him  !  " 

"  AVhat  do  you  mean  ?  "  said  Catherine, 
trembling.  "  Oh  !  if  you  know  anything, 
tell  me;  let  us  be  oS;  do  not  hesitate. 
Wliat  are  you  waiting  for '?  " 

"Do  not  ask  me,"  said  LeUa,  gently; 
"  I  am  not  yet  sure  of  anything.  I  must 
search  ;  I  must  study.  Besides,  we  can- 
not go  out  mitil  we"  are  hidden  by  the 
darkness." 

And,  stepping  into  the  M'orkroom,  she 
took  several  large  books  down  fi'om  the 
shelves,  and  began  to  read,  while  Cathe- 
rine watched  her  with  feverish  eyes. 

"  What  strange  mstruments  you  have 
there  !  "  said  she,  noticing  the  retorts  and 
alembics.  "  This  looks  like  a  magician's 
cabinet." 

"  And  so  it  is,"  said  Leila,  seated  at 
the  large  table.    "  My  grandfather  is  the 
sole  possessor  of   the  cabaUstic  science, 
and  he  has  carefully  taught  me  some  of 
I  its  secrets," 


"  Are  you  in  earnest  ?  " 
"  Gonchca  Nichin  holds  that  the  Cabbala 
is  the  last  word  of  human  wisdom,  and 
that_  the  happiness  of  humanity  depends 
on  its  fonnulas.  Among  the'  Guebres 
there  are  people  who  believe  that  he 
knew  That-Hermes,  the  great  lawgiver 
of  the  occult." 

"  Is  that  why  Hassan  said,  '  Gouclia 
Nichin  is  as  old  as  the  world  '  ?  " 
_  "Yes,"^  said  Leila,  "children  and  the 
simple-minded  exaggerate  things  and  see 
marvels  everywhere.  But  it  is  beyond 
doubt  that  the  occult  science  of  the  magi 
is  the  profoundest  and  most  venerable 
that  ever  was.  The  most  ancient  civilisa- 
tions received  from  them  their  formulas. 

'om  Chaldea,  its  cradle,  the  occult  has 
dominated  the  whole  world.  The  python- 
esses, the  sybils,  the  augurs,  the  diviners, 
the  whole  crowd  of  vaticinators,  necro- 
mancers, sorcerers,  oneiromancers,  the- 
urgists,  alchemists,  thaimiaturgists,  astro- 
logers, regular  or  irregular,  descend  in  a 
■direct  line  from  That-Hermes." 

"And  the  Egyptians,"  said  Catherine, 
for  a  moment  distracted  from  her  anxiety 
'by  her  friend's  enthusiasm,  "  were  they 
.-also  indebted  to  the  magi?  " 

"  Assuredly;  the  Egyptians,  the  Greeks, 
-the    Hebrews,   the    Celts,   the  Gallic 

Druids  " 

"  What !  "  interrupted  Catherine. 
Our  Druids  even  ?  " 

"  They  came  in  a  direct  line  from  the 
magi  of  Chaldea ;  they  formed  a  people 
apart,  in  the  nation  in  which  they  re- 
joiced in  unchallenged  authority.  If 
tliere  are  in  all  the  world  men  whom  the 
Guebres  would  call  brothers  they  are  the 
Gallic  Celts,  the  inhabitants  of  ancient 
Armorica." 

"  But  then,"  said  Catherine,  "  we  are 
of  the  same  race,  Leila  !  " 

"  How  so  ?  "  said  Leila,  turning  pale. 
"  We  are  Bretons ;  did  you  not  know 
that  ?  "  ■ 

"  I  thought  you  were  Parisians." 
"  No.    We  are  Bretons— Bretons  of  the 
Bretons." 

■"How  glad  I  am  !  "  said  Leila,  embrac- 


ing her  friend  with  effusion.  "Ah!" 
she^  continued  with  an  air  of  triumph, 
"without  delay  must  I  let  my  grand- 
father know  this.  What  objection  can 
he  have  now '?  " 

"  What  do  you  mean  ? ' '  asked  Catherine 
in  surprise. 

"A  Guebre,"  said  Leila,  in  some  con- 
fusion, "  and  particularly  a  mobed,  is 
naturally  prone  to  regard  as  inferior  and 
barbarous  every  man  who  is  not  of  his 
race— and  he  would  have  helped  your 
brother  all  the  more  had  he  known  of  the 
affinity  which  united  them." 

"  You  do  not  think  your  grandfather  is 
capable  of  betraying  Mam-ice  ?  "  said 
Catherine,  all  of  a  tremble. 

"No!"  said  Leila,  decidedly.  "No! 
I  have  told  you  without  disguise  that  he 
does  not  love  the  foreigner,  but  he  is  too 
magnanimous  to  betray  him.  He  would 
rather  be  buried  with  him  under  the 
ruins." 

"  My  dear  friend  !  "  gi-oaned  Catherine. 
"  You  make  me  shudder  !  Kuins  !  The 
earth  fallen  in  !  That  is  the  nightmare 
which  has  haunted  me  ever  since  these 
secret  expeditions  began.  So  long  as  we 
worked  in  the  open,  accidents  were  to  be 
feared,  it  is  true,  but  never  the  imknown ; 
while  in  these  dreadful  underground 
places  who  knows  what  may  happen  ? 
The  want  of  air,  of  fire,  of  waJier,  an  ever- 
lasting prison,  and  no  human  help,  no 
means  of  knowing  !  It  is  maddening  to 
think  of  it !  " 

"  Dear  Catherine,"  said  Leila,  much 
affected,  "  be  calm,  I  beseech  you. 
Appeal  to  your  courage ;  say  to  yourself 
that  if  any  danger  threatens  your  brother 
it  is  your  duty  to  keep  all  your  strength 
and  all  your  coolness  for  his  assistance." 

"  Good,  dear  Leila,"  said  Catlierine, 
bursting  into  tears,  "  what  should  I  do 
without  you?  Well,  I  will  take  some 
nourishment  and  try  to  go  to  sleep  to 
show  that  your  lesson  is  not  lost." 

"That  is  right,"  said  Leila,  pleased  at 
the  turn  things  had  tal;en,  and,  having 
poui'ed  out  a  cup  of  coffee,  she  sat  down 
near  her  on  a  pile  of  cushions,  advising 


her  to  go  to  sleep  quickly  while  she 
finished  her  researches. 

But  sleep  did  not  come. 

"  May  I  ask  what  you  are  study- 
ing? "  asked  Catherine,  after  an  interval 
of  silence. 

"  It  is  the  '  Clavicle  of  Solomon,  or  the 
Key  of  Solomon  the  King,'  "  said  Leila, 
gravel}-. 

"  I  think  I  know  that  book,"  said 
Catherine,  raising  herself  on  her  cushions. 
'•  Will  you  hand  it  me  ?  Yes.  That 
is  it.  I  remember  to  have  looked  it 
througli  with  Maurice  when  we  were 
occupied  in  our  Celtic  studies.  It  is  a 
sort  of  general  storehouse,  is  it  not,  of 
magical  formulas." 

'•It  is  the  gospel  of  truth,"  said  Leila 
solemnly  ;  and  Catherine  began  to  read 
half  audibly  : 

"  First :  On  the  Days,  the  Hours,  and 
the  Virtues  of  the  Planets.  Second : 
Concerning  the  Arts.  Third:  Prayers  and 
Conjurations.  Fourth :  More  powerful 
Conjurations.  Fifth :  Irresistible  Con- 
jurations. Sixth  :  How  to  become  In- 
visible. Seventh  :  Of  the  Manner  of  pre- 
paring the  Magic  Board  for  interrogating 
the  Intelligences  and  obtaining  a  Pieply 
to  any  Question  Whatsoever.  Eighth : 
For  becoming  the  Master  of  any  Treasm-e 
possessed  by  the  Spirits." 

"  Oh,  Leila  !  "  exclaimed  Catherine  in- 
voluntarily, and  she  could  not  help  her 
voice  taking  a  tone  of  irony,  "  it  is  not 
by  magic  and  conjm-ations,  I  hope,  that 
you  expect  to  lieli)  them." 

"It  would  be  iiseless,"  said  Leila,  with 
some  severity,  "  to  explain  to  you  what  I 
am  seeking.  I  tell  you  I  have  need  of 
study,  and  of  collecting  myself.  Sleep, 
Catherine.  "S^Hien  I  have  ended  my  work 
I  also  will  take  a  rest,  and  as  soon  as 
night  comes  we  will  go  in  search  of  those 
who  have  disappeai-ed." 

Catherine,  a  little  confused  at  having 
annoyed  her  friend,  did  her  best  to  please 
her,  and,  shutting  her  eyes,  and  fatigue 
getting  the  better  of  anxiety,  she  was  soon 
in  troubled  dreamy  slumber. 

(To  lecmtinued.) 


IfOTES  FROM  MY  LOG;    OR,   TRUE  STORIES  OF  ADVENTURE  AND  PERIL. 

By  Kear-Admiral  W.  E.  Kennedy. 


AFTER  a  run  ashore  of  about  six  weeks,  I 
was  all  ready  for  a  start  on  another 
cruise,  and  joined  H.M.S.  Calcutta,  then 
litting  out  at  Plymouth  as  flag-ship  for  the 
China  station. 

The  Calcutta  was  a  fine  84-gun  ship,  built 
of  teak  and  reported  to  sail  well,  as  did 
most  of  her  class.  She  carried  long  32- 
pounders  on  her  main  and  lower  decks,  also 
a  few  64-pounders,  and  32-pounder  carron- 
ades  on  the  forecastle.  A  gunboat  with  one 
long  gun  would  be  more  than  a  match  for 
lier  at  the  present  day. 

Our  commander-in-chief.  Admiral  Sir 
Michael  Seymour,  had  gone  out  overland  to 
Hong  Kong,  and  we  were  to  follow  as  fast  as 
v.e  could.  On  May  7,  1856,  we  left  Plymouth 
for  the  China  seas,  and  were  soon  bowling 
down  Channel  11  knots  an  hour. 

Nothing  of  importance  occurred  during  our 
passage  to  thq  Cape.    We  passed  Madeira 


VI.  ADVENTURES  IN  THE  CHINA  SEAS. 

seven  days  out,  and  the  Cape  de  Verdes  a 
few  days  afterwards.  Had  a  spell  of  calms 
in  the  Doldrums,  and  picked  up  the  S.E. 
trade  wind  a  few  degrees  to  the  northward  of 
the  equator. 

The  usual  ceremonies  observed  on  crossing 
the  line  were  dispensed  with  by  the  captain's 
order,  which  was  fortunate  for  those  of  us 
who  were  crossing  for  the  first  time.  Whilst 
becalmed  we  had  some  sport  with  the  sharks 
which  are  always  to  be  seen  in  these  latitudes. 
One  big  fellow  was  hooked  and  hauled  up  on 
to  the  poop  to  his  intense  disgust,  which  he 
showed  by  lashing  about  with  his  tail,  till 
deprived  of  this  appendage.  In  the  gunroom 
we  hooked  a  small  shark  about  six  feet  long, 
which  we  hauled  through  the  port,  and 
introduced  to  the  gun-room  officers.  The 
poor  shark  lashed  about  in  all  directions, 
sending  chairs  flying  about  right  and  left. 
Every  one  armed  himself  with  some  sort  of 


weapon,  and  while  one  belaboured  him  with 
a  handspike,  others  attacked  him  \vith  swords 
and  dirks.  In  the  midst  of  this  excitement, 
the  captain  and  commander  appeared  and 
watched  the  proceedings  with  much  interest. 
At  last  we  managed  to  cut  off  the  brute's 
tail,  and  cut  him  up  for  supper.  The  flavour 
of  shark  steaks  is  not  particularly  choice, 
but  when  one  has  been  on  salt  horse  for 
some  w-eeks,  a  midshipman  will  eat  an3'thing. 

We  carried  the  BE.  trades  to  lat.  35°  S., 
when  the  wind  fell  light  and  hauled  to  the 
northward.  On  June  25  a  man  fell  over- 
board. The  ship  was  running  pretty  fast  at 
the  time,  but  was  quickly  rounded  to  and 
the  man  picked  up,  but  not  till  be  had  been 
half  an  hour  in  the  water  and  was  nearly 
done.  From  this  time  till  we  were  w-ithin 
500  miles  of  the  Cape  we  had  to  contend 
with  a  succession  of  easterly  winds  which 
prolonged  our  passage  till  July  13,  when  a 
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rattling  breeze  carried  us  into  Simon's  Bay, 
Cape  of  Good  Hope.  We  only  remained  here 
three  days  to  replenish  water  and  provisions, 
and  sailed  again  on  the  19th,  and  the  next 
day  were  scudding  before  a  favouring  gale 
from  the  NW.,  passing  many  homeward  bound 
vessels  lying  to  under  close-reefed  topsails. 

After  the  gale  abated  we  had  tine  weather 
and  steady  breezes,  before  which  we  ran  for 
days  without  seeing  a  sail,  till  W3  sighted 
Java  Head,  on  the  evening  of  August  21,  and 
on  the  next  morning  we  bore  up,  and  ran 
through  the  Straits  of  Sunda,  separating 
the  Islands  of  Java  and  Sumatra.  The 
scenery  of  these  coasts  is  most  beautiful,  and 
we  all  enjoyed  the  refreshing  sight  of  the 
thickly  wooded  hills,  luxuriant  with  tropical 
vegetation.  Everything  looked  so  fresh  and 
green,  the  sea  was  smooth  and  blue,  and  the 
coral  reefs  could  plainly  be  distinguished 
beneath  the  clear  waters.  The  scent  from 
6he  spice  which  abounds  on  these  islands 
was  most  apparent,  and  we  could  see  the 
monkeys  skipping  from  tree  to  tree,  while 
numerous  parrots  and  cockatoos  flew  about, 
making  the  air  resound  v.'ith  their  discordant 
cries. 

A  large  Dutch  merchant  ship  was  sailing 
abreast  of  us,  and  our  captain  gallantly  or- 
dered the  band  to  play  on  the  poop  for  the 
benefit  of  some  lady  passengers  aboard  her. 
The  same  evening  we  came  to  an  anchor  off 
Angea  Point,  the  usual  rendezvous  for  all 
vessels  bound  through  the  Straits.  The 
ship  was  immediately  surrounded  by  canoes, 
manned  by  Malays,  bringing  off  cocoanuts, 
bananas,  etc.,  and  Java  sparrows,  which  are 
indigenous  to  these  islands.  Next  morning 
wo  again  weighed,  and  for  the  next  three  or 
four  days  made  the  best  of  our  way  to  the 
eastward,  threading  most  intricate  channels, 
past  lovely  islands,  and  anchoring  as  desir- 
able, and  on  the  evening  of  August  28  an- 
chored in  Singapore  Koads.  Although  we 
lay  a  long  way  from  the  shore,  the  bumboats 
were  soon  alongside  with  cargoes  of  fruit, 
vegetables,  poultry,  parrots,  and  cockatoos. 
The  boatmen  were  fine  muscular-looking 
fellows,  nearly  black,  their  bodies  smeared 
over  with  cocoanut  oil,  giving  them  a  very 
sleek  appearance,  and  the  water  runs  off 
them  as  off  the  back  of  a  duck.  Here  we  met 
with  some  Chinese  junks  for  the  first  time — 
great  clumsy-looking  craft,  painted  all  the 
colours  of  the  rainbow,  with  an  eye  in  the 
bows,  for,  as  the  Chinamen  observe,  '  Sup- 
pose no  got  eye,  how  can  see.'  These  trad- 
ing junks  are  only  able  to  sail  before  the 
wind,  so  they  run  down  from  Hong  Kong 
before  the  NE.  monsoon,  returning  with  the 
SW.,  thus  making  two  voyages  in  the  year. 
The  clipper  Mandarin  junks,  or  men-of- 
war,  are  built  on  fine  lines,  sail  remark- 
ably well,  and  carry  a  number  of  guns.  With 
these  latter  we  were  destined  to  become 
better  acquainted  presently. 

After  leaving  Singapore  we  picked  up  the 
SW.  monsoon,  and  reached  our  destination, 
Hong  Kong,  on  September  8,  after  a  passage 
of  four  months  from  England. 

This  may  seem  an  alDsurdly  long  time  to 
the  present  generation,  when  fast  steamers 
do  the  same,  via  the  Suez  Canal,  in  a  little 
more  than  as  many  weeks,  but  for  a  sailing 
ship  going  round  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope  it 
was  nothing  unusual. 

The  harbour  of  Hong  Kong  is  a  fine  one, 
sheltered  from  all  points  of  the  compass, 
especially  from  the  south,  where  the  road- 
stead is  protected  by  the  high  range  of  the 
island  itself. 

We  found  the  usual  amount  of  shipping  at 
anchor  in  the  roads,  including  men-of-war 
of  various  nationalities  and  quite  a  fleet  of 
opium  clippers.  These  beautiful  little  vessels 
were  mostly  topsail  schooners  of  about  300 
tons,  built  for  speed,  and  heavily  armed  for 


protection  against  pirates.  They  have  since 
been  superseded  by  steamers.  The  same 
may  be  said  of  the  tea  trade,  which  used  to 
be  carried  entirely  by  fast  sailing  ships  round 
the  Cape.  Sometimes  two  or  three  of  these 
smart  clippers  would  sail  on  the  same  day, 
and  heavy  bets  would  be  made  on  the  race 
home.  It  has  occasionally  happened  that 
two  of  them  have  run  up  Channel  together, 
never  having  been  in  sight  of  each  other 
after  leaving  Hong  Kong. 

But  the  romance  of  sailing  is  over,  and 
now  the  early  teas  are  carried  by  fast  steamers 
through  the  Canal. 

On  September  20  the  Winchester,  50-gun 
frigate,  arrived  from  the  northward,  having 
on  board  our  gallant  commander-in-chief. 
Admiral  Sir  Michael  Seymour,  whose  flag 
was  shifted  to  the  Calcutta.  A  small  paddle 
steamer  called  the  Coromandel  was  fitted  up 
as  tender  to  the  flag-ship,  and  officered  and 
manned  from  that  ship. 

The  weather  even  at  this  time  of  year 
(October  corresponding  with  the  same  month 
at  home)  was  fearfully  hot,  the  thermometer 
ranging  from  85°  to  90'  in  the  shade,  and  at 
night  there  was  very  little  difference,  so  that 
between  the  heat  and  the  mosquitoes  one 
got  but  little  sleep,  and  longed  for  the  return 
of  day,  when  we  all  plunged  overboard  for  a 
delicious  bathe.  On  shore  the  heat  was  even 
worse,  but  Europeans  have  so  many  ap- 
pliances, such  as  punkahs,  ice  drinks,  etc., 
that  they  manage  to  lead  a  very  pleasant  life. 
There  used  to  be  some  snipeshooting  on  the 
mainland  abreast  of  the  island,  and  we  would 
wade  through  the  paddy-fields  in  search  of 
the  long  bills  ;  but  our  bags  were  light  and 
the  operation  not  unattended  with  danger, 
for  the  water-buffaloes,  although  domestic 
animals  and  quiet  with  their  owners,  always 
charged  a  European  on  sight,  and  I  well 
remember  being  thus  attacked  whilst  in  a 
helpless  position  up  to  my  middle  in  a  bog. 
Fortunately  the  beast  also  got  bogged,  and  a 
charge  of  snipeshot  in  the  face  at  fifteen 
yards  cooled  his  ardour  and  made  him  beat 
a  retreat.  I  had  a  more  serious  adventure 
in  this  locality  some  months  afterwards 
during  the  war,  but  this  I  will  relate  in  its 
proper  place. 

We  were  beginning  to  get  tired  of  idling 
our  time  at  Hong  Kong,  when,  on  the  morn- 
ing of  October  21,  we  were  startled  by  the 
order,  "  Hands  up  anchor,  and  make  sail." 
In  a  moment  all  was  activity  and  excitement, 
especially  as  the  report  got  about  that  there 
was  a  prospect  of  some  fighting  up  the  river 
in  consequence  of  a  difference  of  opinion 
between  Mr.  Parkes,  our  consul  at  Canton, 
and  the  Mandarin  governor  of  that  city. 

The  trouble  arose  on  account  of  an  insult  to 
the  British  flag,  in  hauling  down  the  colours  of 
the  lorcha  *  Arrow.  The  negotiations  on  the 
subject  having  failed  to  obtain  any  redress. 
Sir  John  Bowring,  Governor  of  Hong  Kong, 
applied  to  the  admiral  for  assistance.  Sailors 
have  to  obey  orders,  not  to  raise  questions  of 
policy.  And  a  few  hours  after  receipt  of  the 
Governor's  despatch,  the  Calcutta  was  running 
out  of  the  harbour  under  a  cloud  of  canvas, 
bound  for  the  Canton  Kiver,  towing  the  boats 
of  H.M.S.  Winchester,  fully  armed,  astern  of 
her. 

The  Canton  Kiver  at  its  mouth  is  so  broad 
that  for  miles  one  can  barely  distinguish  the 
banks,  in  fact  it  is  more  an  arm  of  the  sea 
for  the  first  twenty  or  thirty  miles,  when  it 
narrows  rapidly,  until  at  the  Bogue  Forts, 
seventy  miles  from  Hong  Kong  and  thirty 
from  Canton,  it  is  about  a  mile  wide,  and 
soon  afterwards  not  more  than  a  quarter. 

The  wind  falling  light,  we  were  taken  in 
tow    by   the   Barracouta   (a  paddle-wheel 


*  Lorcha,  a  vessel  peculiar  to  the  China  seas,  riggeJ 
like  a  juuk. 


steam  sloop)  till  night,  when  we  anchored, 
and  again  proceeded  in  the  morning  to  an 
anchorage  a  few  miles  above  the  Bogue 
Forts,  wl}ich  was  as  far  as  the  depth  of 
water  would  allow  us  to  go.  The  Barra- 
couta then  went  on  up  the  river,  having  the 
boats  of  the  Winchester,  Comus,  and  Bittern 
in  tow. 

As  the  Calcutta  was  unable  to  get  any 
nearer  to  the  scene  of  operations,  her  boats 
were  prepared  for  active  service,  and  at 
3  A.M.  of  October  23  we  left  the  ship  and 
made  fast  to  the  Sampson  {which  vessel  was 
to  tow  us  up  the  river).  The  flotilla  con- 
sisted of  the  launch,  two  pinnaces,  and  cutter. 
I  was  the  midshipman  in  charge  of  the 
launch.  The  admiral  and  staff  went  on 
board  the  Coromandel. 

We  made  good  progress  through  the  day, 
and  at  dark  anchored  for  the  night,  pushing 
on  again  at  daylight  till  we  reached  the  bar, 
where  the  Sampson  grounded,  and  we  left 
her.  The  Coromandel,  meanwhile,  had  gone 
up  another  branch  of  the  river ;  this  branch, 
forming  a  fork  at  Whampoa,  joins  the  main 
stream  at  Canton,  fifteen  miles  further  up, 
thus  approaching  the  city  from  opposite 
directions. 

The  Coromandel,  assisted  by  the  Barra- 
couta, took  possession  of  the  IBarrier  Forts 
with  very  slight  opposition,  the  first  shot 
of  the  war  being  fired  from  the  Coromandel. 
After  leaving  the  Sampson  we  pulled  up  the 
river  in  the  direction  of  Canton,  and  when 
about  four  miles  from  the  city  we  were  joined 
by  Captain  Bate  of  the  Action,  whose  know- 
ledge of  the  locality  and  the  people  was 
most  useful.  Acting  upon  his  advice  it  was 
arranged  to  attack  the  Macao  Fort. 

This  formidable  fort  was  built  upon  an 
island  in  the  middle  of  the  river,  command- 
ing the  passage  on  both  sides.  Ninety  guns 
of  large  calibre  were  mounted  within  its 
walls,  which  were  of  immense  thickness, 
and  it  was  fully  manned. 

The  importance  of  taking  possession  of 
this  fortress  was  evident,  but  the  force  at  our 
disposal  was  absurdly  inadequate  for  the 
undertaking,  consisting  as  it  did  of  the 
three  boats  of  the  Calcutta,  armed  with  one 
small  brass  howitzer  apiece,  and  Captain 
Bate's  whaleboat— about  eighty  men  all 
told.  Nevertheless  it  was  decided  to  make 
the  attempt. 

The  Chinamen  were  watching  our  move- 
ments with  unconcern,  doubtless  never 
dreaming  that  we  should  have  the  audacity 
to  molest  them  with  such  an  insignificant 
force.  Great  must  have  been  their  sui-prise 
when  with  three  hearty  cheers  we  made  a 
dash  at  the  fort,  and  before  they  had  time 
to  fire  a  shot  we  were  alongside  them 
and  took  possession.  With  one  well-directed 
broadside  they  could  have  blown  us  out  of 
the  water,  but  not  a  shot  was  fired  on  either 
side.  The  Chinamen  were  turned  out  bag 
and  baggage,  and  we  remained  in  possession, 
whilst  Captain  Bate  went  on  to  Canton  to 
report  our  proceedings  to  the  admiral. 

Simultaneously  with  the  capture  of  Macao 
Fort,  the  Bird's  Nest  Fort,  mounting  35 
guns,  and  a  small  fort  opposite  the  English 
quarter  of  the  city,  were  taken  possession 
of  without  opposition,  also  the  Shameen 
Forts  at  the  head  of  the  Macao  Passage, 
the  whole  of  the  guns  being  destroyed. 

In  the  Macao  Fort  we  found  many  beauti- 
ful brass  guns,  some  of  them  fourteen  inches 
in  the  bore,  or  twice  as  large  as  anything  we 
had  on  board  the  Calcutta. 

Leaving  one  pinnace  in  charge  of  the  fort 
and  the  other  a  mile  or  so  above  it,  we  went 
on  in  the  launch  to  Canton,  where  we  found 
the  Encounter  screw  corvette  moored  off  the 
city. 

(To  be  continued.) 
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THE  TIGER   CHIEF   OP   BURMAH ; 

OR,  THE  ADVENTUEES  OF  TWO  BOYS  ON  THE  UPPER  lERAWADDY. 

By  David  Ker, 

AuHioi-  of  "IlJerim  the  Afy/ian,"  "A  Coral  Prison;'  etc. 


CHAPTER  I.— AN  OUTPOST  IN  THE  JUNGLE. 

"  I'LL  tell  you  what,  old  chappie,— if  you  j  of  excitement,  and  of  there  being  nothing 

J-    enjoy  this  sort  of  thing,  I  don't,     stirring.     Curious  coincidence,  iln't  it  ? 
that's  all !    When  we  first  came  up  here  I      The  last  speaker  paused  for  a  moment, 
they  told  us  that  the  whole  country 
was  swarming  with  Dacoits  (bri- 
gands), and  I  expected  we'd  have 
lots  of  fighting,  don't  you  know  ? 
Well,  we've  been  here  two  mortal 
months,  and  not  had  a  single  battle 
yet — and  never  seen  so  much  as 
till  I  1)  (  1   1   1  >  1    u  s       (    dl  th< 
tiiiK  '    1     ill  I  I   li  im   I  )  r  ik(  X 
fellow  in  like  that,  don't  you  know  ? 
Too  bad,  'pon  my  word  !  " 

\   I       I    il   1       DM  lilin^'  t  1 
died  away,  there  was  a  momentary 
silence ;  and  then  a  deep,  grave, 
rather  peculiar  voice  answered  with 
a  somewhat  cm-ious  emphasis  : 

I )  I    ]  }  II  t  )  I  Ml  ml  I 

win  I     ]ll  I         III     111  II  1    t  1 

veil  1    )  ( 

111  1^<7  (li  '  II  '  -  <  I 
I  )Ui    — I      ^  1   \  Muuiu.     \\  ii\ 

do  you  ask  that '?  " 


speedily  and  terribly  his 
were  to  be  fulfilled  : 
"  Take  my  word  for  it, 


ominous  words 
Frank,  my  boy, 


'  What !   the  Tiger  Chief  again  ?  ' 


"  Becaiise,  just  before  it  came  and  I  as  if  to  let  this  significant  comment  sink  |  that  it  won't  be  long  before  you  see  quite 
swept  everything  away,  people  were  com-  well  into  his  companion's  mind  ;  and  as  many  Dacoits  as  you'll  care  to  see,  and 
plaining,  just  as  you're  doing  now,  of  want  I  then   he   added — little   dreaming   how  j  have  as  much  fighting  as  you  want.  It's 
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just  when  you  don't  see  or  hear  anything 
of  these  fellows,  that  they're  the  nearest 
to  you,  and  the  most  to  be  feared." 

The  closing  sentence  was  spoken  with 
such  grim  emphasis  that  it  made  even  the 
careless  listener  look  grave  for  a  moment. 
Aud,  in  truth,  such  a  warning  might  well 
be  impressive,  when  uttered  in  one  of  the 
most  dangerous  and  lawless  regions  of 
Eastern  Asia,  where,  only  two  short 
years  before,  no  Englishman's  life  would 
have  been  safe  for  a  single  day,  and 
where,  even  now,  it  was  a  common 
saying  that  an  English  garrison  officer's 
first  question  on  awaking  in  the  morning 
was  always,  "  How  many  men  murdered 
last  night  ?  " 

Since  the  British  annexation  of  Upper 
Burmah  in  1885-6,  England  had  at- 
tempted to  maintain  order,  and  to  re- 
press the  plundering  habits  of  the  wild 
northern  clans,  by  dotting  her  new  terri- 
tory with  little  pin-pricks  of  armed 
occupation — 100  men  here,  50  men  there, 
30  men  yonder — quartered  sometimes  in 
the  Burmese  villages  themselves,  some- 
times in  half-ruined  Buddhist  mona- 
steries, and  not  unfrequently  in  rude  forts 
hastily  built  for  the  purpose.  Each  of 
these  tiny  garrisons  comprised  both 
horse  and  foot,  the  cavalry  scouring  the 
siUTOunding  country  while  the  infantry 
guarded  the  camp  ;  and  this  keeping  of 
an  armed  force  constantly  on  duty  in  the 
very  midst  of  the  native  marauders,  ready 
to  dash  out  at  the  first  alarm  of  a  raid, 
was  found  to  check  these  daring  freebooters 
far  more  effectually  than  the  laborious 
dragging  of  a  large  expeditionary  column 
from  place  to  place  in  hopeless  pursuit 
of  enemies  as  nimble  as  birds  and  as 
ciinning  as  foxes. 

It  was  in  one  of  the  remotest  of  these 
outposts  (far  away  toward  the  border  hiUs 
between  Burmah  and  "Western  China,  on 
a  small  river  that  was  almost  buried  in  a 
black  and  pathless  mass  of  jungle  down 
to  the  very  point  of  its  meeting  with  the 
Upper  Irrawaddy),  that  the  two  young 
officers  were  stationed  whose  conversa- 
tion we  have  just  quoted  ;  and  one  glance 
at  their  surroundings  was  enough  to  show 
that  Lieutenant  Merrincourt's  grumblings 
were  (from  his  point  of  view  at  least)  not 
wholly  without  foundation. 

The  outpost  was  a  fair  sample  of  the 
ordinary  "  up-country  fort  "  in  Burmah, 
and  certainly  formed  no  very  luxurious 
residence  for  any  man  accustomed  to 
London  clubs  and  English  country-houses. 
On  a  rising  ground  overlooking  the  river 
a  deep  trench  had  been  dug,  and  a  high, 
steep  bank  of  earth  thrown  up  inside  it, 
surmounted  with  one  of  those  tall  bamboo 
stockades  which  figm'ed  so  formidably  in 
England's  earlier  Burmese  wars,  and  all 
but  cost  Lord  Wolseley  his  life  when  a 
young  subaltern.  "Within  this  primitive 
entrenchment  a  number  of  huts  had  been 
run  up  for  the  officers,  men,  and  camp- 
followers,  and  two  large  sheds  built  to 
serve  respectively  as  a  store-house  and  a 
hospital. 

All  these  buildings  were  roofed  with 
thatch  and  floored  with  split  bamboos, 
and  were  raised  above  the  ground  (as  in 
Siam  and  the  Malay  islands)  upon  stout 
posts  three  or  four  feet  high.  The  hut 
occupied  by  the  two  young  officers  con- 
sisted merely  of  a  bedroom  and  a  "  bath- 
place,"  while  the  men  occupied  one  long 
room,  which,  like  the  "  Chinese  quarters  " 


on  some  of  the  plantations  in  Sumatra 
and  Java,  had  a  clear  space  down  the 
centre,  and  a  raised  platform  or  sleeping- 
place  along  either  side. 

AU  around  this  tiny  fortress  the  matted 
brushwood  had  been  carefully  cut  away 
for  several  Imndred  yards,  so  as  to  leave 
no  cover  for  an  approaching  enemy  ;  and 
on  the  farther  side  of  this  clearing  lay 
the  native  village,  with  its  seventy  or 
eighty  queer  little  nests  of  bamboos  and 
dried  grass  huddled  together  beneath  the 
shade  of  the  huge  tamarind  trees,  behind 
the  high  palisade  which  is  as  recognised 
a  feature  of  any  vUlage  in  Upper  Burmah 
as  the  cricket-green  is  in  an  English  one. 
And,  between  it  and  the  river,  the  tall, 
white,  spear-pointed  tru-rets  and  gilded 
cupolas  of  a  crumbling  Burmese  pagoda 
rose  above  the  clustering  leaves,  glitter- 
ing in  the  cloudless  splendour  of  the 
sinking  sun. 

Sucla  was  the  fort  of  Kyook-Pew 
(White  Rock),  not  the  gayest  place  in  the 
world,  certainly,  for  two  yoimg  English- 
men with  no  society  but  their  own  ;  for 
all  the  rest  of  the  garrison  were  Hindoos, 
and  there  was  not  another  redcoat  within 
forty  miles  of  them.  Least  of  all  was 
such  a  spot  likely  to  suit  the  taste  of  a 
man  like  Frank  Merrincourt,  whose  fresh, 
boyish  face  showed  at  the  first  glance 
that  with  all  his  pluck  and  daring  (and 
he  had  plenty  of  both)  he  was  not  over- 
burdened with  brains,  and  would  be  apt 
to  fare  badly  if  thrown  upon  his  own 
resources  for  amiisement  in  a  region 
where  letters  and  newspapers  often  took 
eight  or  nine  weeks  to  reach  their  desti- 
nation, and  where  the  usual  contents  of 
a  garrison  library  were  an  odd  volume 
of  a  tattered  novel,  with  the  first  and  last 
pages  torn  out,  an  English  sporting  paper 
six  months  old,  and  an  "Army  List  "  of 
the  year  before  last. 

Far  otherwise  was  it  with  his  comrade, 
Lieutenant  Alfred  Marston,  of  the  — th 
Bengal  Infantry,  the  acting  commander 
of  the  garrison.  The  most  careless  ob- 
server would  have  noticed  in  his  firm, 
dark,  thoughtful  features,  and  deep,  earnest 
eyes,  a  shadow  of  ceaseless  care  and 
watchfulness,  telling  how  keenly  he  felt 
the  pressure  of  that  responsibility  which 
sat  so  lightly  upon  his  careless,  jovial 
companion.  One  could  fancy  that  strong, 
massive  face  fronting  the  flying  spears  at 
Rorke's  Drift,  or  looming  through  the 
billowy  smoke  of  Lucknow ;  but  it  seemed 
strangely  out  of  place  amid  the  safe  and 
inglorious  stagnation  of  this  obscure  out- 
post, with  its  wearisome  daily  routine  of 
the  same  morning  round  of  inspection, 
the  same  early  ride,  the  same  invariable 
breakfast  of  beefsteak  or  stewed  fowl,  tea, 
and  chupatties  (thin  cakes  of  unleavened 
bread),  after  which  the  heat  of  the  day 
came  on,  and  every  one's  inclination  to 
do  anything  whatever — except  to  lie  still 
and  smoke — went  off. 

From  the  spot  where  he  stood,  Mar- 
ston's  keen  dark  eyes — which  seemed  to 
be  always  watching  something  or  some- 
body— commanded  a  full  view  of  the 
river-bank  below  the  village,  which  just 
then  presented  a  very  animated  spectacle. 
"What  the  spring  or  well  is  to  the  natives 
of  the  Lower  Congo,  what  the  "  cooking- 
shed  "  is  to  the  Dualla  Africans  of  the 
Cameroons,  the  river-side  is  to  the  villa- 
gers of  Upper  Burmah — a  centre  of  jokes, 
flirtations,  local  scandals,  and  chit-chat  of 


every  kind,  while  the  Burmese  ladies  fill 
their  earthen  pitchers  with  water,*  wash 
their  clothes  and  household  utensils,  or 
indulge  in  a  sociable  bath  in  company 
with  their  children,  husbands,  and 
brothers,  till  the  whole  breadth  of  the 
shallow  stream  is  alive  with  dripping 
brown  faces. 

Such  a  scene  lay  before  Marston  now ; 
and,  apart  from  its  life  and  bustle,  it  had 
a  barbaric  picturesqueness  of  its  own  hard 
to  describe,  owing  to  that  wonderful 
mingling  of  bright  colours  which  makes 
every  Burmese  crowd  so  gay  and  beauti- 
ful a  sight,  as  compared  with  the  dull, 
unchanging  whiteness  of  the  cotton-clad 
Hindoos.  Crimson  tunics,  blue  sashes, 
yellow  or  white  skirts,  embroidered 
pouches  and  girdles,  gi-een  caps,  broad- 
brimmed  "  Shan  "  straw  hats  adorned 
with  bright  scarlet  ribbons,  turned  the 
whole  throng  into  a  living  rainbow  be- 
neath the  slanting  sunlight. 

The  spirits  of  the  villagers  seemed  as 
gay  as  their  dresses.  The  clatter  of 
tongues  was  incessant ;  every  face  rippled 
with  smiles;  and  peal  after  peal  of  jolly, 
boyish  laughter  startled  the  sullen  echoes 
of  the  silent  forest. 

"  Are  these  the  people  froni  whom  you 
expect  danger,  Alf  ?  "  asked  Frank 
Merrincourt,  as  a  louder  laugh  than  usi;al 
came  rolling  to  his  ear  on  the  fresh  even- 
ing breeze. 

"  You  mustn't  judge  by  thai,  my  boy," 
answered  Marston,  gravely.  "  The  Bur- 
man,  like  the  Frenchman,  can  laugh 
when  plotting  murder,  or  in  the  jaws  of 
death.  At  the  time  of  the  great  fire 
in  Mandalay,  which  made  thousands  of 
people  into  houseless  beggars  at  one 
stroke,  an  English  chaplain  who  was 
there  (and  from  whom  I  got  the  story) 
hurried  down  to  the  burned  quarter,  like 
a  good  fellow  as  he  was,  to  see  if  any- 
thing could  be  done  to  help  those  who  had 
sufi'ered.  As  he  approached,  instead  of 
wailings  and  cries  of  despair,  he  heard 
incessant  roars  of  laughter  ;  and  when  he 
came  up,  he  found  that  the  Burmans  had 
actually  rigged  up  a  make-shift  native 
theatre  among  the  still  smoking  ruins,  and 
were  sitting  watching  one  of  those  queer 
plays  of  theirs,  while  the  clown  of  the 
piece  kept  cutting  all  sorts  of  jokes  about 
the  fire  and  its  ravages,  at  which  the  very 
people  whom  that  fire  had  stripped  of  all 
that  they  had  were  laughing  as  loudly  as 
any  one !  " 

Merrincourt  was  silent  for  a  moment, 
as  if  endeavouring  to  digest  this  new  fact. 
Then  he  said  abruptly,  as  if  wishing  to 
change  the  subject : 

"  By-the-bye,  oughtn't  Foster  and  those 
two  boys  to  be  here  soon  ?  One  day's  so 
like  another  here,  that  I  shall  be  forget- 
ting what  year  it  is  before  long  ;  but  I've 
a  kind  of  idea  that  they  were  to  be  at 
Rangoon  last  Saturday,  and  I  know  they 
meant  to  come  up  the  river  at  once." 

"  It  doesn't  foUow  that  they'll  be  here 
so  soon,  though,"  said  Marston;  "for  this 
is  not  exactly  a  country  of  special  trains 
and  excursion  tickets,  yoTi  know.  They 
could  get  up  the  Irrawaddy  as  far  as 
Bhamo  in  about  a  week,  counting  the 


*  It  is  to  be  remarked,  however,  that  in  many  parts 
of  Burmah  the  natives  hardly  ever  take  water  direct 
from  a  running  stream,  preferring  to  obtain  it  by 
digging  wells,  or  by  trencliiug  lioles  in  the  dry  bed  of 
a  river,  believing  that  water  which  has  been  thus 
filtered  through  sand  is  piu'er  and  less  likely  to  cause 
fever.— D.  K. 
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halt  at  Mandalay ;  but  how  they'll  manage 
after  that  is  another  matter.  Unless  they 
happen  to  hit  one  of  onr  despatch-boats 
just  starting  up  the  higher  river,  they 
may  have  to  work  their  way  overland 
through  the  jungle." 

"  I  wish  them  joy  of  the  job,  then," 
cried  Merrincourt,  with  a  shudder.  "  Our 
old  colonel  wasn't  far  out  when  he  de- 
scribed tliis  jungle  as  '  a  forest  of  fish- 
hooks relieved  by  an  occasional  patch  of 
penknives.'  I'm  glad  they  are  coming, 
though,  for  they'll  be  some  company  for 
us  in  this  wretched  hole.  Foster  will 
make  a  famous  chum  for  you,  for  he's 
just  such  another  dry,  grave  old  chap  as 
yourself;  and  I'll  take  Harry  out  shoot- 
ing, for  he's  as  fond  of  it  and  as  good  at 
it  as  if  he  were  fifty  instead  of  fifteen." 

"  A  regular  '  son  of  a  gun,'  in  fact,"  put 
in  Marston,  who,  grave  as  he  was,  some- 
times made  jokes,  though  he  never  by 
any  chance  lauglied  at  them  himself. 

"  And  as  for  Fred  Milburn,  this  Ameri- 
can cousin  who  is  coming  to  stay  with 
them,"  resumed  Merrincourt,  "  a  boy  bred 
on  the  AVestern  prairies  ought  to  know 
how  to  handle  a  rifle  and  to  find  his  way 
about  without  a  nurse.  But,  hollo  !  that 
must  be  our  old  Kessaldar  come  back 
again." 

A  trampling  of  horse-hoofs  was  heai-d 
outside— a  few  quick,  sharp,  Hindoostanee 
words  of  command  were  uttered  by  a 
deep,  sonorous  voice — and  then  the  steep, 
ladder-like  steps  creaked  beneath  a  firm 
tread,  and  at  the  door  of  the  officers'  room 
appeared,  with  a  stately  military  salute,  a 
splendid  old  Hindoo  non-commissioned 
officer,  who,  having  been  out  on  a  scout- 
ing expedition  with  half-a-dozen  picked 
sowars  (native  troopers),  had  come  to 
make  his  report. 

It  was  soon  made,  and  Frank  Merrin- 
court eyed  his  ill-boding  comrade  with  a 
grin  of  sarcastic  meaning  as  he  heard  the 
scout  announce  that  he  and  his  men  had 
seen  no  danger,  and  no  sign  of  any.  But 
Marston,  who  had  studied  the  old  warrior's 
face  more  closely  than  his  words,  read  in 


it  something  which  made  him  ask  briefly 
and  pointedly  as  the  Eessaldar  ceased  to 
speak : 

'•  You  say  you  have  seen  nothing,  Hadji 
Mahmood, — have  you  heard  anything  ?  " 

"The  sahib  liath  spoken  wisdom,"  said 
the  veteran,  with  a  grim  smile.  "  On  o\vc 
way  back  we  came  through  the  village, 
and  passed  by  the  shoj}." 

Even  the  thoughtless  Merrincourt 
pricked  up  his  ears  at  this  last  word,  for  he 
knew  that  in  this  region,  wliere  the  post- 
man had  never  set  foot  nor  the  telegraph's 
click  been  heard,  the  centre  and  fountain- 
head  of  all  news  from  the  outer  world  is 
tlie  one  village  shop — for  in  these  tiny 
hamlets  there  is  seldom  more  than  one. 

The  stoclc-ia-trade  of  this  primitive 
mart  is  usually  as  simple  as  itself,  con- 
sisting chiefly  of  coarse  Burmese  cloths  and 
slippers,  jars  of  kerosene  oil,  GernM.n 
matches  (English  ones  being  apparently 
quite  at  a  discomit  in  Burmah),  and  a  few 
tawdry  native  trinkets,  which,  in  one 
sense  at  least,  are  certainly  "  worth  a  good 
round  sum,"  i.e.  0.  But  these  commodi- 
ties, such  as  they  are,  have  been  brought 
(usually  in  baskets  slung  to  the  two  ends 
of  a  bamboo  poised  on  the  bearer's 
shoulder)  all  the  way  from  the  large 
towns  farther  down  the  great  river  which 
is  the  main  artery  of  Burmah's  life  ;  and 
the  carriers  naturally  bring  with  tliem 
all  the  vague  and  conflicting  rumours, 
possible  or  impossible,  which  are  buzzing 
around  tlie  crowded  bazaars  of  Bhamo, 
Mandalay,  or  Amarapoora. 

Whenever  a  fresh  guerilla  outbreak 
has  taken  place  in  the  disturbed  border 
provinces,  or  a  new  official  been  ap- 
pointed by  the  British  Government — 
whenever  another  detachment  of  troops 
has  been  sent  over  from  India,  or  another 
English  gunboat  has  come  up  the  Irra- 
waddy  from  Rangoon — some  garbled  ver- 
sion of  the  occurrence  trickles  througli 
an  endless  series  of  channels  into  the 
village  shop,  where  it  is  retailed,  "  with 
notes  and  additions  by  the  translator,"  to 
all  who  care  to  hear  it.    So,  the  moment 

(To  he  cotitinued.) 


Merrincourt  heard  "the  shop"  men- 
tioned, he  sat  up  and  bent  forward  to 
listen. 

"  Well,"  asked  Marston  of  the 
Eessaldar,  "  what  did  they  speak  of 
there  ?  " 

"Sahib,"  replied  the  old  soldier,  with 
a  look  of  half-superstitious  awe  which 
seemed  strangely  out  of  place  upon  his 
bold,  firm  features  (for  he  was  a  Sikh 
from  the  Punjaub),  "thev  spoke  of 
'  Seteeti-Tchar  '  "  (the  War-Tiger). 

Whatever  this  mysterious  name  might 
imply,  it  seemed  to  fall  like  a  thunderbolt 
upon  the  two  listeners.  Even  Merrin- 
court sprang  to  his  feet  as  if  he  had  been 
electrified,  and  all  Marston's  self-command 
could  not  repress  a  loud  exclamation  of 
astoni.shnient  and  dismav. 

"  What  ?  the  Tiger  '  Chief  again  ?  " 
cried  he.  "Why,  he's  dead — killed  three 
months  ago — at  least  the  famoixs  liger- 
sldn  helmet  that  gave  him  his  name  was 
brought  into  Bhamo,  and  the  sepoy  who 
brought  it  got  the  Government  bounty 
ofi'ered  for  his  death  or  capture." 

"  The  sahib  speaks  the  words  of 
truth,"  said  the  veteran,  solemnly,  "  but 
no  earthly  hand  or  earthly  weapon  can 
prevail  against  the  Tiger  of  War.  Men 
say  that  he  is  no  mortal  man,  but  a 
Blioot  (ghost)  ;  and  truly  mortal  man 
never  did  siach  deeds  as  he  hatli  done. 
It  is  said  in  the  village  that  he  has  been 
seen  within  eight  days  past  among  the 
mountains  up  yonder,  and  that  the  very 
sound  of  his  coming  has  roused  the  people 
even  as  the  bleating  of  the  flocks  rouses 
the  beast  thai  bears  his  name." 

And  the  old  Sikh,  with  another  salute, 
turned  and  quitted  the  room,  leaving  the 
two  young  Englishmen  eyeing  each  other 
in  gloomy  silence. 

"  You  were  right,  old  fellow,  and  no  mis- 
take," said  Frank  Merrincourt  at  length. 
"  There  must  be  another  row  coming, 
and  a  pretty  bad  one  too,  if  that  cut- 
throat Tiger  Chief  has  his  finger  in  the 
pie  !  " 

But  Alfred  Marston  made  no  answer. 


IN  the  last  chapter  it  was  shown  that,  al- 
though the  chivalrous  ideal  has  always 
been  present  in  the  world,  and  always  must  be 
while  alternative  lines  of  conduct  are  pos- 
sible, it  was  manifested  in  a  very  special  way 
during  the  Middle  Ages  ;  that  the  universal 
profession  of  knightly  conduct  has  left  an 
indelible  impression  on  the  human  race. 

Passing  by  the  facts  that  the  lofty  ideal 
of  chivalry  was  in  many  cases  unrealised, 
that  sacred  vows  were  then,  as  now,  often 
violated,  and  discredit  brought  upon  a  noble 
institution,  there  is  a  sense  in  which  the 
knight  of  the  Middle  Ages  is  the  model  or 
the  object  lesson  of  the  modern  gentle- 
man. 

His  education  was  the  careful  work  of 
years  ;  the  symbolism  of  his  initiation  was 
full  of  the  most  sacred  significance  ;  and,  as 
has  already  been  said,  the  theory  of  his  life. 


CHIVALRY. 

By  Albert  E.  Hooper, 

Author  of  "  Up  the  Moonstair"  etc. 
II.  THE  TRAINING  OF  A  KNIGHT. 

apart  from  his  practice,  was  so  lofty  and 
pure,  that  it  has  deservedly  won  the  admira- 
tion of  all  succeeding  generations. 
I      The  training  of   a  knight,  then,  seems 
worthy  of  careful  attention,  and  this  little 
I  paper  will  be  devoted  to  its  consideration. 
The  knight  was  first,  and  before  all  else, 
a  horseman,  as  the  word  chivalry,  derived 
from  the  French  cheval,  a  horse,  denotes. 
Not  only  was  the  cavalry  the  most  effective 
branch  of  the  military  service,  but,  as  Sir 
Walter  Scott  tells  us,  "the  apparent  diffi- 
culty of  training  and  managing  in  the  field 
j  of  battle  an  animal  so  spirited  and  active, 
;  gave  ...  in  rude  ages,  a  character  of  su- 
I  perior  gallantry,  while  the  necessary  ex- 
pense attending  this  service  attested  supe- 
rior wealth." 

Spenser  has  a  stanza  wduch  claims  aris- 
tocracy for  all  d'iCvaliers  : — 


"  In  brave  pursuit  of  honorable  deed, 
There  is  I  know  not  wliat  ^eat  difference 
Betweeiie  tlie  vulgar  and  the  noble  seed, 
Which  unto  things  of  valorous  pretence 
Seeines  to  be  borne  by  native  influence ; 
As  feates  oi  armes ;  and  love  to  entertain : 
Bill  chieflu  skill  to  rule  seemes  a  science 
Proper  to  gentle  blood.'* 

And  Lord  Herbert  of  Cherbury,  a  man  of 
knightly  instincts,  has  said  that  the  finest 
sight  God  can  look  down  on  is  a  fine  man 
on  a  fine  horse. 

There  were  two  stages  in  the  education 
of  such  a  chevalier.  He  who  aspired  to  the 
dignity  of  the  golden  spurs  must  first  sub- 
mit to  the  subordinate  positions  of  pape  and 
squire.  Let  us  briefly  trace  the  course  of 
his  careful  training. 

1.  The  Page.  At  an  early  age,  varying 
between  seven  and  twelve,  a  boy  was  drafted 


from  his  own  home  into  the  household  of 
some  nobleman  selected  by  his  father,  or 
when  highly  born,  into  the  royal  court  itself. 
Here  "in  these  nurseries  of  nobility,"  far 
away  from  his  own  relatives  and  friends,  who 

■  might  be  unwise  in  their  tenderness,  his 
first  lesson  was  one  which  the  Black  Prince, 
with  true  chivalrous  intuition,  appropriated 
as  the  most  fitting  for  a  princely  motto — Ich 
Dien,  I  serve.  Strict  obedience  was  exacted 
by  all  around  him  ;  by  the  king,  by  the  lord 
who  was  his  guardian,  by  the  ladies  :  and 
thus,  not  only  obedience  was  the  result,  but 
loyalty  and  courtesy  as  well.  To  the  solid 
groundwork  of  service,  which  is  the  founda- 
tion of  all  true  living,  there  was  added  what 
rare  old  Ben  Jonson  has  called  "  all  the 
blazon  of  a  gentleman." 

The  page  was  taught  not  only  to  servo  at 
table,  and  wait  upon  the  ladies,  ever  ready 
to  obey  with  swift  foot  and  entire  devotion 
their  slightest  behests,  but  the  use  of  arms, 

/  the  art  of  horsemanship,  and  all  martial 
exercises.  In  the  court  yard  he  had  to  hold 
his  own  among  other  sprigs  of  nobility,  and 
many  a  gallant  tilt  was  run  with  blunted 
lances,  in  anticipation  of  the  tourney's 
sterner  strife. 

2.  TIio  Squire.  After  this  stage  of  the 
education  had  lasted  for  a  considerable 
period,  generally  about  seven  years,  the  page 
became  an  esquire,  or  an  attendant  on  some 
knight  or  nobleman,  whose  shield  it  was  his 
duty  to  bear.  In  this  capacity  the  training, 
though  similar  in  many  respects  to  that  of 
the  page,  was  much  more  severe,  and  to  it 
many  new  duties  were  added. 

At  this  point  it  may  be  well  to  repeat  the 
testimony  of  an  historian  quoted  by  Scott  in 
his  valuable  essay  on  Chivalry.  Writing  of 
Boucicaut  while  a  squire,  this  historian  tells 


us  that  "  he  was  taught  to  spring  upon  a 
horse  while  armed  at  all  points,  to  exercise 
himself  in  running,  to  strike  for  a  length  of 
time  with  axe  or  club,  to  dance  and  throw 
somersaults  entirely  armed,  except  the 
helmet,  to  mount  on  horseback  behind  one 
of  liis  comrades  by  barely  laying  his  hands 
on  his  sleeve,  to  raise  himself  betwixt  two 
partition  walls  to  any  height  by  placing  his 
back  against  the  one  and  his  knees  and 
hands  against  the  other,  to  mount  a  ladder 
placed  against  a  tower  upon  the  reverse  or 
under  side,  solely  by  the  aid  of  his  hands 
and  without  touching  the  rounds  with  his 
feet,  to  throw  the  javelin,  to  pitch  the  bar," 
and  to  do  all  things  necessary  for  the 
thorough  exercise  of  the  body. 

And  as  his  bodily  training  grew  more 
severe,  the  squire's  mental  and  moral  train- 
ing advanced.  His  closer  attendance  upon, 
and  his  more  equal  association  with,  knights 
and  gentlemen  naturally  inspired  him  with 
the  ideals  of  honour  they  cherished  and 
spurred  him  to  emulate  their  achievements. 
His  increasing  years  added  a  charm  to  the 
society  of  the  fair  damoiselles  in  which  he 
constantly  found  himself ;  and  from  the 
boyish  service  of  all  women,  to  which  he 
had  been  trained  as  a  page,  he  now  pledged 
himself  to  love  one  "  fayre  ladye  "  and  bring 
honour  to  her  name  in  battle  and  tourna- 
ment. 

But  let  the  reader  take  a  glance  at  the 
squire  as  he  rides  in  the  glittering  procession 
of  Chaucer's  Canterbury  pilgrims. 

A  knight  rides  first ;  and 

"  Witli  li.'m  tlier  was  his  snne  a  yoiige  squier, 
A  lover,  anil  a  lusty  bachelor, 
With  loclces  cnill  as  tliey  were  laid  in  presse. 
Of  twenty  yere  of  age  he  was  I  guesse. 


Of  his  stature  he  was  of  even  lengthe, 

And  wonderly  deUver,  and  grete  of  stiengthe, 

And  lie  hadde  be  sometime  in  chivalrie, 

In  Flaiuidres,  in  Artois,  and  in  Picardie, 

And  borne  him  wel,  as  of  so  littel  space. 

In  hope  to  stonden  in  his  ladies  grace. 

Embrotided  was  he,  as  it  were  a  mede 

Alle  ful  of  fresilie  floures,  white  and  rede. 

Singing  he  was,  or  floyting  alle  the  day. 

He  was  as  fresslie  as  is  the  mouth  of  May. 

Short  was  his  goune,  with  sieves  long  and  wide, 

Wel  coude  he  sitte  on  hors,  and  fayre  ride. 

He  coude  songes  make,  and  wel  endite. 

Juste  and  eke  dance,  ami  wel  pourtrai  and  write, 

dirties  he  was,  lowly,  and  servisalile, 

And  carf  before  his  fader  at  the  table." 

Here  is  a  contemporary  description  of  a 
candidate  for  the  order  of  knighthood.  A 
handsome,  well  set-up  young  squire  of 
twenty ;  cheerful,  courteous,  lowly  and  ser- 
viceable by  disposition  ;  a  poet,  a  dancer,  a 
jouster  and  a  good  rider  by  training ;  and 
one,  moreover,  who  had  been  tried  in  the 
field  of  battle,  and  'borne  him  wel,'  in  the 
hope  of  gaining  grace  in  the  eyes  of  his 
lady.  Thoroughly  equipped  for  knightly 
service  though  he  is,  he  must  still  wait  until 
he  reaches  the  age  of  twenty-one  before  he 
can  receive  the  coveted  accolade,  unless  he 
can  win  abridgment  of  the  time  by  some 
deed  of  valour. 

But  to  all  intents  and  purposes  the  train- 
ing of  the  knight  is  complete ;  and  a  careful 
examination  of  the  process  will  reveal  not 
only  much  that  has  had  a  marked  influence 
on  modern  culture,  but  also  many  details 
that  might,  with  advantage,  be  rescued  from 
their  present  neglect. 

(To  be  continued.) 


SOME   TOYS    WORKED    BY  ELECTRICITY. 

By  E.  a.  K.  Bennett,  b.a.  oxox., 

Author  of  '^IIow  to  make  an  Induction  Coil,"  "Electric  Lijlits,"  "  JIoic  to  make  a  small  Dynamo,"  etc.,  etc. 


TAKE  two  small  pieces  of  brass  wire  about 
an  inch  long,  and  turn  up  the  ends  of 
each  into  a  hook.  Now  get  a  minute  piece  of 
ebonite  of  the  same  length,  and,  putting  one 
hook  on  one  side  and  one  on  the  other,  bind 
the  whole  together  with  silk.  If  you  cannot 
get  ebonite  easily  you  can  use  a  small  piece  of 
sealing-wax  in  the  same  way ;  by  heating  the 
wires  you  can  sink  them  into  the  wax  and 
so  make  a  neater  join.  Now  the  wires  must 
not  touch  each  other  anywhere,  but  must  be 
completely  separated  by  the  ebonite  or  seal- 
ing-wax. The  double  wire  from  the  battery 
and  press  is  now  fastened,  one  wire  to  the 
brass  hook  on  one  side,  and  one  wire  to  that 
on  the  other  side  of  the  sealing-wax  or 
ebonite.  Wind  silk  over  the  whole  to  cover 
the  joins,  and  a  neat  double  hook  is  the 
result.  The  picture  (fig.  C)  gives  the  method 
of  making  the  hook,  and  it  also  gives  a  great 
deal  more,  which  I  now  proceed  to  explain. 

Supposing  we  can  rig  up  a  small  beam  of 
wood  from  which  to  suspend  the  drum,  we  can 
make  matters  more  mysterious  still.  Let  the 
doable  wire,  being  hidden  by  some  means  or 
other  all  along  its  course,  be  conducted  on  to 
the  end  of  the  beam.  It  can  then  be  trained 
along  the  top  of  it  until  it  comes  to  the  point 
from  which  the  drum  is  to  hang.  Here  there 
must  be  a  hole  drilled,  large  enough  to  admit 
the  hook  rather  tightly.  Pull  the  double  wire 
through  and  fasten  the  two  wires  to  the 
hooks  as  before  described.    Now  you  can 


PART  V. 

THE  ELECTRIC  DRUM  (COntillUecl). 

pull  back  the  wire  and  fix  the  hook  firmly 
in  the  hole,  hiding  the  double  wire  at  the  top 
of  the  beam  (of  course,  if  it  is  high  up  no 
one  will  be  able  to  see  over  the  top  of  the 
beam,  so  you  will  be  quite  safe) ;  the  hook 
being  thus  fixed  will  not  attract  any  one's 
notice,  and  look  quite  unsuspicious.  The 
chief  glory  of  the  double  hook  thus  con- 
structed is,  of  course,  that  you  can  remove 


Fig.  6.— Hook  from  which  to  suspend  the 
Magic  Dru.m. 

w.  Double  wire  from  battery  and  "  press."  b.  Beam  of 
wooii  from  which  drum  is  suspeiideil.  h  h,  Brass 
hooks  at  side,  s.  Ebonite  or  sealing-wax  between 
the  hooks.    The  beam  is,  of  course,  shown  in  section. 

the  drum  whenever  you  choose,  for  examina- 
tion, and  whenever  you  hang  it  up  you  have 
only  to  hitch  one  eye  over  one  side  of  the 
hook  and  the  other  over  the  other  side,  and  | 
the  drum  will  work.    People  who  are  not  up  I 
in  the  matter  cannot  conceive  how  the  elec-  I 
tricity  can  get  to  the  drum,  when  it  is  simply 


hung  up  by  (apparently)  ordinary  cords  and 
ordinary  eyes  to  what  looks  like  an  ordinary 
hook  attached  to  a  beam  in  a  plain  and 
straightforward  manner. 

You  are  now  possessed  of  an  electric 
trumpet  and  an  electric  drum,  which  you  can 
put  one  at  one  end  of  the  room  and  the 
other  at  the  other.  By  running  double  wires 
from  battery  and  press  to  the  trumpet,  and 
another  double  wire  from  battery  and  press 
to  the  drum,  you  can  arrange  matters  so  that 
when  you  put  one  press  down  the  trumpet 
works,  and  when  the  other  press  is  put  down 
the  drum  works.  If  you  want  to  work  both 
together  you  must  either  have  a  very  powerful 
battery  (say  G  or  7  cells.  No.  2  Lechlanche) 
or  two  batteries,  one  for  trumpet  and  one  for 
drum.  If  you  want  to  use  one  battery  for 
both  you  can  make  either  work  (at  difierent 
times)  from  the  same  battery  and  presses, 
wherever  they  may  be,  by  having  a  two-way 
switch  somewhere  in  a  dark  corner  on  the 
line  of  wire. 

It  is  a  very  confusing  business  setting  up 
the  wires  so  as  to  produce  the  right  effect, 
which  is  to  change  the  current  from  drum  to 
trumpet  and  vice  versci  in  a  moment  by 
merely  altering  the  handle  of  the  switch. 
Readers  who  are  not  accustomed  to  the  work 
will  find  it  most  intricate,  and  as  I  have 
done  it  myself  several  times,  they  may  as 
well  have  the  benefit  of  my  trouble.  I  there- 
fore give  an  illustration  of  how  to  connect  up 
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the  wires  (fig.  7),  and  hope  it  will  make  matters 
clear  to  them.  An  explanation  of  the  picture 
is  necessary. 

Suppose  first  of  all  that  the  switch  is  at 
A  c,  then  the  current  will  travel  from  the 
right-hand  end  of  the  battery,  b,  up  one  wire 


explain  myself  by  means  of  this  diagram,  it 
will  be  useful  to  them. 

Suppose  we  have  no  press,  but  instead  of 
it  we  have  only  one  wire  going  straight  from 
the  right-hand  end  of  the  battery  to  the 
middle  of  the  switch.    Now  let  two  incan- 


PiG.  7.— Method  of  joiking  Switch,  Drum,  and  Trumpet  to  Press  axd  Battery. 

S,  Switch.    B,  Battery.   P,  Press,   d,  Drum.   T,  Trumpet.    The  arrows  show  the  coiu-se  of  the  current  when 
the  switch  is  at  A  c  and  A  a  respectively. 


of  the  double  conductor  to  the  press,  p,  as 
shown  by  the  lower  arrow,  through  the  press 
and  along  the  wire,  as  shown  by  the  top 
arrow,  to  the  middle  of  the  switch,  a,  down 
the  arm  of  the  switch  to  c,  up  one  wire  of 
the  double  conductor  to  the  drum,  and  down 
by  the  other  wire  to  the  other  end  of  the 
battery. 

Now  let  the  handle  of  the  switch  be  moved 
to  the  other  terminal,  as  shown  by  the  dotted 
lines.  The  current  will  now  go  from  the 
right-hand  end  of  the  battery  to  press  and 
centre  of  switch  as  before,  it  then  goes  down 
the  arm  of  the  switch  up  to  the  trumiJet  by 
the  wire  on  the  left  side,  and  down  to  the 
other  end  of  the  battery  by  the  wire  on  the 
right  side,  as  shown  by  the  arrows.  There- 
fore when  the  arm  of  the  switch  is  at  a  c 
the  press  will  work  the  drum  ;  when  it  is  at 
A  G  the  press  will  work  the  trumpet. 

Now,  as  I  have  drawn  this  picture,  I  should 
like  to  refer  back  to  my  article  on  "  Electric 
Lights,"  in  No.  578,  page  299,  last  volume. 
I  know  some  of  my  readers  got  into  difficul- 
ties over  connecting  up  the  wires  to  the 
switch  and  the  lamps,  and  therefore,  if  I  may 


descent  lamps  be  substituted  for  the  trumpet 
and  drum.  When  the  arm  of  the  switch  is  at 
a  c  the  current  goes  straight  up  from  the 
right-hand  pole  of  the  battery  to  the  centre 
of  the  switch,  along  the  arm,  up  to  the  lamp 
on  the  left-hand  side,  and  down  to  the  other 
pole  of  the  battery.  Now,  suppose  the  arm  of 
the  switch  is  moved  to  a  g,  the  current  will 
go  up  as  before  to  the  centre  of  the  switch, 
down  by  the  arm,  uj)  the  wire  to  the  lamp 
on  the  right-hand  side,  and  back  to  the 
battery  by  the  other  wire.  In  the  first  case, 
therefore,  the  lamp  at  d  lights  up,  in  the 
second  case  the  lamp  at  t  lights  up.  The 
wires  from  c  to  d  and  g  to  t  may  be  as  long 
as  you  please,  you  can  therefore  control  the 
lamps  when  they  are  far  apart  or  in  different 
parts  of  the  house.  .When  the  arm  of  the 
switch  is  central  neither  lamp  lights  up,  or, 
if  you  are  fitting  up  the  trumpet  and  drum, 
the  press  will  not  work  either  when  the 
switch  is  in  this  position.  This  is  an  ad- 
vantage, as  when  people  get  too  inquisitive 
you  can  turn  off  the  current,  and  then 
whatever  they  do  they  will  not  make  the 
trumpet  or  drum  work  till  you  turn  it  on 

(the  end.) 


ayain,  which  you  can  do  when  you  want 
them  to  work  for  you ! 

The  construction  of  the  switch  is  so  simple 
that  it  is  hardly  necessary  to  explain  the 
method  of  joining  the  wires,  but  I  may  say 
that  one  is  to  be  joined  to  the  bottom  of  the 
brass  pillar  in  the  centre  which  supports  the 
brass  arm.  The  others  are  joined  to  the 
right  and  left  terminals,  generally  by  brass 
screws  under  the  base,  but  sometimes  by 
screw  terminals  at  the  upper  surface ;  this 
depends  on  the  make  of  switch  which  is  pur- 
chased. Ingenious  readers  can  easily  make 
a  switch  for  themselves ;  it  only  requires  a 
brass  arm  attached  at  one  end  to  a  central 
pillar,  and  long  enough  to  touch  two  screws, 
or  pieces  of  brass,  fixed  to  the  base  on  oppo- 
site sides  of  it,  when  turned  in  their  direc- 
tion. The  end  of  the  arm  not  supported  by 
the  brass  pillar  is  provided  with  a  small 
wooden  handle  to  turn  it  by.  The  switch 
should  be  arranged  to  occupy  some  dark 
corner  in  which  you  can  turn  on  drum  or 
trumpet  to  work  from  the  "  presses  "  at  will 
without  any  one  seeing  you  alter  it. 

I  will  only  add  one  thing  in  conclusion, 
and  that  is,  that  you  can  have  the  double 
wire  from  the  battery  and  centre  of  switch  to 
the  press  at  the  end  as  long  as  you  like,  and 
it  can  turn  about  behind  furniture  or  under 
the  carpet  as  much  as  you  like,  and  it  will 
still  work  instantly  from  the  end  press. 
Now,  by  scraping  the  wire  clean  at  any  in- 
termediate point,  or  as  many  points  as  you 
like,  and  arranging  a  simple  spring  contact 
fastened  to  the  wires  without  breaking  them 
so  that  they  can  be  made  to  touch  when  re- 
quired and  spring  apart  directly  the  touch  is 
removed  (this  is  easily  done  with  two  springs 
consisting  of  two  strips  of  sheet  brass, 
one  fastened  to  one  wire  and  one  to  the 
other,  separated  by  a  piece  of  wood  except 
at  the  end  when  pressed  together),  you  can 
make  the  trumpet  squeak  or  the  drum  roll 
at  any  part  of  the  room  you  like  !  The 
springs  can  be  hidden  under  the  carpet  so  as 
to  be  absolutely  undiscernible  except  to  the 
initiated  ;  the  best  places  are  under  furniture 
with  rather  long  legs,  the  foot  of  the  opera- 
tor can  then  be  placed  on  the  springs,  and  so 
make  them  meet  and  the  trumpet  or  drum 
sound,  without  the  least  chance  of  detec- 
tion. The  wires  not  being  broken  in  fixing 
the  springs  as  described,  those  springs  which 
are  closer  to  the  battery  in  no  way  interfere 
with  those  that  are  farther  off,  as,  when 
these  are  used,  the  current  simply  runs 
round  those  that  intervene  between  them 
and  the  battery,  without  being  in  any  way 
hindered  in  its  course,  and  the  press  at  the 
end  of  the  double  wire  will  therefore  work 
just  as  if  no  intermediate  springs  existed. 


SEASIDE  BIRDS  AND  THEIR  HAUNTS. 


THE  terns  are  a  somewhat  large  and  wide- 
spread family,  closely  related  to  the  gulls, 
but  differing  from  them  in  some  particulars, 
especially  with  regard  to  size,  and  also  in  the 
choice  of  a  nesting-place,  for,  while  the  latter 
select  rocky  ledges  along  the  coast,  and 
inaccessible  cliffs,  the  former  lay  their  eggs 
on  the  grassy  downs  above,  or  among  the 
stones  on  the  beach  at  a  line  above  high- 
water  mark,  and  so  similar  are  the  eggs  in 
appearance  to  the  grey  and  white  pebbles 
among  which  they  are  deposited,  that-  it  is 


By  W.  T.  Greene,  m.d.,  m..4., 

Author  of    Fatourite  Foreign  Birds,"  etc. 
PART  II. 

almost  impossible  to  discover  them,  and  the 
young  owe  their  safety  in  a  great  measure  to 
a  similar  resemblance. 

With  the  graceful  buoyancy  in  mid-air  of 
the  swallow  family,  the  terns  also  possess 
much  of  the  external  configuration  of  the 
former  birds,  namely,  the  same  forked  tail, 
and  long,  pointed,  never-tiring  pinions  ;  like 
the  swallows,  too,  they  love  to  fly  in  company, 
and  make  their  nests,  or  rather  hatch  their 
young,  for  the  nest  is  a  very  slight  affair, 
together. 


They  are  migratory  birds,  an-iving  on  our 
coasts  about  the  end  of  April  or  the  beginning 
of  May,  to  leave  us  in  September  or  October, 
as  soon  as  the  object  of  their  visit  has  been 
attained — namely,  the  rearing  of  their  little 
families.  The  'eggs  are  usually  three  in 
number,  and  variously  coloured,  and  the 
male  shares  the  task  of  caring  for  them  and 
for  the  young  with  Iris  partner.  On  fine, 
bright,  warm,  sunshiny  days,  both  birds  leave 
the  eggs  for  hours  at  a  time,  and  fly  about 
hawking  for  prey  together ;  but  if  the  wind 
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is  cold,  or  the  sun  hid  behind  a  cloud,  one  of 
them  sits  closely  on  the  nest,  for  their 


time,  and  attain  almost  their  full  size  before 
they  develop  any  feathers,  their  bodies  being 


Wild  Geese. 


instinct  has  taught  them  that  a  chill  would 
be  fatal  to  their  hopes. 

I  have  already  mentioned  the  cormorants, 
£0  powerful  of  wing,  and  such  adepts  in  the 
art  of  swimming  and  diving,  that  they  are 
able  to  make  long  excursions  from  land,  to 
which,  in  point  of  fact,  they  scarcely  ever 
resort  except  for  the  purpose  of  making  their 
nests. 

Wonderful  constructions  are  these,  built  of 
sticks  on  a  convenient  ledge  of  rock,  or  even 
sometimes  among  the  branches  of  a  tree,  but 
in  either  case  secure  from  the  attacks  of  all 
predatory  animals  except  man  ;  of  birds  of 
prey  the  builders  could  render  a  good 
account  were  these  marauders  so  foolhardy 
as  to  venture  near  the  "  phalacrocoracian  " 
domicile  on  felonious  thoughts  intent. 
Phalacroeorax,  I  must  explain,  is  the 
scientific  name  of  the  cormorant. 

The  gannet  is  one  of  the  largest  and  most 
powerful  of  our  sea-side  birds,  and  differs  in 
some  respects  from  the  cormorant,  especially 
in  the  posture  it  assumes  when  at  rest,  its 
attitude  then  approaching  to  that  of  the 
members  of  the  goose  family,  while  the 
latter  sit  almost  bolt  upright  like  a  penguin. 

It  is  still  to  be  met  with  in  considerable 
numbers  on  many  parts  of  the  coast,  where 
it  makes  a  rude  nest  of  seaweed  on  in 


in  the  meantime  covered  with  a  thick  coating 
of  yellowish -grey  down. 


on  our  northern  coasts,  where  they  talie  up 
their  abode  in  deserted  rabbit  burrow.s,  or  in 
those  of  the  sand-martin,  enlarging  tlie  latter 
to  suit  their  own  convenience.  Each  female 
lays  a  solitary  white  egg,  large  in  proportion 
to  the  size  of  the  bird  itself,  and  feeds  the 
chick  by  taking  its  bill  into  her  own  and  dis- 
gorging an  oily  substance  into  its  mouth, 
after  the  manner  of  the  shearwater  and  many 
more  of  our  seaside  birds. 

Most  boys  are  probably  aware  that  the 
name  of  petrel  is  given  to  these  little  black 
or  dingy  black  birds,  in  consequence  of  their 
skimming  over  the  water  with  their  feet 
pattering  on  its  surface — walking  on  it,  as 
the  Apostle  Peter  did,  or  essayed  to  do. 

The  petrels,  of  which  there  are  several 
species,  in  addition  to  the  well-known  Mother 
Carey's  chicken  which  I  have  just  mentioned, 
belong  to  the  family  Procellariidce  ;  but  as 
the  other  members  select,  as  a  rule,  other 
coasts  than  our  own  for  their  nesting  opera- 
tions, I  am  not  concerned  with  them  or 
their  haunts  just  now,  but  pass  on  to  au 
allied  family,  Colymhida:. 

The  divers,  to  use  their  English  name,  are 
very  handsome  birds,  one  especially,  the 
great  northern  diver,  which,  as  its  name  im- 
plies, must  be  sought  for  on  the  north  coast 


Puffin. 


The  petrels  are  essentially  marine  birds, 
but,  unlike  the  fabled  halcyon  of  old,  are 


Pochard. 


accessible  ledges  of  rock,  laying  one  or  two 
white  eggs,  which  are  incubated  for  about 
six  weeks.  The  young  are  helpless  for  a  long 


obliged  to  visit  the  coast  for  breeding  pur- 
poses, which  they  do  in  considerable  numbers 
in  the  months  of  June  and  July,  but  chiefly 


of  Scotland,  where  the  female  is  in  the  habit 
of  depositing  her  two  dark  olive-green  eggs 
on  a  bare  rock  just  above  high-water  mark. 

By-and-by  I  may  have  something  to  say 
about  the  divers  and  some  of  their  congeners 
as  domestic  pets,  for  which  at  first  sight  they 
seem  to  be  but  indifferently  well  adapted,  but 
I  must  hurry  on. 

The  razorbill,  the  little  auk,  the  puffin,  and 
the  guillemot,  all  belong  to  the  auk  family 
{AlcidcB),  of  which  the  much-to-be-laniented 
great  auk  used  to  be  a  conspicuous  member, 
and  happy  would  be  that  boy  who  could  now 
discover  one  of  them  alive,  or  even  one  of  its 
forsaken  eggs  ;  but  alas !  the  great  auk,  like 
the  dodo,  has  disappeared  from  the  face  of 
the  earth  as  well  as  from  the  sea,  and  is  only 
known  to  scientists  at  the  present  day  by  a 
few  more  or  less  imperfectly  stuffed  skins 
preserved  in  several  museums,  and  a  few,  I 
had  almost  said  of  its  "  sacred,"  at  any  rate 
of  its  highly-prized  and  highly-priced 
eggs. 

Why  these  birds  should  have  been  classed 
together  is  not  easy  to  perceive,  for  they 
diii'er  considerably  from  each  other  in  many 
ways.  For  instance,  the  razorbill  lays  its  one 
white  egg  in  any  slight  hole  or  depression  on 
the  surface  of  the  ground,  or  rock,  as  the 
case  may  be,  so  that  it  is  occasionally  blown 
by  the  wind  or  tumbled  by  another  inmate  of 
the  place  over  the  face  of  the  cliff,  to  be  lost 


in  the  sea,  or  smashed  to  pieces  on  the  rock 
or  shingle  beneath. 

The  puffin  on  the  contrary,  also  called  the 
sea  parrot  on  account  of  the  shape  of  its 
bill,  breeds  in  precipitous  places  on  the  cliffs 
in  the  northern  parts  of  the  United  Kingdom, 


time  numerous  along  the  British  coasts,  but 
is  of  much  more  uncommon  occurrence  now. 
Still,  toward  the  north  the  grey-lag  goose 
may  be  occasionally  met  with,  and  the  same 
remark  applies  to  the  pink-footed  goose.  The 
bean  goose,  however,  is  yet  fairly  abundant 


Great  Auk's  eggs. 


laying  its  egg  in  a  deserted  rabbit  burrow,  or 
in  one  from  which  it  has  driven  the  lawful 
owner  away.  As  these  birds  are  capable  of 
inflicting  a  very  severe  wound,  the  tourist 
had  better  beware  how  he  attempts  to  inter- 
fere with  one  of  them  which  he  has  dis- 
covered when  snugly  ensconced  in  its  usurped 
dwelling. 

The  ravens  and  crows,  as  I  have  intimated, 
are  greatly  in  the  habit  of  visiting  the  sea- 
side, and  that  not  always  in  the  winter ;  in 
fact,  I  remember  when  I  was  a  boy  that  the 
carrion  and  hooded  crows  were  constant 
frequenters  of  the  rocky  coast  near  to  which 
we  lived,  and  that  the  latter  especially  used 
to  nest  on  inaccessible  clifis  which  it  was 
utterly  impossible  to  reach  unless  by  the 
device  of  being  swung  over  the  precipice  by 
means  of  a  rope,  a  feat  about  which  we  used 
to  talk  sometimes,  but,  for  some  reason  or 
other,  never  attempted,  so  that  although  we 
could  see  the  old  birds  flying  about,  and 
could  hear  the  screams  of  their  offspring,  we 
never  saw  the  nest  or  eggs,  or  the  unfledged 
young.  A  good  field-glass  would  have  been 
of  inestimable  value  in  ascertaining  many 
particulars  concerning  the  birds  that  I  was 
anxious  but  unable  to  find  out,  but  in  those 
days  a  field-glass  was  a  field-glass,  and  my 
curiosity  had  to  go  ungratified. 

It  is  true  that  the  estuaries  of  rivers  are 
the  natural  haunt  of  the  heron  family 
{Ardeidce),  but  in  severe  weather  they  are 
glad  enough  to  visit  the  sea-shore,  and  may 
then  be  seen  wading  in  the  shallow  water  on 
the  look-out  for  food,  and  it  is  a  curious 
sight  to  watch  one  of  them  standing  immov- 
able on  one  leg,  with  its  neck  well  retracted 
into  the  breast,  waiting  for  the  advent  of  a 
fish.  In  a  moment  the  statuesque  pose  of 
the  patient  heron  is  exchanged  for  an  active 
alertness  that  is  almost  inconceivable,  the 
uplifted  leg  drops  instantly  to  the  ground, 
the  retracted  neck  is  eagerly  protruded  to  its 
utmost  length,  and  with  lightning  rapidity 
the  long  bill,  often  the  head  too  and  half 
the  neck,  is  plunged  into  the  water,  from 
which  it  immediately  returns  with  its 
quivering  prey  firmly  grasped  between  the 
mandibles,  when  if  small  it  is  swallowed  at 
once,  but  if  of  larger  size  is  carried  away 
to  be  consumed  in  some  place  at  no  great 
distance,  out  of  sight  of  rapacious  gulls  and 
still  more  audacious  ravens. 

The  goose  family  (Anatida:)  was  at  one 


in  some  parts,  and  well  repays  attentive 
observation  whether  flying,  reposing  on  one 
leg  with  one  eye  open  and  the  other  shut,  or 
feeding  among  the  short  grass  and  other 
herbage  in  the  vicinity  of  the  sea,  to  which 
it  resorts  when  disturbed,  settling  down  upon 
the  water  at  some  distance  from  the  shore. 

The  brent  goose  is  another  regular  visitor 
and  occurs  on  suitable  parts  of  the  coast  in 
large  flocks.  It  does  not  nest  with  us,  but  rears 
its  brood  within  the  Arctic  Circle,  in  the  land 
of  the  midnight  sun,  secure  at  all  events 
from  human  interference. 

The  ducks  are  perhaps  the  most  numerous, 
both  in  point  of  actual  numbers  and  of 
species,  of  all  our  sea-side  birds,  and  their 
haunts  are  many  and  various.  The  shel- 
drake, for  instance,  is  a  strictly  maritime 
bird,  and  can  be  met  with  in  many  places. 


sider  the  seaside  birds  that  are  suitable  for 
pets  I  shall  have  a  great  deal  to  say  about 
them. 

The  mergansers  and  goosanders,  already 
mentioned  by  name,  belong  to  another  divi- 
sion of  the  duck  family,  as  does  the  smew,  a 
word  that  strongly  reminds  one  of  the  term 
sea  mew,  which  is  an  appellation  bestowed 
on  several  gulls.  It,  too,  is  a  winter  visitor, 
and  will  be  vainly  sought  for  on  the  British 
shores  during  the  summer. 

The  waders  (Scolopacida-)  comprise  some 
very  curious  birds,  foremost  among  which 
may  be  named  the  avocet  with  its  curiously 
recurved  bill.  It  used  to  be  of  very  common 
occurrence,  but  is  now  less  frequently  seen. 
It  is,  however,  well  worth  watching,  if  only 
for  the  purpose  of  convincing  oneself  that  its 
strangely  formed  mandibles,  which  excited 
the  compassion  of  older  writers,  are  admir- 
ably adapted  to  its  mode  of  life. 

The  nest  of  this  bird  is  usually  placed  on 
a  bank,  just  above  the  high  tide  level,  and  is 
loosely  made  of  grass  and  twigs.  The  eggs  are 
two  in  number,  and  the  young  are  funny- 
looking  fluft'y  little  things  that  are  able  to 
run  about  almost  as  soon  as  they  come  out 
of  the  shell. 

The  knot  and  the  dunlin  are  members  of 
the  same  family  as  the  avocet,  and  have  a 
number  of  local  names.  They  are  well  worth 
watching,  as  they  patter  about  on  the  sand, 
following  the  receding  tide  in  order  to  pick 
up  anything  edible  that  may  be  left  behind, 
and  while  thus  engaged  they  really  form  a 
very  pretty  sight ;  their  restless  activity  and 
constant  flittings  from  spot  to  spot,  as  well 
as  the  attempts  of  each  member  of  the  flock 
to  secure  its  share  of  any  prize  that  may  fall 
to  the  lot  of  another,  are  exceedingly  amusing, 
and  can  be  readily  seen  with  a  field-glass  of 
moderate  power,  the  birds  rarely  permitting 
a  sufficiently  near  approach  to  watch  them 
with  the  unassisted  eye. 

The  mouths  of  rivers  are  their  favourite 
haunt,  in  consequence,  no  doubt,  of  the 
greater  abundance  of  food  they  meet  with 
in  such  places. 

Many  of  the  sandpipers  frequent  the  sea- 
side, but  are  less  strictly  maritime  in  their 
habits  than  might  from  their  name  be  gene- 


but  onlj'  during  the  winter  months.  It  is  a 
conspicuously  handsome  bird,  and  is  also 
considered  to  make  excellent  eating. 

Many  other  kinds  of  ducks  and  of  teal 
occur  to  me,  but  space  forbids  my  dwelling 
on  them,  premising  that  when  I  come  to  con- 


rally  imagined.  Most  of  these  birds  are  shy 
and  solitary  in  disposition,  and  come  to  visit 
us,  some  in  winter,  and  some  at  the  opposite 
and  more  enjoyable  season  of  the  year. 

The  redshank  is  of  very  frequent  occur- 
rence ;  it  is  a  handsome  bird,  strong  on  the 
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wing,  and  can  swim  and  dive  when  occasion 
requires,  as  well  as  run  very  swiftly  along 
the  sand. 

The  gieenshank  is  a  near  relation  of  the 
last,  and  a  winter  visitor,  arriving  in  October 
and  returning  to  its  native  haunts  in  April. 
Both,  however,  have  been  known  to  nest  in 
Scotland,  as  well  as  in  the  outlying  islands, 
and  would  doubtless  do  so  more  frequently 
but  for  the  persecution  of  professional  oolo- 
gists  or  egg  collectors,  and  others. 

The  godwit,  the  stilt,  so  called  on  account 
of  its  long  legs,  and  the  different  curlews, 
the  plover,  the  turnstone,  and  the  oyster 
catcher,  are  all  very  interesting  birds,  which 
will  repay  the  patient  and  intelligent  ob- 
server who  follows  them  with  a  good  glass, 
which  will  enable  him  to  differentiate  the 
several  species  with  ease,  and  to  clear  up 
many  doubtful  points  in  natural  history, 
providing  he  carries  a  note-book  and  indelible 
pencil  with  him,  or,  better  still,  is  able  to 


rapidly  sketch  any  strange  object  that  he 
may  chance  to  come  across. 

The  thickknee  is  rather  an  inhabitant  of 
moors  and  downs  than  of  the  shore,  to  which 
however  it  pays  visits  now  and  then,  and 
may  be  seen  in  company  with  some  of  its 
congeners,  from  which  it  may  be  at  once 
distinguished  by  the  large  size  of  its  knee- 
joints,  a  peculiarity  to  which  it  owes  its 
English  name. 

Almost  as  happy  as  the  boy  who  finds  a 
great  auk  will  be  he  who  meets  with  a  golden 
eagle  or  an  osprey.  He  will  do  well  to  chroni- 
cle the  fact  in  the  "Field  "  or  some  paper  that 
devotes  more  or  less  of  its  space  to  matters 
ornithological,  and  yet  not  many  years  ago 
these  grand  birds  had  many  an  eyrie  along 
the  coast,  especially  in  the  northern  portion 
of  the  kingdom. 

Space  fails  me  even  to  name  a  number  of 
other  birds  whose  favourite  haunt  is  found 
on  the  sea-shore,  but  I  fancy  I  have  said 


enough  to  inspire  at  least  some  of  my  boy 
friends  with  a  desire  to  do  as  I  have  often 
done,  namely,  watch  the  wild  birds  at  home 
by  the  efficient  aid  of  a  glass,  and  derive  far 
more  pleasure  from  so  doing  than  had  I,  gun 
in  hand,  put  a  summary  end  to  many  happy 
lives,  not  to  speak  of  sending  others  to  die  a 
lingering  death  from  wounds  which  had  not 
proved  immediately  fatal  when  inflicted. 

One  word  in  conclusion.  The  holiday 
rambler  by  the  seaside,  as  well  as  the  ardent 
naturalist,  old  or  young,  will  have  opportuni- 
ties of  catching  a  glimpse  on  the  coast  of 
many  other  birds  besides  those  that  usually 
reside  there,  and  altogether  will  return 
refreshed  and  invigorated  in  the  happiest 
frame  of  mind  to  his  work,  for  it  is  certain 
that  there  is  no  more  ennobling  pursuit  than 
the  intelligent  and  reverent  study  of  the 
great  book  of  nature,  penned  for  our  use  and 
benefit  as  it  has  been  by  the  dear  and  good 
Father  of  us  all. 


THE  PROFESSIONS  IN  THE  COLONIES. 


THERE  are  a  certain  number  of  lads  in  this 
country  in  training  for  professions  with 
the  intention  of  trying  their  fortune  in  the 
Colonies  as  soon  as  they  are  duly  qualified 
for  practice  here ;  and  there  are  not  a  few 
who  have  tried  this  experiment  of  starting  in 
life  in  an  unorowded  colony  and  discovered, 
to  their  disgust,  that  the  examiner  still  bars 
the  way.  There  is  a  Nemesis  in  cramming. 
The  mere  "  worker-up  for  a  pass  "  has  often 
likened  himself  unto  Sisyphus  in  having  to 
roll  the  stone  of  preparation  up  one  more 
hill  with  the  Colonial  examiner  at  the  top  ; 
and  it  cannot  be  too  well  known  that  ad- 
mission to  the  Colonial  professions  is  not  to 
be  obtained  everywhere  by  means  of  a  British 
diploma. 

A  few  words  on  the  qualifications  for  pro- 
fessional employment  in  the  Colonies  maj', 
therefore,  not  be  unwelcome.  The  outlook 
is  not  unclouded.  The  Government  service 
may  at  once  be  dismissed  as  hopeless.  As 
a  rule,  no  appointments  whatever  can  be 
secured  before  actual  arrival.  The  Colonial 
Civil  Service  is  practically  closed  to  all  but 
those  of  Colonial  birth  or  residence.  The 
railways  and  the  telegraph  departments  can 
get  as  many  Colonial  recruits  as  they  require, 
and  naturally  those  on  the  spot  obtain  the 
preference. 

With  the  professions,  generally  so  called, 
it  is  different.  Here  and  there  are  occasional 
openings,  especially  in  newly  settled  districts. 
To  all  who  will  pass  the  needful  tests  the 
field  is  there  free  ;  and  in  the  Colonies,  as  in 
the  old  countries,  merit  and  character  have 
their  chances  of  success,  but  under  different 
conditions  in  different  places.  When  then, 
and  how,  can  the  professional  frontier  be 
crossed  ? 

The  doctors  are  fortunate.  In  all  the 
Colonies  a  British  qualification  is  enough, 
providing  the  practitioner  procures  a  certifi- 
cate of  registration  from  the  local  Medical 
Board,  which  of  course  means  a  fee.  In 
Cape  Colony  the  applicant  has  also  to  make 
a  solemn  declaration  before  a  Justice  of  the 
Peace  that  he  is  the  person  named  in  the 
diploma. 

Lawyers  do  not  find  matters  so  easy — as 
is  reasonable,  considering  that  there  are 
local  laws.  In  Canada  the  professions  of 
barrister  and  solicitor  are  generally  com- 
bined, and  legal  firms  usually  consist  of  a 
partnership  in  which  one  of  the  members 
devotes  himself  to  advocacy.  In  Ontario  a 
barrister  belonging  to  any  British  Inn  has 


no  further  examination  to  pass,  but  a  so- 
licitor must  serve  under  contract  for  a  year 
with  a  local  solicitor.  In  Quebec  all  lawyers 
are  called  advocates,  and  no  one  can  practise 
without  having  passed  the  local  examina- 
tions ;  and  further,  as  the  law  is  mostly 
French,  its  practice  necessitates  a  knowledge 
of  the  French  language.  In  Manitoba  an 
examination  has  to  be  passed  in  local  law, 
though  there  is  a  clause  in  the  local  Act 
which  seems  to  repeal  this  necessity  as  to 
local  knowledge  in  the  case  of  barristers.  In 
!  the  North-West  Territories  a  British  qualifica- 
tion is  held  to  be  sufficient,  but  in  British 
Columbia  a  local  examination  and  residence 
are  essential,  except  in  the  case  of  such  as 
hold  the  degree  of  D.C.L.  or  LL.B.  In  Prince 
Edward  Island  a  lawyer  must  have  at  least 
a  year's  residence  in  the  colony,  and  submit 
to  examination  in  local  law  if  the  authorities 
think  fit.  In  New  Brunswick  the  solicitor 
must  have  served  a  local  solicitor  for  a  year. 
In_Nova  Scotia  a  barrister  can  practise  with 
a  British  qualification  only,  but  a  solicitor 
must  pass  an  examination  after  serving  a 
clerkship  of  four  years. 

In  New  South  Wales  a  barrister  of  a 
British  Inn  is  admitted  without  examination 
on  a  motion  made  in  court  in  that  behalf, 
and  a  solicitor  from  the  old  country  can 
practise,  without  examination,  after  a  resi- 
dence of  three  months.  In  Victoria  the  con- 
ditions are  the  same,  and  application  must 
be  made  to  the  court  in  the  same  way.  The 
call  fee  for  barristers  is  50  guineas  ;  for  so- 
licitors the  admission  fee  is  40  guineas.  In 
South  Australia  the  fee  in  both  cases  is  10 
guineas,  and  a  three  months'  residence  is  all 
that  is  necessary.  In  Queensland  the  fee  is 
also  10  guineas,  and  there  is  no  distinction 
between  barristers  and  solicitors,  the  only 
peculiar  condition  being  that  the  applicant 
must  have  two  householders  as  a  reference 
and  advertise  his  application  in  the  news- 
papers. In  Western  Australia  a  lawyer  must 
reside  for  at  least  six  months  in  the  colonj', 
and  then  give  four  months'  notice  of  his  in- 
tention to  apply  for  permission  to  practise. 
The  fee  is  £10.  In  Tasmania,  all  that  is 
necessary  is  for  the  candidate  to  pay  20 
guineas.  In  New  Zealand  the  candidate 
must  pass  an  examination  in  law,  including 
the  law  of  New  Zealand  in  so  far  as  it  differs 
from  the  law  of  England;  but  should  he  be 
fortunate  enough  to  be  an  LL.B.,  his  exam- 
ination will  consist  only  of  matters  concern- 
ing the  local  law.    In  the  South  African 


Colonies  no  examinations  are  needful ;  in 
fact,  nothing  is  required  with  a  British  quali- 
fication but  fees. 

With  regard  to  chemists  and  druggists, 
the  Pharmaceutical  Council  of  New  Bruns- 
wick "may,"  at  their  discretion,  accept  the 
diploma  of  any  other  competent  examining 
body,  and  issue  their  certificate  of  registra- 
tion on  payment  of  $10.  The  Nova  Scotia 
Pharmaceutical  Council  "may"  do  the  same 
at  half  the  price— and  they  generally  do.  In 
Ontario  all  persons  approved  of  by  the 
College  of  Pharmacy  who  hold  British  di- 
plomas may  be  registered  without  examina- 
tion ;  but  in  Quebec  no  British  qualification 
is  recognised,  although  a  B.A.  escapes  a 
preliminary  examination.  In  Manitoba  the 
British  qualification  is  enough,  providing  the 
candidate  can  prove  he  is  of  good  standing 
and  has  been  in  actual  practice  up  to  the 
time  of  his  entering  the  colony.  In  the 
North-West  Territories,  any  person  possessing 
a  British  qualification  will  be  licensed  if  he 
will  pay  down  ^10.  In  New  South  Wales 
the  British  qualification  is  good  enough  ;  so 
it  is  in  Victoria,  if  the  candidate  pays  two 
guineas  as  a  registration  fee ;  so  it  is  in 
Queensland,  and  also  in  Western  Australia 
if  the  candidate  can  get  a  licence  from  the 
police.  In  Tasmania  the  licence  must  come 
from  the  Court  of  Medical  Examiners,  and 
in  New  Zealand  from  the  Pharmacy  Board, 
but  in  both  colonies  a  British  qualification 
is  all  that  is  required.  In  Cape  Colony  there 
is  also  no  difficulty,  but  the  candidate  has  to 
pay  £2  10s.  for  his  licence,  and  £5  a  year  as 
a  fee ;  in  Natal  the  fees  are  less,  and  there 
are  no  examination  difficulties.' 

Dentists  are  not  thought  of  sufficient  im 
portance  to  make  a  fuss  about  except  in 
Ontario  and  Quebec,  where  they  have  to  pass 
qualifying  examinations,  no  matter  where 
they  may  come  from.  In  New  Brunswick 
they  have  to  be  registered,  and  pay  a  fee  of 
from  ^1  to  ^•'5;  in  the  North-West  Territories 
and  British  Columbia  their  registration  costs 
them  ^25  ;  in  Victoria  it  costs  them  five 
guineas.  In  Queensland  and  Western  Aus- 
tralia there  is  no  registration  ;  but  there  is 
in  Tasmania  and  New  Zealand,  and  regis- 
tration always  means  fees.  In  South  Africa 
the  arrangements  are  the  same  as  for  doctors, 
but  the  fees  are  just  half. 

A  veterinary  surgeon,  with  a  Eoyal  College 
diploma,  can  practise  in  any  colony  without 
further  examination,  but  in  Ontario  he  must 
obtain  a  certificate  from  the  local  Veterinary 


College,  and  in  Manitoba  and  Victoria  he 
must  be  registered  and  pay  a  fee  of  between 
£2  and  £3. 

Architects  and  civil  engineers  have  no 
examination  to  dread  in  the  Colonies  if  they 
have  British  qualifications,  but  in  a  few  they 
have  to  pay  fees  for  certificates  or  licences. 
Surveyors  have  to  reside  a  year  in  Canada 
before  they  can  receive  an  appointment  there, 
and  in  all  cases  have  to  pass  an  examination. 
In  New  South  Wales  a  surveyor  has  to  be 
specially  licensed  by  the  Chief  Surveyor,  who 
is  not  difficult  to  satisfy.  In  Victoria  a 
British  qualification  saves  him  an  examina- 
tion ;  so  it  does  in  South  Australia ;  but  it 
does  not  do  so  in  Queensland,  Western  Aus- 
tralia, or  Tasmania,  though  in  New  Zealand 
six  months'  service  in  the  colony  with  an 
authorised  surveyor  is  deemed  sufficient, 
without  further  ado  beyond  a  reference  as  to 
personal  good  character.  In  South  Africa 
British  qualifications  and  British  experience 
are  held  to  be  of  no  account  at  all,  and  no 
matter  who  the  candidate  may  be,  he  must 
go  through  the  usual  course,  and  pay  £15  in 
one  colony  and  £5  in  the  other. 

These  are  all  the  professions  for  which 
examinations  have  to  be  passed  in  this 
country  about  which  any  question  is  at 
present  raised  in  the  Colonies. 

Schoolmasters  may  perhaps  be  quoted  as 
an  exception  ;  but  in  that  case  no  fresh  im- 
migrant has  a  chance  of  a  Colonial  appoint- 
ment, except  for  some  high  post,  for  which 
University  graduates  are  selected  here  by  the 
agents  for  the  Colonies,  whose  offices  are 
mostly  in  Victoria  Street,  Westminster. 


OUR  PRIZE  COMPETITIONS. 

(Thirteenth  Seeies.) 


Writing  Competition. 

\_Conlinued  from  p.  575.] 
Sixth  Division  {aged  15  yea7's). 
Prize— Ws.  ad. 
Thomas  Hawley,  22,  Barclay  Road,  Fulham,  s.w. 

CERTIFICATKS— rmST  GRADE, 

E.  W.  Spmxgall,  17,  Pottergate  Street,  Norwich. 

Cecil  Masox,  22,  Rue  Notre  Dame,  Calais. 

Jonx  S.  Petiitbridge,  S,  Mount  Pleasant,  Newton 
Abbot. 

J.  C.  Kellas,  30,  Connaiiglit  Road,  Stroud  Green. 

Jajies  a.  Guise,  11,  Tipperlinn  Road,  Edinburgh. 

Marian  Gibbs,  Thornton,  Beulah  Hill,  Upper  Nor- 
wood. 

"Willie  Joxes,  25,  Lovell  Road,  Leeds. 
J.  K.  CliOSLASD,  Holmfield,  Huddersfield. 

A.  G.  GiBSOS,  The  Leylands,  Hornsea,  Hull. 

Herbert  OraxDEX,  8,  Hawley  Terrace,  near  Dartford, 
Kent. 

E.  T.  Archer,  25,  Archway  Road,  Highgate,  X. 

E.  L.  Warrex,  The  Priory,  St.  Ives,  Hunts. 
MixxA  J.  Caxx,  11,  Old  Nelson  Street,  Lowestoft. 
AnTHtTR  L.  BLTiKE,  38,  Bd.  de  Cauderan,  Bordeaux. 

B.  J.  HUTCHixsox,  4,  The  Gables,  Yale  of  Health, 
Hampstead. 

F.  C.  Caret,  65,  Ickburgh  Road,  Upper  Clapton,  x.e. 

Robert  JLutl-O'd,  6,  Park  Circus,  Ayr. 

Edward  Touxo,  8,  St.  Albans  Crescent,  Lordship 
Lane,  Wood  Green,  x. 

Alfred  Noel  Ne.vte,  High  Street,  Pewsey,  Wilts. 

C.  McJERROW,  22,  Dalrymple  Crescent,  Edinburgh. 

J.  D.  Thomas,  Board  Schools,  Newlyn  West,  Pen- 
zance. 

Benjamdj  Jones,  Railway  Station,  Builth,  Brecon. 

INGLIS  H.  KiLGOD-R,  32,  So.  Clerk  Street,  Edinburgh. 

Albert  Wn-LIAMS,  2,  Kimmel  Terrace,  Rhyl,  North 
Wales. 

Wm.  Robertson,  26,  Ferrier  Street,  Leith. 

Louis  J.  Le  Cl.ur,  Mou-desir,  HawkhUl,  Ayr,  N.B. 


Robert  0.  Loxgmire,  Railway  Hotel,  20,  Tithebarn 
Street,  Liverpool, 

SECOND  grade. 

C.  Mace,  3,  Temple  Street,  Birmingham. 

M.^Riox  Hooper,  Aysgarth,  Worple  Road,  Wimbledon, 

H.  F.  Tredgett,  Goodwin's  Farm,  Merrow,  Guildford, 

Caroline  Christie,  Suunyside,  Elms  Road,  Clapham 
Park,  s,w. 

W.  H.  RassiNGTOX,  172,  Edmund  Road,  Shefficlih 

Mabel  Will.vtt,  45,  Magdala  Road,  Nottingham. 

Alexaxder  McGill,  24,  Union  Street,  Greenock,  N.B. 

A,  G,  W.VRREX,  Eagle  House,  High  Road,  Tottenham. 

Axnrliza  G.vrrad,  134,  Church  Road,  Islington. 

Clement  Vincent,  27,  Fitzroy  Road,  Primrose  Hill, 
N.W. 

W,  C,  W.iTS0N,  16,  Balham  Grove,  s.w. 

James  Knox,  32,  Montgomery  Street,  Edinburgh. 

W,   F,   Co\T5NTBY,   Croome   Court,   Severn  Stoke, 
Worcestershire. 

R,  H,  Whiting,  14,  St.  Mary's  Road,  Faversham. 
Walter  Higgins,  35,  Baxter  Gate,  Doncaster. 
Edgar  A,  Lawrie,  "Clydesdale,''  Livingstone  Road, 

Birchfields,  Birmingham. 
E.  F.  Turx'er,  5,  Montem  Street,  London,  x. 

JOHX  M.  Macdoxald,  Royal  Bank  Cottage,  Meigle, 
N.B, 

Esther  Monro,  136,  Akerman  Road,  Brixton,  s.w. 

T.  C.  Dickson,  2,  Western  Terrace,  Murrayfield,  Mid- 
lothian. 

Fraxk  Rumbold,  HaiTow   Green   School,  Leyton- 
stone,  E. 

THIRD  GRADE. 
Alfred  Allex,  52,  Percy  Road,  Canning  Town,  E. 

E.  H.  Gilbert,  35,  Sycamore  Road,  Aston,  Birming- 
ham, 

NoRM.iN  HCRRV,    58,   Jubilee   Street,  Commercial 
Road,  E, 

WlxiFRED  F,  Seymour,  269,  High  Street,  Exeter, 

Edgar  C.  Clemexts,  1,  Beulah  Cottages,  Albert  Road, 
Bethnal  Green. 

PiiRCY  Bexson,  138,  Cours  St.  Andre,  Grenoble,  Isere, 
France. 

Walter  Scrutox,  10,  Gillygate,  York. 

Frederick  Goddard,  139,  Goldhawk  Road,  Shepherd's 
Bush. 

Charles  Murray',  11,  Rubislaw  Terrace,  Aberdeen, 
N.B. 

Harry  JAcons.  41,  Farrant  Street,  Queen's  Park 
Estate,  Ihirruw  Koad,  W. 

Laurence  Pickworth,  St.  Mary's  School,  Willesden. 

YicTOR  Blumexthal,  13,  Frognal,  x.w. 

Mary'  R.  G.  Millar,  6,  Montague  Street,  off  Great 
Western  Road,  (Jlasgow. 

John  CiiAia.ts  JIarcham,  23, Linton  Street,  Islington. 

Walter  Morse,  St.  John  Little  Ouse  Vicarage,  Down- 
ham,  Norfolk. 

Alfred  E.  F.^irweather,  Ringmore  House,  Salcombe, 
South  Devon. 

Cecil  W.  Baily,  4,  Cavendish  Terrace,  Higher  Welles- 
ley  Road,  Torquay. 

Henry  Croot,  Unity  House,  Kingswood,  near  Bristol. 

Georgix.v  Grace,  Loddou  Bridge,  near  Wokingham, 
Berks. 

J.  H.  Fudge,  Holybourne,  Alton,  Hants. 

F.  S.  Walkden,  2G,  Nancy  Street,  Darweu,  Lauos. 

(To  he  conlinued.) 


Corrcsponbciuc. 


Rats  (Edith  TapsalO.— Well,  Edith,  as  you  like  our 

paper  so  mucli  vou  can  do  good  I.)v  recommending  it 
to  other  reader^.  Ynu  fvrd  tlie  rats  ri-Iit  far.  but 
it  will  III'  well  to  stnp  the  milk  fnr  a  liui.-.  -iviiig 
water  in-trad.  I'.ivr  various  kinds  of  -rain  and  ripe 
fruit  such  as  ajiple  er  ii.  ar.  If  tlio  disease  is  not 
cured  by  this  means  a]iplieatiei)s  will  lie  nf  no  use. 
GiVe  a  tied  of  pine  ^llavillL's,  clean  i  very  day. 

Food  pgr  Pigeox.'<  (A.  D.  and  F.  H.  P.).— Read  our 
"Doings  for  the  Month." 

Pigeons  (Dovecot). — Nearly  always  cock  and  hen 
from  the  pair  of  eggs.  If  otherwise,  the  exception 
only  proves  the  rule. 

Growth.  Blackbird  (New  Reader), — 1.  Read  reply 
to  P,  H,  Steeper.  2.  The  bird,  if  a  cook,  will  come  to 
sing  naturally. 


Rabbits,  Breedixg  of  (E.  A.  Marx).— When  in  kindle 
and  after,  feed  well,  give  nice  warm  mashes  and  such 
roots  as  carrots,  beet,  turnips,  jiarsnips,  potatoes. 
Also  milk  and  water  and  green  food.  Begin  to  wean 
at  six  weeks. 

Rabbit's  Df.ath  (J.  W.  K.).— You  are  not  feeding  well 
enough.  Read  reply  to  E.  A.  Marx.  Thanks.  Stick 
to  the  "  B.  0.  P."  You  will  get  hints  about  your  pets 
in  every  mouth's  '  Doings," 

Cat  111  (L,  H,  P.), — A  too  long  standing  case.  Give 
plenty  of  good  food,  cream,  and  raw  minced  meat. 
Keep  indoors  at  night. 

Varicose  Veins  (A  Sufferer).— Must  be  seen,  and 
cause  found  out.  Apply  at  once  to  your  own 
doctor. 

Rupture  (F.  K.  Fox), — No  surgeon  can  do  good  that 
does  not  examine  the  case.  Better  to  i^ee  a  surgeon 
than  trust  to  any  chemist  fitthig  you. 

Fax-t.\ils  (Amateur). — Y'ou  cannot  get  birds  up  into 
show  form  in  a  hurry.  They  may  want  separate 
pens  for  a  time  and  extra  good  feeding.  Really, 
except  when  moulting,  pigeons  should  be  always  in 
good  form. 

Dorkixgs  (F.  Chapman).— All  Doi'kings  are  fairly 
good  layers  and  excellent  sitters. 

Various  (Constant  Reader). — 1.  Parrots,  canary  seed, 
millet,  maw  nuts,  ripe  fruit,  crusts,  and,  as  a  change, 
bread  and  milk  sop  and  boiled  maize.  No  meat  or 
bones.  2.  Good  talking  jackdaw,  7.s\  6</.  3.  The 
pond  must  be  of  cement  at  bottom  and  sides,  hut  if 
the  water  is  not  to  run  away  you  must  grew  water 
jilants  in  it  to  keep  it  pure.  4.  What  do  you  mean 
by  "  ballast "  for  a  hen-house  ?  A  hen-house  isn't  a 
ship.    5.  Y'es  ;  good  proportion. 

Kxock-kxees  (K.  K.). — Y''ou  cannot  alter  your  shape. 
Exercise  such  as  you  are  taking  will,  however, 
prevent  mattei  s  getting  worse. 

IXDIAX  IXK  (Coachmakcr).— 1.  No.  Don't  bother 
about  it.  2,  Ten  minutes  is  not  long  enough  for 
breakfast, 

NuK^^iN'i;  AS  .1^  Girl's  Profe.ssiox  (Clarice).— It  is  a 
Vt'ry  exeeilentone  if  the  girl  has  spirit  and  go  enough 
ami  ordinary  health.  There  are  regular  training 
Institutes  in  London.  Get  a  peep  at  a  Directory  and 
write  to  secretary  of  one  of  these,  when  you  wiU  get 
more  information  than  we  have  space  to  give.  But, 
of  course,  every  girl  is  not  suiTed  for  the  profession. 
In  Africa,  say  Cape  Town,  nr  in  Jndiar'a  nurse 
would  be  sure  to  find  employment  if  really  trained. 

The  Eyes  (Reader). — Your  eyes  being  red  and  eye- 
lashes nearly  absent  points  to  something  wTong 
constitutionally.   Try  cod-liver  oil  for  mouths. 

Letter  from  Algeria  (S.  H,  Stephens),— You  must 
not  despair.  Suffering  as  you  do,  one  is  sure  to  be 
downdiearted,  but  we  trust  you  have  many  long 
year's  of  life  before  you. 

Boils  (Abbotsford). — It  is  caused  by  the  constant 
sitting.  Y'ou  cannot  sit  too  easily.  Keep  up  the 
strength  all  you  can.  Iron  occasionallj-  ought  to 
do  good.  The  dialysed  iron  drops  do  not  consti- 
pate. 

Dog  too  Fat  (Old  Boy),— Keep  the  bowels  well  open 
with  doses  of  Hunyada  Janos,  and  feed  almost 
exclusively  on  flesh  food,  paunch,  lean  scraps,  etc. 

Squirrel  ( A.  II.  Doyle).— Plenty  advertised  in 
••ExcliauL'O  and  rilarr,"  or  apply  to  Mr.  Sumner, 
135,  Oxford  Street,  Ijiiidon. 

Cax.uiy  with  Fits  (C.  Wollcn ).— Wrong  management 
we  shiinld  think.  Give  nothing  but  black  and  white 
canary  seeds.  No  dainties.  Sand,  pm'e  water,  fresh 
air,  and  a  blink  of  sunshine. 

Varioi'.s  I \.  George). — 1,  Get  "Home  and  Farm 
Faviinriie^,"  or  read  our  back  Correspondence.  2. 
rinii  iir-  .-liortliand.  Six  questions  like  yours  would 
t.d.e  a  eiilaiini  to  answer. 

Choosing  Caxarees,  etc,  (Marshall), — 1,  Take  some- 
body with  you  who  knows.  Impossible  to  describe 
on  "jiaper.  '  2,  Ordinary  canary  seeds,  ;and,  pure 
water, 

SlIorLDK R  STR.>.rs  (A  Reader^ — Yes  :  if  very  young. 

'J  iie',  are  adverti-ed  m  "  I'.Neliange  and  Mart,"  We 
<Muii-ei  .,\eariii^  liel:-,  nut  I iiaees,  which  give  a  boy 
sliimlders  like  a  roda-water  buttle. 

Decaying  Teeth  (W,  J.),— Sanitas  Tooth-powder  is 
most  effective,  or  Calvert's  Dento-phrenoUne. 

Moles  (A,  Cumber),— Moles  are  easily  removed,  but 
you  can't  very  safely  do  it  yourself.  Any  doctor 
would. 

Getting  Dorklxg  Eggs  (Tiverton).— You  will  see 
really  good  ones  advertised  in  "  Exchange  and  Mart " 
or  "  iFeathered  World." 

Broad,  Stout,  an-d  Straight-legged  (A.  S,  A.).— 
Want  to  be  an  Admirable  Crichton.  do  you  ?  Well, 
open-air  exercise,  dnnib-bells,  no  l.raei's- hut  a  belt 
—good  food,  chietiv  fai  inacenus.  The  liatli  and  early 
hours.   There  you'have  health  in  a  nutshell. 

Coxstipation  (Nero).— This  is  always  serious,  especi- 
ally in  voung  folks.  Drugs  won't  cure  you.  Plenty 
of  "exercise,  green  vegetables,  fruit  in  the  morning, 
and  oatmeal  porridge  wiU  help ;  but  better  constdt  a 
doctor. 
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CHAPTER  XXIV. — "  BURY  THE  PAST  !  " 

jy^OTWiTHSTANDiNG  Yorke's  exploit,  and  the  prevailing  hopefulness  of  the  juniors,  the  feeluig 
of  gloom  deepened  on  Fellsgarth  when  another  day  ended,  and  no  news  was  forthcoming 
of  the  lost  boy. 

To  a  great  many  it  was  a  shock  to  hear  he  was  not  on  the  mountain.    From  what  was  known 
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of  his  eccentricities  and  recklessness,  it 
seemed  as  likely  as  not  he  would  retreat 
up  there  and  remain  till  lie  was  fetched 
down. 

When  it  was  found  he  was  not  there, 
there  seemed  to  be  nowhere  else  left  to 
look.  The  lake  (quite  independentl^y  of  the 
eventful  cruise  of  the  "  Cock  House  ")  had 
been  thoroughly  searched ;  Penchurch 
had  been  ransacked  ;  every  cottage  and 
home  in  the  neighboui-hood  had  been  called 
at.  The  river  banks,  up  and  down  stream, 
had  been  searched  too,  and  daily  communi- 
cation with  Eollitt's  home  made  it  increas- 
ingly clear  he  had  not  gone  there. 

The  incident  of  the  six  Abernethj-s  and 
the  6d.  was  not  seriously  considered. 
There  was  no  evidence  that  Eollitt  had 
effected  the  mysterious  purchase,  and  the 
eccentricities  of  the  young  shopmen  left 
it  very  doubtful  whether  more  than  half 
of  that  story  was  not  a  sensational  fiction 
of  their  own. 

Masters  and  boys  alike  went  to  bed  full 
of  trouble  and  foreboding. 

Fisher  i,  more,  perhaps,  than  any  one, 
took  the  situation  to  heart.  He  had  never 
ranged  himself  with  Eollitt's  accusers ;  yet, 
had  it  not  been  for  his  bad  management 
and  stupidity,  all  the  trouble  would  never 
have  come  about.  Now,  if  anything  grave 
had  happened  to  the  missing  bo,y.  Fisher  i 
felt  that  on  his  shoulders  rested  all  the 
blame. 

But  his  misery  was  turned  into  rage 
when,  just  before  bedtime,  a  fag  came 
over  with  the  following  letter  from 
Dangle : — 

"  I  am  not  surprised  you  shoirld  be  so 
ready  to  be  imposed  i;pon.  You  have  done 
mischief  enough  already ;  but  you  have 
been  robbed  all  the  same.  Any  one  but  a 
simpleton  would  see  that  the  turning  up  of 
the  money  just  when  it  did  was  a  sus- 
picious coincidence.  What  could  be  easier 
than  for  the  thief  either  to  impose  on 
Widow  Wisdom,  and  get  her  to  bring  back 
the  money  with  the  story  about  the  shirt ; 
or  else,  during  one  of  his  frequent  visits 
there,  as  soon  as  he  saw  that  he  was 
found  out,  to  slip  it  into  the  pocket  him- 
self ?  Where  he  got  it  from  I  don't  pre- 
tend to  guess ;  but  I  don't  mind  betting 
that  somebody  in  the  school  is  poorer  by 
£4  10s.  for  this  tardy  act  of  restitution. 
It  deceived  no  one  but  you.  '  None  are 
so  blind,'  &c. 

"  E.  Dangle." 

Fisher  fairly  tore  his  hair  over  this 
scoundrelly  document.  His  impulse  was 
to  go  over  then  and  there,  drag  the  writer 
out  of  his  bed,  and  make  him  literally 
swallow  his  own  words.  He  might  have 
done  it  had  not  the  captain  just  then 
looked  in. 

"  Why,  what's  up  ?  "  said  the  latter,  who 
seemed  none  the  worse  for  his  big  climb. 
"What's  the  matter  ?  " 

"  Matter  ?   Eead  this ! "  shouted  Fisher. 

Yorke  read  the  letter.  An  angry  flush 
spread  over  his  face  as  he  did  so. 

"  He  shall  answer  for  it  to-night !  " 
said  Fisher. 

"  No,  not  to-night.  Let  the  cad  have  a 
night's  rest.  He  shall  answer  for  it  to- 
morrow, though,  before  the  whole  school. 
Let  me  have  the  letter,  old  man." 

"  If  you'll  promise  to  make  him  smart 
for  it." 

"  You  can  make  your  mind  easy  about 
that." 


Next  morning,  to  the  surprise  of  every 
one,  a  notice  appeared  on  the  door  of  each 
house. 

NOTICE. 

"  A  school  meeting  is  srimmoned  for 
this  afternoon  at  3. 

(Signed)  C.  Yoeke  (Wakefield's). 

G.  Clapperton  (Forder's). 
P.  Bingham  (Stratton's). 
L.  Porter  (Wilbraham's)." 

'  What's  lip  now  ?  "  said  Wally,  as  he 
read  it.  "  Like  Clapperton's  cheek  to  go 
sticking  his  name  under  our  man's — and 
old  Bingham,  too  !  What  right  has  he  to 
stick  his  nose  in  it  ? — and,  ha,  ha.  Porter  ! 
that's  the  green  idiot  in  specs,  who  calls 
himself  captain  of  Wilbraham's  !  Well  I 
never  !  " 

"  Shall  you  go  ?  "  asked  D'Arcy. 

"  Bather  !  Wonder  what  they're  up 
to,  though  ?  " 

"  Perhaps  Eollitt's  found,  and  they're 
going  to  trot  him  out." 

^ "  Perhaps  they're  going  to  have  an 
eight-handed  mill,  those  four — yon  know 
— like  what  we  had." 

"  I  know,  when  you  rammed  me  below 
the  belt,"  said  Cottle. 

"  Crams.  You  know  I  played  on  your 
third  waistcoat  button.  I  was  never 
below  it  once." 

"  Perhaps  Yorke's  going  to  give  a 
lecture  on  the  ascent  of  Hawk's  Pike." 

"  I  know  what  it  is.  They're  going  to 
give  the  chaps  back  their  subscriptions. 
What  a  run  there'U  be  on  the  shop 
directly  after  !  " 

This  last  rumour  was  industriously  put 
about  by  the  juniors,  and  was  believed  in 
a  good  many  quarters. 

A  new  diversion,  however,  served  to 
put  aside  speculation  for  a  time. 

"Hullo,  who's  that  loiit  ? "  asked 
D'Arcy,  as  he  and  W^ally,  having  shaken 
off  the  others  for  a  season,  were  "  taking  a 
cool  "  arm-in-arm  near  the  playing-field 
gate. 

The  object  of  this  remark  was  a  stalwart, 
middle-aged,  labouring  man,  who  carried 
an  American  cloth  bag  in  his  hand,  and, 
to  judge  by  the  mud  on  his  garments,  had 
travelled  some  distance.  He  was  trying 
to  open  the  gate  into  the  field,  and  on 
seeing  oirr  two  juniors  beckoned  to  them 
enquiringly. 

"  You  can't  get  in  there,"  said  W^ally. 
"  You'll  have  to  go  to  the  other  gate  at 
the  Watch  Tower." 

"  Is  this  here  Fellsgarth  School,  young 
master  ?  "  said  the  man. 

"Bather,"  replied  Wally. 

"  Is  the  governor  at  home  ?  "  i 

"  Who — Eingwood  ?  I  don't  know ; 
they'll  tell  you  at  the  gate." 

"  He's  come  to  mend  the  door  of  your 
yoimg  brother's  room,  I  expect,"  said 
D'Arcy.  "  I  hope  he  won't  bimg  up  the 
squirt  holes  while  he's  about  it." 

"  No.  I  say,  carpenter,"  said  Wally, 
as  the  man  was  about  to  turn  off  in  the 
direction  of  the  other  gate,  "  when  you 
mend  that  door  in  Forder's,  make  it 
strong,  do  you  hear  '?  It  gefs  kicked  at 
rather  by  fellows.    And  don't  bung  " 

"  Carjjenter  ?  I  ain't  no  carpenter.  I 
want  to  see  the  governor." 

Grufidy  as  the  man  spoke,  he  evidently 
regarded  the  two  yoimg  gentlemen  as 
persons  of  some  distinction,  and  lingered 
a  moment  longer  to  ask  another  question. 

"Beg  your  pardon,  young  gents,"  said 


he ;  "  but  you  don't  chance  to  know  if 
Alf  Eollitt  has  come  back  ?  " 

They  gazed  at  liim  in  amazement. 

"  EoUitt  ?  no.  Do  you  know  where  he 
is,  I  say  ?  " 

"  Not  come  back  ? "  said  the  man, 
hoarsely.  "  I  made  sm-e  as  he'd  be  back 
afore  now." 

"  Do  you  know  where  he  is  ?  "  repeated 
W^ally. 

"  Not  me — he's  bound  to  be  some- 
wheres.  But  the  missus,  she  wouldn't 
rest  till  I  come  and  see." 

"  The  missus  ?  I  say,  do  you  Ji7iow 
EoUitt?" 

"  Well,  they  do  say  it's  a  wise  father 
as  don't  know  his  own  child." 

"What!  Are  yo2i  Eolhtt's  father?'' 
gasped  they,  glancing  involuntarily  at  the 
shabby  clothes  and  rough  weatherbeateii 
face. 

"  Nothing  to  be  ashamed  of,  are  it?" 
said  the  stranger.  "  'Tain't  my  Alf's  fault 
I  ain't  gent's  togs." 

This  rebuke  abashed  our  two  juniors 
considerably. 

"  Bather  not,"  said  Wally.  "  Our  let's, 
backing  Eollitt  up,  you  know.  We've 
been  out  to  look  for  him,  haven't  we. 
D'Arcy  ?  " 

"  Of  course  we  have  ;  good  old  Eollitt, " 
said  D'Arcy. 

'•  Tliank  you  kindly,  young  gents,"  said 
Mr.  Eollitt,  who  seemed  rather  dazed, 
'■  I  ain't  no  scholar,  nor  no  gent  either. 
But  my  boy  Alf's  a  good  boy,  and  he 
don't  mean  no  disrespect  to  the  likes  of 
you  by  running  awaj'.  He's  bound  to  be 
somewheres." 

"  I  say,"  said  Wally,  "  if  you  come  round 
to  the  other  gate,  you  can  get  in — we'll 
show  you  where  Eingwood's  house  is." 

"Tell  you  what,"  said  he  to  D'Arcy  as- 
the  two  boys  went  back  by  the  field  to 
meet  him,  "  he  doesn't  seem  a  bad  sort  of 
chap — it  won't  do  to  let  my  young  brother 
Percy  and  those  Modern  cads  get  hold  of 
him.  I  vote  we  nurse  him  on  our  side 
while  he's  here." 

"  All  serene,"  said  D'Ai'cy.  "  Ask  him  to 
tea  after  the  meeting." 

"  I  suppose  we  shall  have  to  let  those- 
other  chaps  be  in  it  too,"  suggested  Wally 
dubiously,  after  a  moment. 

"Better.  We'll  all  see  him  through 
together." 

The  spectacle  of  two  juniors,  looking 
very  important,  carefully  condiictmg  an. 
anxious-faced  labouring  man  across  the- 
school  green,  was  enough  to  rouse  a  little- 
curiosity.  And  when  jjresently  the  body- 
guard, after  sundry  whispered  communi- 
cations, increased  from  two  to  nine,  who 
marched  three  in  front,  two  behmd,  and 
two  on  either  side  of  their  celebritj',  specu- 
lations became  active  and  warm. 

The  escort  glared  defiantly  at  any  one 
who  ventured  to  approach  the  group  ;  hxit 
when  it  was  observed  that  they  made 
straight  for  the  Doctor's  house,  and  one 
by  one  shook  hands  with  the  visitor  on 
the  doorstep,  there  was  very  little  doubt 
left  as  to  who  the  stranger  was. 

"  Mind  you  come  to  tea,"  said  WaUy, 
as  they  parted. 

"  Don't  you  make  no  mistake,  I'll  be 
there,"  said  the  guest. 

Work  in  school  that  morning  dragged 
hea\ily.  The  impending  meeting  was 
perplexing  the  minds  of  not  a  few.  The 
phenomenon  of  Yorke's  and  Clapperton's 
names  appended  to  the  same  dociunent 
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puzzled  boys  who  still  kept  alive  the  ani- 
mosity which  had  wrecked  the  school 
clubs  earlier  in  the  term  and  broufjht  the 
sports  to  a  deadlock.  And  the  addition 
of  the  names  of  the  captains  of  the  other 
two  houses  made  it  evident  that  the  whole 
school  was  concerned  in  the  business. 
This,  coupled  with  the  mystery  of  Eolhtt's 
disappearance,  and  the  now  notorious  in- 
ternecine feuds  of  the  Modern  seniors,  gave 
promise  of  one  of  the  biggest  meetings 
ever  held  in  Hall. 

As  to  the  juniors,  they  had  a  treble  care 
on  their  mind.  First, 'the  meeting,  and 
the  expected  refiuiding  of  the  club  sub- 
scriptions;  second,  the  consequent  run 
on  the  shop ;  and  third,  the  '•  small  and 
early"  in  Wally's  study  afterwards  to 
meet  A.  Kollitt,  Senior,  Esq. 

However,  despite  all  these  cares,  the 
morning's  work  was  got  through,  the 
dreaded  impositions  were  avoided,  and 
v/hen  the  midday  meal  was  ended  a 
general  rush  was  made  for  the  familiar 
benches  in  Hall. 

The  state  of  doubt  every  one  was  in 
operated  adversely  to  the  usual  cheeriniT. 
Fellows  dichi't  know  whom  they  were 
expected  to  cheer.  Dangle,  for  instance, 
pale  and  sullen, — were  the  Moderns  ex- 
pected to  cheer  him  ?  The  Classics  hissed 
him,  which  was  one  reason  why  his  own 
house  should  applaud.  But  then,  if  they 
cheered  Dangle,  how  should  they  do  about 
Clapperton,  who  had  fought  Dangle  a 
week  ago  ?  They  got  over  the  difficulty 
by  doing  neither,  but  starting  party  cries 
which  they  could  safely  cheer;  and 
chaffing  everybody  all  round.  I 

Punctually  at  three,  Yorke  rose  and  said 
they  no  doubt  were  curious  to  know  what 
the  meeting  was  called  for.    It  was  called 
for  one  or  two  purposes.    The  first  was  I 
to  see  if  they  conld  revive  the  School  clubs. 
(Cheers.)    He  wasn't  going  to  say  a  word 
of  ancient  hiftory.  (Laughter).  But  as  they 
stood  now,  they  had  a  lot  of  fellows 
anxious  to  play,  they  had  the  materials 
for  as  good  a  fifteen  this  winter,  and  as 
good  -  an  eleven  next  spring  (cheers),  as 
any  school  in  the  country ;  and  yet  the 
playing-fields  stood  idle,  and  the  name  of 
Fellsgarth  was  dropping  out  of  all  the 
records.    They  had  had  enougli  of  that 
sort  of  thing.    Every  one  was  sick  of  it. 
Fellows  had  agreed  with  him  when  it  was 
proposed  to  disband  the  clubs  ;  he  hoped 
they  would  agree  with  him  now  that  the 
time  had  come  for  reviving  them.  But 
there  was  to  be  a  difference.    The  clubs 
were  not  to  be  open  to  everybody  as  here- 
tofore.    They   didn't   want  everybody. 
(Hear,  hear,  from  Wally,  D'Arcy,  Ashby, 
and  Fisher,  as  they  pointed  across  to  the 
Modern   juniors.)     They   only  wanted 
fellows  who  would  play  and  could  play  ; 
as  to  the  former,  that  of  course  would  be 
decided  by  the  fellow  himself,  who  would 
send  in  an  application  to  the  committee. 
-\s  to  the  latter,  that  would  be  decided 
bv  the  captain.  (Oh!)  Yes,  by  the' captain. 
What's  the  good  of  a  captain  if  he's  not 
to  decide  a  matter  like  that  ?    And  if  the 
fellow  is  not  satisfied  with  the  captain's 
decision,  he  may  appeal  to  Mr.  Stratton, 
the  new  President  of  the  club.  (Cheers.) 
There's  nothing  to  prevent  any  one  who 
plays  his  best  joining — there's  nothing  to 
prevent  those  youngsters  at  the  end  of  the 
roprn,  who  are  kicking  up  such  a  row, 
joining  the  clubs  as  long  as  they  work  hard 
in  the  field.    (Cheers  and  laughter.)  The 


fellows  who  won't  be  eligible  are  the  louts, 
and  those  who  can  play  but  won't.  (Loud 
cheers.) 

Clapperton  rose  to  second  the  motion. 
He  had  lost  a  great  deal  of  his  "side" 
during  the  last  few  days,  and  though  he 
looked  in  better  tiff  than  he  had  done 
lately,  the  present  occasion  was  evidently 
an  effort.    He  said  :  "  Yorke  has  made  a 
generous   speech.    He   avoided  ancient 
history,  and  therefore  did  not  go  into  the 
reason  why  the  clubs  were  dissolved  and 
the  school  sports  came  to  smash.    I  could 
tell  you—but  what's  the  use  ?    You  all 
know.    Yorke  said  to  me  before  the  meet- 
ing, 'Let  bygones  be  bygones,  old  man 
—we  were  all  to  blame— bury  the  past 
—let's  get  right  for  the  future.'  Gentle- 
men, there  was  one  feUow  who  was  not 
to  blame.    His  name  was  riot  Clapperton. 
It  was  Yorke.    (Loud  cheers.)    But  I  say 
with  him,  if  you  let  me,  '  Bury  the  past.' 
(Cheers.)     And  to  prove  it,'  I  beg  to 
band  in  my  name  to  the  committee  for 
election.    I  answer  for  myself  that  I  am 
willing  to  play ;  and  if  the  captain  decides 
I  can  play  (laughter),  wliy  I  will  play." 
(Loud  applause.) 

Fullerton  and  Corder  both  sprang  up 
to  support  the  motion.  The  former  made 
way  for  Corder,  who  merely  wished  to 
say  how  delighted  he  was.  He  also  voted 
for  the  burying  of  the  past.  He  had 
minded  being  stopped  football  more  than 
j  a-nything  else.  He  gave  in  his  name. 
He  would  play,  and  he  might  tell  them 
that  the  captain  had  already  told  him  he 
could  play.  (Laughter,  and  cries  of  "  Blow 
{  your  own  trumpet.")  All  right— it  was 
the  -  only  thing  he  had  to  be  cocky  about ; 
and  he  meant  to  be  cocky.  He  supported 
the  motion.  (Cheers.) 

Fullerton  handed  in  his  name,  and  was 
very  glad  to  think  that  he  and  his  old 
friend  Clapperton  would  have  a  chance  of 
running  up  the  field  again  together.  (If 
you're  elected  !  from  the  end  of  the  room, 
and  laughter.)  Oh,  of  course,  if  he  was 
elected.  He  hoped  when  the  gentleman 
down  there  was  captain,  fifty  years  hence, 
he  would  deal  as  liberally  with  candidates 
as  he  was  sure  Yorke  would  deal  now. 
(Laughter,  at  AVally's  expense.) 

The  other  prefects  followed  suit,  and 
gave  in  their  allegiance  to  the  new  clubs. 
Curiosity  was  ahve  to  see  what  attitude 
Brinkman  and  Dangle  would  adopt.  For 
a  while  it  seemed  as  if  they  would  take 
no  part ;  but  at  length,  when  Yorke  was 
about  to  put  the  motion,  Brinkman  rose 
and  said :  "  I  made  up  my  mind  when  I 
came  here  I'd  have  no  more  to  do  with 
the  clubs.  But  Yorke's  '  Bury  the  past ' 
gives  a  fellow  a  chance.  If  you  mean 
that  (yes,  yes),  if  this  is  a  fresh  start, 
here's  my  name.  (Loud  cheers.)  You 
needn't  cheer.  I  didn't  mean  to  give  it— 
but  now  I  have,  I— I — won't  shirk  it," 
and  he  sat  down  hurriedly. 

Then  Dangle  rose,  with  a  sneer  on  his 
face. 

"  This  sort  of  thing  is  infectious.  I 
can't  feel  quite  so  sure  as  some  of  you 
about  burying  the  past ;  but,  not  to  be 

peculiar,  you  may  put  me  down-  " 

"  And  I  can  tell  you  at  once,  and  before 
all  these  fellows,"  said  Yorke,  rising  hotly, 
and  interrupting,  "that  we  won't  have 
you  !  And  that  brings  me  to  the  other 
business— and  that's  about  Eollitt.  We 
can't  bury  the  ptist  so  easily  as  far  as  he 
is  concerned.    For  he  is  still  absent,  and 


no  one  knows  what  has  become  of  him. 
I'm  not  going  to  say  a  word  to  make 
little  of  Fisher  I's  mistake.    It  was  bad 
enough,  in  all   conscience,  for  Eollitt. 
But  it  was  only  a  mistake.    But  what  do 
you  fellows  say  of  the  cad  who  deliberately 
gets  up  a  story  about  him ;  and,  even  when 
he  finds  out  there  is  not  a  shadow  of  truth 
in  it,  repeats  it  in  a  worse  form  than 
before  ?    There  are  some  here  who  be- 
lieved the  first  report  and  joined  in  the 
suspicions.     That   was    hardly    to  be 
wondered  at.  But  every  one  of  them  had 
the  decency,  as  soon  as  the  money  was 
found,  to  admit  that  they  had  been  wrong, 
and  to  regret  their  tmfair  suspicion  of  a 
Fellsgarth  fellow.    All  but  one— this  cad 
here  !    Only  last  night,  you  fellows,  he 
wrote  the  letter  I  hold  in  my  Land.  I 
mean  to  read  it  to  you,  and  I  hope  you 
won't  forget  it  in  a  hurry." 

"  You  shan't  read  it !  it  wasn't  to  you  !  " 
said  Dangle,  pale  with  rage,  and  mak- 
ing a  rush  at  the  paper;  "give  it  back  !  " 

"You  shall  have  it  back,"  said  Yorke,, 
in  a  warmer  temper  than  ajiy  one  had 
seen  him  in  before,  "  when  I've  read  it. 
Stop  where  you  are,  and  listen  to  it. 
It'll  do  you  good." 

"  Eead  away  !  "  sneered  Dangle,  giving 
up  the  contest.    "  It's  the  truth." 

Yorke  read,  and  as  he  proceeded,  shame 
and  anger  rose  to  boiling  point  in  the 
audience,  so  that  towards  the  end  tlu, 
reader's  voice  was  almost  drowned  in  the 
hisses  and  yells. 

"  There,"  said  the  captain,  crumpling 
up  the  paper  in  his  hand  and  flinging  it 
at  the  writer's  feet,  "  there's  your  letter  ; 
and  until  you  apologise  to  the  whole 
school  you  have  insulted,  you  needn't 
expect  we'll  bury  the  past  for  you  !  " 

Dangle  scowled  round  and  tried  to 
swagger.  But  somebody  called  out, 
"  Kick  him." 

"  Is  that  all  the  business  ?  "  he  sneered. 
"No!"  shouted  some  voices.  "He- 
ought  to  be  kicked." 

"Wait  a  bit,"  cried  Wally,  excitedly, 
standing  on  a  form,  "there's  Eollitt's 
governor  just  come.    Some  of  our  chaps 

have  gone  to  fetch  him.    He'll  " 

Here  the  door  opened,  and,  escorted  by 
half-a-dozen  of  the  juniors,  Mr.  Eollitt, 
looking  more  bewildered  than  ever, 
walked  in.  ' 

He  looked  apologetically  from  one  side 
to  the  other,  saying,  "Thank'ee  kindly," 
and  "no  offence,  young  gents,"  until  he 
found  himself  at  the  end  of  the  hall 
among  the  prefects. 

Then  Yorke  got  up  again,  still  hot 
with  temper,  and  a  dead  silence  en- 
sued. 

Dangle,  as  he  looked  at  the  stranger, 
smiled  at  first.  But  his  face  gradually 
blanched  as  he  looked  roimd  and  found 
his  retreat  cut  oft',  and  guessed  what  was 
coming. 

"Mr.  Eollitt,"  said  Yorke,  "we  are 
yom-  son's  school-fellows.  A  great  wrong 
has  been  done  him.  He  has  been  sus- 
pected of  being  a  thief  and  has  run  away. 
We  all  now  know  that  he's  not  a  thief; 
and  we  are  ashamed  that  he  has  ever  been 
suspected.  We  hope  he  will  come  back, 
so  that  we  may  tell  him  so.  But  there  is 
one  fellov/  here  who  still  says  your  son  is 
a  thief,  although  he  knows  "as  well  as  we 
do  he  isn't.    What  shall  we  do  to  him?" 

Mr.  Eollitt  looked  up  and  down,  casting 
a  glance  first  at  his  young  protectors  at 


the  end  of  the  hall,  then  scanning  the 
benches  before  liiiu,  then  running  his  eye 
along  the  row  of  prefects,  and  finally  tak- 
ing the  measure  of  Yorke  as  he  stood  and 
waited  for  an  answer. 

Then  suddenly  the  question  seemed  to 
come  home. 

"  My  son  Alf  a  thief  ?    There's  one 


of  'em  says  that,  is  there  ?  My  son  Alf 
a  thief?  Do  to  him?  Why,  I'll  tell 
you.  Just  keep  him  till  my  son  Alf 
comes  back,  and  make  him  go  and  say  it 
to  his  face.  That's  what  /  should  do  to 
him,  young  gents." 

"That's  what  we  will  do,"  said  Yorke. 
"  The  meeting  is  over." 


And  amid  the  excitement  that  ensued, 
the  rush  to  put  down  names  for  the  new 
club,  the  cheers  and  hootings  and  hand- 
shakings of  old  enemies,  Mr.  Rollitt  was 
carried  off  in  triumph  by  his  nine  hosts 
to  high  tea  in  Wally  Wheatfield's  room. 
(To  be  continued.) 


MAURICE   KERDIC;    OE,  THE  MYSTERY   OE  ECBATANA. 

By  a.  Laukie, 

Author  of  "  A  Marvellous  Conquest,"  "Raymond  Frezols,"  etc. 


AFTER  sleeping  five  hours,  Maurice 
awoke  rested  and  refreshed. 
"  Aristomenes,"  said  he  to  his  com- 
panion, "  I  am  convinced  that  we  are  in 
the  centre,  in  the  very  kernel,  of  the 
labyrinth.  We  are  not  likely  to  find  the 
exit  near  here." 

"  AVon't  you  breakfast,  sir  ?  "  said 
Gargaridi,  waking  with  a  jump  and  rub- 
bing his  eyes. 

"  No.  I  was  speaking  of  cm-  going 
-away." 

"  Then  allow  me  to  cut  you  a  slice  of 
■sausage.  We  can  hardly  begin  such  a 
journey  again  without  having  something 
to  eat." 

"  My  plan,"  continued  Maurice,  hastily' 
despatching  his  breakfast,  "  is  to  go  back. 
I  felt  sure  the  sanctuary  was  in  the  east, 
and  I  was  right.  I  now  believe  that  the 
outlet  is  in  the  opposite  direction,  just  as 
the  great  door  of  a  church  faces  the  altar." 

"That  seems  reasonable,"  said  Gar- 
garidi, who  was  always  in  a  good  humom' 
after  he  had  had  something  to  eat. 

But  Maurice  interrupted  him  by  an 
exclamation  of  dismay.  He  had  just 
discovered  that  his  lamp  had  become  dim 
and  would  soon  go  out.  Gargaridi  on 
being  consulted  phmged  his  hand  into  the 
basket,  and  proudly  drew  out  a  box  of 
matches  and  a  packet  of  ten  candles. 
Here  was  light  for  sixty  hours,  at  least, 
supposing  that  each  candle  took  six  hom's 
to  burn  to  the  end.  But  when  they  were 
asleep  they  need  not  bm-n  the  light  in 
waste  as  they  had  just  been  doing. 

"  And  besides,"  said  Gargaridi,  who 
saw  everything  at  its  best  since  he  had 
breakfasted,  "  let  us  hope  that  in  a  few 
hours  we  shall  be  back  at  the  camp.  Ah, 
■  sir !  what  a  pilau  I  will  make  you  !  I 
-have  in  reserve  in  my  gourbi  a  certain 
box  of  dried  mushrooms,  and  I  ha^-e  left 
hehind  the  stove  a  certain  basket  of 
tomatoes  (j)rovided  that  rascal  Ali  has 
not  got  his  hands  on  them).  How  my 
mouth  waters  !  What  a  sauce,  sir,  what 
a  sauce !  And  the  lamb  is  just  right  by 
now,  I'll  warrant,  sir.  I'U  give  you  a 
dish  fit  for  a  prince — that  is  to  say,  if  we 
get  back." 

"If!"  said  Mam-ice,  shaking  his  head. 
"  Come,  let  us  be  going.  We  must  not 
go  to  sleep  here.  Try  and  find  a  gallery 
going  west;  if  my  theory  is  worth  anything, 
by  going  west  we  shall  find  the  door." 

"  And  to  thinli,"  said  Gargaridi,  in  a 
sudden  burst  of  anger,  "  that  that  old 
rascal  knows  the  road  and  will  not  tell 
lis.  Truly,  if  we  were  not  good  fellows  I 
don't  know  what  we  might  do  to  him. 


CHAPTER  XVII. — MORE  VICTIMS. 

I  You  wretched  Goiicha  Nichin,  away  with 
you!" 

"  Goucha  Nichin  might  reply,  '  Y'ou 
wretched  Gargaridi  for  swinging  the 
stone  ! '  " 

j      "  That  is  true,  sir ;  but  it  is  at  least 

j  thanks  to  me  that  we  found  the  jewels 

1  and  the  tablets  of  jade  that  gave  you  so 
much  pleasure." 

I      "  I  acknowledge  willingly,  that  it  is 
thanks  to  you  that  we  are  in  such  a  mess." 
"  And  thanks  to  you,  sir,  who  led  the 

1  way  into  the  labyrinth." 

I  "  Come,  there  is  not  much  to  choose 
between  us,  that  is  evident ;  once  we  get 
out,  we  will  not  quarrel  about  the  priority 
of  the  discovery." 

1      And  talking  thus,  the  two  companions 

]  went  back  along  the  way  they  had  come, 
guided  by  the  cockchafers  with  the  sym- 
bolic legs.     On  reaching  the  rotunda 

I  where  Maurice  had  marked  the  figiu-e  1, 
they  stopped  to  take  their  bearings.  At 
first  the  corridor  did  not  differ  in  any 
way  from  those  they  had  traversed  to 
reach  it.  The  same  smooth  walls,  closely 
jointed,  aird  rising  to  about  eighteen  feet, 
the  same  intersection  of  the  lines.  But 
Maurice  could  not  help  thinking  that 
some  mystic  mmiber  ought  to  end  or 
begin  at  this  point.  Unfortunately  the 
corridor  had  fourteen  outlets  coming  in 
at  irregular  angles,  and  answering  to 
neither  of  the  four  cardinal  points  of  the 
compass.  What  was  he  to  do  ?  For 
which  one  should  he  decide  ? 

After  thinking  a  little,  he  put  a  number 
on  each  of  the  outlets  of  the  corridor ; 

I  1,  2,  3,  4,  5,  and  so  on  up  to  14. 

"  We  will  take  each  gallery  in  turn," 
said  he  to  the  faithful  Gargaridi.  "  We 
will  check  off  om-  course  as  we  go  along 
each  corridor,  so  that  we  can  retm-n  when- 
ever we  think  fit." 

"  And  where  shall  we  begin,  sir  ?  Shall 
we  toss  up  for  it  ?  " 

"  We  will  take  this  one  ;  it  goes  nearest 
to  the  direction  I  want,  for  according  to 
the  compass  it  runs  south-south-west." 

"  Hooray  for  the  south-south-west !  " 
said  Gargaridi,  picking  up  his  stick,  which 
he  had  dropped  near  him  while  Maurice 
was  numbering  the  corrid  n-s. 

They  entered  the  gallery  which  Maurice 
had  selected.  But  in  vain  did  they  mark 
each  turning  with  a  cross,  and  continued 
S.S.W.  After  a  long  walk  they  found  the 
journey  ended  in  a  blank  wall.  Maurice 
carefully  patted  the  wall  to  discover  any 
secret  exit  there  might  be,  but  he  fomid 
nothing. 

Looking  above,  the  two  men  could  see 


the  vault  arching  indistinctly  over  their 
heads,  with  nothing  to  indicate  that  they 
were  near  to  or  far  from  the  exterior 
circumference.  They  had  to  return  to 
the  corridor  and  take  the  next  gallery, 
after  making  a  note  of  the  one  they  had 
just  been  down.  This  second  gallery, 
carefully  marked  with  a  star  at  each 
outlet,  yielded  the  same  result  as  the 
first.  Going  down  the  third,  compass  in 
hand  as  usual,  they  suddenly  reached  a 
corridor  already  marked  with  a  cross  ; 
consequently,  they  had  been  there  before. 
Gargaridi  began  to  manifest  a  certain 
degree  of  discouragement.  All  these 
marches  and  counter-marches  had  taken 
time  and  emptied  the  poor  fellow's, 
stomach;  the  meagre  meal  of  the  morning 
had  been  merely  an  appetiser  to  Mm. 

He  suddenly  sat  down  and  began  to 
wipe  his  forehead  vigorously. 

"Ouf!"  he  said,  "I  have  an  awful 
headache.  Pardon  me,  sir !  We  are 
turning  and  turning  like  circus  horses." 

"  No,  we  have  avoided  that  reef  any- 
how," said  Mam'ice,  almost  equally 
harassed.  "  But  I  am  afraid  that  is  the 
only  lesson  we  have  yet  learnt  in  this 
wretched  labyrinth." 

"What  is  the  time,  sir?"  asked 
Gargaridi,  in  a  moru-nful  tone, 

"  Half-past  twelve." 

"  Lunch-time  I  thiiik  ?  " 

"  It  woiold  perhaps  be  wiser  to  postpone 
the  ceremony  for  a  few  hours,  Gargaridi." 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  said  Aris- 
tomenes, with  dignity,  "  but  if  you  intend 
to  continue  your  exploration,  I  have  the 
honour  to  inform  yon,  with  every  respect, 
that  my  legs  will,  as  they  say,  retire  into 
my  body,  and  that  if  I  do  not  qiiickly 
find  something  to  sustain  me,  natm-e  will 
not  allow  me  to  take  a  single  step  for- 
ward." 

"  As  you  like,"  said  Mam-ice,  with  a 
sigh.  "  After  all,  whether  we  die  of  hunger 
now  or  later  on  comes  to  very  much  the 
same  thing." 

Without  waiting  to  be  told  twice, 
Gargaridi  cut  off  a  large  slice  of  bread  for 
each  and  a  round  of  sausage.  His  share 
had  very  soon  disappeared,  and  ilam-ice 
caught  liim  eyeing  the  remaining  pro- 
visions so  tenderly  that  he  judged  it 
m'gent  to  make  a  diversion. 

"  What  is  your  opinion,  Ai-istomenes, 
as  to  the  reason  of  the  gap  between  these 
walls  and  the  vault  overhead  ?  " 

"  I  have  not  the  slightest  idea,"  said 
Aristomenes  rather  surlily.  "  I  think  the 
whole  machine— passages,  blocks,  walls, 
I  and  the  rest— a  mere  trap  for  fools,  and  if 
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ever  I  build  anything  it  will  not  be  a 
labyrinth  I  warrant  you — unless  it  is 
one  in  which  this  Guebre  coiild  lose  him- 
self." 

'■  I  fancy  the  object  was  to  obtain 
certain  acoustic  effects ;  an  echo  for 
instance.    See  here  !  " 

And  raising  his  voice,  he  called  : 

"  Goucha  Nichin !  Guebre !  Ahoy ! 
Ahoy  !  "  A  thousand  voices  seemed  to 
awake  in  the  vault,  repeating  and  repeat- 
ing Maurice's  words,  first  in  a  roar  of 
thunder  and  then  gently  as  in  the  sigh  of 
the  breeze. 

"  Goucha  Nichin  !  Guebre  !  Alioy  ! 
Ahoy  !  "  And  the  voices  resounding  in 
time  formed  musical  thirds  and  sixths 
and  fourths  with  strange  and  charming 
effects.  Gargaridi,  sitting  with  the  basket 
between  his  arms,  opened  his  eyes  wide; 
Maurice,  pleased  at  the  effect  of  the  echo, 
amused  hunself  for  a  few  minutes,  making 
it  resound  in  a  htuidred  ways.  It  seemed 
as  though  spirits  asleep  in  the  vault  for 
centuries  had  awoke  to  answer  him. 

"My  word,  sir,"  said  Gargaridi  with 
admiration,  "  if  I  had  not  heard  it  with 
my  own  ears  I  should  never  have  believed 
that  any  one  man  coiild  make  so  much 
noise." 

"It  is  easy  to  understand,"  said 
Maurice,  "  what  the  magi  would  make 
of  such  an  echo.  Suppose  there  came 
an  intruder  into  the  temple.  What 
terrors,  what  anguish  they  could  afflict 
him  with,  as  these  voices  thundered 
curses  in  his  ear.  The  superstitious  and 
ignorant  would  believe  in  the  super- 
human power  of  the  priests.  Doubtless 
they  used  this  echo  to  deliver  the  oracles, 
and  the  faithful  attributed  to  the  divinity 
all  the  sentences  they  heard." 

"  Put  yourself  in  their  place,  sir  !  I 
am  neither  superstitious  nor  ignorant,  I 
flatter  myself.  I  have  studied  all  tlie 
systems  of  philosophy — Spinoza,  Kant, 
Schopenhauer;  the  ancients  and  the 
moderns  have  no  secrets  or  terrors  for  me  ; 
but  I  confess  if  I  had  heard  that  noise 
withoiit  knowing  the  cause  I  should  have 
experienced  a  rather  disagreeable  sensa- 
tion." 

"  Come  along  !  "  said  Maurice.  "  We 
have 'neither  time  nor  hght  to  lose.  Let 
us  take  the  fourth  gaUery  and  mark  an  S 
at  every  turning." 

They  resumed  their  jom-nej'.  Nothing 
could  be  more  monotonous  than  this 
march  with  measured  steps  in  the  dark- 
ness, barely  dissipated  aromid  the 
explorers  by  the  feeble  rays  from  the 
candle  they  had  at  last  had  to  light. 

At  every  step  they  carefully  studied 
the  walls  and  the  groimd,  at  every 
turning  they  consulted  the  compass  and 
Maurice  patiently  scratched  the  S.  The 
wall  was  hard,  the  knife  blunt,  the  work 
seemed  to  become  more  unwelcome  at 
every  new  passage  explored  in  vain.  It 
appeared  as  though  caprice  alone  had 
presided  at  the  construction  of  the 
labyrinth;  the  corridor  ran  off  at  a 
thousand  unforeseen  angles,  and  led  to 
nothing  or  returned  by  useless  meander- 
ings  to  their  point  of  departure.  It 
became  a  nightmare  and  recalled  the 
galleries  without  end  or  beginning  which 
one  travels  in  a  dream,  seeking  an  outlet 
which  one  never  finds,  with  the  torment 
of  believing  that  an  important  affair 
depends  on  the  result  of  the  searcl:. 

Gargaridi  was  tired   to   death.  He 


dragged  himself  along  behind  Maurice, 
nmttering  vain  reminiscences  of  his 
"poor  papa,"  and  what  he  would  have 
thought  if  he  had  ever  seen  his  son  in 
this  cruel  position.  Maurice  proposed 
that  he  should  wait  in  the  corridor  he  had 
called  the  Court  of  the  Cockroach,  but 
Aristomenes  refused  the  offer  with  indig- 
nation. 

"  If  you  think  I  am  going  to  let  you  do 
the  work  alone,  you  little  know  Aristo- 
menes Gargaridi,"  said  he  with  dignity. 

''Why  not  leave  the  basket  which 
weighs  you  down  so  uselessly  '?  " 

Gargaridi  slowly  winked  his  eye. 
"  Over   there !  "    he    said  with  an 
expressive  jerk  with  his  thumb  towards 


Maurice  was  at  v/ork,  he  struck  a  match. 
Two  yards  in  front  of  him  the  ground  lay 
open.  A  fresh  limpid  f^pring  rose  from 
the  interior  of  the  earth.  ( i  iH  L  ;u  i  Ji  uttered 
a  cry  of  joy,  and  tln'ou  iiiu  himself  down, 
drank  a  long  .Iran -lit  .il'  the  pure  cold 
water.  Then  he  ran  i),u-k  to  Maurice, 
and  told  him  of  his  discovery.  And 
Maurice  came  and  also  drank. 

"  This  is  an  important  discovery !  " 
said  he.  "  If  our  provisions  fail  us  belbre 
we  find  our  way  out,  we  can  sustain  our- 
selves by  drinking  this  water." 

"Live  on  cold  water  !  "  exclaimed  Gar- 
garidi, with  a  fearful  grimace. 

"  Better  that  than  die  of  thirst.  But 
what  is  that  on  the  bed  of  the  stream  ?  " 


An  important  discovery. 


his  left  shoulder.  "  If  the  other  fellow 
were  to  come  and  take  it  !  The  old 
boy  is  capable  of  anything,  sir !  He 
has  only  got  to  eat  our  provisions  and 
walk  off,  and  we  should  die  of  hunger. 
No,  no,  the  son  of  his  papa  is  not  such  a 
fool." 

And  he  clasped  his  basket  closely,  being 
quite  in  good  spirits  for  a  moment. 
While  Maurice  was  scratching  an  X 
on  the  twenty-third  turning  of  the 
eleventh  gallery,  Aristomenes  thought  he 
heard  a  gentle  murmur,  a  sweet  harmo- 
nious noise,  a  few  yards  off.  Anxious  to 
show  that  he  also  was  fit  for  something, 
he  crept  stealthily  off  in  that  direction.  ° 

Just  as  he  passed  the  turning  where 


And  dipping  in  his  hand,  Maurice 
picked  up— a  box  of  matches  ! 

"  Confound  it !  "  said  Gargaridi.  "  That 
is  mine,  sir  !  Ass  !  Triple  idiot  that  I 
am  !  I  must  have  let  it  fall  in  as  I  drank. 
Oh  !  my  poor  papa  was  right  when  he 
said,  '  Aristomenes,  you  will  end  badly  ; 
it  is  a  bad  look  out  ^vhen  a  man  has  no 
brains  !  '  " 

"  Certainly,  it  is  an  unfortunate  acci- 
dent," said  Maurice,  taking  the  matches 
out  of  the  box  to  see  if  any  remained  dry. 
But  all  of  them  were  soaked,  and  conse- 
quently useless. 

Gargaridi,  in  despair,  patted  his  pockets 
one  after  the  other,  but  without  finding 
any. 
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"  We  are  doomed  like  the  vestals  never 
to  let  the  sacred  fire  out — that  is,  oiir 
candle,"  said  Maurice.  "That  will 
shorten  the  time  left  for  our  search ;  it  is 
most  unfortunate." 

"  Ah,  sir,  kick  me  !  Insult  mc,  I  pray  !  " 

"  That  will  do  no  good,  my  poor  man. 
The  consequences  of  your  stupidity  are  as 
serious  for  you  as  for  me.  But  we  must 
not  lose  a  minute  more.  Let  us  be  off. 
Give  me  a  candle,  which  I  will  light  as 
soon  as  this  one  is  nearly  burnt  out." 

"  Provided  a  current  of  air  does  not 
extinguish  it!"  said  Gargaridi,  lugu- 
briously. 

Considerably  cast  down  by  this  inci- 
dent, they  resmned  their  march.  Gar- 
garidi lighted  Maurice,  shading  with  his 
hand  the  quivering  flame,  the  only  hope 
that  remained  to  them  in  this  gloomy 
mysterious  maze.  In  vain  did  they 
traverse  the  innumerable  passages  which 
extended  roiind  the  rotimda  ;  they  had 
almost  abandoned  the  hope  of  finding  an 
outlet  in  any  of  these  immense  galleries, 
and  had  begun  to  wander  about  at  hazard 
without  taking  any  coiirse  by  the  com- 
pass. 

Maurice,  seeing  that  the  unfortunate 
Gargaridi  was  overwhelmed  by  fatigue, 
and  being  himself  harassed  by  the  fruit- 
less search,  judged  that  the  moment 
had  come  for  a  little  rest.  It  was  nine 
o'clock  at  night. 

"You  sleep  five  hours,  Aristomenes," 
he  said,  "  and  at  the  end  of  that  time  I 
will  wake  you  and  sleep  in  my  turn.  It 
is  a  pity  we  cannot  put  out  our  light,  but 
nothing  can  be  done  with  the  impossible." 

They  took  a  little  to  eat,  and  Gargaridi 
fell  asleep  almost  as  he  ate,  so  tired  was 
he.  Maurice  had  to  make  an  effort  not 
to  do  the  same,  and  it  was  only  by  walk- 
ing about  in  the  corridor  that  he  could 
keep  himself  awake. 

At  last  the  five  hours  were  over.  Mau- 
rice came  back  to  his  sexwant  and  woke 
him,  not  without  difficulty,  and  handed 
him  the  candle,  which  was  almost  entirely 
burnt  out,  recommending  him  to  watch 
with  good  courage,  and  above  all  things 
take  care  that  he  was  not  surprised  by 
sleep. 

"  I  imderstand,  sir,"  said  Gargaridi. 
And  Maurice,  almost  as  soon  as  he  had 
laid  himself  down  on  the  humid  ground 
with  his  head  on  his  arm,  fell  asleep  as 
soundly  as  the  Seven  Sleepers  of  Ephesus. 

This  sleep  had  lasted  about  four  hours 
when  Maurice  was  awakened  with  a  start 
by  a  most  terrible  noise.  Groans,  cries,  and 
sobs  were  being  magnified  and  repeated 
by  the  echoes  of  the  vault.  It  seemed  as 
though  a  pack  of  hounds  had  been  tiurned 
loose  in  the  labyrinth. 

Maurice  rose  to  his  feet,  and  saw  Gar- 
garidi dragging  out  his  hair  in  handfuls, 
and  weeping  noisily.  "  The  poor  fellow 
has  gone  crazy  !  "  said  Maurice,  and  he 
ran  to  him,  took  him  by  the  arms,  and 
tried  to  calm  him  witli  kind  words.  But 
Aristomenes  repulsed  him  violently  and 
continued  his  bowlings  and  lamentations. 

"  Wretch  !  Glutton  !  Heartless  !  "  he 
exclaimed.  "  Everything  eaten — every- 
thing devoured — you  feared  not  to  take 
advantage  of  your  master's  sleep  to  juggle 
away  the  trust  confided  to  your  honoiur. 
Beast !  Gormandiser  !  Rascal !  " 

"What  IS  the  matter  with  you?" 
asked  Maurice,  giving  him  a  good  shake 
with  his  arm.    "  What  has  happened  ?  " 


"  Ah,  sir,  would  you  believe  that  the 
descendant  of  heroes  has  fallen  to  such  a 
depth  of  infamy,  that  he  has  been  guilty 
of  so  black  an  action  " 

"  As  what  ?  " 

"  Sir,"  said  Ai'istomenes,  rising  and 
crossing  his  arms  on  his  chest  like  a 
mart.yr,  "  you  see  an  immitigated  scoun- 
drel before  you.    You  have  the  right  to 

spurn  me  " 

"  Why  don't  you  explain  ?  What  have 
you  done  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  will  explain,  sir ;  yes,  I  will 
open  my  heart  and  proclaim  myself  guilty. 
While  you  were  on  these  cold  stones  re- 
posing, exhausted  by  fatigue  and  hunger, 
your  servant  watched.  He  resisted  for 
long — may  he  who  resisted  longer  throw 
the  first  stone  at  him  ! — and  I  watched  the 
fatal  basket.  Alas  !  hunger  tortured  me 
cruelly,  but  I  swear  to  you  on  the 
honour  of  my  fathers  that  I  did  not 
intend  to  touch  anything  before  you 
awoke.  Then  I  made  terms  with  my 
conscience.  '  Who  sleeps  dines ! '  I 
said  to  myself,  and  I  ate  a  mouthful — 
then  two.  Then  I  lost  my  head,  I  believe, 
and  then,  while  you  slept  on  without 
suspicion,  I  devoured  the  lot  to  the  very 
last  crumb  !  "  And  Aristomenes  groaned 
and  shed  abundant  tears.  "  But  I  must 
confess  that  when  I  first  saw  the  basket 
empty,  my  first  feeling  was  regret — 
regret  at  not  having  any  more  to  eat ; 
but  a  moment  afterwards  remorse  took 
possession  of  me." 

The  unfortunate  man's  despair  was  so 
sincere  that  Maiuice,  who  had  also  been 
seized  with  the  pangs  of  hunger,  con- 
tented himself  with  merely  thinking 
iinutterable  things  and  saying  not  a  word 
of  reproach  to  his  servant. 

"  I  will  go  and  drink  a  little  water  at 
the  spring  for  my  breakfast,"  he  said. 
"As  for  you,  there  is  now  no  excuse  for 
your  crj'ing  famine  for  some  hours,  so 
we  can  make  a  start  and  continue  our 
search  with  the  light  we  have  left." 

Gargaridi  received  the  words  with 
renewed  weepings  and  sobbings,  and 
followed  his  master  to  the  spring.  There 
he  began  to  bmnp  the  wall  with  his  head 
and  call  himself  all  the  names  imaginable. 
Maimce  becoming  impatient  at  all  this 
told  him  to  stop  his  lamentations,  which 
did  no  good,  and  only  added  to  the  sad- 
ness and  weariness  of  their  position. 
Then  the  miserable  Aristomenes  was 
severely  silent,  but  it  was  easy  to  see  by 
his  face  that  his  despair  was  as  great  as 
ever. 

They  resumed  their  gloomy  voyage  of 
discovery.  One  after  the  other  the  long 
silent  corridors  extended,  opened,  and 
branched  before  them.  Maurice  con- 
tinued his  numbering,  but  soon  saw  that 
he  had  marked  them  all  before,  either 
with  a  figure  or  a  sign,  and  that  the  out- 
let remained  undiscoverable.  Was  it 
invisible  and  had  they  passed  it  a 
hundi-ed  times  without  seeing  it,  or  had 
chance  made  them  miss  the  only  passage 
that  led  to  it  ? 

The  last  candle  was  now  alight.  Soon 
they  would  be  surrounded  by  thick  dark- 
ness, and  they  would  have  to  stay  and 
wait  for  death,  terrible,  slow,  and  cruel. 

They  decided  to  return  to  the  spring, 
the  way  to  which  they  had  carefully  kept 
in  mind,  and  there  to  wait  for  death  or 
hfe. 

"\Mien  they  reached  the  spring  they 


were  surprised  to  find  the  Guebre  there. 
Crouching  near  the  bubbling  water,  his 
head  wrapped  in  his  cloak,  the  old  man 
seemed  to  take  no  notice  of  their  pre- 
sence. 

In  vain  Maurice  spoke  to  him,  trying 
to  bring  him  to  some  notion  of  humanity, 
to  persuade  him  to  allow  them  to  escape 
from  the  tomb  in  which  they  were 
imprisoned  by  his  will.  He  received  no 
other  reply  than  a  low  groan,  and  the  old 
man  wrapping  himself  more  closely  in 
his  cloak,  turned  his  face  to  the  wall. 

The  candle  gave  a  last  flicker  and  went 
out.  Eternal  darkness  had  begim  for 
them. 

"  Y'ou  are  properly  called  Goucha  Ni- 
chin — he- who-keeps-in-his- corner,"  said 
Gargaridi.  "  Even  at  such  a  time  as  this 
he  will  have  nothing  to  do  with  us.  Woe ! 
woe !  I  am  already  hungry  again  !  And 
you,  sir,  how  ought  you  to  be  ?  " 

Maurice  constrained  himself  to  encou- 
rage and  comfort  his  companion,  but 
already  his  voice  was  enfeebled  by 
hunger.  Soon  a  deep  silence  reigned 
aroimd  the  spring.  The  hours  went 
gloomily  by.  From  time  to  time  one  of 
the  men  would  drink  'a  mouthful  of  water 
or  chew  a  bit  of  the  moss  which  bordered 
the  fountain.  In  the  darkness  all  count 
of  time  was  lost.  Was  it  for  days  or  years 
that  they  were  buried  ahve  in  the  tomb  ? 
The  feeling  of  duration  had  forsaken 
them  ;  a  kind  of  delirimn  attacked  them  ; 
frightful  dreams,  terrible  hallucinations, 
passed  throiigh  their  enfeebled  minds ; 
they  remained  motionless,  exhausted  with 
himger,  while  a  thousand  mournful 
phantoms  seemed  to  rise  around  them. 
The  image  of  Catherine,  despairmg  and 
distracted,  floated  amid  the  illusions  that 
tormented  Maurice.  Every  now  and  then 
he  would  try  to  get  up  and  rmi  to  a  door, 
to  a  last  barrier  behind  which  he  thought 
he  could  see  his  sister. 

They  did  not  know  hov/  long  their 
punishment  had  lasted,  when  a  cry  like 
a  roar  escaped  from  the  magus  and  awoke 
Maurice  from  his  torpor. 

"  My  daughter  !  Leila  !  Is  that  you, 
unlucky  child  ?  "  the  old  man  shouted. 

In  a'moment  Maurice  was  on  his  feet 
awake,  his  mind  clear,  so  piercing  had 
been  the  cry. 

But  he  thought  he  was  still  dreaming 
when  he  heard  a  gentle  voice  reply  from 
what  seemed  to  be  hnt  a  few  feet  away. 

"  Grandfather  !  where  are  you  ?  I  am 
here,  and  Catherine  is  with  me  !  " 

Maurice  had  but  one  word. 

"  Catherine  !  "  he  called. 

"  Maurice  !  I  am  here.  Where  are  you  ? 
We  can  see  nothing  in  front  of  us ;  the 
lamp  gives  hardly  any  light,"  said  the 
girl's  voice. 

Maurice  looked  round  in  the  darkness, 
and  overhead  saw  a  feeble  light  above  the 
wall  on  the  right-hand  side. 

"  They  are"  there  !  Behind  the  wall. 
Goiicha'Nichin,  look!"  said  he,  giving 
the  old  man  a  shake. 

But  the  Guebre  repulsed  him  violently, 
and  striking  his  forehead  against  the  w  aU, 
began  to  mutter : 

"  She  also  !  she  also  !  Lost !  Annihi- 
lated !  The  last  of  the  magi !  All  is 
ended  !  The  darkness  surrounds  me ; 
Mithra  abandons  me.  O  miserable  old 
man,  outcast  of  humanity,  hast  thou 
lived  long  enough  to  help  in  the  fall  of 
thy  house  '?   Will  these  eyes,  obscirred  by 
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age,  see  perish  the  last  offspring  of  thy 
race  ?  Had  it  not  been  better  for  thee  to 
have  died  in  thy  cradle  or  never  seen  the 
light  ■?  A  thousand-fold  more  fortunate 
is  the  worm  creeping  in  blindness  in  the 
ground.  Thy  race  is  at  an  end,  and  thou 
Imst  sacrificed  the  last  bud  imopened  on 
the  stem !  Leila,  the  sole  hope  of  my 
race  and  my  religion  !  Thou  must  die 
here,  rash  and  unhappy  child — die  by  thy 
father's  hand." 

His  voice  broke  in  a  sob.    Behind  the 
wall  the  girls'  voices  could  be  heard. 

"  Father  !  Maurice  !  Where  are  you  ? 
How  can  we  get  to  you  ?  We  have  been 
wandering  here  a  long  time.  How  is 
it  we  can  hear  you  and  cannot  get  at 
you?  Where  are  we?  How  can  we 
find  vou?" 

"  To  die  !  "  said  Maurice  in  despair. 
"  Old  man,  you  have  not  the  impious 
courage  to  sacrifice  these  children  to  a 
vain  superstition.  Wretch,  dare  you  kill 
your  daughter  and  my  sister  ?  Show 
them  the  way !  Go  out  with  them  !  If 
it  be  necessary  to  your  consent,  save  tlaem 
and  leave  me  here  !  And  I  die  in  the  ! 
knowledge  that  they  are  safe  and  sound,  j 


Go !  take  them  to  the  light !  Every 
moment  they  si>end  in  this  tomb  is  a 
thousand  deatlis  to  me  !  " 

He  might  as  well  have  appealed  to  a 
statue  of  granite.  The  Guebre  held  his 
forehead  with  his  hands,  and  repeated 
monotonously : 

"  Die — die,  Leila  !  Thy  race  is  ended  ! 
With  thy  hand  thou  must  break  the  last 
branch  !  " 

Suddenly  he  rose  to  his  full  height, 
and  with  a  burst  of  energy  shouted  : 

"  Woe  to  this  sacrilege  !  "  and  the  echo 
repeated  the  woi-ds  overhead.  "  Woe  ! 
woe  !  The  Faranghi  has  entered  the 
Holy  of  Holies  !  The  altar  is  profaned  ! 
The  race  of  the  Guebre  is  at  an  end !  " 

But  the  clear  voice  of  Leila  came  in 
answer  with  an  air  of  triumph. 

"  Father  !  there  has  been  no  sacrilege  ! 
The  Faranghis  are  Celts  as  we  are.  Thy 
daughter  has  discovered  it  in  the  sacred 
book.  Our  race  and  theirs  sprang  from 
the  same  cradle.  They  are  our  brothers, 
and  you  can  lead  them  from  the  tomb 
without  fear.  Save  them,  father ;  save 
your  child.  Do  not  soil  your  white  hairs 
with  so  horrible  a  crime.    The  Faranghis 

{To  he  continued.) 


are  descended  from  us.  Let  me  come  to 
you,  and  I  will  explain  all." 

The  Guebre  and  Maurice  were  as- 
tounded. As  for  Gargaridi,  fatigue  and 
want  of  nourishment  had  plunged  him 
into  a  torpor  akin  to  death  ;  he  heard 
nothing.  There  was  a  pause,  and  then 
the  Guebre  drew  himself  up. 

"  Daughter  of  the  magus  !  "  he  shouted, 
"  turn  to  the  right.  Go  down  six  gal- 
leries ;  turn  to  the  left ;  go  down  seven 
galleries  and  then  two  more  to  the  right  ; 
there  await  us  before  the  altar  !  Come  !  " 
added  he,  turning  to  Maurice. 

Lifting  on  to  his  shoulders  Gargaridi, 
who  was  insensible,  Maurice  followed  the 
Guebre  through  tlie  labyrinth,  the  magus 
leading  the  way  as  easily  as  if  it  were  in 
da.ylight. 

Ten  minutes  afterwards,  Maiirice,  ex- 
haiisted  by  fatigue  and  inanition,  fell 
before  the  altar  of  Mitln-a,  while  the  girls 
appeared  at  the  end  of  the  corridor 
lighted  by  the  light  of  their  lamp. 

The  Guebre,  with  his  white  eyebrows 
knit  and  his  arms  crossed,  waited  in 
silence  for  his  daughter  to  explain  her 
presence  and  prove  what  she  had  asserted. 


NOTES  FROM  MY  LOG;    OE,   TRUE   STORIES   OF  ADVENTURE  AND  PERIL. 


THE  river  was  alive  with  every  kind  of 
craft,  from  the  heavy  trading  junk  to  the 
aittle  sampan,  a  small  boat  propelled  by  a 
scull  from  the  stern.  Numerous  flower 
tooats  (a  kind  of  house-boat  belonging  to 
'■.vealthy  Mandarins)  were  moored  off  the 
town,  conspicuous  by  their  gaudy  painting 
•and  crowded  with  laughing  girls,  who  kept 
wp  an  incessant  chatter  as  they  slily  peeped 
out  at  the  "  short-haired  barbarians  "  who 
had  disturbed  them. 

Having  received  orders  to  rejoin  the  other 
fiboats,  we  dropped  down  the  river  and 
anchored  near  the  pinnace,  so  as  to  be  able  to 
conununicate  if  necessary,  and  proceeded  to 
make  ourselves  snug  for  the  night.  This 
"was  no  easy  matter,  as  we  had  brought  no 
blankets,  and  had  in  fact  nothing  but  what 
we  stood  up  in,  and  the  night  was  cold. 

About  midnight  we  were  alarmed  by  firing, 
down  the  river,  so  we  weighed  our  anchor 
and  pulled  to  the  spot.  Here  we  found  our 
pinnace  firing  at  some  object,  but  what  it 
was  we  could  not  make  out  owing  to  the 
■darkness  of  the  night.  We  could  distin- 
.guish  some  figures  running  to  and  fro, 
returning  the  fire  with  a  few  scattering  shots, 
so  we  pulled  in  for  the  object  and  sent  a 
24  lb.  shot  into  it,  and  waited  for  the  reply  ; 
tout  as  none  came  we  sheared  off  and 
anchored  till  daylight,  when  we  discovered 
five  large  junks  moored  alongside  each 
other  close  to  the  river's  bank.  They  had 
no  masts  and  not  a  living  soul  could  we  see, 
all  their  ports  being  closed,  so  we  cautiously 
approached,  suspecting  some  treachery,  and 
iioarded  them. 

We  found  them  to  be  peaceable  trading 
junks,  the  crews  of  which  having  mistaken 
our  pinnace  for  a  pirate  coming  to  attack 
them,  had  opened  fire  on  her.  The  poor 
fellows  paid  dearly  for  their  mistake,  for  we 
found  one  man  killed  and  two  severely 
wounded  by  our  fire.    We  sent  the  latter  on 
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board  the  Barracouta  for  surgical  treatment, 
and  proceeded  ourselves  to  Canton. 

On  October  24  a  detachment  of  Marines 
was  landed  to  protect  the  Factories,*  rein- 
forced subsequently  by  another  party  and  a 
body  of  bluejackets. 

Advanced  posts  and  field  guns  were  sta- 
tioned at  all  the  important  points,  and 
barricades  thrown  across  the  streets.  On  the 
25th  an  attack  was  made  upon  the  pickets 
by  a  body  of  Chinese  troops  who  occupied 
the  streets  in  the  rear,  but  they  were  re- 
pulsed by  the  Marines  with  a  loss  of  fourteen 
killed  and  wounded.  The  Marines  and  small- 
arm  men  who  had  come  up  from  the  ship 
were  housed  in  the  library  and  boathouse, 
and  the  admiral  and  his  staff  took  up  their 
quarters  in  Mr.  Dent's  house. 

That  portion  of  the  town  occupied  by  the 
English,  called  the  Factories,  included  the 
merchants'  houses,  library,  church,  bihiard- 
room,  and  boat-house,  all  of  which  were 
garrisoned  by  our  people. 

The  Dutch  Folly  Fort  (a  Chinese  fort, 
although  so  curiously  named),  mounting  50 
guns,  was  taken  possession  of  on  the  25th, 
and  garrisoned  by  150  men  of  H.M.S.  Cal- 
cutta. The  Dutch  Folly  was  a  strong  fort, 
built  like  the  Macao  Fort  upon  an  island 
abreast  the  town,  commanding  both  ap- 
proaches of  the  river.  In  the  middle  was  a 
joss-house  surrounded  by  trees,  the  whole 
enclosed  by  a  strong  granite  wall. 

We  mounted  some  of  our  guns  and  mortars 
in  this  fort,  which  could  play  upon  the  city 
walls  at  a  distance  of  not  more  than  400 
yards. 

In  consequence  of  Governor  Yeh's  obstinate 
refusal  to  redress  the  wrong  committed  by 
the  officials  under  his  orders  in  having  on 
October  8  forcibly  seized  twelve  of  the  crew 
of  the  British  lorcha  Arrow,  and  hauled 


*  The  English  quarter  of  the  city. 


down  her  flag,  the  admiral  decided  to  bombard 
the  city. 

The  26th  of  October  being  Sunday  was 
observed  as  a  day  of  rest,  and  on  the  morning 
of  the  27th  the  admiral  addressed  an  ulti- 
matum to  Governor  Yeh,  warning  him  that 
should  he  refuse  reparation  he  would  open 
fire  on  the  town  at  1  p. sr.  the  same  day.  As 
no  answer  was  forthcoming,  the  first  gun 
was  fired  from  H.M.S  Encounter  punctually 
to  time,  and  kept  up  at  regular  intervals  tiU 
sunset. 

The  fire  was  principally  directed  against 
Yeh's  "yamun"  (palace),  the  Barracouta 
meantime  shelling  the  troops  assembled  on 
the  hills  at  the  back  of  the  town  from  a 
position  she  had  taken  up  in  Sulphur  Creek. 
The  bombardment  was  continued  on  the 
28th,  by  which  time  a  breach  had  been 
formed  in  the  city  walls  abreast  of  the 
Dutch  Folly  Fort,  and  preparations  were 
made  for  storming. 

At  daylight  of  the  29th  the  Marines  and 
bluejackets,  and  part  of  the  59th  regiment 
detailed  for  the  storming  party,  were  em- 
barked in  the  boats.  The  space  between  the 
landing-place  and  the  breach  was  not  more 
than  300  yards,  and  had  at  one  time  been 
occupied  by  houses,  but  was  now  a  heap  of 
ruins.  Firing  a  few  shots  from  the  boats  to 
clear  the  way,  we  landed  the  storming  party, 
who  quickly  made  their  way  to  the  breach, 
where  they  were  received  by  a  sharp  fire 
from  gingalls  (an  antiquated  musket),  and 
other  weapons,  killing  three  and  wounding 
several  more  of  our  men ;  but  the  party, 
gallantly  led  by  Captain  Bate,  pushed  on  and 
soon  obtained  possession  of  the  walls.  This 
was  all  that  was  wanted,  and  indeed  as 
much  as  could  be  done  at  the  time.  As  the 
force  at  our  disposal  was  not  sufficient  to 
hold  the  place,  they  were  re-embarked  and 
returned  to  the  Factories.  Our  loss  was  not 
great,  but  the  Chinamen  suffered  severely. 
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At  daylight  next  morning  we  found  that 
the  enemy  had  filled  up  the  breach  in  the 
■walls,  so  we  scattered  them  with  a  few  shells. 
The  bombardment  was  continued  every 
morning  from  October  30  to  November  5  by 
H.M.  ships  Encounter  and  Sampson,  and 
from  the  Dutch  Folly  Fort,  the  fire  being 
directed  against  the  government  buildings  in 
the  Tartar  city  and  a  fortification  in  rear  of 
it.  As  we  had  reason  to  believe  that  the 
Chinamen  would  set  fire  to  the  houses  in  the 
vicmity  of  the  Factories,  with  the  intention 
of  burning  us  out,  a  party  of  bluejackets  was 
employed  for  three  days  pulling  them  down, 
so  as  to  leave  a  sjjace  clear.  On  the  night  of 
November  i  an  attempt  was  made  to  blow 
us  up  by  placing  a  boat  full  of  powder  under 
the  platform  of  the  Club  House.  Fortunately 


we  received  some  of  their  kind  attentions  in 
the  shape  of  a  junk  loaded  with  combustibles 
coming  down  with  the  current,  and  set  on 
fire  when  close  to  us.  Another  very  clever 
apparatus  consisted  of  one  or  more  iron 
tanks  filled  with  powder  and  sunk  till  they 
were  level  with  the  water's  edge.  On  the 
outside  wire  springs  were  connected  with  a 
trigger  so  as  to  explode  on  touching  any 
object. 

These  were  more  dangerous  than  the 
junks,  from  being  so  low  in  the  water,  re- 
quiring the  utmost  vigilance  to  detect  them. 
Our  endeavours  were  to  sink  or  explode  them 
before  they  got  near  enough  to  do  any  harm, 
but  it  was  not  always  possible.  Sometimes 
we  managed  to  destroy  them,  and  others 
drifted  wide  of  the  mark,  but  they  very  nearly 


night,  with  a  good  chance  of  being  blown 
up. 

On  the  evening  of  November  5  I  received 
orders  to  be  in  readiness  to  accompany  the 
Barracouta  on  a  secret  expedition  at  day- 
light on  the  following  morning.  The  object 
of  the  expedition  was  known  only  to  the 
captain  of  the  Barracouta,  but  it  mattered 
little  to  us  so  long  as  there  was  to  be  some 
excitement.  Daylight  of  the  Gth  saw  us 
alongside  the  Barracouta,  which  ship  im- 
mediately weighed  and  stood  down  the  river 
towards  the  French  Folly  (another  Chinese 
fort).  This  fort  was  situated  on  an  island 
about  a  mile  distant  from  the  Dutch  Folly, 
and  mounted  26  heavy  guns.  It  was,  more- 
over, supported  by  25  t  Mandarin  junks 
moored  under  the  guns  of  the  fort.  These 


the  explosion  which  followed  did  but  little 
damage.  After  this  performance  all  Chinese 
boats  were  cleared  out  of  the  river. 

In  the  boats  we  were  busily  employed 
making  a  boom  across  the  river  by  means  of 
chains  and  spars  to  keep  off  fire  rafts  and 
infernal  machines. 

To  make  the  booms,  some  old  junks  were 
moored  in  mid-stream  both  above  and  below 
the  shipping,  and  connected  with  the  shore 
by  chains,  thus  closing  the  passage  except 
through  a  space  left  for  the  purpose.  Across 
this  opening  other  chains  were  stretched, 
and  these  could  be  removed  when  necessary 
to  allow  of  the  passage  of  a  friendly  vessel. 
On  board  each  junk  a  guard  was  placed,  and 
a  32-pounder  gun  mounted,  and  as  an  addi- 
tional precaution  our  boats  rowed  guard 
outside  the  boom  all  through  the  night. 

These  measures  were  rendered  necessary 
on  account  of  the  Chinaman's  well-known 
cunning  and  skill  in  the  use  of  torpedoes,  for 
which  form  of  warfare  the  Canton  Kiver  would 
seem  to  be  well  suited.    Almost  every  night 


succeeded  in  blowing  up  the  Barracouta  and 
the  Encounter,  which  were  anchored  outside 
the  boom  at  the  time. 

On  November  8.  at  4  a.m.,  four  fire  junks 
came  down  with  the  tide,  close  on  the  top  of 
the  Barracouta,  and  had  she  not  promptly 
slipped  her  cable  she  must  have  been  set 
on  fire  or  blown  up.  On  the  13th  two 
boats  exploded  under  the  bows  of  the  Niger 
without  doing  any  damage.  The  enemy's 
plan  was  to  come  down  on  board  of  their 
craft  till  close  to  our  ships,  when  they  set 
fire  to  the  junks  and  jumped  overboard, 
trusting  to  the  darkness  to  reach  the  shore 
without  being  shot.  In  the  case  of  the  tanks 
they  had  ropes  to  the  shore  by  which  they 
guided  them  as  desired. 

At  this  time  I  had  been  transferred  to  the 
pinnace  (of  which  boat  I  had  charge),  our 
launch  having  been  sent  back  to  the  ship. 
Our  life  in  the  boats  wa;  not  likely  to  be 
monotonous  under  the  circumstances  above 
recorded — in  fact,  we  might  be  said  to  have 
had  a  lively  time  of  it ;  hard  work  day  and 


junks  had  been  collected  with  a  view  to  at- 
tacking our  ships,  and  the  object  of  our 
expedition  was  the  destruction  of  the  junks 
and  the  fort  protecting  them. 

I  append  a  plan  showing  the  position  of 
the  fort  and  junks. 

The  Barracouta  was  to  engage  the  junks, 
and  our  duty  in  the  pinnace  was  to  lay  out 
her  stern  anchor  and  thus  enable  her  to 
bring  her  broadside  to  bear  upon  the  enemy. 
We  soon  came  in  sight  of  the  junks,  and  'a 
very  pretty,  not  to  say  formidable  show  they 
made,  moored  in  a  crescent  with  the  horn's 
towards  us,  and  backed  by  the  fort,  making 
altogether  a  very  strong  position,  and  in  the 
hands  of  any  other  nation  almost  an  im- 
pregnable one. 

The  Barracouta  was  a  paddle-wheel  sloop 
mounting  only  six  guns,  and  in  the  pinnace 
we  had  a  12-pounder  brass  howitzer,  an 
absurdly  small  force  for  the  work  we  had  to 
do,  but  we  had  already  learnt  to  underrate 
our  foes  and  laugh  at  any  odds. 

{To  be  continued.) 
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THE  TIGER   CHIEE   OP  BUEMAH ; 

OR,  THE  ADVENTURES  OF  TWO  BOYS  ON  THE  UPPER  IRRAWADDY. 

By  David  Ker, 

Author  of  "  Ilderim  the  Afghan,"  "J  Coral  Prison"  etc. 


AFTER  the  Ressaklar  had  withdrawn, 
the  tv/o  yoiing  EngHshmeti  sat  silent 
for  some  time,  as  if  pondering  the  mo- 
mentous news  which  they  had  just  heard. 


CHAPTER  II. — FACING  A  TIGER. 

War  Tiger,  but  I  never  quite  made  out 
who  he  is  or  what  he's  after,  except  that 
he's  a  robber ;  and  thaV.t  no  great  dis- 
covery in  a  comitry  like  this,  where  every 


tell  me  all  you  know  about  him ;  for, 
somehow,  wherever  we  go,  you  manage 
to  find  out  everything  about  everybody, 
I  only  wish  I  were  half  as  clever." 

Marston  was  far  too  generous  and  con- 
siderate to  hint  that  the  reason  why  his 
comrade  was  ignorant  of  so  many  things 
was  that  he  never  took  the  trouble  to 
learn  them,  and  that,  mstead  of  grimi- 
bhng  incessantlv  at  the  dulness  of  this 
r,':  note  spot,  he  might  have  done  well  to 
ligaten  it  by  studymg  the  features  of  the 
country,  and  the  language  and  customs 
of  the  natives.  So  all  that  he  said 
m  reply  was : 

"  Well,  old  fellow,  you're  wel- 
come to  all  that  /  know  about  the 
man,  although  it  really  doesn't 
amount  to  verv  much,  after  all. 
First  and  foremost,  however,  you 
mustn't  set  him  down  merely  as  a 
common  robber.  If  he  were  that 
and  nothing  more,  he  wouldn't  b© 
wortli  mmdmg;  but,  unluckily, 
he's  a  very  great  deal  more.  You 
remember  old  Betterton's  story 
of  the  Irishman  who,  when  he  was 
shipwrecked  on  the  coast  of  South 


Who  dares  to  lay  hands  on  the  descendant  of  the  great  King  Aloong  Payah  ?' 


At  length  Frank  Merrincourt  looked  up 
and  called  out : 

"  Look  here,  Alf,  I've  heard  a  good 
deal  about  this  beauty  that  they  call  the 


man  seems  to  be  a  robber  for  so  many 
years  as  a  necessarj'  part  of  his  education, 
just  like  every  man  serving  as  a  soldier 
in  Germany.    Now,  I  wish  you'd  just 


America,  asked  the  people  who  dragged 
him  up  out  of  the  waves,  '  Is  there  a 
government  in  this  coimtry  ?  '  '  Yes.' 
'  Then  I'm  agin  it ! '     Well,  that's  just 
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what  the  Tiger  Chief  is.  He  represents 
the  principle  of  resistance  to  the  govern- 
ment and  to  all  constituted  authority ; 
and,  unhappily,  the  form  of  government 
under  which  these  poor  people  have  al- 
ways lived  was  such  a  hideously  bad  one, 
that  any  man  who  dared  to  oppose  and 
defy  it  would  be  in  tJieir  eyes  quite  a 
Jiational  hero." 

"  But,  if  that's  so,"  broke  in  Merrin- 
<!0urt,  "  what  does  the  duffer  want  to 
fight  us  for,  now  that  we've  come  and 
overthrown  the  government  that  he  hated 
so  ?" 

"  Simply  because  we  are  foreigners  who 
have  invaded  his  country." 

"  But  we've  put  down  plundering  and 
oppression,  you  know,  and  established  a 
far  better  government  instead  of  the  one 
that  we  knocked  over." 

"Ah,  my  dear  boy,  that's  just  what 
ILord  Dalhousie  said  in  185G,  when  he 
established  a  good  government  of  his  own 
instead  of  the  tyranny  of  the  King  of 
Oude  ;  but  the  Indian  Mutiny  followed 
within  a  year,  for  all  that.  We  English 
never  seem  to  learn  that  an  Asiatic 
generally  prefers  a  bad  Asiatic  govern- 
ment to  a  good  Eiiroj)ean  one  ;  and  it's 
just  because  of  that  fact  that  you  and  I, 
and  all  the  other  Englishmen  in  this 
province,  are  standing  on  the  brink  of  a 
volcano  at  this  very  moment !  " 

Frank  Merrincourt  was  silent,  and 
looked  unwontedly  thoughtful ;  and  his 
■companion,  after  a  brief  pause,  resiimed 
in  a  somewhat  less  sombre  tone  : 

"  Well,  I  was  going  to  tell  you  about 
the  Tiger  Chief.  The  first  time  that  he 
Ibegan  to  attract  attention,  so  far  as  I've 
been  able  to  find  out,  was  a  good  many 
years  ago,  in  the  time  of  the  old  king, 
Mindohn  Min,  the  father  of  this  fellow 
Theebaw,  whom  we've  just  turned  out. 
Well,  the  Burmese  Governor  of  this  dis- 
trict, who  was  a  prince  of  the  blood- 
royal,  and  as  fond  of  hunting  as  the  king 
himself,  was  having  a  big  hunt  among 
the  northern  mountains,  when  he  roused 
lip  a  splendid  tiger,  and  kept  after  him  all 
'the  morning,  determined  to  have  him  at 
any  price.  But  the  beast,  after  knocking 
over  a  couple  of  the  '  beaters,'  and  getting 
wounded  three  or  four  times  himself, 
bolted  up  a  narrow  guUy,  and  scrambled  up 
the  rocks  into  a  cave,  where  he  lay  snug, 
.and  didn't  seem  at  all  inclined  to  come 
out  again. 

"  Then  the  prince  was  so  savage  at  the 
thought  of  losing  his  game  after  all  (for 
they  had  no  rockets  to  drive  the  tiger  out, 
and  none  of  the  prince's  men  appeared 
particularly  eager  to  venture  in  after  him) 
that  he  called  out : 

_  '"If  any  man  wiU  go  up  and  kill  that 
tiger  for  me,  he  shall  name  his  own 
reward  ! ' 

" '  Agreed  ! '  answered  a  deep  voice 
heside  him  ;  and  a  tall  man  whom  nobody 
knew,  appearing  among  the  attendants  as 
suddenly  as  if  he  had  just  risen  through 
the  eai-th,  stepped  forward,  and,  scram- 
bling up  the  cliff  as  nimbly  as  a  wild-cat, 
went  right  into  the  cave,  without  atiy 
weapon  (so  far  as  could  be  seen)  except  a 
big  hiinting-knife. 

"  Instantly  there  came  a  tremendous 
roar,  and  then  a  dead  silence.  Of  com-se, 
every  one  thought  that  it  was  all  over  with 
the  poor  fellow  ;  but,  just  as  a  few  of  the 
boldest  hunters  were  clambering  up  to  see 
what  had  happened,  the  stranger  appeared 


at  the  cavern-mouth  with  his  big  knife  in 
one  hand  and  the  tiger's  head  in  the 
other,  and  a  gash  across  his  shoulder  like 
the  blow  of  a  gardener's  rake.  He  had 
actually  provoked  the  beast  into  springing 
at  him,  and  then  flung  himself  on  his 
back  just  as  it  leaped,  crippled  the  brute's 
off-hind  leg  with  an  upward  slash  of  his 
knife  as  it  passed  over  him,  and,  with  the 
second  stroke,  laid  it  dead  on  the  spot, 
just  as  its  claws  touched  his  shoulder! "  * 

"And  this  man,  I  suppose,  was  the 
Tiger  Chief  himself,"  said  Merrincourt, 
who  was  drinking  in  every  word  of  the 
stirring  tale  as  eagerly  as  an  errand-boy 
spelling  his  way  through  the  unwholesome 
and  exciting  pages  of  "  Bloodthirsty 
Bill  of  the  Barranca,"  or  "The  Pink 
Kobber  of  the  Blue  Mountain." 

"  Just  so  ;  and  it  was  certainly  one  of 
the  most  daring  feats  that  I  ever  heard  of. 
Well,  every  one  shouted  and  praised  him, 
and  the  prince  himself  came  forward  to 
meet  him,  and  said  : 

"  '  You  are  the  boldest  man  that  I  have 
ever  seen,  and  you  shall  have  your 
reward,  even  if  you  were  to  ask  for  the 
half  of  my  estates.' 

"  '  For  myself  I  ask  nothing,'  answered 
the  stranger,  speaking  as  boldly  and  freely 
as  if  he  were  talking  to  a  ploughman 
instead  of  a  prince  ;  '  but  if  I  am  to  name 
my  own  reward,  I  ask  that  Shway-Yo 
may  be  released  from  prison.' 

"  Now,  this  Shway-Yo  was  a  native 
trader  at  Bhamo,  who,  for  some  alleged 
crime,  or  for  no  crime  at  aU  (for  his  real 
offence  was  probably  that  he  couldn't  or 
wouldn't  give  a  heavy  bribe  to  the 
governor  himself),  had  been  thrown  into 
prison,  where  he  still  lay.  It  came  out 
afterwards  that  the  Tiger  Chief  had  once 
received  some  kindness  from  Shway-Yo, 
and  this  was  how  he  repaid  it." 

"Well  done  the  Tiger  Chief!"  cried 
the  young  cavalry  officer,  with  an  honest 
heartiness  of  admiration  that  became  him 
very  well.  "Bobber  or  not,  he's  a  rattling 
fine  fellow !  But  was  What's-his-name 
released  from  prison,  then  ?  " 

"  Indeed  he  was.  The  prince  was  a 
man  of  his  word — a  very  rare  thing  in 
Eastern  Asia,  worse  luck — and  the  very 
next  day  Shway-Yo  was  set  free.  But  his 
release  came  almost  too  late  to  save  him, 
poor  fellow  !  You've  seen  for  yourself, 
at  Ava  and  Mandalay,  ivhat  a  Burmese 
prison  was  in  the  good  old  times ;  and  all 
that  he  had  suffered  there  broke  him  up 
so  ^^tterly,  that,  for  several  years  after 
that,  he  could  hardly  crawl  out  of  his  own 
house. 

"As  for  the  Tiger  Chief  himself,  he 
gave  the  hide  of  the  dead  beast  to  the 
prmce  for  a  trophy;  but  the  skin  of  its 
head  (or,  as  some  say,  the  skull  itself)  he 
made  into  a  helmet,  and  wore  it  ever 
after  ;  and  thenceforward  he  was  known 
throughout  all  Northern  Burmah  bv  the 
names  of  '  Tchar-Woon  '  (Tiger  Chief) 
and  '  Seteeti-Tchar '  (Tiger  of  War). 
And  when  Shway-Yo's  brother,  Moong- 
Gley  (who  was  at  that  time  following  the 
lucrative  but  not  altogether  creditable  pro- 
fession of  a  robber  in  the  border  hills)  heard 
of  the  War  Tiger's  kindness,  he  sought 
him  out,  and  vowed  to  be  true  to  him  for 


*  On  my  way  through  the  Lower  Himalaya  in  1SS2, 
a  young  Gooriia  soldier,  scarcely  past  boj'hooil,  was 
pointed  out  to  me  as  having  aehiered  a  similar  feat  of 
tiger-slavinff,  with  no  weapon  but  his  large  Xepaulese 
k!iife.--D,  K. 


life  and  death  ;  and  ever  since  then  he  has 
acted  as  his  lieutenant— a  sort  of  Little 
John,  in  fact,  to  this  Burmese  Eobin 
Hood." 

"  But  you  haven't  told  me  yet  how  the 
War  Tiger  first  came  to  be  a  robber  him- 
self," interrupted  Merrincourt,  who  was 
evidently  determmed  not  to  lose  a  single 
paragraph  of  this  sensational  serial. 

"  I'm  just  coming  to  that,  old  fellow. 
The  governor  who  came  after  the  prince 
was  a  very  bad  lot,  and  brought  with  him 
a  band  of  soldiers  as  bad  as  himself,  who 
robbed  and  abused  the  peasants  right  and 
left,  and  went  on  like  the  French  in 
Germany  under  Napoleon,  or  the  Turks 
nowadays  in  Armenia. 

"  One  day  a  lot  of  them  were  swaggering 
through  a  northern  village,  and  one  man 
had  just  seized  a  basket  of  fruit  brought 
for  sale  by  a  poor  woman,  who  had 
nothing  else  to  five  on.  The  poor  thing 
cried  piteously  for  mercy,  and  the  brute 
was  just  going  to  strike 'her,  when  a  tall 
man  stepped  betweoi  them,  and  sternly 
told  him  to  give  the  fi-uit  back. 

The  soldier  stared  at  him  for  a  moment 
as  if  amazed  at  his  impudence,  and  then 
laughed  scornfully,  and  struck  him  across 
the  face  with  his  bamboo  staff.  It  was 
the  unluckiest  blow  that  soldier  had  ever 
given.  In  a  moment  the  stranger  had 
him  by  the  throat,  and  dashed  his  head 
against  the  wheel  of  a  cart  with  such 
force  that  he  never  moved  again." 

"  Serve  him  right'!  "  cried  Merrincourt, 
excitedly.    "  And  then  '?  " 

"  And  then,  of  course,  the  other  soldiers 
flev/  at  the  stranger  like  wolves ;  but  he 
whipped  out  a  huge  knife,  and  down  went 
the  two  foremost,  while  the  rest  began  to 
give  back.  Then  the  Unknown,  throwing 
back  a  kind  of  hood  that  he  wore,  dis- 
played the  famous  tiger-skin  helmet,  and 
shouted  in  a  voice  of  thunder  : 

"'Who  dares^  to  lay  hands  on  the 
descendant  of  the  gi-eat  King  Aloong 
Payah  ? '  t 

"  The  last  word  was  like  a  spark  in  a 
powder-barrel ;  for  this  Aloong  Payah 
had  made  great  conquests  and  done 
wonderful  feats  of  strength,  and  was 
altogether  a  kind  of  Burmese  Peter  the 
Great.  There  was  a  prophecy,  too,  among 
the  peasants,  that  a  descendant  of  his 
should  one  day  appear  to  free  the  people 
of  Burmah  from  all  their  troubles;  and 
so,  when  they  saw  the  very  man  (as  they 
thought)  beating  down  their  oppressors 
like  bulrushes  before  their  eyes,  they  set 
itp  a  yell,  and  came  rushing  in  like  mad- 
men, with  whatever  weapons  they  could 
get  hold  of.  In  ten  minutes'  time  there 
were  mighty  few  of  the  rutfianly  soldiers 
left,  and  those  few  were  flying  for  their 
lives." 

"  Hurrah  for  the  Tiger  Chief!  "  shotited 
Merrincourt ;  "  for  it  ivas  he,  wasn't 
if?" 

"  Indeed  it  was  ;  and  as  soon  as  the 
fight  was  over,  he  called  upon  the  villagers 
to  leave  their  homes  and  follow  him, 
knowing  that  there  \\-ould  be  no  remain- 
ing there  for  them  after  what  had  been 
done.  So  the  peasants  took  whatever 
tliey  could  carry,  and  then  set  fire  to  the 
village  and  trooped  off'  with  him  to  the 
hills,  where,  being  joined  by  Moong-Gley 
(Shway-Yo's  robber-brother,  you  know) 
and  other  desperate  fellows,  he  took  to 

t  Corrupted  into  "  Alompra"  by  English  writers. 
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raiding  in  earnest,  and  soon  became  the 
terror  of  the  whole  province." 

"Of  course,  the  rascally  governor  was 
furious  when  he  heard  of  the  attack  upon 
his  men,  and  gathered  all  the  soldiers  that 
he  could  muster,  vowing  to  destroy  every 
living  thing  in  the  offending  district. 
But  he  didn't,  for  the  very  sufficient 
reason  that  he  was  found  dead  in  his 
own  house  a  few  nights  later,  with  a 
spear  through  him,  to  the  shaft  of  which 
was  tied  a  Burmese  cloth  with  the  figure 
of  a  tiger  on  it !  " 

"  I  see,"  said  Frank  ;  "a  sort  of  calling- 
card  left  by  the  Tiger  Chief,  just  to  show 
who  had  paid  the  governor  that  little 
attention." 

"  When  the  news  of  all  these  doings 
got  abroad,"  continued  Marston,  "  and, 
above  all,  when  it  was  known  that  the 
"War  Tiger  had  captured  a  large  convoy 
of  government  money  and  stores,  cuttino' 
off  to  a  mail  the  soldiers  that  guarded 
it,  King  Theebaw  thought  it  higli' time  to 
look  into  the  matter  himself;  and  he  was 
just  getting  ready  an  army  to  send  against 
the  Chief  and  the  border  clans  that  had 
joined  him,  when  the  war  with  England 
broke  out,  and  gave  him  something  else 
to  think  about." 

"  But  what  was  the  Tiger  Chief  doing 
during  the  war?"  asked  the  young 
lieutenant.  "  I  don't  remember  to  have 
heard  anything  of  him  while  it  was 
going  on." 

"  No,  because — fortunately  for  us— he 
fell  dangerously  ill  about  that  time,  and 
took  no  part  in  the  war  at  all.  But,  by 
ill  luck,  his  only  brother,  whom  he  fairly 
idohsed,  must  needs  come  and  try  his 
strength  against  us.  A  splendid  young 
fellow  he  was,  brave  as  a  lion,  although 
only  a  mere  boy ;  and  if  there  had  been 
a  hundred  more  like  hi?n.  we'd  have  had 
a  tough  time  of  it.  If  all  I've  heard  be 
true,  the  War  Tiger  had  good  cause  to  be 
so  fond  of  him.  But  all  his  courage 
didn't  save  him,  poor  lad,  for  he  was 
killed  in  the  only  fight  that  we  had  which 
was  worth  talking  about — that  brush  at 
Minhla,  on  the  Lower  Irrawaddy." 

"Hold  hard!"  broke  in  the  cavalry- 
man eagerly,  "  I  seem  to  remember  some- 


thing of  that  job,  although  I  wasn't  there 
myself,  worse  luck,  for  you  can't  very 
well  go  storming  hill-forts  with  cavalry. 
Yes,  to  be  sure  !  I  recollect  now  hearing 
old  Betterton  say  that  when  the  Burmans 
were  beginning  to  give  way  and  to  be 
driven  back  into  the  fort,  a  slim,  smooth- 
faced young  fellow  (so  slight  and  boyish 
that  some  of  them  took  him  for  a  woman 
in  disguise)  flew  in  among  our  fellows 
single-handed,  and  cut  down  three  sepoys 
before  he  was  shot." 

"Yes,  that  was  he,"  said  Marston, 
"  and  it's  a  thousand  pities  that  he 
couldn't  be  taken  alive,  for  more  reasons 
than  one  ;  for  when  the  Tiger  Chief  heard 
that  his  brother  was  killed,  he  vowed  to 
avenge  his  death  a  hundred-fold  upon  the 
English ;  and  I'll  be  bound  he'll  keep  his 
word !  " 

"But,  surely,"  cried  Merrincourt,  "the 
fellow  doesn't  think  that  he  can  fight 
England  single-handed  ?  " 

"  You  forget  that  the  Burmans  haven't 
the  least  idea  what  the  British  Empire 
really  is.  They've  always  heard  England 
spoken  of  as  a  small  island  ever  so  far 
away,  and  most  likely  they  picture  it  to 
themselves  as  something  like  one  of  those 
little  bits  of  islets  in  the  Gulf  of  Marta- 
ban.  You  can't  think  what  queer  notions 
the  Asiatics  have  of  England  and  Europe 
in  general.  Several  of  the  native  princes 
whom  we  fought  in  India  last  century — 
Suraj-ud-Dowlah,  for  example,  the  man 
of  the  Black  Hole— used  to  say,  quite  as 
a  well-known  fact,  that  there  were  only 
ten  thousand  men  in  all  Europe  !  And 
even  as  lately  as  1857  (so  I've  heard  my 
father  say),  when  Nana  Sahib's  Hindoos 
saw  the  Highlanders  coming  against 
them  in  their  kilts,  they  cried  out  that  the 
English  Sirkar  (Government)  had  '  sent 
women  to  fight  them  because  all  the  men 
had  been  kiUed.'  Such  fellows  as  our 
friend  the  War  Tiger  think  the  power  of 
England  quite  insignificant  compared 
with  that  of  Burmah  ;  and,  in  saying  so, 
they're  only  repeating  what  their  own 
native  historians  have  been  telling  them 
ever  since  the  first  Englishman  showed 
his  face  out  here.  According  to  them,  we 
have  not  conquered  their  country,  but 


only  overrun  it  by  surprise  ;  and  now  it's 
their  turn  to  come  back  and  swallow  us 
up,  which  is  exactly  what  they're  prepar- 
ing to  try  just  now." 

"  This  Tiger  Chief  must  be  a  fine  fellow, 
though,  for  all  that,"  cried  Merrincourt 
heartily ;  "  and  if  he  ever  happens  to 
come  this  way,  I  should  like  nothing 
better  than  to  have  a  round  with  him  at 
the  cold  steel,  just  for  good-fellowship's 
sake." 

"  I  hope  3'ou'll  never  have  the  chance, 
my  boy,"  answered  Marston  gravelj'. 
"  You  mustn't  run  away  with  the  notion 
that  this  man's  a  '  chivalrous  bandit '  of 
the  Eobin  Hood  or  Claude  Duval  school. 
There  are  fine  points  in  him,  I  admit ; 
but  he's  simply  an  Asiatic  savage,  with  a 
savage's  virtues  and  vices — a  man  who 
would  be  equally  ready  to  peril  his  life 
in  saving  a  child,  and  to  burn  alive  fifty 
wounded  men.  To  realise  his  dream  of 
making  Northern  Burmah  independent, 
lie  would  commit  any  crime.  You  and  I 
might  show  him  all  possible  kindness 
to-day,  and  he'd  be  grateful  for  it  too  ;  but, 
if  it  could  help  the  cause  to  which  he's 
devoted,  he'd  butcher  every  man  jack  of 
us  to-morrow." 

"  You  don't  say  so  ?  " 

"  Indeed  I  do.  Stanley  said  to  me 
once  that  the  great  mistake  of  English- 
men who  go  out  to  Africa  is  to  forget 
that  Africa's  not  England ;  and  out  here 
we  all  seem  to  forget  that  Asia's  not 
Europe.  We  shall  never  govern  these 
people  properly  till  we  can  realise  that 
we're  dealing  with  men  who  have  their 
own  standard  of  right  and  wrong,  their 
own  way  of  thinking  and  acting,  their  own 
customs  and  feelings — which,  as  a  rule, 
are  flatly  opposed  to  our  own — and  that 
what  ive  think  trifles  not  worth  naming 
may  be  matters  of  life  and  death  to 
them." 

Then  followed  a  long  silence,  broken  at 
last  by  the  appearance  of  a  sepoy  at  the 
door,  to  announce  that  an  old  Buddhist 
Poongyee  (monk)  stood  before  the  door 
of  the  fort,  desiring  admission  to  the 
presence  of  its  commandant. 

{I'o  be  conlinued.) 


TENBY  looks  its  best  when  approached  from 
the  sea.  The  bay  in  which  it  stands  is  a 
double  curve,  with  Proud  Giltar,  a  lofty  lime- 
stone cliff,  to  the  left;  Tenby,  which  the 
sea  "  peninsulateth,"  as  Leland  says,  in  the 
middle  ;  and  a  long  sweeping  curve  to  the 
right  ended  by  IVIonkstone.  Edged  with 
beautiful  sands  in  front,  capped  by  low 
wooded  hills  behind,  and  backed  by  the 
Pembrokeshire  mountains,  with  a  few  towers 
and  spires  above  the  trees  to  point  the  view, 
Tenby  is  the  pride  of  Carmarthen  Bay,  in 
^yhich  the  curiously  clean  water  takes  every 
tint  from  deepest  blue  to  palest  green. 
"  The  nearer  we  get  the  better  we  like  the 
view,"  so  say  the  good  sailors  and  the  bad — 
particularly  the  bad— and  as  we  round  the 
bluff  on  which  the  town  stands  we  are  all 
pleased  to  make  a  closer  acquaintance  with 
the  shore. 

On  the  h\uS  is  the  ruined  castle  to  which 
we  climb  our  way.    To  the  left  is  the  distant 
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smoke  of  Llanelly ;  to  the  right  is  Caldy 
Island  ;  and  beyond,  like  a  little  cloud  on  the 
horizon,  is  Lundy.  Just  below  us  is  St. 
Catherine's,  an  island  at  high  water,  on 
which  there  is  a  battery  :  by  our  side  is  the 
tower  of  the  old  fortress  from  which  young 
Henry  of  Kiehmond  escaped  to  France  with 
the  aid  of  good  Thomas  White,  when,  as  a 
lad  of  fourteen,  he  fled  after  the  battle  of 
Tewkesbury.  Tenby  was  then  of  more 
importance  commercially  than  now,  but  in 
these  days  of  its  giving  itself  over  to  the 
holiday-makers  it  has  a  larger  population. 
Eight  and  left  of  us  are  the  bays,  offering  a 
choice  of  climate ;  you  can  look  north  and 
east,  or  you  can  look  south  and  west,  or  you 
can  come  up  here  on  the  hill  and  have  a 
blow  and  a  look  all  round. 

And  now  let  us  be  off  across  the  strip  of 
sand  and  see  what  we  can  make  of  the  fort 
and  that  curly-looking  mass  of  limestone 
bored  through  and  through  by  the  waves. 


St.  Catherine's  used  to  be  a  famous  place 
for  the  collector,  being  rich  in  every  cranny 
in  the  lowlier  inhabitants  of  the  sea — but 
hear  Mr.  Gosse.  "  The  black  rocks  overhang 
their  bases,  and  from  thousands  of  little  holes 
in  the  stone  project  small  crimson  knobs 
which  the  fishermen  felicitously  call  Ked- 
noses.  You  touch  one,  and  instantly  it 
retreats  into  its  hole,  shooting  at  you  a 
little  squirt  of  clear  water  as  it  retires  ;  a 
sort  of  Parthian  warfare  firing  as  it  flies. 
But  what  manner  of  creature  is  it  at  all  ? 
Let  us  take  a  more  careful  look  at  him. 
Here  is  one  with  his  crimson  nose  lolling  out 
a  good  way  ;  it  is  a  white  fleshy  proboscis. 
We  notice  that  it  is  composed  of  two  parallel 
fleshy  tubes  soldered  together,  as  it  were, 
and  that  they  open  at  the  common  extremity 
side  by  side.  We  nip  it  with  our  fingers, 
hoping  to  drag  out  the  troglodyte  to  open 
day.  Vain  hope  !  he  has  slipped  through  our 
grasp  and  has  vanished  into  his  fortress  like 


his  fellows.    We  must    batter  down  his 
castle  ;  there  is  nothing  else  for  it.    Whack  ! 
Whack  !  Kap  !  Eap  !  Bang  !  Bang  !  goes  the 
hammer  with  its  ringing  strokes  on  the  well- 
beaten  head  of  the  steel  chisel.    How  tough 
and  hard  this  limestone  is  !    Ha  !  here  is  a 
fine  fragment !  and  see,  it  is  pierced  through 
and  through  with  smooth  rounded  tunnels, 
just  wide  enough  to  admit  your  little  finger. 
And  here  lie,  all  exposed  and  helpless,  the 
objects  of  our  curiosity.    Poor  creatures ! 
like  the  cat  in  the  fable,  they  have  but  one 
.shift,  one  resource  ;  ordinarily  that  is  quite 
suflicient  for  their  defence ;  for  the  strong 
stone  walls  which  gird  them  in,  when  retired, 
are  an  impregnable  fortress  to  every  enemy, 
almost ;  except  man,  who  fights  with  ham- 
mers  and  steel   chisels — weapons  which, 
were  a  jury  of  Eed-noses  to  decide,  would 
doubtless  be  condemned  as  very  unfair  and 
unchivalrous.    Well,  here  they  are !  httle 
stumijy,  thick-set,   bivalve  shell-fish,  with 
shells  of  a  dirty  whitish  hue,  or  what  is 
known  in  homely  tongue  as  whity-brown, 
rough  of  surface,  and  uncouth  of  form. 
They  are  the  Saxicava  riigosa.     You  say 
they  are  ugly,  and  are  about  to  throw  them 
away.    Stay  a  moment ;  I  won't  say  a  word 
for  their  beauty.    A  red  nose  is  not  gener- 
ally  admired;    and  as  that  is  certainly 
their  handsomest  feature,  much  cannot  be 
said  on  this  score.     But  this  homespun 
gentleman  has  done  what  you  would  find  a 
somewhat  hard  job.    He  has  dug  his  own 
burrow.   With  no  other  implements  than  his 
own  flimsy  brittle  shell  and  his  soft  fleshy 
body,  he  has  pierced  these  cylindrical  gal- 
leries through  this  uncommonly  hard  and 
solid  limestone.    '  How  ?  '  say  you.    '  Who 
inows  ?  '  say  I.    '  The  carbonate  of  lime  is 
dissolved  by  an  acid  secreted  by  the  animal,' 
say  some.    '  There  is  no  such  acid,'  replies 
another,  '  and  if  there  were  it  could  not  act 
as  a  solvent  on  substances  so  diverse  as  are 
perforated  by  these  borers.    No,  it  is  by  the 
incessant  rotation  of  the  animal,  whereby 
the  rough  shell  is  made  to  rasp  or  file  away 
the  stone.'     But  others  maintain  that  the 
rasping  organ  is  not  the  shell,  but  the  soft 
fleshy  mouth  or  foot,  which  is  said  to  be 
studded  with  grains  of  flint  for  the  purpose. 
Others,  again,  assert  that  the  ciliary  currents 
of  water  constantly  driven  against  the  solid 
stone  are  the  only,  or  at  least  the  primary, 
agents  employed  in  this  apparently  more 
than  Herculean  labour  !  " 

But  that  will  do  as  a  sample  of  Gosse's 
"  Tenby,"  a  delightful  book  as  well  known 
almost  as  White's  "  Selborne,"  and  even 
more  appreciated  by  "  those  prowlers  of  the 
beach  whose  soul  is  in  their  aquarium." 
To  such  people  hereabouts  is  classic  ground, 
and  numerous  are  the  captives  that  daily 
reach  their  prison— and  their  death — on  the 
small  round  table  in  the  lodging-house 
windows.  The  water  is  delightful,  even  for 
those  who  care  naught  for  the  sea,  except  as 
a  thing  to  sail  on,  row  on,  or  swim  in.  Such 
smooth  clean  sand,  such  convenient  rounded 
rocks  and  tiny  caves,  like  "  natural  bathing 
machines !  "  as  we  have  heard  them  de- 
scribed, and  the  true  Atlantic  water,  "  no- 
thing between  you,  sir,  and  New  England  !  " 

And  there  are  other  attractions.  The 
geologist  can  find  specimens  enough  in  the 
carboniferous  limestone  of  the  castle  hill, 
and  along  to  Giltar ;  in  the  Old  Bed  about 
Penally;  and  in  the  Coal  Measures  to  the 
north  about  Waterwinch,  where,  if  he  be  a 
mere  curiosity-hunter,  he  may  find  beetle- 
stones,  or  black  nodules,  to  split  and  polish. 
The  botanist  will  find  quite  enough  to  do 
from  the  time  he  begins  with  the  rose- 
bushes—the Burnet-leaved  rose,  spinosissim-a, 
never  more  than  a  yard  high  and  growing  in 
little  clumps — whose  pale  pink  blossoms, 
almost  as  plentiful  as  their  thorns,  are  the 


joy  of  the  country  round.  And  the  mere 
walker  and  general  excursionist  will  find 
something  to  tempt  him  at  every  point  of  the 
western  half  of  the  compass. 

He  can  go  along  the  cliffs  to  Lydstep,  and 
explore  the  caves  at  low  spring-tides.  He 
can  go  further  to  Manorbier,  and  view  the 
castle  where,  700  years  ago,  more  or  less, 
Gerald  de  Barry,  otherwise  Giraldus  Cam- 
brensis,  was  born,  who  in  his  book  tells  us 
how  the  monks  of  his  day  used  to  quarrel 
with  the  Tenby  fishermen  about  the  tithe  of 
fish  ;  and  he  can  moralise  over  the  fact  that 
the  once  proud  home  of  the  De  Barrys  and 
De  Windsors  now  flies  one  flag  when  the 
admission  to  it  is  threepence,  and  two  flags 
when  it  costs  sixpence  ! 

He  can  go  for  a  short  stroll  to  Penally, 
and  make  a  closer  acquaintance  with  the  old 
round  tower  and  the  church  where  the  third 
of  St.  Teilo  was  buried.  A  remarkable  saint 
was  St.  Teilo ;  to  oblige  the  three  claimants 
for  his  remains,  his  body  was  miraculously 
triplicated,  and  one  of  the  triplicates  fell  to 
Penally,  the  other  to  Llandilo,  the  other  to 
Llandatt' !  Or  he  can  go  in  the  opposite 
direction  up  and  down  along  the  clifl's  to 
pretty  Saundersfoot,  with  its  woods  and 
springs  and  quiet  valleys.  And  if  he  would 
go  further  afield  he  can  "  go  west  "  to  Pem- 
broke with  its  castle,  Pembroke  Dock  with 
its  warships,  and  patronise  the  ferries  on 
Milford  Haven. 

Tenby  itself  is  of  more  interest  than  the 
ordinary  seaside  town.  There  is  the  old 
church,  one  of  the  largest  in  Wales,  with  as 
grand  a  flight  of  altar  steps  as  a  cathedral ; 
and  besides  the  castle  there  are  the  old  forti- 
flcations  and  gateways  which  were  all  put 
in  proper  order  for  the  reception  of  the 
Spaniards  at  the  time  of  the  Amiada ;  and 
proved  of  use,  and  expense,  in  the  days  of 
the  Cavaliers. 

But  the  men  of  Tenby  have  always  stood 
to  their  guns  when  fighting  threatened — one 
of  them  took  a  privateer  single-handed  in 
the  days  of  the  long  war — and  during  that 
long  war,  in  1797,  when  there  was  much 
talk  of  a  French  invasion,  the  men  of  Tenby 
were  very  busy  indeed.  The  French  did  come 
— "  invasion  of  Fishguard,"  just  round  St. 
David's  Head,  some  distance  away — about 
1,400  of  them,  and  were  attacked  by  militia, 
the  countrywomen  in  scarlet  cloaks  and 
round  hats,  looking  like  soldiers,  watching 
the  fray ;  one  of  them,  Jemima  Nicholas, 
pitchfork  in  hand,  boldly  advancing,  and  so 
frightening  twelve  Frenchmen  that  she  drove 
them  into  a  corner  and  marched  them  ofl'  to 


THE  candidate  for  knighthood  was  left,  in 
the  last  paper,  awaiting  the  ceremony 
of  investiture.  His  education  was  finished  ; 
he  was  strong  in  body  and  sound  of  limb ; 
his  mind  was  filled  with  high  and  noble 
purposes ;  his  heart  was  devoted  to  one 
"  fa3a-e  ladye,"  in  whom  he  worshipped  the 
ideal  purity  of  all  womankind  ; — in  a  word,  he 
was  a  courteous  and  honourable  gentleman, 
and  one  in  all  points  fitted  to  add  fresh  lustre 
to  the  glory  of  a  noble  institution. 

The  eve  of  his  installation  has  come  at 
last.  Perhaps  he  has  reached  the  age  of 
twenty-one  ;  or  perhaps  some  act  of  gallantry 
in  the  field  has  brought  him  under  the  favour- 
able notice  of  one  who  has  the  power  of  con- 
ferring the  dignity  of  knighthood;— some  such 


the  guardhouse !  A  serio-comic  invasion, 
in  fact ;  the  frigates  which  "  strangely  sailed 
away"  bemg  the  Resistance  and  Constance, 
which,  as  related  in  "The  Medals  of  the 
British  Navy,"  in  the  "  B.  O.  P."  eleventh 
volume,  were  met  by  the  San  Fiorenzo  and 
Nymphe  and  captured,  the  Eesistance  having 
her  name  changed  to  Fisgard  in  memory  of 
the  futile  expedition.  Little  did  Captain 
Laroque  imagine,  when  he  started,  that  the 
only  thing  his  ship  would  capture  would  be 
the  name  of  the  place  to  which  he  was  bound, 
and  which  name  was  afterwards  to  be 
"  immortalised"  in  the  British  Navy  as  that 
of  the  capturer  of  the  Immortality. 

Standing  under  the  old  arches  or  sketching 
the  old  houses  we  can  easily  imagine  the  ga- 
thering of  the  volunteers  at  the  "  assembly." 
And  further  back  in  the  ages  we  can  hear 
the  roar  of  the  footballers  as  they  kicked  the 
bladder  through  the  town ;  or  else  watch 
them  atoning  for  the  noise  they  made  on 
Shrove  Tuesday  by  going  to  church  barefoot 
on  Good  Friday  "so  as  not  to  disturb  the 
earth." 

Some  of  these  old  customs  we  can  even 
regret.  Though  it  is  early  summer  now,  we 
can  in  our  mind's  eye  part  from  old  Tenby 
in  the  winter  time.  Then  "  gentlemen  first" 
was  the  motto,  at  any  rate  on  New  Year's 
morning,  when  the  crossing  of  the  threshold 
by  a  woman  or  girl  before  a  man  or  boy 
was  sure  to  bring  bad  luck — at  least  so 
said  the  believers.  Eap,  rap  would  go  the 
knockers  early  to  knock  in  the  New  Year 
and  knock  up  the  lazy  to  hand  out  their 
contributions  to  the  boys  and  girls  who 
stood  at  the  door  with  panikins  full  of  water 
and  a  sprig  of  evergreen  with  which  to 
sprinkle  the  opener  of  the  much-knooked- 
upon  door.  Knock,  knock,  knock  at  every 
house  ;  and  amid  the  knockings  a  snatch  of 
song : — 

'*Here  we  bring  new  water 

From  the  well  so  clear, 
For  to  worship  God  with. 

This  happy  Kew  Year; 
Sing  levy  dew,  sing  levy  dew, 

The  water  and  the  wine, 
With  seven  bright  gold  wires, 

And  bugles  that  do  shiue; 
Sing  reign  of  fair  maid, 

With  gold  upon  her  toe. 
Open  you  the  west  door, 

And  turn  the  old  year  go ; 
Sing  reign  of  fair  maid. 

With  gold  upon  her  chin, 
Open  you  tlie  east  door, 

And  let  the  New  Year  in." 


conflict  against  heavy  odds,  perchance,  as  the 
young  Black  Prince  waged  at  Cressy  when  his 
father  cried,  "Let  the  boy  win  his  spm-s  !  " 

A  great  concourse  of  knights  and  ladies  has 
assembled  in  the  castle  over-night  to  witness 
the  ceremony ;  and  the  clang  of  many- 
hammers  sounds  without,  where  the  lists  are 
being  prepared  for  the  gravid  tournament 
which  is  to  be  held  on  the  morrow. 

But  the  novice,  apart  from  the  gay  throng, 
has  already  begun  the  significant  rites  of  his 
initiation.  He  has  removed  the  short  em- 
broidered gown  of  the  squire  for  the  last 
time,  and  having  bathed  in  sign  of  purifica- 
tion, he  arrays  himself  in  a  white  robe, 
symbolising  the  new  and  spotless  life  upon 
which  he  is  entering.    Then  he  betakes  hini- 
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By  Albert  E.  Hooper, 
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self  fasting  to  the  chapel ;  and  while  all  else 
in  the  castle  are  sleeping,  he  kneels  before 
the  altar,  and  keeps  a  solemn  vigil,  watching 
his  arms  until  daybreak. 

In  the  morning,  the  priests,  the  sponsors, 
and  the  lord  who  is  to  knight  him  assemble 
in  the  chapel,  which  is  soon  crowded  with 
spectators ;  and  the  final  ceremony  com- 
mences. The  novice  kneels,  and  vows  on 
the  cross-hilt  of  his  sword  to  discharge 
faithfully  the  duties  of  the  order  he  is 
about  to  enter ;  and  then  his  lord  strilies 
him  three  times  on  the  neck  with  the  flat 
of  his  blade,  saying,  "  In  the  name  of  St. 
George  and  St.  Michael  "  (or  in  the  name  of 
the  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost)  "  I  dub  thee 
knight."  The  priest  next  blesses  the  sword 
of  the  new  knight,  after  which  he  is  arrayed 
in  his  armour,  and  some  lady  —perhaps  the 
lady  of  his  love — binds  on  his  heel  the  golden 
spur.  Up  the  aisle  an  armed  and  richly 
caparisoned  charger  is  led  ;  and  clothed  from 
head  to  foot  in  steel  as  he  is,  the  young 
knight  vaults  into  the  saddle  without  the  aid 
of  the  stirrups  ;  and,  waving  his  lance  in  the 
air,  he  gallops  out  of  tlie  chapel  and  into  the 
lists,  or  some  open  space  before  the  castle, 
where  he  displays  his  skill  in  horsemanship 
and  the  use  of  his  arms. 

The  lists  are  quickly  thronged ;  the  Queen 
of  Beauty  is  led  to  her  seat ;  the  air  rings 
with  the  blasts  of  the  heralds'  bannered 
trumpets  ;  and  the  tournament  begins.  Oppo- 
sing bands  of  knights  gather  at  the  two  ends 
of  the  lists,  charge  thundering  along  the 
course,  and  meet  with  echoing  shock.  Lances 
are  splintered  and  knights  unhorsed  ;  swords 
flash  from  their  sheaths,  and  the  melSe 
becomes  general ;  while  riderless  horses 
gallop  wildly  round  the  lists  and  the  specta- 
tors shout  aloud  their  encouragement  and 
praise.  Happy  then  is  the  new-made  knight 
if  he  can  hold  his  own  against  his  veteran 
brothers-in-arms  ;  thrice  happy  if,  kneeling 
bareheaded  before  her  throne,  he  receive  the 
victor's  garland  of  flowers  and  ribbons  from 
the  hands  of  the  Queen  of  Beauty. 

Thus  we  see  the  knight  equipjted.  He 
may  now  ride  forth  in  the  service  of  his  lady  ; 
or  do  battle  for  his  king  or  the  Church  ;  or  he 
may  journey  as  a  knight-errant  through  the 
land,  caring  not  in  whose  name  he  fights  so 
long  as  he  succours  the  innocent  and  dis- 
tressed. 

Now  is  the  time  in  which  to  prove  the 
value  of  his  training.  He  may  be  orave 
but  treacherous  like  Lancelot,  Tristram,  and 
many  others  ;  or  he  may  be  brave,  and  at  the 
same  time  noble,  pure,  and  saintly,  like  Gala- 
had and  Arthur ;  and,  despite  the  deplorable 
testimonies  of  some  of  the  old  romancers,  we 
may  believe  that  the  knightly  training  of  the 
Middle  Ages  produced  many  a  character 
worthy  to  be  ranked  beside  that  of  Chevalier 
Bayard  himself,  as  "  without  fear,  and  with- 
out reproach." 

Chaucer,  whose  description  of  a  squire  has 
been  given,  painted  his  portraits  from  life  ; 
that  they  were  no  fancy  portraits  is  evident 
from  the  repulsive  realism  with  which  he 
pictures  such  characters  as  his  Miller ;  and 
when  he  brings  a  noble  knight  before  us,  we 
know  that  we  are  looking  upon  a  real  repre- 
sentative of  the  great  order.  The  words  of 
the  description  are  few,  but  the  picture  of 
the  knight  remains  with  us  ;  and  as  we  see 
him  wend  his  way  on  holy  pilgrimage  from 
the  old  Tabard  in  Southwark,  through  the 
green  lanes  of  "  merrie  England,"  to  the 
shrine  of  St.  Thomas  at  Canterbury ;  and 
as  we  listen  to  the  noble  tale  he  tells  of 
"Palamon  and  Arcite,"  we  are  forced  to 
believe  good  things  of  the  institution  of 
Chivalry ;  while  to  those  who  shake  their 
heads  in  doubt,  as  they  tell  us  evil  stories  of 
those  old  days,  we  can  still  reply,  on  the 
authority  of  one  who  knew  : 


"  A  knight  Hiere  ini^.  and  tliat  a  wortliy  man, 
That  fro  the-  time  that  lir  lir-le  began 
To  rideii  out,  h^  lovril  ehivalrie, 
Trouthe  and  lioiiour,  freedom  and  curtesie. 
Full  woi'tliy  was  lie  in  liis  lordes  werre, 
And  therto  hadile  lie  ridden,  no  man  fen-e, 
As  wol  in  Cliristoiid.irii  a^  in  Hethenesse, 
Anil  ever  honoured  ivr  liis  worthinesse. 

And  evermore  he  liadde  a  sovereign  pris. 

And  though  tliat  he  was  worthy  he  was  wise, 

And  of  liis  port  as  meke  as  is  a  mayde. 

He  never  yet  no  vilanie  ne  sayde 

In  alle  liis  lit,  unto  no  mancre  wiglit. 

He  was  a  veray  parfit  geiitil  knight." 

(7'u  be  concluded.) 


CHESS. 


Problem  ISTo.  269. 

By  F.  C.  GLASS. 


i  El.AC 


a       b       c       d       e  f 


B  H  fa 


a       b       c       d       e       f       g  h 


I  w^irrE^I         3-H  =  4  piece,. 
White  to  play,  and  mate  in  four  (4)  moves. 


BONDFOLD  GaJIE. 

Played  between  H.  F.  L.  Meyer  (blindfold) 
and  F.  Moller,  the  latter  playing  with  the 
black  men. 


WurrE. 

Black. 

1. 

P—K  4 

P— K  4 

2. 

B— B  4 

B-B  4 

3. 

Kt— K  B  3 

P-Q  3 

4. 

P~Q3 

B— K  Kt  5 

5. 

B-K  3 

Kt— K  B  3  (a) 

6. 

BxB 

BxKt 

7. 

QxB 

P  xB 

8. 

Q-B  5 

Kt— B  3 

9. 

P— Q  B  3 

P-Q  R  3 

10. 

P— Q  E  4 

Q-Q  3 

11. 

Castles 

Castles 

12. 

Kt— Q  2 

Kt— K  2 

13. 

Q— R  3 

P-B  3 

14. 

Q— K  3 

K  R— Q  sq. 

16. 

Kt-B  3 

P-Q  Kt  4 

IG. 

B— Kt  3 

P— R  3 

17. 

P-R  3 

Kt— Kt  3 

18. 

Q  R-Q  sq. 

Q  R— Kt  sq. 

19. 

R— Q  2 

PxP 

20. 

BxRP 

Kt— R  4 

21. 

R— R  sq. 

K  Kt— B  5 

22. 

Kt — K  sq. 

P-Q  R  4 

23. 

B-Q  sq. 

R— R  sq. 

24. 

K— R  2 

P— B  5 

25. 

B— B  2 

P  X  P  (6) 

26. 

BxP 

P-Q  B  4 

27. 

K  R— Q  sq. 

Q-K  2 

28. 

B— B  4 

RxR 

29. 

RxR 

K — R  sq. 

30. 

P— K  Kt  3 

Kt— K  3 

31. 

BxKt 

PxB 

32. 

Q-B  3 

P— B  5 

33.  Q-Kt  4 

34.  Kt— B  3 

35.  K— Kt  2 
30.  R-Q  G 
37.  R-R  6 

ExRP 
Q— Kt  5 
K— R  2  {d) 
Q-K  3 


38. 
39. 
40. 
41. 


42.  K— Kt  2 


Q-KB2 
R— K  B  sq. 
Q— K  sq. 
R— B  3 
K— Kt  sq.  (c) 
P— B  4 
Kt-B  5  (ch.) 
Kt— Q  6 
Q-K  B  sq. 
Ex  Kt 


and  White  resigned,  for  if  Q  x  R,  then  Kt— 
K  8  (ch.),  etc. 

(a)  B— Kt  3  would  have  prevented  the 
double  Pawns  in  the  Q  B  file. 

(6)  If  P-Q  B  4,  K  R— Q  sq. 

(c)  Played  for  the  purpose  of  attacking 
the  Q. 

{d)  White  hesitated  here,  and  said  soon 
afterwards  that  it  would  have  been  better  to 
take  the  Kt,  for  the  play  would  then  have 
been  40,  P  X  Kt,  R— Kt  3.  41,  RxP,  RxQ 
(ch.).  -42,  Kt  y  R,  etc.  Thus  the  game  was 
resumed,  and  White  won. 


OUR  NOTE-BOOK. 


A  Helping  Hand. 


Mr.  John  Kirk,  Secretary  of  the  Ragged 
School  Union,  writes  to  us  from  the  offices, 
Exeter  Hall  : — '•  We  have  some  staunch 
friends  already  from  amongst  your  big 
family  of  boys,  as  I  have  good  and  grateful 
reason  to  know ;  but  we  want  and  shall 
have  more,  if  you  will  again  kindly  let 
me  '  say  my  say.'  We  are  busy  every 
summer  in  getting  some  thousands  of  our 
poor  and  hard-up  boys  and  girls  away  from 
the  noise  and  smoke  of  the  big  village  to  the 
quiet  and  fre=h  air  of  the  God-made  country. 
Last  year,  in  connection  with  the  Holiday 
Homes'  Fund  of  the  Ragged  School  Union, 
we  gave  the  health-giving  benefit  of  a  whole 
fortnight's  country  or  sea  air  to  over  four 
thousand  children,  and  a  few  hours  in  the 
country  to  ten  thousand  day  trippers.  All 
this  costs  money,  and  if  it  were  not  for  the 
kind  gifts  of  many  friends,  including  some 
good-hearted  readers  of  the  '  Boy's  Own 
Paper,'  we  should  simply  have  to  say  to  our 
poor  pleaders — It  can't  be  done  !  Now  this 
summer— but  need  I  go  on  ?  Yes,  this 
summer  we  want  to  send  a  still  larger 
number,  and  we  can  do  it  if  your  readers 
will  help.  Ten  shillings  will  give  a  fort- 
night's holiday  to  a  poor  city  waif,  and  six- 
pence will  pay  for  a  day's  outing.  Who  will 
lend  a  hand  in  this  health-giving  enterprise  ? 
Collecting-cards  or  a  box  will  be  sent  gladly, 
and  all  gifts,  in  money  or  in  kind  (for  cloth- 
ing, boots,  games,  scrap-books,  toys,  and 
sweets  are  acceptable),  may  be  sent  to  me,  at 
the  Ragged  School  Union  Offices,  Exeter 
Hall,  London,  W.C." 


A  Manly  Word  to  Yodxg  Men 
BY  Rev.  De.  Cuylee. 

I  want  to  say  a  few  kind  words  to 
young  men  who  are  going  into  the  battle 
of  life.  You  cannot  swing  through  life 
in  a  hammock  or  escape  fighting,  if  yor? 
try,  and  you  cannot  hire  a  substitute. 
Success  or  failure — one  or  the  other — is 
inevitable.  You  may  have  critical  conflicts 
with  sickness  and  suffering  ;  you  will  have 
mental  conflicts  with  adversities,  and  disap- 
pointments, and  the  unkindness  of  ungratefu) 
people.  Every  one  of  you  has  to  contend 
with  certain  weaknesses  and  besetting  sins. 
You  cannot  avoid  that  old  and  never  ending 
contention  which  Paul  so  vividly  describes, 


"  between  the  law  of  God  and  the  law  of  sin 
in  your  members." 

As  if  these  internal  foes  were  not  enough,, 
you  are  surrounded  with  forces  that  are 
hostile  to  both  happiness  and  holiness. 
Evil  fashions  and  customs  must  be  en- 
countered, and  many  a  pathway  is  mined 
underneath  with  explosives  that  are  deadly 
as  dynamite.  In  these  times  there  is  no 
little  malaria  of  scepticism  in  the  air. 
But  in  spite  of  all  these  enemies,  internal 
and  external,  you  may  come  off  conqueror 
if  you  will  adopt  one  principle  and  stick  to 
it.  A  certain  glorious  old  lield-marshal  of 
the  Lord  condensed  it  into  one  line  when 
he  wrote  to  a  young  man,  "  Fight  the  good 
fight  of  faith  !  "  Don't  misunderstand  this 
injunction.  Paul  did  not  exhort  the 
youthful  Timothy  to  do  battle  for  the 
system  of  faith  in  Christ,  although  that  was 
to  be  a  part  of  his  high  calling.  Chiefly, 
Paul  meant  to  impress  upon  the  young  man's 
mind  that  faith  was  to  be  the  actual  weapon, 
and  faith  was  to  be  ih.e  fighting  force. 

If  you  will  look  into  the  oldest  book  of 
biographies  on  the  globe,  you  will  find  that 
men  who  have  conquered  the  strongest  of 
temptations  have  had  not  only  the  courage 
of  their  convictions,  but  have  had  the 
indwelling  power  of  God.  Joseph,  spurn- 
ing a  tremendous  temptation,  not  because 
Potipher  saw  him,  but  because  God  saw 
him;  Daniel,  facing  both  a  laugh  in  the 
palace  and  the  lions  in  the  royal  park ; 
Paul,  defying  Nero  because  "the  Lord 
stood  with  me  and  strengthened  me" — 
these  are  the  models  for  your  imitation.  Good 
impulses  are  abundant  and  cheap.  They 
will  never  hold  you  in  a  sharp  tight  unless 
you  have  the  staying  power  which  Christ 
imparts.  To  stand  the  sneers  of  scoffers,  to 
resist  the  sudden  rush  for  wealth,  to  conquer 
fleshly  appetites,  to  hold  an  unruly  temper 
under  control,  to  keep  base  passions  subdued, 
and_  to  direct  all  your  plans  and  purposes 
straight  toward  the  highest  mark,  requires  a 
power  above  your  own.  Christ's  mastery  of  you 
will  give  you  self-mastery— yes,  and  mastery 
over  the  powers  of  darkness  and  of  hell. 
Faith  will  fire  the  last  shot,  and  when  the 
battle  of  life  ends,  you  will  stand  among 
the  crowned  conquerors  in  glory. 
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T.  W.  PicKEX,  High  Street,  Newport,  Salop. 

SECOND  GRADE. 

W.  F.  S.MITH,  Rother  Cottage,  Catcliffe,  Rotherham. 

A.  W.  GoLDiE,  9,  Laurel  Terrace,  Broadgate  Road,  Cat- 
ford,  s.E. 


¥lie  SoyV  Own  Papef. 


George  White,  1,  Tliornhills,  Maidstone. 
John  E.  Lewis,  37,  Fleet  Street,  E.c. 

F.  S.  Knowlaxd,  329,  Parliament  Street,  Toronto, 
Canada. 

Tv'.M.  HiGcixs,  Langport,  Somerset. 

Thomas  G.  Bray,  59,  Beacousfield  Road,  West  Green 
Road,  Tottenham. 

Robert  H.  W.  Dobell,  31,  River  Street,  Truro. 

Etolyn  Maiii  V,  lit,  Holland  Road,  Kiii>iiii;ton,  w. 

W.   F.    i^'iinvAUT,   2,  Bertram  Villas,  lUo,  Green 
Lanes,  x. 

CoLUX  Sanderson,  The  Manse,  Christchurch  Road, 
Roupell  Park,  s.w. 

J.  H.  N.  Peel,  37,  HoUis  Street,  Leeds. 

Alexander  Gillespie,  92,  Townhead,  Kirkintilloch. 

T.  C.  Mansfield,  The  Lindens,  50,  Coombe  Road, 
South  Cro^'don. 

D.  R.  Armit,  CoUiston,  Arbroath,  N.B. 

G.  EuxsoN  Fairley,  431,  St.  Vincent  Street,  Glasgow. 
Charles  E.  Jackson,  22,  King  Street,  Wrexham. 
Helena  R.  G.^lloway,  10,  Nevern  Road,  Earl's  Court. 
F.  W.  Heald,  Sunnyside,  Ashtead,  Surrey. 

third  GR.U5E. 

I  W.  J.  Potter,  32,  Eeigate  Villas,  Elmhurst  Road, 
j      Upton  Lane,  Forest  Gate,  E. 

John  P.  Birch,  Royal  Acadetnic  Institution,  Belfast. 
I    W.  T.  Boytex,  20,  Savile  Row,  Regent  Street,  w. 

Staxley  Cook,  45,  Cecil  Street,  Stalybridge. 

j    Thomas  Spexce,  181,  Stirling  Road,  Glasgow. 

T.  B.  AiDLEY,  Higher  Road,  TJrmston,  near  Man- 
chester. 

Leoxard  Brixley,  47,  Woodstock  Road,  Fiosbury,  N. 
Edgar  J.  Cann,  11,  Old  Nelson  Street,  Lowestoft. 
Ethel  M.  Erwin,  13,  Albion  Street,  Rotherhithe. 
M.  S.  A.  Young,  Roebuck  Villa,  Rochester,  Kent. 
John  Hall,  96,  King  Street,  Woolwich,  s.E. 

E.  W.  RoDWELL,  Trimdon  Grange,  R.S.O. 

j   Maud  Mallinson,  4,  Mowbray  Road,  Kilburn,  n.w. 

j   Alfred  A.  Dixox,  3,  Priory  Road,  Kew. 

Axel  L.  Baumoartex,  7,  Skirving  Street,  Langside 
Glasgow.  ' 

Lady  Annt,  Coventry,  Croome  Court,  Severn  Stoke 
Worccstersliire.  ' 

Percy  Chari.es,  2,  Harley  Street,  Bath. 

W.   McKelvie,    Armadale   Villa,   Uddingston  by 
Glasgow. 

L.^ura  Stamper,  Ne-(vtown  Mt.  Kennedy,  Co.  Wicklow. 

F.  R.  Bextley,  The  Leys,  Chipping  Norton,  Oxon. 

Mabel  R.  Gilbert,  "  Halstede,"  Archer's  Road,  South- 
ampton. 

J.  W.  Bell,  London  Place,  Dearham,  tid  Carlisle. 

Frank  Wilson,  206,  Nottingham  Street,  SheflSeld. 

Charlotte  M.  Ziervogel,  Lady  Grey,  vid  Aliwal 
North,  South  Africa. 

Leonard  A.  R.  Kimmel,  299,  Camden  Road,  HoUoway. 

Marion  Marshall,  1U3,  Petherton  Road,  Higlibury 
New  Park,  N. 

Louise  K.  Durant,  5",  Park  Road,  Tv'est  Dulwieh. 

(To  be  continued.) 


6or 


Corrcspubcncc. 


N.  Amatus. — Andrea  Amati,  the  great  violin  maker., 
was  born  in  1505  and  died  in  162U.  He  liail  two 
sons,  Antonius  and  Hieronymus,  and  Hierouyiuu.-i 
had  a  sou  Nicholas.  Your  instruuient  is  proljably  a 
copy.  The  1730  is  the  date,  not  the  number  of  the 
violin. 

Sixbad  the  Anxious. — The  only  way  in  which  to- 
obtain  all  our  volumes  is  to  advertise  either  in  the- 
"  Exchange  and  Mart,"  or  tlirough  your  bookseller, 
or  the  "  I'ublisher's  Circular  "  or  "  Bookseller." 

J.  J.  SowEiiiiY. — The  sketches  are  not  very  clear.  All 
we  can  sa\-  is  that  one  is  an  English  silver  penny,, 
and  that  tiie  other  two  are  Scottish  coins  ;  the  one 
with  the  crown  and  sceptre  being  a  bodle  and  the 
other  a  bawbee.  Tlie  date  of  the  bodle  is  1677,  not 
1077.    Tlie  lot  would  be  dear  at  half-a-crovvn. 

Tecic. — We  exhaustively  treated  the  subject  in  "  Battles- 
with  the  Sea,"  by  Mr.  R.  M.  Ballantyne,  which 
articles  are  now  obtainable  in  book  form  of  Messrs. 
Nisbet  ifc  Co.,  21,  Berners  Street,  w. 

L.  G.  T.— 1.  It  is  merely  a  question  of  fashion.  At  one 
time  it  was  considered  the  proper  thing  to  be  bald. 
The  ancient  Egyptians  shaved  their  heads,  so  do  tlie 
Mahometans  of  to-day,  so  do  the  American  Indians. 
2.  There  are  substances  which  will  make  the  hair 
grow,  amongst  the  commonest  being  ordinary  paraffin 
oil,  or,  in  its  purer  form,  vaseline.  3.  It  is  quite  a- 
mistake  to  suppose  that  you  can  tell  any  man's 
present  or  previous  character  by  the  scarcity  or 
abundance  of  the  hair  on  his  head.  The  statement 
must  have  been  made  by  somebody  who  would  be 
better  for  having  his  hair  cut. 

Hugh.— The  three  balls  over  a  pawnbroker's  shop  are 
the  arms  of  the  Medici,  which,  in  their  turn,  are  tbe- 
three  golden  pills  administered  of  old  by  the  original 
Medicos,  whoever  he  may  have  been.  The  Medici 
was  the  ruUng  family  in  Florence.  Florence  is  the 
capital  of  'J';israny,  and  there  pawnbroking  seems  tc- 
have  brnii  iiiventrd  or  adopted.  The  first  pavvu- 
broki'io  to  l.oiHlon  from  tjiere  and  Lombaruy. 

V  heiH-i  rh--  thiw-  balls  and  Lombard  Street.  AU  tl'.e 
old  trades  had  distinguishing  signs  before  tlie  par- 
ticular sign  of  each  shop  came  in.  Tlie  survival  of 
the  general  sign  now  shows  the  pawnbroker  ;  the 
survival  of  the  particular  sign  now  shows  the 
publican.    At  least,  that  is  how  the  story  goes. 

H.  A.  Douglas.— If  you  apply  to  L.  U.  Gill,  170,  Strand  _ 
and  send  bim  half-a-cro\vn,  he  will  foruard  .\  ou  a 
"Bookbinding  for  Amateurs"  which  you  wmiJd 
probably  find  useful.   Thanks  for  the  note-book. 

E.  G.  Theakston. — Gum  your  cards  and  dust  powdered 
alum  over  the  gum  while  it  is  "tacky."  Powdered 
glass  is  also  used  for  hoar  frost,  but  the  alum  is  tlie 
safest  and  looks  quite  as  well. 

Banking. — Gilbart  and  Maclaren,  also  Bagehot ;  but 
no  bo;jks  on  banking  are  cheap. 

W.  W.— Not  under  fourteen  ;  but  you  must  have  a 
nomination  from  ttie  colonel  or  bandma.ster,  and  you 
will  have  to  go  to  Kneller  Hall. 

Alaric. — Alaric  was  the  great  king  of  tlie  Visigoths. 
who  captured  Rome  in  410,  and  had  the  strange 
burial  in  the  bel  of  a  river,  the  stream  being  turned 
out  of  its  course  till  the  funeral  was  over  and  then 
turned  back  again  in  order  that  the  grave  might  bf- 
iinknown  and  ruiviolated.  Go  to  your  bookseller  and 
ask  him  to  get  you  Bradley's  "  History  of  the  Goths," 
which  will  cost  you  forty-five  pence  after  deduction, 
of  discount. 

Nemo.  —  1.  The  "Marvellous  Conquest"  was  mitten  by 
Mr.  A.  Laurie,  a  well-known  French  author,  who  ar 
one  time  collaborated  with  Jules  Verne.  It  was 
specially  condensed  and  adapted  for  our  columns. 
The  full  translation  of  the  original  work  is  now  pub- 
lished by  Messrs.  Sampson  Low  &  Co.  under  the  title 
of  "  The  Conquest  of  the  Moon."  The  French  title 
was  "Selene  Company,  Limited."  2.  There  are  a 
little  over  a  quarter  of  a  million  efBcieut  volunteers. 

Lily.— The  National  Debt  on  April  5,  1890,  was 
£689,944,027.  When  the  Queen  came  to  the  throne 
it  was  £761,422,570  ;  it  has  thus  been  reduced,  not 
increased,  by  £71,478,543.  It  is  not  the  largest 
national  debt :  France,  Italy,  Russia,  all  have  larger 
debts.  The  French  debt  is  the  largest  ever  known  ; 
even  its  interest  costs  its  population  more  than  £1 
per  head  per  year. 

Egg.— Which  old.  St.  Paul's  do  you  mean  ?  There  w4s 
one  built  in  185  which  was  destroyed  in  303.  There 
was  another  on  its  site  destroyed  by  the  Saxons. 
There  was  another  on  the  same  site  built  in  610  and 
burnt  in  1087.  The  next  was  nearly  burnt  down  ia 
1137.  The  new  steeple  was  built  in  1221 ;  tlie  new- 
choir  was  completed  in  1240  ;  the  little  church  of 
St.  Faith  was  contriveil  underneath  it  in  1256.  The 
spire  was  struck  by  lightning  in  1444,  and  again  in 
1561,  w-heu  the  Ugiitning  set  it  ou  fire  and  made  it 
necessary  to  remove  both  roof  and  steeple.  Tlien 
Inigo  Jones  built  a  portico  to  the  old  church  in  1633, 
and  then  the  Fire  of  London  wiped  it  all  away  ia 
1666. 

W.  R.  Marshall.— Mr.  Langbridge  has  edited  a  good 
comic  reciter ;  but  we  hope  shortly  to  issue  a 
"  B.  0.  P."  reciter  which  might  suit  you  better. 


A.  M.  S.— Photographs  of  Football  Teams  can  probably 
be  heard  of  at  '"Pastime"  offices  in  Rose  Street, 
Newgate  Street,  or  at  the  "  Cricket  Press "  in  St. 
Andrew's  Hill,  Doctors'  Commons.  In  each  case 
there  are  some  iu  the  window  ;  go  and  see. 

Back  Nos.,  Parts,  axd  Volumes  of  the  "  B.  0.  P." — 
Iu  reply  to  numerous  inquiries  as  to  these,  we  may 
state  that  the  earliest  now  obtainable  from  oui' 
publisher  are — Nos.  SOU,  Parts  105,  Volumes  8. 

Bad  Habits  (Rutns  and  others).— If  you  value  your 
life  and  happiness  here  and  hereafter,  abstain.  We 
are  glad  you  are  penitent.  Obey  all  the  laws  of 
health.  Take  no  drugs.  Read  no  quack  books— 
that  would  mean  destruotiou— aud  use  a  cold  bath 
every  morning. 

Aviary  (W.  H.  A.). — We  can  only  say  do  not  over- 
crowd.  You  might  have  a  dozen  in  the  space  you 
name.  But  the  corner  seems  rather  dark.  Put  in 
liiiids  of  a  size,  British  and  foreign,  but  uoue  wMth 
pjunioliing  beaks.    Soil  and  hard  food. 

Nervous  (N.). — It  was  only  for  special  cases  ^ve 
recomuvciided  10  grains  of  bromide  of  jwtassium 
before  pr'in'j  tn  It.!.  It  slinnld  In'  made  up  by  a 
chemist,  ii.n  cnntiiiii'  il  iiiori'  tlian  a  week  at  a 
time.    All  iiarr.itic-  are  lh.^t  iiVdi.kd. 

Babbits  (W.  S.  F.). — 1.  Boiled  oatmeal  mash  vntli 
bran  or  pollard,  oats,  green  food,  etc.  2.  Yes ;  but 
too  nearly  oouuected. 


NONCOXFORMIST. — A  book  on  "  Letter  "Writing  "  you 
could  procure  from  F.  Warne  &  Co.,  15,  Bedford 
Street,  Strand  ;  one  on  '■  Jline  Surveying  "  you  could 
get  from  Crosby  Lookwood  &  Co.,  Stationers'  HaU 
Court,  E.c. 

Getting  Fat  (Medicus'). — Go  on  with  the  Malt  Ex- 
tract, but  use  chiefly  farinaceous  iliet.  We  do  not, 
however,  advise  anyone  to  hanker  after  being  fat. 
Athletes  get  iSd  of  theirs. 

FERRET'S  (H.  Plude).— Bread  aud  milk  sop,  ivith  morsels 
of  meat  now  and  then. 

Caxary  (Sunbeam).— Ten  or  a  dozen  years  or  over. 
It  aU  depends  on  careful  feeding  aud  treatment. 

Ants'  Eggs  (Inquirer). — From  any  bird  shop,  or  where 

they  sell  gold  fish,  etc. 
Black-he.'^ds  (Reader). — They  are  not  insects.  Ton 

must  squeeze  them  out,  and  "same  night  rub  in  oxide 

of  zinc  ointment.    Use  a  rough  towel  every  day. 

Some  people  never  get  quite  rid  of  them. 
Selling  Go.w's  Milic  (F.  0.  B.).— Only  by  private 

bargain.    Make  the  party  send  for  it. 

Pigeons  (Ignoramus).— They  wiU  know  better  next 

time.    That  is  all  we  cau  tell  you. 
Sh.amo. — 1.  The  articles  on  "Moving  Models "  are  out 

of  print  in  the  part  form  :  but  now  appear  iu  "  Indoor 

Games."   2.  Y"ou  woidd  have  to  have  the  escutcheon 

made  for  you  hy  some  brass-worker. 


C.  P.  D— We  had  an  article  on  "  How  to  Make  a  Flag- 
staff," but  it  was  some  time  ago  and  is  out  of  print 
excc|it  ;»<  n  printed  in  "Indoor  Games."  The  top- 
mast sli.juM  have  a  .■>heave  and  a  heel  rope.  Staj  s 
are  l>e>t  uf  wire  rope  with  screw  tighteners.  A  gal- 
vanised iron  wire  run  up  the  mast  and  projecting  a 
little  from  the  top  is  the  best  lightning  conductor  ;  if 
you  have  a  topmast  you  have  two  wires  iu  metallic 
contact  at  the  cross-trees.  You  can  flv  any  flag  you 
like  on  land  in  time  of  peace  ;  and,  as'a  rule,  you  fly 
the  national  flag  of  your  guests  if  you  give  an  enter- 
tainment in  their  honour,  this  being  ou  the  principle 
of  making  your  house  their  own. 

Deniliqui.v.— It  is  almost  hopeless  without  interest. 
The  premiums  are  very  high  and  the  boy  must  be 
apprentii'i  fl.    fine  way  would  seem  to  be  through 

Scii-  iiii  i  Al  t  1  ii  |  iirtment  course  of  Honours,  and 

then  W  liit  wi.i  tli  .-i  liiilarship.  There  is  a  good  school 
of  eiijiih  i  riii.i,-  .It  tlir  Crystal  Palace.  Why  not  write 
to  tlu'  Srcrrtar\  ,  In.stitute  of  Civil  Engineers,  Great 
Geor^r  btnrt,  .'^.iv.  for  particulars  as  to  examinations, 
etc. 

Nkho. — 1.  There  are  Prescott  on  "  The  Conquest  of 
Mexico,"  Wallace's  "  Fair  God,"  Charnay's  "  Ancient 
Cities  of  the  New  World,"  and,  for  the  religion, 
Reville's  "  Hibbert  Lectures."  2.  Tlie  ofiicial  books 
are  the  best.  They  are  published  by  Clowes  4s  Sou, 
Charing  Cross. 

M.^RIAN. — Most  of  those  you  mention  are  not  degrees 
at  all,  being  merely  the  initials  of  some  society  of  no 
standing  whatever.  Taking  the  rest  in  alphabetical 
order.  Asso.Sc.  is  a  Durham  lUin-ce,  it  is  Associate 
in  Science.  B.C.L.  is  Bachelor  of  Civil  Law,  a  degree 
oidy  granted  by  Oxford  and  Durham.  E.S.  is  Bache- 
lor of  Surgery,  given  by  Cambridge,  London,  DubUu, 
and  Durham.  B.Sc.  is  Bachelor  of  Science,  given  by 
Lomlnn.  Durham,  Glasgow,  St.  Andrews,  Edinburgh, 
Aberdeen,  Ireland,  and  Victoria.  B.L.  is  Bachelor  of 
Letters,  given  by  Edinburgh.  CM.  is  Master  in 
Surgery  and  is  another  form  of  M.Ch.  or  M.S.  or 
M.C.  D.Lit.  is  Doctor  of  Letters,  given  by  London 
and  Ireland.  D.Sc.  is  Doctor  of  Science,  given  by 
Lonilon,  Cambridge,  Durham,  St.  Andrews,  Edin- 
burgh, and  Ireland.  LL.A.  is  Lady  Literate  in  Arts, 
a  "woman's  degree  given  by  St.  Andrews.  LL.M.  is 
Master  of  Laws,  given  by  Cambridge.  L.Th.  is 
Licentiate  in  Theology,  given  by  Durham.  M.Sc.  is 
Master  of  Science,  given  by  Durham  and  Victoria. 
Mus.B.  is  Bachelor  of  Music,  given  everywhere 
except  in  Scotland. 

James  Percy. — A  depth  of  4,655  fathoms  "was  once 
sounded  off  the  nortli-east  coast  of  Japan,  but  we  are 
not  aware  that  this  is  definitely  held  to  be  the 
greatest  depth  of  the  ocean.  Near  the  Friendly 
Islands,  a  long  way  a"H"ay,  the  lead  went  down  to  4,430 
fathoms. 

George. — Zululand  is  divided  from  Natal  by  the 
Tugela  River,  and  it  is  situated  between  the  South 
African  Republic  and  the  sea.  It  became  a  British 
Colony  in  May  1^87. 

Alkitching.— Davy  Jones's  Locker  is  "the  place 
where  .Tnnah  was  sent  to."  Jones  =  Jonah  ;  Davy  = 
Duffy  (tlic  ni'jL'er  colloquial  for  ghost  or  spirit)  ;  and 
Locker  — the  place  of  sate  ke^iing.  According  to 
SmoUett  in  "  Peregrine  Pickle  "  Da^y  Jones  is  "the 
fiend  that  presides  over  all  the  evil  spirits  of  the 
deep,  and  is  seen  in  various  shapes  warning  the 
devoted  wretch  of  death  and  woe." 

F.  M.  Li"a. — When  you  have  got  your  child  into  the 
charitatile  instittttion  by  means  of  so  many  thousand 
old  postage  stamps,  please  let  us  know,  "but  do  not 
trouble  to  write  before.  At  the  same  time  give  us 
full  details  in  order  that  we  may  verify  the  case  for 
the  benefit  of  hundreds  of  oitr  readers  who  have  dis- 
covered after  all  their  trouble  that  used  penny 
postage  stamps  are  worth  waste  paper  prices  and 
nothing  more. 

Inquirer. — Kavauagh's  book,  "  How  I  w  on  the  Vic- 
toria Cross,"  was  an  autoliiography.  The  best  book 
on  Hedley  Vicars  is  undoubtedly  Miss  Marsh's, 
which  can  be  obtained  almost  everywhere. 

Tourisi". — An  excellent  idea ;  we  cau  suggest  no 
pleasanter  trip.  But  do  the  "  pariki'ama,"  that  is, 
go  up  one  side  of  the  river  and  come  back  along  the 
other.  Take  Dickens's  "  Dictionary  of  the  Thames  " 
with  you  ;  it  costs  a  shilling  and  is  publishe<l  by 
Macmlllan  &  Co.  Y'ou  will  find  quite  enough  to 
interest  you  in  the  towns  aud  villages  on  the  banks 
without  going  further  afield. 

M.  V.  S.  (Bristol).— Cassell  &  Co.  publish  a  book  on  the 
Indian  Civil  Service  with  specimens  of  the  examina- 
tion papers.  We  had  articles  on  the  subject,  but  we 
did  not  give  any  examination  questions. 

Apprentice.- The  Atlantic  Mail  Ste.imers  do  net 
carry  apprentices.  You  must  begin  iu  a  sailing 
vessel. 

Partos.— 1.  There  is  really  nothing  but  exercise— 
w-alking,  swimming,  and'  gymnastics.  2.  The  ex- 
aminations are  not  the  same  for  Sandhurst  as  for 
Woolwich.  If  you  are  good  at  mathematics  take  the 
Woolwich  one. 

A  Would-ee  Horse  Guard.- Age,  19  to  25.  Height, 
5  ft.  8  in.  to  5  ft.  11  inches.  Chest,  35  inches. 
Weight,  130  lb.  An  examination  for  all  steps. 
Extra  strong  fums  are  valuable,  but  there  is  no 
special  requirement  for  them  in  the  regiment.  ( P.S. 
On  seeing  this  in  tvpc  it  occurs  to  us  you  may  mean 
tlie  gunrsold  in  bottles ;  if  so,  you  will  find  the  in- 
formation iu  another  answer.) 
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THE   COCK  HOUSE  AT  EELLSGAETH. 

A  PUBLIC   SCHOOL  STOKY. 
By  Talbot  Baines  Eeed, 

Aulhor  Of  "J/i/  Friend  S,nU!>,"    Fifth  Form  at  St.  DonnnicC    A,!ve>, lures  of  a  Three-Gainca  WatcK  etc. 


W ALLY'S  Study— he  always  liked  to  call 
it  a  "  study,"  but  his  friends  pre- 
ferred to  call  it  a  den— could  comfortably 


CHAPTER  XXV.— THE  WATCH  TOWER. 

accommodate  six.  The  juniors  had  fre- 
quently to  own  that  nine,  the  normal  size 
of  the  party,  was  a  jam.  When,  in  addition 


to  that,  a  big,  brawny  man  was  thrown  in, 
it  came  to  be  a  serious  question  as  to  how 
the  four  walls  would  sustain  the  strain. 
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Wally,  however,  was  determined  to 
manage  somehow.  He  indignantly  re- 
jected Percy's  offer  of  his  more  spacious 
apartment  over  the  way.  No.  He  had 
captured  the  lion — he  and  D'Arcy — and 
they  would  entertain  him  in  their  own 
den. 

After  all,  it  was  not  so  bad.  It  only 
meant  letting  the  fire  out  and  putting  one 
chair  in  the  tender,  and  shoving  the  other 
end  of  the  table  (which  had  been  doubled 
in  length  by  the  addition  of  the  table  out 
of  a  neighbouring  room,  that  was  within 
four  inches  of  the  same  height)  close  up 
against  the  door,  which  it  was  just  possible 
to  shut.  As,  however,  the  door  opened 
outwards,  it  was  necessary  for  the  gentle- 
man occupying  the  foot  of  the  table  to  sit 
orrt  in  the  passage,  much  to  the  incon- 
venience of  the  casual  passers-by. 

To  a  shy  man  like  Mr.  Eollitt,  it  was  a 
difficult  position  to  find  himself  the 
honoured  guest  of  nine  young  gentlemen 
like  these. 

"  Thank'ee  kindly,  young  masters,"  said 
he,  when  Ashby  relieved  him  of  his  hat 
and  Fisher  ii  of  his  bag,  and  Percy  under- 
mined him  with  a  chair,  and  Cottle  handed 
him  the  "  Boy's  Own  Paper,"  and  Cash 
came  in  with  a  hassock,  and  D'Arcy  put 
a  railway  rug  over  his  knees. 

Wally,  whose  ideas  of  hospitality  were 
of  the  old  school,  deemed  it  expedient, 
while  teii  was  being  served,  to  engage  his 
guest  on  the  subject  of  the  weather. 

"  Eather  finer  the  last  few  days  than  it 
was  the  other  week  when  it  rained  ?  " 
said  he.  "  Rollitt's  having  fine  weather  for 
his  trip." 

This  was  an  artfiil  way  of  introducing 
the  topic  of  the  hour. 

"  Thank  you  kindly,  yes.  He's  bound 
to  be  somewheres,  is  my  Alf,"  replied 
Mr.  Eollitt. 

"  It's  all  right ;  we're  backing  him  up. 
He  made  a  ripping  run  for  the  school 
against  Eendlesham.  He  bashed  the  ball 
through  the  scrimmage,  you  know,  and 
then  nipped  it  up  right  under  their  noses 
and  ran  it  through.  They  couldn't  collar 
liim,  he  bowled  'em  over  right  and  left, 
and  danced  on  'em,  and  landed  the  touch 
clean  behind  the  post." 

"  He  meant  no  harm,  young  gents, 
didn't  my  Alf.  He  ain't  often  wiolent, 
he  ain't.  There's  no  offence,  I  hope?" 
said  the  father,  quite  overwhelmed  by  this 
alarming  recital. 

"  No ;  it  was  a  jolly  good  run.  You 
ought  to  have  seen  it ;  I  and  my  lot  were 
up  the  oak,  you  know;  we  covld  have 
tucked  you  in.  My  young  brother  Percy 
and  his  Modern  cads — k-i-d-s  (I  never  can 
pronounce  it) — were  on  the  steps." 

"Oh,"  said  the  poor  guest,  feeling  he 
ought  to  reciprocate  the  civility  of  his 
entertaurers.  "  Steps  is  nice  things  to  be 
on  when  you  ain't  got  nowheres  else." 

"Tea!"  shouted  Fisher  ir,  who  with 
Ashby  had  been  busily  charging  the  table. 

It  was  now  the  turn  of  the  hosts  to  be 
shy.  At  this  late  period  of  the  term  funds 
had  run  low,  and  "  extras  "  were  at  a 
premiiun.  A  busy  hour  had  been  spent 
during  the  forenoon  in  both  houses  collect- 
ing outstanding  debts,  contracting  loans 
at  the  point  of  the  sword,  and  laying  out 
the  contents  of  the  common  purse  at  the 
shop  in  delicacies  suitable  to  the  occasion. 
Aberncthysandham,  of  course,  figured  pro- 
minently. The  cake  and  jam  were  rather 
a  "  scratch  lot,"  as  they  mostly  consisted  cf 


"outsides"  and  "pot-ends"  collected 
from  various  sources  and  amalgamated 
into  one  stock.  But,  to  compensate  for 
this,  Wally  had  managed  to  get  round  the 
matron,  and  by  representing  to  her  the 
delicate  nature  of  the  entertainment, 
wheedled  her  out  of  a  pot  of  "  extra  special ' ' 
tea,  and  a  small  jug  of  cream.  For  the 
rest,  there  were  the  relics  of  the  "  Cock 
House  "  commissariat,  a  cocoa-nut,  gene- 
rously contributed  by  Fisher  i,  and  the 
usiTal  allowance  of  bread  and  butter. 

The  principal  delicacy  of  the  feast,  how- 
ever, was  contributed  by  a  fair  lady,  and 
to  Percy  belonged  the  honour  and  glory 
of  its  acquisition. 

On  his  way  from  Hall  he  had  run  flop 
into  the  arms  of  Mrs.  Stratton,  who  was 
carrying  in  her  hands  a  small  basket  of 
hothouse  grapes. 

"  I'm  awfully  sorry,  I  say,  Mrs.  Strat- 
ton," said  the  culprit,  as  the  basket  and 
its  contents  fell  to  the  ground. 
"  So  am  I,"  said  Mrs.  Stratton. 
"  There's  two  bunches  out  of  three  not 
bashed,"  said  Percy,  on  his  knees  picking 
up  the  ruin.  "  I  say,  Mrs.  Stratton,  if 
yoir'd  let  me  pay  for  the  other  I  can  give 
you  twopence  a  week,  beginning  next  week. 
I'd  rather,  you  know." 

Mrs.  Stratton  laughed  pleasantly.  It 
was  always  a  satisfaction,  she  told  her 
husband,  to  come  into  collision  with  a 
junior.    He  always  got  the  best  of  it. 

"No,  thank  you,  Wheatfield.  But  I 
tell  you  what  you  must  do." 

"  All  serene,  Mrs.  Stratton,"  said  Percy 
sxibmissi^  ely,  preparing  himself  for  a 
hundred  lines  at  least. 

"  One  of  the  bunches  is  damaged.  You 
must  take  it  and  get  yoiu-  friends  to  help 
you  eat  it.  Good-bye." 

On  the  whole,  therefore,  the  spread 
provided  for  Mr.  Eollitt  was  a  respectable 
one,  and  not  likely  to  do  discredit  to  his 
entertainers. 

He  was  installed  to  the  place  of  honour 
in  the  fender,  Wally  occupying  the  seat 
in  the  passage,  the  others  ranging  them- 
selves on  either  side  of  the  board.  They 
watched  their  guest's  eye  somewhat 
anxiously  to  detect  in  it  any  signs  of  pre- 
dilection for  anj'  particular  dish.  But  he, 
poor  man,  was  too  bewildered  by  the 
novel  experience  he  was  imdergoing  to 
betray  any  symptoms  of  appetite. 

"  What'll  you  have  ?  "  said  Percy, 
presently. 

"Well,  if  you've  got  a  bit  of  bread  and 
cheese  and  a  drop  of  something,  I  don't 
mind,  thank  you  kindly." 

This  was  rather  a  damper ;  but  Wally 
was  equal  to  the  emergency. 

"  Have  an  Abernethy — that's  what 
RoUitt's  been  living  on.  You'll  like  it. 
We  keep  a  stock  in  our  shop." 

"  Only  a  penny  each,"  said  Ramshaw, 
explanatorily. 

"  Better  have  some  jam  with  it,"  said 
Cottle. 

"Like  some  tea?"  enquired  D'Arcy, 
who  had  charge  of  the  pot,  beginning  to 
fill  up  a  mug  the  size  of  the  slop  basin 
with  the  matron's  "  extra  special." 

"  The  cake's  not  so  bad— there's  several 
lumps  not  a  bit  stale,"  said  Ashby. 

"If  you  like  cocoa-nut,"  said  Fisher  ii, 
"  my  brother's  lent  us  one,  and  I'll  cut 
you  a  chunk." 

"  And  there's  some  grapes  for  you, 
when  you're  ready,"  said  Percy,  proudly; 
"  a  present  from  a  lady." 


The  awkward  thing  was  that,  in  their 
eagerness  to  see  their  guest  eat,  none  of 
the  juniors  took  anything.  They  con- 
tinued to  pile  up  the  good  man's  plate  till 
he  didn't  know  where  to  begin,  and  fairly 
bewildered  him  by  each  commending  the 
excellence  of  his  own  particular  delicacy. 

"  Thank'ee,  young  gents.  I  ain't  much 
of  a  eater  when  I'm  away  from  home  ; 
no  more  ain't  my  Alf.  But  I'U  take  a 
snack,  anyhow." 

Whereupon,  to  their  delight,  he  com- 
menced an  onslaught  on  the  viands  before 
him,  every  morsel  he  ate  being  followed  by 
eighteen  admiring  eyes  into  his  mouth. 
He  made  short  work  of  the  Abernethys 
and  cake,  tossed  off  the  tea  as  if  it  v/ere  a 
thimbleful,  jerked  down  the  hunk  of 
cocoa;-nut,  gulped  the  grapes,  and  gene- 
rally gave  the  spectators  an  admirable 
and  comprehensive  performance. 

They  were  charmed.  So  much  so,  that 
out  of  sheer  pleasure  they  began  to  eat 
too.  The  meal,  if  brief,  was  a  merry  one. 
Mr.  Eollitt  took  a  special  fancy  to  the 
Abernethys — a  choice  which  of  course 
put  the  shop-directors  in  an  ecstasy. 
They  only  reproached  themselves  that 
they  had  not  provided  twelve  instead  of 
six. 

At  length,  pai'tly  because  there  was 
nothing  left  but  lukewarm  water  and 
the  toughest  crusts  of  the  cake,  and 
partly  because  the  guest's  appetite  was 
beginning  to  flag,  the  solid  portion  of  the 
meal  came  to  an  end,  and  the  social 
began. 

After  sundry  nudgings  and  -^^-hisperings 
and  signals  among  the  jiniiors,  Wally 
filled  up  his  cup  with  warm  water  and 
rose  to  his  feet. 

"Ladies  and  gentlemen,"  he  said,  "I 
— you  know — that  is— shut  up,  young 
Cash,  unless  you  want  to  do  it  instead  of 
me — it's  this  way,  you  see,  you  chaps  :  I 
sort  of  think  we  ought  to  drink  tlie  health 
of  Eolhtt's  governor.  He's  a  good  old 
sort,  and  we're  backing  up  old  Eollitt. 
It  wasn't  a  very  grand  spread.  There'd 
have  been  some  sardines  if  you'd  come  last 
week  ;  but  that  greedy  pig,  D'Arcy  " 

"  Go  on,  it  was  you  finished  them, 
three  in  two  gulps,"  protested  the  outraged 
D'Arcy. 

"  Lookhere,  joung  D'Arcy,"  said  Wally, 
seriously,  "  aui  I  making  this  speech,  or 
are  you"?  If  you  don't  shut  up,  I'll  jolly 
well  make  you.  We  hope  you'^■e  liked  it, 
and  don't  mind  our  drinkuig  yoin-  health, 
you  Imow.  It'll  be  joUy  when  old  Eollitt 
turns  up.  We'd  ask  you  again  to-morrow, 
you  know,  only  the  grub's  rim  short. 
Therefore,  I  have  much  pleasiu-e  in  pro- 
posing your  health." 

The  toast  was  drunk  with  acclamation, 
the  party  joining  in  "  For  he's  a  joUy 
good  fellow,"  much  to  the  alarm  of  the 
occupants  of  the  neighbouring  studies, 
who  flocked  out  in  the  passage  to  see 
what  the  noise  was  about. 

WaUv  assured  them  there  was  no  grub 
left,  GO  they  needn't  hang  about;  but  a 
good  many  of  them  remained  all  the 
same  to  hear  Mr.  EoDitt's  speech. 

"Thank'ee  kindly,  young  masters," 
began  he,  with  his  usual  fornnila.  "I 
ain't  no  schollard  like  my  Alf  is.  He 
could  talk  to  you  straight.  I'm  sorry  he 
ain't  here,  gents.  He's  bound  to  be 
somewheres,  and  I'm  sTU-e  it's  no  offence 
meant,  his  going  away.  I  likes  your 
style,  and  I  hopes  that  young  fly-by- 
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night  who  says  my  AJf  s  a  thief  will  iell 
him  so  to  his  face.  My  Alf '11  settle  him 
proper.  Them  as  pays  for  my  Alf's 
schooling  which  it's  two  kind  ladies, 
masters,  as  my  missus  was  kinder  foster- 
sister  too — means  to  make  a  gent  of  my 
Alf.  But,  bless  you,  he'd  sooner  be 
along  of  me  in  the  building  trade.  Not 
that  my  Alf  ain't  a  schollard,  and  can't 
behave  himself.  He  do  behave  beautiful 
to  his  mother,  does  Alf,  and  ain't  nothink 
of  the  fine  gent  at  home.  So  there,  I  teU 
you  straight,  and  no  offence  meant,  young 
masters.  I  like  your  style,  I  do.  Don't 
you  take  on  about  my  Alf  bein'  a  missing. 
He's  bound  to  be  somewheres.  I  know'd 
him  do  it  afore,  when  things  went 
contrairy.  But  he  wasn't  fur  off,  and 
come  back.  On'y  don't  let  'im  cop  hold 
of  that  there  jumper  as  says  he's  a  thief, 
or  there'll  be  a  row  in  the  'ouse.  Why, 
my  Alf 's  that  straight  he  wouldn't  rob  a 
dog  of  his  bone,  not  if  he  was  starving. 
That's  flat.  So  here's  to  you,  young 
gents ;  and  if  you  happen  to  be  passing 
near  Crackstoke  waj-,  me  and  my  missus'll 
be  proud  to  see  yer.    Here's  luck  !  " 

The  speech  was  rapturously  applauded, 
not  only  by  the  party  present,  but  by  the 
knot  of  fellows  in  the  passage,  who  were 
taking  advantage  of  the  necessarily  open 
,door  to  join  in  the  proceedings  as  out- 
siders. 

Wally,  however,  resented  the  intru.sion, 
and  as  soon  as  the  speech  of  the  evening 
was  ended,  ordered  one  of  the  tables  to 
be  cleared,  and  placing  his  chair  upon  it, 
made  room  for  the  door  to  be  closed  on  the 
intruders,  much  to  their  disappointment. 

After  the  favourable  reception  of  his 
speech,  Mr.  RoUitt  became  very  much 
more  at  liome,  and  produced  a  pipe  from 
his  pocket,  which  he  proceeded  in  the 
most  natm-al  way  to  light.  His  hosts 
gazed  in  a  somewhat  awestruck  way  at 
the  proceeding,  but  Wally  gave  the  right 
cue. 

"  That's  right,  Mr.  Rollitt ;  make  your- 
self at  home." 

"  So  I  are.  You  see,  in  my  days, 
schooling  wom't  what  it  is.  Now  this 
here  school  must  be  a  topper." 

"It's  not  bad,"  said  Percy.  "You  see 
there  was  a  jolly  row  on  this  term  between 
the  Classics  and  our  lot,  and  they  had  to 
be  taken  down  a  bit." 

"  Did  they  ?  "  retorted  WaUy,  very  in- 
dignant ;  "  how  many  pegs  did  you  come 
down  ?  Who  had  to  get  our  chaps  to 
come  and  give  them  a  leg  up  every  other 
day?  " 

"  Who  swindled  at  elections  and  got 
licked  on  the  hands,  eh  ?  " 

"  Who  got  their  football  bagged,  and 
couldn't  get  it  back  ?  " 

"  Who  got  kicked  out  of  the  front  row 
at  the  Rendlesham  match  ?  " 

"  'Armony,  gents,  'armony,"  said  Mr. 
Rollitt,  waving  his  pipe  encouragingly. 

The  rebuke  was  oiiportune.  It  wasn't 
fair  to  the  guest  to  squabble  before  him. 

"-W^e've  stashed  all  that,"  said  Percy, 
presently ;  "  they  got  civil  to  us,  so  we  got 
civil  to  them,  and  we're  all  in  the  shop 
togetlier.  And  we're  all  backing  up  old 
RoUitt,  ain't  we,  you  chaps,  and  we're  go- 
ing down  in  a  lump  for  the  clubs  ;  and 
we  all  shelled  out  for  this  do  ;  so  it's  all 
right  now.    See  ?  " 

Mr.  Rollitt  thought  he  did,  and  nodded 
amiably. 

"You  see,  it's  not  much  larks  unless 


we're  all  in  it.  We  went  up  Hawk's  Pike, 
you  know." 

"No,"  said  Mr.  Rollitt.  "  How  did 
that  happen  ?  " 

"  Well,  it  was  this  way,  you  see,"  began 
Percy,  taking  up,  as  was  his  wont,  the 
narrative  at  a  remote  period.  "After 
those  Classic  cads — k-i-d-s,  you  know,  had 
— (Shut  up,  Wally,  I  said  k-i-d-s ;  can't  you 
spell  ■?)  had  caved  in. 

"Who  caved  in?"  expostulated  the 
Classics. 

"  Well,  after  Stratton's,  you  know, 
when  we  started  the  shop — I  say,  you'll 
have  to  come  and  see  the  shop — well — it 
was  before  that,  though  ;  it  was  when  the 
row  began  about  Corder  not  bemg  stuck 
in — that  was  before  that,  you  know — 
Brinkman  screwed  his  foot,  so  there 
was  a  man  short  for  the  team,  so  Clapper- 
ton — that's  our  prefect,  you  know  ;  he's 

all  right  now,  but  he  huUo,  I  say,  he's 

gone  asleep !  " 

Sure  enough  Mr.  Rollitt,  weary  with 
his  long  journey,  with  the  excitement  of 
the  day,  and  with  the  excellence  of  the 
tea,  had  dozed  off  comfortably,  on  his 
chair  in  the  fender,  with  his  pipe  in  his 
mouth. 

Percy  felt  it  unnecessary  to  pursue  his 
lucid  narrative,  and  the  nine  hosts  sat 
watching  their  man  as  his  head  nodded 
forward,  and  the  urgent  necessity  for  a 
snore  presently  rendered  the  position  of 
the  pipe  no  longer  tenable. 

It  was  a  triumph  !  No  man  could  have 
gone  off  like  that  unless  he  had  felt 
thoroughly  comfortable.  The  railway  rug 
was  again  produced  and  laid  over  his 
knees,  aAid  his  feet  were  gently  lifted  on 
the  hassock,  and  a  pillow  was  neatly  in- 
serted at  the  back  of  the  chair ;  and  all 
looked  so  snug,  and  the  hospitable  juniors 
were  so  pleased  with  the  result,  that  they 
had  tlie  vanity  to  let  the  door  stand  open 
so  that  all  who  passed  by  might  see  how 
comfortaljle  they  could  make  a  guest  when 
they  liked. 

To  heighten  the  effect  they  decided  to 
do  their  preparation  on  the  spot,  and  so 
not  only  impress  the  sleeper  when  he 
awoke,  but  advertise  themselves  to  the 
outside  world  as  boys  who  by  no  means 
forewent  the  serious  side  of  school-life  for 
its  lighter  functions. 

It  must  be  owned  that  next  day,  when 
the  work  thus  accomplished  was  subjected 
to  the  microscopic  test  of  the  master's 
eyes,  it  was  not  any  better — some  said  it 
was  even  worse — than  usual.  That  had 
nothing  to  do  with  the  present. 

Wally,  who  put  his  chair  out  again  in 
the  passage,  had  most  of  his  time  occupied 
in  making  pantomimic  appeals  for  silence 
from  passers-by,  to  whom  he  pointed  out 
the  figure  of  the  sleeping  Mr.  Rollitt  as 
a  justification.  The  others,  debarred  from 
speech  (for  it  was  considered  that  even 
a  whisper  might  awaken  the  sleeper, 
although  the  violent  process  of  tucking 
him  up  just  now  had  failed  to  do  so),  were 
reduced  to  communication  with  one  an- 
other in  writing,  which  took  up  so  much 
time  and  paper,  that  very  little  of  either 
was  left  for  lessons. 

At  last,  after  half  an  hour's  suspense, 
the  clang  of  the  house-bell  for  call-over 
broke  the  spell.  Mr.  Rollitt  grmited  and 
yawned  and  opened  his  eyes,  looked  about 
for  his  pipe,  inspected  the  rug  on  his  knees, 
took  his  feet  oft"  the  hassock,  and  finally 
realised  where  he  was. 


"I  was  nigh  'andy  asleep  that  time," 
said  he,  rmnmaging  in  his  pocket  for  a 
lucifer. 

"  It's  all  right ;  we  were  doing  our  prep, 
you  know.  Now  we've  got  to  be  called 
over.  If  you  stick  here  we'll  be  back  iii 
a  jiffy,  and  then  we'll  take  you  to  see  the 
shop,"  said  Wally. 

"  Thank'ee  kindly,"  said  the  guest; 
"  don't  put  yourselves  about  for  me.  Tako 
your  time,  young  gents." 

"  We  shan't  be  long.  I  say,  wait  for  us, 
won't  3'ou  ?  Don't  you  go  out  with  any 
other  chaps.    They  ain't  in  it,  you  know." 

"I  ain't  a-goin'  with  nobody, don't  you 
make  no  mistake,"  was  the  visitor's  satis- 
factory assurance. 

They  had  some  thoughts  about  locking 
him  in  to  make  sure  of  him,  but  decided 
to  trust  his  parole,  and  trooped  down 
impatiently  to  call-over,  binding  one  an- 
other to  assemble  at  the  shop  immediately 
afterwards,  whither  Wally  and  Percy  were 
to  conduct  their  guest. 

To  the  satisfaction  of  these  young 
gentlemen,  the  bird  was  safely  in  his  cage 
when  they  returned,  dimly  visible  through 
the  smoke,  looking  at  the  pictures  in  the 
illustrated  paper.  He  meekly  obeyed  their 
summons,  relieving  their  embarrassment 
somewhat  by  putting  his  pipe  away  in  his 
pocket  as  he  rose. 

"  Where's  the  rest  of  the  pals  ?  "  asked 
he. 

"  Down  at  the  shop.  It's  not  the  regular 
hour,  you  know.  But  we  can  get  in  with 
the  key.    Come  along,  Mr.  Rollitt." 

The  old  watch  tower,  which,  as  the 
reader  knows,  is  the  oldest  remaining  por- 
tion of  Fellsgarth,  was  rather  an  imposing 
looking  edifice  for  so  mundane  an  estab- 
lishment as  the  school- shop.  The  shop, 
indeed,  occupied  only  a  small  apartment 
on  the  gromid-floor,  which  had  previously 
been  used  as  a  porter's  lodge,  the  re- 
mainder of  the  structure,  including  the 
disused  belfry  and  watch-turret,  being 
abandoned  to  the  owls  and  ghosts  and  ivy 
which  accorded  best  with  the  ancient 
traditions  of  the  place. 

Mr.  Rollitt,  whose  profession  sharpened 
his  observation  for  specimens  of  bygone 
achievements  in  his  own  line  of  business, 
noted  the  venerable  exterior  before  him 
with  admiration. 

"  That  there  bit  of  bricks  and  mortar," 
said  he,  "  warn't  built  yesterday." 

"  Oh,  it's  millions  of  years  old,"  said 
Wally  ;  "  but  our  shop,  you  loiow,  has  only 
just  been  started." 

"  They  don't  make  copin's  like  them  to- 
day," repeated  Mr.  Rollitt. 

"W^e  go  in  for  good  grub  cheap,"  said 
Percy  ;  "  no  shoe-leather,  like  Bob  used  to 
sell." 

"  I  reckon  them  top  courses  is  a  hundred 
year  after  this  here  bottom  part.  Not 
much  jerry  there  neither." 

"  We  boss  it  among  us,  you  know,"  said 
Wally,  "  and  take  turns  to  serve.  We 
don't  get  a  bad  profit  either." 

Here  they  were  joined  by  the  rest  of 
the  party.  But  to  their  disappointment 
Mr.  Rollitt' s  interest  in  the  shop  was 
small  compared  with  that  he  showed  in 
the  lay  of  the  bricks,  the  run  of  the 
beams,  and  the  hardness  of  the  mortar. 

"  They  knowed  their  way  about, 
straight,  those  days,"  said  he,  picking 
away  between  two  of  the  bricks  with  his 
mil. 

"  Try  one  of  our  '  Rollitt's  particular,'  " 


pleaded  D'Arcy,  in  the  hope  that  this 
invitation  at  least  would  interest  him. 

Bnt  no.  He  went  "  nosing  round," 
taking  no  notice  of  the  stores,  and  putting 
off  all  invitations  with  a  "  thank'ee  kindly, 
not  to-day." 

It  was  a  sore  blow  to  his  hosts.  After 
what  they  had  done  for  him,  after  the 
way  they  had  mirsed  him  all  day,  after 
the  tea  they  had  given  him,  and  the  pipes 
he  had  smoked  in  tlieir  study !  They 
could  have  thrown  him  overboard  in  tlieir 
mortification.  But  the  dread  lest  some 
one  else,  some  of  the  middle  boys,  for 
instance,  should  get  hold  of  him  and 
"run"  him,  decided  them  to  pocket  their 
feelings  and  back  him  up  still. 

"  No  offence,  young  gents,"  said  he 
presently  ;  "  but  if  you've  a  ladder  'andy, 
I'd  like  to  take  a  look  up  there." 

"  Oh,  there's  nothing  up  there — only 
bats  and  owls,"  said  Wally,  "and  there's 
no  ladder." 

But  Mr.  Eollitt  pointed  out  in  a  corner, 
behind  the  back  of  the  shop,  some  pro- 
tntding  bits  of  stone  let  into  the  brick, 
evidently  with  a  view  to  form  a  rude 
ladder  or  stair  to  the  chambers  above. 

This  promised  well.  An  exploration  of 
the  Watch  Tower  offered  some  little  com- 
pensation for  the  sliglit  put  on  their  sliop. 

"I  never  saw  that  before,"  said  Wallj'. 
"  I  vote  we  go  iip." 


My.  Eollitt  led  the  way  with  all  the 
agility  of  a  practical  hodman.  The  steps 
ended  witli  a  trap-door  in  the  ceiling, 
which  he  pushed  up  before  him. 

"  Mind  how  you  go,  young  gents,"  said 
he  to  his  followers  ;  "  one  at  a  time  on 
them  stones." 

The  trap-door  opened  into  a  sort  of 
passage,  at  the  . end  of  whicli  was  a  nar- 
row brick  corkscrew  staircase. 

It  was  too  dark  to  do  anything  but  feel 
their  way  up  ;  Mr.  Eollitt  leading,  and 
testing  every  step  as  he  went  along. 

"  Why,"  said  Wally  suddenly,  and 
with  a  touch  of  alarm  in  his  voice  as  they 
were  halting  a  moment  to  allow  Mr. 
Eollitt  to  inspect  with  the  end  of  a  lucifer 
one  of  the  loophole  windows,  "  why,  look 
up  there — there's  a  light !  " 

They  looked.  And  there,  struggling 
apparently  from  under  a  door  which 
closed  the  head  of  the  stairs,  came  a 
streak  of  light. 

"  I  say — it's  ghosts,"  said  Fisher  ii. 
"  Let's  go  back." 

"  More  likely  it's  my  Alf,"  said  Mr. 
Eollitt.  "  I  know'd  he  was  somewheres 
not  fur  off." 

He  went  up,  followed  at  a  more  respect- 
ful distance  than  before  by  the  boys,  and 
pushed  open  the  door. 

They  heard  the  sound  of  an  exclama- 
tion within,  and  a  noise  as  of  some  one 


starting  to  his  feet.    Next  moment,  as 
the  light  streamed  down  the  staircase 
tliey  heard  a  familiar  voice  say — 
"  Father!  " 

"  That's  me,  Alf,  my  boy ;  I  know'd 
you  was  somewheres  'andy." 

"  I  say,"  said  Wally,  in  an  excited 
whisper  to  his  followers,  "  we'd  best  cut 
back,  you  chaps.  They  don't  want  us  up 
there." 

The  delicate  suggestion  was  appreciated 
by  the  party,  who  forthwith  made  a  pre- 
cipitate retreat. 

"  We  as  good  as  found  him,  that's  one 
thing,  and  nobody  else  was  in  it,"  said 
Percy  triumphantly. 

"  Eather  not.  Keep  it  mmn.  Let's 
go-  and  light  the  fire  in  his  room  and  have 
some  grub  ready  for  him.  Good  old 
Eollitt,  I'm  jolly  glad  he's  turned  up." 

"That's  how  he  got  the  Abernethys," 
said  D'Arcy.  "  Jolly  honest  to  pay  for 
them." 

"  You  don't  suppose  anj'body  would 
collar  things  out  of  the  shop  and  not  pay 
for  them,  you  lout,  do  you  ?  " 

Whereat,  leaving  the  door  on  the  latch, 
they  marched  arm  in  arm  across  the 
school  green,  kicking  every  junior  they 
met,  and  mystifying  everybody  by  whis- 
tling at  the  top  of  their  voices,  "  See  the 
conquering  hero  comes." 

(To  be  continueil.) 


MAURICE  IvEPt 


As  the  girls  approached,  Maurice,  over- 
v/hcimed  with  fatigue,  excitement, 
and  hunger,  fainted  on  the  steps  of  the 
altar.  The  factitious  energy  which  joy 
and  surprise  had  for  a  moment  given  him 
had  vanished. 

"We  have  come  too  late!"  said 
Catherine  in  terror. 

"No!"  said  Leila,  holding  tip  the 
lamp,  "it  is  only  a  faint.  Quick,  the 
cordial !  and  you  have  your  salts,  have 
you  not,  Catherine  ?  " 

In  a  few  minutes  Maurice  had  re- 
covered, and  thanked  them  with  a  smile  ; 
and  after  drinking  a  few  drops  of  the 
cordial  Leila  gave  him '  he  felt  himself 
revive,  and,  memory  returning  with 
strength,  he  rose  full  of  surprise  and 
questioned  them. 

"  How  did  you  come  here "?  What 
does  it  mean  ?  What  imprudence  !  And 
yet  I  am  glad  to  see  you.  But  do  you 
know  the  danger  you  are  in '?  Goucha 
Nichin  has  declared  that  none  of  the 
profane  shall  enter-  the  sanctuary  and 
escape  alive  witlioitt  his  consent." 

And  at  tlie  tliought  of  the  danger 
threatening  these  dear  heads,  the  young 
man's  forehead  again  became  pale. 

"  Come,  sir,"  said  Gargaridi,  whose 
spirits  the  sight  of  the  food  brought  by 
the  girls  had  suddenly  revived,  "  let  us. 
not  think  of  evils  to  come,  but  let  us  have 
something  to  eat.  We  shall  have  plenty 
of  time  to  think  of  them  afterwards." 

"  Aristomenc's  ri'_;-ht."  snid  Catliorine, 
who,  with  Leila,  was  Ijiisy  ana  ii- . ;  .i;"  the 
cold  meat,  and  wine,  and  cakes  they  had 
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brought.  "  First  you  must  get  back  your 
strength,  and  then  you  shall  hear  how  we 
came  here." 

"And  you,  Goucha  Nichin,"  said 
Maiu'ice  to  the  old  Guebre,  who  had 
been  leaning  against  a  pillar  and  remained 
unmoved  while  all  this  was  going  on ; 
"  will  you  not  have  something  to  eat '? 
Are  you  not  half  dead  with  hunger  ?  " 

The  magus  contented  himself  with  a 
violent  gesture  of  negation,  and,  witli  a 
look  of  anger  and  scorn  at  the  preparations 
for  the  meal,  resumed  his  meditations. 

"  As  for  you,  Gargaridi,"  said  Maurice, 
"  I  liope  you  will  do  honour  to  the  repast." 

"  You  can  depend  upon  me,  sir,"  said 
the  servant,  going  a  few  steps  away  with 
an  air  of  intense  satisfaction,  and  sitting 
domi  with  his  plate  on  his  knees.  "  But — 
as  I  said  a  little  before  the  fatal  accident 
in.  which  our  victuals  disappeared  in  a 
moment — be  prudent.  We  know  not 
how  long  we  may  be  immmed  here  ;  let 
Its  ration  ourselves.  Aitd  besides,  I  have 
always  heard  that  after  a  long  fast  we 
should  eat  little  and  slowly." 

And  so  saying  he  filled  his  mouth  and 
was  silent. 

"  To  what  accident  does  Gargaridi 
refer?"  asked  Catherine,  putting  the 
things  in  order. 

"Oh!  accident  is  a  euphemism,"  said 
Matu-ice,  smiling.  "  The  fact  is  that  the 
poor  fellow,  driven  crazy  with  himger 
the  other  night,  could  not  help  eating 
everything  that  was  left." 

"Oh!  that  is  di'eadful !  "  said  Leila 
indignantly. 


OF  ECBATANA. 


"I  assure  you  he  was  furious  with 
himself.  And  itow  you  see  I  have  re- 
covered, tell  me  by  what  miracle  you 
have  managed  to  get  i-n  here." 

"The  honour  belongs  to  Leila,"  said 
Catherine.  "  Without  her  I  shottld  only 
have  wept  and  given  waj-  to  vain  despair." 

I  "  But  Catherine  is  the  real  cattse,  after 
all,"  said  Leila.  "I  should  ne\'er  have 
thought  it  right  to  interfere  with  the  plans 
of  Goucha  Nicliin ;  the  sight  of  my  friend's 
affliction  made  me  risk  my  grandfather's 

!  anger." 

And  she  cast  a  timid  interrogating  look 
at  the  old  magus. 

"  Explain,  Leila,"  said  he  curtlj',  with- 
out replying  to  the  girl's  half-expi'essed 
question"  "  How  didst  thou  find  thy  way 
into  the  sanctuary  ?  " 

"  You  can  easily  imagine,"  said  Leila, 
"  to  what  anguish  we  were  a  prey  when  we 
could  no  longer  doubt  that  some  accident 
had  befallen  you.  Catherine,  warned  by 
I  know  not  what  presentiment,  had  fi'om 
the  first  shown  great  apprehension  as  to 
the  resitlt  of  yotu-  enterprise  ;  as  for  me," 
and  the  girl  as  she  spoke  looked  at  him 
clearly,  tmshakenly,  "  confident  in  Goucha 
Nichin's  prudence  and  rectitude,  I  had  at 
first  no  anxiety.  But  the  time  came  when 
I  could  no  longer  help  sharing  the  doubts 
and  terrors  of  my  friend.  Hours,  days, 
passed.  Either  you  were  lost  and  we  had 
to  vs  eep  for  you.' or  else  you  were  in  need 
of  immediate  help.  All  we  could  do  was 
to  think  of  the  means  of  helping  you. 
Chance  had  put  me  in  the  way  of  a  secret, 
a  terrible  secret,  which  I  should  never 
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have  revealed  without  a  powerful  motive  ; 
but  it  was  a  question  of  saving  human 
lives;  yoiu's,  Grand  Mobed,  so  essential 
to  your  people ;  yomrs,  young  man,  so 
precious  to  your  sister  ;  the  life  of  a  faithful 
servant — and  I  hesitated  no  longer." 

The  Guebre  littered  a  hoUow  groan. 

"  Your  revelations  had  taught  me  little 
beyond  the  existence  of  this  subterranean 
palace.  To  them  you  added  afterwards 
in  a  simple  and  popular  form  the  legend 
of  the  Swinging  Stone,  in  which  was 
hidden  a  part  of  the  ti'uth.  The  entrance 
into  the  labyrinth,  the  exact  position  of 
which  remained  unknown  to  j'ou,  was 
made,  you  know,  by  means  of  a  moving 
stone,  quite  hidden  in  the  wall,  the  sprmg 
of  which  it  was  impossible  to  find  without 
special  instructions  or  a  lucky  chance. 
Still,  as  in  the  legend,  this  chance  was 
possible,  and  had  been  foreseen  by  the 
architect,  who  had  hung  the  stone  in  such 
a  way  that  it  would  close  of  itself  if 
opened  at  hazard.  These  things  made 
a  great  impression  on  me,  and  I  often 
thought  about  them.  I  saw  what  a  dis- 
appointment it  would  be  for  yoxi  to  end 
your  life  without  recovering  the  lost  clue. 
I  was  not  for  nothing  the  descendant  of 
the  son  of  the  Sim,  and  I  also  had  at 
heart  the  recapture  by  yoiu-  caste  of  the 
power  that  had  escaped  from  your  hands." 

As  Leila  spoke  these  words  the  old  man 
proudly  raised  his  head,  and  in  his  look 
was  a  momentary  flash  of  paternal  pride. 
The  others  listened  attentively. 

"  And  as  the  answer  comes  to  those 
who  think  constantly  about  one  thing, 
and  search  their  mind  imceasingly,  so  I 
thought  that  some  day  or  another  I 
should  find  the  solution  of  the  mystery 
which  was  the  cause  of  such  long  and 
cruel  trouble.  The  solution  was  close  to 
you.  Without  knowing  it,  j'ou  possessed 
it.   All  your  life  you  had  it  at  your  hand." 

"Wonderful !  "  muttered  the  Guebre. 

"  The  very  night  before  the  day  fixed 
for  the  last  exploration,  as  I  was  turning 
over  the  sublime  book  you  taught  me  to 
read,  the  '  Clavicle  of  Solomon,'  my  atten- 
tion was  suddenly  arrested  by  a  strange 
fact.  I  had  ceased  to  understand  what  I 
was  reading,  and  while  my  imagination 
in  its  flight  wandered  afar,  my  eyes 
fastened  on  the  sacred  letters,  and  seemed 
from  moment  to  moment  to  fix  themselves 
on  them  with  a  force  independent  of  my 
will. 

"  The  open  page  before  me  consisted  of 
mmierous  paragraphs.  Half  awake,  half 
under  hallucination,  it  seemed  to  me  all 
at  once  as  though  every  letter  on  the 
page  faded  away  except  the  first  and  last 
letters  of  each  paragraph,  and  these  stood 
out  clearly-  by  themsel\'es,  and  following 
the  tortuous  lines  they  formed  I  put  them 
together  into  words,  and  read  distinctly 
— '  Swinging  Stone.'  For  a  moment  I 
remained  as  if  paralysed,  and  then  I  rose 
and  rubbed  my  eyes,  and  I  thought  I  had 
been  the  sport  of  an  illusion,  for  the  page 
had  become  readable,  and  no  letter  stood 
out  more  than  another.  But  it  did  not 
take  me  long  to  see  that  notwithstanding 
this  difference  I  had  read  aright.  Quite 
awake  this  time,  I  put  together  the  first 
and  last  letter  of  each  paragraph,  and  in 
due  order  I  read  the  words,  '  Swinging 
Stone.'  You  had  so  profoundly  initiated 
me  into  the  mysteries  and  proceedings  of 
the  Kabbala,  that  I  at  once  saw  the 
importance  of  this  discovery  " 


"Ah!"  said  the  Guebre,  shuddering, 
wondering,  and  despairing  all  at  the  same 
time.  "  Unhappy  child !  Why  did 
Heaven  make  thee  so  great,  and  yet 
limit  thy  gifts '?  To  so  much  intelligence 
and  penetration  why  were  there  not 
joined  prudence,  wise  dissimulation, 
and  blind  devotion  to  the  interests  of  thy 
caste  ?  Why,  why  didst  thou  not  instantly 
tell  me  of  thy  marvellous  discovery  ?  Why 
hast  thou  profaned  it  by  revealing  it  to 
the  infidels  ?  Thrice  blessed  be  the  star 
that  presided  over  thy  birth,  Leila,  and 
thrice  cursed  be  the  influence  which  drew 
thee  from  the  straight  line,  softened  thy 
heart,  and  made  thee  forget  that  before 


easily.  At  the  very  moment  when  Cathe- 
rine's brother  brought  her  to  the  grotto, 
to  start  off  with  you  without  a  moment's 
delay,  I  had  just  convinced  myself  that 
the  sacred  book  contained  the  secret  of 
the  subterranean  palace,  and  the  way 
there,  and  I  had  just  learnt  that  the  first 
stage  of  that  way  was  this  very  Goul  Hek 
down  which  you  were  going." 

"  Yes,"  said  the  Guebre,  in  a  whisper, 
"  that  I  also  knew,  and  cruel  was  my 
hesitation  when  for  the  first  time  I  took 
down  it  the  young  Faranghi !  Would  to 
Heaven  I  had  hstened  to  the  voice  which 
called  me  back  !  " 

"  It  was  not  a  good  time  for  explana- 


"  We  have  come  too  late  ! ' 


all  thou  wast  the  daughter  of  the  magi ! 
Say,  why  didst  thou  not  instantly  tell  me 
of  this  precious  key  ?  " 

"  You  were  that  evening  more  absent 
and  silent  than  usual,  and  you  had  accus- 
tomed me,  father,  to  respect  your  medi- 
tations. Have  you  not  taught  me  to 
reflect  on  all  things,  and  to  saj'  nothing 
imless  I  know  ?  I  was  persuaded  that 
I  had  foimd  the  way  to  a  great  discovery, 
but  I  was  not  sure." 

"Well!"  said  the  old  man,  with  a 
deep  sigh,  "  such  has  been  the  will  of 
Mithra.    But  go  on  ;  continue  thy  story." 

"  In  the  morning,"  continued  Leila,  "  I 
had  but  a  few  moments  to  give  before  your 
departure  to  the  '  Clavicle  of  Solomon.' 
But  I  held  the  key,  and  henceforth  I  read 


tions,"  continued  Leila,  "and  I  waited 
for  yom-  return  to  tell  you  of  my  dis- 
coveries. I  need  not  say  that  nothing 
was  further  from  my  mind  than  to  reveal 
them  to  another  than  you.  However, 
time  went  on  ;  you  did  not  retm'n  ;  Cathe- 
rine was  dying  of  grief;  I  say  nothing 
about  myself.  The  conviction  grew  en 
my  mind  that  in  the  underground  palace 
you  had  been  swallowed  up.  I  imder- 
stood  what  had  happened.  For  long  I 
hesitated.  I  prayed  Mithra  to  inspire 
me ;  I  studied  the  book  to  find  in  what 
direction  I  should  go,  and  when  I  knew, 
in  the  early  hours  of  the  night  we  set  out. 
I  did  not  tell  Catherine  m  what  a  horrible 
condition  I  expected  to  find  you ;  but  the 
provisions  and  cordials  we  brought  speak 
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fbr  me.  Father,  she  has  endured  cruel 
tortures." 

"  Poor  sister  !  "  said  Maurice,  pityingly, 
while  Catherine,  with  her  head  on  his 
shoulder,  &till  wept  at  the  remembrance 
of  her  past  anguish. 

'•And  you,  Leila.  I  have  no  words  to  ex- 
press to  you  my  gratitude  and  admiration." 

"Ah!"  said  Catherine,  wiping  away 
her  tears,  "  you  cannot  know  how  well 
she  is  worthy  of  them.  Not  only  did  her 
genius  discover  the  means  of  i-eaching  you, 
but  she  has  sustained  me,  encouraged  me, 
and  taught  me  during  these  dreadful 
hours.  Will  you  believe  it,  Maurice,  I 
found  fault  with  you,  and  she  defended 
you  ?  In  my  confusion  I  found  fault  with 
everything  ;  .your  enterprise,  your  refusal 
to  take  me  with  you,  your  temerity.  And 
she  insisted  that  you  knew  better  than 
me  what  to  do,  that  you  were  not  rash, 
but  as  prudent  as  valiant  and  strong.  She 
told  me,  the  dear  little  preacher,  that  if 
she  had  the  honour  to  have  a  brother  like 
you,  she  would  know  how  to  encourage 
him  and  serve  him  with  constancy  in 
ordinary  times,  and  support  him  without 
complainhig  in  times  of  danger  and  dif- 
ficulty ' ' 

"  Catherine  !  "  murmured  Leila,  in  con- 
-fusion,  "  why  recall  such  painful  remem- 
.brances  ?  " 

"Oh!  they  are  not  painful,"  said 
'Catherine  cheerily.  "  But  do  not  be 
angry  with  me,  Leila ;  I  forget  that 
Maurice  is  not  your  brother,  although  for 
the  future  I  shall  look  upon  you  as  the 
•dearest  of  sisters." 

"Dear  heroines  both,"  said  Maurice, 
"  how  can  I  acknowledge  such  devotion  '? 
If  ever  I  return  to  daylight,  Leila,  I  will 
do  as  much  for  you,  and  will  be  the  most 
faithful  of  friends  to  you.  But  alas  !  "  he 
■  continued  dejectedly,  "what  is  the  use  of 
my  protestations  ?  I  forget  that  I  am  a 
prisoner  !  " 

The  old  Guebre,  deep  in  his  reflections, 
had  appeared  for  a  moment  to  take  no 
part  in  what  was  being  said. 

"Leila!"  said  he,  suddenly  looking 
lip,  "remember  who  thou  art!  Re- 
member that  the  descendant  of  the  Sons 
of  the  Sun  can  make  no  alliance  with  the 
Faranghis." 

"  Oh,  father  !  "  exclaimed  the  girl  with 
:animation,  "  did  I  not  tell  you  that  the 
Faranghis  are  not  strangers  to  us,  that 
■they  are  of  the  same  race  !  " 

"Relatives  almost,"  said  Catherine. 

"Relatives!"  said  the  old  magus;  "the 
■girls  must  be  out  of  their  minds  !  " 

"  Relatives  !  "  exclaimed  Maurice,  who 
was  very  far  at  the  moment  from  think- 
mg  of  his  studies  as  to  the  origin  of  the 
ancient  Bretons. 

"  If  relatives  be  too  strong  a  word,"  said 
Leila,  "  it  is  certain  at  least  that  we  are 
of  the  same  race.  You  do  not  know, 
father,  that  Catherine  Kerdic  and  her 
brother  are  of  pure  Armorican  birth. 
You  thought  as  I  did  that  as  they  came 
from  Paris  they  were  Parisians ;  Catherine 
has  told  me  they  are  of  a  Celto-Breton 
family  —  their  name  shows  it.  Hence 
their  ancestors  must  have  been  Druids, 
and  the  Druids,  I  need  not  tell  you,  came 
from  Chaldea  and  were  the  brothers  of 
the  worshippers  of  Mithra,  whom  to-day 
we  know  as  Guebres.  There  is  no  doubt, 
father,  that  we  are  of  the  same  origin." 

"  The  fact  thou  hast  revealed  to  me," 
eaid  the  magus  after  a  lengthy  reflection. 


"  is  neither  without  interest  nor  import- 
ance. In  other  circumstances  it  would 
have  been  sufficient  to  assure  the  young 
stranger  of  my  protection  and  support,  and 
to  remove  all  barriers  between  us.  But 
it  can  in  no  way  palliate  the  accomplished 
crime.  That  Kerdic  may  be  of  Chaldean 
origin  is  mudh  ;  but  is  he  of  the  priestly 
race  ?  No.  And  had  he  been  of  that 
race  our  mflexible  laws  would  none  the 
less  have  punished  him  with  death  for 
his  intrusion  into  the  sanctuary.  He 
is  neither  the  Grand  Mobed  nor  his 
heir  " 

"  He  knew  not  that  he  was  committing 
sacrilege  !  "  pleaded  Leila. 

"  The  law  knows  no  excuses." 

"  What  cruel  severity  !  "  imirmured 
Cathei'ine. 

"  It  is  not  severity  !  "  said  the  Guebre, 
with  his  blue  eyes  gleaming  with  fanati- 
cism ;  "  it  is  justice !  What  knowest 
thou,  young  girl,  of  the  grandeurs  and 
responsibilities  of  our  house  '?  Thinkest 
thou  that  a  man's  life  has  the  least  weight 
in  the  deliberations  of  the  magi,  when 
there  are  concerned  the  interests  and 
glory  of  Mithra  ?  And  even,"  he  con- 
tinued, after  a  silence,  "  even  if  we  are  to 
admit  that  the  young  Celto-Breton  is 
privileged  by  his  birth,  that  his  crime  is 
venial  not  being  voluntary,  what  are  we 
to  say  to  the  presence  here  of  the  others  ? 
What  are  Catherine  and  Gargaridi  doing  in 
this  sanctuary  ?  M^'oe !  woe !  The  Temple 
is  profaned  !  our  glory  is  tarnished  !  " 

And  lifting  his  hands  oij  high  in  despair 
he  seemed  torn  by  the  bitterest  grief. 

"  What  is  to  be  done  ?  "  said  Catherine 
gently,  while  he  moved  away  overcome 
by  the  tumult  of  his  emotions.  "  Do  you 
think,  Leila,  he  will  show  no  mercy  ?  " 

"  I  am  afraid  so.  But  do  not  judge 
him  too  severely.  Neither  you,  nor  I, 
nor  any  one,  perhaps,  can  gaiige  the  des- 
pair that  has  rent  the  soul  of  Goucha 
Nichin.  Think  of  some  family  relic  you 
have  been  brought  up  to  consider  vener- 
able and  sacred ;  imagine  this  relic 
broken,  trampled  on,  dragged  in  the  mud, 
and  you  will  have  some  feeble  idea  of  the 
tortures  to  which  the  high  priest  of  Mithra 
is  subject  at  seeing  the  temple  profaned." 

"  Oh,  my  friend  ! "  said  Catherine, 
deeply  affected  by  the  thought  of  the  old 
man's  sorrow,  "let  us  go  to  him,  and 
speak  to  him,  and  try  to  console  him  !  " 

"Alas!  "  said  Leila  sadly,  "we  should 
only  anger  him.  Goucha  Nichin  is  not 
like  other  men ;  tears,  prayers,  and  pity 
are  only  importunities  to  him.  He  is 
superior  to  them  all,  by  the  strength  of  his 
mind,  the  elevation  of  his  thoughts,  and  he 
is  reserved,  haughty,  silent,  inaccessible, 
contemptuous  of  all  human  sympathy." 

"  What  a  miserable  life  must  have  been 
yours!"  Catherine  could  not  help  saying. 

"  You  brought  me  the  only  joy  I  ever 
knew,"  said  Leila  simply.  "  But  I  repeat, 
if  it  is  possible  for  you  to  do  so,  forgive 
him.  His  long  life  has  been  nothing  but 
a  desperate  struggle  against  the  impos- 
sible, and  behold  it  is  crowned  by  a 
supreme  disaster !  " 

■"For  my  part,"  said  Maiirice,  gener- 
ously, "  I  forgive  him  with  my  whole 
heart,  and  I  wish  you  had  asked  me 
to  do  something  more  difficult.  Poor 
Goucha  Nichin !  I  am  sorry,  I  assure 
you,  to  have  been  in  any  way  the  cause 
of  the  torments  he  endures.  But  explain'* 
Leila,  how  it  is  that  so  great  a  difference 


exists  between  his  way  of  looking  at  things 
and  yours.  It  was  enough  to  hear  you 
excuse  his  fanaticism  (pardon  the  word) 
to  be  sure  that  you  did  not  share  it — 
even  if  you  had  not  proved  it  by  bringing 
Catherine  into  the  sanctuarj'." 

"  How  that  is,"  said  Leila,  thought- 
fully, "  I  do  not  know.  I  respect  deeply 
all  that  my  grandfather  has  taught  me 
to  re^-ere,  I  admire  and  honour  the  grand 
memories  he  represents,  I  venerate  the 
high  functions  he  fulfils  ;  but  I  cannot 
live  like  him  exclusively  in  the  past,  cut 
myself  off  from  the  living  and  feed  night 
and  day  on  recollections.  Perhaps  if  I 
had  been  his  son  he  would  have  made 
of  me  a  more  fervent  disciple,  because  he 
would  have  honoured  me  with  more  of  his 
confidence  and  intimacy.  But  I  am  only 
a  girl !  That  has  been  one  of  the  great 
griefs  of  Goucha  Nichin." 

"Dear,  dear  Leila!"  said  Catherine, 
throwing  her  arms  around  her,  "  don't 
talk  like  that." 

"  Who  would  not  be  proud  and  happy 
to  call  you  his  daughter  !  "  said  Maurice. 

"  Oh  !  would  I  could  lead  you  to  a  life 
less  gloomy  and  more  happy  !  "  con- 
tinued Catherine. 

"  Maurice,  let  us  take  her  to  Europe 
with  us  when  we  go  back  !  " 

"  I  am  quite  ready,"  said  Maurice,  while 
Leila  smiled  gently.  "  But  for  that  we 
must  first  get  out  of  here." 

"Yes,  yes,  quite  so,"  said  Catherine. 
"If  Goucha  Nichin  will  not  tell  us  it 
will  rest  with  us  to  find  the  outlet.  And 
that  ought  not  to  be  impossible." 

"  Hum  !  "  said  Maurice,  "  I  confess  I 
have  tried  everywhere.  My  head  swims 
through  thinking  of  nothing  but  this 
dreadful  maze.  Birt  unless  I  am  mis- 
taken the  shrewdness  which  was  able  to 
read  in  the  'Key  of  Solomon'  may  dis- 
cover some  indication." 

"  We  can  certainly  hope  so."  said 
Leila.  "  In  the  haste  and  anxiety  in 
which  we  were  I  scarcely  did  anything  but 
seek  the  way  in.  It  never  entered  my 
head  that  we  should  find  a  difficulty  in 
getting  out.  However,  I  did  look  through 
what  it  said  about  the  matter,  and  I  think 
that  by  earnest  reflection  I  might  recollect 
about "^it.  We  have  brought  something  to 
support  US  and  give  us  light  for  some 
days  ;  but  I  have  good  hopes  of  seeing  us 
all  out  of  here  before  long." 

As  she  finished  speaking  Catherine 
gave  a  sudden  start.  She  had  just  noticed 
that  Goucha  Nichin  had  returned  without 
being  observed  and  was  listening  atten- 
tively to  their  conversation.-  His  eyes 
gleamed ;  his  features  were  convulsed. 

"  Young  people,"  he  said  in  a  voice  he 
tried  to  make  pleasant,  "do  not  waste 
your  strength  and  courage  in  vain.  The 
will  of  man  is  not  unchangeable.  I  can 
alter  mine.  Listen  !  I  have  some  doubts 
as  to  the  legality  of  my  decision,  but  I 
cannot  resolve  them  in  a  moment.  A  day 
and  a  night  I  must  remain  prostrate 
before  Mithra,  praying  for  an  inspiration; 
after  that  you  will  know  my  decision, 
which  will  be  his.  TiU  then,  my  daughter, 
I  forbid  thee  to  make  use  of  the  secrets 
thou  hast  discovered  in  the  sacred  book, 
or  even  to  seek  to  recollect  them.  Pro- 
fanations enough  have  been  committed. 
Leave  this  matter  in  my  hands,  and  untd 
that  horn-  not  a  word  regarding  th*  mys- 
teries of  the  temple  !  " 

(To  be  conliniieJ.) 
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"An  old  monk  !  "  echoed  Merrinconrt. 

J\.  "  It  must  be  that  queer  old  chap 
who  came  to  see  us  so  often  when  we  first 
arrived.  He  hasn't  been  here  for  an  age, 
and  I  was  just  wondering  what  had  be- 
come of  him.  Y'ou'll  let  him  in,  won't 
you,  Alf?  he's  rather  a  joke." 

"  If  you  like,  Frank ;  but  he  must 
leave  at  sunset,  for  I  can't  have  any  out- 
siders within  the  gates  after  dark.  Admit 
him,  Lai  Singh." 

"  Why,  are  you  afraid  of  one  poor  old 
scarecrow  of  a  monk  taking  the  fort 
single-handed  ?  "  laughed  Frank.  "  Not 
that  he's  much  of  a  monk,  either  ;  for, 
though  he  sports  the  yeUow  frock,  he's 
got  a  mop  of  white  hair  all  round  his  face 
instead  of  having  his  crown  shaved  as 
smooth  as  a  billiard-ball,  and  he  goes  in 
for  lots  of  good  things  that  aren't  quite 
according  to  the  rules  of  his  order.  Do 
you  remember  how  he  used  to  peg  into 
our  sweetmeats  and  whisky  ?  and  as 
for  jam,  no  '  lower-boy  '  at  Eton  in  my 
time  could  have  held  a  candle  to  him. 
He'll  be  grand  fun  for  Harry  Foster  and 
that  other  boy  when  they  turn  up.  But 
here  the  old  swell  comes,  as  large  as 
life." 

And  in  came  a  bowed,  meagre  old  man 
in  a  long  yellow  "robe"  composed  of 
three  separate  cloths,  whose  bony  face 
wore  the  dead,  livid  hue  of  extreme  age. 
As  Merrincourt  bad  said,  his  thick  white 
hair  was  an  offence  against  the  stricter 
discipline  of  his  order ;  but  this  mattered 
little  at  a  time  when  not  a  few  Burmese 
monks  had  tlung  away  the  monastic  robe 
altogether,  and  become  members  of  the 
"church  militant"  as  leaders  of  guerilla 
bands. 

" Mahi/eh-lah  ?  "  (Are  you  well?)  asked 
Marston,  who  had  made  some  progress 
(though  not  very  much)  in  one  of  the 
hardest  languages  in  the  world. 

"  Collali-teen  apor-mah  tine-bah  !  "  (sit 
down  upon  this  chair)  added  Frank 
Merrincourt,  making  a  great  effort  to 
show  that  he  too  knew  something  of 
Burmese. 

The  old  Poongyee  waved  aside  the 
proffered  chair  with  a  faint  smile — for 
Frank's  pronunciation  was  certainly 
enough  to  make  a  monk  of  La  Trappe 
laugh — and  seated  himself  upon  the  floor, 
where  he  seemed  much  more  at  his 
ease. 

"I  have  been  sick — very  sick,"  said  he, 
in  a  thin,  cracked,  tuneless  voice,  with  a 
pause  for  breath  almost  after  every  word. 

"Well,  then,  here's  something  to  put 
you  to  rights — I  know  what  you  like, 
don't  I  ?  "  cried  Merrincourt,  producing 
a  tin  of  biscuits  and  a  pot  of  jam  (brought 
over  in  the  last  steamer  from  Calcutta),  at 
sight  of  which  the  aged  monk's  dim  and 
sunken  eyes  twinkled  greedily. 

"  See  how  the  old  cock  brightens  up  at 
sight  of  the  grub,"  said  the  yoimg  lieu- 
tenant aside  to  his  comrade,  with  a 
schoolboy  grin.    "  Pitch  in,  old  fellow — 
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there's  plenty  more  where  that  came 
from  !  " 

This  English  invitation  was  naturally 
lost  upon  the  Burmese,  but  the  sight  of 
the  dainties  was  quite  enough  for  him, 
and  he  fell  to  with  a  will,  while  Frank 
Merrincourt — to  whom  the  idea  of  this 
wizened  old  greybeard  of  seventy  eating 
jam  as  eagerly  as  a  child  of  seven  was  a 
never- failing  source  of  enjoyment — looked 
on  approvingly. 

Inspirited  by  the  good  cheer,  the  old 
man  brightened  up  and  began  to  talk. 
The  two  officers  being  not  yet  very  strong 
in  Burmese,  the  conversation  was  carried 
on  in  Hindoostanee,  which  the  Poongyee 
seemed  to  speak  pretty  fliientlj'  for  a  man 
of  his  class. 

"  If  you  come  and  see  us  again  in  a  few 
days'  time,  Poongyee,"  said  Merrmcourt, 
"you'll  find  some  visitors  to  keep  you 
company  over  the  jam  and  biscuits,  and 
one  of  them,  at  least,  will  eat  as  much  as 
you,  any  day." 

"  Are  you  expecting  guests,  then  ?  " 
asked  the  old  man,  with  more  interest 
than  might  have  been  looked  for  from 
him. 

"  Indeed  we  are ;  there  are  two  boys 
coming  to  see  us." 

"  Bot/s  !  what  do  boys  want  out  here  in 
the  jungle  '?  "  said  the  old  monk  peevishly. 

"  To  shoot  tigers,  of  course,  as  they've 
done  once  or  twice  before  now." 

"Young  boys  shoot  tigers  ?  "  cried  the 
Poongyee,  with  a  look  of  incredulous 
wonder. 

"  Why  not  ?  They  oi;ght  toknow  some- 
thing about  hunting,  for  one's  the  son 
and  the  other  the  nephew  of  the  best 
hunter  in  all  Burmah,  Foster  Sahib." 

"Foster  Sahib!"  echoed  the  Burman. 
"The  Lonely  Man  of  the  Jungle  '?  " 

"  Yes,  that's  what  they  call  him  here, 
I  believe.    Do  you  know  him  ?  " 

"  Every  one  knows  him,"  said  the  old 
Burman,  reverently  ;  "  he  must  be  a  won- 
derful man  !  " 

And  down  v/ent  another  spoonful  of 
jam,  as  if  he  were  eating  Foster's  health 
instead  of  drinking  it. 

In  fact,  Livingstone  Foster's  renown 
as  an  explorer  stood  as  high  just  then  in 
Eastern  Asia  as  Stanley's  in  Central 
Africa.  He  had  penetrated  in  disguise 
through  some  unheard-of  region  in  West- 
ern China,  crossed  the  Himalayas  twice 
into  Thibet,  and  visited  several  places 
unreached  even  by  Dr.  Leitner,  or  by 
the  famous  Russian  traveller.  Colonel 
Prjevalski.  His  hunting  and  fighting  ex- 
ploits (which,  as  his  Burmese  nickname 
implied,  were  always  achieved  alone) 
were  talked  of  from  Rangoon  to  the  border 
of  China ;  and  in  the  legends  of  the 
northern  mountaineers — among  whom 
many  of  his  boldest  feats  had  been  ac- 
complished— his  name  figiired  almost  as 
prominently  as  that  of  the  Tiger  Chief 
himself. 

"  Does  Foster   Sahib  come  with  the 


boys,  and  is  he  going  north  ?  "  asked  the 
monk. 

"  He  never  tells  any  one  what  he's 
going  to  do,"  broke  in  Marston,  with  a 
warning  glance  at  his  comrade,  who  was 
just  about  to  reply. 

And  then  he  whispered  to  Merrincouit 
in  English : 

"  Don't  talk  too  freely  before  this  man, 
Frank.  He's  a  chattering  old  fellow,  who 
will  be  sure  to  repeat  every  word  we  say  ; 
and  it  might  come  to  some  ears  for  which 
it  wasn't  intended." 

"  If  he  does  go  north,"  said  the  old 
Poongyee,  bolting  another  biscuit,  "  it 
won't  be  a  very  safe  place  for  him  just 
now.  The  report  has  got  abroad  that  he 
wants  to  set  '  Mec-yehfar'  {i.e.  'fire- 
carriages,'  the  Burmese  term  for  railway- 
trains)  running  through  the  border  hills  ; 
and  the  Tiger  Chief  and  his  people  won't 
like  that." 

As  he  uttered  that  dreaded  name,  the 
old  man  gave  an  instinctive  shudder. 

"  They  are  saj'ing  in  the  village  here," 
observed  Marston,  turning  to  the  monk, 
"  that  the  Tiger  Chief  has  appeared  again, 
and  was  seen  among  the  nortliern  moun- 
tains only  a  few  days  ago." 

"  I  hope  it's  not  true,"  exclaimed  the 
old  man  hastily,  "  for  no  man  is  safe 
when  that  demon  is  abroad.  It  is  said 
that  he  has  sworn  to  destroy  not  only 
every  Englishman,  but  everj'  Burman 
who  has  taken  the  English  side  ;  and  I 
have  heard  that  he  shows  as  little  respect 
for  a  monk's  robe  as  for  an  officer's 
uniform." 

"A  hint  to  us — eh,  Alf?  "  said  Merrin- 
court, aside ;  "  like  that  story  of  the 
Y'ankee  and  the  Jew :  '  Say,  Moses,  do 
you  know  they're  hanging  Jews  and  jack- 
asses together,  out  West  ?  '  '  Ach,  den, 
mine  friend,  let  ush  be  tankful  dat  you 
and  I  are  not  dere  dish  minute  !  '  " 

Then  the  talk  changed,  and  turned  at 
length  (neither  of  the  young  men  knew 
how)  upon  feats  of  conjuring  and  stories 
of  Eastern  magic.  The  Poongyee  related 
several  startling  instances  of  the  latter, 
which  Frank  Merrincourt  received  with  a 
thorouglily  British  contempt  for  every- 
thing fanciful  and  unseen. 

"  The  young  sahib  speaks  bold  words," 
said  the  Burman  gravely ;  "  but  he  may 
yet  have  cause  to  change  his  mind." 

"  I'U  change  it  if  you  can  show  me  a 
genuine  feat  of  magic,  such  as  I  can 
neither  explain  nor  resist,"  retorted  the 
young  lieutenant ;  "  and  that's  more  than 
you're  equal  to,  I  fancy." 

"  I  am  no  magician,"  answered  the  old 
man  with  a  dignity  which  neither  of 
them  had  remarked  in  him  before  ;  "  but 
I  may  claim  to  possess  some  share  of  a 
power  which  is  not  granted  to  every  man. 
If  the  young  sahib  wishes  it,  I  can  show 
him  something  which  may  perhaps  change 
his  opinion." 

"All  right,  governor — fire  away!" 
cried  Merrincourt,  with  a  sly  wink  to 
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Marston.  "  What  am  I  to  do?"  added 
he  to  the  monk  in  Hindoostanee. 

"Be  pleased  to  sit  down*  here,"  an- 
swered the  Poon,g,yee,  very  quietly,  "  and 
look  me  straight  in  the  face." 

"  D'ye  twig,  Alf  ?  "  cried  the  heutenant 
as  he  obeyed ;  "  the  old  boy's  going  to  try 
and  mesmerise  me  !  Isn't  'it  a  lark  ?  I'll 
bet  long  odds  he'U  be  pretty  tired  of  the 
job  before  he  can  polish  me  off !  " 

Marston,  expecting  nothing  beyond  one 


downward,  and  the  fingers  working  in  al- 
ternate motion  like  that  of  one  playing  the 
piano.  Then  he  fixed  his  eyes  intently 
upon  Merrincourt's  face,  and  began  to 
sway  himself  slowly  to  and  fro,  drawing 
his  bony  liead  backward  and  forward  like 
a  snake  about  to  spring  upon  its  prey,  and 
chanting  meanwhile  a  low,  monotonous, 
dirge-like  cadence,  which  at  once  reminded 


as  if  to  spring  from  his  seat,  but  instantly 
sank  back  as  if  mastered  by  some  over- 
powering force. 

And  now  the  Burman's  wild  ehanfc 
grew  deeper  and  stronger,  and  his  simken 
eyes  seemed  to  dilate  as  they  concentrated 
their  cold,  greenish,  snaky  glitter  upon 
Merrincourt's  whitenmg  face.  Quicker 
and  fiercer  grew  the  movements  of  his 


of  the  clever  ju^ 


tricks  which  he 


had  seen  scores  of  times  already,  looked 
on  with  Uttle  interest ;  but  what  actuaUy 
did  take  place,  neither  he  nor  any  man 
living  coiild  have  foreseen. 

The  old  Biu-man  took  his  stand  just  in 
front  of  Merrincourt,  and,  drawing  him- 
self up  with  a  commi"  din:;  \\    of  \.hi,.]i 


"Malignant  power  glared  from  his  flaming  eyes." 


his  stooping  and  withered  frame  seemed 
incapable,  threw  back  the  uppermost  of 
the  three  cloths  in  which  he  was  swathed, 
leaving  his  left  arm  as  bare  as  his  right 
was  already.  He  then  ojjened  both  arms 
to  their  full  extent,  with  the  palms  tm-ned 


*  lu  Hindoostanee  this  form  of  address  is  rendered 
by  an  inflection  tlins— "Baitho,"  sit  down  ;  "Baitliie," 
be  pleased  to  sit  down. 


Marston  of  the  weu-d  chant  wherewith  he 
had  once  heard  a  Hmdoo  serpent-charmer 
Im'e  .a  cobra  from  its  lair. 

But  he  had  barely  time  to  take  in  all 
the  points  of  this  strange  picture,  when  he 
saw  a  look  of  sudden  siu'prise  and  un- 
easiness blot  out  the  smile  of  good- 
humoured  contempt  with  which  Merrm- 
court  had  watched  the  preparations. 
Then  the  young  ofticer  made  a  movement 


fleshless  face  and  burnmg  eyes — more  and 
more  violent  the  convulsive  twitching  of 
his  outspread  fingers — while  the  English- 
man's struggles  to  fi-ee  himself  fi'om  the 
overmastermg  influence  grew  proportion- 
ately fainter  and  fainter,  till  at  length 
they  ceased  altogether. 

Then  Marston  saw  his  fi-iend  sitting 
upright  before  him,  rigid  and  motionless 
as  a  statue,  with  his  open  eyes  fixed  in  a 
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blank,  unseeing  stare,  and  his  stiffened 
features  frozen  into  a  look  of  bewildered 
horror,  such  as  might  be  worn  by  one 
who  suddenly  felt  himself  wounded  to 
the  death  by  a  child  or  an  inthnate 
friend.* 

"  Now,  sahib,"  said  the  monk  in 
Hindoostanee,  turning  to  Marston  with  a 
smile  which,  to  the  Englishman's  excited 
fancy,  seemed  filled  with  hideous 
mockery,  "  your  friend  has  had  a  proof  of 
what  I  can  do.  Will  you  make  trial  of 
my  power  in  your  tiirn,  or  do  you  fear  to 
run  the  risk  '?  " 

This  taunt,  which  would  have  been 
in-esistible  if  addressed  to  the  boyish  and 
hot-headed  Merrincourt,  was  thrown 
away  iipon  his  cooler  and  stronger  com- 
rade", who,  letting  it  pass  unheeded, 
hastily  reviewed  the  situation. 

His  colleague  was  already  helpless,  and 
if  he,  too,  should  be  overpowered  in  the 
same  way,  their  Hindoo  garrison  would 
be  left  without  a  head ;  and  what  if  a 
mutiny  were  impending  within  the  fort, 
or  an  assault  without,  and  this  pretended 
magician  were  in  the  plot '?  In  such  case, 
to  run  any  risk  would  be  sheer  madness. 

But  then,  on  the  other  hand,  would  it 
not  be  well  to  make  the  treachery  expose 
itself  fully,  if  treachery  there  were? 
Moreover,  he  felt  a  secret  conviction 
(though  he  could  not  himself  tell  whj') 
that,  should  he  shrink  from  facing  the 
monk's  power  openly,  the  latter  would 
find  some  means  of  bringing  it  to  bear 
upon  him  imawares ;  whereas,  if  he 
braved  the  trial  and  came  off  victorious, 
he  knew  enough  of  the  East  to  be  sure 
that  he  need  not  fear  a  second  attempt. 
It  was  enough — the  hazard  must  be  run. 

"Do  what  you  can,"  said  he,  seating 
himself,  and  looking  the  Burman  fuU  in 
the  face  ;  "  I  fear  you  not !  " 

The  old  monk  repeated  his  manipu- 
lations, and  scarcely  had  he  begun  to  do 
so  when  Marston  felt  a  strange  tingling 
and  pricking  through  every  limb,  and  then 


»  It  musst  be  remembered  that,  iu  describing  this 
strange  fascination,  I  have  only  the  experience  of 
others  to  go  upon,  liaving  always  been  able  to  resist 
the  influence  myself  :  but  there  can  be  no  doubt  that, 
whatever  tliis  niysterious  power  may  be,  anil  whatever 
uame  science  may  one  day  give  to  it,  it  is  as  far 
superior  to  mere  mesmerism  as  mesmerism  itself  is  to 
ordinary  •'  will-force." — D.  K. 


an  overpowering  restlessness,  impelling 
him  to  spring  from  his  place  as  Merrin- 
coin-t  had  done  before  him.  But  he  felt 
instinctively  that  this  wo\dd  be  a  con- 
cession to  his  adversary's  power ;  and, 
restraining  himself  with  an  effort  which  | 
was  absolute  torture  to  him,  he  sat  firm  as  j 
a  rock. 

Again   the    Burman    deepened  the 
cadence  of  his  wild  chant,  and  intensified  ^ 
the  convulsive  quickness  of  his  move- 
ments— the  savage  preternatural  strength  j 
of  his  writhings,  and  the  malignant  power- 
that  glared  from  his  flaming  eyes,  con- 
trasting so  weirdly  with  his  white  hair, 
wrinkled    face,    and    bowed,    nerveless  | 
figure,  that  had  a  corpse  started  up  from 
the  grave  before  Marston's  very  eyes,  it  j 
could   hardly   have  been  more   utterly  j 
appalling.  | 

Still  the  grim  monk  kept  redoubling  , 
his  exertions,  and  now  this  strife  of  con- 
tending wills  became  terrific  beyond  de- 
scription.   Even  as  a  boy,  Marston  had  ; 
been  famous  for  that  unbending  firmness  j 
which  had  won  him  his  regimental  nick- 
name of  "  Ironside  "  ;  but  he  felt  that  for  ! 
once  he  had  fairly  met  his  match.    More  i 
and  more  heavily  every  moment  was  his 
bold  heart  oppressed  by  a  consciousness 
of  the  presence  of  some  tremendous  hostile 
force  hemming  him  in  and  striving  to 
crush  him — a  force  so  mighty  that  the 
very  effort  of  bearing  up  against  it  seemed 
more  than  he  could  endixre. 

Nothing  could  have  sustained  him 
under  this  frightful  strain,  except  the  con- 
viction that  if  he  yielded  for  one  instant 
all  was  lost.  But  he  now  felt  certain  that 
some  treachery  was  intended,  and,  for  his 
men's  sake  as  well  as  his  own,  he  was 
resolute  to  struggle  to  the  very  last. 

And  now  the  terrible  old  man  put  forth 
his  whole  power,  and  the  brave  young 
Englishman  felt  as  if  he  had  never  known 
what  suffering  was  till  now.  His  head 
began  to  swim,  his  brain  to  reel,  his  mind 
to  be  disordered  by  strange  and  monstrous 
fancies.  The  room  seemed  filled  with  a 
red  mist,  through  which  the  monk's  grim 
figiire  loomed  large  as  a  giant,  while  from 
his  burning  eyes  two  long  threads  of  fire 
fastened  theiiiselves  to  Marston's  face  and 
held  him  fast.  Even  the  thought  of  all 
that  depended  on  his  victory  ceased  to 

{To  be  continued.) 


sustain  him,  and  unstrung  his  nerv-es 
instead  of  bracing  them.  And  to  think 
that  scores  of  brave  men  were  close  beside 
him,  ready  to  rush  to  his  aid  at  the  first 
sound  of  the  call  which  this  horrible  en- 
chantment had  made  him  powerless  to 
utter !  Human  nature  could  bear  no 
more,  and  the  gallant  soldier,  feeling  that 
another  moment  would  see  him  at  the 
mercy  of  his  enemy,  hfted  up  his  heart  in 
one  last  silent  prayer  to  God. 

But  just  as  all  seemed  over,  he  felt  a 
sudden  spasm  (it  was  nothing  less)  of 
overwhelming  relief,  and  at  the  same 
moment  he  saw  the  Burman's  fiery  eyes 
grow  dim,  his  outstretched  arms  trenible 
and  sink,  and  the  whole  man  collapse  in  a 
crumpled  mass  upon  the  floor,  utterly  ex- 
hausted. 

Thus  released  from  the  nightmare  that 
had  paralysed  him,  Marston  rose  feebly 
and  dizzily  to  his  feet;  and  the  spell 
which  fettered  Merrincourt  appeared  to  be 
broken  likewise,  for  the  latter  lost  his  un- 
natural rigidity,  and  began  to  show  signs 
of  life. 

But,  for  the  moment,  Marston  had  for- 
gotten his  comrade's  very  existence,  and 
the  one  thought  in  his  mind  was  to  get 
rid  of  the  Burman  at  once.  Hardly 
knowing  what  he  did,  he  seized  the  fallen 
man's  arm,  dragged  him  from  the  room, 
and  led  him  off  to  the  gate,  the  other 
obeying  his  impulse  with  the  slow  me- 
chanical motion  of  a  sleep-walker. 

As  the  gate  closed  behind  him,  the  last 
gleam  of  sunset  disappeared  from  the 
darkening  sky,  and  the  ghostly  form 
vanished  as  suddenly  as  if  it  had  melted 
into  the  deepening  gloom,  or  sunk  through 
the  earth. 

"  Is  the  old  chap  gone,  Alf  ?  "  asked  a 
well-known  voice.  "  I  suppose  he's  been 
playing  some  hocus-pocus,  for  I  feel  as 
giddy  and  queer  as  if  I'd  been  awfully 
sea-sick ;  but  I  can't  remember  anything 

j  about  it." 

Marston  himself  cotdd  remember  no- 
thing clearly,  now  that  all  was  over ;  and 
he  would  have  found  it  hard  to  pronounce 
whether  this  strange  scene  were  real,  or 

1  only  a  dream.  But.  nevertheless,  he  tried 
in  vain  to  shake  off'  the  ^-ague  bitt  haunt- 
ing sense  of  having  just  escaped  a  very 

I  great  danger. 


NOTES  FROM  MY  LOG;    OR,  TRUE  STORIES  OF  ADVENTURE  AND  PERIL. 

By  Eear-Admiral  W.  E.  Kennedy. 


THE  Chinamen  were  fully  prepared  for  us. 
The  junks  had  all  their  guns  run  out  on 
one  side,  banners  fiy  ing,  springs  on  their  cables 
to  keep  their  broadsides  bearing,  and  stink- 
pots at  their  mast-heads.  These  offensive 
weapons  are  deserving  of  description.  The 
stinkpot  is  an  earthenware  vessel  filled  with 
powder,  sulphur,  etc.  Each  junk  had  cages  at 
the  masthead  which  in  action  were  occupied 
by  one  or  more  men  whose  duty  was  to  light 
and  throw  these  stinkpots  on  the  decks  of 
the  enemy.  If  dropped  into  a  boat  along- 
side the  result  would  be  very  discouraging 
to  the  crew,  as  they  must  jump  overboard  or 
be  stifled.  As  soon  as  we  came  in  sight  the 
junks  beat  to  quarters,  and  kept  beating 
gongs  and  tom-toms  during  'the  fight.  The 


Till.  ADVENTTJEES  IN  THE  CHINA  SEAS  (cOHtinUed) 

Barracouta  steamed  slowly  towards  them, 
her  guns  cleared  for  action  and  her  crew 
eager  to  begin.  The  Chinamen,  nothing 
daunted,  stood  to  their  guns  stripped  to  the 
waist,  with  matches  in  hand.  Our  little  gun 
in  the  pinnace  was  loaded  with  grape  and 
trained  on  the  nearest  junk.  It  was  an 
exciting  moment,  the  Chinamen,  with  their 
usual  tactics,  waiting  for  the  first  shot. 

Slowly  we  advanced  till  we  were  within 
three  hundred  yards  of  the  centre  junk,  and 
the  horns  of  the  crescent  already  overlapped 
us.  The  Barracouta  now  anchored,  and 
simultaneously  fired  a  shell  from  her  bow 
pivot  gun.  In  a  second,  as  if  the  shot 
had  ignited  the  powder  of  the  Chinamen,  the 
junks  opened  fire  with  a  deafening  roar,  and 


were  speedily  enveloped  in  fire  and  smoke. 
Bound  shot  and  grape  hurtled  through  the 
air,  and  the  water  was  ploughed  up  around 
us.  The  Barracouta's  men  worked  their 
gun  well,  directing  their  fire  as  best  they 
could  towards  the  thickest  of  the  smoke,  but 
owing  to  the  ship  being  end  on,  only  one 
"un-that  on  the  forecastle-could  bear. 
Shots  were  flying  in  all  directions,  knockmg 
about  spars  and  cutting  away  ropes,  but  fortu- 
nately too  high  to  do  much  serious  damage. 
Above  the  din  could  be  heard  the  orders  of 
the  officers  and  the  yells  of  the  Chinamen. 

It  was  impossible  to  tell  who  had  the  best 
of  it  up  to  this  time.  Captain  Fortescue 
now  ordered  us  to  lay  out  his  stern  anchor, 
as  his  ship  was  being  raked  by  the  fire  from 
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the  junks  and  her  forecastle  swept  by  the 
storm  of  missiles.  Having  got  the  anchor 
into  the  boat  we  proceeded  to  lay  it  out^ 
being  exposed  meantime  to  a  murderous 
fire  of  grape.  One  shot  struck  a  man  in  the 
head,  killing  him  instantly,  and  covering  us 
with  his  blood,  but  we  dropped  the  anchor 
all  right,  and  the  Barracouta  was  thus  able  to 
bring  her  broadside  to  bear  upon  the  junks, 
thereby  bringing  three  or  four  more  heavy 
guns  into  action.  Our  little  brass  gun  also 
made  itself  felt  amongst  the  enemy. 

Having  deposited  the  body  of  our  poor 
shipmate  on  board  the  Barracouta,  we  con- 
tinued the  action.  Meanwhile  the  heavy 
metal  of  that  ship  was  beginning  to  tell 
upon  the  junks,  some  of  which  blew  up  with 
an  awful  crash  as  their  magazines  ignited. 
Several  others  were  in  flames,  and  the  fire  of 
the  others  began  to  decline.  The  fire  of  the 
fort  al.^o  began  to  slacken.  It  was  evident  the 
Chinamen  had  had  nearly  enough  of  it,  and 
we  soon  had  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  all  the 
janks  on  fire,  and  their  crews  making  for  the 
shore.  The  Coromandel  with  the  admiral  on 
board,  and  the  boats  of  the  squadron  in  tow, 
now  made  her  appearance,  coming  to  our 
support.  The  boats,  forming  in  line,  pulled 
for  the  shore.  The  fort  fired  a  few  guns  as 
we  approached,  but  was  speedily  abandoned, 
the  enemy's  lleet  was  utterly  destroyed,  and 
so  ended  the  storming  and  capture  of  the 
French  Folly,  and  the  destruction  of  twenty- 
five  of  the  finest  Mandarin  junks  in  the 
Imperial  navy. 

The  remainder  of  the  day  was  employed 
in  spiking  the  guns  and  levelling  the  para- 
pets of  the  fort,  which  operation  concluded, 
we  returned  to  Canton. 

This  action,  although  one  of  the  sharpest 
while  it  lasted,  did  not  attract  much  atten- 
tion either  at  home  or  on  the  spot,  the  reason 
being  that  the  casualties  were  but  slight.  In 
fact  the  only  man  killed  was  the  man  in  my 
boat,  and  some  were  wounded  on  board  the 
Barracouta.  Fortunately  the  Chinamen's 
guns  were  fired  with  too  much  elevation,  and 
as  we  were  so  close  the  bulk  of  the  fire 
passed  over  us,  cutting  about  the  masts  and 
rigging.  Had  it  not  been  so,  the  Barracouta 
must  have  been  sunk,  for  without  doubt  she 
and  my  boat  bore  the  brunt  of  the  action, 
the  others  only  arriving  when  it  was  virtually 
over. 

About  this  time  H.M.S.  Niger  arrived  from 
England,  and  took  the  place  of  the  Encounter 
off  the  Factories.  I  was  offered  the  option  of 
living  on  board  this  ship,  but  much  preferred 
the  independent  life  in  the  pinnace ;  the 
boat's  crew  were  of  the  same  opinion. 

On  November  11  we  all  embarked  on 
board  the  Coromandel  and  proceeded  down 
the  river  to  the  Calcutta,  then  anchored 
above  the  Bogue  Forts.  We  there  learnt  that 
the  squadron  was  to  bombard  the  forts  the 
following  morning,  unless  the  Mandarin  in 
chai'ge  was  prepared  to  give  them  up  without 
fighting.  This  we  had  little  expectation  of, 
for,  according  to  the  barbarous  custom  of  the 
country,  he  would  certainly  be  beheaded  or 
disembowelled  on  the  first  opportunity  by  his 
own  countrymen  if  he  gave  up  the  forts  with- 
out resistance.  Any  doubts  on  the  matter 
v/ere  removed  the  following  morning  by  the 


old  fellow  sending  off  a  message  to  the 
admiral  to  the  effect  that  he  was  quite  ready 
for  ns  whenever  we  chose  to  begin. 
Certainly  the  Chinamen  had  reason  for 
bravado  seeing  the  enormous  strength  of  these 
celebrated  forts,  four  of  which  mounted 
four  hundred  and  ten  guns  between  them, 
besides  three  others  equally  well  armed. 

The  admiral's  reply  to  the  polite  invitation 
of  the  Governor  was  not  made  public  ;  it  any, 
it  was  doubtless  concise  and  to  the  purpose, 
but  our  subsequent  proceedings  were  sufficient 
answer,  and  admitted  of  no  doubt  whatever 
as  to  his  intentions. 

I  have  frequently  made  mention  of  the 
term  "  Mandarin,"  of  which  there  are  many 
grades  ;  it  may  be  of  interest  here  to  describe 
the  different  degrees  of  rank  belonging  to  the 
order  in  the  Chinese  service. 

There  are  altogether  nine  grades  of  Man- 
darins, their  rank  being  distinguished  by 
different  coloured  buttons  worn  on  the  cap. 

The  highest  rank  is  a  red  button,  only 
worn  by  nobles.  2nd.  Bed  flowered  gem. 
3rd.  Light  blue  stone.  4th.  Dark  blue  stone. 
5th.  Light  crystal.  Cth.  Opaque  white. 
7th,  8th,  and  9th.  Gold  buttons.  A  peacock's 
feather  is  sometimes  worn  in  the  cap,  an 
honour  similar  to  a  decoration.  The  feather 
is  inserted  in  a  hollow  tube  of  green  jade 
stone. 

But  to  return.  The  following  are  the 
names  of  the  batteries  constituting  the 
Bogue  Forts  : — 

North  Anunghoy  1 
South  Anunghoy  i"  '^'■^ 
North  Wantung  1 
South  Wantungl  8^"^. 

Chuenpee  Fort  .  1         1  e 
Ty-cock-tow  Fort  °^  6^"^ 

Tiger  Island  .  .  j 

The  ships  opposed  to  them  were  :— 

H.M.S.  Calcutta  (flag)  84  guns. 
,,      Nankin  50  „ 

„  Encounter  14  „ 
„      Hornet  17  „ 

„      Barracouta       6  „ 
,,      Coromandel      4  (howitzers). 

At  daylight  of  November  12,  all  being  in 
readiness,  the  ships  cleared  for  action,  and 
took  up  their  appointed  stations,  the  Calcutta 
having  the  post  of  honour  within  a  few 
hundred  yards  of  the  South  Wantung,  the 
largest  of  the  forts,  mounting  over  100  guns  ; 
but  our  position  was  so  well  chosen  and  the 
forts  so  badly  des  igned,  that  only  a  few  guns 
could  be  brought  to  bear  upon  the  ship. 

The  Chinamen,  with  their  usual  indiifer- 
ence,  allowed  the  ships  to  approach  and 
moor  head  and  stern  right  under  the  guns  of 
the  batteries  without  firing  a  shot,  nor  was  it 
until  we  had  carefully  laid  our  guns  and  de- 
livered a  concentrated  broadside  that  they 
vouchsafed  a  reply.  The  result  of  these 
tactics  was  that  we  had  it  all  our  own  way. 
The  Nankin  and  the  smaller  craft  had  taken 
up  a  position  to  engage  the  other  forts,  and 
at  a  signal  from  the  Calcutta  the  action  com- 
menced. 

As  anticipated,  after  an  hour  and  a  half's 
firing  the  batteries  were  silenced,  having  been 
crushed  from  the  beginning  by  the  terrific 


fire  from  the  ships.  Orders  were  now  given 
to  prepai-e  to  storm  the  forts,  an  operation 
which  might  be  attended  with  danger,  seeing 
that  they  were  crowded  with  men  before  the 
action  and  it  was  not  known  how  much 
they  had  suifered  by  our  fire.  However,  the 
ships  ceased  tiring,  and  the  boats  pulled  for 
the  shore. 

But  little  resistance  was  offered.  We  had  a 
bit  of  a  scramble  up  a  very  steep  hill  to  get  to 
the  wall,  and  while  we  were  taking  breath 
preparatory  to  climbing  in  through  an  em- 
brasure, a  Chinese  soldier  threw  a  stinkpot 
at  us,  but  it  exploded  at  our  feet  without 
doing  any  harm.  We  then  rushed  in,  followed 
by  the  men  as  fast  as  they  could  come  up. 
The  Chinamen  stood  for  a  moment  and  then 
bolted  towards  the  opposite  side  of  the  fort, 
where  they  had  boats  ready  to  receive  them. 
Orders  were  at  once  given  to  cease  firing  and 
let  the  poor  fellows  go ;  but  such  was  the 
panic  that  many  of  them,  unable  to  find  rocm 
in  the  boats,  took  to  the  water  and  endea- 
voured to  swim  across  the  river,  in  attempt- 
ing which  numbers  were  drowned. 

The  next  day,  November  18,  we  bombarded 
and  captured  the  Anunghoy  Forts.  These, 
unlike  the  others,  which  were  built  upon 
islands  in  the  river,  were  built  upon  the 
mainland,  the  whole  commanding  the  pas- 
sage of  -the  river,  and  forming  what  should 
have  been  an  impregnable  position.  We 
found  many  beautiful  brass  guns  in  these 
forts,  some  of  enormous  calibre  and  fine 
workmanship.  For  several  days  following 
a  party  was  employed  in  blowing  up  the 
parapets,  bursting  or  otherwise  disabling  the 
guns,  and  generally  demolishing  the  forts, 
an  arduous  and  very  disagreeable  duty  under 
a  burning  sun,  especially  after  the  excitement 
of  action  is  over. 

On  the  15th  I  was  ordered  up  the  river 
again,  and  started  in  tow  of  the  Barracouta 
for  Canton.  There  were  three  boats  towing 
astern  of  the  ship,  viz.,  my  boat  (the  Calcutta's 
pinnace),  the  cutter,  in  charge  of  a  young 
master's  assistant,  and  the  Nankin's  pin- 
nace. All  went  well  until  we  had  reached 
within  a  few  miles  of  Canton  ;  the  Barracouta 
was  making  about  ten  knots  through  the 
water,  my  boat  was  towing  from  the  star- 
board sponson,  the  Nankin's  from  the  port. 
For  better  security  we  had  sent  most  of  the 
crews  in  board,  and  had  dismounted  the 
boats'  guns  so  as  to  raise  their  bows  well 
out  of  the  water,  in  which  way  with  careful 
steering  a  boat  may  be  towed  almost  any 
pace. 

Suddenly  the  coxswain  of  the  Nankin's 
pinnace  left  his  helm.  In  an  instant  the 
boat  sheered  into  the  wake  of  the  wheels  and 
to  our  horror  went  down  bows  foremost,  but 
soon  appeared  again  some  way  astern,  and 
bottom  up.  At  the  instant  of  the  accident 
we  had  slipped  our  painter  in  the  pinnace 
and  went  to  the  assistance  of  the  Nankin's 
boat  in  time  to  pick  up  two  of  the  crew  and 
such  gear  as  was  floating  about.  The  gun 
and  all  the  heavy  things  were  lost,  and  two 
men  sunk  to  rise  no  more.  Having  saved 
what  we  could  we  again  proceeded,  and 
arrived  without  further  adventure  at  Canton. 
(To  be  conlintied.) 


OUR  SKETCHING  TRIP. 

By  Will  0.  Charcole. 


sixth 
year  that 
our  pictures  were  re- 
jected by  the  Aca- 
demy, Pastel  and  I  became  alarmed. 

The  morning  after  their  return  we  held  a 
solemn  conclave  in  our  studio.  The  presence 
of  our  seven  rejected  works  of  art  reproached 
us.  There  was  surely  but  one  thing  to  be 
done — to  ignominiously  fly  from  them  for  a 
time— to  bury  ourselves  in  the  country — to 
work  very  hard. 

It  was  with  these  virtuous  intentions  that 
Pastel  and  I  locked  our  door  some  five  days 
later,  and  ignobly  fled  from  the  seven  packing- 
cases  within. 

We  walked  to  the  railway  station,  trying 
to  look  as  if  the  porter  in  front,  laden  with 
somewhat  untidy,  disreputable  luggage,  was 
in  no  way  connected  with  us — but  whether  we 
succeeded  or  not  I  cannot  say.  As  we  went 
along.  Pastel  (for  the  first  time  in  his  life,  I 
believe)  was  seized  with  a  profound  admira- 
tion for  the  street  we  lived  in.  (I'm  not  go- 
ing to  tell  you  the  name  of  it ;  why  should  I  ?) 
He  stopped  every  now  and  then  to  point  out 
to  me  how  this  and  that  bit  of  a  street 
"  would  paint  well." 

Nor  was  his  enthusiasm  lessened  when  we 
reached  the  station,  for  after  looking  at  an 
old  porter  through  a  circle  made  by  his  first 
finger  and  thumb — after  the  manner  of 
artists — Pastel  walked  up  and  down  the 
platform,  murmuring  that  the  station  was 
"  quite  pictorial." 

I  suggested  to  him  that  if  this  were  such  a 
dehghtful  sketching-ground,  it  was  a  pity  to 
leave  it,  and  that  we  might  go  home  yet ;  the 
tickets  were  not  taken. 

This  silenced  him  for  a  time,  and  con- 
sidering all  things,  we  thought  it  better  to 
go  on. 

So  some  ten  minutes  later  we  were  in  the 
train,  bound  for — Arcadia. 

It  would  be  useless  to  describe  our  journey. 
All  the  journeys  that  Pastel  and  I  make  are 
pretty  much  the  same— in  one  respect  at  any 
rate.  We  always  get  into  a  delightful  empty 
compartment,  and  at  the  first  station  a  hor- 
rible invasion  takes  place.  A  kind  of  fate 
seems  to  pursue  us  in  this  way.  There  must 
be  a  sort  of  attraction  in  Pastel  and  me, 
for  children  suffering  from  colds  invariably 


sit  next  one  or  other  of  us.  I 
have  heard  it  said  that  children 
take  to  good  people.    It  is  com- 
plimentary to  us,  but  is  a  high  price  to  pay 
for  our  reputation  ! 

The  children  we  travel  with  always  eat 
tcfl'y  on  the  way,  to  such  an  abnormal  extent 
that  even  to  watch  them  makes  one's  hands 
sticky  ;  while  before  you  reach  your  destina- 
tion you  feel  as  if  you  had  had  a  toliy  bath. 

On  this  particular  occasion  the  children 
ate  apples  and  put  the  cores  into  the  hood 
of  my  new  ulster — but  this  I  did  not  find 
out  till  some  time  afterwards. 

In  due  time  we  got  to  our  sketching-ground 
— the  little  village  of  Skellochie,  let  us  call 
it.  It  was  late  by  this  time,  so  we  proceeded 
at  once  to  hunt  for  rooms ;  and  this  we  found 
to  be  comparatively  easy,  as  there  was  little 
or  no  choice. 

Indeed,  at  first  we  could  not  hear  of  any 
rooms  to  let  at  all,  except  those  of  a  fish- 
curer,  and  we  did  not  fancy  them. 

The  fish-eurer,  resenting,  I  suppose,  our  ex- 
treme fastidiousness,  informed  us  that  there 
were  no  other  "  apairtments  "  in  Skelloohie, 
but  on  asking  another  native  we  were  told 
that  a  certain  "  Jannet  McTurk  "  might  take 
us  in.  And  before  we  left  the  village.  Pastel 
and  I  found  this  to  be  strictly  true,  in  more 
senses  than  one. 

Guided  by  the  obliging  native  we  reached 
her  house,  and  found  that  "  taking  people 
in  "  was  not  her  sole  emjjloyment,  as  the 
signboard  over  her  door  testified  : 


Mrs.  J.  McTUEK. 

general  dealer. 

Lemonade,  Sheebet,  etc. 


Pastel  was  so  struck  by  the  poetical 
glamour  of  the  latter  beverage,  that  he  took 
the  rooms  almost  then  and  there.  He 
declared  that  the  name  "  sherbet  "  reminded 
him  of  the  Arabian  Nights.  It  was  not  long, 
however,  before  we  discovered  that  the  sign- 
board was  the  only  thing  in  the  house  that 
savoured  in  the  least  degree  of  romance. 

Indeed,  before  long  we  came  to  lament  the 
existence  of  the  board  itself,  for  in  hot 
weather,  and  after  school  hours,  our  dwelling 
was  thronged  by  the  youth  of  the  village,  to 
whom  the  antediluvian  retailed  gingerbread 
ladders  and  other  edible  bas-reliefs. 

Our  landlady  had  a  son,  who  also  had  a 
prehistoric  appearance  and  might  have  been 
any  age. 

This,  however,  may  have  been  due  partly 
to  the  fact  that  neither  of  us  ever  saw  his 
features,  except  through  a  deposit  of  soot. 
He  swept  chimneys  during  the  day,  and,  I 


believe,  assisted  in  the  manufacture  of 
"  sherbet "  betweentimes. 

Judging  from  its  appearance,  I  should  say 
that  it  derived  part  of  its  colour  from  the 
sooty  atmosphere  in  which  it  was  made. 
Whatever  was  the  cause,  it  seemed  to  us  that 
there  was  less  demand  for  it  than  one  might 
have  expected. 

But  now  I  must  endeavour  to  describe  our 
rooms,  for  surely  they  are  worth  describing. 

The  first  day  or  two  of  our  sojourn  in  the 
country  was  spent  in  piling  up  the  super- 
fluous furniture  in  our  sitting-room  so  that 
there  would  be  space  for  us  to  sit  down.  The 
only  way  of  showing  all  its  terrors,  I  think, 
is  to  make  a  sort  of  inventory  of  its 
contents : 

(1)  A  room  ten  feet  by  twelve,  with  one 
small  window,  hermetically  sealed,  and  a 
row  of  flowerpots  containing  musk  and  other 
smelly  plants  on  the  sill.  In  this  spacious 
aisartment  were  : 

Seven  horsehair-and-mahogany  chairs 
ranged  along  one  wsAl.  Opisosite  was  the 
door,  and  on  each  side  of  it  was  a  huge  arm- 
chair (horsehair-and-mahogany  of  course  !). 

The  window  was  at  one  end  of  the  room. 
On  one  side  of  it  stood  a  small  table ;  on  the 
other  a  "  what-not."  It  was  well  named, 
for,  as  Pastel  said,  what  was  not  on  it  ? 

An  enormous  table  exactly  filled  the  re- 
maining sjjace  in  the  middle  of  the  room. 

There  was,  I  believe,  a  fireplace,  but  it  was 
almost  hidden  by  the  seven  chairs,  which 
were  again  lost  to  view  by  the  myriad 
"  tidies  "  and  worked  cushions  w-hich  covered 
them.  The  mantelpiece  groaned  under  a 
load  of  photographs,  shells,  dish  dogs,  and 
stuffed  birds.  The  most  striking  thing  on  it 
was  a  cat  made  of  black  velveteen  with  a  red 
flannel  tongue  and  bead  eyes.  We  had  to 
ask  the  antediluvian  to  take  it  away — it  gave 
us  nightmare. 

Kash  persons  attempting  to  go  round  our 
sitting-room  table  were  either  crushed  to 
death  between  it  and  the  seven  chairs,  or  fell 
into  a  treacherous  and  pit-like  sofa,  which 
occupied  the  remaining  end  of  the  room. 

As  this  home  of  the  fine  arts  was  the  only 
available  lodging,  we  had  to  put  up  with  it ; 
but  did  so  only  on  condition  that  the  ante- 
diluvian would  cart  out  all  the  superfluous 
trash  and  open  the  window.  And  really, 
when  the  "tidies,"  the  "what-not,"  the 
velveteen  cat,  and  some  of  the  chairs  were 
away,  we  weren't  so  badly  off  after  all. 

The  only  thing  about  which  our  landlady 
was  immovable  was  the  sofa.  She  declared 
that  as  far  back  as  she  "  could  mind,"  it  had 
been  there ;  that  her  grandfather  had  brought 
it  to  the  house  :  and  that  no  one  knew  how- 
he  had  got  it  into  the  room— it  was  so 


immense. 
Therefore, 


as  the  antediluvian's  grand- 


father  was  no  more,  it  stood  to  reason  that 
(as  they  say  in  novels)  "the  secret  had 
perished  with  him,"  and  none  of  his  afflicted 
descendants  could  get  that  wretched  sofa 
out. 

For  my  part,  I  have  a  strong  conviction 
that  it  was  put  in  when  the  liouse  was  half 
built,  and  the  roof  was  put  on  afterwards ; 
and  Pastel  agrees  with  me. 

Meanwhile,  it  may  have  occurred  to  you 
that  we  were  taking  a  long  time  to  settle 
down,  and  that  the  "hard  work"  was  long 
in  making  its  appearance. 

That  was  precisely  what  struck  Pastel 
and  me  one  afternoon,  six  days  after  our 
arrival,    I  hinted  this  to  him  as  gently  as 
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Pastel,  however,  received  this  with  scorn, 
and  said  that  the  true  artist  spent  much 
time  in  profound  thought.  He  added  that 
he  had  intended  beginning  something  that 
afternoon,  but  that  I  did  not  seem  inclined 
for  work.  This  enraged  me,  and  I  replied 
that  he  had  better  start  now,  for  though  I 
might  go  too,  it  would  probably  be  in  a 
chii'erent  direction. 

Shortly  after.  Pastel  departed  with  great 
banging  of  doors,  and  an  air  of  intense  en- 
thusiasm. I  had  been  reading,  so  I  waited 
to  finish  the  chapter  I  was  at.  Some  people 
have  an  abominable  habit  of  stopping  at  any 
part  of  a  book,  and  going  off  to  something  else. 
This  has  always  seemed  to  me  the  sign  of 


out,  playing  and  making  mud-pies  where  we 
meant  to  sit.    It's  Saturday,  you  know." 

Then  it  dawned  upon  me  that  the  fates 
were  against  our  working  that  afternoon. 

I  said  to  myself,  "  I  will  be  noble.  Have 
I  not  all  the  other  days  of  the  week  to  do 
what  I  like,  and  yet  I  grudge  these  little 
children  their  one  holiday?"  I  said  to 
Pastel,  "  Let  us  give  up  all  foolish  ideas  of 
work  this  afternoon.  It  is  a  sacrifice  ;  but 
.  .  .  ."  No  more  was  needed.  We  toiled 
upstairs  with  our  easels  and  stools ;  and 
then  set  off  for  a  walk. 

Either  George  Washington  or  Charles  i 
has  said,  "  Sweet  are  the  uses  of  adversity," 
and  I  must  say  that,  considering  our  disap- 


possible,  but  he  got  quite  indignant  over  it. 
He  declared  he  would  prove  that  we  really 
had  not  wasted  a  single  day. 

"In  the  first  place,"  said  he,,  "'we  came 
and  took  these  priceless  rooms  on  a' Satur- 
day. Next  day  (naturally)  was  Sunday.  On 
Monday  we  had  to  get  the  extra  furniture 
and  rubbish  cleared  out  of  here,  and  our 
goods  and  chattels  arranged.  (That  took  a 
good  bit  of  Tuesday  as  well.)  Every  spare 
moment,  I'm  sure,  we  looked  at  the  best 
subjects  for  painting  in  the  neighbourhood. 
On  Wednesday  we  had  letters  to  write, 
papers  to  stretch,  and  we  felt  tired  after 
Tuesday's  work.  Then  yesterday,  you  know, 
we  were  just  deciding  what  we  should  try  first. 
It  ig*sery  foolish  to  begin  work  in  a  hurry." 

"  True,"  said  I,  "  but  surely  we  might 
have  begun  something  in  six  days  ?  " 


a  shallow  mind.  As  it  happened,  the  chapter 
I  was  reading  had  been  so  long,  that  the 
writer  divided  it  into  two  parts ;  and  as  I  had 
begun  the  first  part,  what  could  I  do  but 
finish  it?  I  am  not  devoted  to  novels,  mind; 
and  finished  that  particular  bit  from  a  sense 
of  duty.  Thus  it  was  a  little  while  before  I 
was  ready  to  start.  At  the  foot  of  our  stair 
— lo  and  behold  !  here  was  Pastel. 

"Will,"  said  he,  solemnly,  "I  have  come 
back  to  tell  you  that  it  isn't  the  least  use 
trying  to  begin  a  sketch  to-day.  It  is  quite 
impossible." 

Strange  to  say,  these  words  seemed  to  put 
new  life  into  me.  With  a  firm  resolve  to  go 
and  sketch  at  once,  I  said:  "What  is  to 
hinder  us  going  ?    It's  a  beautiful  day." 

"  Yes,"  repHed  Pastel,  "  and  for  that 
very  reason  all  the  imps  in  Skellochie  are 


pointment,  we  bore  up  wonderfully  that 
Saturday. 

We_  got  quite  merry  at  night  over  the 
antediluvian's  photograph  albums,  which 
were  wonders  of  their  kind.  We  found  them 
on  the  "  what-not,"  and  they  were  a  source 
of  perpetual  enjoyment  to  us.  The  last 
thing  we  did  that  night  was  to  take  a  vow  to 
begin  work  on  Monday. 


On  Monday,  therefore,  we  set  out  after 
breakfast,  and  decided  to  paint  the  street 
first. 

Pastel  sat  at  one  end  of  it  and  I  at  the 
other.  About  mid-day  I  had  got  a  sort  of 
rough  outline  in,  and  went  over  to  see  how 
Pastel  was  getting  on.  He  had  got  the  draw- 
ing nearly  done.  It  was  a  long,  horizontal 
sketch,  and  he  said  that  he   believed  i1 
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■would  have  been  better  to  have  made  it 
upright. 

"  If  it  were  upright,"  said  he,  "  it  would 
be  quite  different.  It  might  be  made  '  the 
picture  of  the  year.'  "  And  the  result  was, 
that  before  I  left  him,  he  had  rubbed  it  out. 

Pastel  says  that  if  you  paint  for  many 
hours  in  the  sun,  it  brings  on  colour-blind- 
ness. So  after  dinner  we  took  a  walk.  One 
must  be  careful,  you  know.  Next  morning, 
and  the  next  again,  we  worked  at  our  pictures. 
Pastel  was  still  drawing  his,  but  he  said  he 
wished  he  had  made  it  square.  The  day 
after,  I  found  that  my  sketch  was  not  alto- 
gether right  either,  so  I  began  another  one. 

On  Friday  Pastel  said  he  hated  the  sight 
of  his  picture,  and  would  begin  a  sunset,  for 
a  change.  It  was  so  dull  for  me  when  he 
left  the  street,  that  I  laid  aside  my  other 
sketches  and  went  with  him. 

Next  day,  Saturday,  we  took  a  rest. 

Then  a  horrible  thing— which  we  had 
never  dreamt  of — happened. 

Monday  was  wet. 

Tuesday  was  wet. 

Wednesday  was  wet. 

Thursday  was  wet. 

Friday  was  wet. 

Saturday  was  wet. 

Sunday  was  wet. 


Before  the  middle  of  the  week  Pastel  said 
we  had  better  go  home.  I  said  we  might  just 
wait  for  a  day  or  two,  for  it  might  clear  up 
the  very  day  we  left.  Next  week  we  had 
packed  up  everything  and  were  ready  to  start 
for  home,  when,  behold !  Monday  was  a 
beautiful  day. 

When  Pastel  saw  that,  he  engaged  the 
antediluvian's  rooms  for  another  week.  We 
did  not,  however,  begin  sketching  that  after- 
noon—for one  thing,  we  had  to  unpack  all 
our  things ;  for  another.  Pastel  said  the 
grass  must  be  very  damp.  .  .  . 

It  rained  all  the  rest  of  the  week  !  I  will 
draw  a  veil  over  our  sufferings,  and  the 
ravings  of  Pastel. 

About  the  middle  of  that  week,  Pastel  had 
a  letter  from  his  friend  Eubens  Madder, 
saying  he  was  coming  to  Skellochie. 

He  arrived  on  the  following  Monday,  and 
took  rooms  in  the  fish-curer's  house,  which 
in  the  summer  months  rejoiced  in  the  name 
of  "  Marlborough  Cottage." 

We  thought  the  weather  looked  more 
settled,  and  took  our  rooms,  such  as  they 
■were,  for  yet  another  week.  But  little  did  we 
know  what  sort  of  person  Mr.  Madder  was. 

He  insisted  on  taking  long  walks  and 
seeing  all  the  sights  of  the  district.  What 
could  we  do  but  accompany  him  ? 


People  may  say  we  should  have  worked 
hard,  and  never  minded  him ;  but  we  felt 
that  it  was  only  common  politeness  to  take 
him  about  the  country. 

I  will  always  maintain  that  nothing  but  a 
strong  sense  of  duty  and  an  iron  will  pre- 
vented me  from  working  hard  when  Rubens 
Madder  was  with  us.  I  never  saw  such 
glorious  weather  as  we  had  then — it  was 
simply  marvellous. 

It  ■was  also  marvellous  how  our  funds 
went  down.  .  .  . 

And  it  was  on  their  account  that  Pastel 
and  I  had  to  hurry  back  to  town — with 
fifteen  small  sketches,  all  just  begun. 

We  had  somehow  no  idea  that  we  had  so 
few  of  them ;  but  Pastel  is  very  hopeful, 
and  he  said  :  "  Why,  there  are  those  pictures 
at  home  yet — ■we'll  come  back  here  when  we 
get  them  sold  !  " 

The  antediluvian,  who  had  taken  quite  a 
fancy  to  Pastel,  shed  tears  on  our  departure, 
and  pressed  upon  him  a  gingerbread  bas- 
relief  for  nourishment  during  our  journey.  I 
think  I  recollect  seeing  something  very  like  it 
between  the  line  of  rails  as  we  left  Skellochie 
Station.  .  .  . 

"Next  year,"  said  Pastel,  "we  will  work 
hard." 


CHIVALRY. 


IN  the  first  of  these  papers  it  was  said  that 
the  spirit  of  chivalry  can  never  pass 
away  ;  and  it  was  shown  that  not  only  had 
such  a  spirit  always  existed  in  the  world,  but 
that  the  I'ules  of  knightly  conduct  which  were 
so  widely  professed  during  the  Middle  Ages 
had  deeply  impressed  the  chivalrous  ideal 
on  the  minds  of  men.  This  led  to  the  con- 
clusion that,  although  there  have  always  been 
chivalrous  men  and  women,  the  nineteenth 
century  is  more  chivalrous  than  it  would 
have  been  had  the  order  never  existed. 

What  an  army  of  noble  men  have  lived 
during  the  ninety  years  of  the  present 
century  ;  men  well  worthy  of  wearing  the 
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golden  spur ;  statesmen,  preachers,  men  of 
letters,  soldiers,  sailors,  men  of  science  and 
of  business ;  men  whose  characters  have 
been  formed  on  the  noble  precepts  and  ex- 
amples of  the  past,  and  whose  lives  of  high 
service  and  devotion  could  never  have  been 
lived  but  for  that  glorious  heritage.  Pages 
might  be  filled  with  their  names  ;  a  library 
must  be  large  to  hold  the  volumes  which 
record  their  deeds ;  but  even  with  these 
before  us,  the  depth  to  which  the  chivalrous 
ideal  has  penetrated  our  century  cannot  be 
calculated.  There  still  remains  unaccounted 
for  the  vast  army  of  the  world's  incognitos  ; 
perhaps  the  very  noblest  portion  of  the 


human  race — those  men  and  women  who 
have  been  content  in  humble  spheres  to  live 
out  their  lives  of  secret  service  for  the  good 
of  their  fellows  unnoticed  and  alone  ; 

"The  bravely  dumb  tliat  did  tlic-ir  deed, 
And  scorned  to  blot  it  with  a  name, 

Men  of  the  plain  heroic  breed. 

That  loved  Heaven's  silence  more  tlian  fame. 

"Such  lived  not  in  the  past  alone, 
But  thread  to-day  the  unheeding  street, 

And  stairs  to  Sin  and  Famine  known 
Sing  with  the  welcome  of  their  feet." 

The  world  may  be  slow  to  learn  its  lessons, 
but  they  are  not  lost ;  and  modern  society 
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owes  a  debt  to  the  Age  of  Chivalry  which  can 
only  be  paid  by  leaving  a  still  richer  legacy 
of  "  sweeter  manners,  purer  laws,"  to  the 
generations  yet  unborn. 

But,  as  already  hinted  in  an  earlier  paper, 
the  full  significance  of  the  knightly  ideal  is 
not  yet  exhausted.  We  cannot  close  the 
history  of  Chivalry,  and  toss  it  aside  like 
a  mastered  lesson-book.  We  have  learned 
much  from  the  training  of  a  knight  that  is 
valuable  for  our  modern  culture  ;  but  the 
conviction  remains  with  us  that  we  have  in 
a  great  measure  neglected  many  lessons 
which  might  exercise  a  still  greater  refining 
influence  on  our  lives.  And  "conviction,"  as 
Carlyle  tells  us,  "  were  it  never  so  excellent, 
is  worthless  till  it  convert  itself  into  conduct." 

In  several  points  the  education  of  a  knight 
compares  favourably  with  that  of  the  gentle- 
man of  to-day ;  and  these  points  are  worth 
noticing. 

The  first  duty  required  of  the  page  was  ser- 
vice. He  waited  at  table,  and  ran  on  errands 
for  the  ladies  of  his  guardian's  household.  In 
these  days,  service  is  often  deemed  deroga- 
tory ;  and  comparatively  few  boys  would 
openly,  and  with  full  meaning,  bear  the 
motto  of  the  Prince  of  Wales.  A  little 
independent  thought  would  help  those  who 
are  starting  in  life  to  see  true  nobility  in  the 
smallest  service  rendered  to  mankind  ;  and 
this  would  remove  all  false  estimates  of  the 
humbler  trades  and  occupations  from  their 
minds,  and  enable  them  to  agree  with  the 
wise  words  of  Samuel  Smiles  : — "  It  is  not 
the  calling  that  degrades  the  man,  but  the 
man  that  degrades  the  calling.  All  work 
that  brings  honest  gain  is  honourable, 
whether  it  be  of  hand  or  mind.  The  fingers 
may  be  soiled,  yet  the  heart  remain  pure  ; 
for  it  is  not  material  so  much  as  moral  dirt 
that  defiles— greed  far  more  than  grime,  and 
vice  than  verdigris." 

The  world's  greatest  men  have  often 
climbed  from  the  lowest  rounds  of  the  ladder 
of  life  ;  and  they  have  been  all  the  stronger 
for  the  climbing.  JEaop  was  a  slave ; 
Bunyan,  a  travelling  tinker  ;  Cervantes,  a 
common  soldier  ;  Ben  Jonson,  a  bricklayer  ; 
and  Wordsworth  was  a  barber's  boy. 
Shakespeare,  Pope,  Haydn,  Livingstone,  and 
Burns  were  respectively  the  sons  of  a 
butcher,  a  linendraper,  a  wheelwright,  a 
weaver,  and  a  labourer.  Carlyle,  perhaps 
the  greatest  thinker  of  the  present  century, 
was  the  son  of  a  stonemason.  To  these 
great  men  the  theory  of  service  was  noble ; 
and  with  the  example  of  their  lives  before  us 
we  can  afford  to  smile  at  the  class-prejudices 
current  in  our  day,  and  be  content  with  the  true 
dignity  of  "  high  thinking  and  simple  living." 

True,  we  are  assured  by  writers  on  the  times 
of  Chivalry  that  the  duties  expected  of  a 
page  "  were  not  then  considered  menial." 
The  better  for  those  days  of  old  ;  but  better 
still  will  it  be  when,  in  the  days  to  come, 
any  service,  however  humble,  that  one  man 
can  render  to  another,  shall  receive  its  due 
share  of  honour  from  all  members  of  the 
commonweal. 

But  there  was  another  point  in  the  page's 
service  worthy  of  attention.  He  was  ever 
at  the  beck  of  the  ladies  of  the  household, — 
not  only  of  the  dames,  but  also  of  the  fair 
young  damoiselles.  And  this  he  accounted 
a  high  honour.  "  Only  a  girl  !  "  and  other 
such  expressions  of  modern  boyhood,  would 
have  been  utterly  incomprehensible  to  him. 
At  the  bidding  of  a  lady,  small  or  great,  he 
was  ready  to  engage  in  any  enterprise,  at  the 
risk  of  life  or  limb  ;  and,  although  this  often 
led  to  extravagance  of  command  on  the  one 
part,*  and  foolhardiness  on  the  other,  a  sweet 
courtesy  towards  the  weaker  sex  was  the  re- 

*  As  an  instance  of  these  fantastic  demands,  attention 
may  be  called  to  Sir  Walter  Scott" s  poem  of  "  The 
Bloody  Vest." 


suit;  and  the  manly  character  received  anew 
beauty  without  losing  any  of  its  strength. 

In  these  days,  when  various  circumstances 
are  forcing  women  to  leave  their  homes  and 
seek  the  means  of  livelihood  in  the  over- 
crowded ways  of  the  city — when,  moreover, 
some  women  are  demanding  "  a  fair  field  and 
no  favour  "  —  it  is  growing  harder  for  men 
to  render  them  the  reverence  which  should 
ever  be  their  due.  Courtesy  is  in  danger  of 
being  forgotten  in  competition.  But  there 
is  hope  in  the  fact  that  the  present  time  is 
a  time  of  transition.  Woman  must  win 
emancipation  from  all  wrong  and  injustice; 
but  in  the  process,  her  influence  for  good  in 
the  world  must  ever  grow  and  increase,  or 
all  her  gain  will  be  swallowed  up  in  an  irre- 
parable loss.  The  manly  character  cannot 
afford  to  lose  the  fair  bloom  of  courtesy ; 
humanity  cannot  afford  to  lose  the  noble 
grace  of  reverence ;  the  world  cannot  afford 
to  lose  its  greatest  charm — the  pure  and 
sacred  ideal  of  true  womanhood. 

The  third  lesson  of  the  knightly  training 
—  that  relating  to  bodily  exercise — is  now 
being  carried  out  in  the  growing  enthusiasm 
for  gymnastics,  and  open-air  sports ;  but 
there  is  still  something  to  be  learned  from 
the  tournaments  of  the  Middle  Ages. 

There  are  those  who  characterise  the 
tournament  as  a  brutal  pastime  ;  who  recall 
the  accidental  death  of  Henry  ii  of  France 
in  one  of  them,  and  tell  how  they  had  to  be 
suppressed  by  the  Popes  because  of  the  fre- 
quent bloodshed  and  loss  of  life  they  caused. 
But  it  must  not  be  lost  sight  of  that  the 
Middle  Ages  were  times  of  war  ;  and  in  the 
mimic  battle  of  the  lists  the  knights  were 
effectually  trained  for  the  sterner  conflict  of 
the  field.  And,  as  a  recent  writer  on  the 
subject  has  pointed  out,  there  was  something 
far  more  ennobling  and  manly  in  the  old 
tournament  than  we  can  find  in  the  present- 
day  racecourse  or  prize-ring.  While  the 
knights  of  the  past  gave  and  took  shrewd 
blows,  and  hardened  themselves,  even  in 
their  amusements,  for  the  duties  of  their 
lives,  many  sons  of  the  enlightened  nine- 
teenth century  waste  their  substance  and 
brutalise  their  human  nature  by  engaging  in 
pastimes  which  are  a  disgrace  to  any  civilised 
community. 

To  sum  up :  The  knight  of  the  Middle 
Ages  held  a  chivalrous  ideal  which  grew  out 
of  the  threefold  root  of  religion,  courtesy, 
and  courage  ;  and  it  is  from  the  same  three- 
fold root  that  the  perfect  flower  of  modern 
young-manhood  alone  can  grow.  A  knight 
of  the  nineteenth  century  must  love  God, 
reverence  women,  and  respect  himself ;  and 
in  exact  proportion  to  the  strength  of  these 
influences  within  him  will  be  the  measure  of 
his  true  success  in  the  battle  of  life. 

In  reviewing  the  training,  the  installation, 
and  the  ideal  of  the  knight  of  old,  there  seem 
to  be  many  things  worthy  to  be  incorporated 
in  our  modern  culture,  and  much  that  may 
help  each  of  us  in  our  endeavour  to  bear 
"  without  abu.se 
The  grand  old  name  of  gentleman. 
Defamed  by  every  cliarlatan. 
And  soiled  by  all  ignoble  use." 
(the  end.) 


COINGS  FOR  THE  MONTH. 

JULY. 

I. — In  Poultry-Kun,  Pigeon-Loft,  Aviary, 
Rabbitry,  Kennel,  etc. 

By  Gordon  Stables,  cm.,  m.d.,  k.n. 

TiiK.  Pour.'i  itY-Pa:N'.— As  I  write  these  "  Doings,"  the 
rain  coining  <]t)\\  n  in  tropical  torrents  reminds  rue  to 
say  a  woril  a.bont  shelter  sheds.  In  the  lieeping  and 
breeding  of  pnnltry  for  profit,  wlietlier  it  be  in  eggs  or 
in  flesh,  there  is  a  regular  A  B  C  to  be  learned,  and  if 


you  do  not  go  by  this  you  may  as  well  try  to  turn  the 
baser  metals  into  gold  as  to  e-xpect  to  malje  any  money 
from  your  poultry-run.  I  always  pity  poor  fowls  when 
I  see  them  all  huddled  together  on  a  drenching  day 
with  wet  backs  and  drooping  wings,  because  I  know 
that  not  only  are  they  suffering  discomfort  but  pro- 
bably contracting  illnesses.  Ducks  stand  wet  far 
better,  and  for  tliis  reason,  they  are  provided  with  a 
greater  number  of  glands  that  secrete  a  lubricating  oil 
which  spreads  outwards  to  the  point  of  every  featlier. 
Wild  birds  are  also  so  provided,  and  notably  sea-birds. 
But  civilisation  has  to  a  large  extent  done  for  these 
protective  glands  in  our  barn-door  fowls,  hence  they 
need  shelter  from  the  weather. 

Now  I  don't  know  anything  more  simple  than  the 
erection  of  such  a  shelter.  Of  course,  if  you  have 
plenty  of  money  you  mav  get  a  live-stock  paper  such  as 
the  "  Feafcliered  World"  and  "Stock  Keeper''  or 
"  Field,"  and  you  will  see  there  the  names  and  ad- 
dresses of  makers  ;  but  if  living  in  the  country-  there  is 
always  plenty  of  old  wood  to  be  had.  Knock  in  a  few 
posts  in  a  corner  of  your  run,  roof  it  over  roughly,  and 
cover  it  by  nailing  ou  ordinary  rooting  felt;  a  two- 
penny bucket  of  tar,  procurable  at  the  village  gas- 
works, and  a  few  handfuls  of  sand  complete  the  job, 
and  there  you  are  1  And  there  the  fowls  will  he,  too, 
on  a  rainy  day,  as  happy  as  a  black  boy  in  a  barrel  of 
treacle,  especially  if  you  throw  a  few  handfuls  of  oats 
or  maiz.e  among  them  at  midday.  In  one  corner  of  this 
shed,  too,  the  water-pan  may  stand.  But  the  dust  bath 
should  not  be  under  it.   That  is  quite  a  different  affair. 

This  shelter  slied  will  be  a  great  saving  to  you.  It 
will  pirevent  the  fowls  from  going  off  laying,  save  them 
from  crcup  and  colds  and  diarrhoea,  and  even  bumble 
foot,  and  it  will  prevetit  egg-laying  Irom  being  checked. 

If  >  ou  haven't  got  such  a  shed,  take  my  advice :  look 
about  you  and  see  what  you  can  do  about  it.  The 
happier  you  can  makeyour  fowls,  the  more  comfortalile 
in  mind  will  you  be  yourself,  if  you  haven't  got  a  con- 
science like  an  iudiarubber  omnibus  or  a  coal  carter's 
horse. 

Gapes  you  have  heard  of,  but  I  hope  have  never 
seen  ;  it  is  caused  by  a  collection  of  worms  in  the 
windpipe,  and  is  all  but  incurable.  But  it  can  be 
prevented  by  keeping  your  fowl-runs  extra  clean,  and 
being  nio.st  careful  to  see  that  the  drinking-water  is 
always  sweet  and  clean. 

Wljat  a  deal  there  is  in  proper  sanitation,  if  boys 
could  oidy  Ije  gut  to  believe  it.  And  I  speak  now  to  all 
my  readers,  whatever  kind  of  animal  their  fancy  may 
lead  them  to  keep,  pigeons,  birds,  rabbits,  or  cavies. 
Keep  them  chart,  give  them  pure  water  and  fresh  air, 
with  dryness  and  warmth,  and  they  won't  forget  to  ask 
you  for  fooil. 

You  may  fatten  birds  for  the  market  now,  and  thus 
weed  out,  for  overcrowding  won't  do.  If  you  liaven'1; 
a  grass  run,  be  careful  to  see  that  your  fow  Is  get  plenty 
of  green  stuff,  else  they  won't  thrive  well. 

Have  you  lime- washed  out  your  fowl  house  ?  Better 
do  so,  the  hottest  part  of  the  suuimer  is  still  before  us. 
See  tliat  nesting  straw  is  kept  clean.  Fon  is  often  lay 
away  from  home  for  the  simple  reason  that  their  nest's 
are  filthy. 

The  Pigeox-Lopt.— Continue  to  keep  everything 
sweet  and  clean,  and  to  feed  well  on  clean,  wholesoms 
food.  In  country  places,  where  jiigeons  live  in  a  dove- 
cot, they  usually  feed  with  the  fowls  and  really  require 
very  little  attention.  But  the  more  fancy  kinil  of 
pigeons  that  live  in  lofts  or  pigeonries  require  atten- 
tion. Sometimes  they  are  even  too  valuable  to  have 
their  liberty.  In  such  cases  a  large  aviary  in  front  of 
the  loft  is  a  sine  gnd  7ion.  A  boy  may  keep  pigeons  for 
a  time  without  illness  even  in  a  filthy  condition,  and  in 
defiance  of  all  rules  of  health,  but  I  never  knew  a  case 
of  this  kind  going  on  very  long  without  some  mishap 
being  the  result.  Besides,  birds  bred  and  kejit  under 
such  ciinditions  have  their  constitutions  undermined  ; 
anil  next  season,  when  you  go  in  for  breeding  from 
them,  you  find  your  mistake— egg-bound  and  goiny 
light,  and  canker  jierhaps,  and  all  manner  of  evils 
happen,  and  you  wonder  why  you  have  such  ill-luck. 
Be  warned  in  time. 

Thk  Avi.utY. — The  breeding  season  ends  with  July, 
If  for  greed  you  go  on  breeding  longer,  why  }0u  only 
weaken  your  stock  and  no  good  comes  of  it  in  the  long 
run.  Sell  off  all  the  stock  .\  on  do  not  want  to  keep.  I 
hope  you  have  (lone  well.  It  really  isn't  my  fault  ii 
you  haven't.  I  try  to  think  of  everj  thing  for  your 
good  and  the  good  of  your  stock  in  these  little  monthly 
lectures  of  mine. 

Don't  put  away  your  breeding  cages  until  they  are 
thoroughly  cleaned  outside  aud  in.  You  will  want  to 
scrub  with  boiling  water  and  soda  first,  using  a  goodi 
penetrating  brush.  If  you  have  had  vermin,  give  a 
second  water  with  carboUc  acid,  then  rinse  out  and  let 
dry  in  the  open  air.  Lastly,  get  a  bottle  of  spirits  o£ 
wine,  one  ounce,  containing  one  grain  of  corrosive  sub- 
Uma'e,  and  laljelled  POISON,  and  go  over  all  the  cracks 
and  inside  bottom  of  the  cage  with  this.  You  cannot! 
be  too  cautious  mth  this  mixture.  It  is  a  terrible 
poison,  so  any  that  is  over  pour  down  the  closet  and 
then  break  the  bottle. 

Next,  cover  the  entire  cage  with  papers  and  gum  it 
all  round  so  as  to  effectually  keep  out  the  dust. 

After  you  have  done  breeding  for  the  year,  and  put 
your  pets  away  in  tlieir  flight  cages,  yuu  might  in  your 
spare  moments  try  }  our  hand  at  cage-making. 

The  R.\T!BITRY.— Some  lads  Ii.ave  been  writing  to  ds 
lately  about  matted  hair  in  Angoras.  I  have  told  them 
that" long-haired  rabbits  want  grooming  occasionally. 
They  miist  not  have  saw-dust  bedding,  but  the  driest 
of  hay  or  softest  of  straw  ;  ami  they  should  have 
larger  hutches  than  ordinary  rabbits.    They  are  very 
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beautiful,  these  Angoras,  when  in  good  health,  full- 
eyed  and  happy-looking.  But  once  let  a  pet  of  this 
Trind  get  out  of  order,  and  he  is  the  most  miserable 
little  beast  in  existence.  Exercise  your  rabbits  now 
every  flue  day.  Continue  to  collect  bedding,  and  feed 
well.  It  is  well,  you  know,  to  have  a  little  hay-rack 
over  one  corner  of  the  living-room. 

The  Kennel.— Beware  of  running  <logs  in  hot 
weather  behind  either  cycle  or  trap.  It  is  abominalily 
cruel.  Tying  them  up  "under  a  trap  is  worse  far,  and 
-ought  to  be  penal  if  it  isn't.  See  that  your  pet  has  plenty 
■of  exercise  and  a  dip  in  the  water  now  and  then  if  he 
will  take  it.  It  is  easy  to  teach  any  dog  to  swim  by  trai  u- 
ing  him  first  to  fetch  and  carry  on  dry  land,  then  tlndw- 
ing  his  stick  into  the  edge  of  a  shallow  pool,  and  next 
:f  arther  and  farther  in.  But  there  must  be  no  force  work. 

KlTCHE^J  Garden.— "Watering  will  be  needeil  this 
month.  It  is  capital  exercise,  especially  if  you  have  to 
pump  and  carry  the  buckets  a  long  way.  It  comliines 
the  beneficial  effects  of  the  tread-mill  with  those  of  the 
Turkish  bath,  and  sweats  all  the  mischief  out  of  a  boy. 
Plant  all  kinds  of  greens  for  winter  use,  and  keep 
•everything  tidy  and  clean. 

Floweu  and  Window  Gardens.— If  the  garden  is 
not  beautiful  now  it  will  never  be.  Only  water  your 
ibeds  and  keep  down  weeds.  Remove  dead  leaves.  Take 
^geranium  cuttings. 


II. — Entomology. 
By  Eev.  Theodore  Wood,  f.e.s. 

THROUHnouT  the  month  of  .Inly  the 
■entomologist  will  still  be  among  the  busiest 
■nf  mankind,  and  all  liis  spare  time  will  he 
fully  occupied.  Every  sunny  hour  wdl 
furnish  him  with  active  employment  for 
the  net ;  palings  and  tree-trunks  are  move 
productive  than  ever ;  caterpillars  swarm 
both  by  day  and  night ;  every  lamp-post 
will  have  its  visitors  on  almost  every  night ; 
;and  the  visitoi-s  to  the  tn  ade- patches  will 
be  perfectly  bewilderingin  their  abundance 
and  variety.  So  that,  by  the  end  of  the 
month,  the  cabinet  or  store-boxes  ouglit  to 
be  very  much  better  filled  than  at  the 
beginning; 

No  less  than  forty-one  different  butter- 
flies are  on  the  iving  during  .Inly.  Among 
these  is  the  Purple  Emperor,  which,  in  spite 
•  of  its  sounding  title,  is  a  creature  of  ignoble 
tastes.  It  soars  high  in  air  when  flying, 
and  some  collectors  are  said  to  capture  it 
-with  a  forty-foot  net ;  but  how  they  con- 
trive to  wield  that  appalling  implement  I 
never  could  iinagine.  A  far  lietter  plan  is 
to  get  a  few  dead  rats,  lay  them  about  in 
the  open  spaces  of  woods,  and  vi«ir  tlicin 
■on  sunny  days  when  they  are  wrll  v:ni^T(l 
in  decomposition."  For  tins  repulsive  diet 
is  veritable  amlirnsia  to  the  Puri}le  Em- 
peror, and  he  will  tie  so  absorbed  in  his 
feast,  should  you  happen  to  come  across 
him,  that  he  may  be  netted  v\;ithout  diffl- 
•enlty. 

Look  out  for  the  Silver- washed  and  ' 
Dark  Green  Fritillarie.5,  also  in  wikhI  rlmr- 
ings.  They  have  a  most  aggr,a\  ;i  r  i  ii'j  w  ■■  v 
■of  sunning  themselves  upon  spray-^  "t 
bramble,  and,  if  you  do  not  take  the' 
greate.st  care,  the  buttei-flies  will  escape 
unharmed,  and  your  net  will  not;  The 
Marbled  White  is  sure  to^  be-  pl-entiful 
where  it  occurs;  but  it  is  very  local, anil 
^sometimes  swarms  in  one  field  or  lane,  and 
not  in  another  for  miles  around.  The 
•Silver-studded  Blue  flies 'on  lie.aths. 

Among  the  moths,  most  of  the  Footmen 
(Lithosice)  are  out.  Look  for  them  on  the 
trunks  of  lichen-covered  trees,  especially 
■oaks,  beeches,  and  larches  ;  or  you  may 
beat  them  out  of  foliage  in  the  immediate 
neighbourhood.  Remember  that  they  do 
nol  look  much  like  moths  when  their 
wings  are  closed.  Several  of  the  Emeralds 
are  out.  If  you  meet  with  any  of  these, 
do  not  forget  that  they  m}tst  iie  kept  in  tlie 
■dark.  But  you  will  not  be  able  to  preserve 
the  delicate  hues  of  one  or  two  of  the 
species  with  any  amount  of  precaution. 
The  Blotched  Emerald  (Phorodeswi  ahiii- 
■laria),  for  some  unknown  reason,  occa- 
sionally comes  out  in  v<ink  clothin'g.  Pugs 
(Eupi/hecice)  yonv.))]  inert  with  in  plenty. 
You  will  not  be  alili'  to  identify  one  in 
twentys«-unle=s  yr'ii  have  a  really  good 
collection  to  n  t'rr  t.<  ;  but  they  will  afford 
you  capital  pnn-ti^'c  in  setting. 

Several  cnlnninsot  the  "B.  0.  P."  would 
be  required  for  a  list  of  the  Nocitne  •svliich 
•come  to  treacle  in  July.  On  a  favonralile 
evening  you  will  Imve  your  boxes  fud  in 
no  time.  Always  get  yonr  treacle  on  well 
before  dark,  and  make  your  first  round 
directly  the  operation  is  over.  I  have 
•often  taken  good  moths  in  this  way  even 
before  it  was  neces.sary  to  light  the  lantern. 
If  you  work  in  couples,  one  should  carry 
•the  net,  and  hold  it  beneath  each  treacle- 
patch  as  you  turn  the  light  of  the  lantern 
upon  it.  The  man  who  bears  the  lantern 
■should  always  manipulate  the  pid-box. 

The  light  of  an  oplinary  bull's  eye  is 
lather  too  powerful  for  this  work,  the 


best  lanterns  for  which  are  those  with  flat  fronts, 
and  glasses  of  only  moderate  convexity.  NEVER 
listen  tn  ]ifn|i!e  wlio  advise  you  to  carry  the  lamp  liy 
a  srr:ip  nmiid  ymr  body,  in  order  that  you  may 
havi'  a  liand  free  for  the  net.  If  you  are  alone,  carry 
the  lantern  in  your  left  hand,  and  leave  the  net  at 


home.  To  a  solitary  sugarer,  if  I  may  be  allowed  to  coin 
a  new  word,  it  is  mostly  more  trouble  than  it  is  worth. 

As  regards  the  times  and  places  in  which  to  look  for 
beetles  in  July,  I  have  only  one  piece  of  advice  to  give, 
which  I  quote  from  a  well-known  authority  ;  "  (he  time 
is  always,  and  the  place  is  everywhere ! " 


C  0  r  r  t  s  p  a  n  tr  c  it  r  t. 


Smekd,  M.— The  red  deals  of  tlm  timber  tnfrfliant  are 
the  yellow  deals  of  the  hnild.T.  They  arc  callrd  red 
on  account  of  th--ir  'jrain,  and  \ell()w  on  ;ic('ount  of 
th.'ii-  LM-nrial  rolonr.  Whir,.  Ih^al  is  white  fir  from 
t  'In  i^r  lam.t,  anil  is  '■oninii  Illy  u-rd  fiir  furniture,  but 
tliat  is  no  reason  wliy  you  should  spell  it  "firni- 
ttire." 

F.  B.  K. — Kc.ad  Franklin  Fox's  book  on  "  How  to  Send 
a  Boy  to  Sea."  It  costs  a  shilling  and  is  publisheil  by 
F.  Warne  &  Co.,  15,  Bedford  Street,  Strand. 

A.  J.  Con'der. -  We  have  already  had  articli^s  on  fret- 
work, giving  all  the  details  you  wi'li  to  know.  We 
do  not  think  you  can  do  better  than  .-i  nd  to  Melhuish 
of  Fetter  Lane  for  his  catalogue. 


J.  AxGu.s.— A  white  blackbird  is  rare,  but  several 
instances  are  reported  every  year  in  the  "  Field  "  and 
other  papers. 

C.  D  avi.s. — At  the  close  of  every  volume  in  September  we 
reserve  a  few  copies  of  the  coloured  plates  in  packets 
for  the  convenience  of  weekly  readers  :  the  price  of 
these  packets  is  always  given  in  the  last  September 
number.  We  cannot  supply  single  plates.  If  you 
w-ant  them  you  must  buy  them  in  the  parts  with 
which  they  were  issued,  or  else  in  the  packet. 

SuB^CRiTiER.— The  Warspite  office,  otherwise  the  ofBce 
of  the  Marine  Society,  is  in  Bishopsgate  Street  Within, 
e.c.  You  had  better  write  to  tlie  Secretary  there  for 
particulars. 


Our  Summer  NuirsER  tor  1891  is  now  ready,  and  evei-y  "  B.  G.  P."  reader  sJwuld 
cndeavotir  to  secure  a  copy. 


HI  I    FERRY!  FERRY! 
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CHAPTER    IV. — WHAT    FRED  MILBURN 
THOUGHT  OF  BURMAH. 

"  \'f  ^^^^   Lower  Irrawaddy, 

ItJ.  February  15. — I've  seen  so  many 
queer  things  since  I  landed  at  Rangoon 
three  days  ago,  that  I  haven't  had  time  to 
write  down  half  of  'em;  so  I  must  just 
make  up  my  journal  before  the  steamer 
gets  up  to  Mandalay  (that's  the  capital, 
you  know),  where  we're  due  Thursday 
night  or  Friday  morning.  It's  very  snug 
travelling  in  these  little  river-steamers, 
which  are  built  one  deck  above  the  other, 
same  as  the  Hudson  Eiver  boats  at  New 
York ;  and  they  really  do  feed  you  first- 
rate  ;  and  you  sit  and  eat  on  deck  under 
an  awning,  with  both  banks  right  before 
you  all  the  time  ;  and  the  state-rooms  are 
all  on  deck  too,  and  the  walls  and  doors 
are  all  made  of  Venetian  blinds,  so  that 
they're  most  always  pretty  cool ;  and 
there's  heaps  of  room  to  walk  about 
if  you  want  to  ;  and  altogether  it's  quite 
grand. 

"  The  river  itself  ain't  much  to  look  at, 
though,  after  all;  it  seems  to  «ie  just  like 
a  great  big  dish  of  soup,  with  blobs  of 
grease  half  a  mile  long  floating  in  it.  But 
of  course  they  make  quite  a  fuss  over  it 
here,  for,  with  only  two  railways  in  the 
whole  country  (and  small  ones  at  that), 
this  river's  just  the  one  great  highway  for 
all  Burmah,  same  as  the  Mississippi  was 
with  us  fifty  years  ago.  And  then  there's 
plenty  to  look  at  as  you  go  along,  and  no 
mistake.  We've  got  a  correspondent  on 
board,  who's  writing  off  the  whole  country 
for  one  of  the  big  English  papers ;  and 
this  morning  I  got  him  to  let  me  copy  a 
bit  of  his  last  letter,  because  it  seemed  to 
me  to  touch  off  the  general  hang  of  the 
river-view  pretty  smart : 

" '  The  trees  that  clothe  the  flanking 
hills  from  base  to  summit  have  all  shed 
their  leaves,  and  the  soft  transparent  grey 
of  the  leafless  boughs  covers  the  great 
slopes  like  a  thin  gauze  veil,  through 
which  every  curve  and  ridge  looms  in 
solemn   and    shadowy  picturesqueness. 
Tiny  Burmese  villages  peer  out  along  the 
wooded  shores  every  here  and  there,  the 
overhanging  thatch  of  the  little  hovels 
making  them  appear,  at  a  distance,  just 
like  huge  heaps  of  straw.    Both  banks 
literally  bristle  with  pagodas,  in  the  pro- 
portion of  four  or  five  to  each  hut — some 
bell-shaped,  others  rising  Chinese  fashion 
in  successive  storeys,  and  not  a  few  wear- 
ing the  exact  form  of  a  monstrous  soda- 
water    bottle.      Several    native  boats 
(regular   Noah's   Ai-ks   roofed   in  with 
matting)  drift  slowly  past,  the  stern  rising 
pillar-wise  straight  up  in  the  air,  with  a 
kind  of  perch  on  its  top,  upon  which  sits 
the  gaunt,  brown,  bare-limbed  scarecrow 
who  manages  the  heavy  steering-oar.  In- 
stead of  one  mast  with  two  sails,  each  of  j 
these  queer  craft  seems  to  have  one  sail 
with  two  masts ;  for  the  sail  itself — a 
huge,  clumsy,  three-cornered    affaii* — is 
s'-ipported  between  two  long  cross-sticks, 
diverging  from  each  other  like  an  open 
pan*  of  scissors.    And  now  appears  the 
unusual    spectacle    of    a  scarlet-fobed 
native   gravely   sitting  upright   in  the 
water,  with  a  floating  tail  as  long  as  a 
comet's  outstretched  behind  him ;  but  tlie 
next  moment  we  see  that  this  long-tailed 
hobgoblin  is  notliing  more  than  a  Bur- 
mese boatman  squatting  on  the  tip-end  of 
a  very  narrow  bamboo  raft." 


"  But  I'm  beginning  in  the  middle  of 
my  story,  for  I've  not  said  a  word  all  this 
time  about  how  I  got  here.  My  stay  in 
India  was  not  a  long  one,  for  at  Calcutta 
I  had  just  time  to  skip  from  the  in-com- 
ing British  India  mail-packet  to  the  out- 
going coast  steamer  for  Rangoon ;  so  that 
part  of  my  travels,  if  it's  ever  published, 
will  have  to  come  out  as  '  Half  an  Hour  in 
India,'  by  the  author  of  '  Fifty  Minutes  in 
Ceylon.'  And  then,  as  our  Irish  purser 
said,  '  when  we  first  smv  Burmah,  it  was 
out  of  sight.'  The  first  sign  of  it  was  a 
tall  lighthouse,  striped  black  and  white, 
popping  up  right  out  of  the  sea  like  a 
big  barber's  pole— for  not  a  thing  of  the 
coast  could  we  see  for  another  ten 
!  minutes,  though  we  knew  it  must  be 
there  by  the  clear  bright  sea  changing 
suddenly  to  a  nasty  brownish  green,  like 
weak  tea  made  with  salt  water.  And 
even  when  we  did  see  it,  it  was  so  low 
and  flat  that  it  seemed  as  if  we  might 
sail  riglit  overland  wherever  it  was  a 
little  damp,  like  Abe  Lincoln's  gimboats 
in  the  war. 

"  But  we  were  still  miles  away  from 
Rangoon,  when  we  saw,  far  away  over  the 
great  green  smudge  of  low  trees  and 
bushes,  that  stood  as  thick  along  both 
banks  as  the  bristles  on  a  hair-brush,' 
something  like  a  huge  tongue  of  fire 
shooting  up  into  the  sky ;  and  this  was 
the  '  Shway  Dagohn,'  or  Golden  Pagoda, 
the  greatest  Buddhist  temple  in  these 
parts,  where  tlie  English  had  such  a  hard 
fight  when  they  stoi'med  it  in  1852. 

"  The  native  fishermen  seemed  quite 
used  to  the  '  Me-thim-boo  '  (fire  boat)  as 
I  they  call  the  steamer,  and  hardly  looked 
I  at  it ;  but  our  captain  told  me  that  when 
I  the  first  steamer  came  up  the  river  years 
ago,  the  Bimnans,  who  took  it  for  a  fiery 
dragon,  were  awfully  scared,  and  all  the 
more  because  it  just  fulfilled  an  old  native 
prophecy  about  the  fall  of  Burmah  : 

"'Wlieu  'ueath  the  sacred  mountain 

Where  tlie  Golden  Tower  dotU  stand, 
A  strange,  hat-wearing  people 

Shall  settle  in  our  land  ; 
Wheu  up  the  Irrawadd3', 

Un/ielpeil  by  sail  or  oar. 
Shall  come  a  stately  vessel 

Up  from  the  southern  shore  ; 
Tlien  (so  hath  said  the  prophet 

\Vhose  words  are  faithful  all) 
The  golden-footed  Princes  [i.e.  Kings  of  Burmah] 

Shall  totter  and  shall  fall' 

"  When  we  came  up  to  the  landing- 
place  at  Rangoon,  there  began  all  at  once 
a  great  shouting  and  fuss  on  the  shore, 
and  people  came  running  up  from  all  sides 
as  if  they  were  following  Barnum's  circus ; 
and  even  some  Englisii  soldiers  who  were 
passing  tui-ned  their  heads  to  stare.  But 
all  I  could  see  was  a  tall  man  in  English 
dress,  with  a  boy  beside  him,  who  didn't 
seem  to  mind  all  the  stir  a  bit,  though 
the  niggers  kept  crowding  round  him  till 
he  could  hardly  move,  and  howling  out 
some  crack-jaw  Burmese  name,  which, 
the  captain  told  me,  meant,  '  The  lonely 
man  of  the  jimgle.' 

"  '  And  who  on  earth  is  /(c  ?  '  I  asked. 

" '  You'll  see  directly,'  said  the  cxptain, 
with  a  queer  kind  of  grin. 

"  And  sure  enough  I  did  see,  in  another 
minute ;  for  as  soon  as  the  gang-plank 
was  laid,  the  tall  man  stepped  aboard, 
and,  after  a  word  or  two  witli  the  captain, 
came  right  up  to  where  I  stood,  and  held 
out  his  hand  to  me. 


"  '  Very  glad  to  see  you,  my  boy,*  he 
said.    '  Do  you  know  me  ?  ' 

"  And  what  do  you  think  ?  This  man, 
who  could  bring  the  whole  town  after 
him  just  by  showing  himself  in  the  streets, 
was  Uncle  Livingstone  Foster,  and  the 
boy  who  was  with  him  was  cousin  Harry  I 
"  He  spoke  so  cheerily  and  plea- 
santly that  I  quite  took  to  him  at  the 
first  start ;  and  then  there  was  a  look  in 
his  face  that  I  liked— just  the  sort  of 
quiet,  confident  look  that  you  told  me 
General  Grant  used  to  have  in  the  middle 
of  his  biggest  battles.  Altogether,  he  was 
just  the  sort  of  man  you'd  like  to  have 
with  you  out  on  the  plains  when  the 
Indians  are  looking  ugly. 

"After  breakfast  (which  we  got  at  a 
queer  little  hotel  in  Merchant  St.,  where 
a  big  crow  flew  in  through  the  window, 
and  nearly  smashed  the  whole  concern 
in  trying  to  get  out  again)  uncle  said  we 
must  take  the  night  express  to  Prome, 
away  up  the  river,  where  we'd  catch  the 
steamer  for  Mandalay  ;  and  as  he'd  got  to 
be  busy  right  on  till  evening,  cousin  Harry 
would  take  me  around,  and  show  me  ail 
there  was  to  see. 

"  And  so  he  did  ;  and  the  first  thing  we 
saw  was  that  place  just  oiitside  the  town, 
close  to  the  river  bank,  where  the  two 
American  missionaries  were  brought  out  to 
be  beheaded  in  1824,  when  the  mob  went 
mad  because  the  English  were  coming  to 
bombard  the  place  ;  and  then,  just  as  the 
executioner  had  his  knife  up  to  chop  their 
heads  off,  the  first  shot  fi-om  the  British 
squadron  struck  him  dead,  and  scared  all 
the  rest  away ;  and  then  the  British  blue- 
jackets broke  in  and  saved  'em  both. 
You  remember  how  we  read  all  about  it 
in  the  long  winter  evenings  out  West? 
But  I  didn't  think  theti  that  I'd  be  seeing 
the  place  so  soon  myself. 
_  "  Then  v.-e  went  over  one  of  the  great 
rice  mills,  and  a  queer  sight  it  was.  You 
can't  think  what  funny  figures  the  native 
workmen  were,  with  their  brown  skins 
turned  quite  white  with  rice  dust ;  and  if 
we'd  taken  one  of  them  and  scraped  him 
clean,  I'm  sure  we'd  have  got  enough 
rice  off  him  to  feed  three  or  fom-  starving 
families. 

"Then  we   went  up  to  the  Golden 
Pagoda  in  a  street  steam-car  (fancy  that !) 
along  with  a  jumble  of  Hmdoos,  Malays, 
Chinamen,    and    Burmese   ladies  with 
flowers  in  their  hau-  and  cigars  in  their 
mouths,  that  would  have  made  a  big  stir 
in  New  York  if  they  had  come  along 
I  Broadway  in  a  car.    But  the  queerest 
sight  was  the  Shans  from  the  northern 
^  mountains,  with  straw  hats  as  big  as  an 
I  umbrella,  and  little  pouches  no  larger 
I  than  your  hand.    I  asked  Harry  -n'hy 
tliey  didn't  wear  the  pouches  on  their 
heads,  and  carrj'  things  in  their  hats 
instead  ;  and  he  said  thej-  did  sometimes. 

"  At  the  foot  of  the  stone  stair  leading 
up  to  the  temple  were  two  awful-looking 
hobgoblins,  twenty  feet  high  at  least, 
with  red  ej"es  and  green  hair,  standing 
one  on  each  side  of  the  entrance.  They'd 
have  puzzled  a  Professor  of  Natural 
History,  for  they  had  elephants'  bodies, 
lions'  heads,  snakes'  tongues,  dogs'  paws, 
and  donkeys'  tails. 

"  The  stair  was  all  roofed-in  with  a 
ceiling  of  gilt  teak-wood,  sujjported  on 
square  wooden  pillars  :  and  about  half 
j ,  way  up  there  was  a  deep  ditch  and  a 
1  great  high  wall,  making  a  regular  fort  of 


the  place.  Beyond  that,  the  roof  and  pillars 
were  all  blood-red,  and  painted  with  the 
avvfullest  pictures  you  ever  saw — men 
being  tortured  and  cut  to  bits,  and  gobbled 
up  by  vultures  or  wild  beasts — till  they 
fairly  turned  me  sick.  And  even  when  I 
looked  away,  it  didn't  mend  matters 
much ;  for  all  in  a  moment  a  whole 
gang  of  lepers  came  crawling  around  me 
to  beg  (as  they  always  do  here  at  the 
gates  of  the  temples  and  palaces),  and  they 
were  such  a  horrid  sight  that  I  was  glad 
to  throw  'em  a  handful  of  pice  (that's 
what  they  call  cents  here,  you  know),  and 
run  off  up  the  stair  as  hard  as  I  could  go. 

'•  But  the  temple  itself  was  a  gay 
show,  and  no  mistake.  At  the  top  of  the 
stair  was  a  great  stone  platform,  from 
which  you  could  see  the  whole  country 
for  miles  round ;  and  right  in  the  middle, 
like  a  sort  of  life-guard,  were  ever  so 
many  small  pagodas  of  gilt  marble,  built 
in  a  hollow  square  round  the  Golden 
Pagoda  itself,  which  shot  up  like  a  great 
tire,  yards  and  yards  into  the  air,  so  bright 
in  the  sunshine  that  j^ou  could  hardly 
look  at  it ;  and  on  the  top  was  an  open- 
work turret  of  gilt  iron  (the  natives  call 
it  '  Htee,"  or  umbrella)  with  jewels  all  over 
it  worth  50,000  dollars. 

"  The  whole  place  looked  as  gay  as  a 
flower-bed  with  the  coloured  dresses,  for 
there  were  hundreds  and  hundreds  of 
Burmans  there  in  all  the  colours  of  the 
rainbow — green,  blue,  red,  yellow,  and 
white — some  selling  flowers  and  toys, 
some  putting  down  offerings  of  fruit  and 
pakes,  or  burning  incense-sticks  before 
the  little  shrines  and  gilt  images  of 
Buddha,  and  a  good  many  striking  the 
great  bronze  bells  that  stood  all  around 
the  platform.  There  was  one  tremendous 
big  one  there,  that  had  lain  ever  so  long 
at  the  bottom  of  the  river,  till  the  Burmans 
themselves  fished  it  i;p ;  and  they  call  it 
'  Maha  Gvmga  '  (great  sweet  voice). 

"  Beside  each  bell  lay  a  stick  or  a  deer's 
horn  to  tap  it  with  ;  and  when  a  man's 
gomg  to  make  a  prayer  or  an  offering,  he 
strikes  one  of  these  bells  to  call  the  atten- 
tion of  the  Nauts — that's  a  sort  of  spirits 
or  fairies  that  they  believe  in  and  pray 
to,  like  the  South  Americans  with  their 
patron  saints.  Harry  told  me  that  if  you 
happen  to  cOme  up  and  ring  a  bell  while 
they're  at  prayers,  instead  of  being  mad 
at  you,  they'll  be  quite  pleased  ;  for  they 
think  that  the  more  noise  there  is,  the 
more  likely  the  Nauts  will  be  to  pay  at- 
tention. 

"  In  one  corner  I  saw  the  graves  of 
some  British  officers  who  were  killed  at 
the  storming  of  the  place  in  1852 ;  and  a 
little  farther  on  I  foimd  a  man  lifting  in 
both  hands  a  big  stone,  carved  into  the 
shape  of  a  turtle  (which  is  a  sacred  beast 
with  the  Buddhists),  and  muttering  some- 
thing as  he  lifted  it.  Uncle  Livingstone 
told  me  that  it  was  called  a  '  wishing- 
stone,'  and  that  the  custom  is  for  every 
man  to  make  a  wish  as  he  picks  it  up,  and 
then  to  say,  '  If  my  wish  is  granted,  let 
this  stone  feel  light ! '  and  of  course  he's 
pretty  safe  to  think  it  feels  Hght,  whether 
it  does  or  not. 

"  In  the  evening  there  was  a  '  pwe ' 
(native  play)  on  an  open  space  near  the 
river-bank,  just  behind  the  great  fish- 
market  ;  and  after  dinner,  as  there  was 
plenty  of  time  yet  before  the  train  started, 
we  all  three  went  to  have  a  look  at  it.  It 
wasn't  much  of  a  play,  either — much  more 


like  a  Punch-and-Judy  show,  in  fact,  for 
the  whole  affair  was  just  a  big  wooden 
booth  with  canvas  screens,  and  a  lot  of  tiny 
lanterns  twinkling  faintly  along  its  top  and 
sides ;  and  the  performers  were  nothing 
but  pasteboard  puppets  worked  by  strings, 
and  you  could  see  the  fellow  pulling  the 
strings  from  behind  as  plam  as  print. 

"  It  was  a  tremendously  aristocratic 
play,  everybody  being  either  a  king  or  a 
queen;  but  the  dialogue  was  all  done  by  the 
clown,  who  seemed  to  be  a  good  hand  at  it, 
for  he  set  the  whole  crowd  laughing  every 
time  he  opened  his  mouth,  although  the 
jokes,  when  Harry  translated  'em  for  me, 
didn't  seem  to  amount  to  very  much, 
after  all. 

"  But  the  best  part  of  the  show,  to  my 
mind,  was  not  the  pla.y,  but  the  people 
that  came  to  see  it.  Such  jolly,  happy, 
contented  folks  you  never  saw  in  your 
life  ;  and  I  could  hardly  believe  that  they 
were  really  the  same  people  that  tortured 
all  those  prisoners  to  death,  and  made 
those  missionaries  tramp  barefoot  to  Oong- 
pen-lay,  till  they  marked  every  step  with 
blood.  The  gromid  was  damp  and  dirty, 
the  mosquitoes  were  going  for  them  like 
fury  all  the  time,  and  they  were  so  crowded 
together  that  (as  Huckleberry  Finn  said) 
'  there  warn't  even  room  to  think  ; '  but 
every  one  seemed  quite  happy,  and  Uncle 
Livingstone  said  they  would  stay  there 
quite  contentedly  all  night  long.  Picking 
my  way  among  them  in  the  dark,  I  trod 
on  a  baby,  and  was  awfully  scared,  think- 
ing I'd  killed  it,  or  broken  some  of  its 
bones  ;  but  the  papa  and  mamma  only 
laughed,  and  seemed  quite  tickled  at  my 
making  such  a  fuss. 

"  The  night-train  to  Prome  was  a  queer 
affair,  the  first-class  cars  having  a  lounge 
along  either  side,  with  a  hanging  shelf 
above  each  of  them — ^just  room  for  two 
to  sleep  below,  and  two  overhead ;  and 
there  was  a  notice  over  the  door,  '  Pas- 
sengers are  advised  to  bolt  the  door  and 
pull  up  the  side-windows,  as  a  precaution 
against  thieves.'  As  for  the  native  cars, 
all  I  could  see  when  I  looked  into  them 
(and  I  had  to  hold  my  nose  tight  as  I  did 
it,  I  can  tell  you)  was  a  sort  of  paste  of 
all  nations  jammed  together  like  herrings 
in  a  barrel — a  Shan's  straw  hat  poking 
out  a  Burman's  eye,  and  a  Chinaman's 
pigtail  halfway  down  a  Hindoo's  throat. 

"  Harry  and  I  slept  right  through  the 
journey,  but  just  about  daybreak  we  were 
awakened  by  a  yell  like  an  Indian  war- 
whoop,  and  there  were  a  lot  of  grim-look- 
ing brown  faces,  all  eyes  and  teeth,  grinning 
at  us  through  the  window.  The  next 
moment  the  train  stopped,  and  there 
came  swarming  up)  to  it  on  both  sides  a 
host  of  long,  lean,  coffee-coloured  fellows 
in  much  the  same  kind  of  costume  as  the 
African  chief  in  the  story,  whose  full 
dress  consisted  of  an  eye-glass  and  a  pair 
of  spu»s. 

"  I  thought  we  were  attacked  by  robbers, 
and  was  getting  out  my  revolver  ;  but 
uncle  only  laughed,  and  told  me  that  we 
had  got  to  Prome,  and  that  these  were  the 
native  porters  come  for  the  baggage. 
And,  sure  enough,  in  another  couple  of 
minutes  we  found  ourselves  picking  our 
way  happy-go-lucky  down  a  sand-ridge 
as  steep  as  the  side  of  a  house,  at  the  foot 
of  which  the  steamer  lay  waiting  for  us. 

"  I've  just  been  over  the  fort  here,  and 
a  good  strong  one  it  is  ;  the  taking  of  it 
was  the  only  fight  worth  talking  about 


that  the  English  had  in  1885,  when  they 
marched  up  to  Mandalay  to  dethrone 
Theebaw.  I  meant  to  have  told  you  all 
about  the  place,  and  about  the  battle  too  ; 
but  I  shan't  have  time  now,  for  here's  the 
down  steamer  coming  along,  and  I  mxist 
shut  up  my  letter  and  get  it  on  board 
of  her  while  she  stops  here. 

"  To-mori-ow  we  shall  pass  Yenang- 
yoong,  where  those  petroleum  wells  are 
that  you  talked  of  buying ;  and,  if  we 
halt  there  long  enough,  I'll  go  ashore  and 
have  a  look  at  them. 

"I  shouldn't  wonder  if  we  have  some 
fighting  to  employ  us  when  we  get  higher 
up  the  river.  Our  captain  tells  me  that, 
the  last  time  he  went  up,  some  native 
brigands  fired  at  the  steamer  from  a  thick 
bit  of  jungle  just  below  Mandalay,  and 
hit  two  men  on  board ;  and  Uncle  Living- 
stone saj's  that  there's  a  robber-chief 
called  Moong-Gley  raiding  the  Pagahn 
district  with  a  strong  band,  and  that 
he  and  his  men  killed  an  English 
Government  Inspector  in  one  of  the 
villages  just  the  other  day.  If  he  does 
happen  round  while  we're  there,  imcle 
means  to  go  for  him  at  once,  in  which 
case  I  hope  you  won't  have  any  cause  to 
be  ashamed  of 

"  Your  affectionate  son, 

"  Feed." 

The  next  day  the  low,  dust.y,  greyish- 
yellow  bluffs  that  inclosed  the  famous 
petroleum  field  (poetically  compared  by 
Fred  to  "  a  heap  of  buckwheat  cakes  with 
a  few  streaks  of  maple-syrup  on  'em") 
were  the  only  break  in  the  weary  same- 
ness of  the  flat  sandy  shore  lying  between 
the  river  and  the  flanking  fields  of  rice 
or  Indian  corn,  half  hidden  by  the  fiying 
dust  which  the  breeze  stirred  up  in  clouds. 
At  every  halting-place,  half-a-dozen  of 
the  native  crew  coolly  jumped  overboard 
and  swam  ashore;  and  Fred,  suppcsing 
this  to  be  the  regular  Burmese  way  of 
landing,  expected  the  native  passengers 
to  follow  suit  with  their  baggage  tied  on 
their  heads,  till  his  uncle  told  him  that 
this  was  only  a  primitive  local  method  of 
carrying  a  rope  ashore  to  moor  the 
steamer  to  the  bank. 

Toward  evening  the  shore  began  to 
grow  higher  and  steeper,  till  at  Sin-pew - 
kyoong  ("White  Elephant  Island)  it  rose 
almost  sheer  \ip  from  the  water's  edge  in 
a  wall  of  hard  sand  more  than  thirty  feet 
high,  on  the  top  of  which  the  cable  was 
made  fast  by  a  gang  of  nimble  Burmese 
coolies.  The  hindmost  of  the  gang,  who 
had  lagged  a  little  behind  the  rest,  was 
scrambling  up  the  treacherous  bank  when 
the  ground  broke  away  beneath  him,  and 
he  fell  sprawling  on  his  back,  while  the 
cable  overhead,  scraping  away  the  brittle 
edge  of  the  bank,  sent  down  upon  him  a 
perfect  cart-load  of  white  dust,  making 
liim  look  like  a  fly  that  had  just  tumbled 
into  a  cream-jug. 

At  nightfall  they  reached  Sinamui,  a 
tiny  cluster  of  thatched  huts  in  a  sandy 
hollow  at  the  foot  of  a  steep  frowning 
cliff.  On  the  brow  of  this  precipice  stood 
out  against  the  red  sunset  the  usual 
quantity  of  taU  tapering  pagodas  (looking 
very  much  like  roUed-up  white  parasols) 
sm-mounted  with  the  usual  tm-rets  of  gilt 
iron,  which,  by  some  accident,  had  all  got 
tipped  on  one  side,  suggesting  to  Harry 
Foster  the  idea  of  n  group  of  sleepy  giants 
with  their  hats  knocked  over  their  eyes. 
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At  daybreak  next  morning,  Mr.  Foster 
roused  tliem  both  to  look  at  the  ruins  of 
Pagahn,  the  old  capital  of  Burmah,  which 
was  at  the  height  of  its  splendour  when 
Alfred  the  Great  was  reigning  in  England. 
And  certainly  the  sight  was  well  worth 
seeing.  The  first  rays  of  sunrise  were 
just  streajning  through  a  purple  hollow 
between  the  two  mighty  peaks  of  Mount 
Popa,  and  lighting  up  the  sea  of  dark- 
green  foliage  out  of  which  the  ancient 
temples  rose  like  islands,  mile  after  mile, 
as  far  as  the  eye  coidd  reach.  The  entire 
plain  was  one  vast  gTave-yard  of  dead 
pagodas — huge  masses  of  crimrbling  brick- 
work and  fallen  stones,  walls  buried  in 
wild  grass,  and  towers  strangled  in  the 
wiry  coils  of  snake-like  creepers. 

Seldom  indeed  had  such  a  museum  of 
temples  been  gathered  in  one  spot.  There 
were  the  bell-shaped  pagodas  of  Burmah 
with  their  gilded  turrets,  the  carved  cor- 
nices and  spear-pointed  pimiacles  of  Siam, 
the  Mongol  pyramid  of  dark-red  brick 
with  a  stair  up  each  of  its  four  sides,  the 
broad,  solid  dome  of  Central  Tartary,  and 
the  ladder-like  storeys  of  China.  And 
there,  too,  was  the  tall  central  tower, 
rising  far  above  its  encircling  life-guard 
of  smaller  ones,  which  one  sees  in  the 
great  temples  of  Northern  India. 

"Burmese  historians  assert,"  said  Mr. 
Foster,  "  that  when  the  king  fortified  this 
place  against  a  Chinese  invasion  in  1284, 
he  pulled  down  6,000  temples  to  get  ma- 
terials for  his  defences,  and  then,  getting 
frightened,  ran  away  without  any  -resist- 
ance at  all !  But  you  see  there  are  plenty 
of  pagodas  left,  and  the  natives  say  that 
they  number  in  all  just  9,999." 

"Why  don't  they  say  10,000  while 
they're  about  it  ?  "   laughed  Harry. 

"  What's  the  good  of  telling  a  lie  for 
the  sake  of  one  pagoda?"  said  his 
Yankee  cousin,  with  a  sly  chuckle. 

At  the  last  halting-place  before  Man- 


dalay  itself,  there  was  a  sudden  stir  and 
biistle  around  the  landing,  and  a  great 
show  of  excitement  amid  the  crowd  as- 
sembled on  the  bank,  as  if  some  very  im- 
portant person  or  thingwere  beingbrought 
on  board. 

Fred  and  Harry  pressed  forward  to  see 
*  what  it  was  all  about ;  "  but,  in  the  thick 
of  the  jostling  throng  of  excited  natives, 
they  could  see  nothing  plainly  except  the 
huge  turbans,  tall,  soldier-like  forms,  and 
calm  stern  faces  of  a  group  of  armed  Sikhs. 
Not  till  the  steamer  was  fairly  under  way 
again  did  the  eager  boys  learn  that  five 
dacoits  (brigands),  who  had  just  been  cap- 
tured in  the  jungle,  were  being  sent  up  with 
an  armed  escort  to  Mandalay,  where  two 
of  them  were  to  be  publicly  executed  as  a 
warning  to  their  fellow-marauders,  and 
the  other  three  imprisoned  for  life. 

As  a  matter  of  course,  our  two  heroes 
rushed  off  at  once  to  have  a  look  at  these 
creditable  passengers,  Fred  in  particular 
being  quite  excited  at  this  unexpected 
chance  of  seeing  what  a  gang  of  "  real 
live  robbers  ■"  were  like.  But  their  ap- 
pearance was  a  great  shock  to  his  romantic 
notions,  for  never  till  now  had  he  seen  in 
all  its  fullness  the  hideous  contrast  between 
the  dashing,  handsome,  impossible  robber 
of  silly  "penny  serials,"  and  the  coarse, 
filthy,  sneaking,  brutal  robber  of  real  life. 

The  five  foul  creatures  were  curled  up 
like  snakes  in  a  corner  of  the  upper  deck 
abaft,  and,  as  the  boys  came  up,  were 
laughing  loudl.y,  in  a  childish  and  almost 
idiotic  way,  at  some  absiurd  mishap  of  one 
of  the  passengers.  Two  of  them  seemed 
to  be  Hindoos,  and  the  faces  of  both 
showed  unqiiestionable  power,  though  of 
an  evil  sort.  The  three  others  were  evi- 
dently Burmans,  and,  in  addition  to  their 
heavy  irons,  were  all  linked  together  by  a 
strong  chain,  as  being  the  most  dangerous 
of  the  whole  gang.  The  low,  receding 
foreheads  of  all  three,  their  brute-like 

(To  be  continued.) 


heaviness  of  mouth  and  jaw,  their  flat 
noses  and  gaping  nostrils,  their  small,  dull, 
half-shiit  eyes,  marked  them  as  ruffians 
for  whom  no  crime  was  too  black;  but 
their  hideousness  lay  not  so  much  in  the 
features  themselves  as  in  the  dreadful  ex- 
pressionless blankness  of  the  whole  coun- 
tenance— the  look  not  of  a  man  from  whom 
the  himian  soul  had  been  crushed  out,  but 
of  a  brute  in  which  it  had  never  existed. 

"  Ugh  !  "  said  Fred  Milburn,  turning 
away  with  a  shudder  of  disgust,  "  if  these 
are  robbers,  I  don't  want  to  see  any  more 
of  'em !  Why,  they're  worse  than  our 
praiine  'Indians  out  West — and  that's 
saying  a  good  deal !  " 

The  increasing  numbers  of  white  bell- 
shaped  pagodas  along  the  low  green  slopes 
of  the  right  bank  warned  our  travellers 
of  the  nearness  of  Mandalay  some  time 
before  they  glided  into  the  broad  shallow 
"reach"  where  the  steamers  were  moored, 
and  where,  close  to  the  bank,  lay  the  late 
King  Theebaw's  state-barge,  a  long,  low, 
junlv-shaped  craft,  with  a  gilded  stern  and 
a  deck-house  amidships,  above  which  rose 
a  white  seven-storeyed  pagoda  as  long  as 
the  boat  itself. 

Then,  in  the  midst  of  the  tmiversal 
bustle  and  confusion  of  arrival,  a  sudden 
clamour  of  hoarse  voices  and  trampling  of 
feet  on  the  upper  deck  drew  Fred  and 
Harry  fi'om  their  seats  just  in  time  to  see 
one  of  the  Burmese  convicts  (who  had 
contrived  to  free  himself  from  his  fetters, 
no  one  ever  knew  how)  make  a  desperate 
leap  to  the  vessel's  side,  and  phmge  head- 
long over  it  into  the  water  ! 

Quick  as  thought,  two  of  the  Sikhs 
snatched  up  their  rifles,  and  the  flash  and 
crack  followed  as  thunder  foUows  light- 
ning. When  the  smoke  cleared  away, 
all  eyes  were  turned  toward  the  river  in 
quest  of  the  missing  man  ;  but  not  a  ripple 
appeared  on  its  smooth,  brown,  oily  sm-- 
face,  and  the  convict  was  seen  no  more. 


MAURICE   KERDIC;    OR,  THE  MYSTERY   OE  ECBATANA. 

By  a.  Laurie, 

Author  of  "A  Marvellous  Conquest,"  "Raymond  Frizols,''  etc. 


THE  twenty-four  hours  the  magus  asked 
for  had  elapsed.  Goiicha  Nichin 
remained  seated  in  his  favourite  position, 
his  elbow  resting  on  one  of  the  altar 
steps,  his  long  beard  clasped  in  his 
right  hand.  With  his  eyes  fixed  on  the 
ground  and  his  look  severe,  he  sat  without 
moving,  deep  in  reverie,  his  long  garments 
reflecting  a  tremuloiis  light.  With  his 
snow-white  beard  and  scidpturesque 
attiti^de,  the  old  man  might  have  been 
taken  for  an  emblem  of  Eegret  meditating 
by  the  side  of  a  tomb  ;  for  he  had  all  its 
sadness  and  rigidity. 

The  others  dared  not  break  in  on  his 
meditations.  The  sombre  Goucha  Nichin 
inspired  them  all,  even  his  grand-daughter, 
with  a  feeling  of  isolation  and  alarm. 
Before  that  silent  anger,  even  Maurice, 
notwithstanding  his  archaeological  en- 
thusiasm, had  come  to  regret  that  chance 
had  associated  him  with  the  secrets  the 
divulging  of  which  had  inflicted  on  the 


CHAPTER  XIX. — BLACK  MAGIC. 

old  man  so  bitter  a  sorrow.  Catherine, 
seeing  Leila's  eyes  fixed  with  so  much 
anxiety  on  her  grandfather's  face,  became 
subject  to  a  curious  mingling  of  pity  and 
fear.  Oppressed  by  the  atmosphere  of 
constraint  and  anguish  which  weighed  on 
all,  Gargaridi,  for  once,  kept  silence.  All 
of  them  were  waiting,  and  the  more  the 
hours  advanced  the  deeper  became  the 
silence,  the  blacker  the  future. 

At  last  the  magus  raised  his  head  and 
fixed  on  Maurice  his  ardent  ej'es.  The 
majestic  visage  of  the  Guebre  expressed 
implacable  resolution  and  mortal  sorrow. 
The  sufferings  of  the  last  days  had 
hollowed,  refined,  and,  so  to  speak,  im- 
materialised  the  features  already  so  pure  ; 
alone  the  eyes  lived  in  that  austere  face, 
and  the  indefinable  expression  of  the  look 
he  gave  her  brother  made  Catherine 
shudder  to  the  heart.  Involuntarily,  her 
fingers  tightened  in  Leila's  hand,  and 
Leila  replied  by  a  nervous  clasp,  for  she 


also  felt  cold  with  terror  at  her  grand- 
father's look. 

Goucha  Nichin  arose,  and  stretching 
out  his  arm  towards  Maurice,  began  to 
speak  to  him  slowly  in  a  hollow 
voice. 

j  "  Listen,  young  Faranghi !  Thou  hast 
entered  here  in  spite  of  me.  Thou,  an 
impitre  stranger,  hast  dared  to  penetrate 
into  the  sanctuary  consecrated  by  the 
devotion  of  ages.  Thou  hast  searched  it 
in  all  directions.    Thou  hast  brought  thy 

'  profane  curiosity  even  into  the  holy 
place ;  thou  hast  searched  with  thy  vain 
science  to  discover  our  religion  and  om' 

j  philosophy.    Mithra  be  praised  !  thou  hast 

I  not  succeeded.  Foiled  in  thy  effort, 
oittwitted  in  thy  search,  deprived  of  air, 
light,  and  food,  thou  shouldst  infaUiblj' 
expiate  thj'  crime  by  death. 

"  I  had  resolved  to  punish  thee  in  that 
way.  And  to  punish  me — me,  the  giiardian 
of  the  violated  secret — me,  who  allowed 
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myself  to  be  surprised,  I  would  have 
died  with  thee  in  this  sepulchre. 

"  But  Mithra  hath  deemed  it  otherwise. 
By  his  all-powerful  will,  the  only  hope  of 
my  race,  this  young  girl,  whose  innocent 
head  bears  the  burden  of  so  great  an 
honour,  and  who  has  shown  herself 
worthy  of  so  high  a  fate  by  her  in- 
telligence, has  come  here,  as  by  the 
hand  Destiny  hath  brought  her  to  our 
meeting-place.  And  when  I  heard  her 
light  footstep  under  these  vaults  I  felt  that 
the  honour  of  my  race  was  siiUied,  and 
my  heart  dried  up  within  me  ;  for  I,  the 
high  priest,  had  divined  what  was  about 
to  happen  ;  yes,  to  save  this  girl,  this  last 
bud  on  the  dry  branch  of  my  house,  I 
was  about  to  commit  a  grievous  wicked- 
ness !  I  was  to  allow  of  the  escape  from 
the  holy  place  of  the  infidels  who  had 
entered  it." 

Maurice  would  have  moved,  but  the 
magus  with  an  imperious  gesture  stopped 
him. 

"  Attend  !  Do  not  rejoice  yet,  stranger ! 
Yes,  I  was  about  to  let  thee  depart  with 
thy  sister  and  thy  imbecile  companion. 
Yes  !  those  eyes  which  have  dared  to  look 
on  the  mysteries  would  not  for  ever  be 
closed  to  the  light.  Yes !  young  man, 
thou  wert  to  ascend  to  the  surface  of  the 
earth,  to  follow,  without  doubt,  thy  im- 
perious investigations — but  on  one  condi- 
tion ! 

"  That  condition  it  remained  only  with 
me  to  impose,  for  my  power  is  boundless, 
and  you  are  but  playthings  in  my  hand. 
But  now  that  I  have  heard  from  this  child 
that  we  are  of  common  origin,  some  affec- 
tion for  thee  is  awakened  in  my  breast. 
Thy  ciuriosity,  even  so  culpable  in  itself, 
appears  to  me  less  odious  now  I  know 
that  this  sacred  soil  was  the  cradle  of  thy 
race.  I  see  now  why  thou  hast  inspired 
me  with  less  hatred  than  strangers  in 
general,  that  vain  and  frivolous  race,  men 
with  the  brains  of  a  butterfly.  And 
for  that  reason  I  give  thee  a  choice  of  thy 
fate. 

"  Thou  canst  go  from  here,  with  thy 
sister  and  thy  servant — thou  canst  go 
from  here,  I  say,  on  one  condition. 

"  I  will  submit  you  to  a  ceremony 
wJiich  will  deprive  you  of  ijour  memory. 

"  On  that  condition  only  wilt  thou 
escape  a  slow  and  terrible  death,  thou 
wilt  save  thy  sister,  and  I  will  take  back 
to  the  light  of  day  the  youthful  heiress  of 
the  grandeurs  of  my  race." 

He  was  silent  a  moment ;  then  he 
writhed  and  murmured  with  a  groan  : 

"  Alas !  alas !  that  it  should  be  neces- 
sary for  me  to  live  long  enough  to  abase 
the  priest  of  Mithra  to  such  a  subterfuge. 
What  penances,  what  sorrows  must  I 
undergo  to  expiate  my  sin !  The  few 
years  that  remain  to  me  I  must  pass  in 
fasting  and  prayer.  May  my  sufferings 
find  pardon  and  pity  from  the  Divin- 
ity ! " 

He  bowed  his  head  and  sobbed,  but 
soon  he  was  erect  again. 

"  Decide !  "  said  he  in  a  solemn  voice. 
"  Eeflect !  Take  thy  resolution,  but 
know  that  once  taken  it  will  be  irrevoc- 
able." 

Again  the  magus  prostrated  himself  on 
the  altar  steps,  and  Maurice,  drawing  a 
little  aside  with  his  sister,  motioned  to 
Gargaridi  to  come  near. 

"  What  do  you  think  of  this  proposition, 
Catherine  ? "   said  he,  in  a  low  tone. 


"  Does  it  not  hide  some  imposture  of  this 
unhappy  old  man's  ?  What  do  you  think 
of  this  threat  of  losing  your  memory  ? 
What  does  he  mean  ?  What  is  he  going 
to  do  ?  " 

"  I  fancy,"  said  Catherine,  after  a 
moment's  thought,  "  that  it  is  Leila's 
presence  here  which  has  suggested  the 
plan  to  him.  He  cannot  persuade  himself 
to  sign  his  daughter's  death  warrant.  He 
cannot  make  up  his  mind  to  see  his 


shall  really  lose  our  memories  !  That  is 
to  say,  that  we  shall  never  reveal  to  a  liv- 
ing soul  the  secret  we  have  discovered 
against  his  will !  " 

"  That  generous  thought  is  worthy  of 
you,  dear  girl !  Your  advice,  then,  is  to 
submit  to  the  ceremony  ?  " 

"  Unless  you  see  some  other  way  out 
of  this  horrible  place  ?  " 

"  Alas !  I  can  find  none.  After  all,  if 
this  jugglery  will  satisfy  him,  I  don't 


"Father!   Stop!   Enough  !"  she  murmured. 


family  end  with  her,  and,  in  spite  of  the 
coldness  and  severity  which  have  always 
distinguished  him,  he  wishes  to  save  her 
if  he  can ;  but  he  does  not  like  to  admit 
that  he  has  changed,  that  he  is  going  to 
give  in,  and  permit  the  escape  of  people 
who  can  boast  that  they  have  learnt  the 
secrets  of  the  Temple.  So  he  has  devised 
the  pretext  of  depriving  us  of  memory 
to  excuse  himself  in  our  eyes — and,  who 
knows  ?  perhaps  he  hopes  he  may,  for 
with  their  immense  knowledge  they  often 
display  puerilities  which  raise  a  smile. 
As  if  you  could  believe  that  when  this 
poor  magus  has  taken  us  out  of  here  we 


suppose  we  risk  much  by  consenting  to 
it." 

"  Without  reckoning,"  said  Gargaridi 
judiciously,  "  that  if  we  remain  here  we 
may  lose  something  more  precious  than 
oxvc  memories,  namely,  our  lives." 

"  That  is  so.  Then  you  both  say, 
accept  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  see  how  we  can  do  other- 
wise," said  Catherine. 

"  And  for  my  part,  I  confess  that  when 
I  again  find  myself  in  Mithra' s  welcome 
light,  as  they  call  it,  I  shall  not  care  much 
whether  I  lose  my  memory  or  not — though 
it  is  a  prodigious  one  !  "  said  Gargaridi. 


"  It  has  done  nothing  to  help  me  on  in 
the  world  as  yet !  "  And  he  shrugged  his 
shoulders. 

'■  The  die  is  cast  then  !  "  said  Maurice. 

They  approached  the  altar. 

"  Goucha  Nichin,"  said  Kerdic,  "we 
accept  the  condition  you  recjuire  of  us. 
But  iirst  allow  me  to  ask  what  you  mean 
hy  losing  our  memory  '?  " 

A  spasm  of  grief  seemed  to  pass 
across  the  features  of  the  magus,  who 
seemed  to  turn  pale,  and  a  flash  leapt 
from  his  eyes. 

'•Be  not  uneasy,  Faranghi !  "  said  he, 
after  a  pause,  and  with  a  strange  look  he 
continued :  "  Thou  wilt  have  as  much 
memory  left  as  thou  wilt  want.  But  it 
must  not  be — it  must  not  be,  O  Mithra, 
that  any  mortal  beyond  the  high  priest 
and  his  daughter  should  know  the  secret 
of  thy  sanctuary  !  Thou  wilt  lose  all 
remembrance,  young  man,  of  what  has 
happened  since  thou  camest  down  the 
Goul  Hek :  thou  wilt  even  forget  the 
position  of  the  well.  All  the  time  which 
has  elapsed  since  the  fatal  hour  when  for 
the  first  time  I  brought  thee  dov/n  will 
.be  as  if  it  had  never  been." 

The  magus  suddenly  stopped  and 
pressed  his  two  hands  on  his  forehead, 
and  sighed  deeply.  It  seemed  as  though 
intense  agony  was  drawing  his  features, 
and  the  look  he  gave  Maurice  and  Cathe- 
rine expressed  the  bitterest  grief.  He 
seemed  to  speak  with  sorrow  ;  the  words 
escaped  curt  and  hard  from  his  lips  as  if 
uttered  against  his  will. 

His  companions  also  felt  overcome  with 
sorrow .  there  was  a  dismal  impression 
over  all,  and  the  scared  look  on  the  face 
of  the  magus  chilled  the  heart  of  the 
girls  with  involimtary  terror. 

"  Magus,"  said  Maiu-ice  in  a  solemn 
voice,  "  we  agree  to  your  conditions  as  I 
have  said  ;  I  can  no  longer  bear  to  see  my 
sister  and  your  noble  daughter  within 
this  tomb.  Save  them  then  !  Poor  girls  ! 
It  was  not  a  vain  curiosity  which  urged 
them  here.  They  came  here  impelled 
by  their  loving  hearts !  Have  pity  on 
them,  Goucha  Nichin,  and  think  of  my 
first  offer.  If  you  wish,  I  will  remain 
here ;  willingly  will  I  sacrifice  my  life  if  it 
can  be  taken  as  the  ransom  for  theirs." 

The  magus  slniddered  and  made  a 
gesture  of  despair,  as  if  to  escape  from  the 
young  man's  words. 

"  Silence  !  Silence  !  "  he  exclaimed. 
••  You  will  all  go  out !  All !  I  have  said 
it.  Yield  to  Destiny.  You  have  learnt 
the  awful  secret.  Let  the  recollection  be 
e.Taced— effaced— effaced  for  ever  !  " 
I  "  Father,"  suddenly  said  the  pure  voice 
of  Leila,  "  you  will  also  submit  me  to 
this  ceremony  !  I  will  have  it  so.  If  you 
consent  that  your  daughter  may  undergo 
it,  the  rite  must  be  without  danger,  for  on 
the  sorrowful  head  of  Leila  reposes  the 
hope  of  your  race.  Let  me  also  lose  my 
memory.  Grand  Mobed.  Only  on  con- 
dition that  I  share  their  fate,  will  I 
allow  my  friends  to  submit  to  the  condi- 
tion you  recinire  of  them." 

Standing  face  to  face,  the  old  man's 
look  and  the  young  girl's  look,  blue  and 
keen  as  blades  of  steel,  crossed  each  other. 
But  although  the  priest  grew  pale  his 
look  did  not  quail  under  that  of  his  grand- 
child. 

"  Be  it  according  to  thy  wishes  !  "  said 
he  slowly.  "Thou  shalt  undergo  the 
common  fate,  as  thou  desirest.  Lose 


thy  memory  also,  Leila !  Forget  that 
thy  hand  led  the  stranger  into  the  Holy 
of  Holies.  May  the  remembrance  of  thy 
fault  be  effaced  like  the  fugitive  print  of 
a  human  foot  on  the  sand  of  the  sea 
shore !  Forget,  child !  Keep  only  the 
remembrance  of  the  grandeiir  of  thy  race 
and  of  the  immensity  of  the  Divinity  thou 
servest  !  " 

And  so  saying,  the  magus  with  a 
majestic  air  extended  his  arms  towards 
the  girl,  who  bowed  before  him  and 
returned  unsteadily  to  Catherine,  who 
clasped  her  in  her  arms.  The  effort  of 
courage  which  had  impelled  her  to  face 
the  priest  had  mantled  her  pure  visage 
witli  pallor  and  moistened  her  eyes  with 
tears.  The  two  girls,  once  so  daring,  now 
found  themselves  chilled  by  a  vague 
terror ;  and  a  nameless  suspicion  of  her 
grandfather's  intentions  made  Leila's 
heart  grow  heavy. 

And  now  the  Grand  Mobed  took  from  a 
corner  at  the  back  of  the  sanctuary  a  gigan- 
tic pair  of  compasses.  ^Yith  one  of  their 
points  he  traced  on  the  ground  a  semi- 
circle before  the  altar,  and  on  the  line 
thus  traced  he  made  Mauiice,  Catherine, 
Leila,  and  Gargaridi  kneel. 

Then  he  suddenly  assumed  an  air  of 
majesty  they  had  never  before  noticed  in 
him.  His  features  seemed  to  be  changed, 
his  look  glowed  like  that  of  an  eagle. 
He  took  the  lamp  fi-om  Leila — the  lamp 
lighted  from  the  sacred  fire  always  kept 
burning  in  the  cave — and  placed  it  on  a 
silver  tripod,  which  he  took  without 
hesitation  from  the  same  corner  of  the 
altar.  From  a  small  scent-box  of  pure 
gold  which  he  di-ew  from  the  folds  of  his 
garments  he  took  a  pinch  of  powder 
which  he  threw  on  the  brazier,  covering 
his  mouth  at  the  moment  with  the  end 
of  his  muslin  turban.  A  rosy  fiame  leapt 
up,  then  a  light  smoke  with  a  strange 
strong  perfvune  formed  a  spiral  ajid 
slowly  rose  into  the  vault,  while  he 
murmured  some  words;  unknown  to  all, 
even  to  Leila. 

He  took  tlie  silver  key  and  opened  tlie 
casket. 

Slowly  and  solemnly  he  lifted  up  ihe 
jewelled  sun,  which  appeared  to  be  fixed 
"to  the  end  of  a  long  pHant  rod  of  gold, 
and  fixed  it  over  the  casket.  From  the 
bottom  of  the  casket  he  drew  forth  a 
strange-looking  apparatus  of  gold  and 
silver  reflectors,  retorts,  and  long  sliming 
bars  of  steel ;  for  a  moment  he  handled 
these  objects,  and  suddenly  a  blinding 
light  iUnminated  the  whole  sanctuary. 

In  the  middle  of  the  glaring  white  light 
shone  the  jewelled  sun.  The  central 
diamond  shot  forth  its  rays  of  fire  repeated 
a  thousand  times  by  the  myriads  of 
smaller  stones  that  powdered  its  cir- 
cumference. The  sapphires  rayed  forth 
blue  ;  the  garnets,  rubies,  and  carbuncles 
rayed  forth  red ;  the  topazes,  amethysts, 
and  aquamarines  dispersed  their  paler 
light ;  the  beryls  rayed  forth  their 
changing  fires,  glistening,  flaming,  glow- 
ing, sparkling  with  all  the  colours  of  the 
prism  in  the  dazzling  brilliancy  which 
forced  the  spectators  to  shade  their  eyes 
to  avoid  being  blinded. 

The  magus,  upright  on  the  lower  step 
of  the  altar,  with  his  face  turned  towards 
his  companions,  stood,  black  as  a  shadow, 
against  the  screen  of  dazzling  light. 

""Kound  his  head  he  slowly  moved  an 
enormous  opal  the  prismatic   fires  of 


which  gleamed  softly  and  threateningly 
like  a  serpent's  eye.  In  the  centre  of 
this  stone  could  be  read  the  Greek  word 
Abraxas,  the  seven  letters  of  which, 
according  to  their  Greek  numerical  value, 
formed  the  mj'stic  astronomical  number 
305.  Around  the  opal  sparkled  a  livid 
glittering  circle  of  girasols  and  cat's  eyes. 
The  bottom  of  the  casket  was  covered 
with  jewels,  prase,  agate,  sardonyx,  chal- 
cedony, chrysoprase,  turquoise,  onyx  and 
lapis-lazuli,  which  with  a  softened  glow 
,  reflected  the  fires  of  the  gems. 

The  magus  accompanied  his  solemn 
movement  with  a  chant  in  a  low  voice,  a 
kind  of  monotonous  psalmody  which  sent 
a  stupefying  torpor  through  the  veins  of 
those  who  watched  him. 

At  the  grave  chant  of  the  mobed,  images 
innumerable,  strange,  formless,  rose  in 
their  minds.  They  seemed  to  be  assisting 
at  the  birth  of  a  world;  in  their  eyes 
vegetation  appeared  on  the  earth,  the 
extinct  animals,  the  mammoth  and  the 
j  megatherium,  the  subtle  serpents  with  the 
angled  feet,  and  other  creatures  long  for- 
gotten, seemed  to  crawl  or  leap  from  their 
original  slime.  The  Kerdics  appeared  to 
be  plunged  in  an  abyss  in  which  these 
unknown  monsters  lived;  and  suddenly, 
with  a  mighty  sweep  of  the  wing,  they 
saw  them  spring  to  the  stars  and  roU  them 
under  their  feet. 
I  And  a  sound  like  that  of  the  waves 
j  breaking  on  the  beach,  like  the  music  of 
I  the  empty  shell,  filled  their  ears  and 
I  momited  to  their  brain.  "With  eyes  dila- 
ted and  faces  ghastly,  they  could  not  take 
their  gaze  from  off  that  flaming  sun  of 
jewels.  And  the  movements  of  the  magus 
became  freer ;  his  stature  seemed  to  grow 
till  he  reached  the  summit  of  the  vault 
through  the  light  blue  smoke  which  con- 
;  tinned  to  float  aloft  in  subtle  scented 
spirals.  The  old  man's  eyes  sparkled  like 
the  sapphires  of  the  magic  star ;  his  face 
and  his  hands  appeared  to  have  become 
transparent,  and  to  shine  like  the 
diamond. 

Where  were  they  ?  ^Vas  it  a  dream  ? 
What  were  these  enveloping  gestiures, 
this  mournful,  icy  voice  ? 

Leila  made  an  effort  to  shake  off  the 
torpor. 

"  Father  !  Stop  !  Enough !  "  she  mwc- 
mured  in  a  broken  voice,  stretching  out 
!  her  hands  to  the  priest ;  but  sinking  to 
I  the  ground,  she  remained  prostrate  and 
deprived  of  consciousness. 

At  the  same  moment  Catherine  fell 
by  her  side,  and  Maurice  and  Gargaridi 
remained  motionless  with  a  fixed  and 
glassy  stare.  An  invincible  slumber  was 
;  weighing  upon  them.  In  vain  did  Kerdic 
strive  to  struggle  against  it  and  retain 
the  free  possession  of  his  faculties.  A 
more  powerful  force  than  his  was  at 
work  and  curbing  his  will.  A  few  minutes 
after  the  magus  had  commenced  his  in- 
cantations the  two  men  and  the  two  girls 
were  deep  in  the  darkness  of  a  magnetic 
sleep.  And  as  soon  as  Goucha  Nichin 
saw  them  at  rest  he  ceased  his  chanting 
and  gesticulations. 

With  a  sharp  crisp  step  he  approached 
the  semicircle  where  they  lay. 

Then,  without  closing  the  casket,  he 
left  the  migic  sun  to  bm-n  and  radiate 
under  the  convergent  fire  of  the  gold  reflec- 
tors, and  took  up  in  his  arms  the  inani- 
mate bodv  of  Leila.  Lifting  the  girl  as 
if  she  had'  been  a  feather,  he  rushed  out 
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of  the  sanctuary  withoiit  a  look  at  those 
he  had  condemned  to  die. 

With  a  firm  and  assured  step  he 
followed  the  windings  of  the  labyrinth 
and  reached  the  entrance  discovered  by  [ 
Maurice.  He  advanced  through  the 
scientific  museum,  and  arrived  without 
hesitation  at  the  Swinging- Stone,  which 
fell  back  into  its  place  with  a  mournful 
sound,  which  lasted  after  he  had  passed  1 


through.  He  traversed  the  galleries  at  a 
rapid  rate  without  seeming  to  notice  that 
he  carried  Leila.  The  girl's  long  hair 
had  become  loose  and  swept  the  ground 
and  raised  the  dust  of  ages.  With  rigid 
face  and  haggard  look  the  fierce  old  man 
continued  his  way. 

An  hour  after  he  had  left  the  Temple, 
he  appeared  at  the  margin  of  the  Goul 
Hek,  carrying  the  inanimate  Leila. 

(To  be  continued.) 


He  laid  her  on  the  ground;  then  he 
put  back  the  stone  ;  then  he  leant  over 
it,  and,  drawing  a  pointed  tool  from  his 
breast,  engraved  on  the  stone  a  few  mys- 
terious cliaracters. 

Then  he  arose,  resiuued  his  journey, 
and,  bowing  to  the  moon,  which  was 
rising  pale  and  troubled  on  the  horizon, 

I  pursued  his  way  with  heavy  steps  towards 

I  the  Tower  of  Silence. 


THE  COCK  HOUSE  AT  EELLSGAPtTH. 

A  PUBLIC  SCHOOL  STORY. 
By  Talbot  Baines  Eeed, 

Author  of  "  ily  Friend  Smith"  ''Fifth  Form  at  St.  Donunics,"  "Adventures  of  a  Three-Guinea  n'atch,"  etc. 


Eollitt's  return  to  Fellsgarth  was 
almost  as  mysterious  as  his  dis- 
appearance. He  answered  to  his  name 
at  call- over  next  morning  as  if  he  had 
never  missed  a  day  this  term.  And  as 
Dr.  Ringwood  and  the  other  masters  were 
present,  and  made  no  remark,  it  was 
generally  concluded  that  the  truant  had 
turned  up  overnight  and  had  it  out  with 
the  authorities  before  bedtime. 

Mr.  RoUitt,  senior,  had  departed.  He 
had  looked  into  Wally's  study  after  the 
owner  and  his  crew  were  in  bed  to  get  his 
bag,  and  had  been  driven  down  in  the 
Doctor's  fly  to  Penchurch. 

It  was  also  understood  that  most  of  the 
Classic  seniors  had  dropped  into  Eollitt's 
study  early  that  morning.  To  some  he 
bad  said  "  Get  out;  "  with  others  he  had 
shaken  hands.  The  captain  had  evidently 
been  among  the  latter  ;  as,  on  the  notice 
board  that  morning,  among  the  names  of 
the  fifteen  who  were  to  play  the  first 
match  for  the  new  clubs  on  Saturday 
against  Penchurch,  was  that  of  RoUitt. 
The  excitement  caused  by  this  discovery 
almost  put  into  the  shade  for  the  time  the 
equally  remarkable  fact  that  Clapperton 
and  Brinkman  were  included  in  the  saftie 
team. 

Where  Rollitt  had  been,  urd  what  he  had 
been  doing,  remained  a  mystery.  It  was, 
of  course,  out  of  the  question  to  ask  him. 
Conjecture  was  rife,  and  was  greatly 
assisted  by  the  juniors,  who  hazarded  all 
sorts  of  plausible  explanations  for  the 
general  benefit. 

"Think  he's  been  to  Land's  End?" 
said  Wally.  "  I  hear  you  can  do  it  in  a 
week — sharp  walking." 

"  You  can  get  to  America  in  that  time," 
said  Lickford. 

"  Yes — he  does  seem  to  have  rather  a 
twang  on  him.  Perhaps  that's  where  he's 
been  to,"  remarked  D'Arcy. 

"  Pennybank  coal  mine's  only  fifty  miles 
away,"  said  Percy.  "It  runs  under  the 
sea  ever  so  far.  I  should  say  it  was  a 
ripping  place  to  hide  in." 

From  which  and  other  similar  remarks 
it  was  concluded  that  the  juniors  had  a 
much  better  notion  as  to  where  Rollitt 
had  been  than  they  chose  to  admit. 

They  eagerly  embraced  the  first  oppor- 
tunity of  going  to  the  shop  and  investi- 
gating the  scene  of  the  mystery  for  them- 
selves.   They  carefully  locked  the  outer 
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door  against  possible  intruders,  and  then 
in  Indian  file  ascended  the  stone  ladder, 
and  after  it  the  corKscrew  staircase. 

The  room  in  which  they  found  them- 
selves was  pretty  much  as  Rollitt  had  left  it. 
It  had  evidently  been  made  use  of  by  a 
former  lodge-keeper  as  a  dwelling  room, 
for  there  was  a  ragged  paper  on  the  wall, 
and  an  attempt  here  and  there  to  board 
over  dangerous  holes  in  the  floor.  Besides 
which  there  was  a  rude  shiitter  to  the  tiny 
window,  by  means  of  which  no  doubt 
Rollitt  had  succeeded  in  concealing  his 
presence  at  night.  The  remains  of  a  wood 
fire  were  on  the  hearth,  and  a  candle  end 
showed  (what  they  already  knew)  that  the 
hermit  did  not  spend  all  his  evenings  in 
darkness. 

More  than  this,  in  one  corner  still  lay 
some  of  the  wraps  which  he  had  evidently 
used  to  extemporise  a  bed.  And  an  empty 
box  on  end  in  the  window  convinced  them 
he  had  sat  down  during  part  of  his  resi- 
dence. There  was  also  a  leaf  of  exercise 
paper  and  a  Horace  lying  on  the  floor, 
which  evidently  had  not  been  brought 
there  by  the  owls.  Altogether,  as  they 
looked  round,  they  concluded  that,  but 
for  the  cold,  he  might  have  had  worse 
quarters  during  his  temporary  exile. 

But  the  discovery  that  delighted  them 
most  was  a  fragment  of  a  newspaper 
in  which  were  wrapped  the  not  yet  ex- 
hausted end  of  a  ham,  and  half  a  biscuit ! 

Over  these  relics  they  dwelt  with  quite 
an  affectionate  interest,  till  somebody 
said : 

"What  did  he  have  to  drink?  He 
didn't  take  any  of  our  ginger  beer,  and 
there's  no  water  here." 

"  Why,  you  duffer,  of  course  he  could 
get  out  any  tinie  he  liked.  It's  only  a 
latch  on  the  door ;  any  one  can  open  it 
from  inside.  He  could  easily  get  down 
to  the  river  in  the  night,  and  have  a  tub, 
and  fetch  up  some  water." 

They  decided  that  in  future  the  shop 
committee,  except  when  Mr.  or  Mrs. 
Stratton  were  present,  should  meet  no- 
where but  in  "  Eollitt's  chamber,"  as  they 
forthwith  christened  the  room,  and  pro- 
ceeded to  dedicate  it  to  that  use  there 
and  then. 

"Do  you  know,"  said  Wally,  "that 
after  we  pay  back  Mr.  Stratton  what  he 
lent  us  to  start  with,  there'll  be  a  clear  t'o 
to  give  to  the  clubs  out  of  the  profits  ?  " 


"  Not  bad,"  said  Percy.  "  They  ought 
to  put  us  in  the  first  fifteen  for  that." 

"Never  mind,"  said  D'Arcy;  "they've 
got  a  jolly  hot  fifteen  for  Saturday,  Rollitt 
and  all  of  'em.  We  ought  to  put  the 
Penchurch  chaps  to  bed  for  once,  I 
fancy." 

This  was  the  general  impression 
throughout  the  school ;  and  as  if  to  make 
up  for  the  abstinence  of  the  past  few 
weeks,  the  fervour  of  the  athletic  set 
waxed  high  as  the  eventful  day  drew  near. 
Yorke  had  out  his  men  once  or  twice, 
practising  kicks,  and  selecting  where  in 
the  field  each  player  could  work  to  best 
advantage. 

RoUitt,  of  course,  did  not  attend  these 
practices ;  but  Clapperton  and  Brinkman 
did,  and  soon  lost  the  embarrassment  with 
which  they  first  faced  their  old  rivals  and 
enemies.  Corder  was  down  too ;  dread- 
fully afraid  lest  by  some  mishap  he  should 
discredit  himself  and  so  be  knocked  out 
of  his  coveted  place  in  the  team.  Mr. 
Stratton  was  on  the  spot  also,  advising 
and  admonishing — as  no  one  knew  better 
how  to  do.  Even  the  Doctor  showed  his 
interest  in  the  new  departure  of  the  clubs 
by  coming  down  too,  and  by  giving  direc- 
tions to  reserve  seats  in  the  pavilion  for 
a  party  of  his  friends. 

The  only  imenthusiastic  person,  except 
RoUitt,  was  Dangle.  He  tried  at  first  to 
brazen  it  out,  and  came  down  to  the 
field  with  a  sneer  on  his  face  to  look,  so 
he  said,  "  at  the  good  boys  exercising 
themselves."  But  the  juniors  scon  routed 
him  out  of  that  attitude. 

"  Booh,  boo  !  Rollitt's  coming  !  Wants 
to  hear  you  call  him  a  thief.  Eun — he'll 
catch  you  !  Put  it  on,  well  run,  Dangle, 
you've  missed  him  this  time.  Coast's 
clear,  now  ;  you  can  come  back.  We'll 
protect  you,"  and  so  on. 

These  attentions  made  Dangle's  visits 
to  the  field  less  frequent.  In  school  he 
kept  the  swagger  up  still  longer. 

"  So,"  said  he  one  day  to  Clapperton, 
"  I  thought  you  didn't  approve  of  cutting 
fellows  dead  ?  " 

"  No  more  I  do." 

"  Wliy  do  you  do  it,  then  ?  " 

"  Have  you  apologised  to  Eollitt? 

"  No." 

"  Has  RoUitt  thrashed  vou  ?  " 
"No." 

"  When  one  or  the  other  has  happened 
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I  shall  be  delighted  to  shake  hands,"  said 
Clapperton. 

Tlie  alternative  was  a  dismal  one,  but 
Dangle  saw  no  third  way.  Which  course 
was  least  to  be  desired  he  could  not  for 
the  life  of  him  decide.  A  fight  with 
Eollitt  he  knew  would  end  disastrously. 
But  to  apologise — and  in  public  ! 

The  reader  has  already  had  two  football 
matches  in  the  course  of  this  story.  He 
shall  not  be  wearied  with  a  third. 

Suffice  it  to  say  the  Penchurch  men — 
men,  not  boys— presented  themselves  on 
the  appointed  day,  and  all  Fellsgarth 
turned  out  to  see  the  battle. 

Fisher  ii  scored  one  more  triumph  by 
bringing  KoUitt  iip  to  the  scratch,  and  so 
completing  as  soimd  and  taut  a  team  as 
Yorke  had  ever  led  on  to  victory. 

Mrs.  Stratton  was  there,  wearmg  the 
school  colours  roimd  her  hat ;  and  the 
Doctor  was  there  with  his  field-glasses, 
pointing  out  the  heroes  of  the  school  to 
his  distinguished  visitors. 

This  time,  by  much  sqiTeezing  and 
mutual  accommodation,  the  oak  tree  was 
made  to  hold  nine  persons.  Who  those 
nine  were  none  could  guess,  imless 
indeed  they  happened  to  be  standing 
within  a  hundred  yards  of  the  spot  with- 
out cotton-wool  in  their  ears. 

From  the  first  it  went  hard  with  Pen- 
church  men.  The  school  had  never 
played  up  better.  The  scrimmages  were 
beautifully  packed,  and  the  quarter  and 
half  backs  were  never  off  the  spot.  Only 
when,  above  the  crowd,  Eollitt's  head 
was  seen  to  be  at  work,  and  it  was  appa- 
rent he  had  waked  up  for  a  time,  was 
there  any  risk  of  confusion.  But  Yorke's 
"Play  on,  Rollitt !  "  generally  pulled  the 
scrimmage  together  again,  and  warned 
Mmd  and  (after  a  time)  foe  what  to 
expect. 

There  was  no  holding  Rollitt  back  when 
he  once  made  up  his  mind  to  get  the  ball 
through ;  and  no  stopping  him  when  once 
he  got  fairly  started  on  a  run.  Twice 
before  half  time  and  once  after  he  scored 
a  touch  down.  Twice  Yorke  did  the 
same,  and  once  Clapperton. 

Corder  discovered  that  a  fellow  does 
not  always  score,  and  yet  maj^  play  a 
steadj',  useful  game.  He  was  disap- 
pointed that  it  was  only  left  him  to  do 
the  latter  ;  and  he  set  himself  down  as  a 
failure.  But  Mr.  Stratton  put  him  on  his 
feet  wonderfiilly  at  the  end. 

"  You've  improved,  Corder.  You  never 
played  as  well,'' 

The  othei'iS  worked  well,  and  contri- 
buted to  the  great  result,  and  perhaps, 
better  still,  grudged  no  one  his  greater 
glory.  It  was  Fellsgarth  that  was  play- 
ing, not  Fullerton,  Eanger,  Brinkman, 
Fisher  i,  or  anybody  else. 

The  final  goal  was  Clapperton's.  It 
was  an  historic  event.  For  the  first  time 
in  the  match  the  Penchurch  men  had 
worked  the  ball  \ip  into  the  boys' 
quarters,  and  fears  were  being  enter- 
tained lest,  after  all,  they  would  save 
their  "  duck."  The  half  backs  and 
quarter  backs  of  the  school  were  squeezed 
in,  all  of  a  Imnp,  between  touch  and 
gcal;  and  tiiose  who  looked  on  noticed 


with  alarm  that,  as  matters  now  stood, 
an  easy  drop  kick  from  any  of  the 
enemy's  forwards  might  capture  the 
goal. 

Eollitt  was  the  first  to  put  an  end  to 
this  dangerous  state  of  things.  He  bore 
down  the  scrimmage  after  his  usual 
fashion,  and  succeeded,  as  he  broke 
through,  in  getting  the  ball  into  his 
hands.  But  for  once  he  could  get  no 
further.  Twenty  hands  seized  him  and 
carried  him  to  the  gi-ound,  but  not  before 
he  had  sent  back  the  ball  into  Fisher's 
hands. 

"  Back  up  now — hard  and  fast !  "  cried 
Yorke. 

Never  was  order  more  beautifully  car- 
ried out.  Fisher  held  the  leather  long 
enough  to  pass  it  to  Brinkman.  Brink- 
man  staggered  on  a  yard  or  two  and 
slipped  it  back  to  Denton.  Denton  made 
a  yard  or  two  more  and  passed  it  to 
Corder.  Corder  fell  back  with  it  into  the 
arms  of  Eanger.  Eanger  let  Corder  drop, 
but  captured  the  ball,  and  with  one  of  his 
lightning  swoops  carried  it  out  of  the 
ruck  for  twenty  yards,  when,  as  he  fell, 
Yorke  came  up  and  captured  it.  Yorke, 
alas,  was  cut  short  in  his  career  before  he 
had  gone  ten  yards,  but  Clapperton  was 
there  to  take  it.  Away  he  went,  shaking 
off  the  nearest  of  his  assailants  and  dis- 
tancing others,  till  he  too  fell  gloriously, 
with  his  body  in  play,  and  his  hands  in 
touch,  thirty  yards  from  the  enemy's 
lines.  The  serried  ranks  formed  up  on 
either  side.  Clapperton,  as  he  stood  ball 
in  hand,  ready  to  throw  in,  passed  his 
eye  along  the  line  of  his  friends,  and 
stopped  short  of  Yorke.  Yorke  under- 
stood. He  caught  the  ball,  and  quick 
as  thought,  returned  it  to  Clapperton ; 
who,  swooping  roimd  behind  the  line,  got 
clear  with  it  once  more,  and  crossing 
the  field,  curving  in  all  the  way,  carried 
into  the  enemy's  lines  at  their  far  corner, 
whence  with  a  wide  sweep  he  brought 
it  round  right  behind  their  posts,  a 
beautiful  climax  to  a  beautiful  piece  of 
co-operative  play. 

As  Mr.  Stratton  said,  nothing  all  that 
term  had  been  more  hopeful  of  the  new 
spirit  of  mutual  confidence  and  support 
in  the  school,  than  this  triumphant  rally. 

But  the  goal  was  yet  to  be  kicked. 
To  Yorke  of  course  belonged  the  honour. 

But  Yorke,  to  every  one's  surprise,  stood 
out. 

"  No,"  said  he.  "  It's  Clapperton's 
goal ;  he  shall  kick  it." 

So  Fellsgarth,  perhaps  for  the  first 
and  only  time  in  its  records,  stood  by  and 
witnessed  the  phenomenon  of  its  captain 
carrying  out  the  ball  and  placing  it  for 
the  vice-captain  to  kick. 

It  needed  all  Clapperton's  nerve  to 
save  him  from  flurry  and  failure  even 
over  an  easy  task  like  this.  But  he 
piilled  himself  together  and  kicked  the 
goal. 

And  with  that  kick  he  sent  flying  into 
the  air  the  last  remnant  of  the  bad  blood 
and  jealousy  which  had  marred  the  term 
and  jail  but  wrecked  the  good  old  school. 

Here  let  us  say  good-bye — perhaps  not 
for  eood.    For  Yorke  and  Eollitt,  and 


Clapperton  and  Fisher,  and  all  of  them, 
are  still  alive  and  kicking. 

Eollitt,  to  the  general  regret,  but  to  his 
own  satisfaction,  left  Fellsgarth  at  the 
end  of  the  term  for  the  more  congenial 
course  of  a  school  of  engineering.  Before 
he  left  he  invited  Fisher  ii  to  tea  in  his 
room,  and  alarmed  that  yoimg  gentleman 
by  sitting  for  a  whole  hour  without  utter- 
ing a  word.  At  length,  when  the  guest 
had  to  leave,  he  said  : 

"  Thanks,  Fisher  ir.  Thank  those 
fellows  of  yovirs.  Tell  Yorke  the  money 
that  boiight  the  boat  was  what  I  had 
been  saving  for  something  else.  I'U  write 
to  you.    Get  out,  now." 

That  was  the  last  of  Eollitt. 

Dangle  never  made  up  his  mind  either 
to  apologise  or  take  a  thrashing.  He 
never  met  Eollitt  after  the  return  of  the 
latter.  When  breaking-up  day  came,  he 
got  an  excuse  to  go  home  earlier  than 
the  general  crowd  ;  and  when  school  re- 
assembled in  January  it  was  known  he 
had  left  Fellsgarth  for  good. 

The  two  events  of  the  breaking  up 
"  Hall  "  were — first  the  annoimcement 
by  the  Doctor  that,  at  his  request,  Yorke 
would  stay  on  another  term  at  Fellsgarth  ; 
secondly,  the  presentation  of  a  purse  con- 
taining five  pounds  to  the  school  clubs  by 
the  nine  jmiiors,  as  the  profits  for  the 
term  on  the  business  of  the  school  shop. 

Which  of  these  two  events  produced 
the  most  terrific  cheers  the  reader  must 
take  upon  himself  to  decide. 

An  hour  later,  Messrs.  Wally,  D'Arcy, 
Ashby,  Fisher  ii,  Percy,  Cottle,  Lickford, 
Eamshaw,  and  Cash,  limited,  walked  arm- 
in-arm  across  the  green,  after  a  farewell 
call  on  Mrs.  Stratton,  on  their  way  to  the 
school  omnibus  which  waited  at  the 
W^atch  Tower.  Their  progress  was  tem- 
porarily interrupted  by  the  sudden  bolt  of 
Fisher  ii  in  piu'suit  of  a  lank,  cadaverous 
figure,  wearing  the  Modern  colom-s,  who 
was  strolling  imiocently  off  in  the  direction 
of  Mr.  Forder's  house. 

"  The  young  un's  got  'em  again,"  said 
Wally.  "  Here,  come  back,  yoimg  Fisher 
II,  can't  you?    We  shan't  wait." 

Fisher  ii  pulled  up.  He  looked  wist- 
fully first  at  the  retreating  figure  in  the 
distance,  then  at  his  eight  fe'iends.  With  a 
sigh  he  decided  on  the  latter ;  and  for 
that  term,  at  least,  finally  abandoned  the 
quest  of  his  unlucky  half-crown. 

It  took  some  little  time  to  arrange 
matters  on  the  omnibus,  as  one  or  two 
innocent  middle  bo.ys  had  had  the  au- 
dacity to  occupy  the  box  seat  and  the 
row  behind,  and  had  to  be  cajoled  or 
pulled  down.  How  could  any  one  dare, 
when  those  two  seats  just  held  nine,  to 
imagine  that  they  were  not  sacred  pro- 
perty ? 

"  That's  better,"  said  Wally,  when  at 
last  the  party  were  safely  up,  with  two 
rugs  over  their  eighteen  knees,  and  a  gross 
of  brandy  balls  circulating  for  the  common 
comfort.  "  Touch  'em  up,  driver.  Give 
'em  their  heads !  I  tell  you  what,  you 
chaps,  this  has  been  rather  a  slow  half. 
I  vote  we  have  some  larks  next  term." 

"  Bather  !  "  chimed  in  the  chorus. 
(the  end.) 
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KANGAROOS  AT  A  CRICKET  MATCH. 


ALLAN  and  Eobert  Hart  prided  themselves 
upon  the  fact  that  they  had  lived  all 
their  lives  in  the  Bush.  They  were  Bush 
boys,  and  desired  no  better  fate.  Their 
iather  owned  what  is  called  a  station  or 
Tun,  in  a  thinly-populated  part  of  New 
South  Wales.  People  who  lived  fifteen 
miles  away  were  called  neighbours,  and  a 
distance  of  eight  or  ten  miles  was  spoken  of 
as  next  door. 

Under  these  circumstances  you  would 
suppose  a  cricket  match  impossible  ;  but  our 
Bush  boys  are  not  fond  of  that  word,  and, 
except  during  the  busy  shearing  or  lambing 
seasons,  they  contrived  to  meet  pretty  often 
lor  a  game. 

One  afternoon  so  large  a  party  of  young 
men  and  boys  had  assembled,  that  Mr. 
Hart's  home  was  nearly  surrounded  by 
horses ;  some  tied  to  rings  in  the  wall, 
others  to  brixnches  of  trees.  Cricket  was 
the  order  of  the  day,  and  no  one  had  eyes  or 
thoughts  for  anything  else.  All  at  once  a  cry 
■was  heard,  "Look  at  the  kangaroos  !"  and 
there,  sure  enough,  were  two  large  kangaroos, 
sitting  up  side  by  side  in  a  corner  of  the  field, 
watching  the  game  with  grave  interest. 


A  TRUE  STORY. 

In  one  moment  the  scene  was  changed  as 
if  by  magic.  The  field  was  deserted,  and 
each  man  and  boy  made  a  rush  for  his 
horse. 

The  sporting  instinct  is  keen  in  young 
Australia.  He  is  fond  of  cricket,  but  fonder 
still  of  a  hunt.  He  will  tell  you  that,  as  a 
kangaroo  eats  as  much  grass  as  a  cow,  it  is 
the  duty  of  every  farmer's  son  to  kill  one 
when  he  can. 

Our  cricketers  were  only  too  eager  to  per- 
form this  duty.  They  sprang  upon  their 
horses,  whistled  up  their  dogs,  and  gave  chase 
to  the  kangaroos.  One  was  speedily  overtaken 
and  killed  ;  the  other  bolted  straight  towards 
the  house.  The  door  stood  open,  and,  to 
Mrs.  Hart's  dismay,  it  seemed  disposed  to 
seek  refuge  within  ;  but,  fortunately,  it 
bojnded  past  the  door,  round  the  corner, 
and  over  the  hedge  into  the  fields  beyond. 

Helter-skelter  went  the  pursuing  crowd  of, 
men,  boys,  and  dogs,  and  the  air  was  filled 
with  shouts  of  laughter.  At  a  little  distance 
flowed  a  stream,  called  in  the  bush  a  creek. 
The  kangaroo  wisely  decided  to  put  this  creek 
between  himself  and  his  pursuers.  He  reached 
the  bank,  and  prepared  for  the  vigorous  bound 


needed  to  carry  him  to  the  further  side.  At 
this  moment  Allan  rushed  down  the  bank, 
and,  as  the  animal  rose,  he  caught  hold  of 
his  tail  and  held  on  firmly  with  both 
hands. 

A  trial  of  strength  between  a«i  "  old  man  " 
kangaroo  and  a  boy  of  fourteen  could  have 
but  one  end.    Away  went  the  kangaroo,  boy 
and  all,  amidst  the  laughter  of  the  spectators  , 
on  the  bank.    But  after  all  Allan  had  the 
best  of  it,  for  the  "  old  man  "  in  calculating 
his  spring  had  not  reckoned  upon  a  stout  boy 
hanging  on  to  his  tail ;  so,  instead  of  landing, 
as  he  would  have  done,  on  the  opposite  bank, 
his  jump  ended  in  the  middle  of  the  creek, 
when  he  plunged  his  unwelcome  follower  into 
ten  feet  of  cold  water.    Here  the  dogs  soon 
put  an   end    to  the   conflict,   and  Allan 
emerged   from  the  creek,   dripping  from 
head  to  foot,  but  looking  very  jolly  in  spite  . 
of  his   ducking.    His  companions  greeted  I 
him  with  peals  of  laughter  and  clapping  of  I 
hands.  ■ 

"Let  those  laugh  who  win,"  cried  Allan,  f 
as  he  marched  off  homewards.    "  I  caught 
the  kangaroo." 

And  so  he  maintains  to  this  day.     j.  c. 


AMONGST  THE  FISHES.  ' 

A  STRANGE  STORY. 
By  C.  J.  Hyne, 

Author  of  "Beneath  Vour  Very  Boots,"  "  Currie  Curtis  <t  Co.,  Crammers,"  "Four  Red  Nightcaps,"  etc.,  etc. 


THEEE  could  be  no  doubt  of  it.  The  valley 
was  a  cul-dc-sac,  and  it  could  be  entered 
and  left  only  by  the  path  we  had  come 
along. 

The  high  grey  rocks  which  bounded  its 
sides  glistened  with  the  wet  and  shone  with 
the 'slime  of  fungi.  Ladders  or  wings  alone 
•could  have  taken  a  body  to  their  summits. 
At  the  point  where  the  two  sides  joined  in 
semi-circle,  a  lusty  stream  leaped  from  a 
narrow  self-cut  dyke,  glistening  up  there  in  its 
compactness  like  some  huge  polished  icicle. 
JBy  degrees  it  spread  and  whitened  in  its 
solid  descent,  passing  from  colourless  water 
to  white  floury  foam.  Coming  farther,  it 
grew  grey  as  the  foam  changed  to  mist, 
and  falling  on  the  chaos  of  tumbled  boulders 
heneath  in  a  fine  close  spray,  with  never  so 
much  as  a  splash  or  a  hiss,  soaked  off  in  a 
myriad  tiny  tricklets  to  join  the  placid  waters 
of  the  tarn.  Small  chance  of  a  man  ascend- 
ing the  channel  of  that  stream. 

The  rocky  walls  were  unscalable  to  the 
-very  heels  of  the  horseshoe.  There  was 
bat  one  way  out  of  the  valley,  and  that  was 
by  the  path  which  had  brought  us  in. 

It  did  not  take  us  long  to  discover  this. 
Nor  should  we  have  had  time  for  a  lengthened 
survey  had  one  been  needed,  for  the  foremost 
•of  the  pursuers  would  crest  the  ridge  in  less 
than  ten  minutes'  time.  We  understood 
now  why  they  had  slackened  their  pace  when 
they  saw  us  head  towards  this  stony  lake- 
basin.  Knowing  the  country  perfectly,  they 
must  have  been  fully  aware  that,  once  in  the 
trap,  they  could  deal  with  us  at  their  leisure. 

Mercy  there  was  none  to  expect.  There 
seldom  was  much  of  the  divine  quality  in  a 
Peruvian  guerilla  of  the  "  'Eighties,"  and  this 
particular  band— that  of  Jos6  Esquinez— had 


PART  I. 

shortly  before  been  captured  and  punished 
by  decimation. 

Both  my  companion  and  I  bore  commis- 
sions in  the  Chilian  service,  and  were  even 
then  in  uniform.  We  had  fought  in  the 
battle  of  Tacua  in  May  1880,  when  the 
main  Peruvian  army  was  routed,  and  again 
at  Arica,  when  their  southern  force  was  exter- 
minated. We  had  assisted  in  the  defeat  of 
that  Zfi't'c  en  masse  which  did  battle  before 
Lima  in  January  1881.  I  had  been  present  at 
the  unopposed  occupation  of  the  city.  Since 
then  we  had  both  been  engaged  in  suppress- 
ing the  guerilla  bands  that,  under  a  pretence 
of  patriotism,  plundered  and  slaughtered 
indiscriminately,  and  kept  their  unfortunate 
country  in  a  state  of  perpetual  anarchy. 

For  the  original  war  there  was,  perhaps, 
some  excuse.  It  was  the  natural  boiling  over 
of  a  long-simmering  hate.  For  the  desultory 
Peruvian  warfare  of  '81-'82  not  a  good  word 
could  be  said.  It  was  simply  the  unauthor- 
ised resistance  of  individuals  ;  and  as  such 
the  Chilian  authorities  sought  to  put  it  down 
with  a  high  hand.  Most  of  the  guerilla 
bands  had  been  stamped  out,  and  the 
haciendas  and  the  villages  were  once  more 
becoming  the  residences  of  civilians,  and 
ceasing  to  be  mere  military  garrisons. 

Vaughan  and  I— we  were  both  English  by 
birth-  tired  of  the  unvarying  round  of  life  in 
Lima,  where  we  were  quartered,  and  thinking 
thai  at  last  the  country  had  become  tolerably 
quiet  again,  had  taken  our  guns  and  ridden 
off  to  a  village  some  thirty  miles  from  the 
capital  to  try  for  a  little  sport.  We  lodged 
at  a  small  posada  in  tolerable  discomfort,  but 
without  the  slightest  dread  of  molestation. 
We  had  shared  with  all  the  villagers  the 
hospitable  glass  of   yerba  mate  (tea)  and 


smoked  with  them  the  friendly  cigarette. 
There  was  no  disguising  the  fact  that  they 
were  heartily  glad  the  troubles  were  over,  for 
nov;  the  country  might  have  some  chance  of 
raising  up  its  aching  head  again.  And  so 
we  stayed  on  at  our  posada  for  a  week. 

But  one  morning,  as  we  were  discussing 
the  thews  and   sinews  of   a  particularly 
patriaichal  specimen  of  the  farmyard  fowl,  | 
a  girl  came  running  into  the  patio  with  news  , 
that  was  the  reverse  of  reassuring. 

Jose  Esquinez  was  "out,"  and,  what  was 
more  to  the  point,  was  after  us. 

No  ;  it  was  no  use  trying  to  ride  back  to 
Lima.  He  had  strong  patrols  on  each  road, 
and  both  they  and  his  main  body  were  fast 
closing  on  the  village. 

It  would  be  a  bad  hour  for  everyone  when 
he  came,  and  well  might  those  small  Peruvian 
farmers  cry,  "  Preserve  us  from  our  friends  ;  " 
for  it  seems  that,  after  killing  us,  he  would 
proceed  to  rob  them  for  the  crime  of  being 
our  hosts. 

For  our  own  safety  immediate  action  was 
necessary.  Jos&  Esquinez  was  the  most 
ruthless  member  of  his  unscrupulous  pro- 
fession. He  never  spared  a  prisoner,  or 
hanged  him,  or  knifed  him,  or  had  him  shot. 
He  lashed  him  up  to  a  tree  with  raw-hide 
ropes,  piled  faggots  around,  and  burnt  his 
victim  to  death. 

Now  Vaughan  and  I  had  both  risked  death 
in  battle  and  skirmish  more  than  two  score 
of  times  apiece,  and  I  do  not  think  that  we 
were  either  of  us  given  to  showing  the  white 
feather.  But  when  staying  in  a  place  meant 
a  certainty  of  getting  caught  by  a  barbarian 
who  would  tie  you  up  and  roast  you  like  an 
apple,  why,  then  none  but  a  fool  would  hesi- 
tate to  bolt.    And  being  quite  of  opinion  that 
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two  men — although  English  born — armed 
with  shot-guns,  cannot  fight  forty — although 
native  Peruvian  ragamuffins — armed  with 
rifle  and  machete,  we  made  off  for  the  hills 
as  hard  as  we  could  go,  forming  no  definite 
plan  for  eventual  escape,  but  trusting  that 
circumstances  would  suggest  one. 

As  it  turned  out,  our  start  was  not  a  suf- 
ficiently long  one,  for  we  were  "  viewed  "  be- 
fore we  had  cleared  the  village,  and  the  chase 
continued  at  a  hot  pace  for  many  miles. 
We  could  not  increase  the  distance,  for  the 
pursuers  were  doggedly  persistent ;  and  they 
could  not  diminish  it,  for  we  were  grimly  de- 
termined. And  so,  with  about  two  thousand 
yards  separating  the  two  parties,  we  tore 
across  a  plain  that  boasted  of  not  an  atom  of 
cover,  making  for  the  rocky  hills  ahead, 
whose  fastnesses  would,  we  hoped,  offer  us 
a  temporary  asylum  till  nightfall. 

We  had  both  noticed  the  pace  of  the  pur- 
suers growing  slacker  as  we  breasted  the 
slope,  and,  hoping  that  they  were  getting  tired 
out,  sprang  forward  with  redoubled  energy  ; 
but  a  brief  exploration  of  the  gorge  we  had  run 
into  showed  us  their  reason  in  a  fiash. 

Neither  wasted  breath  in  useless  regrets. 
Vaughan  said  simply,  "  They're  not  going  to 
get  me  alive  ; "  and  I  added,  "  Same  with 
me." 

We  both  intended  to  cross  the  Styx  with 
as  large  a  company  as  possible,  and  so  looked 
about  us  for  some  position  that  would  serve 
as  a  temporary  fort.  No  place  could  have 
been  less  adapted  for  the  purpose.  The  lake 
filled  almost  all  the  floor  of  the  valley,  and 
the  cliffs  came  down  to  meet  its  narrow  fore- 
shore in  lines  that  were  almost  as  straight 
as  the  side  of  an  unbuttressed  house. 

"  We  must  get  amongst  these  boulders 
under  the  fall,"  said  I,  and  Vaughan  remarked, 
"  Oh,  very  well,"  as  if  it  didn't  in  the  least 
matter  whether  we  went  or  not.  He  did  not 
offer  to  move  though,  so  I  said  impatiently, 
"  Come  along  ;  there's  no  time  to  waste,  and 
we  may  find  a  snug  nook  that  is  hidden  from 
here." 

"  Wait  a  bit,"  said  he.  And  then,  after  a 
momentary  silence,  broke  out  again.  "  By 
the  Incas'  crown,  I've  got  it.  Fill  your  pockets 
with  stones.  There,  don't  stop  to  argue,  but 
do  as  I  tell  you.  Now  come  into  the  water. 
Quick,  quick  !  Here,  take  this  reed.  I've  cut 
a  hole  in  it  just  below  the  flowering  top. 
Now  wade  out  till  the  water  is  shoulder  deep, 
and  sit  down  on  the  bottom,  with  the  end  of 
the  stem  in  your  mouth.  You'll  be  able  to 
breathe  easily.  Down  with  you.  Here  they 
come  !  " 

Instinctively  I  had  drawn  a  deep  breath 
before  diving  beneath  the  surface ;  and  what 
with  that,  and  the  air  in  my  clothes,  and  the 
natural  inclination  of  a  non-swimmer  to  battle 
the  unstable  element  with  his  hands,  my  legs 
were  ofi  the  oozy  bottom  before  my  head  was 
well  under  the  surface.  But  the  water  soak- 
ing rapidly  through  the  garments,  aided  by 
the  stones  with  which  they  were  laden,  ad- 
justed matters,  and  down  I  sank  on  to  the 
soft,  pulpy  mud. 

Again  guided  by  instinct,  I  suppose,  one 
hand  closed  my  nostrils,  whilst  the  other 
steadied  the  reed ;  but  for  a  full  minute  I 
was  too  dazed  to  change  the  air-supply  of 
my  lungs.  The  cold,  swishing  water  buzzed 
in  my  ears  and  filled  my  brain  with  din  in- 
describable. It  slid  in  and  about  my  heated 
body,  almost  paralysing  me  with  its  snowy 
shook.  The  weird  feeling  of  bodily  lightness 
was,  to  one  utterly  unaccustomed  to  it, 
unnerving  to  the  highest  degree. 

A  squirming  eel,  disturbed  in  his  noisome 
bed,  moved  from  beneath  my  legs  with  con- 
vulsive wriggles.  Some  slimy  weed-tendrils 
crept  like  living  creatures  against  my  cheek. 
Everything  militated   against  keeping  the 


position.  Indeed,  so  great  was  the  initial  horror 
that,  had  it  not  been  through  fear  of  betraying 
Vaughan  by  doing  so,  I  should  have  stood  up 
and  taken  my  chance.  But  the  knowledge 
that  I  held  his  life  in  the  same  hand  as  my 
own  fairly  shamed  the  terror  out  of  me ; 
and,  with  a  violent  effort  of  will,  I  dragged 
my  scattered  senses  into  action  again. 

Perhaps  the  air  in  my  lungs,  which  was 
momentarily  becoming  thicker  and  fouler, 
had  something  to  do  with  this  mental  re- 
collection. My  head  was  beginning  to 
throb  violently,  as  though  the  curdled  blood 
could  scarce  pass  through  its  accustomed 
channels,  and  my  closed  eyelids  were  bright- 
ened with  meteors,  the  cause  of  whose  flash- 
ings was  not  far  to  seek.  A  myriad  daggers 
were  stabbing  my  chest,  and  there  was  not  a 
limb  but  had  its  own  separate  ache. 

I  emptied  my  surcharged  lungs  through 
the  reed  with  a  convulsive  gasp,  and  felt  the 
lower  portions  of  my  frame  sink  deeper  into 
the  soft  mud  beneath.  And  then,  with  a 
timorous  tremble,  I  began  to  suck  down  a 
fresh  draught  of  the  pure,  sweet  air  from 
above. 

What  nectar !  'Twas  a  draught  for 
the  gods !  The  very  same  air  that  I  had 
breathed  for  two  and  thirty  years,  and  still 
never  appreciated.  One  hears  of  shipwrecked 
men  going  into  ecstasies  over  a  cup  of  water. 
But  air,  air  is  the  greatest  gift.  Water  one 
can  do  without  for  a  day,  two  days,  some- 
times nearly  a  whole  week.  But  air,  sweet, 
life-giving  air,  is  never  valued  at  its  full  till 
once  for  a  few  short  seconds  it  has  been 
cruelly  withheld.  And  then  one  classes  the 
world's  riches  from  a  far  different  standpoint. 

The  great  joy  of  that  aerial  draught  changed 
me  to  another  man — brought  me  back,  in  fact, 
to  my  old  self  ;  and,  with  returning  volition, 
I  noticed  the  extreme  chill  of  the  medium 
which  surrounded  me.  Snow  water  origin- 
ally, it  had  coursed  down  deep  ravines,  whose 
glowering  shades  were  little  kissed  by  the 
sunlight,  and  lay,  black  and  sullen,  in  this 
high  mountain  tarn.  My  teeth  chattered 
behind  closed  lips,  and  my  knees  beat  a  silent 
rat-tat  against  one  another. 

Of  course  I  could  not  hear  the  knees.  I 
could  hear  nothing,  in  fact,  for  the  buzzing 
had  ceased  in  my  ears,  and  all  around  was  a 
dead  and  solemn  silence.  That  I  was  not 
surprised  at.  A  professional  diver  had  once 
told  me  that  he  never  heard  the  explosion  of 
a  mine  which  had  inadvertently  been  fired 
close  to  him.  He  saw  it,  though,  from  behind 
the  glasses  of  his  helmet ;  and  the  memory 
of  that  episode  reminded  me  that  good 
swimmers  can  always  open  their  eyes  when 
under  water. 

The  obvious  deduction  was  that  I  could 
open  mine,  for  a  non-swimmer  should  surely 
labour  under  no  disability  in  this  respect. 

I  tried — and  failed. 

The  eyelids  strained  upwards  in  response 
to  the  muscular  effort,  but  the  lashes  re- 
mained immovably  glued  to  the  lower  lids. 
I  pondered  over  this  phenomenon  for  a 
minute  or  so,  taking  copious  draughts  of  the 
new-found  joy  in  the  meanwhile  to  refresh 
my  thoughts.  My  eyelids  had  never  failed 
me  in  similar  fashion  before,  and  there  was 
no  apparent  reason  why  they  should  do  so 
now.  They  had  received  no  injury.  The 
water  pressure  was  trivial,  and,  though  cold, 
they  were  not  at  all  numbed.  Besides, 
none  of  the  other  facial  muscles  were  in  the 
least  degree  paralysed ;  for,  when  I  twitched 
at  them,  they  answered  readily  enough  to 
the  call. 

So  bent  on  discovery,  I  forced  up  the 
left  lid  with  the  f.ngers  of  the  hand  which 
held  my  nose.  The  result  was  satisfactory. 
There  was  a  slight  sting  as  the  cold  water 
impinged  upon  the  eye-ball,  but  nothing 
further.    And,  moreover,  the  right  eye,  as  if 


taking  example  from  its  fellow,  opened  of 
its  own  accord. 

A  new  world  lay  before  me,  with  a  ground, 
an  atmosphere,  and  a  sky — or,  rather,  a  kind 
of  flat  glazed  ceiling — all  complete.  Every- 
thing was  novel.  The  shrubs  and  the  trees 
and  the  flowers  were  a  law  unto  themselves, 
and  in  no  wise  resembled  those  draggled 
vegetables  which  dredge  or  grappling  iron 
brings  up  into  the  open  air.  In  their  own 
medium  the  delicate  fronds  and  foliage  wave 
gracefully  to  the  gusts  and  then  sweep 
proudly  back  to  rest  again.  The  birds  of 
this  strange  region  had  scales  instead  of 
feathers,  but  in  other  points  they  were  vastly 
like  the  rest  of  birds.  Here  was  one  poising 
motionless,  like  a  sparrow-hawk.  There,  one 
swooped  like  a  rook.  There  was  another 
darting  about  in  intricate  zig-zag  like  a  jack, 
snipe. 

But  the  roof  of  this  strange  world  was  its 
most  marvellous  attribute. 

Looking  straight  upwards,  nothing  inter- 
vened between  my  eyes  and  a  bank  of  fleecy 
white  cloud,  sailing  in  stately  grandeur  some 
five  miles  overhead.  Glancing  in  a  more 
horizontal  direction,  the  lake-bottom  was 
reflected  in  what  appeared  to  be  a  trans- 
parent mirror  floating  on  the  surface. 

Vaughan  I  could  see  nowhere,  and  so 
turned  round  in  some  apprehension,  but  only 
to  find  him  just  behind  me.  His  back  was 
turned,  and  I  noted  that  a  shoal  of  small 
fish,  evidently  mistaking  him  for  food,  were 
darting  amongst  the  floating  ends  of  his 
hair;  and,  shuddering,  wondered  whether 
others  were  paying  me  a  similar  piece  of 
attention. 

That  shudder  very  nearly  brought  about  a 
catastrophe.  Having  grown  familiar  with 
the  breathing  apparatus,  I  neglected  to  treat 
it  with  jealous  care,  and  allowed  my  teeth 
to  grip  tightly  on  the  green  stalk.  It  split, 
and  immediately  I  began  to  feel  water  trick- 
ling into  my  mouth.  I  spluttered  and 
coughed,  and  well-nigh  choked,  but  luckily 
preseiwed  presence  of  mind  enough  to  keep 
the  hollow  tube  covered  with  my  lips. 
Had  it  been  left  open  for  a  minute,  the 
water  would  instantly  have  filled  the  cavity, 
and  I  should  have  had  perforce  to  come 
to  the  surface.  But,  as  it  was,  although  well- 
nigh  strangled  with  the  exertion,  I  managed 
to  keep  the  communication  clear,  and  by 
degrees  to  manipulate  the  crack  so  that  its 
leakage  was  infinitesimal. 

But  the  mental  and  physical  strain  of  the 
little  adventure  was  so  great,  that  I  was  fain 
to  sit  quiet  for  some  time  without  making 
any  more  hazardous  experiments.  Besides, 
the  movement  of  my  body  had  stirred  up  the 
fine  silt  all  around,  and  the  water  was  con- 
sequently so  turbid  that  vision  was  for  the 
nonce  wholly  obstructed. 

Then  a  cramp  seized  my  right  leg,  and  I 
suffered  an  agony,  awful  even  to  look  back 
upon.  It  was  as  if  red-hot  pincers  were 
tearing  the  flesh  from  the  bone,  and  yet,  like 
Prometheus'  liver,  the  flesh  grew  again, 
to  endure  fresh  tortures.  Had  the  trial 
occurred  sooner  I  should  have  dropped  the 
reed  and  sunk  back  to  die.  But  now,  like 
the  cannula  in  the  throat  of  one  wdio  has 
undergone  tracheotomy,  the  breathing  tube,  so 
to  speak,  worked  without  irritation  or  conscious 
effort,  and,  life  being  sweet,  I  grimly  bore  the 
pain  though  it  made  me  fairly  sick.  By  degrees 
it  passed  away,  and  the  limb  grew  almost 
dead,  and  I  sat  on  my  slimy  seat  dully  care- 
less of  what  was  going  on  around  me.  I 
had  but  one  wish,  and  that  was  that  the 
leaden  minutes  would  fly  by  without  harass- 
ing me  with  further  thought  or  further  pain. 

{To  b!  conHniiedA 


636 


SEASIDE  BIRDS  AS  PETS. 

By  W.  T.  Greene,  m.d.,  m.a.,  etc., 

Author  of  "Some  Favourite  Foreign  Birds"  etc. 


AT  first  sight  it  does  not  appear  likely  that 
creatures  accustomed  to  "  a  hfe  on  the 
ocean  wave,"  and  the  enjoyment  of  un- 
bounded space  and  perfect  freedom,  could  be 
reconciled  to  an  existence  in  captivity,  but 
rather  that  they  would,  as  soon  as  they  found 
themselves  prisoners — "  cribbed,  cabined  and 
confined  "  within  the  restricted  boundaries 
of  even  the  largest  aviary — dash  violently 
against  the  bars,  and  perish  from  their  self- 
inflicted  injuries,  or  sulk  and  pine  away, 
preferring  a  slow  and  lingering  death  from 
inanition,  to  life  under  such  conditions  as 
would  alone  be  theirs  to  endure  for  the 
remainder  of  their  days. 

Not  at  all ;  they  are  far  too  sensible  for 
any  such  sentimental  nonsense,  and  know 
the  value  of  life  too  well  to  voluntarily 
sacrifice  it  for  any  considerations  of  the 
kind  ;  so  they  wisely  make  a  virtue  of  neces- 
sity, and  not  only  continue  to  exist,  but  live 
very  happily  and  contentedly  too,  making  the 
most  of  such  accommodation  as  may  be 
provided  for  them,  be  it  ample,  or  moderate 
only. 

The  question  now  arises,  what  is  the  best 
way  to  keep  sea  and  shore  birds  in  confine- 
ment ?  To  which  I  reply :  the  large  en- 
closure at  the  "Zoo,"  recently  constructed 
for  the  use  of  the  waders  and  various  kinds 
of  aquatic  fowl  forming  part  of  the  Society's 
unrivalled  collection,  comes  up  pretty  nearly 
to  my  ideal  of  what  an  aviary  for  their 
reception  should  be. 

There  is  a  sloping  bank  covered  with  trees 
and  shrubs,  a  good-sized  sheet  of  water,  with 
plenty  of  flags,  water  lilies,  and  oth  er  aquatic 
plants  growing  in  and  around  it,  and  a 
broad  strip  of  grass  also  furnished  with 
plenty  of  cover,  the  whole  surmounted  and 
enclosed  by  a  framework  of  iron  covered 
with  wire,  which  effectually  keeps  in  the 
birds,  and  cats,  rats,  and  other  predacious 
animals  out. 

Of  course  it  is  not  every  boy  who  can 
afford  to  have  such  an  aviary,  even  on  a 
reduced  scale,  but  if  there  is  a  small  pond 
available,  and  a  wire  fence  some  three  or 
four  feet  high  be  placed  about  it,  at  a  con- 
venient distance  from  the  water,  a  very  nice 
collection  of  water-fowl  may  be  kept  with 
very  little  trouble. 

An  island  in  the  pond  is  very  desirable, 
and  if  the  birds  are  i^inioned  no  covering 
will  be  necessary,  that  is  no  wire  covering, 
for  little  sheds  and  shrubs  should  always  be 
provided,  the  former  for  the  birds  to  sleep 
in,  and  the  latter  for  shelter  from  the  sun. 
Pinioned  birds,  I  may  add,  can  always  be 
obtained  from  Mr.  Castang  in  Leadenhall 
Market ;  and  as  the  operation  of  pinioning 
requires  to  be  done  skilfully,  I  advise  the 
boy  who  thinks  of  starting  a  duckery  not  to 
attempt  it  himself,  but  to  buy  his  birds  ready 
prepared  for  the  aviary;  of  course,  if  the 
latter  can  be  covered  over,  no  such  operation 
will  be  required. 

I  do  not  think  it  necessary  to  enter 
minutely  into  details  of  construction,  as 
these  will  of  necessity  depend  on  a  variety 
of  circumstances,  but  given  the  land,  the 
pond,  some  iron  rods,  or  wooden  stakes,  and 
a  sufficient  quantity  of  suitable  wire  netting, 
an  ingenious  boy  will  soon  be  able  to  con- 
struct a  fitting  receptacle  for  a  nice  collec- 
tion of  aquatic  pets. 

Such  being  the  case,  I  shall  at  once  pro- 
ceed to  indicate  the  species  that  I  consider 
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most  likely  to  thrive  in  confinement,  and 
will  begin  with  the  gulls,  many  of  which 
have  been  kept  for  years  at  the  "  Zoo," 
where  some  of  them  have  even  bred,  and  all 
appear  to  be  of  opinion  that  a  life  in 
captivity  is  still  very  well  worth  living. 

As  I  have  stated  elsewhere,  there  are  a 
great  many  kinds  of  gulls,  and  very  beautiful 
objects  they  are,  whether  seen  gracefully 
poised  on  buoyant  wing,  or  lightly  riding  on 
the  foam-tipped  wave,  but  always  on  the 
look-out  for  prey,  and  in  confinement  they  are 
very  pretty  too,  and  adapt  themselves  very 
quickly  to  their  altered  circumstances. 

The  herring-gull  (Lants  argcntatus)  is  per- 
haps that  most  frequently  met  with  on  our 
coasts ;  it  is  readily  tamed,  and  is  often 
kept  in  gardens  and  plantations,  where  it  is 
found  to  be  of  use  in  destroying  worms  and 
snails. 

The  lesser  black-backed  gull  (Larusfuscus) 
is  another  familiar  species,  equally  sus- 
ceptible of  domestication  as  the  former, 
with  which  it  has  on  several  occasions  paired 
in  the  Zoological  Gardens,  where  the  hybrids 
have  been  successfully  reared. 

In  confinement  both  species  may  be  fed 
on  any  scraps  of  meat  and  fish,  as  well  as 
snails  and  worms ;  mice  and  small  birds, 
too,  are  readily  eaten,  and  Mr.  Morris  relates 
an  anecdote  of  a  tame  herring-gull  that  used 
to  catch  sparrows  and  swallow  them  alive. 
He  was  on  the  best  of  terms  with  some 
pigeons,  and  when  these  birds  were  being  fed, 
the  sparrows,  of  course,  would  come  down 
for  their  share,  and  the  gull,  walkinc  among 
them,  with  head  down,  as  if  intent  on  pick- 
ing up  the  corn,  would  pick  up  the  poor 
little  birds  themselves  instead,  and  bolt  them 
whole,  "  without  giving  them  time  to  shut 
their  eyes."  Occasionally,  too,  the  same 
gull  would  spring  from  the  ground  and  catch 
a  bird  as  it  flew  past,  or  he  would  knock  it 
down  with  a  blow  of  his  wing. 

The  common  or  white  gull  {Lams  canus) 
is  a  smaller  bird  than  either  of  the  preceding, 
than  which  it  is  of  a  more  amiable  disposi- 
tion, so  that  it  may  be  allowed  to  consort 
with  smaller  and  more  defenceless  creatures, 
without  fear  of  its  doing  them  an  injury. 

Without  entering  into  further  particulars 
concerning  these  birds,  I  may  say  that  all 
gulls  are  susceptible  of  being  tamed,  and 
may  be  kept  in  confinement  with  the  greatest 
readiness,  providing  they  have  access  to 
water  and  are  fed  on  the  lines  indicated ; 
they  are  exhaustively  treated  of  in  Morris's 
"  British  Birds,"  where  a  life-like  portrait  in 
colours  is  given  of  every  species  that  has 
even  once  been  seen  in  the  British  Isles. 

Nearly  related  to  the  gull  family,  and 
occupying  in  the  "List"  of  the  Zoological 
Society  the  place  immediately  succeeding 
them,  are  the  terns,  which  are  among  the 
most  beautiful  and  graceful  of  birds.  Many 
of  them  have  been  included  in  private  as 
well  as  in  public  collections,  where  they 
should  be  fed  as  suggested  for  their  larger 
relations,  with  the  addition  of  as  much  in- 
sect food  as  possible ;  they  are  very  partial 
to  shrimps  and  sand-hoppers,  which  a  boy 
living  anywhere  near  the  sea  would  have  no 
difficulty  in  obtaining  for  them,  but  they 
should  not  be  placed  in  the  company  of 
such  tyrants  as  the  skuas  and  other  large 
gulls. 

The  cormorants  {Phalacrocoracida)  have 
done  very  well  at  the  "  Zoo,"  where  they 


have  bred  repeatedly,  and  successfully  reared 
their  young.  Their  diet  should  consist 
mainly  of  fish,  but  they  will  also  eat  a  little 
raw  meat.  The  nest  is  made  of  sticks,  which 
are  massed  together  on  a  flat  stone  so  as  to 
make  a  very  considerable  pile. 

A  pair  of  these  birds  \vill  live  amicably 
with  gulls,  ducks,  geese,  or  other  large  birds, 
but  are  not  to  be  trusted  with  those  that  are 
less  powerful  than  themselves.  Two  species 
frequent  the  British  Isles,  namely,  the 
common  cormorant  (Plmlacrocorax  carbo), 
and  the  green  cormorant  or  shag  (P.  gm- 
cuius).  They  are  trained  to  fish  for  their 
owner  by  the  Chinese,  and  are  very  graceful 
and  active  in  their  movements  in  the  water, 
if  a  trifle  clumsy  on^and. 

In  swimming,  the  head  and  neck  only  are 
seen  above  the  surface,  the  body  being  en- 
tirely submerged.  They  like  a  high  perch, 
where  they  can  sit  and  preen  their  feathers 
and  flap  their  wings  by  the  hour  together. 

Nearly  related  to  the  cormorants  is  the 
gannet  or  solan  goose  (Sula  bassana),  one 
of  the  largest  of  our  native  marine  birds, 
and  a  handsome  one  to  boot ;  it  is  capable 
of  domestication,  and  can  be  perfectly 
tamed. 

The  shear-waters  (Puffini)  come  next,  and 
differ  from  the  birds  we  have  been  briefly 
considering  by  making  their  nests  in  burrows 
under  ground,  so  that  if  it  is  thought  desir- 
able to  include  a  pair  of  them  in  a  collection 
of  marine,  or  littoral,  birds,  their  aviary  should 
be  i^rovided  with  a  substantial  bank  sloping 
up  gradually  from  the  water's  edge,  in  which 
they  would  be  able  to  dig  a  burrow  suitable 
for  containing  their  eggs  and  young. 

The  name  of  shear-water  is  given  to  these 
handsome  birds  in  consequence  of  their  pe- 
culiar habit  of  swimming  with  their  mouths 
wide  open,  and  their  lower  mandible  sub- 
merged beneath  the  surface ;  they  are  mainly 
nocturnal  in  their  habits,  and  not  very  active 
in  the  day-time,  which  they  pass  either 
snugly  ensconced  in  their  burrows  or  under 
the  shelter  of  a  clump  of  grass  or  flags  or 
some  thick  shrub. 

The  petrels  are  the  next  on  our  list,  but  I 
know  of  no  instance  in  which  any  of  them 
have  been  domesticated ;  yet,  given  a 
suitable  enclosure  and  appropriate  food,  I 
see  no  reason  why  they  should  not  be  tamed 
as  well  as  their  larger  relations,  though,  from 
their  dingy  colour  and  unattractive  appear- 
ance when  on  land,  I  must  admit  there  is 
not  much  inducement  for  keeping  them. 

The  divers,  on  the  contrary  {Cohjinbida:), 
are  handsome  and  graceful  creatures,  and 
can  be  readily  accustomed  to  confinement. 

The  most  desirable  species  are  the  great 
northern  diver  (Cohjmbus  glacialis),  essen- 
tially a  shore  bird,  about  the  size  of  a  small 
goose;  the  black-throated  diver  (C.  arcticus); 
and  the  red-throated  diver  (C.  scptcntrion- 
alis);  all  of  which  are  birds  of  swift  and 
powerful  flight,  and  swim  and  dive  with 
graceful  ease,  so  that  in  captivity,  when 
debarred  from  exercising  themselves  in  the 
air,  they  require  free  access  to  a  plentiful 
supply  of  water. 

The  auk  family  [Alcidce),  which  includes 
the  razorbill,  the  puflSn,  the  little  auk,  and 
the  guillemot,  may  all  be  kept  in  confine- 
ment, but  are  not  as  well  adapted  for  such 
an  existence  as  the  species  already  men- 
tioned ;  however,  I  have  known  of  instances 
where  the  last-named  (the  guillemot)  has 
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been  thoroughly  tamed  and  made  a  most 
delightful  pet. 

_  Swans  are  too  big,  unless  there  is  a  good- 
sized  lake  for  their  reception,  in  which  case 
they  constitute  one  of  the  greatest  attractions 
of  a  sheet  of  ornamental  water,  but  there  are 


{Drau-n  for  the  "Boil's  Ou-n  Paper  "  bij  A.  F.  Lyuox.) 

some  of  our  native  geese  that  are  well  suited 
for  forming  part  of  such  a  collection  of 
marine  birds  as  I  am  writing  about ;  the 
pink- footed  goose  {Ajiser  brachyrhynclms) , 
for  instance,  the  bean  goose  (.4.  segetum), 
and  the  bernaele  goose  (A.   hernicla  or 

{To  it  continued.) 


Bcmicla  le^icopsis),  are  handsome  birds  of 
medium  size  that  occur  to  me  ;  they  can  all 
be  perfectly  tamed,  and  are  easier  to  cater 
for  than  the  fish-eaters,  seeing  that  their 
diet  consists  almost  entirely  of  vegetables 
and  grain. 
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HOW  TO  SET  BUTTERFLIES  AND  MOTHS. 

By  Kev.  Theodore  Wood,  f.e.s. 


As  quite  a  number  of  letters  have  lately 
been  received  by  the  Editor  of  the 
"B.  0.  P.,"  begging  that  full  instructions  may 
be  given  in  the  Correspondence  column  for 
setting  and  preserving  butterflies  and  moths 
— a  task  about  as  possible,  by  the  way,  as  that 
of  putting  a  gallon  of  water  into  a  pint  vessel 
— I  propose,  in  this  paper,  to  offer  a  few  prac- 
tical hints  upon  the  subject,  which  is  one  of 
the  greatest  importance  to  every  lepidopterist. 

In  the  first  place,  then,  several  corked 
setting-boards  of  different  sizes  will  be  re- 
quired. Do  not  attempt  to  make  these  for 
yourself.  Cork  is  an  awkward  material  to 
work  with,  and  everything  depends  upon 
getting  the  two  sides  of  the  board  smoothly 
and  evenly  bevelled. 

If  you  can  afford  it,  purchase  a  "  drying- 
cage  "  at  once.  This  will  cost  you  from 
10s.  &d.  to  1.5s.  6(1,  according  to  size,  and  will 
contain  a  number  of  actual  setting-boards, 
a  flat  board,  also  corked,  for  the  temporary 
storage  of  specimens,  and  a  drawer  divided 
into  four  compartments,  for  the  accommoda- 
t'on  of  pins,  card  braces,  and  setting-needles. 
The  centre  of  the  door  will  be  cut  away,  and 
the  space  filled  in  by  a  sheet  of  perforated 
zinc.  If  you  are  wise,  you  will  remove  the 
■whole  of  the  back,  and  replace  it  by  the  same 
material.  The  great  requisite  for  thorough 
drying  is  a  free  passage  of  air  ;  and  by  tak- 
ing this  precaution  you  will  be  saved  from 
many  a  "  sprung  "  specimen  in  after  days. 

If  you  cannot  manage  a  drying-cage,  get  a 
few  separate  boards.  These  are  sold  of  dif- 
ferent widths,  from  half  an  inch  (for  "  pugs," 
and  other  small  gcometrcB)  to  about  five  inches 
(for  the  larger  hawk-motlis).  The  most  use- 
ful sizes  are  the  inch  and  a  half  and  two  inch. 
These  will  cost  you  about  ScZ.  or  'dd.  apiece, 
while  the  larger  sizes  run  up  to  Is.  6fZ.  or  2s. 
You  must  have  several  boards  of  different 
sizes,  for  it  is  quite  impossible  properly  to  set  a 
large  moth  upon  a  small  board,  or  vice  vcrsd. 

Now  as  regards  setting-needles.  Do  not 
waste  money  in  buying  these,  for  you  can 
easily  make  them  by  thrusting  a  few  fine 
needles,  eje  end  first,  for  about  two-thirds  of 
their  length,  into  lucifer  matches.  It  will  be 
as  well  to  turn  the  tip  of  one  of  the  needles 
into  a  hook,  by  the  aid  of  a  spirit  lamp  and 
a  pair  of  pliers,  for  the  purpose  of  getting  at 
refractory  legs 

You  will  want  a  quantity  of  card  braces, 
too.  These  are  mostly  triangular  in  shape, 
with  a  base  sufficiently  broad  to  bear  the  pas- 
sage of  a  stout  pin  without  splitting.  For 
the  larger  moths,  however,  it  is  best  to  cut 
them  in  the  form  of  very  much  elongated 
parallelograms,  so  that  they  can  be  fastened 
down  by  pins  at  both  ends.  The  thickness 
of  the  card  should  depend  upon  the  size  of 
the  insects.  For  most  of  the  gcometnv  ordi- 
nary visiting  cards  will  do  very  well ;  for  the 
"pugs"  note  paper  will  be  better  still ;  while 
for  the  tiger  and  puss  moths  and  the  larger 
hawks  the  "thick"  form  of  i30st-card  will  not 
be  at  all  too  stout.  It  is  a  good  plan  always 
to  have  a  stock  of  these  braces  in  readiness. 

Of  pins  you  will  require  two  kinds.  The 
first  of  these  will  be  the  ordinary  pins  of  the 
drapers'  shops,  of  which  you  will  need  a 
goodly  supply,  for  use  with  the  card  braces  ; 
the  second,  the  true  "  entomological  "  pins, 
you  must  procure  from  one  of  the  natural 
history  dealers.  E.  G.  Meek,  of  56  Brompton 
Kd.,  London,  S.W.,  supplies  them  in  all  sizes, 
gilt  or  plain,  at  Is.  the  box.  Or  you  can  get 
an  ounce,  consisting  of  four  sizes  mixed,  at 
the  same  price.  I  do  not  recommend  this 
latter  plan,  as  my  own  experience  convinced 
nie  that  dealers  have  a  notion  that  one  only 
cares  about  collecting  such  big  creatures  as 


goat-moths,  hawks,  and  red  underwings  ;  for 
pins  of  the  "  hedge-stake  "  character  abound, 
while  those  of  the  really  useful  sizes  are 
scarcely  represented.  The  best  plan  is  to 
write  for  a  pattern-card  of  sizes. 

Gilt  pins,  although  rather  more  expensive, 
are  far  better  than  plain,  inasmuch  as  they 
are  not  liable  to  become  coated  with  verdigris. 
I  do  not  know  anything  much  more  annoying 
than  to  find  the  thorax  of  a  valuable  moth 
almost  concealed  from  sight  by  a  mass  of  this 
horrible  green  stuff,  as  a  consequence  of  the 
corrosion  of  the  metal.  You  cannot  remove 
the  pin  without  damaging  the  insect,  and  the 
specimen  is  practically  ruined. 

Some  of  the  dealers  sell  pins  coated  with 
black  varnish.  These  are  not  equal  in  ap- 
pearance to  the  gilt,  but  are  said  to  answer 
the  purpose  equally  well. 

Now  let  us  suppose  that  you  have  boards, 
needles,  pins,  and  braces  all  in  readiness, 
and  are  anxious  to  begin  operations. 

First  of  all,  select  a  pin  ("entomological," 
of  course)  proportioned  to  the  size  of  your 
insect.  The  great  mistake  made  by  all  be- 
ginners is  that  of  using  pins  of  too  large  a 
size;  and  one  sees  a  poor  little  "blue" 
butterfly  transfixed  by  a  weapon  that  would 
have  done  duty  for  a  hawk-moth  !  Here  is 
a  list  of  the  proper  sizes  to  employ : — 

For  the  larger  hawk-moths,  No.  12 ;  for 
the  smaller,  No.  13  :  for  stout-bodied  noctua, 
such  as  the  great  yellow  underwing.  No  6 ; 
for  the  smaller  noctuce,  swifts,  burnets,  etc.. 
No.  8  ;  for  the  larger  geometrcB  (swallow-tail, 
etc.).  No.  17  ;  for  the  smaller  ("  carpets  "  and 
"thorns").  No.  15;  for  the  "waves"  and 
"  pugs,"  No.  10.  The  pins  should  not  be  too 
thin,  or  they  are  sure  sooner  or  later  to  bend. 

Having  chosen  your  pin,  hold  the  butterfly 
or  moth  which  is  to  be  set  between  the  finger 
and  thumb  of  the  left  hand,  so  that  the 
wings  are  pressed  slightly  upwards.  Then 
pass  the  pin  carefully  through  the  exact 
centre  of  the  thorax,  but  in  a  slightly  slant- 
ing direction,  so  that  while  the  head  leans 
slightly  forwards,  the  point  comes  out  be- 
tween the  third  pair  of  legs.  Hold  the  pin 
very  firmly  and  steadily  during  this  operation, 
for  the  thorax  of  some  moths  is  very  hard 
and  slippery,  so  that  the  point  may  glance, 
and  tear  away  some  of  the  delicate  plumes. 
Kun  the  pin  through  to  such  a  distance  that 
the  moth,  when  subsequently  transferred  to 
the  cabinet,  may  be  raised  well  above  the 
surface  of  the  papered  cork. 

Some  moths  bleed  when  they  are  pinned, 
and  you  must  have  a  piece  of  blotting  paper 
at  hand  to  soak  up  the  liquid  before  it  can 
mat  the  hairs.  If  this  is  not  done  at  once, 
the  specimen  will  be  completely  spoiled. 

Now  fasten  the  insect  down  upon  a 
setting-board  of  appropriate  size,  taking  care 
to  pin  the  body  in  the  exact  centre  of  the 
groove.  Prepare  the  necessary  number  of 
card  braces  by  passing  a  stout  pin  a  little 
way  through  the  base  of  each,  and  place 
them  ready  to  hand.  Then,  with  one  of 
the  setting-needles,  draw  one  of  the  fore- 
wings  carefully  forward,  until  the  tip  is  just 
a  very  little  in  advance  of  the  head.  Fasten 
it  down  with  a  brace,  so  placed  as  to  press 
upon  it  firmly,  but  not  too  hard,  and  then 
draw  up  the  lower  wing  into  position  behind 
it,  and  secure  it  in  the  same  manner.  Do  the 
same  with  the  wings  of  the  opposite  side,  taking 
great  care  to  make  them  correspond  with 
those  which  yovi  have  alreadj*  braced  down. 

The  setting-needle  should  never  be  allowed 
to  pierce  the  wing.  Some  clumsy  setters 
are  very  careless  about  this,  and  in  the 
wings  of  all  their  specimens  you  may  notice 
more  or  less  jagged  holes,  quite  ruining  the 


appearance  of  the  insectg.  Place  the  point 
against  the  principal  nervure  of  the  vv'ing,  and. 
in  almost  every  case  you  will  be  able  to  draw 
it  into  position  without  difficulty. 

Occasionally  the  hinder  wing  of  a  moth 
becomes  dislocated,  so  that  it  lies  above- 
instead  of  below  the  upper.  In  such  a  case 
it  must  be  replaced  with  very  great  care. 
Close  by  the  base  is  a  slender  but  strong 
hook,  which  fits  into  a  groove  beneath 
the  upper  wing,  and  locks  the  two  firmly 
together ;  and  most  of  the  failures  m  re- 
placing a  dislocated  wing  are  due  to  forget- 
fulness  of  the  existence  of  this  hook. 

The  number  of  braces  required  for  a 
butterfly  or  moth  depends  entirely  upon  the 
species.  It  is  far  better  to  have  too  many 
than  too  few.  Some  of  the  smaller  geo- 
metry can  be  set  quite  well  with  only  a 
single  brace  for  the  two  wings  of  each  side  ; 
large  moths,  such  as  the  goat,  the  tiger,  and 
the  hawks,  will  require  four  or  five.  Be  very 
careful  about  the  edges  of  the  wings.  These, 
especially  in  large  but  thin-bodied  moths, 
have  a  decided  tendency  to  curl  up ;  and  it 
is  well,  therefore,  to  press  them  down  upon 
the  board  by  an  extra  brace,  fastened,  if  need 
be,  by  a  pin  at  either  end. 

Now  see  to  the  antennfe  and  legs.  The 
former  are  sometimes  very  troublesome,  and 
require  a  lot  of  manipulation  before  they  will 
consent  to  lie  evenly  in  position.  Remember 
that  they  are  very  delicate  organs ;  and  bear 
this  in  mind  especially  in  removing  the  pins, 
before  lifting  the  dried  insects  from  the 
boards.  The  front  and  hinder  legs  should 
always  be  shown,  if  possible.  You  can  mostly 
hook  these  out  by  the  judicious  use  of  the 
curved  needle  ;  and  a  couple  of  crossed  pins 
will  fasten  them  down  in  their  place. 

It  is  well,  also,  to  secure  the  abdomen  in 
the  same  manner,  for  this  is  very  apt,  in 
many  species,  to  be  drawn  upwards  as  the 
body  dries,  so  that  the  specimen  presents  a 
very  unsightly  appearance. 

A  few  hours  after  setting,  just  give  a  look 
at  your  boards,  to  see  that  nothing  has  gone 
wrong.  Until  I  learnt  wisdom  by  experience, 
I  lost  many  a  valued  specimen  through 
neglecting  this  precaution. 

It  is  a  good  plan  to  pencil  on  one  of  the 
braces  of  each  insect  the  date  on  which  it  was 
set.  A  glance  at  this  will  tell  you  when  it  is 
ready  to  be  taken  off  the  board.  As  a  general 
rule,  no  insect  should  ever  be  removed  in 
less  than  a  week,  and  that  only  in  warm,  dry 
weather  ;  and  the  large,  stout-bodied  species 
should  be  left  for  a  fortnight  or  three  weeks. 

Some  collectors  put  their  setting  boards  iu 
a  warm  oven,  in  order  to  accelerate  the  pro- 
cess of  drying.  But  I  do  not  at  all  recom- 
mend the  practice.  It  has  a  great  tendency 
to  shrivel  the  wings,  for  one  thing ;  and  if 
the  oven  should  be  the  least  little  bit  too  hot, 
your  specimens  will  be  completely  spoilt. 

If  you  do  not  possess  a  drying  cage,  put 
the  boards  away  in  a  dry  place,  where  they 
will  be  protected  from  mice,  earwigs,  and 
dust.  If  you  are  anything  of  a  carj^enter, 
you  will  no  doubt  rig  up  a  very  satisfactory 
drying  house  for  yourself.  A  lump  or  two  of 
camphor— or,  better  still,  a  little  napthaline 
—placed  inside  the  cage,  will  keep  away  the 
mites.  And  of  course  you  will  have  a  supply 
of  the  same  substance  in  each  of  your 
drawers  or  store-boxes.  If  this  be  placed  in 
a  flat  cardboard  pill-box  (white,  not  red),  it 
can  be  firmly  pinned  in  the  corner  of  the 
case,  without  presenting  the  unsightly 
appearance  of  the  ordinary  bag  of  muslin. 
Of  course  a  number  of  holes  must  be  pierced 
in  the  lid  of  the  pill-box ;  and  the  contents 
must  be  renewed  from  time  to  time. 


¥l|e  Soy'^  Own  ?^apef. 
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OUR  Or^EN  COLUMN. 


"  B.  0.  P."  Caxoes  ox  the  Shaxxon-. 

J.  White,  of  Limerick,  sends  as  quite  a  lengthy 
account  of  an  interesting  trip  lie  and  otlier  members  of 
his  family  made  last  year  on  the  Sliaunou.  "My 
brother  and  I,"  lie  writes,  "  made  two  canvas  canoes 
according  to  the  instructions  given  in  the  '  B.  0.  P.'  a 
few  years  ago  [now  reprinted  in  '  Indoor  Games  and 
Recreations'].  Mine  is  15  feet  long,  3  feet  wide,  and 
14  inches  deep,  and  could  carry  three  persons  nicely. 
Bob's  was  114  feet  long  by  2^  feet  beam,  and  could 
comfortably  carry  one  person,  as  well  as  a  small  box  we 
broughc  to  keep  provisions  in."  The  canoe-buililers 
were  accompanied  by  their  father  and  younger  brother, 
and  the  criuse  seems  to  have  been  a  most  successful 
one. 


Thomas  and  Johx. 

Thomas  and  John  were  the  best  of  good  boys  : 
They  studied  their  books,  and  cared  nothing  for  toys  ; 
They  went  to  a  highly  respectable  school. 
Where  they  learnt  every  lesson  and  kept  every  rule. 
And  whenever  a  stranger  dropped  in  to  request 
The  master  to  tell  him  which  boys  were  the  best. 
The  master  would  say,  while  the  boys  all  looke<l  on, 
"  The  best  of  my  pupils  are  Thomas  and  John." 

/ 

And  then  if  the  stranger,  desiring  to  test 
The  reply  of  the  master  that  these  were  the  best. 
Had  asked  which  was  Thomas,  and  which  was  young 
John, 

And  which  was  the  bench  they  were  sitting  upon, 
He  would  probably  walk  to  the  place  where  they 
were. 

And  take  up  his  stand  just  in  front  of  the  pair; 
While  Tliomas  his  lesson  would  eagerly  con, 
And  his  lesson,  eciuaUy  fixedly,  John. 

Then  the  stranger  would  say,  while  with  kindness  | 
he  shone, 

"Well,  John  !"  or  "Well,  Thomas  1"    Then  Thomas 
or  John, 

Whichever  he  spoke  to,  would  start  from  his  pose. 
And  express  by  Ins  new  one,  right  down  to  his  toes, 
The  deepest  respect  and  the  greatest  attention 
To  whatever  the  stranger  should  happen  to  mention. 
The  one  not  addressed,  wliether  Thomas  or  John, 
Would,  resisting  temptation,  read  stolidly  on. 

"WeU,  John,"  or  "Well,  Thomas,"    the  stranger 
would  ask, 

"  Do  you  like,  then,  to  work  at  your  difficult  task  ?  " 
Then  the  smile,  as  of  heaven,  that  lit  up  the  lad's 
face, 

And  his  ardent  "  Oh  yes,  sir  I "  had  moved  the  most 
base. 

Delighted,  the  stranger  would  question  the  two. 
And  their  "Yes,  sirs,"  and  "No,  sirs,"  fell  sweet  as 
the  dew. 

And  the  chances  were  great  that,  before  lie  was  gone. 
He  had  tipped  pretty  well  both  young  Thomas  and 
John. 

All  went  well  with  the  twain  tm  the  day  fixed  by 
fate 

For  the  master  to  rise  and  to  solemnly  state. 

That  the  gentleman  who  in  the  neighbourhood  saved 

best 

Had  jiromised  a  prize  to  the  boy  who  behaved  best. 
Thu-j  betwixt  John  and  Thomas  a  rivalry  grew 
Which  should  be  counted  the  first  of  the  two. 
And  this  is  the  course  tliat  was  entered  upon 
With  ardour  unflinching  by  Thomas  and  John  : 

Tliey  came  in  the  morning  as  soon  as  they  rose. 
They  traversed  the  floor  on  the  tips  of  their  toes. 
They  set  down  their  books  with  no  atom  of  noise. 
And  they  spoke  not  a  word  to  the  rest  of  the  boys. 
They  pleaded  to  come  to  the  school  on  half-hohdays. 
And  this  when  the  days  were  especially  jolly  days ; 
And  whenever  the  master  the  school  would  dismiss. 
They  were  sure  to  cry,  "Please,  sir,  can't  I  finish 
this  ?  " 

-Matters  came  to  a  climax.    The  master  one  day, 
Having  something  important  to  Thomas  to  say. 
Called  him  up  to  his  desk.   What  amazement  he  feels 
When  young  Tom  hobbles  up  on  the  points  of  his 
heels  ! 

"  Why,  Tom,  what's  the  matter  ?  "  astonished,  he  cries. 
"  Please,  sir,  my  boots  creiik,"  young  Thomas  replies. 
With  behaviour  like  this  there  can  nothing  compete. 
And  John  is  compelled  to  take  quite  a  back  seat. 


It  was  too  mnch  for  John.    That  unfortunate  lad, 
From  the  best  among  good  boys,  grew  worst  among 
baJ. 

The  Unes  that  he  wrote,  and  the  times  he  stayed  In, 
Showed  a  really  appalling  persistence  in  sin. 
Young  Tom  gained  the  prize,  and  from  all  that  I 
hear 

Has  since  had  a  highly  successful  career ; 
The  less  said  the  better  of  John's  goings  on. 
Here  ends  the  dull  fable  of  Thomas  and  John. 


Mr  FnrEXD  Beax. 

Among  my  desk-neighbours  at  Chelminster,  I  think 
the  liveliest  and  the  least  lucky  was  a  Yorkshire  boy  of 
the  name  of  Beau.  He  was  known  as  French  Bean 
because  of  his  not  distinguishing  him.self  in  the  study 
of  the  polite  tongue,  and  because  he  distinguished  him- 
self not  a  little  in  his  endeavour  to  discover  the  limits 
of  endurance  on  the  part  of  the  unfortunate  gentleman 
whose  unhappy  lot  it  was  to  instruct  us  graceless 
urchins  in  "  jjarlayvoo." 

Poor  M.  Dubarle  !  How  we  worried  him  !  I  see  him 
now,  a  big  stout  man,  who  stood  at  It-ast  6  feet  11  inches, 
and  whose  circumference  I  hardly  like  to  guess.  His 
large  head  was  covered  with  a  wild  mass  of  iron-grey  hair, 
which  "  Mossoo  "  seemed  able  to  erect  at  will,  Uke  quills 
upon  the  fretful  porcupine  when  that  most  uncomfort- 
able of  creatures  gets  into  a  "  wax." 

Y'ou  already  see  that  our  French  master  was  no 
miserable,  half-educated  starveling,  as  we  are  too  often 
apt  to  read  about.  Dubarle  was  of  high  University 
standing,  and  a  linguist  of  more  than  usual  attainments, 
sneaking  six  languages  well ;  English,  however,  was 
not  one  of  them.  -4.1ways  scrupulously  clean  and  neat 
in  person  and  dress,  and  with  a  courtesy  that  only  a 
born  Frenchman  can  dare  to  aspire  to,  Dubarle  was 
rather  liked  by  the  better-disposed  boys  ;  but  the  lazy 
and  cheeky  ones  had  reason  to  be  careful,  for  when 
Mossoo  got  on  the  warpath  it  was  no  joke. 

Bean  loved  him  not,  and  was  for  ever  wrangling 
iibout  impots  left  undone.  I  must  say  it  was  rather 
jolly  to  listen  to  these  two  engaged  in  a  wordy  war.  I 
only  wish  I  could  do  justice  to  it.  Fancy  the  unfortu- 
nate Mossoo,  ill  a  towering  passion,  pouring  forth  a 
mixture  of  the  queerest  English  and  most  unparlia- 
mentary French  ;  while  Bean  replied  in  the  broadest 
North-country  twang,  purposely  exaggerated  for  the 
amusement  of  an  ever-admiring  audience. 

I  remember  one  afternoon  particularly  well.  Bean 
said  to  me  as  we  went  into  the  class-room,  "  Look  out 
for  larks,  old  fellow.  They  say  music  hath  charms  to 
soothe  the  '  savage  beast.'  1  am  going  to  try  it  on  that 
old  '  French  beast '  to-day." 
"  How  do  you  mean  to  do  it  ? "  I  asked. 
"  See  !  "  said  Ik-iin  ;  and  he  triumphantly  produced  a 
tiny  musical  box  iilaying  four  airs.  "  I  liiean  to  start 
this  it  olil  Dubarle  goes  on  at  me  to-day.  He  is  pretty 
safe  to,  for  I  don't  know  a  word  of  my  liouillon 
(dialogue),  and  can't  show  a  line  of  Charley  boo" 
(Charles  XXL,  Life  by  Voltaire,  which  we  were  trans- 
lating). 

"  I  say.  Bean,"  I  replied  ;  "surely  you  won't  be  such 
an  ass  as  to  start  that  thing  in  form  ?  You  will  get  the 
worst  of  it." 

"  Long  der  sla  mongammy  !  "  said  Bean,  who  meant 
"  loin  de  cela  "  =  slaiig  for  "  Not  a  bit  of  it,  my  friend  ! " 

Presently  in  came  the  Professor,  radiant  witli  smiles 
consequent  upon  a  good  dinner.  I  was  rather  a 
favourite  of  his. 

"  k\\,  Smeeth,  monpetitlionom  !  I  do  hope  you  learn 
your  lessoiig  again  parfailement" 

"  Ohweeni'su  !  "  I  would  reply,  in  the  choicest  Chel- 
minster accent. 

"  Eh,  bien  !  Aliens  !  Commencjons  I  Ah,  Beeen  ! 
please  sliow  me  your  pcena  (imp6t).  Yot  you  say  ?  Not 
have  done  it  ?  Expliquez  done  !  Queek — vaste  uo 
time  ! " 

"  Just  what  /  say — no  time,  m'soo." 

"  Ah,  you  idle  Beeeen  !  vot  for  I  tell  you  these  lots  of 
times  ?  You  shall  surely  be  caned  !  WeU — write  it 
out  seex  time.  Now  for  the  translation.  Beeen,  your 
traduction.  Eh  !  Not  have  done  it  ?  0  !  you  ter- 
rible Beeen  !  Oh,  meohant !  You  writes  her  out  sees 
times."   And  so  on. 

We  next  come  to  dialogue,  which  goes  pretty  well 
until  the  luckless  Beau  is  put  on.  "  Combien  de  livres 
le  gar(^-on  a-t-il  ?  "  asks  the  master.  "EUe  ar — ar — 
ellenar — ar —  !  "  says  Bean,  and  sticks.  "  Ah,  you 
incomprehensible  Bean,  you — you — ■ !  Vot  is  that  ? 
— Eh  ?  "  The  musical  box,  muffled  in  a  handker- 
chief and  buried  in  the  depths  of  Bean's  desk,  began 
to  discourse  sweet  melody.  "Should  auld  acquaintance 
be  forgot  ? ''  flowed  forth  con  ej-2)ressione  as  music 
books  say.  The  class  was  already  set  by  the  ears,  but 
the  savage  beast  was  not  soothed  in  the  least.  Rather 
the  reverse.  In  due  course  "  Annie  Laurie  "  followed 
on,  and  Dubarle  became  savage.  Of  course  no  one 
knew  whence  the  sound  came.  Oh,  no !  Click ! 
"  Bonnie  Dundee  "  now  booms  forth.  I  saw  Beau  slip 
his  hand  into  the  desk  furtively,  as  if  endeavouring  to 
stop  the  machinery,  but  in  vain.  By  this  time  all  work 
was  at  an  end. 

Dubarle  was  furious,  and  rose  from  his  seat  to 
investigate.  A  pause  in  the  music.  Click!  "-\  Cure, 
a  Cure,  a  perfect  Cure  ;  you  are  a  perfect  Cure  \ "  burst 
forth  in  all  its  grandeur.  Quite  a  shout  of  laugliter 
followed.  This  was  too  much.  Mossoo  made  a  wild 
swoop  at  Bean,  hauled  him  out,  cuffing  him  well  right 
and  left,  and  opened  the  desk,  while  the  dying  notes  of 
the  offending  box  of  music  asserted  that  Mi  Dubarle, 


Bachelier  ts  Lettres,  University  of  Paris,  was  u  Perfect 
Cure. 

"Ingle,"  said  Mossoo,  when  he  could  breathe  again, 
"you  take  this  name  to  the  Head  Master  thi.s  nnlojit 
vU/ne ,' " 

It  happened  that  the  Head  was  in  Loudon  for  some 
days  on  business.  We  grinned.  But  Mr.  Stanton  was 
in  command  prv  tern.,  and  we  soon  knew  it. 

"Ah,  I  see  how  it  is,"  said  Stanton.  "Bean,  fetch 
my  cane  from  my  roonu" 

Now  Bean  was  a  well-grown,  plump  lad  of  15,  still  in 
short  Eton  jacket  and  remarkably  close-fitting  trousers, 
which  showed  off  the  .style  of  his  build  to  jierfection. 
Presently  he  came  back  with  the  cane,  demure  enough, 
I  assure  you. 

"Stand  out  against  that  wall,"  said  the  master, 
grasping  the  cane.  Bean  gave  one  imploring  look! 
But  he  had  gone  just  a  leelle  too  far  with  his  tricks,  and 
retribution  had  come.  Then  he  received  as  sound  a 
hiding  as  cane,  well  laid  on  by  a  strong  and  well- 
practised  arm,  could  give  him,  before  the  whole  form. 

When  Beau  stripped  for  bed  that  night,  the  state  of 
his  skin  was  neither  fair  uor  beautiful  to  see;  and  if  he-, 
reckons  Stanton's  cane  as  an  "auld  acquaintance,"  I 
am  sure  it  will  not  be  forgot,  though  whether  it  proved 
a  perfect  cure  it  is  not  for  me  to  say  ! 


OUR  PRIZE  COMPETITIONS. 
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Writing  Competition. 

[Continued  from  p.  607.] 

Eighth  Divisiox  (agied  17  years). 
Prize— Ws.  6</. 

JoHx  GiiEExsLADE,  Home  Farm,  Knightshayes,  Tiver- 
ton, Devon. 

CEnTIPICATEi?. 
E.  L.  MoxTEiTH,  55,  Buckingham  Palace  Road. 
Johx  Ruxiu.k,  103,  Middle  Street,  Y'eovil. 
George  H.  Pot-itsr,  68,  Lever  Street,  Bolton. 
Joseph  Burgess,  20,  Lever  Street,  Bolton. 
J.  T.  Shixtox,  27,  Cuckoo  Road,  Birmingham. 
Joseph  L.  Atkix.sox,  3,  Corney  Place,  Penrith. 
W.  H.  Bezley,  High  Cross  Street,  St.  AusteU,  Corn- 
wall. 

Alpked  a.  Yeomax,  47,  Shenley  Road,  s.K. 
John  H.  Ayres,  20,  Leckford  Road,  Oxford. 

D.  J.  Beyax,  Park  House,  Herbert  Road,  Birming- 
ham. 

Johx  Seeley,  80,  High  Street,  Uxbridge,  Middlesex. 
Mary  Vixek,  1,  The  Oaklaiids,  Worple  Hoad,  Wimble- 
don. 

A.  P.  BOLrjLND,  36,  Carter  Street,  Wakefield. 
Wm.  McCoxxTiLL,  93,  My  Lady's  Road,  Belfast. 
AxDREw  Fowler,  9,  Boundary  Place,  Liverpool. 
Harold  B.  Kxight,  St.  Mary's  Street,  Whittlesea,. 

Peterborough. 
Isabella  Barrowmax,  91,  Kent  Road,  Glasgow. 

B.  F.  Ramsey, 

Amy  Silvers,  25,  Camberwell  Green,  s.E. 
Alfred  E.  Holey,  10,  Rosslyn  Terrace,  Sunderiand. 
Joseph  Lewis.  15,  Lawton  Street,  Newcastle-ou-Tyne. 
Alfred  C.  Scully,  20,  Rokeby  Road,  Lewisliam  High 
Road,  s.E. 

L.  Hulse,  30,  Stanhope  Gardens,  South  Kensington, 
s.w. 

Mabel    F.    Weston,  4,   Sordon   Yillas,  Whyke,. 
Chichester. 

W.  P.  Martix,  7,  Leamington  Terrace,  Edinburgh. 
Johx  W.  Barkla,  Elizabeth  Terrace,  Ditton,  near 
Widnes. 

E.  J.  Hagox,  32,  Applegarth  Road,  Brook  Green,  West 
Keusington. 

C.  B.  R.  Griffiths,  3,  Station  Street,  Newport,  Mon. 
M.  H.  Huxter,  Deer  Park,  Honitoii,  Devon. 

J.  D.  Ray,  284,  Roman  Road,  North  Bow,  e. 
Gertrude  Morley,  14,  Chipstoue  Avenue,  Notting- 
ham. 

F.  Fexwick,  5,  Wynell  Road,  Forest  Hill. 

0.  S.  BuRGE,  9,  Commercial  Street,  Newport,  Mon. 
Lionel  Purvis,  38,  Royal  Hill,  Greenwich. 
Harry  G.  Dext,  1G1,  Alderton  Road,  South  Ber- 
mondsey. 

Alfred  S.  Fisher,  Park  View,  Liverpool  Road, 

Kingston  Hill,  Sun-ey. 
W.  F.  Chaxdler,  15,  Holmesdale  Road,  Reigate. 
E.  G.  Ord,  46,  Copland  Terrace,  Newcastle-on-Tyne. 
Robert  White,  High  Street,  Girvan,  Ayrshire. 
R.  B.  FiXLAYSOX,  3,  Belvidere  Place,  Aberdeen. 
{To  be  continued.) 
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Sholto.—"  steerage  to  New  York 
anil  walk  to  Tacoma  ?  "  A  good 
walk.  Sliolto  1  Tai-oiiia  is  ill 
\Vasl,iii,5jtoii  Stato,  opiLisite  Van- 
couver Inland  or  tliiT^aliouts. 
Suppose  you  walk  thirty  miles  a 
day  you  will  lu  al'mit  Tliro'- months 
on'the  road.  Don't  \-ou  think  you 
had  better  stay  at  home  till  you 
ran  iiav  vonr  railway  fare  ?  As  to 
-land  west  of  Taeoma."  there  is 
Siberia,  also  the  Ciunese  bmpire. 
It  vou  go  tar  enough  west  you 

1  [  t  I  L  t  n  If 
It  II  II 

I  111  1  II 

I  I  it  1  1    t  tl 

world  Midi  you. 

S  i  AK-iiAZKK.— Take  the  J 


ill  III 


id'- 


Hill 

.  Tin 


11 


strumeut 
the  corner  of  Lud- 
St.  Paul's  Churcli- 
11  met 
1  111  tl  e 
-rh.aiily  as  anyone. 
L'lvc^  US  110  elue 


1  t 
J.  T.  H. 


To  lien-iii  with,  e'et  Tliomp- 
soii  s  •■  I-lemcntary  Lessons  111 
Electricity  and  Magnetism."  pub- 
lished by  MacmiUaii  &  Co. 

AyouxG  S.4iOPi.4X.— The  stations 
ot  the  British  army  are  trecjueiitly 
given  lu  the  daily  and  weekly 
papers. 

H  Ct-  .T.— Scraps  of  parohmeiit  are 
imed  bv  the  glue-makers  lor 
iiiakiiiu-  size,  but  probablv  vour 
(,nh  market  woiUd  be  throusli  the 
marine  store-dealer  or  waste-iiaper 
man. 


1 


T.i 


Tl 
I  I 


k 


t  I 


.1.  H-  C^—^Ye  have  had 
1         lit  til 


I  1 1 
T.  P.  R.— Then 


t  1 
Irast 

1 1 


1 1 

1 1  ' 


few  copies  left 
of  the  coloured  plate  ot  ■•  Colours 
ot  the  British  Army.-  but  you  can 
only  L'et  it  in  the  Part,  which  was 
fni-  Mn.v  1888-  The  stock  may, 
however,  have  e-one  before  your 
apjilicatiou  reaches  us. 

\  \-l    I  1  t 

L  1  ti  m  1  1 
as  spelt.  2.  The  book  \vas  pub- 
lished by  Sampson  U>'.\  i  'l. 
l-'etter  Lane,  K.c.  a.  i'"^~  "i  ie 
prohiluteri  from  linii-j  o-nl  as 
bea-^t,  of  draiiL'ht  or  liii|-  len  ill 
London  on  .\ii,-u<t  17.  l^:;'.i  :  in 
the  r.'<r  of  tli.-  Kiiija>'::i  .Inly 
S\.  l.s.M.     Til.-  A.'t-  l':i!li;iliH'nt 

prohilutiii'.:  them  \vrir  _  aiiil  3 
Tic.  c.  47,  s.  5(J,  and  17  and  IS  Vic. 
e.  60,  s.  2. 


DoMixtc— In  ecclesiastical  calendars  the  days  of  the 
sveek  are  distinguished  by  the  first  seven  "letters  of 
the  alphabet.  The  letter  that  stands  for  Sunday  is 
the  Dominical  letter — the  letter  of  the  Lord's  Dav — 
and  as  the  1st  of  January  is  always  A,  the  Dominical 
letter  changes  every  year. 

W.  JL  W. — Flies  can  walk  on  the  ceiling  because  their 
feet  are  so  made  as  to  form  a  vacuum  under  them. 
There  once  was  a  Mr.  Sands  who  used  to  walk  head 
downwards  on  ceilings.  He  had  large  discs  of  we: 
leather  on  his  feet  which  formed  a  hollow  cup  and  a 
vacuum.  There  were  valves  iiiideineath  the  discs 
wdiicli  let  in  the  air  and  thus  set  his  feet  free 

S-\MTin.  The  liarometer  falls  when  the  air  is  thiu  with 
watciy  v  apour  and  cannot  support  the  full  weight  ot 
the  cohinm  of  mercury.  It  rises  wdien  the  air  is 
ileiiscr  and  freer  from  watery  vapour  and  oonse 
qucntly  piresses  with  greater  force  on  the  mercury. 
Heat  catises  the  barometer  to  fall  wdieii  it  evaporatr- 
moisttii'- into  the  air  ;  r-old  cau^-.-s  it  to  ri~e  win.  a 
cliecks  fvaporatinii  and  '.■on-cqLiciitly  increa-c^  t  il- 
air's  density.  This  is,  ol  course,  the  barometer,  lait 
the  thermometer,  which  is  quite  a  different  instru- 
ment. • 

Hlc.iRDU.<.— 1.  The  large  gizzard  snows  a  gtain-eater. 
Eirds  of  jirey  have  no  gizzards,  or.  rathi  r.  v.-iy  luili- 
meutary  one-.  2.  The  white  spot-  cii  yonr  tinger-nail 


proijaijly  not  -bat  they 
been  separated  from  the 
jecur,  and  consequently 


-The  boiling  of  a  oe'iv 


may  be  "  pia'-eiits  "'  or  not 
arc  due  ti>  the  nail'-  ha\diig 
iiicuitiranc  iu^t  where  they 
become  dry  and  opaque. 

Unbeliever  (Cape  Colony).- 
lamp  chimney  in  water  is  a  rough  sort  of  annealing 
and  has  its  advantages.  .\s  a  nil-:-  a  boiled  chimney 
w  ill  la ~t  longer  than  an  unboile<l  one.  lu  the  glass 
iiianuhu-tiire  -a  description  ot  which  you  will  tiud  iu 
'•Foundry,  Forge,  and  Factory.'  published  at  our 
office  -the  new  glass  is  submitte-l  to  a  cooling  which 
lasts  several  days  ;  were  it  cooled  sadJenly  it 
would  be  e-xceedingly  brittle.  To  treat  yoiu-  chimney 
properly,  put  it  111  coM  water,  boil  it  witu  the  lid  on 
the  saucepan,  and  then  set  it  aside  in  the  water  till  it 
is  quite  cold. 

C  JosT.— Jou  do  not  have  to  pay  at  every  lock.  Wri:.- 
to  the  Secretary,  Thames  Conservancy.  41.  rrnuty 
Square,  E.c.  An"  annual  ticket  clearing  all  locks  costs 
£2. 

Currrn's  Pi..\x  (R.  C  M  Eccles).— 1.  FiU  in  your 
lirc>cnt  holes  and  haveone  mast.  Makevour  mast  as 
liiLth  as  vour  boat  is  long  ;  let  your  bowsprit,  ontocard, 
be  three  times  as  long  as  your  boat  is  wide  ,  let  yoiu: 
gaff  be  half  the  length  of  your  keel  and  slope  it  so 
that  it  points  to  the  stcin-iiead  :  let  your  000m  ue 
half  as  long  again  as  your  gaff  ;  and  make  your  top- 
mast the  same  length' a^  the  hoi^t  of  your  luainsail. 
2.  We  answer  correspondents  ,  currespondentsdo  not 
answer  us. 

G.  Shoiitt.— niuminators  use  shell  gold  tor  small  work 
and  leaf  gold,  put  ou  with  gold  size,  for  larger 
jiatcla  -.  ilc-i-r-.  J.  Barnard,  of  Beruers  Street,  W"., 
have  a  .^mall  l.iook  on  iUumiuatiug,  and  so  have  most 
of  the  other  artist's  colourmeu,  such  as  Rowney, 
Reeves,  Winsor  and  Newton,  etc.  The  best  book  is 
W.  K.  Tymms'  "  Art  of  Illuminating,  '  a  book  uow 
out  of  print,  but  well  kuowu  to  second-hand  dealers. 

K.*.xrcK.— The  colonial  forces  are  only  liable  to  serve 
in  defence  ot  the  colonies  in  which  they  are  raise  1. 
but  thev  can  volunteer  for  auy^vhere,  and  the  defence 
ot  the  colony  may  be  understood  in  a  very  wide  sense 
geographicallv.  "in  the  event  of  serious  war  all  the 
troops  of  the  empire  would  be  under  Imperial  coutroL 


No.  652.— Vol.  XIII. 


SATUBDAY,  JULY  11,  1891. 


Price  One  Penny. 

[ALL  KIGHTS  EESEP.raD.] 


THE  TIGER  CHIEE  OE  BURMAH 

OE,  THE  ADVENTUEES  OF  TWO  BOYS 
ON  THE  UPPEE  lERAWADDY. 


[■                          T  ^^^^ 

By  David  Ker, 

Author  of'Ilderim  the  Afghan," 
"A  Coral  Prison"  etc. 


CHAPTER  V. — IN  A  BURMESE 
VILLAGE. 


"They  clashed  together.' 


"  ^Y'^'^'^       Foster   already  ? 

You    must  just  have 
caught   the   despatch   boat  at 
Bhamo,    then,"    cried  Alfred 
Marston,  as  his  expected  guests 
leaped   ashore   from   the  tiny 
steam-launch  that  had  just  come 
puffing  and  snortmg  up  to  the  fort  of  Kyook-Pew,  with  the 
British  flag  fluttering  ^aimtily  at  her  stern.     "  This  is  yoiu^ 
American  nephew,  I  suppose— very  glad  to  see  him.  AVell,- 
Harrj-,  my  boy,  how  have  you  and  your  cousin  enjoyed  your 
voyage  up  the  Irrawaddj'  ?  " 

"  Fn-st-rate  !  "  cried  Harry,  entlmsiastically  ;  "we  had  such 
fiin  on  the  way  up  from  Mandalay  !    Y^ou  laiow  that  narrow 
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place  between  Mandalay  and  Bhamo, 
where  it's  all  rocks  on  each  side,  with 
bushes  on  the  top  ?  Well,  just  there  some 
dacoits  (at  least,  I  suppose  they  were 
dacoits)  began  firing  at  our  steamer  from 
the  thickets,  and  hit  one  of  the  crew.* 
So  then  father  and  Fred  and  I  got  out  our 
rifles,  and  cracked  away  at  them  !  Father 
hit  one  of  'em,  I'm  sure,  and  I  think  we 
did  too." 

"  Well,  if  that's  your  notion  of  fun. 
Master  Harry,"  said  the  young  comman- 
dant, laughing  in  spite  of  himself,  "  3-ou've 
come  to  the  right  place  for  enjoying  a  good 
deal  of  it.  Come  along  in — you're  just 
in  good  time  for  dinner." 

"  And  it's  just  in  good  time  for  ws,"  said 
Livingstone  Foster,  "  for  we're  all  three 
pretty  hungry.  You  remember  that  Irish 
landlord  who  met  one  of  his  tenants  out 
early  one  morning,  and  said  to  him, 
'  Good  morning,  Pat ;  you  see  I'm  out  to 
try  and  get  an  appetite  for  my  breakfast.' 
'  Troth,  yer  honotir,'  says  Pat,  '  it's  just 
t'other  way  with  me,  for  I'm  out  to  thry 
and  git  a  breakfast  for  my  appetite  !  '  " 

For  the  next  two  or  three  days  Fred 
and  Harry  enjoyed  to  the  full  their  first 
experience  of  "  a  real  live  Burmese  fort  " 
— which,  indeed,  it  was  in  only  too  literal 
a  sense,  thanks  to  the  mosquitoes,  ants, 
and  other  tropical  plagues  that  infested  it. 
They  were  delighted  with  everything  that 
they  saw,  and  made  the  grumbling  Merrin- 
court  feel  rather  ashamed  of  himself  as 
he  listened  to  their  enthusiastic  praises 
of  the  very  spot  •'.vhicli  he  had  found  so 
intolerably  dull.  Harry  was  especially 
pleased  with  what  Marston  jocularly 
called  his  "telescope,"  viz.,  a  small  Gat- 
ling  gim,  fixed  upon  an  iron  pivot  in  the 
centre  of  the  entrenchment,  so  that  it 
could  be  turned  and  pointed  in  any  direc- 
tion. 

"  I  reckon  that  telescope  can  make 
other  folks  see  stars,  even  if  it  don't  help 
one  to  see  'em  oneself,  '  said  Fred  Milburn 
with  a  grin,  as  he  tm-ned  the  gun  to  and 
fro. 

As  might  be  expected,  the  boys  talked 
continually  of  their  adventures  on  the 
voyage  up  the  Irrawaddy,  and  the  episode 
of  the  Burmese  convict's  desperate  leap 
into  the  river  at  Mandalay  naturally  came 
up  among  the  rest.  At  the  first  mention 
of  this  incident,  Marston  showed  signs  of 
umisual  interest,  qiiestioned  them  closely 
as  to  the  man's  personal  appearance,  and 
ended  by  asking  very  gra^'ely  : 

"  Are  you  sure  the  man  ivas  drowned?  " 

"  Looked  like  it,"  answered  Fred  Mil- 
burn,  "  for  he  never  came  up  again,  any- 
how." 

"Well,  if  so,"  rejoined  the  lieutenant, 
"  it's  the  very  best  thing  that  could  have 
happened.  That  convict  can  have  been 
no  one  else  than  the  notorious  border 
brigand,  Moong-Gley,  the  right-hand  man 
of  the  Tiger  Chief  himself ;  and  by  what 
you  tell  me  of  his  having  confessed  to  .a 
simple  robbery,  I've  no  doubt  he  did  so 
for  fear  that,  if  he  denied  it,  witnesses 
might  be  called,  and  some  of  them  might 
recognise  him  as  the  famous  robber-chief, 
in  which  case,  instead  of  mere  imprison- 
ment, he'd  have  been  sentenced  to  death. 
Well,  if  he's  really  dead,  many  an  honest 
man  will  live  aU  the  quieter  for  it." 


*  Tlie  same  thing  happened  a  little  lower  down  the 
Irrawaddy,  when  Mrs.  Ker  and  I  were  ascending  it  in 
February  1887.— D.  K. 


Both  lads  were  imanimous  in  pro- 
nouncing their  residence  in  this  queer 
little  jmigle-nest  "  out-and-out  the  best 
treat  they  had  ever  had  ;  "  which  was  very 
good  of  them,  inasmuch  as  the  drawbacks 
were  neither  few  nor  slight.  When  they 
went  to  bed,  they  could  hardly  be  said  to 
"retire  to  rest,"  for  a  summer  night  in 
Upper  Burmah  is  best  described  by  a 
variation  of  the  famous  popular  couplet : 

"  Early  to  bed,  and  early  to  rise 

Because  you  can't  sleep  for  mosquitoes  and  flies." 

And,  moreover,  what  with  the  ceaseless 
crowing  of  native  cocks  in  every  key 
from  the  most  bronchitic  bass  to  the  most 
neuralgic  falsetto,  the  shrill  bleating  of 
goats,  the  barking  of  piratical  dogs,  and 
every  now  and  then  a  stray  bull  that 
bellows  as  senselessly  and  annoyingly 
as  if  he  were  a  mob  orator,  an  English 
olficer  stationed  anywhere  near  a  Burmese 
village  has  no  more  chance  of  rest  (as 
Fred  Milburn  remarked  with  a  chuckle) 
than  the  New  York  night-watchman  who 
gave  up  his  post  because  "the  children 
next  door  made  such  a  noise  that  he 
couldn't  get  a  wink  of  sleep." 

In  the  cookery,  too,  there  was  not  very 
much  variety,  breakfast  being  the  same 
as  lunch,  and  dinner  a  mixture  of  the 
first  two.  Bitt  this  was  not  to  be  won- 
dered at  in  Higher  Burmah,  where  the 
ordinary  bill  of  fare  is  on  a  par  with  that 
of  a  certain  renowned  "hotel"  in  Aus- 
tralia : — "  Breakfast — tea,  damjjer  (coarse 
bread),  and  mutton;  lunch  —  mutton, 
damper,  and  tea ;  dinner — damper,  mut- 
ton, and  tea  ;  supper — mutton,  tea,  and 
damper  ;  "  and  so  on  indefinitely. 

Nor  did  they  fare  much  better  with 
the  hunting  to  which  they  had  looked 
forward  so  ecstatically.  The  building  of 
the  fort,  and  the  cutting  down  of  the  en- 
circling jungle,  had  frightened  away  all 
the  "big  game,"  and  not  a  tiger  nor  even 
a  deer  was  to  be  had.  In  fact,  after  three 
or  four  hours'  tearing  and  scratching 
through  thickets,  which  Harry  savagely 
compared  to  "  fifty  thousand  rakes  and 
pitch-forks  tied  together  with  telegraph- 
wires,"  they  very  often  came  back  with 
nothing  but  a  wild  pigeon  or  a  jungle- 
fowl,  and  once  or  twice  brought  home 
only  a  large  and  well-assorted  collection 
of  indigenous  thorns,  stuck  into  every 
part  of  them  so  thickly  as  to  give  them 
the  look  of  a  new  and  complicated  style 
of  pin-cushion. 

But  our  two  friends  had  one  never- 
failing  source  of  entertainment,  viz.,  the 
Burmese  village  beyond  the  fort,  to  which 
they  paid  flying  visits  at  all  hours  of  the 
day,  sometimes  in  comiiany  with  Frank 
Merrincourt,  but  more  often  alone.  It 
was  an  almost  equal  treat  to  both  of  them, 
for  Fred  Milburn  had  never  seen  any- 
thing like  it  before,  and  Harry  Foster  had 
almost  forgotten  it  during  his  five  or  six 
years  at  school  in  England. 

The  friendliness  on  the  part  of  the 
natives,  however,  was  of  very  recent 
growth.  Had  Fred  and  Harry  visited  the 
hamlet  a  few  months  earlier,  they  would 
have  found  no  one  there  to  make  friends 
with.  Wlien  the  English  first  established 
themselves  at  Kj-ook-Pew,  its  inhabitants, 
like  those  of  every  other  village  in  the 
province,  fled  panic-stricken  into  the 
depths  of  the  jungle  before  the  approach 
of  the  terrible  "  Yellow  Faces  ;  "  and  even 
when  the}-  at  length  did  siunmon  tip  re- 


solution enough  to  venture  back  to  their 
deserted  homes,  and  found  them  uninjured, 
many  days  passed  before  they  ventiued 
to  show  themselves  out  of  doors. 

But  Alfred  Marston's  patient  kindness 
and  unerring  tact  did  wonders  in  concili- 
ating these  overgrown  children.  Little 
by  little  the  conviction  dawned  upon  them 
that  the  "Uppiser  Ingrez  "  (English  officer) 
was  not  the  cannibal  demon  whom  they 
had  been  led  to  expect,  and  that,  let  him 
be  what  he  might,  he  was  at  least  disposed 
to  paA-  for  whatever  he  took — a  marked 
contrast  to  the  usual  proceedings  of  their 
own  native  officials.  Such  a  chance  of 
a  permanent  market  for  their  fruit,  fish, 
vegetables,  and  other  produce,  was  not  to 
be  despised,  and  supplies  flowed  in  apace. 

This  naturally  brought  the  villagers 
into  contact  with  the  soldiers  of  the 
garrison,  who  soon  became  surprisingly 
friendly  with  these  good-natured  peasants, 
thottgh  neither  party  could  miderstand 
a  word  of  what  the  other  said.  Almost 
every  day  two  or  three  of  the  Sikhs  might 
be  seen  in  the  village,  displaying  their 
rifles  to  an  admiring  crowd  of  Burmans. 
Marston  himself  became  a  special  favourite 
with  the  natives  from  his  familiarity 
with  their  language  and  customs,  which, 
unlike  most  English  officers  in  the  East, 
he  had  carefully  studied  before  his  arrival ; 
and,  as  we  have  seen,  he  frequently  re- 
ceived an  afternoon  call  from  some  sly- 
looking  old  Buddhist  monk  with  a  shaven 
crown  and  yellow  wrapper,  who  foitnd 
the  jam  and  sweet  biscuits  of  the  "  stran- 
ger chief"  much  more  to  his  taste  than 
the  meagre  fare  of  the  monastery. 

These  old  fellows  and  their  queer  ways 
were  a  soitrce  of  imbounded  entertainment 
to  both  boys,  and  more  especially  to  Fred 
Milbtirn,  who,  through  the  medium  of 
Harry's  interpretation,  had  many  long 
talks  with  them,  and  asked  them  all  sorts 
of  strange  questions,  some  of  which  rather 
ptizzledthe  interpreterhimself  to  translate. 

Meanwhile,  Marston  and  Livingstone 
Foster  were  constantly  together,  and  held 
several  long  consultations  in  private,  after 
each  of  which  both  men  looked  much 
graver  than  before.  The  tipshot  of  all 
this  was,  that,  on  the  fourth  morning 
after  their  arrival,  the  boys  discovered  that 
their  gtiardian  was  missing ;  and  Marston 
explained  to  them  that  Mr.  Foster  had 
been  obliged  to  start  off  suddenly  to  an- 
other station,  but  that  he  would  be  back 
again  b^'-and-by,  and  that,  in  the  mean- 
while, they  were  to  remain  at  the  fort  till 
he  came  to  fetch  them. 

This  explanation  was  quite  satisfactory 
to  both  our  friends,  who  were  delighted 
with  the  idea  of  remaining  a  little  longer 
in  a  spot  so  much  to  their  taste.  But 
they  might  have  felt  less  joyful,  had  they 
known  the  whole  truth.  In  reality, 
Livingstone  Foster  had  just  started  tipon 
the  most  perilous  and  difficult  of  aU  his 
wonderful  expeditions — nothing  less,  in 
fact,  than  an  attempt  to  penetrate,  alone 
and  in  disguise,  throtigli  the  terrible  "  bor- 
der mountains  "  of  the  north,  the  British 
Government  havmg  sent  him  to  discover 
by  actual  observation  whether  the  route 
of  the  proposed  railway  to  the  Chinese 
frontier  (alluded  to,  as  will  be  remembered, 
by  Marston's  old  monk)  was  really  prac- 
ticable or  no.  Moreover,  he  was  charged 
to  ascertain  the  meaning  of  certain  threat- 
ening demonstrations  among  the  border 
tribes,  and  to  find  out  if  there  was  any 
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fear  of  their  actually  taking  arms  against 
the  EngHsh  rule ;  which  was  very  much 
the  same  thing  as  if  he  had  been  ordered 
to  go  into  the  den  of  a  hungry  tiger  and 
see  whether  it  were  in  a  good  humour  or 
not. 

So  dangerous,  indeed,  was  the  mission, 
that  even  the  daring  traveller  had  taken 
every  possible  precaution  to  keep  any  one 
from  knowing  that  he  was  bound  upon  it 
at  all.  Having  spread  a  report  among 
the  natives  that  he  was  going  south  again, 
he  had  assumed  his  disguise  during  the 
hours  of  darkness,  and  had  stolen  out 
of  the  fort  in  the  dead  of  night,  heading 
up-stream  toward  the  north. 

_  During  the  first  few  hours  that  followed 
his  departure,  Marston  (who  was  the  only 
man  in  the  secret)  felt  intolerably  restless 
and  uneasy.  Had  any  one  guessed  Foster's 
real  object?  Had"  his  midnight  start 
been  watched  by  any  native  spy  ?  If  the 
bold  explorer  were  detected  in  such  an 
attempt,  his  life  (as  Marston  well  knew) 
would  not  be  worth  a  straw  ;  and  the 
sound  of  Harry's  merry  voice  outside, 
promising  Fred  all  kmds  of  native  curiosi- 
ties when  "father  comes  back,"  drew  a 
shudder  from  the  stout-hearted  com- 
mandant which  no  peril  of  his  own  could 
ever  have  extorted. 

And  then  came  another  disquieting 
thought.  What  of  the  mysterious  monk '? 
Nothing  had  been  seen  or  heard  of  him 
since  the  memorable  night  when  he  had 
made  such  a  formidable  display  of  mag- 
netism at  the  expense  of  the  two  youiig 
officers  ;  and  if  he  were  really  an  enemy 
and  a  sjiy  (as  Marston  still  believed),  this 
unaccountable  absence  suggested  only  too 
forcibly  that  he  must  be  worse  employed 
elsewhere.  The  thought  that  he  might 
be  dogging  Foster's  steps  was  by  no 
means  a  pleasant  one;  but,  as  if  to  give 
the  lie  to  all  these  apprehensions,  the  old 
Poongyee  made  his  appearance  at  the  fort 
on  the  very  morning  after  the  great  tra- 
veller's secret  departure. 

"  I  shall  never  try  my  magic  upon  yoti 
again,  Marston  Sahib,"  said  he  in  Hindoo- 
stanee,  with  a  tittering,  childish  kind  of 
laugh.  "  You  are  altogether  too  strong 
for  me.  Do  you  know  that  my  strength 
was  so  exhausted  by  tliat  triali  that  Fve 
been  sick  ever  since  ?  " 

And  then,  before  the  young  Englishman 
— who  was  utterly  conf)unded  by  this 
unexpectedly  frank  allusion  to  what  he 
himself  regarded  as  a  deliberate  though 
unsuccessful  treason— had  time  to  make 
any  reply,  Harry  Foster,  who  had  pricked 
up  his  ears  at  the  first  mention  of  the 
word  "magic,"  broke  in  with  an  eager 
demand  for  an  explanation,  which  the 
Poongyee  promptly  gave  him. 

Poor  Harry— to  whom  this  strange 
story  conveyed  no  idea  beyond  the  fun 
of  the  "  would-be  magician  having  found 

an  Englishman  one  too  many  for  him  "  

lauglied  unrestrainedly  at  the  whole 
narrative,  and  declared  at  the  top  of  his 
voice  that  the  monk  unist  "  try  his  hand 
at  magicianising  him,  and  see  how  he  got 
on."  Then  he  insisted  on  giving  the 
wondering  Poongyee  a  tremendoxis  spoon- 
ful of  jam  "to  wet  his  whistle  after  his 
yarn  " ;  and,  in  a  word,  the  English  school- 
boy and  the  grey-headed  Burman  became 
so  friendly  that,  when  the  latter  rose  to 
depart,  Harry  insisted  on  going  back  with 
him  as  far  as  the  village,  in  order  (as 
he  phrased  it)  to  see  that  the  old  man 


get  into   any  mischief  by  the 


"  didn't 
way." 

Fred  Milburn,  who  happened  to  be  on 
the  river-bank  outside  when  the  Poongyee 
called,  no  sooner  heard  of  the  visit  which 
he  had  missed  than  he  tore  oft'  toward  the 
village  at  full  speed  in  the  hope  of  still 
catching  up  the  departing  visitor.  But 
scarcely  had  he  got  half  way  across  the 
clearing,  when  Harry  came  flying  back 
over  it  at  such  a  headlong  pace,  that,  before 
they  could  get  out  of  each  other's  way, 
they  clashed  together  hke  two  billiard 
balls,  and  went  sprawling  on  the  ground 
together,  Milburn  undermost. 

"Fred!  Fred!"  yelled  Harry,  frantic- 
ally, " a  race,  a  race  !  " 

"  I  could  have  told  you  that,"  grumbled 
Fred,  wijiing  the  blood  from  his  nose, 
which  had  suffered  considerably  from  the 
collision,  "  and  a  race  M-here  you  don't 
look  which  way  you're  going,  at  that !  " 

"  Pooh !  I  didn't  mean  that,"  cried 
Harry,  scrambling  to  his  feet  again,  and 
brushing  a  perfect  whirlwind  of  dust  off 
his  clothes.  "  What  do  you  think  that 
old  chap's  just  told  me  ?  There's  going 
!  to  be  an  ELEPHANT  RACE  here  at  the 
village  !  " 

This  magnificent  announcement,  so  far 
surpassing  all  Fred's  brightest  dreams  of 
the  wonders  of  Upper  Burmah,  literally 
struck  him  dumb  for  the  moment.  At 
length  he  remarked,  with  a  solemnity 
j  befitting  the  occasion  : 

•'  Well  !  I've  heard  of  horse-races,  and 
donkey-races,  and  foot-races,  but  an  ele- 
phant race  is  what  one  don't  see  every 
day.    But  when' s  it  to  come  off  ?  " 

"  Some  time  next  week,  he  says.  Ain't 
it  grand  '?  Just  the  very  thing  I' ve  always 
been  wanting  to  see.  I  saw  most  of  the 
Burmese  games  when  we  lived  down  the 
river,  before  I  went  to  England  ;  but  I've 
never  seen  an  elephant  race  yet." 

Just  at  that  moment,  however,  a  piercing 
shriek,  seemingly  uttered  close  at  hand, 
interrupted  the  conversation. 

They  were  by  this  time  close  to  the 
brink  of  the  river  (which  made  a  sudden 
bend  just  behind  the  fort),  and  one  glance 
showed  them  a  child  struggling  in  the 
water,  and  an  old  woman  wringing  her 
hands  helplessly  on  the  bank. 

With  one  bound  Harry  Foster  splashed 
into  the  stream,  ten  good  feet  from  the 
shore.  In  a  trice  he  had  clutched  the 
drowning  infant,  and,  holding  it  above  the 
water,  turned  his  face  toward  the  land. 

But  just  at  this  point  the  narrowed 
stream  ran  with  a  powerful  current, 
against  which  the  brave  lad  found  it  no 
easy  matter  to  maintain  himself,  ham- 
pered as  he  was  by  his  wet  clothes,  and 
having  one  hand  occupied  with  the  help- 
less child.  He  was  on  the  point  of  being 
swept  down,  when  Fred  Milbiu-n  (who 
had  run  along  the  bank  till  he  came  right 
opposite  to  the  struggling  pair)  threw  oft' 
his  jacket  and  shoes,  and  plunged  in  to 
the  rescue. 

A  few  powerful  strokes  brought  him  to 
the  spot,  just  in  time  to  help  in  sup- 
porting the  weight  of  the  child;  and, 
holding  it  between  them,  the  bold  boys 
struggled  toward  the  shore.  At  that 
instant  there  came  a  swirl  and  a  splash 
m  the  water,  and  up  rose  through  the 
thick  coffee-brown  stream,  not  ten  yards 
away  from  them,  the  horny  snout  gaping 
jaws,  and  small,  narrow,  cruel  eye  of  an  j 
enormous  crocodile !  1 


One  moment  more,  and  all  would  have 
been  over  ;  but  happily  the  cries  of  the 
woman,  and  the  shouts  of  several  Burmans 
who  were  rushing  toward  the  spot,  had 
attracted  the  attention  of  the  sentry  on 
the  nearest  angle  of  the  fort.  Quick  as 
lightning,  the  Sikh  brought  his  ritie  to 
his  shoulder,  and,  aiming  riglit  at  the 
foul  creature's  scaly  head,  let  fly. 

The  shot  came  just  in  time.  "  Whether 
wounded  by  the  bullet  or  not,  the  monster 
was  evidently  scared,  and  vanished  with 
a  hoarse  snort  into  the  slimy  depths 
below,  just  as  the  two  adventurous  swim- 
mers brought  their  prize  safe  to  land. 

"  Catch  hold,  auntie  !  "  shouted  Fred, 
replacing  the  rescued  child  in  the  arms  of 
its  overjoyed  grandmother,  "  and  the  next 
time  you  let  the  pickaninny  slip  through 
your  fingers,  don't  do  it  so  near  a  river!  " 

This  feat  made  our  two  friends  the 
"lions"  of  the  whole  village  for  several 
days;  but,  before  the  week  was  over,  it 
was  eclipsed  by  another  adventure  more 
sensational  still. 

One  of  the  periodical  native  markets 
had  just  been  opened  among  the  trees  in 
front  of  the  British  entrenchment,  to 
which  the  peasants  flocked  from  all  parts 
of  the  surrounding  country;  for  the 
Burman  knows  the  value  of  a  silver 
rupee  as  well  as  any  man  living,  and,  with 
all  his  seeming  carelessness,  is  as  keenly 
alive  to  a  chance  of  making  "  little  piece'e 
dollar  "  as  John  Chinaman  himself 

For  yards  round  the  spot,  the  warm, 
dry,  dusty  earth  was  piled  with  perfect 
staclcs  of  splendid  fruit,  vegetables,  and 
tobacco ;  and  among  these  heaps,  care- 
fully disposed  so  as  to  make  the  best  pos- 
sible show,  were  Burmese  cloths  and 
slippers,  native  knives  with  handles  of 
ivory  or  crocodile-skin,  bamboo  spears, 
old-fashioned  guns,  quaint  wood  carvings, 
gongs  of  all  shapes  and  sizes  from  the 
circular  war-gong  to  the  three-cornered 
gong  of  the  Buddhist  monasteries,  gilt 
umbrellas,  betel-nut  boxes  of  rusty  metal, 
and  "precious  stones"  made  of  coloured 
glass. 

Around  these  different  wares  eddied 
incessantly  a  crowd  of  dark  faces,  bare 
brown  limbs,  and  many- coloured  robes, 
while  the  air  rang  with  a  ceaseless  din  of 
voices,  chatting,  bargaining,  joking,  laugh- 
ing, like  boys  just  out  of  school. 

Fred  speedily  expended  all  the  money 
he  had  upon  these  "curios,"  and  Hairy 
was  in  a  fair  way  to  do  the  same,  wheii 
both  were  startled  by  a  shrill  cry  of  pain 
or  distress,  and  a  sudden  rush  of  people 
to  one  spot.  From  the  exclamations  of 
the  bystanders,  Harry  gathered  that  some 
one  had  fallen  into  a  muddy  ditch,  and 
he  naturally  wondered  why  no  one  oft'ered 
to  help  him  out;  but,  on  reaching  the 
brink  of  the  trench,  our  hero  saw,  with  a 
sudden  thrill  of  horror,  that  there  was 
only  too  good  cause  for  this  seemingly 
unfeeling  hesitation. 

The  fallen  man  ivas  a  leper  ! 
Even  the  daring  boys  drew  back  instinc- 
tively at  that  hideous  sight,  a  sight  which 
the  strongest  man  cannot  look  upon  with- 
out a  shudder.  The  poor  wretch  was  evi- 
dently in  great  pain  from  the  cramped 
posture  in  which  he  lay,  and  was  sinking 
deeper  and  deeper  into  the  mire  with  every 
moment.  It  was  plain  that  he  could  not 
get  out  without  lielp,  and  equally  plain 
that  no  one  dared  to  help  him. 

For  one  instant  Harry  hesitated,  look- 
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ing  from  the  shrinking  crowd  around  him 
to  the  implormg  face  below.  Then  he 
muttered  through  his  clenched  teeth — 

"  Hit  or  miss,  the  poor  beggar  mustn't 
lie  there.    Here  goes  !  " 

And,  twisting  his  handkerchief  tightly 
round  his  hand,  he  seized  the  leper's 
outstretched  arm,  while  at  the  same  mo- 
ment Fred  Milburn  put  both  hands  under 
the  latter's  shoulder  ;  and  then,  Avith  one 
vigorous  heave,  they  dragged  him  iip  on 
to  the  firm  groimd,  amid  a  murmur  of 
wondering  admiration  from  the  lookers 
on,  among  whom  they  caught  a  momen- 
tary glimpse  of  Harry's  new  friend,  the 
magician  monk. 

"Now,  Fred,"  cried  his  cousin,  flinging 
away  the  tainted  handkerchief,  "let's  go 
and  have  a  duck  in  the  river  at  once — 
there's  nothing  like  being  on  the  safe 
side !  " 

Into  the  water  they  plunged,  clothes 
and  all ;  and  then  went  straight  off,  all 
tkippmg  as  they  were,  to  report  the  oc- 
eiu-rence  to  Alfred  Marston,  as  command- 
ant of  the  fort. 


Marston  looked  rather  grave  when  he 
heard  the  story,  and  lost  no  time  in 
rummaging  out  every  disinfectant  in  his 
medicine  chest.  But  to  his  no  small 
relief,  and  the  mibounded  astonishment  of 
the  Bnrmans,  the  adventure  was  followed 
by  no  iU  consequences  whatever.* 

Two  days  later,  Harry  Foster  was 
fishing  in  a  small  boat  belonging  to  the 
fort,  when  he  heard  Fred's  voice  shouting 
to  him: 

"  Harry  !  where  are  you  ?  They've 
fixed  up  the  old  steam-launch  at  last,  and 
she's  going  a  bit  of  a  way  up  the  river,  to 
see  if  the  machine  works  all  right  now ; 
and  Mr.  Marston's  going  with  her,  and  I'm 
going  too.  Come  along!  all  aboard  for 
New  York ! " 

In  fact,  the  steam-launch  had  been 
delayed  in  starting  on  her  return  voyage 
down  the  river,  after  landing  her  stores, 
by  the   discovery  of  an  injury  to  her 

■»  I  myself  touched  the  hands  of  at  least  a  score  of 
lepers  during  my  stay  in  Northern  India  without  any 
evil  result,  though  it"did  not  occur  to  me  to  adopt  the 
precautions  mentioned. — D.  K. 


engines,  which,  though  not  at  all  serious, 
was  troublesome  to  repair  in  this  out-of- 
the-way  place,  where  tools  and  materials 
were  equally  difficult  to  obtain.  But  it 
had  been  put  to  rights  at  last,  and  now 
(as  Milburn  said)  the  repaired  machine 
was  about  to  be  tested  by  a  short 
trip. 

13ut  the  fish  happened  to  be  biting  so 
famously  just  then,  that  our  friend  could 
not  bring  himself  to  break  off  his  sport  ; 
so  the  laimch  went  off  without  him, 
Marston's  last  words  to  him  being  an 
emphatic  warning  to  keep  abreast  of  the 
clearing  beside  the  fort,  and  on  no  accoimt 
to  let  his  boat  drift  down  toward  the  dense 
and  gloomy  thickets  which  almost  hid 
the  opposite  bank.  But  the  boy  scarcely 
heard  the  admonition,  in  his  eagerness  to 
follow  up  his  success ;  for  no  shadow  of  a 
presentiment  came  to  warn  him  that  he 
was  even  then  standing  upon  the  very 
brink  of  the  most  grim  and  startling  ex- 
perience of  his  whole  life. 

(_To  be  continued.) 


MAUEICE   KERDIC;    OR,  THE  MYSTERY   OE  ECBATANA. 


By  A.  Laurie, 

Aulkor  of  "A  Marvellous  Conquest,"  ''Raymond  Frizols,"  etc. 


THE  Sim  was  pouring  its  ardent  rays  on 
the  plain  of  Hamadan,  and  the  per- 
spiration gathered  on  the  foreheads  of  the 
workmen,  who,  overcome  with  weariness, 
frequently  rested  on  their  spades  and 
pickaxes,  notwithstanding  the  shouts  and 
objurgations  of  the  foremen. 
The  works  were  going  on  then  ? 
The  works  were  going  on ;  and  the 
sound  of  the  pickaxe  and  spade  digging 
deep  trenches  in  the  hard  gromid  re- 
sounded as  it  had  done  in  the  best  period 
of  the  Kerdic  mission.  But  in  place  of 
the  slender  figures  of  Maurice  and  his 
sister,  there  was  the  elephantine  frame  of 
Professor  Hasselfratz,  who  was  heavily 
moving  about,  dabbing  his  perspiring 
forehead,  and  clumsily  talking  to  his 
men  in  a  jargon  of  his  own  invention,  a 
mixture  of  German  and  Persian,  which 
seemed  to  make  little  impression  on  them. 
The  workmen  were  those  who  had  de- 
serted Maurice  after  the  eclipse,  saying 
that  never  again  would  they  serve  a 
stranger.  With  their  customary  apathy, 
their  idleness,  and  their  traditional  ill- 
will,  they  were  at  work  for  the  professor, 
troubling  themselves  little  about  the  false- 
hood they  were  acting,  and  caring  not  to 
inquire  how  a  thing  could  be  wi-ong  to- 
day and  praiseworthy  to-morrow. 

The  professor  knew  what  he  was  about. 
Abandoning  for  the  moment  all  thought 
of  curing  the  eyes  of  the  King  of  Kings, 
he  had  devoted  himself  body  and  soul  to 
the  conquest  of  Prince  Abdul  Azim.  The 
first  results  of  this  enterprise  had  been 
the  interdiction  of  the  works  to  the  Kerdic 
mission ;  secondly,  the  transfer  of  a  re- 
spectable munber  of  tomans  from  the 
coffers  of  the  governor  to  the  travelhug 
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bag  of  the  wideawake  oculist,  for  services 
rendered  and  to  come  with  regard  to  a 
certain  eye-salve  of  which  he  was  the 
inventor,  and  which  would  restore  his 
highness's  eyes  to  the  state  they  were  m 
when  he  was  twenty;  and  finally,  and 
this  was  the  most  important  residt,  the 
governor,  by  a  firman  in  due  form,  had 
granted  Hasselfratz  the  exclusive  privilege 
of  excavating  in  the  tumuli  of  the  plain 
under  the  express  condition  that  all  he 
discovered  should  be  handed  over  to  the 
governor  in  return  for  a  good  romid  sum 
in  tomans.  And  in  addition  to  this 
Hasselfratz  had  by  a  second  treaty— a 
secret  one  this— agreed  to  hand  over  to 
the  governor  what  he  thought  fit,  and 
without  either  drum  or  trumpet  present 
him  with  what  appeared  to  be  the  most 
valuable  things  he  found. 

Work  was  "begun  three  or  four  days 
after  the  Kerdics  had  abandoned  the  new 
trenches,  and  continued  incessantly  ;  and 
on  a  line  parallel  to  the  old  works  the 
Hasselfratz  people  labom-ed  away  fiu'i- 
ouslv,  the  zeal  of  the  workmen  being  coii- 
stantly  stimulated  by  the  professor  m 
person,  seconded  by  the  foremen  m  the 
government  pay,  who  did  not  fear  on  occa- 
sion to  accompany  their  orders  with  a 
good  cut  of  the  whip  on  the  backs  of  the 
idle.  Thus  encouraged,  the  men  pushed 
rapidl.v  ahead,  and  the  trenches  grew  daily 
in  depth  and  length. 

But  all  the  same,  they  had  found  nothmg 
as  yet;  and,  notwithstanding  the  pro- 
tection of  Abdul  Azim,  the  professor  dared 
not  seize  on  the  trenches  begun  by  Kerdie 
where  the  Guebre  had  pointed  otit.  He 
did  not  mind  prowling  about  the  camp 
and  casting  a  greedy  glance  on  the  open 


clicrtiings,  which  here  and  there  showed 
fi-agments  of  wall  half  cleared  from  the 
soil ;  but  the  fear  of  finding  himself  face 
to  face  with  Mam-ice  still  restrained  him, 
and,  owing  to  the  care  he  took  to  avoid  a 
collision,  they  had  never  met  since  their 
passing  encounter  in  the  governor's  palace. 

For  several  days,  too,  there  had  been 
strange  rumoiu's  in  the  comitry.  There 
was  talk  of  the  sudden  disappearance  of 
all  the  Faranghis,  and  the  natives  were 
persuaded  that  Chitan  in  person  had  car- 
ried them  away.  The  more  superstitious 
be<^an  even  to  persuade  themselves  that 
they  had  seen  signs  and  warnings  :  fires 
in  the  skv,  mirages  of  armed  men  in  the 
clouds,  niysterious  noises  at  dead  of  night, 
lights  flickering  on  the  mountain  to  lead 
mortals  into  some  abyss. 

One  thing  was  certain,  that  for  some 
days- it  was  not  Imown  exactly  when— 
nothin"-  had  been  seen  of  Maurice  or 
Catherine  or  Gargaridi.  Their  gombis 
remained  shut  and  silent;  the  hobbled 
horses  browsed  m  solitude  in  the  meadow 
round  the  camp.  The  travelling  mer- 
chants found  no  customers  at  the  Frencli 
mission.  The  report  began  to  spread  that 
the  Faranghis  had  started  for  Teheran  to 
appeal  to  the  King  of  Kings.  ■ 

These  rumours  fiu'ther  mcreased  the 
professor's  ardour,  and  he  pursued  his 
researches  with  devouring  'ity.  As 
soon  as  the  disappearance  of  the  Fieneh 
mission  appeared  to  be  confirmed  he 
be-an  to  run  his  trenches  obliquely  so  as 
to  "converge  on  those  opened  by  the 
Kerdics.  One  fine  morning  the  pickaxe 
of  one  of  his  workmen  struck  agamst  a 
work  of  masonry  convex  m  form,  jLih 
liucre  masses  of  stone  sohdly  cemented. 


Great  was  the  excitement  of  the  pro- 
fessor. 

By  his  orders  this  mass  of  masonry  was 
attacked  on  all  sides  ;  a  large  siu-face  was 
cleared  of  earth  ;  imder  the  eyes  of  the 
workmen  a  section  of  a  dome  was  de- 
veloped with  an  apparent  circumference 
of  about  ninety  feet.  The  whole  gang 
was  concentrated  at  one  point.  They 
foimd  themselves  before  a  vast  cupola, 
seen  from  above,  and  like  an  enormous 
bell  standing  in  the  trench. 

What  did  this  copiila  cover?  What 
secret  of  the  ages  lay  hid  below  it  ? 

The  professor  was  in  a  state  of  imheard- 
of  excitement.  He  ran  about  all  over  the 
place,  his  long  overcoat  floating  behind 
him,  his  forehead  dripping  with  perspira- 
tion, and  his  spectacles  glowing  like  light- 
house lamps. 

He  saw  before  him  the  memoir  he 
would  send  to  the  Academy  of  Sciences 
at  Lutzenbautzen ;  he  saw  himself 
crowned  with  laurel ;  in  thought  he  added 
to  his  already  long  list  of  titles  that  of 
Grlory  and  Light  of  ArchfEology,  The 
museum  of  his  native  town  seemed  to 
him  enriched  by  priceless  dociunents  ;  he 
forgot,  voluntarily,  that  he  had  given  his 
word  to  hand  over  everything  to  the 
governor,  and  he  saw  long  lines  of  glass 
cases  filled  with  the  precious  fragments. 
His  Serene  Highness,  His  Luminosity  the 
Hereditary  Prince  Otho  xxiv  had  con- 
ferred on  him  the  directorship  of  the 
scientific  museum,  and  there,  also  in 
imagination,  he  saw  himself  installed, 
and  after  long  years  dying  in  gold  and 
glory.  And  further,  the  professor's  dreams 
included  an  ennobling  by  his  royal  master 
and  a  wedding  with  a  baroness  of  striking 
beauty,  resulting  in  a  crowd  of  little 
barons,  inheriting  in  equal  degrees  the 
beauty  of  their  mother  and  the  scientific 
capabilities  of  their  other  parent. 

And  all  the  time  he  drove  ahead,  dig- 
ging and  clearing  away  round  this  myste- 
rious dome.  If,  as  he  supposed,  it  covered 
some  chamber,  some  subterranean  cavern, 
it  would  probably  be  lighted  by  some 
lantern  or  skylight,  down  which  it  would 
be  possible  to  peep,  and  through  which 
he  might  descend.  And  the  professor 
worried  his  workmen,  and  the  foremen 
redoubled  their  activity,  and  the  blows  of 
the  whip  descended  like/ hail. 

The  evening  came  before  the  dome  had 
been  entirely  cleared ;  but  it  rose  majesti- 
cally from  the  ground  without  any  en- 
trance or  even  ventilator.  The  stones 
were  joined  together  without  a  break;  it 
was  like  a  cup  hollowed  out  of  a  single 
block  of  granite,  and  stood  on  the  ground 
without  any  indication  of  what  it  covered. 

At  nightfall  the  men  went  home  to 
rest,  and  the  professor,  intoxicated  with 
joy,  lay  down  on  the  spot. 

At  dawn  he  was  up ;  and  soon  at  his 
command  the  men  had  resimaed  their 
tools.  At  last  the  dome  was  entirely 
revealed.  It  presented  no  opening; 
imder  the  professor's  directions  the  ground 
was  sounded  round  the  edifice ;  every- 
where the  pick  was  blunted  and  broken 
against  a  granite  of  extraordinary  hard- 
ness. It  seemed  as  though  the  rock  had 
opened  to  bud  out  the  cupola  like  a 
gigantic  flower  ;but  it  was  to  be  feared 
that  no  human  tool  would  have  effect  on 
its  surface  of  adamant. 

The  men  had  need  of  rest ;  and,  besides, 
this  mysterious  monument  began  to  in- 


spire them  with  a  vague  sort  of  fear.>  If 
it  was  so  well  shut  in,  would  it  not  be 
sacrilege  to  open  it  ?  If  it  covered  some 
terrible  object,  some  formidable  monster 
who  would  punish  the  audacity  of  those 
who  had  dared  to  disturb  it !  Super- 
stition began  to  seize  them.  Perhaps  the 
professor  would  in  turn  be  abandoned  by 
his  men  ? 

But  suddenly  there  resormded  over  the 
plain  the  noisy  gallop  of  several  horses. 
Mounting  to  the  top  of  the  trench,  with 
the  eyes  at  the  level  of  the  groiuid,  it  was 
possible  to  see  what  the  noise  meant. 

Amid  a  cloud  of  dust  there  coiald  be 
distinguished  a  group  of  striking  colours 


Were  they  at  Teheran  ?  It  was  re- 
ported that  they  had  gone  there.  But  at 
the  same  time  their  horses  were  at  the 
camp.  Could  the  new-comers  tell  the 
professor  what  had  become  of  their  young 
friends  ?  He  was  surprised,  and  indeed 
quite  hurt,  that  they  should  have  taken 
the  key  of  the  fields  without  letting  him 
know.  There  was  in  the  whole  proceed- 
ing such  culpable  levity,  that  the  Teiitonic 
soul  of  the  professor  coidd  not  but  re- 
prove it. 

""Wliat  are  you  talking  about  ?  "  asked 
Guyon,  sharply.  "  Our  friends  are  not 
here  now  ?  " 

"Alas!  my  dear  sir!    No  one  knows 


The  descent  began. 


and  a  French  uniform.  It  was  Lieutenant 
Guyon,  accompanied  by  Dr.  Hardy  and  a 
munerous  escort.  They  rode  straight  for 
the  French  camp.  From  afar  Hasselfratz 
saw  them  dismoimt,  knock  at  the  gourbi, 
shake  the  door,  and  finally  enter  without 
ceremony.  The  professor  thought  the 
moment  had  come  for  his  intervention ; 
besides,  he  wotdd  produce  a  good  impres- 
sion by  showing  his  interest  in  the  French 
mission ;  so  he  hoisted  himself  up  labori- 
ously out  of  the  trench  and  approached 
the  central  gourbi,  from  which  floated  the 
trieoloiu:.  Just  as  he  reached  it  the  lieu- 
tenant and  the  doctor  came  out,  looking 
pale  and  uneasy.  The  three  men  bowed. 
The  professor  asked,  with  well-feigned 
interest,  for  news  of  the  young  Kerdics. 


what  has  become  of  them.  There  are 
strange  rimiours  about  them.  But  we 
must  excuse  the  poor  ignorant  folks  for 
having  false  ideas.  Doubtless  Mr.  and 
Miss  Kerdic,  humiliated  at  their  defeat, 
have  departed  on  the  quiet  to  avoid  obser- 
vation, and  no  one  having  assisted  at  their 
departure,  our  workmen  imagine  that 
they  have  been  carried  away  by  Chitan. 
By  the  devil !  Just  imagine  such  a 
thing!  " 

And  the  professor  shrugged  his  shoulders 
in  pity. 

"  Gone !  "  said  the  doctor  and  lieu- 
tenant.   "When?    How?  Where?" 

"  That  is  exactly  what  we  do  not  know. 
But  for  ten  days  and  more  nothing  has 
been  seen  of  them ;  the  camp  is  empty ; 
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and  even  the  Greek  servant  has  become 
invisible." 

'•  But  has  any  inquiry  been  made  ? 
Have  you  visited  the  camp  ?  Every 
gourbi  in  detail  ?  Are  you  sure  they  have 
not  gone  to  Hamadan  ?  Are  they  with 
the  magus '?  These  people  cannot  dis- 
appear like  peas  under  a  thimble." 

"Ah!  sir,"  said  the  savant,  with  a 
profound  shake  of  his  heavy  head.  "  Any- 
thmg  can  be  believed ;  there  is  some 
mystery  here.  But  I  presume  to  say  that 
people  noticed  a  certain  regrettable  reserve 
on  the  part  of  these  poor  children,  a 
tendency  to  keep  folks  at  a  distance, 
which  is  doubtless  the  reason  that  those 
who  were  interested  in  them  kept  their 
distance.  And  who  knows  ?  Who  knows 
to  what  extremity  their  wounded  pride 
may  have  led  them?  The  desire  to  prove 
that  they  knew  better  than  their  elders, 
that  they  also  could  discover  curious  ■" 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  '  they  also  '  ?  " 
interrupted  the  lieutenant.  "I  was  not 
aware  that  they  waited  for  any  one  else 
to  begin.  But  we  thought  just  now  that 
we  heard  the  somid  of  a  pickaxe.  Has 
the  governor  removed  the  interdict  ?  " 

The  professor  modestly  looked  at  the 
ground. 

"  The  Governor  of  Hamadan,  His  High- 
ness Prince  Abdul  Azim,"  said  he  with 
humility,  "taking  into  consideration  my 
age,  a  certain  reputation  I  have  acquired, 
as  shown  by  my  distinctions,  and  real 
services  I  have  had  the  happiness  to 
render  him,  has  deigned  to  authorise  me 
to  undertake  certain  researches,  the  residts 
of  which  will  be  handed  over  to  his  Excel- 
lency." 

"  In  other  words,  sir,"  brusquely  inter- 
rupted the  lieutenant,  "you  have  managed 
to  oust  Mr.  Kerdic  to  instal  yourself  in 
his  place.  It  is  a  clever  move.  But  I 
cannot  say  I  think  it  is  an  honest  one." 

"  Sir,"  said  Hasselfratz,  "  the  powerless  i 
insults  of  a  child  cannot  reach  me." 

"  Then,"  said  Dr.  Hardy,  "  allow  me  to 
say  in  my  turn  that  I  am  exactly  of  the 
same  way  of  thinking  as  the  lieutenant, 
and  to  add  that  your  performances  here 
seem  to  me  very  suspicious,  and  quite 
unworthy  of  an  honest  man  !  " 

"Is  there  not  a  legal  axiom,"  added 
Guyon,  "  which  attributes  the  crime  to 
him  ^\■ho  profits  by  it  ?  And  are  we  not 
ji;stified  in  attributing  our  friends'  disap- 
pearance to  you,  since  we  see  you  in  their 
place  ?  " 

"  It  is  a  calumny  !  "  said  the  professor, 
raising  his  arms  to  the  sky.  "  But  from 
all  time  the  just  have  been  oppressed  and 
the  wicked  have  built  themselves  a  throne 
on  their  shoulders.  I  am  calumniated, 
vilified,  but  I  shall  emerge  unspotted  from 
it  all,  I  assure  you." 

And  he  tm-ned  to  go.  But  the  lieu- 
tenant made  a  sign  to  two  of  the  men  to 
stop  the  learned  oculist. 

"  Halt,  sir,"  said  he  politely  but  firmly. 
"  I  am  the  bearer  of  a  finnan  signed  by 
the  Shah  in  person,  giving  to  Maurice 
Kerdic  authority  to  carry  on,  to  the  exclu- 
sion of  any  other  person,  all  the  explora- 
tions that  may  be  made  aroimd  Hamadan. 
His  Majesty  has  besides  given  me  full 
powers  to  execute  his  commands ;  and 
finding  your  conduct  under  the  cu'cum- 
stances  extremely  suspicious,  I  arrest 
you  vmtil  the  French  mission  has  been 
found.  If  you  know  where  Maurice 
Kerdic  and  his  sister  now  are,  you  had  I 


better  tell  us  without  delay,  in  your  own 
interest. 

"  Eh,  sir  !  Do  you  think  I  have  them 
in  my  pocket,"  exclaimed  the  professor, 
in  a  rage.  "  I  protest !  I  protest  against 
these  arbitrary  acts.  I  will  appeal  to  the 
governor." 

"  Here  is  his  Majesty's  firman,"  said 
the  lieutenant,  showing  him  a  parchment 
bound  with  green  silk  and  sealed  with  the 
royal  seal. 

At  the  sight  of  the  royal  signature  the 
men  of  the  escort  prostrated  themselves 
with  respect  and  threw  dust  on  their  fore- 
heads. 

"It  is  well!"  retorted  Hasselfratz, 
furiously.  "  You  have  the  upper  hand 
for  a  moment,  sir,  I  admit.  But  we  shall 
see !  He  laughs  loudest  who  laughs  last !  " 

Giving  orders  for  him  to  be  retained  in 
custody,  and  after  reading  aloud  to  the 
men  the  Shah's  orders  to  immediately 
stop  all  works  not  directed  by  Maurice 
Kerdic,  the  lieutenant  and  doctor  went  off 
to  begin  a  sj-sternatic  inquiry  for  their 
friends.  But  in  vain  they  searched  the 
neighbourhood,  examined  the  workmen, 
and  asked  the  travelling  merchants ;  they 
could  obtain  no  news  whatever. 

Doctor  Hardy  then  decided  to  push 
on  to  Hamadan  to  pursue  the  investiga- 
tion, while  the  lieutenant  went  to  the 
Guebre's  cave  to  see  what  Goucha  Nichin 
kAew  about  the  matter. 

Leaving  the  good  doctor  in  his  vain 
interrogation  of  the  echoes  of  the  town  of 
sixteen  hundred  fountains,  let  us  follow 
Louis  Guyon  to  the  Grand  Mobed's. 

Arriving  at  the  entrancs  to  the  cave,  he 
called  the  magus  several  times  in  a  loud 
voice.  Receiving  no  reply  he  resoh  ed  to 
enter,  and  was  at  first  surprised  hy  the 
deep  obscurity.  It  took  him  some  time 
to  become  accustomed  to  the  half  light 
which  filtered  through  an  aperture  in  the 
rock  ;  and  then  only  did  he  see  that  the 
cave  was  empty.  He  was  struck  at  the 
aspect  of  abandonment  the  place  pre- 
sented. Everything  was  in  order;  but 
the  flame  in  the  sacred  tripod  was  ex- 
tinct and  no  heat  was  yielded  by  the 
cinders.  The  lieutenant  had  with  him 
one  of  those  silver  pocket-lanterns,  hardly 
larger  than  a  box  of  matches.  He  lighted 
it,  and  carefully  explored  the  inner  and 
outer  caverns.  Everything  was  empty 
and  cold,  and  a  dismal  feeling  came  over 
him  at  this  silence  and  solitude.  Again 
in  a  loud  voice  he  called  Maurice,  the 
Guebre,  and  Catherine  and  Leila.  No  one 
replied,  and,  convinced  of  the  uselessness 
of  his  efforts,  he  came  out  of  the  cave. 

Not  only,  therefore,  had  Maurice, 
Catherine,  and  Aristomenes  disappeared, 
but  the  Guebre  and  his  granddaughter 
had  also  gone.  "Wliat  had  happened  ?  To 
what  circumstance  could  he  attribute 
this  sudden  vanishing  of  five  people '? 
The  more  he  thought,  the  more  Louis 
Guyon  began  to  fear  that  there  was  some 
dark  palace  intrigue  at  the  bottom  of  it 
all,  some  scheme  between  the  governor 
and  Hasselfratz  ;  and  he  also  decided  to 
be  off  to  Hamadan  to  assist  the  doctor. 

While  he  was  thinking  of  this,  and 
was  Standing  near  his  horse  with  his 
fingers  on  the  animal's  mane  ready  to 
leap  to  his  saddle,  he  heard  a  light  step 
behind  him.  Turning  quickly  he  saw 
little  Hassan  coming  np  to  him.  The 
boy's  face  was  pale  and  scared,  and  his 
big  dark  eyes  looked  woefully  sad.  ! 


"At  last!"  exclaimed  the  lieutenant, 
joyfully.  "  Here  is  a  face  I  know !  I 
began  to  think  you  were  all  dead.  Where 
are  the  others,  my  dear  boy  ?  Where  is 
the  Guebre  '?  "NMiere's  Leila  ?  Where 
are  the  Faranghis  ?  " 

Hassan  made  a  gesture  of  despair. 

"  Alas  !  Sahib,"  he  said,  "  many  even- 
ings has  the  moon  risen,  and  the  night 
has  eaten  its  fii-st  quarter,  and  my  mas- 
ter does  not  return.  Oh  !  Assuredly  he 
has  been  swallowed  up  in  the  earth 
with  Sahib  Maurice  and  liis  Faranglii 
servant.  At  first  Leila  and  the  Khanoum 
waited — for  loiii;  they  waited  patiently  — 
and  every  day  that  passed  made  the  Kha- 
noum more  pale  and  more  sad.  In  vain 
Leila  tried  to  console  her.  And  at  last 
they  went  away,  they  also  leaving  poor 
Hassan  alone  and  with  his  heart  breaking. 
And  none  of  them  have  come  back.  The 
sacred  fire  that  only  the  Mobed  had  the 
right  to  touch  has  gone  out.  I  dare  not 
move  from  here.  I  do  not  know  where  the 
girls  have  gone  whom  the  master  entrusted 
to  my  care.  Have  they  gone  to  him  ? 
Then  never  will  the  greedy  earth  give  them 
up  again  to  the  blessed  light  of  the  Sun." 

"  What  is  that '?  "  exclaimed  the  lieu- 
tenant. "  What  makes  you  think  they 
are  underground  ?  Whereabouts  ?  Speak, 
in  the  name  of  Heaven  !  " 

"  The  master  descended  into  the  earth 
down  the  Goul-Hek  with  the  Faranghis, 
I  know.  The  girls  also  knew  it  and  they 
miist  have  gone  after  them." 

"  The  Goul-Hek?  " 

"  Yes,  the  hidden  well  which  the  Grand 
Mobed  alone  knew  of." 

"  Can  you  find  the  well  ?  " 
"  Yes,  Sahib,  but  the  master  will  never 
allow  me  to  go  down  it." 

"  Well,  not  only  do  I  allow  you,  but  I 
order  you  to  go  down  it.  Think  !  it  con- 
cerns the  life  of  your  master,  of  Leila,  of 
my  friends  !  If  there  is  any  qiiestion  of 
disobedience  in  your  going  down,  I  will 
take  it  all  on  myself,  my  dear  bov.  Come  ! 
perhaps  at  this  very  moment  they  may 
be  swallowed  up  by  some  fall  and  are 
calling  on  us  in  vain.  Get  on  my  horse 
with  me.  Let  us  save  them  !  And  if  we 
get  a  scolding,  wo  must  put  up  with  it, 
that  is  all !  " 

Hassan  still  hesitated,  so  great  was  his 
respect  for  the  Mobed's  commands.  Biit 
at  last  he  allowed  himself  to  be  persuaded, 
and  with  him  on  the  crupper,  Guyon  rode 
off  rapidly  towards  the  Goul-Hek. 

Arriving  there,  they  found  the  rope- 
ladder  hanging  down,  and  down.it  they 
went,  the  lieutenant  going  first  with  his 
little  lantern.  They  had  no  ditficxilty  in 
traversing  the  timnel  dug  by  the  workmen, 
and  entering  the  gaUery  leading  to  the 
Swinging  Stone. 

But  when  they  reached  the  rotunda 
they  thought  it  was  the  end  of  their 
journey,  and  seeing  no  other  issue  from 
the  gahery.  they  returned  sadly  to  the 
bottom  of  the  well,  persuaded  that  their 
friends  had  gone  some  other  way. 

But  an  idea  suddenly  occurred  to  the 
lieutenant.  This  cupola  unearthed  by 
Professor  Hasselfratz,  of  which  he  had  had 
a  glimpse,  probably  covered  an  under- 
groimd  construction  like  that  he  had  just 
been  exploring.  Why  not  try  to  reach 
the  lost  explorers  that  way  ?  Although 
the  German  had  been  forbidden  to  work, 
that  was  no  reason  why  he  in  Kerdic's 
name  should  not  try  every  means  of  solving 


the  mystery.  More  and  more  the  con- 
viction grew  on  him  that  they  had  gone 
astray  in  some  subterranean  gallery. 

Hurriedly  ascending  the  well,  Gnyon 
and  Hassan  rode  off'  towards  the  trenclies. 
Doctor  Hardy  had  just  returned  from 
Hamadan,  and  in  a  few  words  explained 
that  his  expedition  had  been  futile. 

After  studying  the  structure  of  the  dome 
for  some  time,  the  lieutenant,  who  had 
acquired  some  experience  under  Kerdic's 
instruction,  decided  on  the  spot  where  he 
would  attack  the  masonry  with  the  pickaxe. 
And,  notwithstanding  night  was  coming 
on,  he  ordered  the  work  to  begin  at  once. 
Tlie  workmen,  trembling  at  the  royal 
firman,  obeyed  his  least  sign,  and  soon 
their  resolute  efforts  made  one  of  the 
huge  blocks  begin  to  yield. 

At  the  very  moment  when,  under  the 
rays  of  the  rising  moon,  Goucha  Nichin 
was  emerging  from  the  Goul-Hek,  the 
dome  was  opened.  What  would  he  have 
thought  if  two  hours  before  he  had  seen 
the  lieutenant  and  Hassan  exploring  the 
.subterranean  gallery?  And  now,  if  he 
had  suspected  that  the  impious  curiosity 
of  the  stranger  was  attacking  another 
part  of  the  temple  !  But,  ignorant  of 
this  new  profanation,  the  old  man,  with 
his  heart  weighed  down  by  sorrow, 
dragged  himself  slowly  towards  liis  home, 
fearing,  in  spite  of  himself,  the  moment  in 
which  he  would  have  to  reveal  to  his  cliild 
the  terrible  sacrifice  he  had  accomplished. 


The  block  of  granite  had  been  moved, 
and  it  had  rolled  down  at  the  feet  of  the 
men,  opening  a  wide  hole  through  which  it 
seemed  possible  to  look  down  into  the  very 
I  centre  of  the  abyss.    By  the  lieutenant's 
j  orders  a  system  of  pulleys  was  erected 
j  over  it  by  which  long  ropes  could  haul  up  or 
down  a  wicker  basket  holding  four  people. 

The  short  night  of  summer  passed  in 
these  preparations.    Just  as  the  arrange- 
ment was  in  working  order  the  rays  of 
the  sun  glided  like  golden  arrows  above 
j  the  mountain  and  lighted  the  summit  of 
j  the  dome  with  a  rosy  reflection. 

The  emotion  of  Professor  Hasselfratz 
was  so  great  at  seeing  this  hole  pierced  in 
:  the  dome  he  had  discovered,  that  the 
:  lieutenant  took  pity  on  him.    With  his 
I  chivalrous  frankness  he  made  him  an 

offer  to  take  part  in  the  expedition, 
j  "Ah!  Sir!  Heaven  bless  you  !"  said 
the  savant,  his  eyes  filling  with  tears. 
'•  I  accept !  I  accept  with  joy,  young  man, 
and  I  forgive  you  all  the  'iU-treatment  to 
which  you  have  subjected  me." 

"  Come,"  said  Dr.  Hardy,  roundly, "  there 
has  been  nothing  very  bad  about  the  treat- 
ment, sir,  and  as  you  stopped  Mr.  Kerdic's 
works  for  so  long,  it  serves  you  right  to 
have  yours  interrupted.  Come,  if  you  like, 
but  just  stop  your  complaints,  for  you 
have  nothing  to  complain  about." 

"Now  then!  Get  in!"  said  the  lieu- 
tenant. And  he,  and  Dr.  Hardy,  and  Pro- 
fessor Hasselfratz,  and  HasSan  got  into 


the  basket,  taking  with  them  some  food 
and  a  lantern. 

The  descent  began.  As  the  basket  sank 
into  the  abyss  and  the  light  of  the  sim 
died  away,  the  explorers  noticed  a  white, 
inexplicable  hght  which  seemed  to  rise 
from  below.  But  they  could  not  lean  over 
for  fear  of  upsetting  the  equilibrium  of 
their  car,  and  although  the  doctor  and  the 
lieutenant  called  Maurice  and  Catherine 
loudly  several  times  there  was  no  answer 
to  their  shouts. 

At  last  the  car  touched  the  ground. 
By  a  signal  agreed  upon  wdth  the  work- 
men, the  descent  was  stopped  and  the 
four  travellers  jumped  out. 

They  stood  amazed. 

Before  them  on  the  mystic  altar  blazed 
and  glowed  the  Sun  of  jewels  in  the  fire 
of  the  mystic  radiance.  Almost  blinded 
at  first  by  the  imbearable  dazzle  of  the 
jewels,  they  turned  their  eyes  away. 

A  surprise  greater  than  before  made 
them  recoil. 

At  their  feet  were  the  three  motionless 
bodies. 

They  recognised  Catherine,  Maurice,  and 
Gargaridi.    They  thought  they  were  dead. 

With  an  exclamation  of  dismay,  Dcctor 
Hardy  hastened  to  kneel  by  them  and 
rapidly  examine  them.  He  soon  rose,  look- 
ing reheved. 

"  They  are  not  dead,  not  even  fainted. 
They  are  merely  asleep,"  he  said. 

(7'o  be  colli intied.) 


QcEXE  :  An  Australian  clipper-ship  with 
kJ  every  stitch  of  canvas  set.  The  Mid- 
Atlantic  Ocean  as  smooth  as  glass !  Be- 
calmed!  Yes,  first  for  ten  days,  and  then 
again  for  fourteen. 

Oh,  how  dull !  In  these  go-ahead  days 
of  steam  and  other  motive  power,  who  would 
be  motionless,  becalmed?  Surely  it  must 
be  almost  unbearable !  Not  at  all.  Here 
are  a  few  extracts  from  the  diary  of  my 
voyage  from  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope  to 
England,  which  will  give  some  idea  as  to 
-what  happened  whilst  our  ship 

"  Was  like  a  painted  tiling  upon  a  painted  ocean." 

In  a  voyage  from  the  Cape  to  England 
there  are  two  places  where  a  sailing  vessel 
is  likely  to  be  becalmed  ;  these  are  the 
Doldrums,  or  Horse  Latitudes,  and  the 
Calms  of  Cancer. 

On  leaving  tlie  Cape,  a  ship  is  carried  by 
the  SE.  trade  winds  to  about  2°  N.  of  the 
Equator.  The  NE.  trade  winds  are  seldom 
met  with  before  about  6°  or  8°  N.  The 
region  between  these  winds  is  called  the  Dol- 
drums, or  Horse  Latitudes,  because  Spanish 
vessels  crossing  from  South  America  with 
horses  and  mules  were  often  in  this  region 
compelled  to  throw  many  of  them  overboard. 

Here,  then,  we  were  becalmed  for  our  first 
period.  Many  of  us  seized  this  opportunity 
to  have  a  bath  in  the  Mid-Atlantic. 

What  a  luxury  such  a  swim  was  in  the 
tropics  !  What  splendid  diving  we  had  from 
the  end  of  the  bowsprit !  What  fun  for  six 
or  seven  of  us  to  drop,  feet  first,  holding  on 
to  umbrellas  ;  thus,  owing  to  the  pressure  of 
the  air,  we  descended  very  slowly,  and  the 
umbrellas  on  coming  in  contact  with  the 
water,  made  a  loud  report !  What  excite- 
ment there  was,  too,  in  the  idea  that  a  shark 
might  appear  at  any  moment!   On  one  occa- 
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I  sion  we  had  not  been  out  of  the  water  more 
than  half  an  hour,  and  were  just  going  to 
tea,  when  there  was  a  cry  of  "  Shark  caught !  " 
j  All  ran  on  deck  at  once.    Yes,  there  was  the 
j   shark  at  the  end  of  a  stout  rope,  to  which  a 
hook  had  been  fastened  baited  with  a  piece 
[  of  pork.    With  some  difficulty  we  hauled  the 
,  monster  up  to  the  stern  of  the  ship.   To  haul 
him  on  board  at  once  would  have  been  mad- 
ness.   Ropes  were  coiled  round  him,  or  her 
rather,  being  a  female  shark,  several  times, 
so  as  to  check  her  mighty  struggles  ;  and 
when  she  was  well  bound,  she  was  then 
safely  shipped  on  to  the  poop.    Her  length 
was  10  feet  G  inches.    The  butcher  cut  her 
up,  and  we  witnessed  the  performance.  The 
vitality  and  muscular  action  of  the  separate 
and  divided  parts  were  astonishing.  The 
body  continued  to  jump  about  after  the  head 
was  cut  off.  Some  of  the  passengers,  thinking 
at  first  that  they  might  safely  approach  to  have 
a  close  view,  quickly  started  back,  for  a  blow 
from  the  tail  would  even  then  have  broken 
the  leg  of  a  man.    The  heart  was  not  so 
large  as  a  man's  fist ;  this  continued  to  move 
violently  for  ten  minutes  after  it  had  been 
cut  out.    The  backbone  also  moved  after 
extraction,  and  after  every  vital  organ  had 
been  removed  the  sides  continued  to  con- 
tract.   This  shark  had  a  sharp  nose  and  a 
b.ue  back,  with  white  stomach,  and  the 
captain  called  it  a  "  bottle-nosed  shark." 

Sharks  have  to  turn  on  their  backs  in 
order  to  seize  their  prey.  The  natives  of 
some  coasts  are  able  to  take  advantage  of 
this,  and  dive  underneath  and  stab  the  shark 
whdst  he  is  turning  round. 

Having  at  last  caught  the  NE.  trade  winds 
they  carried  us  along  merrily  to  32°  N.  and 
40°  W.,  and  here  again  we  were  forced  "  to 
bide  a  wee."  This  time  we  were  in  the  midst 
of  the  Sargasso  Sea.    The  Sargasso  Sea  is 


full  of  weed,  logs,  barrels— all  sorts  of  stray 
things  from  everywhere  in  the  North  Atlantic. 
How  is  this  ?  The  answer  is  simple.  If  the 
water  in  a  tub  is  stirred  for  some  time  round 
and  round,  any  articles  floating  on  the  surface 
gradually  but  surely  find  their  way  to  the 
centre.  The  water  in  the  North  Atlantic 
continues  going  the  same  round ;  starting 
from  the  Gulf  of  Mexico,  it  goes  from  the 
coast  of  America  across  to  England,  down  to 
Portugal,  and  along  the  Equator  back  to 
the  Gulf  of  Mexico.  Thus  everything  that 
gets  into  this  current  after  a  time  reaches 
the  centre,  which  is  called  the  Sargasso  Sea. 
The  most  plentiful  thing  is  the  sargasso,  or 
gulf- weed.  For  days  we  saw  this  pretty  corn- 
brown  weed  lying  in  long  lines  on  the  dark- 
blue  sea.  We  often  caught  some  with  a  net, 
and  found  it  covered  with  coral  lace-work, 
and  the  abode  of  small  crabs  and  fishes. 

What  thoughts  the  sight  of  this  weed  day 
after  day  for  fully  a  week  recalled  !  This  it 
was  that  caused  Columbus  to  think  that  he 
was  approaching  land,  when— and  perhaps 
it  was  fortunate  he  did  not  know  it— he  was 
in  the  very  middle  of  the  ocean.  One  day 
while  in  the  Sargasso  Sea  there  was  a  cry 
during  breakfast-time  of  "  Turtle  on  the  port- 
bow  !  "  A  boat  was  lowered  ;  the  turtle  was 
caught,  and  we  had  real  turtle  soup  and  turtle 
steaks  for  dinner  for  two  days.  How  did  this 
solitary  turtle  get  to  this  place?  The  answer 
is  simple.  He  had  wandered  too  far— he 
was  a  young  turtle — from  his  home  near  the 
West  Indian  islands,  and  having  got  into  the 
current  that  is  ever  going  its  changeless 
round,  he  was  powerless  to  swim  out  of  it. 

I  have  only  mentioned  one  or  two  things  of 
interest  that  occurred  while  we  were  be- 
calmed, but  these  are  enough  to  show  that 
much  can  be  learnt  even  at  such  apparently 
dull  times. 
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THE  next  family  on  my  list  are  the  ducks 
{Anatina),  among  which  are  numerous 
most  desirable  species,  all  capable  of  do- 
mestication, and  adapting  themselves  readily 
to  a  life  in  captivity. 

The  sheldrake  (Tadorna  vulpanscr)  is  the 
first  to  occur  to  me  ;  it  is  a  handsome  bird, 
strictly  maritime  in  its  habits,  but  suscep- 
tible of  being  perfectly  tamed,  and  breeding 
freely  in  confinement ;  it  lays  from  ten  to 
twelve  white  eggs  in  a  shallow  burrow 
scooped  out  in  a  sandhill,  or  merely  under 
the  shelter  of  some  protecting  bush ;  its  near 
relation,  the  ruddy  sheldrake  (T.  casarca),  is 
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among  the  tall  stems  of  aquatic  plants.  Both 
will  lay  and  hatch  their  eggs  in  confinement 
if  supplied  with  suitable  cover. 

The  gadwall  (Chauldasmus  streperus)  and 
the  gargany  (Qiicrquedula  circia)  are  two 
very  desirable  ducks,  and,  like  the  other 
members  of  their  family,  omnivorous  in  their 
habits,  so  that  they  are  especially  easy  to 
keep  in  an  aviary  in  which,  of  course,  they 
have  access  to  a  sufficient  supply  of  water 
on  which  to  swim  and  paddle  about. 

The  pintail  duck  (Dafila  acuta)  has  re- 
ceived its  names  from  the  length  of  the  cen- 
tral pair  of  feathers  in  its  tail,  and  scarcely 


are  as  suitable  and  desirable  as  inmates  of 
the  aviary  as  their  relations.  The  tufted 
duck  proper  (Fuligula  cristata)  is  a  widely 
diffused  bird  which,  contrary  to  the  habit  of 
most  of  the  feathered  tribes,  loses  the  rich 
metallic  lustre  of  its  plumage  in  summer, 
changing  to  a  dull  blackish-brown  hue,  its 
"  bravest  "  attire  being  reserved  for  the  cold, 
dark  days  of  winter. 

The  scaup  {F.  viarila)  is  also  a  conspicu- 
ously handsome  creature,  and,  like  the  last- 
named,  breeds  freely  in  confinement. 

The  pochard  {F.  ferina),  the  red-crested 
pochard  {F.  rufina),  and  the  golden-eye  [A.nas 


1.  Green  Cormorant.  2.  Common  Cormorant. 

4-8.  Guillemots,  Razorbill,  Rotclie,  and  Puffins. 


3.  Great  Northern  Diver. 
9.  Gaunets  and  Young. 


even  handsomer  than  it  is,  and  is  equally  de- 
sirable as  an  inmate  of  the  duckery. 

The  familiar  wild  duck  (Anas  boscas),  or 
mallard,  will  occur  to  every  intending  pre- 
server of  water-fowl  as  a  most  desirable 
addition  to  his  collection,  and  needs  no  re- 
commendation from  me ;  nor  does  the  com- 
mon teal  (Quei-qzicdula  crccca),  one  of  the 
very  prettiest  of  our  smaller  ducks,  and  per- 
haps as  frequent  a  visitor  to  inland  waters 
as  it  is  to  the  sea. 

Both  birds  are  rather  nocturnal  than  di- 
urnal in  then-  habits,  and,  as  a  rule,  spend 
the  hours  of  daylight  on  the  water,  either 
under  cover  of  some  sheltering  bank,  or 


needs  a  word  of  commendation,  for  it  is 
handsome  and  gentle,  and  adapts  itself 
readily  to  a  life  in  captivity. 

The  wigeon  {Marcca  peneloix)  is  a  larger 
bird  than  the  teal,  but  it  bears  confinement 
equally  well. 

The  shoveller  {Spatula  clijpcata)  is  a  very 
desirable  species  in  every  sense  ;  its  food  con- 
sists of  animal  and  vegetable  matter,  nothing 
appearing  to  come  amiss  to  this  exceedingly 
handsome  duck,  with  the  ugly  name,  which 
it  derives  from  the  relatively  large  size  of 
its  dusky  black  bill. 

The  tufted  ducks  (Fugligrilina)  constitute 
a  separate  division  of  the  duck  family,  and 


clangula),  need  only  be  named ;  they  are  in 
every  way  as  desirable  as  those  previously 
mentioned. 

I  may  now  pass  on  to  the  scoters.  The 
common  scoter  (CEdimia  nigra)  is  a  hand- 
some bird  that  might  very  readily  be  mis- 
taken for  a  black  East-Indian  duck,  but  for 
its  harsh  and  grating  cry.  The  velvet  scoter 
(CE.fusca)  and  the  surf-scoter  {(E .  pcrspicil- 
lata)  are  also  handsome  birds,  allied  to  the 
ducks,  and  as  easy  to  keep  in  confinement  as 
the  latter. 

The  eider  duck  [Somateriamollissima)  neea 
only  be  named  to  be  commended,  but  is  so 
jealously  guarded  by  the  inhabitants  of  the 
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northern  islands  it  frequents,  that  it  is 
seldom  in  the  market.  The  male  is  a  con- 
spicuously handsome  creature,  and  the  fe- 
male a  very  trim,  nice-looking  duck. 

The  eider  is  rather  a  large  bird,  weighing 
seven  or  more  pounds,  and  has  some  near 
relations  almost  as  handsome  and  good  as 
himself,  namely,  Steller's  western  duck 
(Somateria  dispar)  and  the  king 
duck  (S.  spectabilis),  which,  how- 
ever, are  American  species,  and  of 
very  rare  occurrence  in  Great 
Britain. 

The  last  sub-family  of  the  ducks 
that  I  propose  to  review  is  that  of 
the  mergansers  (Merginm),  which 
includes  the  goosander  (Mergus 
vicrgansp.r) ,  the  red-breasted  mer- 
ganser {M.  scrrator),  and  the  smew 
(M.  albellus). 

The  first  of  these  birds,  which 
form  a  sort  of  connecting  link  be- 
tween the  ducks  and  the  gulls,  is  a 
handsome  creature  about  the  size 
of  a  wigeon,  but  provided  with  a 
bill  that  approaches  in  configura- 
tion that  of  a  gull  rather  than  the 
flat,  broad  beak  of  a  member  of 
the  duck  family ;  it  is  a  handsome 
bird,  but  in  point  of  beauty  of 
colouring  does  not  approach  its 
congener  with  the  red-breast,  one 
of  the  most  lovely  of  our  seaside 
birds,  though  it  bears  away  the 
palm  for  colour  from  the  smew, 
which,  however,  should  not  be 
overlooked  by  any  one  intent  on 
stocking  an  aviary  with  our  native 
seaside  birds. 

There  is  also  a  hooded  merganser 
[Mergiis  fuscus  or  ciicullatus), 
which  is  very  rarely  met  with  on 
our  coasts,  but  is  a  strikingly 
handsome  bird  ;  it  makes  its  nest 
on  a  tree  in  the  vicinity  of  water. 
The  food  consists  of  fish,  marine 
insects,  mollusca  and  vegetable 
matter. 

Many  of  the  birds  I  am  now 
coming  to  may  be  kept  successfully 
in  an  aviary,  which  should,  when 
practicable,  be  provided  with  a 
shallow  stream  of  running  water 
passing  through  it,  and  plenty  of 
artificial  rock-work,  with  an  abun- 
dance of  projecting  stones  for  the 
birds  to  perch  and  rest  on. 

The  first  division  of  the  waders, 
or  small  long-legged  birds  to  which 
I  am  now  referring,  has  been  named 
ScolopacidcT,  from  the  Greek  name 
of  the  best-known  member  belong- 
ing to  it,  the  woodcock,  which 
cannot  be  described  as  a  seaside 
bird,  notwithstanding  that  it  has 
occasionally  been  seen  on  the  coast 
during  the  prevalence  of  very 
severe  weather. 

The  avocet  (Avocdta  reeurvi- 
rostra)  is  the  most  conspicuous 
member  of  the  group,  and  has  a 
long  narrow  beak,  very  much  turned 
up  at  the  tip,  which  renders  it  very 
conspicuous,  but  which  was,  no 
doubt,  as  Montagu  well  says,  speci- 
ally designed  or  configured  to  meet 
the  bird's  requirements,  though 
other  naturalists  have  looked  upon  it  as  "a 
deformity "  and  "  an  error  or  essay  of 
nature.' 

The  dunlin  (Tringa  alpina)  and  the  knot 
(T.  canutus)  are  common  species  and  have 
been  frequently  kept  in  aviaries  ;  the  young 
run  about  almost  directly  upon  leaving  the 
shell,  and  are  not  difficult  to  rear,  if  fed  with 
marine  insects  and  scraps  of  lean  raw  meat. 

The  rufl  {Machetes  pugnax)  is  a  curious 


bird,  belonging  to  the  same  group  as  the 
foregoing  species,  and  is  found  inland  as  well 
as  on  the  coast ;  as  its  name  indicates,  it  is 
of  a  combative  disposition  and  apt  to  fall 
out  with  its  neighbours,  but  is  utterly  into- 
lerant of  the  presence  of  another  male  of  its 
own  species  in  the  same  inclosure.  The 
female  is  known  by  the  name  of  reeve,  and 


they  may  be  conveniently  included  in  our 
hst. 

All  of  them  are  of  extremely  shy  and 
solitary  habits,  and  if  kept  in  an  aviary 
should  be  provided  with  plenty  of  cover 
to  which  they  may  retire  when  alarmed, 
as  otherwise  there  would  be  much  danger 
of  their  injuring  themselves   by  dashing 


1.  Black-lieaded  Gull. 

2.  Arctic  Tern. 

3.  Common  Gull. 

4.  Lesser  Black-backed  Gull. 


5.  Herring  Gull. 

6.  Black  Tern. 

7.  Common  Tern. 


8.  Shearwater. 

9.  Common  Skua. 
10.  Stormy  Petrel. 


lacks  the  ruff  round  the  neck  which  renders 
her  mate  so  conspicuous. 

With  the  precautions  mentioned  above, 
the  ruff  and  reeve  can  be  successfully  kept 
in  confinement,  feeding  as  suggested  for  the 
dunlin,  knot,  and  avocet. 

All  the  sandpipers  are  not,  strictlv  speak- 
ing, seaside  birds,  but  as  they  frequent 
the  coast  for  at  least  some  days  after  their 
arrival  here   and   before  their  departure. 


wildly  at  the  wires  in  their  frantic  efforts  to 
escape. 

Needless  to  observe  that  any  place  intended 
for  the  reception  of  these  and  similar  birds 
must  be  covered  over  with  wire,  as  they  do 
not  thrive,  or,  indeed,  look  well,  when  their 
wings  are  cut  or  pinioned. 

Those  most  frequently  encountered  in  this 
country  are  the  common  sandpiper  (Trin- 
goides  Injpoleums),  the  spotted  sandpiper  (T, 
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viacularius),  the  green  sandpiper  (T.  ochro- 
pus),  and  the  wood  sandpiper  {T.  glareola), 
which,  notwithstanding  its  English  name,  is 
muoli  more  of  a  coast  bird  tlian  the  others, 
and,  far  from  resorting  to  woods  and  coppices, 
prefers  marshy  ground  in  the  vicinity  of  the 
sea. 

The  redshank  (Totanus  calidris)  and  the 
sanderUng  (Calidris  armaria)  are  some- 
times classed  with  the  plovers  (Chara- 
driida) ;  but  the  London  Zoological  Society 
places  both  among  the  sandpipers,  where  I 
am  content  to  leave  them  ;  both  are  pretty 
and  interesting  birds,  but  call  for  no  special 
remark  at  present. 

The  greenshank  [Limosa  glottis)  only 
differs  from  the  redshank  by  having  legs 
and  feet  of  an  olive-green  instead  of  an 
orange-red  colour ;  it  is  a  pretty  bird,  and 
a  winter  visitor  to  Britain  ;  the  nest,  how- 
ever, has  occasionally  been  found  in  the 
north  of  Scotland. 

The  godwits  (Limosa)  are  the  next  birds 
on  the  list ;  they  are  strictly  shore  birds, 
and  are  generally  confounded  by  ordinary 
observers  with  the  other  frequenters  of  the 
sea-coast,  but  a  field-glass  will  enable  the 
youthful  ornithologist  to  distinguish  them 
from  their  companions,  even  at  a  consider- 
able distance ;  their  food  consists  of  marine 
insects,  small  Crustacea  and  molluscs,  in 
search  of  which  they  wade  deeply  into  the 
water,  but  do  not  swim  or  dive ;  in  confine- 
ment they  may  be  fed  on  scraps  of  meat, 
fish,  and  any  insects  available. 

The  stilt  (Himantopus  mdanopterus)  is  a 
very  remarkable  bird,  and  should  not  on  any 
account  be  absent  from  a  collection  of  shore 
or  sea-side  birds  ;  its  total  length  is  about 
14  inches,  and  its  weight  five  ounces  or 
thereabouts ;  its  long,  thin,  slender  bill  is 
black,  and  its  stilt-hke  legs  and  long  toes 
reddish-orange. 

The  genus  Nuvicnius  comprises  the 
various  birds  known  as  curlews,  and  a  few 
others ;  the  whimbrel  (N.  phceopus)  is  a 
common  but  not  a  conspicuous-looking 
species;  the  curlew  [N.  arqtiata),  as  well 
inown  in  poultry  shops  as  on  the  coast,  or 
its  bleeding  ground  in  marshy  places  inland, 
etc. 


The  plovers  (Charadrii)  are  so  well  known, 
that  it  will  be  sufficient  to  name  them,  viz. 
the  golden  plover  (C.  pluvialis);  the  grey 
plover  (Squatarula  helvetica),  which,  not- 
withstanding its  foreign  specific  name,  is  a 
native  of  the  British  Isles;  the  ringed  plover 
(JEgialitis  hiaticula),  otherwise  called  the 
dottrel ;  and  the  green  plover  (Trinrja  vanel- 
las);  all  these  birds  can  be  readily  kept  in  a 
large  garden  aviary,  where  worms  will  form 
their  principal  diet,  supplemented  with  lean 
meat,  and  any  kind  of  insects  obtainable ; 
they  can  be  readily  tamed  and  made  very 
delightful  pets ;  water  is  necessary,  either  in 
large  shallow  pans,  in  a  small  pond,  or,  best 
of  all,  a  little  stream  trickling  over  a  pebbly 
bed,  in  which  they  will  much  delight  to 
paddle. 

The  turnstone  (Strcjisilas  interprcs)  is  a 
very  interesting  bird,  and  derives  its  English 
name  from  the  habit  it  has  of  turning  over 
small  stones  on  the  sea-shore  in  search  of 
the  insects  usually  to  be  met  with  sheltering 
in  such  places.  Mr.  Morris  derives  its 
scientific  name  from  the  Greek  crrpiipui,  I 
turn,  and  Aaaj,  a  stone,  and  intcrpres,  an 
interpreter,  adding,  "  I  conjecture  from  the 
bird's  habit  of  careful  investigation  and 
turning  over,  as  a  translator  does  in  the 
case  of  the  words  of  a  book." 

Mr.  H.  G.  Adams  endorses  this  explana- 
tion, and  adds :  "  So  we  may  set  down  our 
feathered  friend,  who  goes  poking  and  prying 
into  holes  and  turning  up  stones,  as  one  who 
likes  to  see  the  bottom  of  things.  It  is  well 
for  my  readers  to  have  the  like  inclination, 
to  possess  an  inquiring  mind,  so  that  they 
pursue  their  investigations  with  a  due  regard 
to  the  wishes  and  interests  of  others,  and 
are  not  merely  curious  and  Paul  Pryish,  if 
I  may  use  the  term.  The  secrets  of  nature 
cannot  be  too  closely  and  perseveringly  in- 
vestigated, and  in  her  domains  much  inform- 
ation may  often  be  gained  by  becoming  a 
turnstone." 

This  is  excellent  advice,  no  doubt,  for 
"the  young  naturalists,"  to  whom  it  was 
addressed  ;  but  the  bird  in  question  has  less 
exalted  ends  in  view  when  it  turns  over 
stones  on  the  beach,  or  elsewhere,  for  it  is 
mere  ly  searching  for  food,  which  instinct,  or 


perhaps  experience,  has  taught  it,  is  apt  to 
lie  concealed  in  such  convenient  hiding- 
places. 

The  oyster-catcher  (Hcemantopus  ostra- 
Icgiis)  brings  me  to  the  end  of  my  list  of 
seaside  birds  suitable  for  pets ;  it  is  a  very 
charming  creature,  and  comes  in  very  appro- 
priately to  close  what  I  hope  has  not  been 
an  uninteresting  paper  for  such  of  my  young 
friends  as  take  an  interest  in  birds— and  what 
readers  of  the  "  B.  0.  P."  do  not  ? 

At  first  sight  it  looks  like  an  unusually 
fine  blackbird,  owing  to  its  orange  coloured 
beak  and  its  jet-black  uj)per  surface;  but 
there  the  resemblance  ceases,  for  it  is  rather 
more  than  twice  the  size  of  our  familiar 
friend  with  the  "  orange  dagger  of  a  bill," 
and  has,  moreover,  a  white  rumiJ  and  belly. 

As  may  be  gathered  from  its  name,  this 
bird  is  essentially  a  seaside  bird,  whose  food 
consists  of  shell-fish,  so  that  it  would  be 
hopeless  for  any  boy  to  try  to  make  a  pet 
of  it,  unless  he  lived  near  the  sea  and  had 
access  to  a  bountiful  supply  of  limpets,  mus- 
sels, and  periwinkles  wherewith  to  funiish  the 
oyster-catcher  with  its  natural  diet,  without 
which  it  would  soon  pine  away  and  die. 

Jam  satis!  in  the  foregoing  paragraphs  I 
have  glanced,  very  cursorily,  at  a  favourite 
subject  with  me,  our  seaside  birds,  but  trust 
I  have  said  enough  and  in  such  a  manner 
as  to  awaken  a  true  interest  in  them  on  the 
part  of  my  readers,  who,  I  hope,  will  never 
be  seen,  gun  in  hand,  prowling  about  the 
coasts  seeking  what  they  may  destroy,  or 
wantonly  disturbing  the  nesting  arrange- 
ments of  our  feathered  friends. 

Judiciously  managed  in  an  appropriate 
aviary,  I  know  of  no  more  delightful  pets 
than  most  of  the  species  to  which  I  have 
referred,  and  if  they  demand  and  require  a 
little  more  care  and  attention  in  the  matters 
of  lodgment  and  food  than  canaries  or 
sparrows,  I  believe  in  the  good  of  giving  my 
boys  something  to  care  for  with  intelligent 
supervision,  sure  that  nothing  but  benefit 
can  result  to  all  concerned  from  the  inculca- 
tion of  constant  watchful  kindness  to  de- 
pendents. 

(the  E^'D.) 


AMONGST  THE  FISHES. 

A  STRANGE  STOEY, 

By  C.  J.  Hyne, 

Author  of  ''Beneath  Your  Venj  Boots,"  ''Carrie  Curtis  <£■  Co.,  Crammers;'  etc.,  etc. 


HOW  long  I  had  stolidly  sat  in  this  de- 
spondent attitude  I  cannot  tell  with 
any  degree  of  accuracy — perhaps  an  hour, 
perhaps  two  hours,  perhaps  only  thirty 
minutes.  Time  crawled  so  slowly  that  no 
arbitrary  chronometric  graduations  could 
give  its  relative  value.  One  can  sometimes 
seem  to  live  through  thrice  threescore  years 
and  ten  whilst  the  hour-hand  is  taking  a 
quarter  of  its  daily  journey. 

After  awhile  the  chill  of  the  water  acted 
as  myrrh  on  my  bodily  nerves,  and  the  cold 
ceased  to  cause  me  any  physical  discomfort. 
But  it  had  no  similar  soothing  eiTect  on  the 
inner  action  of  the  brain,  and  the  agony  of 
thought  was  terribly  poignant.  Should  I 
escape  in  the  end?  If  not,  why  prolong  the 
struggle?  Tlie  helplessness  of  my  position 
was  its  greatest  bane.  I  would  willingly  have 
sacrificed  not  only  all  I  was  worth,  but  all  of 
the  wealth  that  would  ever  be  mine,  for  the 
simple  knowledge  of  what  Jose  Esquinez  and 


PART  II. 

his  myrmidons  were  about ;  whether  they 
knew  we  were  in  the  lake  ;  whether  they  were 
searching  its  margin  ;  whether,  indeed,  they 
had  gone  away.  And  when  this  idea  flashed 
on  me,  the  sense  of  impotence  was  so  tan- 
talising that  I  had  much  ado  to  resist  stand- 
ing up  and  seeing  matters  with  my  own  eyes. 

Long  and  anxiously  did  I  debate  with 
myself  what  their  course  of  action  would 
have  been,  and,  though  always  arriving  at 
a  conclusion  that  they  must  be  in  the  neigii- 
bourhood,  still  the  temptation  to  see  for  my- 
self was  too  strong  to  be  withstood— in  fact, 
I  was  on  the  point  of  rising  to  my  legs  when 
the  initiative  was  taken  from  me. 

I  looked  round,  and  saw  Vaughan  in  the 
very  act  of  standing  up. 

To  my  shame,  be  it  said,  I  had  hitherto 
scarcely  bestowed  more  than  a  passing 
thought  on  him.  My  own  pains,  my  own 
hopes,  my  own  fears  had  selfishly  occupied 
every  attention.    Besides,  he  was  an  experi- 


I  enced  swimmer.  He  had  frequently  boasted 
of  being  as  much  at  home  as  a  duck  on  the 
water.  And,  till  the  moment  when  he  stood 
up,  it  never  struck  me  that  even  a  duck 

j  would  feel  out  of  place  down  amongst  the 
fishes. 

As  it  was,  I  watched  him  rise,  and  was  in 
the  process  of  bending  my  stiffened  limbs  to 
follow  his  example.  But  scarcely  had  his 
head  protruded  from  the  surface  when  there 
was  a  tearing  splash  alongside  it,  and  he 
came  down  under  cover  again. 

There  was  no  need  for  him  to  point  to  the 
gun  Iving,  half  covered  in  slime,  by  my  side, 
I  to  tell  me  that  a  bullet  had  been  fired  from 
a  guei'illa's  rifle. 

When  he  had  squatted  down  again,  rest- 
ing on  one  knee  this  time,  and  not  sitting,  we 
looked  at  one  another,  conveying,  as  clearly 
as  facial  expression  and  limited  pantomime 
were  able,  that  our  remaining  chance  was  a 
very  poor  one  indeed.    But  somehow  or 
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other,  whether  through  the  mild  excitement 
of  seeing  a  bullet  impinge  upon  the  water, 
or  from  knowing  that  the  guerillas  had  dis- 
covered our  ruse  dc  guerre,  we  had  both  of 
us  become  grimly  determined  to  hold  our 
position  to  the  bitter  end,  being  pretty  con- 
fident that  we  could  resist  all  offensive 
attacks  upon  it,  and  that  we  should  be  able 
to  die  hard,  killed  only  by  the  wear  and  tear 
of  the  defence. 

To  this  end,  being  warned  of  an  attempt 
to  carry  our  entrenchment  by  wading,  by  the 
sight  of  half-a-dozen  pairs  of  legs  advancing 
from  the  edge  of  the  lake,  though  more  or 
less  hiding  themselves  in  a  halo  of  mud 
as  they  came,  we  walked  directly  out  into 
deeper  water,  only  stopping  when  the  surface 
was  some  three  feet  above  our  heads.  This 
much,  as  the  gradient  of  the  lake-floor  was 
.  gradual,  took  us  fully  a  hundred  and  thirty 
yards  from  the  shore,  and  we  saw  the  waders 
get  one  by  one  as  far  as  they  dared,  till  all 
came  to  a  standstill. 

They  halted  where  they  were  for  awhile, 
and  one,  putting  his  head  under  the  surface, 
peered  at  us  as  long  as  his  breath  would  let 
him.     His  observation  was  apparently  in- 
complete, or  unsatisfactory,  for,  directly  after- 
wards, another  pair  of  eyes  fooussed  us  with 
their  gaze,  and  a  knife  was  shaken  at  us  with 
a  gesture  of  impotent  hate.    This  last,  a 
bull-necked  fellow  with  a  shaggy  red  head, 
-was  not  content  with  viewing  us  from  a  dis- 
tance ;  and,  apparently  satisfied  from  his  scru- 
tiny that  there  was  but  little  active  harm  to  be 
feared  from  us,  he  undertook  himself  to  cut 
the  remaining  threads  of  our  three-parts-  j 
spent  existences.    In  other  words,  he  in-  ! 
tended  to  swim  out  and  destroy  the  reeds  1 
which  served  us  with  air,  full  well  knowing 
that  when  they  were  once  gone  we  must 
either  come  to  the  surface  or  drown  like 
rats  in  a  basket.    Amd  so,  stripping  off  his 
clothes,  he  clapped  a  machete  between  his  ' 
teeth,  and  struck  out  from  the  shore.  I 
He  was  an  indifferent  swimmer,  and  came  I 
on  but  slowly,  heralding  his  onset  with  a  I 
mighty  splashing  and  a  circlet  of  silvery  i 
bubbles.    But  he  came  on  surely  none  the  | 
less,  and  Vaughan  signed  to  me  what  was 
to  be  our  system  of  defence. 

We  first  of  all  stirred  up  a  great  cloud  I 
of  mud.  This  would  mask  our  operations, 
whilst  the  enemy's  every  movement  we  could 
see  (when  he  was  nearly  over  us)  silhouetted 
in  black  against  the  sky.  Then,  taking 
Yaughan,  who,  owing  to  the  water's  buoyancy, 
seemed  to  weigh  but  a  few  pounds,  in  my 
arms,  I  held  him  up  in  a  sitting  position  on 
my  shoulder.  This  would  bring  his  head, 
when  he  chose  to  raise  it,  out  on  the  surface. 
But  till  the  red-haired  guerilla  was  quite 
close  he  kept  concealed  by  the  stirred-up 
mud,  and  crouched  down,  with  a  heavy  clasp- 
knife  clutched  in  his  right  hand. 

The  bandit  above  swam  unsuspiciously 
on,  either  being  too  foolish  to  suspect  danger, 
or  having  satisfied  himself  by  his  former 
scrutiny  that  there  was  none,  and  advanced 
unmolested  till  he  attempted  to  shift  the 
hilt  of  the  machete  from  his  teeth  to  his 
light  hand.  Then  Vaughan  struck  out  with 
all  his  force. 

Though  prepared  for  a  shock,  the  exertioE 
of  the  blow  nearly  knodced  me  off  my  legs, 
and  Vaughan  from  my  shoulders ;  but  by 
a  violent  effort  I  maintained  our  mutual 
equilibrium,  and  then  at  a  sign  once  more 
set  my  companion  on  his  feet.  He  motioned 
me  to  move  away,  and  we  did  so,  walking 
cautiously  till  we  had  stepped  out  of  the 
zone  of  muddy  water.  Then  looking  up,  I 
saw  the  guerilla,  amid  a  ghastly  framing  of 
reddened  bubbles,  making  for  the  shore. 
His  movements  were  feeble  and  spasmodic. 

Three  of  his  companions  came  ploughing 
out  into  the  lake  as  fast  as  they  could  press 


into  it  to  render  him  a  helping  hand.  But 
they  were  too  late.  The  wounded  guerilla's 
red  head  drooped  farther  and  farther  down- 
wards, till  at  last  both  mouth  and  nostrils 
were  completely  submerged,  though  his  hands 
and  legs  still  continued  automaton-like  move- 
ments which  served  to  keep  the  body  afloat. 
At  last  these  spasmodic  throbbings  of  the 
members  ceased,  and  the  man,  who,  as  I 
beheve,  was  actually  suffocated  on  the  sur- 
face, began  to  sink,  just  as  the  foremost  of 
his  would-be  rescuers  came  up  with  him. 

The  living  man's  fingers  clutched  at  the 
smooth  skin  of  the  dead  one's  back,  but, 
failing  to  take  a  hold,  spun  the  corpse  round, 
and  caused  it  to  sink  out  of  reach.  And 
then,  as  none  of  the  three  had  power  or 
inclination  to  dive  for  the  body,  and  as  the 
neighbourhood  doubtless  seemed  to  them  a 
dangerous  one,  they  turned  about  and  floun- 
dered somewhat  hastily  into  shallow  water. 

It  was  very  evident  that  the  result  of  this 
first  contact  had  not  softened  Jose  Esquinez' 
feehngs  in  our  favour,  for  no  sooner  had  the 
three  swimmers  turned  their  heads  towards 
i  shore  than  a  spattering  rifle-fire  broke  out,  in 
I  the^  hopes  that  some  bullets,  luckier  than 
their  fellows,  might  decapitate  the  reeds  from 
I  a  safe  distance.    We  could  not  hear  the  ex- 
plosions of  the  rifles,  but  the  course  of  the 
bullets  was  easily  traced.    Each  struck  the 
water  more  or  less  near  the  mark,  swished 
out  the  arc  of  a  circle  in  an  outline  of  tiny 
'  white  bubbles,  and  then  ricochetted  away  into 

the  distance. 
I  What  the  marksmen  thought  of  their 
I  sport  I  cannot  tell ;  but,  from  our  standpoint, 
watching  the  practice  was  perhaps  as  ex- 
citmg  an  occupation  as  could  be  invented. 
As  has  been  said,  both  Vaughan  and  I  had 
been  under  fire  a  liberal  number  of  times, 
and,  having  grasped  the  fulness  of  that  great 
truth  which  tells  how  it  takes  a  man's  weight 
in  lead  to  kill  liim,  we  had  both  of  us  for- 
gotten the  natural  timidity  of  the  novice. 
One  gets  callous  to  rifle-fire  after  a  while,' 
and,  though  never  forgetful  of  the  chances 
of  war,  quite  ready  to  hazard  them,  given 
they  come  clad  in  conventional  garb.  But 
to  stand  still  and  watch  bullets  hailing 
around  the  slender  reed  which  is  practically 
coincident  with  your  life,  and  to  have  neither 
the  chance  of  retreat  nor  that  of  resistance, 
is  more  discomfiting  than  one  perhaps 
might  readily  imagine. 

Though  each  of  the  two  targets  repre- 
sented a  man's  life,  neither  was  very  large. 
And  as  the  range  was  fairly  long,  and  the 
marksmanship  passably  bad,  a  great  weight 
of  Peruvian  lead  was  expended  without 
much  practical  result,  as  water  disturbed  by 
a  shot  returns  to  its  normal  position  before 
many  seconds  are  over,  and  bullets,  when 
they  are  ricochetted  on  to  a  hard  stone  cliff 
are  callously  flattened.  As  could  not  very 
well  help  being  the  case  with  so  heavy  a  fire, 
now  and  then  a  shot  would  chp  the  tuft 


of  herbage  which  crowned  the  reeds,  and 
sometimes  they  would  "  zip  "  along  so  near 
that  a  portion  of  the  ensuing  fount  of  spray 
vyould  splash  into  the  knife-slits,  and,  trick- 
ling down,  cause  a  slight  addition  to  our 
discomfort.  But  these  scorings  were  few,  and 
we  counted  that  a  good  shot  which  did  not 
miss  the  mark  by  more  than  a  couple  of 
feet. 

Use  accustoms  one  to  everything,  and, 
though  at  first  it  had  made  me  somewhat  dis- 
gracefully nervous,  before  the  fusillade  had 
been  kept  up  an  hour  I  personally  had  ceased 
j  to  take  any  particular  interest  in  it.  If  some 
I  more  fortunate  bullet  than  its  fellows  fluked 
on  to  the  mark— well,  my  earthly  troubles 
would  be  settled  in  about  a  minute,  with  a 
moderate  absence  of  pain.  And  if,  on  the 
other  hand,  the  perilous  shower  still  con- 
tinued to  be  consistently  erratic,  why,  then, 
whilst  there  was  life  there  was  hope.  And 
so,  when,  just  before  sundown,  the  bombard- 
ment, after  dwindling  down  from  furious 
volleys  to  straggling  shots,  ceased  altogether, 
I  began  to  miss  the  excitement. 

The  deathly  chill  of  the  water  was  be 
gmning  to  tell  its  tale,  and  a  spirit  that  was 
buoyed  up  only  by  a  hope  whose  slenderness 
approached  the  diminishing  point,  was  failing 
by  rapid  degrees.  Vaughan,  too,  seemed  in 
poor  plight.  He  was  swaying  about  all  ways, 
like  a  drunken  man,  and  every  now  and  then 
recovered  himself  with  a  half-hearted  effort 
from  a  lurch  which  bade  fair  to  throw  him 
oft'  his  legs. 

I  went  to  him,  and  he  linked  his  arm  in 
mine  and  drew  me  towards  the  shore.  His 
proposal  was  written  in  his  eyes—"  Let  us  try 
to  die  by  bullet  as  soldiers  should,  and  if  we 
are  refused  that  courtesy,  why,  then  we  need 
but  lie  down  to  escape  the  guerilla's  tortures, 
after  all." 

With  slow  and  tottering  steps  we  made 
the  little  journey;  and,  when  falling  strength 
would  scarce  carry  us  another  step,  first  my 
eyes,  and  then  Vaughan's,  came  above  the 
surface.  For  the  nonce,  the  strangeness  of 
the  medium  and  the  keen  expectation  of  an 
instant  death  dazed  our  vision  and  we  saw 
but  dully.  But,  as  the  mental  and  physical 
films  cleared  away,  I  was  aware  of  some- 
thing strange  on  the  bank.  There  were 
three  distinct  bodies  of  men  there.  Some 
were  lying  down,  some  were  mustered  in  a 
close  mass,  and  the  others  were  clustered 
round. 

Mercy!— The  first  were  dead  men;  the 
second,  prisoners;  and  the  third,  Chilian 
soldiers ! 

We  were  saved.  An  eager  voice  hailed  us 
from  the  bank,  and  it  was  taken  up  by  others 
in  a  roar  of  welcome.  Willing  hands 
stretched  towards  us.  Friends  rushed  in  to 
aid  our  tottering  strides.  In  another  minute 
we  were  lying,  cold,  worn  out,  but  exultant, 
on  a  soft,  green,  mossy  bank. 

(the  end.) 


PONGO'S  STRATAGEM. 

By  George  Farquh.4.r. 


THE  expedition  of  Lieutenant  Sistoni,  of 
the  Italian  Navy,  up  the  river  Jubb  in 
Eastern  Africa,  did  not  attract  the  attention 
in  England  that  it  naturally  did  in  Italy.  As, 
however,  there  is  a  probability  of  the  lieu- 
tenant's two  volumes  on  the  results  of 
his  enterprise— geological,  ethnological,  and 
commercial— being  translated  into  English, 
it  would  be  presumptuous  in  me  to  attempt 
to  forestall  him.  But  there  are  several  in- 
cidents that  seemed  important  enough— at 
least  to  the  participators  in  them — which 
the  lieutenant  has  omitted,  as,  I  presume,  of 


insufficient  interest  to  the  learned  society  by 
which  he  was  sent  out.  Certain  it  is  that 
they  had  no  bearing  upon  the  purely  scien- 
tific object  of  the  expedition.  It  is  one  of 
these  that  I  purpose  putting  on  record. 

_We  left  Juba,  at  the  mouth  of  the  Jubb, 
with  seventy  negroes  and  a  boy.  Lieutenant 
Sistoni,  three  other  Italians  and  myself, 
Henry  Hudson— the  only  Englishman  in  the 
party— were  all  fully  equipped  with  large 
and  small  bore  rifles  and  revolvers,  whilst  a 
few  of  the  more  trustworthy  of  the  negi-oea 
also  carried  firearms. 
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The  narrative  of  dangers  encountered 
both  on  land  and  river  in  our  outward 
journey  will  be  found  detailed  and  com- 
mented upon  in  the  lieutenant's  book.  They 
were  mostly  of  the  nature  usually  met  with 
in  African  travel,  the  most  terrible  in  our 
case  being  the  malignant  intermittent  fever 
that  attacked  us  in  the  pestilential  neigh- 
bourhood of  the  inland  swamps.  These 
once  left  behind,  our  further  progress  was 
one  of  almost  unqualified  success.  The 
headwaters  of  the  Jubb  being  reached,  and 
the  surrounding  country  thoroughly  ex- 
plored, we  started  on  the  return  march. 

In  ascending  the  river  we  made  a  con- 
siderable dmur  by  land  to  avoid  meeting 
any  straggling  members  of  the  Wagonti 
tribe,  a  cruel  and  bloodthirsty  offshoot  of  the 
Somauli  race,  occupying  with  their  villages 
some  twenty  miles  of  the  river's  bank.  This 
hostile  territory  Lieutenant  Sistoni  deter- 
mined to  explore  on  our  return,  avoiding 
whenever  possible  any  actual  contact  with 
the  natives. 

It  happened  that  when  we  were  within  the 
confines  of  this  inhospitable  land  our  pro- 
visions gave  out.  I  was  accordingly  deputed 
by  the  lieutenant  to  replenish  our  larder 
with  what  game  the  country  afforded,  and, 
elated  with  the  prospect  of  sport,  I  set  out 
accompanied  by  the  negro  boy,  Pongo. 

Pongo— his  real  name  was  Pontodeniqui, 
but  the  shorter  name  stuck  to  him— Pongo 
was  a  Wagonti  who  had  found  his  way — 
nobody  knew  how— down  to  Juba,  and  had 
there  been  picked  up  by  our  leader,  who 
thought  he  might  prove  useful  to  the  expedi- 
tion. And  useful  he  had  been,  too.  His 
knowledge  of  the  region  we  were  now  tra- 
versing was  complete — without  him  we 
should  often  have  had  a  brush  with  the  war- 
like Wagonti.  I  liked  the  lad  in  spite  of 
his  descent,  and  he  returned  my  affection. 
Since  I  saved  him  from  the  cowhiding  that 
the  headman  of  our  blacks  was  about  to 
administer  to  him  for  practical  joking,  he 
had  become  to  me  as  a  faithful  dog.  He 
always  accompanied  me  on  my  quests  for. 
provender,  and  never  seemed  content  unless 
he  was  obeymg  my  beck  and  call. 

"Antelope  over  there,  Mas'  Hudson,"  he 
said,  soon  after  we  left  the  camp,  "  in  the 
utoinsi  (valley)  behind  the  trees." 

A  few  dark  points,  showing  black  against 
the  greensward,  were  indistinctly  discernible 
in  the  distance. 

"  Mas'  Hudson  stay  here,  so  no  smell  you, 
and  Pongo  go  round  by  there,"  pointing  to 
the  forest  on  the  left,  "  and  frighten  them 
this  way." 

I  acquiesced  in  this  plan,  and  standing  to 
leeward  of  the  path  I  imagined  the  animals 
would  take  in  their  flight,  I  waited  patiently 
for  the  game  to  be  driven  thither. 

When  Pongo  emerged  from  the  forest  the 
startled  animals,  raising  their  heads  and 
sniffing  the  air,  set  off  with  hghtning  speed 
in  my  direction. 

Crack !  Down  dropped  their  leader. 
Crack  again  !  Missed  !  No,  another  runs 
slowly,  dragging  a  limb  laboriously  along  the 
ground.  I  followed  after  it  as  quickly  as  I 
could,  leaving  Pongo  to  come  after  me  as 
best  he  might.  For  three  miles  the  wounded 
animal  continued  its  course,  and  then  it 
staggered  and  fell.  I  rushed  forward  with 
a  cry  to  give  the  merciful  cotq)  de  grace. 

What  was  that  harsh,  guttural  shout  that 
answered  mine  ? 

I  looked  round.  In  the  eagerness  of  the 
chase  I  had  rushed  into  a  band  of  about 
twenty  Wagonti,  who  now  came  towards  me 
with  threatening  gestures  and  uplifted  asse- 
gais. 

Instinctively  I  stood  on  the  defensive,  but 
a  sudden  blow  from  behind  rendered  me 
insensible. 


Eeturning  consciousness  found  me  lying 
bound  and  helpless,  with  a  splitting  head- 
ache, on  the  rough  earth  flooring  of  a  small 
circular  hut  of  boughs.  A  tall  negro  stood 
as  sentinel  at  the  doorway— if  an  opening 
four  feet  high  deserves  the  name— and  he, 
on  hearing  me  move,  stepped  on  one  side  to 
allow  of  the  entrance  of — Pongo  ! 

Pongo  advanced  on  me,  assegai  in  hand, 
as  if  to  put  an  end  to  my  existence.  The 
sentinel  reached  forward  and,  grasping  him 
by  the  shoulders,  drew  him  aside,  whispering 
as  he  did  so  the  word 

"N'ganassa!" 

"N'ganassa!  N'ganassa!"  cried  Pongo, 
dancing  round  me  in  glee. 

Had  Pongo,  then,  turned  traitor?  No, 
for  although  his  actions  seemed  hostile,  his 
words—  except  those  in  the  Wagonti  tongue- 
were  quite  the  reverse.  Without  ceasing  his 
threatening  and  warlike  movements  toward 
me,  nay,  intensifying  them,  he  said — 

"  Mas'  Hudson,  no  fear.  Pongo  must  pre- 
tend to  be  enemy  to  you,  or  Wagonti  kill  him 
too.  My  uncle  is  headman  of  Wagonti  and 
his  warriors  capture  you.  Me  pretend  to  be 
glad  and  thank  my  uncle  for  getting  me  out 
of  your  power.  He  bad,  cruel  man,  and  say 
you  shall  be  '  n'ganassa.'  " 

The  meaning  of  this  word  I  knew  too  well. 
"  N'ganassa"  was  a  slow  torture  applied  by 
the  Wagonti  to  their  captured  enemies ;  it 
was  equal  to  the  most  horrible  barbarities  of 
the  North  American  Indians. 

Two  hours  afterwards  I  was  led  out  to 
undergo  this  awful  agony.  A  huge  square 
plot  of  ground,  denuded  of  trees,  behind  the 
village,  was  the  place  of  torture.  On  one 
side  was  the  village,  opposite  to  which  and 
on  the  left  was  the  tropical  forest;  to  the 
right  ran  the  river,  here  a  broad  and  rapid 
stream.  At  the  further  end  of  the  square, 
which  was  crowded  with  people,  yelling  and 
rejoicing  at  the  treat  in  store  for  them,  a 
huge  stake  had  been  erected.  About  six  feet 
from  the  ground,  a  crossbar  projected  from 
it. 

Under  this  crossbar,  my  hands  securely 
bound  to  my  sides  with  vegetable  fibre,  I  was 
dragged,  my  legs  being  left  free.  A  great 
quantity  of  twigs  and  dry  leaves  were  then 
brought  from  the  adjoining  forest  and  placed 
under  my  feet,  and  upon  these  a  flat  slab  of 
the  hard  wood  of  the  tongo  tree  was  deposited. 
On  this  slab  I  was  directed  by  signs  to  stand. 
Then,  a  great  hulking  negro,  whose  for- 
bidding visage  was  streaked  with  red  pigment, 
tied  my  hair,  grown  very  long,  in  a  knot  with 
more  vegetable  fibre,  the  ends  of  which  he 
finally  fixed  to  the  crossbar  above  my  Iread. 

All  being  now  ready,  gongs  and  tomtoms 
were  beaten  vigorously  and  the  yells  of  the 
black  multitude  redoubled,  the  whole  pro- 
ducing a  most  fearful  cacophony. 

"N'ganassa!  N'ganassa!"  shouted  the 
chief— Pongo's  relative— rushing  forward 
with  a  lighted  torch  and  applying  it  to  the 
combustible  twigs  under  me. 


"N'ganassa!    N'ganassa!"    echoed  the 
people,  gleefully. 

The  flames  spread  round,  but  placed  as  I 
was  on  the  big  square  block  of  tongo  wood, 
they  did  not  greatly  incommode  me  at  first, 
save  when  a  sudden  breath  of  wind  swept 
them  against  my  defenceless  body.  But  after 
a  few  minutes  the  tongo  wood  itself  began  to 
burn,  its  upper  surface  becoming  pleasantly 
warm,  then  gradually  hotter,  till  at  last  the 
heat  so  scorched  my  feet  and  occasioned  me 
such  intolerable  pain  that  I  longed  for  the 
time  when  the  Wagonti  assegais  would  put 
an  end  to  ray  torments.  To  ease  the  pain 
of  my  position  I  lifted  my  feet  alternately 
from  the  burning  log ;  at  every  movement  I 
thought  my  scalp  would  be  torn  off,  so  tightly 
had  my  hair  been  tied  to  the  overhanging 
bar.  But  these  contortions  only  excited  the 
risible  faculties  of  the  savage  onlookers. 

I  could  not  have  endured  such  agony  much 
longer  when  a  sudden  diversion  was  seen  in 
the  crowd,  and  by  degrees  it  melted  away. 
Within  three  minutes  the  square  was  deserted. 

This  strange  manoeuvre  surprised  me,  but 
I  quickly  perceived  its  cause.  The  village 
was  on  fire  ! 

Great  pointed  flames,  in  half  a  dozen  dif- 
ferent places,  rose  above  the  circular  wooden 
huts,  and  these,  constructed  of  dry  and  in- 
flammable materials,  rapidly  transmitted  the 
flames  to  their  neighbours.  Now,  the 
Wagonti,  like  all  cruel  people,  are  eminently 
venal  and  miserly,  and  I  made  no  doubt  that 
it  was  the  desire  of  saving  their  ill -got  stores 
that  overcame  even  their  delight  in  witness- 
ing the  dying  pangs  of  their  captive. 

Scarcely  had  the  last  of  the  Wagonti  hur- 
ried away  when  Poirgo,  whom  I  had  not  seen 
since  the  morning,  issued  from  the  thick 
underwood  on  my  right.  Regardless  of  the 
heat,  he  sprang  over  the  blazing  twigs  and 
with  his  jack  knife  cut  the  thongs  that  bound 
me  to  the  stake. 

"  Eun  !  "  he  cried,  himself  setting  the  ex- 
ample.   "  The  river— canoe." 

I  ran— as  you  may  imagine— and  entered 
with  him  the  solitary  canoe  that  was  moored 
close  to  the  banks  of  the  river.  We  pushed 
off  and  paddled  for  dear  life,  ignoring  the 
half  dozen  assegais  that,  thrown  by  a  few 
observers  of  the  escape,  fell  harmlessly  around 
us. 

Half  an  hour's  hard  paddhng  brought  us 
upon  a  detachment  of  our  own  companions* 
who,  alarmed  at  my  prolonged  and  unac- 
countable absence,  had  been  sent  by  Lieu- 
tenant Sistoni  to  search  for  us  higher  up  the 
river.  Pursuit  by  water  had  happily  been 
rendered  impossible  by  Pongo's  forethought. 

"  I  first  set  fire  to  huts,  and  then  cut  canoes 
loose,"  he  said,  laughing  as  if  the  whole  affatt 
was  a  great  joke.  "  Lots  of  engade  (crocodile^ 
in  river,  and  Wf  gonti  afraid.  But  better  ge( 
out  of  Wagonti  country  at  once,  or  imjPt. 
(warriors)  will  be  after  us." 

Needless  to  relate,  we  speedily  followed 
Pongo's  advice. 


FROM   SUDDEN  DEATH." 

By  C.  N.  Baeham, 

Author  of  "Fliile,"  etc. 


A  s  seen  from  the  sea  the  town  of  Newhaven, 
A  Massachusetts,  appears  embosomed  be- 
tween two  hills.  These  hills  are  not  more  than 
500  feet  in  height;  but  what  they  lack  in 
altitude  they  make  up  for  in  picturesque- 
ncss.  They  present  a  bold  front  of  trappean 
rock,  which,  combined  with  the  harbour  in 
the  foreground,  and  a  long  line  of  low  hills 
stretching  away  towards  the  sky  line,  consti- 


tute a  scene  of  loveliness  which  is  not  easilj 
forgotten.  The  whole  neighbourhood  is  or 
historical  interest.  It  was  in  one  of  these  two 
hills,  that  whieh  is  called  the  ^^  est  Bock,  that 
the  celebrated  regicides,  Goffe  and  halley, 
once  found  refuge.  A  cleft  in  its  rugged  sides 
is  known,  far  and  wide,  by  the  name  of  tlie 
"  Judges'  Cave." 

This  cave  is  a  mere  den  ;  lying  between  two 
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immense  boulders  of  about  twenty  feet  per- 
pendicular. One  of  these  is  somewhat  coni- 
cal in  shape,  while  the  other  is  almost  a 
perfect  parallelogram.  Between  these,  at 
some  remote  period,  another  large  stone 
would  seem  to  have  fallen,  and  become  tightly 
wedged.  This  is  all  that  justifies  the  name 
of  a  cave.  The  place  must  have  been  a  fitter 
dwelling  for  the  bears  and  cougars  which 
at  that  period  infested  the  Eastern  States, 
than  for  the  two  famous  Englishmen. 

On  one  of  the  stones,  which  is  covered  with 
inscriptions,  some  visitor  has  taken  pains  to 
renew  the  inscription  which,  tradition  says, 
the  occupants  placed  over  their  retreat.  His 
enthusiasm  must  have  been  brighter  than  his 
orthography,  for  he  has  only  succeeded  in 
informing  posterity  that  "oposition  to  tyrants 
is  obedience  to  God." 

Hither  120  years  ago  came  Eeginald  Flan- 
ders, an  English  soldier  who  had  served  in 
the  wars  against  the  Canadas.  It  was  a 
solitary  situation  for  such  a  man  to  have 
chosen  as  a  settlement ;  but  he  knew  no  fear, 
and  craved  for  no  strange  companionship. 
He  cultivated  a  patch  of  the  wilderness  whicii 
stretched  far  away  inland,  and,  as  the  Indians 
were  quiet,  the  wild  hillside  seemed  to  him, 
his  wife  and  son,  an  earthly  paradise. 

It  was  a  September  morning ;  the  leaves, 
beginning  to  change,  shone  like  gold  in  the 
sun.  Eeginald  Flanders,  up  betimes,  had 
thrown  a  sack  of  corn  across  the  back  of  his 
plough-horse,  and  was  taking  farewell  of  his 
wife  and  child,  preparatory  to  starting  for 
Newhaven,  where  he  purposed  to  exchange 
his  marketable  commodity  for  household 
necessaries.  Throwing  his  gun  over  his 
shoulder — for  no  prudent  man  would  then  go 
on  a  journey  without  his  tried  weapon  of 
defence — he  strode  away,  and  was  almost  im-  ' 
mediately  lost  to  view. 

Shortly  after  the  dispatch  of  a  frugal 
breakfast,  the  boy  left  the  log-house  and 
wandered  towards  the  verge  of  the  woods.  A  \ 
small  stream  came  trickling  down  towards 
the  sea,  and  beside  it  the  boy  halted.  A 
floating  acorn,  the  first  of  the  season,  caught 
his  eye ;  and,  with  the  thoughtlessness  of 
childhood,  he  drew  it  to  the  bank.  Somehow 
that  eai'ly  fruit  of  the  wilderness  appealed  to 
his  roaming  instinct.  He  craved  for  more ; 
and,  reasoning  that  there  must  be  plenty  up-  I 
stream,  perceiving  that  his  mother's  eye  was 
not  upon  him,  he  started  on  his  quest.  The 
rivulet  ran  through  a  ravine.  The  banks, 
composed  of  rocks,  fretted  by  storm  and 
decay,  rose  almost  perpendicularly  on  either 
side.  A  few  scattered  trees  and  shrubs  sought 
nourishment  from  the  earth  which  had  fallen 
from  above.  Beyond  these,  up  the  gorge, 
the  boy  pushed  on,  whither  he  did  not  know. 

The  mother  soon  missed  her  son  ;  but,  at 
first,  thinking  he  was  in  the  vicinity,  checked 
her  fears.  The  hours  passed,  and,  as  he  did 
not  return,  her  anxiety  changed  to  absolute 
terror.  Forsaking  all  else,  the  woman  flevi' 
to  the  tiny  fields,  and,  with  rapid  footsteps, 
traversed  tlie  gloomy  glades.  Search  as  she 
would,  she  could  discover  no  trace  of  the 
missing  one.  She  shouted,  wrung  her  hands, 
even  prayed  aloud  in  her  agony,  but  there  was 
no  response. 

At  length  she  came  to  the  stream.  There, 
with  a  cry,  half  of  gladness,  half  of  dismay, 
she  hailed  the  child's  footprints  in  the  soft, 
yielding  soil.  She  saw  that  they  pointed 
upwards  to  the  gorge,  into  which  she  had 
never  before  ventured.  But  a  mother's  love 
fears  no  consequences.    She  entered. 

For  some  time,  it  seemed  hours  to  the 
wretched  woman,  yet  it  could  not  have  been 
so,  she  rushed  onwards  and  upwards,  ex- 
periencing all  the  bitterness  of  hope  deferred. 
The  cry  "  My  boy,  my  boy  !  "  rang  out  of  the 
stillness  of  the  wood  ;  but  no  answer  came. 
Away  to  the  left  of  her  a  turkey  buzzard  rose 


slowly,  as  if  gorged  with  prey,  and,  after  fly- 
ing heavily  for  a  few  yards,  settled  upon  a 
rotten  tree  stump.    As  it  did  so  she 

"  Felt  the  shadow  on  lier  brow, 
The  sickness  at  her  heart." 

For  it  seemed  to  point  to  the  wanderer's 
fate. 

Suddenly  she  stopped,  and  gazed  into  the 
gloom  with  straining  eyes.  Then  she 
pressed  her  hand  to  her  heart,  reeled,  and 
almost  fainted.  There,  not  fifty  yards  away, 
stood  the  boy. 

It  was  but  tor  a  moment  that  she  so  yielded 
to  her  conflicting  emotions.  Conquering  her 
feelings,  she  rushed  forward,  and  clasped  the 
cause  of  the  trouble  to  her  breast.  As  the 
now  overjoyed  mother  did  so,  to  her  horror, 
looking  up  into  the  tangled  foliage,  she  per- 
ceived a  huge  panther,  stretched,  crouching, 
upon  an  extended  bough,  apparently  ready 
to  spring. 

Probably  the  brute  had  only  then  observed 
the  boy  ;  for  now,  upon  her  approach,  it  hesi- 
tated to  attack,  lashing  its  tawny  sides  with 
its  tail,  as  if  to  work  itself  into  a  state  of 
greater  fury.     What  was  to  be  done  ?  A 
weak  woman   was    powerless  against  the 
strongest  and  fiercest  denizen  of  the  American 
I  woods.    True,  there  remained  prayer  ;  and, 
with  parched  lips,  and   scarcely  knowing 
what  she  did,  the  frenzied  mother,  whose 
j  plight  now  seemed  worse  than  before,  tried 
j  to  pray. 

It  is  easy  enough  to  commend  one's  soul 
to  the  keeping  of  the  God  of  all  grace  when 
no  temptation  is  near  and  no  dangers 
threaten.  It  is  a  far  harder  matter  when 
one  is  battling  for  life.  The  poor  drunkard 
knows  this ;  and  the  man  who  has  lost  his 
I  character  knows  it  too.  Well  is  it,  when 
standing  face  to  face  either  with  panthers 
or  with  evil,  if  prayer  has  become  an 
mtegral  part  of  life. 
!  Scarcely  knowing  what  she  did,  the  poor 
woman  seized  her  child  and  turned  to  fly. 
As  she  did  so  the  panther  made  its  spring. 

Owing  to  the  height  and  the  distance,  it 
sprang  short,  barely  touching  the  rock  upon 
which  the  two  were  standing,  and  fell  back- 
wards. 

The  respite  was  but  brief.    Recovering  it- 
j  self,  the  savage  beast  returned  to  the  attack. 
The  danger  was  imminent. 

Mrs.  Flanders  clasped  her  boy  closer, 
being  resolved,  in  her  desperation,  that  the 
destroyer  should  only  reach  his  life  through 
herself. 

"  My  son,"  she  said,  laughing  with  wild 
and  terrible  delirious  excitement,  "  the 
panther  must  try  it  again  before  it  parts  us. 
Parts  us!  "  and  her  voice  rose  into  a  shrill  cry 
of  excitement.  "  We  won't  part.  God  won't 
allow  it." 

Once  more  the  assailant  made  its  attack, 
this  time  with  a  greater  measure  of  success. 
It  struck  the  edge  of  the  rock,  and  managed 
to  cling  to  it.  Struggling  desperately  to 
recover  itself,  it  stretched  forward  until  its 
jaws  seemed  but  a  short  yard  from  its  in- 
tended victim. 

At  this  moment  merciful  heaven  must 
have  intervened  on  the  mother's  behalf,  for 
she  swooned.  As  for  the  boy,  he  had  hid- 
den his  face  in  his  mother's  gown. 

Reginald  Flanders  sold  his  corn  ;  and  ex- 
pended the  proceeds  in  flour,  maple  sugar, 
a  tiny  prized  packet  of  tea  for  his  wife, 
powder  and  lead,  and  other  simple  neces- 
saries. Having  transacted  his  business,  he 
set  out  on  the  journey  homeward.  The  sun 
rose  high  in  the  heavens,  and,  anticipating 
no  evil,  lie,  for  the  merciful  man  is  merciful 
to  his  beast,  suffered  the  heavy-limbed,  slow- 
paced  plough-horse  to  subside  into  a  walk. 
There  was  joy  in  the  calm  peacefulness  of 


the  surrounding  wilderness.  The  birds  were 
merry,  the  sea  gleamed  behind  him  like  glass, 
the  hills  rose  on  either  side ;  he  was  surrounded 
by  the  pure  beauties  of  nature,  and  the  sweet- 
ness of  contentment  filled  his  soul.  He 
seemed  to  dream,  and  left  the  jaded  horse  to 
wander  as  it  liked. 

How  it  occurred  Reginald  Flanders  could 
never  tell.  To  his  surprise,  arousing  him- 
self from  pleasing  reverie,  he  found  that 
Dobbin  must  have  taken  a  wrong  course,  for 
they  were  on  the  upper  instead  of  the  nether 
side  of  the  "  West  Rock." 

This  mattered  little,  excepting  that  it  made 
the  journey  somewhat  longer;  for  which  he 
was  sorry,  as  he  knew  the  good  wife  would  be 
looking  out  for  his  coming  ;  only  now  they 
must  cross  the  stream  high  up  in  the  woods. 
So,  pressing  the  faithful  old  horse  into  an 
apology  for  a  trot,  he  pursued  his  way. 

At  length  he  came  to  the  precipitous  bank 
of  the  brook,  down  which,  with  some  diffi- 
culty, he  guided  his  horse.  Pursuing  a 
downward  course  in  the  direction  of  his 
home,  he  was  suddenly  startled  by  a  shrill 
weird  cry. 

It  sounded  as  if  it  were  the  voice  of  his 
wife,  and  yet  it  w-as  strangely  unlike.  What 
was  it '?    What  could  it  portend  ? 

There  it  rang  again.  Was  it  a  laugh  ?  If 
so,  it  was  a  laugh  in  which  was  agony. 

There  was  no  time  for  delay.  The  un- 
toward mystery  must  be  solved  at  once. 
Forward ! 

The  old  horse  lumbered  heavily  on,  over 
rocks  and  projecting  tree-stumps,  but  its 
best  efforts  failed  to  keep  pace  with  its 
master's  ever-increasing  anxiety. 

The  cries  had  ceased.  All  was  once  more 
as  silent  as  nature,  on  an  early  autumnal 
day,  can  be.  With  the  recurring  silence  the 
man's  fears  became  intensified. 

As  he  came  within  sight  of  the  rock,  he 
was  surprised  to  perceive  an  enormous 
panther  making  strenuous  endeavours  to 
climb  its  slippery  sides. 

With  the  instinct  of  the  hunter  and  the 
coolness  of  the  practised  soldier,  Eeginald 
Flanders  grasped  his  rifle,  shook  the  priming 
in  his  hand,  placed  a  fresh  flint  in  the  lock, 
and  took  a  long  and  deliberate  aim. 

Why  were  all  those  precautions  taken  ? 
Who  shall  dare  to  say  ?  Is  there  not  a 
divinity  that  shapes  our  ends  ?  In  great 
crises  men  are  not  infrequently  controlled  by 
a  power  which  is  not  their  own.  It  must 
have  been  so  here. 

And  now  the  savage  animal  has  made  its 
foot-hold  good.  With  a  snarling  cry  it 
crouches,  leaps,  and — rolls  back,  lifeless,  into 
the  stream,  with  a  settler's  bullet  through 
its  brain. 

Curious  to  find  out  what  had  been  the 
panther's  object,  yet  not  for  a  single 
moment  guessing  the  truth,  the  marksman, 
after  having,  with  the  prudence  which  seems 
natural  to  all  Americans,  dragged  his  quarry 
to  the  banks,  set  himself  to  climb  the  rock. 

Who  shall  describe  the  mingled  horror  and 
thankfulness  with  which  he  perceived  the 
unconscious  forms  of  his  loved  ones,  and 
realised  that  he  had  been  prov  deatially 
enabled  to  save  them  from  an  awful  fate  ? 

With  difficulty  the  loving  husband  won  the 
two  back  to  life,  and  bore  them,  weeping, 
almost  distraught,  but  safe,  to  his  wilderness 
cottage. 

That  evening  the  sun  went  down  into  the 
west  with  his  last  red  rays  resting  upon  a 
family  kneeling  at  the  homely  altar  of  ador- 
ation, and  thanking  God  for  that  He  had, 
according  to  His  promise,  encamped  round 
about  them  that  feared  Him,  and  delivered 
them. 


HINTS  ON  PRINTING  AND   TONING  PHOTOGRAPHS. 

By  E.  a.  E.  Bennett,  b.a.  oxon., 

AMor  of  "Bromide  Papers:  how  to  work  thfin;'  "Photographic  Deoelopers:  and  how  to  use  Ihem,"  etc.,  etc. 


IN  a  former  paper  ("  Photographic  Develop- 
ers," Number  630,  March  part,  1891) 
I  told  you  of  various  developers  and  the  way 
to  use  them  to  obtain  their  especial  advan- 
tages. It  seems  only  right  now,  that,  having 
made  the  negatives,  we  should  proceed  to 
consider  how  they  are  to  be  represented  in 
our  albums  for  the  edification  of  our  friends. 

The  rage  for  negative-making  is  one  which 
seizes  so  fiercely  upon  its  votaries  that  the 
resultant  process  of  making  prints  from  the 
negatives  is  apt  to  get  left  out  of  sight.  In 
fact,  to  some  amateurs  the  temptation  to  add 
to  their  stock  of  negatives  is  so  strong  that 
all  their  time  is  taken  up  in  producing  them, 
and  they  have  scores  of  negatives  from  which 
not  even  one  print  has  ever  been  taken.  To 
some  who  read  this  paper  it  may  seem  im- 
possible that  such  a  state  of  things  should 
exist  as  that  an  amateur  should  pile  up  nega- 
tives from  some  of  which  (not  necessarily 
bad  in  any  way)  he  has  never  taken  a  print. 
As  a  matter  of  fact,  those  who  are  "  in  the 
swim  "  know  that  it  is  not  merely  possible 
but  exceedingly  common.  I  would,  therefore, 
advise  all  my  readers  to  take  one  print  at 
least  from  every  negative  they  make.  If  it  is 
too  bad  for  the  purpose  throw  it  away,  and 
thus  gain  additional  space  in  your  box  for  a 
good  one. 

There  is  a  sort  of  idea  amongst  amateurs 
that  the  printing  part  of  the  business  is  quite 
easy  and  simple,  and  hardly  worth  the  trouble 
of  learning  from  a  scientific  point  of  view. 
It  is  on  record  that  an  amateur,  being  asked 
how  he  did  his  printing,  responded  that, 
"  as  that  required  no  brains,  he  allowed  his 
gardener  to  print  them."  The  gardener  may 
have  learnt  the  requisite  details,  and  so  have 
been  competent  to  produce  good  results,  but 
I  expect  a  glance  at  that  gentleman's  album 
would  have  revealed  a  very  dubious  state  of 
things  indeed.  Still,  the  fact  remains  that 
printing,  toning,  and  fixing  are  looked  upon 
in  very  many  quarters  as  being  merely  the 
"  mechanical  part  of  the  art,  and  not  nearly 
deserving  of  so  much  study  as  exposure  and 
development." 

Now  you  may  take  my  word  for  it,  and  it 
will  be  Ijacked  up  by  everyone  who  is  accus- 
tomed to  assist  beginners,  that  there  is  abso- 
lutely no  other  part  of  the  work  of  photo- 
graphy, from  the  time  the  plate  is  placed  in 
the  dark  slide  for  exposure,  until  the  finished 
print  is  mounted  in  the  album,  in  which  the 
beginner  fails  so  often,  so  ignominiously,  and, 
above  all,  so  conspicuously,  as  in  the  work  of 
producing  prints  from  his  negatives.  A  good 
negative  may  be  the  work  of  chance,  and 
every  amateur  succeeds  now  and  then  ;  but  a 
glance  at  his  album  by  one  who  knows  what 
good  prints  from  those  negatives  ought  to  be 
like  will  at  once  reveal  the  fact  that  he  has 
not  mastered  the  difficulties  of  his  work.  It 
is  rather  unkind,  but  I  cannot  help  saying  that 
those  who  think  this  work  so  easy  that  many 
of  their  negatives  remain  unprinted  because 
they  do  not  trouble  to  perform  it  are  gener- 
ally those  whose  work  somehow  does  not 
give  one  the  impression  of  too  great  ability 
to  do  so. 

In  this  paper,  then,  we  will  consider  how  to 
produce  prints  from  our  negatives  which  will 
do  us  credit  when  we  exhibit  our  album. 
Before  you  have  been  working  at  photography 
for  very  long,  you  will  find  that  the  sort  of 
negative  from  which  you  are  printing  has  a 
mostdecided  influence  on  the  results.  "Flat " 


PART  I. 

negatives  give  prints  wanting  in  contrast, 
and  these  will  not  tone  properly;  you  will 
find,  therefore,  that  the  tone  of  your  prints 
depends  considerably  on  the  negatives  from 
which  they  were  produced,  and  that,  if  you 
are  to  get  prints  of  a  satisfactory  colour,  you 
must  first  master  the  art  of  getting  negatives 
with  good  contrast. 

These  negatives  having  been  provided,  we 
have  to  print  from  them  in  the  ordinary  way. 
I  do  not  think  I  need  describe  this  process,  as 
every  boy  who  knows  anything  of  the  details 
of  photography  knows  how  to  set  to  work. 
One  thing  I  may  say— take  care  not  to  touch 
the  sensitised  paper  with  your  hands  more 
than  you  can  possibly  help.  It  is  a  good  plan 
to  wear  gloves  while  cutting  it  up  ;  only  take 
care  the  gloves  are  clean.  Also,  do  not  cut  it 
up  in  too  strong  a  light ;  if  possible,  do  it  by 
lamplight  the  night  before  using.  It  keeps 
best  either  rolled  up  tightly,  in  cardboard 
cases,  or,  when  cut,  pressed  flat  under  a 
weight.  Boxes  of  tin  can  be  procured  from 
any  dealer  in  which  there  is  a  tray  to  hold 
the  paper  and  a  flat  cover  to  place  over  it. 
This  cover  is  provided  with  a  spring,  and  when 
the  box  is  shut,  the  spring,  pressing  against 
the  side  of  the  box  inside,  keeps  the  paper 
pressed  flat. 

If  it  is  winter  you  can  print  your  negatives 
in  the  sun,  but  in  the  summer  it  should  be 
done  in  the  shade  in  the  case  of  weak  nega- 
tives, or  a  certain  appearance  known  as 
"  bronzing,"  caused  by  reduction  of  the  silver, 
is  liable  to  appear  in  the  deep  shadows. 
With  dense  negatives  there  is  not  much  fear 
of  this.  If  possible,  I  much  prefer  to  print  in 
the  sun,  whereas  some  people  say  this  should 
never  be  done.  I  may  console  myself  with  the 
thought  that  I  am  backed  up  in  my  opinion 
by  Captain  Abney,  who  says  that  certain 
chemical  changes  taking  place  more  quickly 
in  the  sun  render  the  resulting  print  more 
liable  to  tone  to  a  good  colour. 

However  you  print  your  negatives,  keep  a 
sharp  look-out  on  them,  for,  to  find  one  or 
two  as  black  as  ink  on  looking  at  them  after 
tjo  long  an  interval,  is  not  calculated  to 
gratify  the  printer.  The  prints  should  be 
allowed  to  get  darker  than  they  are  meant  to 
be  eventually,  as  you  will  find  that  toning 
and  fixing  reduces  their  strength  consider- 
ably ;  if  over-printed,  and  not  too  far  gone, 
they  can  still  be  toned,  and,  if  left  in  the 
hyposulphite  bath  for  an  hour  or  two,  will 
get  sufficiently  light.  A  bad  case  can  be  left 
in  a  weaJj  solution  all  night,  on  the  chance 
of  its  coming  to  the  right  shade  by  morning. 

There  are  many  ways  of  toning,  and  every 
amateur  must  use  that  which  suits  him  best. 
There  is  no  pursuit  in  which  the  old  proverb, 
"  One  man's  meat  is  another  man's  poison," 
holds  good  more  than  in  photography.  It  is 
very  odd  how  A  tries  a  method  of  printing 
and  a  toning  bath,  and  finds  it  work  better 
than  any  he  has  tried  before,  and  communi- 
cates his  method  to  B,  who  does  exactly  the 
same,  and  yet  utterly  fails !  All  I  can  do, 
therefore,  is  to  describe  my  own  plan,  and 
hope  that  it  may  suit  others. 

To  begin  with,  we  have  to  consider  the 
toning  bath.  It  used  to  be  the  fashion  to 
make  up  large  quantities  of  toning  solution 
at  a  time,  and  keep  it  as  long  as  it  would 
last,  rejuvenating  it  by  the  addition  of  more 
chloride  of  gold  after  using  it  each  time. 
This  is  a  plan  I  certainly  do  not  recommend 
anyone  to  adopt— at  any  rate,  not  beginners; 


it  has  no  earthly  advantage,  and  it  has  incal- 
culable disadvantages.  In  the  case  of  pro- 
fessionals, who  tone  several  sheets  at  once,  it 
may  work  with  great  care,  but  not  in  the 
case  of  an  amateur,  who  only  tones  now  and 
then.  The  latter  had  much  better  make  up 
small  quantities  of  the  toning  bath  every 
time  he  wants  it,  and  throw  it  away  when 
used.  The  great  drawback  to  the  first  plan 
is  the  fact  that,  when  kept  for  some  time, 
the  gold  has  a  trick  of  depositing  itself  all 
over  the  inside  of  the  bottle,  and  nothing  can 
be  mo)-e  exasperating  than  to  see  the  con- 
tents of  a  two-shilling  tube  of  chloride  of 
gold  disappearing  down  the  sink,  which  is 
the  only  thing  to  be  done  with  it,  practically, 
after  it  has  deposited. 

There  are  several  formuL-e  for  toning 
baths,  all  of  which  have  their  advocates. 
The  one  made  with  acetate  of  soda  is  certainly 
the  most  used,  and  for  small  quantities  I 
should  recommend  the  following  formula — 


Chloride  of  gold 
Acetate  of  soda 
Water 


.    2  grains 
•  GO  „ 

.  10  fluid  oiuiees 


When  you  first  get  the  tube  of  chloride  of 
gold,  make  a  solution  of  definite  strength  at 
once  with  it— it  will  not  keep  dry,  as  it  is 
very  deliquescent,  i.e.  it  absorbs  moisture 
from  the  air,  and  if  it  did  not  it  would  be  far 
too  much  trouble  to  weigh  out  a  grain  or  two 
whenever  wanted.     In  your  tube  you  will 
have  15  grains  of  chloride.  Now  take  a  bottle 
containing  1.5  ounces  of  w-ater,  and  break  the 
,  tube  into  it  ly  filing  a  notch  in  the  side  and 
then  bending  it  at  that  place,  when  it  will 
j  easily  crack  across.    Shake  out  the  chloride 
into  the  bottle  carefully,  so  as  not  to  lose 
any  of  this  precious  material.    It  should  be 
a  bottle  just  the  size  to  hold  the  15  ounces  of 
water,  and  then,  after  shaking  in  the  powder, 
you  will  only  have  to  fill  up  the  bottle  with 
water— which,  by  the  way,   ought    to  be 
distilled,  if  possible.    Having  done  this,  you 
have  a  solution  in  which  every  ounce  con- 
tains 1  grain  of  gold  chloride,  and,  there- 
fore, when  you  mix  up  the  toning  bath,  if 
you  take  2   ounces   of    this  solution,  8 
ounces  of  water,  and  the  60  grains  of  acetate 
of  soda,  it  will  be  mixed  up  directly.  Both 
the  solution  of  gold  and  the  mixed  toning 
bath  are  afl'ected  by  light,  and,  therefore,  both 
should  be  kept  in  the  dark.    It  is  the  best 
plan  to  cover  the  bottles  containing  them 
with  brown  paper,  to  exclude  the  light.  This 
is  easily  moulded  to  the  shape  of  the  bottles 
and  gummed  on  ;  but  an  easier  way  of  dark- 
ening the  bottles  is  to  paint  on  tlie  outside 
several  coats  of  gold  size  and  lampblack, 
mixed  to  form  a  thick  black  varnish.  This 
soon  dries,  and  is  quite  opaque  if  painted  on 
evenly,  so  as  to  leave  no  holes.    This  toning 
bath  must  be  made  up  twenty-four  iiours  be- 
fore use,  as  it  has  to  become  neutral,  the 
chloride  being  acid  and  the  acetate  serving 
to  neutralise  it.    If  wanted  at  once,  you  can 
add  a  little  carbonate  of  soda,  which  will 
neutralise  the  acid  at  once,  but  you  will  not 
get  such  good  tones  as  if  acetate  is  used 
and  the  bath  left  to  mature. 

Another  toning  solution,  preferred  by  some 
amateurs,  is  that  made  by  adding  a  solution 
of  100  grains  of  borax  in  10  ounces  of  water 
to  a  solution  of  1  grain  of  gold  chloride  in 
10  ounces  of  water.  This  bath  will  not  keep, 
so  it  must  be  mixed  as  required,  and,  when 
used,  thrown  away.    One  grain  of  gold  is 
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said  to  be  enough  to  tone  one  sheet  ol  paper. 
In  practice  you  will  do  well  to  allow  1|  or 
even  2  grains  ;  but  a  great  deal  depends  on 
the  paper,  of  which  various  brands  differ 
enormously  in  the  amount  of  gold  required 
to  tone  them.  The  borax  bath  is  said  to  give 
warm  brown  tones :  in  my  hands  it  gives  tones 
so  very  warm  and  brown  that,  greatly  as  I 
prefer  purple,  I  have  discarded  it. 

{To  lie  continued.') 


OUR  PRIZE  COMPETITIONS, 

(Thirteenth  Seeies.) 


Writing  Competition. 

IContinued  from  p.  630.] 

Ninth  Timfiio'S  {ages  18  to  20  years). 

Prize— V)s.  6(2.  - 

Joseph  Hartshorx  (aged  19),  27,  Seymour  Street, 
Carlton  Road,  Nottiugbam. 

CERTiriCATES. 

H.  F.  Otway,  1,  Gordon  Grove,  Camberwell,  s.E. 

Wm.  Baines,  105,  Ivydale  Eo.ad,  Nunhead,  s.K. 

H.  6.  Gardner,  10,  Thistlewaite  Eoad,  Clapton,  N.E. 

Harry  Cross,  32,  Cambridge  Street,  Hyde  Park, 
London,  w. 

David  Ddthie  Lawsox,  11,  Ciuny  Avenue,  Morning- 
side. 

D.  T.  Forbes,  297,  Peel  Street,  Montreal,  Canada. 
EOEERT  IXNES,  10,  Dryden  Street,  Edinburgh. 
Ernest  A.  Evans,  16,  WiUis  P.oad,  Gosport. 

■W.  C.  Jacob,  17,  Sonierville  Soad,  New  Cross  Gate, 

S.E. 

F.  0.  Buckley,  73,  Bevington  Road,  Aston,  Bimiing- 
)iam. 

Chas.  BRrrTON,  6,  Aden  Grove,  Green  Lanes,  Stoke 
Newington,  x, 

Fred  Tindle,  20,  ChiUingham  Road,  Heaton,  New- 
castle-ou-Tyne. 

George  Phillips,  70,  High  Street,  Bewdley,  Worcester- 
shire. 

Alfred  Keenley.side,  7,  Roseworth  Terrace, Gosforth, 
Newcastle-on-Tyne. 

ALEX4.NDER  Protheroe,  101,  Fentham  Eo.ad,  Biroh- 
field,  Birmingham. 

F.  ClarivE,  Barley  Thorpe,  Oakliam. 

John  CRUiMBY,  38,  Stead  Street,  Jarrow-on-Tyne. 

E.  Roberts,  Soutlisea,  Wrexham. 

TsiEENi  A  DE  Artola,  7,  Cslle  del  Puerto,  San  Sebastian, 
Spain. 

Ethel  Gibson,  The  Manse,  Weymouth. 

Lady  Dorothy  Coventry, Croome  Court,  Severn  Stoke, 
Worcestershire. 

Theodore  L.  Hurry,  58,  Jubilee  Street,  Commercial 
Road,  E. 

Charlotte  Noble,  Anscroft  Vicarage,  Shrewsbury. 

E.  C.  HiGGS,  44,  Christchnroh  Road,  Streatham  Hill, 
s.w. 

C.  E.  Slessor,  Monkerton  Manor,  Pinhoe,  near  Exeter. 

Robert  W  Hall,  c,o  Mrs.  Smith,  24,  Hall  Grove, 
Leeds. 

Edgar  Penjian,  82,  Parrock  Street,  Gravesend. 
E.MMA  S.  Murrell,  Bridge  Villa,  Brandon,  Suffolk. 
H.  E.  Heald,  Sunnyside,  .\shtead,  Surrey. 
John  G.  Reid,  30,  Hamilton  Place,  Aberdeen,  N.B. 
Kate  Baknahd,  195,  Upper  Richmond  Road,  Putney. 

G.  W.  England,  Vicarage  Road,  Wollaston,  Stour- 
bridge. 

LE0N.4.RD  L.  Burton,  London  Hospital,  Wliitechapel. 
P.  C.  Faulkner,  3,  Air  Street,  Sculcoates,  Hull. 
(.To  be  continued.) 


"Oyez!  Oyez!  This  is  to  give  notice 
that  the  B.O.P.  'Summer  Number' 
is  nearly  out  of  print,  Order  at 
once ! " 

Neji.  Con.— Tlie  best  English  Dictionary  is  undoubtedly 
the  one  now  publishing  by  the  Oxford  University 
Press,  under  the  editorship  of  Dr.  J.  A.  H  JIurray  ; 
but  it  costs  money,  and  the  parts  come  at  such  rare 
intervals  that  it  is  extremely  unlikely  to  be  finished 
in  your  lifetime.  Another  good  one— but  at  a  long 
(listaiiee  from  it— is  the  "Century,"  published  by 
Fisher  Unwin.  Another  wide  gap  and  you  have 
Blackie's  Imperi.al  and  Cassell's  Encycloptedic,  the 
latter  a  good  working  dictionary,  costing  complete 
in  its  latest  edition,  £7  7.i.  Of  the  ordinary  desir 
dictionaries,  there  are  few  lietter  than  Wood's 
edition  of  Nuttall,  price  3s.  ti'L.  puhhshed  by  F.  Warne 
&  Co.,  15,  Bedford  Street,  Strand. 

Moth  Hunter.— We  are  hoping  to  publish  a  cheap 
book  on  Entomology  in  general  in  our  Bookshelf 
Series. 

A  Subscriber,  Notts.— If  it  is  a  good  old  violin  leave 
it  till  you  can  afford  to  jiav  some  good  maker  to  clean 
it  and  varnish  it  for  vou.  If  it  is  a  Ixid  one,  clean  it 
with  spirits  of  turpi'Htiiie  and  leave  it  unvarnished. 
In  either  case  we  should  very  much  doubt  if  the 
cleaning  would  improve  it. 

A  Delighted  Reader.— 1.  Best  book  on  football  is 
ours.  '-Football,"  price  eighteenpence,  obtainable 
from  our  office,  5G,  Paternoster  Row.  2.  Follow  our 
instructions.  3.  See  back.  4.  Five  shillings.  5.  See 
back.  Pilchards  and  sardines  are  the  same  fish.  All 
fi-h  migrate  and  follow  their  food.  The  sardine 
moves  from  the  Bav  of  Biscay  to  the  Cornish  coast 
for  the  same  reason  that  the  herring  and  the 
mackerel  make  the  circuit  of  Great  Britain.  Look  at 
the  first  box  of  sardines  you  see  :  you  -will  find  that 
they  do  not  come  from  Sardinia,  but  from  Finisterre 
and  the  French  westeru  coast. 

J.  N.  A.— The  Deverou  is  in  Aberdeen  and  Banfl  shires. 
The  Devon  is  in  Perth,  Kinross,  Clackmannan,  and 
Stirling  shires.  There  is  another  Devon  in  Fife  ;  but 
the  one  of  the  "  fairest  maid  "  is  the  Perthshire  one. 
The  "Fairest  Maid  on  Devon  Banks"  was  the  last 
song  of  Robert  Burns,  WTitten  as  he  lay  dying  at 
Brow,  July  12,  1796.  The  Devon  is  a  fine  enough 
rivei-,  but  it  cannot  be  compared  with  the  beautiful 
Deveron  for  which  your  friend  ha-  mi>tukcn  it. 

Xylonite.— All  our  articles  on  Graph  Making  are  out 
of  print ;  but  one  of  them  appears  in  "  Indoor 
Games." 

George  Freeborn.— Climbing  irons  can  be  bought  at 
Cooke  &  Sons,  Museum  Street,  Oxford  Street,  w. 
Mudie's  Library  is  at  the  corner  of  the  street. 
Theve  is  no  mention  of  eggs  in  the  Act  of  Parlia- 
ment. 

Old  Reader.— The  prints  were  transf.  rrcd  from  the 
steel  plates  to  stone  and  printel  "n  a  lirh.i>;raphic 
machiue.  They  are  worth  about  a  liLdf|i.  nny  ca.'hto 
produce,  and  probaijly  cost  sixpence.  Their  present 
value  is  the  value  of  the  frames. 

JOEV.— Tile  bulk  of  Civil  Service  labour  is  clerk's  work 
of  the  niM-t  iiii  i  hanical  description— such  work  as  in 
the  mar  lariire  will  be  done  wholesale  by  merely 
I      turning  a  handle. 


CoiiNERiLVN. — You  can  get  nigger  bones  at  Haynes 
&  Co.'s,  14,  Gray'sliiii  Road,  w.c.  The  best  costhalt- 
a-crown  a  sue,  tin/  clu  ainst  aljout  eightpcnce. 

Gi'.AMM.Mi  ScHii"!,  \;iiY.  —  1.  Your  1  lest  plan  woulil  bc  to 
\\rit/'  tM  staiifdrd.  Cnrk-pur  Stn/i.t.  w,,  for  a  Civil 
!^i.n  i--  r.uhU-:  he  will  trll  y..ii  il.<?  pri. 2.  We 
liavc  had  urtick-s  and  coloured  plates  of  birds' eggs, 
but  that  is  no  reason  why  we  should  not  have  some 
more. 

Tj;ri.— 1.  Mr.  W.  H,  G.  Kingston  was  born  in  1814  and 

diedinlSSO.    2.  Fouriicnce. 
J.  H.— Thorburn's  "Guiile  to  British  Coins,'  price 

7s.  6(/.,  pubhshed  by  L.  H.  Gill,  17n,  Straml,  w.c. 

O'Lesther.— The  revolving  lamp  -liailcs  or  consumers 
are  sold  by  Chappuis,  Reflector  Manufacturer,  Fleet 
Street,  E.c. 

S.  T.  Watts.— All  Mr.  Ruskin's  books  can  be  obtained 
of  his  pul)lishcr,  George  AUen,  BeU  Y'ard,  Temple 
Bar,  E.c,  alongside  the  Law  Courts. 

Rangoon.— Your  short  sight  would  disqualify  you  for 
the  navy,  but  in  the  mercantile  marine  there  is  no 
medical  examination  and  you  might  pass  muster. 
Your  eyesight  is  by  no  means  good,  and  you  would 
do  well  to  choose  another  profession. 

G.  H.  R.— Yes.  There  was  a  thief  named  Richard 
Turpin,  but  he  never  rode  to  Y'ork  or  did  any  of  the 
things  generally  associated  with  his  name.  The 
.story  is  "  founded  on  facts,"  and  the  facts  referred  to 
other  people,  but  were  worked  in  by  the  romancist 
in  "combining  his  information." 

Tom  Parker. — Maundy  money  of  the  Queen'-  reign  is 
worth  from  half-a-crown  to  three  sliilliii  -  -  and  six- 
pence a  set.  Single  pie(RS  like  your  twopenny  l  -it  are 
worth  the  value  they  bear,  and  no  more. 

Adolphus.— The  cheaii  clock  driven  by  sand  was  in 
the  third  volume,  now  out  of  print ;  but  it  is  in 
"  Indoor  (_'.araes." 

W.  J.  M.— How  to  curl  your  hair  without  tongs? 
Certainly.  Procure  a  box  of  slate  pencils  ;  break 
the  pencils  up  into  sliort  cjdinders  two  inches  long  ; 
then  wrap  not  more  than  sixteen  hairs  round  each 
e-'ylinde'r.  When  the  hair  is  all  u-fd  u]!  round  the 
cyhiiders.  sponge  your  head  well  v.  itli  ',-ery  v.  ann 
water  ;  and  when  it  is  diy  go  to  I  .ed,  I  lUt  >1m  nut  .sleep. 
In  the  morning  remove  the  cylinders,  and  your  hair 
wiU  be  cm-ly.  If  it  is  not  you  can  do  sometliing 
else  ! 

Pa  I  r.r..— Tliere  are  good  technical  classes,  ^yith  yvork- 
-iio|is.  lalioratories,  gymnasium,  swimuium-  bath,  etc. 
at  the  Pulvteehnic  Day  School  for  Boys,  309,  Regent 
Street.  Write  to  the  Secretary  for  prospectus.  The 
highest  charge  is  two  and  a  half  guineas  a  term. 

Feuru.ai. — "  The  Boy's  Own  Model  Locomotive  "  began 
in  the  November  Pai-t  for  1887.  It  has  been  reprinted 
in  "  Indoor  Games." 

WiLKERSON.— Take  a  plaster  of  Paris  cast  from  the 
sealingwax  impression  ;  then  take  an  ordinary  wax 
mould  from  the  plaster  of  Paris  ;  then  dust  on  your 
black  lead.  Your  wire  yvas  too  fine.  Get  "Workshop 
Receipts,"  Third  Series,  price  5s.,  pubUshed  by  E.  & 
F.  N.  Spon,  Strand,  London. 

P.  Stinton. — At  all  dockyards  there  are  sales  of 
rejected  boats,  etc.  No  pass  is  necessary.  But  write 
to  the  Admiral  Superintendent  of  the  Dockyard  for 
particulars.  The  letter  will  be  handed  over  to  the 
proper  officer  to  answer. 

H.  Ritchie.— In  the  "Engineer"  for  Febinary  IS  last, 
there  was  a  long  article  on  marine  engineers,  yvith 
particulars  as  to  education,  pay,  and  prospects. 

F.  Smith.— Yes.  All  numbers,  parts,  and  volumes  in 
print  are  sold  by  us  at  publislied  prices ;  we  make  no 
difference  as  to'their  being  current  or  not. 

A.  Shepherd.- The  :«int  Reports  for  the  years  in 
question,  which  are  ineluded  in  the  Parliamentary 
Papers  in  your  Free  Librar.w  would  show  the  numbers 
of  each  piece  coined  during  those  years. 

Barnes  H  L —All  the  liooks  have  been  republished  in 
'book  form  by  Hodder  i  Stoughton  except  "  The  Two 
Cabin  Bivs'"  and  "Ivan  Dobrutf,"  which  have  not 
yet  been  reprinted. 

Harry.— We  hear  from  Mr.  F.  Terry,  of  161^  Clifford 
Street,  Lozells,  Birmingham,  who  is  an  expert,  that 
Preston,  the  yiolin  maker,  made  instruments  at  York 
from  17S9  to  1798.  His  instriunents  are  of  dark 
brown  colour,  have  deep  ribs,  are  high  bnUt,  and  are 
unpurfled. 

An  Old  Subscriber.— You  will  occasionally  see  it  on 
a  bookstall.  "  Ciurious  old  yvork— price  id."  That  is 
the  sort  of  thing. 

S  A.  K  Wilson.— There  was  no  mint  in  Ireland  in 
ir-T)  •  small  change  was  much  wanted  there  ;  and 
the  Duchess  of  Kendal  procured  a  patent  for  coming 
the  ueeilf ul  in  favour  of  an  ironmonger  named  Wood 
He  was  to  coin  f  loS.oOO  worth  of  halfpence  anei 
farthings  at  the  rate  of  thirty  peniues  to  the  pound 
of  copper.  The  Enghsh  rate  was  twenty-three  pennies 
to  the  pound,  but  to  this  had  to  be  added  the  freight 
and— of  all  things  remarkable-the  duty  on  the 
import.  Wocl's  profit  on  the  transiction  yvould 
have  been  ^'4  oiiii  but  the  Irish,  who  forgot  all  about 
the  freight  and  the  duty,  workeil  themselves  into 
such  excitement  ove.-  tlu-  proposed  l'='"P™<'e  *hat 
the  patent  was  ithdrawn,  and,  instead  of  £4  000  tor 
his  trouble.  Wood  had  nothing  ac  all  to  do  and 
received  24,000  guineas  as  compensation  ! 
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[ALL  RIGHTS  RESEKVED.] 

"  Its  hot,  foul  breath  actually  stirred  his  hair." 
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CHAPTER  VI.  —  THE  WORST  DANGER  OF 
ALL. 

LEFT  to  himself,  our  young  angler  re- 
sumed his  sport,  but  not  with  the 
same  success  as  before.  The  fish  seemed 
to  have  grown  suddenly  wary,  and  after 
half  an  hour's  assiduous  angling,  he  had 
only  added  one  more  to  his  list. 

"  Tiresome  things  !  "  he  growled  ;  "  it's 
just  like  one  of  their  spiteful  tricks,  to  go 
getting  shy  of  me  just  when  I've  thrown 
up  my  trip  in  the  launch  on  purpose  to 
catch  'em !  One  can  see  that  they're 
Biirmese  fish  by  their  being  so  frightened 
of  an  Englishman.  Well,  what's  to  be 
done  now,  I  wonder?  " 

It  was  an  unlucky  question  for  Master 
Harry  to  ask  himself  in  such  a  place  and 
at  such  a  time.  In  the  story-books  of 
last  century  there  always  comes  a  fatal 
crisis  when  the  good  boy  of  the  piece, 
having  valiantly  remained  in  his  appointed 
place  till  just  upon  the  stroke  of  the  hour 
when  some  one  was  to  come  and  fetch 
him,  suddenly  rims  toward  the  edge  of 
the  forbidden  precipice  to  pick  a  flower, 
or  darts  into  the  gipsy-haunted  wood  in 
pursuit  of  a  squirrel ;  and  then,  of  course, 
we  know  that  he  will  be  kidnapped, 
drowned,  or  gobbled  up  by  that  obliging 
bear  which  is  always  ready  when  it  is 
wanted  in  these  thrilling  narratives ; 
while  his  bereaved  relatives,  shaking  their 
heads  gravely,  remark  with  a  sigh,  that 
"  disobedience  never  goes  unpunished." 

So  it  was  now  with  poor  Harry.  Scarcely 
had  he  asked  himself  so  disconsolately 
what  he  should  do  next,  when,  as  if  on 
purpose  to  answer  this  question,  he  caught 
sight  of  a  strong  eddy  a  little  farther  down 
the  stream,  at  the  tail  of  which,  as  he  well 
knew,  he  would  be  certain  to  catch  (if  he 
went  the  right  way  to  work)  as  many  fish 
as  he  wanted. 

It  is  always  easy  to  find  good  reasons 
for  doing  what  one  particularly  wishes  to 
do ;  and  Harry  argued  to  himself  that 
there  could  not  possibly  be  any  danger, 
— that,  even  if  there  were,  a  good  basket 
of  fish  was  always  worth  running  some 
risk  for — that  his  new  fishing-groiind 
would,  after  all,  be  quite  near  the  fort — 
that  Lieutenant  Marston's  anxiety  about 
the  safety  of  his  garrison  made  him  see 
perils  everywhere — and,  finally,  that  he 
would  only  stay  half  an  hour  or  so  (just 
long  enough  to  catch  a  few  good  ones,  in 
fact),  and  then  come  straight  back  again. 

No  sooner  said  than  done.  In  a  trice 
our  adventurous  Harry  was  snugly  moored 
beneath  the  opposite  bank,  just  below  the 
eddy,  under  the  shade  of  a  mighty  tree 
that  stretched  out  one  huge  limb  over  the 
water,  like  the  arm  of  a  giant  extended 
to  clutch  some  unwary  passer-by. 

The  result  justified  his  expectations, 
for  he  at  once  began  pulling  up  the  "  good 
ones  "  at  a  great  rate  ;  and,  so  thoroughly 
absorbed  was  he  in  his  successful  sport, 
that  he  never  thought  of  noticing  tlaat  he 
was  now  quite  out  of  sight  of  the  fort,  and 
shut  in  on  either  side  by  gloomy  thickets, 
which  covered  both  banks  down  to  the 
very  water's  edge  with  a  perfect  wall  of 
matted  boughs  and  coiling  leaves,  dense 
and  dai-k  enough  to  hide  anjc,  number  of 
brigands  or  wild  beasts. 

But  by  this  time  the  sun  was  pretty  high 
in  the  sky,  and  the  scorching  heat  of  a 
genuine  tropical  day  was  beginning  to 
make  itself  felt  in  earnest.    The  great 


banner-like  leaves  drooped  languidly  upon 
the  hot  breezeless  air,  the  reeds  and  wild- 
grass  ceased  to  rustle,  and  the  wide- 
winged  vulture  that  was  hovering  like  a 
wreath  of  dark-grey  cloud  far  i;p  against 
the  blue  sunny  sky,  hiing  poised  in  mid-air, 
as  if  he  were  falling  asleep  on  the  wing. 

Harry  himself  seemed  to  feel  the 
universal  drowsiness,  as  well  he  might ; 
for  he  had  risen  at  daybreak,  and  had 
been  in  pretty  constant  action  ever  since. 
He  laid  down  his  rod  and  leaned  back  in 
the  boat,  closed  his  eyes  for  a  nloment, 
opened  them  again  with  a  start,  shut  them 
once  more,  and  in  another  minute  was 
fast  asleep. 

For  a  few  instants  the  whole  panorama 
was  as  silent  and  solitary  as  if  the  world 
had  just  been  created.  Then  there  came 
a  slight  rustling  in  the  thicket  (a  sound  so 
faint  that  even  the  ear  of  a  hungry  tiger 
would  bai-ely  have  caught  it),  and  from 
the  tangled  mass  of  dark,  snaky  leaves 
peered  forth  a  face. 

It  was  a  human  face,  but  there  was 
certainly  little  that  was  human  in  the 
small,  deep-set,  snake-like  eyes,  the  teeth 
black  as  ink  from  chewing  betel,  the 
gaunt,  hollow,  corpse-like  features,  or  the 
wolfish  glai'e  of  mingled  ferocity,  suspicion, 
and  cruel  eagerness,  which  this  grim  ap- 
parition cast  around  him  as  he  looked 
forth. 

For  a  moment  or  two  nothing  was 
visible  of  the  new-comer  but  his  appalling 
countenance,  for  he  was  evidently  in  no 
haste  to  quit  his  hiding-place,  and  gazed 
around  him — as  if  wishing  to  assure 
himself  that  all  was  safe — with  a  glance  so 
sharp,  cunning,  and  suspicious,  that  it 
would  have  sufficed  of  itself  to  show  that 
he  was  there  for  no  good  purpose.  At 
length,  apparently  satisfied  that  he  had 
nothing  to  fear,  he  crept  forth  from  his 
lair,  and  crawled,  noiselessly  as  a  shadow, 
toward  the  slumbering  boy,  with  a  look  of 
cruel  and  ferocious  triumph  on  liis  ghastly 
features  such  as  no  words  can  describe. 

Just  then  the  sleeper  stirred  and  turned 
over  (though  without  waking),  leaving  his 
face  fully  visible. 

As  the  prowling  savafe — who  had  by 
this  time  got  within  a  few  paces  of  his  ir- 
tended  victim — caught  sight  of  the  latter's 
face,  he  stopped  short  as  suddenly  as  if 
struck  by  liglatning,  letting  fall  the  huge 
knife  that  he  clutched  in  his  strong, 
sinewy  hand.  For  an  instant  he  remained 
motionless  as  a  statue,  though  every  line 
of  his  dark,  stern  visage  quivered  with  the 
agitation  of  a  fearful  struggle,  in  which 
inflexible  determination  appeared  to  con- 
tend with  a  kind  of  regretful  tenderness, 
such  a  look  as  that  of  Othello  when  he 
bent  over  the  slumbei-ing  Desdemona,  or 
of  Brutus  when  he  raised  his  dagger  to 
deal  a  final  stab  to  the  overmatched  and 
wounded  Ciesar. 

How  that  inward  conflict  would  have 
ended,  no  one  can  tell ;  for,  before  the 
would-be  murderer  could  come  to  any 
decision,  the  question  was  unexpectedly 
settled  for  him. 

A  faint  rustle,  which  no  ear  less  quick 
than -his  own  would  have  caught  at  all. 
was  heard  among  the  higher  branches  of 
the  vast  tree  that  overhung  the  sleeping 
boy  and  his  boat.  Then  came  the  sharp 
snap  of  a  breaking  twig,  and  the  lighter 
boughs  began  to  move  gently  to  and  fro 
as  if  swayed  by  a  breeze,  though  not  a 
breath  of  air  was  stirring. 


For  a  moment  the  Burman's  keen  black 
eyes  watched  this  strange  phenomenon 
with  a  look  of  intelligence,  as  if  ii  were  no- 
novelty  to  him.  Then  he  drew  back  into- 
the  shadow  of  a  thick  clump  of  bushes,, 
and  waited  to  see  what  would  come  next. 

What  came  next  was  a  ctirious  glimmer 
amid  the  overhanging  mass  of  leaves — a 
kind  of  dim,  many-coloured  sheen,  like 
the  light  cast  by  the  sun  upon  a  wet  cob- 
web. Then  (as  when  the  Burman  him- 
self had  made  his  first  appearance)  the 
leaves  shook  and  parted,  and  a  head  was- 
thrust  forth — but  this  time  the  head  was. 
that  of  a  monstrous  serpent ! 

Downward  came  the  reptile,  coil  after 
coil,  with  the  slow,  ponderous  motion  of 
overwhelming  strength,  snapping  off  twigs 
and  even  small  branches  with  the  mere 
passing  pressui'e  of  its  mighty  folds.  It 
was  a  boa-constrictor  of  the  largest  size, 
fully  thirty  feet  in  length,  and  quite  as 
thick  in  the  middle  as  a  man's  body  ;  and 
as  the  light  of  its  einerald  eyes  and  the 
many-coloured  glitter  of  its  shining  scales 
played  in  and  out  of  the  dark,  glossy- 
leaves  like  a  vast  living  rainbow,  the 
monster,  horrible  as  it  was,  certainlv 
made  a  picture  which  any  artist  would 
have  loved  to  copy. 

At  first  the  snake  seemed  to  intend 
gliding  down  the  tree  to  the  ground,  as  if 
to  attack  the  ambushed  Burman ;  but  it 
soon  became  apparent  that  this  was  not 
its  object.  Arrived  at  the  point  where 
the  huge  limb  alreadj- described  projected 
from  the  main  trunk  and  jutted  out  over 
the  water,  the  serpent  paused  for  &. 
moment,  and  then  proceeded  to  writhe 
itself  out  along  the  bough,  till  its  vast 
scaly  biUk  hung  like  a  coiled-up  cable 
right  over  the  light  boat  and  the  sleeping 
boy  who  lay  unconscious  and  defenceless 
within  it ! 

The  fierce  glitter  of  the  monster's  small 
bright  eye,  and  the  impatient  movements 
of  its  gaping  jaws,  showed  that  it  had 
marked  its  destined  prey,  and  was  bent 
upon  seizing  it  forthwith.  For  a  few 
seconds  it  remained  coiled  round  the 
branch,  and  then  began  slowly  to  untwist 
itself,  and  to  swing  its  scaly  length  down- 
ward toward  the  helpless  sleeper,  evi- 
dently meaning  to  seize  and  crush  him 
in  those  tremendous  folds,  one  squeeze 
of  which  would  have  broken  like  twigs  the 
bones  of  a  buffalo  or  a  tiger. 

While  this  was  going  on,  a  series  of 
startling  changes  were  passing  over  the 
grim,  swarthy  face  of  the  hidden  spec- 
tator. When  the  serpent  first  came 
forth,  he  had  ej-ed  it  with  a  strange  and 
horrible  admiration,  as  if  the  fierce  man 
and  the  fierce  monster  were  akin  to  each 
other,  and  the  one  destroyer  could  recog- 
nise in  the  other  a  creature  worthy  of  him- 
self. When  the  boa  came  glancing  and 
glittering  down  the  mightj-  tree,  he  had 
looked  on  with  the  air  of  quiet  approval 
wherewith  a  man  might  watch  a  well- 
acted  play  cr  a  clever  feat  of  juggling, 
changing  gi-adually  to  a  look  of  cold, 
cruel  satisfaction  as  the  snake's  intention 
to  seize  and  destroy  the  slumbering  lad 
became  manifest. 

But,  strangelj-  enough,  just  when  the 
sleeper's  doom  appeared  certain,  the 
Burman — who  evidently  wished  him  to 
perish,  and  had  so  lately  been  about  to 
kill  him  with  his  own  hand— began  to 
display  an  extraordinary  agitation,  ^\•hich 
grew  more  and  more  violent  in  propor- 
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tion  as  the  serpent  drew  nearer  to  its 
prey.  Twice  he  half  raised  himself  from 
the  ground,  and  twice  he  sank  back 
again,  with  every  fibre  of  his  dark  face 
quivering  convulsively,  and  his  hand 
clenching  the  haft  of  his  knife  till  the 
kmickles  grew  white. 

And  now,  just  as  the  monster's  head 
was  so  close  to  the  sleeping  boy  that  its 
hot,  foul  breath  actually  stirred'^his  hair, 
and  another  moment  would  have  seen 
him  enfolded  in  the  terrible  coils,  there 
broke  over  his  unconscious  face  a  bright, 
happy  smile. 

There  came  a  sudden  crash  in  the 
thicket— a  loud,  sharp  hiss— a  dull  thud. 
Something  like  a  large  and  very  wet  top- 
boot  fell  down  upon  Harry's  face,  and  he 
awoke  to  find  a  boa-constrictor's  severed 
head  lying  on  his  chest,  its  headless  body 
flapping  and  writhing  close  beside  him, 
and  a  tall,  grim,  brigand-hke  Burman 
standing  over  him  knife  in  hand. 

"Thanks,  friend — vou  have  saved  my 
life,"  said  the  lad  in  his  best  Burmese,  as 
soon  as  he  could  collect  his  confused  ideas. 

"Thank  not  me,"  answered  the 
stranger,  fiercely,  "  for  I  had  meant  to 
slay  you  with  my  own  hand  !  " 


"Why?"  asked  Harry,  wonderingly. 
"  Have  I  ever  done  you  any  harm  ?  " 

"  You  are  English,  and  the  English  are 
the  mortal  foes  of  my  country  and  my 
people.  But  you  have  been  merciful,  and 
it  is  right  that  they  who  show  mercy 
should  receive  it.  It  is  said  among  my 
people  that  you  aided  a  helpless  leper, 
whose  very  touch  might  be  death,  and 
that  you  and  your  comrade  perilled  yoiir 
lives  to  save  a  drowning  infant  of  my 
race.  Yet  not  for  this  did  I  stay  my 
hand  from  striking  you,  but  because, 
even  now,  your  face  looked  like  the  face 
of  a  boy  who  was  very  dear  to  me,  and 
whom  I  shall  never  see  again." 

"Is  he  dead,  then?"  asked  Harry, 
pityingly ;  "  I'm  very  sorry  for  that  !  " 

"  He  died  in  the  front  of  the  battle,  ere 
he  was  as  old  as  j-ou  are,"  answered  the 
Bm-man,  in  a  tone  of  gloomy  pride,  "  even 
as  I  hope  to  die  myself!  " 

But  just  at  this  point  their  talk  was 
interrupted  by  the  ha,rsh  screech  of  the 
launch's  steana-whistle,  and  then  Alfred 
]\Iarston's  voice  was  heard  shouting  : 

"  Harry,  my  boy,  are  yon.  there  ?  " 

"Farewell!"  cried  the  Burman, 
hastily  ;  "  we  shall  meet  again !  " 


And,  with  a  spring  like  the  bound  of  a 
hunted  tiger,  he  vanished  into  the  thicket. 

"  Oh,  we  shall  meet  again,  shall  we  ?  " 
muttered  Harry,  looking  after  him  with  a 
meaning  grin.  "  Well,  I  thmk,  on  the 
whole,  I'd  just  as  soon  we  didn't !  " 

"Harry!  where  are  you?"  shouted 
Marston's  voice  again. 

"  Here  I  am — I'm  just  coming  !  " 
roared  Harry  in  reply,  as  he  unmoored 
his  boat  and  pushed  off  up  the  stream 
again. 

Our  hero's  story  was  soon  told,  to  the 
amazement  of  all  his  hearers,  and  the 
undisguised  envy  of  Fred  Milburn,  who 
was  heart-broken  at  having  missed  such 
a  splendid"  adventure."  But  Marston — 
who  had  listened  to  the  startling  tale 
with  a  deepening  air  of  very  unwonted 
agitation  upon  his  usually  calm  and  un- 
revealing  face — no  sooner  heard  Harry 
quote  the  Burman's  mention  of  the  boy 
who  had  been  so  dear  to  him,  and  who 
had  "  died  in  the  front  of  the  battle,"  than 
he  broke  forth  excitedly  : 

"  You  have  had  a  narrow  escape,  my 
boy ;  tliat  man  tvas  the  Tiger  Chief 
himself  !  " 

(To  be  continued.) 
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ASLEEP  !  "  said  the  lieutenant.  "Biit 
you  are  dreaming,  I  fancy,  my 
dear  doctor  !  What  sleep  could '  resist 
this  light,  or  the  noise  we  must  have 
made  in  coming  down,  and  the  shouts  we 
gave?" 

"  I  did  not  speak  of  a  natural  sleep," 
said  the  doctor  quietly.  "We  are,  I 
beheve,  in  the  presence  of  an  artificial 
sleep,  magnetic,  hypnotic,  or  whatever 
you  like  to  call  it.  Some  one  has  hypno- 
tised these  people  by  making  them  look 
at  that  sun,  which  is  quite  blinding.  I 
should  not  advise  you  to  look  at  it  too 
much,  if  you  do  not  wish  to  copy  our 
friends'  example.  There  have  been  some 
magnetic  passes  here,  too,  I  suspect ;  and 
as  I  took  a  deal  of  interest  in  magnetism 
in  my  youth,  I  will  try  my  hand  and 
awake  them  with  a  reversal.  If  I  do  not 
succeed,  we  shall  see  what  else  to  do." 

"  They  are  in  a  very  curious  state," 
said  the  lieutenant,  looking  anxiously  into 
the  faces  of  his  friends.  "  They  look  as 
though  they  were  in  ordinary  sleep.  The 
colour  is  in  repose,  the  expression  of  the 
features  is  calm,  the  breathing  equal  and 
gentle.  ^  If  it  had  not  been  for  the  things 
I  mentioned  just  now,  I  conld  have  sworn 
they  had  gone  to  sleep  for  their  own 
pleasure." 

"Wliat  makes  me  uneasy,"  said  Dr. 
Hardy,  "  is  that  I  do  not  know  who  has 
sent  them  to  sleep.  But  they  will  tell  us 
when  they  wake.  To  work  !  " 

And  placing  himself  in  front  of  the 
sleepers — without  knowing  it,  he  had 
taken  the  very  place  and  attitude  of  the 
magus — the  doctor  began  to  move  his 
hands  in  grand  gestures  and  incompre- 
hensible passes. 

He  worked  hard ;  the  veins  on  his  fore- 
head began  to  swell,  and  the  lieutenant 
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could  see  the  drops  of  perspiration 
gathering  and  falling.  At  the  end  of  ten 
minutes  there  was  still  no  result. 

Fixed  as  it  were  in  the  attitude  in 
which  the  sleep  had  surprised  them,  it 
would  have  been  easy  to  believe  that  the 
sleepers  had  passed  from  slumber  into 
death,  were  it  not  that  the  movement  of 
their  chests  and  the  colour  of  their  faces 
,  showed  that  life  still  animated  their  inert 
forms. 

The  lieutenant  did  not  move,  for  fear 
of  spoiling  the  experiment,  and  Hassan, 
standing  behind  him,  held  his  breath, 
and  looked  alternately  at  the  doctor  and 
his  "  subjects."  As  to  Professor  Hassel- 
fratz,  he  had  never  moved  after  he 
jumped  out  of  the  basket.  Motionless  at 
the  sight  of  the  jewelled  sun,  with  his 
eyes  fixed  and  himself  scarcely  breath- 
ing, it  seemed  as  though  he  also  had 
been  magnetised.  He  had  not  a  glance 
for  the  sleepers. 

Doctor  Hardy  continued  his  passes. 
At  last,  Catherine  siglied  gently.  Kais- 
ing  herself  a  little,  and  passing  her  hand 
across  her  forehead,  she  murmured  in  a 
troubled,  uncertain  voice, — 
"  Maurice  !  Leila  !  " 
Then  she  opened  her  eyes  and  looked 
aroimd  her  with  surprise. 

At  that  moment  her  brother  awoke. 
His  first  movement  was  to  try  to  get  to 
Catherine  ;  but  suddenly  his  eyes  fell  on 
Doctor  Hardy,  Guyon, 'Hasselfratz,  and 
Hassan.  His  friends  surrounded  him 
and  clasped  his  hands,  explaining  their 
presence  and  forcing  him  to  collect  his 
wandering  faculties.  Both  he  and  his 
sister  were  still  under  the  influence  of  the 
sleep,  and  could  hardly  collect  their  ideas. 
At  first  tliey  could  only  reply  to  the  ques- 
tions of  their  friends  in  confused  phrases. 


Suddenly,  little  Hassan  threw  himself  at 
Catherine's  feet,  and  with  a  great  gush  of 
tears,  exclaimed — 

"  Khanoum  !  Khanoum  !  Where  is 
Leila  ?  Where  is  the  master  ?  How  is 
it  we  find  you  here  without  Leila,  for  you 
i  went  away  together?  And  how  does  the 
I  Sahib,  who  came  with  the  Mobed,  find 
I  himself  here  without  him  ?  Where  are 
i  they?  Tell  me,  where  is  the  Grand 
I  Mobed  ?    Where  is  Leila  ?  " 

Catherine  again  passed  her  hand  across 
her  forehead,  making  a  visible  effort  to 
collect  her  thoughts. 

"But,"  she  murmured,  "Leila  Avas 
close  to  me  !  I  held  her  hand,  I  am  sure. 
And  the  magus,  do  you  remember, 
Maurice,  was  he  not  here  in  front  of  us  ? 
Oh,  he  looked  tall  and  sombre  and  strange 
against  the  screen  of  light !  As  I  looked 
I  thought  a  mist  rose  between  him  and 
my  eyes.  His  sleeves  floated  slowly,  long 
and  heavily— and  I  know  not  if  what  I 
saw  was  a  man,  or  a  bird  of  the  night,  or 
something  fantastic,  terrible,  a  nightmare 
I  saw  with  open  eyes.  And  Leila  was 
afraid  !  Y'es  !  I  remember  !  She  called 
out 'Grandfather!  Enough!  Stop! 'and 
I  remember  no  more." 

Doctor   Hardy  and   Guyon  listened 
attenti^'ely  to  what  she  said." 

"  Then  it  was  the  magus  who  sent  .you 
to  sleep  ?  "  asked  the  doctor,  continuing 
his  passes  over  Catherine's  forehead. 
"  Asleep  ?  "  said  brother  and  sister. 
"That  is  all  that  has  been  the  matter 
with  you — like  your  companion,"  Efiid  the 
doctor,  indicating  Gargaridi,  who  Ihv  full 
length  on  the  ground,  and  had  just  begun 
to  give  a  snore  and  groan  like  the  hum- 
ming of  an  enormous  top. 

The  sight  seemed  to  wake  Maui-ice 
completely.    He  stepped  up  to  his  ser- 
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vant,  and  bj'  shaking  him,  calling  him, 
and  dragging  him  by  the  arms,  succeeded 
in  setting  him  on  his  feet.  A  few  supple- 
mentary passes  from  Doctor  Hardy 
called  the  interesting  Aristomenes  back 
to  conscioiasness. 

His  first  words  were — ■ 

"  Give  me  a  drink." 

And  his  next, — 

"  I  could  eat  a  morsel  now !  A  man 
might  die  of  himger  in  this  place  !  " 

There  was  a  rush  to  satisfy  his  wishes, 
and  without  further  parley  he  began  to 
enjoy  his  breakfast  iaiinensely. 

The  doctor  made  Maurice  and  Catherine 
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swallow  a  few  drops  of  brandy  which  he 
had  brought  in  a  pocket  flask,  and  soon 
the  young  people  were  wide  awake  and 
able  to  understand  what  had  passed  over- 
head, the  arrival  of  their  friends,  and  to 
tell  for  themselves  what  a  concurrence  of 
circumstances  had  brought  them  into 
so  pitiful  a  condition.  The  same  conclu- 
sion occurred  to  all;  under  pretext  of 
making  them  lose  their  memory,  the 
magus  had  sent  them  to  sleep,  nnd  then, 
when  his  olijoct  was  obtained,  he^  had 
abandoned  them  and  carried  off  his 
unconscious  granddaughter. 

Catherine  could  not  restrain  her  tears 
at  the  thought  of  the  old  man's  treachery. 

"  Oh  !  my  poor  Leila  !  "  she  said, 
"  What  sorrow  for  her  if  the  magus  has 
really  done  this  ?    Let  us  run  to  console 


her,  to  tell  her  we  are  saved  !  Let  us  get 
out  of  here !  The  place  fills  me  with 
horror !  Be  quick,  gentlemen,  I  pray 
you  !  I  want  to  see  the  light  of  day  and 
to  be  able  to  comfort  my  poor  friend." 

"Certainly,  my  child,"  said  the  doctor. 
"  I  am  eager,  too,  to  get  you  out  of  this 
and  see  you  safe  and  sound  in  the  open 
air.  But  first,  ought  we  not  to  decide 
what  we  shall  do  with  this  treasure  ? 
There  are  jewels  there  of  inestimable 
value,"  and,  sinking  his  voice,  he  con- 
tinued, "  and  I  should  advise  you,  Maiirice, 
to  take  some  cai'e  to  keep  them  out  of  the 
sight  of  those  workmen  above.    There  is 


everything  to  fear  if  once  they  suspect 
what  this  place  conceals." 

"But  you  should  know,  my  dear 
friend,"  said  the  Heutenant,  "  that  the 
royal  firman  gives  you  the  exclusi^-e 
right  of  search,  but  on  the  express  con- 
dition that  vou  take  away  nothing— not 
a  pebble,  not  a  brick.  Certainly  not  a 
stone  of  that  sort,"  said  he,  pointing  to 
the  mystic  sun,  the  ardent  fires  of  which 
see;ued  to  live  and  throb  in  the  sanc- 
tuarv. 

"  The  fact  is,"  said  Maurice.  '■  that  it 
would  turn  the  heads  of  our  people. 
How  could  we  carry  it  to  the  King  of 
Kings  ?  I  confess  I  have  no  idea.  But 
I  am  afraid  it  would  be  a  difficult  task. 
His  Majesty  would  do  well,  I  think,  to 
I  send  us  a  regiment  or  two  to  escort  the 


jewels  to  Teheran.  And  we  may  think 
ourselves  lucky  if  the  armed  force  does 
not  begin  by  pillaging  the  coffers." 

"  Take  those  jewels  to  Teheran  !  "  sud- 
denly interrupted  the  professor  in  a  voice 
of  thunder.  "  Give  them  to  the  Shah  ? 
Ho  !  ho  !  not  at  all,  gentlemen,  not  at  all ! 
You  wiU  do  nothing  of  the  sort !  " 

"  And  who  will  hinder  us  ? "  said 
Maurice. 

"  I  will,  sir,"  replied  Hasselfi'atz,  strik- 
ing his  chest.  "  I,  who  discovered  this 
temple,  and  excavated  this  rotimda.  I, 
to  whom  the  world  is  indebted  for  this 
immense  discovery.  I  claim  the  jewels  as 
my  share  !  It  is  the  only  reward  I  want 
for  what  I  have  done.  I  leave  you  the 
rest !  " 

"  In  the  first  ]3lace,  sir,  I  would  have 
you  observe  that  it  is  I  who  discovered 
this  treasure  some  days  ago  in  company 
with  my  servant,  while  yon  were  engaged 
overhead  digging  trenches  on  my  ground 
with  the  workmen  you  stole  from  me. 
Next,  I  would  remind  you  that  we  are  in 
Persia,  where  the  government  does  not 
permit  us  to  carry  away  anything  we 
find,  and  consequently  we  miist  give  up 
the  treasm-e  to  the  rightful  owners.  Some 
one  more  competent  than  I  am  must 
decide  whether  it  should  be  given  to  the 
Shah,  who  governs  the  country,  or  to  the 
Guebres,  whose  ancestors  buried  it  here." 

The  professor  gave  a  yeU  of  anger. 

"  What !  "  he  exclaimed.  "  Indeed,  my 
good  sir  !  And  you  think,  young  whipper- 
snapper,  that  I,  Hans  Hasselfratz,  I,  a 
member  of  a  score  of  learned  societies,  I, 
covered  with  titles  and  honours,  am  to 
allow  myself  to  be  checkmated  by  a  mere 
prig  like  you  ?  Ah  !  ah  !  We  will  see, 
sir,  we  will  see  !  " 

And  in  a  fiu-y  he  turned  towards  the 
altar. 

"  Take  care,  sir,"  said  Maurice,  quietly, 
"  I  warn  you  that  I  will  not  suffer  you  to 
take  away  a  single  stone.  I  take  these 
gentlemen  to  witness.  I  discovered  this 
altar  before  you,  with  my  servant  Gar- 
garidi.  The  magus  Goucha  Nichin,  who 
was  here  a  moment  ago,  can  testify  to  the 
same  fact.  The  treasure  is  not  yoiirs,  and 
if  you  touch  it  you  wiU  repent  it." 

"  We  will  see  about  that,"  said  Hassel- 
fratz. 

And  he  ran  up  to  the  altar  steps.  But 
at  the  same  moment  the  valorous  Aristo- 
menes, incapable  of  restraining  himself 
any  longer,  rushed  after  the  professor, 
threw  his  arms  around  him,  and  with 
hands,  head,  and  feet  all  at  work,  dragged 
him  back.  The  oculist  was  staggered  by 
this  unexpected  attack,  but  caught  firm 
hold  of  the  edge  of  the  coffer  and  kicked 
out  vigorously  behind  at  his  assailant. 
Gargaridi  would  not  let  go,  and  shoiited 
with  rage.  In  a  moment  it  looked  as 
though  both  of  them  would  roll  over  at 
the  foot  of  the  altar.  But  suddenly,  by  a 
violent  effort,  Hasselfratz  got  fi-ee,  butted 
Gargaridi  full  in  the  stomach,  and  sent 
him  fiymg  to  the  ground,  taking  with  him 
in  his  grip  the  two  tails  of  the  professorial 
coat. 

The  triumphant  Hasselfratz  seized  with 
both  hands  the  gold  rod  which  supported 
the  sun  of  jewels,  and  tried  to  tear  it 
from  the  casket. 

At  that  moment  came  a  clap  as  of 
thunder :  a  fearful  uproar  filled  the  vault ; 
and,  before  any  of  the  spectators  of  the 
scene  could  make  a  move,  a  gaping  chasm 


A  gaping  chasm  opened  beneath  the  steps. 
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opened  beneath  the  steps,  and  coffer,  sun, 
professor,  and  altar  were  in  an  instant 
swallowed  up,  while  the  walls  and  pillars 
of  the  galleries  trembled  and  cracked  and 
split  as  if  in  an  earthquake. 
The  spectators  had  just  time  to  scramble 


into  the  basket,  carrying  Catherine,  who 
had  fainted  with  horror.  As  they  were 
drawn  aloft,  the  ground  beneath  was 
filled  with  a  tumult  of  crashing  and 
crumbling,  and  in  the  chasm  that  had 
opened  they  could  hear  the  roar  of  water, 


the  dashing  of  the  waves  of  a  subterranean 
river,  which  had  for  ever  swept  away  the 
professor  and  the  sun  of  jewels  into  the 
interior  of  the  earth. 

{To  he  continued.) 


THE  COMEDY  OF  ST.  VESPEH'S, 


Ey  a.  G.  Muneo,  B.A.,  City  of  London  School, 

Author  of  "  The  Trurjedij  of  St.  Vesper's,"  etc. 


"TTastings,  old  man,  you're  in  for  a  hcking 

-D-    this  afternoon." 

But  the  captain  of  the  St.  Vesper's  cricket 
club  heeded  not  Howard's  remark,  and 
slammed  his  study  door  in  the  speaker's  face. 

"Bother  that  fellow  Howard,"  said 
Hastings,  as  soon  as  he  was  alone  and  free 
to  give  vent  to  his  pent-up  feelings,  "  he'd 
only  whistle  if  St.  Vesper's  itself  was  on 
fire." 

"But  what's  more,"  mused  the  captain, 
stroking  an  embryo  moustache,  "  it's  really 
too  bad  of  Philpot  to  detain  a  fellow  for  Latin 
prose  just  on  the  day  of  all  the  cricket  season. 
I  wonder  now  if  I  ought  to  appeal  to  the 
Doctor." 

But  such  a  course  was  contrary  to  all  pre- 
cedent at  St.  Vesper's,  where  boys  and  masters 
had  from  time  immemorial  been  on  the  best  of 
terms. 

Stanleigh,  now  in  the  fifth  form,  had  been 
chosen  to  play  for  the  school  team  versus  the 
County  club  and  ground,  a  fixture  in  which 
two  or  three  members  of  the  County  eleven 
were  expected  to  take  part ;  but  though  the 
boy  had  developed,  since  we  last  saw  him, 
into  a  slow  left-arm  bowler  with  a  big  break, 
he  was  still  the  Stanleigh  of  old,  and  it  was 
only  because  an  unusual  number  of  the  sixth 
had  gone  up  last  year  to  the  Universities  that 
he  got  into  the  fifth  form  at  all.  He  had 
that  morning  made  sad  havoc  with  bis  Latin 
prose,  so  that  Mr.  Philpot  had  ordered  ln"m 
to  remain  in  bounds  for  the  afternoon  and— 
liinc  iU<e  lachrymce. 

And  here  a  word  about  Mr.  Philpot,  who 
had  succeeded  Mr.  Moulter  at  St.  Vesper's. 

Mr.  Philpot  had  vacated  his  fellowship  at 
Oxford  in  order  to  take  the  mastership  of  the 
fifth  form.  At  Oxford  he  had  carried  every- 
thing before  him  in  the  schools,  but  had 
never  gone  in  for  athletics.  Consequently 
he  could  not  sympathise  with  the  exuberant 
athletic  proclivities  of  the  boys,  was  all  for 
routine  and  exercises  done  up  to  date,  on  no 
account  accepting  anexcuse— howeverreason- 
able— and  was  therefore,  if  not  disliked,  at 
any  rate  unpopular.  A  slightly  pedagogic 
manner,  not  uncommon  with  very  able  Oxford 
and  Cambridge  scholars  who  do  not  appreciate 
cricket  and  athletics  generally,  by  no  means 
increased  the  esteem  with  which  the  boys  re- 
garded him. 

But  Mr.  Philpot  was  not  really  a  bad  sort. 
A  brilliant  scholar  and  accomplished  gentle- 
man, all  he  needed  was  a  little  more  sym- 
pathy and  general  comprehension  of  boyhood. 
Had  he  come  down  to  the  nets  once  or  twice 
a  week  like  most  of  the  other  St.  Vesper 
masters  did,  he  would  have  been  as  popular 
as  the  rest  of  them. 

But  on  the  afternoon  of  the  great  match 
versus  the  County  club  and  ground  the 
fellows  felt  very  sore  against  Mr.  Philpot. 
Hastings,  Boyle,  and  the  rest  of  them  were 
rooted  and  grounded  in  loyalty  to  the 
Head  Master  and  all  his  colleagues  ;  but  that 
loyalty,  be  it  remembered,  was  founded  on 
the  wisdom  with  which  the  "teachers,  spiri- 
tual pastors  and  masters"  of  St.  Vesper's 


managed  the  boys,  and  this  afternoon  all  the 
cricket  eleven— or  ten  rather — set  about 
packing  up  flannels,  pads,  and  stumps  like  the 
sore-eared  bruin  of  fable. 

No  creatures  on  the  face  of  this  earth  are 
trained  to  a  keener  sense  of  justice  than  boys 
in  our  great  public  schools,  and  the  detention 
of  Stanleigh,  their  crack  left-arm  bowler,  on 
whom  Hastings  was  almost  relying  to  pull 
off  the  match,  went  sorely  against  the  grain. 
It  was,  let  us  confess  it,  a  mistake.  To  spoil 
the  chance  of  winning  the  important  fixture 
of  the  year,  merely  on  account  of  Stanleigh's 
Latin  prose,  was  neither  just  nor  wise.  The 
Head  Master  was  known  to  express  subse- 
quent grave  disapproval,  but  this  was  in 
private,  and  consequently  behind  the  scenes 
of  the  present  story. 

However,  to  return  to  the  course  of  events. 
The  early  midday  lunch  was  over,  the 
waggonette  and  four  had  borne  away  the 
cricket  eleven  to  the  county  town,  whither 
the  Head  Master  and  his  wife  had  followed 
in  a  landau;  all  the  other  fellows  had 
straggled  off  in  twos  and  threes  on  foot,  and, 
save  for  the  presence  of  four  boys  who  were 
detained  on  account  of  failing  in  the  morn- 
ing's lessons  or  otherwise,  the  classic  shades 
and  antique  towers  of  St.  Vesper's  were 
wrapped  in  afternoon  silence.  Besides 
Stanleigh,  two  other  fellows.  Fosse  and 
Carter,  were  also  prisoners,  as  well  as  a  boy 
low  down  in  the  school  called  Gummer,  who 
was  classed  both  by  masters  and  boys  as  a 
regular  duffer. 

"  Hello,  Tommy  Fosse,  you  here  too  !  " 
said  Carter,  as  Stanleigh  and  the  former  boy 
emerged  from  the  dining  hall  into  the  quad- 
rangle, "  what's  gone  wrong  to-day  ?  " 

"  Caught  designing  a  profile  of  the  Doctor 
during  Konian  History  by  Old  Mortimer  and 
refused  a  permit  for  the  cricket  match,"  said 
Tommy ;  "  but  what's  been  your  little  game, 
Mr.  Billy  Carter  ?  " 

"  Cooing  whilst  Giles  was  nearly  tearing 
off  his  ilails  in  a  rage  because  the  fellows 
didn't  know  their  Euclid,"  replied  Carter. 

And  here  be  it  observed,  for  the  benefit  of 
those  who  are  ignorant  of  the  offence  for 
which  Carter  had  forfeited  his  afternoon's 
liberty,  that  it  is  a  kind  of  misconduct  not 
at  all  unfamiliar  to  classes  in  large  public 
schools. 

You,  general  reader,  may  not  understand 
it,  but  your  youthful  acquaintances  Tommy 
Fosse  and  Carter,  with  countenances  sweet 
with  the  cherubic  innocence  of  Paradise 
itself  thrice  beatifically  personified,  had 
many  a  time  caused  their  preceptors  Messrs. 
Giles  and  Mortimer  to  look  round  the  room, 
at  windows,  ceiling,  floor,  door,  desks,  boys 
and  everything,  in  wonder  whether  their 
aural  faculties  were  impaired,  or  if  the  gentle 
sound  which  from  time  to  time  divided 
allegiance  with  Cjesar  or  Euclid  might 
not  be  wafted  from  some  jiurer  and  more 
celestial  sphere. 

Whether  it  were  to  coo  like  a  pigeon  or 
turtle-dove,  hum  like  a  bee,  chirp  after  the 
manner  of  a  cricket,  or  execute  some  popular 


air  in  semi-audible  strains,  in  all  these  arts 
both  Fosse  and  Carter  were  adepts. 

The  guileless  simplicity  on  Tommy  Fosse's 
face  when  the  magic  sounds  suddenly  ceased, 
and  the  corresponding  curious  innocence  on 
the  faces  of  the  other  thirty-nine  boys  in 
the  class  as  their  wistful  eyes  followed  the 
orbs  of  Mr.  Giles  slowly  round  every  region 
of  the  room  whence  earthly  music  might 
originate,  was  a  powerful  argument  in  favour 
of  the  original  depravity  of  man. 

But  that  morning  Carter  had  overshot 
the  mark.  In  the  middle  of  the  performance, 
Mr.  Giles  suddenly  ceased  raging  about  x  y 
and  the  cooing  of  the  pigeon  broke  on  the 
silence  of  the  morning.  After  examining 
every  nook  of  Carter's  desk  to  bring  to  light 
that  young  gentleman's  live  stock,  and 
finding  nothing  worthy  of  the  name,  a  gleam 
of  intelligence  illuminated  the  master's 
features. 

"  Was  it  you  ?  "  said  Mr.  Giles,  transfixing 
the  boy. 

Now  Carter  was  a  truthful  boy  and  owned 
up.  He  lost  that  afternoon's  liberty,  and 
awoke  to  the  conviction  that  he  must  coo 
nor  hum  no  more  until  advanced  to  a 
higher  class. 

Tommy  Fosse  was  confined  to  school 
bounds,  as  has  been  said,  for  making  the 
terrible  features  of  the  D  actor  a  ground-work 
for  one  of  his  many  efforts  at  fine  art. 

The  caricature  included  gold  spectacles, 
white  cravat,  stock,  D.D.  hood,  and  all  other 
emblems  of  the  great  man's  dignity,  and 
Mr.  Blortimer  expected  in  his  horror  at  the 
discovery  that  the  walls  of  the  old  school 
would  tumble  into  ruins.  He  put  the  draw- 
ing into  his  pocket,  and  determined  to  show 
it  to  the  Head  Master  as  the  latter  left  big 
school  at  noon  for  his  private  residence,  but 
on  approaching  his  chief  wisely  thought  twice 
what  he  was  doing,  assented  to  the  Doctor's 
incontrovertible  declaration  that  it  was  a  fine 
day,  and  passed  on  to  the  common  room. 

Tommy  Fosse,  by  the  way,  is  now  a  fa- 
mous engineer  out  in  India.  His  architec- 
tural powers  also  are  considerable.  He  can 
design  almost  anything — from  a  man-of-war 
to  a  church-steeple — in  fact,  he  can,  like  the 
famous  Pecksniff,  construct  the  latter  fabric 
by  squinting  at  a  sheet  of  foolscap.  It  is,  in 
a  great  measure,  owing  to  the  boy's  wonder- 
ful faculties  for  contriving,  designing,  and 
planning,  that  the  "  Comedy  of  St.  Vesper's  " 
comes  to  be  recorded  in  the  annals  of  the 
school. 

The  afternoon  was,  as  the  Head  Master 
said  to  Mr.  Mortimer,  fine,  but  that  rather 
added  to  the  painful  sentiments  caused  by 
being  limited  to  school  bounds.  Like  the 
little  victims  immortalised  by  Gray,  the  boys 
felt  the  limits  of  their  little  reign  horribly  cir- 
cumscribed on  this  public  holiday,  and  they 
would  gladly  have  set  about  "exploring  un- 
known dangers."  But  the  prohibition  was 
definite,  and  not  to  be  disregarded. 

At  any  rate,  they  might  walk  as  far  as  the 
stile  on  the  other  side  of  the  playing  fields, 
and  have  a  look  into  Eoger's  garden.  Roger 
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inliabited  the  white  cottage  adjoining  the 
dairy  which  supphed  the  school  with  butter 
and  milk,  and  a  kind  of  half-witted  brother  of 
Eoger,  Old  Sam  by  name,  was  generally  either 
pottering  about  in  the  little  garden  or  milk- 
ing the  cows.  Eoger's  wife  kept  a  small 
sweet-shop,  patronised  by  the  boys,  so  that 
they  were  constantly  passing  over  the  stile 
during  play  hours.  Two  lanes  met  close  to 
the  stile,  from  both  of  wliich  was  a  good 
view  into  the  garden,  one  leading  from 
St.  Vesper's  into  the  main  road,  the  other  a 
private  approach  to  the  Vicarage. 

"  Why,  Stanleigh,  how  is  it  you  are  not 
at  the  match  this  afternoon  ?  Detained  ? 
Why,  surely  not  to-day !  "  exclaimed  Mr. 
Norman — for  it  was  he— in  surprise.  "  And 
you,  too.  Fosse  and  Carter.  Well,  this  is 
quite  a  public  calamity  in  your  case,  Stan- 
leigh, as  I  had  put  you  down  as  safe  for  six 
wickets  at  least.  The  county  ground  is  just 
the  thing  for  your  left-arm  break  after  last 
week's  rain." 

Mr.  Norman  hurried  on  to  make  a  call  at 
the  Vicarage,  and  whatever  his  musings 
might  have  been  as  he  entered  the  Vicar's 
gates,  they  were  the  reverse  of  complimen- 
tary to  his  colleague,  Mr.  Philpot. 

''A  regular  stunner!"  exclaimed  Tommy 
Fosse  after  a  minute's  pause,  to  which  re- 
mark Stanleigh  and  Carter  gave  assent,  whilst 
Gummer  looked,  as  usual,  transfixed  in  space. 

Carter  had  coo'd  and  hummed,  and  Tommy 
Fosse  drawn  caricatures  during  the  first  week 
in  Mr.  Norman's  class  ;  but  somehow  they 
had  got  on  much  better  with  their  work 
there  than  they  did  under  their  present 
masters.  On  the  first  morning  the  popular 
master  pounced  upon  Tommy  engaged  in  a 
striking  facsimile  of  his  own  teacher's 
physiognomy,  including  even  the  eye-glass. 
The  boy  expected  terrible  retribution,  but 
Mr.  Norman  merely  laughed  and  put  the 
portrait  as  a  relic  into  his  pocket-book, 
where  it  now  lies,  a  valued  memento  of  a 
famous  engineer,  to  whom  he  means  to  show 
it  some  day. 

But  young  Fosse  was  the  son  of  a  good  old 
English  gentleman  and  a  baronet,  so  that, 
like  Carter,  he  was  not  only  truthful,  but 
recognised  the  motto  Noblesse  oblige;  and 
since  Mr.  Norman  had  treated  him  so  leniently, 
he  not  only  forswore  caricatures  for  a  term, 
but  passed  on  the  signal  for  good  behaviour 
to  his  friend  Carter.  The  other  masters 
could  not  for  the  life  of  them  comprehend 
how  Mr.  Norman's  class,  containing  two  such 
reprobates  as  Tommy  Fosse  and  Billy  Carter, 
gained  more  good  conduct  half-holidays  that 
term  than  any  other  form  in  the  school. 

"  Come  on,  Stan ;  let's  draw  Old  Sam," 
cried  Carter,  jumping  over  the  style. 

Old  Sam  was  at  that  moment  weeding  a 
bed  of  radishes  in  his  brother  Koger's  garden. 

Eoger's  half-witted  brother  was  a  common 
object  of  charity  with  the  Vicar's  wife  and 
the  masters  at  St.  Vesper's,  and  a  most  un- 
grateful object  withal. 

If  the  Vicar's  cook  brought  him  out  a  bit 
of  hot  mutton  from  the  family  joint,  Old 
Sam  merely  grunted  out  that  "  he'd  'oped  as 
it  ud  been  a  bit  o'  pork,"  or  something  to  a 
similar  effect. 

The  boys  at  the  great  school  during  one  of 
his  rheumatic  bouts,  in  a  sudden  burst  of 
charity,  subscribed  nineteen  shillings  and  ten 
pence  halfpenny  for  his  benefit.  Old  Sam's 
only  thanks  consisted  of  a  regret  that  they 
hadn't  made  it  a  pound  ! 

The  passer-by  that  glorious  June  afternoon 
might  have  noticed  that  close  beside  the  spot 
where  Old  Sam  was  weeding  stood  a  scare- 
crow. A  very  striking  object  was  that  scare- 
crow. It  was  almost  as  much  so  as  the 
rheumatic  horticulturist  himself.  There 
was  a  solidity  so  to  speak,  a  material  well- 
being  about  that  scare-crow  both  as  regards 


limb-formation  and  the  profuse  supply  of 
tattered  haberdashery  with  which  the  almost 
human  formation  was  bedecked,  which  dis- 
tinguished it  from  all  other  scare-crows  in 
the  parish.  Strangers  were  rare  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  St.  Vesper's,  but  many  parents 
of  the  boys  had  put  on  their  spectacles  as 
they  drove  by  on  the  main  road  specially  to 
see  whether  their  eyes  had  not  deceived  them 
after  all. 

Now  Tommy  Fosse  had  seen  that  scare- 
crow many  a  time,  but  probably  because  he 
had  never  yet  brought  fully  to  bear  on  it 
that  inventive  faculty  and  wondrous  power 
of  imagination  for  which  he  was  so  renowned, 
the  scope  for  the  exercise  of  his  talents  on 
the  effigy  had  always  escaped  his  notice. 

Whilst  Stanleigh  and  Carter  were  soothing 
their  vexation  at  being  forbidden  the  cricket 
match.  Tommy  Fosse  had  already  discovered 
source  of  ample  compensation  for  his  suffer- 
ings. There  was  balm  for  Tommy,  and 
Eoger's  scare-crow  was  the  source  from  which 
it  flowed.  The  boy's  face  as  he  examined 
his  new-found  treasure,  now  adjusting  the 
folds  of  the  old  clerical  coat,  which  had  done 
triple  duty,  first  for  the  Vicar,  secondly  for 
Old  Sam,  and  thirdly  and  lastly  for  the  scare- 
crow, now  shifting  one  leg  a  trifle,  then  an 
arm,  was  a  perfect  study.  Stanleigh  and 
Carter  were  engrossed  with  Old  Sam,  and  the 
only  eyes  watching  Fosse  were  those  of 
Gummer,  who  was  gradually  opening  them 
so  wide  that  they  resembled  two  small 
moons. 

"Got  any  'rhino,'  Stan?"  said  Carter, 
tired  of  Old  Sam's  selfish  grumbling  and 
nodding  towards  Mrs.  Eoger's  sweet-shop. 

But  Stanleigh's  thoughts  were  just  then 
travelling  to  the  county  ground. 

"Got  any  shekels  about  you,  Stan— don't 
you  hear  ?  "  persisted  Carter  the  irrepressible. 

"I  wonder  if  the  first  innings  is  over!" 
Stanleigh  replied  vacantly,  his  absent  mind 
still  dwelling  on  the  severity  of  Mr.  Philpot. 

"  Got  any  .  .  .  why,  what  on  earth  is  up 
with  old  Gummer?"  went  on  Carter,  catching 
sight  of  Gummer's  full  moons  just  then 
gauged  to  the  very  furthest  extent  of  in- 
credulity. "  Gummer,  what  are  you  looking 
at,  you  staring  mooncalf  ?  " 

"  Mr.  Philpot,"  was  the  reply. 

The  mention  of  Mr.  Philpot  roused  the 
attention  of  the  other  two  boys,  whose  eyes, 
after  travelling  along  the  two  lanes  surround- 
ing Eoger's  garden,  finally  came  to  a  thunder- 
struck pause  at  sight  of  the  scare-crow. 

Poor  Gummer  probably  believed  he  was 
speaking  the  truth,  so  wondrous  a  transfor- 
mation had  Fosse's  handiwork  effected.  The 
old  cabbage  stalks  tucked  under  the  effigy's 
left  arm  in  place  of  the  ponderous  authors 
commonly  resting  bent  ath  that  portion  of  the 
fifth-form  master's  anatomy,  made  the  like- 
ness complete. 

Mrs.  Fortescue,  the  Vicar's  wife,  who  was 
short-sighted  and  returning  from  her  parish 
rounds,  caught  the  word  "Philpot,"  and 
noticing  the  boys  in  the  garden  forgot  the 
scare-crow  and  thought  it  was  none  other 
than  he. 

Mr.  Norman,  who,  returning  from  the 
Vicarage,  was  coming  down  the  lane  on  the 
other  side  of  the  privet  hedge,  actually  took  oft' 
his  eye-glass  three  times  to  give  it  a  good  rub 
before  convincing  himself  that  his  colleague 
was  not  in  the  flesh  before  him. 

"  Now  for  the-  fun  of  the  fair,  boys." 
shouted  Tommy  Fosse,  unconscious  that  the 
eyes  of  two  spectators  were  on  him  ;  "  you've 
had  your  turn  as  a  master,  Mr.  Philpot, 
and  a  pretty  good  turn  too  ;  it's  only  fair 
that  we  take  our  innings  also ;  just  for  a 
change,  you  know,"  spoke  out  the  boy, 
mimicking  the  master's  tones. 

"  What  on  earth's  your  game  now  ?  "  said 
Carter. 


"  Going  to  give  Philpot  a  licking,"  sang  out 
Tommy  Fosse. 

Mr.  Norman  hereupon  did  his  best  not  to 
burst  out  laughing  ;  and  Mrs.  Fortescue,  her 
wits  somewhat  at  sea,  pricked  up  her  ears. 

■•  Come  on,  Stan,  the  entertainment  is  pro- 
vided for  your  special  benefit.  Here,  Philpot, 
rii^ht  form  company — so— now  that  will  do 
nicely,"  and  by  the  time  the  boys  drew  near, 
I'osse  had  provided  himself  with  a  stalwart 
cabbage  stalk  and  was  preparing  for  action. 

Mr.  Norman  wouldn't  have  missed  it  for 
the  world. 

"  Now  Mr.  Philpot,  sir,  this  is  the  third 
time.  Your  Latin  prose  on  Monday  was  dis- 
tinctly bad,  yes,  distinctly  bad  ;  yesterday  it 
was  worse  ;  and  to-day  it  is  execrable.  Natural 
ignorance  we  masters  can  and  will  tolerate, 
but  luilfid  indolence,  Mr.  Phil— pot,  no 
ne — ver."  And  with  the  last  syllable  the 
cabbage  stalk  came  down  with  such  a  blow 
on  the  poor  scare-crow  as  nearly  to  shiver  it 
into  atoms. 

The  Vicar's  wife  began  to  think  something 
was  amiss. 

"  Now,  Billy  Carter,  your  turn  next ;  will 
you  have  a  go  in  ?  " 

"Bather,"  said  Carter  shouldering  the 
cabbage  stalk  and  presenting  arms. 

Carter  dispensed  with  a  preliminary  ora- 
tion, and  working  the  improvised  cane  in 
and  out  to  secure  full  leverage,  took  his 
turn. 

"  Oh,  wasn't  it  good  ?  "  was  all  Carter  said 
as  he  handed  the  cabbage  stalk  to  Stan- 
leigh. 

Poor  Mr.  Norman  had  to  hold  his  sides  to 
prevent  an  explosion. 

"  Yes,  Stan,  that's  right ;  take  a  good 
volley,  you're  the  principal  sufferer,"  cried 
Tommy  Fosse,  as  the  first  eleven  boy,  really 
enjoying  what  seemed  innocent  fun,  assumed 
the  aggressive.  Stanleigh  gave  such  a 
resounding  whack,  that  the  tottering  effigy 
collapsed  with  a  crack  in  its  backbone,  and 
the  cabbage  stalk  flying  off  at  a  tangent 
caught  Carter  in  the  eye,  so  that  the  boy 
yelled  out  "  Murder  !  murder  !  " 

The  Vicar's  wife  for  the  first  time  for 
twenty  years  broke  into  a  sudden  trot,  and 
would  have  run  right  into  the  arms  of  Mr. 
Norman  behind  the  privet  hedge,  had  not  that 
gentleman  suddenly  collapsed  on  the  grassy 
bank  in  a  fit  of  uncontrollable  laughter. 

"  I  say,  Hastings,  some  of  these  fellows  are 
sayiiigthat  Mr.Philpot'sbeenhalf  murdered," 
said  Howard,  as  the  waggonette  drew  up  in 
front  of  the  Norman  archway. 

"A  good  job,  too,"  began  the  captain, 
thinking  Howard  was  trying  a  joke.  "  Here, 
Oliver,  catch  hold  of  these  bags." 

Hastings  was  in  no  enviable  frame  of 
mind.  County  club  and  ground  had  won  the 
match.  With  only  three  wickets  to  go  down 
they  still  wanted  forty  runs  to  win,  but 
Hastings  and  Boyle  bowled  throughout  the 
innings,  and  at  this  juncture  the  latter  got 
oft'  the  spot,  so  for  want  of  Stanleigh's  break- 
backs the  school  had  lost  by  one  run. 

That  thunder  was  in  the  air  was  evident. 
The  fellows  were  gathered  in  groups  making 
all  sorts  of  surmises.  The  Vicar  was  waiting 
for  the  Head  Master  when  the  latter  returned, 
and  for  the  last  quarter  of  an  hour  the  two 
had  been  closeted  together. 

Whatever  the  Vicar's  wife  had  reported  at 
the  Vicarage  we  cannot  say,  but  coupled  with 
the  advent  of  the  Vicar  and  a  notice  posted 
at  the  chapel  door  ordering  all  the  fellows 
into  big  school  immediately  after  tea,  a  gene- 
ral sense  of  discomfort  prevailed. 

The  Doctor  himself  was  at  his  desk  as  the 
boys  filed  in,  and  a  cloud  on  the  great  man's 
brow  predicted  the  coming  storm.  The  very 
words  that  fell  from  the  Head  Master's  lips 
added  emphasis  to  the  dire  omen. 

"  Springer,  pick  up  that  piece  of  paper  !  " 
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The  words  were  mostly  monosyllabic,  but 
it  is  a  curious  fact  that  the  Head  Master  of 
St.  Vesper's  never  dispensed  judgment  in 
more  terrific  form  than  after  making  use 
of  this  simple  formula. 

He  is  not  the  only  eminent  head  master  of 
the  century  from  whose  lips  the  words  have 
indicated  a  torrent  of  coming  wrath. 

Then  came  the  awful  truth.  Several  boys 
whose  names  the  Doctor  would  not  condescend 
to  mention  had,  in  order  to  gratify  the  petty 
meanness  of  their  malice,  used  violence 
against  the  person  of  one  of  his  colleagues. 
The  Vicar's  wife  had  witnessed  the  dastardly 
attack  in  Eoger's  garden.  Expulsion  and 
disgrace  were  the  inevitable  consequences, 
and  there  remained  nothing  but  publicly  to 
ask  the  offenders  if  they  had  any  plea  of 
justification  before  expunging  their  names 
from  the  school  roll. 

Poor  Tommy  Fosse  and  Billy  Carter,  being 
summoned  first,  trembled  with  fright,  and, 
cowering  before  the  angry  Doctor,  said  not  a 
■word  and  were  formally  expelled.  Stanleigh's 
name  was  next  called,  and  amid  the  death- 
like silence  the  old  clock  sounded  a  solemn 
tick  tick  to  the  awe-struck  boys.  Nobody 
expected  that  Stanleigh  would  have  a  word 
to  say  in  self-defence. 

But  they  were,  nevertheless,  mistaken. 

"Please,  sir,"  humbly  suggested  the  fifth 
form  boy,  strong  in  conviction  of  his  innocence. 

Stanleigh's  protest  may  seem  mild  enough 
on  paper,  but,  as  all  schoolboys  know,  the 
immortal  "  please,  sir"  may  be,  on  occasion, 
uttered  with  tremendous  significance. 

"  Well  then,  quick  about  it ;  what  is  it 
mow?"  menaced  the  furious  Head  Master. 


"  Please,  sir,  wouldn't  it  be  as  well  to  hear 
what  Mr.  Philpot  says?"  replied  the  poor 
boy,  though  in  a  fright  at  what  the  possible 
consequence  of  this  suggestion  might  be. 

"Mr.  Philpot,  sir,"  said  the  Doctor;  and 
then  paused,  "  well,  yes,  if  he  feels  strong 
enough  to  be  present."  It  suddenly  struck 
the  Head  Master  as  curious  that  he  had  not 
taken  this  course  already,  and  the  furious 
white  heat  of  passion  somewhat  abated. 

Strangely  enough,  Mr.  Philpot  himself  at 
that  moment  entered  the  big  school,  and 
seeing  himself  the  cynosure  of  three  hundred 
pair  of  eyes  looked  round  in  perplexity. 
Whatever  could  the  Doctor  be  doing  in  big 
school  at  preparation,  and  after  a  cricket 
match,  too  ?  But  Mr.  Philpot  only  wanted 
a  Greek  Lexicon,  and  was  withdrawing  when 
he  heard  his  name  suddenly  and  solemnly 
uttered  by  his  chief. 

What  fate  might  have  had  in  store  for 
Stanleigh  and  his  friends  had  the  conference 
desired  by  the  Head  Master  only  transpired 
before  all  the  school  is  for  those  boys  still 
a  constant  source  of  mystery. 

Fortunately,  at  that  moment  Mr.  Norman 
made  his  appearance  in  big  school.  Mr. 
Norman's  appearance  was,  however,  the  re- 
verse of  accidental. 

Although  enjoying  the  afternoon's  sport 
immensely,  he  knew  the  strong  probability 
that  the  visit  of  the  Vicar  might  be  fraught 
with  awkward  consequences  for  the  boys 
unless  the  Doctor  had  heard  the  real  facts 
of  the  case,  and  the  good-hearted  master  had 
been  waiting  in  the  school  porch  for  some 
minutes,  intending  to  enter  as  soon  as  the 
Head  Master  had  cooled  down.  Stanleigh's 


request  was  the  opportunity  he  waited,  and 
before  Mr.  Philpot  understood  that  his  pre- 
sence in  the  school  was  longer  necessary, 
Mr.  Norman  was  whispering  some  explana- 
tory words  into  the  great  man's  ears. 

Whatever  could  those  words  be  ?  So  mar- 
vellous was  their  effect  that  the  Head  Master 
bent  down  his  ears  to  make  sure  he  heard 
aright,  and  then  looked  strangely  mollified. 
Finally,  for  once  in  the  annals  of  the  school, 
his  face  broke  out  into  a  broad  smile,  so  that 
most  of  the  fellows  thought  it  safe  to  follow 
suit,  and  so  contagious  is  the  effect  of  ex- 
ample that,  v/ithout  knowing  why  or  where- 
fore, big  school  was  soon  a  mass  of  smiles. 

But  the  Head  Master  of  St.  Ve.sper's  was 
unable  to  tolerate  such  outward  signs  of 
mirth  in  his  presence.  He  was  equal  to  the 
occasion. 

"  Springer,  pick  up  that  bit  of  paper," 
said  the  Doctor,  pillorying  up  his  dignified 
head  above  the  white  choker,  and  silence 
once  more  reigned  supreme. 

Stanleigh  and  the  others  were  forgiven, 
though,  singularly  enough,  no  one  ever 
thought  of  Gummer  in  the  matter. 

Since  the  enactment  of  the  comedy  of 
St.  Vesper's,  Mr.  Philpot  made  great  advances 
in  popularity.  He  came  down  to  the  nets 
once  or  twice  during  the  remainder  of  the 
cricket  season,  though  without  joining  in  the 
games.  The  belief  was  that  Mr.  Norman 
gave  his  colleague  a  vivid  description  of  his 
chastisement  in  Koger's  garden,  and  that 
Mr.  Philpot,  on  thinking  it  quietly  over, 
came  to  the  conclusion  that  to  keep  in  the 
best  bowler  during  a  public  school  cricket 
match  was  a  mistake. 


MY  EXPERIENCES  AS  A  THOUGHT-READER. 


IGAIMED  considerable  notoriety,  in  one 
portion  of  the  British  Empire,  as  a 
•thought-reader  some  years  ago.  It  originated 
in  this  way. 

One  evening  late  in  the  autumn,  we  sat 
round  the  fire  talking  very  seriously  about 
the  wonderful  things  that  Mr.  Irving  Bishop 
was  reported  to  have  done.  We  had  been  for 
a  long  walk  across  country,  and  the  same  thing 
formed  the  chief  topic  of  conversation  during 
our  walk  and  continued  whilst  we  made  a  suc- 
cessful attack  upon  what  is  generally  known 
as  a  "  high-tea."  And  then  we  drew  our  chairs 
near  the  fire,  and,  as  I  have  just  said,  talked 
very  seriously  about  the  newly  discovered 
■wonders  of  so-called  thought-reading. 

There  were  three  of  us,  old  friends,  who, 
although  sent  to  different  schools,  had  kept 
up  a  correspondence  tb  oughout,  and  now 
we  were  reading  for  sep  rate  appointments 
and  spent  as  much  of  01  r  time  together  as 
opportunity  would  allow.  Fred  was  a  firm 
believer  in  the  possibility  of  the  various 
phenomena  of  which  we  read  in  the  papers. 
Bacchus  (I  give  the  old  school  nickname, 
■which  is  likely  to  stick  to  him  through  life) 
■was  open  to  conviction,  but  had  then 
formed  no  decided  opinion  one  way  or  the 
other  ;  and  I  was  quite  convinced  there  was 
nothing  in  it  at  all,  and  that  the  whole 
thing  was  bunkum. 

Thus  we  were  in  hot  argument,  when  the 
door  opened  and  my  brother  walked  in,  and, 
after  listening  to  what  was  said,  made  a  very 
quiet  but  practical  observation  to  the  effect 
that  it  would  be  an  easy  solution  of  the 
■whole  question  in  dispute  if  we  complied 
■with  the  known  regulations  and  gave  it  a 
fair  trial.  "  You  can't  object  to  that,  you 
old  sceptic,"  said  Fred. 
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Aulhor  of    How  I  hecatne  a  Conjurer,"  etc. 

"  Certainly  not,"  I  replied,  "  provided 
you  all  give  me  your  word  you  will  play 
no  tricks,  but  give  the  thing  a  fair,  honest 
trial." 

"That's  just  what  we  want  to  do.  Sing" 
(my  nickname),  said  Bacchus;  "but  you 
fellows  who  conjure  are  such  awful  frauds 
you  can't  believe  anything  is  genuine,  but 
think  trickery  lies  at  the  bottom  of  all." 

"  Shut  up  !  "  I  answered,  "  and  let  us  get 
to  work.  Now  then,  how  shall  we  start?" 
It  was  arranged  that  Fred  should  be  the 
first  to  try  the  experiment. 

We  brought  my  sisters,  much  against 
their  will,  to  help  as  an  audience  ;  we  securely 
bandaged  Fred's  eyes  and  bundled  him  out 
of  the  room,  and  after  some  deliberation 
agreed  to  hide  a  wooden  match  under  a  plate 
on  the  table. 

My  brother  acted  as  medium  to  the 
amateur  thought-reader,  and,  when  all 
arrangements  were  made,  opened  the  door ; 
and  placing  both  his  hands  at  the  back  of 
Fred's  head,  he  told  us  to  keep  quite  quiet, 
and  the  performance  began. 

For  fully  ten  minutes  the  couple  remained 
perfectly  still,  and  so  much  resembled  a 
tableau  vivant — "  The  capture  of  the  blind 
beggar  " — that  I  had  great  difficulty  in  sitting 
still ;  but  when  at  last,  like  a  wound-up 
wax-work,  Fred  did  move  by  spasmodic  jerks 
towards  the  table,  and  suddenly  plunged  his 
hand  into  a  pat  of  butter,  I  could  keep  quiet 
no  longer,  and  simply  screamed  with  laugh- 
ter, in  which  the  girls  joined. 

Bacchus  only  saved  himself  by  pitching 
into  me  for  making  a  row  ;  my  brother  looked 
very  cross ;  Fred  remained  passive  till  si- 
lence was  established,  and  then  continued 
to  stretch  over  the  table.     At  length,  in 


about  half  an  hour's  time,  after  having 
upset  sundry  things  and  having  burned  his 
hand  on  the  urn,  he  found  the  match  that 
was  hidden,  amidst  great  applause. 

Bacchus'  turn  came  next,  and  in  about  ten 
minutes'  time  he  had  done  what  was  required. 

Then  came  my  turn,  and  I  felt  how  very 
foolish  it  looked  to  stand  in  the  doorway  doing 
nothing,  but  consoled  myself  with  the 
idea  that  the  others  had  done  the  same 
thing  with  success ;  and  then  I  thought  it 
was  very  hard  lines  on  my  brother  to  let 
him  stand  there  patiently  resting  his  hands 
against  my  head  if  I  made  no  real  attempt  to 
do  whatever  had  been  willed  ;  and  lastly,  that 
I  had  promised  to  give  the  thing  a  fair  trial. 
With  that  I  endeavoured  to  think  of  nothing 
at  all,  and  to  go  to  sleep  if  possible.  No 
sooner  had  I  banished  all  outside  thoughts 
from  my  mind,  than  I  became  aware  of  some 
strange  force  pulling  me  in  a  certain  direc- 
tion, and  that  I  was  actually  moving  towards 
the  point  of  attraction.  I  began  to  wonder 
what  the  power  was  that  drew  me  towards 
it,  and  to  speculate  what  had  been  done, 
and  immediately  the  strange  sensation 
departed,  and  I  stood  still. 

Again  I  tried  to  sleep,  and  again  I  moved 
forward.  No  one  stirred  or  spoke,  and  to 
what  part  of  the  room  I  had  wandered  I  had 
not  the  faintest  idea.  I  stopped,  and  my 
left  arm  gradually  rose,  apparently  of  its 
own  accord,  till  my  hand  rested  on  some- 
body's head.  Then  the  whole  thing  struck 
me  as  too  absurd ;  I  pulled  that  somebody's 
nose,  and  took  off  the  bandage  from  my 
eyes.  '■^  Well,  you  are  an  idiot!"  said 
Bacchus.  "  The  match  was  hidden  in  my 
hair,  and  you  actually  touched  it  with  your 
fingers."    There  was  a  general  chorus  that  I 
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might  have  made  an  attempt  at  any  rate  ; 
but,  as  I  confessed  myself  quite  certain  there 
was  something  in  it.  and  Fred  was  right,  and 
I  was  wrong,  the  matter  droiDped  for  a  time. 

Some  weeks  now  elapsed.    Bacchus  was 

staying  at  S  ,  and  he  wrote  me  a  letter 

saying  that  Mr.  Alfred  Capper,  the  well- 
known  thought-reader,  was  coming  to  the 
school,  and  that  he  had  accepted  an  invita- 
tion for  himself  and  for  me  to  meet  him  at 
dinner  and  to  spend  the  evening  with  him 
after  the  entertainment  at  the  house  of  one 
of  the  masters.  Bacchus  had  a  quaint  way 
of  accepting  invitations  for  me,  but  as  a  rule 
he  knew  very  well  where  I  cared  to  go,  and 
in  this  ease  I  was  only  too  glad  of  the 
opportunity  of  witnessing  a  performance 
that  was  quite  new  to  me,  and  of  which  I 
had  read  and  talked  so  much. 

I  went  to  S  and  met  Mr.  Capper  at  the 

station  ;  I  never  let  him  go  out  of  my  sight 
the  whole  day,  except  when  he  went  to  his 
room  to  dress,  and  I  felt  quite  sure  that 
whatever  he  would  do  would  be  genuine  and 
without  accomplices.  It  is  needless  to  speak 
of  the  extraordinary  things  that  were  done 
during  the  entertainment.  One  thing  I  noticed 
particularly,  and  that  was,  that  having  once 
accepted  the  theory  of  so-called  thought- 
reading,  people  readily  believed  in  every  new 
experiment.  The  honest  man  cannot  easily 
understand  dishonesty,  the  dishonest  man 
does  not  believe  in  honesty,  and  the  conjurer 
suspects  a  trick  in  all  he  sees.  It  came  to 
pass,  therefore,  that  when  I  told  the  number 
of  Mr.  Capper's  vi'atch,  after  we  had  settled 
ourselves  in  the  study  of  one  of  the  masters, 
when  the  performance  was  over,  he  was  of 
all  present  the  most  astonished,  and  actually 
suggested  my  making  a  study  of  thought- 
reading,  and  prophesied  wonderful  things  of 
me  if  I  would  do  so.  This  trick  was  so  bare- 
faced that  it  must  have  been  seen  through 
by  all  unless  they  were  enthusiasts,  but 
'ihey  were,  and  never  suspected  fraud  of  any 
sort,  and  I  was  regarded  as  little  less 
clever  than  the  eminent  thought  -  reader 
himself. 

This  was  the  origin  of  my  appearing 
before  the  public  as  a  thought-reader.  Had 
anyone  suggested  such'a  thing  then,  I  should 
have  been  the  first  to  laugh  at  the  idea,  but 
before  three  weeks  elapsed  I  gave  my  first 
performance,  and  it  came  to  pass  thus. 

I  had  promised  to  help  at  a  variety  enter- 
tainment which  was  to  be  given  in  connec- 
tion v/ith  a  bazaar.  My  part  of  the  perform- 
ance— as  some  of  the  readers  of  the 
"B.  0.  P."  will  know — was  conjuring.  The 
understanding  was  that  the  platform  would  be 
cleared,  and  ready  for  my  sole  use,  one  hour 
before  the  advertised  time.  You  see,  a 
conjuring  trick  is  like  a  sky-rocket — it 
requires  a  deal  of  careful  preparation,  and 
the  quicker  it  goes  the  better  it  is. 

It  so  happened  on  this  particular  occasion 
that,  provided  I  had  absolute  control  of  the 
platform  and  was  not  disturbed  in  any  way,  I 
could  arrange  my  tricks  in  thirty  minutes ; 
but,  knowing  from  painful  experience  that 
many  people  treat  a  conjurer  as  if  he 
actually  performed  miracles  instead  of 
commonplace  tricks,  I  had  stipulated  for  one 
hour  to  myself.  The  arrangement  was  that 
all  rehearsals  should  be  over  by  seven  o'clock, 
and  from  seven  till  eight  I  should  be 
unmolested.  At  7.30  I  strolled  into  the  hall 
and  found  the  whole  platform  in  confusion  ! 
Musical  instruments,  books,  and  fiddle  cases 
covered  it.  One  girl  was  just  tuning  a 
violin,  and  another  sitting  down  to  the  piano. 
Two  or  three  girls  were  chatting  and 
laughing,  and  in  the  centre,  at  my  table,  sat 
an  old  gentleman  reading  a  newspaper.  He 
was  the  prime  mover  of  the  Bazaar,  and  the 
very  man  who  had  asked  me  to  help.  I 
shook  hands  with  him  and  the  ladies,  and 


then  sat  on  the  edge  of  the  platform  waiting 
for  them  to  move.  After  five  minutes, 
matters  began  to  look  serious.  I  had  driven 
the  time  as  late  as  possible  to  make  quite 
sure  of  a  clear  place  to  work  in,  and  every 
minute  that  now  went  by  made  a  careful 
preparation  more  impossible.  I  began  to 
fidget  about,  and  at  length  mustered  up 
courage  to  ask  one  of  the  ladies  if  they  were 
likely  to  be  there  much  longer,  to  which  she 
replied,  with  a  sweet  smile,  "  Oh,  yes." 

The  old  gentleman  overheard  my  question, 
and,  looking  up  from  his  paper,  said,  "  Pray 
go  on  with  your  preparations  and  don't  mind 
us  ;  we  are  not  in  your  way." 

He  actually  said  those  very  words,  and 
said  them  as  if  he  really  believed  what  he 
said  !  I  shall  never  forget  how  I  felt  when 
I  heard  him  ;  I  simply  picked  up  my  bag  of 
tricks,  raised  my  hat,  and  said  "  Good  night." 
I  left  the  building  by  a  side  door  and  started 
to  walk  home. 

I  feel  cross  now ;  I  was  too  stunned  to  feel 
cross  at  the  moment — I  walked  right  into 
the  arms  of  a  man  who  said,  "  Hullo,  old 
chap,  just  taking  a  stroll  before  the  show 
begins."  I  said,  "I'm  just  going  home." 
"  What !  do  you  know  it's  nearly  eight,  and 
you  are  advertised  all  over  the  place  to  come 
on  at  eight  ?  "  I  answered,  "  Yes,  but  I'm 
going  home  all  the  same."  He  then  saw 
that  something  was  amiss,  and  it  required 
little  pressing  to  ascertain  how  matters 
stood.  He  said  :  "  It's  a  horrid  shame,  but 
you  imist  do  something — do  some  thought- 
reading !  "  At  first  I  would  listen  to  no 
suggestion,  but  he  whispered  in  my  ear,  and 
I  became  interested — we  talked  together  for 
five  or  six  minutes,  and  at  eight  o'clock  I 
entered  the  hall  from  the  opposite  end. 

The  curtains  were  drawn  back,  but  there 
was  no  appearance  of  that  sort  of  show 
which  usually  belongs  to  a  conjuring  enter- 
tainment. The  hall  was  packed,  and  I  could 
overhear  a  nasty  murmur  in  the  room,  and 
my  own  name  mentioned  in  anything  but  a 
complimentary  manner.  The  overture  was 
evidently  prolonged.  I  waited  till  it  was 
quite  finished,  and  just  as  the  old  gentleman 
was  on  the  point  of  giving  some  sort  of 
explanation  why  the  conjurer  was  missing,  I 
walked  rapidly  up  the  room  and  ascended 
the  platform. 

Fortunately,  I  had  been  often  on  a  public 
platform,  and  I  was,  moreover,  too  cross 
at  first  to  feel  very  nervous ;  but  when  I 
boldly  announced  there  was  an  alteration  in 
the  programme,  and  that,  by  "  special 
request,"  I  should  have  much  pleasure  in 
giving  an  exhibition  of  thought-reading  in- 
stead of  conjuring,  the  very  audacity  of  the 
thing  struck  me  as  so  great  that  I  became 
frightened.  Things  had  gone  too  far  to 
retreat  now,  so  I  asked  any  six  well-known 
gentlemen,  who  were  above  suspicion  as 
accomplices,  to  come  on  the  platform  to 
form  a  committee  of  investigation. 

I  began  by  asking  one  of  them  if  he  knew 
the  number  of  his  watch.  He  said  he  did 
not.  After  getting  his  assurance  that  he 
was  in  no  way  an  accomplice,  and  telling  the 
audience  that  I  had  never  seen  the  watch  in 
my  life  (which  was  quite  true),  I  asked  him 
to  press  it  against  my  forehead.  I  then  slowly 
read  out  the  number.  He  looked  at  it,  and 
said,  with  astonishment,  it  was  quite  correct ! 

This  rather  took  the  audience  aback.  The 
gentlemen  assured  them  he  did  not  know  it 
himself,  and  he  was  perfectly  certain  I  had 
never  seen  the  watch  before. 

After  this  my  eyes  were  bandaged,  and  I 
was  led  out  of  the  room.  On  my  return  I 
took  a  man's  hand  and  started  down  the 
centre  of  the  hall ;  I  touched  various  things, 
and  finally  pulled  a  pin  out  of  a  lady's  hat 
where  it  was  hidden.  There  was  immense 
applause,  as  it  appears  I  had  imitated  the 


actions  and  done  precisely  the  same  thing  as 
the  man  who  hid  the  pin.  The  local  news- 
papers praised  this  performance  in  very 
glowing  terms,  and  I  was  henceforth,  for 
some  time  to  come,  regarded  as  an  eminent 
thought-reader.  In  fact,  so  notorious  did 
these  mj'stic  powers  become,  that  it  was 
quite  usual  to  be  stopped  in  the  street  and 
asked  by  men,  dangling  watches  in  their 
hands,  to  tell  them  the  numbers  thereof.  I 
was  very  successful  in  nearly  every  case,  and 
thought-reading  now  became  the  rage.  It 
was  quite  against  my  wish  ;  I  offered  to  con- 
jure as  of  old  when  any  entertainment  was 
set  on  foot  in  which  I  was  asked  to  take  jiart, 
but  my  remonstrances  were  overruled,  and, 
as  a  thought-reader,  I  appeared  throughout 
the  small  towns  and  villages  of  that  part  of 
the  country. 

The  performances  usually  consisted  in  pin- 
finding  and  telling  the  numbers  of  watches 
and  bank-notes.  Sometimes  I  told  the  num- 
bers straight  away,  at  other  times  the  com- 
mittee of  investigation  knew  them  and  we 
would  take  hold  of  each  other's  hands  and 
I  wrote  the  numbers  in  chalk  on  a  black  board.. 
When  working  in  this  manner  a  piece  of 
copper  wire  was  attached  to  my  right  wrist,, 
and  the  other  end  of  the  wire  was  held  by 
the  last  man  from  me,  so  the  circuit  was 
completed. 

It  is  almost  impossible  to  describe  the  sen- 
sation caused  by  this  method  of  thought- 
leading.  It  was  not  a  bit  of  use  for  me  to  say 
over  and  over  again  "  I  am  not  a  thought- 
reader."  The  more  I  protested,  the  more 
people  smaled  ;  and  when  at  length  some  one 
remarked  in  rather  a  nasty  tone  that  I 
wanted  to  take  a  lot  of  credit  on  myself  for 
inventing  tricks  which  could  only  be  ac- 
counted for  in  one  way,  I  made  up  my  mind 
to  confine  myself  in  future  to  legitimate  con- 
juring, and  if  that  would  not  please  an 
audience,  to  give  up  the  thing  altogether. 

[It  may  strike  some  of  my  readers  that 
this  is  a  very  egotistical  style  of  writing,  but 
those  who  have  taken  up  any  particular 
hobby  meant  for  the  amusement  of  others,, 
whether  it  be  vocal,  instrumental,  or  what 
not,  will  know,  provided  of  course  they  have- 
persevered,  and  carried  it  to  a  certain  pitchy 
that  there  is  a  great  demand  for  their  services 
at  the  innumerable  entertainments  which 
are  continually  provided  for  one  thing  or  an- 
other. 

Moreover,  when  writing  of  oneself,  it  is. 
impossible  not  to  be  a  little  bit  of  an  egotist,- 
no  matter  how  one  tries  to  guard  against  it ; 
— with  this  apology  I  will  proceed.] 

Both  Fred  and  Bacchus  would  hear  of  no 
explanation,  especially  after  the  fair  trial  we 
had  given  match-finding,  which  they  regarded 
as  an  equivalent,  so  it  was  no  use  arguing, 
the  matter  with  them,  unless,  by  the  way,  I 
divulged  the  secret.  One  person  only  knew 
what  a  fraud  the  whole  thing  was,  and  I  had 
promised  him  to  ket  -5  it  to  myself. 

For  six  months  V-  ought-reading  was,  with 
me,  a  thing  of  the  pi  A,  and  I  had  good  reason 
to  hope  I  had  done  with  it  entirely,  when  it 
so  chanced  that  I  gave  my  final  performance 
in  a  most  unexpected  manner. 

A  new  vicar  had  been  appointed  in  a. 
country  town  where  I  was  well  known,  and 
he  met  his  parishioners  in  a  large  hall  at  a. 
festive  gathering  which  was  called  "  A  tea- 
pot." 

After  tea  and  other  things  had  been  con- 
jured away  in  the  alarming  manner  usual 
on  such  occasions,  there  were  instrumental 
and  vocal  music,  readings,  recitations,  and 
an  "  exhibition  of  modern  magic."  I  figured 
as  the  magician,  and  divided  the  magic  into 
two  parts.  Evervthing  went  very  nicely,  and 
as  I  stepped  on  the  platform  for  the  second 
part  a  small  piece  of  paper  was  slipped  into 
my  hand.    I  looked  up  hastily,  and,  to  my 
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dismay,  saw  that  the  man  who  gave  it  to  me 
was  my  friend  who  had  suggested  my  lirst 
appearance  as  a  thoaght-reader,  and  that  he 
Avas  at  that  moment  whispering  something 
in  the  vicar's  ear.  Just  as  I  was  making  a 
start  the  vicar  rose  and  asked  me  if  I  would 
mind  giving  them  an  exhibition  of  thought- 
reading.  The  suggestion  was  received  with 
loud  shouts,  and  "  thought-reading — thought- 
reading  !  "  resounded  from  every  part  of  the 
house.  I  did  my  best  to  light  against  the 
•wishes  of  the  audience,  but  without  success  : 
"the  clamour  was  very  great.  I  raised  my 
hand  for  silence,  and  addressing  an  exceed- 
ingly popular  clergyman,  who  was  sitting 
in  the  front  row,  asked  him  if  he  were  a 
good  medium.    He  replied  he  thought  not. 

I  then  asked  him  if  he  would  be  good 
•enough  to  step  on  to  the  platform,  which  he 
aid. 

I  was  pale  with  excitement,  and  trembled 
Tiolently,  for  a  reason  I  will  explain  later  on, 
T3ut  this  added  greatly  to  the  effect  of  what 
followed.  I  said  in  a  low  tone,  but  one  that 
was  heard  distinctly  on  account  of  the 
Tjreathless  silence  of  the  audience,  "  I  want 
to  prove  to  you  that  you  at'o  a  medium, 
and  a  good  one."  (Medium  is  a  capital 
word:  it  sounds  well.)  "Will  you  please," 
I  continued,  "  be  good  enough  to  state 
that  you  are  in  no  way  an  accomplice 
of  mine,  and  that  you  had  no  idea  of  being 
■called  upon  the  platform  by  me." 

This  he  did  emphatically.  I  then  asked 
him  if  he  were  wearing  a  watch,  and  if  so 
did  he  think  I  had  ever  seen  it  ?  He  answered 
he  had  his  watch  in  his  pocket,  and  he 
believed  I  had  never  seen  it.  I  then  gave 
my  testimony  that,  unless  in  church,  I  had 
never  seen  it  in  my  life.  Here  the  vicar 
remarked  that  it  would  be  far  less  likely  to 
3be  seen  in  church  than  the  watches  of  the 
laity.  This  observation  created  a  laugh,  and 
then  I  asked  for  the  watch  to  be  pressed 
against  my  forehead. 

There  was  a  deathly  stillness  in  the  room. 


and  the  proverbial  pin  might  have  been 
heard,  had  it  dropped. 

Now  began  a  series  of  stage  movements 
that  must  have  looked  very  ludicrous  had 
I  not  been  so  earnest  in  what  I  said. 

"  The  number  is  hidden — I  can't  see  it,"  I 
exclaimed,  as  we  swayed  from  side  to  side. 
"  It  is  obscured  by  a  face  !  " 

"  A  face  ?  Are  you  quite  sure  ?  "  asked 
the  clergyman,  in  a  bewildered  sort  of  way. 

"  It  is — it  is — "  I  continued.  "Isn't  that 
rather  unusual?"  he  said.  I  heeded  not, 
but  went  on.  "  I  see  the  face  of  a  man — of  your 
brother!"  I  then  described  the  appearance 
of  the  face  ;  upon  which  the  watch  was 
hastily  withdrawn.  "  This  is  most  extra- 
ordinary," he  said  to  himself,  as  he  pressed 
the  spring  and  disclosed  the  photograph  of  a 
man  fastened  in  the  lid  of  the  watch.  The 
vicar  jumped  on  the  platform,  looked  at  the 
watch,  and  seemed  strangely  puzzled. 

Then  I  told  the  numbers  of  watches  of 
well-known  people,  as  they  sat  in  the  hall, 
without  leaving  the  platform. 

After  the  entertainment  was  over,  I  went 
to  the  vicarage  to  supper.  There  were 
several  guests  present,  and  the  one  great 
topic  of  conversation  was  of  this  wonderful 
power.  I  had  long  determined  to  have 
nothing  more  to  do  with  this  "  wonderful 
power,"  and  would  have  left  it  alone  had 
I  not  been  forced  into  it  that  night  ;  so, 
when  closely  questioned  as  to  how  I  felt 
when  describing  the  face  in  the  watch,  I 
replied,  "Nervously  excited." 

"  Precisely,  but  can  you  account  for  your 
excitement  ?  " 

"  Most  easily  ;  I  had  received  no  infor- 
mation about  that  watch  for  more  than  six 
months,  and  I  had  very  serious  doubts  in  my 
mind  whether  the  photograph  was  still  there." 

I  shall  take  precious  good  care  that  the 
next  time  I  take  part  in  any  similar  kind  of 
deception,  I  shall  content  myself  with  saying 
(as  I  had  done  all  through),  "It  is  a  trick  ;  " 
and  if  people  don't  choose  to  believe  it,  they 


can  believe  what  they  like.  I  would  not  have 
thought  it  possible  how  horrified  everyone 
looked.  Nor  did  I  know  till  that  moment  on 
what  a  high  pinnacle  I  had  stood,  and  with 
what  a  crash  I  had  fallen.  However,  I  made 
a  clean  breast  of  the  thing  from  beginning  to 
end,  and  told  of  the  first  night  at  the  bazaar, 
when  my  friend  had  ascertained,  without  any 
suspicion,  certain  numbers,  which  I  had  used, 
and  how  from  time  to  time  he  furnished  me 
with  many  extra  ones ;  even  down  to  that 
very  night,  when  he  had  coolly  handed  me, 
under  the  vicar's  nose,  a  paper  containing 
fresh  information,  and  to  which  he  had  added 
a  rider  in  pencil  saying  that  he  couldn't  get 
hold  of  particulars  of  the  vicar's  own  watch, 
which  was  a  pity,  as  it  would  have  been  a 
rare  joke  !  Every  word  I  uttered  added  a 
fresh  nail  to  the  list,  especially  as  the 
mystery  of  pin-finding  (in  my  case)  was 
explained  by  working  with  an  accomplice, 
who  took  whatever  was  agreed  upon  from 
one  person,  and  touched  others  who  occupied 
certain  positions,  such,  e.g.  as  the  third 
person  from  one  end  of  the  sixth  row  of 
seats  from  the  front,  and  so  on. 

Then  again,  when  an  unknown  watch  or 
banknote  turned  up,  and  the  committee  joined 
hands,  I  took  hold  of  my  accomplice,  who 
pressed  my  fingers  so  many  distinct  times 
for  each  number,  which  I  wrote  down  singly 
on  the  blackboard.  Pressing  my  thumb  once 
denoted  a  cipher.  Of  course  the  committee 
saw  the  number  in  each  case,  and  were 
requested  to  fix  their  minds  intently  upon  it. 
The  copper  wire  was  used  only  for  effect.  As 
for  being  blindfold,  it  was  a  most  easy 
matter  to  raise  the  pocket-handkerchief 
sufficiently  to  see  under  it. 

Thus  ended  "  my  experiences  as  a  thought- 
reader."  I  am  not  likely  to  practise  again, 
and  I  do  not  advise  any  of  my  readers  to  go 
in  for  the  same  style  of  performance.  As  for 
genuine  thought-reading,  it  is  still,  to  me,  as 
great  a  puzzle  as  on  that  night  when  Fred 
laid  hold  of  the  pat  of  butter. 


DEUCHARY  OF  THE  MACBROGANS. 


*'lst  V.  B.  Macbrogan  Highlanders,  Murdoch 
Lachlan  Deuchary,  Gent.,  to  be  Second 
Lieutenant." 

IEE.iD  this  sentence  in  the  "  Broad  Arrow 
and  Naval  and  Military  Gazette "  a 
•dozen  times.  I  read  it  backwards  and  tried 
to  read  it  upside  down.  Then  I  capered 
round  the  room,  cracked  my  thumbs,  gave  a 
piercing  Highland  "Hoo,"  and  danced  the 
iirst  step  of  the  Highland  fling. 

Mrs.  Macdonald,  my  worthy  landlady, 
came  running  into  the  room,  and  stared  at 
me  in  blank  amazement.  I  was  dancing 
with  my  back  towards  the  door  and  did  not 
observe  that  excellent  lady,  until  I  finished 
the  step  by  twirling  round  on  the  left  foot 
and  moving  the  right  round  the  left  calf  at 
the  rate  of  two  hundred  and  fifty  "  shakes  "  a 
minute.    I  stopped  instantly  in  confusion. 

"  Weel  I  laddie,  what's  the  matter  v.'i'  ye  ? 
Te're  goin'  on  awful  like.' 

Mrs.  Macdonald,  you  observe,  was  rather 
familiar  in  her  address,  but  then,  bless  her 
kind  heart !  she  was  such  a  motherly  person 
— such  a  contrast  to  most  landladies — that  I 
readily  forgave  her  homely  speech. 

"  Oh  !  it's  all  right,  Mrs.  Macdonald,  just 
a  little  exercise,  you  know ;  so  good  for  a 
young  fellow  boxed  up  all  day  in  a  lawyer's 
office.  I — I've  got  good  news.  That's  all. 
And,  I  say,  let  me  have  something  extra 
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for  supper  to-night— yes,  and  moreover,  lay 
supper  for  two — for  two,  please." 

The  good  dame  raised  her  hands  in  pious 
horror  at  this  unusual  extravagance,  for  I 
was  a  most  frugal  lodger  (as  a  struggling 
young  lawyer  must  needs  be),  who,  in  her 
own  language,  "  would  almost  take  enny- 
thing " — a  very  convenient  sort  of  young 
fellow  for  stout  landladies  to  wait  on.  So 
she  bustled  out  of  the  room,  and  I — I,  Lieu- 
tenant Deuchary  was  alone. 

Lieutenant  Deuchary !  I  repeated  the 
phrase  aloud,  with  a  good  martia.1  intonation, 
as  if  some  major-general  or  other  were  sum- 
moning me  to  receive  the  Victoria  Cross 
from  the  hands  of  Eoyalty.  I  stood  in  front 
of  the  cracked  mirror  on  the  mantelshelf  as 
I  spoke,  and  I  could  observe  the  flush  in  my 
usually  pale  face,  could  see  the  heaving  of 
my  manly  chest,  and  I  felt  proud — proud  of 
the  Macbrogan  Highland  Eifles.  Then  for  a 
moment  I  looked  anxiously  at  a  faint  dark 
strip  on  my  upper  lip,  but — ah  !  that  would 
come  on  by-and-by. 

What  a  noble  thing  to  be  enrolled  amongst 
the  defenders  of  one's  country,  to  be  in 
command  of  Highland  soldiers,  to  wear  Her 
Majesty's  uniform  !  I  seized  my  shepherd's 
crook  in  the  flush  of  my  military  ardour, 
came  down  to  the  "  cha-r-r-r-ge,"  and  acci- 
dentally knocked  the  waterbottle  under  the 
table,  where  it  splintered  into  a  thousand 


atoms,  just  as  Mrs.  Macdonald  came  in  to 
lay  the  supper. 

"  Weel,  Mr.  Deuchary,  ye'll  just  hev  to 
pick  up  the  pieces  yersel.  I  gave  wan-and- 
six  for  it  the  day  afore  yesterday,  and  ye 
canna  expect  me  to  buj'  another." 

"Never  mind,  my  good  woman,"  I  replied, 
as  I  groped  under  the  table  and  gingerly 
picked  up  the  broken  glass.  "  I'll  put  that 
all  right ;  and  if  you  will  send  out  to  ask 
Mr.  Stewart,  with  my  compliments,  to  supper, 
I  shall  feel  much  obliged." 

Stewart,  though  much  my  senior  in  years, 
was  my  junior  in  the  office,  as  he  was  a 
broken-down,  seedy  sort  of  a  fellow,  who 
could  never  pass  his  exams.,  a  fact  that 
might  partly  be  explained  by  his  rubicund 
nasal  organ,  which  was  the  not  unnatural 
aversion  of  all  the  teetotallers  in  the  town. 
He  added  to  his  live-and-twenty  shillings  a 
week  by  reporting  local  events  for  the  "  Embo 
Observer"  and  the  "  Dunnet  Head  Weekly." 
Not  a  bad  sort  of  fellow,  Stewart:  though,  of 
course,  we  were  not  regular  associates,  but 
it  is  always  well  to  be  on  good  terms  with 
the  "gentlemen  of  the  press,"  and  a  neat 
little  paragraph  about  the  honour  conferred 
on  Mr.  Deuchary,  and  the  value  of  a  young 
enthusiastic  officer  to  the  Macbrogans,  was 
all  that  was  required  to  complete  my  happi- 
ness. 

By  the  time  supper  was  finished  my  ment^ 
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thermometer  was  about  150°.  I  had  no  idea 
Stewart  was  such  a  military  fellow !  AVhy, 
he  fairly  revelled  in  fighting— and  as  for 
shooting!  Well,  it's  my  firm  belief  that 
jealousy,  and  jealousy  alone,  on  the  part  of 
A  Company's  ten  "  prevented  his  going  to 
'Wimbledon  to  shoot  for  the  Queen's.  How- 
ever, he  resigned— and  quite  right  too,  said  I. 

When  he  took  leave  of  me,  some  time  in 
the  small  hours  of  the  morning,  he  vowed 
undying  friendship,  and  the  most  eulogistic 
of  paragraphs  in  the  following  week's  papers, 
and  carried  away  with  him  a  fine  copy  of 
Burns'  Poems  that  I  presented  him  with  in 
token  of  my  respect  and  regard. 

Next  morning  I  felt  quite  nervous  about 
-walking  through  the  long  High  Street  to  my 
office,  as  I  was  sure  to  be  the  object  of 
general  admiration ;  but,  to  my  astonish- 
ment, no  one  paid  the  slightest  regard  to  me. 
One  impertinent  youngster,  to  be  sure,  yelled 
out,  "  Hullo,  old  inkpot !  "  but  as  a  pillar  of 
law  and  order  I  deigned  not  to  chastise  him. 

Stewart  was  at  the  office  before  me,  hard 
at  work,  but,  beyond  wishing  me  good  morn- 
ing in  the  gruffest  of  tones,  made  not  the 
faintest  allusion  to  my  good  fortune  or  to 
the  hospitality  of  the  previous  night.  How- 
ever, I  had  my  revenge  on  the  surly  bear. 
I  detained  him  copying  out  deeds  for  an 
hour  and  a  half  beyond  his  usual  time,  a 
piece  of  attention  that  he  rewarded  by  utterly 
ignoring  in  the  weekly  papers  the  appoint- 
ment of  Lieutenant  Deuchary. 

I  will  pass  over  the  long  period  of  private 
drill  I  underwent  at  the  hands  of  Sergeant- 
Instructor  Mackay.  My  trials  began  with 
squad  drill.  I  started  with  the  recruits,  and 
if  these  rustics  were  not  put  through  their 
paces  it  was  not  the  fault  of  Deuchary.  I 
confess  that  occasionally  in  the  "manual 
exercise"  I  brought  them  from  the  "port" 
to  the  "slope  "  without  first  returning  to  the 


I' shoulder,"  greatly  to  the  confusion  of  their 
ideas  ;  but  the  sergeant  was  generally  at  my 
elbow,  and  on  the  whole  I  got  swimmingly 
through  the  "manual  and  firing  exercises." 

But  the  "bayonet  exercise"!  It  was  so 
confusing  when  the  men  went  "  about  "  ; 
everything  seemed  inverted,  until  it  struck 
me  that  if  I  were  to  shut  my  eyes  so  as  not 
to  be  distracted  by  the  altered  position  of  the 
squad,  I  could  give  the  words  of  command  in 
their  proper  order.  Unfortunately,  I  could 
not  judge  the  time  at  which  the  men  were 
working,  and,  in  musical  language,  I  was  "a 
bar  ahead  "  most  of  the  time.  The  fellows, 
I  am  sorry  to  say,  laughed  right  out— a  piece 
of  gross  insubordination— and  one  of  the 
spectators  at  the  back  part  of  the  drill  hall 
yelled  out  "  Amadan  "  (idiot). 

Of  course,  the  villain  must  be  ejected,  and 
Sergeant  Mackay  went  to  perform  that  task, 
but  he  spent  such  a  time  in  finding  out  the 
offender,  that  I  more  than  suspected  the 
sergeant  was  enjoying  the  joke— as  he  would 
have  called  it -and  so  I  ordered  the  hall  to 
be  cleared.  But,  as  the  spectators  were 
mostly  big,  burly  ploughmen  and  crofters, 
and  the  recruits  were  young  lads  of  eighteen 
or  so,  it  was  more  difficult  than  I  anticipated. 
However,  Captain  Munro  opportunely  ar- 
rived, and,  as  he  was  six  feet  three  in  his 
stockings,  and  could  throw  the  hammer 
further  than  any  man  in  the  county,  he  got 
the  men  out  in  less  than  half  a  minute. 

But  company  drill  was  my  particular  bane. 

What  with  "  out  guides  and  markers," 
"change  front  to  the  right  on  No.  4,"  and  a 
lot  of  other  confusing  orders,  I  became  quite 
careworn,  so  much  so  that  Mrs.  Macdonald 
considered  the  whole  affair  a  huge  mistake. 
"The  Valanteers,"  she  said,  "was  only  fit 
for  heathens;  shootin'  and  stabbin'  with 
horrid  bagonets,  it  wus  a  wonder  they 
didn't  call  down  a  judgment  on  them."  j 


Mrs.  Macdonald,  you  will  observe,  had  a 
sovereign  contempt  for  the  Queen's  men  as 
well  as  for  the  Queen's  English. 

The  month  of  May  of  that  year  was  a  very 
busy  time  for  me  with  company  and  bat- 
talion drill,  and  I  distinguished  myself  when- 
ever opportunity  offered.    I  flatter  myself 

that  on  one  occasion  I  let  the  Adjutant  

Major  Smith-Brown  of  the  Leicester  Eegi- 
ment— see  what  a  Highland  officer  could  do 
in  an  emergency.  I  was  in  charge  of  the 
company,  and  had  extended  the  men  in  skir- 
mishing order  over  very  rough  broken  ground, 
full  of  drains  and  whin-bushes,  when  the 
Major  directed  me  to  prepare  for  cavalry. 

This  order  brought  the  men  into  a  heap, 
half  the  company  standing  anyhow  in  the 
drains,  half  huddled  up  amongst  the  bushes, 
from  which  position  the  Major  triumphantly 
exclaimed  no  military  word  of  command 
in  the  world  could  extricate  them.  But  I, 
thoroughly  put  upon  my  mettle  before  the 
men,  roared  out,  "  Come  this  way,  lads,"  and 
dashing  over  intervening  obstacles  into  an 
open  field  hard  by,  had  the  gallant  boys  after 
me  in  ten  seconds  like  a  pack  of  hounds 
after  a  fox. 

Smith-Brown  laughed  immoderately  (be- 
fore the  men,  too  !),  and  said  "  Whist,  Mr. 
Dookary,  that  beats  everything  I  have  ever 
seen  in  the  field."  Very  likely  too,  I  should 
think,  considering  how  little  he  ever  saw  in 
the  field,  or  anywhere  else  ;  and  had  it  not 
been  for  the  fact  that  I  was  essentially  a  man 
of  law  and  an  officer  who  knew  his  duty  to 
his  superiors,  I  verily  believe  I  should  have 
punched  the  major's  head.  As  it  was,  I 
treated  his  laughter  and  his  remarks  with  a 
proper  amount  of  silence  and  contempt, 
knowing  well  how  jealous  the  Army  men  are 
of  us  Volunteers. 

(To  be  continued.) 


HAVE   you  ever   been  in  the  Doldrums  ?  ' 
Do  you  even  know  what  the  Doldrums 
are  ?    I  confess  that  I  did  not,  until  I  was  ' 
placed  in  such  a  position  that  I  was  abso- 
lutely obliged  to  learn  the  meaning  of  the 
word,  by  practical  experience  of  it. 

Doldrums,  then,  derived  from  the  Latin  i 
"  dolores,"  is  a  condition  of  dejection,  and 
that  exactly  represents  the  condition  of  the 
A  1  clipper  ship  Conflict,  and  also  of  the  , 
people  on  board  of  her,  when  they  found 
themselves  three-parts  of  the  way  on  the 
journey  to  Demerara  in  lat.  10°  and  long.  50°. 

Well  was  the  Conflict  classed  as  A  1 ;  she 
was  a  real  spanker  and  no  mistake,  quite 
capable  of  doing  her  12  knots,  under  a  fresh 
breeze. 

I  was  one  of  a  detachment  of  officers  who 
had  embarked  at  Gravesend  with  recruits 
hound  for  British  Guiana,  and  who  now 
suddenly  found  themselves  in  the  Doldrums, 
that  is  to  say,  becalmed,  when  nearly  within 
hail  of  their  destination. 

How  hot  it  was  !  the  sun  pouring  down 
upon  the  ship,  so  as  almost  to  start  the 
oakum  with  which  the  deck  was  caulked. 

Even  the  awning  on  the  quarter-deck 
failed  to  diminish  the  oppressiveness  of  the 
air— not  the  faintest  breath  of  wind  was 
stirring  to  cool  the  ardour  of  the  atmosphere  ; 
and  a  dull,  monotonous  thud  was  heard 
at  regular  intervals,  as  the  spars  banged 
against  the  masts  with  each  successive  roll 
of  the  grand  old  ship. 

We  were  decidedly  bored— it  was  too  hot 
for  active  exertion  of  any  kind,  and  for 
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mental  exertion,  too,  as  far  as  that  goes  ;  we 

had  exhausted  our  resources  of  amusement  

our  books,  our  games,  ay,  even  our  conver- 
sation. 

Many  of  us  were  taking  a  siesta  ;  and,  far 
away  in  the  land  of  dreams,  had  for  the 
time  lost  all  consciousness  of  passing  events. 
Suddenly  a  happy  thought  flashed  like  a 
sunbeam  across  my  sleepy  brain— a  bathe, 
a  plunge  into  the  briny  deep,  which,  at  the 
lowest  computation,  must  here  be  five  miles 
in  depth.  Why,  the  very  idea  was  exhilarat- 
ing !  But  I  must  have  companions  to  profit 
with  me  by  so  brilliant  a  thought— why  not 
one  and  all  of  the  officers  of  the  detach- 
ment ? 

I  was  a  cheeky  subaltern  in  those  days, 
and,  partly  from  ignorance,  partly  from  down- 
right brass  inherent  in  my  nature,  I  jumped 
up,  and  making  straight  for  the  old  colonel 
who  commanded  the  troops  on  board,  and 
who  at  that  moment  was  buried  in  an  arm- 
chair on  the  quarter-deck,  addressed  myself 
to  him  as  follows— touching  my  cap  to  him 
at  the  same  time  with  a  sort  of  mock  rever- 
ence :— "  Sir,  if  you  will  give  me  half  an 
hour's  leave  of  absence,  I  will  jump  into  five 
miles  deep  of  water." 

"  What  do  you  mean,  you  young  rascal— are 
you  tired  of  life  already  ?  " 

"  By  no  means,  sir,"  said  I ;  "  I  am  far  from 
bemg  tired  of  my  life,  but  I  am  very  hot, 
and  a  plunge  in  the  sea  will  cool  me  and 
make  me  enjoy  my  life  all  the  more  when  I 
come  out  of  the  water  freshened  and  invigo- 
rated.'' 


The  captain  of  the  Conflict,  a  bluff  old 
salt,  who  was  standing  within  hail  and 
enjoying  the  conversation  between  the 
colonel  and  his  junior  sub,  here  turned 
away  with  a  smile,  and  I  saw  him  go  for- 
'ard  and  speak  to  his  quartermaster,  as 
though  he  had  something  important  to  com- 
municate to  him. 

Meantime  the  vessel  kept  creaking  and 
groaning  as  she  swayed  from  side  to  side  in 
the  swell  of  the  tide,  almost  dipping  into 
it  an  able-bodied  seaman  who  was  em- 
ployed for'ard  in  cleaning  the  ship's  side. 

All  this  time  I  stuck  to  the  colonel  and  to 
my  point.  "  I  can  improve,  sir,"  said  I,  "upon 
my  original  idea,  in  this  way :  Let  each 
officer  on  board  stake  half-a-crown,  you 
yourself  being  stakeholder.  W^e  will  muster 
on ^  deck,  and  at  a  given  signal  from  you, 
we'll  all  rush  below,  undress  in  our  cabins, 
and  whoever  among  us  is  first  overboard 
from  the  bows  of  the  ship  shall  claim  the 
stakes.  We  will  ask  you  to  act  as  starter, 
umpire,  stakeholder,  and  referee— no  less 
than  four  staff  appointments  in  one  !  " 

"Capital,"  said  the  colonel;  "issue  the 
orders  and  plan  of  compaign  ;  in  a  quarter  of  an 
hour,  muster  every  one  on  deck  ready  for  the 
contest ;  remember,  it  is  a  bathing  parade — a 
sanitary  measure  all  must  confomi  to." 

The  news  spread  like  wildfire ;  it  caused 
quite  a  commotion,  and  when  it  became 
known  below  hatches,  all  the  men  came 
tumbling  up  to  see  the  fun. 

In  less  than  a  quarter  of  an  hour  every 
officer  was  on  deck  ;  we  were  placed  in  line, 
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with  the  colonel  on  one  flank,  ready  to  give 
U3  the  start. 

"  When  I  say  '  three,'  gentlemen,  away  you 
go  !    Are  you  ready  ?    One— two— three  !  " 

We  were  off  as  hard  as  we  could  lay  legs 
to  the  ground :  I  was  the  first  to  gain  the 
companion  ladder,  and,  swinging  myself  down 
by  the  balustrade,  I  reached  my  cabin, 
unbuttoning  my  coat  as  I  ran. 

Off  came  coat  and  waistcoat,  my  shirt  was 
literally  torn  to  pieces  as  I  pulled  it  violently 
over  my  head;  what  cared  I  for  clothes, 
when  there  was  a  race  to  be  won  ? 

I  kicked  off  boots  and  socks,  and  then, 
opening  the  door,  ran,  clothed  in  nothing 
but  nature's  simple  raiment  of  buff,  on  the 
deck,  and  made  straight  for  the  forecastle. 

I  reached  the  spot  where  the  able-bodied 
seaman  was  still  busy  at  his  work,  standing 
upon  a  plank,  which  had  been  slewed 
oyer  the  side,  and  retained  in  position  for 
him  to  stand  upon  by  strong  ropes.  [ 

I  scarcely  at  first  noticed  the  throng  of 
faces  around  me,  but  just  as  I  sprang  on  to 
the  bulwarks,  preparatory  to  leaping  over-  j 
board,  the  whole  scene  seemed  imprinted 
upon  my  mind's  eye  like  some  indelible  j 
picture.    I  saw  the  vast  crowd  of  soldiers  : 
and  sailors  mixed  up  in  confusion  on  the 
deck,  all  with  eager  and  expectant  counte-  J 
nances,  thronging  to  the  ship's  side;  and 
among  them  one  face  in  particular  engaged 
my  attention.  It  was  that  of  a  swarthy  negro, 
of  powerful  build— I  could  even  note  and 
remember  his  glossy  curly  hair,  his  shining 
teeth,  and  the  whites  of  his  great  lustrous 
eyes. 

But  as  I  sprang  from  the  side  of  the  ship, 
another  detail  of  the  scene  was  imprinted  on 
my  mind,  amidst  a  perfect  rush  of  memories 
that  seemed  concentrated  into  what  was 
going  to  be,  for  me,  a  supremely  awful 
moment.  [ 

I  saw  the  old  quartermaster  rushing  for- 
ward in  the  vain  endeavour  to  stop  me  from 
taking  the  fatal    plunge ;  his   arms  were  I 
waving  above  his  head,  and  horror  was  j 
written  upon  evety  seam  and  wrinkle  of  his 
weather-beaten  face. 


"  The  shark  !  The  shark  !  "  cried  he  in 
an  agony  of  excitement. 

But  the  race  had  been  so  rapid  and  so 
fierce,  I  had  rushed  onward  with  such  vehe- 
mence, that  the  poor  old  salt  was  too  late 
to  intercept  my  passage. 

The  ship,  at  the  very  moment  I  sprang 
from  the  bulwarks,  gave  a  lurch  to  port — the 
water  was  clear,  limpid,  pellucid,  so  that  the 
eye  could  see  yards  down  into  its  mysterious 
depths — and  a  thrill  of  fear  and  conster- 
nation overcame  me,  as  I  heard  the  despair- 
ing cry  of  the  quartermaster  echoed  by  the 
sailor  at  the  ship's  side,  over  whose  head  I 
passed  in  making  my  adventurous  leap. 

At  the  same  instant  I  discerned  the  cause 
of  their  dismay  and  mine,  and  realised  my 
desperate  position ;  for  in  the  water  just 
below  me  was  a  huge  shark,  awaiting,  with 
sulky  patience,  whatever  chance  might  throw 
in  his  way. 

I  felt  a  thrill  run  through  my  body  as  I 
reached  the  water— a  thrill  like  a  shock  of 
electricity,  and  one  whose  eft'ect  was  nearly 
as  paralysing.  When  I  rose  to  the  surface 
again,  after  being  completely  submerged, 
I  knew  that  little  short  of  a  miracle  could 
save  me  from  destruction  ;  but  I  struck  out 
for  the  ship  with  a  dull  and  terrible  feeling 
of  despair  in  my  heart. 

I  don't  think  I  am  wanting  in  courage 
under  ordinary  circumstances,  but  this  was 
indeed  a  terrible  position  to  be  in ;  all  day 
long  the  crafty  monster  had  been  skulking 
close  alongside  of  the  ship  unknown  to  most 
of  those  on  board. 

The  fact  of  the  shark  being  there  had 
been  reported  to  the  captain,  who  had 
instructed  the  quartermaster  to  prevent  us 
from  bathing. 

Every  instant  I  expected  to  feel  the 
shark's  cruel  teeth  in  my  writhing  limbs, 
and  could,  in  anticipation  as  it  were,  see  the 
gleam  of  his  silver  belly  as  he  turned  to  seize 
me,  and  I  could  fancy  the  water  tinged  to  a 
deep  red  colour  with  my  life's  blood. 

It  was  only  by  a  miracle  that  I  was  saved. 
Of  course  all  that  has  taken  time  to  relate,  in 
reality  took  place  in  the  space  of  a  few 


seconds ;  but  just  as  I  reached  the  surface 
of  the  water,  and  almost  before  I  commenced 
to  strike  out  for  the  ship,  I  spied  once  more 
the  shiny  face  of  the  negro,  who,  without  an 
instant's  hesitation,  followed  me  into  the 
water.  Drawing,  as  he  sprang  from  the  ship, 
a  large  and  very  formidable  knife  from  a 
sheath  at  his  side,  he  entered  the  water 
not  a  yard  from  where  I  was  striking  out 
with  desperation  for  the  ship,  and  so  cleanly 
did  he  make  his  plunge  that  the  surface  of 
the  glassy  water  was  but  little  disturbed. 

Below  me  was  the  terrible  outline  of  the 
shark,  and  I  fancied  I  saw  him  half  turn  over, 
with  the  intenti£)n  of  attacking  me  at  once. 

But  a  great  commotion  now  took  place. 
The  negro  had  dived  below  the  brute  and 
had,  with  great  dexterity,  made  many  rapid 
passes  at  the  shark  and  ripped  and  slashed 
him  about  with  his  formidable  knife.  The 
sea  was  instantly  tinged  with  blood  for  yards 
around,  and  the  shark  was  lashing  his  tail  in 
his  death  agonies,  for  the  negro  never  ceased 
hacking  and  slashing  and  ripping  and  cut- 
ting at  his  enemy. 

I  could  hardly  realise  all  that  happened  ; 
I  felt  confused  and  dulled  like  one  in  a 
dream,  but  I  knew  enough  to  appreciatet  he 
splendid  courage  of  the  man  who  had,  by 
his  intrei^idity  and  daring,  saved  me  from 
!  the  jaws  of  a  cruel  monster  of  the  deep — and 
my  gratitude  knew  no  bounds. 

We  were  both  quickly  hauled  up  on  deck, 
and  the  negro  was  recei\ed  with  loud  cheers 
from  the  lusty  throats  of  the  surging  mass  of 
soldiers  and  sailors. 

He  on  his  part  was  exultant  at  the  success 
of  his  bold  venture,  and  expressed  his  ap- 
proval of  the  hurrahs  sounding  in  his  ears 
j  by  spreading  his  mouth  out  into  a  broad  smile 
and  disjjlaying  his  magnificent  set  of  teeth. 

A  handsome  subscription  was  immediately 
raised  among  the  ofticers  for  his  benefit,  to 
which  was  added,  of  course,  the  half-crown 
stakes,  all  of  which  he  received  witli  profuse 
thanks,  as  though  he  had  done  nothing  to 
deserve  so  large  a  reward. 

The  skull  and  huge  jaws  of  the  shark  now 
adorn  our  "  ancestral  halls." 
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SOME  will  find  it  much  more  difficult  than 
others  to  obtain  purple  tones  ;  for  those 
who  feel  inclined  to  despair  I  can  recommend 
the  following  bath.  It  has  often  been  a  great 
boon  to  me  when  things  were  going  wrong,  and 
when  I  was  first  beginning  I  used  no  other 
for  some  time.  Dissolve  20  gratos  of  phos- 
phate of  soda  in  6  ounces  of  water,  and  add 
an  ounce  of  your  solution  of  gold  chloride. 
This  bath  is  tremendously  strong,  and  j'ou 
must  take  care  to  keep  the  prints  moving  the 
whole  time  they  are  in  it,  or  you  will  get  un- 
toned  patches  in  places,  which,  though  they 
brighten  up  tlie  sombre  aspect  of  the  print, 
will  not  improve  its  appearance.  The  purple 
tone  will  soon  appear  ;  you  must  mind  it  does 
not  go  too  far,  or  they  get  to  a  grey  shade, 
which  is  very  "flat"  and  not  pleasing.  The 
bath  will  not  keep,  and  must  be  used  directly 
after  mixing. 

Keaders  of  an  experimental  turn  of  mind 
can  try  the  following  bath ;  it  is  a  favourite 
one  with  users  of  "Aristotype"  and  "Ober- 
netter's  Chloride  Emulsion"  papers.  Person- 
ally I  prefer  the  old  process,  even  for  these, 
but  others  may  be  more  successful  with  the 
new. 


PAKT  II. 

Toning  and  Fixing  Solution  in  one  Batli. 

Phosphate  of  soda     .      .      .    15  grains 
Sulphocvaniile  of  ammonium  .    25  ,, 
Hyposulphite  of  soda        .       .  24ii  ., 
Water  2  ouuces 

(Take  care  of  No.  2,  which  is  very 
poisonous.) 

To  this  mixture  add  an  ounce  of  your  gold 
solution  and  proceed  to  tone.  The  prints  will 
go  the  most  awful  colour  when  they  are  put 
in  first,  but  will  gradually  regain  their  tone  ; 
when  they  are  the  colour  you  most  admire 
take  them  out  and  wash  them ;  if  they  are 
not  fixed  by  that  time  they  never  will  be, 
so  you  need  not  keep  them  in  any  longer. 
They  are  far  more  likely  to  be  fixed  than 
toned. 

Now  for  the  actual  details  of  the  process. 
We  shall  require  four  dishes  the  size  of  the 
prints  to  be  toned.  They  should  be  of 
porcelain,  and  each  should  be  marked  out- 
side, by  means  of  the  black  varnish  previously 
described,  with  the  name  of  the  solution  for 
which  it  is  to  be  used,  and  it  should  never 
l3e  used  for  anything  else.  The  one  which 
is  to  contain  the  gold  solution  should  never 


I  contain  anything  but  that ;  the  one  for  the 
j  salt  you  can  use  for  developer  if  you  like,  and 
I  the  other,  for  hypo  will  of  course,  be  used  for 
that,  both  in  developing  and  toning.  Keep 
all  your  dishes  scrupulously  clean.  A  great 
deal  depends  on  this— a  little  hydrochloric 
acid  will  generally  remove  any  stains  of  de- 
veloper or  toning  bath. 

The  three  dishes  are  to  be  arranged  in 
front  of  you— the  salt  bath  in  the  middle,  the 
toning  bath  on  the  left  hand,  and  the  fixing 
bath  on  the  right.  Behind  the  toning  bath 
you  should  have  a  dish  containing  pure  cold 
water,  and  behind  the  fixing  bath  another, 
also  containing  plain  water. 

The  prints,  after  coming  out  of  the  printing 
frames,  have  to  be  washed  for  some  time  in 
running  water.  One  of  the  many  "  washers" 
in  the  market  should  be  used,  as  it  is  neces- 
sary for  the  prints  to  be  kept  turning  over 
and  over  while  washing.  As  to  whether  all 
the  free  silver  chloride  should  be  washed  out 
of  them  or  not  opinions  are  divided.  Some 
say  that  if  purple  tones  are  required  it  is  best 
to  remove  the  prints  while  the  water  is  still 
milky  with  the  chloride  of  silver  liberated  ; 
others  say  that  the  tones  given  when  the  prints 
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have  been  well  washed  are  more  permanent. 
On  the  whole,  as  it  is  quite  possible  to  get 
purple  tones  with  the  well-washed  prints,  the 
writer  inclines  to  the  latter  opinion,  and 
prefers  to  thoroughly  wash  the  prints.  Let 
them,  therefore,  remain  in  the  washer  till 
the  water  is  perfectly  clean,  and  then,  taking 
them  out,  one  by  one,  put  them  into  the  basin 
of  clean  water  that  is  behind  the  toning 
bath.  The  toning  bath  had  better  not  be 
removed  from  its  bottle  until  just  before  it  is 
required. 

The  prints  are  then  taken,  one  by  one,  out 
of  the  basin  of  clear  water  and  placed  in  the 
toning  bath.  Many  writers  say  they  ought  to 
be  placed  face  downwards  the  first  minute  ; 
but  a  sensible  reason  for  such  a  course  has 
yet  to  be  found.  I  asked  the  question  once 
in  a  photographic  paper,  and  got  the  reply, 
"  Because  the  paper  is  sensitised  on  one  side 
only  "  !  I  felt  so  small  when  I  read  that 
reply  that  I  have  not  dared  to  ask  the  same 
question  again  in  any  paper.  However,  if 
the  reader  finds  his  prints  in  any  way 
improved  by  so  doing,  by  all  means  let  him 
stick  to  it. 

The  toning  must  be  conducted  in  a  feeble 
light— it  should  be  yellow  ;  but  you  cannot 
judge  properly  of  the  colour  of  the  prints  by 
yellow  light,  and,  therefore,  a  feeble  white 
light — at  any  rate,  one  that  you  can  get  to  at 
intervals — is  best.  After  the  prints  have 
been  round  several  times  (you  must  keep 
continually  lifting  out  the  bottom  one  and 
putting  it  on  the  top,  in  order  to  keep  them 
moving,  or  red  places,  untoned,  will  be  left  on 
their  surfaces)  you  will  find  that  their  red 
colour  is  changing  to  brown,  and,  after  a 
short  time  longer,  to  purple.  When  they 
have  got  to  the  right  shade  they  should  be 
lifted  out  and  placed  in  the  fresh  water 
again,  an  equal  number  of  untoned  prints 
going  in  to  take  their  place. 

In  practice  only  one  will  require  to  come 
out  at  intervals,  and  another  can  be  placed 
at  the  top  to  fill  up  the  gap.  The  number 
to  be  kept  in  the  dish  at  a  time  varies 
completely  with  the  size  of  the  dish  and  the 
amount  of  fluid,  but  there  must  not  be  more 
than  can  be  easily  kept  turning  over  and 
over  and  so  separated ;  as  a  general  rule,  it 
may  be  said  that  the  time  to  stop  is  when 
the  desired  tone  is  reached,  but,  as  a  certain 
loss  of  tone  occurs  when  fixed  in  most 
beginners'  hands,  it  is  safest  to  tone  a  little 
more  than  required. 

This  loss  of  tone  on  fixing  is  the  grand 
difficulty  to  be  confronted,  and  the  ability 
to  overcome  it  constitutes  the  skill  of  the 
successful  toner.  Different  brands  of  paper 
differ  so  entirely  in  their  behaviour  that  it  is 
not  possible  to  give  an  absolutely  safe  system 
to  work  on.  The  following  is  recommended 
for  many  papers  ;  it  is  that  especially  designed 
for  the  treatment  of  the  paper  sold  by 
Edwards  &Co.  (6-8  The  Grove,  Hackney,  E.), 
which  the  writer  prefers  to  any  other,  as  it 
tones  so  much  more  quickly  and  easily,  and 
requires  far  less  gold.  Let  the  reader,  how- 
ever, use  any  brand  that  suits  him. 

When  all  the  prints  have  been  toned  and 
are  in  the  clean  water  we  pour  the  toning 
bath  back  into  its  bottle.  If  it  is  desired  to 
keep  it  for  future  use  it  must  be  poured  back 
at  once,  out  of  harm's  way,  as,  if  any  of  the 
hypo-solution  should  get  into  it,  it  would  be 
irretrievably  ruined.  A  propos  of  this,  I 
should  say  that  the  least  drop  of  hypo 
getting  into  it  while  toning  is  being  carried 
on  will  very  likely  cause  failure ;  you 
must  not  even  take  your  fingers  out  of  one 
and  put  them  into  the  other  unless  they  are 
well  washed  between.  The  toning  bath 
should  be  filtered  back  into  the  bottle 
through  an  ordinary  funnel  and  chemical 
filter-paper.  Swedish  is  the  best.  The  dish 
must  be  cleaned  after  use. 


The  prints  are  now  in  the  clean  water,  and 
they  have  to  be  transferred  to  the  salt  solu- 
tion one  by  one.  This  is  simply  a  solution 
of  1  ounce  of  salt  in  1  pint  of  water.  It  is  not 
used  by  every  one ;  but  for  those  who  are 
troubled  by  loss  of  tone  I  strongly  recom- 
mend it,  especially  if  they  use  Edwards's 
paper.  The  prints  remain  in  it  for  five  min- 
utes, and  are  then  taken  out  singly  and  placed 
in  the  hypo  bath.  The  best  strength  for  this 
is — hyposulphite  of  soda,  1  pound ;  water, 
6  pints ;  or,  if  you  are  only  toning  a  small 
quantity,  I  use — hypo,  1  ounce ;  water, 
8  ounces.  One  ounce  of  hypo  will  fix  three 
sheets  of  sensitised  paper.  To  both  the  fixing 
bath  and  the  salt  bath  should  be  added  two 
drops  of  strong  liquor  ammonia — in  the 
former  it  has  a  slight  fixing  action  ;  and,  as 
it  does  not  destroy  the  tone  of  the  prints,  it 
renders  them  less  likely  to  change  colour  in 
the  fixing  bath  ;  in  the  latter,  it  is  necessary 
to  prevent  any  acidity  which  may  exist  in  the 
hypo,  as,  if  this  bath  were  acid,  the  tone  of 
the  prints  would  return  no  more.  This  should 
be  remembered,  as  it  is  a  very  common 
source  of  failure  to  amateurs. 

The  same  persons  who  say  that  the  prints 
ought  to  be  immersed  face  downwards  the 
first  few  minutes  in  the  toning  bath  also  say 
'  that  the  same  plan  should  be  carried  out  in 
the  fixing  bath.  It  has,  at  any  rate,  an  ad- 
vantage in  the  latter  case  which  did  not  accrue 
to  it  in  the  former — viz.,  that  the  loss  of  tone 
which  invariably  takes  place  the  first  minute 
is  not  visible  to  the  agonised  operator.  The 
prints  will  be  almost  sure  to  lose  their  purple 
colour  the  first  minute,  but,  if  they  have  been 
properly  toned,  it  will  return  to  its  pristine 
-  beauty  in  a  few  minutes  before  they  come 
out  of  the  fixing  bath.  They  must  be  kept 
turning  over  and  over  in  this  bath  as  they 
j  were  in  the  other  two — in  fact,  it  is  rather 
I  more  necessary  than  before,  as  insufficient 
'  fixing  ruins  their  permanence.  A  certain 
amount  of  judgment  can  be  given  as  to 
whether  or  not  they  are  sufficiently  fixed  by 
holding  them  up  to  the  light  and  observing 
whether  they  are  clear  right  through  the 
paper,  as  they  will  be  when  fixed  ;  it  is,  how- 
ever, a  slender  foundation  to  build  upon,  and 
the  best  plan  is  to  make  sure  by  leaving  them 
in  a  solution  of  the  right  strength  for  a  given 
time.  Fifteen  minutes  is  not  at  all  too  long  ; 
it  is  better  to  make  quite  sure — they  will  not 
suffer  even  if  left  in  a  few  minutes  too  long.  At 
the  end  of  the  fifteen  minutes  they  are  put 
back  into  bath  No.  2  (salt)  for  five  minutes 
more.  I  think  this  is  hardly  necessary, 
but  Messrs.  Edwards  advise  it,  and  I  always 
carry  out  their  instructions — it  does  no  harm, 
at  any  rate.  At  the  end  of  this  five  minutes 
the  prints  are  finished,  and  have  now  to  be 
taken  out  and  washed.  This  should  be  done 
in  a  regular  washing  vessel,  as  they  have  to  be 
kept  turning  about  for  several  hours.  The 
number  of  hours  required  to  eliminate  all  the 
hypo  varies  according  to  the  method  of  wash- 
ing. You  may  safely  allow  them  to  remain 
washing  for  an  hour  longer  than  the  time 
which  the  maker  of  the  vessel  you  use  says 
is  necessary.  With  Jafferies'  "  Perfect " 
washer,  which  I  use  myself,  I  believe  four 
hours  is  quite  sufficient,  and  I  have  never 
known  one  of  my  prints  show  the  slightest 
sign  of  fading.  Washers  of  all  kinds  crowd 
the  advertising  pages  of  the  annuals — in  fact, 
if  I  were  given  to  levity,  I  might  say  the 
market  is  flooded  with  them — and  the  reader 
must  go  to  a  dealer,  or  examine  into  the 
printed  circulars,  and  exercise  his  own  judg- 
ment as  to  which  he  will  purchase.  In  dis- 
tricts where  no  water  is  laid  on,  or  in  the 
summer,  when  it  is  scarce  sometimes,  the 
prints  can  be  washed  individually  by  plac- 
ing them  in  a  large  basin  of  water  and  keep- 
ing them  moving,  for  a  minute  or  two  at  in- 
tervals, for  about  half  an  hour ;  each  print  is 


then  placed  on  a  clean  sheet  of  glass  and  a 
rubber  "  squeegee  "  rolled  over  it ;  it  is  then 
taken  off  the  glass  and  placed  in  a  fresh  basin 
of  clean  water,  the  first  being  thrown  away 
when  all  the  prints  are  in  No.  2.  They  stay 
here  for  another  half-hour,  moving  at  inter- 
vals, and  are  then  "squeegeed"  again  and 
returned  to  basin  No.  1,  which  has  meanwhile 
been  filled  with  clean  water,  and  so  on. 
The  "squeegeeing"  of  the  prints  is  analo- 
gous to  the  wringing  out  of  clothes,  the  hypo 
being  forced  out  with  the  water  each  time,  so 
that  it  is  soon  got  rid  of.  Those  who  advo- 
cate this  method  of  washing  say  that  six 
"squeegeeings"  and  washings  are  usually  suf- 
ficient to  eliminate  every  trace  of  hypo.  It 
is,  however,  an  arduous  task,  and  has  the 
disadvantage  that  the  prints  may  get  torn 
in  the  process,  and  I  should  therefore  advise 
you  not  to  try  it  if  easier  means  of  washing 
are  at  hand. 

The  washing  ended,  the  prints  have  now 
to  be  dried.  This  is  easily  accomplished  by 
taking  them  singly  out  of  the  washer,  and 
pressing  them  for  a  moment  between  two 
soft  towels,  the  bottom  one  of  which  is  laid 
flat  on  a  flat  table.  Any  small  amount  of 
moisture  which  may  remain  afterwards  can 
be  removed  by  means  of  blotting-paper,  which 
must  be  perfectly  dean.  I  prefer  to  dry  them 
flat,  which  I  achieve  by  placing  them  in  rows 
on  a  flat  surface,  and  putting  toy  bricks 
round  the  edges  of  each,  to  prevent  their 
curling  up  as  they  dry.  When  dry  they  are 
removed  and  well  pressed. 

An  alternative  method  of  drying,  which 
gives  a  brilliant  surface  to  the  prints,  is  to 
dry  them  on  talced  glass.  In  nine  cases  out  of 
ten  this  is  a  failure,  so  I  use  instead  ferrotype 
plates.  These  can  be  obtained  from  a  dealer 
cut  the  size  of  prints  to  be  dried.  One  side  of 
each  plate  is  shiny,  the  other  is  dull.  Take 
one  plate  for  each  print,  and,  removing  the 
print  from  the  water,  place  it  face  downwards 
on  the  shiny  surface  of  the  plate ;  it  is  best 
to  put  both  into  the  washer  and  remove  them 
in  contact  together.  Now  place  several 
thicknesses  of  clean  blotting-paper  on  the 
back  of  the  print,  and  roll  it  well  with  a  rub- 
ber roller.  This  will  nearly  dry  the  print 
and  press  it  into  contact  with  the  plate. 
When  it  gets  quite  dry  it  will  fall  oS",  which 
does  not  by  any  means  always  happen  with 
the  talced  glass.  The  surface  given  by  the 
ferrotype  plate  is  quite  equal  to  that  given 
by  the  glass,  and  there  is  no  risk  of  failure. 
If  you  are  in  a  hurry,  hold  the  back  of  the 
plate  to  the  fire  and  the  photo  will  drop  off 
in  a  few  minutes.  I  prefer,  however,  to  leave 
them  to  dry  naturally,  as  they  do  not  curl 
up  when  they  tumble  off  so  much  as  in  the 
former  case. 

In  trimming  the  prints  be  very  careful  ta 
have  the  vertical  lines  parallel  with  the  verti- 
cal sides  of  the  print,  and  the  same  with  the 
horizontal  lines,  if  possible,  as  it  should  be 
if  they  are  horizontal  and  your  lens  does  not 
distort. 

For  a  mountant  you  must  choose  your 
own,  some  preferring  one  and  some  another. 
I  always  use  the  spirituous  solution  of  glue 
mentioned  in  my  article  on  "Bromide 
Papers,"  which  you  will  find  on  page  270  of 
the  February  part  (weekly  number  628),  so  I 
need  not  repeat  it  here.  Care  should  be 
taken  to  get  the  print  exactly  in  the  centre 
of  and  straight  with  the  mount  on  which  it 
is  placed.  Careless  mounting  frequently 
spoils  the  look  of  what  would  otherwise  be  a. 
good  photograph,  while  careful  mounting 
considerably  enhances  its  attractions. 

(the  exd.) 
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Problem  No.  270. 
By  K.  BAYsn. 
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4  +  a  =  13  pieces. 


Wliite  to  pl.iy,  ami  mate  in  thres  (3)  moves. 


One  of  the  games  to  the  Cunningham 
Gambit  in  Bilguer's  "  Handbuch  "  is  this,  be- 
tween E.  V.  Bilguer  (White)  and  C.  Mayet 
(Black) : — 


1. 

2. 

3. 

4. 

5. 

6. 

7. 

8. 

9. 
10. 
11. 
12. 
13. 
14. 
15. 
16. 
17. 
18. 
19. 
20. 
21. 


White. 

P-K  4 

P— KB  4 

Kt— K  B  3 

B— B  4 

P— K  Kt  3 

Castles 

K  — K  sq. 

B  X  P  (ch.) 

Kt  X  B  (ch.)  ' 

P-Q4 

E-B  3 

E  X  Kt  (ch.) 

QxB 

K  X  P 

Kt—  Q  B  3 

Q-B  5  (ch.) 

Q-Q  B  8  (ch.) 

Q  X  B  P  (ch.) 

Q— B  8  (ch.) 

Q  X  P  (ch.) 

Kt-B  5,  and  White 


Black. 
P— K  4 
PxP 
B— K  2 
B— R  5  (ch.) 

PxP 
PxP  (ch.) 
P-Q3 
KxB 
Kt-K  B  3 
B-E  G 
B— Kt  5  (n) 
Q  X  E 

Q-B  8  (ch.) 
Q  'B 
QxE 

K— K  sq.  (6) 
K— B  2 
K-K  sq. 
K-B  2 
K— K  sq. 
wins. 


(a)  Better  was  Q— Q  2. 

(6)  If  10,  — ,  K— K  2,  then  17,  Kt-Q  5 
(ch.),  K— Q  sq.  18,  Q— Kt  5  (ch.),  K— B  sq. 
19,  Q  X  P,  Kt— E  3.  20,  Q  X  R  (ch.),  K-  Q  2. 
21,  Q  X  E,  and  wins.  After  16,  — ,  K — Kt  sq., 
follows  the  main  play  as  above,  Q  -Q  ^  8 
(ch.),  etc. 


TO  CHESS  CORRESPONDENTS. 

R.  W.— Tliat  olerer  problem  of  about  thirty  rears 
a?o  by  the  "  Kiii^'  of  Chess  Artists"  appears" oil  the 
above  diagram.  Young  solvers  must  be  careful  to 
play  the  riglit  ilefeiices. 

A.  E.  \V.— Tlie  following  problems  from  our  volumes 
will  be  suitable  for  your  collection  :— Mos.  3,  40,  43,  44, 
51,  63,  (JG,  70,  72,  73,  74,  76,  79,  80,  81,  82,  83,  86,  91,  95, 
100,  102,  103,  104,  110,  122,  124,  125,  132,  138,  141,  145, 
148,  155,  162,  167,  170,  182,  190,  193,  196,  201,  202,  203, 
208,  210,  211,  213,  215,  217,  218,  220,  227,  230,  239,  251, 
252,  254,  256,  258,  261,  264,  267,  270.  Sereral  of  tliese 
are  pubUsheil  in  letters  only.  No.  221  may  be  called 
"  silver,"  but  the  autlior  has  "now  turned  it  into  "  gold  " 
thus:— White,  K  — IC  K  sq. ;  Q— Q  Kt  6;  Kts— Q  B  5 
and  K  B  5  ;  I>  -K  R  3,  Black,  K— K  R  2 ;  R— K  R  sq.; 
B— Q  R  6  ;  Kts— K  B  G  and  K  Kt  sq. ;  P— K  R  5. 
White  mates  in  five  moves.  This  was  a  three-mover  in 
1863,  and  proves  now  that  perseverance  produces  a 
thing  of  beauty. 


OUR  PRIZE  COMPETITIONS, 

(Thirteenth  Series.) 


Writing-  Competition. 

[^ConHnui'd  from  2),  C56.] 

Tenth  Divisio.v  {ages  21  to  24  years). 

Prize— Ws.  CJ. 

Egiiert  Miltox  Williajis,  59,  Carter  Street,  Wal- 
worth, S.E. 

CEnTmCATES. 

Bi:n-jamin-  H.  McKelckkx,  13,  BaggaUy  Street,  Bur- 
dett  Road,  E. 

Chas.  W.  Ri.min-gtox,  3,  Clarence  Terrace,  Maidstone 
Road,  Rochester,  Kent. 

John  W.  ATiyLXSOx,  42,  Exe  Street,  Liverpool. 

J.  R.   Chandler,  4,  Holly  Terrace,  Holly  Road, 
Wan  stead. 

G.  F.  WiLSO.v,  49,  Holbein  House,  London,  s.w. 

W.  J.  GiLEOY,  Queen  Street,  Maidenhead,  Berks. 

K.  M.  Warre.v,  The  Priory,  St.  Ives,  Hunts. 

W.  R.  Glare,  40,  Arbery  Road,  Victoria  Park,  E. 

Harold  H.  Sissoxs,  84,  Beverley  Road,  Hull. 

C.  H.  Whitney,  e 'o  Mrs.  Jones,  Bersham  Road,  Wrex- 
ham. 

A.  E.  Manders,  West  Green  Board  School,  Totten- 
ham, N. 

T.  D.  Greenland,  17,  The  Rise,  Beaufort,  Mon. 

John  Richardson,  c/o  D.  Williamson,  5,  Drummond 
Street,  Edinburgh. 

W.  Henry  Tee,  15,  Cornford  Grove,  Balham,  s.w. 

Hebron  Elliott,  14,  Georgiana  Street,  South  Stock- 
ton-on-Tees. 

George  Hay,  53,  High  Street,  Elgin,  N.B. 

Herbert  Whatley,  96,  The  Butts,  Frome. 

A.  M.  Braii  SFOfiD,  Park  Nook,  near  Derby. 

W.AI.  Gill,  103,  Kensington  Street,  Bradford. 

F.  Wynx  Hellixgs,  Cemetery  Lodge,  Ipswich. 

George  Denxett,  Bull  Lane,  St.  Michael's,  Lewes. 

A.  I.  Parrotj',  Walton  House,  Aylesbury,  Bucks. 

Thomas  Hawsox,  West  Melton,  near  Rothcrliam, 
Yorks. 

Andrew  Caxt,  8,  Ardmillan  Terrace,  Edinburgh. 

Herbert  Saxdoe,  2,  The  Limes,  Hornyold  Road, 
Malvern. 

H.  A.  Heaton,  Sans  Souoi,  Watford,  Herts. 

EWALD  B.  ZiERVOGEL,  Lady  Grey,  Dist.  Aliwal  Nortli, 
S.  Africa. 

W.  J.  Price,  82,  Soho  Hill,  Birmingliam. 

T.  W.  Byfield,  Ford,  near  Devonport,  Devon. 

G.  BuRLET  POTT.s,  Thauiugtou,  Portmau  Road,  Bos- 
combe,  Bournemouth. 

Gertrude  M.  Lillie,  10,  Portland  Road,  Finsbury 
Park,  X. 

(To  lie  continued.) 


OUR  OPEN  COLUMN. 


THE  CAPTAIN. 
A  Legend  of  the  Eleven. 
[  With  apologies  where  apologies  are  due.'i 

He  that  only  rules  by  terror 

Doeth  grievous  wrong. 
Deep  as  Sty.x  I  count  his  error : 

Let  him  hear  my  song. 
Smart  tlie  Captain  was  :  the  Eleven 

Made  a  gallant  team. 
Gallant  sons  of  English  freemen. 

Of  their  scliool  the  cream. 
But  they  iiated  his  ojjpression, 

Stern  he  was  and  sour. 
And  for  every  liglit  transgression 

Rated  them  an  hour. 


Day  by  day  more  harsh  and  cruel 

Seemed  the  Captain's  mood, 
Secret  wratli  like  smother'd  fuel 

Burnt  in  each  boy's  blood. 
Yet  he  hoped  to  purchase  glory, 

Hoped  to  make  the  name 
Of  the  Eleven  great  in  story 

Wheresee'er  they  came. 
Slowly  passing  was  tlie  summer. 

Many  a  match  was  played. 
But  though  the  team  grew  glum  and  glummer. 

Revenge  was  still  delayed. 
Till  the  Old  Boys'  JIatch— wise  haters  1— 

When,  with  eyes  askance 
At  the  throng  of  fair  spectators, 

Lo  !  they  seized  their  chance. 
Then  a  cloudy  gladness  lightened 

In  the  eyes  of  each, 
But  the  Captain's  colour  heightened. 

Rougher  came  his  speech  : 
"  Dolts  ! "  he  crieil,  their  innings  ended. 

Score  but  twenty-two, 
"  This  fiasco  must  be  mended  ; 

Play  up,  or  you'll  rue  1 " 
Then  they  looked  at  him  they  hated. 

Scarce  a  ball  was  stopped  ; 
Mute  with  careless  hands  they  waited. 

Every  catch  was  dropped. 
Oh,  it  was  a  thing  to  witness. 

How  the  foemen's  score 
Rose  with  an  exceeding  swiftness 

Never  seen  before  ! 
One  bowled  wides,  another  no-balls ; 

Ends  were  changed  in  vain  ; 
"Slows"  were  tossed,  as  girls  toss  snowballs. 

Runs  came  thick  as  rain. 
Tlie  Captain's  heart  was  well-nigh  broken, 

Yet  each  mother's  boy- 
There  they  stood — no  word  was  spoken — 

Nor  concealed  their  joy. 
At  his  wild  threats  of  reprisal 

Were  their  faces  grim  ; 
In  their  places,  standing  idle, 

Did  they  smile  on  him. 
Tliose,  in  whom  he  liad  reliance 

For  his  noble  name. 
With  one  smile  of  still  defiance 

Sold  him  unto  shame. 
Shame  and  wratli  his  heart  confounded. 

Pale  he  grew,  then  red. 
Till  in  agony  unbounded 

Swift  he  turn'd  and  fled. 
Dismal  error  I   Sorry  fooling  I 

Tears  have  wandered  on. 
Long  since  done  with  school  and  schooling. 

Captain,  team,  are  gone — 
Scattered  where  life's  ocean  tosses 

Round  them,  buffeting 
With  the  grown  man's  trials  and  crosses — 
Youth  a  vanished  thing. 

An  Old  Boy. 


The  Threshold  of  Life. 

Fast  my  boyhood's  days  are  fleeting, 

To  life's  battle  I  draw  near. 
Dangers  dread  may  close  around  me. 

When  from  home  and  friends  most  dear ; 
Great  Jehovah  !  loving  Father  ! 
Guard  me  with  Thy  powerful  arm  ! 

Manhood's  time  is  now  approaching, 

Childish  things  I  lay  aside. 
Still  may  thoughts  both  pure  and  lovely. 
Good  and  true,  with  me  abide  ; 
Great  Jehovah  !  guide  and  save  me. 
Lest  from  virtue's  path  I  stray. 

All  too  swiftly  time  is  passing, 

Friends  m.ay  fail  me,  hope  may  die. 
Be  Thou  near  me,  lead  me  onward 
To  my  home  beyond  the  sky ; 
Groat  Jehovah  !  ever  shield  me 
Till  my  pilgrimnge  is  o'er. 

Frank  Smith'. 


CoiTfsponticncc. 


E.  ARXor.D.— The  late  Doctor  Scoffern  wrote  us  a 
descriptive  article  on  "Pharaoh's  Serpents,"  wliirli 
you  will  fiiul  ou  page  451  of  the  tliird  volume.  Tlie 
ash  is  very  poisonous. 

Heubekt.— There  is  a  "  Shop  Boys'  ami  Erraml  Boys' 
Parochial  Registration  and  Hiring;  Assooiatioii," 
particulars  of  which  can  be  obtained  of  Mr.  Augustus 
Uarvey,  12,  Landridge  Road,  Fidham. 

H.  Blondell.— Look  at  page  293  of  our  third  volume 
and  see  a  coloured  plate  of  tile  "Arms  of  England 
fi-om  Eilward  the  Confessor  to  Queen  ViiTi iri;.,  "  ,iiid 
read  the  article.  You  will  then  smile  at  n  ihu-  nas- 
takes.  Where  did  James  the  First  get  the  white 
horse  of  Hanover  from  '?  Edward  the  Tliird  is  nearly 
right ;  but  your  lilies  are  not  France  Ancient.  You 
say  oiests  wheu  you  mean  arms. 

H.  D.  E.  B.\..vjo.— Get  a  second-hand  banjo  by  adver- 
tising in  the  "  Exchange  and  Mart  "  ;  buy  a  shilling 
book  at  any  music  shop  ;  furnish  yourself  witli  a  fen- 
spare  strings;  retire  into  a  quiet  spot— aud  stav 
there ! 

E.  K.\Y.— See  our  articles  ou  "Golf"  in  the  February 
and  March  Parts  for  1884,  forming  part  of  the  si.Kth 
volume. 

T.  Cl.^rke. — See  "How  London  Lives,"  published  at 
56,  Paternoster  Row.  It  give  a  full  description  of  the 
Loudon  police  and  their  duties. 

J UDEx.— We  are  including  oiu-  articles  on  swimming  in 
our  new  volume  of  "Outdoor  Sports."  There  is 
nothing  like  them  in  book  form. 

SiG.WA.— 1.  Paul  Blake's  story  of  "The  M.arquis  of 
Torchester"  was  in  the  May  and  following  parts  of 
1887 — that  is,  in  our  uinth  volume.  2.  The' coloured 
plates  for  the  last  two  or  three  years  are  on  sale  in 
packets  ;  but  very  few  are  now"  left.  3.  A  shilling  ; 
anywhere. 

E.  P.  WiLSox.— Royal  Navy,  for  officers  ("naval  cadet), 
limit  of  age  is  Hi  ;  for  crew  (second  class  bov) 
16*. 

P.^PER  B.VCr.— You  have  turned  it  the  wni'i  j-  w:iv.  that 
is  all.    There  art  only  two  ways  ia  «  I  m  Ii  r.;  .],,  ir  ■ 
try  again.   Another  "  Paper  Bag "  -:n--  I:,-  iia-  ni  ,i|.' 
tlie  kettle  but  cannot  boil  the  water;  to  whom  we  1 
also  say  "  try  again." 


F.  S.  Newton-.— Ulrich  Zwingli,  latinisefl  into  Zuin- 
ghus,  the  Swiss  reformer,  was  born  in  148i  and  died 
in  1531. 

S.  Castle.— The  articles  on  "  Knots  and  Cordage  " 
appeared  a  long  time  ago  and  are  now  out  of  print. 
They  were  in  tlie  second  volume. 


iNcoriN-iTO.— "That  Penny  Whistle  !"  Out  of  print ; 
liut  still  oijtainable  in  "  IndoorGames."  By  tlie  bye) 
it  H  ence  "  not  "  ance  "  in  correspondence.  "  Stick 
Polishing"  is  also  out  of  print,  but  it  does  not 
appear  in  that  encyclopedic  treasury,  "  Indoor 
Games." 


M.  BowELi.Y.-XnthinLT  "f  the  Sort  ha^  aiipeaira  else- 
where.   Til..  arti-.|..  Ma~  u  iitt,  ii  hv  th  .ILvt,,,'  ;,n,l 

tlie  lUiHtrati.Hi,  wcia-  Ham  tla^  aains.  It  »a,  tliL-  hrst 
time  the  subject  had  been  attempted. 

C.  S.— Almost  anyone  can  be  a  ventriloquist  ;  but  the 
art  requires  practice.  We  have  no  articles  on  the 
subject  now  in  their  original  form  ;  but  all  we  have 
to  say  has  been  reprinted  in  "  Indoor  Games." 

R.  P.iTERSON-.— "How  to  Build  Bird-cages"  has  been 
long  out  of  print,  but  it  now  appears  in  "Indoor 
Games." 

F.  C.  (M).— 1.  "Dumb-bells  and  How  to  Use  Them" 
cannot  be  got  in  the  numbers  ;  but  the  articles  have 
bean  leiirinted  in  full  in  "Indoor  Games."  2.  The 
>ama  with  regard  to  "  Indian  Clubs." 

Ou\'\  n  Twist  and  Liz.— "How  to  Care  and  Pit  Uii  a 
Birdskin"  is  now  included  in  "  In-loar  i  aiiin  The 
older  articles  are  out  of  print,  but  vna  laav  -.a-  them 
by  referring  to  the  third,  fourth,  aiid  tilth  vaUimes. 

A.  S.  H.  (Flagstaff)  and  Ciri.  A.  G.  K.— ■■  Flagstaff 
and  How  I  Rigged  It,"  first  appaarad  in'  anr  pages, 
and  is  now  one  of  the  chaptar^  in  ■■  Indaar  la.imcs." 

Ship's  Clockkr.— The  aid  ■■  -liipp's  ala.'k  "  was  a  glass  ' 
which  had  to  be  turned  every  half  hour  :  and  every 
time  the  glass  w.as  turned  the' bell  was  struck  with  'a  i 
sort  of  postman's  knock.  Half  the  number  of  times 
the  bell  is  struck  is  the  nuinher  of  bell-.  Takbig 
the  hours  from  midna,'!!"-  lanm!:  1  \m  ='_'1i(  I1-'^ 
2  .\..M.  =  4  bells;  3  .^...^a  =  ^  In  Us  ;  i  a.m  =s  i.ell.  •  \  m' 
=  2  bells;  6  A.M.  =  4li.  IN;  7  _\..m.==(,  li.is  ;  ,sa..m.= 
8  bells;  9A.M.=2b.l]-;  la  a.m.  =  t  i  i./i;,  ;  U  a..m.= 

6  bells  ;  noon  =  8  bell-,  AimI  -a  an,  every  faur  hours 
completing  the  serie,,  tin'  iaeirs  lieui^-  marked  by  an 
e;iial  miinber  at  bella  ];,ir  tlia  half-hours  are'also 
siriiak,  ,au'l  fi.r  tlaan  tlie  aM  laaabers  are  used. 
Tims  12.30  A.M.  =  1  Ml :  i  :;<i  a.m.  =  :;  hells ;  2.30  a.m. 
=  5  bells;  a.;-.  =  7  bell-;  4:.u  a.m.  =  1  bell; 
•5.3')  .4..M.  =  3  hall-:  i;.::a  a..m.=;'.  InIU;   7  :;o  a.m  = 

7  hells.  "Five  l.»,Us  ill  ti.e  luaMle-  wateli"  wauld  be 
1;  df-p.ist  twa  in  the  uioniiije-.   The  i.'a-t  way  t  i  h^ani 

'"-lis  i-  to  make  a  vlwk  faae  and  wiite  lu  the 
II  lail.ier  at  ^riake-,  ar,  rail.er,  half  the  iiuml.ier  of 
stiokes,  for  you  li.ave.  fa  -tiiae  t.va'e  for  each  bell, 
and  hence  8  bells  =  -i.\teeii  .stia^es  at  the  clapper. 


GiN-GEit  Jim.— Take  a  sma'l  sheet  of  thick  b'otting 
paper:  soak  it  in  a  strong  solution  of  oxalic  acid'; 
dry  it.  When  van  make  an  ink-blot  lay  this  blotting 
paper  on  it.  The  blot  will  vanish  like  magic  and 
leave  not  a  trace  behind.  But,  remc-mber,  the  paper 
is  poisonous ;  and  it  is  not  advisable  to  chew  it  or 
leave  it  about. 

A.  J.  PuiDE.- 1.  The  King  of  the  Romans  was  the  heir 
of  the  Emperor  of  the  West,  much  in  the  same  way 
— oiili  different— as  the  Prince  of  Wales  is  the  heir 
of  tl  e  British  Monarch.  The  title  was  first  assumed, 
previous  to  his  coronation,  bv  the  Emperor  Henry 
the  .^araial  ill  lol  i  ;  it  was  first  conferred  on  Henry 
the  Third's  iMest  son  in  105.5.  2.  It  depends  ou 
colaur,  date,  face  value,  etc.  3.  The  Great  Western 
Railway  had  2,477  miles  of  line  and  1,C20  engines  la 
December  1889.  It  has  now  more  miles  and  more 
engines,  but  not  many  more. 

A.  J.  Urquhart.— You  should  have  got  the  Christmas 
Number  for  1889.  The  index  to  the  Christmas 
Number  of  1890  is  not  likely  to  be  publi.-hed  three 
months  before  the  iiunibcr— do  yaii  think  so  ? 
"Stars  of  the  Month"  was  in  the'  sixth  valume- 
"The  Planets  and  Where  to  find  Them"  in  the 
twelfth. 

J.  S,  C.  R.— 1.  A  history  of  Lord  Ellenborough's  Indian 
Administration,  by  Lord  Colchester,  was  publishel 
in  1874.  2.  Yes.  Dumb-bells  shnidd  be  wooden,  and 
not  weigh  more  than  two  pounds  each.  3.  Consult 
your  frieiid.-i. 

H.  Shaw.— 1.  The  "Boy's  Own  Paper"  is  on  sale  in 
every  aajiital  in  the  world  and  in  all  the  chief  towns 
at  .\ii-tialia  and  America.  2.  There  was  no  clan 
Hraee.  ;;.  There  was  no  elan  Brown.  4.  Couse- 
iliu  ntly  there  are  no  tartans  for  these  clans.  5. 
"Scottish  Clans"  was  the  frontispiece  of  our  fifth 
volume. 

W.  C.  Taylor.— Hang  the  coral  upside  down  in  a 
saucepan  full  of  water,  to  ^vhich  you  have  added  a 
spoonful  of  oxalic  acid  ;  boil  the  solution  till  it  leaves 
the  coral  dry  ;  and  clean  the  saucepan  thorouc'hly 
well  after  yau  have  done  with  it.  Same  of  the  aar.il 
is  boiled  in  water  and  then  bleached  in  a  weak  solu- 
tion of  chloride  of  lime  :  but  in  dealing  with  coral 
always  work  with  it  upside  down  so  that  the  dirt  can 
drop  out  of  the  septa. 
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Tripped  over  a  projecting  root,  and  fell  forward  with  great  violence." 


¥l\e  8oy'^  0\vi\  ?apef. 


CHAPTER  VII.  — THE  ELEPHANT  RACE. 

ONE  morning,  about  a  week  after  Harry 
Foster's  sensational  meeting  with 
the  famous  "  War-Tiger,"  there  was 
an  unwonted  stir  and  bustle  throughout 
the  whole  village  of  Kyook-Pew,  which 
seemed  to  have  conimiuiicated  itself  in 
a  more  moderate  degree  even  to  the 
stately  Sikhs  of  the  garrison.  The  day 
of  the  long-looked-for  elephant  race, 
which  had  so  greatly  excited  Harry  and 
his  cousin  when  announced  by  their  old 
monk,  had  really  come  at  last ;  and  every 
man  in  the  Burmese  hamlet  had  laid  a 
wager  of  some  kind  iipon  the  great  event, 
even  if  only  to  the  amount  of  half  a 
farthing,  the  ordinary  Burman  being 
unfortunately  as  inveterate  a  gambler 
as  either  the  Mexican  or  the  Chinese. 

The  two  huge  beasts  that  were  to 
contest  this  novel  kind  of  race  were 
already  standing  side  by  side  at  the  end 
of  the  course,  which  ran  from  one  end  of 
the  clearing  to  the  other.  Both  were 
motionless  as  statires,  except  for  an  occa- 
sional flap  of  their  enormous  ears  to  drive 
away  the  flies  that  buzzed  around  them  ; 
and  the  vast  brownish-black  bodies  stood 
like  rocks  amid  an  eddying  tide  of  excited 
faces  and  struggling  figures,  and  hands 
raised  in  eager  gesticulation,  and  dresses 
gay  with  every  tint  of  the  rainbow. 

The  native  women  had  put  on  all  their 
finery,  and  assumed  their  gayest  colours, 
in  honour  of  the  great  occasion.  Even 
the  very  babies  seemed  to  take  their  part 
in  the  general  excitement,  clapping  their 
tiny  brown  hands  gleefully,  and  crowing 
with  delight  at  the  surrounding  bustle. 

The  elephants  certainly  could  not  com- 
plain of  having  too  few  people  to  look  at 
them  ;  for,  not  only  had  the  entire  popu- 
lation of  the  village  turned  out  in  a  body 
(including  three  or  four  withered  old 
grandpapas  who  were  hardly  able  to 
crawl),  but  hundreds  of  peasants  had 
flocked  in  from  every  part  of  the  sur- 
rounding country,  many  of  whom  com- 
bined business  with  pleasure  by  bringing 
yarious  kinds  of  eatables  for  sale.  The 
whole  upper  end  of  the  clearing  was  as 
gay  as  a  flower-bed  with  bright-coloured 
robes,  and  the  air  rang  with  a  ceaseless 
din  of  voices,  criticising,  admiring,  dis- 
puting, speculating  upon  the  chances 
of  the  race,  and  making  fresh  bets  every 
moment,  although  in  many  cases  the 
amount  of  those  which  they  had  already 
made  greatly  exceeded  that  of  their  whole 
worldly  possessions. 

Harry  and  Fred,  delighted  beyond 
measure  at  this  chance  of  witnessing  a 
sport  which  was  equally  new  to  them 
both,  were  eager  to  rush  out  of  the  fort 
at  once,  and  mingle  with  the  motley 
assemblage  on  the  racecourse.  But,  to 
their  no  small  dismay,  they  found  the 
gate  of  the  entrenchment  shut ;  and  the 
sentinel  who  guarded  it  informed  them, 
with  a  stately  salaam,  that  strict  orders 
had  been  given  to  let  no  one  quit  the 
fort  that  morning  without  a  special 
permission  from  the  "  Commandant 
Sahib  "  himself. 

Away  rushed  Harry,  with  his  cousin  at 
his  heeis,  to  obtani  the  required  permission 
as  speedily  as  possible,  never  doubting  for 
a  moment  that  it  would  be  granted  at 
once.  But  they  were  doomed  to  be 
grievoiisly  disappointed. 

"  I'm  very  sorry  indeed,  my  dear  boys," 


said  Marston  kindly,  "  to  have  to  disap- 
point you  both  ;  but  I  really  can't  let  any 
one  oirt  of  the  fort  while  this  is  going  on. 
You  see,  these  Burraans  are  an  excitable 
set,  and  no  better  than  children  when  they 
arc  excited,  and  (considering  that  more 
than  half  those  fellows  yonder  are 
peasants  from  the  country  round,  who 
haven't  got  to  be  friendly  with  my  soldiers 
like  the  villagers  here)  if  I  were  to  let  any 
of  my  men  go  in  among  them  with  arms 
in  their  hands  just  when  the  whole  crowd's 
wild  over  this  race,  it  would  certainly 
end  in  a  quarrel  and  a  fight,  with  per- 
haps the  loss  of  several  lives  on  each  side, 
and  the  stirring  up  of  bitter  feeling 
against  us  all  through  the  province, 
which  is  just  what  I  want  to  avoid. 
Now,  as  the  soldiers  mustn't  go  out,  it's 
better  for  no  one  to  go  at  all,  so  as  to 
avoid  all  chance  of  discontent ;  and  there- 
fore I'm  not  even  going  myself.  I  know 
you're  always  ready  to  do  anythingyou  can 
to  help  me.'like  good  fellows;  and  so  I  tell 
you  just  how  matters  stand,  that  you  may 
see  I  have  no  choice.  You'll  be  able  to  see 
the  whole  show  quite  well  from  the  roof 
of  the  storehouse  yonder,  and  you're  wel- 
come to  go  up  there  whenever  you  like." 

The  boys  assented  at  once,  and  hurried 
off  to  take  their  places  upon  this  new 
kind  of  "  Grand  Stand." 

"  Mr.  Marston's  right,"  said  Fred 
Milburn,  as  they  scrambled  up  the 
ladder,  "  for  you  never  know  what  tricks 
these  niggers  are  going  to  be  up  to.  _  I 
remember,  when  we  were  at  Fort  Robin- 
son, out  West,  the  Indians  came  round 
and  wanted  to  start  a  market  inside  the 
fort;  but  it  was  a  good  job  that  father 
wouldn't  let  'em,  for  we  found  out  after- 
wards that  every  man  of  'em  had  a 
weapon  of  some  sort  under  his  blanket, 
and  at  a  given  signal  they  were  all  to  jump 
up  and  wipe  out  the  whole  garrison  !  " 

"  And  we've  got  a  better  view  up  here, 
out-and-out,"  chuckled  Harry,  "than  if 
we  were  down  yonder  in  the  middle  of  all 
that  crowd.  We're  in  the  reserved  seats 
— and  we've  got  'em  all  to  ourselves  too. 
Hollo  !  there  go  the  jockeys  mounting 
already  !  " 

Sure  enough,  just  at  that  moment  the 
two  elephants— which  rejoiced  in  the 
poetical  names  of  "  Pickied  Tea "  and 
"  Golden  Fool  "—were  seen  to  move  a 
few  paces  apart,  while  two  small,  dark 
figures,  unburdened  by  any  clothing  save 
a  white  cotton  waistcoat,  scrambled  up 
and  perched  themselves  upon  the  necks 
of  the  animals. 

But,  just  as  the  two  lads  were  straining 
their  eyes  to  watch  the  start,  two  other 
men  were  seen  to  clamber  up  after  the 
first  two,  and  plant  themselves,  not  very 
securely,  on  the  smooth,  broad,  rounded 
backs  of  these  moving  mountains. 

"What?  two  jockeys  apiece?"  cried 
Fred  Milburn,  laughing. 

"  Why  not  ?  I  should  hope  the  beasts 
are  big  enough!"  said  Harry,  with  a 
grin.  "  Seems  to  me  they  might  carry 
half  a  dozen  passengers  on  the  after-deck, 
and  three  or  four  more  on  the  fo'c'stle, 
without  overloading." 

But  just  then  their  talk  was  inter- 
rupted by  the  deep,  booming  roll  of  a  gong, 
which  seemed  to  be  the  starting  signal, 
for  instantly  the  two  monsters— motion- 
less as  rocks  till  then— were  seen  to  shoot 
forward  from  their  places,  and  away  they 
went ! 


And  then  began  such  an  uproar  as 
even  Harry  Foster  himself,  although 
familiar  from  his  childhood  with  all  the 
clamours  of  the  noisy  East,  had  never 
heard  before.  Every  man  in  the  crowd 
cheered  on  one  or  other  of  the  contending 
beasts  with  a  succession  of  ear-piercing 
yells,  to  which  the  elephants  replied  by 
making  a  din  like  fifty  cracked  trumpets 
all  blowing  at  once.  The  shriller  cries 
of  the  women  and  children  formed  a 
screeching  treble  to  this  hideous  concert, 
which  was  further  swelled,  by  the  addi- 
tion of  a  constant  blowing  of  horns  and 
banging  of  gongs,  into  an  uproar  which 
was  enough  (as  Harry  spitefully  re- 
marked) to  "  make  one  as  deaf  as  a 
Government  post." 

"  Well  done,  Harry  !  "  said  Marston, 
who  had  just  clambered  wp  beside  them, 
with  Merrincourt  at  his  heels  ;  "  you're- 
as  good  as  the  critic  who  pronounced 
some  author's  meaning  to  be  '  as  obscm'e' 
as  an  explanatory  note.'  " 

For  the  first  few  yards  the  four-footed 
giants  kept  neck-and-neck,  or,  as  Mer- 
rincourt phrased  it,  "  trunk-and-trunk." 
Then  Pickled  Tea  began  to  draw  slightly 
to  the  front.  Instantly  the  partisans  of 
Golden  Fool  increased  their  clamour 
(if  it  could  be  increased),  and,  had  the 
lookers-on  shut  their  eyes,  they  might 
have  supposed  themselves  in  a  lunatic 
asylum  where  five  hundred  madmen 
were  battling  with  an  equal  number  of 
mad  cats. 

Fred  Milburn  laughed  heartily  at  the 
spectacle  of  the  huge,  unwieldy  brutes 
lumbering  along  at  a  chnnsy  canter,  and. 
loudly  declared  that  "  old  Barnum  ought 
to  be  there  to  see  'em  himself." 

"Do  they  only  go  to  the  end  of  the 
course?"  asked  Harry,  "or  have  they 
to  turn  romid  and  come  back  again  ?  " 

"  They  have  to  come  back  again," 
answered  Marston,  "  and  the  turning- 
round  is  always  the  critical  part.  Which- 
ever of  theni  gets  ahead  there  generally 
wins  the  race." 

The  words  were  hardly  spoken  when 
their  truth  was  shown.  In  making  the 
bend  at  the  extremity  of  the  course. 
Golden  Fool  gained  a  slight  advantage 
over  Pickled  Tea,  and  drew  to  the  front 
in  his  turn. 

All  the  previous  uproar  was  merciful 
compared  with  the  ear-splitting  din  that, 
arose  now,  and  many  of  the  spectators,  in 
the  fury  of  their  excitement,  danced  and 
capered  like  scalded  monkeys,  till  Harry 
and  Fred  almost  tumbled  off  the  roof  with 
laughing. 

Golden  Fool  kept  his  lead  so  well  that 
the  race  appeared  to  be  his  beyond  a 
doubt ;  but  just  as  he  was  within  a  few 
yards  of  the  goal,  some  backer  of  Pickled 
Tea  treacherously  threw  down  a  large 
sugar-cake  right  in  the  victorious  ele- 
phant's path. 

No  baby  on  earth  is  so  passionately 
fond  of  sweets  as  an  elephant ;  and  the 
huge  beast  instantly  whirled  round  to. 
seize  the  dainty,  with  an  unexpected 
swing  which  sent  both  its  jockeys  flymg 
like  bombshells  into  the  thick  of  the 
crowd,  amid  a  shower  of  very  forcible 
Burmese  compliments  from  those  upon 
whose  heads  and  shoulders  they  alighted. 
Meanwhile  Pickled  Tea,  impro^-ing  this 
imlooked-for  chance,  made  a  sudden  dash 
to  the  front,  and  came  in  winner  by 
nearly  two  yards ! 


Instantly  a  roaring  whirlpool  of  furious 
faces  and  tossing  arms  was  surging 
around  the  spot  ;  and  then  a  solitary 
figure  (evidently  the  man  who  had  played 
the  trick)  was  seen  to  burst  from  the 
throng  and  dart  frantically  across  the 
clearing;  toward  the  fort,  as  if  flying  for  his 
life,  with  nearly  a  hundred  fierce-looking 
men.  knife  in  hand,  yelling  at  his  heels. 

"  They're  going  to  kill  him !  "  cried 
Harry  Foster,  springing  forward  excitedly. 
"Eun!   Keep  it  up  !    We'h  help  you  !  " 

On  seeing  that  the  fort-gate  was  shut, 
the  hunted  man  slackened  his  pace  for  a 
moment  (as  if  confounded,  and  uncertain 
what  to  do  next),  and  then  shot  round  the 
angle  of  the  entrenchment,  and  headed 
down  toward  the  river. 

On  came  the  pursuers  with  wolfish 
yells ;  but,  as  they  neared  the  palisade, 
Marston's  voice  rang  out  clear  and  stern 
above  all  the  uproar  : 

"  Keep  back  !  " 

The  young  commandant's  menacing 
tone,  and  the  sight  of  the  closed  gate, 
seemed  to  stagger  the  pursuers  as  well  as 
their  intended  victim.  The  furious  crowd 
halted  irresolutely,  thougli  without  show- 
ing any  sign  of  retreating. 

"Keep  off!  "shouted  Marston  again. 
"  If  you  come  a  step  nearer,  I'll  fire  upon 
you." 

Even  the  careless  ^ilerrincourt  looked 
startled  at  this  unwonted  harshness  on 
the  part  of  his  colleague,  who  had  hitherto 
been  so  eager  to  conciliate  the  natives  in 
every  possible  way.  But,  with  the  for- 
midable Gatling  gun  which  Marston 
called  his  "telescope  "  full  in  their  view, 
this  threat  was  quite  enough  for  the 
Burmans,  whose  superstitious  terror  of 
these  deadly  and  mysterious  engines  had 
expressed  itself  in  a  terrific  native  nick- 
name _  of  fifteen  or  sixteen  syllables, 
implying,  "  The-gun-that-goes-on-talking- 
till-you-tell-it-to-stop."  The  whirl  of  fierce 
faces  and  brandished  knives  melted  away 
as  if  by  magic,  and  in  a  few  seconds  that 
scene  of  uproar  and  bustle  was  utterly 
silent  and  deserted. 

"  Why,  Alf,  what  on  earth's  the  matter 
with  you  to-day  ?  "  cried  Frank  Merrin- 
court,  staring  amazedly  at  his  comrade. 
"  Were  you  really  going  to  fire  into  those 
fellows  just  for  running  past  the  fort'?" 

"  Just  for  running  to  tahc  the  fort,  you 
mean,"  said  Marston,  grimly.  "  Don't  "you 
see  that  all  this  riot  was  got  up  on  purpose  ? 
Bless  you,  it's  as  plain  as  print.  Those 
fellows  were  Burmese  guerrillas  in  dis- 
guise, and  tliat  man  was  to  have  fled 
from  them  into  the  fort,  and  they'd  have 
rushed  in  after  him  ;  and  then,  expecting 
to  find  us  off  our  guard,  and  a  lot  of  our 
rnen  away  on  the  racecourse,  they  counted 
upon  taking  the  fort,  and  murdering  every 
man  in  it." 

"  But  how  do  you  know  all  that  ? " 
asked  Merrincourt,  incredulously. 

"  Well,  first  and  foremost,  didn't  you 
see  how,  first,  tliat  runaway  man.  and  then 
all  the  rest,  stopped  and  looked  blank 
when  they  saw  our  gate  shut  ?  Then,  if 
they  had  really  meant  to  kill  that  fellow, 
do  you  think  they'd  have  let  him  go  so 
easily'?  I  tell  you,  they'd  have  followed 
him  to  the  end  of  the  world  rather  than 
let  him  escape  them.  But  I  have  another 
proof  still,  which  would  be  quite  enough 
by  itself.  Whom  do  you  think  I  saw  in 
the  thick  of  the  crowd,  evidently  directing 
and  egging  on  the  whole  bttsiness  ?  Why, 


the  War-Tiger's  fr.iend,  Moong-Gley,  the 
robber-chief  of  the  mountains,  whom  Fred 
and  Harry  thought  they  saw  drowned  at 
Mandalay !  " 

"  What !  wasn't  he  drowned  after  all, 
then?  "  cried  both  boys  at  once. 

"No!"  answered  Marston,  gloomily. 
"  I  saw  his  face  among  those  fellows  as 
plain  as  I  see  you  now;  and  his  being 
alive  means  death  to  many  a  better  man. 
We've  all  had  a  very  narrow  escape  of 
being  murdered,  and  we  may  thank  God 
tliat  we're  alive  to  talk  about  it." 

This  hairbreadth  escape  from  destrtic- 
tion  in  the  very  midst  of  a  friendly 
neighbourhood,  and  this  startling  resur- 
rection of  the  ferocious  ruffian  whom  our 
two  young  friends  had  seen  (as  they 
thought)  perish  before  their  very  eyes,  fell 
upon  the  whole  party  like  lightning  from 
a  clear  sky.  Merrincourt  himself  looked 
unwontedly  grave  for  several  days  after 
the  race,  and  even  the  reckless  boys  were 
very  careful  in  confining  their  rambles  to 
the  immediate  neighbourhood  of  the  fort. 

As  for  Marston,  what  he  thought  of  it 
was  sufficiently  shown  by  his  organising 
a  working  party  early  in  the  following 
week  to  cut  away  the  brushwood  for  some 
distance  along  the  opposite  bank  of  the 
river,  which  was  not  broad  enough  of 
itself  to  protect  the  fort  effectually  against 
the  fire  of  ambushed  riflemen  on  the  far- 
ther side  shotUd  the  place  be  besieged. 

But  when  the  day  came  for  this  expedi- 
tion, Merrincourt  had  to  head  the  party 
instead  of  his  leader,  who  was  laid  up  with 
a  passing  touch  of  fever,  which,  though 
happily  not  dangerous,  was  an  effectual 
bar  to  exertion  of  any  kind. 

The  boys  eagerly  asked  leave  to  go  too, 
and  at  any  other  time  our  careless  Frank 
would  have  assented  without  thinking 
twice  about  it ;  but  now— a  very  unwonted 
thing  with  him — he  hesitated  and  looked 
thou<,ditful. 

"  i'ooh  !  "  said  he  at  length,  "  it's  not 
worth  while  rousing  up  poor  old  Alf  just 
when  he's  getting  a  little  sleep  at  last, 
only  to  bother  him  about  a  trifle  like  that. 
You  can  go,  boys;  come  along!  " 

Many  a  time  and  oft,  in  the  terrible 
days  which  were  now  close  at  hand,  did 
Frank  Merrincourt  bitterly  recall  that 
liglitly- spoken  decision,  and  feel  that  he 
could  gladly  peril  his  life  to  undo  what  he 
had  done.    But  it  was  too  late. 

For  a  time,  however,  all  went  well ;  and 
the  hacking,  and  sawing,  and  chopping 
were  just  drawing  to  a  close,  when  Fred 
and  Harry,  tired  of  doing  nothing  but 
look  on  wliile  other  people  were  working, 
strolled  away  unnoticed  along  a  narrow 
path  throitgh  the  brushwood,  evidently 
made  by  the  passage  of  elephants  or  other 
"  big  game."  They  followed  it  for  some 
distance  (somewhat  re.gi-etting  that  they 
had  njt  brought  their  rifles,  incase  anything 
worth  shooting  should  present  itself),  and 
were  just  supposing  themselves  to  be 
heading  right  down  into  the  heart  of  the 
jungle,  when  they  suddenly  came  out  upon 
the  river  again  ! 

"Hollo!"  cried  Fred,  "we've  been 
steering  pretty  wild,  or  else  either  the 
path  or  the  river's  taken  a  big  twist.  If 
this  is  how  we're  going  on,  we'll  want  the 
Pathfinder  or  the  Big  Serpent,  or  some  of 
those  fellows,  to  come  and  pilot  us." 

"Listen!"  said  Harry,  holding  up  liis 
Iiand,  here's  somebody  coming  to  meet 
us  nov/ ;  and  whoever  he  is,  he  can't  be 


an  enemy,  or  he  wouldn't  make  such  a 
noise." 

Sure  enough,  the  crackling  and  crash- 
ing of  the  matted  boughs  told  them  tliat 
some  one  was  forcing  his  way  through  the 
bushes  at  no  great  distance  from  them, 
and  apparently  taking  no  pains  whatever 
to  conceal  his  presence  in  doing  so. 

Nearer  and  nearer  came  the  sound,  and 
the  lads  (who  were  both  well  read  in 
Feniniore  Cooper)  had  jitst  time  to 
wonder  what  Hawk-eye  or  Chingachgook 
would  have  said  to  any  man  who  tra- 
versed a  perilous  forest  in  this  noisy  and 
reckless  fashion,  when  the  tangled 
branches  were  thrust  aside,  and  a  tall 
figure  broke  from  the  thicket  within  a 
few  paces  of  the  spot  where  they  stood. 

At  sight  of  the  two  lads  the  new-comer 
gave  a  start  of  surprise,  and,  missing  liis 
footing,  tripped  over  a  projecting  root, 
and  fell  forward  with  great  violence, 
striking  his  head  against  another  root 
with  such  force  that  he  lay  stunned  and 
senseless. 

"Most  haste,  worst  speed!"  said 
Harry  Foster,  springing  forward  to  raise 
the  fallen  man.  "  Hollo  !  Why,  I  de- 
clare, it's  that  old  monk  of  ours,  who  ate 
such  a  lot  of  jam  and  tried  to  mesmerise 
Mr.  Marston.  Poor  old  boy  1  see  how 
he's  cut  his  forehead  !  " 

"Here's  what  he  wants, then,"  rejoined 
his  cousin,  whipping  out  his  liandkerehief 
and  emptying  upon  it  all  the  water  in  his 
pocket-flask — always  an  inseparable  com- 
panion in  that  burning  climate.  "  Jnst 
you  wash  the  blood  from  his  ftice,  wliile 
I  go  down  to  the  river  and  get  some 
more  water." 

To  work  went  Harry  with  true  English 
energj^,  scrubbing  away  as  if  he  «  ere  try- 
ing to  wash  a  blackamoor  white,  instead  of 
moistening  the  face  of  a  fainting  man. 
And,  in  truth,  he  accomplished  an  almost 
equally  startling  result;  for  beneath  tlie 
touch  of  his  fingers  the  wrinkles  and  livid 
hue  of  the  old  monk's  withered  skin 
vanished  as  if  by  magic,  and  the  sunken, 
fleshless  visage  bloomed  .into  the  bold, 
firm,  swarthy  face  of  a  man  in  the  prime 
of  life ! 

"  I  say,  Fred,"  cried  Foster  to  his 
cousin,  as  the  latter  came  up  from  the 
river-bank  with  the  flask  of  water,  "  this 
chap  must  be  a  witch,  or  a  juggler,  oi* 
something — I'll  be  shot  if  he  doesn't  get; 
a  year  younger  with  every  scrub  I  give 
him  !  " 

"Does  he?"  cried  Milburn.  "Well, 
that's  the  sort  of  lotion  to  advertise,  and 
no  mistake  ;  we  might  make  a  big  thing 
by  trading.  Now,  hold  his  head  np  a  bit, 
while  I  pour  some  water  into  his  mouth." 

Harry  obeyed ;  but  as  he  struggled  to 
raise  the  helpless  man's  liead,  an  awkward 
jerk  of  his  hand  brought  away  the  Poon- 
gyee's  white  hair  and  beard  all  in  one 
mass ! 

The  transformation  was  complete.  The 
aged  monk  had  vanished,  and  beneath 
their  eyes  lay  a  face  which  Harry  Foster 
had  beheld  only  once  before,  but  which, 
considering  where  and  how  lio  had  seen 
it,  he  was  not  very  likely  to  forget. 

•'  Here's  a  go,  Fred  !  "  cried  hox  ex- 
citedly. "  Do  you  know  v/ho  this  fellow 
is  ?    It's  tlic  Tiger  Chief  h  imself  !  " 

"  Is  it  ?  "  replied  Milburn,  with  a  loud 
lattgh.    "  What  a  joke  !  " 

( To  le  continued.') 
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^pHE  moon  grew  paler  in  the  light  of  the 
X  coming  day,  and  still  Leila  had  not 
opened  her  eyes. 

For  many  hours  Goncha  Nichin,  anxi- 
oiisly  bending  over  her,  had  exhausted  in 
vain  all  the  resources  of  his  medical 
knowledge  to  wake  her  from  this  dis- 
quieting sleep.  The  effect  produced  by 
the  magic  mirrors  had  exceeded  his  in- 
tentions. It  seemed  that  under  their 
powerfiU  radiance  her  life  had  been  called 


CHAPTER  XXII. — CONCLUSION. 

fatigue — this  superhuman  strength  had 
suddenlj'  abandoned  him  and  he  sank  into 
gloomy  exhaustion. 

Was  this  the  end  ?  Were  all  his  hopes 
to  vanish  one  by  one  ?  Was  not  one  to 
remain  ? 

For  the  first  time  the  indomitable  old 
man  felt  a  doiibt  enter  into  him.  A 
mortal  chiU  ran  through  his  veins,  and  in 
that  minute  he  lived  many  years. 

Was  the  whole  edifice  to  crumble  ? 


'AH  right  !  all  right!"  said  Dr.  Hardy, 


to  some  mysteriou:'  region  from  which  it 
woiild  not  return. 

Exhausted  with  b.ssitude  and  appre- 
hension the  magus  sank  on  to  a  seat  near 
the  couch  where  his  graiaddaughter  re- 
mained stiff  and  still. 

"Woe  to  us!"  he  groaned.  "Her 
spirit  has  gone  for  ever,  and  it  was  I  that 
drove  it  away !  Leila !  Leila,  the  last 
and  graceful  flower  of  a  noblo  stem,  was 
it  by  my  hand  that  thou  shouldst  iall  ?  '' 

The  energy  which  dm'ing  these  long 
days  had  sustained  him  as  by  a  miracle, 
had  kept  him  from  hunger  or  thirst  or 


What  was  the  good  of  all  these  devour- 
ing cares,  these  elaborate  schemes,  these 
plots  woven  in  the  darkness  ?  To  what 
end  was  his  treachery  ?  To  what  end 
his  long  life  ? 

And  a  question  full  of  anguish  came  to 
hirri  in  that  solemn  hour. 

"  Could  I  have  been  wrong  ?  Have 
I  discerned  the  true  course  and  followed 
the  right  path  ?  Signs  from  on  high 
have  been  given  me  LiA'ishly ;  have 
I  understood  them  ?  When  Mithra  de- 
prived me  of  the  secret,  oxxt  secular  glory, 
was  it  really  zeal  for  his  house  that  in- 


cited me  to  seek  it  so  desperately  ?  Was 
it  not  rather  my  pride  ?  When,  multiply- 
ing his  warnings,  he  took  from  me  one  bj- 
one  my  sons  and  refused  me  a  male  heir, 
why  did  I  persist  ?  ^Vlly  did  I  pitilessly 
load  this  young  head  with  a  bm-den  too 
heavy  for  her  to  bear  ?  Have  I  not  often 
seen  that  in  spite  of  all  I  could  do  she 
bent  beneath  the  load  ?  Madmair !  this 
is  thy  work.  Seeing  she  was  so  young, 
if  the  thread  of  her  life  had  to  be  cut  she 
might  have  been  left  some  happiness — 
and  I !  miserable  man !  wiU  barely  survive 
her.  I  feel  that  my  minutes  are  counted. 
Mithra,  I  shall  soon  see  tliy  Eye  of  beauty. 
Would  that  before  that  last  hoin-  I  could 
again  hear  the  voice  of  my  child  !  " 

Absorbed  in  his  emotions  he  had  not 
noticed  that  for  an  instant  the  eyes  of 
Leila  were  open. 

Still  stupefied  and  without  memory  she 
was  looking  dreamily  aromid  her.  By 
degrees,  however,  the  spark  of  intelligence 
began  to  kindle.  She  raised  herself  on 
her  elbow. 

"Grandfather!"  she  said,  in  a  voice 
that  was  hardly  aiidible. 

The  old  man  turned  to  her  with  a 
sudden  exclamation. 

"  My  daughter  !  Leila  !  Ai-t  thou  given 
back  to  me  ?    Mithra  be  praised  !  " 

And  for  the  first  time,  perhaps,  the 
inflexible  Mobed  wept  tears  of  joy,  and 
kissed  his  child  with  aU  the  tenderness  of 
a  father. 

Leila  had  closed  her  ej-es  again,  tired 
by  this  first  effort  of  retimrmg  to  life. 
Suddenly  she  opened  them  wide  ;  mem- 
ory' had  returned  to  her. 

"  How  is  it  I  am  here  '?  "  she  said. 

Her  eyes  opened  wider  with  fear. 

"  Catherine — her  brother — where  are 
they  ?  " 

Goucha  Kichin  was  capable  of  stratagem 
when  he  believed  the  interest  of  his  creed 
required  it ;  but  he  did  not  know  how  to 
tell  a  lie.  Besides,  what  would  be  the 
good  of  deceit  which  woiild  be  so  quickly 
discovered  ? 

"  Wliere  are  they  ?  "  repeated  Leila. 

"  UndergTound,"  said  the  magus  reso- 
lutely. 

"  Mithra  !"  exclaimed  Leila.  "Did  I 
hear  truly  ?  "  And,  holding  her  temples 
in  her  hands,  she  strove  to  gather  the 
thoughts  which  were  escaping  her. 

"  I  have  slept,  have  I  not,  grandfather  ? 
slept  a  long  time,"  said  she,  in  a  scared 
way.  "  And  the  others  '?  Yes,  I  remem- 
ber "• — and  she  shuddered — "  we  fell 
down  one  by  one.  And  I,  at  the  last 
moment,  was  sorry  I  had  obeyed  you.  I 
would  tear  myself  away  fi'om  this  terrible 
sleep.  I  fell  I  was  betraying  myself 
in  sleeping.  Oh,  grandfather  !  "  she  said, 
suddenly  bursting  into  a  storm  of  tears, 
"  do  not  teU  me  you  have  left  them  to  a 
frightfifl  death  ;  those  who  trusted  in  us  ; 
that  we  have  fled  like  thieves  of  the 
night.  Oh,  grandfather!  tell  me  I  am 
wrong,  and  that  all  this  is  a  terrible 
dream  !  " 

"  My  daitghter,"  said  the  old  Guebre, 
"  it  had  to  be  done  !    Dost  thou  think  it 


cost  me  nothing  ?  Dost  thou  think  that, 
any  more  tlian  thou,  Goucha  Nichin 
delights  in  works  of  darkness  ?  Hast 
thou  ever  known  me  before  betray  the 
confidence  of  a  mortal  ?  But  here  supe- 
rior interests  spoke  higher  than  justice  or 
humanity.  I  had  to  submit  and  brave 
my  own  repugnance  to  accomplish  the 
sacrifice  required  by  Mithra." 

"  Ah !  "  sobbed  Leila,  writhing  her 
arms  in  despair.  "  Perish  him  who  re- 
quires such  sacrifices  !  It  is  a  vain  idol — 
or  rather,  it  is  the  very  genius  of  Evil !  " 
"  Leila !  do  not  blaspheme  !  " 
"  Where  are  your  lessons,  Goucha 
Nichin?  "  said  the  girl,  her  face  flooded 
with  tears.  "  Why  have  you  taught  me 
to  know  a  tree  by  its  fruits  ?  No,  he  can 
be  neither  just  nor  good  who  requires 
such  sacrifices.  But  do  not  think,"  said 
she,  jiunping  to  the  ground,  "  that  I  will 
permit  such  a  crime.  Once  I  fomid  the 
way  to  the  sanctuary ;  I  will  go  again  ! 
May  it  not  be  too  late  when  I  get  thei-e  !  " 

"Leila, !  "  said  the  Guebre,  iji  a  trem- 
bling voice,  which  contrasted  strangely 
with  the  tone  of  authority  habitual  to 
him,  "my  heart  breaks  to  see  thee  in 
such  sorrow.  Would  I  coiUd  ha\  e  spared' 
it  thee  !  But  it  did  not  depend  on  me ! 
And  now  cease  to  speak  thy  impious 
words  ;  abandon  thy  mad  projects.  Thou 
hast  never  disobeyed  me  till  now.  I  forbid 
thee  to  return  to  the  sanctuary." 

"Father,"  said  Leila,  sadly'but  firmly, 
"  you  have  done  your  duty  in  yielding 
justice  to  the  interests  of  Mithra ;  now  I 
must  yield  obedience  to  justice." 

"  What  dost  thou  hope  ? "  said  the 
Guebre,  in  the  same  broken  voice,  which 
in  her  agitation  Leila  did  not  notice. 

"  To  find  them ;  to  recall  them  to  life  ; 
to  bring  them  to  the  light  of  day  !  " 

"  They  cannot  be  restored  to  conscious- 
ness without  powerful  medical  aid,  which 
thou  art  incapable  of  giving  them." 
"  Then  I  will  die  with  them  ! '.' 
"  For  strangers  '?  " 
"  They  are  no  longer  strangers  !  " 
"  Thou  wonldst  betray  the  interests  of 
Mithra  !  " 

"  Mithra  has  required  things  that  are 
barbarous  and  shameful,"  said  the  girl, 
again  in  tears.  "  I  am  no  longer  one  of 
his  faithful  !  Farewell,  grandfather  !  " 
And  she  threw  her  cloak  around  her. 

"  I  will  remain  alone,  then,"  murmured 
the  old  man,  almost  in  a  whisper;  "  alone 
with  my  bitter  thoughts;  alone  at  the 
gate  of  the  tomb  !  " 

"  Oh,  no  !  no  !  "  cried  Leila,  running 
to  him  and  putting  her  arms  romid  him 
with  the  greatest  tenderness.  "Let  me 
go  where  I  ought ;  then  I  will  come  back 
to  you,  grandfather,  and  console  you  in 
your  last  days  !  " 

"  Alone  !  "  said  Goucha  Nichin,  without 
hearmg  her ;  "  alone,  to  watch  the  sacred 
fire  !  " 

But  suddenly  he  interrupted  himself, 
horror  and  terror  shown  in  every  feature. 

"  Heavenly  powers  !  "  he  exclaimed. 
"  The  fire  is  extinct !  " 

And  so  it  was. 

Left  to  itself  at  Leila's  departiu-e,  the 
sacred  charcoal  had  been  gradually  con- 
sumed. The  old  man  had  been  so  en- 
grossed in  his  granddaughter  that  he  had 
not  noticed  it  when  he  entered  the  cave. 
The  fire  was  dead,  irrevocably  ! 

At  this  catastrophe  the  Mobed's  re- 
maining strength  abandoned  him. 


"  Woe  be  to  us,  our  glory  has  gone  !  " 

And  without  another  word,  he  rose  and 
glided  to  the  grormd,  unconscious. 

Wailing  and  despairing,  Leila  fell  to 
her  knees  by  his  side. 

"Grandfather!  Grandfather!  Awake!" 
she  implored.  "  Oh  !  Powers  on  high,  do 
not  allow  so  great  a  sacrifice  to  be  ac- 
complished !  Miserable  girl !  between 
two  duties  equally  imperious,  whichever 
way  I  go  I  abandon  to  death  those  who 
are  dear  to  me  and  who  are  justified  in 
claiming  my  help.  Oh !  grandfather,  do 
not  leave  the  world  with  the  weight  of 
this  injustice !  Give  me  time  to  make 
amends.  I  see,  I  feel  you  have  been  wrong. 
Mithra  could  not  have  demanded  such 
victims.  No  beneficent  deity  could  have 
asked  for  them.  This  fire  extinct  is  not 
a  disaster ;  it  is  a  sign,  a  message  from  the 
skies,  that  we  should  abandon  this  place 
and  go  where  justice  and  pity  call  us. 
Oh,  grandfather !  return,  be  quick,  or 
there  will  be  no  time  !  " 

The   minutes   passed   like  centuries. 


who  came  up  with  the  lieutenant.  "  They 
have  nothing  to  say  to  us  ?  It  seems  to 
me  that  we  ought  to  have  just  a  word  of 
greeting,  Khanoum  Leila,  for  having  re- 
stored yoii  your  friends." 

"Ah,  Monsieur  Guyon,  welcome!" 
said  the  girl,  raising  her  head.  "  Hakim  ! 
Heaven  has  sent  you  here.  My  poor 
grandfather  has  need  of  you." 

"  Then  take  me  to  him  at  once  !  "  said 
the  doctor.  "  What  is  the  matter  with 
him  ?  " 

"  We  found  the  sacred  fire  extinguished; 
and  then  he  fell,  and  I  have  not  been  able 
to  raise  him  or  revive  him." 

And  Leila's  tears  began  to  flow. 

"  Eevive  him !  Poor  child,  I  can  easily 
believe  it.  It  would  be  too  much  for  all 
tliree  of  us.  Young  people,  give  me  a 
hand  here.  Ahem  !  "  said  he  between  his 
teeth,  as  he  examined  the  majestic  body 
that  lay  motionless  by  the  tripod. 

"  It  is  a  bad  case.  Come,  light  the  fire ! " 
he  said  loudly,  "We  will  try  fomenta- 
tions, and  then  give  him  a  warm  draught." 


Stretched  full  length  by  the  extinguished 
fire  Goucha  Nichin  had  the  stiffness  and 
innnobility  of  death.  In  vain  did  Leila 
try  to  lift  him,  and  all  her  efforts  to  bring 
him  to  warmth  or  life  seemed  vain. 
Torn  by  contradictory  impulses,  burning 
to  fly  to  the  help  of  her  friends,  daring 
not  to  abandon  the  old  man,  tortm-ed  by 
anguish  and  uncertainties,  the  poor  girl 
felt  despair  overwhelming  lier. 

Suddenly  a  loud  knocking  was  heard 
at  the  entrance  to  the  cave. 

"  Beneficent  Heaven  !  what  charitable 
soul  hast  thou  sent  ?  Oh !  may  he  be 
one  of  the  faithful,  for  in  his  hands  the 
mobed  will  be  in  safety,  and  I  can  get 
away  to  deliver  the  prisoners !  " 

Eecalled  to  hope,  she  moved  at  a  rapid 
step  across  the  caves  to  the  entrance. 
With  a  feverish  hand  she  lifted  the  cux- 
tain,  and  seeing  Maurice  and  his  sister 
she  gave  a  cry  of  joy  and  fell  into  Cathe- 
rine's arms. 

Exclamations,  ejaculations,  questions 
without  reply,  crossed  each  other  wildly  ; 
the  girls,  clasped  in  each  other's  arms, 
wept  with  emotion  and  gladness. 

"  All  right !  all  right !  "  said  Dr.  Hardy, 


And  as  they  hastened  away  to  execute 
his  orders,  he  said  in  a  low  voice  : 

"  Nothing  can  be  done.  I  have  only 
sent  them  off  to  spare  them  a  painful 
scene.  Maurice,  take  him  by  the  shoulders; 
you  come  here,  Guyon.  Good !  Put  him 
on  the  bed.    Poor  old  man !  " 

"Dead  !  "  said  Mam-ice,  with  a  shudder. 
"  Poor  Leila  !  " 

"  There  is  no  doubt  of  it,"  said  the 
doctor,  after  another  examination.  "  A 
stroke  of  apoplexy  !  It  was  the  best  thing 
for  him  after  the  ruin  of  all  his  hopes." 

"  Poor  Goucha  Nichin  !  "  said  Maurice, 
sadly.  "  I  wish  I  had  not  contributed  to 
his  end  ! " 

"  What  makes  you  think  that  ?  "  asked 
Guyon.    "He  was  full  of  years." 

"  Withoiit  being  as  old  as  little  Hassan 
believed,  he  must  long  have  passed  the 
fom-teen  lustres  the  Psalmist  gives  as  the 
duration  of  human  life,"  added  the  doctor. 
"  But  the  question  now  is  to  tell  and  con- 
sole Leila.  Poor  girl !  her  isolation  is 
pitiable  !  " 

"  She  is  not  alone,"  said  Maurice, 
quickly.  "  Catherine  has  adopted  her  as 
her  sister." 


"  Ah  !  "  said  the  doctor. 
Then  after  a  long  panse  he  continued  : 
"  I  congratulate  her  from  the  bottom  of 
my  heart.    But  what  do  you  think  of 
doing  ?    What  have  you  decided  for  the 
future  ?  " 

"  Nothing  at  present  !  "  said  Maurice, 
in  astonishment. 

"  Well,  this  ia  what  I  propose ;  stay 
here  long  enough  for  Leila  to  do  the  last 
honours  to  her  grandfather.  Then  take 
her  to  Teheran.  My  wife  will  be  de- 
lighted to  know  so  charming  a  girl,  and 
Catherine  and  you  will  be  welcome.  As 
to  the  exploratioas,  I  do  not  know  if  I  am 
mistaken,  but  I  miagine  you  have  had 
enough  of  them  for  the  present." 

"I  think  I  want  a  rest,"  said  Maurice. 
*'  Besides,  after  the  important  events  of 


this  night,  my  Government  and  that  of  the 
Shah  ought  to  be  informed  of  wliat  has 
happened  before  I  resume  work.  I  accept 
with  thanks  your  kindly  hospitality." 

"  And  I  xjropose  as  an  amendment." 
said  Guyon,  "  that  Maurice  stays  with 
me. 'J 

"  That  I  agree  to,"  said  the  doctor.  "  I 
am  not  egotist  enough  to  want  them  all 
and  leave  nothing  to  others." 

A  fortnight  later  the  burial  rights  had 
all  been  accomplished.  The  Guebres  came 
in  crowds  to  render  the  last  honours  to 
their  Grand  Mobed.  Goucha  Nichin  re- 
posed for  ever  in  the  Tower  of  Silence, 
and  Leila  started  for  Teheran  with  her 
friends. 

Soon  the  happy  doctor  introduced  the 
two  girls  to  his  wife,  who  gave  them  a 


motherly  welcome,  while  Louis  Guyon, 
none  the  less  happy  and  hospitable,  took 
home  with  him  Maurice  and  Hassan  and 
the  faithful  Gargaridi. 

Every  day  the  young  men  spent  a  good 
deal  of  time  with  the  doctor ;  and  Madame 
Hardy,  delighted  to  see  youthful  happi- 
ness making  cheerfixl  a  home  that  had 
previously  been  rather  duU,  declared  that 
she  would  never  part  with  Leila  or 
Catherine.  But  the  sly  doctor  foretold 
that  some  day  his  young  visitors  would 
certainly  be  carried  off ;  his  opinion  being 
that  a  double  marriage  was  in  prospect 
to  more  closely  unite  the  young  people 
whom  ties  of  reciprocal  sympathy  and 
common  suffering  had  already  bound  to- 
gether. 

(the  end.) 


DEUCHARY  OF  THE  MACBROGANS. 

By  "William  Sutherland,  m.a. 


IN  the  beginning  of  .June  my  uniform  ar- 
rived !  Brand-new  from  an  eminent  firm 
of  military  tailors  in  Inverness.  The  bonnet 
of  blue— tlie  tunic  of  British  red — the  plaid — 
the  kilt — the  sporran — the  hose — the  spats  ! 

Ah  !  the  kilt  and  plaid — of  gallant  Mac- 
brogan  tartan,  full  of  miniature  squares  like 
those  of  a  chess-board,  painted  successively 
with  the  primary  colours,  and  crossed  and  re- 
•  crossed  with  diagonal  lines  of  green  and 
black  in  a  fearful  and  wonderful  fashion. 
But  the  effect  was  startling — terrific  ! 
If  there  are  any  soldiers  in  the  world  that 
could  face  such  a  combination  of  colours,  as 
in  the  Macbrogan  tartan,  for  instance,  all  I 
can  say  is  they  deservedly  ought  to  win. 

It  is  needless  to  remark  that  I  tried  my 
.  uniform  on  the  moment  it  arrived.    The  kilt 
hung  too  low  at  first,  and  on  the  second  at- 
tempt it  went  to  the  other  extreme.    Then  I 
remembered  that  the  proper  way  to  test  the 
length  of  the  kilt  is  to  go  down  on  one's 
knees,  and,  when  the  kilt  just  touches  the 
floor,  button  it,  for  it  is  secured  by  two 
buttons  on  the  right  side  above  the  hip. 
As  I  was  doing  this,  Mrs.  Macdonald  entered 
the  room  with  the  toast,  for  I  was  about  to 
sit  down  to  tea  when  my  uniform  came. 
"  Och  !  laddie  ?  What  are  ye  doin'  ?  Are 
.  ye  say  in'  yer  grace  on  yer  knees  '?  " 

"  Get  out,  Mrs.  Macdonald,  I'm  trying  on 
my  uniform.  Can't  you  give  a  fellow  some 
peace  and  quietness?"  For  I  was  fairly 
roused  ;  and  so  was  she,  for  she  flounced  in- 
dignantly out  of  the  room,  banging  the  door 
'  with  such  violence  that  the  crockery  on  the 
stable  rattled  a  vigorous  protest  against  such 
an  unnecessary  exhibition  of  temper. 

At  last  1  was  fully  equipped  in  my  martial 
gear,  and  in  the  mirror  caught  a  glimpse  of 
my  splendid  appearance.  My  bonnet  reclined 
on  my  right  ear  at  the  most  raking  and  taking 
angleyoucouldimagine;  the  tunic  fitted  like  a 
glove,  and  the  cairngorm  in  my  silver  brooch 
'\vas  a  very  gem  of  its  kind.  As  for  the 
sporran,  it  must  have  got  its  hair  from  the 
longest-bearded  billy-goat  that  ever  frisked 
in  Mull ;  and  it  was  of  such  a  dazzling  white 
■that  the  clean  table-cloth  looked  quite  dingy 
in  comparison.  I  stood  upon  a  chair  to  get 
.a  full  view  of  my  nether  extremities,  and 
with  a  little  judicious  padding  I  considered 
the  result  would  be  eminently  satisfactory, 
and  I  felt  convinced  that  a  better-dressed 
officer  than  Deuchary  of  the  Macbrogans  had 
yet  to  come  forward. 


CHAPTER  II. 

The  annual  review  of  the  regiment  by  the 
Colonel — the  Macbrogan  of  that  ilk— usually 
took  place  at  the  end  of  June,  and  I  looked 
forward  to  June  29  of  that  year  with  feelings 
of  the  keenest  expectation,  as  that  would  be 
the  first  opportunity  afforded  me  of  appear- 
ing in  public  in  "  The  Garb  of  Old  Gaul." 

June  seemed  to  me  to  drag  out  its  weary 
length  with  tantalising  slowness,  but  at 
length  the  day  arrived.  The  manccuvres 
were  timed  to  begin  at  11  a.m.,  but  I  was  up 
with  the  lark,  and  after  dressing  myself  with 
the  most  scrupulous  care,  spent  the  hours 
that  remained  before  breakfast  in  practising 
"the  salute,"  and  in  cutting  down,  with 
many  preliminary  flourishes,  imaginary  foe- 
men  with  my  sword  ! 

Mrs.  Macdonald,  in  the  midst  of  this  mili- 
tary ardour,  came  in  to  lay  the  breakfast,  but 
immediately  fled  from  the  room  when  she 
felt  the  swish  of  the  sword  as  it  swept  past 
her  nose  parvo  intervallo.  She  flatly  refused 
to  return  until  I  put  "  that  horrible  thing  "  out 
of  sight. 

It  was  a  splendid  day.  The  people  turned 
out  in  their  thousands ;  the  Macbrogans 
mustered  almost  to  a  man.  The  manceuvres 
passed  off  without  a  hitch  ;  the  charging  was 
tremendous ;  the  march  past  was  a  sight 
never  to  be  forgotten,  and  when  the  Colonel, 
in  addressing  us  at  the  close  of  the  day's 
work,  said  it  was  the  proudest  day  of  his  life, 
the  cheer  we  gave  could  be  heard  at  the  top 
of  Ben  Achnaluachrach. 

Just  before  dismissing  us  for  luncheon, 
he  said  his  old  friend  the  Macslashan  of 
Deochandorus  had  kindly  offered  substantial 
prizes  to  be  competed  for  by  teams  of  twenty 
men  from  each  company,  the  competition  to 
be  limited  to  the  manual,  firing,  and  bayonet 
exercises,  and  the  teams  to  be  commanded 
by  their  resjieetive  junior  officers. 

Luncheon  !  I  did  not  taste  a  morsel.  If 
ever  there  were  a  lot  of  men  eager  to  beat  any- 
thing that  might  be  brought  against  them, 
that  lot  was  A  company  of  the  Macbrogans, 
of  which  company  I  had  the  honour  to  be 
the  -junior  officer.  These  men  positively 
thirsted  for  glory,  and  nothing  in  this  world 
could  give  them  greater  pleasure  than  to 
show  the  other  companies  how  to  make  the 
rifles  spin. 

Before  they  had  finished  luncheon  Captain 
Munro  had  selected  twenty  smart  young 
fellows  of  four-  and  five-and-twenty  to  up- 
hold the  credit  of  the  company,  and  then  he 


gave  me  a  few  words  of  advice  as  to  delivering 
the  words  of  command  smartly  and  clearly, 
and,  above  all,  as  to  keeping  cool. 

Keeping  cool  !  Why  I  could  not  have  kept 
cool  although  I  were  locked  up  for  a  couple 
of  hours  in  a  refrigerator,  or  were  taking  a 
bath  at  the  North  Pole.  My  pocket-hand- 
kerchief speedUy  became  useless,  and  after 
that  I  had  to  mop  my  face  with  my  plaid, 
which  left  fluffy  bunches  of  wool  all  over  my 
visage,  and  made  it  look  like  apiece  of  bread- 
and-butter  that  had  fallen  on  a  very  dirty 
carpet. 

Luncheon,  at  length,  was  over  ;  the  com- 
peting squads  fell  in;  a  ballot  was  taken, 
and  it  fell  to  the  lot  of  A  company  to  be  the 
last  of  all  to  compete.  The  otber  squads 
went  through  their  work  very  well;  although 
I  honestly  believed  that  A  company  in  any 
otber  hands  than  mine  could  beat  them. 

Then  our  men  began.  They  went  through 
the  manual  and  firing  exercises  splendidly ; 
their  supporters  cheered  them  to  the  echo  ; 
I  felt  my  own  spirits  rising  and  was  proud  of 
my  men.  But  in  the  bayonet  exercise  I 
began  to  falter.  The  commands  seemed  to 
slip  from  my  memory.  I  gave  them  anyhow. 
The  men  looked  disgusted,  then  got  angry, 
but  finally  entered  into  the  spirit  of  the  thing 
and  faithfully  executed  every  command,  no 
matter  how  absurd  or  in  what  order  ^iven. 
The  whole  world  seemed  to  be  going  round  ; 
the  trees  were  upside  down  ;  the  men's  faces 
were  like  the  grinning  faces  of  demons  I  have 
seen  in  my  dreams  ;  the  only  fixed  unchange- 
able thing  was  the  stern  glare  in  Sergeant 
Mackay's  eyes. 

"Shoulder  arms  —  right  turn  —  quick 
march  !  "  It  was  all  over,  and  I  could 
scarcely  step  out  with  the  squad,  so  shame- 
faced, so  miserable  was  I.  I  must  resign, 
however  ;  I  would  never  make  such  an  ass 
of  myself  again  or  expose  the  company  to 
ridicule. 

But  in  the  morning  Captain  Blunro  came 
in  to  see  me,  and  he  was  so  kind  and  sym- 
pathetic that  I  began  to  hesitate  about  re- 
signing, and  when  Sergeant  Mackay  called  and 
in  a  cheery  tone  said  that  I  was  not  the  first 
youuK  officer  he  had  seen  break  down  on 
parade,  and  that  after  the  first  plunge  the 
shivering  fit  invariably  passed  away,  I  felt  as 
if  I  could  embrace  the  ruddy-nosed  instructor 
on  the  spot;  and,  recollecting  that  he  had 
just  got  an  addition  to  his  already  large 
family,  slipped  half -a-sovereign  into  his  hand, 
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as  a  "  hansel  "  for  the  latest  member  of  the 
'Clan  Mackay. 

No,  I  would  not  resign.  I  would  brave 
public  opinion,  and  show  what  a  Deuchary, 
when  roused,  could  do.  So  I  took  no  notice 
of  the  shouts  of  the  urchins  at  the  street 
corners,  or  the  scowls  of  the  men  at  drill, 
but  worked  away  harder  than  ever  at  every- 
thing pertaining  to  the  management  of  the 
oompany,  and  paid  particular  attention  to 
shooting.  Now  I  was  by  no  means  a  bad 
shot,  and,  if  only  I  could  keep  cool  at  an  emer- 
gency, there  were  few  of  "the  ten  "  who 
could  give  me  two  points  at  any  of  the  ranges. 
But  keeping  cool  at  critical  moments  was 
hitherto  my  weak  point,  and  on  that  account 
little  attention  was  paid  to  my  big  scores  on 
ordinary  prac  tice  days,  and  it  was  confidently 
assumed  that  when  anything  was  at  stake, 
"  Deucliary's  shooting  would  be  all  over  the 
shop." 

B  company  of  the  Macbrogans  were  the 
most  formidable  rivals,  both  in  drill  and 
shooting,  that  A  company  had  to  contend 
with.  Every  year,  in  the  lull  between  "  the 
stackin'  o'  the  hay  "  and  the  reaping  of  the 
corn,  a  great  shooting  match  took  place 
between  these  companies,  and  this  match 
caused  more  excitement  and  more  bad  blood 
t'lan  any  Irish  fair  from  Donaghadee  to 
Macgillicuddy  Eeeks.  The  clans  mustered 
from  the  hills  and  the  glens  for  miles  around, 
and  every  shot  was  watched  with  interest 
from  start  to  finish ;  and  the  scenes  that 
occurred  after  the  match  were  of  the  liveliest 
description. 

The  B  "  ten  "  were  the  crack  shots  of  the 
regiment,  but  A  company  had  beaten  them 
for  the  last  two  years,  and  Avanted  only  one 
more  win  to  draw  up  level  with  the  redoubt- 
able marksmen  from  Balnamisge.  Both 
teams  were  confident  of  victory;  both  prac- 
tised assiduously  for  three  weeks  before  the 
great  event ;  both  were  in  good  shooting  form  ; 
and  the  whole  regiment  felt  proud  of  such 
I'enowned  marksmen. 

Now,  I  was  not  one  of  A's  "  ten," 
although  from  my  shooting  form  I  was 
entitled  to  a  place  amongst  them  ;  but, 
though  they  distrusted  my  nerve,  I  practised 
at  the  ranges  every  day  and  did  everything  in 
my  power  to  qualify  for  admission  into  that 
exclusive  circle  when  occasion  offered. 

On  the  morning  of  the  great  day,  huge 
crowds  wended  their  way  to  the  ranges,  and 
it  was  evident  from  the  hubbub  that  pre- 
vailed that  unusual  importance  was  attached 
to  the  result.  The  B  men  were  the  favourites, 
and  as  they  appeared  in  a  four-horse 
break  were  received  with  tumultuous  cheer- 
ing. They  looked  calm  and  cool  as  men  who 
t'elt  assured  of  victory. 

Then  Captain  iVIunro  led  his  men  to  the 
firing  point,  and  certainly  they  were  as 
collected  in  their  bearing  as  their  gallant 
opponents.  Suddenly  the  energetic  Sergeant 
Mackay  roared  out  at  the  top  of  his  voice — 
and  it  was  a  voice,  too,  strong  as  a  foghorn — 
"  Corporal  Macquorish,  A  company  !  " 

No  response  ;  repeated  blasts  of  the  fog- 
horn voice,  but,  alas  !  no  Macquorish. 
Macquorish  was  our  second  best  shot,  and  on 
a  day  like  this  was  good  for  eighty-eight  or 


ninety  points.  But  he  was  at  times  of  a  con- 
vivial nature,  and  on  the  previous  night  had 
been  making  merry  with  other  bachelor  souls, 
and  at  the  moment  Sergeant  Mackay  was 
making  the  woods  ring  with  his  name,  was 
plunged  in  profound  slumber.  So  no  Mac- 
quorish came,  and  our  men  gazed  blankly  into 
each  other's  faces. 

Captain  Munro  and  Sergeant  Mackay 
engaged  in  a  hasty  colloquy,  the  upshot  of 
which  was  that  I  was  invited  to  step  into  the 
breach,  to  fill  the  shoes  of  the  famous 
Macquorish,  to  redeem  myself  in  the  eyes 
of  the  Macbrogans,  or  utterly  wreck  my 
reputation,  already  sadly  damaged.  I  could 
see  that  my  comrades-in-arms  did  not  approve 
of  Captain  Munro's  choice,  and  as  for  the 
supporters  of  A  company,  they  yelled  and 
groaned  and  reviled  me  vigorously,  while  the 
opposing  section  of  the  crowd  cheered  lustily, 
delighted  with  the  increasing  chance  of  victory 
for  the  favourites. 

We  were  paired  off  with  our  opponents,  and 
one  Private  Macnab  was  my  partner.  A  sly 
sort  of  fellow  was  Macnab— a  carpenter  by 
trade,  dry  as  a  shaving  and  sharp  as  a  chisel. 
Versed  in  vsrniers  and  the  various  mechanical 
appliances  used  by  crack  shots,  he  watched 
every  fluttering  of  the  flags,  every  movement 
of  the  clouds. 

The  firing  commenced ;  Macnab  and  I 
were  the  last  pair  to  shoot.  The  200  yards 
range  was  usually  my  weak  point,  but  on  this 
momentous  occasion  I  was  fairly  successful 
in  scoring  31  points  out  of  a  possible  35. 
Macnab,  however,  had  scored  33,  but  Captain 
Munro  topped  that  with  a  very  fine  34. 

A  company  retired  to  the  500  yards  range, 
leading  by  6  points,  and  their  supporters  felt 
jubilant.  However,  C  points  was  a  very 
small  lead  ;  the  long  ranges  tell  most  in  a 
shooting  competition,  and  a  difference  of  a 
few  points  one  way  or  another  counts  for 
little  between  men  like  the  A's  and  B's  of  the 
Macbrogans,  vintil  the  last  range  is  reached. 
Most  of  my  best  scores  were  made  at  500 
yards,  and  I  felt  pretty  confident  of  doing 
myself  justice  on  this  occasion.  But  there 
was  a  flukey  rear-wind  blowing  from  the  left, 
and  upsetting  good  and  tried  men  in  an  un- 
accountable fashion,  so  that  by  the  time  my 
turn  came  I  was  in  a  very  uneasy  mood. 

To  increase  my  nervousness,  Macnab 
found  the  "  bull  "  with  his  first  shot,  to 
which  I  responded  with  a  bad  "  magpie."  I 
ventured  to  ask  Macnab  what  allowance  he 
was  making  for  the  wind. 

"Oh!  haud  straight  on,"  replied  the  wily 
carpenter.  And  "  haud  straight  on  "  I  did 
with  my  remaining  six  shots,  and  finished 
with  a  miserable  score  of  25  points — the 
lowest  on  the  ground.  Macnab  lost  the 
"bull  "  only  once  in  his  seven  shots,  and,  as 
he  thought  of  his  07  at  the  two  ranges,  he 
looked  very  knowing. 

I  felt  profoundly  miserable,  and  as  disin- 
clined for  shooting  as  one  could  well  be. 
Thanks  chiefly  to  my  feeble  display  at  this 
range,  we  were  five  points  behind  the  B  men, 
and  this  was  the  range  we  had  calculated  on 
for  obtaining  a  good  lead,  as  the  B's  were 
strongest  at  600  yards. 

The  shooting  was  nearly  over :  Macnab 


and  I  alone  remained.  I  was  adjusting  the 
back-sight  when  I  heard  the  captain  of  the 
opposing  team  remark,  unintentionally  of 
course,  that  the  teams  up  to  this  point  were 
level — the  match  depended  on  Macnab  and 
Mr.  Deuchary.  The  vernier  trembled  in  my 
hands  ;  the  growls  of  the  spectators  in  rear 
told  me  they  knew  the  state  of  matters  and 
distrusted  me. 

But  Sergeant  Mackay,  cool  as  a  cucumber, 
lay  down  alongside  of  me,  and  bade  me 
watch  how  the  flag  behind  the  butts  blew. 

"  Steady,  sir,"  said  he,  "  and  if  Macnab 
begins  to  talk,  I'll  walk  into  him  !  " 

Crack — whe-e-w— ping  !  Macnab's  first  shot 
was  on  — a  splendid  "  bull"  in  the  centre  of 
the  tErget.  A  long  pause.  Puff.  Through 
the  thin  cloud  of  smoke  lazily  driving  to  the 
right  I  saw  the  red  disc  answer  my  first 
bullet. 

"An  'inner'  at  9  o'clock,"  said  the  ser- 
geant ;  "  capital  elevation  ;  not  quite  so  much 
windage,  sir,  and  you'll  get  the  '  bull '  next 
time." 

Macnab  let  his  second  shot  go  quickly. 
A  magpie  !  "  Bah  !  "  said  the  sergeant,  but 
Macnab  coolly  blew  down  the  barrel  of  his 
rifle,  bit  his  next  cartridge,  and  inserted  it 
in  the  chamber  as  stolidly  as  he  did  ever^-- 
thing. 

"  Steady,  sir,  steady — not  so  much  wind- 
age, not  so  much  windage." 

The  ring  of  my  second  shot  on  the  target 
came  faintly  up  the  range— a  pleasant  sound, 
but  an  anxious  one. 

"An  'inner,'  close  to  the  bull!  Another 
inch  would  have  done  it,"  said  Mackay,  as  he 
turned  to  watch  Macnab,  who  was  holding 
the  rifle  as  in  a  vice. 

So  the  first  two  shots  found  us  still  level  ; 
so  did  the  third,  fourth,  and  fifth. 

The  men  behind  us  were  bursting  with 
excitement ;  even  the  sergeant  was  gnawing 
at  his  fierce  red  moustache  ;  but  Macnab  was 
aiming  as  coolly  as  if  he  were  merely  practis- 
ing "snapping"  in  his  own  back  parlour, 
and  I,  strange  to  say,  interested  in  the  move- 
ments of  those  around  me,  and  speculating 
on  the  circumstances  of  the  situation,  forgot 
to  be  nervous  and  got  the  "bull"  again 
with  the  sixth  shot ;  my  opponent  had  found 
but  the  "  inner,"  and  so  I  was  one  point 
ahead  ! 

Macnab  finished  with  a  "  bull,"  leaving  me 
an  "  inner  "  to  tie,  a  "  bull  "  to  win. 

"Watch  the  flag,  sir,"  said  the  sergeant 
quietly,  as  I  ran  my  eye  along  the  barrel  and 
tightened  my  forefinger  round  the  trigger. 

The  smoke  was  clearing  away  as  we 
sprang  to  our  feet  and  strained  our  eyes  in 
the  direction  of  the  butts.  Out  at  last 
came  the  disc.    White  !  the  "  bull !  " 

"  Hurrah  !  hurrah  !  "  yelled  the  ci'owd,  as 
it  trampled  down  the  ropes  and  crowded 
round  us.  "Hip-hip-hurrah,"  roared  the 
sergeant,  hoarse  as  a  crow  with  excitement  ; 
and  then  Captain  Munro,  in  all  the  majesty 
of  his  inches  and  his  flowing  beard,  called  out 
in  stentorian  tones,  "  Three  cheers,  boys,  for 
Lieutenant  Deuchary  of  the  Macbrogans  !  " 
"  Hip-hip-hip-hurra-a-a-a-ah !  " 

(the  end.) 
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COUNT  RUDOLPH'S  BEARD. 

A  TALE  OF  CHIVALRY. 

By  the  A  iithor  of  "  The  Bishop  and  the  Caterpillar"  etc.,  etc. 
( With  Illustrations  lij  Thomas  Dow.vey.) 


ouNT  Rudolph  von  Eatz  was  a  noble  knight, 
Quite  ready  at  all  times  to  dance  or  to 
fight  : 

His  name  was  a  terror  to  every  foe, 

His  battle-axe  dealt  a  most  deadly  blow ; 

He  usually  fought  with  a  dozen  or  so 

At  once,  but  that  was  the  custom,  you  know. 

In  the  knightly  days  of  long  ago, 

When  to  fight  with  one  man  was  accounted 

"low"  I 
For  a  noble  knight  not  at  all  comnie  il  taut ! 


Count  Rudolph. 

While  in  softer  mood,  all  the  world  would 
agree, 

None  bowed  with  more  courtly  grace  than 
he. 

Or  more  featly  served,  on  his  bended  knee. 
The  ladies  at  tennis  or  afternoon  tea. 
In  short,  he  was  equally  loved  and  feared ; 
And  besides, — he  possessed  such  a  gem  of  a 
beard  ! 


"Twas  soft,  and  long. 
And  silky,  and  brown  ; 
The  boast  of  the  country,  the  talk  of  the 
town  ; 

The  envy  of  many  a  beardless  youth 
Who  dashed  down  razor,  and  groaned,  for- 
sooth. 

In  wan  despair  ! 

For  the  unguents  rare 
Of  Rowland,  Latreille,  or  Professor  Brown 

Could  never  produce 

E'en  by  constant  use 
Such  a  beard  as  grew,  quite  spontaneously, 
On  the  chin  of  Count  Rudolph,  surnamed 
the  Free  ! 

And  many  a  maid  heaved  a  secret  sigh 
As  the  knight  on  his  coal-black  steed  rode 
by; 

And  delicate  fingers  would  often  trace 
On  banner  of  silk,  or  cigarette  case, 
The  arms  that  flashed  on  his  silver  shield, 
The  arms  that  none  but  he  might  wield : 
Two  oobits  proper  on  a  verdant  field  ! 

But  little  recked  he, 
This  knight  so  free, 


Full  oft  the  pitcher  may  go  to  the  well. 
Yet  one  day  ringeth  its  funeral  knell ! 

And  "  the  god  of  love 

Who  sits  above" 
(So   Shakespeare    says,   and  he's  always 
right) 

Sent  a  shaft  to  the  heart  of  the  careless 
knight, 

Who  turned  round  quick 
And,  like  Benedick, 
Thus  all   tiresome  jokes  on  the  subject 
parried : 

"  When  I  vowed  that  I 
Would  a  bachelor  die, 
I  did  not  think  I  should  live  to  be  married  !  " 

On  a  "  castled  crag  "  by  the  "  lonely  Rhine  " 
Dwelt  the  lordly  Baron  von  Blumenstein  ; 
And  henchmen  true 
In  doublets  of  blue. 
Who  mostly  had  nothing  at  all  to  do, 
Stood  waiting  about,  in  doorway  and  hall,] 
In  ease  the  Baron  should  please  to  call, 
"What  ho,  without  there!''  (in  tone  of 
dread), 

"Remove  the   banquet,"    or  "somebody's 
head." 


"The  henchmen  true,  with  nothing  to  do." 


Of  youth  who  frowned,  or  of  maid  who 
sighed  ; 

And  heiaughed  out  loud  as  he  gaily  cried, 
"  Come  weal,  or  come  woe,  the  whole  of  my 
trade  is 

To  fight  all  the  knights,  and  to  serve  all  the 
ladies  ; 

Yet  nor  knight  nor  maiden  of  high  degree 
Shall  e'er  boast  of  the  capture  of  Rudolph  the 
Free." 


'Twas  all  the  same  to  those  vassals  bold, 
Who  did,  without  murmur,  just  what  they 
were  told ; 

Or  I  trow  there'd  have  been  what  is  termed 

"  a  shine  " 
In  the  stately  halls  of  Blumenstein  ! 

The  Baron  was  blessed  with  a  gentle  wife. 
The  joy  of  his  heart  and  the  pride  of  his  life ; 
She  never  spoke  word  that  engendered  strife  ; 
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But  cabbages  red 
She  pickled  instead, 
She  rose  with  the  lark,  and  went  early  to  bed. 
The  fame  of  her  beer  and  saicer-krai'u 
Was  noised  through  the  country  round  about : 
And  the  Baron's  retainers  would  often  vow 
That  no  lord  in  the  land  had  a  better  Haus- 
Jrau. 

But  beyond  compare 

Was  the  daughter  fair 
Who  graced  the  home  of  the  worthy  pair. 
She  had  lovely  blue  eyes,  and  bright  golden 
hair. 


Every  youth  who  beheld  her  began  to  pine 
P OT  the  love  of  sweet  Hilda  von  Blumenstein. 
I  trow,  there  is  little  need  for  me 
To  tell  any  lover  of  chivalry 
That  this  was  the  lady  of  high  degree 
Who  was  bom  to  lead  captive  Eudolph  the 
Free. 

Behold  him  now,  as  he  kneels  at  her  feet, 
And  pleadeth  his  cause  in  accents  sweet :' 
"  Let  my  love  be  proven,  my  lady  fair. 
Show  me  what  for  thy  sake  I  shall  do  or 
dare. 

And  'tis  done  at  once,  whatever  it  be. 

For  thou  alone  rulest  o'er  Eudolph  the  Free." 

The  lady  blushed,  and  the  lady  sighed  ; 
She  knew  that  his  love  would  be  sorely  tried. 
"Now  lithe  and  listen,  sir  knight,"  quoth 
she, 

"  I  claim  no  service  of  bended  knee, 

I  put  thy  love  to  no  simple  test 

Of  doughty  deed  or  of  knightly  quest ; 

Far  harder  task  must,  I  ween,  be  thine 

Ere  thou  winnest  Hilda  von  Blumenstein." 

"  Now  prove  me,  and  try  me,  my  lady  fair. 
What  man  may  do,  or  what  man  may  dare, 
That  Eudolph  dares,  for  thy  sake,  to  try ; 
An  he  fail  or  falter,  then  let  him  die." 

Full  sweetly  smiled  that  lady  bright. 
To  hear  the  vow  of  her  gallant  knight , 
Yet  ashen  pale  grew  her  lovely  cheek, 
And  vainly  awhile  she  strove  to  speak  ; 
But  at  last  came  the  words  which  to  breathe 
she  feared. 

The  tremulous  murmur,  "  Cut  off  thy  beard ! " 


Sweet  Hilda  von  Blumenstein. 

And  plenty  of  frocks  all  of  white  to  wear ; 
She'd  a  heart  quite  light  and  free  from  care. 
And  cheeks  like  the  blush  on  the  Cath'rine 
pear  ; 

Such  a  winsome  smile,  such  a  charming  air 
Would  have  softened  the  heart  of  a  gi'izzly 
bear ; 

And  before  you  had  time  to  say  "  Beware  !  " 


'  Cut  off  thy  beard  ! ' 
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With  sudden  anger  the  knight  flushed  red, 
'■  Nay,  lady  mine,"  he  proudly  said, 
'•Hadst  thou  asked  for  my  heart,  or  my 

hand,  or  my  head, 
The  thing  were  more  quickly  done  than  said  ; 
But  I  trow  'tis  merely  a  mockery 
To  lay  such  command   on   Eudolph  the 

Free." 


For  a  withered  crone  o'er  my  cradle  sung 
This  ancient  rhyme  in  an  ancient  tongue  : 

" '  CTttt)  Jjcaltl)  an^f  tuitlj  ^trrnfjrt)  tijn 

braiU  Sball  grato, 
in  firr  mts  flame  'ttoifl  faaui^lj,  i  tioto.' 

"  Yet  say  but  the  word,  and  e'en  Fate  I  brave, 
For  Eudolph  the  Free  is  thine  humble  slave." 


"And  the  beard  was  soon  in  a  blaze." 


"Alack  and  alas,"  the  lady  cried, 

My  love  for  thee  overcometh  my  pride ; 
Yet  never  mayst  thou  be  knight  of  mine, 
For  thus  runs  the  legend  of  Blumenstein : 

" '  (SZaiKii  a  laifn  nf  Utitmrn^trtn,  fair  anXr 
hrtgfjt, 

^iljall  list  to  tijc  Inbr  of  a  I)C0riJrti  fenisljt, 
<a  n  »  sl)alt  fir  Ijrarif  at  Uraa  nf  nigijt, 
SixB'fur  ana  flamr  rnusr  tIjc  toartirrsi  all 
Cijat  iirrp  tijcir  toatrl)  nu  t\)C  rastlr  tuall! ' 

"  Our  castle  is  planned  by  my  lordly  sire, 
AVho  feareth  no  foe,  save  the  crafty  fire  ! 
In  every  bower  is  a  hand-grenade ; 
In  the  courtyard,  a  volunteer  fire-brigade  ; 
O'er  each  noble  steed,  as  he  standeth  in  stall, 
Hangs  the  harness  ready  at  need  to  fall ; 
In  every  corridor,  I  ween. 
Gleams  the  scarlet  robe  of  the  fire-queen, 
With  her  motto  which  speaketh  to  every  one ; 
^  Place  thine  arms  through  the  straps  and 
run,' 

Y'et,  I  fear  me  that  all  would  naught  avail. 
Should  Hilda  list  to  thy  fiatt'ring  tale." 

"  Now  Fate  divides  us,"  Sir  Eudolph  said, 
"  Were  ever  lovers  so  sore  bested  ? 


"  Nay  now,  nay  now, 

'Twere  vain,  I  trow. 
To  Fate's  decree  to  refuse  to  bow ; 

An  thou  diedst,"  quoth  she, 

"  All  for  love  of  me, 
r  don't  think  matters  improved  would  be- 
So  I  think,  on  the  whole,  I'll  go  home  to  tea. 
And  I  charge  thee  for  ever  all  hope  to  resign 
Of  wedding-  Hilda  von  Blumenstein." 

By  the  castle  gate. 

When  night  fell  late, 
Linger'd  Eudolph  von  Eatz,  in  a  doleful  state ; 
On  a  Hebrew  harp  he  sadly  played. 
And  he  sang  to  his  lady  a  serenade  ;— 
His  words  and  his  tune  ne'er  had  met  before. 
And  'twere  much  to  be  wished  they  should 

meet  no  more  ; 
'Tis  ill  to  sing  when  the  heart  is  sore. 

On  the  ear  of  the  watchful  sentinel 
The  sound  discordant  at  midnight  fell. 
And  he  said  to  himself :  "  This  is  not  well." 
So,  raising  his  crossbow  high  in  the  air. 
He  sternly  demanded,  "  Who  goes  there  ?  " 

iBut  the  knight,  I  suppose, 

Was  lost  in  his  woes. 


And  he  only  longed  to  disturb  the  repose 
Of  the  maiden  who  caused  to  his  heart  such 
throes ; 

So  he  went  on  chanting  his  tuneless  prayer, 
"  Awake  and  listen,  0  lady  fair  !  " 

I  pause  to  remark 
That  the  night  it  was  dark  ; 
And  the  sentinel,  fearing  to  make  a  mistake, 
Came  up  to  the  knight,  gave  his  shoulder  a 
shake. 

As  a  gentle  hint  for  the  worst  to  prepare. 
And  repeated  his  query  of     Who  g^es 
there?" 

But  Eudolph  still  called  on  his  lady  fair. 

The  watchman,  his  patience  exhausted  quite, 
Determined  to  view  the  stranger  aright, 
Put  his  hand  in  his  pocket,  to  feel  for  a 
light. 

Struck  a  match  on  the  box  (it  was  Bryan., 

and  May's), 
And  the  beard  of  the  knight  was  soon  in  a 

blaze  ! 

A  cry  of  "  fire  "  through  the  still  night  rang. 
Loud  pealed  the  alarm-bell  with  crash  and 

with  clang  ; 
And  out  came  pouring  the  warders  all. 
Who  kept  their  watch  on  the  castle  wall. 
In  fifty  seconds,  or  rather  less, 
The  engine  came  dashing  along  express ; 
Quick  the  firemen  saw  where  the  mischief 

lay, 

So  they  "  married  their  stand-pipes  "  with- 
out delay. 

And  straight  on  Count  Eudolph  began  to 
play, 

While  the  trusty  henchmen  formed  in  a  hne 
And  passed  the  buckets  right  up  from  the 
Ehine  ; 

And  the  Baron  himself,  his  wife,  and  his 
daughter. 

Descended  by  rope-ladders  into  the  water. 

'Twas  a  terrible  rout. 
Though  the  fire  was  put  out 
Ere  Eudolph  quite  knew  what  'twas  all 
about ; 

But  alas  and  alack  ! 
A  remnant  black 
Alone  remained,  for  the  world  to  see, 
Of  the  noble  beard  of  Count  Eudolph  the 
Free. 

A  passing  sigh  for  that  vanished  grace. 
Count   Eudolph    heaved   for   a  moment's 
space ; 

'Twas  a  thousand  pities  he  wasn't  insured. 
But  he  thought,  "  'Tis  an  evil  that  cannot  be 
cured. 

So  I  trow  it  will  e'en  have  to  be  endured." 
Then  a  sudden  joy  through  his  bosom 
thrilled  ! 

"Besbrew  me,  the  portents  are  both  ful- 
filled ! 

And  no  one's  the  worse,  except  by  a  fright. 
Sir  Eudolph,  no  longer  a  bearded  knight- 
May  claim  the  hand  of  his  lady  bright !  "  _ 
So  'he  did.    And  the  bells  rang  right  merrily 
For  the  wedding  of  Hilda  with  Eudolph  the 
Free. 

(the  end.) 
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NOTES  FROM  MY  LOG;    OR,   TRUE  STORIES  OF  ADVENTURE  AND  PERIL. 

By  Eear-Admieal  "\Y.  K.  Kennedy. 


A  FEW  days  after  our  return  to  Canton  we 
1\-  were  ordered  to  proceed  down  the  river 
in  tow  of  the  Coromandel  to  destroy  some 
Mandarin  junks  which  were  in  process  of 
construction  at  a  kind  of  dockyard  on  the 
river's  bank. 

We  soon  found  the  place  ;  thirty-five  junks 
were  on  the  stocks,  some  only  in  frame,  some 
ready  for  launching.  The  whole  of  them 
were  committed  to  the  tiames  and  made  an 
impressive  conflagration.  It  seemed  a  pity 
to  burn  such  fine  craft,  as  they  were  hand- 
some vessels,  and  well  built.  But  war  knows 
little  pity  :  they  would  have  been  no  use  to  us, 
and  might  have  been  soon  used  against  us. 

For  the  next  few  weeks  we  were  busy  in 
the  boats  making  and  repairing  fire-booms, 
and  at  night  guarding  them  against  the 
enemy's  fire  rafts,  etc.  The  work  was  hard, 
as  there  were  only  four  boats  to  do  it,— viz. 
the  Calcutta's  pinnace  and  cutter  and  two 
boats  of  the  Nankin.  It  must  be  borne  in 
mind  that  in  those  days  we  had  no  steam 
launches  or  pinnaces  or  torpedo  boats,  every- 
thing  had  to  be  done  by  manual  labour  in 
rowing  boats,  even  sails  were  not  of  any  use 
for  that  work. 

The  life  in  an  open  boat  would  have  been 
very  monotonous  but  for  the  amount  of  ex- 
citement and  adventure  we  always  had  on 
hand.  There  was  not  much  room  to  move, 
and  only  a  plank  to  lie  upon  at  night ;  our 
food  consisted  of  ship's  pork,  hard  biscuit, 
and  the  river  water  to  drink.  No  room  for 
clothes  or  any  comforts.  My  kit  consisted 
of  a  blanket,  two  flannel  shirts,  one  on  and 
one  oft',  toothbrush,  comb,  soap  and  towel, 
with  no  other  society  but  that  of  the  cox- 
swain and  boat's  crew,  working  under  a  broil- 
ing sun  by  day,  with  a  good  prospect  of 
hemg  blown  up  by  night  or  having  one's  head 
taken  otf  by  a  round  shot  in  the  morning. 
But  there  is  a  charm  in  having  a  command 
of  one's  own  at  eighteen  years  of  age,  be  it 
ever  so  humble,  with  a  tine  set  of  fellows  for 
a  boat's  crew. 

My  coxswain,  .Jim  Parnell,  was  as  gallant 
a  seaman  ;is  ever  I  came  across  ;  being  thrown 
so  much  together  I  got  to  know  his  value. 
■\Ve  were  not  only  shipmates  but  messmates, 
for  our  stock  of  crockery  having  been  much 
dmimished  by  a  shot  which  smashed  the 
greater  part,  we  had  but  one  basin  in  which 
to  eat  our  pea-soup  out  of,  which  was  after- 
wards rinsed  out  for  grog.  The  evenings 
used  to  be  spent  according  to  fancy,  some 
sleeping,  others  smoking  or  joining  in  a  song 
with  a  rousing  chorus,  whilst  I  generally 
played  some  game  in  the  stern  sheets  with 
the  coxswain  or  gunner's  mate,  unlil  the  time 
came  for  us  to  go  to  our  stations,  rowing 
guard  for  the  night,  caring  little  whether  by 
<laylight  the  next  morning  we  should  be 
hammer  and  tongs  with  a  fleet  of  junks. 

I  often  think  that  it  is  on  detached  service 
of  this  sort  that  our  bluejackets  show  to  ad- 
vantage, always  cheerful  and  contented  and 
yespectful  to  their  officers,  at  a  time  when  it 
IS  not  easy;to  enforce  the  discipline  of  a  man- 
of-war.  No  matter  whether  the  food  was 
.good  or  bad,  or  whether  the  water  stank, 
I  never  saw  anything  like  discontent  or  heard 
any  grumbling  amongst  them.  One  day  our 
copper  (the  only  cooking  apparatus  we  had) 
was  lost  overboard,  and  it  could  not  be 
replaced  for  some  days,  so  we  had  to  eat  our 
pork  raw,  instead  of  cooked,  but  we  all  shared 
alike.  I  had  no  medicines  in  the  boat,  but  I 
told  the  men  if  any  of  them  were  really  ill 
they  should  have  an  extra  glass  of  rum, 
although  it  would  have  to  come  from  our 
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I  limited  store  and  some  of  us  would  have  to 
go  without.  I  never  had  a  single  application, 
nor  did  I  have  a  case  of  sickness  in  the  boat, 
although  we  drank  the  river  water,  and  at 
this  very  time  the  Calcutta's  men  were 
1  dying  in  the  hospital  at  Hong  Kong  from 
dysentery  caused  by  drinking  impure  water. 
1  The  Calcutta  being  a  sailing  ship  had  no 
condenser  on  board. 

Meanwhile  the  Chinamen  had  not  been 
idle  ;  they  had  repaired  the  French  Folly  P'ort, 
and  mounted  some  more  guns  in  it,  making 
it  as  strong  as  it  was  before.  It  therefore 
became  necessary  for  us  to  give  them  another 
lesson,  and  on  December  4,  H.M.  ships 
Encounter  and  Coromandel,  with  the  boats  of 
the  squadron  in  tow,  steamed  down  the  river 
and  opened  fire  on  the  fort.  The  boat  lay 
alongside  of  the  ships  so  as  to  be  protected 
by  their  hulls  until  the  fort  was  silenced, 
when  our  turn  came,  and  we  pulled  in  to 
storm,  under  a  scattering  fire  of  "gingalls  " 
and  rockets,  which  were  ill  directed  and  did 
but  little  harm.  Having  driven  out  the 
garrison,  a  party  remained  to  dismount  the 
guns  and  destroy  the  fort.  Our  casualties 
were  slight.  One  marine  was  killed  by  a 
rocket,  the  spear  head  of  which  pierced  his 
heart.  But  as  a  rule  the  Chinese  rockets 
were  very  harmless  things,  and  as  often 
as  not  they  doubled  back  in  the  direction 
whence  they  came.  Whilst  we  in  the  pin- 
nace were  eating  our  pork  and  biscuit,  the 
boat  lying  ijuietly  at  anchor  off  the  fort,  a 
sneaking  rascal  fired  a  rocket  at  us  from 
amongst  the  ruins.  The  rocket  came  over 
one  side  of  the  boat,  set  fire  to  some  bread 
bags  in  the  bottom,  and  popped  over  the 
opposite  gunwale  without  doing  us  any  harm. 
Our  cutter  was  also  struck  by  a  rocket  which 
burnt  a  hole  in  her. 

About  this  time  we  heard  reports  that  the 
enemy  intended  to  burn  the  English  factories 
in  return  for  the  injuries  we  had  inflicted  on 
them.  We  had  always  expected  something 
of  this  sort,  and  to  a  certain  extent  prepared 
for  it  by  placing  a  guard  about  the  place. 
The  merchants  had  removed  most  of  their 
goods  to  Hong  Kong,  so  that  beyond  the 
value  of  the  property  and  the  fact  of  its 
being  our  headquarters  at  Canton,  its  de- 
struction would  not  be  of  very  much  con- 
sequence. However,  the  sentries  were 
doubled,  and  we  kept  a  sharp  look-out  every 
night.  Notwithstanding  all  precautions,  the 
Chinamen  were  too  many  for  us,  for  in  this 
kind  of  warfare  they  are  adepts. 

One  night  about  the  middle  of  December 
there  was  an  alarm  of  fire  in  the  factories. 
The  boats  were  at  this  time  moored  in  a 
camber  close  by,  so  we  were  quickly  on  the 
spot  and  were  able  to  be  of  the  greatest 
assistance.  It  was  to  no  purpose,  for  the 
Chinamen,  regardless  of  life,  ran  from  house 
to  house  with  lighted  torches  in  their  hands, 
and  as  fast  as  we  shot  them  down,  others 
would  take  their  place.  All  that  night  the 
fire  raged,  and  the  next  day  it  was  still  burn- 
ing. 'SVe  made  desperate  attempts  to  save 
the  consul's  house  by  blowing  down  the 
adjacent  walls  with  gunpowder,  but  without 
avail.  Every  one,  from  the  admiral  down- 
wards, worked  with  a  will,  and  it  was  amus- 
ing to  see  captains,  lieutenants,  bluejackets, 
and  soldiers  passing  water  in  every  conceiv- 
able conveyance.  Two  of  us  were  pointing  a 
hose  till  we  could  hold  it  no  longer,  and 
every  stitch  we  had  on  was  wet  through. 

About  dark  I  was  working  in  a  house  try- 
ing to  get  the  fire  under  when  some  one 
shouted  out  that  the  roof  was  falling,  and 


I  that  if  there  was  anyone  inside,  to  come  out 
I   directly.  The  room  I  was  in  was  filled  to  the 
roof  with  boxes  of  prime  Manilla  cigars,  so 
taking  a  box  under  each  arm  I  bolted  from  the 
house  just  as  the  walls  caved  in  with  a  crash. 

After  the  fire  we  managed  now  and  then 
to  pick  up  a  few  things  which  were  of  uafe  to 
us,  living  as  we  were  on  the  meanest  fare. 

These  expeditions  were  not  unattended 
with  danger,  for  we  knew  that  our  heads 
were  valued  at  600  dollars,  that  being  the 
sum  oft'ered  for  the  head  of  any  Englishman 
dead  or  alive.  Already  several  poor  fellows 
had  been  captured  and  their  heads  were  at 
the  moment  adorning  the  gates  of  the  city. 

The  following  adventure  will  show  the 
risks  that  we  ran  by  venturing  only  a  few- 
hundred  yards  from  our  boats. 

One  day  in  company  with  a  young  friend 
of  mine,  a  year  younger  than  myself,  we 
took  advantage  of  a  spare  hour  whilst  the 
men  were  at  dinner,  to  ramble  amongst  the 
ruins  of  the  factories.  We  were  engaged  in 
exploring  the  inside  of  a  house,  the  walls  of 
which,  together  with  the  staircase,  remained 
standing,  and  had  not  long  been  upstairs 
when  we  heard  a  noise  in  the  street,  and  on 
looking  out  we  perceived  to  our  horror  an 
ai'med  mob  of  Chinamen  congregated  round 
the  only  entrance  to  the  house,  with  the 
evident  intention  of  taking  us  alive  or  dead. 
The  prospect  was  not  cheerful ;  there  was 
but  one  stair,  and  our  retreat  was  completely 
cut  oft'.  There  was  no  time  for  reflection ; 
fortunately  we  had  our  revolvers  with  us, 
and  were  familiar  with  the  use  of  them,  so 
without  a  moment's  delay,  further  than  a 
grasp  of  each  other's  hands,  we  rushed  down 
the  stairs  into  the  street.  Our  sudden  ap- 
pearance took  the  Chinamen  by  surprise,  and 
that  saved  us  ;  before  they  had  made  up  their 
minds  as  to  whether  we  were  alone  or  sup- 
ported, my  friend  fired  his  pistol  full  in  the 
leader's  face.  Whether  he  missed  him  or  not, 
we  never  knew,  but  the  man,  though  stag- 
gered, did  not  fall  ;  at  the  same  time  I  fired 
at  a  big  brawny  fellow  armed  with  a  pike. 
My  friend  also  fired  again,  and  the  whole 
mob,  panic-stricken,  bolted  from  two  boys,  for 
we  were  nothing  more — and  we  were  saved. 
We  never  made  mention  of  this  adventure 
lest  we  should  be  forbidden  to  leave  our 
boats  in  future. 

A  short  time  after  this  occurrence  the 
admiral  decided  to  burn  down  part  of  the 
suburbs  of  the  city  as  a  reprisal  for  the  de- 
struction of  the  factories,  and  we  were  ordered 
to  prep)are  fireballs  for  the  purpose.  The 
necessary  arrangements  being  complete,  we 
were  attached  as  before  to  the  Barracouta, 
and  proceeded  with  her  to  a  spot  about  a 
mile  or  so  from  our  headquarters.  Another 
party  went  in  the  opposite  direction  so  a?  to 
fire  the  city  simultaneously  in  several  places. 
The  Barracouta  having  anchored,  we  pulled 
up  a  creek  in  the  pinnace  and  threaded  our 
way  through  the  streets  (the  houses  in  the 
suburbs  being  built  on  piles),  keeping  a  sharp 
look-out  for  any  ambuscade.  Having  advanced 
as  far  as  we  could,  we  landed  and  set  to 
work  firing  the  houses  right  and  left.  Having 
accomplished  this  the  captain  of  the  Barra- 
couta, who  had  accompanied  us  so  far  in  his 
gig,  returned  on  board,  leaving  me  in  the 
pinnace  with  orders  to  shoot  down  any  one 
who  attempted  to  interfere  with  us.  Pre- 
sently a  mob  of  Chinamen  arrived  on  the 
scene,  and  would  have  made  short  work  of  us, 
but  were  received  with  a  few  rounds  of 
canister  which  dispersed  them. 

The  creek  up  which  we  had  got  was 
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blocked  with  a  barricade  of  piles,  the  boat's 
bow  was  lashed  to  the  piles  with  the  brass 
gun  pointing  through  them,  and  when  the 
soldiers  appeared,  our  gunner's  mate,  who 
was  in  the  stern  attending  to  the  boat's 
magazine,  passed  the  powder  and  projectiles 
forward  to  me  at  the  gun,  exclaiming  in  his 
excitement,  "  Give  them  some  '  spiritual '  case, 
sir  "  (meaning  spherical  case,  a  canister  con- 
taining musket  balls,  a  very  deadly  missile  at 
close  quarters).  Having  effected  our  purpose 
we  returned  to  the  Barracouta  without  casu- 
alty on  our  side. 

Christmas  came  round  in  due  time,  and 
we  determined  to  keep  it  in  good  old-fashioned 
style  and  enjoy  a  good  dinner  if  it  could  be 
procured.    So  we  cleared  away  the  billiard 


room,  the  only  building  left  standing,  and 
had  our  dinner  there,  and  a  very  good  dinner 
it  was  considering  the  circumstances.  The 
toasts  went  merrily  round,  absent  friends 
not  being  forgotten- 

At  midnight  it  was  my  turn  to  row  guard 
ahead  of  the  Hornet,  which  vessel  was  lying 
at  anchor  outside  the  boom.  On  going  to 
my  boat  I  found  that  the  boat's  crew  had 
also  been  keeping  up  the  old  custom,  having 
probably  cleared  the  consul's  cellar  for  the 
purpose,  and  alas  !  they  were  all  drunk  ex- 
cept the  coxswain  and  one  other.  What  was 
to  be  done  ;  I  dare  not  report  my  boat's  crew 
as  unfit  for  duty,  as  I  was  partly  to  blame  for 
not  looking  after  them,  so  making  the  only 
two  sober  men  take  an  oar,  and  taking  the 


helm  myself,  I  pushed  off  into  the  stream, 
having  first  refreshed  the  rest  of  the  crew  by 
throwing  buckets  of  water  over  them.  We 
managed  to  reach  a  position  ahead  of  the 
Hornet,  when  seeing  the  impossibility  of 
rowing  guard,  I  dropped  anchor,  and  making 
the  two  sober  men  take  a  couple  of  oars  each 
and  keep  dipping  them  in  the  water.  I  kept 
a  good  look-out  till  daylight,  when  I  returned 
to  the  camber.  Fortunately  for  us,  the 
Chinamen  did  not  think  fit  to  molest  us  that 
night,  otherwise  the  consequences  might 
have  been  serious.  The  joke  was  that  I  was 
complimented  by  the  captain  of  the  Hornet 
for  the  admirable  way  we  had  kept  guard 
during  the  night. 

(To  he  conlinued.) 


ARTISTIC   STUDIES  FOR  BOYS   OF  TASTE. 

By  various  representative  Artists. 


X.— A  Country  Cousia,—(Dratcn  for  the  "Boy's  Oicn  Paper"  by  Arthur  Greexbaxk.) 
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A  DAY'S  FISHING. 

By  Ashmore  Eussan, 

Author  (./"  The  Last  of  the  Great  Anlc^  "A  Strange  Epide, 


AJOVI.U,  old  gentleman  was  Mr.  Pinter,  of 
the  Moat  House  Fann ;  ruddy-faced, 
and  merry-eyed.  Never,  most  likely,  in  his 
life  had  he  marched  truant  and  trespassing 
schoolboy  to  angry  head  master.  But  that 
may  have  been  because  the  nearest  school  of 
any  account  was  at  Bromfield,  six  miles  dis- 
tant. Truant  schoolboys  rarely,  I  should 
think,  wandered  so  far.  What  he  would  have 
done  had  a  pack  of  youngsters  chasing  paper 
made  a  practice  of  smashing  his  fences  and 
leaving  open  his  gates  once  a  week  or  so,  I 
cannot  guess. 

He  was  a  Worcestershire  farmer,  of  a  type 
that  is  fast  dying  out.  At  home,  on  the  farm, 
he  wore,  winter  and  summer,  a  long  white 
smock-frock,  and  a  long  black  hat  with  a  nap 
almost  as  rough  as  a  furze-bush  ;  at  least  it 
generally  looked  as  if  its  wearer  and  it  had 
been  dragged  through  a  furze-bush  backwards 
a  great  many  times.  Beneath  the  frock 
gleamed  the  bright  brass  buttons  that  fastened 
his  moleskin  gaiters ;  between  which  and  his 
Bedford-cord  breeches  two  inches  of  blue 
worsted  stocking  might  be  seen  when  he  took 
off  the  frock  to  work.  On  Tuesdays— 
Bromfield  market-day— he  discarded  the 
smock-frock  in  favour  of  a  black  jacket  with 
immense  pockets,  each  capable  of  holding  at 
least  three  rabbits,  and  wore  a  very  tall  1iat 
comparatively  smooth.  So  was  he  clad  when 
he  invited  me  to  the  Moat  House  Farm  for  "  a 
bit  of  fishing,"  as  he  expressed  himself. 

"The  moat  swarms  with  'em,"  he  added. 
"  There's  cart-loads,  I'm  certain  sure." 

I  "  bit "  at  once.    "  What  kind  are  thev 
Mr.  Pinter?"  I  asked. 

"  Prooshian  carp.  There  may  be  an  eel  or 
two,  but  they're  mostly  Prooshian  carp. 
Now  do  come.  You  needn't  trouble  about 
bait ;  I'll  get  it.  I  can  find  you  a  rod  an' 
line,  too,  I  dessay.  Only  say  as  you'll  come 
an'  ivhen  you'll  come,  an'  I'll  have  the  bait 
ready  ;  I  know  just  what  they'll  take." 

"  Has  the  moat  been  fished  much  ?  "  I 
asked. 

"  I  don't  believe  as  anybody's  put  a  hook  I 
in  it  for  more  than  two  years.    You  come  ' 
an'  I'll  Avarrant  as  you'll  catch  as  many  as  I 
you  can  carry.    I  was  only  sayin'  to  a  neigh- 
hour  of  mine,  the  other  day,  as  if  we  ran  the 
water  off,  we'd  want  a  wagon  to  take  the  fish 
away.    Well— well— I  never  saw  such  a  many. 
Now  will  you  come  ?  " 

"  With  pleasure,  Mr.  Pinter.  I'll  be  with 
you  early  to-morrow  morning,  and  I'll  make 
a  day  of  it." 

"  That's  right !  As  soon  as  ever  I  get 
home  I'll  have  a  lot  o'  them  nice  red  worms 
found,  an'  some  wasp-grubs,  an'  the  missus 
shall  get  a  lump  0'  dough  all  ready  for  you 


PART  I. 

I'd  fish  myself,  but-well— well— I  reckon  I 
must  help  with  the  haymaking." 

Wagon  loads  of  carp  in  a  pond  that  had 
not  been  fished  for  two  years  !  No  wonder 
they  haunted  my  sleep— monstrous  fish 
longer  than  my  arm  and  thicker  than  my  leg  ! 
Impossible  fish  with  great  bearded  gills  and 
a,  red  face  like  Mr.  Pinter's  !  Perpendicular 
fash  m  white  linen  smock-frock,  tall  hat,  and 
mo  eskni  gaiters,  walking  on  their  tails! 
Fish  that  "  bit  "  as  fiercely  as  hungry  hounds ! 

At  SIX  o'clock  in  the  morning  I  set  out 
with  two  rods,  a  creel,  and  half-a-dozen 
lines.  A  walk  of  an  hour  and  a  half  took 
me  to  the  Moat  House  Farm.  Mr.  Pinter 
was  at  breakfast.  I  joined  the  family.  The 
meal  over,  I  followed  the  hearty  farmer  into 
the  garden. 

"  Here  you  are  !  "  cried  he.  "  There's  the 
bait  an'  the  tackle,  an'  the  Prooshian  carp 
are  m  there—"  pointing  to  the  moat  which 
skirted  the  lawn.  "  There's  a  seat ;  an'  all 
you  have  to  do  is  to  pull  it  up  to  the  garden 
hedge,  an'  fish  away.  If  you  get  thirsty 
there's  a  fresh  barrel  o'  cider  just  tapped, 
an'  you're  heartily  welcome,  I'm  sure.  I  must 
go  an'  set  the  men  on  now ;  I'll  be  back  at 
dinner  time  to  see  what  you've  caught." 

The  smock-frock  and  tall  hat  disappeared 
behind  a  laurel  bush,  and  I  eagerly  put  to- 
gether a  rod.    Never  had  angler  more  plea- 
sant prospect  and  surroundings.    No  awk- 
ward standing  on  one  leg  on  a  more  or  less 
steep  bank  in  constant  trepidation  lest  the 
soil  should  give  way,  with  a  ducking  as  the 
immediate    consequence.    No  overhanging 
bushes  for  the  hook  to  catch  upon  every  ten 
minutes  or  so— perhaps  as  good  a  test  of  a 
man's  patience  as  can  be  imagined.  Before 
me  was  a  strong,  well-trimmed  privet  hedge, 
not  more  than  three  feet  high  ;  beyond  was 
the  broad,  still  moat,  margined  with  masses 
of  purple  and  yellow  blossomed  "  flags  "  on 
the  further  side,  but  here  clear  to  the  privet 
fence.    Behind  and  beneath  my  feet  was  a 
smooth  lawn,  dotted  here  and  there  with  rose 
and  apple  trees,  and  beds  of  sweet-scented 
mignonette  and  pansies,  with  a  densely  leaved 
lilac  to  shade  me  when  the  sun  should  be 
high  m  the  heavens.    I  drew  the  garden  seat 
to  the  fence,  baited  a  hook,  and  began  to  fish. 
I  sat  myself  down,  leant  back,  and  watched 
the  float,  eagerly  expecting  its  instant  dis- 
appearance.   Never  before  had  I  felt  so  com- 
fortable when  fishing.    I  recalled  previous 
experiences— how  on   one  occasion  I  had 
shivered  in  the  rain  for  four  hours  and  caught 
nothing,  how  I  had  perched  in  a  willow  until 
stiff,  and  then  found  my  right  foot  fast  between 
branch  and  trunk— and  contrasted  them  with 
the  present  ease  to  my  great  satisfaction. 

(To  be  continued.) 


The  porcupine's  quill  floated  upright,  just 
as  it  should  do.  The  water  was  stagnant ; 
there  was  no  current  and  no  wind  to  carry 
the  float  hither  and  thither  ;  the  rod  required 
no  manipulation  whatever.  All  I  had  to  do 
was  to  watch  and  wait  for  a  "bite."  I 
watched  and  waited  in  happy  assurance  that 
no  previous  angling  of  mine  had  been  so 
pleasant— so  comfortable  as  this. 

Fifteen  minutes  passed.  The  "  Prooshian  " 
carp  did  not  appear  to  be  hungry.  The  float 
did  not  move— did  not  even  sway  from  side 
to  side  with  that  gentle  motion  which  leads 
the  angler  to  believe  that  a  fish  is  playing 
with  the  bait  previous  to  swallowing  it.  I 
gently  lifted  the  rod  and  looked  at  the  worm. 
That  was  all  right,  bright  and  clean.  I  tested 
the  depth  of  the  water  with  the  spare  rod. 
That,  also,  was  all  right,  or,  rather,  my 
bottom  "  was.  Then  I  resumed  the  watch- 
ing and  waiting. 

Half  an  hour  passed.  The  "  Prooshian  " 
carp  were  no  hungrier.  I  had  no  "  bite," 
not  even  a  nibble.  "Perhaps,"  I  thought, 
"  they  don't  care  for  worms."  I  tried  a  wasp 
grub,  and  watched  and  waited.  The  dairy- 
maid came  out  with  the  newly  scoured  milk- 
pans  and  put  them  to  dry  against  the  wall 
beneath  the  great  clematis-covered  porch. 
Pleasant  music  she  made  with  tliem— 
tmg— ting— tang  !  A  slight  breeze  filled  my 
nostrils  with  scent  of  mignonette  and  jessa- 
mine and  clematis.  But  the  "Prooshian" 
carp  did  not  seem  to  care  for  the  wasp-grub. 
Beautifully,  but  motionless,  floated  the  por- 
cupine quill. 

An  hour  passed.     A  bright-eyed  water-rat 
swam  silently  towards  me,  its  nose  forming 
the  apex  of  two  ripples  that  seemed  to  stretch 
right  across  to  the  further  bank.  Comically 
for  a  moment  it  appeared  to  regard  me,  then 
turned  and  swam  back  to  the  mass  of  purple- 
blossomed  "  flags  "  whence  it  had  issued 
apparently  on  reconnaissance  bent.    A  moor- 
hen flew  across  the  moat  with  its  pendant 
feet  dip-dipping  into  the  water  at  every  yard, 
and  disappeared  among  the  "flags"  on  a! 
tmy  willow-crowned  island,  where  it  clucked 
and  chuckled  in  seeming  laughter— at  what  ? 
In  the  verdant  meadow  beyond  the  moat  a 
landrail  croaked  out  its  note,  not  yet  be- 
come monotonous,  at  measured  intervals. 
How  pleasant  it  all  was  !     How  peaceful ! 
A  poetic  inspiration  came  to  me.    "  A  coun- 
try life  is  a  joyous  one,"  I  murmured ;  but 
remembering  that  I  had  heard  or  read  some- 
thing like  it  before,  recollecting  also  the 
"  Prooshian  "  carp  that  did  not  seem  to  care 
for  either  wasp-grub  or  worm,  I  put  the  in- 
spiration by.    Carefully  I  lifted  the  rod  and 
changed  the  wasp-grub  for  dough. 


T  A3I  sometimes  asked  how  it  was  that  I 
X  became  a  botanist.  Well,  I  hardly  know 
unless  I  say  with  Topsy,  "  I  spects  I  growed." 
■I  don  t  know  the  date  of  my  conversion.  It 
was  not  at  any  rate  a  sudden  and  violent 
convulsion  such  as  we  may  suppose  a  geo- 
logist might  experience ;  it  was  a  slow  and 
gradual  process,  in  keeping  with  the  science 
01  •  farst  the  blade,  then  the  ear,  and  then 
the  full  corn  in  the  ear."    But  if  you  are 


HOW  I  BECAME  A  BOTANIST. 

By  the  Eev.  J.  Vaughan,  m.a. 

curious,  I  will  try  to  set  down  in  order  the 
steps  of  my  converson. 

From  my  earliest  boyhood  I  was  fond  of 
natural  history.  The  oldest  book  I  possess 
IS  a  copy  of  Wood's  "Boys'  Own  Natural 
History,"  which  I  received  from  my  father, 
at  iiine  years  of  age,  for  "  great  attention  to 
Latin."  I  soon  got  to  know  that  book  by 
heaii;  at  least  the  facts  of  it  that  relate  to 
Jinghsh  birds  and  animals  and  fishes.    As  I 


grew  older,  I  passed  through  the  birds-nest- 
ing stage,  and  loved  nothing  so  much  as  a 
walk  round  the  copses  and  hedgerows  with 
a  young  farmer-friend  of  our  acquaintance. 
For  my  brothers  were  quite  as  keen  as  my- 
self in  the  pursuit  of  natural  history.  Our 
very  heaven  of  delight  was  an  afternoon's 
ramble  over  our  friend's  farm,  with  an  old 
single-barrelled  gun,  in  pursuit  of  anything 
and  everything,  from  a  blackbird  screaming 
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down  the  hedge  to  a  water-rat  nibhhng  herb- 
age beside  the  stream.  Sometimes  after  tea 
on  a  dark  winter's  evening  we  would  go  j 
sparrow-catching  around  the  old,  ivy-covered 
buildings  of  the  farm,  and  this  we  held  to 
be  famous  sport. 

In  the  Easter-holidays  there  were  trout  ; 
to  be  caught  np  the  well-known  brook,  and  1 
perhaps  a  crow's  nest  to  be  taken.    In  the 
twilight  of  a  summer's  evening  the  rabbits 
would  be  out  feeding  down  the  warren,  and 
perhaps  a  white  owl  might  be  seen  near  the  I 
great  barn.    Now  and  then  a  rare  bird  was  | 
mat  with,  and  one  winter  my  brother  shot  a 
specimen  of  the  Great  Grey  Shrike. 

Directly  we  got  home  for  the  holidays,  up 
k)  the  old  farm-house  we  went,  and  sitting 
in  the  ancient  parlour,  would  discuss  with 
our  friend  whatever  of  interest  had  happened 
since  last  we  cracked  walnuts  and  drank 
raisin-wine  together.  Then  we  would  take 
a  stroll  up  the  "  Garlands,"  as  the  off-farm 
was  called,  and  look  at  the  lambs,  or  walk 
round  the  wheat-field,  or  have  a  chat  with  old 
Master  Cowell  who  lived  in  a  cottage  hard  by. 

On  our  return  to  school  the  very  first 
piece  of  household  work  our  prudent  mother 
undertook  was  to  thoroughly  "  turn  out  "  the 
room  in  which  we  were  wont  to  pass  our  time 
indoors,  for  experience  had  taught  her  that 
it  was  not  impossible  that  a  dead  bird,  or  a 
skinned  mole,  might  be  lurking  at  the  back  of 
the  cupboard,  or  on  the  top  of  the  book-case. 

Thus  childhood  and  boyhood  passed  by, 
ala5  !  only  too  quickly.  With  birds  and 
their  ways  I  was  fairly  familiar,  and  could 
stuff  them  decently  ;  but  of  botany  I  knew 
nothing;  I  don't  believe  I  knew  a  daisy 
from  a  dandelion  ;  I  cared  just  nothing  at  all 
for  wild-flowers. 

And  then  I  went  to  Cambridge,  and  at  the 
University  I  never  so  much  as  thought  of 
botany  at  all.  After  the  University  I  became 
a  parson,  and  took  a  curacy  in  Gloucester- 
shire. I  was  still  as  keen  as  ever  about 
natural  history,  and  enjoyed  nothing  so 
much  as  a  ramble  in  the  country.  Now  and 
then  I  stuffed  a  bird  by  way  of  practice,  and 
once  I  skinned  a  badger  which  the  V.  W.  H. 
hounds  had  killed.  But  I  was  perfectly 
ignorant  of  botany,  and  cared — well,  just  a 
little,  for  wild-flowers.  But  the  sense  of  my 
ignorance  had  been  awakened.  I  was  struck 
with  the  beauty  of  the  common  centaury 
whic'.i  I  noticed  Howering  on  a  bank,  and  I 
wished  that  I  knew  its  name.  Eyebright,  too, 
attracted  my  attention,  and  the  delicate 
harebell  by  the  wayside.  My  senses  were 
arou5ed  to  the  wealth  of  interest  and  beauty 
which  existed  in  the  vegetable  world.  I 
began  to  wonder  at  my  former  indifference,  and 
forthwith  I  bought  myself  a  copy  of  Johns' 
"  Flowers  of  the  Field." 

Next  summer  I  found  myself  in  a  secluded 
village  in  the  west  of  England  far  away  from 
the  busy  haunts  of  men.  Fortunately  the 
interest  awakened  the  year  before  had  not 
died.  I  spent  my  solitary  evenings  wander- 
ing about  the  copses  and  hedgerows  of  the 
parish,  in  search  of  wild-flowers.  These  I 
carried  home,  and  after  supper  tried  to 
identify  with  the  aid  of  Johns'  "  Flowers  of 
the  Field."  Thus  I  gained  a  little  insight 
into  botany,  and  learned  to  know  the  com- 
moner plants  by  the  wayside. 

Not  long  afterwards  I  accepted  the  curacy 
of  a  town  within  a  few  miles  of  the  village  of 
Selborne.  The  first  thing  I  did  was  to  make 
a  pilgrimage  to  the  shrine  of  Gilbert  White. 
Henc3forth  Selborne  became  my  favourite 
hunting-ground.  I  tried  to  identify  every 
field  and  copse  and  every  particular  spot 
mentioned  by  the  great  naturalist.  With  his 
"  hisiary,"  if  not  in  my  hand,  at  any  rate  in 
my  h-ad,  I  would  often  spend  an  afternoon  in 
climbing  the  Hanger,  or  strolling  down  the 
Lyth,  or  wandering  about  the  fields  in  the 


neighbourhood  of  Selborne.  My  love  of 
nature  was,  if  possible,  strengthened.  At  any 
rate  my  love  of  botany  was.  I  determined 
not  merely  to  know  the  names  of  plants,  but 
to  understand  them  scientifically.  I  set  to 
work  with  Oliver  (and  afterwards  with 
Thome)  ;  I  religiously  dissected  one  or 
more  flowers  every  day,  and  before  long  I 
had  mastered  the  A  B  C  of  botany. 

And  now  the  pleasure  and  interest  of  the 
study  cannot  be  exaggerated.  My  walks 
became  even  more  delightful  than  before. 
For  a  knowledge  of  wild-flowers  had  been 
added  to  my  former  knowledge  of  birds  and 
animals.  Johns'  "  Flowers  of  the  Field " 
was  soon  supplanted  by  Bentham,  and  after- 
wards by  Hooker's  "  Flora  "  ;  and  I  began  to 
form  an  herbarium.  I  have  before  told  the 
readers  of  the  "  B.  0.  P."  how  I  press  and 
mount  my  specimens,  and  so  I  need  not 
touch  on  that  subject  again. 

Of  course  at  first  the  plants  about  which 
I  was  specially  interested  were  those  men- 
tioned by  Gilbert  White  in  his  LXI.  letter 
to  Daines  Barrington.  It  was  an  immense 
interest  to  search  the  old  localities  for  the 
rarer  plants  the  veteran  naturalist  had 
enumerated  a  hundred  years  ago.  Some 
still  flourished  on  the  same  spot,  but  others  I 
searched  for  in  vain.  On  the  picturesque 
Hanger,  now  as  in  White's  time,  may  be  seen 
the  "  stinking  hellebore,"  a  rare  and  hand- 
some plant,  sometimes  called  "  settcrwort," 
because,  says  old  Gerarde,  "husbandmen  are 
used  to  make  a  hole,  and  put  a  piece  of  the 
root  into  the  dewlap  of  their  cattle,  as  a 
sc'ton,  in  cases  of  diseased  lungs  ;  and  this  is 
called  pegging  or  scttcring."  On  the  same 
Hanger  may  still  be  seen  in  abundance  every 
August,  but  in  some  years  more  plentifully 
than  in  others,  the  curious  yellow  monotropa 
or  "  bird's-nest,"  which  feeds  on  decayed 
vegetable  matter.  Among  "the  bushes  at 
the  foot  of  the  Lyth,  near  the  path  "  trail 
the  stems  of  the  wild  lathyrus,  as  in  White's 
time.  In  "the  bogs  of  Bin's  Pond"  the 
creeping  cranberries  still  open  their  beautiful 
red  petals  to  the  sunlight ;  and  in  "  the  dry 
hillocks  of  Wolmer  Forest "  the  peasants, 
now  as  of  old,  gather  the  fruit  of  the  whortle- 
berry, which  they  call  "  whorts."  The  spurge 
laurel  is  still  abundant  on  Selborne  Hanger, 
but  for  the  rarer  and  more  beautiful  me- 
gereon,  which  formerly  grew  "among  the 
shrubs  at  the  south-east  end  above  the  cot- 
tages," I  have  repeatedly  searched  in  vain. 

But  I  must  bring  this  confession  to  a 
close.  At  some  other  time  I  may  perhaps 
tell  you  more  of  the  botany  of  Selborne.  Let 
me  only  say  that  it  is  now  some  ten  years  since 
I  became  a  botanist,  and  that  it  would  be 
impossible  for  me  to  exaggerate  the  pleasure 
which  the  pursuit  has  given  me.  It  may  be 
that  none  but  a  botanist  can  understand  the 
feeling.  Things  are  to  us  what  we  are  to 
them.  "  Music  can  be  nothing  to  the  deaf 
ear,  nor  the  glories  of  the  sunset  to  the 
blind  eye,  nor  the  highest  utterances  of  poetry 
to  the  dead  and  callous  heart."  We  can 
only  see  that  which  we  have  the  faculty  of 
seeing.  The  great  Swedish  botanist,  Linnajus, 
was  so  overcome  with  the  beauty  of  a  vast 
expanse  of  golden  gorse  that  he  knelt  dow-n 
bareheaded  on  the  turf,  and  thanked  God  in 
an  ecstasy  of  gladness.  Thomas  Arnold  of 
Kugby  used  to  say,  "  Wikl-flowers  are  my 
music."  And  to  how  many  besides  the 
greatest  of  modern  schoolmasters  have  wild- 
flowers  been  music,  and  music  which  has 
broken  the  monotony  of  daily  life,  and 
charmed  away  depression !  Let  me  ]ust 
mention  the  names  of  John  Stuart  Mill,  of 
Charles  Kingsley,  of  Professor  Henslow  of 
Cambridge.  They,  at  any  rate,  could  say 
with  the  poet — 

•■  Tliis  worUl's  no  blot  for  me, 

Xor  blank  ;  it  means  intenselj",  and  means  good." 


OUR  OPEN  COLUMN. 


TRUTHFUL  JOXES. 
A  T.^LE  OP  A  Tuck-shop. 
Full  long  in  our  esteem  and  grace 
The  village  tuck-shop  held  a  jilace 
Of  love— and  in  this  special  case, 

Love  to  the  very  letter  ; 
For  in  a  troop  wlien  scliool  was  o'er 
We  liLi\  ei  i  il  ininid  its  my  stic  door, 
With  peiici'  ,ind  piomises  galore 

To  change  for  something  better. 

But  John  Joviniau  Smith,  JI.A., 
From  0.\ford  came  one  fatal  day 

V»'itli  stores  of  classic  learning  : 
And  o'er  the  College,  in  his  might. 
Began  to  rule,  a  shining  liglit, 

To  set  our  hearts  a-burniiig. 

We  viewed  him  with  supreme  disgust, 
Of  -tthicU  the  cause,  if  know  you  must. 

We  \\  on't  go  far  to  seek,  sir  ; 
The  tuck-shop  fell  beneath  his  ban, 
And  he  ordained,  misguided  man, 
We  should  not  see  it  oftener  tliau 

Tliree  times  in  every  week,  sir. 

Then  many  a  heart  made  sudden  moan. 
And  Bean  Secundus,  with  a  groan, 
E.xclaimed,  in  quite  a  tragic  tone, 

"  0,  temporandomories  !  "* 
But  Smith,  whose  ears  were  very  keen, 
Eemarkeil,  "  Your  phrase  is  faulty,  Bean, 
So  write  me  out  the  first  fifteen 

Of  Bennett's  Latin  Stories." 

Extinguished,  JIaster  Bean  M'itlidrew, 
While  we  averred  that  Smitli  should  rue 
The  day  on  which  he  overthrew 

Our  innocent  excursions : 
Yet  feared  the  sceptre  that  he  swayed. 
And  knew  the  laws  that  he  had  made 
Were  rather  harder  to  evade 

Thau  those  of  iledes  and  Persians. 

But  Jones,  that  grand  and  gallant  boy, 
The  hero  of  the  Fourth,  whose  joy 

It  was  on  rules  to  trample — 
Said  boldly  that  he'd  put  to  shame 
All  lav.'S  a  tyrant's  mind  could  frame. 
And  we,  who  loved  a  Briton's  name. 

Might  follow  his  example. 

One  afternoon,  the  coast  being  clear, 

He  made  his  w.ay,  devoid  of  fear. 

To  where  the  shop,  so  known  and  dear. 

He  recognised  with  glee,  sir  ; 
He  entereil  with  a  joyous  bound. 
But  lo  !  w  ithin  the  shop  he  found 
That  Mr.  Smith,  all  capped  and  gowned, 

Was  buying  cakes  for  tea,  sir. 

Jones  turned— but  'twas  too  late  to  fly. 
He  quailed  beneath  the  master's  eye. 
And  several  people,  standing  by. 

Gave  vent  to  curious  laughter. 
He  gasped  and  shook  in  terror,  while 
Said  Smith,  in  most  portentous  style, 
"  Return  to  school  this  instant— I'll 

Be  there  to  see  you,  after." 
He  went,  and  e'en  his  gallant  heart 
Failed  to  assume  an  easy  part, 

Or  fearful  feelings  smother  : 
But.  like  a  dog  that  pity  begs. 
He  hung  one  tail  between  his  legs. 

And  told  his  chums  the  other. 

"  Xow,  Jones,"  the  master  sternly  cried, 
'•  My  rules  you've  wantoidy  defied 

Your  guilty  looks  declare,  sir  ; 
'Tii  scarcely  half-an-hour— not  more — 
I  saw  you  at  the  village  store— 

What  business  had  you  there,  sir  ?  " 

Hero  Jones  completely  lost  his  head. 
His  sweet  excuses  wildly  fied  ; 
And  every  noble  heart,  'tis  said, 

A  coward  lie  abjures,  sir. 
He  stammered  out  with  many  a  pause, 
"  I  w-went  down  to  the  v-viilage,  'c-cause 
My  b-business  at  t-the  t-tuck-shop  w-was 

The  v-very  s  same  as  y-yours,  s-sir." 

"W  E.  Cl'LB. 


»  0  tempoi  a,  0  marts! 


DOINGS  FOR  THE  MONTH. 

AUGUST. 


I.— In  Poultry-Eun,  Pigeon-Loft,  Aviary, 
Rabbitry,  Kennel,  Garden,  etc 

By  GonDON  Stables,  cm.,  m.d.,  r.n. 

Thk  Poultry-Rl-n-.— This  mav  either  be  the  hottest 
or  the  wettest  and  gloom- est  mouth  of  all  the  year. 
Anyhow,  the  wise  are  always  prepared  for  any  sort  of 
weather.  And,  as  far  as  our  fowl-runs  are  concerned,  it  is 
the  wise  who  "  collar  "—pardon  the  slang— all  the  nice 
new-laid  eggs  and  all  the  fat  fowls.  The  wise  are  never 
u-eary  in  well-iloing.  They  are  always  having  a  look 
around  for  the  benefit  of  the  creatures  they  own, 
knowing  right  well,  not  only  that  property  hath  its 
duties,  but  that  it  pays  to  "tend  the  live-stock  they 
happen  to  possess. 

Now  in  tliis  mouth  of  August,  whether  it  be  mostly 
wet  or  mostly-  fiiK?.  the  dust  bath  should  be  well  kept 
up  :  and  if  it  be  wet.  shelter  is  a  bonndeu  necessity. 
Fowls  are  not  like  birds  uf  the  .air,  thev  soon  get  soaked 
through  to  the  skin  ;  a  cliiU  is  the  result,  and,  if 
nothing  worse  Imj.iK  us,  the  egg-produciug  capabilities 
are  seriously  iiir,.iir;r.l  with. 

I  was  asked  t  h,-  nr  lui  ,lay  if  egg-shells  were  good  for 
fowls.  The  an- V.  r  is  ■■  Yes,  if  they  be  crushed,  reduced 
almost  to  piiw  l.  r  I  ni.  aii,  and  mixel  with  the  food." 
But  to  throw  di.  Aii  i  _'t;-shells  in  the  run  that  have 
simply  been  hn.ki-n  imiy  I. 'ad  to  the  vile  habit  of  egg- 
eating.  This  liiihit  is  iiinr.-  ca-ilv  arqnircd  than  cured. 
Some  till  an  c„'j-sh,  ,|  u  ;tli  nm-tanl  and  pepper  and  put 
down,  others  lay  down  a  Ijoiliny-liut  one.  These 
practices  are  not  only  ernel  but  often  unavailing,  and 
prevention  is  far  better  than  cure. 

Feather-eating  is  aiintlier  malpractice  in  the  run.  It 
is  usually  l)?i.n-lit  ahnut  by  careless  feeding.  The 
delinquent  slicailil  \,r  ^.parated  from  the  others  and  fed 
well,  and  have  idcnty  df  access  to  grass. 

While  talking'  aljuni  tljc  troubles  of  the  run  I  may 
say  a  word  or  two  ah.iut  wljat  is  called  the  " Gapes," 
from  the  prominent  .syinptoius  die  unhappy  fowls  that 
have  been  attacke<l  exhibit,  gaping  and  gasping. 
Nothing  proves  the  danger  of  leaving  our  runs  in  a 
filthy,  disinfected  eouilition  more  than  this  terrible 
and  usually  intractal)le  <lisoriler.  Food  is  thrown 
down  in  a.  dirty  run,  the  egss  of  a  worm  are  picked  up 
therewith,  and  these  are  hatched  in  the  throat,  choking 
the  ])oor  victim.  Desperate  diseases  reiiuire  desperate 
cures,  and  tljat  U,r  -  i|.es  is  dreadful  enough  in  all  con- 
science. Suinrtimr,  til.-  f.nvl  is  held  over  the  fumes  of 
burning  sulphur  till  half  cli  .kel,  a  feather  introduced 
may  then  rid  the  thmat  of  the  worms.  There  is  also 
Spratt's  cure  for  the  gapes,  which,  knowing  what  it  is, 
I  can  recommend. 

Overh.-uil  your  fowl-houses  now,  and  wdiile  making 
sure  of  plenty  of  ventilation,  beware  of  draughts,  and 
by  judicious  repairing  secure  the  birds  against  wet 
from  leakage.  It  will  be  time  now  to  weed  out.  Over- 
crowiling  is  the  curse  of  our  fowl-houses  as  well  as  our 
pigi'on  lofts,  so  beware  of  it. 

I'i  '  d  well  and  regularly,  and  see  that  cocks  and 
cockerels  and  pullets  as  well  have  an  equal  share.  A 
fowl  should  just  have  enough  to  eat  and  no  more.  As 
.soon  as  the,v  display  no  further  eagerness  in  running 
after  the  food  it  is'tiine  to  withholil  it.  I  need  hardly 
tell  my  older  n  adei  s  that  a  few  hamlfuls  of  oats  shoulil 
be  given  at  luglit  just  before  roostiug  time  to  stay 
their  stomachs  all  night.  I  had  meant  to  say  a  word 
or  two  about  ducks,  but  must  defer  it. 

Thk  Pigeon--Loft.— In  this  dep.artment  it  will  be 
well  also  to  see  after  repairs  and  a  thoron-jrh  clear  out 
and  clean  out.  \  triangular  scraper  is  a  Iiandv  thing 
in  a  loft.  The  most  healthy  lofts  are  undoubtedly 
those  that  .are  alimiis  kept  tidy  and  clean,  l.iaving 
masses  of  tilth  for  a  month  or  more  and  then  -tirring 
it  u])  is  often  productive  of  the  worst  forms  of  disease, 
even  of  canker  itsi-lf. 

Well,  iiow.  the  Hrst  thing  to  be  done  in  a  business 
way  this  niontii,  s,, me  time,  is  to  unmate  or  uupair 
your  birds.  To  breed  longer  only  weakens  them,  and 
you  and  they  suffer  for  it  next  season.  Choose  a  nice, 
dry,  breezy  ilay  for  your  autuma' cleaning.  Yon  have 
already,  I  suppose,  weeded  out  the  loft.'  Fen  up  the 
rest,  feeding  well,  and  go  in  for  sanitation.  Scrape, 
scrub,  wash,  disinfect,  whitewash,  putting  plenty  of 
size  in  the  lime.  The  safest  disinfectant  for  the  places 
where  the  pigeons  run  is  Sanitas,  but  in  all  corners, 
etc.  you  can't  do  better  than  have  Calvert's  carbolic 
acid.    It  is  so  sure. 

Have  the  place  well  dry  before  you  return  the 
bird.s. 

If  you  have  a  dove-cot  on  a  pole  or  against  the  wall, 
have  a  go  at  that  also. 

The  .4.VHRY. — Your  pet  canaries  will  now  be  in 
their  flight  or  ordinary  cages.  I  forgot  to  say  last 
week  that  even  these  should  be  cleaned  out  weil  and 
disinfected  liefore  the  birds  are  returned.  If  kept  in 
good  order  I  do  not  know  that  there  is  much  to 
beat  the  good  old-fashioned  wooil-anil-wire  cages  of 
mahogany.  The  danger  of  those  iron  or  zinc  painted 
businesses  is  the  paint  itself,  which  the  liirdsmay  pick, 
and  so  either  poison  themselves  outright  or  breed 
illness. 

Moulting  will  be  commencing.  With  ordinary 
healthy  birds  that  have  ln-i-n  plainly  anil  comfortabl,v 
fed  and  ha\-e  had  a  dui-  allowance  of  green  food  and 
pure  soft  water,  there  is  srldom  any  bother  with  the 
moulting.  Only  keep  warm,  and 'abonf  tin-  secinid 
week  you  may  just  put  a  small  rusty  nail  in  the  water 


by  way  of  tonic,  and  give  perhaps  a  morsel  of  egg 
and  bread-crumb  daily.    Be  sure,  however,  to  hang  the 
cage  in  pure  air.    Do  not  give  dainties. 
Sell  off  all  useless  stock. 

The  R.^bbitrv.— Should  rabbits  have  exercise  ?  was 
a  query  asked  the  other  day.  Most  certainly,  all 
animals  should  have  exercise,  from  the  white  mouse  to 
the  white  bear,  if  you  choose  to  keep  so  interesting  a 
pet.  Don't  let  them  out  in  wet  weather,  of  course,  but 
always  in  fine.  And  while  they  are  jumping  about 
take  the  opportunity  of  cleaning  out  their  hutches  and 
giving  dry  bedding.  There  should  always  be  aa 
abundiiuce  of  this  latter. 

See  to  it  that  the  hutches  are  now  dry  and  kept  away 
from  draughts.  Do  not  keep  extra  stock  to  eat  their 
heads  off. 

The  Ken-n-el.— In  washing  dogs  you  will  find  it  the 
greatest  economy  to  use  the  mildest  and  best  soaps. 
We  have  a  good  selection  :  Naldire,  Spratt,  Frazer's 
best  sulphur,  Vinolia  for  small  dogs,  etc.  But  brush 
and  comb  daily  and  there  will  be  no  matting  even  in 
long-haired  dogs.  The  appear.tnce  of  an  ill-groomed 
dog  is  very  unsightly  and  certainly  reflects  small  credit 
on  the  owner,  whether  boy  or  girh 

Kr-rciiEX  Garden-.— Earth  up  celery  if  you  have  any, 
so  tlu-it  it  may  be  blanched  and  tender.  "  Plant  greens 
for  winter  use.  In  case  we  have  another  long  hard 
winter  it  would  be  as  well  to  put  in  plenty  of  Scotch 
kale.  Not  the  dwarf  sort,  but  the  tall  sturdy  plant. 
Give  abundance  of  manure,  and  get  strong,  healthy, 
but  not  overgrown  plants.  They  defy  all  weathers. 
Keep  the  hoe  among  weeds  still.  The  rule  is  never  to 
let  a  w  eed  come  to  seed. 

Flower  axd  Window  Gardens.— Both  ought  still 
to  be  blooming  bonnily.  Geraniums  will  still  be  in 
flower,  and  it  is  hardly  yet  too  late  to  take  cuttings. 
Asters  make  a  tine  show  about  this  time  of  the  ,vear, 
and  so  do  nasturtiums,  while  many  of  our  prettiest 
annuals  are  in  full  flower.  But  the  earth  should  uot  be 
allowed  to  cake  around  them,  nor  weeds  grow  near 
them,  while  dead  leaves  should  be  trimmed,  and  such 
flow  ers  as  are  inclined  to  fall  must  be  tied  to  a  stake 
neatly. 


II. — Entomology. 
By  Bev.  Theodoke  Wood,  f.e.s. 

In  .August  the  entomologist's  work  begins  to  change. 
The  shaking-stick  may  be  left  at  home,  for  most  of  the 
Oeoinetra-  are  over,  and  those  which  are  still  on  the 
wing  are  more  likely  to  be  met  with  on  palings  or  at 
liL-'iit.  Tree.trunks,  too,  I  have  never  found  very  pro- 
ductive during  this  month,  although  one  sometimes 
Conies  aeross  such  nice  things  as  the  Black  Arches 
{Lijiivii  inniiacha),  some  of  the  Prominents  (,Vy/o- 
ilonia).  or  the  Small  Chocolate  Tip  (C'loslera  reclusa)  ; 
llie  latter  on  willow. 

With  the  net,  hci-vever,  there  is  plenty  to  be  done. 
Lookout  ill  i-lover  and  lucerne  fields,  especially  near 
the  sea,  for  the  Clouded  and  Pale  Clouded  Yellows. 
These  two  handsome  butterflies  are  generally  fairly 
plentiful  about  every  seven  years;  but  there  are  very 
few  seasons  in  which  at  least  a  few  specimens  may 
not  be  met  with.  Keep  a  sharp  watch  for  the  rare 
variety  Ildice  of  the  former.  You  may  know  it  by  its 
very  pale  colour,  and  by  the  deep  orange  colour  of  the 
central  spot  in  tlie  hinder  wings.  The  rare  Queen  of 
Spain  Fritillary  (Argynnis  Liifona)  may  perhaps  turn 
up  in  the  same  fields.  N.B. — Farmers  liave  not  much 
sympathy  with  butterfly-hunters  w-ho  trample  dowu 
their  crops. 

A  second  brood  of  the  Wood  White  (Lencophasia  sina- 
pis)  apipear.  Look  out  for  these  in  glades  and  ridings 
of  woods.  The  Brown  Hairstreak  (jTAw-fa  tonZte)  fre- 
quents hmes  and  roadside  hedges,  but  is  very  local. 
The  Silver-studded  Blue  (Lycivna  .Ec/on)  flies  on  heaths. 

Among  the  day-fl\  ing  moths,  too,  there  is  something 
to  be  done.  The  very  rare  Crim.son-speckled  Footman 
(Dfiopeui  pulchella)  is  occasionally  kicked  up  from 
among  stubble.  I  once  saw  a  specimen  taken  by  a 
little  girl  of  ten,  who  had  only  just  begun  collecting. 
But  beginners  always  have  the  greatest  luck  ;  do  they 
not  tell  of  one  fortunate  youth  who  took  si.i:  Bath 
Whites,  one  after  the  other,  on  the  sanieday  ':'  This,  how- 
ever, was  "  in  the  brave  daj-s  of  old,"  and  I  fear  that 
such  good  fortune  is  in  store  for  few  of  us  now.  Still, 
there  are  plenty  of  good  things  which  may  fall  in  our 
way. 

Treacle  is  more  productive  than  ever.  On  favourable 
nights  moths  literally  swarm  at  the  patches.  I  have 
counted  over  fifty  u))ou  one  tree.  The  majority,  no 
doubt,  w-ill  consist  of  Yellow  Underwings  and  that  pest 
of  the  entomologist,  Xoclun  xnnthograplia  •  but  still 
one's  boxes  are  likely  to  be  filled  long  before  it  is  time 
to  turn  in. 

The  Hroad-bordered  Y'ellow  Underwing  {Tripfiwno 
fliiibriii)  will  |ieihaps  put  in  an  appearance.  This  is  a 
moth  wliieh  u-ed  to  .send  me  half  mad  with  excitement 
w  hen  1  was  a  boy.  The  lovely  White-spotted  Pinion 
{Cosmiii  'l/ftiiiis)  will  probabiy  be  met  w-ith  among 
elms.  The  Red  Underwing  ( tV(/oc-n/a  itiipln)  ought  to 
be  toleralily  common  :  you  will  w-aiit  ,\  onr  biggest  pill- 
boxes to  .accommodate"  it.  If  yon  s'hould  fiapiirn  to 
visit  the  New  Forest,  that  hapjy  hunting-ground  for 
the  entomologist,  you  «-ill,  ol  course,  expect  to  find  the 
two  "crimsons"  "(C.  pnniii:-sit  and  C.  sponsa),  and 
pro'bably  a  specimen  or  two  of  the  Heart  Moth  {Diciicla 
(Jo)  as  well. 

Now-  is  the  time  for  catcrpill.ardninting.  Beat 
branches  and  bushes  over  a  sheet  or  umbrella  ;  search 
low  plants ;  take  the  lantern  out  at  night,  and  hunt 


again.  Don't  crowd  your  caterpillars  by  bringing 
home  a  great  number  in  the  same  box  ;  if  you  do,  they 
will  "sweat "  and  die.  Be  careful  to  note  the  proper  food 
plant  of  each,  and  change  the  food  at  least  once  in  every 
day. 

Oddly  enough,  August  is  about  the  worst  month  in 
all  the  twelve  for  beetles,  and  tliere  are  scarcely  any  to 
be  met  w  ith  except  a  few  of  the  wood-boring  species- 
Look  for  these  under  the  bark  of  logs  and  stumps,  and" 
especially  of  standing  dead  trees.  Faggot  stacks  some- 
times yield  good  species.  Tow.ards  the  end  of  the 
month  fungi  will  be  coming  on,  and  then  you  will  have 
more  w-ork. 


CHESS. 


Problem  No.  271. 

By  J.  SwYER. 


cii  wi  'm  w 


WHri'E.  I       9-1-8=17  pieces. 
White  to  play,  and  mate  in  three  (3)  moves. 


Solutions. 

Prorleji  No.  261.— 1,  Kt— B  6,  K  x  Kt  (or 
a,h,c).  2,  P-E  7,  KxE  (or  tZ,  c).  3,  P— 
R8  =  Q  (ch.),  KxQ.  4,  B— Q  4  mate,  (d) 
B  X  P.  3,  B  7  (ch.),  K--K  4.  4,  B— B  4 
niate.  {e)  K— K  4.  3,  P— R  8  =  Q,  K— Q  3. 
4,  Q~E  2  mate,  (a)  B  x  P.  2,  E— K  7  (ch.), 
K  x  Kt.  3.  P— E  7,  B  x  P.  4,  Kt  x  B  mate. 
(6)  B— B  2.  2,  ExB,  Kt— B  5.  3,  Kt  x  P 
(ch.),  K— Q  3.  4,  B  or  E  mates,  (c)  P— 
Q  6.  2,  E— K  7  (ch.),  B— K  3.  3,  Kt— B  7 
(ch.),  K  X  Kt.  4,  B  mates.  Solved  by  W.  T. 
Hurley,  J.  D.  Tucker,  J.  Swyer. 

Problem  No.  262.-1,  K— Q  5  (or  a,  /;), 
B— E  7.  2,  P-K  4  (or  c),  B-  Kt  8.  3,  P— 
K  5,  B  X  P.  4,  P— K  6,  B— E  5.  5,  K— Q  6, 
K— B  4.  6,  P-Q  5,  K-K  5  and  draws, 
(c)  P-B  4,  K— B  6.    3,  P— B  5,  K  x  P.  4, 


P--B  7,  B— E  3.  6, 
(rt)  K— Q  3,  B— E  7, 
3,  K— B  sq.,  B— E  7. 
5,  P— B  3  (ch.),  K— 
E  7.  7,  K— K  2,  B— 
B  7.    9,  P-Q4(ch.)„ 


P— B  6,  B-B  5.  5, 
K— B  4,  K— K  5,  etc. 

2,  K~K  2,  B-Kt  8. 
4,  K— Kt  2,  B— Q  3. 
B  4.  6,  K— B  2,  B- 
Kt  8.  8,  K— Q  3,  B- 
K— B  5.  10,  K— B  4,  K  X  P.  11,  K— Q 
K— B  5.  12,  P— K  5,  K— B  4.  13,  P— K  6, 
K— B  3.  14,  K-Q6,  BxP.  15,  P-^-K7, 
B— B  4  (ch.)  draws.  (6)  P— B  3  (ch.),  K— 
Kt  4.  2,  K— Q  5,  B— Kt  6.  3,  K— K  6,  B— 
B  7.  4,  P— B  4  (ch.),  K— Kt  3.  5,  P— B  5 
(ch.),  K— Kt  2.  6,  K— K  7,  BxP.  7,  P— 
B  6  (ch.),  K— Kt  3.  8,  P— B  7,  B  x  P,  dra'ws. 
There  are  many  more  moves,  but  they  leail 
to  a  draw,  for  instance :  1,  P — B  4  (or  d], 
B— E  6.  2,  P— B  5,  K— Kt  4.  3,  K— K  5, 
B— B  8.  4,  P— K  4,  B-Ft  7.  5,  K— Q  6, 
K— B  3.  6,  K— B  4,  K— Kt  4.  7,  P— Q  5, 
B-K  4.  8,  K— B  5,  K— B  5,  ?tc.  (d)  P— 
Q  5,  K— Kt  4.    2,  P-B  4  (ch.),  K— B  .3. 

3,  K— B  3  or  Q  4,  K^B  4,  etc.  If  there  be 
a  Kt  instead  of  the  B,  then  AVhite  has  three 
moves  :  a.  K — Q  3  ;  6,  K — K  .5  ;  and  c,  K — 
Q  5.  a,  K— Q  3,  K— B  6.  2,  P-Q  5,  Kt— 
K  5.    3,  K— Q  4,  Kt— Q  3.    4,  K— K  5 
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Kt— B  5  (c).    5,  K— K  6,  K  x  P.  G, 
K  4,  K— K  6.  7,  P— K  5,  K— K  5,  and  draws. 
b,  K— K  5,  Kt— B  5  (ch.).    2,  5,  Kt— 

Q  7.  3,  P— K  4  (or  e),  K—B  5.  4,  P— K  5, 
Kt— K  5.  5,  P— K  6  (or  /),  Kt— B  3  (ch.). 
6,  K— Q  6,  K— K  5.  7,  P— B  4  (or  g),  K  x 
B  P.  8,  P— Q  5  (or  h),  K— K  5.  9,  P— K  7, 
Kt— K  sq.  (ch.).  10,  K— Q  7,  Kt— B  3  (ch.). 
11,  K— K  6,  KtxP.  12,  P— K  8  =  Q,  Kt— 
B  7  (ch.),  etc.  (7i)  P— K  7,  K—B  4.  9,  P— 
Q  5,  Kt  checks,  etc.  {g)  P— K  7,  K  x  P.  8, 
K— K  a,  Kt— Q  4,  etc.  (/)  P— B  3,  K  x  P. 
6,  P--K  6,  K—B  5.  7,  P— K  7,  K—B  4.  8, 
K—B  6,  Kt— B  3.  9,  P-  Q  5,  K— K  4.  10, 
P— Q  6,  K— K  3.  11,  P— K  8  =  Q  (ch.),  Kt  x 
Q.  12,  P— Q  7,  K— K  2,  etc.  (e)  P— B  4, 
K—B  4.  4,  K—B  6,  Kt— B  5.  5,  P-Q  5, 
KtxP.  6,  P-Q  6,  K— K  3.  7,  P-Q  7. 
K— K  2.  8,  P— B  5,  K— Q  sq.  9,  P— B  6, 
Kt — Kt  5,  etc.  c,  K — Q  5.  Now  the  Kt  must 
move  to  K  sq.  or  B  2,  for  in  all  other  cases 
he  would  lose.  Joh.  Berger  says  this  is  too 
much  for  a  second  edition  of  his  book,  but 
others  consider  it  an  excellent  study,  and 
quite  suitable  for  his  book.  The  above  is 
about  one-eighth  of  the  solution  which  J. 
Swyer  has  written  down. 


Ccrrcsuonbcncc, 


KE  ANxiotJS  TO  EE  ONE. — Particulars  as  to  the  admis- 
sion of  engine  room  artificers  are  given  in  tlie 
quarterly  Navy  List,  price  3s.,  obtainable  of  tlie 
Queen's  Printers,  Eyre  &  Spottiswoode,  Bast  Harding 
Street,  Fetter  Lane,  e.g. 

W.  J.  M.  H.— "  Cricket  Notabilities  of  1890  "  vas  in  tlie 
October  part  for  that  year. 

C.  Stacy. — Let  the  screw  shaft  pass  through  a  chamber 
containing  pacliiug  of  some  sort,  and  lieep  the  pacliing 
well  lubricated. 

EoGATOR. — Tlie  Science  and  Art  Department  pays,  or 
did  pay  a  short  time  ago,  two  pounds  to  the  teacher 
for  every  pupil  he  passes  first  class,  and  one  pound 
for  every  second  class.  In  Practical  Chemistry  or 
Metallurgy,  the  pajonents  are  two  pounds  and  one 
pound  in  the  elementary  stage,  and  three  pounds  and 
two  pounds  in  the  advanced  stage.  A  pupil  passed 
first  class  in  honours  brings  four  pounds  to  the 
teacher,  if  he  passes  only  second  class  he  brings  the 
teacher  two  pounds.  In  Practical  Chemistry  or 
Metallurgy  a  second  class  in  honours  is  worth  three 
pounds  to  the  teacher. 

B.  R.  E. — From  the  seventh  to  the  twelfth  centuries  the 
New  Year  began  at  Christmas.  In  the  twelfth  century 
the  Church  introduced  tlie  fasliion  of  beginning  tlie 
new  year  at  Lady  Day.  In  tlie  fourteenth  century 
the  civil  year  began  to  be  dateil  from  Lady  Day  like 
the  ecclesiastical  year.  In  1753,  tlie  year  in  this 
country  began  for  tlie  first  time  ofiicialiy  on  the  1st 
of  January.  We  liad  a  long  answer  about  this  in  last 
volume.   See  back. 


H.  Goode.— There  is  no  better  cheap  book  on  Ancient 
Egypt  than  "Dwellers  on  the  Nile,"  pii'i'  .  in 
"Bypaths  of  Bible  Knowledge,"  publisheil  at  5ti, 
Paternoster  How. 

Qtj.ESTOR  Gkogeaphicus.— Sungei  TJjong  is  a  small 
native  State  under  British  protection,  north-west  of 
Malacca.  It  has  about  20,000  inhabitants,  and  is 
under  the  same  administration  as  Jelebu,  where 
there  are  such  quantities  of  tin. 

Watchkb  at  Sea  (Rule  Britannia).— Morning  Watch 
from  4  A.M.  to  8  a.m.  ;  Forenoon  Watch  from  8  a.m. 
to  noon  ;  Afternoon  Watrli  from  noon  to  4  P.M.  ; 
First  Dog  Watch  from  4  p.jr.  to  6  p.m.  ;  Second 
Dog  Watch  from  6  p.m.  to  8  i-.ii. ;  Fir.st  Watch  from 
8  p.m.  to  midnight ;  Middle  Watch  from  midnight  to 
4  a.m.  Total,  seven  watches  during  twenty-four 
liours,  the  two  dog  watches  being  brought  in  so  that 
the  same  men  may  not  he  on  duty  dmiiig  the  same 
hours  two  days  running. 

Aeron'axtt. — 1.  Our  articles  on  the  construction  of 
balloons  are  all  out  of  print  in  the  original  fnrm,  but 
several  of  them  have  been  reprinted  in  "  Indoor 
Games."  2.  Messrs.  Sampson  Low  &  Co.,  Fetter 
Lane,  London,  E.c,  publish  all  Jules  Terne's  works. 
If  you  get  "Barbicane  &  Co.,"  now  called  "The 
Purchase  of  tlie  North  Pole,"  you  will  find  a  list  in  it 
up  to  date  of  all  his  books. 

He\"ry  M.  N. — You  might  find  all  the  facts  you  want  in 
Bradley's  "History  of  the  Goths."  in  the  "Story  of 
the  Nations"  series  publislied  by  Fisher  Unwin. 
Any  bookseller  will  get  it  for  you.  It  costs  five 
shiiling.s. 

FuEDO. — Any  of  the  wax  modellers  in  the  London 
Directory ;  but  why  not  write  to  Madame  Tussaud's  ? 

A.  Davis. — It  may  be  true  that  the  freezing  ]ioint  of 
v/ater  is  32  degrees  Fahrenheit,  but,  like  all  such 
things,  the  statement  ftlll,^t  In.' rrccivril  with  i',.Tt;un 
qualificatifins.  It.  is  niil\-  t  \;ici  h  i  nic  mI  ]iuic  w  :iri-r, 
that  is.  H„0  ;  and  war..]-  a;  (nilnaiicM-  ilatmii.  w  hich 
is  the  level  of  the  mean  tiile  at  Livrr|iunl  :  and  water 
in  a  state  of  more  or  less  agitation.  If  yini  keep 
water  quite  still  you  can  get  it  down  to  mneli  lower 
temperatures  than  S'2  \vithont  .solidifying— in  fact,  it 
is  possible  to  liriiig  it  actually  lielow  zero  in  a  liiiuid 
state.  But  the  instant  you  give  it  the  least  shake  it 
solidifies  in  a  mas.s.  Look  at  Roscoe  and  sdior- 
lenimer's  "  C'liemistry  ;  "  it  is  in  most  frrc  lil.i  aric-. 
All  the  same.  32°  is  good  enougli  generally  U^v  tin' 
freezing  point ;  only  do  not  be  dogmatic  about  it,  and 
never  argue  on  any  subject  unless  you  know  all  the 
facts  of  the  case. 

Horatio  S.  R.— 1.  Beantirnl  :  2.  :\rartiii's  "  Navig.a- 
tion  and  Nautical  A.-i  lonoiny,"  imhli.-lird  liy  Long- 
mans.   3.  It  is  impos-il  ilr  I  o  >ay  \\  hii-h  is  ically  the 

largest.     Do  you  na  :iii  i<i;  <_^r  ,,r  di-i il.aci-nient  ? 

War-ships  are  usually  im  a  ui  by  dis|piari.inrnt,  and 
hence,  though  a  ship  may  ht-  nnieli  smaller  tn  look  at 
than  another,  it  may  be  of  greater  tonnage,  owing  to 
the  weight  of  the  armour.  4.  We  have  had  the  full- 
rigged  ship. 

C.  H.  iRO.xsiiiK.— It  is  not  a  coin  but  a  token.  We  have 
said  frequently  in  these  columns  that  a  coin  has  the 
mouarcli's  head. 

NuMMUS. — Really  you  ought  to  get  some  one  to  wake 
you  up!  "An  Anglo-Saxon  sixpence  of  1100!" 
Look  at  your  history  book.  There  were  no  Anglo- 
Saxon  coins  in  1100  ;  anil  no  sixpences  until  Edward 
the  Sixth. 

Tees  Scori.e.. — Indiaruliher  will  dissolve  in  either  oil 
of  turpentine,  benzine,  coal-tar  naphtha,  sulphuric 
ether,  or  liisidpliidr  of  rarlnai.  This  is  jaire  india- 
rubber,  not  tin- vnt-aiii-rh  -tnlf;  iiidianii.lirr  is  not 
wddte.  Cut  tlic  nililirr  into  \  .  rv  tliiii  slaa  .,  with  a 
wet  knife,  buil  it  to  make  it;  tla'Kurjhly  -oft,  and 
then  place  it  in  the  solvent.  Try  with  benzine, 
using  a  piece  of  rubber  as  large  as  a  walnut  to  a  pint 
of  the  liquid. 

Cox,  H.  A.— A  colnmii  is  a  l.mg,  round,  regular  bod.y, 
with  base,  shiitt.  and  i-Hpital.  A  pillar  is  an  irregiUar 
column.  A  jiirr  is  a  mass  of  stonework  supporting 
an  arrh  ur  tin-  substitute  for  an  arch.    The  "traces" 

are  the  honmlaries. 

SIMON'.— Onr  till'  sini]'l('st  furniture  polishes  is  made 
by  mixin-j  a  .|na  i  tii-n  ■ vinri,'ar  with  twice  as  much 
spirits  of  wiiir  and  two  drarliins  of  raw  linseed  oil. 
Another  is  made  of  two  ounces  of  raw  linseed  oil  and 
an  ounce  each  of  lac  varnish  and  methylated  spirit. 
The  best  plan  is  to  buy  your  polish  ready  made  ;  it 
is  cheap  enough.  The'  larger  the  bottle  the  cheaper 
the  contents— that  is,  of  course,  of  the  same  stuff — 
owing  to  the  glass  or  crockery  bottle  itself  costing 
about  tlie  same  in  all  sizes. 

Pharaig.— The  part  is  out  of  print.  "  Indoor  Games" 
is  published  at  our  office,  and  costs  eight  shillings  in 
volume  form,  or  6d.  per  part. 

R.iWLET. — 1.  The  "  Board  of  Green  Cloth  "  is  attacheil 
to  the  Roj-,al  Household  ami  is  presided  over  by  the 
Lord  .Steward.  It  had  power  to  punish  offenders 
within  the  palace,  ami  issued  warrants  which  were 
necessary  lirfcirr  a  servant  of  the  household  eouM  be 
arrested' for  dria.  2.  Predisposition.  3.  You  must 
either  pa-s  thrnii'jli  Sandhurst  or  obtain  a  direct 
commission  by  rxaininatiim.  Give  up  all  notion  of 
doing  so  unlr--  .\  on  have  a  very  lari^e  |iri\'atr  in- 
come. It  requires  a  fortune  to  belong  to  -ucli  a 
regiment. 

J.  C.o;.vox.— Captain  Chapman's  "All  about  Ships" 
was  published  by  Wilson,  1.56,  Miuories,  E. 


A.  Earnsey.— 1.  "  Armour  in  History  and  Romance  " 
was  a  series  of  articles  in  the  seventh  volume,  now 
out  of  print  in  part  and  number  form. 

G.  F.  He.nstock. — It  is  a  private  museum,  and  can 
only  be  visited  by  written  permission  of  one  of  the 
members  of  the  college  ;  and  it  is  only  open  during 
daylight. 

P.  H.  Cooke. — "Boat  SaiUng  for  Amateurs"  was  a 
series  of  six  articles  beginning  in  the  July  Part  for 
1889.  See  our  eleventli  volume,  or  Part  3  of  our 
"  Indoor  Games." 

T.  II.  :^r.  -l.  You  mii=t  bnv  the  part  with  the  picture 

in  if  :  that  i- fh  dy\\ay.    2.  Not  hiiiL'' better  tliau 

our  articlrs       i  jx  umasties  in  "  Imloor  (James." 

E.  W.  L. — See  the  "  Boy's  Own  Portable  Bookcase  "  in 
the  July  Part  for  1888.  As  a  book  there  is  none 
better  tli.-.n  "  ICverv  ^Inn  Ilis  (  iwii  Mechanic,"  price 
7s.  «./.,  publish. -d  r.y  Ward.  Look  &  l.'o. 

A.  P.  J.  G.  — "  ;\ra/.  -.  Aiiri.ait  and  ^Mo.lern"  was  a  long 
series  of  artioh  -  in  the  liftli  volume,  now  out  of  print, 
but  whicli  y:n  could  iimliably  see  at  the  nearest  Free 
Library. 

Chrysalinde.— See  the  "Bottle  Bells"  in  our  April 
Part  for  1890.  The  larger  tlie  bells  the  better  ;  but 
sometimes  one  particular  note  will  puzzle  you.  The 
only  thing  to  do  is  to  try  bottle  after  bottle  till  you 
get' it. 

W.  OsBORN'E. — Do  not  seiifl  us  your  eggs.  It  is  so  very 
seldom  tliat  liny  tiavel  safely.  Take  them  to  the 
curator  of  miui  tow  n  nuiseum  ;  he  will  identify  them 
for  you  or  tell  ynn  \\  la-i  e  you  can  get  them  identified. 
In  Seebohm's  "British  I'iirds"  there  is  a  coloured 
figure  of  every  egg  ;  lefir  to  this  book  in  your  Free 
Library. 

C.  B.  Tyeer.— There  is  no  TJniver.sity  where  the  degrees 
of  B.Se.  or  D.Sc.  can  be  bought ;  ami  if  there  were 
we  woulil  not  tell  you,  as  the  whole  s.\  st.'m  of  buying 
degrees  is,  in  plain  language,  a  swindle. 

C.  B.  Cook.—"  How  Bill  Adams  Won  the  Battle  of 
Waterloo"  is  pubUshed  by  S.  French,  89,  Strand, 
w.c. 

Cameru.— Tlie  paper  would  hardly  be  -worth  the  time 
spent  on  it.  You  would  have  to  stretch  it  and  yirime 
it ;  and  what  would  suit  the  paper  would  not  suit  the 
linen,  i-'or  oil  painting  use  either  eanva-.  properly 
I't'eiMied.  or  wdiich  you  can  prepare  vian'-elt.  or  else 
-nine  thiek  substance  like  millljoai  d,  eai  di  loard,  zinc, 
^lah'.  or  Wood.  Flimsy  things  never  do  for  the  pur- 
po.-e  111  ih  /  long  run. 

C'.\s  i  i;A.-  All  instance  of  one  regular  town  in  Britain  ? 
\\'ell,  there  is  Kirkcudbright,  wliicli  was  enclosed 
■with  a  wall  and  was  exactly  square,  lieing  just  350 
yards  long  on  each  side.  It  had  a  tidal  moat  around 
it :  and  there  was  a  gate  at  each  end  of  its  one  main 
street.    Is  that  regular  enough  for  you  '? 

P.  Findlay. — See  "The  Clans  and  their  Tartans"  in 
the  JIareh  Part  for  1883.  There  was  a  coloured  plate 
of  all  tlie  tartans  with  the  same  part.  There  are  no 
cheap  books  on  the  subject. 

Joe  Band. — "How  to  Build  a  Banjo"  was  in  the 
January  Part  for  1889  ;  and  that  part  was  in  the 
eleventh  volume. 

Ento.mology  (A.  L.  C). — See  our  article  on  "How  to 
Preserve  Caterpillars,"  in  the  "B.  0.  P."  for  May 
1884. 

Peacock. — By  the  time  that  this  appears,  an  answer 
to  your  fir.st  question  would  lie  useless.  Yon  can 
tak'e  nearly  all  the  vane-sa-  upon  flowers, etc..  in  the 
autumn.    Thistles  ami  iv.\  are  esiiecial  favourites. 

Joseph  Ganter.— You  will  find  very  tew  birds'  eggs 
after  May.  A  few  birds,  how  ever,  such  as  the  spotted 
fly-catcher,  la.y  in  June. 
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CHAPTER    VIII. — CARRIED  AWAY 
CAPTIVE. 


'The  bandit  was  upon  him." 


7"hile  onr  reckless  boys  were 
hailing  as  a  first-rate  joke 
this  meeting  in  the  depths  of  the 
. ^     .jnngle  with  the  most  cT^-eaded  and 
■  I      formidable  bandit  in  all  Burmah, 
''''l  '  the  Chief  (for  it  was  indeed  he) 

' '  / began  to  awake  from  his  swoon, 
aroused  either  by  Harry  Foster's 
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rough  nnrsing,  or  by  the  loiid  voices  of 
the  two  boys  close  to  his  ear. 

One  glance  at  the  two  faces  that  bent 
over  him,  and  at  the  mass  of  false  hair 
which  lay  by  his  side,  told  the  Dacoit 
leader  that  he  was  discovered.  His 
right  hand  v.'ent  instantly  to  his  girdle  as 
if  in  search  of  a  weapon,  and,  fixing  his 
piercing  eyes  npon  the  two  cousins,  he 
said  in  Hindostanee,  with  a  look  and  tone 
as  stern  and  commanding  as  if  they 
had  been  in  his  power,  and  not  he  in 
theirs : 

"  Yon  know  who  I  am,  I  see.  Do  you 
mean  to  kill  me  ?  " 

"  We  can't,  for  you're  not  able  to  stand 
up  and  fight,"  said  Harry  simply. 

As  the  two  lads,  one  on  each  side, 
raised  him  carefully  on  to  his  feet,  the 
guerilla  chief — who  was  by  this  time 
siifficiently  restored  to  understand  pretty 
clearly  how  matters  stood — eyed  them 
both  with  a  look  of  wondering  amuse- 
ment, not  wholly  immixed  with  admira- 
tion. 

"  Do  you  English  always  let  your 
enemies  get  up  before  you  strike  at 
them  ?  "  asked  he,  smiling  grimly. 

Aliuays"  answered  Harry  emphati- 
cally ;  "  and  if  any  Englishman  didn't  do 
it,  he'd  lose  his  caste  for  good  and  all, 
and  be  a  pariah  (outcast)  all  the  rest  of 
his  life." 

And  here  our  friend  Harry — who  (for- 
getting that  he  was  talking  to  a  Burmese 
Buddhist  instead  of  a  Hindoo)  thought 
that  he  had  put  this  last  point  rather 
neatly,  and  adapted  his  explanation  with 
some  skill  to  the  ordinary  Asiatic  under- 
standing— nodded  his  head  complacently, 
and  looked  roiind  for  applause. 

"  We  Burmans,"  rejoined  the  Tiger 
Chief,  with  a  momentary  flash  of  fierce- 
ness in  his  keen  black  eyes,  "  show  no 
such  consideration  to  our  enemies ;  we 
strike  them  when  and  where  we  can." 

"Well,  that's  your  own  look-out,"  said 
the  outspoken  Foster.  "  Every  coimtry 
has  its  own  way  of  fighting,  and  of  course 
yojb  can't  be  expected  to  know  anything 
of  English  fair-play.  How  do  you  feel 
now  ?   Are  you  able  to  stand  ?  " 

"  Not  very  steadily  yet,  I'm  afraid," 
answered  the  War-Tiger,  pressing  his 
hand  to  his  dizzy  and  aching  head  ;  "  but 
I'm  not  so  defenceless  as  I  seem." 

So  saying,  he  uttered  a  piercing  imi- 
tation of  the  scream  of  a  bird  of  prey,  so 
admirable  that  the  most  practised  hunter 
might  well  have  been  deceived  by  it. 

The  cry  was  instantly  answered  by  a 
distant  echo  from  several  parts  of  the 
forest  at  once,  and  presently  a  crackling 
and  rustling  were  heard  in  the  surround- 
ing thickets,  the  ghostly  shadow  of  which 
seemed  suddenly  to  shape  itself  into  dark, 
lean,  wolfish  faces,  and  gaunt  brown 
hands,  and  wild  figures,  and  supple, 
leathery  limbs.  Look  which  way  they 
would,  the  entrapped  lads  saw  a  ring  of 
armed  enemies  closing  in  lapon  them  on 
every  side. 

Harry  Foster,  setting  his  teeth  grimly, 
clutched  at  his  revolver,  thinking  that, 
whether  he  lived  or  died,  he  would  free 
his  countrymen  from  the  dreaded  foe  who 
had  sworn  to  destroy  them  all.  But  it 
had  fallen  from  his  belt  as  he  stooped 
over  the  prostrate  man,  and  he  was  seized 
and  bound  ere  he  could  make  any  resist- 
ance. 

In   another  moment  Fred  Milburn's 


only  weapon  was  torn  from  his  grasp, 
and  he  was  a  prisoner  like  his  comrade. 

"  Bind  them  fast,  h\\t  do  them  no 
harm,"  said  the  Chief  to  his  men. 

"  Well,  I  call  that  a  mean  trick !  " 
cried  Harry  wrathfully,  facing  round 
upon  the  War-Tiger  with  a  boldness  that 
electrified  the  ruffianly  gang  around 
him.  "  Look  here,  do  you  call  it  fair- 
play  to  come  sneaking  into  our  fort  made 
up  as  a  monk,  and  eat  our  bread  and  jam, 
and  then  turn  round  and  serve  us  this 
way?  Yoib  a  chief!  you  ought  to  be 
ashamed  of  yourself! " 

The  excited  boy  had  instinctively 
vented  his  rage  in  his  own  language,  for- 
getting that  the  Burmese  leader  could 
not  (as  he  thought)  understand  a  word  of 
it.  But,  to  his  amazement,  the  War- 
Tiger  replied  at  once,  in  very  good 
English  : 

"  Your  people  and  my  people  are  at 
war,  and  we  must  fight  each  other  in 
any  way  we  can.    Say  no  more." 

Then  he  turned  and  gave  some  orders 
to  his  men,  who  instantly  stripped  off  the 
cotton  jackets  and  white  sun-helmets  of 
the  two  boys,  and  muffled  their  heads  in 
silken  scarfs  in  such  a  way  as  to  blind- 
fold them  completely,  and  to  deaden 
effectually  any  cries  which  they  might 
litter,  though  still  leaving  them  room  to 
breathe.  Then  our  captives  felt  them- 
selves lifted  from  the  ground,  and  borne 
away  with  a  speed  which,  in  the  heart  of 
that  pathless  jungle,  seemed  little  short  of 
miracidous. 

The  War-Tiger's  wily  stratagem  suc- 
ceeded only  too  well.  When  the  boys 
were  missed,  the  search  made  for  them 
by  their  party  led  to  the  immediate 
discovery  of  their  sun-helmets  and  jackets 
among  the  reeds  by  the  water's  edge, 
where  they  had  been  purposely  placed  by 
the  crafty  Chief,  hacked  and  stained  in  a 
way  which,  combined  with  the  numerous 
marks  of  bare  feet  in  the  sofo  soil  of  the 
bank,  naturally  carried  to  the  minds  of 
all  who  saw  it  the  conviction  that  the 
poor  lads  had  been  murdered  and  flung 
into  the  river  by  native  brigands. 

This  was  just  what  the  cunning  Burman 
had  intended.  He  knew  well  that,  if  any 
one  guessed  that  the  two  boys  had  been 
carried  away  as  captives,  a  hot  pursuit 
would  instantly  follow  as  a  matter  of 
course  ;  and  this  happened  to  be  just  then 
the  very  thing  which,  for  reasons  of  his 
oWn,  he  was  most  especially  anxious  to 
avoid.  But  if  the  lads  were  given  up  as 
dead,  the  matter  must  necessarily  end 
there. 

Moreover,  apart  from  all  this,  the  dark 
schemes  which  the  Tiger  Chief  was  just 
preparing  to  execute  would  be  greatly 
aided  by  the  possession  of  two  such 
hostages  as  the  son  and  nephew  of  a  man 
like  Livingstone  Foster,  the  ablest  scout 
of  the  Anglo-Indian  Government,  and  the 
most  formidable  enemy  whom  the 
guerillas  of  Northern  Burmah  had  ever 
encountered — a  consideration  which  pro- 
bably weighed  quite  as  much  with  the 
ferocious  bandit  as  any  mere  impulse  of 
mercy. 

Poor  Marston,  already  almost  worn  out 
with  the  constant  anxieties  of  his  post, 
felt  quite  overwhelmed  when  his  men 
returned  with  seemingly  conclusive  proofs 
of  the  lads'  death,  and,  though  certainly 
in  no  way  to  blame  for  the  disaster,  felt 
as  if  it  were  somehow  his  own  fault. 


When  Livingstone  Foster  came  back  to 
ask  for  his  son  and  nephew,  what  was  he 
to  answer  ? 

But,  perhaps  fortunately  for  the  brave 
young  commandant,  other  and  more  press- 
ing cares  left  him  no  time  to  brood  over 
these  haunting  thoughts.  For  now  signs 
of  evil,  all  the  more  terrible  because  so- 
utterly  vague  and  undefined,  began  to 
multiply  . on  every  side.  It  seemed  as  if 
there  were  a  feeling  of  danger  and  death 
in  the  very  air.  The  former  friendliness 
of  the  villagers  was  gone,  and  instead  of 
being,  as  before,  "  hail  fellow  well  met  " 
with  every  soldier  of  the  garrison,  they 
now  stood  aloof  with  an  air  of  sullen  and 
hesitating  distrust.  More  ominous  still, 
the  native  monks  had  disappeared  alto- 
gether. Supplies  of  provisions  and  forage, 
which  had  tiU  now  been  brought  in  by  the 
Burmese  peasants  with  the  utmost  alacrity, 
suddenly  ceased.  A  native  messenger  in- 
the  English  service  was  found  murdered 
in  the  woods  not  far  from  the  fort,  and 
the  scouting  party  that  discovered  him 
was  fired  upon  from  the  thickets  on  its 
way  back,  though  no  enemy  could  be 
detected. 

But  worse  than  all  was  their  complete 
and  mysterious  isolation  from  all  commu- 
nication with  the  outer  world.  For  weeks, 
not  a  word  of  news  had  reached  them 
either  from  the  outer  outposts  or  from  the 
towns  lower  down  the  Irrawaddy ;  and, 
brave  as  they  were,  they  felt  chilled  by 
the  haunting  consciousness  of  being  im- 
prisoned in  an  unseen  circle  of  danger  and 
treachery,  which  seemed  to  draw  closer 
and  closer  around  them  with  every  day 
that  passed. 

A  few  days  after  the  discovery  of  the 
slain  messenger's  body,  a  native  fisher- 
man, who  had  come  up  the  river  from 
Bhamo,  brought  them  word  that  the  navi- 
gation of  the  Irrawaddy  was  blocked  by 
the  stranding  of  a  huge  tree  right  across 
one  of  the  narrowest  channels.  Such  a 
mischance  was  nothing  uncommon,  espe- 
cially at  this  dry  season  of  the  j'ear,  wdien 
the  great  river  was  especially  low  ;  but 
the  shrewd  Marston  strongly  suspected 
that  it  was  not  wholly  by  accident  that 
this  tree  had  drifted  into  the  only  channel 
which  was  safelj'  navigable  at  that  point, 
and  had  stuck  crosswise  just  at  the  very 
spot  where  two  sand-banks  narrowed  the 
:  passage  so  much  that  this  new  obstacle 
;  sufiiced  to  make  it  completely  impassable, 
not  merely  for  any  British  gunboat  which 
might  be  sent  up  the  river,  but  even  for 
the  light  steam-lamiches  that  were  wont 
to  carry  the  Government  despatches. 

This  ominous  discovery  was  quickly- 
followed  by  another,  more  sinister  stilL 
Early  one  morning,  the  young  command- 
ant was  struck  with  the  peculiar  stillness 
of  the  native  vihage,  w  hicli  (as  has  been 
said)  lay  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  from 
the  fort,  at  the  other  side  of  the  clearing. 
Of  late  it  had  always  been  quiet  enough, 
but  now  not  a  sound  of  any  kind  was  to 
be  heard  ;  and  Marston,  auguring  nothing 
good  from  this  unaccountable  silence,  sent 
out  a  party  to  see  what  it  meant. 
The  whole  village  was  deserted! 
Whatever  might  be  the  reason  of  this 
strange  proceeding,  the  inhabitants  had 
evidently  stolen  away  during  tlie  night, 
carrying  all  tlieir  live-stock  along  with 
thein.  Not  a  living  tiling  was  left  in  the 
whole  place  ! 

When  Marston  heard  the  news  his  face 
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seemed  to  harden  snddenh-,  and  there 
■was  a  grim  earnestness  in  his  tone  which 
no  one  could  mistake,  as  he  said : 

"  We're  going  to  be  attaelced,  then,  and 
it  won't  do  to  leave  that  village  to  shelter 
the  enemy.  Down  it  must  come,  and  the 
pagoda  too !  " 

He  gave  the  necessary  orders  at  once, 
and  by  sunset  that  evening  both  village 
and  pagoda  had  ceased  to  exist. 

As  the  work  of  destruction  drew  to  a 
close,  Marston,  who  had  superintended  it 
throughout,  quitted  the  spot,  and  moved 
forward  into  the  brushwood  beyond  the 
fallen  pagoda,  in  order  to  satisfy  himself 
whether  it  would  be  necessary  to  cut 
away  any  more  of  the  jimgle  in  order  to 
make  his  position  quite  secure. 

He  had  halted  for  a  moment  to  look 
about  him,  when  his  quick  ear  suddenly 
caught  a  faint  soimd  in  the  thicket  in 
front  of  him,  as  if  some  heavy  body  were 
crawling  stealthily  through  the  bushes. 

A  wild  beast  it  could  hardly  be,  for  the 
game  had  long  since  been  scared  from  the 
neighbourhood  by  the  presence  of  his 
garrison.  It  must,  therefore,  be  a  man ; 
and  no  man  who  moved  with  such  caution 
m  the  vicinity  of  a  British  fort  could  well 
be  anything  but  an  enemy. 

Quick  as  lightning,  the^young  English- 
man threw  himself  noiselessly  on  the 
eartli,  and,  with  the  dexterity  taught  him 
by  long  practice  in  himting  and  bush- 
fightmg,  began  to  creep  cautiously  in  the 
direction  of  the  sound. 

But  all  at  once  the  noise  ceased,  as  if 
this  unknown  prowler  had  stopped  short 
to  listen.    Marston  instantly  stopped  too,  [ 
and  held  his  very  breath  till  the  stranger, 
apparently  reassured,  resumed  his  crawl-  j 
ing  advance.  | 
Suddenly  the  young  commandant  found  i 
hmiself  on  the  very  edge  of  a  small  clear- 
ing (whether  natural  or  artificial  he  could 
not  tell)    in  the  very   thickest   of  the 
jungle;  and  scarcely  had  he  reached  it, 
when  the  matted  boughs  on  the  farther 
side  of  It  shook  and  parted,  and  a  head 
was  put  cautiously  forth. 

Man  or  ape  ?  the  huge  heavy  jaw,  low 
retreating  forehead,  small,  cunning  eves, 
and  short,  thick  neck,  were  certainly  more 
suggestive  of  the  latter  idea  than  of  the 
former.  But  Marston  load  seen  that  coarse 
brute-hke  visage  before,  and  it  was  not  a 
face  to  be  easily  forgotten.  The  creature 
before  hira  was  no  otlier  than  the  hero  of 
that  desperate  plunge  into  the  Irrawaddy 
witnessed  by  Harry  and  Fred  at  Manda- 
lay— the  notorious  robber  chief  of  the 
mountains,  Moong-Gley,  lieutenant  and 
right-hand  man  of  the  War- Tiger  him- 
self ! 

At  sight  of  this  monster  actually  within 
his  grasp,  the  brave  Englishman  forgot  in 
a  moment  all  his  wonted  caution.  He 
fired  his  revolver  point-blank  at  the 
hideous  face,  and  dashed  across  the  clear- 
mg  like  a  madman. 

The  goblin  form  vanished  ere  Marston 
could  see  whether  his  shot  had  told  ;  but 
in  another  moment  the  brigand  (having 
apparently  discovered  that  he  had  only 
one  man  to  deal  with)  turned  and  came 
bursting  through  the  bushes  at  him  like  a 
charging  tiger. 

Again  Marston's  revolver  cracked,  and 
a  momentary  stagger  of  the  Burman 
showed  that  it  had  not  been  discharged  in 
vam;  but  ere  he  could  fire  again,  the 
bandit  was  upon  him,  with  a  shocli  whicli 


sent  the  weapon  flying  out  of  his  hand. 
The  next  instant  he  felt  himself  seized 
in  a  hug  as  terrible  as  that  of  a  Polar 
bear. 

Marston  was  a  powerful  man  and  a 
splendid  wrestler  ;  but  against  the  colossal 
strength  and  ferocious  energy  of  his 
cruel  foe  he  had  no  more  chance  tlian  a 
child  against  a  giant.  Had  not  the  Bur- 
man's  left  arm  been  partially  disabled  by 
the  last  shot,  the  fight  would  have  ended 
there  and  then ;  but,  even  as  it  was,  the 
young  lieutenant  was  borne  down  like  a 
reed,  while  Moong-Gley,  planting  his  knee 
on  the  fallen  man's  chest,  grasped  his 
throat  with  one  hand,  and  with  the  other 
snatched  up  the  short  sword  which  he  had 
let  fall  as  they  grappled. 

But,  overmatched  though  he  was, 
Marston,  like  a  true  Englishman,  never 
knew  when  he  was  beaten ;  and,  even  at  this 
disadvantage,  he  fought  like  a  lion.  Brac- 
ing his  muscles  against  that  merciless 
pressure,  he  seized  and  held  fast  with  his 
left  hand  the  arm  that  brandished  the 
sword  over  his  head,  while  with  his  right 
he  struggled  to  force  away  the  strangliiig 
grasp  that  compressed  his  throat. 

In  this  he  at  length  succeeded,  the 
ruffian's  left  arm  being  deprived  by  his 
wound  of  half  its  wonted  power ;  but  at 
the  same  moment  he  felt  his  clutch  of 
Moong-Gley's  right  wrist  giving  way,  for 
so  terrific  were  the  struggles  of  the  Her- 
culean bandit,  that  even  the  strength  of 
desperation  could  not  enable  Marston  to 
make  good  his  hold  in  spite  of  them. 
Another  moment,  and  the  savage,  with  a 
growl  of  ferocious  triumph,  wrenched  his 
sword-hand  free,  and  raised  hisjnurderous 
blade  for  the  death-blow. 

There  was  a  crash  of  broken  boughs, 
a  trampling  of  hurrying  feet,  a  flash,  a 
crack,  a  whirl  of  smoke,  a  dim  vision 
before  Marston's  swimming  eyes  of  soldiers 
rushing  to  his  aid,  a  sudden  relief  from 
the  crushing  weight  that  was  stifling  him, 
and  tlien  he  lost  consciousness. 

When  the  young  officer  came  to  himself 
again  in  the  midst  of  his  Sepoys  (who, 
alarmed  by  the  revolver  shots,  liad  come 
up  just  in  time  to  save  him)  he  found 
himself  unwounded,  though  sorely  bruised 
and  shaken.  But  his  terrible  enemy,  who 
had  escaped  death  so  often,  had  met  his 
doom  at  last.  That  hasty  volley  had  done 
its  work,  and  the  terror  of  the  hills  was 
harmless  for  ever. 

Shrewd  and  far-seeing  as  he  was,  the 
brave  lieutenant  was  very  far  from  guess- 
ing what  the  consequencesof  that  evening's 
work  were  to  be,  and  saw  nothing  more^in 
the  affair  than  the  destruction  of  a  notori- 
ous robber.  He  was  pleased,  indeed,  to 
have  been  the  means  of  freeing  the  new 
British  province  from  one  of  its  most 
formidable  scourges ;  but  he  little  dreamed 
that  he  had  just  achieved  the  most  im- 
portant action  of  his  whole  life,  and 
changed  the  entire  course  of  events  in 
Northern  Burmah. 

A  whole  foTtnight  passed  after  this 
without  any  event  of  note,  during  which 
time  Marston  fully  recovered  from  the 
effects  of  the  combat ;  for,  thanks  to  his 
temperate  life  and  constant  -exercise,  he 
was  capable  of  defying  injuries  which 
would  have  quite  disabled  any  less  seasoned 
man. 

Night  and  day,  the  young  commandant 
was  busy  with  preparations  of  every  kind 
for  the  assault  which  he  now  expected 


daily,  hardly  giving  himself  time  for  food 
or  sleep;  and  Frank  Merrincourt  (who 
seconded  him  gallantly  and  took  liis  full 
share  of  the  labour)  repeatedly  lu-ged  his 
comrade  to  take  more  rest,  and  not  wear 
himself  out.  But  to  all  remonstrances 
Marston  only  answered : 

"  I've  no  iivte  to  he  ill  now,  Frank." 
One  morning  at  daybreak  the  inde- 
fatigable leader  was  roused  fi-om  a  brief 
snatcli  of  feverish,  unrefreshing  slumber 
after  a  whole  night  of  toil,  by  a  loud  shout, 
and,  hurrying  out,  saw  a  body  of  armed 
men  moving  across  the  clearing  towards 
the  gate  of  the  fort. 

His  first  idea  naturally  was  that  the 
long-expected  attack  had  come  at  last; 
but  the  ranked  order  of  these  men  was 
quite  milike  the  straggling,  mob-like  ad- 
vance of  a  Burmese  force;  and,  though 
the  sun  had  not  yet  risen,  there  was  hght 
enough  for  him  to  distinguish  Sepoy 
uniforms  and  English  bayonets  ! 

"Hurrah!"  cried  Merrincourfs  voice 
beside  him;  "here's  a  reinforcement  at 
last.    iVow  we'll  be  all  right !  " 

"  Salaam,  Sahib  !  "  said  one  of  the  new- 
comers in  Hindostanee,  stepping  forward 
and  saluting.  "The  garrison  of  Now- 
Lay"  (the  nearest  British  post)  "has 
been  strengthened,  and  the  Commandant 
Sahib  has  detached  us  to  reinforce  ?jou. 
We  should  have  been  here  before,  but 
we  were  delayed  by  a  skirmish  with 
some  of  the  Tiger  Chiefs  men  on  the 
way." 

In  fact,  Marston  now  perceived  that 
some  of  the  men's  imiforins  were  torn  and 
bloodstained,  and  that  one  or  two  of  them 
wore  bandages  round  their  heads  or 
arms. 

"  The  Capitan  Browne  Sahib,  who  com- 
mands us,"  continued  the  man,  "  sends 
his  compliments  to  your  honour,  and  bids 
me  tell  you  that  he  is  following  with  the 
main  body,  having  stayed  behind  to  bring 
up  the  wounded." 

This  seemed  all  right,  and  Merrincourt 
was  eager  to  open  the  gate  and  welcome 
in  the  brave  feUows  who  had  marched  so 
far  to  aid  them  ;  but  Marston  (though  he 
could  not  tell  why)  still  hesitated.  It 
seemed  the  very  madness  of  suspicion  to 
dread  any  stratagem  here ;  but  the  young 
leader's  Eastern  service  had  taught  him  to 
see  treachery  everywhere. 

All  at  once  he  remembered  a  gallant 
young  Hindoo  soldier  whom  he  knew  well, 
the  servant  of  that  Captain  Browne  who 
was  said  to  be  in  command  of  the  detach- 
ment. Wherever  the  Captain  was,  Peer 
Buksh  was  sure  to  be ;  and  he  might  be 
trusted  to  tell  the  truth. 

"Is  Peer  Bulish  there?"  called  out 
Marston. 

"Here  he  is.  Sahib,"  answered  the 
former  speaker;  "he  will  come  forward 
and  speak  with  your  honour  himself." 

Forward  came  the  young  hero,  a  smooth- 
faced lad  hardly  beyond  boyhood,  but 
already  promoted  and  decorated  for  a 
bravery  which  was  conspicuous  even 
where  all  were  brave.  His  face  was 
strangely  set  and  rigid,  and  there  was  a 
sad  and  solemn  earnestness  in  the  fixed 
look  of  his  large  black  eyes;  but  his 
deep,  firm  tones  never  wavered  as  he 
spoke  : 

"  Treachery,  Sahib !  don't  let  them  in 
— they're  Burinans  in  disguise  !  They've 
massacred  all  the  garrison  of  Nov,'-Lay 
but  me,  and  " 
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That  warning  was  never  completed. 

Some  of  the  ruffians  around  him — vv^ho 
had  spared  his  life  only  to  make  him  the 
instrument  of  the  treason  by  which  they 


hoped  to  win  this  last  British  stronghold 

— understood  enough  English  to  guess 
that  he  had  revealed  their  plot.  With  a 
yell  of  fury,  the  thirsty  weapons  flashed 


and  fell,  and  the  young  martyr  of  duty 

lay  dead  before  the  fort  which  he  had 
saved  at  the  cost  of  his  own  life. 

{To  be  continued.) 


"  Only  the  prism's  obstruction  sliows  aright 
The  secret  ot  a  sunbeam,  breaks  its  light 
Into  the  jewelled  bow  from  blankest  white, 
So  may  a  glory  from  defect  arise." 

BROW-VIXG. 

r\  ENTLEMEN,  let  me  introduce  to  you  your 
vDT    new  companion — Horace  Sinclair.  I 

hope  you  will  make  him  welcome." 

The  Head  Master  left  the  schoolroom  ;  and 

the  new  boy  was  left  standing  alone  near  the 

door,  under  the  fire  of  fifty  pairs  of  curious 

eyes. 

It  was  a  trying  ordeal ;  for  although  his 
broad  forehead,  luminous  grey  eyes,  and 
beautifully-formed  mouth  were  well  worth 
looking  at,  none  of  these  things  could  claim 
any  attention  until  one  melancholy  fact  had 
fully  asserted  itself. 

Horace  Sinclair  was  a  hunchback  ! 

A  second  glance  showed  that  his  arms 
were  so  unnaturally  long  that  the  thin  deli- 
cate-looking fingers,  which  curled  and  un- 
curled themselves  so  nervously,  hung  as  low 
as  his  knees. 

There  was  a  momentary  hush  in  the 
schoolroom,  and  then  the  clamour  of  many 
voices  began  again. 

But  during  that  moment  Horace  Sinclair's 
eyes  had  flashed  swiftly  over  the  crowd  of 
strange  faces,  and  he  had  made  a  rapid 
analysis  of  the  new  world  in  which  he  found 
himself. 


THE  HUNCHBACK. 

By  Albert  E.  Hooper, 

Author  of  "  Up  the  jHoonxlair,"  "Only  a  Red,"  etc. 
PART  I. 

Having  completed  his  diagnosis,  the  new 
boy  calmly  fronted  the  fire  of  questions 
and  exclamations  that  was  rained  in  u])on 
him. 

"  How  old  are  you  ?  Where  d'you  live  ? 
Who's  your  father  ?  Shut  up  !  can't  you  see 
the  fellow's  in  mourning  ?  Ever  been  to 
school  before  ?    What  class  are  you  in  ?  " 

Horace  Sinclair  waited  until  the  fire  slack- 
ened a  little,  and  then  he  said,  speaking 
quickly  : 

"  I'm  fifteen,  and  I  haven't  got  any  home 
but  this  school,  because  my  mother  died  a 
month  ago,  and  my  father  is  in  America.  I 
have  never  been  inside  a  school  before  to- 
day, and  my  father  taught  me  all  I  didn't 
teach  myself.  I  believe  the  Doctor  has  put 
me  in  the  fifth  form.  That's  all,  I  think. 
Now  perhaps  somebody  will  tell  me  the  name 
of  that  boy  standing  by  the  fire." 

"Which?  " 

"  Why,  the  only  one  worth  looking  at — the 
one  with  the  beautiful  face.  There,  see  ;  he's 
raising  his  hand  and  talking." 

"  Oh,  that's  Davvdisli— Charley  Dawlish. 
He's  one  of  the  Fifth,"  was  the  laughing 
reply. 

The  Hunchback  did  not  answer  for  a 
moment.  He  gazed  with  eager  eyes  at  Daw- 
lish— a  tall  young  fellow,  straight  as  a  dart, 
with  clustering  yellow  curls,  fair  girlish 
skin,  and  eyes  of  bright  blue  which  sparkled 
with  health  and  fun. 


But  Sinclair  quickly  noticed  the  surprised 
looks  of  the  boys  who  had  gathered  round 
him,  and  he  turned  to  them  again,  and 
spoke  in  a  sharp,  high-pitched  voice. 

"  There  were  two  questions  you  didn't 
like  to  ask,"  he  said.  "  Why  haven't  I  got 
straight  shoulders  ?  and  why  are  my  arms 
several  inches  too  long?  Well,  I  never 
had  any  choice  in  the  matter ;  I  was  born 
so." 

With  this  he  broke  away  from  the  little 
group  of  astonished  boys,  and  made  his  way 
into  a  shadowed  corner  of  the  schoolroom, 
where  he  sat  down  and  drew  a  small  and 
shabby  book  from  his  pocket.  It  was  a 
volume  of  Byron  ;  and  it  opened  of  its  own 
accord  at  "  The  Deformed  Transformed." 

The  boys  he  had  left  glanced  at  one 
another  with  puzzled  faces ;  and  then, 
shrugging  their  shoulders,  they  voted  him 
"  a  queer  fish "  and  dispersed  about  the 
room  to  exchange  holiday-talk  with  their 
friends. 

In  his  corner  the  Hunchback  read  his 
book  with  morbid  satisfaction ;  but  from 
time  to  time,  when  a  merry  laugh  pealed 
out  from  the  boys  round  the  fireplace,  his 
grey  eyes  would  light  up  and  rest  for  a 
moment  on  the  animated  face  of  handsome 
Charley  Dawlish. 

(To  he  continued.) 


HOW  THE  CHIEF   OFFICER  WEATHERED  ON  THE  SHARKS. 


I HAVE  knocked  about  a  good  deal  at  sea 
for  a  landsman,  but  my  first  voyage  is 
still  fresh  in  my  memory,  after  a  lapse  of 
more  than  thirty  years. 

In  February  1867  I  sailed  from  Calcutta 
to  England  in  the  good  ship  Sutlej,  a  frigate- 
built  sailing-vessel  with  roomy  cabins,  very 
different  from  the  rabbit  hutches  into  which 
passengers  are  crammed  nowadays.  The 
voyage  to  Gravesend  took  us  four  months  ; 
but  it  was  so  full  of  interest  that  the  time 
seemed  to  glide  swiftly  away,  and  we  were 
almost  sorry  when  the  chalk  cliffs  of  Old 
England  hove  in  sight. 

The  easy  gliding  motion  of  a  sailing-vessel 
is  to  my  mind  the  height  of  luxury  as  com- 
pared with  the  eternal  cMtg-chug-chug  of  a 
screw-steamer  and  the  jarring  vibration  of 
her  shaft.  Then  a  well-ordered  sailing-vessel 
is  spotlessly  clean,  and  free  from  evil  smells  ; 
while  even  in  the  first  class  of  steamers  one 
is  begrimed  with  coal-dust  and  smoke,  and 
one's  nose  is  assailed  with  such  odours  as 
Coleridge  met  with  in  Cologne,  where  he 

"  counted  three-and-seventy  stinks, 
All  well  defined,  and  several  stenches." 

Instead  of  the  dirty,  shivering,  chattering, 
opium  -  chewing  Lascars  who  man  many 
passengers-steamers  of  the  present  day,  the 
Sutlej  was  served  by  a  crew  of  stalwart 


sailors,  mostly  English,  with  just  a  sprinkling 
of  yellow-bearded  Danes  and  Norwegians. 

I  was  soon  made  free  of  the  foc'sle,  having 
first  been  enticed  up  the  main  rigging, 
"  spread-eagled,"  and  made  to  pay  my  footing. 
There  (in  the  foc'sle,  be  it  understood — not 
in  the  rigging)  I  spent  many  a  happy  hour 
listening  to  the  sailors'  yarns,  and  overhaul- 
ing the  curiosities  which  they  had  collected 
during  years  of  voyaging  to  all  parts  of  the 
world— elaborately  carved  ostrich-eggs,  Aus- 
tralian waddies  and  womeras  (or,  as  Jack 
calls  them,  boomerangs),  strange  wooden  and 
stone  pipes,  canoe-paddles  from  the  Pacific, 
traced  with  the  most  intricate  designs,  shells, 
quaint  carvings,  and  last,  but  not  least,  the 
dried  head  of  a  New  Zealand  chieftain,  ela- 
borately tattooed  all  over,  and  with  its  lips 
parted  in  a  ferocious  grin,  disclosing  two 
rows  of  sharp  white  teeth. 

Most  of  the  sailors  thems.elves  were  living 
curiosities.  Not  one  of  them  was  without 
tattoo-marks  of  some  kind  or  other  ;  and  I 
specially  remember  a  big  main-topman  whose 
brawny  chest  was  tattooed  with  a  picture  of 
the  Crucifixion,  done  in  different  colours.  I 
wanted  him  to  do  a  ship  on  my  arm ;  but  he 
told  me  that  I  must  get  my  mother's  permis- 
sion, which  was  wisely  refused. 

If  I  were  to  relate  every  incident  of  that 
voyage  I  should  fill  a  good-sized  book.  Let 


me  content  myself  with  one  adventure  of 
which  I  was  an  eye-witness. 

We  were  lying  becalmed  one  hot  day  off 
the  Cape,  when  a  deputation  of  seamen  came 
aft,  asking  for  permission  to  bathe.  The 
chief  officer  was  on  watch.  He  sent  a  middy 
to  the  captain's  cabin  and  permission  was 
given.  The  lady  passengers  discreetly  retired 
below,  but  we  boys  remained  on  deck  to  see 
the  fun. 

Most  of  the  sailors  were  content  with  a 
header  from  the  gangway ;  but  some  of  the 
more  adventurous  among  them,  led  by  my 
friend  the  bigtopman,  went  out  on  the  main- 
yard  and  leaped  from  the  end  of  it,  feet 
foremost.  The  sea  was  almost  like  a  huge 
sheet  of  glass,  only  just  heaving  gently  ;  and 
the  white  bodies  of  the  sailors  could  be  seen 
gleaming,  fathoms  below  the  surface.  Then 
they  came  up  one  after  another,  and  swam 
to  a  considerable  distance  from  the  ship, 
larking  with  one  another  like  a  lot  of  big 
schoolboys. 

I  was  sitting  on  the  taffrail  enjoying  the 
fun,  and  wishing  that  I  could  join  in  it, 
when  I  happened  to  cast  a  glance  astern— 
and  saw  five  or  six  triangular  objects  moving 
just  above  the  surface  of  the  sea.  From  my 
reading  and  talks  with  my  father  (himself  a 
retired  ship-captain)  I  knew  what  these  were, 
though  it  was  the  first  time  I  had  seen  them. 
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I  dashed  off  to  the  chief  officer,  who  was 
pacing  the  quarter-deck,  and  said,  "  Mr. 
Deacon,  aren't  those  sharks  astern?"  He 
swung  himself  into  the  rigging,  uttered  a 
startled  exclamation,  hailed  a  quarter-master, 
and  ordered  a  boat  to  be  lowered  on  the 
weather  side,  with  a  crew  of  the  best  men 
aboard,  half-a-dozen  boarding-pikes,  and  a 
harpoon  or  two.  All  this  was  the  work  of  a 
few  seconds.  Then  he  ran  up  the  rat- 
lines to  leeward  and  hailed  the  swimmers  in 
a  stentorian  voice.  Had  he  called  out 
"  Sharks  astern  !  swim  for  your  lives  !  " 
there  would  have  been  a  panic,  and  some  of 
the  swimmers  must  inevitably  have  been 
lost.  But  old  Deacon  knew  what  he  was 
about.    He    roared  out,   "  Bathers   ahoy ! 


Half-a-sovereign  to  the  first  man  aboard." 
You  should  have  seen  those  Jacks  tear 
through  the  water  ! 

Down  went  Mr.  Deacon  on  deck,  giving  a 
hasty  order  to  lower  both  ladders  to  leeward. 
He  slid  lightly  down  a  rope  into  the  boat, 
which  was  by  this  time  manned  and  lowered, 
and  sang  out,  "  Give  way,  my  men,  for  your 
lives ! "  The  boat  was  shoved  clear,  and 
rowed  swiftly  out  between  the  bathers  and 
the  ominous-looking  black  tins  which  were 
gliding  up.  On  dashed  the  bathers  with 
noise  and  splashing  enough  to  frighten  any 
ordinary  shark.  Mr.  Deacon  gave  the  order 
"  Avast  rowing  !  "  and  stood  up  in  the  stern- 
sheets,  harpoon  in  hand.  Down  sank  one 
back  fin  after  another,  and  there  was  an  in- 


terval of  agonising  suspense,  as  we  expected 
every  moment  to  hear  a  shriek,  and  to  see 
one  of  the  brave  swimmers  dragged  down  in 
the  jaws  of  a  shark.  But  the  monsters  must 
have  been  alarmed  by  the  noise  and  splash- 
ing, for  not  one  of  them  reappeared  until 
some  days  after,  when — "  but  that's  another 
story." 

The  first  man  aboard  was  my  friend  the 
big  topman.  Mr.  Deacon  shoved  half-a- 
sovereign  into  his  hairy  paw,  and  slipped 
away  below  without  saying  a  word.  But 
when  he  returned  on  deck,  you  should  have 
heard  the  hearty  British  cheer  with  which 
he  was  welcomed  by  the  men  whom  his  pre- 
sence of  mind  had  saved  from  a  horrible 
death.  T.  M.  Feancis. 


ARTISTIC   STUDIES  FOR  BOYS  OF  TASTE. 

By  various  Eepresentative  Artists, 


XI.— At  Walton-on-the-Naze.— (Z»raK-tt/o>-  the  " Boi/s  Own  Paper"  by  A.  F.  LiDo.x.) 


A  DAY'S  FISHING. 

By  Ashmore  Kussan, 

Author  of  "The  Last  of  the  Great  Auis,"  "A  Strange  Epidemic;'  etc. 


TWO  hours  passed.  A  cuckoo  alighted  on  an 
apple  tree  not  thirty  yards  distant,  and 
defiantly  proclaimed  its  presence  to  all  the 
little  birds  around,  which,  angrily  twittering, 
flew  at  once  to  the  attack.  Away  went  the 
cuckoo,  followed  by  a  swarm  of  house  and 
hedge  sparrows,  tomtits,  linnets,  and  finches, 
all  chirping  their  loudest,  threatening,  per- 


PART  II. 

haps,  what  they  would  do  if  the  robber  dared 
to  suck  their  treasured  eggs.  A  terrible 
coward  is  the  blustering  cuckoo,  and  the 
"Prooshian"  carp  were  no  bolder.  So  far 
not  one  had  touched  the  bait  dangled  so 
temptingly  among  the  "swarms,"  the  "  cart- 
loads," which  Mr.  Pinter  had  assured  me  the 
moat  contained.     Not  once  had  the  float 


bobbed  downwards,  or  any  other  wajj  except 
when  I  raised  it. 

Good  Mrs.  Pinter  brought  a  mug  of  cider, 
and  seemed  very  much  surprised  that  I  had 
caught  no  fish. 

"Perhaps  it's  too  hot,"  she  said. 

"  Perhaps  it  is,"  I  rejoined. 

"About  three  years  ago,"  she  went  on, 
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"  some  young  fellows  from  Bromfield  as  came 
to  see  us  caught  a  bucketful  in  about  an 
hour." 

The  information  was  cheering,  at  any  rate, 
and  I  watched  the  porcupine's  quiU  with  a 
better  heart,  every  now  and  again  ringing 
changes  on  the  bait.  Worm,  wasp-grub,  and 
dough  ;  wasp-grub,  dough,  and  worm  ;  dough, 
worm,  and  wasp-grub  !  But  the  "Prooshian" 
carp  did  not  seem  to  fancy  any. 

Three  hours  passed.  No  "bite"  had  I. 
From  time  to  time  the  water-rat,  or  another, 
showed  itself  ;  the  moorhen  clucked  and 
liew  a  short  distance.  With  a  persistence 
that  had  become  annoying  the  corncrake 
uttered  its  "  k-r-r-r-k — k-r-r-r-k  !  "  Scores 
of  swallows  and  martens  skimmed  over  the 
water,  dipping  their  wings  here  and  there, 
as  if  playing  "  ducks  and  drakes."  Half 
a  dozen  swifts — "  jack- squealers  " — circled 
about  at  almost  lightning  speed  high  in  the 
air,  discordantly  screeching.  An  insolent 
grey  and  silver  water-wagtail  perched  on  a 
floating  stick,  and  impudently  flirted  its  long 
tail  in  my  face.  Two  radiant,  azure  and 
green  dragon-flies  alighted  on  a  waterlily 
leaf,  careless  of  the  presence  of  the  hungry 
swallows  whose  tiny  beaks  would  scarce  have 
held  them.  A  tribe  of  noisy  ducks  swam 
out  to  the  middle  of  the  moat,  where  it  ap- 
peared to  be  shallow,  led  by  a  drake,  green 
and  brown  and  blue.  Cheerfully  they  dipped 
their  heads  and  cocked  Up  their  tails  in  their 
efforts  to  reach  the  insects  and  worms  in  the 
mud  at  the  bottom.  Now  and  again  one  dis- 
appeared, returning  to  the  surface  with  a 
quack  of  satisfaction. 

"  Did  you  see  anything  of  any  '  Prooshian  ' 
carp?"  I  asked  of  the  bright-feathered  drake 
after  such  a  voyage  of  discovery.  No  answer. 

Four  hours  passed.  Butterflies — lemon- 
yellow,  brown,  yellow  with  scarlet  bordered 
wings,  blue,  and  yellow  spotted  with  black, 
fluttered  about,  hovering  over  the  water.  I 
saw  their  reflections  on  its  glassy  surface ; 
the  "  Prooshian  "  carp  remained  invisible. 
Where,  oh,  where  were  they?  The  maid- 
servant entered  the  garden  with  an  old  tin 
kettle,  which  she  hammered  lustily  with  a 
piece  of  iron. 

"Are  the  bees  swarming?"  I  asked. 

"No,  sir;  it's  the  dinner  bell,"  she 
replied. 

Dinner-time — and  I  had  not  caught  one 
tish,noteven  a  "jack  bannock!  "  Dinner-time 
— and  I  had  not  even  had  a  "bite."  But  I, 
at  least,  was  hungry,  which  was  much  more 
than  could  be  said  for  the  "  Prooshiap " 
carp. 

When  the  farmer's  heavy  tread  sounded 
on  the  gravel  isath  I  went  to  meet  him.  He 
carried  a  rusty  horse-shoe. 

"  What  luck  ?  "  he  cried,  his  ruddy  honest 
face  shining  with  perspiration.  Without 
waiting  for  an  answer  he  added :  "  Let's 
have  a  look  at  'em  ?  " 

I  led  the  way  to  the  garden  seat.  With 
suggestive  pantomime  I  turned  my  empty 
creel  bottom  upwards. 

"  Why — why,  d'ye  mean  to  say  as  you 
haven't  caught  any  ?    Well — well — well !  " 

Mr.  Pinter  took  a  red  bandanna  out  of  the 
crown  of  the  tall  hat  and  mopped  his  shining 
face. 

"I  haven't  had  a  bite,"  I  said. 

"Well — well — that's  the  rummest  go  as 
ever  I  heard  on  !  Why,  there's  wagon-loads 
in  the  moat !  " 

"  There  they  evidently  mean  to  stay,  Mr. 
Pinter." 

"  Well— well— let  us  see  !    Look  here— 


here's  a  horse-shoe  I  picked  up ;  I  always 
pick  up  horse-shoes.  Now  I'll  just  hang  it 
on  your  seat,  an'  you  see  if  it  don't  bring 
you  good  luck  after  dinner.  Well — well — • 
who'd  ha'  thought  it  ?  But  come  along.  I'd 
been  reckoning  all  the  vi'ay  hoam  as  the 
missus  'd  have  a  dish  o'  them  Prooshian 
carp  ready,  never  thinking  as  you  hadn't 
caught  any.    Well — well — well !  " 

After  dinner  I  asked  for  a  book.  I  really 
could  not  stare  at  a  motionless  porcupine's 
quill  all  day.  Mr.  Pinter  looked  puzzled. 
So  did  his  better  half. 

"  A  book  !  "  he  cried.    "  What,  to  read  ?  " 

"  Just  to  help  to  pass  the  time,  you  know." 

"  Oh,  ay,  a  book  !  Well — well — let  me  see, 
now  ?  There's  the  '  Bromfield  Messengers  ' 
for  ten  years  back ;  we've  kept  'em  every 
one  ;  an'  there's  '  Kobinson  Crusoe.'  " 

I  chose  every  boy's  old  friend  in  preference 
to  the  local  newspapers,  of  course.  After  a 
rather  long  search  it  was  found ;  one  cover 
and  half-a-dozen  pages  were  missing;  what 
remained,  though,  was  "Kobinson  Crusoe." 
With  it  I  returned  to  the  garden  seat  on  the 
lawn,  and  looked  at  the  porcupine's  quill. 
It  did  not  appear  to  have  moved ;  I  was 
almost  sure  it  had  not.  The  bait,  also,  was 
as  I  had  left  it.  I  put  on  a  worm  and  raised 
the  float  two  feet,  intending  to  fish  on  the 
bottom.  If  the  "  Prooshian  "  carp  would  not 
"bite,"  an  eel  might.  Now  the  porcupine's 
quill  floated  horizontally  ;  it  was  a  change, 
anyhow. 

The  wheezy  time-piece  in  the  farmer's 
kitchen  struck  two.  I  had  no  occasion  to 
strike  at  all ;  not  with  the  rod. 

The  water-rat  brought  out  a  family  of 
little  water-rats,  and  gave  them  a  swimming 
lesson.  I  watched  a  water-lily  bud  open. 
So  passed  another  hour.  Two  moor-hens 
swam  across  the  moat,  jerking  their  tails.  A 
robin  perched  on  the  arm  of  the  garden  seat, 
and  looked  at  me,  I  fancied,  inquiringly, 
turning  its  head  from  side  to  side,  as  if  it 
disbelieved  the  evidence  of  one  bright  eye, 
and  would  bring  the  other  to  bear  upon  me. 
It  seemed  to  ask ;  "  Are  you  alive,  or  are 
you  a  '  mawkin '  to  frighten  the  birds?" 
When  I  said :  "  Did  you  ever  see  a  '  Proo- 
shian' carp  in  this  neighbourhood  ?  "  it  flew 
away  with  a  satisfied  chirp. 

Wh-r-r-r—  ting  —ting — ting— ting  !  Four 
o'clock  !  The  eels  were  no  hungrier  than 
the  "  Prooshian  "  carp.  The  horse-shoe  had 
brought  no  luck.  I  flung  it  away.  I  dragged 
the  garden  seat  opposite  another  part  of  the 
moat,  and  tried  there,  desperate.  Behind  me 
were  sunflowers,  and  hollyhocks  six  feet 
high.  Humble  bees  explored  their  blossoms 
one  by  one,  and,  unlike  me,  flew  away  laden 
with  spoil.  A  perky  "jenny"  wTen  popped 
about  the  privet  hedge,  and,  unlike  me, 
caught  something  which  it  carried  to  the 
ivy-covered  trunk  of  an  elm  where  it  had 
built  its  leafy  nest.  I,  alone,  caught  nothing. 
The  porcupine's  quill  still  floated  motionless. 
Scarcely  a  ripple  stirred  the  surface  of  the 
moat. 

"'Prooshian'  carp,"  I  muttered,  in  dis- 
gust. "  I  don't  believe  there's  a  fish  of  any 
sort  in  the  pond." 

The  ducks  found  me  out,  and  came  to  see, 
perhaps,  how  I  was  getting  on — a  large 
family,  of  all  ages. 

"Wonder  if  I  could  catch  a  duck?"  I 
thought.    "  There's  nothing  else  to  catch." 

I  lifted  the  rod  and  trailed  the  worm  along 
the  surface  of  the  water.  With  a  loud  quack 
a  curly-tailed  drake  made  for  it.  Before  I 
could  jerk  it  out  of  the  way  he  had  gobbled  it 


up.  I  had  caught  a  duck  1  Earnestly  I 
wished  I  hadn't.  The  drake  tugged,  and 
flapped  its  wings,  quacking  in  affright.  All 
his  relations  swelled  the  clamour.  I  had,  in- 
deed, caught  a  duck,  and  half  a  hundred 
ducks  were  bent  on  letting  Mrs.  Pinter  know 
it.  Fortunately  the  hook  had  fastened  upon 
the  drake's  beak.  I  managed  to  jerk  it  free  ; 
the  bird  plunged  back,  turned,  and  swam  off 
at  its  best  speed,  followed  by  all  the  others. 
Now  even  the  ducks  had  deserted  me. 

Five  o'clock  struck !  The  maid-servant 
again  appeared  with  the  tin  kettle  and  rang 
J  the  "  tea-bell."  I  had  been  fishing  since 
nine  a.m.,  and  had  no  "  bite.''  I  took  my  rod 
to  pieces  and  put  it  away  in  its  bag,  twined 
the  tackle  on  its  winder,  and  went  to  the  hay- 
field  to  meet  Mr.  Pinter. 

"What  luck,  now  !  "  cried  the  farmer. 
\      "  None.    I  don't  believe  there's  a  fish  in 
j  the  pool !  " 

Mr.  Pinter  stopped  suddenly,  redder  in  the 
face  than  ever. 
[      "  Well — well — well !    You — you  don't  be- 
I  lieve  as  there's  a  fish  in  the  pool?  Why, 
j  there's  wagon  loads  !     You  just  come  along 
j  o'  me,  an'  I'll  soon  convince  you." 
j      Believing  an  opposite  conviction  to  the  one 
!  arrived  at  impossible,  I  followed  him.  He 
j  led  the  way  to  a  meadow  near  the  house,  as 
!  yet  untouched  by  mowing  machine  or  scythe. 
Parting  the  long  grass  with  the  hay-fork  he 
carried,  he  cried : 
"  Look  there  !  " 
I  looked.    "  Fish-bones  !  " 
The  field  had  evidently  been  strewn  with 
fish-bones.     Every  tuft  of  grass,  almost, 
showed  traces  at  the  roots. 

"Fish-bones!"  he  echoed.  "They  was 
fish  not  so  long  since — Prooshian  carp ! 
Two  cart-loads  was  spread  here  for  manure — 
two  cart-loads  !  " 

"  What !  You  caught  the  fish  and  used 
them  as  manure  ?  " 

"  They  died — froze  to  death  !  " 
"  Last  winter  ?  " 

"  Last  winter.    Two  cart-loads  0'  Prooshian 
carp  we  raked  off  the  moat  when  the  thaw 
came.    You  see,  the  ice  was  broke  at  the 
shallow  end  for  the  cattle  to  drink.    The  fish 
went  there,  I  suppose,  but  the  water  froze 
right  down  to  the  mud,  an'  stuck  them  fast ; 
i  they  couldn't  get  back  to  the  deep  part,  so  they 
'  died,  an'  floated  on  the  top  when  it  thawed." 
"  And  do  you  expect  them  to  bite  now?" 
I  cried, 
j  "Bite?" 

"  The  dead  fish  you  manured  this  meadow 
with?  " 

BIr.  Pinter  tilted  aside  the  tall  hat,  and 

scratched  his  head,  puzzled. 

"  Depend  upon  it  the  frost  killed  every  fish 
in  the  moat,"  I  added.  "You  should  have 
broken  the  ice  at  the  deep  end." 

"  Well— well— well !  Belike  it  did  ;  belike 
I  should.  I  never  thought  of  it — never 
thought  of  it.    Well— well— well !    Now  look 

i  here  !  I'll  have  the  moat  stocked  again — I 
will !  And  as  soon  as  ever  the  fish  are  big 
enough  you  shall  have  a  day  among  'em  — 
you  shall !  ' 

"  Nevermore,"  thought  I.  "  Nevermore." 
I  may  yet  catch  "  Prooshian  "  carp  in  Mr. 

i  Pinter's  moat,  but  it  is  very  unlikely.    "  The 

!  burnt  child  dreads  the  fire."  "  Once  caught," 
or,  rather,  no  catch  at  all,  "twice  shy" — as 
shy,  in  fact,  as  the  "  Prooshian  "  carp  that 
were  not  caught  because  they  had  ceased  to 

,  exist.  There  are  other  proverbs  ;  the  above 
will  suffice. 

I  (the  end.) 


Tlie  l3oy'^  Own  'fai>ef.  695 


DOG-WATCH  YARNS:    THE  CHIEF  MATE'S  STORY. 

By  J.  A.  HiGGiNsoN  (late  Eoyal  Mail  Service), 

Author  of  "Mutineers  of  the  May  Queen"  "A  Tale  of  the  Roaring  Forties"  etc. 


T)t  dead  reckoning,"  said  the  master  of 

JJ  the  Golden  Eagle,  rising  from  the 
study  of  the  chart,  which  had  lain  open  on 
the  cabin  table  between  us  for  some  time 
— "  by  dead  reckoning  that  is  about  our  posi- 
tion," and  he  indicated  a  spot  representing 
something  like  fifty  miles  south  of  Cape 
Horn.    "How  is  the  barometer?  " 

"Steady  since  noon,"  I  said. 

"  Then  we  have  seen  the  worst  of  the 
gale,"  he  added.    "  Let  us  go  on  deck." 

Under  close-reefed  canvas,  the  Golden 
Eagle  was  running  before  a  fierce  westerly 
gale.  The  murky  light  was  darkened  by 
frequent  snow  squalls.  The  waves,  like 
famished  wolves,  leaped  on  our  ship's 
quarters  as  though  they  would  claim  their 
prey  ;  but  she,  like  a  living  thing,  plunged 
into  the  hollows,  throwing  off  her  foes, 
and  rising  on  the  forward  wave  flew  on 
unharmed. 

All  hands  were  on  deck,  and  a  sharp  look- 
out was  kept,  for  a  moment's  inattention, 
under  circumstances  such  as  these,  might 
mean  instant  destruction. 

About  midnight  a  tremendous  squall 
struck  the  ship,  and  I  thought  for  a  moment 
that  she  was  on  her  beam-ends ;  but  she 
recovered  herself,  and  rose  to  a  less  perilous 
inclination. 

"  All  hands  shorten  sail !  "  cried  the 
master. 

The  seamen  struggled  aloft  through  the 
wind-swept  shrouds,  but  the  squall  swept  to 
leeward,  and  a  cry  of  alarm  rose  from  the 
look-out  at  the  bow. 

"  Starboard  !  hard  a-starboard  !  " 

I  ran  forward,  and  there,  like  an  awful 
spectre,  towered  above  us  a  huge  iceberg. 

"  Ice  right  ahead  1  "  I  shouted  as  I  fled 
aft. 

The  wheel-chains  groaned  under  our 
united  efforts.  The  sailors  aloft  abandoned 
their  work  and  came  hurrying  to  the  deck. 
I  knew,  as  they  knew,  that  our  ship  was 
doomed,  yet  knowing  it,  and  realising  in 
some  degree  all  that  our  terrible  position 
involved,  every  man  was  ready  to  meet 
death  resolutely,  and  perfect  discipline  was 
maintained. 

"  Stand  by  the  braces ! "  the  master 
shouted. 

Before  the  men  could  obey  the  order  an- 
other cry  arose : 

"  Look  out !  she's  into  it,"  and  the  Golden 
Eagle,  rising  on  the  crest  of  a  wave,  dashed 
headlong  into  the  iceberg.  The  impact  was 
terrific.  The  three  topmasts  snapped  short 
off.  An  immense  block  of  ice  fell  on  the 
bow,  crushing  the  foc'sle-head  into  sphnters. 
Amid  the  roar  of  the  wind  and  sea,  the  rend- 
ing of  spars,  and  the  cries  of  injured  sea- 
men, the  master's  voice  rang  out ; 

"  Clear  away  the  boats  !  " 

There  was  a  gallant  effort  made  to  obey 
the  order  ;  the  port  lifeboat  was  cut  adrift, 
and  turned  upon  her  keel,  but  the  ship  gave 
a  violent  roll,  and  men  and  boat  fell  to 
leeward  in  a  confused  heap.  The  next 
moment  the  Golden  Eagle  trembled  beneath 
our  feet,  and,  without  further  warning,  sank 
beneath  the  dark  waters  off  bleak  Cape 
Horn. 

I  went  down  with  the  ship,  conscious  only 
of  the  cries  of  the  seamen,  which  rang  horribly 
in  my  ears.  My  next  sensation  was  one  of 
deadly  chill,  as  I  rose  to  the  surface,  amid 
the  tumult  of  the  wind  and  sea.  The  ice- 
berg was  invisible  owing  to  the  flying  sj^ray 


and  snow,  and  the  night  -was  so  dark  that 
nothing  could  be  distinguished  a  few  feet 
away.  My  boots  and  heavy  clothes  were 
saturated,  and  the  numbness  of  my  hands 
told  me  that  I  could  not  remain  afloat  much 
longer.  Something  large  and  black  loomed 
alongside  out  of  the  snow  squall,  and 
instinctively  I  grasped  at  it.  It  was  the 
gunwale  of  the  released  lifeboat.  Several 
men  were  clinging  to  it,  and  two  had 
succeeded  in  removing  their  sea-boots,  and 
were  bailing  the  water  out.  As  she  rose,  we 
scrambled  aboard,  and,  finding  ourselves 
nearing  the  berg,  we  tore  up  the  bottom 
boards  and  managed  to  clear  it.  We  were 
evidently  now  under  the  lee  of  the  berg,  and 
therefore  in  comparatively  smooth  water. 
We  managed  to  keep  the  boat  from  drifting 
out  to  sea  again,  and  having  done  all  that 
was  possible  under  the  circumstances,  we 
awaited  the  dawn.  It  came  at  length— a 
sickly  gleam  across  the  wild  waste  of  waters. 
There  was  no  joy  in  it,  no  warmth,  no  com- 
fort ;  yet  we  thanked  God  for  it ;  it  was  day- 
light ! 

Then  we  looked  at  one  another — the 
master,  myself  and  the  second  mate,  and 
three  seamen— in  all  six  dazed  and  half- 
frozen  wretches,  barely  delivered  from  the 
jaws  of  death,  whose  faces  had  grown 
prematurely  old  during  that  terrible  night. 
Of  the  Golden  Eagle  and  the  rest  of  her 
crew  not  a  vestige  remained  ;  out  of  a  ship's 
company  of  twenty-six  all  told,  twenty  had 
perished  when  our  gallant  ship  met  her 
doom. 

Our  present  position  was  serious.  Before 
us  the  vast  iceberg,  piercing  the  clouds,  its 
pinnacled  summits  touched  with  the  cold 
light  of  returning  day ;  astern  a  waste  of 
waters,  seething  like  a  caldron,  in  which 
no  boat  could  live. 

As  the  day  advanced  the  gale  abated,  but 
the  sea  continued  to  run  so  high  that  we 
were  compelled  to  remain  close  under  the 
berg  until  the  following  morning.  We  tried 
to  relieve  the  pangs  of  hunger  by  chewing 
pieces  of  leather  cut  from  our  sea-boots,  and 
we  managed  to  get  some  sleep  by  taking  it 
in  turns  to  keep  the  boat  in  a  safe  position.  At 
daybreak  next  morning  we  were  able  to  put 
into  more  open  water,  the  sea  being  calmer. 
Our  one  hope  was  that  we  might  sight  a 
passing  vessel.  The  second  mate  was 
standing  on  a  thwart,  anxiously  searching 
with  straining  eyes  across  the  grey  waters. 
Suddenly  he  threw  his  arm  up  and  shouted 
in  wild  excitement,  "  A  sail !  A  sail !  " 

The  cry  sent  the  blood  coursing  through 
our  veins  once  more,  as  we  followed  the 
direction  of  his  gs.ze,  and  saw  towards  the 
north-east  the  welcome  sight. 

Our  first  sensation  of  joy  was  soon  followed 
by  anxious  doubts.  Our  lives  depended  on 
the  course  she  was  steering,  and  of  that  we 
must  remain  in  ignorance  for  some  time.  If 
she  proved  to  be  close-hauled,  she  would 
bear  down  on  us  in  a  few  hours ;  but  if  her 
course  was  northward,  we  were  doomed  men. 

"  What  is  she?  "  asked  the  master. 

"  Homeward  bound  !  "  cried  one. 

"  No.  I  can  see  her  head-sails,"  said  the 
master. 

She  was  standing  towards  the  berg— of 
that  there  could  be  no  doubt  — and  our  hearts 
were  lifted  up  again.  Suddenly  her  after- 
sails  darkened,  whilst  those  forward  still 
shone  white. 

"  She  has  tacked  !    We  are  lost !  "  ' 


I  She  had  come  as  close  to  the  berg  as  was 
prudent,  and  was  now  standing  away  on  the 

I   opposite  tack. 

"  Now,  men  !    Let  us  make  a  last  effort 

!  for  our  lives  !  "  cried  the  master,  taking  off 
his  coat,  and  jumping  on  a  thwart,  and 
waving  it  as  a  signal  of  distress.  We  all 
shouted  till  our  voices  failed  us,  but  the 
vessel  kept  her  course,  and  sank  below  the 
horizon,  and  we  were  alcne  again  on  the 
sullen  sea. 

j  We  all  sank  into  the  boat,  crushed  and 
hopeless.  This  bitter  disappointment,  coupled 

!  with  our  long  exposure  to  cold  and  wet  and 
the  want  of  food,  quite  unmanned  us.  It 
turned  me  sick  and  faint.  My  head  swam 
as  though  the  boat  were  in  the  vortex  of  a 
whirlpool,  and  I  swooned  away. 

When  I  recovered  consciousness  I  became 
aware,  from  the  motion  of  our  boat,  that  we 
were  in  comparatively  smooth  sea.  A  few 
stars  were  visible,  and  I  could  see  the  outlines 
of  my  companions  huddled  together  in  the 
stern.  Their  listless  conversation  reached 
me,  and  they  were  talking  of  our  probable 
position,  which  was  supposed  to  be  some- 
where near  the  South  Shetland  Island,  a 
barren  rock  lying  quite  out  of  the  track  of 
ships. 

They  talked  like  men  resigned  to  their  fate. 
They  had  abandoned  all  hope,  and  considered 
themselves  doomed. 

Just  before  dawn  a  cold  sea  fog  settled 
upon  us,  making  our  position  even  more 
miserable  than  before.  When  the  dawn 
appeared  there  were  indications  of  a  clear 
sky,  and  when  the  sun  rose  the  fog  rolled 
away  like  a  curtain.  To  us  the  effect  was 
like  that  of  a  stage  spectacle,  for  every  man 
staggered  simultaneously  to  his  feet  and 
stared  with  incredulous  eyes  at  the  sight 
before  him.  I  am  certain  that  for  a  second 
or  so  we  all  thought  we  were  dreaming. 
Eight  ahead  of  us  lay  a  large  brig,  her  fore- 
topmast,  main-top-gallant-mast,  and  jib-boom 
carried  away,  and  the  wreckage  still  floating 
alongside. 

"Brig  ahoy!"  shouted  the  master,  but 
there  was  no  response. 

Again  and  again  he  shouted,  whilst  we,  with 
suddenly  revived  energies,  worked  the  boat 
alongside.  No  sound  or  sign  of  life  came  to 
us,  and  she  was  evidently  abandoned.  She 
proved  to  be  an  Italian  brig,  laden  with  coal, 
but  with  both  her  hatches  stove  in.  Our  first 
care  was  to  sound  the  well.  There  were  four 
feet  of  water  in  the  hold.  The  pumps  were 
choked,  and  we  were  powerless,  therefore,  to 
keep  her  afloat.  Her  crew  had  evidently 
abandoned  her  in  a  panic,  for  we  found 
clothes  in  the  foc'sle  and  ample  provisions 
on  board. 

After  a  hearty  meal  and  a  welcome  ex- 
change of  our  wet  clothes  for  dry,  we  returned 
to  the  well,  and  found  that  the  water  in  the 
hold  had  not  increased  in  depth. 

"  I  do  not  believe  she  is  leaking.  The 
water  must  have  gone  down  through  the 
hatches,"  the  master  said.  And  this  proved 
to  be  the  case.  You  luay  imagine  our  feelings 
of  relief  and  joy.  The  food,  so  much  needed, 
and  the  change  of  clothes,  added  to  this  new 
hope  of  escape,  revived  our  energies,  and  we 
set  to  work  to  clear  the  wreckage  and  rig  up 
a  jury-top-mast  and  jib-boom.  The  hatches 
were  secured  against  further  accidents,  and 
before  night  set  in  we  had  shaped  a  course 
for  the  Falkland  Islands. 

The  log  book  showed  that  the  brig  was 
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bound  from  Cardiff  to  Valparaiso,  and  we 
afterwards  learnt  that  the  crew  had  been 
picked  up  by  the  vesssel  we  had  sighted. 

Next  day  we  succeeded  in  clearing  the 
pumps.    The  wind  freshened  into  another 


gale,  but  by  careful  seamanship  we  weathered 
it  without  much  further  damage,  and  had 
the  satisfaction  of  bringing  the  brig  to  our 
destination  in  safety. 

The  salvage  money  came  to  a  pretty  good 


sum.  which,  when  it  was  divided,  compen- 
sattd  in  some  measure  for  the  hardships  we 
had  endured  owing  to  the  loss  of  our  fine 
ship  the  Golden  Eagle. 

(the  end.) 


GREAT  events  are  taking  place  in  South 
Africa  now.  What  about  the  people 
who  live  there  ?  the  native  inhabitants  of 
the  land  ?  the  Kafirs '?  and  what  about 
Kafir  lads  ?  Such  questions  are  often  asked 
either  in  a  tone  or  accompanied  by  some 
sign  of  contempt,  or  it  may  be  at  times  of 
curiosity,  as  a  man  would  feel  curious  of  any 
other  animals  that  lived  there  ;  and  occa- 
sionally with  a  tone  of  patronage  and  pity 
as  much  as  to  say,  "  Ah  !  what  can  we  do  for 
these  inferior  races,  these  poor  heathen?  " 

But  you  who  read  this  are  English  lads, 
with  young,  free,  and  generous  hearts,  not 
yet  hardened  by  prejudices,  and  ready  to  own 
what  is  good  and  true  and  manly  wher- 
ever you  find  it.  Treat  a  Kafir  as  a  fellow 
man  and  you  will  then  know  that  the  Kafirs 
are  as  fine  a  race  as  any  made  by  God  on 
this  earth,  and  an  examjjle  in  some  ways  to 
many  of  us  English  who  mistakenly  think 
and  speak  of  the  Kafirs  as  an  inferior 
race  ! 

The  Kafir  lads  are  a  fine  set  of  fellows — 
that's  how  I  found  them,  and  I  simply  could 
not  help  loving  and  admiring  them. 

Mind,  I  speak  of  Kafir  lads  only. 

In  South  Africa,  where  I  was  for  two  years, 
there  are  many  other  races,  as  Hottentots 
and  Damaras.  Some  of  these  are  far 
inferior  to  the  Kafir,  but  being  nearly  the 
same  in  colour  are  often  confounded  one 
with  the  other.  Then  again  South  Africa  is 
a  large  country  and  contains  many  tribes 
of  Kafirs,  as  the  Basutos,  Bechuanas, 
Galekas,  Gaikas,  and  Zulus  ;  and  as  even  in 
England  there  is  a  marked  difference 
between  the  north  and  south  country 
people,  so  in  South  Africa,  which  covers  a 
much  vaster  area,  it  must  be  expected  that 
there  are  some  differences  between  the 
various  tribes  of  Kafirs.  But  of  all  genuine 
Kafirs  it  may  be  truly  and  fearlessly  said 
they  are  physically,  mentally,  and  morally  a 
splendid  race. 

I  was  in  South  Africa  at  the  time  of  the 
Zulu  War,  and  had  charge  of  about  thirty 
young  Kafirs,  mostly  Basutos.  One  of  them, 
Motsueni,  was  heir  to  the  chieftainship  of 
the  Basutos. 

The  names  of  some  of  the  others  were 
Sinykuto,  Mahau,  Modiboa,  Mosliesh, 
Lepoqa,  Masopha,  and  Tsetlana. 

They  had  come  down  from  Basutoland 
wearing  only  a  kaross,  that  is,  a  large  square 
rug  made  of  sheepskins,  and  very  handsome 
they  looked.  They  only  spoke  the  Basuto 
dialect  of  the  Kafir  language. 

I  did  not  learn  it,  for  three  reasons — it  is 
impossible  for  any  European  to  learn  it 
perfectly,  owing  to  the  "  clicks  "  ;  they  did 
not  like  me  to  try  to  speak  to  them  in 
their  language  ;  and  thirdly,  they  soon  learnt 
English.  In  fact,  they  seemed  to  work  at  it 
like — well !  like  niggers  ! — I  cannot  give  a 
better  example  of  their  perseverance  than 
this  ;  one  boy,  Sinykuto,  not  satisfied  with 
the  ordinary  writing  lesson,  set  to  work  to 
teach  himself,  but  he  actually  learnt  to 
write  all  words,  figures,  and  letters  upside 
down,  and  he  did  it  so  well  that  I  gave  up  as 
hopeless  trying  to  teach  him  the  usual  way  of 
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By  Eev.  Kobin  B.  Matson,  b.a. 

writing.  Sinykuto  also  got  a  book  of  tunes 
arranged  according  to  the  tonic  sol-fa  system, 
and  he  taught  himself  to  play  two  or  three 
tunes  in  different  keys  on  a  harmonium. 

The  Kafirs  are  very  musical,  and  we  encour- 
aged this  trait  by  having  a  singing  master  to 
teach  them  songs  in  English ;  and  on  wet 
half-holidays  you  might  often  have  heard 
four  or  five  of  them  singing  English  songs 
in  two,  three,  and  even  four  parts  quite 
correctly.  The  hymn  tunes  in  the  daily 
chapel  services  were  generally  sung  properly 
in  parts,  as  we  had  three  or  four  Kafir  men, 
besides  teachers  and  pupil-teachers. 

I  had  a  piano  in  my  room  adjoining  the 
school,  and  often  some  of  the  Basutos 
came  in  to  hear  it.  A  trick  of  mine  caused 
some  of  them  to  have  a  very  great  respect 
for  that  piano.  It  was  out  of  order.  I 
took  off  the  front  board  above  the  keys, 
and  exposed  all  the  strings.  Then  I  half 
opened  the  bottom  board  below  the  keys.  I 
asked  a  good-natured,  merry-hearted  Basuto 
to  put  his  head  behind  the  board  and  he 
would  see  what  made  the  music.  He  did  so, 
and  I  then  drew  a  ruler  across  the  bass 
strings.  That  Basuto  quickly  jumped  back, 
exclaiming,  "  It  is  a  god  !    It  thunders." 

Many  games  peculiar  to  themselves,  and 
good  for  training  the  eye  and  hand,  the 
Basutos  used  to  play,  and  they  took  well  to 
cricket.  Their  quickness  of  eye,  hand,  and 
body  was  wonderfully  shown  by  the  longstop. 
On  the  rough  grassless  ground,  where  the 
balls  hopped  and  jumped  all  manners  of 
ways,  he  seldom  let  one  pass  him. 

We  had  a  carpenter's  shop,  and  they  soon 
were  able  to  handle  the  tools  well.  In  school 
they  learned  arithmetic,  and  made  rapid 
progress.  They  also  learned  Latin,  which 
I  thought  a  cruelly  foolish  subject  to  give 
them,  but  I  was  helpless  in  the  matter.  At 
first  I  found  it  very  difticult  to  distinguish 
one  Kafir  from  another — all  being  black 
made  them  seem  alike  to  me ;  but  by  degrees 
I  noticed  there  were  many  different  shades 
of  black  and  even  of  brown. 

They  had  a  great  desire  to  be  and  do  every- 
thing that  was  English.  This  desire  was 
sometimes  shown  in  very  amusing  ways.  It 
seemed  to  them  English,  and,  therefore,  the 
correct  thing,  to  have  a  parting  in  the  hair. 
With  their  short  crisp  curly  hair,  or  wool  as 
some  call  it,  they  found  that  a  parting  was 
impossible.  Determined,  however,  not  to  be 
beaten,  they  met  together  periodically  and 
operated  on  one  another's  heads  with  a  pair 
of  scissors,  cutting  out  a  parting  in  the  de- 
sired place ! 

After  two  years  of  very  hard  work  and  still 
harder  worry  my  health  broke  down,  and  re- 
luctantly I  had  to  part  from  my  Kafir  lads, 
and  returned  to  England. 

I  often  think  of  them,  their  well-made 
figures -and  active  rounded  limbs;  their  in- 
nocent mirth  and  fun  ;  their  childlike  sim- 
plicity, their  anxiety  and  keenness  to  learn, 
and  their  complete  trust.  I  know  that  some 
are  otherwise,  but  it  is  too  often  because 
they  have  learned  their  vices  from  the  white 
man,  from  so-called  Christians. 

Where,  I  often  think,  are  my  Kafir  lads 


now?  Many  of  them,  I  fear,  killed  in  the 
foolish  wars  which  so  often  break  out  in 
South  Africa  among  the  Kafii's,  because, 
owing  to  different  orders  from  different 
Governments,  they  do  not  know  what  is  really 
meant,  and  so,  like  children  as  they  ment- 
ally are,  they  at  last  rebel. 

I  will  finish  with  a  letter  from  one  of  my 
Basuto  lads,  who  was  fighting  on  the  Govern- 
ment side  when  last  I  heard. 

To  Mr.  R.  B.  Matson. 

Basutoland. 

Sir, — I  have  the  honour  to  send  this  my 
despatch  unto  you  with  great  respect.  The 
only  thing  that  I  will  make  information  it  is 
concerning  Moorosi's  war.  I  will  tell  you 
what  I  have  seen  and  what  I  have  done. 

We  were  all  at  home,  no  one  knew  any- 
thing should  happen,  one  day  the  chief  com- 
mander ordered  all  the  people  of  Basutoland 
to  go  fight  with  Moorosi.  We  arrived  at 
Phathtalla,  where  we  captured  many  cattle 
and  horses,  and  sheep,  goats.  We  sent  them 
home  with  our  shepherds,  and  the  rest  went 
to  across  the  river  named  Orange  river.  Next 
day  we  matched  at  Moorosi's  country,  we 
acrossed  the  another  brook  named  Tele, 
where  the  first  war  has  taken  place  between 
the  English  and  Baphuthi.  Our  eyes  were 
expected.  We  fought  a  great  battle  with 
Baphuthi.  We  captured  many  head  of  cattle 
and  on  our  side  we  lost  one  chief  named 
Lenknane,  the  brother  of  Moshesh,  the  son 
of  Mokhachane.  I  and  my  father's  people 
were  one  side  of  the  river  which  is  named 
Zehaijali,  and  came  with  us  many  head  of 
cattle  and  sheep,  goats,  500  cattle  and  800 
sheep  goats,  altogether. 

When  we  came  back  the  sun  was  gone 
down  already  and  our  friends  were  gone  to 
the  camp  and  our  horses  were  very  tired.  I 
told  my  father's  men  to  get  off  on  horses' 
back,  even  those  who  have  strong  horses'  but 
the  enemies  came  in  front  of  us ;  some  of 
them  came  side  of  us,  nevertheless  we  could 
not  afraid  of  them  ;  we  walked  bravely  as  the 
brave  men  always  do ;  Oh !  how  brave  are 
we !  but  even  you,  you  should  surprised,  if 
you  could  see  us,  we  walked  on  foot  all  night, 
I  did  save  much  people  by  walking  on  foot. 
Jonathan  Molappo  the  uncle  of  John  Mot- 
sueni send  his  messenger  unto  me,  that  I 
should  leave  the  men  alone  and  sheep  goats 
because  the  enemies  were  in  front  of  us.  I 
refused  to  the  Jonathan's  messenger  and 
said,  I  could  not  leave  my  father's  men  and 
this  flock  unless  the  enemies  should  come 
and  take  them  from  us.  I  should  rather 
suffer  for  them,  and  I  said  to  the  Jonathan's 
man  :  I  have  taken  these  things  from  the 
enemies ;  how  hard  is  to  me  to  leave  them 
behind  ;  go  just  now  to  tell  your  chief  that  I 
am  refusing  to  leave  these  cattle  and  sheep 
goats.  This  action  of  mine  is  well-known 
among  all  my  countrj-men. 

Will  you  oblige  answer  me,  then  I  shall 
tell  you  more  about  Moorosi's  war. 
I  have  the  honour 

Yours  faithfully 

D.  W.  Lepoqo  Masopha. 
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As  I  sit  beside  the  fire  here,  idle  hand  and 
idle  brain, 

Memories  of  the  past  are  crowding  through 

my  dreaming  lieart  again  ; 
While  I  watch  the  dying  embers  flickering  in 

a  feeble  blaze, 
Fondly  I  recall  the  faded  glory  of  the  olden 

days. 

Hark  !  once  more  I  hear  the  bugles  sound 

the  charge,  high,  shrill,  and  clear, 
And  it  sends  my  old  heart  leaping  as  the 

music  strikes  my  ear  ; 
Now  the  breathless  rush  of  onset  makes  my 

failing  pulses  beat. 
And  my  brain  throbs  with  the  thunder  of  our 

horses'  flying  feet. 


"CHARGE!  " 

(See  paye  C97.) 

By  Egbert  Eichardson,  b.a. 

Once  more  as  of  yore  I'm  leading  to  the  fray 

my  old  brigade. 
Fast  behind  me  pricking  fifty  trusty  spears 

in  rest  are  laid  ; 
All  the  air  is  filled  with  battle,  clang  of 

shield,  and  clash  of  steel, 
And  before  our  fierce  assault,  lad,  I  can  see 

the  foemen  reel. 

Hither,  now,  my  grandson  Hubert,  stand  a 

while  beside  my  knee. 
Hold  you  fast  the  bright  tradition  of  the 

ancient  chivalry  ; 
Yes,  you  keep  your  father's  stature,  and  your 

mother's  eyes  and  face. 
See  you  keep  unbroken,  Hubert,  the  long 

record  of  our  race. 


Ne'er  be  forward  in  a  quarrel,  hold  thy 

knighthood  clear  01  blame ; 
Be  the  last  to  bare  thy  sword,  boy,  and  the 

first  to  sheathe  the  same  ; 
Never  draw  on  weaker  foeman,  never  launch 

an  empty  vaunt, 
Slow  to  heed  an  idle  jest,  lad,  swift  to  check 

a  braggart's  taunt. 

The  old  days  were  great  and  glorious,  days 

of  splendid  victory, 
When  a  wily  foeman  threatened  England's 

realm  on  land  and  sea  ; 
When  each  morning  brought  adventure,  and 

to  every  man  the  chauee. 
Ere  the  night,  his  spurs  of  winning  by  the 

prowess  of  his  lance. 


Now,  thank  God,  the  times  are  lighter,  foreign  perils  few  and 
far, 

England  knows  a  litule  respite  from  the  blood-red  hand  of 
war ; 

But  the  day  may  happen,  Hubert,  sooner  than  our  wisest 
know. 

When  she'll  need  her  stoutest  hearts  and  hands  against  the 
sudden  foe. 


Yes,  my  time  is  drawing  closer,  and  my  day  is  nearly 
run. 

As  yon  smouldering  embers  dwindle  ebbs  away  life's  little 
sun  ; 

But  I  know  that  I  am  leaving  those  who'll  keep  our  name 
and  shield 

Bright  as  they  were  ever,  Hubert,— first  in  court  and  first 
in  field. 


NOTES  FROM  MY  LOG;    OR,   TRUE  STORIES  OF  ADVENTURE  AND  PERIL. 

By  Eear-Admiral  W.  E.  Kennedy. 

(]Vith  Illustrations  by  the  Anihor.) 


WHILST  in  the  river  I  used  frequently  to  be 
sent  away  with  despatches  to  various 
posts,_  and  I  always  took  advantage  of  these 
occasions  to  replenish  our  larder.  Having 
delivered  my  despatches  I  devoted  the 
return  journey  to  sport,  shooting  along  the 
banks  whilst  the  boat  was  being  tracked 
against  the  current  by  the  boat's  crew,  like  a 
canal  boat,  this  being  less  labour  than  pull- 
ing, and  I  often  succeeded  in  making  tolera- 
ble bags  of  ducks  and  snipe  in  this  way.  On 
one  occasion  whilst  pulling  slowly  up  the 
river  we  espied  two  fat  ducks  on  the  bank, 
so  we  pulled  in  and  bagged  them  both.  The 
bowman  who  got  out  to  retrieve  the  birds 
said  there  was  a  whole  flock  of  them  in  the 
field,  so  we  landed  and  blazed  into  the 
brown  of  them  till  the  ammunition  was  ex- 
pended, when  we  proceeded  to  gather  up  the 
slain,  amounting  to  the  prodigious  number 
of  180,  sufficient  to  supply  the  fleet.  It  is 
almost  needless  to  say  that  these  were  tame 
■ducks.  The  "  game  "  was  distributed  amongst 
the  ships,  and  the  balance  amongst  the  boats' 
crews,  and  lasted  us  for  a  long  time. 

New  Year's  Day  had  come  and  gone,  and 
we  entered  the  year  1857,  which  brings  me 
to  a  very  sad  part  of  my  story.  At  this  time 
we  had  three  of  the  Calcutta's  boats  up  the 
river,  the  launch,  pinnace,  and  cutter.  The 
latter  was  in  charge  of  a  young  master's 
assistant,  the  same  one  who  had  been  with 
me  in  the  adventure  in  Canton  when  we  had 
been  so  nearly  caught.  We  had  been  up  the 
viver  together  the  whole  time  from  the  first, 
and  had  shared  many  perilous  adventures 
side  by  side.  Being  nearly  of  the  same  age 
and  having  been  thrown  so  much  together, 
we  had  formed  a  sincere  friendship  for  each 
other,  and  I  felt  for  him  the  affection  of  a 
brother,  coupled  with  admiration  for  his  cool- 
ness and  gallantry. 

On  Sunday,  January  4,  we  heard  that  our 
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captain  was  going  to  read  service  and  preach 
a  sermon  in  the  little  English  Church  at- 
tached to  the  factories,  which  had  escaped 
from  the  general  destruction.  As  we  had 
not  had  the  opportunity  of  attending  church 
since  we  left  the  ship  three  months  before, 
we  agreed  to  go  and  hear  what  the  skipper 
had  to  say,  so  we  put  on  our  best  clothes, 
such  as  they  were,  and  made  ourselves  as 
respectable  as  our  scanty  means  allowed. 
Amongst  our  treasures  was  a  pot  of  pomatum 
which  we  had  picked  up  somewhere  and 
turned  to  account,  I  rubbing  the  pomatum 
into  my  chum's  curly  pate  with  both  hands. 
So  to  church  we  went  and  heard  a  very  good 
extempore  sermon  from  our  kind  old  captain 
about  beiiig  always  ready  to  die,  &o.  I  re- 
member it  so  well.  Coming  out  of  church  I 
met  the  commander,  who  told  me  I  was 
required  to  go  down  the  river  with  despatches 
to  Macao  Fort,  the  same  that  we  had  taken 
in  the  early  days,  and  which  was  now  garri- 
soned by  a  lieutenant  and  a  party  belonging 
to  H.M.S.  Sibylla. 

Nothing  suited  me  better,  and  as  soon  as 
my  men  had  had  their  dinner,  I  started  in 
the  pinnace,  calling  alongside  the  Coro- 
mandel  to  pick  up  another  young  midship- 
man named  Byles,  now  a  captain,  who  had 
arranged  to  accompany  me  for  the  trip. 

We  had  got  about  a  mile  down  the  river 
from  Canton  when  we  met  with  a  boat  coming 
up  with  all  speed  from  Macao  Fort.  They 
reported  that  a  large  tleet  of  Mandarin  junks 
had  come  down  the  Fatshan  Creek  with  the 
evident  intention  of  attacking  the  fort,  and 
this  boat  was  on  her  way  to  Canton  to  in- 
form the  admiral  and  ask  for  immediate 
assistance.  Having  told  us  this  much,  the 
boat  proceeded  on  her  way.  We  immediately 
held  a  council  of  war  in  the  pinnace,  and 
having  taken  the  coxswain  into  our  confi- 
dence we  decided  to  attack  the  junks.  My 


duty  was  clearly  to  deliver  my  despatches  to 
the  fort  and  place  myself  under  the  orders 
of  the  lieutenant  in  charge,  especially  as  the 
junks,  which  we  could  now  plainly  see  drawn 
up  in  battle  array,  were  beyond  the  fort. 
But  such  a  chance  was  not  to  be  thrown 
away,  and  we  thought  there  could  be  no 
harm  in  reconnoitring  the  junks  and  having 
a  brush  with  them  before  the  boats  of  the 
squadron  could  arrive.  Having  thus  decided 
we  swept  rapidly  down  the  river  wiih  the 
current.  On  passing  the  fort  we  were  hailed 
to  know  where  we  were  going ;  the  answer 
was  pointing  to  the  junks  ahead. 

I  am  not  prepared  to  justify  this  foohsh 
proceeding,  v/hich  was  not  only  contrary  to 
orders,  but  quite  preposterous,  seeing  that  the 
junks  numbered  at  least  eighty,  heavily 
armed  with  32-pounders  ;  whilst  we  were  in  an 
open  boat  armed  only  with  a  12-pounder  brass 
howitzer.  But  at  eighteen  years  of  age  mid- 
shipmen are  not  always  gifted  with  discretion. 
On  getting  within  range  we  opened  tire  with 
our  little  gun,  pitching  our  shot  well  into  the 
brown  of  them.  The  junks  were  at  anchor 
lying  with  their  heads  up  the  river ;  they 
were  moored  in  a  half  moon  right  across  the 
river  and  extending  partly  up  the  creek. 
(See2)lan,  p.  699.) 

At  first  the  Chinamen  took  no  notice  of 
us,  apparently  disdaining  so  insignificant  a 
foe,  but  as  our  shots  began  to  tell  and  we 
drew  closer  and  closer  to  them,  they  suddenly, 
with  one  accord,  opened  fire  on  us  right 
along  the  line,  and  in  an  instant  the  water 
alongside  us  was  ploughed  into  a  sheet  of 
foam.  Some  of  the  junks  now  slewed  broad- 
side on,  and  others,  manning  their  oars, 
advanced  with  loud  shouts  to  the  attack. 
We  saw  at  once  that  we  had  gone  too  far. 
and  had  fallen  into  a  trap.  The  current  was 
sweeping  us  down  on  to  the  junks,  and 
retreat  was  impossible.    There  was  nothing 
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for  it  but  to  do  our  best,  so,  putting  a  bold 
face  on  it,  we  blazed  away,  keeping  the  boat's 
bow  to  the  enemy,  and  backing  with  the  oars 
against  the  stream.  I  was  forward  at  the 
gun  with  four  men  loading  and  tiring  as  fast 
as  we  could.  My  young  friend  was  at  the 
helm  and  the  coxswain  passing  the  powder 
forward,  when  one  of  those  panics  occurred 
which  sometimes  takes  place  with  the  best 
men,  and,  to  their  shame  be  it  said,  ten  men 
out  of  the  fourteen  comprising  the  boat's 
crew  lay  down  in  the  bottom  of  the  boat. 
In  vain  I  ordered,  entreated,  even  threatened 
them  with  my  revolver.  My  friend  gallantly 
supported  me,  and  so  did  the  coxswain,  using 
the  boat's  tiller  upon  their  heads  with  effect. 
The  boat  meanwhile  was  drifting  helplessly 
to  destruction,  and  the  Chinamen  were 
yelling  with  delight  as  their  prey  seemed 


us,  and  I  should  not  be  alive  to  tell  the 
tale. 

The  Chinamen  were  slowly  but  surely 
advancing,  when  looking  backward?,  to  our 
joy  and  relief,  we  beheld  the  Coromandel 
with  the  admiral's  flag  flying  aboard  her, 
and  the  boats  of  the  squadron  in  tow  com- 
ing down  the  river  to  our  assistance.  It  was 
indeed  none  too  soon,  for  we  were  nearly 
done.  The  little  brass  gun  had  served  us 
well,  but  was  now  so  hot  we  could  hardly 
bear  to  tough  it,  and  it  kicked  so  that  at  the 
56th  round  the  breeching  broke  and  the  gun 
came  in  nearly  on  the  top  of  me  and  became 
useless.  At  this  critical  moment  the  Coro- 
mandel had  got  within  range,  and  the 
Chinamen  turned  their  attention  to  her,  she 
returning  the  fire  with  her  24  pounder 
howitzers  and  rockets.     But  it  was  even 


The  admiral  now  ordered  the  boats  to 
land  and  protect  the  Macao  Fort,  as  the  junks 
were  sweeping  towards  it,  and  the  Coro- 
mandel backed  astern,  as  there  was  no  room 
for  her  to  turn  in  that  part  of  the  river. 

We  landed  at  the  back  of  the  fort,  and 
manning  the  parapets  kept  up  a  fire  from 
our  rifles  at  the  junks,  as  we  had  no  large 
gun  there.  The  junks  approached  within 
300  yards  and  hammered  away  at  us,  sending 
the  stones  flying  but  doing  us  no  harm,  when, 
finding  they  were  getting  well  peppered  them- 
selves, they  retreated  leisurely  to  their  old 
quarters  in  the  Fatshan  Creek. 

'We  then  found  out  that  their  object  in 
coming  out  was  to  sink  some  junks  loaded 
with  stones  on  the  bar,  and  thus  block  the 
river  and  cut  off  our  retreat,  which  they  suc- 
ceeded in  doing.    The  Encounter  had  come 


almost  within  their  reach.  In  the  Macao 
Fort  they  had  no  guns  to  help  us,  but  we 
could  hear  the  cheers  of  the  garrison  as  they 
manned  the  parapet  to  encourage  us.  At 
last  the  boat's  crew  became  alive  to  the 
danger  and  returned  to  their  duty.  Manning 
the  oars  and  facing  forward,  they  backed  the 
boat  against  the  stream.  To  turn  tail  would 
have  been  fatal,  as  the  junks  pulling  100 
oars  apiece  could  have  caught  us  in  no  time, 
so  we  managed  to  keep  our  front  to  the 
enemy  and  used  the  gun  with  effect. 

But  this  unequal  contest  could  not  last 
long.  The  shots  were  dropping  round  us, 
wetting  us  with  the  spray  or  whizzing  over 
us.  They  dropped  about  the  oars,  plunged 
under  the  bows,  shook  the  ensign  staff,  and 
in  fact  did  everything  but  hit  us  !  It  was 
only  a  question  of  time,  however,  for  at  last 
a  shot  would  be  sure  to  strike  the  boat, 
and  then  it  would  have  been  all  over  with 


now  a  most  unequal  contest,  for  these  pop- 
guns were  no  match  for  eighty  heavily  armed 
junks  with  32  pounders  in  the  bows,  and 
20  broadside  guns  apiece  besides. 

As  soon  as  the  steamer  stopped  I  took  the 
opportunity  of  slipping  alongside  and  putting 
my  young  friend  on  board  his  own  ship. 
The  admiral  was  on  the  bridge,  and  sent  for 
me  just  to  say  that  I  had  no  business  to  be 
where  I  had  been  ;  but  it  was  no  time  for  ex- 
planation, for  the  Chinamen  had  got  our 
range  and  the  shot  were  flying  about  us. 
Just  as  I  stepped  back  into  my  boat  I  met 
my  chum  with  whom  I  had  been  to  church 
in  the  morning ;  he  was  in  charge  of  the 
cutter,  and  was  longing  to  make  for  the 
enemy.  His  name  was  Pearn.  "  Why  don't 
they  let  us  go  at  the  beggars,"  said  he.  Poor 
fellow !  they  were  his  last  words,  for  at  that 
moment  a  round  shot  came  skipping  along 
the  water  and  struck  him  on  the  chest. 


down  the  river  to  our  assistance,  but  too  late 
to  be  of  any  use.  As  soon  as  ever  I  could 
get  away  I  went  on  board  her  to  see  the  last 
of  my  poor  shipmate,  whose  body  had  been 
sent  to  that  ship.  I  found  him  in  a  cot  in 
the  cockpit ;  he  looked  as  if  he  were  asleep, 
and  his  countenance  was  quite  composed ; 
the  shot  appeared  to  have  grazed  his  chest 
and  a  piece  of  iron  had  pierced  his  lungs. 
I  had  a  knife  in  my  pocket  with  which  I  cut 
off  a  lock  of  his  hair,  and  I  thought  of  how 
but  a  few  hours  before  I  had  rubbed  the 
pomatum  into  his  curly  pate  which  he  laugh- 
ingly put  down  for  me  to  operate  upon. 

Havingkissed  the  cold  forehead  I  reverently  ' 
covered  the  remains  with  the  Union  Jack 
and  returned  sadly  in  my  boat  to  Canton. 
Next  day  the  body  was  sent  down  to  Hong 
Kong  to  be  laid  beside  other  of  his  shipmates 
in  the  burial  ground  at  Happy  Valley. 

{To  he  continued.) 
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SOME  PAPER  NOVELTIES. 


AMONG  the  many  curiosities  made  from  a 
single  piece  of  paper,  I  have  seen 
boats,  tea-cups,  fish,  frogs,  and  even  a  kettle 
in  which  jou  could  boil  water.  The  last  two 
were  made  from  descriptions  given  in  the 
"Boy's  Own  Paper,"  and  I  may  say  that  the 
kettle  worked  admirably. 

The  greatest  curiosity  in  my  collection, 
however,  is  a  paper  "  Junk "  made  by  a 
friend  of  mine  out  of  a  square  piece  of  paper. 
It  has  sails,  two  seats,  and  a  hold,  and  for 
the  benefit  of  those  who  would  like  to  "  try  a 
hand "  at  making  one,  I  will  endeavour  to 
give  a  description  of  this  simple  yet  inge- 
nious toy. 

Take  a  square  piece  of  paper  (not  too 
thick,  but  of  medium  quality)  and  fold  it  in 
half  at  the  opposite  angles,  then  unfold  it 


and  fold  it  again  at  the  other  opposite  angles, 
producing  the  creases  as  shown  in  a. 


I. — CHINESE  JUNK. 

fig.  B.  Next  turn  the  corners  from  the 
centre  back  to  the  edge  (fig.  c) ;  now  take  any 
two  corners  on  the  same  side  of  the  square 
(corners  marked  1,  1)  and  fold  at  2,  2,  so 
that  the  points  1,  1  shall  be  directly  in  a  line 
with  the  points  3,  3  ;  repeat  this  on  the  oppo- 
site side,  then  unfold  and  repeat  on  the  two 
remaining  sides,  leaving  it  in  the  form  d  ;  fold 


Now  take  each  comer  and  fold  it  in  to  the 
centre,  or  where  the  creases  cross,  producing 


on  the  dotted  lines  in  d  back  towards  the 
centre  of  the  figure,  and  pull  the  corners  1,  1 
outwards,  and  fold  the  underneath  part  3, 
towards  the  centre  3,  producing  fig.  e  ;  repeat 


Ji 

1. 

 ^ 

2  

4 

\ 

5 

on  the  other  side  and  it  will  give  you  f,  and 
by  doubling  this  backwards  you  will  have 
two  boats,  side  by  side,  f*. 


By  pulling  the  flap  on  the  inside  of  each 
boat  outwards  (fig.  g),  and  folding  across  the 
dotted  lines  in  fig.  «  in  the  order  of  the 
numerals,  you  will  have  a  purse ;  extend  this 
by  pushing  the  centre-piece  downwards  and 
you  will  have  a  box  (h). 


Now  depress  the  sides,  c  c,  and  turn  the 
lower  corners,  a  a,  b  b,  to  the  centre  d,  at  the 
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back  or  underneath,  and  you  will  have  a 
figure  resembling  a  picture  frame  without  a 
picture  (fig.  I)  ;  fold  backwards  across  the 
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dotted  line  and  you  will  have  j,  and  by 
pulling  the  ends  b  b  gently  outwards  you 
will  produce  fig.  k,  or  a  "  Chinese  Junk.'' 


Now  raise  the  upper  part  of  the  deck,  c  c, 
and  you  will  have  sails  for  your  boat  (l). 


A  small  piece  of  gravel  placed  in  the  centre 
will  do  for  ballast,  and  you  Will  find  that  she 
will  sail  moderately  well  in  a  light  breeze. 

This  may  look  difficult  at  first,  but  stick  to 
it,  and  follow  the  instructions  closely,  and 
you  caimot  fail  to  get  it  right  at  last.  "If 
at  first  you  don't  succeed,  try,  try,  try 
again." 

(To  be  continued.) 
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FROM  the  very  earliest  times  of  which  w^e 
have  any  record,  pigeons  and  doves  have 
been  favourites  with  mankind.  It  was  a 
dove,  you  know,  that  was  sent  forth  from 
the  ark,  twice,  to  find  out  if  the  waters  were 
assuaged,  and  returned  the  second  time  with 
a  sprig  of  green  in  its  bill. 
Both  pigeons  and  doves  are  such  gentle 


ON  PIGEONS  AND  DOVES  AS  PETS. 

By  Goedon  Stables,  cm.,  m.d.,  r.n. 

creatures  that  one  cannot  help  liking  them. 
I  had  a  lovely  pure  white  pigeon  once,  who 
was  my  companion  for  many  a  long  month 
on  the  coast  of  Africa.  How  he  came  into 
my  possession  was  this.  I  was  in  the  habit 
of'making  feather  flowers,  and  before  sailing 
from  the  Cape  I  sent  a  boy  on  shore  to  go  to 
I  market  to  purchase  me  a  white  pigeon  for 


the  feathers.  I  had  no  idea  he  would  brmg 
me  a  live  one.    But  he  did. 

"I'll  twist  his  neck  for  you,  sir,  in  a, 
moment,"  said  the  steward. 

"  Steward,"  I  replied,  assuming  my  sternest 
demeanour,  "  I'd  kick  you  all  round  the  ship 
if  you  did,  and  end  up  by  twisting  your  neck." 
So  the  pigeon  became  my  pet,  living  in  my 
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cabin,  with  my  cocked-hat  box  for  a  dove- 
cot, and  makaig  himself  generally  jolly. 
During  my  absence  on  shove,  however,  at 
Delagoa  Bay,  my  pet  was  scared  and  flew 
away. 

It  is  always  the  way  with  creatures  we 
love  in  this  world ;  they  fly  away,  or  get 
killed,  or  something.  Mary  had  a  little 
lamb,  you  know,  and  I  had  my  pet  pigeon. 

Well,  pigeons  for  boys,  and  doves  for  my 
girl  readers,  of  whom  I  believe  the  "  B.O.P." 
has  now  a  large  number,  which  is  ever  on 
the  increase. 

Pigeons  may  be  kept  either  in  a  specially 
prepared  loft,  or  in  a  garden  pigeonry ;  or,  if 
you  only  desire  to  go  in  for  the  commoner 
sorts,  such  as  fantails,  runts,  etc.,  they  will  do 
excellently  well  in  a  cot  placed  upon  a  pole, 
or  one  fastened  to  the  side  of  a  house. 

They  will  breed  in  the  cot  if  it  be  not  too 
small,  and,  really,  in  a  cot  they  give  very 
little  trouble  indeed ;  they  find  most  of  their 
food  about  the  grounds  or  neighbourhood,  and 
are  quite  contented  if  they  get  a  handful  or 
two  of  corn  thrown  down  to  them  now  and 
then ;  and  this  they  will  even  share  with  the 
fowls.  But  by  tending  them  carefully  in  the 
matter  of  feeding,  pigeons  of  this  sort  become 
very  tame  ;  they  will  come  at  call,  perching 
on  one's  head  or  shoulders,  and  eating  either 
from  hand  or  mouth. 

But  the  cot  should  be  kept  clean  ;  if  yovt 
allow  it  to  get  blocked  up  with  filth  you 
cannot  expect  your  favourites  to  be  either 
very  healthy  or  very  happy. 

Just  a  line  or  two  about  carriers — I  mean, 
properly  speaking,  homers,  for  carriers  are 
different.  The  best  are  probably  the  Belgian 
voyageurs.  They  fly  by  sight,  at  least  so  it 
is  said  by  savants,  and  not  by  some  sense  or 
other  that  human  beings  know  nothing  about. 
There  are  many,  however,  who  still  believe 
in  this  instinct  or  second  sense  ;  yet  if  they 
possessed  it  darkness  would  hardly  baffle 
them,  nor  fog  either,  and  it  is  a  well-known 
fact  that  both  do. 

Voyageurs  that  are  intended  to  be  the 
bearers  of  messages  must  be  bred  and  born 
on  the  premises.  They  are  trained  to  distance 
flying  gradually,  and  the  fancy  is  a  very, 
very  pretty  one. 

They  do  not  take  messages  from  home, 
as  some  boys  believe,  but  to  their  home. 
But  if  you  are  going  to  a  distance — away 
into  the  country,  for  example — by  taking 
a  couple  of  pigeons  with  you,  you  are  quite 
independent  of  the  post  or  telegraph.  You 
have  a  post  of  your  own.  You  write  your 
message  home  with  a  tiny  pen  on  foreign 
note  paper,  seal  it  up  in  a  small  quill,  and 
attach  it  to  a  tail-feather,  for  instance,  and 
throw  up  your  messenger.  Away  he  goes, 
after  soaring  about  for  a  brief  spell,  and 
no  express  train  can  beat  the  speed  of  his 
flight.  Arrived  at  home,  he  enters  through 
a  kind  of  trap,  which  may  be  made  to  com- 
municate with  the  house  by  means  of  an 
electric  or  ordinary  bell,  and  so  your  little 
letter  is  received. 

The  pigeon-post  of  armies  is  a  very  remark- 
able one,  and  was  first  inaugurated  during 
the  terrible  siege  of  Paris  by  the  Germans. 

Pigeons  were  taken  away  in  balloons,  and 
returned  laden  with  photographic  communi- 
cations. 

On  the  whole,  a  boy  could  hardly  have  a 
better  hobby  than  that  of  homing  pigeons. 

Well,  I  advise  your  having  a  good  book  if 
you  mean  to  go  in  for  pigeons.  As  in 
canaries,  the  Cassells  have  a  very  large  book, 
which  gives  coloured  plates.  They  have 
also  a  smaller.  Then  there  is  Lyell's  3s.  6d. 
book — a  capital  work.  If  you  mean  to  go 
thoroughly  in  for  the  fancy,  no  smaller  book 
would  be  of  very  much  use. 

I  am  often  asked  what  is  the  price  of  this 
or  that  breed  of  pigeon.    There  really  is  no 


fixed  price,  so  much  depends  upon  properties 
and  pedigree.  I  believe  £50  to  £100  have 
been  ungrudgingly  paid  often  enough  for 
certain  pigeons. 

In  mentioning  ordinary  dove-cot  pigeons, 
I  ought  to  have  said  that  the  quarters  of  each 
pair  should  be  so  contrived,  by  means  of 
partitions,  that  they  can  stand  together  and 
bill  and  coo  on  their  own  balconies,  without 
seeing  or  being  seen  by  their  next-door 
neighbours.  The  living  or  nesting  boxes  in 
the  cot  should  not  be  less  than  14  inches  x 
14,  and  a  foot  high.  They  ought  to  be 
square  too,  and  thus  easily  cleaned  out, 
whereas  if  there  are  corners  here  and  there, 
filth  is  accumulated  and  proper  sanitation 
rendered  impossible. 

The  Pigeon  Loft. — This  may  be  above  a 
barn,  byre,  or  stable— preferably  the  barn. 
An  attic  in  towns  is  sometimes  used  as  a 
pigeon  loft,  but,  if  it  is,  extra  precautions  as  to 
cleanhness  must  be  taken.  Suppose,  then,  that 
your  parents  permit  you  to  go  in  for  pigeons, 
and  allow  you  to  take  possession  of  a  loft. 
Your  desires  will  naturally  turn  to  fancy 
pigeons,  yet  I  always  advise  my  boys  to  gain  ex- 
perience first  with,  say,  pouters  and  tumblers. 
The  former  are  curious,  the  latter,  if  you 
have  a  good  strain,  are  most  interesting  in 
their  strange  flights,  and  very  pretty  as  well. 
As  the  very  choice  and  fancy  varieties  are 
not  permitted  to  fly  where  they  please,  they 
must  have  a  nice  large  flight  built  for  them 
in  front  of  the  loft. 

Not  having  space  here  to  describe  this 
aviary,  I  advise  you,  before  you  begin  to 
throw  it  out  or  up,  to  have  a  look  at  some 
i  really  good  one.    You  would  thus  in  a  quarter 
;  of  an  hour  learn  more  than  I  could  tell  you 
I  in  a  column.    It  had  best  be  supported  from 
the  ground  by  wooden  pillars  well  let  into 
the  earth.    This  rough  work  some  one  else 
must  do  for  you.    Then  the  top  of  this  porch 
arrangement  is  floored  over,  and  the  aviary 
built  above,  from  light  woodwork  and  wire 
mesh.    The  roof  should  be  protected  by  felt, 
and  one  side  as  well :  that  towards  the  north 
and  east. 

In  such  an  aviary  as  this  the  birds  would 
have  plenty  of  fresh  air  and  sunshine  as 
well. 

Its  floor  should  be  plentifully  sprinkled 
with  sand,  gravel,  and  the  lime  off  old  walls. 

A  garden  pigeonry  may  be  made  quite  a 
thing  of  beauty  and  a  joy,  if  not  for  ever,  at 
least  until  you  become  a  man,  and  go  forth 
arrayed  in  wisdom  and  determination  to 
fight  the  battle  of  life  successfully.  But 
,1  returning  to  the  loft :  you  must  have  a  nice 
hopper,  one  from  which  the  seed  cannot  be 
easily  spilt.  This  must  always  be  kept  clean, 
and  kept  also  well  supplied  with  food. 

Food  should  be  given  at  night,  because  the 
birds  get  up  in  the  morning  long  before  lazy  i 
boys,  and  it  will  be  a  losing  game  for  you  if 
you  starve  them. 

The  drinking  fountain  also  stands  on  the 
loft  floor,  and  you  must  see  that  this,  too,  is 
always  kept  clean  and  well  filled  with  the 
purest  soft  water.  It  should  be  rinsed  out 
every  morning,  else,  if  you  let  it  get  foul,  you 
may  look  out  for  diarrhoea  and  even  canker 
in  the  loft,  and  that  will  spoil  your  pleasure 
and  profit  as  well. 

It  is  bad  enough  in  all  conscience  to  have 
unclean  rabbit  hutches,  but  ten  times  worse 
to  have  a  dirty  pigeon  loft.  i 

Well,  on  the  walls  of  your  loft  you  will  have 
perches  here  and  there,  suitable  in  thickness 
to  the  birds'  feet,  and  so  placed  that  nothing 
underneath  can  be  fouled  by  droppings.  [ 

At  the  sides  of  the  loft  are  the  nesting  , 
boxes  or  shelves  with  L-shaped  screens,  inside 
which  are  placed  the  nesting  pans  with  a 
little  sawdust  in  them. 

The  breeding  pigeon  may  probably  despise 
these  and  choose  for  herself  a  nesting-place 


in  some  corner.  If  she  does  so,  she  must  on 
no  account  be  disturbed.  Any  kind  of  rough 
building  material  might  be  supplied,  such  as 
twigs,  straw,  or  heather. 

Put  gravel  and  old  lime  on  the  floor. 

The  bath  is  a  shallow  earthenware  pan, 
roomy  and  round,  which  you  had  best  place 
in  the  aviary,  to  save  the  floor  of  the  loft  from 
being  wetted. 

Salt-cat  is  a  mixture  of  rough  salt,  gravel 
and  old  lime  from  walls  wetted  with  water, 
and  stood  in  any  old  dish  in  the  corner  of 
the'loft. 

You  will  need  some  tools  if  you  mean  to  go 
in  thoroughly  for  pigeons,  such  as  a  scraper,  a 
broom,  and  a  strong  iron  shovel.  Also  mouse- 
proof  boxes  in  which  to  keep  your  grain  and 
seeds. 

Whitewashing  the  loft  and  thoroughly 
disinfecting  it  with  Calvert's  carbolic  must 
be  done  about  once  in  four  or  five  months, 
all  repairs  being  seen  to  at  the  same  time. 

If  you  have  a  large  loft,  it  is  a  good  plan  to 
partition  off  a  portion  of  it  as  a  place  for 
young  birds. 

A  hospital  pen  or  two  should  be  made. 
But  these,  of  course,  would  not  be  kept  in  the 
loft.  A  sick  bird  is  placed  therem,  and  put 
in  a  warm  place,  perhaps  near  the  kitchen 
fire.  There  is  nothing  better  for  an  ailing 
pigeon  than  a  moderate  degree  of  heat. 

The  feeding  of  pigeons  is  one  of  the  most 
important  considerations  in  connection  with 
their  keep.  It  is  very  poor  economy  giving 
your  birds  old  or  cheap  grain. 

It  is  destructive  to  their  health  and  capa- 
bilities of  breeding  well  to  give  them  dusty 
or  worm-eaten  seeds. 

During  the  breeding  season,  as  the  old 
birds  have  to  feed  the  squeakers  on  the  half- 
digested  contents  of  their  stomachs,  called 
by  pigeon-keepers  pigeon's-milk,  it  is  evident 
we  should  supply  them  with  a  somewhat 
softer  food,  and  good  wheat  should  form  a 
large  proportion  of  the  food  in  the  hopper. 
The  ordinary  food  may  be  tick-beans,  small 
grey  peas,  maize,  wheat,  dari,  tares,  rice,  etc., 
or  a  nice  mixture  of  all  these. 

Those  fancy  pigeons  that  are  kept  in  loft 
and  aviary  flights  must,  moreover,  have  a 
daily  supply  of  gi'een  food. 

I  have  already  mentioned  water  for  the 
bath  and  the  drinking  fountain. 

Piegarding  the  purchase  of  pigeons,  pretty 
much  the  same  rules  ought  to  be  observed  as 
those  recommended  in  the  buying  of  canaries. 
The  boy  wlio  believes  all  he  reads  in  an 
advertisement  should  try  to  eat  all  he  sees 
in  a  restaurant.  Never  believe  half  you  hear 
or  read  in  this  world.  Think  first.  _  Be  like 
a  cow,  for  a  cow  arways  smells  a  thing  before 
she  swallows  it.  There  are  good  pigeons 
advertised,  however,  and  if  you  do  make  up 
your  mind  to  purchase  in  this  way,  have  the 
birds  on  sight  first,  and  get  somebody  "  in 
the  know  "  to  see  them  and  advise  you. 

The  birds  bought  must  be  young  and 
strong  and  healthy,  and  it  will  be  as  well  to 
secure  your  stock  a  month  or  two  before  the 
breeding  time  commences ;  they  thus  get 
better  accustomed  to  the  loft,  and  to  the  look 
of  things  altogether. 

Boys"  possessing  pigeons  that  they  mean 
to  breed  with  are  usually  all  top  anxious  to 
hurry  on  matters,  and  this  very  frequently 
to  the  detriment  of  the  birds  and  their  own 
prospects.  I  know  many  who  pair  early  in 
February— yes,  and  keep  the  breeding  up,  too, 
till  long  into  August.  No  wonder  they  have 
troubles. 

The  middle  of  March  is  early  enough. 

Mating  is  thus  accomplished.  The  two 
birds  you  desire  to  pair  are  taken  into  the 
same  loft,  and  being  put  in  pens  these  are 
placed  in  juxtaposition.  It  will  not  be  long 
before  the  male  bird  begins  to  play  up  to 
the  hen,  and  if  she  does  not  resent  his 
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advances,  then  in  a  day  or  so  you  may  let 
them  free  to  complete  their  own  arrange- 
ments as  to  housekeeping. 

Just  about  a  week  after  the  nesting 
arrangements  have  been  satisfactorily  con- 
eluded,  and  in  the  evening,  your  anxiety  will 
be  considerably  relieved  by  the  finding  of  a 
beautiful  round  white  egg  in  the  nest.  The 
cock  will  be  in  a  state  of  proud  fluster,  and 
perhaps  strutting  about  croodling,  making  a 
noise  that  sounds  wonderfully  like  the 
words  "  Troubled  wi'  you  ;  troubled  wi' 
you." 

He  will  be  still  further  "  troubled  wi'  you," 
however,  because  you  must  take  that  first 
egg  away  and  put  it  carefully  in  a  box 
among  cotton  wadding. 

Then  it  is  the  hen's  turn  to  get  cross. 

"  Did  you  ever  ?  "  she  says  to  the  cock. 

"  No,  I  never,"  he  says. 

"  Stolen  my  egg  !    What  impudence  !  " 

"Lay  another,  my  dear;  lay  another,"  he 
says. 

"  It's  all  very  well  for  you  to  strut  about," 
she  answers  haughtily,  "  and  cry  '  lay 
another— lay  another ;  '  laying  an  egg  isn't 
such  fun  as  you  think;  why  don't  you  lay  an- 
other yourself  ?  " 

"  Oh,  my  dear !  "  he  says,  "  really  now  !  It 
isn't  customary,  or  I  would  in  a  minute." 

However,  the  pair  regain  their  tempers, 
and  about  two  o'clock  on  the  second  day 
after  this,  behold  another  egg  is  deposited. 

You  now  put  the  first  carefully  alongside 
of  it.  Then  perhaps  the  hen  tells  the  cock 
that  though  you  are  an  exceedingly  ugly  boy, 
with  large  ears  and  a  freckled  nose,  you  are 
not  half  so  bad  as  you  look. 

So  hatching  commences,  and  lo  !  in  about 
seventeen  days,  if  all  goes  well,  the  young  are 
out. 

Miserable  little  beggars  they  do  look,  to  be 
sure,  but  they  soon  begin  to  assume  shape 
and  form  and  even  beauty ;  and  it  is  truly 
wonderful  how  quickly  a  squeaker  grows, 
that  is,  if  you  feed  the  parents  carefully  and 
regularly. 

The  less  noise  and  disturbance  there  is  in 
the  pigeon  loft  during  the  breeding  season 
the  better ;  so  you  had  better  yourself  take 
charge  of  the  key. 

A  Word  about  Doves. — This  is  the  name 
usually  given  to  small  pigeons.  They  are 
of  many  kinds  and  colours,  and  are  better 
as  pets  for  girls  than  for  boys. 

Well,  now,  these  affectionate  and  lovely 
areatures  are  generally  kept  in  a  wicker  cage 
similar  to  that  used  for  magpies,  starlings, 
etc.  But  this  is  a  sadly  draughty  arrange- 
ment at  best,  and  so  I  am  in  the  habit  of 
recommending  a  large  and  longish  cage,  with 
the  back  gables  and  roof  of  wood,  and  just 
under  the  roof  inside  a  piece  of  canvas 
stretched  across,  so  that  if  the  birds  fly  up- 
wards they  may  not  injure  their  pretty 
heads. 

The  height  of  this  cage  will  of  course 
depend  entirely  on  the  size  of  the  bird  or 
birds.  Perches,  too,  should  be  suited  to  the 
size  of  the  feet  and  always  kept  very  clean. 

But  I  also  recommend  a  largish  aviary  for 
doves ;  and  in  this  they  would  breed,  which 
you  cannot  expect  they  will  if  confined  in 
small  space. 

It  might  be  built  in  the  garden,  if  you 
have  shed-protection  from  nor'-easters  and 
reasonable  exposure  to  the  sunny  south. 

Food. — Doves  are  fed  on  the  smaller 
grains  and  seeds.  It  is  well,  if  in  an  aviary, 
they  should  have  a  hopper,  else  they  will 
soil  and  scatter  the  seed.  Of  course  these 
would  eat  wheat  and  oats,  but  if  you  do 
give  some  of  these,  mix  with  dari  or  tares. 
Hemp  may  be  given  sparingly  in  cold 
weather.  They  are  very  fond  of  millet  seed, 
and  this  may  be  mixed  with  canary  seed. 

Everything  about  and  around  your  pet 


doves  must  be  the  acme  of  cleanliness— cage, 
hopper,  fountain  and  perches.  They  will  all 
go  to  pieces,  figuratively  speaking,  if  this  is 
not  seen  to. 

Then  the  water  must  be  pure  and  soft, 
and  when  you  fill  the  fountain  of  a  morning 
just  rinse  it  out,  and  thus  get  rid  of  what 
doctors  call  bacteria.  Doves  do  not  drink  a 
deal,  but  they  need  water  all  the  same.  If 
they  will  have  a  bath,  all  the  better. 

I  have  also  recommended  a  dust  bath  for 
the  corner  of  an  aviary  in  summer-time. 
Peat  earth  with  a  little  sulphur  would  be 
best. 

Clean  small  gravel  and  clean  shelly  sea 
sand  should  be  put  in  the  bottom  of  the 
cage  or  aviary. 

I  am  writing  to  my  girls  now,  and  I  must 
remind  them  that,  as  birds  have  no  teeth, 
gravel  is  swallowed  in  order  that,  in  the 
powerful  gizzard,  the  seeds  half  crushed  by 
the  bill  may  be  broken  up.  It  is  terribly 
cruel  to  keep  any  bird  without  sand  and 
gravel. 

Doves  are  often  very  amusing,  and  can  be 
taught  a  variety  of  pretty  tricks. 

They  are,  moreover,  most  affectionate  ;  and 
if  your  doves'  cage  is  in  the  house,  let  the 
bird  or  birds  out  every  day  and  give  them 
tit-bits  from  the  hands  or  mouth. 

Pigeons  are  subject  to  a  variety  of  ail- 
ments, yet  I  am  convinced  that  they  can 
all  be  prevented.  Pigeons — fancy  ones — 
are  not  likely  to  be  subject  to  infection,  as 
they  are  generally  confined  to  their  lofts. 
So,  if  you  succeed  in  keeping  this  free  from 
filth  and  everything  likely  to  breed  disease, 
you  will  be  secure. 

I  advocate  daihj  cleaning  up  of  the  loft, 
and  any  boy  who  is  too  lazy  or  procrastina- 
ting to  do  this  should  not  have  a  pigeonry. 

There  should  be  judicious  ventilation 
without  draughts. 

Light  and  sunshine  are  also  most  impor- 
tant, while  moisture  or  dampness  is  often- 
times deadly. 

I  shall  not  go  into  the  subject  of  diseases 
further  here,  simply  finishing  my  paper  by 
repeating  the  wholesome,  healthful  old  adage, 
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All  Sorts  of  Boys. 

There's  the  witty  boy,  and  the  pretty  boy. 

And  the  boy  who  oils  his  hair  ; 
Tliere's  tlie  cat-faced  boy,  and  the  rat-faced  boy, 

And  tlie  boy  with  a  bovine  stare. 

There's  the  steamy  boy,  and  the  dreamy  boy. 
And  the  boy  who  is  "up  to  date"; 

Tliere's  the  boy  wlio  smokes,  and  the  boy  wlio  jokes. 
And  the  boy  who  is  always  late. 

There's  the  tender  boy,  and  the  slender  boy. 
And  the  boy  with  limbs  like  a  bear's  ; 

There's  the  stoutish  boy,  and  the  loutish  boy. 
And  the  boy  who  slides  downstairs. 

There's  the  cheerful  boy,  and  "that  fearful  boy," 

And  tlie  boy  who  deserves  a  flogging ; 
There's  the  boy  with  a  heart,  and  the  boy  too 
"  smart," 

And  the  boy  whose  brain  wants  jogging. 

There's  the  grass-green  boy,  and  the  bright,  keen 
boy. 

And  the  boy  who  is  always  blubbing ; 
There's  the  "  climby  "  boy,  and  the  grimy  boy. 
And  the  boy  who  shirks  his  tubbing. 

There  are  many  others,  oh  men  and  brothers. 

And  none  are  all  bad,  you  bet ; 
There  are  boys  and  boys— yet  through  griefs  and 
joys 

They  are  Somebody's  Darlings  yet. 

F.  S. 


John-  Barletcorx  JraroR. 
He  grew  with  his  fellows— stout  and  strong ; 

Tough,  though  pliant,  was  he ; 
And  as  that  cane  grew  straight  and  long, 
Qiiuth  he,  with  a  satisfied  chuckle-,  "All  wrong 

Will  soon  be  set  right  by  me  ! " 

And  there  came  a  time  when  they  clipped  his  stem. 

And  cut  liim  in  bits  for  use. 
Then  they  liied  him  away — a  priceless  gem — 
Though  from  boys— altho*  he  was  meant  for  (hem— 

He  came  in  for  a  deal  of  abuse  ! 

And  as  with  a  gi-aceful  curve  he  swept, 

Round  plump,  chubby  legs  galore. 
He  gloated  with  joy  as  his  victims  wept, 
For  pity  ne'er  into  that  hard  heart  crept, 

And  he  "stung  them  up"  all  the  more. 

So  they  tried  him  with  pins,  and  with  horsehair  too. 

And  in  every  conceivable  way. 
They  practised  upon  him  the  methods  they  knew 
Of  breaking  a  cane — and  they  weren't  a  few  — 

But  that  obstinate  stick  said  "  Nay  ! " 

At  last — tired  out— they  found  him  a  berth, 

Buried  deep,  deep  down  in  the  ground. 
And  over  his  grave,  with  unseemly  mirth. 
They  piled  and  piled  and  piled  the  earth. 
In  a  huge,  implacable  mound  1 

But  alas  !  for  the  schemes  of  my  Lord  Misrule, 

And  alas  !  for  those  murderers'  Tiains, 
With  a  cheek  that  even  in  winter  was  "cool," 
Quite  close  to  the  walls  of  that  self-same  school, 

There  grew  a  plantation  of  canes .' 

R.  S,  Warren'-Bell. 


My  Dog,  The  "  Uxdert.^ker." 
Tes,  I  had  a  dog  once. 

He  was  not  a  large  dog.  neither  was  he,  strictly 
speaking,  a  handsome  dog.  Even  his  dearest  friends, 
and  they  were  not  many,  could  not,  unless  they  were 
utterly  regardless  of  the  truth,  call  him  beautiful ; 
while  his  bitterest  enemies,  without  any  great  fear  of 
contradiction,  did  not  hesitate  to  affirm  that  he  was 
positively  ugly. 

He  was  about  the  same  size  as  a  fox-tei'rier,  and  hi.s 
appearance  gave  evidence  that  iie  was  the  joint  repre- 
sentative of  at  least  ten  different  lireeds.  His  near 
foreleg  was  spavined,  while  the  (ilf  'lif'o  terminated  ill 
an  undeniable  club-foot ;  and  as  fi  r  hi-  liiiidlegs,  they 
were  the  most  oddly  assorted  pair  1  ever  had  the  mis- 
•  fortune  to  clap  eyes  on.  His  tail  had,  at  some  earlier 
period  in  his  history,  suffered  from  fracture  or  disloca- 
tion, and  ever  afterwards  assumed  a  curve  highly 
suggestive  of  a  note  of  interrogation  laid  upon  its 
back  (thus  •^s),  or  a  "pothook"  afflicted  with  spinal 
complaint.  To  crown  all,  he  had  a  pair  of  chronic  sore 
eyes,  .and  one  of  them  was  a  "  cock  "  eye.  Immediately 
afteribeiiig  washed  his  coat  was  as  white  as  driven  snow ; 
but,  like  a  meerschaiun  pipe,  it  gradually  deepened  in 
colour,  and  it  would  rapidly  and  successively  assume 
all  the  various  shades  from  "  French  grey  "  to  "  Oxford 
mixture"  until,  within  two  days  of  tlie  ablution,  it 
would  have  degenerated  to  a  dingy  black. 

It  was  owing  to  no  pecuniary  consideration  that  I 
became  his  owner.  He  came  to  us  entirely  of  his  own 
free  will.  There  was  no  coercion  in  the  matter  at  all. 
He  came  to  us  homeless  and  an  outcast.  We  took  him 
in,  and  he  repaid  our  generosity  with  the  basest 
ingratitude.  Never  again  will  I  harbour  a  canine 
"casual"  unless  he  brings  with  him  a  written  certifi- 
cate of  good  condttct  from  his  last  employer. 

The  way  in  wliich  I  made  his  acquaintance  was  in 
chis  wise.  One  summer  evening  I  was  seated  in  the 
porch  of  my  little  domestic  castle,  puffing  contentedly 
at  mv  pipe,  and  meditating  upon  the  vanities  and 
frivolities  of  my  fellow-creatures,  when  my  attention 
was  attracted  by  a  most  unaccountable  din  upon  the 
high  road  which  passes  my  little  demesne.  Rattle— 
bang— rattle— rattle— bang — rattle.  Nearer  and  nearer 
came  the  discordant  souml  which  had  disturbeil  my 
philosophical  reverie,  until  it  was  quite  close,  and  my 
garden  gate  being  slightly  ajar,  a  dirty  little  mongrel 
cur  m.ide  his  appearance,  with  a  huge  tin  kettle  in  a 
very  battered  and  dilapidated  condition  securely  at- 
taciiefl  to  his  caudal  appendage. 

For  a  moment  he  eyed  me  distrustfully,  but  my 
benevolent  air  must  have  quickly  disarmed  liim  of 
suspicion,  for  he  dragged  his  w%ary  weight  of  woe 
across  the  little  hiwn  to  where  I  sat,  and  brought  him- 
self to  an  anchor  at  my  feet. 

While  his  swivel  eye  was  roving  about,  taking  note 
of  all  the  little  advantages  and  conveniences  of  my 
desirable  detached  villa  residence,  his  other  ojitic  was 
fixed  upon  mv  face  with  a  pitifid  expression  of  mute 
appeal,  which  I  found  it  impossible  to  resist.  I 
removed  the  obnoxious  kettle,  and  depositetl  it  without 
rite  or  ceremony  in  the  dust-bin  ;  the  dog  expressing 
entire  approval  at  this  happy  release  by  wagyiug  his 
crippled  tail  most  vigorously. 

At  this  stase  of  the  proceedings  my  wife  made  her 
!i;ipcarance  upon  the  scene,  and  was  quickly  melted  to 


tears  as  I  rclatcil  to  licr  the  sad  story  of  the  cruelties 
the  poor  fugitive  liad  saft'i-ri  il.  Slie  was  vehement  in 
her  expressions  uf  indignation  towards  the  perpe- 
trators of  sucli  an  atrocity,  and  slie  fondled  and 
caressed  tlie  dog  so  mucu  tiiat  I  felt  assured  he  had 
found  a  vacant  conia:  in  lier  heart  already.  Oil,  the 
inconstancy  of  woman  !  Before  a  week  had  passed  I 
distinctly  saw  her  chasing  the  wretchefl  brute  round 
and  rouiid  the  kitchen  with  a  rolling-pin  in  her  hand, 
until,  in  sheer  desperation,  he  bolted  smash  through 
the  window  in  order  to  escape  her. 

.Is  ilrs.  V.  seemed  to  have  taken  so  kindly  to  the 
doLT  it  was  decided  that  we  should  allow  him  to  remain 
with  us,  and  from  that  moment  our  home  became  his 
home.  Not  tliat  I  think  our  consent  to  this  arrange- 
ment influenced  his  choice  at  all,  for  I  very  much 
doubt  if  we  could  have  driven  him  away  had  we  tried. 
With  his  depraved  instinct  he  quickly  observed  that 
we  were  kind-hearted  people  who  might  be  readily  im- 
posed upon,  and  this  I  do  most  sincerely  believe  to  be 
the  true  reason  which  prompted  him  to  take  up  his 
quarters  beneath  our  hospitable  roof. 

Owing  to  his  motirnful  visage  and  general  melan- 
choly aspect  I  facetiously  dubbed  him  "The  Under- 
taker " — a  name  to  which  he  ever  afterwards  answered 
— that  is,  when  he  would  condescend  to  answer  to  a 
name  at  all,  which  he  did  only  ou  very  rare  occasions 
when  it  suited  iiis  own  particular  purpose  to  do  so. 

The  "  Undertaker  "  having  been  duly  enrolled  as  an 
inmate  of  our  dwelling,  the  edict  went  forth  that  he 
must  be  washed  ;  and  I  was  the  happy  individual 
deputed  to  perform  this  jileasing  duty. 

Up  to  that  time  I  had  never  washed  a  dog  in  my  life, 
nor  had  I  ever  seen  one  washed,  so  the  first  thing  I  did 
was  to  sit  quietly  down  and  consider  how  it  was  to  be 
done. 

The  thought  struck  me  that  there  were  several  ways 
ill  wliir  !i  tliis  interesting  Operation  niigl  it  be  effectually 
a'  coniiili-lird.  I  might  put  the  clog  in  the  children's 
iiatli.  and  n-move  the  dirt  with  the  assistance  of  a 
spiHi^e  :;u  1  a  Cake  of  Pears'  soap  ;  or  I  might  tie  him 
U|i  in  I  lie  backyard,  and  play  upon  him  with  the 
garden  liii<e.  Then  the  idea  suggested  itself  to  me  that 
we  might  send  him  to  the  laundry  with  tlie  week's 
wash  ;  or,  better  still,  wt  might  put  him  in  tlie  kitrheu 
copper,  with  plenty  of  w-ater  ami  a  potmd  or  so  of  soda, 
and  let  liim  siininer  a  wliile.  This  last  method,  how- 
ever, I  thoiiglic  might  possibly  have  a  tendency  to 
wi-aken  liiiii,  and  so,  after  mature  deliberation,  I 
tiiialiy  dcti  riniiicd  to  ti-\-  him  first  in  the  batli. 

1  liM-iiinl  that  it  would  lie  best  to  place  the  bath  near 
thi-  kitclieii  lire  so  that  tlie  dog  might  not  catch  cold, 
and,  having  settled  all  jireliminaries,  I  gently  invited 
hiiu  to  ciiiiie  and  be  washed.  Tlien  I  discovered  that 
tlie  ■•  Unde  rtaker"  possessed  a  deeply-rooted  prejudice 
against  soap  and  water,  for  at  the  sight  of  them  he  liad 
witlidrawn  as  far  as  possible  under  the  dresser,  and 
no  amount  of  coaxing  would  persuade  him  to  come 
forth. 

Eventually,  with  the  assistance  of  a  broomstick,  I 
ousted  him  from  his  retreat,  and  after  five  mintites  of 
intiiise  i-xciti  iii'  iit.  during  which  he  managed  to  trip 
mi'  up  tliirr  tiiiii  s,  I  secured  him  and  bore  him  in 
trimniih  to  tlie  "  tub." 

.\cting  upon  the  suggestion  of  my  wife,  I  tied  up  his 
head  in  a  tow<-l,  so  that  he  could  not  possibly  injure  me 
with  his  tt-eth  if  he  happened  to  be  so  chsposed,  and 
]ihn'od  him  in  the  bath.  He  submitted  to  the  remainder 
ot  t!ie  ceremony  in  sullen  silence,  but  ever  after,  at  the 
Mglit  of  that  bath,  he  would  beat  a  precipitous  retreat, 
and  we  should  see  him  no  more  for  a  couyile  of  days,  so 
that  I  had  to  resort  to  all  sorts  of  ingenious  stratagems 
to  get  him  washed  at  ail. 

After  his  bath  he  presented  a  much  better  appear- 
ance, and,  as  he  curled  himself  up  for  a  snooze  before 
the  fire,  I  retired  to  my  little  sanctum  to  woo  the 
poetic  muse,  leaving  Mrs.  Veritas  and  the  hired  girl 
gazing  upon  him  with  rapt  admiration. 

Half  an  hour  later,  while  wrestling  with  dactyl  and 
fpinidef  in  the  throes  of  composition,  I  was  almost 
-tai  tled  out  of  my  senses  by  hearing  a  terrific  shriek, 
followed  by  a  series  of  crashes.  Throwing  down  the 
pi'ii  I  was  chewing  to  Viits  in  my  poetic  frenzy,  I 
tiiirricd  olf  to  the  kitchen,  whence  proceeded  the  cries 
of  ilistress,  and  there  I  quickly  found  myself  in  the 
thick  of  a  battle  royal. 

It  seems  that  while  the  "Undertaker"  was  taking 
his  ease  before  the  fire,  our  domestic  cat  had  returned 
from  lier  after-supper  constitutional  for  a  drink  of 
milk  previous  to  attending  rehearsal  for  the  "  Grand 
Feline  Classical  Chamber-roof  Concert,"  and  had  dis- 
covered that  some  delinquent  had  .stolen  the  precious 
fluid.  Espying  her  natural  enemy  coolly  usurping  her 
own  favourite  spot  in  the  centre  of  the  hearthrug,  she 
stalked  up  to  him  with  arched  back  and  tail  erect,  and 
angrily  demanded  an  explanation.  High  words  ensued 
between  the  two  animals  ;  and,  as  they  cottld  come  to 
no  amicable  settlement,  tliey  concluiled  to  decide  the 
question  of  supremacy  by  single  comliat. 

As  I  entered  the  scene  of  ac_-tioii  my  wife  was  stand- 
ing terrified  on  the  top  of  the  dresser  ;  while  the  hired 
girl,  with  her  skirts  clutched  tightly  round  her  legs, 
was  watching  the  combat  from  her  vantage-ground  ou 
the  table,  anrl  screaming  ten  thousand  murders.  The 
floor  was  .strewed  w  ith  broken  pots,  china  ornaments, 
tea-caddies,  toasting-forks,  flat-irons,  and  every  con- 
ceivalile  v.ariety  of  kitchen-utensils  ;  and  I  was  just  in 
time  to  catch  the  "long-case."  grandfather's  clock  (a 
priceless  heirloom),  as  it  toppled  over  into  my  arms 
from  its  accustomeil  position  against  the  wall. 

In  the  middle  of  the  floor  I  could  dimly  discern, 
through  the  eloud  of  dust,  the  two  comtiatants  rolling 
and  tninbling  about  in  a  confused  heap  like  an  ani- 
mated ball.  Xot  daring  to  interfere  in  the  hostilities 
in  any  other  way,  I  opened  the  back  door  and  swept 


the  belligerents  out  into  the  yard  with  the  besom 
brush.  In  half  an  hour  the  "  Undertaker  "  came  sneak- 
ing in  again,  covered  with  honourable  sears,  while 
Tabitha  doubtless  went  off  to  tell  the  si-ory  of  her  woes 
to  a  sympathetic  audience. 

From  that  day  my  pet  iheories  concerning  dojs 
were,  one  by  one.  rapiilly  exploded.  I  had  held  a 
strong  01  inion  caat  dogs  who  were  given  an  abundant 
supply  of  wholesome  food  would  not  steal  or  worry ; 
and  i  determined  that  my  dog,  like  Csesar's  wife, 
should  be  above  suspicion,  so  I  gave  strict  orders  that 
his  supply  of  food  should  be  unstinted.  Alas  !  my 
hopes  were  quickly  shattered,  for,  though  he  gorged 
himself  well-nigh  to  bursting-point  tlire;  or  four  timei 
a  da3-,  I  detected  him,  on  the  third  morning,  in  the 
very  act  of  removing  half  a  cold  chicken  from  the 
larder.  The  same  week  I  had  to  pay  my  neighbour, 
Farmer  Giles,  two-and-sixpenee,  at  which  figirre  he 
valued  one  of  his  dueks  that  the  "  Undertaker,"  in  his 
innocent  playfulness,  had  worried  to  death  ;  and  before 
many  more  days  had  elapsed  the  scamp  triumphantly 
brought  home  and  proudly  deposited  upt  n  the  hearth- 
rug the  shank  end  of  a  leg  of  mutton,  the  owner  of 
which  I  have  never  to  this  day  discovered. 

It  was  evident  that  the  "  Undertaker's"  moral  edu- 
cation had  been  shamefully  neglected,  and  I  determined 
to  remedy  the  defect.  I  first  tethered  him  to  a  post  in 
the  yard,  gave  him  a  dish  of  water,  and  resolverl  that 
he  should  remain  there  for  two  or  three  days  without 
anything  to  eat.  Ne-tt  morning,  when  I  went  to  see 
how  he  was  getting  along,  I  found  him  coolly  sitting 
upon  the  doorstep,  waiting  to  come  in.  He  had  not  only 
gnawed  himself  loose,  but  he  had  made  his  supper  off 
the  rope  which  tied  him.  I  never  saw  an  animal  with 
such  a  voracious  appetite  as  he  had.  Like  the  lodging- 
house  cat,  he  could  digest  almost  anything. 

Next  I  tried  to  thrash  him,  but  he  kept  so  per- 
sistently between  my  legs  that  I  could  not  hit  him 
without  endangering  my  own  shins,  and  he  looked  at 
me  in  such  a  penitent  way  that  I  determined  to  give 
him  another  trial. 

I  regret  to  say  that  he  did  not  reform — had  no  idea 
how  to  set  about  it,  and  to  the  end  of  his  days  remained 
a  hardened  criminal.  Whatever  he  could  put  his  teeth 
on  he  would  steal — from  my  worked  slippers  down  to 
the  axe  we  keep  in  the  woodshed — and  not  only  steal, 
but  bury  in  out-of-the-way  corners  of  the  garden, 
together  with  a  collection  of  bones  in  various  stages  of 
decomposition. 

The  evil  deeds  the  "  Undertaker  "  was  guilty  of  were 
many  :  those  he  left  undone  were  few,  and  I  firmly 
believe  that,  had  he  lived  a  little  w  hile  longer  than  he 
did,  he  would  have  succeeded  in  working  down  these 
few  to  the  lowest  possible  minimum.  When  he  was 
not  stealing,  ten  to  one  he  was  fighting  ;  and  when  he 
was  doing  neither,  he  was  either  planning  or  carrying 
out  some  other  of  his  nefarisus  schemes.  He  acquired 
a  wicked  habit  of  sucking  the  milk  out  of  the  baby's 
feeding-bottle  ;  he  worried  all  the  squirrel-tails  off  j 
Mrs.  V.'s  best  mantle  ;  he  ate  up  all  the  tallow  candles 
— wicks  and  all ;  he  followed  us  to  church,  and  was 
forcibly  ejected  by  the  verger  while  attempting  to  join 
in  the  singing;  he  disgraced  us  at  every  turn,  and 
behaved  generally  like  the  degenerate  brute  that  he 
was. 

The  "  Undertaker"  came  to  an  untimely  end.  He 
was  shot  by  a  gamekeeper  while  poaching  in  some 
adjacent  preserves.  He  went  down  to  an  uuhonoured 
grave  unwept  and  unlamented,  and  my  only  regret  was 
that  his  fate  had  not  met  him  sooner. 

I  have  never  owned  a  dog  since. 


ENLISTED. 

By  Edith  E.  Smyth,  Author  of  "  Flash  Lights." 

At  Thy  feet  falling. 
Answering  Thy  calling. 

Lord,  we  bow  down  ; 
Sin's  service  leaving, 
Now  to  Thee  cleaving, 

Mark  us  Thine  own. 
For  Thee  enlisted. 
By  Thee  assisted, 

With  all  our  might 
May  we  endeavour 
Now,  and  for  ever. 

For  Thee  to  fight. 
Can  we  dissemble  ? 
Ah,  Lonl,  wo  tremble, 

Foes  are  so  strong ; 
Pity  our  fearing. 
Speak  Thy  words  cheering — 

Oirr  battle  song. 
Thine  armour  taking. 
Tain  trusts  forsaking, 

Forward  we  go  ; 
So  valiant  waxing, 
Never  relaxing 

Thy  will  to  do. 
Great  Captain,  watching. 
Need  with  strength  matching, 

In  Thee  oitr  trust. 
Nothing  confounding 
Thy  grace  abounding. 
Conquer  we  must. 
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OUR  PRIZE  COMPETITIONS. 

(Thirteenth  Seeizs.) 

Writing  Competition. 

[Conlinut-'dfrom  p.  071.] 

OraR  AoE  Class  (nmning  f rom  25  tip  to  CG  years.) 

Prize— Ws.  &d. 
E.  J.  P.Uin,  Mount  Pleasant,  Eedditch. 

CERTIFIC.\TES. 

John  G.  C.  Neill,  IC,  Balgray  Terrace,  Springburn, 
Glasgow. 

C.  A.  Stoei!Y,  3,  Albert  Eoad,  Dover. 

Wm.  Kilshaw,  12,  Ravenstoue  Eoad,  Stratford,  E. 

Thos.  Gore,  29,  Dane  Hill,  Margate. 

G.  H.  F.  Nye,  30,  Lorne  Road,  Brixton,  s.w. 

H.  F.  Stanley,  Chaoe  Green  Avenue,  Enfield. 

E.  J.  Painter,  Cholsey  House,  58,  Dartmouth  Park 
Eoad,  Highgate  Eoad. 

Harry  Weir,  50,  Stackpool  Eoad,  Southville,  Bristol. 

Emily  Cosens,  c/o  Mrs.  Turner,  Moor  Street,  Brierley 
Hill,  Stafls. 

W.M.  Ross,  29,  Scarisbrook  New  Eoad. 

Jamie  Duffin,  2,  St.  James  Villas,  Woodlands,  Isle- 
worth. 

John  Holey,  19,  Rosslyn  Terrace,  Sunderland. 

M.  M.  Edis,   3,  Albert  Road,   Staple  Park,  near 
Bristol. 

E.  Bevan,  Park  House,  Herbert  Eoad,  Birmingham. 

F.  G.  C.  Weir,  50,  Stackpool  Road,  Southville,  Bristol. 


*^^*  The  prodigious  number  ot  papers  sent 
in  for  this  Writing  Competition  has  involved 
the  txpenditure  of  a  great  deal  of  time  and 
care  in  the  adjudication,  and  we  congratulate 
our  readers'^.on  the  very  high  standard  of 
excellence  attained.  There  is  evidently  no 
real  cause  to  fear  that  our  stock  of  good 
penmen  for  commercial  houses,  the  lawyer's 
desk,  and  other  positions  where  handwriting- 
is  appreciated,  will  run  short  at  present. 
We  have,  as  will  have  been  noticed,  in  several 
of  the  divisions  arranged  the  certificates  in 
"grades,"  a  plan  that  has  been  almost  ne- 
cessitated by  the  marks  running  so  very 
close.  Competitors  may  therefore  understand 
that  there  is  practically  little  difference 
between  the  first  and  the  last  in  each  grade. 
Where  grades  have  not  been  needful,  the 
names  have  been  arranged  as  far  as  prac- 
ticable in  the  order  of  merit.  Now  a  word 
or  two  of  warning.  There  are  not  wanting 
evidences  of  carelessness  in  copying  on  the 
part  of  many  competitors ;  words  being 
omitted  in  several  cases,  and  extra  words; 
added  in  others,  while  the  spelling  presents 
evidence  of  the  same  fault — e.g.,  debters, 
kindom,  kingdome,  tresspass,  debpts,  depts. 
Our  Farther,  temtation,  wich,  etc.  There 
can  be  no  excuse  for  such  errors  with  the 
copy  before  one's  eyes,  and  it  betrays  a  want 
of  attention  and  concentration  which  com- 
petitors, however  excellent  their  manual 
dexterity,  must  be  careful  to  guard  against. 
Why,  too,  do  so  many  writers  forget  to  dot 
the  i  ?  It  is  a  careless  habit  which  should 
be  promptly  corrected.  If  there  be  one 
weakness  more  general  than  any  other,  it  is 
in  regard  to  the  finish  of  the  capital  letters ; 
yet  how  much  they  affect  the  style  of  the 
whole  production  will  hardly  be  credited  by 
those  who  have  never  given  the  matter 
thought.  It  is  time  that  our  readers  clearly 
understood  that  the  very  high  standard  of 
excellence  reached  in  our  Competitions 
makes  it  all  but  fatal  to  display  any  signs  of 
indifference. 


E.  A.  Dl'xcax.— The  stamp  is 
a  Herzesoviiiaii  one.  We 
should  not  have  answered 
had  yon  not  taken  so  much 
pains  with  the  drawing. 
Another  time,  get  a  cata- 
logue from  one  of  tlie 
dealers,  sucli  as  Lincoln, 
Stanley  Gibbous,  etc. 

Clergy.— 1.  You  can  obtain 
a  collegiate  training  for 
Holy  Orders  at  any  of  the 
Universities,  or  at  one  of 
the  Theological  Colleges. 
The  former  require  a  tliree 
years',  the  latter  a  two  years' 
course.  2.  At  O.xford  or 
Cambridge,  with  wrij  great 
economy,  a  student  miglit 
complete  his  course  "for 
something  under  £250.  At 
tlie  Theological  Cnllcges  tlie 
expenses  vary,  fnjiii  £00 
per  annum  inl■lll-i^  ,■  at 
Sahsbury,t()  fjiii  puraumim 
at  St.  Bees  ;  students  in  the 
latter  case  finding  their 
own  board  and  lodging.  If 
you  cau  manage  it,  take  tlie 
University  cour-x\  wliirli  is 
tlie  better  in  every 
'i.  Aftei-  you  are  qualified, 
\u;i  tii;i-[  get  tlie  rector  or 
viear  iii  a  parish  to  under- 
take tu  accept  you  as  his 
curate  for  a  space  of  two 
years  at  the  least.  This  is 
called  obtaining  a  "title" 
for  Holy  Orders.  All  that 
then  remains  to  be  done  is 
to  request  the  bishop  of  the 
diocese  to  accept  yon  as  a 
candidate  for  Ordination. 

Ch.irles  Crass.— Cardboard 
boxes  are  of  very  little  use 
for  preserving  leiiidoptm-a. 
You  can  oljt.iiii  r,,ikcd 
store-bo.\es  tVu-  ii'ioar  luiir 
shillings  each  at  a  dealer's  ; 
and  very  often  yon  may 
pick  them  up,  as  good  as 
new,  for  about  half  that 
price. 

E.  JOXES.— 1.  Get  a  thin, 
strong  walking-stick :  I)ore 
a  hole  through  it  an  iucli 
from  the  tip,  and  another 
fourteen  inches  higher  up  ; 
take  two  nml)rella  ribs, 
pass  the  eudstlirougli  these 
lioles,  on  opposite  sides  of 
the  stick,  and  fasten  tliem 
with  fine  wire.  You  will 
then  have  the  fvnnii-  of  the 
net.  3Iake  the  lia-  uf  white 
nio-squitn  IKT.  taii  ly  d.  op, 
and  witha  rounded  linrtmn. 
2.  We  never  lieard  of  t!ie 
King  George  butterfly.  The 
name  of  the  commonest 
white  butterfly  is  Pieris 
rapce. 

A.  Watsox,    .JrxioR.— You 
are  not  likely  to  rear  the 
larviB,  which  require  livimj  wood.    Apple,  pear,  and 
ash  are  the  trees  usually  attacked. 

MoTbs  ( E.  Thomas).—!.  There  is  no  general  rule  for 
separating  the  sexes  of  motlis.  2.  The  proiier  food 
for  caterpillars  must  depend  upon  tli.-  >|iei'ie-.  S. 
Chloroform  ;  or  a  kiUing-bottle  eliarged  with  eyaiiide 
of  potassium  (a  deadly  poison).  4.  Gum  ria_'a '  aiitli. 
mixed  with  a  very  small  quantity  of  gum  irai-ic,  and 
brought  to  the  consistency  of  jelly,  h.  Wnuld  take 
too  long  to  answer.  6.  Cooke's,  30,  iluseum  Street, 
Loudon,  w.C. 


OvuN  Collector. — 'We  presume  you  mean  ovoriim. 
The  book  you  want  is  Atkinson's  "British  Birds' 
Eggs  and  Nests,"  published  by  Messrs.  Eoutledge 
&  Co.  at  \s. 

Makixg  Dvxamo  fA.  T.  Wright).— Tlie  lengtli  of  the 
hue  c  in  your  diagram,  that  is,  of  tlie  bottom  of  each 
of  the  legs  of  tlie  magnet  (Fig.  1.  page  318;,  is  nearly 
i  inch.  The  diameter  of  the  soft-iron  cvliuder  is  one 
inch,  but  it  should  be  filed  to  go  round  "easily  in  the 
groove  between  tlie  poles  of  the  magnet,  the  diameter 
of  this  space  may  be  sUghtly  over  an  inch,  but  an 
inch  allows  room  for  the  armature  to  rotate.  If  you 
consider,  you  will  see  that  the  circle  of  which  the 
grooves  form  a  part  is  much  larger  in  diameter  than 
the  distance  between  top  and  bottom  of  the  grooves, 
as  the  poles  are  some  distance  apart.  The  distance 
aern^s  i>  (  which,  of  course,  ought  to  have  been  called 
the  diameter ! )  is  about  one  incli,  just  so  large  as  will 
allow  the  armature  to  turn  freely. 

Electricity  (a(37r').— Why  didn't  you  put  "constant 
reader"  iu  Greek'/  1.  The  mercurv  ought  to  sink 
right  into  the  zinc,  anil  last  as  long  as  it  does.  You 
don't  put  on  enough,  probably.  Lt-t  it  get  dry  before 
using  the  zinc.  2.  Unfortunately  this  can't  be 
helped,  unless  a  ditferent  liattery  is  used,  and  one 
that  -iNould  run  it  for  longer  without  dying  away 
would  be  far  more  trouble  and  have  to  beset  up  every 
time  it  was  used.  It  om^ht  to  la-t  ten  minutes  or  so 
anyhow.  3.  The  iu.sulara.n  niii-t  lie  wrong  some- 
where, so  that  the  curn  iit  -iiiqily  runs  through  it. 
Take  rare  no  odd  sheet  of  tiufoil  touches  any  even 
sheet,  aari  tliar  there  are  no  hole.s,  however  small,  in 
the  sherts  cif  piper  between  the  tinfoil. 

Photography  (H.  Hutton).— Apparently  you  have 
not  yet  read  tlie  March  Part,  or  on  page  301  you 
woidd  have  found  plenty  of  "good  developers." 
Either  the  pyro  and  sulphite  (Berkeley's  formula), 
or  the  hydroquinone,  will  develop  several  plates  in 
succession.    If  you  get  Xo.  G30  you  will  find  direc- 
tions for  u#iii'_'  iioth.  A  eorre>poi'iili-nt  -aY>  \\<-  ougltt 
to  mentiiiii  tiiat  the  lauity  rf  tlir  ^iidinia'  salpljite  is 
of  great  imjiortauce  ;  you  >liould  get  it  from  .some  i 
well-known    large    establishment,   and  buy  large  I 
crystals,  as  it  deteriorates  by  keeping,  becoming  | 
sulphate,  which  is  objectionable  in  the  lieveloper. 

Ix'l'ERESTED  IX  Lyxajio  (. I.  C.  1.- T1  m •  wi  ird  "  circum- 
ference "  Avas  unfortunate])  ii]--ni'd  mii  pages  31H 
and  333  of  the  current  vnliiiue  iii-n  a-i  uf  ■■  iliaiiieter." 
You  will  find  with  rlii-  ei  ratmii  the  dimr]iiinn<  arc  I 
all  right  as  'jiveii.  Aim  itl.i-r  mn  r.~iiiiiiilrnt  i"  A  Xew  1 
Eeader"!  lia-  piant'  ii  nut  tlie  same  error,  which  was 
a  lajixui  I  jaire  and  simple. 

Georgi:  ^Ia!>ii  i  Xewark.  Nebraska). — Your  commu- 
nicatiiin  i-  lu.i-t  inteu-NtiiiL;-.  The  questimi  of  snakes 
affordiia.'  J '  ni.  ,■/!,, ti  tn  their  yniiii^  in  the  manner 
alleged  is  still  an  open  one.  but  the  weight  of 
.scientific  opinion  is  decidedly  against  the  proliability 
of  their  doing  so.  But  that  one  snakr  will  swallow 
another  from  tlie  purest  alimentary  nititives  is,  tm- 
fortunately.  only  tun  wi  ll  known  tc  every  keeper  of  a 
reptilium  ;  and  wh'ai  the  s\\alli>\\'-r  is  considerablv 
larger  tliau  the  swallow  ee.  the  hitter  would  be  htne, 
if  at  all,  injured  li\  rlic  deglutition,  and  might  very 
possibly  revisit  daylii;Iit  alive  and  kicking  after  a 
temporary  sojourn  ( perhaps  half  an  lionr  or  more)  in 
its  captor's  stomach.  This  actually  happeus  with 
frogs  sometimes. 

Crocodii.l\xs  ( H.  Thorp).— No  true  allio-ator  lives  in 
the  Ganges— laohalily  you  mean  the  gavial.  All  the 
aUigators  (v  itii  one  exo.  ption)  are  found  iu  tro]»ical 
and  sub-tropioal  America  and  the  West  Indies ; 
crocodiles  in  Imtli  liomi-]>lieros.  while  the  gavial  is 
confined  to  India.  The  only  alligator  as  yet  dis- 
covered in  the  odd  World  is  met  with  in  Cluna.  It 
is  almost  impossible  to  lay  down  any  broad  general 
rules  t;o  be  observed  in  the  trausmission  of  a  croco- 
dile from  India.  Much  \vonld  depend  on  the  size  of 
the  reptile,  tlie  time  of  year,  the  facilities  of  trans- 
port, the  question  of  personal  conveyance  and  atten- 
tion, and  many  other  things.  A  living  specimen  of 
the  ga  vial  would  be  a  great  rarity  here. 

H.  G.  S.— You  will  find  a  good  description  of  Pompeii 
in  W.  Butler's  "  Pompeii,  Descrijitive  and  Pictu- 
resque.-'' 
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CHAPTER  IX. — HOLDING  THE 
FORT. 

THE  f^allant  lad  did  not 
fall  unavenged,  for 
the  Sikhs  of  tlie 
garrison,  furious  at 
this  cold  -  blooded 
murder,  obeyed 
with  right  goodwill 
Marston's  ord^r  to 
fire,  and  a  well- 
aimed  volley  blazed 
and  crackled  along 
the  stockade,  send- 
ing havoc  among 
the  murderous 
masqueraders  out- 


"  Wake  up,  Alf ;  they're  coming  ! 


^o6 


^l\e  Boy'^^  Owi\  Paper. 


side.  Several  fell,  more  were  wounded, 
and  the  rest  scampered  off  pellmell  to 
the  sheltering  thickets. 

For  the  moment  the  defenders  were 
safe,  but  even  Marston's  nerves  trembled 
at  the  thought  of  the  snare  which  they 
had  so  narrowly  escaped.  It  was  now 
plain  tliat  the  victorious  Burmans,  having 
actually  disguised  themselves  in  the  uni- 
forms of  the  Sepoys  whom  they  had 
butchered,  had  come  up  to  the  fort  in  the 
hope  of  being  admitted  as  friends  ;  that 
poor  Peer  Buksh,  as  a  known  man,  was 
to  have  been  employed  to  answer  any 
awkward  questions,  and  to  remove  any 
possible  shadow  of  distrust  which  might 
arise — and  that  nothing  but  Marston's 
"over-caution"  had  saved  the  whole 
garrison  from  being  slaughtered  to  a 
man ! 

"  I'll  never  call  you  over-careful  again, 
old  fellow,"  said  Frank  Merrincourt, 
grasping  his  comrade's  hand  emphatically, 
"  for  if  it  hadn't  been  for  you,  every  man 
Jack  of  us  would  have  been  cut  into 
chops  by  this  time  !  " 

But  there  was  no  leisure  for  dwelling 
on  past  dangers,  when  all  their  energies 
were  needed  to  meet  present  ones  ;  for 
now  the  two  young  Lieutenants  found 
themselves  confronted,  suddenly  and 
terribly,  by  a  task  from  which  far  older 
and  more  experienced  soldiers  might  well 
have  shrunk. 

It  was  now  certain  that  the  Burmese 
insurrection  foretold  by  Marston  had 
broken  out  in  earnest,  and  the  capture  of 
so  strong  and  well-manned  a  post  as 
Now-Lay  showed  that  the  rising  must 
have  already  made  great  progi'ess.  It 
was  only  too  probable  that  the  other  out- 
lying British  forts  had  shared  the  same 
fate  ;  and  even  if  not,  they  nmst  by  this 
time  be  as  completely  surrounded  by  foes 
as  Kyook-Pew  itself,  and  could  send  no 
help  whatever.  There  was  no  British 
force  of  any  strength  nearer  than  Man- 
dalay.  The  river— the  sole  avenue  by 
which  they  could  receive  aid  or  attempt 
escape — was  effectually  blocked.  The 
entire  counti'y  was  in  a  blaze  of  rebellion 
around  them,  and  they  were  left  to  con- 
front with  tifty-six  men  the  whole  fighting 
power  of  Northern  Burmah !  It  was 
Cawnpore  over  again ! 

But  though  to  all  appearance  not  less 
hopeless  of  escape  than  the  defenders  of 
Cawnpore  itself,  the  two  stout-hearted 
young  Englislimen  were  as  little  inclined 
to  yield  as  they.  They  cotild  still  fight 
for  honour,  if  not  for  life ;  and  the 
resolute  and  prolonged  defence  of  a  post 
which  commanded  the  river  on  one  side 
and  an  important  jungle-path  on  the 
other,  would  at  any  rate  hamper  the 
enemy's  movements,  find  emplo^-ment 
for  some  hundreds  who  would  otherwise 
be  robbing  and  murdering  elsewhere,  and 
perhaps  contribute  in  some  degree,  how- 
ever slight,  to  the  final  triumph  of 
England. 

"  Right  you  are  !  "  cried  Men-incourt, 
when  Marston  conveyed  to  him,  in  a  few 
strong,  simple  words,  this  view  of  the 
situation.  "  The  native  team  have  got 
the  best  of  the  match  so  far.  but  we'll 
make  a  few  more  runs  before  we're 
bowled  out  !  " 

"That  we  will,"  rejoined  Marston, 
heartily.  "And  after  this,  Frank,  we 
mustn't  think  of  ourselves  at  all,  but  only 
of  our  duty,  and,  however  hopeless  we 


know  the  case  to  be,  we  must  put  a  bold 
face  on  it  before  the  men.  It  all  depends 
on  us  officers  now,  and  if  they  see  tis 
beginning  to  look  chopfallen,  they'll  lose 
heart  at  once.  Come  along,  and  let's  give 
'em  a  cheery  word  to  hearten  them 
lip !  " 

And  well  indeed  did  the  brave  man  do 
his  work.  The  keenest  observer  could 
not  have  guessed  from  his  bright,  fearless 
look  and  cheery  voice  that  he  had  already 
given  himself  up  for  lost.  He  reminded 
his  soldiers  how  often  they  had  longed 
for  the  chance  of  active  service  which 
had  just  presented  itself;  he  spoke  con- 
fidently of  a  speedy  advance  of  the 
British  troops  in  Lower  Burmah  to  sweep 
away  these  guerilla  bands  like  morning 
mist ;  and  then,  in  a  few  stirring  words, 
he  called  upon  them  to  remember  that  it 
now  lay  with  them  to  maintain  the 
honour  of  the  flag,  and  prove  to  this 
Burmese  rabble  that  they  were  the 
warriors  of  Runjeet  Singh. 

This  allusion  to  the  renowned  king 
under  whom  their  most  famous  exploits 
had  been  achieved,  touched  the  warlike 
Sikhs  in  the  right  place ;  and  they 
answered  Marston's  appeal  with  a  shout 
which  told  him  that  he  might  trust  them 
to  stand  by  him  to  the  very  last. 

But,  in  truth,  they  were  likely  to  need 
all  their  courage  and  resolution.  For 
now  began  one  of  those  wearing  Eastern 
sieges  which  are  less  like  an  actual  trial 
of  human  sti'ength  and  skill  than  like  the 
fitful  and  unreal  torment  of  a  nightmare. 
You  have  to  deal,  not  with  the  regular 
and  foreseen  advances  of  scientific  warfare, 
but  with  the  unexpected  and  impromptu 
stratagems  of  savages.  Unseen  enemies 
hem  you  in.  Bullets  fired  by  invisible 
hands  strike  down  your  best  men  by  your 
side.  Flame-tipped  arrows,  shot  no  one 
knows  whence  or  how,  set  fire,  to  your 
palisades,  and  threaten  to  explode  your 
powder.  You  start  up  at  midnight  from 
a  brief  snatch  of  restless,  feverish  sleep, 
roused  by  a  shouting  and  firing  of  shots 
on  the  part  of  your  sentries  ;  and,  rushing 
out,  you  find  no  trace  of  a  foe,  and  are 
disposed  to  regard  the  whole  thing  as  a 
false  alarm,  till,  when  morning  comes, 
you  discover  that  your  stockade  has  been 
cut  half-way  through  from  the  outside. 
Even  the  very  earth  and  air  seem  to  be 
in  league  with  your  enemies,  and  send 
miasma  and  fever  to  wither  your  strength 
and  drain  your  life  slowly  away..  Truly 
indeed  said  one  who  had  himself  passed 
through  the  fearful  trial,  that  "  to  defend 
an  outlying  fort  in  the  East  is  like  being 
stung  to  death  by  one  bee  at  a  time." 

All  this,  and  more,  did  Marston  and 
his  gallant  band  have  to  endure;  for 
from  that  day  their  enemies  gave  them 
no  rest.  Sheltered  by  the  surrounding 
thickets,  they  pelted  the  fort  with  a 
ceaseless  rain  of  bullets,  which  was  all 
the  more  galling  to  the  defenders  inas- 
much as  they  had  to  bear  it  without 
reply  ;  for  Marston,  foreseeing  a  long  siege, 
and  determined  to  spare  his  ammunition 
as  ■  much  as  possible,  had  strictly  for- 
bidden his  men  to  fii-e  unless  they  were 
quite  certain  of  hitting.  They  sent  men 
down  the  stream  at  night  in  boats  to  cut 
through  the  bamboo  stockade  on  the  side 
tliat  overhung  the  water.  They  tried  to 
burn  it  with  fire-tipped  arrows.  They 
made  feints  of  assault  again  and  again 
just  before  daybreak,  with   the  double 


purpose  of  wearing  out  the  defenders 
by  continually  breaking  their  rest,  and 
throwing  them  oft'  their  guard  by  a  con- 
stant succession  of  false  alai'ms,  which 
were  meant  to  be  followed  up  by  a  real 
attack  just  when  it  was  least  expected. 

But  after  about  a  week  of  this  kind  of 
work,  the  Burmese  leaders  began  to  gi-ow 
dissatisfied.  To  all  appearance,  the  siege, 
if  continued  at  this  rate,  might  last  for 
another  century.  In  seven  days  they  had 
not  gained  tlie  slightest  advantage,  nor 
even — as  far  as  they  coiUd  ascertain — so 
much  as  wounded  a  single  man  of  the 
besieged.  By  night  or  by  day,  the  garrison 
seemed  always  on  the  alert,  and  fully 
prepared  to  meet  them  ;  and  the  splendid 
tropical  moonlight  made  any  attempt  to 
creep  up  to  the  fort  undetected  absolutely 
hopeless. 

Nor  was  this  all.  Not  merely  had  they 
gained  nothing,  but  they  had  suffered 
considerable  loss.  Emboldened  by  seeing 
that  the  garrison  did  not  return  their  fire, 
and  misled  by  this  abstinence  into  the 
belief  that  the  defenders  were  actually 
short  of  ammunition,  the  Burmans  had 
gathered  a  number  of  their  best  marks- 
men behind  a  thick  clump  of  bushes 
which  was  the  nearest  point  of  the  thicket 
to  the  entrenchment,  hoping  to  annoy  it 
more  effectually  from  this  vantage-ground; 
for  hitherto  the  great  breadth  of  the  clear- 
ing that  lay  between  them  and  the  fort 
had  rendered  their  fire  almost  harmless. 

But  they  were  reckoning  without  their 
host ;  for,  although  they  attempted  tO' 
mask  this  device  by  keeping  up  a  hot  fire 
from  other  parts  of  the  thicket  as  well, 
Marston's  keen  eye  soon  noticed  that  a 
good  many  of  the  shots  were  fired  from  the 
same  point,  a  sure  proof  of  the  presence  of 
a  strong  party  of  ambushed  sharpshooters. 

For  a  short  time  the  young  command- 
ant allowed  them  to  go  on  firing  unmo- 
lested, till  he  had  satisfied  himself  of  the 
exact  spot  wliere  the  hidden  marksmen 
must  be.  Then  suddenly  the  sharp  grind- 
ing crackle  of  the  Catling  gim,  worked- 
by  his  own  hand,  was  heard  through  the 
pattering  musketry,  and  a  shower  of  balls 
went  hissing  and  crashing  into  the  thicket. 

The  outcry  which  instantly  followed, 
and  the  headlong  flight  of  all  who  were 
left  unhurt,  showed  how  fatally  the  dis- 
charge had  told ;  and  this  discomfiture, 
which  cost  the  Burmans  eleven  of  their 
best  riflemen,  raised  to  a  height  the  grow- 
ing discontent  that  prevailed  among  the 
besiegers.  They  had  already  (so  the 
baffled  assailants  grumbled)  wasted  more 
time  over  this  petty  fort  than  it  was 
worth,  and  they  were  daily  missing 
splendid  chances  of  victory  and  plunder 
elsewhere.  It  was  high  time  that  this 
should  end.  They  had  plainly  but  a  mere 
handful  of  men  to  deal  with,  whom  one 
determined  rush  would  easily  overpower. 
Let  them,  then,  storm  the  fort  at  once,, 
massacre  the  garrison,  and  march  away 
to  fi-esh  fields  of  battle  and  booty. 

This  suggestion  chimed  in  exactly  with 
the  humour  of  the  chiefs,  who  had  not 
now  the  War-Tiger's  crafty  brain  and  long 
experience  to  direct  their  coimsels;  and 
an  immediate  assault  -was  unanimously 
resolved  upon. 

But  at  what  point  should  it  be  made  ? 
Hitherto  the  besiegers  had  regarded  that 
side  of  the  entrenchment  which  overiiung 
the  river  as  the  most  easily  assailable  part; 
but  they  had  now  learned  to  then:  cost 


that  it  was  not  so.  Marston's  vigilant 
care  had  cat  away  the  sloping  bank  before 
the  siege  began,  till  it  rose  up  from  the 
water  as  straight  as  the  palisade  above  it, 
and  though  bamboo  ladders  were  easily 
made,  no  ladder  could  be  securely  planted 
in  an  unsteady  boat,  and  to  attempt  an 
escalade  imder  such  conditions  would  be 
sheer  madness.  On  the  whole,  therefore, 
it  appeared  to  the  native  leaders  that  their 
best  plan  was  to  distract  the  attention  of 
the  besieged  by  a  feigned  attacli;  on  this 
side,  while  making  their  real  assault  upon 
the  opposite  face  of  the  entrenchment, 
viz  :  that  which  fronted  the  thicket. 

It  was  just  before  dawn  on  the  ninth 
morning  of  the  siege,  and  Marston,  after 
having  been,  as  usual,  "  everywhere  at 
once "  during  the  greater  part  of  the 
night,  had  fallen  asleep  from  sheer  ex- 
haustion, when  he  was  suddenly  aroused 
by  a  violent  shake  and  the  sound  of  Mer- 
rincourt's  voice  in  his  ear : 

"  Wake  up,  Alf ;  tliey're  coming  !  " 

At  that  moment  a  hoarse  challenge  and 
the  crack  of  a  rifle  broke  the  ghostly 
silence,  and  all  at  once  the  encircling 
shadows  seemed  to  shape  themselves  into 
a  phantasmagoria  of  dark  tierce  faces  and 
wild  figures,  swarming  up  along  the 
opposite  bank,  plunging  into  the  sullen 
waters,  or  springing  ashore  fi-om  drifting 
boats  at  the  foot  of  the  stockade — firing, 
yelling,  clambering,  leaping,  like  the  con- 
fused vision  of  a  nightmare. 

But  Alfred  Marston  possessed  at  least 
one  quality  of  a  great  general,  viz.  that 
quickness  of  perception  which  seizes 
instantly  the  one  important  point  of  any 
situation,  and  sees  at  a  glance  what  less 
gifted  men  must  speU  out  by  slow  degrees. 
A  very  few  moments  sufficed  to  assure 
him  that  this  seemingly  vigorous  attack 
was  a  mere  pretence  ;  and,  guessing  at 
once  what  such  a  feint  must  mean,  he 
left  Merrincourt  and  a  dozen  men  to  keep 
watch  over  the  river-face,  while  he  him- 
self hurried  with  the  bulk  of  his  small 
force  to  see  what  was  going  on  at  the 
landward  side  of  the  entrenchment. 

He  was  not  a  moment  too  soon.  The 
"  flare  "  of  tarred  rope  kept  in  readiness 
for  such  emergencies  had  been  promptly 
kindled,  and  beneath  its  red  glare  there 
started  up  suddenly  out  of  the  darkness  a 
ghostly  vision  of  grim  faces,  and  glittering 
eyes,  and  gaunt  limbs,  and  brandished 
weapons,  as  if  the  very  boughs  of  the 
thicket  whence  this  procession  of  spectres 
was  issuing  had  transformed  themselves 
all  at  once  into  armed  enemies. 

The  Burmans,  having  thrown  aside 
nearly  all  their  clothing  lest  its  light  hue 
should  betray  them  in  the  darkness,  had 
hoped  to  steal  up  to  the  palisade  unseen. 
But  the  moment  they  saw  themselves 
detected,  the  wolfish  yell  of  their  war-cry 
made  the  air  ring,  and  on  they  came  like 
the  rush  of  a  wave. 

But  they  were  stoutly  encountered ;  for, 
whether  in  the  open  field  or  behind  en- 
trenchments, no  man  living  fights  better 
than  the  Sikh.  Gatling  gun  and  rifle 
spoke  out,  sending  havoc  throiigh  the 
mob-like  mass  of  assailants ;  for  at  that 
close  range  every  shot  told,  and  the 
trained  soldiers  aimed  and  fired  as  coolly 
as  if  at  a  review. 

Still,  however,  the  Burma  ne  came 
savagely  on,  and,  leaping  into  the  trench, 
flew  at  the  stockade  like  tigers,  some 


clambering  up  the  bamboo  ladders  which 
they  had  planted,  while  others  actually 
climbed  upon  each  other's  shoulders.  But 
their  unprotected  feet  and  hands  were 
fearfully  torn  by  the  sharp  stakes  thickly 
set  in  the  bottom  of  the  ditch,  and  by  the 
fork-headed  spike-nails  that  bristled  along 
the  top  of  the  palisade  ;  and  as  fast  as 
the  stormers  mounted,  they  were  hurled 
down  again,  every  soldier  of  the  little 
garrison  fighting  like  ten  men  in  one. 

"  Courage,  Punjaubees  !  "  shouted 
Marston,  bringing  down  with  his  revolver 
a  daring  assailant  who  had  just  succeeded 
in  clambering  to  the  top  of  the  stockade ; 
"  these  jackals  cannot  stand  against  the 
lions  of  Runjeet  Singh  !  " 

The  fall  of  this  man — one  of  the  prin- 
cipal Burman  leaders — additionally  dis- 
couraged the  enemy,  who  were  already 
beginning  to  lose  heart ;  for  the  impulsive 
Asiatic,  when  he  has  failed  to  win  the  day 
by  his  first  rush,  is  already  more  than 
half  beaten.  The  fury  of  the  assault 
began  to  slacken,  and  just  then  Merrin- 
court, seeing  that  nothing  was  to  be 
feared  from  the  sham  assault  on  his  side, 
sent  to  Marston's  aid  six  of  his  own  men, 
who  came  on  with  a  lusty  shout. 

Slight  as  this  reinforcement  was,  it 
sufficed  to  tiirn  the  scale  against  the 
wavering  assailants,  who,  having  now  lost 
all  the  advantage  given  them  by  darkness 
and  surprise,  saw  that  their  attempt  was 
hopeless.  Just  as  the  first  gleam  of 
sunrise  flashed  along  the  eastern  sky,  the 
fierce  men  vanished,  ghost-like,  into  the 
black  shadowy  thickets  from  which  they 
had  emerged. 

"  Well,  yoii've  given  'em  a  lesson  this 
time,  old  fellow,"  said  Frank  Merrincourt, 
clapping  his  colleague  on  the  shoulder; 
"  I'll  be  bound  they  won't  be  in  a  hurry 
to  try  it  on  again." 

"One  killed,  four  wounded,  Sahib," 
reported  old  Hadji  Mahmood,  saluting. 

Even  this  small  loss,  however,  made  a 
formidable  gap  in  the  strength  of  a  gar- 
rison which  numbered  only  fifty-six  men 
altogether,  exclusive  of  the  two  English 
officers.  But,  on  the  other  hand,  the 
enemy's  losses  had  been  enormous,  con- 
sidering the  actual  number  engaged  ;  and' 
the  brmit  of  the  slaughter  having  fallen 
as  usual  upon  the  bravest  aiid  most  active 
assailants,  the  injury  inflicted  upon  the 
besieging  force  was  far  more  than  a  mere 
withdrawal  of  so  many  men  from  the 
sum-total. 

In  fact,  what  with  the  disheartening 
effect  of  this  crushing  defeat,  and  the 
fall  of  so  many  of  their  best  fighting 
men,  the  spirit  of  the  Biu-mans  was  so 
completely  broken  for  the  time  being, 
that,  could  the  defenders  have  fallen  upon 
them  vigorously  in  that  first  moment  of 
confusion  and  dismay,  the  siege  might 
have  ended  there  and  then.  But  the  wary 
Marston  knew  better  than  to  risk  his 
little  handful  of  men  amid  those  pathless 
thickets  against  enemies  whose  strength 
was  unknown,  and  who,  in  the  irregular 
warfare  of  their  native  jungles,  were  a 
match  for  the  best  soldiers  alive. 

For  tiie  time,  however,  the  daring  young 
commandant  had  fully  attained  his  object. 
There  were  no  more  assaults  after  that, 
and  the  Burmans  seemed  very  cautious  of 
even  venturing  within  rifle-shot  of  the 
fatal  entrenchment  that  had  cost  them 
the  lives  of  so  many  of  their  bravest 
warriors.    The  siege  was  tiirned  into  a 


blockade,  which  troubled  Marston  very 
little;  for,  thanks  to  his  foresight  in  storing 
up  abundant  supplies  before  the  war  broke 
out,  they  ran  (for  the  present,  at  least)  no 
risk  of  being  starved  into  a  surrender, 
and  the  two  wells  inside  the  fort  secured 
them  against  any  want  of  water. 

But  the  deadly  climate  fought  for  the 
Burmans  more  efi'ectually  than  either  shot, 
steel,  or  famine,  against  men  who  had  now 
no  fighting  to  rouse  them  from  the  deaden- 
ing influence  of  the  dull,  monotonous; 
suffering  that  weighed  them  down  like 
lead.    Despite  all  the  care  taken  of  them,, 
two  of  the  wounded  Sikhs  died.    A  few 
days  later,  the  first  case  of  fever  was; 
reported — then  a  second — then  a  third  ; 
and  even  Marston's  bold  lieart,  which  had 
never  quailed  before  any  peril  of  his  own, 
sank  as  he  thought  of  the  fearful  sufferings 
which  were  about  to  overwhelm  his  de- 
voted followers. 
[      But  now,  to  the  amazement  and  delight 
of  the  overtasked  commandant,  his  seem- 
ingly careless  and  rattle-brained  colleague, 
Frank  Merrincourt,  suddenly  rose  into  a 
hero.    Sharing  the  burden  of  the  weary 
night-watches,  helping  to  nurse  the  sick, 
searing  the   ambushed   enemy  with  a 
well-aimed    rifle-shot,  encouraging  the 
hard-pressed  soldiers  with  cheery  words, 
toiling  with  his  own  hands  to  strengthen 
the  defences,  or  assisting  to  carry  out 
Marston's  contrivances  for  the  health  and 
comfort  of  his  men,  the  young  lieutenant 
seemed  to  be  everywhere  at  once.  But  he 
felt  himself  amply  repaid  for  all  when,  one 
night,  as  Marston  and  he  were  standing- 
side  by  side  behind  the  stockade,  straining- 
their  eyes  into  the  gloom  for  any  sign  of 
danger,  the  Commandant  grasped  his  old 
schoolfellow's  hand,  and  said,  with  a  ring- 
of  very  unwonted  emotion  in  his  deep, 
firm  tones : 

"  Frank,  my  boy,  you're  a  brick  !  I 
don't  know  what  I  should  do  without 
you !  " 

Slowly  and  wearily,  day  after  daj',  the 
long  weeks  of  that  terrible  smnmer  rolled 
on ;  and  still  the  defenders  of  tliis  Burmese 
Lucknow  were  as  utterly  cut  ofi'  from  alL 
tidings  of  the  outer  world  as  if  they  hacL 
been  becalmed  in  the  midst  of  a  sailless- 
ocean,  thousands  of  miles  from  land. 
Whether  other  British  forts  -\\  ere  holding 
out  like  their  own,  or  whether  all  the- 
English  in  Northern  Burmali  had  been 
slaughtered  to  the  last  man,  they  couid 
not  tell,  and  they  had  no  means  of  ascer- 
taining. 

But  news  reached  them  at  length, 
sooner  than  they  had  expected,  and  in  a 
very  startling  form.  Early  one  morning,, 
a  tremendous  shouting,  or  rather  yelling, 
was  heard  from  the  thickets  behind 
which  the  besiegers  lay  encamped ;  and. 
the  repeated  utterance  of  the  dreaded 
name  "  Seteeti-Tchar  "  warned  the  de- 
fenders— even  before  the  famous  tiger- 
skin  helmet  became  visible  among  a 
shouting  group  of  besiegers — that  their- 
arch-enemy,  the  "  Tiger  of  War,"  was. 
upon  them  at  last. 

"  It's  all  over  with  lis  now,  old  fellow," 
said  Marston  to  Merrincourt,  with  the- 
grim  emphasis  of  one  who  fiilly  meant 
what  he  said.  "  The  only  thing  left  for 
us  to  do  is  to  die  like  men,  for  there's  no- 
more  mercy  in  that  fellow  yonder  than  in. 
his  namesake." 

{To  be  continued.') 


WHEN  school  began,  Horace  Sinclair  took 
a  high  place  in  the  Fifth,  and  fell 
into  the  work  with  an  easy  assurance  that 
won  him  golden  opinions  from  the  masters, 
and  not  a  little  surprise  from  the  boys. 

But  he  was  not  a  favourite  in  the  school. 
Public  opinion,  which  had  pronounced  him 
a-  "muff,"  veered  a  point  or  two  and  pro- 
claimed him  a  "  sap,"  but  the  change  did 
not  increase  his  popularity. 

He  was  stand-ofdsh  and  stood  upon  his 
dignity ;  he  met  friendly  advances  with  sus- 
picion, and  showed  an  aptitude  for  sarcasm 
which  made  the  boys  shy  of  him.  He 
read  school-books  during  jilay-hours,  and, 
worse  still.  Poetry ;  and  besides — softly  be 
it  whispered — he  was  more  than  suspected 
of  writing  verses  "  out  of  his  otoi  head." 

With  such  a  list  of  crimes  it  was  not  to  be 
expected  that  he  should  make  many  friends. 
Nobody  seemed  to  think  it  worth  while  to 
interfere  with  him,  so — although  in  a  crowd 
— he  was  left  severely  alone  ;  and  he  ap- 
peared quite  satisfied  to  follow  his  own 
devices  uninterrupted.  Charley  Dawlish 
was  the  only  one  among  his  schoolfellows 
whom  he  seemed  to  wish  to  conciliate  ;  and 
in  this  he  was  anything  but  successful. 

Charley  was  the  pride  of  the  Fifth,  and 
the  hero  of  all  the  juniors  ;  and  even  the  all- 
potent  Sixth  relaxed  its  stern  exclusiveness 
in  his  favour,  and  graciously  acknowledged 
his  existence.  He  did  not  stand  in  need  of 
friends  ;  and  he  met  the  advances  of  the  new 
boy  with  a  mixture  of  indifference  and  quiz- 
zical banter  that  raised  a  barrier  between 
them  hard  to  break  down. 

The  fact  was  that  Dawlish  could  not 
understand  what  he  called  Sinclair's  "  moon- 
ing." 

"Why  can't  the  fellow  come  into  the 
plajrground  instead  of  reading  rubbish?" 
he  said  one  day  to  several  of  the  Fifth- 
formers. 

As  he  spoke  he  picked  up  a  little  white 
and  gold  volume  of  Keats  from  Sinclair's 
desk,  and  contemptuously  whirled  open  the 
dainty  leaves. 

A  sheet  of  paper  fell  out,  as  he  did  so, 
and  fluttered  to  the  floor. 

Dawlisli  swooped  upon  it,  and  then  burst 
into  a  light  laugh. 

"  Look  here,  you  fellows,"  he  cried, 
"  we've  found  him  out  at  last.    Hark !  it's 


THE  HUNCHBACK. 

By  Albert  E.  Hoopek, 

Author  of  "  Up  t/ie  Moonslair,"  "  Oiilii  a  lied,"  etc, 
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in  his  own  writing,  '  Ode  to  the  Apollo 
Belvedere ' !  " 

A  roar  of  laughter  followed ;  and  then 
Dawlish,  striking  an  attitude,  read  in  a  dra- 
matic voice  from  the  paper  : 

'•  0  thou  most  perfect  tiipe  of  manlii  grace—" 

A  sudden  hush  fell  upon  the  tittering 
audience.  Dawlish  looked  quickly  up,  and 
there,  standing  before  him,  white  and  trem- 
bling, he  saw  the  Hunchback. 

"  Give  me  that  paper  !  "  said  Sinclair,  in  a 
strange,  husky  whisper,  holding  out  his  hand, 
while  a  steely  gleam  shot  from  his  eyes. 

A  flush  of  genuine  shame  sprang  into 
Dawlish's  cheeks  ;  but  something  in  Sinclair's 
tragic  look  irritated  him,  and  he  took  a  step 
back,  holding  the  paper  over  his  head. 

"  What  if  I  don't?  "  he  asked  banteringly. 

The  Hunchback  did  not  answer  ;  he  leapt 
forward,  his  long  arm  shot  out  with  the  force 
of  a  piston-stroke,  there  was  a  sickening 
crash,  and  Charley  Dawlish  lay  stunned  and 
bleeding  on  the  floor. 

Sinclair  stood  still  for  a  moment  with  his 
arms  hanging  loosely  at  his  sides  ;  and  then 
with  a  cry  of  agony  he  flung  himself  on  his 
knees  at  Charley's  side. 

"  Oh,  his  beautiful— beautiful  face  !  "he 
cried,  while  the  boys  stared  at  him  in  open- 
eyed  astonishment.  "  Look  !  look  !  I  for- 
got how  strong  I  was." 

"The  fellow's  mad  !  "  exclaimed  a  Sixth- 
former,  attracted  to  the  spot  by  the  confu- 
sion. "  Come,  get  up,  man,  and  help  me 
carry  Dawlish  to  my  room.  We  must  get 
him  out  of  the  way  before  the  next  class  is 
called." 

Sinclair  sprang  to  his  feet,  and,  seemingly 
without  the  least  exertion,  lifted  the  insen- 
sible Charley  in  his  arms  and  carried  him 
from  the  room. 

There  was  a  good  deal  of  talk  among  the 
boys  about  "that  mad  Sinclair's"  sudden 
outburst  of  passion  and  girlish  sentiment ; 
but  neither  he  nor  Charley  Dawlish  was 
seen  again  in  the  school  until  the  following 
day. 

At  morning  prayers  they  both  appeared, 
and  the  sight  of  Dawlish's  disfigured  face 
caused  quite  a  sensation  in  the  ranks  of  the 
juniors. 

When  the  books  were  closed,  and  just  as 
the  classes  were  about  to  be  dismissed  to 
(7*0  be  coiilinuecl.) 


their  different  rooms,  Horace  Sinclair  quietly 
left  his  seat  and  walked  up  to  the  Head 
Mastfr's  desk. 

A  murmur  of  expectancy  passed  over  the 
room,  but  it  was  instantly  hushed  as  Sin- 
clair's high,  nervous  voice  was  heard  to 
say  : 

"  Have  you  noticed  Dawlish,  sir?  " 

The  Doctor  glanced  rapidly  along  the  rows 
of  faces ;  then  he  slightly  raised  his  eye- 
brows, and  looked  again  at  the  boy  before 
him. 

"  I  did  it,"  said  the  Hunchback. 

There  was  a  pause ;  and  then  came  the 
sound  of  a  hasty  stride  across  the  floor,  and 
:  Dawlish  was  standing  at  Sinclair's  side. 

"  The  fault  was  mine,  sir,"  he  said.  "  I  in- 
sulted Sinclair,  and  he  was  quite  right  " 

"  That  is  my  business,  sir,"  returned  the 
Doctor  sternly.  "  You  have  broken  the  rules 
that  guide  all  gentlemanly  conduct,  and  your 
punishment  is  to  know  it.  Sinclair,  you 
have  broken  a  rule  of  the  school.  Fighting 
is  altogether  brutal,  and  I  won't  have  it. 
Come  to  my  study  at  twelve  o'clock. — Dis- 
missed." 

After  school  a  knot  of  small  boys  gathered 
in  the  passage  which  led  to  the  Head  Mas- 
ter's room.  Sinclair  was  shut  in  with  the 
Doctor ;  and,  although  these  small  boys 
knew  that  the  double  doors  effectually 
muffled  the  sounds  of  the  shrill-singing 
cane,  they  waited  patiently  to  see  the  victim 
emerge. 

If  they  expected  to  see  any  signs  of  con- 
fusion they  were  disappointed  ;  for  when  the 
door  opened  and  Sinclair  stepped  out  his 
face  was  inscrutable ;  and  in  one  of  his 
tingling  hands  he  held  the  Doctor's  favourite 
vellum-bound  Homer. 

AVhen  the  small  boys  saw  this,  they 
scuttled  round  the  corner  with  looks  of 
blank  amazement.  A  fellow  who  could  take 
his  swishing  and  then  borrow  a  classic  was 
beyond  their  comprehension,  and  they  gave 
him  up  as  a  hopeless  enigma. 

But  when  they  had  disappeared,  a  deep 
flush  reddened  the  Hunchback's  face,  for  he 
heard  a  quick,  light  step  behind  him,  and 
felt  a  hand  on  his  shoulder  ;  and  a  moment 
later  he  was  walking  across  the  playground 
arm-in-arm  with  Charley  Dawlish. 

From  this  tune  the  two  boys  were  known 
in  the  school  as  Damon  and  Pythias. 


HOW  I  GOT  A  BIRD'S-EYE  VIEW  OF  BOMBAY. 

By  Franklin  Fox,  l.^te  Capt.\in  P.  and  0.  Service, 


"  TXrHEBE's  Mr.  Smart  ?  " 

VV  "  Here,  sir,"  replied  I,  running  aft 
towards  the  break  of  the  poop  of  the  Honour- 
able East  India  Company's  ship  Bombay, 
where  the  chief  officer,  Mr.  Clinch,  from 
whom  the  above  query  had  emanated,  was 
standing. 

"  You  are  to  be  ready  at  ten  o'clock  to  take 
Captain  and  Mrs.  Furlett  on  shore,"  con- 
tinued he. 

"  Very  good,  sir.  In  the  gig,  I  suppose," 
replied  I. 

'•  Ho,  not  in  the  gig— the  first  cutter  ;  and 


Author  of  "Afloat  and  Ashore,"  etc.,  etc. 

mind  and  have  everything  ready  at  the  tune 
I  have  named.  Duncan,  the  cjuartormaster, 
will  go  as  coxswain  of  the  boat,  and  I  have 
picked  out  eight  of  the  smartest  men  in  the 
ship  for  a  crew.  There's  one  thing  I  wish  to 
caution  you  about,  Mr.  Smart,  and  that  is 
you  will  on  no  account  permit  any  of  the 
men  to  go  ashore  out  of  the  boat." 

"All  right,  sir,"  replied  I,  cheerfully. 

"  You  will  be  in  absolute  charge  of  the 
cutter,  remember,  Mr.  Smart,  and  after  you 
have  landed  the  captain  and  his  wife  at  the 
Apollo  Bunder  you  are  to  shove  off  and 


return  to  the  ship  at  once.  Do  you  under- 
stand ?  " 

"  Perfectly,  sir,"  said  I. 

"  Mind,  you  are  to  listen  to  no  repre- 
sentations or  persuasions  from  either  Duncan 
himself  or  any  of  the  boat's  crew,  which 
they  may  use  to  induce  you  to  allow  them 
to  leave  the  boat,  but  you  are  to  return  to 
the  ship  at  once." 

"  I  shall  attend  to  j-our  order's,  sir,"  said  I 
promptly,  wondering  in  my  own  mind  what 
made  old  Charlie  (as  we  called  our  chief 
I  in  the  midshipmen's  berth)  so  awfully  par- 


ticular  about  the  men  taking  a  run  ashore  for 
a  minute  or  two. 

"  Mind  you  do,  sir,"  rejoined  Mr.  Clinch  ; 
"  and  now  get  your  breakfast  and  see  that 
the  boat  is  ready  at  ten  o'clock." 

I  ran  down  to  the  berth  full  of  delight  at 
the  prospect  of  the  slight  change  this  trip  to 
the  shore  and  back  promised,  and  also  filled 
with  pride  at  the  honour  conferred  upon  nie 
in  being  selected  from  out  of  the  six  middies 
the  old  Bombay  carried,  for  this  duty.  It  is 
true  I  had  been  appointed  gig  midshipman 
on  the  passage  out  from  England  to  Bombay, 
where  our  dear  old  ship  was  now  lying 
moored,  and  I  had  spent  many  and  many  an 
hour  in  plaiting  white  sennit  yoke  lines, 
getting  little  fancy  mats  made  for  the  stern 
sheets,  and  in  other  embellishments  for  that 
craft,  in  anticipation  of  her  being  honoured 
by  having  to  take  the  captain's  beautiful 
young  wife  on  shore  when  we  reached  port ; 
but  as  another  and  more  roomy  craft,  the  first 
cutter,  had  been  selected — no  doubt  for  the 
lady's  convenience— I  had  hardly  expected  I 
should  have  been  transferred  from  my  own 
special  charge,  the  gig,  to  undertake  the 
duty  in  the  cutter.  But  so  it  was,  and  when 
I  got  down  in  the  berth,  the  pride  and  de- 
light with  which  I  was  overflowing  met  with 
a  cold  douche  from  my  messmates. 

"  Upon  my  word.  Smart,  you  must  be  a 
gi'asping,  mean  fellow  to  go  and  work  round 
the  chief  to  get  me  out  of  my  boat  as  you 
have  done,"  said  young  Orridge,  who  had 
been  appointed  midshipman  of  the  first 
cutter  at  boat  stations.  "  I  heard  old 
Charlie  telling  you  to  go  away  in  charge  of 
her,  with  the  captain  and  Mrs.  Furlett." 

"  Well,  if  you  heard  all  that  took  place, 
Orridge,"  said  I,  "  you  must  know  I  haven't 
worked  round  old  Charlie,  as  you  call  it,  to 
get  sent  on  this  duty.  I  never  asked  for  it,  I 
assure  you." 

"  Oh,  ah  !  that's  all  very  fine.  Master 
Smart,"  said  young  Spraggs.  "I  suppose  you 
are  to  have  all  the  boats  in  turn  when  there's 
any  pleasant,  show-off,  dandyfied  job  to  be 
done.  I'll  take  jolly  good  care  you  don't  go  in 
my  boat— the  second  cutter — without  there 
being  a  row  about  it." 

"  I  wonder  if  Smart  will  be  so  ready  to 
take  our  boats  if  it's  to  go  watering,  or  towing 
some  spars  off  against  the  tide,  or  any  other 
fine  job,  where  there's  lots  of  hard  work  and 
no  fine  ladies  to  dance  attendance  upon." 

"  I  haven't  had  anything  to  do  with  it ;  you 
fellows  know  that  just  as  well  as  I  do,"  said 
I,  indignantly  ;  "  how  can  I  help  it  if  Charlie 
picks  me  out  for  the  job  ?  I  cannot  tell  him 
I  won't  go  because  Orridge  doesn't  like  it, 
can  I?  " 

"Oh  yes,  I  dare  say.  It's  all  very  fine. 
Master  Smart,"  replied  Orridge,  who  was  re- 
gularly upset  at  being  ousted  from  his  own 
particular  charge  in  this  way.  "It  isn't  a 
bit  likely  old  Charlie  would  have  told  you  to 
go  if  you  hadn't  asked  him.  Besides,  didn't 
you  say  the  day  after  we  got  in  you  wanted 
to  get  ashore  and  deliver  your  letters  of  in- 
troduction, and  you  should  look  out  for  the 
first  chance  !  " 

"  Yes,  I  know  I  said  that,"  replied  I ;  "but, 
as  a  matter  of  fact,  Orridge,  let  me  tell  you 
that  when  I  found  no  one  was  to  have  any 
leave  until  the  cargo  was  all  out,  I  sent  the 
letters  on  shore  by  the  steward,  so  you  see 
you  are  out  again  in  your  reckoning." 

"  I  say  it's  too  bad  of  you.  Smart,"  said 
Spraggs,  "  and  if  it  was  my  boat  and  I  were 
Orridge,  I  should  take  it  out  of  you." 

"  Would  you?  "  replied  I.  "  Well,  you  must 
be  a  fool,  Spraggs,  for,  after  all,  it's  not  such 
a  catch  as  you  make  out,  just  to  go  ashore 
to  the  Bunder  and  come  back  again  without 
stopping  any  time." 

"  That's  all  very  well,"  argued  Orridge, 
"but  how  about  the  glory  of  being  picked 


out  from  all  of  us?  Because  you  are  the 
captain's  pet,  I  suppose  ;  that's  wliat  sticks 
in  my  gizzard." 

"  Oh,  well,  it  must  stick  then,"  said  I,  "  for 
I  can't  help  it.  Whether  or  no,  I  must  get 
some  breakfast  into  mine,  and  I  hope  that 
won't  offend  you,  old  fellow." 

"Pets  are  generally  sneaks,"  muttered 
Spraggs,  moving  off  out  of  the  berth,  for  it 
was  his  forenoon  watch  on  deck,  and  eight 
bells  had  just  struck. 

It  was  in  the  north-east  monsoon,  the  sky 
bright  and  clear,  and  the  sun  of  course  mag- 
nificently hot.  We  had  been  in  Bombay 
about  a  week,  and  the  cargo  was  rapidly 
being  got  out.  Some  fev;  days  had  been 
occupied  in  procuring  a  suitable  house  for 
our  captain  and  his  wife  to  occupy,  as  there 
was  a  great  demand  for  the  bungalows  at 
Malabar  Point,  which  was  considered  the 
best  locality.  This  had  all  been  arranged 
at  last,  and  now  our  skipper  was  about  to 
take  up  his  abode  on  shore. 

Captain  Furlett  was  quite  a  young  man  ;  he 
had  been  only  third  oi'fieer  when  the  charter 
of  the  Honourable  East  India  Company  was 
withdrawn,  but  had  obtained  command  of 
the  Bombay,  which  was  kept  on  "  under  en- 
gagement "  to  the  Company  for  some  years 
after  the  abolition  of  the  great  trading 
monopoly  held  by  the  East  India  Company. 
It  was  the  custom  in  the  Company's  service 
for  those  ofticers  who  had  interest  to  skip 
over  the  hard  drudgery  work  incidental 
to  the  chief  officer's  post,  who  was  the 
responsible  man  for  the  whole  duty  and 
discipline  of  the  ship,  and  jump  from  third 
or  second  officer  to  command.  Of  course  it 
required  good  interest  with  some  of  the 
members  of  the  Court  of  Directors  in 
Leadenhall  Street  to  do  this,  but  it  was  not  a 
very  uncommon  thing  to  occur,  and  Captain 
Furlett's  was  a  case  in  point. 

Captains  were  supposed  to  make  their  for- 
tunes in  three  voyages  to  the  East  Indies 
and  China,  and  it  was  generally  understood 
when  I  went  to  sea  that  it  was  their  own 
faults  if  they  did  not  do  this.  Still,  a  chief 
officer's  berth,  or  in  fact  any  officer's 
berth,  in  the  "old"  Company's  service  was 
not  to  be  despised ;  the  pay  was  good  all 
round  ;  there  were  lots  of  "  pickings  "  in  the 
shape  of  presents  from  merchants,  allowance 
of  a  small  space  for  freightage  of  any  little 
venture,  and  so  on.  Those  were  the  days 
when  we  used  to  hear  of  fortunes  being 
picked  up  "  under  the  pagoda  tree,"  and  no 
doubt  there  really  were  many  opportunities 
for  sailors  and  others  who  had  their  heads 
shipped  the  right  way  to  make  money  in  the 
East. 

In  addition  to  this,  the  ships  of  the  Honour- 
able Company  were  splendid  specimens  of  the 
best  known  type  of  naval  architecture  of  the 
day ;  they  were  liberally  found,  well  and 
fully  manned  by  the  finest  seamen  that 
Great  Britain  could  supply,  and  the  service 
was  a  popular  one.  The  uniform  of  the 
officers  was  the  handsomest  naval  uniform  I 
ever  saw,  blue  turned  up  with  white,  and 
richly  embroidered  with  broad  gold  lace 
fashioned  after  the  pattern  of  oak  leaves. 
This  was  worked  or  sewn  upon  collars,  cuffs, 
and  facings  of  the  coat,  down  the  back  and  on 
the  lapels  of  the  pockets,  and  down  the  sides 
of  the  ti'ousers.  The  junior  officers  below 
the  third  had  no  lace  on  their  jackets  or 
coats,  but  all  wore  buttons,  gold  lace  bands 
round  their  caps,  and  a  crest  in  front  over 
the  peak,  the  design  being  a  rampant  lion 
holding  a  crown  up  in  his  paws,  irreverently 
styled  a  "  kid  "  or  dish  of  rice  by  us  young- 
sters. All  the  buttons  had  this  same  em- 
blem of  "  .lohn  Company  "  upon  them. 

Immediately  I  had  swallowed  my  break- 
fast I  hurried  upon  deck,  and  calling  for 
Duncan,  the  coxswain  of  the  first  cutter,  I 


began  to  worry  that  worthy  and  apparently 
steady-going  old  seaman  into  a  succession  of 
fits  of  irritation  by  my  reiterated  injunctions 
about  the  cleanliness  of  the  boat  and  her 
gear,  and  my  nervous  excitement  that  every- 
thing should  be  fit  and  ready  at  the  appointed 
hour  gave  the  quartermaster  no  peace  until 
the  cutter  was  lowered  down  into  the  water 
and  brought  alongside  the  little  platform  at 
the  bottom  of  theBombay'smassiveaccommo- 
dation  ladder,  which  was  draped  in  snow- 
white  canvas  at  the  back  and  sides  and  all 
round  its  upper  and  lower  platforms  for  the 
occasion. 

Directly  the  cutter  was  alongside  I  pro- 
ceeded to  arrange  such  of  the  embellishments 
as  I  had  designed  for  the  gig,  but  which  would 
serve  the  purpose  of  the  larger  boat  as  well, 
in  their  places.  I  had  cushions  and  stern- 
sheet  cloths  of  snow-white  duck,  with 
red  and  blue  piping  round  the  edges,  placed 
aft  in  the  boat,  a  neat  flagstaff  at  the  stem 
with  a  boat  ensign  upon  it  flying,  and  varie- 
gated mats  of  white  manilla  yarn  placed  upon 
the  stern  grating.  At  last  all  was  ready,  and 
before  the  great  ship's  bell  struck  out  four 
bells  for  ten  o'clock,  my  boat's  crew  were  all 
in  their  places,  dressed  in  white  frocks  and 
trousers,  each  man  holding  his  oar  perpen- 
dicularly poised  up  aloft,  ready  to  be  dropped 
into  the  water  at  the  given  signal. 

The  sound  of  the  bell  had  scarcely  ceased, 
echoing  through  the  ship  when  Captain  and 
I  Mrs.  Furlett  made  their  appearance.  All  the 
officers  raised  their  caps  as  the  pair  emerged 
from  under  the  poop  awning  by  the  great 
sliding  doors  giving  admission  to  the  cuddy 
— as  the  saloons  of  the  old  Indiamen  were 
called — and  proceeded  to  the  gangway.  The 
two  nicest  looking  lads  in  the  ship  held  out 
the  side  ropes,  the  boatswain  "  piped  the 
side,"  winding  his  silver  call  most  musically, 
giving  out  those  prolonged  notes  which  are. 
reserved  as  marks  of  distinction  for  superior 
officers  and  distinguished  persons  in  the 
naval  service.  I  stood  in  the  stern  sheets  of 
the  cutter  cap  in  hand,  ready  to  hand 
Mrs.  Furlett  to  a  seat,  and  old  Duncan,  the 
coxswain,  stood  up  behind  the  back  board  of 
the  stern  sheets,  like  all  the  rest  of  the  boat's- 
crew,  his  head  uncovered.  The  lady  took  her 
seat.  Captain  Furlett  assumed  his  place 
beside  her  and  nodded  to  me. 

"  Shove  off !  "  exclaimed  I,  in  the  most 
manly  tones  I  could  command,  and  Mowat, 
the  bowman,  breasting  the  bow  of  the  cutter 
away  from  the  ship's  side  with  his  brass 
headed  and  polished  boathook,  pushed  her 
off,  so  that  the  tide  catching  her,  swung  her 
away  from  the  vessel. 

"Down  oars  !  "  cried  I,  and  as  the  bright 
blades  simultaneously  cleft  the  water  with- 
out a  splash,  "  Give  way,"  I  added,  and  the 
men  stretched  out  for  the  shore. 

The  sun  was  hot  even  at  that  hour,  and  but 
little  was  said  during  the  row  on  shore.  The- 
Bombay  was  moored  outside  a  host  of  other 
smaller  vessels,  and  as  we  approached  the 
landing  place  at  the  Apollo  Bunder,  we  quite 
lost  sight  of  the  old  craft  in  the  crowd  of 
shipping  which  intervened  between  us  and 
her.  As  we  neared  the  steep  stone  masonry 
of  which  the  Bunder  (or  little  pier)  was  built, 
I  stood  up  in  the  stern  sheets,  the  better  to 
see  the  way  to  the  landing  place,  marked  by 
a  flight  of  stone  steps.  A  crowd  of  boats, 
patemars,  Bunder  boats,  and  dinghies  hung 
about  the  Bunder  end,  and  through  these 
we  threaded  our  way  cleverly.  Nearing  the 
steps  I  gave  the  order  in  the  most  approved 
man-of-war  style,  "  In  bow  !  "  upon  hearing 
which  the  foremost  oarsman  boated  his  oar, 
and  seizing  his  boathook  stood  up  ready  to 
hook  on  to  the  landing. 

"  Eowed  of  all !  "  cried  I,  as  the  distance  to 
the  steps  diminished,  and  at  the  word  the  oars 
were  swung  up  and  neatly  placed  in  the  boat, 


^10 


which,  keeping  her  way  from  the  impetus 
already  given,  shot  smoothly  alongside  the 
steps. 

The  captain  and  his  wife  immediately  dis- 
embarked and  stepped  into  a  well  appointed 
■carriage  with  four  splendid  horses  and 
IJOstillions  awaiting  their  arrival. 

"  Go  on  board  at  once,  Mr.  Smart,"  said 
the  captain,  as  he  drove  off  and  acknowledged 
the  bow  I  inads  to  him  as  a  parting  saluta- 
tion. 

"  All  right,  sir,"  replied  I,  and  turned  to  re- 
enter the  boat  I  had  for  the  moment  quitted. 

"  Now,  Duncan — shove  off  !  "  said  I,  tak- 
ing my  seat. 

"Yes,  sir — certainly,  sir,"  replied  Duncan. 
*'  But  would  your  honour  mind  just  allowing 
me  to  step  across  the  Bunder,  sir.  I  sees 
an  old  shipmate  of  mine  there,  sir.  He's  in 
.the  Indian  navy,  sir,  and  I  wants  to  have  a 
•word  with  him." 

"  Well,  really,  Duncan,  I  am  afraid  I  can't 
.allow  you  to  leave  the  boat  even  for  a 
-nsoment;  ray  orders  were  so  very  strict 
upon  that  point." 

"  Bless  you,  sir,  them's  only  the  usual 
horders  Mr.  Clinch  gives  hall  the  young 
■gents  at  fust.  That  ain't  nothing,  sir.  dChat's 
of  no  consekence  whatever.  I  shan't  be  a 
second,  sir,  just  running  across  the  Bunder.'' 

As  Duncan  spoke  I  looked  at  the  rest  of 
the  boat's  crew,  and  noted  the  eager  wistful 
."gaze  with  which  they  were  attending  to 
'^vhat  was  passing  between  Duncan  and 
emyself. 

"  I  am  very  sorry  indeed,  Duncan,"  said 
I,  "  to  refuse  you  so  small  a  favour ;  but 
rsally,  I  dare  not  give  you  leave." 

"  Oh  yes,  Mr.  Smart ;  come  now,  sir. 
Just  turn  your  head  the  other  way,  then  you 
need  not  see  me  go,  sir." 

"  Oh,  but  that's  just  the  same  thing  as 
giving  you  leave,  Duncan,"  replied  I. 

"  Well,  but  do,  sir;  let  me  run  over,  only 
for  two  seconds,"  persisted  Duncan.  "Why, 
I  might  have  been  and  come  back  before 
this,  you  know,  sir." 

I  looked  round  hesitatingly ;  the  man's 
Tequest  seemed  so  plausible  that  I  had  hardly 
the  heart  to  refuse  it.  Duncan  in  a  moment 
perceived  the  advantage  he  had  gained. 

"  Come,  Mr.  Smart.  Do  be  a  reasonable 
young  offio?r  this  once.  Every  one  knows 
.as  how  you're  the  smartest  and  best  looking 
young  gentleman  in  the  ship,  and  the  cap- 
tain will  never  find  fault  with  wliat  you  do, 
.sir." 

"I'm  afraid  I  can't  let  you  go,  Duncan," 
said  I,  in  tones  which  betrayed  my  hesita- 
tion. 

"Oh  yes,  you  can,  sir;  come  now.  Just 
give  a  nod  like,  sir,  and  I'll  be  oft  and  back 
again  before  you  can  tie  a  reef  knot." 

With  these  words  Duncan  sprang  out  of 
the  boat  upon  the  steps,  pretending  that  he 
had  seen  me  nod.  As  he  did  so  two  of  the 
boat's  crew  put  in  their  words. 

"  Just  let  us  run  up  the  Bunder,  sir,  to 
stretch  our  legs.  Haven't  felt  the  ground, 
you  know,  sir,  for  four  months.  May  we  go, 
sir?" 

"  No,  certainly  not !  "  cried  I. 

But  before  the  words  were  uttered  two  of 
my  men  had  sprung  ashore  on  one  side,  and 
two  others  had  jumped  into  a  native  boat, 
and  from  there  gained  the  Bunder. 

I  ran  up  the  steps  to  look  after  the  men, 
and  saw  them  not  many  yards  distant  at 
the  head  of  the  Bunder  talking  to  some 
natives  who  had  cocoa-nuts  and  red  earthen 
jars  of  some  kind  of  liquid  in  their  hands. 
Two  men  still  remained  in  the  boat,  and  to 
them  I  turned. 

"  Go  at  once  and  tell  Duncan  and  the 
others  to  return  to  the  boat  immediately  !  " 
said  I. 

The  men  obeyed  mc  at  once  ;  and  so  after 


about  five  minutes'  delay  the  whole  of  the 
party  came  back  to  the  boat. 

I  felt  very  indignant  indeed  at  the  men's 
conduct,  and  shouted  out  in  angry  tones  to 
the  bowman  to  "shove  off." 

"  Steer  for  the  ship,  Duncan— where  are 
you  going  to  ? "  said  I,  as  I  noticed  the 
cutter's  head  yaw  out  of  our  course. 

"Yes,  sir,''  replied  the  coxswain;  but  it 
struck  me  his  voice  sounded  queer  and  his 
utterance  thick. 

The  hot  sun  blazed  down  upon  us,  and  I 
noticed  the  men  pulled  irregularly.  Then 
Myers,  the  stroke,  caught  a  crab,  and  went 
head  over  heels  among  the  rest.  Then 
another  man  began  to  sing,  "  Hurrah  for  tiie 
toddy  !  "  Of  course  I  silenced  him  at  once, 
but  the  awful  truth  flashed  upon  my 
mind,  that  the  men  had  taken  advantage 
of  those  few  minutes  on  the  Bunder  to 
swill  the  fermented  palm  wine  got  from  the 
cocoa-nut  tree,  and  that  they  were  all  tipsy. 

As  we  neared  the  ship  the  rowing  became 
more  wild  and  careless,  and  the  steering 
worse.  I  took  the  tiller  from  Duncan's  hand 
and  steered  the  boat  towards  the  gangway 
myself.  I  could  see  "  old  Charley  "  standing 
on  the  accommodation-ladder  watching  our 
approach,  and  my  heart  fell  within  me. 
Nobody  could  mistake  what  was  the  matter. 
Now  one  man  pulled  a  stroke,  then  another 
in  different  time,  then  a  third  would  roll 
over  his  thwart  and  drop  his  oar  overboard. 
I  felt  half  mad  with  anger,  disgust,  and  dis- 
may. How  I  managed  to  get  alongside  I 
know  not.  At  last  I  did  do  so,  however,  and 
mounted  the  ladder. 

"  What's  the  meaning  of  this,  Mr.  Smart  ?  " 
said  the  chief  officer  in  stern  tones  as  I 
stepped  on  the  quarter  deck  and  touched  my 
cap. 

"  I'm  very  sorry,  sir,"  stammered  I. 

"  Sorry,  sir  !  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Clinch.  "  Go 
up  to  the  masthead,  sir — the  maintopmast 
crosstrees — and  stay  there  till  1  call  you  down. 
I'm  ashamed  of  you,  sir." 

I  touched  my  cap ;  made  no  reply,  but 
wended  my  way  slowly  and  sadly  up  the 
rigging,  feeling  ashamed  of  myself.  I  looked 
on  deck  as  I  mounted  the  j-atlins  step  by 
step,  and  saw  my  wretched  boat's  crew  reel- 
ing about  the  deck.  One  man  tumbled  down 
the  open  main  hatchway  into  the  hold  and 
was  seriously  injured,  whilst  the  rest  stag- 
gered away  to  their  berths.  I  could  also  see 
Orridge  and  Spraggs  laughing  and  jeering  at 
me  from  the  door  of  the  berth  on  the  main 
deck.  Duncan  was  di.srated  on  the  spot, 
and  one  of  the  men  who  answered  the  chief 
officer  popped  into  irons  at  once. 

After  I  arrived  at  the  maintop-masthead 
I  took  my  seat  upon  the  two  little  cross- 
trees  about  two  and  a  half  inches  wide  and 
three  feet  long,  and  gazed  down  and  around 
upon  the  scene. 

All  Bombay,  from  Elephanta  Island  to 
Colaba  lighthouse  and  Malabar  Point,  was 
mapped  out  before  me.  I  gazed  and  gazed  at 
it  as  the  hours  sounded  out  from  the  ship's 
bell.  I  formed  a  more  elevated  impression 
of  the  harbour  and  its  surroundings  than  I 
have  found  a  more  intimate  accjuaintance 
confirm,  and  I  gained  from  my  lofty  perch  a 
thorough  knowledge  of  the  geography  of  the 
locality. 

Perhaps  I  need  hardly  trouble  you,  dear 
reader,  with  a  description  of  the  town,  of  the 
buildings  I  could  see  prominently  standing 
out  over  the  dusty  roads  and  green  groves  of 
palm  trees  in  the  background,  but  I  had  in 
truth  for  many  hours  a  complete  and  bird's- 
eye  view  of  the  place.  My  mind  was  too 
full  for  a  long  time  of  the  disgrace  which  had 
befallen  me  to  permit  me  to  appreciate  fully 
the  view.  I  could  do  nothing  but  repeat  a 
line  or  two  from  "Paradise  Lost"  which  I 
had  recently  been  reading  : 


Of  man's  first  disobedience,  and  the  fruit 
Of  that  forbidden  tree, 

kept  running  in  my  head,  and  I  bewailed  my 
own  dereliction  of  duty. 

Hour  after  hour  passed  on,  and  still  no 
call  to  descend  reached  me. 

Twelve,  one,  two,  three,  four,  five,  six, 
seven,  eight  o'clock  struck,  and  still  I  sat 
at  the  maintop-masthead.  I  was  hungry, 
thirsty,  weary,  and  sad.  Nine,  ten,  eleven 
struck,  and  still  no  hail  from  the  deck  reached 
my  ears.  I  began  to  think  I  should  faint,  and 
looked  for  a  piece  of  rope  to  make  myself 
fast  with,  but  found  none.  Fatigue  and 
chagrin  seized  my  frame  and  mind,  I  was 
almost  tempted  to  throw  myself  down  and 
end  my  disgraced  career,  but  a  prayer  came 
to  my  lips  at  the  moment  and  dispelled  the 
thought.  My  head  ached  and  burnt  — my 
limbs  trembled.  I  was  on  the  point  of  shout- 
ing out  to  the  deck  that  I  should  fall,  when 
a  hail  reached  me. 

"  Masthead  there  ?  " 

"  Ay,  ay,  sir." 

"  Come  down  from  aloft." 

I  did  not  need  a  second  call,  and  descended 
from  my  perch  a  sadder  and  a  wiser  young- 
ster than  I  was  when  I  rose  that  morning. 
I  was  not  disrated  from  being  the  captain's 
gig  midshipman,  for  Mrs.  Furlett  interceded 
with  Mr.  Clinch  for  me,  but  I  never  after- 
wards allowed  myself  to  be  inveigled  into 
disobedience  of  orders. 


THE  MAXIM. 

By  M.  Paek  Gill,  m.a. 

"  Carpe  diem."— HORACE. 

"Act— act  in  the  living  present." — LoxnrELi.ow. 
"Do  noble  deeds,  not  dream  them  all  day  long." — 

KlXGSLEY. 

THE  world  is  all  before  you,  boys, 
So  fight  to  win — not  lose — 
Let  each,  according  to  his  bent. 

His  own  vocation  choose. 
This  golden  maxim  should,  I  think, 

Within  your  bosoms  dwell  : 
"  Whatever's  worth  the  doing,  boys, 
Is  worth  the  doing  M-ell." 

So  few  can  scale  the  giddy  heights, 

To  Fame's  alluring  seat ; 
But  all  may  reach  some  wislied-for  goal, 

With  steady,  plodding  feet. 
And  in  whatever  sphere  stands  out 

Your  duty,  great  or  small, 
"  It's  worth  the  doing  well,  my  boys, 

If  worth  the  deed  at  all." 

Procrastination — "  thief  of  time  " — 

Is  mankind's  fellest  foe  ; 
The  present  only  is  our  own. 

The  future  none  may  know  ; 
And  idle  dreaming,  howe'er  sweet, 

Can  naught  attain,  I  trow, 
"  Whatever's  worth  the  doing,  boys, 

Is  worth  the  doing  now." 

Kome  was  not  built  in  one  brief  day, 

And  so,  to  form  the  soul, 
'Tis  littles,  done  with  manly  nerve. 

Construct  the  perfect  whole. 
The  aching  brain,  the  heated  brow, 

Of  lengthened  labour  tell, 
"  But  if  it's  worth  the  doing,  boys, 

It's  worth  the  doing  well." 

Then  lay  this  maxim  well  to  heart ; 

'Twill  aid  you  in  the  fight, 
'Tis  recompense  alone  to  know 

One's  duty  was  done  right ; 
But  when,  the  battle  past,  you  he 

Within  the  grave's  low  cell. 
Your  soul,  beyond,  God's  voice  shall  hear: 

"  Servant,  thou  hast  done  well." 


A 


ILFOBD  Haven  is  very  truly  described  as 
the  finest  harbour  in  the  world,  and 
capable  of  accommodating  the  whole  of  the 
British  Fleet  at  one  time.  It  has  always 
been  a  harbour  of  refuge  for  vessels  caught 
by  storms  in  the  Bristol  Channel,  and  many 
are  the  sailors  who  have  been  thankful  for 
the  sight  of  the  revolving  light  at  St.  Ann's 
Head  when  foul  weather  has  threatened. 
The  rocks  around  the  Welsh  coast  are  so 
dangerous  that  if  a  ship  should  lose  her 
course  and  be  thrown  upon  them,  there  is 
very  little  hope  for  the  safety  of  any  of  the 
crew. 

The  possibilities  of  the  harbour  becoming 
one  of  the  great  centres  of  shipping  are 
growing  greater  every  year,  and  the  natives 
have  an  infallible  belief  that  some  day  in  the 
dim  future  ililford  Haven  will  vie  with 
Liverpool  both  in  magnitude  and  importance, 
for,  as  every  one  knows,  at  least  twenty-four 
hours  might  be  saved  by  American  steamers 
putting  into  Milford  instead  of  going  on  to 
Liverpool. 

As  a  harbour  of  refuge  it  is  historical,  for 
in  Shakespeare's  "Cymbeline"  we  find 
Leonatus  writing  to  his  wife  :  "  Take  notice 
that  I  am  in  Cambria  at  Milford  Haven  ; 
what  your  own  love  will  out  of  this,  advise  you 
follow.  So  he  wishes  you  all  hajjpiness  that 
remains  loyal  to  his  vow,  and  you  increasing 
in  love,"  which  leads  Imogen  to  inquire 

"How  far  it  is 
To  this  blessed  Milford  ;  and,  by  the  way. 
Tell  me  liow  Wales  was  made  so  happy  as 
To  inherit  such  a  haven." 

But  at  the  time  I  am  writing  of,  a  calm 
evening  in  September  some  few  years  ago, 
there  were  very  few  ships  of  any  kind  in  the 
liarbour,  but  those  that  were  there  were  of 
sufficient  importance  to  attract  attention. 

First  of  all  there  was  the  Great  Eastern, 
which  had  recently  accomplished  the  gigantic 
task  of  laying  the  Atlantic  cable,  and  now 
anchored  in  Milford  Bay  as  a  matter  of  con- 
Tenience,  and  a  sort  of  white  elephant  to  her 
owners,  there  being  no  more  Atlantic  cables 
to  be  laid.  Not  a  soul  could  be  seen  aboard, 
and  there  she  lay, 

"  As  idle  as  a  painted  ship 
Upon  a  painted  ocean," 

her  mission  accomplished  and  her  future 
usefulness  doubtful. 

Next  in  importance  to  the  Leviathan  came 
the  man-o'-war  training  ship,  the  old 
Blenheim,  and  lying  in  her  wake  were  three 
or  four  small  gunboats. 

A  few  chains  length  from  the  Great  Eastern 
the  good  ship  Windermere  lay  at  anchor,  with 
her  Blue  Peter  flying  at  the  masthead,  in- 
dicating that  she  was  only  waiting  for  a  fair 
wind  to  put  to  sea. 

The  Windermere,  too,  was  apparently 
deserted,  but  a  careful  scrutiny  of  her  deck 
revealed  the  presence  of  at  least  one  indi- 
vidual on  board,  in  the  shape  of  Caleb 
Westrop,  cabin  boy  and  general  factotum  to 
the  captain.  All  the  crew  had  gone  ashore 
to  Milford,  and  the  captain  having  also  been 
ashore  all  day,  Caleb  had  sole  charge  of  the 
ship. 

For  the  first  hour  or  so,  the  novelty  of 
being  his  own  master  and  having  nothing  to 
do  was  pleasant  enough,  for  from  the  poop 
of  the  deck  he  could  find  plenty  of  objects  of 
interest  to  keep  him  entertained.  He  could 
watch  the  fishermen  in  their  small  boats 
fishing,  and  see  them  haul  in  their  lines  when 


CALEB  WESTROP'S  FRIGHT. 

TALE    OF    MILFORD  HAVE] 
By  Eichaed  Beynon. 

they  got  a  bite.  Then  the  Puffing  Billy  would  j 
come  loaded  from  stem  to  stern  with  a  living 
freight  of  sightseers  to  the  Great  Eastern. 
This  Puffing  Billy  was  a  small  steamer  which 
took  passengers  from  Hobbs  Point  (as  the 
pier  at  Pembroke  Dock  is  called)  to  the  two 
ships  in  question,  and  back,  at  a  shilling  a 
head.  The  Puffing  Billy  came  so  near  to  the 
Windermere  on  one  trip  that  Caleb  could 
not  refrain  from  giving  them  a  sailor's  greet- 
ing : — 

"  If  the  devil  were  to  cast  his  net  he'd 
have  a  good  haul,"  shouted  Caleb  ;  to  which 
the  captain  of  the  tug  replied — "  That's  the 
fellow  who  finds  jobs  for  lazy  boys  like  you, 
isn't  it?" 

All  sailors  like  a  little  chaff,  and  those  of 
Milford  Haven  are  no  exception.  One  day  a 
large  barge  got  into  close  quarters  with  the 
Blenheim,  and  the  lieutenant  on  the  deck 
fearing  that  there  was  going  to  be  a  collision, 
shouted  to  the  man  on  the  barge,  '•  Get 
further  off,  can't  you  ? 

"  Who  are  you  ?  "  came  the  reply  from  the 
barge. 

"  I  am  the  lieutenant  of  this  ship,"  said 
he  of  the  Blenheim. 

"  Well,  I'm  cap'en  of  this  'un,  so  talk  to 
your  ekals." 

From  his  coign  of  vantage  Caleb,  with  the 
aid  of  the  captain's  glass  which  he  had,  could 
easily  see  what  was  going  on  aboard  the 
Blenheim.  The  boys  belonging  to  her  were 
evidently  having  a  high  time  of  it.  The 
game  was  Follow  the  leader,  and  the 
leader  was  one  of  those  daring  fellows  who 
are  never  happy  excepting  when  in  danger 
or  mischief.  In  at  one  port  hole,  out  at  the 
other,  over  the  side  of  the  ship,  standing  on 
the  figure  head,  v/ith  his  followers  at  his  heels, 
and  still  he  was  unable  to  do  anything  but 
what  some  of  his  companions  could  do  as 
well,  until  the  final  coiip  is  given  and  the 
leader  jumps  headlong  into  the  sea.  This  is 
too  much  of  a  good  thing  for  most  of  the  fol- 
lowers, and  so,  together  with  the  shades  of 
evening  which  are  now  gathering,  brings  the 
game  to  an  end. 

But  the  interest  in  the  Blenheim  is  not  by 
any  means  at  an  end,  for  Caleb  can  plainly 
hear  the  songs  of  the  sailors,  with  which 
they  are  beguiling  the  time  away. 

There  is  a  solo,  and  then  a  boisterous 
chorus  in  which  all  hands  join,  and  then 
there  is  another,  but  all  with  choruses. 

The  gun  from  the  fort  at  Pembroke  Dock 
has  given  the  signal  of  sunset,  and  Caleb 
has  run  down  the  Blue  Peter  from  the 
masthead,  and 

'■  Home  goes  Bill  Bummers  ! " 

which  means  that  a  boatload  of  married  men 
is  pushing  off  from  the  Blenheim. 

The  Billy  Pul?er  is  making  its  way  past 
Newton  Noyes  on  to  Neyland,  and  there  is 
scarcely  a  sound  in  the  Haven,  for  the  even- 
ing is  so  calm  that 

*'  Never  a  breeze  did  breathe." 

The  solitude,  however,  began  to  tell  upon 
Caleb  Westrop,  and  he  might  have  sung  with 
Eobinson  Crusoe — 

"  0  Solitude,  where  are  the  charms 
That  sages  have  seen  in  thy  face  ? 

Better  dwell  in  the  midst  of  alarms 
Than  reign  in  this  horrible  place." 

And  SO  thought  Caleb,  for  with  the  daylight 
his  interest  went,  and  he  now  began  to  wish 
for  the  return  of  the  sailors. 


To  while  away  the  time,  Caleb  sauntered 
into  the  captain's  cabin,  and  replaced  the 
binocular  he  had  borrowed  ;  when,  as  ill 
luck  would  have  it,  he  noticed  that  the  cap- 
tain had  left  the  keys  in  his  grub-locker. 
This  was  a  most  unexpected  find  for  Caleb  ; 
and  blaming  himself  for  not  making  this 
discovery  before,  he  resolved  to  make  the 
most  of  it,  even  though  late  in  the  day.  His 
wish  for  the  return  of  the  crew  was  not  quite 
so  ardent  as  it  was  a  few  minutes  before, 
and  he  hoped  now  that  he  would  not  be 
interrupted  until  he  had  got  through  some 
of  the  good  things  which  luck  had  thrown  in 
his  way. 

First  of  all  there  were  some  fancy  biscuits, 
which  tasted  altogether  different  from  the 
hard  dry  biscuits  to  which  Caleb  had  been 
accustomed.  These,  together  with  a  nice 
slice  of  ham,  were  devoured  with  a  relish  ; 
but  left  a  sensation  of  thirst,  which  tempted 
Caleb  to  try  what  kind  of  liquor  the  decanters 
contained. 

Westrop  was  not  a  connoisseur  in  the 
matter  of  drinks,  so  he  seized  what  came 
handiest ;  and  dispensing  with  the  formality 
of  a  glass,  he  took  a  good  gulp  of  port 
from  the  bottle.  Another  turn  at  the  bis- 
cuits, and  one  or  two  more  gulps  from  the 
bottle,  made  Caleb  venturesome,  and  he 
began  what  might  be  termed  an  after-supper 
speech  to  an  imaginary  audience. 

"  Here  !  "  said  Caleb,  "  I  want  you  to  drink 
the  health  of  our  captain — a  jolly  good 
cap'en.  It  ain't  every  captain  as  goes  ashore 
and  leaves  the  keys  in  his  grub-locker  ;  your 
health,  Cap'en,  your  health."  And  to  make 
the  occasion  complete,  Caleb  began  to  sing : 

"  For  he's  a  jolly  good  fellow, 
For  he's  " 

The  end  of  the  second  line  is  not  completed, 
for,  hearing  a  noise  behind,  Caleb  turned 
round ;  and  in  the  twilight  he  could  discern 
an  apparition  all  in  white,  with  both  hands 
uplifted.  For  Caleb  to  drop  the  bottle  and 
run  was  the  work  of  a  second  ;  up,  up  he 
ran,  not  looking  behind,  but  from  the  noise 
he  heard  he  could  tell  that  the  ghastly  thing 
was  after  him.  On  to  the  deck,  then  up  the 
ratlins ;  up,  up,  past  the  main-yard ;  on, 
on,  past  the  main  topsail-yard,  and  still  up, 
and  never  daring  to  look  behind  until  he 
reached  the  cross-trees.  Then,  and  nol  until 
then,  did  Caleb  venture  to  look  down,  and 
when  he  did  so  his  terror  was  even  greater, 
for  he  could  see  the  weird  thing  standing  on 
the  deck  ;  and  what  was  more  frightful  still, 
there  were  two  other  apparitions  standing 
beside  the  first,  and  both  without  any  heads, 
merely  bodies  only. 

Caleb  Westrop  began  to  think  that  his 
last  day  had  come,  and  thoughts  of  his 
home  and  his  mother  came  crowding  upon 
him. 

"  Why  ever  did  I  leave  my  home  and  be  a 
sailor  when  my  mother  didn't  want  me  to  ?  " 
were  the  thoughts  which  were  running  in  his 
head.  "  If  I  only  can  get  out  of  this  scrape 
safe,  I'll  never,  never  do  anything  wrong 
again;  and  as  for  liquor,  I'll  never  touch 
another  drop  of  the  nasty  stuff." 

But  all  the  promises  and  all  the  repent- 
ances that  Caleb  half  uttered  did  not  mend 
the  matter,  for  every  time  he  looked  towards 
the  deck  there  were  the  same  horrible  things 
swaying  to  and  fro.  Caleb  dared  not  move 
from  his  post  on  the  cross-trees,  but  sat  and 
shivered,  every  moment  making  him  more 
fearful  than  the  last. 


And  now — 

"  The  harboiir  bay  was  clear  as  glass, 

So  smoothly  it  was  strewn, 
And  ou  the  bay  the  moonlight  lay, 

And  the  shadow  of  the  moon," 

■which  made  poor  Caleb  wonder  whether  the 
ghastly  things  were  only  waiting  for  the 
moonlight  in  order  to  climb  the  ratlins  and 
haul  him  down. 

"  Would  the  crew  never  come  ?  "  thought 
Caleb ;  and  the  minutes  seemed  hom-s,  and 
the  hours  seemed  months. 

But  as  time  wore  on  and  he  found  that 
the  terrible  things  came  no  nearer  to  him 
than  the  deck,  he  began  to  hope  that  he  was 
not  quite  doomed  to  destruction— but  oh  ! 
the  agony  of  waiting,  waiting,  and  in  terror 
all  the  time. 

The  crew  do  not  come,  however,  and  now 
a  new  fear  awaits  him.  Suppose  they  should 
not  return  until  the  morrow  ?  And  if  they 
did  return,  could  they  brave  the  appearance 
of  a  shipload  of  ghosts— for  by  this  time 
every  object  on  board  the  ship  had  become  a 
ghost  in  Caleb's  eyes  !  These  thoughts  were 
too  much  for  the  boy,  and  with  a  cry  of, 
"  Oh !  mother,  mother,  why  did  I  disobey 
you?  I  will  never  do  it  again,"  he  sobbed 
as  if  his  heart  would  break. 

Each  boat  that  put  off  from  Milford 
brought  renewed  hopes  to  poor  Caleb,  but 
when  they  made  for  other  parts  of  the  Haven 
Caleb's  heart  sank  again.  At  last,  however, 
he  can  hear  voices  which  are  clearly  none 
other  than  the  Windermere's  crew,  and 
Caleb's  pluck  began  to  return  in  proportion 
to  the  nearness  of  the  boat  to  the  ship,  so 
that  by  the  time  the  crew  had  got  on  board 
Caleb  had  reached  the  deck.  He  was  still 
shaking  with  fright,  however,  and  his  mates  I 
soon  saw  that  something  was  amiss.   Before  I 


Caleb  could  be  interrogated,  he  shouted — 
"  The  ghost,  the  ghost— look  out  for  the 
ghost !  " 

The  evident  fright  which  Westrop  was  in 
showed  that  he  was  not  joking,  and  as  most 
sailors  have  an  abhorrence  of  the  super- 
natural, they  were  somewhat  taken  aback. 
"  None  of  your  tomfoolery,"  said  the  mate  ; 
"  just  tell  us  what  you  mean." 

"Well,"  said  Caleb,  "I  was  in  the  cap'en's 
cabin  clearing  up,  when  out  rushed  three 
ghosts.  I  ran  on  the  deck,  and  they  after  me, 
so  I  picked  up  a  handspike  and  turned 
upon  them,  when  they  all  ran  into  the  cabin, 
and  there  they  are  now." 

The  description  of  the  adventure  given  by 
Caleb  was  scarcely  so  accurate  as  it  might 
have  been,  especially  after  having  made  so 
many  promises  of  reform,  but  a  reforma 
tion  brought  by  terror  alone  is  seldom  of 
much  value,  hence  the  well-known  couplet : 

"  The  monk  was  sick,  the  monk  a'saint  would  be ; 
The  mouk  got  well— but  never  a  saint  was  he." 

The  account  given  by  Caleb  was  quite  suffi- 
cient to  arouse  the  interest  of  the  sailors,  so 
with  Come  along,  you  rascal ;  let's  see  what 
all  this  row  is  about,"  they  proceed  towards 
the  cabin. 

Caleb,  however,  had  had  enough  of  ghostly 
experiences,  and  made  a  run  for  the  fore- 
castle ;  but  it  was  of  no  use. 

"  Come  along,  you  landlubber,  no  shirk- 
ing," says  the  mate,  and  without  any  more  I 
ceremony  Caleb  is  dragged  towards  the  cabin, 
where,  sure  enough,  there  is  a  dim  light 
burning. 

"  There  !  there  you  are,"  says  Caleb.  "  Who 
put  that  light  there  '?    I  didn't."  | 

The  sailors  nov/  began  to  think  that  tliere  ' 
really  was  something  in  what  the  boy  had  [ 


said,  and  proceeded  cautiously  to  work,  and 
from  what  they  could  hear  they  knew  that 
there  must  be  somebody  or  something  in  the 
cabin.  It  couldn't  be  the  captain,  for  he  had 
gone  away  for  a  couple  of  days,  so  who  or 
what  it  could  be  they  were  at  a  loss  to  know. 
However,  where  there  were  so  many,  there 
was  not  so  much  to  fear,  and  a  simultaneous 
rush  was  made  for  the  cabin ;  but  before  the 
crew  could  get  far  the  captain  made  his  ap- 
pearance from  within,  laughing  as  if  his 
sides  would  burst. 

"  Come  here,  you  thieving  rascal,"  he 
shouted  to  Caleb.  "  I'll  teach  you  to  purloirL 
my  grub  and  drink  my  liquor." 

"Oh!  forgive  me,  please  forgive  me," 
pleaded  Caleb.    "  I'll  never  do  it  again." 

"  No,  I'll  be  bound  you'll  never  do  such  a, 
thing  again,  for  I  never  saw  such  a  fright- 
ened beggar  in  my  life.  Off  you  go,  anA 
don't  let  me  see  you  near  my  locker  again,  or 
it  will  be  the  worse  for  you." 

It  appears  that  the  captain  had  returned, 
sooner  than  he  expected,  and  being  tired  he 
had  gone  straight  off  to  his  bunk  without  being- 
noticed  by  Caleb  Westrop.  Hearing  a  noise 
in  his  cabin  he  got  up  to  see  what  was  the 
matter,  and  took  the  situation  in  at  a  glance- 
He  waited  until  Caleb  had  about  had  his  fil],. 
and  then  covered  his  face  in  order  to  give 
him  a  good  fright,  but  the  success  of  his 
scheme  was  far  greater  than  he  anticipated. 
The  sailors'  clothes,  too,  which  were  hung 
up  to  dry,  gave  an  additional  terror  to  the 
boy,  and  caused  him  to  imagine  that  there 
were  three  headless  bodies  on  the  deck. 

It  was  years  before  Caleb  heard  the  last  of 
the  ghost  of  the  Windermere  ;  but,  one  good 
thing  for  him,  it  caused  him  to  leave  off  grog 
and  never  eat  nor  drink  anything  which  he 
had  no  right  to. 

(the  end.) 


MY  youthful  days  are  shrouded  in  impene- 
trable gloom, 
My  head  is  bowed  with  sorrow  and  my  heart 

is  like  a  tomb. 
And  yet  the  giddy  world  without  is  bathed  in 

golden  light, 
Unsympathising  Nature  seems  particula'-ly 
bright.  ^ 

The  little  birds  are  twittering  on  yonder  leafy 
trees. 

They  chirp  about  the  cricket  which  they're 

watching  at  their  ease. 
Whilst  I  within  this  uismal  room  as  in  a 

prison  pent, 
Am  racked  with  pangs  of  jealousy  to  see 

them  so  content. 

It's  really  too  atrocious,  when  I'm  wanted  for 
the  match 

Of  the  "  .Junior  First  Eleven  "  against  young 
Roger  Whiffen's  scratch  ; 

But  masters  are  so  selfish,  and  they  have  the 
cheek  to  ask 

Of  their  mild  and  helpless  victim  an  uncon- 
scionable task. 


A  PECULIAR  CHARACTER. 

By  Fred  Edmonds, 

Aullwr  of  "laijs  of  Scliool  Life,"  etc. 

They  say  that  I  am,  idle,  but  it  surely  isn't 
true, 

My  industry  ia  equalled  at  the  most  by  one 
or  two. 

In  spite  of  stubborn  stone  or  oak  how  many 

hours  I've  sat, 
And  cut  my  name  in  sixty  places— what 

d'you  think  of  that  ? 

My  innocence  is  spotless,  yet  they  ceaselessly 
complain. 

As  if  I  were  the  only  one  who  broke  a  win- 
dow-pane ! 

Now  v/hy  they  persecute  me,  I'm  at  a  loss  to 
think. 

They  needn't  make  a  fuss  about  that  bother 
with  the  ink. 

It's  true  I  spilt  a  qu.'.rt  or  two  on  Mr. 
Dawson's  floor — • 

But  what  of  that  ?  His  Latin's  an  unmiti- 
gated bore ; 

If  I  didn't  do  his  Cicero,  it's  nothing  else  but 
trash, 

Be  Scncctutc  always  sets  me  off  on  something 
rash. 


Old  Dawson's  down  on  me  for  that  affair  the 

other  night, 
The  glances  of  his  scathing  eye  fall  on  me  as 

a  blight. 

And  now  my  happiness  is  wreeked  ;  it  terribly 
disturbs 

To  have  to  conjugate  and  write  this  horrid 
list  of  verbs. 

But  in  my  injured  innocence  I  really  don't 
see  why 

I  should  waste  my  brains  upon  them,  and  I 

don't  intend  to  try. 
So — there's  Dawson  at  the  door !  Botheration, 

here's  a  go  ! 
The  amount  of  work  I've  done  for  him  he's- 

sure  to  want  to  know. 

The  interview  is  over  (Dawson's  manner 

never  varies), 
I  have  simply  got  it  double  through  my 

asinine  vagaries  ; 
Must  I  live  in  boiling  water  all  the  time 

that  I'm  at  school  ? 
I  wish  with  all  my  heart  I  wasn't  such  a. 

thorough  fool ! 


A  Pinch  of  Snuff  and  a  Packet  of  News! 

{Draicn  for  the  "  Boij's  Own  Paper  "  hy  GoiiDox  Browss.) 


¥lie  Boy',^  Ow^  P^pef. 


NOTES  mOM  MY  LOG;    OR,   TRUE  STORIES   OF  ADVENTURE   AND  PERIL. 

By  Eear-Admikal  W.  E.  Kennedy. 


THE  morning  after  my  poor  young  mess- 
mate's death  I  -was  busy  cleaning  my 
feoat  in  the  Camber,  when  tl'e  Admiral  and 
liis  tiag  captain  came  by;  they  wished  me 
good-morning  ard  inquired  particularly  after 
the  action  of  the  previous  day,  more  especi- 
ally as  to  the  i  ehaviour  of  my  boat's  crew. 
I  was  obliged  to  tell  them  the  whole  story, 
how  the  coxswain  and  four  others  who  had 
worked  the  gun  with  me  had  nobly  supported 
me,  but  that  the  others  had  disgraced  them- 
selves. The  captain  was  so  indignant  that 
he  seized  one  fellow,  whom  I  pointed  out  as 
the  worst  offender,  by  the  throat,  and  declared 
he  would  hang  hiiu  at  the  foreyard  arm  of 
the  Calcutta. 

To  make  a  short  story  of  it,  the  ten  men 
■whom  I  reported  were  disrated  on  the  spot 
and  the  others  promoted,  and  I  was  sent 
down  the  river  to  the  Calcutta  to  change  my 
crew  and  return  as  soon  as  possible.  The 
ship  was  lying  at  the  Boque  Forts,  so  thither 
I  went,  and  I  was  not  long  in  picking  up  a 
new  crew,  as  the  whole  ship's  company 
volunteered  to  a  man ;  and  in  forty-eight 
hours  I  was  on  my  way  back,  tracking  the 
boat  along  the  banks  and  shooting  my  way  in 
the  paddy  fields  abreast  of  her. 

_  An  amusing  scene  occurred  on  this  occa- 
sion. Two  of  the  boat's  crew  could  not  agree, 
and  as  they  kept  on  squabbling  I  let  them 
land  and  fight  it  out  in  a  "  paddy  "  (rice  field), 
the  coxswain  and  another  man  standing  by 
to  see  fair  play.  After  one  of  the  combatants 
had  measured  his  length  in  the  mud  a  few 
times,  they  shook  hands,  returned  to  the 
boat,  and  were  the  best  friends  ever  after- 
wards. 

On  January  8  the  Calcutta  returned  to 
Hong  Kong,  and  Captain  Hall  went  down  to 
take  charge  of  her.  It  was  now  decided  to 
evacuate  our  position  before  Canton,  as  we 
had  no  force  to  maintain  it,  nor  object  in 
■doing  so,  but  several  gunboats  were  on  their 
way  out  from  England,  and  on  their  arrival  we 
should  be  able  to  resume  operations. 

Accordingly,  one  morning  we  cleared  out  of 
the  Factories  and  the  Dutch-Folly-Fort,  and 
established  ourselves  in  the  Birdsnest  Fort ; 
but  as  this  fort  was  unprotected  from  the 
rear,  and  we  should  be  constantly  exposed  to 
attacks  from  that  quarter,  we  fell  back  on 
our  old  position  in  Macao  Fort,  where  we  re- 
mained till  the  23rd,  when  we  all  returned  to 
Hong  Kong. 

I  was  not  sorry  to  get  back  to  the  ship 
after  being  in  my  boat  for  ninety  days,  more 
especially  as  there  was  nothing  doing  up  the 
river  just  at  this  time. 

The  captain  sent  for  me,  and,  after  some 
complimentary  remarks  which  modesty  for- 
bids me  from  repeating,  he  gave  me  the  com- 
mand of  a  hired  paddle-wheel  steamer  called 
the  Eaglet,  an  old  craft  which  would  only 
steam  about  five  knots,  but  the  command  of 
which,  as  a  midshipman  eighteen  years  of 
age,  I  was  not  a  little  proud  of. 

The  Eaglet  mounted  nine  guns,  of  the 
following  calibre  :  one  long  eighteen-poundsr 
on  a  swivel,  two  nines,  four  sixes,  and  two 
threes  !  The  total  weight  of  her  broadside 
was  forty-one  pounds,  the  swivel  firing  on 
either  side.  This  old  craft  was  temporarily 
commissioned  for  the  protection  of  Hong  Kong 
from  a  night  attack,  which  we  had  reason  to 
believe  was  contemplated.  My  orders  were 
to  weigh  every  evening  at  sunset,  and  cruise 
about  the  harbour  all  night,  till  daylight,  when 
I  was  to  return  to  the  Calcutta  and  report 
myself.  I  had  orders  to  prevent  any  junks 
from  entering  the  harbour  during  the  night, 


XI.  — OPERATIONS  ON  THE   CANTON  EIVER   {contillued) . 


and  many  an  exciting  time  we  had,  boarding 
junks  which  hung  about  the  entrance  of  the 
harbour  in  the  early  hours  of  the  morning  wait- 
ing to  come  in  with  the  first  of  the  sea  breeze. 

These  happened  to  be  trading  vessels 
bringing  in  fowls,  fruit,  and  vegetables  for 
the  market  at  Hong  Kong,  but  we  could 
never  tell  for  certain  till  we  got  close  along- 
side, with  our  pop-guns  cleared  for  action. 
One  morning  I  really  thought  we  were  in  for 
a  fight,  for  just  at  daybreak  we  made  out  a 
large  fleet  of  junks  approaching  the  harbour 
by  the  western  passage.  They  loomed  large 
in  the  morning  mist,  and  we  made  sure  they 
were  Mandarin  war  junks,  so  my  men  (I  had 
only  a  boat's  crew)  stood  to  their  guns,  and 
we  made  straight  for  the  fleet  under  all 
steam!  when,  to  our  great  disappointment, 
they  proved  to  be  peaceable  traders.  Had 
they  been  men-of-war  junks  we  could  at  all 
events  have  kept  them  in  check  till  assistance 
arrived  from  the  ships  of  the  squadron. 

I  spent  a  very  pleasant  six  weeks  in  this 
way,  and,  absurd  as  it  may  seem,  the  attack 
which  was  contemplated  was  actually  aban- 
doned on  account  of  the  "fire-ship,"  i.e.  the 
Eaglet,  which  kept  guard  during  the  night. 
We  gathered  this  from  some  despatches  which 
fell  into  our  hands,  together  with  some  most 
amusing  and  vain-glorious  instructions  which 
were  issued  by  "  Lin-Tsih-seu,"  the  Governor- 
General  of  the  "Two-Kwang."  As  these 
papers  are  original,  and  have  never  been 
published,  I  will  give  them  in  extenso— 
translated,  of  course. 

The  proclamation  is  entitled 


"  Seven  General  Rules  for  the  Extermina- 
tio7i  of  the  Barbarian  Forces. 

I.  "  Although  the   barbarian  war-vessels 
are  so  many  tens  of  feet  long,  you  must  not 
look  at  their  length  ;  although  they  have  so 
many  great  guns,  you  must  not  be  afraid  of 
the  number  or  size  of  these.    For,  as  the 
barbarian  guns  are  all  in  the  sides  of  their 
vessels,  our  forces  have  only  to  attack  them 
at  the  prow  and  stern.    Suppose  the  ship 
stands  with  its  prow  to  the  south,  if  the  wind 
is  north  attack  the  stern,  if  the  wind  is 
south  attack  the  prow  ;  if  the  prow  stands 
east,  and  the  wind  is  east,  attack  the  prow  ; 
but  if  the  wind  is  west  attack  the  stern. 
Taking  advantage  of  the  wind,  and  avoiding 
the  fire  from  the  guns,  the  character  of  the 
tide  must  also  be  carefully  considered  ;  pro- 
ceeding with  the   tide,  victory  is  certain. 
The  largest  of  the  barbarian  vessels  draw 
upwards  of  twenty  feet  of  water,  the  smallest 
draw  above  ten  ;  but  our  ships  only  draw  a 
few  feet,  so  that,  taking  a  wide  circuit,  they 
can  always  secure  the  wind  in  their  favour. 
In  attacking  the  prow,  the  figure-head  must 
be  first  fired  at.    In  attacking  the  stern,  the 
cabin  must  be  first  aimed  at.    The  stern 
cabin  has  glass  windows,  it  being  occupied 
by  the  highest  officer  on  board  ;  the  powder 
magazine  and  appendages  are  also  in  the 
same  part  of  the  ship,  and  a  continuous 
cannonade  is  sure  to  effect  an  opening,  when 
the   powder  will   explode.     Although  the 
rudder  is  cased  with  copper,  yet  it  is  cast 
copper,  and  may  be  broken  by  cannon-balls  ! 
When  the  figure-head  is  broken  off,  and  the 
rudder  broken,  there  is  no  means  of  control- 
ling the  ship  ;  and  while  there  are  an  extra- 
ordinary number  of  hands  engaged  with  the 
sails  fore  and  aft,  a  few  rounds  from  our 
guns  will  send  them  dropping  into  the  sea, 
when  the  ship  being  short  of  men,  it  will 


not  be  able  to  move,  and  the  large  guns  will 
thus  fall  into  our  possession. 

II.  "  In  approaching  the  prow  or  stern  of  a 
barbarian  ship,  our  vessels  must  divide  into 
two  squadrons,  right  and  left,  and  advance 
in  the  form  of  wings  of  a  goose,  in  an  oblique 
direction,  closing  up  in  front,  and  opening 
out  behind  ;  in  this  manner  a  great  many 
ships  may  be  assembled,  'without  the  risk 
of  firing  into  our  own  fleet.  Suppose  the 
prow  of  a  barbarian  ship  stands  east,  our 
ships,  taking  advantage  of  a  west  wind,  will 
attack  it  aft ;  on  nearing  the  starboard  side, 
our  ships  must  stand  towards  the  south-east  ; 
on  nearing  the  larboard  side  our  ships 
must  stand  to  the  north-east.  Thus,  all 
taking  an  oblique  position,  the  fire  from  our 
guns  will  unavoidably  strike  the  barbarian 
ship,  and  will  not  touch  our  own  vessels. 
The  same  principle  may  be  applied  to  other 
positions.  This  all  depends  upon  the  effi- 
ciency of  the  helmsman  in  handling  the 
rudder  ;  let  those  who  are  expert  and  active 
be  rewarded  several  fold;  and  when  money, 
watches,  clotli,  or  other  articles,  are  cap- 
tured on  board  the  barbarian  ships,  let  a 
double  portion  be  given  to  the  helmsman. 
But  if  at  the  given  time  they  mistake  their 
business,  omitting  to  advance  when  they 
ought  to  advance,  or  neglecting  to  turn  when 
they  ought  to  turn,  then  let  the  helms- 
man be  decapitated  as  a  warning  to  the 
fleet! 

III.  "  On  getting  within  cannon-shot 
reach,  begin  to  open  fire  with  the  cannons ; 
coming  within  musket-reach,  commence  the 
attack  with  muskets ;  approaching  till 
rockets  and  stinkpots  are  available,  these 
may  be  used  without  restriction,  the  more 
the  better,  but  care  must  be  taken  that  they 
reach  the  barbarian  ships,  it  being  most 
important  that  they  should  not  fall  amongst 
our  own.  The  following  is  the  method  for 
casting  stinkpots  from  the  mast-head  : ' 

"Let  two  men  be  selected,  wearing  bamboo 
helmets,  with  a  small  rattan  shield  on  the 
breast,  tied  on  with  a  cord  at  the  back ;  having 
a  double  sword  at  the  waist,  and  the  matches 
also  attached.  One  man  ascends  the  fore- 
mast, and  one  the  mizen-mast,  all  going  to 
the  very  top,  and  remaining  on  the  highest 
yard.  Two  men  stand  at  the  foot  of  each 
mast  and  haul  up  the  baskets  containing 
the  stinkpots  by  means  of  a  pulley.  Each 
basket  contains  ten  or  more  stinkpots,  and 
every  pot  has  four  powder  rolls  enclosed  in 
cotton  cases.  These  being  drawn  up  briskly, 
the  men  at  the  mast-head  then  apply  the 
matches,  when  they  are  instantaneously  dis- 
charged. When  one  basket  is  emptied, 
another  is  hauled  up,  so  as  to  keep  up  an 
uninterrupted  delivery  on  board  the  barbarian 
ship.  While  pots  are  being  thrown  from  the 
mast-head,  there  should  be  a  great  discharge 
of  rockets  from  the  prow  of  the  ship.  The 
attack  being  thus  unremitting,  the  barbarian 
ship  will  to  a  certainty  be  set  on  tire,  if  it  is 
not  reduced  to  ashes  ;  yet  when  the  fire  is 
raging  the  barbarians  will  assuredly  seek 
to  move  off,  and  our  men  can  embrace 
the  opportunity  to  board  them.  Having 
boarded  the  ship,  our  stinkpots  and  rockets 
may  cease,  as  they  will  then  be  of  no  use  ! 

IV.  "  When  our  men  board  a  shij)  they 
must  immediately  put  to  the  sword  every 
barbarian  they  meet,  and  leave  their  heads 
lying  to  be  counted  afterwards ;  for  there 
ought  not  to  be  an  urgency  in  presenting  the 
heads,  to  the  neglect  of  more  important  busi- 
ness. Having  decapitated  the  barbarians, 
the   next  matter  of    greatest  importance 


respects  the  wheel  and  rudder  bands,  the 
stays,  ropes  and  lines  ;  let  all  these  be  cut, 
and  the  ship  is  ours ;  there  need  be  no 
anxiety  with  respect  to  the  money  or  goods 
on  board.  When  a  barbarian  shij)  is  cap- 
tured, those  who  board  it  must  make  an 
equitable  distribution  of  the  money  and 
goods,  awarding  the  additional  prize-money 
where  due  ;  but  those  who  first  enter  the 
ship  are  by  no  means  allowed  to  begin  plun- 
dering, and  so  neglect  the  more  important 
work  of  slaying  the  thieves.  Those  who 
disobey  will  be  visited  with  the  rigour  of 
Military  Law. 

V.  "  Our  vessels  advancing  obliquely  to 
attack  the  barbarian  ships  at  the  stem  and 
stern,  let  gun-vessels  be  placed  opposite  the 
four  corners,  at  most  not  more  than  four  to 
each  corner  ;  if  large  ones,  three  will  be  suffi- 
cient ;  and  let  there  be  a  simultaneous  attack 
at  the  four  corners. 

"  As  there  will  be  only  twelve  or  sixteen 
vessels  thus  engaged  in  the  attack  on  one 
barbarian  ship,  and  as  there  will  be  many 
more  vessels  at  disposal,  they  may  separate 
and  attack  other  ships  ;  they  must  not  crowd 
up  in  one  place,  giving  rise  to  disorder  and 
confusion.  If  occasion  requires  a  conjoint 
attack  by  a  great  number  of  vessels,  attention 
must  be  paid  to  the  orders  of  the  officer  in 
command  !  When  the  drum  beats  a  heavy 
roll,  and  the  red  flag  is  hoisted  as  a  summons, 
the  vessels  must  assemble  for  a  combined 
attack.  If  it  happens  that  the  foremost 
company  of  vessels  are  long  engaged  in  the 
oblique  attack  without  apiDarent  success,  they 
should  rest  for  a  little,  and  let  the  hinder  ' 
company  close  up  obliquely,  but  these 
changes  must  be  always  in  obedience  to  the 
orders  of  the  commanding  officer ;  let  none 
act  on  their  own  responsibility.  Decapitation 
is  the  penalty  of  disobedience  ! 

VI.  "  Let  thirty  small  boats  be  obtained, 
on  which  place  a  quantity  of  hay,  rosin,  and 
coarse  hemp  soaked  in  oil,  with  from  a  tenth  : 
to  a  fifth  part  of  the  same  amount  of  gun- 
powder, all  bound  together  with  straw  ropes, 
and  covered  with  a  rusli  mat.  Let  one  or 
two  small  chains  about  five  feet  long  be 
placed  at  the  stem  and  stern  ends  of  the 
boat,  one  end  fastened  by  an  iron  ring,  and  a 
lai'ge  iron  nail  seven  or  eight  inches  long 
fi.xed  to  the  other  end  with  a  very  sharp 
point.  Let  two  iron  hammers  be  placed  on 
the  boat,  and  let  three  or  four  expert  swim- 
mers, with  half  their  bodies  under  water,  and 
half  leaning  against  the  sides  of  the  boat, 
act  as  oars  in  propelling  it ;  the  deeper  they 
are  in  the  water  the  better,  that  so  the  bar- 
barian guns  may  not  reach  them.  Having 
drawn  close  up  to  the  barbarian  vessel,  either 
in  the  stem,  stern  or  sides,  they  can  drive 
in  the  nails  securely,  fasten  the  fire  boat  to 
the  barbarian  ship,  set  fire  to  the  combus- 
tibles, and  then  diving  under  water,  make 
their  escape.  The  very  largest  barbarian 
ship,  with  ten  or  more  of  such  fire  boats 
nailed  to  and  burning  round  it,  will  infallibly 
be  consumed.  Now  if  there  is  a  discharge 
of  stinkpots  and  rockets  among  the  rigging 
above,  and  our  gallant  braves  ascend  the 
masts  and  board  the  ship  midway,  while  the 
fire  is  raging  below,  the  barbarians  will  find 
they  have  got  three  tiers  of  adversaries,  and 
while  attempting  to  defend  themselves 
against  one  tier,  they  will  be  constrained  to 
neglect  the  other,  and  thus  deliver  their 
heads  over  to  us  ! 

VII.  "Valour  and  courage  are  the  qualities 
most  in  esteem  for  the  defeat  of  an  enemy  ; 
for  when  valour  is  great  and  courage  unbend- 
ing, victory  is  certain.  On  the  present  occa- 
sion, whoever  kills  a  white  barbarian  will  be 
rewarded  with  a  hundred  dollars,  and  half  the 
amount  will  be  given  for  a  black  barbarian  ; 
for  taking  one  alive,  extraordinary  rewards 
will  be  conferred,  according  to  the  rank  of 


the  individual.  Thus,  for  killing  ten  bar- 
barians, a  thousand  dollars  may  be  obtained  ; 
for  killing  a  hundred  barbarians,  ten  thousand 
dollars ;  for  a  greater  number,  an  official 
appointment  will  be  granted  besides.  What 
a  happy  prospect !  Any  one  who  falls  in  the 
contest  will  receive  a  reward  of  two  hundred 
dollars,  that  so,  all  who  show  their  bravery 
at  the  risk  of  their  life,  may  establish  their 
merit,  and  be  duly  recompensed.  Should  any 
withdraw  during  the  contest,  their  heads  will 
be  instantly  taken  off  and  suspended  on  a 
pole  as  a  warning  to  all !  " 

From  the  above  it  would  appear  that  a 
good  many  Chinamen's  heads  ought  to  have 
been  "  suspended  on  poles,"  as  their  usual 
practice  was  to  "  withdraw  from  the  contest  " 
at  the  earliest  opportunity. 

In  the  early  part  of  February  two  fine  brigs, 
the  Elk  and  Camilla,  arrived  from  England 
to  augment  our  squadron,  but  the  latter  was 
subsequently  lost  with  all  hands  in  a  typhoon 
in  the  China  seas,  and  not  a  trace  of  her 
ever  found.  It  was  generally  supposed  that 
she  must  have  capsized  and  foundered,  and, 
being  very  heavily  masted,  it  is  probably  the 
correct  solution. 

On  Feb.  16  information  was  received  of 
the  whereabouts  of  some  notorious  pirates 
who  had  committed  various  depredations 
about  the  coast,  so  H.M.S.  Niger  and  the 
paddle-wheel  steamer  Auckland,  belonging  to 
the  East  India  Company's  service,  were  de- 
tailed to  suppress  them.  Two  boats  of  the 
Calcutta  were  also  sent  with  them,  my  pin- 
nace being  one.  We  found  the  vagabonds 
easily  enough  at  the  spot  indicated,  a  regular 
nest  of  them,  but  they  bolted  at  our  approach, 
leaving  some  very  fine  junks  in  our  possession. 
We  managed  to  shoot  some  of  the  pirates  as 
they  clambered  up  the  hills,  but  the  majority 
escaped  to  fight  another  day.  Taking  the 
junks  in  tow  we  returned  to  Hong  Kong. 
Soon  after  this  we  heard  of  the  capture  of  a 
small  passenger-steamer  named  tne  Queen, 
and  the  brutal  massacre  of  her  passengers 
and  crew.  ^ 

The  Queen  was  on  a  voyage  from  Hong 
Kong  to  Macao,  when  some  Chinese  pirates 
disguised  as  ordinary  passengers  had  gone  on 
board.  Whilst  the  rest  of  the  passengers 
were  below  at  luncheon,  these  rascals  seized 
the  arms,  which  had  most  foolishly  been  left 
on  deck,  and  fired  down  the  skylight,  killing 
every  soul  but  one,  a  gallant  fellow  named 
Cleverley,  who,  though  badly  wounded,  man- 
aged to  defend  himself  against  the  gang,  two 
of  whom  he  shot,  and  then  made  his  escape  by 
jumping  overboard  out  of  the  stern  port.  He 
was  afterwards  picked  up  by  a  lorcha,  and  lived 
to  tell  the  tale,  otherwise  we  should  never 
have  known  the  details  of  the  occurrence. 
The  Chinamen  having  disposed  of  the  crew, 
ran  the  vessel  ashore  and  gutted  her,  taking 
out  the  engines  and  boilers.  The  latter  were 
subsequently  converted  into  infernal  ma- 
chines, being  filled  with  powder  and  used 
against  us. 

After  the  exciting  life  up  the  river  exist- 
ence at  Hong  Kong  was  very  monotonous, 
and  the  weather  was  hot  and  the  season  un- 
healthy ;  our  men  died  by  numbers  from  dy- 
sentry  caused  by  drinking  bad  water.  For  a 
long  time  I  had  to  go  to  the  hospital  ship 
regularly  at  4  p.m.  to  take  any  poor  fellows 
who  had  died  in  the  night  and  bury  them  in 
the  English  cemetery  in  Happy  Valley,  the 
portico  of  which  bore  the  cheerful  inscription 
"Hodie  mihi,  eras  tibi"  ("To-day  my  turn 
—to-morrow  thine").  But  besides  the 
cemetery,  Happy  Valley  contained  a  race- 
course, and  owing  to  its  beautiful  situation 
was  a  favourite  spot  for  picnics,  and  many  a 
jovial  party  assembled  there.  There  we  got 
a  little  shooting  on  the  mainland  opposite 
Hong  Kong,  a  place  called  Kawloon,  where 


barracks  and  storehouses  have,  I  believe, 
since  been  established,  but  in  those  days 
there  were  nothing  but  rice-grounds,  with  a 
village,  some  miles  inland,  inhabited  by  a 
lawless  and  most  treacherous  gang  of  des- 
peradoes. 

These  rice-grounds  or  paddy-fields  used  to 
be  my  favourite  resort,  and  as  I  had  never 
been  molested,  I  grew  careless,  and  one  day 
found  myself  near  to  the  village.  The  day 
being  hot,  I  sat  down  to  enjoy  the  breeze  on 
the  top  of  a  hill,  and  was  quietly  smoking 
a  cheroot,  when  I  happened  to  notice  a  spear- 
head moving  below  me,  and  presently  an- 
other ;  the  bearers  soon  came  in  sight — seven 
of  them — and  then  it  dawned  on  me  that 
they  were  stalking  me,  and  were  working 
round  so  as  to  cut  off  my  retreat  from  my 
boat,  which  I  had  left  four  miles  off,  with 
orders  to  await  my  return  in  the  evening. 

Taking  in  the  situation  at  a  glance,  I  drew 
the  shot  from  each  barrel  of  my  gun,  and 
substituted  ball,  and  then  sloped  quietly  down 
the  hill.  The  Chinamen,  perceiving  my 
tactics,  gave  a  yell  and  immediately  offered 
chase.  I  was  aware  that  my  head  was  worth 
five  hundred  dollars  to  them,  and  no  doubt  this 
fact  did  not  retard  my  pace  ;  moreover,  I  was 
young  and  in  splendid  condition,  so  I  had 
no  fear  of  the  result,  provided  I  was  not  dis- 
abled. I  noticed  that  one  at  least  of  the 
pursuers  carried  firearms,  so,  tightening  up 
my  belt,  I  flew  along  with  the  seven  streaming 
after  me.  Looking  over  my  shoulder  I  soon 
found  I  had  the  heels  of  them,  except  one 
fellow  who  kept  L,bout  the  same  distance, 
and  he  carried  an  enonnously  long  gun,  or 
matchlock,  called  in  China  a  gingall.  I 
made  up  my  mind  to  shoot  this  fellow  if  he 
gained  on  me,  but  not  to  lose  time  unless 
he  came  dangerously  close.  I  noticed  that 
once  or  twice  he  stopped  to  take  aim  at  me, 
but  did  not  fire,  and  I  had  little  fear  of  his 
hitting  me,  as  these  gingalls  are  of  small  use 
except  at  close  quarters,  and  a  man  run- 
ning is  not  easy  to  hit  even  with  a  better 
weapon. 

I  presently  came  to  a  river,  which  took 
me  up  to  my  armpits,  and  lost  me  sometime, 
enablirg  the  chase  to  gain  ;  but  once  on  the 
other  bank,  I  bounded  along  as  fresh  as 
paint.  I  was  now  drawing  near  the  salt 
water,  and  on  topping  a  hill  I  beheld  my 
boat,  but  at  anchor  a  long  way  from  the 
shore.  Yelling  out  at  the  top  of  my  voice,  I 
rejoiced  to  see  that  "Amoy,"  our  faithful 
Chinese  boatman,  had  observed  me,  and 
began  weighing  his  anchor,  but,  to  my  dis- 
may, he  pulled  in  for  the  shore  in  my  direc- 
tion ;  had  he  continued  his  course,  I  should 
have  assuredly  been  captured,  as  they  would 
have  had  me  on  the  beach  whilst  waiting 
for  the  boat,  so  I  waved  to  Amoy  to  pull  to 
a  point  of  land  further  away. 

At  this  critical  moment  my  pursuers  were 
in  full  sight,  streaming  down  the  hill.  Amoy 
now  understanding  the  situation  of  affairs, 
altered  his  course,  so  that  we  should  arrive 
at  a  given  spot  at  the  same  time.  I  reached 
the  place  and  plunged  into  the  water,  got  to 
the  boat  and  was  hauled  aboard,  just  as  the 
Chinamen  got  down  to  the  beach.  They 
shouted  out  something  in  Chinese.  "  What 
do  they  say  ?  "  I  inquired  of  Amoy. 

"  They  say '  suppose  I  bring  you  ashore  they 
give  me  five  hundred  dollars  ! '  "  and,  added 
he,  "  suppose  I  bring  you  ashore,  they  cut  off 
your  head,  and  mine  too  !  "  In  reply  I  fired 
both  barrels  over  their  heads,  and  hoisting  our 
sail  we  soon  put  a  safe  distance  between  us. 
I  have  often  wondered  since  why  I  didn't 
shoot  a  couple  of  the  scoundrels,  but  I  was 
thankful  for  my  escape,  and  could  afford  to 
be  magnanimous. 

About  this  time  the  paddle-steamer 
Inflexible  arrived  from  England,  having  in 
tow  the  Starling  gunboat,  the  pioneer  of  a 
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■whole  fleet  of  these  small  craft,  which  have 
since  done  much  service  in  China  waters. 

One  day  in  April  the  French  steamer 
Catinat  brought  us  news  of  the  loss  of  H.M.S. 
Ealeigh  at  Macao.  The  particulars,  tliough 
now  a  matter  of  history,  may  not  be  known 
to  all  the  readers  of  the  "  B.  O.  P."  The 
Raleigh,  a  fine  fifty-gun  frigate,  bearing  the 
broad  pendant  of  Commodore  Keppel,  was 
steering  for  Hong  Kong,  and  had  arrived 
within  twenty  miles  of  her  destination  when 
she  struck  upon  an  unknown  rock  which 
tore  a  hole  in  her  bows.  To  save  the  ship 
from  foundering,  the  Commodore  bore  up  for 
Macao  and  ran  the  ship  ashore.  The  French 
fleet  was  lying  in  Macao  Eoads  at  the  time. 


and  the  gallant  Commodore  saluted  the 
French  admiral's  flag  as  he  ran  through  the 
fleet,  although  his  own  ship  was  actually 
smking  at  the  time,  and  the  men  standing  at 
the  guns  on  the  main  deck  were  up  to  their 
middle  in  water. 

The  Baleigh  became  a  total  wreck,  but  her 
guns,  spars,  and  sails  were  saved,  and  her 
oflicers  and  crew  distributed  amongst  the 
ships  of  the  squadron. 

The  Fury  paddle-steamer  arrived  from 
England  with  the  Bustard  in  tow,  shortly 
followed  by  the  Highflyer  corvette;  the 
Tribune  frigate  also  came  across  from  the 
Pacific  to  swell  the  number  of  pendants  under 
Sir  Michael's  command,  making  a  goodly 


show,  and  we  all  looked  forward  to  the  pros- 
pect of  another  brush  with  the  enemy  in  the 
Canton  Iliver. 

Towards  the  end  of  May  we  heard,  to  our 
great  delight,  that  it  was  decided  to  attack 
the  fleet  of  Mandarin  junks  assembled  in 
Fatsham  Creek,  the  same  lot  that  had  given 
us  such  a  dressing  on  January  4,  when  we 
had  only  open  boats  to  oppose  to  them  ;  but 
now  that  we  had  half  a  dozen  gunboats  we 
hoped  to  give  a  better  account  of  them. 

I  shall  reserve  the  account  of  the  boat 
action  of  Fatsham  Creek  for  another 
chapter. 

(To  he  continued.) 


THE  TWILIGHT  HOUR. 

By  Egbert  Richardson,  b.a. 


(Drawn  for  tJie  "Boxfs  Oicn  Paper"  hy  A.  WooDKUFr.) 


Ths  daylight  dies,  the  evening 
air 

Is  still,  and  very  still ; 
The  mill-stream  makes  a  drowsy 
hum 

About  the  grey  old  mill, 
The  bleat  of  sheep  sounds  full  and 
deep 

From  the  pastures  on  the  hill. 


Now  every  rude  and  jarring  sound 
That  vext  the  garish  day. 

Is  hushed  to  rest,  the  tired  winds 
In  whispers  die  away  ; 

Across  the  darkening  fields  I  hear 
The  schoolboys  still  at  play. 

Down  the  still  stream  the  city 
bells 

Come  dropping  dear  and  thin  ; 
On  purple-sandalled  feet  the  night. 

The  tranquil  night,  draws  in  ; 
The  dreaming  air  is  sweet  and 
rare 

With  the  smell  of  jessamine. 

From  out  the  shadowy  orchard 
croft 

The  crooning  stockdove  calls  ; 
The  sunset  touches  w-ith  soft  hands 

The  castle's  crumbling  walls  ; 
And  over  all  the  twilight  hour 

Like  a  benediction  falls. 


The  gloaming  like  a  halo  grave 
Rests  on  the  village  church  ; 

The  fading  lights  gild  tenderly 
The  little  ivied  porch  ; 

Or  ever  the  yellow  harvest  moon 
Hath  lit  her  ruddy  torch. 


Oh  might  the  peace  of  the  twilight 
hour 

Drop  deep  into  my  breast. 
And  quiet  there  each  daylight  care 

That  on  my  spirit  prest ; 
That  my  heart  might  be  unfettered, 
free. 

And  like  nature's  heart — at  rest 


II. — TO  MAKE  A  PAIK  OF  BELLOWS  OUT  OF  A 
SHEET   OF  NEWSPAPER. 

SOMETIMES  boys  are  out  for  a  picnic,  and  it  is 
useful  to  be  able  to  extemporise  a  pair  of 
bellows  to  urge  and  blow  up  the  fire.  This 
machine  can  be  constructed  out  of  a  sheet  of 
newspaper,  thus.  Lay  a  sheet  of  paper  fiat, 
lift  up  the  right-hand  bottam  corner  and  fold 
it  against  the  left  side,  then  cut  away  the 
piece  over,  at  the  top.  If  this  operation 
is  executed  neatly  and  carefully,  you  have  a 


perfectly  square  piece  of  paper.  Now  fold 
the  paper  (Fig.  1)  from  A  to  b  and  unfold  and 
fold  again  from  c  to  d,  which  will  make 
creases  the  form  of  a  St.  Andrew's  cross. 


Then  with  your  thumb  and  finger  of  each 
hand  at  the  back  of  the  paper,  take  hold  of 


SOME  PAPER  NOVELTIES. 

each  of  the  points  e,  and  slide  up  the  edges 
of  the  paper  from  a  to  d  and  c  to  b  ;  you  will 
then  have  the  paper  in  the  form  of  Fig.  2. 
Kow  fold  the  corner  a  down  to  e,  the  same 
from  c  to  E,  then  on  the  other  side  d  to  e 
and  B  to  E,  and  you  will  have  the  paper  in 
the  form  of  Fig.  3.  Now  pinch  together  the 
corners  g  f  and  fold  in  the  shape  of  the  dotted 
lines  over  the  sides  h  h  against  the  line  e  f,  and 
repeat  a  similar  manipulation  at  the  back, 
and  get  the  form  like  Fig.  4.    Now,  if  you 


take  hold  of  the  handles  f  g,  front  and  back, 
with  both  hands,  and  jjull  outwards  and  depress 
inwards,  you.  will  obtain  a  draught  of  wind  at 
I,  resulting  in  a  capital  pair  of  bellows. 


III. — HOW  TO  FOLD  A  PUESE  OUT  OP  PAPER. 

It  affords  great  amusement  to  one's  younger 
brothers,  sisters,  and  friends  for  them  to  see 
us  construct  different  articles  out  of  folded 
paper.  To  make  a  purse  used  to  be  a  cJief- 
d'ceuvre  when  I  was  a  boy,  and  considered 
secret  and  difficult,  but  I  think  if  you  will 
follow  my  description  closely,  with  a  little 
patience  and  practice  you  will  soon  be  able  to 
conquer  what  appears  to  be  complex.  Take 
a  perfectly  square  sheet  of  paper,  fold  it 
horizontally  in  three  equal  parts  from  top  to 
bottom,  unfold  again  and  repeat  the  folding 
from  side  to  side,  rubbing  each  fold  well  with 
a  paper-knife.  Then  fold  the  paper  in  two 
from  A  to  B,  unfold  and  fold  from  c  to  d,  still 
using  the  paper-knife  well.  The  paper  when 
again  unfolded  ought  to  exhibit  the  creases 
marked  in  the  diagram  Fig.  1.  Now  take  the 
paper  with  each  hand  and  pinch  at  the 
corners  d,  a,  c,  b  each  separately  as  far  as  the 
square  in  the  centre.  Now  turn  d  to_  the 
right  and  c  to  the  left,  manipulating  in  a 


similar  manner  b  and  a,  so  as  to  form  figure 
like  the  diagram  Fig.  2.    Having  got  so  far 


Fia.l 


Fig  2. 


satisfactorily,  turn  over  a  to  b,  c  to  d,  e  to  f, 
and  turn  over  g  and  insert  the  point  in  the 


opening  at  h,  which  will  fasten  and  finish 
the  purse,  like  Fig.  3. 

(the  END.) 


FIRST  STEPS  IN  PHOTOGRAPHY. 

By  R.  a.  E.  Bennett,  b.a.  oxon., 

Author  of  "  rholo:/rnp/nc  Developers,"  "  Ilinls  on  Totiiwj,"  etc.,  etc. 


THIS  is  a  paper  intended  for  beginners. 
Nevertheless  it  will  not  be  a  bad  plan 
for^  those  who  are  advanced  in  the  art  of 
which  I  am  treating  to  read  it,  for  who 
knows  but  what  some  crumb  may  accident- 
ally be  picked  up  by  them  that  may  have 
escaped  their  knowledge  heretofore?  But 
amongst  the  junior  readers  of  a  paper  de- 
voted to  boys  it  seems  reasonable  to  suppose 
there  will  be  some  who  have  not  grasped  the 
A  B  C  of  the  subject  as  yet,  and  so  cannot 
profit  as  much  as  they  ought  by  my  former 
papers.  I  must  therefore  repair  tliis  omis- 
sion by  writing  a  paper  expressly  on  their 
behalf. 

Now  suppose  you  want  to  start  on  your 
photographic  career,  what  apparatus  will"  you 
require  ?  Well,  the  following  you  nmst  have, 
and  they  must  be  purchased,  as  unless  you 
are  a  very  'cute  hand  you  will  not  be  able  to 
make  them  for  yourself,  though  simpler  ap- 
paratus you  can. 

A  camera,  with  dark  slides,  lens,  tripod, 
and  focussing  cloth. 

3  porcelain  dishes. 

A  glass  measure  (2  oz.  preferably). 

A  box  of  dry  plates. 

A  broad  camel's  hair  brush. 

A  ruby  lamp. 

A  jug  to  contain  clean  water. 

A  basin  to  contain  water  in  which  the  plates 
have  been  washed,  etc. 

A  cup  capable  of  holding  two  or  three 
ounces. 

This  is  all  the  absolutely  necessary  appa- 
ratus, but  you  will  want  the  chemicals,  for 
which  refer  to  March  Part,  No.  630  (page 
145),  for  developers,  and  the  article  on 
"Toning,"  August  Part,  Nos.  652,  G53  (pp. 
655,669). 

The  ruby  lamp  you  will  want  if  you  are 
obliged  to  work  by  night,  as  many  of  us  are, 
in  a  room  in  use  during  the  day,  but  you  had 
far  better  have  a  room  exclusively  for  your 
work,  which  can  be  used  at  any  time  you 
want  it,  and  in  this  case  you  can  abolish  the 
lamp  and  darken  the  window  of  the  room 
instead.  I  have  done  this  myself  by  using 
two  large  frames,  which  when  put  on  the 
top  of  one  another  exactly  till  the  window 
frame.  The  top  one  is  covered  with  thick 
brown  paper  (no  pinholes  allowed!),  the 
bottom  one  with  two  thicknesses  of  what  is 
called  "canary  fabric,"  which  you  can  get 
from  a  dealer,  or  direct  from  Messrs.  Law, 
Sons,  &  Co.,  Foot's  Cray  Mills,  Kent,  and 
Windsor  Court,  Monkwell  Street,  London, 
E.C.  You  must  so  manage  that  not  a  par- 
ticle of  light  can  get  between  the  sash  of  the 
window  and  the  frames.  To  avoid  this  I 
have  covered  the  surface  of  the  frame  which 
is  next  to  the  window  when  put  up,  with 
several  layers  of  thick  cloth,  and  have 
wooden  holders  which  turn  out  of  the  way 
when  not  required  and  hold  the  frames 
tightly  against  the  woodwork  of  the  window- 
frame  when  put  up,  one  on  the  top  of  the 
other,  edge  to  edge.  There  is  an  immense 
advantage  in  this  plan,  I  may  remark,  as,  the 
frames  being  removable,  when  they  are  gone 
you  can  open  the  window  and  air  the  room, 
a  most  desirable  thing,  as  a  dark  room  into 
which  air  cannot  be  freely  admitted  when 
required  is  most  unwholesome.  I  have  ad- 
vised canary  fabric  because  the  yellow  light 
is  so  much  less  tiring  to  the  eyesight  than 
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red,  but  if  you  use  very  sensitive  plates  you 
must  keep  them  some  distance  from  the 
window  when  developing,  and  if  the  sun 
shines  on  the  window  you  must  cover  up  a 
good  deal  of  the  canary  fabric  with  some 
opaque  material,  so  as  not  to  let  the  room 
get  too  bright.  On  ordinary  occasions,  and 
using  ordinary  rapid  plates,  I  have  never  Lad 
a  case  of  fog  at  all,  and  I  vastly  prefer  the 
yellow  light  to  the  red. 

If  you  haven't  a  room  that  can  be  utilised 
exclusively  for  your  hobby  you  can  change 
and  develope  your  plates  in  any  ordinary 
room  after  dark,  or  any  cupboard  will  do  if 
perfectly  light-tight  when  the  door  is  shut, 
usmg  your  ruby  lamp. 

Now  as  to  the  camera,  etc.  For  this  you 
should  go  to  a  good  maker— not  necessarily 
expensive— and  on  no  account  buy  "toys," 
of  which  there  are  many  in  the  market.  If 
you  can't  afford  much,  get  your  apparatus 
from  Messrs.  J.  Lancaster  &  Son,  37  Colmore 
Row,  Birmingham.  I  know  it  is  invidious 
to  mention  one  maker,  but  one  can  hardly 
help  it,  as  I  could  not  enumerate  them  all, 
and  these  people  are  very  prominent  as 
makers  of  cheap  (and  good)  apparatus  ;  you 
can  turn  out  passable  work  without  difficulty 
even  with  their  cheapest  apparatus,  though 
the  higher  you  go  the  better.  If  price  is  not 
a  consideration  the  number  of  makers  of 
more  expensive  cameras  is  enormous :  by 
purchasing  a  number  of  a  photographic  paper 
you  will  get  scores  of  advertisements  to  select 
from,  or  the  "Annuals"  are  mainly  adver- 
tisements, most  of  them. 

Your  camera  had  better  have  the  following 
movements  if  you  can  possibly  afford  it. 
Rising  front,  cross  front,  swing-back,  rack 
and  pinion  adjustment;  the  bellows  to  ex- 
tend at  least  18  inches,  preferably  twice  as 
far,  and  it  ought  to  have  a  level,  fixed  to  the 
top  of  the  back  frame  if  a  spirit  level,  or  the 
side,  to  hang,  if  a  brass  one. 

If  you  can  get  a  camera  that  has  all  this 
it  is  quite  as  much  as  you  want ;  further 
complications  are  needless,  though  attractive 
to  ingenious  minds. 

We  now  have  our  camera  and  we  proceed 
to  use  it.  We  have  first  to  load  the  dark 
slide.  Going  into  the  cupboard  and  light- 
ing the  ruby  lamp— or  putting  up  the  frames 
in  the  window,  as  the  case  may  be — we 
place  the  dark  slide  open,  flat  on  the  table. 
On  examining  the  dark  slide  you  will  find 
that  there  are  two  fasteners  which  hold  the 
sides  together,  and  two  at  the  ends  which 
prevent  the  shutters  from  being  pulled  up 
until  they  are  moved  to  one  side,  and  so  hold 
them  down  to  keep  the  liglit  from  the  plate. 

When  the  slide  is  opened  fiat,  like  a  book, 
there  will  be  a  groove  on  one  side  and  a 
rabbet  on  the  other,  and  a  piece  of  black 
card  or  tin  hinged  to  the  slide  will  be  found 
between  them. 

The  box  of  plates  is  now  opened  and 
one  taken  out.  You  will  soon  see  which  is 
the  film  side,  as  it  is  dull,  while  the  glass 
side  is  shiny. 

_  Take  your  broad  camel's  hair  brush  and 
give  the  film  side  a  good  brushing,  to  get  rid 
of  any  specks  of  dust  or  dirt  which  may  be 
on  it,  after  which  it  is  to  be  placed  _/i/))i  side 
downwards  on  one  side  (preferably  the  deep- 
est) and  the  card  placed  at  the  back  of  it,  or 
the  tin  fastened  down  on  it  with  the  buttons 


at  the  side  which  arc  given  with  this  type 
of  slide.  Another  plate  has  now  to  be 
brushed  and  placed  film  side  downwards  on 
the  other  side,  and  the  slide  shut  up  and 
fastened.  Now  if  the  shutters  are  pulled  up 
for  a  minute,  the  films  will  be  outwards ;  if 
either  is  not,  you  must  rectify  it,  as  it  won't 
do  to  go  exposing  the  glass  side  of  the  plate, 
which  would  give  us  a  picture  wrong  way  on. 
Take  care  to  shut  both  shutters  down,  and 
fasten  them,  before  you  go  out  of  the  dark 
room,  and  you  had  better  wrap  the  slide  up 
in  a  black  opaque  cloth  to  prevent  any  bright 
light  getting  to  it  while  it  is  waiting. 

The  camera  meanwhile  is  fixed  to  the 
tripod  and  opened.     Your   own  intellect 
ought  to  tell  you  how  to  set  it  up,  but  if  you 
get  it  from  a  dealer  yourself,  he  will  show 
you.    It  depends  so  entirely  on  the  con- 
struction of  the  camera  and  tripod  that  it  is 
not  possible  to  do  so  here.    Being  set  up,  if 
you  put  your  head  under  the  focussing  cloth 
and  look  at  the  focussing  screen  you  will  see 
a  picture  thereon.    It  will  be  upside  down — 
but  don't  be  frightened  ;  it  will  be  the  right 
^yay  up  when  you  come  out  again.  Your 
first  attempt  should  be  a  building,  or  tree, 
etc.,  about  twenty  yards  distant.    On  shift-' 
ing  the  front  of  the  camera  by  turning  the 
screw  you  will  find  the  picture,  which  first 
looked  misty  and  indistinct,  gets  quite  clear 
and  sharp,  and  at  one  particular  point  it 
looks    just  lovely,"— well,  at  that  point  it  is 
what  is  commonly  called  "in  focus,"  and 
there  it  has  to  stop.    Now  either  attached  to 
the  lens  or  in  a  separate  case  you  will  have 
some  pieces  of  metal  which  have  holes  of 
various  sizes  in    them ;  these   are  called 
"stops."    If  you  can  I  should  advise  your 
having  rotary  stops  fastened  to  the  lens,  or 
the  "Iris  diaphragm,"  which  gets  larger  or 
smaller  according  to  the  degree  it  is  turned 
round,  which  answers  instead  of  separate 
plates  ;  you  see  you  cannot  lose  either  of 
these,  while  separate  plates  you  can,  and  not 
improbably  will. 

But  what  is  the  use  of  the  stops?  I  ex- 
pect you  want  to  know.  Suppose  you  have 
focussed  a  subject  in  the  middle  of  the  focus- 
sing screen,  and  all  round  it  there  are  objects 
some  farther  off  from,  and  others  nearer  to, 
the  camera.  Now  focus  till  the  object  in  the 
middle  is  as  cbar  as  you  can  get  it.  It  then 
looks  beautiful,  but  if  you  look  close  to  the 
edges  of  the  screen  you  will  see  the  other 
objects  are  not  a  bit  distinct.  By  shifting 
the  position  of  the  lens  you  can  get  them 
beautifully  sharp,  but  then,  alas  !  the  beauty 
of  the  central  object  is  entirely  gone  !  Now 
we  want  the  whole  picture  sharp,  and  not 
only  one  part  of  it,  and  how  are  we  to  achieve 
that  ?  Take  one  of  the  small  stops  and  put 
it  into  the  slit  in  the  lens,  or  turn  the  wheel 
till  the  smallest  hole  comes  into  it,  and  then 
look  through  again--I  am  supposing  that  you 
have  re-focussed  the  central  object  sharply. 
You  will  now  find  the  picture  very  much  darker 
than  it  was  before,  but  the  whole  thing  will 
be  sharp  right  up  to  the  edges  all  round,  and 
thus  our  object  has  been  accomplished.  The 
general  rule  for  focussing  is  to  focus  with 
the  largest  stop,  or  none  at  all,  for  the 
central  object,  and  then  go  on  putting  in 
smaller  and  smaller  stops  till  the  whole 
picture  is  sharp— then  stop. 

i^To  be  conliiuied.) 


OUR  OPEN  COLUMN. 


THE  UNIVERSITY  OF  SYDNEY. 
By  p.  H.  Waudy,  b.a. 

So  little,  cnniparatively  speaking,  is  known  in 
EiiKlaml  aliDUt.  Australian  ujatters,  tliat  any  article 
upon  such  shiiuM  prove  liotli  entertaining  and  instruc- 
tive to  Eni;lii-h  readers.  For  tliis  purpose  was  the 
following  account  of  tlie  University  of  Syilney  penned, 
and  it  is  to  be  liope<l  that  it  h  ill  meet  with  the  appre- 
ciation of  all  reailers  of  the  "  B,  0.  P."  By  way  of 
ex|ilanatioii,  let  it  he  first  of  all  cleiirly  understood  that 
neither  Sydney  nor  either  of  the  other  two  existing 
Australian  Universities  is  conducted  on  the  same 
I)rinciples  as  the  great  Universities  of  Oxford  and 
Cambrid.'e  ;  rather  might  a  comparison  be  made  be- 
tween these  latter  and  the  several  colleges  of  our  alma 
mater. 

There  are  three  colleges  affiliated  Avith  the  univer- 
sity, viz.,  St.  Paul's,  .-^t.  Andrew's,  and  St.  John's.  These 

are   intended   res|  tiv.Iy   f<ir   Church  of  England, 

Presbyterian,  ami  J'oini.iii  Catholic  students.  Never- 
theless it  is  not  a  t^iue  qw'i  non  that  a  candidate  should 
liave  attended  a  college,  he  may  have  been  a  student 
unattached.  All  alike  have  to  attend  lectures  daily  at 
the  university,  i.e.,  the  university  proper  and  not  one 
of  the  colleges.  Lectures  are  delivered  at  every  liour 
from  9  A.M.  till  1  r..M.  by  the  various  members  of  the 
teaehiiig  .staff  id'  the  different  faculties,  but  to  this  we 
shall  return.  In  the  meantime  we  shall  consider  the 
institution  historically. 

By  an  Act  of  I'arliament  assented  to  on  October  1, 
185U,  the  University  of  Sydney  was  incorporated.  By 
virtue  of  this  Act  it  was  empowered  to  confer  degrees 
in  arts,  law,  and  medicine.  It  was  endowed  also  to  the 
extent  of  £5,000  per  annum.  But  it  is  mainly  supported 
by  private  benefactions.  The  University  Extension 
Act  of  iSM4  gave  additional  jiower  to  grant  any  degrees 
wliatrver  w  ith  ttie  sdi-  exception  of  degrees  in  theology 
and  divinity.  I'.y  this  same  Act  women  were  admitteil 
to  all  university  privilegrs  equally  with  men,  and  it  is 
now  on  foot  to  establish  a  women's  college,  as  already  a 
large  number  of  ladies  have  graduated,  while  many 
more  are  in  their  undcrgrailuateship.  Graduates  of 
the  University  of  Sydney  now  enjoy  by  Royal  Charter 
the  s;ime  raiik,  style,  and  precedence  as  graduates  of 
the  great  F.nglish  universities.  The  Act  to  provide  for 
the  establishment  of  oodo-rs  in  rouneetion  with  differ- 
ent religi(jus  deiioniin;itio)is  w:is  passed  in  the  year 
1854.  The  university,  tog(  ilier  wuh  the  recently  built 
medical  school,  the  three  colleges,  and  Prince  Alfred 
Hospital,  are  all  within  the  same  piece  of  ground,  wliicli 
covers  126  acres,  the  hospital  itself  occupying  nearly 
twelve  acres. 

The  governing  body  in  the  university  is  called  the 
Sen.ate.  At  present  it  consists  of  twenty-one  members 
or  fellows,  of  wdiom  five  are  ex  oJUcio,  being  certain  of 
the  iirofessors,  the  other  si.xteen  are  elective.  Vacancies 
in  the  SfMiate  are  tided  by  means  of  a  convocation  of 
elcc.tors,  consisting  of  tli'c  follows  of  the  Senate  for 
the  time  being,  ])rofessors,  public  teachers  and  examin- 
ers in  the  schools  of  the  university,  principals  of  incor- 
porateil  colleges  within  the  university,  superior  officers, 
declared  to  be  such  by  liy-law,  masters  and  doctors  in 
any  faculty,  and  bacllelors  of  three  years'  standing. 

■The  following  degrees  are  conferred  after  examina- 
tion at  the  clo.se  of  a  prescribed  course  of  lectures  : — 
Faculty  of  Arts,  B..A.  ami  M.A. ;  Facidty  of  Law,  LL.B. 
and  LL.D. ;  Faenltv  of  Meilicine,  M.B.,  Ch.JI.  and 
M.D.  ;  Faculty  of  Science,  B.E.,  M.E.,  B.Sc.  and  D.Sc. 
The  arts  course  extends  over  three  years,  during  which 
students  are  retinircd  to  attend  lectures  and  pass  an 
examination  at  the  end  of  each  year.  After  the  first 
year  students  are  allowed  a  number  of  suljjects  from 
which  they  may  select  wdiat  they  please  under  certain 
conditions.  The  higher  degree  "is  not  conferred  until 
after  the  expiration  of  two  years  from  the  granting  of 
the  first  degree,  anil  candidates  are  allowed  to  go  up 
for  examination  in  any  subject  whatever,  subject  only 
to  the  approval  of  the  bean  of  the  Faculty  of  Arts.  The 
law  course  is  oidy  open  to  graduates  in  arts,  and  covers 
two  years  of  lent'ures  and  two  examinations  ;  the  lec- 
turers are  all  barristers,  and  graduates  in  law  are 
allowed  admission  to  the  Bar  without  further  examina- 
tion. The  medical  cotirse  covers  five  years  for  the  M.B. 
and  Ch.M.  degrees,  and  the  whole  curriculum  is  similar 
to  that  of  the  University  of  Edinburgh.  For  the  first 
degrees  in  engineering  a?iil  science  three  years  of  study 
are  requisite,  and  for  the  higher  degrees  special  pro- 
visions are  made.  All  students  are  obliged  to  matri- 
culate prior  to  their  entrance  upon  any  course  of 
study  for  a  degree,  wdiile  intending  medical  students 
have  to  pass  the  first  year  in  arts  or  an  equivalent 
examination.  For  those  unable  to  attend  lectures 
during  the  day,  provisions  are  made  whereby  they 
may  attend  lectures  in  the  arts  course  at  night.  In 
certain  cases  students  are  exempt  from  attendance  at 
lectiu-es  altogether.  In  the  case  of  students  showing 
more  than  ordinary  ability  hut  withotit  the  means  to 
pay  for  a  univer.,ity  career,  they  are  exempt  from  all 
fees.  Bursaries  are  also  given  for  the  same  purpose. 
Numerous  scholarships  are  awarded  to  undergraduates 
where  they  come  out  highest  with  first  class  honours 
in  certain  subjects,  but  no  one  can  held  more  than  two 
at  the  same  time.  They  are  generally  worth  £50,  but  a 
few  are  considerably  more.  Scholars  are  distinguished 
by  a  velvet  band  or  shoulder-strap  on  their  gowns. 
Acailemic  dress  has  to  be  worn  within  the  university 
at  lectures  and  on  all  jjublic  occasions,  but  not  outside 
except  on  special  occasions.  The  great  celebration  of 
the  year  is  the  annual  commemoration,  held  in  April ; 


the  governor  is  always  present  and  delivers  an  address  ; 
the  chancellor,  who  is  surrounded  by  all  the  university 
dignitaries  and  in  the  presence  of  a  large  assembly, 
puljlicly  confers  the  degrees  and  honours.  To  relieve 
the  monotony  during  the  ceremony  the  students  are 
wont  to  sing  .songs  wdiich  have  been  arranged  before- 
hand, printed  and  distributed. 

Each  of  the  affiliated  colleges  is  governed  by  a 
principal  and  a  college  council ;  lectm-es  are  delivered, 
chiefly  in  divinity,  and  students  are  subject  to  rules 
and  regulations  more  or  less  stringent  ;  but  as  this 
hardly  falls  v/ithin  the  range  of  the  present  article,  wo 
shall  at  once  pass  on  and  turn  oiu-  attention  next  to  the 
university  institutions. 

A  Sports  Union  has  recently  been  inaugurated,  by 
means  of  Avhich  all  matriculants  are  eligible  for  mem- 
ber.ship  of  the  football,  cricket,  boat,  atlneiic  and  lawn 
tennis  clubs.  The  patron  is  His  Excellency  tiie  Go-\'er- 
nor,  and  the  Management  Committee  is  a  strong  and 
representative  one,  so  that  it  slioidd  be  found  to  be  a 
great  success.  The  University  Union  is  the  literary 
and  debating  society.  Meetings  are  held  once  a  week 
during  Lent  and  Trinity  terms,  when  debates,  read- 
ings, lectures,  etc.,  are  given.  This  Society  is  in  a  very 
flourishing  condition,  and  a  word  of  praise  ought  not 
to  be  omitted  here  for  its  recent  Honorary  Secretary, 
Mr,  "W.  LesUe  Curnow,  B.A.,  to  whom  its  success  is  to 
a  great  extent  due.  Next  should  be  mentioned  the 
Dramatic  Society,  which,  though  only  twelve  months 
in  existence,  has  made  wonderful  strides  in  that  time. 
Three  plays  have  been  staged,  the  last  one  being 
Green's  celebrated  "  Friar  Bacon  and  Friar  Bungay." 
The  writer  was  Honorary  Treasurer  to  the  Society 
during  its  first  year,  and  can  testify  to  the  amount  of 
manipulation  it  needs  to  make  ten  shillings  go  the 
length  of  a  pound  in  dramatic  representations  !  The 
Musical  Society  must  not  pass  unnoticed.  It  is  the  great 
rival  of  the  last-named  Society.  Its  career  has  so  far 
been  fairly  successful,  and  it  bids  fair  to  become  a 
great  feature  among  our  other  institutions.  Last,  but 
by  no  means  least,  comes  the  mouthpiece  of  the  under- 
graduates—the University  Press  in  fact — "Hermes." 
This  publication  is  in  the  hands  of  the  Undergraduates  ' 
Association,  wdio  annually  appoint  two  editors.  It  comes 
out  three  times  a  term,  and  the  subscription  is  Is.  6(1. , 
a  subscription,  by  the  way,  oftener  than  not  unpaid  ! 
Undoubtedly  it  is  a  popular  institution,  if  so  I  may 
term  it,  though  it  goes  by  the  name  of  "  The  Rag."  In 
it  are  contained  college  gossip,  sports  notes,  'Varsity 
affairs,  as  well  as  an  open  column  and  a  usually  well- 
written  leading  article.  Of  cour.se  "  The  FuiuiyMan" 
always  lias  his  space  allotted  him,  and  rarely  fails  to 
gain  due  appreciation  by  his  topical  hits. 

Although  1  have  already  written  at  greater  length 
than  I  originally  intended,  and  have  no  wish  to  be 
guilty  of  wearying  my  readers,  still  this  article  would 
not  be  complete  without  a  brief  mention  of  some  of  our 
graduates  who  have  attained  to  any  celebrity.  Among 
the  Puisne  Judges  of  our  Supreme  Court  the  name  of 
Mr.  Justice  Windever  stands  prominent  as  our  first 
M.A.  and  first  LL.D.  On  the  Jfinistry  we  find  the 
name  of  the  Hon.  J.  H.  Carrntliers,  .Minister  for  I'nblie 
Instruction,  an  M.A.  of  our  ulinn  iiiii!<  r  ■  tlie  President 
of  the  Land  Court,  Mr.  F.  E.  Rogers,  Q.C.,  besides 
being  an  M.A.,  is  also  an  LL.B. ;  the  name  also  of  the 
Right  Worshipful  the  Mayor  of  Sydney,  Mr.  S.  Burde- 
kin,  J.P.,  M.L.A.,  is  not  omitted  from  the  list  of 
Bachelors  of  Arts.  Finally,  in  the  neighbouring 
Colony  of  Queensland,  the  Premier  and  Attorney- 
General,  the  Hon.  Sir  Samuel  Griffith,  Q.C  ,  K.C.M.G., 
occupies  a  very  distinguished  place  on  the  list  of 
Masters  of  Arts  of  Sydney.  Numbers  of  iirominent 
graduates  of  other  universities  have  availe<l  them- 
selves of  our  admission  ad  eundem  gratluvi  by-law, 
wdiereby  they  are  admitted  to  the  full  privileges  of  our 
own  graduates ;  among  these  might  be  mentioned 
the  Most  Reverend  Alfred  Barry,  D.D.,  LL.D.,  and  Sir 
Patrick  Jennings,  K.C.M.G.,  Honorary  LL.D.  of 
Dublin. 

In  conclusion,  the  Senate  has  offered  high  salaries 
for  its  professorial  staff,  and  so  iias  secured  the 
services  of  some  really  distinguished  men  from  the 
great  universities  of  the  United  Kingdom;  and  although 
our  university  cannot  compare  in  point  of  age  with 
Oxford  and  Cambridge,  not  yet  having  been  established 
half  a  century,  still  it  has  already  shown  that  it  can 
and  does  turn  out  men  who  in  point  of  scholarship  can 
compete  with  any  others  in  the  world. 

iVo/c— According  to  the  last  calendar  published  in 
1890  there  were  501  members  of  convocation,  390 
undergraduates  attending  lectures,  of  whom  33  were 
at  St.  Paul's  College,  23  at  St.  Andrew's,  and  22  at  St. 
John's,  the  remaining  312  being  students  unattached. 
There  were  also  12  professors,  27  lecturers,  and  25 
additional  examiners. 


OUR  PRIZE  COMPETITIONS. 

(Thirteenth  Seeies.) 


Chess  Competition. 

THIS  competition  was  announced  (m^Zcp.  61) 
in  the  following  tenns  : — 

•We  offer  Prizes  of  10s.  6(7.,  7«.  6rf.,  and  5j.  in  each 
section,  for  the  three  best  original  problems  that  may 
be  sent  to  us  by  February  28,  1891,  in  Two  Moves, 
Three  Moves,  and  Four  Moves.   Self-mates  and  con- 


ditional probletns  are  excludeil.  The  first  tnove  may 
not  be  the  taking  in  passing,  but  castling  is  in  r- 
missible.  Two  Queens,  three  Knights  of  one  colour, 
etc.,  must  not  be  used.  Mark  plainly  on  outside  of 
envelope  "Chess  Competition."  Open  equally  to  all 
ages  up  to  2i  years. 


Sixty-five  problems  by  twenty-four  com- 
posers have  been  sent  in,  and  the  result  of 
the  examination  is,  that  only  three  problems 
gain  prizes.  Problems  by  the  following  are 
either  incorrect  or  too  poor  for  a  place : — 
S.  G.  A.,  A.  D.  B.,  W.  E.  B.,  W.  C,  F.  H.  G., 
E.  A.  G.,  H.  W.  H.,  J.  D.  H.,  W.  W.  H., 
C.  A.  L.,  C.  W.  M.,  F.  M.,  W.  P.,  J.  C.  S., 
W.  S.,  C.  F.  T.,  E.  D.  T.,  G.  T.,  A.  W.,  and 
G.  H.  W.  A.  F.  T.  C.  sent  too  many  problems. 

It  will  be  noticed  that,  though  we  have 
only  been  able  to  award  three  prizes,  we 
have  considerably  increased  the  prize  money 
in  each  case  beyond  the  amount  offered. 

CHESS  PRIZE  WINNERS. 

First  Prize — One  Guinea. 

A.  E.  'Watsox,  'Whitgift  Grammar  School,  Croydon, 
Surrey. 

&cond  Prize— Ws.  dd. 
J.  F.  Sauxdeks,  224,  Brick  Lane,  Bethual  Green,  E. 

Third  Prize— 7s.  Cd. 
"W.  T.  Hurley,  152,  High  Street,  Rochester,  Kent. 


First  Prize. 
By  a.  E.  Watsox. 


a       b       c       d       e        f       g  h 


j  WHITE.  I       8  +  8  =  lG  pieces. 
■White  to  play,  and  mate  in  three  (3)  moves. 


Second  Prize. 
By  J.  F.  Saunders. 


1  WHITE.  I       7 ^- 5  =  12  pieces. 


■White  to  play,  aud  mate  in  tlnree  (,5)  moves. 


T/iirU  Prize. 
By  "W.  T.  Hurley. 


I  BLACK. 


abedefgh 


Wliite  to  play,  aud  mate  in  three  (3)  moves. 

[***  The  solutions  will  he  given  in  our 
ordinary  cJicss  coluviH.'] 


Jos.  p.  Pear.'JOX.— 1.  You  will  want  a  switch  with 
only  one  contact,  which  you  can  get  without  any 
difficulty  from  the  dealer.  Or,  if  you  have  a  two'- 
way  switch,  you  need  only  connect  up  one  side  of  it. 
2.  The  double  conductor  has  t\^'o  separate  wires  in 
it,  and  it  is  used  for  all  long  distances,  as  it  is  so 
much  neater  than  two  wires.  You  have  only  to 
consider  them  as  two  separate  wires  to  get  it  right 
If  you  have  the  battery  close  to  the  switch  you  can 
use  a  single  covered  wire  from  one  end  of  battery  to 
centre  of  switch,  and  double  conductor  on  to  lamp, 
one  of  the  double  conductor  wires  being  joined  to  the 
binding  screw  of  the  switch,  and  the  other  to  another 
single  wire  going  to  the  other  end  of  batterv.  If  you 
look  at  the  illustration  in  the  article  on  tlie'"  Electric 
Drum,"  and  consider  you  only  use  one  side,  you  can't 
go  wrong. 

P.  M.  PEAitCE.— 1.  The  cost  of  tlie  castings  in  the  rough 
would  be  5i.  ;  fitted  ready  for  Avire  they  are  IDs.  The 
wire  may  cost  you  about  2.s.  6(/.  more,  von  can  get 
that  at  the  same  time  ;  B.  W.  G.  No.  26  is'about  right. 
The  biwk  is  2s.  Cd.,  post  free.  2.  You  will  find  some 
more  experiments  with  the  Electrical  Machine  on 
page  el,  Vol.  XII.  [No.  563],  if  you  have  not  seen 
that. 

Photo  (Beginner).— We  have  had  many  articles  on 
photography  in  back  numbers  of  this  volume,  wliieh 
you  had  better  read.  If  thev  are  not  sufficiently 
elementary  for  you,  get  the  '"'  Beginner's  Guide  to 
Photography,"  published  by  Perken,  Son,  &  Eay- 
.  ment,  90,  Hatton  Garden,  e.c.  Another  good  book 'is 
"  Modern  Pliotographv  for  Amateurs,"  bv  J.  Eaton 
Pearn,  published  by  Upcott  GiU,  170,  Strand,  w.c. 
A  bigger  book  is  Marion's  "  Practical  Guide  to 
Photography,"  sold  by  Marion  &  Co.,  22  &  23,  Soho 
Square,  w.  Tlie  first  is  the  second  1 and  the 
third  'Is.  6d.    There  are  dozens  more  equally  good. 

Electricity  (Charles  May).— The  slight  difference 
you  mention  would  not  entirely  stop  the  current  if 
the  rest  of  the  work  is  all  right,  thougli  it  mit'ht 
make  the  machine  slightly  less  efficient.  It  is 
possible  that  tlie  wires  are  not  connected  up  right, 
or  that  some  uncovered  place,  coming  in  contact 
witli  tlic  ii-fiii,  allows  the  cm-rent  to  depart  before  it 
can  br  ii-nl.  You  say  nothing  about  the  size  of  the 
wirc-^  bi  ii)-  w  rong,  which  has  been  a  difficulty  witli 
one  or  two  correspondents  who  have  gdt  fm,'  tliick 
wire,  so  we  conclude  in  your  case  it  is  all  ri  jht.  \s 
you  live  in  London  you  had  better  take  the  niarhim. 
and  consult  some  professional  electrician  [ej/.  Jlessrs 
Cox  &  Co.,  11,  Fetter  Lane,  Fleet  Street,  e.c.],  w^ho 
would  probably  see  what  was  wrong  directly. 

F.  E.  C.  Stanley.— 1.  You  need  not  solder  the  wires, 
provided  that  you  scrape  them  clean  and  take  care 
that  they  are  in  contact.  But  it  is  better  to  do  so,  as 
it  is  possible  for  the  wire  s  n.  vi  dirtv  in  time,  and  if 
the  dirt  gets  between  tlirm  n  will  hinder  the  currents 
passing.  2.  Twist  them  tii^htly  round  the  zincs  and 
carbons,  or  use  binding  serews'which  clam])  them  at 
the  top,  this  is  the  best  way.  You  need  not  solder  the 
wires  provided  you  are  sure  that  they  reallv  touch. 
3.  You  will  not  get  a  shock  whatever  you  do  with 
this  battery,  unless  you  use  it  to  work  an  induction 
coil. 

Duncan  Campbell.— Get  Atkinson's  "British  Birds' 
Eggs  and  Nests,"  published  bv  Messrs.  Routledge 
&  Co.   Price  1*.  plain  ;  3s.  Gd.  with  coloured  plates. 


De.\d  Caxai!  y  n  I.  .V.  W. ),  — The  canary  yon  sent  us  had 
died  fnini  t\,,-  ni|-tiiic  df  a  blood-vessel  in  the  ric;ht 

lung,  ^^hl.■ll  «a..  .■  iilctely  disorganised;  the  left 

was  also  atVccti-d,  but  to  a  less  extent.  As  it  was 
very  thin  it  was  probably  ailing  for  some  time. 

H.  GnAciE.— Glad  you  succeeded  with  the  battery.  If 
by  a  "shocking  macliine"  you  Jiifmi  iiidiictiou 
coil,  you  will  finil  full  direction--  Uir  i)i;il,iiig  one  in 
Nos.  534  anil  53.5  [May  part  l^bHJ,  whkh  you  have 
not,  apparently,  seen. 

EXTOMOLOCY  fPapiho).— 1.  You  mn  keep  insects  in 
cardboiinl  lioxe-,  of  course  ;  but  the  mites  are  sure  to 
get  ill  iiiiJ  them.    2.  The  Eev.  J.  G.  Wood's 

"Insect-^  :ii  liuiiir"  is  published  by  Messrs.  Longman 
&  Co.  3.  (Jet  tlie  "  Young  Collector,"  by  Dr.  Knaggs. 
It  is  published  by  ilessrs.  Gurney  &  Jackson, 
1,  Paternoster  Row,  and  will  cost  you"ls. 

William  "Wallace.— Of  the  three  figures  you  send,  the 
first  is  that  of  a  species  of  Wliirlwig  (  o'lii-iimx  i,  and 
the  third  seems  to  be  a  Ilijdroponis.  '  Wo  cannot 
pronounce  uiiim  the  species  without  seeing  the 
insects  tlioin-clves ;  neither  can  we  undertake  to 
name  the  hiren:  of  water  or  other  beetles,  one  of 
which  is  represented  in  your  second  figure. 


I'lin  idiii; \riiv  (  Hrdiiiodus).— We  suppo-f  yon  mean 
' 't  "Ml  '  M  ■  ]ii  i]it  -,  1  mm  yoiu'  nom  de  idiiiii. .  t  Imn  jh  you 
iliiii't  -iiy  Vdii  1  11  li'T  over-cxpo-c  i.r  .i\  ri--,ii.velop. 
or  let  the  lii;l;i  j.  t  the  papiT  belere  it>  time.  If 
the  negative  is  .-Irar  aiW  -liarji  the  ^,r\ut  ought  to  be 
so  too.  If  it  is  not.  iKitliing  will  make  the  jirint  so. 
Try  the  hydroquinone  developer,  and  develop  slowly  : 
it  works  more  easily  than  ferrous  o.xalate. 

M.  D.  Hick.— Write  to  Mr.  Cooke,  30,  Museum  Street, 
London,  w.c. 

E.  A.  S. — You  c.Tii  ^'ot  "  chip-boxes  "  from  a  druggist, 
for  about  'Jd.  a  dnzc-u  nests. 

Beht.— 1.  Wa-h  y.iir  sadillc  with  colli  water  and  soft 
soap  until  it  is  free  from  dirt,  and  then  rub  it  over 

with  a  woollen  cloth  and  two  lal  i-  -|  nluls  of  soft 

soap,  which  will  dry  in,  and  then  ]-nli-h  with  a  hard 
brush  and  beeswax.  2.  Yes  ;  it  is  eu-t. unary  to  give 
the  servants  something  when  you  niaki-  a  stavof  a 
few  days  at  a  house,  it  being  assumed  that  the 
e.xtra  work  you  cause  requires  some  acknowledg- 
ment. 

Saxdhurst.— The  test  for  eyesight  is  Snellen's  Types. 
Any  bookseller  can  get  you  the  book. 
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Fastened  the  other  end  round  his  cwn  body.'' 


(  -An 


Borne  swiftly  away  by  their  captors, 
they  could  giiess  from  the  constant  rust- 
ling of  leaves  and  crackling  of  dry  boughs 
(though  their  mnftiings  gave  them  no 
chance  of  seeing  anything)  that  they  were 
traversing  a  dense  jungle,  through  which 
the  Burmans  pressed  forward  all  day, 
despite  the  encumbrance  of  their  two 
prisoners,  with  a  headlong  haste  which 
showed  that  they  must  have  some  special 
and  important  reason  for  making  all 
possible  speed.  But  our  friends  listened 
in  vain  for  the  voice  of  the  Tiger  Chief, 
and  had  no  means  of  telling  whether  he 
was  still  with  tlie  party  or  not. 

Night  had  fallen  when  the  Burmans  at 
length  came  to  a  halt — for  hitherto  they 
had  only  paused  for  a  few  moments  to 
take  breath  every  now  and  then — and  the 
War-Tiger's  voice  was  heard  at  last, 
ordering  his  men  to  give  food  to  the 
captives,  who  had  eaten  nothing  since 
morning. 

Tlie  boys  were  very  glad  to  get  rid  of 
their  blindfolding  mufflers,  and  to  have  a 
chance  of  looking  about  them  once  more. 
Bi;t  they  did  not  gain  much  by  it,  after 
all ;  for  it  was  already  so  dai-k  in  the 
black  depths  of  this  impenetrable  forest 
that  they  might  almost  as  well  have  been 
blindfolded  still.  Even  when  the  bandits 
kindled  a  fire  to  scare  away  the  wild 
beasts,  its  light  showed  to  the  two  pri- 
soners nothing  more  than  a  bristling  mass 
of  matted  boughs  and  tangled  leaves 
shutting  them  in  on  every  side. 

The  first  thing  the  two  lads  did  was  to 
look  round  for  each  other ;  but  they  had 
evidently  been  kept  purposely  apart,  for 
neither  of  them  could  see  his  comrade ; 
and  as  Fred,  forgetting  his  usual  caution 
in  his  anxiety,  was  about  to  shout  his 
cousin's  name,  a  savage-looking  fellow 
beside  him  made  siich  a  significant  gesture 
with  his  huge  knife  as  stopped  the  cry  on 
his  lips. 

Thus  baffled,  Milburn  could  think  of 
nothing  better  to  do  than  to  lie  down  and 
try  to  go  to  sleep,  in  order  to  be  as  fresh 
as  possible  for  whatever  might  happen 
next  day.  But  it  was  plain  that  even  this 
proceeding  did  not  wholly  disarm  the 
suspicions  of  his  grim  jailer,  who  at  once 
knotted  one  end  of  a  rope  to  the  boy's 
arm,  and  fastened  the  other  end  roimd 
his  own  body,  so  that  Fred  could  not 
make  the  slightest  movement  without 
being  instantly  detected. 

This  fresh  proof  of  the  sleepless  vigi- 
lance of  his  guards  boded  no  good  to 
Fred's  hopes  of  escape,  and  even  his  stout 
heart  sank  as  he  began  to  realise  how 
small  a  chance  he  had  of  getting  free. 
And  even  if  he  succeeded  in  doing  so,  how 
could  he  ever  make  his  way,  alone  and 
unarmed,  through  this  black  unending 
cobweb  of  pathless  thickets,  where  even 
his  previoixs  training  on  the  Western 
prairies  (though  it  had  made  him  as  good 
a  scout  and  tracker  as  any  cowboy  in 
Texas)  would  be  absolutely  useless  '? 

Harry  Foster,  too,  on  the  other  side  of 
the  camp  fire,  was  absorbed  in  equally 
disquieting  thouglits,  and  with  only  too 
good  reason. 

The  bandit  who  had  apparently  been 
selected  as  his  especial  jailer,  and  who  had 
secured  him  in  the  same  way  as  his  cousin, 
was  a  small,  meagre,  yellow-complexioned 
man,  evidently  one  of  the  many  "  half- 
breeds  "  produced  by  the  intermarriage  of 
the  Chinese  and  Burmese  races.    At  first 


Harry  paid  no  attention  to  him  ;  but,  as 
the  fire  burned  brighter,  and  revealed  his 
guard's  face  more  clearly,  the  boy  was 
struck  with  the  glances  of  malignant 
hatred  darted  at  him  by  the  latter  ;  and, 
looking  more  closely  at  him,  he  recog- 
nised, with  a  thrill  of  mingled  horror  and 
disgust,  the  very  last  man  into  whose 
hands  he  would  have  wished  to  fall. 

Among  the  native  scouts  employed  by 
the  English  Government  after  the  annexa- 
tion of  Upper  Burmah  was  a  half-caste 
from  the  Chinese  border,  named  Tuni-Ti, 
who  had  accompanied  Harry's  father  upon 
more  than  one  of  his  expeditions  among 
the  northern  mountains.  But  he  had 
been  caught  thieving  once  and  again  ;  and, 
at  length,  having  been  detected  in  the 
very  act  of  trying  to  persuade  Foster's 
native  followers  to  desert  him,  was  ar- 
reslel,  tried,  and  sentenced  to  dismissal 
and  several  months'  imprisonment.  Harry 
had  seen  enough  of  him  to  feel  sure  that 
he  was  not  likely  to  forget  either  his 
punishment  or  the  man  to  whom  he  owed 
it ;  and  it  was  this  mean  and  spiteful 
villain  who  now  stood  over  him  as  his 
appointed  jailer. 

Even  in  this  discoverj',  however,  the 
brave  lad  foimd  some  gi'ounds  of  en- 
couragement. If  even  this  unscrupulous 
enemy  dared  not  harm  him,  he  must  be 
iinder  the  special  protection  of  the  Tiger 
Chief  himself ;  and  he  naturally  concluded 
(knowing  nothing  of  the  murderous  out- 
break planned  by  the  War  Tiger,  and  now 
on  the  point  of  exploding  over  the  whole 
district  at  once)  that  the  capture  of  him- 
self and  his  cousin  was  merely  an  ordinary 
affair  of  "kidnapping  for  ransom";  so, 
fortified  by  a  true  boyish  confidence  that 
"  it  would  all  come  right  somehow,"  the 
captive  boy  said  his  prayers,  and  fell 
asleep  as  quietly  as  if  he  were  in  the  old 
school  dormitory  at  Eugby. 

The  next  day  was  merely  a  repetition 
of  the  preceding  one.  Blindfolded  as 
before,  the  boys  were  carried  swiftly 
onward  from  morning  till  evening,  their 
captors  being  plainly  bent  upon  giving 
them  no  chance  of  learning  in  what  direc- 
tion lay  the  fort  that  they  had  left,  or 
whether  this  forced  march  was  carrying 
them  north,  south,  east,  or  west.  But 
Harry,  knowing  that  to  head  southward 
would  bring  their  kidnappers  into  a  region 
where  the  British  rule  was  already  firmly 
established,  and  that  to  go  west  would 
throw  them  among  the  English  forts 
along  the  border  of  Arracan,  shrewdly 
guessed  that  they  must  be  making  for  the 
wild  hill-cojmtry  to  the  north-east,  which 
was  indeed  the  case. 

At  length,  after  a  day's  march,  that 
seemed  to  the  impatient  boys  twice  as 
long  as  the  one  before  it,  they  were  set 
down  by  their  bearers,  their  mufflings 
were  taken  off,  and  a  sight  burst  iipon 
them  which — familiar  as  Hariw  was  with 
the  Himalaya,  and  Fred  with  the  Yosemite 
Valley — literally  struck  them  dumb  for  an 
instant  with  wonder  and  admiration. 

The  sun  was  just  setting,  and  against 
its  blaze  of  golden  glory  there  towered  up 
right  in  front  of  them  (rising  like  islands 
oiit'  of  the  boundless  sea  of  dark-green 
vegetation)  five  or  six  huge  masses  of 
sombre  grey  rock,  many  hundreds  of  feet 
in  height,  forming  a  kind  of  vast  irregular 
wall.  Their  shapes  were  as  extraordinary 
as  themselves.  One  had  the  form  of  a 
bishop's  mitre,  another  looked  like  the 


head  of  a  black  giant  rising  slowly  out  of 
the  earth,  and  a  third  displayed  so  perfect 
an  imitation  of  the  towers  and  battlements 
of  an  ancient  castle  that  it  was  hard  to 
believe  them  wholly  nature's  work. 

To  all  appearance,  no  living  thing  could 
find  footing  upon  the  tremendous  precipices 
forming  the  sides  of  the  clifi";  and  the  boys 
were  not  a  little  startled  to  see  (as  they 
did  the  moment  their  dazzled  eyes  became 
used  to  the  sudden  light)  that  in  every 
cleft  of  the  rock  a  tree  had  fastened  its 
roots,  and  that  the  whole  face  of  this  great 
natural  wall  was  one  vast  perpendicular 
forest. 

But  the  strangest  sight  of  all  was  still 
to  come.  In  the  side  of  the  cliff  a  huge 
tunnel-like  archway,  through  \\'hich  an 
army  might  have  marched  with  banners 
displayed,  yawned  black  and  grim  as  the 
mouth  of  a  sepulchre ;  but  through  its 
gloomy  shadow  fell  a  pale  golden  gleam, 
from  the  midst  of  which  there  looked 
down  upon  them  the  dim  outline  of  a 
mighty  face,  filled  with  the  sad  and 
solemn  calmness  of  one  who  had  risen 
beyond  the  things  of  earth,  and  over  whom 
neither  pain  nor  pleasure,  nor  any  human 
feeling,  had  power  any  more.* 

To  Fred  the  sight  was  a  new  and 
startling  one ;  but  Harry  had  seen  those 
statues  too  often  in  the  Buddhist  temples 
of  Siam  and  Lower  Burmah  not  to  recog- 
nise at  a  glance  "the  Buddha"  himself, 
Shin  Gautama,  the  great  teacher  whose 
name  is  still  reverenced  by  three  hundred 
millions  of  men  twenty-four  centuries 
after  his  death — a  fit  sentinel  indeed  for 
this  weird,  shadowy  portal,  which  might 
well  have  been  taken  for  the  entrance  of 
the  world  beyond  the  grave. 

"  This,"  said  the  War  Tiger,  turning  to 
the  still  wondering  Harry,  "  is  one  of  our 
forts  ;  do  you  think  yom*  EngUsh  soldiers 
could  take  it  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know,"  replied  Harry  boldlj', 
"  but  anyhow,  I  know  they'd  try  !  " 

The  stern  warrior  eyed  for  a  moment, 
with  a  smile  of  grim  approval,  the  bright, 
fearless  j'OTmg  face  which  reproduced  so 
strangely  that  of  his  lost  brother ;  and 
th3n  he  turned  suddenlj'  away  without  a 
word. 

By  a  crumbling  stair  cut  in  the  rock 
(into  the  cracks  and  clefts  of  which 
mtmberless  creepers  had  fastened  their 
wiry  roots)  the  boys  and  their  captors 
entered  this  strange  catacomb,  and  sud- 
denly found  themselves  amid  a  scene  -so 
weird  and  imearthly  that  even  these 
reckless  lads  were  impressed  by  it  in 
spite  of  themselves. 

Before  them  lay  the  exact  likeness  of 
an  ancient  Gothic  cathedral — columns  and 
archways,  shadowy  porches  and  grandly 
vaulted  roofs — all  on  a  scale  so  gigantic, 
that  beside  them  all  the  wonders  of  Stras- 
burg  and  Cologne  would  have  been  d\\  arfed 
into  nothingness.  Far  down  in  the  dim 
interior,  the  sombre  grandeur-  of  this 
natural  temple  could  be  seen  stretching 
onward,  onward  still ;  and  the  few  rays  of 
sunshine  that  struggled  into  its  eternal 
twilight  gave  to  it  a  look  as  shadowy  and 
unsubstantial  as  if  the  whole  structure 
might  at  any  moment  melt  away  like 
morning  vapour. 

This  "palace  of  the  night  was  peopled 


•  A  cave  of  the  same  kiml.  similarly  adornerl  Avitli  a 
colossal  gilded  image  of  Buddlia.  lies  aruoiig  the  hills 
above  the  port  of  lloulmein,  iu  Lower  Burmah.— D.  K. 


with  inhabitants  that  matched  it  well. 
Grim  giants  thrust  forth  their  seowhng 
faces  from  gloomy  hollows,  and  brandished 
massive  clubs  in  terrible  menace.  Open- 
mouthed  tigers  threatened  with  uplifted 
paws  the  humble  pilgrims  who  knelt  on 
the  damp,  shmy  floor,  holding  offerings  of 
fruit  in  their  extended  hands.  Monstrous 
birds  of  prey  hovered  above,  scaly  dragons 
gaped  and  gnashed  below.    But  the  out- 
stretchod    arms  of  the    pilgrims  never 
moved,  the  yawning  jaws  of  the  furious 
monsters  uttered  no  sound.     All  alike 
were  cold,  hard,  lifeless  stone ;  and,  high 
overhead,   the   mighty   features   of  the 
imaged  Buddha  looked  down  upon  these 
weird  mockeries  of  life  as  it  had  looked 
for  countless  ages,  with  the  same  calm 
unchanging  smile  of  passionless  peace. 

But  as  they  went  farther  in,  the  dark- 
ness fell  around  them  like  a  pall,  and 
Fred  had  just  time  to  see  that  the  whole 
roof  of  this  strange  cavern  was  one  mass 
of  tiny  red- clay  Buddhas  no  bigger  than 
a  very  small  doll,  when  the  light  failed 
altogether,  and  it  was  only  by  the  echo  of 
their  steps  (which  sounded  unnaturally 
loud  amid  that  tomb -like  silence)  that  the 
boys  could  tell  that  they  were  traversing 
a  rock-cut  passage  of  no  great  height,  but 
seemingly  endless  length.  So  utter  was 
the  gloom,  indeed,  that  even  the  Burmans 
— to  whom  this  ghostly  place  was  quite 
familiar— were  soon  forced  to  halt  and 
light  torches,  the  red  and  fitful  glare  of 
which  made  the  grim  labj-rinth  look 
wilder  and  more  unearthly  than  ever. 

But  they  were  lighted  not  a  whit  too 
soon,  for  only  a  few  moments  later  the 
startled  lads  found  tliemselves  on  the  very 
brink  of  a  black  and  frightful  chasm,* 
from  the  fathomless  depths  of  which  rose 
sullenly  the  hollow  roar  of  unseen  waters, 
rolling  unchecked  where  no  human  foot 
had  ever  trod,  while  a  swarm  of  shadowy, 
shapeless,  hideous  things  flitted  screaming 
past  them,  far  up  into  the  great  gulf  of 
blackness  overhead,  brushing  their  faces 
in  passing,  with  thick,  leathery  wings. 

The  only  way  of  passing""  this  abyss 
seemed  to  be  a  wet  and  slippery  rock-ledge 
along  one  side  of  it,  just  wide  enough  for 
one  man  at  a  time,  over  which  the  strong 
hands  of  their  guards  guided  them  with 
a  cautious  care,  which  showed  how  cer- 
tainly the  slightest  sHp  or  stumble  would 
hurl  them  to  instant  destruction. 

Even  the  daring  boys  felt  their  courage 
fail  at  this  fresh  proof  of  the  utter  hope- 
lessness of  escape  from  that  fearful  dun- 
geon, in  wliich  they  were  pent  up  at  the 
mercy  of  a  gang  of  ferocious  savages,  who 
might  at  anj-  moment  butcher  them  in 
cold  blood,  or,  worse  still,  hurl  them  living 
into  the  hideous  gulf  which  they  had  just 
passed.  It  was  an  unspeakable  relief 
to  the  overwrought  nerves  of  both  lads 
when  the  torches  were  suddenly  extin- 
guished, and  they  saw  far  away  at  the 
end  of  this  gloomy  tunnel  a  faint  gleam 
of  daylight,  which  broadened  and  bright-  \ 
ened  as  they  neared  it,  till  they  came'^out  ' 
all  at  once  into  the  open  air  once  more. 

They  were  standing  at  the  bottom  of  a 
vast  circular  pit  hundreds  of  feet  in  depth, 
the  black,  broken  sides  of  which  sloped 
outward  in  such  a  way  that  its  breadth 
below  was  more  than  "double  that  of  its 


*  I  myself  nearly  fell  down  this  very  cliasm  some 
years  ago;  but  whetlier  my  Burmese  guide  really 
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mouth ;  so  that  (as  Fred  Milburn's  keen 
eye  saw  instantly)  it  would  be  quite  im- 
possible for  them  to  escape  by  climbing. 

The  imiversal  blackness  of  the  cliffs, 
and  the  mounds  of  lava-dust  and  cinders, 
as  well  as  the  huge  masses  of  charred 
rock  that  lay  scattered  on  all  sides  in 
wild  confusion,  showed  that  this  strange 
hollow  must   be  the  crater  of  a  dead 
volcano,  which  had  evidently  been  extinct 
for  ages,  its  mouth  being  tliickly  fringed 
with  bushes  and  even  trees,  while  tough, 
wire-like  creepers  hung  down  into  it  for 
many  yards  on  every  side.    But  on  the 
floor  of  the  crater,  the  well-known  rich- 
ness of  volcanic  soil  (as  shown  by  the 
orange-groves  of  Etna  and  the  vineyards 
of  Vesuvius)  had  been  turned  to  better 
account.   A  wide  oblong  space,  cleared  of 
rubbish  just  beyond  the  mouth  of  the 
tunnel,  was  now  a  perfect  garden  of  native 
vegetables  and  fruits,  flanked  by  a  row  of 
tiny  huts  of  bamboos  and  dried  grass — a 
genuine  undergi-ound  village.     Nor  did 
this  strange  kitchen-garden  lack  water, 
for  a  small   brook  went   dancing  and 
sparkling  right  through  the  midst  of  it, 
to  vanish  with  a  mellow  gurgle  into  a  cleft 
at  the  foot  of  the  cliff  from  which  the 
War  Tiger's  party  had  just  descended. 

"Well,  old  boy,"  said  Harry  to  his 
cousin,  "  here  we  are,  and  here  we've  got 
to  stay  for  the  present,  I  suppose ;  so  we 
may  just  as  well  make  up  our  minds  to 
it,  and  not  bother  about  what  we  can't 
help." 

And,  sure  enough,  these  reckless  young- 
sters soon  made  themselves  quite  at  home 
,  m  this  den  of  Eastern  cut-throats,  Harry 
from  his  knowledge  of  Burmese  ways  and 
Fred  from  his  Yankee  adaptability  to  any 
circumstances  whatever.    They  began  by 
j  offering  their  aid  to  water  anil  tend  the 
j  garden,  and  went  to  work  at  once,  to  the 
no  small  amusement  of  their  captors. 
They  picked  up  the  names  of  several  of 
I  the  warriors,  and  bandied  jokes  freely 
[  with  them.  Fred's  remarks  being  trans- 
lated   by   Harry.     They   twisted  their 
handkerchiefs  into   white   rabbits  and 
jumping  squirrels  for  the  edification  of 
the  band;   and,  finally,  they  acquitted 
themselves  so  well  in  a  wresthng-match 
got  up  by  some  of  the  younger  men,  that 
the  whole  gang  were  loud  in  their  praises. 

In  a  word,  a  few  days  sufiiced  to  make 
them  prime  favourites  with  the  entire  band, 
except  the  renegade  half-breed,  Tum-Ti, 
who  was  plainly  watching  for  a  chance 
of  doing  them  some  mischief;  and  this, 
together  with  the  thought  of  the  anxiety 
which  their  unaccountable  disappearance 
would  cause  to  their  friends  and  to  Mr. 
Foster  himself,  was  the  only  thing  that 
damped  their  buoyant  spirits'  in  the  least. 

But  while  they  were  pent  up  in  this 
strange  underground  hermitage,  many 
startling  and  terrible  events  were  occm-- 
ring  in  the  outer  world.  All  the  prepara- 
tions for  the  revolt  against  English  rule 
had  been  swiftly  and  silently  completed. 
Large  bodies  of  armed  guerillas  had  been 
got  together  httle  by  little  in  the  neigh-  < 
bourhood  of  all  the  British  forts,  imder  ' 
the  disguise  of  native  peasants  on  their 
way  to  various  local  fairs  and  markets. 
The  War  Tiger's  savage  lieutenant, 
Moong-Gley,  had  gone  northward  with 
eager  haste  (little  dreaming  of  the  sudden 
and  violent  death  in  store  for  him  at  the 
hand  of  Alfred  Marston  and  his  soldiers) 
with  his  Chief's  summons  to  the  Shan 


mountaineers  of  the  border  to  pour  down 
[  from  their  hills  and  join  him  in  "  sweep- 
ing the  yellow-faced  English  into  the  sea  " 
,  —a  message  which,  as  we  have  seen,  the 
bandit  was  never  to  deliver.  All  was 
ready  for  the  explosion  whenever  the 
Tiger  Chief  should  give  the  signal— and 
he  gave  it. 

Most  of  the  British  strongholds  fell 
almost  on  the  same  day,  some  over- 
whelmed by  numbers  and  others  ta^ven 
by  stratagem  ;  for  the  treachery  that  had 
failed  with  the  wary  Marston  had  suc- 
ceeded only  too  well  with  some  of  his 
brother-officers.  Lulled  into  fatal  secu- 
rity by  their  crafty  foe,  they  had  lalleu 
into  the  habit  of  admitting  native  mai-kct- 
people^  by  dozens  at  a  time  ;  and  some  of 
the  War  Tiger's  men,  slipping  in  along 
with  the  rest,  overpowered  and  slew  tlieiu 
ere  they  even  knew  that  anything  was 
wrong. 

One  evening  Fred  and  Harry,  little 
thinking  that  they  were  the  only  wliito 
people  left  aUve  in  the  whole  district, 
were  "assisting"  at  a  native  concert. 
One  of  the  bandits  kept  clashing  a  pair 
of  cymbals,  another  played  a  tiny  fiddle 
with  his  hands  and  a  split  bamboo  with 
his  supple  toes,  while  a  third  performed 
upon  a  kind  of  small  native  piano— a 
cradle-shaped  green  box  over  which  was 
spread,  like  a  sheet,  the  key-board  of 
twenty-four  thin  wooden  keys,  sounded 
by  tapping  them  with  a  short 'stick. 

Then  one  of  the  band  sang  a  mountain 
war-song,  ^hile  another  followed  with  a 
comic  performance  of  some  kind,  at  which 
these  savage  men  (every  one  of  whom 
had  many  lives  on  his  hands)  laughed  as 
gleefully  as  children. 

"I  say,  Harry,"  cried  Fred,  "let's  give 
'em  '  Glory,  Glory,  Hallelujah  ! '  " 

Both  boys  had  clear  strong  voices,  and 
they  did  fidl  justice  to  the  grand  old 
battle -psalin,  which  certainly  had  never 
been  sung  in  a  stranger  place,  or  to  a 
stranger  audience.  Its  martial  roll 
seemed  to  have  called  up  the  very  Genius 
of  War  himself;  for,  as  the  last  notes 
died  away  among  the  cliffs  overhead,  the: 
War  Tiger  stood  spectre-like  in  the  mouth 
of  the  rock-tunnel,  with  his  famous  tiger- 
skin  helmet  on  his  head,  his  long  gun  in 
his  hand,  marks  of  blood  on  his  clothes, 
and  a  frown  as  black  as  the  gloom  out  of 
which  he  had  just  risen. 

He  might  well  look  black,  for,  owing 
to  Moong-Gley's  unforeseen  death  (of 
which  the  chief  was  stiU  ignorant),  the 
Shan  warriors  on  whose  aid  he  counted 
had  never  joined  him  ;  and  he  had  just 
learned  that  Fort  Kyook-Pew,  without 
which  his  control  of  the  northern  district.^ 
could  not  be  secure,  was  stUl  held  bv 
Marston  and  Merrincourt  against  all  that 
his  men  could  do. 

For  a  time  the  Chief  held  conference 
apart  with  two  or  three  of  his  followers, 
taking  no  notice  of  the  boys,  who  wisely 
refrained  from  attracting  liis  attention"; 
but,  a  httle  later,  Fred  Miiburn,  seeing 
that  he  appeared  to  be  m  a  somewhat 
better  humour  than  before,  went  up  to 
him,  and  said  in  English  : 

"  Mr.  Tiger,  if  you're  not  going  to  kiU 
us,  won't  you  let  us  write  and  tell  our 
friends  that  we're  alive  ?  They  must  be 
thinking  us  dead  all  this  time,  you  know, 
and  it's  a  pity  to  scare  "em  for  nothing." 

The  Chief  turned  his  face  quickly  awav 
to  hide  the  gleam  of  cruel  joy  that  lighted 
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up  his  deep  black  eyes  as  he  heard  the 
franli,  fearless  boy  innocently  suggest  to 
him  the  means  of  a  deadlier  stroke  of 
treachery  than  any  that  he  had  yet 
achieved. 

"  So  be  it,"  said  he  ;  "  if  you  choose  to 
write  a  letter  to  the  English  chief  at 
Kyook-Pew,  I  will  see  that  it  is  de- 
livered." 

No  sooner  said  than  done.  HaiTy  still 
had  his  pencil,  and  Fred  a  small  note- 
book— for  no  attempt  had  been  made 
to  plunder  them — and  between  them  the 


boys  soon  concocted  the  following  des- 
patch 

■'  Dear  Mr.  Marston. — We're  all 
right,  and  very  jolly,  only  they  won't  let 
us  go.  I  think  the  Tiger  Chief  means  to 
keep  us  for  ransom;  he's  been  very  civil 
so  far.  Kind  regards  to  Mr.  Merrincourt. 
Yours  truly, 

Harry  Foster. 
Fred  Milburn." 

"  The  old  Tiger's  not  a  bad  sort,  after 
all,"  said  Harry,  when  the  note,  after  being 


dated  and  read  aloud,  had  been  carried 
away  by  the  Chief. 

His  cousin  fully  agreed ;  for  the  boys, 
knowing  nothing  of  the  horrors  which 
this  man  had  just  been  perpetrating, 
looked  upon  him  with  that  frank  and 
manly  admiration  with  which  the  Anglo- 
Saxon  always  regards  a  brave  and  reso- 
lute foe,  and  had  no  suspicion  of  the  cruel 
and  terrible  use  which  his  remorseless 
ingenuity  was  about  to  make  of  their 
simple  message. 

{To  be  continued.) 
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"  /Charley,  make  haste  and  get  up." 

V  "  All  right.  Time  to  get  up  ?  Hallo  ! 
what's  up  ?  " 

Charley  rubbed  his  eyes  and  started  bolt 
upright,  to  see  Sinclair  standing,  half-dressed, 
beside  his  bed. 

"  Look  sharp  !  the  house  is  on  fire." 

Dawlisli  gave  a  leap,  and  landed  in  the 
middle  of  the  room. 

"  Whew  !  what  a  smell  of  smoke  !  And 
how  it  crackles  !  "  he  cried,  as  he  slipped  into 
his  clothes.    "  Does  anybody  know  ?  " 

"  No ;  I'm  going  to  call  the  Doctor  now. 
Make  haste  and  sound  the  alarm." 

Sinclair  rushed  from  the  room,  and  five 
minutes  later  the  passages  were  thronged 
with  panic-stricken  boys  rushing  to  and  fro 
in  wildest  confusion. 

Then  the  silence  of  the  night  outside  was 
rudely  broken,  as  from  the  turret  on  the  roof 
of  the  house  the  great  school  bell  clanged 
out  its  alarm. 

The  Doctor  and  his  masters,  with  the  as- 
sistance of  the  clearest-headed  of  the  seniors, 
soon  reduced  the  clamouring  crowd  of  boys 
to  something  like  order ;  and  in  less  than  a 
quarter  of  an  hour,  the  whole  school  was 
assembled  on  the  lawn  before  the  house, 
gazing  at  the  ruddy  glow  that  flushed  the 
windows  of  the  second  floor. 

"Who's  ringing  the  bell?"  asked  the 
Doctor,  as  he  marshalled  a  line  of  the  elder 
■boys  from  the  water-tank  to  the  staircase. 

"Dawlish,  sir,"  said  Sinclair. 

"  Then  go  and  fetch  him  ;  anybody  can 
pull  the  rope." 

Sinclair  darted  down  the  passage  to  the 
schoolroom  ;  but  he  quickly  returned,  drag- 
ging a  rope  after  him. 

"Dawlish  isn't  there,  sir;  and  the  bell 
cord's  broken  !  "  he  cried. 

The  Doctor  glanced  at  the  length  of  the 
cord,  and  then  turned  very  pale. 

"  The  boy  must  be  in  the  turret !  "  he  ex- 
claimed. 

Scarcely  had  the  words  left  his  lips  than 
Sinchiir  dashed  into  the  house.  Up  the 
stairs  he  sprang,  with  panting  breath,  and  a 
terrible  fear  at  his  heart.  Volumes  of  smoke 
poured  down  to  meet  him ;  but,  with  head 
bent  low  and  arm  shading  his  eyes,  he 
struggled  on  and  mounted  to  the  second 
floor.  Here  he  was  met  by  a  fierce  outburst 
of  flame  from  the  room  in  which  the  fire  had 
first  broken  out.  He  tried  to  force  his  \7ay 
past,  but  in  vain.  The  flames  had  taken  a 
firm  hold  of  the  passage,  and  all  the  wood- 
work was  in  a  blaze. 

"  Come  back,  boy !  "  cried  the  Doctor's 
voice,  soundins  hoarsely  through  the  smoke 
behind  him.  "We  must  wait  for  the  engines." 
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A  firm  hand  was  laid  on  his  arm,  and  he 
was  forced  down  the  stairs,  protesting  all  the 
way  : 

"  Dawlish  trusts  me  to  tell  him  when  to 
leave  the  bell." 

Out  in  the  open  air  once  more,  Sinclair 
gazed  up  wildly  towards  the  turret,  which 
loomed  black  against  the  flushed  sky.  The 
alarm  bell  still  pealed  out,  and  all  knew  that 
Charley  Dawlish  was  standing  alone  in  the 
darkness  of  the  turret,  little  thinking  that 
his  retreat  was  cut  ofi'  by  a  wall  of  flame. 

The  fire  was  now  spurting  forth  from 
several  of  the  first-floor  windows  in  spiteful 
streams.  But  hark!— the  clatter  of  hoof- 
strokes  and  the  thunderous  roar  of  whirling 
wheels. 

A  ringing  cheer  burst  from  the  crowd  of 
boys  as  the  first  engine  dashed  up.  Down 
sprang  the  helmeted  firemen ;  the  smoking 
horses  were  unhitched  and  led  aside ;  the 
hose  was  adjusted  to  engine  and  tank,  and  a 
stream  of  water  poured  hissing  into  one  of 
the  blazing  rooms. 

In  the  meantime  the  Doctor  and  several  of 
the  Sixth-formers  had  been  round  to  the  back 
of  the  school,  and  now  they  came  back  with 
a  long  ladder.  In  a  moment  it  was  up- 
reared,  but  its  top  rested  against  the  ivy- 
covered  wall,  far  below  the  third-storey 
windows. 

As  they  momentarily  paused  in  their  dis- 
appointment, a  dark  figure  darted  out  of  the 
shadow,  rushed  to  the  ladder,  and  began  to 
ascend  by  ungainly  leaps  and  bounds. 

It  was  the  Hunchback,  and  knotted  round 
his  waist  was  the  end  of  the  long  bell-rope. 

A  few  seconds  brought  him  to  the  top  of 
the  ladder  ;  and  then  without  the  least  hesi- 
tation he  clambered  up  the  ivy  and  swung 
himself  into  one  of  the  third-floor  windows. 

Half  a  minute  after  he  had  disappeared 
from  view  the  bell  in  the  turret  ceased  to 
ring.  Then  there  was  a  moment  of  terrible 
suspense,  a  deep  silence,  and  a  mighty  shout; 
for  there,  at  the  open  window,  Charley  Daw- 
lish and  Horace  Sinclair  stood  side  by  side. 

"  Make  haste  !  Blake  haste  !  "  shouted 
the  excited  crowd,  and  not  without  reason  ; 
for  the  flames  from  the  lower  windows  were 
playing  fiercely  upon  the  ladder. 

There  seemed  to  be  some  altercation  between 
the  two  boys  ;  but  suddenly  Sinclair  was  seen 
almost  to  push  his  companion  through  the 
window  ;  and  the  next  moment  Charley 
Dawlish  had  slipped  down  the  cord  as  far  as 
the  ladder,  and  then  run  lightly  down  the 
rungs  to  the  ground.  But  scarcely  was  he 
in  safety  than  the  charred  ladder  began  to 
waver  and  rock  to  and  fro;  and,  almost 
before  Sinclair  could  get  out  on  to  the  window- 


ledge,  it  had  fallen  with  a  crash  into  the 
garden. 

But  the  bell-cord  still  swung  from  the 
window,  and  Sinclairwas  just  about  to  seize  it 
when  a  cry  of  horror  burst  from  the  watchers 
below. 

"  The  rope's  on  fire  !  " 

It  was  true ;  the  flames  from  the  lower 
windows  seized  upon  the  swinging  cord,  and 
in  an  instant  a  serpent  of  crackling  fire  went 
writhing  and  twisting  up  to  the  very  ledge  on 
which  the  Hunchback  stood. 

His  misshapen  figure  was  clearly  outlined 
against  the  redly  gleaming  glass  in  the  upper 
part  of  the  window ;  but  only  the  triumphant 
beauty  of  his  face  was  noticed  by  the  boys 
below  as  he  glanced  down  at  his  friend 
Charley  Dawlish. 

Only  for  a  moment  he  paused,  and  then, 
stooping,  he  stretched  down  his  long  arms, 
grasped  the  rope-like  ivy  stems,  and  swung 
himself  ofi  the  ledge.  There  he  clung,  feel- 
ing for  a  foothold;  but  when  he  moved, 
instead  of  descending,  he  began  to  work  his 
way  laterally  along  the  ivy-covered  wall  of 
the  house. 

"  He'll  never  do  it— no  arms  could  bear 
such  a  strain,"  said  one  of  the  firemen. 

But  the  Hunchback's  arms  gained  in 
strength  what  they  lacked  in  grace,  and  now 
their  knotted  muscles  stood  him  in  good 
stead.  Slowly  and  cautiously,  but  with 
many  a  slip  that  set  the  spectators'  hearts 
beating  with  terror,  he  worked  his  way  along 
the  side  of  the  house ;  and  presently  when 
he  began  to  descend,  hand  under  hand,  still 
grasping  the  ivy  stems,  he  was  quite  out  of 
the  reach  of  the  flaming  windows. 

His  descent  was  rapid ;  and  when  at  last 
his  feet  touched  the  ground  every  boy  in  the 
school,  from  the  smallest  junior  to  the 
whiskered  head  of  the  First  Form,  cheered  as 
if  he  were  mad. 

The  Doctor  himself  hurried  up  and  shook 
him  heartily  by  the  hand. 

"  My  boy !  "  he  said  in  a  broken  voice, 
"there  is  not  a  man  of  us  who  could  have 
done  it." 

At  that  moment  Horace  Sinclair  ceased  to 
be  ashamed  of  liis  deformity,  and  with  a 
glad  face  he  turned  to  meet  the  outstretched 
hands  of  Charley  Dawlish  and  the  boys  who 
came  crowding  around  him. 

The  fire  was  got  under,  but  the  school 
had  to  break  up  while  the  damage  was 
repaired ;  and  when  it  again  assembled  the 
afiair  was  still  fresh  in  everybody's  memory, 
and  there  was  no  more  popular  fellow  ni  the 
school  than  Horace  Sinclair  the  Hmichback. 

(iTIE  EKD.) 


I WAS  leaning  over  the  bulwarks  of  the  great 
P.  and  O.  steamer  as  we  ploughed  our 
way  down  the  Red  Sea.    Eight  and  left  &e\^ 
the  white  foam   from  our  cutwater,  and 
seethed  along  the  shapely  sides   of  the 
Europa.     From  minute  to  minute,  like 
flashes  of  silver,  the  flying  fish  rose  from 
before  us,  terror-struck  by  the  rushing  steam- 
driven  monster,  then,  striking  the  dark  blue 
waves,  bounded  up  for  a  second  or  third 
flight  before  they  disappeared  from  view.  A 
mile  or  two  beyond  us,  towards  the  African 
coast,  an  English  goods  steamer  was  labour- 
ing heavily  in  the  "  wine-dark  "  sea.  The 
water  breaks  over  her  bows  and  pours  through 
her  scuppers  under  the  freshening  breeze. 
Far  away  to  starboard   rose  the  Somali 
mountains,  range  after  range,  bare,  solitary, 
and  desolate,  the  wind-blown  sand  lodged  in 
their  lower  crevices  like  avalanches  of  the 
desert.     "  Es  ist  sehr  scho)i,"  I  said,  as  I 
turned  to  a  good-natured  German  by  my 
sid«,  whom  I  had  noticed  as  we  came  through 
the  canal.    That  was  about  all  of  his  lan- 
guage that  I  knew,  but  I  thought  it  would 
please  him  to  have  my  thoughts  expressed 
in  his  own  tongue.     "  Ja,  mean  Hcrr,  cs  ist 
wUnderschon.    Sie  sprcchcn  doch  Deutsch  ?  " 
Alas !  my  German  had  nearly  come  to  an 
end,  and  I  was  obliged  to  stammer,  "  Nein, 
viein  Ilerr — sehr  schlecht."    "Den  ve  vill 
talk  Englisch,  ja  ?  "  he  replied. 

His  English  might  not  be  first-rate,  but 
it  was  a  long  way  better  than  my  German. 

"  What  a  wild  and  dreary  coast  that  is  !  " 
I  exclaimed.  "  Can  there  be  a  greater  con- 
trast than  that  which  is  presented  by  the 
utter  barbarism  of  life  there,  and  what  we 
see  here?  "  I  added,  pointing  to  the  groups 
of  well-dressed  passengers,  who  in  every 
variety  of  chair  were  reclining  under  the 
awning,  or  promenading  the  main  deck. 

"  Dat  is  so.  And  I  have  seen  de  vild  life 
ver  near.  Ach,  I  have  !  "  said  he. 
"  Tell  me  how  you  mean." 
"  Veil,  you  know,  I  haf  been  tabak  plant- 
ing in  Sumatra.  An'  I  com  home  some 
time,  an'  captain  he  got  wrong  von  nacht  an' 
he  run  scheep  on  rock  near  shore,  an'  ven 
it  vos  day,  Somalis  com  an'  shout  at  us  an' 
shake  spears.  An'  it  vos  a  leetle  far  to 
sweem  or  dey  vould  af  com  for  us.  An' 
vomans  scream  an'  say,  '  O  captain,  are  dose 
vild  men  commin  to  scheep  ?  '  So  captain 
he  try  all  vay  to  get  off,  but  scheep  would  not 
move.  An'  ve  saw  vild  men  running  off  for 
boats,  vat  dey  call  baum-kahus.  So,  I  tink, 
if  vild  men  take  us,  dat  vill  be  great  change 
for  Englisch  leddies." 

"  An  awful  prospect  indeed,"  I  said, 
"  from  the  luxury  and  absolute  security  of  a 
floating  palace  like  this,  to  the  unspeakable 
savagery  of  such  a  life  as  they  would  have 
had  to  live  there  !  "  And  I  shuddered  as  I 
thought  of  the  fate  which  might  any  time 
befal  one's  friends,  to  whom  a  trip  to  India 
or  a  run  home  on  furlough  seems  the  easiest 
and  safest  thing  in  the  world.  "  Well,  but 
how  did  you  escape  '?  "  I  asked. 

"  Veil,"  said  my  friend,  taking  the  meer- 
schaum out  of  his  mouth  and  sending  forth 
a  copious  cloud  of  smoke,  "  ven  de  captain 
saw  the  baum-kahns  an'  boats  commin,  he 
got  us  all  to  scheep's  stern,  an'  all  heavy 
cannon  and  iron,  an'  de  ingenieur  to  hinter 
scheep  (vat  you  call  '  go  astarn ')  like  as  to 
make  him  borst,  an'  scheep  off  rocks  a  leetle 
moved,  an'  den  a  leetle  more,  an'  den  faster, 
an'  den  she  turn  a  leetle,  an'  all  shout 
'hurrah,'  an'  captain  cry  'Vorwarts!  Go 
ahead  ! '  den  vild  mans  yell  and  scream  an' 
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get  out  of  de  way,  an'  to  Suez  all  safe  ve 
arrive." 

"  Well,"  I  said,  "  that  was  a  narrow  squeak. 
But  I  suppose  you  don't  want  for  adventures 
in  Sumatra,  eh  ?  " 

"  Want  adventures  ?  "  he  replied,  mistak- 
ing my  meaning,  and  answering  with  simple 
German  frankness.  "  Oh  no  !  I  do  not  like 
adventures.  I  nevar  seek  dem !  If  dey 
come,  veU  !  "  (with  a  wave  of  his  pipe),  "  but 
vant  dem,  no  !  " 

I  explained  my  meaning,  and  Herr  Hoff- 
mann laughed  long  and  loud.  His  memory 
was  evidently  tickled  by  some  reminiscence 
of  the  past. 

"  No  adventures  !  "  he  repeated.  "  Noting 
but  ver  hot,  ver  hot.  In  house  muskito, 
out  house  muskito  and  bloodleech  !  " 

"  But  you  have  large  game  in  those  parts, 
haven't  you  ?  Tigers  and  so  forth  ?  "  said  I, 
for  I  wanted  to  draw  out  of  him  some  good 
sporting  story  to  while  away  the  hour  or  two 
before  the  dinner  bell.  "  Did  you  never  go 
tiger-hunting  '?  "  I  inquired. 

_ "  Oh  yas  !  "  he  replied,  with  a  twinkle  in 
his  eye.  "  Vonce  I  hunt  de  tigar,  hot  I  nevar 
hunt  'im  more.  Look  'ere.  If  to  hear 
about  my  tigar-hunting  you  vish,  I  vill 
tell  you."  He  laid  hold  of  a  ratlin  and 
swung  himself  to  a  comfortable  seat  on  the 
bulwarks ;  then,  refiUing  his  pipe,  began  his 
story. 

"  It  vos  five  years  past  I  com  out  to  Su- 
matra, for  I  had  uncle  dat  vos  tabak-planter. 
And  I  got  to  know  som  yong  fellahs  what 
had  longer  settled.  So  one  com  to  me 
an'  say,  '  Vill  you  shoot  tigar  vid  us  ?  '  An' 
I  say,  '  Ja  wohl,'  for  I  like  to  shoot  more  dan 
all  tings.  '  Veil,'  he  said,  '  you  most  get  up 
early,  for  ve  'av  long  road  to  go,  and  you  most 
bring  rifle.'  So,  next  day,  before  it  vos  light, 
ve  left  de  houses,  and  ve  had  long  jorney 
trough  de  forest,  and  ver  hard  vay  it  vos,  and 
you  fall  over  roots  and  cut  avay  hanging 
plants  from  trees,  and  den  hornets  com  at 
you  and  you  fight  vid  dem,  and  leetle  red 
ants  get  in  stockings  and  bite  and  bite.  And 
den  ve  got  to  vet  place,  vid  tall  reeds  and  mud, 
and  vade  trough.  And  so  at  last  ve  com 
to  hut  near  som  big  bamboos.  No  man 
live  in  hut.  It  vos  made  for  Jagers,  you 
know." 

^  "  Yes,  I  understand,"  said  I,  for  I  was  be- 
ginning to  feel  very  much  interested  in  his 
story. 

"  Ach  so  !  "  continued  the  German.  "  My 
friends  and  I  lie  down  here  on  some  leaves, 
and  blackman  servant  get  food  for  us  out  of 
schnapsack.  De  sun  ver  hot,  ver  hot,  and  all 
de  forest  ver  still.  So  I  tink  I  vill  take  off 
boots  and  smoke  pipe  and  get  rest,  for  tigar- 
hunt  vos  to  be  at  night.  Bot  ven  I  unlace 
boots,  I  find  dem  full  of  blood,  and  blood 
trickling  down  my  leg,  and  my  friends  call 
out,  '  Oh,  you  should  have  leech  stockings  ! 
Look  at  your  ankles  ! '  And  I  look  and  see 
many  little  brown  bliitegel,  dat  is  leeches, 
stick  on  my  leg.  '  Potz  tausend  !  '  I  cry  out 
and  begin  to  pull  at  dem.  But  my  friends 
all  shout,  '  No  !  you  silly  man  !  you  must  not 
touch  dem  !  And  dey  get  some  tobacco  from 
my  pouch  and  rub  it  over  bloodleech,  and 
dey  wag  tail  and  stop  suckmg  and  we  got 
dem  all  off." 

"I've  heard  of  landleeches  before,"  I  re- 
marked, "  but  I  never  saw  one.  They  must 
be  uncommon  nasty  brutes  !  " 

_  "  Bruta  !  "  replied  Herr  Hoffmann,  rub- 
bing his  ankle  as  he  spoke,  so  vivid  was  the 
recollection.  "  Wohlan  !  so  ve  lie  down  and 
sleep.     And  ven  night  com,  my  friends  get 


all  ready  and  ve  start  for  de  tigar.  But  first 
ve  eat  supper.  And  when  supper  don,  dey 
take  som  food  vid  dem,  and  one  say,  '  Who 
shall  carry  viski  bottle  ?  '  '  Hoffmann  carry 
it,'  say  anoder,  'he  vill  carry  viski  bottle 
better  dan  shoot  tigar !  Have  you  evar  shoot 
tigar,  Hoffmann  ?  '  '  No,'  I  told  him,  '  I 
nevar  shoot  tigar,  for  I  nevar  see  him  bot  in 
Thiergarten  at  Berlin.  Bot  I  vill  kill  him  if 
he  com.'  '  Oh,  yes  ! '  said  anoder,  '  but  you 
look  out,  mine  friend,  or  tigar  vill  carry  you 
off  !  '  '  Don't  you  let  tigar  take  viski  bottle,' 
say  anoder ;  '  viski  too  good  for  tigar  !  '  I 
told  dem  I  did  not  like  dere  joaks,  but  dey 
said  it  vos  all  fun." 

"Yes,"  I  said,  "a  little  chaff  is  all  very 
well  in  its  way,  but  some  fellows  seem  never 
to  know  when  to  stop." 

"Just  so,"  resumed  my  German  friend. 
"  Veil,  so  dey  found  a  big  hole  under  nutmeg 
tree,  and  tell  me  get  into  it,  and  dey  get  into 
Oder  holes  and  up  trees.    And  I  ask  vat  to 
do  ?  And  dey  say, '  Vait  for  tigar  here.  Mind 
you  keep  very  still.    You  not  to  speak,  or 
cough,  or  sing,  or  move,  or  smoke,  or  make 
any  noise,  else  tigar  vill  not  com.'    So  dey 
go  off  and  I  sit  very  still,  and  I  keep  my  rifle 
in  my  hand  at  half  cock,  and  I  listen  for  de 
tigar.    And  ven  I  hear  crackle  in  bushes, 
I  tink  tigar  is  comming,  bot  it  vas  som  leetle 
beast  going  to  drink  at  pool.     But  soon 
muskito  com  buzz,  buzz  round  my  face  and 
sit  on  my  cheek,  and  I  slap  at  muskito,  for 
he  bite  ver  moch,  and  den  I  keep  still  again. 
And  anoder  muskito  com,  for  he  live  in  forest, 
buzz,  buzz,  buzz,  and  I  try  kill  him  too,  and 
anoder  and  anoder  and  anoder,  as  if  it  vos 
bees  in  schwarm,  and  I  dock  down  my  head, 
and  den  dey  com  at  my  legs  (oh !  yas,  dey 
bite  trough  stockings),  and  when  I  try  to 
catch  dem,  dey  settle  on  my  hands  and 
wrists.    So  I  make  myself  like  a  ball  and 
stick  hands  into  pockets.    Bot,  I  tink,  vat  if 
tigar  com  now,  and  I  not  got  hold  of  rifle  ? 
So  I  take  out  hands  again  and  say  I  most 
not  mind  leetle  tings  in  tigar  hunting !  Ach 
nein !  bot  muskito  have  soch  a  hunt  of  me 
as  I  vos  not  glad  I  had  com  to  hunt  tigar. 
Den  I  pull  out  viski  bottle  and  get  out  cork 
vid  my  teeth.    And  so  for  long  time  of  night 
I  had  noting  else  to  do  bot  fight  muskito  and 
drink  viski !  "  cried  the  German,  as  he  re- 
membered the  past. 

"  I  should  have  no  relish  for  such  sport  as 
that,"  I  exclaimed.  "But  what  about  the 
tiger  ?  didn't  he  come,  after  all  ?  " 

"You  shall  hear,"  rephed  Herr  Hoffmann, 
gravely.  "  Veil,  de  night  go  on  an'  I  nevar 
hear  tigar,  only  buzz,  buzz  in  my  ear,  an'  I 
feel  so  hot  and  dursty,  an'  I  say  to  myself, 
'  Tigar  vill  nevar  com  at  all,  an'  pipe  vill  keep 
off  dese  verdamnitz  muskito.'  So  I  feel  for 
match  and  light  my  pipe.  And  as  soon  as 
I  began  to  smoke  I  hear  de  oder  fellahs  call 
out,  '  Oh  you  bad  man  !  you  have  spoilt  it  all !. 
tigar  vill  nevar  com  now.  Tigar  does  not 
like  smoke  ! '  So  dey  all  com  out  of  deir 
holes  and  trees  and  dey  angry  vid  me  and 
ve  go  home.  And  one  say,  '  Com  now,  if 
tigar  not  taken  Hoffmann,  anyhow  he  not 
taken  viski  bottle.'  And  anoder  cry  out,  '  I 
know  vich  ve  could  best  have  spared  ! '  And 
anoder  slap  me  on  back  and  say  '  Nevar 
mind  !  pass  de  viski  round,  ole  man  ! '  And 
I  give  dem  de  bottle  and  dey  all  crowd  round 
it ;  bot  dere  vos  no  viski  in  him  at  all !  So 
dey  all  cry  out,  '  Oh  you  bad  fellah !  you  vill 
nevar  shoot  tigar ! '  And  I  nevar  did,  for  I 
nevar  try  again." 

He  took  a  final  pull  at  his  meerschaum, 
but  the  pipe  had  gone  out.    With  a  cheery 


laugh  at  his  own  misadventure  he  tapped 
the  pipebowl  on  the  bulwarks  and,  hitching 
himself  down,  turned  round  with  me  to 
gaze  on  the  glorious  sunset  which  had  been 
rapidly  developing  as  he  finished  his  story. 
The  purple  mountains  stood  out  in  the  west 
above  the  darkening  sea.  A  golden  disk  of 
glory,  enlarging  and  contracting  itself  like  a 
vast  medusa,  was  sinking  rapidly  behind 
their  clear-cut  ridges.  Kound  it_  hung 
gathered  diaphanous  clouds  in  horizontal 
strata  of  amethyst  and  gold.  From  these 
white  fleecy  bars  of  vapour,  tinged  ^  with 
crimson,  like  angels'  wings  in  a  painting  of 


Giotto  or  Fra  Angelico,  stretched  across 
the  western  sky  diagonally  to  the  horizon, 
while,  high  up,  clearly  visible  even  before 
the  burning  circle  touched  the  Nubian  moun- 
tains, bright  as  a  diamond,  Venus,  as  the 
evening  star,  hung  in  the  blue  heaven.  And 
now  the  remoter  purple  masses  of  cloud  are 
flushing  with  crimson  light,  the  edges  of  the 
sleeping  cirri  in  the  West  glow  witli  an 
intenser  gold,  and  handfuls  of  whitest  wool 
dyed  with  bright  ruby  break  oS.  and  float  in 
a  transparency  of  amethyst.  Deeper,  still 
deeper,  grows  the  purple  along  the  mountain 
sides,  and  darkness  falls  from  the  zenith, 


wrapping  heaven  and  earth  in  its  overhang- 
ing pall. 

\Ve  gazed  in  silence  at  the  lessening  light. 
It  seemed  as  though  ordinary  words  would 
have  been  almost   profane.    A  jest   in  a 
cathedral  would  not  have  been  more  incon- 
I  gruous.    How  shall  the  soul  come  back  to 
I  common  life  which  has  just  been  raised  to 
:  the. golden  gates  of  Paradise  ? 
!      It  was  a  positive  relief  when  the  loud 
!  ringing  of  a  bell  near  the  companion  called 
]  us  from  our  reverie  and  announced  that  it 

was  time  to  dress  for  dinner, 
i  w.  w. 


FAUGH  A  BALLAGHl" 
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THERE  was  a  scare  in  the  coolie  lines. 
Twice  had  a  man-eater  made  his  sprmg 
upon  the  punkawallahs  lying  in  the  verandah 
of  the  sahib's  own  bungalow.  Two  unhappy 
fathers  of  families  had  he  flung  across  his 
back,  in  the  enormous  strength  which  bore 
its  burden  with  no  greater  effort  than  it  had 
cost  the  poor  victims  themselves  to  dandle 
their  tiny,  shiny,  brown  babies.  The  wretched 
men  had  vanished  with  their  destroyer  into 
the  impassable  jungle  almost  before  they 
had  time  to  shriek  their  mortal  despair. 
And  the  little  colony  of  Bengali  labourers 
who  worked  field  and  factory  on  the  tea 
Harden  had  of  course  been  seized  by  panic 
fear.  ^.  , 

Not  of  his  own  will  would  one  now  stir  out 
after  dark  from  the  frail  shelter  of  those 
mud  walls  which  the  dreaded  animal  could 
have  overthrown  with  a  single  pat  of  his 
terrible  paw,  and  within  which  the  proprietors 
kept  their  precious  live-stock  as  carefully 
secluded  as  themselves.  No  congenial  gossip 
for  them,  those  warm  and  steamy  Assamese 
evenings,  over  their  hubble-bubbles,  under  the 
-'i-eat  plpul  tree  in  the  centre  of  the  group  of 
huts,  where  they  so  delighted  to  squat  after 
the  last  frugal  meal  of  the  day,  discussing 
those  concerns  of  the  little  community  which 
formed  the  interests  of  their  whole  civilised 
world.  The  terribly  monotonous  chants  which 
were  "wont  to  afford  such  enjoyment  to 
their  rapt  hearers  no  longer  quavered  through 
the  damp  night  air.  Mute  and  inglorious 
cowered  the  songsters  lately  accustomed  to 
elicit  from  their  audience  approving  murmurs 
of  "wah  wah!"  and  "  shabash  !  "—which 
are  the  Indian  equivalent  of  the  more  noisy 
"bravo"  and  applause  of  the  European. 
No  longer  were  the  spirits  of  the  tired,  dozing, 
white  men  living  up  the  hill  filled  with  the 
comic  despair  created  by  those  prolonged  and 
artistic  ululations.  Shirgarh  village  was 
beleaguered  of  "  the  terror  by  night,"  of  the 
ruthless  tyrant  who  "  walketh  in  darkness," 
yet  more  awful  than  pestilence  itself  in  his 
death-dealing  power  and  might. 

Nor  were  there  wanting  signs  of  a  state  of 
siege  at  headquarters,  whither  had  timor- 
ously scuttled,  very  early  in  the  evening,  the 
two  coolies  whose  offices  at  the  punkah  were 
destined  that  night  to  minister  to  the  soft- 
ness of  tlie  sahib's  slumber— if  they  did  not 
rouse  his  restlessness  and  wrath  instead  by 
their  perfunctory  and  intermittent  exertions, 
which  was  quite  as  likely. 

In  strikin'-  contrast  to  affairs  in  the  bush 
was  the  attitude  of  the  little  garrison  at  the 
bungalow.  Worthy  John  Jenkins,  manager 
of  Ihe  Shirgarh  tea  estate,  and  young 
Mathesou  his  assistant- fresh  out  from  home 
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the  last  cold  weather— had  been  making 
their  preparations  to  attract  another  visit 
from  the  lord  of  the  jungle  and  to  afford  him 
the  warmest  of  welcomes  upon  his  appear- 
ance. Accustomed  to  seek  the  enemy  upon 
his  own  ground,  they  had  not  been  prepared 
for  this  invasion  of  British  territory.  It  was 
an  insult  to  the  ruling  race  ;  such  audacity 
was  not  to  be  tamely  submitted  to.  And, 
even  had  the  manager's  kind  heart  not  been 
stirred  by  the  widow's  wailings,  labour  is  not 
so  superabundant  in  the  country  of  the 
Brahmaputra  as  to  render  the  diminution  of 
his  forces  by  two  good  field  hands  a  circum- 
stance to  be  considered  with  resignation  or 
philosophy.  The  doom  had  gone  out.  The 
reign  of  terror  must  cease.  The  intruder 
must  die  ! 

The  more  the  merrier,  of  course  ;  and  there- 
fore the  noisy  and  gleeful  assistance  had 
been  enlisted  of  Paddy  Callaghan— a  neigh- 
bour, so  to  speak,  resident  only  twelve  miles 
away,  who  had  chanced  to  ride  over  that 
morning  upon  some  social  or  business  errand. 
And  the  garden  work  over,  the  first  thing  to  be 
done  was  to  clean  up  the  little  arsenal  of  the 
establishment.  There  it  reposed,  ready 
loaded,  upon  a  side  table  in  the  sitting-room. 
It  was  in  a  stuffy,  kerosene-scented  passage  at 
the  back  of  the  house,  and  not,  as  customary, 
in  the  broad,  airy,  front  verandah  that  the 
punkah  puller  laid  himself  down  to  sleep  while 
awaiting  his  turn  of  duty— carefully  wrapping 
his  head  in  his  scarf  in  the  usual  Indian  pre- 
paration for  slumber,  which  leaves  limbs  and 
body  bare  while  swathing  the  head,  and  its 
senses  of  sight,  smell,  and  hearing,  in  greasy 
folds  of  cotton  cloth.  On  the  spot  whence 
the  late  victims  had  been  snatched,  now  lay 
a  bait  -  a  dummy  figure  which,  while  it  would 
certainly  not  have  imposed  upon  wily  Mr. 
Stripes  in  the  daytime,  it  was  hoped  might 
tempt  another  midnight  raid. 

Dinner  had  appeared  and  disappeared : 
the  uninteresting  soup,  the  tasteless  fish,  and 
the  weird  preparation  of  somewhat  aged  hen 
which  most  planters  are  accustomed  to  en- 
counter day  after  day,  had  been  discussed 
with  all  the  appetite  which  such  a  climate 
leaves.  The  regulation  bottle  of  beer  had 
been  thirstily  absorbed  by  each  man,  and  each 
had  consumed  the  cheroot  esteemed  so 
kindly  a  companion  in  fatigue  and  so  efficient 
an  ally  against  the  already  gathering  mos- 
quito host. 

At  about  eleven  o'clock  had  the  expected 
visitor  announced  himself  upon  the  previous 
occasions.  At  ten,  therefore,  all  lights  were 
extinguished  save  that  of  a  wall  lamp,  which 
was  turned  very  low.  The  table  servants, 
after  a  very  unusual  protraction  of  their 


duties,  at  length  plucked  up  sufficient  courage 
to  leave  for  the  village  in  a  frightened  little 
flock.  Each  flourished  a  lantern  very  vigor- 
ously and  talked  his  loudest  to  frighten  the 
tiger  and  to  keep  up  his  own  spirit.  Each 
clung  tightly  to  another's  flimsy  garment 
and  glanced  "nervously  round  the  cultivation 
stretching  right  and  left  under  the  star- 
light. 

It  was,  of  course,  not  to  be  expected  that 
Callaghan  should  withstand  the  temptation 
to  rush  round  and  create  a  vigorous  rustling 
among  the  bushes  upon  the  left  flank  of  the 
trembling  herd !  This  effectually  hastened 
them  on  their  way,  converting  their  chatter 
into  shrieks  of  terror  and  affording  a  fund 
of  excited  narration  for  many  days  concern- 
ing the  imminent  danger  they  had  run  !  For- 
tunately the  joker  had  sufficient  good  sense 
to  keep  under  cover  ;  for  Jenkins  had,  at  the 
earnest  solicitation  of  these  domestic  heroes, 
consented  to  cover  their  retreat  at  a  short 
distance,  armed  with  his  rifle,  and  was  quite 
as  completely  tricked  as  they  were  by  the 
Irishman's  manceuvre.  Many  an^other  man 
would  have  let  fly  a  chance  shot  into  the 
bush  ;  but  the  consideration  of  the  risk  he 
had  run  did  not  for  one  moment  diminish 
Paddy's  delight  at  his  success.  That  episode 
over,  all  fell  dead  quiet  at  the  bungalow. 
The  men  were  armed  and  at  their  post :  the 
vigil  had  begun. 

Two  open  doorways  led  out  of  the  sitting- 
room  into  the  verandah,  along  the  wall  at 
the  back  of  which,  just  at  the  left  side  of  the 
left-hand  exit,  was  extended  the  dummy 
figure.  Jenkins  sat  with  his  rifle  across  his 
knees,  commanding  a  view  through  the  said 
door  of  the  enemy's  probable  line  of  advance 
from  the  jungle  upon  the  quarry.  Before 
him,  close  to  the  front  wall,  with  a  clear  view 
through  the  right-hand  doorway,  sat  Mathe- 
son,  with  no  more  sportsmanlike  weapon 
than  a  navy  revolver— having  given  up  his 
gun,  a  short  artillery  carbine  of  ancient  date 
which  he  had  somehow  become  possessed  of, 
to  Callaghan,  the  guest  of  the  evening. 
That  individual  fidgeted  in  his  seat  at  the 
other  end  of  the  room,  nursing  his  histru- 
ment  of  slaughter,  the  sword-bayonet  belong- 
ing to  which  he  had  insisted  upon  fixing, 
while  delightedly  discussing  the— to  a  less 
ardent  mind— rather  undesirable  chances  of 
being  able  to  "  give  the  craycher  a  taste  of 
the  cowld  shteel."  The  punkah  had  been 
stopped ;  the  mosquitoes  sounded  the  trum- 
pet vigorously  and  fell  tooth  and  nail  upon 
the  devoted  trio.  Heroically  did  all  three 
suffer  and  perspire,  maintaining  a  silence 
broken  but  by  an  occasional  comical  groan, 
which  betraved  the  hardly  subdued  impa- 


tience  of  one  at  least  of  them  as  minute  fol- 
lowed minute  into  the  past. 

Eleven  o'clock  had  come  and  gone  ;  a 
jackal  had  stolen  out  of  the  bushes  towards 
the  house  and  sniSed  the  air  suspiciously  ; 
had  hesitated  in  his  advance,  and  then  silently 
trotted  back.  Twelve  o'clock  had  arrived,  and 
from  the  back  might  be  heard  the  scarf- 
mutiied  snores  of  the  house  servants,  whose 
terrors  were  now  lost  in  sleep.  Half-past 
■twelve  !  The  watch  had  become  wearisome 
to  men  who  had  done  their  day's  work  and 
earned  their  night's  rest.  Callaghan  had 
fairly  dropped  off  to  sleep,  and  Matheson's 
chin  was  inclining  quietly  to  his  chest,  when 
both  were  roused  by  their  companion's  step- 
ping across  the  room.  He  made  no  remark, 
and  afterwards  explained  that,  having  made 
up  his  mind  they  were  to  have  no  sport  that 
night,  he  had  gone  out  to  look  round  before 
proposing  an  adjournment.  Scarcely  had  he 
reached  the  steps  leading  down  from  the 
verandah,  where  he  stood  with  his  right  arm 
round  one  of  the  wooden  pillars  supporting 
the  roof,  when  there  was  a  rush  out  of  the 


jungle;  a  large,  dark  body  shot  through 
the  air,  and  the  tiger  had  struck  him  with  its 
right  forepaw  upon  his  left  arm  and  gripped 
his  left  shoulder  with  its  fangs. 

The  jaws  were  tightening  ;  a  second  more 
and  he  had  gone  the  last  long  journey  of  his 
two  poor  servants.  But  with  a  positive  howl 
of  excitement  and  a  rush  almost  as  rapid  as 
the  brute's  own,  the  Irishman  went  at  it, 
drove  his  bayonet  a  good  twelve  inches  into 
its  body  and  drew  trigger.  The  beast  gave  a 
roar  of  wrath  and  pain,  then  fell  back,  drop- 
ping its  prey  and  ramping  on  its  hind  legs, 
beating  the  air  with  its  forepaws  and  uttering 
a  snarl  of  such  ferocity  as  almost  curdled  its 
hearers'  blood.  Callaghan  had  withdrawn 
his  blade  and  stood  on  the  defensive  ;  not 
^ven  Jiis  courage  was  equal  to  resuming  the 
attack.  At  that  moment  a  bullet  from 
Matheson's  revolver  struck  the  animal,  which 
dropped  on  all  fours.  Jenkins  turned,  half 
blind  and  unconscious  with  agony,  to  gain 
the  shelter  of  the  house.  Another  bound  ! 
The  beast  was  on  his  back  and  they  fell  to- 
gether across  the  verandah.     It  had  been  a 


last  effort.  It  was  dead,  probably  before  it 
struck  the  second  time. 

The  incident  was  over  in  less  than  a  minute 
from  Jenkins  leaving  his  seat  ;  but  for  two 
and  a  half  hours  had  they  lain  in  wait  for  the 
tiger,  and,  perhaps,  as  long,  the  tiger  for  them  ! 
The  carcase,  which  measured  ten  feet  four 
inches  from  snout  to  tail  tip,  was  dragged  oft' 
the  wounded  man,  whose  state  of  insensi- 
bility gave  opportunity  to  wash  his  ghastly 
wounds.  A  tiger's  blow  generally  means 
lockjaw,  and  the  poor  fellow  was  quite  given 
up  by  his  friends.  But  he  recovered  to  bear 
in  his  useless  arm  record  of  the  terrible  ad- 
venture, and  to  be  long  known  in  a  less  jungly 
district  as  "  Tiger  Jenkins."  And  Callaghan 
took  his  place  as  the  great  shikari  of  the 
Shirgarh  forests  under  the  honourable  title 
of  "Old  Faugh  a  Ballagh  !  "  That,  pro- 
claimed a  compatriot  of  his,  in  a  rich  brogue, 
at  a  public  dinner  at  Sylhet,  meant  "  Clear 
the  way,  subs !  "  and  was  the  cry  of  the 
Milesian  in  a  charge  of  bayonets.  And  the 
name  stuck — though  nobody  could  spell  it. 
(the  end.) 


ALL  HANDS  FOR  THEMSELVES. 


By  Rev.  E.  J.  Hardy,  m.a.,  Ch.aplain  to  H.M.  Forces. 


N AERATING  the  conclusion  arrived  at  by  the 
court-martial  which  inquired  into  the 
loss  of  H.M.  ship  Sei'pent,  a  leading  article 
in  a  newspaper  ended  with  these  words  : — 

"  There  is  one  bright  feature  in  this  great 
national  calamity  which  stands  out  promi- 
nently from  the  dismal  surroundings,  and  that 
is  the  heroic  devotion  to  duty  of  Captain 
Boss  and  the  officers  and  ship's  company 
generally.  Not  a  soul  was  seized  with  panic, 
even  when  everybody  knew  that  certain 
destruction  was  before  him.  The  captain's 
orders  were  calmly  given  and  as  calmly 
obeyed,  and  when  at  the  last  moment  it  was 
seen  that  every  chance  was  gone,  and  the 
usual  order,  which  is  the  final  one  given  on 
board  a  British  ship  of  war,  'AH  hands  for 
themselves,'  rang  out  from  the  bridge,  the 
officeis  and  men  wished  each  other  good-bye, 
and  were  soon  afterwards  washed  away  to 
that  doom  in  the  surging  billows  which  is 
only  too  frequently  reserved  for  those  who 
go  down  to  the  sea  in  ships  and  do  business 
in  great  waters." 

If  it  makes  us  shiver  even  to  read  this 
•order,  "All  hands  for  themselves,"  what 
must  have  been  the  feelings  of  those  who 
heard  it  ?  Such  an  order  never  would  have 
heen  given  as  long  as  the  slightest  hopa  of 
saving  the  Serpent  remained,  and  we  may 
be  sure  that,  however  obedient  they  would 
have  been  to  other  orders,  her  crew  would 
not  have  obeyed  it  if  a  single  comrade 
could  have  been  saved  by  their  not  being  for 
themselves.  The  brightest  feature  of  our 
national  history  is  that  in  times  of  danger 
Englishmen,  whether  soldiers,  sailors,  or 
civilians,  never  care  for  themselves.  When 
there  is  any  chance  of  saving  others  by  risk- 
ing their  own  lives,  they  do  so.  The  soldiers 
on  board  the  troopship  Birkenhead  were  not 
for  themselves  when,  instead  of  escaping  by 
means  of  the  boats,  they  filled  them  with 
women  and  children,  and  then  standing  on 
deck  as  steady  as  on  parade  went  down 
into  a  sea  crowded  with  sharks,  firing  a 
feu  de  joie  because  they  had  been  enabled 
to  remain  faithful  to  duty  even  unto 
death. 

The  captain  of  the  emigrant  ship  London 


was  not  for  himself  when,  as  the  ship  began 
to  sink,  he  ordered  his  mate  into  one  of  the 
boats,  shook  hands  with  him,  and  said  "  God 
speed  you  !  I  will  go  down  with  my  pas- 
sengers." Think  of  this  captain,  not  of  the 
Eoyal  Navy  but  of  the  merchant  service, 
willing  to  die  with  his  passengers,  and  lean- 
ing over  the  gunwale  to  give  the  parting  boat 
its  course  with  no  hope  of  reward  or  applause 
in  tliis  world,  for  long  before  the  boat  could 
be  saved  or  the  brave  deed  reported  the  doer 
of  the  deed  would  have  found  a  watery  grave 
— think  of  this  self-forgetfulness,  and  then 
compare  it  with  conduct  of  an  opposite  kind. 
How  glorious  does  it  read  when  compared  for 
instance  with  the  cowardly  act  of  the  sailors 
as  described  in  the  account  of  St.  Paul's 
shipwreck.  Seeing  that  the  ship  would  in- 
evitably go  to  pieces  they  tried  to  escape  in 
the  boat,  "  under  colour  " — that  is  under  the 
pretence — that  they  were  going  to  bring  out 
the  anchor  and  fasten  the  forepart  of  the 
vessel.  The  real  reason  of  letting  down  the 
boat  was  to  escape  in  it,  regardless  of  the  fate 
of  their  fellow  passengers.  We  despise  the 
cowardice  of  these  sailors,  but  is  it  not  an 
illustration  of  the  way  too  many  of  us  act  in 
our  voyage  over  the  waves  of  life's  trouble- 
some sea  ?  We  abandon  our  posts  of  duty, 
and  shirk  all  discomfort  and  annoyance, 
careless  if  others  have  to  suffer  for  our  in- 
dolence and  unwillingness  to  share  the 
burdens  of  life. 

A  few  years  ago  an  accident  occurred  on  a 
training  ship  at  the  mouth  of  the  Thames, 
when  some  sailor  boys  behaved  very  dif- 
ferently from  the  sailors  who  manned  St. 
Paul's  ship.  The  Goliath  was  a  training 
ship  full  of  "  street  arabs,"  collected  from  the 
poorest  parts  of  London.  Fire  broke  out,  and 
a  rush  was  made  for  the  boats  ;  but  the  boys, 
when  they  saw  their  captain,  to  whom  they 
were  greatly  attached,  all  shouted  to  him  to 
get  first  into  a  boat.  His  reply,  which  was 
reported  and  illustrated  in  the  "B.  O.  P."  at 
the  time — was  a  striking  one  :  "  That's  not 
the  way  at  sea,  my  boys  !  " 

There  are  two  ways  of  passing  over  the 
sea  of  life.  We  may  resolve  to  have  a  soft 
easy  time  of  it,  and  never  to  allow  the  thought 
of  other  people's  wants  to  trouble  our  selfish 


complacency.  The  glory  of  God  and  the  good 
of  man  may  be  utterly  disregarded  by  us. 
Instead  of  helping  to  bear  the  burdens  of 
others,  we  may  put  ours  on  them  ;  instead 
of  remaining  in  the  old  ship  of  duty  to  help 
others  we  may  flee  away  out  of  it ;  but  that's 
not  the  way  at  sea,  my  boys,  of  those  who 
take  Christ  for  their  Master.  They  fulfil  His 
law  by  bearing  other  people's  burdens,  and 
do  not  run  away  from  the  post  of  duty. 
And  the  second  way  of  behaving  in  the  voyage 
of  life  brings,  even  in  this  world,  more  happi- 
ness than  the  selfish  way.  It  brings  self- 
approving  hours  that  outweigh  whole  years 
of  selfish  pleasures.  "  It  is  only  a  poor  sort 
of  happiness,"  writes  George  Eliot,  "  that 
could  ever  come  by  caring  very  much  about 
our  own  narrow  pleasures.  We  can  only  have 
the  highest  happiness,  such  as  goes  along 
with  being  great,  by  having  wide  thoughts, 
and  much  feeling  for  the  rest  of  the  world  as 
well  as  ourselves." 

Here  is  a  story  of  "  the  hero,  the  darling 
hero  of  England,"  which  shows  that  he  was 
not  for  himself  when  the  life  of  a  friend  was 
in  danger.  It  was  on  February  11, 1797,  only 
three  days  before  the  great  battle  of  St. 
Vincent.  Nelson  was  on  board  a  frigate  in 
the  Mediterranean,  just  east  of  the  Straits 
of  Gibraltar.  He  was  on  his  way  to  join 
the  commander-in-cliief,  whose  fleet  lay  at 
some  distance  on  the  west.  The  frigate  was 
close  to  the  Straits,  when  she  found  herself 
chased  from  the  eastward  by  two  Spanish 
ships  of  the  line.  Suddenly  there  was  a  cry 
of  "  A  man  overboard !  "  A  boat  was  lowered, 
under  the  command  of  young  Thomas  Hardy, 
known  eight  years  later  as  the  flag-captain 
of  the  Victory,  to  whom  Nelson  gave  his 
farewell  instructions  as  he  lay  dying  of  his 
wound.  A  very  rapid  current  sets  in  east- 
wards through  the  Straits.  This  current 
quickly  carried  the  boat  far  astern  of  the 
frigate—farther  and  farther  from  her  friends, 
closer  and  closer  to  the  fast  pursuing  enemy. 
It  was  a  critical  moment.  To  go  after  the 
boat  was  to  lose  time  and  risk  capture  from 
the  powerful  line-of-battle  ships.  At  this 
crisis,  Nelson,  casting  an  anxious  look  at  the 
hazardous  situation  of  Hardy  and  his  com- 
panions, exclaimed,  "  No,  it  shall  not  be ! 


I'll  not  lose  Hardy !  Back  the  mizen  top- 
sail !  " 

"  I'll  not  lose  Hardy."  Any  risk  rather 
than  that.  Any  risk  rather  than  see  an  old 
friend  lost — a  brother  taken  by  the  enemy, 
taken  alone,  taken  when  we  are  near  and 
might  save  him.  Surely,  boys,  you  will  not 
be  for  yourselves  only,  but  will  go  for  him 
and  try  and  rescue  him  when  you  see  a 
comrade  drifting  helplessly,  hopelessly,  to- 
wards an  enemy,  drawing  nearer  and  nearer 
to  one  of  those  cunning,  swaggering,  and  yet 
cowardly  foes  that  destroy  boyhood  and 
manhood.  A  friend  is  in  danger  of  falling 
a  victim  to  idleness,  extravagance,  intemper- 
ance or  impurity.  Be  not  for  yourself,  go 
for  him,  and  try  to  save  him  from  his  danger. 
He  may  think  you  impertinent,  and  laugh 
at  you  for  being  "  goody  goody."  Never 
mind,  persevere,  say  to  yourself,  "  It  shall 


not  be,  I'll  not  lose  Hardy  !  "  I  have  known 
several  boys  and  young  men  who  were  saved 
by  companions  from  a  far  worse  fate  than 
that  from  which  Nelson  rescued  Hardy. 
And  who  shall  record  all  the  great  and  good 
men  who  got  the  first  start  in  a  right 
direction  from  youthful  companions  ?  If  the 
celebrated  Archdeacon  Paley's  friend  had 
been  for  himself  alone,  the  world  would  have 
missed  a  useful  writer.  "I  spent,"  he  says, 
"  the  first  two  years  of  my  undergraduate- 
ship  happily,  but  unprofitably.  I  was  con- 
stantly in  society,  where  we  were  not  im- 
moral, but  idle  and  expensive.  At  the  com- 
mencement of  the  third  year,  after  having 
left  the  usual  party  at  a  late  hour,  I  was 
awakened  at  five  in  the  morning  by  one  of 
my  companions,  who  stood  at  my  bedside 
and  said,  '  Paley,  I  have  been  thinking  what 
a  fool  you  are.    I  could  do  nothing,  pro- 


bably, if  I  were  to  try ;  and  I  can  afford  the 
indolent  life  you  lead.  You  could  do  every- 
thing, and  cannot  afford  it.  I  have  had  no 
sleep  during  the  whole  night  on  account  of 
these  reflections,  and  am  now  come  solemnly 
to  inform  you  that  if  you  persist  in  your 
indolence,  I  must  renounce  your  society.' 
I  was  so  struck,"  says  Paley,  "  with  the  visit 
and  the  visitor,  that  I  lay  in  bed  the  great 
part  of  the  day  and  formed  my  plan.  I 
ordered  my  bed-maker  to  lay  my  fire  every 
evening,  in  order  that  it  might  be  lighted  by 
myself.  I  arose  at  five,  read  during  tlie 
whole  day,  took  supper  at  nine,  went  to 
bed,  and  continued  the  practice  up  to  this 
hour." 

No  wonder,  then,  that  "  All  hands  for 
themselves  "  is  the  last  order  given  on  board 
a  British  ship  of  war,  for  it  is  the  last  that 
would  and  should  be  obeyed. 


After  the  Fray. 


Vl\Q  BoyV  Owii  f^apef. 


THE  STUDY  OF  MEDICINE  AS  A  PEOFESSION. 

By  Frederic  H.  Madden,  Secretary  of  St.  Mary's  Hospital  Medical  School. 


IN  tliese  days  of  competition  the  choice  of  a 
suitable  life-work  is  a  matter  of  so 
much  difficulty  that  a  word  as  to  the  "  study 
of  medicine  as  a  profession  "  may  be  inter- 
esting to  those  about  to  make  a  start  in  life. 

One  may  regard  it  from  tln-ee  different 
points  of  view,  (a)  spiritual,  (6)  scientific, 
(c)  practical.  Under  the  tirst  heading  may 
be  included  a  word  as  to  the  kind  of  men 
required  for  the  profession,  and  as  to  the 
spirit  with  which  they  should  be  endowed,  if 
they  wish  for  genuine  success.  In  the  first 
place,  whoever  enters  upon  this  profession 
has  the  consolation  of  knowing  that  in  his 
study  he  is  laying  up  knowledge  to  be  applied 
to  the  reUef  of  his  suffering  brethren.  The 
Church  offers  spiritual  comfort,  the  medical 
fraternity  bodily  comfort,  but  how  often  does 
the  doctor  by  saying  "a  word  in  season" 
become  the  minister  of  more  than  corporeal 
consolation  ?  His  profession  gives  him  ad- 
vantages of  acquiring  and  advancing  know- 
ledge of  the  various  forms  of  the  power  of 
the  Creator ;  while  the  fact  that  he  sees  laid 
open  in  the  most  awful  passages  of  their 
lives  the  hearts  and  homes  of  rich  and  poor 
alike,  and  watches  the  workings  of  conjugal 
and  maternal,  of  filial  and  brotherly  love,  as 
from  day  to  day  he  announces  brighter  hopes 
or  increasing  danger,  is  almost  bound— 
if  he  be  a  true  man— to  make  him  learn 
from  such  scenes  to  recognise  and  adore  in 
all  the  other  scenes  of  life  the  sacred  presence 
of  the  Omnipotent. 

In  view  of  this  spiritual  side  to  the  study 
of  medicine,  it  is  essentially  necessary  for 
every  one  who  contemplates  entering  upon  it 
to  cultivate  the  spirit  of  a  "gentleman"  in 
the  truest  sense  of  the  word,  not  of  the 
"  Lord  Chesterfield  "  type  with  white  kid 
gloves  and  faultless  clothes,  but  that  of  a 
man  who,  to  a  profound  reverence  for  what- 
ever is  great  and  good,  unites  a  profound 
respect  for  himself.  Falsehood  and  treachery 
must  be  to  him  unknown.  Strict  veracity, 
and  unscrupulous  honour,  courtesy  and  con- 
sideration should  be  integral  parts  of  his 
character.  Without  these  a  man  had  best 
avoid  the  profession,  for  in  such  a  one  alone 
can  another  repose  unbounded  confidence 
when  introducing  him  into  the  bosom  of  his 
family. 

Then  from  a  scientific  point  of  view  the 
"  study  of  medicine  "  is  most  valuable  ;  and 
although  it  is  sometimes  asked,  "  Is  medicine 
a  science  at  all  ?  "  whatever  it  may  have  been 
in  the  past,  it  is  now  undoubtedly  both  a 
science  and  an  art. 

The  game  of  chance  as  played  by  the 
"  bone-setter "  and  others  has  been  sup- 
planted by  the  art  of  skill.  A  knowledge  of 
physical  science  is  an  absolute  si?ic  qud  non 
in  medicinal  study,  and  the  greater  such 
knowledge  possessed  by  a  man,  the  greater 
his  chance  of  soaring  to  the  top  of  the  ladder 
of  success. 

Again,  the  medical  profession  offers  quite 
as  many  advantages  from  a  practical  point 
of  view  as  any  other  branch  of  life.  A  man 
has  especially  to  remember,  if  he  wishes  to 
emulate  the  example  set  by  such  men  as 
John  Hunter  and  Jenner,  that  there  is  no 
royal  road  to  success  and  this  is  never  truer 
than  in  the  study  of  medicine.  Every  man 
of  average  ability  and  with  a  taste  for  his 
work,  this  latter  being  absolutely  essential, 
can  earn  a  livelihood  with  benefit  to  himself 
and  his  fellow  creatures.  There  is  a  cry  that 
the  medical  profession  is  already  overstocked, 
and  that  aspirants  had  best  be  warned  against 
entering  its  ranks.  Such  a  cry  wo  hear  about 
every  branch  of  life,  so  that  should  count  as 


no  deterrent.  That  the  world  is  too  full  is 
probably  the  only  true  statement  why  life  is 
such  a  struggle  for  the  majority.  In  1865 
there  were  582  medical  students  registered 
for  the  United  Kingdom,  while  in  the  year 
1889  there  were  2,027,  nearly  four  times  the 
number  in  twenty  years,  which  figures  can 
but  attest  the  continued,  if  one  may  not 
even  say  continuing,  success  of  the  profession ! 
The  medical  man  always  carries  his  handi- 
craft about  with  him  ready  for  use.  Be  he 
out  on  pleasure  or  otherwise,  his  services 
may  be  suddenly  required,  and  though  a  few 
may  consider  this  very  fact  a  drawback,  real 
lovers  of  their  work  would  look'  upon  it  as 
an  advantage  to  be  able  to  combine  practice 
with  philanthropy. 

Having  thus  regarded  the  profession  from 
three  widely  different  points  of  view,  the  next 
thing  for  consideration  is,  how  can  a  young 
man  enter  the  ranks  of  the  medical  profes- 
sion, and  at  about  what  cost  ?  In  consider- 
ing this  question,  we  shall  mainly  confine 
ourselves  to  the  obtaining  of  the  M.K.C.S. 
and  L.E.C.P.  of  the  Conjoint  Board  in 
London,  which  are  the  degrees  the  great 
majority  of  students  content  themselves  with. 
Of  course,  to  those  especially  gifted  the 
higher  degrees  of  F.E.C.S.  and  M.E.C.P.  are 
open  on  payment  of  certain  fees,  under 
certain  restrictions,  and  after  passing  certain 
examinations ;  while  the  numerous  uni- 
versities scattered  throughout  the  United 
Kingdom  all  confer  medical  degrees,  of  which 
it  will  suffice  to  mention  Oxford's  two  degrees 
in  medicine  (B.M.  and  D.M.),  and  two  in 
surgery  (B.Ch.  and  M.Ch.),  which  under 
the  most  favourable  circumstances  may  be 
obtained  in  six  or  seven  years  from  matricu- 
lation. For  these  the  degree  of  B.A.  must 
be  first  obtained.  Cambridge's  two  degrees 
in  medicine  (i\I.B.  and  M.D.),  and  two  in 
surgery  (B.C.  and  M.C.).  The  degrees  of 
M.B.  and  B.S.,  M.D.  and  M.S.  are  also 
granted  by  the  University  of  London.  In 
addition  the  Universities  of  Durham  and 
Victoria  in  England,  of  Edinburgh,  Glasgow, 
Aberdeen,  and  St.  Andrew  in  Scotland,  and 
the  University  of  Dublin  and  the  Royal  Uni- 
versity in  Ireland,  all  offer  degrees  more  or 
less  difficult  of  attainment ;  while  the  Koyal 
Colleges  of  both  Scotland  and  Ireland  confer 
degrees. 

Before  becoming  a  student,  a  man  must  pass 
an  examination  in  Arts  —unless  he  has  passed 
one  of  the  numerous  recognised  University 
examinations — prior  to  registration  by  the 
General  Medical  Council.  Such  examination 
must  include  the  English  language  (with 
Grammar  and  Composition),  Latin,  elements 
of  Mathematics,  Elementary  Mechanics,  and 
one  optional  subject,  {a)  Greek,  [b)  French,  (c) 
German,  {d)  Italian,  (e)  any  other  modern 
language,  (/)  Logic,  (g)  Botany,  (/;)  Zoology, 
(i)  Elementary  Chemistry.  Elementary 
Mechanics  is  a  compulsory  subject  for  every 
man  entering  the  profession.  After  passing 
such  an  examination,  a  student  must  actually 
enter  some  recognised  Medical  School,  and 
obtain  a  verification  of  having  done  so  from 
the  head  of  that  school,  before  he  can  be 
registered.  The  earliest  age  at  which  a  man 
can  practise  is  twenty-one.  The  course  of 
medical  study,  after  registration,  should 
occupy  at  least  five  years,  if  Elementary  Phy- 
sics, Chemistry  and  Botany  be  included  in 
that  period,  or  at  least  four  years,  viz.,  forty- 
five  months,  including  three  winter  and  two 
summer  sessions,  if  a  satisfactory  examination 
has  been  passed  in  these  subjects  previous  to 
registration.  In  short,  two  most  important 
points  for  parents  to  remember  are,  (1)  That 


no  young  man  can  be  registered  as  a  Medical 
Student  until  he  produce  evidence  of  having 
passed  a  necessary  Arts  examination,  and 
of  having  actually  joined  a  Medical  School, 
and 

(2)  That,  should  he  join  a  Medical  School, 
which  is  possible,  before  passing  an  examina- 
tion in  Arts,  that  time  will  not  count  in  the 
length  of  his  curriculum,  as  the  General 
Medical  Council  take  no  notice  whatever  of 
time  passed  in  study  prior  to  registration, 
except  in  the  case  of  Chemistry,  Physics, 
Materia  Medica,  and  Pharmacy.  The  ex- 
aminations for  the  licence  of  the  Eoyc' 
College  of  Physicians  of  London  (L.E.C.P.j 
and  the  Diploma  of  the  Eoyal  College  oi 
Surgeons  of  England  (M.R.C.S.)  are  divided 
into  three. 

First  Examination,  Part  I.  Chemistry  and 
Physics,  including  principles  of  Science,  and 
details  which  bear  on  the  study  of  Medicine, 
and  rudiments  of  Heat,  Light,  and  Electricity. 

Part  II.    Materia  Medica  and  Pharmacy. 

Part  III.  Elementary  Anatomy  and  Phy- 
siology after  six  months  at  a  Medical  School. 

These  subjects  can  be  taken  up  separately, 
or  all  together.  A  fee  of  £10  10s.  must  be 
paid.  Ee-examination  after  rejection  in 
either  part  of  the  examination,  £3  3s. 

Second  Examination  (commonly  termed 
the  primary).  Anatomy  and  Physiology  (ad- 
vanced), six  months  after  passing  the  First 
Examination,  and  eighteen  after  registration. 
Fee  of  £10  10s.,  and  for  re-examination, 
£3  3  . 

Third  Examination  (final).  Medicine, 
Surgery,  and  Midwifery.  A  fee  of  £15  15s., 
or  if  rejected  in  one  or  other  of  the  subjects, 
Medicine,  £5  5s.,  Surgery  £5  6s.,  and  Mid- 
wifery, £3  3s.  A  candidate  can  only  com- 
pete for  this  examination  two  years  after 
completing  the  Second  Examination,  and  on 
producing  evidence  of  being  twenty-one  years 
of  age,  and  of  having  studied  the  subjects  not 
less  than  forty-five  months. 

The  examinations,  which  are  partly  oral, 
partly  written,  and  partly  practical,  are  held 
in  .January,  April,  July,  and  October  yearly. 
All  fees  must  be  paid  three  days  prior  to  the 
day  on  which  the  examination  commences. 
Another  degree,  easily  within  the  reach  of 
all,  is  that  offered  by  the  Society  of  Apothe- 
caries (L.S.A.),  for  which  there  are  four 
examinations,  the  first  including  Chemistry, 
Practical  Chemistry,  Physics,  Materia  Medica, 
Botany,  Pharmacy',  and  Prescrij^tions.  The 
second  (twelve  months  after),  including 
Anatomy,  Physiology,  and  Histology.  The 
third  (forty-five  months  after  registration), 
including  Surgery,  use  of  Instruments  and 
Appliances,  Surgical  Pathology.  And  the 
fourth.  Medicine,  Clinical  Medicine,  Patho- 
logy, Morbid  Histology,  Forensic  Medicines, 
Toxicology,  Hygiene,  Obstetric  Medicine,  etc. 
Fee  for  the  four  examinations,  £10  10s.  Ee- 
examination  after  failure,  £3  3s.  The  Primary 
Examinations  are  held  quarterly,  on  the  first 
Wednesday,  and  on  Monday  and  Thursday 
of  the  same  week  in  January,  April,  July  and 
October.  The  Final  Examinations  are  held 
monthly.  Certificates  and  fees  must  be  sent 
in  fourteen  days  before  examination. 

The  cost  cf  the  training  at  a  Medical  School 
varies  from  £100  to  £131  5s.,  and  one  may 
take  the  average  cost  for  "  perpetual _pupils," 
who  have  special  privileges,  at  il25  if  paid 
in  two  or  three  instalments,  or  £120  ii  paid 
in  one  sum.  Eoughly  speaking,  cne  may 
sum  up  as  the  total  it  costs  a  man  for  edu- 
cation to  qualify  as  a  full-blown  medical,  at 
its  lowest  figure,  as  ±125  for  teaching,  train- 
ing and  hospital  practice  +  £36  15s.  for 


examination  fees,  =  £161  15s.  together. 
Then  there  is,  of  course,  the  cost  of  living 
during  the  years  devoted  to  the  study ;  and 
this  can  only  be  subject  to  the  means  of  the 
individual,  though,  perhaps,  an  average  of 
£120  to  £130  per  annum  might  be  put  down 
as  a  fair  figure.  Failures  in  examination 
entail  additional  fees,  but,  in  the  case  of  per- 
petual hospital  pupils,  it  makes  no  difference 
to  school  fees.  After  qualification,  the  army, 
navy,  and  Indian  service  are  open  to  all 
"  true  born "  students,  while  the  peaceful 
lover  of  the  sea  can  obtain  pleasant  berths  in 
the  mercantile  marine,  or  on  board  the  great 
passenger  ocean-steamers.  In  fact,  there  is 
absolutely  no  branch  of  life  which  is  for- 
bidden to  the  medical  man,  except  the  Church 
and  the  Law;  but,  as  we  have  already  attempted 
to  show,  he  is,  or  should  be,  closely  allied  to 
the  former,  while  a  little  knowledge  of  the 
latter  will  not  be  altogether  without  avail, 
especially  if  there  be  any  tendency  on  his  part 
to  prove  Zimmermann's words  as  true,  "that 
the  length  of  the  patient's  purse  often  pro- 


tracts his  cure."  According  to  the  "  Lancet," 
the  rate  of  mortality  among  medical  men  is 
20-3  per  100,  which  is  lower  than  that  of  men 
"  in  all  occupations,"  viz.,  22-83.  This  speaks 
volumes  for  the  healthiness  of  the  doctor's 
life,  and,  considering  the  risks  of  contagion 
to  which  medical  men  are  exposed,  is 
curious  as  illustrating  the  fact  that  Provi- 
dence seems  to  take  especial  care  of  them. 

The  student  spends  the  greater  part  of  his 
first  eighteen  months  or  two  years  in  the 
Medical  School  solely  ;  then  joins  the  hos- 
pital as  a  Clinical  Observer,  then  having 
charge  as  dresser,  assistant,  house  surgeon, 
or  resident  physician.  Perhaps,  eventually, 
he  may  get  on  the  staff  of  a  hospital,  or  be 
made  Lecturer  on  some  special  subject  in  a 
Medical  School.  After  years  of  study  and 
observation,  and  more  than  half  a  life  spent 
in  the  exercise  of  his  art,  perhaps  it  may  be 
his  lot  to  watch  in  palaces  over  the  birth  of 
infants  whose  earliest  cry  is  an  event  in 
{  history.  The  true  medical  man,  however, 
[  will  regard  the  world  as  one  great  hospital. 


One  ward  is  tapestried  with  silk,  and 
carpeted  with  velvet ;  another  is  a  scene  of 
squalor  and  rags  ;  and  a  third  is  haunted  by 
the  laugh  and  scream  of  the  maniac.  But 
under  their  eye  is  still  the  same  subject  of 
study— n.an,  be  he  rich  or  poor,  mighty  or 
lowly,  gifted  or  imbecile.  To  conclude,  one 
may  refer  to  the  two  usual  dates  for  com- 
mencing medical  study  each  year,  viz..  May  1 
and  October  1 ;  and  in  favour  of  joining  on 
the  first  mentioned  date,  there  is  the  advan- 
tage the  student  has  of  being  able  to  devote 
his  first  Summer  Session  to  the  study  of 
Chemistry,  Physics,  and  Practical  Chemistry. 
Bypassing  the  examination  in  these  subjects 
at  the  end  of  July,  he  will  be  free  to  devote 
his  first  Winter  Session  to  the  more  purely 
professional  subjects.  Anatomy  and  Phy- 
siology. All  those  about  to  enter  the  pro- 
fession, to  whom  the  way  to  success  seems 
long,  hard,  and  steep,  may  be  reminded  "that 
the  roughest  road  often  leads  to  the  smoothest 
fortune,"  and  that  we  purchase  our  future 
life  at  the  cost  of  a  life  spent  in  the  effort. 


I. — PAPER-BUTTEEFLIES. 

OB  this  pretty  trick  you  require  some  square 
or  oblong  pieces  of  tissue,  about  the 
size  of  cigarette-paper  folded  in  half.  Place 
two  of  these  upon  a  bouquet  of  flowers  and 
then  cause  them  to  ascend  into  the  air  by 
using  a  fan  or  light  bamboo  hand  screen. 
The  performer  by  gently  fanning  the  papers 
keeps  the  mimic  butterflies  fluttering  in  a 
very  natural  manner  and  ihe  spectators  who 
witness  the  feat  give  him  credit  for  greater 
dexterity  than  he  really  possesses.  But  there 
is  dexterity,  and  to  become  an  expert  in  this 
beautiful  illusion  some,  though  not  great, 
practice  is  required. 

The  hidden  appliances  for  keeping  your 
paper  flies  gadding  about  as  if  endowed  with 
life  are  two  black  human  hairs,  one  about 
twenty-six  inches  in  length,  which  hangs  from 
the  top  buttonhole  upon  the  left-hand  side  of 
your  coat,  the  other  some  seven  inches  long 
attached  by  the  middle  to  it.  At  each  ex- 
tremity of  the  latter  small  portions  of  wax 
.should  adhere.  In  lieu  of  hair  thin  raw  silk 
may  be  used  which  shall  be  invisible  to  the 
audience. 

These  preparations  having  been  made 
beforehand,  when  you  introduce  the  feat  to 
your  friends  carry  a  considerable  number  of 
the  squares  of  tissue  paper  in  your  hand  for 
examination,  having  two  beneath  them  con- 
nected by  wax  to  the  cross-piece  of  hair. 

After  a  scrutiny  of  the  papers  you  sub- 
mit for  inspection,  take  up,  apparently  hap- 
hazard, the  two  prepared  pieces  and  fashion 
them  roughly  with  scissors  into  the  shape  of 
butterflies,  at  the  same  time  being  careful  to 
avoid  cutting  the  hair. 

Now  open  the  "  wings  "  and  place  them  on 
the  bouquet,  which  you  hold  with  your  left 
hand,  and  in  your  right  take  the  fan  and  set 
them  in  motion,  wafting  them  hither  and 
thither. 

Use  the  fan  smartly  to  make  them  rise, 
and  more  gently  afterwards,  bending  your 
body  as  if  following  their  movements.  Pre- 
vious practice  will  enable  you  to  train  these 
pretty  little  flutterers  to  fly  whenever  and 
wherever  you  desire,  and  the  simple  illusion 
will  be  not  only  a  charming  one  to  al',  but 
surprising  to  the  uninitiated  into  its  "  mys- 
teries." 

At  this  season  when  real  beautiful  butter- 
flies are  happily  roaming  in  field  and  grove, 


THE  ODD  HALF-HOUR. 

By  Willi.\m  Ceompton. 

and  even  penetrating,  regardless  of  smoke, 
into  the  labyrinth  of  London  streets,  their 
airy  motion  may  be  observed  and  imitated  by 
the  fan  manipulators. 


II.— OUR  VOWELS. 

One  word  embraces  all  our  letters— alpha- 
bet— but  the  vowels  are  not  so  easily  disposed 
of,  as  there  are  several  words  to  be  said 
(though  we  trust  not  to  "  come  to  words  "  in 
any  other  sense)  about  them. 

Vowels  are  somewhat  retiring,  for  only  two 
are  seen  in  a  year,  though  an  equal  number 
occur,  strangely  enough,  in  every  week  and 
one  in  every  day. 

If  facetiously  inclined  we  might  hint  that 
in  the  merry  word  they  nearly  all  appear  in 
their  proper  order,  but  it  is  more  usual  for 
these  unfortunate  letters  to  receive  unkind 
treatment,  and  they  could  well  mourn,  crying, 
"  '  We  are  seven,'  but  what  are  Words-worth 
when  men  abuse  us  so  ?  " 

A  is  the  first  offender,  but  suffers  for  its 
sins,  presumably,  being  always  in  agony.  It 
should  be  avoided,  as  it  makes  men  mean ; 
though  it  might  be  welcomed  by  a  deaf  woman, 
as  it  makes  her  hear. 

E  is  a  prodigal  ever  in  debt  and  despair : 
It  commences  in  eternity,  and  ends  in  time  and  space  ; 
Tlie  beginning  'tis  of  every  end,  and  the  end  of  every 
place. 

In  addition  to  these  marvels  E  is  some- 
what of  a  wizard,  and  by  its  magic  interven- 
tion can  change  the  otherwise  unmeaning 

PESVEYPEFCTMN 
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into  an  admonition  to  respect  the  Ten  Com- 
mandments. In  plain  English  it  then  runs 
thus : 

Persevere  ye  perfect  men 
Ever  keep  these  precepts  ten. 

I  is  an  egotistical  letter  but  never  likely  to 
go  out  of  fashion,  and  it  is  always  invisible 
even  if  not  out  of  sight.  It  prides  itself  upon 
being — like  Home — the  capital  of  Italy,  and 
should  be,  like  E,  contented,  for  they  are  both 
in  happiness,  while  most  of  the  other  vowels 
are  in  purgatoiy. 

0  makes  some  noise  in  the  world,  and  is 
said  to  be  the  only  vowel  you  can  hear,  be- 
cause the  others  are  inaudible. 


U  is  miserable,  ever  in  trouble  and  diffi- 
culty. This  is  what  some  folks  say.  Others, 
however,  declare  it  to  be  a  merry  letter  which 
should  never  be  taken  seriously,  as  it  is  always 
in  fun.  Anyhow,  with  U,  dear  reader,  I  am 
quite  satisfied ! 

W  is,  like  a  Maid  of  Honour,  always  in 
waiting,  but  is  yet  considered  unsociable  and 
never  goes  out  to  dinner,  because  it  comes 
after  T — rather  a  dark  look-out,  for  when 
"  t  "  is  gone  night  is  nigh. 

If  we  ended  here  in  our  remarks  upon  the 
regular  vowels  and  their  occasional  com- 
panions, a  very  pertinent  question  might  be 
put  by  someone  asking  why  we  omitted  the 
last  one  from  this  list.  In  such  a  case  we 
have  an  answer  ready, — 

Because  it  is  in  jeopardy,  that's  Y  (why) ! 
But  before  finally  parting  with  this  very  ir- 
regular vowel — and  ditto  paragraph  ! — we 
may  let  you  into  a  secret — Y  is  like  a  "  fast  " 
collegian  who  makes  Pa  pay  ! 


III. — A.  FEW  PUZZLES. 

Lord  Bundrcarr/s. 

This  amusing  stage  representative  of  our 
aristocracy  was  very  much  "fogged"  by 
counting  eleven  fingers  upon  his  hands  and 
not  being  able  to  account  for  the  pheno- 
menon. 

How  he  got  "completely  mixed"  in  this 
matter  was  that  he  began  at  the  thumb  of 
his  left  hand  and  counted  all  the  fingers  of 
both  hands  ;  then  he  commenced  at  the  right 
tharab,  counting  backwards,  10,  9,  8,  etc., 
and  on  coming  to  G  (the  little  finger)  he  held 
up  his  left  hand,  saying,  "And  five  makes 
eleven ! ' ' 

The  Slippery  Buttons. 

In  the  centre  of  a  piece  of  leather  or  parch- 
ment of,  say,  six  inches  in  length  make  two 
parallel  cuts  about  a  quarter  of  an  inch  apart 
and  extending  to  within  an  inch  of  the  top 
and  bottom.  At  one  end  pierce  a  hole  half 
an  inch  in  diameter. 

Pass  a  string  under  the  slit,  put  its  ends 
through  the  hole,  and  then  attach  to  them 
two  buttons  much  larger  than  the  apevture. 

The  puzzle  is  to  get  the  string  out  again 
without  removing  the  buttors. 

To  dc  this  draw  the  inner,  or  narrow,  slip 


of  leather  through  the  hole,  when  the  string 
and  buttons  may  be  at  once  released. 

Sir  Isaac  Neivton's  Puzzle  {Versified). 

Ingeuions  artist,  pray  disclose 
How  I  nine  trees  may  so  dispose 
Tliat  just  ten  rows  sliall  planted  be 
And  every  row  contain  just  three. 

Here  is  the  solution  of  this  problem : — 


IV. — ANAGRAMS. 

Florence  Nightingale. 
This  name,  so  dear  to  all  Englishmen  from 
its  owner's  unselfish  labours  in  the  allevia- 
tion of  suffering  during  the  Crimean  War,  is 
by  transposition  of  the  letters  formed  into 
the  charmingly  appropriate  line  :— 

Flit  on,  cheering  angel  : 

Lord  Nelson. 
Our  greatest  naval  hero  in  the  letters  of 
his  name,  Horatio  Nelson,  finds  a  peculiarly 
fitting  motto  :  Honor  est  a  Nilo  ! 

By  Cable. 

The  telegraph  is  no  doubt,  as  its  anagram 
affirms,  Great  Help  to  us  nineteenth-century 
folk.  ^ 
Notes  and  Queries. 

This  is  the  name  of  a  clever  periodical ; 
and  you  may  note  that  the  queerest  thing 
about  the  anagram  is  its  appropriateness— 
0,  send  in  a  request ! 

Ursa  Major. 
The  famous  doctor,  John  Abernethy,  had 
a  brusque  manner  that  often  gave  great 
offence,  and  his  name,  singularly  enough, 
bears  transposition  into  Johnny  tlie  Bear. 


V.  FUNNIOSITIES. 

A  True  Friend. 
If  your  uncle's  sister  is  not  your  aunt, 
what  relationship  does  she  bear  to  you  ? 


She's  your  mother,  stupid,  and  the  best 
friend  you  ever  had  ! 

Obvious, 

Why  does  a  donkey  prefer  a  thistle  to  a 
cherry  tart '? 

Because  he  is  an  ass,  of  course  ! 

Don't  yoxi  see  1 

If  I  purchase  four  cakes  for  a  penny,  and 
give  one  of  them  to  my  friend  Tommy 
Hardbake,  why  am  I  like  a  telescope  '? 

No  rival  to  Colenso  in  arithmetic  is  needed 
here,  for  even  Tommy  guessed  it  at  once  : — 
"  You  make  a  far-thing  present,"  said  he. 

Strange  Phenomena. 

"Eaining  cats  and  dogs  "  (the  latter  Sky[e]- 
terriers,  of  course  !)  is  not  so  severe  a  trial  to 
one's  feelings  as  hailing  omnibuses,  but  both 
are  surpassed  in  horrific  effect  upon  the 
nerves  when  shooting  "stars"  descend  upon 
the  heads  of  the  profession  at  a  Dramatic 
Garden  Party.    But  such  is  FUtc  ! 

"  Tabby  or  not  Tabby,  that  is  the  Ques- 
tion !  " 

Can  you  tell  me  why 
A  hypocrite's  eye 
Is  best  to  descry 
On  how  many  toes 
A  pussy-cat  goes  ? 

The  Ansioer  is : 
A  man  of  deceit 
Can  best  counterfeit ; 
And  so,  I  suppose, 
He  can  best  count  her  toes  ! 

The  Queen  of  the  Roses. 

The  rose  of  the  watering-pot  reigns  (rains) 
over  all  the  others  ! 

Affirmative. 

What- question  can  only  be  answered  by 
saying  "  Yes  "  ? 

What  does  YES  spell? 

Variety  is  charming. 

Thackeray's  definition  of  the  difference 
between  young  and  other  ladies  was  : 
"  The  first  are  happy  and  careless ; 
The  —  others,  cappy  and  hairless." 


Finis. 

"  A  cat  has  its  claws  at  the  end  of  its  paws  ; 
A   comma,  its  pause  at  the  end   of  its 
clause." 

A  Rural  Address. 
WOOD    1     which,      (  John  Underwood, 


JOHN  .  interpreted, 
HANTS  J  reads 


Andover, 
Hants. 


"  All  a-growin' !  " 

A  gentleman  named  Lee  planted  a  lane 
with  lilacs,  and  a  literary  young  lady  aired 
her  poesy  and  alliterative  ability  anent  it 
thus : — 

"  Let  lovely  lilacs  line  Lee's  lonely  lane." 
Here  the  letter  1  not  only  begins  every 
word,  but  every  syllable. 

Joan  of  Arc. 

What  was  this  heroine  made  of  ? 
Maid  of  Orleans,  of  course  ! 

WJiat  a  fall  ivas  there  ! 

What  will  it  be  against — 

If  by  chance  a  man  falls 
From  the  top  of  St.  Paul's  ? 

Against  his  inclination,  no  doubt ! 

Very  deaf ! 

"  There  was  an  old  woman,  and  she  was 
as  deaf  as  a  post." 

Some  ingenious  youth  was  requested  to 
make  the  above  sentence  into  two  measured 
lines,  which  would  rhyme  and  scan  without 
changing  the  words.  He  did  so  admirably, 
thus : — 

"  There  was  an  old  woman,  and  she 
Was  deaf  as  a  P  O  S  T." 

Laconic. 

The  Duke  of  Y'ork,  desirous  of  advancing 
the  interests  of  a  son  of  the  Earl  of  Harring- 
ton, wrote  to  a  Church  dignitary  : — 

"  Dear  Cork  !  Ordain  Stanhope  !  Yours 
York  !  " 

He  received  an  equally  brief  rejoinder  from 
the  Irish  Bishop  : — 

"  Dear  York  !  Stanhope's  ordained  ! 
Yours  Cork  !  " 

(the  end.) 


FIRST  STEPS  m  PHOTOGRAPHY. 

By  K.  a.  E.  Bennett,  b..\.  oxon., 

Author  of  "  Photographic  Developer"  ^' Hints  on  Toiling;'  etc.,  etc. 


Now  suppose  you  have  been  taking  a  build- 
mg  which  is  naturally  upright,  you 
must  take  care  to  get  the  vertical  lines 
parallel  with  the  vertical  sides  of  the  plate, 
or,  when  it  comes  to  be  trimmed,  the  pr.ut 
will  look  all  awry.  But,  unfortunately,  this 
IS  not  all  the  difficulty,  for  supposing  you 
are  using  a  "  wide-angle  "  lens— which  you 
will  have  to  do  if  your  building  is  in  a  con- 
fined position  and  you  cannot  get  far  from 
it— you  will  find  that  in  order  to  get  it  all  in 
the  right  way  you  will  have  to  swing  the 
back,  or  move  up  the  rising  front,  or  tilt  the 
camera.  Now,  if  you  do  this,  the  result  will 
be  most  undesirable  :  for  when  you  come  to 
look  at  the  picture  you  will  find  all  the  lines 
are  askew,  one  side  leaning  in  and  another 
leaning  towards  it,  so  as  to  give  a  most 
unusual  effect.  This  must  obviously  be 
remedied  somehow,  and  it  is  here  that  we 
want  the  "swing-back,"  which  all  cameras 


should  have.  We  also  want  a  level,  and  w-e 
proceed  thus,  we  first  get  the  camera  at  such 
a  distance  that  our  wide-angle  lens,  will  get 
in  all  we  want ;  we  then  focus ;  we  then 
swing  the  back  until  the  level  shows  that  the 
back  is  vertical ;  and  finally  we  have  to  put 
in  stops  until  we  get  the  picture,  which 
during  the  last  performance  will  have  got 
very  indistinct,  clear  again,  and  we  then 
take  it.  I  have  given  the  method  in  full,  as 
it  is  a  difficult  thing  to  use  the  swing-back 
the  first  time  correctly. 

I -made  mention  in  these  last  instructions 
of  a  "  wide-angle  "  lens.  If  you  can  manage 
it  you  ought  to  have  two  lenses,  one  what  is 
called  a  "  Eapid  Eectilinear,"  and  the  other 
a  "  wide-angle."  For  optical  reasons,  into 
which  I  won't  enter  now,  the  former  is  the 
qui/cker  lens  of  the  two,  and  therefore  we 
use  it  when  we  are  taking  things  which  have 
to  be  taken  quickly — such  as  portraits,  and 


for  instantaneous  work.  It  also  has  the  ad- 
vantage of  giving  the  upright  lines  of  a  build- 
ing in  their  proper  position  under  more  try- 
ing circumstances  than  a  wide-angle  does, 
and  in  short  we  are  always  wanting  this 
lens,  so  if  you  can  only  have  one  let  it  be  of 
this  class.  But  all  its  advantages  go  for 
nothing  when  jon  are  posed  in  front  of  a 
large  building  which  for  some  reason  you 
particularly  wish  to  depict  on  your  plate,  but 
find,  when  you  have  got  as  far  off  as  sur- 
rounding obstacles  will  permit,  you  have 
only  a  small  portion  of  it  on  the  ground  glass. 
In  such  a  case  a  wide-angle  lens  is  im- 
peratively needed,  and  you  ought  therefore 
to  have  one  in  readiness  to  substitute  for 
the  Eapid  Eectilinear  when  necessary. 

With  respect  to  buying  lenses,  as  this  is 
far  and  away  the  most  important  item  in 
your  "  plant,"  take  care  to  get  it  from  a 
maker  who  is  well  known  in  the  trade  and 
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has  a  good  name.  At  one  time  the  "  Ojjtimus  " 
lenses  made  by  Perken  and  Eayment,  99 
Hatton  Garden,  E.G.,  were  ahnost  solus  on 
the  field  as  good,  and  at  the  same  time  cheap, 
lenses.  They  have  now  many  rivals  ;  Messrs. 
Beck  and  Sons,  of  Cornhill,  E.G.,  Messrs. 
Taylor,  Taylor  and  Hobson,  of  Slate  Street 

.  Works,  Leicester,  and  many  others  are 
high  in  popular  favour.  These  two  firms 
are  quite  in  the  front  for  good  and  cheap 
lenses  ;  if  you  are  in  that  happy  position  that 
"  price  is  no  object,"  by  all  means  go  in  for 
one  of  "Boss's"  or  "  Dallmeyer's,"  which 
you  can  get  through  any  dealer. 

I  have  now  brought  you  to  the  point  at 
which  the  picture  is  all  in  on  the  ground  glass, 
sharply  focussed,  and  waiting  to  be  taken. 
First  put  the  cap  on  the  lens  (take  care  not 
to  forget  it  when  you  pack  up  your  "  kit  "  on 
leaving  the  house)  and  then  take  the  slide 
out  from  its  cover  and  place  it  in  the  groove 
made  for  its  reception,  the  ground  glass 
being  removed  by  turning  over  the  top,  or 
pulling  out,  according  to  the  make  of  camera. 
In  some  of  the  high-class  cameras  the  slide 
does  not  have  to  be  pushed  in  the  whole 
length  of  the  groove,  during  which  operation 
there  is  a  danger  of  shaking  the  camera,  but 
is  fixed  by  inserting  the  bottom  in  the  groove 
and  then  sliding  it  only  about  half  an  inch. 
This  is  very  convenient.  Also  some  cameras 
have  a  catch  to  hold  the  end  of  the  slide 
tightly  while  the  shutter  is  being  withdrawn  ; 
if  yours  has  not  this  addition  you  must  take 
care  that  in  pulling  out  the  shutter  you  don't 
also  pull  out  the  slide  a  little  way,  and  so  let 
the  light  enter  when  the  shutter  has  been 
withdrawn,  and  thus  "  fog  "  the  plate  badly. 
I  have  seen  this  happen  several  times  in 
succession  to  an  experienced  hand  ;  of  course 
it  ruins  the  pictures. 

The  slide  having  been  inserted  and  the 
shutter  withdrawn,  the  exposure  has  now  to 
take  place.  This  is  a  simple  enough  opera- 
tion, but  you  will  find  nothing  that  will  tax 
your  intellect  more,  and  the  longer  you  work 
the  more  it  will  be  taxed  !  For  the  resulting 
picture  depends  entirely  on  the  length  of  ex- 
posure given  to  the  plate,  and  nothing  but 
long  experience  will  tell  you  how  long  that 
ought  to  be.  For  the  first  experiment,  if  it 
is  a  bright  sunny  day  and  you  are  using  the 
stop  of  your  lens  which  has  F/16  engraved 
on  it  (all  good  makers  mark  their  stops  now- 
adays), you  can  give  two  seconds'  exposure 
with  hope  of  a  good  negative.  Of  course 
this  is  quite  a  vague  shot,  as  I  cannot  tell  the 
conditions  of  light  in  which  you  are  working, 
but  I  must  give  you  a  sort  of  idea  how  long 
to  expose  your  first  effort.  You  had  better 
purchase  a  little  book  caUed  "  The  Practical 
Index  of  Photographic  Exposure "  from 
Messrs.  A.  E.  Wormald  and  Co.,  82  Bishops- 
gate  Within,  London,  E.G.,  which  will  cost 
you  eigJiteenpence,  but  will  give  you  many 
valuable  hints,  and  save  many  of  your 
pictures  from  being  failures.  Only  if  you 
are  in  any  difficulty,  always  orer-expose  your 
plate  rather  than  ^HicZcr-expose  it ;  for  the 
former  there  are  some  remedies  which  may 
save  it,  for  the  latter  there  are  practically 
none,  so  it  is  best  to  be  on  the  safe  side. 
The  exposure  of  each  stop  is  said  to  be  about 
double  that  of  the  one  the  next  size  larger 
than  it,  so  you  can  form  some  idea  from  that. 

When  the  exposure  is  completed  you 
return  the  cap  to  the  lens  (taking  care  not 
to  shake  the  caiuera  when  removing  or  re- 
turning the  cap,  and  keeping  the  cap  out  of 
the  way  of  the  front  of  the  lens  during  ex- 
posure) and  then  shut  the  slide.  The  slide 
has  now  to  be  removed  from  the  camera,  and 
conveyed  into  the  dark  room  again,  to  de- 
velop the  plate.  The  actual  details  of  this 
performance  I  will  give  for  the  benefit  of 
those  who  have  as  yet  not  performed  it,  but 

for  the  developers  I  must  ask  you  to  refer  to 


No.  630  (March  Part,  1891),  as  I  must  not 
take  up  space  by  recapitulating  what  I  said 
there.  One  correspondent,  however,  found 
fault  with  me  with  respect  to  that  paper,  for 
not  making  my  meaning  sufficiently  clear. 
The  simple  reason  was  that  I  didn't  mean 
that  paper  for  absolute  beginners;  but  as 
there  seems  to  be  so  many  who  want  in- 
structions in  the  first  steps,  that  is  the  reason 
I  have  written  this  one. 

I  will  suppose  that  you  are  using  the  sodic 
sulphite  developer,  for  which  I  gave  the 
formula  in  that  paper  ;  it  is  a  very  good  one 
for  beginners,  though  when  they  get  further 
on  they  can  choose  their  own.  The  for- 
mula is  to  be  made  up  as  given  on  page  302. 
With  respect  to  the  sodium  sulphite,  I  may 
remark  that  the  largest  crystals  you  can  get 
are  the  best,  and  that  this'  stuff  has  an  ob- 
jectionable habit  of  turning  into  sul^j/iate  of 
soda  when  kept  long  in  contact  with  air. 
The  sulphate  does  not  do  the  same  work  as 
the  sulphite,  and  retards  the  development 
very  much  more,  so  that  you  should  keep  the 
sulphite  in  a  tightly  stoppered  bottle.  The 
Bulphite  also  retards  the  development  of  the 
image  considerably,  and  therefore  you  should, 
perhaps,  not  use  it  for  instantaneous  work, 
but  it  has  many  advantages  for  a  beginner, 
and  I  have  therefore  chosen  it  for  an  ex- 
ample. 

The  developer  having  been  mixed,  we  pro- 
ceed in  the  following  way. 

First  pour  one  drachm  of  the  strong  solution 
into  a  two-ounce  measure,  and  fill  up  with 
water.  Now  take  the  three  dishes  and  place 
them  end  to  end  in  front  of  you,  the  end  one 
on  the  left  being  just  before  you.  Into  the 
right-hand  one,  c  (let  us  call  them  a,  b,  c, 
for  convenience),  pour  the  fixing  bath,  and 
into  the  centre  one,  b,  the  alum  bath,  which 
two  latter  are  made  as  I  will  tell  you  directly. 
Into  A,  pour  a  little  cold  water,  and  into  it  put 
the  plate,  first  giving  it  a  good  sweep  with 
the  camel's  hair  brush  to  remove  any  spots 
or  dirt.  It  must  be  left  in  the  water  for  two 
minutes,  and  you  must  take  care  that  it  is 
entirely  covered  while  in  the  water.  Mean- 
while you  can  pour  the  developer  out  of  the 
measure  into  the  cup,  and  stand  it  at  your 
right  hand,  ready  for  action.  At  the  end  of 
the  two  minutes,  pour  the  water  out  of  the 
dish  into  the  basin,  and  pour  the  developer 
out  of  the  cup  into  the  dish,  over  the  plate, 
taking  care  that  it  is  all  covered  again.  In 
this  solution  it  may  remain  while  you  are 
dropping,  very  carefully,  five  drops  out  of  the 
bottle  of  ammonia  solution  into  the  cup. 
When  this  has  been  done  the  developer  is 
poured  off  the  plate  into  the  cup  to  mix,  and 
then  returned  to  the  dish,  on  the  plate. 

Now  when  you  took  the  plate  out  of  the 
dark  slide,  you  probably  were  surprised  to 
find  that  its  surface  had  undergone  not  the 
slightest  change  from  what  it  was  when  you 
put  it  in.  It  remains  a  blank  while  in  the 
water  and  the  developer  the  first  time,  but 
Or:  adding  the  ammonia  and  pouring  the 
developer  back  again,  something  happens. 

Supposing  that  the  plate  has  been  properly 
exposed,  you  will  first  see  a  dull  shade  come 
over  one  part  of  the  picture,  while  the  other 
(I  am  supposing  you  have  taken  a  landscape 
with  some  sky  in  it)  remains  comparatively 
white.  Now  the  dark  portion  gradually 
becomes  blacker  and  blacker,  and  trees,  etc., 
grow  out  against  the  sky,  but  instead  of  being 
black,  they  are  white,  against  a  sky  which 
is  rapidly  getting  blacker  and  blacker.  The 
landscape  part,  meanwhile,  remains  much 
whitei',  but  gradually  details  begin  to  appear, 
and  the  forms  of  trunks  of  trees,  hedges, 
people,  etc.,  begin  to  be  apparent.  Eventu- 
ally, if  it  has  been  sufficiently  exposed,  the 
details  will  all  come  out  clear,  and,  for  a  few 
seconds,  a  pretty  picture,  when  you  have  got 
accustomed  to  the  reversal  of  the  lights  and 


shades,  which  you  will  soon  do,  will  be  before 
your  eyes.    But  if  you  took  it  out  of  the 
developer  now,  it  would  be  a  thin  negative 
and  give  a  wretched  print.    What  we  have 
to  do  is  to  leave  it  in  while  the  picture 
gradually  grows  darker  and  darker,  until 
nearly  all  the  details  have  gone,  and  left 
quite  a  dark   smudge  instead  of  a  clear 
picture.    Now  if  at  this  stage  you  hold  it  up 
to  the  light  and  look  through  it,  you  ought 
not  to  be  able  to  see  clearly  through  any  part 
of  it,  and  if  you  look  at  the  flame  of  your 
ruby  lamp,  you  ought  to  be  able  to  see  the 
flame  only  in  places  through  the  glass,  and 
where  the  shadows  are  deep  in  the  picture 
you  will  hardly  be  able  to  see  it  at  all.  Turn 
the  glass  over  and  look  at  the  reverse  side 
through  the  glass.  This  side  is  covered  with 
chloride  of  silver,  but      the  picture  is  well 
outlined  on  it,  and  appe,   ■tthrough  the  white 
appearance  at  the  back  of  the  film,  you  may 
rest  assured  that  all  is  right,  and  that  when 
you  come  to  fix  the  negative,  you  will  get  a 
nice  clear  image.    Only  don't  forget  to  leave 
it  in,  and  fall  into  a  mistake  which  beginners 
continually  make,  viz.,  of  taking  it  out  too 
soon,  when  it  ought  to  be  left  in  the  developer 
for  some  little  time  after  the  picture  has 
appeared  and  until  it  has  nearly  disappeared 
again. 

I  have  supposed,  as  I  said  above,  that  this 
negative  was  exposed  the  right  length  of  time. 
There  are  two  things  that  may  happen  to  it 
in  exposing — either  it  may  be  over-exposed 
or  it  may  be  imder-exposed.  If  it  is  very 
much  7mde?--exposed,  no  power  on  earth  can 
save  it,  so  you  may  as  well  throw  it  against 
the  nearest  wall,  and  not  leave  it  to  be  an 
eyesore  for  the  future.  But  if  it  is  a  good 
deal  o-yer-exposed,  it  can  be  reclaimed  by  a 
process  known  as  "intensification,"  which 
you  can  find  described  in  any  manual,  or  if 
you  purchase  a  bottle  of  "  Perfect  Intensifier  " 
from  the  Platinotype  Company,  29  South- 
ampton Eow,  High  Holborn,  W.C.,  you  will 
find  full  directions  how  to  use  it  on  the  bottle. 
I  must  reserve  hints  how  to  rectify  negatives 
for  a  paper  which  may  appear  in  the  future. 

But  if  only  moderately  under-  or  over- 
exposed you  can  save  the  negative  by  expert 
manipulation  while  you  are  developing  it,  by 
mixing  your  developer  accordingly.  Now  one 
of  two  things  will  happen  if  it  is  much  wrong 
either  way— either  all  the  picture  will  flash 
out  in  a  desperate  hurry  and  be  gone  "  like  a 
flash  of  greased  lightning,"  or  the  white  pai-ts 
will  steadily  refuse  to  get  dark  and  show  the 
details  of  the  picture,  however  long  you  go 
on  rocking  the  dish.  In  the  former  case  it 
was  ow?--exposed,  in  the  latter  case  it  was 
^(MfZer-exposed.  What  then  would  be  the 
difference  in  the  negatives?  I  daresay  you 
would  like  to  know.  Well,  the  under-exposed 
one  would  give  a  negative  with  most  appalling 
contrasts,  all  blacks  and  whites,  clear  glass 
and  heavy  shadows,  faces  with  black  eyes 
and  no  noses  visible,  dresses  apparently  made 
of  card,  with  no  flounces  and  furbelows  to 
charm  the  eye  of  the  feminine  beholder. 
But  the  over-exposed  plate  would  give  a 
picture  as  "flat"  and  uninteresting  as  the 
other  was  chalky  and  staring.  This  picture 
will  be  all  of  the  same  tints,  the  shadows 
will  hardly  be  visible,  and  the  scenic  effect  of 
the  landscape  will  be  practically  lost.  It  is 
evident,  therefore,  that  we  must  try  to  steer 
between  these  two  extremes.  Now  directly 
the  picture  begins  to  flash  out  in  a  hurry,  we 
pour  all  the  developer  off  into  the  cup  and 
pour  a  lot  of  water  over  the  plate,  which  stops 
its  little  game  while  we  take  time  to  consider. 
We  can  either  mix  up  some  fresh  developer, 
only  using  half  the  quantity  of  ammonia 
solution,  or  we  can  put  in  half  an  ounce  more 
water  to  weaken  it,  and  add  about  twenty 
drops  of  the  bromide  of  potassium  solution 
given  on  page  301.    These  two  together  will 
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retard  the  too  vigorous  action  of  the  developer, 
and  you  can  now  pour  off  the  water  and  add 
the  developer  once  more,  when  matters  ought 
to  proceed  regularly,  and  the  negative  to  be 
a  success.  Obviously,  when  you  have  reason 
to  believe  that  a  certain  negative  is  over- 
exposed you  can  begin  with  less  ammonia 
solution  in  the  developer,  but,  as  a  rule,  five 
drops  is  about  right.  If  the  picture  takes  too 
long  coming  out  after  adding  the  water  and 
bromide,  add  a  few  more  drops  of  ammonia, 
always  mixing  it  in  the  cup  and  returning  it 
to  the  dish. 

Now  for  the  other  side  of  the  question. 
This  is  easily  settled,  because  if  the  picture 
will  not  come  out  you  can't  make  it.  The 
only  way  is  to  keep  adding  five  drops  of  am- 
monia at  intervals  of  about  two  minutes 
until  it  does  come  out,  but  if  badly  under- 
exposed it  requires  so  much  that  the  excess 
of  it  will  "  fog  "  the  emulsion  and  render  the 
picture  hopelessly  bad.  By  adding  the  am- 
monia very  slowly  and  giving  a  long  time 
between  each  addition,  keeping  the  plate 
rocking  all  the  time,  it  is  possible  to  save  the 
plate,  as  this  is  the  way  that  instantaneous 
exposures  are  developed,  but  with  slow  ex- 
posures it  is  hardly  worth  the  trouble  unless 
you  cannot  take  the  subject  again  with  the 
correct  exposure.  You  will  find  some  more 
hints  on  this  point  in  the  paper  on  "De- 
velopers." My  main  reason  in  giving  you 
these  hints  is  to  show  you  what  is  meant  by 
"under"  and  "over-exposure,"  and  what  you 
are  to  do  when  you  are  confronted  with 
them. 

The  remainder  of  the  process  is  easy. 
The  plate  coming  out  of  the  developer  is 
washed  thoroughly  and  placed  in  the  alum 
bath  (alum  2  ounces,  water  10  ounces)  for 
two  minutes,  then  washed  again  thoroughly 
and  placed  in  the  fixing  bath  (hyposulphite 
of  soda  1  ounce,  water  4  ounces)  until  the 
white  appearance  on  the  back  of  the  plate 
has  entirely  disappeared.  When  it  has 
nearly  gone  you  can,  if  you  wish,  take  it  out 
into  the  light,  which  will  not  hurt  it  now, 
but  it  must  be  left  in  the  fixing  bath  for  some 
time — say  five  minutes— after  it  appears  to 
have  lost  all  the  white  appearance  on  the 
back.  It  is  then  taken  out  and  well  washed 
(preferably  in  running  water)  for  half  an  hour, 
after  which  it  is  dried  by  being  put  on  end  in  a 
"drying  rack,"  which  you  can  purchase 
cheaply,  or  with  a  little  ingenuity  construct 
for  yourself  with  some  grooved  wood.  On  no 
account  attempt  to  print  it  until  it  is 
thoroughly  dry,  or  it  will  be  irretrievably 
ruined. 

There  is  one  way  of  telling  when  it  is  fit 
to  print  which  never  fails.  If  the  finger  is 
lightly  passed  over  the  film  side  when  it 
is  thought  to  be  dry,  it  will  be  found  that  it 
glides  easily  over  the  surface  wherever  it  is 
entirely  free  from  moisture,  but  if  any  part 
is  in  the  least  damp  the  finger  will  find  an 
obstruction  there,  and  will  not  glide  over  it. 
Until  the  whole  surface  is  entirely  free  from 
any  such  points  it  is  simply  madness  to  print 
it,  however  anxious  you  may  be  to  do  so. 
When  it  is  perfectly  dry  you  can  print  it  at 
once,  whether  it  has  only  taken  ten  minutes 
to  dry  in  the  sun,  or  many  days  in  cold  wea- 
ther. You  must  not  put  it  near  the  fire  to 
dry,  or  you  will  ruin  it,  but  it  can  be  dried  in 
a  warm  room. 

If  you  have  carried  out  my  instructions  I 
hope  your  first  negative  will  be  a  decided 
success,  clear  and  sharp  as  to  the  focussing, 
and  bright  and  "plucky"  as  to  the  image. 
If  any  beginner  finds  himself  in  difficulties, 
and  wants  to  know  what  is  wrong  with  his 
negative,  I  will  help  him  if  he  will  take  a 
print  from  it  and  send  it  to  me  through  the 
editor,  if  he  cannot  get  help  nearer  at  hand, 
which  nowadays  one  can  generally  do. 
(the  end.) 


OUR  OPEN  COLUMN. 


A  Cabavax  Trip. 

Of  all  the  characteristics  of  this  nineteenth  century 
of  ours,  perhaps  the  chief  is  the  love  of  something  novel 
or  out  of  the  common.  The  want  of  it,  no  doubt,  would 
be  a  great  loss  to  us  as  a  nation,  for  it  would  lead  to  a 
general  feeling  of  satisfaction  with  things  as  thev  are. 
It  is  in  deference  to  tliis  feeling  that  I  venture  to  chroni- 
cle a  few  e-xperiencesderived  from  an  uncommon,  though 
not  novel,  tour  through  some  of  the  southern  counties. 

One  spring  a  friend  suggested  that  I  should  join  him 
and  some  others  in  a  caravan  trip-a  homely  method 
of  procedure,  but  an  excellent  one  for  seeing  tlie  coun- 
try and  the  folk  that  dwell  therein.  Needless  to  say,  I 
at  once  acquiesceil,  and  in  the  July  we  started  from  a 
small  village  in  North  Sussex.  The  party  consisted 
nominally  of  three— one,  an  artist ;  but  at  times  we 
were  only  two,  at  others  four.  In  addition  there  were, 
of  course,  the  horse— a  strong,  serviceable  animal,  but 
hardly  one  for  use  in  Hyde  Park— and  the  dog,  an 
Airedale  terrier,  and  a  good  watch-dog. 

Our  outfit  was  as  simple  and  as  small  as  possible  ; 
chiefly  flannels  ;  though  a  tweed  suit  is  necessary,  and 
a  heavy  overcoat  or  driving  mackintosh  for  bad  weather. 
The  equipage  was  an  ordinary  gipsy  van,  and  con- 
tained a  stove  in  one  corner  where  all  our  cooking  was 
done  ;  and  while  on  the  road  we  never  had  a  meal 
which  we  had  not  cooked  ourselves,  except  at  the  in- 
vitation of  friendly  farmers.  To  the  roof  were  fastened 
hooks  from  which  we  suspended  a  couple  of  folding 
hammocks  as  beds— the  third  and  fourth  were  always 
reposing  on  the  floor.  We  adopted  this  plan  and  did 
not  carry  a  tent  in  order  to  save  weight,  for  the  roads 
are  hilly,  and  in  summer-time  likely  to  be  in  a  bad 
condition.  Stools  for  us  to  sit  upoii  and  a  flap-table 
fastened  to  the  side  finish  tlie  internal  arrangements  ; 
our  baggage  always  being  in  the  rack  at  the  rear. 
Thus  arranged  we  were  ready  to  start. 

The  van  had  already  been  conveyed  to  Crawley,  in 
Sussex,  where  we  assembled  and  made  our  first  day's 
journey  in  brilliant  July  weather.  We  took  any  course 
that  fancy  dictated,  and  at  night-time  we  halted  in 
fields  by  the  roailside.  Here  let  me  say  that  we  experi- 
enced the  greatest  kindness  and  courtesy  from  the 
farmers  ;  for  never  once  did  we  have  a  refusal  when 
we  asked  for  leave  to  spend  the  night  on  a  farm,  nor 
did  we  get  a  rough  word  from  any  one.  On  many  occa- 
sions we  were  supplied  with  food— such  as  butter  and 
milk — without  any  charge,  and  once  especially  we  were 
entertained  right  royally'.  This  farmer,  a  good  speci- 
men of  the  British  yeoman,  on  our  arrival  insisted  that 
we  should  come  iiidoors  and  smoke  a  pipe  with  him. 
The  pipe  was  continued  till  supper-time,  when  we 
joined  the  family  at  their  evening  meal ;  and  after- 
wards music,  etc.,  lasted  till  two  a.ii.  I  Our  horse  was 
given  a  good  feed  of  corn  in  the  morning,  and  w'e  were 
constrained  to  stay  another  day.  Strange  to  say,  that 
though  the  feature  of  that  farm  was  its  magnificent 
herd  of  cows,  yet  we  could  only  get  just  enough  milk 
for  our  wants.  It  seems  that  dairy  companies  buy  up 
the  farmers  and  so  prevent  them  from  having  inuch 
milk  on  the  premises.  It  was  interesting  to  learn  the 
work  that  has  to  be  done  before  the  milk  is  ready  for 
our  breakfasts.  Among  other  things  it  has  all  to  be 
cooled  to  a  certain  temperature,  which  necessitates  a 
constant  and  plentiful  supply  of  cold  water,  and  this 
alone  gives  a  lot  of  trouble  before  the  milk  is  ready  for 
transit. 

We  made  our  way  from  Crawley  through  Horsham 
to  Chiddingfold  in  Surrey,  where  we  indidged  in  a 
little  trout  fishing.  Thence  through  Haslemere  and 
Petersfield  to  Alresford  in  Hampshire,  where  we  stayed 
for  a  day  or  two  to  see  the  grand  old  cathedral  city  of 
Winchester,  with  its  fascinating  historic  interest— the 
Hound  Table  of  King  Arthur,  St.  Catherine's  Hill  and 
the  Butter  Cross,  and  the  ancient  foundation  of 
St.  Cross.  Further  west  we  did  not  go,  but  returned  by 
the  estates  of  the  Tichborne  family  to  Petersfield,  and 
then  keeping  to  the  southward  through  Midhurst  to 
Petworth,  and  thence  back  again  to  Chiddingfold,  where 
we  separated  after  a  thoroughly  enjoyable  outing. 

We  came  into  contact  in  Sussex  with  the  much- 
abused  race  of  tramps.  One  farmer,  who  gave  ns  a 
place  in  his  yard,  made  a  practice  of  allowing  such 
men  to  sleep"  in  the  barns,  etc.  This  we  were  told 
shoi'tly  before  we  retired  ;  and  we  accordingly  prepared 
to  meet  the  invaders.  Soon  the  dog  gave  an  ominous 
growl,  which  rapidly  became  a  savage  barking ;  and 
loading  our  only  revolver,  we  resolved  to  sell  our  lives 
and  property  dearly  1  Issuing  from  our  cover  we 
advanced  to  meet  four  rough-looking  men  climbing 
over  the  gate,  and  hostilities  began  with  an  exchange 
of  courtesies.  "Good  evening!"  "Good  evening!" 
was  replied  in  a  gruff  tone.  "  Do  you  sleep  here  ?  " 
was  our  next  query.  "  Yes,"  came  the  answer.  "So 
do  we ;  but  I  suj)pose  we  shall  not  interfere  with  each 
other.  Good  night."  And  so  we  separated,  to  dream 
of  robbery  and  theft,  and  to  wake  up  next  morning  to 
find  all  safe  and  the  invailers  gone.  I  wonder  whether 
the  bad  name  that  the  tramp  has  may  be  accounted 
for  by  the  inhospitable  treatment  so  often  experienced 
by  tliese  men.  Should  we  not  all  act  in  a  more  Chris- 
tian-like spirit  were  we  to  treat  them  as  fellow-men, 
and  not  as  violent  and  dangerous  characters.  I  for 
one  do  not  believe  that  those  who  would  do  this 
would  be  the  losers  in  any  way  whatever. 

It  was  shortly  after  our  encounter  with  the  tramps 
that  we  saw  one  of  those  pretty  incidents  of  country 
life  — a  wild  animal  in  a  state  of  absolute  tameness. 
This  was  a  squirrel,  and  it  was  exceedingly  pretty  to 


see  the  affectionate  way  it  ran  about  its  mistress's 
dress.  The  animal  was  thoroughly  happv,  and  did  not 
seem  at  all  to  mind  being  confi"ned  and  not  free  to 
roam  at  its  own  sweet  wiU, 

Our  faithful  hound  played  me  a  nice  trick  once,  when 
after  a  walk  we  found  that  either  we  must  go  back  a 
mile  or  two,  or  else  swim  a  river.  We  cliose  the  latter 
alternative,  and  I  volunteered  to  take  the  clotljes.  Tlie 
first  journey  was  performed  in  safety,  but  being  a  bit 
tired— as  it  is  tiring  to  swim  holding  a  parcel  on 
one's  head— I  sank  lower  in  the  water.  Tlie  dog,  wish- 
ing, no  doubt  to 

save  the  clothes,  made  a  jumpfurihem, 
resting  on  my  shoulder.  !  His  weight  combined  with 
my  laughter  sank  me  for  the  minute,  buti  maiia^'cd  to 
struggle  on,  and  reached  the  bank  without  further 
mishap  to  myself.  The  dog,  however,  was  so  y.leaseil 
to  see  us  once  more  on  terra  flrma  that  he  promptly 
began  to  carry  off  the  clothes  into  the  field. 

Such  are  one  or  two  incidents  in  a  most  enjovable 
trip,  I  would  certainly  go  again  if  I  had  the  chance, 
and  I  heartily  recommend  others  to  make  up  a  jiarty 
and  test  in  a  practical  manner  the  life  led  by  that  fast- 
dying-out  race- the  gipsies. 


"Work,  WHn.E  Ye  hjcte  the  Light." 

Ce,\seless  movement,  ebb  and  flow 

O'er  Time's  restless  sea  ; 
Mortals  born  to  come  and  go ; 

Life  an  hour  for  me  and  thee  ; 

Life  with  all  its  splendid  things — 
Dreams  of  good  and  noble  deeds. 

Life  and  love  divine  and  free  ; 

All  the  glory  that  life  brings  I 
Yet  upon  the  distance  know 

Death  awaits  both  thee  and  me  : 
God  has  ordered  so. 

Seems  this  sad  in  contemplation  ? 

Feel  you,  thus,  opprest 
By  that  sad  and  dread  relation — 
Life  with  death  its  consummation  ? 

Long  you  so  for  rest  ? 
Eest  is  sweet,  but  life  means  labour 

For  that  very  rest  we  love  ; 
And  more  precious  will  the  rest  be, 
And  more  joyotis  will  the  zest  be 

lu  a  crown  for  work  irell  finished 
Somewhere  far  above, 

Edward  He.nry  Bi^^xexey. 


OUR  NOTE-BOOK. 

A  Hint  or  two  to  Emigeants. — "  An  old 
Boy  "  reader  of  the  "  B.  O.  P."  writes  to  us  : 
"  I  have  noticed  several  questions  in  your 
paper  about  the  Colonies.    Perhaps  you  will 
kindly  allow  me,  as  one  of  your  readers  ink 
Canada,  to  give  those  boys  who  think  of| 
coming  out  to  this  grand  country  a  few- 
practical  hints.    First,  I  would  strongly  urge 
parents  not  to  send  their  sons  out  as  pupils  to 
farmers  who  advertise  through  the  papers  or 
through  their  friends.    As  a  general  rule  the 
farm-pupilage  system  is  a  fraud.    In  many 
cases  the  young  men  do  not  feel  called  upon  to 
work  hard,  as  they  know  that  their  parents 
are  paying  liberally — too  liberally — for  their 
board;  in  other  cases  the  "pupil"  has  to  do 
the  most  unpleasant  and  menial  tasks  on  the 
farm,  and  his  parent  is  paying  for  his  son  to 
have  the  privilege  of  acting  as  hired  man. 
If,  when  a  parent  decides  to  send  his  son  to 
the  North  West,  he  would  get  letters  of 
recommendation  to  some  clergyman  in  the 
district  to  which  his  son  is  going,  give  him 
some  pocket  money,  and  let  him  hire  out  to 
some  practical  Canadian  farmer,  the  result 
would  be  far  more  satisfactory  in  every  way. 
The  premium  would  be  saved— and  might  be 
added  to  any  further  sum  which  the  father 
intended  to  give  his  boy  to  start  him  on  his 
own  homestead.    The  young  man  himself 
would  have  learnt  far  more  than  m  the  other 
way :  he  would   have  contracted  no  idle 
habits,  he  would  have  a  real,  practical  know- 
ledge of  farming,  and  he  would  have  a  hun- 
dred per  cent,  more  chances  of  success  than 
if  he  had  been  a  pupil.    Secondly,  I  would 
impress  on  all  vour  readers  the  great  advan- 


tage,  the  incalculable  advantage,  of  knowing 
some  trade  to  those  coming  to  a  new  country. 
Canada  can  provide  all  her  own  clerks,  etc., 
but  joiners,  mechanics,  etc.,  can  command 
good  wages.  It  is  always  a  good  thing  to 
have  a  trade  at  one's  finger  ends.  This  is  a 
grand  country  for  those  who  have  only  a 
small  capital  and  ivho  are  loilling  to  work. 
Settlers  are  wanted  on  the  North  West,  but 
they  must  be  of  the  right  sort.  We  want 
fellows  with  plenty  of  pluck,  who  will  not  be 
discouraged  by  the  first  failure ;  men  who 
will  '  play  up  '  hard  in  the  fight  for  success. 
Let  no  one  come  out  who  is  expecting  an 
easy  time,  '  a  soft  snap  '  as  Canadians  call 
it;  they  will  not  find  .t  in  a  new  country." 


CHESS. 

Problem  No.  272. 

By  C.  A.  GiLBFJtG. 


I  BLACK. 


abode,  fgh 


abode  f 


I  WIllTls.  I  4+0  =  11  pil-CUi. 

Wliite  to  play,  and  mate  in  three  (3)  moves. 


Gilberg's  Problems. 

The  title  "  Crumbs  from  the  Chess  Board  : 
A  selection  from  the  problems  composed  by 
Charles  A.  Gilberg.  New  York.  1890"— 
is  hardly  good  enough  for  a  collection  of  200 
fine  problems  by  a  well-known  composer, 
and  we  know  from  the  author  himself  that 
in  a  probable  second  edition  he  intends  to 
Kive  a  more  appropriate  title  to  his  book. 
The  work  is  particularly  beautiful,  as  it  is 
printed  in  four  colours  :  the  fine  portrait  of 
the  author  and  the  preface  are  black,  the 
squares  pale  green,  the  white  men  red,  and 
the  black  men  blue.  We  know  of  no  other 
work  on  chess  in  which  the  diagrams  appear 
in  three  colours,  for  Kling's  Chess  Euclid, 
London,  1849,  shows  the  214  diagrams  in 
two  colours  (blue  and  red).  Gilberg's  forty 
two-movers  show  as  much  variety  of  play  as 
the  three-movers,  Nos.  41  to  120 ;  and  the 
four-movers,  Nos.  121  to  140,  are  equally 
pretty  and  difficult.  The  five-movers,  eight 
in  number,  are  appreciated  still  more ;  and 
the  self-mates,  Nos.  149  to  176,  in  from  two 
to  nineteen  moves,  are  even  more  delightful 
to  a  lover  of  the  art.  Then  follow  "  Fanta- 
sies and  four-fold  mates,"  several  in  the 
shape  of  letters  displaying  a  large  amount 
of  skill.  It  is  exceedingly  difficult  to  make 
a  fine  problem  in  the  shape  of  a  letter ;  and 
our  author,  like  some  other  composers,  has 
sometimes  overstepped  the  rule  of  employing 
every  piece  in  the  solution,  by  introducing 
some  of  the  pieces  merely  for  the  purpose 
of  forming  the  letter.  No.  59  appears  on 
the  above  diagram,  and  No.  151  follows 
here  as 


Problem  No.  273. 

White,  K— K  B  sq. ;  Q-K  Kt  5;  E— 
Q  E  6;  B— K  Kt  2;  Kt-Q-sq.;  P— 
Q  Kt  3.  Black,  K-K  4  ;  Bs— Q  K  7  and 
K  E  7 ;  Kt— K  B  4 ;  Ps— Q  5,  K  B  7,  and 
K  Kt  6.  White  to  play,  and  compel  Black 
to  mate  in  two  moves. 

No.  178,  in  the  form  of  an  anchor,  called 
"Hope,"  is  this  well-constructed  stratagem: 

Problem  No.  274. 

White.  K-Q  5  :  Q  -Q  0  ;  R— K  0  ;  B-K  B  6  :  Kt— 
Qsq. ;  P— y  Kt-  2.  Bla.'k,  K— Q  C;  R-Q  Kt  3  ;  B— 
g  R  6  ;  Kt— K  7  ;  Ps— Q  B  7,  Q  i',  Q  5.  y  7,  K  B  3, 
K  B  7,  and  K  Kt  G.  Kitlier  party  to  play,  and  mate,  or 
force  self-mate,  in  two  moves. 

Gilberg's  book  is  Ko.  67  in  tlie  list  of  collections  by 
authors  (see  vol.  xiii.  p.  127,  and  vol.  xii.  p.  112).  The 
fifty-seven  hooks  are  in  six  languases.  namely  thirty- 
eight  Englisli,  twelve  German,  tliree  French,  two 
Italian,  one  Swedish,  and  one  Russian.  The  national 
collections  in  Danish,  Bohemian,  etc.,  were  mentioned 
in  vol.  xi.  p.  00. 


OUR  PRIZE  COMPETITIONS. 

(Thirteenth  Series.) 


Music. 

IN  announcing  this  subject  {vide  p.  61  of 
the  current  volume)  we  wrote,  it  will  be 
remembered — 

We  once  more  offer,  as  during  several  previous  years. 
Two  PuiZE.s,  of  Tu-o  Guineas  and  One  Guinea  respec- 
tively, fertile  bestmusical  setting,  with  organ  or  piano- 
forte acconjpaniment,  of  any  of  the  verses  appearing  in 
our  last  volume  (Voh  XII.),  or  in  the  Extra  Summer  and 
Cliristmas  Parts  of  1890.  There  will  be  two  classes 
only  (not  including  the  "  Over-age  "  class),  the  Junior 
embracing  all  ages  up  to  18,  and  the  Senior  from  18 
to  24. 

SE.vion  Divisiox  (ages  18  to  24). 
First  Pi  i:e~Ttco  Guineas. 

S.  H.  TiTMisoN-  (aged  23),  37,  Lavender  Sweep,  Clapham 
Junction,  s.w. 

Extra  Prize—Ualf-a-Guinea. 
G.  Malin-  (aged  21),  Stretton-under-Fosse,  Rugby. 

CEHTIFICVTES  (Highly  Commended). 

4  C.   BnoAN-,  30,  Blantyre   Street,    King's  Road, 

Chelsea. 

5  D.iviD  H.  Dodge,  20,  JIarket  Hill,  Cambridge. 

CERTIFICATES. 

G  Carl  Brinlev,  47,  Woodstock  Road,  Finsbury 
Park,  N'. 

7  C.  E.  CRA'S'^LEy,  C7,  Buckingham  Road,  Brighton. 

8  W.  J.  PuxLEN,  173,  Bridge  Street,  Northampton. 

10  J.  A.  Lawsox,  Ivy  House,  13,  Cross  Green,  Otlev, 

Yorks. 

11  B.  F.  Thomas,  4,  James  Place,  Babbicombe,  Tor- 

quay. 

14  A.  T.  PoYSER,  Craiglea,  Cameron  Crescent,  Dalkeith 

Road,  Edinburgh. 

15  W.  C.  H.  Darley,  91,  Regency  Street,  Westminster. 

18  F.  S.  Bexxett,  16,  Tavern  Street,  Ipswich. 

19  G.  H.  GiPFORD  (over-age)  24,  Albert  Road,  Dover. 

2U  James  Sharrott,  Baddesley  Ensor,  Atherstone, 
Warwickshire. 

24  Herbert  Horxer,  Alexandra  Road,  Sherwood  Rise, 
Nottingham. 

20  Arthur  W.  Saltox,  52,  Chalk  Farm  Road,  Haver- 

.stock  Hill,  x.w. 

27  J.  Mozart  Clark,  82,  Rye  Hill,  Newcastle-on- 

Tyne. 

28  L.  G.  Carvalho,  Florence  Hall,  Falmouth. 

29  W.  J.  Smith,  17,  Chelsham  Road,  Clapham,  s.w. 

30  JosERH  F.  Love,  82,  Welbourue  Road,  Totten- 

ham, X. 

31  J.  J.  Cl-lley,  7,  JIalveru   Terrace,  Park  Lane, 

Tottenharm. 


38  E.  P.  L.  NoiiTii,  3,  Surrey  Lane  South,  Battersea. 

39  H.  M.  Duxstax,  50,  Aronmore  Road,  West  Ken- 

sington. 

40  A.  F.  Bexxle,  Hcathside,  Perry  Rise,  Forest  Hill, 

S.E. 

41  X.  ilcGiFFix,  40,  Fitzwilliam  Street,  Belfast. 


Jl-xior  Division  (all  ages  up  to  18). 

Prize — One  Guinea. 

3  GusT.WE  Vox  HoLST  (aged  10),  40,  Landsdown 
Crescent,  Cheltenham. 

certificates— FIRST  CL.iSS. 

9  A.  W.  Fisher,  lOn,  Jlontague  Street,  Worthing. 

12  Tho.m.\s  Booth,  15,  Vernon  Street,  Bolton,  Lanes. 

13  Yiolet  Stiller,  Barton  House,  Canterbury. 

16  P.  N.  Edmoxds,  New  Mills  Court,  Stroud,  Glos. 

17  A.  J.  Tattam,  40,  Padwcll  Road,  Southampton. 

21  W.  M.  Y.  Hurlstoxe,  5,  Belgrave  Road,  Soutli 

Norwood. 

22  J.  C.  Haike,  11,  St.  Hilda  Street,  Beverley  Road, 

Hull. 

23  G.  N.  ME.^.CiIEX,  287,  Amliurst  Road,  Stoke  New- 

ington. 

25  H.  C.  WiLSOX,  30,  Ashbourn  Road,  Derby. 

32  Rose  Smith,  103,  Queen's  Road,  Chcetham,  Man- 

chester. 

33  Edgar  Pascoe,  O^r,  Orchard  Street  Buildings,  West- 

minster. 

31  Elsce  T.  Rich ardsox,  Cliestnut  Grove,  New  Maiden , 
Surrey. 

35  Terxon  W.  Barfoud,  Glynfyllyn,  Wokingham, 
Berks. 

30  E.  A.  Taylor,  JIoss  Grove,  Kingswinford,  near 
Dudley. 

37  J.  Hbixke,  115,  Monton  Road,  Eccles,  Manchester. 

41  H.       Plummer,  04,  Buckingham  Road,  Kings- 

land,  .X. 

42  George  Riley,  Station  Road,  Chadwell  Heath, 

Essex. 

43  F.  H.  Smith,  14,  Basing  Road,  Netting  Hill. 


SECOXD  class. 
A.  W.  Abdey,  7,  Connaught  Terrace,  Hove,  Sussex. 

E.  J.  Cattell,  20,  Union  Road,  Hills  Road,  Cam- 
bridge. 

Alfred  Chatfleld,  77,  Finchley  Road,  South  Hump- 
stead,  x.w. 

C.  E.  F.  JOHXSTCX,   Goshen   House,  Morningside, 
Edinburgh. 

Hexry  Lymx,  25,  Newton  Terrace,  Bishop  Hill,  Yor]^. 

Douglas  Price,  5,  Pakenliam  Road,  Edgbaston,  Bir- 
mingham. 

Chas.  Rembges,  57,  Pousonby  Place,  s.w.  / 

Fred  Swift,  4,  New  Road,  Walton-le-Da'.c,  near 
Preston. 

H.  W.  Thorxe,  5,  Bells  Inn,  Eastry,  near  Dover. 


*„,*  In  this  competition  fewer  songs  were 
sent  in  than  usual,  but,  taking  them  all  to- 
gether, the  average  of  good  work  was  higher 
— there  were  not  so  many  vcryha.A  attempts, 
while  there  were  more  good,  some  very  good, 
attempts.  The  first  prize  song,  the  com- 
position of  a  frequent  competitor,  is  exceed- 
ingly good,  with  one  defect — that  of  the 
too  frequent  repetition  of  a  certain  figure. 
Another  mistake,  which  spoils  one  or  two 
otherwise  good  compositions,  is  a  lack  of 
judgment  in  writing  for  the  voice,  that,  in 
these  cases,  most  important  part  of  the  song 
being  utterly  unsingable.  We  would  ask 
competitors  in  future  to  write  their  music  on 
the  ordinary  music-paper  readj'-ruled  for  use; 
as  the  endeavours  to  manufacture  their  own 
music-paper  are  almost  invariably  failures, 
and  add  considerably  to  the  task  of  adjudi- 
cation. 


^3^  ¥iie  Soy'^  Owil  Papef. 


A  Student. — 1.  A  kettle  sings  when  the  water  gets 
}iot  because  the  little  bubbles  of  steam  forming  on 
the  bottom  of  the  kettle  rush  up  the  sides  and  make 
a  commotion  wiiich  sets  the  metal  in  vibration. 
2.  You  cannot  begin  chemistry  much  better  than  with 
Roscoe's  shilling  primer,  published  by  Macmillan 
&  Co. 

W.  A.  A.  and  A  Montre.\l  Igxoramus.— We  had 
several  articles  ou  making  a  magic  lantern  with 
slides,  etc.  They  are  all  out  of  print  in  the  original 
form,  but  have  been  reprinted  in  "Indoor  Games;" 
a  new  edition  of  which  is  nearly  ready. 

r.  A.  M. — 1.  Tliere  is  a  good  deal  about  model  engine 
building  in  *'  Indoor  Games."  2.  You  have  to  melt 
the  metals  separately,  and  you  must  have  a  crucible. 

S.  H.  L. — Y'on  can  get  the  moulding  for  picture  frames 
from  Beckmann  Brothers  in  the  street  that  goes  from 
Farringdon  Station  up  to  the  Meat  Market ;  and  at 
other  places.  Some  of  the  ordinary  frame  makers  sell 
it  in  small  quantities. 

E.  Camehon.— In  Captain  Franklin  Fox's  "How  to 
Send  a  Boy  to  Sea"  you  will  find  all  about  it,  and  a 
list  of  firms.  The  book  costs  a  shilling,  and  can  be 
had  through  any  bookseller  from  Messrs.  F.  Warne 
<!t  Co. 

Negora. — For  your  purposes  there  are  few  better 
books  than  Cobbett's  "  English  Grammar,"  price  Is., 
published,  among  others,  by  Ward,  Lock  &  Co. 

E.  Thompson. — Printing  is  not  a  healthy  occupation, 
owing  to  the  amount  of  work  that  has  to  be  done  by 
gaslight  and  in  hot  rooms.  No  indoor  occupation  is 
as  healthy  as  an  outdoor  one.  If  you  want  to  live 
long  you  must  be  a  clergyman  or  a  gardener. 

Camera. — Y'ou  were  too  close.  You  want  a  flatter  lens 
for  landscape. 

H.  B. — Full  particulars  are  given  in  every  Quarterly 
Navy  List.    The  age  is  now  from  13  to  Hi. 

DnuMJiER  Boy.— 1.  The  6th  Dragoons  are  the  Innis- 
killings  and  wear  scarlet.  The  9th  are  Lancers 
and  wear  blue.  2.  All  tlie  Fusiliers  have  busbies. 
3.  Any  shilling  tutor  to  begin  with,  and  then  try 
Spohr. 

Tony. — If  you  have  a  railway  training  your  best  plan 
on  arrival  in  the  colony  would  be  to  obtaiu  a  situa- 
tion on  the  railway.  If  you  apply  at  the  offices  of 
the  colony  at  112,  Victoria  Street,  Westminster,  they 
will  give  you  particulars  of  the  service ;  and  as  to 
the  other  matters,  your  best  plan  is  to  apply  at  the 
Emigrants'  Information  Office  at  31,  I3roadway, 
Westminster.  The  lowest  fare  is  £12  12s. ;  your 
labour  ou  the  passage  out  woiald  be  worthless. 

Stoat. — We  know  of  no  special  book  on  such  subjects  ; 
the  field  is  too  wide  from  the  hawk  to  the  mole. 
AUeyne  Nicholson's  "Manual  of  Zoology"  might  be 
of  use  to  you. 

Genealogist.— Edmund  Ironside  was  tlie  brother  of 
Edward  the  Confessor  and  grandfather  of  the 
Margaret  of  Scotland  who  was  the  motlier  of  the 
Matilda  wlio  married  Henry  the  First.  Henry  the 
Second  \v:i-  rhrir  i^randson  :  so  that  he  was  great- 
graudfatlii'i  '-  j  )  a  ii' Imhi  to  Ironside.  The  descent  is 
Alfred,  Edwaid  the  lilder,  Edmund,  Edgar,  Ethelred, 
so  Ironside  was  great-grandfather's  grandson  to 
Alfred. 

Cesaeea. — "  Guide  to  Employment  in  the  Civil  Ser- 
vice," price  3s.  6d.,  Casseil  &  Co.,  Ludgate  Hill, 
London,  e.c. 

Lulu. — "How  old  is  the  old  man  of  Coniston  ?  "  It 
depends  on  what  you  mean.  If  yoix  mean  the  moun- 
tain, it  is  Lower  Silurian  ;  if  joii  mean  Mr.  Euskin, 
he  is  72. 

Henry  S. — We  do  not  know  which  is  the  most  beauti- 
ful town  in  Britain  ;  we  have  not  seen  them  all ;  but 
this  is  the  first  time  we  have  heard  of  Rochdale  as 
claiming  the  position.  It  may  be  so  to  you,  Henry, 
but  others  may  have  gone  further  afield. 

J.  0.  Wilson. — A  "  new  violin "  which  cost  thirty 
shillings  and  has  a  printed  label  "Nicolaus  Amattis 
fecit  in  Cremona,  1051"  may,  of  course.be  a  treasure, 
but  what  can  it  have  been  doing  for  the  last  two 
centuries  and  more  to  be  "  new  "  ?  Judge  the  in- 
strument on  its  merits,  Wilson ;  but  keep  the  label 
dark. 

J.  Anderson. — Black  ])enny  stamps  are  worth  a  penny 
each  if  usfil ;  but  if  unuse  l  you  may  get  half-a-crown 
each  for  them  if  you  are  fortunate. 

TnouBLESO.ME.— We  know  of  no  other  plates  ;  such 
things  have  to  be  specially  prepared  and  are  very 
expensive  to  produce.  You  can  copy  "  The  Queen's 
Barber "  if  you  label  it  "  By  Permission  of  the 
Proprietors  of  the  '  B.  0.  P.'  " 

C.  Redp.\th. — Buy  Dickens'  "  Dictionary  of  the 
Thames."  price  Is.,  published  by  Macmillan  &  Co., 
or  the  "Rowing  Almanac,"  same  price,  pul-tlisheil  at 
the  "Field"  Office,  Bream's  Buildings,  Chancery 
Lane ;  see  the  list  of  rowing  chilis  and  secretaries 
and  write  to  the  one  you  think  best.  There  are  row- 
ing clubs  in  connection  with  the  Polytechnic,  Regent 
Street,  w.,  and  Young  Men's  Christian  Association, 
Exeter  Hall,  Strand. 


T.  P.  Trever.— Fishing-rod  ferrules  and  wineli  fittings 
are  sold  at  Carter's  tackle  sliop  in  St.  John  Street 
Road,  near  the  Angel,  Islington. 

Volunteer.— Look  at  an  Army  List  in  your  Free 
Library  and  choose  for  yourself. 

W.  B.  W. — If  you  have  the  leaf  the  best  thing  is  to 
paint  over  wliat  you  want  to  gild,  and  when  the  size 
has  dried  jnst  enough  to  be  "tacky"  dab  the  leaf  on. 
Tlie  leaf  you  send  is  not  gold  at  all,  but  very  common 
bronze. 

LiNNEi'.— We  are  hoping  to  publish  a  book  on  Ento- 
mology in  the  Bookshelf  Series.  Past  numbers  are 
tlie  same  price  as  present  ones  ;  but  very  few  of 
them,  comparatively  speaking,  are  in  print. 

P.  Ray. — 1.  Get  Grosvenor's  "  Model  Y'aclits,"  published 
by  Gill,  170,  Strand.  It  is  not  an  easy  thing  to  build 
such  a  boat.  2.  There  is  no  difference  in  quality,  but 
the  East  End  house  is  the  cheapest. 

J.  Berwick.— No.  1  is  merely  a  modern  medal :  No.  2 
is  a  Norwegian  10  ore.  "  Indoor  Games  "  costs  eight 
shillings,  and  can  be  sent  direct  to  anv  address  in 
Canada,  but  yotu:  best  plan  would  be  to  order  it  through 
a  bookseller. 

Will. — The  lion  in  the  supporters  of  the  royal  arms  is 
a  gold  one. 

Scotia. — 1.  Edinburgh  Castle  rock  is  500  feet  above 
the  sea  ;  Primrose  Hill  is  only  205  feet  high.  2.  The 
grave  of  John  Kno.x  is  in  Parliament  Square  under  a 
stone  marked  J.  K.  1572. 

S.  T. — British  Bechuanaland  has  a  very  dry  climate. 
Land  costs  a  shilling  an  acre,  board  a  pound  a  week, 
and  clothes  double  what  they  do  here.  Before  you 
take  any  steps  apply  to  the  Emigrants'  Information 
OflSce,  31,  Broadway,  Westminster.  The  high  price 
of  provisions  in  New  Zealand  was  owing  to  the 
shipping  strike,  now  over.  The  eight  hours'  day  has 
been  adopted  in  New  Zealand  for  years. 

Querist. — Tliere  is  practically  no  difference  between  a 
fog  and  a  cloud  ;  the  cloud  forms  ou  the  ground  or 
descends  to  it  and  is  then  called  a  fog.  The  composi- 
tion is  the  same,  tlie  only  difference  being  in  the 
smoke  and  other  matter  with  which  the  fog  soon  be- 
comes charged. 

Cat  with  Sores  on  Eae  (Reader).— Feed  liberally, 
damp  the  sores  twice  a  day  with  a  solution  of  borax. 

Fellow's  Syrup  (W.  A.).— From  a  chemist  of  course. 

Cocoa  (Junior).—!.  Yes ;  far  better  than  tea  for  boys. 
Pry's  Malt  Cocoa,  or  Cocotina.  2.  Salt  Regal  good. 
Euo,  we  may  say,  is  a  simple  cooling  purgative. 

Bromide  of  Potassium  (Pill  Box).— You  must  not 
attempt  to  dose  yourself.  In  large  doses  it  would 
kill  you.  At  best  it  is  but  a  soothant  or  narcotic, 
and  should  only  be  taken  on  rare  occasions  for,  say, 
a  week  at  a  time,  in  doses  of  not  over  teu  grains  in 
water  at  night.  You've  no  business  to  need  it.  Go 
and  skylark  in  tlie  open  air,  read  good  books,  keep 
out  of  mischii/f,  and  abjure  evil  habits. 

Hen.s  Laving  (J.  Hunter).— Perhaps  you  feed  too 
much  on  grain  or  flour  food.  Fat  hens  won't  lay. 
Try  giving  a  little  boiled  lights  minced,  and  table 
meat  scraps,  in  the  soft  food  of  a  morning. 

Old  Pigeons  Returning  (J.  S.  C.).— Certainly  ther 
would.  Homers  mast  be  born  on  the  premises.  The 
very  name  should  teU  you  that. 

Jacobins  and  Fantails  (L.  Robinson).— Keep  oulv 
the  one  sort.  For  prices,  see  columns  of  "Exchange 
and  Mart." 

Rabbit  III  (Lucifer).— Try  a  lotion  of  three  grains  of 
alum  to  an  ounce  of  water  twice  a  day.  It  may  go 
blind. 

Spectacles  on  Sailors  (Lnigi).— Can  you  be  serious  ? 
Why  if  any  man  in  the  world  needs  good  sight  it  is  a 
sailor. 

GuoJEA  Pigs  (Cavia  Cobaya).— No  ;  let  the  male 
remain.    He  looks  after  the  youugsters. 

Bad  Teeth  (Frank  Guy).— Y'es,  Prank,  it  would. 
Boys  for  the  service  must  be  A  1  at  Lloyd's. 

Snakes  (Julius  Juggins). — They  bite,  not  sting. 

Lark  with  Vermin  (P.  F.  C.).— Thoroughly  clean  out 
the  cage  or  burn  it.    Dust  sulphur  into  the  skin. 

Rabbit  Furless  (Frank).— Y'our  hutches  must  be  in 
a  vile  and  stinking  state.  Rub  a  little  compound 
sulphur  ointment  into  the  bare  places. 

Cat  Bad  (Persikanus). — A  little  lotion  of  borax  twice 
a  day.  Keep  in  the  house  at  night  by  feeding  last 
thing.  We  hope  you  feed  regitlarly  three  times  a  day 
on  good  solid  food. 

GULNEA  Pigs  (Frank  Phillips).— Yes  ;  born  with  hair, 
not  quite  so  long  at  first,  of  course. 

Lice  in  Pigeons  (Saudie). — A  little  blue  ointment 
rubbed  in  about  neck  and  under  wings.  Keep  your 
loft  more  clean. 

Lump  under  Pigeon's  Wing  (A.  J.  M.).— Impossible 
to  say  without  seeing  it.  It  may  be  anything. 
Better  trust  to  next  moult  making  it  all  right. 

Rats  and  Rabbits  (E.  P.  P.)— Rats  would  hardly 
jump  four  feet,  but  we  would  trust  to  wire  work. 

Ill  He.*j,th  (Aduaol). — Ton  should  consult  a  doctor 
without  delay.  Tour  whole  mode  of  life  wants 
reform. 


Smoking  (Would-be  Singer).— Don't  smoke;  it  will 
weaken  the  lungs  and  heart. 

Egg-bound  (A.  Mosley). — In  canary  this  usually  arises 
from  debility.  Feed  well  to  prevent  it.  Touch  vent 
with  feather  and  a  little  warm  oil.  Hold  vent  over 
steam  of  water  in  a  tumbler. 

Getting  a  Pauuot  'in  Talk  (Mabel ).-It  is  reallynot 
tlie  true  t.iDiinu''  -"it.  Y'ou  can  only  teach  it  by 
keeping  reiitatin^;  tlie  words.  Get  it  to  love  you, 
that  is  half  the  battle. 

Worms,  Ear  Discharge,  Palpitation,  Neuralgia, . 
Shortni;ss  of  Breath,  Weakness  at  Night 
(A,  B,  C,  and  many  others). — All  too  serious  for 
self-doctoring.  You  must  consult  your  family 
doctor. 

CuTTLVG  A  Bantam's  ToNGtns  (Bantam).— There  is 
an  instrument  called  the  cat-o'-nine-tails.  You 
deserve  a  dose  of  that  if  you  try  any  such  trick. 
Anyhow  3'ou  would  have  to  cut  its  throat,  not  its 
tongue,  to  prevent  it  from  crowing. 

Garden  (Amateur). — We  fear  the  place  is  altogether 
too  damp  and  sunless.  A  few  barrowfuls  of  old  lime 
and  gravel  and  plenty  of  digging  (deeply)  would  do 
good. 

Low  Spirits  (Lilly).— Take  ten  drops  of  tincture  of 
iron  thrice  daily  in  a  little  cold  water  after  meals. 
Use  a  cold  bath  every  morning.  A  sponge  one. 
Simply  sponge  all  over  and  get  out  again.  Then  rub 
down  with  rough  towels.  Take  all  the  outdoor 
exercise  you  can. 

Food  for  Jays  (Bess). — Anything  that  is  going. 
Read  our  paper  on  Birds  by  Dr.  Gordon  Stables. 

Dreaming  (R.  Y'oung).— Take  a  compound  rhubarb 
pill  every  second  night.  The  cold  bath.  Dumb- 
bells.   Light  supper  two  hours  before  turning  in. 

Skin  Disease  (S.  D.).— Far  too  serious  for  self-treat- 
ment. 

Maggots  in  Face  (Elteb). — They  are  not  maggots. 
Squeeze  them  out  and  apply  at  night  a  little  zinc 
ointment.   They  are  most  difficult  to  eradicate. 

JIagpie  (Lover  of). — They  are  constantly  advertised 
in  the  "  Exchange  and  Mart." 

Health  ( Oatmeal ). — 1.  Y'es ;  you  are  doing  right. 
2.  If  you  sent  stamps  to  office  back  number  wotdd 
be  forwarded.  3.  Oatmeal  porridge  :  Let  the  water 
come  to  the  boil,  then  add  the  salt  to  taste,  and  begin 
to  "meal  in"  till  thick.  The  meal  must  be  A  1,  not 
fine,  nor  coarse,  but  medium. 

Camera  (P.  Webster). — 1.  Buy  a  good  one  when  about 
it.  2.  We  have  no  time  to  make  arithmetical  calcu- 
lations.   3.  Yes ;  rabbits  pay. 

Enlarged  Toe  (Sir  Ludar").- 1.  Could  not  say  without 
seeing  the  toe,  and  it  would  be  awkward  for  you  te 
send  it  by  parcel  post.  2.  There  are  too  many  in 
Colonies  wanting  situations  in  towns.   Wait  a  bit. 

OXLIPS  (G.  P.  N.). — Any  gardener  could  tell  you  this. 

Rabbit  Weak  ln"  Hind-quarters  (Frank). — If  good 
food  will  not  cure  it,  it  is  a  bad  doer. 

Squirrel  (Hot  Cross  Buns). — London  is  so  wide  a 
place.  It  you  are  up  West-end  way  look  in  at 
Sumner's,  135,  Oxford  Street. 

Nervousness  (S.  Marler). — No  ;  you  want  a  thorough 
overhaul.  Y'ou  certainly  have  not  exercise  enough. 
Try  a  teaspoouful  of  Fellow's  Compound  Syrup  of 
Phosphates  in  a  little  water  twice  a  dtiy  after  meals. 
But  take  the  morning  tub  if  you  can,  and  dumb-bells ; 
light  ones. 

Rabbit  with  Tu."»iouks  (W.  F.  Reichwald).— We  fear 
we  cannot  help  you,  but  would  not  advise  your 
breeding  from  that  rabbit. 

Vegetakian  Diet  (Poor  and  Plain).— Well,  the 
Scottish  peasantry  seldom  touch  meat  except  on 
Sunday,  and  if  you  want  to  get  a  good  view  of  the 
sky  and  see  stars  in  daylight  just  try  a  tussle  with  a 
ploughboy  Scot.  Why  half  the  lads  in  England  eat 
too  much  meat.  There  is  nothing  better  for  gromug 
lads  than  oatmeal  and  milk,  eggs,  butter,  cheese,  and 
vegetables.   But  avoid  beer. 

Substitute  for  Cold  Bath  (Hopeful).— There  is  no 
real  substitute,  but  wash  as  much  of  the  body  as 
possible,  then  go  in  for  dry  rubbing  with  rough 
towels.  Towels  are  cheap_  enough  and  so  is  soap. 
We  can't  make  you  grow. 

Best  Dog  (Inquirer). — Newfoundland  or  Collie.  Mas- 
tiff's and  Great  Danes  won't  do  for  boys. 

B.A.D  He,\lth  (Health  Seeker). — These  abscesses  are 
most  annoying.  But  have  the  teeth  seen  to  ;  you'll 
save  a  deal  of  pain.  You  want  iron  in  your  blood. 
Try  ten  drops  of  tincture  of  iron  (steel  drops)  twice 
a  day  in  water,  after  meals,  for  a  mouth. 

Strengthening  the  Arms  (Samson). — At  your  age 
(loi)  exercise  should  be  taken  to  make  the  whole 
body  strong,  not  arms  alone.  Good  food,  plenty  of 
walking,  and  a  long  course  of  light  dumb-bells. 

Pheasants'  Eggs  (Phea.sant).— Too  late  by  the  time 
this  reaches  you.  You  ought  to  have  advertised  in 
"  Exchange  and  Mart  "  months  ago. 

Flushing  of  Nose  and  Face  (Sir  Luto). — We  think 
your  heart  is  weak,  only  weak.  Try  a  course  ut 
citrate  of  iron  and  quinine,  and  attend  to  your 
health  generally,  but  do  not  imagine  yourself  au 
invalid. 
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OR,  THE  ADVENTURES  OF  TWO  BOYIS 
ON  THE  UPPER  IRRAWADDY. 


Author  of  '■  Uderim  the  Afghan"  "Drowned  Gold^' 
"For  Life  and  Death"  etc.,  etc. 

CHAPTER  Xr. — THE  SHADOW  OF  DEATH. 

Tn  spite  of  Marston's  gloomy  forebodings,  the 
^  ai^pearance  of  the  dreaded  War-Tiger  among 
the  besiegers  of  Fort  Kyook-Pew  was  not  fol- 
lowed by  any  immediate  movement  agamst  the 
place.    The  joyful  slionts  with  which  tlie  Bm'- 


'Each  holding  an  English  flag.' 


mans  had  hailed  their  great  leader's 
arrival  were  succeeded  by  a  deep  silence, 
and  during  the  earlier  morning  hours 
the  enemy  showed  no  signs  of  activity 
whatever.  In  fact,  but  for  an  occasional 
glitter  of  steel  through  the  black  shadow 
of  the  thicket,  or  the  peeping  forth  of  a 
grim,  swarthy  visage  through  the  mass 
of  clustering  leaves,  the  defenders  had 
nothing  to  remind  them  that  they  were 
besieged  at  all. 

But  the  experienced  commandant  was 
not  deceived  by  this  seeming  inaction, 
which,  so  far  from  reassuring  him,  only 
made  him  feel  more  uneasy.  He  knew 
well  that  the  Tiger-Chief  was  not  the 
man  to  hang  back  from  striking  at  an 
enemy  who  was  fairly  within  his  reach, 
unless  he  had  a  very  good  reason  for  it ; 
and  he  awaited  with  a  sinking  heart 
(though  outwardly  as  cheery  and  un- 
daunted as  ever)  the  revelation  of  the 
deadly  snare  which  must,  as  he  felt  cer- 
tain, be  hidden  beneath  this  strange  for- 
bearance. 

It  was  drawing  toward  ten  o'clock,  and 
the  scorching  heat  of  the  tropical  sun  was 
making  itself  felt  in  earnest,  when  a 
solitary  figure  (which  Marston's  keen  eye 
recognised  at  once  as  that  of  the  Chief 
himself)  was  seen  to  issue  from  the 
thickets,  and  advance  toward  the  fort 
with  slow  and  stately  stride.  To  all  ap- 
pearance he  was  quite  unarmed,  and  held 
aloft  a  white  cloth  knotted  to  a  bamboo, 
as  if  in  imitation  of  a  British  flag  of 
truce. 

When  he  was  near  enough  to  the  en- 
trenchment to  be  plainly  heard  by  those 
within  it,  he  halted  suddenly,  and  called 
out — ■ 

"  Does  the  chief  of  the  strangers  hear 
my  words  ?  " 

"  He  hears  them,"  answered  Marston, 
showing  himself  above  the  stockade. 
"  What  have  you  to  say  ?  " 

"  You  have  fought  like  brave  men," 
said  the  War-Tiger,  "  and  like  brave  men 
we  will  treat  you.  Give  up  yonr  fort, 
and  your  lives  shall  be  spared ;  for  it  is 
useless  to  resist  longer.  Every  stronghold 
of  the  English  in  this  province  has  fallen 
before  me  except  your  own  ;  and  you  are 
left  alone  against  all  the  warriors  of 
Northern  Burmah.  If  you  doubt  my 
words,  behold  the  proof  of  them  !  " 

He  waved  his  hand,  and  instantly  seven 
armed  Burmans  stepped  forth  from  the 
brushwood,  each  holding  an  English  flag, 
which  was  stained  with  smoke  and  blood, 
and  riddled  with  bullet  holes. 

Even  Marston's  bold  heart  sank  within 
him  as  he  beheld  these  ghastly  trophies, 
every  one  of  which  was  a  certain  proof  of 
the  utter  destruction  of  a  British  garrison  ; 
for  the  brave  young  Englishman  well 
knew  that  the  colours  could  never  have 
been  taken  while  one  man  was  left  alive 
to  defend  them.  This  sudden  confir- 
mation of  his  worst  fears  completely 
paralysed  him  for  the  moment ;  but  one 
glance  at  the  downcast  faces  of  his  Hindoo 
soldiers  braced  him  to  action  once  more, 
by  reminding  him  that  if  he,  the  life  and 
soul  of  the  defence,  allowed  the  least 
trace  of  the  general  depression  to  appear 
upon  his  own  features,  all  was  lost. 

Upon  the  Hindoo  garrison  these  terrible 
tidings  (which  the  wily  chief  had  pur- 
posely told  in  Hindoostanee)  fell  like  a 
thunderbolt ;  and  Marston's  keen  militai\v 
glance  saw  instantly  that  all  depended 


upon  checking  this  panic  ere  it  had  time 
to  sjiread. 

"  Punjaubees  !  do  you  hear  the  good 
news  ?  "  shouted  he  to  his  men,  in  a  voice 
like  the  blast  of  a  trumpet.  "  Upon  us, 
and  us  alone,  has  fallen  the  honour  of 
maintaining  the  glory  of  the  old  flag 
against  all  Burmah !  Think  how 
proudly  your  friends  and  kinsmen  on 
the  Indus  will  say,  when  they  shall  hear 
your  deeds  told,  '  These  were  indeed  the 
warriors  of  Runjeet  Singh ;  they  were 
true  to  their  salt,  and  held  their  post 
against  all  the  armies  of  Burmah.'  " 

Before  that  stirring  appeal,  the  momen- 
tary depression  melted  away  as  if  it  had 
never  been,  and  every  face  brightened 
into  a  fierce  glow  of  warlike  enthusiasm, 
such  as  Clive  saw  upon  the  faces  of  his 
Sepoys  at  Arcot,  when  the  last  assault 
came  roaring  up  the  breach  that  three 
hundred  men  had  held  against  ten 
thousand  for  fifty-five  days. 

The  Tiger-Chief,  too,  had  listened  and 
understood ;  and  a  momentary  glow  of 
honest  admiration  softened  the  cold 
cruelty  of  his  dark,  handsome,  merciless 
face. 

Then  Marston  turned  toward  him 
again,  and  spoke  with  the  slow,  stern  em- 
phasis of  one  who  fully  meant  what  he 
said,  the  dauntless  words  with  which  the 
gallant  Agnew,  as  he  lay  helpless  and 
dying,  had  defied  the  howling  cut-throats 
of  Mooltan : 

"  We  will  not  ask  mercy,  and  we  will 
not  yield.  You  may  kill  us,  but  xve  are 
not  the  last  of  the  English ;  others  will 
come  in  our  places,  and  will  sweep  away 
you  and  your  rabble  of  cowards  as  the 
whirlwind  drives  the  dust !  " 

At  this  every  trace  of  nobler  emotion 
vanished  from  the  War-Tiger's  stern 
feati;res,  which  were  suddenly  convulsed 
with  a  spasm  of  fury  so  frightful,  that, 
had  he  actually  taken  the  shape  of  the 
ferocious  monster  whose  name  he  bore, 
he  could  hardly  have  looked  more  terrific. 

"  Wiiat  are  you  saying,  old  boy  ?  "  re- 
monstrated Merrincourt  in  a  whisper. 
"  One  would  think  you  really  wanted  to 
drive  him  mad  with  rage  !  " 

"  1  do  I  "  replied  Marston,  grimly.  "  I 
want  to  provoke  him  into  fighting  me 
single-handed ;  and  then  if  I  can  kill  or 
disable  him,  the  whole  insurrection  falls 
to  pieces  at  once,  for  he's  the  life  and 
soul  of  it." 

"  For  pity's  sake,  Alf,  don't  do  that !  " 
cried  his  comrade,  entreatinglj'.  "  It's 
all  up  if  7/0 ?i  get  knocked  over.  Let  me 
fight  him  instead— do,  there's  a  good 
fellow !  I'm  about  as  good  as  other  men 
at  fighting,  but  I  couldn't  manage  the 
defence  of  this  place  like  you,  to  save 
my  life." 

"  He  wouldn't  fight  you,  my  poor  boy 
— he'd  say  you  were  too  young,"  said 
Marston,  softening  with  a  passing  tinge 
of  kindness  the  grim  emphasis  of  his 
deep,  stern  tones.  "  I  must  do  it,  if  it's 
to  be  done  at  all.  I  thought  of  it  the 
other  night,  when  we  were  reading  that 
story, '  Through  the  Darkness,'  AS-liere  the 
Portuguese  commandant,  Dom  Sebas- 
tian da  Estrella,  when  he  was  hemmed 
in  just  as  we  are  now,  fought  that  African 
king  single-handed,  to  end  the  war  by 
killing  him.  It's  the  only  way,  old 
fellow;  and  what  does  viijlife  matter,  if 
I  can  end  the  whole  war  at  one  blow  '?  " 

During  this  talk,  the  War-Tiger  seemed 


to  have  succeeded  in  inastering  his  rage  ; 
and  he  now  spoke  again,  as  calmly  as 
ever. 

"  If  you  care  nothing  for  yoiu'  own  life, 
Englishman,  have  some  regard  for  the 
lives  of  your  friends.  Those  two  boys 
whom  you  thought  dead  are  yet  alive" 
(the  two  young  officers  started),  "  and  are 
now  prisoners  in  my  hands ;  and  they 
and  all  my  other  English  captives  shall 
be  put  to  death  unless  you  instantly 
surrender  the  fort." 

As  the  last  words  were  spoken,  there 
swept  over  Marston's  gi-ave,  calm  face  a 
blaze  of  wrath  which  so  transfigured  it  that 
Merrincom-t  himself  was  startled. 

But  this  burst  of  fury  was  not  aroused 
by  the  Burman's  final  threat,  brutal  and 
ferocious  though  it  was.  The  yoxuig  com- 
mandant's strange  agitation  sprang  from 
a  widely  different  cause. 

More  than  once  during  their  conference 
had  Marston  been  struck  with  something 
strangely  and  puzzlinglj'  familiar  in  the 
War-Tiger's  accent  when  speaking  Hin- 
doostanee, and  even  in  his  mispronun- 
ciation of  certain  words ;  but  it  was  not 
till  the  Biu-mese  leader  annoianced  tliat 
the  missing  boys  were  his  piisoners,  that 
the  whole  truth  flashed  upon  the  yoimg 
Englishman.  He  suddenly  called  to  mind 
the  false  head  of  white  hair  (suspiciously 
like  that  of  the  pretended  monk)  foimd  \ 
by  his  men  on  the  scene  of  our  heroes' 
supposed  murder  ;  and  he  realised  at  last 
that  the  man  who  had  been  his  guest, 
and  spied  upon  and  betrayed  him,  stood 
before  him  now  in  the  person  of  the 
sworn  enemy  of  the  whole  English  race, 
who  had  shed  their  blood  like  water.  Oh, 
fool  that  he  was  to  have  been  so  deceived, 
when,  had  he  but  detected  his  disguised 
enemy,  the  Burmese  rising  and  all  its 
attendant  horrors  would  never  have  been. 

Just  then  the  Tiger-Chief,  misinter- 
preting Marston's  silence  into  a  sign  of 
disbelief,  advanced  close  up  to  the  palisade, 
and  called  out  to  him  : 

"  Know  by  this  that  my  words  are 
true." 

And,  notching  with  his  knife  the  end  ot 
the  bamboo  which  he  still  held,  he  fixed 
in  it  the  note  which  he  had  v.  iled  from 
his  boy  captives  a  few  days  before,  under 
the  pretence  of  relieving  their  friends' 
anxiety,  and  held  it  up  for  inspection. 

Both  officers  started  as  they  recog- 
nised the  familiar  handwriting,  and  saw 
that  it  was  dated  only  a  few  days  back. 
Then  the  War-Tiger  added  ctwlly  : 

"  You  see  that  they  still  live ;  but  if 
you  will  not  surrender,  it  is  you  your- 
selves who  will  doom  them  to  die  !  " 

Poor  Merrincourt  was  almost  frantic  at 
finding  himself  in  this  horrible  dilemma, 
which  placed  them  both  between  the 
alternatives  of  destroying  their  own 
countrymen  and  the  two  bright  fearless- 
boys  whom  they  loved  as  brotliers,  or 
giving  up  to  the  enemies  of  England  the 
post  which  thej-  were  boimd  to  defend 
with  their  lives.  Not  so  Marston.  Grow- 
ing calm  again  fi-oni  sheer  intensity  of 
wrath,  he  answered  slowly  and  delibe- 
rately, speaking  in  Burmese  that  his; 
enemy's  followers  might  not  lose  a  word 
of  the  deadly  insults  which  he  let  fall  like 
drops  of  molten  lead  upon  the  man  whom 
he  was  striving  to  goad  into  a  single 
combat : 

"  The  brave  chief  of  the  Burmans  finds 
it  easier  and  safer  to  mm-der  defenceless 
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boys  than  to  storm  a  fort  held  by  armed 
men.  He  is  not  named  'Tiger'  in  vain; 
he  can  devour  helpless  children,  but  when 
the  hunters  come  against  him,  he  flies  ! 
Where  was  the  might  of  the  War-Tiger, 
when  he  fell  exhausted  at  my  feet,  like  a 
sick  baby,  worn  out  by  trying  in  vain  to 
conquer  me  with  his  magic  ?  Hear  me, 
thou  jackal  in  a  tiger's  skin  !  If  thou  art 
not  a  coward,  as  well  as  a  traitor  and  a 
spy,  stand  forth  and  fight  me  here,  man 
to  man,  before  the  eyes  of  my  warriors 
and  of  thine  !  " 

Even  the  hardy  Burmans  shuddered  as 
they  heard  such  words  poured  upon  their 
leader,  who  had,  as  they  well  knew,  struck 
dead  many  a  man  with  his  own  hand  for 
affronts  that  were  trivial  compared  with 
the  maddening  insults  of  the  English- 
man. 

As  for  the  Tiger-Chief  himself,  his 
dusky  face  seemed  to  become  suddenly 
red-hot,  and  his  large  black  eyes  literally 
blazed  with  fury.  Marston  thought  that 
he  had  gained  his  object,  and  looked 
forward  with  stern  joy  to  the  mortal  duel 
by  which  he  hoped  to  end  the  war  and 
deliver  his  countrymen  from  their  bitter- 
est enemy. 

But  in  the  very  height  of  his  rage  the 
grim  chief  seemed  to  master  it  with  a 
mighty  effort.  Every  trace  of  emotion  died 
out  of  his  massive  features,  which  resumed 
their  wonted  air  of  stern  calmness  ;  and 
there  was  not  the  slightest  tremor  in  his 
deep  voice  as  he  answered : 

"  The  match  is  not  equal,  Englishman. 
There  are  many  English  officers  in 
Burmah,  but  in  all  the  land  there  is  but 
one  Tiger-Chief!  " 

So  grand  and  commanding  was  the 
great  warrior's  tone,  so  royal  were  his  look 
and  bearing,  that  Marston,  for  the  first 
time  in  his  life,  felt  almost  abashed  as 
if  by  the  presence  of  a  stronger  spirit 
than  his  own,  and  realised  more  fully  than 
ever  that,  so  long  as  this  man  remained 
as  an  obstacle  in  its  path,  the  advance 
of  British  civilisation  in  Northern  Burmah 
had  indeed  a  hard  task  before  it. 

"  Wo  have  spoken  enough,"  said  the 
War-Tiger,  with  a  calmness  more  terrible 
than  the  fiercest  anger ;  "  to  you  I  have 
nothing  more  to  say." 

Then  he  turned  to  the  Hindoo  soldiers, 
and,  pointing  to  Marston,  called  out  to 
them  in  their  own  language. 

"  Give  up  this  one  man,  and  ye  shall  go 
forth  unharmed  ;  refuse,  and  ye  die  every 
man  of  you  !  ' ' 

This  offer  had  not  long  to  wait  for  a 
reply,  but  the  reply  was  a  somewhat 
startling  one,  consisting  as  it  did  of  a 
dozen  rifles  levelled  straight  at  the  speak- 
er's head. 

"  Say  but  one  word.  Sahib,"  cried  the 
old  Eessaldar,  fiei'cely,  "  and  this  budzart 
(base-born  rascal)  shall  die  before  yoiir 
eyes ! " 

"Let  no  man  touch  him,"  answered 
Marston  ;  "  he  has  come  hither  under  a 
fiag  of  truce.  Tiger- Chief,  you  have  heard 
our  answer — begone  !  " 


CHAPTER  XII.— THE  FATAL  CIRCLE. 

THE  first  part  of  the  night  that  followed 
this  eventful  day  was  profoimdly 
dark,  the  moon  not  rising  till  after  mid- 
night ;  but  one  of  the  Burmese  scouts  who 
were  on  the  watch  near  the  river-bank 


heard,  or  thought  he  heard,  faint,  un- 
certain sounds  from  the  British  entrench- 
ment, and  caught  a  momentary  gleam  of 
light  amid  the  darkness,  as  if  a  lantern 
had  been  held  up  for  one  instant,  and  then 
promptly  hidden  again. 

That  something  iinusual  was  going 
forward,  the  scout  felt  certain  ;  but  what 
could  it  be  ?  Were  the  strangers  pre- 
paring to  sally  forth  and  attack  them  by 
surprise  '?  In  any  case,  it  was  just  as  well 
to  make  sure. 

Throwing  aside  the  light-coloured  cloth- 
ing that  might  have  betrayed  him,  the 
Burman  dragged  his  dusky  body  along 
the  ground  as  silently  as  a  snake,  till 
he  got  close  to  the  stockade.  Then  he 
stopped  short  with  a  start  of  amazement, 
and  rubbed  his  eyes  as  if  thinking  that 
they  must  have  played  him  false. 

The  river-gate  of  the  fort  tvas  standing 
wide  open  ! 

What  could  this  mean  ?  Was  it  some 
cunning  snare  devised  by  the  English 
commander,  or  had  the  War-Tiger's 
threats  scared  the  garrison  into  deserting 
their  fort  and  stealing  away  mider  cover 
of  the  darkness  '?  It  really  seemed  as  if 
they  must  have  done  so,  for,  although  the 
spy  strained  his  quick  ears  and  eyes  to 
the  utmost,  the  fort  was  to  all  appearance 
as  voiceless  and  lifeless  as  a  tomb. 

Back  went  the  Burman  in  all  haste  to 
tell  this  startling  news  to  his  comrades, 
who  exulted  over  it  unrestrainedly.  This, 
then,  was  why  the  soldiers  of  the  English 
chief  had  ahown  such  a  bold  front — only 
to  cover  their  intended  flight  !  All  these 
big  words  had  ended  in  a  midnight 
retreat,  and  the  fort  which  had  so  long 
-defied  them  was  theirs  without  a  blow. 

The  Tiger-Chief  alone,  versed  as  he 
was  in  every  stratagem  of  jungle  warfare, 
looked  doubtful  and  suspicious  ;  and  al- 
though he  lost  not  a  moment  in  ordering 
an  advance,  he  warned  his  followers  to 
move  cautiously,  and  to  keep  v,' ell  together, 
in  order  to  support  each  other  if  anything 
went  wrong.  , 

But  they  reached  the  gate  without  any 
sign  of  danger,  and  found  it  still  open. 
Just  as  they  came  up  to  it,  one  of  them 
struck  his  foot  against  something  which 
felt  like  a  soldier's  pouch  (for  to  see  it 
was  impossible  in  the  depth  of  that  dark- 
ness), ■v\  hile  another  stumbled  over  a  sun- 
helmet  of  the  kind  worn  by  Marston's 
Sepoys. 

No  one  had  now  any  farther  doubt  that 
the  defenders  had  escaped  in  their  boats 
during  the  earlier  part  of  the  night ;  and 
the  ^^  ar- Tiger,  though  chagrined  at  being 
baulked  of  his  vengeance  upon  the  man 
who  had  so  grossly  insulted  him,  was 
amply  consoled  by  thus  easily  gaining 
possession  of  the  stronghold  that  had 
defied  him  so  long.  He  gave  the  signal, 
and  his  followers  crowded  into  the  fort 
pell-mell,  till  there  was  hardly  room  for 
them  to  move. 

But  all  at  once  the  foremost  of  the 
eager  throng  found  their  way  barred  in 
the  darkness  by  what  seemed  like  a  second 
palisade.  Somewhat  surprised  at  this 
double  line  of  defence  (of  the  very  exist- 
ence of  which  they  had  been  ignorant  till 
now),  they  were  groping  their  way  along 
it  in  the  hope  of  finding  a  gate,  when  a 
deep,  stern  voice,  which  they  knew  only 
too  well,  thimdered  out  just  above  their 
heads : 

"  Fire !  " 


The  flash  and  crack  of  the  deadly  rifle- 
volley  followed  the  word  as  tlunider 
follows  lightning,  mingled  with  the  har^h, 
grinding  crackle  of  the  Catling  as  its  hail 
tore  through  the  close -packed  mass  of 
assailants. 

Instantly  all  was  terror  and  confusion. 
This  sudden  and  mysterious  destruction, 
falling  irpon  them  out  of  the  darkness  in 
the  very  height  of  their  security  and 
anticipated  triumph,  changed  in  cue 
moment  these  strong,  daring,  ferccii  us 
savages  into  a  rabble  of  frightened  chil- 
dren. There  was  no  more  thought  of 
victory  or  vengeance — instant  flight  w  as 
the  one  idea  in  every  mind.  The  narrow 
gateway  was  at  once  blocked  up  with  a, 
mass  of  struggling  figures,  while  thosc- 
beliind,  iinable  to  force  a  passage,  threw 
themselves  flat  on  the  ground  to  escape' 
the  flying  bullets,  or  scrambled  back  over 
the  palisade,  wounding  themselves  severely  • 
with  the  spike-nails  that  guarded  its  top.. 
Meanwhile,  the  hght  of  the  fire-ball  which, 
Marston  instantly  threw  out.  enabled  his 
men  to  take  sure  aim  ;  and  before  its  glare 
faded,  the  rout  of  the  savage  assailants 
was  complete. 

But  Marston  had  not  done  with  them, 
yet.  Having  made  up  his  mind  to  die, , 
the  young  commandant  was  fully  deter- 
mined that  his  own  death  should  carry 
with  it  that  of  the  ferocious  leader  wlio 
had  vowed  to  destroy  every  Englishman 
in  Northern  Burmah,  and  who,  although 
he  had  so  craftily  evaded  Marston's  des- 
perate attempt  to  gcad  him  into  a  single 
combat,  might  still  be  met  hand  to  hand 
in  the  press  of  battle — which,  indeed,  was 
the  very  object  that  had  impelled  Marston 
to  this  stratagem  of  a  feigned  suirender 
which  had  cost  the  Buimans  so  dear. 

It  was  to  cost  them  dearer  still,  ho\v--. 
ever,  before  the  night  was  over  ;  for,  just 
as  the  broken  mass  of  assailants  rolled 
back  in  disorder  from  the  fatal  entrench- 
ment, the  roar  of  the  Sikh  war-cry  awoke 
every  echo  of  the  silent  forest,  and  flie 
defenders,  flinging  open  the  landward., 
gate  of  the  fort,  rushed  out  and  fell  upon, 
them  in  flank  and  rear. 

It  would  be  vain  to  attempt  any  de- 
scription of  the  nightmare-like  confusion 
of  that  last  grapple  in  litter  darkness, 
where  men  dealt  haphazard  blows  at 
imseen  enemies,  and  death  came  blindlj-, 
no  one  knew  whence  or  how.  But  so 
tremendous  was  the  effect  of  this  sudden; 
attack  upon  the  already  disordered  an«1 
panic-stricken  Burmans,  that  even  thos& 
who  had  begun  to  rally  again  now  gave- 
way  altogether,  despite  the  utmost  eflorta 
of  their  dreaded  chief,  who,  goaded  to. 
frenzy,  dealt  his  blows  indiscriminately 
at  his  flying  followers  and  his  pursuing 
enemies,  and  almost  appeared  to  be  fight- 
ing both  sides  single-handed.  Tlie  Sikhs; 
pressed  on — the  Burmans  retreated — 
some  of  the  latter  actually  turned  and. 
fled.  The  Tiger-Chief  was  left  alone,  and, 
another  instant  would  have  seen  him 
killed  or  taken,  and  the  war  itself  ended — 
when,  just  at  the  critical  moment,  the 
ri.sing  moon  betrayed  to  the  Burmans 
(who  had  till  then  no  idea  of  their 
enemy's  numbers)  before  what  a  mere 
handful  of  men  they  had  given  way. 

"  Children  of  the  mountains  !  "  shouted 
the  War-Tiger,  as  he  cut  down  the  fore- 
most Sikh  like  a  bulrush,  "will  ye  forsake 
your  chief  for  fear  of  a  rabble  of  Hindoo 
beggars  ?  " 


Ho 
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Alfred  Marston  (who  had  twice  reached 
the  Burmese  leader  in  the  thick  of  that 
hideous  melee,  only  to  be  forced  away 
from  him  again  by  the  eddying  whirl  of 
battle)  heard  the  shout.  Without  a  word, 
the  two  men  flew  at  each  other.  Marston 
saw  in  the  chief  the  deadliest  enemy  of 
the  English  race,  and  the  chief  saw  in  him 
the  man  whose  desperate  resistance  had 
cost  him  so  many  of  his  bravest  warriors, 
and  had  impeded  for  weeks,  at  a  time 
when  every  hour  was  of  priceless  impor- 
tance, the  triumph  of  the  Burmese  in- 
surrection. 

There  was  a  clash  of  steel — a  quick 
trampling  of  feet — a  soimd  of  deep,  hard 
breathing ;  and  then  one  of  the  two  com- 
batants was  seen  to  fall — and  that  one 
was  Marston  ! 

At  that  moment  the  Burmans,  en- 
couraged by  the  small  number  of  their 
foes  and  the  fall  of  the  dreaded  English 
leader,  came  surging  back  like  a  wave, 
and  the  Sikhs,  outnumbered  and  over- 
matched, were  forced  to  give  ground  in 
their  turn.  But  just  as  they  were  on  the 
point  of  being  overwhelmed  by  numbers, 
an  unexpected  incident  changed  the  for- 
tune of  the  battle  once  more. 

Merrincourt,  who  had  fought  like  a  lion 
throughout  this  desperate  struggle,  was 
in  hot  pursuit  of  the  flying  enemy,  when 
he  saw  the  Tiger-Chief  rush  upon 
Marston,  and  flew  to  his  comrade's  aid. 
One  blow  laid  at  his  feet  a  tall  Burman 
who  confronted  him;  and  then,  flinging 
away  his  broken  sword  (wliich  had 
snapped  off  at  the  hilt  with  the  force  of 
the  stroke),  he  seized  the  rifle  of  a  fallen 
soldier,  and,  whirling  it  round  his  head 
like  a  flail,  plunged  into  the  fight  once 
more.  Three  blows  he  dealt  into  the 
throng,  and  each  blow  felled  a  man  ;  and 
he  was  already  within  arm's  length  of 
Marston,  when  he  saw  the  latter  stagger 
and  fall. 

Merrincoixrt  set  his  teeth,  and  threw 
his  whole  strength  into  one  blow,  which 
fell  like  a  thunderbolt  upon  the  War- 
Tiger's  forehead,  and  beat  him  down  to 
the  earth  as  if  a  mountain  had  fallen  upon 
him.  Then,  flinging  away  his  wea^jon, 
the  lieutenant  caught  up  in  his  strong 
arms  like  a  child  the  prostrate  form  of  his 
comrade,  and  made  for  the  gate  of  the  fort. 

But  he  was  not  to  reach  it  so  easily. 
The  Burmans,  stupefied  for  an  instant  by 
their  leader's  fall,  no  sooner  saw  the  man 
who  had  struck  him  down  about  to  escape 
them,  than  they  came  charging  on, 
making  the  air  ring  with  their  yells,  and 
sweeping  back  the  Sikhs  with  ithe  sheer 
weight  of  their  rush. 

The  trained,  soldiers  of  the  Punjaub 
fought  like  lions,  and  twice  cheeked  the 
tide  of  assaiflt  that  came  roaring  around 
them.  But  althoiigh  they  succeeded  in 
cutting  their  way  by  sheer  dint  of  hard 
fighting  through  the  foes  who  tried  to 
press  between  them  and  the  gate,  yet 
so  fierce  was  the  rush  that  several  of  the 
Burmans  actually  burst  into  the  fort 
along  with  the  defenders,  the  contending 
forces  being  so  mingled  together  that 
those  inside  durst  not  fire  lest  they 
should  kill  their  own  men.  But  at  length 
those  who  had  remained  in  the  fort, 
coming  to  the  aid  of  their  hard-pressed 
comrades,  drove  back  for  a  moment  the 
swarming  assailants,  and  barred  the  gate 
in  their  faces  by  main  force  ;  and  thus  the 
superhuman  struggle  came  to  an  end. 


To  Merrincoiu't's  unbounded  joy,  Mar- 
ston proved  to  be  not  merely  alive  but 
only  slightly  wounded,  his  sim-helmet 
having  turned  the  edge  of  the  War-Tiger's 
sword,  so  that  he  was  more  stunned  by 
the  force  of  the  blows  than  seriously 
wounded.  More  than  half  the  entire 
garrison,  however,  had  been  killed  or 
wounded  in  the  midnight  battle  ;  and,  of 
the  latter,  Marston  himself  was  the  only 
man  saved,  all  the  rest  having  been 
massacred  by  the  Burmans  where  they 
lay.  Shoifld  the  enemy  make  one  more 
vigorous  assault,  the  fort  must  fall  from 
sheer  want  of  men  to  defend  it ;  and  their 
sole  remaining  chance  of  life  was  the 
possibility  of  Merrincourt's  blow  having 
killed  the  Tiger-Chief. 

Of  this,  however,  there  was  little  hope, 
for  they  all  knew  well  how  seldom  any 
man  is  kiUed  outright  by  a  single  blow 
of  a  clubbed  rifle.  But  Merrincourt  soon 
had  something  else  to  think  of,  for 
Marston' s  wound,  slight  though  it  was, 
was  quite  enough,  when  superadded  to 
the  wearing  anxiety  and  ceaseless  toil  of 
the  last  few  weeks,  to  bring  on  another 
attack  of  fever,  which  completely  pros- 
trated him  for  the  time  being  ;  and  thus 
the  command  of  the  fort  and  its  few 
remaining  defenders  now  devolved  upon 
Merrincoiu't  himself. 

"  Never  mind,"  muttered  the  young 
lieutenant,  smiling  grimly;  "all  that 
we've  got  to  do  now  is  to  die  where  we 
stand,  and  I'm  not  too  stupid  for  that, 
anyhow." 

AH  through  the  long  burning  hours  of 
that  seemingly  endless  afternoon,  Merrin- 
court sat  watching  beside  his  xjrostrate 
comrade,  stealing  out  every  now  and  then 
to  see  if  there  were  any  sign  of  another 
attack.  But  although  certain  stealthy 
movements  behind  the  walls  of  matted 
boughs  around  him  showed  that  the  Bur- 
mans still  held  their  ground,  not  a  single 
foe  was  to  be  seen  ! 

Merrincourt  began  to  hope  that  his 
blow  really  had  sftiin  or  disabled  their 
merciless  enemy,  or  that,  even  if  it  were 
not  so,  the  Burmese  force  had  been 
crippled  by  the  havoc  of  that  midnight 
conflict,  in  which  at  least  ten  of  the 
besiegers  had  fallen  for  every  one  of  the 
besieged.  In  the  mean  time,  he  did  his 
best  to  conceal  his  own  losses  by  making 
as  good  a  show  as  possible  with  the  few 
soldiers  that  remained  to  him,  and  even 
planting  "  dummies  "  of  dried  grass,  in  a 
British  uniform,  at  Marston's  suggestion, 
at  one  or  two  points  which  were  imavoid- 
ably  left  unmanned. 

It  was  the  second  night  after  the  battle, 
and  still  there  was  no  sign  of  danger. 
Marston  seemed  a  little  easier,  and  Mer- 
rincourt was  sitting  beside  him  as  usual, 
when  the  sick  man's  unnaturally  quick- 
ened senses  appeared  to  wai'n  him  sud- 
denlj^  of  some  approaching  peril.  He 
raised  his  head,  and  seemed  to  be  listen- 
ing intently  to  some  distant  sound, 
although  Fraifli,  strain  his  ears  as  he 
might,  could  hear  nothing  whatever. 

"  What's  up,  old  boy "?  "  asked  Merrin- 
court- anxiously. 

"  Go  out,  quick,  and  see  what  they're 
at,"  was  Mai'ston's  only  answer. 

Out  went  the  lieutenant  in  all  haste, 
but  he  could  hear  nothing  suspicious, 
tliough  the  night  was  so  still  that  even 
the  rustle  of  a  leaf  might  have  been  heard 
at  some  distance.    He  threw  out  a  fire- 


ball, but  no  enemy  was  to  be  seen ;  and 
back  he  went,  convinced  that  his  comrade 
must  have  been  dreaming. 

All  that  night,  however,  Marston 
seemed  restless  and  imeasy ;  and  twice 
more  did  he  send  out  Merrincourt  to  see 
if  all  were  weU. 

The  second  time  the  moon  was  so  bright 
that  no  fire-ball  was  needed ;  but  Merrin- 
;  court,  look   as   he  might,  saw  nothing 
;  unusual,  except  indeed  that,  somehow  or 
other,  the  edge  of  the  jungle  looked  as  if 
I  it  were  rather  nearer  to  the  landward  side 
!  of  the  stockade  than  before. 
!      But  the  third  morning,  when  it  came, 
brought  with  it  a  startling  and  fearful 
revelation. 

The  jungle  had  indeed  come  nearer  to 
the  fort  in  a  new  and  terrible  waj' ;  for 
all  around  one  side  of  the  palisade  bristled 
a  wall  of  piled-up  brushwood,  almost  as 
high  as  a  small  haystack ! 

By  what  deadly  ingenuity  these  children 
of  the  night  had  been  able  to  heap  up 
that  huge  barrier  unheard  and  iinseen,  no 
one  but  themselves  could  have  told  ;  but 
there  it  stood  complete,  and  Merrincourt 
reported  its  construction  to  his  leader, 
with  a  very  unsuccessful  attempt  to  laugh 
it  off  as  a  thing  of  no  moment. 

"  The  niggers  know  something  of  en- 
gineering, seemingly,"  observed  he, forcing 
a  smile ;  "  they're  going  to  hem  us  in 
with  a  wall  of  circumvallation." 

"  Wrong,  my  boy,"  answered  Marston, 
with  a  hoUow  laugh.  "  It's  a  simpler 
matter  than  that — they're  going  to  hum 
us  alive ! " 

A  few  minutes  later,  a  shout  of  stern 
joy  from  the  fort  startled  the  besiegers, 
who  had  already  learned  to  their  cost 
(like  the  Sepoy  mutineers  of  1857)  that 
both  the  Sikh  and  the  Englishman  are 
never  more  dangerous  than  when  out- 
numbered and  hopeless  of  escape.  Had 
a  reinforcement  come  to  the  aid  of  the 
beleaguered  garrison  ?  Yes — a  reinforce- 
ment of  one  man.  Their  idolised 
"  Marston  Sahib  "  was  at  their  head  once 
more,  and  his  spirit  was  in  the  heart  of 
every  man  of  that  doomed  band. 

"Are  you  sm-e  yoi;  can  stand  it?" 
asked  Merrincourt,  with  an  anxious  look 
at  the  white  face  and  quivering  lips  of  the 
indomitable  man  who  had  shaken  ofi; 
sickness  in  order  to  meet  death. 

"  What  does  it  matter  '?  "  replied 
Marston  ;  "  we  are  all  going  to  die." 

The  same  thing,  by  a  strange  coinci- 
dence, was  taking  place  in  the  Burmese 
camp  likewise  at  that  very  moment ;  for, 
among  the  besiegers,  pale,  haggard, 
hollow-eyed,  with  a  blood-stained  bandage 
across  his  brow  beneath  the  crushed 
remnant  of  the  renowned  tiger-skin 
helmet,  stood  the  Tiger-Chief,  looking  so 
spectral  and  imearthlj-  that  he  might 
well  seem  to  have  come  back  from  the 
grave  to  take  vengeance  iipon  those  who 
had  sent  him  there. 

All  that  morning  the  gaunt  black  wall 
of  dry  brushwood  that  girdled  the  doomed 
stronghold  stood  silentlj'  biding  its  time. 
All  that  morning  the  War-Tiger  watched 
with  deadly  patience  for  the  rising  of  the 
wind  that  was  to  aid  his  vengeance  upon 
the  hated  strangers.  And  it  came  at  last. 
A  light  breeze  sprang  up  about  noon, 
speedily  increasing  to  a  strong  wind. 
Then  the  chief  gave  the  signal.  A  thui 
wreath  of  smoke  was  seen  to  cm'l  up  from 
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the  bristling  mass  of  brushwood,  and  the 
last  act  of  the  tragedy  began. 

By  Marston's  orders,  the  defenders  had 
deluged  with  water  not  only  the  thatch  of 
the  huts, but  even  the  stockade  itself;  and 
for  a  time  the  water  kept  the  fire  at  bay. 
But  such  a  conflict  could  not  last,  and 
little  by  little  the  fiercer  element  began 
to  gain  the  mastery  over  the  other.  At 
first  the  sparks,  hot  ashes,  and  fragments 
of  burning  wood  whirled  by  the  ever- 
growing force  of  the  wind  against  the  wet 
thatches  and  dripping  palisades,  hissed, 
sputtered,  and  wont  out.  But  as  they  fell 
thicker  and  thicker,  and  the  air  itself 
grew  hot  beneath  the  scorching  rage  of 
the  great  mass  of  flame  that  roared  and 
crackled  all  around  one  side  of  the  doomed 
fort,  the  fire  began,  slowly  but  surely,  to 
make  good  its  hold.  Clouds  of  steam 
were  seen  rising  from  the  storehouses, 


and  presently  a  corner  of  one  of  the  huts 
took  fire — went  out — caught  light  again — 
and  then  began  to  kindle  in  earnest. 

The  defenders  sprang  to  quench  it ;  bu.t 
instantly  a  sharp  crackle  of  musketry  was 
heard  through  the  roar  of  the  flames,  and 
a  shower  of  bullets  from  the  opposite 
bank  of  the  river  showed  that  the  side 
which  the  fire  had  left  unassailed  was  be- 
set by  a  foe  more  merciless  still.  Once 
more  the  trusty  Gatling  spoke  out,  and 
several  of  these  ambushed  marksmen 
fell.  But  just  then  down  crashed  a  huge 
heap  of  the  blazing  brushwood,  and  the 
furious  wind  hurled  it  in  flaming  masses 
against  the  stockade,  which  soon  began 
to  kindle  in  its  turn.  All  who  strove  to 
quench  the  flames  were  driven  back  by  the 
unendurable  heat  and  smoke,  and  in  a  trice 
the  fort  was  on  fire  in  three  places  at  once. 

Even  then,  however,  the  disciplined 


soldiers  of  the  garrison  never  flinched  or 
showed  a  sign  of  yielding.  Standing  in 
the  midst  of  a  raging  furnace,  with  their 
throats  parched,  and  their  eyes  bloodshot, 
and  their  faces  blistered  by  its  scorching 
heat,  the  iron  men  held  stubbornly  oxxt 
to  the  last.  But  all  their  bravery  could 
not  avert  the  inevitable  end,  which  came 
only  too  speedily. 

By  nightfall  the  whole  fort  was  one  red 
and  roaring  blaze,  the  furnace-heat  of 
which  reached  even  the  Bm-mans  who 
were  posted  beyond  the  river,  and  forced 
them  to  draw  back.  Standing  far  aloof, 
the  besiegers  watched  in  grim  silence  the 
flaming  circle  within  which  the  last  of 
their  foes  were  perishing.  The  firing  had 
ceased,  and  no  sound  was  heard  but  the 
roar  of  the  flames. 

In  the  midst  of  his  followers,  leaning 
for  support  upon  his  long  gun — for  he  was 
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still  weak  and  dizzy  from  his  wound — 
stood  tlie  Tiger- Chief,  in  whose  stem  tea- 
tnres  a  faint  tinge  of  savage  and  rehictant 
admiration  seemed  to  be  contending  with 
the  fierce  glow  of  gratified  vengeance. 
And  when  the  two  main  buildings  of  the 


fort  came  crashing  down,  sending  a  vast 
jet  of  flame  far  up  against  the  blackness 
of  the  moonless  sky,  the  terrible  man 
smiled  a  strange,  grim  smile,  and  mut- 
tered, loud  enough  for  his  encircling  war- 
'  riors  to  hear  : 


"  They  are  indeed  valiant  men,  these 
English.  When  my  hour  comes,  I  woiild 
fain  die  as  these  two  Englishmen  ha-ie 
died  to-daj' !  " 

(Ti>  be  conliinteJ.) 


VAN  TROMP  AND  I. 

A  TRUE  STOEY  OF  PLANTATION  LIFE. 


"  T  SUPPOSE  I  must  let  you  go,  Willie,"  said 

JL  my  father,  grimly.  "  Well,  you  will 
soon  find  you  have  made  a  fool  of  yourself ; 
that  is  one  comfort  to  think  of.  There  is 
nothing  like  giving  a  lad  his  own  way  to 
teach  him  that  lesson." 

The  permission  was  given  grudgingly,  but 
it  satisfied  me,  for  I  knew  my  father  was  not 
one  to  withdraw  his  consent  if  once  it  had 
been  wrung  from  him.  It  had  disconcerted 
him  very  much  to  find  that  the  post  he  had 
assigned  me  in  his  own  counting-house  did 
not  content  me, — that  I  had  longings  and 
aspirations  such  a  career  would  never  fulfil, 
and,  in  addition,  that  I  had  an  overpowering 
desire  to  see  the  world.  When  he  took  me 
into  his  employ,  he  had  fondly  hoped  the 
problem  "what  to  do  with  our  boys"  was, 
in  my  case,  set  at  rest  for  ever.  In  his 
imagination  he  saw  me  following  in  his  own 
footsteps,  without  thought  of  or  wish  for 
change  ;  my  sole  ambition  outside  the  trade 
routine  being,  at  some  distant  date,  to  take 
a  share  in  the  government  of  my  native  city. 

So  the  satisfaction  I  evinced  when  I  was 
offered  a  situation  out  in  the  East  Indies 
was  a  i-evelation  to  him~a  revelation  and  a 
■disappointment.  The  offer  came  from  a  Mr. 
Hoscathal,  whose  eldest  son,  an  old  school- 
fellow of  mine,  was  an  assistant  on  a  tobacco 
plantation  in  Sumatra,  the  property  of 
Messrs.  Kosentkal  Bros.  He  had  long  been 
aware  of  the  dislike  I  felt  for  my  present  em- 
ployment, and  had  kindly  used  his  influence 
to  procure  for  me  the  first  post  that  was 
vacant.  The  salary  (£2.50  a  year)  seemed  to 
ma  magnificent.  I  was  wild  to  accept  the 
offer  at  once,  and  thought  the  minute  in- 
(luirics  my  father  made  both  tedious  and 
unnecessary. 

However,  as  I  have  said,  I  obtained  per- 
mission to  go,  and,  after  a  wearisome  delay, 
took  my  passage  on  board  one  of  the  steamers 
belonging  to  tbe  Messageries  Maritimes,  and 
started  on  my  way.  The  voyage  was  long, 
but  full  of  interest,  and  the  opportunity  it 
afforded  me  of  mixing  with  young  men  who 
had  had  some  experience  of  tlie  life  I  was 
entering  upon  was  a  source  of  both  pleasure 
and  profit. 

It  was  almost  like  getting  homo  to  see  the 
friendly  face  of  Fred  Kosenthal  as  I  stepped 

on  shore  at  We  shook  hands  heartily, 

and,  for  the  first  hour  or  so,  I  had  enough  to 
do  to  answer  his  questions  concerning  his 
family  and  friends.  But  at  length  my  turn 
came.  I  must  own  his  replies  rather  stag- 
gered me.  The  expenses  of  living  were  very 
high— my  father  had  assured  me  I  should 
find  them  so,  but  I  had  refused  to  believe  it ; 
food  was  dear,  and  servants'  wages  formed  a 
serious  item  in  the  year's  outlay.  The  idea 
of  having  a  house  of  my  own,  provided  and 
furnished  at  the  expense  of  my  employer, 
had  greatly  taken  my  fancy  when  Mr. 
Kosenthal  had  spoken  of  it,  but  now  it 
seemed  a  questionable  advantage.  It  was  a 
lonely  prospect  too,  for  Fred  informed  me 
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our  stations  v,-ere  quite  three  miles  apart,  so 
my  expectations  of  daily  intercourse  with 
him  were  doomed  to  disappointment. 

"What  society  was  to  be  had?  "  was  my 
next  inquiry.  "  Well,  nothing  very  much," 
Fred  replied,  with  a  shrug  of  his  shoulders, 
as  if  to  say  that  if  society  was  what  I  wanted, 
I  had  better  have  remained  at  home.  Mr. 
Driicker,  the  manager,  had  a  wife,  who  was 
the  only  European  lady  Fred  had  come  in 
contact  with  since  he  landed.  She  was  very 
nice  when  you  knew  her— musical  and  all 
that— but  her  health  was  so  delicate  the 
doctor  had  ordered  her  home,  and  she  was 
only  waiting  till  she  was  strong  enough  to 
undertake  the  voyage.  Her  husband  would 
follow  her  before  very  long,  and  the  next 
man  would,  in  all  probability,  be  a  bachelor, 
for  clearly  Sumatra  was  no  place  for  ladies. 
However,  there  were  plenty  of  young  men 
on  the  neighbouring  plantations,  Englishmen 
as  well  as  foreigners,  and  they  contrived  to 
meet  occasionally. 

"  On  Sundays,"  I  suggested. 

"Sundays,"  echoed  Fred  ruefully.  "No, 
Kanford,  that  is  just  the  weak  point  in  our 
arrangements  here— we  make  no  difference 
on  Sunday  at  all.  I  believe  they  do  on  the 
English  estates,  but  there  are  so  few  of  them, 
they  have  no  influence.  On  the  Dutch  and 
German  lalantations  we  scarcely  know  when 
Sunday  comes  round.  Yes,  I  was  afraid  you 
would  not  like  that,"  he  added,  seeing  a 
frown  on  my  face ;  "  I  hate  it  myself,  for, 
though  a  German,  I  have  had  English 
training,  as  you  know.  I  mark  the  day  as 
best  I  can,  and  you  must  try  to  do  the  same. 
The  pay  days  are  our  holidays,  but  I  fear  I 
pass  most  of  the  time  in  sleep — the  heat  is 
killing  sometimes.  There  is  very  little  sport 
to  be  had,  plantation  work  is  so  heavy  and 
continuous." 

Fred  and  I  shared  a  room  that  night  in  a 
sort  of  half  inn,  half  boarding-house,  a  little 
way  up  the  town.  I  daresay  the  place  he 
selected  was  as  good  as  could  be  got,  but  I 
cannot  say  much  to  recommend  it.  The 
heat,  the  insects,  and  the  dirt,  together  with 
an  uncomfortable  feeling,  not  to  be  shaken 
off,  that  my  couch  was  still  heaving  up  and 
down  as  it  had  done  for  so  many  weeks  past, 
drove  all  sleep  from  my  eyes,  and  I  was 
thankful  when  morning  dawned. 

As  soon  as  it  was  light  I  rose,  and,  taking 
care  not  to  disturb  my  comrade,  crossed  the 
room  and  stood  at  the  open  window  so  as  to 
get  a  little  air.  The  view  was  by  no  means 
a  pretty  one.  The  sun,  newly  risen,  had  not 
as  yet  pierced  the  thick  bank  of  cloud  that 
bounded  the  horizon  on  the  east,  and  lent 
neither  sparkle  nor  tint  to  the  dull  grey  sea, 
whose  waters  were  rendered  still  more  lifeless 
by  the  torrent  of  mud  brought  down  by  the 
river.  The  sandy  hills  in  tbe  distance  looked 
mean  and  uninteresting.  I  sought  in  vain 
for  the  marvellous  colouring  and  luxuriance 
of  vegetation  I  had  been  taught  to  expect  in 
a  tropical  country,  but,  with  the  exception 


of  sundry  palm-trees  looking  like  gigantic 
ferns,  everything  was  dull  and  dingy  to  the 
last  degree.  Such  buildings  as  I  could  see 
consisted  of  sheds  for  the  storage  of  tobacco 
on  its  way  to  Europe,  and  in  front  of  these 
were  grouped  a  number  of  dark-skinned 
natives  wearing  little  or  no  clothing.  A 
woman  in  a  blue  jacket  with  a  dark  red  scarf, 
or,  as  Fred  told  me  to  call  it,  a  sarong, 
twisted  round  her  waist,  sat  in  a  corner  with 
a  basket  of  oranges  at  her  side  ;  but  to  my 
unaccustomed  eyes,  these  specimens  of  hu- 
manity were  more  repellent  than  attractive, 
and  did  nothing  to  brighten  the  scene. 

Fred,  when  he  awoke,  did  his  best  to  cheer 
my  spirits,  which  were  more  depressed  than 
I  was  willing  to  confess.  We  mounted  our 
horses  and  set  off  almost  immediately,  so  as 
to  avoid  the  great  heat  of  the  sun  as  much 
as  i^ossible.  My  luggage  was  to  be  taken  up 
to  the  station  on  the  backs  of  men.  In 
England  I  had  been  wont  to  say  that  the 
hotter  the  weather  grew  the  better  I  liked  it, 
but  I  soon  saw  the  fallacy  of  that  assertion. 
I  had  looked  forward  to  my  first  ride  through 
such  entirely  new  scenes  with  the  greatest 
interest  and  curiosity,  but  the  heat  and  the 
glare  rendered  me  so  unfit  for  exertion,  that  I 
was  quite  unable  to  appreciate  its  novelty,  and 
was  only  thankful  to  seek  shelter  whenever 
possible.  In  fact,  long  before  our  destination 
was  reached,  I  was  utterly  weary  and  worn 
out,  a  pitiable  object  for  all  beholders. 

"  I  won't  ask  you  now  what  you  think  of 
these  diggings,"  Fred  cried,  when  at  last  we 
stopped  before  a  curious-looking  erection 
that  might  have  been  designed  to  shelter 
human  beings  or  for  the  storage  of  tobacco, 
for  any  distinctive  architectural  peculiarity 
it  possessed;  "  they  are  rather  different  from 
your  preconceived  ideas,  I  imagine.  Com 
in  and  wash  the  dust  off,  and  then  we  will 
take  a  look  round.  Or  would  you  prefer  to 
rest  and  do  the  thing  in  the  morning — 
perhaps  that  will  be  better  :  you  look  rather 
j  done  up.  Anyhow,  come  upstairs  with  me 
now." 

He  led  the  way  to  a  large  room  which  be 
said  was  always  set  apart  for  strangers.  It 

j  was  rather  bare  to  English  notions,  but 
comfortable  enough  in  a  country  where  cool- 
ness is  a  greater  luxury  than  warmth.  Natu- 
rally, as  the  son  of  "  the  boss,"  Fred  had  a 
better  appointed  dwelling-house  than  fell  to 
the  lot  of  the  other  assistants.  He  made  his 
servant  fill  a  bath  for  me,  and  then  went 
away,  telling  me  not  to  be  long,  for  dinner 
was  ready  and  he  was  as  hungry  as  a  hunter. 
He  laughed  when  I  spoke  of  changing  my 

I  coat,  and  tossed  aside  the  light  one  I  was 
extracting  from  the  depths  of  my  portman- 

j  teau,  saying  he  was  going  to  dine  in  his 
shirt-sleeves,  and  I  had  better  follow  his 
example.    "In  these  parts  we  joidress  for 

I  dinner,  old  boy,"  he  added,  dryly,  "  and  you 

j  will  soon  find  it  is  t.he  right  thing  to  do." 

j  If  I  could  have  sat  in  my  bones,  as  Sydney 
Smith  is  said  to  have  suggested,  I  should 
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have  been  glad,  for  the  atmosphere  reminded 
me  of  nothing  so  much  as  a  Turldsli  bath, 
and  even  shirt-sleeves  seemed  insupportable. 
And  as  a  toilet  conducted  on  these  principles 
does  not  take  long,  I  need  scarcely  say  I  did 
not  keep  Fred  waiting. 

After  dinner,  which  consisted  of  poultry 
reared  on  the  premises,  and  one  or  two  kinds 
of  vegetables  I  had  never  seen  before,  I  felt 
refreshed  and  began  to  look  about  me.  I  was 
too  tired  to  care  about  going  out,  so  limited 
my  investigations  to  the  interior  of  the  house. 
Fred's  sitting-room  was  a  long  and  rather 
5ow  apartment  built  of  wood  and  raised  only 
a  few  feet  from  the  ground.  It  looked  on  to 
a  kind  of  balcony  of  nearly  the  same  size, 
which  was  open  to  the  air  at  each  end,  but 
protected  along  its  length  by  coarse  bhnds 
that  might  be  raised  or  lowered  at  will. 

Here  I  found  a  motley  collection  of  birds 
and  beasts.  To  begin  with,  he  had  at  least 
four  or  five  dogs,  each  one  uglier  than  the 
other.  "  I  daresay  it  seems  a  good  many," 
he  rejoined  gravely,  when  I  commented  on 
the  number,  "  but  you  will  find  you  must 
have  company  of  some  sort.  Besides,  it 
would  not  do  to  be  left  without  a  dog,  and 
from  one  day  to  the  other  you  never  know 
how  many  the  tigers  may  take  a  fancy  to. 
We  can  never  let  them  lie  outside  at  night ; 
they  would  be  carried  off  to  a  certainty." 
"  By  the  tigers  ?  "  I  said  interrogatively. 
"  Yes,"  replied  Fred.  "  It  is  on  the  whole 
an  amiable  characteristic  of  theirs  to  prefer 
the  flesh  of  dogs  to  that  of  human  beings,  so 
I  do  not  complain.  Of  course,  it  is  awkward 
from  the  dog's  point  of  view.  You  may  soon 
see  a  tiger  if  you  have  any  curiosity  that  way. 
Baba,  that  Chinaman  who  brought  in  the 
dinner,  tells  me  there  is  one  prowling  about 
the  place  to-day -he  has  been  laying  a  trap 
for  him.  We  shall  hear  the  brute  howling 
during  the  night,  I  daresay— or  you  will:  the 
sound  is  new  to  you.  I  have  learnt  to  sleep 
through  that  sort  of  thing." 

I  strove  to  make  friends  with  the  smallest 
of  the  dogs,  a  funny,  fox-coloured  little 
animal,  with  long,  pricked-up  ears  and  a  curly 
tail.  I  pride  myself  on  the  facility  with 
which  I  make  friends  with  any  dog  I  come 
across,  but,  for  once,  I  was  entirely  at  fault. 
He  was  snappish  and  unfriendly,  and  simply 
would  have  nothing  to  do  with  me.  Fred 
looked  on  and  laughed. 

"  Don't  lose  your  time  with  that  little 
beast,"  he  said  at  length,  "  Foxy  is  as  surly 
as  he  can  be.  He  hates  a  white  man  — all 
his  kind  do.  I  only  have  him  here  because 
he  is  such  a  little  oddity.  The  natives  train 
those  dogs  to  hunt  sometimes.  These  little 
fellows,"  he  went  on,  indicating  a  pair  of 
small  black  monkeys  that  were  dozing  in  a 
corner  close  to  a  large  cage  of  parrots,  "are 
much  better  fun.  Or  this,"  he  concluded,  as 
a  great  bird  suddenly  flew  up  and  perched 
itself  on  the  balcony  rail. 

It  was  a  hornbill— that  much  I  knew  from 
having  seen  one  in  the  Zoological  Gardens 
at  home— a  strange-looking  creature,  about 
the  size  of  a  turkey,  of  a  dull  black,  with  the 
exception  of  a  few  bars  of  white  near  the 
tail.  Its  beak  must  have  been  over  a  foot 
long,  and  looked  as  if  it  had  a  second  beak 
reversed  on  the  top  of  it.  It  was  quite 
tame,  Fred  told  me,  as  he  held  out  a  banana 
to  the  bird,  who  took  it  and  ate  it  greedily. 
Billy,  as  it  was  called,  was  evidently  a  prime 
favourite  of  Fred's,  but  I  shook  my  head 
when  he  offered  to  get  one  of  the  same  kind 
for  me,  and  said  I  did  not  think  I  should 
ever  care  for  such  society. 

The  next  morning  I  went  to  report  my 
arrival  to  the  manager,  whom  I  found  a  very 
agreeable  man,  speaking  English  with  a 
fluency  I  had  not  dared  to  hope  for.  I  had 
feared  I  should  have  to  communicate  with 
him  in  German,  of  which  I  knew  as  much  as 


does  the  average  English  schoolboy.  After 
the  interview,  Fred,  whose  holiday  extended 
over  that  day,  took  me  over  the  estate,  or 
rather  over  the  portion  under  his  superin- 
tendence. The  visit  to  my  future  quarters 
was  put  off  till  the  morrow. 

The  end  of  the  rainy  season  was,  I  was 
told,  selected  for  sowing  the  seed.  This  is 
mixed  with  sand  and  ashes  and  spread  over 
the  ground,  which  is  then  watered  and 
covered  with  straw  so  that  the  rain  may  not 
wash  the  seed  away.  About  a  fortnight  or 
three  weeks  later  the  sprouts  appear,  but 
quite  six  weeks  must  elapse  before  they  can 
be  planted  out.  The  young  plants  are  set  in 
rows  some  three  feet  apart.  They  have  to 
be  protected  from  the  sun,  and  watered 
regularly  every  day.  Things  had  just  come 
to  this  stage,  and  work  was  comparatively 
slack,  or  Fred  might  not  have  had  time  to 
devote  to  me.  Buds  come  out  on  the  plants 
some  two  months  or  thereabouts  after  the 
planting  out,  but  these  are  all  taken  off,  and 
sometimes  the  lower  leaves  as  well,  so  as  to 
afford  the  upper  ones,  which  are  said  to  be 
of  superior  quality,  a  better  chance  of  de- 
velopment. It  is  not  until  the  leaves  turn 
of  a  yellowish  green  that  they  are  fit  to  be 
gathered.  That  was  a  very  busy  time,  and 
I  was  glad  to  think  it  would  not  come  on  for 
a  few  weeks  yet.  Perhaps  I  had  better  state 
that  the  tobacco  of  Sumatra  is  only  used  for 
the  wrappings  of  cigars,  therefore  those  who 
imagine  the  young  men  on  these  plantations 
have  as  much  tobacco  to  smoke  as  they 
please  are  in  error. 

Mr.  Miiller,  the  assistant  whose  place  I 
was  to  till,  was  still  at  his  post,  and  would 
remain  for  a  while,  so  as  to  instruct  me  in 
my  new  duties.  I  was  speedily  introduced 
to  him,  and  in  a  day  or  two  carried  over  my 
belongings  to  the  house,  and  set  to  work 
in  earnest.  In  accordance  wi.h  the  usual 
custom,  I  had  bound  myself  to  remain  with 
the  Messrs.  Rosenthal  for  five  years,  so  I  was 
naturally  anxious  to  learn  all  about  the  place 
that  was  to  be  my  home  for  so  long  a  period. 
Mr.  Miiller  was  only  too  glad  to  give  me  any 
information  I  might  require.  He  was  to 
start  for  Europe  shortly,  as  his  health  was 
not  very  good,  and  after  a  few  months  would 
return  and  undertake  the  office  of  manager 
on  a  neighbouring  plantation.  He  hoped, 
therefore,  he  said,  that  I  would  prove  an  apt 
pupil,  for  every  week  he  lingered  on  my  ac- 
count shortened  his  holiday.  I  laughed,  and 
promised  to  do  my  best  to  learn,  but  privately 
looked  forward  with  anything  but  satisfaction 
to  being  left  on  my  own  resources. 

Mr.  Miiller  employed  himself  on  my  first 
day  in  establishing  me  in  my  new  quarters. 
He  even  insisted  on  evacuating  the  best  bed- 
room at  once,  saying  that  as  he  was  only 
going  to  sleep  there  one  night  more  it  would 
save  trouble.  The  same  afternoon  he  super- 
intended the  removal  of  his  effects,  some  of 
which  were  to  be  sold,  and  the  rest  to  be 
shipped  off  to  Europe  on  the  first  opportunity. 
For  the  remainder  of  his  stay  he  was  to  be 
the  guest  of  the  manager,  and  would  ride 
over  daily  to  look  after  the  work — and  me. 
I  had  been  prepared  to  find  my  domicile 
inferior  to  that  of  young  Rosenthal,  but  when 
stripped  of  Mr.  Miiller's  possessions,  it 
looked  singularly  bare  and  unhomelike.  His 
servants,  or  some  of  them,  were  to  remain 
with  me ;  and  how  I  was  to  control  them, 
seeing  that  we  were  equally  ignorant  of  each 
other's  language,  was  a  puzzle  to  me. 

At  an  early  hour  the  following  morning  I 
went  with  my  instructor  to  view  the  scene 
of  my  future  labours,  and  when  the  sun's 
rays  became  too  powerful  to  be  encountered 
with  safety  by  a  new  arrival,  we  went  in- 
doors, and  Mr.  Miiller  began  to  draw  up  for 
me  a  list  of  the  technical  terms  and  native 
expressions  that  it  was  needful  I  should 


learn  at  once.  When  t'rat  was  finished  he 
took  his  departure,  saying  he  would  return 
in  good  time  on  the  morrow  and  take  me  out 
with  him  again.  He  was  in  high  spirits  at 
the  idea  of  spending  the  evening  in  the  con- 
genial society  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Driicker,  and 
gave  no  thought  to  the  many  lonely  hours  I 
should  have  to  pass  in  these  unfamiliar  sur- 
roundings. 

I  had  my  dinner,  and  then  took  out  my 
portfolio  with  the  intention  of  writing  home. 
My  people  would,  I  knew,  expect  a  full  de- 
scription of  the  life  I  was  leading,  and  they 
must  not  be  neglected.  I  was  much  tempted 
to  say  it  was  a  lonely  one,  that  the  work  was 
hard,  amusements  but  few,  and  leisure,  even 
on  the  Sabbath,  not  to  be  counted  upon.  In 
that  strain  I  could  have  filled  pages.  But 
before  I  came  to  the  end  of  my  first  sheet  I 
saw  that  would  not  do.  I  must  not  make 
hght  of  the  hardships  and  trials  I  was  ex- 
posed to,  and  so  give  an  erroneous  impres- 
sion, but  still  less  must  I  complain  of  them. 
I  had  come  out  of  my  own  free  will,  and  if  I 
missed  my  friends  and  the  comforts  of  home 
— I  did  painfully — I  had  no  one  to  blame 
but  myself.  I  had  chosen  my  path  in  life, 
and  must  make  a  brave  fight  to  the  end. 

So,  taking  up  the  sheet,  I  tore  it  across  and 
set  to  work  again.  It  was  not  easy  to  write 
steadily,  for  the  mosquitoes  swarmed  around 
me,  and  more  than  once  I  had  to  pause  in 
order  to  clear  my  inkstand  of  cockroaches  or 
spiders.  It  had  amused  me  mightily  to 
watch  Fred  Rosenthal  doing  battle  with  these 
intruders,  but  now  they  exasperated  rue,  and 
at  last,  heated  and  tired  with  my  exertions, 
I  laid  down  my  pen,  deciding  to  wait  for  the 
mail-day  before  writing  another  line. 

My  books  were  not  yet  unpacked.  News- 
papers of  any  sort  were  unattainable,  and 
how  to  occupy  myself  till  bed-time  I  did  not 
know.  The  profound  silence  was  depressing. 
There  was  not  a  creature  about  the  place  for 
me  to  speak  to  in  any  intelligible  manner ;  I 
had  not  even  a  dog  of  my  own.  And  so  when 
I  had  walked  once  or  twice  round  the  neg- 
lected garden,  and  taken  a  bath,  I  was  really 
at  the  end  of  my  resources. 

Probably,  as  others  had  done  before  me,  I 
should  get  accustomed  to  the  sort  of  thing, 
but  to-day  I  felt  that  if  I  did  not  find  some 
one  with  whom  to  exchange  a  word,  I  should 
be  in  danger  of  losing  my  senses.  Happy 
thought !  I  would  go  over  to  Rosenthal's 
station  ;  it  was  only  a  short  distance,  and 
there  was  little  doubt  he  would  be  pleased  to 
see  me.  It  might  be  imprudent  for  a  stranger 
to  ride  out  at  such  an  hour,  but  I  would  take 
the  risk.  Anything  was  better  than  remain- 
ing where  I  was. 

Acting  on  the  spur  of  the  moment,  I  called 
to  one  of  the  Malay  servants,  and  with  some 
difficulty  made  him  understand  that  I  wanted 
a  horse  saddled.  Mr.  Miiller  had  two  horses 
at  his  disposal,  one  of  v/hich.  Van  Tromp  by 
name,  was  to  be  left  for  me,  so  I  had  no 
scruple  in  making  use  of  it. 

By  the  time  I  was  ready  to  start,  it  was 
dark.  The  sun  had  been  low  in  the  heavens 
when  the  idea  of  the  expedition  occurred  to 
me,  and  I  had  forgotten  how  short  was  the 
twilight  in  these  regions.  But  go  I  would, 
the  darkness  should  not  deter  me.  The  road 
was  straight  enough,  I  should  not  miss  the 
■way.  .  J 

Once  in  the  saddle,  my  spirits  rose,  i  red 
would  make  merry  over  my  fit  of  depression, 
hut  I  would  not  care  :  I  could  laugh  at  it 
myself  now.  How  surprised  he  would  look 
when  I  made  my  appearance— surprised  and 
pleased,  for  chance  visitors  were  sure  to  be 
appreciated.  I  would  stay  to  supper,  and 
then  perhaps  he  would  ride  back  part  of  the 
way  with  me.  ,1-4 
The  moon  was  shining  brilliantly,  but  it 
lay  behind  the  trees  that  bordered  the  road 
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just  here,  and  so  did  not  afiford  me  much 
light.  However,  as  Mr.  Miiller  had  laugh- 
ingly told  me  when  I  applied  to  him  for 
directions  earlier  in  the  day,  Van  Tromp 
knew  the  way,  for  he  went  past  Eosenthal's 
door  two  or  three  times  a  week  on  his  way  to 
the  manager's. 

I  was  obliged  to  ride  slowly  at  first,  for  in 
the  gloom  it  was  not  easy  to  see  any  obstacle 
that  lay  in  the  path.    But  after  a  while  I 
emerged  from  the  shadow  of  the  trees,  and 
surrounding  objects  became  more  distinct. 
The  road   here   skirted  a  large  patch  of 
lallang,  a  kind  of  sword-grass  that  quickly 
covers  every  tract  of  unused  land.    I  knew 
I  must  keep  this  on  my  left  hand,  and, 
relieved  from  the  fear  of  stumbling  over 
anything,  I  instinctively  urged  on  my  horse, 
at  the  same  time  casting  my  eyes  around,  in 
order  to  discover  whence  proceeded  a  noise 
that  for  the  last  few  minutes  had  much  per- 
plexed me.    But  no  living  thing  was  visible, 
and  the  creature,  whatever  it  was,  must  have 
been  at  some  distance,  for,  strain  my  ears 
as  I  might,  I  could  distinguish  no  footfall. 
My  horse,  however,  now  became  extremely 
fidgety,  and  it  was  with  the  greatest  difficulty 
I  could  hold  him  in.    Before  long  it  was 
impossible  to  do  it  at  all.    With  a  snort  or 
neigh  of  terror,  he  suddenly  darted  off  at  a 
swifter  pace  than  I  had  thought  one  of  his 
breed  could  achieve,  and  it  was  as  much  as 
I  could  do  to  keep  my  seat.    I  had  lost  all 
mastery  over  him. 

Looking  back  over  my  shoulder  a  few 
minutes  later,  I  saw,  to  my  horror,  a  large 
object  pursuing  us  in  hot  haste,  though 
noiselessly.  Its  form  was  indistinct,  and  was 
not  easy  to  separate  from  the  thick  shadow 
it  cast  upon  the  ground,  but  I  had  little  doubt 
it  was  a  tiger — probably  the  very  same  of 
whose  presence  in  the  neighbourhood  I  had 
heard  the  day  of  my  arrival.  How  could  I 
have  been  so  rash  as  to  come  out  without  a 
gun  or  weapon  of  some  kind  !  Except  for 
my  riding-whip,  I  was  utterly  defenceless, 
and,  truly,  for  that  to  be  of  any  service,  my 
antagonist  and  myself  must  be  at  uncom- 
fortably close  quarters. 

That  I  did  not  lose  my  nerve,  I  can  only 
attribute  to  my  ignorance  of  the  full  extent 
of  my  peril.  I  was,  however,  painfully 
excited.  The  rate  at  which  I  was  speeding 
along  was  dangerous  in  itself,  and  yet,  if 
checked  before  I  reached  a  place  of  safety, 
I  was  lost.  I  longed  to  turn  my  head  so  as 
to  ascertain  if  the  brute  were  gaining  upon 
me,  but  when  I  had  done  so  before,  the  move- 


ment had  so  nearly  lost  me  my  balance  that 
I  felt  it  was  unwise  to  attempt  it  again 
With  a  fervent  prayer  to  the  Most  High  for 
protection,  I  held  on,  determining  to  do  my 
best  and  leave  the  issue  in  His  hands. 

Fred's  campong  now  came  in  sight.  It 
lay  peaceful  and  calm  in  the  moonlight,  its 
white  roof  and  walls  giving  it  the  appearance 
of  being  covered  with  snow.  But  I  had  no 
time  to  give  to  the  picturesque.  I  was 
wondering  if  it  would  be  possible  to  stop  the 
horse  at  my  friend's  door,  and,  if  possible, 
would  it  be  safe  to  do  so?  Might  it  not 
afford  the  tiger  an  opportunity  of  seizing  on 
its  prey— and  was  that  Van  Tromp  or  myself  ' 
The  reflection  was  not  a  pleasant  one 

A  sudden  lurch,  that,  had  I  not  been  a 
fairly  good  rider,  would  have  thrown  me  to 
the  ground,  gave  me  something  else  to  think 
of  for  a  moment.  The  horse  had  swerved  to 
the  right  and  was  now  making  its  way  towards 
the  house.  I  tried  to  call  out,  in  the  hope 
that  a  servant  might  be  about  who  would  be 
able  to  render  me  assistance,  but  my  voice 
was  too  feeble  to  rouse  any  one.  A  deep 
growl,  followed  by  a  loud  crash,  sounded  in 
the  rear.  What  the  last  signified,  I  could 
not  tell,  but  my  horse  must  have  known,  for 
he  slackened  his  pace  and  in  a  minute  or 
two  came  to  a  halt  beneath  Fred's  balcony. 

To  have  dismounted  on  the  instant, 
climbed  the  gate  and  dashed  into  the  house, 
was  what  I  had  planned  to  do  if  I  got  the 
chance.  But  now  the  time  had  come,  I  had 
no  power  to  move.  Van  Tromp,  too,  was 
trembling  in  every  limb ;  he  could  not  have 
borne  me  many  yards  farther.  If  the  tiger 
came  upon  us  now  he  would  have  it  all  his 
own  way,  for  anything  either  of  us  could  do 
to  resist  him. 

"Why,  there  is  Eanford  himself,  by  all 
that's  wonderful !  "  I  heard  Fred  say  after  a 
space  of  time  that  might  have  been  five 
minutes  or  half  an  hour— I  could  not  tell. 
"  Whatever  brings  you  here  at  this  time  of 
night,  old  fellow?  An  ignoramus  like  you 
has  no  business  to  be  cutting  across  country 
after  dark.  What  does  Miiller  mean  by 
letting  you  do  such  wild  things  ?  But  come 
m,  now  you  are  here,  I  am  right  glad  to  see 
you.  Why  don't  you  get  off  your  horse? 
What  IS  the  matter?  " 

"Nothing,"  I  replied  with  a  disgraceful  dis- 
regard of  truth.  "  Help  me  down,  Fred,  and 
let  us  go  inside  as  fast  as  we  can." 

Seeing  something  was  amiss,  the  good  fellow 
asked  no  more  till  I  had  recovered  myself. 
My  report  astonished  him  greatly.    He  called 


to  the  Chinaman,  Baba,  and  bade  him  ex- 
amine the  trap,  for,  from  what  I  said,  he  had 
httle  doubt  the  tiger  had  been  caught,  and 
the  man  soon  came  back  with  the  welcome 
news  that  this  really  had  been  done,  Baba's 
trap  had,  in  a  way,  saved  my  life,  for  the 
tiger  must  have  been  close  upon  me  when  he 
fell  into  it.  Still,  had  the  horse  not  turned 
aside  as  he  did,  it  would  have  only  made 
matters  worse,  for  we  should  all  three  have 
tumbled  in,  and  a  struggle  between  man, 
horse,  and  tiger  in  a  hole  some  twenty  feet 
deep,  could  only  have  had  a  result  that  I  do 
not  care  to  dwell  upon.  If  instinct  led  Van 
Tromp  to  avoid  the  trap,  or  if  he  did  it  by 
chance,  I  am  unable  to  decide. 

An  hour  later  I  proposed  to  return  to  my 
quarters,  but  was  without  difficulty  prevailed 
upon  to  remain  for  the  night  where  I  was. 
However,  I  insisted  on  being  allowed  to 
depart  very  early  the  next  morning,  for  I 
wished  to  be  at  my  post  when  Mr.  Miiller 
arrived. 

Before  I  started,  Fred  and  I  went  to  see 
the  trap  where  lay  my  enemy.  The  opening 
had  been  originally  concealed  with  brush- 
wood and  mould,  but  by  this  time  these  had 
been  removed  and  replaced  by  planks  of 
wood,  so  that  the  animal  could  not  possibly 
escape.  Fred  put  his  rifle  into  my  hands, 
saying  it  was  my  privilege  to  shoot  the 
beast,  and  then  a  Malay  brought  a  torch, 
which  he  introduced  into  a  hole,  and  by  its 
light  I  made  out  the  eyes  of  the  tiger 
glaring  like  two  lamps.  I  aimed  between 
thefm  and  fired.  The  tiger  gave  an  angry 
growl.  Then  more  torches  were  brought, 
and  their  light  showed  him  to  be  sitting  with 
his  back  turned  towards  us,  his  tail  curled 
round  his  body.  A  second  shot  settled  him, 
and  after  a  short  delay  he  was  hauled  out. 
When  measured,  he  was  found  to  be  seven 
feet  long  from  the  tip  of  his  nose  to  the 
end  of  his  tail. 

The  Malays  and  Chinese  who  were  present 
shouted  and  chattered  volubly.  I  could  not 
make  out  a  word  they  said,  but  Fred  assured 
me  they  were  criticising  my  prowess  in 
most  laudatory  terms.  It  was  foitunate,  he 
said,  that  in  so  short  a  time  I  had  been  able 
to  make  so  favourable  an  impression.  It 
would  make  things  so  much  easier  for  me. 
They  never  wilHngly  obeyed  a  coward,  and  I 
might  wait  months  before  I  got  another  such 
opportunity.  I  devoutly  hoped  that  would 
be  the  case. 

(the  end.) 


THE  SORROWS  OF  PETER  PASTEL,  PHOTOGRAPHER. 


THE  year  after  we  were  at  Skellochie,  as 
already  described  in  these  pages,  my 
friend  Pastel  was  seized  with  the  mania 
which  has  for  long  ravaged  this  unhappy 
country.  Where  he  got  it,  I  never  found 
out,  but  this  I  know  (and  it  is  quite  enough), 
that  for  over  a  year  he  made  my  life  hideous. 

Those  who  have  lived  in  peaceful  homes, 
far  from  the  baleful  presence  of  a  photo- 
graphic dealer's  shop,  cannot  realise  the 
power  of  that  terror  which  stalks  through 
the  land,  compelling  their  fellow-creatures 
to  bury  themselves  in  cupboards  with  red 
lanterns.  It  is  so  frightfully  infectious,  too ! 
Any  one  possessing  some  spare  coin  of  the 
realm  is  liable  to  be  seized  at  any  moment 
with  the  malady ;  which  may  be  caused  by 
the  sight  of  a  camera,  a  price-list  of  apparatus, 
or  a  first-rate  photograph  done  by  your 
friend  Higgs,  whom  you  have  hitherto  fondly 
imagined  to  be  an  ass. 


By  Will  0.  Ch.4.rcole, 

Now  before  I  go  any  further,  I  ought, 
perhaps,  to  remind  you  that  Pastel  and  I 
are  artists  ;  a  fact  slightly  difficult  to  keep  in 
mind,  as  so  little  is  said  about  our  painting. 
Still,  I  am  certain  that  we  would  have  been 
famous  long  before  now,  but  for  our  relatives. 
It  is  entirely  their  fault.  They  will  not  let 
us  work  hard,  lest  it  should  injure  our  health, 
and  as  Pastel  and  I  are  fond  of  them,  we  try 
to  carry  out  their  instructions  as  strictly  as 
possible,  and  make  a  point  of  stifling  all 
wild,  foolish  yearnings  for  work.  As  yet,  I 
must  allow,  we  have  succeeded  admirably. 

Now  the  first  odd  thing  I  noticed  about  my 
friend  was,  that  at  times  he  seemed  to  be 
almost  busy  ;  but  this,  as  I  discovered  after- 
wards, was  not  due  to  a  love  of  our  art. 
One  day  I  found  an  immense  pile  of  letters 
addressed  by  him,  ready  for  the  post.  This 
struck  me  as  unearthly,  for,  although  Pastel 
really  ought  to  write  oftener  to  his  friends, 


he  never  remembered  to  do  so  unless  I  asked 
him  to  go  a  message  or  call  with  me  on  my 
uncle  Bung. 

I  paid  little  attention  to  Pastel's  energy 
at  the  time;  but  its  dreadful  significance 
dawned  upon  me  a  few  days  later,  when  huge 
quantities  of  printed  matter  arrived  hourly 
for  him.  It  was  the  first  symptom  of  the 
disease.  BIy  miserable  friend  had  evidently 
written  to  every  quarter  of  the  globe  for 
price-hsts  of  everything  that  was  ever  used 
in  photography. 

After  the  first  rush  of  letters  and  papers, 
the  post  brought  in  a  steady  flow  of  parcels 
that  would  have  deluded  any  ordinary  person 
into  the  belief  that  it  was  Christmas.  The 
postman  asked  whose  birthday  it  was ;  and 
Pastel,  I  grieve  to  state,  seemed  to  suggest 
that_  it  might  be  mine,  whereupon  that 
official  lay  in  wait  for  me,  and  gave  me  to 
understand  that  "it  was  not  parcels  I  was 


receiving,  but  postmen's  lives,"  or  words  to 
that  terrible  effect.  He  drew  tragic  pictures 
of  his  death— presumably  from  parcels— and 
darkly  hinted  that  his  funeral  expenses  must 
in  such  a  case  be  forthcoming  from  me  ;  but 
these  things  did  not  disturb  the  inhuman 
Pastel. 

The  parcels  poured  in  thicker  than  ever, 
and  the  disease  raged  furiously  in  our  house. 

And  now  Pastel  declared  his  intention  of 
experimenting  upon  me.  Though  he  was 
not  aware  of  the  fact,  I  saw  that— to  use  an 
expression  of  uncle  Bung's— he  meant  to 
kill  two  stones  with  one  bird."  Perhaps 
lie  entertained  wild  dreams  of  my  probable 
usefulness  in  the  dark  room — I  do  not  know. 
I  was  rash  enough  to  agree,  at  any  rate,  and 
Pastel  got  out  his  camera  and  told  me  to  sit 
down  in  an  easy,  unaffected  v,-ay,  and  read 
a  book. 

I  had  never  found  it  difficult  to  do  this 
before,  but  it  was  a  most  extraordinary 
■thing— on  that  particular  day  I  couldn't  do 
it.  I  tried  to  obey  my  friend's  directions, 
but  I  seemed  to  have  lost  the  use  of  my 
hands,  and  as  for  my  feet,  I  couldn't  have 
had  more  difficulty  in  disposing  of  them  had 
I  been  a  centipede. 

Pastel  remarked  that  I  looked  uncomfort- 
able. "Why  do  you  hold  the  book  that 
way  ?  "  said  he. 

"What  way?  "said  I;  "that's  how  you 
hold  a  book  when  you  read,  isn't  it  ?  " 

"  Certainly  not,"  he  replied,  with  wither- 
ing scorn.  "  I  never  saw  you  or  anybody 
else  hold  one  like  that  before.  It's  quite 
wonderful  how  you  do  it." 

This  enraged  me,  and  I  got  up.  "  Look  at 
me,  now,"  said  Pastel;  "what  could  be 
simpler  ?  "  and  he  sat  down. 

I  did  not  take  my  eyes  off  him.  There 
was  a  pause.  Then  he  said,  "  Oh !  don't 
stand  there  like  a  lunatic.  How  do  you  hold 
a  book  when  you  read  ?  "  Incredible  though 
it  may  seem,  we  had  both  forgotten  how. 

This  inestimable  talent,  which  we  had  both 
■once  possessed  and  valued  lightly,  had  fled 
from  us  for  ever.  It  was  a  lost  art.  I  began 
to  conjure  up  the  most  terrible  pictures  of 
Pastel  and  me,  unable  to  hold  a  book,  hiring  a 
companion  who  would  read  to  us. 

Pastel,  however,  would  not  give  in  ;  he  said 
he  would  take  me  standing,  and  a  frightful 
half-hour  of  tortures  followed.  It  appeared 
that  I  had  lost  the  art  of  standing  too.  I 
never  knew  until  then  into  what  wonderful 
forms  the  human  body  could  be  contorted. 
Pastel  arranged  me  in  such  wild,  weird 
postures  that  if  the  photographs  had  been 
successful,  they  would  have  made  my  fortune 
as  an  acrobat.  At  the  end  of  that  time- 
being  still  alive— I  fled  from  the  spot,  at- 
tempting to  console  myself  with  the  thought 
ti^.at  if  I  should  not  survive  what  I  had  under- 
gone, my  friends  would  at  least  have  number- 
less photographs  of  me  left. 

Meanwhile  Pastel  had  hastened  to  his 
dark  room  and  remained  bottled  up  there  for 
liDurs, — it  seemed  to  me. 

At  last  he  came  out,  holding  in  his  hand  a 
small  square pieceof  wet  glass.  "  The  others," 
he  said,  "  are — well,  they  weren't  exactly  a 
success,  but  if  you  hold  this  up  to  the  light, 
you'll  see  a  shadow  in  one  corner.    I  think 


it  must  be  the  back  of  your  chair."  And  the 
miserable,  deluded  creature  held  up  the  glass, 
on  which  not  a  thing  was  visible. 

^  I  might  have  known  it  all  along.  The  only 
difference  between  Pastel's  "  negative  "  and 
the  window-panes  in  our  room  was  the 
former's  exceedingly  unpleasant  smell. 

Pastel,  however,  was  quite  satisfied,  and 
went  away  to  dry  and  varnish  the  "negative." 
"It  will  preserve  it,"  he  said. 

That  night  the  Eev.  Mr.  Bromide— a  great 
friend  of  Pastel's  and  an  enthusiastic  amateur 
photographer — called. 

"The  first  plate  wasn't  a  success?"  he 
said;  "why,  that's  nothing!  You'll  waste 
dozens  and  dozens  of  them  before  you  get  a 
fairly  decent  one  !  " 

His  prophecy  was  fulfilled  to  the  letter. 
For  the  next  six  weeks  Pastel  literally  lived 
in  the  dark  room,  and  wasted  tons,  one  would 
imagine,  of  plates,  gallons  of  chemicals, 
thousands  of  candles,  with  no  results  to  speak 
of,  except  in  the  way  of  bills.  Then  he  de- 
clared that  the  cupboard  he  worked  in  was 
at  fault,  and  invested  in  what  he  called  a 
"portable  dark  room" — a  species  of  bag, 
j  in  size  something  between  an  overgrown 
sack  and  a  very  young  balloon— into  which 
[  he  got  his  head  and  arms,  tied  it  tightly  round 
his  waist  with  a  string,  and  developed  in 
there. 

I  There  was  a  kind  of  fatality  about  that 
bag,  when  I  think  of  it,  for  every  time  Pastel 
tied  himself  securely  into  it,  with  infinite 
trouble,  he  found  that  he  had  left  out  the 
things  he  needed  most.  One  day  he  got  in 
as  usual,  and  set  to  work.  I  was  in  the  next 
room.  Some  time  after,  fancying  I  heard  a 
noise,  I  went  in  to  see  what  he  had  forgotten 
next. 

On  opening  the  door,  I  beheld  him  groping 
about  with  his  head  and  arms  in  that  ridicu- 
lous bag,  from  whence  issued  weird  sounds. 
On  hearing  me  come  in,  he  turned  abruptly, 
stepped  into  a  pail  of  water  which  he  had 
been  using  for  photographic  purposes,  and, 
as  suddenly  stepping  back,  took  an  unpre- 
meditated seat  in  a  waste-paper  basket. 

That  useful  article— being  unaccustomed 
to  such  treatment— as  suddenly  assumed  the 
form  of  a  concertina,  and  I  was  just  in  time 
to  snatch  Pastel  from  its  ruins. 

Determined  to  be  in  perfect  darkness,  he 
had  tied  the  neck  of  the  bag  in  such  a  stone- 
knot  that  nothing  short  of  cutting  it  would 
release  him  ;  and  as  his  arms  were  inside 
the  baleful  invention,  he  could  not  get  at  his 
knife,  and  had  been  hopping  about  the  room 
and  tumbling  over  furniture,  he  declared, 
"for  centuries."  In  spite  of  his  muflled  en- 
treaties, I  was  obliged  to  cut  a  hole  in  the 
sacred  material  to  let  him  out. 

That  was  the  end  of  the  bag,  and  I 
fondly  hoped  that  these  misfortunes  would 
discourage  Pastel ;  but  I  was  to  be  undeceived. 

A  letter  arrived  from  his  married  sister, 
who  lives  in  the  country,  asking  us  to  visit 
her,  and  no  sooner  did  he  get  this  fatal 
missive  than  he  laid  in  a  fresh  stock  of  his 
abominable  plates  and  chemicals,  and  a  week 
later  we  were  established  in  her  house. 

Though  Pastel  took  his  camera  with  him, 
he  had  not  the  slightest  intention  of  wasting 
photographic  materials  on  his  small  nephews 
and  nieces,  though  they  and  their  parents 


laboured  under  the  pleasing  delusion  that 
they  were  to  be  taken  in  every  conceivable 
attitude. 

It  must  have  been  these  thoughts,  too, 
that  prompted  Pastel's  sister  to  give  him  up 
a  very  fair  cupboard  for  a  dark  room,  upon 
the  truly  reasonable  conditions  that  he  would 
"  use  no  fire  or  chemicals."  (She  has  a  great 
dread  of  fire,  and  treats  her  brother  as  if  he 
were  a  perfect  infant ;  so  that  if  he  had  told 
her  that  he  used  chemicals  of  the  most  harm- 
less kind — much  less  poisons — she  would 
have  gone  crazy  lest  the  children  should  find 
and  eat  them.) 

Pastel,  however,  gravely  assured  her  that 
the  things  used  in  photography  were  for  the 
most  part  perfectly  harmless— indeed,  per- 
haps, even  nourishing  for  children  — and  for 
a  time  her  suspicions  were  allayed. 

Now  and  then,  though,  she  visited  him, 
and  of  course  tried  to  open  the  dark  room 
door  at  a  critical  moment— saying  that  she 
"  smelt  poisons,"  or  was  "  sure  he  had  a  light 
in  there,"  and  so  on.  It  was  evident  she  had 
observed  the  remarkable  disappearance  of  his 
bedroom  candles. 

"You  ought  not  to  shut  the  door,"  she 
used  to  say.  "  What  would  you  do  if  you  could 
not  open  it  again?"  And  she  pictured  to 
herself  the  melancholy  end  of  Pastel  after  the 
manner  of  "  The  Mistletoe  Bough." 

We  stayed  with  Pastel's  sister  for  six 
weeks.  During  that  time  I  painted  diligently, 
and  I  think  it  is  only  right  that  I  should  tell 
you  that  my  pictures  in  the  Thingummy  Ex- 
hibition were  done  then.  Pastel  meanwhile 
used— we  calculated— about  172  plates,  and 
had  only  occasionally  faint  glimmerings  of 
reason.  He  was  seized  by  the  minister  of 
the  parish,  and  decoyed  into  photographing 
the  Sunday  School.  (It  was,  by  the  way,  the 
only  good  negative  he  ever  did.) 

Then  my  uncle  Bung  visited  us,  and  as- 
sured Pastel  that  he  "  would  sit  for  his 
photograph  as  often  as  he  liked." 

Thirteen  plates  were  ruined  in  honour  of 
uncle  Bung,  only  two  of  which  had  anything 
like  him  on  them— one  was  not  bad,  but 
Pastel  broke  it  ;  in  the  other  my  relative 
had  three  heads,  twelve  hands,  and  dozens 
of  eyes.  Pastel  found  when  he  went  away 
that  he  had  just  two  more  dry  plates,  and 
one  was  cracked.  He  had  also  one-and- 
threepence  in  coppers  and  a  halfpenny  stamp 
left,  so  he  deemed  it  advisable  to  buy  no 
more  chemicals. 

He  took  a  careful  negative  of  a  beautiful 
ruin  near  his  sister's  house,  and  one— on 
sufferance— of  the  children,  just  before  our 
visit  ended. 

Pastel,  however,  did  not  develope  those  till 
we  got  home. 

The  photograph  of  the  children  was 
fairly  good  (they  asked  for  fifteen  copies  of  it, 
which  they  haven't  got  yet)— and  the  "  beau- 
tiful negative"  was  a  perfect  blank!  He 
had  forgotten  to  expose  it  ! 

Perhaps  you  may  have  noticed  in  the 
papers  lately  the  following  announcement  : 

"  For  Sale.  Photographic  Apparatus  and 
Camera.  Almost  new.  No  reasonable  offer 
refused.    Apply,  etc." 

(the  end.) 


ENGLAND'S  FIRST  GREAT  SEA  FIGHT. 

By  Philip  Kent,  b.a. 


THE  Hundred  Years'  War  virtually  began 
when  Edward  iii  claimed  the  crown  of 
France  on  the  death  of  Philip  the  Handsome 
in  1328.  But,  luckily,  we  need  not  clog  this 
simple  narrative  with  a  discussion  of  Edward's 
claim,  nor  with  the  details  of  the  numerous 
naval  skirmishes  which  preceded  the  famous 
sea  fight  at  Sluys.  Enough  for  our  present 
purpose  that,  between  the  years  1328  and 
1340,  the  southern  coast  of  England  suffered 
severely  from  the  fitful  onslaughts  of  the 
French,  who,  on  one  occasion,  sacked  and 
burnt  Southampton,  and  afterwards  waylaid 
and  captured  two  of  the  largest  vessels  in  the 
English  fleet,  the  St.  Christopher  and  the  St. 
Edward. 

Tartly  to  revenge  these  outrages,  but  mainly 
to  cripple  the  growing  power  of  France,  which 
now  threatened  a  formal  invasion,  Edward 
mustered  a  fleet  consisting  of  260  ships  all 
told.  With  these,  convoying  a  few  transports 
freighted  with  a  bevy  of  Queen  Philippa's 
ladies  who  wished  to  join  their  royal  mistress 
at  Ghent,  the  King  set  sail  from  the  mouth 
of  the  river  Orwell  at  daybreak  on  June  22, 
1340. 

Early  on  the  morrow  they  neared  the 
coast  of  Flanders,  and  spied  a  whole  forest  of 
masts  in  the  inlet  called  the  Zwijn  which 
forms  the  port  of  Sluys. 

"  Wliat,  think  you,  may  yon  vessels  be  ?  " 
quoth  King  Edward  to  the  master  of  the 
royal  ship. 

"  So  please  your  Majesty,"  replied  the  sea- 
man, "  I  take  'em  to  be  Normans  and  others 
sent  out  by  the  French  King  to  rob  and  spoil 
your  coasts  and  seize  your  Majesty's  person 
if  they  can.  And  among  'em,  I  doubt  not, 
we  should  find  those  very  men  who  burnt 
your  good  town  of  Southampton,  and  took 
your  good  ships  the  St.  Edward  and  the  St. 
Christopher." 

"Ha!"  rejoined  the  King,  "  I  have  long 
itched  to  fight  the  French,  for,  truly,  they 
have  done  me  so  much  ill  that  I  would  fain 
be  revenged  an  I  may.  And  now  I  shall  fight 
with  some  of  them  by  the  grace  of  God  and 
St.  George."  Then,  calling  Lord  Reginald 
Cobham,  Sir  John  Chandos,  and  Sir  Stephen 
Burkin,  he  bade  them  land  and  ride  along 
the  shore  to  note  the  aspect  and  strength  of 
the  foe.  Thanks  to  the  goodwill  of  all  the 
Flemings  towards  the  English  at  that  time, 
the  three  knights  performed  their  errand 
safely,  and  returned  at  uusk  to  report  that, 
so  far  as  they  could  judge,  the  enemy's  fleet 
numbered  some  400  sail.  Thereupon  the 
King,  "  who,"  says  a  quaint  old  author,  "must 
needs  admiral  it  himself  for  the  nonce," 
forthwith  gave  orders  to  cast  anchor  for  the 
night,  resolving  to  tackle  the  enemy  next 
morning. 

We  now  know— what  Edward  did  not  — 
that  the  hostile  fleet  included  many  Spanish 
vessels,  and  also  a  squadron  of  Genoese  galleys 
captained  by  Boccanegra,  brother  to  the 
Doge  of  Genoa.  This  brave  and  skilful  com- 
mander urged  the  expediency  of  falling  on 
the  foe  by  break  of  day,  and  his  bolder 
counsels  prevailed  over  the  misgivings  of 
the  French  admiral  Bahuchet.  Meanwhile 
Edward,  on  his  part,  firmly  relying  on  the 
skill  and  courage  of  his  men,  made  light  of 
the  large  numerical  odds  against  him,  and 
felt  as  eager  for  the  fray  as  Boccanegra  him- 
self. 

Hence,  when  morning  dawned—  the  morn- 


ing of  June  24— a  red-letter  day  in  the  annals 
of  the  English  navy— he  saw  with  an  un- 
flinching eye  the  whole  French  armada 
sallying  from  the  haven  in  three  compact 
squadrons.  To  give  them  a  rough  reception 
he  ranged  his  big  ships  in  the  forefront  of 
the  line  of  battle— first,  a  ship  manned  by 
archers,  then  one  manned  by  gens  d'armcs, 
as  old  Froissart  styles  them— that  is,  soldiers 
armed  for  hand-to-hand  fighting  with  sword 
and  spear.  In  the  rear  of  this  forefront, 
technically  termed  the  van— only,  for  the 
smaller  boys,  that  word,  like  gens  d'armes, 
savours  rather  too  strongly  of  policemen — 
while  "men-at-arms,"  Lord  Berners'  ren- 
dering of  gens  d'armes,  needed  some  ex- 
planation— in  the  rear,  then,  of  this  van, 
with  its  shipfuls  of  men-at-arms  sandwiched 
between  each  shipful  of  archers,  Edward 
stationed  a  reserve  squadron  charged  to  de- 
fend the  leading  vessels  from  a  rear  attack. 
Then  came  a  third  and  smaller  squadron, 
entrusted  to  protect  the  transports  where  the 
poor  ladies,  doomed  to  be  passive  spectators 
of  the  coming  fight  in  which  some  of  their 
nearest  and  dearest  were  about  to  take  part, 
stood  trembling,  spite  of  all  the  King's  kindly 
efforts  to  cheer  them.  And,  as  the  old 
chronicle  assures  us,  he  did  his  best. 

The  ships  thus  marshalled,  Edward  ordered 
them  to  hoist  sail  and  beat  to  windward, 
that  they  might  bear  down  upon  the  foe  with 
sun  and  wind  astern.  For  the  moment  the 
French  entirely  misread  the  drift  of  this  sea- 
manlike manceuvre.  They  fancied  that  the 
English,  daunted  by  their  superior  numbers, 
were  slipping  away.  But  they  were  quickly 
undeceived  when  they  beheld  the  banner 
royal  of  England  streaming  from  the  main- 
mast of  King  Edward's  ship ;  and  they 
chuckled  at  the  thought  that  they  were  now 
sure  of  securing  so  rich  a  prize.  But  they 
chuckled  rather  too  hastily  ! 

At  ten  in  the  forenoon  the  action  began  by 
Boccanegra's  despatching  four  of  his  galleys 
to  attack  an  English  ship  named  the  Eich 
Oliver,  which  had  somewhat  outsailed  its 
companions.  On  swept  the  galleys,  urged  to 
full  speed  by  the  sturdy  strokes  of  the  cars- 
men.  But  instead  of  trying  to  stave  in  the 
Oliver's  ribs  by  tilting  at  them  with  their 
sharp  iron  beaks,  they  assailed  her  with  a 
storm  of  stones  and  darts  hurled  from  their 
catapults  and  mangonels  —the  artillery  of 
the  period.  For  though  Fabyan,  the  alder- 
man-poet and  chronicler,  has  embellished 
his  description  of  the  fight  by  arming  the 
opposing  fleets  with  cannon  and  Greek  fire, 
Vfe  know  that  gunpowder  was  not  used  till 
six  years  later,  at  the  Battle  of  Cressy  ;  nor 
in  naval  warfare,  till  long  after  that  battle  ; 
while  none  of  the  contemporary  chroniclers 
who  saw,  or  fought  at,  Sluys  say  a  word 
about  Greek  fire.  Still  the  missiles  from  the 
Genoese  galleys  did  great  slaughter  on  board 
the  Oliver,  and  it  narrowly  escaped  capture. 
But,  in  the  very  nick  of  time,  other  English 
vessels,  with  the  wind  blowing  dead  astern, 
hurried  to  the  rescue,  boarded  the  four 
galleys,  and  captured  the  would-be  captors. 

Thus  ended  this  preliminary  skirmish. 
And  now  the  French  trumpets  and  clarions 
sounded  the  general  onset  with  a  threatening 
blast  from  their  brazen  throats.  In  answer 
to  it  the  English  raised  a  mighty  shout  which 
rolled  across  the  waves  and  rang  back,  like 
[  pealing  thunder,  from  the  dykes  that  walled 


the  neighbouring  shore.  Scarce  had  the 
echo  died  away  when  a  shower  of  arrows  from 
the  English  longbows  darkened  the  summer 
sky.  The  French  replied  with  a  volley  of 
bolts  from  their  crossbows— a  pale  reply 
which  did  little  execution,  while  their  own 
decks  ran  crimson  with  the  blood  that 
poured  from  the  wounds  inflicted  by  the 
clothyard  shafts  of  the  English  archers. 
Meanwhile  the  vessels  manned  by  the  men- 
at-arms  plied  their  long  hooks  and  grappling 
irons  to  get  to  close  quarters.  Then  came 
the  tug  of  war,  and  during  the  deadly  contest 
which  ensued  many  a  doughty  deed  of  arms 
was  done  by  those  who  attacked  and  those 
who  defended,  by  those  who  took  and  those 
who  retook  the  vessels  of  the  foe.  The 
French  had  set  their  huge  English  prize, 
the  St.  Christopher,  in  the  van  of  their  line 
of  battle  ;  and  the  English,  knowing  how 
deeply  the  loss  of  that  fine  ship  had  grieved 
their  King,  strove  manfully  to  win  it  back  for 
him  under  his  very  eyes.  And  so  well  they 
sped,  though  so  dogged  the  resistance,  that 
when  at  length  they  succeeded  in  wresting 
her  from  the  clutches  of  the  French,  they 
found  scarcely  a  living  man  on  board  to  cry 
for  mercy.  To  fill  her  with  English  archers 
was  the  work  of  a  few  moments,  and  then 
the  proud  vessel  turned  her  angry  prow 
against  the  Genoese  galleys. 

"This  battle,"  writes  old  Froissart,  "was 
right  fierce  and  terrible.  For  sea  fights  are 
ever  more  fraught  with  danger  and  more 
furious  than  land  fights.  And  reason  good  ! 
At  sea  there  is  no  yielding  nor  flying,  but 
fight  men  must  and  brook  what  chance  be- 
falls, and  every  man  stand  his  ground  and 
show  his  mettle." 

As  the  day  wore  on,  the  English  succeeded 
in  retaking  the  St.  Edward  also,  with  two 
smaller  vessels  captured  by  the  French 
during  the  fitful  naval  warfare  of  the  last  few 
years.  Still  the  enemy  bore  up  bravely,  and 
long  staved  off  defeat  with  the  aid  of  their 
mangonels  and  catapults ;  the  ponderous 
missiles  hurled  from  these  formidable  en- 
gines making  sad  havoc  among  the  English, 
and  sinking  three  or  four  of  their  vessels 
outright.  Slowly,  however,  but  surely,  the 
leading  squadron  of  the  enemy  was  utterly 
beaten,  and  the  second  so  hard  pressed  that 
the  crews  jumped  overboard  to  shun  the 
pelting  of  the  pitiless  storm  of  arrows  which 
shot  them  down  like  sheep.  At  last,  the 
Genoese  commander,  Boccanegra,  seeing 
that  all  was  lost,  drew  off  with  his  whole 
squadron,  and  left  his  allies  to  their  fate. 
'Twas  now  seven  in  the  evening.  Thus  the 
tough  struggle  had  lasted  fifteen  mortal 
hours.  It  cost  the  victors— if  we  take  the 
lowest  reckoning— four  thousand  men,  the 
vanquished  ten  thousand.  One  of  the  French 
admirals  fell  in  the  heat  of  the  fight.  The 
other,  Bahuchet,  was  taken  prisoner,  and 
hanged  from  the  mainyard  of  his  own  ship, 
in  retaliation  for  the  cruelties  perpetrated 
with  his  sanction  at  the  sack  of  Southampton. 
On  the  English  side,  the  only  person  of  note 
who  fell  was  Sir  Thomas,  eldest  son  of  Lord 
Morthermer.  The  King,  however,  received 
a  wound  in  the  thigh.  Perhaps  it  was  but 
slight.  In  any  case,  he  omits  to  mention  it 
in  that  still-extant  letter  to  his  Bishops 
and  Clergy,  which  bore  to  England  the 
first  sure  tidings  of  her  first  great  naval 
victory. 


QUEER  PETS. 

By  Gokdon  Stables,  m.d.,  cm.,  r.n. 


TT/^HETHEE  it  be  that,  mentally  considered, 
r  I  one  boy  is  as  like  another  as  one  e"K 
or  one  parched  pea  is  like  its  fellow,  I  cannot 
say  ;  but  as  regards  pets,  there  are  one  or  two 
questions  sent  to  the  Editor  as  regularly  as 
the  phases  of  the  moou.  Here  are  two 
samples.  "  Where  can  I  buy  a  grass  snake 
or  a  green  frog,  and  what  is  the  price?" 
"  What  is  the  price  of  a 
squirrel  or  hedgehog  ?  " 

_  Now,  one  would  ima- 
gine that  a  boy  would 
know  that  a  naturalist's 
shop  was  just  the  place 
from  which  to  obtain 
such  pets  as  these.  A 
boy  doesn't,  though — 
at  least  not  the  average 
boy. 

So  I   believe  a  few 

hints  about  buying  pets 

will  not  here  be  thrown 

away. 
Although,    then,  a 

parrot  may  not  be  one's 

beau  idiial  of  a  queer 

pet,  still  I  must  take 

this  opportunity  to  warn 

my  readers  against  the 

purchase  of  young  par- 
rots  that  are  brought 

into   this    country  in 

cargoes  and  sold  retail 

for  15s.  each,  or  less. 

These  seldom,  if  ever, 

live.     Their  blood  is 

poisoned     from  the 

shockingly  insanitary 

and  overcrowded  con- 
dition in  which  they 

are  kept  on  board  ship. 

So,  when  you  think  of 

buying   one   of  -these, 

remember  "Punch's" 

advice  to  people  about 

to  marry — "Don't." 

You  cannot  buy  a 
really  good  acclimatised 
parrot  under  £5,  and 
the  cleverer  the  bird  is 
the  higher  will  be  the 
price. 

I  give  now,  in  tabular 
form,    the    prices  as 
quoted  by  well-known 
importers   of  different 
wild  or  semi-wild  ani- 
mals, most  of  which 
must  be  kept  in  large 
roomy     places,  with 
railed  exercise  cage  be- 
hind or  in  front,  ac- 
cording to  the  strength  of  your  guest.  Boys 
as  a  rule,  seldom  suffer  from  a  plethora 
of  loose  cash,  but  as  the  "  B.  0.  P."  circu- 
lates among  the  richest  people  in  the  land, 
I  do  not  hesitate  to  give  the  prices  of  even 
the  more  expensive  animals. 


.Tackals  . 
Opossums  ami 

mondi . 
Flying  fox 
Prairie  dog  . 
Agouti  . 
Gerbilles 
Chipmunks  . 
Jerboa  . 


Coati- 


about  1  10 


1  5 

2  2 
1  10 
1  10 
0  10 
0  10 
0  10 


2   0  each 


U  „ 
0  a  pair 
0  eacli 
0  a  pair 
0  „ 
0  ., 


Kangaroo  (big) 

(small)  . 

Beaver  . 

Armadillos  . 

Ocelot-cat 

Wolf 

Capyijara 

Stpiirrels  (foreign) 

Civfr-cat 

cioiict  .    .  ; 

Mongoose 
Otter 

Foxes  (any  sort)  . 


£  s.  <l. 

.  about  40  0  0  a  couple 

„     10  (i  0 

„    15  0  0  each" 

£  .(. 

„      2  0  0  to  5   (1  each 

„      8  0  0  „  10    0  „ 

„      3  0  0  „    5  0 

„     10  0  0  „  12    0  ' 


0    0  .,  15 

a 

3 


1  10  0  . 

1  10  u  „ 

1  10  0  ., 

0  15  0  ., 
5    0  0,, 

1  10  0  „ 


a  pair 
each 


10  0 
2  0 


Where's  your  muzzle? 

_  Reptiles,  tuc'i  as  green  or  grass  snakes, 
httle  tortoises,  green  tree-frogs,  etc.,  vary  in 
price ;  but  these  I  must  treat  of  in  my  promised 
pajseron  the  vivarium.  As  for  monkeys,  they 
are  certainly  very  queer  pets  ;  but  I  had  an 
article  or  two  on  them  some  time  back,  so 
must  now  leave  them  severely  alone,  though 
I  may  remind  you  that  the  ailments  that  so 
soon  cut  them  off  in  this  country  are  those  of 
the  chest,  and  that  you  cannot  be  too  careful 
to  feed  well  and  protect  from  damp  and  cold. 

Kangaroos  are  vegetarians  entirely.  They 
are  "  amoosin'  kusses,"  as  Artemiis  Ward 
would  say,  and  really  make  fascinating  pets. 
Of  course  they  get  into  mischief  ;  but  that,  I 
think,  is  the  best  of  it.  It  would  verv  likely 
be  the  lesser  kangaroo  a  boy  would  have, 
though,  if  ambitious,  he  could  get  an  old  man 
kangaroo,  about  seven  feet  hieh,  and  war- 


ranted to  kick  better  than  any  mule  that  ever 
lifted  leg.    You  might   dress   him  up,  you 
know,  put  a  cap  on  his  head,  a  coat  on  his 
back,  and   knickerbocker  trousers  on  his 
truly  Highland  legs.    I'll  warrant  you  should 
have  plenty  of  people  to  look  at  you  and  your 
pet  when  you  went  out  for  a  walk,  hop,  step, 
and  jump.    You   yourself  would  do  the 
stepping,  your  kangaroo 
would  see  to  the  hopping 
and  jumping. 

A  very  interesting  ac- 
count— from  the  life — 
of  a  pet  kangaroo  ap- 
peared in  "  Chambers's 
Journal"  some  years 
ago ;  some  of  my  readers 
may  have  the  number. 

The  beaver  is  another 
expensive  pet.  If  j-ou 
are  a  millionaire's  son, 
you  might  go  in  for  a 
squad  of  them.  Beavers 
•will  live  on  bread  and 
different  sorts  of  vege- 
tables and  become  very 
tame.  They  must  have 
a  pond  and  a  tree  to 
keep  them  in  good 
temper  and  happy.  But 
as  I  fear  I  have  not  an 
embarrassing  number 
of  millionaires'  sons 
among  my  readers,  I 
must  leave  the  beaver 
alone. 

The  Armadillo  is  a 
native  of  the  Brazils 
and  Argentina,  and, 
when  kept  as  a  pet, 
■  is  quite  willing  to  feed 
'  from  the  scraps  of  the 
table,  though  the  rest- 
less little  rascal  likes 
his  meat  high.  You 
must  have  seen  the 
picture  of  these  strange 
beasts,  with  their  jackets 
of  mail  and  flat  tri- 
angular heads,  in  books 
of  natural  history. 

The  armadillo  is  a 
wonder  in  digging  and 
burrowing,  but  a  per- 
fectly harmless  creature 
altogether. 

I  do  not  suppose  the 
reader  hankers  after  a 
Ly7ix.  I  myself  have 
never  studied  the  beast 
much,  but  I  do  not 
think  a  lynx  would 
make  a  desirable  pet  to  keep  in  one's  bed- 
room, for  example. 

Nor  would  the  Civet-cat.  It  is  really  very 
difficult  to  civilise  a  civet-cat.  -You  will  get 
plenty  of  snarling  and  spitting  and  growling 
from  him,  and  plenty  of  evil  odour,  and  the 
more  you  feed  him  the  worse  it  will  be.  So, 
on  the  whole,  I  think  you  had  better  make  an 
attempt  to  live  and  die  without  being  the 
proud  o^yner  of  a  civet-cat.  There  is  an 
Asiatic  civet  which  is  more  easily  tamed. 

Quite  a  different  creature  in  appearance 
and  temper  also,  is  the  Ocelot.  The  animal 
is  a  native  of  the  tropical  regions  of  America. 
It  is  a  large  beast,  about  three  feet  long  in 
body  minus  the  tail,  and  very  nicely  marked. 

In  its  wild  state  it  is  a  wondrous  tree- 
climber,  and  though  a  devoure.i:  of  the  flesh 
of  birds,  etc.,  it  much  prefers  to  drink 


their  blood.  It  is  thus  very  destructive  in 
the  forests  it  inhabits,  kilUng,  of  course, 
far  more  than  it  eats. 

It  is  not  dilKcult  to  tame,  but  must  be 
kept  in  a  large  roomy  cage,  for  it  is  a  strong 
creature,  its  claws  are  very  sharp  and  it 
may  wound  one  severely  without  meaning  to 
be  aught  save  saucy  and  funny. 

Foe  d.— This  must  be  procured  at  the 
poulterers'— giblets,  offal,  etc.— and  from  the 
cat's  meat  man  and  butcher.  But  it  should 
have  milk  daily,  and  water  also. 

Do  not  on  any  account  let  it  out  of  its 
cage^  or  you  may  get  into  serious  trouble. 

Wolves  I  do  not  look  upon  as  desirable 
pets  for  boys,  though  if  one  is  obtained  young 
enough,  and  tho  owner  has  the  happy  gift  of 
taming  animals,  one  of  these  animals  might 
become  a  very  companionable  and  even  tricky 
pet. 

Foxes  are  better.  But  although  generally 
kept  as  caged  animals,  I  think  this  is 
wrong.  If  got  while  quite  in  its  puppy- 
hood,  the  common  fox  of  Britain  becomes  a 
very  tame  and  delightful  companion  indeed. 
It  is  when  he  is  looked  upon  as  a  wild  beast 
and  treated  accordingly,  that  he  becomes  a 
thief,  a  poacher,  and  general  reprobate. 
Either  make  up  your  mind  to  treat  young 
Keynard  as  you  would  a  dog,  or  do  not  have 
the  poor  fellow  at  all.  I  am  not  sure, 
however,  that  the  fox  can  be  invariably 
trusted  where  fowls  are  about.  He  is  natu- 
rally a  great  admirer  of  chanticleer,  but 
when  he  gets  him  by  the  neck  he  effectually 
stops  his  crowing. 

If  you  happen  to  know  a  gamekeeper  in 
Scotland,  he  would  be  the  man  to  procure 
you  a  fox-puppy.  A  fox  is  often  kept  in 
Scotland  as  a  playmate  for  the  bairns,  but 
as  a  rule  the  Scotch  make  two  mistakes; 
they  chain  him  up  when  he  gets  big,  and 
they  feed  him  solely  on  oatmeal  porridge. 
Foxes  must  have  change  of  diet,  and  meat 
must  form  a  goodly  proportion  of  it.  I  can 
quite  believe  the  story  told  me  Ly  a  corre- 
spondent the  other  day  of  a  chained  fox  that, 
seeing  the  fowls  near  by,  scattered  some  of 
his  porridge  about  and  then  hid  in  the  straw. 
By-and-bye  the  cock  came  round  and  began 
to  call  his  hens.  Eeynard  had  a  good  meal 
that  day. 

The  Aixtic  Fox  is  not  unlike  a  Pomeranian 
dog.  They  are  not,  however,  all  white.  In 
Greenland  we  saw  different  coloured  ones, 
and  most  cheeky  and  impudent  all  were. 

The  Sciuirrel  Famihj.—l^ovf  we  are  coming 
to  creatures  that  are  far  more  suitable  as 
pets  than  any  I  have  yet  mentioned.  The 
common  squirrels  that  run  about  my  lawns 
here  of  a  summer  morning  are  very  lovely 
and  engaging  little  fellows.  Mine  are  not 
one  whit  afraid  of  me.  I'm  only  just  the 
doctor,  and  "bless  your  tail,"  the  he-squirrel 
tells  his  wife,  "  there  ain't  a  bit  o'  harm  in 
the  doctor." 

Well,  I  must  confess  I  like  to  see  them 
running  wild  and  free  thus,  far  better  than 
in  a  cage.  With  me  they  build  their  nests 
high  m  the  swaying  poplar  trees,  out  of  the 
reach  of  my  weasels. 

We  frequently  come  across  the  little  store- 
houses of  our  squirrels  at  the  foot  of  trees, 
and  of  course  never  think  of  robbing  them! 
A  boy  who  robbed  a  squirrel  would  steal  a 
bone  from  a  blind  man's  dog.  The  squirrel 
does  not  sleep  all  through  the  winter,  but 
mostly  in  cold  and  inclement  weather  ;  when 
he  wakes,  he  goes  straight  away  to  his  store- 
house, removes  the  withered  leaves,  and  has 
a  big  feed. 

In  captivity  the  squirrel  makes  a  delightful 
pet,  and  the  more  you  pet  and  love  him  the 
more  lie  will  like  you.  He  ought  to  be  had 
very  young. 

The  cage  should  be  as  large  as  possible, 
with  a  tree  in  it  for  the  wee  prisoner  to 


gambol  on.  No  wheel.  It  is  a  nasty  and 
cruel  contrivance.  The  floor  may  be  bedded 
in  sawdust,  kept  very  clean,  and  frequently 
sprinkled  with  sanitas  fluid.  He  or  they 
must  have  a  dark  ventilated  room  in  which 
to  sleep. 

They  do  not  breed  in  confinement ;  and  if 
kept  in  a  warm  room  they  will  be  quite  as 
lively  in  winter  as  in  summer. 
I  Food  for  squirrels:  Bread  and  milk  sop, 
always  fresh ;  bread  or  boiled  rice  simple, 
damped  with  milk;  roots,  apples,  acorns, 
hazel  nuts,  walnuts,  and  ground  nuts,  etc. 

The  Chijmumk.—l  am  often  asked  if  this 
be  a  monkey.  No,  boys,  it  is  a  little  American 
beastie  "  belonging  to  the  squirrel  family, 
hghtish  brown  in  fur,  with  dark  stripes  along 
the  sides,  with  some  greyish  streaks.  Though 
very  small,  it  is  very  bounie. 

Feed  just  the  same  as  the  squirrel.  Variety 
and  change  in  diet  are  good  for  both. 

There  are  a  great  many  different  kinds  of 
foreign  squirrels,  but  they  are  all  fed  and 
treated  in  a  similar  way  to  that  advised  for 
the  English  squirrel. 

The  woodwork  of  the  cage,  or  top  and 
edges  of  it,  should  be  covered  with  tin,  else 
they  will  soon  gnaw  and  destroy  it. 

Weasels  and  Stoats  are  sometimes  kept  as 
pets,  and  there  is  no  doubt  they,  when  com- 
pletely tamed,  make  the  most  affectionate  and 
funny  of  pets  ;  but  there  is  a  terribly  objec- 
tionable odour  proceeds  at  times  from  all  the 
family,  which  I  believe  will  for  ever  militate 
against  their  being  common  pets. 

Do  you  know  or  have  you  ever  seen  that 
droll-looking  long-and-supple  nosed  creature 
with  its  striped  and  lengthy  tail,  called  a 
coatitnondi.  It  is  not  a  very  expensive  pet, 
and  it  is  something  really  and  truly  out 
of  the  common.  I  can  recommend  the 
humorous  rascal.  He  is  affectionate,  too, 
especially  if  treated  to  his  favourite  food. 
He  is  very  inquisitive  with  that  nose  of  his, 
thrusting  it  into  every  corner.  He  hkes  to 
root  about  in  the  garden,  catching  insects, 
looking  for  worms,  and  eating  vegetables. 
He  hkes  animal  food  best,  but  will  eat  boiled 
rice  or  potatoes  and  bread  and  milk  as  well. 

The  Opossum  is  a  native  of  some  of  the 
Southern  States  of  North  America,  Virginia 
in  particular.  He  is  a  foxy-headed  "  chappie  " 
and  about  as  big  as  a  cat.  The  tail  is  very 
long  and  ratty-looking,  but  he  can  hang  by 
it,  and  indeed  finds  it  useful  in  a  variety  of 
ways.  The  opossum  is'.a  flesh  eater,  and  an 
egg  eater.  Don't  let  him  anywhere  near 
your  young  rabbits.  He  would  sleep  in  the 
fowl-run  with  the  greatest  of  pleasure,  and 
you  need  not  then  trouble  yourself  to  look 
for  eggs  of  a  morning. 

As  a  pet,  the  opossum  is  queer  indeed.  He 
has  rather  a  queer  smell  at  times,  too,  and 
this  is  of  course  somewhat  of  an  objection. 

The  Mongoose,  or  Mungoos,  is  a  great 
favourite  on  board  ships  of  war  on  the 
African  coast.  Despite  the  fact  that  my 
first  one  bit  me  severely  on  my  first  attempt- 
ing to  stroke  him,  I  bear  the  beastie  no  ill- 
will.  But  then  I've  been  bitten  by  almost 
all  sorts  of  creatures  and  things,  from  Arctic 
foxes  to  Argentine  six  per  cents.  Still  I  live. 
One  gets  acclimatised  to  bites  after  a  bit. 
Mongooses— N.B.  We  don't  call  them  mon- 
geese— that  I  have  had  in  Africa  were  very 
large  and  elegant  animals,  indeed,  to  be 
regarded  as  little  pets,  quite  as  big  as  a  good- 
sized  cat,  only  short  in  legs,  lithe  and  snake- 
like in  all  their  movements.  I  have  seen  them 
fighting  cobra  serpents,  and  a  brutal  sight  it 
was.  I  always  feel  sorry  for  the  snake.  In 
colour  the  animal  is  a  grizzled  brown,  with 
plenty  of  fur  and  a  long  well-feathered  tail. 

■There  is  an  Indian  mongoose  as  well  as  an 
African,  but  either  animal  makes  a  nice  pet 
for  boy  or  girl.  They  eat  meat,  but  are  of 
course  fond  of  hunting  their  own  game.  If 


mongooses  were  introduced  into  New  Zealand, 
I  don't  think  that  rabbits  would  be  in  it 
very  long. 

My  mongooses  used  to  come  to  my  ham- 
mock with  me,  just  as  my  hedgehogs  did 
when  I  was  hardly  as  tall  as  a  yardstick. 
"  If,"  says  old  Mrs.  Grundy,  "  you  have  a  cold 
a-comm'  on,  sir,  just  wear  vour  stockin' 
round  your  neck,  sir,  all  night."  Not  bad 
advice,  but  under  the  same  circumstances  I 
used  to  wear  my  mongoose  round  my  neck 
of  a  night. 

Well,  you  will  get  your  mongoose  to  eat 
bread  and  milk  and  small  bones,  but  he 
must  have  table  scraps,  and  pickings  from 
the  poulterer's  and  butcher's  counter. 

I  never  have  had  an  otter  as  a  pet.  But  this, 
lovely  animal,  if  got  very  young,  is  easily 
tamed,  and  makes  a  nice  pet.  It  should  have 
a  specially  fitted  pond  however.  The  creature 
is  most  fond  of  fish,  but  will  not  despise 
bread  and  milk. 

The  Prairie  Dorj  of  America  is  not  a, 
dog  at  all,  but  is  so  called  from  the  noise  it 
makes  when  alarmed.  It  is  funny  to  see  a 
whole  lot  of  these  creatures  sitting  on  their 
mounds  or  playing  at  hide-and-seek  in  such 
a  daft  and  funny  way  round  them.  But  just 
clap  your  hand,  and  hey,  presto  !  they  all 
disappear  as  if  the  earth  had  swallowed 
them  up;  and  this  is  precisely  what  the 
earth  has  done.  Their  berths  or  burrows 
are  all  underground,  and  here  you  may  find 
also  a  blinking  burrowing  owl,  and  also  a. 
rattlesnake. 

They  are  fed  in  the  domestic  state  pre- 
cisely as  you  feed  guinea-pigs  and  rabbits. 

The  Agouti  is  sometimes  called  the  Java, 
hare.  It  is  not  unlike  a  largish  leggy 
guinea-pig,  and  has  many  of  that  animal's 
tricks  and  manners.  It  is  cleverer  and  more 
affectionate,  if  well  treated,  than  most  people 
imagine.  It  is  best,  however,  kept  out  of 
doors.  Feed  this  pet  on  the  same  scale  and 
lines  as  you  do  your  cavies. 

You  have  heard  of  Indian  mice,  or  gerbilles, 
I  suppose.  Well,  these  bonnie  wee  beasties 
make  very  nice  pets  for  young  folks. 

They  are  most  lively  after  sunset;  and 
although  given  to  stealing  in  a  verv  pretty 
way,  they  ought  to  be  allowed  a  considerable 
deal  of  liberty.  I  am  not  quite  sure,  but  I 
think  they  could  be  taught  amusing  tricks. 
I  never  yet  saw  the  small  animal  that  could 
not  be  taught  antics  enough  to  keep  on- 
lookers in  good  humour  for  an  hour  at  a, 
time. 

Feed  gerbilles  as  you  would  pet  rats. 

They  do  smell  a  little  mousey,  but  you 
can  keep  them  clean,  and  you  can  use 
sanitas. 

I  have  kept  two  of  my  most  interesting 
pets  to  finish  up  with,  namely,  the  genet- 
cat  and  the  jerboa. 

Why  the  genet  should  be  called  a  cat  I 
hardly  know,  unless  it  be  from  the  fact  that; 
if  kept  as  a  pet— and  a  delightful  pet  it 
makes— the  animal  soon  clears  the  house 
of  mice  and  rats  also.  It  is  a  most  ele- 
gantly-shaped animal  with  all  the  agility 
of  a  weasel,  has  a  triangular  head  and 
a  splendid  tail.  Generally  greyish  in  colour, 
spotted  with  brown  and  black. 

It  becomes  very  tame,  and  breeds  in  con- 
finement. 

i<'oo£Z.— Flesh  principally,  mice  in  par- 
ticular. 

The  Jerboa.— This  is  called  the  jumping: 
mouse.  See  them  in  the  rice  or  paddy  fields 
in  flocks,  and  you  would  say  the  name  was 
well  earned. 

The  jerboa  is  really,  in  some  particulars, 
shaped  like  a  puny  edition  of  a  kangaroo, 
especially  as  to  its  largely  developed  hind  legs. 

The  creature  is  most  lively  at  night  after 
sunset.  It  is  fed  on  seeds,  grains,  bread  and 
milk,  milk  and  boiled  rice,  etc. 


The  cage  should  be  as  large  as  possible, 
with  a  cosy  wee  sleeping  apartment. 

I  can  particularly  recommend  the  jerboa 
as  a  pet  for  ray  girl  readers. 

Some  of  my  boys  have  known  me  now 
for  a  good  many  years,  and  they  must  there- 
fore be  well  aware  how  particular  I  always 
am  in  recommending  care  and  judgment  in 
feeding,  and  proper  caging  and  housing. 

You  must,  before  you  get  your  pet,  no 
matter  what  it  is,  have  a  proper  domicile  for 
it. 

i2oo)«.^Your  pet's  house  must  be  roomy 
and  comfortable.  I  assure  you  you  cannot 
err  on  the  side  of  too  much  room.  A  lion's 
cage  wouldn't  be  a  bit  too  big  for  a  dor- 
mouse. 

Ycyitilation.—The  place  should  be  well 
ventilated,  whether  it  is  out  or  indoors. 

Cleanliness  and  Disinfection. — Clean  out 
the  place  daily,  and  use  some  disinfectant 
such  as  sanitas.  But  for  the  big  periodical 
washing  and  scrubbing  once  a  month,  use 
Calvert's  carbolic. 

Keep  your  cages  or  pet-houses  sweet  and 
clean  and  odourless,  and  you  really  teach 
the  world  a  lesson.  On  the  other  hand,  if 
you  are  careless  in  this  respect,  nothing  but 
disease  can  follow. 

TFa<c)-.— Whether  an  animal  is  seen  to 
drink  or  not,  clean,  pure  water  should  never 
be  beyond  its  reach. 

Tra?-»i^/t.— The  pets  I  have  been  recom- 
mending are  nearly  all  foreigners,  therefore 
you  must  take  care  they  do  not  suiier  from 
cold  at  all. 

■  Bedding  and  sleeping  apartment.— 'S.ea.rly 
all  animals  like  to  have  a  darkened  bedroom, 
but  this  should  be  ventilated,  and  they  ought 
to  have  a  plentiful  supply  of  nice  dry  bed- 
ding frequently  renewed. 

Regularity  of  /cerfinr/.— Change  of  diet, 
exercise,  and  fresh  air  are  all  needful  to 
keep  pets  in  health. 

Last  of  all,  but  certainly  not  least,  comes 
kindness  or  gentle  treatment. 


OUR  OPEN  COLUMN. 


How  TO  MAKE  AX  INVISIBLE  BUTTERFI.Y  NET. 

The  reason  that  these  hints  are  appearing  in  print  for 
the  benefit  of  tlie  readers  of  tlie  "  B.  0.  P."  is  tliat  wlieii 
in  'U  the  idea  of  patenting  the  article  wiis  sn-'.n'sted 
to  a  well-known  finn  of  naturalists,  I  Wii-,  In  ai  tlc  ssly 
laufe'hed  at  and  asked  "  Whether  I  was  a-lianir.l  to  be 
seen  with  a  net  V  "  But  I  maintain  that  it  is  both 
useful  from  a  portable  point  of  view  and  because  many 
selioolbovsand  youilisatseliool  and  elsewhere  do  object 
tobeseeli  stai  tioL' nn  r  ntoniolu-ieal  expeditions.  At  aU 
events,  wlierr  I  :it  >M,uwl,  it  wa-  looked  down  upon 
by  the  ■•  pro^  "ami  uiitd  I  introihieed  iny  plnn  one  used 
to  see  fellows  startins  witli  eanes  round  their  waist  or 
down  their  le-s,  or  in  some  equahy  iinph'asant  place. 
The  necessary  apparatus  can  lie  had  lor  it  yo.i 

have  got  a  sister  to  do  some  sewing  ;  it  not,  tor  aboi  t 

Zs.  Gd.  /»  J  4.  1 

Fairly  wide  bamboo  walking-cane    .    .    ba.  to  is. 
Ferriile,  i.e.  brass  end  of  walking-stick  .  6(7. 

Tin  or  brass  Y  'i'l' 

Yard  and  a  half  of  gauze  (green)  .    .    .  8'/. 
Piece  of  cane  (as  used  for  caning)    .    .  Id. 
or  for  those  without  sisters,  the  last  three  can  be  ob- 
tained as  a  bnttertly  net  from  any  dealer,  price  Is.  '3d. 
Now  to  fit  ui.thr  ai.paratus.  -,  ,   ^w,  ^ 

Take  the  bamboo  and  out  it  at  the  end  to  fit  the  Y 
and  ferrule,  which  must  obviously  then  be  of  the  same 
size  •  when  this  is  done  clear  out  the  bamboo  at  the 
joints  with  a  hard  stick,  or  a  hot  ramrod  will  be  found 
best— this  L'ives  you  a  hollow  tube  closed  at  one  end. 
Take  the  cane  from  the  net  and  pass  it  inside  the 
bamboo,  wlia-li,  from  their  relative  sizes,  it  should  do 
easilv  Till-  Y  nui-t  lie  carried  in  the  pocket,  and  the  net 
can  be  put  in  the  >ame  place  :  or  if  this  is  inconvenient 
bore  a  hole  tlirnu'di  the  solid  cud  of  the  bamboo  and 
pass  a  piece  ,.f  strTng  right  through  it.  Have  a  hook 
sewn  on  the  rim  of  tlie  net  and  pa-s  a  loop  of  th.'strmg 
over  it  and  then  draw.  The  la  t  wdl  .-asily  pa-s  in- 
side along  the  cane,  'the  >tring  can  b,- perniam  lltfy 
lodged  in  the  rane  liv  having  a  hook  hx.'d  in-idc  tlie 
ferrule  to  whirh  the  loop  can  be  attached  when  the 
ferrule  is  put  on,  this  being  the  obvious  use  of  the 
ferrule  to  keep  the  cane,  etc.,  in  when  walking. 
One  thus  obtains  a  walking-stick  net  which  is  in- 


fin  itely  superior  to  the  folding  nets  now  sold,  partly  be- 
cause it  av.iids  the  large  iron  rim  which  cannot  be 
folded  up  small,  and,  besides,  any  part  winch  breaks  is 
eisilv  reiilaced,  but  the  iron  rims  cannot  be,  nor  can 
the  ;c»ewsiii  a  metal  f.ilding  net.  The  whole  apparatus 
can  be  got  ready  or  shut  up  in  two  or  three  minutes. 

For  those  « iio  ran  afford  it,  an  improve  I  method 
wliich  I  use  is  to  have  the  ferrule  made  of  brass,  and  in 
the  form  of  a  lioUoxv  ring,  turned  to  fit  a  screw  attached 
to  the  cane,  thus  disposing  of  the  Y  always  and  the 
ferrule  when  in  use. 

A  few  sketches  may  assist. 


a  Cane  straightened,  b.  'Walking-stick  bamboo.  ^  c. 
'  Ferrule  with  hook  inside.  The  hook  going  mside 
the  cane  when  the  ferrule  is  on. 

AUCHER  TaSSALL. 

fTlie  idea  seems  a  feasible  one,  but  it  is  hardly  made 
the  most  of.  The  net  ourJit  to  be  white  instead  of 
green,  and  mosquito  net  is  tar  more  serviceable  than 
"  gauze."— Fu.l 


OUR  PRIZE  COMPETITIONS. 

(Thirteenth  Series.) 


Carving  and  Fretwork. 

IN  announcing  this  competition,  a  Carved  or 
Fretwork  Bookshelf  (Hanging  or  Fixed), 
capable  of  holding,  say,  ten  volumes  of  the 
"B.  O.  P.,"  we  remarked:  — 

We  select  this  subirct,  as  we  do  some  of  the  others, 
specially  to  meet  th.>e  i-'M,f  ica.ln  s  «ho.  owiim  to  their 
bent  of  "mind  or  tal.iir,  or  i  h^'  early  a,ur  at  w  neh  they 
liad  to  commence  wage-earning,  might  pos-ibly  stand 
but  little  chance  of  winning  honours  in  purely  literary 
sulijects  ;  ami  also  because,  having  successfully  tried 
their  hands  in  such  competitions  as  this,  many  may 
haplv  be  induced  to  follow  up  the  interesting  and 
pnifitaljle  pastime  for  the  atlornnieut  of  their  own 
liomes. 

Judging  from  previous  carving  or  fretwork 
Competitions  we  quite  expected  that  a  very 
large  number  of  our  readers  would  have  taken 
part,  and  that  some  at  least  of  the  work 
would  have  reached  a  fair,  if  not  high,  stan- 
dard of  excellence.  In  both  particulars,  we 
regret  to  say,  we  have  been  disappointed. 
Comparatively  few  sent  in  at  all,  and  of  these 
only  four  submitted  anything  worthy  even  of 
a  second  or  third-grade  certificate.  Further, 
of  these  four  the  designs  were  in  two_  cases 
very  plain  and  conmionplace,  and  in  the 
other  two,  while  the  patterns  were  more 
ornate,  the  work  was  of  so  flimsy  a  nature, 
as  well  as  so  clumsily  put  together,  that  it 
had  fallen  to  pieces  in  transit.    Fancy  that 


for  a  bookshelf,  in  the  construction  of  which 
initial  strength  as  well  as  wear  and  tear 
should  naturally  be  first  considered,  and 
beauty  be  grafted  on  or  grow  spontaneously 
from  usefulness.  What  Mr.  Euskin  would 
have  said  as  an  adjudicator  in  this  case  we 
hardly  dare  to  think  !  However,  we  will 
award  prizes  as  follows,  and  hope  for  a 
better  competition  next  time  :  — 

FirsI  Prize— One-and-a-IIalf  Guineas. 
John  Stuart  (aged  19),  Railway  Terrace,  Golspie, 
Sutherlandshire. 

Second  Prises— One  Guinea  each. 
J.  A.  Pooi.es  (aged  18),  22,  "West  Street,  Boston,  Lin- 
colnshire. 

William  Tait  (aged  18),  St.  Helens,  Selkirk,  N.B. 

Til ird  Prize -Half-a-Gu inea. 
Arthto  Pilsox  (aged  17),  Dean  Close  School,  Chelten- 
ham. 


Literary. 

In  this  competition  we  offered,  it  will  be 
remembered.  Prizes  of  the  value  of  Four 
Guineas,  if  properly  earned,  for  the  best 
original  Poem  sent  in  on  the  subject  of  True 
Manhood.  The  style  and  metre  were  left  en- 
tirely to  the  choice  of  competitors,  but  no 
contribution  was  to  exceed  fifty  lines  in 
length. 

Our  Adjudication  is  as  follows  :— 

Junior  Division'  (all  ages  up  to  14). 
Pri:e—l()s.  (id. 

C.  C.  GR.A.Y  (aged  12),  Free  South  Manse,  Elgin,  N.B. 

certificates  of  merit. 

D.  C.  Agxew,  22,  Buckingham  Terrace,  Edinburgh. 
C.  Bean,  Grammar  School,  Brentwood,  Essex. 

H.  P.  Bennet,  4,  Batt  Street,  London  Road,  ShefBeld- 
G.  F.  Rose,  24,  Union  Row,  Aberdeen. 


Third  Division  {ages  14  to  17). 
Prizes— VSs.  6d.  eaclt. 

A.  T.  Cadoux  (aged  16),  Clydesdale,  Xorth  Park,  West 
Croydon. 

W.  S.  Senior  (aged  14),  Royal  Grammar  School,. 
SheiSeld. 

CERTIFICATES  OF  MERIT. 

J.   A.   Walton,   Newton    House,    London  Road,. 
Gloucester. 

I.  JI.  Turner,  Moor  Street,  Brierley  Hill,  Staffs. 
Bernard  J.  Dutton,  Elder  Road,  Coleridge,  Stoke-on- 
Trent. 

R.  D.  Brown,  33,  Peel  Street,  Liverpool. 
A.  Buch.A-NAN-Dunlo:',  The  Shrubbery,  Shooters  Hill, 
Kent. 

L.  S.  J.  Permain,  45,  .^bove  Bar,  Southampton. 
Stella  M.  Krrc.vr,  31,  Bergliolt  Crescent,  Stamford 
Hill,  N. 

Alreut  Johnson,  141,  High  Street,  Harborne,  near 
Birmingham. 

R.  J.  F.  Johnston,  Goshen  House,  Moruiugside,  Edin- 
burgh. 

John   Macalister,    36,    Mount    Pleasant  Street,, 
Greenock. 

P.  S.  Parks,  9,  Clifton  Terrace,  St.  Ann's  Road,  X. 
F.  J.  Anderson,  7,  Clarendon  Terrace,  Dundee. 
Frank  B.  Bird,  13,  Walton  Street,  Oxford. 

F.  A.  Bush,  7,  Coronation  Square,  King's  Lynn,  Nor- 
folk. 

G.  E.  V.  Gray,  Clui'rch  Street,  Whittlesea,  Cambs. 

A.  S.  Taylor,  Keynsham  Bank,  London  Road,  Chelten- 
ham. ,  ,. 

{To  be  continued.) 


Owi)  Paper. 


€  0  r  r  c  $  p  0  n  b  c  n  c  c. 


Any  "  uatu- 


BlCTCLE  (Dunbar).— We  think  it  wouhl  not  hurt,  but 
certainly  you  ought  to  see  a  doctor  first. 

Squirrels  (G.  H.  A.).— A  few  shilliuj 
ralist's  "  bird  shop. 

DuJiB-BELLS  (Another  Samson).— Iu  the  morning. 

Goats  (Nanny).— Any  time  from  six  weeks  to  six 

mouths.    Best  time  for  pairing  is  autumn,  because 

the  kid  comes  iu  early  spring  then. 

Tortoise  (H.  J.  Salmon).— They  sleep  all  winter  ofE 
and  on.  It  should  have  had  some  provision  made 
for  its  going  out  of  sight  in  the  end  of  autuuui. 

Pigeon.^  and  Fowus  (Pex).— Too  many  questions  by 
far.  Get  a  book  of  some  kind  or  you'll  never  do  well. 
You  don't  even  know  the  rudiments. 

Bound  Shoulders  (Inquirer).— You  must  endeavour 
to  keep  a  straight  back  at  work.  There  is  uo  other 
■way. 

BvLL  HABIT.S  (A  Christian  Irishman).— How  can  you 
call  yourself  a  Christian  !  "We  cannot  help  you  if 
you  cannot  help  yourself.  Only  it  means  ruin. 
"Pericles"  and  others  may  also  co"nsider  tliemselves 
answereil  here.  Pericles  ought  to  see  his  family 
doctor  without  delay.  Advertising  quacks  and  so- 
called  firms  have  no  other  object  except  bare-faced 
and  simple  robbery.  For  your  own  sake,  for  every 
sake  in  life  avoid  them.  If  the  Law  knew  half  we 
know,  the  Law  would  put  those  human  vampires 
down  with  a  heavy  hand. 

He.'ILTH  (Alpha).— It  is  refreshing  to  read  vour  letter. 
Alpha.  You  are  a  good  lad  and  will  grow  a  mdn. 
No  ;  river  bathing  will  do  good.  Do  not  be  afraid  of 
the  cold.  Eub  well  down  after  with  a  rough  towel 
or  two. 

CAViARY(TheCaviary).— Tarfor  M.  a  bucket  at  the 
gas  works.    Any  carpenter  can  make  the  grating. 

Eabbit  Breeding  (J.  B.  W.).— 1.  Teeth  not  renewed. 

2.  Prom  same  litter  is  too  "sib,"  or  near  akin. 
Toads  (Old  Boy).— We  can  only  say  they  are  one  of 

the  best  friends  gardeners  have.    If  the  place  you 

mention  were  ours,  we  should  give  the  toads  away, 

and  not  kiU  them. 

Ill-health,  etc.  (Anxious).— You  are  simply  growing. 
You  are  at  a  critical  time  of  life.  Take  no  medicine 
but  attend  to  the  laws  of  health.  ' 

Canker  in  Pigeons  (G.  E.  King).— The  ailment  is 
caused  by  filth  and  overcrowding.  Separate  the  sick 
from  the  healthy.  Use  a  solution  of  three  grains  of 
nitrate  of  silver  to  an  ounce  of  water.  This  must 
not  get  into  the  eyes.  Touch  at  night  with  oxide  of 
ziuc  ointment. 

2fERV0USNESS  (Shargar).— Oh,  no  !  No  such  thingwas 
implied.  We  really  feel  for  you.  But  medicine 
won't  cure  you.  We  should  have  more  faith  in  fresh 
air,  the  bath,  good  food,  and  moderate  exercise  with 
the  dumb-bells,  than  anything  else.  You  can't  help 
thinking,  we  know,  but  try  rather  to  read  good  and 
interesting  books.   Cheer  up,  lad  ;  you'll  get  over  it. 

Pigeons  (Jack  Eap).— No  kind  of  feeding  wiU  avail. 
It  is  cruel  to  keep  tumblers  where  hawks  are 
numerous. 

Pigeons  (P.  A.  B.).— The  loft  must  be  made  to  suit. 

Orowing  Tall  (J.  Harvey  and  seventy-nine  other 
little  boys).— It  can't  be  done,  boys.  There  is  uo 
specific.  Avoid  tobacco,  stimulants,  and  bad 
practices  of  all  kinds,  which  will  stop  the  growth  and 
ruin  body  and  soul.  Leave  the  rest  to  Nature  :  only 
obey  her  laws. 


Scotch  Terrier  (Percy  Simmonds). 
— It  all  depends  upon  its  quality  ; 
price  may  range  from  5s.  to  £500. 
Yes ;  tricky  enough. 

Epilepsy  (C.  W.).— The  belt  will  tend 
to  strengthen  the  nerves,  but  be 
guided  by  what  your  doctor  says. 

Rabbit  Shows  (Rabbits).— They  are 
all  advertised  iu  "  Exchange  and 
ilart "  mouths  before. 

Royal  Navy  (Willie  E.).— No  ;  you 
couldn't  pass,  so  there  is  an  eni)  nf 
that  scheme.  A  sailor's  eyes  are  the 
best  of  him. 


Rheu.matism 
Turkish  batl 


(N.  H.  T.).  —  A 

Attend  to  di- 
gestion. It  arises  from  acidity 
of  the  blood.    Do  not  swim. 


Glandular  Swelling, 
etc.  (M.  S.  and  many 
others).  —  Too  serious. 
Consult  a  doctor. 

Electric. — We  should  be 
glad  to  help  you,  but 
do  not  clearly  under- 
stand your  iliftioulty. 
Directiun.s  in  the  article 
in  I'art  123  L.Mve  the 

Ciill^trU.'tinll    "of  tlie 

coiitart-brrakcr  for  tlie 
cnil,  and  you  say  that 
you  have  iiKiilc  tiie  coil 
as  des<'riLiril  tliere,  and 
that  it  works  well. 
Why,  then,  cannot  you 
make  a  similar  con- 
tact-breaker, or  larger 
dimensions,  for  the 
other  coil '!  If  there  is 
anything  more  in  it 
than  this,  write  again, 
and  send  details  of  con- 
struction of  coil,  and 
especially  the  arrange- 
ment by  which  the  core 
regulates  the  current. 
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CHAPTER  Xni. — BURIED  ALIVE. 

^^LL  this  w-liile  Fred  and  Harry,  happily 
ignorant  of  the  tragedy  that  was  being 
enacted  so  near  them,  were  daily  expecting  to 
be  ransomed,  or  at  least  to  receive  an  answer 
of  some  kind  to  the  letter  which  tiiey  had 
sent  to  Marston.  But  they  were  not  without 
their  own  causes  of  anxiety,  nevertheless.  The 
Tiger  Chief,  who  had  departed  mysteriously 
the  day  after  their  letter  had  been  entrusted 
to  him,  appeared  no  more  ;  and  the  boys  saw 
with  growing  disquiet  that  nearly  all  the  war- 


'  Let  them  down  into  that  fearful  pit.' 


^54 


¥lie  SoyV  Own  ?apei. 


riors  with  whom  they  had  become  so 
friendly  wera  gone  too,  and  in  their 
place  had  came  a  number  of  fierce- 
looking  strangers,  whose  dialect  even 
Harry  could  not  tmderstand,  and  who 
scowled  malignantly  whenever  the  two 
lads  came  near  them,  and  muttered  words 
of  coarse  abuse  against  the  "  Kullah- 
goong  "  (foreign  beasts). 

Worse  still,  their  enemy  Tum-Ti,  the 
half-caste  deserter,  had  remained  behind, 
and  seemed  to  lose  no  chance  of  inflam- 
ing the  rest  against  them.  Although  he 
did  not  appear  to  be  the  chief  of  the 
bandits,  he  had  plainly  a  great  and  visi- 
bly increasing  influence  among  them ; 
and  the  boys  were  at  no  loss  to  guess  the 
fate  in  store  for  them  should  this  cruel 
and  treacherous  ruffian  obtain  the  power 
of  dealing  with  them  as  he  chose. 

"I'll  tell  you  what,  old  boy,"  said 
Harry  one  day  to  his  cousin ;  "  it's  my 
belief  that  if  we  can't  contrive  to  escape 
somehow,  and  pretty  soon  too,  we  stand 
a  very  good  chance  of  having  our  throats 
cut." 

"  It's  mine  too,"  said  Fred ;  "  but  what 
can  we  do  ?  A  cat  couldn't  climb  those 
rocks  up  yonder ;  and  as  for  the  mider- 
ground  passage,  there's  always  some 
fellow  sitting  at  the  mouth  of  it,  night 
or  day." 

"  And  even  if  we  could  get  into  it," 
growled  Harry,  "  that  pit  in  the  middle  of 
it  would  be  an  awkward  place  to  get  past 
in  the  dark.  "We've  got  some  matches  left, 
though ;  and  we  must  manage  to  hide 
away  a  bit  of  dry  wood  to  do  for  a 
torch." 

"  But  how  are  we  to  get  these  chaps 
out  of  the  way  while  we  slip  off?  "  asked 
his  cousin. 

"  Well,  there's  only  one  way  that  I 
can  think  of,"  •  said  Harry — "  to  set 
fire  to  their  huts,  and  bolt  while  they're 
putting  'em  out  again.  It's  a  risk,  of 
course,  but  anytliiitf/s  better  than  sitting 
still  and  being  knocked  on  the  head  like 
pigs,  without  lifting  a  hand  to  save  oi;r- 
selves." 

"  J'»i  game  for  anything  you  like!" 
cried  the  Yankee  boy,  manfully.  "  Look 
here — let's  wait  two  days,  and  be  as  quiet 
as  we  can,  that  they  mayn't  suspect  any- 
t^iing  ;  and  when  the  second  night  comes, 
if  we  haven't  heard  anything  from  Mr. 
Marston  or  the  Tiger  Chief,  we'll  just 
chance  it." 

To  the  impatient  boys  those  two  inter- 
vening days  appeared  as  long  as  a  year  ; 
and  when  the  sun  began  to  go  down  on 
the  second  evening,  it  seemed  to  their 
excited  fancy  as  if  their  own  lives  were 
going  down  into  darkness  along  with  it. 
In  a  few  hours  more  their  desperate 
attempt  must  be  made  ;  and  if  it  failed, 
where  would  they  be  ? 

Slowly  the  red  glow  died  away  over- 
head, and  the  creeping  shadows  stole 
onward  like  the  deepening  gloom  of  the 
grave.  But  all  at  once  hasty  steps  were 
heard  echoing  along  the  rock-tunnel,  and 
out  from  the  black  cavern-mouth  burst  a 
ragged,  dusty,  wild -looking  man,  with  a 
bloodstained  bandage  round  his  head, 
whose  first  words  fell  like  a  thunderbolt 
iipon  tlie  whole  band. 

"  Tchar-Woon  thai-bee  !  "  (the  Tiger 
Chief  is  dead). 

There  was  a  general  rush  toward  this 
messenger  of  evil ;  but  Tum-Ti,  with  a 
sharp  side-glance  at  the  two  startled  boys, 


stepped  forward  before  the  rest,  and  bade 
the  new-comer  tell  his  storj'. 

It  was  soon  told,  for  this  man  had  him- 
self been  in  the  thick  of  the  last  fight  at 
Kyook-Pew  ere  the  fort  was  destroyed, 
and  had  seen  the  War-Tiger  go  down 
beneath  the  blow  with  which  Frank  Mer- 
rincourt  had  avenged  the  fall  of  his  com- 
rade Marston.  The  Burman,  thinking  his 
leader  slain  (although  he  was  mistaken, 
as  we  have  already  seen),  had  given  up 
the  enterprise  for  lost,  and  fled  from  the 
camp  to  take  refuge  in  the  tmderground 
cavern. 

The  gloomy  tale  ended  amid  a  gi'owl  of 
fury,  which  boded  no  good  to  the  two 
captive  lads,  who,  driven  to  desperation, 
had  moved  toward  the  rock-tunnel,  in  tlie 
faint  hope  of  being  possibly  able  to  make 
a  dash  into  it  while  their  gaolers  were 
occupied  with  the  messenger  and  his 
tidings.  But  they  found  its  mouth  already 
guarded  by  two  armed  sentinels,  for  Tum- 
Ti  was  far  too  wary  to  leave  the  slightest 
chance  of  escape  to  tlie  victims  who  were 
now  securely  in  his  power. 

"  Shall  these  two  English  serpents  be 
suffered  to  live,  when  our  great  Chief  is 
dead  ?  "  roared  a  savage-looking  fellow 
with  a  scarred  face,  drawing  his  long 
knife  as  he  spoke.  "  Let  us  kill  them 
both !  " 

"  That  is  too  easy  a  death  for  them  !  " 
growled  another;  "let  them  die  by  tor- 
ture." 

"  Burn  them  alive  !  " 

And  two  or  three  of  the  ferocious  gang 
made  a  rush  at  the  defenceless  cap- 
tives. 

But  Tum-Ti  threw  himself  in  the  way 
of  the  raging  savages,  and  made  some 
suggestion  to  them  in  a  low  voice,  which, 
whatever  it  was,  seemed  to  be  higlily 
J  approved  by  his  hearers,  who  at  once 
i  sheathed  their  knives  and  returned  to 
their  places. 

Fred  and  Harry  were  naturally  amazed 
at  seeing  their  bitterest  enemy  thus  inter- 
fere to  save  them,  and  could  only  con- 
jecture that  this  wily  and  rapacious  villain 
thought  it  folly  to  sacrifice  to  a  passing 
impulse  of  revenge  all  hope  of  the  rich 
ransom  that  might  be  obtained  for  them. 
Though  they  gave  the  renegade  credit 
for  any  depth  of  atrocity,  the  crnel  inge- 
nuity of  his  plans  respecting  them  was 
beyond  the  reach  of  their  wildest  sus- 
picions. But  on  this  point  they  were 
destined  to  be  speedily  enlightened. 

Both  Harry  and  Fred  noticed  that  the 
food  served  out  to  them  at  supper  that 
night  had  a  peculiar  taste,  and  began  to 
fear  jjoison  ;  but  its  only  effect  was  a 
strange  and  overpowering  drowsiness, 
which  grew  upon  them  so  quickly  that  in 
less  than  half  an  hour  they  were  fast 
asleep.  ' 

Then  Tum-Ti  rose,  and  unfolded  more 
fully  the  hideous  scheme  at  which  he  had 
already  hinted.  The  fortune  of  war,  he  j 
!  said,  was  against  Burmah ;  their  chief 
had  fallen,  and  the  vengeance  of  the  I 
English  was  hanging  o^'er  them.  Let 
these  two  strangers,  then,  be  buried  alive 
in  the  ancient  temple,  according  to  the 
old  national  custom  of  the  land,  that  the 
guardian  spirits  of  the  mountain,  pleased 
with  their  wonted  offering,*  might  shield 
their  faithful  worshippers  from  the  wea- 
pons of  the  invader. 

The  savage  proposal  w'as  hailed  ■svith  an 
approving  shout  by  the  rest,  who  at  once 


began  to  make  preparations  for  the 
impending  sacrifice  with  a  businesslike 
alacrity  terribly  suggestive  of  their  having 
taken  part  in  similar  horrors  many  a  time 
before. 

In  stupefying  his  victims  ere  consigning 
them  to  their  doom,  the  pitiless  half- 
breed  had  no  thought  of  mercy :  his 
motive  was  a  purely  selfish  one.  He 
knew  that  these  bold  lads  would  certainly 
show  fight  when  they  learned  what  was 
in  store  for  them,  and  that,  if  they  could 
seize  a  weapon,  he,  as  their  chief  enemj-, 
would  be  its  first  mark  ;  and  he  wisely 
determined  to  ran  no  risks. 

Nor  was  this  his  only  object.  Stooping 
over  the  helpless  boys,  as  if  to  make  sure 
that  they  were  quite  unconscious,  he  took 
from  Harry's  pocket,  and  hid  unperceived 
in  his  own  sash,  the  lad's  note-book,  with 
his  name  engraved  on  it,  which  he  had 
already  set  down  in  his  own  mind  as  a 
useful  instrument  in  the  carrying  out  of 
the  new  and  complicated  villainy  which 
he  was  now  meditating,  unsuspected  even 
by  his  own  comrades. 

This  done,  Tum-Ti  gave  the  signal,  and 
the  two  nerveless  forms  Mere  at  once 
raised  from  the  gi-ound,  and  borne  to  the 
mouth  of  the  underground  passage. 

Lighted  by  the  torches  which  the  fore-  , 
most  men  carried  in  their  hands,  the 
dismal  procession  wound  slowly  along- 
that  gloomy  corridor,  all  along  which 
the  jutting  rocks  on  either  side  seemed  to 
start  out  in  strange  and  monstrous  shapes 
beneath  the  fitful  glare,  while  the  startled 
bats  hovered  and  shrieked  like  imquiet 
spirits  overhead. 

Midway  between  the  mouth  and  the 
terrific  chasm  already  described,  this 
train  of  spectres  came  to  a  halt  ;  and,  at 
a  word  from  the  renegade,  two  men 
stepped  forward  and  lifted  a  heavy  slab  of 
stone,  disclosing  a  black,  circular  opening, 
not  unlike  the  mouth  of  a  well,  through 
which  rose  a  damp,  foul,  grave-lUje  odour 
that  seemed  to  stifle  all  who  breathed 
it. 

The  half-breed  made  a  sign  to  the 
bearers  of  the  insensible  boys,  who 
advanced  in  their  turn,  and,  knotting- 
ropes  under  the  arms  of  their  victims,  let 
them  down  one  after  the  other  into  that 
fearful  pit,  while  the  rest  of  the  band 
repeated  under  their  breath,  in  somewhat 
tremulous  tones  (as  if  even  their  iron 
nerves  were  shaken  by  the  ghastly  work 
in  which  they  were  engaged),  the  cus- 
tomary formula  used  in  these  liicleous 
sacrifices.  Then  the  murderers  replaced 
the  slab,  and  left  the  two  helpless  boys  to 
perish  in  lingering  torment  that  their 
dying  agonies  might  be  a  grateful  offering 
to  the  malignant  demons  who  were  be- 
lieved to  haunt  this  region  of  gloom  and 
death. 

And  as  the  fatal  slab  fell  back  into  its- 
place  with  a  dull,  hollow  sound,  like  the 
fall  of  earth  on  a  coftiii-lid,  the  vindic- 
tive half-breed  bent  over  the  opening  just 
ere  it  closed  for  ever,  and,  forgetting  in 
his  ferocious  joy  that  the  ears  of  his  sense- 
less victims  were  deaf  to  the  taunt, 
cried : 

"  Sleep    sound,   children !   and  when 


*  This  frightful  superstition  still  exists  in  nmny 
parts  of  Burmali,  ami  I  was  inysolf  shown  at  ^iamlalay 
a  spot  just  in  front  of  tlie  great  gate  of  Kiny  Tiirel  aw's 
palace,  where  fifty-two  vietims  (inchi'liiii;  not  a  few 
women  anil  children  )  had  been  thrust  alive  into  the  tomb 
not  ma'  y  years  ago.  to  avert  the  peril  of  a  threatened 
English  invasion. — I).  K. 


your  father,  the  Lonelj'  Man  of  the 
Jungle,  comes  to  seek  you,  tell  him  to 
remember  Tum-Ti !  " 


CHAPTER  XIV. — THROUGH   THE  DARKNESS. 

THE  deadly  damp  and  cliillness  of  that 
sunless  vault  speedily  overpowered 
the  already  half- spent  influence  of  Tum- 
Ti's  drugs ;  and  the  doomed  boys  had  not 
been  in  it  very  long  ere  they  began  to 
regain  consciousness.  At  first  they  were 
too  sick  and  dizzy  from  the  stupefying 
opiate  to  understand  what  had  befallen, 
or  where  they  were ;  but  as  their  heads 
grew  clearer,  the  utter  darkness  and 
silence  around  them,  their  knowledge  of 
the  half-breed's  atrocious  cliaracter,  and 
their  recollection  of  what  had  happened 
just  before  their  strange  loss  of  con- 
sciousness, enabled  them  to  guess  pretty 
clearly  the  fate  to  which  they  were 
doomed. 

"  They've  shut  us  up  to  starve,  the 
brutes ! "  muttered  Fred  in  dismay. 
"  What  oil  earth  shall  we  do?" 

■■  We  sha'n't  die  of  thirst,  anyhow,"  said 
Harry,  forcing  a  laugh,  as  a  big  drop  fell 
right  on  his  face  from  the  dripping  roof. 
••  But,  first  of  all,  let's  see  where  we  are, 
for  luckily  they  haven't  taken  our 
matches." 

And,  taking  out  of  his  belt  the  small 
metal  box  tliat  had  fortunately  escaped 
the  plunderers  who  had  emptied  his 
pockets  wliile  he  slept,  he  lit  a  match, 
and  they  saw  that  they  were  in  a  rock- 
cut  chamber  about  twelve  feet  square, 
which  looked  as  if  it  had  once  been  a 
reservoir,  though  there  was  now  no  water 
in  it,  save  what  little  oozed  from  the  roof 
and  walls. 

"  That  must  be  where  they  put  us  in  !  " 
cried  Fred,  pointing  upward.  "  Do  you 
see  that  stone  that's  not  even  with  the 
rest  of  the  rock  '?  Light  another  match, 
quick,  and  I'll  scramble  up  !  " 

He  did  so,  but  with  more  haste  than 
gojd  spaed;  for  hardly  had  he  got  half- 
way up  the  rocky  wall,  when  he  lost  his 
hold,  and  down  he  came  again  with  a 
heavy  thmnp,  luckily  alighting  on  his 
feet. 

"  Better  luck  next  time,"  said  he  coolly. 
"  We  must  splice  together  these  ropes 
that  thsy  put  round  us,  and  hitch  'cm  on 
to  that  sharp  point  up  there." 

X  lucky  throw  of  this  impromptu  lasso 
ho  )ked  it  firmly  to  the  spike  of  rock 
indicated,  and  up  went  Fred  again, 
declaring  that  he  would  push  up  the 
stone  with  his  head,  and  get  out  all 
right." 

Poor  Fred  little  knew  that  it  had  needed 
th?  combined  force  of  two  strong  men  to 
raise  the  slab  that  he  talked  so  confi- 
dently of  lifting  unaided.  But  he  never 
got  the  chance  of  trying  ;  for,  before  he 
eoukl  reach  it,  a  huge  fragment  of  rock, 
already  loosoned  by  his  formar  scramble, 
gave  way  beneath  him,  and  fell  with  a 
tremendous  crash,  all  but  crushing  the 
startled  Harry,  who  let  fall  the  fresh 
match  that  he  had  just  lighted. 

Instantly  all  was  dark  ;  but  amid  the 
gloom  he  heard  a  dull  thud  like  the  fall 
of  a  heavy  body,  and  then  another  loud 
crash  and  a  stifled  cry. 

"  Fred  !  "  shouted  he  wildly.  But  there 
was  no  answer. 

Trembling  with  excitement,  he  struck 


another  .match,  and  fomid  his  worst  fears 
confirmed.  Fred  was  gone,  and  a  wide  gap 
yawned  in  tire  stony  floor,  which,  already 
rotted  by  the  damp  and  cracked  by  the 
weight  of  the  falling  rock,  had  given 
way  altogether  when  Fred  came  down 
upon  it  in  his  turn. 

But  ere  the  dismayed  boy  had  time  to 
speak  or  move,  he  heard  his  lost  cousin's 
voice  just  below  him,  calling  out  eagerly  : 

"  Harry  !  come  down  here,  quick ! 
This  must  be  the  channel  of  the  brook 
that  I'm  in,  and  if  we  follow  it  up,  we'll 
be  able  to  get  out  I  " 

Then  Harry  remembered  the  stream 
that  ran  through  the  mountain-hollow 
and  disappeared  underneath  the  cliff ; 
and  his  hopes  of  escape  began  to  revive. 
Staying  only  to  wind  round  his  body 
their  precious  rope,  he  let  himself  down 
cautiously  into  the  chasm  beside  his 
cousin. 

"Ugh!"  said  he,  shivering  as  he 
splashed  into  the  ice-cold  water ;  "  it's 
rather  a  cold  bath  to  take  in  the  middle 
of  the  night !  But  it's  one  comfort  that  we 
sha'n't  have  much  trouble  to  find  out 
which  is  '  up-stream  ' — the  current  pulls 
too  strong  for  that." 

In  fact,  though  the  stream  was  barely 
knee-deep,  the  steepness  of  its  descent 
gave  it  such  force  that  more  than  once 
they  would  have  been  swept  right  off 
tlieir  feet  had  they  not  clung  firmly  to 
each  other.  But  step  by  step  they  fought 
their  way  onward,  for  the  deadly  chillness 
of  this  living  tomb  was  fast  overpowering 
their  already  overtasked  strength,  and 
neither  dared  to  hint  to  his  comrade  the 
haunting  fear  which  filled  his  own 
thoughts — that  they  would  give  way  ere 
they  could  escape  from  the  cavern,  and 
thus  perish  actually  within  reach  of 
safety  ! 

But  all  at  once  a  joyous  cry  broke  from 
Harry's  quivering  lips. 

"  Light !  light !  we're  getting  to  the 
mouth  at  last !  " 

There,  sure  enough,  amid  the  tatter 
blackness  of  that  fearlul  dungeon,  a  pale 
gleam  of  light  was  seen  far  away  in  front, 
which  they  rightly  giiessed  to  be  a  ray 
of  moonlight  streaming  down  the  cleft 
through  which  the  brook  found  its  way 
into  the  heart  of  the  mountain. 

The  welcome  sight  seemed  to  renew 
their  failing  strength,  and  on  they  went 
with  redoubled  energy  through  the  cold, 
dark  water.  But  suddenly  Fred  called 
out : 

"  Say,  Harry,  where  are  we  going  ?  If 
we  come  out  into  the  Bin-mese  camp 
again,  right  into  the  claws  of  these  very 
fellows  wlio've  just  tried  to  kill  us,  won't 
it  be  a  case  of  '  out  of  the  frying-pan  into 
the  fire  '  "?  " 

"  Out  of  the  refrigerator  into  the  ice- 
pail,  you  mean,"  said  Harry,  shivering. 
"  But  it's  all  right,  old  hoy.  I've  just 
been  thinking  it  over,  and  I  am  sure,  by 
their  burying  us  alive  instead  of  killing 
us,  that  they  meant  us  for  a  sacrifice  to 
these  spirits  of  theirs  ;  and  I've  heard  my 
father  say  that  whenever  these  northern 
tribes  make  an  offering  of  that  sort,  they 
always  clear  out  from  the  spot  until  the 
victims  are  dead,  because  the  presence 
of  any  living  man  would  spoil  all  the 
good  of  tlie  sacrifice.  Take  my  word  for 
it,  we'll  find  the  coast  clear  when  we  get 
out." 

Fred  was  convinced,  and  they  splashed 


and  struggled  onward  more  vigorously 
than  ever  toward  the  distant  light,  which 
grew  clearer  and  stronger  every  moment. 
But  just  at  the  very  mouth  of  the  tunnel, 
when  they  had  already  caught  their  first 
glimpse  of  the  moonlit  clearing  outsiu'e, 
they  were  suddenly  checked  by  an  unfore- 
seen obstacle. 

At  the  very  point  where  it  plunged 
down  into  the  cleft,  the  stream  was  divided 
by  a  huge  jagged  boulder,  over  the  rugged 
sides  of  wliich  it  broke  in  an  actual  water- 
fall, which,  though  only  a  few  feet  in 
height,  burst  through  the  narrow  gap 
with  so  fierce  a  rush  that  it  swept  them 
back  as  often  as  they  tried  to  force  their 
way  past  it. 

What  was  to  be  done  ?  The  chill  of 
this  long  struggle  through  the  ice-cold 
torrent  was  now  beginning  to  tell  upon 
them  in  earnest,  and  they  felt  that  in  a 
few  moments  more  they  must  be  help- 
lessly bemtmbed,  and  sink  down  to  perish 
just  when  one  more  effort  would  have  set 
them  free. 

"  Fred,"  gasped  Harry,  steadying  him- 
self against  tlie  rocky  side  of  the  chasm, 
"  climb  on  to  my  shoulders,  and  hitch  the 
rope  over  that  big  rock  in  the  middle  of 
the  fall." 

The  active  Yankee  lad,  luckily  for  liis 
exhausted  cousin  (whose  strained  muscles 
cotfld  barely  sustain  even  Fred's  light 
weight),  succeeded  in  his  very  first  efi'ort 
in  throwing  the  rope  over  the  top  of  the 
boulder.  Clutching  it  firmly,  they  forced 
their  way  up  the  cleft  through  the  rushing 
waters,  and  fell  rather  than  leaped  into 
the  open  space  beyond — fi'ee  once  more  ! 

As  Harry  had  foretold,  the  camp  was 
deserted,  and  all  was  dark  and  silent. 

Some  nnnutes  passed  ere  they  were 
able  to  stir ;  but  they  knew  that  their 
only  chance  lay  in  getting  thoroughly 
warmed  as  soon  as  possible  ;  and  Harry, 
seeing  that  the  embers  of  the  Burmese 
camp-fire  were  still  smouldering,  dragged 
himself  toward  it,  and,  feeding  it  with  the 
fuel  that  lay  in  readiness,  soon  raised  a 
cheery  blaze,  which  gradually  brought 
back  life  and  strength  to  their  almost 
paralysed  limbs.  Then,  fairly  worn  out 
by  this  long  battle  with  death,  they  both 
fell  fast  asleep. 

But  after  a  time  Fred  began  to  dream 
that  he  had  been  captured  by  Indians, 
who  were  going  to  burn  him  ali^'e  ;  and, 
awaking  with  a  start,  he  found  his  dream 
more  real  than  pleasant. 

The  night-wind  had  carried  the  sparks 
of  their  fire  into  the  thatch  of  one  of  the 
huts,  which,  being  now  as  dry  as  tinder 
from  the  long  drought,  were  already  one 
red  and  roaring  blaze  ;  while  even  tlie 
bushes  and  wild  grass  on  the  other  side 
of  the  hollow,  scorched  by  the  showers  of 
hot  ashes  that  fell  thickly  upon  them, 
were  beginning  to  kindle  in  their  turn, 
and  threatening  to  hem  in  the  two  boys 
with  a  perfect  ring  of  flame. 

Dawn  was  just  breaking,  but  the  fierce 
glare  of  the  flames  tliemselves  made 
everything  as  light  as  day.  and  the  doomed 
lads  took  in  at  a  glance  the  full  extent  of 
their  peril. 

"  Let's  bolt  into  the  tunnel,"  cried 
Fred;  "the  fire  will  be  all  rotmd  tts  in 
another  minute." 

"  But  how  are  we  to  get  to  the  tun- 
nel ■?  "  said  Harry,  with  a  look  of  sudden 
dismay.  "  Don't  you  see  the  nrc's  between 
us  and  it  ?  " 
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It  was  indeed ;  and  to  all  appearance 
their  only  chance  of  escape  Jiow  was  to 
make  a  headlong  dash  through  the  thick 
of  the  fire.  To  staj'  where  they  were 
was  certain  death  ;  to  move  seemed  little 
better.    "What  were  they  to  do  ? 

"  Here  are  a  couple  of  big  knives  that 
those  fellows  have  left  behind,"  cried 
Fred,  snatching  up  the  weapons,  and 
handing  one  of  them  to  Harry.  "  Let's 
knock  the  burning  wood  right  and  left 
with  them,  and  break  through  if  we  can — 


it's  our  only  chance.  We  can't  stay  here, 
you  know — my  face  is  blistered  already." 

"  No,  we'll  do  better  than  that,"  shouted 
Harry  eagerly.  "  Don't  you  see  the 
stream  runs  right  through  it?  "We'll 
crawl  along  the  bed  of  the  brook,  keeping 
our  faces  close  to  the  water,  and  get 
through  that  way." 

It  was  iiideed  their  only  chance ;  but 
ere  the  desperate  venture  could  be  made, 
a  shout  from  above,  faintly  heard  through 
the  roar  and  crackle  of  the  surging  flames, 

{To  be  conthiued.) 


made  them  both  start  and  look  up.  The 
shout  was  repeated,  and  as  they  heard  it, 
both  bo\-s  started  again,  more  violently 
than  before. 

Well  they  might !  The  tall  figure  that 
stood  looking  down  at  them  from  the 
brow  of  the  precipice  overhead,  lean- 
ing upon  a  long  gun,  had  unmistakably 
the  dress  and  complexion  of  a  Burmese 
warrior,  but  the  words  that  he  had  uttered 
were  English,  and  the  voice  which  uttered 
them  was  that  of  Harry's  father  ! 


AN 


THE  story  I  am  about  to  tell  happened  in 
the  year  1868,  when  the  Texan  frontier 
was  in  a  disturbed  state  from  the  dreaded 
raids  of  the  Apache  Indians,  and  the  many 
desperate  characters  who,  flying  from  the  law 
in  the  older  states,  sought  security  in  the 
western  wilds  of  Texas  or  Mexico.  These 
outlaws  made  their  living  either  by  horse- 
stealing or  gambling,  the  more  daring  ones 
robbing  the  stages  and  wrecking  trains, — in 
fact,  stopping  at  nothing  to  make  a  living, 
rather  than  do  honest  work  on  a  Texan 
ranche. 

In  the  early  spring  of  the  year  I  have  men- 
tioned, I  bought  my  first  mustang  in  San 
Antonio,  one  of  the  oldest  Texan  towns, 
called  after  the  great  Mexican  General. 
The  town  has  a  Spanish  look,  not  alone 
from  the  number  of  Mexicans  who  live  there, 
but  also  from  the  appearance  of  the  streets 
and  piazzas  laid  out  in  the  old  Mexican  style. 
-A  brisk  horse  trade  is  done  here  with  the 
Mexicans,  which  gives  the  place  a  lively  air, 
as  you  rarely  see  the  piazzas  without  hun- 
dreds of  horses  waiting  to  be  sold  to  stock- 
men, who  get  them  into  condition  on  their 
own  ranches  before  driving  them  to  the 
markets  in  the  States  north  of  Texas. 

It  was  on  one  of  those  bright  clear  morn- 
ings, so  well  known  in  that  country,  wliieh 
makes  one  feel  contented  with  oneself  and  all 
mankind,  that  I  made  my  adieus  to  the  gay 
town  of  San  Antonio,  starting  for  the  ranche 
I  had  bought  in  Presidio  county,  on  the  banks 
of  the  Eio  Grande  del  Norte. 

In  these  days  of  the  early  Texan  pioneers 
there  were  but  few  ranches  between  San 
Antonio  and  the  Mexican  borders,  these  being 
-at  long  distances  apart,  though  at  the  present 
•day  this  vast  country  is  becoming  settled  and 
fenced. 

After  my  first  day's  ride  of  fifty  miles  I 
■camped  on  the  bank  of  a  small  creek  of  clear 
running  water,  and  experienced  for  the  first 
time  v?hat  solitary  camping  meant.  I  confess 
I  felt  very  lonely  and  uneasy,  conjecturing  a 
iiundred  gruesome  things  which  might  hap- 
pen— a  sudden  raid  of  the  Apaches  ;  the  cry 
of  "hands  up  "  from  some  desperate  outlaw, 
or  the  crouching  form  of  a  Mexican  half- 
breed  who  would  not  stop  at  murder  for  ten 
dollars  and  a  horse.  But  the  night  passed 
quietly  save  for  the  shrill  scream  of  the  night 
hawk  and  the  plaintive  neigh  of  my  mustang. 

I  will  not  tire  the  reader  with  an  account 
of  my  ride  through  the  vast  prairie  lands  of 
Western  Texas,  which  I  accomplished  in 
eight  days,  arriving  about  sundown  within 
sight  of  the  banks  of  the  Rio  Grande. 

This  noble  stream  is  one  of  the  most  his- 
torical in  the  West.  On  its  banks  many  a 
brave  encounter  took  place  between  the  sturdy 
settlers  of  Texas  and  the  hated  Apaches.  It 
was  here,  too,  those  gallant 'pioneers  drove 
back  the  Mexicans  under  their  cruel  lea<i8r, 
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Santa  Anna,  planting  the  flag  of  the  Lone 
Star  State  to  mark  its  boundary. 

The  thought  that  my  journey  was  nearly 
at  an  end,  and  that  I  had  only  one  night 
more  of  my  solitary  camping,  raised  my 
drooping  spirits  and  put  new  life  into  me. 
The  mustang,  almost  worn  out  from  the 
effects  of  the  long  ride,  knowing  instinc- 
tively that  the  river  was  to  be  the  end  of  his 
troubles,  now  seemed  to  be  imbued  with  my 
own  rising  spirits,  judging  from  his  several 
attempts  to  dislodge  me  by  a  series  of  buck 
jumps,  but  finding  this  of  no  avail  he  settled 
into  his  usual  pace. 

The  sun  had  dipped  behind  the  mountains 
of  Mexico,  now  rising  before  me  in  the 
distance,  leaving  that  ruddy  grey  light  so 
often  seen  in  the  West  before  darkness  sets 
in,  when  I  found  myself  on  the  banks  of  the 
Eapid  River,  and  gazed  across  this  wild, 
uncultivated  land,  first  conquered  by  Cortez, 
its  sombre  mountains  fast  fading  into  dark- 
ness. 

After  my  pony  had  his  drink  I  turned  him 
up  stream  to  a  clear  piece  of  ground  to  camp 
for  the  night.  Here  he  suddenly  got  restive, 
and  so  frightened  that  be  would  not  proceed 
further.  I  knew  some  danger  lay  ahead, 
and  before  I  bad  time  to  make  up  my  mind 
what  to  do,  a  horseman  rode  out  from  a  low 
clump  of  cbapperalle  and  aimed  his  Win- 
chester at  my  head,  shouting,  "  Hands  up,  or 
you  are  a  dead  man  !  "  To  disobey  meant 
instant  death,  so  I  calmly  waited  his  approach. 
He  rode  slowly  towards  me,  saying,  "  I  have 
got  the  drop  on  you  at  last,  Jim  Sowel." 

Jim  Sowel !  "  I  gasped.  "  You  have  made 
a  mistake  ;  I  am  an  Englishman  just  come 
to  your  country,  and  I  never  even  heard  the 
name  of  Sowel  before." 

With  this,  my  would-be  murderer  looked 
rather  taken  aback,  came  closer,  and  peering 
into  my  face,  which  was  hard  to  see  in  the 
dim  light,  he  exclaimed  in  a  rough -voice  : 

"  Guess  I  have  made  a  mistake,  sure 
enough.  Why,  I  took  you  for  that  horse- 
thief  the  boys  and  I  have  been  trailing  these 
two  weeks— and  you  an  Englishman  !  Well, 
well,  but  I  am  sorry  to  have  treated  you  so 
rough  like.  Here's  my  hand,  Mr.  English, 
or  whatever  your  name  is,  and  thank  your 
stars  there  is  a  reward  for  Jim  to  be  taken 
alive,  else  a  bullet  from  Harry  Jefferson 
would  have  put  daylight  through  you." 

I  c  infess  I  felt  considerably  relieved  when 
Mr.  Hariy  Jefferson  kindly  informed  me  he 
had  made  a  mistake,  and'l  secretly  rejoiced 
at  my  narrow  escape,  blessing  the  authorities, 
whoever  they  niigbt  be,  who  were  good 
enough  to  make  lus  life  a  condition  of  the 
reward  for  Jim  Sowel. 

"  I  reckon  it  is  your  intention  to  camp 
here  to-night,"  said  my  companion.  "  "Where 
are  vou  bound  for  ?  Up  the  river,  likely,  to 
Fort'Clarke?" 


!  I  briefly  informed  him  I  was  on  my  way  to 
the  Cordova  ranche,  which  I  thought  ought 
to  be  somewhere  close. 

"  You  are  at  least  fifty  miles  too  low  down 
!  the  river,  but  if  you  will  come  to  our  camp 
I   opposite  the  ford,  you  are  welcome,  and  will 
'   see  some  shooting  before  morning  ;  we  expect 
Jim  Sowel  to  cross  with  a  herd  of  stolen 
horses  and  Mexican  hands." 

With  this  remark  he  rode  away  up  stream, 
motioning  me  to  follow  him. 

It  was  a  bright  moonlight  night,  so  I  bad 
a  good  chance  of  observing  my  companion. 
He  was  still  a  comparatively  young  man, 
about  forty ;  his  complexion,  which  was 
burnt  almost  as  black  as  a  Mexican's,  showed 
I  lines  of  hardship  and  exposure,  a  face  of  a 
purely  Southern  cast,  large  dark  eyes,  set 
deeply  beneath  heavy  eyebrows,  and  sharply 
cut  features,  slight  dark  moustache — alto- 
gether a  handsome  face  were  it  not  for  its  fierce 
expression.  His  dress  was  of  the  usual  kind 
worn  by  cowboys  or  frontiersmen — a  wide 
sombrero,  smart,  well-cut,  buckskin  jacket, 
full  leather  leggings,  and  boots  with  heavy 
Mexican  spurs.  Although  but  a  few  moments 
in  his  company,  I  somehow  felt  that  I  could 
trust  the  man,  and  longed  to  see  his  camp- 
fire,  as  I  was  both  tired  and  hungry. 

"  Here  is  the  camp  and  Durger,"  he  said, 
"  and  I  guess  you  are  not  sorry." 

We  bad  come  suddenly  upon  it,  and  from 
the  bright  blaze  of  the  fire  I  saw  that  it  was 
situated  in  a  dense  clump  of  cbapperalle,  with 
J  one  opening  leading  away  from  the  river,  in 
I  which  I  could  see  some  horses  staked  out  and 
feeding  as  far  as  their  larriettes  would  allow 
them. 

"Hello!  Durger,"  my  friend  exclaimed, 
"  has  Erkle  come  back  to  camp  yet  ?  and 
what's  the  news,  if  you  have  any?  " 

"  None,"  said  the  young  man,  stooping 
over  the  fire  preparing  supper.  "  We  don't 
expect  him  till  twelve  o'clock,  but  be  is  sure 
to  be  in  time  for  the  shooting :  I  don't  think 
Jim  can  give  us  the  slip  this  time." 

"  I  have  brought  a  friend  to  help  us  out 
to-night  ;  I  mistook  him  on  the  bank  further 
down  for  that  scoundrel.  He  is  an  English- 
man bound  for  the  Cordova  ranche,  and  I 
reckon  as  hungry  as  a  wolf ;  so  hurry  up, 
Sam,  with  the  supper." 

After  staking  out  our  ponies  we  both  re- 
I  turned,  and,  all  sitting  round  the  camp  fire, 
we  did  justice  to  the  strong  black  coffee  with- 
out ntilk  or  sugar,  bacon,  which  never  tastes 
so  well  as  when  done  on  a  camp  fire,  and 
the  native  bread,  made  of  Indian  meal  and 
mixed  with  water,  w^bich  sorely  tries  the 
English  palate.  The  meal  passed  almost  in 
silence,  my  companions  being  too  hungry  to 
be  talkative. 

It  was  certainly  a  very  picturesque  scene 
for  me,  so  lately  come  from  the  old  country ; 
the  camp-fire  shedding  its  bright  rays  through 
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the  dense  brush,  the  low  murmur  of  the  river 
close  by,  the  soft  light  of  the  moon  shining 
through  the  large  trees  on  its  bank,  giving 
to  the  long  moss  which  hangs  from  their 
boughs  fantastic  shapes,  with  the  thousands 
of  fire-flies  sparkling  through  the  under- 
growth, made  the  scene  look  like  fairy-land. 
And  my  two  companions,  how  I  longed  to 
know  something  about  tliem  !  Who  was 
this  man  Jefferson  and  his  friend  Durger  ? 
Why,  they  might  be  two  desperate  characters 
living  as  outlaws ;  yet,  as  I  looked  at  them 
stretched  on  the  ground  after  supper,  their 
saddles  for  their  pillows,  smoking  their 
Mexican  cigarettes,  I  could  not  but  admire 
tlieir  manly  faces,  and  instinctively  felt  my- 
self perfectly  safe  in  their  hands.  I  was  not 
long  to  remain  in  doubt  as  to  who  they  were, 
.lefierson,  suddenly  turning  to  me,  said,  "I 
guess  you  would  like  to  know  who  we  are." 
I  confessed  I  should,  and  also  something 
about  the  man  they  were  watching  for. 

"  My  friend  Sam  here  and  myself  are 
Texan  rangers  employed  by  the  State  to  keep 
,  order  on  tlie  frontier.  Mostly  our  time  is 
taken  up  hunting  horse-thieves,  train-robbers, 
and  smugglers,  to  take  them  dead  or  alive, 
;i,ccording  to  our  orders.  Many  is  the  hard 
tiglit  we  have  had  on  this  river,  and  many 
more  I  hope  to  have  if  I  get  through  this 
iiight  all  right." 

"And  this  man,  Jim  Sowel,"  I  said,  "is 
he  one  of  those  desperadoes  you  have  to  deal 
with  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Jim  is  a  real  bad  one  ;  his  sort  is 
fast  dying  out  on  the  fi-ontier ;  a  real  bad 
one  and  an  old-timer.  This  was  the  way 
1  first  met  him.  Six  years  ago  I  started  up 
the  trail  from  Fort  Worth  with  the  finest 
bunch  of  horses  that  ever  crossed  the  Eed 
Biver  and  four  of  the  best  hands  that  ever 
ihrew  a  lasso  ;  the  drive  went  square  enough 
jintil  we  crossed  into  the  Indian  Nation, 
where  one  of  the  boys  took  down  with  the 
ague,  so  we  had  to  leave  him  in  care  of  an 
old  Indian  chief  until  he  was  strong  enough 
to  ride  back  to  Texas.  To  go  on  short-handed 
.wa,s  out  of  the  question,  and  I  meant  to  go 
,dowp  next  mornmg  along  the  river  till  I 
struck  the  first  ranche,  to  hire  one  of  the 
boys.  I  was  out  on  the  first  watch  singing 
to  the  herd  to  keep  them  from  stampeding, 
as  the  night  was  cold  and  they  were  inclined 
to  run,  when  I  saw  a  man  riding  across  the 
prairie  towards  me.  A  redskin  trying  to 
frighten  the  herd,  was  my  first  thought ;  at 
the  same  time,  pulling  down  on  him  with  my 
six-shooter,  I  t^ld  him  to  hold  on.  'Lower 
your  gun,  you  fool,'  he  said;  'I  guess  I  can 
ilioot  too  if  I  wanted  to.  W^here  is  the  Boss  ? 
I  hear  he  is  short-handed,  and  I  want  work.' 
Well,  now,  I  didn't  take  to  the  fellow  anyhow, 
and  what's  more,  he  knew  it ;  so  I  told  him 


to  g®  to  the  camp  and  get  something  to  eat. 
After  my  watch  was  reheved  I  went  to  have 
a  talk  with  the  stranger,  who  seemed  a  bright, 
smart  young  man,  said  he  was  a  good  hand, 
and  wanted  to  go  with  our  herd  to  Dodd  City. 
I  hired  him  at  forty  dollars  a  month,  and 
felt  sorry  the  moment  I  did  it.  He  looked 
so  surprised,  and  said,  '  Done,  boss  ;  I  reckon 
you  won't  be  sorry,'  in  just  the  kind  of  way 
I  didn't  like.  For  some  reason  I  distrusted 
him  from  the  first,  feeling  that  he  was  going 
to  give  us  some  trouble,  but  I  determined  to 
keep  a  sharp  eye  on  him. 

"  The  next  day  we  passed  through  the 
Sioux  village,  camping  on  the  banks  of  a 
small  creek.  As  usual,  I  took  the  first  watch, 
which  passed  oft  quietly  enough,  our  new 
hand  relieving  me.  Now,  I  thought,  if  he 
was  going  to  do  anything,  was  his  chance, 
so  I  watched  him  for  some  time  from  the 
camp,  until,  feeling  so  played  out,  I  went  off 
to  sleep.  I  was  suddenly  awoke  by  one  of  the 
hands  telling  us  the  whole  herd  had  stam- 
peded, frightened  by  some  Indians,  and  the 
new  hand  was  missing. 

"  Well,  I  knew  it  was  that  fellow's  work,  so 
made  after  the  main  bunch  pretty  quick,  and 
soon  I  found  myself  close  to  our  new  hand, 
who  was  driving  off  the  left  wing.  I  tried  to 
wing  him,  but  somehow  missed,  and  before  I 
could  fire  again  I  found  he  had  got  me, 
breaking  my  leg  below  the  knee ;  he  aimed 
again,  and  just  in  time  I  threw  myself  low 
on  the  left  side  of  my  pony,  screening  myself 
from  a  shot  which  carried  away  the  saddle 
horn.  Once  more  he  fired,  killing  my  pony, 
and  we  both  rolled  over  together.  As  he 
rode  away  with  my  horses  he  holloaed  out, 
'  I  guess,  boss,  the  next  time  you  meet  Jim 
Sowel  you  won't  take  him  for  a  green  one  !  '  " 

"  And  your  stolen  horses ;  did  you  ever 
recover  them  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  No  ;  only  a  few  that  strayed  off  frcjm  the 
main  bunch,  and  I  heard  afterwards  that  some 
horses  of  my  brand  were  sold  in  Nebraska  by 
a  fellow  of  Sowel's  descrip)tion.  Since  that 
night  I  vowed  reprisals,  and  I  have  tracked 
him  over  half  the  Western  States,  but  have 
never  come  up  with  him  yet.  Now  you 
know  who  Jim  Sowel  is,  and  why  I  am  so 
anxious  to  take  him  to-night,  alive  if  I  can — 
such  are  my  orders  ;  but  if  Harry  Jefferson 
had  his  way,  he  would  like  to  settle  old 
scores  with  his  sis-shooter." 

Sam  lay  sound  asleep,  quite  oblivious  to 
my  friend's  story.  "Yes,  poor  fellow,"  said 
Jett'erson,  looking  at  him,  "  it  may  be  his 
last  sleep  on  earth  ;  we  are  going  to  have 
rough  work  to-night." 

Feeling  worn  out,  I  too  slept,  leaving  Jef- 
ferson to  watch.  It  seemed  to  be  only  a  few- 
minutes,  when  he  gently  awoke  me,  pointing 
in  the  direction  of  our  horses,  whose  quick 


ears  had  detected  some  sound  in  the  distance. 
Durger  had  by  this  time  his  Winchester  in 
readiness,  while  Jefferson  e.Ktinguished  the 
few  sparks  that  remained  of  our  camp  fire. 

We  now  could  liear  distinctly  the  tramp  of 
a  horse  coming  from  the  ford.  In  a  few  seconds 
Erkle  was  in  our  camp.  He  looked  suspi- 
ciously at  me,  but  seemed  quite  satisfied 
when  he  heard  who  I  was.  "Jim  will  be 
here  in  half  an  hour  with  four  Mexican  hands 
and  two  liimdred  head  of  horses.  So  look  to 
your  guns,  boys;  we  have  all  our  work  cut 
out." 

Leaving  me  in  charge  of  the  saddle  ponies, 
my  three  companions  stole  cjuietly  away  on 
their  dangerous  errand.  Left  alone,  I  had 
time  to  consider  my  pojitiun,  which  was  a 
critical  one,  for  my  life  evidently  depended 
on  their  success,  i'he  night  was  bright,  and 
all  nature  seemed  wrapped  in  sleep.  Suspense 
was  already  telling  on  my  high-strung  nerves, 
when  I  thought  I  heard  a  sound  as  of  some 
one  singing.  I  listened  attentively,  and 
caught  the  faint  echo  again.  Yes,  there 
could  be  no  mistake  now  ;  tlie  low  cadence  of 
the  Mexicans  singing  to  the  herd  wafted 
softly  towards  me  on  the  night  breeze.  In  a 
short  time  the  herd  came  in  sight,  halting  on 
the  oiDposite  bank.  I  could  see  the  horsemen 
urging  the  leaders  to  take  to  the  water.  The 
plaintive  Mexican  stock  songs,  mingled  with 
the  tinkle  of  the  stock  bells  under  the  silvery 
moonlight,  combined  to  make  the  scene  a 
peaceful  one. 

Quite  unconscious  of  the  reception  that 
awaited  them,  the  foremost  of  the  drove 
reached  our  bank  with  the  Mexican  hands, 
quickly  followed  by  the  whole  herd,  a  solitary 
horseman  bringing  up  the  rear.  As  he 
reached  the  bank  the  crack  of  a  rifle  told  me 
the  fight  had  commenced.  In  the  excite- 
ment of  the  moment  I  rushed  towards  the 
firing,  and  saw  a  tall  dark  man  standing  on 
the  bank  close  to  his  mustang,  in  each  hand 
a  six-shooter. 

"  Surrender,  Jim  Sowel  !  "  shouted  Jeffer- 
son, concealed  behind  a  large  cottonwood 
tree ! 

"  Jim  Sowel  will  never  be  taken  alive," 
returned  the  horse-thief,  at  the  same  mo- 
ment firing  at  Durger,  who  had  exposed  him- 
self incautiously,  and  springing  on  his  pony 
he  rode  for  the  thicket.  He  was  almost  under 
cover,  when  Erkle,  who  had  for  some  time 
disappeared,  closely  followed  him  on  one  of 
the  mustangs  ;  a  dexterous  throw  of  his  lasso 
caught  the  body  of  the  robber,  dragging  him 
violently  to  the  ground.  Like  a  flash,  how- 
ever, he  was  on  his  feet  again,  with  his  pistol 
pointed  at  Erkle,  Vvhen  once  more  the  report 
of  a  Winchester  rang  out,  a  piercing  yell 
followed,  and  Jim  Sowel,  the  Texan  outlaw, 
fell  back  dead,  shot  through  the  heart. 


IT  was  a  tiny  little  boy 
That  sat  and  sobbed  alone  ; 
I  asked  what  "  wrought  "  him  such  "  annoy,' 
What  troubles  he  had  known. 

"  The  trouble,  don't  you  see,  is  this, 

I've  been  and  lost  the  match, 
I'm  certain  I  shall  catch  it,  miss, 

Because  I  missed  the  catch." 


THE  LADY  AND  THE  LAD. 
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"  A  viatch  !  "  said  I,  with  sudden  fears, 

"  I  hope  you  do  not  smoke." 
He  looked  suspicious  through  his  tears, 

And  called  it  wrong  to  joke. 

He  sobbed  anew  with  piteous  grief 
That  would  not  be  controlled  ; 

"  Clreer  up,"  I  said,  "it's  my  belief 
Y'ou  never  have  been  bold." 


"  I'm  certain  I  was  boiclcd."  he  cried 

(As  one  in  doleful  dumps)  ; 
"  The  ball  came  breaking  from  the  side. 

And  disarranged  my  stumps. 

"  The  wicket  was  a  wretched  snare. 

It's  just  my  usual  luck, 
I  played  with  extra-double  care 

And  went  and  got  a  duck." 


"  I'm  glad  you  got  a  duck,  my  dear  : 
Your  mother  will  be  glad  ; 

You  do  not  seem  to  have  it  here ; 
Where  is  the  duck,  my  lad?  " 


He  rose,  as  one  of  sense  bereft ; 

A  glare  was  in  his  eye ; 
He  turned  upon  his  heel  and  left, 

And  did  not  say  good-bye  ! 

Fred  Edmonds. 


SEVEN  DAYS  IN  A  HOUSE  ON  WHEELS. 


THIS  is  the  history  of  one  of  the  most 
delightful  expeditions  ever  organised. 
We  invented  it  ourselves,  for  we  had  never  so 
much  as  heard  of  Dr.  Gordon  Stables,  and 
all  of  us  were  exceeding  poor,  so  we  had  to 
manage  as  cheaply  as  possible,  and  when  we 
afterwards  read  of  the  palatial  arrangements 
on  board  the  "  Wanderer,"  we  realised  how 
very  humble  we  were. 

i'ive  of  us— three  ladies  and  two  young 
men — decided  we  would  spend  our  holiday  in 
going  on  pilgrimage  to  Kenilworth  and  War- 
wick, and  then  to  the  sacred  shrine  of  Strat- 
ford-on-Avon,  from  which  place  we  were 
about  fifty  miles  distant.  We  debated  as  to 
how  our  journey  should  be  made.  We 
thought  of  going  by  rail  and  staying  in  hotels 
like  the  generality  of  mankind  ;  but  when 
one  day  at  a  farmhouse  we  discovered  a 
shepherd's  hut  about  ten  feet  by  six,  and  six 
feet  high,  of  a  neat  drab  colour,  and  mounted 
on  four  wheels  and  stout  iron  springs,  we 
instantly  decided  that  we  would  realise  one 
of  our  most  cherished  dreams,  and  go  in  that 
if  we  could  get  it. 

The  gentleman  who  owned  this  treasure 
very  good-naturedly  placed  it  at  our  dis- 
posal, and  another  friend  lent  us  a  beautiful 
bay  cart  mare,  who  tramped  along  and  drew 
us  and  our  belongings  about  three  miles  an 
hour,  by  which  means  we  had  plenty  of  time 
to  look  about  us,  or  get  out  and  make 
alarums  and  excursions. 

An  Alpine  tourist  lent  us  his  tent  for  the 
male  members  of  our  party  to  sleep  in.  We 
ladies  occupied  the  caravan  at  night,  two 
sleeping  on  a  mattress  on  the  floor,  and  one 
in  a  hammock  slung  from  end  to  end. 

We  started  one  tine  Monday  morning  in 
the  height  of  that  glorious  summer  of  Jubilee 
year,  at  6.30  a.m.,  from  Orlingbury,  a  little 
village  about  ten  miles  north-east  of  North- 
ampton. We  had  fitted  up  our  house  pre- 
viously with  a  hammock,  a  mattress,  a  tent, 
blankets,  rugs,  pillows,  a  hatchet,  a  tin  bowl, 
and  a  saucepan.    The  hatchet  was  meant  to 
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chop  sticks  for  a  fire,  but  we  found  that 
people  were  very  ready  to  boil  their  kettles 
for  us  wherever  we  went.  We  had  a  pro- 
vision hamper  packed  with  tinned  meat  and 
fish,  bread,  eggs,  coffee,  tea,  cocoa,  etc.,  and  a 
clothes-box  which  held  all  the  female  finery 
we  were  allowed  to  carry.  We  made  blue 
ribbon  rosettes  to  decorate  our  mare,  and 
polished  up  her  harness  ourselves  till  it 
looked  brilliant.  The  owner  of  our  van 
came  out  to  see  us  start.  He  was  greatly 
amused  at  us  and  our  plans,  but  he  benevo- 
lently wished  us  success,  and  off  we  went 
joggle  !  joggle  !  joggle  !  joggle  ! 

These  words  feebly  represent  our  feelings 
as  we  set  sail.  We  had  not  got,  as  it  were, 
our  sea  legs,  and  those  who  know  what  it  is 
to  ride  in  an  empty  waggon,  when  the  horses 
are  a  little  fresh  and  there  are  ruts  about, 
will  sympathise  with  me. 

One  of  the  young  men  and  myself  were 
inside  to  settle  things.  The  others  walked. 
Everything  that  could  fall  down  did  so  at 
once,  and  everything  that  could  jingle  and 
bang  and  crash  did  so  too  :  and  we,  when  we 
could  keep  from  staggering  against  the  side 
of  the  van,  or  heading  wildly  into  each 
other's  arms,  kept  picking  up  different  articles, 
and  restoring  them  to  their  places,  only  to 
see  them  descend  again  with  aggravating 
violence  on  our  defenceless  heads.  First, 
crash  would  come  a  tin  bowl,  then  a  camp 
stool  would  dance  around ;  then  the  horse- 
corn  bag  would  drop  with  a  bang  like  a  stout 
old  lady  when  she  sits  down  after  a  hot 
walk,  while  the  oats  dribbled  out  of  a  leak, 
and  a  perpetual  undertone  of  chattering  was 
kept  up  by  the  little  tin  saucepan,  who  in- 
cessantly "bobbed  about  on  his  nail.  After 
half  an  hour's  lively  exercise  we  managed  to 
jam,  wedge,  and  generally  silence  our  up- 
roarious furniture,  and  my  companion  got 
out  to  join  the  others. 

The  sun  shone  divinely,  and  there  was  a 
flood  of  gold  over  everything,  which,  to  my 
simple  mind,  meant  heat.  "  Aha  !  "  thought 
I,  "I  will  make  myself  comfortable." 

I  knew  that  the  road  did  not  get  very 
picturesque  for  some  miles,  and  that,  if  I 
tramped  now  between  straight  hedges  snipped 
and  sheared,  and  rectangular  fields  of 
scorched  grass,  I  should  be  too  hot  and 
blistered  and  sulky  to  look  at  the  beauties 
when  they  did  come.  So  I  made  a  soft  and 
downy  lair  among  the  heaps  of  blankets  and 
pillows,  and  sank  therein  with  much  content. 
Then  I  gazed  further  in  search  of  amuse- 
ment, and  espied,  peeping  from  under  the  lid 
of  the  clothes-box,  the  edges  of  a  book.  The 
Lady  of  Fashion  had  put  it  there.  Perhaps 
I  had  better  stop  here  and  tell  you  about  our 
party. 

It  was  the  Lady  of  Fashion  who  organised 
the  expedition,  packed  the  boxes,  and  pre- 
sided over  us  generally.  She  entertained 
any  strangers  we  happened  to  meet,  and 
looked  most  charming  in  her  pale-grey  gown 
with  a  cluster  of  scallop-shells  in  her  hat,  as 
became  a  pilgrim. 

We  were  proud  of  the  Lady  of  Fashion, 
and  took  much  pleasure  in  the  pretty  picture 
she  made  as  she  sat  in  the  doorway  of  our 
house,  her  face  dark  against  the  light  and 
her  lap  full  of  wayside  flowers,  a  glossy 
briony  wreath,  or  a  bunch  of  poppies  flaming 
on  the  grey. 

Then  there  was  the  Lady  of  Propriety, 
so  called  because  she  was  married  and  shed 
an  air  of  respectability  o'er  the  scene,  which 
made  us  appear — in  the  eyes  of  our  elderly 


friends— not  quite  so  mad  as  we  should 
otherwise  have  done.  She  was  a  dear  little 
Christian  woman,  with  a  smile  for  everybody, 
and  a  general  and  pleasing  indulgence  of  our 
lunacies  which  made  her  doubly  nice. 

Then  came  the  Boss  of  the  Shew,  as  he 
dubbed  himself.  He  was  the  brother  of  the 
Lady  of  Fashion,  and  flamed  resplendent  in  a 
"  blazer  "  striped  with  pink  and  brown  and 
white,  so  that  he  showed  at  a  distance  and 
was  not  easily  lost  sight  of. 

After  him  came  the  Literary  one.  He 
was  on  the  staff  of  a  newspaper,  and  had 
written  some  very  promising  poetry.  He  was 
long  and  thin  and  large-eyed,  and  looked 
desperately  shy,  but  his  appearance  was  de- 
ceptive. Wild  pranks  and  mischief  were  that 
person's  forte. 

Well,  as  I  was  saying,  I  looked  round 
and  espied  a  book.  So  I  tugged  it  out  and 
lay  back  to  enjoy  it.  It  was  a  nice,  cheerful, 
appropriate  thing  to  read  on  a  bright  sunny 
morning,  joggling  about  in  a  van.  It  was 
"  De  Quincey  on  Murder  as  a  Fine  Art."  The 
Literary  one  had  brought  it,  thinking,  as  he 
afterwards  said,  that  it  would  do  nicely  to 
read  aloud  some  dark  and  weird  night  when 
the  wind  was  soughing  in  the  branches. 
This  grisly  idea  was  firmly  repressed  by  the 
rest  of  the  companj^,  however.  So  I  lay  in 
my  nest,  book  in  hand,  while  the  rest  toiled 
along  in  the  dust,  and  we  rumbled  slowly 
due  west  towards  Warwickshire.  Suddenly 
my  studies  were  broken  in  upon  by  an 
agitated  exclamation,  '•  Oh  !  let  me  get  in  ! 
Creatures !  " 

I  looked  up.  The  Lady  of  Propriety  was 
struggling  to  climb  in,  with  fright  depicted 
on  her  countenance.  I  helped  her  up — 
rather  a  hoist,  by  the  way,  for  if  she  stood  on 
the  ground  her  chin  was  level  with  our  floor, 
and  there  was  no  ladder  ;  then  I  got  down 
and  looked  about  for  the  horrid  danger  which 
menaced  her.  In  the  distance  were  three 
meditative  cows,  pacing  slowly  along,  accom- 
panied by  a  driver  of  eminently  respectable 
appearance,  on  whose  open  features  virtue 
was  Vi'ritten. 

This  little  episode  occurred  many  times 
during  our  expedition.  The  most  distant 
view  of  the  most  benevolent  quadruped 
excited  our  friend's  lively  alarm,  and  with  a 
wild  cry  of  "  Creatures  !  "  she  would  hasten 
to  be  dragged  into  our  ark  of  refuge. 

Then  we  passed  through  the  village  of 
Hannington,  and  every  dame  popped  her 
head  out  to  look  at  us,  and  every  child 
opened  his  or  her  mouth,  so  that  we  left  a 
wake,  as  it  were,  of  silent  and  awe-struck 
rustics,  all  with  their  mouths  open,  and  all 
staring  round-eyed  after  us.  I  am  inclined 
to  think  they  had  never  seen  a  pink  and 
brown  and  white  blazer  before. 

It  began  to  get  very  hot,  and  the  road 
wound  about  between  high  hedges,  but  pre- 
sently we  emerged,  after  passing  through  the 
village  of  Holcot,  into  breezy  uplands,  where 
the  landscape  stretched  away  limitless  into 
the  blue,  and  the  brisk  young  winds  came  up 
and  whistled  to  us. 

The  corn  was  rapidly  yellowing  for  harvest, 
the  burnt-up  grass  was  brown  and  crisp  be- 
neath our  feet,  and  over  the  distant  uplands 
was  that  flood  of  golden  light  I  spoke  of  first. 
It  was  clearly  wrong  to  be  lazy  and  lie  on 
blankets.  I  put  away  "  De  Quincey"  and 
walked  along,  watching  the  Boss  catch  flies 
on  Blossom's  neck.  He  did  this  in  a  most 
talented  manner.  He  waited  until  fifteen  or 
twenty  were  bustling  about  her  shiny  skin, 
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poking  about  to  find  a  place  where  they 
might  worry,  and  then  smack  !  would  come 
his  hand,  and  heaps  of  slain  fell.  Blossom 
seemed  to  like  this  little  amusement,  and 
she  put  her  great  head  down  to  us  as  we 
walked,  and  would  turn  out  of  her  road  to  be 
patted  and  talked  to. 

Then  we  came  to  Brixworth.  The  church 
here  is  the  oldest  in  the  county  and  very 
curious.  Part  of  it  is  supposed  to  have  been 
an  old  Eoman  temple,  and  it  has  seven  dif- 
ferent orders  of  architecture  in  it.  The 
Woodland  Pytchley  kennels  are  also  here,  and 
we  met  a  pack  of  hounds  returning  from 
exercise. 

("  Oh  !  Creatures  !  Let  me  get  up  !  "  said 
the  Lady  of  Propriety.) 

They  looked  dignified  and  serious,  as  fox- 
hounds always  do,  being  at  the  same  time, 
as  the  anxious  foster-parents  who  bring  them 
up  by  hand  can  testify,  the  incarnation  of 
wicked  mischief.    But  thus  it  ever  is  in  life. 

The  Literary  one  resembled  these  hounds. 

We  had  to  chain  up  the  hind  wheel,  down 
a  rather  stiff  hill,  going  out  of  Brixworth,  and 
then  we  got  to  the  valley  where  the  Nene,  not 
long  risen  from  its  source  at  Naseby,  trickles 
through  the  reeds.  Here  we  gave  I51ossom  a 
drink,  and,  after  a  rest,  breasted  the  opposite 
hill.  It  was  a  long  slope,  but  we  got  up  at 
last  and  chained  the  wheel  again  for  another 
descent. 

As  we  were  halfway  down  this,  we  were 
met  by  a  personage  of  grim  and  sour  aspect, 
driving  a  "  one-hoss  shay."  He  pulled  up 
and  began  to  talk  to  the  Boss.  What  he 
said  we  could  not  hear,  for  we  passed  on,  but 
when  our  comrade  rejoined  as  we  asked  what 
he  wanted, 

"  Oh  !  he's  a  stupid  cross-patch,"  explained 
that  candid  youth.  "  Says  we're  liable  to  be 
fined  for  not  having  a  slipper  on  the  wheel 
instead  of  a  chain — says  we  cut  up  his  old 
road  too  much — made  me  tell  him  where  we 
came  from.    Nice  old  hairpin  he  is  !  " 

However,  nothing  ever  came  of  it,  so  I 
suppose  the  hairpin  relented. 

We  were  just  outside  Spratton,  and  it 
was  dinner-time,  and  we  all  felt  an  inward 
void  which  craved  fulfilment,  so  we  camped. 
A  little  folding-table  was  got  out  and  set  on 
the  side  of  the  road,  our  cloth  was  laid,  and 
all  kinds  of  nice  things  appeared.  The 
Literary  one  was  sent  with  an  apoplectic 
white  jug  to  fetch  some  water,  and  the  Boss 
unhooked  Blossom  and  tethered  her  to  the 
cart  by  a  long  chain. 

Blossom  did  not  approve  of  this.  She 
did  not  like  the  appearance  of  the  van,  now 
she  could  get  a  full  view  of  it,  and,  when 
somebody  happened  to  bang  a  box  lid  to 


inside,  she  started  violently,  sprang  away, 
snapped  her  chain,  and  made  off  in  the 
direction  of  home.  Off  flew  the  Boss  after 
her,  but  Blossom  was  a  match  for  him,  and 
she  disappeared  over  the  brow  of  the  hill  in 
a  very  few  minutes.  We  felt  distinctly  small, 
and  began  to  wonder  whether  we  should 
have  to  drag  the  van  home  again  with  our 
own  hands,  with  all  our  glory  shorn.  Presently 
a  man  drove  by,  of  whom  we  inquired 
whether  he  had  met  Blossom.  He  said 
"yes,"  "but  he  was  not  able  to  stop  her." 
This  was  aillicting,  but  after  half  an  hour's 
anxious  waiting,  we  were  much  relieved 
to  see  our  young  captain  leading  the  old 
lady  back  again.  We  always  kept  a  watchful 
eye  on  Blossom  after  this. 

Then  we  set  to  work  and  had  a  solid 
meal.  We  did  not  waste  our  time  in  witti- 
cisms or  frivolity.  We  just  ate,  and  ate, 
and  ate  ;  and  then  most  of  us  felt  lazy. 

I  strolled  off  with  my  paint-box,  accom- 
panied by  the  Literary  one,  who  brought  "  De 
Quincsy,"  and  as  I  soon  found  a  quaint  bit  of 
village  street  I  wanted  to  do,  I  set  to  work  at 
once.  He  read  aloud  in  the  most  amiable 
manner.  We  did  not  pursue  the  subject  of 
murder,  thinking  it  might  have  a  gruesome 
effect  on  the  passing  rustic.  He  began  a 
grand  article  about  the  revolt  of  the  Tartars 
and  their  awful  journey  through  Central 
Asia.  One  hundred  and  twenty-five  persons 
died,  on  an  average,  during  each  mile  of  the 
journey.  So  read  the  Literary  one.  During 
this  nice,  cheerful  account,  I  painted  away 
at  the  quiet  old  bits  of  brown  stone  and 
thatch  and  brick  walls  and  irregular  street. 
Presently  a  man  came  out  of  a  house  at  the 
back  of  us  and  edged  up  to  look. 

"  Nice  day,"  he  said.  "  So  you're  a-takin' 
a  likeness  of  the  old-house  there.  No,  I  don't 
know  when  it  wur  built,  but  a  good  many 
year  ago,  and  it  belongs  to  Muster  Whitworth 
now.  No,  I  don't  know  what  that  coat  of 
arms  means,  and  I  reckon  nobody  about 
here  don't  neither.  This  house  as  I  live  in 
is  mine.  I'm  done  a  lot  of  improvements 
sin'  I'm  bin  here.  See  I'm  had  a  beautiful 
new  roof  put  on,  and  them  Winders  done, 
and  sxJouts,  an'  everything." 

Alas  !  he  had.  It  had  been  a  nice  old 
liehened  stone  house,  with,  probably,  a 
thatche_d  roof.  Now  a  stiff  new-tiled  roof  met; 
our  eyes.  New  deal  window  frames,  new 
zinc  spouts,  newly  painted  wall,  scraped, 
lichenless,  and  staring. 

We  had  a  long  rest  at  Spratton,  and  it  was 
four  o'clock  before  we  started  again.  We 
went  to  Kavensthorpe  next,  a  most  charming 
little  place  on  the  side  of  a  hill,  with  quaint 
grey  houses  set  in  gardens  gay  with  flowers ; 


and  through  there,  and     g 

once  to  have  tea  on  the  road- side.  Then,  as 
the  sun  began  to  set,  we  came  to  the  borders 
of  Northamptonshire. 

We  were  travelling  along  a  broad  road 
shaded  on  each  side  by  large  elms  which 
shut  out  the  light  and  made  ic  difficult  to 
see  where  we  were  going.  We  were  all 
rather  tired,  and  a  solenm  silence  prevailed 
among;  us  instead  of  the  incessant  cackhng 
that  distinguished  the  morning  march.  At 
last  we  saw  with  joy  the  first  houses  of 
West  Haddon,  and  we  asked  where  we  ought 
to  go  for  a  field  to  camp  in.  We  had 
thought  of  camping  by  the  road-side,  but 
Mistress  Blossom's  escapade  had  put  that 
out  of  the  question.  We  were  recommended 
to  one  Johnson,  who  always  took  in  travel- 
ling shows  and  such-like.    So  we  went. 

.Johnson  lived  in  a  public-house,  from 
which  we  extracted  him  ;  but  when  extracted 
Johnson  was  very  drunk,  and  although  he 
stuttered  out  that  we  were  welcome  to  go 
into  his  field,  the  ladies  of  the  party  took 
fright,  and  we  passed  on. 

Then  we  saw  a  yard  gate  standing  open, 
and  a  farmer  just  getting  out  of  his  gig,  so 
to  him  we  explained  the  situation. 

It  took  him  a  few  minutes  to  grasp  such  a 
new  idea,  but  when  he  did  understand  that 
we  were  respectable,  he  smiled  on  us  and 
sent  us  to  the  outskirts  of  the  village,  where 
we  found  a  pretty  httle  field  all  hills  and 
hollows,  in  a  snug  corner  of  which  we  came 
to  anchor.  Out  came  the  tent,  and  the  lads 
fixed  it  against  the  hedge.  Blossom  was  made 
as  comfortable  as  circumstances  permitted. 
She  was  quite  fresh,  and  galloped  gleefully 
about  when  her  harness  was  taken  off.  Then 
we  gave  our  men  their  rugs  and  blankets, 
said  good-night,  and  locked  ourselves  in, 
firmly  resolving  to  arise  at  six  the  next 
morning. 

I  had  the  hammock,  and  was  well  wrapped 
up  by  my  kind  comrades.  I  went  soundly 
to  sleep,  not  waking  again  until  about  2  a.m., 
when  I  found  that  my  head  had  rolled  out, 
and  I  had  to  ask  the  Lady  of  Fashion  to  get 
up  and  look  for  it  and  put  it  in  again.  This 
she  did,  and  we  all  slumbered  again  until 
loud  thunders  resounded  at  our  door,  . 

"Hullo!"  said  the  voice  of  the  Eoss, 
"  hurry  up  ;  ifs  eight  o'clock." 

We  got  up  as  quickly  as  we  could;  but  it 
was  fully  eleven  before  we  were  on  the  road 
again.  What  a  morning  that  was  !  What  a 
glorious  meal  on  the  warm  sunny  turf,  and 
what  a  glorious  view  of  fair  Warwickshire 
we  had  from  the  top  of  one  of  the  hillocks  ! 

Afterwards,  however,  we  learned  to  strike 
our  tent,  fold  our  blankets,  and  ship-shape 
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the  van  within  an  hour  after  waking.  This 
was  owing  to  the  distinguished  management 
of  the  Boss,  who  had  learnt  a  number  of 
useful  little  arts  on  board  a  small  sailing- 
boat,  with  one  partner  and  numerous  cup- 
boards. Blossom  had  a  good  feed  of  oats  ! 
before  we  started,  and  a  benevolent  gentleman  ■ 
living  in  a  house  hard  by  let  us  have  boihng- 
water  for  our  coffee. 

We  then  journeyed  on  to  Crick,  and  through 
that  to  a  sweet  village  consisting  of  one  broad 
street  of  houses,  each  house  a  different  shape  | 
from  the  next.    It  was  more  like  a  gi'een  or 
common  with  a  road  in  the  middle  and  houses 
faraway  on  each  side.  At  the  end  of  the  green 
was  an  old  market-cross,  built  in  the  days  • 
when  this  was  a  town  and  had  a  fair ;  and  i 
an  old  inhabitant  told  us  that  no  bargain  j 
was  considered  struck  until  the  animals  sold  i 
had  been  driven  once  round  this  cross.  This 
Hillmorton   charmed   us    very  much.  It 
looked  just  like  one  of  Randolph  Caldecott's  i 
villages,  and  you  could  well  imaghie  the  grey  ; 
goose  solemnly  parading  down  that  green, 
and  Jackanapes  and  Tony  getting  into  mis- 
chief there.  i 

I  longed  to  stay  and  work,  but  we  had  to  ' 
get  to  Dunchurch,  and  on  we  went  across  I 
the  old  Watling  Street,  and  still  on,  until  we 
caught  a  glimpse  of  a  slender  spire  among 
the  trees  which  they  told  us  belonged  to 
Eugby  town.    And  when  we  came  to  Dun- 
church,  what  a  charming  old  place  we  found  ! 
It  had  evidently  been  of  importance  in  the 
coaching  days,  and  there  was  a  fine  old  inn 
there,  opposite  to  which  still  stood  the  stocks,  j 
The  people  told  us  these  had  been  used, 
within  the  last  five  years.  I 

Then  we  journeyed  up  what  I  should  think  ' 
must  be  the  grandest  road  in  England— the 
road  from  Dunchurch  to  Coventry,  stretching 
across  what   our  maps   called  Dunsmore 
Heath,  but  there  is  no  heath  left.    To  our 
disappointment,  we  saw  nothing  but  highly 
cultivated  fields.     But  the  road !  Great 
Scotch   firs   made   a    magnificent  avenue  j 
through  which  the  road  went ;  a  road  bordered  : 
on  each  side  by  a  broad  strip  of  grassy  j 
ground,  sometimes  hillocky  and  covered  with 
ferns,  sometimes  fiat  and  velvety  ;  and  every  ! 
now  and  then  a  quiet  pool  or  bit  of  rushy  j 
marsh  would  greet  our  eyes.  1 


I  forget  how  many  miles  long  this  avenue 
was.  I  shall  never  forget  its  beauty  that 
sunny  afternoon,  and  the  welcome  whisper- 
ing shadow  under  those  majestic  pines  while 
the  country  outside  was  bathed  in  quivering 
heat.  Evening  came  on  as  we  turned  out  of 
this  road  and  came  down  to  a  little  village 
nestled  away  among  the  cornfields.  It  was 
full  of  the  beautiful  half-tempered  Warwick- 
shire houses ;  a  little  brook  went  chattering 
through  it ;  there  was  a  green  in  the  middle, 
with  cottage  gardens  clustering  round.  It  was 
called  Stretton-on-Dunsmore.  If  it  had  been 
called  Arcadia  or  the  Garden  of  Eden  we 
should  have  thought  it  quite  appropriate, 
and  much  I  yearned  to  stay  there  and  sketch, 
but  Fate,  in  the  person  of  the  Boss,  drove  us 
onward. 

We  pushed  up  hills  and  down  dales,  and 
in  and  out,  and  the  sun  went  down,  and  the 
moon  came  up  and  hung  a  round  shield  in 
the  sky,  and  beamed  at  us  over  the  golden 
corn ;  all  that  day  a  series  of  enchanting 
pictures  had  passed  before  us,  all  the  more 
enchanting  because  they  passed  so  quickly  ; 
but  Stretton-on-Dunsmore  was  the  pearl 
with  the  round  moon  that  shone  over  the 
wheat.  It  was  half-past  ten  before  we  finally 
halted  at  Bubbenhall.  We  got  permission 
from  a  farmer  to  camp  in  his  field,  and  soon 
we  were  blissfully  snoring  ;  our  last  waking 
thought  being  that  we  were  on  the  banks  of 
the  Avon,  and  Shakespeare's  town  was  about 
fifteen  miles  away. 

As  we  were  getting  ready  to  start  next 
morning,  we  were  called  on  by  the  Rector  of 
the  village  and  his  wife,  who  were  very  kind 
and  cordial.  They  thought  our  plan  of 
spending  a  holiday  a  very  nice  one,  and  told 
us  that  Dr.  Gordon  Stables,  in  his  house  on 
wheels,  had  passed  through  the  village  only  a 
week  or  two  before.  This  was  the  first  we 
had  heard  of  the  famous  wanderer ;  until 
then  we  had  considered  ourselves  the  Colum- 
buses  of  caravaning. 

By  the  Rector's  advice  we  made  for 
Stoneleigh  Park,  which  he  said  was  well 
worth  seeing,  and  so  we  found  it.  But  we 
passed  Bubbenhall  church  on  our  way  out  of 
the  village,  and  two  of  us  went  down  to  get  a 
first  sight  of  the  sacred  stream  which  ran 
close  by  the  churchyard.    Not  very  wide  yet, 


but  smooth  and  gentle,  "  running  softly " 
among  the  rushes. 

And  then  we  came  to  Stoneleigh  Park,  and 
by  the  beautiful  Stoneleigh  Abbey,  through 
whose  ivied  gateway  we  saw  the  gardens  ablaze 
with  flowers.  And  so  to  Kenilworth.  Here 
we  put  Blossom  in  an  inn  stable  to  feed  and 
rest,  and  ran  the  van  into  the  yard,  much  to 
the  joy  of  a  crowd  of  children,  who  expected 
a  fat  lady,  or  a  learned  pig,  or  at  least  cocoa- 
I  nut  shies.  Then  we  went  to  the  castle.  ^ 
But  first  to  a  hill  outside  the  walls,  from ' 
which  we  got  the  best  view  of  the  whole,  and 
saw  the  terrific  old  keep  frowning  grimly 
at  us. 

We  found  afterwards  that  that  poor  fellow 
i  Edward  ii  was  deposed  in  the  great  hall  at 
'  Kenilworth.    The  king  appeared,  clad  in  a 
!  plain  black  gown,  and  when  the  sentence  of 
the  nobles  was  read  to  him  announcing  that 
he  was  to  be  compelled  to  sign  his  abdication 
in  favour  of  his  young  son,  he  fell  back 
unconscious  in  the  arms  of  his  attendants. 
It  was  from  Kenilworth  he  was  taken  to  his 
1  awful  fate  at  Berkeley  Castle.    But  when  I 
sat  sketching  a  bit  of  the  broken  window 
tracery  of  the  great  hall,  I  did  not  know 
i  what  tragedy  it  had  once  lighted, 
i      "  I  say,"  said  the  Boss,  who  lay  prone  on 
i  the  ground  under  the  shadow  of  a  buttress, 
"  I  should  like  to  have  lived  in  those  old 
i  times,  but  I  should  like  to  have  been  a  big 
Bung,  you  know."    And  within  two  hundred 
yards  of  where  we  were  sitting,  the  biggest 
Bung  of  his  day  had  fallen  back  fainting 
in  horror  at  the  fate  he  knew  lay  before 
him. 

j  Of  course  the  guide-books  were  full  of 
Queen  Elizabeth  and  Master  Robert  Dudley 
and  his  fine  doings,  and  they  showed  us 
Amy  Eobsart's  apartments.  If  she  did 
live  there,  she  had  a  fine  view  towards 
Warwick. 

I  came  out  before  the  others,  and  got  a 
sketch  of  a  row  of  quaint  old  houses  facing 
the  castle,  on  which  a  fatal  board  appeared 
bearing  the  legend,  "  To  be  sold  for  a  build- 
ing site."  So,  no  doubt,  in  a  short  time  the 
rich  old  brickwork  and  quaint  chimney- 
stacks  will  give  place  to  a  smug  row  of  blue- 
j  slated,  plate-glass-windowed  shops,  and 
1  Eeckitt's  blue,  and  Colman's  mustard,  and 
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Pears'  soap,  and  Nelson's  gelatine  will  shout 
aloud  from  awful  "  show  cards." 

We  iied  the  scene  and  returned  to  our 
van,  passing  a  curious  old  porch  with  the 
bear  and  ragsed  staff,  and  K.  L.  for  Eobert 
Leycester.  And  then  we  rumbled  on  towards 
Warwick. 

When  we  were  nearly  there  we  came  to  a 
green  valley  tlirough  which  the  Avon  flowed, 
and  on  our  right  among  the  trees  we  s:i\v  a 
stone  cross,  which  marks  the  spot  where,  as 
its  inscription  says,  "  Piers  Gaveston  was 
beheaded  by  barcns  as  lawless  as  himself." 

On  consulting  our  English  history  we 
found  tliat  Piers  Gaveston's  conduct  had 
been  of  the  most  aggravating  description. 
He  was  loaded  with  wealth  and  titles  by 
poor  Edward  ir,  which  naturally  made  the 
"old  families"  jealous;  and  enraged  them 
further  by  making  remarks  of  an  impertinent 
nature  about  these  respected  gentlemen. 
He  called  time-honoured  Lancaster  an  "  old 
hog"  and  "the  stage-player."  He  called 
the  Earl  of  .Pembroke  "Joseph  the  Jew," 
but  he  called  the  Earl  of  Warwick  "  the 
black  dog  of  Ardennes,"  and  the  dog  swore  a 
solemn  oath  that  Gaveston  should  feel  his 
teeth.  So  they  seized  him  and  marched 
him  away  to  Dedington  Castle  near  Banbury, 
•which  belonged  to  Pembroke ;  but  Warwick  | 
got  him  away  and  carried  him  off  to  his  own  1 
castle,  and  soon  after  the  luckless  wight  was  t 
dragged  to  this  hill  among  the  trees,  and  his 
poor  silly  head  was  struck  off.  How  they  \ 
did  go  on  in  those  "  good  old  times  !  "  j 

We  turned  aside  here  to  see  an  old  Saxon  | 
mill.    There  is  a  beautiful  carved  gallery 
outside  it,  and  on  the  walls  are  many  lines  ! 
marked  "  Flood  1871  " — or  2  as  the  case  may  I 
be.    These  mark  the  height  to  which  the 
water  has  risen  in  those  years.    And  here 
the  Avon  spreads  out  into  a  great  basin  en  | 
closed  round  with  trees,  and  across  this  basin 
you  see  a  great  and  mighty  house  called 
Guy's  Cliff.  This  is  built  over  the  cell  wliere 
Guy  Beauchamp,  a  former  Earl  of  Warwick, 
lived  a  hermit  life  for  many  years,  receiving 
charity  from  his  own  wife,  who  sent  pro-  [ 
visions  to  the  holy  man,  not  knowing  he  was 
her  husband.  i 

Now  is  it  possible  that  Guy  felt  himself 
.more  comfortable  away  from  her  ladyship  ? 
Perhaps  she  used  to  curtain-lecture  him,  and  j 
say,  "  Verij  well,  my  dear  ;  of  course  you  are  | 
right  and  I  am  wrong,"  and  then  cry  and  be  j 
ill.    Perhaps  she  always  would  have  the  last  j 
■word,  and  insisted  on  the  servants  going  to  [ 
bed  precisely  at  ten,  and  made  vinegary  re- 
marks whenever  Guy  wanted  to  sit  up  late 
•over  his  wine  with  a  few  friends.    The  Lady 
of  Propriety  and  myself  lingered  here  while 
the  others  went  on,  as  I  was  anxious  to  get  a 
sketch  of  the  old  mill,  and  the  peaceful  river 
■with  lily  leaves  dotting  the  surface,  and 
yellow  evening  light  behind  the  trees  ;  and  it 
■was  dark  when  we  at  last  got  to  Warwick,  but 
we  could  just  see  the  grand  outlines  of  the 
two  massive  town  gates  and  the  picturesque 
block  of  building  known  as  Eobert  Leycester's 
almshouses. 

We  went  out  into  the  quiet  fields  once 
more  and  came  to  Bherbourne,  on  the  broad 
high  road  from  Warwick.  And  now  the 
moon  was  risen  up  to  light  us,  and  we  came 
to  a  sign-post  on  which  we  could  see  the 
•words  "  Stratford-on-Avon."  Do  they  have 
sign-posts  on  the  road  to  Mecca,  I  wonder? 
If  so,  the  pilgrims  who  read  them  must  feel 
somehow  as  we  felt  then.  We  went  on  and 
on  in  the  moonlight,  seeing  nothing  of  our 
comrades,  until  we  began  to  fear  we  were 
•wrong ;  but  a  distant  whistle  greeted  us  at 
last,  and  we  soon  met  the  Literary  one,  who 
took  us  to  camp. 

Supper  was  ready  set  outside  on  the  grass. 
What  a  merry  meal  it  was,  and  how  the 
Literary  one  and  the  Boss  vied  with  each 


other  in  pouring  forth  cataracts  of  slang, 
while  we  steadily  munched  our  way  through 
the  provisions  ! 

Nest  morning  we  were  early  on  the  road 
to  Warwick,  leaving  Blossom  to  graze  in  our 
field.  We  made  straight  for  the  castle,  and 
then  came  a  rare  treat.  Here  were  "  fisty  " 
old  Eubens,  grand  portraits  by  Vandyke,  and 
a  lovely  picture  by  Eaffaelle ;  a  beautiful 
portrait  of  Charles  i— or  rather  two — by 
j  Sir  Anthony  :  a  large  equestrian,  and  a  head 
and  shoulders  ;  also  a  dashing  young  officer 
j  of  the  Civil  War  time  whom  I  remember 
well  in  the  Old  Masters  a  winter  or  two  back  ; 
the  Earl  of  Northumberland  in  armour  with 
a  baton  in  his  hand.  Here  also  was  a 
Henry  viii  by  Holbein — a  very  fine  thing — 
and  some  sketches  by  Eubens.  Also  lots  of 
armour  and  weapons,  and  a  cast  of  Cromwell's 
i  face  after  death.  It  looked  to  me  full  of 
solemn  majesty,  but  maybe  it  was  my  fancy, 
for  a  stout  and  particularly  comfortable  old 
gentleman  who  was  standing  near  turned 
round  to  me  and  said  :  "  He  wasn't  anything 
particular  to  look  at,  anyhow — eh  '?  " 

Of  course  we  saw  the  famous  "  Warwick 
vase,"  about  which  the  old  man  who  showed 
it  had  the  following  tale  to  tell : 

"  This  is  a  very  old,  ancient  thing,"  he 
said.  "  It  were  dug  out  of  a  lake  near 
Adrian's  villa  at  Tivoli,  and  were  sold  by  Sir 
William  Hamilton,  the  ambassador  at  the 
Court  of  Naples,  to  the  present  Earl's  grand- 
father ;  and  he  built  this  here  house  to  hold 
it.  It  is  con-sidered  to  be  the  biggest  in  the 
world,  and  the  greatest  carving-men  are  been 
to  look  at  it,  and  they  con-sidered  as  it  can't 
be  no  less  than  three  thousand  years  old." 

As  we  sat  in  the  gardens  looking  over 
sloping  lawns  and  beds  ablaze  with  flowers, 
to  where  a  far  blue  distance  glimmered 
through  the  boughs  of  goodly  cedars,  the 
Boss  delivered  the  following  repreheusib'e 
remarks:  "Well,  I  think  this  place  would 
just  suit  me  down  to  the  ground,  my  boy. 
Shouldn't  want  any  income.  I  should 
go  away  for  three  months  in  the  sum- 
mer and  charge  five  shillings  each  for 
visitors  to  see  the  place."  After  a  glimpse 
of  St.  Mary's  church  and  the  Beauchamp 
chapel,  we  left  fair  Warwick,  and  one  of  us, 
at  least,  vowed  some  day  to  return  and  linger 
among  its  beauties. 

We  came  again  to  Blossom  and  the  "  old 
show,"  and  lumbered  on  again  for  an  hour 
or  two ;  and  at  last  we  looked  from  the 
summit  of  a  hill  and  saw  the  slender  spire 
of  Stratford  town.  We  arrived  there,  imt  up 
in  a  field,  and  made  off  for  Shakespeare's 
house  ;  and  then  to  the  old  church  and  the 
avenue  up  to  the  porch,  and  the  embankment 
and  the  trees  thereon,  and  the  still  Avon. 
Then  to  Shottery,  where  we  looked  at  the 
visitors'  book  in  Anne  Hathaway's  cottage, 
and  read  many  a  famous  name. 

Then  we  went  back  to  camp  and  had 
supper ;  and  the  Literary  one  arose  and  made 
a  bold  proposal  which  filled  us  with  astonish- 
ment. The  Literary  one  always  became 
lunatic  at  night-fall.  I  think  the  moon 
affected  him.  He  was  very  mad  that  night, 
and  nothing  would  content  him  but  that  we 
should  go  down  the  Avon  by  moonlight. 
And  we  did.  We  went  to  the  boat-place. 
It  was  eleven  o'clock,  and  of  course  the  boat- 
man was  in  bed.  The  Literary  one  knocked 
at  his  door,  but  the  boatman,  being,  as  Mrs. 
Blimber  so  beautifully  i-emarks,  under  the 
dominion  of  the  drowsy  god,  declined  to 
appear.  The  Literary  one  now  got  more 
mad  than  ever,  and  stated  that  he  meant  to 
have  a  boat  anyhow,  and  he  leaped  the 
little  wall  of  the  boat-yard  and  enticed  us 
over  after  him.  Then  he  seized  a  boat  and 
got  the  oars,  and  he  and  the  Boss  navigated 
us  off  quietly  down  the  river.  We  stole 
under  the   two  stone  bridges   and  glided 


be  veen  ghostly  banks,  and  rows  of  rustling 
Wijlows,  and  level  plains  of  meadow  with 
swathes  of  mist  lying  low  over  the  grass. 
And  the  silence  was  most  intense,  so  that  we 
lay  on  our  oars  to  listen,  and  the  moonlight 
filtered  through  the  mist.  We  went  a  long 
way — or  so  it  seemed — and  when  we  re- 
turned to  the  landing-place  it  was  about 
1.30  A.M.,  and  Stratford  spire  looked  beau- 
tiful indeed  in  the  moonlight,  and  reflected 
ghostly  in  the  quiet  river.  We  returned  the 
boat,  left  some  largesse,  sneaket^  off  to  camp, 
and  I  believe  it  was  on  this  night  that  one 
end  of  my  hammock  gave  way,  and  I  fell 
with  a  loud  thud  right  on  top  of  the  Lady  of 
Propriety,  who  slept  on  the  mattress  below 
me.  She  squeaked  dismally,  but  I  did  not 
sustain  any  damage. 

Next  morning  we  saw  the  interior  of  the 
church  and  the  well-known  bust  and  inscrip- 
j  tion,  of  which  I  will  not  speak  particularly 
i  lest  I  should  repeat  what  has  been  said  many 
I  times  before.    And  then  we  had  reluctantly 
to  turn  homewards.     Now  the   sun  was 
exceeding  fierce,  and  the  wood  of  our  wheels 
shrank  away  from  the  tire,  and  after  we  had 
]  passed  Charlecote  and  got  to  a  little  place 
called  Asliorne,  a  tire  came  right  oil  and  we 
had  to  stop  for  repairs.    So  we  decided  to 
make  a  night-march,  and  after  we  were 
mended  up  we  started  away  by  moonlight. 
Then  began  a  novel  and  exciting  experience. 
The  moonlight  had  its  usual  effect  on  the 
reason  of  the  Literary  one.    He  lost  it.  He 
tramped  along  in  a  state  of  lunacy  hitherto 
unequalled.    He  laughed  and  sang  and  leapt 
I  in  wildest  glee. 

Of  course  we  must  listen  to  the  voice  of  a 
farmer  before  we  started.  Of  course  we 
thought  he  knew  better  than  our  map — and 
so,  of  course,  we  lost  our  way.  Where  we 
went  to  I  do  not  quite  know.  I  remember 
once  in  the  night  our  rushing  up  a  great 
grassy  hill,  from  which  we  could  see  for 
miles,  wdiere  we  found  a  most  curious  mill 
set  on  solid  stone  arches,  which  we  after- 
wards found  had  been  built  by  Inigo  Jones. 
I  remember  how  the  wind  rustled  among  the 
dry  grass,  and  how  I  jumped  as  a  loud 
snore  burst  from  a  slumbering  cart-horse 
near. 

After  that  I  got  into  the  van  and  fell 
asleep  on  the  floor.  I  just  woke  up  and 
heard  some  one  say  we  were  at  Leamington, 
at  which  place  we  had  no  business  whatever  ; 
and  when  daylight  broke,  I  roused  up  to  find 
we  had  stopped  at  Ufton,  a  little  village 
half-way  between  Stratford  and  Daventry. 
We  had  breakfast.  Then  the  young  men 
went  to  sleep  in  their  tent,  and  I  went  out 
sketching.  I  found  a  scorched  bit  of  upland 
grass,  with  scraggy  old  thistles  and  nettles 
spiking  up,  one  green  oak-tree  half  hidden 
by  the  sloping  ground,  and  beyond  a  great 
plain  under  a  sheet  of  silver  mist  which 
gradually  faded,  and  then  the  distance 
shimmered  most  divinely  blue.  And  the 
Lady  of  Fashion  wandered  out  to  keep  me 
company,  and  fell  fast  asleep  there,  and  I 
put  her  in  with  the  sun  pouring  full  on  her 
grey  robe  and  lighting  up  her  belt  of 
amber. 

The  Literary  one,  having  been  up  all  night, 
had  declined  from  his  state  of  madness  to  a 
sort  of  sober,  idiotic  condition,  and  went  ofi" 
with  the  Boss  to  clear  his  mind  by  a  plunge 
in  a  neighbouring  canal.  We  rested  till  the 
middle  of  the  day,  and  then  travelled  on  to 
Daventrj',  and  camped  at  night  at  a  farmhouse 
on  the  home  side  of  Daventry,  called  Thorpe's 
Lodge. 

Next  day  we  were  off  early,  and  went 
through  Brington,  where  we  stayed  to  look  at 
the  tombs  of  the  Spencer  family,  and  the 
stone  which  covers  George  Washington's 
grandparents.  The  arms  of  the  Washington 
family  are  carved  on  it.    They  are  the  stars 
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antl  stripes  afterwards  adopted^as  the  device 
for  the  American  flap;. 

Then  we  went  by  Althorp  and  Harlestone 
and  Church  Brampton,  and  then  we  came 
to  Boughton— Whyte  Melville's  Boughton, 
where  Lord  Vaux  lived,  and  near  Holmby 
House— and  behold,  another  tire  jumped 
cheerfully  off  the  wheel,  and,  staggering  up 
to  a  wall,  lay  down  with  the  determination 


to  roll  no  more  that  day.  So  we  had  to 
roll  our  van  into  a  yard,  and  after  accepting 
an  invitation  from  the  village  blacksmith's 
wife,  who  fed  us  with  honey,  and  jam,  and 
cake,  and  bread  and  butter,  and  tea,  and 
would  not  hear  of  being  paid,  we  did  the  last 
twelve  miles  of  our  journey  in  her  husband's 
little  pony-cart. 

Next  day  we  returned  and  fetched  our  van, 


and  we  felt,  I  think,  a  trifle  melancholy  as  we 
took  out  the  furniture  and  dismantled  the 
home  that  had  sheltered  us  during  one  of 
the  merriest  weeks  I  ever  remember  to  have 
spent  during  the  whole  of  my  life. 

Besides  provisions  which  we  took  with  us, 
I  think  £2  5s.  covered  the  entire  expenses  of 
the  party. 

(the  end.) 


IF  any  Cassandra  had  told  it  in  Brigg-upon- 
Wath  that  (if  the  first  seven  months 
which  Charley  Brown  spent  in  India  he 
would  pass  six  in  the  hospital,  that  croaker 
would  have  been  put  down  as  the  falsest  of 
prophetesses.  Eosy-cheeked,  bright-eyed, 
tall,  strong,  as  good  in  the  cricket-field  and 
at  football  as  at  algebra  and  trigonometry, 
being,  best  in  all,  happy  himself,  and  always 
glad  to  make  others  happy,  his  friends  anti- 
cipated for  him  success  in  life.  If  thorough 
integrity  and  strong  endeavour  could  make 
a  lad  successful,  Charley,  they  thought, 
would  succeed. 

He  sat  at  the  Sandhurst  entrance  examin- 
ation in  July,  and  was  tw-o  hundred  and  forty 
third  on  the  list.  From  this  trial  he  learned 
his  weaker  points,  and,  going  in  again  six 
months  later,  secured  the  fifth  place.  He 
obtained  from  the  Secretary  for  War  the 
certificate  of  his  success,  sailed  for  Calcutta 
by  the  next  steamer,  and,  sending  in  his 
papers  to  the  Governor-General,  was  within 
a  fortnight  gazetted  lieutenant  of  police,  and 
ordered  to  report  himself  at  Khyrigurh,  to 

Colonel  G  

This  remote  station  has  a  mixed  reputa- 
tion, gojd  as  regards  the  numerous  tigers, 
leopards,  and  deer  abounding  in  the  hills  and 
thickets  which  extend  far  and  wide  around 
the  town,  and  bad  as  regards  the  turbulence 
of  its  inhabitants.  They  are  divided  into 
two  factions,  about  equal  in  numbers,  one 
consisting  of  Mahommedans,  and  the  other  of 
Hindoos.  Hencj  the  town  requires  a  strong 
force  of  police  to  keep  the  peace  between 
them,  and  some  of  our  most  promising  young 
men  have  been  sent  there  to  serve  their 

apprenticeship   under  Colonel  G  ,  the 

head  of  the  police  of  that  district. 

When  Lieutenant  Brown  reported  himself 
to  the  colonel  he  received  some  good  advice 
which  in  his  heart  he  determined  most 
loyally  to  follow.  He  knew  his  drill,  having 
been  a  sergeant  in  Wath  School,  the  boys  of 
which  could  wheel,  extend,  advance  in  eche- 
lon, march  past,  and  go  through  their  other 
exercises  as  well  as  a  crack  volunteer  com- 
pany. 

It  was  a  point  on  which  the  school  prided 
itself,  this  marching  and  countermarching. 
He  could  ride  also,  but  only  fairly,  and  to 
improve  himself  in  this  accomplishment  he, 
on  his  arrival  at  his  station,  spent  every 
spare  minute  in  the  saddle. 

Eeturning  on  the  Friday  after  his  arrival 
at  Khyrigurh  from  a  long  gallop  along  the 
banks  of  the  stream,  he  found  a  terrible 
uproar  in  the  open  square  of  the  city,  which 
corresponds  to  the  market-place  of  an  Eng- 
lish town.  Men  were  screaming  and  shouting, 
were  brandishing  clubs  and  spears;  those  in 
the  rear  were  pushing  forward  the  men  in 
front,  and  the  men  in  front  were  breaking 
one  another's  heads  with  their  clubs,  or, 
worse  still,  inflicting  deadly  stabs  with  their 
rusty  spears.  Blood  was  fiowing  fast,  and 
already  half  a  dozen  wounded  or  dead  had 
fallen  in  the  dividing  line  of  the  fight. 

In  one  moment  Charley  had  galloped  along 
the  edge  of  the  crowd  and  reached  an  end 
of  the  line  of  comba'.t ;  in  another  he  was  in 
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the  centre  of  the  crowd,  striking  impartially 
the  leaders  on  either  side  of  his  pony  with 
his  riding-whip,  and  ordering,  in  good  round 
English,  of  which  no  one  understood  a  word, 
the  rioters  to  disperse.  Two  minutes  later, 
he  had  separated  the  crowds,  who  stood  sul- 
lenly glaring  at  each  other,  some  dozen  yards 
apart,  with  the  lieutenant  riding  in  the  open 
space  between  them.  Before  this  the  bugles 
had  sounded,  and  to  the  relief  of  Charley  a 
force  of  native  police  marched  into  the 
market-place.  Not  too  soon,  for  he  had  re- 
ceived four  spear-thrusts,  and  was  already, 
from  loss  of  blood,  almost  too  weak  to  sit  on 
his  horse.  Yet  by  his  prompt,  if  rash,  action 
he  had  saved  many  lives. 

He  was  carried  to  the  police  barracks,  and 
ordered  into  the  hospital ;  it  was  six  weeks 
before  he  was  fit  for  duty.  It  had  not  entirely 
been  lost  time,  for  as  soon  as  he  was  strong 
enough  he  began  working  up  the  language  of 
his  district.  He  had  given  his  servant  many 
a  pice,  and  occasionally  a  few  annas,  to  chat 
with  him,  and  bear  his  blunders  with  patience. 
Later  he  strolled  into  the  bazaar  to  make 
friends  with  the  men  he  had  thrashed  so 
soundly,  to  gain  their  confidence,  and  to 
show  them  that  he  wished  them  well,  longing 
intensely  all  the  time  to  be  released  from 
hospital.  At  last  the  welcome  message  came, 
"  The  colonel  wishes  to  see  you,  sahib." 

"  Now,  you  young  rascal,  what  have  you 
got  to  say  for  yourself?"  were  that  officer's 
first  words. 

"  I  really  don't  know,  sir,"  the  lieutenant 
stammered  out,  very  much  startled  at  the 
stern  tone  in  which  he  was  addressed. 

"Don't  know?  I  think  you  ought  to 
know.    Didn't  you  hear  the  bugle  ?  " 

"  No,  sir." 

"  Didn't  you  know  that  it  was  your  duty  to 
report  the  riot  at  the  barracks  instead  of 
rushing  into  the  crowd  and  getting  nearly 
killed?  " 

"  No,  sir;  that  is,  I  forgot  for  the  moment ; 
I  beUeve  I  did  know,  sir,  that  I  ought  to 
have  reported  it  at  once  to  the  barracks,  but 
I  completely  forgot  just  then." 

"  And  look  at  the  consequences  !  Another 
officer  has  had  to  do  your  duty  during  these 
six  weeks  ;  you  were  within  a  hair's  breadth 
of  losing  your  life— a  risk  you  have  no  right 
to  run  unless  ordered  to  do  so,  and  I  have  to 
report  you  for  breach  of  regulations." 

"  I  am  very  sorry,  sir."  Charley  was 
getting  frightened. 

"Well,"  continued  the  colonel,  "I  don't 
mean  to  say  that  you  have  to  run  here 
every  time  a  couple  of  old  women  are  scolding 
one  another,  but  you  must  use  some  common 
sense.  That  affair  was  far  too  serious  for 
you  to  try  to  stop  it  alone.  Next  time  the 
bugle  sounds  attend  to  it,  and  you  will  do 
what  is  expected  of  you." 

A  fortnight  later  there  was  to  be  a  great 
tiger-hunt.  During  the  last  few  days 
several  cattle  had  been  carried  off  from  a 
village  not  more  than  five  miles  away ;  the 
colonel,  also,  had  some  friends  over  for  a 
few  days  ;  it  was  to  be  an  important  expedi- 
tion, for  the  colonel  believed  that  more  than 
one  cou-ple  were  responsible  for  the  losses. 


I  All  the  officers  who  were  off  actual  duty 
on  that  day  received  permission  to  go  with 
the  party.  Charley,  almost  wild  with  joy, 
examined  his  breech-loader,  his  revolver,  his 
saddle,  mounted  his  spirited  little  horse,  and 
set  off  with  the  rest.  At  first  he  kept  well 
behind  the  colonel's  elephant,  for,  to  tell  the 

!  truth,  he  believed  that  his  commanding 

j  officer  was  very  angry  with  him.  When  they 
reached  the  home  of  the  cats  he  forgot  all 

I  about  the  colonel,  and  took  up  his  position 
;it  the  end  of  the  line  on  the  side  adjoining  a 
swamp. 

There  was  a  long  low  hill  in  front ;  be- 
hind it  a  rocky  gully,  tented  over  with  matted 

j  brushwood  and  thick  trees  growing  from  the 
ledges  and  crevices  of  the  rooks.    Down  this 

I  narrow  glen  a  small  stream  trickled  into  the 

'  swamp,  which  stood  about  neck  deep  in 
water,  and  might  be  half  a  mile  broad  ;  in 

;  the  middle  of  the  marsh  lay  a  long  island 
covered  with  grass  more  than  half  as  tall  as 
a  man.  Charley  determined  to  beat  this 
island  himself.  He  sprang  off  his  pony, 
handed  the  bridle  to  a  private,  and  dashed 
across  the  muddy  water,  holding  his  rifle 
above  his  head  in  one  hand  and  his  pistol 
in  the  other.  He  crawled  into  the  grass  on 
his  hands  and  knees,  and  in  a  few  moments 
was  out  of  sight  of  the  party. 

Out  of  sight  of  his  friends,  but  not  of  an 
enemy.  A  magnificent  ma'e  tiger  had  been 
lying  asleep  in  the  grass  within  fifty  yards  of 
the  spot  where  Charley  had  reached  the  shore ; 
the  rout  awakened  him;  there  was  a  roar 
and  a  bound ;  the  monster  had  hold  of  the 
lieutenant  by  the  shoulder,  and  shook  him 
as  an  angry"  cat  shakes  a  mouse  ;  his  rifle 
dropped  from  his  hands;  his  right  arm 
was  broken.  The  tiger  bounded  off  with  him 
towards  the  ravine. 

The  attention  of  the  whole  htint  had  been 
drawn  to  the  scene  by  the  roars  of  the  beast 
and  the  shrieks  of  the  native  policeman  who 
was  holding  Brown's  horse.  No  shot  could 
be  fired,  the  danger  of  hitting  the  man  was 
too  great.  The  colonel  sprang  from  his 
howdah  sheer  on  the  ground,  and  rushed 
through  the  water  to  follow  the  tiger. 

Meanwhile  the  animal  had  slackened  his 
pace  to  a  trot.  Charley,  who  had  been  com- 
pletely dazed  by  the  shock  of  the  seizure 
and  by  the  shaking,  was  recovering  his 
senses.  They  saw  him  waving  his  left  arm, 
the  one  that  was  free.  It  dived  into  iiis  left 
pocket,  and  was  withdrawn  ;  it  slowly,  how 
slowly  !  reached  round  to  the  right  one— ah  ! 
there  was  the  p's  ol.  He  cocked  it  by  pressing 
the  lock  against  his  thigh  ;  every  motion  was 
full  in  sight.  He  groped  over  his  shoulders 
feeling  for  the  tiger's  head  with  the  muzzle, 
groping  for  its  ear ;  deep  he  thrust  the  barrel 
in,  fired,  and  the  monster  dropped  dead  ! 

There  was  a  great  shout,  in  which  the 
colonel  joined,  though  he  had  seen  nothing, 
for  he  was  chin  deep  in  water,  struggling 
through  the  swamp.  He,  in  a  few  moments, 
reached  his  lieutenant,  and  found  him  still 
alive,  but  terribly  mauled,  and  it  required 
four  months  more  of  hospital  nursing  before 
he  was  another  time  fit  for  duty. 

Once  more  canae  the  summons,  this  time 
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dreaded.    "  The  colonel  wishes  to  see  yon, 
sir." 

"  Well,  what  excuse  have  you  this  time  ? 
You  have  been  here  a  little  over  six  months, 
and  have  done  only  nine  days'  duty." 

"I  am  afraid  I  have  none,  sir." 

"  And  what  have  I  to  put  in  the  report  to 
the  authorities,  do  you  think  ?  You  cannot 
suppose  it  will  be  very  complimentary  ?  " 

"I  have  made  a  great  ass  of  myself," 
Charley  said  humbly. 

"  You  seem  to  be  under  the  impression 
that  India  is  governed  by  asses." 

Lieutenant  Brown  was  silent. 

"  Well,  you  know  we  cannot  allow  this 
sort  of  thing  to  go  on.  I  have  been  compelled 
to  secure  your  transfer  to  a  district  where 
there  are  no  tigers.  You  are  no  more  to  be 
trusted  than  a  toddling  child."  1 


Charley  was  aghast. 

"Colonel,"  he  gasped,  "if  you  are  going 
to  send  me  away  from  you,  you  will — that  is, 
sir,  I — I — "  he  broke  down. 

"I  shall  what,  you  scapegrace?  " 
Charley  gulped  down  a  great  lump  in  his 
throat. 

"  I  am  afraid  I  was  saying  something  I 
ought  not  to  have  done,  sir ;  but  what 
J  I  mean  is,  that  I  do  hope  you  will  not 
send  me  away  from  you.  I  would  rather 
serve  under  you,  sir,  than  any  other  officer 
living." 

"  Well,  well,  get  away  with  you ;  nine 
days'  duty  out  of  seven  months  !  " 

Next  morning  the  rumour  was  flying  in  the 
barracks  that  the  colonel  had  been  promoted 
to  the  Peshawur  district,  and  that  he  had 
selected  Lieutenant  Brown  to  accompany 


him,  which,  as  a  special  favour,  had  been 
granted,  mainly  on  account  of  his  brave 
conduct  in  stopping  the  riot  in  the  market 
square.  Then  Charley  saw  that  his  transfer 
was  a  promotion. 

He  sent  home  his  tiger's  skin,  which  the 
colonel  had  taken  care  should  be  well  cured. 
Two  more  had  on  that  day  been  bagged,  but 
Charleys  was  both  the  largest  and  by  far 
the  most  brilliantly  marked. 

He  has  since  learned  more  discretion  from 
experience,  but  is  not  less  brave.  He  is  a 
valuable  and  a  valued  officer ;  and  so  long 
as  our  schools  send  out  such  as  he,  the 
Empire  of  India  will  continue  to  glitter  the 
chief  gem  in  the  diadem  of  the  Queen  of 
the  Sea.  cladde  deane, 

(the  enh.) 


1. 

MT  first,  though  light,  is  hard  to  bear, 
My  second  how  you  give  beware, 
My  whole's  a  feathered  biped  fair. 

2. 

Mj  first  is  e'er  a  deadly  wound  to  pride. 
My  next,  and  luholc,  oft  deck  the  sailor's  side. 

3. 

My  wliole  was  a  poet  in  rhetoric  so  versed, 
You  may  vow  that  he  well  knew  the  worth  of 
my  first. 


A  FEW  CONUNDRUMS. 

By  Philip  Kent,  e.a. 
4. 

My  first  is  a  bad— or  a  very  good — dole, 
Choose  my  second  with  care,  and  with  care 
shun  my  wliolc. 


5. 

My  first's  a  stream  which  oft  o'erflows  its 
banks. 

My  second's  a  familiar  form  of  "  Thanks  !  " 

My  third  a  customary  end  of  shanks. 

My  whole  a  food  much  relished  by  all  ranks. 


6. 

To  do  my  first  'tis  ne'er  too  late, 

My  second  well  control. 
My  third  pray  sh;.-.n.    Forbid,  kind  fate  ! 

You  be  or  say  my  loUolc. 

7. 

My  first  is  a  Spanish  (or  college)  grandee. 
And  in  doors  or  out  my  second  you'll  see, 
My  wliole,  if  you  can't  guess  this  riddle, 
you'll  be. 


I WAS  to  give  an  entertainment  in  a  seaport 
town  in  the  east  of  Scotland,  and  went 
down  to  it  by  the  midday  train  from  Edin- 
burgh. I  made  all  the  necessary  prepara- 
tions in  the  afternoon,  and  after  a  comfort- 
able dinner  in  one  of  the  neat  little  hotels  of 
the  place,  started  for  a  walk  along  the  sea- 
shore. I  have  loved  to  walk  by  the  seaside 
ever  since  I  was  a  boy,  when  I  sailed  and 
swam  and  dived  in  the  water  in  the  summer, 
and  walked  along  the  edge  in  the  winter  to 
see  what  treasures  the  shaken  waters  had 
cast  up  after  a  storm. 

My  walk  brought  me  after  a  little  to  the 
big  docks  which  are  the  main  feature  of  the 
place.  Here  the  scene  was  very  different ; 
by  the  sea  there  had  been  silence  and  solitude 
and  the  rhythm  of  the  waves,  more  soothing 
than  silence  itself ;  here  were  great  cranes 
tilting  wagons  of  coal — eight  tons  or  so  in 
each— as  lightly  as  if  they  had  been  match- 
boxes, down  into  the  iron  holds,  with  a 
deafening  noise,  while  the  engines  as  they 
brought  up  the  trains  of  loaded  wagons 
panted  and  whistled  in  a  way  peculiar  to 
themselves.  At  one  place  great  iron  buckets 
swung  aloft  into  the  air  loaded  with  salt-rock 
from  Wales ;  and  at  another  a  score  of 
workers  clattered  pine  logs  from  Norway  into 
the  wagons,  to  be  hurled  off  to  the  great  pits 
of  the  county  to  prop  the  roofs  of  their 
seams. 

And  there  were  sailors  scraping  masts,  and 
tarring  shrouds,  and  swabbing  decks,  and 
hanging  out  washings,  and  mending  the 
screw  in  this  steamer,  and  boxing  one  an- 
other in  that,  and  talking  and  shouting  to 
one  another  in  a  dozen  unknown  languages ; 
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voices  coming  down  from  the  clouds  from 
marmikins  perched  among  the  rigging  there, 
hoarse  voices  from  the  bowels  of  the  earth 
from  dusky  coal-trimmers  in  the  holds. 

The  whole  place  was  filled  with  life,  with 
strange  startling  noises,  and  strange  foreign 
faces,  and  strange  tongues,  and  strange 
dresses. 

Well,  among  the  ships  I  caught  sight  of 
one  with  the  blue  peter  flying,  and  having 
noticed  in  my  walk  by  the  seashore  that  the 
tide  was  full,  I  waited  to  see  the  ship  go  out. 
By-and-by  the  gates  opened  slowly,  the 
paddles  of  the  tug  began  to  churn,  and  the 
big  ship  to  move.  Slowly  down  the  fairway 
they  went  together,  the  pilot  shouting  out 
his  orders  in  English,  and  the  German  cap- 
tain repeating  them  in  German,  the  wheel 
going  round  now  this  way,  now  that,  obedient 
to  the  steersman.  Now  they  are  clear  of  the 
fairway  and  passing  into  the  open  sea. 

Darkness  was  by  this  time  closing  in,  and 
the  light  fading.  One  by  one  the  lights  of 
the  lighthouses  gleamed  out,  shining  a 
pale  orange  in  the  twilight.  The  wind  was 
freshening  from  the  east,  sharp  and  cold, 
making  the  water  black  and  restless  and 
angry  ;  it  seemed  to  hunger  for  that  ship. 
As  I  stood  on  the  lighthouse  pier,  to  which  I 
had  climbed  to  see  the  last  of  it,  I  fell  into 
quite  a  sad  mood.  The  plain  of  water  stretched 
away  cold  and  black  mile  upon  mile,  and  the 
ship  looked  so  small  aud  weak  and  lonely 
upon  it,  that  I  became  quite  sentimental,  and 
almost  wished  I  were  on  board  to  keep  tlie 
sailors  company.  At  length  I  came  down 
the  steps  from  the  lighthouse  pier  to  the  pier 
CI  the  tidal  dock,  which  is  just  below.  I 


!  walked  along  it  slowly  and  thoughtfully,  and 
was  near  the  end  of  it  when  a  party  of  sailors 
j  came  up.    They  had  evidently  been  enjoying 
I  themselves,  and  some  were,  in  their  own  sea 
t  phrase,  already  half-seas  over.  I  was  passing 
!  the  group  quietly  enough  after  an  amused 
glance  at  them,  when  one  of  them  burst  out 
with  a  roll  of  vile  language  that  he  uould 
fight.    He  was  a  short  broad  man,  his  face 
i  red-bearded,  red-nosed,  and  coarse  generally ; 
i  his  recent  potations  had  not  tended  to  refine 
j  it.    He  had  on  a  blue  pea-jacket,  and  on  his 
head  was  a  fur  cap.    He  looked  a  rough, 
dogged,  tarry  rascal. 
!      One  of  his  mates  laid  a  controlling  hand 
I   on  his  shoulder.    He  shook  it  off  violently, 
j   however,  and  in  the  effort  reeled  to  the  side, 
!   and  knocked  up  against  me.    I  instinctively 
'   begged  his  pardon  from  force  of  habit,  where- 
at the  fellow  stood  for  a  moment  looking  at 
me  with  his  stupid  drunken  eyes,  next  broke 
out  into  a  coarse  laugh,  and  then,  turning 
quite  solemn  all  at  once,  he  shut  his  fist,  and, 
before  I  knew  where  I  was,  struck  me  on  the 
cheek. 

To  a  person  of  spirit,  there  is  something 
inexpressibly  insulting  in  a  blow.  I  felt  my 
cheeks  grow  hot,  and  every  nerve  in  my 
body  quiver  with  anger.    Yet  my  self-posses- 

i  sion  only  rose  with  my  passion,  and  as  I 
stood  confronting    the    fellow   a  curious 

[  thought  struck  me.  I  put  my  hand  into  the 
inside  pocket  of  my  grea  tcoat.  drew  out  a 
case,  took  from  it  a  pistol,  and  before  any 

j  one  could  interpose  pointed  it  right  at  the 
man's  chest,  and  drew  the  trigger. 

There  was  a  sharp  report  and  a  slight 
cloud  of  smoke.    The  man  put  his  hand 


stupidly  to  his  chest,  felt  something  wet, 
looked  at  his  hand,  then  down  at  his  jacket, 
over  which  trickled  a  dull  red  streak.  The 
drunkenness  left  his  eyes,  he  became  very 
pale,  and  with  a  groan  fell  back,  and  was 
caught  by  some  of  his  friends. 

A  great  uproar  arose,  there  were  loud 
cries  of  "Murder,"  and  "Lynch  him,"  and 
"  Throw  him  in,'"  referring  to  me.  A  crowd 
of  sailors  gathered  round,  and  I  was  in  great 
danger  of  being  thrown  into  the  dock.  I  did 
not  feel  at  home  among  them. 

But  just  then  a  tall  dark  man  came  up, 
better  dressed  than  any  one  present.  He  was 
hailed  as  "  Captain  by  several  voices,  and 
the  story  told  him,  myself  dragged  forward, 
the  pistol  shown— it  had  been  wrenched  \ 
from  me— and  the  man  lying  on  his  back, 
•with  the  red  stain  upon  his  breast. 

He  turned  round  and  said  quietly  to  the 
crowd,  "  Come  with  me.  Some  of  you  take 
the  man  into  the  dockhouse.  Hands  oif ,  you 
sir,"  to  a  sailor,  who  was  for  seizing  me  by 
the  throat.    "  Bring  him  along." 

So  along  we  went,  round  one  side  of  the 
dock,  over  the  bridge  into  the  town,  along 
one  street,  and  oS  that  into  another. 

Here  the  tall  captain  stopped  at  a  large 
house,  rang  the  bell,  and  asked  to  see  the 
Provost.  He  was  ushered  in,  myself  after 
him,  and  half-a-dozen  sailors  also  ;  the  rest 
of  the  crowd  were  shut  out. 

We  were  shown  into  a  room  half-parlour, 
half-office,  where  sat  an  elderly  gentleman, 
grey-haired,  close-shaven,  and  very  shrewd 
of  eye,  yet  kindly  too  I  thought.  How  well 
I  remember  his  face  ! 

The  captain  introduced  himself  and  the 
party,  and  told  our  business.  The  sailors  all 
wanted  to  speak  together,  but  the  captain 
silenced  them. 

"  Evans,  were  you  there  at  the  beginning?  " 

"  Yessir." 


"  Well,  you  tell  the  magistrate  the  story." 

So  Evans,  receiving  advice  from  the  others 
to  "  tire  away,"  told  the  story.  It  was  sub- 
stantially correct. 

And  when  it  was  done  the  magistrate 
turned  to  me. 

"  This  is  a  bad  business.  Have  you  any- 
thing to  say  before  I  commit  you  ?  " 

I  said  "  Yes,  I  have.  I  am  a  conjurer  by 
profession,  and  I  have  merely  played  a  trick 
upon  the  man.  To-night  I  am  to  give  an 
entertainment  in  your  town -hall." 

"  Stop,"  said  he,  "are  you  Signer  Monte- 
alto*?  " 

I  said  "  Yes." 

"  Go  on,"  he  said. 

"  And  in  one  of  my  feats  I  use  a  pistol — 
give  me  the  pistol."  I  took  the  case  from 
my  pocket,  and  from  a  compartment  of  it 
took  another  bullet. 

"Now,"  said  I,  "this  bullet  consists  of  a 
very  thin  case  of  lead,  filled  with  red  colour- 
ing matter.  When  the  bullet  strikes  any- 
thing, this  hearthstone  for  instance,"  and  I 
held  the  pistol  downward  and  tired — "the 
case  of  lead  is  shattered,  and  the  red  colour- 
ing escapes,  as  you  see  it — look — upon  the 
stone." 

They  all  looked  at  one  another,  persuaded 
of  the  truth  of  my  statement,  and  yet 
incredulous. 

"  Ah,"  said  I,  "  I  see  you  don't  believe  me 
yet,  let's  go  to  the  dockhouse." 

The  captain  turned  to  the  magistrate, 
"  Will  you  go,  sir?  " 

"By  all  means,"  said  he,  "this  is  very 
strange." 

So  we  went  out,  the  sailors  still  keeping  very 
near  me,  for  I  have  often  noticed  that  persons 
of  little  education,  when  they  have  once 

»  I  mav  say  that  this  is  the  original  and  uncor- 
rupted  form  of  the  Scotch  name  Mouat,  a  name  in  my 
family. 


adopted  a  belief,  hold  to  it  in  spite  of  the 
most  convincing  proofs  (to  an  educated 
mind)  that  they  are  wrong.  They  still  sus- 
pected me.  The  crowd  again  fell  in,  and 
were  regaled  with  the  recent  developments 
of  the  story  by  the  fortunate  six.  How  well 
a  sensation  pleases  them  ! 

We  went  back  the  way  we  came,  to  the 
dockhouse.  At  the  door  we  found  a  doctor — 
a  young  man— just  about  to  enter.  I  couldn't 
help  laughing  to  myself.  We  went  in  to- 
gether, magistrate,  doctor,  captain,  Evans, 
myself,  and  the  others.  Inside  we  found  an 
excited  band  gathered  round  the  groaning 
tar.  They  had  laid  him  on  a  bench  before 
the  fire.  His  jacket  and  shirt  were  open  : 
they  had  been  searching  for  the  wound  !  As 
the  doctor  bent  over  him,  he  gave  a  feeble 
groan.  He  was  evidently  very  weak  and  in 
great  pain.  I  let  the  doctor  examine  the 
man  ;  he  hunted  high  and  low,  returning 
every  now  and  then  to  the  dark  stain  upon 
the  coat,  and  at  last  he  turned  to  me  with  so 
perplexed  a  face,  that  we  broke  into  a  roar  of 
of  laughter. 

Then  the  magistrate  told  the  story  over 
again,  the  doctor  gave  his  patient  a  slap, 
shook  him  up,  his  messmates  jerked  him  on 
to  his  feet,  and  his  severe  illness  was  over ; 
he  was  rescued  from  the  jaws  of  death. 

After  a  talk  and  a  laugh  together  we  shook 
hands  and  went  our  ways.  The  Provost 
would  have  me  home  with  him,  introduced 
me  to  his  family,  talked  incessantly  of  the 
adventure,  would  have  me  spend  another 
precious  bullet  to  show  the  ladies  how  it  was 
done,  and  finally  went  off  to  the  lecture-room 
with  me,  and  took  the  chair. 

The  affair  had  got  about  apparently,  for 
the  meeting  was  very  large  for  such  a  place, 
and  the  audience  broke  out  into  very  marked 
cheers  and  laughter  when  I  went  on  the 
platform. 


Saved  i.-rom  a  Cobra. 

NOT  lonff  ago  I  read  a  story  in  the  '■  B.  0.  P.,"  wherein 
was  described  tlie  marvellous  manner  in  which 
clie  author  was  •'  saved  by  a  cobra  "  from  tlie  attack  of 
a  midnight  robber. 

It  brought  to  my  memory  an  ailveiiture  I  once  had 
with  a  cobra,  tlie  circumstances  of  wlii.  li  were  I  sup- 
pose less  marvellous,  in  rliat  I  was  saved,  not  by,  but 
from  a  cobra  ;  while  at  the  same  time,  at  least  in  my 
own  opinion,  they  were  quite  as  much  so  as  those  of 
the  story  I  have  quotel,  because  they  seemed  to  par- 
take somewhat  of  the  character  of  what  is  called,  but 
wrongly  calle<i  I  think,  the  supernatural. 

"  Saved  from  a  cobra  "—but  saved  by  what  ?  By  a 
thought  which,  whatever  may  have  been  its  origin,  or 
to  what  cause  soever  we  may  attribute  it,  most 
certainly  ilid  save  me  from  certain  death. 

Well,  I  was  about  to  leave  India  for  good,  as  it  is 
called,  'in  a  few  days  :  and  I  was  walking  home  one 
evening  from  our  .-iub  in  an  up-country  station  to  my 
bungalow  to  dre^s  fir  dinii.T.  Tlje  night  was  dark, 
but'tlie  'vav  ^hMiT,  :nid  it  lav  along  a  well-kept 

public  road.'  I  was  |ir,-.-i"i,,|,  as  n-iial,  by  the  familiar 
orderly  carrying  a  I  hh.tii.  not  m.  inm-ii  to  light  my 
path  a"3  to  scare  from  ir  ,in\-  -nakc  tliat  might  betaking 
an  evcnim.' stroll  hrtMcrnrhr  dub  and  my  ljungalow. 
A-  I  walkrd  lirliind  thr  lantern,  this  thought  came 
^U'Mi-Mly  iiifo  my  miml,  -  I  have  never  been  bitten  by 
asnakoin  all  the  years  I  liav  li.-iai  in  this  country; 
what  a  curious  thing  it  wml  1  in'  if  I  was  to  be  bitten 
now,  just  as  I  am  about  If  li  avi  it."  Only  a  passing 
thought,  which  vanished  as  quickly  as  it  came. 

When  I  got  home  I  had  a  bit  of  play  wirli  inv  -mall 
son,  while  the  servants  were  prepariirj-  !m\  imth. 
When  that  was  reported  to  be  ready,  I  r'/tired  to  my 
dressintr-ronm  iind  took  off  every  stitch  of  clothing  I  had 
on,  CK'-''\'t  a  pair  of  slippers  down  at  the  heeh 

Mybatli-rnom  was  at  one  eiid  of  my  dressing-room, 
and  the  door  into  It  was  always  left  open  wliile  I  was 
in  the  hath  ;  this  w,i,  just  opposite  the  door,  and  a 
candle  was  on  the  dressing-table  at  tlie  other  end  of 
the  room,  exactly  opposite  the  door  of  the  li.ath-room, 
so  that  there  was  a  dim  but  sufficient  light  upon  the 
tub  for  my  purpose.  The  rest  of  the  bath-room  was  m 
complete  tlarkness,  and  my  towels  and  sponge  were  not 
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visible,  but  from  constant  practice  I  knew  where  to 
find  wi'thont  -  i  iii-'  'In  in.  and  I  walked  as  usual  into 
the  dark  pr:'      liv  mom  to  get  my  sponge. 

As  I  walked  I  111  ard  the  very  faintest  of  sounds  on 
tlie  floor  just  in  front  of  my  feet;  a  sound  like  that 
you  might  make  by  drawing  your  finger  along  the 
"carpet  so  faint  that  it  was  hardly  audible,  and  I  am 
quite  sure  that  I  should  not  have  heard  it  then  if  my 
thoughts  had  not  been  directed  to  snakes  a  quarter  of 
an  hour  before.  I  started  back,  saying  "  A  snake  !  " 
got  my  candle,  and  re-entering  the  bath-room  saw  a 
cobra  with  its  head  up  and  hood  outspread  in  tlie 
middle  of  the  floor  ready  to  strike  ;  it  came  towards  me 
at  once,  furious  at  having  been  disturbed ;  I  fled, 
rushed  tlirough  the  dressing-room  and  across  my  study 
for  a  stick. 

The  doors  were  all  open  everywhere,  and  as  I  rushed 
across  the  room  j«  jjuris  naturalUnix  the  flash  of  my 
naked  body  was  seeu  from  the  drawing-room. 

I  got  a  tliin  cane,  for  a  stick  is  of  little  use  for  such 
a  purpose,  and  retiu-ned  to  the  bath-room  to  see  the 
tail  of  the  snake  disappearing  through  a  mouse-hole  at 
the  bottom  of  the  door  leading  into  the  verandah. 

I  opened  that  door,  and  there  was  the  cobra  ;  it  again 
came  at  me,  hissing  aloud  in  its  anger  ;  I  retrtated 
backwards,  holding  my  cane  in  one  hand  and  half  the 
folding  door  in  the  other,  intending  to  shut  that  and 
keep  the  snake  out.  But  he  was  too  quick  for  me,  and 
before  I  could  shut  the  door  he  had  got  half  over  the 
sill.  Then  I  banged  the  door  to  and  caught  him  in  a 
vice  between  door  and  frame,  half  in  and  half  out  of 
the  batli-rii.im.  and  so  I  was  able  to  hit  my  prisoner  on 
the  head  till  lie  was  dead. 

This  wa-  t  qiutethe  end  of  the  adventure,  however. 

The  cobra  having  been  disposed  of  I  kept  my  candle  in 
the  bath-room,  got  into  my  tuli,  and  was  splashing 
1  about  comfortably,  when  all  of  a  smlden  came  a  cry 
from  the  corner  between  tub  anil  wall— an  unearthly 
sort  of  cry.  the  like  of  which  I  had  never  heard  before 
or  since.  In  a  moment  I  was  out  of  the  tub  again,  and 
drawing  it  away  from  the  wall  made  room  for  the  exit 
of  a  frog  ! 

The  unwonted  presence  of  a  cobra  m  my  bath-room 
was  thus  i  xiilaiin'd  :  he  had  i-nme  to  dine  upon  the 
frog,  and  'va-  n.  i  r  i  jing  furv  lii-ranse  I  had  disturbed 
him'at  his  wi.r.i  and  robbiHl  him  of  a  dainty  morsel. 

The  frog  had  partially  recovered  from  his  fright  and 


gave  vent  to  his  feelings  in  the  curious  cry  which  I 
cannot  describe. 

I  don't  know  whether  this  story  is  worth  reading  :  it 
has  at  least  the  merit  of  absolute  truth  ;  tlie  teUing  of 

'  it  has  interested  some  of  my  young  friends,  and  perhaps 
the  reading  of  it  may  interest  others. 

But  for  the  warning— and  warning  it  certainly  was— 
given  me  by  the  fleeting  thought  come  and  gone  in  a 
moment,  but  nevertheless  stereotyped  with  every  other 
thought  on  my  brain,  I  should  not  have  noticed  the 

i  sound  of  the  crawling  snake,  and  I  should  never  have 
had  time  to  tell  the  story,  for  he  was  so  close  to  me 
that  one  more  step  forward  or  one  moment's  hesitation, 

j    and  he  would  have  bitten  my  naked  foot  and  I  should 

I    have  been  a  dead  man  within  twenty  minutes. 

C.  H. 


I  "  WHEN'  WE  WERE  BOTS  TOGETHER." 

It  is  now  more  than  twenty  years  ago,  and  yet  it 
seems  but  ■\-esterday  to  me,  that  I  first  met  the  late 
Bishop  Parker,  successor  to  Bishop  Hannington  in  East 
Equatorial  Africa.  I  had  just  left  school,  and  Henry, 
as  we  always  called  him,  was  still  a  pupil  at  ilanilla 
HaU,  Clifton,  Bristol,  under  the  famous  Br.  Hudson. 

A  mutual  acquaintance  brought  us  together  through 
youug  Parker's  v.-ish  to  learn  shorthand,  about  which 
I  was  at  that  time  an  eutliusiast.  My  pupil  did  not 
get  on  very  well  with  the  sliorthand,  but  the  first  few 
formal  not'es  that  passed  between  us  soon  gave  place  to 
a  delightfully  quaint  schoolboy  correspondence.  We 
!  had  planned  a  first  meeting,  and  a  trip  up  the  Avon  to 
I  come  off  on  a  certain  Saturday  afternoon  :  hut  on  the 
morning  of  that  long-wished-for  day  I  received  a  letter 
from  the  future  Bishop,  informing  me  that,  in  conse- 
quence of  the  fellows  in  his  dormitory  haying  played  at 
Indians,  to  the  great  damage  of  their  sheets,  which 
they  had  made  to  do  duty  for  tents,  with  the  help  of 
chairs  and  towel-horses,  the  doctor  had  intrrvriiMl.  and 
had  set  Parkerand  liis  companions  snflii-ieiii  ly  leii-chy 
impositions  to  keep  them  busy  aU  that  lovely  afternoon 
that  was  to  be. 

We  met  later  on  at  the  end  of  the  term,  when  Parker 
1  left  school.  How  well  I  remember  that  first  meeting. 
I  I  can  see  liim  now,  the  well-grown  lad,  his  dark  hair  and 
intelligent  expression,  his  straightforward  yet  kindly 
manner,  and  his  love  of  queer,  out-of-the-way  jokes  and 
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jeu.r  i!p  mni.    Unlikp  as  wo  wero  pliysioally. 


as  \v 
oert.ti 
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so  it 
brutli 
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home 


dill 


uMl  u-i.lcly 
lii  K-  was  a 


 '  ljroii.;-|it.  us  vi-n  L'luse  tutrL-ther,  ami 

wi,  till'  mv  Henry  became  more  thau  my 
IS  wrii'  tn  me. 

I  sliuulil  like  to  show  you  tlie  beautiful 
of  my  frieiiil,  you  town  boys  wlio  so  rarely  see 
beyond  the  end  of  the  iliiU  streets  uf  .lark  Lond.ui  or 
grimy  ShellieM.  I  see  ir,  no\y,  that  dear  old  house 
upon  the  hil!.  n.'stlrd  in  ti.vs,  ami  amom;  those 

treeathe  fim-  mull in  i  i,-  \-,.,,\vr  w  \,ir\i  we  use.l  to'swing, 
aud  whoae  -rueri.us  truit  we  liked  so  well  in  those 
hot,  silent,  antuinn  afti'rn.ions  when  we  had  s\yeet 
converse  together,  and  made  our  Ixiyish  |ilans— "and 
the  tliouL'hts  ofyinith  are  long,  loni  tliMUu  hts."  He 
alone  wh..  has  hardly  felt  the  siiored"  io\ ,  ..f  a  haj.py 
lionie-lile,  iir  perhaps  not  at  all,  ran  ivalise  what 
Parker's  hnnie  w  as  tn  a  lonely  and  alilieted  boy  sucli  as 
the  present  writer  was  then. 

There,  down  in  the  valley,  was  the  river  winding 
like  a  ribbon  of  molten  gold,  far,  far  away  into  the 
purple  mists  whieh  came  up  from  the  Channel.  We 
bad  a  boat  down  at  Swinford,  aud  many  a  pleasant 
trip  did  we  get.  one  night  In  the  late  autumn,  when 
it  was  more  tluui  u-nalh"  dark,  we  were  coming  up  the 
river,  and  had  to  iia-.  tin-i.iigh  a  lock.  A  nice  fright 
we  had,  for  as  we  wi  i-(;  u  aituig  for  the  loek-keeper,  a 
certain  strange  .something,  very  feathery  and  very 
angry,  swooped  down  upon  us,  and  fastened  on  to  my 
shoulder,  nor  would  the  terrible  Jt  leave  go  until  tlie 
lock-man  came  ami  forcibly  took  his  tame  (?)  raveu 
away.    How  we  laughed  afterwards  ! 

We  rig.'ed  up  a  horizontal  bar  ifl  the  garden  at  Upton, 
and  woihlc-rfnl  were  the  evolutions  that  we  performed. 
Weti  ird  hard  to  get  as  far  as  the  "  great  circle,"  but 
neitlier  nf  iis  quite  managed  it.  At  the  time  of  wdiich  I 
write,  Parker  was  an  enthusiastic  geologist,  and  did  his 
b33t  to  convert  me  to  that  rather  gritty  science.  I  did 
not  enter  into  it,  though  I  very  much  enjoyed  the  long 
rami  lies  we  liad  together  iu  search  of  specimens,  wdiich, 
by  the  \\M\  snaned  tome  to  have  names  terrible  enough 
to  frighten  a  burse,  at  any  rate  a  donkey.  I  know  they 
bothered  m,:  Tarker  was  a  splendid  walker,  and  his 
abilities  111  this  direction  served  hiui  well  when  lie  went 
out  to  liis  duty  as  a  Missionary  Bishop.  We  sliared 
most  of  the  manly  sports  together,  although,  through 
deafness,  I  could  not  join  him  in  his  shooting  excur- 
sions. 

Parker  was  a  lail  of  manv  parts,  and  though  he 
played  them  well,  he  never  for  a  moment  lost  sight  of 
the  all-mastering  idea  and  aim  of  his  Hfe,  namely,  to 
become  a  missionary.  Many  a  time  did  we  talk  of 'this, 
and  many  a  time  did  I  try  to  dissuade  him  from  it.  I 
fear  I  was  prompted  by  selfish  motives,  but  it  was  no 
light  thing  to  lose  my  dearest  friend.  In  due  course, 
after  some  time  spent  iu  stuily  at  home,  Parker  went 
to  the  University.  Then  our  personal  acquaintance 
almost  ceased,  not  that  we  wished  it,  but  through 
force  of  circumstance.  But  our  correspondence  con- 
tinued, and  the  last  letter  I  hail  from  my  Henry  ^vas 
dated  from  Mnmbaza  only  a  few  days  before  our  Best 
Friend  called  His  faithful  servant  away  in  the  midst  of 
his  work.  In  that  letter  he  said  to  me,  "  I  often  think 
of  the  old  and  happy  days  when  we  were  boys  at 
Upton.    I  wonder  whether  we  shall  ever  meet  again  ? 

Tliink^of  it,  F  ,  we  have  never  e-fchangedone  angry 

word."  Aud  that,  surely,  is  a  sweet  consolation,  ui-o 
tjratias !  ^ 
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The  number  of  competitors  was  not  quite 
so  large,  nor  the  merit  so  conspicuously 
high,  as  in  the  previous  Literary  competition, 
where  "True  Courage"  was  the  theme; 
still,  some  of  the  work  was  very  commend- 
able. We  are  always  glad  to  see  the  efforts 
of  boys  who  have  not,  as  they  say,  "  been 
blessed  with  much  education,"  and  full 
credit  is  always  given  for  talent  shown. 
Many  types  of  manhood  have  been  selected 
for  treatment,  and  a  considerable  number  of 
writers  have  rightly  pointed  to  the  Saviour 
as  the  standard  of  true  manhood  ;  the  mea- 
sure of  the  stature  of  the  perfect  man  is  in 
Christ. 


CHESS. 


Problem  KTo.  275. 

By  a.  d'Orville. 

I  e"l-\ck.  I  


a       b       c       d       e  f 


bed 


I  ^m'l'E.  I        7-1-1=8  pieces 
White  to  play,  and  mate  iu  five  (5)  rngves. 


ToMLixsox's  Poems. 

Professor  Tomlinson,  to  whom  we  referred 
on  page  495,  has  published  a  volume  of 
poems  on  chess,  which  partly  refers  to  players 
of  fifty  years  ago,  and  partly  contains  in- 
structive lessons.  Page  G7  illustrates  that 
one  should  not  devote  too  many  hours  to 
chess,  and  would  also  do  well  to  abstain 
from  smoking,  etc.  A  few  short  aphorisms 
are  these : — 

The  Coxteast. 

The  wise  man  thinks  before  he  speaks, 
And  words  of  wisdom  from  him  fall ; 

The  fool  speaks  first,  then  haply  thinks, 
Or  he  may  never  think  at  all. 

So  in  our  royal  game  of  chess 
The  rule  of  life  is  still  the  same ; 

Folly  frets  out  its  thoughtless  hour, 
And  AVisdom  plays  a  cautious  game. 

Fallibh-ity. 

Play  your  best  moves  :  in  every  game 
You'll  find  some  bad  ones  all  the  same. 

Touch  and  Move. 

Es  liesse  sich  alles  trefiSich  sehlichten, 
Konnte  man  die  Sachen  zweimal  vevrichten. 

GoTHE. 

We  might  escape,  ah  me  !  how  many  a  pain, 
Could  we  recall  bad  moves  and  play  again. 


TO  CHESS  CORRESPONDENTS. 

E.  H.  R. -  The  above  fine  problem  appears  at  your 
reipir-t  in  ..rd.a-  ti.  cstal  .li-h  the  right  anthorship!  It 
is  iHit  by  til.-  Mah.iniincdaii  Indian  Monloi,  as  was  .some 
year-  aj'i  stated  ill  two  wyll-kiiowii  Loiiilon  papers; 
but  dOrville  ijulilisheil  a  book  of  his  problems  ill 
French  in  the  year  1842. 

,T.  SwvER.— Your  moves  in  Horwitz's  study  are  in- 
teresting. The  position  is  Wliite,  K— Q  Kt  2  ;  B— 
Q  3  :  Kt-Q  B  5  :  Ps-Q  Kt  5.  y  B  3.  Q  4,  K  2,  K  5, 
K  Kt  2,  and  K  R  2.  Black,  K  -ij  4  :  Q-K  B  5  ;  Ps— 
Q  Kt  3,  Q  B  5,  K  3,  K  6,  K  1;  4.  and  K  Kt  5.  White 
mnres  and  wins.  Theautlmr  -  -..iniioii  1,  B-.K  4  (eh.  (, 
Q  X  15.  2.  Kt  — Q  7,  etc.,  cannot  be  shortened  by  2,  Kt  x 
Q,  fnr  not  the  K  but  the  P  would  take  the  Kt,  aud  a 
stalemate  would  result. 

W.  T.  H.— Your  liiscoverv  in  No.  26C  (P— E  G)  has 
been  communicated  to  the'author.  It  is  well  to  place 
the  white  K  on  K  R  3.  remove  tlie  B,  and  shift  the  P 
from  Q  B  2  t«  K  2.    No.  271  is  very  artistic. 

r.  s.  — No.  270  is  not  so  easy,  foi-  if  1.  R-  Kt  4.  then 
B-B  5,  and  if  1,  Kt  x  Kt  P.  then  P-Q  7.  Fritz  af 
Geijerstaiu.  the  Sweilisli  composer,  died  on  October  18, 
1890,  at  the  age  of  38  years. 


to  •]'\--.\v.    Xiitliing  breeds  disease  sooner  than  dust  and 
rt  :iiid  deenyin;^-  vegetation.  Feed  well  and  regularly. 
I'.ed  uvU. 

i'NNK[.. — As  the  weather  gets  more  iiieltment 
l^'  \our  favourite  should  give  plare  to  dally 
iug.'    Keep  the  dog's  kennel — if  out  of  d(jors — 
varm  ;  turn  the  door  away  from  tlie  juevailing 
Feed  well  and  substantially.    Uive  n  gnlar 
Here  is  a  hint  :  alw;iy>  give  some  food  if  the 
t  anil  sliivery.    I  in',  a:  i:ibly  rub  njy  own  dogs 
h  rougli  towels  after  tl.i  y  iiave  come  in  from 
Ik,  or  after  tlii'y  have  been  swimming,  and  I 
it  saves  mucli'  illness.    Sti-angely  enough,  I 
nember  having  a  dog  of  mine  die  fiom  any- 
I'ept  the  debiUty  of  old  age. 

Thk   Gaudeks.— Eead    last    month's    "  Doings." 

;till  be  blooming  jirettily  in  beds  and 
but  the  beauty  of  these  is  nnieli  marred 
nnitted  to  wander  all  over  the  ship, 
dierefore,  and  tie  up  w  lierever  needed, 
nie  to  plant  cabbages  and  k;ile,  emlive  and 
Continue  to  kill  wfcds.    'I'idy  l>.«idcrs  and 

 There  may  be  much  beanly  m  a  ^,'al(leu  iu 

Eeptemlier-  but  there  can  be  none  without  tidiness. 


SEPTEMBEE. 

I,— In  Poultry-Eun,  Pigeon-Loft,  Aviary, 
Rabbitry,  Kennel,  Garden,  etc. 

By  Gordon  Stables,  c.ji.,  m.d.,  r.n. 

The  roiiLTiiY-Rira.— "  Fine  weather  for  ducks  and 
millers."  This  is  a  saying  common  iu  bonnie  Scotland 
during  the  prevalence  of  mirch  rain.  Well,  I  don't 
know  a  deal  about  millers,  but  I  do  know  a  little  about 
ducks,  and  I  am  going  to  give  you  some  hints  about 
them,  ^o  i;e„'iii  with,  they  ilo  thrive  better  where  they 
can  find  access  to  water.  A  dam  or  pond  is  better, 
though  they  themselves,  I  believe,  enjoy  far  more  a 
small  running  stream  with  green  grassy  banks  and  a 
pool  here  and  there.  They  follow  it  down  a  long  way, 
stand  on  their  heads  in  the  pools  and  get  all  kinds  o£ 
fun  and  all  kinds  of  food.  Only  in  this  case  they  are 
apt  to  lay  away  from  home.  So  if  you  have  a  pond  in 
or  near  your  own  grounds  you  will  find  eggs  more 
abundant.  I  myself  am  very  partial  to  ducks'  eggs  : 
they  have  a  more  decided  flavour  than  either  turkeys' 
or  peahens'.  They  are  dearer,  of  course,  and  this  fact 
makes  it  all  the  more  profitable  for  those  who  have  got 
them  for  sale.  Then  again,  roast  duck  with  green  peas 
isn't  half  a  bad  dish.  Place  before  a  hungry  man  a 
goodly  duck,  a  quart  of  delicious  green  peas,  with  a 
pound  or  two  of  new  potatoes,  and  after  he  had  picked 
the  bones,  he  ought  almost  to  feel  satisfied. 

Now  ducks  always  do  best  where  they  have  plenty  of 
space  to  roam  about  in,  over  the  grass  and  into  the 
pond,  etc.  But  they  should  lie  invariably  M-ell  treated, 
and  receive  tit-bits  at  home  morning  and  evening.  In 
mv  opinion  a  duck  is  far  wiser  than  a  hen,  and  not  half 
so' harum-scarum  ;  .so  I  think,  if  your  ducks  lay  away 
from  home,  it  is  because  you  don't  use  them  over- 
well. 

Yes,  they  like  freedom,  but  you  can  get  up  a  very 
nice  duckery  imleeil  if  you  have  space— say,  in  your 
garden.  Tlie  house  is  nuich  the  same  as  that  for  fowls, 
without  the  perches  and  with  low  nests.  It  need  not 
be  high.  The  floor  should  be  concrete,  and  short  straw 
will  be  needed  to  make  a  comfortable  lair  ;  for  ducks, 
after  coming  out  of  the  water,  are  apt  to  catch  cold  and 
cramp  if  they  squat  on  a  cold  floor. 

Don't  overcrowd  your  dtickery. 

The  fence  around  the  gravelled  run  may  be  low  but 
strongish. 

A  pom!  must  be  maile  in  the  run  as  big  as  you  have 
room  for.  This,  of  course,  must  be  cemented.  And 
really  if  the  yard  all  over  is  cemented  too  it  will  be 
better.  Hood,"  strong,  rough  work  is  best.  I  hardly 
think  a  hny  I'onld  do  this  cementing  work,  so  I  shall 
not  waste  inv  ^par.'  ill  ilescribing  the  process. 

Or,  for  the  floor  of  the  house  and  yard,  a  strong 
bottom  of  rulible  may  be  put  ilown,  and  this  covered 
over  with  a  mixtm'e  of  sand,  tar,  and  lime.  I  shall 
have  much  pleasure  in  returning  to  this  subject  liiter- 
and  telling  you  all  about  the  feeding  and  breeding 


of  ducks.  They  are  very  profitable,  especially  if  you 
can  get  them  hatched  iu  time.  Fifteen  shillings  a 
pair  I  have  often  known  given  for  ducklings  m  the 
Ascot  week.  .      „  c  c 

In  the  poultrv-run  proper  the  "Doings  tor  bep- 
tember  are  not  ciifficult  to  describe.  You  must  go  on 
weeding  out  useless  stock.  Attend  to  cases  of  slow  or 
sickly  moulting,  and  remove  ailing  birds  to  nurse. 
Complete  your  improvements  and  repairs.  Watch  the 
weather  and  feed  accordingly.  Feed  generously  in 
cold  w-eather,  and  do  not  forget  to  give  minced 
boiled  bidlock's  lights  and  maity  scraps  to  laying 
fowls. 

The  Pigeox-Loft. — There  is  one  question  I  am 
constantly  being  asked  bv  some  one  or  other  of  my 
little  family  of  200,000  boys.  You  see  I  am  really 
worse  off  than  the  little  old  lady  who  lived  in  a  shoe. 
But  the  question  is.  How  can  1  distinguish  the  sex  of 
pigeons  V  Well,  it  is  impossible  to  describe  on  paper. 
If°a  cock  biril  is  in  health  he  is  more  saucy,  more  bold 
and  energetic  looking  altogether.  I  don't  think,  though, 
that  anybody  could  pronounce  for  certain  all  at  once. 
I'm  sure  no  'boy  could.  But  here  is  a  plan  that  the 
Malays  of  South  Africa— where  I  have  spent  much 
time- adopt.  I  give  it  for  what  it  is  worth,  and 
should  be  pleased  if  my  boys  would  try  it  and  report 
their  success.  The  pigeon  is  gently  but  firmly  held  for 
a  short  time  till  quiet  iu  the  left  hand.  Then  with  the 
right  finger  and  thumb  you  seize  the  bill  and  draw  the 
heail  slowly  doyvn  and  forwards.  A  hen,  with  the 
humility  of  her  sex,  will  submit  to  this,  but  a  cock 
yvill  resist.  In  plain  English,  he'll  see  you  further 
first. 

Well,  the  pigeon  season  has  drawn  to  a  close.  I  trust 
my  boys  are  content  with  the  experience  they  have 
gained',  and  contented  with  my  humble  efforts  to  give 
them  hints.  Have  you  done  your  autumn  cleaning 
and  repairing  ?  If  not,  lose  no  time.  Make  all  repairs 
and  all  improvements  you  can  think  of.  Protect  birds 
well  that  are  moulting.  They  must  suffer  neither 
from  cold  nor  damp. 

Weed  out.  Beware  of  overcrowding.  Attend  at 
once  to  any  pigeon  that  seems  to  mope  or  to  be 
ailing. 

The  .\vi.yRY.— I  have  little  to  say  for  this  depart- 
ment this  month.  Just  continue  to  feed  well  on  clear 
canarv  and  rape,  two  of  the  former  to  one  of  the  latter, 
(iive  chickweed,  groundsel,  and  plantain  in  seed,  and  a 
morsel  of  lettuce  leaf  occasionally  will  not  hurt.  Be- 
ware of  hemp— else  your  birds  will  get  spiritless  and 
fat,  and  lose  their  voices  ;  or  they  may  become 
asthmatical.  Of  course,  sand  and  fine  gravel  should  lie 
given,  and  the  soft  pure  filtered  water  changed  day  after 
day.  If  you  mean  to  go  iu  for  breeding  fancy  canaries 
ne'xt  year,  now  is  your  time  to  read  up  and  make  your- 
self a'cquaiiited  with  their  points  and  properties.  In 
ailditiou  to  this,  boys  who  are  foud  of  birds— whether 
canaries,  foreisrn  or  British— can  never  lose  anything 
by  going  to  a"  show,  especially  if  they  have  first  and 
foremost  made  tliemselves  acquainted  with  the  charac- 
teristics of  their  feathered  favourites. 

Thk  H.yBBiTRY.— Finish  repairs  at  once.  There  is 
no  time  to  lose,  witli  cold  and  wet  weather  on  ahead  if 
not  already  present.  The  coats  of  long-haired  rabbits 
soon  get  matted,  and  if  so,  they  lose  all  beauty,  and  it  is 
almost  impossible  to  tease  them  out.  Wed,  if  .you  clip 
them  in  cold  weather  you  open  the  door  to  disease  and 
inflammation.  No  boy  yvho  cannot  regularly  see  to 
his  rabbits  or  guinea-pigs  should  keep  the  long-haired 
varieties. 

Let  the  rabbits'  oats  be  clean  and  free  from  dust,  and 
the  ;ooti  fiee  from  dirt.    Don't  leave  anything  about 


II. — Entomology. 

By  Eev.  Theodore  ^YooD,  f.e.s. 

DiTRixr;  this  month  the  entomologist  shoulil  take 
advantage  i<\  evi  iy  sunny  hour,  for  1  he  days  are  fast 
closing  in,  and  i»Avri:  very  long  almost  all  outdoor  work 
will  have  come  to  an  end. 

There  is  not  nuich  to  be  done  with  the  butterflies. 
The  Vanessas  are  coming  out.,  however,  and  should  be 
looked  for  on  thistle-blossoms,  or  decay  i  ng  fruit,  and  oil 
the  over-night's  "  treacles."  I  oiiee  saw  hnndreds  of 
Red  Admirals— ten  and  fiftctn  on  a  tree-busily 
sucking  up  the  remains  of  il.e  intoxicating  mixture 
before  ten  o'clock  in  the  merniiig.  The  hoi  nets  were 
numerous  that  year,  and  many  a  Ited  Admiral  lound  its 
way  to  their  larder. 

Look  out  for  that  great  prize,  the  far-famed  Camber- 
w-ell  Beauty  (T'.  aiiliopa).  It  turns  up  occasionally 
almost  eve'rywdiere  ;  but  feyv  collectors  ever  seem  to 
meet  with  more  than  tme  or  two  specimens.  The 
Comma  (  1'.  C.  n/ii/Hi )  appears  to  be  dying  out,  and  you 
will  he  Inckv  if  i  on  find  it.  It  s.  ans  t..  prefer  the 
neighbourhood  of  lajp-gai dens,  'ih.'  lai^r  Tortoise- 
shell  (  V.  poUicMercs),  too,  is  scareel-,  ;-o  c.  ninam  as  ft 
was.  Still 'keep  on  the  watch  for  the  "yuecu  of 
Spain." 

The  Convolvulus  Ha^^k-motll  (f^jJ.iiix  conrolvtiU) 
hovers  over  petunias  at  dusk.  It.  will  rUurn  to  the 
same  flowers  again  and  again  ;  so  that,  if  ymi  shoulti 
miss  it  once,  von  yvill  very  likely  have  a  s(  eeinl  t)ppor- 
tunitv  of  netting  it.  Get  the  i:et  eh  .se  to  it  as  it  hovers 
as  quietly  as  you  can,  and  then  make  a  ;udiUn,  sharp 
stroke.  "You  may  take  the  Huniniiiig-l  iid  Hawk 
(Macroglossa  stelldtarum)  over-the  same  t:o\^  eis  iu  the 
dav-time. 

beveral  of  the  "  Thorns"  are  out,  and  visit  gas-lamps 
after  dark.  The  Large  Thorn  {Ehiiamos  uhiiaiia), 
once  a  great  rarity,  is  now  not  uncommon  ;  but  as 
a  large  batch  of  foreign  eggs  yvere  put  down  a  few 
years  since  by  a  collector  who  ought  to  have  known 
'better,  it  is  probable  that  most  of  the  specimens 
captured  are  not  true  natives.  Beating  there  is  none 
to  be  doue,  aud  palings  and  tree-truuks  are  not  likely 
to  be  very  productive. 

Sugar,  however,  on  warm  nights,  will  still  at- 
tract' multitudes  of  moths,  including  the  exquisite 
Xanthia^.  The  first  tiuie  that  1  ever  saw  one  of  these 
lovely  moths  sipping  at  the  treacle,  it  almost  took  my 
breath  away  1  The  "  Sword  Grasses  "  (  Catucanyia  velusta 
and  exoleta)  appear,  too.  and  are  most  deceptive-looking 
creatures  when  they  sit  with  their  wings  closed.  Occa- 
sionally a  Xiiliim  bears  them  company.  One  of  these 
—A'.  :'iiiek'  liti  -n\(!  rarest  moth  that  ever  I  saw  alive, 
and  only  the  thinl  British  specimen  known,  yvKs  taken 
at  suga'r  by  a  friend,  who  imagined  that  it  was  a 
common  Grey  Dagger,  and  had  no  idea  of  the  prize  he 
had  got  until'the  next  day  ! 

Give  up  as  much  time  as  you  can— especially  in  the 
earlier  part  of  the  montli-to  caterpiUar  hunting. 
Most  larva;  will  be  pretty  we  I  full  fed  by  noyv,  and 
w  ill  "ive  very  little  trouble.  Take  care  to  have  three 
or  inur  inclffs  of  fine  mould  at  the  bottom  of  your 
bieeiling-cage,  aud  see  that  caterpillars  yvhicli  "spin 
up  "  are  not  disturbed. 

NB— Many  caterpillars  feed  only  after  daik,  and 
you  will  have  to  search  for  them  by  the  a:d  of  a 
lantern.  ,„    j..     i  * 

The  coleopterist  should  turn  his  attention  to  fungi, 
especially  those  growing  upon  trees,  yvliieh  sou.etimes 
swarm  with  beetles.  Never  shall  I  forget  bringing 
lion».  on.'e.  in  a  big  canvas  bag,  fungi  and  ah,  some- 
thii..'  like  Ihne  thousand  beetles,  nearly  two  thousand 
of  whieli  belonged  to  a  species  perfectly  new  to  science. 
This  was  from  West  Wickham  wood,  near  Croydon 
and  I  do  not  suppose  that  I  shall  eve  r  have  such  a  haul 
a-'ain  If  you  come  across  a  tree  tenanted  by  Ge.at- 
nioth  caterpillars,  carefully  search  the  entraia  e  to  the 
burrows.  Many  good  beetles  live  m  the  "  Irass  wlncU 
collects  there.  A  dead  rat  or  two.  laid  doNMi  in  suit- 
able localities,  will  probably  in  oiluce  numbers  of  bury- 
ing beetles  ;  and  of  weevils  and  ladybirds  you  yvill  most 
likely  fiud  more  than  you  can  set. 


J.  L.  P.— 1.  Cbromic  aciil  is  said  to  be  the  best,  and  to 
give  a  more  continuous  current.  Clu-omio  acid, 
6  ounces;  water,  1  quart;  sulphuric  acid  (by 
measure),  fi  ounces.  Dissolve  tlie  chromic  acid,  and 
add  the  sulphuric  aciil  in  a  thin  stream.  Leave  till 
cold  befare  using,  and  (ill  tlie  jars  to  the  usual  hei?!it 
with  this  mixture.  2.  Tliere  are  not  many.  You 
might  light  a  small  vacuum  tube.  With  some  coils 
it  is  possible  to  charge  a  Leyden  jar.  The  electric 
discharge  over  a  plate  of  mioa'is  very  pretty,  forming 
feathery  branches  of  light.  Your  coil  is  hardly  large 
enough  for  many  experiments. 

DyN.\.MO  (Frampton  Cotterell). — Very  sorry  you  have 
not  got  it  right,  but  it  may  be  done  vet.  The  wires 
you  sent  are  much  too  thiclj,  and  the  insulation  is 
not  good.  We  should  advise  you  to  write  to  Mr. 
Bottone  for  the  wire,  as  you  got  the  castings  from 
him,  as  of  course  he  must  know  exactly  tlie  right  sizes 
required  for  his  own  dynamo,  and  the  right  amount 
of  both.  The  amount  required  is  under  1|  ounce  for 
magnet,  and  1  ounce  for  armature.  If  you  get  tlie 
wires  from  lam,  and  still  it  won't  work,  he  will  tell 
you  what  is  wrong,  if  you  semi  him  the  machine. 
Let  us  know  if  you  are  successful. 

Electric  (J.  R.  Wilkins;.— It  does  not  matter  at  all 
wdiether  tlie  axle  goes  through  the  cvlinder  of  the 
armature  or  not,  so  long  as  it  is  fixed  tightly  to  it, 
and  is  centrally  placed,  so  that  the  cylinder  cannot 
"  wobble  "  as  it  turns. 

Tr.vmcar.— Y'ou  will  find  full  instructions  how  to 
-»jmake  an  electric  tramcar  in  "Amateur  Work" 
Part  16,  New  Series  (JI;irch  1890).    We  have  had  no 
article  on  that  as  yet.    It  may  come  in  time. 

MODKL  EXGIXE  (Subscriber). —The  rivets  are  always 
headed  over  from  tlie  outside,  placing  the  fl.at  head  of 
rivet  inside  the  boiler,  holdiug  it  close  against  the 
metal  by  means  of  a  lieavy  hammer-head  or  flat  bar 
of  iron,  whilst  you  scrub  the  other  end  down  with  a 
liglit  hammer.  Do  not  give  one  heavy  blow,  but 
lightly  hammer  round  on  the  edge  until  'the  metal  of 
the  rivet  has  spread  and  extended  slightly  beyond  the 
rivet-hole,  wlien  i  t  may  be  finished  oft  with  a ""  swag," 
which  is  simply  a  piece  of  steel  with  a  flat  end,"in 
which  a  small  cup-shaped  hole  or  semicircular  dent 
has  been  drilled.  This  should  be  placed  over  rivet 
and  a  hea\  y  I. low  .^ivn,  ;  Hus  gives  a  neat  finish  and 
a  uniform  .^li;r,pr  in  all  r!i-  rivets.  The  price  charged 
by  firm  mentioned  could  be  easily  ascertained,  but 
would  no  doubt  be  very  considerable.  Why  not 
make  it  entirely  yourself,  and  have  the  pleasure  of 
knowing  it  is  entirely  your  own  work  ? 

Pood  fob  Pigeons  (W.  P.  B.).— 1.  Grain  of  all  kinds, 
such  as  tick  beans,  good  grey  pieceSj-jvheat,  tares, 
dari,  etc.  Give  gravel  and  clean  water.  2.  The 
"Exchange  and  Mart"  costs  2f/.,  and  is  published 
every  Monday,  Wednesday,  and  Friday. 

Stealin-g  Fox-terrier  (Ivan).— Why,  give  him  in 
charge  of  the  nearest  policeman,  of  course. 

Curb  for  Scmfi'Y  (Two  Readers).— state  your  case, 
please.   We  don't  believe  you  mean  scurvy,  which  is 


a  terrible  disease,  brought  aboat  fn.m  want  of 
vegetable  diet,  and  selilom  .seen  iii>wada\s,  ('\rept 
among  Greenland  sailors.    If  you  mean  m  the 

hair,  a  borax  lotion  is  your  renwdy. 

PiGEOXS  (S.  V.).—].  In  many  ways,  too  numerous  here 
to  mention.  2.  No  ;  grain,  of  course.  We  believe 
some  boys  would  expect  their  pigeons  to  eat  beef- 
steak and  onions  !  3.  When  they  are  mated  and  have 
the  young. 

Tr.vixixg  (F.  G.  L.).— If  you  have  stitch  in  the  side 
when  running,  and  are  soon  pumped,  you  cannot  be 
in  form.  Y^ou  must  go  at  it  grailually.  Walk  good 
long  distances,  and  take  a  run  as  a  sprint  now  and 
then  during  the  walk.  Rome  wasn't  built  in  a  day, 
you  know. 

The  "Waxderer"  Caravax  (G.  Hinkley).— We 
liandeil  your  letter  to  clie  owner,  who  says  :  "If  you 
saw  the  '  Wanderer '  in  camp  at  Deal,  why  did  you'not 
ask  permission  to  inspect  her  '.'  The  dnc'tor  is' always 
pleased  to  see  readers  of  the  '  B.  (  ).  1'.'  while  lie  is  on 
the  road.  Strange  to  say,  though  many  of  his  lady- 
readers  come  on  boaril,  boys  are  nearly  always  too 
shy.  Y'"et  the  doctor  doesn't  eat  boys— 'big  or  iittle  ! 
His  last  book  on  caravan  life  is  out  of  print.  His 
new  one  will  be  published  shortly." 

How  to  Perspire  (Jack  Point).— Y'ou  are  sensible, 
anyhow.  But  it  is  very  difficult  to  give  advice  about 
keeping  down  fat  in  boys.  Avoid  sugar,  potatoes,  and 
flour-food  of  .all  kinds  as  much  as  pnssiljle.  Studyto 

live  all  you  can  on  fish  and  animal  f  1.    llavea  tub 

every  morning,  and  a  Turkisli  liath  onre  a  week,  if  it 
will  run  to  it.  If  not,  sweat  well  by  running  your- 
self. 


wan 
nail  1 
thin, 
tlirir 
lot-  . 
t\\iet 
soot. 


they  may  feel  themselves  safe  from 
Give  them  plenty  of  water. 

eliess). — 1.  Y^es  ;  some  of  our  boys  are  a 
'd.     2.  When  moulting,  keep  the  bird 
a"  uji  at  niglit.  and.  if  \\  (  ;d-;l\-.  in'.t  a  rusty 
ate?-.     3.  No;  li  inmiadr  ■,\  nnt  makeyoil 
tL'ii  drops  of  tiueturc  (a  inai  in  water 
iffer  meals  for  ]tallor  of  cuni]>lex!on.  and 
'i-e.    4.  A  sinew  has  started  ;  bathe  it 
in  cold  water.     5.  Brick  dust  V    No  ; 


Olil    Reader).— The 
a  poison  laliel  on. 
111!  >nusee?  Then  the 
wn   inside  instead  of 


Growing  a  Moustache  (.-Vn 
chemist  was  right  in  putting 
Else  you  might  have  di  n 
moustache  miglit  liav 
out  ! 

Weakness  (Miserrimus). — Y'ou  just  go  on,  lad,  trusting 
to  Heaven  and  praying.  Wliat  you  complain  of  is  to 
some  extent  natural.  But  ,-.tiiil\ .  as  you  are  doing,  to 
be  pure  in  mind.  Remember  this —one's  dreams  are 
too  often  but  the  reflection  of  our  -waking  thoughts. 

Canary  n.tTKiNf;  its  Feathers  (.A.jax).— Feed  on 
canary  seed  and  rape.  No  dainties.  See  if  it  h.as 
vermin.  A  little  sulphur  ointment  under  wings  and 
round  neck  would  then  do  good. 

Photography  (S.  Crowv— As  you  have  "taken  the 
'B.  0.  P.'  for  several  \.'ars.  and  haiiid  it  verv  useful 
for  photography,"  it  se.  nisoild  tliat  you  should  not 
have  found  out  that  the  formula  for  the  ferrous 
(ixalatr  d.veloper  was  given  in  the  article  on 
"  I  lin-tiiri.-l.o.\-es  made  by  Photographv."  in  No.  622 
(January  part,  1891),  and  another  foi'nnila  in  the 

artu'l  ;  -Photographic  Develop,-! -."  in  N<.  i;3U 

(Mareii  part,  1891).  The  develuiiet  is  the  .-a;ue  for 
bromide  [.lapers  and  negatives.  You  will  also  get  full 
instructions  in  c^  ery  packet  of  paper. 

Sidney  J.  P,i:r', iroi-sE.— Y'onr  ringed  snake;  will 
probably  f-i.i  wii.n  ;]■:,■  weather  L',r-  wanner;  \  on 
need  nnt  l.r.  alann.  d  at  thrir  ab-tiie-nei'.  as  thrv  can 
fast  for  tiuiiiy  ui.mtlis  withnnt  apparent  iletn'ment. 
Try  them  by-and-by  with  frogs.  >liigs,  tadpoles,  and 
lobworms,  and  sliut  them  up  \\  hen  _\  ou  do  so  in  such 


Various  (Ben  Gedncy). — 1.  Wh.at  can  you  mean  by 
sayiiic;  you  w.ant  "to  get  in  "  with  a  pigeon-fancier  ':■ 
Breed  -oinrthing  worth  showing.  That's  the  road  tii 
sneer-.,  i',  Xu!  3.  Mere  sniierstition.  4.  Yes;  the 
plan  of  eavlary  would  do  for  rabbits. 

Staghound  (Boy  Nimrod).— Staghound  you  mean. 
The  s;ime  as  the  foxhound,  only  they  'foUow  the 
deer. 

Pigeons  and  Fowls  (F.  Higdon).— ].  Y'es ;  Lyell's. 
Not  coloured.  2.  No  ;  "  Home  and  Farm  Favourites  " 
takes  in  everything,  from  ilogs  and  donkeys,  cats  and 
monkeys,  and  even  silkworms.  3.  Cassell  and 
"Upcott  Gill  liave  books  all  about  fowls  ;  and  4.  "Ex- 
change and  Mart  "  poultry  columns. 

Rabbit  with  Sore  Paw  (Abram  Prout).— Wash 
clean,  and  cover  with  zinc  ointment  twice  a  day. 

AQl'.\niUM  (Euphemia).— 1.  No  need  to  apologise  about 
writing  because  you  are  a  girl.  AVc  ha^  e  many  girl- 
readers,  and  the  rry  is,  stiU  tliey  eonii',  2.  Y'cu  won't 
do  well  without  the  snails,  etc.,  in  the  aquarium,  as 
tliey  eat  the  slime.  They  also  eat  the  confervEe  on 
the  glass,  and  keep  it  clean  to  a  great  e.xtent. 

A  C.^T's  Query  (Tam).— Tell  your  master,  Tammie.  or 
your  mistress,  to  feed  you  extra  well  and  brush  you 
every  day.    All  cats  moult  in  spring. 

Goldfish  (C.  D.).— Read  "  Freshwater  Aquarium"  in 
a  recent  number. 

Incubators  (J.  E.  Blaine).— Too  long  for  Correspond- 
ence columns.   See  "  Doings  "  for  June. 

Constipation  (.\rmigcr). — We  are  always  pleased  to 
hear  from  oar  r.vw  el, I  bi'i.'S.  Const'ipation  is  a 
disagreeabl,  tlniiL'.  and  most  diaieult  to  cure.  In 
your  case  we  inli-'ve  it  is  caused  by  atony  or 
dobility  ot  tlie  wall- of  the  gut.  Constantly  taking 
meiiciiio  only  deliilitate,  these.  Take  all  the" exercise 
yon  can,  and  use  an  enema  instead  of  medicine.  An 
electropachic  belt  often  does  good. 

Bird  Singing  (Bird  Lover).— Not  well  till  after 
moulting. 

Bll'T;  under  Eyt,s  (Stanley).— Poverty  of  blood.  Take 
ten  drojis  of  tincture  of  iron  thrice  daily  in  water,or 

a  quiiiiir  -airl-iroii  niLxture. 

Angora  R  aiu-.H'  i  P.  Jordan). — They  need  extra  room. 
A  small  liuteli  will  not  do  at  all.  Also  grooming.  If 
you  once  get  them  matted,  it  is  all  up. 

Weakness  in  Back  (Esperanza).— Better  constilt  a 
doctor  personally,  as  your  kidneys  may  be  wrong. 

Deaths  (A.  H.  and  many  others). — It  is  next  to 
impossible  to  tell  from  simple  description  the  cause 
of  death  in  an  animal,  and  we  cannot  undertake  post 
morteins. 

Chemist  OR  Doctor  (Mastadon).— Get  the  rules. and 
regulations  from  any  University  and  study  hard  in 
your  spare  time.  Pecuniarily  speaking,  the  chemist 
is  often  as  well  off  as  the  doctor,  though  he  does 
not  rank  so  high  sooially. 
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IRRAWADDY. 
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CHAPTER  XV. — THE  LONELY  MAN  OF 
THE  JUNGLE. 

'  Ts   that    you,   father  ?  "  shouted 
Harry,  scarcely  able  to  behave 
iis  ears. 

"  Yes,  it's  I,"  answered  Living- 
stone Foster.  "  Climb  up,  quick,  boys, 
on  to  that  heap  of  rocks  yonder,  and 
I'U  send  you  down  a  ladder  directly." 


Fred  submitting  to  be  bound  in  his  turn.' 


>r>ro 


The  active  lads  scrambled  like  monkeys 
■up  the  vast  pile  of  fallen  rocks  that  sloped 
upward  like  a  buttress  against  the  side  of 
the  precipice,  mounting  it  just  in  time  to 
avoid  the  circle  of  fire  that  was  closing 
around  them.  But  they  seemed  to  have 
escaped  one  peril  only  to  be  overtaken 
by  another ;  for  at  that  moment  the 
undergromid  passage  (which  acted  like  a 
vast  speaking-tube)  brought  plainly  to 
their  ears  the  approaching  voices  of  men, 
who — as  they  well  knew — must  be  either 
their  former  jailers  returning,  or  a  fresh 
band  of  Burmans  coming  to  learn  the 
cause  of  the  mysterious  conflagration 

But  an  instant's  reflection  told  them 
that  they  were  in  no  danger,  for  the  wall 
of  Are  that  kept  them  in  the  hollow,  would 
equally  keep  the  Burmans  out  of  it. 
Moreover,  just  then,  something  like  a 
rope  ladder  came  swinging  down  to  them 
over  the  edge  of  the  crater.  And  in  fact, 
it  was  a  rope-ladder  of  nature's  own 
making  —  a  seemingly  endless  coil  of 
intertwined  creepers,  one  end  of  which 
Mr.  Foster  had  cut  loose  and  flung  down. 

It  would  have  been  an  awkward  climb 
for  many  7nen,  but  the  strong  and  nimble 
lads,  thoroughly  rested  by  their  long  sleep, 
made  short  work  of  it,  and  were  soon 
beyond  the  reach  of  the  flames. 

"Jack  and  the  Beanstalk,"  said  Fred, 
with  a  chuckle. 

"  But  we  mustn't  leave  the  beanstalk 
here  to  tell  tales,"  rejoined  his  uncle 
dragging  up  the  creepers  by  which  they 
had  ascended.  "  They'll  think  the  Are 
an  accident  if  they  see  no  trace  of  vis'- 
tors ;  but  if  they  were  to  guess  the  truth, 
we  should  have  them  at  our  heels  in  no 
time.  And  now,"  he  added,  taking  some 
bread  and  dried  fruit  from  his  pouch, 
"  eat  while  you  can,  for  we  have  a  long 
march  before  us." 

"Where  are  we  going,  then,  father?" 
asked  Harry,  with  his  mouth  full. 

"  That's  just  what  I  wish  some  one  could 
tell  me,  my  boy,"  replied  Foster,  laugh- 
ing ;  "  but  anyhow,  we  mustn't  stay  here, 
for  some  of  these  fellows  probably  know 
the  path  by  which  I  came  up,  and  might 
drop  in  upon  us  just  when  we  don't  want 
them ;  and  the  sooner  we're  out  of  this 
district  altogether,  the  better  chance  we 
shall  have  to  keep  our  heads  on  our 
shoulders." 

It  was  a  strange  kind  of  picnic,  on  the 
summit  of  an  extinct  volcano,  with  a 
raging  fire  below,  and  merciless  foes  all 
around;  bi;t  the  daring  boys,  who  felt 
ready  for  anything  after  their  recent 
series  of  wild  adventures,  showed  no  sign 
of  fear. 

"While  they  made  their  hasty  meal, 
Foster  told  briefly  the  terrible  news  of 
which  they  were  still  ignorant  —  the 
rising  of  the  Northern  Burmans  against 
England,  the  i*.A  of  the  British  forts,  and, 
lastly,  the  destruction  of  Kyook-Pew,  and 
the  fate  of  Merrincourt  and  Marston. 

"Poor  Mr.  Marston!"  cried  Harry, 
wrathfully,  "  isn't  it  too  bad  ?  And  after 
he'd  been  so  good  to  that  wretched  Tiger 
Chief,  too !  What  a  brute  that  fellow 
must  be ! 

'And  now,"  concluded  Mr.  Foster, 
"the  War-Tiger's  master  of  the  whole 
province ;  he's  blockaded  Bhamo  itself, 
and  some  of  his  bands  have  gone  raiding 
almost  as  far  as  Mandalay ;  and  the 
English  troops  sent  to  put  down  the 
revolt  can't  come  up  for  several  weeks 


yet ;  and  so,  altogether,  we're  in  a  rather 
awkward  flx." 

"  And  what  are  we  to  do,  then,  uncle  ?  " 
asked  Fred,  who,  after  all  that  he  had 
heard  of  his  uncle's  exploits,  had  the 
fullest  confidence  in  the  latter's  ability 
to  "straighten  things  out"  somehow, 
crooked  as  they  seemed  at  present. 

"  Well,  you  can't  very  well  pass  for 
Burmans,  and  fighting's  not  to  be  thought 
of,  even  if  you  hadn't  lost  your  fire-arms  ; 
for  any  natives  that  we  may  meet  with  are 
likely  to  come  fifty  or  sixty  strong,  and 
that's  rather  long  odds  against  three. 
The  best  plan  is  for  you  to  go  as 
prisoners  whom  I've  captured  in  an 
attempt  to  escape.  I'll  tie  your  hands 
behind  you,  and  march  you  through  the 
jungle  till  we  fall  in  with  some  of  these 
bands  of  Burmese  raiders  who  ai'e  flock- 
ing south  to  join  the  Tiger  Chief,  and  then 
we'll  just  join  them,  and  travel  along 
with  them  for  safety  !  " 

Even  Harry  looked  startled  at  this  au- 
dacious proposal,  which  the  great  explorer 
made  as  coolly  as  if  he  were  only  planning 
an  afternoon  stroll.  But  a  moment's  re- 
flection convinced  both  boj's  that  no  other 
plan  would  enable  them  to  pass  through 
this  perilous  district  unsuspected. 

"And  then,"  pursued  Mr.  Foster,  "by 
travelling  along  with  these  fellows,  we 
may  find  out  all  sorts  of  things  about  the 
strength  and  movements  of  the  enemy, 
and  the  plans  of  the  War-Tiger  himself, 
which  may  be  very  useful  to  General 
Roberts  when  he  comes  up  here  to  tackle 
them." 

"  What  ?  Is  old  Sir  Frederick  coming 
to  thrash  'em  himself?  "  cried  Harry,  as 
he  rose  and  put  his  hands  behind  him, 
while  his  father  bound  them  firmly  with 
a  supple  creeper  which  he  had  just  cut 
for  the  purpose.    "  Hurrah  for  him !  " 

"  But  look  here,  imcle, '  said  Fred, 
submitting  to  be  boimd  in  his  turn, 
"  suppose  we  fall  in  with  Tum-Ti,  or  some 
of  the  other  fellows  from  the  War-Tiger's 
band,  won't  they  know  you'>  " 

"  Tum-Ti  might,  but  I  don't  think  any 
of  the  rest  would  in  my  present  disguise," 
replied  Foster ;  "  and  besides,  I  don't  think 
we  should  meet  any  of  them  here,  for, 
now  that  it's  known  the  War-Tiger  isn't 
dead  after  all,  but  alive  and  victorious, 
every  man  who  can  handle  knife  or  gun 
will  hurry  soi;th  to  join  him.  Now,  let's 
be  moving  ;  but  stay — you  can't  go  bare- 
headed in  this  sim,  you  know.  Give  me 
your  scarfs,  and  I'll  twist  'em  into  turbans 
for  you." 

The  sashes  used  to  blindfold  the  boys 
when  first  captured  were  now  turned 
into  caps  for  them ;  and  the  party  was 
just  about  to  start,  when  the  fettered 
Harry  cried  distressfully : 

"  Oh,  father,  do  scratch  my  nose  ! 
Something's  bitten  it,  and  it  itches  like 
mad  !  " 

His  father  laughed  and  complied ;  and 
then  away  went  the  three  down  the 
mountain-side  in  single  file,  Fred  and 
Harry  linked  together  by  a  stout  withe, 
while  Foster  appeared  to  be  driving  them 
before  him.  The  "  path  "  of  which  he  had 
spoken  was  quite  invisible  to  the  boys, 
but  "  The  Lonely  Man  of  the  Jungle  ' ' 
seemed  to  find  his  way  by  instinct  through 
the  bristling  mass  of  matted  boughs,  and 
then  down  a  black  narrow  chasm  in  the 
cliff,  which  brought  them  to  the  foot  of 
the  moimtain. 


But  by  this  time  the  sim  was  pretty 
high  in  the  sky,  and  amid  that  sweltering 
jungle — where  no  breath  of  air  could 
make  itself  felt  through  the  impenetrable 
wall  of  leaves— the  growing  heat  soon 
began  to  tell  in  earnest.  Fred  and  Harry 
bore  up  manfully  for  a  time ;  but,  strong 
and  active  as  they  were,  they  had  neither 
the  iron  muscles  nor  the  tireless  energy 
I  of  their  gi;ide,  who  tramped  steadily  on 
]  with  an  unfailing  vigour  which  Stanley 
himself  might  have  applauded.  Tlie  con- 
straint of  their  fettered  arms,  too,  ham- 
i  pered  them  not  a  little ;  and  by  the  end 
of  the  first  hour's  march  they  began  to 
show  immistakable  signs  of  flagging. 

Seeing  this,  Foster  slackened  his 
pace,  and  began  to  amuse  them  with 
stories  of  his  adventures  among  the 
mountains  after  leaving  them  at  Fort 
Kyook-Pew.  He  told  them  how  he  had 
penetrated  into  a  hitherto  unexplored  part 
of  the  border  range,  where,  having  ciired  an 
old  chief  of  an  "  evil  spirit  inside  of  him  " 
{i.e.,  a  fit  of  indigestion  caused  by  over- 
eating), he  had  been  taken  for  a  magician, 
and  almost  worshipped.  Then,  the  pre- 
sence of  an  "  English  spy"  in  the  hills 
having  been  vaguely  noised  abroad,  he 
had  joined  an  expedition  to  Inmt  for  him- 
self, and  had  gained  great  credit  as  a 
prophet  by  foretelling  that  the  spy  would 
not  be  caught  after  all — a  prophecy  which, 
as  raay  be  supposed,  came  perfectly  true. 

A  little  later,  he  had  got  lost  on  the 
mountains,  and,  being  caught  in  a  snow- 
storm, seemed  to  have  no  hope  of  escape, 
when  he  suddenly  lighted  upon  a  half- 
eft'aced  trail  of  footprints,  and,  following 
it,  came  right  into  a  den  of  native  robbers  ! 
But  they,  taking  him  for  a  Burmese  bri- 
gand like  themselves,  entertained  him 
hospitably,  and  guided  him  next  morning 
to  the  path  that  he  had  wished  to  reach. 

Then  he  told  how  he  had  got  back  to 
Kj'ook-Pew  just  in  time  to  see  it  melt 
away  in  flames,  and  how,  mingling  un- 
detected with  the  War-Tiger's  band  m 
the  darkness,  he  had  heard  them  speak  cf 
the  two  white  boys  whom  their  Chief  had 
carried  off  as  prisoners  to  the  "  Hollow 
Mountain."  He  was  jiist  proceeding  to 
I'elate  how  he  had  come  thither  in  quest 
of  them,  when  he  paused  all  at  once,  bent 
forward  as  if  listening  intently,  and  then 
signed  to  the  boys  to  halt,  a  signal  which 
they  gladly  obeyed. 

Whispering  to  them  not  to  stir  from 
the  spot  till  he  returned,  Foster  crept 
noiselessly  forward,  and  vanished  among 
the  bushes,  returning  as  cautiously  a  few 
moments  later. 

"We're  in  luck,  my  boys,"  said  he  in  a 
low  tone  ;  "  here's  a  Biu-mese  camp  close 
by  us,  and  they're  all  fellows  from  the 
northern  hills,  who  won't  suspect  any. 
thing.  We  can  fool  them  easily  enough, 
and  we'll  just  travel  south  with  them  till 
we  get  within  reach  of  the  E^nglish  army, 
and  then  make  a  bolt  for  it.  Come  along, 
and  remember  that  you're  my  prisoners, 
and  that  all  you  have  to  do  is  to  hold 
your  tongues,  and  look  as  sulky  and  chop- 
fallen  as  you  can." 

Then,  driving  his  pretended  captives 
before  him,  he  went  boldly  forward  into 
the  ring  of  savage  momitainecrs  (who 
were  encamped  in  a  small  clearing  on  the 
bank  of  a  tiny  stream),  and  addressed 
them  in  their  own  dialect : 

"  Well  met,  brothers  !  may  your  path 
be  prosperous !    These  two  yoiuig  rogues 


Tlie  l3oy'^  Owi\  Papeif.  YZ^ 


are  prisoners  whom  I  have  caught  trying 
to  escape  from  the  Hollow  Mountain, 
where  they  had  been  shut  up  by  our 
great  Chief,  the  Tiger  of  War,  upon  whom 
may  all  good  fortune  attend !  If  you  are 
on  your  way  to  join  him,  I  pray  you  to  let 
us  journey  along  with  you.  These  kullah- 
goong  (foreign  brutes)  might  escape  from 
me  alone,  and  kill  them  I  must  not,  for  the 
Tiger  Chief  has  bidden  us  keep  them  for 
ransom,  and  do  them  no  harm ;  but  they 
wiU  be  safely  guarded  with  so  many  brave 
sons  of  the  mountain  all  around  them." 

Foster's  speech  was  highly  approved, 
and  several  of  the  warriors  rose  and  came 
forward  to  welcome  him  and  to  assure 
him  of  tlieir  friendship.  They  offered 
him  food,  and  made  room  for  him  among 
them,  having  evidently  no  suspicion  that 
he  was  anything  but  what  he  seemed ; 
and  he,  on  his  part,  made  himself  as 
perfectly  at  home  among  these  ferocious 
savages  (who  would  have  killed  him  on 
the  spot  had  they  had  the  least  inkling  of 
his  real  character)  as  if  he  had  been  in  an 
English  drawing-room. 

The  white  captives  at  once  became 
objects  of  imiversal  ciiriosity ;  for  very 
few  Englishmen  had  ever  penetrated  the 
northern  mountains  save  in  disguise,  and 
several  men  among  the  Shans  (as  these 
wild  fellows  were  called)  had  never  seen 
a  white  face  in  their  lives.  In  a  trice  the 
two  lads  found  themselves  hemmed  in  by 
a  complete  ring  of  gaunt,  high-cheeked, 
wolfish  visages,  crowned  with  those  huge 
straw  bats  that  had  so  much  amazed 
Fred  when  he  first  saw  them  at  Ran- 
goon ;  and  when  they  began  to  eat  (for 
Foster  had  set  food  before  them,  and  un- 
bound their  arms  to  let  them  eat  it)  the 
worthy  savages  watelied  every  mouthful 
as  eagerly  as  boys  watching  for  the  explo- 
sion of  a  firework.* 

One  of  the  younger  Shan  warriors — a 
lad  only  a  few  years  older  than  Fred  Mil- 
burn  himself — pressed  close  up  to  the 
Yankee  boy,  and  began  to  examine  the 
latter' s  white  face  with  a  look  of  amused 
astonishment.  He  was  still  peering  into 
it  like  a  child  staring  at  a  new  doll,  when 
Fred  suddenly  uttered  a  short,  sharp, 
angry  bark,  so  like  that  of  a  real  dog  that 
the  startled  savage  instinctively  took  a 
hasty  step  backward,  and,  in  doing  so, 
stumbled  and  fell  sprawling  on  his  back, 
amid  a  roar  of  laughter  from  his  grim 
companions,  who,  like  all  their  country- 
men, combined  the  thoughtless  merri- 
ment of  children  with  the  merciless 
ferocity  of  wild  beasts. 

Toward  afternoon  the  Shans  started 
again,  carrying  their  three  new  comrades 
along  with  them.  And  now  began  the 
strangest  journey  that  the  adventurous 
boys  had  ever  known.  Travelling  mider 
the  protection  of  their  deadliest  foes — 
boimd  and  led  as  prisoners  by  their  own 
■  father  and  uncle — marching  steadily  to 
join  the  sworn  enemy  and  destroyer  of 
their  race — they  might  well  wonder  at 
times  whether  all  this  were  real,  or  only 
a  wild  dream.  But,  boy-like,  they  soon 
got  used  to  their  strange  surroundings, 
and  entered  gleefiilly  into  the  spirit 
of  this  extraordinary  adventure  ;  while 
Livingstone  Foster  himself,  with  his  usual 
reckless  love  of  perils  from  which  most 
men  would  have  shrunk,  enjoyed  it  quite 
as  much  as  they  did. 

*  One  of  my  first  meals  in  Tartary  was  made  under 
exactly  similar  circumstances.— D.  K. 


Yet  Foster  had  no  intention  of  letting 
himself  be  marched  right  into  the  presence 
of  the  Tiger  Chief;  and  though  he  meant 
to  avail  himself  of  the  Shan  convoy  as 
long  as  he  could  do  so  with  safety,  he 
had  quite  decided  to  take  "  French  leave  " 
of  his  new  fi-iends  before  they  joined  the 
main  body  of  the  insurgents,  who  were 
said  to  be  still  before  Bhamo. 

But  a  new  turn  was  suddenly  given 
to  his  secret  plans  by  a  very  unexpected 
catastrophe.  During  one  of  their  mid- 
day rests — for  the  mountain  men,  who 
felt  the  heat  of  this  low-lying  jungle  more 
than  their  lowland  neighbours,  were  wont 
to  march  all  night  and  sleep  during  the 
hottest  part  of  the  day — Harry,  happening 
to  be  awake,  heard  some  of  the  Shans 
whispering  together,  and  his  knowledge  of 
their  dialect  enabled  him  to  catch  a  few 
words  that  evidently  meant  no  good. 

"  Fathei-,"  whispered  he,  tapping 
Foster's  arm,  "  listen  to  these  chaps — 
they're  plotting  some  mischief!  " 

The  explorer  was  awake  at  once  (for  he 
always  slept  the  light  sleep  of  a  man 
accustomed  to  carry  his  life  in  his  hand), 
and  a  few  moments'  listening  told  him 
that  the  speakers  were  three  or  four 
fellows  whom  he  had  already  singled  out 
as  men  to  be  guarded  against,  and  whom 
he  strongly  suspected  of  belonging  to  the 
very  gang  of  brigands  among  whom  he 
had  fallen  during  his  mountain  wanderings. 
Feigning  to  be  still  asleep,  he  listened 
intently,  and  soon  made  out  that  they 
were  plotting  to  murder  him  and  to  seize 
the  persons  of  his  son  and  nephew,  in 
order  to  secure  for  themselves  whatever 
reward  the  Tiger  Chief  might  think  fit 
to  give  for  tlie  recovery  of  two  such  valu- 
able prisoners. 

Here  was  a  complication  ! 

Foster's  first  idea  was  to  balk  their 
kind  intentions  by  slipping  away  with  the 
two  boys  that  very  night.  But  a  mo- 
ment's reflection  showed  him  that  it  would 
not  be  easy  to  do  so  undetected ;  and, 
moreover,  he  felt  pretty  sure  that  he  was 
in  no  immediate  danger.  He  had  made 
himself  so  popular  with  most  of  the  Shans, 
that  tJiey  were  not  likely  to  let  his  life  be 
attempted  without  interfering  ;  and  thus 
the  plotters  would  be  forced  to  wait  for  a 
favourable  chance,  which  he  would  take 
good  care  not  to  give  them.  On  the  other 
hand,  if  he  stole  away  now,  in  a  part  of 
the  jmigle  with  which  even  he  was  not 
familiar,  he  might  lose  his  way,  and 
perhaps  fall  in  with  other  Burmese  bands 
who  would  not  be  so  friendly. 

Thus,  for  several  days  more,  they  aU 
journeyed  on  together;  and  every  day 
Livingstone  Foster  sat  quietly  among  the 
men  who  intended  to  murder  him,  talked 
to  them,  joked  with  them,  shared  their 
food — and  all  this  without  the  least  sign 
of  suspicion  or  ill-will,  till  even  Harry, 
used  as  he  was  to  his  father's  wonderful 
self-command,  looked  at  him  with  ad- 
miring astonishment. 

But  the  time  came  at  last,  and  sooner 
than  any  one  could  have  foreseen. 

Just  before  sunset  on  the  fifth  day  after 
this  discovery,  the  band  came  suddenly 
to  a  small  river,  which,  narrow  as  it  was, 
seemed  surprisingly  deep  and  swift  for 
that  dry  season.  Its  waters,  coloured  by 
the  soil  that  they  brought  down,  had  a 
curious  tint  not  unlike  thick  red  ink  ;  and 
Foster  appeared  to  recognise  it  at  once. 

"I  know  now  where  we  are,  boys," 


said  he  aside  to  Fred  and  Harry.  "  Keep 
yoiu-  wits  about  you,  and  be  ready,  for  I 
think  we  shall  try  and  slip  off  to-night !  " 

At  sight  of  this  sudden  obstacle,  the 
Shans  were  rather  at  a  nonplus.  To  swim 
it  would  have  been  nothing  to  these  hardy 
men,  could  they  have  gone  straight  across, 
but  their  practised  eyes  saw  at  once  that 
the  current  was  far  too  strong  for  that. 
Moreover,  the  danger  of  crocodiles  and 
water-snakes  was  not  to  be  forgotten; 
and  then,  too,  if  they  were  forced  to 
swim  at  all,  their  grms  and  powder  must, 
of  course,  get  thoroughly  wetted,  a  mishap 
that  must  not  be  risked  on  any  account. 
What  was  to  be  done '? 

Then  Foster  saw  his  chance  and  took  it. 

"  r\\  tell  you  what  we  must  do, 
brothers,"  said  he.  "  We'll  make  a  raft 
of  these  bamboos,  tie  a  long  rope  to  it. 
and  let  it  swing  out  into  the  stream  just 
where  that  eddy  sets  toward  the  opposite 
bank.  The  current  will  carry  it  across, 
and  we  wiU  send  three  or  four  men  over 
upon  it  to  make  fast  the  cord  to  the  other 
side,  and  then  work  the  raft  back  to  us 
along  the  rope  ;  and  so  we  can  send  it  to 
and  fro  till  all  our  guns  and  all  our  people 
are  safe  across.    What  say  you  '?  " 

All  the  Shans  agreed  that  the  plan  was 
a  good  one,  and  to  work  they  went  at 
once  to  carry  it  out. 

But  even  with  so  many  willing  hands 
to  help  in  it,  the  work  of  cutting  down  the 
bamboos  and  making  them  into  a  rafr 
strong  enough  for  the  purpose,  took  up  a 
good  deal  of  time  ;  and  (as  Foster  had 
foreseen)  darkness  had  fairly  set  in  ere  it 
was  done.  Foster  made  a  great  show  of 
anxiety  about  his  "  prisoners,"  and  kept 
them  close  to  his  side  ;  while  the  boy.-, 
wondering  much,  but  still  putting  full 
trust  in  their  protector's  skill  and  courage, 
rather  enjoyed  the  wild  picturesqucness  of 
the  scene,  and  the  ghostly  effect  of  so  many 
dark,  fierce  faces  and  grim  forms  flitting, 
to  and  fro  in  the  red  glare  of  the  torches, 
which  some  of  the  Shans  had  kindled. 

At  length  the  raft  was  ready,  and 
floating  just  alongside  the  bank,  some 
holding  it  from  drifting,  while  others 
piled  their  guns  upon  it,  and  four  men 
(two  of  whom  were  recognised  by  Foster 
as  members  of  the  plot  against  his  life) 
took  their  places  in  the  centre. 

Several  sturdy  fellows  now  began  to 
"  pay  out  "  the  rope  that  guided  the  raft, 
which  had  just  felt  the  first  pressure  of 
the  cross-ciirrent,  when  Foster,  while 
pretending  to  assist,  si;ddenly  cut  the. 
rope  with  one  quick  slash  of  his  knife,  andi 
at  the  same  moment  screamed  out  in  a., 
tone  of  utter  dismay — 

"  Hold  the  raft !  the  rope's  broken  !  " 

Eaft  and  men  shot  down  the  stream- 
like an  arrow,  while  the  thunder-stricken, 
savages,  dismayed  at  the  peril  of  their 
comrades  and  the  threatened  loss  of  so- 
many  of  their  weapons,  tore  wildly  along 
the  bank  in  the  vain  hope  of  being  able  to 
check  the  raft  and  bring  it  ashore.  Qr.ick 
as  lightning,  Foster  severed  the  bonds  of 
the  two  lads  ;  and  while  the  Shans  were 
running  and  shouting  like  madmen  in  one 
direction,  the  adventurous  trio  were 
slipping  quietly  away  in  the  ether. 


CHAPTER  XVI. — BY  FIRE-LIGHT. 

"  T  ET  'em  go,"  chuckled  Foster,  as  the 
I  A    uproar  died  away  in  the  dis'-ance  ; 
"  they  won't  catch  that  raft  in  a  hm-ry, 
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or  us  either.  And  now,  my  boys,  take 
hold  of  these  two  gnus  that  I've  picked 
np  for  you  ;  and  you'll  want  these  shawls, 
too,  for  it's  apt  to  be  rather  damp  at  night 
along  this  river." 

All  that  niglit  the  three  kept  pressing 
on\rard  (resting  ji;st  long  enougli  at  times 
to  keep  the  boys  from  breaking  down)  as 
nearly  parallel  with  the  river  as  possible. 
Day  was  just  breaking  when  they  heard  a 
dull  rumbling  sound  which  Foster  seemed 
to  recognise,  and  at  which  his  face  visibly 
brightened. 

'•  Here  we  are  at  last,"  he  cried,  "  and 
now  I'll  show  j-ou  a  place  where  you 
might  lie  hid  for  a  year,  and  no  one  ever 
lind  you.  I  only  found  it  out  myself  by 
accident." 

His  words  were  fully  made  good  a  few 
minutes  later,  when  they  came  out  again 
i-ipon  the  bank,  at  a  point  where  the  river 
"(now  much  narrower)  flung  itself  over  a 
wall  of  rock  more  than  twenty  feet  high, 
iu  one  broad  sheet  of  foam,  which  flashed 
■and  sparkled  like  a  shower  of  diamonds 
in  the  first  rays  of  sunrise. 

Taking  the  guns  and  shawls  from  the 
boys  in  order  to  leave  them  as  free  as 
possible,  Foster  picked  his  way  nimbly 
down  the  steep  bi'oken  bank  to  the 
water's  edge,  and  seemed  to  vanish  inio 
the  waterfall ! 

The  wondering  lads  followed,  and  found 
themselves  on  a  narrow  ledge  of  rock, 
leading  into  a  low,  dark  cavern- mouth, 
over  which  the  sheet  of  falling  water  hung 
like  a  cm-tain. 

"  This  is  one  of  my  country-houses,"' 
said  Foster,  smiling  at  their  amazement. 
■'  Many  a  sniig  night  I've  had  here  while 
fifty  savages  were  beating  the  jungle  all 
round  to  find  and  kill  me.  It  has  two 
doors  (for,  when  the  river's  low,  you  can 
get  out  by  the  other  side  too),  and  you  see 
it's  not  damp  with  all  this  water." 

In  fact,  strangely  enough,  this  river- 
grotto  was  quite  dry  except  just  at  the 
mouth,  perhaps  from  the  heat  of  the  rock 
itself,  which,  being  exposed  to  the  full 
glare  of  the  sun  over  a  great  part  of  its 
upper  surface,  became  thoroughly  heated 
(during  the  daytime,  and  acted  as  a  kind 
;0f  stove. 

"  Now,  let's  eat,"  cried  Foster,  as 
■  cheerily  as  if  he  were  ordering  breakfast 
in  his  hotel  at  Eangoon ;  "  and  then, 
boys,  I'm  going  to  turn  you  both  into 
Burmans.  We  shall  have  to  be  out  of 
doors  a  good  deal,  and  as  we  can't  play 

•  the  '  prisoner  '  game  any  more,  you  must 
look  as  like  natives  as  possible,  in  case 

•  anyone  sees  you." 

Sure  enougli,  as  soon  as  breakfast 
was  over,  he  produced  ft'om  his  pouch 
.a  small  dark  root  not  unlike  a  potato, 
with  which  he  rubbed  both  boys  from 
Iiead  to  foot,  dyeing  them  at  once  a 
fine  rich  coffee-colour,  to  the  no  small 
amusement  of  the  Orientalised  lads,  who 
]aughed  loudly  as  they  eyed  each  other's 
•transformed  visages. 

"  I  say,  Fred,"  cried  Harry,  as  they 
put  on  their  clothes  again,  "  you  look  just- 
like  a  cigar  wrapped  in  paper  !  " 

"  And  you  look  mighty  like  a  stick  of 
chocolate  in  a  handkerchief,"  retorted 
Fred.  "  Now,  if  we  only  had  a  couple 
of  banjos,  we  could  tramp  the  country 
as  nigger  minstrels,  and  make  our  for- 
tmie !  " 

Luckily  both  lads  had  already  adopted 
colom-ed  native  shirts,  and  a  few  palm- 


leaves  from  the  wood  were  soon  plaited  by 
Foster's  nimble  fingers  into  two  very 
fair  copies  of  the  ordinary  Shan  hat ;  so 
that  their  dress  needed  little  more  altera- 
tion to  make  them  very  presentable 
native  boys. 

The  next  few  days  were  so  uneventful 
that  they  seemed  quite  tame  after  the 
startling  adventm-es  that  had  preceded 
them  ;  but  they  were  not  by  any  means 
days  of  idleness.  Wliat  with  bathing, 
fishing,  cooking  the  fish  that  they  caught, 
bringing  in  armfuls  of  dry  leaves  and 
grass  for  tlieir  beds,  gathering  wild  fruit, 
making  baric  shoes  for  themselves  and 
screens  to  protect  their  new  bedroom 
from  the  wind,  the  boys  had  plenty  to  do, 
and  found  this  forest  picnic  capital  fun. 

Just  at  the  outset,  indeed,  the  cave  and 
its  waterfall  suggested  unpleasant  recol- 
lections ;  and,  in  the  middle  of  the  very 
first  night,  Harry  awoke  yelling  from  a 
nightmare,  in  which  he  thought  himself 
back  in  the  prison-chamber  beneath  the 
dead  volcano,  which  was  slowly  filling 
with  water  and  drowning  him  by 
inches.  But  this  feeling  soon  wore  off, 
and  both  lads  enjoyed  their  new  life 
immensely. 

For  some  days,  however,  the  lads  ven- 
tured out  very  little  save  at  sunrise  and 
nightfall ;  for  though  their  disguise  was 
good  enough  so  far  as  it  went,  yet,  if 
they  should  be  met  and  accosted  by  any 
of  the  natives,  Fred's  inability  to 
speak  the  language  might  get  them  into 
an  awkward  scrape.  But  not  a  single 
Burman  showed  himself  (this  being  a 
very  lonely  part  of  the  jimgle)  till  the 
fifth  day  of  their  cave-liie,  when,  as  the 
boys  stood  in  the  cavern-mouth  watching 
for  the  return  of  Foster — who  had  gone 
ashore  to  gather  a  fresh  supply  of  fruit — ■ 
four  natives  came  slowly  along  the  bank 
above  them,  dragging  round  the  falls  a 
light  boat  in  which  they  were  descending 
the  river. 

Fred  only  laughed  at  this  ad-^^enture, 
and  said  it  reminded  him  of  the  "  Indian 
scare  "  at  Glenn's  Falls  in  "  The  Last  of 
the  Mohicans."  But  Harry  did  not  join  in 
the  laugh ;  for,  as  he  watched  the  disap- 
pearing Burmans,  it  suddenly  struck  him 
that  he  had  a  wider  view  than  before 
from  the  spot  where  he  stood,  and  that, 
consequently,  the  waters  of  the  fall  must 
be  slirinliing  away  ! 

When  his  father  heard  of  this  dis- 
covery, he  looked  grave  in  his  turn. 

"  That's  awkward,"  said  he ;  "  but 
unless  the  river  gets  very  low  indeed,  the 
cave  itself  will  still  be  hidden,  and  it  don't 
matter  if  they  see  the  ledge  that  leads  to 
it,  for  tliat  tells  no  tales.  Anyhow,  it 
would  be  dangerous  to  move  southward 
just  now,  and  we  should  hardly  find  a 
better  hiding  place ;  so,  for  the  present,  I 
think  we'll  stay  where  we  are." 

They  did  so  ;  but  the  river  continued  to 
fall,  and,  day  by  day,  their  sheltering 
curtain  of  water  grew  smaller  and  smaller. 
Patches  of  rock  that  had  been  hidden 
when  they  first  came  were  now  quite 
bare  and  dry  ;  and  at  length  (as  Foster  had 
said)  they  were  able,  by  leaping  from 
boulder  to  boulder,  to  reach  the  farther 
bank  likewise. 

This  was  quite  a  treat  to  the  restless 
boys  ;  for,  just  on  the  other  side  of  the 
river,  the  endless  jungle  was  broken  by  a 
wide  sweep  of  clear  ground,  where, 
instead  of  being  forced  to  fight  then-  way 


step  by  step  through  tangled  boughs  and 
claw-like  thorns,  they  had  room  enough 
for  a  half-mile  race.  They  took  to  going 
out  upon  the  clearing  after  dark — then  in 
the  early  morning  as  well — then  at  all 
hours  of  the  day  ;  and  so  they  went  on, 
till  (as  alwaj's  happens  in  such  cases)  they 
grew  bold  from  impunity,  and  ended  by 
trying  it  once  too  often. 

One  hot  breezeless  afternoon,  while 
Foster  was  absent  on  a  scouting  expedi- 
tion through  the  forest  to  see  if  any  more 
nati\e  bands  were  coming  south  to  join 
the  rising,  the  boys  -went  out  as  usual 
to  their  favourite  clearing,  and,  having 
pushed  right  across  it  to  the  edge  of  the 
jungle  beyond,  were  sitting  in  the  shade  of 
the  bushes,  wondering  what  to  do  next, 
when  the  question  w-as  unexpectedly 
settled  for  them. 

There  came  a  rustling  and  crackling 
among  the  bushes,  and  then  a  sound  of 
voices  so  close  to  them,  that  it  was  plain 
they  would  not  have  time  to  retreat  across 
the  clearing  ere  the  Burmans  (for  such 
they  evidently  wei-e)  came  in  sight. 
Quick  as  thought,  the  bo.ys  dived  under  a 
fallen  tree  against  which  they  had  heen 
leaning;  and  they  had  hardly  done  so, 
when  a  band  of  armed  natives,  at  least 
fifty  strong,  came  tramping  out  of  the 
jungle  m  single  file,  and,  stepping  one  by 
one  over  the  xery  tree  beneath  which  the 
lads  were  hidden,  sat  down  to  rest  (to 
the  latter's  infinite  dismay)  close  beside 
it ! 

Here  was  a  pretty  fix  !  and,  to  make  it 
better,  Fred  was  suddenly  seized  with  a 
\  iolent  inclination  to  sneeze,  and  almost 
burst  himself  in  keeping  it  down. 

"Well,  brothers,"  said  a  tall  warrior, 
"  we  are  going  home  again  sooner  than  -u'e 
expected." 

"But  not  empty-handed,"  chuckled 
another.  "  Our  girdles  are  fuller  now 
than  when  we  turned  our  faces  south- 
ward." 

"  But  our  ranks  are  thinner,"  growled 
a  third.  "  Many  a  stout  warrior  have  we 
lost  since  leaving  our  homes.  We  thought 
these  English  but  jackals,  and  lo !  they 
are  very  tigers  !  " 

"Ay,  truly,"  said  a  fourth,  "since  even 
the  War-Tiger  himself  canuot  conquer 
them." 

Both  boys  started,  and  listened  more 
intently  than  ever. 

"  And  whereas  we  thought  them  few," 
resumed  the  third  speaker,  "  they  are 
many  as  the  leaves  of  the  forest.  iJeside 
those  that  we  ourselves  have  seen,  men 
say  that  there  are  thousands  more  of  the 
white-faced  soldiers  commg  up  the  gi-eat 
vixev  in  those  fire-boats  that  carry  the 
'  twenty-mouthed  guns  '  (Gatlings),  and 
with  them  a  host  of  the  '  monkey-men  ' 
of  Hindoostan,  who  slay  all  and  spare 
none." 

Harry  rightly  guessed  that  this  strange 
description  must  be  meant  for  the  d^^-arf- 
isli  and  imtameable  Goorkas  of  Nepaul, 
those  dreaded  moimtaineers  who  had 
overmatched  the  Burmans  themselves  in 
their  own  irre.gular  jungle  warfare.  He 
was  just  thinking  that  the  native  insur- 
gents would  not  have  much  chance  with 
tliem,  when  he  was  startled  by  hearing 
one  of  the  band  saj" : 

"  What  think  ye,  comrades ;  shall  we 
camp  here  ?    It  seems  a  good  place." 

Harry's  blood  ran  cold,  for  he  v^aa 
already  cramped  almost  beyond  endui-ance, 
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and  some  inquisitive  ants  were  making 
a  geological  survey  of  his  right  foot  which 
almost  drove  him  mad.  But,  to  his  in- 
finite relief,  another  man  replied  : 

"  Not  so  ;  it  is  shadier  beyond  the  river. 
Let  us  cross  it,  and  camp  on  the  other 
side."' 

The  rest  assented,  and  as  they  moved 
away,  our  half-stifled  heroes  were  just 
beginning  to  rejoice,  when  all  of  a  sudden 
they  saw  one  of  the  Burmans  stop  short 
on  the  river-bank,  and  point  with  an 
emphatic  gesture  to  the  foot  of  the  water- 
fall ! 

Harry's  heart  seemed  to  stand  still,  for 
he  of  course  thought  that  their  cave  of 
refuge  was  discovered  ;  and  he  thought, 
too,  of  the  chance  of  his  father  coming 
suddenly  back  and  falling  right  amid  this 
gang.  But  happily  the  Burmans  were 
only  debating  whether  they  sliould  cross 
below  the  fall  or  above  it ;  and  in  another 
moment  they  were  seen  bounding  like 
antelopes  from  stone  to  stone  over  the 
rocks  on  the  brink  of  the  cascade,  and 
vanishing  into  the  thickets  beyond  it. 

T\lren  Mr.  Foster  returned  some  hours 
later,  having  see^  no  sign  of  danger,  he 
was  somewhat  startled  by  Harry's  report 
of  their  adventure  and  tlie  Burmans'  talk, 
to  which  Fred  (who  had  only  made  out  a 
word  here  and  there)  listened  as  atten- 
tively as  himself. 

"  Well,"  said  Foster  at  length,  "  it's 
plain  that  the  insurrection  must  have 
received  a  heavy  blow,  or  these  fellows 
wouldn't  be  falling  a-way  from  it ;  for,  so 
long  as  there  was  the  least  chance  of 
plunder,  they'd  hold  on  to  it  like  bulldogs. 
AVe  must  manage  somehow,  though,  to 
find  out  what  is  going  on  ;  for,  with  these 
stray  bands  coming  strnggling  back,  and 
most  likely  robbing  and  nmnlering  when- 
ever they  get  the  chance,  it's  nut  safe  for 
us  to  stay  here  longer  than  we  can  help. 


If  the  English  army's  really  coming  up, 
we'll  make  a  dash  for  it  as  soon  as  it  gets 
near  enough  to  give  us  a  chance." 

Accordingly,  a  few  days  later,  the  bold 
man  sallied  forth  again  just  after  sunrise, 
bent  upon  learning,  by  hook  or  crook,  how 
the  great  struggle  was  reaDy  going. 

Fortune  favoured  him,  and  he  returned 
at  nightfall  with  very  important  news. 
He  had  met  another  party  of  Burmans 
coming  northward,  and,  mingling  with 
them  in  the  character  of  a  northern 
warrior  on  his  way  to  join  the  War-Tiger, 
had  learned  that  the  Chief  had  been  twice 
defeated  by  General  Eoberts — that  the 
siege  of  Bhamo  had  been  raised,  and  the 
besiegers  routed  with  heavy  loss — and 
that  a  flotilla  of  gunboats  was  advancing 
steadily  up  the  Irrav/addy  with  English 
troops  on  board,  while  the  formidable 
Goorka  soldiers  swept  the  jimgle,  and  cut 
off  one  by  one  the  straggling  bands  of  the 
insurgents.  In  a  word,  the  strength  of 
the  revolt  was  already  broken,  and  great 
nmnbers  of  the  Bm-mans  had  abandoned 
the  struggle  and  marched  away,  Sir 
Frederick  Eoberts  having  promised  a  free 
pardon  to  all  who  returned  peaceably  to 
their  homes. 

All  this  was  startling  enough  ;  but  the 
next  night  there  came  something  more 
startling  still. 

The  boys  had  gone  to  sleep  as  iisual ; 
but,  a  little  after  midnight,  they  were 
aroused  by  a  light  tap  on  the  shoulder, 
and  Foster's  voice  saynig  : 

"  Danger,  lads  !  Jump  up,  and  get  yom- 
guns  ready !  " 

It  was  a  wild  scene  that  lay  before  them 
as  they  looked  forth.  Beneath  the  pale 
light  of  the  waning  moon,  and  the  fitful 
glare  of  a  fire  that  had  been  kindled  in 
the  centre  of  the  great  clearing,  eddied 
ceaselessly  to  and  fro  a  swarm  of  grim, 
unearthly  figures,  ^vild  and  ghostly  as 
the  phantoms  of  a  nightmare. 


Some  of  these  goblins  had  painted  their 
dark  faces  into  a  hideous  likeness  of  a 
fleshless  skull.  Others  had  striped  their 
clothes  so  as  to  imitate  as  closely  as  pos- 
sible the  markings  of  a  tiger's  skin,  and 
certainly  carried  in  their  gaunt,  swarthy 
visages  and  glaring  eyes  quite  enough 
ferocity  to  bear  out  the  idea.  Others  still 
were  clad  in  genuine  wild-beast  hides — 
the  claws  and  tails  of  which,  still  attached 
to  the  skin,  flapped  and  waved  with  a  grim 
semblance  of  life  at  every  movement  of 
the  wearer ;  while  not  a  few  had  twisted 
the  skins  or  bodies  of  dried  snakes  scarf- 
wise  around  their  bare,  bony  chests,  on 
the  dark  surface  of  which  the  shining  scales 
made  a  ghastly  glimmer  in  the  fire-light. 

Both  lads  instinctively  strained  their 
eyes  to  see  if  they  could  espy  in  the  midst 
of  this  train  of  spectres  the  famous  tiger- 
skin  helmet  of  their  arch-enemy  the 
Tiger-Chief;  but  amid  that  imcertairs 
light  and  that  whirl  of  goblin  figures,  it 
was  impossible  to  make  snre  whether  the 
dreaded  badge  was  really  there  or  not. 

But  the  most  startling  sight  of  all  was 
still  to  come. 

Close  by  the  fire  lay  a  j)rostrate  form 
which,  by  the  cords  that  bound  its  hands 
and  feet,  and  the  fierce  glances  of  watch- 
ful hatred  darted  at  it  by  the  armed 
phantoms  around,  was  evidently  that  of  a 
prisoner.  Just  as  a  sudden  movement  of 
the  crowd  revealed  him  for  the  first  time 
to  the  eyes  of  our  friends,  the  captive 
turned  his  face,  and  a  bright  gleam  of 
fire-light  fell  right  upon  it. 

The  watching  lads  started,  and  uttered 
a  cry — as  well  they  might ;  for  this  help- 
less prisoner  who  lay  before  them,  doomed 
to  certain  death  or  tortures  more  frightful 
still,  was  no  other  than  their  old  friend 
Hadji  Mahmood,  Alfred  Marston's  Hindoa 
Eessaldar  ! 

(To  be  continued.) 


THE  BOSS  OF  DEADMEN'S  GULCH. 


By  Douglas  Walker, 

Author  of"Strancje  Adventures  in  California,"  "An  Indian's  Revenye,"  etc. 


OVER  the  camp  profound  sleep  had  fallen. 
Not  a  sound  was  to  be  heard  save  the 
murmuring  of  the  shallow  stream  and  occa- 
sionally the  lonsT-drawu  shrill  howl  of  a 
cayote,  as  it  circled  round  the  outskirts  of  the 
camp.  Even  in  Squint-eyed  Dick's  saloon 
and  gamblinr;  den  quietness  reigned ;  the 
last  reveller  had  sought  his  tent  in  order 
to  snatch  the  few  hours'  rest  necessary  to 
sustain  him  for  the  toil  and  excitement  of 
another  day's  feverislr  labour. 

Reckless  though  the  diggers  of  Deadmen's 
Gulch  undeniably  were,  yet  had  the  day 
previous  not  been  one  of  great  excitement 
and  terminated  in  a  wild  carouse  at  night,  it 
was  not  at  all  probable  that  they  would  have 
thus  left  themselves  unguarded,  and  at  the 
mercy  of  every  maraudei" — white  or  red. 

And  the  cause  ?  Gold  !  Three  weeks  before 
some  sixty  of  perhaps  the  most  desperate 
characters  in  the  West  had  arrived  at  Dead- 
men's  Gulch.  They  were  led  by  a  man  who 
was  known  from  the  Missouri  to  the  Pacific, 
by  Indians  and  whites  alike,  by  the  name  of 
Sureshot ;  a  name  gained  by  the  surety  of  his 
aim,  as  also  the  certainty  with  which  he  was  j 
apt  to  drop  a  man  on  the  slightest  pro- 
vocation. I 


The  gulch  had  a  gruesome  record.  This 
was  the  third  party  that  had  tried  their  luck 
in  it.  The  first,  numbering  six  individuals, 
never  returned  ;  they  were  all  murdered  one 
night  by  a  war-party  of  Indians.  The 
second,  a  larger  band  of  about  twenty  men, 
were  attacked  by  a  number  of  renegades  and 
slaughtered,  except  one  man,  who  succeeded  in 
effecting  his  escape.  And  it  was  he — Eustace 
Leroy — otherwise  Sureshot,  who  had  led  this 
last  party  to  the  gulch.  In  the  surrounding 
mining  camps  rumours  were  plentiful  re- 
garding the  great  wealth  of  Deadmen's 
Gulch  ;  in  fact,  it  was  those  rumours  that 
had  led  to  the  destruction  of  the  second  party. 
So  when  Leroy  had  called  for  another  party 
to  share  the  risk  with  him,  volunteers  had 
not  been  wanting. 

Three  weeks,  then,  they  had  been  there, 
but  so  far  their  success  had  been  nil,  and 
already  many  were  preparing  to  peg  their 
tents,  declaring  that  the  gulch  was  a  fraud, 
when  Sureshot  "  struck  it  rich."  In  the 
upper  reaches  of  the  gulch,  where  as  yet  no 
one  had  prospected,  he  had  the  morning 
before  our  tale  commences  dropped  on  a 
"pot"  from  which  he  had  drawn  nearly  a 
thousand  ounces  of  gold.    The  news  s(Don 


spread  like  wildfire,  and  in  the  afternoon  the 
w'hole  camp  was  digging  and  prospecting 
there.  It  is  true  that  no  one  equalled  Sure- 
shot's  find,  but  still  every  one  had  had  feme 
luck ;  pots  of  from  ten  to  two  hundred  ounces 
were  common,  and  there  was  none  who  did 
not  get  a  share. 

This  was  the  event  that  had  been  the  cause 
of  the  carousal  in  Dick's  saloon,  the  effects 
of  which  w-ere  now  being  slept  ofi'. 

The  boss  himself  was  the  only  one  who 
was  still  awake.  He  had  drunk  and  gambled 
as  hard  as  any  of  the  others,  but  yet  when  he 
rolled  himself  up  in  his  blanket,  sleep  per- 
sistently refused  to  come  to  his  eyes.  Some- 
how, too,  in  spite  of  his  good  fortune  that 
day,  his  thoughts  were  not  by  any  means  of 
a  pleasant  nature.  -  They  would  persist- 
ently wander  back  to  those  far-ofi'  days 
when  he  was  not  a  hardened  desperado,  a 
leader  of  men  who  only  recognised  one  law, 
and  that  the  muzzle  of  a  revolver.  As  he 
tossed  about  on  his  hard  couch  of  straw, 
scenes  of  his  boyhood  and  early  manhood 
came  to  his  memory,  and  at  the  recollection 
he  groaned  aloud. 

"Oh,  mother!"  he  almost  sobbed,  "is 
this  what  your  Eustie  has  come  to?  " 


In  his  mind's  eye  be  saw  the  old  home- 
stead in  the  bonniest  county  of  old  England, 
flowery^  Devon.     He  remembered  v/ith  acute 
pain  his  father's  noble  face  and  bearing,  in 
which  both  he  and  his  only  and  elder  brother 
Charlie  resembled  him.    In  that  only,  though. 
His  brother  took  after  his  father  in  tempera- 
ment also,  but  he— he  was  an  exact  counter- 
part of  his  great-grandfather,  Mad  Leroy, 
as  the  country  people  still  termed  him.  He 
recalled  his  mother's  sweet,  patient  face  and 
tender,  loving  ways.    How  she  used  to  try  to 
shield  him  and  gloss  over  the  faults  his  fierce, 
imgoverned  temper  caused  him  to  commit. 
How  she  did  everything  heart  could  devise  for 
jhim,  loving  her  wild  second-born  perhaps 
Tjetter  than  even  his  gentler  elder  brother.  But 
vt.hat  was  a!)  twenty-five  years  ago.    Then  he 
■itried  to  turn  his  thoughts  to  his  later  life,  to 
-scenes  of  danger,  ay,  and  of  heroism,  but  in 
vain.    At  length  he  sprang  to  his  feet,  his 
-eyes  wildly  distended. 

"Oh!  how  can  I  bear  it?"  he  said  in 
■iones  broken  with  anguish,  and  pressing  his 
-hands  wildly  to  his  brows.  "That  deed!" 
oh,  the  horror  of  it  now!— that  made  him 
leave  home  without  seeing  his  mother  again, 
without  asking  her  forgiveness. 

Charlie  and  he  both  loved  Alice  Landell, 
■■but  she  was  too  tender,  too  quiet,  ever  to 
return  his  advances.  She  could  understand 
and  love  Charlie,  but  his  own  tierce  bursts  of 
•passion  alternating  with  indifference  were 
beyond  her  comprehension,  and  only  raised 
iear,  if  not  positive  dislike,  in  her  bosom. 

How  vividly  he  recalled  the  day  Charlie 
Ttnd  she  were  to  have  been  married."  He  had 
vowed  Alice  should  never  be  his  brother's, 
and  as  they  walked  up  the  path  of  the  little 
village  churchyard  he  drew  a  pistol  and  shot 
at  Charlie — mad,  vicious  fool  that  he  was. 
Alice  must  have  somehow  divined  his  inten- 
tion, for  with  a  loud  scream  of  warning  she 
threw  herself  in  front  of  her  lover  and  re- 
-.ceived  t'ne  bullet  in  her  own  breast. 

Then  the  awful  look  of  despair  on  his  poor 
mother's  face  as  he  last  saw  her,  bonding 
■over  Alice's  body ;  his  father's  burning 
"^vords  still  rang  in  his  ears ;  and  the  agony 
■of  his  mind  was  becoming  so  great  that 
inaction  was  positively  unendurable.  With 
■■a  muttered  anathema  at  his  own  weakness, 
Sureshot  strode  from  his  tent  with  fierce, 
restless  steps. 

Mile  after  mile  he  walked,  the  unrest  of 
his  soul  lending  greater  activity  to  his  body. 
On  over  the  mesa  he  went,  and  five  miles 
separated  him  from  the  c&nip  ere  he 
stopped. 

He  was  on  the  summit  of  a  high  mesa. 
Turning  his  face  westward,  he  gazed,  but 
■with  unseeing  eyes,  on  the  magnificent 
panorama  that  stretched  over  the  undulating 
hills  of  the  sierra,  lit  now  by  the  glamour  of 
tlie  rising  sun,  till  lost  in  haze,  beyond  which 
rose  and  fell  in  the  far  distance  the  waters  of 
the  Paolflo.  Thus  he  remained  for  some 
minutes,  then  drawing  his  hand  across  his 
brows  and  face,  as  though  endeavouring  to 
wipe  away  the  unwonted  dimness,  he  fixed 
his  eyes  absently  on  two  moving  objects  in 
the  valley  nearest  him. 

For  a  moment  only ;  then  with  a  sup- 
pressed exclamation  of  surprise  he  sank  to 
the  ground,  and  with  panther-like  movement 
began  to  crawl  towards  a  large  rock  some 
hundred  yards  down  the  slope. 

That  which  first  had  attracted  his  notice 
■^vas  two  horsemen,  whom  even  at  that  dis- 
tance he  knew,  by  their  mode  of  riding,  to  be 
Tenderfeet  of  the  most  inexperienced  kind. 
But  he  had  seen  more.  About  two  miles 
further  down,  the  valley  terminated  in  a 
narrow  pass,  and  it  was  -what  his  keen  eyes 
saw  there  that  was  the  cause  of  Sureshot's 
strange  actions. 

He  remained  behind  the  rock  for  more 


than  ten  minutes,  keeping  his  eyes  the  whole 
time  on  the  entrance  of  the  valley.  Horse- 
man after  horseman  filed  through,  and  every 
now  and  then  the  rays  of  the  sun  reflected 
gleaming  shafts  of  light. 

"  Sioux  on  the  warpath — two  hundred  of 
them,"  muttered  the  watcher  to  himself. 
Then  as  a  spur  of  the  mountain  hid  them 
from  his  view,  and  consequently  him  from 
theirs,  he  sprang  to  his  feet. 

What  was  he  to  do  ?  The  valley  led  in 
but  one  direction— to  Deadmen's  Gulch — 
where  in  all  probability  his  companions 
would  still  be  sleeping  off  the  stupor  of  their 
excesses.  The  two  horsemen  in  front  ?  That 
the  Indians  knew  of  their  presence  was  abso- 
lutely certain,  and  that  they  would  cut  them 
off  before  reaching  the  camp  was  equally  sure. 

Should  he  attempt  it  ?  For  a  moment 
only  he  hesitated,  then  his  rough  sense  of 
honour  prevailed.  It  would  have  been  an 
easy  matter  for  him  to  save  himself.  By 
remaining  hid  where  he  was  till  the  war  party 
had  passed,  he  could  then  have  made  his  way 
safely  across  the  mountain  to  the  left  and 
gained  another  camp,  some  eighteen  miles  to 
the  south,  without  much  risk.  Whereas, 
unarmed  save  for  a  revolver,  and,  a'love  all, 
on  foot,  the  chances  were  decitelly  more 
against  than  for  him. 

One  more  glance  to  make  certain  he  could 
not  be  seen  by  the  entmy,  and  he  began  his 
race  of  life  and  death—  for  him  and  for 
others. 

Going  towards  a  point  where  the  valley 
bent  abruptly  to  the  right,  he  exerted  his 
utmost  speed,  for  it  was  there  that  his  only 
chance  lay  of  intercepting  the  two  horsenien. 
Heedless  of  obstacles,  on  he  dashed, 
jumping  over  rocks,  breaking  through 
manzonita  bush  and  sage  scrub,  still  keep- 
ing his  eye  on  his  point,  till  he  reached  it ; 
and  not  a  minute  too  soon. 

Bursting  through  the  last  bush  he  almost 
ran  against  the  two  strangers,  and  the 
manner  in  which  they  watched  his  ajiproach 
showed  only  too  plainly  their  ignorance  of  the 
perils  of  life  in  the  West.  Curiosity  rather 
than  vigilance  was  depicted  on  their  faces. 

Without  the  aid  of  stirrup  Sureshot  sprang 
on  the  back  of  the  horse  his  trained  eye 
knew  to  be  the  s'.  longer,  at  the  same  time 
shouting  : 

"  On,  for  your  lives,  friends  !    On  !  " 

The  other  instinctively  spurred  his  horse, 
and  as  he  ranged  alongside,  Sureshot  in  a 
few  brief  words  told  them  of  their  danger. 

For  fifteen  minutes  a  furious  pace  was  kept 
up,  then  the  second  horse  put  his  foot  in  a 
gopher's  hole  and  came  heavily  down  on  his 
knees,  sending  his  rider  clean  over  his  head. 

In  a  second  Sureshot  was  on  his  feet. 
His  first  care  was  the  horse.  It  was  lamed 
beyond  recovery.  Then  its  rider  ? — he  had 
his  collar-bone  broken,  and  uttered  a  sharp 
cry  of  pain  when  the  other  two  tried  to  raise 
him  to  his  feet. 

It  was  a  desperate  predicament  to  be  in. 
One  horse  to  three  men,  and  one  hardly  able 
to  move.  Two  hundred  redskins  behind 
them,  and  still  a  full  mile  from  Deadmen's 
Gulch. 

A  moment's  thought  decided  Sureshot. 
Some  hundred  and  fifty  yards  from  where 
the  accident  occurred  the  valley  again  nar- 
rowed. A  steep  path,  confined  on  either  side 
by  precipitous  rocks,  led  on  to  the  mesa  across 
which  the  gulch  ran.  If  they  could  reach 
the  pass  before  the  Sioux  were  on  them,  he 
and  the  still  uninjured  man  might  be  able 
not  only  to  defend  themselves,  but  also  to  keep 
the  Indians  in  check  while  the  other  rode 
forward  to  the  camp  for  reinforcements.  He 
explained  quickly  what  he  thought  had  best 
be  done. 

"  Come,  Eustie,"  said  the  elder  of  the 
two  ;  "  try  if  you  can  sit  on  horseback." 


The  blood  rushed  like  an  incoming  wave 
to  Sureshot's  face,  then  receded,  leaving  it 
pale  as  death.  That  name  !— the  pet  name 
by  which  his  mother  used  to  call  him. 
The  face,  too,  of  the  injured  man,  which  he 
now  for  the  first  time  carefully  scrutinised, 
seemed  strangely  familiar. 

Suppressing  the  half  formed  question  that 
rose  to  his  lips,  he  lifted  his  namesake  per- 
haps the  more  tenderly  on  that  account  on 
the  liorse.  Then  they  moved  forward  as 
quickly  as  possible,  but  it  was  slow  progress 
at  the  best,  every  jolt  nearly  cau.sed  the 
young  man  to  fall,  even  though  his  com- 
panion was  at  his  side  supporting  him.  At 
last  the  gorge  was  gained,  and  none  too  soon, 
for  Eustie  gave  a  painful  sob,  and  fell  limp 
and  senseless  into  Sureshot's  arms.  Laying 
him  carefully  on  the  ground  he  turned  to  the 
other  and  abruptly  asked  : 

"  What  is  his  name  ?  " 

"Eustace  Leroy,"  was  the  answer. 

"From  the  Manor  House,  Leroy,  Devon?" 
came  in  a  husky  whisper  from  Sureshot's 
lips. 

"  Yes,"  replied  the  other,  with  a  puzzled 
look  :  and  added,  "  we  have  come  in  search 
of  an  uncle  of  his  who  is  said  to  be  at  Dead- 
men's  Gulch." 

Twice  Sureshot  essayed  to  ask  a  question, 
and  twice  his  parched  lips  lefused.  He  had 
never  made  any  inquiries  regarding  his  home 
people  or  Alice,  fearing  lest  they  might 
lead  to  his  arrest,  for  he  had  ever  dreaded 
that  his  shot  had  been  fatal.  At  last  he 
sp)okc : 

"  His  mother — ■was  her  name  Alice  Lan- 
dell ?  Is  she  alive?"  he  almost  fiercely 
demanded. 

"  Yes,"  was  the  reply,  given  with  a  ftare 
of  some  surprise;  "that  w&s  her  maiden 
name,  and  she  was  all  right  when  we  last 
heard." 

"  Thank  God  I  "  exclaimed  Sureshot. 
The  great  load  that  had  haunted  him  night 
and  day  for  twenty-five  j'ears  was  removed. 

Perhaps  noticing  the  looks  of  wonder  on 
the  other's  face,  he  added  quickly,  "  I  am 
Eustace  Leroy,  his  father's  brother." 

For  a  moment  there  was  silence,  and  then 
Sureshot  again  spoke.  "  He  ■will  not  be  able 
to  ride.  Eide  you  straight  on  till  you  come 
to  the  gulch.  Tell  them  Sureshot  is  here  in 
danger.  That  will  be  enough.  Give  me 
your  rifle,  you  won't  need  it.    Now  go  !  " 

His  manner  was  such  that  the  other  never 
questioned,  but  spurring  his  horse  rode 
swiftly  away  on  his  mission. 

Sureshot  bore  the  insensible  form  of  his 
nephew,  as  he  now  knew  him  to  be,  for 
greater  safety  behind  a  large  stone,  and  sat 
down  to  wait  for  the  danger  that  he  knew 
would  surely  come.  Nor  had  he  long  to  wait ; 
almost  ere  'the  sounds  of  their  friend's  horse's 
hoofs  had  died  away,  a  dozen  drsky  warriors 
came  spurring  up  the  valley.  He  did  not 
show  himself  till  they  were  within  fifty  yards 
of  the  entrance  of  the  pass,  then  he  stepped 
forward  into  full  view  with  his  rifle  in  his 
hands. 

"  Humijh!  "  as  of  one  accord  burst  from 
their  throats,  and  equally  as  simultaneously 
the  twelve  reined  their  hoises  back  on 
their  haunches. 

Well  they  knew  the  man  who  faced  them, 
and  much  they  feared  him.  In  many  a 
fierce  fray  had  the  fear  of  his  unerring  aim 
held  them  in  check ;  but  could  he  do  it 
now  ? 

For  a  minute  or  two  the  Sioux  conferred 
with  one  another,  during  which  time  Sureshot 
remained  motionless.  Then  one  detached 
himself  and  turned  to  ride  back.  Like  a  flash 
the  rifle  was  at  Sureshot's  shoulder,  a  silent 
but  forcible  threat.  The  Indian  hesitated, 
but  prudence  and  love  of  life  prevailed,  and 
he  wheeled  his  steed  round  again. 


^l»e  ©oy'f,'  Owi\  f  apef. 


A  grim  smile  played  round  the  lips  of  the 
white  man. 

"  It  is  as  I  thought,"  he  murmured  to  him- 
self ;  "  this  is  only  a  detachment  to  cut  off 
the  two  horsemen -the  rest  are  waitmg  for 
the  night  to  attack  the  camp." 

A  few  minutes  thus  passed,  then  one  of 
the  braves  sprang  lightly  from  his  horse,  and 
laying  down  his  weapons,  began  to  walk 
slowly  towards  Sureshot. 

The  latter  was  in  a  dilemma.  To  refuse 
the  oSered  parley  would  be  to  show  his 
weakness,  and  on  the  other  hand  to  lay  down 
his  weapon  would  be  too  great  a  risk  with  the 
foes  he  had  to  deal  with.  Just  then,  however, 
he  heard  the  sound  of  a  voice.  It  was  Eustie,  i 
who  had  recovered  from  his  swoon  and  was 
asking  for  a  drink.  ,   ,     „  .  I 

Waving  the   Indians  to  halt,  Sureshot  | 
moved  backwards,  ever  keeping  his  face  to 
the  foe,  till  he  was  abreast  of  the  stone 
behind  which  his  nephew  lay. 
"  Can  you  stand  ?"  he  said. 
"I  think  so,"  was  the  reply.  "Are  the 
Indians  there  ?  "  in. 

"  Yes,  and  they  wish  to  parley  ;  I  daren  t 
do  it  as  it  is,  but  if  you  could  stand  and  rest 
your  rifle  on  the  rock,  I  would  try  it." 

The  earnest  tones  of  the  elder  man  con- 
vinced Eustie  of  the  imperative  necessity, 
and  he  made  the  attempt.  _  It  cost  him 
terrible  pain,  but  he  managed  it. 

The  moment  the  Sioux  saw  the  barrel  of 
the  other  ritie  project  above  the  rock,  he 
retreated.  He  knew  all  he  wanted  to  know, 
Sureshot  was  not  alone. 

A  momentary  pause  till  he  had  remounted, 
then  theh-  wild  war-cry  rang  out  in  the  still 
air,  and  with  a  volley  they  spurred  forward. 

"  Fire  !  "  cried  Sureshot  to  his  companion, 
and  together  they  pulled  the  trigger.  Two 
Sioux  fell,  and  Sureshot  dropped  another  with 
his  revolver.  That  stopped  them,  and  the 
Indians  retired  in  headlong  haste  ;  but  what 
portended  badly  for  the  two  whites  was  that 
one  of  them  continued  his  flight  beyond  the 


valley,  with  the  intention  no  doubt  of  bring- 
ing forward  a  more  formidable  party. 

The  only  question  was  whether  they  or  the 
diggers  would  be  first  on  the  scene. 

No  further  attack  was  attempted ;  the  re- 
maining eight  Indians  had  retired  beyond 
rifle  range,  contenting  themselves  with  vin- 
dictive glances  at  the  bodies  of  their  com- 
rades, that  lay  on  the  open  between  them  and 
Sureshot.  .  , 

Five,  ten,  fifteen  minutes  passed,  and  still 
there  was  no  sign  of  either  friend  or  foe. 
Sureshot  was  beginning  to  hope  that  succour 
would  come  first,  but  he  was  wrong.  A  move- 
ment was  seen  among  the  Sioux,  and  a  second 
or  two  later  a  large  band  of  Indians  came  up 
at  a  gallop.  . 

Without  halting,  on  they  came  m  a  body, 
uttering  a  fierce  whoop  and  evidently  deter- 
mined to  carry  the  pass  by  storm.  This  time 
only  Sureshot  fired,  and  their  leader  fell ;  then 
he  emptied  his  revolver,  but  in  vam  ;  they 
still  pressed  forward,  and  in  a  second  they 
were  on  him.  For  a  little  he  maintained  an 
unequal  contest  favoured  by  the  narrowness 
of  the  place,  but  soon  he  was  borne  backwards, 
step  by  step,  using  the  butt  of  his  rifle  as  a 
club,  till  he  was  beside  his  nephew.  Beyond 
that  he  would  not  be  driven. 

It  did  not  last  long.  Half-a-dozen  of  the 
enemy  scrambled  over  the  rock  and  attacked 
him  in  the  rear.  Somehow  even  m  the 
fiercest  of  the  fight  Sureshot  had  kept  a 
watchful  eye  on  his  nephew,  who  had  again 
fainted  from  the  pain  caused  by  his  exertions 
durin"-  the  first  attack ;  and  now  when  lie 
saw  a"  Sioux  about  to  brain  him  with  his 
tomahawk  he  sprang  like  a  tiger  at  him,  and 
received  the  blow  on  his  own  shoulder. 

A  moment's  excruciating  pain  and  he  re- 
membered no  more. 

When  he  came  to  himself  he  was  being 
carefully  and  tenderly  lifted  by  some  of  his 
comrades.  Just  as  he  had  been  struck  down, 
they  had  charged  along  the  pass,  carrying 


everything  before  them.  The  Sioux  were 
routed  with  much  loss,  and  when  the  triurn- 
phant  diggers  returned  they  found  Sureshot's 
body  lying  over  that  of  his  nephew. 

At  first  they  thought  both  were  dead,  but 
on  lifting  the  former  they  found  that  the 
other  had  escaped  almost  without  hurt. 
With  the  digger,  however,  it  was  different. 
Besides  a  frightful  gash  on  his  shoulder  he 
had  received  several  gunshot  wounds,  any  one 
of  which  alone  would  have  proved  fatal. 

His  first  word  was  an  inquiry  as  to  hi3 
nephew,  and  on  being  informed  he  was  sound 
and  safe,  he  requested  to  see  him.  Eustie, 
who  in  the  meantime  had  been  told  by  his 
companion  who  it  was  that  had  saved  them, 
was  brought  to  Sureshot's  side.  _ 

The  latter  silently  held  out  his  hand, 
which  the  other  took,  while  tears  of  gratitude 
streamed  down  his  face. 

For  a  moment  or  two  neither  spoke,  then 
Sureshot  said  in  a  low  faint  voice  : 
"  My  mother— is  she  still  alive  ?  " 
The  other  sadly  shook  his  head,  and  his 
voice  was  husky  with  emotion  as  he  answered : 
"  She  died  four  years  ago."  ^_ 
"  Did  she— did  she  ever  speak  of  me  ?  _ 
"Often!     We  heard  that  you  were  m 
California  from  a  returned  miner,  and  it 
was  her  last  desire  that  I  should  seek  you. 
Your  name  was  among  the  last  words  she 
ever  spoke."  . 

A  pleased  smile  swept  over  the  dymg 
man's  face.  Suddenly  drawing  himself 
up  to  a  sitting  position  and  stretching  out 
his  arms,  he  cried  "Mother  !  "  Then  fell 
back,  dead.  . 

In  a  small  village  church  in  bonnie  Devon 
there  is  a  memorial  stone  on  which  is  in- 
scribed : 

"  Sacred  to  the  memory  of  Eustace  Leroy, 
who  died  at  Deadmen's  Gulch,  California, 
Sept.  10,  1851.  Aged  47.  '  He  gave  his  hfe 
for  others.' " 

(the  end.) 


A  MIDNIGHT  CRUISE. 
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Iesest  and  Frank  were  looking  forward 
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with  more  than  ordinary  glee  to  tne 
summer  holidays,  for  not  only  were  they 
going  to  spend  the  greater  portion  of  the 
vacation  with  their  parents  at  their  usua 
seaside  resort  in  the  Solent,  but  they  had 
iust  received  a  letter  from  home  saying  that 
a  small  yacht  had  been  hired  for  their 
amusement.  .       ,  ,•,  . 

It  had  always  been  the  aim  of  their  ex- 
istence to  have  a  boat  which  they  could  call 
their  own  and  sail  themselves,  instead  of 
only  being  allowed  to  handle  the  tiller  now 
and  then  as  a  favour,  and  having  to  confine 
their  cruises  to  an  hour  or  two,  according  to 
the  length  of  their  purses.  . 

The  time  dragged  heavily  after  the  receipt 
of  this  delightful  news,  but  the  morning  at 
len"th  arrived  when  the  boys  had  the  satis- 
faction of  seeing  their  boxes  carted  off  to  the 
station,  and  soon  afterwards  the  boys  them- 
selves were  filing  through  the  streets  bound 
for  the  same  destination. 

All  boys  who  travel  home  for  the  nolidays 
by  train  are  fully  aware  of  what  usually 
happens  during  the  journey ;  and  the  sub- 
sequent journey  to  the  seaside  need  not  be 
dwelt  upon.  Suffice  it  to  say,  that  the 
Dragonfly  certainly  came  up  to  their  ex- 
pectation in  every  way.  She  was  about  21 
feet  long  and  7  feet  beam,  half  decked,  with 
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I  waterways  and  a  short  counter  ;  she  had  also 
'  a  small  cabin.  Best  of  all,  she  was  a  lifeboat, 
being  fitted  with  air-cases  sufficient  to  float 
her  when  full  of  water. 

That  very  evening  the  boys  persuaded 
their  father  to  give  them  their  first  lesson 
in  seamanship,  and  wonderfully  handy  the 
little  craft  proved  herself  to  be.  She  had 
three  sails,  viz.,  jib,  gaff-mainsail,  and  mizen, 
and,  with  her  centreboard  down,  she  beat  to 
windward  in  the  smooth  water  in  capital 
style.  It  was  late  before  they  returned,  and, 
after  the  exciting  day,  our  young  friends  were 
not  sorry  to  find  themselves  in  bed. 

By  the  end  of  a  fortnight  the  boys  were 
sufficiently  expert  in  the  management  of  the 
boat  to  be  trusted  out  alone,  and  the  boat- 
man, Jem,  who  had  been  engaged  by  their 
father  to  give  an  eye  to  the  safe  custody  of 
the  yacht,  was  always  ready  with  a  few 
necessary  hints  as  to  the  set  of  the  tides  and 
navigation  generally. 

Considerable  amusement  was  obtained 
from  the  little  cabin ;  for,  while  Ernest,  the 
elder  brother,  steered,  Frank  would  often  go 
"  below,"  as  they  were  pleased  to  call  it,  and, 
with  the  help  of  the  spirit  stove,  heat  a  tm 
of  soup  or  brew  a  cup  of  tea  or  cocoa. 

Now  the  chances  are  that  this  narrative 
would  never  have  been  written  had  it  not 
been  for  the  existence  of  a  certain  swing- 


lamp  secured  to  a  bulkhead  in  this  same 
cabin,  which  fostered  in  the  mmds  of  the 
boys  the  idea  of  spending  a  night  on  board. 
It  would  be  so  snug  and  jolly,  they  argued. 

The  notion  having  once  occurred  to  them, 
my  readers  will  not  be  surprised  to  hear  that 
it  was  not  long  before  they  found  an  op- 
portunity of  tackling  their  indulgent  parents 
on  the  subject,  and  as  the  weather  was  fine 
and  warm  no  objection  was  raised  to  their 
spending  a  few  nights  at  anchor.  Neverthe- 
less, certain  conditions  were  enforced,  and 
Jem  was  instructed  to  see  that  the  nding 
light  was  properly  hoisted  each  evening  at 
sundown,  and  that  the  ground  tackle  of  the 
yacht  was  in  a  1  rust  worthy  condition. 

It  was  thought  that  the  novelty  of  sleeping 
in  a  small,  uncomfortable  cabin  would  soon 
wear  off ;  but,  on  the  contrary,  the  youngsters 
found  it  so  much  to  their  taste  that  they 
were  in  no  hurry  to  return  to  the  conventional 
bedroom,  and  some  ten  days  elapsed  before 
the  adventure,  which  forms  the  subject  of 
this  article,  happeaed  to  them. 

One  night  Jem  had  put  them  on  board  as 
usual  about  ten  o'clock,  and  they  were  sleep- 
ino-  off  the  effects  of  a  long  walk  with  their 
father,  when  they  were  awakened  by  a  loud 
knocking  at  the  cabm  door. 

"  What's  that  ?  "  said  Ernest. 

The  knocking  still  continued,  and  it  was 
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soon  evident  to  the  boys  that  a  change  in 
the  weather  had  taken  place,  for  the  wind 
was  howling,  and  the  boat  rolling  in  a  most 
unpleasant  manner. 

"  Unfasten  the  bolt,  Master  Ernest ;  it's  me 
Jem."  ' 

"  You,  Jem,"  replied  Ernest,  as  he  drew 
back  the  bolt ;  "  what's  the  row  :  it's  got  very 
rough,  hasn't  it  ?  " 

The  door  flew  open  and  Jem's  answer  was 
drowned  m  the  rush  of  wind  into  the  cabin  ; 
he  lost  no  time,  however,  in  telling  the  lads 
that  the  yacht  could  not  remain  where  she 
was,  and  that  they  must  get  under  way  at 
once  and  make  for  the  nearest  harbour. 

The  boys,  who  were  already  in  their  flan- 
nels, slipped  on  their  pea-jackets  and  oilskins 
and  crawled  into  the  well,  for  the  boat  was 
now  rolling  about  so  violently  that  they 
found  it  difficult  to  keep  their  legs. 

It  was  anything  but  a  pleasant  look-out 
The  night  was  dark  as  pitch,  and  heavy 
drops  of  ram  or  spray  were  driving  over  the 
boat.  The  glimmer  from  the  lamp  was  just 
sufficient  to  illuminate  the  crests  of  the 
waves  as  they  reared  up  alongside,  and  it 
seemed  little  short  of  a  miracle  that  they  did 
not  find  their  way  on  board. 

Jem  lost  no  time  in  getting  the  storm-jib 
from  the  sail  locker ;  he  then  set  the  mizen 
with  a  reef  in  it,  and  told  the  bovs  that  if 
they  would  take  the  helm  he  would  run  the 
]ib  up  and  cast  off,  and  they  could  reef  and 
set  the  mainsail  when  they  were  under  way 
"What's  that  black  thing  astern,  .Jim'" 
said  Ernest. 
"  Why  the  dinghy  of  course,"  replied  Jem. 
I  got  her  pretty  well  half  full  of  water 
coming  off,  but  we'll  see  to  that  presently. 
Now  look  out,  Master  Ernest,  for  after  I  have 
set  the  jib  and  let  go  from  the  moorings 
you  must  put  your  helm  to  port,  and,  when 
I  smg  out,  your  brother  can  haul  in  the 
mizen  sheet  and  belay." 

This  programme  was  duly  carried  out  and 
a  few  minutes  afterwards  the  Dra-^'onfly 
was  smashing  through  the  short  waves"-  not 
making  much  headway,  however,  for  she 
showed  very  httle  canvas  and  was  towincr  a 
waterlogged  dinghy.  " 

"  Keep  her  as  she  goes,"  said  Jem,  "  and 
1 11  try  her  with  a  bit  of  the  mainsail :  we 
shall  get  blown  ashore  at  this  rate." 

When  the  mainsail  had  been  close-reefed 
and  hoisted  it  had  the  effect  of  heeling  the 
boat  over  m  a  most  alarming  manner  ;  but 
Jem  said  she  could  stand  it  and  told  Ernest 
not  to  luff  up  unless  the  water  came  over  the 
combings  of  the  well.  He  then  hauled  up  the 
dinghy,  and,  watchmghis  opportunity, slipped 
into  her  with  the  intention  of  baling  out 
the  water.  "When  I've  done,"  said  he,  "you 
can  haul  me  aboard  again  ;  I  shan't  be  long  " 
Jem  dropped  astern,  and  they  could  tell  he 
had  got  to  work  by  the  splashes  which  now 
and  again  reached  their  ears.  The  boys 
were  sitting  side  by  side  in  the  well,  and  lo 
tell  the  truth,  they  were  not  a  little  frio-ht- 
ened.  Up  to  this  time  the  company  of  Jem 
and  the  excitement  of  getting  under  way  had 
not  allowed  them  to  fully  realise  their  situa- 
tion, but  now  they  were  alone,  and  steerin" 
over  the  wild  sea  into  the  darkness  ahead  it 
came  home  to  them,  and  they  drew  still  closer 
together. 

Occasionally  a  drenching  shower  of  spray 
came  over  them  with  such  fmce  that  it  made 
their  faces  smart  a-ain,  aiid  they  crouched 
dovvn  m  order  that  they  mi^n  get  as  much 
shelter  as  possible. 

Jem  had  been  gone  some  five  minutes 
when  a  heavier  gust  than  they  had  yet  ex- 
perienced caught  the  sails,  and  as  the  boat 
flew  through  the  wafer  they  heard  the  cry 
they  had  been  expecting  from  astern. 

"Now,  Frank,"  said  Ernest,  "  haul  on  the 
rope." 


"  I  shall  never  get  him  up  going  at  this 
pace  '  he  replied,  as  he  leant  over  to  grasp 
the  dinghy's  painter.  The  next  instant  he 
exclaimed  m  terrified  accents,  "  It's  qonc  ■  the 
rope's  gone  .'  "  > 

"  Gone  ?  "  said  his  brother,  hastily  feeling 
the  cleat  with  his  unoccupied  hand  ■  "so  it 
has." 

The  painter  had  been  hurriedly  belayed 
and,  as  they  were  tearing  along  from  the 
effects  of  the  squall,  it  had  become  unhitched 
and  the  boys  were  now  left  to  their  own 
resources. 

No  sooner  did  they  realise  that  the  dinghy 
had  parted  company  than  they  luffed  up 
into  the  wind,  and  after  some  liitle  difficulty 
succeeded  in  putting  the  boat  on  the  oppo- 
site tack ;  they  then  strained  their  eyes  in 
the  vain  hope  of  catching  sight  of  the  truant, 
and  shouted  themselves  hoarse  to  let  Jem 
know  of  their  whereabouts.  The  liglit  in 
the  cabin  had  been  previously  extinguished 
as  it  dazzled  their  eyes  and  made  the  night 
appear  blacker  than  ever.  It  did  not  occur 
to  them  to  re-light  it  and  use  ii  as  a  signal 

After  standing  on  this  tack  for  a  time 
without  any  result,  they  went  about  once 
more,  and  kept  the  boat  going  in  the  direc- 
tion Jem  had  counselled  them  to  steer  when 
they  first  started  on  their  unfortunate  cruise. 

The  situation  was  perilous  in  the  extreme 
Our  two  young  friends,  indifferent  sailors,  to 
say  the  least  of  it,  were  alone  in  a  small 
half-decked  boat  on  a  dark,  boisterous  niaht 
without  any  knowledge  of  the  lights  which 
should  guide  them  in  seeking  a  place  of 
safety,  or,  indeed,  without  the-least  idea  of 
where  they  would  eventually  find  themselves 
It  they  continued  to  steer  their  present 
course  till  daybreak,  always  supposing  they 
were  not  shipwrecked  in  the  meantime. 

They  were  cold  and  hungry  too,  but 
being  plucky  lads,  it  was  not  long  before 
they  began  to  take  a  hopeful  view  of  things 
and  they  arranged  to  relieve  each  other  at 
the  tiller  until  daylight. 

Fortunately,  the  wind  and  sea  soon  showed 
unmistakable  signs  of  going  down,  and  they 
were  undecided  whether  it  would  not  be 
better  to  turn  towards  home  again-  they 
finally  elected,  however,  to  hold  on  their 
course,  for  fear  it  should  come  on  to  blow 
harder  later  on. 

They  were  not  a  little  anxious  about  Jem 
but  they  agreed  that  he  was  quite  able  to 
take  care  of  himself,  and  was  by  this  time  no 
doubt  safe  ashore.  The  anxiety  their  parents 
would  be  subjected  to,  however,  caused  the 
boys  much  uneasiness. 

The  night  passed  slowly  on,  and  the  wind 
died  out  gradually  until  it  dropped  altogether. 
A  short  time  before,  it  seemed  as  if  the  sails 
would  be  torn  from  their  lashings,  but  now 
they  flapped  idly  as  the  boat  heeled  to  the 
swell,  and  care  had  to  be  taken  to  avoid  the 
boom  as  it  swung  heavily  across  the  boat. 

Steering  being  now  useless,  the  boys  low- 
ered the  sails  and  re-lighted  the  lamp  in  the 
cabin,  and,  having  treated  themselves  to  a 
cup  of  cocoa  and  a  few  biscuits,  they  felt 
more  disposed  totakematters  philosophically. 

"I  say,"  said  Ernest,  "it  must  want  some 
time  to  daylight  even  now,  and  I'm  awfully 
sleepy ;  I  vote  we  anchor  and  hoist  the  riding 
light." 

"A  good  thought,"  replied  Frank,  and 
they  set  to  work  to  carry  out  Ihs  proposal: 
their  cable,  however,  was  a  short  one,  and,  to 
their  chagrin,  they  found  that  the  anchor 
dragged.  . 

_  "  Never  mind,"  remarked  Ernest,  "  leave 
it  over,  and  if  we  drift  into  shallow  water  it 
will  hold  fast  enough.  We  do  not  seem  to 
be  in  the  track  of  ships,  and  even  if  we  were 
our  riding  light  would  tell  them  of  our  where- 
abouts." 

They  then  stretched  themselves  on  the 


lockers  in  the  cabin,  and  in  a  few  minutes 
were  m  a  profound  slumber. 


It  was  eight  o'clock  on  the  following 
morning  when  the  boys  were  aroused  by  a 
horrible  screech.  They  looked  at  each  other 
m  dismay  and  made  a  rush  for  the  door  of 
the  cabin.  Nothing  was  to  be  seen,  however 
for  the  yacht  was  enveloped  in  a  dense  mist 
and  the  weird  sound  that  had  awakened  them 
was  now  fully  accounted  for.  A  fog-siren 
was  briskly  at  play  quite  close  to  them,  and 
the  hearts  of  the  boys  were  in  their  mouth« 
as  they  endeavoured  to  pierce  the  gloom  and 
catch  a  glimpse  of  the  danger  which  threat- 
ened them.  They  shouted  their  loudest,  but 
their  voices  were  drowned  in  the  uproar 

Hoarse  cries  now  reached  their  ears,  and 
the  next  moment,  to  their  horror,  the  boy-, 
heard  a  tremendous  crash,  instantly  followed 
bythesoundoffallingspars  and  terror-stricken 
voices. 

_  A  collision  had  certainly  occurred  in  their 
immediate  neighbourhood,  although  nothin..- 
was  visible  owing  to  the  fog.  Presently  the 
sound  of  oars  was  heard,  mingled  with  crie'^ 
for  help,  and  they  gathered  that  a  boat  was 
endeavouring  to  rescue  the  crew  of  the  ill- 
fated  craft  that  had  been  run  down.  The 
boys  now  got  out  their  sweeps  and  propelled 
the  yacht  in  the  direction  of  the  turmoil  They 
soon  found  themselves  in  the  midst  of  a  lot  of 
wreckage,  and  were  hailed  by  the  occupants  of 
a  small  boat  laden  almost  to  the  water's  edge. 
"Hullo,  who  are  you?  "  was  the  inquiry.  ' 
"  "\\  e  were  blown  out  to  sea  last  night "' 
was  their  reply  ;  "  what  has  happened  ?  " 

_"  We  have  sunk  a  brig,  and  her  skipper  ic 
missing;  take  some  of  these  chaps  aboard 
while  we  ha\  e  another  look  for  him." 

About  a  dozen  seamen,  some  of  whom  had 
the  appearance  of  being  half-drowned,  were 
hastily  transferred  to  the  Dragonfly,  and  the 
boat  continued  her  search,  the  officer  in 
charge  telling  the  lads  to  remain  where  they 
were  until  he  returned. 

The  boat  had  hardly  disappeared  before  a 
steam  whistle  sounded  twice,  a  signal,  as  it 
afterwards  transpired,  to  recall  the  officer  to 
his  ship.  He  soon  returned  to  the  boys 
however,  who  were  relieved  to  hear  that  the 
man  he  had  been  in  search  of  had  contrived 
to  gam  the  steamer  in  safety  ;  so,  happily,  no 
loss  of  life  had  occurred. 

With  a  little  assistance  the  yacht  was  soon 
alongside  the  vessel  an.l  secured  to  the  gang- 
way ;  the  boys,  with  their  passengers,  then 
climbed  on  board,  and  were  not  a  little  pleased 
to  find  themselves  on  the  deck  of  a  larger 
craft. 

Of  course  a  considerable  degree  of  excite- 
ment prevailed  on  the  steamer,  and  it  wa<^ 
soon  ascertained  that  the  injury  to  her  bow 
plates  caused  by  the  collision  would  necessi- 
tate a  return  to  dock  before  she  proceeded  on 
her  voyage. 

"It's  an  ill  wind  that  blows  nolodygood," 
and,  as  the  captain  made  no  difficulty  about 
towmg  the  yacht,  it  proved  a  grand"  oppor- 
tunity of  getting  back  speedily  to  the  Solent. 

The  fog  now  showed  sign's  of  lifting,  and 
before  long  it  cleared  sufficiently  to  enable 
the  boys  to  sight  a  tug  rapidly  approaching, 
evidently  with  the  intention  of  speakin^  th'e 
steamer.  ° 

.\s  the  boys  had  imagined,  Jem  reached 
the  shore  in  safety  and  lost  no  time  in  ac- 
quainting their  father  with  what  had  hap- 
pened. As  soon  as  possible  afterwards,  a 
tug  was  chartered  to  i^roceed  in  search  of  the 
Dragonfly,  and  this  was  the  vessel  now  Hear- 
ing the  steamer.  Our  young  friends  soon 
descried  their  jiarents  on  the  bridge  and  were 
shortly  restored  to  their  care. 

_  Ernest  and  Frank  never  forgot  their  mid- 
night cruise,  and  they  were  quite  content  to 
sleep  ashore  in  future. 


aper. 
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SHE  certainly  was  not  beautiful,  though 
perhaps  her  occupation  of  step-cleaning 
raaj-  not  introduce  her  from  the  best  point  of 
view. 

She  was  scrubbing  as  hard  and  as  quickly 
as  she  could,  her  vigorous  efforts  resulting  in 
a  yet  deeper  tinge  of  red  on  the  homely  face 
with  its  many  freckles.  Rough  hair  may  be 
considered  picturesque  at  times,  but  when 
viewed  escaping  in  straight  sandy  locks 
^rom  a  tawdry  cheap  cap,  not  even  clean,  it 
may  possibly  only  offend  the  eye.  Her  feet 
were  incased  in  boots  the  worse  for  wear, 
as  the  upturned  soles  showed  plainly.  The 
sleeves  of  the  dingy  cotton  dress  were  rolled 
up,  displaying  arms  as  red  as  her  face.  Every 
movement  was  energetic,  if  not  elegant,  while 
the  bath-brick  revolved  rapidly,  tightly 
grasped  in  the  chilled  purple  fingers. 

A  shout  from  behind  in  her  ear  made  her 
start.  Then,  before  she  could  turn  round,  a 
big  schoolboy  jumped  over  her  pail,  and  a 
pair  of  muddy  boots  were  planted  on  her 
clean  top  step. 

"  There,  Sally  !  "  he  exclaimed,  "  I've  only 
spoilt  one  for  you,  and  you  know  I  might 
have  walked  right  up  all  three  of  them." 
Sally's  mouth  expanded  into  a  broad  grin. 
"  Now,  Master  Tom,  don't  you  go  giving 
ms  any  of  your  pranks  to-day,  for  I  am  that 
driven  as  I  don't  know  which  way  to  turn. 
Here's  your  uncle  and  aunt  a-coming  to 
dinner  at  half  past  one,  and  I've  these  here 
steps  to  finish,  and  the  droring-room  to  dust, 
and  the  table  to  lay,  and  the  dinner  to  get 
ready ;  let  alone  the  cleaning  myself  before 
•they  ring  the  bell !  " 

_  The  end  of  her  sentence  was  wasted  on 
air,  as  Tom  disappeared  into  the  house  on 
hearing  her  first  statement,  which  he  received 
with  no  appearance  of  extreme  delight. 

He  found  the  usual  sitting-room  turned 
upside  down,  the  table  in  the  centre  filled 
with  china  and  glass  which  had  evidently 
just  been  washed,  as  a  bowl  and  cloth  stood 
by  them.  Paper  parcels  of  groceries  encum- 
bered the  sofa,  and  his  mother,  with  a  large 
apron  on  and  a  bunch  of  keys  in  her  hand, 
■was  proceeding  to  unlock  the  doors  of  the 
corner  cupboard. 

"  What  a  fuss  !  "  remarked  he  as  he  sur- 
veyed the  scene.  "And  all  about  two  old 
fogies  coming  to  dinner.  What  appetites 
they  must  have  if  we  four  are  going  to  eat  all 
that  spread  I  see  preparing  in  the  kitchen  !  " 

"  My  dear  boy,  do  speak  more  respect- 
fully," answered  his  mother  with  an  aggrieved 
inflection  in  her  voice.  "  Eemember  uncle 
Eobert  is  your  dear  father's  eldest  brother, 
and  they  are  rich,  and  live  so  differently  from 
what  we  do  ;  and  your  aunt  is  so  difficult  to 
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please,  she  will  be  sure  to  say  I  am  not 
bringing  you  up  well  ;  you  know  she  always 
does,  and  I  am  sure  I  do  try  and  do  every- 
thing just  as  your  dear  father  would  have 
wished.  To  hear  them  talk,  a  person  would 
think  I  was  trying  to  go  against  him.  It  is 
so  hard  upon  a  poor  widow  to— to  " 

A  handkerchief  here  came  out,  and  having 
cause  to  dread  his  mother's  weeping  moods, 
Tom  hastened  to  say  cheerily : 

"All  right,  mother,  I'll  be  civil,  never  you 
fear  ;  and  can't  I  help  you  by  reaching  down 
those  bundles  of  rubbish  you  are  fishing  for  at 
the  back  of  that  top  shelf?  " 

"  Bundles  of  rubbish  !  "  cried  Mrs.  Perkins. 
"  Why,  they  are  the  best  silver,  which  has 
never  all  been  out  since  the  day  of  your 
christening  ;  nearly  fifteen  years  ago  !  " 

^"  Well,  I  would  defy  any  one  to  know 
■vliether  it  was  silver  or  what,  through  all 
those  wrappings,"  laughed  Tom.  "Now  I 
won't  smash  them,  so  don't  look  as  if  you 
dared  not  trust  me  to  touch  them.  I  am 
going  to  begin  to  unroll  the  mummies  for 
you." 

_  Paper  after  paper  taken  off,  revealed  a 
silver  teapot  and  cream-jug,  a  cruet-stand, 
and  various  small  articles,  including  spoons 
and  forks  ;  an  unusual  stock  of  plate  for  the 
widow  of  a  grocer  in  a  small  country  town 
to  possess,  and  therefore  regarded  by  her 
with  no  small  pride. 

"  Your  uncle  gave  us  that  teapot  when  we 
were  married,  and  your  papa  bought  those 
spoons  for  your  christening,"  she  remarked, 
fingering  them  complacently. 

"  But  whatever  do  you  keep  them  hidden 
away  like  that  for,  where  they  are  no  use 
to  anybody?  Why  don't  we  use  them?" 
asked  Tom. 

"  Use  the  best  silver  ?  Not  very  likely  I  " 
exclaimed  she,  and  no  doubt  considered  that 
thereby  she  was  giving  a  most  lucid  explana- 
tion of  the  reasons  for  its  non-use. 

Her  excited  tone  brought  Sally  on  the 
scene,  who  stood  at  the  door,  pail  in  hand, 
transfixed  with  astonishment. 

"  Oh  my  !  "  she  ejaculated,  at  the  sight  of 
the  treasures  on  the  table.  For  eleven  years 
had  she  been  in  Mrs.  Perkins's  service,  ever 
since  she  came,  a  little  girl  from  the  work- 
house, to  her  first  place,  and  never  had  she 
even  suspected  the  existence  of  "  the  plate." 

"  Fetch  me  the  whiting  and  leather,  girl, 
quick  !  and  don't  stand  staring  there  with 
your  mouth  wide  open.  And  see,  mind,  you 
have  got  to  look  sharp  after  these  things 
now  they  are  out.  They  are  worth  a  heap  of 
money,  so  don't  leave  the  kitchen  door  open 
nor  let  any  one  come  in  till  the  company  are 
gone,  and  I  can  put  them  away  again." 


Preparations  after  this  went  on  apace. 
The  silver  was  duly  rubbed  till  it  shone,  the 
drawmg-room  shutters  were  opened,  and  Mrs. 
Perkms  herself  did  the  dusting,  that  Sally 
might  give  her  undivided  attention  to  the 
dnmer.  As  it  was  the  month  of  October, 
and  the  unused  room  felt  chilly,  a  fire  was 
lighted,  which  oLstjiately  refused  to  drawfor 
some  time.  The  smoke  would  not  ascend 
the  damp  chimney,  and  rushed  instead,  in 
perfect  volumes,  into  the  room,  necessitating 
open  windows,  and  re-dusting  on  account  of 
the  blacks  ;  so  that,  after  all,  poor  Sally  was 
late  in  the  process  of  cleaning  herself,  and 
the  duty  fell  to  Tom  of  ushering  iu  the 
expected  guests. 

Mr.  Eobert  Perkins  was  a  tall  stout  man, 
rather  bald,  of  florid  complexion,  with  a 
well-to-do,  self-satisfied  air,— a  man  who  had 
prospered  in  the  world,  and  enjoved  its  good 
things,  earned  by  sheer  hard  work  throughout 
the  best  years  of  his  life.  He  seemed  out  of 
place  in  the  tiny  villa,  and  looked  as  though  i 
he  thought  so  himself,  as  he  shook  hands  I 
condescendingly  with  his  nephew  and  sister- 
in-law. 

His  wife  was  a  thin  and  rather  worn- 
looking  little  woman,  with  sharp  black  eyes 
that  took  in  everything  at  a  glance.  Mrs. 
Perkins  felt  instinctively,  even  as  they  ex- 
changed greetings,  that  Mrs.  Eobert  was 
quite  aware  that  the  black  silk  dress  in 
which  she  was  arrayed  in  honour  of  her 
guests,  was  her  old  one  turned,  and  so 
fashionably  trimmed  that  most  people  would 
take  it  for  a  new  one  ;  also  that  Mrs.  Eobert 
comprehended  at  a  glance  why  the  disposi- 
tion of  the  drawing-room  furniture  was 
slightly  changed— viz.,  to  hide  sundry  rather 
wonr  places  in  the  carpet. 

The  two  ladies  soon  retreated  upstairs; 
and  while  BIrs.  Perkins  helped  to  divest 
Mrs.  Eobert  of  her  numerous  wraps,  and 
duly  admired  her  new  cap,  Mr.  Perkins  and 
Tom  settled  themselves  at  the  drawing-room 
window,  where  the  junior  underwent  a  rather 
searching  examination  at  the  hands  of  the 
senior,  as  to  his  acquirements,  and  the 
amount  of  learning,  generally,  which  he  was 
gaining  at  the  graimnar  school  in  the  town  ; 
interspersed  with  much  good  advice,  to 
which  Tom  did  not  give  a  quite  undivided 
attention,  as  he  was  wondering  impatiently 
why  his  mother  stopped  such  an  intermin- 
able time  upstairs,  when  she  must  know  how 
he  hated  being  left  alone  with  his  uncle. 

She  reappeared  as  dinner  was  announced 
by  Sally,  with  the  words  "  which,  if  you 
please.  Master  Tom,  the  dinner  is  took  in,  and 
I've  told  your  ma." 

{To  be  continved.) 


DOG  WATCH  YARN'S. 

By  J.  A.  HiGGiNsoN  (late  Eoyal  Mail  Service). 

Author  of  "The  Mutineers  of  the  May  Queen"  etc. 


"T  THINK,  friends,"  exclaimed  Patrick  Cas- 
-L  sidy,  the  most  prominent  of  the  pas- 
sengers assembled  in  the  fore  cabin  of  the 
Silver  Dream  — "I  think,  friends,  that  as- 
sartment  should  last  us  the  voyage  ;  "  and  he 
indicated  a  large  box  which  each  haii  con- 
tributed towards  filling  with  jams,  sardines, 
and  other  preserves  not  supplied  by  the  ship. 

A  hearty  assent  greeted  the  remark,  but 
as  loud  cheering  indicated  the  ship's  de- 
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parture  the  box  was  locked,  the  key  being 
handed  to  the  speaker,  and  all  hastened  to 
bid  farewell  to  friends  they  might  never 
again  behold.  A  brisk  fair  wiiid  soon  carried 
the  Silver  Dream  clear  of  land,  and  all 
sought  relief  in  the  generous  pastime  of 
"  feeding  the  fishes." 

Here  again  Patrick  Cassidy  became  pro- 
minent. 

With  hands   clasping  that  part  of  his 


frame  lying  beneath  the  heart,  and  with  the 
glow  of  health  replaced  by  tints  of  a  decided 
green,  he  presently  ceased  the  disinterested 
toil,  and  sank  on  a  seat. 

"  What's  the  matter  ?  "  I  inquired. 

"  Sure  I  think  it's  the  measles,"  he  replied, 
faintly  ;  "  for  'twas  bad  in  Macroom  when  I 
left.  An — an  hour  ago  I  was  as  hearty  as 
yourself,  this  minute ;  but  now  me  little 
stummick  is  like  a  chair  at  Tim  Dooley's 


auction— 'tis  goin',  goin',  and  will  soon  be 
gone  entirely.    ^Vhat  will  I  take  for  it  ?  " 

"  I  would  not  buy,  nor  have  it  as  a  gift." 

"Och,  I  didn't  mean  that,  but  something 
to  ease  the  earthquake  inside  o'  me,"  said 
he,  dolefully. 

"  Try  a  "fat  mutton  chop,"  I  said. 

He  suddenly  bent  double.  A  violent  in- 
ward commotion  was  accompanied  by  an 
Irish  fantasia  on  howls,  and  imploring  the 
steward's  assistance  he  rushed  to  the  lee 
rail.  For  the  space  of  a  week  all  were  in 
like  condition,  and  then  they  met  at  the 
breakfast-table,  eager  to  enjoy  the  fruits  of 
the'r  forethought. 

With  a  flourish  of  the  key  Cassidy  opened 
the  box  that  contained  the  longed-for  deli- 
cacies, and,  behold,  it  was  as  void  as  a  newly 
dug  grave.  Indeed,  it  proved  the  tomb  of 
many  a  keen  regret,  since  the  vanished 
contents  were  never  recovered.  That  break- 
fast was  a  dismal  failure.  Poor  Pat  was 
horror-stricken,  and  vehemently  declared  his 
inr.ocsnce,  but  suspicious  glances  were  lev- 
elled upon  the  one  whom  all  had  so  trusted, 
until,  in  a  fit  of  desperation,  he  declared  that 
the  vital  fluid  of  those  who  even  thouglit  him 
guilty  would  adorn  "  the  lid  of  the  ship." 

The  robbery  was  instantly  reported,  but 
all  efforts  to  recover  the  property  proved 
useless ;  and,  indeed,  the  incident  was  soon 
forgotten  in  the  anxiety  of  much  greater 
losses. 

One  morning  young  O'Grady  rushed  from 
his  room,  and  declared  that  a  fine  revolver 
had  disappeared  during  the  night.  Simul- 
taneously the  charming  Miss  INIagrath  de- 
plored the  loss  of  her  diamond  ear-rings  and 
gold  brooch ;  whilst  a  third  victim  was 
minus  a  valuable  gold  -watch  and  chain.  It 
was  clear  that  an  expert  thief  was  on  board, 
since  even  the  saloon  had  been  visited,  and 
one  family  in  the  steerage  reported  the  loss 
of  sixteen  sovereigns. 

A  secret  watch  was  now  kept  upon  the 
movements  of  the  sailors :  but  just  before 
crossing  the  Line  the  third  robbery  was 
effected,  and  this  time  in  the  very  fok'sle 
itself. 

"  I  say.  Bill,  you  been  to  my  donkey,  last 
watch  ?  "  a  shellback  inquired  of  his  chum. 

"  No,  Jack  ;  lost  anything  ?  " 

'•Two  pound  o'  baccy,"  was  the  answer; 
and  the  man  heaved  a  deep  sigh,  attesting 
the  greatness  of  the  calamity. 

Sailor  Bill  at  once  overhauled  his  donkey 
—in  plain  English  his  clothes-chest— and  a 
torrent  of  strong  language  indicated  that  liis 
tobacco  was  also  gone. 

In  short,  every  mother's  son  in  the  fok'- 
s'le  had  just  the  same  ditty  to  sing,  and 
who  the  thief  could  be  seemed  past  discover- 


ing.   No  part  of  the  ship  appeared  safe  from 
the  mysterious  thief,  for  the  people  were 
soon  again  thrown  into  a  state  of  excitement 
w-hen  the  purser  reported  the  loss  of  wine, 
beer,  and  spirits  from  the  store-room.  Thus 
matters  stood,  none  knowing  when  or  where 
the  ne.xt  theft  might  occur,  until  one  night  I 
was  aroused  by  a  blow  delivered  through  the  j 
open  window  beside  my  bunk.    Hurrying  on  [ 
deck  to  ascertain  the  cause,  I  found  one  of  ' 
the  ship's  boys  in  the  clutches  of  angry  j 
Patrick  Cassidy.  ) 

"  What  were  you  doing  down  below?  "  the  j 
latter  inquired  sharply.  i 
"  Wat  yer  mean  ?  "  demanded  the  youth  \ 
in  a  strong  Cockney  accent.  j 
"  You  have  been  down  there,"  the  other  i 
returned,  and  pointed  to  a  large  iron  venti-  | 
lator,  in  which  a  rope  was  hanging,  that  j 
would  give  to  a  nimble  burglar  easy  access  to  ; 
the  lower  decks.    "  You  have  been   down  ' 
there  and  have  stolen  something."  : 
"  Search  me,"  cried  the  boy,  who  turned  : 
out  his  pockets  as  a  proof  of  his  innocence,  j 
"  It  was  yoii,  put  the  rope  there,"  he  added 
emphatically,  "  I  saw  you."         _  _  [ 
For  a  space  the  accused  stood  rigid,  a  look  i 
of  mingled  passion  and  alarm  overspreading  | 
his  countenance.    Then  by  a  swift,  yet  sting-  J 
ing  slap  upon  the  ear  he  sent  the  youth  j 
staggering  across  the  deck.     "  Take  that,  j 
you  rascal ! "  he  said.    But  the  boy  still 
maintained  the  truth  of  his  assertion,  and 
furthermore  stated  that  Cassidy  had  thrown  | 
something  into  my  bunk.    Upon  searching  j 
the  bed  a  canvas  bag  was  found,  and  I  knew  \ 
instinctively  that  a  clue  to  the  robberies  had 
been  obtained.    I  sent  for  the  mate,  and  in 
his  presence  the  contents  were  turned  out, 
and  the  brooch  and  diamond  ear-rings,  the 
money  stolen  from  the  steerage,  with  the 
gold  watch  and  chain,   and  the  trinkets 
missed  *rom  the  saloon,  lay  before  us.  The 
revolver,  tobacco,  and  spirits  shared  the  fate 
of  the  missing  preserves,  as  they  were  never 
recovered.    Next  morning  the  property  was 
returned  to  the  rightful  owners,  but  a  search- 
ing examination  of  both  prisoners  failed  to 
detect  the  criminal,  since  both  stoutly  as- 
serted their  innocence,  and  witnesses  were 
not  obtainable.     But  the  sailors  speedily 
settled  the  matter  to  their  own  satisfaction. 
Rightly  or  wrongly,  they  declared  the  boy 
guilty,  since  Cassidy  had  never  been  known 
to  enter  the  fok'sle.    They  seized  the  youth, 
and,  to  an  accompaniment  of  fast-falling 
ropes'  ends,  he  was  waltzed  fore  and  aft. 
He  was  expelled    from  the  fok'sle,  and 
during  the  remainder  of  the  voyage  boarded 
and  lodged  beneath  one  of  the  long  boats. 
Cassidy  had  to  leave  the  fore  cabin,  and  took 
up  his  quarters  in  the  steerage.    Who  com- 


mitted the  crimes  no  one  could  say,  but  from 
that  day  forth  the  ship  was  relieved  from 
further  anxiety. 

In  due  course  the  Silver  Dream  dropped 
anchor  in  the  spacious  Moreton  Bay, 
Queensland.  The  last  batch  of  passengers 
had  passed  into  the  steamer  that  would  bear 
them  up  the  beautiful  river  that  led  toward 
Brisbane.  Amidst  ringing  cheers  the  boat 
moved  slowly  away,  when  the  boy  suddenly 
mounted  our  rail  and  leaped  upon  her  paddle- 
box.    "  Come  back,"  I  shouted. 

"Never.  I  have  been  disgraced,"  he 
answered,  and  stood  defiantly  shaking  his 
small  fist  as  if  desiring  to  annihilate  the  whole 
ship's  company.  Shortly  before  our  depar- 
ture the  boy  was  captured  red-handed  in 
robbing  an  up-town  store,  and,  wishing  to 
ascertain  what  part  he  had  played  in 
robbing  the  ship,  I  obtained  leave  to  enter 
the  gaol  and  see  him. 

"Is  Cassidy  guilty,  or  innocent?"  I  in- 
quired, and  wishing  to  close  the  interview  as 
speedily  as  p)ossible. 

"Innocent,"  said  he,  recklessly.  "  He 
saw  me  getting  out  at  the  ventilator,  and 
knowing  that  I  was  discovered  I  snatched  up 
the  bag,  which  had  previously  been  con- 
cealed behind  some  ropes  close  by,  and 
dashed  round  the  deck-house.  Thinking 
that  you  were  on  deck,  I  threw  the  bag  into 
the  bunk,  hoping  to  recover  it  when  the  row 
was  over." 

"  Stay  !  "  I  said,  scarcely  able  to  restrain 
my  anger.  "  I  shall  take  your  confession 
in  writing,  and  you  can  sign  it."  That  he 
sullenly  agreed  to  do,  and  after  a  time  pro- 
ceeded with  his  recital.  "  It  will  teach  him 
not  to  interfere  again,"  he  added,  "  but 
now  I  am  here  I  don't  mind  telling  you." 

"  You  have  almost  ruined  the  man,"  I 
said.  "  What  became  of  the  spirits,  tobacco, 
and  preserves  ?  " 

"  I  sold  'em  into  the  steerage,"  he  replied, 
knowingly  ;  "  the  shooter  fetched  two 
quid." 

The  character  of  Pat  Cassidy  was  cleared 
by  the  signed  confession  I  bore  from  the 
gaol,  and  his  gratitude  for  my  exertions  was 
as  honest  as  himself.  Of  the  boy  I  never 
again  heard,  but  subsequent  inquiries  proved 
that  he  had  several  times  been  charged 
with  robbery  in  London,  and  had  finally 
been  sent  from  a  reformatory  school  to 
our  ship,  in  hope  of  giving  him  a  new  start 
in  life. 

Cassidy  married  the  charming  Miss 
Magrath,  and  became  a  successful  trader 
in  his  new  home ;  thus  happily  ending 
the  mysterious  incidents  which  so  nearly 
proved  his  ruin  on  board  the  Silver 
Dream. 


MICHAEL  FAEADAY. 


EVERY  boy,  and  especially  every  poor  boy, 
should  know  the  life-story  of  the  great 
chemist  whose  centenary  is  about  to  be  cele- 
brated ;  and  hence  we  pui-pose  briefly  to  tell 
it  here. 

Faraday  was  born  September  21,  1791,  at 
Newington,  Surrey — then  an  outlying  village. 
Between  that  date  and  this  London  has 
swollen  to  more  than  ten  times  its  then  size. 
Some  five  years  later  his  father,  a  blacksmith, 
flitted  with  his  wife  and  family  to  a  set  of 
rooms  over  a  coach-house  in  Jacob's-Well 
Mews,  Charles  Street,  Manchester  Square. 
In  this  humble  home  Michael  Faraday  lived 
for  ten  years,  picking  up  the  "  three  R's  "  at 
a  small  day-school,  and  afterwards  earning 
a  few  shillings  a  week  as  errand-boy  to  a 


By  Philip  Kent,  b.a. 

Mr.  Eiebau,  bookbinder  and  newsman,  of 
No.  2,  Blandford  Street. 

At  the  end  of  a  twelvemonth  his  employer 
rewarded  his  faithful  and  willing  service  by 
taking  him  as  a  'prentice  without  premium. 
And  now  began  his  'prenticeship  to  science. 
Every  scientific  work  placed  in  his  hands  to 
bind  he  eagerly  read.  He  particularly  re- 
velled in  "  Marcet's  Conversations  on  Chem- 
istry," and  the  articles  on  Electricity  in  the 
"  Encyclopffidia  Britannica."  Meanwhile  ail 
his  spare  halfpence  went  to  buy  materials  for 
chemical  experiments,  and,  wanting  an  elec- 
trical machine,  he  made  one  out  of  an  old 
bottle.  Watts's  treatise  "  On  the  Mind,"  he 
tells  us,  first  taught  him  to  think  ;  and  he 
enlarged  his  knowledge  of  Natural  Philosophy 


— or  Physics,  as  we  now  call  it— by  attending 
the  evening  lectures  delivered  by  Mr.  Tatum 
at  53,  Dorset  Street,  Fleet  Street.  The  fee— 
a  shilling  per  lecture— was  not  always  forth- 
coming from  Michael's  slender  purse.  But 
his  big  (blacksmith)  brother  was  always  ready 
to  supply  the  needful  at  a  pinch.  'Tis  plea- 
sant to  record  a  fact  which,  seemingly  trifling, 
speaks  so  well  for  both  brothers. 

Michael  had  now  ceased  to  carry  out  news- 
papers. But  he  never  forgot  how  he  began 
the  world.  Years  afterwards,  when  old  and 
world-famous,  he  met  a  newspaper  boy,  when 
walking  with  his  niece.  Miss  Field.  He 
gently  squeezed  her  arm  and  whispered, 
"  My  heart  always  warms  to  those  poor  lads. 
I  For  the  sight  of  one  never  fails  to  remind 


me  that  I  once  carried  out  newspapers 
myself." 

In  1812  we  find  Micjiael  Faraday,  the 
journeyman  bookbinder,  attending  four  lec- 
tures at  the  Royal  Institution,  through  the 
kindness  of  Mr.  Dance,  one  of  its  members, 
and  a  regular  customer  of  Mr.  Riebau's.  This 
further  taste  of  the  sweets  of  science  set  him 
craving  to  be  employed  in  her  service,  were 
it  but  as  a  doorkeeper.  He  gave  vent  to  his 
yearning  in  a  letter  to  Sir  Joseph  Banks,  the 
then  President  of  the  Eoyal  Society.  Natu- 
rally enough,  the  application  evoked  no  other 
reply  than  a  curt  verbal  "No  Answer,"  left 
with  the  porter  of  the  Institution.  But, 
nothing  daunted,  Faraday  made  a  similar 
appeal  to  Sir  Humphry  Davy,  and  with 
better  luck.  For  in  1813  we  find  him  in- 
stalled as  assistant  in  the  Laboratory  of  the 
Royal  Institution,  with  a  weekly  salary  of 
25.S.  and  free  lodgings  in  the  attics.  The 
young  devotee  of  Science,  who  hated  trade, 


its  secrets— kicked  furiously  and  punished 
Faraday  severely.  Nor  did  his  older  and 
warier  fellow-labourer  get  off  entirely  scot- 
free. 

In  the  autumn  of  181.3  Sir  Humphry  and 
his  wife  started  on  the  first  of  those  Conti- 
nental "starring"  tours  which  gave  rise  to 
so  many  funny  stories.  How,  when  at  Paris, 
Lady  Davy  would  insist  on  visiting  the 
Jardm  des  Plantes  in  an  outlandish  English 
costume,  and  was  mobbed  and  hooted  by  the 
gallant  French  Monsieurs  for  her  pains,  is 
matter  of  history.  But  a  less  threadbare 
anecdote,  though  it  belongs  to  a  later  tour  in 
1820,  we  thrust  in  here  as  it  occurs  to  us, 
rather  than  rob  the  reader  of  a  hearty  laugh. 
At  Venice,  then,  a  pretty  woman  of  high 
rank,  eager  to  show  off  her  learning  before 
the  renowned  chemist,  interrupted  his  narra- 
tive of  his  fourteenth  ascent  of  Vesuvius  in 
eruption,  by  asking  him  whether  Ireland  did 
not  boast  a  similar  volcano.    Lord  Byron  — 


I  tific  lore,  with  touches  of  humour,  with  fond 
I  expressions  oi  endearment.  But  you  may 
search  them  in  vain  for  any  scrap  of  detrac- 
tive tittle-tattle,  or  any  outburst  of  spleen 
against  his  first  patron.  Yet  a  less  noble 
spirit  might  easily  have  found  ground  for 
grumbling.  Dazzling  success  had  somewhat 
spoilt  the  once  simple-minded  Humphry 
Davy.  He  had  not,  like  Faraday,  one  of 
those  well-balanced  heads  which  lio  success 
can  turn.  And  on  one  noteworthy  occasion 
during  this  same  tour,  he  showed"  his  sense 
of  superiority  in  a  very  donnish— not  to  say 
snobbish— manner.  Pending  their  sojourii 
at  Geneva  Professor  De  la  Rive  lumped  iheui 
both  together  in  a  single  invitation  to  dine- 
with  him.  Davy  declined  it  on  the  score 
that  he  could  not  sit  at  table  with  his  own 
servant.  "  Oh  !  very  well  then,"  replied  tlie 
Professor  blandly,  "  I  shall  have  the  pleasure 
of  giving  two  dinners  instead  of  one." 

In  1821  Faraday  married.    He  carefully 
enters  the  date-the  12th  of  June— among: 
his  scientific  notes  and  memoranda,  in  his 
diary.     And  twenty-eight  years  afterwards 
he  speaks  of  the  event  as  the  source  of 
well-nigh   all  his   earthly  happiness  and 
welfare.    Mrs.  Faraday  must  certainly  have 
been  a  model  mate  for  a  man  of  science. 
For  she  bore  without  a  murmur  a  trial  under 
which  most  wives  would  have  shown  them- 
selves as  explosive  as— chloride  of  nitrogen. 
We  must  explain.    In  1831 .  after  his  famous 
discovery  of  magneto-electricitv.  his  business 
income  reached  the  sum  of  £1,090  is.  In  the 
following  year  he  might  easily  liave  quin- 
tupled it.    For  men  of  business" were  bidding 
against  one  another  for  his  services,  and 
would  gladly  have  paid  him  ahuost  anv  price 
l^e  liked  to  name.    But,  having  to  choose 
between  Science  and  Mammon,  he  chose 
Science,  afterfully  counting  the  cost.  The  cost 
was  this.  In  1832  his  business  gains,  instead 
of  rising  to  £5,000,  fell  to  £15.5."   From  that 
point  they  slowly  declined  till,  in  1838,  they 
sank  to  naught.    And  there,  or  thereabouts, 
they  remained  for  the  rest  of  his  life.  He 
had  laid  by  a  little  ;  and  that  little,  coupled 
with  a  modest  pension   granted   by  Lord 
Melbourne  under  circumstances  which— like 
every  other  episode  in  Faraday's  life— do 
him  the  highest  honour— kept  him  from 
absolute  want. 

One  word  touching  Faraday's  religion. 
Both  he  and  his  wife  belonged  to  a  small 
sect  called  Sandemanians ;  and  in  1840  he 
became  an  elder  of  this  little  band  of  Cal- 
vinistic  Christians,  and  thenceforth  often 
preached  on  Sundays.  Like  many  another 
burning  and  shining  light  of  science,  Fara- 
day devoutly  believed  the  cardinal  truths  of 
Christianity.  This  should  entirely  reassure 
those  timid  souls  who  think  that  "the  study 
of  science  leads  straight  to  intideUty.  As 
Balzac  has  finely  remarked,  "  Science  may 
deny,  yet  the  men  of  science  believe." 

Of  Faraday's  scientific  achievements  we 
purposely  refrain  from   speaking.  Even 
among  men  of   science  his  rank  in  that 
grand   hierarchy  still  remains  unsettled. 
But  this  article  would  resemble  the  plav  of 
"  Hamlet  "  with  the  part  of  Hamlet  "left 
out,  did  we  omit  all  mention  of  his  unrivalled 
success  as  a  lecturer  on  science.    In  1825, 
then,  began  those  Friday  evening  lectures 
at  the  Royal  Institution  which  soon  became 
so  popular,  that  one  who  well  remembers 
them  likens  the  rush  to  the  Institution  to 
hear  Faraday  to  the  old  rush  to  the  concert- 
room  to  hear  Jenny  Lind.    Where  lay  the 
charm  ?    In  a  manner  so  winning,  so  geni- 
ally kind  and  affectionate  ;  in  that  thorough 
devotion  to  his  subject  which  shone  in  every 
word  and  gesture  ;  in  his  perfect  simplicity, 
which  so  enhanced  the  effect  of  his  natural 
eloquence  that  people  flocked  to  see  and 
hear  him  more  for  the  sake  of  the,  man  than 


now  felt  himself  in  clover,  and  his  labour  a 
labour  of  love. 

We  need  hardly  remind  the  reader  that 
Sir  Humphry  Davy  invented  the  safety-lamp 
which  bears  his  name.  He  also  discovered 
potassium,  that  marvellous  metal  which, 
thrown  into  water,  floats  and  bursts  into 
flame.  Other  wonderful  chapters  he  added 
to  "  the  fairy  tale  of  Science,"  yet  a  celebrated 
man  of  science,  asked  to  mention  Sir  Hum- 
phry's greatest  discovery,  promptly  replied, 
"Michael  Faraday."  Whether  Sir  Hum- 
phry would  have  frankly  endorsed  that  view 
of  the  matter  may  perhaps  be  doubted ;  but, 
anyhow,  he  must  have  formed,  from  the  very 
outset,  a  singularly  high  opinion  of  his  new 
helpmate's  knowledge  and  deft  dexterity  of 
hand.  For,  within  a  week  or  two  of  Fara- 
day's appointment.  Sir  Humphry  trusted  him 
to  aid  in  a  course  of  experiments  with  that 
most  ticklish  of  all  known  explosives,  chloride 
of  nitrogen,  since  re-christened  nitrogenic 
chloride.  Ay,  and  for  all  their  skill  and  care, 
adept  and  neophyte  narrowly  escaped  blowing 
each  other  up,  in  the  literal  acceptation  of 
the  phrase.  More  than  once  the  diabolic 
compound— as  if  resenting  their  investiga- 
tions as  an  unwarrantable  attempt  to  pry  into 


who  tells  the  story— tried  hard  to  set  her 
right,  and  at  last  succeeded  in  convincing  her 
that  she  must  have  been  thinking  of  Ice- 
land and  its  Hecla.  She  then  began  to  ply 
the  noble  bard  with  questions  touching  Sir 
Humphry's  exploits  in  Natural  Philosophy, 
and  learnt  all  about  the  safety-lamp— which 
she  probably  confounded  with  Aladdin's— 
and  about  Sir  Humphry's  skilful  unglueing 
of  the  Pompeian  papyri.  "But  what  do  you 
call  him  ■?  "  she  persisted.  "A  great  chemist," 
quoth  Byron.  "And  what  can  he  do?" 
"  Almost  anything .  "  "  Oh  !  then,  caro 
mio,  pray  beg  him  to  give  me  something  to 
dye  my  eyebrows  black.  I've  tried  a  thousand 
things,  but  the  colour  never  lasts.  And 
besides,  they  won't  grow.  Do  ask  him  to 
invent  something  to  make  'em  grow  !  " 

Lord  Byron  prudently  buried  these  artless 
entreaties  in  his  poetic  bosom,  fearing  that 
Sir  Humphry  mi,-ht  not  relish  being  mis- 
taken for  a  (Icalir  in  cosmetics.  Equally 
reticent  was  :iiicli;;cl  Faraday  touching  the 
vagaries  of  Sir  Iluinphry  and  his  dame,  whom 
he  accompanied  as  secretary  and  scientific 
assistant  during  their  first  tour  above  men- 
tioned, which  lasted  eighteen  months.  His 
home  letters  at  this  period  teem  with  scien- 
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4or  the  sake  of  his  science.  Yet  it  must  not 
be  supposed  that  even  men  of  science  failed 
to  profit  by  his  lectures.  For  few  ever 
equalled  Faraday  as  a  lecturer.  The  crystal 
clearness  of  his  statements,  the  orderly 
arrangement  of  his  matter,  were  so  perfect 
that,  however  new  and  knotty  the  subject 
which  he  handled,  he  sent  the  tiro  away  with 
the  conviction  that,  tiro  though  he  was, 
he  fully  understood  it  in  all  its  bearings  ; 


whilst  the  initiated  always  found  themselves 
furnished  with  fresh  food  for  thought,  and, 
not  seldom,  with  a  powerful  spur  to  further 
self-exertion. 

Apart  from  his  manner,  his  unparalleled 
success  in  the  lecture-room  was  doubtless 
partly  due  to  natural  aptitude.  But  he  did 
not  trust  to  that.  This  brilliant  man  of 
genius  deemed  no  minute  precaution  beneath 
him.    Here  one  little,  seemingly  most  insig- 


nificant fact,  will  speak  volumes.  In  pre- 
paring the  experiments  that  were  to  illustrate 
each  lecture,  he  never  failed  to  try  the  stopper 
of  every  bottle  beforehand,  lest  a  hitch  should 
occur  at  the  critical  moment.  Now  we  well 
remember  attending  a  course  of  chemical 
lectures  where,  for  lack  of  these  little  pre- 
liminary precautions,  the  baffled  lecturer,  as 
often  as  not,  found  himself  forced  to  make  a 
piteous  appeal  to  his  henchman  "  John  "  to 


back  his  assertion  that  the  experiment  which 
stubbornly  declined  to  "  come  off "  in  the 
presence  of  the  audience,  had  been  performed 
with  brilliant  effect  between  them  twain  just 
before  the  audience  assembled.  And,  of 
course— as  the  tittering  audience  but  too 
plainly  foresaw— the  pathetic  appeal,  "Now 
didn't  we,  John?"  invariably  called  forth 
the  loyal  answer,  "Indeed  we  did,  sir."  But 
no  such  farcical  episode  ever  ruined  the  effect 
of  one  of  Faraday's  lectures.  And,  for  our 
part,  we  never  think  of  his  "  stoppers  "  with- 
out recalling  Michael  Angelo's  triumphant 
reply  to  one  who  jeered  at  his  painstaking 
attention  to  trifles  :— "  Trifles  they  doubtless 
are.  But  perfection  depends  on  them  ;  and 
perfection  is  no  trifle." 

Of  all  work,  brain-work  is  the  most  ex- 
hausting. In  the  honourable  effort  to  clear 
off  a  load  of  debt  for  which  he  was  legally, 
though  not  morally,  responsible,  Scott  did 


actually  kill  himself  by  overtaxing  his  brain. 
Hence  Balzac— anotlier  victim  of  an  over- 
wrought brain— calls  thought  the  "poison 
of  life."  Faraday  drank  so  deeply  of  this 
poison  that  in  his  fiftieth  year  (1.S41)  loss  of 
memory  and  low  spirits  compelled  him  to 
give  his  brain  a  long  holiday.  He  rested 
from  his  labours  for  a  whole  year,  three 
months  of  which  he  spent  in  Switzerland, 
walking,  on  one  occasion,  forty-five  miles  in 
less  than  eleven  hours  without  much  fatigue 
or  any  ill  effects.  A  tolerably  sure  proof 
that  mental  rest  was  all  he  needed  !  And  it 
cured  him.  After  this  holiday  he  resumed 
the  oar,  and  continued  to  tug  at  it  with  little 
intermission  till  his  dying  day.  Even  during 
those  last  years,  when  to  the  outer  world  he 
seemed  to  be  vegetating  in  the  quiet  home 
allotted  to  him  at  Hampton  Court,  his 
friends  knew  that  he  was  engaged  in  a  series 
of  experiments  with  the  view  of  testing  the 


possibility  of  adapting  his  magneto- electric 
light  to  the  illumination  of  lighthouses, 
ihus,  like  all  but  an  insignificant  minority 
of  the  worid's  great  workers,  Michael  Faraday 
died  m  harness.  Nay,  we  may  add  his  name 
to  the  list  of  those  who  have  sacrificed 
their  lives  to  the  service  of  their  fellow- 
creatures.  For  there  can  be  no  doubt  that 
the  old  man- now  upwards  of  seventy- 
hastened  his  end  by  his  frequent  journeys  to 
the  South  Foreland  and  Dungeness  light- 
houses, and  by  his  winter-night  excursions  in 
the  Channel,  undertaken  in  the  characteris- 
tically thoroughgoing  execution  of  his  self- 
appointed  task. 

^He  entered  on  his  well-earned  rest  August 
25, 18G7,  leaving  behind  him  a  spotless  name, 
the  memory  of  which  must  make  every 
right-minded  English  man  and  boy  prouder 
of  the  land  which  gave  birth  to  Michael 
i  araday. 
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Tt  does  not  require  gigantic  preparations  to 
±  amuse  those  ready  and  anxious  to  be 
amused  at  holiday-time,  and  the  following 
plan,  if  only  neatly  and  effectively  carried  out, 
will  cause  considerable  mirth  among  those 
who  have  not  seen  it  before. 

All  the  apparatus  needful  is  six  of  those 
little  wooden  toothpicks  which  are  always 
provided  in  restaurants  in  France,  and  which 
may  be  bought  in  bundles  for  about  one  penny 
m  any  French  shop  in  London.  The  wood 
of  which  they  are  made  is  pine,  and  though 
they  are  so  slight  they  are  very  springy,  and 
if  treated  carefully  may  be  considerably  bent 
without  breaking. 

Having  provided  yourself  with  five  of  these, 
place  them  as  shown  in  the  drawing  heading 
this  paper.  This  drawing  is  made  irom  life, 
it  the  term  may  be  applied  to  the  small  tooth- 
picks lying  before  me  as  I  write,  and  is  actual 
size.  You  will  find  no  difficulty  in  fixing 
them  if  you  commence  by  taking  the  two 
pieces  forming  a  St.  Andrew's  cross  with  the 
upright  piece  behind  them,  between  the  first 
finger  and  thumb  of  your  left  hand,  and 
holding  them  firmly  thus  while  you  interface 
the  upper  cross-piece  behind  the  upright, 
and  in  front  of  the  ends  of  the  cross.  Still 


keeping  your  finger  and  thumb  firm,  treat 
the  lower  end  in  the  same  way.  Once  you 
have  got  this  last  piece  in  position  you  may 
leave  go,  and  you  will  find  that  the  whole  five 
pieces  are  in  a  state  of  considerable  tension, 
and  will  not  come  apart  by  themselves.  Now 
take  the  sixth  piece  and  break  it  almost  in 
half,  bending  the  ends  till  they  form  a  pair 
of  compasses,  as  shown  at  b. 


You  are  now  ready  to  commence  your  per- 
formance, and  it  always  goes  better  if  you  in- 
troduce a  little  story— something  after  the 
following  .style,  though  no  doubt  many  of  my 
readers  will  be  able  to  invent  a  much  more 
dramatic  one,  which  they  will  of  course  use 
instead. 


"  Once  upon  a  time  "  {don't  be  daunted  if 
your  audience  give  signs  of  incredulity  at 
this    commencement,   hut    assnme  a  very 
serious  exjjrcssion,  and  if  this  docs  not  cow 
them,  request  them  to  tell  the  story  them- 
selves since  they  appear  to  be  so  well  ac- 
quainted with  it.    This  I  have  always  found 
effectual.     Wlien  quiet  has   been  rcstortcl 
recommence).    "  Once  upon  a  time  there  was 
an  innkeeper,  who  was   by  persuasion  a 
Home  Ruler  of  the  deepest  dye.    His  estab- 
lishment was  situated  in  the  very  centre  of  a 
desolate  heath,  where  there  was  little  or  no 
traffic,  but  his  living  was  provided  for  him  by 
the  'starving,  down-trodden  Irish  peasants.' 
One  day  when  he  was  away  on  business  a 
tourist,  who  had  lost  his  way  and  had  been 
tramping  about  for  hours,  knocked  at  the 
door  and  asked  if  he  could  have  a  bed  for 
the  night.    He  was  so  tired  he  felt  all  legs, 
so  we  will  represent  him  by  this  little  piece 
of  wood"  {taking  up  B  and  showing  it). 
"  There  was  a  spare  bed  in  the  house— which 
we  will  represent  by  this— and  it  was  placed 
at  his  disposal  "  {taking  up  A  ,and placing  it 
doivn  on  a  block  of  icood,  or  an  old  book,  so 
that  the  piece  of  jcood  A  and  tJte  lower  right- 
hand  piece  of  the  cross  which  goes  under  A 
shall  be  beyond  the  edge  of  the  book).    "  The 
tourist  very  soon  went  to  bed,  which  we  will 
represent  thus  "  {laying  B  on  the  centre  of  the 
bed,  as  shown  by  the  diagram),  "and  being 
so  tired,  instead  of  blowing  his  caudle  out  as 
he  should  have  done,  he  put  it  on  the  floor 
and  forgot  it.    I  must  not  forget  to  tell  you 
that  as  the  bed  belonged  to  a  Fenian  the 
sheets  were  not  of  the  ordinary  linen,  but  of 
guncotton,  and  as  guncotton  "is  such  dan- 
gerous stuff  we  won't  represent  tiem  at  all, 
but  imagine  they  are  there.    In  a  very  few 
minutes  the  tourist  was  sound  asleep,  quite 
unconscious  that  his  bed  was  catching  fire 

until  the  flames  reached  the  sheets  when  

but  I'll  show  you  what  took  place."  {Apply  a 
light  to  the  end  of  A,  and  the  wood  being  dry, 
it  will  rapidly  burn  to  where  the  cross-piece 
comes  beneath  it.  As  soon  as  this  is  burnt 
the  general  tension  is  suddenly  released  and 
all  the  2neccs  spring  into  the  air  a  couple  of 
feet  in  height).  "  So— and  when  the  inn- 
keeper returned  home  he  found  his  bed 
destroyed,  and  no  tourist  to  pay  for  the 
damage,  so  he  instantly  changed  his  '  persua- 
sion '  and  became  a  loyal  subject  of  Her 
Gracious  Majesty  from '  that  day  forth — 
though  a  Home  Euler  still."' 


¥lie  SoyV  Own 


"TRUE  MANHOOD." 

^Specimen  Extracts  from  our  ivcent  Literary 
Competitions.'] 

By  E.  R.  Broome. 

Where  do  we  see  true  manhood  ?  In  a  hero"s 
deeds  alone  ? 

■When   lie   saves  another's  life,  not  counthig  the 

cost  of  his  own, 
When    he    fight.-;    on    single-handed    'gainst  the 

strength  of  tlie  crowding  foe. 
And  saves  his  flag  from  the  enemy's  hand  by  the 

force  of  his  mighty  blow  ? 

Nay,  though  true  manhood  shines  brightly  iu  every 
heroic  deed, 

Yet  not  in  danger  and  death  alone  do  we  find  it 
good  at  need, 

For  this  I  call  true  manhood,  though  no  earthly 

reward  we  see. 
To  do  our  duty  as  unto  God,  whatever  it  chance  to 

be. 

What  though  there  fall  to  our  lot  but  a  common- 
place work  and  life. 

What  though  we  have  no  chance  of  heroic  endu- 
rance or  strife, 

To  each  his  daily  task  is  given, — 'tis  as  hard,  at 
duty's  call, 

To  lay  one's  life  down  day  by  day,  as  to  lay  it 
down  once  for  all. 

We  may  never  handle  a  sword,  or  hear  the  sound 
of  a  gun, 

Or  tlie  ringing  clarion  shout  that  tells  of  the  hard- 
fought  battle  won. 

But  'gainst  sin,  tlie  world,  and  the  devil  let  us 
wage  a  uianful  stritV', 

And  Christ  our  Captain  will  give  us  the  victor's 
crown  of  life. 

We  may  idly  dream  we  would  give  our  life  for  those 

whom  our  hearts  love  best. 
And  think  our  love  is  a  mighty  love,  when  it  can. 

not  stand  the  test 
Of  little  demands  and  vexations,  cannot  bear  and 

forbear. 

With  those  for  whom  we  imagine  the  darkness  of 
death  we'd  dare. 

Let  us  show  true  manhood  in  small  things ;  who 

knows  but  God  may  senil 
Some  great  thing  among  the  small  things  to  do  for 

Him  in  the  end ; 
For  Christ  Himself  worked  thirty  years  with  Joseph 

in  Galilee 

Ere  He  came  forth  to  show  the  truth  and  die  on 
Calvary. 


By  Wttu^ji  Edward  Culb. 

He  who  seeks  to  live  in  memory  when  his  time  has 
passed  away, 

That  his  name  may  ring  for  ages  in  the  minstrel's 
stirring  lav, 

Whate'er  be  his  high  ambition,  what  the  framing  of 
his  plan. 

Let   him  still  through  all  his  striving  keep  the 
honour  of  the  man. 

Duty  is  the  perfect  pathway  to  a  long-enduring 
fame. 

Glory's  shrine,  with   all  its   splendour,  bears  full 

many  a  tinge  of  shame. 
Fame  may  live  and  glory  brighten  till  the  world  is 

grey  and  hoar. 
Fortune's  laurels  gild  the  memory  of  the  name  of 

him  who  bore  : — 

But    the    story  of  true   manhood    throws  a  still 
diviner  ray. 

Gleaming  through  the  gloom  of  ages  to  an  ever- 
lasting day  ; 

And  in  bright  and  golden  letters,  traced  by  God's 

unfailing  pen. 
In  the  Universal  Record  stand  the  actions  of  true 

men. 


This  the  secret  of  true  manhood,  this  the  secret 

they  impart :  — 
Holy  living,  honest  working,  open  mind  and  fearless 

heart, 

Honour,  virtue,  strength    of    purpose,    and  true 

courage  must  unite 
With  proud  emulation's  labour  in  the  standard  of 

the  Right  1 


By  Rev.  Hexry  Lister. 


For  "manners  make  the  man";  the  moral  sinews, 
Tlie  will  that  holds  his  lower  self  in  thrall, 

The  spirit-energy,  whose  power  continues. 

That  filled  the  souls  of  Nelson  and  of  Paul ; 

Nerving  the  heroes'  weak  and  puny  frames 

For  noble  purposes  and  lofty  aims. 

Not  theirs  the  manliness  of  brawny  figure, 

And  mere  brute  force  by  exercise  made  strong  ; 

But  the  soul's  struggling  with  its  utmost  vigour 
Against  the  false,  the  cowardly,  the  wrong  ; 

The  firm  resolve  to  suffer,  be,  and  do, 

For  what  is  right  and  good,  and  brave  and  true. 

Manhood  in  action  !  shown  when  the  six  hundred 
Rode  without  flinching  on  to  certain  doom ; 

When    tlie    good    Gordon    (some    one    else  had 
blundered) 
Crowned  his  career  heroic  at  Kliartoum  ; 

Or  when  the  boatmen  face  tlie  whelming  wave, 

Olfenng  their  own  some  other  lives  to  save. 

Manhood  in  suffering!  of  the  patriot  victim. 

Or  Christian  martyr's,  worse  than  axe  or  rack ; 

Laving  his  face  in  tongues  of  flame  that  hcked  him  ; 
Or  others,  thousands,  who  have  not  drawn  back, 

Alone,  unlielpod  by  popular  applause. 

From  death  or  torture  in  a  righteous  cause. 

But  manhood  shows  itself,  'mid  scenes  less  tragic. 
In  humbler  deeds  and  simpler  lives  than  theirs, 

In  work  for  others,  brightened  by  the  magic 
Of  helpful  sympathy  of  thought  and  cares, 

Which  women  trust ;  which  holds  the  clinging  clasp 

Of  cliildren's  fingers  iu  its  true  firm  grasp. 

It  is  the  strength  that  condescends  to  weakness. 

The  kindly  charity  that  suffers  long. 
That   bears    with   wrong  and   thanklessness  with 
meekness, 

And  is  forgiving,  knowing  it  is  strong, 
Owning  the  claims  and  rights  of  common  kin 
In  all  man's  joys  and  sorrows,  pains  and  sin. 

Such  in  faint  outline  are  the  leading  features 
Of  the  true  man  ;  whom,  in  God's  image.  He 

Ending  His  work,  alone  of  all  His  creatures. 

Made  like  Himself,  as  He  would  have  him  be ; 

The  consummation  of  his  human  plan, 

Its  higliest  type,  the  Christian  gentleman. 


Answers  to  Conundrums  in  our 
Last  Number. 


1. 

Cfiaff-inch. 

2. 

Cut-lass. 

3. 

Words-worth. 

4. 

Check-mate. 

5. 

Po-ta-toes. 

6. 

Mendicant— Mend  I  can't. 

7. 

Don-key. 
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OUR  PRIZE  COMPETITIONS. 

(Thihteenth  Series.) 


VIII. — Illuminating. 

BY  reference  to  page  61  of  the  current  volume 
it  will  be  seen  that  we  announced  this 
subject  as  follows  : — 

Wo  offer  Four  Prizes  for  the  best  Illumination  (in 
oils  or  water-colours)  of  the  competitor's  favourite  New 
Testament  promise.  Either  the  Authorised  or  Revised 
Version  may  be  followed.  Competitors  will  be  divided 
into  four  classes,  according  to  age,  and  one  Prize  will  be 
awardal  in  each  class.  First  class,  from  19  to  24  ; 
Second  class,  from  15  to  19  ;  Third  class,  from  11  to  15  ; 
Fourth  class,  all  ages  up  to  11.  The  highest  Prize  will 
go  to  the  class  showing  the  greatest  merit.  Competi- 
tors are  not  prohibited  from  using  purchased  designs, 
but  the  colouring  must  be  wholly  their  own,  and,  other 
tilings  being  equal,  the  preference  will  be  given  to 
original  work  throughout.  The  size,  material,  etc.,  are 
left  to  the  choice  of  competitors. 

We  are  once  more  delighted  to  be  able  to 
report  that  a  goodly  number  have  taken  part 
in  this  subject,  and  much  of  the  work  sent  in 
has  been  of  more  than  usual  merit.  In  the 
lowest  division,  however,  i.e.  all  ages  up  to 
11,  there  has  been  practically  no  competition, 
and  no  prize  or  certificates  could  be  given. 
In  the  second  division  (ages  15  to  19)  so  many 
competed  that  we  have  been  induced,  with  a 
view  of  doing  full  justice  to  all,  to  subdivide 
and  give  many  extra  prizes.  Rearrangement 
has  also  been  needful  elsewhere,  in  fairness 
to  competitors  who  ran  one  another  very 
closely,  though  working  in  different  mediums 
and  vastly  different  styles.  It  will  be  at  once 
seen  that  we  have  very  considerably  increased 
the  total  amount  of  prize-money  originally 
offered — nearly  trebled  it,  indeed. 

Our  Award  is  as  follows  : — 

Fourth  Division  {aijes  11  to  15j. 
Prises— Ws.  Cd.  each. 

C.  H.  Corn-wall  (aged  14),  Cleeve  Lawn,  Hales  Road, 
Cheltenham. 

Philip  Kelleway  (aged  14),  9,  Victoria  Terrace, 
St.  John's,  Cheltenham. 

Leonard   Sakre    (aged   14),  33,  Ditchling  Road, 
Brighton,  Sussex. 

CERTIFICATES. 

Ernest  GTieen,  142,  Cowick  Street,  St.  Thomas, 
Exeter. 

Caroline  Baillie,  Grosveuor  House,  Carlisle. 

Ernest  LuciiJE,  Capital  and  Counties  Bank,  Trowbridge, 
Wilts. 

H.  H.  Haywari),  25,  Water  Lane,  Colchester. 

B.  R.  C.  Edmoxds,  3,  Albion  Villas,  Harringay  Road, 
Tottenham. 

W.  C.  Butcher,  13,  Lansdowne  Road,  Bedford. 

A.  K.  Rudd,  55,  St.  Giles  Street,  Norwich. 

W.  E.  Dark,  Lew,  Faringdon,  Berks. 

F.  L.  Lesixgham,  17,  Onslow  Road,  Richmond  HiU. 

H.  J.  Wright,  7G,  Brightfield  Road,  Lee,  s.E. 

Albert  Walter,  1,  Eastcombe  Terrace,  Charlton  Road, 
Blaekheath. 

Harold  F.  Lesingiiam,  17,  Onslow  Road,  Richmond 
Hill. 

R.  H.  FEi;GrsoN,  17,  Maisou  Dieu  Road,  Dover. 
F.  E.  LUCEY,  Surrey  Lodge,  Henley-on-Thames. 
Nelson  G.  Reeves,  The  Beeches,  Bratton,  Wcstbury, 
Wilts. 

Alered  R.  Paljier,  118,  Landcroft  Road,  East  Dul- 
wich,  s.E. 

Horace  H.  Greenfield,  High  School  for  Boys,  8,  Liver- 
pool Terrace,  Worthing. 

D.  M.  Sale,  AshweU,  Baldock,  Herts. 


True  manhood  !   Is  it  an  abstract  ideal. 
The  figment  of  a  dreamy  poet's  brain  ? 

Is  it  not  rather  something  great  and  real. 
To  which  Immaiiity  can  yet  attain ; 

The  heights  beyond- to  which  it  ought  to  press. 

Towards  which  it  ought  to  climb— of  manhuess? 


AgnARiUM  (Beetle).-Tlie  Hudroas  Fkeus  or  large  water  beetle,  the  wbirli- 
aud  tlie  Oniscus  aquatalis.  " 

The  Cha  meleo.v  ( E.  A.  Mears).-We  do  not  know  where  vou  can  get  one  nor  the 
jiriee.  hut  any  London  shop  where  lizards,  etc.  are  kept  wonld  be  the  'nlace  to 
inquire.  The  creature  fee^Js  on  insects,  slugs,  etc.,  at  wluch  it  darts  iis  pecuhar 
tongue.    Sadors  keep  them  as  pets  sometimes.  p<:i.uii,ii 

Ol-t  OP  Form  (C.  W.  W.).-You  are  either  temporarily  out  of  form  or  constitu. 
tionally  weak.  \\e  think  you  really  should  personally  consult  a  doctor  before 
going  to  a  warm  chmate.    Be  very  temperate  anyhow,  aud  do  not  neglect  the 

Bat,  HE.4LTH  (Anxious). -We  do  not  know  if  we  hare  made  out  your  nom  deplume 
rightly.  However,  alter  haTing  given  way  to  bad  habits  so  long,  you  cannot 
expect  to  get  your  health  again  all  at  once.  If  yon  obey  the  golden  rules  of 
quacks  ''"'^'^  ^"»<^*'e''.  avoid  advertising 

Mick,  F  TC.  (Edith  M.).-l  As  house  mice  only  crowd  in  houses  where  crumbs  are 
lett  about,  they  seem,  like  rats,  to  be  designed  to  aid  as  sca\'engers  The  presence 
ot  mice  IS  generally  proof  of  an  unti.ly  manageres-s.  2.  Best  and  safest  tooth- 
rwwder  is  bauitas  tooth-powder,  ue.\t  best  is  cliarcoal. 

°  oinfm^'ilt^^'^"^'^''''^^'"'^''-*'  "'^  ^''^'^  rlace  with  a  little  compound  sulphur 

GA.«s.vEii  Battery  (P.  C.  Allingham).-The  Gassner  battery  consists  of  a  vessel 

composed  of  sheet  zinc,  to  which  is  attaclied  one  «  ire.  the  otlier  b.-ii,"  attached  to 

a  cylinder  of  carbon  placed  in  the  middle  of  the  vessel     'Hir  .inrr  i„.twi-en  i 

tilled  up  witli  a  paste  formed  of  plaster  of  Paris  1  pound  : 

and  saturated  solution  of  oliloride  of  zinc,  wliii'li  is  added 

to  make  a  p  iste  whicli  will  set  nearly  l'i;ird  m  Immi  ii.nn  .  d 

made  It  yourself  you  would  find  it  more  .  nnx nuriir  in  n 

for  containing  vessel,  and  a  roll  of  zinc  lusidr  it  t..  the  t,, 

wire.    Thisanswers  just  as  well  as  the  other  form.'  ■' 

Fleet  Street,  £.c.,  or  Price,  Talbot,  &  Co.,  26,  Ludnate  Mil!  i  ■ 

spend  eighteenpence  aud  get  Buckmaster's  "Electricity  ainl  .Ma„   

Waxts  to  Grow  Stroxg  (G.  F.).-We  cannot  write  a  healtli  sermon  in  the  Corre 

''trE'arlyii^he'sLTom'^'"^   ""^"^         "^"^^  '  ^""^  " 

^cn?n«r''~'t  'Collector).-!.  A  solution  of  corrosive  subhmate  in  eau  de 

Cologne,  two  grams  to  an  ounce,  inserting  a  drop  or  two.  Mind  it  is  the 
[rnof^rmore"^"'      '""^  '^^^^      ''^^  About  twipenc:, 

DiKFicuLTy  IN- Breathin-g  (F.  J.  Pallet ).-It  is  from  malformation  of  no.-e  bones 
e.xpiusc.       '  '  ""^         ^  hospital  surgeon  at  the  hospital.    It  wiU  save 

SvvE.vriXG  HAXD.S  (Svveatie  Sandie).-There  is  no  simple  cure.  It  is  constitu- 
lonal.  You  may  try  steeping  the  hands  every  morning  for  a  few  mmutes  u 
lukewai-m  water  to  which  a  little  powdered  alum  has  been  added  """^""^e,  m 


nf  Wl 


Di.'.e 

tllC  I 

eartlienware'ja 

i  fixed  t 
,11.  Fetter  Lane, 
I.  You  iiad  better 
netism. 


How  the  Frog  got  rid  of  his  Old  Clothes. -(flraim  for  the  "Boy's  Oxen  Paper"  ty  J.  A.  Shepherd.) 
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OE,  THE  ADVENTURES  OF  TWO  BOYS 
ON  THE  UPPER  lERAWADDY. 

By  David  Ker, 

Author  of  "  llilerim  the  Afghan"    Drowned  Gold,'* 
"Fur  Life  and  Death,"  etc.,  etc. 

CHAPTER  XVII. — A  MIDNIGHT  MARCH  WITH 
A  MADMAN. 

LIVINGSTONE  Foster  himself  stood  aghast  for  a 
moment  at  this  terrible  recognition,  and  not 
without  cause ;  for  not  merely  was  their  own 
safety  threatened  by  the  presence  of  these  fero- 
cious savages,  but  they  were  about  to  see  a  brave 


"The  man  was  mad. 


Boldier  and  a  personal  friend  of  their  own 
tortured  to  death  before  their  very  faces. 
Yet  what  coidd  they  do  ? 

For  a  few  seconds  tlie  pioneer  stood 
musing  with  an  ominous  frown  on  his 
dark  face,  neither  of  the  two  lads  daring  to 
address  him.  Then  his  eye  brightened 
suddenlj',  and  he  said  in  a  fierce  whisper : 

"  Boys,  will  you  stand  by  me  ?  " 

"  Won't  we  ?  "  cried  Harry,  eagerly. 
"  What  are  we  to  do  ?  " 

"  To  rescue  this  man,"  replied  Foster, 
steimlj'. 

Any  one  else  might  well  have  been 
startled  by  this  cool  proposal  that  a 
prisoner  guarded  by  a  hundred  men 
should  be  taken  from  them  by  three.  But 
so  perfect  was  the  confidence  of  the  two 
boys  in  the  power  of  their  relative  to 
achieve  anj'  feat  wliich  could  be  thought 
of,  that,  had  he  proposed  to  rout  a  whole 
Burmese  army  single-handed,  they  would 
have  taken  for  granted  that  it  would 
somehow  or  other  be  done. 

"  The  moon  will  have  set  in  a  few 
minutes  more,"  resumed  Foster,  "and 
that  fire  won't  burn  very  long ;  and  most 
of  the  men  look  tired,  to  say  nothing  of 
several  of  them  being  wounded.  They 
don't  mean  to  Ivill  him  to-night,  that's 
plain,  or  they'd  have  set  about  it  by  this 
time.    So  now,  listen  to  me  !  " 

A  few  words  sufficed  to  expoi^nd  his 
plan ;  but,  whatever  it  was,  it  seemed 
to  delight  both  his  heax'ers  beyond 
measure.  Harry  barely  stifled  a  hurrah, 
and  Fred  vowed  that  "  the  Pathfinder 
himself  couldn't  have  tliought  of  anything 
better  if  he'd  tried  !  " 

The  moon  sank  slowly  behind  the 
black,  ghostly,  whispering  woods ;  the 
fire-light  began  to  fail  in  its  turn  ;  and, 
one  by  one,  their  spectral  foes  melted 
into  the  gloom  like  the  phantoms  which 
they  resembled.  But  Foster's  keen  eyes 
(which  seemed  habituated  to  see  in  dark- 
ness, like  those  of  the  wolf  or  the  tiger) 
could  discern  the  faint  outline  of  the 
sentinels  who  guarded  this  grim  encamp- 
ment, and  the  shadowy  form  of  the 
Hindoo  captive  outstretched  beside  the 
dying  fire. 

Seated  in  the  mouth  of  the  cave,  with 
their  guns  across  their  knees,  the  excited 
boys  waited  what  seemed  to  their  impa- 
tience an  endless  time  for  the  appointed 
signal.  But  at  last  Foster  rose  to  his  feet, 
and  whispered  : 

"  Now ! " 

Noiselessly  as  shadows,  the  three  picked 
their  way  over  the  rocks  to  the  shore, 
clambered  up  the  steep  bank,  and  crawled 
toward  the  nearest  sentinel. 

Silently  as  they  came,  the  savage's 
quick  ear  seemed  to  warn  him  of  their 
approach,  and  he  bent  forward  to  listen ; 
but  ere  lie  had  time  to  speak,  Foster's 
rifle  brought  him  down,  and  the  daring 
Englishman,  almost  drowning  the  sharp 
report  with  a  British  hurrah  that  made 
the  air  ring,  burst  right  in  among  his 
sleeping  enemies. 

As  he  did  so,  the  other  two  rifles 
cracked  in  their  turn,  and  Harry  sent 
forth  with  all  the  power  of  his  hxngs  the 
battle-cry  of  -the  dreaded  Goorkas,  "  Hur, 
hur,  Mahadeo  !  "  while  Fred,  not  to  be 
behindhand,  joined  the  chorus  with  an  ear- 
piercing  imitation  of  the  Apache  war- 
whoop,  which  "  Leaping  Wolf"  himself 
might  have  applauded  ;  and  the  shouts  of 
the  rescuers  were  echoed  by  the  captive 


near  the  fire  with  a  stentorian  utterance 
of  the  terrible  Sikh  war-cry. 

Startled  from  sleep  by  the  shouting  and 
firing,  the  bewildered  I5urmans,  thinking 
their  camp  surprised  by  a  large  force  of 
British  and  Hindoo  troops,  fell  foul  of 
each  other  in  the  darkness.  Meanwhile 
Foster  heightened  the  confusion  by  cheer- 
ing on  imaginary  soldiers  with  the  full 
might  of  his  powerful  voice,  and  discharg- 
ing all  the  barrels  of  a  small  revolver  that 
he  carried  in  his  Burmese  sash. 

No  fiu'ther  effort  was  needed.  The 
Burmans,  helpless  and  panic-stricken, 
thought  only  of  flight ;  and  in  another 
instant  all  who  could  still  rim  were  flying 
for  their  lives. 

By  this  time  Foster  had  reached  the 
captive  Hindoo,  and  cut  his  bonds.  Then, 
taking  him  by  the  arm,  he  half  led  and 
half  dragged  him  away.  The  boys  fol- 
lowed, and  a  few  minutes  later  all  three 
were  back  in  their  cave  of  refuge  with 
their  rescued  prisoner,  having  achieved  a 
seemingly  impossible  feat !  * 

"  Now,  boys,  we  may  as  well  have  a 
nap  to  freshen  us,  for  we  can't  do  any- 
thing more  till  this  man  wakes  up,"  said 
Foster,  pointing  to  Hadji  Mahmood,  who, 
completely  worn  out,  had  fallen  asleep 
from  sheer  exhaustion  the  moment  he 
found  himself  in  safety. 

"  And  when  he  does  wake  up,  uncle, 
what's  to  be  done  then  ?  "  asked  Fred. 

"  Why,  I'm  much  mistaken  if  he  won't 
be  able  to  guide  lis  straight  to  our  own 
men.  There  must  certainly  be  a  detacli- 
ment  of  our  troops  not  far  off,  and  these 
Burmese  fellows  wliom  we've  just  been 
hunting  must  have  had  a  fight  with  them, 
or  they  wouldn't  have  been  so  easily 
scared  by  our  shouting ;  besides,  I  noticed 
that  several  of  them  were  wotmded. 
Now,  if  that's  so,  our  fellows  must  be 
coming  this  way,  and  Hadji  Mahmood's 
pretty  certain  to  know  where  to  find 
them  ;  and  once  we're  under  the  old  flag 
again,  we'll  be  all  right !  " 

Foster  said  nothing,  however,  of  another 
reason  that  he  had  to  watch  anxiously 
for  Hadji  Mahmood's  awakening.  This 
unexpected  appearance  of  a  survivor  of 
the  doomed  garrison  of  Kyook-Pew — 
which  he  had  hitherto  supposed  to  have 
perislied  to  the  last  man — had  raised  in 
his  mind  a  faint  hope  that  Alfred  Marston 
himself  might  possibly  have  been  taken 
alive  in  the  same  way,  and  might  have 
been  spared  as  a  prize  of  importance. 
True,  he  had  heard  nothing  of  fny 
prisoners  while  among  the  Burmans  who 
had  destroyed  the  fort ;  but  he  knew  well 
that  the  vaunting  savages  would  boast  of 
having  slain  all  their  enemies,  whether  it 
were  really  so  or  not. 

At  all  events,  if  Marston  still  lived, 
Hadji  Mahmood  must  certainly  know  it, 
and  the  question  would  be  settled  as  soon 
as  the  old  Ressaldar  awoke. 

But  all  these  hopes  were  doomed  to 
be  grievously  disappointed.  Wlien  the 
rescued  man  awoke  at  sunrise  from  his 
heavy,  swoon-like  sleep,  one  glance  at  his 
strange  gestiu-es,  his  restless  movements, 
and  the  wild  glare  of  his  keen  black  eyes, 
told  Foster  that  nothing  was  to  be  gained 
from  liim.  Fatigue,  exposiu-e  to  the 
burning  sun,  and  the  terrific  strain  of  that 

*  This  exploit,  however,  is  not  witlioiit  parallel.  la 
one  of  the  native  wars  of  Nortlieru  Imlla,  a  whole  de- 
tachment was  put  to  flight  in  the  same  way  by  oite 
man .'— D.  K. 


long  night  face  to  face  with  death,  had 
done  their  work  only  too  well.  The  man 
was  mad  ! 

This  terrible  discovery  was  ^  great 
blow  to  them  all,  though  at  first  they 
saw  nothing  more  in  it  than  an  unex- 
pected defeat  to  their  hopes  of  reaching 
their  friends  at  once.  But  they  soon 
found  to  their  cost  that  it  menaced  them 
not  merely  with  delay,  but  with  destruc- 
tion ;  for  all  of  a  sudden,  the  lunatic 
sprang  to  his  feet,  and  began  to  shout, 
or  rather  yell,  so  frantically  that  his  cries 
rose  high  above  the  noise  of  the  now 
diminished  waterfall,  and  were  heard 
plainly  enough  on  either  bank  to  draw 
to  the  spot  at  once  any  of  their  enemies 
who  might  happen  to  pass  within  hearing. 

But  Foster,  though  almost  driven  to 
desperation  by  this  new  mischance,  did 
not  lose  his  presence  of  mind  for  a  mo- 
ment. Planting  himself  right  in  front  of 
the  maniac,  and  hfting  his  hand  with  a 
commanding  air,  he  fixed  with  his  eye 
the  frantic  man's  wandering  gaze,  and 
called  out  in  Hindostanee,  m  the  short, 
stern  tone  of  a  British  officer  on  parade  : 
"  Silence  in  tlie  ranks !  Fall  out  !  " 
Even  through  the  frenzy  of  madness 
the  old  soldier-like  instinct  asserted 
itself.  The  lunatic  instantly  ceased  his 
cries,  and,  drawing  back  into  a  dark 
corner,  crouched  down  with  Ins  head 
resting  on  his  hands,  and  spoke  no  more. 

That  day  was  the  longest  that  the 
three  fugitives  had  ever  known.  They 
dared  not  quit  the  cave  for  fear  of  some 
fresh  outbreak  on  the  part  of  the  mad- 
man, whom  they  were  forced  to  watch 
unceasingly  all  day  long.  But  happily 
he  showed  no  farther  sign  of  violence ; 
and  Foster,  beginning  to  hope  that  the 
fit  might  pass  off,  brought  him  food,  and 
spoke  to  him  soothingly  in  his  own 
language.  But,  though  the  poor  fellow 
took  mechanically  whatever  was  offered 
him,  he  gave  no  token  of  recognition  or 
of  reviving  reason,  and  seemed  to  be 
gradually  lapsing  into  a  kind  of  stupor. 

Night  came  at  last,  and  Foster  was 
just  allotting  their  respective  night- 
watches  as  usual,  when  all  at  once  Hadji 
Mahmood  sprang  to  his  feet,  and  came 
with  one  stride  mto  the  midst  of  them. 

"  LMcn ! "  said  he,  in  a  hoarse 
whisper ;  "  they  come — they  come  !  we 
must  go  forth  and  meet  them.  Follow 
me !  " 

"  He  must  mean  the  English  troops," 
said  Foster,  in  a  tone  of  involuntary  awe  ; 
"  and  I  shouldn't  -wonder  if  he's  right, 
too.  You  remember  that  crazy  woman  at 
Lucknow  who  said  she  heard  Havelock's 
men  coming  to  the  rescue,  when  they 
were  still  many  miles  away.  If  the 
fancy  lasts,  it's  as  likely  as  not  that  he'll 
lead  us  straight  into  the  camp.  Come 
along,  quick  !  " 

The  lunatic  was  alreadj-  out  of  the 
cave  and  up  the  bank,  beckoning  eagerly 
to  them  to.  follow ;  and,  snatching  up 
their  guns  and  shawls,  they  hm-ried  forth 
to  join  him. 

That  night  was  one  which  neither  Fred 
nor  Hari-y  ever  forgot.  The  wild  Md 
trackless  jungle,  bathed  in  the  unearthly 
spdendour  of  the  tropical  moonlight — the 
dead,  ghostly  silence,  broken  only  by 
their  own  footsteps — the  dark  face  and 
fiery  eyes  of  the  maniac,  as  he  ever  and 
anon  looked  round  to  beckon  them  im- 
patiently  on  —  the   mysterious  march. 


going  onward  through  the  darkness,  mile 
after  mile,  and  hour  after  hour,  tliey 
knew  not  whither — were  all  so  weirdly 
impressive  (unreal  and  dream-like' though 
they  seemed),  that  even  the  reckless  boys 
felt  awed,  and  were  instinctively  silent. 

Borne  up  by  the  proverbial  strength  of 
madness,  Hadji  Mahmood  pushed  forward 
at  a  pace  which  tried  very  sorely  both  the 
strength  and  the  breath  of  the  others, 
strong  and  nimble  though  they  were. 
But,  even  when  almost  exhausted,  they 
dared  not  show  any  sign  of  hanging  back, 
lest,  by  checking  their  insane  guide,  or 
changing  the  cm-rent  of  his  thoughts,  they 
night  lose  their  one  remaining  chance  of 
■ejoining  their  friends.  For,  as  the  night 
wore  on,  the  conviction  grew  upon  them 
all  that  this  lunatic,  guided  by  some 
mysterious  instinct,  was  really  makmg 
his  way  straight  toward  the  English 
camp,  through  the  pathless  wilds  of  a 
jungle  that  he  had  never  traversed  before  ; 
and  so,  with  parched  throats  and  aching 
limbs,  they  struggled  doggedly  on. 

Day  was  just  dawning  when  the  mad- 
man (who  seemed  to  have  quite  taken 
command  of  the  party  for  the  time  being) 
gave  the  signal  to  halt,  an  order  which 
Fred  and  Harry  were  willing  enough  to 
obey.  But  the  halt  was  not  a  long  one  ; 
for  Livingstone  Foster  and  the  boys  had 
barely  had  time  to  swallow  a  few  mouth- 
fuls  of  food — which  they  vainly  tried  to 
persuade  the  Kessaldar  to  share  with 
them — when  the  latter  sprang  to  his  feet 
again  as  nimbly  as  ever,  and  turned  to 
begin  anew  his  seemingly  endless  march. 

But  at  the  very  first  step  he  halted, 
bent  his  head  forward  as  if  listening,  and 
then  threw  himself  flat  on  the  ground, 
and  crept  into  a  thick  clump  of  bushes, 
signing  to  his  companions  to  do  the  same. 

They  did  so,  and  not  a  moment  too  soon; 
for  hardly  were  they  seciu-ely  hidden, 
when  steps  and  voices  were  heard  ap- 
proaching, and  a  long  string  of  armed 
natives  came  straggling  by  in  disorderly 
haste,  one  or  two  passing  so  near  the 
hiding-place  of  the  fugitives  that  the 
latter  could  almost  have  touched  them. 
Many  of  the  Burmans  showed  in  their 
bandaged  heads  and  limbs  the  tokens  of 
a  recent  and  desperate  fight;  and  their 
hiurried  movements,  as  well  as  the  quick 
glances  which  they  cast  behind  them  from 
time  to  time,  showed  that  they  were 
either  pursued  or  fearing  to  be  so. 

The  leader  of  this  party  seemed  to  be  a 
tall  man  in  a  striped  tunic,  at  sight  of 
whom  even  Foster  started  ;  for,  although 
his  face  was  turned  away,  they  could  all 
see  that  he  wore  a  tiger-sldn  helmet. 

"It  must  be  all  over  with  the  revolt," 
said  Foster,  as  the  last  Burman  dis- 
appeared, "  if  the  War-Tiger  himself  is 
running  away  hke  that.  This  is  better 
luck  than  I  hoped  for." 

"  But  that  wasn't  the  Tiger  Chief, 
father,"  rejoined  Harry.  "  He  turned 
round  for  a  moment  just  as  he  dived  into 
the  bushes,  and  I  got  a  good  sight  of  his 
face  from  where  I  lay,  and  it  wasn't  like 
the  Chief  a  bit." 

"  Ah,  indeed  ?  "  said  his  father.    "  Are 
you  sure  of  that  ?  " 

"  Quite  sure,"  replied  the  boy,  firmly  ; 
"  I  paw  him  as  plainly  as  I  see  yoii  now." 

"That,  then,"  cried  his  father,  "ac- 
counts for  what  has  puzzled  me  so  long 
— those  stories  of  tlie  War-Tiger  having 
Jjden  seen  in  the  midst  of  two  or  three 


fights  at  once,  which  were  going  on  miles 
apart  on  the  same  day.    I  should  have 
thought  it  all  a  lie  of  the  Burmans,  if 
some  of  our  sepoys  hadn't  said  the  very 
I  same  thing.    Now,  of  course,  the  whole 
thing's  plain   enough ;  this  fellow  has 
dressed  up  a  lot  of  his  men  to  look  like 
himself,  and  frightened  these  superstitious 
Hindoos  of  ours  into  thinking  him  a 
I  supernatural  being,  who  could  show  him- 
I  self  in  four  or  five  places  at  once,  and 
I  come  to  life  again  after  being  killed, 
j  General  Roberts  will  thank  you  for  yoi;r 
discovery,  Harry,  my  boy ;  for  that  super- 
stition has  done  more   than   a  dozen 
armies   to   strengthen  the  War-Tiger's 
power,  and  hamper  us  in  overthrowing  it. 
But  we  mustn't  talk  any  more  now,  for 
there's  Hadji  Mahmood  off  again." 

The  boys  were  inwardly  dismayed  at 
the  prospect  of  another  of  these  head- 
long forced  marches  "from  nothing  to 
nowhere,"  as  Harry  bitterly  said,  com- 
pared with  which  the  hardest  of  Fred's 
prairie  journeys  and  of  his  cousin's  school 
"paper-chases"  were  a  mere  joke.  But, 
happily,  their  wanderings  were  now  nearly 
over ;  for,  barely  an  hour  later,  they 
issued  from  the  jungle  upon  a  vast  open 
plain,  on  which  lay  a  stockaded  entrench- 
ment of  great  size,  with  the  bayonets  of 
slow-pacing  sentries  glittering  upon  the 
angles  of  its  palisades,  thin  wreaths  of  blue 
smoke  curling  up  over  it  from  countless 
fires,  and,  joyfullest  sight  of  all,  the  flag 
of  old  England  waving  jauntily  above  it 
in  the  fresh  morning  breeze. 

"  Hurrah  !  "  shouted  Harry,  "it's  good 
to  see  the  old  flag  again  !  Three  cheers 
for  Hadji  Mahmood ;  there's  some  sense 
in  going  mad  after  all." 

"  That's  a  fact,"  said  Fred,  "  for  if  he'd 
been  in  his  sober  senses,  he  could  hardly 
have  done  it.  Perhaps  now  he's  back 
fm^ng  his  own  people,  the  poor  old  chap 
ivill  get  his  wits  straightened  out  again  !  " 

As  they  came  up  to  the  gate,  the 
spectacle  of  a  Burmese  hunter  and  two 
Burmese  boys  led  up  to  a  British  en- 
trencliment  by  a  crazy  Sikh  (for  this  was 
how  the  new-comers  appeared  to  the 
amazed  eyes  of  the  nearest  sentry)  struck 
the  latter  as  a  thing  that  needed  looking 
into ;  and,  levelling  his  piece,  he  sternly 
ordered  the  party  to  halt. 

Foster  began  to  parley  with  him,  and 
the  discussion  attracted  the  attention  of  a 
passing  group  of  officers,  who  came  up  to 
see  what  was  the  matter. 

At  sight  of  the  foremost  of  them,  Foster 
started  as  if  he  had  seen  a  ghost,  and  for 
a  moment  almost  thought  that  he  had ;  for 
there,  before  him,  pale  and  haggard  as  a 
spectre  risen  from  the  grave,  stood  his 
dear  friend,  Alfred  Marston  ! 


CHAPTER  XVIir. — SEEING  A  GHOST, 

IF  Foster  was  amazed  to  see  Marston, 
Marston  himself  was  not  less  so  to 
see  the  two  boys  whom  he  had  thought 
dead  (and  whom  he  knew  at  once  by 
their  voices)  alive  and  turned  into  Asiatics. 
But  all  this  was  speedily  explained  when 
the  party  had  been  admitted.  Foster  re- 
lated the  boys'  adventures,  while  the 
latter  took  the  rest  that  they  sorely 
needed  ;  and  Marston  told  how,  having 
discovered  the  remains  of  an  underground 
passage  in  the  fort  while  sinking  his  wells, 
he  had  cleared  it  out  and  kept  it  open  in 
case  of  need ;  and  how,  when  the  flames 


had  made  the  fort  untenable,  he  and 
Merrincourt,  with  their  few  surviving  men, 
had  escaped  by  this  subway,  and  launched 
a  canoe  which  they  had  kept  hidden 
among  the  bushes  in  readiness,  and 
glided  down  the  river  imseen,  under  cover 
of  the  smoke  and  the  fast-falling  darkness. 
Voyaging  by  night,  and  hiding  in  the 
thickets  by  day,  they  had  got  down  to 
Bhamo  just  before  it  was  surrounded  by 
the  enemy,  passing  through  countless 
perils  and  sufferings,  and  losing  three  of 
their  number  on  the  way. 

"  And  after  all  that,"  cried  Foster, 
admiringly,  "  you're  at  it  again  already  !. 
True  grit,  and  no  mistake." 

"  Old  Frank's  here  too,"  said  Marstorr^ 
ignoring  the  compliment,  "  and  poor  old 
Hadji  Mahmood  came  with  us  both.  The- 
scouting  party  that  he  commanded  must 
have  been  cut  off  by  those  fellows  from 
■^vbom  you  saved  him  ;  but  I  think  he'll 
come  all  right  again  after  a  bit — I've  seen, 
many  such  cases  in  Bengal." 

Then  Marston  told  how  the  insurgents 
had  been  beaten  and  driven  back  step  by 
step,  how  (as  Foster  had  seen  for  himself  ! 
many  of  the  native  tribes  were  abandoning: 
the  enterprise  and  going  back  to  their 
homes,  and  how  this  camp  had  been 
formed  as  a  central  point  from  which, 
raiding  parties  were  incessantly  sent  out 
to  cut  off'  the  supplies  of  the  enemy  and 
destroy  their  straggling  bands. 

"  And  when  Sir  Frederick  comes  up  to- 
morrow with  the  fresh  troops,"  he  ended, 
"  we  shall  probably  make  an  ad-^-ance  in 
force  through  the  jungle,  to  put  an  end 
to  the  business  at  one  blow ;  for  seme  of 
our  scouts  have  just  brought  in  word  that 
the  War-Tiger  lumself  has  passed  this 
way  with  a  small  band,  flying  tov\-ard  the 
northern  border." 

"  Oho ! "  cried  Foster,  suddenly  re- 
collecting the  native  band  that  had 
passed  them  in  the  jungle,  and  Harry's 
discovery  of  the  mock  chief  who  had. 
assumed  the  well-known  badge  of  the 
War-Tiger.  "  Well  then,  it  strikes  mo 
that  those  scoi;ts  of  yours  have  been 
nicely  fooled,  and  that  the  news  which 
I've  got  for  Sir  Frederick  is  even  more 
important  than  I  had  thought.  Listen,, 
and  I'll  tell  you  about  it." 

And  then  the  two  had  a  long  talk,  a.t 
the  end  of  which  Marston  looked  ex- 
tremely grave,  while  Foster  had  the  satis- 
fied air  of  a  man  who  had  jiist  succeeded 
in  finding  out  a  puzzle  over  which  he  had 
long  pondered  in  vain. 

"  Here's  news  for  yoii,  my  boys,"  said 
Foster  to  the  two  lads  at  sunrise  next 
morning.  "  Sir  Frederick  Roberts  has 
just  arrived,  and  whom  do  you  think  he 
has  brought  with  him  ?  Why,  your  old 
friend  of  the  Hollow  Mountain^  Master 
Tum-Ti!" 

"Aha  !  "  cried  Harry,  "  he's  caught  at 
last,  then.  What  a  fright  he  must  be 
m  !  " 

"Are  they  going  to  hang  him  ?  "  asked 
Fred. 

"  Hang  him  ?  Oh  dear  no  !  he's  quite 
a  good  boy  now,  and  the  General  is  going 
to  give  him  a  fine  big  reward.  He  has 
turned  traitor  (as  such  scoundrels  always 
do  in  the  end)  and  betrayed  the  Tiger 
Chief  and  all  his  old  comrades,  on  condi- 
tion of  receiving  a  free  pardon  and  the 
government  reward  for  the  War-Tiger's 
death  or  captiu'e." 
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"AVell,  he  is  a  nice  yoimc:  man,  and 
no  mistake!"  cried  Harry,  with  an  air 
o-f  disgust.  "  I  don't  so  umcli  inind  his 
murdering  us,  for  that  was  all  in  the  way 
of  business  ;  but  to  betray  his  own  side 
—ugh!  " 

"  Well,  I  suppose  that  was  all.  in  the 
way  of  business  too,"  said  his  father,  "  for 
he's  made  a  good  deal  of  monej'  by  it, 
which  is  the  chief  business  of  a  fellow 
like  that,  after  all.  What  do  you  think 
of  his  showing  the  General  a  note -book 
with  your  name  on  it  (which  he  prob- 
ably stole  while  you  were  unconscious 
from  the  effects  of  that  drug),  and  coolly 
saying  that  he  had  offered  to  take  a  mes- 
sage from  you  to  your  friends,  and  that 
you  had  given  him  that  book  as  a  token ; 
but  that  he  was  found  out  and  impri- 
soned for  it  by  the  others,  and  would 
have  been  k-illed  if  he  hadn't  managed  to 
-escape  ?  As  for  you,  he  said  he  thought 
you  must  have  been  murdered,  but  he 
■could  say  nothing  for  certain." 

"  No,  I  don't  suppose  he  could," 
chuckled  Fred,  "  since  he  didn't  come 
right  down  into  that  old  vault  to  see 
whether  we  died  or  not.  Uncle,  I've  got 
an  idea." 

The  "  idea  "  was  communicated  in  a 
few  whispered  words,  to  which  Foster 
listened  with  a  look  of  growing  amuse- 
ment, ending  in  a  hearty  laugh. 

"First-rate!"  cried  he;  "it'll  be  a 
very  fit  punishment  for  his  treachery,  and 
he  certainly  deserves  nothing  better.  You 
had  better  keep  close  during  the  day,  so 
as  not  to  give  him  a  chance  of  seeing 
you ;  and  this  evening  I'll  come  and 
turn  you  white  again,  before  presenting 
you  to  the  General." 

Accordingly,  after  a  long  day  of  seclu- 
sion— enlivened,  however,  by  visits  from 
Marston  and  Merrincourt — the  boys  saw 
Mr.  Foster  appear  towards  nightfall,  in 
English  dress,  and  with  his  skin  restored 
to  its  natural  colour.  The  application 
of  a  second  root,  not  tinlike  the  first 
in  appearance,  changed  them  in  like 
manner  from  Burinans  to  whites  ;  but, 
for  some  reason  of  his  own,  Foster  made 
no  alteration  in  their  clothing,  though  it 
had  suffered  not  a  little  from  their  jungle 
adventures.  And  when  all  was  ready,  he 
marched  them  off  to  the  General's  tent, 
and  formally  presented  them  as  his  son 
and  nephew. 

Fred  Milburn — who,  boy-like,  had 
always  imagined  that  the  hero  of  the 
famous  "  forced  march"  which  relieved 
Kandahar,  and  the  other  exploits  of  the 
Afghan  campaign,  must  be  a  gigantic  and 
awe-inspiring  figure,  half  Marlborough 
and  half  Peter  the  Great— was  greatly 
amazed  to  find  Sir  Frederick  a  small, 
quiet -looking    man,    with    long  grey 


whiskers,  in  whose  light  frame  a  stranger 
would  have  seen  no  trace  of  the  daring 
swordsman  who,  in  1857,  had  slain  with 
his  own  hand,  in  the  presence  of  two 

i  armies,  a  rebel  standard-bearer  a  head 

!  taller  than  liimsrlf.  But  there  was  a 
nameless  soiiu  tli ittg  in  the  great  soldier's 

j  firm  lips  and  deep,  earnest  eyes  which 
would  have  told  any  observant  spectator 

j  that,  whatever  difficulties  and  dangers 
might  rise  to  confront  him,  he  was  the 
man  to  deal  with  them. 

"  Very  glad  to  see  you  at  last,  General 
— I've  often  wanted  to,"  said  Fred  im- 
pulsively, as  he  grasped  the  strong  brown 
hand  which  the  hero  held  out  to  him.  "I 
shall  always  think  better  of  my  name  now 
that  I've  seen  what  a  namesake  I've  got." 

"  Thanli  you,  Mr.  Milburn,"  replied 
the  General,  winning  Fred's  heart  for 
ever  by  a  form  of  address  which  so  fully 

I  recognised  him  as  a  man.    "  My  friend 

I  Mr.  Foster  has  told  me  something  of 
your  adventures  among  the  Burmans, 
and,  if  you  don't  object,  I  should  like  to 
hear  the  whole  story  from  t/ou." 

The  tale  was  soon  told,  and  the  General 
listened  to  it  attentively,  though  without 
showing  by  word  or  sign  what  he  thought 
of  this  new  testimonial  to  the  character 
of  his  useful  volunteer,  Tum-Ti.  The 
shrill  voice  of  that  worthy  man  was 
heard  outside  the  tent  just  as  the  tale 
ended,  desiring  admission  to  the 
General's  presence. 

"  Here  comes  our  man,"  said  Foster, 
in  a  low  voice.  "  Have  I  your  permis- 
sion. Sir  Frederick,    to  put  him  to  the 

i  proof  as  I  suggested  ?  " 

"You  have,"  replied  General  Eoberts, 
'in  the  same  tone. 

"  Get  behind  that  screen,  boys,"  whis- 
pered Foster,  "  and  the  moment  you  hear 
me  call  out  '  Joot  hat  !  '  (It  is  false  !)  out 
you  come." 

Then  he  himself  drew  back  into  the 
shadow  and  turned"  his  face  away,  that 
he  might  be  mistaken,  in  the  subdued 
lamp-liglit,  for  one  of  the  English 
officers. 

!  As  the  traitor  came  sneaking  in — evi- 
dently doubtful  of  what  reception  he 
might  meet  with — the  General,  eyeing 
him  keenly,  said  in  Hindostanee : 

"  Here  is  a  map  of  Upper  Burmah — 
show  me  the  pass  that  we  must  seize  to 
cut  off  the  War-Tiger's  retreat." 

Tum-Ti  did  so,  and  proceeded  to  ex- 
plain, in  the  same  language,  his  plan  of 
hemming  in  the  Chiefs  remaining  forces, 
and  driving  him  back  into  the  border 
hills,  where,  by  occupying  with  a  British 
detachment  the  only  line  of  retreat  still 
open  to  him,  he  would  be  caught  between 
two  fires,  and  either  killed  or  forced  to 
surrender. 


In  fact,  the  cunning  half-breed,  seeing 
plainly  that  the  War-Tiger's  cause  was 
already  lost,  had  decided  to  save  himself 

I  by  joining  the  stronger  side  and  betray- 
ing his  former  leader,  feeling  sure  that 

[  no  proof  coiffd  exist  of  his  share  in  the 
crowning  atrocity  which  had  doomed  his 

!  two  young  captives   to  a  living  grave. 

i  But  on  this  point  he  was  about  to  be  sud- 

i  denly  ami  terribly  undeceived. 

"All  this  is  very  valuable  information," 
said  Sir  Frederick ;  "  but  can  you  not 
tell  us  where  the  Tiger-Chief  himself  is 

I  now  ?    Some  say  he  is  in  front  of  iis, 

I  some  declare  that  he  is  hanging  upon  our 

j  rear." 

"He  is  in  the  rear,"  replied  Tum-Ti, 
1  who  seemed  to  be  graduaUy  regaining 
1   confidence,  "and,  having  spread  a  false 
I   report  that  he  is  retreating  to  the  moiin- 
i  tains,  he  means  to  tempt  you  into  starting 
j  in  pursuit,  ajrd  then  to  fall  upon  j'ou  un- 
i  awares  on  the  march." 
;      "  That    is    news   indeed ! "   said  the 
i  General,  approvingly.    "  You  have  done 
us  good  service,  and  you  shall  be  weU 
!  rewarded."     (Tum-Ti  made  a  fawning 
bow.)    "  I  have  not  forgotten  how  you 
tried  to   save  Foster   Sahib's  son  and 
i  nephew,  though  unhappily  without  suc- 
cess." 

"  I  would  gladly  have  saved  them," 
whined  the  half-breed ;  "  but  it  was  im- 
possible,  though  assuredly  I  did  my  best." 
j      "  Joot  bat,  budmash  !  "  (It  is  false,  you 
;  villain ! )  said  a  deep,  stern  voice  behind 
!  him;  and    at   the  same   moment  the 
i  screen  fell  with  a  crash,  and  right  before 
the   horror-stricken  eyes  of  the  super- 
j  stitious  ruffian  stood,  pale  and  ghastly  in 
:  the  dim  light,  the  motionless  figures  of 
\  the  two  victims  whom  he  had  consigned 
to   a  lingering    death   in  the  smiless 
caverns  of  the  Hollow  Mountain. 

For  a  moment  he  gazed  with  start- 
I  ing  eyes  and  quivering  lips  at  the  fear- 
;  ful  apparition,  and  then,  without  word  or 
:  groan,  fell  heavily  on  his  face  as  if  shot 
]  through  the  heart. 

I  They  spoke  to  him — they  raised  him. 
'  from  the  ground — but  he  never  moved 
I  again.  Untouched  by  hand  of  man,  the 
I  cowardly  traitor  had  died  by  the  violence 

of  his  own  terrors. 
I      "  He  has  got  what  he  deserved,"  said 
I  the    old   General,  sternly;   "take  him 

away.  At  any  rate,  Foster,  he  has  given 
'  us  good  advice,  even  though  it  was  a 
I  ^•illain  who  gave  it.  I'll  send  forward 
I  Major  Simpson  with  a  Goorka  detach- 
■  ment  the  first  thing  to-morrow  morning, 
'  to  occupy  that  hill-pass  at  once ;  and 

then,  if  'all  goes  as  I  hope  it  wiU,  in 
:  another  month  the  war  will  be  all  over." 

I  {To  be  continued.) 
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ARTISTIC  STUDIES  FOR  BOYS  OF  TASTE. 

By  various  Eepresentative  Artists, 


XIV.— The  Young  Falconer.— (Drawn  for  the  "Boy's  Own  Paper"  hy  F.  CALVERT.) 


MBS.  Peekins,  as  she  entered  the  drawing- 
room  at  the  moment  of  this  announce- 
ment, east  an  anxious  glance  in  Tom's  direc- 
tion. Except  that  his  ears  were  crimson, 
and  his  hair  very  rough,  she  could  see  no 
outward  sign  of  discomfiture  ;  and  Mr. 
Perkins  was  leaning  back  in  his  chair,  with 
his  thumbs  in  the  armholes  of  his  waist- 
coat, as  if  he  were  feeling  quite  content ;  so, 


AN  AMATEUR  DETECTIVE. 

PART  II. 

as  yet,  all  must  have  gone  well.  For  Mrs. 
Eobert  had  confided  to  her  sister-in-law  that 
her  husband  had  said  he  wanted  to  sse  for 
himself  w-hat  stuff  the  boy  was  made  of, 
"  with  a  view  to  possibly  offering  him  a  place 
in  his  office." 

Things  went  smoothly,  too,  during  dinner, 
and  Mrs.  Perkins's  hopes  for  her  boy's  ad- 
vancement in  life  were  high  as  they  returned 


to  the  drawing-room  afterwards  ;  for  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Eobert  Perkins  had  no  children  of  their 
own. 

"  H'm  !  A  nice  little  bit  of  garden,"  re- 
marked Mr.  Perkins,  as  he  looked  out  on  a 
trim  little  lawn,  with  a  couple  of  flower 
beds  gay  with  dahlias,  Japanese  anemone:, 
and  other  autumn  blooms.  "  I  notice  it  is 
always  neat  and  bright  with  flowers.    With  a 


gardener  always  on  the  place,  I  don't  have  as 
much  show  at  this  time  of  year— in  the 
open,  I  mean — with  a  conservatory,  of  course, 
one  always  has  some  flowers.  Who  do  you 
get  to  keep  it  in  order  ?  " 

Mrs.  Perkins  did  not  answer  for  a  moment, 
the  conservatory  suggested  such  visions  of 
gramleur  ;  so  Tom  replied  for  her— 

A  funny  old  Irishman,  Mike  O'Neal  by 
name,  comes  in  once  or  twice  a  week,  to 
work  for  us.  It  is  such  fun  getting  him 
to  talk.  He  thinks  he  is  doing  us  a  great 
favour  to  come  at  all,  I  can  tell  you.  Some- 
times he  declares  that  he  is  of  Koyal  blood, 
and  is  descended  from  a  race  of  princes  ages 
ago.  Anyway— odZy  about  two  hundred  and 
fifty  years  ago  his  people  were  O'Neals, 
Earls  of  Tyrone,  who  headed  a  rebellion 
against  Charles  I.— so  he  says ;  and  he 
spins  no  end  of  yarns  about  it  all,  mixed  up 
with  horrible  massacres  and  dreadful  ghost 
stories.  He  gets  in  such  a  rage  if  ever  I 
laugh  at  any  of  them.  He  really  does  firmly 
believe  both  in  the  past  grandeur  and  in  the 
ghosts  ;  and — " 

"A  poor  half-witted  fellow,  probably" — 
rejoined  his  uncle,  loftily ;  while  his  mother 
frowned  at  him,  as  a  warning  not  to  "  run 
on  "  like  that  in  his  uncle's  presence. 

Tom  at  once  collapsed,  and  sat  at  the 
fsdge  of  his  chair,  and  answered  in  mono- 
:  syllables  when  spoken  to,  for  the  rest  of  that 
-  dreary  afternoon. 

How  hard  he  tried  not  to  look  cross  when 
his  aunt  declared  he  was  small  for  his  age, 
„  and  it  was  a  pity  he  did  not  "  feature  the 
IPerkinses!  "  It  was  trying  to  have  to  ex- 
pose ignorance  under  a  cross  fire  of  fresh 
<luestionings  from  his  uncle.  Trying,  too,  to 
sse  his  precious  school  prizes  only  glanced  at 
without  remark  when  produced  by  his  mother 
for  inspection. 

He  did  wish  to  please  his  mother,  and  be 
polite ;  but  he  was  delighted  at  last  to  have 
a  chance  of  slipping  off  into  the  kitchen, 
where,  however  busy  Sally  might  be,  he  was 
mever  unwelcome  ;  for  the  lonely  woman  had 
'lavished  on  him  the  whole  "love  of  her 
affectionate  nature,  ever  since  the  day  on 
which  she  was  first  installed  as  nursemaid 
and  general  help  in  Mrs.  Perkins's  modest 
establishment.  In  Sally's  eyes,  Tom  could 
never  do  wrong ;  to  her  he  was  simply  per- 
fection ;  so  even  now,  in  the  midst  of  wash- 
ing up,  she  looked  up  at  him,  when  she  saw 
him  at  the  door,  with  a  delighted  smile 
which  was  quite  refreshing  and  soothing  to 
his  wounded  feelings.  But,  with  the  best 
will  in  the  world,  she  was  able  to  give  her 
attention  to  only  one  thing  at  a  time,  and  the 
sense  of  responsibility,  as  she  gingerly  han- 
dled the  best  china,  proved  a  barrier  to  con- 
versation ;  so  after  a  bit  Tom  sauntered  into 
the  back  yard,  where  he  heard  Mike  chopping 
^vood. 

The  old  man  was  chopping  away  with  a 
-will,  his  head  bent  so  low  that  Tom  couM 
^only  see  a  mouth  depressed  at  the  corners, 
.and  a  stubbly  beard,  fronr  under  the  battered 
"iiat.  He  never  looked  up  as  the  boy 
drew  near,  but  stolidly  continued  his  occu- 
pation. 

Tom  surveyed  him  a  moment.  "  You 
seem  in  a  hurry  for  once  in  your  life,  Mike." 

'•  Thrue  for  you."    (Chop,  chop.) 

"Why!  You  have  cut  your  hand!" 
noticing  a  dirty  rag  bound  round  it. 

"  Shure,  an'  I  have  that  same."  Chop — 
chop — chop.  Finding  that  he  could  get  no 
rise  out  of  Mike  in  such  a  queer  surly 
liumour,  Tom  had  recourse  to  a  little  desul- 
tory amusement,  until  he  thought  it  must 
be  verging  on  teitime  ;  his  uncle  and  aunt 
were  to  leave  directly  afterwards,  so  there 
would  not  be  need  of  patience  much  longer. 

His  absence  had  apparently  been  unno- 
ti:3d,  as  he  w.ilk^d  quietly  in  and  took  a  seat 


near  the  door ;  from  which  he  could  hear 
sounds  of  the  tea  being  laid  in  the  next 
room.  These  sounds  were  soon  varied  by  a 
smothered  shriek  from  Sally. 

"  She  has  gone  and  upset  the  kettle,  and 
tea  will  be  late.  What  a  bore !  "  he  thought 
to  himself. 

He  feared  it  must  be  something  even  worse 
than  that  when  he  caught  a  glimpse  of 
Sally's  scared  face,  as  she  came  to  the  door, 
saying,  "  Missus,  you're  wanted,  please." 

Mrs.  Perkins,  feeling  sure  some  of  the 
best  tea  set  was  broken,  left  the  room  looking 
very  much  put  out. 

In  another  minute,  an  hysterical  scream 
startled  them  all ;  and  Tom  rushed  off  to  see 
what  was  wrong,  followed  by  the  others. 
They  found  poor  Mrs.  Perkins  sitting  gasping 
and  sobbing,  while  Sally  stood,  with  white 
face  and  staring  eyes,  as  if  turned  to  stone. 

"  What  is  it,  mother?"  demanded  Tom, 
feeling  more  frightened  than  he  ever  remem- 
bered being  in  his  life  before ;  but  she  only 
wrung  lier  hands  wildly  in  response. 

"  Come,  come  !  Compose  yourself,  my  dear 
Elizabeth,"  said  Mr.  Perkins.  "Tell  us 
what  is  the  matter,  and  we  shall  then  know 
what  we  can  do  for  you.  Fetch  some  water 
for  your  mistress,  girl !  " 

But  Sally  only  dumbly  stared,  so  Tom 
flew  for  the  water ;  and  by  dint  of  patting 
and  coaxing,  persuaded  her  to  swallow  some. 

"Oh  !  "  she  moaned,  "what  shall  I  do  ? 
What  shall  I  do  ?  To  think  of  anything  so 
dreadful  happening  in  my  house  !  " 

"  Well,  tell  us  what  is  the  matter  !  "  cried 
everybody. 

Mrs.  Perkins,  between  her  sobs,  managed 
to  ejaculate  "  My  spoons  !  Oh,  my  spoons  !  " 

This  conveyed  no  light  to  Mr.  Perkins, 
but  his  wife,  who  knew  of  the  treasured  real 
silver  ones,  cried  "  Not  stolen  ?  You  don't 
mean  to  say  they  have  been  stolen  ?  " 

"  Yes,  my  best  ones,  every  one  of  them  ; 
all  gone  !  " 

"  Nonsense  !  "  said  the  practical  man  of 
business.  "Are  you  sure  they  are  not  lying 
about  ?  Have  got  covered  up  ?  Slipped  down 
behind  something?  At  all  events,  they 
can't  be  far  off  yet.  Let  us  hear  the  whole 
story,  young  woman.  When  did  you  miss 
them  ?  Where  did  you  see  them  last  ?  How 
many  have  disappeared  ?    Hey  ?  " 

"  Which  I  was  laying  of  the  tea  :  and  I 
had  washed  them  after  dinner ;  and  put 
them  in  the  basket  along  of  the  others  ;  and 
when  I  was  agoing  to  take  out  the  teaspoons, 
they  was  all  gone." 

"  A  very  lame  story !  Who  had  touched 
the  silver  beside  yourself  ?  Had  no  stranger 
been  in  the  kitchen  during  the  afternoon  ?  " 

"  No,  sir.    No  one  at  all.    Leastways  " 

"  No  one  at  all  ?  Then  do  you  not  see 
what  inference  we  must  draw  from  that,  if 
you  have  not  been  out  of  sight  of  the  kitchen 
yourself  ?  " 

Sally  merely  gazed  at  him.  The  words 
conveyed  no  idea  to  her  bewildered  brain. 

"  Did  you,  or  did  you  not  leave  the  place 
unprotected  with  the  silver  lying  about  ?  " 

"  No,  sir  !  Why,  missus  said  I  was  not  to 
leave  it  not  on  any  account." 

"  Either  you  are  telling  falsehoods,  woman, 
or  you  know  more  about  the  disappearance 
of  the  spoons  than  appears  on  the  surface," 
thundered  Mr.  Perkins.  "  If  you  have  con- 
cealed the  things  yourself,  give  them  up  this 
moment,  for  it  will  be  the  worse  for  you  after- 
wards." 

With  a  perfect  howl  of  dismay,  Sally  flung 
her  apron  over  her  head,  and  sank  down  upon 
the  nearest  chair. 

"  Uncle  !  "  exclaimed  Tom,  beside  himself 
with  anger,  and  unable  to  keep  quiet  any 
longer.  "  How  can  you  suspect  poor  Sally  ? 
I  should  as  soon  suspect  yourself  I  ' 

A  stinging  box  on  the  ear  was  the  sole 


answer  his  uncle  vouchsafed.  Never  par- 
ticularly good-tempered,  he  was  now  in  a 
towering  passion.  Giving  his  sister-in-law  a 
good  shake  that  startled  her  out  of  her  fit  of 
helpless  crying,  he  vociferated,  "Am  I  to  be 
insulted  by  your  son,  madam,  because  I  try 
to  help  you  in  this  difficulty?  Are  you  incap- 
able of  anything  but  tears  ?  If  you  want  to 
see  your  lost  property  again,  send  for  a  police- 
man, and  have  the  woman  taken  up  !  " 

At  these  words,  Sally  rushed  blindly  at  her 
mistress. 

"  Missus  !  missus  !  Say  you  don't  go  and 
take  me  for  a  thief  ?  " 

Like  many  a  weak  nature,  Mrs.  Perkins, 
generally  yielding,  could  be  as  hard  as  flint 
when  put  out.  The  loss  of  her  treasured 
possessions  was  terrible  ;  and  now  Tom  was 
quarrelling  with  the  uncle  on  whom  his 
future  depended  ;  everything  was  going 
wrong  ;  it  was  all  so  very  hard  ;  so  she  only 
fretfully  pushed  Sally  away  from  her  without 
saying  a  word. 

Poor  Sally's  sobs  broke  out  afresh,  she 
groped  in  her  pocket  for  her  handkerchief 
and  drew  it  forth.  Something  fell  with  a 
chink  upon  the  brick  floor.  Alas  1  it  was  a 
teaspoon  ! 

Grimly,  Mrs.  Robert  Perkins  picked  it  up, 
and  he'd  it  forth  to  their  astonished  gaze. 

"  She  must  be  given  in  custody  at  once," 
said  Mr.  Perkins. 

Tom  sprang  forward,  and  putting  his 
strong  young  arm  round  the  poor  cowering 
creature,  he  cried,  "  Give  her  time  to  explain, 
for  of  course  it  can  be  explained,  only  she 
has  been  so  flustered  !  Dear  Sally,  just  think, 
don't  be  so  frightened  ;  tell  us  how  the  spoon 
came  to  be  in  your  pocket.  Mama  and  I 
know  quite  well  you  are  no  thief." 

"  Upon  my  word  !  "  sneered  Mr.  Perkins, 
"  you  take  a  good  deal  upon  yourself,  young 
man  !  Elizabeth  !  will  you  attend  to  me  a 
moment,  if  you  please.  Am  I  to  act  for  you 
under  these  unpleasant  circumstances,  or  am 
I  not?" 

Mrs.  Perkins  looked  helplessly  around. 
"  Oh,  Sally  !  "  she  said  feebly,  "  I  should 
never  have  thought  it  of  you,  to  bring  such 
disgrace  upon  the  house  ;  and  a  policeman 
to  be  fetched,  and  all !  And  it  will  get  into 
the  papers  !  Oh,  it  is  more  than  I  can  bear. 
If  you  would  only  confess,  and  then  perhaps 
I  would  forgive  you  if  you  put  the  things 
back  again." 

Tom  ground  his  teeth.  His  flashing  eyes 
were  now  turned  from  his  uncle  on  his 
mother.  If  she  failed  them  like  this,  there 
would  be  nothing  for  it  but  for  Sally  to  be 
taken  into  custody  ;  he  pictured  her  dragged 
off  to  prison,  she  would  be  marched  all 
through  the  town  to  the  Castle  between  two 
policemen  to  the  magistrate.  He  had  often 
seen  people  taken  there  ;  it  was  too  horrible, 
though  of  course  she  would  be  able  to  prove 
her  innocence,  if  they  did  not  bully  her  so. 
If  these  terrible  relations  would  only  go,  and 
mind  their  own  business  !  What  could  be 
done  to  save  her  from  such  a  fate  ? 

An  idea  struck  him :  so  trying  to  speak 
calmly  he  said — "  Look  here,  mother  !  Uncle 
does  not  know  Sally,  and  all  she  has  been  to 
us  for  years.  You  say,  even  if  she  had  taken 
the  things,  you  would  forgive  her  if  you  got 
them  back.  Suppose  you  promise  my  uncle 
that  if  nothing  proves  her  innocent  before  to- 
morrow, you  will  send  for  a  policeman  ;  but 
that  you  must  have  a  little  time  to  think.  .  .  . 
Please  do,  mother." 

"  And  give  the  thief  a  little  time  to  make 
off  with  the  spoil  too,  I  suppose  you  mean  !  " 
said  Mr.  Perkins.  "  Well  !  well !  I  have 
wasted  time  enough  on  a  most  thankless  task. 
The  fly  is  at  the  gate.  We  need  not  lose  our 
train  in  order  to  give  advice  where  it  is 
neither  wanted  nor  taken.  If  you  lose  ilie 
teapot  next,  don't  say  you  vrere  not  warned  1 


Put  on  your  bonnet  at  once,  my  dear ;  I  am 
not  accustomed  at  my  age  to  be  dictated  to 
by  a  boy." 

Mrs.  Perkins  raised  her  streaming  eyes  in 
protest — "  Oh  !  dear  !  dear  !  You  will  drive 
your  poor  mother  distracted,  Tom  !  Why 
don't  you  beg  your  uncle's  pardon  ?  I  am 
sure,  Kobert,  Tom  never  meant  to  be  so  rude. 


Oh  !  it  can't  be  time  for  the  train  yet !  and  I 
don't  know  what  I  am  to  do.  ..." 

But  Mr.  Perkins  had  already  bustled  off  to 
get  his  coat.  His  strident  voice  could  be 
heard  shouting  up  the  stairs—"  Maria  I  Are 
you  coming  ?  Do  you  want  to  miss  the  train  ?  " 
which  brought  his  wife  rushing  down  with  her 
bonnet  strings  untied,  and  her  mantle  over  1 


her  ann.  He  hurried  her  in  to  the  kitchen, 
where  they  both  shook  hands  with  their  for- 
lorn hostess,  in  a  pitying  and  superior  manner. 
Then,  without  vouchsafing  a  word  or  look  to 
their  nephew,  they  drove  off  before  Mrs.  Per- 
kins could  collect  her  scattered  senses. 

{To  be  continued.) 


A  TRAGIC  EPISODE! 

A  STORY  OF  LIFE  AND  DEATH  IN  INDIA, 


WE  had  returned— not  quite  empty- 
handed — from  a  stroll  with  our  fowl- 
ing pieces  round  a  secluded  lake  near  the 
village  of  Gungrar,  which  lies,  a  little  off  the 
high-road,  between  the  military  stations  of 
Nusseerabad  and  Neemuch,  in  the  province 
of  Eajputana. 

Joe  Langford  and  I  had  been  schoolfellows 
and  chums,  and  were  now  in  the  same 
branch  of  the  Public  Service  ;  with  this 
difference — that  while  he  was  a  military 
officer,  I  was  a  civilian.  After  a  long  separ- 
ation, an  accidental  meeting  and  instant 
recognition  on  both  sides  resulted  in  a  re- 
union which  lasted  many  years — would 
indeed  have  lasted  till  now  had  my  friend 
lived,  but  he  was  shot  in  the  thigh  at 
Maiwand,  and,  unable  either  to  defend  him- 
self or  escape,  was  killed  on  the  spot  where 
he  had  fallen. 

Our  present  object  was  sport  ;  and  some 
half-dozen  skins,  sprinkled  thickly  with 
wood-ashes,  pegged  out  in  front  of  the  tent 
to  dry,  testified  that,  so  far,  we  had  been 
fairly  successful. 

While  at  breakfast  that  morning  a  servant 
came  in  to  say  that  an  old  man  had  brought 
some  khabar  (news),  and  wished  to  see  us  ; 
so,  when  we  had  finished,  we  went  over  to 
where  he  had  seated  himself  in  the  shade  of 
a  big  bar,  or  wild  fig-tree. 

It  is  not  easy  to  tell  the  age  of  natives, 
and  little  use  to  inquire ;  for  they  them- 
selves never  seem  to  know  exactly,  but  are 
quite  content  if  they  can  guess  within  ten, 
or  even  twenty  years  of  the  truth. 

That  our  visitor  was  old,  very  very  old, 
there  could,  however,  be  no  question.  Eighty 
years  at  least  seemed  to  look  out  from  the 
sunken  faded  eyes  ;  to  be  written  on  the 
white  and  scanty  hair,  and  on  the  bent  and 
trembling  figure,  as  with  difficulty  he  stood 
up  to  salaam  us ;  and  to  sound  in  feeble 
murmurings  from  his  lips,  as  he  told  us  his 
pathetic  little  story.  He  was  a  grand  old 
man  too !  and  though  uncounted  years  of 
constant  toil  had  swept  his  youth  further 
and  further  into  the  past,  till  all  that 
remained  of  it  was,  to  him,  but  a  broken 
dream,  and  all  v/e  saw  but  a  hoary  ruin,  yet 
there  was  not  a  touch  upon  it  that  spoke  of 
vice  or  crime.  He  had  lived  a  simple  life, 
enjoyed  simple  pleasures,  and  the  griefs 
whidh  had  touched  him  were  but  such  as  are 
common  to  all. 

"Sahib,"  he  began,  "I  am  old,  and  the 
joys  of  life  have  long  since  departed.  I  live 
because  I  cannot  die  till  the  Destroyer  strikes 
me.  I  look  for  him  daily,  but  yet  he  comes 
not.  My  father  gave  a  wife  to  my  arms,  and 
God  granted  us  many  children.  For  years 
we  lived  and  toiled  together,  but  the  little 
ones,  one  by  one,  grew  up  and  left  us.  Some 
came  back  in  want  and  trouble,  and  we 
clothed  and  fed  and  consoled  them.  They 
were  our  children  once  again,  and  we 
willingly  parted  with  fields  and  flocks  to 
help  them.  Some  forgot  their  old  home  and 
their  mother  and  me,  but  we  never  com- 
plained ;  for  it  proved  that  they  were  doing 


well  and  wanted  us  not.  All  are  dead  now  ; 
or,  if  not,  I  know  not  where  they  are  ;  and,  if 
they  have  left  children,  they  know  not  the 
way  to  my  dwelling.  My  wife  died  also  ; 
and  I  burned  her  body,  collected  the  ashes, 
and  sent  them  by  the  hands  of  holy  Brah- 
mins, to  be  buried  in  the  sacred  Ganges. 
Could  I  do  more  ?  From  that  time  I  have 
lived  a  solitary  life,  tilling  the  little  land 
left  me,  and  sowing  and  reaping  and  baking 
my  bread  with  these  two  hands.  Sickness 
next  attacked  me  ;  and,  to  save  the  wretched 
remnant  of  my  life,  I  parted  with  all  I  had, 
save  one  pair  of  bullocks  whose  labour  has 
supported  me  ever  since.  I  could  not  work  ; 
but  my  bullocks  were  young  and  strong,  and 
worked  for  themselves  and  for  me.  I  had  no 
one  to  talk  to,  so  I  talked  to  them,  and  they 
understood  me  and  gave  me  wordless 
answers.  I  had  no  children  to  love,  so  I 
loved  them,  fed  them,  fondled  and  cared  for 
them,  and  they  repaid  me  with  their  brute 
affection.  The  strength  had  gone  from  my 
limbs,  but  I  could  yet  sit  on  the  yoke  and 
guide  my  pets.  The  neighbours  gladly 
employed  them  to  draw  water,  to  plough,  or 
to  carry  goods  between  the  village  and  the 
stations— and  thus,  one  day  with  another, 
they  kept  me  from  dying  of  hunger." 

Tears  had  been  in  the  old  man's  eyes  and 
emotion  in  his  voice  all  the  time  he  had 
been  talking ;  but  at  this  point  he  broke 
down  completely,  bowed  his  head  upon  his 
hands,  and  sobbed  like  a  child. 

We  waited  patiently  till  he  recovered  some 
control  over  his  feelings,  when  he  continued 
his  nai'rative  as  follows  : — 

"  Having  no  work  for  my  bullocks  this 
morning,  I  sent  them,  along  with  the  rest  of 
the  village  cattle,  to  graze  on  the  hillside. 
On  the  way  a  hungry  tiger  struck  one  down 
and  killed  it,  and  so  mauled  the  other  that 
it,  too,  has  since  died. 

"  The  herd-boy  saw  the  brute,  and  heard 
the  groans  of  the  wounded  creatures,  and 
ran  down  and  gave  the  alarm  to  the  men 
working  in  the  fields  below,  who  went  up 
and  drove  the  tiger  away.  One  bullock  was 
quite  dead ;  and,  though  there  was  life  in 
the  other,  it  could  not  stand,  and  died  as 
they  were  carrying  it  to  the  village." 

Here,  I  would  just  remark,  that,  from 
what  came  to  our  knowledge  afterwards,  it 
is  almost  certain  that  the  second  bullock 
weut  to  the  assistance  of  its  mate.  The 
village  cattle  frequently  unite  to  drive  oS 
intruders  ;  and  there  are  many  well-known 
instances  in  which  the  tiger  itself  has  been 
compelled  to  retreat  before  the  force  of  such 
a  combination.  I  remember  on  one  occa- 
sion seeing  a  young  buffalo  repeatedly  go  to 
the  rescue  of  a  goat,  which  was  being  worried 
by  a  pariah  dog.  Finding  that  the  dog  re- 
turned whenever  it  moved  away,  it  finally 
took  post  close  to  its  charge,  and  did  not 
leave  it  so  long  as  the  dog  remained  in 
sight. 

"  0  sahib ! "  continued  the  old  man, 
"  there  were  other  bullocks  there  which  the 
tiger  might  have  taken,  whose  owners  would 


never  have  felt  the  loss.  Why  were  mine, 
and  mine  alone,  selected  ?  They  were  my 
support ;  my  meat  and  drink  ;  my  wife  and 
children  ;  my  all— and  they  are  killed  ;  and 
I  too  am  dead  ! 

"  0  sahib !  come  to-night  and  slay  the 
slayer  of  my  children.  Let  me  see  his  filthy 
carcase  stretched  lifeless  on  the  earth,  and 
I  will  die  blessing  you.  Avenge  me  first— I 
have  nothing  else  to  live  for— then  let  the 
great  Destroyer  come  :  I  will  bow  my  head 
in  submission  before  him  ;  I  will  welcome 
him  with  outstretched  arms  !  " 

Poor  fellow !  the  Destroyer  was  indeed 
near— nearer,  at  all  events,  than  was  sus- 
pected by  either  my  friend  or  myself — and 
did  not  long  allow  him  to  mouni  the  un- 
timely fate  of  his  bullocks.  The  value  of 
these  we  would,  in  any  case,  have  made 
good  to  the  old  man ;  and  I  have  regretted 
ever  since  that  we  did  not  at  once  tell  him 
so  distinctly,  though  I  do  not  know  that  it 
would  have  averted  his  fate. 

We  had  the  trap  got  ready  at  once,  and 
drove  the  old  man  back  to  his  village,  where 
we  dismounted,  and  were  led  by  him  about 
half  a  mile  to  the  left,  into  a  dense  clump  of 
jungle  near  the  foot  of  the  hills,  where  we 
found  the  bullock  which  had  been  first  killed, 
the  other  having  been  taken  to  the  village. 

When  a  tiger  has  killed,  it  rarely  goes  far 
from  the  spot,  but  takes  the  nearest  cover  it 
can  find,  where  it  lies  down  for  the  day ;  or, 
if  the  spot  is  quiet  and  the  beast  hungry,  it 
may  even  feed.  On  the  approach  of  nightfall 
it  visits  the  neighbourhood  of  the  carcase, 
and  has  a  look  round  to  see  that  all  is  safe. 
Then  it  makes  for  a  waterpool,  has  a  drink, 
and  returns  to  gorge,  quitting  its  prey  again 
about  daybreak.  Of  course,  circumstances 
alter  cases,  as  well  with  tigers  as  with  men ; 
and  some  allowance  must  also  be  made  for 
individual  peculiarities  ;  but  the  usual  course 
is  as  I  have  described. 

The  sportsman,  desirous  of  bagging  a  tiger 
over  its  "kill,"  usually  erects  a,  macJuin  in 
the  nearest  tree  or  other  convenient  spot, 
where  he  sits  and  awaits,  in  strictest  silence, 
the  issue  of  events.  A  machan  is  merely  a 
rough  nest,  built  in  such  a  position  as  to 
command  a  distinct  view  of  the  carcase,  and 
the  approaches  thereto,  as  far  as  possible.  A 
charpoij,  or  native  cot,  is  usually  pressed  into 
service,  because  it  is  light,  strong,  and  every- 
where obtainable.  When  the  viaclian  is  built 
in  _  a  tree,  and  there  are  no  commanding 
points  near,  concealment,  save  of  the  very 
roughest  description,  is  unnecessary,  as  neither 
tiger  nor  panther  look  above  the  level  of  their 
own  heads  when  making  their  preliminary 
observations  ;  and,  when  approaching  the  kill, 
they  have  eyes  for  nothing  else.  Their  ears 
are,  however,  alert  enough,  and  the  breaking 
of  a  twig,  the  rustle  of  a  leaf,  a  cough,  a 
whisper,  or,  in  fact,  any  slight  noise  whatever, 
will  be  quite  sufficient  to  spoil  the  chance  of 
a  shot  for  the  night. 

The  spot  where  the  dead  bullock  was  lying, 
being  an  open  space  in  the  midst  of  a  thicket, 
and  the  intersecting  point  of  a  number  of 


tracks  which  branched  off  from  it  in  all 
directions,  was  utterly  unsuited  to  our  pur- 
pose ;  for  we  could  not  possibly  command 
all  the  approaches.  Nor  was  there  any  tree 
within  a  reasonable  distance  which  afforded 
the  slightest  facility  for  nirtc7ta«-building,  the 
nearest  being  so  distant  that,  if  we  dragged 
the  carcase  to  it,  there  was  every  probability 
of  the  tiger  suspecting  a  trick  and  avoiding 
its  vicinity.  A  close  scrutiny  of  the  ground 
failed,  however,  to  reveal  any  alternative  ;  so 
we  had  the  bullock  dragged  to  within  about 
forty  yards  of  the  tree ;  and,  having  left  a 
boy  to  scare  off  vultures  and  other  intruders, 
hastened  home  to  send  men  and  materials 
for  the  construction  of  a  machan. 

Eeturning  a  little  before  sunset,  and  finding 
all  arrangements  satisfactorily  completed, 
we  went  quietly  to  our  perch  in  the  tree,  laid 
our  rifles  and  cartridges  handy,  and  sat  down 
to  our  weary  watch.  Joe  had  won  the  toss 
for  first  fire,  at  which  I  was  very  glad,  as  he 
was  far  less  experienced  than  myself,  never 
yet  having  even  seen  a  tiger  in  its  native 
jungle,  much  less  shot  one. 

A  night-watch  is,  as  I  have  said,  weary, 
weary  work  ;  but  there  is,  at  the  same  time, 
an  excitement  about  it  which  renders  it 
very  fascinating.  Every  sudden  or  unusual 
sound  makes  the  heart  throb  with  expectation. 
The  approach  of  any  animal,  even  of  a  hare,  in 
the  uncertain  light  sends  the  blood  at  almost 
bursting  pressure  through  the  veins.  To 
some  nervous  temperaments  the  necessity 
for  suppressing  all  emotion  is  a  terrible  trial ; 
they  become  possessed  of  an  almost  uncon- 
trollable desire  to  laugh,  or  shout,  or  sing,  or 
dance,  or  even  to  fire  off  their  rifles  at  nothing. 
My  friend,  without  being  so  bad  as  that,  was 
yet,  I  could  see,  in  a  pitiable  condition.  The 
warm  night,  the  mosquitoes,  the  necessarily 
cramped  x^osition,  the  novelty  of  the  situation 
— all  had  tended  to  produce  a  fidgetiness 
which  was  scarcely  conducive  to  straight 
shooting;  and  I  felt  glad  that  we  were  safe  in  a 
tree,  instead  of  being  only  hidden  amongst  the 
bushes  on  the  ground. 

Long  and  patiently  did  we  wait ;  and  often 
did  porcupine  or  jackal  deceive  us  into  think- 
ing that  the  tiger  was  prowling  about  us. 
At  last,  a  little  after  two  o'clock,  my  friend 
laid  his  hand  on  my  shoulder  with  a  warning 
touch,  and  awoke  me  at  once  into  rigid 
watchfulness.  To  tell  the  truth,  I  had  been 
dozing  a  little  ;  for  I  had  given  up  all  hopes 
of  seeing  anything,  and  for  several  nights 
previous  had  had  but  scanty  sleep.  I  had 
tried  my  best  to  keep  awak-e  :  but,  in  spite  of 
all  my  efforts,  my  ey  -^  .C'lild  close  now  and 
then  for  an  instant,  and  it  was  from  one  of 
these  brief  naps  that  Joe's  touch  had  roused 
me. 

Following  the  direction  of  his  gaze,  I  soon 
saw  a  shadowy  object  glide  from  one  bush  to 
another  in  the  distance,  evidently  on  the 
trail  of  the  dead  bullock.  On  it  came,  but 
very  cautiously  ;  steahng  from  bush  to  bush, 
and  stopping  every  now  and  then  to  listen 
and  look  about.  No  tiger  behaves  like  that. 
Knowing  well  what  creature  was  approach- 
ing, I  amused  myself  by  watching  the 
changes  on  the  face  of  my  excited  friend, 
and  had  some  difliculty  in  smothering  a  roar 
at  the  sudden  change  from  high  hope  to 
intense  disgust,  which  became  manifest 
there  when  our  visitor  trotted  into  the  open, 
and  stood  revealed  in  the  clear  moonlight — a 
wretched  hyena. 

It  stood  and  looked,  and  sniffed  at  the  car- 
case from  a  little  distance ;  then  it  walked 
suspiciously  round  and  round  it,  gradually 
getting  closer  and  closer  in  the  process. 
Next,  it  stood  for  a  moment,  and,  stretching 
out  its  head  and  neck,  gave  atrial  bite  to  the 
part  nearest  it,  which  chanced  to  be  the  tail. 
The  creature  was  evidently  prepared  to 
bolt,  but  as  nothing  stirred,  it  made  a  closer 


investigation,  till  it  found  a  place  to  its 
mind,  when  it  fell  to,  tearing  and  eating 
greedily. 

Joe  was  awfully  perplexed,  and  evidently 
thought  that  if  he  did  not  do  something  to 
stop  the  rate  of  consumption,  there  would 
be  nothing  left  for  the  tiger.  At  last  he 
turned  to  me,  and  breathed  in  my  ear — 
"  What  are  we  to  do.  Jack  ?  Shall  I  shoot 
the  brute?  " 

"  Only,"  I  replied,  "  if  you  prefer  the 
hyena  to  the  tiger  ;  for  you  certainly  will 
not  bag  both.  Have  you  nothing  you  can 
throw  at  it  ?  " 

"  Nothing  but  cartridges,"  he  answered, 
feeling  rapidly  in  his  pockets — "  Yes,  here  is 
a  pocket-knife  ;  "  and,  leaning  over,  he  shied 
it  at  the  hyena,  and  struck  it  fairly  between 
the  ears.  The  beast  started  back  and  looked 
up  at  us,  when  Joe  shook  his  fist  at  it,  on 
which  it  retreated  amongst  the  bushes.  But 
the  brute  was  too  hungry  to  pay  attention  to 
trifles  ;  for  it  returned  in  a  few  minutes,  and, 
disregarding  Joe's  threatening  pantomime, 
began  again  to  eat. 

"  Really,  I  can't  stand  this.  Jack  !  I  mttst 
shoot  the  abominable  " 

"  Gr-r-r-ouf  !  " 

It  was  like  the  change  of  slides  in  a  magic 
lantern.  The  hyena  has  vanished,  and  in 
its  place  stands  a  lordly  tiger !  He  is  in  a 
temper  too  !  Stooping,  he  seizes  a  foreleg  of 
the  bullock  and  gives  it  a  vengeful  crunch 
and  shake ;  then,  putting  a  paw  upon  the 
body,  as  if  in  proud  consciousness  of  pro- 
prietorship, and  looking  back  over  his 
shoulder,  he  sends  a  snarl  after  the  retreat- 
ing hyena  ;  which,  being  interpreted,  may 
perhaps  mean — "  You  thieving  brute,  this  is 
mine  !  How  dare  you  drag  it  here !  How 
dare  you  touch  it  ?  " 

No  thunderclap  could  have  startled  us 
more  than  the  sudden  appearance  of  the 
tiger.  We  looked  in  each  other's  faces,  and 
what  we  each  saw  afforded  us  material  for 
good-humoured  chaff  as  often  as  we  talked 
of  it  afterwards.  For  some  moments — so 
interested  were  we  in  every  motion  of  the 
beautiful  creature  beneath  us — we  entirely 
forgot  that  we  were  there  on  purpose  to 
shoot  it ;  and  I  believe  that  it  was  rather 
with  a  feeling  of  repugnance  and  regret  than 
with  a  thrill  of  pleasure,  that  Joe  at  last 
directed  his  rifle  towards  it. 

Tlie  position  of  our  intended  victim  could 
not  possibly  have  been  improved.  It  had 
thrown  itself  full  length  on  the  body  of  the 
bulloclc,  with  its  head  turned  away  from  us  ; 
so  that,  from  our  height  above  it,  we  could 
see  all  along  its  back  from  the  ears  to  the 
tail.  The  one  unfavourable  factor  was  Joe 
himself  ;  and  I  saw  with  dismay  that  every 
nerve  was  in  tremulous  activity,  and  his 
head  nodding  like  a  thistle-top  on  a  windy 
day.  It  was  a  relief  to  see  him  bring  down 
the  rifle  again  from  his  shoulder. 

"Don't  hurry;  make  suie,"  I  softly 
whispered. 

Joe  made  no  reply  ;  but,  after  a  second  or 
two,  raised  his  rifle  again  and  instantly  lired. 
I  was  more  engaged  in  watching  my  friend 
than  in  getting  ready  for  my  own  shot ;  and, 
as  he  fired  so  unexpectedly,  I  was  taken  by 
surprise. 

A  savage  growl  mingled  with  the  echoes 
of  the  shot ;  and,  before  the  curling  smoke  had 
lifted  from  before  me,  I  dimly  saw  the  tiger 
spring  high  in  the  air,  in  a  futile  attempt  to 
reach  our  machan.  Falling  back,  it  iJausod 
for  a  second  :  and,  a>  I  leant  over  to  fire,  made 
another  desperate  leap  straigl:t  up  at  me, 
and  actually  brushed  the  muzzle  of  my  rifle 
with  a  paw.  On  reaching  the  ground  the 
second  time,  it  turned  and  dashed  at  once 
into  the  jungle;  but  not  before  I  had  been 
able  to  give  it  the  contents  of  both  barrels. 
The  first  knocked  it  over ;  but  it  got  up 


again,  staggering ;  and  then  Joe  and  I  gave 
it  our  second,  almost  simultaneously.  \s\i 
heard  it  for  a  long  time  crashing  through 
the  bushes  in  the  direction  of  the  hills  ;  then 
it  reached  open  country,  and  the  sounds 
ceased. 

Getting  down  from  the  tree,  we  stretched  and 
rubbed  our  stiffened  limbs  ;  and  then,  lighting 
cheroots,  began  to  discuss  our  future  move- 
ments. Being  near  daybreak,  we  decided  on 
rousing  the  villagers  and  following  up  the 
trail.  It  was  quite  light  by  the  time  we 
returned  with  half-a-dozen  men,  and  our  old 
friend,  whom  we  could  not  persuade  to  stay 
behind. 

The  trail  was  distinct  enough,  being  marked 
by  broken  branches  and  occasional  blood- 
clots.  Even  on  the  hillside  we  had  little 
difficulty  with  it ;  for  the  beast  had  evidently 
been  "  groggy,"  and  displaced  stones  and 
trampled  grass  afforded  ample  evidences  of 
its  laboured  passage.  I  led  the  way,  and 
with  infinite  caution ;  for  following  up  a 
wounded  tiger  is  far  more  dangerous  than 
shooting  it  in  the  first  instance.  The  beast 
may  be  lying  up  anywhere,  and,  though  at 
the  last  gasp,  may  yet  have  strength  enough 
left  to  wreak  a  terrible  vengeance. 

The  tracks  came  to  an  end  at  a  cave, 
among  a  lot  of  loosely  piled  boulders,  half 
way  up-  a  deep  ravine  ;  and  there  he  was,  sure 
enough  ;  for  we  could  distinctly  hear  him, 
groaning  and  panting  inside. 

As  we  could  not  possibly  get  at  him 
without  terrible  risk,  there  we  decided  to 
leave  him  for  the  present,  while  we  went 
home  to  get  a  wash  and  have  breakfast.  He 
was  evidently  in  a  bad  way,  and  time  was 
in  our  favour.  We  therefore  sent  the 
villagers  home  for  the  present — all  save  the 
old  man,  who  volunteered  to  watch  and 
could  not  be  induced  to  leave— and  after 
having  stationed  him  on  top  of  a  rock  on 
the  opposite  side  of  the  ravine,  where  he 
had  the  mouth  of  the  cave  in  full  view 
and  was  quite  safe  himself,  we  also  retired 
for  a  time. 

We  returned  in  about  an  hour  and  a  half ; 
but  the  old  man  was  nowhere  to  be  seen  ; 
nor,  on  going  cautiously  up  to  the  cave, 
did  the  tiger  appear  to  be  there  ;  for  we 
could  hear  nothing.  The  most  likely  thing 
to  have  happened  was  that  the  tiger  had 
left  in  search  of  water,  and  been  followed  by 
the  old  man. 

The  men  we  had  sent  home  now-  returned, 
but  had  seen  nothing  of  either  the  old  man 
or  the  tiger.  I  made  them  scatter  and  look 
for  tracks,  and  Joe  and  I  also  examined 
the  ground  minutely ;  but  neither  of  us 
found  anything  to  indicate  the  whereabouts 
of  the  missing  man  or  beast. 

I  now  took  another  thought,  which 
alarmed  me  greatly.  What  if  the  old  man 
had  ventured  into  the  cave  ?  The  same 
thought,  I  could  see,  was  also  in  my  com- 
panion's mind.  We  went  back  to  the  cave 
and  shouted.  There  was  no  reply,  nor 
sound  of  movement.  I  got  the  natives  to 
call  him — for  I  did  not  know  his  name — and 
they  went  up  the  hillside  and  did  so;,  but 
again  there  was  no  response. 

"  Joe,"  I  said  gravely,  "I  must  go  inside." 

"  Very  well ;  I  will  go  with  you." 

But  I  would  not  agree  to  that.  I  did  not 
anticipate  danger  ;  but  should  there  be  any, 
two  men  would  only  hinder  each  other's 
motions  in  a  naiTow  place  like  the  cave. 

Crawling  on  my  hands  and  knees — for 
there  was  no  room  to  stand  upright— and 
carefully  bringing  my  rifle  with  me,  I 
entered.  For  a  time  I  had  light,  but  a 
sharp  curve  to  the  left  shut  it  out.  I  went 
in  a  little  way,  feeling  all  round,  and  pre- 
sently found  tlwt  the  roof  had  risen,  and 
afforded  standing  room.  There  was  a  spot 
of  light  on  the  floor,  about  the  size  of  a 
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crown-piece.  I  traced  it  up  to  a  minute 
crevice  in  the  rocks  above.  I  looked  again 
at  the  spot  of  light — it  seemed  to  fall,  not  on 
the  tioor,  but  on  a  brindled  skin.  I  watched 
it  carefully  ;  I  listened  intently  —  all  was 
motionless — all  was  silent !  I  crept  nearer 
to  that  spot  of  light— nearer  to  that  brindled 
skin — my  ritie  pointed  to  it — my  finger  on 
the  trigger.  My  foot  strikes  something  soft 
• — I  stoop  down  and  feel.  My  hand  touches 
— a  human  face  ! 


In  an  instant  the  atmosphere  of  the  cave 
seems  to  stifle  me,  a  dark  cloud  to  envelop 
my  senses  :  but  I  fight  against  it.  I  will 
not  faint  here.  Nor  did  I  faint  outside  ;  but 
how  I  got  there  I  know  not.  I  only  know 
that  I  found  myself  in  the  arms  of  my 
friend,  weak  and  trembling,  dizzy  and 
sick. 

"  What  has  happened  ?  "  he  asked. 
"  Only  what  we  expected,"  I  answered. 
"  They  are  both  there  ;  and  both  are  dead." 


But  it  was  not  quite  what  we  expected, 
after  all.  The  old  man  had  not  a  scratch 
on  him.  Clutched  in  his  hand  was  a  knife, 
which  fitted  a  shallow  wound  over  the 
tiger's  heart.  He  had,  indeed,  struck  a  blow 
for  vengeance  ;  though  it  was  needless,  as  the 
tiger  was  already  dead  1  And  then,  with 
"  bowed  head  and  outstretched  arms,"  the 
old  man  had  met  and  welcomed  the  last 
Destroyer. 

(the  end.) 


TOMPKINS'S  TELEPHONE:    A  DORMITORY  TALE. 

By  a  Northeen  Public  School  Master. 


THERE  never  was  such  a  fellow  as  Gigglesby 
for  practical  jokes.  By  the  bye,  is  there 
such  a  thing  as  a  theoretical  joke '?  If  so,  I 
suppose  the  jokes  the  Head  used  to  try  and 
construe  to  us  from  Plautus  were  theoretical 
— the  laughter  certainly  was.  But  Gig- 
glesby's  jokes  generally  provided  some 
amusement,  if  you  weren't  tired  of  them,  and 
as  long  as  you  weren't  the  jokee,  or  person 
played  upon. 

Whenever  there  was  the  least  opportunity 
for  a  practical  joke,  Gigglesby  was  sure  to 
detect  it.  Without  being  a  wit — for  he  was 
not  particularly  clever,  and  couldn't  see  any- 
body else's  joke  any  sooner  than  other  people 
— he  had  a  natural  turn  for  devising  and 
producing  comic  situations  ;  in  fact,  as  the 
Head  once  said  when  lecturing  him  before 
the  whole  school  on  the  occasion  of  Ponto's 
funeral,  "  he  had  an  acute  perception  of  the 
class  of  circumstances  likely,  with  a  little 
arrangement,  to  prove  ludicrous  in  their 
results,  and  unfortunately  a  far  greater  taste 
for  producing  such  combinations  than  regard 
for  the  personal  convenience  of  his  neigh- 
bours— a  habit  of  mind  in  the  young  only  to 
be  corrected  by  corporal  punishment,"  which 
was  therewith  administered.  Gigglesby  in 
fact  regarded  all  the  world  as  a  stage,  and 
would  have  preferred  life  to  have  been  a 
short  pantomime  with  a  long  harlequinade. 
If  Masherton,  the  sub-prefect,  appeared  with 
a  large  placard  on  the  back  of  his  most  effec- 
tive coat,  announcing  "  This  style,  7s.  6d. 
the  suit  complete,"  Gigglesby  fecit.  Did  the 
usually  quiet  and  dignified  Graveley  enter 
church  with  a  jerky  run  up  the  aisle,  Gig- 
glesby you  might  be  sure  would  soon  follow, 
looking  as  if  he  had  never  shoved  anybody  in 
liis  life.  Though  not  a  good  actor,  he  was  a 
splendid  mimic,  and  possessed  many  accom- 
plishments in  the  way  of  imitating  men  and 
animals,  and  it  was  one  of  these  that  led  him 
into  the  scrape  I  have  above  alluded  to. 

Ponto  was  an  old  mongrel  retriever,  who 
belonged  to  nobody  in  particular,  and  in- 
habited a  kennel  behind  the  kitchen.  He 
had  a  peculiar  bark,  followed  by  a  long 
whine,  which  Gigglesby  could  imitate  to  per- 
fection ;  and  Gigglesby  used  to  thrust  his 
head  out  of  the  window  at  nights,  and  per- 
form Ponto  suffering  with  a  toothache  or  a 
bad  conscience,  and  baying  the  moon,  with 
great  realism.  It  was  very  amusing,  cer- 
tainly, to  hear  the  butler  open  the  back  door 
and  growl  at  the  unconscious  Ponto,  and 
stone  his  kennel,  and  to  listen  to  the  Head 
at  breakfast  complaining  of  his  rest  being 
disturbed.  One  day,  after  an  exceptionally 
bad  night,  the  Head  had  Ponto  quietly 
killed,  but  nobody  else  knew  about  it,  and 
Gigglesby  went  on  with  the  performance 
that  evening,  until  the  Head,  not  believing  in 
ghosts,  came  round  with  a  candle  and  caught 
him  at  it. 

So  Gigglesby  was  quite  a  conspicuous 
person  in  the  school,  though  he  never  greatly 
distinguished  himself  at  games.    His  chief 


accomplishment  in  the  athletic  line  lay  in 
being  chased  through  the  class-rooms,  and  in 
his  night  dexterously  disposing  such  obsta- 
cles as  chairs  and  forms  in  the  way  of  his 
pm'suer. 

Where  he  came  off  best,  perhaps,  was  in 
the  dormitory.  There  was  only  one  dormi- 
tory at  St.  Margaret's,  but  it  held  fifty  fel- 
lows, and  somehow  the  most  influential  part 
of  the  lower  school  seemed  to  congregate 
there.  V/e  called  it  the  Parliament,  because 
of  the  animated  debates  that  went  on  there. 
Fellows'  characters  were  pretty  freely  dis- 
cussed in  the  Parliament,  and  it  was  we  who 
generally  settled  whether  a  particular  person 
was  liked  or  disliked  in  the  school. 

One  night  I  remember  Gigglesby  was 
amusing  us  all  by  imitating  a  cat,  and  "old 
Howker,"  as  we  irreverently  dubbed  him, 
who  had  rooms  at  the  end  of  the  dormitory, 
put  his  head  out  and  asked,  "  What  ith 
the  reathon  of  this  dithturbanth  ?  "  Some 
cheeky  individual  suggested  that  it  sounded 
like  a  cat,  and  Howker,  with  a  grave  sense  of 
duty,  put  on  his  dressing-gown,  lit  a  candle, 
and  came  out  to  hunt  for  the  alleged  cat. 
Of  course  Gigglesby  seized  the  opportunity, 
and  with  the  aid  of  the  bedclothes  gave  a 
very  good  ventriloquial  representation  of  a 
eat  dodging  about  the  room,  while  the  rest  of 
us  lay  nearly  splitting  with  laughter  at  the 
sight  of  old  Howker,  minus  his  spectacles, 
with  an  entirely  superfluous  pair  of  braces 
dangling  from  under  his  gown,  chasing  the 
imaginary  cat  and  knocking  his  toes  against 
the  bed  legs.  At  length  he  was  persuaded 
that  he  had  got  the  animal  out  of  the  room, 
and  retired,  leaving  us  to  take  breath  and 
recover. 

It  was  very  amusing,  and  was  not  made 
less  so  by  old  Howker's  version  of  the  affair 
at  breakfast,  and  his  description  of  the  cat, 
which  he  firmly  believed  he  had  seen  as  it 
escaped  from  the  room,  and  to  which,  led  on 
by  the  demure  Gigglesby,  he  ascribed  a 
white  tipped  tail  and  other  distinctive  fea- 
tures. But  much  as  we  enjoyed  it,  many  of 
us  felt  rather  disgusted  that  evening  when 
some  one  proposed  a  repetition  of  the  joke, 
and  Gigglesby,  nothing  loth,  began  the  whole 
business  again.  Out  came  Mr.  Howker  as 
before,  and  the  whole  scene  was  in  active 
rehearsal ;  but  this  time  Gigglesby,  flushed 
with  success,  overdid  it,  and  underneath  his 
blankets  kept  up  such  a  preposterous  cater- 
wauling that  Howker  was  naturally  drawn  to 
the  spot,  and  twigged  what  was  going  on. 
Without  informing  the  still  yowling  Gig- 
glesby, he  turned  to  us  with  a  beaming 
smik  and  said,  "  What  thall  I  do  with  the 
cat  when  I  catch  him  ?  " 

"  Slipper  him,  sir,"  we  all  shouted;  and 
Howker  promptly  had  the  bed-clothes  off 
Gigglesby,  and  was  slippering  him  with  an 
energy  and  accuracy  of  aim  which  we  couldn't 
help  appreciating.  We  all  felt  it  was  quite 
fair,  and  Gigglesby  never  tried  it  on  old 
Howker  again. 


You  will  say  all  this  has  nothing  to  do 
with  Tompkins's  Telephone ;  but  talking  of 
Gigglesby  always  did  bring  up  a  host  of  inci- 
dents to  my  mind.  Kow  Tompkins  was  a 
fellow  of  quite  a  different  stamp.  He  had 
got  his  cap  for  football  and  cricket,  and  was 
quite  a  boss  in  the  school,  and  yet  such  a 
quiet  old  fellow  that  nobody  thought  very 
much  about  him  except  when  he  was  in  his 
togs  for  a  match.  There  was  usually 
nothing  to  speculate  about  in  Tompkins ; 
his  name  was  as  sure  to  be  down  on  the  lists 
of  the  first  teams  as  the  captain's  own. 
There  was  indeed  a  prehistoiic  age,  which 
used  to  be  spoken  about  among  us  lower- 
middle  classes  by  those  who  had  been  longest 
in  the  school,  when  Tompkins,  it  appeared, 
used  to  be  the  butt  of  every  one  ;  but  it  was 
hardly  possible  then  to  believe  it,  although 
there  were  fellows  who  still  maintained  a 
kind  of  position  in  society  by  calling  him  by 
the  irreverent  name  of  Onions,  a  relic  of  that 
mythological  period. 

Just  then,  all  the  same,  Tompkins  was  not 
exactly  popu'ar,  and  in  spite  of  his  prowess 
in  games,  a  very  little  provocation  would 
have  made  him  decidedly  unpopular.  That 
term  he  had  made  a  tremendous  friendship 
with  a  little  fellow,  Keville,  or,  as  the  out- 
side of  his  letters  called  him,  Reginald  de 
Paravicini  Neville,  and  was  so  taken  up  with 
Neville  that  it  began  to  be  noticed.  Neville 
was  a  nice  little  boy  enough,  in  spite  of  his 
jaw-breaking  names  and  Norman  descent, 
and  nobody  had  a  word  to  say  against  him  ; 
but  when  a  big  fellow  is  so  chummy  with  a 
little  one  as  to  seem  to  forget  his  old 
acquaintances,  and  to  keep  the  other  away 
from  his  friends,  it's  bad  for  both.  Nobody 
cared  to  press  his  company  on  Tompkins 
when  Tompkins  always  wanted  to  be  walking 
about  with  Neville ;  and  as  for  the  smaller 
boys,  they  got  to  be  jealous  of  Neville,  and 
the  notice  Tompkins  took  of  him,  and  the 
sweets  he  used  to  get  out  of  Tompkins.  It 
wasn't  at  all  the  same  as  Bobby  Baxter's 
getting  sweets  from  old  Baxter  the  prefect, 
who  used  pretty  often  to  give  his  little  bro- 
ther enough  to  grub  the  whole  circle  of  his 
acquaintances ;  at  these  banquets  jolly  old 
Baxter,  you  may  be  sure,  useil  to  get  enthu- 
siastically toasted.  But  Neville  enjoyed  his 
good  luck  all  alone. 

Well,  one  day  there  was  a  row  of  some 
kind  or  other.  Nobody  knew  exactly  what 
happened,  but  the  two  suddenly  separated, 
and  we  hardly  ever  saw  them  together  again. 
It  was  a  good  thing  for  Neville,  who  soon  got 
into  his  old  set ;  but  Tompkins  still  kept 
aloof  from  the  others,  and  that  was  why  he 
was  so  near  being  unpopular,  as  I  said  before. 

One  day  Gigglesby  and  I  were  leaning  out 
of  our  window  in  the  dormitory  ;  I  was 
cutting  my  name  in  the  ledge,  while  he  was 
looking  on.  The  Parliament  was  in  the 
middle  of  the  building,  and  our  window 
looked  out  on  the  quad,  with  two  rows  of 
windows  to  right  and  left.    On  the  right 
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were  the  bedrooms  of  the  senior  house,  and 
on  the  left  those  of  the  juniors.  Suddenly 
Gigglesby  pointed  to  a  line  about  two  feet 
below,  and  said,  "  What's  that  green  string 
running  along  there  '?  " 

There  was  a  green  piece  of  wire  running 
all  along  the  wall  beneath  us.  Of  course 
we  weren't  going  to  let  it  alone,  as  we  could 
easily  reach  it,  and  pretty  soon  we  fished  it 
up,  though  the  strain  on  it  was  rather  tight. 
It  reached  from  a  window  on  our  left  to  an- 
other a  good  way  on  the  right,  and  I  couldn't 
make  out  what  it  was.  But  Gigglesby  wasn't 
long  guessing.  "  I  tell  you  what ;  it's  a 
telephone,"  said  he— and  the  long  and  short 
of  it  was  that  it  luas  a  telephone,  from  Tomp- 
kins's room  to  Neville's. 

"This  beats  everything,"  said  Gigglesby, 
with  the  instinct  of  a  true  artist,  seeing  a 
chance  for  a  gorgeous  practical  joke.  "  You 
hold  on  to  the  wire,  while  I  go  and  get 
Smithers  to  lend  me  the  telephone  he  got 
from  Theobald's  last  week."  I  ought  to 
mention  here  that  we  fellows  at  St.  Margaret's 
were  a  tremendous  set  for  having  manias  for 
different  things.  At  one  time  it  was  walking- 
sticks,  though  nobody  ever  went  out  of 
bounds  ;  at  another  it  was  clocks,  and  I  re- 
member quite  a  dozen  eighteenpenny  pen- 
dul  um  clocks  ticking  away  in  the  Parliament, 
till  they  all  got  smashed  up  with  slippers  ; 
and  just  now  it  was  telephones,  and  you 
couldn't  turn  a  corner  without  coming  across 
a  couple  of  fellows  misunderstanding  one 
another  at  the  ends  of  a  string  thirty  "yards 
long. 

Well,  in  a  minute  back  came  Gigglesby 
with  an  ordinary  telephone,  and  let  me  into 
his  project.  I  can't  think  how  we  did  it,  as 
we  had  no  earthly  right  to,  but  we  cut  that 
green  wire  (which,  as  Gigglesby  said,  must 
be  connected  with  a  small  battery  in 
Tompkins's  room),  hauled  the  ends  into  the 
window,  and  tied  them  to  the  drums  of  our 
telephone,  and  went  downstairs. 

In  the  evening,  when  bed-time  came,  we 
told  the  others  what  we  had  done,  and 
Gigglesby  added,  "  You  see  if  we  don't  hear 
old  Tompkins  talking  to  Neville  diractly  ;  and 
then  I'll  make  believe  to  be  Neville,  and  we'll 
have  some  fun."  Some  of  the  fellows  didn't 
like  it,  but  the  majority,  not  feeling  responsi- 
ble for  the  actual  mischief,  were  very  anxious 
to  have  the  joke  carried  out. 

Sure  enough,  by-and-by  a  husky  voice, 
remotely  reminding  one  of  Tompkins,  was 
heard  whispering  ■'  Neville  !  " 

"What  shall  I  make  Neville  say?"  said 
Gigglesby. 

"  Oh,  make  him  cheek  him  1  " 
So  Gigglesby  waited  till  we  again  heard 
Tompkins  impatiently  whispering,  "  Neville, 
Neville;"  and  then  answered  "Yes,  Tomp- 
kins," in  a  childish  snuffle  so  like  Neville's 
that  we  all  roared.  "  Shut  up,  you  fellows," 
said  Gigglesby,  "or  he's  bound  to  hear 
us  laughing,  and  then  it's  all  up."  After 
that  we  were  as  silent  as  we  could  be  under 
the  circumstances,  and  the  following  conver- 
sation went  on. 

Tomjikms.—"  I    say,    Neville,   are  you 
awake  ?  " 

Gigglesby.—"  No,  I'm  fast  asleep,  please 
Tompkins." 

Tompkins  (evidently  unaccustomed  to  this 
mood  in  the  lamb  like  Neville,  after  a  con- 
siderable pause). — "What's  the  matter  with 
you,  Neville  ?  Are  you  ready  for  a  talk,  or  do 
you  want  to  go  to  sleep?  " 

Gigglesby.—''  You  may  talk  me  to  sleep  if 
you  like,  please  Tompkins." 
^  Tomjjkins  (with  mild  austerity.) — "  Come, 
Neville,  don't  you  talk  hke  that.  You  know 
what  I  want  to  talk  about.  Have  you  heard 
from  home  lately?  " 

Gigglesby.—"  What's  that  to  you,  please 
Tompkins  ?  " 


Tompkins. — "You  know  perfectly  well 
what  it  is  to  me,  Neville.  How  can  you 
speak  like  that  to  me  ?  When  did  you  hear 
from  home  last  ?  " 

Gigglesby.—"  The  day  before  yesterday 
week,  please  Tompkins." 

Tompkins.— "Why,  you  young  shufHer, 
you  told  me  on  Tuesday  you  hadn't  heard  for 
a  fortnight." 

Gigglesby.—"  Well,  I'm  not  bound  to  tell 
you  all  my  affairs." 

To)npkins. — "  No,  but  it's  as  much  mine. 
Why  don't  you  tell  me?  Is  there  anything 
you  don't  want  me  to  hear?  " 

Gigglesby.—"  No,  Tompkins." 

Tompki7is.—"  Are  they  all  well  ?  " 

Gigglesby.—"  No,  they're  awfully  bad,  p  — 
p— please  Tompkins."  (Here  Gigglesby  sni- 
velled.) 

Tompkins.— "  All  of  them,  Neville  ?  Not 
all  ?    What's  the  matter  with  them  ?  " 

Gigglesby.—"  D  -d— dropsy,  please  Tomp- 
kins." 

Tompkins.  —  "You  must  be  mistaken, 
Neville.    They  can't  all  have  dropsy  ?  " 

Gigglesby. — "Yes  they  have,  every  m — 
man  j  — jack  of  them,  please  Tompkins." 

Tompkins  was  silent  for  a  few  minutes, 
evidently  ruminating  on  the  extraordinary 
epidemic  that  had  broken  out  in  the  Neville 
family.    Then  he  went  on — 

_  "  This  is  painful  news,  Neville.  Did  you 
give  my  message  when  you  last  wrote?  " 

"  Yes,  Tompkins." 

"  What  did  you  say  ?  " 

"  I  said  you  were  as  oniony  as  ever,  please 
Tompkins." 

"That's  enough,"  said  the  deeply  wounded 
Tompkins ;  "  I  never  knew  you  like  this 
before,  Neville.  Good-night." 

After  this  the  battery  was  evidently  with- 
drawn, for  we  heard  no  more  from  Tompkins, 
and  Gigglesby's  further  remarks  seemed  not 
to  reach  him. 

How  we  little  wretches  sniggered  at  the 
joke !  Speculation  was  rife  as  to  what 
Tompkins  would  do  in  the  morning.  Many 
of  us  thought  he  might  give  Neville  a 
parental  hiding,  so  we  agreed  to  form  a  guard 
of  honour  about  Neville's  person,  and  all 
that  day  we  went  on  duty  in  relays  of  half  a 
dozen  or  so,  and  kept  a  sort  of  informal 
cordon  of  detectives  around  him.  But 
Tompkins  did  nothing ;  he  merely  cast  in- 
jured glances  at  the  unconscious  Neville,  and 
then  apparently  gave  him  up  as  a  hardened 
young  reprobate.  That  evening  we  agreed 
it  would  be  best  to  try  and  make  it  up  between 
them.  So  Gigglesby  began,  "  Please  Tomp- 
kins," but  there  was  no  answer.  However, 
every  five  minutes  Gigglesby  would  say, 
"  Please  Tompkins,"  in  a  pleading  whine, 


and  at  last,  to  our  great  relief,  there  was  a 
reply. 

"  Please  Tompkins,  I'm  very  sorry  for  all 
I  said  last  night." 

"  Oh,  come,"  said  Tompkins  gravely,  "  now 
you  talk  sense ;  why,  what  was  the  matter 
with  you  ?  " 

"I  don't  know,  Tomjikins.  I'm  awfully 
sorry." 

"  Well,  don't  do  it  again,  old  chap,  that's 
all.  No  good  ever  comes  of  always  playing 
the  goat,  and  if  you  begin  that  sort  of  game 
now  and  think  it  funny,  you'll  get  to  be  like 
Gigglesby,  or  one  of  these  fellows  that  can't 
be  in  earnest  about  anything.  Of  course,  I 
suppose  it  was  all  nonsense  what  you  told 
me  about  their  having  dropsy  at  home?  " 

"Yes,  please  Tompkins,"  said  Gigglesby, 
who  began  to  feel  rather  foolish,  and  to 
imitate  Neville  very  badly. 

"  You  scared  me  awfully  last  night,  though, 
at  first.  I  thought  there  must  be  something 
up  ;  and  you  know,  of  course,  old  chap,  how 
bad  I  should  feel  if  anything  happened  to 
Alice." 

It  wasn't  till  just  then  that  we  fully 
realised  what  a  mean  thing  we  were  doing. 
Gigglesby  wrenched  off  the  drum  from  the 
cord,  and  we  lay  silent  for  at  least  two 
minutes,  till  somebody  said,  "  We'll  have  to 
tell  him." 

We  felt  it  was  necessary,  and  next  day  we 
made  a  deputation  to  Tompkins's  study  and 
confessed  all.  We  went  prepared  and  almost 
wishing  to  get  a  good  licking  all  round.  I 
never  shall  forget  how  Tompkins  blushed,  as 
he  realised  that  his  secret  was  no  longer  his 
own.  But  I  think  we  all  blushed  much 
redder  at  the  generous  way  he  treated  us.  It 
never  even  occurred  to  him  to  thrash  us, 
though  he  might  have  done  it  most  unmerci- 
fully. He  simply  said,  if  we  knew  what  a 
beastly  thing  we'd  done,  we  should  probably 
be  more  uncomfortable  about  it  even  than  we  ' 
made  him  (and  I  think  we  were),  and  that 
what  he  wished  most  was  that  the  whole 
thing  might  be  forgotten. 

After  that  he  was  a  more  popular  fellow 
than  ever,  and  we  were  always  discovering 
what  a  good  fellow  he  always  "had  been,  and 
the  Parliament  passed  a  tacit  law  which 
made  it  criminal  for  any  cne  to  say  a  word 
against  old  Tompkins. 

What  reminded  me  of  the  telephone  busi- 
ness was  seeing  in  the  Times'  first  column 
yesterday — 

"  On  the  10th  inst.,  at  the  Parish  Church, 
Oldingham,  Suffolk,  John  Henry  Tompkins, 
C.B.,  Lieutenant-Colonel  of  the  Prince's 
Highlanders,  to  Alice,  only  daughter  of  the 
late  Richard  Neville,  Esq.,  of  Oldingham 
Hall." 


IN  SEARCH  OF  SEA  OTTERS. 

By  Foeteye  Dougl.\s. 


WELL,  it  was  settled.  I  had  seen  Old  Bill 
Adamson  the  fisherman  about  it.  Old 
Bill,  for  there  was  a  Young  Bill,  was  a  man 
of  grizzly  locks,  and  had  a  face  on  which 
you  might  search  in  vain  for  an  unwrinkled 
space.  Still  in  the  prime  of  life,  heavily 
built  in  the  upper  part  of  the  body,  with 
bulbous  knuckles  and  arms  thickly  haired, 
he  was  a  thorough  sea-dog,  shaven  about 
the  mouth  and  chin  so  as  to  resemble 
those  monkeys  whose  hairs  stick  out  all 
round.  He  had  a  round-shouldered  look, 
and  walked  with  a  well  marked  salt-roll, 
acquired  in  his  voyages  to  the  north  in  the 
whaling  fleet,  which  used  to  be  manned  in  a 
large  measure  by  Orkney  men  some  twenty 
years  ago.   His  hair  much  resembled  touzled 


rope  ;  and  his  eyes  were  of  a  cold,  watery, 
twinkling  blue,  and  had  a  sort  of  keep-a-look- 
out-ahead  look  in  them.  His  voice  was 
hoarse  and  grumbly.  He  was  clad  in  fisher 
style,  in  a  grey  blue  knitted  sleeve  waistcoat, 
a  rough  jjilot  jacket  minus  a  button  or  two, 
moleskin  trousers,  heavy,  pitched,  sea  boots 
drawn  up  over  the  thighs  and  fastened  with 
a  strap  ;  and,  to  crown  all,  an  immense  home- 
manufactured  sou'  wester,  made  of  linen, 
saturated  with  boiled  linseed  oil,  and  dried 
in  the  sun. 

Young  Bill  was  a  repetition  of  his  father, 
less  wrinkled  of  course,  and  smarter  in  his 
attire ;  he  wore  a  cheesecutter  cap  of  dark 
cloth  with  a  gilt  cord,  and  a  pair  of  very 
natty  sea  boots,  with  a  red  lining  at  the  top. 
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A  sprightly  fellow  was  Young  Bill,  with  a 
good  opinion  of  his  own  merits,  and  held  in 
high  esteem  by  the  fisher  lassies,  and  even 
the  Crofters'  daughters,  who  did  not  disdain 
to  cast  approving  glances  at  the  smart 
young  fisherman.  His  hair  had  a  curl  in  it, 
either  the  result  of  art  or  nature,  and  his 
lovelocks  were  particularly  noticeable  for 
their  elegance,  as  they  curled  about  his  ears. 

Both  were  good-hearted  souls  and  kind  to 
Fred  and  me ;  we  were  often  allowed  to  go 
with  them  to  the  inshore  fishing,  or  to  pay 
a  visit  to  the  lobster  pots.  Like  many  of  the 
Crofter  fishermen.  Old  Bill  combined  another 
trade  with  that  of  the  sea  to  fill  up  the 
many  unseasonable  days  of  spring  and  winter. 
Often  we  were  permitted  to  sit  and  watch 
him  at  the  old-fashioned  loom,  listening  to 
its  clickety-clack,  clickety-claok,  and  looking 
at  the  shifting  reeds  that  twinkled  in  re- 
sponse to  the  treadles,  as  the  bobbins  swiftly 
darted  to  and  fro. 

Fred  and  I  were  sons  of  the  Manse,  and 
noted  characters  in  the  village  and  neighbour- 
hood, almost  as  well  known  to  the  in- 
habitants, as  we  trotted  about  inourTam-o'- 
Shanters  and  knickerbockers  in  and  out  of 
everybody's  house,  as  their  own  children. 
Fred  was  about  ten  years  old.  He  was  a 
pretty  boy.  His  eyes  were  very  dark,  lus- 
trous ;  and  expressive,  his  face  thin,  with 
delicately  moulded  features ;  and  a  sweet, 
shapely,  sensitive  mouth  lent  the  finishing 
touch  to  his  face.  I  was  called  Tom,  a 
homely  and  handy  name.  My  appearance 
was  quite  a  contrast  to  that  of  my  brother ; 
for  I  was  extremely  fair,  with  red  and  white 
fat  cheeks,  flaxen  locks,  and  had  a  broad- 
shouldered  comfortable  look,  as  well  as  a 
pair  of  legs  that  seemed  made  for  knicker- 
bockers ;  a  healthy  every-day  English  boy 
who  loved  the  open  sky,  and  the  broad  sea 
beach  for  his  play-ground. 

It  had  been  settled  that  we  were  to  be  per- 
mitted to  go  with  Old  Bill  and  his  son  to  the 
caves  to  shoot  a  sea  otter  that  had  often 
been  seen  in  one  of  them.  We  were  to  start 
earlyin  the  morning,  before  5  o'clock.  Having 
carefully  scanned  the  sky  for  some  possible 
indication  of  the  weather  we  might  expect 
on  the  morrow,  we  retired  early  to  rest ;  and, 
in  spite  of  the  state  of  excitement  in  which 
we  had  been,  we  soon  were  locked  cosily  in 
the  arms  of  Morpheus. 

I  was  awakened  at  daybreak  by  a  glad 
shout  from  Fred,  who  was  standing  at  the 
open  window  in  his  night-dress,  looking 
out  seaward,  where  the  broad  Atlantic  lay 
smooth  and  smiling  in  the  beams  of  the 
rising  sun  reflected  from  the  glowing  sky. 
We  were  familiar  with  the  crescent  of  the 
bay,  with  its  stacks  of  tall  rocks  and  the 
lofty  cliffs  that  guarded  the  entrance  and 
stolidly  defied  the  surging  waves  which  with 
relentless  bitterness  assailed  their  bases. 
This  morning  their  courage  seemed  to  have 
ebbed  away,  and  a  truce  had  been  sounded, 
and  generously  agreed  to,  that  they  might 
recover  their  failing  powers  by  a  timely  rest. 
Our  hearts  were  glad  at  the  sight,  and  in 
merry  mood  we  bathed,  dressed,  said  our 
simple  prayers,  and  ran  downstairs  into  the 
pure,  invigorating  air  of  the  early  morn, 
blowing  faintly  but  freshly  from  the  open  sea. 
Having  paid  a  visit  to  the  larder  and  filled 
our  pockets  with  sweet  oat  cakes  and  butter, 
and  toothsome  scones  and  cheese,  we  were 
soon  off  at  the  run  to  Old  Bill's  to  see  if  he 
was  up  and  ready.  We  found  the  old  man 
dressing,  and  Young  Bill  setting  out  the 
frugal  morning  meal,  which  we  were  invited 
to  share,  and  fell  to,  nothing  loth,  unmindful 
of  our  swelling  pockets. 

The  meal  over,  the  guns  were  taken  out  of 
the  old  clock-case,  cleaned,  loaded,  but  not 
capped,  and  we  were  ready  to  see  about  the 
boat.    Dow.n  we  went  to  tiae  beach,  I  leading 


the  way  with  the  guns,  and  Fred  following 
with  the  shot-case  and  powder-horn.  Ours 
were  no  new-fangled  firearms,  but  old- 
fashioned  muzzle-loading  shot-guns,  with 
carved  stocks  and  arabesqued  locks,  that  had 
seen  long  and  faithful  service  in  seal  and 
wild-fowl  shooting.  We  took  our  places, 
Fred  and  I  at  the  gunwale,  amidships,  Old 
Bill  at  the  stern,  and  Young  Bill  at  the 
bows,  and  ran  the  boat  down  to  the  water 
side,  the  guns  were  stacked,  and  the  oars 
and  rowlocks  got  in.  All  got  aboard  but 
Old  Bill,  who  first  shoved  her  off;  then 
away  we  went,  pulling  fresh  and  hearty  and 
in  true  time.  Fred  and  I  had  an  oar  apiece, 
and  Young  Bill  pulled  a  pair,  while  Old  Bill 
steered  our  course.  Oh  the  joy  of  the  early 
morning  on  the  sparkling  waters ;  how  the 
young  blood  leapt  in  our  veins  with  health 
and  expectancy !  We  think  not  of  the 
present  but  of  the  glad  future  ;  for  present 
happiness  is  rarely  understood.  We  went  a 
little  out  of  our  course  to  visit  the  lobster 
pots  and  creels,  and  lay  on  our  oars  as  the 
old  man  hauled  them  up,  wondering  each 
time  if  there  is  a  captive,  or  if  the  bait  is 
gone  and  the  robber  too.  I  often  think  that 
the  greatest  pleasure  is  hopeful  uncertainty. 
How  eagerly  we  looked,  and  how  gaily 
chattered  when  om-  expectation  was  ful- 
filled, and  how  our  faces  fell  when  two 
were  drawn  up  empty.  It  was  great  fun  to  see 
how  skilfully  Old  Bill  avoided  the  toothed 
and  pointed  claws  of  his  black  and  brown 
captives  in  their  shining  armour,  and  how 
dexterously  he  tied  up  their  dangerous 
weapons  with  a  bit  of  soft  string.  We  had  a 
good  haul,  ten  lobsters  and  more  than  thirty 
crabs,  which  were  severally  and  duly  con- 
signed to  floating  chests  anchored  near,  till 
they  should  be  wanted  for  market. 

Again  we  bend  our  backs  to  the  oars,  for 
we  had  still  half  a  mile  of  blue  water  to 
cover,  and  the  tide  was  against  us,  and, 
hearty  lads  as  we  are,  we  were  beginning  to 
wish  we  were  there. 

We  had  heard  many  a  tale  of  the  sea  otter, 
and  believe  that  they  are  told  about  harmless 
seals.  Did  not  old  Peter  Haiper  tell,  with 
most  impressive  gestures,  how  he  was  once 
attacked  by  a  large  one,  while  he  was  driving 
a  flock  of  sheep  along  the  beach  below  the 
yellow  cliffs,  and  had  a  hard  fight  of  it  ? 
But,  luckily,  he  found  a  large  tangle  growing 
to  a  loose  stone,  and  by  a  fortunate  blow 
broke  its  long  back,  and,  when  it  was  helpless, 
he  killed  it,  and  sold  the  skin  to  a  traveller 
for  thirty  shillings  ?  And  was  not  a  dreadful 
story  told  of  Hakkie  Thorsen,  who  was  climb- 
ing for  eggs,  and  in  a  dark  crevice  was  bitten 
by  an  otter,  into  whose  den  his  foot  had 
slipped,  and  held  there  till  he  died  ?  And 
had  we  not  heard  also  that  the  otter  never 
lets  go  his  hold,  till  he  hears  the  crunching 
sound  of  breaking  bones  ;  and  of  the  hunter's 
device  of  filling  his  boots  with  cinders  to  cheat 
it  into  letting  go '? 

While  thinking  over  these  eerie  tales  we 
had  drawn  near  the  rocks  that  obstructed 
the  entrance  to  the  largest  cave  ;  and,  my  oar 
catching  one  of  the  points,  I  was  caught  in 
the  ribs  and  unceremoniously  deposited  in 
the  bottom  of  the  boat,  to  my  humiliation  and 
the  great  amusement  of  my  companions,  who 
began  chatting  me  about  crabs  ;  but  I  knew 
better  than  to  be  vexed,  and  laughed  too. 

Over  our  heads  now  towered  the  black- 
browed  crags  as  much  as  600  feet  high, 
pierced  by  many  a  cavern,  and  seamed  and 
lined  by  many  a  crack  and  ledge.  On  the 
ledges  of  these  cliffs  thousands  of  gulls,  auks, 
and  guillemots  build  their  nests,  lay  their 
eggs,  and  hatch  out  their  young  fledglings. 
As  we  drew  near,  they  gathered  round  us 
in  increasing  numbers,  and  soon  we  were 
surrounded  by  a  cloud  of  fluttering  wings, 
yellow  beaks, "red  legs,  and  sharply  glancing 


eyes  asking  with  what  intent  we  had  come 
there,  and  perhaps  fearing  that  we  were 
about  to  plunder  their  nests  and  carry  off 
their  ofl'spring.  Their  fears  were  not  un- 
called for,  though  we  had  other  aims  to-day 
than  that  of  scaling  the  ledges  of  the  cliff's. 
We  had  got  into  the  swirlmg  tide  that  ran 
past  the  point,  and  the  old  fisherman  told  us 
to  "  ca  canny  "  as  he  took  the  helm  to  steer 
us  through  the  rocks.  As  soon  as  we  were 
amongst  them.  Young  Bill  took  up  his 
position  astride  the  bows  of  the  boat,  with  his 
long  legs  stretched  out  on  either  side  to  fend 
her  off'  the  rocks,  now  vigorously  shoving  on 
one  side  and  now  on  the  other,  till  at  last  we 
reach  the  pool  of  still,  calm  water  at  the  en- 
trance of  the  cavern,  outside  of  which  the 
waves  w  ere  chafing  and  fretting  on  the  weed- 
grown  rocks  in  the  never-ceasing  swell  of  the 
great  ocean.  At  the  mner  side  of  the  pool 
there  was  a  natural  pier,  and  we  made  fast 
here  by  tying  a  stone  to  th^e  painter  and 
throwing  it  over  a  point  of  the  rock. 

Leaving  the  boat,  the  two  Bills  took  their 
guns,  and,  having  seen  to  the  priming  and 
caps,  stuck  them  under  their  arms,  muzzle 
downwards,  and  were  ready  for  work  of  more 
serious  import.  Young  Bill,  being  the  surest 
marksman,  was  to  remain  near  the  entrance, 
and  Fred  and  I  were  posted  on  a  big  slippery 
rock  to  give  notice  if  we  saw  the  approach  of 
the  enemy  ;  and  the  duty  of  exploring  the  re- 
cesses of  the  cave  fell  to  the  old  man,  who 
had  explored  it  many  a  time'  for  similar  pur- 
poses, and  was  sure  to  dislodge  the  otter,  if 
he  happened  to  be  at  home,  as  we  hoped  ; 
for  this  was  a  noted  haunt  of  the  animals, 
since  it  was  generally  unapproachable  owing 
to  the  crooked  channel  and  fury  of  the  surf 
that  would  make  matchwood  of  a  boat  in  five 
minutes.  But  we  felt  pretty  sure  of  finding 
one  at  least,  for  the  cave  had  not  been  visited 
for  months  past.  It  would  be  about  sixty 
yards  long,  at  the  entrance  about  thirty  feet 
high,  getting  gradually  smaller  till  there  was 
just  room  to  creep  along,  and  at  last  it  became 
a  narrow  crevice  ending  in  a  little  sandy  cove. 
It  was  full  of  boulders  that  had  fallen  from 
the  roof,  covered  with  sea-weed  and  slime, 
except  the  top  of  the  tall  rock  on  which  Fred 
and  I  stood,  which  was  above  high-water 
mark  and  was  pretty  clean  on  that  account. 

We  were  so  stationed  as  to  be  out  of  the 
way  of  the  guns,  and  to  command  a  good 
view  of  the  front  part  and  opening.  Being 
not  a  little  afraid  of  the  otter,  we  scrambled 
up  willingly  to  our  post.  We  heard  Old  Bill 
stumbling  along  in  his  big  sea-boots  in  the 
growing  darkness,  till  he  disappeared  from 
sight  and  hearing.  His  purpose  was  to  reach 
the  far  end  of  the  cavern,  and  then  begin  to 
throw  stones  to  dislodge  the  lurking  otter, 
who,  on  being  disturbed,  would  naturally  make 
for  the  sea.  We  listened  intently.  Nothing 
was  to  be  heard.  Then,  after  a  second  or 
two,  a  pattering  sound  followed  by  a  low 
murmur — a  crash — a  deep  booming  sound — 
which  grew  louder  and  louder  till  it  sounded 
like  the  sound  of  a  rushing  mighty  wave  on 
a  steep  pebble  beach,  then  like  the  sound 
of  a  vast  waterfall,  a  mighty  roar  of  thunder, 
ten  thousand  cannon-balls  crashing  down  ten 
thousand  iron  stairs  !  Our  faces  grew  pale. 
What  had  happened  ?  Had  the  roof  fallen 
in  '?  Our  hearts  sank  w  ithin  us.  We  clasped 
each  other's  hands  and  trembled  with  fear. 
We  lost  our  balance  and  slid  down  the 
slippery  rock,  rasping  our  shins  and  scratch- 
ing our  hands  ;  but  we  were  too  much  alaimed 
to  think  or  feel  it  just  then.  Fred's  ankle  was 
caught  between  two  stones,  and  he  uttered  a 
yell,  thinking  the  otter  had  hold  of  it.  He 
got  loose  ;  and  we  hastily  regained  our  post 
in  time  to  see  the  mouse  that  was  brought 
forth  by  this  mountain  of  fear  and  uproar.  _ 
The  cause  of  the  astounding  noise  at  this 
moment  revealed  itself  in  a  great  flight  of 
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pigeons,  the  innocent  cause  of  our  fright, 
that  came  streaming  out  along  the  roof  and 
sides  of  the  cave,  the  beating  and  whisthng 
of  whose  wings,  being  echoed  and  re-echoed 
in  so  circumscribed  a  space,  had  made  this 
astounding  tumult.  Soon  the  din  ceased, 
and  there  came  a  shout  of  "  He's  coming ! 
Look  out." 

Keeping  a  sharp  look-out,  we  saw  the  other 
stealthily  and  silently  creep  along.  "  There 
he  is,"  we  cried.  "  Keep  still,  you  boys,  and 
I  will  try  a  shot  at  him  as  he  crosses  that 
flat  rock,"  shouted  the  old  man.  Bang! 
Our  heads  were  like  to  split  with  the  noise, 
which  gradually  died  away  in  dim  murmurs 
in  the  far  recesses.  The  old  gun  scattered 
too  much  to  be  pleasant  for  us  had  we  known 
of  it,  as  we  found  marks  of  the  shot  not  tivo 
yards  from  where  we  were  sitting — but  we 
found  that  out  later  on.  With  a  ghostly 
gliding  motion,  as  if  he  moved  without  legs, 
the  otter  pursued  his  way  among  the  rocks 
and  neared  the  sea.  But  we  knew  he  must 
expose  himself  to  Young  Bill's  steady  glance 
when  he  tried  to  cross  the  smooth  ledge  that 
I  have  called  the  pier,  where  the  boat  was. 
As  he  topped  an  obstructing  rock,  we  could 
see  his  gleaming  eyes  and  white  vindictive 
teeth.  We  rejoiced  that  he  did  not  seem  to 
notice  us,  sitting  unarmed  on  the  rock,  and 
were  glad  that  animals  could  not  think  as 
men  do,  or  he  would  have  had  his  revenge 
on  us.  We  watched  Young  Bill,  as  he  stood 
at  the  opening,  swiftly  raise  his  gun,  bring 
it  to  the  shoulder,  put  his  hand  on  the  trigger, 
and  glance  along  the  barrel,  all  at  the  same 
instant ;  and  we  felt  sure  the  otter's  time  was 
come  to  pay  the  debt  of  nature. 

Flash  !  Crash  ! !  The  otter  makes  a  bound, 
falls,  regains  his  feet,  moves  forward,  totters 
and  lies  dead,  his  head  hanging  over  the 


edge  of  the  rock,  and  the  drops  of  bright 
blood  trickle  into  the  clear  water.  So  near 
was  he  to  freedom  and  life,  yet  so  far  from 
both.  Is  it  so  with  some  of  us  ?  With  cries  of 
delight  we  scramble  down,  and,  leaping  from 
rock  to  rock,  we  gather  round  the  slain.  Old 
Bill  joins  us,  we  look  at  it  as  it  lies  in  its  glossy 
brown  fur,  and  measure  it,  four  feet  one  inch 
long  from  the  nose  to  the  tip  of  the  tail. 
"  What  a  splendid  fellow  !  "  "  He's  worth  five 
pounds  !  "  "  What  a  cape  for  mother  he'd 
make,"  said  Fred.  "  Or  a  muff  for  her  and 
Ethel,"  said  I.  We  have  the  pleasure  of 
bearing  the  sea  rover  to  the  boat,  where  he  is 
carefully  laid  on  a  thwart. 

But  we  have  been  so  engrossed  in  our  hunt, 
that  we  have  failed  to  notice  the  sudden 
change  in  the  weather  outside.  The  wind 
has  freshened  up,  and  the  waters  are  chafing 
more  angrily  on  the  rocks  outside  the  pool. 
The  old  fisherman  looks  round  with  anxious 
eye.  "  I'm  afeared,  Bill,  it's  going  to  blow  up, 
and  the  sooner  we  are  off  the  better  for  us 
all,"  said  he.  "  It's  going  to  be  a  regular 
squally  night,  so  we  must  m.ake  haste  back, 
before  the  sea  gets  too  rough  for  these  lads. 
You  take  the  oars,  let  the  lads  sit  astern,  and 
I  will  guide  the  boat  through  these  rocks." 
So  saying,  he  took  his  stand  at  the  bows,  and 
the  boat  began  to  move  forward  slowly. 

Now  she  has  entered  rough  water,  and, 
as  she  nears  a  rock,  he  thrusts  one  foot 
violently  to  stave  her  off  from  the  point  on 
which  the  surge  has  nearly  cast  her  ;  now  he 
springs  out  of  her  upon  a  submerged  stone, 
and,  with  difficulty,  keeps  her  clear,  the 
eddies  washing  around  his  heavy  boots  ;  he 
is  thus  kept  in  a  state  of  constant  strain, 
till  the  perspiration  trickles  down  his 
rugged  brow  into  his  eyes,  and  is  hastily 
wiped  off  by  his  gnarled  hand.    At  last  we 


are  clear.  And  wiping  his  face  on  the 
sleeve  of  his  Jersey  coat,  he  takes  his  seat 
by  his  son  and  settles  to  his  oars.  It  is  too 
rough  for  Fred  and  me  to  be  trusted  with 
the  oars,  which  would  be  torn  from  oui 
hands  and  washed  away  ;  so  we  make  a 
pretence  of  steering ;  and  have  some  real 
work  in  keeping  the  boat  dry :  for  the 
combings  of  the  seas  are  washed  inboard 
by  the  wind.  She  is  a  snug  boat  of  the 
yawl  type,  and  does  not  ship  much  water, 
rising  smartly  astern  as  the  wave  overtakes 
her,  balancing,  sinking,  and  leaping  up 
again  with  great  bounds,  that  would  soon 
make  us  sea-sick  but  for  the  excitement  of 
the  danger.  While  balancing  on  the  top  of 
a  huge  wave,  we  catch  sight  of  the  old  palace 
towers,  and  know  we  are  steering  a  correct 
course,  of  which  we  are  glad,  as  the  head- 
lands are  now  obscured  by  the  mist  and 
clouds,  and  we  might  run  on  the  rocks. 
The  welcome  cove  heaves  in  sight,  and, 
watching  our  chance,  we  wait  for  a  big 
wave,  and,  keeping  the  boat  on  its  crest,  run 
far  up  on  the  soft  sand  ;  leaping  overboard,  we 
to  the  bows  and  the  fishermen  to  the  stern, 
vfe  run  her  up  to  the  boathouse,  safe  and 
sound  after  all. 

Bushing  off  home  to  the  bright  little 
mother,  we  change  our  wet  clothes,  and  draw 
up  to  the  fire,  only  then  realising  the  intensity 
of  our  appetites  ;  for  we  had  forgotten  to  eat 
at  all  in  our  excitement,  and  the  food  in  our 
pockets  was  now  only  fit  for  the  pigs.  It 
was  twelve  o'clock,  and  we  fell  to  eating  and 
relating  our  adventures  alternately,  till  we 
could  talk  and  eat  no  more ;  and  were 
bundled  off  to  bed  for  an  hour  or  two,  lest 
we  should  be  ill,  but  being  very  tired  slept 
for  many  hours.  Thus  peacefully  ended  our 
first  adventures  in  search  of  the  Sea  Otter. 


MOST  people  know — at  least  a  good  many 
people  do— that  the  original  of  Mrs. 
Beecher  Stowe's  "  Uncle  Tom  "  was  a  certain 
old  negro  named  Josiah  Henson.  But  I 
don't  suppose  anybody  would  know,  if  I  did 
not  tell  them,  that  I  went  to  school  with 
Henson's  son.  I  did  though,  and  a  very 
pleasant  memory  it  is. 

I  was  not  a  slave,  you  must  understand, 
and  I  am  not  a  negro,  and  I  have  never  been 
in  America.  But  the  said  son,  when  he  was 
about  thirty  years  old,  came  and  lodged  with 
the  schoolmaster  with  the  view  of  completing 
his  education.  At  least  that  was  what  we 
always  understood  to  be  his  object,  and  he  cer- 
tainly came  to  the  school  regularly  and  studied 
very  diligently.  What  we  liked  best,  however, 
•was  to  have  him  with  us  in  the  playground, 
and  above  all  in  the  cricket  field.  He  was 
not  a  very  scientific  player,  but  he  hit  wonder- 
fully hard,  and  sent  the  ball  so  far  when  he 
did  hit  it  that  he  was  sure  to  secure  a  good 
score  for  his  side.  He  never  "  went  out  for  a 
duck,"  and  there  was  always  a  great  scram- 
ble to  secure  him  for  a  partner.  And  then 
he  told  such  delightful  stories,  and  it  v^as 
something  to  be  proud  of  to  count  among  our 
friends  a  veritable  escaped  slave,  who  could 
recount  scores  of  "  hau-breadth  "'scapes," 
and  every  one  of  them  true. 

It  is  well  known  that  Josiah  Henson — 
and  I  once  saw  the  old  man  himself  too, 
for  he  came  to  England  in  his  old  age,  and  had 
an  audience  of  the  Queen — when  he  had 
effected  his  own  escape  to  Canada,  afterwards 
ventured  back  into  the  lion's  den  more  than 
once,  to  bring  away  his  wife  and  family  and 
several  friends.    Onr  Mr.  Henson  was  one  of 
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the  children  whom  he  carried  on  his  back 
through  many  many  miles  of  dismal  swamp, 
and  past  innumerable  dangers.  So  he  knew 
little  by  actual  experience  in  his  own  person 
of  the  sufferings  of  slavery.  But  he  could 
tell  us  a  good  deal,  nevertheless,  that  he  had 
learned  from  the  lips  of  his  father  and  other 
escaped  slaves.  And  the  fire  and  vigour  with 
which  he  told  it  all,  and  the  passion  with 
which  his  words  were  animated,  made  our 
blood  boil  with  sympathy  for  the  cruel  wrongs 
of  the  negro,  and  indignation  against  his 
ruthless  oppressors.  One  of  his  stories  in 
particular  I  remember,  and  I  will  endeavour 
to  put  it  on  paper,  though  I  cannot  hope  to 
rival  his  graphic  way  of  telling  it. 

Edward  was  a  domestic  slave,  somewhat 
more  considerately  treated  than  those  in  the 
fields,  having  many  advantages  over  others, 
and,  by  comparison,  being  very  well  off. 
Still  he  was  in  slavery,  and  nothing  could 
make  the  yoke  sit  lightly.  And  he  resolved 
to  escape.  Sambo  and  Jupiter  were  two 
slaves  on  a  neighbouring  plantation,  and 
belonged  to  another  master.  Their  lot  was 
hard  in  the  extreme.  Hardly  treated  at  the 
best  of  times,  ill-fed,  clad  in  rags,  lodged  in 
huts  that  were  scarcely  a  protection  from 
the  weather,  ever  in  dread  of  the  overseer's 
lash,  it  is  not  much  wonder  that  tliey  should 
take  the  first  opportunity  of  making  a  dash 
for  liberty.  Sambo  had  been  sold  away  from 
his  wife  and  child.  Jupiter  had  formerly 
belonged  to  a  kind  master.  But  when  the 
master  was  bankrupt  all  his  effects  were  sold 
by  auction,  and  Jupe,  as  he  was  called,  was 
knocked  down  to  the  highest  bidder,  and  saw 
his  old  mother  dragged  off  by  one  purchaser. 


and  his  young  sister  by  another.  Now  he  was 
in  the  hands  of  an  owner  who  seemed  utterly 
without  feeling  or  consideration  for  his 
slaves. 

I  may  mention  here  that  slaves  were  not 
honoured  with  surnames.  When  they  were 
allowed  such  luxuries  they  were  often  made 
to  adopt  that  of  their  masters  as  a  sufficient 
distinction.  But  as  a  rule  any  sort  of  nick- 
name was  thought  good  enough  for  such 
creatures. 

The  occasion  chosen  by  our  three  friends — • 
for  they  laid  their  plans  to  escape  together 
— was  one  of  those  orgies  in  which  the  slaves 
were  now  and  then  indulged  by  their  masters, 
with  the  object  of  letting  off  some  of  the 
feelings  of  rage  and  discontent  in  the  slaves' 
hearts.  At  these  times  so  many  were  intoxi- 
cated, and  there  was  so  much  licence,  that  it 
was  easier  to  elude  the  vigilance  of  the  over- 
seers ;  and  Sambo  and  Jupe  contrived  to 
meet  Edward  at  the  appointed  place,  and 
under  cover  of  the  darkness  they  were  many 
miles  away  before  their  absence  was  dis- 
covered. 

Of  course  they  knew  very  well  that  as  soon 
as  it  ivas  discovered  there  would  be  a  hot 
pursuit,  and  it  was  necessary  to  lie  hid  during 
the  day  and  only  travel  by  night.  The 
hardships  they  endured  during  those  weeks 
while  they  were  making  their  way  slowly 
northward,  must  have  been  terrible.  They 
had  nothing  to  guide  them  but  the  polar 
star.  The  way  led  through  swamps  and 
forests  and  arid  wastes.  They  were  obliged 
to  avoid  large  towns,  and  when  one  of  their 
number  did  venture  into  a  village  or  up  to  a 
solitary  farm  house  to  beg  or  buy  food,  it  was 


with  beating  hearts  that  the  other  tvro 
awaited  his  return  lest  he  should  be  dis- 
covered and  recaptured.  Often  they  were 
■without  enough  to  eat.  A  little  food  was  all 
they  could  bring  with  them,  and  though  they 
had  some  money— chiefly  saved  by  Edward 
from  "tips'  and  perquisites— it  was  only 
now  and  then  that  they  dared  to  make  a 
purchase. 

Once  when  Edward — who,  having  been  a 
domestic,  was  more  accustomed  to  the  ways 
of  the  whites  than  the  others,  was  more 
intelligent,  and  moreover  could  read  a  little 
—was  strolling  into  a  village  at  sunset  with 
as  careless  and  unconcerned  a  manner  as  he 
could  assume,  he  was  accosted  by  a  man  who 
put  sundry  questions  to  him  as  to  his  name, 
and  where  he  came  from,  and  what  he  was 
doing  there,  and  finally  asked  if  he  was  not 
a  runaway  slave.  With  his  heart  in  his 
mouth  he  framed  the  readiest  explanation 
he  could  think  of,  and  pretended  to  have 
been  sent  on  business  by  his  master.  His 
questioner  was,  however,  not  so  unfriendly  as 
he  appeared.  Finding  he  could  read,  the 
man  directed  his  attention  to  a  bill  posted  on 
a  wall,  and,  bidding  him  take  care,  he  turned 
away.  To  Edward's  horror  he  found  the  bill 
contained  an  offer  of  a  reward  for  the  capture 
o:  the  three  runawayp,  who  were  minutely 
described.  Not  daring  to  enter  the  village 
now,  he  crept  back  as  secretly  as  possible  to 
where  the  other  two  were  in  hiding,  and  with 
his  teeth  chattering,  and  trembling  in  every 
limb,  he  told  what  he  had  seen. 

The  state  of  mind  of  the  poor  runaways 
may  be  easily  imagined.  Faint  and  hungry 
as  they  were,  it  was  necessary  to  get  away 
from  that  place  as  soon  as  they  could,  and 
the  night  was  spent  in  going  a  long  way 
round  to  avoid  human  habitations  as  much 
as  possible,  and  morning  found  them  far 
away  from  that  village,  but  not  much 
advanced  northward.  In  this  way,  ever  in 
danger  and  ever  in  fear,  sometimes  meeting 
with  friendly  help  from  people  who  had  a 
strong  suspicion  of  what  they  were,  some- 
times in  imminent  risk  of  discovery,  they  at 
last  succeeded  in  reaching  the  city  of 
Buffalo.  Here  they  were  of  course  in  a  free 
State,  as  all  the  northern  States  were  free. 
But  they  were  not  safe,  for  the  law  permitted 
escaped  slaves  from  the  south,  on  sufficient 
proof  of  identity,  to  be  arrested  and  restored 
to  their  owners. 

It  was  with  not  a  little  trepidation  there- 
fore that  they  made  their  way  to  the  quay  in 
search  of  the  means  of  crossing  over  to  the 
Canadian  shore.  At  last  they  succeeded  in 
finding  a  vessel  which  was  bound  for  another 
city  on  the  same  side  of  the  river,  but  was  to 
touch  at  a  point  on  the  other  side  in  the 
course  of  the  voyage.  At  this  place  they 
hoped  to  land,  and  having  given  the  captain, 
who  did  not  seem  unkindly,  all  their  remain- 
ing stock  of  money  by  way  of  paying  for 
their  passage,  they  stowed  themselves  away 
among  the  merchandise  as  much  out  of  sight 
as  possible,  and  longed  for  the  moment  of 
departure. 

It  seemed  a  long  time  arriving.  There 
were  many  passengers  coming  and  going,  and 
much  to  be  done,  and  at  the  last  moment, 
just  as  they  were  about  to  start,  what  was 
their  dismay  to  see  their  two  masters  s^ep 
on  board.  Their  hearts  sank  within  them. 
At  first,  it  did  not  seem  clear  whether  they 


had  been  seen.  But  as  they  watched  from 
behind  the  packages  it  soon  became  apparent 
that  the  masters  knew  very  well  they  were 
there,  and  now  felt  themselves  sure  of  their 
prey. 

Still  there  was  hope.  When  the  vessel 
stopped  on  the  Canadian  side  they  might 
yet  go  on  shore  before  they  could  be  pre- 
vented. But  the  hope  grew  faint  when  they 
saw  the  masters  in  eager  consultation  with 
the  captain,  and  now  and  then  throwing  a 
look  in  their  direction.  The  fact  afterwards 
turned  out  to  be  that  the  slave  owners,  loth 
to  lose  three  valuable  slaves,  had  not  only 
offered  large  rewards  for  their  recovery,  but 
had  actually  followed  on  their  track  them- 
selves, only  discovering  their  whereabouts 
just  when  it  was  too  late  to  get  the  requisite 
authority  for  their  arrest  from  a  magistrate, 
and  now  they  were  bribing  the  captain  with 
three  hundred  dollars  not  to  stop  on  the 
Canadian  side  at  all. 

Oh,  how  wearily  the  time  passed  as  they 
drew  near  to  the  stopping  place  and  no  indi- 
cation was  given  of  any  intention  to  pause. 
On,  on  the  vessel  went,  the  quay  came  in 
view  and  was  passed,  and  now  all  hope  was 
gone,  and  at  last,  feeling  more  dead  than 
alive  with  disappointed  hopes,  as  aU  their 
efforts  were  proved  fruitless,  their  minds 
filled  with  anticipations  of  the  cruel  punish- 
ment in  store  for  them,  they  were  roused  by 
perceiving  that  the  voyage  had  come  to  an 
end  and  the  passengers  were  being  landed 
on  the  American  side. 

Utterly  despairing,  they  made  no  further 
effort,  and  for  a  while  they  were  undisturbed. 
But  they  could  not  be  arrested  without  a 
warrant,  and  while  one  master  went  to  a 
magistrate  to  obtain  this,  the  other  planted 
himself  in  the  gangway  to  prevent  any  possi- 
bility of  escape. 

Suddenly  the  three  were  roused  by  the 
approach  of  the  mate,  who  hurriedly  asked 
them  if  they  could  row.  This  man,  perhaps 
because  he  was  of  a  kinder  disposition  than 
the  captain,  perhaps  because  he  had  not 
been  bribed  too,  had  takin  pity  on  them  and 
determined  to  give  them  a  chance  yet.  And 
so  he  asked  them  if  they  could  row. 
What  did  they  know  about  rowing?  But 
what  would  they  not  do  for  dear  liberty  ? 
Hurriedly  but  silently,  with  the  mate's  help, 
a  boat  was  put  over  the  side,  and  they  struck 
out  for  the  opposite  shore. 

They  had  got  some  distance  when  the 
planter  came  back  with  the  warrant.  But 
now  the  birds  were  flown.  Search  was  made 
high  and  low,  but  no  negroes  could  be  found. 
By  this  time  all  the  passengers  had  landed 
and  the  decks  were  clear.  The  packages 
and  bales  of  goods  were  tumbled  about  to 
discover  the  hiding  place  of  the  fugitives. 
But  all  in  vain. 

Then  ensued  a  scene  of  mutual  recrimina- 
tion. One  planter  swore  at  the  other  for 
negligence  in  watching  the  gangway,  and  the 
other  swore  at  him  for  being  so  long  about 
getting  the  warrant.  Each  declared  it  was 
the  other's  fault,  until  they  both  agreed  to 
curse  the  captain  for  contriving  the  escape 
in  spite  of  the  three  hundred  dollars. 

Meanwhile,  with  "  the  labouring  oar  that 
toiled  in  the  surf  of  the" — no,  not  "the 
ocean,"  but  the  river — the  three  negroes 
were  making  progress  with  their  irregular 
strokes  to  the  other  side,  and  the  mate,  with 


assumed  indifference,  was  inwardly  chuck- 
ling over  the  planters'  discomfiture. 

At  last,  when  all  hope  of  a  capture  seemed 
gone,  and  when  the  mate  deemed  they  had 
reached  a  safe  distance,  he  called  the  atten- 
tion of  the  angry  disputants  to  a  boat  a  long 
way  off  with  three  men  in  it,  who  seemed  by 
their  irregular  manner  of  rowing  to  be 
novices  in  the  art. 

"  A  boat !  a  boat !  "  exclaimed  the  masters 
together,  as  they  rushed  on  shore.  "  Twenty 
dollars  for  a  boat  to  catch  those  rascals 
before  they  land." 

It  was  a  free  State,  and  for  the  most  part 
the  sympathy  of  bystanders  on  the  quay  was 
with  the  escaped  slaves.  But  twenty  dollars 
was  not  to  be  had  every  day,  and  after  a 
while  a  boat  was  manned,  and  with  the  two 
masters  on  board  pulled  for  the  opposite 
shore.  Kow  the  excitement  grew  intense,  as 
the  pursuers,  who  could  row  properly,  gained 
surely  on  the  pursued.  The  Oxford  and 
Cambridge  boat  race  was  nothing  to  it.  Less 
and  less  grew  the  distance  between  the  boats, 
and  while  t'.-e  masters  were  urging  the  men, 
who  did  not  row  half  hard  enough  for  them, 
to  greater  exertions,  the  poor  slaves  in  their 
eagerness,  with  many  a  blunder  and  "  catch- 
ing many  crabs,"  were  straining  every 
muscle  to  reach  the  shore  in  time. 

And  they  were  only  just  in  time.  In  fact, 
the  two  boats  touched  the  shore  almost  at 
the  same  moment,  and  mastei's  and  slaves — 
slaves  no  longer,  but  free  men  now — sprang 
to  land  together. 

Extravagant  was  the  joy  of  our  three 
friends  ;  utterly  exhausted  as  they  were,  the 
excitement  and  extravagance  of  their  jubila- 
tion knew  no  bounds.  They  shouted,  they 
laughed,  they  danced,  they  rolled  on  the 
ground  and  kissed  the  free  soil  in  the  exu- 
berance of  their  joy,  while  the  crestfallen 
and  baffled  masters  looked  on  with  bitter 
anger  and  rage.  The  warrant  was  of  no  use 
now.  On  British  ground  the  United  States 
writ  did  not  run.  There  was  nothing  for  it 
but  to  try  cajolery,  in  the  hope — the  very 
faint  hope— of  persuading  the  men  to  return. 
They  humbled  themselves  therefore  to  make 
all  sorts  of  promisee  and  even  entreaties. 
Edward's  master  became  quite  familiar  and 
respectful,  not  to  say  affectionate.  He  as- 
sured the  fugitive  that  his  mistress,  who  had 
been  so  long  used  to  his  services,  could 
hardly  live  without  them,  and  was  already 
very  ill,  and  refused  all  attendance,  for 
nobody  could  wait  on  her  as  he  had  done. 
If  he  would  only  return,  his  mistake  in  run- 
ning away — it  was  not  even  called  a  fault 
now — should  never  be  mentioned  to  him, 
Jupe  and  Sambo  in  like  manner  were  as- 
sured that  they  should  not  be  punished  at 
all  if  they  would  only  come  back. 

But  the  negroes  did  not  see  the  force  of 
the  arguments.  They  were  penniless  and 
weary,  and  strangers  in  a  strange  land,  and, 
as  the  masters  told  them,  they  would  have 
to  work  very  hard  for  a  living  and  would 
have  no  kind  master  (or  unkind  one  either, 
it  might  have  been  added)  to  build  them 
huts  and  find  them  food  and  lodging,  and 
they  were  farther  away  than  they  had  ever 
been  from  their  old  companions  and  their 
relations.  It  might  be  all  true.  But  what 
did  it  matter  ?    Were  they  not  FEEE  ? 

(the  end.) 
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THE  LUNGOORS: 

A  TRUE  STORY  OF  LOWER  BENGAL. 


I NEVER  but  once  shot  a  monkey,  and  it 
is  an  experience  I  would  not  willingly 
repeat.  I  felt  for  a  long  time  as  if  I  had 
committed  a  crime,  and  still,  when  I  look 
back  on  it,  the  same  feeling  comes  to  me. 
Even  so,  it  was  only  a  "  life  for  a  life." 
I  will  tell  you  how  it  happened. 

I  was  in  cantonments  with  my  regiment, 
at  Barrackpore,  a  large  military  station  in 
Lower  Bengal.  It  was  surrounded  by  the 
forest,  on  the  margin  of  which,  at  the  back 
of  our  cantonments,  was  a  native  village. 

As  usual,  the  place  was  infested  with 
monkeys,  who  did  pretty  much  what  they 
liked  with  the  long-suffering  villagers.  They 
walked  in  and  out,  taking  whatever  they 
fancied,  not  unfrequently  waiting  till  the 
dinner  of  rice  was  cooked,  and  ready  for  the 
patient  Hindoo,  whose  patience  was  then 
indeed  sorely  tried,  as  he  saw  a  large  lungoor 
(so  the  monkey  was  called)  calmly  seize  and 
walk  off  with  it,  and  that,  too,  with  the  air  of 
one  who  only  secured  his  rightful  possession  ; 
and,  having  no  weapon  wherewith  to  defend 
his  dinner,  he  was  helpless  against  one  of 
these  powerful  monkeys. 

But  at  last  the  lungoors  went  too  far.  Gene- 
rally they  never  attempted  to  hurt,  or  indeed 
to  touch,  the  children  who  swarmed  about 
the  native  huts,  but  one  evening,  prompted, 
I  suppose,  by  some  impish  freak,  "  an  old  man 
monkey  "  caught  up  a  small  child,  who  was 
crawling  about  the  door  of  one  of  the  huts, 
and  ran  up  a  tall  tamarind  tree  with  his  poor 
little  burden.  The  natives  shouted,  and  ran 
to  the  foot  of  the  tree,  but  what  could  they 
do,  except  by  gesture  and  voice  to  implore 
the  old  fellow  to  bring  the  child  back  ?  Not 
a  bit  of  it ;  he  seemed  rather  amused  at  the 
whole  proceeding,  and  after  eyeing  the  crowd 
for  a  while  from  his  vantage  post,  he  quietly 
dropped  the  infant  to  the  ground,  where, 
when  I  came  on  the  scene,  it  was  lying  with 
its  skull  smashed  in. 


By  M.\jor  Gorges. 

A  wail  of  grief,  rage  and  horror  burst 
forth.  The  natives  rushed  to  my  quarters, 
imploring  me  to  take  instant  vengeance  on 
the  miscreant. 

I  caught  up  my  rifle,  and  went  at  once. 
When  I  got  to  the  spot  I  found  that  they 
had  hunted  him  with  shouts  and  beating  of 
tomtoms  to  the  top  of  a  cocoanut  palm, 
where  he  had  taken  refuge,  only  a  bit  of  his 
head  being  visible  as  he  peered  out  of  the 
foliage.  By  the  air  with  which  he  looked 
down,  I  judged  he  was  taking  it  easy,  and 
perhaps  imagined  the  whole  show  was  got 
up  for  his  benefit.  Poor  wretch  I  he  was 
soon  undeceived. 

I  levelled  my  rifle  and  fired.  The  ball  hit 
him  fair  between  the  eyes,  just  where  he  had 
left  himself  exposed.  He  reeled  and  fell, 
coming  down  with  a  thud  that  was  not  pleas- 
ant to  hear.    He  was  stone  dead. 

The  natives  now  retired  with  the  dead 
child  ;  they  had  got  their  revenge.  I  lingered 
for  a  few  moments,  and  presently  was  aware 
of  an  increasing  crowd  of  monkeys  silently 
arriving  from  all  sides. 

They  did  not  notice  me,  and  I  stood 
watching.  In  countless  numbers  they  as- 
sembled, all  drawn  to  the  spot  where  their 
comrade  lay. 

That  he  was  a  lungoor  of  some  import- 
ance was  evident  by  the  consternation  they 
showed.  They  formed  in  a  large  circle 
around  the  body,  uttering  the  most  heart- 
rending cries — cries  that  were  really  as  grief- 
laden,  to  all  appearance,  as  those  of  the 
natives  over  the  infant. 

This  went  on  for  some  time,  then  several 
advanced,  and  one  of  the  number  took  hold 
of  a  paw,  which  he  held  and  then  let  go.  Of 
course  it  fell  heavily  down,  at  which  the 
wailing  and  crying  burst  out  again. 

The  same  process  was  repeated  with  the 
other  paws  and  the  tail,  with  the  same 
result,  and  again  the  din  commenced.  Then 


they  advanced,  carefully  examined  the  small 
round  hole  where  the  bullet  had  entered, 
and  wiped  away  the  blood  that  had  gathered — 
with  extreme  tenderness,  it  seemed  to 
me. 

By  this  time  I  was  feeling  like  a  murderer. 
It  was  really  terrible  to  see  these  creatures 
displaying  such  human  grief,  such  im- 
passioned sorrow.  Even  though  the  old 
fellow  had  killed  the  child,  I  could  not  bring 
myself  to  feel  guiltless  of  having  done  the 
deed  which  had  caused  such  mourning 
among  the  band.  I  think  he  must  have 
been  its  patriarch. 

Emboldened  by  my  presence,  the  natives 
returned  to  hunt  away  the  lungoors,  renew- 
ing their  shouts  and  beating  of  the  tomtoms. 
But  the  lungoors  made  no  resistance.  They 
seemed  to  recognise  that  their  comrade 
could  no  longer  accompany  them,  no  longer 
leap  from  branch  to  branch,  or  swing  from 
one  forest  tree  to  another  with  that  ecstatic 
joy  of  motion  which  seems  part  of  their 
being.  With  one  prolonged,  dismal  howl, 
they  disappeared  into  the  forest.  They  must 
have  been  deeply  impressed  by  the  occur- 
rence, for  they  left  the  place  completely. 
There  were  no  monkeys  seen  in  trees  or 
village  that  evening,  and  we  heard  afterwards 
that  a  band,  believed  to  be  the  same,  had 
been  seen  at  Kishnagur,  nearly  two  hundred 
miles  off,  next  morning.  Death  had  verily 
scared  these  poor  semi-human  creatures. 

Keen  sportsman  as  I  was,  I  have  never 
taken  life  wantonly,  and  I  am  glad  of  it  now 
as  I  look  back.  The  scene  in  that  Indian 
forest  often  recurs  to  me,  and  I  'am  sorry 
whers  I  hear  boys,  ay,  and  young  men  too, 
delighting  in  boasts  of  the  harmless  animals 
they  have  killed,  or  hurt,  for  "  amusement  " 
only.  There  is  so  much  pain  in  the  world, 
it  seems  a  pity  to  add  to  it  needlessly. 

(the  end.) 


OUR  OPEN  COLUMN. 


SOME  QUALIFICATIONS  OP  A  TYPIST. 
By  an  Old  Professional  Hand. 

The  use  of  the  typewriter  is  now  becotainpr  so 
general  that  a  few  lines  ou  the  most  desirable  qualifl- 
catinin  of  rill?  would-be  typewriting  operator,  or  typist, 
may  nut  lie  nut  oi;  season. 

T\u'  timv  is  fast  disappiearing  in  which  the  ability  to 
manipulate  tlie  machine  is  considered  all  that  is  neces- 
sary as  tlie  stock-in-trade  of  tlie  ty|)ist,  be  he  never  so 
skilfid.  It  is  true  that  there  are  many  typists  at  work 
every  day,  and  all  day  long,  who  are  little  more  than 
the  mi'i  c  motive  power  of  their  machines,  aud  as  such, 
they  olitain  but  indilTerent  remuneration  for  their 
services.  We  lately  came  across  a  case  winch  just 
kept  out-idr  tlie  limits  of  "sweating."  In  tvpewi;ting, 
as  in  all  etlier  kinds  of  employment,  the  pressure  of 
competitiiia  is  already  making  ir-ilf  hit,  and  the 
mechanical  copyist  must  stay  at  tlie  linttnm  of  the 
ladder.  A  lioy  of  thirteen  or  fourteen,  fresh  from 
school,  can  soon  be  trained  in  the  technicalities  ot  the 
typewriter,  but  unless  his  education  has  been  unusually 
liberal,  and  unless  he  has  been  able  to  apply  it  practi- 
cally, a  poorly  paid  copyist  he  must  remain.  Tliere  are 
people  to  be  found  who,  prompted  by  self-interest,  too 
oftea  paint  the  prospects  of  the  j-ouug  typist  iu  the 


most  glowing  colours,  which  are  calculated  to  make 
the  !i(i\iee  !iele  \'i'  tliat  lie  has  only  to  master  the 
machiiio.  and  r.ii't'  oil:  ^o  many  words  a  minute,  and 
his  fortune  is  mide.  We  need  hardly  say  that  lie  is 
soon  eiiougli  awakened  from  such  happy  dreams  to  the 
real  state  uf  tlie  case,  when  the  look  ahead  does  not 
seem  quite  so  rosy  as  lie  was  led  to  expect. 

Wi."  may  liere  speak  a  word  of  warning  to  those  who 
think  of  taking  up  typewriting  as  an  occupation. 
There  are  some  really  good  schools  of  instruction  in 
typewriting,  ^\'here  the  terms  are  reasonable,  and  the 
teachers  do  their  best  to  carry  out  their  engagement 
honestly.  Theri'  are.  on  the  contrary,  people  who, 
having  eot  1  lif  ii-i-  of  an  old  machine  or  two,  si't  ii|i 
what  thev  call  a  'r\  i iowriting  School,  and  the  wimld-l 
ty]iist,  liii\-ing  jiaid  his  fee  in  advance,  is  left  pi"etty 
ninc!i  to  himself,  unless  lie  should  clianee  to  meet  with 
some  mishap  to  the  niaehiiie,  \vlieti  he  receives  very 
particular  attention  indeed  until  the  damage  is  made 
good. 

A  thoroughly  practical  knowledge  of  shorthand  is 
undoubtedly  the  most  useful  of  all  qualifications  for  a 
young  typist,  presuming  that  he  can  run  his  machine 
with  sufficient  speed  and  accuracy  to  accept  any  sort 
of  work  other  than  mechanical  drudgery.  He  who 
studies  sliorthand  with  a  view  of  making  it  a  useful 
adjunct  to  tlie  typewriter  should  get  plenty  of  reading 
practice,  so  that,  like  the  mucli-abused  compositor. 


he  may  be  able  to  read  almost  anything,  that  is  to  say, 
in  the  way  of  rough  shorthand  notes  taken  at  speed. 
It  does  not  follow  that  the  typist  should  also  be  a  rapicJ 
sliorthander.  Of  course  a  rapid  v.Titer  is  on  the  road 
to  advancement,  but  iu  many  instances,  as  a  typist,  he 
will  not  have  much  opportunity  of  distiuguishing  him/- 
self  in  this  way. 

The  young  typist  who  aspires  to  the  position  of 
private  secretary  cannot  be  expected  to  know  all  about 
ever\  tiling,  but  he  can  hardly  know  too  much.  Should 
he  have  learneii  auy  Latin  or  Greek  while  at  school,  it 
would  be  just  as  well  for  liim  not  to  let  these  languages 
get  rusty,  while  French  and  German  are  often  asked 
for  as  a  matter  of  course.  Added  to  these  things  a 
lively  and  intelligent  interest  in  his  work  wiU  provis 
serviceable  to  the  typist,  wdio,  if  he  be  wise,  will  not 
always  stand  out  for  the  very  letter  of  the  bond,  so  to 
speak,  but,  while  retaining  his  self-respect,  will  show'  a 
readiness  to  stretch  a  point  in  busy  times,  and  so  prove 
himself  something  above  the  "  dumb,  driven  cattle '"  of 
the  labour-market.  Employers  are  not  slow  to  appre- 
ciate a  willingness  to  oblige,  and  it  may  be  that  some 
day  when  reverses  overtake  the  firm,  and  a  reductiou 
has  to  be  made  in  the  staff,  the  last  man  to  be  spared 
will  be  the  typist.  "No,"  it  will  be  said,  "we  cannot 
spare  our  typi.st,  he  is  such  a  bright  aud  willing  feUow ; 
the  very  life  of  the  place." 

F.  Sj:ith. 


¥lie  SoyV  Own  5^apef. 


OUR  PRiZE  COMPETITIO^JS, 

(Tnir.TEENTH  Series.) 


lUnmiaating'. 

[Continued  from  p.  783.] 

Third  Division'  (,ages  15  and  IG). 
Prize — One  Guinea. 

Arthur  C.  Plester  (aged  16),  5  Stanflcld  Road,  Korth 
Bow,  E. 

Prizes — 155.  each. 

EnBERT  McCoHMicK  (aged  15),  10  Zetland  Street,  ofiE 
McClui-e  Street,  Belfast. 

3I.\LroLM  Gibson'  (aged  16),  20  Upper  Townsend 
Street,  Belfast. 

Prizes — 10s.  Grf.  each. 

Andrew  Shaw  (aged  15),  G  Spittal  Street,  Edinburgh. 

A.  B.  Coles  (aged  16),  9  Brading  Road,  Upper  Tulse 
Hill,  s.w. 

TnoM.^s  Penrose  (aged  16),  13  Braohe  Street,  Luton, 
Beds. 

Prizes — Is.  Gd.  each. 

Wilfred  Drtn'Kwater  (aged  16),  2  Napier  Cottages, 
Regent  Street,  Ciieltenliam. 

Florence  M.  Luckje  (aged  IG),  Capital  and  Counties 
Baak,  Trowbridge,  Wilts. 


CERTIFICATES. 

Beuben'  Elliot,  78  Manor  Road,  Broclslej',  s.E. 

W.  A.  Smith,  33  York  Terrace,  Henrietta  Street,  Leigh, 
Lanes. 

Stephen'  Tiiacy,  52  Church  Street,  CamberweU. 

HOBERT  J.  Hewitt,  The  Barracks,  Northampton. 

Walter  Mackle,  6  PoUet  Street,  Guernsey. 

A.  E.  RiMixOTox,  3  Clarence  Terrace,  Maidstone  Road, 
Rochester,  Kent. 

G.  A.  Turner,  32  Brougliton  Road,  Stoke  Newiugton. 

H.  P.  Morris,  12  William  Street,  Reading. 

Let.4.  Cordxer,  29  Ale.xandra  Road,  Gipsy  Hill,  s.E. 

E.  D.  WILTOX,  2,  St.  Jude's  Road,  Plymouth. 

E.  S.  Taylor,  3,  Vernon  Road,  N.  Bow,  e, 

CriLBEBT  L.  CASS,  18,  Lorne  Terrace,  Bath. 

Leonard  B.  Minss,  2,  Birkbeck  Road,  Leytonstone,  E. 

Emily  C.'  Lucy,  Surrey  Lodge,  Henley-on-Thames, 

Eldred  H.  H.  Bruce,  Stapleton  House,  Upper  Tooting, 
s.w. 

Clement  M.  Vincent,  27,  Fitzroy  Road,  Primrose  Hill, 
N.w. 

J.  W.  Busby,  28,  Garton  Street,  New  Briilge  Street, 
Leicester. 

C.  H.  ROQERS,  11,  Waterloo  Place,  The  Level,  Brighton. 


Correspunbcncc. 


Electricity  (;r.  R.  Carlors).— The  electro-motor  will 
be  nothing  like  strong  enough  to  drive  the  dynamo. 
If  you  want  to  do  that  you  had  better  make  one  on 
the  "Grisoom"  plan;'  if  you  buy  Mr.  Bottone's 
book  on  "  Electro-motors"  you  will  find  directions  in 
it  for  making  one.  But  a  small  steam  engine,  or, 
better  still,  a  gas  or  hot-air  engine,  would  be  far  more 
satisfactory,  and  much  cheaper  to  keep  up. 

Coil  (E,  J.  A.). — 1.  We  don't  remember  your  writing 
before.  Glad  you  succeeded  in  making  the  coil 
according  to  the  instructions.  2.  If  you  double  the 
quantity  of  wire  you  will  be  all  right.  3,  Certainly 
you  must  not  have  tin-foil  instead  of  platinnm,  as 
the  spark  would  soon  corrode  the  former  and  render 
it  useless.  The  "make  and  break  "  is  much  sharper 
when  platinum  is  used,  and  on  that,  to  a  great 
degree,  depends  the  efScieney  of  the  coil.  4,  It 
would  not  entirely  stop  the  shock,  but  if  you  want  to 
get  the  full  strength  for  the  wire  used  yoii  mnstwind 
it  as  evenly  as  you  possibly  can.  5,  No,  it  does  not 
matter.  If  you  made  a  bobbin  separate  from  the 
core,  and  constructed  a  simple  wheel  and  liandle 
arrangement  to  hold  the  bobbin,  you  might  be  able 
to  wind  on  the  wire  more  evenly. 

Ik  Sorrow  TAcacia). — After  having  Ixm  wrong 
mentally  and  physically  so  long,  you  canimt  rxjitvt 
to  get  well  nmler  six  months  ;  but  much  depend^  on 
the  regularit\  w  ifli  winch  you  follow  (mi  the  advice 
given  in  tliut  y.i\,vr  by  Dr.  Gordon  Stables.  Of 
course,  any  rrf  m  n  to  evil  courses.  Lor  liaving  recourse 
to  quack  remedies,  would  be  fatal  to  success. 


AMATpr-n  PiiOTocRM'iiER.— 1.  It  is  impossil.l':-  to 
n'l :ih  :[  i  iiiMi  1    w  M.'li  i   ,^ure  to  suit  yon  -'Ut  ni  r  lir 

tl         -.HI  I-  I  'l  n  u  ■     n::i.|r.     If  you  Want  ;i  i7(c,//.  our, 

capill'lr  of  .jnnd  v.nr..,  u''  r  a  ciitalr i-nc  AI> 

Lancaster  &  Scm.  ^;7.  (',,]Tiniri'  IIha-,  minL'lMTit. 
One  of  their  best,  nanirly,  i  li^'  I  ii-t:iiini  jr:i  pi-  1 
pattern],  costs  £5  coni]ilerr  m  ;l  li  li  n  -  ^tmii  1. 1.  i.::.ir 
size.  They  have  also  much  i  li  a;  it  -■iinn'nis  t  Lmi  tin-. 
If  you  can  pay  more,  get  a  l  aialojui'  fnmi  Mi  .  .1.  1'. 
Chapman,  Albert  Square,  JIancliestL-r,  or  suun'  .ither 
largo  dealer.  They  all  have  their  specialities,  and  you 
must  suit  yourself.  You  will  find  any  number  of  firms 
ailvcrti in  any  Photographic  paper  if  you  pur- 
cliii-  '  rii|iy.  2.  As  to  developer,  use  the  sodic 
siillihirr  ;i -  'ji ven  in  the  article  on  "  Developers  "  in 
tlie  -M.iivli  I'art.  "B.  0.  P.,"  1891.  You  can  change 
afterwards,  if  you  like,  when  you  get  nun'c  exjxTi- 
enced.  3.  ''Self-toned  "  sensitised  pjaper  is  very  con- 
venient when  you  are  away  from  home, but  certainl\' 
should  jiot  Ije  useil  as  a  regular  thing,  the  colonr 
being  anything  but  satisfactory. 

Battery  CEdgar  HarperX — Gassner's  dry  battery 
ctinsists  of  a  zinc  vessel  containing  a  plate  of  carbon, 
wliich  stands  in  a  mixture  of  plaster  of  Paris.  I  lb., 
oxide  of  zinc,  J  lb.,  saturated  solution  of  cliloriile  of 
zinc  sufBcient  to  make  a  stiff  paste.  Terminal  screws, 
to  which  wires  are  attaclied  for  connecting  up,  ai'e 
fastened  to  the  top  of  the  zinc  and  the  earb()n.  The 
former  can  be  a  roll  of  zinc  in  an  earthen\vare 
vessel,  if  it  is  easier  for  you  to  get  that.  The  battery 
gives  about  the  same  voltage  as  a  Leclanche— that 
is,  about  1'5()  volt  per  itU,  A  good  book  on  electric 
bells  is  that  by  s.  li.  Bottone,  Wallington,  Car- 
shalton,  Surrey,  who  will  send  it  you  post  free  for 
three  shillings. 

Blackheads  (Enthu^ia.^ti,  1.  Glad  to  learn  that  the 
"B.  0.  P."  is  sucli  a  fmnurite  out  in  the  Cape. 
2.  We  fear  there  is  uci  l  a  la-al  .aire  to  suit  every  ease 
for  blackheads.  It  aii  ailment  of  the  sweat  ilucts 
and  follicles  ;  and  gi  ii.  i  ally  they  fill  up  again  and 
again  after  Iiein.L  sijur. zed  out.  After  emjitying 
them  zinc  ointment  may  be  well  rubbed  in.  3. 
Clean  the  nickel  plating  with  a  little  whiting  and 
spirits. 

Rabbit  and  Collie  (Belgian).— 1.  She  has  simply 
thrown  back  to  a  former  sire.  2.  Only  by  gentleness 
and  firmness,  with  frequent  admonition,  to  the  extent 
of  flagellation. 

Newfoundland  Puppy  (W.  H.  C.).— Prom  five  to  ten 
guineas  from  any  good  breeder.  2.  "Ladies"  Dogs  as 
Companions,"  5s.,  Dean  &  Son,  1G0«,  Fleet  Street. 

The  Bath  (H.  Moore).— Wa,sh  all  over  witli  hot  water 
and  soap  first,  then  sponge  with  cold  in  tub  or  bath. 
Do  not  take  long  about  it. 

Bow-legs  (A  Reader). — You  must  consult  a  surgeon 
at  once.  It  all  depends  upon  y.tur  age.  When  the 
bones  are  set  and  hardened  they  cannot  be  straight- 
ened. 

Stoutness  (F.  Robert).— Avoid  all  starchy  foods.  Live 
almost  entirely  on  fish,  flesh,  and  fowl ;  take  no  sugar. 
Plenty  of  exercise. 

American  "Painter"  (Artist). — Presumably  a  local 
name  for  the  panther. 

Chameleons  (G.  H.).— Write  to  Cross,  Liverpool. 

ITCHIXG  AND  SouRF  (Scratch ).— Don't  scratch.  Get  a 
borax  lotion,  and  use  every  morning. 

Colour  rx  the  Face  (.T.  T.  R.). — Glad  the  paper  has 
done  you  so  much  .good.  Continue  as  you  are  doing, 
ljut  take  teu  drops  of  tincture  of  iron  in  a  little  water 
twice  a  day  after  food. 

Dog  Kennel  (Hurman). — Yes ;  Dr.  Goi-don  Stables 
would  be  pleased  to  see  the  model,  alter  he  returns 
from  his  caravan  tour  in  October. 

"  Now  Thex  ! "  (A  Multitude  of  Hairless  Boys").— Dr. 
Gordon  Stables  says  he  "expects  nothing  less  than  a 
putty  medal  for  supplying  the  followiUL;  rna  iiil  Inr 
making  moustachios  grow.  It  is  warranted  tn  hial:r 
hair  grow  almost  on  the  lid  of  a  copper  kettle.  But,  of 
course,  the  bo}'  must  be  seventeen  before  he  begins 
it.  Take  of  eau  de  Cologne  five  ounce-^,  tincture  of 
cantharides  three  drams,  oil  of  lavender,  rosemary, 
and  nutmeg,  of  each  ten  drops.  Mix  and  rub  in 
about  thrice  a  day.  Don't  redden  the  skin,  mind.  It 
would  blister,  too,  if  used  too  often," 

Braces  or  Belt  (Since).- A  belt. 

Blackbird  (  ). — Feed  rationally  and  it  will  not 

pick  its  feathers.  Read  the  article  on  "  British 
Birds." 

Squirrel  (E.  Doyle). — Questions  have  been  answered 
over  and  over  again.  Pray  read  "Doings"  and 
Correspondence,  and  keep  in  advance  with  the  times 
as  regards  the  management  of  pets. 

Water  for  Rabbits  (H.  Hodgson).— We  prefer  put- 
ting water,  or  water  with  a  little  milk  in  it,  in  the 
hutches,  whether  they  drink  or  not.  When  eating 
suectUent  greens  they  ^\  ill  not,  of  course,  touch  it. 

Bad  Teeth  ngunrainu>y— Sanitas  Tooth-powder, 
Viuolia,  or  Calvert's  1  ivnto-phrenolyne. 

Cold  Bath  (Percy  Jordan).— 1.  Yes,  as  soon  as  you 
get  out  of  bed. 

Pimples  ("Lover  of  "  B.  0.  P."). — Your  blood  is  a  little 
thin.  Take  ten  ilrnps  of  dialysed  iron  in  a  little 
water  thrice  a  d«v  after  food.  Take  a  col.l  bath 
every  morning.  Sulphur  tablets  (Frazer's)  will 
purify  the  blood, 


1)111  ;".■;  Krwrr.,  itc.  (S.  H.  N,).— 1.  The  cement  could 
li'  iaii'ii  i.a  >na  1  ly  any  builder.  2.  The  dog  should 
I'  'i-lii-rn  iiaunlis  old.  3.  Licences  to  keep  dogs 
are  not  ti an -terable. 

Nervousness  dnquiet).— We  do  not  think  your  heart 

is  affeeted,  but  you  nnist  take  more  exercise,  some- 
liMW  ;  dumi]-ljcH-  and  rhi'  morning  tub.  Reduce  your 
fa!  b\-  <atiiiij  nil  |..i-tiy,  -ngar,  potatoes,  or  much 
stari'liy  ti.ml  ,.1  an;,  l.iiiil,  but  plenty  of  meat, 

Dt-  ii;i  --iM.  CuMi'L.MNT  iStylns),— Your  friend  must 
ci'ii-ii!f  a  ilart.ir,    I  nr  thiTL- may  be,  and  probably  is, 

Ori  .I)-  Sio.i.-  I  1  ,  \y.  1.  -If  you  are  addicted  to  any  bad 

liaiiit-  wiiaaiya;  Li^ituit  told  us  atjftut.  give  tliem 
up  a-  \iia  \  iliji  Miiirhii  nil]  rra-jiii  'J'laai  gn  in  for 
a  riiai--i.  ,,1  in-i.a.iii-  t.ailMiij  \Mtli  • -.vn  iir  three 

lialall  li-  nl    -'.I  .a!'   laix...!  in  tla.-  watiT  <iV..-niigllt. 

'I  .il-.i  I  li  v  iia;  ■  m!  tiiirtureof  iron  after  every  meal 
in  ri  iM  w  ai  I  1 .  aa.  I  iilcnty  of  exercise. 

WiaiiiiT  01  I)r.Mi)-nELi.'<  (G.  Coast).— For  fourteen 
years  of  age  not  over  two  pounds.  We  don't  advise 
taking  young  birds  out  of  the  nest. 

Various  (Measures).— Your  height  is  good.  Round 
chest  about  30  inches,  2(1  round  waist.  2.  No,  do  not 
inflate  the  chest,  3.  Fair  for  calves.  4.  John  Pig- 
gott's  rules  for  dumb-bells  are  good. 

Guinea  Pig.s  and  R-\eeits  (E.  B.  W.).— 1.  No;  the 
rats  will  liv.:-  ^vith  the  guinea  pigs,  and  they  won't  be 
slow  at  caThiLT  the  young  eitln-r'  if  pressed  liV  hunger. 

2.  CaMiave  without  tin-  flowers,  but  the  flowers 
wouldn't  iu;rt. 

Gbowim:  Siiaavi;  ("Bucephalus). — Cycling  and  walk- 
ing will  luiimivf  your  legs,  especially  hill  climbing, 
but  as  yon  live  in  London  the  latter  is  impossible. 
Hill  climbing  strengthens  the  heart  too,  and  that  is 
everything. 

Rabbits  Dvixi:  (i  ;.H.  P.). — Disease  through  careless 
and  inin  liriiai-  ftcding  and  hutching.  We  are  nota 
bit  sorry  ior  yui,  lint  we  pity  your  rabbits. 

Bad  Hap.its  (  L.  ^I.  N.). — How  can  you  expect  a  cure 
when  you  don't  remove  the  cause.  No  wonder  you're 

m. 

Pexcilled  Post  Cards  (Jack  and  many  others). — We 
do  not  care  to  reply  to  these.  If  our  advice  is  not 
worth  a  penny  stamp  and  a  dip  of  ink  it  is  not  worth 
giving. 

Cateritt.i, \!;s  (  T'onst.  Reader). — There  is  a  specially 
prepan  a  c.nliM'a-  acid  (Calvert's).  Any  chemist,  or 
direct  tidui  ilanchester. 

Various  (C.  W.  H.).— 1.  Keep  on  deck  .all  the  while. 
Dare  it.  and  brave  it.   2.  Quack  pills,  mostly  aloes. 

3.  Canada  for  farming.  4.  Smoking  is  most  injuri- 
ous to  growing  boys.  5.  Tender  gums.  Use  Vinolia 
tooth-powder. 

Feeding  a  Dog  ("F.  Flalpert,  St.  Peter-tiuri'i  —Yes, 
he  must  have  a  proportion  of  me.at.  .--pi  att's  .aikes 
(dog-biscuits)  contain  nearly  all  that  is  \\anted, 
however. 

Consult  a  Doctor  (Ralph  the  Rover  and  many  other-; 
whose  queries  are  notanswered  ). — If  a  mnliaal  query 
is  not  replied  to  within  six  or  seven  wi  .  1:-  it  is 
because  the  trouble  is  too  serious  for  M.li-il"at"ring. 

T.\ME  St.\.bi,ixg  (Spot  Strake).— See  columns  of  "Ex- 
change and  Mart,"  price  '2d.   About  '2s.  tid. 

Cycling  (Nil  sine  labnre")  — You'll  soon  gather  confi- 
dence.   Xil  siuf  liilu'i-f.  ynu  know. 

Book  on  GnEi'xiii  u-=e  (R.  Lord").— Any  book  on 
gardrniu'j-  will  ltIvo  you  the  hints  you  require. 

CaX-\ries  NtiT  Laving  (^Oxenham). — Perhaps  both 
cocks. 

Grass  Snakes  (Puella").— Of  course  if  a  snake  eats  one 

kinil  of  frog  he  will  eat  another    But  it  is  their 

natnra  ali  l  'tl,.-v  ii.-t  ••  l..irli:ir"iu  "  and  "crawling 
l,l,„l-r,T-,"  )|.,.'..  v.  -!  a;..  -  ar-  '..,V'i\y  -iris'  p.ts, 
and  your  vivaniuu  can  vtay  \\..1I  i.lu  without  them. 

Ca\'y  Shows  (J.  L.  C).— All  advertised  in  "Exi  li  iii_o 
and  Mart."    But  showing  guinea  pigs  is  poor  wm a. 

Repentant  —?'.'  a  doctor  bj' all  means.  Buttliem.an 
you  nil  iitiMU  i-  an  arrant  quack.  Keep  up  your 
iieart,  poor  bay. 

Hen's  Comb  turnixg  Blue  (E.  Lumley).— Liver  com- 
plaint. Your  feeding  and  general  treatment  is 
wrong. 

The  Gymnasilh  (Bookworm).— Certainly,  if  it  ex- 
liaiuts,  the  strain  is  far  too  much  and  will  injure 
your  heart  and  health.   Take  walking  exercise. 

Moles'  Skixs  (D.  J.  L.).— You  must  get  them  fresh. 

VARIOUS  (Pahib).—1.  Jackdaws  eat  anything  short  of 
scupper  nails.  2.  No  cage  at  all  is  the  best  cage. 
3.  Half-a-crown  or  less. 

Rabbit  and  Mange  (Ch.  Ke.ay).— Sulphur  ointment, 
but  remove  into  a  clean  hutch. 

GuiN-EA  Fowls  (L.  H.  Weatherley).— Bad  manage- 
ment.  You  don't  give  us  enough  to  go  by. 

Boys'  Troubles  (Ni-m  and  manv  others).— We  are 
sorry  for  you.  Givr  up  -a  h  lialiits  or  order  your 
coffin.    That  is  plain  s|"  axnig.    Bat  you  need  it. 

SPECI.A.L Editiox  OF  " B.  0.  P."  (Annie  P.).— No;  we 
have  not  thought  of  that  yet. 

Chameleon  (Cham.).— Read  back  Correspondence. 
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OF 

BUEMAH : 

OK,  THE  ADVENTUEES  oi 
TWO    BOYS    ON  THI 
UPPEE  lEEAWADDY. 

By  David  Ker, 

Avihor  of    Ihh-rim  ihr  Af,,Iian." 
'■A  Cor,,/  j;,y,„"  .fic. 

CHAPTER  XIX. — THE  TIGER  AT  BAY. 

SEVERAL  weeks  after  Tum-Ti's 
death  four  men  stood  side  by 
side,  on  the  brow  of  a  ridge  so 
steep  as  to  be  little  short  of  an 
actual  precipice,  among  the  moun- 
tains that  divide  Northern  Burmah 
from  China.    All  four  were  looking 
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"The  last  battle  was  begun. 
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keenly  down  the  valley  below  (from  which 
the  last  glow  of  sunset  was  just  beginning 
to  fade)  as  if  watching  for  the  coming  of  a 
long-expected  friend.  But  it  was  not  a 
friend  for  whom  they  were  waiting — it 
was  a  mortal  enemy. 

Events  had  moved  quickly  since  the 
night  of  the  traitor's  doom.  The  once 
formidable  insurrection,  pressed  by  the 
advance  of  British  gun-boats  and  steam- 
launches  up  the  rivers,  and  of  Hindoo 
cavalry  and  light  infantry  through  the 
jungle,  had  been  slowly  but  smely  crushed 
out ;  and  now  the  War-Tiger,  with  the 
handful  of  brave  men  who  still  adhered  to 
his  desperate  fortunes,  was  in  full  flight 
to  cross  the  border  mountains  into  China, 
as  his  sole  chance  of  escaping  the  unre- 
lenting pursuers  who  were  hard  upon  his 
track. 

But  "Kandahar  Eoberts  "  was  not  the 
man  to  let  any  foe  escape  him  when  once 
fairly  within  his  grasp.  The  very  day 
after  his  conference  with  the  half-breed, 
he  had  taken  measures  to  carry  out  the 
latter's  plan  of  seizing  the  pass  which  was 
now  the  Tiger  Chief's  sole  way  of  escape. 
Major  Simpson  had  been  sent  oft'  at  once 
witla  a  detachment  of  the  Goorka  moun- 
taineers (who  were  judged  the  fittest  men 
for  this  hill- warfare),  with  Livingstone 
Foster  to  act  as  guide ;  and,  having  oc- 
cupied and  securely  fortified  the  pass,  they 
were  now  waiting  to  see  the  War-Tiger 
fall  into  the  trap  which  they  had  set  i'or 
him. 

There  they  stood,  the  brown,  dwarfish, 
long-armed  fellows — those  dreaded  "mon- 
key-men of  the  Himalaya  "  whose  goblin 
aspect  and  ferocious  valour  furnished 
many  a  wild  legend  to  Hindoo  poets  three 
thousand  years  ago.  Though  barely  larger 
than  a  well-grown  boy,  they  could  behead 
a  foe  or  cleave  the  skiJl  of  a  tiger  with 
one  slash  of  the  huge  broad-bladed  Jcookri 
(sword-knife),  which  was  their  national 
weapon ;  and  in  the  British  uniform  of 
the  nineteenth  century  the^  were  still 
the  same  as  in  the  days  of  David  and 
Solomon — tireless,  enduring,  untamable 
as  the  wild  beasts  of  tlieir  native  moun- 
tains, born  hunters  and  fighters  from  their 
very  childhood,  equally  devoid  of  mercy 
and  of  fear. 

"Well,"  said  Livingstone  Foster,  who 
was  one  of  the  four  watchers  above  men- 
tioned, "  I  think  our  friend  the  Tiger  will 
find  these  chaps  tougher  customers  than 
the  poor  fellows  whom  he  surprised  and 
slaughtered  at  Now-Lay — eh,  Simpson  ?  " 

"Yes,"  growled  the  hard-faced  old 
Major ;  "  we've  stopped  the  fox's  earth  for 
him  this  time,  and  I  think  tlie  hounds  will 
have  him  at  last !  " 

In  truth,  there  was  little  chance  of  the 
War-Tiger  himself  being  able  to  force  his 
way  through  such  defences,  garrisoned  by 
such  men.  The  broad  rock-terrace  which 
they  had  turned  into  a  fortified  camp 
completely  commanded  the  steep,  wind- 
ing path  which  was  the  only  way  of 
approach  from  below.  A  strong  stockade 
secured  them  against  aU  risk  of  an  attack 
in  tlie  rear  from  the  mountain  clans  higlier 
up  tlie  pass,  who  were  still  friendly  to  the 
Chief;  and  from  above  they  had  nothing 
to  fear,  for  even  such  climbers  as  the  Shan 
mountaineers  could  not  have  scaled  the 
sheer  precipices  that  overhimg  their  posi- 
tion. 

"I  was  sorry  to  leave  those  boys  of 
mine  behind,"  resumed  Foster,  "for  they 


were  quite  wild  to  come  too  ;  but  it  would 
never  have  done.  They  couldn't  have 
stood  such  forced  marches  as  we've  been 
making  lately." 

"I'll  tell  you  what,  though,  Foster," 
cried  the  Majoi-,  "  your  boy  Harry  did  us 
a  good  turn  when  he  found  out  that  trick 
of  c"ne  Chief  dressing  up  a  lot  of  men  in 
his  own  colours,  like  that  old  rogue  of  a 
kii'ig  m  Shakspeare.  So  long  as  our 
Sepoys  took  the  fellow  for  a  ghost  who 
could  appear  in  a  dozen  places  at  once, 
ten  of  the  bravest  of  'em  wouldn't  have 
dared  to  face  him  all  hy  himself ;  whereas 
now  they  only  laugh  at  the  whole  busi- 
ness, and  joke  each  other  about  how  many 
Tiger  Chiefs  they  must  capture  to  get  the 
Government  reward.  It  strikes  me  that 
Master  Tiger's  pretty  nearly  at  the  end  of 
his  tether  at  last,  and  I  don't  pity  the 
rascal  a  bit !  " 

"Well,  I  do,"  broke  in  Alfred  Marston. 
"  He  certainly  did  his  best  to  kill  me  ; 
but,  as  Harry  says,  that  was  all  in  the 
way  of  business.  As  to  the  mischief  he 
has  done,  I  suppose  any  of  us  would  have 
done  pretty  much  the  same  if  some  one 
had  invaded  oiir  coimtry.  Anyhow,  he's 
a  very  fine  fellow  in  his  way,  and  I  must 
say  I  wish  we  could  get  him  out  of  our 
road  without  killing  him." 

"  Eight  you  are  !  "  cried  Frank  Merrin- 
court ;  "  that's  just  how  I  feel  about  it 
myself.  I  tried  my  hardest  at  him  wlien 
I  saw  hi}n  cut  you  down  in  that  last  fight 
we  had  with  him ;  but  tJia  f  was  all  in  the 
way  of  business,  too  ;  and  thoi:gh  we  had 
a  pretty  tough  time  afterwards  in  the 
boat  going  down  the  river,  carrying  our 
lives  in  our  hands  day  and  night,  I  don't 
bear  the  Chief  any  grudge  for  it !  " 

"  Here's  a  man  who  does,  though,"  said 
Foster,  pointing  to  the  stately  form  of 
the  old  Kessaldar,  Hadji  Mahmood,  who, 
having  recovered  his  senses  as  Marston 
had  foretold,  was  in  the  field  once  more. 
"  He's  as  bitter  against  the  Chief  as  he 
can  be,  and  there'll  be  some  trouble  when 
they  do  meet." 

Just  then  Major  Simpson — who  had 
been  listening  with  an  air  of  marked 
disapproval  to  this  treasonable  admira- 
tion of  a  man  on  v/hose  head  the  British 
authorities  had  set  a  price — called  out 
that  he  saw  men  coming  up  the  path, 
and  that  they  looked  to  him  like  the 
scouts  whom  they  had  sent  out  on  the 
previous  day  to  learn  what  thej'  could  of 
the  War-Tiger's  whereabouts. 

"  Well,  I  hope  they'll  bring  word  that 
he's  coming  at  last,"  said  Frank 
Merrincourt,  with  a  laugh.  "  He's  kept 
us  waiting  long  enough,  and  if  he's  a 
gentleman,  he  won't  make  us  wait  any 
longer." 

But  the  joke  passed  quite  tmlieeded, 
for  every  other  thought  was  swallowed 
up  by  the  fierce  excitement  of  the 
approaching  striiggle  ;  and  as  the  three 
active  young  Nepaulese  soldiers  came 
springing  up  the  rocks  to  the  spot  where 
the  ofdcers  were  standing,  even  the 
veteran  Major  himself  bent  forward  as 
eagerlj-  as  a  schoolboy  to  hear  what  they 
had  'to  tell. 

The  news  which  they  brought  was 
formidably  important.  They  had  them- 
selves seen  nothing  of  the  War-Tiger ; 
but  just  at  the  lower  end  of  the  valley, 
as  they  were  returning  to  the  camp,  they 
found  a  Burmese  peasant  lying  exhausted 
and  desperately  wounded  at  the  foot  of 


the  mountain  path,  as  if  he  had  been 
fieeing  to  the  hills  for  refuge  when  he  fell 
to  rise  no  more. 

From  him  thej'  learnt  that  the  Tiger 
Cliief,  while  on  his  march  toward  the 
pass,  had  turned  aside  to  wreak  his 
vengeance  on  a  village  inhabited  by  some 
of  those  who  had  abandoned  his  cause 
and  accepted  General  Boberts's  offer  of 
pardon.  Just  as  the  havoc  and  con- 
fusion were  at  their  heiglit,  one  of  the- 
scattered  detachments  of  Hindoo  troops 
sent  out  to  scour  the  jungle  came  up  to 
the  spot,  drawn  by  the  glare  of  the  burn- 
ing houses.  The  Chief  and  his  men  fell 
furiously  upon  them,  and,  after  a  de- 
sperate fight,  all  but  exterminated  them., 
only  five  or  six  escaj^ing. 

"  A  true  Asiatic  !  "  said  Marston,  "  bent 
on  revenge  even  at  the  Inst  gasp,  and 
perilling  his  own  life  to  obtain  it." 

"  At  any  rate,"  said  Livingstone  Foster,, 
"  this  will  make  ottr  work  easier,  for  he- 
could  hardly  destroy  a  whole  detach- 
ment of  soldiers  without  losing  a  good 
many  men  himself." 

Major  Simpson,  however,  looked  grave, 
and  questioned  the  scouts  closely  as  to 
whether  the  War-Tiger  had  any  idea- 
that  the  pass  through  which  he  meant  to- 
retreat  was  already  in  the  hands  of  his 
enemies.  But  they  all  three  declared 
positively  that  he  had  not ;  for  the 
Avounded  peasant  had  spoken  of  having; 
heard  the  Chief  encom-age  his  men  b;>' 
reminding  them  that  they  had  "  only  one 
more  march  before  them  now,  and  then 
they  would  be  safe  among  their  owis 
moimtains,  where  no  enemy  coiUd  reach 
them." 

"  Then  we've  as  good  as  got  him 
already,"  cried  Foster,  at  whom  the 
Major  glanced  inquiringly,  "  for  Mah- 
Loong  is  the  only  village  anywhere  near- 
the  entrance  of  the  valley ;  and  if  he-- 
burned  it  last  night,  and  then  came 
straight  on — as  he  would  be  pretty  svu-e 
to  do — he  ought  to  be  not  far  oft'  the- 
mouth  of  the  pass  now." 

"  Then  we  have  no  time  to  lose,"  said 
the  old  officer,  "  for  the  smi  will  be 
behind  the  hills  in  half  an  hour  more, 
and  there's  a  storm  coming  which  will 
make  everytliing  dark  as  pitch.  Take 
my  word  for  it,  gentlemen,  we  shall  have 
no  chance  to  see  these  fellows  before  we 
feel  them ;  and  as  for  hearing  them-, 
such  rain  and  wind  as  we're  going  to 
have  M'ould  drown  the  march  of  an  army. 
I  shall  post  a  picket  of  four  men  in  that 
ruin  half-way  down  the  path,  with  wders 
to  fire  and  fall  back  on  the  main  body 
as  soon  as  they  become  aware  of  the 
enemy's  approach." 

"  And,  if  I  may  offer  to  advise  you, 
Sunpson,"  put  in  Foster,  "you  Jaad 
better  put  old  Hadji  Mahmood  at  the 
head  of  them.  There's  not  a  trick  of 
Eastern  warfare  that  he  isn't  xip  to  :  and, 
besides,  he  has  the  quickest  ears  in  the 
whole  detachment,  and  he'll  be  pretty 
safe  to  keep  them  open  when  he's  listen- 
ing for  the  coming  of  the  Chief." 

"  So  I  think,"  assented  the  Major,. 
"  and  I'll  do  it  at  once." 

The  old  Eessaldar's  giim  face  lighted 
up  with  a  gleam  of  fierce  satisfaction 
when  he  heard  upon  what  duty  he  was- 
to  go  ;  and  he  obeyed  with  an  alacrity 
which  showed  how  fully  his  heart  -w  as  in. 
his  work.  No  fear  7ioiv  of  the  War- Tiger 
being  able  to  steal  up  unperceived ;  and 


803 


the  veteran  Major  nodded  his  grey  head 
in  stern  approval  as  he  watched  the  live 
men  depart. 

The  ruin  selected  as  their  post  of  ob- 
servation was  the  fragment  of  a  small 
stone  shrine,  erected  ages  ago  over  the 
grave  of  some  forgotten  Burmese  saint 
or  hero.  Enotigh  of  it  was  still  left  to 
shelter  them  from  the  coming  storm, 
and,  standing  as  it  did  right  upon  the 
narrow  path  that  led  up  the  ridge,  no 
one  could  possibly  slip  past  it  undetected. 

But  the  wai-y  old  Eessaldar  knew 
better  than  to  rely  upon  this  alone.  He 
remembered  that  he  had  to  deal  with 
foes  as  skilful  and  crafty  as  himself ;  and 
he  had  learnt  by  experience  how  little 
the  quickest  ears  can  avail  amid  the 
fierce  and  thousand-voiced  uproar  of  a 
tropical  storm.  He  determined  to  leave 
nothing  to  chance,  and  at  once  set  his 
men  to  gather  the  fragments  of  stone 
that  had  fallen  from  the  crumbling 
shrine,  and  pile  them  up  in  a  heap  across 
the  whole  breadth  of  the  path,  a  few 
yards  beyond  the  ruin,  in  such  a  way 
that  the  moment  any  one  stepped  upon 
thenr  they  would  give  way  with  a  sharp 
gi-inding  crash  which,  at  so  short  a  dis- 
tance, would  be  clearly  audible  amid  all 
the  din  of  the  coming  tempest. 

The  Major's  prophecy  of  a  storm  was 
speedily  confirmed  by  unmistakable  signs. 
Hardly  had  the  red  and  angry  sunset 
faded  behind  the  great  waves  of  wooded 
mountain  tliat  surged  up  on  every  side, 
when  the  mountains  themselves  were 
hidden  in  turn  by  a  vast  mass  of  black 
cloud  that  came  rolling  up  from  the 
north-cast,  spreading  fast  over  the'  whole 
sky.  A  number  of  birds  were  seen  flying 
swiftly  across  the  darkening  heaven 
toward  the  west,  as  if  fleeing  from  some 
pursuing  danger;  and  the  last  gleam  of 
daylight  showed  to  Marston's  keen  eye 
the  dappled  hide  of  a  mountain  panther 
slinking  into  the  thickets  below  for 
shelter  from  the  storm  that  was  about 
to  burst. 

Within  half  an  hour  more  it  was 
indeed  "  dark  as  pitch,"  but  the  outbreak 
of  tliis  great  battle  of  the  elements  was 
still  delayed.  All  was  deadly  still ;  not  a 
bongli  stirred,  not  a  leaf  rustled. 

"Tlie  storm's  late,"  said  Foster,  with  a 
grim  chuckle. 

"And  so's  the  Tiger  Chief,"  cried 
Merrincourt.  with  his  usual  reckless 
gaiety.  "  If  he  only  knew  how  many  of 
his  enemies  there  are  here,  all  in  "one 
gang,  lie'd  huiTy  up  a  bit,  I  fancy." 

"Very  true,"  said  the  old  Major. 
"  To  begin  with,  there's  Foster  here,  who 
has  gone  scouting  all  through  his 
co-.mtry,  and  ended  by  rescuing  two  of 
his  prisoners." 

"  And  Hadji  Mahmood,"  cried  Foster. 

"And  Merrincourt,"  added  Marston, 
"  who  broke  his  head  with  a  rifle  butt." 

"  And  Marston,"  said  Merrincourt, 
"  who  kept  him  worrying  for  weeks  out- 
side a  fort  no  bigger  than  a  barrack- 
yard." 

"More  than  that  a  good  deal,"  broke 
in  the  Major  emphatically.  "  It  was  all 
through  Marston  that  the  insurrection 
failed  as  it  did  ;  for  if  that  fellow  Moong- 
Gley,  whom  he  killed  in  the  jungle,  had 
lived  to  reach  the  Shans  with'the  Chiefs 
message  to  them  that  it  was  time  for  them 
all  to  march  down  and  join  him,  Bhamo 


would  have  been  taken,  and  the  whole 
country  right  down  to  Mandalay  would 
have  risen  like  one  man — and  then  we'd 
have  had  a  tough  job  before  us,  I  can  tell 
you  !^  Marston,  my  boy,  you're  the  hero 
of  this  whole  business  ;  and  if  they  don't 
give  you  the  V.C.  for  it,  they  ought  to  be 
ashamed  of  themselves." 

"  It  seems  to  be  getting  very  cold, 
somehow,"  said  Marston,  as  if  wishing  to 
change  the  subject;  "and  yet  we're  not 
very  high  up  here,  and  there's  not  a 
breath  of  wind  stirring." 

"Ah,  that  sudden  chill  shows  that  the 
storm's  just  coming  down  upon  us,"  said 
Foster ;  "  it's  a  very  common  forerunner 
of  a  mountain  storm  in  these  parts." 

Hardly  had  he  spoken  when  for  an 
instant  everything  was  as  bright  as  day. 
The  stern,  anxious  faces  of  the  group — 
the  goblin  figures  of  their  wild  followers 
— the  mighty  precipices  above  and  the 
black  mass  of  forest  below— all  started 
out  for  one  moment  in  terrible  distinct- 
ness beneath  a  blue  and  ghastly  glare^ 
and  then  the  gloom  swallowed  aU  once 
[  more.  As  suddenly  as  if  a  furnace-door 
had  opened  and  sht^t  again,  the  flash  had 
come  and  gone. 

No  thunder  followed  the  lightning ; 
but  it  was  plain  that  the  tempest  was 
just  about  to  biirst,  and  that  this  flash 
was  the  herald  of  its  coming.  It  was 
now  a  little  after  midnight. 

"Here  it  comes  at  last,"  said  Foster; 
"  and  now  that  the  storm  has  come,  per- 
haps the  Tiger  Chief  will  come  too." 

"I  wish  he  would!  "  .growled  Merrin- 
court ;  "  he's  made  us  Vait  long  enough." 

"I  wish  he  would,  indeed!"  said  the 
Major,  savagely.  "The  bravest  man  I 
ever  met  said  to  me  once  that  the  worst 
part  of  a  battle  is  the  last  five  minutes 
before  it  begins ;  and  I  quite  agree  with 
him." 

"And  so  do  I,"  put  in  Marston  em- 
phatically. "  I'd  give  a  good  deal  to  have 
it  over  and  done  with." 

Just  then  a  second  flash  lighted  up  the 
wilderness  of  dark  mountains,  followed 
this  time  by  a  crash,  like  a  whole  park  of 
artillery  fired  at  once,  which  was  echoed 
and  j-e-echoed  through  every  cleft  and 
cavern  of  the  vast  rocky  ridges,  till  it 
seemed  as  if  the  sound  would  never  end. 

And  now  the  full  fmy  of  the  storm 
broke  loose.  In  another  minute  they 
could  not  hear  each  other's  voices  (even 
when  raised  to  the  highest  pitch)  amid 
that  sky-rending  uproar,  in  which  the 
fierce  howl  of  the  wind  through  the  bare, 
broken  crags  above  them  mingled  with 
the  deep  booming  cannonade  of  the 
thunder  and  the  sharp  musketry  of  the 
pattering  rain,  swelled  by  the  incessant 
cra-sh  of  up-torn  trees  and  falling  rocks. 

Luckily  for  them,  their  position,  facing 
toward  the  soiith,  was  tolerably  sheltered 
from  this  north-easterly  storm,  and  addi- 
tionally protected  by  the  overhanging 
cliff,  the  upper  part  of  which  jutted  oiit 
above  them  like  a  projecting  roof.  But 
the  pelting  of  the  most  furious  storm 
would  have  been  more  endurable  than 
the  fierce,  feverish  impatience  which  was 
now  tormenting  them  all.  Had  the 
treacherous  half-breed  perpetrated  one 
more  treason  with  his  last  breath,  and 
left  them  to  guard  one  pass  while  the 
War-Tiger  escaped  by  another  ? 

Such  must  surely  Idc  the  case,  else  vihj 
was  the  Chief  not  here  ?    The  night  was 


now  drawing  toward  morning — the  storm 
was  beginning  to  abate — and  still  there 
was  no  sign  of  the  coming  of  their 
enemy. 

"  If  he  doesn't  come  soon,"  said  Merrin- 
coiirt,  "  we'll  go  dovvu  and  meet  him  1  " 

Scarcely  were  the  words  uttered  when, 
in  a  momentary  lull  of  the  departing 
tempest,  a  hoarse  challenge  was  heard 
below — then  the  sharp  crack  of  a  rifle, 
followed  by  half  a  dozen  dropping  shots 
in  quick  succession — and  then  a  trample 
of  hurrying  feet,  as  Hadji  Mahmood  and 
three  of  his  comrades  (the  fourth  had 
been  killed)  came  dashing  up  the  steep 
path  with  death  at  their  heels.  The  hap- 
hazard fire  of  the  Goorkas  into  the  dark- 
ness was  answered  by  a  crashing  vollcj- 
mingling  with  the  wolfish  yell  of  the 
mountain  war-cry,  and  the  last  battle 
began. 

Even  those  who  were  in  the  thick  of  it- 
could  never  give  any  clear  description  of 
that  confused  grapple  in  utter  darkness, 
where  the  combatants  saw  each  other 
only  by  the  flashes  of  their  rifles,  and 
many  on  either  side  dared  not  fire  lesfc 
they  should  kill  their  own  men.  Pocr 
Ma-jor  Simpson,  mortally  wounded  in  the 
very  first  onset,  continued  to  cheer  on  his 
men  till  his  voice  failed  and  he  fell  to  rise 
no  more,  ordering  Marston  with  his  last, 
breath  to  conceal  his  death  from  the  sol- 
diers that  they  might  not  be  discouraged. 

The  Goorkas  fought  as  bravely  as  mor- 
tal man  could  do ;  and,  in  spite  of  the  dis- 
advantage of  the  dai-kness — under  cover 
of  which  the  Burmans  had  charged  right 
up  to  the  foot  of  the  palisade  with  little, 
loss — they  for  some  time  held  their 
swarming  foes  at  bay.  But  the  fight  was 
too  unequal  to  last.  Battered  with  huge- 
stones  dashed  against  it  by  three  or  four 
men  at  once,  the  stockade  soon  gave  way^ 
and  the  assailants  poiured  througli  the 
breach  like  a  torrent. 

Day  was  now  beginning  to  davi-n,  and 
the  War-Tiger's  men,  perceiving  for  the 
first  time  the  small  force  of  their  foes 
(whom  they  still  outnumbered  as  two  to 
one,  despite  their  own  heavy  losses),  came 
on  with  redoiibled  fury.  In  this  confused 
hand-to-hand  grapple  neither  skill  nor 
discipline  was  of  any  avail ;  and  the  gal- 
lant Nepaiflese,  pressed  back  by  sheer 
weight  of  numbers,  seemed  on  the  point 
of  being  slaughtered  where  they  stood, 
when  the  sound  of  a  British  bugle-call,., 
echoing  shrilly  along  the  valley  below- 
amid  the  dead  stillness  tliat  had  followed 
the  departing  storm,  told  that  General 
Eoberts  had  made  another  of  his  w-ondcr- 
ful  forced  marches,  and  that  the  AYar- 
Tiger  was  fairly  in  the  toils  at  last. 

"  Goorkas  !  "  shouted  Marston,  ia  a  voice 
of  .stern  resolution,  "  you  have  them  now. 
Follow-  me  !  " 

He  sprang  forward,  and  a, fresh  whirl 
of  battle  seethed  and  eddied  aroimd  him  • 
as  the   contending  forces  rushed  upon, 
each  other  once  more. 

In  the  thick  of  the  fray  a  heavy  blow 
struck  Marston's  sun-helmet  from  his. 
head,  and  the  War-Tiger — who  was  then 
within  arm's  length  of  him — found  him- 
self suddenlj-  confronted  by  the  wcll- 
remembered  face  of  the  man  whom  he 
had  seen  perish  (as  he  thought)  in  the- 
flames  of  the  burning  fort. 
-  Once  more  the  yoi-ing  lieutenant 
seemed  destined  to  be  the  evil  genius  of 
the  revolt ;  for  many  of  the  Tiger  Chiefs 


band  had  been  at  the  siege  of  Kyook-Pew, 
and  recognised  Marston  at  the  same  mo- 
ment as  their  leader.  A  cry  of  terror 
broke  from  every  lip,  and  the  assailants 
recoiled  before  this  supernatural  enemy 
just  when  one  more  vigorous  charge 
would  have  swept  aside  all  opposition  and 
placed  them  beyond  the  reach  of  pursuit. 


The  War-Tiger  himself  stood  paralysed 
for  one  instant  with  amazement,  and  that 
instant  sufiiced  to  decide  the  fate  of  the 
struggle.  Quick  as  lightning,  Hadji 
Mahmood  (who  had  sought  the  Chief 
through  all  the  maddening  hurly-burly  of 
this  midnight  battle)  snatched  a  loaded 
rifle  from  the  nerveless  hands  of  a  falling 


soldier,  and  fired  point-blank  at  the  broad 
chest  of  his  foe.  The  Burman's  towering 
form  bent  and  tottered  like  a  stately  tree 
smitten  by  the  axe,  and  he  fell  forward 
without  a  cry  amid  his  dead  followers. 
So  ended  the  Burmese  insurrection. 

(To  he  continued.) 


A  s  soon  as  the  last  rumble  of  departing 
-UL  wheels  died  away,  and  with  a  sigh  of 
intense  relief  he  felt  assured  that  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Eobert  Perkins  were  indeed  safely  off  the 
premises,  Tom  tried  to  persuade  his  mother 
to  have  some  tea,  and  poured  out  a  cup  and 
brought  it  to  her.  But  she  only  told  him 
pettishly  to  be  quiet ;  that  he  added  to  her 
worries  ;  that  he  had  spoilt  his  own  pi'ospects, 
and  broken  her  heart ;  with  which  last  words 
she  retreated  to  the  parlour,  and  shut  the  door. 

With  a  very  heavy  heart,  Tom  went  up  to 
Sally,  who  was  sitting,  upright  and  tearless, 
before  the  kitchen  fire. 

"Now,  SaUy,"  he  said,  taking  a  chair  beside 
her,  "  you  and  I  have  got  to  try  and  find  the 
real  thief  before  to-morrow.  Have  not  you 
the  least  notion  how  that  spoon  came  to  be 
in  your  pocket  ?  " 

"  No,  Master  Tom,  no  more  than  the  babe 
unborn,"  asserted  she,  in  a  hard,  despairing 
tone. 

"  When  you  had  washed  them — I  mean  the 
ones  we  used  at  dinner — you  are  sure  you 
put  them  all  together  in  the  basket  on  the 
dresser  there  ?  " 

"  Yes,  quite  sure." 

"  Well !  Did  you  leave  the  kitchen  after 
that?" 

"  To  lay  the  tea,  I  did ;  but  I  bolted  the 
back  door  first,  so  as  no  one  should  get  in." 

"  Nobody  could  get  through  the  window, 
that's  certain.  It  is  a  puzzle ;  and  no  one 
came  even  to  the  door  all  the  afternoon,  you 
say?  " 

"  Not  a  soul  but  Mike,  and  he  were  not 
here  long  ;  but  he  come  and  asked  if  he  should 
pump  for  me ;  and  he  filled  the  boiler,  and 
lifted  ofi  that  great  heavy  kettle  off  the  fire, 
as  I  can  scarcely  manage.  It  isn't  often  as  he's 
good-natured ;  but  he  knew  how  busy  and 
bothered  I  was.  Only  you  see,  as  Missus 
told  me  not  to  let  nobody  in,  I  let  him  know 
as  I  had  my  orders,  before  I  went  to  lay  the 
tea  ;  so  he  went  off  and  chopped  the  wood  for 
a  bit  after  that,  and  I  bolted  the  door  before 
ever  I  went  near  the  parlour." 

"  And  no  one  else  even  came  into  the  yard, 
you  are  sure  ?  ' ' 

"  Not  a  living  soul  as  I  knows  on." 

"  But,  Sally,  are  you  perfectly  certain 
you  did  not  go  and  stick  them  into  a  drawer 
or  some  place  or  another,  and  forgot  what 
you  had  done,  in  all  the  bustle  ?  " 

"Yes,  certain,  though  I  tumbled  pretty 
nigh  all  my  places  over  afore  I  called  missus 
out." 

"  Well !  I  am  going  to  look  again,  so  here 
goes." 

And,  suiting  the  action  to  the  word,  Tom 
began  a  vigorous  hunt,  ending  by  even 
opening  the  oven  door  and  peering  in, 
remarking  as  he  did  so,  "  How  am  I  to 
know  you  did  not  mistake  them  for  the  tea 
cakes  ?  ' ' 

But  his  words  called  up  no  answering 
smile.  The  situation  was  too  serious  for 
tliat.  Even  his  questions  seemed  to  have 
been  answered  mechanically,  and  Tom  feared . 
that  any  stranger  asking  them  would  receive 
an  account  so  confused  as  to  give  rise  to 
suspicions  of  Sally's  straightforwardness.  It 
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was  indeed  a  hard  problem  to  solve,  but  a 
faint  light  was  dawning  on  him. 

"  I  am  going  for  a  turn  to  think  it  out  a 
little  ;  I  have  got  an  idea ;  so  cheer  up,  get 
yourself  some  tea,  and  shut  the  house  up  as 
usual,  or  we  shall  have  all  the  children  in 
the  place  peeping  in  at  the  windows,  now  it 
is  so  dark." 

His  meditations  took  some  time,  Avhatever 
they  were.  On  his  return  he  went  straight 
I  in  to  his  mother,  saying,  "  I  am  going  to  try 
a  plan  that  may  discover  who  stole  the 
spoons.  I  don't  want  to  tell  even  you 
I  beforehand.  I  may  have  to  be  out  late. 
You  won't  mind  that,  will  you,  if  I  get  the 
things  back  ?  " 

"  Get  them  back  indeed  !  I  shall  never  see 
them  again — never  !  I  know  I  shall  not. 
Oh,  dear  !    It  is  hard." 

Tom  slipped  oft'.  His  mother  no  longer 
seemed  cross  with  him,  and  that  was  as 
much  as  could  be  expected  at  present.  It 
took  him  but  a  short  time  to  reach  the 
chemist's  shop  in  the  next  street,  where  the 
assistant  was  a  friend  and  ex-sclioolfellow  of 
his  own.  It  was,  fortunately,  not  a  busy  even- 
ing, so  Richard  Burns  could  bestow  his  full 
attention  on  Tom,  and  promised  faithfully  to 
be  with  him  at  nine  o'clock,  as  the  shop 
would  be  closed  early,  it  being  Wednesday 
night. 

Mrs.  Perkins  heard  Tom  moving  about  in 
his  room  for  a  while,  but  it  was  not  till  about 
half-past  nine  o'clock  that  he  came  down  to 
tell  her  he  was  off.  She  showed  little  in- 
terest in  his  movements,  and  scarcely  spoke, 
but  she  returned  the  kiss  he  gave  her ;  and  he 
stepped  out  on  his  errand  with  a  lighter  heart. 

Old  Mike  lived  in  a  cottage  on  the  out- 
skirts of  the  town.    It  was  a  mere  tumble- 
down old  ruin,  much  like  an  Irish  hovel 
transported  to  England.    Of  furniture  there 
was  little  enough,  a  table,  a  stool,  a  big 
iron  pot,  and  a  bedstead  being  the  principal 
articles  to  be  seen  in  the  one  room,  for  he 
used  the  other  as  a  storeroom  for  tools,  | 
vegetables,  and  miscellaneous  odds  and  ends.  I 
There  was  a  good  patch  of  garden  ground,  [ 
well  sheltered  from  cold  winds  by  the  woods  j 
which  bordered  it ;  so  he  could  turn  it  to  : 
advantage,  and  his  early  vegetables  found  an 
easy  market  in  the  town. 

As  a  rule,  the  old  man  was  fairly  steady, 
but  on  this  particular  night  he  had  indulged 
in  sundry  glasses  of  "  potheen  "  from  a  black 
bottle  which  he  kept  stowed  away  in  a  dark 
corner.  What  followed — what  of  it  was  real 
!  — how  much  of  it  a  vivid  dream — in  after 

years  he  could  not  tell.  Embellished  in  j 
j  various  ways,  and  with  a  few  details  omitted, 
j  it  worked  up  into  a  most  wonderful  tale  to 
j  tell  an  open-mouthed  audience  in  a  certain 
I  village  in  the  North  of  Ireland,  where  Mike 
finally  took  up  his  abode  among  his  own  kin. 

After  holding  up  the  precious  bottle  to  the 
last  gleams  of  his  fire,  in  order  to  see  how 
much  of  the  contents  remained  for  another 
occasion,  Mike  flung  himself  on  his  bed  in 
the  corner,  and  was  soon  fast  asleep. 

Was  it  when  awake  or  dreaming  that  a 
I  brilliant  bluish  light  flashed  across  his  eyes  ? 
t  He  started  up  and  rubbed  them  ;  it  died  away 


immediately,  but  a  faint  flicker  remained,  by 
which  he  could  see  the  outline  of  a  figure 
advancing  towards  him.  An  old  man  it 
seemed  to  be,  with  a  white  beard  and  long 
white  hair ;  a  kind  of  helmet  was  on  his 
head,  and  the  face  underneath  it  was  as 
white  as  the  hair.  Mike's  teeth  chattered 
for  very  terror.  In  a  deep,  low  voice,  the 
mysterious  visitant  murmured :  "  Mike 
O'Neal !  How  is  it  that  in  all  these  hundred 
years  or  more,  you  are  the  only  one  of  my 
descendants  who  has  forced  me  from  my 
quiet — the  only  one  I  have  reason  to  be 
ashamed  of?  Unworthy  of  the  race  of 
O'Neal !  I  shall  not  be"  able  to  rest  till  I  put 
back  what  you  have  taken.  To  think  that  you, 
Mike,  should  be  the  one  to  cause  the  chief  of 
your  name  to  walk  !  ...  to  haunt  you  .  .  . 
because  of  the  wicked  deed  you  have  done 
this  day !  " 

"  Och  !  boo  !  "  blubbered  Mike.  "  Sure  it 
was  not  intendin'  to  touch  thim  spoons  I 
was  !  They  was  convanient  to  me  hand  Ij'in' 
there,  an' — an'  " 

"  And  a  poor  woman's  pocket  was  '  conva- 
nient,' too,  Mike.  A  dirty  trick  that  was! 
Where  are  the  spoons,  ye  thieving  vagabond  ? 
Tell  me,  or  I'll  cast  a  spell  on  you  !  " 

A  hand  was  upraised  over  which  a  pale 
light  was  playing.  The  figure  advanced. 
Mike  could  see  a  pair  of  glittering  eyes.  He 
shrieked  for  mercy,  and  mingled  with  his 
howls  were  the  words  "  Th'  ould  tree  by  the 
fince — beyant  the  sthream — in  the  hollow — 
Och  !  keep  back  wid  ye  !  Keep  back  wid  ye, 
for  the  love  of  mercy  !  " 

A  burst  of  wild  laughter  terrified  Mike  yet 
more,  if  that  were  possible.  With  a  quick 
movement  he  cowered  down,  and  hid  his 
head  under  the  bed-clothes. 

How  long  he  kept  it  there,  he  did  not 
know  in  the  least.  It  seemed  to  him  as  if 
he  must  have  lain  there  for  hours,  shivering 
and  trembling,  not  daring  to  move,  lest  he 
should  feel  that  flaming  hand  touch  him  ;  or 
to  open  his  eyes,  to  again  encounter  those  of 
the  spirit.  On  ordinary  occasions  he  was  no 
coward.  He  had  been  to  the  fore  in  many  a 
fray  in  his  younger  days,  and  with  an  oppo- 
nent of  flesh  and  blood  would  scarcely  have 
known  what  fear  was.  He  was,  however, 
intensely  superstitious,  and  of  the  fact  that 
he  had  seen  a  supernatural  being  he  did  not 
as  yet  for  a  moment  doubt ;  and  the  mere 
thought  of  it  froze  the  blood  in  his  veins. 
What  if  it  was  a  "warnm"'!  What  if 
Murtagh  O'Neal's  spirit  should  haunt  him 
nightly !  Oh  that  he  had  never  in  an 
unlucky  moment  seen  that  silver  on  the 
dresser  !  nor  thought  of  slipping  a  teaspoon 
in  Sally's  pocket  to  avert  all  suspicion  from 
himself  ! 

When  at  last,  almost  choked  for  want  of 
breath,  he  dared  raise  himself  a  little  to 
listen,  he  could  hear  no  sound  but  the  beat- 
ing of  his  own  heart.  All  was  perfectly  still. 
Then  he  summoned  up  courage  to  open  his 
eyes,  to  cast  a  hurried  furtive  glance  around. 
There  was  nothing— nothing  but  the  utter 
darkness  of  a  thick  moonless  night,  and  the 
blessed  light  of  day  was  still  far  off. 

(To  be  conHnued.) 


THE  HERMIT'S  POND. 

A  CANADIAN  HOLIDAY  ADVENTURE. 
By  One  of  the  Party. 


"T  WONDER  where  that  leads  to,  boys," 

J-  said  Frank  Edmunds,  pointing  as  he 
spoke  to  a  break  in  the  river  bank  so  over- 
hung with  alders  as  to  be  almost  invisible. 

Tom  Adams  glanced  in  the  direction 
indicated,  and  replied,  "  What  do  you  mean  ? 
I  don't  see  anything  to  lead  anywhere." 

"  Don't  you  see  that  opening  in  the  bushes 
there?  I  thought  at  first  that  it  was  just 
a  curve  in  the  bank.  It  seems,  though,  as  if 
it  were  a  channel  that  leads  somewhere." 

"  Perhaps  it's  the  way  to  the  Hermit's 
Pond,"  suggested  Harry  Lansing,  the  third 
member  of  "  The  Trio,"  as  we  called  our- 
selves. 

"  Hermit's  Pond.  What's  that  ?  "  ex- 
claimed both  of  his  companions. 

"  I  don't  know  myself.  Only  a  man 
working  on  the  logs  at  the  mouth  of  the 
stream  asked  me  if  we  were  going  to 
Hermit's  Pond  before  we  came  back." 

At  this  Frank  made  a  sweep  with  his 
paddle  and  brought  tlie  bow  of  the  canoe 
around  so  that  it  pointed  directly  at  the 
supposed  opening. 

"  What  are  you  going  to  do,  Frank  ?  " 
asked  Tom. 

"  See  where  that  leads  to,"  was  the  brief 
answer,  as  with  a  few  vigorous  strokes  of 
the  paddle  he  sent  the  canoe  towards  the 
shore. 

"Gently,  Frank,"  exclaimed  Harry,  as 
they  neared  the  bushes.  "  It  does  look  like 
an  opening  of  some  kind  ;  but  don't  go  so 
fast,  and  I'll  push  the  bushes  aside." 

The  advice  was  good.  Frank's  strokes 
grew  less  vigorous  and  the  canoe  touched 
the  alder  branches  so  gently  as  scai'cely  to 
move  them.  Harry  leaned  •  forward  and 
parted  them. 

"  There's  water  ahead,  boys,"  he  said. 
"  Paddle  easily,  Frank,  and  duck  your  heads. 
The  branches  are  very  low." 

The  opening  proved  to  be  a  channel  about 
four  feet  wide  and  quite  deep.  For  fifteen 
or  twenty  yards  from  the  river  the  bushes 
were  so  close  together  and  the  branches  so 
near  the  water,  that  progress  was  almost 
impossible;  but  that  distance  passed,  the 
banks  became  higher,  and  the  alders  gave 
place  to  choke-cherry  trees  and  cranberry 
bushes.  There  was  plenty  of  head  room 
here.  In  fact,  the  branches  did  not  obscure 
the  view  of  the  sky.  The  water  was  black, 
deep,  and  almost  motionless.  Directly  ahead 
was  the  tall  peak  of  Es-cou-nah-kaw-witch, 
and  if  the  grand  mountain  was  awe-in- 
spiring when  viewed  from  the  river,  it  was 
much  more  so  here,  where,  seen  through 
the  narrow  opening  in  the  foliage,  it  dwarfed 
everything  else  into  insignificance. 

"This  is  a  discovery,  boys,"  exclaimed 
Frank.  "I  guess  The  Trio  is  in  for  an 
adventure." 

"  Shall  we  go  back  ?  "  asked  Harry. 

"Back  ?  Why,  no.  The  fact  is  we  can't. 
The  motto  of  the  club  forbids  it,"  said 
Frank,  with  a  pretence  of  indignation. 

"That's  so,"  assented  Tom.  "'  Never  go 
back  until  you  have  seen  the  end  of  it.' 
It's  quite  a  motto.  It  has  never  got  us  into 
trouble  yet,  and  has  given  us  lots  of  fun. 
Shove  her  along,  Frank." 

And  while  the  canoe  glides  over  the  still 
water,  a  word  or  two  may  be  said  of  The 
Trio.  The  club  was  of  four  years'  standing, 
and  was  for  hunting  and  fishing  purposes 
exclusively,  although  the  association  of  the 
members  in  these  out-of-door  sports  begat  co- 
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operation  in  their  studies  which  was  of  great 
mutual  advantage.  The  three  members  were 
nearly  of  the  same  age  ;  Frank  was  the  eldest, 
and  he  was  a  month  or  so  past  nineteen. 

They  were  city  bred,  but  several  summers 
in  the  woods  had  made  them  familiar  with 
roughing  it  and  skilful  in  the  use  of  a  birch 
bark  canoe.  They  had  paddled  and  poled 
up  and  down  a  good  many  miles  of  water, 
rough  and  smooth,  had  snowshoed  many  a 
long  day's  tramp,  and  made  many  a  tiresome 
journey  through  the  leafy  forest.  They 
knew  what  it  was  to  sleep  on  a  rough  bench 
between  them  and  the  stones,  and  nothing 
between  them  and  the  stars  ;  to  dig  a  hole  in 
the  snow,  and  wrapped  in  their  blankets  he 
around  a  little  fire  all  the  night  through,  as 
well  as  to  woo  the  gentle  goddess  on  a  fra- 
grant bed  of  boughs,  while  soft  summer 
breezes  rustled  the  leafy  branches  over  their 
heads.  In  short,  for  such  young  fellows, 
they  were  uncommonly  good  woodsmen  and 
canoemen. 

This  was  their  first  visit  to  the  Nah-goot- 
cook,  and  they  were  naturally  on  the  alert  to 
see  everything.  They  were  well  supplied 
with  provisions,  had  a  capital  equipment  of 
fishing  tackle,  and  in  the  way  of  firearms 
had  a  Winchester  rifle,  besides  a  revolver 
apiece.  A  handy  little  shed  tent,  and  a  small 
but  sufficient  supply  of  "  cooking  tools,"  made 
up  an  outfit  that  lacked  in  nothing  essential. 
They  were  eager  for  new  adventures,  and 
the  motto  of  the  club  was  an  incentive  to 
exploration. 

Frank's  strong  strokes  sent  the  canoe 
along  between  the  narrow  banks  with  a  speed 
that  soon  carried  it  out  of  the  chokeclierry- 
cranberry  section  and  into  a  great  grove  of 
poplar  trees  overshadowing  the  water,  and 
through  which  the  channel  ran  in  almost  a 
direct  line. 

"Looks  like  a  canal,  doesn't  it?"  said 
Harry. 

"For  all  the  world,"  replied  Frank.  "I 
wonder  where  it  leads  to." 

"  I  don't  pretend  to  know  for  one  ;  but  I 
do  know  that  it  is  time  we  had  supper. 
Here's  a  beautiful  spring  right  ahead.  Let's 
stop  here  and  feed."  This  was  Tom's 
suggestion,  and  it  evoked  a  little  good- 
natured  chaff  from  the  others,  who  said 
that  he  lived  up  to  the  club's  motto  in  the 
matter  of  eating  if  in  nothing  else.  Never- 
theless, Frank  laid  the  canoe  close  to  the 
bank,  and  having  unloaded  it,  they  lifted  it 
out  of  the  water. 

As  they  sat  round  the  fire  that  night,  they 
discussed  for  the  third  or  fourth  time  the 
interesting  question.  Where  does  the  channel 
lead  to  ? 

"Perhaps  it  doesn't  lead  anywhere  in 
particular,"  suggested  Harry.  "  You  see 
there's  no  current." 

"Yes,  there  is,"  answered  Tom,  "though 
it's  very  sluggish. '  It  isn't  merely  a  '  bogan.' 
There's  water  flowing  into  it,  and  it's  a  real 
tributary  of  the  Nah-goot-cook." 

"  Then  it  ought  to  be  marked  on  the  map," 
and  Harry  produced  the  oiled  silk  tracing  of 
the  river  which  they  had  taken  the  precau- 
tion to  secure  before  setting  out  on  the  trip. 
"Let's  see,"  he  added.  "There's  Es-cou- 
nah-kah-witch,  and  this  brook  ought  to  be 
here,  but  it  isn't,"  indicating  as  he  spoke  the 
places  on  the  map. 

"  I  won't  mark  it  down  yet,"  he  continued. 
"  We'll  see  where  it  leads  to  first.  I  tell  you, 
boys,  this  is  quite  a  discovery." 


"  What'll  we  call  it  ?  "  asked  Tom. 

"  Trio  Brook,"  replied  Harry. 

"Splendid!"  said  both  the  others;  but 
after  a  pause  Frank  asked  : 

"  What  was  that  you  said  about  the 
Hermit's  Pond,  Harry  ?  " 

"  Nothing,  except  that  a  man  asked  me  if 
we  were  going  there." 

"  Did  he  say  there  was  such  a  place  ?  " 

"No,  and  I  never  heard  of  it  before. 
Why,  what  are  you  thinking  of,  Frank  ?  " 

"  Oh,  only  that  perhaps  this  leads  to  the 
Hermit's  Pond." 

The  boys  looked  at  each  other.  The 
suggestion  had  a  weird  sound,  and  seemed 
in  keeping  with  the  loneliness  of  the  spot, 
and  the  still,  black  waterway. 

"  Why  didn't  you  ask  the  man  more  about 
it,  Harry?  " 

"  Why,  you  see,  Frank,  I  don't  take  much 
stock  in  hermits.  I  don't  see  what  anybody- 
wants  to  be  a  hermit  for." 

"I  do,"  said  Tom.  "If  things  did  not  go 
the  way  I  wanted  them  to,  I  would  go  off 
somewhere  and  be  a  hermit;"  and  he 
laughed  with  a  merriness  not  in  keeping 
with  his  words. 

"  A  pretty  hermit  you'd  make,"  exclaimed 
Harry. 

"  Well,  I  don't  know,"  was  Frank's  com- 
ment. "  People  who  are  just  as  jolly  as  Tom 
do  go  off  sometimes.  I  never  told  you  about 
my  uncle  Jack,  did  I,  Harry  ?  " 

"  No.    He's  not  a  hermit,  is  he  ?  " 

"_We  don't  know  what  he  is,  or  whether 
he  is  living  or  dead." 

"  Tell  him  about  it,"  urged  Tom.  "  People 
had  got  over  talking  about  it  before  he  came 
to  Eatonville." 

"  Yes,  tell  me,"  added  Harry. 

"  Well,  it  isn't  much  of  a  story.  You  see. 
Uncle  Jack  was  father's  brother,  and  he  had 
a  great  friend  named  Oliver  Stoneham. 
They  were  in  business  together  in  some  way, 
not  regular  partners,  you  know,  and  Mr. 
Stoneham  had  his  life  insured  in  Uncle 
Jack's  favour.  One  day  they  went  out 
gunning  together.  Uncle  was  very  fond  of 
the  woods— father  says  I  take  after  him  in 
that — and  Mr.  Stoneham  did  not  come  back 
again.  Uncle  Jack  said  they  parted  in  the 
woods,  and  he  never  saw  him  again ;  but  a 
few  months  after  a  body  was  found,  and 
people  thought  it  was  Mr.  Stoneham'Si 
Uncle  Jack  was  arrested  for  murder.  It  was 
known  that  he  wanted  money  very  much 
just  at  the  time,  and  people  said  he  had 
shot  his  friend  for  the  life  insurance.  He 
never  tried  to  collect  it  though,  but  he  was 
a  great  politician  and  had  a  good  many 
enemies,  and  they  had  him  arrested  and 
tried.  The  body  was  not  identified,  and  the 
jury  disagreed.  While  he  was  being  tried 
his  wife  died,  and  when  the  trial  was  over, 
he  gave  father  five  thousand  dollars,  which 
was  the  amount  of  his  bail,  and  disappeared, 
and  we  have  never  seen  him  since.  A  few 
years  afterwards  Mr.  Stoneham  came  back 
to  Eatonville.  It  seems  he  had  some  private 
reasons  for  going  away.  He  never  had 
heard  about  Uncle  Jack  being  charged  with 
killing  h'm.  Of  course  everybody  was  sorry 
for  Uncle  Jack  then,  but  it  was  too  late  to  do 
him  any  good.  He  had  hidden  somewhere, 
and  although  father  advertised  for  him  in 
all  the  papers  we  never  got  any  answer." 

"  But  I  don't  see  why  he  wanted  to  go 
away.  He  could  have  lived  the  charge  down," 
said  Harry. 


"  Of  course  he  could,  and  should ;  but 
aunt's  death  seemed  to  take  all  heart  out  of 
him.  They  had  only  been  married  about  a 
year,  and  the  shock  of  his  arrest  and  trial 
killed  her.  I  don't  really  remember  much 
about  it,"  added  .Frank,  "  for  I  was  only 
seven  years  old  at  the  time." 

A  lull  in  the  conversation  followed,  which 
•was  broken  by  a  yawn  from  Tom,  and  the 
■exclamation  : 

'•It's  time  to  turn  in." 
But  to  "  turn  in  "  and  to  go  to  sleep  are 
not  always  the  same  thing.  The  conversa- 
tion around  the  fire  had  not  been  conducive 
to  slumber,  and  the  boys  tos.sed  restlessly 
"until  a  late  hour  before  they  were  fairly 
asleep.  When  they  awoke  the  sun  was  up, 
and  as  breakfast  had  to  be  got  ready,  they 
"were  somewhat  late  in  starting  on  their 
■exploratory  tour. 

The  -waterway  continued  with  little  varia- 
tion in  width  or  direction.  In  some  places 
it  was  so  densely  overhung  with  bushes  that 
lihe  canoe  could  be  got  through  only  with 
great  difficulty.  In  other  places  the  banks 
were  clear  of  trees,  and  the  creek  was  like  a 
■canal  through  ornamental  grounds.  The 
rate  of  progress  was  very  slow,  and  noon 
came  before  any  marked  change  was  ob- 
servable. Just  after  the  midday  lunch,  the 
forest  came  to  an  end,  and  a  wide  espanse  of 
moss  took  its  place.  Perhaps  the  area  of 
the  "  barren  "  was  not  more  than  a  square 
mile,  but  the  boys  came  upon  it  so  un- 
•^xpectedly,  it  looked  so  terribly  lonely — a 
swamp  in  the  middle  of  a  forest  is  the 
'loneliest  looking  object  imaginable — and 
Es-cou-nah-kah-witch  frowned  down  upon  it 
so  majestically,  that  they  looked  at  each 
other  for  a  moment,  their  faces  clearly 
ijndicating  that  in  each  mind  there  was  a 
doubt  as  to  the  advisability  of  going  further. 
'Tom,  who  was  paddling  at  the  time,  ceased 
^lis  efforts,  but  the  motto  of  the  club  flashing 
across  his  mind,  he  redoubled  the  strength 
of  his  stroke,  and  sent  the  canoe  along  at 
great  speed. 

"Easy,  Tom,"  exclaimed  Frank,  who  sat 
in  the  bow,  Winchester  in  hand.  "  There'll 
,be  ducks  here  most  likely." 

And  as  if  to  emphasize  his  caution,  two 
'Sne  birds  rose  from  the  water  a  short 
'distance  ahead,  but  settled  again  before  he 
•■could  get  a  shot  at  them.  He  was  more 
successful  a  few  moments  later,  and  a  brace 
•  of  fowl  rewarded  his  skill. 

"  Cranberries  and  ducks  go  well  together," 
shouted  Harry,  as  the  birds  were  lifted  into 

■  the  canoe.  "  Set  me  ashore,  Tom,  and  I'll 
•pick  a  hatful.  There  must  be  plenty  of  the 
'•little  grey  berries  in  this  swamp." 

Tom  turned  the  canoe  towards  the  bank, 
and  Harry  was  just  about  stepping  out  when 
Frank  interposed. 

"  Wait  till  I  see  what  the  footing  is  like," 
'the  said,  as  he  stood  up,  setting-pole  in  hand. 

Only  the  slightest  push  was  necessary  to 
-'penetrate  the  mossy  covering.    "  You'd  sink 
>  out  of  sight  in  that  quicker  than  you  could 
say  Jack  Kobinson,"  was  Frank's  comment, 
as  he  tried  the  moss  in  several  places  with 
'■^he  same  result. 

Harry  looked  longingly  at  some  leaves 
that  appeared  above  the  moss,  and  were  evi- 

■  dently  those  of  the  shrub  which  bears  the 
little  "bog  cranberry,  but  his  companions  told 
him  that  his  epicurean  tastes  would  have  to 
be  satisfied  with  duck  without  sauce,  as  they 
■did  not  want  to  have  to  dig  his  body  out  of 
■the  swamp. 

The  swamp  ended  abruptly.  There  was  a 
narrow  fringe  of  spruce  trees,  very  stunted 
and  of  a  yellowish  green,  and  immediately 
behind  them  rose  a  wall  of  rock  from  fifteen 
to  twenty  feet  high.  The  waterway  led 
directly  up  to  this  rock,  terminating  at  its 
base  in  a  pool  about  thirty  feet  in  diameter, 


into  which  glided,  rather  than  fell,  a  stream 
of  considerable  volume. 

"  Is  this  Ultima  Thule  ?  "  asked  Harry. 

"  Looks  like  it,"  replied  Frank.  "  I  sup- 
pose our  motto  does  not  require  us  to  go 
where  we  cannot  take  the  canoe.  But  let 
me  out,  and  I  will  climb  up  to  the  top  and 
see  what  it  is  like  up  there." 

He  was  only  absent  a  few  minutes,  when 
he  appeared  in  sight  again,  exclaiming: 

"  Unload  the  canoe,  boys ;  there's  good 
water  up  here,"  and  he  descended  to  help 
them. 

It  took  some  little  time  to  carry  the  canoe 
and  its  load  over  the  cataract,  for  they  had 
to  make  their  way  right  up  through  the 
water,  which  came  down  in  a  succession  of 
short  falls,  flanked  on  both  sides  by  perpen- 
dicular rocks. 

"  There's  one  thing  I  don't  understand," 
said  Harry,  as  they  sat  at  the  top  for  a 
moment's  rest ;  "  that  is,  why,  with  all  this 
water  coming  down,  the  current  in  the  creek 
isn't  any  stronger." 

"  That's  easily  enough  explained,"  an- 
swered Frank.  "  The  swamp  holds  the 
water  like  a  great  sponge.  Haven't  you 
heard  the  lumbermen  say  that  they  hoped  it 
would  rain  hard  enough  to  fill  the  swamps 
before  cold  weather  set  in  ?  " 

"  No,  I  don't  know  as  ever  I  did.  But 
why  do  they  want  the  swamps  to  be  full  ?  " 

"  Why,  don't  you  see  that  if  the  rainfalls 
fill  the  swamps  and  frost  follows,  then  they 
will  freeze  full  of  water.  Then  when  the 
snow  thaws  in  the  spring,  the  water  will  run 
off  and  make  good  '  driving,'  without  having 
first  to  fill  up  the  swamps,  which  are  like 
great  sponges  and  can  hold  a  tremendous 
lot  of  water." 

"  It's  odd  that  I  never  thought  about  this 
before,  but  I  suppose  that  the  woods  every- 
where act  like  the  s-wamps  in  holding  water, 
though  perhaps  not  to  the  same  extent." 

"Yes,  that's  what  the  people  who  write 
about  forestry  tell  us.  They  say  that  if  the 
trees  are  all  cut  down  the  ground  will  become 
dry,  and  the  rivers,  instead  of  running  quietly 
along,  will  become  raging  torrents  for  the 
lack  of  forests  and  swamps  to  hold  the 
water." 

"  Oh,  you  fellows,  stop  your  scientific  jaw," 
exclaimed  Tom.  "  When  you  get  started  in 
this  sort  of  way.  Prank,  you  lose  interest 
in  everything,  even  in  fishing,  and  you  are 
getting  Harry  almost  as  bad  as  yourself." 

"  You're  just  as  much  interested  in  these 
things  as  I  am,  only  you  won't  admit  it," 
was  Frank's  rejoinder;  to  -which  Tom  an- 
swered :  , 

"  I  don't  mind  talking  about  such  thmgs 


SOME  aUEER 

By  Alan  ^\ 

IN  the  course  of  a  lengthened  sojourn  in 
the  Australian  colonies,  during  which 
my  occupations  led  me  to  frequently  travel 
many  miles  through  partially  cleared  country, 
and  to  i  pay  a  visit  to  many  an  outlying 
station,  it  was  my  fortune  to  come  across 
not  a  few  singular  specimens  of  the  animal 
world :  creatures  quite  unlike  any  which 
English  boys  are  likely  to  meet  with  at 
home,  unless  it  be  behind  the  bars  of  a  cage 
in  the  Zoological  Gardens. 

I  have  trapped  and  tracked  and  shot  each 
of  the  anmials  of  which  I  am  going  to  give 
you  a  short  description  culled  from  the 
leaves  of  note-books,  which  as  they  lie  before 
me  carry  me  back  to  many  a  distant  sunny 
scene  in  the  far  Southern  World.    I  think, 


when  we've  had  supper  and  there's  plenty  of 
dry  wood  to  keep  the  fire  going ;  but  when 
it's  nearly  five  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  and 
we  don't  know  -n'here  we  are  going  to  camp, 
I  don't  believe  in  sitting  down  at  the  top  of 
a  cataract  and  talking." 

This  unprecedentedly  long  speech  from 
Tom  was  greeted  with  applause,  but  the 
wisdom  of  his  advice  being  self-evident,  his 
companions  followed  his  example  in  loading 
the  canoe,  and  they  were  soon  on  their  way 
again. 

For  about  two  miles  the  stream  was  a  suc- 
cession of  smooth  stretches  of  water  sepa- 
rated from  each  other  by  rapids,  up  which  the 
canoe  had  to  be  carried.  Progress  was  slow, 
and  the  Trio  began  to  hope  that  something 
would  soon  be  reached  that  could  honourably 
be  called  "the  end  of  it."  They  knew  that 
the  real  end  could  not  be  far  off  under  any 
circumstances,  for  they  were  going  straight 
towards  the  mountain,  and  when  the  foliage 
permitted,  they  could  get  glimpses  of  cliffs, 
which  showed  that  they  were  ascending  one 
of  the  many  ravines  ramifying  from  the  base 
of  Es-cou-nah-kah-witch.  Just  at  sunset 
they  came  to  a  place  where  the  stream 
widened  out  into  a  small  lake. 

It  was  a  delightful  spot  to  look  upon.  The 
tall  summit  of  the  mountain  towered  bare 
and  rugged,  apparently  so  near  as  to  be 
almost  within  a  stone's  throw,  although  in 
reality  yet  a  long  distance  away.  The 
smooth  surface  of  the  lake  was  bordered 
with  trees,  whose  drooping  branches  touched 
the  water  and  merged  in  their  own  reflection. 
In  the  centre  was  an  island,  to  all  appear- 
ance densely  covered  with  forest,  which  was 
also  mirrored  in  the  lake  with  wonderful 
fidelity.  Two  great  eagles  soared  upward 
from  their  nest  in  some  hidden  crag,  and 
marvellously  tinted  clouds  formed  a  back- 
ground, against  which  stood  out  sharply  the 
clearly  cut  outline  of  the  peak,  still  red 
with  the  last  rays  of  the  sun,  although  that 
orb  was  below  the  horizon  to  all  places  of 
less  altitude. 

After  their  first  exclamations  they  began 
to  look  about  for  a  suitable  camping  ground. 
The  search  was  a  short  one,  for  near  at  hand 
was  a  grassy  bank,  apparently  designed  for 
the  very  purpose.  Towards  this  Tom  directed 
the  canoe,  and  iu  a  little  while  the  tent  was 
pitched,  the  fire  built,  and  the  ducks  roasting. 

Later,  when  the  moon  rose  over  the  tree 
tops  and  bathed  the  landscape  in  a  flood  of 
silvery  light,  no  prouder  or  more  tired  boys 
lay  down  on  a  bed  of  boughs  to  court 
slumber. 

(^To  ie  concluded.) 


CREATURES. 

ALTERS,  M.A. 

when  you  have  read  what  I  can  tell  you  about 
them,  you  will  agree  with  me  that  it  would 
be  difficult  to  find  queerer  objects  of  sport. 

The  bright  little  island  of  Tasmania, 
known  in  the  old  convict  days  as  Van 
Diemen's  Land,  although  a  very  small  place 
upon  the  map  of  the  world,  is  remarkable 
for  the  possession  among  its  fauna  of  two 
genera  of  carnivorous  marsupials,  or  flesh- 
eating  animals  with  a  pouch.  While  in  other 
respects  that  which  is  true  of  the  natural 
historv  of  Tasmania  is  for  the  most  part 
true  of  the  neighbouring  island  continent  of 
Australia,  these  two  animals,  which  were 
once  common  enough  on  the  northern  side 
of  Bass  Straits,  have  iu  modern  times  nsvcr 
been  seen  there. 
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head,  of  width  and  proportion  to  its  body, 
and  is  armed  with  jaws  of  great  force  and 
leverage,  well  stocked  with  formidable  teeth. 
In  bone-crushing  strength  the  Tasmanian 
"  devil  "is  at  least  the  equal  of  the  hyena. 

I  have  seen  not  a  few  queer  creatures  in 
my  time.  I  have  eaten  "  lax  "  at  the  North 
Cape,  drunk  "  swizzle  "  in  Queensland  ;  idled 
in  sunny  Palermo,  pulled  a  wildflower  by 
the  grave  of  Keats,  supped  off  "  parritch  "  in 
wild  Glencoe,  been  supped  off  by  the  ubiqui- 
tous flea  of  Cairo,  made  myself  ill  with  prawn 
curry  at  Bombay,  caught  a  shark  with  the 
cover  of  an  old  red  book  at  Mahe,  stolen  the 
eggs  of  the  timid  turtle  on  the  sands  of  Fiji; 
followed  the  stalwart  elk  along  the  steep 
grass-slopes  of  Pedrotallagalla  in  Ceylon, 
that  exquisite  "  pearl  of  India  ;  "  startled  the 
echoes  of  the  Alhambra  in  Spain  with  the 
ebullient  Bass,  and  eaten  my  sandwiches  in 
the  heart  of  a  giant  gum-tree  on  the  banks 
of  the  ferny  Huon.  So  you  see  I  have  not 
been  a  stay-at-home,  and  have  sailed  more 
seas  and  trodden  more  lands  than  most  of 
my  readers  are  likely  to  see  ;  but  I  can 
honestly  say  that  I  have  never  in  any  part 
of  the  earth  set  my  eyes  upon  a  more  repul- 
sive and  objectionable-looking  animal  than 
this  same  Tasmanian  "  devil."  It  gives  one 
the  idea  of  being  always  in  a  boiling  rage,  and 
the  way  it  opens  its  mouth  and  shows  you 
its  teeth  is  enough  to  give  you  the  creeps  i 
Captivity  has  never  been  known  to  reduce  its 
innate  ferocity  in  the  smallest  degree.  As  a 
matter  of  fact,  however,  it  has  its  weak 
moments.  A  large  portion  of  its  existence  is 
spent  in  caves  and  crevices  of  the  rocks,  in  a 
state  of  semi-stupor,  from  which  it  takes  a 
good  deal  of  rousing  before  it  v/ill  show  fight. 
But  at  nightfall  its  true  nature  comes  out : 
as  it  sallies  forth  in  search  of  supper  it 
shows  considerable  agility  in  its  movements. 
When  eating,  it  sits  up  like  a  dog  and  holds 
the  food  between  its  paws. 

To  crown  all,  the  Tasmanian  "  devil"  has 
a  cry  which  I  can  only  describe  as  demoniacal. 
Kever  shall  I  forget  the  first  time  I  heard  it. 
I  had  many  a  time  lain  sleepless,  serenaded 
by  the  noisome  nocturnes  of  jackals  or 
dingoes,  not  forgetting  the  milder  carol  of 
the  common  cat ;  but  I  assure  you  these 
all  married  and  multiplied  are  sweetness 
itself  compared  to  the  cry  of  a  Tasmanian 
"  devil  "  on  the  war  path  !  In  fact,  its  voice 
is  as  sweet  as  its  temper.  Not  only  has  it 
never  been  known  to  show  the  smallest 
attachment  to  any  living  creature,  but  it 
persistently  snarls  and  growls  at  its  own 
kind  as  fiercely  as  it  does  at  human  beings. 
Its  flesh  is  by  no  means  to  be  despised  as 
food ;  for  years  it  used  to  be  eaten  by  the 
colonists,  and  is  said  to  resemble  veal  in 
flavour. 

And  now  for  a  word  or  two  about  a  creature 
of  a  quite  different  kind,  still  plentiful  in 
parts  of  Australia  as  well  as  Tasmania,  and 


far  more  curious  to  the  zoologist  than  either 
of  the  obnoxious  animals  I  have  already 
described,  as  well  as  more  harmless.  The 
platypus  is  a  member  of  the  lowest  and  most 
anomalous  group  of  mammalia,  in  the  sub- 
class Monotrcniata  (so  called  from  a  struc- 
tural peculiarity  which  they  share  with 
birds).  There  is  but  one  other  known 
member  of  this  class,  viz.  the  echidna,  or 
spiny  armadillo,  of  whose  habits  from  my 
own  observation  I  know  nothing. 

The  platj-pus  is  literally  a  "  duck  of  a 
quadruped  !  "  its  popular  name  is  "  duck- 
billed watermole,"  or  in  blackfellow's  lan- 
guage "mallagong."  It  looks  for  all  the 
world  like  a  cross  between  a  beaver  and  a 
duck.  It  lays  eggs  and  yet  suckles  its 
young !  It  is  eighteen  or  twenty  inches 
long,  with  thick  brown  hair,  white  beneath, 
a  flat  broad  tail,  no  external  ears,  short  legs, 
small  bright  eyes,  a  fiat  head  from  which 
project  two  flat  elongated  homy  jaws  exactly 
like  an  exaggerated  duck's  bill,  and  with  a 
broad  membranous  border  on  the  upper  side. 
In  each  jaw  are  four  pseudo-teeth  with  flat 
tops  and  no  roots.  On  each  of  the  feet, 
which  are  webbed,  is  a  queer  membrane 
uniting  the  five  toes,  and  in  the  case  of  the 
short  hind  feet  (which  are  turned  backwards) 
extending  beyond  the  nails.  The  male 
platypus  has  on  each  hind  leg  a  spur 
furnished  with  a  secretive  gland,  of  which 
the  use  is  not  known. 

After  all  this,  you  will  not  be  surprised 
when  I  tell  you  that  on  the  arrival  of  the 
first  preserved  specimens  in  England  (a  live 
platypus  has  never  been  landed  here),  the 
appearance  of  the  creature  was  so  singular 
that  naturalists  suspected  a  hoax  in  its  com- 
position. The  platypus  is  very  clever  at 
constructing  its  burrows  on  the  banks  of 
streams  and  lagoons,  always  being  careful  to 
have  the  entrances  close  to  the  level  of  the 
water;  these  burrows  run  sometimes  for  forty 
feet  in  the  earth,  having  the  nest  at  the  far 
end. 

The  platypus  is,  as  I  can  testify  from 
personal  observation,  extremely  shy  and 
difficult  to  get  near.  Its  skin  is  highly 
valued  for  rugs,  etc.,  and  as  the  creature 
floats  habitually  just  under  the  top  of  the 
water  with  only  an  inch  or  two  of  head  on 
the  surface,  and  is  swift  as  lightning  in 
diving,  it  requires  a  quick  shot  and  keen 
sight  to  bag  one.  I  have  seen  many  and 
killed  several,  but  I  have  never  seen  one 
alive  on  land. 

Taking  it  all  round,  the  platypus  is  a  most 
curious  production  of  Nature,  a  veritable 
"  freak,"  the  "  missing  link  "  between  a  bird 
and  a  beast,  with  a  bit  of  a  fish  thrown  in. 
If  any  of  my  readers  are  curious  enough  to 
wish  to  see  a  stuffed  specimen,  they  will  find 
one  in  the  window  of  No.  16,  Endell  Street, 
Bloonisbury,  very  much  however  the  "  worse 
for  wear." 


THE  FATHER  OF  THE  FLEET." 

[.See  page  813.] 


In  the  coarse  of  one  day's  sport  I  shot  a 
specimen  of  each  of  the  three  animals  I  am 
now  going  to  tell  you  about  (a  feat  which  I 
never  repeated).  1.  The  Tasmanian  tiger 
wolf  [Thijlacinus  cynoccphalus) ;  2.  The 
Tasmanian  "  Devil  "  (Dasyurus  ursiniis)  ; 
and  3.  The  Platypus  (Ornithorhyncus  para- 
doxus). With  regard  to  the  first  two  of  these, 
■which  are  found  in  Tasmania  only,  neither 
2v[ew  South  Wales  nor  her  Victorian  sister 
need  repine  at  the  loss  of  them,  if  in  former 
days  their  habits  were  as  mischievous  and 
destructive  as  they  are  at  the  present  day 
in  Tasna-ania. 

The  tiger  wolf,  so  called  from  the  likeness 
of  its  head  to  that  of  a  wolf,  is  decidedly  the 
most  formidable  of  all  antipodean  quadrupeds. 
It  lives  among  the  fastnesses  of  the  rocky 
jgullies  and  in  the  untrodden  forests  in  the 
centre  and  west  of  the  island.  It  is  the 
L-elentless  foe  of  the  grass-eating  mammalia, 
not  daring  enough  to  attack  man,  but  with 
an  insatiable  taste  for  fat  sheep,  in  search 
of  which  it  leaves  its  lair  in  the  densely 
wooded  hills  after  nightfall.  The  creature 
is  of  a  fawn-grey  colour,  with  short  fur, 
marked  on  back  and  sides  with  twelve  or 
fourteen  transverse  dark  stripes  ;  its  tail  is 
thick,  its  legs  short  and  powerful ;  in  length 
it  measures  from  three  and  a  half  to  four 
feet  from  the  nose  to  the  tip  of  the  tail,  and 
stands  as  high  as  an  ordinary  English  sheep- 
dog. The  most  handsome  part  of  the  tiger 
wolf  is  the  keen  pale  lustrous  eyes,  which 
are  furnished  like  those  of  birds  with  a  nicti- 
tating or  winking  membrane.  Like  all  the 
marsupials  (kangaroo,  opossum,  wallaby, 
wombat,  etc.),  it  is  furnished  with  a  pouch 
or  pocket  in  which  it  carries  its  young,  and 
which  opens  backwards  instead  of  forwards, 
as  is  more  usually  the  case.  Instead  of  the 
marsupial  bones  it  has  cartilages. 

When  I  was  in  Tasmania  I  was  told  by  a 
Bheep-farmer  that  the  native  tiger  is  rather 
on  the  increase  than  otherwise,  owing  no 
doubt  to  the  multiplication  of  sheep.  He  is 
wise  enough  to  cultivate  a  partiality  for 
Tasmanian  mutton,  which  is  in  truth  some 
of  the  best  in  the  world.  I  have  said  that 
the  tiger  wolf  is  not  dangerous  to  man,  but 
it  is  an  ill-looking  beast  to  come  across  in 
the  gloaming,  and  there  are  instances  of 
children  having  been  attacked  by  it  when  in 
a  state  of  ravenous  hunger.  Its  fighting 
powers  are  immense,  making  it  a  match  for 
the  staunchest  dog. 

If  ever  you  pay  a  visit  to  that  splendid 
Natural  History  Museum  at  South  Kensing- 
ton (which  every  boy  ought  to  do),  look  out 
£or  the  fossilised  specimens  of  the  tiger  wolf 
which  are  there.  You  will  perhaps  notice 
that  they  are  larger  than  I  have  described. 
The  truth  is  that  the  size  of  these  fossils 
((found  in  New  South  Wales  and  Queensland) 
is  so  much  larger  than  any  known  to  exist, 
that  it  has  been  a  source  of  perplexity  to 
naturalists  ;  and  Professor  Owen,  the  great- 
est living  authority,  has  classified  them  as 
belonging  to  an  extinct  species. 

The  second  fiesh-eating  marsupial  on  my 
list  is  the  Dasyurus,  or  Sarcophilus  ursinus, 
Ln  the  vulgar  tongue  the  Tasmanian  "  devil." 
For  general  uncanniness  this  creature  must 
be  allowed,  as  we  used  to  say  in  Australia,  to 
"  take  the  cake."  The  unearthly  name 
given  to  it  by  the  early  settlers  fairly  and 
forcibly 'expresses  its  disgusting  appearance 
no  less  than  its  savage  untamable  nature 
and  destructive  habits.  Like  its  neighbour 
the  tiger  wolf,  it  is  terribly  fond  of  mutton, 
and  extends  its  attention  also  to  the  hen- 
roosts of  the  homestead.  It  is  not  so  large 
as  the  tiger  wolf,  rarely  exceeding  two  and  a 
half  feet  in  length  (I  have  seen  one  that 
length  myself)  ;  its  body  is  thickset,  with 
black  fur  dashed  with  patches  of  white,  and 
a  short  tail.    It  possesses  a  bull-dog  sort  of 


A FEW  months  ago,  one  who  is  lovingly 
spoken  of  by  all  who  know  him  as 
"  The  Father  of  the  Fleet,"  Admiral  Sir 
Provo  Wallis,  reached  his  hundredth  birth- 
day, and  the  occasion,  of  course,  was  not 
allowed  to  pass  without  considerable  public 
notice.  Hundreds  of  messages  of  congratu- 
lation and  good  wishes  were  showered  upon 
the  old  sea  dog  from  all  quarters  of  the 
globe.  None,  however,  caused  more  genuine 
pride  and  satisfaction  than  that  received 
from  her  Majesty,  accompanied  by  a  box  of 
magnificent  flowers  from  Grasse.  The  Queen 
has  always  taken  a  great  interest  in  this 
hardy  old  sailor,  who  was  walking  his  own 


quarter-deck  when  her  Majesty  was  bom. 
More  than  once  her  Majesty  had  heard  the 
story  of  the  Shannon  and  Chesapeake 
fight  from  the  lips  of  the  gallant  survivor, 
whom  she  greatly  respects  ;  and  the  battered 
figure  head  of  the  Shannon  is  prominent 
amongst  the  interesting  collection  of  rehcs  at 
the  Naval  Exhibition. 

.Just  over  one  hundred  years  ago,  then — 
that  is  to  say,  on  April  12,  1791— there  was 
born  in  Halifax,  Nova  Scotia,  our  naval 
centenarian.  Admiral  Sir  Provo  William 
Parry  Wallis,  G.C.B.,  is  the  only  son  of  the 
late  Mr.  Provo  Featherstone  Wallis,  chief 
clerk  in  his  Majesty's  naval  yard  at  Halifax, 
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Nova  Scotia,  and  evidently  a  man  with 
influential  friends,  as  he  succeeded,  according 
to  tlie  fashion  of  those  days,  in  getting  his 
iboy's  name  recorded  in  1795  as  an  able- 
bodied  seaman  on  the  books  of  the  Oiseau,  a 
36-gun  frigate,  which,  as  the  C16opatre,  was 
(taken  from  the  French  in  1793. 

The  distinguished  veteran  to  whom  we  are 
Klow  referring  was  little  more  than  four  years 
old  when,  on  May  1,  1795,  he  nominally 
entered  the  Eoyal  Navy,. although,  naturally, 
he  did  not  go  to  sea  until,  as  a  midshipman, 
he  joined  the  little  Cleopatra — not  the  same 
vessel  spoken  of  above  as  the  Cleopatre — in 
the  November  of  1804.  Four  months  after 
his  assumption  for  the  first  time  of  the  uni- 
iform  of  the  Eoyal  Navy,  Sir  Provo,  who 
was  then  nearly  fourteen  years  old,  soon  had 
a  chance  of  smelling  powder.  At  daybreak 
on  February  16,  1805,  the  saucy  Cleopatra, 
"with  Captain  Sir  Kobert  Lawrie  in  command, 
sighted  the  large  French  frigite  ViUe  de 
Milan  in  the  offing.  The  subsequent  en- 
counter took  place  between  the  Bermudas 
and  the  Bahamas,  and  the  disparity  of  the 
two  frigates  in  size,  armament,  and  crew 
might  well  have  justified  the  Englishman  in 
avoiding  an  engagement.  But  the  war-vessels 
of  the  British  Navy  were  commanded  at  that 
time  by  men  instinct  with  the  dauntless 
spirit  for  which  Benbow  and  Vernon,  Hawke 
and  Howe,  Jervis  and  Kodney,  Collingwood 
and  Nelson,  were  justly  renowned.  Ten 
months  after  the  figlit  between  the  Ville  de 
Milan  and  the  Cleopatra,  Nelson  fell  glori- 
ously at  Trafalgar,  bequeathing  to  his  country 
— what  since  then  has  never  been  disputed  — 
fche  supremacy  of  the  seas.  It  would  have 
been  easy  for  Captain  Lawrie  to  give  his 
enemy  the  slip,  as  the  Ville  de  Milan  was  on 
her  way  home  from  Martinique  with  des- 
patches, and  had  orders  to  speak  nothing 
that  she  met  on  the  voyage.  Lawrie,  how- 
over,  recked  little  that  with  200  officers  and 
msn  on  board  a  32-gun  frigate  of  680  tons  he 
had  to  meet  an  antagonist  of  1,200  tons 
iburden  with  46  guns  of  heavy  metal  and  a 
■crew  of  360  officers  and  men.  He  immedi- 
ately gave  orders  to  make  chase,  and  about 
noon  next  day  got  within  range  of  his  foe, 
and  opened  fire  with  his  bow-chasers.  The 
action,  maintained  with  great  fury  on  both 
sides  and  at  close  quarters,  lasted  till  a 
quarter-past  five  p.m.,  when  a  shot  from  the 
Ville  de  Milan  struck  the  Cleopatra's  wheel, 
jamming  it  so  that  the  English  vessel  lay 
a  helpless  wreck,  and  was  unable,  with 
nearly  a  third  of  her  crew  killed  and 
wounded,  to  resist  the  superior  numbers  of 
her  big  enemy's  boarders.  After  three  hours 
and  a  quarter  of  hard  fighting.  Captain 
Lawrie  had  to  surrender,  as  his  ship  was  in 
a  sinking  condition.  "  I  soon  got  over  my 
midshipman's  fright,"  exclaimed  the  old 
admiral,  as  he  recapitulated  the  incidents  of 
that  memorable  engagement  which  took 
place  nearly  ninety  years  ago,  "  and  was  as 
proud  as  my  shipmates  of  our  not  hauling 
down  our  flag,  but  leaving  the  Frenchmen  to 
do  it  for  us.  We  were  only  beaten  from 
sheer  superiority  in  size,  weight  of  metal, 
and  numbers.  After  all,  we  were  not  long 
prisoners,  for  the  Cleopatra  was  soon  re- 
taken by  the  Leander,  Captain  Talbot,  and 
Nve  changed  places  with  our  captors.  In 
those  days  Englishmen  were  sailors  and  not 
stokers.  Our  tars  were  then  a  match  for  the 
whole  world.  As  I  have  never  commanded  a 
steamer  or  an  ironclad,  I  can  hardly  say 
from  my  osvn  experience  how  we  stand  at 
[present ;  but  I  confess  I  have  my  doubts. 
At  any  rate,  skilled  seamanship  will  not  be 
the  chief  factor  in  the  next  sea-fight." 

The  despatches  in  which  Captain  Sir 
Uobert  Lawrie  and  Captain  Talbot  describe 
the  two  actions,  in  the  first  of  which  the 
Cleopatra  was  taken  by  the  Ville  de  Milan, 


while  in  the  second  the  Cleopatra  was 
rescued  and  the  Ville  de  Milan  taken  by  the 
Leander,  are  printed  in  the  "  Annual  Eegister  " 
of  1805.  Inducted  into  the  Eoyal  Navy  in 
this  fashion,  the  gallant  old  admiral  who  is 
now  Father  of  the  Eoyal  Navy  did  not  allow 
the  rest  of  his  career  to  "  unbeseem.  the  pro- 
mise of  its  spring."  On  reaching  England 
he  was  transferred  to  the  Cambrian,  38 
guns,  in  which  he  was  cruising  off  Antigua 
when  the  glorious  triumph  at  Trafalgar  was 
announced,  in  which  many  who  read  these 
words  will  regret  that  Admiral  Sir  Provo 
Wallis  was  not  permitted  to  take  part.  His 
services  were  needed  on  the  North  American 
Station,  and  there  between  1806  and  1812  he 
gained  much  experience  of  the  sea,  serving 
in  his  old  friend  the  Ville  de 'Milan,  renamed 
the  Milan ;  in  the  Tyrant,  74  guns,  com- 
manded by  Sir  Thomas  Hardy,  "  Nelson's 
Hardy;"  in  the  Gloire,  a  38-gun  frigate 
taken  from  the  French,  which  in  1809  assis- 
ted in  the  capture  at  Ans-la-Barque,  Guada- 
loupe,  of  some  formidable  French  batteries, 
and  of  two  French  frigates  lying  under 
shelter  of  the  land  guns. 

At  last,  in  the  January  of  1812,  Lieutenant 
Wallis  was  transferred  to  the  vessel  with 
which  his  memory  will  always  be  insepa- 
rably associated.  The  story  is  a  well- 
known  one,  and  has  already  been  told  in 
detail  in  our  pages.  Still,  it  will  bear 
retelling  even  here.  The  fine  English  frigate 
Shannon  had  been  commissioned  by  Captain 
Philip  Vere  Broke  in  1806,  and  for  nearly  six 
years  had  cruised  without  seeing  much  of  an 
enemy.  The  Battle  of  Trafalgar,  on  October 
21,  1805,  had  almost  swept  the  French  and 
Spanish  flags  from  the  seas,  and  the 
American  War  did  not  commence  until  Llay 
1812.  During  the  first  twelve  months  of 
that  war  England  had  lost  ships  in  all 
directions.  Our  American  kinsmen  took  the 
sea  with  bigger  frigates  carrying  more  and 
heavier  guns  than  ours — guns,  moreover, 
directed  and  handled  in  too  many  cases  by 
some  of  England's  ablest  and  bravest  sea- 
men, who  for  various  reasons  had  deserted 
from  English  war- vessels.  "It  was  a  time," 
observed  Sir  Provo  Wallis  recently,  "  of 
disaster  and  anxiety.  The  Americans  had 
met  us  with  vessels  superior  to  our  own,  and 
had  got  the  best  of  us  on  many  occasions." 
In  August  1812,  the  British  frigate  Guerrier, 
with  forty-six  small  guns,  was  captured  by 
the  American  Constitution,  with  fifty-four 
big  guns,  calling  herself  a  frigate,  but  really 
a  man-of-war.  In  October  1812,  the  British 
brig  Frolic  struck  her  colours  to  the 
American  sloop  Wasp  ;  and  the  British  frigate 
Macedonian  surrendered  to  her  American 
adversary  the  United  States.  At  the  end  of 
December  the  American  ship  Constitution 
took  the  British  frigate  Java ;  and  in  Feb- 
ruary 1813,  the  British  slooi5  Peacock  was 
sunk,  after  a  desperate  conflict,  by  the 
American  first-class  frigate  Hornet.  No  one 
smarted  more  under  these  defeats  than 
Captain  Broke,  of  the  Shannon,  who  trained 
his  officers  night  and  day  until  they  had 
attained  the  highest  degree  of  efficiency.  In 
the  May  of  1813  the  Shannon,  in  company 
with  the  Tenedos,  38,  Captain  Hyde  Parker, 
cruised  outside  Boston,  in  Massachusetts, 
where  the  American  ships  Constitutioix  and 
Chesapeake  lay  in  harbour.  The  former  was 
undergoing  repairs,  the  latter  was  rapidly 
preparing  for  sea.  At  this  moment  it 
occurred  to  Captain  Broke  that  Captain 
James  '  Lawrence — commonly  called  the 
American  Nelson — would  not  care  to  bring 
the  Chesapeake  out  of  harbour  if  he  saw 
two  English  frigates  awaiting  him  in  the 
offing.  Accordingly  he  dismissed  his  consort, 
bidding  her  not  to  rejoin  him  before  the 
middle  of  June.  In  the  meantime  Captain 
Broke  sent   several  verbal  messages  into 


I  Boston,  imploring  Captain  Lawrence  to  come 
[  out  and  meet  him.     To    these  no  reply 
was  made. 

At  length,  on  the  early  morning  of  June  1, 
1813,  Captain  Broke  sent  in  a  I'oimal  letter 
of  challenge  to  his  enemy,  which  is  cne  of 
the  best  known  and  most  chivah'ous  docu- 
ments that  James's  "  Naval  History  of  Great 
Britain"  contains.  "As  the  Chesapeake," 
it  began,  "  appears  now  to  be  ready  for  sea, 
I  request  you  will  do  me  the  favour  to  meet 
the  Shannon  with  her,  ship  for  ship,  to  try 
the  fortune  of  our  respective  flags.  I 
entreat  you,  sir,  not  to  imagine  that  I  am 
urged  by  mere  personal  vanity  to  the  wish  of 
meeting  the  Chesapeake,  or  that  I  depend 
upon  your  personal  ambition  for  your  ac- 
ceding to  this  invitation.  We  have  both  » 
nobler  motives.  You  will  feel  it  a  compli- 
ment if  I  say  that  the  result  of  our  meeting 
may  be  the  most  grateful  service  that  I  can 
render  to  my  country ;  and  I  doubt  not  that 
you,  equally  confident  of  success,  will  feel 
convinced  that  it  is  only  by  repeated 
triumphs  in  even  combats  that  your  little 
navy  can  now  hope  to  console  your  country 
for  the  loss  of  that  trade  it  can  no  longer 
protect.  Favour  me  with  a  speedy  reply. 
We  are  short  of  provisions  and  water,  and 
cannot  stay  here  long."  The  high-sculed 
captain  of  the  Shannon  then  proceeded  to 
state  her  armament  and  the  number  of  her 
crew,  so  that  no  trap  or  pitfall  should  be  laid 
for  an  enemy  whom  he  deemed  as  gallant  as 
himself.  In  reality,  the  advantage  in  bulk, 
complement,  and  weight  of  metal  lay  with 
the  American.  According  to  Captain  Brake's 
despatch  the  Chesapeake  was  of  1,135  tons 
and  carried  449  men.  Her  armament  was 
28  long  18-pounders,  16  carronades  of  32 
pounds  each,  one  long  shifting  18-pounder, 
and  one  12-pounder  boat  carronade.  The 
Shannon  was  of  1,066  tons,  and  had  on 
board  300  men.  She  mounted  28  long 
18-pounders,  16  carronades  of  32  pounds 
each,  four  9-pounders,  three  12-pounder 
carronades,  and  one  long  6-pounder.  The 
broadside  weight  of  metal  thrown  by  the 
Chesapeake  was  590  lb.,  and  that  of  the 
Shannon  538  lb.  The  relative  strength  of 
the  two  ships  was  as  22  to  21.  In  the  brave 
days  of  old,  no  British  captain  would  have 
doubted  that,  under  these  conditions,  the 
odds  were  in  his  favour,  when  the  skill, 
pluck,  experience,  and  seamanship  of  his 
officers  and  crew  were  thrown  into  the  scale. 

While  Captain  Broke's  challenge  was  on 
its  way  to  Captain  Lawrence  the  latter  had 
already  determined  to  gratify  his  enemy, 
and  was  on  his  way  out  of  harbour  to  meet 
him.  At  half-past  12  p.m.  the  American 
weighed  anchor,  and  when  the  Shannon, 
who  was  standing  close  in  to  Boston  light- 
house, understood  that  an  engagement  was 
imminent,  she  stood  out  a  little  way  to  sea 
and  manceuvred  for  sea-room.  The  two 
frigates',  champions,  in  Captain  Broke's 
words,  of  their  respective  flags,  did  not  draw 
near  to  each  other  until  a  few  minutes  before 
6  P.M.,  when  the  first  gun  was  fired.  "  The 
enemy,"  says  Captain  Broke,  "came  into 
action  in  very  handsome  fashion,  having 
three  American  ensigns  flying  ;  when  closing 
with  us  he  sent  down  his  royal  yards.  I 
kept  those  of  the  Shannon  up,  expecting  the 
breeze  would  die  away.  At  6.30  p.m.  the 
enemy  hauled  up  on  the  starboard  side,  and 
twenty  minutes  later  the  battle  began,  both 
ships  steering  full  under  topsails."  Three 
broadsides  were  exchanged  between  them, 
and  then  the  ships  fell  on  board  each  other, 
the  mizen  channels  of  the  Chesapeake  lock- 
ing with  the  Shannon's  forerigging.  Captain 
Broke  instantly  gave  orders  for  boarding. 
"  Our  gallant  bands,"  he  writes,  "  appointed 
to  that  service  immediately  rushed  in  under 
their  respective  officers,  driving  everything 
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before  them  with  irresistible  fur}'.  The 
enemy  made  a  desperate,  but  disorderly, 
resistance.  The  firing  continued  at  all  the 
gangways  and  between  the  tops,  but  in  two 
minutes'  time  the  enemy  were  driven,  sword 
in  hand,  from  every  post.  The  American 
flag  was  hauled  down,  and  the  British  Union 
Jack  floated  triumphantly  above  it.  The 
whole  of  this  service  was  achieved  in 
fifteen  minutes  from  the  commencement  of 
ihe  action." 

Many  of  the  lesser  incidents  of  the  fight 
are  not  mentioned  in  Captain  Broke's 
despatch,  from  which  he  modestly  omits  all 
notice  of  the  fact  that  he  himself  headed  the 
first  party  of  twenty  boarders,  and  that  his 
was  the  first  foot  to  touch  the  enemy's  deck. 
Just  before  the  Chesapeake  was  boarded, 
Stevens,  the  Shannon's  boatswain,  lashed 
the  two  ships  together,  and  in  so  doing  had 
his  left  arm  chopped  off  with  an  axe. 

Captain  Broke  was  badly  wounded,  and 
Captain  Lawrence  was  shot  through  the 
body  and  died  of  his  wound  three  days  later. 
As  he  was  carried  below,  before  the  surrender 
of  the  Chesapeake,  he  exclaimed,  in  words 
which  have  become  as  famous  in  the 
American  navy  as  Nelson's  last  signal  before 
Trafalgar  is  in  the  English,  "  Don't  give  up 
the  ship  !  "  Those  words  are  invariably 
painted  above  the  companion  of  every  war- 
ship belonging  to  the  United  States,  and 
they  will  perpetuate  for  all  coming  time  the 
memory  of  a  gallant  hero.  The  ship  for 
which  he  fought  so  well  had,  however,  to  be 
given  up,  despite  his  imploring  words,  and 
the  loss  she  sustained  on  that  memorable 
day  was  nearly  fifty  men  (includuig  her 
captain  and  her  first  lieutenant)  killed,  and 
11.5  wounded.  On  the  British  side  twenty- 
two  men,  including  Mr.  Watt,  the  Shannon's 


fii-st  lieutenant,  were  killed,  and  sixty 
wounded,  including  Captain  Broke.  The 
fight  was  watched  by  several  American 
merchantmen,  and  the  feeling  with  which 
their  passengers  saw  the  Union  Jack  fiying 
above  the  Stars  and  Stripes  may  well  be 
imagined.  With  Captain  Broke  wounded 
and  First  Lieutenant  Watt  killed,  it  became 
necessary  to  put  Second  Lieutenant  Provo 
Wallis  in  command  of  the  Shannon  as  she 
proudly  pointed  her  head  towards  Halifax, 
Nova  Scotia,  followed  by  her  prize,  the 
captured  Chesapeake,  with  Mr.  Falkiner,  the 
third  lieutenant,  in  command.  On  that  day 
Lieutenant  Wallis  had  just  passed  his 
twenty-second  birthday,  and  Lieutenant 
Falkiner  vvas  two  years  younger. 

Promoted  to  the  rank  of  commander,  Mr. 
Wallis  was  in  Paris  when  Napoleon  escaped 
I  from  Elba,  and  not  many  weeks  later  he 
heard  in  the  stable-yard  of  a  Cambridge  inn 
of  the  crowning  victory  of  Waterloo.  After 
serving  in  the  Niemen  and  the  Madagascar, 
and  watching  in  the  Warspite  the  French 
squadron,  under  the  Prince  de  Joinville,  off 
the  coast  of  Syria  in  1844,  he  was  appointed 
commander  of  the  English  fleet  in  North 
American  waters  in  1857,  and  returned  to 
England  after  having  been  made  vice- 
admiral.  This  was  his  last  spell  afloat,  but, 
in  grateful  recognition  of  his  gallant  services 
and  his  long-protracted  and  most  honourable 
life,  Mr.  Childers,  as  First  Lord  of  the 
Admiralty,  conveyed  to  him  in  graceful 
language  an  expression  of  hope  on  the  part 
of  her  Majesty  and  of  "  My  Lords  "  "  that 
the  name  of  Admiral  Sir  Provo  Wallis  should 
remain  until  his  death  at  the  head  of  the 
active  list  of  the  Eoyal  Navy."  Other 
admirals  are  compelled  to  retire  at  the  age 
of  seventy,  after  which  their  names  appear 


in  the  Navy  List  in  italics.  The  honour 
conferred  on  Sir  Provo  Wallis  is,  therefore, 
like  his  length  of  years,  unique.  Many 
other  compliments,  such  as  his  appointment 
to  the  post  of  naval  aide-de-camp  to  the 
Queen,  have  been  bestowed  upon  him,  and 
in  his  long  and  mild  decline,  passed  within 
a  few  miles  of  the  element  on  which  his 
glories  were  gained,  he  still  loves  to  show  to 
his  visitors  the  patents  of  his  commissions 
as  rear  admiral  and  vice-admiral,  admiral, 
and  admiral  of  the  fleet,  and  the  medal, 
with  three  clasps — Ans-la-Barque,  Guada- 
loupe,  and  Shannon-Chesapeake — which, 
alone  of  living  men,  he  is  entitled  to  wear. 
Admiral  Sir  Provo  Wallis  has  been  married 
twice— first,  in  1816,  to  a  daughter  of  the 
Ven.  Eoger  Massey,  Archdeacon  of  Barn- 
staple ;  and  secondly,  in  1841),  to  the  present 
Lady  Wallis,  a  daughter  of  General  Sir 
Robert  Wilson,  who,  as  English  commissioner, 
accompanied  the  Russian  armies  v/hich, 
assisted  by  the  Arctic  climate,  shattered  the 
French  expedition  to  Moscow  in  1812. 

The  above  facts  we  have  mainly  culled 
from  articles  that  appeared  in  the  daily  press 
in  celebration  of  the  centenary ;  and  the 
accompanying  sketches  on  page  813  we  have 
had  specially  drawn  for  our  paper.  Our 
artist  paid  several  visits  to  Sir  Provo 
Wallis's  beautiful  country  home  to  gather 
his  material  and  make  sketches  ;  and  the 
finished  drawing  was  also  submitted  to  Lady 
Wallis  and  highly  approved.  The  sketches 
include  a  capital  portrait  of  the  admiral — 
the  two  vessels  engaged  in  the  famous  action 
— and  the  quiet  home  where,  amongst  his 
beloved  flowers,  the  old  hero  is  happily  pass- 
ing his  declining  years. 

(the  end.) 


MY  FIRST  SHARK. 

By  the  Author  of  "  How  the  Chief  Officer  Weathered  on  the  Sharks." 


EVERY  disciple  of  good  old  Izaak  Walton, 
from  the  wealthy  owner  or  lessee  of  a 
salmon-river  down  to  the  urchin  who  angles 
with  rudely  improvised  tackle  in  the  nearest 
brook  or  canal,  can  look  back  on  at  least 
one  red-letter  day,  when  the  fish  of  the 
season  was  triumphantly  landed.  I  have 
fished  for  many  years  in  various  parts  of 
the  world,  and  my  calendar  can  boast  of 
many  such  days  ;  but  the  reddest  letter  of 
all  is  that  set  against  a  certain  day  in  1857, 
when  I  was  a  small  boy  on  my  first  voyage 
to  the  dear  Old  Country,  and  hooked  ray  first 
shark. 

Those  were  days  when  passengers  from 
India  to  England  settled  down  for  a  iour 
months'  voyage  on  board  a  big  sailing-vessel. 
For  any  one  who  is  a  fairly  good  sailor,  is 
fond  of  natural  history,  and  has  plenty  of 
time  to  spare,  I  can  imagine  nothing  more 
pleasant  than  such  a  voyage— provided,  of 
course,  that  one's  fellow-passengers  and 
the  officers  of  the  ship  are  a  decent  lot  of 
people. 

Being  himself  an  old  sailor,  my  father 
rigged  me  out  with  a  complete  set  of  sea- 
fishing  tackle,  carefully  selected  by  himself, 
and  in  many  cases  tied  and  arranged  with 
his  own  hands.  Chief  among  this  was  a 
shark-hook,  with  four  or  five  feet  of  steel 
chain  attached  to  it,  the  whole  having  been 
carefully  made  and  tempered  under  my 
father's  own  supervision.  Then  he  produced 
from  his  store-room  (which  was  a  perfect 
treasure-house  of  nautical  odds  and  ends)  a 
length  of  thin  but  very  strong  rope  made  of 
Manilla  hemp,  a  sailor's  knife,  and  a  mar- 


linespike.  In  a  very  few  minutes  there 
was  a  cunningly-contrived  loop  or  eye  at 
each  end  of  the  rope,  one  of  them  being 
rove  through  a  ring  at  the  end  of  the  steel 
chain. 

"  There,  my  boy !  "  said  the  dear  old 
pater,  surveying  his  handiwork,  "  that  ought 
to  hold  any  ordinary  shark,  if  you  have  the 
good  luck  to  come  across  one.  But  whatever 
you  do,  on  no  account  tackle  a  shark  single- 
handed,  or  he  will  most  likely  haul  you  over- 
board. Make  friends  with  the  officers,  and 
get  one  of  them  to  make  your  line  fast  to  the 
running  rigging,  so  that  you  may  have  some- 
thing to  veer  and  haul  on.  Don't  fish  except 
when  the  ship  is  becalmed  or  barely  making 
headway.  Keep  a  sharp  look-out  for  pilot- 
fish,  as  they  generally  cruise  in  company 
with  a  shark.  Fish  near  the  stern-post,  if 
you  can  get  leave  to  do  so,  and  sing  out  for 
help  the  moment  you  see  the  bait  taken." 
Then  he  told  me  of  sharks  and  other  sea- 
fish  which  he  had  caught  during  his  many 
voyages,  and  we  had  one  of  those  sea-talks 
in  which  all  boys  delight. 

But  I  shall  never  get  to  my  shark  at  this 
rate.  Behold  me,  then,  bending  over  the 
stern  of  the  good  ship  Sutlej  as  she  lay 
becalmed,  and  peering  down  into  the  dcH'k- 
blue,  glassy  depths  below.  My  tackle  was  all 
rigged  up,  and  the  hook  duly  baited  with  a 
lump  of  pork  which  the  ship's  cook  had 
goodnaturedly  fished  out  of  the  harness-cask 
for  me,  putting  it  into  a  bucket  so  as  not  to 
grease  the  decks. 

All  sorts  of  curious  little  fish  were  playing 
round  the  stern,  and  I  noticed  that  now  and 


then  a  shoal  of  them  came  darting  up  from 

the  depths,  as  if  scared  by  some  monster 
I  below.     Presently    there    came    up  two 

curiously-striped  fish,  which  I  recognised 
I  from  my  father's  description  as  pilot-fish 
j  (Naucrates  ductor)  ;  so  I  at  once  seized  my 
1  shark  tackle  and  lowered  the  baited  hook  into 

the  sea. 

First  one  pilot-fish  and  then  another 
approached,  and  seemed  to  sniff  at  the  lump 
of  pork.  Then  they  dived  under  the  keel 
and  out  of  sight,  while  I  watched  with 
beating  heart  to  see  what  would  happen 
next. 

I  had  not  long  to  wait.  Up  from  the 
depths  of  the  sea  came  rushing  a  huge  dark 
mass — there  was  a  gleam  of  white  as  the 
shark  turned  over  on  his  side— and  my 
baited  hook  disappeared  in  a  cavernous  pair 
of  jaws,  thickly  set  with  rows  of  serrated 
teeth ! 

I      I  yelled  lustily  for  help,  and  several  of  the 

I  officers  and  crew  came  rushing  aft.  A 
glance  at  the  tightly-strained  rope  told  them 
what  had  happened,  and  half-a-dozen 
brawny  Jacks  clapped  on  to  the  tackle  at 

j  once.  The  shark  fought  desperately,  and 
the  sailors  were  leaning  backwards  with  all 
their  might,  having  a  regular  tug  of  war — 

j  when  the  huge  fish  came  shooting  straight 
up  like  an  arrow  out  of  the  depths,  and  the 
rope  being  thus  suddenly  slackened,  down 

I  came  all  the  Jacks  in  a  heap,  with  language 
which  was  "  frequent,  and  painful,  and  free." 
The  shark  glared  up  at  me  for  an  instant, 
as  if  to  say,  "  You  little  beast  !  I  wish  I  had 

i  you  down  here !  "  and  dived  back  into  the 
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depths  as  swiftly  as  he  had  emerged,  drag- 
ging out  the  rope  after  hhn  "  no  allowance," 
as  sailors  say. 

But  his  triumph  was  not  for  long.  The 
men  scrambled  up  and  clapped  on  to  the 
rope  again,  with  clenched  teeth  and  a  look 
of  grim  determination  that  boded  ill  for  their 
enemy.  Step  by  step  they  worked  stub- 
bornly along  towards  the  gangway;  and 
though  the  shark  struggled  with  tremendous 
force,  they  were  determined  not  to  let  him 
get  the  weather-gage  again.  At  last  one  of 
the  topmen  threw  a  rope  with  a  bowline  knot 
at  the  end  over  the  creature's  tail,  and  with 
a  gigantic  heave  at  the  two  ropes  which 
held  him  by  bow  and  stern,  the  shark  was 
hofeted  over  the  ship's  side  and  thrown  with 
a  heavy  thud  on  the  quarter-deck. 

All  that  had  gone  before  was  mere  child's 
play  to  what  followed.  Whack !  whack ! 
whack !  went  the  shark's  tail,  and  at  every 
whack  a  man  was  sent  flying  out  of  the 
m&Ue,  one  or  two  of  them   being  fairly 


knocked  out  of  time  and  obliged  to  take  a 
back  seat.  Not  a  man  dared  go  near  the 
terrible  jaws  which  were  snapping  and  clash- 
ing like  a  huge  steel  trap  ;  but  they  had  to 
keep  clear  of  the  tail  as  well,  for,  unlike  a 
tin-tack,  a  shark  has  tivo  business  ends,  and 
his  tail  is  almost  as  formidable  a  weapon  as 
his  jaws. 

For  a  short  time  it  seemed  as  if  the  shark 
were  completely  master  of  the  situation  ;  but 
at  a  word  from  the  chief  oiiicer,  the  men 
rushed  aft  to  the  ship's  armoury,  and 
speedily  returned  to  the  charge,  armed  with 
cutlasses,  axes,  or  boardmg-pikes.  The  fight 
was  resumed,  and  the  shark  was  soon  bleed- 
ing from  a  dozen  wounds  ;  but  he  still  dealt 
tremendous  blows  with  his  tail,  while  his 
jaws  snapped  in  all  directions.  At  last  a 
sailor  rushed  up  with  one  of  the  capstan- 
bars,  and  thrust  it  almost  down  the  shark's 
throat,  shouting,  "There!  bite  on  tliat,  ye 
lubber!"  The  terrible  jaws  closed  on  it 
like  a  vice,  and  almost  at  the  same  instant 


a  cutlass  came  slashing  down  on  the  shark's 
tail,  and  severed  it  from  the  body 

This  blow  ended  the  fight,  and  the  rest 
was  comparatively  plain  sailing.  Three  or 
four  men  pinned  the  shark's  body  down  on 
the  quarter-deck,  while  others  chopped  off 
his  head.  My  hook  and  chain  were  torn  out 
of  the  body,  and  it  was  dragged  off  to  the 
ship's  galley.  In  a  very  short  time  every 
frying  pan  and  gridn-on  in  the  ship  was 
frizzling  away  merrily.  While  this  was 
going  on,  one  of  the  men  brought  me  the 
shark's  heart,  which  was  still  pulsating 
strongly.  Then  my  friend  the  big  topman 
came  up  grinning,  and  presented  me  with  a 
choice  portion  of  grilled  shark,  from  which 
I  turned  in  disgust,  expressing  my  wonder 
that  they  could  eat  such  a  brute.  "  Why, 
bless  ye,  sir!"  exclaimed  the  topmaii 
in  surprise,  "  the  beggar 'd  ha'  eaten  we  fast 
enough,  if  so  be  as  he  got  the  chance— why 
on  earth  shouldn't  us  eat  /jc  ?  " 

T.  M.  rEA>-cis. 


AN  IDYL  OF  THE  ISIS. 


"T  WILL  take  you  on  the  river,"  said  a  Fresher  to  his  fair, 
JL    "  You  shall  revel  in  its  beauty,  you  shall  breathe  its  cooler  air ; 
You  shall  see  the  willows  shiver. 
And  the  dusky  shadows  quiver 
On  the  merry,  laughing  river, 

If  you've  got  an  hour  to  spare. 
You  shall  watch  the  fishes  leaping, 
W'here  the  stream  is  slowly  creeping, 
With  a  sound  like  gentle  weeping ; 
And  from  Isis,  I  declare. 
Quite  a  classic  charm  you'll  catch,  dear,"  said  that  Freshman  to  his 
fair. 


So  he  took  her  on  the  river,  did  that  Fresher  young  and  small, 
And  the  pleasures  he  had  promised,  they  experienced  them  all ; 

For  their  shadows  wildly  quivered, 

And  I'm  certain  some  one  shivered 
While  a  sound  of  rippling  laughter  on  their  listening  ears  did  fall. 

How  they  revelled  in  the  beauties  of  that  gently-flowing  tide ! 
When  they  wearied  of  its  surface,  then  they  gaily  stepped  inside. 

Just  to  carry  out  their  wishes 

And  survey  the  leaping  fishes. 
Making  their  investigations  where  the  stream  was  deep  and  wide ! 


There's  no  doubt  they  did  the  river,  that  young  Fresher  and  his  fair,— 
That  they  realised  its  coolness  though  they  had  to  gasp  for  air. 
Though  for  breath  they  choked  and  panted. 
As  they  rose  from  depths  enchanted, 
Yet  another  wish  was  granted, — 

Sounds  of  weeping  charmed  the  pair : 
And  one  further,  crowning  pleasure 
Gave  them  bliss  beyond  all  measure, 
For  the  Fresher's  dripping  treasure 
Looked  quite  classic,  I  declare, 
With  her  garments  clinging  round  her,  and  the  weeds  among  her  hair. 

E.  Wilkinson  Wood. 


The  Father  of  the  Fleet.— (&e  page  807.) 
(Drawn  for  the  "  Boy's  Own  Paper  "  bij  F.  W.  BURTOS.) 
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CHESS. 

Problem  No.  276. 

By  J.  F.  SAUXDiiRS. 


White  to  play,  and  mate  in  two  (2)  moves. 


Solutions. 

Problem  No.  263.— 1,  Kt— Q  3,  K-R  2. 
2,  Kt— Kt  4,  K— R  sq.  3,  Kt— Q  5,  K— R  2. 
4,  B— Kt  6  (ch.),  K  moves.  5,  Kt— B  7  mate. 
Solved  by  W.  T.  Hurley,  J.  D.  Tucker,  W.  H. 
Thompson. 

Pkobleji  No.  2G4.— 1,  Q— R  3,  P— B  4. 

2,  Q — R  sq.,  any  move.  3,  B — B  sq.  mate. 
This  is  Berger's  play,  the  following  are 
Meyer's  variations  :  1, — K — K  6.  2,  B  — 
Rsq.,any.  3,  Q — B  sq.  mate.  1, — B  or  Kt — 
Q  3.  2,  B— B  sq.  (ch.),  K— K  4.  3,  Q— Kt  2 
mate.  1,— Kt— B  4.  2,  Q  x  Kt,  and  3,  Q  or 
B  mates.  1,— B  or  P— K  4.  2,  B— B  sq. 
mate.    1, — any  other  move.    2,  B — Q  4,  and 

3,  Q  mates.  >  (1,  Q — K  Kt  7  is  defended  by 
Kt— B  2,  and  if  2,  Q— Kt  sq..  R— Q  sq.). 
Solved  by  W.  T.  Hurley,  R.  Worters,  J.  D. 
Tucker,  W.  H.  Thomijson. 


TO  CHE.SS  CORRESPONDENTS. 

T.  H.— No.  268  is  rtifflciilt ;  Kt— R  5  wiil  not  do 
for  after  I,— Q  3  :  2,  K— Kt  6,  P— B  8=Q.  Meyer's 
*'  Guide at  tlie  price  you  name. 

A.  E.  W. — Tlie  correct  version  of  F.  C.  Collins's  three- 
mover  was  Problem  No.  167  in  the  "Gentleman's 
■Tonrnal,"  Lonilon,  January  1871,  thus  :— White,  K  — 
Q  R  3  ;  Q— Q  8  ;  Rs— Q  7,  K  B  4  ;  Bs— Q  B  sq.,  K  R  3  ; 
lets— Q  R  5,  K  R  7  ;  Ps— Q  Kt  4,  Q  5,  KB  3,  K  Kt  6. 
Black,  K— K  4  ;  Q— Q  R  sq. :  Rs— K  8,  K  R  3  ;  Bs— 
Q  R  7,  Q  Kt  sq. ;  Kts— Q  R  3,  K  B  8  ;  Ps— Q  B  2,  Q  B  3, 
K  2,  K  C,  K  7,  K  B  4.  This  stratagem  shows  tliat 
double  check  may  be  given  without  moving  either  of  the 
cliecking  pieces.  Anr)ther  fine  protjiem,  in  four  moves, 
bv  A.  d'0rville,-i3  this  :— White,  K— K  B  4  ;  B— Q  R  2  ; 
Kts— Q  B  8,  K  R  5  ;  P— K  Kt  3  ;  Black,  K— K  R  sq. ; 
P— K  R  3. 

J.  S.  F. — Learn  the  movements  of  the  pieces  first. 

H.  W.  M. — Remove  the  two  white  Pawns. 

F.  B. — You  have  added  this  to  Tomlinson's  short 
games  (page  405)  :— 1.  P— K  4,  P— K  4.  2,  Q— R  5, 
K— K  2.    3,  Q  X  K  P  mate. 

H.  H.— Gilbert's  No.  62  is  incorrect,  for  if  PxB, 
then  2,  Q— B  3  or  Kt— B  3  ;  tlierefore  add  a  black  P  at 
Q  Kt  5. 


OUR  NOTE  B00:<, 


A  Noble  Victort. — Speaking,  recently  to 
a  large  gathering  of  boys  in  St.  George's 
Church,  Edinburgh,  the  Rev.  Professor 
Marcus  Dods  uttered  these  manly  words : 
"The  Cross  led  to  victory.  The  Cross  meant 
death  to  Christ,  and  the  death  of  Christ 
meant  that  One  came  from  heaven  to  die  for 
them  that  they  might  be  God's  children. 
The  other  day  one  of  the  most  promising  of 


medical  men  died.  He  was  attending  a 
child  suffering  under  an  attack  of  diphtheria. 
As  the  only  remedy,  he  opened  the  child's 
throat  and  began  sucking  the  poisonous 
matter  out  of  it.  The  child  got  better  and 
the  doctor  died.  Christ  had  sucked  the 
poison  out  of  this  life,  and  if  they  believed 
that,  they  ought  to  do  all  that  Christ  would 
wish  them  to  do.  Boys  were  apt  to  say  that 
it  was  all  very  well  for  grown-up  people  to  be 
good,  but  they  must  wait  till  they  grew  older, 
till  they  had  an  opportunity.  That  was 
nonsense.  Whenever  a  boy  had  the  oppor- 
tunity of  doing  evil  he  had  also  the  oppor- 
tunity of  doing  good.  Life  was  like  a  game 
at  cricket.  The  batter  could  not  make  his 
score  without  a  bowler.  So  if  there  were 
not  temptations  in  this  life  no  one  could 
gain  the  victor's  crown.  Temptations  were 
just  like  the  bowler  at  cricket :  they  were  the 
tests  of  the  man." 


"  SoiiE  Curious  Facts." — Rev.  C.  Soames, 
M.A.,  writes  from  Mildenhall  Rectory,  Marl- 
borough, July  1,  1891 : 

"  It  might  be  well  to  inform  your  readers 
that  with  respect  to  the  '  Curious  facts,  etc.,' 
page  558  of  your  June  number,  '  the  very 
curious  number  142857 '  is  the  recurring 
decimal  =  and  that  the  property  mentioned 
of  repeating  the  same  figures  in  the  same 
sequence,  when  multiplied  by  any  number,  be- 
longs to  all  the  recurring  decimals  equivalent 

to  the  fraction 


any  prime  number  above  5, 
and  of  course  the  recurring  decimal  multi- 
plied by  the  denominator  will  always  =  •!). 
"  Also,  the  recurring  decimal  is  made  up  of 

the  prime  number— 1    ,         n  i    •     i  i 

 £-  places  of  decnnals  and 

2  '■ 

the  numbers  which  with  them  amount  to 
nine,  thus  Jy  = -058823529411764/  ;  .so  that, 
having  worked  half  the  sum,  the  remaining 
figures  may  be  found  by  addition  or  sub- 
traction. 

05882352 
94117647 


99999999 


"  Of  course  all  the  '  facts  '  depend  on  the 
properties  of  9,  or  the  base  of  our  system  of 
notation  10  —  1." 


OUR  PRIZE  COMPETITIONS, 

(Thirteenth  Series.) 

Illuminating. 

ICmi/iniiei!  from  p.  800.] 

Second  Drvisrox  (a'jrs  17  and  18). 

Prizes — 2I.s\  fnch. 

Joseph  Dejipsey  (aged  17),  6,  St.  Paul's  Terrace,  off 
Falls  Road,  Belfast. 

Thomas  IIorrs  (aged  18),  St.  Mark's  Road,  Lower 
East..n.  Biistol. 

H.  McNeil  Lawpif.  Caged  17),  4,  Adderburv  Grove, 
Beverley  Road,  Hull. 

Fpaxk-  :\rEnTnx   (nged   131,    S,   Rugby  Street,  off 
Bronghtou  Lane,  Manchester. 

Prizes— Ws.  Sd.  pnch. 

W.  F.  S.MiTn  (aged  17),  Rother  Cottage,  CatclifTe,  near 
Rotherham,  Yorks. 

Joiix  ^Jo(,i:i"  (:\!red  18),  2.  I'chester  Street,  Duncairn 
Gar  li'ijf,  Antrim  Road,  Belfast. 

J.  B.  Muui'HY  (aged  17),  19,  Cambridge  Street,  Bel- 
fast. 

CERTrFICATES. 

J.  A.  Fr.ETCHER,  13,  New  Bond  Street,  Halifax,  Yorks. 
Edmi-xp  Movi.f,  14.  Fore  Street,  Tauntou. 

Gepii::  ;';    ,1.    KMii.oXE,  Redcliffe,   Spring  Road, 

1       KoujpjU'n,  i'.i  il.ii'il. 


F.  J.  JoXES,  Stratton  Villa,  Oldfield  Park,  Bath. 

J.lAUDE  G.  Teevax,  Mostyu  Villa,  Folkestone. 

Hilda  Bluxdeel,  Moulton  Lodge,  Luton,  Beds. 

Robert  Towxsexd,   4,  Tuuuel  Terrace,  Newport 
Mon.  ' 

P.  J.  Home,  5,  Queen's  Park  Gardens,  Strcatham  Com- 
mon. 

J.  W.  Sai.toxstall,  Ivy  Villas,  Hangingrovd  Lane, 
Hebdcn  Bridge,  Yorks. 

Mapgaret  J.  Jexkix,  Trewirgie,  Redruth,  Cornwall. 

TiiEODORA  Wii.i,on:iii;Y,  32,  Montague  Square,  w. 

Edwix  Cope,  Canal  Oflice,  Calciitt,  Stockton,  Runbj. 

C.  F.  Ll.XDSEY,  42,  Smyrks  Road,  Old  Kent  Road,  S.E. 

H.  W.  Bates,  7,  Hyde  Park  Terrace,  Mutlcy,  Ply- 
month, 

W.  E.  P.  Kuck,  The  Shaws,  East  Duhvich  Road,  s.E. 


OUR  OPEN  COLUMN. 


WHEX  CAUGHT— WOX'T  HE  CATCH  IT  1 

He  Avas  a  stately  Dominie, 

His  dress  A\as  -olu  r  l.iJack, 
He  wore  liis  cap  ujion  his  head. 

His  gown  upon  bis  back. 
And  as  he  walked  along  he  gazed 

With  steadfast,  ptondering  air 
Upon  the  evening  sky.  and  mm 

Tlie  stars  that  twinkled  tliere. 


He  Avas  a  lail  of  murky  look, 

Witli  .--hirt  of  self-same  hue. 
Wild  watched  the  master's  thoughtful  face. 

His  star-enraptured  view  ! 
It  was  a  cUnckle,  low  and  grim. 

The  murky-hued  gave  forth. 
And  as  the  evening  light  was  dim 

He  risked  the  after-wrath. 

It  was  a  string,  quite  taut  ami  tight, 

Tliat  crossed  from  po=t  to  post  ; . 
Tlie  tw  ilight  deepeneil  into  night, 

'Twas  very  clear— tlie  coast. 
The  Ijoy  behind  tlie  palings  crept 

Tliough  'twas  ;igaiii>t  tlie  law; 
"0  Dominie,  iirny  -tuy  thy  steps, 

Thy  danger  lius  brfin-  I" 

The  Dominie  breathed  poetry  forth. 

Forth  to  the  moon  and  stars : 
"  0  beauteous  Saturn,  grand  Great  Bear, 

0  ever-lovely  Mars  ! 
0  planets  fairest  of  the  fair, 

0  "  words  were  found  to  fail  ; 

(He  never  knew  the  string  was  there) 

But  here  we'll  draw  a  veil  ! 

This  is  my  ode— a  simple  ode — 

Though  unlike  tales  the  same  : 
The  master  barked  his  nose,  and  found 

Nought  but  the  string  to  blame. 
So  morals  none  need  I  to  draw, 

Save  this— and  tiiis  is  all  : 
"  When  Domiines  trip  over  string. 

They're  pretty  sure  to  fall." 

R.  S.  Wapp.ex  Belu 


The  "B.O.P."  Canoe. 


A.  Bexyon  writes  from  n.v 
a  canoe  from  {]■.'■  ■  I'.'  '1 ' '  i' 
plete success.  1  Ikivc  ni-.v  h: 
it  is  still  as  good  as  new,  and 
last  another  fire  years,  if  i 
sjilendid  sea  boat,  and  I  havi 
heavy  se.as,  without  being  upi 
many  other  things  from  yon 
sider  that  tliere  is  not  anoth 
will  come  up  to  the  '  B.O.P..' 
structions  for  making  useful 


u-ii(  mouth  :  '-I  have  made 
u>  I  i  n-,  and  it  is  a  com- 
.!  It  a''nr,t  three  ye.ars. ami 
I  should  thiuk  that  it  wiil 
it  is  recanvassed.  It  is  a 
e  been  out  in  some  pretty , 
iset  once.  I  have  also  made 
ir  instructions,  and  I  con- 
ler  book  in  England  which 
either  for  tales,  or  for  iu- 
articles." 


"tkQ  Boy'^^  Owii  Paper.  Sl^ 


C0rrcsp0nbcncc. 


CoxsTiPATTiy  IN-  Dog  (Harry  T.").— The  poor  fellow 
seem-i  in  a  lad  wav.  Give  a  do.-^e  every  three  daysof 
castor  oil  witli  a  little  syrup  of  biiekthorii.  A  piece 
of  raw  liver  every  day.  Plenty  of  mashed  gieeus 
daily  and  lots  of  exercise. 

Spots  on  Face  ( Octavius). — We  fear  it  is  constitutional. 
Consult  a  doctor. 

Food  for  Hawks  an'd  Owis  (A.  C.  Elliot).— 
Butcher's  scraps,  dead  mice,  poulterer's  scraps,  etc. 

PERWPtRixG  Feet  and  Corns  (Amor). — Steep  in  water 
night  and  morning  in  which  a  teaspoonful  of  alum 
has  been  dissolved.  Strengthen  the  constitution  by 
every  rational  means.  For  corn  on  sole  of  foot 
we  fear  j'ou  must  consult  a  chiropodist. 

Cramp  whh.i:  swimming  (L.  A.). — You  are  out  of 
foi-m.  Don  r  daie  ^'u  in  the  water  tiU  stronger. 
Walli  or  cycle  instead. 

Out  of  Fohm  (Tnfelix). — 1.  Take  Frazer's  Sulphur 
Ta'jlL-t' ;  they  will  help  to  cool  the  blood  and  take  the 
spots  a  .vay.  L\  You  will  write  more  steadily  as  you 
get  s*:niijir.  Take  a  cold  bath  every  morning  and 
plenty  of  e.xercise. 

Cacsk  op  Paleness  (w.  H.  S.). — Don't  worry  about 
yourself,  lad.  Do  yo// know  atiy  cause  ?  It  generally 
proceeis  from  ananiia  (tr  bk)Oillessness.  Take  ten 
drops  of  tincture  of  inni  tlirice  daily  in  water  after 
food.    Cod-liver  oil  ivouU  ilo  good  also. 

Worms  (S.  R.  Shore). — Not  a  case  for  self-doetoring. 

Nigeh  Seed  (F.  SIossp). — 1.  We  hare  no  practical 
experience  of  it.  No  :  -iiiioly  plain  summer  rape  and 
canary  seed.  2.  Y-  - ;  doi  ini^  i'  will  eat  canary  seed 
too.  3.  "All  alioat  tlio  S:iv\\"  price  Is.,  (jassell 
&Co. 

Gu>r-Boir,  (Gummy). — 1.  We  hope  it  is  better  now. 
There  is  no  cure  save  the  lancet.  2.  Nothing  sliort 
of  skinning  or  btirning  will  remove  the  tattoo 
marks. 

Cir.VFFiNCirES  (A  Beginner). — Xo,  they  \\'\]\  not  build 
in  yotir  room,  unless  you  can  grow  half-a-dozen 
Scotch  pine  trees  in  it,  aliout  t\\eiit\"  feet  higli  ! 

Mange  in  Dog  (C.  Jeffrf.  ).  -".'."(11.  if  the  compound 
sidphur  ointment  has  failed,  it  i-.  dou'itlcss  constitu- 
tional. A  course  of  arsenic  tonic  will  be  required,  so 
consult  a  good  vet. 

Hedgehog  sucking  Cows  (Long). — .A.n  absurd  libel 
on  the  poor  innocent  beast,  wlio  is  a  frientl  to  farmer 
and  gardener  alike,  though  often  cruelly  used. 

M.Ass.tcE.  irri".  ( D.  Walters). — 1.  It  is  a  rolling,  squeez- 
ing uiiiri'in  tliat  sends  the  blooil  upwards  to  the 
heart.  2.  \>s  ;  you'll  grow  till  2U  or  21  unless  you 
smoke. 

Deafness  (A..  H.  W.). — Consult  an  aurist.  Most  such 
cases  are  hopeless. 

Angora  Rabbit  wi  i  ii  AMtied  Coat  (V.  S.). — 1.  Off 
it  must  come  on  a  waim  day.  Angoras  slaaiJil  all 
be  groomed  regularly.  2.  .\'o  sawiki.st.  It  spoils  the 
coat.  3.  Yes,  you  were  right  to  cut  the  nails  a 
little. 

Pimples  (Fricnl-v  -Want  of  form,  and  thinness  of 
blooil.  'I'akc  nioi-''  r\.Toisr  and  better  food.  Use 
ointnu-nt  of  /ino  al  night. 

Piping  r.n.i.Eivrn  (P.  B.). — Get  a  bird  organ,  or  care- 
fully whi-t  |i' ( III' tune,  note  by  note  and  Ijar  by  bar. 
TJnle-<  r!io  iiird  is  thoroughly  tame  and  loves  you  he 
won't  li'ani  wi  ll. 

Tennis,  fic  (.\thlete). — Well,  y mi  live  in  London, so 
go  to  Piggotfs,  117,  Clieapside. 

Cross  Eve  (.A,lpha). — No  ;  the  operation  is  not  danger- 
otrs,  but  it  isn't  always  successful. 

Thre.aii  \\'i.!;ms  (A.). — Enemas  are  necessary,  and 
constitntional  treatment  also.  You  cannot  treat 
yourself. 

A  Red  Nose  and  Dotimice  (A.  H.). — 1.  Con.stitutional. 

2.  Bnv  now  ;  they  liybernate. 
Tape  \Vmi;m.-  i  i ',  \V.  I'arner). — Areca  nut;  but  you 

cannot  irrur  \  onr^.lt. 

Nervousness  and  Flus:iinii  in  the  Face  (C.  W.  T. 
and  miny  others  i.  -Eoys  with  weak  lieavts  are  often 
troubled  witli  both.  We  would  trust  less  to  medicine 
than  to  general  hygienic  treatment.  Above  all 
thinii-s  tlie  mind  nn'ist  be  kept  e.Nhilaratingly  active. 
Ityoacaii  t  il-o  nioiiL-h  L'ood  food,  a  cold  bath  in  tlie 
morniii-'.  :iii'l  pli-nt-,  ot  open-air  lA.  rcisp.  you  will 
grow  oir  n!  it  111  tiiiii'.  A  toiiio  iiia\'  be  tried,  such 
as  Fellow's  .S\  rup  ot  ihe  1 'liosphatL-s,  a  teaspoonfid in 
water  twice  a  day  after  meals. 

Babbits  (In.  N.  B.). — Y'es,  outside  in  fine  weather. 
But  beware  of  damp  hutches,  etc.  Feeding  all 
right. 

Blackptrds    (Trocrastination).— No  procrastina^or 

should    (\n  a  Ml 'I.     ^1  oil:-.-  Iiiis  caught  cold.  The 

cag'  -  o'  iir\-.  r  i>r  li'in  j  III  a  dnmght  or  in  thehot 

sun-liiii''.  I  -f  li.w"  :i'i  I  a  nice  turf  in  the  cage, 
lroniioiirl\-  rliiin  111-  Tin  -o.  Hive  s,„],iy'5  German 
pas»i'.  Aoiiii-,  -liiL--,  ia-L-cts,  ripe  fruit.  Don't  forget 
gl-£.VL-i  and  band. 


Book  apott  Homees  (Willie  Watson). — They  must  be 
born  on  the  premises.  We  don't  think  there  is  any 
book  devoicd  I  specially  to  these  pigeons.  But  we 
have  given  articles  from  time  to  time;  so  refer  to 
back  volumes. 

Distinguishing  Sex  in  Pigeons  (.\ntwerp).— We 
could  not  tell  yon  in  a  paper.  Cocks  assert  them- 
selves more. 

Lapwings  (JI.  D. ).— All  kinds  of  insect  food,  worms, 
and  German  paste,  if  tlie.v  will  take  to  it.  Well,  yes, 
if  they  are  very  wild  you  may  cut  the  wings,  but 
they  ought  to  be  very  tame.  Let  them  run  about 
the  garden. 

Weak  Leg  (16-year-old).— There  must  be  something 
radically  wrong.  Better  consult  your  own  doctor, 
who  wiil  sift  the  matter  to  the  bottom. 

"Hangnails"  (Pai-ticular). — You  must  take  more 
care  of  your  hands.  Miss.  Push  down  the  skin  tliat 
grows  up  on  the  nails  daily.  Take  cod-liver  oil. 
That  udll  help  the  growth  of  your  nails  and  j-ourself 
too. 

Hay-racks  for  Rabbits  (Anxious).— Spratt's  Patent, 
Henry  Street,  Bermondsey.  We  believe  that  firm 
have  them.   If  not.  Bottom  &  Paul,  Norwich. 

Doves  Sitting  (W.  E.  D.  K.). — Rather  softer  and  better 
food. 

Guinea  Pigs  (G.  P.).— Don't  think  of  showing;  the 
prizes  are  not  worth  the  expense  ;  besides,  from  your 
letter,  you  are  a  mere  child,  and  apparently  do  not 
know  the  show  points. 

Cycling  (Varicose). — 1.  No,  cycling  won't  cause  vari- 
co.se  veins,  but  it  won't  improve  them.  Don't  j'ide  a 
machine  that  you've  got  to  sit  like  a  monkey  on. 
2.  B3'  operation. 

Ill-health  (Trks  Press6). — Your  case  is  too  serious 
for  self-treatment.  So  see  your  own  doctor  early. 
It  is,  we  trust,  only  a  temiiorary  illness,  but,  you 
know,  a  stitch  in  time  saves  nine. 

Bad  Rest  (R.  D.  P."). — We  think  you  are  a  good  lad, 
and  feel  sorry  for  you.  You  cannot  be  too  careful  by 
day.  Remember  That  the  dreams  of  a  night  are 
largely,  if  not  eonipletily,  influenced  by  waking 
thoughts.    If  \ou  :iie  -riong  enough  to  bear  it,  we 

should  advise  rli  -Id  tub  of  a  morning.    Live  well 

but  not  exeitiii  jl) .  ilo  not  smoke,  take  no  stimit  ant 
of  an\"  ^ort.  Keep  The  bowels  I'egular.  An  occa- 
sional Uranilref  h'-  or  (  'oelde's  pill  woidd  do  this,  but 
trust  more  to  iln  T  and  exend-e.  Don't  imagine  you 
arc  ill,  but  put  \enr  eoninlence  in  a  Higher  Power. 
Iron  is  soniew  liat  lieatmg  as  a  tonic,  but  the  Kepler's 
Extract  of  Malt  and  cod-liver  oil  would  do  you  a  lot 
of  good. 

Cheap  Incup-VTOTi  (Jimmy  Bowser). — There  is  such  a 
thing  as  being  cheap  and  nasty.  But  we  think  the 
Westmaria  (J.  Rily,  Kendal)  is  reasonable,  and  it  is 
certainly  good. 

Feeding  Collie  (Nero).  —It  is  always  best  to  steep  the 
Spratt  cakes  and  add  some  lirotli  as  a  relish.  Any- 
how, do  }iot  give  him  dry  biscuit  till  he  gets  his 
permanent  teeth,  after  six  months.  Collies  are  not 
water-dogs. 

Green  Tree  Fp.ogs  (B.albus).— 1.  Water  frequently 
changed  and  mealworms.  They  feed  when  the 
spirit  moves  tliem.    2.  Could  not  tell  you  in  words. 

ELECTKiFiEn. — "Everything  comes  to  him  who  waits." 
We  are  glad  you  wei-e  gratified  .at  the  siglit  of  the 
dyiiaino  iirtleles,  Y'otu-  reTnai  ks  1  and  2  arecorrect ; 
it  was  a  ^lip.  w  hiidi  has  been  corrt-eted  several  times 
in  tills  colunin.  3.  It  all  dcpienils  on  wdiieh  side  you 
look  at  tlie  maidiine  from,  and  it  certaiid\'  i-.  a'  liaid 
thing  to  descrilTe,  but  it  really  makes  no  dill*  renee  ; 
j'ou  had  better  follow  the  drawing,  whieh  i-.  what 
you  say  you  liave  done.  1.  You  had  better  ask 
Mr.  Bottone,  wdio  must  know:  mid  you  say  your 
machine  differs  in  size  am/  p.rifrrn.  \\liie|i  nmy  niake 
a  difference.  Y'ou  won't  get  ipiiie  double  t  he  ^treimtli 
out  of  it.  Tlie  "  B.  0.  IV'  dyiiaim.  li-lits  t  ao  C-rull 
lamps,  not  neces.^arilif  twobc.p.  5.  Edison's  cabalistic 
marks  are  beyond  us.  Ask  the  dealer  from  whom 
you  got  the  lamp  ;  he  wall  tell  you.  The  latter  is 
probably  H  c.p.  and  the  former  16,  but  if  they  take 
50  and  70  volts  they  will  be  beyond  your  dynamo.  A 
correspondent  wdio  has  made  the  dynamo  from  the 
articles  says  that  "  it  is  quite  a  success.  It  was  not 
near  so  hard  to  make  as  it  seems  to  be,"  and  "  gives 
about  12  volts."  We  Hope  yoTi  will  be  equally  suc- 
cessful with  your  larger  machine. 

Photography  (A.  S.  Bridge). — 1.  A  good  formula  for 
the  Eikonogen  ileveloper,  used  in  one  solution,  is — 
Sodium  sulphite  ....    2  ounces 
Potassium  carbonate  .       .       .  1 
Distilleil  water    .       .       .       .  30  ,, 

Eikonogen  I  .. 

Dissolve  in  the  oi'der  named.  If  the  plate  is  nnder- 
exposeil,  shadows  can  be  lu'ouglit  up  bv  adding  a 
little  of  the  following  soltttion  at  intervals,  until  the 
picture  is  out  pioperly — 

Ilyposnlplnte  of  soda       .       .    60  grains 
Sodium  bromide       .       .       .  360  „ 

Water  8  ounces 

2.  Pome  of  the  fastest  piiatos  in  the  market  are  the 
Paget  I'rize  Plate-  lexTia  rapiil),  Thomas's  Extra 
Rapid,  riiid  fidwanU'-  lixTra  i;a[iid.  The  Isochro- 
matic  plates  l^y  The  last  maker  are  said  to  be 
considerahly  quicker  than  any  otiier  filates,  but  *hey 
have  disadvantages  of  their  own,  though  they  are  not 
difficult  to  work. 


"  Wanted,  a  Good  House  Do:;  "  (J.  Broadbent).— Yoij 
nni-t  aih'ertise  if  you  do  not  know  a  breeder- 
Hospital  little  good. 

Ba  ti'I-'KY  ( f,:i  noastrian  ).  — There  must  be  somethir.g 
^-ery  nineli  wrong  with  the  motor,  fir  the  liattery  iri 
very  weak,  11-  the  motor  niailc  pro|ierly  will  work 
vigoron^l>'  \v\t]i  thre'e  or  four  eells  of  a  Lerddanclju 
battery,  winch  is  enormou-l>  wenker  flmn  a,  Bunseii 
ought  to  be.  Take  the  wire  oir  the  niii;jnct  anil 
rewdnd  it  on  the  legs  as  described  in  the  article  on  the' 
"  Electric  Drum,"  No.  646,  page  565  (leaving  it  all  in 
one  piece,  of  course  ;  don't  cut  it),  making  bobbins 
for  it  of  cardboard.  Put  a  layer  oj- tw o  o!' traeing 
paper  or  foreign  note-paper  between  eaeh  I;i\er  r.f 
wire.  Supposing  that  the  wd.re  is  intaet,  ihe  eurn  nt 
ought  now  to  make  it  into  a  very  strong-  naigiieti. 
If  it  still  does  not  work  the  motor,  perhaps  you  may 
have  too  strong  a  spring  ;  the  spring  must  not  be  s«> 
strong  as  to  impede  the  revolution  of  the  armature, 
and  take  care  that  it  just  clears  the  rcvolvin.g  brass 
piece  when  tlie  armature  is  opposite  tlie  magnet,. 
If  this  is  all  right,  then  if  it  won't  work  still,  there: 
must  be  sometliing  wrong  with  the  battery.  If  yon 
can't  find  out  wdiat  is  wrong,  write  again,  and  you 
shall  have  practical  assistance,  Imt  you  ouiiht  to  do 
it  yourself  if  you  can  ;  a  great  many  readers  have 
made  the  mactiine.  The  motor  is  nothing  like  strong 
enough  to  turn  the  tlynamo  ;  and,  besides,  if  it  wottkU 
yon  might  iust  as  well  in  j  our  case  use  the  current" 
direct  from  the  battery  as  turn  a  dynamo  with  it  and 
use  the  oitrrent  from  that. 

The  Battle  of  the  Blindworms  (Adam  J.  Burr). — 
The  struggle  you  so  graphically  describe  was* 
jirobably  initiated  by  alimentary  motives  rather 
than  those  of  anger.  (We  need  not,  of  course, 
remind  iioii  that  blindworms  are  not  snakes,  but,  .-^s 
Dr.  Stradling  has  pointed  out  in  the  article  yoi^ 
mention,  creatures  of  considerably  higher  intelli- 
gence, viz.  lizards.)  T!ie  primary  aggressor  was 
most  likely  hungry  and  proposed  to  swallow  his: 
mate  — tlie  workine  of  the  jaws  towards  the  liead  of 
tlie  victim  is  very  suggestive  of  this,  and  may 
always  lie  noticed  wdien  a  slow-worm  seizes  a  dis- 
proportionately large  eaith-worm.  Yery  possibly 
tlie  assaulted  one  may  have  turned  in  self-defence — 
they  will  often  bite  human  fingers.  But,  though 
they  may  eat  each  otlier  by  accident  or  of  design, 
snale.i  never  fight ;  crocodiles,  alligators,  and  many- 
lizards  do.  By  the  way,  you  cannot  differentiate 
between  male  and  female  slow-worms. 

The  Copra  and  the  New-laid  Ecg  (.1.  S.  Y'.  P.).~As 
no  snake  can  "suck"  anything  \vhate\"er.  owing  to 
the  conformation  of  its  itouth,  we  may  peiliaps 
di-niiss  the  story  you  quote  without  considering  the 
ridililionnl  -Ji-nrdity  of  a  cobra's  fangs  delicately 
pi-reinu  tlie  sliill  of  a  turkey's  egg.  There  arW 
certain  non-venomous  serpents  in  South  Africa 
wdiich  liave  tooth-like  projections  into  their  gullets, 
supposed  by  some  naturalists  to  be  placed  there  for 
the  purpiose  of  crushing  or  fracturing  a  possibly 
swallow  e  l  egg  on  its  passage  towards  the  stomach. 

Electricity  (T.  Hayhurst).— The  numlierof  the  wires 
differs  a  .good  deal,  we  find,  from  different  fii-ins. 
You  had  better  use  No.  2'  BinnJiniliifni  nt/c  •imi'.r. 
If  you  ask  for  that  it  is  sure  to  be  all  right.  Sorry 
you  have  been  troub'ed  by  this;  there  ought  only  to 
be  one  scale  of  numbers. 

Electrical  Engineer.— What  is  to  be  the  ultimate  ' 
end  of  your  machine  ?  If  it  is  only  to  generate 
currents  in  the  electro-magnets  it  would  probalily  do 
so,  but  if  yon  make  the  wheel  revol\-e  by  these 
cttrrents.  wdiich  are  generatetl  afresh  by  tlie  nw  eln- 
tion  of  the  wheel,  you  will  have  disco"\'ered  rhe  -eeut; 
of  '■  Perpetual  Motion,"  and  will  have  earned  und\  ing 
fame  !  As  a  matter  of  fact,  htiwever,  it  won't  work, 
because  in  oi'der  to  produce  the  currents  to  convert 
\\y  cores  into  magnets  the  inner  coils  would  have  to 
I  le  moved  to  or  from  the  permanent  magnets.  Now 
tiicie  must  come  .a  point  wiiile  it  is  so  turning  at 
xvliieh  the  revolution  of  the  wdiccl  depends  rni  the 
attraction  of  the  electro-magnets,  iiiid  ar  that  jiointj 
the  current  would  ce.ase.  and  the  ^\  heel  would  stop. 
K\'en  in  order  to  produce  currents  ih  tiie  electio- 
magnets  wdiilc  the  wheel  is  revolved  by  hand,  yoii 
xviU  have  to  fix  a  commutator  to  each  coil,  for  as  it 
approaches  the  permanent  magnet  you  wotdd  get  a 
current  in  one  direction,  and  as  it  moved  aw.ay  the 
current  would  ttirn  the  reverse  way,  which  wouhf 
ruin  the  efficiency  of  your  machine,  unless  yon  took 
steps  to  turn  all  the  currents  in  the  same  direction. 

Fishing  (H.  Jones).— In  "  British  Freshwater  Fislies,'^ 
by  "Rev.  W.  Houghton,  M.A..  F.L.s.,  f.ieiiiL'  page  161, 
is  an  engraving  of  a  pa.rr,  and  al-o  ot  a  young  trout, 
showing  the  differences.  The  most  ea-il,  lecognisecf 
is — that  the  adipose  or  fatty  fin,  close  to  tail,  is  r&\ 
in  the  trout  and  grey  in  the  parr.  There  are  bars  or 
"  finger-marks  "  on  the  sides  of  the  parr  ;  but  these  are 
sometimes  found  on  very  young  t)-oul.  The  colour  oS 
the  parr  is  more  brilliant  and  silvery,  and  the  moutli 
is  smaller,  and  the  general  shape  more  elegant  and 
slender,  but  the  colour  of  the  adipose  fin  is  the  safest 
guide.  With  regard  to  upstream  fishing  on  a  larq9 
river  the  principle  remains  the  same,  that  uiistreani, 
wdien  rcason.ably  practicable,  is  best  ;  but  it  ottcu 
happens  that  the  saving  of  time  and  stier.etli 
efi'ected  bv  fishing  down,  or  across,  inoie  than 
Irdaiiccs  Tlic  disadvantage  of  being  somewliat  more 
vi-ib!e  to  tin  fish.  This  is  especially  tlie  case  when 
the  water  is  coloured.  As  the  best  trout  fishing  is 
usually  had  on  clear  and  rather  narrow  streams,  the. 
upstream  rule  usuall.y  holils  good,  though  the  e.xcep- 
tious  are  numerous  and  impcrtant. 


Photography  (B.  M.).— We  dou't  believe  you  will  get 
such  a  thing,  that  is,  if  you  mean  albums  to  take 
mouuted  quarter  -  plates  instead  of  c.J.v.'s  and 
cabinets.  You  had  better  use  an  ordinary  album 
with  plain  leaves  and  stick  them  in.  You  might 
inquire  of  the  "  Universal  Provider,"  Mr.  William 
Whiteley,  Westbourne  Grove,  w. 

Locomotive  (F.  R.  WoUastou).— Many  of  the  questions 
you  ask  could  not  be  answered  without  a  scale  draw- 
ing of  the  engine  required,  aud  it  would  be  next  to 
an' impossibility  for  you  to  succeed  in  buiUing  a  loco- 
motive of  that  size  witht)ut  a  scale  drawing  to  work 
by,  as  that  is  of  the  greatest  im[)ortaucc,  and  should 
be  constantly  referred  to  fur  dimeusions  whilst 
building  it.  Why  not  carry  out  the  instructions 
which  have  already  appeared  on  "  Model  Locomotive 
Building,"  and  simply  alter  the  arrangement  of  parts 
to  suit  the  type  of  engine  you  require?  Castings 
may  be  obtained  from  any  model  engineer,  such  as 
Lee  or  Bateman  of  Holborn.  The  cylinders  would  be 
quite  powerful  enough  and  would  take  a  large  boiler 
to  keep  steam  for  them.  The  total  cost  woidd  depend 
very  largely  on  the  materials  used,  and  may  be  kept 
down  by  employing  iron  in  place  of  brass  wherever 
practicable,  such  as  in  the  wheels,  frame,  cylinders, 
bed-plate,  etc. 

Mariner. — Information  regarding  the  seagoing  train- 
ing-ship for  merchant  apprentices  can  be  obtained 
from  Messrs.  Devitt  &  Moore,  39  Fenchurch  Street, 
E.c.  The  outfit  costs  £35.  The  premium  for  boys 
who  have  not  served  in  a  training-ship  is  £230,  pay- 
able £70  the  first  year,  £60  the  next,  £50  the  next, 
£30  the  next,  and  £20  the  next.  No  iuternietUate 
service  on  a  ship  is  requisite,  as,  after  the  time  is 
through,  the  apprentices  go  up  for  the  Board  of 
Trade  certificate  as  third  officer.  Cadets  who  have 
passed  through  the  Worcester  or  Conway  pay  £C0 
less.  The  scheme  is  said  to  be  Lord  Brassey's  ;  the 
ships  are  the  Hesperus  aud  Harbinger,  each  taking 
twenty-four  midshipmen. 

NUMA  POMPILIU.S. — Send  your  letter  to  Horace  Hart, 
Esq.,  Printer  to  the  University,  Oxford.  Ask  him  for 
the  giunea,  and  tell  us  what  he  says.  We  believe 
it  must  be  a  plain  Bible  without  commentary  or 
references  ;  reference  Bibles  do  not  count. 

EsilGRAXT. — We  should  think  that  a  boy  specially 
apprenticed  here  to  be  sent  out  to  Australia  to  work 
at  his  trade  would  do  excellently.  It  is  one  of  the 
most  sensible  plans  of  emigration  we  have  heard  of. 

G.  Stirling  (Melbourne). — It  is  on  page  542  of  the 
fifth  volume.  Half  a  pint  of  Unseed  oil  put  into  an 
iron  pot  and  boiled  carefully  over  the  th'e  for  four 
hours,  keeping  it  well  stirred  with  a  stick.  When 
you  think  it  is  done  take  out  the  stick  and  immerse 
it  in  water.  If  the  stuff  sticks  to  your  fingers 
pour  the  oil  out  into  cold  water,  aud  then  put  it  into 
tin  boxes.  It  is  not  a  pleasant  operation,  but  that 
perhaps  does  not  matter  in  your  part  of  the  world. 
You  can  also  make  birdlime  of  holly  bark. 

T.  BiN'GA. — 1.  Y^ou  want  a  diaphi'agm  between  the 
lenses,  that  is  a  flat  ring  about  an  inch  and  a 
quarter  across,  or  whatever  may  be  the  exact 
measurement  of  your  tube,  with  a  circular  hole  in  it 
about  three-quarters  of  an  inch  across.  2.  We  had 
an  article  on  the  indiarubber  pantograph  in  our  last 
volume  on  page  382. 

Dragoox  GU.4.RD. — The  18th  Hussars  have  a  blue 
busby  bag.  The  King's  Dragoon  Guards  have  a  red 
plume.  The  Camerouians  have  a  green  uniform 
with  dark  green  facings,  and  so  do  the  Eoyal  Irish 
Rifles.  The  Loyal  North  Lancashire  have  white 
facings. 

F.  W.  Ellis. — Thanks  for  copies  of  the  "  Scotsfordian," 
a  neat  little  school  magazine  in  shorthand.  You 
shorUd  send  a  copy  to  the  British  Museum.  Why 
should  not  schools  exchange  magazines  as  learned 
societies  do  "  proceedings  "  ? 

H.  A.  A.— The  price  of  the  annual  volumes  is  8.s.  They 
can  be  obtained  through  any  bookseller.  2.  The 
mixture  will  do. 

Tennis  (Girl  Reader).— You  will  find  the  rules  of 
Tennis  in  our  "  Outdoor  Sports,"  now  publishing  in 
sixpenny  monthly  parts. 

Variations  (T.  Grout). — You  get  the  number  of 
changes  by  miUtiplying  all  the  figures  together. 
With  2  bells  you  have  2  changes,  for  1  x2=2  ;  with 
3  bells  you  have  d  changes,  for  1x2x3  =  0;  with 
5  beds  you  have  120  changes,  for  1x2x3x4  x  5  =  120. 
And  so  on.  If  you  want  to  know  how  many  changes 
can  be  rung  with,  say,  5  bells  out  of  8,  you  reverse 
the  order  of  the  figures  and  take  the  first  5,  so  that  you 
have  8x7  x6  x5x4=6,720.  With  4  out  of  lU  you 
would  have  10  X  9  X  8  X  7 = 5,040. 

<T.  F.  W. — You  can  join  the  Life  Guards  as  soon  as  you 
are  a  yard  round  the  chest,  weigh  11  stone,  and  are 
5  feet  10  inches  high ;  that  is,  if  you  are  suitable  in 
other  respects. 

B.^nker's  Clerk. — There  is  no  book  on  such  examina- 
tions. The  examinations  are  not  competitive,  but  you 
must  write  neatly  and  know  your  arithmetic  up  to 
interest  and  discount. 

GiSLi.— The  duties  of  the  trustee  would  be  set  forth  in 
the  deed  as  well  as  his  remuneration.  He  would 
certainly  have  to  account  for  all  moneys  received 
and  paid,  and  have  a  voucher  for  every  payment. 
The  interest  on  all  capital  invested  would  belong  to 
the  estate  aud  not  to  him,  and  he  wonhl  have  to  put 
it  to  the  credit  of  the  estate.  Never  be  a  trustee  if 
you  mind  trouble. 


A.  J.  Goodwin. — You  will  make  your  boots  water- 
proof if  you  rub  them  over  with'  dubbin,  or  tallow, 
or  castor  oil ;  that  is  to  say,  if  the  boots  have  no 
holes  in  them.  Or,  if  you  want  variety,  copal  varnish 
the  soles  and  castor  oil  the  uppers.  Or  melt  two 
ounces  of  beeswax  and  an  ounce  of  suet  in  four 
ounces  of  olive  oil,  then  add  an  ounce  of  lampblack, 
and  stir  the  mixture  till  it  coojs.  To  apply  this  you 
must  warm  the  leather.  The  indiarubber  process  is 
a  more  lengthy  one.  You  dissolve  some  of  Macin- 
tosh's indiarubber  solution  in  twice  its  quantity  of 
raw  linseed  oil,  pouring  in  the  oil  very  gradually ; 
and  you  paint  the  boots  over  with  a  dozen  coats, 
allowing  six  or  eight  hours  for  drying  between 
each. 

Colonial  Lawyers. — In  New  South  Wales  persons 
actually  admitted  as  attorneys  or  solicitors  of  the 
Courts  of  England  or  Ireland  and  Writers  to  tlie 
Signet  of  Scotland,  aud  hax  iiu  anuiilly  ri'-i  l^d  in 
the  colony  for  the  preccdniL!  ilir.T  iii,iiit!i.,  arc 
eligible  for  adndssion  as  .Solicuurs  \\-ithout  any 
examination  in  Colonial  Law. 

Cuiuux. — Sundials  are  sold  at  most  ojiticians,  but  the 
dial  must  be  made  for  the  latituueof  your  place. 
Apply  to  DoUond,  Ludgate  Hill. 

Blo.ater. — Branding  prisoners  in  this  country  has 
been  done  away  with  for  many  years. 

MiAXOTOMOH. — Go  to  the  Naval  Exhildtion  or  to  the 
Naval  Museum  at  i ;  i-n  nwii-li,  i.r  to  South  Kensington 
Naval  Museum,  aii'l  -cc  \:n-v  the  models  are  made. 
If  your  vessel  to  in:  a  iaii-irnile  in  every  rib  and 
plank  you  should  make  her  out  of  the  same  wood  as 
the  original,  but  we  have  a  strong  suspicion  you 
will  be  glad  to  take  refuge  in  deal  before  the  job  is 
over. 

TR.1.IN1NG. — Articles  on  training  were  in  the  first  and 
second  parts  of  "  Outdoor  Games  and  Recreations," 
price  dd.  each,  published  by  us. 

Esc.\. — Try  and  take  some  of  the  ink  oft  with  damp 
blotting  paper.  It  can  har.lly  liavc  been  Indian  ink 
to  have  behaved  so.  Buy  sonii'  Indian  ink  somewhere 
else  and  see  if  your  colours  work  all  riglit  with  that. 

Seedt.— Try  gymnastics  and  jjarticularly  dumb-bells. 
"  Indoor  Games  "  costs  8s.  in  volume  form,  but  the 
new  edition  is  in  monthly  parts  at  M.  each. 

S.  N. — There  have  been  no  fourpenny  pieces  coined 
since  1856  except  as  Maundy  money. 

B.  Pretty.— The  90  cent  stamp  of  the  186!)  issue 
U.  S.  A.  is  worth  about  three  shillings  if  used,  and 
five  shillings  if  new.  The  four  reals,  red  on  yedow 
paper,  Mexico  1861,  is  rare,  and  wnrth  perhaps  half  a 
sovereign.  The  value  of  the  (Min  >iep,nds  so  much  on 
its  state  of  preservation.  You  will  not  be  far  out  in 
averaging  Roman  copper  coins  at  a  shilling  a  piece 
all  round.    They  are  so  easily  counterfeited. 

G.  A.  Lynch. — In  our  fourth  volume  we  had  a  coloured 
plate  of  the  section  of  H.M.S.  Duke  of  Wellington, 
but  that  went  out  of  print  years  ago. 

Aylburto.n. — 1.  It  is  possible  that  the  correspondence 
classes  might  suit  you.  Apply  for  terms  to  W.  B. 
Clive  &  Co.,  Bookseller's  Row,  "Strand,  w.c.  2.  The 
token  is  worth  a  shilling,  that  is  all,  but  we  do  not 
know  wlio  would  buy  it.  3.  The  fastest  locomotives 
in  England,  as  far  as  trials  pii  are  the  Worsdell  com- 
pounds on  the  Nortli  i:a^teiii.  One  of  them  has 
run  at  the  rate  of  H6  miles  an  hour.  The  Great 
Northern,  Midland,  anil  Xortli  Western  are  all  faster 
lines  than  the  Great  Western.  4.  We  have  had 
articles  on  Oil  Paiuting,  but  they  are  now  out  of 
print. 

Henry. — The  megascope  is  a  magic  lantern  for  opaque 
objects.  Like  the  two  lanterns  we  have  already 
described  for  the  same  purpose,  its  eificiency  depends 
on  the  brightness  of  the  light.  With  a  dull  oil  lamp 
you  will  fail ;  with  a  bright  paraffin  lamp,  or  the  lime- 
light, you  will  succeed.  It  is  only  a  question  of 
illumination  and  focussing. 

Jaeberwocky. — 1.  A  captain  of  a  mail  steamer  gets 
about  £400  a  year.  2.  The  apprentice  under  the 
Brassey  scheme  would  certainly  stand  a  better 
chance  of  promotion,  as  he  coulil  hardly  fail  to  pass 
his  examination,  and  would  be  known  to  have  been 
well  looked  after. 

A  Fresh  Reader. — There  is  no  charge  for  answering 
correspondents.  But  you  have  to  take  y  mr  eliam-e 
of  notice  and  wait  your  turn  amongst  a  \  e:y  lai^e 
crowd.  You  stand  a  better  chance  of  being  answered 
if  you  confine  yourself  to  one  question. 

Co.ALS. — Become  apprenticed  to  some  firm  that  builds 
marine  engines.  In  time  you  will  lie  sent  to  assist 
at  the  trfal  run  of  some'  of  the  engines  yon  have 
helped  to  build,  and  from  that  will  be  taken  into  the 
shipping  service. 

Numbers.— All  the  numbers  of  our  twelfth  volume  are 
still  in  print. 

Entomologist.— Pins  for  setting  are  sold  at  all  the 
so-called  naruraMiistorv  shops.  They  are  made  by 
Kirby,  Beml  i  n.  -Vppl.V  to  Cooke  &  Son,Museum 
Street,  Oxfurd  .street,  w. 

A.  S.  B.  R.— 1.  The  envclniies  are  worth  what  vou  can 
get  for  them,  some  of  them  have  elitinu'ed  li  inds  at 
half-a-crown.  2.  There  is  a  Mack  ].enny  English 
with  V.R.  in  the  ifiiper  earners:  there  is  another 
With  crosses  in  tlie  iiiiiier  e,,,iier~;  ],ut  there  are 
none  with  letters  in  all  four  eerners  as  far  as  we  have 
seen.   Look  at  a  dealer's  catalogue. 


Handwriting.— Try  Jackson's  Upright  Copy  Books. 
They  are  published  by  Sampson  Low  &,  Co.,  Fetter 
Lane,  E.c. 

S.  W. — 1.  Five  shillings.  2.  Not  that  we  are  aware  of. 
3.  The  highest  '■  a  colour-sergeant  or  a  captain  "  ? 
Certainly  not  the  sergeant !  4;  The  stamps  are 
printed  by  De  la  Rue  &  Co.,  under  contract  with  the 
government. 

Silvering  Iron  (E.  M.).— Dissolve  one  part  of  intrate 
of  silver  in  sixteen  parts  of  water,  then  add  t«o 
parts  of  cyanide  of  potassium,  then  jiour  the  solution 
into  a  liquid  composed  of  ene  jiai  t  of  ec.mmonsalt 
dissolved  in  30  parts  of  w;it  If.  I'lian  the  iron  with 
dilute  lutrie  aciil,  then  dry  it,  aud  rub  it  well  over 
with  the  ,-ih-ering  solution. 

C.  Ma.  i;.  The  adilress  of  Addis,  the  toolmaker,  is 
Worship  Street,  Finsbtuy  ;  Buck's  address  is  Totten- 
ham Court  Road;  capital  carvin-'  t.inls.  and  in  an 
infinity  of  curves,  are  also  sold  by  Melhuish  &  Sons  of 
84  Fetter  Lane,  E.c. 

"Victor. — Sheet  lightning  is  the  reflection  of  distant 
forked  lightning  ;  it  is  also  known  as  summer  light- 
ning. 

T.  Saunders. — Better  get  an  Art  Directory  by  written 
application,  enclosing  sixpence,  to  the  Secretary, 
Science  and  Art  Department,  South  Kensington,  s.w. 
You  will  then  have  the  latest  official  information. 
Yon  can  also  buy  the  Art  Directory  at  the  bookstall 
just  as  you  enter  the  South  Kensington  Museum. 

F.  Wade. — In  the  first  place  we  do  not  undertake  to 
identify  coins  for  our  readers,  though  w.'  luay  -lo  so 
occasionally.  In  the  next,  it  is  impos-il.le  t"  lo  so 
from  written  descriptions.  In  the  next,  ue>~t  et  the 
specimens  you  mention  in  the  long  list  you  send  do 
not  seem  to  be  coins  at  all,  but  mere  tokens  aud 
counters. 

Sta.mps  (W.  0.  Muir).— 1.  It  is  not  really  known  who 
has  the  largest  collection  of  stamps  in  the  world. 
2.  There  is  no  "  right "  or  "  wrong "  way  for  the 
Queen's  head  on  a  postage  stamp.  What  would  you 
say  to  the  old  12J  cent  Nova  Scotia,  on  which  the 
Queen  looks  you  straight  in  the  face?  3.  The  best 
guide  to  collecting  is  a  dealer's  catalogue  — such  as 
Lincoln's,  for  example,  wdiich  not  only  gives  you  the 
stamps  but  their  market  value. 

H.  J.  Hewetson.— Ounce  comes  from  the  Latin  uncia, 
the  twelfth  part  of  anything.  Uncia  becomes  in 
Spanish,  for  instance,  onza,  and  hence  the  abbrevia- 
tion oz. 

G.  F. — Nearly  all  tackle-makers  will  send  you  a  cata- 
logue on  application.  Write  to  J.  W.  Martin, 
4,  Northern  Bidldings,  Newark-on-Trent. 

E.  G. — Waste  paper  can  be  sold  at  the  marine  store 
dealers.  If  you  have  a  large  quantity  \\Tite  for 
information  to  Lloyd's  Paper  Mills,  Sittingboiume, 
Kent. 

F.  B-ARTON. — The  Hudson  Bay  Company  have  an  office 
in  Lime  Street,  London,  E.c. 

W.  TooBY. — The  Gordon  Memorial  Fund  is  now  closed  ; 
and  the  ward  at  Dr.  Barnardo's  is  now  open.  The 
money  was  raised  in  memory  of  General  Gordon  who 
was  killed  at  Khartoum. 

R.  Frezols, — 1.  There  are  fossils  in  all  cretaceous 
rocks,  but,  particularly  in  sandy  bcils,  they  are  not 
very  numerous— that  is,  generaUy  s] leaking.  The 
ufijier  chalk  is  more  fossihferous  than  the  lower 
eliall,.  ami  the  gault  is  more  fossiliferous  than  the 
LTei  ii-, mil,  tdso  speaking  generally.  But  no  L'eueral 
sttLtenient  '.\  ill  hold  trtie  for  every  particular  section. 
The  best  thing  is  to  lodk  for  yourself.  2.  Go  to  a 
butcher ;  he  w  ill  show  you  "how  the  horns  are 
fastened  in  the  head.  Or  look  at  a  skull  in  a 
museum. 

D.  McNab  (N.  Z.),— 1,  Why  not  leave  the  gun  as  it  is  ? 
We  take  the  sights  as  we  find  them  over  here,  and 
rather  laugh  at  such  practices.  2,  The  recommen- 
dation is  to  clean  with  neat's  foot  oil.  but.  as  a 
matter  of  fact,  vaseline  (petroleum  ielly)  seems  to 
answer  every  purpose,  aud  it  certainly  saves  rust, 

Bo.VT  (G,  D.). — Get  some  gooil  three-qtiarter-inch 
deal  planking,  straight  in  ^lain  tin  1  fn  e  from  knots. 
Cut  it  into  short  lengths  and  -erew  tiiese  down  the 
middle  into  a  solid  block.  Then  ciu  your  boat  out  of 
the  block,  and  when  you  have  finished  her  outside, 
unscrew  your  planks  and  cut  them  out  inside  with  a 
fret-saw.  Then  glue  them  together  again  with 
marine  glue,  aud  screw  them  round  the  edge  with 
fine  screws,  and  your  hidl  is  complete. 

Anxious  IxeiuiRLn. — 1.  The  best  hook  on  Cricket  is 
oiu'S.  prici/  L\<.  ;  the  best  toek  on  Football  is  ours, 
price  l.i.  'i'/.  There  is  no  doubt  about  it.  But  it  is 
net  -11  e,i-\"  to  S.I y  w  hose  is  the  best  Euelid  and  whose 
i-  the  lie-t  .\lsri  lira.  You  woiUd  not  be  far  mxnig  in 
tryiiii;'  t'  llenso  -,  both  of  which  are  published  by 
Longmans  and  cost  4,<.  Grf.  each.  2.  A  krone  is  worth 
thirteen  pence  halfpenny. 

Only  a  Demon. — You  can  join  in  the  competition  like 
the  rest,  but  we  cannot  make  special  terms  for  any 
special  form  of  camera. 

W.  Hill.— Silkworms  should  be  fed  on  mulberry  leaves. 
If  you  cannot  ^'et  muHierry  letives  Mjye  them  lettuce 
leai-es.  but  do  imt  be  surprised  if  they  seen  become 
feeble  and  poorly.  If  you  cannot  give  an  animal  its 
proper  food  the  "best  thing  is  to  get  rid  of  it.  You 
wdl  never  make  any  profit  out  of  silkworms,  and  you 
will  find  the  amusement  a  very  mild  one. 
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THE  TIGER  CHIEE   OF  EUEMAH; 

OR,  THE  ADVENTUEES  OF  TWO  BOYS  ON  THE  UPPEE  lEEAWADDY, 

By  David  Kee, 

Author  of    flderim  the  Afghan,"  "  Droicned  Gold"  '•For  Life  and  Death,"  etc. 


Extracted  from  Fred  Milhiirn''s  letter 
to  Ids  father. 
"  "XTou  won't  have  got  my  last  letter,  for 
X     I've  just  heard  th.it  the  darkey 
who  carried  it  nearly  got  picked  up  by  a 


CHAPTER  XX. — THE  LATEST  NEWS. 

tiger  (one  of  the  Tiger  Chief's  avenging 
brothers,  I  suppose),  and  had  to  throw 
away  tl^e  mail  bag  to  save  himself ;  so  I 
must  give  you  all  my  news  over  again. 
However,  I  suppose  this  will  be  my  last 
letter,  if  you're  just  starting  to  come  out 


here  yourself ;  and  the  ofScers  all  say 
they'll  give  you  a  grand  welcome  when 
you  do  come. 

"  To  begin  with  the  biggest  news  first, 
the  Tiger  Chief's  not  dead  after  all ! 
They  say  that  a  tiger,  being  so  much 


Caught  Napping  "-(Zirawn /or  the  "Boy's  Own  Paper"  by  H.  Walker, 


§1§ 


bigger  than  a  cat,  has  more  lives  in  pro- 
portion; and  the  War-Tiger  must  have 
ninety  lives  instead  of  nine,  for  he's 
alvifays  being  shot,  and  drowned,  and 
hung,  and  then  coming  up  again  quite 
brisk  and  spry,  as  if  it  didn't  matter  a 
bit.  As  I  told  you  in  my  first  letter  from 
the  camp  at  Shin-Bah-Kyoong,  Hadji 
Mahmood  shot  him  right  through  the 
chest  in  that  fight  at  the  pass ;  and 
surely  he  ought  to  have  died  of  that,  if  he 
had  any  sense  at  all ;  but  these  Eastern 
darkeys  don't  even  know  when  they're 
killed.  When  our  men  began  burying 
the  dead,  they  found  signs  of  life  in  the 
old  Turk  yet ;  and  Mr.  Merrincourt,  the 
moment  he  heard  it,  threw  up  his  hat 
and  hurrahed  like  mad;  and  Mr.  Mars- 
ton  was  as  pleased  as  ever  he  could  be ; 
and  they  put  the  Tiger  along  with  the 
rest  of  the  woimded,  and  looked  after 
him  as  if  he  had  been  their  own  father. 

"  When  the  old  General  heard  the  news, 
he  said  that  the  War-Tiger  was  too  good 
a  man  to  be  killed  m  cold  blood,  and  that, 
as  he  was  alive,  they  must  try  and  bring 
him  through  it ;  so,  as  soon  as  he  was  fit 
to  be  moved,  they  sent  him  down  to 
Bhamo,  and  put  him  aboard  the  river 
boat ;  and  so,  by  easy  stages,  he  got  down 
to  Mandalay  and  Eangoon,  and  then 
across  to  the  great  hospital  at  Calcutta  ; 
and  we  heard  afterwards  that  he'd  got  to 
Eangoon  all  right,  and  didn't  seem  to  be 
any  the  worse  of  the  journey  so  far. 
Just  fancy  what  a  tough  old  fellow  he 
must  be  ! 

,  "  They  made  Mr.  Marston  a  captain, 
and  they  were  going  to  give  him  the 
Victoria  Cross  for  his  defence  of  that 
fort— and  I'm  sure  he  deserved  it,  if  ever 
any  man  did  yet ;  but  he  said  he  wouldn't 
take  it  unless  they  gave  Mr.  Merrmcourt 
one  too,  so  I  suppose  they'll  have  to  give 
'em  one  apiece. 

"  As  for  old  Hadji  Mahmood,  he  was 
promoted  too,  and  thanked  by  the  Gene- 
ral himself  right  before  the  whole  army  ; 
and  the  old  feUow  looked  so  grand  and 
stately  that  I  was  sorry  I  hadn't  got  a 
camera  just  to  take  him  right  away.  If 
anybody  had  wanted  a  picture  of  old 
Tamenund,  the  big  Sachem  of  the  Dela- 
wares,  for  an  illustrated  edition  of 
Fenimore  Cooper,  I  guess  Hadji  Mahmood 
would  have  been  just  the  thing  for  'em. 

"  We  had  quite  a  gay  time  in  camp  at 
Shin-Bah-Kyoong,  after  all  the  fighting 
was  over.  The  people  came  flocking  from 
all  the  country  round  to  see  the  men  that 
had  whipped  the  War-Tiger  himself;  and 
they  didn't  seem  a  bit  mad  with  us  for  it 
either,  for  out  here  they  always  hirrrah  for 
the  strongest  side,  no  matter  which  it  is. 

"  They  got  up  a  football  match  to  please 
us  (just  think  of  football  herel),  and 
though  they  played  in  a  queer  style,  it 
wasn't  such  a  bad  show  in  its  way. 
Then  they  had  an  elephant-race,  as  good 
as  the  one  at  Kyook-Pew  ;  and  General 
Roberts  himself  gave  the  prize. 

"  By-and-by,  all  the  hill-chiefs  began  to 
flock  down  from  their  moimtains  to  make 
friends  with  the  great  '  Knllah-Pew- 
Woon '  (white  foreign  chief),  as  they 
called  the  General ;  and  a  funny-looking 
crowd  they  were.    Some  of  'em  had  fur 


caps  a  foot  high,  and  others  had  thin 
metal  plates  on  their  breasts,  with  all 
sorts  of  hobgoblin  figures  engraved  on  'em. 
One  of  the  big  chiefs  came  motmted  on  a 
man,  sitting  pickaback  on  the  fellow's 
shoulders,  and  holding  on  by  his  head  ; 
and  as  the  man  was  a  little,  thin,  dried- 
up  shrimp,  and  the  chief  was  a  great  fat 
lump  almost  as  big  as  a  haystack,  they 
cut  a  pretty  queer  figure.  If  I'd  been  that 
man,  I  reckon  I'd  have  dropped  that  chief 
down  a  guhy  by  accident — only  I  suppose 
he'd  have  got  his  head  chopped  off  if  he 
had. 

"  Of  course  the  whole  camp  was  jam-full 
of  newspaper  fellows  from  Rangoon  and 
Madras  and  Calcutta,  making  sketches 
and  taking  notes  all  over  the  place,  and 
interviewing  every  one  from  the  General 
himself  down  to  the  Hindoo  bux-wallahs 
(pedlars).  And  the  moment  they  found  out 
that  we  had  been  buried  alive  and  got 
out  again,  they  came  and  worried  our 
very  lives  out,  till  I  luckily  thought  of 
telling  'em  that  we'd  touched  a  man  with 
lejjrosy  ;  and  when  they  h^ard  that  we 
could  hardly  see  which  way  they  ran. 

"  But  I  haven't  told  you  all  about  the 
Tiger  Chief  yet.  When  they  put  him  on 
board  the  boat  at  Bhamo,  we  all  went 
down  to  see  him  off;  and  Mr.  Marston 
brought  him  some  fi-uit,  and  Mr.  Merrin- 
court a  pipe  and  some  tobacco ;  and 
Uncle  Livingstone  gave  him  a  shawl,  and 
Cousin  Harry  a  cushion  for  his  head ; 
and  I  didn't  want  to  be  the  only  one  that 
had  nothing  for  him,  so  I  gave  him  my 
jack-knife.  At  first  he  hardly  seemed  to 
know  us,  for  he  was  very  weak ;  but  all 
at  once  I  saw  his  eyes  light  up  as  he 
looked  at  Mr.  Marston,  and  his  lips  began 
to  move  as  if  he  were  trying  to  say  some- 
thing ;  and  at  last  he  managed  to  get 
out : 

"  '  Englishman,  you  said  once  that  I 
was  a  coward ;  do  you  say  so  still  ?  ' 

" '  Not  I ! '  cried  Mr.  Marston,  in  his 
hearty  way  ;  '  jon  are  a  true  warrior.' 

"  And  then  they  shook  hands,  and  the 
old  Chief  looked  as  pleased  as  could  be. 

"  Then  Mr.  Merrincourt  came  up  and 
gave  him  the  tobacco ;  and  the  old  man 
smiled  faintly  as  he  pointed  to  the  scar 
made  by  the  lieutenant  when  he  knocked 
him  down  at  Kyook-Pew,  and  said  ; 

"  '  My  head  remembers  you,  white  chief, 
and  now  my  heart  will  remember  you 
too.' 

"  Then  he  beckoned  to  Harry,  and  laid 
his  poor  old  shaky  hand  on  his  head,  say- 
ing: 

" '  Good  fortune  go  with  thee,  young 
chief;  thou  hast  the  face  of  my  dead 
brother,  and  thou  wilt  yet  be  as  great  a 
warrior  as  he  was.' 

"  And  then  the  boat  went  off,  and  Harry 
and  I  shouted  after  him,  '  Mind  you 
come  and  see  us  again  when  you  get 
well !  '  and  we  all  gave  him  a  hurrah. 
And  so  the  old  fellow  went  away  ;  and, 
except  that  we  heard  of  his  having  got 
to  Rangoon  all  right,  we  haven't  had  any 
news  of  him  since." 

[The  following  extract  was  dated  a  week 
later :  ] 

"  I  open  my  letter  again  to  add  one  more 


bit  of  news,  the  most  startling  of  all.  Coming 
to  life  again  seems  to  be  quite  the  fashion 
in  the  Tiger  Chiefs  family,  for  not  only 
has  he  got  quite  well  again  after  being  set 
down  as  dead,  or  mortally  wounded,  but 
— what  do  you  think  '? — that  younger 
brother  of  his,  to  revenge  whose  death  in 
the  English  war  he  got  up  this  whole  re- 
volt and  killed  hundreds  of  people,  turns 
out  to  be  alive  after  all ! 

"  The  story's  quite  a  romance.  The  Chief 
was  sent  over  to  Calcutta,  as  I've  told  you, 
and  they  put  him  in  the  great  hospital 
there.  After  a  bit  he  began  to  mend 
slowly,  and  one  day,  when  he  was  be- 
ginning to  get  round  again,  he  heard  some 
of  the  hospital  folks  talking  of  another 
Burman  who  had  been  there  a  good  while, 
and  had  clean  lost  his  memory  though  a 
bullet-wound  on  the  head,  so  that  they 
couldn't  find  out  who  he  was  or  where  he 
came  fi-om ;  but  he  was  quite  qiiiet  and 
harmless,  and  helped  'em  keep  the  place 
clean  and  fix  up  the  garden  ;  so  they  had 
just  let  him  stay  there  tiU  they  could 
settle  what  to  do. with  him. 

"  This  stirred  up  the  old  Tiger's  emi- 
osity,  as  you  may  think  ;  and  he  asked  'em 
to  show  the  man.  and  they  showed  him. 
Directly  the  Chief  caught  sight  of  him,  he 
stared  at  him  for  a  moment  as  if  he'd 
gone  crazy,  and  then  rushed  up  and  flung 
his  arms  about  the  fellow's  neck,  calling 
out : 

"  '  My  brother  !  my  brother  !  ' 

"  It  was  his  brother,  siure  enough  ;  and, 
better  still,  the  sudden  shock  (so  the 
doctors  say)  must  have  straightened  out 
his  memory  again,  for  he  recollected  every- 
thing at  once,  and  began  to  talk  quite 
sensibly — only  he  knew  nothing  of  what 
had  happened  since  the  bullet  knocked 
him  over. 

"  When  the  story  got  abroad,  it  made 
quite  a  stir  in  the  town,  and  they  got  up 
a  big  petition  to  the  Viceroy,  Lord 
Di;fferin,  to  pardon  'em  both ;  and  Lord 
Dufferin,  like  a  good  feUow  as  he  is,  did  it 
right  away.  Ajid  when  the  old  Tiger 
came  before  him  (as  I  heard  fi-om  an 
officer  who  was  there)  he  drew  himself  up 
like  a  tower,  and  said : 

" '  White  chief,  I  fought  against  thy 
people  because  I  thought  they  had  slain 
my  brother.  They  have  been  good  to  him 
and  to  me,  and  if  I  ever  harm  one  of  them 
again,  may  my  name  be  dishonoured,  and 
my  deeds  forgotten  !  ' 

"WTien  the  two  brothers  landed  here 
the  other  day,  the  whole  iovna  tiu-ned  out 
to  see  'em ;  and  the  Tiger  greeted  cousin 
Harry  and  me  as  affectionately  as  if  he'd 
been  our  father,  instead  of  having  tried 
to  kill  lis  half  a  dozen  times  over.  I've 
quite  made  fiiends  with  his  brother 
already,  and  he's  taught  me  a  lot  of 
gun  and  sword  tricks.  And  now  there's 
an  expedition  being  got  up  to  work  through 
the  momitains  into  Thibet,  and  find  the 
soiu'ce  of  the  Irrawaddy ;  and  the  Tiger 
and  his  brother  are  going  with  it  as 
guides  ;  and  I  mean  to  get  leave  to  go  toO; 
for  if  it  comes  out  as  they  say  it  wiU,  it'll 
be  the  biggest  thing  in  explormg  that  has 
ever  been  done  here  yet."  And  Fred  Mil- 
burn's  last  words  proved  to  be  prophetic. 
(the  end.) 
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AN  AMATEUR  DETECTIVE. 


T^OR  some  time  after  Tom  left  her,  Mrs. 
J.  Perkins  lay  back  in  her  arm-chair,  too 
wearied  in  mind  and  body  for  active  specu- 
lation as  to  what  his  scheme  could  be; 
too  wearied  for  consideration  of  any  sort. 
Then  she  fell  into  a  fitful  doze,  though  con- 
sciousness of  misery  was  never  absent  the 
while,  only  to  wake  from  confused  dreams 
of  all  kinds  of  misfortune  to  her  boy,  to  a 
vague  consciousness  of  the  events  of  the 
day,  until  a  troubled  shep  overtook  her 
again. 

Sally  sat  on  by  the  kitchen  fire,  absorbed 
in  her  own  sad  thoughts.  Not  a  sound 
:broke  the  stillness,  save  the  footfall  of  an 
■occasional  passer-by  on  the  pavement  out- 
side, and  the  monotonous  tick-tack  of  the 
American  clock  on  the  wall.  At  last,  when 
lit  loudly  struck  eleven  the  sound  awoke 
Mrs.  Perkins  with  a  start,  for  she  heard  it 
•almost  as  plainly  as  if  she  had  been  in  the 
iitchen  itself.  She  counted  the  strokes. 
33Ieven  !  and  he  had  not  returned  !  Terri- 
-fied  lest  something  had  happened  to  her 
boy— roused  by  this  new  fear— thinking  of 
him  only  now— she  went  into  the  kitchen 
with  the  vague  hope  that  Sally  might  be 
able  to  reassure  h-er. 

The  sight  of  the  forlorn  drooping  figure 
•struck  her  with  compassion.  That  faithful 
creature  had  been  her  mainstay  in  many  a 
trouble  in  past  years.  She  put  her  hand  on 
Sally's  shoulder  with  a  sudden  impulse, 
saying,  "  I  have  been  hard  on  you,  my  poor 
girl,  though  I  did  not  mean  to  be.  The 
worry  of  it  all  made  me  unjust  to  you— I 
won't  believe  it,  however  much  appear- 
ances may  seem  against  you  !  and  Tom  is 
so  perfectly  sure.  .  .  .  Oh,  Sally  !  do  you 
think  anything  can  be  wrong?  What  has 
become  of  him  ?  I  am  getting  so  di-eadfully 
.frightened !  " 

Sally,  feeling  as  if  half  this  terrible  burden 
were  lifted  from  her  shoulders  by  her  mis- 
tress's words,  applied  herself  to  the  task  of 
being  comforter  in  her  turn. 

Her  blind  belief  in  Tom  prevented  her 
from  sharing  in  full  Mrs.  Perkins's  anxieties. 
That  he  was  in  some  way  working  for  her, 
and  doing  his  best,  she  did  not  doubt ;  but  he 
was  too  clever,  too  good  a  manager  to  get 
into  difficulties  over  it,  whatever  might  be 
the  issue.  She  pinned  her  faith  entirely  to 
him,  and  if  he  should  fail,  why  then  she 
should  have  to  go  to  prison.  There  would 
be  no  help  for  it,  though  even  there  she 
would  have  the  consolation  of  thinking  that 
neither  he  nor  his  mother  would  believe  she 
could  steal— no,  not  if  all  the  magistrates 
in  the  kingdom  were  to  say  she  must  be 
guilty ! 

"  Never  you  go  and  think  as  any  harm  has 
come  to  him.  If  he  found  as  he  couldn't 
do  nothing,  for  sure  he'd  have  been  back 
before  this,"  was  her  chief  argument.  "If 
any  one  can  find  out  the  whole  truth,  it  is 
Master  Tom  as  will  do  it ;  and  who  knows 
"but  he  has  gone  to  fetch  back  the  spoons 
irom  some  place  where  they  was  took?" 
—pretending  a  hopefulness  she  scarcely  felt, 
in  order  to  cheer  Mrs.  Perkins  ;  for,  ponder 
-over  the  affair  as  she  would,  she  could  not 
believe  any  one  had  carried  the  things  away 
before  her  very  eyes ;  and  as  for  the  spoon 
in  her  pocket  !  nothing  short  of  witchcraft 
•eould  account  for  it ;   and  to  believe  in 
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[  that  was  wicked— Sally  felt  sure— so  that 
she  remained  in  a  state  of  utter  bewilder- 
ment. 

Mrs.  Perkins  allowed  herself  to  be  a  little 
comforted  by  Sally's  words,  and  by  the 
sense  of  companionship  ;  and  instead  of  each 
keeping  a  lonely  vigil,  it  was  sitting  side  by 
side  that  the  two  women  waited  and  listened 
for  the  next  half  hour. 

A  rapid  step,  drawing  nearer  and  nearer, 
till  it  halted  at  the  little  gate,  made  them 
both  spring  up,  expectant  and  eager,  and 
Tom's  impatient  voice  was  heard  demanding 
admittance. 

He  rushed  in  with  a  face  so  white  that 
they  both  screamed  at  the  sight  of  him. 

"  Only  the  remains  of  the  flour,  mother !  " 
he  cried,  laughingly,  as  he  rubbed  the  sleeve 
of  his  coat  across  it,  while  his  other  arm 
waved  high  above  his  head  triumphantly  as 
he  brandished  in  the  air  an  extraordinary 
bundle  consisting  of  something  tied  up  in 
a  wet  and  chrty  spotted  red  handkerchief. 
This  he  deposited  in  his  mother's  lap,  and 
knelt  down  beside  her,  fumbling  excitedly  at 
the  knots  which  prevented  him  from  dis- 
playing the  contents. 

He  succeeded  in  tearing  it  open.  There, 
mixed  with  bits  of  moss  and  scraps  of  de- 
cayed wood,  were  the  missing  spoons  ! 

Too  agitated  to  speak  at  first,  Sally  gazed 
at  them  with  quivering  lips.  Then,  with  a 
passionate  gesture,  she  seized  both  Tom's 
hands,  and  pressing  them  in  her  own  ex- 
claimed, "  God  bless  you  !  my  dear  Master 
Tom.  I  shall  never  forget  you  would  not 
doubt  me,  in  spite  of  all !  " 

Tom's  lips  quivered  a  little  too,  and  his 
voice  sounded  rather  husky,  as  he  tried  to 
laugh  off  a  deeper  feeling  by  asking  if  they 
neither  of  them  possessed  any  woman's 
curiosity  !  "  Before  I  tell  you  all  about  it,  I 
will  give  you  three  guesses  as  to  who  was  the 
real  culprit,  mother.  Surely  you  must  have 
an  idea !  "  he  cried.  Mrs.  Perkins  looked  at 
the  grimy  handkerchief  on  her  knee,  as  if 
seeking  an  inspiration.  "That  must  have 
belonged  to  a  tramp,  I  should  think,"  she 
said  with  an  air  of  disgust ;  "  but  a  tramp 
could  not  get  through  a  locked  door.  It 
could  not  have  been  an  organ-grinder's 
monkey  getting  in  at  the  window,  could 
it  ?  "  Tom  went  into  peals  of  laughter, 
but  on  seeing  his  mother's  impatience  to 
hea,r  the  real  truth,  and  that  not  a  sus- 
picion of  it  had  dawned  upon  either  her  or 
Sally,  he  began  to  unfold  his  marvellous 
tale.  It  took  long  in  the  telling  ;  for  there 
was  so  much  that  they  did  not  understand 
without  explanation ;  and  he  was  secretly 
half^  vexed  that,  while  giving  him  undue 
credit  for  his  wonderful  cleverness  in 
guessing  Mike  was  at  the  bottom  of  it,  they 
so  little  appreciated  the  fun  of  the  thing. 

Mike  disappeared  next  day  from  the  village 
for  ever,  taking  away  with  him  everything 
he  possessed  that  was  portable.  He  was  seen 
in^  the  early  morning  on  his  way  to  the 
railway  station  with  a  sack  on  his  shoulder. 
He  casually  informed  a  porter  as  the  train 
was  starting  that  he  was  on  his  way  to  lay  his 
bones  among  his  own  people ;  and  the  porter  in 
reply  jocularly  inquired  if  the  bones  were  in 
the  sack,  as  he  banged  the  door.  As  the  old 
man  owed  several  weeks'  rent,  his  flitting 


was  generally  ascribed  to  that  fact.  Another 
gardener  stepped  into  his  shoes,  and  his 
old  place  knew  him  no  more. 

A  few  mornings  after  these  events,  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Piobert  Perkins  were  sitting  at  breakfast 
at  "  The  Gables,"  their  suburban  residence, 
when  the  post  was  brought  in.  Mr.  Perkins 
surveyed  the  slanting  writing  with  wonderful 
loops,  which  he  recognised  as  that  of  his 
sister-in-law,  with  a  snort  of  disapproval. 
Her  plaintive  and  somewhat  involved  epistles 
usually  had  the  effect  of  irritating  him.  He 
scorned  to  display  any  unusual  interest  in 
the  contents,  though  he  knew  his  wife  was 
in  a  state  of  intense  curiosity  as  to  the  end 
of  the  little  drama  in  which  they  had  been 
the  actors.  He  dehberately  read  the  rest  of 
his  correspondence  first,  and  slowly  drank 
the  remainder  of  his  coffee,  before  lie  broke 
the  seal.  (Mrs.  Perkins  always  used  a  seal 
with  her  husband's  initials  on  it.) 

To  his  wife's  intense  astonishment,  he 
began  to  fairly  chuckle  with  laughter  as 
he  mastered  the  contents  of  the  letter.  He 
tossed  it  over  to  her  when  he  had  finished  it, 
and  commenced  rubbing  his  hands,  exclaim- 
ing, "  The  young  rascal !  Who  but  himself 
would  have  thought  of  such  a  scheme  !  But, 
ahem  1  it  was  a  dangerous  game  to  play  ;  be, 
of  course,  had  no  business  to  take  the  law 
into  his  own  hands.  The  police  would  have 
got  hold  of  the  real  offender  in  half  the  time, 
and  kept  the  fellow  in  their  clutches  too — 
not  let  him  go  scot-free— I  should  think  not 
indeed  !  '  All's  well  that  ends  well,'  how- 
ever. The  boy  has  got  spirit  and  pluck  !  The 
young  jackanapes !  '  I  should  as  soon 
suspect  you  of  stealing,  yourself !  '—to  me  !  1 
Ah,  well !  we  must  let  bygones  be  bygones. 
It  is  perhaps  just  what  I  might  have  done 
myself  at  his  age.  He  has  sense  enough  to 
learn  his  proper  place  in  time,  when  he  has 
seen  a  little  more  of  the  world.  Maria"— 
to  his  wife,  who  sat  with  her  lips  tightly 
pressed  together — looking  as  if  she  could  say 
much,  but  refrained,  out  of  consideration  to 
his  feelings— "  Maria,  I  shall  write  to  that 
boy  about  the  office  to-day.  It  is  high  time 
he  was  no  longer  tied  to  his  mother's  apron- 
strings." 

■  If  somewhat  pompous  and  choleric,  Mr. 
Perkins  was  really  a  good-hearted  man  ;  and 
in  time  Tom  quite  forgave  him  that  box  on 
the  ear,  and  ended  by  becoming  even  fond 
of  his  uncle,  long  before  he  was  taken  into 
partnership,  which  event  occurred  soon  after 
Tom  attained  his  twenty-first  year. 

Sally  is  a  middle-aged  woman  now;  far 
better-looking,  too,  than  she  ever  was  when 
young.  She  holds  the  proud  position  of 
nurse  to  Master  Tom's  children.  She  is  fond 
of  them  all,  but  in  her  secret  heart  holds 
firmly  to  the  opinion  that  not  one  of  them 
comes  up  to  what  their  father  was  before 
them. 

They  vociferously  demand  a  story  every 
night  before  she  puts  them  to  bed.  Her  stock 
is  not  a  large  ne  ;  it  consists  mainly,  as  may 
be  supposed,  of  the  sayings  and  doings  of 
"Blaster  Tom,"  for  her  experiences  of  life 
are  limited.  However,  the  tale  of  their  grand- 
mother's lost  silver  never  fails  to  please.  It 
is  the  one  they  like  best,  and  the  one  which 
is  most  often  re-told. 

(the  end.) 


820 


^l\e  Boy'^  Owi\  Paper. 


THE  HERMIT'S  POND. 

A  CANADIAN  HOLIDAY  ADVENTUEE. 


BY  ONE  OF  THE  PARTY. 


FEANK  was  the  first  to  awaken,  and  as  his 
liabit  was,  after  making  up  the  fire 
afresh,  lie  set  out  for  tlie  lake  shoi'e  to  enjoy 
a  plunge  in  the  clear  water.  To  his  intense 
surprise,  as  he  descended  to  the  little 
terrace  that  lay  at  the  very  edge  of  the  lake, 
and  on  which  they  had  left  the  canoe,  he 
found  it  gone,  and  with  it  the  Winchester, 
that  for  safety  against  a  possible  shower  had 
been  placed  in  the  shelter  of  the  upturned 
bark.  In  their  place  was  a  piece  of  birch 
bark,  and  on  it  lay  two  twenty-dollar  gold 
pieces.  The  bark  was  covered  with  writing, 
evidently  done  with  a  piece  of  charcoal,  and 
in  an  uncertain  light.  Every  thought  of  the 
contemplated  bath  was  lost  in  this  astonish- 
ing discovery.  With  the  charcoal  note  in 
one  hand  and  the  gold  in  another,  he  sprang 
up  the  slope  to  the  camp,  shouting  as  he 
did  so : 

"Boys,  wake  up!  This  beats  everything!  " 

Accustomed  to  sudden  calls,  his  com- 
panions were  on  their  feet  in  an  instant. 

"  The  canoe  and  the  Winchester  are  gone." 

"  Gone  ?  "  shouted  both  his  companions. 

"Yes,  gone!  And  these  were  left  in  their 
place ;  "  and  he  held  out  his  hands. 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  What  nonsense 
are  you  talking?"  were  the  exclamations 
that  greeted  him. 

"  I'm  not  talking  nonsense.  I  tell  you 
that  the  canoe  and  the  Winchester  are  gone, 
and  this  writing  and  this  money  were  left  in 
their  place." 

"Who  took  them?"  was  Tom's  amazed 
question. 

"Perhaps  you'll  recognise  the  writing," 
answered  Frank,  drily.    "  I  don't." 

"  What  does  it  say  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know.  I  haven't  read  it  yet. 
It's  not  very  plain." 

"  Not  read  it  ?  Then  give  it  to  Harry. 
He  can  read  anything." 

Harry  took  the  scroll,  which  Frank 
extended  to  him,  and  without  difficulty  read 
as  follows : 

"  You  have  no  business  here.  Go  back. 
You  will  find  the  canoe  at  the  mouth  of  the 
brook.  Follow  the  moose  path  to  the  right 
for  two  miles.  You  will  find  a  stream. 
Follow  that  up  till  you  get  to  a  road.  Follow 
that  to  the  river.  I  want  the  rifle  and 
ammunition.  The  money  will  pay  for 
them." 

"  What's  the  signature?  "  asked  Tom,  as 
Harry  paused. 

"  'There  isn't  any." 

The  boys  looked  at  each  other  in  astonish- 
ment.   "  Let  me  see  it,"  said  Tom. 

But  though  he  read  it  carefully,  and  turned 
it  over  and  over,  he  found  nothing  more, 
and  passed  the  writing  to  Frank  without  a 
word.  The  latter  did  not  read  it,  but  stood 
looking  first  at  the  piece  of  bark  and  then  at 
the  gold  in  silence.  He  was  absolutely  non- 
plussed, and  his  companions  were  just  a 
little  disconcerted  at  his  embarrassment. 
Was  Frank,  their  leader,  whose  fertility  in 
expedients  under  all  circumstances  had  been 
their  constant  wonder  and  delight,  about  to 
fail  them  in  this  their  most  critical  hour  ? 
The  silence  was  painful ;  and  Harry,  more 
to  break  it  than  for  any  other  reason,  said  : 

"  I  hope  the  gold  pieces  are  genuine." 

Frank  handed  them  to  him.  He  looked 
at  them  gravely,  and  passed  them  to  Tom, 
who  scrutinised  them  as  if  he  were  an  expert, 
and  then  handed  them  back  to  Frank. 
Neither  could  thhik  of  an3'thing  to  say. 
Frank  sat  do.vn,  picked  up  a  stick,  and 
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proceeded  to  poke  the  fire  into  a  blaze. 
Then  taking  the  teakettle,  he  went  to  the 
lake,  got  a  supply  of  water,  and  coming  back 
to  the  fire  began  to  make  preparations  for 
breakfast.  At  length,  Tom,  after  what  he 
said  was  the  longest  silence  known  in  the 
history  of  The  Trio,  exclaimed  : 

"  What'll  we  do,  boys  ?  " 

Without  looking  up  from  his  work,  Frank 
answered  :  "  Well,  there's  one  thing  I  don't 
propose  to  do  until  I  get  ready.  And  that 
is,  leave  here.  We've  just  as  much  right 
here  as  anyone  else." 

It  was  a  relief  to  hear  the  leader  speak, 
though  his  words  were  like  a  declaration  of 
war  against  the  mysterious  Unknown,  and 
his  resolve  was  greeted  with  expressions  of 
approval.  But  after  a  moment,  Harry  asked  : 

"  What  good  will  it  do  to  stay  ?  " 

"  Well,  we  haven't  seen  the  last  of  this 
thing  yet,  by  a  good  deal,"  rejoined  Frank. 
"  Besides,  I  want  my  Winchester  back  again. 
I  didn't  bring  the  gun  out  here  to  sell  it. 
You  don't  ivant  to  go,  do  you,  Harry?  " 

"  No,  I  don't  want  to  go,  if  it  will  do  any 
good  to  stay  ;  but  " 

"Say,"  interrupted  Tom,  "I  know  who 
took  the  canoe." 

"You  do?"  ejaculated  both  his  com- 
panions, with  absolute  disbelief  in  their 
tones. 

"  Yes." 

"Who?  " 

"  The  Hermit." 

"The  Hermit?  What  Hermit?"  The  first 
part  of  the  question  was  Frank's,  the  latter 
Harry's. 

"  Why,  the  Hermit,  of  course.  This," 
pointing  to  the  lake,  "  is  the  Hermit's  Pond, 
and  our  unknown  visitor  was  the  Hermit 
himself." 

"  I  half  believe  you're  right,"  exclaimed 
Frank. 

"  Of  course  I'm  right,"  was  the  emphatic 
rejoinder. 

And  chiefly  on  the  principle  that  any 
explanation  is  better  than  none,  it  was 
decided  to  accept  this  one. 

"  Where  do  you  suppose  the  fellow  lives  ?  " 
said  Harry. 

"  Most  likely  on  that  island,"  suggested 
Tom. 

"  Do  you  suppose  he's  there  now  ?  " 

"  Not  likely.  He  said  we  would  find  the 
canoe  down  at  the  mouth  of  the  stream,  and 
he  has  most  likely  taken  it  down." 

"  I  don't  know  about  that,  Tom,"  said 
Frank.  "  He  can  run  the  canoe  down  a  good 
deal  quicker  than  we  can  walk  there,  and  he's 
likely  watching  us  to  see  if  we  leave,  as  he 
told  us  to." 

A  long  consultation  followed,  and  all 
thought  of  retreat  being  abandoned,  the  con- 
clusion was  finally  reached  that  the  best 
thing  was  to  make  a  circuit  of  the  lake,  or  at 
least  go  far  enough  to  see  if  the  canoe  was 
concealed  on  the  shore,  and  if  it  was  not, 
then  to  devise  some  means  of  getting  to  the 
island.  There  was  some  little  talk  about  the 
risk  of  the  latter  proceeding,  but  Frank  said : 

"  I  don't  think  he  can  really  be  a  bad  man, 
or  he  would  not  have  paid  for  the  Win- 
chester, so  he  won't  likely  shoot  us  without 
warning." 

"  I  don't  know  as  I  want  to  be  shot  with 
warning,"  commented  Tom.  "But  we  must 
take  our  chance.  We  would  be  pretty  poor 
stuff  to  be  chased  away  by  any  one  man, 
until  we  find  out  if  he  is  really  dangerous." 

The  circuit  of  the  lake  did  not  take  very 


long,  for  it  was  not  much  more  than  a  mile 
round,  and  the  growth  was  not  very  dense. 
Not  a  trace  of  Ihe  canoe  was  to  be  seen,  but 
they  crossed  the  moosepath  referred  to  in  the 
birch  bark  note,  and  congratulated  them- 
selves upon  this  additional  evidence  of  the 
good  faith  of  the  Unknown.  From  every 
Ijoint  where  the  foliage  permitted  they 
closely  scanned  the  island,  but  its  shore  was 
apparently  unbroken,  and  there  was  no 
reason  to  suppose  that  anyone  lived  on  it. 

They  had  made  their  way  nearly  round 
to  the  outlet,  and  were  discussing  how  far 
down  the  stream  they  would  have  to  go  to 
find  a  fording  place,  when  Harry,  who  was 
nearest  the  water,  stopped  and  held  up  his- 
hand  in  warning. 

"  What  is  it  ?  "  asked  Frank,  in  a  whisper., 

"  There's  something  down  here  by  the 
bank." 

"  What  is  it?  "  ' 

"  It  looks  like  a  canoe,  but  the  bushes  are 
so  thick  I  can't  make  out  what  it  is  very 
well." 

"  Let  me  creep  down  and  see,"  volunteered 
Tom.  "  I  can  get  along  with  less  noise  than 
you." 

"  It  don't  make  any  difference  about  the 
noise,"  answered  Frank.  "If  there's  any 
one  there,  he  has  heard  us  long  ago." 

"He  may  be  asleep,"  replied  Tom,  and  as 
there  might  be  something  in  the  sugges- 
tion, his  companions  stood  still,  with  their 
revolvers  drawn,  while  he  went  along  alone. 
In  a  minute  he  called  to  them  to  join  him. 
On  doing  so  they  found  that  what  had 
excited  their  attention  was  a  log  canoe, 
made  with  considerable  care,  and  in  it  was  a 
jiaddle  and  a  pole. 

"  This  belongs  to  our  friend  of  the  birch 
bark,"  said  Tom.  "  He's  gone  down  to  the 
mouth,  and  left  the  canoe  here  to  use  when 
he  comes  back.  He  lives  on  the  island. 
But  he  isn't  acquainted  with  The  Trio  yet." 

"  I  believe  you're  right,"  assented  Frank. 
"Let's  get  aboard  and  go  over  to  the  island 
and  return  his  call." 

The  suggestion  had  the  elements  of  a  first 
class  adventure  in  it,  and  no  second  invitation 
was  needed. 

"  Take  the  paddle,  Tom.  You  sit  down  in. 
the  middle,  Harry.  I'll  take  the  bow  ;  "  and- 
as  they  took  their  respective  places,  Frank: 
carefully  examined  his  revolver.  "  Be  ready 
to  shoot,  Harry,  if  necessary.  Push  her  out, 
Tom."  And  in  a  moment  they  were  afloat 
on  the  surface  of  the  lake. 

"  It  would  be  a  good  joke  to  follow  the 
Hermit  down  stream  in  his  own  canoe," 
remarked  Tom.  "  It  would,"  replied  Frank  ; 
"  but  we  don't  know  for  certain  that  he  has 
gone  yet.  Anyway,  I  want  to  examine  that 
island." 

A  very  few  strokes  took  the  canoe  across 
the  narrow  strip  of  water,  and  they  began  to- 
circumnavigate  the  island,  carefully  noting 
every  foot  of  the  bank.  When  they  had 
gone  a  short  distance,  Harry  again  held  up 
his  hand. 

"Boys,"  he  whispered,  "I  think  I  hear 
something  moving  on  the  shore." 

Tom  ceased  paddling,  and  they  hstened 
intently,  but  the  sound  on  the  shore,  if  there 
had  been  one,  ceased  also,  and  the  silence 
was  profound.  Tom  dipped  his  paddle 
again,  but  when  a  little  distance  further  had 
been  covered,  Harry  spoke  again. 

"  There's  a  sort  of  opening  in  the  bushes 
right  by  the  big  poplar." 

Tom  swung  the  canoe  towards  the  point- 
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indicated,  and  as  he  did  so,  the  bushes  were 
parted,  and  upon  the  end  of  a  log  which  the 
branches  had  concealed,  a  tall  man  ap- 
peared. 

He  was  a  striking  figure.  An  iron-grey 
beard  swept  his  broad  chest,  and  his  shoul- 
ders were  covered  with  a  copious  mass  of 
hair  of  the  same  colour,  which  was  swept 
back  from  his  forehead  and  crowned  his  hat- 
less  head  in  a  graceful  curve.  His  clothing, 
as  far  as  could  be  seen,  consisted  of  a  grey 
shirt,  with  trousers  that  were  earth  colour 
now,  whatever  they  may  have  once  been. 
On  his  feet  were  a  pair  of  mocassins,  and  the 
lower  part  of  his  legs  was  encased  in  leg- 
gings of  skin.  He  stood  erect,  with  a  majestic 
mien,  like  some  forest  creature  driven  to 
bay.  On  one  arm  he  held  a  rifle,  which  lay 
pointing  upwards  towards  his  shoulder. 

At  this  unexpected  vision,  Tom's  lower 
jaw  dropped,  and  his  paddle  nearly  did  the 
same  thing,  but  the  canoe  was  under  too 
much  headway  to  stop  at  once,  and  slowly 
approached  the  log.  Frank  rose  to  his  feet 
in  an  instant,  but  not  before  the  apparition 
greeted  them. 

"  What  do  you  want  ?  "  he  demanded  in  a 
tone  that  betokened  great  anger. 

"  We  want  our  canoe  and  rifle,"  Frank 
replied. 

"Did  you  not  read  what  I  wrote  on  the 
bark  ?  " 
"  Yes." 

"Then  why  do  you  not  leave  the  place? 
Your  canoe  will  be  down  at  the  river  before 
you  get  there.  I  want  the  rifle,  and  intend 
to  keep  it ;  if  I  have  not  paid  you  enough,  I 
will  give  you  more.  But  leave  here — leave 
here  this  instant  I  say,"  and  his  voice  rose  in 
his  evident  indignation  at  his  privacy  being 
broken. 

Frank  did  not  flinch,  although  the  canoe 
had  drifted  until  it  was  within  its  own 
length  of  the  stranger. 

"  You  have  no  right  to  give  us  orders,"  he 
said.  "  We  have  as  much  right  here  as  you 
have." 

The  stranger's  face  grew  darker,  and  he 
began  to  shift  the  rifle  uneasily. 

"  Leave  this  instant,"  he  exclaimed. 

"Not  till  you  give  us  back  our  property." 

"  Leave,  I  say,  or  I  will  not  be  responsible 
for  the  consequences,"  was  the  furious 
reply,  and  the  stranger,  as  he  spoke,  brought 
the  rifle  to  his  hip. 

"  Click  "  went  Frank's  revolver.  "  Click, 
click  "  went  those  of  his  friends,  but  neither 
spoke. 

The  stranger  seemed  amazed. 

"  Will  you  not  leave  ?  "  he  cried. 

"  You  have  no  right  to  tell  us  to  go ;  but 
give  us -back  our  property  and  we  will  go 
away."  Frank's  voice  trembled  a  little,  but 
his  gaze  never  faltered. 

Slowly  the  stranger  raised  the  rifle  to  his 
shoulder ;  but  on  the  instant  Harry's 
revolver  rang  out.  The  stranger  did  not 
move,  except  to  lower  the  rifle. 

"  You  are  plucky  young  dogs,"  he  said. 
"  I  will  give  you  back  your  property  on  one 
condition — that  you  promise  not  to  tell  that 
you  have  seen  me." 

"  We  will  promise,  if  it  is  right  that  we 
should." 

The  stranger  hesitated.  He  seemed  to  be 
in  doubt  whether  to  take  them  at  their  word, 
or  to  put  an  end  to  all  discussion  by  three 
quick  shots  from  the  Winchester.  The  boys 
were  growing  vei-y  nervous.  Frank  had  spoken 
bravely  enough,  but  his  heart  was  in  a 
terrible  flutter.  Harry's  shot  and  its 
failure  to  hit  had  completely  unnerved  him, 
and  Tom  seemed  almost  paralysed,  not  with 
fear,  but  the  strangeness  of  the  occasion. 

At  length  the  stranger  spoke,  first  drop- 
ping the  butt  of  the  rifle  upon  the  log. 

"  Come  ashore,"  he  said.    "  I  never  ex- 


pected to  ask  any  one  to  set  foot  on  this 
island.  But  come  ashore.  Here  ;  this  way  ; 
to  my  left." 

With  a  stroke  of  the  paddle,  Tom  impelled 
the  canoe  to  the  point  indicated.  Frank 
parted  the  bushes  and  they  entered  into  a 
little  artificial  basin,  on  the  side  of  which 
lay  their  own  craft. 

"  This  is  an  adventure,  boys,"  said  Tom, 
in  an  undertone.  He  had  recovered  from 
his  surprise  and  was  fast  regaining  his  usual 
gay  spirits. 

The  lads  stepped  ashore,  and  as  they  did 
so  the  stranger  approached.  He  was  less 
formidable  to  look  at,  when  near  enough  to 
let  the  expression  of  his  eyes  be  clearly  seen, 
and  when  all  traces  of  anger  had  left  his 
countenance.  He  received  his  unexpected 
guests  with  much  dignity. 

"  There  is  your  canoe,"  he  said  ;  "  here  is 
your  rifle."  And  he  handed  it  to  Frank. 
"  Now  I  am  unarmed  and  at  your  mercy,  and 
that  young  fellow,"  pointing  to  Harry,  "is  a 
quick  shot.  You  will  see  the  mark  of  his 
bullet  on  the  rifle  stock." 

His  address  and  action  astonished  the 
boys  more  than  anything  else  had  done  ;  and 
as  they  were  silent,  the  stranger  continued  : 

"  I  give  you  up  these  things,  and  put 
myself  in  your  power  as  a  guarantee  of 
good  faith.  I  want  you  to  believe  what  I 
am  going  to  say,  and  respect  my  request  that 
you  will  tell  of  my  presence  here  to  no  one." 

Then  raising  his  right  hand,  he  added, 
in  deep  and  impressive  tones :  "  I  have 
wronged  no  man.  For  twelve  years  I  have 
been  an  exile :  but  I  have  harmed  no  man." 

The  boys  looked  at  him  with  wonder,  and 
as  the  strange  words  were  ended  Frank 
glanced  upwards,  a  look  of  excited  expec- 
tation overspreading  his  countenance. 

"  Will  you  let  me  see  your  right  hand  ?  " 
he  asked,  somewhat  unsteadily. 

"  My  right  hand,"  repeated  the  stranger, 
with  a  start.  "What  do  you  want  of  my 
right  hand  ?  " 

"Nothing,  perhaps;  but  perhaps  a  great 
deal.  Oh,  if  it  is  as  I  think,  this  will  be  a 
happy  day." 

The  stranger  was  greatly  moved.  At  first 
he  refused,  though  very  gently,  to  comply 
with  Frank's  request ;  then,  as  he  scanned 
the  lad's  countenance  more  closely,  held  out 
his  hand  with  a  slow  and  unwilling  motion. 
Frank  bent  over  it.  In  a  moment  he  raised 
his  face,  a  look  of  triumph  beaming  from  his 
eyes. 

"  I  knew  I  was  not  mistaken,"  he  exclaimed. 
"  I  knew  I  saw  the  JE  and  wreath  when  you 
raised  your  hand  above  your  head.  Uncle 
Jack,  Uncle  Jack,  don't  you  know  me  ?  " 

The  stranger  looked  at  the  tall  young 
fellow  with  deep  interest,  but  answered  : 

"Know  you?  I  think  not.  Where  did  I 
ever  see  you  before?  " 

"  Where  ?  Why  you  have  seen  me  a 
thousand  times.  I'm  your  nephew,  Frank 
Edmunds.  And  oh.  Uncle  Jack,  we  all  know 
that  you  wronged  no  one.  Mr.  Stoneham 
is  back  at  EatonviUe,  and  we've  been  looking 
for  you  everywhere." 

As  Tom  said  afterwards,  it  was  not  a 
speech  worthy  of  the  Trio's  leader  on  such 
a  momentous  occasion,  but  its  effect  made  up 
for  any  deficiency  in  its  style.  The  stranger 
seemed  almost  stunned  by  it.  Then  slowly, 
as  like  one  in  a  dream,  he  said : 

"Are  you  Frank,  the  little  fellow  that  used 
to  climb  on  my  knee  to  hear  stories  of  the 
woods  in  the  happy  old  days?  "  and  throwing 
open  Ms  arms,  he  embraced  the  lad  heartily. 

Tom  and  Harry  were  speechless  specta- 
tors of  the  scene,  though  the  former  did 
manage  to  whisper  :  "I  wonder  if  this  is  the 
end  of  it  ?  " 

After  a  few  moments,  the  Hermit,  now  no 
longer  a  stranger,  releasing  his  hold  of  Frank, 


asked  :  "  What  was  it  you  said  about  Stone- 
ham  ?  " 

"  That  he  is  back  in  Eatonville.    He  has 
been  back  for  some  years." 

"  Then  my  friends  know  that  I  am  not 
guilty.    Thank  God  for  that  1  " 

"  But  they  never  thought  you  were." 

"  They  had  only  my  word  for  it,  and  the 
circumstances  were  dark." 

At  this  stage  in  the  conversation  Tom  and. 
Harry  discreetly  withdrew,  leaving  uncle  and 
nephew  together  to  exchange  confidences 
which  they  might  not  wish  others  to  hear. 
After  the  lapse  of  half  an  hour  Frank  called 
them,  and  told  them  to  follow  his  uncle  to 
his  house.  Nothing  loth,  they  accepted  the 
invitation,  and  were  led  along  a  winding 
path  to  the  centre  of  the  island.  Here  they 
came  to  a  mass  of  rocks — trap  rocks.  Uncle 
Jack  said  they  were — rising  in  columns  to  a 
height  of  fifteen  or  twenty  feet.  In  an  angle 
formed  by  three  of  them,  the  Hermit  had 
erected  his  cabin.  It  was  small.  At  one 
end  was  a  stone  chimney,  with  an  open  fire- 
place ;  a  rude  bunk,  with  furs  for  bedding,, 
occupied  a  side ;  a  small  table,  also  very 
rough,  stood  in  the  centre ;  and  a  bench,  like 
the  "deacon  seat  "  in  a  lumber  camp,  made 
of  a  split  log  supported  on  short  legs,  with  a 
bear-skin  thrown  over  it,  was  against  one 
wall,  and,  with  a  stool,  made  up  the  furniture 
of  the  room,  with  the  exception  of  a  few 
simple  cooking  utensils.  A  number  of  ears 
of  corn  and  some  pieces  of  dried  moose  and- 
bear  meat  hung  from  the  roof. 

"Here  is  my  garden,"  said  the  Hermit,  as 
he  led  them  to  a  little  cleared  space  beyond  the 
rocks,  where  corn  and  potatoes  were  growing. 

"  You  see  I  have  plenty  to  eat,  between- 
what  I  grow  here  and  what  I  kill  in  hunting," 
he  said. 

"  Do  you  never  go  out  to  the  settle- 
ments ?  "  asked  Tom. 

"  I  have  not  been  five  miles  from  here  in 
as  many  years,"  was  the  answer;  "  and  the- 
few  times  I  have  visited  civilisation  since  this 
has  been  my  home,  I  went  many  miles  to  the 
south-east  before  leaving  the  woods.  I  have- 
not  been  on  the  Eatonville  side  of  the  State 
since  I  left  it  after  my  trial.  I  was  thinking 
of  going  out  again  this  fall,  but  your  coming 
seemed  to  make  it  unnecessary.  I  was  al- 
most out  of  matches  and  ammunition." 

"  But  you'll  come  out  with  us  now, 
uncle?  "  asked  Frank,  wistfully. 

"No.  I  will  never  go  out  again.  YoU- 
must  come  and  see  me  again.  Perhaps  your 
father  will  come  some  time,  though  he  never 
liked  the  woods.  I  could  not  live  among 
people  again." 

His  manner,  indeed,  corroborated  his 
words,  for  when  the  boys  urged  him  to 
change  his  mind,  he  began  to  show  impa- 
tience at  their  presence,  and  plainly  hinted 
that  he  would  prefer  to  be  alone  again.  As 
they  arose  unwillingly  to  leave,  he  held  out. 
his  hand  in  an  apologetic  way,  saying  : 

"  You  will  forgive  me  if  I  seem  rude,  but 
twelve  solitary  years  have  unfitted  me  for  any 
companionship  except  my  own  thoughts." 

With  great  regret  the  boys  wended  their 
way  to  their  canoe  and  launched  it  in  the 
water.  The  leave-taking  was  not  cere- 
monious. The  Hermit  had  no  messages  for 
his  former  friend.  He  accepted  the  Win- 
chester as  a  present  from  Frank,  but  refused 
to  take  back  the  gold  pieces,  saying  that  he 
had  more  than  he  could  ever  use. 

"  I  will  be  glad  to  see  you  again  next 
year,"  was  all  he  said  as  the  canoe  left  the 
shore ;  and  as  they  rounded  the  little  point 
that  hid  the  outlet  of  the  lake  and  their 
camping  ground  of  the  previous  night,  the 
boys  saw  the  strange  figure  standing  erect  upon 
the  log  on  which  he  had  stood  when  he  clial- 
lenged  their  right  to  invade  his  hermitage. 
(the  end.) 


DOINGS  FOR  THE  MONTH. 

OCTOBEE. 

!•— In  Poultry-Kun,  Pigeon-Loft,  Aviary, 
Rabbitry,  Kennel,  Garden,  etc. 

By  Gobdon  Stables,  cm.,  m.d.,  e.n. 

The  PotJLTBT-RuN'.— "Let  me  have  Doings  for  Oc- 
tober at  once,  or  sooner  if  possible ;  I  must  have  the 
present  volume  completed  immediatelv."  So  runs  a 
'letter  now  before  me  from  "  Oiu-  Friend  the  Editor." 
Isn't  it  provoking  ?  Of  course  you  don't  know.  But 
to  tell  yo;i  how  I  am  situated  \vill  be  to  make  sure  of 
your  sympathy.  Well,  then,  I  must  inform  you  that, 
with  my  sea-born  restless  disposition,  I  feel  that  when 
summer  comes  I  must  wander  away  and  be  at  rest.  In 
my  caravan,  then,  I  have  lately  been  touring  on  moor 
and  in  forest,  and  have  finally  gone  into  camp  here  at 
Bognor.  No,  not  at  Bognof  itself.  I  know  a  trick 
worth  two  of  that,  but  in  a  delightful  ti-ee-girt  meadow 
'twixt  that  town  and  the  pretty  old  village  of  Felpham. 

Behold  me,  then,  on  this  bright,  beautiful  day  in  July, 
seated  in  the  shady  side  of  the  Wanderer,  book  in  hand. 
■Close  by,  in  my  little  snow-white  tent,  George  is  cook- 
ing the  luncheon.  Quen,  my  bodv-guard  and  com- 
panion of  the  road  and  field,  is  rolling  on  the  grass.  To 
■my  nostrils  comes  the  perfume  of  clover,  wliite  and  red, 
to  my  ears  the  whisper  of  the  ■mnd  in  tree  and  hedge- 
row, and  through  the  silvery  seeding  grasses,  mingling 
■with  the  notes  of  music  from  the  pier,  music  mellowed 
by  distance  ;  to  my  eyes  the  glory  of  a  thousand  wild 
■flowers  —the  red  and  white  of  the  clover,  the  pink  of  the 
furze-like  rest-harrow,  the  orange  and  crimson  of  the 
bird-leaf  trefoil,  and  the  starry  white  of  wild  margue- 
rites. Not  far  off  is  the  sea.  Yonder  is  the  square 
■-tower  of  Felpham  Church,  peeping  prettily  over  a  roll- 
ing cloudland  of  trees,  and  abo'e  all  a  sky  of  Italian 
blue. 

And  to  me,  resting  here  so  peaceful,  so  dreamfully, 
and  reading  a  congenial  book,  comes  a  man  wearing 
a  dark  coat  ivlth  red  facings.  It  is  the  postman.  And 
in  that  bundle  of  letters  is  the  one  I  have  mentioned. 
I  read  it,  then  s.ay  "  Bother  ! "  only  I  say  it  more  so! 
And  this  is  July,  lovely  July,  and'l  have  to  cast  my 
thoughts  far  ahead  to  dark  and  gloomy  October.  Is  it 
any  wonder,  dear  reader,  that  I  sigh  ?  However,  here's 
for  duty. 

Yes,  October  will  be  dark  and  gloomy,  and  we  should 
■bear  this  in  mind  The  nights  are  already  getting  long 
and  even  cold,  although  winter  has  not  come  yet.  In 
fact  some  months  will  elapse  before  we  can  really  say 
it  is  iviuter.  But  the  strongest,  healthiest  pullets  lav 
the  soonest  and  lay  the  most,  and  if  we  want  to  have 

■plenty  of  winter  eggs  we  cannot  be  too  careful  of  our 
birds  when  stiU  growing.  I  have  considerable  faith  in 
a  mixture  of  bone  meal -Spratt's  Patent  I  think  are 

■■the  sole  makers— with  the  soft  food.  Fowls  that  are 
fully  developed  do  not  need  it,  but  chickens  and  pullets 
do. 

I  hope  you,  reader,  are  one  of  those  who  believe  in  the 
■cleanliness,  dryness,  and  general  comfort  of  the  fowl- 
house  and  run.  I  pray  you  then  to  have  a  look  at 
■thmgs  now.  Begin  with  the  roof.  Are  you  certain 
cock-sure,  it  is  water-tight  ?  If  not,  make  it  so  ;  the  ad- 
dition of  a  handfiU  of  thatch  and  clay  or  a  morsel  of 
tarred  felt  will  not  take  long,  and  it  will  be  just  the 
stitch  in  time  to  save  nine. 

Is  the  ventilation  all  that  can  be  desired— no  cutting 
draughts,  yet  plenty  of  fresh  air  ?  Foul  air  is  very  de- 
bilitating to  either  bird  or  beast.. 

Wliat  about  the  perches  ?  Are  they  just  thick  enough 
for  the  foot  to  get  a  good  grasp  and  no  more  ?  I  hope 
they  are  not  greasy  or  damp.  Scrape  them  if  they  are. 
They  ought  to  be  rather  rough  than  otherwise.  "Auv- 
how,  badly  arranged  perches  prevent  the  fowls  from 
sleeping  well,  and  if  they  do  not  get  good  rest  they  wiU 
not  thrive,  any  more  than  you  would  yourself  under  like 
circumstances.  A  badly  rested,  badly  housed  fowl, 
whether  you  think  so  or  not,  is  far  more  easily  cut  down 
•with  diarrhoea  and  other  troubles,  such  as  liver  com- 
plaint, and  even  bumble-foot. 

About  the  nests,  are  they  kept  tidy  and  clean  ?  Good 
■withered  bracken,  you  know,  will  often  do  instead  of 

-straw.    But  hay  is  apt  to  breed  or  harbour  vermin. 

A  tonic  in  the  drinking- wat^r  will  do  good  now,"  and 
you  can  hardly  better  the  old-fashioned  plan  of  putting 

■a  bit  of  rusty  iron  or  a  ew  old  nails  in  the  pan  Be 
very  caref^il  with  young  lirds  that  do  not  go  to  roost. 
House  them  on  dry  straw  or  bracken.   If  you  place 

'them  on  a  damp  floor  they  will  go  wrong  entirely. 
Feed  well  and  regularly  and  watch  for  cases  of  illness 

-separating  the  sick  from  the  healthy  at  once.  ' 

Weed  out  those  you  have  no  intention  of  keeping 
Pen  them  and  fatten  for  the  market. 

The  Pigeox-Loft.- Now  is  a  good  time  to  begin 
■planning  out  a  garden  pigeonry.  I  think  nothing 
Uooks  ni^.e  pretty  than  a  place  of  this  kind,  if  you  have 
plenty  of  space  at  command,  and  a  good  old-fashioned 
garden,  with  plenty  of  tree-shade  or  tall  hedges  to  pro- 
tect from  northerly  and  easterly  ■winds.  Some  of  our 
older  boys  who  are  fond  of  keeping  fancy  pigeoiis  might 
do  worse  than  devote  some  davs  or  "eveii  weeks  to 
building  a  nice  garden  pigeonry."  There  might  be  two 
pigeon-houses,  with  a  large  wired-in  and  roofed-over 
aviary  or  flight  between.  This  aviarv  ought  really  to 
be  big  enough  to  serve  as  a  little  readiiig-room  or  srnok- 
ing-room— N.B.  Boys  should  not  smoke— into  which 
you  can  ask  a  friend  and  seat  him  to  enjoy  a  quiet  chat. 
Well,  by  this  time  I  trust  you  have  not  only  done  all 
your  weeding  out  and  thus  reduced  the  inmates  of  your 


loft  to  just  the  number  that  should  be  in  it  for  health 
a)id  comfort's  sake,  but  that  you  have  also  quite 
fiuislieil  all  your  repairs. 

No  boy  can  do  well  with  pigeons  who  does  not  carry 
everything  out  systematically.  For  one  error,  sucli 
for  instance  as  tliat  terrible  one  of  over-crowding  is 
quite  enough  to  break  up  a  whole  loft,  for  it  seldom 
fails  to  breed  disease.    So  beware  of  it. 

The  Aviart.— There  is  certainly  not  a  vast  deal  to 
be  done  in  the  aviary  this  month.  Take  care,  however 
to  feed  yoiu-  birds  carefully  and  regularly.  See  that 
there  is  always  plenty  of  good  clean  sand  aiid  gravel  in 
the  bottom  of  the  cage,  that  the  drinking-water  is 
changed  every  morning,  the  fountain  or  pannikin  being 
rinsed  well  out,  and  that  a  little  green  food  is  given 
every  day. 

Don't  forget  that  a  sunshine  bath  is  invaluable  to 
health  in  this  month.  But  of  course  the  whole  of  the 
cage  is  not  to  be  exposed  to  the  sun's  rays.  Moreover, 
I  ought  to  remind  you  that  the  drinking-water  should 
be  protected  from  the  sun.  I  think  I  have  said  before 
that  the  birds'  water  should  be  soft,  not  hard,  and  if  it 
be  filtered  your  pet  will  have  a  gi-eater  chance  of  long 
life. 

If  any  bird  be  weakly  now,  or  has  come  badly  through 
the  moult,  it  may  be  as  well  to  put  a  few  drops,  say  ten 
to  fifteen,  of  tinctm^eof  perchloride  of  iron  in  the  water 
every  morning. 

Cases  of  cold  or  incipient  husk  may  be  treated  by 
adding  to  the  fresh  drinking-water  every  morning  fif- 
teen to  twenty  diops  of  paregoric,  a  small  teaspoonful 
of  glycerine,  and  a  few  drops  of  gum-arabic  solution 
Pray  do  not  give  it  out  of  a  bottle  of  boug/it  solution 
such  as  you  use  for  pasting  wrappers.  Get  the  gum- 
arabic  and  make  yom-  own  solution. 

_  The  Rabbitry.— It  will  be  almost  time  now  to  take  ' 
m  outdoor,  only  on  no  account  should  they  be  placed  in  j 
a  damp  or  dark  shed.    Moreover,  every  sunny  day  the 
bunnies  ought  to  be  allowed  a  little'exercise.    They  ' 
don't  thi-ive  well  without  this,  the  coats  go  to  ruin  and 
skin  and  e.ars  get  scm^fv.    A  sick  rabbit  makes  but  a 
poor  patient,  especially  if  the  ailment  is  one  that  re- 
quires regular  periodical  attention.   Boys  usually  find 
it  difficult  enough  even  to  attend  their  rabbits  when 
well. 

Attend  in  every  way  to  the  comfort  of  your  stock 
being  most  careful  to  gu.ard  against  damp.  ' 

The  Kennel.— I  have  touched  on  the  subject  of  soaps 
for  washing  dogs  over  ;inii  nv.  r  again,  and  indeed  I 
know  that  so  much  injc-y  is  ufteu  caused  to  the  skin 
by  the  use  of  alkahne  suaps  tliat  I  frequently  discoun- 
tenance the  washing  of  dogs  entirely,  and  advise  the 
constant  use  of  the  comb  and  brush  instead.  Why,  some 
people  use  no  more  discretion  in  washing  a  dog  than 
they  would  use  in  washing  a  door-mat,  and  yet  a  dog's 
skin  is  the  most  sensitive  portion  of  his  anatomy.  I 
never  begrudge  my  own  dogs  good  soap.  I  use  the  -very 
best  and  dearest,  such  as  Pears',  VinoUa,  Beauty  soap, 
etc.,  and  so  I  have  no  trouble  with  their  skins. 

The  Kitchen  Garden.— In  October  there  will  be  less 
to  do  in  the  killing  of  weeds,  as  growth  is  to  a  consider- 
able degree  checked.  Remember,  however,  that  all 
weeds  thrive  apace,  and  should  never  be  allowed  to 
seed.  Keep  everything  tidy,  and  trim  border- walks  and 
all.  Get  unsightly  cabbage  and  other  stumps  out  of 
the  ground,  and  buried  to  rot.  Begin  digging  roughly. 
Take  up  roots  except  parsnips.   Earth  up  celery. 

The  Flo'web  .and  Window  G.ardens.— There  may 
stiU  be  much  beauty  in  the  window  gardens,  from  late 
growing  flowers,  from  ferns,  and  from  evergreens. 
Make  new  boxes  for  next  year  in  spare  moments.  Lay 
out  garden  beds  and  borders.  Plant  spring  flowers  and 
plant  bulbs. 


II. — Entomology. 
By  Rev.  Theodore  Wood,  f.e.s. 

The  earlier  part  of  October  is  the  gi-eat  time  for 
working  ivy-blossom.  Several  of  the  Vanessas  visit  it 
by  day,  in  company  ■with  hosts  of  bees,  wasps,  flies,  and 
even  beetles ;  ■  nd  some  of  the  revellers  are  usually  so 
overcome  by  i'.s  potent  juices  that  they  literally  '•  don't 
go  home  till  n:.-'rning."  But  it  is  at  diisk  that  the  real 
rush  for  place  begins.  I  have  seen  a  long  stretch  of 
ivy-covered  fence  so  thronged  with  moths  that  every 
individnal  blossom  seemed  to  have  its  tenant,  while  in 
some  cases  two  or  even  three  tliirsty  creatures  were 
jostling  one  another  aside  in  their  eagerness  to  obtain 
the  coveted  repast.  My  boxes  ■were  full  in  no  time,  and 
never  before  or  since  have  I  seen  such  a  multitude  of 
moths  assembled  together.  But  ivy  is  always  profit- 
able, provided  th.at  the  night  be  dark,  and  "the  ■wind 
anywhere  but  in  the  east. 

You  must  never  shake  the  blossoms,  unless  they  are 
quite  out  of  reach  ;  in  that  case,  do  it  very  gently,  and 
spread  a  good  big  sheet  beneath.  You  ivill  have  to  be 
very  quick  in  making  your  selection,  for  though  the 
fallen  moths  ■niU  feign  death  for  a  few  moments,  they 
will  soon  be  running  off  in  all  directions.  But  it  is  far 
better,  if  it  can  be  managed,  to  examine  the  blossoms 
by  the  aid  of  the  lantern,  and  to  pill- box  the  m"ths  as 
they  sit.  Very  few  wiU  drop  when  the  light  is  turneii 
upon  them,  and  fewer  still  will  take  to  flight :  and  you 
will  he  able  to  select  at  your  leisure  the  specimens  j^ou 
may  want. 

Look  out  especially  for  the  two  great  rarities,  the 
Dotted  Chestnut  (Dusvcampa  rnbiginea)  and  the  Red- 
heade<l  Chestnut  (Cet-astis  erytlirocephala).  The  few 
specimens  of  these  th.at  have  been  taken  have  nearly 
all  been  captured  at  ivy.    The  Orange  Upperwing 


(Hoporina  rrocea(in')  turns  up  occasionaUy,  and  is 
wnrtb  h;,vni..-.    Ir  ln„k^  rather  like  a  ivit'hered  leaf 
-"'>■         m't-ht  easHy  be  passed  over. 

I'l"  ('-'"''■'-""'/'«  relusta   and  e.roleta) 

will  probably  appear  ;  an-l  \  will  liave  su.^li  1,,,-ts  of 
Chestnuts,  Angle-shades,  guakers,  and  .'^atellites.^hat 
they  will  prove  rather  a  inii.-ance  than  otherwise 

It  there  is  no  ivy  in  the  neighbourhood,  go  on  with 
the  treacle-pot  until  the  evenings  become  chilly  But 
get  it"*  ^''^^"^"^  ^'^^  natural  attraction  if  they  can 

Pretty  -well  all  the  caterpillars  will  have  gone  to 
ground  and  the  tew  that  are  still  to  be  found  ^^  ill  be  those 
which  hibernate,  and  recommence  feeding  in  tlie  'iirin'' 
Better  not  trouble  about  these.  HiI.eniatinL'  cate?l 
pillars  are  very  hard  to  bring  tlnouL-l,  th.-  -.viiitcr  and 
almost  aU  will  die.  But  you  can  l„.,in  pu;,a-digging  by 
the  middle  of  ihe  month,  au.l  will  ii„d  it  much  plea- 
santerwork  than  it  is  six  or  eight  weeks  later  on,  when 
tlie  wind  chills  the  fingers,  and  almost  prevents  them 
from  performing  their  duties.  Be  careful,  however,  in 
meddling  with  cocoons  ;  for  many  of  the  larva;  which 
■  spin  up  "  wait  for  three  or  four  weeks  before  changing 
to  the  pupal  state.  ^ 
Beetles  are  still  tolerably  plentiful ;  indeed,  I  have 
found  the  first  half  of  October  as  good  a  time  for  col- 
lecting as  almost  any  in  the  year.  Weevils,  ladybii-ds 
and  many  others  are  very  fond  of  sunning  themselves 
on  the  tops  of  fences  and  palings.  But  you  must  be 
very  careful  m  taking  them,  for  they  drop  to  the  ground 
tlie  very  instant  that  they  notice  an  approaching  hand 
For  one  or  two  of  the  larger  ladybirds  you  must  beat 
pine-branches  into  an  umbrella.  Towa'rds  the  middle 
of  the  month,  almost  aU  the  beetles  go  into  winter 
quarters;  and  then  you  must  search  for  them  at  the 
roots  of  trees,  under  the  bark  of  stumps,  in  moss,  and 
among  the  loose  rubbish  underneath  the  edges  of'  hav 
and  corn  stacks. 
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Senior  Division  (jiges  19  to  24). 

Prize— £1.  10s. 

George  Scruby  (aged  23),  13,  Chetwynd  Road,  High- 
gate  Road,  N.1V. 


J.  T.  Cole 
Brighton. 


Prizes — One  Guinea  each. 
(aged   24),  54,  Dpper  North  Street, 


Alfred  Hunter  (aged  22),  5,  Lower  College  Green. 
Bristol. 

Beatrice  M.  Kidd  (aged  22),  17,  Tavistock  Road, 
Westbonrne  Park,  w. 

H.  E.  Stonyer  (aged  22),  Withington  Corner,  near 
Hereford. 

E.  E.  Swift  (aged  22),  100,  Highbury  New  Park,  N. 

certificates. 

F.  M.  Jenkin,  Trewirgie,  Redruth,  Cornwall 
Ethel  M.  B.annister,  North  Sutton,  Seaford,  Sussex. 
Charles  Oolley,  139,  Broadway,  Roa*h,  Cardiff. 
Richard  A.  Mill,  30,  Richmond  Street,  Plymouth. 
Ernest  F.  Vowles,  69,  York  Road,  Montpelier, 

Bristol. 

V.  A.  Hanmer,  3,  Rhoda  Place,  Varna  Road,  E  Igbas- 
ton,  Birmingham. 

H.  Heseldin,  3,  Kilton  Street,  Battersea,  s.w. 

Jessy  Laxglet,  12,  Mulgrave  Street,  Princes  Park, 
Liverpool. 

Arthcr  V.  Ajjnesley,  80,  St.  Saviour's  Road,  St. 

Hellers,  Jersey. 

May  C.  HoLLiST,  Lodsworth  House,  Petworth,  Sussex. 

J.ANE  A.  Heath,  2,  Queen's  Road,  Lower  Edmonton. 

K.  D.  Snow,  The  Grove,  Exton,  Bishops  Waltham, 
Hants. 

H.  H.  Martin.  Springbank,  Los  Gatos  P.O.,  Santa  Clara 
County,  California. 

E.  M.  R.\NS0ME,  The  Thorns,  Hest  Bank,  Lancaster. 

Victor  Adajis,  Blagrave  Street.  Reading,  Berks. 

C.  A.  Allen,  50^  Lome  Street,  Kidderminster. 

E.  J.  P.  Le  Dain,  "  Woodbine,"  Beaumont,  Jersey. 

W.  G.  Miller,  15,  Montford  Place,  Kennington  Green, 


M.  R. 

pool. 

Thomas  P.afe.  Hamstead  HUl  School 
near  Birmingham 


Lancaster,  Elmswood,  Seaforth,  near  Liver- 
Handsworth, 


A.  Ball. — There  is  a  book  on  Eleotrotyping,  price  5s., 
in  Wymau's  Technical  Series,  now  published  by 

E.  Menken,  Bury  Street,  Orford  Street.   It  is  by 

F.  J.  Wilson. 

Scot  and  Flo.— Sailing-vessels  are  allowed  to  go 
through  the  Suez  Canal,  of  course,  but  their  doing  so 
all  depends  on  the  port  to  which  they  are  bound.  To 
India  ami  China  it  is  a  much  shorter  route,  but  to 
tlie  southern  Australian  ports  the  few  hundred  miles 
gained  in  distance  are  more  than  compensated  for  by 
the  tolls  and  delays  of  the  CanaL  On  the  home  road 
from  New  Zealand  the  Canal  route  is  actuaUy  the 
longer  by  nearly  nine  hundred  miles. 

W.  Inch. — First  of  all,  get  full  particulars  of  the 
examination  from  headquarters.  Then  go  to  your 
Free  Library  and  look  at  Cassell's  "  Popular  Edu- 
cator," or  "Ward  &  Lock's  "  Universal  Instruc- 
tor." Cassell's  book  is  now  being  republished  in 
monthly  parts.  If  there  are  any  articles  on  the 
subjects  you  require  in  these  books,  read  them, 
and  let  them  be  your  chief  guides,  supplementing 
them  by  the  other  books  you  hear  of  and  which 
are  probably  not  so  well  adapted  for  home  instruc- 
tion. 

W.  E.  Whitworth. — Watermarks  ai-e  the  marks  of  the 
wires  on  which  the  pulp  rests  as  it  dries  into  paper. 
If  you  wish  to  see  a  watermark  hold  the  paper  up  to 
the  light.  All  the  other  questions  were  answered 
recently. 

PiscicuLTDRlST. — We  have  heard  of  hens  sitting  on 
carp  eggs  before,  but  it  seemed  "  fishy,"  and  we 
would  rather  reserve  our  opinion.  Perhaps  others 
miglit  like  to  know  of  it.  "  The  fislierman  gathers 
the  spawn— that  is,  the  eggs  of  the  fish- and  care- 
fully places  them  in  an  emptied  egg-shell,  seals  up 
the  end,  and  then  with  other  eggs  places  it  under  a 
sitting  hen  for  a  few  days.  Then  the  egg  is  re- 
opened, the  spawn  placed  in  shallow  vessels  full  of 
water,  and  exposed  to  the  sun  and  air,  whereupon 
they  are  soon  hatched.  The  young  ones  are  then 
turned  into  the  pond  to  enjoy  themselves  and  grow 
big.  I  have  often  seen  these  village  ponds  so  full  of 
5sh  that  when  they  came  to  supper  they  hadn't 
room  to  turn  tliemselves."  WonderfiU  people  these 
iCliinese  I  You  might  learn  where  to  get  carp  spawn 
bv  sending  an  inquiry  to  "  Land  and  Water "  or 
The  Field." 

■.iT.  HELEN'S. — The  best  cheap  book  on  English  coins  is 
Thorburn's.  It  costs  7s.  (jd.,  and  is  published  by 
L.  U.  Gill,  170,  Strand.  It  is  iUustrated,  and  gives 
the  values  of  all  English,  Scotch,  Irish,  and  Colonial 
coins. 

Photography  (G.  A.  S.).— In  the  competition  you 
must  send  in  six  photographs  in  each  class  for  which 
you  enter. 

PuER. — The  part  you  mention  is  still  in  print.  The 
piirts  of  the  current  volume  are  always  kept  in  print ; 
you  can  get  them  through  a  newsagent  or  direct  from 
the  office. 

Philatelist. — The  letter  R  after  a  stamp  in  a  cata- 
logue means  Reprint — that  is  to  say,  it  is  one  of 
many  specimens  printed  merely  for  collections  after 
the  stamp  itself  has  gone  out  of  use.  Reprints  are 
printeil  from  the  same  plates  or  stones  as  the 
originals,  but  are  always  without  a  postmark,  as  a 
letter  bearing  them  could  not  be  sent  through  the 
ix)st.  Tliere  are  a  large  number  of  reprints,  such  as 
Bergedorf,  Papal  States,  etc  ,  in  most  current  collec- 
tions. 

F.  B.— Much  obliged  for  copy  of  the  "Antigua 
Grammar  School  Review,"  which  is  the  first  school 
paper  we  have  received  from  the  West  Indies,  though 
we  have  had  several  from  otlier  parts  of  the  world. 
We  have  made  a  note  of  the  boy  who,  when  his 
master  asked  him  how  many  runs  he  had  made  at 
cricket,  replie<l  "  Duo  currit,  magister  ! " 

W.  Wheatfield.— 1.  The  first  half  of  the  tenth  volume 
is  still  in  print  in  part  form.  2.  The  "  red  dots  "  are 
sprinkleil  on  with  a  toothbrush  and  comb.  Take  a 
little  colour  in  the  brush  and  brush  the  teeth  of  the 
comb  with  it. 

Ostrich. — Take  in  our  "Outdoor  Sports,"  and  study 
the  training  articles  in  it. 

G.  Traillt. — Give  the  leather  a  rub  over  with  raw 
linseed  oil.  Castor  oil  is,  we  beUeve,  better,  but  it 
costs  more,  and  we  have  never  tried  it.  The  other, 
well  rubbed  in  with  a  rag,  seems  to  do  very  weU. 

F.  A. — "  Indoor  Games  "  originally  appeared  in  book 
form,  but  the  new  and  enlarged  edition  is  in  monthly 
parts  also. 

Snx. — All  the  indexes  for  the  years  in  which  they  were 
published  separately  are  now  out  of  print. 

Link  Morrox.— The  rules  and  regulations  for  the 
Whitworth  Scholarships  are  published  every  year  in 
the  Science  Directory,  price  6<7.,  obtainable  of  the 
Secretary,  Science  and  Art  Department,  ^uth  Ken- 
sington, .s.w.,or  at  the  bookstall  in  South  Kensington 
Museum — that  is,  the  Art  Museum. 

Fritz  P.  rEgypt).— Float  the  drawing  with  milk,  or 
wash  it  over  with  collodion.  We  know  of  no  other 
way  likely  to  suit  the  circumstances. 


C.  W.  C— Christmas  Eve  is  the  day  before  Christmas 
Day,  not  the  "  evening "  only  ;  and  it  begins  just 
after  midnight,  between  the  23rd  and  24th  of 
December. 

Cltiiosds  (M.  a.).— 1.  The  largest  ironclads  in  the 
British  Navy  are  the  Royal  Sovereign  and  her  sister 
ships  being  launched  this  year.  2.  The  largest 
steamship  afloat  is  a  matter  of  measurement.  Do 
you  mean  length  or  tonnage,  gross  or  net,  or  what  ? 
You  will  not  be  far  out  in  quoting  the  City  of  Paris 
and  City  of  New  York. 

Juggler. — Our  articles  on  Juggling  with  balls  appear 
now  in  "  Indoor  Games."  There  is  no  one  book  on 
the  subject.  The  volumes  you  reqmre  are  all  out  of 
print. 

F.  E.  Wlntle. — The  thermometer  has  had  a  knock  and 
the  mercurial  column  is  broken.  If  you  put  the 
instrument  in  hot  water  the  column  will  probably 
rise  far  enough  to  join  easily  with  another  knock. 
Sometimes  it  will  come  right  with  a  mere  shake. 

Willie. — Get  the  book  again  from  the  library  and 
look  at  the  title-page  for  the  publisher's  name. 

J.  C.  SciORTius  (Malta).— Write  to  Messrs.  Cooke 
&  Son,  Museum  Street,  Oxford  Street,  for  their 
catalogue,  and  tell  them  what  you  want  it  for ;  send 
the  remittance  when  you  order  the  cabinet.  All  the 
natural  history  dealers  sell  cabinets  for  collectors, 
and  also  nets. 

Ideal. — You  are  almost  sure  to  get  the  hooks  at 
Farlow's  in  the  Strand,  Temple  Bar  end  ;  if  not,  they 
will  surely  be  able  to  tell  you  there  where  you  can 
buy  them.  Harrington  Keene's  book  on  Fishing 
is  published  at  the  "  Exchange  and  Mart "  office, 
170,  Strand. 

Poor  Henry. — Dear  boy  I  A  "  coin,"  thin  silver,  with 
"  Veuve  Clicquot,  Reims,"  on  it,  is  it  not  rare  ? 
Very  I  if  it  were  a  "  coin  "  I  but  is  it  not  rather  a  bit 
out  of  the  top  of  the  capsule  of  a  bottle  of  cham- 
pagne ?  We  seem  to  have  heard  the  name  mentioned 
somewhere  before  ! 

H.  Butler  and  Addle. — The  easiest  way  to  find  miss- 
ing friends  is  to  write  to  the  Editor  of  "  Lloyd's 
Weekly  News."  He  publishes  a  column  every  week 
of  persons  asked  for  and  asking.  The  paper  circu- 
lates very  largely  in  the  colonies. 

Sailor. — An  under-steward  is  not  a  sailor.  You  should 
apply  in  writing  to  the  secretary  of  the  line  you  wish 
to  enter  and  he  will  give  you  directions  what  to  do  ; 
but  if  you  know  a  captain,  first  officer,  or  chief 
steward,  go  direct  to  him.  Another  plan,  as  you 
are  close  by,  is  to  go  to  the  Mercantile  Marine 
Office. 

Gr.  C.  Hewett.— You  should  put  the  stick  into  very 
hot  sand  or  steam  until  it  bends  easily.  Tlieu  bend 
it  to  shape  and  lash  it  into  position,  and  when  cold 
you  will  find  it  set ;  but  it  will  always  have  a 
tendency  to  resume  its  original  shape,  particularly 
if  you  get  it  wet  or  leave  it  in  the  damp. 

DORKIN'G. — When  you  are  walking  with  a  lady  you 
should  acknowledge  aU  salutes  addressed  to  her,  and 
when  you  meet  a  friend  with  a  lady  you  should 
raise  your  hat  although  you  may  not  have  been 
introduced. 

Magic. — Paraffin  oil  gives  the  best  light ;  the  objec- 
tion to  it  is  that  it  gives  out  so  much  heat.  If 
you  do  not  mind  the  heat  you  could  not  do  better 
than  use  it. 

W.  Milne.— A  stamp  "  with  H.  I.  Postage  at  the  top 
and  Elua  Keneta  at  the  foot,"  comes  from  the  Sand- 
wich Islands,  and  is  probably  a  2-cent  one,  worth 
about  threepence.   Sverige  is  Sweden. 

Musical. — If  you  mean  the  theory  of  music  you 
cannot  do  much  better  to  begin  with  than  try 
"Cassell's  Popular  Educator,"  which  is  now  pub- 
lishing in  parts  and  can  be  got  almost  everywhere. 

Middy.— You  are  too  old  for  the  navy.  If  you  wish  to 
become  one  of  the  crew  you  can  get  particulars  at 
the  head  post-office  in  your  town.  Ask  for  the 
pamphlet  on  recruiting  for  the  navy ;  it  costs 
nothing,  and  the  entrance  to  the  training  ship  will 
cost  you  nothing. 

Harreer. — You  will  find  articles  on  training  in 
Part  1  of  our  "  Outdoor  Sports,"  now  publishing, 
price  6tf. 

A  Delighted  Reader. — For  ordinary  purposes  you 
should  try  a  Daniell  or  a  bichromate,  but  it  all 
depends  on  the  work  the  battery  is  to  do. 

S.  Dellar. — Particulars  as  to  the  Cape  Mounted  Rifles 
can  be  obtained  at  the  London  office  of  the  Cape  Go- 
vernment in  Victoria  Street,  s.w. 

A  RowLNG  Punt.— Messrs.  Carter,  Paterson  &  Co.,  or 
any  other  carriers,  will  take  the  punt  from  any 
address  to  any  address.  Any  boatbuilder  on  the 
Thames  will  keep  it  for  you  and  take  care  of  it  in  his 
boathouse.  You  only  require  a  licence  if  you  ply  for 
hire. 

P.  F.  Masters. — Get  apprenticed  as  an  ordinary 
engineer  and  attend  Science  classesdn  the  evenings. 
When  you  are  out  of  your  time  you  will  be  fully 
qualified  for  employment  in  the  special 'branch. 

Egg  and  Biscuit  Crumb  (B.  I.  R.  D.).— One  hard- 
boiled  egg  to  two  milk  biscuits ;  rub  separate,  then 
mix  in  a  mortar.  A  teaspoonful  a  day  for  each 
bird. 


Henry. — Yes  :  paraffin  is  petroleum,  but  all  petroleum 
is  not  paraiBn. 

W.  T. — Th?re  are  instructions  on  making  a  "graph"  in 
"  Indoor  Games."  Buy  the  book,  or  take  in  the  re- 
issue in  monthly  parts. 

A.  Brokowskl— 1.  It  used  to  be  the  custom  for 
recruits  and  soldiers  on  recruiting  service  to  wear  a 
bunch  of  red,  white,  and  blue  ribbons.  2.  The 
"  territorial  system"  of  the  British  Army  was  intro- 
duced in  1881.  The  War  Minister  at  the  time  was 
Mr.  Cardwell. 

Java  Sparrows  (E.  M.  P.).— Seeds. 

Pimples  (Complexion). — Although  we  have  answered 
queries  so  often  about  these,  we  give  another  hint  or 
two  here.  They  are  not  necessarily  dangerous,  though 
a  sign  that  the  health  is  not  up  to  par.  As  a  rule  the 
blood  is  too  thin.  As  a  rule,  too,  not  enough  exercise 
is  taken,  and  the  laws  of  health  are  disregarded.  Now 
pimples  are  very  disfiguring,  but  if  growing  boys  will 
live  well  but  moderately,  and  obey  the  laws  of  health, 
moral  and  physical,  the  disfigurement  will  go.  A 
little  oxide  of  zinc  ointment  carefully  rubbed  in  at 
night  will  assist,  but  it  should  be  remembered  that 
no  outward  appUcation  alone  can  cure  that  which  has 
an  internal  cause. 

Growing  a  Moustache  (J.  Williams). — Nostrums  are 
frauds.  The  only  plan  is  to  shave  every  day.  The 
friction  on  the  skin  alone  brings  enough  blood  to  the 
lip  to  nourish  the  hair. 

Red  Nose  (B.  H.  H.  S.  and  others).— Yes ;  from  in- 
digestion, or  it  may  be  constitutional,  in  which 
case  it  is  all  but  incurable. 

Not  in  Form  (R.  Thomas). — The  short-sightedness 
can  only  be  counteracted  by  wearing  glasses.  You 
must  take  better  care  of  yourself.  Your  liver 
must  be  out  of  order  if  you  are  as  yellow  as  a  guinea. 
An  occasional  Brandreth's  pill  or  two  and  plenty  of 
exercise  wiU  put  that  right.  But  take  the  morning 
tub  also. 

Dreaming  (Cupiditas  and  others). — We  have  said  over 
and  over  again  that  the  dreams  of  the  night  are 
governed  by  the  thoughts  and  sights  of  the  day.  Now 
do  you  understand  ? 

Feeding  Eook,  etc.  (Ego).— 1.  Rooks  will  eat  any- 
thing short  of  broken  bottles  or  a  bower  anchor. 
Give  the  scraps  of  the  table.  2.  Too  long  to  answer. 
3.  German  undoubtedly.   4.  We  don't  require  any. 

Corns  (A.  Manning). — Steep  the  feet  for  a  quarter  of 
an  hour  in  hot  water,  then  pick  the  corns  out.  Have 
your  boots  made  to  measure,  and  wear  wooUen 
socks. 

The  Violin  (Violin). — 1.  It  would  not  be  advisable  to 
try  learning  the  violin  and  'cello  at  the  same  time. 
Y"ou  are  not  too  old.  2.  Older  ;  a  puppy  ought  to  be 
kept  with  the  dam  tiU  six  weeks  old.  3.  Commis- 
sions in  the  army  are  competitive.  Title  and  rank 
of  no  account. 

Getting  a  Good  Complexion  (Ladybird).— There  is 
no  Royal  road.  You  must  abide  by  the  laws  of 
health. 

Linnet  and  Cat  (No  Name).— I.  No ;  a  large  cage. 
2.  Mange.    3.  Any  bookseller. 

Dog  and  Cat  (E.  Brett).— Yes,  if  brought  up  together. 
The  phrase  "  cat  and  dog  life  "  has  no  longer  any 
truthful  meaning.  We  ourselves  had  a  cat  that  left 
her  kittens  in  the  care  of  our  Newfoundland  every 
time  she  went  out,  and  he  never  dared  move  tiU  she 
returned. 

Rats  III  (Blaudford). — The  tumours  are  caused  by  filth, 
and  gross  feeding.    Remove  the  cause. 

Bl.ickheads  (Highlander). — Squeeze  them  out  and 
apply  zinc  ointment  every  night. 

A  Glutton  Canary  (H.  N.  W.)— The  mistake  is  in 
giving  hemp. 

Taming  Squirrels  (Cecil  Falche). — Show  them  little 
kindnesses  and  feed  them  yourself.  They  ought  to 
be  had  young. 

Food  for  Thinness  (G.  Hardy).— Plenty  of  flour 
food,  puddings,  potatoes,  sugar,  etc.  But  you  may 
be  one  of  the  lean  kine  ;  if  so,  you  will  never  make 
up. 

Treatment  for  Newfoundland  Puppy  (Landseer). 
— In  a  word,  it  only  wants  feeding  on  Spratt  cake, 
soaked  with  milk  and  gravy,  four  times  a  day,  a 
warm  bed,  unlimited  exercise,  large  bones  to  gnaw, 
fun,  and  human  companionship. 

Damp  Hands  (An  Old  Boy).— We  expect  it  is  consti- 
tutional. Anyhow,  matters  may  be  improved  by 
going  in  for  hygienic  treatment.  An  rron  tonic  may 
also  do  good.  Steeping  the  hands  in  water  in  which 
alum  has  been  dissolved  often  does  good. 

Freckles  (A.  B.).— If  stale  buttermilk,  applied  every 
night,  will  not  remove  them,  nothing  wilL  Advertised 
nostrums  are  merely  flat-catchers. 

A  Delicate  Question  (F.  W.  G.).— Yes,  pluck  up 
courage  and  consult  a  doctor.  In  these  columns  we 
can  only  give  general  advice  on  such  subjects. 

DisiNT?EGT[NG  PiQEON-LoFT  (Barb). — You  must 
thoroughly  clean  and  scrape  first,  then  use  the 
Sanitas  disinfectant,  whicli  is  the  safest  where 
pigeons  are  concerned.  For  other  purposes  nothing 
beats  Calvert's  Carbolic. 


§24 


Ylie  Soy'v^  Own  5^^J)ef 


/  1 1  ±y 


Now  autumn  passes  with  a  sigh, 
The  woods  surge  like  a  troubled  sea, 
Pale  orange  lights  flush  earth  and  sky, 
And  red  leaves  drift  o'er  lawn  and  lea ; 
The  evening  frosts  strip  hedge  and  tree, 
The  northern  winds  blow  shrev\rd  and  keen  : 

Another  stage  of  our  path  is  nigh — 
This  is  the  end  of  Vol.  Thirteen. 

To  the  volume  past  a  blithe  good-bye. 
It  has  run  its  course  right  cheerily ; 

When  the  year  began  our  hopes  were  high. 
We  launched  the  ship  with  pride  and 
glee : 

And  now  mayhap  we  all  agree 
That  sea  and  sky  are  still  serene, 

Our  flag  still  flying  merrily — 
This  is  the  end  of  Vol.  Thirteen. 

Dear  Boys  of  Britain,  you  and  I 
Feel  like  old  shipmates,  do  not  we  : 

At  the  same  oars  the  voyage  we  ply. 
The  port  the  same  for  you  and  me  ; 


Both  proud  to  stand  by  B.  O.  P., 
And  be  as  we  have  ever  been. 

Tried  friends — in  counsel  frank  and  free- 
This  is  the  end  of  Vol.  Thirteen. 


Boys,  how  swift  the  years  speed  by, 
Let  one  and  all  the  harvest  glean 

While  the  grain  is  ripe  and  the  sun  is  high- 
And  so  we  close  our  Vol.  Thirteen. 


SPECIAL  NOTICES. 


We  complete  our  Thirteenth  Volume  with  this  number,  and  uoxt  week 
commence  a  New  Volume  with  a  splendid  list  of  attractions.  We  would 
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getting  done  at  a  fair  charge  by  local  bookbinders.  We  have,  however, 
prepared  handsome  cases  or  covers,  in  which  any  book-binder  will  insert 
the  numbers  or  parts  at  a  small  charge.  These  cases  cost  2s.  each,  and 
may  be  obtained  through  the  booksellers  in  the  usual  tcay.  In  the  post  they 
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A  QUEEE.  STOHY. 


"  OoMETHixG  thrilling  !  "  1 

0  "  And,  if  possible,  true."  i 
"  If  it  can  be  accounted  for  scientifically,  [ 

so  much  the  better." 

"  I  am  sorry  to  say,"  said  the  individual  | 
to  whom  these  remarks  were  addressed —  | 

1  am  sorry  to  say  that,  if  the  last  clause  ; 
is  a  condition  of  my  telling  a  strange  i 
story,  I  must  decline.    I  can  give  you  a 
true  story,  so  far  as  my  senses  have  not 
deceived  me,  but  account  for  it  scientific- 
ally I  cannot." 

The  little  party,  seated  roimd  a  glowing 
wood  fire  on  last  31st  of  December,  were 
visibly  impressed  by  the  foregoing  speech. 
Mrs.  MQdmay,  the  young  hostess,  looked  at 
her  two  unmarried  sisters  meanmgly,  and 
Tier  husband  bent  to  hide  a  smile.  They  had 
often  talked  over  MartjTi's  peculiar  fancies, 
but  they  had  never  heard  from  him  any-  | 
"thing  definite  concerning  them,  and  they  ; 
did  not  wish  to  spoil  the  opportimity  of  j 
hearing  his  confession  of  weakness. 

The  girls  were  enchanted  !  This  sober, 
thoughtful-looking  man  might  well  throw 
a  shade  of  truth  over  the  most  improbable 
story,  they  imagined ;  and  Ethel,  the 
yoimgest,  said : 

"  Oh !  please,  Mr.  Martyn,  don't  keep  us 


By  M.  L.  PeUdered, 

Author  of   His  Model^''    A  Baneful  Banjo^''  etc, 

in  suspense  too  long.  I  am  sure  you  can 
tell  a  lovely  ghost  story,  if  you  like  ;  and  it 
is  just  the  '  witching  hour,'  you  know — 
Old  Year's  night." 

"  Yes,"  he  responded  calmly ;  "  it  is  a 
good  time  for  my  story,  becaiise  it  culmi- 
nated on  Old  Year's  night ;  but  " 

"Fire  away!"  broke  in  Mildmay's 
yoimgest  brother,  who  was  home  from 
Eton,  and  only  kept  in  order  by  Mrs. 
Mildmay's  pretty  sisters.  And  Martyn 
did  not  finish  his  broken  sentence,  but 
began  again. 

"  You  remarked  once,  Mrs.  MUdmay, 
upon  my  horror  of  bats.  Do  you  remem- 
ber I  told  you  that  I  had  good  reason  to 
dread  them,  having  once  been  hatmted  by 
one,  and  you  laughed  considerably  at  the 
idea  ?  Perhaps  I  shall  only  make  you 
laugh  now  by  telling  you  more  partici;lars ; 
but  I  can  assure  you,  at  the  time  when 
what  I  am  going  to  relate  happened,  the 
matter  was  no  subject  for  a  joke  to  me. 

"  Not  so  very  many  years  ago — when 
yow  were  all  babies — I  was  a  young  man 
with  expectations.  I  was  brought  up  by 
an  imcle  who  had  made  a  tolerable  for- 
tune in  leather,  and  it  was  an  understood 
thing  that  I  should  be  his  heir.    He  sent 


me  to  a  good  school,  and  would  have 
given  me  the  advantages  of  a  University 
education,  but  that  I  preferred  knocking 
about  the  Continent  with  him,  and  he 
liked  to  have  my  society.  My  elder 
brother,  Arnold,  who,  as  yow  know,  has 
made  a  distinguished  name  for  himself  in 
mathematics,  often  laughingly  declared 
that  not  for  moimtains  of  pure  gold 
would  he  have  changed  places  with  me, 
to  be  tied  to  an  old  man's  whims  as  I 
was.  But  the  yoke  lay  easily  upon  me, 
because  I  was  really  attached  to  my 
queer  old  uncle.  He  had  ever  been  in  dili- 
gent to  me,  and  we  had  many  tastes  in 
common. 

"  You  may  imagine,  then,  how  great  a 
shock  I  sustained  one  day,  when  staying 
with  my  brother  at  Cambridge,  to  receive 
a  telegram  saying — 

"  '  Come  at  once — your  uncle — para- 
lytic stroke — great  danger.' 

"  Dear  old  fellow  !  When  I  reached 
him  some  hours  later  he  was  gone  too  far 
to  do  more  than  recognise  me,  and  sank 
in  twenty-four  hours,  propped  up  in  my 
arms.  I  shall  never  forget  those  last 
painful  hours,  during  which  he  seemed  to 
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be  trying  vainly  to  make  me  understand 
something,  for  he  was  quite  speechless, 
and  only  illuminated  by  fitful  flashes  of 
consciousness.  It  is  needless  to  dwell 
upon  my  feelings,  however ;  I  can  only 
say  that  I  had  a  very  real  loss  to  mourn 
in  the  death  of  my  dear  old  guardian, 
and  after  the  last  offices  were  concluded  I 
hastened  to  my  room  to  struggle  with  my 
grief  in  solitude. 

"  I  sat  for  a  long  time,  aU  that  chiU  De- 
cember afternoon,  tiU  the  shadows  began 
to  fall  and  the  twilight  change  for  star- 
light. I  am  not  troubled  with  nerves,  as 
you  know,  Mildmay,  but  it  was  with  a 
start  I  heard  a  curious  little  soimd  become 
audible  m  my  room.  It  was  as  if  some- 
thing moved  the  window- curtains  and  set 
the  brass  rings  shaking  against  each  other 
at  first ;  then  there  were  soft  thuds  against 
the  wall  and  a  famt  cry,  like  the  sound  of 
a  chUd  in  the  distance.  I  sprang  to  my 
feet,  after  first  holding  my  breath  to  listen, 
bent  on  discovering  the  source  of  the 
strange  noises,  hut  I  could  see  nothing 
at  aU.  The  room  was  very  dark  in  the 
corners,  and  there  was  something  eerie  in 
themysteriouspresenee  of  something  alive, 
yet  invisible,  in  a  house  visited  hy  the 
gi'isly  pliantom  Death. 

"  I  lighted  a  candle  and  lifted  it  to  a  level 
with  my  eyes,  gazing  anxiously  aroimd  for 
the  cause  of  my  distm-bance.  In  a  second 
the  light  was  blown  out  by  a  quick  flutter 
of  wings,  and  the  candlestick  fell  from  my 
grasp  on  the  floor  with  a  clatter.  '  A 
wretched  bird!'  I  exclaimed  aloud,  in  dis- 
gust at  being  thus  startled,  and  ashamed  of 
my  first  superstitious  feeling.  I  hastened 
to  light  the  candle  again,  and  presently' 
I  discovered  hanging  to  my  bed-ciu-tains 
just  out  of  reacli — what  ?  Nothing  in 
the  least  degree  supernatiu-al,  but  a  good- 
sized  bat — an  ordinary  dark-brown  '  flitter- 
mouse,'  such  as  one  often  encounters  in 
sliady  spots  on  warm  summer  evenings, 
when  they  knock  against  one's  head  with 
quaint  little  screeclies." 

Here  there  was  a  cry  aU  roimd.  Wliat  ? 
A  bat  in  December  !  Wlio  ever  heard  of 
such  a  thing  ?  Scorn  was  visible  on  the 
faces  of  the  listeners,  which  tiU  now  had 
been  eager  with  interest.  Martyn  con- 
tinued : 

"  I  am  not  accomiting  for  anything.  I 
never  saw  a  bat  at  large  in  England  at 
that  time  of  the  year  before,  certainly ; 
but  it  7vas  a  bat,  tmdoubtedly ;  there  was 
no  mistaking  the  creature. 

"  I  had  some  trouble  to  dislodge  it,  and, 
ha'S'ing  done  so,  to  my  chagrin  it  flitted 
wildly  about  the  room  for  a  few  minutes, 
beating  against  the  walls,  lookmg-glasses, 
and  various  other  articles  of  furniture  in 
its  flight,  then  suddenly  disappeared,  and 
there  was  dead  silence  as  before. 

"  For  fuUy  half  an  howc  I  himted  for 
that  bat  in  vam,  and  then  my  uncle's  old 
butler,  Jenkins,  came  to  teli  me  dinner 
was  ready;  so,  asking  him  to  open  my 
windows,  as  there  was  a  bat  in  the  room 
(at  which  he  stared  somewhat),  I  went 
down  to  my  lonely  repast  full  of  sad 
thoughts,  not  unmixed  with  irritation  at 
my  ineffectual  attempt  to  catch  my  strange 
\"isitor. 

"  The  hom's  went  very  slowly.  I  wrote 
one  or  two  letters  conveying  the  sad  news 
of  my  uncle's  death,  and  took  a  stroll,  but 
soon  came  back,  unable  to  bear  my  own 
company.  The  best  way  to  pass  the  time 
was,  I  thought,  to  seek  oblivion  in  sleep, 


and  this  I  concluded  to  do  at  an  early 
hour. 

"  The  window-blind  was  flapping  as  I 
entered  my  room,  the  window  itself  was 
wide  open,  and  as  there  was  nothing  to  be 
seen  I  concluded  the  bat  had  made  its 
way  back  to  its  proper  quarters. 

"  Drearily  I  got  between  the  sheets, 
after  extinguishing  my  candle,  and  sank 
into  an  imrestful  kind  of  doze,  teased  by 
impleasant  thoughts  and  sorrowful  memo- 
ries. Suddenly  I  was  awakened  sharply 
and  Ln  full  senses  by  feeUng  something 
give  a  tight  grip  to  my  hair.  The  room 
was  in  perfect  sUence.  I  sprang  up  wildly 
i  and  dashed  my  hand  to  my  head.  It 
;  touched  something  there.  Horrors !  The 
bat!! 

"  I  shook  aU  over  with  irritation,  and 
the  creepy  feeling  that  comes  over  one 
when  anything  unexpected  rouses  one  from 
sleep  with  a  touch.  The  thought  of  the 
iincanny  thing  clinging  to  my  hair  was  most 
distasteftil.  I  hastened  to  light  my  candle, 
and  again,  this  time  in  night-shirt  and 
slippers,  prowled  about  the  room  in  search 
i  of  the  intnider. 

"  All  in  vain.    I  heard  a  few  flutters,  but 
saw  nothing  at  aU,  although  I  must  have 
been  standing  about  in  the  cold  for  up- 
wards of  an  hour.    Shivering  and  mut- 
tering iinder  my  breath,  I  got  into  bed 
[  agftin  at  last,  and  this  time  fell  into  a 
j  sound  sleep  of  utter  exliaustion,  from  which 
I  was  not  awakened  mitfl.  the  man  brought 
my  hot  water  in  the  morning, 
j      "  Next  day  I  asked  Jenkins  to  look  for 
;  the  bat  in  my  room.    He  stared  at  me  as 
if  he  thought  I  exhibited  signs  of  incipient 
I  madness,  and  said  '  Yes,  sir.'  Butofcom-se 
;  I  knew  he  was  too  sane  a  person,  in  his 
I  own  estimation,  to  look  for  bats  in  bed- 
rooms in  December  ! 

"  The  following  night  the  same  thing  oc- 
curred. I  could  not  sleep  at  all  for  fancj'ing 
I  felt  the  horrid  clutches  of  the  thing  in 
my  hair,  even  when  it  was  not  really  there. 

"  You  may  smUe,  but  can  have  no  idea 
what  a  ghastly  sensation  it  is  !    The  skin 
of  my  head  feels  tight  when  I  think  of  it. 
j  And  I  was  no  more  successful  than  I  bad 
been  the  night  before  in  tracing  the  bat  to 
■  its  lair. 

"  That  day. the  doctor  called.  He  looked 
at  me  critically. 

"  '  Dear  me  !  '  he  said,  '  you  don't  look 
over  healthy  yourself.  Have  you  been 
:  sleeping  well  ?  ' 

"  I  confessed  that  I  had  not. 

"  He  remarked  that  no  doubt  it  was 
rather  lonely  for  me  in  that  hoiise,  with  no 
society  but  the  dead,  so  to  speak,  and  in- 
vited me  to  go  home  and  stay  with  him 
iintil  after  the  funeral.  To  which  kind  offer 
I  readUy  assented. 

"He  gave  me  a  glass  of  something 
warm  after  dinner,  enlivened  me  with  some 
cheerful  anecdotes,  put  me  in  a  comfortable 
room  with  a  fire,  and  I  slept  like  a  top. 

"  Judge  of  my  amazement,  and  indeed 
the  amazement  of  every  one,  when,  after 
the  fimeral,  it  was  foiind  that  there  was  no 
wUl,  and  that  my  Tincle,  instead  of  leavmg 
me  his  heir,  had  left  me  penniless,  all  his 
estate  going  to  the  elder  brother  by  right 
of  primogenitm'e !  The  lawyers  were 
puzzled.  A  great  many  years  had  elapsed, 
they  said,  since  they  had  seen  the  wLQ ; 
and  it  had  never  been  in  their  possession, 
as  my  uncle  always  kept  it  hunself,  locked 
\vp  among  his  valuable  papers.  Now  all 
his  desks  and  di-awers  had  been  unlocked, 


and  it  was  not  to  be  foimd,  although  every 
unlikely  spot  had  been  ransacked. 

"  There  was  a  suspicion,  accepted  by 
some  of  the  relations  as  believable,  that  in 
burning  some  old  papers  some  months 
before  his  death  my  imcle  had  destroyed 
his  wni  by  mistake.  But  this  did  not 
satisfy  me.  I  knew  the  dear  old  man  too 
well  to  believe  that  he  would  commit  such 
an  error  :  he  was  far  too  methodical  and 
businesslike.  Yet  I  had  no  reason  to  sus- 
pect foul  play.  The  whole  affair  was  a 
mystery  of  mysteries,  which  seemed  mi- 
likely  ever  to  be  solved.  There  was  nothing 
for  me  to  do  but  bear  mj- misfortune  caknly, 
and  I  knew  Arnold  would  deal  generously 
by  me.  He  had  never  harboured  any 
jealoiisy  against  me,  or  en\'ied  my  positioix 
as  imcle's  heir,  being  of  '  pm-er  fire  '  than 
a  great  many  men  who  make  wealth  their 
sole  ambition. 

"  Still,  my  position  was  rather  a  hard- 
one.  I  had  lived  the  life  of  a  country 
gentleman  at  ease  hitherto,  doing  much  as 
I  liked,  and  always  having  plenty  of  money 
to  spend.  Now  I  felt  the  shame  of  never 
having  fairly  earned  my  living,  and  I  did 
not  know  what  to  tivm  to,  as  I  could  not 
live  on  Arnold's  property. 

"  He  evidently  considered  it  a  brilliant 
idea  to  mstal  me  in  my  old  home  as 
steward  of  the  estate,  and  I  could  not  but 
accept  the  post  gratefully,  although,  I  miist 
confess,  with  some  shrinkmg,  as  I  had 
begun  to  dread  the  Grange,  with  its  pain- 
ful associations  of  death,  horror,  and  dis- 
appointment. 

"  A  month  or  two  after  the  funeral  I 
went  to  my  brother  and  told  him,  very  re- 
luctantly, that  I  could  no  longer  stay  at 
the  place — he  mi;st  find  some  one  to  take 
my  post.  I  think  he  was  rather  fi-ightened 
at  my  appearance,  which  was  ghastly ; 
for,  although  I  did  not  say  so  to  him,, 
:  knowing  he  would  chaff  me  sceptically, 
those  few  v/eeks  had  been  more  than  my 
:  iisuaUy  strong  nerves  could  bear.  That  I 
j  had  been  hamated — yes,  haimted  day  and 
night  by  that  spectral  bat.  flitting  before- 
my  eyes  in  the  dusk,  clinging  to  my  hair 
in  the  darkness — was  a  fact  real  enough  to 
reduce  me  to  the  shadow  of  my  foi-mer 
self,  but  likely  to  meet  with  iinlimited 
scorn  firom  outsiders  as  a  pm-e  fable  or 
hallucination.  And,  mdeed,  I  had  ceased 
to  make  mention  of  it  to  any  one.  No  one 
saw  it  but  myself,  and  why  should  any  one 
credit  my  story.  I  would  not  have  be- 
lieved such  a  tale  on  any  e%ideuce  but  that 
of  my  own  senses. 

"  I  managed  to  obtain  a  situation  as 
steward  to  a  friend  of  my  brother's,  who 
had  a  large  estate  in  Sussex,  and  for  a  year 
worked  in  tolerable  content,  feeling  the 
bondage  a  Uttle  hard  after  my  recent 
liberty,  but  fi'ee  fi-om  supernatm-al  visita- 
tions, and  gifted  with  renewed  health. 

"  Then  came  the  strangest  part  of  the 
whole  affair. 

'•  In  December,  Arnold,  who  had  been 
staying  at  the  Grange  for  some  weeks  with 
his  wife  (a  young  bride  of  a  few  mouths), 
asked  me  to  spend  Cluistmas  there  with 
them,  and  I,  with  a  fading  memory  of  old 
terrors,  accepted  at  once,  arriving  at  the 
house  on  Cliristmas  Eve.  It  was  full  of 
visitoi's,  and  scarcely  seemed  hke  the  same 
place  which  I  had  left  so  gr^^esome  and 
dismal.  Fires  were  m  every  room,  hoUy 
and  mistletoe  hung  fi-om  the  walls  and 
ceilings,  merry  voices  and  laughter  echoed 
through  the  passages. 
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"  '  I  have  given  you  your  own  room,  old 
fellow,'  said  Arnold,  with  kmdly  intention. 

"  I  smiled,  and  tried  to  suppress  a  slight 
shudder.    That  room ! 

"  After  passing  a  very  pleasant  evening, 
I  slept  well,  and  so  I  did  for  several  suc- 
ceeding nights.  My  old  apparition  did 
not  visit  me ;  I  began  to  rally  myself  on 
my  fears,  and  soon  persuaded  myself  that 
I  had  been  grossly  deceived  by  my  own 
imagination. 

"  Until  Old  Year's  night ! 

"  It  must  have  been  past  twelve  o'clock, 
and  I  had  been  asleep  some  time,  when  I 
seemed  to  awake  with  the  old  terrible 
sensation  of  something  loathsome  gripping 
my  hair !  In  a  moment  I  was  bathed  in  cold 
dew,  and  shivering  like  a  man  plunged  into 
a  valley  mist  without  a  coat.  I  sprang  up 
and  tore  the  thing  fi-om  my  hair !  It 
fluttered  from  me  and  disappeared  as  usual 
with  a  faint  cry  more  like  a  dying  child 
in  the  distance  than  ever. 

"  My  fire  was  out,  but  the  room  was 
quite  light  from  the  frosted  moon  which 
shone  through  the  curtains  of  the  window. 
I  noted  how  sepulchral  everything  looked 
in  the  ghostly  pale  twilight,  which  threw 
the  shadow  of  my  looking-glass  in  a  long 
dark  patch  on  the  floor,  and  made  the  j 
queer  old  furniture  stand  out  in  grim 
blackness.  And  the  room  was  full  of  a  mist 
that  seemed  to  gather  closer  and  closer 
until  I  could  scarcely  see  the  huge  oak 
wardrobe  that  stood  in  the  recess  by  the 
fireplace.  Thicker  and  thicker  it  grew 
until  it  was  like  heavy  smoke  or  steam, 
clouding  all  view,  and,  had  it  not  been  for 
the  awfitl  stillness  and  deadly  coldness,  I 
should  have  thought  the  house  was  on  fire. 
With  my  eyes  stretched  to  their  widest  I 
sat  upright,  breathless  with  expectation, 
for  something  was  going  to  happen — some- 
thhig  luas  liappening  ! 

The  fog  cleared  away  at  the  corners  of 
the  room,  and  filled  only  the  centre,  densely, 
like  an  uprising  coliunn  of  vapour ;  it 
shrank  and  dwindled  imtil  but  the  size  of 
a  man,  and  then— tool:  form  !  It  is  quite 
as  impossible  to  describe  what  I  saw  in  any 
language  that  wiU  convey  a  pictm'e  of  it. 


as  it  is  to  account  for  it,  except  on  the 
supposition  that  it  was  all  a  simple  night- 
mare. A  grey  long  figure,  little  shaped, 
but  in  outline  sufficient  to  suggest  a  man  ; 
filmy,  dim  drapery  clinging  to  the  dark 
looking-glass  shadow  on  the  floor,  and  the 
glimmjr  of  eyes  gazing  at  me  from  where 
the  head  should  be. 

"  Such  eyes  !  They  seemed  familiar  to 
me,  and  in  a  flash  I  comprehended.  They 
were  the  eyes  of  my  dead  uncle — dead  a 
year,  yet  still  living  eyes,  wearing  a  mourn- 
ful look  of  sad  reproach  m  their  burning 
depths.  In  a  moment  I  recognised  the 
spectre,  the  thin  face  and  drawn  lips  ap- 
peared for  an  instant,  then  there  was  a 
soft  rushing  sigh  all  around  me — I  fancied 
the  curtains  of  my  bed  moved  as  in  a 
slight  breeze — the  moonlight  fell  clear 
through  the  room  as  before,  and  I  fomid  I 
could  speak. 

"  '  What  is  it — what  is  it — what  do  you 

want  ?  '  I  gasped  incoherently,  springing 

out  of  bed,  for  I  was  certainly  awake  now. 

But  all  was  still  as  death,  and  I  could  hear 

my  own  breath  labouring  to  pass  my  dry 

throat.    A  streak  of  silver  light  from  a 

mirror  on  the  wall  was  reflected  upon  the 

top  of  the  oak  wardrobe,  and  there  I  saw 

distinctly,  perched  upon  the  carving  that 

decorated  the  cornice — the  bat !    With  a 

sudden  return  to  life  and  overwhelming  j 

rage,  I  seized  a  boot  that  lay  at  my  feet 

and  hurled  it  with  all  my  might  at  the  | 

creatiu-e.    The  missile  fell  with  a  crash 

behind  the  cornice,  and  in  five  minutes  j 

Arnold,  with  half  the  household  at  his  i 

back,  appeared  at  my  door  demanding  an  j 

explanation  of  the  alarming  noise. 
*  *  *  * 

"  I  felt  very  sore  and  humihated  when  I 
glanced  at  the  assembled  company  the 
next  morning,  for  I  could  see  all  the  faces 
trying  to  hide  a  smile,  when  I  entered,  of  ' 
mingled  contempt  and  pity — if  nothing  I 
more  antagonistic —for  the  dreamer  of 
nightmares  who  had  roused  them  fi-om 
their  shunbers  by  tin-owing  heavy  boots 
about  in  the  dead  of  night  !  Nothing 
was  said,  however,  mitil  a  walk  was  pro- 
posed, and  I  asked  Arnold  whether  he 


would  teU  Jenkins  to  search  for  my  boot 
at  the  top  of  the  wardrobe,  suggesting  at 
the  same  time  the  necessity  of  employing 
a  step-ladder,  on  accomit  of  the  abnormal 
height  of  the  cornice. 

"  Meaning  looks  were  passed  round. 

"  '  Do  you  generally  keep  your  boots  on 
the  top  of  wardrobes  twelve  ieet  high,  Mr. 
Martyn  ?  '  asked  one  laughing  girl. 

"  I  said  I  thought  it  a  very  safe  place, 
and  could  highly  recommend  it  for  keeping 
things  out  of  the  way. 

"  A  flood  of  rapid  banter  followed,  which 
was  broken  by  the  sudden  entrance  of 
Arnold's  man,  whose  white  face  and  very 
excited  manner  commanded  general  at- 
tention. 

"  '  Mr.  Martyn.  sir — we've  found  some- 
thing on  the  top  oi  the  wardrobe  ;  you'd 
better  come  and  look,  sir  ; '  he  got  no 
farther,  and  without  hesitation  the  whole 
party  started  up  and  followed  Arnold  to 
my  room,  where  stood  old  Jenkins  by  the 
step-ladder  at  the  foot  of  the  wardrobe, 
very  red  in  the  face,  and  holding  a  bundle 
in  his  hands — a  bundle  of  dusty  docii- 
ments." 

"  Yoiu-  micle's  will,  of  course,"  said 
Mildinay,  as  his  friend  paused.  "  Is  this 
really  true,  Martyn,  or  only  a  good  story 
for  Christmas-time  ?" 

"  It  was  my  uncle's  will,  sure  enough, 
and  it  was  found  side  by  side  with  my 
boot  behind  the  cornice.  The  rest  you  are 
not  obliged  to  believe.  I  shoiild  not  had 
I  not  seen  a,nd  felt.'' 

"  And  did  your  imcle  leave  his  property 
to  you  ?  "  inquired  one  of  the  girls. 

"  Most  of  it." 

"  Ef  Jier  rough  on  your  brother,"  re- 
marked the  Etonian. 

"And  what  about  the  bat?"  asked 
Mrs.  Mildmay ;  "  did  you  find  it  ?  " 

"  A  dead  bat  certainly  was  found  in  a 
corner  of  the  chimney  next  time  it  was 
swept,  but  I  never  saw  or  felt  the  thing 
again.  Perhaps  you  can  miderstand  now 
why  it  is  I  dislike  bats  so  much." 

"  I  should  have  thought  you'd  be  jolly 
fond  of 'em,"  said  the  irrepressible  Etonian, 
sotto  voce. 
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A   PARTING  SHOT. 

By  Paul  Blake, 

Author  of  "  Mother's  Darling"  "  The  Dentist's  Den,"  "  Christmas  at  Halehurst"  etc. 


Characters. 

Tdck,  1 

Habberton,  ^  Schoolboys. 

Slaney,  J 
Db.  Fox,  Master. 

Scene. — A   class-room.    Window  at  right, 
door  opposite.    Usual  furniture,  maps,  etc. 
[Tdck  discovered  at  desk,  his  head  on  his 
liands.'^ 


won  oS  Saunders  with  my  red  alley.  Come 
out  and  have  a  game. 

T.  I  can't;  I've  got  to  learn  up  my  speech 
for  to-morrow.  Just  hear  me  say  a  bit,  will 
you  ? 

H.  Fire  away  [takes  Tuck's  book]. 

T.  Fourth  paragraph.  "  It  is  our  duty  to 
show  by  our  individual  conduct  that  we  are 
the  votaries  of  the  Goddess  of  the  Olive 
Branch." 


T.  It's  all  your  fault ;  your  stupid  ball  hit 
me  just  as  I  fired. 

S.  Well,  you'd  better  explain  to  the  doctor. 
Oh,  Tommy  !  you'll  know  what  cane  tastes 
like. 

T.  I'm  off !  If  he  comes,  Slaney,  don't 
tell  him  I  w^s  here ;  I'm  sure  he  didn't  see 
me. 

S.  What  will  you  give  me  if  I  don't  tell  ? 
T.  Another  apple ! 

S.  [Shouting  after  him]  Two,  you  mean  ! 
[Exit  Tuck  hastily,  leaving  catapult  behind.] 

S.  I  wouldn't  stand  in  his  shoes  for  some- 
thing !    Won't  he  catch  it !    I  don't  care  ; 
it  serves  him  right  for  bullying  me  just  nov/. 
[Enter  De.  Fox  rapidly.] 

De.  F.  Slaney  !  What  are  you  doing  here? 

S.  Nothing,  sir. 

Dr.  F.  Some  boy  has  just  thrown  a  marble 
through  my  window,  narrowly  missing  my 
bust  of  Archimedes.  From  the  direction  of 
the  shot  it  must  have  come  from  the  school- 
room or  here.  There  is  no  one  in  the  school- 
room ;  you  are  here.  Ah  !  there  lies  your 
catapult.  [Picks  it  up.]  Now,  sir,  what  have 
you  to  say  ? 

S.  Please,  sir,  I  didn't  do  it. 

Dr.  F.  Be  careful !  I  have  the  means  of 
identification  of  the  shameless  culprit.  Is 
that  your  marble  ?    [Produces  a  red  taw.] 

S.  No,  sir. 

Dr.  F.  Do  you  know  whose  it  is  ? 
S.  It's  Habberton's,  sir.  He's  the  only  boy 
who  has  that  sort. 

De.  F.  And  is  this  his  catapult  ? 
S.  Yes,  sir. 

Dr.  F.  Ah !  I  see  his  initials  are  on  it. 
Very  good.    Go  and  fetch  him. 

S.  Yes,  sir.    [Aside]  What  a  sell  for  the 
Doctor  when  he  finds  'twasn't  Habberton. 
[E.vit  Sk^ney.] 

De.  F.  Dear  me  !  I  don't  know  what  would 
have  happened  if  this  had  hit  my  bust !  How- 
ever, it  would  have  been  worse  still  if  it  had  hit 
me  !    After  all,  though,  it  hit  neither  ! 
[Enter  Habberton  and  Slaney.] 

H.  You  want  me,  sir? 

Dr.  F.  I  do.  You  have  broken  my  window 
with  your  catapult ;  I  have  the  proof  of  it.  I 
presume  you  don't  deny  the  offence  ? 


Tuck  [reading].  "  The  benefits  resulting 
from  universal  peace  are  too  obvious  to  render 
their  enumeration  necessary  "  [repeats  it  look- 
ing up  to  the  ceiling].  "  When  it  is  considered 
that,  as  Milton  puts  it"  [repeats  as  before] 
"  in  his  celebrated  Areopag-pag-it-i-ca." 
Gemini  !  what  a  word,  what  does  that  mean, 
I  wonder  ?  If  I  don't  make  a  hash  of  that 
'twon't  be  Milton's  fault  [repeats]  "  cele- 
brated Areo-pag-pag — "  Oh,  how  on  earth 
does  it  go  on  ?  [looks  at  book  in  despair]. 

[Enter  Slaney  singing  "  O  who  will  o'er  the 
downs  "  or  some  other  glee.] 

Tuck.  Oh,  do  shut  up,  Slaney  !  However 
can  I  learn  my  speech  if  you  keep  on  squallmg 
like  that  ?  [Slaney  goes  on  singing,  Tdck 
tries  to  go  on  learning.]  .  Oh,  do  shut  up  ! 

Slaney.  Shan't  1  [goes  on]. 

T.  Very  well !  [repeats  his  speech  very 
loudly]. 

S.  What  on  earth  are  you  up  to  ? 

T.  It's  my  speech  on  Peace  which  I  have 
to  let  off  at  the  prize  distribution  to-morrow, 
and  I  don't  half  know  it. 

S.  Well,  I  don't  know  my  glee  [singsagain]. 

T.  Shut  up,  will  you  ? 

S.  Who's  going  to  make  me  ?  You  seem 
getting  in  a  temper,  Tommy  ;  will  it  calm  you 
to  try  and  punch  my  head  ? 

T.  Look  here,  Slaney,  I  must  learn  up  this 
wretched  speech  ;  go  away  now,  there's  a 
good  chap,  and  I'll  give  you  an  apple. 

S.  A  Stubbard  ? 

T.  Yes  [takes  it  from pilaybox].  Now  leave 
me  alone. 

S.  Eight  you  are  [takes  big  bite.  Exit 
trying  to  sing  with  his  mouth  full]. 

T.  That  will  shut  his  mouth ;  now  I  can 
have  a  quiet  go  at  this  miserable  speech 
[reads  etc.  as  before].  "  Terrible  indeed  is  the 
fate  of  that  country  which  is  governed  by 
a  monarch  whose  chief  aim  is  territorial 
aggrandisement."  What  jaw-cracking  words. 
[As  he  repeats  it. 

Enter  Slaney,  singing.] 

I  say,  Slaney,  this  is  too  bad ;  you've  no 
right  to  come  here  after  taking  my  apple  to 
go  away. 

S.  But  I  did  go  away,  didn't  I  ? 

T.  Then  why  have  you  come  back  ? 

S.  'Cause  I've  finished  my  apple.  I'll  go 
away  again  if  you'll  give  me  another. 

T.  Not  if  I  know  it. 

S.  Very  well.  You  wait  till  my  high  note 
oomes ! 

[Enter  Habbeeton  ivith  book,  reciting.] 

"  On  Linden  when  the  sun  was  low 

All  bloodless  lay  the  untrodden  snow,"  etc. 

T.  Now  what  do  you  want,  Habberton  ? 
Can't  you  fellows  leave  me  alone  for  once  ? 

H.  Slaney  told  me  you  were  giving  away 
apples,  so  I  thought  I'd  look  you  up. 

T.  Then  I'm  not  giving  away  apples,  and 
Slaney  had  no  business  to  tell  you  so. 

H.  Oh,  all  right ;  I  don't  want  any.  Look 
here  [producing  marbles],  see  what  I've  just 


[Slaney  mimics  his  gestures,  etc.] 

You  shut  up,  Slaney ;  you  put  me  out.  [Con- 
tinues] "  We  should  cultivate  an  unrevenge- 
ful  spirit,  and  endeavour  to  bear  our  wrongs 
meekly." 

[Slaney  is  still  mimicking  him.] 

Look  here,  Slaney,  I'm  not  going  to  stand  it 
any  longer,  I'll  punch  your  head. 

H.  Go  it,  Tuck  ;  serve  him  right. 

S.  Will  you  ?    You  just  try. 

[Tuck  rushes  at  him,  Slaney  trips  and  falls."] 

H.  Bravo,  Tuck  !    I'll  back  you  up  ! 
[They  drag  Slaney  out  of  the  room.] 

S.  I'll  pay  you  out  for  this,  my  boy ! 
[Exit  Slaney,  rubbing  his  knee.] 

H.  That's  right.  I  hate  that  chap.  That's 
one  good  thing  aboui  leaving  this  school  at 
end  of  term,  I  shan't  see  him  any  more.  I 
say,  like  to  look  at  my  white  mouse  ? 

T.  Yes  [peeps  into  Habbeetoi'i's  pocket]. 
Ah  !  it  isn't  so  pretty  as  the  one  I  had  that 
i  the  cat  killed.    I  should  like  to  take  it  out  of 
the  old  beast. 

H.  I've  been  on  the  look-out  for  him  with 
1  my  catapult,  but  he's  too  quick.    I  should 
like  to  have  a  parting  shot  at  him. 

[Both  produce  catapults.] 

T.  All  I  want  is  one  good  quiet  chance. 
I'll  make  him  hop  ! 

H.  I  say  1  that's  a  good  catapult. 

T.  Not  bad. 

H.  Will  you  change  ? 

T.  No  ;  mine's  the  best. 

H.  Yes,  but  I'll  throw  in  my  two  red  alley 
taws ;  you'U  have  the  best  of  it  then.  Nobody 
else  in  the  school  has  any  like  them.  I 
believe  they're  jasper. 

T.  Jasper!  diamonds  as  likely.  Well, 
come  along— I'll  swap  if  you  like  [they  ex- 
change]. 

I      H.  I  shouldn't  let  you  have  my  taws  if  I 
weren't  going  to  leave  for  good.    Now  I'm  off 
to  try  and  get  a  shot  at  that  old  Tom  ! 
T.  Wish  I  could  go  with  you. 

»  [Exit  Habbeeton.] 

[Tuck  ivalks  tip  and  doiun  with  book.] 
Nuisance  this  speechifying  is;  I  don't  sup- 
pose it  gives  very  much  pleasure  to  people  to 
hear  me  break  down— and  I'm  sure  to.  [He 
is  near  the  open  window.]  Hullo  I  there's 
that  cat !  right  on  the  wall !  What  a  shot ! 
[excitedly  produces  catapult].  No  stone  1 
Yes  !  Habberton's  marble  !  It's  a  pity  to 
lose  it,  but  it's  worth  it. 

[Takes  aim  and  fires ;  a  ball  thrown  in  at 
the  window  by  Sl.aney  hits  him;  there  is  a 
noise. of  breaking  glass.  Tuck  ducks  out  of 
sight,  dropping  catapult.] 

[Enter  Slaney.] 
S.  Scissors!  the  doctor's  window's  broken  ! 
There  he  is  !    Oh,  I  say,  Tuck,  you're  in  for 
it. 
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H.  No,  sir. 

S.  [aside]  What ! 

Dr.  F.  Very  well,  sir.  You  have  presumed, 
I  suppose,  on  the  fact  that  it  is  very  near  the 
end  of  the  term,  and  that  you  are  not  return- 
ing to  this  establishment. 

H.  Please,  sir — no,  sir. 

Dr.  F.  Don't  interrupt  me.  I  will  show 
you  that  there  is  still  time  for  punishment. 
[Enter  Tuck  ;  stands  at  back.]  Come  to  me 
this  evening  at  eight.  I  shall  also  fine  you 
half-a-crown  for  the  damage  done  to  the 
window-pane.  I  say  nothing  about  the  pain 
you  give  me.  [Sees  Tuck.]  Ah,  Tuck;  let 
this  be  a  warning  to  you  and  all  the  others. 

T.  Please,  sir,  'twasn't  Habberton  that 
broke  the  pane. 

Dr.  F.  What  ? 

T.  No,  sir  ;  'twas  me. 

Dr.  F.  'Twas  I,  you  mean. 

T.  No,  sir,  not  you  ;  me. 

Dr.  F.  I  grasp  your  meaning,  however  in- 
correctly expressed.  Moreover,  I  recognise 
your  misplaced  generosity  in  coming  forward 
to  try  and  screen  a  fellow-scholar.  But  it 
is  useless  ;  Habberton  has  confessed  that  he 
fired  the  shot  that  broke  my  window. 

T.  'Twas  me,  sir  !  really. 

S.  Yes,  sir,  'twas  Tuck. 


Dr.  F.  But  I've  proofs  that  it  was  Habber- 
ton. See,  here  are  his  marble  and  his  cata- 
pult. 

T.  They're  mine,  sir  ;  he  gave  'em  me. 


Dr.  F.  [to  Habberton.]  Then  what  do  you 
mean,  sir,  by  deceiving  me,  and  telling  me 
you  fired  the  fatal  shot  ? 


H.  So  I  did,  sir ;  from  the  schoolroom 
window. 

Dr.  F.  Ah,  I  see  !  Then  you  both  fired  at 
the  same  moment,  and  both  are  guilty.  I 
shall  mete  out  similar  punishment  to  you 
both ;  I  shall  fine  you  both  half-a-crown  for 
damage  done.  [To  Tuck.]  Give  me  your 
catapult.  [Tuck  docs  so.]  It  shall  no  longer 
work  destruction.  [Tries  to  break  it ;  it  re- 
coils on  his  fingers.]  Ah  !  what  abominably 
dangerous  things !  [Habberton  and  Tuck 
laugh.]  Boys  !  you  are  laughing  at  another's 
distress ! 

H.  and  T.  [trying  to  stop  laughing.]  No, 
sir — really,  sir. 

Dr.  F.  I  shall  punish  you  for  such  un- 
feeling conduct.  You,  Tuck,  I  shall  deprive 
of  the  honour  of  delivering  your  speech  on 
"Peace"  to-morrow;  you,  Habberton,  shall 
not  have  the  gratification  of  reciting  Camp- 
bell's noble  lines.  I  hope  th's  will  be  a 
lesson  to  you ! 

H.  [aside]  It  was  a  lesson  ! — Yes,  sir. 
[Dr.  Fox  ivalks  to  the  door.] 

T.  [aside  to  Habberton  gleefully.]  What 
luck! 

[They  execute  a  dance  expressive  of  gratifi- 
cation as  the  curtaiji  descends.] 


A  MODERN  MILO. 

By  W.  T.  Greene,  m.a.,  m.d., 

Author  of  "  Jem  and  I,"  "  Out-  last  Success"  "  A  Strange  Adventure,' 


NOERLAND  ! 
"  The  name  suggests  great  remote- 
ness," as  a  recent  traveller  in  the  region 
wrote.  "  In  ancient  times  it  was  clothed 
with  fable,  and  deemed  inaccessible  except 
to  a  divinely  favoured  few.  In  modern 
times  Sweden's  first  novelist  considered 
'  beautiful  Ongermanland  '  as  too  distant 
to  visit — and  that  although  she  went  to 
America!  " 

In  these  prosaic  and  utterly  unromantic 
days,  however,  it  is  accessible  enough  by 
steamers  that  during  the  siunmer  skirt  its 
shore  of  rocky  pine-clad  elevations,  rather 
than  mountains  or  even  hills,  relieved 
here  by  a  white  house  and  there  by 
another  painted  red. 

"  In  the  depth  of  the  year  the  days  are 
nearly  swallowed  up  ;  the  sim  shows  his 
face  for  an  hour  or  two,  and  then  retires 
to  his  couch  of  ice  again."  Yes,  but  the 
summer  atones  for  much,  for  then  the  sim 
sits  up  aU  night,  is  even  said  to  dance 
at  Midsiunmer,  and  certainly  prolongs  the 
day  to  weeks. 

A  grand  time  that  for  Norrland,  as  well 
as  for  those  who  love  shooting  and  fishing. 
Giant  salmon  reward  the  patience  of  the 
latter,  while  for  the  former  they  "  may 
adventure,"  as  our  author  says,  "  to  elks — 
even,  it  may  be,  to  a  bear."  Ay,  and  to 
other,  if  less  dangerous  game — otters,  to 
wit,  and  martens  ;  and  while  in  pmrsiiit  of 
one  of  these  Karl  Stiu-leson  lost  his  life. 

Poor  Karl !  There  was  not  a  finer  lad  or 
a  better  himter  in  all  Ongermanland,  or  a 
kinder-hearted  fellow,  and  to  think  of  his 
tragic  ending  there  among  the  pine-clad 
moimtains  makes  the  blood  run  cold. 

But  the  winter  night !  Ah  !  the  day's 
length  is  no  more  than  a  span,  and  in  the 
valleys,  for  long  six  months,  the  pine-clad 
hiU-sides  shut  out  the  sun  completely. 
Then  the  hunters,  wrapped  in  furs  and 
shod  with  snow-shoes,  armed  too  with 
pistol  or  rifle  as  well  as  axe  and  spear, 


sally  forth  in  bands  or  parties  of  from  two 
to  ten,  rarely  alone.  But  Karl  Sturleson 
was  not  a  native  of  the  region,  wherein  he 
had  made  no  friends,  or  rather  only  one, 
and  consequently  all  the  rest  his  foes,  for 
Bertha  Surtur  was  the  belle  of  the  whole 
Norrland,  and  an  heiress,  too,  seeing  that 
her  father  owned  the  largest  farm  on  all 
the  Ongerman. 

So  Karl  went  out  alone  to  hunt  the 
otter  and  the  marten,  or,  if  favoured  by 
fate,  he  might,  haply,  find  a  bear. 

It  was  a  wild  region,  not  mountainous, 
but  rugged  and  hiUy,  and  thickly  grown 
with  pines  that  thrust  their  roots  down 
deeply  in  the  crevices  of  the  rocks,  and 
lived  and  grew,  nay,  throve  there,  without 
a  particle  of  soil  to  feed  on  ;  how  they 
contrive  to  do  it  is  a  mystery  that  has 
puzzled  more  than  one  student  of  nature 
and  cannot  be  solved  by  us. 

During  the  summer,  when  the  snows  had 
been  melted  away,  the  whole  comitry  side 
was  so  rough  and  rugged  and  covered  so 
closely  with  loose  boulder  stones  that  walk- 
ing was  rendered  difficult ;  but  when  the 
cold,  crisp,  white  snow  had  smoothed  and 
levelled  every  path,  the  hunter,  equipped 
in  his  fiurs  and  snow-shoes,  sped  merrily 
along,  and  by  dint  of  arduous  exercise  con- 
trived to  keep  his  body  in  a  glow. 

"  Farewell,  Bertha,  I  will  bring  thee 
enough  marten  skins  to  make  thee  a  winter 
robe,"  and  the  fearless  young  fellow  sallied 
forth  on  his  quest,  to  be  seen  alive  no  more 
by  men. 

"  Fare  thee  well,  my  Karl ;  may  the 
good  Lord  have  thee  in  His  holy  keeping! " 
replied  the  maiden,  as  she  waved  her 
handkerchief,  Norwegian  fashion,  after  the 
swiftly  retreating  form  of  her  betrothed. 

Even  during  the  longest  winter  night, 
when  the  sxm  does  not  appear  above  the 
horizon  for  days,  there  is  always  light 
enough  to  render  travelling  not  only  pos- 
tible  but  easy  in  the  far-away  Norrland ; 


for  when  the  moon  does  not  shine  myriads 
of  stars  will  twinkle  merrily  in  the  open 
sky,  or  aurora  borealis  illumines  the 
northern  heavens  with  its  weird  and  fitful 
glare,  and  if  Karl  was  not  a  native  of  the 
spot,  he  had  been  long  enough  on  the 
Ongerman  to  know  his  way  about,  so  that 
his  failiu-e  to  return  home  after  an  absence 
of  foiu-  days  caused  little  or  no  imeasiness 
to  his  friends.  He  had  his  powder-flask 
with  him,  and  his  rifle  and  his  axe,  while 
his  pouch  was  well  fiUed  with  concentrated 
meat,  and  he  had  his  flint  and  tinder-box — 
he  had  not  found  his  game  as  plentiful  as 
he  had  expected,  and  had  gone  further 
afield  in  quest  of  it,  that  was  all. 

We  shall  see.  When  the  yoimg  hunter 
had  penetrated  some  distance  up  the  hills 
his  keen  sight,  scamiing  the  sparkling 
carpet  of  winter  in  search  of  rome  foot- 
marks of  his  expected  prey,  detected  a 
frozen  track.  No  somid  of  Inunan  voice, 
no  song  or  chirp  of  bird,  or  even  croak  of 
evil-omened  raven  broke  the  stern  tran- 
quillity of  the  hour,  but  a  deep  sabbatic 
calm  lay  over  all  the  hills,  the  slumbering 
woods,  and  the  silent  frozen  waters  under- 
foot. 

In  similar  circumstances  an  English  lad 
would  probably  have  begun  to  whistle  or 
himi  a  tune ; '  but  Karl  Sturleson  knew 
better  than  to  let  the  cruel  cold  rush  down 
his  throat  and  chill  his  blood,  so  he  kept 
his  lips  closed,  and  hied  rapidly  onward,, 
closely  examining  the  gromrd  as  he  glided 
along. 

At  last,  as  we  have  said,  he  perceived 
an  indication  in  the  snow,  and  stooped  to 
survey  it  more  mimitely.  It  was  the  track 
of  a  marten,  and  as  these  creatm-es  never 
live  alone,  or  venture  far  from  their  haxmts, 
he  knew  his  prey  was  not  far  off,  and  tiie 
first  instalment  of  his  Bertha's  winter 
robe  at  hand. 

By  that  time  he  had  run  some  miles  on 
his  snow-shoes,  and  the  night  had  become 
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moi'e  glorious  than  when  he  set  out — "  the 
moon  had  assumed  more  grandeiu-s,"  or, 
to  speak  more  correctly,  had  appeared 
above  the  heavily  timbered  side  of  the 
ravine,  and  the  stars  shone  out  in  denser 
and  more  effulgent  legions,  each  bright 
particular  orb  sparlding  more  keenly  in 
the  icy  air.  The  shooting- stars,  too,  or 
meteors,  darted  in  greater  nmubers  athwart 
the  sky  with  almost  supernatural  bril- 
liancy, and  lastly  the  aurora  of  the  north 
added  the  final  touch  to  the  beauty  of  that 
wintry  scene. 

True,  no  one  but  Karl  was  there  to  see, 
and  all  that  happened  after  he  left  home 
can  only  be  surmised  ;  but  a  winter  night 
in  Sweden  may  be  looked  upon  as  a  given 
quantity  in  the  estimate  of  the  situation, 
and  aU  we  have  to  teU  can  very  well  have 
taken  place,  as  the  reader  wiU  be  able  to 
judge  when  we  ha/e  reached  the  denoue- 
ment of  this  sad  tale. 

There  can  be  no  doubt  that  it  was  a 
lovely  picture  Karl  looked  upon  on  that 
eventful  night,  or  might  have  looked  upon ; 
but  he  was  used  to  siich  midnight  scenes, 
and  held  them  of  smaU  accoimt,  being 
much  more  deeply  interested  in  the  small 
footmarks  that  had  already  caught  his  eye. 
So  he  hm-ried  on,  and  lo  !  the  tracks  sud- 
denly ceased,  and — the  hunter  was  at 
fault! 

All  arotmd  him  was  white  and  smooth 
and  level,  for  every  misightliness,  every 
inequality  of  the  earth's  surface,  was 
deeply  bm'ied  by  the  snow.  But  the 
hunter  was  at  no  loss  what  to  do.  The 
marten  had  not  sprung  suddenly  iipward 
into  space,  but  had  there  crept  quietly 
imderground,  carefully  stopping  v;p  the 
hole  by  which  it  reached  its  retreat  beneath 
some  boulder-stone  or  gigantic  root  of 
ruined  pine,  while  the  feathery  scales  that 
dropped  from  the  overhanging  boughs  had 
almost  completely  effaced  the  traces  of  its 
passage  down  below. 

Yes,  Karl  imderstood  the  sign,  and  knew 
what  to  do.  He  unbuckled  his  belt,  as 
they  afterwards  ascertained,  and  drew  from 
it  his  faithful  axe,  with  which  he  began  to 
clear  away  the  snow  at  the  spot  where  the 
marten  had  disappeared.  The  sm^faoe 
crust  was  hard  enough,  but  the  axe's  edge 
was  keen,  and  the  resistance  of  the  frost 
was  quickly  overcome.  But  there  was  a 
drift  at  the  place,  it  would  appear,  and 
Karl  had  to  dig  down  some  three  feet  or 
more  before  he  reached  the  groimd,  or, 
rather,  a  mass  of  boulder-stones,  in  the 
midst  of  which,  as  he  could  then  ascertain 
fi-om  the  powerful  odour  they  exhaled, 
the  martens  were  enjoying  their  winter 
sleep,  which  he,  poor  lad,  intended  to  be 
their  last. 

Man  proposes,  and  Wlio  it  is  that  dis- 
poses of  the  lives  of  men  and  beasts  we 
know.  No  himian  eye  beheld  the  tragedy 
while  it  was  being  enacted.  But  when  a 
week  had  elapsed  from  the  time  of  the  lad's 
departure  on  his  hunting  quest,  and  nothing 
had  been  heard  of  him.  Bertha  became 
alarmed,  and  imparted  her  fears  to  her 
father,  who  was  inclined  to  make  light  of 
them  at  first ;  but  when  the  eight  days 
had  grown  to  twelve,  and  there  was  still 
no  sign  of  Karl,  then  the  good  man  began 
to  think  that  something  imtoward  must 
have  happened,  and  organised  a  search 
party  to  find  the  missing  Ininter. 

In  the  interval  there  had  been  some 
heavy  falls  of  snow,  which  had  completely 
obliterated  every  vestige  of  the  yoimg 


forester's  track,  so  that  after  fruitlessly 
spending  several  days  in  the  quest,  Herr 
Surtur  and  his  party  were  fain  to  return 
home  again  as  they  had  gone  out,  except 
that  they  were  then  confident  that  Sturle- 
son  was  no  more  ;  nor  was  it  until  the 
returning  spring  had  melted  away  the 
winter  snows  that  the  fate  of  the  hunter 
was  ascertained. 

It  was  Pieter  Nilsen  who  first  discovered 
the  scene  of  the  tragic  death  of  one  who 
was  scarcely  his  friend,  but  in  whose  mys- 
terious fate  he  nevertheless  experienced  a  \ 
sad  interest.  He,  too,  had  gone  out  himt-  \ 
ing  one  morning  by  himself,  and  had  tra- 
velled some  distance  up  a  mountain  gorge, 
perhaps  a  couple  or  three  miles  beyond 
the  Ongerman,  when  his  attention  was 
caught  by  a  pecuUar-looking  object  that 
was  lying  a  little  way  to  his  left  near  the 
bottom  of  the  hoUow  along  the  side  of 
which  he  was  walkuig,  and  he  stepped  oiit 
of  his  way  from  curiosity  to  see  what  it 
was,  and  to  his  horror  discovered  it  to  be 
a  human  skull,  or  the  greater  part  of  one, 
that  had  been  dragged  to  the  spot  where 
he  found  it  by  some  beast  of  prey,  most 
probably  a  bear. 

That  it  was  no  relic  of  a  bygone  past, 
exhumed  from  a  long-since-forgotten  rest- 
ing-place by  the  spring  torrent  of  melted 
snows  in  its  tumultuous  rushing  down 
the  ravine  to  join  the  great  river  far 
below,  was  evident  enough,  for  in  places 
there  were  scraps  of  adherent  flesh,  and 
on  the  crown  a  tuft  of  yellow  ciirly  hair. 

"Ach!  "  cried  Pieter,  starting  back  in 
dismay,  "it  is  Karl!"  and  without  wait- 
ing to  see  anythmg  more  he  flew,  rather 
than  ran,  back  to  the  village,  where  his 
terrified  appearance  convinced  every  one 
who  saw  him  pass  that  he  had  seen  a 
mountain  goblin,  and  they  called  eagerly 
after  him  for  an  explanation.  The  j'omig  j 
fellow,  however,  took  no  notice  of  these  ; 
appeals,  and,  hurrying  on,  rushed  abruptly  ' 
into  the  farm-house  where  Bertha  Surtur 
and  her  father  were  eating  their  dumer, 
patriarchal  fashion,  in  the  kitchen,  sur- 
rounded by  their  vassals  and  retainers — 
their  dogs,  to  wit — and  the  men  and 
women  who  helped  them  in  the  conduct 
of  the  farm. 

Pale  and  breathless,  his  sudden  entrance 
caused  no  little  stir,  and  Bertha,  instinc- 
tively divining  that  something  dreadftil 
had  happened,  clutched  the  table  to  keep 
herself  from  sinking  to  the  ground,  while 
the  farmer  jiunped  to  his  feet  and  ad- 
vanced a  step,  with  outstretched  hands  j 
and  a  puzzled  face,  towards  his  miexpected  | 
visitor,  who,  he  fancied,  had  suddenly  gone 
mad.  I 

Nilsen,  however,  as  yet  unable  to  ar- 
ticulate for  want  of  breath,  sank  panting 
on  a  bench,  and  when  the  assembled  in- 
mates of  the  farixdiouse  had  satisfied 
themselves  that  the  young  man  was  stiU 
in  possession  of  his  senses,  they  sin-roimded 
him,  and,  aU  speakmg  together,  phed  him 
with  qiiestions  as  to  the  nature  of  the 
vision  or  phantom  they  also  took  it  for 
granted  he  must  have  seen,  though,  as 
usual,  they  took  the  very  step  best  calcu- 
lated to  retard  the  gratification  of  their 
curiosity. 

Surtur  presently  commanded  sUence, 
and,  addressing  Pieter,  asked  encoiu'ag- 
inglv,  "  Wliat  is  the  matter,  lad  ?  What 
is 't  thou  hast  seen  that  has  distm-bed  thee 
thus  ?  " 

"  I  have  seen,"  replied  the  young  man, 


speaking  m  gasps,  and  not  without  diffi- 
culty— "  I  have  seen  the  head  of  Karl 
Sturleson,  and  " 

Before  he  could  add  another  word  a 
piercing  shriek  from  the  end  of  the  table 
caused  them  to  look  round,  when  poor 
Bertha  was  discovered  fallen  backwards 
from  her  seat,  and  in  doing  so  her  head 
had  come  in  contact  with  a  corner  of  the 
stove,  causing  a  severe  woimd,  from  which- 
the  blood  was  pouring  freely. 

In  Norrland  the  father  of  a  famUy  is  its- 
surgeon,  as  a  rule,  as  well  as  its  priest  and 
governor,  and  Herr  Sm-tur  had  quickly 
bomid  up  his  daughter's  head  and  re- 
covered her  from  her  swoon.  On  regain- 
ing consciousness  the  girl's  first  words 
were  addressed  to  the  yomig  woodsman  : 
"  Pieter,  teU  me  the  truth — is  my  Karl  no 
more  ?  " 

The  himter  shook  his  head  sorrowfully^ 
but  did  not  speak. 

"  TeU  me  all,"  repeated  the  girl ;  "  I  can 
bear  to  hear  it  now." 

But  there  was  not  miieh  to  be  told,  and 
when  Nilsen  had  brieflj-  stated  what  it  was 
he  had  seen,  and  where,  the  farmer  stood 
up  and  exclaimed  :  "  We  wUl  go  and  bring 
back — what  we  can  find  of  the  poor  lad." 

"  I  will  go  with  you,  father,"  cried  his 
daughter ;  but  Herr  Sm-tm-  would  not 
hear  of  snch  a  thing. 

"  No,  my  girl,"  he  replied,  gently  but 
firmly,  "  that  cannot  be  ;  "  and  presently, 
guided  by  Pieter,  and  accompanied  by 
some  of  his  men,  two  of  whom  carried  a 
hand-barrow,  he  set  out  for  the  scene  of 
the  disa.iter,  leaving  poor  Bertha  weeping 
bitterlj-  at  home  in  charge  of  the  maids. 

The  snow  had  disappeared,  and  there 
was  not  much  trace  visible  of  the  dread- 
ful struggle  that  must  have  taken  place 
above  that  marten's  hole  ;  but  when  the 
poor  fellow's  skull  and  some  other  frag- 
ments of  his  fi-ame  and  clothing  had  been 
recovered,  it  was  seen  exactly  how  the 
deplorable  tragedy  had  occm-red. 

Karl  Sturleson  must  have  dug  down 
deeply  into  the  snow  before  reaching  the 
rocks  or  boulders  below  which  the  animals 
of  which  he  was  in  search  were  hidden, 
and  must  have  been  considerablj'  cramped 
for  room  in  the  narrow  space  he  had  ex- 
cavated in  the  frozen  snow,  and,  just  as 
his  prize  was  within  his  reach,  an  enor- 
mous mass  of  stone  must  have  slipped 
and  pinned  him  above  the  elbow. 

That  he  struggled  and  exerted  his  ut- 
most strength  to  fr'ee  himself  is  no  doubt 
certain,  but  imliappily  m  vain,  or  this  nar- 
rative woi"dd  not  have  been  written ;  and 
there  is  just  a  possibUity  that  by  means 
of  his  axe,  the  broken  handle  of  which 
was  found  below  in  the  marten's  hole,  he 
might  have  escaped  with  the  loss  of  his 
arm,  which  was  foimd  tightly  jammed 
between  the  stones,  though  the  rest  of  the 
body  had  been  torn  awaj-  piecemeal  by 
the  bears. 

Perhaps  he  was  dead  already  from  cold 
when  the  bears  attacked  his  remains? 
Alas  !  no  ;  for  the  dead  carcass  of  one  of 
these  animals  at  a  little  distance  fi-om  the 
scene  of  the  tragedy  showed  that  the 
yoimg  fellow  had  bravely  fought  his  as- 
sailants, and  that  not  until  he  had  inflicted 
mortal  womids  upon  one  of  them  had  he 
succimibed  to  their  ferocious  attacks. 

Yes  ;  there  was  the  arm  stiU  imprisoned, 
but  there  was  a  mark  upon  the  denuded 
bone  that  had  not  been  inflicted  by  the 
bears,  for  it  was  the  imprint  of  the  axe's 
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edge,  so  that  the  unfortunate  youth  was 
in  the  act  of  mutilating  himself  when  he 
was  attacked  by  his  savage  enemies.  The 
hand  and  forearm,  however,  that  were 
inside  the  crevice  were  intact,  and  the 
glove  and  other  covering  with  which  they 
were  invested  served  to  identify  the  re- 
mains without  a  doubt. 

The  fate  of  old  Milo  was  cruel  enough, 
but  that  of  poor  Karl  Sturleson  was  many 
times  worse ;  for  had  the  Greek  happened 
to  have  had  one  of  his  hands  at  liberty, 


he  would  in  aU  probability  have  been 
able  to  have  extricated  himself;  but  the 
modern  MUo  had  no  such  chance,  seeing 
that  the  unhappy  youth  was  not  only 
securely  pmned  by  his  right  arm,  but  so 
cramped  and  hindered  in  his  movements 
from  want  of  room  in  which  to  exert  his 
strength  that  he  was  rmable  to  resist  the 
savage  fury  of  the  beasts  that  had  attacked 
him,  and  who  must  have  torn  him  to 
pieces  while  he  was  yet  alive,  for  the 
ground  was  saturated  with  his  blood. 


The  farmer  and  his  men,  by  means  of 
a  crowbar,  moved  the  ponderous  boulder- 
stone,  and  released  the  imprisoned  hmb 
of  their  lost  friend,  whose  other  remains 
they  collected  from  a  space  of  many  yards 
around,  and  bore  back  with  them  sorrow- 
fully to  the  farm,  where  they  were  decently 
and  reverently  interred  in  the  family 
burying-place,  while  a  rude  monument  of 
stones  was  afterwards  erected  on  the  site 
of  the  terrible  tragedy. 


THERE  is  no  doubt  the  parish  church  of 
Comely  has  much  to  be  proud  of.  Its 
high  steeple  is  a  land-mark  for  miles,  its 
gargoyles  beat  for  size  and  ugliness  all  known 
specimens,  its  Norman  west  doorway  has  been 
photographed  and  etched  and  sketched  again 
and  again,  and  its  flying  buttresses  and 
rounded  apse  ai'e  indisputably  unique. 

The  building  of  Comely  Church  was  a  labour 
of  love  to  the  Norman  masons ;  thei'e  is  no 
scamping,  no  half  measm-es  visible  to  this  day, 
and  here  and  there  one  comes  upon  their 
marks  indelibly  cut — crosses  and  hearts  for 
the  most  part — as  if  they  wished  to  be  asso- 
ciated for  ever  with  their  work.  The  interior 
is  cathedral-like,  with  nave  and  side  chapels 
and  transept ;  lady  chapel  and  chancel  with 
carved  oak  stalls  and  screen ;  up  above  the 
nave  the  clerestory  runs — "the  Nuns'  walk," 
as  country  children  term  it,  from  some  old- 
world  idea — and  its  sharp-cut  arches  still 
look  fresh  and  new,  thanks  to  the  barbarous 
taste  of  bygone  churchwardens,  who  white- 
washed the  noble  stonework,  and  so  uncon- 
sciously helped  to  preserve  it. 

Of  later  days,  since  music  came  to  the 
front.  Comely  Church  boasts  of  its  choir.  It 
is  still  in  the  memories  of  a  few  old  people 
in  the  parish  how  a  stringed  band  once  did 
duty  in  the  west  gallery,  whereof  half  the 
fiddlers  were  deaf — mercifuUy  for  them- 
selves, but  very  trying  to  many  listeners — 
how  the  hjanns  were  droned  out  by  young 
men  and  women,  whose  knowledge  of  music 
went  no  further  than  singing  the  alter- 
nate verses  forte  and  piano,  how  voices  and 
instruments  struggled  for  the  supremacy 
through  eight  and  ten  twelve-line  verses, 
whereof  the  last  two  lines  of  each  verse  were 
repeated,  and  then  between  each  verse  how 
the  fiddles  scraped  on  alone  while  the  singers 
rested.  Those  were  the  days  of  square  pews, 
and  pews  with  doors,  and  pews  placed  any- 
how, turning  their  backs  on  the  east  being 
quite  orthodox,  and  when  the  chancel  was 
given  up  to  the  best  families  and  their  ser- 
vants. 

The  choristers  who  now  march  in  orderly 
procession  two  by  two,  in  uniform  black  and 
white,  and  at  whose  advent  the  congregation 
— which  formerly  rose  only  at  the  squire's 
entrance — rises,  imagine  it  has  always  been 
as  it  is  now,  having  no  remembrance  of  the 
clerk  in  the  "  three-decker,"  who,  after  giving 
out  a  hymn,  tried  several  tunes  till  he  got 
one  to  fit  the  metre,  and  then,  having  started 
the  congregation,  replaced  his  quid  in  his 
cheek,  and  overawed  the  school-children  be- 
neath him  by  a  majestic  scowl  if  they  ven- 
tured to  glance  off  their  books.  Surely  we 
have  bettered  aU  that  ! 

It  is  about  the  choir  of  Comely,  rather  than 
the  church  of  Comely,  I  want  to  tell.  Five 
years  ago  the  choir  was  particularly  good ; 
the  boys'  voices  were  especially  true  and 
sweet,  and  the  men  didn't  bellow  the  boys 
down,  but  with  "  artistic  feeling  " — that's  my 


TOMMY  TENOH. 

By  J.  Masterman. 

father,  the  organist's,  expression — were  con- 
tent to  make  a  background  of  true  harmony. 

I  was  a  big  boy  then,  and  had  just  been 
sent  out  of  the  choir  because  my  voice  was 
cracking.  My  father  said  it  made  his  blood 
creep,  and  ordered  me  to  hold  my  tongue  in 
church  ;  but  it  had  caused  me  bitter  pain  to 
give  up  the  place  I  had  held  for  nearly  six 
years  as  leader  of  the  lads.  I  don't  mind 
telhng  that  I  had  a  good  cry  over  this  dis- 
missal, and  I  was  having  it  in  a  corner  of  the 
Nunnery  ruins  close  by  the  church,  when  one 
of  the  smaller  members  of  the  choir  came 
upon  me. 

When  he  saw  me  with  my  blubbering  eyes 
and  swelled  red  nose,  he  doubled  himself  up 
with  a  hand  on  each  knee,  and,  regarding  me 
with  a  broad  grin  of  derision,  asked  : 

"  Has  his  mammy  been  a-whopping  of 
him  ?  " 

He  was  a  boy  known  to  us  as  "  Tommy 
Tenor,"  having  no  right  to  any  name  as  far 
as  the  workhouse  autliorities  knew  ;  for  as  a 
baby  he  had  been  left  at  the  workhouse  gates 
one  winter's  day,  and  from  that  day  till  the 
rector  took  a  fancy  to  him  and  made  him  his 
"  buttons,"  no  claim  had  ever  been  made  for 
the  poor  little  foundling.  The  rector  had 
heard  him  singing  over  his  work,  and  had 
put  him  into  my  father's  charge,  and  for 
many  a  day  since  then  Tommy  Tenor's  voice 
had  rung  up  above  all  other  choristers'  voices 
and  gained  him  his  surname. 

He  was  an  idle  little  scamp,  not  over 
cleanly,  an  irrepressible  tease,  and  yet  be- 
cause of  his  pretty  face  (when  it  was  suh- 
mitted  to  soap  and  water)  and  his  sweet 
notes,  the  rector's  wife  and  my  father  con- 
doned his  many  offences. 

Tommy  didn't  care  when  the  rougher  lads 
— who  ought  to  have  known  better — called 
him  a  "  workhouse  brat ;  "  there  was  only 
one  vulnerable  spot  about  him,  and  that  was 
his  voice — let  a  new  boy  come  and  try 
Tommy's  part,  let  my  father  wish  to  let 
another  sing  Tommy's  solo,  and  Tommy's 
spirits  sank  at  once,  the  pretty  face  gloomed 
over,  and  Tommy  posed  like  a  sick  canary. 
On  this  occasion,  when  he  found  me  blub- 
bering, and  heard  its  cause,  he  sincerely  sym- 
pathised with  me ;  his  jollity  fled  instantly, 
he  was  transfixed  with  a  sudden  dread  on  his 
own  account ;  the  doom  that  had  crushed 
me  must,  in  the  course  of  nature,  overtake 
him  ! 

"  Poor  old  fellow  !  "  he  said,  commisera- 
tingly  ;  and.ihen  he  gazed  silently  before  him 
with  deepening  gloom,  seeing  himself  exposed 
to  the  like  trial. 

"  Does  every  chap's  voice  crack  ?  "  he  asked, 
presently.  "  Isn't  there  never  no  one  as  keeps 
on  his  singing  voice  always  ?  " 

It  was  a  solace  to  me  just  then  to  depict 
my  position  in  the  darkest  colours,  as  well 
as  to  deepen  his  dread  ;  so  I  heaped  up  cases 
of  boys  (whose  voices  had  charmed  the  world) 
losing  every  scrap  of  sweetness  when  they 


got  their  men's  voices,  how  many  my  father 
had  known  to  develop  crow-like  tones,  or  in- 
significant mufSed  voices  ;  how  few  instances 
there  were  of  good  boy  singers  being  also  good 
men  singers  ;  and  my  spirits,  I  fear,  rose  as 
his  sank. 

After  that  conversation  never  a  Sunday 
passed  but  he  asked  us  whether  we  thought 
his  voice  sounded  "  like  cracking." 

As  soon  as  the  other  boys  knew  of  this 
dread  of  his,  they,  boy-like,  traded  cruelly 
upon  his  fear.  They  were  by  no  means  a 
kindly  lot  at  the  best,  and  Tommy's  sweet 
voice  was  a  constant  source  of  regret  to  them, 
while  my  father's  favouritism  made  the  worst 
of  them  show  him  many  an  ill  turn.  They 
would  hide  his  music  in  church,  put  squashed 
blackbeetles  on  his  seat,  and  pinch  his  leg 
agonisingly  when  he  was  singing  a  solo  ;  but 
though  his  face  was  blanched  with  pain  or 
disgust,  his  ringing  notes  would  never  falter, 
and  the  rich  sweetness  would  float  upwards 
without  a  jar  to  tell  of  his  sufferings.  When 
we  had  any  great  day  on — any  special  service 
and  unusually  grand  congregation — I  used  to 
shift  his  place  so  that  he  might  be  spared 
these  dodges,  but  on  ordinary  days  I  didn't 
interfere  ;  I  knew  he  would  take  his  revenge 
afterwards. 

And  didn't  he  ?  that's  all !  Tom  Long — 
our  overgrown  second  soprano — one  day  ran 
a  rusty  nail  into  Tommy's  leg,  making  him 
squeal  just  when  the  preacher  was  giving 
the  blessing,  and  Tommy  got  no  pudding  for 
punishment,  and  was  kept  away  from  evening 
service  in  the  choir ;  but  when  Long  was 
going  home  that  night  Tommy  stopped  him, 
and  there  was  a  great  fight.  Tommy  had  to 
go  in  to  prayers  with  his  eyes  bunged  up  and 
his  ear  bleeding ;  but  Tom  Long  lost  two 
front  teeth,  and  the  collar  of  his  best  jacket 
was  torn  off — worst  of  all,  his  singing  was 
ruined  till  his  father  could  afford  to  get  him 
some  false  teeth. 

It  had  long  been  the  custom  to  sing  an 
anthem  once  a  month  at  Comely  Church  of 
an  evening,  and  people  came  from  all  parts, 
attracted  by  Tommy  Tenor.  Eich  as  well  as 
poor  thronged  the  church,  and  I  have  seen 
ladies  nudge  each  other  at  the  first  sound  of 
Tommy's  voice,  and  a  stir  go  through  the  con- 
gregation afterwards  as  if  it  was  all  the  fine 
folks  could  do  to  avoid  applauding  him.  I 
know  for  a  fact  a  great  artist  sketched  him 
once  as  he  stood  forward  to  sing  a  solo  part. 
My  father  had  ordered  us  ail  to  keep  our 
seats  while  he  sang  his  verse,  and  I  found 
that  was  the  reason.  I  learnt  afterwards  the 
artist  made  a  fine  picture  of  it,  and  exhibited 
it  in  London.  My  mother  saw  it,  and  told 
me  it  was  exactly  like,  and  yet  it  was  "an- 
gelic;  "  but  so  he  was,  dirty  little  scamp  !  To 
see  him  in  his  surplice,  his  clean  face  and 
bright  hair  ;  the  large  blue  eyes  with  eyebrows 
as  if  just  pencilled,  the  skin  fair  and  fresh  as 
a  girl's,  no  wonder  the  ladies  gazed  at  him 
enraptured,  and  the  fat  cook  at  the  rectory 
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forbore  to  scold  when  he  put  his  fingers  in 
the  dishes.  When  I  was  deposed,  and  had 
to  be  merely  one  of  the  congregation,  I  fully 
realised  the  charm  of  Tommy  Tenor.  To  look 
at  him  with  his  delicate  features,  his  perfect 
colouring,  his  sweet  seriousness,  his  uncon- 
scious grace,  and  to  listen  to  his  silvery  voice 
soaring  u^s  in  unbroken  purity  and  sweetness 
tUl  one's  very  breath  stopped  Itst  it  should 
rudely  mar  the  dying  cadence,  was  indeed  to 
have  some  sort  of  glimpse  of  one  of  those 
faultless  creatures  with  whom  we  people 
heaven. 

The  other  choir-boys,  mostly  stolid  country 
louts,  with  stupid  expressions  on  their  thick- 
set features,  seemed  of  a  race  apart — boys  for 
the  most  part  with  comfortable  homes  and 
respectable  parents,  altogether  of  a  superior 
class  to  the  nameless  "  workhouse  brat " 
whom  they  despised — and  yet  their  eyes  never 
shone,  nor  did  their  voices  ever  speak  to  the 
heart  as  did  his. 

Three  years  ago  he  was  fourteen,  and  as 
yet  there  was  no  sign  of  a  rift  in  the  sweetness 
of  his  perfect  voice.  The  old  organ  was  under 
Tipair  that  Christmas,  and  we  were  making 
shift  with  a  harmonium,  which,  at  its  best, 
is  a  very  poor  substitute,  so  father  was  extra 
particular  with  the  choir,  telling  them  how 
all  depended  upon  their  exertions. 

On  Christmas  Day  we  had  the  anthem 
every  one  loves,  "  Unto  us  a  Child  is  born," 
and  I  was  proud  of  our  choir.  I  had  told 
father  of  the  tricks  often  played  on  Tommy 
Tenor,  so  the  latter  was  set  a  little  bit  apart, 
and  when  his  part  came  on  I  don't  think  even 
a  mouse  stirred,  and  I  felt  myself  catching 
my  breath  at  the  last.  There  was  a  great 
singer  staying  at  Comely  that  Christmas-tide  ; 
he'd  black  hair  and  such  big  moustachios,  and 
he  went  up  to  father  as  he  was  putting  the 
music  away  after  service,  and  asked  a  lot  of 
questions  about  Tommy.  Tommy  stood  by 
grinning  at  me,  thinking  it  fine  to  be  noticed 
by  a  stranger  like  that,  till  the  Signer  said  : 
"  Ah  well,  he  sings  like  a  seraph  now,  but  it 
can't  be  for  long,  and  who  knows  what  sort  of 
noise  he'll  make  when  he's  a  man."  Then 
he  gave  him  a  florin,  and  told  him  to  let  him 
know  if  he'd  like  to  be  a  singer  by-and-by  ; 
but  Tommy's  grins  were  over.  The  fear  that 
so  often  assailed  him  was  very  strong  just 
then,  and  I  saw  him  run  off  to  the  Nunnery 
ruins  to  hide  his  tears. 

He  had  a  bad  cold  that  winter,  so  bad  that 
his  friend,  the  old  cook,  absolved  him  from 
work,  and  kept  him  in  a  warm  bedroom  for 
weeks.  Luckily  the  rector  was  taking  hoU- 
day,  and  it  was  February  fill-dyke  before  he 
was  back  again,  when  the  newly-restored  organ 
was  to  be  opened  with  some  ceremony. 

Father  was  very  fidgety  lest  Tommy  should 
not  be  fit  to  sing,  and  the  lad's  voice  was  very 
obstinate,  notwithstanding  all  the  feeding  up. 
However,  it  gradually  recovered,  and  his 
friend,  the  cook,  at  last  gave  him  leave  to  join 
the  choir  practice  at  our  house. 

After  the  practice  my  father  sent  him  home, 
bidding  him  not  be  out  in  the  night  air.  Tom 
Long  went  away  directly  after  him,  just  as 
father  had  said  to  me,  "  Tommy's  voice  is 
better  than  ever  it  was,  isn't  it  ?  " 

Father  was  in  high  spirits  ;  he  had  got 
what  he  had  long  desired,  a  first-class  organ 
with  all  the  new  stops,  and  his  best  boy  had 
recovered  more  than  all  his  former  sweetness 
of  voice  in  time  for  the  grand  show-off  day. 

"  Come  on,  sonny,"  he  said  to  me  when  the 
room  was  clear  of  all  the  boys,  "  I'd  like  one 
more  practice  before  to-morrow  ;  you  shall 
blow  for  me." 

The  big  old  church  was  quite  dark  when  we 
went  in,  and  the  candles  at  the  organ  only 
made  a  little  circle  of  light  around  my  father, 
as  with  a  beaming  face  he  again  tried  his  long 
coveted  possession,  every  now  and  then  de- 
manding my  admiration  for  the  renovated 


notes  and  new  stops.  "Listen,"  he  said,  as 
he  came  to  the  part  Tommy  Tenor  had  sung 
so  delightfully  at  the  practice  ;  and  pulling  out 
a  stop  I  had  never  heard  before — the  "  vox 
humana  " — I  was  overwhelmed  with  surprise, 
so  exact  was  the  reproduction  of  a  boy's  voice, 
lacking  only  articulation. 

Softly,  pleadingly,  triumphantly  the  notes 
pealed  out,  the  great,  dark,  empty  building 
intensifying  the  harmony,  and  I  thought  my 
father  would  never  get  tired  of  repeating 
Tommy  Tenor's  part];  but  play  it  though  he 
did  with  all  his  heart,  it  hardly  came  up  to 
Tommy's  rendering.  As,  at  last,  he  closed 
the  organ  and  prepared  to  leave,  the  side 
door  through  which  we  had  entered  banged 
to. 

"  I  am  sure  I  shut  it,"  I  saidj  when  my 
father  accused  me  of  carelessness  ;  "  the  wind 
must  have  forced  it  open.    Listen  to  it !  " 

It  was  blowing  up  for  a  gale,  and  the  thick 
walls  seemed  to  tremble  as  the  violent  gusts 
beat  against  them.  One  lantern  was  blown 
out  as  we  crossed  the  road,  and  my  mother 
welcomed  our  return  home  with  "  I  am  thank- 
ful you  are  back ;  'tis  just  an  awful  night, 
isn't  it  ?  "  We  were  snugly  tucked  up  in  bed 
and  falling  aleep  when  loud  and  persistent 
knocking  at  our  door  aroused  us.  When  we 
opened  it,  letting  in  a  wild  blast  of  snow-laden 
wind,  the  voice  of  the  fat  old  cook  from  the 
rectory  shrilly  demanded  where  was  Tommy 
Tenor  ? 

Ah,  where  luas  Tommy  Tenor !  He  had 
not  gone  home  after  the  practice,  which  was 
over  by  nine  o'clock,  and  when  he  had  not 
appeared  for  prayers  the  rector  had  supposed 
my  father  had  detained  him.  Only  the  boy's 
faithful  friend,  the  cook,  had  feared  some  evil 
had  happened  to  him,  and,  unable  to  make 
up  her  mind  to  the  contrary,  had  at  last  ven- 
tured out  into  the  storm  to  ask  us  what  we 
could  tell  her  of  his  movements. 

When  we  remembered  Tom  Long  had  fol- 
lowed him  out  of  our  house  we  felt  sure  he 
had  got  shelter  with  him ;  but  cook  wasn't 
content  with  that,  she  insisted  on  seeing  for 
herself,  so  with  me  as  escort,  off  we  went  up 
the  High  Street,  across  the  Market  Square, 
out  into  the  wind-swept  country  road  where 
Tom  Long  lived. 

Every  now  and  then  we  staggered  and 
clung  to  each  other  as  a  heavy  gust  burst 
upon  us.  I  had  never  been  out  in  such  a 
storm  at  such  an  hour,  and  we  had  to  shout 
at  each  other  to  make  our  words  audible.  At 
last  we  reached  the  cottage,  and  after  much 
knocking  and  calling  succeeded  in  making 
old  Long  come  down  to  us.  More  time  was 
spent  in  getting  young  Long  awakened  and 
sufficiently  dressed  to  appear. 

Cook  attacked  him  at  once. 

"  What  had  he  done  with  yon  poor  lad 
Tenor  ?  "  she  asked  sharply.  That  put  Tom 
Long's  back  up,  and  we  could  get  little  out  of 
him  but  impertinence. 

"  It  was  a  nice  thing,"  he  growled,  "  to  be 
pulled  out  of  bed  because  a  workhouse  fellow 
hadn't  come  in  to  supper,"  and  much  more  of 
the  sort.  Old  Long  wasn't  a  nice  man  to 
deal  with  either,  but  he  had  some  respect  for 
the  rector's  cook  because  he  got  the  pig's 
wash  from  her  kitchen  and  didn't  want  to 
offend  her,  so  he  took  Tom  to  task  and  made 
him  say  whether  he'd  been  with  the  other  lad 
that  evening.  Tom  admitted  he  had  had  a 
few  words  with  him  after  the  practice,  and 
that  the  words  were  not  over  friendly.  "  He'd 
teased  him  a  bit,  no  more  than  he  often  did. 
Just  twitted  him  about  his  voice,  nothing 
more  than  usual." 

He'd  seen  him  last  at  the  church  door — 
they'd  heard  the  organ  going,  and  he'd 
"  stuffed  up  "  Tommy  to  believe  there  was  a 
boy  in  there  singing  his  part.  Tommy 
"  sucked  it  all  in,"  and  got  in  a  "reg'lar  wax." 

"  Oh,  you  villin  !  "  cook  cried  angrily,  as 


all  this  was  drawn  from  the  very  unwilling 
lad.    "  And  what  happened  next  ?  " 

"  Oh,  he  kicked  out  at  me  'cause  I  laughed 
at  him,  and  ran  away  home,  I  thought,  and 
so  I  comed  home,  and  I  guess  you'll  find  he's 
sneaked  up  to  bed  without  you  knowing  of 
it ! "  _ 

This  notion,  which  had  not  occurred  to 
cook,  comforted  her  greatly,  and  with  a  part- 
ing tirade  against  young  Long's  "  impidence," 
she  started  off  to  return  to  the  rectory.  I 
accompanied  her,  for  it  was  not  safe  to  let 
her  go  alone.  Chimney-pots  and  slates  were 
flying  about,  and  she  and  I  cannoned  up 
against  each  other  several  times  before  we 
arrived.  But  Tommy's  bed  was  empty  ! 
Then  cook  roused  her  master.  The  rector 
was  greatly  alarmed ;  he  bade  cook  keep  warm 
by  the  kitchen  fire,  promised  his  wife  to  take 
care  of  himself,  and  bidding  me  fetch  father, 
prepared  to  institute  a  strict  search. 

Kemembering  the  slamming  of  the  church 
door,  the  church  was  first  searched  thoroughly, 
but  fruitlessly.  Then  I  suggested  the  Nunnery 
ruins — it  was  a  favourite  place  of  retreat  with 
us  boys — but  both  father  and  the  rector  re- 
fused to  go  there ;  it  would  be  unsafe  to  ven- 
ture amongst  the  crumbHng  walls  in  such  a 
gale  ;  so  we  knocked  up  several  houses  where 
Tonuny  had  playfellows,  especially  where  the 
choir-boys  lived,  and  as  the  alarm  spread  a 
good  many  fathers  joined  us  in  our  search. 

Many  of  us  thought  of  the  river,  but  with- 
out saying  so  ;  some  thought  he'd  even  run 
away,  and  some  suggested  he'd  gone  to  his  old 
home,  the  workhouse.  What  a  night  that 
proved  !  At  length  the  dawn  came  on,  and  the 
wind  fell  as  the  light  strengthened,  and  yet 
we  could  hear  nothing  of  his  whereabouts. 

Cook  had  gone  out  again  as  soon  as  the 
light  appeared,  and  it  was  she  who  came 
at  last  upon  Tommy  Tenor's  hiding-place. 
Under  a  mass  of  fallen  masonry  amongst  the 
Nunnery  ruins,  he  lay  dead  ! 

The  jury  who  held  the  inquest,  and  before 
whom  Tom  Long  had  to  give  evidence, 
brought  in  a  verdict  of  accidental  death  ;  but 
they  said  to  Tom  Long  they  hoped  he'd  be 
cured  of  practical  joking,  for  if  it  hadn't  been 
for  him  Tommy  Tenor  would  never  have 
been  in  that  dangerous  place  in  such  a  storm. 
Tom  Long,  to  do  him  justice,  was  sobered  for 
many  a  day,  and  I  don't  think  the  lads  ever 
sing  the  old  chants  and  anthems  without 
half  listening  for  the  voice  that  was  so 
awfully  hushed  for  ever. 

A  few  months  after  Tommy's  sad  death, 
the  rector  told  father  a  strange  thing.  A 
beautiful  white  monument  had  been  sent  to 
him  anonymously,  with  the  request  it  might 
be  placed  in  the  church.  There  it  is  to  this 
day — a  life-size  kneeUng  figure  in  white 
marble,  exactly  like  Tommy  Tenor  when  he 
was  specially  cleaned  up,  kneeling  up  in  the 
choir,  with  his  Sunday  face  and  his  slender 
hands  clasped  before  him,  his  lips  just  open 
as  if  he  were  praying  aloud.  No  one  has 
ever  known  or  even  guessed  who  had  it  made, 
and  the  only  words  beneath  it  are  : 

"  In  memory  of  a  little  chorister  known  as 
Tommy  Texob." 

As  in  life  Tommy  Tenor  attracted  strangers 
to  our  church,  so  now  they  come  to  look  at 
this,  his  beautiful  effigy ;  but  no  one  can  guess 
who  raised  the  monument,  or  unravel  the 
mystery  of  his  birth.  The  rector  travelled 
to  the  town  whence  the  s'  one  was  sent, 
but  the  stone-mason  declined  to  answer  any 
questions.  His  work  was  done  and  paid  for, 
he  said,  and  he  had  nothing  else  to  tell. 

Every  Christmas  the  cook  at  the  Eectory 
lays  a  stiff  artificial  wi"eath  on  the  marble 
cushion  beneath  the  marble  knees,  and  every 
now  and  again  some  unknown  hand  places  a 
nosegay  of  costly  white  blossoms  at  the  base 
of  the  spotless  stone. 
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By  Robert  Eichardson,  b.a., 

Author  of"  Almost  a  Hero,"  "  The  Holiday  Experiments  of  Humphreii  Dexter  Page,"  etc. 


THIS  is  the  story  of  Don  Miguel  Velas- 
quez, as  he  himself  told  it  to  me, 
sitting  in  the  verandah  of  our  hotel  at  Eio 
Janeiro,  where  the  chances  of  travel  found 
me  in  the  spring  of  18 — .  Don  Miguel 
was  only  a  hotel  acquaintance,  but  in  the 
course  of  a  week  we  had  become  very  good 
friends.  We  sat  next  to  each  other  at 
table  d'hote,  and  I  was  first  attracted  by 
the  yoimg  man's  frank  and  courteous 
mamier  and  by  his  singularly  handsome 
personal  appearance.  His  figure  was  an 
almost  perfect  one  in  its  remarkable 
balance  of  grace  and  strength.  It  was  as 
frill  of  fine  ciurves  and  delicate  lines  as  a 
woman's,  and  at  the  same  time  as  supple 
and  weU-knit  as  an  athlete's.  Dark, 
closely  ciu-Ung  hau-  crowned  a  broad  low 
brow  and  a  face  of  great  vivacity  and  the 
cleanest  modelling.  Altogether  Don  Mi- 
guel looked  to  me  like  the  embodiment  of 
a  Greek  god.  One  other  thing  about  him 
that  at  first,  and  imtil  he  had  explained 
matters,  surprised  me,  was  the  facility,  and 
even  felicity,  with  which  he  spoke  English. 

We  were  seated,  I  say,  in  the  broad 
verandah  of  our  hotel  in  the  cool  of  the 
evening.  The  city  spread  beneath  us,  its 
lights  gleammg  down  to  the  harboiu-,  and 
thence  straggling  right  and  left  along  the 
bay. 

As  Don  Miguel  half  sat,  half  lay  in  the 
wickerwork  verandah  chair,  the  moon- 
light feU  upon  his  face,  and  revealed  to  me 
once  more  the  scar  across  his  neck  at 
wliich  I  had  wondered  more  than  once, 
and  which  came  so  near  to  marring  the 
beauty  of  his  face.  He  must  have  noticed 
my  glance  resting  on  this  mark,  for  he  said 
presently,  "  Now  I  know  what  you  are 
thinking  aboiit ;  you  are  wondering  how  I 
came  by  that  scar.  Well,  if  you  have 
patience  for  the  story,  I'll  tell  it  you." 

He  threw  away  tlie  end  of  the  cigarette 
he  had  been  smoking,  stretched  himself 
back  in  his  chair,  and  spoke  as  foUows : 

"  Yoxx  know  that  I  am  a  coffee  planter, 
and  that  it  is  business  connected  with  our 
fazenda  which  brings  me  to  Rio  at  present ; 
but  I  have  not  told  you  yet  that  I  live 
with  an  imcle  who  is  in  reality  the  pro- 
prietor of  the  Fazenda  de  Santa  Anna. 
I  am  myself  an  orphan,  my  father  and 
mother  having  died  when  I  was  little  more 
than  a  child.  My  tmcle  was  my  sole 
guardian,  and  I  was  educated  first  at 
Madrid  and  then  in  England,  where  I 
spent  three  years  at  a  private  school. 

"  I  was  seventeen  years  old  when  I  came 
to  live  with  my  imcle  to  assist  in  the 
management  of  the  plantation.  My  uncle 
was  a  widower  and  had  one  child,  a 
daughter. 

"Tlie  change  from  school  life  in  England 
to  the  duties  which  now  fell  upon  me  was 
sudden  and  great,  but  I  was  determined 
to  master  my  new  position,  and  in  a  little 
while  did  so.  Indeed,  my  life  soon  became 
a  very  pleasant  one.  My  xmcle  was  a 
somewhat  strict  disciphnarian.  He  was 
an  able  man  in  many  ways  apart  from  his 
vocation  as  a  fazendeiro.  From  all  under 
his  employ  he  demanded  swift  obedience 


and  faithful  work.  Wlien  he  secured  that 
he  was  a  kind  and  thoughtful  master.  The 
negroes  on  the  estate  were  well  treated, 
and,  though  they  feared  him  somewhat, 
liked  my  imcle. 

"  Yet  hfe  for  me  at  this  time  would  have 
been  decidedly  dull  and  monotonous  had 
it  not  been  for  the  companionship  of  my 
cousin.  Dona  Inez  was  a  year  younger 
than  myself,  a  bright  and  beautiful  girl, 
fuU  of  vivacity,  intelligence,  and  sympathy. 
We  soon  became  the  best  of  friends,  and 
more  than  friends  ;  and  I  may  as  well  say 
here  that  she  is  now  my  wife. 

"  I  think  my  life  at  this  time  would  have 
been  perfectly  happy  but  for  one  circiun- 
stance.  My  uncle's  overseer  was  a  man 
named  Sebastian  Gomez.  He  was  a 
Spaniard,  but  there  was  Indian  blood  in 
his  veins  ;  a  tall,  singularly  powerfid  and 
striking-looking  man.  He  was  an  excel- 
lent overseer,  havmg  great  influence  over 
the  negroes  on  the  estate  ;  and  my  uncle 
valiied  him  highly  and  trusted  him  almost 
imphcitly. 

"  Gomez  was  indeed  a  very  faithful  ser- 
vant, and  worked  for  my  imcle's  interests 
as  though  they  were  his  own.  He  was  a 
man  of  very  considerable  natural  capacity, 
and  had  the  powers  of  his  mind  been  trained 
he  would  have  been  fitted  to  fiU  a  much 
higher  position  than  that  which  he  occu- 
pied on  the  fazenda.  But  he  was  unedu- 
cated, ignorant,  superstitious,  and  of  strong 
and  undisciphned  passions. 

"  Soon  after  my  arrival  at  the  Fazenda 
de  Santa  Anna,  Sebastian  Gomez  con- 
ceived a  violent  dislike  for  and  jealousy  of 
me.  He  had  been  for  many  years  in  my 
uncle's  employ,  ever  since  my  cousin  was 
born,  and  had  for  Inez  a  sort  of  dog-hke 
affection,  that  was  as  strong  as  it  was 
curious.  I  think  he  looked  up  to  her  as 
a  kind  of  superior  being,  a  goddess  who 
commanded  his  reverent  admiration  and 
faithful  devotion.  Myself  he  regarded  as 
an  interloper  and  an  alien.  I  had  co:ne 
and  entered  at  once  into  my  imcle's  and 
my  cousin's  favour,  aud  this  Sebastian  re- 
sented with  an  unthinking  prejudice  and 
an  animal-like  hatred. 

"  This  aversion  to  me  Gomez  was  astute 
enough  to  conceal  before  my  uncle  and 
cousin,  but  when  we  were  alone  together, 
as  oior  respective  duties  sometimes  caused 
us  to  be,  or  even  in  the  presence  of  the 
negro  hands,  he  took  no  pains  to  conceal 
the  real  state  of  his  feelings.  In  a  hundred 
ways  of  more  or  less  significance  he  dis- 
covered his  dislike  and  jealousj'.  Nothing 
of  this  did  I  ever  mention  to  my  imcle.  I 
knew  tliat  it  would  annoy  him,  and  I  was 
unwilling,  for  the  present  at  least,  and 
unless  the  relations  between  Gomez  and 
myself  became  more  serious,  to  say  any- 
thing that  might  cause  my  imcle  to  lose 
confidence  in  a  servant  who  had  served 
him  so  long  and  so  faithfully. 

"  But  with  my  cousin  I  had  no  such 
reasons  for  silence,  and  I  could  not  help 
revealing  to  her  somethuig  of  Gomez's 
extraordinary  ill-will  towards  me.  I  did 
not  fear  the  man,  nor  anythuig  he  could 


do  to  me.  Physically  I  was  almost  as 
strong  as  he,  and  of  course  much  younger, 
while  I  had  the  light  heart  of  a  boy  in 
supreme  health  ;  and  if  care  ever  found 
me  out  in  those  days  it  either  dropped 
lightly  from  my  shoulders  in  sleep,  or  I 
shook  it  from  me  in  the  daylight,  as  a 
strong  swimmer  shakes  the  salt  brine  from 
his  hair. 

"  Nevertheless,  Gomez's  antipathy  irri- 
tated and  annoyed  me  a  good  deal,  and  it 
was  some  relief  to  discuss  the  matter  with 
my  cousin.  Up  to  this,  Inez  had  liked 
Sebastian  for  his  faithful  dog-like  devotion 
to  her.  But  her  likmg  had  been  of  a 
timid,  shrinking  sort,  and  had  always  been 
mingled  with  a  certain  fear  of  the  man, 
and  now,  when  she  learned  of  Gomez's 
strange  attitude  towards  mj'self,  her  mis- 
trust of  him  was  not  long  in  cancelling 
her  liking  and  gratitude.  She  feared  for 
me  far  more  than  I  did  for  myself,  and 
would  at  once  have  told  her  father  every- 
thing had  I  not  dissuaded  her  from  so 
dding.  But  the  poor  girl  sometimes  be- 
came so  unhappy  over  the  matter  that 
I  almost  regretted  that  I  had  not  kept 
silence  towards  her  also.  At  my  request 
Inez  concealed  her  change  of  feehngs 
towards  Gomez  from  the  man  himself — • 
and  so  successfuLLy  that  I  do  not  think  he 
ever  suspected  the  real  state  of  her  mind. 
For  it  was  about  this  time  that  one  night, 
Inez  having  complained  during  the  day  of 
indisposition,  Gomez  lay  aU  night  stretched 
across  her  doorway,  where  he  was  found 
sleepless  and  cold  at  daybreak.  The  man 
had  some  vague,  animal-hke  feeling  that 
by  thus  keeping  watch  and  ward  at  his 
mistress's  door  he  might  parry  any  un- 
seen forces  of  evil  threatening  her.  It 
was  the  instinct  of  a  watchdog,  but  I 
must  say  that  when  I  discovered  the  cir- 
cimistance  I  could  not  help  feeling  a 
sudden  impulse  of  admiration  and  almost 
liking  for  the  man. 

"I  do  not  think  I  ever  believed  that 
Gomez  had  any  dehberate  intention  of 
doing  me  material  harm  until  one  night, 
sliortly  after  the  event  just  described.  It 
was  a  breathless  summer  night,  and  I  had 
found  the  interior  of  the  house  unbearable. 
I  swmig  a  hammock  in  the  verandah, 
resolved  to  pass  the  night  there.  After 
some  restless  tossing  I  at  last  fell  into  a 
deep  enough  slumber,  but  woke  suddenly, 
from  what  cause  I  know  not,  some  hours 
before  dawn.  I  tiu-ned  over  in  my  ham- 
mock to  behold  a  pafr  of  e3"es  gleaming 
at  me  in  the  moonlight,  fiom  behind  one 
of  the  piUars  of  the  verandah.  The  eyes 
rested  on  me  with  a  strange  and  savage 
hght  in  them  that  sent  a  ciu-ious  and  far 
fi-om  pleasant  thrill  through  me.  I  was 
wide  awake  in  a  moment,  and  another 
glance  showed  me  that  the  eyes  belonged 
to  Sebastian  Gomez.  His  body  swiftly 
disappeared  behind  an  angle  of  the  house. 
How  long  the  man  had  been  thus  watch- 
ing me,  why  he  was  there,  and  whether 
or  not  with  any  deadly  intent — these 
questions  I  could  only  answer  with  a 
guess ;  but  fi-om  that  moment  my  distru'st 
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of  the  man  redoubled.  I  now  felt  almost 
■certain  that,  shoixld  a  favourable  oppor- 
tunity present  itself,  Gomez  would  use  it 
to  work  me  some  serious  ill.  I  began  to 
think  it  was  high  time  to  speak  to  my 
imcle.  Still  I  hesitated,  and  contented 
myself  with  watching  Gomez  warily,  and 
being  as  little  alone  with  him  as  possible. 

"  It  was  about  a  month  after  the  above 
episode  that  the  event  I  am  now  to  relate 
■occurred.  Towards  sunset,  on  a  day  that 
had  been  unusually  hot,  even  for  Brazil,  I 
slung  my  gim  across  my  shoulder  and 
started  for  the  forest.  I  was  seeking  not 
so  much  sport  as  coohiess,  and,  if  pos- 
sible, relief  from  the  lassitude  that  had 
been  oppressing  me  all  day.  I  had  pro- 
posed to  Inez  that  she  should  accompany 
me,  but  she  had  felt  the  stifling  heat  of 
the  day  so  overpowering  that  she  was 
disinclined  for  anything  but  resting  in  her 
hammock  imder  the  verandah,  and  had 
begged  me  to  excuse  her ;  and  so  I  started 
alone,  making  in  the  direction  of  a  small 
lagoon  that  lay  some  two  or  three  miles 
distant  from  the  fazenda. 

"  The  lagoon  was  in  the  very  heart  of  the 
forest,  and  all  about  it  the  vegetation  was 
dense  with  the  density  that  is,  I  suppose, 
found  nowhere  out  of  Brazil.  Fern-pahns 
and  others  grew  almost  to  the  water's 
«dge,  and  the  lianas  and  other  cUmbing 
plants  and  parasites,  twining  among  the 
boughs  of  the  trees  and  drooping  in  ropes 
and  loops  from  them,  made  so  thick  a 
screen  overhead  that  even  a  tropical  sun 
had  no  power  to  penetrate  the  leafy  roof. 

"  It  certainly  was  a  little  cooler  by  the 
lagoon,  for  slight  puffs  of  wind  were 
breathed  from  its  bosom.  I  skirted  the 
edge  of  the  water,  keeping  a  lazy  outlook 
for  sport ;  but  either  I  was  too  careless 
and  indifferent,  or  it  was  too  hot  for  the 
■waterfowl  to  quit  their  retreat  among  the 
reeds  and  water-flags,  for  I  only  twice  goi 
a  shot,  and  then  with  no  result. 

"  When  I  reached  the  top  of  the  lagoon  I 
'Stretched  myself  down  full  length  among 
the  grass  and  ferns,  under  the  lee  of  a 
rock  that  stood  close  by  the  margin  of  the 
water.  The  air  was  still,  motionless,  and 
heavy  with  heat ;  not  a  breath  of  wind 
stirred  the  green  canopy  above  ;  while 
rich  forest  odours  were  breathed  about 
me  from  various  flowering  shrubs,  which 
grew  in  profusion  in  the  vicinity  of  the 
lagoon.  Everything  induced  slumber, 
and,  though  I  did  not  lie  down  with  the 
fixed  intention  of  going  to  sleep,  the  in- 
fluences of  the  place  were  not  long  m 
working  their  effect,  and  before  I  was 
actually  aware  of  it  I  was  asleep. 

"  Yet  my  slumber  was,  as  I  always 
remember,  a  broken  and  disturbed  one, 
crossed  by  strange,  fanciful,  and  not  very 
pleasant  dreams.  I  must  have  been 
asleep  for  the  best  part  of  an  hour,  when 
I  awoke  suddenly  with  a  start,  and  a 
"vivid  sense  of  danger  threatening  me ; 
and  there  was  peril  of  a  very  imminent 
kind  staring  me  straight  in  the  face ;  for 
my  eyes  opened  to  rest  upon  the  head  of 
a  large  jaguar  regarding  me  steadily  from 
behind  tlie  rock  in  whose  very  shadow  I 
was  lying.  The  two  fierce,  fiery  eyes 
were  fixed  upon  me  with  a  baleful  glare 
that  sometunes  comes  back  to  me  even 
now  in  my  dreams.  It  was  the  first  time 
I  had  ever  been  brought  face  to  face  with 
the  terror  of  the  Brazihan  forest. 

"  My  heart  gave  a  great  leap,  and  then 
seemed  absolutely  to  cease  beating,  while 


a  sickening  feeling  crept  like  an  icy 
chill  through  my  every  nerve  and  fibre. 
With  a  strong  effort  I  beat  this  coward 
feeling  back,  recovered  my  presence  of 
mind,  and  felt  for  the  gun  lying  at  my 
side.  Quickly  lifting  myself  on  one  knee, 
I  brought  my  gun  to  shoulder  and  took 
as  cool  and  steady  aim  as  possible  at  the 
face  of  the  jaguar.  My  hope  was  that,  if 
my  aim  proved  true,  I  might  bhnd,  or 
partially  blind,  the  brute,  and  so  effect  an 
escape  ;  for,  with  my  barrels  charged  only 
with  heavy  duck-sliot,  I  covlA  not  liope  to 
do  more. 

"  The  report  rang  through  the  silent 
forest,  and  was  instantaneoiisly  followed 
by  a  savage  roar.  I  saw  a  huge  body 
leap  out  from  behind  the  rock,  and  the 
next  moment  felt  a  terrible  blow  cn  my 
shoulder,  and  I  was  down  on  my  back 
and  smothered  beneath  a  huge  mass  that 
well-nigh  crushed  the  breath  from  my 

;  body.  Indeed,  had  the  weight  upon  my 
breast  continued  for  many  moments,  I 
should  have  been  suffocated,  and  done  to 
death,  without  the  necessity  of  my  terrible 
foe  usmg  either  paw  or  tooth  ;  but,  just  as 
I  was  thinking,  with  fast-failing  conscious- 
ness, that  my  hour  was  come,  another 
gim-shot  rang  out  in  the  stiUness.  I  felt 
the  weight  suddenly  lifted  from  my  heart, 
and  saw  the  jaguar  roll  back  upon  the 
grass,  and  then  I  became  spectator  of  a 
strange,  brief,  and  terrible  little  drama, 
which  I  seemed  to  witness  ahnost  like 

'  one  in  a  dream ;  for  I  was  faint  with  loss 
of  blood  from  the  woimd  which  the  paw 
of  the  jaguar  had  inflicted  on  my  neck 
and  shoulder. 

"  I  saw  a  figure  emerge  fr-om  among  the 
trees,  holding  in  the  left  hand  a  rifle  and 
in  the  right  a  long  hunting-knife ;  and  as 
the  figure  came  in  sight,  the  jaguar,  already 
wounded  almost  to  the  death  by  the  bullet 
which  it  had  received  in  its  breast,  turned 
upon  its  new  foe.  The  creature,  wild  with 
pain  and  its  brute  instinct  of  revenge, 
sprang  upon  the  new  comer,  who  stood  to 
receive  his  enemy  as  cooUy  and  steadily 
as  a  regiment  might  receive  a  cavalry 
charge.  The  man  dropped  on  one  knee, 
and,  as  the  jaguar  leapt  at  him,  buried 
his  hunting-knife  in  the  creature's  heart. 
I  saw  the  long,  keen  steel  turn  and  flash 
one  moment  in  air,  and  the  next  it  dis- 
appeared to  the  hilt  in  the  jaguar's  breast. 
The  huge  brute  reeled  back  from  the  stroke 
without  another  cry,  and  fell  lifeless  among 
the  ferns.  Sebastian  Gomez — for  it  was 
he — drew  the  red,  dripping  knife  from  the 
body  of  the  jaguar,  wiped  it  quietly  in  the 
grass,  and  turned  towards  me. 

"  He  bent  down  beside  me,  and  remov- 
ing the  broad  bandana  scarf  which  he 
wore  romid  his  waist,  tore  it  mto  strips, 
and  swiftly  and  dexterously  bound  up  my 
wound.  The  paw  of  the  jaguar  had  fallen 
on  my  shoulder,  and  torn  the  flesh  up- 
ward towards  the  neck.  I  was  feehng  faint 
and  sick,  but  was  quite  conscious,  and  now 
felt  pretty  sure  that  I  should  remaia  so. 
When  he  had  bandaged  my  woimd,  Gomez 
brought  water  from  the  lagoon  in  a  broad 
palm  leaf,  and  bathed  my  face  and  temples, 
which  still  ftirther  revived  me. 

"  '  It  is  a  long  wound,  but  not  very  deep, 
Don  Miguel,'  Sebastian  said.  '  It  will 
do  you  no  real  harm.  But  I  was  just  in 
time,  the  saints  be  praised.  A  few  minutes 
more  and  the  brute  would  have  crushed 
the  breath  out  of  you,  besides  manglmg 
you  terribly.    I  am  not  easily  xmnerved, 


but  it  makes  me  shudder  to  think  of  what 
a  death  might  have  been  yom's.' 

"  '  And  I  have  you,  and  you  alone,  to 
thank  for  my  safety,'  I  answered,  raising 
myself  into  a  sitting  position,  but  still 
feeling  giddy  and  dazed. 

"  '  Don't  thank  me,  master.  Thank  the 
good  saint  who  has  watched  over  your 
life  to-day.  I  did  not  come  here  to  save 
you.  Listen ;  I  must  tell  you  ah.  But  I 
will  teU  you  as  quickly  as  I  can,  for  I 
know  you  are  stiU  sick.  I  saw  you  this 
afternoon  preparing  to  go  into  the  forest. 
I  followed  you,  though  you  did  not  see 
me.  Yes,  I  followed  you  like  a  shadow, 
and  not  at  first,  as  I  have  said,  for  good. 
I  have  hated  you,  Don  Miguel,  and  that 
is  heaven's  own  truth.  I  have  been 
jealous  of  your  growing  influence  with 
your  micle,  and  with  Dona  Inez,  to  save 
whom  fr'om  any  danger  I  would  cut  off 
both  my  hands,  as  a  dog  wordd  lay  down 
its  Ufe  for  its  mistress.  Well,  when  I  am 
angry  I  do  not  think  of  consequences,  you 
see.  Spanish  and  Indian  blood  together 
make  a  hot  mixtm-e.  I  followed  yoii  into 
the  forest  to-day,  thinkmg  that  if  any 
opportimity  placed  you  at  my  mercy  I 
woiild  use  it.  I  had  no  fixed  plan  of  work- 
ing you  harm,  you  miderstand.  But  there 
was  a  wild  and  blind  desire  for  revenge  in 
my  heart,  and  I  thought,  now  if  the  saints 
should  give  him  over  to  me  to-day  I  shall 
not  be  backward,  and  the  consequences 
may  take  care  of  themselves.  All  the  time 
you  were  asleep  I  was  watching  you  and 
trying  to  shape  some  plan  by  which  I  might 
take  your  life  with  the  least  danger  of  de- 
tection— for  I  was  cunning,  and  with  all 
my  hot  desire  for  revenge  wished  to  do  the 
deed,  and,  if  possible,  escape  the  penalty. 
I  am  telling  you  all  the  truth,  you  see — 
every  syllable.  Well,  I  had  determined 
on  what  I  thought  was  the  safest  plan. 
There  is  a  plant  that  grows  abundantly  in 
these  woods,  the  juice  of  which  is  a  deadly 
poison.  A  few  drops  squeezed  between 
your  parted  lips  as  you  slept  would  have 
made  you  sleep  on  for  ever.  The  Indians 
sometimes  use  this  plant  for  purposes  of 
suicide  when  they  have  grown  old  and  in- 
firm, and  when  they  can  no  longer  foUow 
the  chase  and  have  become  a  burden  to 
their  tribe.  Yes,  that  is  what  I  meant  to 
do — to  steal  up  to  your  side,  and  drop  the 
swift  poison  between  yom-  lips.  The  re- 
sult would  have  been  quite  certain,  and  no 
sign  woxild  have  been  left.  No  one  here- 
abouts could  have  guessed  how  you  had 
died.' 

"  At  this  point  of  Gomez's  story  I  must 
confess  that  my  previous  feehng  of  faint- 
ness  was  not  much  relieved,  and  my  brow 
was  wet  with  a  clammy  dew.  Gomez  re- 
sinned, speaking  in  a  fast  and  somewhat 
excited  tone  : 

"  '  But  it  had  been  wUled  otherwise. 
Just  as  I  was  about  to  put  my  murderous 
plan  into  execution  I  caught  sight  of  the 
jaguar,  ^d  saw  in  a  moment  the  danger 
that  threatened  you.  In  an  instant  almost 
there  was  a  sudden  revulsion  of  feeling  m 
my  mind.  I  cannot  teU  how  it  happened, 
for  it  surprised  myself.  I  can  only  explain 
it  by  supposing  that  all  this  time,  Don 
Miguel,  yom-  patron  saint  was  guardizig 
you,  and  that  my  good  sauit  was  im- 
wUling  that  I  should  turn  my  hand  against 
my  master's  nephew  and  my  yoimg  mis- 
tress's lover,  and  drove  the  mtu'derous 
thoughts  suddenly  from  my  mmd.  It 
seems  like  a  mfracle,  but  so  it  was.  My 
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liatred  and  my  desire  for  revenge  vanished 
like  a  black  cloud  from  the  sky,  and  my 
whole  thought  now  was  to  save  yoiir  life. 
I  obeyed  the  new  impitlse  as  I  before  pre- 
pared to  obey  the  old  one.  And  I  have 
been  fortunate.  My  shot  would  almost 
iave  been  sufficient  to  settle  the  jaguar, 
.'for  it  was  well  aimed,  but  my  himting- 
knife  finished  him  easily.  You  really  saw 
the  brute  a  moment  or  two  before  I  did, 
for,  absorbed  in  my  plans  for  taking  your 
life,  I  did  not  see  the  animal's  actual  ap- 
proach through  the  brushwood.  Had  I 
done  so  I  might  have  saved  you  this  ugly 
woimd.  However,  we  may  be  thankful 
that  things  have  turned  out  so  fortunately 
as  they  have.  And  now,  master,  can  you 
forgive  me  all  that  is  past  ?  I  have  no 
feeling  of  hatred  or  jealousy  left  towards 
you.  All  is  vanished.  When  you  save  a 
man's  life,  you  understand,  jow  bind  him 
to  you  with  the  strongest  of  chains — 
stronger  even  than  if  he  had  saved  yomrs ; 
at  least,  that  is  how  I  regard  the  matter — 
and,  apart  from  that,  I  have  wronged  you 
irom  the  first.    Can  you  forgive  me  ?  ' 


"  I  held  .out  my  hand  to  Gomez,  and 
he  grasped  it  in  his  own  strong  clasp. 
'  How  could  I  do  otherwise,  Sebastian '? 
Henceforth  I  owe  you  everything.  We 
shall  be  friends  from  this  day,  shall  we 
not  ■?  ' 

"  '  From  this  day,  Don  Miguel.  And 
now  yoiT  must  get  back  to  the  house  ;  the 
dews  are  beginning  to  fall.' 

"  He  lifted  me  with  the  greatest  ease, 
and  carried  me  all  the  way  back  to  the 
house.  My  wound  healed  steadilj',  but 
left  this  scar.  To  Inez  I  told  everything, 
and  in  a  little  whUe  Sebastian  Gomez  was 
restored  to  his  former  place  in  her  liking, 
or  rather  she  trusted  him  more  now  than 
before.  His  action  clearly  revealed  that 
there  were  secret  depths  of  nobility  in 
the  man's  character,  notwithstanding  his 
ill-regulated  and  passionate  heart,  which 
only  needed  opportunity  to  discover.  My 
imcle  was  told  the  story  of  my  rescue 
I  at  the  hands  of  Gomez,  but  not  of  the 
■  latter's  previous  attitude  towards  my- 
self. 

"  Three  years  later  my  coixsin  and  I 


were  married,  my  imcle  building  a  sepa- 
rate house  for  us  on  the  estate.  Gomez 
remained  one  year  longer  with  us,  a  faith- 
ful and  diligent  servant  to  the  end.  Then, 
having  saved  money,  he  bethought  him 
of  taking  a  hotel  here  in  Eio.  We 
helped  him  in  his  new  adventure  very 
willingly,  and  he  is  now  the  proprietor  of 
one  of  the  most  comfortable  hotels  in  the 
city.  I  almost  always  put  up  with  him 
myself.  He  has  been  married  for  several 
years,  and  is  a  prosperous  man. 

"  That  is  my  story ;  and  if  you  feel  in- 
clmed  to  visit  the  Fazenda  de  Santa  Anna, 
we  shall  try  and  make  you  welcome  in  our 
rough-and-ready  BrazUian  way.  Yet  not 
perhaps  quite  so  rough-and-ready  as  you 
might  suppose.  Indeed,  apart  from  the 
coffee  busmess,  it  is  ahnost  worth  while 
visiting  the  Fazenda  de  Santa  Anna  to 
see  our  orangeries  alone.  And  now  shall 
we  stroll  down  towards  the  harbour,  and 
will  you  try  these  Cubans  ?  Ah  !  I  always 
forget ;  you  are  a  non-smoker.  Wonderful ! 
Such  a  thing  is  hardly  to  be  met  with  in 
Brazil." 


AT  PLAY  WITH  THEEE  WHALES: 

AN  ADVENTURE  IN  THE  POLAR  SEA. 


E  were  a  merry  party  on  board  of  the 
little  steamer  that  was  carrying  us 
mp  to  the  lonely  waste  of  waters  lying 
'between  the  North  Cape  and  Spitzbergen, 
on  a  fine  summer  day  eight  weeks  long ; 
for  we  had  already  passed  the  limit  of 
perpetual  daylight,  and  were  now  well 
into  that  puzzling  region  where  Lord 
Dufferin's  pet  rooster  flew  overboard  and 
drowned  himself  in  despair,  evidently 
rthinking  that  a  world  where  the  sun  had 
aceased  to  rise  and  set  as  he  ought  to  do 
was  no  place  for  a  respectable  rooster  to 
live  in. 

We  had  already  had  our  full  share  of 
adventures.  We  had  fraternised  with 
'dwarfish,  highly-flavoured  Lapps,  admired 
'their  bright-eyed  reindeer,  and  examined 
with  some  ciu-iosity  a  tattered  Lapp  trans- 
lation of  the  life  of  Moody,  the  evangelist, 
which  one  of  them  proudly  produced  from 
his  deerskin  pouch.  We  had  wondered 
at  the  presence  of  mosquitoes  in  countless 
swarms  far  to  the  north  of  Iceland,  and 
liad  found  to  oiu-  no  small  chagrin,  on 
■passing  the  spot  where  the  terrible  "  Mael- 
strom "  whirlpool  ought  to  have  been, 
that  that  famous  vortex,  "  which  doth 
suck  down,  as  it  were  a  straw  or  a  leaf, 
the  largest  whales  that  be  in  the  ocean," 
-existed  only  in  the  vivid  fancy  of  mediaeval 
chroniclers. 

One  of  our  striking  local  experiences 
was  that,  while  lying  at  anchor  off  the  low 
-straggling  point  of  Vceringer  Ness,  nearly 
midway  between  Trondhjem  and  Trom- 
soe,  a  passenger  from  the  Soiithern  Tyrol 
(who  was  by  way  of  being  a  great  sports- 
man) borrowed  the  captain's  grm  to  have 
a  shot  at  four  wild  ducks  that  were  hover- 
ing on  the  surface  of  a  smooth,  shallow 
lagoon  within  easy  range  of  the  steamer. 
He  let  fly,  and,  instead  of  one  of  the  four 
'birds  falling,  a  fifth  suddenly  rose  up,  no 
one  covlA  see  whence.  Three  times  more 
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t  did  he  fire,  and  each  time  up  jimiped 
I  another  duck,  amid  roars  of  laughter  from 
the  whole  ship's  company,  while  the  cap- 
tain remarked  with  a  bread  grin  that  it 
was  a  new  style  of  shooting  to  blow  a  duck 
into  existence,  instead  of  out  of  it,  with 
every  shot !  The  miracle  was  never  ex- 
plained, and  we  were  left  to  conjecture 
that  the  mysterious  birds  must  have  been 
imder  water  till  the  report  of  the  gim 
scared  them  up. 

Our  first  evening  beyond  the  Arctic 
Circle  was  a  sight  never  to  be  forgotten. 
Slowly,  calmly,  grandly,  the  great  sim 
sank  toward  the  black,  saiUess  void  of  the 
infinite  sea,  like  a  noble  soul  overwhelmed 
by  imjust  misfortunes.  As  he  touched 
the  rim  of  the  horizon  a  cheerless  dim- 
ness, that  seemed  like  the  deepening  shadow 
of  the  grave,  gathered  like  a  shroud  over 
the  voiceless  ocean  and  the  desolate  shore, 
giving  weird,  imearthly  shapes  to  the  jut- 
ting crags  of  that  iron  coast,  and  making 
the  dreary  waste  of  leaden  waters  look 
vaster  and  drearier  than  ever.  Then,  sud- 
denly, amid  the  hush  of  a  silence  as  deep 
and  solemn  as  that  of  a  newly-created 
world,  the  glory  of  a  fresh  dayspring  broke 
over  sea  and  sky,  and  the  great  resurrec- 
tion was  complete. 

But  another  spectacle  was  yet  in  store 
for  us,  even  more  characteristic  of  the  far 
North  than  these. 

As  we  steamed  slowly  out  toward  the 
open  sea  from  Tromsoe  Harbour  (our  last 
halting-place  before  Hammerfest  itself, 
"the  town  at  the  world's  end")  the  talk 
natiu-ally  tiu-ned  upon  the  famous  north- 
ern "kraken,"  that  giant  octopus  which, 
though  now  as  mythical  as  its'  compatriot 
the  Maelstrom,  was  once  painted  by  artists, 
gravely  classified  by  naturalists,  and  be- 
lieved in  by  tlie  whole  world. 

"  It's  a  good  job,"  cried  one  of  our  party, 
"  that  the  kraken  is  an  extinct  animal ; 


for  if  (as  Bishop  Pontoffidan  says)  its 
feelers  were  long  enough  to  reach  up  the 
rigging  and  haul  down  a  sailor  from  the 
masthead,  it  would  have  pulled  us  all  off 
this  deck  as  easily  as  a  boy  would  pick 
strawberries  !  " 

"  I  should  think  so  !  "  said  I ;  "  espe- 
cially as  it  is  said  to  have  simplified  the 
process  at  times  by  dragging  down  ship 
and  all  to  the  bottom  of  the  sea,  to  be  de- 
voured at  leisure." 

"  But  is  it  so  certain  that  the  beast 
is  extinct  ?  "  asked  a  voice  from  behind. 
"  Sir  Walter  Scott  mentions  it  as  a  current 
belief  in  1824  ;  and  only  a  few  years  ago 
I  read  a  story  in  one  of  the  magazines 
telling  how  some  man  saw  oft'  the  coast 
of  Shetland  a  creature  answering  to  the 
description  of  the  kraken,  and  had  even 
made  out  the  twisting  of  its  feelers  through 
a  strong  glass." 

"  It  must  have  been  a  strong  glass  of 
whisky,  then,"  said  the  first  speaker,  with 
a  grin.  "  Catch  me  believing  that  such  a 
brute  exists  tiU  I've  seen  it  existing  !  " 

"  But,  on  the  other  hand,"  I  put  in, 
"  you  must  remember  what  Canon  Kings- 
ley  tells  us  :  '  Never  say  positively  that  a 
thing  does  not  exist  till  you  have  actually 
seen  it  not  existi?ig.'  " 

Just  then  there  was  a  sudden  bustle  and 
clamom-  of  voices  on  the  forecastle,  and 
then  one  of  the  disputants,  who  had  run 
forward  to  see  what  was  the  matter,  came 
rushing  back  in  high  excitement. 

"  Hurrah,  boys !  "  he  cried;  "here's  a 
kraken  tiu-ned  up  just  as  you  were  talking 
of  it!" 

There,  sure  enough,  about  a  quarter  of 
a  mile  ahead  of  us,  lay  floating  a  vast, 
black,  glistening  mass,  very  much  like 
the  bulging  side  of  an  enormous  bottle. 
Though  evidently  movmg  very  slowly,  its 
mighty  bulk  shouldered  the  smooth  sea 
into  huge  waves  at  every  movement ;  and, 
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judging  by  the  displacement  of  the  water 
around  it,  its  length  must  have  been 
considerably  more  iliaxi  half  that  of  the 
steamer  itself. 

"That's  not  a  kraken,"  said  I,  "but 
it's  something  else  that  can  be  quite  as 
dangeroiis  at  times — it's  a  whale." 

At  that  moment,  as  if  to  conhrm  my 
words,  two  huge  jets  of  water  shot  up 
high  into  the  air  from  the  floating  mass, 
and  fell  back  in  a  shower  of  glittering 
spray. 

This  sight,  however  familiar  to  a  few 
of  us,  was  new  to  the  greater  number  of 
those  on  board,  and  they  crowded  eagerly 
on  to  the  forecastle  to  look  at  it.  But 
just  then  a  cry  from  one  of  the  sailors 
drew  our  attention  to  a  second  whale  that 
had  jiist  risen  to  the  sm'face  on  our  port 
beam  ;  and  in  another  moment  the  cap- 
tain pointed  out  a  third  on  the  starboard 
bow. 

"  These  whales  seem  to  be  tacticians," 
said  a  tall,  keen-eyed  American,  with  the 
scar  of  a  Confederate  bullet  on  his  brown 
cheek  ;  "  they're  going  to  outflank  us,  like 
the  Irish  soldier  who  surrounded  his  pri- 
soners." 

But  the  Prince  of  Whales  and  his  cour- 
tiers (as  the  wit  of  our  party  called  them) 
hardly  seemed  to  notice  our  presence. 


They  at  once  made  for  each  other,  and 
began  a  sort  of  gigantic  game  of  leap-frog, 
surging  up  and  plunging  down  till  the 
whole  sea  was  in  a  foam  with  their  un- 
wieldy gambols,  and  lashing  the  water 
with  their  fluked  tails  until  the  noise  that 
they  made  fully  bore  out  Charles  Eeade's 
bold  comparison  of  it  to  "  a  church-tower 
falling  flat  upon  an  acre  of  boards." 

"  I  suppose  they're  home  for  the  holi- 
days," said  our  "funny  man,"  with  a 
grin.  "  People  talk  of  a  scliool  of  whales, 
so  it  stands  to  reason  that  they  must  have 
holidays  sometimes." 

"  This  would  make  a  good  illustration 
of  my  favourite  text,  '  The  mountains 
skipped  like  rams,  and  tl  e  little  hills  like 
young  sheep,'  "  added  the  Rev.  Evelyn 
Burnaby,  a  yomiger  brother  of  the  famous 
Colonel. 

But  the  captain  looked  anxious  and 
troiibled,  as  well  he  might.  There  could 
be  no  safety  for  us  while  in  such  close 
proximity  to  these  moving  mountains, 
every  plimge  of  which  made  the  steamer 
rock  to  and  fro  like  a  child's  toy  ;  and 
any  chance  collision  with  one  of  them, 
even  in  sport,  would  smash  om-  ship  like 
an  eggshell. 

"  Load  the  bow-gun,  qaick  !  "  roared 
Captain  Hansen.    "We've  no  ball,  im- 


luckily,  but  the  leport  may  be  enough  to 
scare  'em." 

He  was  obeyed,  and  not  a  moment  too 
soon ;  for  hardly  was  the  gim  slewed 
round  and  the  powder  handed  up  when 
the  largest  of  the  whales  turned  and 
came  right  at  us,  followed  by  the  other 
two  ! 

The  captain  himself  sprang  to  the 
wheel,  and  the  gunner  rammed  and 
primed  for  bare  life,  while  we  all  held 
our  breath  ;  for  the  shock  of  that  mighty 
mass,  driven  against  us  like  a  battering- 
ram,  would  suffice  to  send  us  all  to  the 
bottom  at  one  blow. 

But,  just  as  the  foremost  whale  seemed, 
about  to  crash  into  us,  round  flew  the 
wheel,  the  ship  veered  to  starboard,  and 
the  monster  shot  harmlessly  past,  almost 
capsizing  us  with  the  "  wash "  of  its 
wake.  At  that  moment  bang  went  the 
gun,  and  happily  the  sharp,  sudden  report 
sufficed  to  scare  the  three  leviathans  ;  for 
the  whale,  with  aU  its  giant  bulk  and 
strength,  is  as  easily  startled  as  its  coushi 
the  elephant.  Do^vn  sank  the  three  fluked 
tails  into  the  miknown  depths  below,  while 
we,  recovering  with  some  difficulty  from 
the  tremendous  roll  of  their  plunge,  glided 
swiftly  away  from  that  perilous  spot  into 
the  open  sea  beyond. 


BE  AVE   YOUNG  DOUGLAS. 

By  Linda  Bell  Colson. 


BEFORE  a  rude  log  shanty,  built  in  a  small 
irregular  clearing  in  the  yet  untilled 
forest  of  fifty  years  ago,  a  boy  stood  watching 
a  slight  opening  in  tlie  trees  opposite.  He 
could  discern  a  short  procession  moving 
slowly  along  the  narrow  path.  The  boy's 
name  was  Douglas  Macrae.  His  sister,  .Janet, 
a  slim  girl  of  fifteen,  and  two  years  his  senior, 
stood  in  the  doorway,  crying  silently. 

It  was  hot  with  the  tierce  sultry  lieat  of  a 
Canadian  August.  The  pine-trees  fringing 
the  clearing  gave  out  a  strong  resinous  smell. 
The  sparse  patches  of  cultivated  land  had 
scarcely  a  vestige  of  green  left.  Drops  of 
perspiration  trickled  down  the  copper-hued 
faces  of  the  four  Indians  who  led  the  proces- 
sion, carrying  on  their  shoulders  a  roughly- 
made  coffin.  As  they  emerged  from  the 
forest  and  came  into  the  full  glare  of  the 
clearing,  Douglas  bared  his  head  ;  his  face 
was  set  and  strained.  The  coffin  contained 
the  body  of  his  uncle,  David  Macrae,  who  had 
died  on  his  own  farm,  two  miles  away,  but 
twenty  hours  before,  his  last  wish  being  that 
he  should  be  buried  in  the  little  graveyard  at 
Keene,  where  already  a  rude  headstone  bore 
the  name  of  his  wife.  The  intense  heat  made 
it  necessary  that  no  time  should  be  lost  in 
carrying  out  the  dead  man's  wish.  Douglas's 
father  and  a  few  neighbouring  settlers  walked 
slowly  behind  the  Indians.  One  of  these 
latter,  called  Peter  Crow,  was  a  tail,  muscular 
Mohawk,  with  a  low,  brutal  expression  of 
face.  He  was  noted  in  the  Indian  settlement 
near  for  his  enormous  physical  strength,  his 
fierce,  ungovernable  temper,  and  his  fatal 
fondness  for  the  firewater  of  the  white  man. 

The  Indians  carried  the  coffin  stolidly.  As 
the  procession  crossed  the  path  in  front  of  the 
slianty,  Mr.  Macrae  called  out  to  his  children 
that  he  would  return  before  nightfall.  Soon 
the  little  band  disappeared  under  the  pine- 
trees,  and  was  lost  to  Douglas's  view.  There 
was  still  a  walk  of  two  miles  through  the 
forest  before  they  could  reach  Rice  Lake, 


where  the  Indians  would  have  to  lay  their 
insensible  burden  in  a  canoe  to  paddle  across 
to  Keene,  where,  in  the  wild  cemetery,  a 
newly-made  grave  awaited  their  coming. 

Douglas  went  into  the  shanty,  and,  throw- 
ing himself  down  on  a  rough  couch  which 
served  at  night  as  a  bed,  burst  out  crying. 
He  had  loved  his  uncle  dearly,  and  his  death 
was  a  great  loss  to  him,  greater  than  any 
he  had  known  since  the  early  death  of  his 
mother. 

Some  twelve  months  before  this  August 
day  the  children's  father,  meeting  with  re- 
verses in  business,  had  left  his  native  city, 
Edinburgh,  and,  with  his  two  little  ones, 
had  come  out  to  Canada.  He  was  a  man  of 
considerable  force  of  character,  upright  and 
honourable,  but  cold  and  harsh  in  manner, 
and  his  motherless  children  had  long  since 
learned  that  they  need  look  to  him  for  neither 
symjjathy  nor  love.  To  his  son  he  was  espe- 
cially severe,  almost  to  cruelty.  Douglas  was 
a  slight,  delicately-built  boy,  with  a  long  thin 
face,  and  a  pair  of  singularly-beautiful  grey 
eyes,  inherited  from  his  Irish  mother.  Mr. 
Macrae,  a  strong  man  himself,  despised  his 
son's  physical  delicacy,  and  unjustly  charac- 
terised the  boy  as  a  weakling  and  a  coward. 
Douglas  was  passionately  fond  of  music,  and 
already  played  the  flute  with  unusual  ability. 
But  this  only  served  to  increase  his  father's 
contempt  for  what  he  regarded  as  effeminacy 
in  the  boy,  and  so  music  was  to  Douglas  a 
forbidden  pleasure.  The  life  of  a  farmer,  Mr. 
Macrae  told  his  son,  would,  he  hoped,  "  make 
a  man  of  him." 

On  their  arrival  in  Canada,  Mr.  Macrae 
had  taken  his  children  to  his  brother  David, 
near  whonxhe  proposed  to  settle.  Then  had 
followed  for  Douglas  and  Janet  some  weeks 
of  unalloyed  pleasure.  Their  uncle  and  aunt 
were  childless,  and  they  took  at  once  to  their 
hearts  the  "  puir  mitherless  bairns,"  as  the 
kindly  Scotclnvoman  called  them.  The  chil- 
dren revelled  in  their  new  freedom,  and  in 


the  affection  so  lavishly  bestowed  on  them. 
Douglas  was  a  different  boy  in  this  bright, 
loving  atmosphere,  and  David  Macrae  could 
not  understand  the  lack  of  interest  his  brother 
displayed  in  the,  to  him,  highly-gifted  lad. 

To  Douglas  the  crowning  proof  of  his- 
uncle's  kindness  was  the  gift  of  a  famous 
pistol.  It  was  an  old  horse-pistol,  histori- 
cally valuable  as  having  once  belonged  to 
Prince  Charles  Edward  the  Pretender,  but 
which  had  been  for  many  years  in  David. 
Macrae's  possession.  It  was  a  beautiful  and 
curious  firearm — a  flintlock  with  a  smooth- 
bore, the  stock  profusely  inlaid  with  silver  and. 
terminating  in  a  silver  knob.  Douglas  spent 
longhours  cleaning  and  polishing  his  treasure, 
and  was  triumphant  when,  to  Janet's  terror 
and  dismay,  he  fired  his  first  shot. 

The  summer  was  well  over  when  Mr, 
Macrae  finally  decided  on  the  purchase  of  a 
large  tract  of  land  nearer  Eice  Lake  than  his 
brother's  farm.  It  was  a  bad  season  of  the 
year  to  begin  faiming,  but  INIr.  Macrae  was 
obstinate  in  refusing  his  brother's  clfer  of 
hospitality  for  the  winter. 

Though  Douglas  and  Janet  longed  ardentlv 
to  be  allowed  to  remain  where  thej-  were, 
they  stood  in  too  much  awe  of  their  father  to 
make  known  their  wish  ;  and  so,  on  a  chill 
November  day,  with  drearily-falling  rain,  the 
first  logs  of  the  new  home  were  laid. 

It  was  a  wetched  beginning  to  a  wretched 
winter.  The  inclement  season  commenced 
early  and  was  unusually  severe.  The  ther- 
mometer sank  for  days  at  a  stretch  to  far 
below  zero.  Heavy  snowstoims  raged  fre- 
quently. The  log  shanty  proved  but  a  poor 
shelter  from  the  searching  winds.  Janet  and 
Douglas  in  their  insufficient  clothing  suffered 
miserably  from  the  cold.  Their  provisions 
gave  out,  and  long  before  the  winter  was  half 
over  they  were  reduced  to  a  diet  of  "  nistj'  " 
pork  and  frozen  potatoes.  Their  sole  drink, 
except  water  obtained  from  melting  snow, 
was  a  tasteless  pink  infusion  made  from  the 


BRAVE  YOUNG  DOUGLAS. 


19 


wild  tea-bush,  a  low,  scrubby  shrub,  which 
grew  in  profusion  in  the  neighbourhood. 

What  Mr.  Macrae  thought  of  the  hardships 
they  were  forced  to  endure  his  children  never 
knew  ;  he  bore  everything  uncomplainingly, 
and  expected  them  to  do  likewise.  To  Douglas, 
whose  health  suffered  from  the  lack  of  proper 
nourishment,  he  was  even  harsher  than  usual, 
and  many  a  time  the  lad  smarted  under  the 
injustice.  His  beloved  flute  lay  silent  among 
his  few  treasures.  In  his  worst  moments  of 
suffering  he  stole  often  to  look  at  it,  to  press 
his  lips  to  it  in  an  agony  of  passionate  regret 
that  he  must  for  ever  retiounce  his  dream  of 
becoming  a  great  musician. 

One  night  there  was  no  fresh  water  in  the 
house,  and  Mr.  Macrae  sent  Douglas  out  for 
some  snow  to  melt.  In  order  to  insure  its 
being  thoroughly  clean,  the  lad  had  to  seek  it 
at  some  little  distance  from  the  house.  The 
tall  pine-trees  threw  a  black  shadow  across 
the  snow.  As  he  stooped  to  scoop  some  up 
in  his  tin  dish,  an  owl  perched  high  on  a 
tree  uttered  an  unearthly  hoot.  It  was  an 
unknown  sound  to  the  Scotch  lad,  weird  and 
uncanny  in  the  still  night  air,  and  filled  him 
with  a  dread  terror  of  he  knew  not  what. 
With  a  stifled  cry  he  dropped  his  dish  of  snow 
and  fled  back  to  the  house,  his  fear  of  the 
unknown  exceeding  even  the  fear  he  felt  of 
his  father. 

"  You  young  coward — afraid  of  a  noise  ! 
Eeturn  at  once  and  fetch  me  that  snow." 
Mr.  Macrae  looked  threateningly  at  a  stout 
switch  he  kept  conveniently  near. 

The  boy  hesitatingly  opened  the  door ; 
Janet,  casting  an  appealing  glance  at  her 
father,  made  a  move  to  accompany  him.  Mr. 
Macrae  commanded  her  to  sit  still,  and 
Douglas,  slowly  and  silently,  went  out  into  the 
darkness  and  the  presence  of  that  unknown 
evil.  His  heart  beat  painfully,  it  was  almost 
audible  in  the  silence  of  the  winter's  night. 
His  teeth  chattered,  his  boyish  face  was 
drawn  and  pinched,  he  seemed  to  feel  around 
him  a  thousand  ghostly  forms  each  uttering 
that  strange  gruesome  cry.  He  accomplished 
his  task,  but  he  never  forgot  in  all  his  after 
life  what  he  endured  in  doing  so. 

Slowly  the  miseries  of  the  winter  passed, 
and  at  length  there  came  the  sudden  bursting 
into  life  of  the  glorious  Canadian  spring.  It 
was  a  welcome  change  to  Douglas,  for,  though 
he  still  had  many  irksome  duties  to  perform, 
the  savage  beauty  of  his  spring-clad  home 
enchanted  him. 

Early  in  the  summer  his  aunt  had  died, 
and  now  his  uncle  was  taken  from  him — his 
uncle,  whose  warm  sympathy  had  cheered 
him,  whose  kindly  interest  had  roused  all 
that  was  best  and  highest  in  his  nature  ;  and, 
as  the  sad  procession  passed  from  his  sight 
amid  the  pine-trees,  he  felt  that  he  had  lost 
his  truest  earthly  friend. 

But  the  first  bitterness  of  grief  overcome, 
and  relieved  by  the  passionate  outburst  of 
tears  with  which  he  had  thrown  himself 
down,  Douglas  arose.  He  recalled  the  pre- 
cious gift  of  the  dead,  the  Charles  Edward 
pistol.  Lovingly  he  took  it  out,  fingering  it 
affectionately,  and  as  he  did  so,  stories  of  its 
history  told  him  by  his  uncle  came  to  his 
mind,  and  his  boyish  ardour  kindled.  Care- 
fully he  loaded  the  old  weapon,  and  had  just 
reset  the  flint  in  the  look  when  his  sister 
entered.  Laying  his  pistol  down  on  the  shelf, 
he  proceeded  to  help  her  in  the  preparation 
of  their  evening  meal. 

Presently  he  had  to  go  to  the  newly-made 


well  for  water.  As  he  bent  down  to  lower 
the  bucket  the  sound  of  a  distant  whoop 
startled  him,  and  he  sprang  to  his  feet ;  the 
cry  was  repeated,  and  again  and  again  it 
woke  the  echoes  of  the  forest,  each  time 
evidently  nearer.  Gazing  intently  in  the  di- 
rection whence  it  came,  he  descried  the  form 
of  an  Indian  walking  along  the  path  from  the 
lake  towards  the  clearing,  and  waving  his 
arms  wildly  the  while  he  gave  vent  to  a 
series  of  savage  yells.  Douglas  turned  and 
rushed  across  the  little  space  to  the  house, 
where  he  found  Janet  standing  in  terror  at 
the  door. 

"  Oh,  Douglas,"  she  cried,  "  it  is  Peter  Crow,  . 
he  must  be  drunk — what  shall  we  do  ?  " 

Janet  was  r',  ;'.!t.  It  was  Peter  Crow.  The 
whisky,  whicii  fifty  years  ago  was  usually 
supplied  with  a  frcj  li.uid  on  such  an  occa- 
sion as  a  funeral,  had  proved  too  much  for  the 
savage.  By  the  time  the  procession  had 
reached  the  lake  Peter  had  been  in  no  con- 
dition to  be  a  safe  companion  in  a  canoe,  and 
so  had  been  left  behind  with  orders  to  return 
to  the  Indian  settlement.  Instead  of  doing 
so,  however,  he  had  retraced  his  steps  to 
Mr.  Macrae's  clearing. 

Instinctively  the  children  felt  that  they 
were  in  great  peril,  and  that  the  Indian 
must  be  kept  out  of  the  house.  Already  he 
had  come  within  a  hundred  yards  or  so. 

Douglas  rapidly  closed  the  door  and  drew 
the  bar  which  secured  it  at  night. 

"  Do  you  think  he  can  break   it  in  ? " 
tremblingly  asked  Janet. 

The  suggestion  brought  a  new  sense  of 
insecurity,  and  so  the  children  dragged  the 
sleeping-bunk  and  set  it  against  the  door  as 
a  barricade,  hastily  adding  the  table  and 
chairs  ;  but  before  they  had  completed  their 
defence  Peter  Crow  was  vociferously  demand- 
ing admittance. 

"  Let  me  in  !  Let  me  in  !  White  man  keep 
whisky.  Ked  man  want  whisky  1  " 

"  We  haven't  any  in  the  house ;  you  had 
better  go  back  to  the  settlement,"  shouted 
Douglas. 

"  One  big  lie  white  boy  tell.  White  man 
always  have  whisky  ;  white  man  never  drink 
water.    Let  me  in  !    Let  me  in  !  " 

Agaiir  he  hammered  on  the  door,  shrieking 
like  a  madman  in  broken  English  and  in  his 
native  tongue,  and  uttering  blood-curdling 
screams  which  almost  paralysed  his  listeners. 

"  Oh,  Douglas,  he  will  kill  us ;  hark  to 
that !  isn't  it  awful !  Please,  God,  help  us, 
save  us  !  "  She  fell  on  her  knees  and  hid  her 
tear-stained  face  in  her  hands. 

"  Don't  be  afraid,  Janet ;  see,  the  sun  is 
setting  ;  surely  the  door  will  stand  fu'm  until 
father  returns." 

As  he  spoke  the  noise  without  suddenly 
ceased. 

"  I  believe  he  has  gone."  Douglas  crept 
stealthily  to  the  little  loop-hole  of  a  window 
and  looked  out. 

The  Mohawk  was  nowhere  visible.  The 
pine-tops  were  flooded  with  the  crimson  of 
the  fast  sinking  sun,  the  sky  was  flecked  with 
rosy  clouds,  the  freshness  of  the  evening  was 
gradually  replacing  the  sultriness  of  the  day. 
The  whole  scene  was  one  of  peace.  Douglas 
found  it  difficult  to  realise  that  the  incidents 
of  the  last  few  minutes  were  not  all  some 
hideous  dream. 

"Oh,  Janet,  I  think  he  has  really  gone  ; 
but  we  won't  open  the  door  until  father  gets 
back." 

He  turned  away  from  the  window,  but  as 


he  did  so  a  sight  met  his  eyes  which  sent 
every  drop  of  blood  from  his  face. 

It  was  the  Indian  emerging  from  the 
shadow  of  the  pine-trees,  and  carrying  a  good - 
sized  log.  It  was  not  that,  however,  which 
so  startled  the  boy;  it  was  his  expression. 
Naturally  vindictive  and  ill-favoured,  his 
face  was  now  distorted  with  passion  until  it 
more  nearly  resembled  the  face  of  a  demon 
than  that  of  a  human  being.  His  black  hair 
hung  in  tangled  masses  around  his  neck,  his 
eyes  were  glaring  and  bloodshot,  his  white 
teeth  showed  like  the  fangs  of  some  hungry 
animal. 

Douglas  stole  away  from  the  window ;  he 
dared  not  tell  his  sister  what  he  had  seen. 

Again  came  the  violent  hammering  on  the 
door,  with  the  fierce  whoops.  "  Ked  man  kill 
white  children,  no  give  whisky.  Indian  want 
whisky,  whisky  always." 

The  brother  and  sister  within  shudderingly 
listened,  their  young  hearts  filled  with  despair. 
The  glow  faded  from  the  sky,  the  grey  twilight 
gathered,  would  their  father  never  come  ? 

Then  a  terrific  blow  of  the  log  thundered 
on  the  door.  The  frail  barrier  shivered 
beneath  its  force,  creaked  and  gave  way. 
With  a  howl  of  triumph  Peter  rushed  into 
the  room.  At  the  awful  sight  Janet  crouched 
speechless  in  a  corner.  Towards  her  stag- 
gered the  Indian  and  seized  her  by  the  arm, 
whirling  round  her  head  with  a  diabolical 
yell  a  huge  knife.  For  a  moment  Douglas 
stood  still  in  horror,  then,  like  a  flash,  came 
the  thought  of  his  pistol,  and  he  nerved  hL'' 
heart  for  action. 

A  couple  of  steps  to  the  shelf  on  which  it 
lay,  and  it  was  in  his  hands,  pointed  full  ai. 
the  Indian,  who  at  the  sound  of  his  move- 
ment had  turned  from  Janet  to  attack  the 
lad.    The  Indian  made  a  rush,  and  he  fired. 

For  a  second  the  boy  saw  through  the 
smoke  a  swaying  body,  and  a  heavy  fall  told 
him  the  shot  had  taken  effect;  then  his 
senses  left  him. 

When  he  revived,  his  father  ^'as  bending 
over  him.  "  My  brave  boy,  thank  God  you 
are  safe."  There  was  a  tenderness  in  his 
voice  unknown  before. 

Douglas's  heart  gave  a  ■"^arob  of  joy,  never 
before  had  his  father  spoKen  to  him  in  such 
tones,  never  caressed  him  as  he  was  doing 
now. 

"Peter  Crow,  father,  is  he  dead?"  he 
asked  brokenly. 

"  No,  it  was  only  a  trifling  wound,  he  will 
be  all  light  in  a  few  days." 

And  Janet  ? 

"  Janet  is  safe  and  well ;  but  you  must 
keep  quiet,  my  boy,  and  you  will  be  better 
soon." 

Douglas  sank  back  ;  he  was  too  weak  yet  to 
do  more  than  wonder  if  his  father  had  really 
learned  to  love  him  at  last  ! 

Two  months  later,  Mr.  Macrae,  wearied  of 
a  life  for  which  he  had  neither  inclination 
nor  ability,  disposed  of  his  farm  and  returned 
with  his  children  to  Scotland,  where  he 
decided,  for  Douglas's  sake,  to  make  his 
home.  Between  father  and  son  there  sprang 
up  a  warm  enduring  love  and  sympathy,  per- 
haps all  the  deeper  for  the  long  years  of 
repression.  The  beloved  flute  was  no  longer 
hushed.  Under  skilled  masters,  Douglas 
began  a  long  course  of  training  in  music, 
and  after  years  of  patient  study  and  hard 
work,  by  which  alone  success  is  attainable, 
he  reached  an  honoured  place  among  the 
musicians  of  his  day. 
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LAUNCHING  THE  LIFEBOAT: 

EECOLLECTIONS  OF  A  CHEISTMASTIDE  ON  DEAL  BEACH. 


By  Herbert  Kussell. 


"  nPHERE'LL  be  dirty  weather  this  night,  sir, 
A.  or  I  ain't  no  judge,"  said  a  burly  fisher- 
man, pausing  in  his  swinging  gait  at  the  street 
corner,  where  I  stood,  under  the  lee  of  a 
quaint  and  tarry  storehouse,  surveying  the 
prospect  of  dark  weltering  ocean  and  murky 
heavens  before  me.  "  Obsarve  how  the  wind 
freshens,  sir.  Likewise  take  note  of  them 
gulls  flying  close  in  'longshore.  The  bay- 
rometer's  fallen  onoommonly  low  too,  so 
Tommy  Wilkins  was  just  a-saying." 

"  Yes,  it  looks  threatening,  certainly,"  I  re- 
sponded ;  "  but  you  Deal  boatmen  generally 
welcome  the  prospect  of  a  gale  of  wind,  don't 
you  ?  Ships  come  to  grief,  and  then  you 
launch  your  boats  and  get  a  '  hovel '  as  you 
call  it." 

"  Oh,  I  dunno,  sir,"  replied  the  man,  with 
a  short  laugh,  at  the  same  time  wiping  some 
tobacco- juice  from  his  lips  with  the  end  of  his 
long  scarf.  "  It's  been  precious  few  hovels 
as  have  been  got  of  late  times  in  these  parts. 
Wessels  don't  seem  so  plentiful,  I  fancy,  as 
what  they  used  to  be  ;  and  steam  kills  the 
chances  of  us  men.  But,  thank  Gord,  I've 
still  got  a  nice  cup  o'  tea  a-waiting  for  me 
indoors,  seeing  as  which  is  the  case,  and  no 
doubt  my  missus  keeping  the  kettle  b'iling 
till  such  times  as  I  come  in,  I'll  wish  you  a 
werry  good  afternoon,  sir."  And  with  a  jerk 
of  his  mittened  hand  towards  his  forehead, 
the  great-booted,  sou'-wester'd,  and  muffled 
figure  went  heavily  lurching  down  the  quiet 
little  street. 

The  shades  of  an  early  December  evening 
were  closing  in  upon  the  scene  even  as  I 
stood  under  the  shelter  of  the  aged  and 
blackened  boat-house,  past  which  the  keen 
north-east  wind  swept  with  ominous  growling 
notes.  Before  me  spread  the  waters  of  the 
Downs,  where  were  anchored  some  score  or 
more  of  vessels,  mostly  little  coasters,  pitch- 
ing and  tossing  with  laboured,  uneasy  mo- 
tions. The  short  stretch  of  Deal  beach  which 
lay  clear  to  my  view  was  almost  deserted  ; 
several  luggers  were  drawn  high  upon  it  by 
the  tottering  old  capstans,  and  the  foreground 
was  crowded  with  such  details  as  anchors  and 
chains  ready  for  shipping  off  to  vessels  need- 
ing them,  piles  of  nets,  two  or  three  great 
snatch-blocks,  coils  of  stout  hawser,  oars, 
sails,  and  boat-hooks  l3nng  scattered  about  in 
a  manner  to  suggest  a  right  lordly  disregard 
for  their  property  in  the  minds  of  the  'long- 
shore owners  ;  but  the  only  signs  of  life  visi- 
ble upon  the  sloping  banks  of  shingle  that 
descended  in  billowy  undulations  to  where 
they  were  buried  in  the  boiling  and  seething 
surf,  was  a  solitary  figure  slowly  ascending 
the  incline  of  crunching  pebbles — an  old, 
decrepit  waterman,  who  had  doubtless  been 
vainly  searching  for  some  of  that  treasure 
which  old  ocean  is  so  very  tardy  of  parting 
with. 

Par  out  upon  theblack  sharp  line  of  the  hori- 
zon I  could  just  discern  the  mad  play  of  waters 
upon  the  Goodwin  Sands— a  faint,  illusive 
streak  of  whiteness,  blending  almost  into  the 
grey  of  the  sky  that  way.  As  my  eye  briefly 
rested  upon  this  distant,  furious  rush  of  bil- 
lows, I  recollect  wondering  how  it  would  fare 
with  a  ship  that  should  get  upon  the  deadly 
shoal  in  such  weather  as  this.  Why,  'twas 
possible  to  see  the  whole  picture  in  imagina- 
tion, with  the  roar  of  the  sea  and  the  howl- 
ing of  the  wind  to  lend  a  reality  to  the  fancy. 
I  figured  to  myself  some  tall,  noble  ship, 


homeward-bound  perhaps  from  the  Indies  or 
Australia.  She  has  covered  many  thousand 
miles  of  ocean  in  safety,  has  outlived  weather 
the  like  of  which  renders  the  gale  against 
which  she  is  now  struggling  little  more  than  a 
strong  breeze  by  contrast,  and  is  at  last  beat- 
ing up  Channel,  with  the  chalk  cliffs  of  home 
fair  in  sight  over  the  weather  bow.  The  night 
comes  down  black  as  ink,  and  full  of  the 
stormy  hooting  and  ceaseless  washing  sound 
of  the  conflicting  elements.  The  pilot  flits 
uneasily  about  the  poop,  and  the  skipper 
knows  there  will  be  no  turning-in  for  him 
during  those  hours  of  darkness.  The  atmo- 
sphere is  thick  with  driving  rain,  and  the 
signal  beacons,  both  ashore  and  afloat,  are 
obscured.  "  We  must  be  drawing  well  in  on 
to  the  Goodwins,  sir,"  remarks  the  pilot ; 
"  better  put  the  ship  about."  The  captain 
delivers  the  necessary  orders  in  a  loud  shout ; 
the  helm  is  put  down,  the  vessel  rounds  into 
the  wind,  braces  are  manned,  blocks  creak, 
sailors  "  Yeo-ho  1  "  canvas  rustles  and  slats, 
and — a  loud  shout,  ringing  with  its  note  of 
anxious  fear,  is  borne  upon  the  blast  to  the 
ears  of  the  captain.  "  She  won't  come  round, 
sir  1  Her  head's  falling  off — she's  in  irons  !  " 
All  is  then  confusion,  heightened  immeasur- 
ably by  the  darkness  and  the  yelling  of  the 
wind.  The  yards  are  boxed  about,  but  mean- 
while dead  to  leeward  trends  the  fated  fabric. 
"  Breakers  on  the  lee-bow  1  "  "  Steady  now, 
men,  for  your  lives.  Bound  with  that  fore- 
yard.  Don't  mind  the  breakers — they're  far 
enough  off  yet.  Does  she  come  round  tiotv  ?  " 
What  follows  the  most  prosaic  intelligence 
may  easily  depict ;  the  ship  upborne  upon 
the  rushing,  foam-c'ad  summit  of  some  giant 
wave  ;  the  rending,  tearing,  splintering  crash 
as  she  takes  the  ground ;  the  burst  of  the 
first  volume  of  spray  over  her  ;  the  crushing 
fall  of  a  mast,  the  dim  flickering  of  the  port- 
fire, the  star-like  winking  of  the  soaring 
rocket,  the  hollow  boom  of  the  lightship's 
signal-gun — the  vision  fades  as  I  bring  my 
eyes  to  a  little  schooner  scudding  down 
Channel  under  a  press  of  canvas  ;  and  knock- 
ing the  ashes  out  of  my  pipe  I  make  for  the 
snug  shelter  of  my  lodgings. 

At  eight  o'clock  that  night  it  was  blowing 
one  of  the  hardest  gales  of  wind  I  recollect 
in  my  time.  As  I  sat  in  my  little  room  over 
a  warm  and  blazing  fire,  the  sullen  roar  of 
the  gust  in  the  chimney  was  like  a  continuous 
rolling  of  drums  up  in  the  blackness  there. 
I  went  to  the  window  and  pulled  aside  the 
curtains,  but  the  glass  gave  me  back  a  dull 
reflection  of  my  own  face,  with  the  bright 
little  interior  behind  me.  I  could  hear  the 
surf  dashing  upon  the  beach  in  a  ceaseless 
rushing  and  hissing  sound.  The  house  at 
which  I  lodged  was  a  quaint  little  wooden 
cottage,  overlooking  the  sea,  and  kept  by 
a  very  respectable  boatman  and  his  wife — 
honest,  hard-working  folks,  whose  necessity 
to  struggle  for  the  daily  bread  was  not  a  little 
accentuated  by  the  presence  of  nine  young 
children. 

I  had  just  stirred  the  fire  into  a  blaze  that 
roared  as  though  in  sympathy  with  the  storm- 
ing, noises  without,  and  was  in  the  act  of 
filling  my  pipe,  when  there  came  a  hurried 
knock  at  the  door,  and  before  I  could  respond 
to  it,  my  landlady  entered,  agitated  and 
breathless. 

"  Oh,  please,  sir,"  she  burst  out,  "  have  you 
heered  a  gun  ?    There's  our  young  Tommy 


just  come  running  in  with  the  nooze  that  a 
big  vessel's  believed  to  be  ashore  upon  the 
Good'ins,  and  my  'usband's  out,  and  I  do 
want  to  know  whether  if  so  be  as  the  lifeboat 
goes,  he'll  be  in  her." 

The  intelligence  of  a  shipwreck  close  at 
hand  sent  a  sudden  thrill  of  deep  excitement 
through  me  ;  just  such  a  sensation  as  one  is 
sensible  of  when  coming  suddenly  into  view 
of  the  scene  of  a  great  fire.  I  jumped  up 
from  my  chair,  stood  for  a  moment  or  two 
irresolute,  and  then  seizing  my  cap  and 
bundling  into  my  great-coat,  I  told  the 
woman  I  would  try  and  ascertain  news  of  her 
husband,  and  ran  downstairs.  The  moment 
I  opened  the  hall  door,  a  burst  of  wind,  which 
to  convey  some  idea  of  its  fury  I  can  only 
liken  to  the  shock  produced  by  the  explosion 
of  a  boiler,  swept  with  a  yell  into  the  house ; 
the  little  oil-lamp  dimly  burning  in  the  hall 
went  out  in  a  breath,  and  I  heard  the  crash 
of  broken  glass.  The  force  of  the  gale,  meeting 
as  I  did  the  full  violence  of  it,  was  indeed  in- 
credible, and  for  a  moment  had  a  stunning 
effect.  It  needed  both  my  hands  and  the  full 
weight  of  my  reclining  form  to  pull  the  door 
to  after  me,  and  just  as  I  had  succeeded  in 
shutting  it,  the  figure  of  a  man  wearing  heavy 
sea-boots  ran  clattering  past,  shoutinghoarsely 
as  he  spied  me,  "  There's  t'other  gun  just  been 
fired  aboard  the  lightship,"  and  then  disap- 
pearing in  the  gloom. 

There  was  a  faint  sort  of  light  in  the  air, 
though  where  it  came  from  I  could  not  guess, 
unless  it  arose  from  the  pallor  of  the  surface 
of  froth  into  which  the  ocean  was  lashed  by 
the  wind.  My  cap  was  of  that  pattern  which 
is  provided  with  ear-flaps,  and  these  I  tied 
down  for  the  sake  of  keeping  the  thing  from 
blowing  away.  In  the  days  I  am  writing  of, 
the  Deal  lifeboat,  during  the  winter  season, 
used  to  lie  upon  the  beach  at  the  north  end 
of  the  town.  I  believe  she  is  now  kept  in  the 
house  provided  for  her  reception.  Buttoning 
my  coat  tightly  round  me;  and  planting  my 
hands  in  my  pockets,  I  literally  leaned  my 
chest  against  the  wmd,  and  in  this  fashion 
made  towards  that  part  of  the  beach  where  the 
gallant  fabric  stood.  Her  name  was  the  Van 
Cook,  and  people  living  upon  the  south-east 
coast  whose  memories  carry  them  back  over 
some  dozen  or  more  years,  will  recollect  her 
well.  Next  to  the  Eamsgate  Bradford  I  sup- 
pose no  braver  boat  was  ever  maintained  by 
the  Institution.  But  then  the  Deal  boatmen 
have  stood  pre-eminent  in  all  ages  for  their 
hardihood  and  valour ;  the  Downs  and  the  ad- 
jacent Goodwins  give  them  large  opportuni- 
ties, and  that  they  are  not  a  race  of  men  to 
pause  at  the  prospect  of  danger,  this  little 
experience  I  am  attempting  to  narrate  will,  I 
think,  abundantly  attest. 

After  buffeting  for  about  ten  minutes 
against  the  gale,  I  reached  the  lifeboat  house. 
Just  as  I  came  up,  a  rocket,  fired  in  response  to 
the  lightship's  signals,  soared  into  the  air. 
The  wliish  of  it  blended  with  the  wmd  into  a 
shrill  wail,  almost  like  the  high  note  of  a  dis- 
tressed cat ;  the  trail  of  fire  was  carried  awa^ 
at  an  acute  angle,  and  the  shower  of  spangles 
which  burst  from  it  disappeared  almost  im- 
mediately in  a  little  glittering  haze.  A  con- 
siderable crowd  of  boatmen  and  fishermen 
were  congi-egated  round  about  the  small  red- 
brick house  from  which  the  call-bell  was 
clanging  furiously  in  a  wild  erratic  manner  ; 
there  had  been  a  rush  for  the  cork-belts  (the 
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possession  of  which  entitles  the  man  who  can 
secure  one  to  a  seat  in  the  lifeboat)  ;  and 
willing  hands  were  now  toiling  upon  the 
shadowy  fabric  to  get  her  ready  for  launching. 
A  big,  square,  cage-like  lamp,  hanging  up  just 
within  the  doorway  of  the  house,  burnt 
brightly,  and  threw  out  a  little  misty  sphere 
of  radiance ;  so  that  what  with  this  illumi- 
nation and  the  indeterminable  light  in  the 
atmosphere  I  have  before  alluded  to,  I  could 
manage  very  well  to  make  out  what  was  going 
forward. 

They  had  stripped  the  boat  of  the  canvas 
awning  with  which  she  was  usually  covered 
as  a  protection  against  the  weather.  Her 
masts  were  already  stepped,  and  the  rigging 
of  them  set  up,  and  the  wind  yelled  dis- 
mally as  it  whistled  through  the  ropes. 
Another  lantern  had  been  lighted,  and  the 
-'^een  of  it  threw  up  the  ghastly  white  out- 
line of  the  forward  air-box,  with  the  figures 
of  the  swiftly-working  men  getting  the  lug- 
sails  out  from  under  their  tarpaulin  covers, 
and  stretching  them  along  the  thwarts  ready 
for  reefing. 

The  coxswain  came  running  hastily  past 
where  I  stood,  calling  loudly  to  his  crew  to 
bear  a  hand.  He  was  clad  in  a  yellow  oilskin 
overall,  such  as  is  worn  by  the  North  tSea 
fishermen  ;  ponderous  sea-boots  reaching  to 
his  knees,  with  the  tops  of  a  pair  of  immense 
worsted  stockings  just  showing  above  the 
rims  of  them  ;  a  sou'-wester,  the  fore-peak  of 
which  was  turned  upwards  that  it  might  not 
impede  his  sight ;  and,  over  all,  transforming 
his  figure  into  the  aspect  of  some  strange 
belated  creature  of  unwieldy  proportions,  he 
wore  the  regulation  cork-jacket  of  the  Life- 
boat Institution.  The  fourteen  men  who 
constituted  his  crew  were  all  very  similarly 
attired. 

"Now  then,  lads,  ai'e  you  all  ready?"  he 
shouted,  his  words  ringing  out  with  a  weird 
shrillness,  and  a  strange  significance  too,  upon 
the  yell  of  the  gale. 

"  Ay,  ay,  all  ready !  "  came  back  from 
among  the  occupants  of  the  lifeboat. 

The  crowd  made  a  little  movement  for- 
ward— the  excitement  amongst  them  was 
deep — and  I  found  myself  carried  to  within  a 
few  yards  of  the  boat.  Down  the  slope  of 
beach  which  lay  between  her  keen  bows  and 
the  line  of  boiling  surf  were  laid  a  number 
of  stout,  well-greased  planks,  technically  de- 
nominated skids,  for  the  purpose  of  enabling 
her  to  swiftly  slip  over  the  yielding  shingle, 
and  to  gather  an  impetus  sufficient  to  carry 
her  clear  of  the  roaring  breakers. 

The  coxswain  scrambled  into  the  boat. 

"Are  ye  all  aboard,  lads?"  I  heard  him 
ask. 

There  was  a  pause,  then  "  Yes,  we're  all 
here — all  aboard,"  came  back  the  response. 
"Every  man  got  his  life-belt  on  ?  " 
A  chorus  of  ayes  arose. 
"  See  them  sails  all  clear  for  hoisting.  Two 


reefs  in  both  of  'em.     It'll  be  as  much  as 
she'll  stand  up  under  agin  this  here  blow." 

A  murmur  of  assent,  or  rather  a  growl  of 
approval,  ran  through  the  crowd  of  hardy  j 
boatmen.  The  picture  at  that  moment  was 
weird  and  thrilling  in  the  extreme :  the 
vague,  ill-defined  proportions  of  the  lifeboat, 
with  but  a  small  portion  of  her  length  clearly 
thrown  out  in  the  sheen  flowing  from  the 
lantern  placed  somewhere  in  her ;  the  dark 
figures  of  the  crew  wrestling  with  the  stub- 
born gear  and  preparing  for  a  fierce  conflict 
with  the  elements  ;  the  anxious,  eager  crowd, 
most  of  whom  would  have  brothers  or  fathers, 
uncles  or  cousins,  amongst  that  little  band 
which  had  been  first  in  the  universal  scramble 
to  secure  a  seat  in  the  lifeboat ;  whilst  over- 
head and  around  shrilled  the  voice  of  the 
gale,  blending  into  wild  harmony  with  the  | 
roaring,  washing  noise  of  the  surf  combing 
upon  the  beach. 

The  coxswain  scrambled  upon  the  after- 
gratings,  and,  leaning  backward,  grasped  the 
yoke-lines  ;  for  you  who  have  seen  a  lifeboat 
lying  upon  the  beach  will  not  require  me  to 
tell  you  that  the  rudder  hangs  always  ready 
upon  its  pintles,  raised  above  the  level  of  the 
keel  by  a  small  line,  so  that  it  shall  not 
catch  in  any  obstacle  during  the  launch. 
The  men  were  collected  in  a  group  in  the 
centre  of  the  boat,  standing  up  and  waiting 
for  the  word.  The  "  haul-oif  "  rope,  which 
stretched  away  far  into  the  obscurity  of  the 
black  waters,  where  it  was  securely  anchored,  i 
I  was  passed  into  the  little  vessel,  so  as  to  en-  [ 
t  able  her  crew  to  drag  her  clear  of  the  surf,  j 
The  gale  blew  nearly  dead-on,  the  seas  burst 
in  thunder  upon  the  shingle,  and  the  job  of 
getting  a  boat  fairly  afloat  in  the  teeth  of  it 
all  called  for  the  utmost  display  of  nerve 
and  seamanship  the  men  were  masters  of. 

The  lifeboat  was  held  in  leash  upon  the 
brow  of  the  pebbly  incline  by  a  chain  rove 
through  a  hole  in  her  keel,  and  "  stopped  "  ; 
by  a  ropeyarn  twisted  round  one  of  the  links. 
A  man  stood  by  with  his  open  clasp-knife, 
ready  to  sever  the  strands  of  this  seizing. 
A  strange  hush  fell  upon  the  little  assemblage, 
for  they  knew  that  the  moment  of  danger  j 
was  at  hand  when  that  boat  with  her  crew  ; 
of  fifteen  souls  was  about  to  glide  off  into  the 
blackness  and  fury  of  the  gale  upon  her  I 
errand  of  rescue.    Among  the  men  in  her,  ; 
huddled  together  waiting,  not  a  movement 
was  visible. 

Suddenly  arose  a  shout  from  the  coxswain, 
as  he  leaned  forward  from  his  grasp  of  the 
yoke-lines.  "  Eeady  !  Let  her  go-o-o  !  "  A 
little  cheer,  sounding  more  like  a  long  moan 
upon  the  yell  of  the  gale,  rose  from  a  score 
of  throats.  I  heard  the  clank  of  the  chain  i 
as  the  disengaged  links  ran  out  and  fell  upon 
the  shingle  ;  the  boat,  with  a  light  bump, 
dropped  over  on  her  bilge  ;  and  in  an  instant 
she  was  slipping  down  towards  the  sea. 
Slowly  at  first,  with  the  harsh,  rasping  sound 


of  her  iron  keel-band  scraping  over  the 
shingle,  she  moved,  the  crowd  surging  for- 
ward on  either  side  of  her.  Then,  as  the  in- 
cline grew  in  steepness,  she  gathered  way ; 
the  metallic  crunching  of  the  pebbles  in- 
creased to  a  dull  roar  ;  her  dark  foresail  was 
slowly  as  cending  the  mast  to  the  overhauling 
of  the  halliards  by  the  crew,  with  the  canvas 
flapping  in  thunder  as  the  gale  took  it ;  and 
in  a  breath  she  was  cleaving  the  foam  of  a 
towering  billow,  with  a  burst  of  spray  mast- 
head high  sweeping  like  steam  over  her  bows. 

It  was  a  moment  of  intense  excitement.  The 
outline  of  the  little  fabric  upon  the  pallid 
faintness  of  the  frothing  waters  was  plainly 
discernible.  We  watched  with  bated  breath. 
If  the  breakers  knocked  her  head  round,  why 
then  she  must  be  hove  by  the  fury  of  them 
upon  th^  ''icach,  and  stove  in  a  thousand  frag- 
ments even  as  we  stood  helplessly  looking  on. 
On  the  other  hand,  if  the  impulse  of  that 
fragment  of  reefed-do^vn  storm-foresail,  and 
the  straining  of  a  dozen  pairs  of  arms  upon 
the  off-haul  rope,  would  but  urge  her  through 
the  wild  boiling  of  the  surf  out  among  the 
comparatively  steady  run  of  the  great  billows 
beyond,  there  was  every  reason  to  hope  she 
niight  reach  the  wreck.  But  how  would  she 
fare  out  upon  the  Goodwins  on  such  a  night 
as  this  ?  And  might  not  she  arrive  too  late  ? 
What  vessel  put  together  of  wood  or  metal 
could  long  sustain  the  devastating  fury  of 
such  a  sea  as  one  might  know  would  be  run- 
ning out  upon  the  ridges  of  that  fatal  shoal? 

For  some  moments  it  was  doubtful  how  it 
would  go  with  the  lifeboat.  I  had  been  carried 
by  the  rush  of  the  crowd  to  within  biscuit 
toss  of  the  margin  of  surf ;  so  close,  indeed, 
that  at  the  curl  over  of  every  billow  a  shower 
of  spray  swept  from  the  foaming  head  of  it 
into  my  face.  At  times  the  gallant  little 
fabric  stood  almost  end-on  to  the  terrific 
surges,  with  the  whole  of  her  interior  plainly 
visible  to  us  upon  the  beach,  and  her  crew 
clinging  to  the  thw-arts ;  then  down  she 
would  plunge,  and  one  thought  for  a  moment 
that  she  had  disappeared  for  good  and  all,  so 
completely  would  the  hull  vanish  ;  but  not  a 
bit  of  it,  for  after  a  breathless  pause  up  she 
would  shoot  again,  buoyant  as  a  noble  sea- 
bird,  and  steadily  going  ahead.  They  hoisted 
the  mizzen,  and  the  impulse  of  those  extra 
cloths  carried  her  clear  of  the  breakers.  She 
heeled  over  to  the  weight  of  the  gale  till  you 
would  have  sworn  her  lee  gunwale  was  flush 
with  the  yeasty  race  of  water  past  her.  But 
she  was  off  now,  rushing  forward  in  long, 
giddy  plunges  towards  the  object  of  her  quest, 
and  once  again  the  crowd  upon  the  beach 
raised  a  cheer.  She  speedily  grew  dim  in 
the  distance  ;  for  one  brief  instant  I  caught  a 
glimpse  of  her  configuration  clearly  defined 
against  the  dull  pallor  of  half  an  acre  of 
froth,  then  she  vanished  upon  the  blackness 
of  the  roaring  night,  and  I  stood  straining 
my  eyes  in  vain. 
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E  were  a  party  of  twelve  picnicking  in  the 
Mendips.  A  lovely  and  exhilarating 
■drive  had  culminated  in  this  romantic,  wild, 
.and  unfrequented  spot,  a  cleft  high  up  among 
the  hills.  The  chief  attraction  of  the  place 
was  a  reputed  cave  somewhere  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood, which  had  been  explored  in  former 
years  by  Government  officials,  who  found  no 
end  to  its  innumerable  windings. 

Having  lunched  under  the  shadow  of  a 
friendly  crag,  we  secured  the  services  of  a  na- 
tive as  gui^^ and  set  out  for  the  cave,  whose 
entrance  was  concealed  by  a  clump  of  over- 
hanging bushes.  These  pushed  aside  dis- 
closed a  low  opening,  which  we  entered 
stooping,  and  were  then  able  to  stand  up- 
right. Our  guide — a  big  burly  fellow — dis- 
tributed some  candles  which  he  had  brought 
with  him,  and,  being  lighted,  their  feeble 
.glimmer  served  to  make  darkness  visible. 
Becoming  accustomed  to  the  obscurity,  we 
■could  make  out  that  we  were  in  a  high,  vaulted, 
.and  spacious  cavern.  "Vipers' Audience  Hall," 
so  the  guide  called  it,  but  why  he  did  not  know. 

"  Follow  me,  please,  and  mind  your  heads, 
.gentlemen ;  "  so  saying  he  led  the  way  to 
'where  a  dismal  black  hole  was  doubtfully 
visible.  So  slippery  was  the  foothold  that  we 
had  to  use  great  caution,  and  in  Indian  file, 
.and  stooping  painfully,  we  followed  the  dis- 
.appearing  glimmer  of  the  guide's  candle. 
Continuing  for  some  time  in  this  constrained 
posture  we  entered  a  spacious  chamber  with 
various  passages  leading  in  as  many  different 
directions ;  we  had,  however,  a  sure,  silent, 
and  supplementary  guide  in  the  Governmental 
broad  red  arrow,  which  every  few  yards  was 
painted  on  the  walls,  and  ever  pointed  on- 
wards. 

Selecting  one  of  the  passages  the  guide 
entered  it,  and  we,  stooping,  followed  him  as 
before.  Now  and  then  we  came  to  places 
where  the  walls  and  floor  were  running  with 
water,  which  oozed  and  dripped  from  the  roof, 
and  made  the  candles  flare  and  gutter.  Down- 
ward into  the  bowels  of  the  earth  the  broad 
red  arrow  led,  until  we  came  to  a  spot  where 
we  had  almost  to  crawl.  Here  our  guide  told 
us  that  he  had  been  no  further,  but  had  heard 
ibat  some  way  beyond  was  a  stream  of  water  ; 
should  the  gentlemen  prefer  to  go  on  he  was 
still  at  our  service.  The  gentlemen  voting  to 
go  on,  we  continued  to  almost  crawl  forwards  ; 
progress  was,  to  say  the  least,  awkward,  as 
we  really  required  to  use  both  hands,  and  one 
of  them  was  occupied  in  carrying  the  crazy 
candle.  An  exclamation  from  the  guide 
startled  us  ;  he  had  got  firmly  wedged,  and 
could  not  move.  So  very  carefully  the  next 
man  pulled  his  legs,  and  after  some  time  and 
much  exertion  on  the  part  of  both,  the  poor 
fellow  was  extracted  from  his  uncomfortable 
iposition,  apoplectic  and  scared.  We  backed 
xmtil  there  was  room  to  turn,  when  we  reluc- 
tantly retraced  our  steps. 


A    TIGHT  SQUEEZE. 

By  A.  E.  BoNSER, 

Author  of  "  Xnrthirard  Ho:"  fir. 

My  curiosity  was  unsatisfied,  and  I  deter- 
mined to  fathom  alone  the  mysterious  wmd- 
ings  of  the  cavern.  Not  a  word  of  my  inten- 
tion did  I  breathe  to  anybody,  but  a  few  days 
after,  I  slept  at  the  nearest  village,  and  after 
breakfast  went  to  the  cave.  I  wore  the  oldest 
clothes  in  nry  wardrobe,  and  took  with  me  a 
plentiful  supply  of  matches,  a  lantern,  and 
some  food.  Thus  prepared,  I  pushed  aside 
the  overhanging  bushes,  and  entered  "  Vipers' 
Audience  Hall."  Here  I  lighted  my  lantern, 
and  proceeded  at  once  to  business.  I  followed 
the  broad  red  arrow  until  I  reached  the 
second  chamber.  As  I  was  about  to  enter  the 
narrower  windings  of  the  cavern  I  made  a  re- 
distribution of  my  effects,  so  that  they  should 
go  into  the  smallest  space,  and  then  groped 
my  way  onward. 

When  I  reached  the  place  where  the  guide 
i  had  stuck  fast  I  crawled  with  the  utmost  oau- 
i  tion,  bearing  in  mind  that  should  I  stick  fast 
]  there  were  no  friendly  hands  to  pull  my  legs. 
To  my  great  satisfaction  I  managed  it  without 
great  inconvenience,  and  then  the  passage 
widened  somewhat.  Still  I  crept  onwards, 
but  I  had  now  come  a  long  way,  and  began  to 
feel  both  tired  and  cramped.  Then  I  felt  a 
current  of  cool  air,  and  heard— or  was  it  imagi- 
nation ? — the  sound  of  distant  water.  My  flag- 
ging energy  revived,  cramps  and  fatigue  were 
forgotten  ;  I  pressed  eagerly  forward.  The 
draught  increased,  so  did  the  sound ;  but 
again  the  narrow  passage  contracted,  and  I 
had  to  crawl.  At  length  the  way  was  so 
narrow  that  I  forced  myself  backwards  and 
emptied  my  pockets.  I  renewed  the  candle 
in  the  lantern,  saw  that  it  was  well  protected, 
and  pushed  it  carefully  before  me  with  the 
match-box, promising  myself  to  return  shortly. 
I  crawled  on  ;  it  was  a  tiglit  squeeze,  but  I 
managed  to  get  through  after  considerable 
exercise  of  time  and  patience.  Then  the  pas- 
sage widened,  and  I  entered  another  chamber, 
from  which  led  several  ways.  It  echoed  with 
the  sound  of  falling  Water,  which  must  be 
close  at  hand.  I  was  so  excited  that  I  forgot 
the  guiding  arrow  ;  I  forgot  all  precautions, 
and  chose  the  likeliest  opening. 

Yes,  I  was  successful !  After  a  long  scram- 
ble, my  hands  lacerated,  my  clothes  torn,  I 
gained  another  and  spacious  chamber,  which 
formed  a  cul  de  sac.  Before  me,  through  the 
vaulted  roof,  a  broad  column  of  water,  like  a 
gush  from  an  enormous  hydrant,  burst  across 
the  intervening  space,  and  disappeared  in  a 
dark  and  dreadful  opening  in  the  ground. 
The  feeble  gleam  from  my  lantern  glanced  on 
the  dripping  walls  and  the  mass  of  stalactites 
overhead.  The  floor  was  formed  of  scale-like 
shells  of  gorgeous  stripes  and  spotted  colours. 
The  water-way  was  worn  smooth  like  polished 
ebony;  the  air  seemed  alive  with  a  mighty 
rushing  wind  ;  the  noise  of  many  waters  was 
terrific  ;  the  loneliness  appalling.  Seized  with 
an  indescribable  and  sickening  fear  I  turned 


to  fly,  but  was  surprised  to  observe  two  en- 
trances. Through  which  had  I  come  ?  Vainly 
I  attempted  to  recall  some  sign  that  would 
guide  me,  but  there  was  no  broad  arrov/,  and 
both  passages  appeared  alike.  Choosing  one 
of  them,  I  made  my  way  through  it  as  rapidly 
as  possible,  my  panic  and  my  wasting  candle 
spurring  me  to  increased  exertion ;  but  as  I 
held  my  lantern  low  down  to  guide  my  foot- 
steps I  received  a  sudden  and  violent  blow 
from  a  hidden  projection.  I  sank  down 
stunned  and  bleeding,  whilst  the  lantern  fell 
from  my  nerveless  grasp. 

How  long  I  lay  I  know  not ;  but  when  I  i-e- 
covered  consciousness  my  senses  sprang  at  a 
bound  into  full  activity.  I  was  cold,  hungry, 
faint,  and  bleeding,  and  I  ivas  in  total  dark- 
ness. One  sole  thought  possessed  me — to  go 
on.  I  dared  not  retrace  my  steps,  for  the 
nameless  terror  of  that  wondrous  cavern  pur- 
sued me.  On  I  crawled.  I  discovered  the 
lantern ;  but  alas  !  the  matches  were  damp 
and  useless.  At  length,  to  my  great  joy,  I 
found  that  I  could  stand  upright ;  probably 
this  was  the  large  chamber  where  I  had  heard 
the  falling  water.  Now,  could  I  only  come 
upon  the  right  passage  all  would  be  well. 
Finding  a  narrow  opening,  in  I  crawled  on 
hands  and  knees,  renewed  hope  giving  me  l  e- 
newed  courage.  Yes,  the  tunnel  narrowed, 
and  I  wedged  myself  forward.  Yet  I  did  not 
gain  ground  !  Thinking  that  my  limbs  must 
be  swollen  I  tried  and  tried  again,  frantically, 
despairingly.  It  was  no  use,  I  must  turn 
back.  To  my  horror  I  found  myself  jammed  ! 
I  could  move  neither  way !  A  cold,  creepy 
sensation  came  over  me,  and  the  perspiiation 
burst  from  every  pore.  My  forehead  and 
hands  were  gashed,  my  clothes  were  in  shreds, 
my  thirst  was  cruel :  I  was  faint  with  hunger 
and  fatigue.  How  many  hours  or  days  bad  I 
passed  in  this  horrid  place  ?  And  not  far  off 
was  the  bright  sunshine,  the  pleasant  world, 
and  the  friends  so  dear  to  me.  The  wheel  of 
human  life  turned  round  as  usual,  whilst  my 
own  insane  folly  had  brought  me  to  a  living 
grave  ;  for  me,  so  young,  so  dearly  loved,  v/as 
this  the  end  of  all  ? 

A  sound  caught  my  ear.  Looking  forvi'ard, 
I  thought  that  I  could  make  out  distant  lights. 
Two  faint  glimmers.  Then  I  had  been  missed, 
and  friends  were  searching  for  me.  I  tr  ied  to 
cry  out,  but  my  tongue  refused  its  office.  And 
then,  oh,  horror  !  the  lights  were  close  at  hand. 
My  blood  ran  cold,  my  heart  stood  still,  my 
hair  rose  up,  as  I  remembered  "  Vipers'  Au- 
dience Hall '' !  Now,  now  I  knew  why  it  was 
so  called.  I — rash  intruder — was  the  prey  of 
the  tenant  of  the  scale-strewn  cavern.  Move- 
ment returned  to  my  tongue,  and  I  uttered  a 
loud  and  agonising  scream. 

And  with  the  scream  I  awoke,  to  find  that 
this  second  adventure  was  but  the  stuff  that 
dreams  are  made  of  I 
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COLD  ?  I  should  think  so,  indeed  I  But  for 
all  that  the  very  j  oiliest  season  of  the 
year,  and  by  far  the  most  healthy.  Towards 
the  end  of  September  the  cold  weather  begins, 
getting  more  and  more  severe  until  the  be- 
ginning of  December,  when  the  broad  river 
Neva,  which  is  about  as  wide  as  the  Thames 
at  Blackfriars,  and  flows  more  swiftly,  is 
blocked  by  the  slabs  of  ice  which  have  been 
forming  on  its  surface,  and  finally  is  com- 
pletely frozen  over.  Then  the  snow  falls  in 
enormous  quantities,  and  covers  up  the  ice  in 
a  thick  white  mantle ;  the  floating  bridges 
huve  been  removed  at  the  first  symptom  of 
freezing,  and  aU  the  trafiic  passes  over  the 
splendid  snow  roads  which  traverse  the  river 
in  aU  directions.  You  need  not  fear  trusting 
yourself  upon  the  frozen  surface,  for  the  ice 
is  quite  two  feet  thick,  and  will  "  bear  "  artil- 
lery. Of  course,  wheels  are  discarded  entirely 
in  St.  Petersburg  when  sufficient  snow  has 
v'allen  to  cover  the  roads  to  the  depth  of  a  foot. 
Sledges  constantly  passing  over  this  compress 
it  into  a  smaller  compass,  and  the  severe 
frost  binds  it  fast  into  a  hard,  shiny  mass 
of  about  six  inches  in  thickness,  which  lasts 
during  the  whole  winter,  and  from  which  the 
snow  which  falls  later  is  cleared  away. 

The  principal  street  of  St.  Petersburg  is 
called  Nef sky  Prospect.  It  is  four  miles  long, 
quite  straight,  and  very  wide,  and  handsome 
buildings  and  shops  line  each  side  of  the 
road,  and  tall  iron  standards  for  the  electric 
light  run  down  the  middle  of  it,  and  dwindle 
away  smaller  and  smaller  in  the  distance.  In 
the  depth  of  the  winter,  when  the  St. Petersburg 
season  is  at  its  height,  the  Nefsky  at  night 
presents  a  very  novel  and  interesting  sight  for 
us  who  live  under  such  different  conditions  of 
climate.  The  brilliant  electric  light  flashes 
out  through  a  light  mist  of  icy  particles  raised 
by  the  hoofs  of  the  galloping  horses  and 
runners  of  the  sledges  drawn  swiftly  along. 
This  ice-dust  shimmers  and  sparkles,  cover- 
ing the  huge  beards  of  the  coachmen  and  the 
smoking  flanks  of  the  big  black  trotters  with 
its  glittering  atoms.  Hoarse  cries  are  con- 
tinually uttered  by  the  drivers  as  one  sledge 
overtakes  another  or  gets  in  its  way.  "  Take 
care,  take  care  !  Keep  to  the  right  !  "  they 
bhout,  as  the  horses  fly  past  with  the  small 
-sledge  swinging  behind  it,  containing  a  fur- 
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clad  individual,  well  besprinkled  with  snow 
and  ice  from  the  hoofs  of  the  horse. 

Most  sledges  are  small,  being  made  to  con- 
tain only  two  persons,  seated  close  side  by 
side,  with  the  driver's  back  only  a  few  inches 
before  their  faces.  Such  a  sledge  is  drawn 
by  a  single  horse  of  the  famous  Eussian 
breed — a  tall,  powerful  black  fellow,  carrying 
very  little  harness  on  him,  who  hardly  feels 
the  weight  of  the  light  vehicle. 

Every  now  and  then,  however,  a  broad, 
heavy  sledge  for  four  persons  will  dash  along, 
drawn  by  three  horses  abreast,  the  middle 
one  trotting  as  fast  as  he  can  lay  his  legs  to 
the  ground,  while  his  fellows  canter  along, 
turning  their  heads  outwards,  just  as  you  see 
in  pictures  of  Eoman  chariots. 

The  chief  winter  amusement  is  what  the 
Canadians  term  "  toboganning."  The  only 
difference  is  that  there  they  descend  the  sides 
of  a  hill  covered  with  snow,  while  in  St.  Peters- 
burg special  erections  are  constructed  for  the 
purpose.  At  the  edge  of  a  broad  lake  or  a 
straight  reach  of  the  river,  carpenters  are  called 
into  requisition  to  erect  a  long  inclined  plane 
of  woodwork,  which  rises  to  about  the  height 
of  thirty  feet  at  its  extreme  end.  A  staircase 
leads  to  a  platform  on  the  top,  and  the  sloping 
surface  is  paved  with  thick  slabs  of  ice  cut 
out  of  the  river  elsewhere.  Then  the  whole 
is  cemented  together  by  throwing  buckets  of 
water  over  it,  till  it  is  as  polished  as  a  mirror. 
Thus,  if  you  have  followed  me,  you  will  under- 
stand that  the  whole  structure  looks  like  a 
big  wedge,  with  the  little  end  pointing  straight 
down  a  long  run  of  clear  ice. 

Mounting  the  staircase  with  your  little 
velvet-cushioned  iron  sledge  under  your  arm, 
you  lie  on  it  on  your  stomach  (there  is  just 
room  for  your  body),  and  go  flying  down  the 
incline,  steering  with  your  feet  by  touching 
the  ice  with  the  tip  of  your  skates,  now  on  one 
side,  now  on  the  other.  As  the  incline  is 
only  four  feet  wide,  and  bounded  on  each  side 
by  solid  wooden  fencing,  erratic  steering  is 
apt  to  result  in  a  substantial  sort  of  lump  ap- 
pearing on  your  forehead,  or  a  very  consider- 
able amount  of  skin  forsaking  your  elbows. 

The  impetus  received  in  descending  carries 
you  at  a  splendid  pace  across  the  level  run 
of  ice  alluded  to  before,  and  which  is  about 
200  yards  long,  and  you  arrive  at  a  similar 
structure  at  the  other  end,  which  you  mount, 
and  descend  for  the  return  journey. 

Sometimes  boys  make  a  "  train."  It  is 
done  in  this  way.  Four  or  five  sledges  are 
put  in  a  row,  one  behind  another,  and  their 
respective  owners  take  their  seats  on  them. 
The  foremost  boy  keeps  his  skates  evenly  on 
the  ice  as  he  sits  on  his  low  little  sledge  with 
his  knees  almost  up  to  his  nose.  His  neigh- 
bour behind  raises  his  legs,  and  gives  them 
to  No.  1  to  hold  ;  No.  1  tucks  a  leg  away 
under  each  arm,  and  thus  forms  a  link  with 
No.  2  and  his  sledge,  provided  the  said  No.  2 
sits  light  and  holds  himself  firmly  on.  The  same 
link  is  made  with  the  rest,  and  the  whole  train 
shoots  down  the  hill,  steered  by  No.  1.  If  the 
train  is  long,  the  hind  carriages  generally  begin 
to  waggle,  and  then  to  sway  violently,  till  the 
strain  becomes  too  strong  for  the  muscles  of 
the  links,  and  the  last  sledges  fly  off  sideways 
in  various  directions,  depositing  the  passengers 
on  the  ice,  or  running  at  full  speed  with  them 
into  the  high  banks  of  snow  which  are  heaped 
up  round  the  cleared  space.  It  is  fine  sport, 
too,  to  slide  down  the  hills  on  skates.  It 
looks  very  danj'i-ous,  as,  of  course,  the  speed 
attained  is  very  high  indeed,  and  a  fall  on 
the  back  of  your  head  might  be  really  a 
serious  affair. 


But,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  it  is  not  at  all  diffi- 
cult, nor  even  dangerous,  if  a  boy  has  a  toler- 
able amount  of  nerve  and  takes  care  to  lean 
well  forward  until  he  has  had  suflicient  prac- 
tice in  maintaining  his  equilibrium.  Some 
even  go  down  standing  with  their  backs  to  the. 
incline,  but  this  is  much  more  difficult,  and 
needs  the  greatest  coolness  to  avoid  an  acci- 
dent. 

But  though  the  winter  furnishes  capital  fun 
for  people  who  live  in  wann  houses  and  have 
plenty  of  food  and  good  warm  clothes,  it  is  a 
terrible  season  for  the  poor.  Barely  a  week 
passes  during  the  winter  in  St.  Petersburg  with- 
out at  least  one  poor  "  isvoshchik,"  or  sledge- 
driver,  being  frozen  to  death  as  he  sits  in  his. 
vehicle.  The  poorer  classes  live  almost  en- 
tirely upon  black  bread,  potatoes,  and  buck- 
wheat porridge,  which  is  all  very  well  in 
summer,  but  does  not  give  such  animal  heat 
and  strength  as  meat.  They  are  clothed,  it 
is  true,  in  sheepskins  with  the  wool  inwards, 
but,  after  sitting  for  hours  in  a  cramped  posi- 
tion in  a  sledge,  even  that  fails  to  keep  out  the 
bitter  cold,  and,  the  poor  fellows  are  tempted 
to  slip  off  to  a  vooka-shop  and  gulp  down  a 
glassful  of  the  raw  spirit.  The  result  is  that, 
they  become  drowsy,  and  drop  off  into  a  sleep 
from  which  they  never  awake.  The  same  fate 
often  overtakes  the  "  dvorniks,"  or  night- 
porters,  who  sit  outside  the  house  all  night, 
summer  and  winter,  and  are  supposed  to  be 
on  the  watch  in  case  of  fire  or  thieves.  Every 
house  has  its  dvornik,  who  sits  and  sleeps  as 
best  he  may  in  the  shelter  of  a  doorway,  or 
some  angle  of  the  building  to  shield  him. 
against  the  cutting  wind.  It  happens  only 
too  frequently  that  he,  too,  succumbs  to  the 
cold,  or  is  at  least  severely  frost-bitten.  And  a 
frost-bite  is  no  joke  either.  A  really  bad  frost- 
bite may  necessitate  the  amputation  of  a  finger 
or  toe,  or  even  of  a  whole  limb.  An  ordinary 
frost-bite  of  the  ears  is  quite  sufficient  to  con- 
vince you  of  the  power  of  Jack  Frost's  fingers. 

On  leaving  the  warm,  in  fact  /ioi,  vestibule  of 
a  Eussian  house,  your  ears  at  first  tingle  and 
then  really  pain  you.  However,  you  rub  them 
gingerly,  and  cover  them  with  your  warm 
hand,  and  then  they  only  tingle  again  without, 
paining.  But  if  you  are  driving  or  walking- 
slowly,  it  may  happen  that,  without  your 
noticing  it,  the  tingling  ceases,  and  you  feel 
no  sensation  at  all  in  your  ears.  Ah !  but 
you  do  when  you  get  home  !  Has  any  fellow 
ever  taken  your  head  between  his  hands  and 
mercilessly  rubbed  your  ears  with  hard  and. 
horny  pahns,  and  then  finished  off  by  screw- 
mg  them  round  to  and  fro  as  far  as  they  can 
conveniently  go  without  coming  off?  Well,, 
when  you  enter  a  warm  room  with  frost- 
bitten ears,  your  feelmgs  are  somewhat  like 
those  of  a  person  undergoing  such  treatment 
as  I  have  just  described.  Your  ears  swell 
also  to  such  an  extent  that  you  are  down- 
right ashamed  of  them,  and  are  so  sore  that, 
you  really  are  obliged  to  lie  on  your  back  aU 
night  in  bed. 

To  avoid  this  unpleasant  accident  all  the^ 
Eussian  soldiers  wear  in  winter  a  black  cloth 
face-band,  which  passes  under  the  jaw,  covers- 
both  ears,  and  hooks  together  on  the  top  of 
the  head,  under  the  cap. 

Of  course,  it  has  a  very  comical  effect,  be- 
cause it  looks  as  though  all  the  soldiers  had 
face-ache  or  tooth-ache,  and  in  consequence- 
had  tied  up  their  heads  in  black  handker- 
chiefs. 

Our  winter  in  St.  Petersburg  lasts  until 
April  has  begun,  when  it  generally  happens 
that  the  sun  has  such  power  that  on  th& 
sunny  side  of  the  road  the  snow  and  ice  meli> 
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away  and  the  flagstones  become  dry  as  in 
Bummer,  -while  on  the  shady  side  the  ice  is 
white  and  firm,  and  the  temperature  below 
freezing-point.  This  is  the  most  dangerous 
part  of  the  year,  because  persons  become 


as  though  Mother  Earth  herself  was  sick  of 
it,  and  impatient  to  clothe  the  bare,  black 
branches  of  the  trees  with  tender  young 
leaves.  For  spring  comes  with  a  bound.  No 
sooner  has  the  snow  all  melted,  than  the 


St.  Petersburg,  and  betake  themselves  abroad, 
or  to  the  country. 

At  the  end  of  May  all  the  schools  have 
broken  up,  and  the  metropolis  becomes  quite 
deserted  and  quiet  till  September  brings 


warm  while  walking  in  the  sun,  loosen  their 
overcoats  perhaps,  and  in  turning  a  corner  or 
crossing  the  road,  receive  such  a  chill  as  leads 
to  inflammation  of  the  lungs,  and  sometimes 
death.  We  are  all  heartily  glad  when  the 
long,  white  winter  is  at  last  over ;  and  it  seems 


green  tips  of  buds  begin  to  appear.  The  hot 
sun  encourages  and  nurses  them,  so  that  in  a 
few  weeks  our  eyes  are  gladdened  with  the 
sweet  green  colour  which  is  so  welcome  after 
the  dazzling  white  winter.  In  May  we  are  in 
summer,  and  all  who  can  do  so  begin  to  leave 


back  the  school-boys,  with  their  papas  and 
mammas,  and  October  and  the  following 
months  the  cousins,  the  uncles  and  the  aunts, 
and  all  the  rest  of  their  multifarious  con- 
nections which  unite  to  make  up  what  is. 
called  Society. 


WHEEL  AND  WOE! 

A  CYCLIST'S  ADVENTUEE  IN  THE  AEDENNES. 
By  Ascott  E.  Hope, 

Author  of  "  Taffy,"  "  Christmas  in  the  Clouds,"  "  The  Parlour  Boarder,"  etc.,  etc. 


ANYBODY  wlio,  like  myself,  has  ever 
been  a  boy  of  business,  knows  how 
Christmas  comes  round,  always  welcome 
more  or  less,  but  not  always  timed  so 
conveniently  as  might  be.  I  siippose  this 
is  still  a  matter  of  as  much  importance 
for  young  clerks  as  it  was  at  the  date  of 
my  apprenticeship  to  commerce.  You 
can  see  with  half  an  eye  that  when 
Christmas  Day  falls  on  a  Friday,  a  lucky 


date  for  once,  you  have  three  clear  days, 
including,  perhaps,  the  Monday  thrown 
in,  or  even  the  Thursday  before  into  the 
bargain,  if  one's  employers  happen  to  be 
liberal  souls,  with  their  trade  rather  slack 
at  that  season.  But  the  further  back  in 
the  week  Christmas  comes,  the  less  chance 
you  have  of  being  able  to  get  out  of  town 
for  a  length  of  time  worth  the  crush,  the 
trouble,  and  the  railway  fare.    As  for 


Christmas  happening  on  a  Sunday,  som& 
of  us  would  readily  vote  for  the  abolition 
of  that  by  Act  of  Parliament.  Even  so- 
Charles  Lamb,  in  his  schoolboyhood, 
grudged  the  running  together  of  St. 
Simon's  and  St.  Jude's  Days,  as  "  an  eco- 
nomy imworthy  of  the  dispensation." 

Well,  once  upon  a  time,  I  being  a. 
beardless  jimior,  and  Bank  holidays  being, 
then  a  pleasant  novelty  to  lis  "  city  men,"" 
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€hi-istmas  had  the  ill-luck  to  arrive  on  a 
Wednesday,  offering  hardly  a  fair  mouth- 
fid  of  holiday,  but  just  a  tantalising  taste 
in  the  middle  of  the  week's  work,  from 
which  no  great  things  were  to  be  expected, 
even  in  the  way  of  plmu-pudding,  by  a 
friendless  youth  in  London  like  me.  I 
had  not  been  looking  forward  to  it  with 
any  very  keen  anticipation,  when  on  the 
Monday  afternoon  I  was  startled  by  a 
summons  into  the  presence  of  the  "go- 
vernor," a  somewhat  unapproachable 
personage,  who  rarely  had  personal  com- 
munications with  us  youngsters,  unless 
rebuke  were  in  question.  It  was  a  cer- 
tain satisfaction  to  me  to  find  that  my 
fellow-junior,  Leopold  Donders,  had  also 
been  sent  for  to  share  the  perils  of  this 
interview. 

"  Come  in  !  "  roared  the  old  gentleman, 
in  answer  to  our  modest  knock ;  and 
■when  we  entered  he  looked  us  all  over  so 
sharply  from  imder  his  thick  grey  eye- 
brows as  to  put  us  in  dread  of  some  un- 
known fault  about  to  be  brought  against 
our  account. 

"  H'm  !  "  began  he  in  his  gruffest  voice. 
"  I  suppose,  now,  you  lads  think  your- 
selves of  such  consequence  that  the  "busi- 
ness can't  go  on  without  you  for  a  single 
■day  ?  " 

I  stood  overwhelmed  with  confusion, 
■wondering  whatever  I  could  have  done ; 
hut  Bonders'  quicker  wits  caught  some 
inkling  of  what  was  in  the  wind,  and  he 
■smiled  confidently,  saying,  in  his  polite 
foreign  way — 

"  You  are  the  best  judge  of  that,  sir." 
"H'm!  Ha!  I  should  think  so!" 
growled  the  governor,  as  we  called  him. 
"  You  are  very  much  mistaken  if  you 
liave  any  such  idea;  and,  to  prove  how 
little  you  will  be  missed,  you  can  take  a 
lioliday  to-morrow.  You  may  stay  away 
•till  over  the  Bank  holiday.  Y'^ou  had 
better  take  a  week  while  you  are  about 
it ! "  he  said,  in  much  such  a  tone  as  if  he 
were  giving  us  notice  of  instant  dismissal. 
"\Ve  were  hardly  able  to  believe  our  ears. 
"  I  was  a  lad  myself  once — h'm ! — and 
liked  holidays  as  well  as  any  one.  But 
you  young  gentlemen  are  so  stuck  iip 
nowadays  that  I  suppose  you  will  be 
offended  if  I  remind  you  your  whiskers 
are  not  grown  yet." 

"  No,  indeed,  sir  !  "  protested  Donders. 
"  I  would  rather  have  holidays  than  whis- 
liers  any  day;  and  we  are  really  very 
much  obliged  " 

"  Who  told  you  that  people  with  whis- 
kers don't  care  for  holidays,  if  they  could 
afford  them  ?  Not  another  word,  now ! 
You  needn't  thank  me,  but  the  fairly 
good  account  Mr.  Brown  gives  of  yoii. 
Go  and  attend  strictly  to  business  for'  the 
rest  of  the  day,  that  you  may  feel  you 
have  deserved  a  little 'turn  of 'idleness — 
li'm  ! — h'm  !  " 

He  waved  his  pen  towards  the  door, 
and  we  took  the  hint  to  back  out,  more 
than  relieved  by  the  result  of  our  ap- 
pearance before  this  hmnorous  master, 
who  could  be  fierce  enough  in  real  earnest 
when  carelessness  or  stupidity  provoked 
his  temper.  No  sooner  was  the  door  shut 
behind  us  than  my  companion  broke  mto 
a  dance  of  silent  exultation,  nudging  me 
in  the  ribs,  so  as  ahuost  to  take  my  wind 
away,  and  we  hurried  along  ths  passage 
to  commimicate  our  good  fortime  to  en- 
vious seniors,  and  to  stiU  more  envious 
juniors  whose  conduct  had  not  entitled 


them  to  the  same  favoiur.  But  we  stopped 
again  outside  of  the  counting-room  to 
discuss  what  should  be  done  with  such  an 
miexpected  windfall  of  holiday. 

Leopold  Donders,  you  must  know,  was 
a  young  Belgian  who,  after  being  at  an 
English  school  in  Brussels,  and  having 
spent  nearly  a  year  in  England,  spoke  our 
language  almost  as  well  as  his  own.  He 
had  taken  most  kindly  also  to  the  athletic 
ways  of  English  yo'uth,  played  cricket 
and  football  like  a  native,  and  his  favourite 
amusement  was  bicyclmg,  in  which  I 
agreed  with  him.  He  and  I  had  entered 
the  house  at  the  same  time,  in  exactly 
the  same  year  of  our  teens,  and  soon  be'- 
came  great  chums.  Now  we  lodged  to- 
gether at  Stoke  Newington,  and  many  a 
spin  on  our  52-inch  roadsters  had  'we 
taken  in  company  through  Epping  Forest 
and  other  pleasant  country  districts  about 
North  and  North-East  London. 

"  Shall  you  go  away  anywhere,  Leo  ?" 
I  asked  him. 

"  Rather  !  I  mean  to  go  home.  Won't 
the  old  people  be  astonished  when  I  turn 
up  aU  of  a  sudden  !  " 

"j^ren't  you  going  to  write  to  them  ?  " 

"  W-iri's  the  good  '?  I  should  arrive  as 
soon  as  the  letter.  I'm  off  to-night  by 
Antwerp.    And  you,  will  you  go  home  ?  " 

"  No  such  luck  for  me  !  "  said  I,  thinking 
how  my  home  was  in  the  far  north  of 
Scotland,  a  good  two  days'  journey,  with 
the  chance  of  being  blocked  up  by  snow 
on  the  way. 

"  Look  here  !  "  cried  Leopold.  "Why 
not  come  with  me  ?  I  am  siire  my  mother 
will  be  pleased  to  see  you,  I  have  told  her 
so  much  about  you ;  and  we'U  find  room 
for  a  little  one  like  you  somewhere  or 
other.  Let  us  both  take  them  by  surprise. 
What  do  you  say  '?  " 

"  It's  awftiUy  good  of  you,  old  fellow ; 
but  I  am  afi-aid  it  will  cost  too  much  for 
me." 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it  !  Second-class  return 
to  Antwerp  is  only  a  little  more  than  a 
poimd.  The  rest  of  the  way  we  can  do 
on  our  bicycles.  I  don't  know  the  distance 
exactly,  but  it  can't  be  over  a  Inmdred 
miles.  We  may  have  to  stop  one  night 
at  an  hotel,  but  that  needn't  cost  much  if 
you  hold  your  tongue  and  don't  let  out 
you  are  English.  "Two  pounds  each  will 
cover  all  expenses,  and  I'll  lend  you  that  ! 
miich  if  you  are  hard  iip." 

"  But  we  should  ha^'e  to  take  some 
luggage  ?  " 

"  That  can  go  by  train.  Now  don't 
make  difliculties,  like  an  old  stick-in-the- 
mud  that  you  are,  but  say  done,  and  we'll 
have  such  a  jolly  week  "together.  I  wiU 
personally  conduct  yoii !  " 

The  proposal  was  most  tempting,  for 
Donders  had  often  told  me  of  the  pictirr- 
esque  sm-roundings  of  his  home  in  the 
Ardennes  ;  and  there  was  something  novel 
and  adventurous  in  the  idea  of  bicycling 
across  a  foreign  country.  On  the  other  ; 
hand,  I  felt  some  delicacy  in  accepting  an 
off-hand  invitation  of  the  kind,  not  duly 
backed  up  by  my  fiiend's  parents,  while  I 
wanted  more  than  a  minute  to  make  up 
my  mind  about  trusting  myself  abroad  for  i 
the  first  time,  at  a  few  hoiirs'  notice,  and 
without  knowing  a  word  of  the  language. 
But  Leopold  laughed  off  aU  my  scruples, 
and  carried  me  away  ■U'ith  his  sanguine 
impetuosity.  In  three  minutes  he  had 
settled  for  me  that  I  was  to  spend  Christ- 
mas in  the  heart  of  the  Ai'dennes.  It 


seemed  to  me  a  long  way  to  go;  but  a 
good  many  Londoners  would  make  the 
same  trip,  did  they  know  how  easily, 
quickly,  and  cheaply  they  can  reach  this 
attractive  district. 

Luckily  for  our  impatience,  office  hours 
were  almost  over,  and,  as  soon  as  we  could 
get  away,  Leopold,  in  high  excitement, 
hurried  me  along  to  prepare  for  the 
journey.  Arrived  at  our  lodgings,  we  made 
a  hasty  chano;e  of  clothes  and  a  hasty 
[  meal,  then  a  still  more  hasty  cramming  of 
1  Gladstone  bags  left  us  just"  time  to  catch 
the  train  for  Harwich  at  Liverpool  Street 
Station.  It  had  all  been  such  a  whirl  and 
bustle  not  to  be  too  late,  that  I  could 
hardly  realise  I  was  actually  on  the  road 
to  the  Continent.  But  two  hours  after 
leaving  the  London  fog  behind  us,  we 
safely  embarked  ourselves,  our  Incycles, 
and  our  small  baggage  on  the  Antwerp 
steamer,  and  midnight  found  me  at  sea, 
still  wondering  over  my  own  enterprise. 

Every  Briton  instinctively  holds  himself 
an  inch  higher  as  soon  as  he  gets  on  board 
ship ;  and  though  I  had  never  been  so  far 
to  sea  before,  you  may  be  sure  I  gave 
myself  the  airs  of  being  quite  at  home  on 
the  deep,  whatever  secret,  misgivings  I 
might  have,  whereas  Leopold  honestly 
confessed  that  he  feared  to  have  a  bad 
time  on  the  passage.  But  neither  of  us 
need  have  been  afi-aid.  The  Channel 
turned  out  as  smooth  as  the  Serpentine, 
and  we  both  slept  like  tops  after  sitting  up 
half  the  night  to  look  about  us.  "SVind, 
tide,  and  all  in  om-  favour,  we  came  on 
deck  to  find  ourseh-es  between  the  low 
banks  of  the  Scheldt.  This  is  not  a  very 
enticing  introduction  to  foreign  scenery, 
but  I  found  plenty  of  amusement  m  the 
winchniUs,  the  gaily  painted  houses,  the 
long  straight  rows  of  trees  and  other 
unfamiUar  featm-es,  tiU  at  an  unusually 
ea.ly  horn'  we  were  turned  out  on  the 
tpiay  at  Ant^^■erp. 

Leopold,  eager  to  push  on  homewards, 
had  no  patience  with  my  desire  for  sight- 
seeing. We  stayed  in  Antwerp  only  long 
enough  to  give  me  a  peep  at  the  Cathedral, 
while  he  sent  our  bags  off  by  train.  Then, 
mounting  those  iron  steeds  of  oiu-s,  we 
rattled  through  the  streets  and  gained  the 
open  comitry,  on  which  we  saw  nothing 
more  like  a  hill  than  the  earthworks  of 
outlying  fortifications,  soon  left  behind  us 
as^  we  sped  on  at  a  good  ten  or  twelve 
miles  an  hour. 

"  At  this  rate  M'e  can  get  home  early 
on  Christmas  Day,"  exclaimed  Leopold. 

Didn't  I  tell  you  what  a  sjjlendid  coimtry 
it  is  for  bicycling  !  " 

He  was  right.  The  gi-omid  lay  flat  as 
a  pancake  as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach, 
with  long  stretches  of  smooth  straiglit 
road,  in  good  condition  considering  the 
season.  Fortunately  we  had  fine  dry 
weather,  -nith  just  a  touch  of  fi-ost  in  the 
air ;  and  the  cyclist  could  have  asked 
nothing  better  in  the  middle  of  summer. 
But  as  yet  bicycles  appeared  to  be  rare 
sights  in  Belgium,  for  all  the  folks  we  met 
turned  to  stare  after  us,  di-essed  as  -ne 
were  in  the  blue  serge  imiform  of  our 
club,  to  which  Leopold  had  added  over 
his  woollen  ones  a  pair  of  striped  cotton 
stockings  that  ga^-e  him  in  mj'  eyes  some- 
what the  look  of  a  convict.  We  must 
both  have  struck  the  natives  as  very  out- 
landish figures  ;  and  so  I  thought  of  them, 
with  their  blue  blouses,  wide  petticoats, 
and  wooden  shoes. 
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But  my  companion  would  hardly  give 
me  time  to  make  observations.  We  spun 
on  witliout  a  rest  as  far  as  Louvain,  where 
we  stopped  an  hour  or  two  for  a  midday 
meal  which  he  called  breakfast,  but  which 
I  thought  more  like  dinner.  Then  off  we 
went  again  by  more  flat  roads,  more  rows 
of  tall  straight  poplars,  more  canals,  more 
tidy  villages,  till  we  had  passed  right 
"through  the  provinces  of  Antwerp  and 
South  Brabant,  and.  as  it  seemed  to  me, 
through  two  or  three  different  nations. 
At  one  place  the  people  spoke  Flemish,  at 
another  French ;  then  we  came  to  a 
district  whose  vernacular  was  the  Walloon 
■dialect.  But  everywhere  Bonders  could 
say  something  to  the  inhabitants  in  their 
own  speech,  asking  om-  way  or  throwing 
ont  a  cheery  good  clay  as  we  spim  past,  so 
that  I  began  to  feel  ashamed  of  myself  for 
knowing  scarcely  a  word  of  any  language 
tut  English. 

By-and-by  the  scenery  changed.  The 
roads  began  to  go  a  little  more  up  and 
down,  and  in  the  afternoon  we  left  the 
plains  to  enter  the  Ardennes,  the  High- 
lands of  Belgium.  Now  we  were  running 
over  open  heaths,  which  sometimes  re- 
minded me  of  Devonshire,  and  between 
low  wooded  hiUs,  here  and  there  crowned 
by  an  old  ruined  castle  that  stood  out 
weirdly  in  the  red  sunset.  The  road  for 
the  most  part  womid  through  the  valley 
bottoms,  but  there  were  steep  bits  to  get 
over  now  and  then,  and  when  we  crossed 
the  Meuse  we  began  to  think  we  had 
almost  had  enough  of  it,  having  come 
nearly  seventy  miles,  as  we  calculated,  at 
a  pace  fit  for  bearing  good  news  from 
Ohent  or  elsewhere.  But  on  we  laboured 
cheerily,  making  the  lonely  vaUeys  re- 
sound with  our  voices,  gliding  silently 
through  the  shadow  of  leafless  woods,  or 
flashing  past  astonished  peasa::t.j  on  owv 
tall  machines,  like  ghosts  in  the  dusk,  and 
looking  round  with  a  merry  whoop  to 
show  that  we  were  creatures  of  flesh  and 
Wood. 

It  liad  grown  quite  dark  for  an  hour  or 
more  when  we  reached  the  little  town — 
its  name  I  forget — where  Leopold  pro- 
posed to  spend  the  night.  But  here  came 
the  first  hitch  in  our  plans.  We  had 
fallen  into  a  congress,  or  gathering,  of 
schoolmasters,  I  think  it  was,  going  on  in 
this  town,  and  not  a  vacant  bed  could  be 
found  by  applying  at  one  inn  after  another. 
Supper  we  covfld  have,  and  had  after  some 
delay,  everybody  being  too  busy  to  attend 
to  us  at  once.  Then  Leopold  went  out  to 
look  again  for  a  lodging,  but  discovered 
nothing  better  than  a  very  unsavoury  hole 
in  a  low  tavern.  Lightly  clad  as  we  were, 
it  seemed  too  cold  to  do  without  a  bed ; 
so,  when  he  came  back  to  hold  council 
with  me,  I  asked  if  there  were  no  other 
town  to  which  we  could  push  on  to  spend 
the  night. 

"  I'll  tell  you  what !  "  he  cried  ;  "  let 
lis  go  straight  home.  I  know  every  inch 
of  the  way  now.  It's  not  more  than  five- 
and-twenty  miles,  and,  taking  it  easj',  we 
shall  be  there  before  midnight." 

"  But  your  people  will  all  have  gone  to 
bed,  perhaps." 

"  Long  ago — but  we'll  manage  somehow 
or  other,"  said  he,  in  his  happy-go-lucky 
way.    "  You  are  not  too  tired  ?  " 

Of  course  I  would  not  own  myself  the 
first  to  be  worked  out.  Refreshed  by  a 
rest  and  by  food,  though  it  was  nothing 
better  than  thin  soup  and  tough  cold  meat, 


I  voted  to  go  on.  So,  as  soon  as  the  moon 
was  up,  we  paid  our  bill,  lighted  our  lamps, 
momited  our  bicycles  ratlier  stiffly  before 
the  eyes  of  an  admiring  group  of  specta- 
tors, and  set  out  at  a  more  sober  pace  on 
the  last  stage  of  our  journey. 

There  could  be  no  stopping  now ;  it  was 
too  cold  for  that.    My  hands,  in  spite  of 
woollen  gloves,  began  to  grow  benumbed 
npon  the  frosty  bars  of  the  bicycle  ;  and 
my  knees  were  cranky,  as  if  they  needed 
oil  as  well  as  its  bearings.    I  kept  them 
\  mo^-ing  automatically,  like  parts  of  the 
machine,  but  sometimes  it  was  aU  I  could 
do  not  to  nod  off  on  my  narrow  perch. 
Leopold  seemed  to  be  as  tired  as  myself, 
for  he  did  not  speak  much,  except  to  tell 
me  now  that  we  had  only  ten  kilometres 
to  go,  then  only  two,  and  then  to  point 
'  out  the  steeple  of  his  parish  church  stand- 
'  ing  owi  in  the  moonlight  over  the  woods. 
!  High  time,  thought  I,  to  reach  some  com- 
i  fortable  quarters,  for  we  had  been  working 
;  along  lately  against  a  chill  wind  and  at 
1  times  a  sprinkling  of  snow.    It  was  past 
I  midnight  when  he  cried  at  length — 
"  Here  we  are  !  " 

Turning  a  corner,  we  all  at  once  came 
in  sight  of  a  group  of  buildings  a  little 
way  back  from  the  road.  There  was 
nothing  romantic  or  even  picturesque 
about  my  friend's  home— a  plain,  sub- 
stantial house,  with  queer  pepper-box 
turrets  at  the  corners,  looking  very  new 
and  wliite  against  a  dark  background  of 
wood.  On  one  side  was  a  garden  laid  out 
on  the  slope  of  the  hill,  on  the  other  a 
courtyard  surrounded  by  outhouses  and 
farm-buildings.  All  slept  silently  in  the 
broken  moonshine — not  a  light  to  be  seen 
at  any  of  the  windows.  The  inmates  were 
apparently  bringing'  in  Cliristmas  in  bed, 
which  did  not  offer  a  very  cheei-y  prospect 
to  us  weary  guests,  hai'dly  able  to  stand 
f  on  our  strained  legs,  and  our  feet  like 
lumps  of  lead. 

"  It  won't  do  to  distm-b  them,"  said 
Leopold,  in  a  low  voice,  as  he  opened  a 
gate,  and  we  softly  wheeled  our  bicycles 
up  the  edge  of  the  gravel  walk.  "  jNIy 
mother  is  an  invalid,  you  know ;  but  I 
can  get  into  the  house  without  making 
any  noise,  and  I'll  stow  you  away  in  my 
own  room,  which  is  sure  to  be  empty." 

"  But  what  will  you  do,  then  ?  " 

"  Oh,  I  must  manage  somehow.  If  I 
can't  find  any  other  place  to  turn  in, 
there's  always  lots  of  hay  in  the  barn. 
One  could  not  have  a  more  warm  and 
cosy  bed,  and  I'm  ready  to  go  off  to  sleep 
on  my  feet." 

When  we  hobbled  into  the  courtyard  a 
big  dog  suddenly  sprang  growling  out  of 
the  kennel  in  which  he  was  chained. 
Leopold  stooped  down  to  pat  him,  saying 
something  in  French,  at  Which  the  dog, 
with  a  whine  of  recognition,  slimk  back 
into  his  kennel.  Clearly  my  friend  was 
at  home  ;  but  on  such  a  night  both  dogs 
and  men  would  prefer  to  be  inside  rather 
than  outside  of  a  house. 

In  a  whisper  he  now  bade  me  wait  for 
him  at  the  back  door.  Clambering  on  a 
wall,  he  managed  to  open  one  of  the 
windows  about  nine  feet  from  the  groimd, 
and  wriggled  himself  inside,  leaving  me  to 
flap  my  arms  and  blow  mj'  fingers  in  the 
frosty  air,  with  the  reflection  tliat  this 
was  not  a  very  satisfactory  way  of  begin- 
ning a  visit  at  a  stranger's  house.  After 
a  minute  or  so  I  heard  the  key  gently 
turned,  and   the   door  was   opened  by 


Leopold.  He  had  taken  off  his  boots,  as 
he  asked  me  to  do  also. 

"  I  am  so  nmch  afraid  of  waking  my 
mother  ;  she  would  think  we  were  rob- 
bers !  "  was  his  apology. 

In  our  stockings,  we  stole  upstairs  and 
along  a  passage,  but  the  more  gingerly 
we  tried  to  tread  through  this  silent  house 
the  more  the  floor  would  creak  under  our 
steps.  We  had  not  far  to  go,  however. 
Leopold  showed  me  into  a  neat  little 
room,  where  luckily  the  bed  was  foimd 
ready  for  an  occupant,  with  a  great  quilt 
of  warm  feathers  on  the  top. 

"  That's  all  right,"  he  whispered,  having 
satisfied  himself  that  I  should  be  comfort- 
able. "  Now  I  am  going  to  get  you  some- 
thing to  eat,  if  I  can  lay  hands  on  any 
grub.  You'll  have  to  do  without  a  night- 
shirt, though,  for  cx  com'se  our  bags  have 
not  come  yet." 

I  began  to  protest  agamst  turning  him 
out  of  his  own  room,  but  he  slipped  away, 
1  presently  returning  with  a  piece  of  ham, 
I  the  end  of  a  loaf  of  bread,  a  glass  of  milk, 
I  a  plate  and  knife,  nnd,  finafly,  a  lighted 
candle,  all  which  he  had  found  in  a  pantry 
close  at  hand. 

"  Good  night,  old  fellow,  and  sleep  well ! 
I  am  too  sleepy  for  eating.  I  am  going  to 
curl  myself  up  at  once  in  the  ha-y,  where  I 
shall  soon  be  as  warm  as  a  roast — I  mean 
a  toast — you  see  I  am  already  beginning 
to  forget  my  English,  now  that  my  foot  is 
on  my  natiA'e  heath  !  I'll  come  for  you  in 
\  the  morning  before  any  one  is  about  to 

catch  you  trespassing." 
i  And  with  a  laugh  that  ended  in  a  yawn, 
'  Leopold  took  himself  off.  As  soon  as  I 
heard  him  gently  close  the  door  below,  I 
began  to  feel  keenly  the  awkwardness  of 
being  left  alone  in  a  strange  house  where 
I  was  not  expected.  Had  the  room  been 
a  vaulted  castle  chamber,  with  grim  family 
portraits  half  revealed  by  the  flickering 
light,  and  a  vast  curtained  bed  fit  to  hold 
a  score  of  spectres,  the  adventure  would 
have  seemed  at  least  "a  stirring  one.  But 
everything  here  was  trimly  and  comfort- 
ably commonplace,  from  the  neat  little 
iron  bedstead  to  the  glazed  tile  stove  ;  the 
only  fear  was  that  somebody  might  come 
to  ask  what  business  I  had  in  this  room, 
and  whate^'er  could  I  say  for  myself  in 
such  a  case  ?  Leopold  had  warned  me 
that  none  of  his  family  spoke  English. 
1  "  Well,  I  needn't  make  troubles  till  they 
come,"  I  told  myself,  and  sat  down  to  eat 
a  bit  before  I  tumbled  into  that  inviting 
I  bed. 

I  had  not  taken  half-a-dozen  hasty 
moTithfuls,  when  I  was  startled  by  a  stir 
in  the  house.  A  door  creaked,  then,  listen- 
ing with  strained  ears,  I  caught  a  sound 
of  stealthy  footsteps  along  the  passage,  and 
a  muttered  consultation  ontside  my  door. 
At  once  I  guessed  the  truth.  For  all  our 
caution  we  had  roused  the  family ;  people 
were  coming  to  see  what  might  be  the 
matter;  the  light  would  betray  me,  and 
how  was  I  to  explain  the  presence  of  a 
stranger  at  such  an  hour  !  My  fears  had 
turned  true  sooner  than  I  expected. 

I  started  up  in  some  agitation,  and  my 
first  impulse  was  to  blow  out  the  light. 
Too  late  !  Then  I  thought  it  would  be  best 
to  sally  out,  and  show  at  least  that  I  was 
no  lurking  thief.  But  before  I  had  time 
to  think  over  my  predicament  the  door 
was  burst  violently  open,  and  in  rushed  two 
half-dressed  figures.  One  had  a  light  in  his 
left  hand  and  a  woodcliopper  in  his  right; 
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the  other — a  yoimg  man  with  an  elegantly- 
cnrled  moustache — flourished  a  drawn 
sword.  I  took  him  at  once  for  Leopold's 
brother,  who  was  an  officer  in  the  army. 
But  these  were  only  the  forlorn  hope  of 
the  force  brought  against  me.  In  the 
backgromid  stood  an  old  gentleman  in  a 
red  dressing-gown,  armed  with  a  gun, 
which  he  made  haste  to  point  at  my  head; 
and  behind  his  skirts  hung  two  small 
yoimgsters  in  their  nightshirts,  looking 
half  scared,  half  amused,  by  this  midnight 
alarm. 

For  a  moment  all  parties  stood  staring 
at  each  other  by  the  dim  hght  of  a  tallow 
candle ;  and  well  the  Belgians  might  stare 
at  me,  dressed  in  my  braided  imiform  and 
knickerbockers,  which  to  them  must  have 
been  a  novel,  and,  under  the  circumstances, 
a  disquieting  sight,  not  to  mention  that 
through  a  fall  my  face  had  been  smeared 
by  mud,  not  yet  washed  off,  because 
Leopold  had  forgotten  to  give  me  any 
water.  They  had  reason  to  take  me  for 
a  member  of  some  regular  company  of 
robbers. 

"  I  am  sorry  ,"  I  stammered  out  in 

confiision,  moving  forward  to  meet  them, 
but  I  suppose  they  sav/  in  this  a  hostile 
gesture,  and,  raismg  a  great  jabber,  gave 
me  no  chance  of  ending  a  sentence  which 
anyhow  none  of  them  could  have  imder- 
stood.  The  two  leaders  rushed  upon  me, 
and  in  an  instant  I  foimd  myself  knocked 
off  my  feet,  seized  by  the  arms  and  legs, 
half  choked,  shaken  out  of  my  wits,  and 
dragged  forcibly  away,  the  whole  body 
pressing  forward  to  have  a  hand  in  my 
capture. 

"  Leopold !  "  I  gasped  out,  but  the  name 
was  not  recognised  under  my  British  pro- 
nunciation, and  my  friend  did  not  appear 
to  the  rescue.  I  would  have  shouted  out 
louder  had  I  not  remembered  his  invalid 
mother,  vexed  as  I  was  for  having  been 
already  the  cause  of  so  much  disturbance. 
So  I  let  myself  be  hauled  downstairs  like 
a  sack  of  coals,  and  through  the  same  door 
by  which  I  had  made  a  burglarioiis  en- 
trance, out  into  the  frosty  air,  then  across 
the  com-tyard,  my  captors  all  talking  at 
once  in  the  most  excited  tones  of  an  un- 
known tongue.  Before  I  could  think  what 
to  say  or  do  in  such  a  plight  they  had 
flimg  me  into  a  dark  hole,  and  tiirned  the 
key  outside. 

Here  was  a  pretty  way  of  receiving  a 
guest !  I  picked  myself  up,  rather  sore  and 
indignant,  but  all  the  same  I  could  not 
help  being  a  little  amused  by  the  mis- 
imderstanding.  Of  course  these  people 
had  taken  me  for  a  robber,  and  from  that 
point  of  view  were  right  enough  in  putting 
me  into  safe  custody,  though  certainly 
they  might  have  waited  a  little  to  see 
what  I  had  to  say  for  myself.  I  heard 
them  all  talking  for  a  minute  or  two  in 
the  court,  and  hoped  their  deliberations 


would  end  in  giving  me  a  chance  of  ex- 
planation, even  through  the  keyhole.  But 
no !  They  apparently  judged  best  to  let 
well  alone,  and  presently  withdrew  into 
the  house,  leaving  me  to  shiver  in  my 
dungeon,  as  it  might  be,  for  all  I  knew  to 
the  contrary.  But,  feeling  about  in  the 
dark,  I  laid  my  hands  on  several  articles, 
by  which  I  perceived  that  this  place  of 
confinement  was  nothing  more  dreadful 
than  a  harness- room. 

There  was  no  help  for  it  but  to  wait 
patiently  tUl  morning,  when  of  course 
Leopold  must  clear  up  the  mistake,  and 
his  family,  so  ready  to  see  a  murderous 
desperado  in  a  shm  stranger  of  eighteen, 
would  naturally  feel  rather  ashamed  of  their 
precipitate  panic.  It  struck  me  even  in  the 
light  of  a  good  joke,  for  the  sake  of  which 
I  should  not  have  minded  a  little  tempo- 
rary discomfort,  but  for  the  cold.  That 
was  beyond  a  joke,  and  I  began  to  fear  I 
might  be  frozen  to  death  before  the  hoixr 
of  niy  release.  Mliat  a  way  of  seeing  in 
Christmas  Day  !  Luckily,  however,  feel- 
ing about  the  room,  I  came  upon  a  thick 
horse-rug,  or  something  of  the  sort.  In 
this  I  wrapped  my  stiff  and  aching  limbs, 
and  lay  down  on  the  floor  with  a  saddle 
for  pillow ;  then  I  soon  fell  fast  asleep,  to 
forget  my  fatigiie  and  misadventures. 

I  was  awakened  by  a  sound  of  voices 
and  the  light  of  dawn  coming  faintly  in  at 
the  open  door,  blocked  up  by  two  most 
imposing  figiu-es.  They  were  Belgian 
gendarmes,  in  all  their  array  of  swords, 
belts,  cocked  hats,  long  boots,  and  big 
cloaks ;  but  I,  accustomed  to  a  soberer 
style  of  policeman,  might  be  excused  for 
taking  them  for  field-marshals  at  least. 
Eubbing  my  eyes,  I  looked  vacantly  at 
these  men  of  war,  who  were  gruftiy  giving 
incomprehensible  orders,  and  when  I 
showed  no  readiness  to  comply,  without 
more  ado  pulled  me  up  to  my  feet,  making 
signs  that  I  must  come  with  them. 

I  obeyed  meekly,  till  I  found  myself  in 
the  open  air,  where  a  little  crowd  had  col- 
lected on  the  snow-covered  ground  to  be- 
hold this  daring  and  mysterious  intruder. 
Then  it  flashed  across  me  that  I  was  going 
to  be  led  to  prison  in  real  earnest,  and  I 
saw  that  an  effort  must  be  made  to  prevent 
things  going  so  far.  I  had  never  thought 
to  spend  Christmas  in  gaol ! 

"  Is  there  nobody  here  who  can  speak 
English  ?  "  I  appealed  to  the  bystanders, 
among  whom  I  recognised  the  old  gentle- 
man of  the  night  bei^ore,  the  young  officer, 
and  his  companion,  who,  now  that  he  was 
dressed,  looked  like  a  respectable  family 
servant.  There  were  also  two  or  three 
maidservants,  with  huge  white  caps,  gaping 
at  me  as  if  I  were  a  wild  beast  in  a  show. 

This  speech  called  forth  nothing  but 
fresh  stares,  and  a  titter  from  one  of  the 
girls.  The  gendarmes  plucked  my  sleeve, 
trying  to  lead  me  to  the  other  side  of  the 


yard,  where  their  horses  were  tied  up.  I 
suddenly  wrested  myself  away,  looking 
about  for  the  best  hne  of  flight.  But 
at  the  first  hint  of  resistance  on  my  part 
out  came  a  pair  of  handcuffs,  and  in  a 
twinkling  I  found  myself  manacled  before 
all  those  foreigners.  You  may  guess  how 
this  treatment  flustered  me  ! 

As  they  were  bundling  me  roughly  along 
the  side  of  a  large  building  I  took  for  the 
barn,  aU  at  once  my  custodians  stopped 
short  with  an  exclamation  of  surprise. 
They  had  caught  sight  of  our  bicycles,, 
leaning  against  the  wall  as  we  had  left 
them,  and  now  crusted  with  snow.  While 
they  looked  suspiciously  at  these  strange 
objects,  perhaps  as  new  evidence  of  crime, 
I  took  the  opportunity  to  shout  at  the  top 
of  my  voice — 

"  Leopold  !  Leopold  ! !  Leopold  !  !  !  " 

The  gendarmes  gripped  me  tight,  think- 
ing, no  doubt,  that  they  must  have  to  do 
with  a  wandering  limatic.  But  this  time 
my  appeal  was  not  tin-own  away.  The 
door  of  the  barn  opened,  and  out  came 
Leopold,  looking  very  sleepy,  with  bits  of 
hay  sticking  all  over  him.  He  woke  up  at 
once,  though,  as  soon  as  he  saw  me  stand- 
ing handcuffed  in  the  clutches  of  my 
formidable  guardians,  and  rushed  forward 
through  the  snow  to  ask  what  this  might 
mean.  Amid  a  general  chorus  of  excla- 
mations which  greeted  his  unexpected  ap- 
pearance, I  breathlessly  laid  before  him 
the  state  of  the  case. 

"  Oh,  I  say,  this  is  too  bad  !  "  he  cried, 
and  tiurning  to  his  friends,  with  excited 
gestures  began  poiu-ing  out  a  torrent  of 
voluble  French,  which  speedily  worked  a 
transformation  scene  in  my  fortimes. 

The  father  of  the  family  clasped  his 
hands  in  dramatic  despair  at  the  mistake 
now  made  clear;  the  handcuffs  were  at 
once  taken  off ;  the  stern  coimtenances  of  - 
the  gendarmes  relaxed  into  a  grin ;  the 
maids  giggled  outright ;  and  Leopold's 
brothers,  when  they  had  once  done  em- 
bracing him,  flimg  themselves  upon  me 
with  such  fervom-  that  I  thought  they 
would  have  kissed  me  too  in  the  exuber- 
ance of  their  tardy  welcome.  In  short,  I 
had  now  no  cause  to  complain  of  my 
reception. 

1  need  not  relate  the  explanations,  the 
apologies,  the  hospitable  attentions  by 
which  these  warm-hearted  Belgians  tried 
to  make  up  for  their  first  false  impressions 
of  my  character  and  business.  Now  that 
it  was  all  over  I  could  afl'ord  to  laugh 
heartily  at  the  misunderstanding ;  but,  as 
if  they  could  not  forgive  themselves,  the 
family  seemed  to  think  nothmg  too  good 
for  me  during  my  short  stay  among  them. 
At  Leopold's  home  I  spent  one  of  the  joUiest. 
Christmases  I  ever  had,  and  we  both  came 
back  pimctuallj'  to  business  with  this; 
capital  storj'  to  tell  of  my  first  adventure 
in  foreign  lands. 
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r;  fact  is,  it  deserves  both  attributes,  as  it 
partakes  both  of  a  game  and  a  puzzle. 
Hence  our  title. 

With  this  little  contrivance  you  may,  I 
hope,  be  enabled  to  pass  many  a  winter's 
evening  pleasantly,  as  it  can  be  played  by 


By  Eustace  Baird, 

Author  of  "  Professor  BougeCs  Christmas  Dinner"  etc. 

of  the  screen,  are  made  of  strips  of  calico 
2  inches  wide  and  14  inches  long.  These, 
when  firmly  gummed  on,  act  very  well. 

Stand. — The  stand  for  holding  the  card 
figures  is  simply  a  flat  piece  of  j-inch  wood 
9  inches  by  4. 


both  old  and  young,  and  will  be  found  to 
afford  almost  as  much  amusement  to  the 
former  as  to  the  latter. 

And  now,  without  more  ado,  let  us  set  to 
work  and  make  it. 

Take  the  measurements  of  the  small  three- 
fold screen  in  the  first  place. 

Screen. — It  is  made  of  stout  pasteboard, 
height  14  inches,  width  of  centre  fold  15  inches, 
width  of  end  folds  or  flaps  5  inches. 


On  the  surface  of  this  wood  are  three 


parallel  saw-cuts  half  an  inch  deep  and  an 
inch  apart. 


An  aperture  must  be  cut  in  the  centre  of 
the  screen,  shaped  as  in  sketch.  Height  of 
aperture  10  inches,  width  9  inches. 

This  aperture  (which  extends  to  within 
1  inch  of  the  bottom  of  the  screen)  is  covered 
-with  semi-transparent  paper.  You  will  find 
the  ordinary  tracing-paper  will  answer  the 
purpose  well. 

Gum  it  smoothly  and  tightly  on  the  inside 
■of  the  screen,  and  cover  the  outside  (after 
you  have  put  on  the  hinges)  neatly  with 
some  brightly  coloured  paper. 

The  hinges,  which  run  up  the  whole  height 


The  cuts  should  run  the  length  of  the 
wood. 

The  card-figures  are  three  in  number,  and 
may  represent  Punch,  Judy,  and  the  dog 
Toby,  or  any  other  characters  you  please. 

The  entire  height  of  the  figures,  including 
that  part  which  is  stuck  in  the  stand,  should 
not  exceed  three  inches. 

Get  the  best  draughtsman  available  to 
sketch  them  out  for  you  on  stiff  cardboard, 
and  cut  them  out  carefully,  not  forgetting 
the  eyes,  then  paint  them  black  on  both 
sides,  and  they  are  done. 


ExTiNGDisHEES. — Three  card  extinguishers 
can  be  easily  provided.  Top  of  extinguisher 
IJ  inch  diameter,  bottom  of  extinguisher 
If  inch  diameter,  height  3  inches.  To  get 
the  proper  slope  of  the  sides  the  best  plan  is 
to  use  a  piece  of  stiff  paper,  as  it  is  much 
easier  to  manipulate  than  card.    When  you 


have  got  the  paper  to  the  right  shape,  cut 
out  the  card  by  it.  A  few  stitches  will  hold 
the  card  better  than  any  glue. 

Cover  the  extinguishers  with  coloured 
paper,  and  sew  a  small  metal  ring  to  the 
top  of  each  so  that  it  will  stand  upright. 


Take  a  piece  of  light  wood  or  cane  (the 
top  of  an  old  fishing-rod  will  do  capitally) 
16  inches  long,  and  hang  a  thin  brass  wire 
(having  a  hook  at  its  lower  end)  to  a  small 
staple  fixed  in  the  end  of  the  rod. 

The  wire  should  be  11  inches  long  and 
about  as  thick  as  a  hairpin. 
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_  C.«iDLESTicK. — The  candlestick  is  simply  a 
piece  of  |-inch  wood  3  inches  square,  with  a 
hole  f  inch  diameter  and  J  inch  deep  bored 
in  the  centre. 

A  saw-cut  i  inch  deep  receives  a  plain  tin 
reflector  4  inches  high  by  3  inches. 

Our  apparatus  is  now  complete,  and  the 
following  rules  will  show  you  how  to  use  it. 

KuLES. — Any  number  of  persons  may  take 
part  in  this  game,  which  is,  as  I  said,  also 
something  of  a  puzzle. 

The  players  play  alternately,  and  sides  may 
be  formed  if  desired. 

Stand  the  screen  upon  the  table,  not  too 
near  the  lamp  or  gas,  and  see  that  the  side- 
wings  are  folded  back  at  right  angles  with 
the  front. 

Light  an  inch  of  candle  in  the  flat  candle- 
stick provided,  and  place  it  (with  its  tin  re- 
flector stuck  upright  in  the  cut)  directly  be- 
hind the  screen,  and  about  a  foot  or  so  from 
it. 

The  flat  wooden  stand  for  holding  the 
figures  has  parallel  cuts,  into  which  they  are 
stuck. 

The  figures  may  all  be  placed  in  one  cut, 
or  some  or  all  in  different  cuts,  according  to 
the  fancy  of  the  player. 

The  first  player  takes  his  seat,  in  front  of 
the  screen,  behind  which  he  may  not  look 
until  his  turn  be  ended. 

The  object  of  the  player  is,  if  possible,  to 
place  one  of  the  card  extinguishers  over  each 


of  the  figures.  In  this  he  must  be  entirely 
guided  by  the  shadows  cast  upon  the  screen. 


The  figures,  having  been  arranged  in  the 
stand  (unknown  to  the  player),  are  placed 
directly  behind  the  screen. 


The  player  then  hooks  one  of  the  extin- 
guishers to  the  end  of  the  wire  attached  to 
the  rod,  and  holding  the  latter  in  his  right 
hand,  passes  the  extinguisher  over  the  front 
or  wings  of  the  screen  (he  must  not  introduce 
it  from  behind)  and  gently  lowers  it  over  the 
figure. 

While  the  shadow  of  the  extinguisher  is 
above  that  of  the  figures,  the  player  may 
move  it  in  any  directior,  but  once  the  descent 
is  commenced,  the  extinguisher  must  not 
again  be  raised  or  moved  sideways. 

When  the  player  feels  that  the  extinguisher 
has  landed,  he  detaches  it  from  the  wire,  by 
a  slight  motion,  and  repeats  the  operation 
with  the  two  remaining  extinguishers. 

The  figures  should  be  arranged  for  each 
player,  and  the  spectators  shoufd  be  careful 
not  to  intimate  to  the  player,  byword  or  sign, 
the  result  of  his  operations  until  his  turn  be 
ended,  when  he  may  look  for  himself. 

Each  player  has  three  turns,  and  he  who 
covers  most  figures  correctly  wins  the  game. 

A  variation  to  the  above  game  is  as  follows  : 
^  Each  player  endeavours  to  place  the  ex- 
tinguishers (without  the  figures)  as  nearly  in 
line  as  possible. 

■N.B.— It  is  often  most  amusing  to  see  the 
look  of  satisfaction  on  the  face  of  the  player, 
as  he  slowly  deposits  the  extinguisher  exactly 
(as  he  imagines)  over  the  figure,  when  in 
reality  it  may  be  some  distance  in  front  of  or 
behind  it. 


THE    LAST  MATCH! 

AN  OLD   SALT'S  YAEN. 
By  Ashmoee  Eussan, 

Author  of  "  T/ie  Last  of  the  Oreal  Auks"  "  A  Strange  Epidemic''  etc. 


"  "VTiNE  !   It's  out.   Ten  !   I've  been  keeping 
1~    count,  Dick,   and  that's  the  tenth 
match  you've  struck  in  less  than  half  an 
hour." 

The  speaker  was  a  bronzed,  heavily-bearded 
man,  with  a  marked  ancient-mariner  look 
about  him. 

"  What  o'  that?  "  returned  Dick,  a  young 
fellow  whose  attire  proclaimed  that  he  also 
went  down  to  the  sea  in  ships.  "The 
tobacco 's  damp.  Besides,  matches  are  cheap 
enough." 

"  Ay,  so  they  be,  so  they  be— here  ;  but 
when  I  see  'em  wasted  as  you've  been  wast- 
ing 'em,  I  can't  help  thinking  of  a  time  when 
one  match  was  worth  just  thirty-two  men's 
lives." 

Dick  removed  his  pipe — out  once  more  — 
from  his  mouth,  and  faced  the  old  salt. 

"There's  a  yarn  there,  Joe— a  stiff  un. 
Let's  have  it.  It'll  pass  the  time  better  than 
damp  baccy." 

Nothing  loth,  the  ancient  mariner  brought 
himself  to  anchor,  and  spoke  thus  : 

"  I  was  bound  from  Kio  to  Calcutta  aboard 
the  Holt  Hill,  a  four-masted  sailing-ship, 
when  we  ran  slap  into  St.  Paul's  Island,  in 
the  South  Indian  Ocean.  It  don't  matter 
whose  fault  it  was,  we  were  there,  at  nine 
o'clock  at  night— thirty-three  of  us,  all  told— 
in  a  sort  of  cove,  with  the  ship's  bows  fixed 
upon  the  rocks,  and  waves,  mountains  high, 
thumping  her  stern  and  pounding  her  to 
pieces  every  blow.  There  was  only  one  way 
to  get  off  her,  over  the  bows,  and  it  was  nine 
fa-thom  or  thereabouts  down  to  the  surf.  Our 
cap'n — Sutherland  was  his  name,  and  a  real 
good  fellow  he  was — sings  out  for  a  rope,  and 
down  it  we  slips  into  the  boiling  water,  one 
after  another,  like  so  many  monkeys,  and 
th'rty-two  of  us  got  safe  to  the  beach.  The 
first  mate,  poor  fellow  !  was  lost. 


"  We  got  safe  to  the  beach,  but  we  were  in 
a  tight  fix  there.  Some  of  us  soon  began  to 
think  we'd  never  get  off  it.  We  tried  to 
reach  softer  walking — only  four  of  us  had 
shoes  on  — but,  whichever  way  we  turned,  we 
were  stopped  by  a  chff  as  steep  as  the  side  of 
a  house,  that  we  couldn't  see  the  top  of. 
There  was  nothing  but  cliff  and  pebbles- 
jagged  ones  that  cut  our  bare  feet  almost  every 
step.  Well,  there  was  no  help  for  it  but  to 
stay  just  where  we  landed,  and  wait  patiently 
for  daylight,  when  the  cap'n  thought  we 
might  be  able  to  climb  up  the  cliff  on  to  the 
island. 

"  I  shall  never  forget  that  night.  Tilost  of 
us  had  nothing  on  but  shirts  and  trousers 
drenched  through  and  through,  and  the 
spray  kept  making  'em  wetter  and  wetter.  I 
thought  I'd  have  been  frozen  to  death.  We 
huddled  close  together,  but,  bless  you !  we 
couldn't  get  warm  nohow.  It  was  just  as 
much  as  we  could  do  to  ^keep  the  life  in 
us." 

"  You  couldn't  make  a  fire  ?  "  interrupted 
Dick. 

"  Not  likely,  with  stones,  shells,  and  sea- 
weed. Besides,  we  didn't  know  there  was  a 
match  among  the  crew  that  would  strike. 
Lucky  for  us  we  didn't,  or  somebody  would 
have  lit  a  pipe  with  it.  It  was  a  long  night,  but 
we  lived  through  it,  and  when  the  day  broke 
we  saw  what  a  nice  trap  we  were  in.  'The  cliff 
was  two  hundred  feet  high  if  it  was  an  inch, 
and  there  wasn't  a  break  nowhere.  We  | 
had  got  to  climb  it  or  die  !  The  cap'n  set 
the  example,  and  up  we  went,  clambering 
from  rock  to  rock  and  point  to  point.  Many 
a  tumble  we  had,  but  it  was  life  or  death, 
and  we  stuck  to  it.  When  we  got  to  the  top 
our  hands  were  raw  and  bleeding,  and  our 
feet  and  shins  were  worse,  if  anything.  But 
we  got  there,  all  of  us,  and  that  was  some- 


thing to  be  thankful  for.  It  was  a  dreary 
place ;  not  a  tree  or  shrub  to  be  seen ;  nothing 
but  thick  grasses  and  keen  rushes,  that  cut 
our  feet  almost  as  bad  as  the  stones  below. 
As  soon  as  the  cap'n  had  got  his  wind,  he 
called  us  all  together  and  made  us  a  bit  of  a 
speech. 

"'My  lads,'  says  he,  'this  island's  called 
after  St.  Paul.  It's  desolate.  The  Govern- 
ment's supposed  to  put  grub  and  water  here 
for  shipwrecked  sailors,  and  if  there's  any  I 
reckon  we're  entitled  to  it.  The  best  thing 
we  can  do  is  to  split  up  into  parties  and  look 
for  it.' 

"  Well,  we  that  had  no  shoes  tore  our 
shirts  into  strips  and  tied  our  feet  up  in 
grass,  and  some  of  us  set  out  exploring  in 
parties  of  four.    I  went  with  the  cap'n,  the 
second  mate,  and  the  cook.    I'd  used  to  read 
'  Kobinson  Crusoe '  when  I  was  a  lad,  and 
think  how  grand  it  would  be  to  get  cast  on  a 
desolate  island ;  but  it  wasn't  very  grand  to 
be  perishing  of  hunger,  and  looking  for  grub 
with  about  as  much  chance  of  finding  it  as 
of  picking  up  sovereigns  on  this  road.  Not 
but  what  there  was  grub,  onlj-  we  couldn't 
catch  it.  We  hadn't  got  far  before  the  cap'n 
sings  out :  '  Babbit  ahoy  !  on  the  larboard  !  ' 
We  spread  every  bit  of  canvas  we  could 
muster,  but,  bless  you  !  the  rabbit  had  got 
the  wind,  and  scudded  before  us  at  a  rate 
that  soon  took  it  out  of  sight.    It  anchored 
in  a  hole  somewhere,  but  we  couldn't  find 
the  hole,  or  we'd  have  burrowed  after  it  if 
we'd  had  to  go  a'most  as  deep  as  the  bottom 
of  the  cliff,  we  viere  that  ravenous.  While 
we  were  tacking  about  after  the  rabbit,  the 
cook  he  hails  a  goat,  but  the  beggar  wouldn't 
answer.     We  put   about  after  him  sharp 
enough,  but  he  had  the  heels  of  us.  We 
were  dead  lame,  you  see,  and  couldn't  sail 
faster  than  about  four  or  five  knots  an  hour- 
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while  the  goat  steamed  off  at  about  twenty, 
ranning  straight  for  the  rocks,  and  jumping 
from  one  to  another  in  a  fashion  no  sailor 
could  ha'  followed  without  knocking  holes  in 
his  hull  at  every  bump. 

"  '  Hold  hard  !  and  'bout  ship,'  says  cap'n, 
'  we'll  keep  in  smooth  water  as  long  as  we're 
able.' 

"  We  put  about,  and  sailed  straight  ahead 
north-north-east  for  half  an  hour  without 
sighting  anything.  The  sun  was  well  up 
now,  and  it  let  us  know  it.  Our  tongues  were 
like  bits  of  dry  leather  with  the  thirst  that 
was  on  us.  The  second  mate  had  shoes, 
and  he'd  the  heels  of  us.  He  was  pretty  soon 
half  a  mile  ahead.  Presently  he  hails  us,  and 
stands  swinging  his  arms  like  a  semaphore. 
We  spread  out  a  bit  more  canvas  and  catches 
up  with  him. 

"  '  Isn't  that  a  house,  cap'n,'  he  says,  point- 
ing to  something  as  looked  like  a  smashed-up 
cook's-galley  on  a  wreck. 

'■The  cap'n  thought  it  was.  An  hour's 
hard  sailing  brought  us  up  to  the  house— a 
tumble-down  wooden  shanty,  made  of  ship's 
timbers. 

"  '  The  Government  stores  '11  be  here,'  says 
cap'n;  but  no  such  luck.  We  rummaged  the 
place,  and  found  nothing  but  a  bit  of  wire 
and  four  fish-hooks  in  a  little  box.  We'd 
hardly  got  outside,  however,  when  we  sighted 
two  more  huts..  They'd  no  roofs,  but  we 
pretty  well  turned  'em  inside  out.  _  We  found 
nothing,  not  even  a  scrap  of  writing.  Tha 
cap'n  had  reckoned  on  finding  some  grub  in 
the  huts,  and  so  we  all  did  for  that  matter, 
and  we  got  a  bit  down  in  the  mouth,  I  can 
tell  you.  But  it  was  no  use  growling  and 
grumbling,  and  off  we  went  on  the  old  north- 
north-east  course. 

"  '  Fire  ahoy  ! '  sings  out  the  second  mate 
a'most  as  soon  as  we'd  got  under  way,  and 
sure  enough  there  was  a  cloud  of  smoke 
a-rising  out  of  a  hollow  right  in  our  course. 
There  !  how  we  did  scud  afore  the  wind. 
We  forgot  all  about  our  poor  feet  then.  In 
less  than  ten  minutes  we  were  on  the  spot, 
and  what  d'ye  think  we  saw  ?  "  _ 

"  A  fire,  of  course,"  replied  Dick. 

"  No,  worse  luck.  A  pool  of  water,  bubbling, 
boiling,  and  steaming  like  mad." 

"  Oh,  stow  that,  Joe  !  "  interjected  Dick. 

"  It's  true,  lad.  We  dipped  our  fingers  in 
it,  and  got  a'most  scalded  for  our  trouble.  It 
was  a  boiling  spring,  but  the  fire  that  set  it 
boiling  might  ha'  been  a  mile  or  two  below — 
and  Old  Nick  might  ha'  been  the  stoker  for 
all  I  know.  The  cap'n  told  us  as  St.  Paul's 
was  a  volcanic  island,  and  we  might  expect 
to  find  lots  more  springs  of  the  same  sort. 
The  cook  he  groaned. 

"  '  It's  hard,'  says  he, '  to  see  coppers  always 
on  the  boil  and  nothing  to  put  in  'em.  It's 
a  regular  waste,  that's  what  it  is.' 

"  That  set  us  hankering  for  grub  and  water 
worse  than  ever.  The  cap'n  he  says  nothing, 
but  just  sits  down  and  strips  off  his  oilskin 
pants.  We  thought  he  was  going  to  boil  'em 
tender  and  sarve  'em  round,  but  he  showed 
us  different.  He  tied  up  the  bottoms  with 
the  wire  we'd  found  in  the  hut  and  filled  'em 
with  the  boiling  water. 

"  '  When  it's  cool,'  says  he,  '  we'll  have  a 
drink.' 

"  We  gives  him  a  sort  of  a  cheer,  and 
anchors  ourselves  on  the  bank  of  the  spring 
to  wait  till  the  water  got  cold.  But  we 
couldn't  wait.  There  was  a  bit  of  a  leak  in 
the  oilskins,  you  see,  and  the  hot  water  was 
a  spurting  out.  The  sight  was  too  much  for 
us,  and  one  after  another  we  let  it  spurt  into 
our  mouths.  It  was  pretty  warm,  but  talk 
about  grog  and  champagne  and  such  stuff  ! 
The  best  as  was  ever  brewed  couldn't  hold  a 
candle  to  the  liquor  as  squirted  out  of  the 
cap'n's  oilskins.  It  put  new  life  and  pluck 
into  us,  I  can  tell  you  ;  and  after  a  rest,  and 


a  jolly  good  swig  when  the  water  was  cooler, 
we  felt  a'most  fit  for  anything. 

"  '  We'd  best  go  straight  back  to  our  mates,' 
says  the  cap'n,  '  and  take  the  water  with  us. 
They  mayn't  have  found  any.' 

"  The  second  mate,  as  had  boots,  he  shoul- 
ders the  oilskins,  and  off  we  starts  back  to 
where  we'd  landed,  where  we'd  all  agreed  to 
meet.  Of  course,  we  were  downright  raven- 
ous for  food  ;  but  the  water  had  cheered  us 
up  like,  and  I  reckons  if  we'd  dropped  on 
the  track  of  that  rabbit  again  we'd  ha'  caught 
tim. 

I      "We  found  the  rest  of  the  crew  all  back, 
and  lying  about  at  the  top  of  the  cliff.  They 
hadn't  been  far.    They  were  soon  on  their 
feet  when  they  saw  the  second  mate  had 
something  on  his  shoulders,  and  came  crowd- 
j  ing  round  us,  parched  and  ravenous.  After 
j  they'd  every  one  had  a  hearty  pull  at  the 
f  oilskins,  they  told  us  they'd  found  four  old 
boats,  three  of  'em  seav^orthy,  in  a  creek 
about  a  mile  to  the  west,  where  there  was  a 
break  in  the  cliffs. 

" '  They're  ship's  dingies,'  says  the  car- 
penter ;  '  we  might  cruise  round  the  island  in 
I  'em  in  fine  weather,  but  they  ain't  no  manner 
'■  of  use  to  get  away  from  here.    I  don't  know 
exactly  where  we  are,  but  it's  a  precious  long 
,  way  from  anywhere.' 

j      "  '  We're  about  half  way  between  the  Cape 
j  of  Good  Hope  and  Australia,'  says  the  cap'n, 
j  '  and  we'll  have  to  live  as  best  we  can  until 
j  we're  fetched  off.    We  can't  start  on  a  voyage 
of  3,.500  miles  or  thereabouts  in  small  boats. 
Let  us  thank  God  we  have  a  chance,  as  we 
are  not  far  from  a  regular  ocean  track.' 
I      "  '  We've  caught  four  penguins,'  says  the 
j  carpenter,  after  a  while  ;  '  we've  plucked  and 
'  skinned  'em,  and  put  'em  to  soak  in  a  pool  in 
the  hollow  yonder.    Hungry  as  we  be,  we 
i  couldn't  stomach  'em  raw.' 
I      "  '  Hurrah  ! '  sings  out  the  cook.  '  I'll  take 
'em  and  boil  'em  in  that  old  copper ;  they'll 
be  fit  to  eat  then.' 

"  '  We'd  better  all  go  there,'  says  the  cap'n. 
'  The  boiling  spring's  close  to  the  huts,  and 
we  can  get  some  gi-ass  and  make  beds  in  'em 
as  '11  keep  us  a  bit  warmer  than  we  were  last 
night.  I  don't  want  any  of  you  to  be  frozen 
to  death  ;  but  first  we'll  see  if  we  can't  catch 
a  fish  or  two.' 

"  He  fastened  the  fish  hooks  to  the  wire 
and  set  off  with  the  carpenter  to  the  creek 
where  the  birds  were  in  soak.  I  believe  they 
baited  the  hooks  with  the  penguin's  heads  ; 
anyhow,  they  caught  three  decent  sized  fish, 
and  we  set  off  for  the  boiling  spring  with  'em 
i  and  the  birds,  which  were  a'most  as  black  as 
my  hat  when  they  had  been  skinned. 

"  While  the  cook  was  boiling  the  birds  and 
fishes,  the  rest  of  us  collected  grass  and  rushes 
to  make  our  beds  and  cover  the  huts  that  had 
no  roofs.  At  about  five  o'clock  in  the  after- 
noon we  sat  down  to  the  first  meal  for  about 
1  twenty-four  hours.  The  fish  pretty  soon 
vanished,  I  can  tell  you,  and  then  we  tackled 
the  penguins.  Ugh  !  I  don't  think  I'll  get 
]  the  taste  of  penguin  out  of  my  mouth  as  long 
I  as  I  live.  The  flesh  was  black,  fishy,  rank, 
;  and  oily,  but  if  it  had  been  ten  times  worse 
than  it  was  it'd  ha'  been  eaten.  We  went  to 
bed  soon  after,  fourteen  in  a  hut,  and  tried 
to  go  to  sleep.  But  tired  out  as  we  was  we 
couldn't  sleep  a  wink,  it  was  so  cold.  You 
see  we  had  next  to  no  clothes  when  we  got 
ashore,  and  most  of  us  had  torn  up  our  shirts 
to  wrap  our  feet  in  so  as  to  be  able  to  walk 
about.  The  cold  was  a'most  as  bad  as  on 
the  night  afore,  when  we'd  been  drenched  on 
the  beach.  I  thought  I'd  never  live  till 
morning,  but  we  were  all  alive  and  kicking 
when  the  day  broke,  and  as  hungry  as  if  we 
hadn't  had  a  mouthful  for  a  week. 

"  '  We'll  have  to  hunt  for  our  breakfasts,' 
says  the  cap'n,  '  and  we  can't  do  better  than 
go  in  parties  as  we  did  yesterday-' 


"  About  a  dozen  started  back  to  the  creek 
to  fish  and  catch  penguins.  I  went  with  the 
cap'n,  the  mate,  and  the  cook  again,  bearing 
north-north-east  as  afore.  We  found  a  lake 
that  looked  like  a  well.  It  was  a'most  round, 
and  surrounded  with  cliff's  300  feet  high. 
We'd  an  awful  trouble  to  get  down  to  the 
water,  and  when  we  got  there  it  was  salt. 
The  cap'n  said  it  was  on  the  same  level  as 
the  ocean,  and  must  ha'  been  connected  with 
it  by  an  underground  channel,  but  we  couldn't 
see  one.  We  were  mighty  hungry  when  we'd 
clambered  back  to  the  top  of  the  cliff,  but 
had  to  grin  and  bear  it.  We  hadn't  got  far 
before  we  came  across  a  bed  o'  nettles,  real 
stingers.  You  wouldn't  like  to  make  a  meal 
o'  nettles,  Dick,  but  we  wasn't  jsartioular.  We 
ate  a  few  handfuls  raw,  and  tied  up  a  big 
bundle  to  carry  back  to  the  huts. 

"  '  I  could  make  soup  out  o'  penguins  and 
nettles,'  says  the  cook,  '  if  I'd  anything  to 
boil  'em  in.' 

"  '  Can't  you  boil  'em  in  the  spring  ?  '  says 
the  cap'n. 

"  '  Ay,'  says  the  cook,  '  I  can  ;  but  there's 
precious  little  flavour  in  the  nettles  now 
they're  raw,  and  I  reckons  it  '11  all  run  away 
when  they're  boiled  in  that  there  giant's 
copper.' 

"  The  cap'n  he  kept  a  sharp  look-out  for 
rabbits  and  goats,  as  seemed  to  be  the  only 
four-legged  animals  on  the  island.  How  they 
got  there's  a  mystery  to  me.  We'd  seen  one 
or  two  rabbits  a  long  way  off,  but  couldn't 
find  out  where  they  ran  to  harbour.  By'm 
by,  one  got  up  right  under  the  second  mate's 
feet,  and  away  he  went  full  steam  ahead 
after  it.  He  didn't  catch  it,  but  saw  it  scuttle 
into  a  hole,  and  in  less  than  no  time  we  was 
all  round  that  hole  as  eager  as  a  pack  o' 
hungry  terriers. 

"  '  If  I'd  only  got  a  tin  or  something  to 
boil  him  in,'  says  cook,  '  I'd  lay  here  and 
wait  till  he  comes  out.' 

"  '  Suppose  we  tries  to  dig  him  out  ?  '  says 
the  cap'n. 

"  We  set  to  work,  and  jolly  soon  got  down 
into  the  earth  a  foot,  scooping  the  dirt  out 
with  our  hands ;  then  we  had  to  stop.  The 
rabbit  had  gone  into  the  rock  and  we'd  struck 
it.  Every  rabbit  we  sailed  after  sarved  us 
just  the  same,  and  we  got  sick  of  the  game. 
The  rabbits  had  all  the  fun  of  it,  you  see. 

"  Well,  all  we  took  back  to  the  huts  that  daj 
was  the  bundle  of  nettles  and  a  lot  of  experi- 
ence. The  other  fellows  had  been  luckier. 
They'd  found  an  old  bucket,  caught  half-a- 
dozen  fish  and  three  penguins,  and  got  one  o' 
the  boats  afloat. 

"The  cook  he  went  pretty  near  wild  over 
that  bucket,  and  he'd  soon  got  it  in  the  boiling 
spring  with  fish  and  nettle  soup  inside  it. 
We'd  a  good  meal  that  night. 

"  The  next  day  we  had  to  starve.  We  were 
all  out  fishing  and  penguin  catching,  and  not 
one  did  we  get  hold  of.  The  fish  wouldn't 
bite,  and  the  penguins  was  getting  too  wide 
awake  to  be  caught.  We  caught  a  few  craw- 
fish, but  there  !  there  wasn't  half  enough  for 
one  man,  let  alone  thirty-two. 

"  '  Two  days  without  food,'  says  the  cap'n, 
'  and  we'll  die  of  cold  in  the  night.'  And  we 
knew  he'd  spoke  the  truth.  With  our  empty 
stomachs  we  felt  the  cold  awful.  We  was 
that  cramped  in  the  morning  we  could  hardly 
crawl  to  the  boiling  spring  to  get  thawed. 

"  The  cap'n  pretty  soon  set  some  of  us  col- 
lecting dried  grass  and  bits  of  timber,  while 
the  rest  went  penguin  catching  and  fishing  as 
usual.  When  we'd  got  a  pile  of  grass  ready, 
the  cap'n  set  to  work  rubbing  two  bits  of  dry 
wood  together  to  get  a  fire. 

" '  If  we  can't  get  a  fire,'  says  he,  '  we're 
all  dead  men.  We  must  have  a  fire  to  signal 
passing  ships,  as  well  as  to  keep  the  life  in 
us.' 

"  But  he  had  his  labour  for  nothing.  The 
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wood  wasn't  dry  enough,  or  it  was  the  wrong 
sort,  or  something.  Anj'how  it  wouldn't  set 
alight.  We  took  our  turns  with  it,  and  kept 
it  rubbing  for  three  hours  at  a  stretch.  It 
was  no  good.  The  stuff  wouldn't  burn.  The 
penguin  catchers  came  back  with  two  birds, 
and  the  cook  boiled  'em.  That  was  all  the 
grub  we  had  that  day.  The  cap'n  had  sent 
two  men  after  some  nettles,  but  they  couldn't 
find  'em. 

"  The  next  four  days  we  wellnigh  starved. 
Some  days  we  had  a  few  fish.  One  day  we'd 
nothing  but  nettles.  We  tried  to  snare  rabbits 
and  goats,  but  couldn't  catch  one.  You  see 
we  had  got  so  weak  we  couldn't  run.  I  was 
lying  down  beside  the  cook,  as  close  to  the 
boiling  spring  as  I  could  get,  wishing  I  was 
dead  and  all  the  misery  was  over,  when  all 
of  a  sudden  he  sets  up  a  shout,  and  scrambles 
on  his  feet. 

"  He'd  a  baccy-box  in  his  hand.  I'd  no- 
ticed liim  fumbling  in  his  pockets,  but  didn't 
know  what  he  was  after. 

"  '  I've  found  three  matches,'  says  he,  '  in 
a  box  in  the  lining  of  my  jacket.' 

"He'd  a  jacket,  had  cook.  Well,  we  was 
all  round  him  in  no  time  ;  all  but  the  cap'n, 
he  was  in  one  of  the  huts. 

"  '  I've  some  baccy,'  says  one  chap,  fishing 
a  pipe  and  a  bit  of  rope  out  of  his  pocket.  '  It's 
hemp  baccy,  but  it'll  burn.    Give  us  a  light.' 

"  The  cook  he  makes  no  more  ado  but 
picks  up  a  stone  and  tries  to  strike  a  match 
on  it.  The  match  was  damp,  and  wouldn't 
strike  1 


"  '  I'll  try  another,'  says  he,  and  does  it. 

"  That  wouldn't  strike  I 

"Just  as  he  was  going  to  waste  the  last 
match,  up  comes  the  cap'n,  and  sees  what 
was  going  on  in  a  flash. 

"  '  This  is  the  last,'  says  cook.  '  I'll  make 
this  strike.' 

"  But  he  didn't.  The  cap'n  had  collared 
his  wrist. 

"  '  The  lives  of  thirty-two  men  hang  on  that 
match,'  says  he. 

"  '  It's  damp,'  says  cook. 

"  '  Let  me  see  it,'  says  cap'n. 

"  The  cook  gave  him  the  match,  and  the 
cap'n  examined  it. 

"  '  I  believe  it  will  strike,'  says  he.  "  To 
make  more  certain  I'll  put  it  in  the  sun  for 
an  hour  or  two.  Some  of  you  go  and  fetch 
the  dry  stuff  we  tried  to  set  alight  the  other 
day.' 

"  The  cap'n  put  the  match  on  a  bit  of  rock 
right  in  the  sun,  and  sat  there  and  watched 
it  as  carefully  as  if  it  was  a  diamond  mine  or 
a  bag  of  gold  he  expected  to  be  stole  ;  and 
when  we'd  collected  a  lot  of  stuff  to  make  a 
fire,  we  sat  and  watched  it  too — thirty-two 
men,  all  watching  a  tiny  bit  of  wood  tipped 
with  brimstone,  as  if  our  very  lives  depended 
on  its  being  kept  safe. 

"  '  If  we  can  only  get  a  fire,'  says  cap'n, 
'  we  can  keep  it  going  day  and  night,  and  if 
it  isn't  seen  in  the  daytime  it'll  be  seen  at 
night.  If  we  can't,  we're  all  dead  men. 
We'll  die  of  scurvy  if  we  can't  get  anything 
to  eat  but  penguin,  if  we  don't  die  of  cold.' 


"  That  v.'as  it,  Dick  ;  that  was  just  how  we 
stood.    Our  lives  hung  on  that  last  match  ! 

"  We  sat  there  about  two  hours,  and  then 
the  cap'n  got  up  and  took  the  match  off  the 
rock.  He  chose  a  dry  bit  of  flint  to  strike  it 
on,  and  knelt  down  over  the  dry  stuff  we'd 
collected. 

"  '  Get  as  close  to  me  as  you  can,'  says  he, 
'  and  keep  every  breath  of  wind  away  ;  and 
let  them  as  says  their  prayers  regular,  pi  ay 
now.' 

"  I  don't  doubt,  Dick,  as  the  cap'n  was 
praying  with  all  his  heart  and  soul.  He  was 
a  God-fearing  man,  and  he  knew  what  hung 
on  that  match  better  than  we  did.  Ke  knew 
what  were  the  odds  against  a  vessel  calling. 
We  didn't. 

"  He  struck  the  match.  I  was  close  to 
him.  My  hand  would  ha'  trembled.  His  was 
as  firm  as  a  rock.  He  struck  the  match, 
Dick,  and  it  set  alight ! 

"  In  five  'minutes  we'd  a  bonfire.  There 
was  plenty  of  fuel,  and,  to  make  sure,  we 
pulled  down  one  of  the  huts.  We  kept  that 
fire  going  all  day,  all  night,  and  all  the  next 
day  and  night.  Then,  to  double  our  chances 
of  being  seen,  we  lit  another  on  the  cliff  over 
where  our  ship  had  struck,  and  kept  that 
going  all  night. 

"  The  very  next  day,  Dick,  we  was  taken 
off  St.  Paul's  Island.  Our  fire  on  the  cliff 
had  been  seen  miles  away  in  the  night. 

"  Now  you  know  why  I  don't  like  to  see 
matches  wasted." 


"  THAT 

THE  house  it  was  all  in  the  greatest  commotion. 
The  dogs  wagged  their  tails  and  barked  loudly  for  joy — 
But  whence  all  this  fuss  ?   Why,  I  haven't  a  notion, 
For  the  only  arrival,  you  see,  was  "  that  boy." 

The  "  larks  "  that  he  played  !  the  audacious  young  sinner  ; 

The  raids  on  the  kitchen  accomplished  with  glee  ; 
Till  cook,  whose  mince-pies  vanished  long  before  dinner, 

Turned  him  out  of  the  pantry,  and  hid  up  the  key. 

The  squire's  newest  razors  were  filched  from  their  case,  sir ; 

To  the  cat's  bushy  tail  hung  a  squeaking  tin  toy  ; 
Not  a  thing  but  was  somehow  moved  out  of  its  place,  sir  ; 

And  we  all  said  at  once,  "  Oh  !  of  course  it's  '  that  boy.'  " 

When  our  candles  we  took  from  the  table  at  night,  sir, 
What  a  chorus  of  vexed  exclamations  there'd  be  ! 

There  was  never  a  one  of  them  all  that  would  light,  sir ; 
All  their  wicks  had  been  watered  by  some  one,  you  see. 

Then  that  terrible  night  when  the  governess  fainted, 

And  Maud,  who  has  nerves,  wrung  her  hands  in  despair  ; 

What  artist  her  wrath  and  dismay  could  have  painted, 
When  a  cracker  exploded  just  under  her  chair! 

And  the  chemicals,  too  !  when  experiments  trying, 
The  front  of  the  pier-glass  was  smashed  all  to  bits  ; 

When  Adeline's  kitten  was  feared  to  be  dying. 

And  James,  the  new  page-boy,  was  taken  with  fits. 

Next  a  ghost,  with  blue  lights,  walked  beside  the  park  railings. 
Driving  ghost-hunters  wild  with  the  thoughts  of  a  prize. 

Till  they  found  it  was  sheets  twisted  round  the  high  palings. 
With  the  head  of  a  turnip  and  phosphorus  eyes. 

When  the  cocks  in  our  bedrooms  held  four-o'clock  session. 

And  wakened  us  all  with  their  horrible  din  ; 
It  didn't  need  Master  Guy's  laughing  confession. 

We  knew  that  "  that  boy  "  had  been  letting  them  in. 

Then  the  girls  !  you  may  guess  how  their  wrath  was  excited. 

Unthinkingly  passing  the  cedar-tree  by. 
When  volumes  of  snow  on  their  bonnets  alighted, 

Arriving,  apparently,  straight  from  the  sky.  | 


BOY  !  " 

How  gladly  we  all  of  us  echoed  the  pater. 

Those  like  us  afflicted  will  know,  I  dare  say  : 
"  The  dog-cart  at  twelve— mind  now,  punctually,  Slater  ; 

I'm  thankful  that  boy  will  be  going  to-day." 

Just  a  week  later  on,  and  the  house  seems  so  quiet ; 

Such  a  contrast  to  all  that  we've  suffered  before. 
"  Why  do  schoolboys  always  create  such  a  riot  ?  " 

Some  one  asks,  when  there  comes  a  sharp  knock  at  the  door. 

Then  our  own  is  flung  wide,  and  in  rushes  the  pater  ; 

But,  somehow,  he  doesn't  seem  able  to  stand. 
We  all  know  it  soon  as,  a  few  minutes  later. 

The  telegram  drops  from  his  nerveless  right  hand. 

"  Dead  !  drowned  !  "  Oh  !  it  can't  be  ;  there  must  be  some  blunder — 

"  In  one  last  gallant  effort  a  comrade  to  save  ; 
One  struggle  for  life,  e'er  the  wave  drew  him  under. 

Restoring  the  weakling  and  murd'ring  the  brave." 

Ah,  yes  !  that  was  many  a  long  year  ago,  sir  ;  — 

Time  flies,  and  the  seasons  come  round  pretty  fast ; — 

But  the  Christmas  yule-log  brings  a  thought,  do  you  know,  sir, 
Of  the  holiday  fun  in  the  days  that  are  past. 

Yes  ;  we  wouldn't  complain  of  the  fuss  and  commotion, 
The  stir  and  the  mischief  that  followed  his  track. 

If  only  the  cruel  and  treacherous  ocean 

Its  prey  would  surrender — our  boy  would  give  back. 

We're  apt  to  complain  when,  without  rhyme  or  reason, 
We're  worried  with  tricks  and  half  deafened  with  noise  ; 

But,  friends,  let  me  ask,  at  this  holiday  season. 

Don't  we  hail  in  our  hearts  the  return  of  the  boys  ? 

They  may  be  a  nuisance  !  but  don't  be  forgetting 

We  were  on  3  young  ourselves,  and  too  prone  to  annoy ; 

One  day,  maybe,  you  too,  with  useless  regretting. 
Will  wish  that  you  hadn't  been  hard  on  "  that  boy." 

There  !  we'll  shed  no  more  tears,  'tis  the  season  for  laughter, 

The  carols  ring  out  and  the  joyous  bells  chime ; 
We'll  keep  the  fun  going  till  midnight  and  after — 

TJiree  cheers  for  the  boys  and  the  holiday  time  I  C.  W» 
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A    TALE    OF    THE     SEEONGE  JUNGLE. 
By  Sir  Gilbert  Campbell,  Bart., 


IN  wJiatever  portion  of  the  world  our  foot- 
steps may  stray  we  invariably  find  that 
partially  civilised  man  ever  assigns  to  the 
most  powiei-ful  beast  of  prey  with  which  he 
is  acquainted  strange  and  sometimes  weird 
attributes. 

In  Nama-qua  Land  the  King  of  the  Beasts 
is  looked  upon  as  something  beyond  a  mere 
savage  animal  wandering  about  in  search  of 
prey.  In  the  far  distant  forests  of  Java  the 
black  panther  is  regarded  by  the  credulous 
natives  as  an  animal  endowed  with  strange 
power  and  knowledge.  The  great  bear  of 
the  mountain  has  been  associated  with  many 
of  the  most  interesting  legends  of  the  North 
American  Indians  ;  whilst  in  Europe  the  wolf 
figures  in  many  of  the  wildest  tales  current 
in  the  more  northern  portions  of  the  Conti- 
nent. In  India  the  tiger  naturally  holds  the 
chief  place  in  these  stories  of  the  super- 
natural world,  which  are  handed  down  from 
generation  to  generation,  though  it  is  not 
always  easy  to  get  the  natives  to  divulge 
them  to  the  unbelieving  white  man. 

The  belief  that  when  a  tiger  has  killed  a 
man  the  spirit  of  the  victim  walks  beside  its 
destroyer  and  guides  him  to  fresh  prey  is 
current  over  nearly  the  whole  of  India,  and 
many  old  shikarrees  (professional  hunters) 
will  tell  you  with  bated  breath  that  in  the 
pale  moonlight  they  have  seen  the  striped 
monarch  of  the  jungle  creeping  along  with 
stealthy  pace,  whilst  a  dim,  impalpable  figure, 
with  its  shadowy  hand  resting  on  the  fierce 
beast's  neck,  stalks  beside  it  and  guides  its 
every  movement ! 

It  is  not,  however,  my  intention  to  dwell 
upon  this  well-known  superstition,  but  to 
relate  another  belief  regarding  the  tiger  and 
his  victim  which  came  to  my  knowledge  in 
the  following  manner. 

I  had  just  returned  from  my  morning  ride, 
and  was  taking  a  cup  of  tea  in  my  verandah, 
when  my  bearer  informed  me  that  Syud 
Mohammed  the  shikarree  was  desirous  of 
speaking  to  me. 

"  Send  him  here,"  answered  I,  and  in  a  few 
moments  a  man  well  known  to  all  the  resi- 
dents of  Oranipore  (as  I  will  call  the  canton- 
ment in  which  I  then  resided)  stood  before 
me. 

He  was  a  little  old  man,  but  wiry  and 
muscular  as  a  leopard,  and  his  keen  black 
eyes  twinkled  and  glittered  through  the  mass 
of  lines  and  wrinkles  which  covered  his  face. 
He  carried  a  long  matchlock  in  his  hand, 
whilst  a  powder-horn  and  a  curved  broad- 
bladed  Glioorka  knife,  termed  a  kookerie, 
were  suspended  from  his  waist-belt. 

A  voluminous  green  turban,  showing  that 
he  had  performed  the  pilgrimage  to  Mecca, 
was  perched  jauntily  upon  his  head,  and  he 
advanced  to  me  with  a  respectful  obeisance. 

"  Well,  Syud  Mohammed,"  said  I,  lighting 
a  cheroot,  "  have  you  any  good  news  to  give 
me?  " 

"The  news  is  good,  sahib,"  returned  the 
old  man,  sententiously. 

"Well,  well,  but  what  is  it  all  about?" 
demanded  I,  a  little  impatiently,  as  Syud 
Mohammed  relapsed  into  silence.  "  Speak 
out,  man,  I  cannot  waste  all  my  day  with 
you." 

"  A  tiger  killed  one  of  the  bullocks  belong- 
ing to  a  zemindar  last  night,  sahib,"  replied 
the  hunter.    "  He  has  only  just  taken  a  bite 
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out  of  it,  and  is  sure  to  come  back  to-night 
to  finish  his  meal." 

"  That  is  good  news  indeed,"  said  I. 
"  Where  is  the  place  ?  " 

"  The  dead  beast  lies  some  three  koss  (six 
miles)  from  h'ere,  on  the  edge  of  the  jungle," 
returned  the  old  man.  "  There  is  a  large 
IMcpul  tree  within  ten  yards  upon  which  a 
platform  can  be  erected,  and  if  the  sahib  is 
wiDing  he  can  make  an  end  of  the  destroying 
beast  to-night." 

I  was  delighted  at  the  opportunity  of 
again  exercising  my  skill  against  the  striped 
monsters  of  the  jungle,  and  gave  Syud 
Mohammed  all  the  necessary  directions,  pro- 
mising to  meet  him  at  the  ajipointed  spot  just 
before  sundown. 

The  hunter  made  another  profound  salaam, 
and,  throwing  his  matchlock  over  his  shoulder, 
shambled  off  to  make  the  necessary  arrange- 
ments. 

My  day  was  fully  occupied  in  inspecting 
and  sending  off  my  battery,  and  about  an 
hour  before  the  setting  of  the  sun  I  mounted 
my  pony  and  set  off  at  a  canter  for  the  spot 
where  the  shikarree  was  to  meet  me. 

I  found  the  old  man  squatted  down  by  the 
side  of  the  road,  his  long  matchlock  laid 
across  his  knees.  At  my  approach  he  rose 
and  stood  respectfully  before  me. 

"  Is  everything  ready,  Syud  Mohammed  ?" 
asked  I. 

"  Sahib,"  returned  the  shikarree,  "  your 
slave  has  prepared  all ;  the  matchdm  (plat- 
form) is  erected  in  the  peepul  tree,  about 
twenty  yards  from  the  spot  where  the  dead 
bullock  is  lying.  There  will  be  a  bright 
meon  to-night,  so  that  all  will  be  as  clear  as 
if  it  were  daytime." 

"  Good,"  replied  I.  "  You  had  better  go 
ahead  and  show  me  the  way." 

Without  a  word  the  old  man  turned  off  the 
road  and  began  walking  away  across  a  tract 
of  land  covered  with  straggling  bushes  and 
stunted  trees  hardly  worthy  to  be  dignified  by 
the  name  of  a  jungle. 

Night  was  now  approaching  with  great 
rapidity,  for  in  the  tropics  there  is  no  twi- 
light, the  darkness  succeeding  the  day  with 
startling  celerity. 

Several  times  the  little  Indian  hare  started 
from  a  tussock  of  grass  and  sped  away  into 
the  darkness,  whilst  more  than  once  the 
whirr  of  the  wings  of  a  black  partridge,  as  it 
rose  from  under  my  pony's  feet,  caused  me 
to  start  convulsively. 

"  There  is  the  peepul  tree,  sahib,"  remarked 
the  hunter,  after  we  had  proceeded  in  silence 
for  some  half  an  hour,  pointing,  as  he  spoke, 
to  a  tall  object  which  rose  black  and  distinct 
against  the  sky. 

We  soon  reached  our  destination,  and  I 
saw  that  Syud  Mohammed,  according  to  the 
usual  custom,  had  procured  a  rough  native 
bedstead  (charpoy),  which  had  been  hoisted 
into  the  tree  and  firmly  secured  at  a  height 
of  about  thirty  feet  from  the  ground,  forming 
a  convenient  seat,  though  hardly  high  enough 
to  en :  are  safety  from  the  attack  of  a  wounded 
tiger. 

I  hastily  inspected  my  rifles,  and  saw  that 
nothing  had  been  forgotten  ;  then  I  made 
a  i)erquisition  into  the  commissariat,  and 
found  that  the  brandy,  the  earthen  jar  of 
cold  water,  and  the  cheroots  were  all  present. 

I  sent  away  my  servants,  ordering  them 


and  my  syce  (groom)  to  return  the  next 
morning,  and  then,  turning  to  Syud  Mo- 
hammed, asked  him  where  the  slain  bullock 
was. 

For  reply  he  guided  me  round  the  tiee, 
and  there,  just  on  the  borders  of  the  dark 
line  of  the  jungle,  lay  the  poor  creature. 

A  blow  from  the  striped  monster's  massive 
fore-paw  had  crushed  in  the  skuU,  causing 
instantaneous  death,  whilst  a  piece  of  flesh 
weighing  some  four  or  five  pounds  had  been 
bitten  out  of  the  shoulder. 

It  was  a  sickening  sight,  and  the  dense 
cloud  of  flies  which  rose  from  the  carcass  at 
my  approach  made  me  anxious  to  remove 
as  far  from  the  vicinity  of  the  bait  as  I 
could. 

"  The  tiger  has  only  taken  a  little  bit, 
sahib,"  remarked  the  old  man,  "  and  he  will 
surely  come  back  to-night  to  complete  his 
meal.  Let  us  ascend  to  the  platform  in 
the  peepul  tree,  and  then  your  lordship  will 
be  able  to  perceive  how  open  the  ground  is." 

I  followed  Syud  Mohammed's  instructions, 
and  climbing  up  a  notched  piece  of  wood, 
which  formed  an  excellent  extempore  stair- 
case, took  up  my  position  in  the  dunj^oy, 
over  which  a  couple  of  wadded  quilts  had 
been  thrown.  The  bottle  of  brandy  and  the 
jar  of  water  had  been  suspended  from  boughs 
of  the  tree,  a  forked  branch  formed  a  support 
for  my  rifles,  whilst  a  revolver  and  a  broad- 
bladed  hunting-knife,  the  work  of  that  well- 
known  maker,  Bodraj  of  Arungabad,  lay  ready 
to  my  hand. 

"  The  moon  wiU  be  up  in  half  an  hour, 
sahib,"  said  the  shikarree.  "  And  then  the 
tiger  will  come  out  in  quest  of  his  dinner  ; 
during  that  interval  we  can  make  all' arrange- 
ments." 

I  knelt  upon  the  temporary  platform  and 
gazed  out  into  the  gathering  gloom.  The 
line  of  jungle  had  grown  darker  and  more 
black,  whilst  the  mangled  body  of  the  bullock 
appeared  to  assume  a  series  of  wehd  and 
fantastic  shapes  in  the  shadow. 

"  I  say,  Syud  Mohammed,"  remarked  I, 
with  a  forced  laugh,  "  it  almost  looks  as  if 
the  dead  bullock  was  going  to  get  up  and 
take  itself  off.  We  should  be  left  in  a 
pleasant  predicament  then,  eh  ?  " 

Syud  Mohammed,  who  had  been  seated  at 
a  respectful  distance  at  the  other  end  of  the 
temporary  platform,  engaged  in  removing  his 
faded  green  jmggarce  and  replacing  it  by  a 
tight-fitting  linen  cap,  gave  a  sudden  start. 

"  The  Prophet  and  the  forty-nine  Imaums 
forbid,  sahib,"  returned  he,  in  tremulous 
accents.  "  The  tiger  has  no  power  over  the 
beasts.  If  it  was  a  man  who  had  been  killed 
the  case  might  be  different." 

"  Wliat  do  you  mean?  "  demanded  I,  utterly 
unable  to  account  for  the  sudden  change  in 
the  hunter's  manner,  and  gazing  in  astonish- 
ment at  his  featm-es,  over  which  a  hvid  grey 
pallor  had  begun  to  steal. 

"  Do  not  ask  me  just  now,  sahib,"  replied 
the  old  man ;  "  it  would  be  an  omen  of  ill- 
luck  ;  besides,  see,  the  moon  is  rising,  and 
we  must  not  utter  a  word.  The  story  I  have 
to  teU  you  is  a  long  one,  but  when  the  tiger 
is  dead  and  your  highness  has  leisure  your 
slave  will  tell  it  to  you — that  is,  if  you  desire 
it ;  but  it  is  a  terrible  tale,  and  one  I  hardly 
like  to  think  of." 

"All  right,"  returned  I,  carelessly;  "but 
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keep  a  sharp  look-out,  for  my  eyes  are  not 
yet  accustomed  to  this  light." 

For  nearly  two  hours  we  sat  in  perfect 
silence.  I  could  see  several  animals  of  small 
size  creep  out  of  the  jungle  and  begin  to  tear 
at  the  carcass  of  the  bullock,  snapping  and 
snarling  at  each  other  as  they  did  so  like 
angry  curs.  These,  however,  I  knew  to  be 
only  jackals,  with  perhaps  a  fox  or  two. 
Then  came  some  larger  anunals,  before  which 
the  smaller  beasts  of  prey  fled,  sitting  down, 
however,  at  a  short  distance,  as  though  pre- 
pared to  return  to  the  banquet  at  the  first 
opportunity. 

These  last  were  wolves  and  hyenas,  but 
their  triumph  was  of  short  duration,  for  a 
long  dark  form  glided  slowly  through  the 
brushwood,  and  a  touch  on  the  arm  from 
the  shikarree  warned  me  that  my  quarry  had 
at  last  made  its  appearance. 

For  some  four  or  five  minutes  the  mighty 
beast  stalked  round  the  carcass,  as  though  dis- 
gusted that  uninvited  guests  had  intruded  on 
the  feast ;  but  all  at  once,  as  if  actuated  by  a 
sudden  resolve,  threw  itself  upon  the  bullock, 
and,  grasping  the  neck  with  its  powerful  fore- 
paws,  began  tearing  and  rending  at  the  tough 
flesh  with  a  sound  which  it  was  sickening  to 
listen  to. 

My  oppoi-tunity  had  come ;  the  moon  shone 
fall  upon  the  beast  of  prey,  and,  levelling  my 
rifle,  I  glanced  for  a  moment  along  its  shining 
tubes,  and  touched  the  trigger. 

I  heard  the  dull  thud  as  the  bullet  struck 
the  mark,  and,  with  a  roar  of  mingled  rage 
and  pain,  the  tiger  sprang  from  its  prey 
and  gazed  around,  lashing  its  flanks  with  its 
tail. 

The  sudden  movement  caused  me  to  miss 
it  with  my  second  barrel,  which  I  had  fired 
almost  immediately  after  my  first  shot,  and 
in  the  movement  I  made  to  seize  my  second 
xifle  I  threw  down  the  revolver,  which  fell  to 
the  ground,  exploding  as  it  did  so. 

The  noise  attracted  the  wounded  animal's 
attention.  Glancing  upwards,  it  caught  sight 
of  myself  and  the  hunter,  and,  with  another 
terrible  roar,  sprang  towards  the  tree. 

The  right  shoulder  and  forearm  were,  how- 
ever, entirely  crippled,  and  in  its  efforts  to 
reach  the  foot  of  the  tree  it  rolled  forward 
with  a  howl  of  anguish. 

Two  more  shots  driven  straight  through 
the  brain  ended  its  career,  and  as  soon  as  we 
had  satisfied  ourselves  that  life  was  completely 
extinct  we  descended  from  our  position  of 
vantage  and  examined  the  form  of  the  pro- 
strate foe. 

It  was  a  tigress  of  the  largest  size,  but  its 
fur  was  thin,  and  in  some  places  worn  off  in 
great  patches. 

"  Shabash  (well  done),  sahib,"  said  Syud 
Mohammed,  pointing  to  the  mangy  condition 
of  the  coat.  "  You  have  destroyed  a  terrible 
.scourge ;  man-eating  always  makes  the  coat 
like  that." 

There  was  nothing  for  it  but  to  wait  for 
morning,  when  my  servants  and  the  pony 
■would  arrive.  We  ascended  the  matcham 
again,  and  for  a  time  watched  the  smaller 
carnivora,  who  had  again  returned  to  their 
banquet. 

I  lit  a  cheroot,  and,  after  some  pressing,  con- 
trived to  induce  the  shikarree  to  tell  me  the 
wonderful  tale  to  which  he  had  alluded  pre- 
vious to  the  appearance  of  the  tiger. 

"  Sahib,"  began  the  old  man,  "  it  was  after 
the  wave  of  blood  and  fire  which  had  swept 
over  this  unhappy  land  in  1857  had  passed 
away  that  the  strange  event  happened.  I 


am  only  a  rough  hunter  of  the  jungle,  and 
cannot  put  my  story  into  the  ornamental 
words  of  professional  reciters  of  tales  and 
legends  ;  but,  for  all  that,  every  incident  is 
perfectly  true,  and  I  will  stake  my  head  upon 
what  I  saw. 

"  You  know,  sahib,  that  after  the  great 
rising  the  sirkar  (Goverimaent)  disarmed  all 
the  country  far  and  wide,  and  the  consequence 
was  that  savage  beasts  and  venomous  reptiles 
increased  and  multiplied  to  an  alarming  ex- 
tent. 

"  Only  a  few  trusty  adherents  of  the  Govern- 
ment were  permitted  to  retain  their  arms, 
and  " 

"  And  of  these  you,  of  course,  were  one,  Syud 
Mohammed,"  interrupted  I,  rather  brutally. 
"  So  pass  over  that  matter  and  get  to  the 
ghost,  or  whatever  it  is,  as  soon  as  you  can, 
for  I  am  becoming  terribly  sleepy." 

The  old  man  cast  a  reproachful  glance  at 
me,  and  again  plunged  into  his  narrative. 

"  A  tiger  had  been  doing  a  great  deal  of 
harm  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Seronge. 

"  He  had  killed  many  head  of  cattle,  and 
had  one  day  carried  off  a  boy  from  the  midst 
of  a  group  of  children  playing  round  a  well. 

"  I  happened  to  pass  through  the  town  just 
after  this  occurrence,  and  the  kotwal  (head- 
man) begged  me  to  rid  them  of  the  pest, 
offering  me  fifty  rupees  above  the  Government 
reward  if  I  succeeded  in  doing  so.  Such  a 
chance  was  not  to  be  thrown  away ;  but,  though 
I  wandered  through  the  dense  jungles  which 
surro%nd  the  town,  I  could  find  no  trace  of  the 
man-eater. 

"  One  evening,  as  I  was  returning  disheart- 
ened from  a  long  and  unsuccessful  tramp,  I 
saw  a  group  of  excited  townsfolk  standing  be- 
fore the  kotwallee  (house  of  the  headman),  all 
talking  at  once  with  much  volubility. 

"  I  soon  learned  the  cause  of  this  commo- 
tion. The  tiger  had  made  his  appearance  at 
the  other  side  of  the  town,  and  struck  down 
a  ddkwallah  (postman)  ;  but,  being  disturbed 
by  some  drivers  of  bullock-carts  coming  along 
the  road,  had  made  off,  leaving  his  victim 
bleeding  and  lifeless  at  the  foot  of  a  babool 
tree.  The  men  had  not  attempted  to  remove 
the  body,  but  had  run  into  the  town  to  convey 
the  sad  news. 

"  Now  or  never  was  my  chance,  and  taking 
the  kotwal  aside  I  made  a  proposition  to  him, 
to  which  after  some  hesitation  he  consented. 
Can  you  guess  what  this  proposal  was,  sahib  ? 
Well,  there  was  not  much  in  it,  and  yet  I  be- 
lieved that  it  would  enable  me  to  destroy  the 
tiger.  I  knew  that  the  beast  was  hungry,  or 
he  would  never  have  ventured  so  near  the 
main  road,  and  that  he  had  been  disappointed 
of  his  expected  feast.  If,  therefore,  the  dead 
body  of  the  postman  were  left  where  he  had 
been  stricken  down,  the  chances  were  in  favour 
of  the  tiger  returning  to  the  spot  in  the  even- 
ing, and  then  I  could  shoot  him  down  from 
my  ambush,  just  as  you  did  the  tigress  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  ago." 

Syud  Mohammed  here  made  a  short  pause 
as  if  to  recover  his  breath  ;  but  an  impatient 
gesture  from  me  caused  him  to  hasten  to  con- 
tinue his  narrative. 

"  Just  before  the  coming  of  darkness,  sahib, 
I  made  my  way  to  the  spot  where  the  poor 
post-office  runner  had  been  killed.  It  was  not 
more  than  half  a  mile  from  the  town,  and 
a  dense  line  of  jungle  ran  down  to  mthin 
twenty  yards  of  the  road.  The  poor  fellow 
was  lying  upon  his  back  with  his  arms  ex- 
tended en  each  side  of  him.  The  tiger's  paw 
had  crushed  in  his  skull,  and  his  livid  face 


was  smeared  with  brains  and  blood.  I  looked 
about  me,  and  soon  saw  a  bale  tree  which 
would  suit  me,  and  after  one  more  glance  at  the 
corpse  I  clambered  up  it,  and  found  a  capital 
seat  upon  a  forked  branch. 

"  I  do  not  know  how  it  was,  sahib,  but  that 
night  I  felt  strangely  nervous.  I  had  so  often 
been  out  in  the  jungles  during  the  silent  hours 
of  the  night,  listening  to  the  weird  sounds,  and 
marvelling  at  the  different  shapes  things  and 
creatures  appeared  to  assume  with  the  depar- 
ture of  the  sun,  that  I  ought  to  have  got  rid 
of  any  such  feeling.  For  all  that,  I  felt  very 
uneasy.  The  moonbeams  shone  directly  on 
to  the  place  where  the  body  was  lying,  form- 
ing a  broad  circle  of  light  round  it,  whilst  all 
the  rest  was  in  deep  shadow.  For  more  than 
two  hours  I  waited,  whilst  a  strange  feeling 
of  horror  which  I  could  not  account  for  kept 
stealing  over  me. 

"  All  at  once  I  heard  a  soft  rustling  in  the 
jungle,  and  I  knew  that  the  tiger  was  coming 
to  enjoy  his  banquet.  Then  I  cast  aside  all 
my  fears,  and,  blowing  the  match  of  my  trusty 
old  weapon,  prepared  to  finish  the  matter  by 
one  shot  if  possible.  Peering  into  the  shadow, 
I  could  just  make  out  the  round  head  of  the 
monster  protruding  from  the  jungle.  It  was 
not,  however,  safe  for  me  to  fire,  and  I  waited 
until  he  should  come  out  into  the  circle  of 
light  to  begin  his  feast. 

"  Mechanically  I  cast  my  eyes  upon  the 
dead  postman,  and,  as  I  am  a  living  man, 
sahib,  I  saw  the  arm  raised  slowly,  and  the 
lifeless  fingers  motion  the  savage  beast  not  to 
quit  the  protection  of  the  friendly  shadow. 

"  With  a  low  whimper  of  disappointment 
the  brute  slunk  back  into  the  jungle,  whilst  I 
was  so  terrified  by  what  I  had  witnessed  that 
I  nearly  fell  from  my  perch. 

"  The  tiger,  however,  was  evidently  half 
famished,  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour  had  scarcely 
elapsed  before  he  again  made  his  appearance, 
and  again  retreated  before  the  peremptory 
movement  of  the  warning  fingers. 

"  I  was  now,  however,  nerved  to  despera- 
tion, and  sliding  down  from  my  place  of  van- 
tage I  drew  my  knife,  and  cutting  two  stout 
pegs  I  sharpened  the  ends  and  pinned  the 
warning  fingers  firmly  to  the  ground. 

"  Shuddering  at  the  desecration,  I  again 
clambered  up  to  the  forked  bough  and  waited 
for  the  reappearance  of  the  tiger.  It  was  a 
long  wait,  but  at  length  the  brute  came.  He 
was  evidently  very  angry  at  the  unexpected 
postponement  of  the  feast,  for  he  uttered  low 
growls  and  lashed  his  flanks  with  his  tail. 

"  This  time,  however,  the  corpse  gave  no 
warning,  though  I  fancied  I  could  see  the 
muscles  of  the  arm  quivering  in  the  attempt 
to  release  itself. 

"  My  work,  however,  had  been  too  securely 
done,  and  with  a  roar  which  echoed  through 
the  jungle  the  tiger  precipitated  itself  upon 
the  dead  body.  Then  came  my  chance.  I 
levelled  the  long  barrel  of  my  matchlock  and 
pulled  the  trigger.  Eye  and  hand  were  both 
true,  and  the  man-eater  of  Seronge  rolled  over, 
dead,  with  a  bullet  through  his  brain." 

Syud  Mohammed  ceased  speaking,  -  and 
looked  at  me  as  if  I  ought  to  make  some  re- 
mark ;  but  I  was  tired  and  sleepy,  and  so,  with 
a  curt  "A  wonderful  story  indeed,"  I  leaned 
my  back  against  the  tree,  and  was  soon  fast 
asleep. 

Whether  Syud  Mohammed  had  really  wit- 
nessed, or  fancied  he  witnessed,  the  strange 
manifestation,  or  whether  he  had  invented  it 
out  of  his  inner  consciousness,  I  cannot  say. 
"  I  tell  the  tale  as  it  was  told  to  me." 
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By  the  Author  of  "  Brimmacum's  Umbrella"  "  The  Bishop  and  the  Caterpillar;'  etc.,  etc. 
{With  Illustrations  by  Thomas  Dowxy.) 


When  I 
know 


Christmas-time  came 
round  again,  and  flung 
o'er  hill  and  lake 

A  veil  of  snow,  like 
frosting  on  a  Jolly  rich 
plum-cake  ; 

And  Winter,  like  a  pas- 
try-cook, the  ice  was 
deftly  spreading, 

Aunt  Lucy  sent  me  a 
silver  card  to  bid  me 
to  Brimmacum's  wed- 
ding. 

There  were  two  little 
hearts  in  the  corner, 
instead  of  a  postage 
stamp  ; 
And  Hymen  larking 
round  with  his  torch, 
which  looked  like  a 
bicycle  lamp  ; 
And  ivy  (that  means 
Fidelity)  with  true- 
lovers'  knots  in  a 
bow: 


make  up  my  mind  to  get  married,  I  won't  be  so  spoony,  I 


Aunt  Lucy  wrote,  "  Dearest  Freddie  "  {Freddie  !  I  tvas  in  a  rage), 
"  I  thought  you  might  like  to  come,  dear,  and  be  my  sweet  little 
page  ! 

Now  I  doia't  care  much  for  pages,  they're  mostly  dressed-up  girls, 
With  lace  furbelows  and  collars  and  a  lot  of  uncropped  curls. 
And  they  hang  about  with  the  horses,  instead  of  going  to  fight  ; 
So  I  thought,  all  things  considered,  I'd  rather  be  a  knight. 
Briggs  major  chaffed  me  awfully  ;  said  he,  "  It's  jolly  grand 
To  be  Brimmacum's  boy  in  buttons,"  which  of  course  I  couldn't  stand 

So  we  two  concocted  a  pretty  note,  which  said  I'd  gladly  come 
And  shed  the  light  of  my  presence  on  Mrs.  Brimmacum  ; 
But  if  'twas  all  the  same  to  her,  for  reasons  I'd  not  explain, 
I'd  rather  be  H.  M.  Stanley,  or  Allan  Quatermain  ;— 
Or,  if  she  went  for  the  classics,  as  far  as  I  could  tell, 
Why,  Ajax  or  Dick  Turpin  would  suit  me  just  as  well ! 

But  my  brilliant  suggestions  experienced  a  rebuff. 

For  she  thought  the  last-named  gentlemen  a  little  bit  too  rough. 

And  of  juvenile  explorers  she'd  really  had  enough  ;. 

I  didn't  think  Aunt  Lucy  remembered  things  so  long, — 

To  rake  up  a  fellow's  sins  like  that,  is  downright  mean  and  wrong. 

She  was  hinting  at  that  afternoon  we  started  for  the  Cape, 

Got  shipwrecked  in  the  greenhouse,  and  cleared  off  every  grape. 

Old  Joe  said,  "  Boys  is  varmint " — but  I  forgave  him  then  ; 

I  know  he's  not  the  sort  of  chap  to  bring  things  up  again. 


So,  after  all,  it  was  settled  I'd  better  be  myself. 

And  then  (at  the  end  of  the  term,  you  know,  one's  apt  to  be  short  of 
pelf. 

But  the  mater  came  down  handsome,  she  thought  it  very  nice) 
I  bought  a  fine  umbrella,  and  I  stuffed  it  full  of  rice  ; 
And  I  made  Old  Brimmacum  promise,  whatever  was  the  weather, 
He  wouldn't  put  it  up  until  his  bride  and  he  were  together  ! 
It  was  the  tallest  kind  of  a  joke,  because,  you  see,  it  appears 
They'd  agreed  to  pretend  they'd  been  married  for  any  amount  of  years  ; 
And  nobody  had  the  least  notion  they  were  out  on  their  honeymoon 
(Folks  must  have  been  precious  stupid,  for  I  lay  they  did  nothing  but 
spoon). 

But,  one  day,  when  lots  of  swells  were  round,  it  came  on  to  rain, — in 
a  trice 

Up  went  that  smart  umbrella,  and  out  fell  a  shower  of  rice  ! 

Oh  !  didn't  the  people  chaff  them,  and  there  was  no  end  of  a  spree  ! 

And  the  credit  of  that  transaction  was  entirely  due  to  me. 

But  there,  as  the  bookwriting  fellows  say,  "  we  must  not  anticipate." 
I  reached  Leigh  Hall  "  the  day  before,"  which  I  thought  was  rather 
late  ; 

Still,  I  had  my  share  in  the  scrimmage,  for,  after  a  minute's  doubt. 
Grandmother  said  that  Ethel  and  I  might  set  the  presents  out — 
Ethel's  the  youngest  bridesmaid ;  we  had  a  bit  of  a  wrangle. 
She  called  Old  Brimmacum  "  a  duck,"  because  he  gave  her  a  bangle  ; 
And  she  was  uncommonly  wild  with  me,  though  it  wasn't  the  slightest 
use. 

When  I  said  I  didn't  know  much  about  ducks,  but  I  fancied  she  was 
a  goose ! 

Well,  we  made  it  up  in  a  little  while, 
Then  settled  to  work  in  first-rate  style  ; 
We  wrote  some  neat  little  labels,  and  counted  them  up  when 
done  ; 

And  the  glorious  sum  total  was  —three  hundred  and  sixty-one ! 
Presents  aren't  half  a  bad  invention — 
Just  a  few  I  should  like  to  mention : 
A  patent  contrivance  for  drawing  a  cork, 
Three  dozen  spoons  and  a  toasting-fork  ; 
Knives  for  carving  and  eating  fishes. 
And  fifteen  designs  in  butter-dishes  ; 
A  silver  "  grid  "  for  frying  your  steak, 
And  little  twin  baskets  for  wedding-cake  ; 
A  set  of  sermons  from  Uncle  Draper 
(He'd  better  have  sent  the  "  Boy's  Own  Paper  ") ; 
Bowls  and  plates,  and  such  like  crocks, 
Garden-rollei's,  and  chiming  clocks  ; 
The  stunningest  sort  of  a  writing-table, 
Six  pen-wipers  from  baby  Mabel ; 
Scuttles  for  coals,  and  silver  lamps, 
And  the  Wonderland  Case  for  postage  stamps  ; 
Brooches  and  bracelets  set  'with  jewels. 
And  heaps  and  heaps  of  things  in  crewels. 
Which  Ethel  tremendously  admired. 
Though  the  very  sight  of  them  made  me  tired. 


we'd 
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"  Which  Ethel  tremendously  admired, 
Though  the  very  sight  of  them  made  me  tired.' 

Up  to  this,  we'd  behaved  with  the  greatest  propriety, 
■  But  now  I  proposed  that,  by  way  of  variety, 

A  little  amusement  might  intervene. 

So  I  popped  the  pug  in  the  soup-tureen, 

And  suggested  the  wall-pocket  lined  with  satin 

Was  exactly  the  place  to  hide  the  cat  in  ! 

I'd  just  accomplished  my  dearest  wish 

By  putting  a  mouse  in  the  muffin-dish, 

When  the  ink-stand  went  and  toppled  over. 

So  I  stopped  the  stream  with  a  table-cover  ; 

But  Ethel  cried  out,  "  Oh  dear,  oh  dear  ! 

That's  the  gift  of  the  Lady  Delamere  !  " 

'Twas  plain  I'd  got  into  an  awful  mess. 

So  I  thought  I'd  better  go  and  confess  ; 
'  But,  though  perhaps  'twas  a  taifle  mean, 

I  couldn't  help  feeling  more  serene 

When  Granny  came  peering  round  the  screen. 

She  gazed  awhile  on  that  Stygian  scene, 


Says  I  to  th'  missis,  '  He's  sewer  to  cum,  or  else  thou  may  ca'  me 
dunce.' 


Schule-maister's  bin  argufyin'  wi'  me  as  a  man  can't  luv  but  once  ; 
Says  I,  wi'  my  face  pulled  straight-like,  tho'  I  laughed  a  bit  i'  my 
sleeve, 

'  Maister,  an  true  luv  cums  but  onc't,  there's  a  sight  o'  mak'-be- 
lieve  ! ' 

But  theer,  what  can  ye  'speet  of  a  chap  o'  th'  eve  on  his  weddin'-day  ? 
When  folk  is  bent  on  coortin',  they'te  apt  to  be  tuk  i'  that  way." 


"Cried  Joe,  'I'm  fain  to  see  thee,  lad.'" 

Here  I  broke  in  with,  "  Joe,  I  say. 
You've  led  me  astray, 
You  told  me  Aunt  Lucy  had  said  him  '  nay  1  '  " 
Joe  answered  me  in  his  solemn  way, 
"  Maister  Fred,  an  thou  lives  long  eneugh,  it's  sartin  thou  wilt  find 
A  woman's  none  a  woman,  if  she  doesn't  chaange  her  mind  1 
That  minds  me  on  a  story  as  chanced  i'  my  young  days  ; 
Cum,  sit  thee  down  and  hear  it ;  I'll  mak' t'  fire  t'  blaz^e. 


f!||M  1,  i 


'IflflM: 


"  When  Granny  came  peering  round  the  screen." 

And  then  only  said,  very  soft  and  low. 

She  thought,  on  the  whole,  I  had  better  go 

And  pay  a  visit  to  keeper  Joe 

(Just  to  keep       out  of  a  scrape,  you  know), 
While  she  and  Ethel  set  matters  straight. 
That  cleared  my  mind  of  a  heavy  weight 
That  the  damage  wasn't  so  very  great. 
And  I  feel  at  liberty  to  state 

As  I  drew  near  to  the  cotta  ge-door.  Old  Brimmacum  walked  away ; 
Cried  Joe,  "  I'm  fain  to  see  thee,  lad,  and  hopes  thou  bee'st  cum  to 
stay ! 


"  Eneugh  for  thee  to  knaw  as  I  ha'  chaanged  my  mind." 

"  Sally  and  Sam,  when  I  wur  young,  had  coorted  mony  a  year. 
And  a'  th'  foik  they  wished  'em  well  as  knowed  'em  far  and  near. 
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An'  they  wur  happy,  I'll  be  boun',  as  any  lark  as  sings ; 
For  Sally  wur  a  gradely  lass,  as  knowed  the  mak'  o'  things, 
An'  Sam  nor  all  th'  other  lads  wur  taller  by  th'  head ; 
An'  'twas  th'  talk  o' t'  village  as  they  wur  boun'  to  wed. 
Now,  on  a  summer's  evenin',  when  t'  farm-work  wur  all  done. 
They  wallied  togither,  arm-in-arm,  and  Sam  he  thus  begun ; 
'  Sally,'  says  he, 
'  Thee  an'  me 

'S  been  a  coortin'  a  goodish  bit,  hanna  we  ?  ' 

Sally  blushed  and  smiled  and  looked  away  ; 

She  thought,  in  course  he  wur  goin'  to  say, 

'  My  lass,  now  I  wants  thee  to  name  t'  day.' 

And  so  she  wur  summat  taken  aback. 

When  he  went  on  quite  anither  tack. 
'  Hey,  we've  been  a  coortin'  a  longish  bit — but  'tis  over'd  now.  I  find  ; 
So  I  thought  I'd  cum  an'  tell  thee  as  I  ha'  chaanged  my  mind.' 

"  At  fust  she  thought  he  wur  makin'  fun. 

So  she  laughed  and  said,  '  Now,  Sam,  ha'  done, 

Thou  needn't  be  tryin'  it  on  wi'  me. 

Thou  knaws  I'd  nivver  think  ill  o'  thee. 
Thou's  nivvei  had  no  'casion  for  sayin'  aught  o' t'  kind.' 
'  Eneugh  for  thee  to  knaw,'  says  Sam,  '  as  I  ha'  chaanged  my  mind.' 

"  Then  Sally  she  wur  downright  mad — and  sma'  blame  too,  says  I — 
She'd  a  spice  o'  temper,  as  lasses  have  as  is  smart  and  neat  and 
spry  ; 

'  Thou  ill-contrive't  waistril,  I  wunder  thou's  th'  face — 
Thou  knaws  t'  folk  '11  cry  thee  shame  thro'-out  th'  hull  o' t'  place 
To  talk  sich  stuff  as  that  to  her  thou's  walked  out  wi'  so  long ; 
Thou'dst  better  chaange  thy  mind  agen,  for  sewer  thou's  chaanged  it 
wrong.' 

"Hey,  she  gev'  him  a  tung-lashin',  a  reg'lar  set-down. 
But  Sam  wur  nivver  daunted  by  any  woman's  frown  ; 
He  let  her  talk  till  she  wur  tired,  and  then.  '  My  lass,'  says  he, 
'  I've  tauld  thee  as  I've  chaanged  my  mind,  and  that's  eneugh  for 
thee.' 

"  Now,  Sally  she  begun  to  see  as  tantrums  wouldn't  do ; 

So  next  she  tried  clandoodlin' — and  well  she  did  it,  too. 

(I  fun'  it  out  at  sivventeen,  and  I'll  say 't  at  nigh  three-score. 

When  a  woman  tak's  to  clandoodlin',  a  man  may  as  well  gi'e  o'er.) 

'  Nay,  Sam,  thou  nivver  means  it,'  says  she,  and  drops  a  tear ; 

'  We  two  ha'  luvved  each  other  for  well-nigh  sivven  year. 

An'  we  broke  t'  lucky  sixpence,  and  vowed  we'd  nivver  part ; 

I  nivver  thought  as  thou  wouldst  go  and  try  to  break  my  heart ! 

An'  if  thou  goes  and  leaves  me  now  I'll  lay  me  down  and  dee.' 

I'm  soft  as  a  boiled  turnup  if  a  lass  but  wets  her  e'e. 

But  Sam  he  didn't  care  a  smite,  he  wurn't  that  mak'  o'  stuff — 

'  I've  chaanged  my  mind,  I  tell  thee,'  says  he,  '  and  tliat's  eneugh.' 

"  Now  when  clandoodlin'  failed  her,  she  knaw'd  what  to  be  at, 
She  went  and  tuk  to  strathegy — and  woman's  good  at  that. 
I'm  stronger  nor  th'  missis,  and  wiser  too,  no  doubt ; 
But  when  she  taks  to  strathegy,  she  beats  me  out  and  out. 


"  Sally  dreed  her  e'en,  and  smoothed  her  hair ; 

And  med'  believe  as  she  didn't  care. 
'  Well,  Sam,'  says  she, 
'  It's  nowt  to  me, 

I'm  thinkin'  there's  plenty  o'  fish  i'  th'  sea; 

But  what  dosta  think  folk  '11  say  o'  thee  ? 

Now  tho'  thou'rt  as  bad  a  lot  as  can  be. 

And  hast  seemin'ly  lost  all  thy  luv  for  me, 

I  can't  forget  as  I  onc't  luvved  thee  ; 

So  I've  a  plan,  an'  if  thou'll  r  rree, 

Th'  blame  on  t'  partin'  shall  1  Jl  on  me — 
'Twould  nivver  do  for  a  likely  lad  to  leave  a  lass  i'  the  lurch. 
Thou  mun  go  and  see  t'  parson,  and  hav'  us  asked  i'  church ; 
An'  thou  mun  nivver  cheep  a  word  o'  all  as  thou  liast  said, 
An'  things  '11  go  on  just  as  tho'  we  still  were  boun'  to  wed. 

"  '  An'  then  t'  parson  he'll  begin  to  tie  us  up  for  life, 

'  Sam,  wilta  ha'  this  woman  to  be  thy  wedded  wife, 

To  luv'  an'  keep  an'  cherish  her  thro'  good  report  and  ill  ? ' 

And  thou  mun  then,  as  bauld  as  brass,  mak'  answer,  'Ay,  I  will.' 

And  then  'twill  be  my  turn,  thou  knaws,  an'  he'll  cum  to  me  and  say, 

'  Sally,  wilta  ha'  this  man,  to  honour  and  obey  ?  ' 

And  I  shall  toss  my  head  as  tho'  I  luvved  thee  ne'er  a  jot, 

And  say  out  loud  afore  folk,  '  Nay,  maister  I  will  not.' 

So  then  wi'  me 

The  fault  will  be. 
And  none  o' t'  blame  will  lig  o'  thee.' 

"  Now  Sam  he  thought  'twur  just  as  well  as  she  should  ha'  th'  blame, 
So  long  as  he  could  get  his  way,  and  leave  her  all  th'  same. 
So  he  went  and  put  th'  axins  up,  and  when  th'  day  cum  round, 
A  luvvinger  couple,  you'd  ha'  said,  there  couldn't  well  be  found. 
And  Sally  wur  that  snod  and  smart,  in  ribbins  and  in  lace, 
Wi'  a  smile  as  looked  like  mischief  upon  her  boimy  face  ; 
And  her  posy  wur  forget-me-nots,  as  might  ha'  been  a  hint — 
But  bless  you,  Sam  he'd  no  more  nous  nor  if  he'd  bin  a  flint. 

"  But  he'd  getten  t'  lesson  off  by  heart,  an'  when  t'  parson  said, 

'  Sam,  wilta  ha'  this  woman  as  thou's  cum  here  to  wed  ?  ' 

He  wurn't  nivver  a  bit  flustered,  tho'  he'd  behaved  so  ill, 

But  spoke  out  bauldly  like  a  man,  '  Ay,  maister,  that  I  will.' 

And  then  a  light  o'  triumph  shone  in  Sally's  e'en  so  blue. 

And  when  t'  parson  speared  at  her,  she  answered,  '  I  will,'  too. 

'  Hey,  Sally  lass  ! '  cried  Sam,  aghast,  '  thou'st  bin  and  clean  forgot. 

Thou  knaivs  thou  tauld  me  thou  would  say, '  Why,  no,  that  I  will  not.' 

'  Hey,  Sam,  my  lad,  I  knaw  I  did — but  now,  I  think  thoult  find 

It's  quite  eneugh  for  thee  to  khaw  as  I  ha'  CHAANGED  MY  MIND.'  " 

But  Brimmacum  didn't  change  his  mind,  and  Aunt  Lucv  said,  "  I 
will "  ; 

And  Joe  declared,  "  In  twenty  ^ear  happen  she'll  say  it  still !  " 
And  wasn't  the  cake  just  scrumptious  !   Trust  me,  for  you  know  I've 
tried. 

And  I  shouldn't  much  mind  a  wedding  myself,  if  they'd  only  leave 
out  the  bride  ! 
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By  Capt.  Franklin  Fox,  late  P.  and  0.  Service, 

Author  of  "  Conqueror  Compass,"  "Afloat  and  As!wre,"  etc. 


"  want  a  boy,  please,  sir?  " 

iJ    "  No,  I  guess  not." 

"  Can't  you  give  me  a  berth,  sir  ?  I'll  do 
anything  that's  wanted,  sir.  Do  take  me  in 
your  ship,  sir '?  " 

This  last  request  was  uttered  in  such  be- 
seeching tones  that  Captain  Tabor  paused  in 
his  walk  up  and  down  the  deck  of  his  vessel 
the  Saratoga,  a  fine  craft  of  1,000  tons  burden, 
which  was  moored  in  the  Sandon  Dock,  Liver- 
pool, just  completing  her  lading  and  preparing 
to  start  early  on  the  morrow  for  New  York. 
Captain  Tabor  stopped  in  his  promenade  and 
looked  earnestly  on  the  youth  who  addressed 
him,  for  the  imploring  manner  in  which  he 
spoke  aroused  a  certain  feeling  of  curiosity  in 
the  skipper's  breast  at  the  idea  of  any  person 
being  so  terribly  anxious  as  thj  speaker 
evidently  was  to  join  the  ship  under  his 
command. 

The  youth  upon  whom  the  Yankee  skipper's 
glance  was  directed  was  a  tall,  dark,  hand- 
some, and  well-proportioned  lad  of  about 
sixteen  years  of  age,  neatly  dressed  in  a  suit 
of  tweed.  Captain  Tabor's  survey  of  the 
applicant  for  a  boy's  berth  in  the  Saratoga 
rather  increased  than  allayed  the  curiosity 
which  had  possessed  his  mind  towards  the 
applicant. 

"  Have  you  ever  been  to  sea  before?  " 

"  No,  sir." 

"  Then  what  on  earth  d'ye  think  I'm  to  do 
with  you  aboard  here.  I  don't  carry  more 
cats  than  can  catch  mice  in  my  ship,  my 
young  bantam.  I  guess  I  don't  want  any 
loblolly  boys  about  me." 

"  Then  you  can't  take  me  in  your  ship  in 
any  capacity,  captain  ?  "  continued  the  lad. 

"  No ;  in  no  capacity,  as  you  call  it," 
sneered  the  skipper.  "  I've  got  my  comple- 
ment of  hands,  and  if  I  hadn't  I  don't  calcu- 
late you'd  b3  of  much  service  in  the  matter." 
Saying  this.  Captain  Tabor  went  into  his  state- 
room, and,  putting  on  his  go-ashore  clothes, 
proceeded  up  the  quay  for  the  purpose  of 
taking  the  tram  for  the  city  and  making  the 
necessary  final  arrangements  for  the  clearance 
of  the  Saratoga  at  the  Customs,  and  what- 
ever else  was  required  to  enable  her  to  start 
early  nest  day  on  her  voyage. 

The  youngster,  who  had  followed  the  re- 
treating form  of  the  tall  Yankee  captain  with 
anxious  eyes,  at  first  turned  to  go  after  him  and 
repeat  his  sohcitations  to  be  taken  on  board 
the  Saratoga  ;  but  second  thoughts  seemed  to 
convince  the  boy  of  the  futility  of  such  a 
proceeding,  and,  with  a  sigh,  he  again  fixed 
his  gaze  upon  the  tall  spars  and  well-shaped 
hull  of  the  vessel  before  him.  The  Saratoga 
was  ship-rigged  with  double  topsail  and  top- 
gallant yards,  lofty  masts,  and  was  clearly 
capable  of  supporting  the  character  she  had 
earned  of  being  one  of  the  Liverpool  "clip- 
pers "  that  for  a  time  competed  successfully 
against  the  daily  increasing  host  of  steam- 
ships which  crossed  tho  Atlantic  and  swept 
up  every  package  of  freight  and  collared 
every  passenger,  leaving  nothing  but  the  most 
undesirable,  and  frequently  inflammable, 
articles  of  commerce  to  be  carried  by  the 
sailing  craft  of  the  day. 

While  the  lad  was  gazing  thus  wistfully  at 
the  Saratoga,  first  of  all  looking  up  with 
something  like  awe  at  the  far  distant  royal 
yards,  and  wondering,  if  t^ie  skipper  had 
taken  him  at  his  word  and  ordered  him  to 
mount  aloft  and  do  something  to  one  of  those 
elevated  spars,  how  he  should  possibly  have 


accomplished  the  feat,  a  man  who  was  dressed 
in  a  different  way  from  the  seamen  or  officers 
of  the  ship,  but  who  appeared  to  belong  in  a 
certain  measure  to  both  of  these  classes — 
having  a  pair  of  blue  cloth  trousers  on  and  a 
blue  waistcoat  and  plain  blue  cloth  cap,  but 
no  coat  or  jacket,  his  shirt-sleeves  being 
rolled  up  to  his  elbows — came  across  the  broad 
planks  of  the  cargo  gangway  and  accosted 
him. 

"  What  is  it  you're  seeking,  my  sonnie  ?  " 
asked  the  steward  of  the  Saratoga,  for  such 
was  the  functionary's  office  who  addressed 
the  youngster  with  a  strong  Scotch  accent  in 
his  tone. 

The  lad  looked  at  the  steward's  broad  and 
strongly  marked  but  kindly  visage  before  he 
answered.  There  was  an  expression  of  frank 
sympathy  in  the  man's  eyes  that  at  once  en- 
couraged the  boy  to  be  communicative. 

"  I  want  to  get  out  to  New  York.  I  have 
a  brother  who  works  a  cattle  ranche  in  Texas, 
and  I  want  to  go  and  join  him,"  replied  the 
boy. 

"  But  New  York  is  a  far  cry  from  Texas, 
laddie.    Do  ye  no  ken  that  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  am  aware  of  that ;  but  I  have 
the  address  of  a  New  York  merchant  who 
would  see  to  my  getting  on  to  Galveston,  and 
there  my  brother  would  meet  me  if  I  sent 
word  I  was  coming." 

"  And  how  is  it  ye're  wandering  about  try- 
ing to  ship  as  a  boy  ?  Where's  thy  feyther 
and  mither,  my  son  ?  "  asked  the  steward. 

"  Father  and  mother  are  at  Banff." 

"  At  Banff !  Why,  what's  your  name  then  ? 
I  know  most  of  the  Banff  folk — or  did,  years 
gone  by,  seeing  I'm  fra'  that  part  mysel'." 

"  My  name  is  Grant — .Tames  Grant." 

"  James  Grant  !  Well  now,  may  the  Lord 
be  guid  to  me  !  and  your  feyther  is  minister 
of  the  kirk  at  E  ,  is  he  not  ?  " 

"  The  same,"  replied  the  lad,  with  some 
surprise  in  his  voice. 

"  And  is  the  old  man  still  hale  and  hearty  ? 
he  must  be  getting  on  now,"  said  the 
steward. 

"  Yes,  he's  very  well,  thank  you,  or  was 
when  I  heard  from  him  the  other  day." 

"  But  what  in  the  name  of  all  that's  good 
and  gracious  are  you  speering  about  here 
for,  wanting  a  berth  as  a  boy  ;  why  dinna  ye 
gang  oot  as  a  passenger?  " 

"  I'm  full  tired  of  waiting  for  my  brother 
to  send  the  money,"  was  the  reply. 

"  And  where  are  ye  come  fra'  the  noo  ?  " 

"  From  Manchester,  where  I  was  a  clerk  in 
a  bank.  My  father  could  not  well  afford  to 
pay  my  passage  out,  I  knew  ;  and  my  brother 
says  I  must  wait  another  year,  unless  I  like 
to  work  my  way  out  to  the  States,  in  which 
case  he  will  be  glad  to  receive  me." 

"  And  you  are  bent  on  going,  are  ye  ?  "  said 
the  steward,  looking  at  the  boy  attentively. 

"  Yes,  I  have  made  up  my  mind  to  go,  and 
as  I  can't  get  a  place  in  this  ship  I  must  try 
and  find  another  before  my  small  stock  of 
cash,  my  last  month's  salary,  is  all  expended." 

"  Well  now,  listen  to  this.  Ye're  a  head- 
strong willfu'  lad.  Master  James,  I'll  say  that 
for  ye  ;  and  ye  dinna  ken  what  a  nice  mess 
ye'll  be  in  if  ye  gets  what  I  heerd  you  asking  the 
skipper  for  so  earnestly — a  berth  as  a  cabin 
boy,"  remarked  the  steward. 

"  Yes  ;  I  know  I  must  work  hard  ;  but  I 
don't  mind  that  as  long  as  I  am  on  the  way 
to  join  my  brother  Charles  at  Texas.  He  has 
a  fine  home  there,  and  I  don't  know  how  many 


miles  of  ground  to  ride  over  every  day  hunting 
up  the  cattle." 

"  Many's  the  time  I've  sat  under  your  good 
feyther  and  heard  him  expound  the  Word, 
and  he  saved  me  once  from  a  great  sin 
by  his  wakening  up  my  conscience  to  the 
wickedness  of  something  I  was  about  to  do. 
I  should  be  glad  to  help  your  father's  son  if 
I  could,"  said  the  steward. 

"What  is  your  name,  pray?"  said  the  boy. 

"  My  name  is  Grant,  too  ;  but  I'm  na  rela- 
tion of  yours.  Master  James,  for  a'  that.  I 
come  of  the  Grants  of  that  ilk  ;  but  we  be- 
long to  the  same  clan,  na  doot." 

■The  lad  tried  to  recall  some  recollection  of 
a  Grant  about  whom  he  remembered  hearing 
his  father  speak  once  in  connection  with  a 

very  pretty  young  girl,  a  native  of  E  ,  to 

whom  the  person  he  alluded  to  was  engaged 
to  be  married,  but  the  reminiscence  was  not 
sufficientJy  clear  for  him  to  refer  to  it. 

"  Now,  an  idea  has  occurred  to  me.  Master 
James,"  continued  the  steward.  "  If  you  are 
bent  on  going,  as  you  say  you  are,  to  get  a 
berth  elsewhere — which  means,  I  much  fea  , 
all  kinds  of  trouble  and  hardships  for  you — 
I'll  tell  you  what  I'll  do  for  ye,  I'll  stow  you 
away  down  in  the  lazarette,  under  the  cabin. 
It's  not  a  bad  place,  and  there's  lots  of 
biscuits  and  some  nice  nicknacks  about 
there  too ;  and  we  shan't  be  so  very  long 
running  across  to  New  York,  so  that  you  can 
make  it  out  there  pretty  comfortably,  I  dare 
say,  for  the  time." 

"  Oh  !  Mr.  Grant !  Will  you  really  do  this 
for  me  ?    You  are  kind  indeed." 

"  Dinna  fash  aboot  that,  laddie.  Best  tell 
your  old  feyther,  when  you  get  safe  out  there, 

that  it  was  Jock  Grant  of  E  ,  whom  he 

once  prevented  by  his  advice  from  being 
a  scoundrel,  that  helped  you  on  the  way, 
though  maybe  I'm  counting  the  chicks  afore 
theer  out  of  their  shells.  There's  mony  a  slip 
twixt  the  cup  and  the  lip,  ye  ken,  and  we  may 
none  o'  us  ever  see  New  York  unless  by  the 
help  of  Providence." 

Thus  talking,  Jock  Grant,  the  steward  of 
the  Saratoga,  led  the  boy  down  the  after- 
ladder  into  the  cabin,  and  then  proceeded  to 
lift  up  a  small  hatch  in  the  deck,  under  the 
centre  of  the  table,  which  disclosed  an  al- 
most perpendicular  set  of  steps  leading  into 
what  looked  to  the  boy  a  region  of  Cimmerian 
darkness. 

"  Down  there  ?  "  exclaimed  the  boy,  gazing 
at  the  dismal  appearance  of  the  place  beneath, 
and  vainly  endeavouring  to  penetrate  with 
his  eyes  the  gloom  in  which  everything  below 
the  third  rung  of  the  steep  ladder  was 
shrouded. 

"  Yes,  down  there,"  repeated  the  steward, 
with  a  grim  smile.  "  It's  na  so  bad  at  the 
bottom  of  the  ladder  as  it  looks  to  ye  at  the 
top.  Gang  awa*  doon,  mon,.  and  be  thankful 
to  find  such  ^  fine  roomy  berth,  with  stores 
of  cabin  biscuits  and  raisins  and  such  like 
gear  aroond  ye,  as  ye'll  find  when  you  tak'  a 
look  roond." 

So  James  Grant  descended  the  nearly  up- 
right steps,  as  he  was  told,  being  speedily 
followed  by  the  steward  with  a  lantern ; 
which,  being  held  aloft,  disclosed  to  the  Joy's 
gaze  a  storeroom  filled  with  casks  and  cases  of 
stores  chiefly  intended  for  cabin  use,  the  tierces 
of  beef  and  pork  and  barrels  of  peas  and  flour 
for  the  crew  being  stored  in  the  fore  hold. 
The  lazarett-e  was  about  fifteen  feet  square, 
and  a  slight  partition  only  divided  it  from 
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the  hold  of  the  vessel,  where  the  merchandise, 
which  was  of  a  varied  character,  was  stowed. 
Amongst  the  shipments  were  Stockholm  tar, 
a  quantity  of  spu-its,  some  French  wines,  and 
some  packages  of  chemicals  and  carbolic 
acid. 

"  Now,  I'll  make  ye  up  a  bed  here  in  this 
corner,"  said  the  steward,  pointing  to  a  snug 
oranny  between  some  cases  and  barrels  in 
the  lazarette ;  "  and  ye'll  have  to  keep  to  it 
and  be  quiet  during  the  day.  After  the  skip- 
per has  turned  in  and  is  safe  in  his  state- 
room in  the  after  deckhouse,  I'll  come  to 
the  hatch  for  ye  and  let  ye  out,  so  that  every 
night  ye  can  come  into  my  pantry  and  have 
something  wi'  me,  and  get  a  wash  in  my 
berth,  which  is  in  the  fore  end  of  the  cabin 
there." 

"  How  am  I  to  thank  you,  Mr.  Grant,  for 
this  kind  olfer  ? "  exclaimed  the  lad,  in  a 
grateful  and  pleased  manner. 

"  Eh  !  mon — say  no  more  about  it.  Perhaps 
ye  may  be  able  to  do  me  a  good  turn  some 
day ;  wha  can  say  what  will  befa'  us  in  this 
whirligig  of  a  world  !  But  ha'  ye  no  got  any 
duds  of  any  kind — na  clothes  ?  " 

"  Oh  !  yes ;  I've  got  a  small  valise.  It's 
at  the  Temperance  Hotel,  outside  the  dock- 
gates." 

"  Well,  then,  just  you  gang  awa'  and  get 
yoursel'  all  ready.  Meet  me  at  the  entrance 
to  the  docks  at  dark,  and  then  we  will  come 
aboard,  and  I'll  stow  you  away  for  the 
voyage." 

James  Grant  repeated  his  thanks  to  the 
steward,  and,  ascending  to  the  deck,  left  the 
Saratoga,  then  went  to  the  hotel,  and  did  as 
he  was  directed. 

Everything  turned  out  favourably  for  the 
steward's  plan;  and,  unobserved  by  any  of 
the  crew,  who  each  and  all  had  their  own 
affairs  to  attend  to  upon  the  eve  of  their  de- 
parture, the  boy  got  on  board  the  Saratoga 
absolutely  unseen  by  a  single  soul  except  the 
steward,  who  accompanied  him  down  from 
the  dock-gates.  The  captain  had  sent  word 
that  he  should  not  be  on  board  till  early  the 
next  morning  ;  the  mate  was  taking  leave  of 
his  wife  and  family ;  the  second  mate  had 
just  gone  ashore  to  settle  some  business  of 
his  own  before  starting ;  the  third  mate  had 
followed  suit ;  and  the  crew  were  having 
parting  glasses  with  their  "  friends,"  as  they 
amusingly  styled  themselves  for  the  occasion, 
at  the  liquor  bars  in  the  vicinity  of  the  docks. 

So  the  steward  was  enabled,  having  the 
ooast  all  clear  for  his  operations,  to  get  young 
Grant  comfortably  established  in  the  lazarette 
of  the  Saratoga,  and  to  instruct  him  how  he 
was  to  conduct  himself  in  his  hiding-place. 

"  I'll  leave  ye  a  lantern,  but  ye  must  be 
very  cautious  in  the  use  of  it,  mind.  Master 
James,"  said  the  steward;  "for  the  ship's 
got  a  lot  o'  combustible  goods  in  her  holds, 
and  ye're  no  accustomed  to  the  sea  yet." 

"  I  will  take  every  precaution,  I  assure 
you,"  said  the  lad,  eagerly. 

"  In  the  daytune  I'll  leave  the  hatch  oflE 
as  much  as  I  can,  but  when  it  is  off  take  care 
ye  dinna  make  a  noise  doon  there,'  so  that 
Captain  Tabor  or  the  mate  might  hear  you 
if  they  were  in  the  cabin.  He's  a  terrible 
savage  man  if  he's  roused.  So  be  careful 
what  ye're  aboot.  Master  James ;  if  the  skipper 
found  out  what  I'm  doing,  what  he'd  be  up 
to  with  me  I'm  afraid  to  think  on." 

The  youngster  renewed  his  promises  of 
cautious  conduct,  and  the  steward  then  bid 
the  lad  follow  him  to  his  own  berth,  where 
he  m:  le  him  comfortable  for  the  night  in 
his  little  shelf  of  a  bunk,  sleeping  in  the 
pantry  hard  by  himself.  At  early  daylight 
the  steward  aroused  the  boy,  and  told  huu  to 
take  a  hasty  wash,  gave  him  some  coffee  and 
ham  and  biscuits,  and  then  hurried  him  off 
to  the  lazarette. 

Young  Grant's  sensations  as  he  listened  to 


the  deadened  sounds  which  reached  his  ears 
from  the  deck  were  of  a  very  mixed  charac- 
ter. The  rattle  of  the  mooring  chains,  and 
•  the  dull  bump,  thump  of  heavy  hawsers,  and 
the  tread  of  many  feet  upon  the  upper  deck, 
reached  his  ears  in  a  confused  sound  ;  but 
they  were  sufficiently  clear  to  make  the  boy 
feel  sure  that  the  Saratoga  was  actually  leav- 
ing the  docks,  and  that  there  was  no  possible 
retreat  now  for  him  from  the  situation  in 
which  he  was  placed  by  the  hand  of  fate,  as 
it  were.  "  No  ;  there  is  no  escape  for  me 
now  from  this  sea  prison,"  thought  he  ;  "  if  I 
wanted  to  get  away  ever  so,  I  must  stand  and 
take  my  chance." 

He  tried  to  divert  his  mind  from  fancying 
all  sorts  of  catastrophes  that  might  occur,  to 
some  other  topic.  But,  instead  of  fancying 
himself  galloping  along  like  the  wind,  free  as 
air,  on  some  high-spirited  mustang,  with  a 
lasso  on  his  arm,  as  he  had  been  wont  to 
picture  himself  doing  when  casting  up  inter- 
minable columns  of  £  s.  d.  in  the  banking 
office,  he  found  that  he  could  only  conjure  up 
pictures  of  the  ship  being  wrecked,  or,  what 
seemed  even  worse,  the  captain  discovering 
him  in  his  hiding-place,  and  ordering  some 
awful  and  unheard-of  punishment  to  be  in- 
flicted upon  himself  and  his  friend  Jock 
Grant. 

The  hours  passed  away.  The  Saratoga, 
having  been  towed  out  clear  of  the  Mersey, 
had  set  her  broad  sheets  of  canvas  to  the 
favouring  breeze,  and  was  spinning  along  past 
Lundy  Island  in  grand  style. 

"  Good-bye,  Lundy ;  good-bye,  Sunday," 
said  the  men,  as  they  thought  of  the  unceas- 
ing toU  so  often  the  routoe  in  merchantmen 
of  those  days. 

James  Grant  felt  the  motion  of  the  ship 
produce  new  and  unpleasant  sensations,  and 
for  the  next  three  days  and  nights  he  suff'ered 
the  miseries  of  sea-sickness,  aggravated  by 
the  close  air,  the  confined  space,  and  the 
smell  of  bilge  water  with  which  he  was  en- 
compassed in  his  hiding-place. 

The  steward  did  all  he  could  to  mitigate 
the  boy's  sufferings.  The  hatch  under  the 
cabin  table  was  left  open  at  all  times  when 
the  captain  and  mates  were  not  at  meals  nor 
about  the  cabin,  and  this  afforded  great  relief 
to  the  youngster.  He  was  too  ill  at  first  to 
take  advantage  of  the  steward's  invitation  to 
come  up  to  his  berth  at  night ;  but  after  the 
sickness  wore  off  and  several  days  had 
elapsed,  "young  Jeem,"  as  the  steward  had 
now  got  to  call  him,  made  his  appearance  regu- 
larly every  evening  at  the  lazarette  hatch, 
when  his  friend  had  told  him  it  would  be 
safe  to  venture  up  from  below. 

Two  or  three  days  of  beautiful  fine  weather 
ensued,  and  the  youngster  became  more  re- 
conciled to  his  situation,  less  fearful  of  dis- 
covery, and  began  to  indulge  in  hopes  of  soon 
landing  at  New  York,  and  making  his  way  to 
join  his  brother. 

The  Saratoga  had  been  out  now  ten  days. 
She  had  accomplished  nearly  a  third  of  her 
passage  across  the  Atlantic,  when  the  weather 
changed  again.  The  barometer  fell,  the  wind 
rose  as  the  glass  went  down,  and  on  the 
eleventh  evening  from  her  depai'ture  from 
Liverpool  the  sun  set  in  a  dark,  solemn-looking, 
and  massive  expanse  of  black  clouds.  Before 
midnight  a  tremendous  gale  was  sweeping  over 
the  ocean.  The  sails  of  the  ship  were  taken 
in  one  by  one,  and  at  last  she  was  hove  to 
under  a  reefed  main  staysail.  At  two  in  the 
morning  there  was  a  tremendous  squall  of 
wind,  with  thunder,  lightning,  and  hail,  and 
the  staysail  was  cut  from  the  stay  by  the 
blast  as  cleanly  as  if  the  saihnaker's  knife 
had  done  the  work.  The  ship  was  then 
under  bare  poles,  and  she  rolled  and  surged 
over  the  enormous  waves  that  careered  past 
her,  sweeping  aU  before  them  in  their  fury 
when  they  broke  upon  the  decks,  which  every 


now  and  then  they  did,  as  the  vessel  wallowed 
in  the  trough  of  the  sea. 

Poor  Jim  was  totally  unable  to  get  any 
sleep  or  even  rest  in  his  stowhole.  Every- 
thing that  was  not  well  stowed  and  wedged 
fast  by  other  packages  "fetched  way"  about 
the  floor  of  the  lazarette. 

"  Oh  dear  !  "  cried  Jim,  "  there's  some- 
thing else  gone,"  as  a  ten-pound  tin  of  fine 
biscu'ts  shot  from  a  shelf  across  the  place, 
just  grazing  his  head.  Then  came  sundry 
jars  of  jam  flying  by  as  the  Saratoga  heaved, 
plunged,  and  curveted  amongst  the  tossing 
billows.  But  Jock  Grant,  the  steward,  was  too 
old  and  too  careful  a  hand  to  leave  much 
knocking  about,  and  so  Jim  got  off  better  than 
might  have  been  expected  under  the  cir- 
cumstances. Still,  his  situation  was  far  from 
enviable.  The  ship  creaked,  groaned,  and 
stramed  in  every  joint  and  timber  of  her 
frame.  Now,  she  rolled  so  much  that  Jim 
thought  she  must  really  turn  over.  It  took 
him  all  his  strength  to  hold  himself  on  and 
prevent  himself  from  being  pitched  headlong 
across  the  lazarette. 

"What  will  happen  next?"  said  the  boy 
to  himself,  after  one  of  these  tremendous 
lurches.  Perhaps  she  wUl  go  down  holus- 
bolus  ;  "  and  then  he  began  to  regi'et  that  he 
had  not  waited  for  his  brother  to  send  him 
the  means  of  going  out  in  a  proper  fashion. 
"  Heaven  forgive  me  for  my  impatience  and 
self-will,"  said  he  to  himself  ;  "  I  should  not 
have  half  a  chance  of  saving  myself  down  in 
this  hole  if  anything  happens  to  the  ship." 

So  restless  did  such  considerations  make 
the  lad  feel,  that  soon  after  four  o'clock  he 
determined  to  crawl  up  the  ladder  to  the 
cabin  and  Ese  if  he  could  find  his  friend  in 
his  berth. 

"  Everybody  is  sure  to  be  on  deck  now — 
that  is,  the  captain  and  officers,  I  should 
think,"  said  the  boy  half  aloud,  and  he 
mounted  the  steps  of  the  ladder  to  the  cabin. 

Now  it  happened  that  the  steward  had  just 
been  ordered  by  the  captain  to  have  some 
coffee  made  for  himself  and  also  for  the  crew, 
and  Jock  Grant  was  at  that  moment  looking 
up  the  cook  to  hand  him  the  coffee  for  that 
purpose.  The  barometer  hung  on  gimbals 
which  allowed  it  to  swing  in  aU  directions,  as 
the  ship  tossed  over  the  waves,  at  the  cabin 
door,  and  it  happened  also  that  just  as  young 
James  Grant  emerged  from  the  lazarette  ladder 
and  got  his  head  and  shoulders  out  from  the 
cabin  table,  the  mate,  who  was  anxiously 
looking  at  the  weather-glass  with  a  bull's-eye 
lantern  in  his  hand  to  note  the  depression 
recorded  by  the  instrument,  suddenly  turned 
sharply  round  in  the  doorway.  As  he  did  so, 
the  glare  of  his  light  feU  full  upon  the  figure 
of  the  boy  just  crawUng  out  from  under  the 
cabin  table. 

"  Hullo  !  who  are  you  ?  What  are  you 
doing  down  there  ?  "  cried  the  mate. 

The  youngster  was  perfectly  paralysed  by 
this  sudden  discovery  of  the  officer's.  His 
tongue  clave  to  his  mouth,  and  for  a  few 
seconds  he  vainly  strove  to  reply  to  the  ques- 
tion addressed  to  him. 

"  Can't  you  speak  ?  Where  did  you  come 
from,  and  what  are  you  doing  down  in  the 
hold  now?  "  repeated  the  mate,  angi-ily. 

"  Oh  !  sir,  forgive  me :  I  have  only  been 
hiding  down  there  to  get  2,  passage  out  to  New 
York.  I  assure  you  that  is  the  whole  truth,  sir," 
said  James  Grant  at  last,  holding  on  with  both 
hands  as  the  Saratoga  lurched  awfully  to  lee- 
ward over  an  enormous  sea. 

The  mate,  widening  out  his  legs,  and  very 
well  accustomed  to  such  vagaries  of  the  sea 
as  were  now  in  progress,  advanced  to  young 
Grant  at  once  and  i)ut  his  hand  on  his  collar. 

"  Oh  !  you  are  a  stowaway,  are  you  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir ;  that's  all.  Do  not  punish  me 
for  that,  sir  !  " 

"  Well,  I  don't  know  what  the  skipper  will 
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say  to  you,  boy,  for  I  suppose  you  must  be 
telling  the  truth ;  but  I  shall  just  lock  you 
up  in  this  vacant  cabin  here  till  Captain 
Tabor  has  time  to  attend  to  you." 

So  saying,  the  mate  lugged  the  lad  a  few- 
yards  along  a  passage  at  the  after  part  of  the 
cabin,  and  opening  the  door  of  an  empty 
passenger's  state-room,  pushed  young  Grant 
inside.  The  boy  tumbled  over  some  articles 
which  had  been  stowed  in  the  cabin  out  of 


say  to  him — but  it's  no  use  to  tell  him  just 
now  till  the  weather  moderates." 

The  mate  turned  to  go  on  deck.  As  he 
issued  from  the  cabin  door  a  loud  yell  from 
forward  met  his  ear. 

"  Fire  !  fire  !  fire  !  " 

All  thoughts  of  the  recent  incident  vanished 
from  the  officer's  mind  as  he  flew  along  the 
heaving  deck  of  the  Saratoga  to  the  other 
end  of  the  ship. 


of  water  was  streamed  down  upon  the  spot, 
where  the  flames  were  for  the  moment  par- 
tially subdued,  but  still  gathering  their  forces 
for  a  greater  burst  ere  long. 

Captam  Tabor  well  knew  the  nature  of  his 
cargo,  and  he  felt  convinced  that,  struggle 
and  battle  against  the  devouring  element  as 
he  might,  the  chances  of  overcoming  a  fire 
engendered  amongst  such  materials  as  the 
flames  had  to  feed  upon  was  almost  hopeless, 


the  way  ;  they  consisted  of  a  couple  of  sail- 
maker's  fids  (large  pointed  pieces  of  Ugnum 
vit*  wood  used  for  fashioning  the  cringles  of 
a  sail),  an  azimuth  compass  tripod  stand,  and 
several  other  things. 

The  mate  turned  the  key  and  then  put  it 
m  his  pocket. 

'•  He  can't  do  any  mischief  there,  if  he  has 
been  up  to  any  down  below,"  said  the  mate 
to  himself.    "  I  wonder  what  the  skipper  will 


"  Eig  the  hose  !  Pass  the  buckets  along  !  " 
shouted  Captain  Tabor  at  the  top  of  his 
voice,  as  the  terrible  cry  of  "  Fire  !  "  caught 
his  ear  through  the  howling  of  the  gale. 

Dropping  the  coffee  he  had  in  his  hand, 
Jock  Grant  jumped  forward  with  the  rest  of 
the  crew  to  help  in  extinguishing  the  flames. 

But  soon  dense  volumes  of  smoke  poured 
out  from  the  fore-hold  of  the  ship.  The  hose 
was  played  vigorously.    Bucket  after  bucket 


though  of  course  every  effort  must  be  made 
to  conquer  them.  Still,  he  determined  to 
have  his  boats  prepared  in  time,  and  calling 
the  man  at  the  helm,  the  second  mate,  and 
two  other  experienced  seamen,  he  proceeded 
to  lower  two  of  the  boats  into  tiie  water  and 
drop  them  astern. 

In_  the  meantime  the  steward,  who  was 
working  manfully  at  the  brake  of  the  fire- 
engine,  suddenly  remembered  James  Grant 
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in  his  hiding-pljDce,  and  rushed  aft  to  warn 
the  boy  of  the  danger,  and  even  determined 
to  brave  the  captain's  wrath  and  tell  all  that 
had  occurred. 

Down  the  lazarette  steps  flew  the  steward 
and  called  out  for  the  lad.  But  no  answer 
came  to  his  summons.  The  steward  sprang 
into  the  storeroom,  cast  one  sharp  glance 
round,  and  then,  convinced  that  .Tames  Grant 
was  not  there,  he  rushed  up  on  the  quarter- 
deck, immediately  coming  to  the  conclusion 
that  the  captain  had  found  the  boy  out  and 
done  something  with  him. 

"  Here,  steward,  pass  some  biscuits  and 
tinned  meats  down  in  these  boats,"  cried  the 
captain,  catching  a  sight  of  Jock  Grant  at 
the  moment. 

"  Ay,  ay,  sir.  But,  I  beg  pardon.  Captain 
Tabor,  what  have  you  done  with  the  boy, 
sir  ?  " 

"  Wliat  have  I  done  with  the  boy  !  "  ex- 
claimed the  captain,  thoroughly  astounded  at 
this  question.  "  What  do  you  mean,  steward?  " 

"  The  lad  that  was  down  in  the  lazarette, 
sir,"  holloaed  Jock  Grant,  half  out  of  his  wits 
at  the  situation. 

"  Whew  !  I  reckon  steward's  either  mad 
or  drunk.  What  on  'arth  are  you  talking  of, 
man  ?  " 

The  steward  saw  he  was  in  for  it.  What 
was  he  to  say?  The  only  course  was  to 
make  a  clean  breast  of  it,  and  he  began  his 
story.  But  the  roar  of  the  gale,  with  the  hot 
fumes  of  the  burning  ship  from  forward,  cut 
the  tale  short. 

"Hang  the  boy,  bring  up  the  biscuits," 
cried  the  skipper. 

There  was  no  time  to  be  lost.  Suddenly  a 
great  sheet  of  flame  and  smoke  broke  out  in 
the  centre  of  the  ship.    The  fiery  tongues  of 


deep  bright  yellow  and  red  licked  the  spars 
with  eager  longing  to  devour  them. 

"Drop  the  hose,"  roared  the  captain; 
"  come  aft,  men,  and  man  the  boats^and 
hoist  our  colours,"  added  he  to  a  seaman  by 
him  ;  "  the  sun  is  rising  yonder,  and  some 
ship  passing  may  see  us." 

During  this  time  James  Grant,  a  prisoner 
in  the  vacant  cabin,  listened  attentively  to 
what  was  going  on ;  directly  he  recovered 
from  the  shock  of  being  found  out  and  thus 
unceremoniously  shoved  into  another  prison, 
he  turned  his  attention  to  trying  to  find  out 
what  was  taking  place  on  deck.  The  alarm  of 
fire  reached  his  ears,  though  no  signs  of  the 
flames  approaching  his  place  of  confinement 
appeared  yet.  But  he  could  see  out  of  the 
cabin  port  the  reflection  of  the  conflagration 
on  the  water.  Presently  the  heat  and  smoke 
began  to  penetrate  his  prison.  The  fire 
was  gaining  on  the  crew  he  felt  convinced  by 
what  he  heard  and  saw  from  the  port-hole. 
The  cabin  he  was  In  was  on  the  lee  side,  and 
he  saw  the  boats  on  the  water.  "  What  was 
he  to  do  now  ?  "  he  thought.  "  I  must  escape 
from  this  cabin  and  brave  the  worst,"  said 
he.  "  No  doubt  even  the  faithful  steward  has 
forgotten  me  in  this  awful  catastrophe.  I 
must  try  and  save  myself." 

Putting  up  an  inward  but  fervent  prayer  for 
courage  and  help,  James  Grant  seized  one  of 
the  heavy  fids,  and  with  this  he  struck  with 
all  his  might  at  the  panels  of  the  cabin  door. 
Blow  after  blow  he  rained  down  in  despera- 
tion upon  the  woodwork,  raising  the  heavy 
wooden  implement  over  his  head  at  each 
effort  to  give  weight  to  his  strokes.  Then  he 
seized  the  azimuth  stand,  which  bad  ends 
covered  with  brass  and  pointed  so  as  to  bite 
into  the  deck  when  set  up.    With  this  he 


lunged  frantically  at  the  edge  of  the  door, 
and  tried  to  force  it  open.  Then  dropping  it 
he  took  to  the  fid  again,  but  for  a  time  with- 
out making  any  serious  impression  on  the 
boards,  a  crack  here  and  there  only  betraying 
any  evidence  of  his  efl'orts. 

The  poor  boy's  heart  sank.  He  heard  the 
roar  of  the  awful  flames  as  the  burst  at  the 
main  hatchway  took  place.  The  heat  and 
smoke  penetrated  in  greater  power  to  hi& 
prison.  "  Merciful  Heaven  !  "  exclaimed  he  ; 
"  is  this  to  be  my  fate  !  Burnt  to  death  !  O 
God,  protect  me  !  " 

Then  he  seized  the  fid  again,  and,  strength- 
ened by  despair,  smote  wildly  and  furiously 
upon  the  panelling.  A  larger  crack  than 
before  made  appears.  He  forces  in  the  com- 
pass stand.  The  boards  rend  and  splinter, 
and  in  two  minutes  more  there  is  a  hole  big- 
enough  for  him  to  squeeze  through. 

He  rushes  on  deck.  What  pen  can  describe 
the  awful  scene  that  blazing  mass  presents, 
or  the  terrible  grandeur  of  the  effect  as  the 
waves  roll  on,  their  crests  reddened  by  the 
glare.  The  boats  have  shoved  off.  A  \vild, 
despairing  cry  breaks  from  his  lips  as  he  sees 
this,  and  then,  without  a  pause,  the  boy  flung 
himself  into  the  raging  sea  and  struck  out  for 
the  nearest  boat.  There  is  a  ready  rope  in 
the  bows  thrown  by  Jock  Grant,  which  the 
lad  seizes  just  in  time,  and  is  saved. 

*  *  :f  * 

Three  weeks  later  a  happy  party  of  four 
are  standing  outside  a  pretty  house  about 
thirty  miles  from  Corpus  Christi  in  Texas. 
James  Grant  is  telling  his  tale  to  his  brother 
and  his  wife,  and  Jock  Grant,  who  has  a 
berth  assigned  him  there,  is  helping.  They 
were  brought  on  by  an  outward-bound 
steamer,  which  picked  up  the  boats. 


THE  PLESIOGRYPHONICONMETROPOLE 

OE,  EXCHANGE  IS  NO  EOBBEEY. 


Author  of'A  Sceiia  in  the  Arena,' 


By  Somepville  Gibney, 

"Pickles,"  "  The  Tender-hearled  Torturer,"  "A  Relic  of  ilie Armaela,"  etc.,  etc. 
{With  Tlhistrations  hy  A.  Chasemoei:.) 


A GOOD  many  years  since— well,  Once  on  a  time 
(I  find,  whether  writing  in  prose  or  in  rhyme. 
That's  the  easiest  way 
Of  commencing  my  say 
When  I  am  not  quite  certain  of  year,  month,  and  dci,y 
Good  Master  Ealph  Medlicot  had  his  abode. 
Quite  a  rural  retreat  standing  back  from  the  road. 
Amid  its  own  grounds,  most  capacious  and  wide, 
With  a  garden  and  pleasaunce  on  Saffron  Hill  side. 
There  were  stables,  a  cock-pit,  a  mews  for  the  hawks. 
And  bowling-green  bordered  by  soft  shady  walks, 
With  seats,  whence  spectators  could  gaze  on  the  play  ; 
While  down  at  the  foot  of  the  slope  far  away 
The  little  Fleet  Eiver  ran  singing  along. 
And  channing  the  ear  with  its  musical  song. 
For  a  house  close  to  town 
All  his  friends  set  it  down 
As  perfect ;  and  Medlicot  gained  much  renown 
By  the  way  he  kept  everything  dapper  and  trim, 
For  keeping  them  so  was  a  hobby  with  him. 
In  earlier  life  as  a  vintner  he'd  made 
A  nice  little  fortune  by  sticking  to  trade — 
He  never  took  holidays, 
Calling  them  folly-days, 
Busiest  times  were  to  him  the  most  jolly  days. 
He  lived  at  the  warehouse  in  Leadenhall  Street, 
And  morn,  noon,  and  night  he  was  ready  to  greet 
His  customers,  when  they  might  chance' to  drop  in — 
As  he  put  it  himself,  he  was  ''Nuts  on  their  tin." 
And  so  year  by  year  his  account  on  deposit 
Kept  growing,  until  of  such  magnitude  was  it 
He  saw  he'd  as  much  as  he'd  ever  require. 
So  made  up  his  mind  then  and  there  to  retire. 
Dispose  of  his  business,  leave  town,  and  look  out 
For  some  nice  little  place,  there  were  plenty  about, 


Away  in  the  country  mid  flowers  and  trees, 
Where  the  rest  of  his  life  he  could  spend  at  his  ease. 
Giving  rein  to  his  great  predilection  for  sport 
Of  every  description,  kind,  nature,  and  sort. 


Ralph  returns  from  fishing. 
For  fishing  and  hunting,  and  quarterstaH  play, 
Eough-riding  and  bowling  were  all  in  his  way  ; 
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And  archery,  wrestling,  the  quintain,  and  hawking. 
And  also  professional  running  and  walking. 
And  go-as-you-please  matches,  riding,  and  racing— 
In  fact,  all  events  where  the  end  was  the  placing 
The  best  man  in  front,  were  to  hun  a  delight ; 
He'd  even  been  known  to  stand  watching  a  fight 
'Twixt  dogs  whose  bad  tempers— as  bad  tempers  may- 
Had  ended  in  one  being  chased  from  the  way. 

So,  making  his  mind  up 

His  business  to  wind  up. 
He  started  a  suitable  dwelling  to  find.  Up 
^nd  down  through  the  suburbs  from  Charing  to  Bow 
Did  this  sporting  ex-vintner  exploringly  go. 
And  pitched  on  at  last  the  snug  little  retreat 
Overlooking  the  banks  of  the  sinuous  Fleet. 
'Twas  just  what  he  wanted,  complete  in  all  ways, 
And  it  knew  him  as  owner  before  many  days—  _ 
And  thither  he  moved  with  his  daughter  and  wife, 
To  taste,  as  he  thought,  the  full  pleasures  of  life. 


Daisy. 


His  daughter— Oh,  dear  ! 

I  shall  never  make  clear 
To  my  readers  her  exquisite  beauty,  I  fear — ■ 

She'd  raven-black  hair. 

Yet  her  skin  was  so  fair 
That  rude  boys  who  passed  her  would  turn  round  to  stare. 

Her  eyes  dark  and  deep 

Could  flash,  sparkle,  and  leap 
When  she  liked,  or  could  shyly  and  timidly  peep  ; 

While  her  lips  bright  and  red 

Formed  a  playground  and  bed 
For  smiles  that  would  turn  any  young  fellow's  head  ; 

And  her  figure  was  neat ; 

She'd  the  tiniest  feet 
And  ankles,  but  there— well— they  simply  were  sweet. 

In  short,  little  Daisy 

Turned  many  hearts  crazy. 
And  chiefest  among  these  same  hearts  was  Tom  May's.  He 
Was  bound  an  apprentice  to  Spurrier  Hide, 
Whose  warehouse,  "The  Golden  Spur,"  close  to  Cheapsidc, 

Had  won  such  a  name 

That  no  knight  seeking  fame 
Would  wear  spurs  except  they  from  Master  Hide  came. 
Young  Tom  was  a  well-built  and  good-looking  lad. 
And  Daisy  adored  him,  and  so  did  her  dad. 
For  in  all  kinds  of  sports  no  one  could  hitu  excel. 
Whatever  he  took  up  he  did  it  so  well. 
At  quarterstaff  none  could  deal  such  a  hard  knock.  He 
Could  run  like  a  greyhound,  and  ride  like  a  jockey, 
And  go-as-you-please  a  most  marvellous  pace. 
And  never  refused  he  the  quintain  to  face. 
He  could  split  wands  at  shooting  like  famed  Kobin  Hood, 
And  no  one  at  wrestling  and  bowls  was  so  good. 
He  could  swim  like  a  dolphin,  and  "  stay  "  like  a  Titan, 
And  Medlicot  thought  him  no  end  of  a  Crichton, 
A  clipper,  a  champion,  a  lad  of  his  sort, 
A  regular  leader  at  all  kinds  of  sport. 


But  Medlicot's  views  were  not  shared  by  his  spouse, 
For  alas  !  she  the  skeleton  was  in  the  house— 


Tom  May  at  Quarterstaff. 


I  don't  mean  in  figure, 

Few  ladies  were  bigger, 
I  rather  allude  to  the  sharpness  and  rigour 

Her  temper  displayed. 

Which  at  times  Kalph's  life  made 
Unpleasantly  lively,  and  cast  quite  a  shade 
On  many  a  plan  and  a  project  of  pleasure 
He'd  formed  for  employing  his  few  scraps  of  leisure  ; 
Which  very  few  peopie  could  equal  or  beat. 
And  now,  when  her  husband  from  traae  had  retired, 
Her  silly  pretensions  much  higher  aspired ; 
She  meant  as  a  very  fine  lady  to  pose. 

And  turn  up  her  nose 

('Twas  a  snub  one)  at  those 
In  the  days  of  the  warehouse  she'd  formerly  Known, 
And  one  and  all  cut  them  as  dead  as  a  stone. 


Mrs.  Ralph  makes  his  life  lively. 

And  added  to  this  was  her  pride  and  conceit ; 

She'd  commence  with  Tom  May, 

He  should  have  his  congi} — 
"  A  common  apprentice  !  now  daring  to  pay 
Attentions  to  Daisy.    She'd  see  about  that ; 
She'd  not  have  him  inside  the  house,  that  was  flat." 
But  Medlicot  too  had  a  something  to  say. 
And  this  time  his  wife  did  not  get  her  own  way. 

For  Tom  came  and  went, 

In  fact  followed  his  bent. 
And  Daisy  and  he  "  spooned  "  to  any  extent. 
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And  Medlicot  smiled. 

And  while  terribly  riled, 
Darne  Martha,  his  wife,  was  what's  nowadays  styled 
Sold,  flummoxed,  and  sat  on,  made  awfully  small, 
Snuffed  out,  squashed,  and  flattened,  of  no  count  at  all. 
She  sulked  for  a  time,  and  then  nodding  her  head. 
She  smiled  to  herself,  and  next  quietly  said, 
Also  to  herself,  "  It's  a  rascally  shame. 
But  I'll  show  my  old  man  two  can  play  at  that  game. 


Daisy  and  Tom  spooning. 

There's  Eeginald  Hide,  and  backed  up  by  my  wits 

He'll  do,  and  it  strikes  me  I  soon  shall  cry  quits." 

This  Hide  was  t'le  son  of  the  Spurrier  Hide, 

A  stupid  young  idiot,  whom  Nature'd  denied 

A  full  share  of  brains,  but  who  made  up  with  side. 

Which  he  put  on  extensively,  sneering  at  trade 

And  the  shop  where  his  father  his  well-known  spurs  made  • 

Of  money  old  Hide  took  good  care  he'd  no  lack. 

And  he  spent  a  round  sum,  as  we  say,  on  his  back. 


Reginald  Hide. 

His  doublets  were  cut  in  the  latest  new  fashion 

His  trunks  were  unique,  and  he'd  really  a  passion 

^or  emerald-green  tights  embroidered  in  "old 

While  his  bonnets,  good  lack!  were  a  sight  to'behold 

ihe  fact  was,  young  Hide  was  "  hard  hit,"  and  he  thought 

-ttis  lady-love  s  fancy  was  sure  to  be  caught 


By  the  taste  he  displayed 
In  the  choice  that  he  made 
Of  the  garments  in  which  he  was  always  arrayed 
He  thought  a  rich  doublet  would  make  her  heart  beat 
And  green-and-gold  tights  bring  her  straight  to  his  feet  • 
While  a  dainty  plumed  bonnet  her  love  would  enthral  ' 
And  slashed  and  pulled  trunks  bind  it  past  all  recall 
But  never  a  greater  mistake  did  he  make 
Than  when  he  imagined  his  get-up  would  take 
The  fancy  of  Daisy,  for  she  was  his  dike. 

He  meant  to  say  "  choice,"  but  he'd  that  Cockney  vice 
Of  making  O  I  C  E  rhyme  with  "  entice." 
No.    Daisy  was  not  quite  so  weak  in  her  head 
She  certainly  liked  nice-cut  clothes  ;  but  she  said 
"  To  gratify  her  'twas  in  vain  to  provide  them, 
Unless  theij'd  a  sensible  fellow  inside  them." 
From  which  sage  remark  'twas  undoubtedly  clear 
Of  Hide  and  his  clothes  she  thought  very  small  beer. 
But  such  his  conceit,  he  believed  in  the  end 
Success  most  complete  would  his  wooing  attend  ; 
For  ne'er  could  a  maiden  for  long  remain  blind 
To  the  charms  of  his  person,  position,  and  mind. 
And  so  he  continued  to  ogle  and  sigh, 
And  dream  of  success  that  should  come  by-and-by 
Meanwhile  the  thought  flashed  upon  Reginald  Hide 
'Twould  be  a  good  plan  to  have  "  ma  "  on  his  side. 
He  knew  in  conceit 
No  one  could  the  dame  beat, 
For  hers  was  so  truly  intense  and  complete. 
She  posed  as  a  stocking  peculiarly  blue— 
A  stocking  of  deepest  cerulean  hue— 
And  aped  an  acquaintance  with  all  of  the  "  o^ogies," 
Till  you  felt  it  was  only  with  ample  apologies 
You  dare  introduce  in  her  presence  a  theme 
Connected  with  learning,  so  wise  did  she  seem. 
But,  the  plain  truth  to  tell — 
And  young  Hide  knevf  this  well- 
In  ignorance  dense  she  had  no  parallel. 
Not  a  word  of  the  few  books  they  had  could  she  read. 
And  simple  addition  confused  her  ;  indeed, 
To  say  her  "  three  times  "  she  was  quite  at  a  loss. 
And  for  signing  her  name— weU,  she  just  made  a  cross. 
But  Hide,  though  he  knew  this,  gave  never  a  sign. 
And  conversing  with  her  took  his  own  special  line'. 
And  talked  as  though  talking  with  some  great  professor ; 
And  if  in  her  answers  she  made  a  great  mess,  or 
Talked  nonsense,  no  smile  did  his  features  display, 
F or  Hide  was  uncommonly  sharp  in  his  way. 


Hide  flattering  Mrs.  Ralph. 

He  saw  she  liked  flattery. 

And  therefore  her  chatter  he 
Ne'er  contradicted  ;  and  thus  in  this  matter  he 
Acted  most  wisely,  gained  her  on  his  side 
While  she  vowed  there  was  no  one  like  Eeginald  Hide. 
And  lastly,  her  hking  to  chnch  hard  and  fast, 
He  promised  to  send  her  what  savants  aU  class'd 
(bo  he  said)  as  a  curio  ahnost  unique. 
And  not  to  be  seen  every  day  in  the  week  • 
And  this  was  the  skeleton,  perfect  and  whole, 
Of  a  Plesiogryphoniconmetropole  

A  pre-Adamite  creature 

Who  quickly  would  eat  ver 
Whenever  it  had  the  good  fortune  to  meet  yer. 
At  least,  this  is  what  he'd  have  done  (so  he  said) 
But  being  pre-Adamite  never  he  fed. 
And  died  of  disgust  and  starvation  instead. 
This  promise  Dame  Martha's  soul  filled  with  delight, 
And  she  chattered  about  it  morn,  mid-day,  and  night  • 
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And  in  her  own  mind  slie  decided  that  Hide 
Miss  Daisy  should  have  in  return  as  his  bride. 
But  Dais3'  and  Medlieot  laughed  in  their  sleeves, 
A  proceeding  an  outsider  never  perceives. 

***** 

'Twas  winter,  and  one  of  the  old-fashioned  kind. 
That  modern  times  seem  to  have  left  quite  behind — 
When  snow  fell  in  bushels,  and  frosts  really  froze, 
And  made  themselves  felt  in  your  fingers  and  nose  ; 
When  berries  in  plenty  were  found  on  the  holly, 
And  mistletoe  smiled  on  the  merry  and  jolly 
Who  kissed  in  its  shadow,  instead  of,  as  now, 
Calling  "  vulgar  "  and  "  bad  form  "  that  mystical  bough  ; 
When  robins  appeared  at  your  window  for  crumbs, 
And  took  them  at  once  from  your  fingers  and  thumbs  ; 
When  bills  were  unknown,  and  when  all  folks  were  happy 
In  spite  of  red  noses  and  hands  that  were  cJuippij — 

A  winter,  in  short. 

Of  the  nature  and  sort 
That  writers  of  Christmas  tales  strongly  support. 

So  great  was  the  cold 

That  the  ice  had  got  hold 
Of  the  Thames,  and  had  bound  it  in  glistening  fold  ; 
And  thousands  disported  themselves  on  its  breast, 
And  tumbled  about  as  though  falls  were  a  jest. 
The  slides  were  magnificent,  forty  yards  long, 
And  the  sliders  they  made  up  a  regular  throng. 
But  they  for  the  first  time  were  deemed  second-raters. 
And  had  to  give  place  to  the  new-fashioned  skaters ; 
For  skating  this  winter 'd  become  all  the  go, 
And  people  looked  on  it  as  quite  comme  il  faut. 
Their  skates  were  not  "  Acmfes,"  nor  e'en  "  Oxford  Club," 
Nor  "  Boilers,"  nor  "  Kunners,"  but  what  you  would  dub 
In  these  days  a  primitive  clumsy  device 
For  skimming  along  o'er  the  face  of  the  ice. 
Since  they  were  the  shin-bones  of  animals  tied 
To  the  soles  of  the  feet ;  and  on  these  they  would  glide 
By  the  help  of  a  pole  which  they  pushed  with  behind. 
If  more  information  you  want,  you  will  find 
The  same  in  some  Encyclopedia  rating 
As  good,  if  you  look  'neath  the  heading  of  "  Skating." 
***** 

Ealph  Medlieot,  Daisy,  and  also  Tom  May, 
While  more  in  the  shadow  a  few  yards  away, 

Dame  Martha  and  Hide, 

On  one  bench  side  by  side. 
Sat  in  Medlicot's  house  round  the  fireplace  wide. 
While  beneath  the  huge  chimney  piled  up  on  the  dogs 
There  spluttered  the  Christmassy  picturesque  logs. 

In  effect  they  are  sweet, 

But  in  matter  of  heat 
I  hold  that  with  coals  they  can  never  compete- 
But  this  by  the  way. 

"  And  to-morrow's  the  race  ?  " 

Said  Ealph,  with  excitement  aglow  on  his  face. 
"  Yes.  The  championship  comes  off  to-morrow  at  three," 

Said  May. 
"  Oh,  Papa  !  We  must  be  there  to  see 
Tom  win,  as  he  will  do.    Oh,  Tom  !  you  will  win  ?  " 

Said  Daisy. 
Said  Tom,  "  I  shall  have  a  look  in. 
Two  hundred  gold  pieces  would  start  me  in  hfe— 
That's  the  prize— and  I  then  could  set  up  with  a  wife." 
"  And  a  wife  you  shall  have,  lad,  and  not  empty-handed. 
The  moment  the  championship  prize  you  have  landed," 

Said  Ealph.    And  as  Tom  Daisy's  hand  slyly  squeezed, 
Hide  seemed  with  a  violent  pain  to  be  seized. 
He  groaned,  all  looked  round  much  astonished  to  see 
He'd  recovered,  and  now  was  as  right  as  could  be. 
"  The  case  has  arrived,  then,  quite  safe  ?  "  he  was  saying  ; 
"  All  right,  then,  to-morrow  we'll  have  no  delaying, 
But  as  soon  as  the  race  for  the  championship's  won 
We'll  come  back,  and  then  have  the  packing  undone. 
And  the  Plesiogryphonioonmetropole 
I'll  show  you." 

"Oh,  Eeggy,  I  scarce  can  control 
My  longing  to  see  it.    The  Sweet  Plesio, 
I  ne'er  shall  remember  the  whole  name,  I  know. 

You're  really  too  good  " 

"  Do  you  race,  Master  Hide  ?  " 

Asked  Ealph. 

"  Haw,  perhaps,"  Eeggy  drawling  replied. 
"  Shall  you  win  ?  " 

"  Haw,  perhaps.    Can't  quite  tell,  we  shall  see. 
"  Are  your  skates  all  right,  Tom  ?  " 

"  Yes,  as  right  as  can  be  ; 
If  they  weren't,  it  would  be  a  bad  look-out  for  me, 
For  so  great's  been  the  run  on  shin-bones  all  to-day 
You  can't  get  a  pair  now  whate'er  you  may  pay." 


"  Ha,  Ha  !  "  cried  young  Hide  ;  what  that  "  Ha,  ha  "  expressed 
Not  one  out  of  thoce  who  were  sitting  there  guessed. 
And  he  didn't  explain,  but  he  bade  them  good-night, 
And  Dame  Martha  escorted  him  out  with  a  light. 


Mrs.  Ralph  escorting  out  Hide. 

"  The  perky  rapscallion  !  "  he  muttered  to  her, 
"  To-morrow  he  fancies  that  naught  shall  deter 
Him  from  winning  the  race — ay,  and  with  it  a  bride ; 
But  the  scoppril,  ha,  ha  !  forgets  Eeginald  Hide." 
Then  he. chuckled,  and  whispered  quite  low  in  her  ear 
A  something,  and  straightway  she  called  him  "  a  dear 
Clever  lad,"  and  gazed  on  him  with  keenest  delight 
Till  a  gust  through'  the  open  door  blew  out  her  light. 
***** 

Next  morning  broke  fine  as  a  morning  could  be. 

And  frost-gems  were  gleaming  on  grass,  bush,  and  tree  ; 

The  sun  too  shone  out,  but  his  power  was  small 

Compared  to  Jack  Frost,  who  was  king  over  all. 

Miss  Daisy  was  busy  her  wardrobe  inspecting. 

And  out  of  her  costumes  the  sweetest  selecting 

To  wear  at  the  race 

Soon  about  to  take  place  ; 
When  a  startled  expression  appeared  on  her  face 
As  the  knocker  gave  birth  to  a  terrible  clatter. 
And  she  looked  out  to  see  what  on  earth  was  the  matter. 

Outside  stood  Tom  May  • 

In  no  end  of  a  way. 
His  once  rosy  cheeks  now  the  colour  of  clay. 
She  dashed  down  the  stairs,  threw  the  door  open  wide, 
"  Oh,  Daisy,  such  awful  hard  luck  ! "  poor  Tom  cried. 
"  I'm  the  plaything  to-day  of  the  hard-hearted  fates. 
Some  blackguardly  thief  luis  walked  off  with  my  skates." 


"  Some  thief  has  walked  off  with  my  skates  !  " 

"  Walked  off  with  your  skates  ?  " 

"  Yes,  and  left  not  a  trace  : 
No  winning  for  me  of  the  championship  race." 
"  Oh,  nonsense,  fudge,  stuff,  go  and  get  a  new  pair." 
"  Impossible,  Daisy,  I've  tried  everywhere. 

I've  offered  them  gold, 

There  are  none  to  be  sold 
Not  a  pair  in  the  town  of  which  I  can  get  hold. 
I'm  done  for  !    The  championship  is  not  for  me." 
Daisy  thought  for  five  minutes,  then  said,  "  Let — me—  see  ; 
Who  stole  your  skates,  Tom— was  it  Eeginald  Hide?  " 
"  I  think  so,  to  keep  you  from  being  my  bride." 
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Again  Daisy  thought,  and  then  cried  out,  "  Eurelsa  ! 
I've  got  it !    We'll  pay  ont  the  underhand  sneaker ; 

And  Tom  you  shall  win, 

And  not  only  the  tin. 
But  also  your  own  little  Daisy  thrown  in. 

I'll  explain  to  you  how 

If  you'll  follow  me  now  : 
Tread  softly,  and  mind  you  don't  make  the  least  row.'' 


No! 


Go  on,  Tom  !    Get  on,  Hide  ! 
Here  they  come,  side  by  side  ! 
May  !  Hide  !  May  !    May  wins  ! 
Hide's  the  boy  !    On  you  go  ! 
Quicken  up,  now's  your  time  ! 
Spurt,  May,  spurt !    Bravo,  prime  ! 
May  !  Hide  !  May  !    Hide  for  aye  ! 
Hide  !  May  !  Hide  !  May  !  MAY !  MAY ! 


The  Race. 


Some  half -hour  later  Tom  might  have  been  seen 
Creeping  out  of  the  house,  and,  to  judge  from  his  mien 
Par_  happier  than  when  he  had  knocked  at  the  door  ' 
A  disconsolate  wight  forty  minutes  before. 
*  *  *  *  ' 

Ealph  Medlicot,  Daisy,  and  Dame  Martha  too, 
Went  early  in  order  to  get  a  good  view, 
And  stationed  themselves  to  the  winning-post  near 
Tom  May  in  his  hour  of  triumph  to  cheer. 
Por  Ealph  was  cock-sure  he  would  win  ;  while  the  dame 
Seemed  also  elated  when  Keginald  came 
Gliding  up,  with  a  shin-bone  tied  fast  on  each  sole. 
Propelling  hmiself  from  behind  with  a  pole  ; 
In  whispers  they  spoke. 

While  some  close-guarded  joke 
Which  between  them  had  seemed  their  mirth  to  provoke. 
"Where's  Tom?  "  Ealph  inquired,  "  it's  time  he  was  here. 
There's  the  bell,  and  the  course  they're  beginning  to  clear." 
"Oh  !  he's  p'r'aps  turned  faint-hearted,"  and  then,  with  a  laugh, 
Young  Hide  commenced  Ealph  and  Miss  Daisy  to  chaff. 
"  Your  champion's  no  good  when  it  comes  to  the  scratch  • 
He's  funking,  I'll  bet ;  he'll  fight  shy  of  this  match." 

But  Daisy  just  smiled. 

While  her  father  looked  riled 
At  hearing  his  favourite's  courage  reviled. 
-Ajid  Martha  and  Hide's  mirth  each  moment  increased 
And  they  giggled  and  laughed,  and  then  suddenly  ceased, 

As  out  of  the  crowd 

(And  to  Daisy  he  bowed 
As  he  passed)  Tom  skimmed  by,  looking  happy  and  proud. 
And  Martha  and  Hide  looked  uncommonly  blue. 
And  their  laughter  was  stilled  as  they  gasped  "  'iVs  a  do !  " 
And  Ealph  brightened  up  as  he  said,  "  You're  a  bit 
Too  soon.    I  was  sure  that  our  Tom  was  true  grit ; 

And  Master  Hide,  you 

Will  have  plenty  to  do 
If  you  don't  want  your  place  in  the  race  to  be  2. 
Don't  waste  your  time  here,  you  will  have  to  be  smart, 
For  I  see  they  are  now  getting  ready  to  start." 
And  Hide,  with  a  look  of  disgust  on  his  face. 
Went  off,  and  in  line  with  the  rest  took  his  place. 

They  are  off  !    No,  they're  not ! 

Yes,  they  are  !    Go  it,  Wat ! 

Go  it,  James  !    Now  then,  John  ! 

Bravo,  Dick  !    Hurry  on  ! 

Hide's  ahead  !    No,  not  he  ! 

Put  it  on,  young  BiUec  ! 

Keep  it  up  !    Look  at  May ! 

Good  boy,  Tom  !    That's  the  way  ! 


And  Tom  going  quickly  as  lightning  almost. 

With  three  yards  to  spare  glided  first  past  the  post. 

Oh  !  the  cheering  and  roar 

From  the  river  and  shore 
That  greeted  the  champion  was  certainly  more 
Than  the  oldest  man  present  had  e'er  heard  before. 
But  what  seemed  to  Tom  May  by  far  the  best  prize 
Was  the  look  of  proud  joy  in  Miss  Daisy's  bright  eyes. 


Hide  skulking  off. 

They  were  all  home  again,  and  Tom's  health  had  been  di-unk 

With  Daisy's,  and  Hide  seemed  at  last  to  have  sunk, 

With  Martha,  his  spite.    But  'twas  really  not  so  : 

He  meant  cutting  Tom  out  with  the  famed  Plesio. 

Tom  p'r'aps  might  skate  faster,  but  not  even  he 

Could  ever  present  to  a  lady  a  Ple- 

Siogryphonicon.    They  were  all  standing  round. 

As  Hide  with  much  caution  the  casing  unbound, 

And  then  from  the  treasure  the  wrappings  unwound. 
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"  There,  Madam,"  said  he, 

When  at  length  it  was  free, 
"  The  giving  you  this  gives  great  pleasure  to  me. 
For  you,  madam,  are  the  proprietor  sole 
Of  a  Plesiogryphoniconmetropole. 
And  when  for  a  view  some  enthusia-st  begs, 

You,  I  know,  will  Oh,  gracious  !  where  are.  its  front  legs  ?  " 

Where  were  they,  indeed  ?    iTiey  haxl  both  disappeared. 
And  alone  on  its  hind  ones  the  skeleton  reared, 
Eesembling  that  of  a  small  kangaroo  ; 
Halph  Medlicot  said  'twas  a  sheep's— that  he  knew. 

Hide  scorned  to  reply. 

And  they  hunted  both  high 


And  low  for  those  legs,  but  in  vain.  By-and-by, 
As  if  by  his  words  to  conclude  all  the  bobbery, 
Tom  May  slyly  said  that  exchange  was  no  robbery  ! 

What  he  meant  I  can't  say. 

But  young  Hide  slunk  away. 
Nor  ever  appeared  again  after  that  day. 
And  Tom  and  Miss  Daisy  became  man  and  wife, 
And  spent  a  most  happy  and  calm  married  life. 
And  there  hung  'mid  the  plaques  and  the  blue  china  plates 
On  the  walls  of  their  drawing-room,  a  pair  of  bone  skates ; 
And  if  Tom  May  was  asked  as  to  what  bones  they  were. 
He  said  nothing,  but  winked  with  a  most  knowing  air ! 


A    AVINTER    ArTEENOON'S  ADVENTURE. 


IEE3IEMBER  that  time  as  well  as  if  it  had 
been  only  last  week.  I  went  the  other 
day  to  see  the  place  where  it  happened  to  us, 
and  everything  seemed  so  familiar  that  I 
could  scarcely  beheve  that  twenty  years  had 
passed  since  I  last  saw  it.  There  was  the 
same  shelf  of  rock  running  along  the  side  of 
the  cave,  with  the  same  seaweed  (to  all  ap- 
pearances) hanging  from  it;  there  was  the 
boulder  that  I  had  watched  all  through  those 
hours,  covered  still  with  its  mop  of  tangle  ; 
and  there  was  the  same  irregular  crack  in  the 
wall  of  the  cave,  and  the  shingle  on  the  floor 
— everything  exactly  the  same  ;  the  only  dif- 
ference being  that  somehow  it  all  looked 
smaller  than  I  had  thought  it  was,  and  there 
were  two  or  three  bits  of  drift-wood  washed  up 
in  some  storm,  but  there  were  no  other  in- 
truders. How  strange  it  seemed  to  see  all  the 
:familiar  objects,  looking  as  if  we  had  left  them 
for  only  a  few  hours  instead  of  for  years  ;  but 
it  was  stranger  still  to  contemplate  them  with 
a  quiet  feeling  of  security,  instead  of  with  the 
di-ead  and  horror  of  that  evening  twenty  years 
ago. 

We  were  living  at  the  time  on  the  south 
coast  of  Devon,  in  a  quiet  little  fishing  village 
several  miles  from  the  nearest  railway.  In 
the  summer  holidays  there  was,  of  course, 
always  plenty  of  fun.  My  cousins  and  I 
used  to  be  knocking  about  in  the  fishermen's 
boats  all  day,  bathing,  fishing,  or  picnicking. 

We  had  a  favourite  bay  to  which  we  went 
once  at  least  every  summer  ;  it  had  no  name 
in  the  ordnance  map,  but  we  called  it  by  the 
fishermen's  name  for  it,  "  Spaniard's  Cove." 
There  was  some  tradition  of  a  Spanish  ship 
having  gone  ashore  there  many  years  ago,  and 
we  used  occasionally  to  talk  over  projects  of 
rowing  round  to  the  cove  on  some  very  calm 
day,  and  diving  to  see  if  we  could  find  a  box 
of  doubloons.  What  doubloons  were  we  were 
not  very  sure,  but  we  had  some  dim  idea  that 
Spanish  vessels  were  generally  laden  with 
them,  and  therefore,  we  supposed,  the  bottom 
of  Spaniard's  Cove  was  sure  to  be  littered 
with  boxes  containing  this  or  similar  trea- 
sure. We  did  once  bathe  there  at  a  very  low 
tide,  yet  it  is  needless  to  say  that  the  coveted 
box  was  not  found.  But  there  was  another 
question  connected  with  Spaniard's  Cove 
which  had  long  exercised  my  mind,  and  which 
I  had  determined  to  solve  ;  this  was  whether 
it  would  be  possible  to  pass  from  the  cove  to 
our  own  bay  along  the  shore  at  low  water. 
The  distance  was  about  three  miles,  and  the 
coast-line  being  very  broken  and  the  shore 
very  rocky,  it  was  at  least  doubtful  whether 
such  an  undertaking  was  possible.  I  had 
proposed  it  more  than  once  to  our  cousins, 
but  something  had  always  prevented  our  try- 
ing it. 

One  Christmas  holidays  (the  last  we  spent 
in  our  Devonshire  liome),  the  weather  was 
particularly  mild.    There  was  no  skating, 
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there  was  no  football  nor  hockey  worth  speak- 
ing of  (my  cousins  being  away),  and  I  was 
suffering  one  .January  afternoon  from  that 
miserable  ennui  which  sometimes  overtakes 
a  boy  in  the  aiddle  of  the  holidays.  I  had 
spent  the  morning  in  a  fruitless  attempt  to 
get  up  a  football  team  to  play  a  neighbouring 
village  ;  and,  finding  only  three  fellows  able  or 
willing  to  play,  I  had  come  home  to  lunch 
hungry,  tired,  and  in  a  very  bad  humour. 

Lunch  was  over,  and  I  was  looking  moodily 
out  of  the  window  with  hands  in  my 
pockets,  wishing  it  was  the  summer,  as  then 
I  could  at  least  go  down  to  the  beach,  take 
Bateman's  boat  (Bateman  was  a  coastguard, 
and  my  special  chum),  and  go  off  fishing.  I 
had  already  offered  to  take  my  sister  Amy 
and  my  young  brother  for  a  row  ;  but  mother 
said  it  would  be  too  cold  for  Amy,  to  which 
I  had  made  some  ill-natured  answer  about  its 
being  quite  as  warm  as  June,  and  I  did  not  see 
why  they  shouldn't  come,  and  so  forth,  until 
she  told  me,  in  her  quiet  decisive  way,  that 
"  she  did  not  wish  them  to  go,  and  that  was 
the  end  of  it."  Whereupon  I  went  to  the 
window,  and  was  standing  in  the  attitude  and 
frame  of  mind  I  have  described,  considering 
whether  I  should  go  for  a  solitary  walk  or  a 
solitary  row,  or  stay  indoors  and  do  some  holi- 
day task.  I  fear  that  if  the  judgment  had 
been  left  a  few  moments  more  to  myself, 
whichever  way  I  decided,  the  holiday  task 
would  not  have  been  favoured  any  more  than 
Pallas  was  when  she  offered  wisdom  to  Paris. 

At  the  critical  moment  Amy  came  in  and 
said — 

"  Nubblings  and  I  are  going  to  walk  over 
the  cliffs  to  Spaniard's  Cove." 

"  I'll  come,"  I  cried,  a  sudden  bright 
thought  occurring  to  me,  "  and  we'll  come 
home  by  the  rocks." 

"  Can  we  do  it  ?  "  asked  Amy,  dubiously  ; 
"  I  thought  that  Brandy  Keef  is  always 
under  water,  even  at  low  tide  ?  " 

"  Oh,"  I  replied,  "  I  expect  there  is  a  way 
of  getting  round ;  anyhow,  I  mean  to  try,  and, 
at  any  rate,  we  can  always  get  back  again  the 
way  we  came." 

Just  then  my  brother  came  in  ;  he  was 
only  eleven  years  old,  but  strong  for  his  age  ; 
to  Amy  and  me  alone  he  was  "  Nubblings," 
to  every  one  else  "Leslie  ;"  Amy  was  thirteen, 
and  I  was  nearly  fifteen.  We  were  all  three 
used  to  long  walks  and  scrambles,  so  that  we 
had  not  the  slightest  doubt  of  being  able  to 
accomplish  the  six  miles  (three  over  the  cliff 
and  three  back  along  the  shore)  between 
lunch  and  five  o'clock,  the  time  that  mother 
had  told  Amy  to  be  back. 

Mother  had  not  heard  my  proposal,  being 
out  of  the  room  when  I  made  it,  or  she  would 
never  have  allowed  us  to  try  it  without  my 
father's  consent ;  and  as  he  had  gone  into 
Exeter  that  morning  on  business,  we  could 
not  have  appealed  to  him  had  our  mother 


objected ;  so  we  kept  our  own  counsel  and 
started  on  our  walk,  only  telling  mother  that 
we  should  be  back  by  five.  I  did  not  feel 
comfortable  at  this  little  piece  of  deceit  as  we 
set  off,  nor  did  Amy ;  but  I  tried  to  satisfy  both 
her  conscience  and  mine  by  arguing  on  the  rea- 
sons for  believing  that  father  would  not  have 
minded ;  mother  was  always  nervous  about 
anytliing  to  do  with  the  sea,  and,  after  all,  we 
weren't  so  very  inexperienced,  and  we  knew 
the  coast  perfectly.  These  arguments  sounded 
rather  well ;  we  flattered  our  own  vanity  with 
them  ;  and  after  talking  them  over  for  about 
half  a  mile,  we  thought  we  had  allayed  our 
scruples.  The  real  truth  was,  that  having  made 
up  our  minds  to  go,  we  were  going,  and  were 
glad  to  have  got  away  without  being  stopped. 

But  I  did  not  enjoy  the  walk  over  the  cliffs. 
I  kept  looking  over  the  edge  to  see  if  the  tide 
was  still  going  out,  and  how  much  of  the 
beach  was  likely  to  be  dry  by  the  time  we 
began  our  walk  home.  I  had  uncomfortable 
misgivings  about  the  easiness  of  retracing  our 
steps  if  we  found  ourselves  checked  at  Brandy 
Eeef.  This  headland,  which  had  evidently 
acquired  its  name  in  smuggling  days,  ran  out 
into  the  sea  further  than  any  other  point  be- 
tween our  bay  and  Spaniard's  Cove  ;  it  ended, 
not  in  a  sheer  cliff,  like  most  of  the  others, 
but  in  a  series  of  huge  broken  boulders  from 
10  to  30  feet  high,  which  at  a  distance  ap- 
peared to  be  all  tilted  one  way,  and  looked  as 
if  they  might  be  scrambled  over.  This  point, 
I  knew,  was  the  only  one  where  we  could  pos- 
sibly be  checked ;  but  as  it  was  more  than 
three-parts  of  the  way  home,  I  felt  no  little 
anxiety  as  I  calculated  our  chances  of  getting 
back  once  more,  before  the  tide  caught  us, 
from  Brandy  Eeef  to  Spaniard's  Cove,  should 
we  find  ourselves  unable  to  pass  the  reef. 
One  thing  I  knew  for  certain,  that  if  we  should 
be  checked  at  Brandy  Keef,  there  was  no 
other  way  of  reaching  the  top  of  the  cliff  ex- 
cept by  retracing  our  steps  all  the  way  to 
Spaniard's  Cove.  We  crossed  "  Haul-up 
Stile  " — another  name  surviving  from  smug- 
gling days,  which  I  had  picked  up  from  the 
fishermen,  and  of  knowing  which  I  was  very 
proud  ;  I  could  see  from  the  Stile,  which  was 
immediately  above  Brandy  Keef  Bay,  that  the 
tide  was  not  quite  out  yet,  but  would  prob- 
ably be  at  slack  water  by  the  time,  we  reached 
Spaniard's  Cove. 

When  at  last  we  got  down  to  the  shore,  it 
was  dead  low  water  and  absolutely  calm ;  a 
dull  grey  mist  hung  over  sea  and  sky,  and  the 
slight  swell  came  in  with  a  long,  sleepy 
swash,  as  if  it  had  no  energy. 

I  looked  at  my  watch  and  found  it  was 
seven  minutes  past  three  ;  we  had  taken  a 
few  minutes  under  the  hour  walking  the  dis- 
tance, a  good  part  of  which  had  been  up-hill, 
of  course,  over  the  cliffs.  Amy  said,  "  We 
shall  be  home  before  five,"  and  I  replied, 
"  I'm  not  so  sure  ;  walking  over  these  slippery 
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rocks  and  on  the  shingle  is  very  different 
work  from  a  good  path  over  the  chff."    I  re- 
member these  words  quite  well  even  now, 
because  almost  everything  we  said  and  did 
that  afternoon  kept  passing  through  my  mind 
again  and  again  that  night.    We  quickly  got 
round  the  corner  of  Spaniard's  Cove  and 
tramped  along  the  next  bay  on  our  way  home. 
Then  \ye  scrambled  through  an  opening  in 
the  cliff  at  the  further  end,  which  was  a 
favourite  haunt  of  ours  at  every  picnic  to 
Spaniard's  Cove.     We  called  it  Samson's 
Opening;  we  would  row  the  old  boat  into 
it  and  bump  through  the  passage,  which  was 
too  narrow  for  the  oars  to  be  used,  though 
the  water  was  deep,  so  that  we  had  to  pull 
ourselves  through  by  the  seaweed  and  the 
jutting  points  of  rock.    There  were  always 
several  of  the  party,  too,  scrambling  along 
the  ledges  of  this  opening,  and  we  had  a  sort  of 
tradition  that  some  one  must  fall  in  or  the 
picnic  would  not  be  a  proper  one.    At  the 
previous  picnic  our  cousins'  French  governess 
fell  in,  accidentally  of  course,  but  to  our  great 
delight  nevertheless.  On  this  afternoon,  how- 
ever, we  took  care  to  avoid  any  accidents 
which  would  hinder  our  progress,  and  we 
reached  the  adjoining  bay  in  safety.  This 
was  a  long  one  and  heavy  walking,  as  there 
was  no  hard  sand,  but  all  loose  shingle.  Nub- 
blings  began  to  drag,  and  so  did  Amy.    I  be- 
gan to  feel  that  I  must  keep  up  the  spirits  of 
the  others  or  the  pace  would  flag.    I  tried  to 
sing,  but  at  the  end  of  the  first  verse  I  had 
to  give  up,  as  I  found  I  required  all  my  breath 
for  pounding  on  through  that  heavy  shingle. 

How  slowly  we  seemed  to  go  !    I  looked 
back  and  saw  the  long  dark  line  of  our  foot- 
steps in  the  shingle,  and  yet  the  promontory 
we  had  last  passed  did  not  seem  a  whit 
further  off  than  it  did  five  minutes  ago.  I 
looked  forward ;  the  rocks  at  the  far  end  of 
the  bay  were  still  uncovered,  but  the  tide 
must  have  turned  by  now,  and  I  began  to 
have  doubts  already  whether  we  should  be 
able  to  pass  them.    How  absurd  such  doubts 
were,  after  all !  If  there  had  been  any  chance 
of  our  not  being  able  to  pass  them,  of  course 
I  ought  to  have  turned  and  gone  back  at 
once.  Brandy  Keef  was  still  two  bays  further 
on  1    Tramp,  tramp  ;   trudge,  trudge  ;  we 
were  walking  in  single  file,  I  in  front,  then 
Amy,  and  then  Nubblings.    I  saw  a  piece  of 
rock  on  the  beach  a  hundred  yards  ahead. 
I  fixed  my  eyes  on  it,  and  made  for  it  steadily. 
I  could  see  the  distance  to  it  diminishing,  and 
my  spirits  began  to  rise  accordingly.  We 
reached  it,  passed  it.    Presently  I  glanced 
back  ;  it  was  quite  g,  respectable  way  behind 
us  !    I  looked  on,  and  found  that  now  we 
were  within  a  short  distance  of  the  end  of 
this  interminable  bay.    "  Hurrah  !  "  we  ex- 
claimed as  we  stepped  from  that  horrible 
shmgle  on  to  the  rocks,  and  felt  the  tension 
on  our  calves  and  shins  relieved.    This  was 
a  broad  shelf  of  flat  rooks,  with  comparatively 
little  weed,  so  we  got  across  pretty  quickly, 
chmbed  a  low  wall  of  bigger  rocks,  and  dropped 
on  to  a  sandy  beach  about  eighty  yards  long, 
at  the  end  of  which  lay  the  last  point  that 
separated  us  from  Brandy  Eeef  Bay.  Already 
the  tide  was  further  up  the  low  rocks  at  this 
pomt  than  I  liked  to  notice,  and  I  began  to 
feel  rather  uneasy  about  our  chances  of  getting 
home  the  way  I  had  intended. 

I  said  nothing  to  the  others,  because  I  did 
not  want  to  frighten  them,  but  they  evidently 
guessed  what  I  thought,  for  we  hurried  over 
the  sand,  and  began  to  clamber  round  the 
point  in  silence.  As  soon  as  I  saw  that  they 
could  get  over  the  last  rocks  by  themselves,  I 
fairly  left  them,  and  went  on'  ahead  by  my- 
self as  fast  as  I  could.  Amy  called  to  me  once 
not  to  go  so  fast.  I  shouted  back  something 
about  its  being  rather  late  and  she  had  better 
hurry. 

The  beach   in  Brandy  Keef  Bay  is  all 


shingle,  and  very  heavy  for  walking.    I  tried 
to  run  ;  my  knees  seemed  to  give,  and  I  sent 
the  pebbles  flying  helter-skelter  without  going 
as.f  ast  as  a  person  can  walk  quickly  on  a  good 
road.    There  rose  the  great  grim  boulders 
of  the  reef  straight  in  front  of  me,  not  two 
hundred  yards  away.  As  I  ran  I  scanned  them 
eagerly  to  see  if  there  was  any  possible  way 
of  climbing  them.    There  were  some  lower 
boulders  further  out  in  the  sea  which  would 
have  been  quite  easy  to  climb  if  one  could 
reach  them  ;  but  the  cruel  water  was  washing 
them  with  its  long  slow  swell,  far  out  of  my 
depth,  and  the  only  boulders  untouched  by 
the  returning  tide  were  those  gigantic  ones 
from  ten  to  thirty  feet  high.    I  plunged  on 
through  the  shingle  panting,  with  my  heart 
thumping  and  my  temples  throbbing.  It 
was  nearly  four  o'clock,  and  growing  dusk.  I 
knew  every  minute  was  precious,  for  in  half 
an  hour  it  would  be  quite  dark.    I  was  mak- 
ing for  a  large  crevice  between  two  boulders, 
which  looked  not  quite  hopeless,    I  turned 
and  beckoned  to  Amy  and  Nuoblings.  What 
a  long  way  off  they  seemed  1    The  tide  was 
already  close  up  to  this  crevice,  and  in  a  few 
minutes  would  be  past  it.    I  hurried  on  and 
reached  the  opening,  but  only  to  feel  my 
heart  sink  within  me.    It  was  nothing  but  a 
split  that  extended  for  a  few  feet  in  between 
the  boulders.  Its  sides  were  smooth  and  per- 
pendicular, and  the  end  was  blocked  by  a 
inass  of  rock  tilted  towards  me,  and  therefore 
impossible  for  any  creature  but  a  fly  to  walk 
up.    It  needed  no  second  look  to  assure  me 
that  that  way  at  any  rate  was  quite  imprac- 
ticable.   I  ran  up  the  beach  along  the  foot 
of  this  wall  of  boulders  until  I  reached  the 
parent  cliff  from  which  they  appeared  to  have 
fallen  ;  but  they  all  lay  tilted  in  the  same 
direction  towards  me  and  overhanging  my 
head.  Nowhere  was  there  any  ledge  or  means 
of  climbing  higher  than  a  foot  or  two  above 
the  beach. 

I  turned  and  hastened  back  to  the  others, 
who  stood  still  when  they  saw  me  coming. 

"  We  can't  do  it,"  I  said.  "  We  must  go 
back." 

Amy's  face  fell.  "  Go  back  !  "  she  ex- 
claimed.   "We  shall  be  dreadfully  late." 

A  thought  struck  me,  if  only  I  could  swim 
round  Brandy  Keef  I  could  reach  our  own 
bay  in  twenty  minutes,  and  fetch  a  boat.  I 
proposed  the  plan,  but  it  frightened  Amy  to 
think  of  being  left  alone,  shut  in  by  the  tide 
and  the  rocks.  I  tried  to  laugh  her  out  of 
her  fears. 

"  I  know  I  can  swim  it  easil)%"  I  said.  "  It 
is  not  more  than  a  few  hundred  yards." 

But  when  I  began  to  pull  off  my  coat  and 
boots  she  burst  out  crying,  and  clung  to  me, 
imploring  me  not  to  leave  her.  Even  now  I 
think  I  should  have  gone,  just  out  of  bravado, 
and  because  I  thought  that  to  yield  to  a  girl's 
tears  was  unmanly.  But  when  she  put  her 
arms  round  my  neck  I  felt  her  trembling,  and 
I  could  not  stand  that.  I  had  forgotten  for 
the  moment  my  fear  that  we  might  be  pre- 
vented from  returning  the  way  we  had  come, 
and  I  gave  up  my  project  of  swimming  round 
the  reef  merely  to  comfort  kmy.  It  was  well 
that  I  did  so.  Even  in  a  mild"  winter  the  sea 
is  piercingly  cold,  and  I  doubt  now  whether  I 
could  have  got  round  Brandy  Keef  at  all. 
The  darkness  was  gathering  fast. 

"  Come,"  I  said,  "  we  have  no  time  to  lose," 
and,  taking  Amy's  Sand,  I  turned  my  face 
towards  Spaniard's  Cove. 

Nubblings  had  picked  up  an  old  broom 
which  he  had  found  washed  up  by  the  tide 
among  the  rocks.  It  was  a  disreputable- 
looking  thing,  but  he  was  very  proud  of  it, 
and  m6ant  to  carry  it  home.  What  its  pre- 
cise use  at  home  could  have  been  was  hard 
to  say,  for  it  had  long  been  bereft  of  its 
bristles,  with  the  exception  of  one  tuft,  and 
had  probably  been  pitched  away  as  being 


past  service.  But  we  soon  had  good  reason 
to  be  thankful  for  it,  and  I  have  often  thought 
smce  how  Providence  guides  things  to  some 
purpose  when  apparently  they  are  drifting 
about  as  uselessly  as  that  old  broom  when  it 
first  was  washed  out  to  sea  and  was  tossed 
about  by  the  waves  until  it  found  its  way  to 
the  spot  where  Nubblings  spied  its  poor  old  bald 
head  bumping  against  a  rock,  and  he  pounced 
on  it  with  a  shout  of  triumph.  He  had  now 
raised  it  to  the  dignity  of  a  pilgrim's  staff, 
and  was  helping  himself  along  the  shore  by 
a  process  similar  to  punting  a  boat.  We  got 
round  the  first  promontory  on  our  way  back 
without  difficulty.  As  we  tramped  along  the 
small  sandy  beach  on  the  other  side  I  noticed 
that  our  previous  footmarks  had  been  covered 
by  the  tide. 

It  will  be  remembered  that  at  the  end  of 
this  beach  was  a  low  wall  of  rocks.    It  had 
been  easy  enough  to  drop  from  the  top  of 
this  ledge  on  to  the  sand  when  we  came,  but 
it  was  a  different  matter  to  climb  up  again 
on  the  return  journey.  At  low  tide  the  rocks 
which  were  furthest  out  were  rather  less  in 
height  ;  but  the  only  part  as  yet  untouched 
by  the  returning  water  was  a  perpendicular 
wall,  just  too  high  for  me  to  reach  the  top. 
I  held  up  my  hands  above  my  head  and 
jumped,  but  the  sand  deadened  my  spring, 
and- 1  only  succeeded  in  scraping  my  finger- 
tips in  a  tantalising  way  on  a  .sharp  edge 
about  six  inches  from  the  top.    I  tried  again 
and  again,  but  without  avail,  and  at  length 
paused  exhausted,  and  looked  round  to  see  if 
there  was  anyotherwayof  escape.  Through  the 
deepening  gloom  I  could  just  see  the  dim  red 
mass  of  the  sandstone  cliffs,  with  an  ominous 
dark  line  at  their  base  that  showed  the  mark 
of  the  last  high  tide.    Our  only  hope  lay  in 
front  of  us,  and  that  seemed  just  out  of  our 
reach.  For  a  moment  a  chill  of  hopeles.sness 
went  through  me  as  I  glanced  up  once  more 
j  at  the  dark  line  of  the  rock  above  me  show- 
ing against  the  dull  grey  of  the  sky.    I  saw 
the  faces  of  my  brother  and  sister  looking 
pale  in  the  gloom,  and  then  I  caught  sight  of 
the  old  broom,  which  Nubblings  still  held  in 
his  hand. 

"I  have  it,"  I  cried.    "Drop  the  broom, 
Nubblings,  and  get  on  my  shoulders." 

I  leaned  my  arms  against  the  wall  of  rock, 
and  put  my  head  down  against  them,  strad- 
dling my  legs  out  to  steady  myself.  Nubbhngs 
stepped  back  a  pace  or  two,  took  a  run  and 
a  jump  on  to  my  back,  then  scrambling  up  till 
he  stood  on  my  shoulders,  while  I  carefully 
raised  myself  till  I  was  upright,  he  easily  got 
on  to  the  top  of  the  ledge.  I  passed  the  broom 
up  to  him.  He  hitched  one  arm  of  the  cross 
piece  in  a  niche  of  the  rock,  and  held  it  with 
both  hands  to  keep  it  from  slipping  while  I 
scrambled  up  by  the  handle.  Then  revers- 
ing it,  I  let  down  the  other  end  to  Amy,  and 
after  a  little  difficulty  she  managed  by  its 
help  to  reach  the  top  of  the  ledge  with  one 
hand.  I  caught  her  wrist,  and  down  fell  the 
broom.  For  a  moment  she  hung  with  her 
full  weight  in  the  grasp  of  my  right  hand  ; 
my  left  arm  was  round  a  point  of  rock,  or  I 
should  have  gone  over  head  foremost.  I  felt 
her  wrist  slipping  thi'ough  my  fingers,  when 
Nubblings  flung  himself  on  the  rock  full 
length,  and  caught  her  other  hand.  She  got 
her  toe  on  a  small  jut,  and  after  a  short 
struggle  we  dragged  her  panting  up  over  the 
edge. 

It  was  no  easy  task  to  move  quickly  over 
the  rocks  in  the  darkness  ;  for  though,  as  I 
have  mentioned,  this  was  a  broad  flat  ledge 
without  much  seaweed,  it  was  one  thing 
to  cross  it  in  daylight,  and  another  when 
it  was  almost  dark  and  we  could  not  see 
what  we  were  treading  on.  One  fact  that 
I  noticed  made  me  feel  very  uneasy,  and 
that  was  that  only  a  narrow  strip  was  left  for 
us  to  pass  between  the  cliffs  and  the  sea  before 
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BALLADE  FOE   CHRISTMAS  MORNING. 

By  Robert  Richardson,  b.a. 


I 


HAEK  and  hear  the  blithe  bells  ring, 
Charming  all  the  frosty  air  ; 
Strong  and  clear  the  song  they  sing, 
And  their  message  kind  and  fair. 
Skies  are  grey  and  boughs  are  bare, 
Bluff  King  Winter  holds  his  sway  ; 
But  the  winds  are  warm  with  prayer- 
Christ  the  Lord  was  born  to-day. 


Dear  the  memories  that  cling 

Bound  the  season  ;  rich  and  rare 

Are  the  thoughts  the  glad  bells  bring, 
Stilling  anger,  soothing  care. 
Now  all  "  gentle  wills  "  repair 

To  God's  house,  to  kneel  and  say, 
Keep  our  hearts  and  hear  our  prayer- 
Christ  the  Lord  was  born  to-day. 


ENVOI. 

Prince,  Thy  majesty  declare. 

Be  Thy  people's  shield  and  stay  ; 

Guard  our  hearts  and  hear  our  prayer- 
Christ  the  Lord  is  here  to-day  ! 


Lord  and  Brother,  Prince  and  King, 
Hearts  turn  to  Thee  everywhere  ; 

All  Thy  glory  antheming  ; 
Eich  and  poor  alike  prepare 
In  Thy  final  reign  to  share, 

When  the  Worlds  Thy  rule  obey, 
Joining  in  one  common  prayer — 
Christ  the  Lord  was  born  to-day. 


D 
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A  WINTER  AFTERNOON'S  ADVENTURE. 


we  got  on  to  the  beach.  This  next  beach  was 
the  long  one  consisting  entirely  of  shingle, 
and  I  felt  that  it  was  now  getting  very  ck)ubt- 
ful  whether  we  should  reach  the  other  end  of 
it  before  the  tide  prevented  our  getting  to 
Samson's  Opening. 

If  that  beach  had  seemed  interminable  in 
daylight,  it  was  worse  than  ever  now.  We 
were  all  three  beginning  to  be  a  little  tired 
and  hungry,  and  poor  Nubblings  missed  the 
help  of  his  broom.  I  took  Amy's  hand  and 
dragged  her  on  ;  Nubblings  struggled  after  us 
a  pace  or  two  behind,  every  now  and  then  run- 
ning a  few  steps  to  catch  us  up  and  then 
dropping  behind  again.  How  dreai7  the  sea 
sounded  with  its  ceaseless,  remorseless  mur- 
mur as  it  swept  up  the  beach  and  hissed 
among  the  pebbles  ;  there  was  a  weird  fasci- 
nation for  me  in  the  dim  glimmer  of  the  foam- 
line  along  the  shore,  and  I  believe  I  hardly 
took  my  eyes  oft  it  once  as  we  trudged  on ;  I  | 
felt  as  if  it  was  our  enemy,  and  that  I  must  j 
keep  my  eye  on  him  or  he  would  take  us 
at  a  disadvantage.  Suddenly  Amy  broke 
the  silence  :  "  Poor  mother  !  I  wonder  if  she 
is  getting  anxious."  Somehow  I  had  not 
thought  about  this  till  then ;  my  mind  had 
been  absorbed  with  the  one  consideration  of 
how  we  were  to  escape  being  caiight  by  the 
tide.  Amy's  remark  stung  me  with  a  sudden 
pang.  I  had  never  thought  of  my  mother's 
feelings  when  I  started  on  that  expedition. 
I  had  done  so  knowing  full  well  that  she 
would  not  have  wished  it  had  she  known,  and 
yet,  for  the  sake  of  my  own  pleasure,  I  had 
risked  causing  her  anxiety  and  anguish.  Of 
course,  now  I  saw  that  my  attempt  had  been 
a  foolish  one,  and  I  said  to  myself  had  I  only 
foreseen  how  it  would  end  I  would  not  have 
run  the  chance  of  causing  distress  to  my 
mother.  But,  unfortunately,  that  is  too  often 
the  way  with  us,  even  when  we  have  had 
more  experience  ;  we  learn  prudence  and  we 
think  of  other  people's  feelings  only  when  it 
is  too  late. 

Here  we  were  at  the  end  of  the  beach  at 
last.  It  was  nearly  five  o'clock,  and  it  would 
have  been  pitch-dark  but  that  the  moon  was 
shining  ;  the  mist  had  cleared  before  a  keen 
north  wind  which  made  us  shiver  and  long 
for  our  cosy  dining-room  and  the  scent  of  the 
tea-things.  But  as  we  drew  near  the  cliff  we 
saw  to  our  horror  that  the  sea  was  up  to  and 
several  yards  past  the  ledge  by  which  alone 
we  could  reach  Samson's  Opening.  This  was 
the  place  where  the  French  governess  had 
tumbled  in  last  summer,  and  even  in  daylight 
it  required  care  to  scramble  along  its  sides,  so 
that  had  we  not  been  caught  by  the  tide  it 
would  have  been  a  difficult  task  anyhow  to 
have  made  our  way  along  it  in  the  dark.  But 
we  could  not  even  reach  it  now  ;  at  low  water 
there  was  a  rough  but  fairly  broad  ledge  lead- 
ing from  the  end  of  the  opening  nearest  to  us 
along  the  face  of  the  cliff,  and  ending  with  an 
abrupt  drop  of  some  three  or  four  feet  on  the 
beach  of  the  bay  where  we  stood ;  but  now 
the  tide,  as  I  have  said,  was  long  past  this, 
and  even  above  the  ledge,  so  that  we  could 
not  have  waded  to  it.  About  halfway  between 
the  termination  of  this  ledge  and  the  spot 
where  we  stood,  there  was  a  small  ravine  in 
the  cliff,  down  which  fell  a  tiny  stream  ;  the 
sides  were  steep,  wet,  and  crumbly,  but  a  few 
stunted  bushes  grew  on  them,  and  it  was  just 
possible  to  scramble  part  of  the  way  up.  I 
knew  that  we  could  not  reach  the  top  of  the 
cliff  by  this  way,  for  I  had  often  tried  ;  it  was 
possible  to  get  within  ten  feet  of  the  top,  and 
then  further  ascent  was  checked  by  a  sheer 
precipice,  over  which  the  stream  fell  in  a  pretty 
cascade.  We  used  to  call  this  place  "  The 
Chimney,"  and  I  knew  it  well,  for  at  our  pic- 
nicslhad  often  scrambled  round  to  it  to  fill  the 
kettle.  I  also  knew  that  it  was  just  possible 
— but  a  dangerous  feat — to  climb  round  the 
face  of  the  cliff  from  the  lower  part  of  the 


Chimney  and  skirt  along  the  top  of  Samson's 
Opening.  I  had  done  it  once  with  my  eldest 
cousin,  and  I  had  been  thankful  when  I  got 
down  to  the  beach  again.  Yet  this  seemed 
our  only  chance  now.  While  I  was  pondering. 
Nubblings  reminded  me  of  our  having  done  it, 
"  Why  can't  we  go  that  way  ?  "  he  asked.  I 
said,  "  I  will  go  first  and  see  if  it  is  possible." 
In  my  own  mind  I  knew  it  must  be  impossible 
for  Amy,  but  I  had  a  hope  that  I  might  be 
able  to  get  round,  and  in  that  case  I  could 
procure  a  boat. 

I  waded  into  the  water  and  began  to  scramble 
up  the  Chimney.  It  was  no  easy  task,  but  I 
struggled  on  until  I  had  mounted  some  fifteen 
feet  above  the  water  to  where  there  was  a 
slight  projection  on  the  face  of  the  cliff.  I 
tried  it  cautiously  and  managed  to  get  a  foot- 
hold. By  degrees  I  worked  my  way  along  for 
about  ten  yards,  but  to  get  this  distance  took 
me  as  many  minutes.  I  was  holding  on  to  a 
bush  and  feeling  with  one  foot  for  the  next 
projection,  when  suddenly  that  on  which  my 
other  foot  rested  gave  way,  and  I  hung  by  my 
hands  wriggling  against  the  cliff;  I  heard 
the  broken  bit  of  sandstone  go  scattering  down 
the  cliff,  followed  by  a  shower  of  loose  pebbles, 
and  plunge  into  the  sea  below.  I  grew  sick  as 
I  thought  that  the  bush  to  which  I  clung  was 
giving  way  ;  I  hung  by  my  right  hand  and 
grasped  wildly  with  my  left  for  something  to 
catch  hold  of,  and  fortunately  succeeded  in 
reaching  a  tough  thorn.  Holding  the  bush 
with  as  little  weight  as  possible,  and  working 
with  knees  and  toes,  I  scrambled  up  again,  and 
with  no  little  difficulty  I  managed  to  get  back 
once  more  into  the  comparative  safety  of  the 
Chimney.  I  had  spent  about  a  quarter  of  an 
hour  on  this  fruitless  effort.  I  knew  it  was 
no  use  attempting  that  way  any  more ;  and 
even  if  it  had  been  still  feasible  for  myself  I 
was  too  unnerved  by  my  slip  to  try  it  again, 
while  it  was  simply  out  of  the  question  for  the 
others.  There  was  only  one  thing  left  for  us 
to  do.  There  was  a  small  cave  a  few  yards  up 
the  beach  in  the  corner  ;  we  could  find  shelter 
there  from  the  wind  and  wait  till  the  tide 
went  down  again.  When  I  had  recovered  my 
breath  I  half  slid,  half  climbed  down  the 
Chimney,  and  waded  back  to  Amy,  whom  I 
found  standing  alone,  shivering,  and  looking 
ghastly  pale  in  the  weird  moonhght. 

"  Where  is  Nubblings  ?  "  she  asked  as  I 
came  ashore. 

"  Nubblings  ?  "  said  I,  "  why  I  left  him 
with  you." 

"  Haven't  you  seen  him  ?  "  she  said  quickly; 
"  he  would  go  after  you,  though  I  told  him 
not  to." 

I  stared  at  Amy,  half-thinking  she  was 
joking,  but  her  frightened,  earnest  look, 
showed  me  it  was  no  joke. 

"  I  saw  him  go  round  the  corner  to  the  foot 
of  the  Chimney,"  said  she,  "  but  he  has  not 
come  back." 

I  turned  and  rushed  back  through  the  ice- 
cold  water,  which  had  chilled  me  to  the  very 
bone  by  now,  but  I  seemed  to  feel  nothing  in 
my  anxiety  as  to  what  had  become  of  my 
brother.  I  stood  at  the  foot  of  the  Chimney 
nearly  up  to  my  middle  in  the  sea  and 
shouted,  but  no  answer  came  back.  I  began 
to  scramble  up  the  ravine  again.  A  little  way 
up  I  stopped  and  shouted  again  two  or  three 
times.  I  fancied  once  that  I  heard  a  faint 
reply,  but  the  sea  kept  washing  up  the  sides 
with  a  hollow  noise,  and  the  wind  moaned 
down  the  opening  like  a  funnel,  so  that  I 
could  not  be  sure  that  my  imagination  had 
not  deceived  me.  I  climbed  higher.  I  came 
to  theprojection  where  I  had  tried  to  scramble 
round  the  cliff ;  I  looked  to  see  if  there  were 
any  traces  of  Nubblings  having  followed  me  ; 
then  I  remembered  that  had  he  done  so  I 
must  have  seen  him,  for  I  had  not  gone  more 
than  ten  yards  away.  Then  it  struck  me  thai, 
this  being  so,  the  only  way  he  could  have  es- 


caped my  notice  was  by  getting  to  the  top  of 
the  Chimney  ;  I  ought  to  have  remembered 
this  before.    So  I  pushed  on  with  more  con- 
fidence.   How  I  got  up  all  that  steep  way  in 
pitch-dark  (for  the  interior  of  the  Chimney 
was  for  the  most  part  in  deep  shadow)  I  can- 
not pretend  to  say.    I  believe  I  grasped  at 
anything  I  could,  I  used  hand  and  foot  and 
knee  and  shoulder  and  elbow,  sometimes  slip- 
ping down  a  foot  or  two,  sometimes  pausing 
for  breath  or  to  give  a  shout.    I  can  remember 
that  once,  and  once  only,  I  wondered  what 
\  my  clothes  would  be  like,  for  everywhere  the 
j  sandstone  was  wet  and  crumbling. 
1      At  length  I  reached  the  limit  of  my  climb ; 
I  the  thin,  white  line  of  the  fall  glimmered  a 
few  feet  in  front  of  me,  with  its  sheer  drop  of 
ten  feet,  splashing  into  a  small  basin  it  had 
formed  in  the  rock ;  there  was  the  hopeless 
precipice  before  me  and  on  either  side,  for 
there  was  a  kind  of  cup-like  hollow  in  the 
I  cliff  large  enough  to  hold  about  four  people 
1  huddled  close  together.    Nubblings  was  not 
j  there  !    I  scanned  the  precipice  carefully.  A 
I  broad  flood  of  moonlight  shone  across  the 
upper  part  of  one  side,  while  the  rest  was  in 
I  black  darkness  ;  there  was  no  sign  of  any  way 
by  which  he  could  possibly  have  reached  the 
top  of  the  cliff.    Where  could  he  be  ?  Had 
he  been  up  here  at  all  ?    My  heart  seemed  to 
stop  beating  as  suddenly  there  flashed  through 
my  brain  what  must  have  happened  ;  he  had 
tried  to  climb  after  me  up  the  Chimney,  and, 
either  in  getting  round  the  edge  where  I  had 
so  nearly  fallen,  or  even  before  reaching  that, 
he  had  slipped  down  ;  his  head  must  have 
struck  the  side  as  he  fell,  and  he  was  stunned 
before  he  reached  the  water ;  of  course,  all 
!  this  while  he  had  been  lying  at  the  bottom  of 

■  the  sea  at  the  foot  of  the  cliff,  up  which  I  had 
!  been  struggling  in  my  fruitless  search.   I  gave 

an  agonised  cry ;  my  limbs  trembled,  and 
almost  gave  way  altogether.  It  was  only  by 
a  strong  effort,  and  a  dim  hope  that  perhaps 
even  yet  I  might  be  mistaken,  that  I  managed 
to  climb  down.  It  took  me  longer  than  I 
expected.  When  at  last  I  slipped  down  the 
side  into  the  sea  I  found  it  above  my  waist. 
I  felt  about  on  the  bottom  with  my  feet  for 
my  brother's  body,  and  as  I  did  so  I  turned 
sick  and  giddy  ;  it  was  a  hopeless  task,  for  the 
tide  might  have  washed  him  under  a  rock  ; 
the  agony  of  searching  in  the  dark,  icy  water 
for  a  thing  I  dreaded  to  find  was  awful,  and 
yet  my  failure  scarcely  allowed  me  to  hope. 

I  struggled  to  the  shore,  only  to  find  Amy 
still  alone ;  there  had  been  no  sign  of  our 
brother.  She  divined  my  fears  even  before  I 
gained  the  beach.  "  Has  he  fallen  into  the 
water?  Is  he  drowned?"  she  cried;  and, 
before  I  could  attempt  any  answer  to  give  a 
ray  of  hope,  she  burst  into  a  passionate  wail 

1  of  sobs.    "  Oh  !  why  did  I  let  him  go  ?    Oh  ! 

I  I  wish  I  had  stopped  him  !  "    She  clung  to 

■  me  and  cried  bitterly.    It  may  seem  strange, 

I  but  at  that  moment  I  felt  stronger  than  if 
i  Amy  had  borne  her  grief  calmly  or  had  been 
hopeful.  I  felt  I  must  comfort  her,  and  I 
did  all  I  could  to  make  her  not  think  that 
she  was  to  blame  for  our  poor  brother. 

"  Did  you  hear  anything  fall  into  the  sea  ?  " 
I  asked  presently. 

"  No  ;  I  heard  nothing,"  she  replied. 

"  Did  you  not  even  hear  the  bit  of  rock  I 
kicked  down  ?  " 

"  No  ;  when  did  you  do  that  ?  " 

I  told  her  of  my  slip  on  the  face  of  the 
cliff ;  but  as  that  was  round  the  corner  it 
was  out  of  her  hearing;  the  foot  of  the 
Chimney  was  likewise  round  a  corner,  so  that 
it  was  quite  possible  that  a  person  standing 
where  Amy  was  would  not  distinguish  a 
splash  at  that  distance  in  the  confused  noise 
of  the  water  washing  along  the  hese  of  the 
cliff  and  surging  up  into  the  comer,  where  it 
met  the  shingly  beach.  We  stood  there, 
trembling  with  cold  and  dread,  and  shouted 
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•lor  Xubblings ;  we  coo-eed  again  and  again, 
•but  no  answer  came  back  ;  and  as  we  strained 
our  ears  to  catch  the  faintest  sound,  we  could 
hear  nothing  but  the  sullen,  pitiless  plunge 
•of  the  long,  slow  swell,  and  the  sharp  slap 
and  swish  with  which  it  swept  along  the  side 
of  the  cliff  before  it  broke  on  the  shingle  and 
frothed  up  to  and  round  our  feet,  driving 
us  back  every  now  and  then  further  up  the 
shore,  until  hope  died  out  of  our  hearts.  We 
■crept  into  the  cave.  I  fell  down  on  my  face 
.and  gave  way  to  a  fit  of  crying,  thinking  that 
Amy  could  not  see  me  in  the  dark.  I  seemed 
to  see  a  vision  continually  before  my  eyes,  of 
the  clear  green  water  at  the  foot  of  the 
Chimney,  and  my  broUier  lying  at  the  bottom 
with  his  arms  stretched  out  and  his  hair 
streaming  oH  his  forehead,  and  looking  up  at 
me  through  the  water.  I  went  over  again 
and  again  in  my  mind  what  might  have  been 
the  case  had  I  only  known  that  he  was  fol- 
lowing me — I  could  have  stopped  him  and 
sent  him  back,  or  I  could  have  helped  him 
up  to  a  safer  place — and  so  I  gradually  fell 
into  a  sort  of  dreaming  doze,  and  I  fancied 
that  Nubblings  had  walked  into  the  cave  and 
spoke  to  me.  So  clearly  I  heard  his  voice 
that  I  started  up  and  looked,  but  I  only  saw 
Amy  sitting  in  a  patch  of  moonlight,  with 
her  back  against  the  rock  and  her  face  turned 
towards  the  mouth  of  the  cave.  She  did  not 
move,  and  I  sat  idly  looking  at  her.  I  do 
not  know  that  any  very  clear  thoughts  occu- 
pied my  mind ;  I  felt  too  weary  and  stupefied 
to  think.  I  can  only  remember  noticing  a 
crack  in  the  side  of  the  cave,  which  began 
just  above  Amy's  head  and  ran  up  into  the 
roof.  My  eye  followed  it  up  and  down  and 
traced  out  its  branches,  and  I  wondered  why 
they  went  no  farther,  and  what  had  caused 
ihem.  It  looked  like  a  river  on  a  map, 
and  I  began  to  try  and  make  it  do  for  the 
Ganges,  but  it  would  branch  off  at  the  wrong 
place ;  so  I  tried  the  Indus,  but  found  that 
fruitless  ;  and  I  was  still  stupidly  puzzling 
•over  this,  without  the  slightest  interest,  and 
without  being  really  quite  aware  that  I  was 
•doing  so,  for  my  mind  was  beginning  to  re- 
volve how  I  should  break  the  news  of  our 
brother's  death  to  my  parents,  when  Amy 
;gave  a  cry,  "  The  tide's  coming  into  the 
■cave  !  " 

I  looked  round.  A  boulder  about  two  feet 
high,  covered  with  tangle,  was  at  the  en- 
trance, and  between  it  and  the  side  of  the 
«ave  I  saw  the  moonlight  glittering  on  a  few 
foam-bubbles  left  by  the  last  wave.  The 
cave,  it  will  be  remembered,  was  at  the  corner 
of  the  beach,  and  did  not  directly  face  the 
sea,  so  we  had  not  been  aware  of  the  ap- 
proaching tide  till  it  flowed  round  the  corner 
■of  the  entrance.  Presently  another  wave 
came  and  swept  round  the  boulder.  We  got 
up  and  retreated  to  the  end  of  the  cave ;  it 
was  only  about  four  yards  long  ;  there  was  a 
low  shelf  of  rock,  with  a  fringe  of  seaweed 
"hanging  from  it,  running  along  the  side.  I 
guessed  that  the  tide  would  be  rising  for  at 
least  an  hour  and  a  half  more.  Of  course  it 
would  reach  the  end  of  the  cave,  but  we 
might  escape  it  by  getting  on  the  shelf.  Ac- 
cordingly I  helped  Amy  up,  and  then  got 
up  beside  her,  and  we  sat  there  in  silence, 
huddling  together  for  warmth.  I  was  wet 
up  to  my  middle  ;  my  hands  were  numbed  ; 
I  crossed  my  arms  and  tucked  my  hands 
under  my  armpits  for  warmth,  as  my  pockets 
were  soaking.  Amy  rested  her  head  on  my 
shoulder  and  folded  her  hands  on  her  lap. 
We  could  feel  each  other  shivering  all  through 
those  long  hours  of  misery.  We  fell  into  a 
kind  of  half-unconsciousness,  every  now  and 
then  opening  our  eyes  to  see  how  far  the  tide 
had  come.  I  can  remember  how  I  watched 
the  boulder  at  the  entrance  disappear  gra- 
dually, till  at  last  I  could  only  see  just 
ithe  tangle  swaying  about  on  the  water.  I 


knew  that  then  the  tide  was  washing  the 
very  end  of  the  cave,  and  occasionally  the 
water  lapped  up  and  touched  our  feet.  The 
ray  of  moonlight  had  shifted  out  of  our 
cave,  and  I  could  only  make  out  a  dull,  grey, 
irregular  archway  where  the  entrance  was, 
witli  a  dim  glimmer  on  the  water,  except 
where  the  black  patch  of  weed  over  the 
boulder  swayed  about. 
By-and-by  I  noticed  that  the  water  was 
I  no  longer  lapping  up  to  our  feet.  I  wondered 
what  the  time  was,  but  it  was  impossible  to 
see  iny  watch.  Amy  seemed  asleep  ;  she 
had  been  moaning  from  time  to  time,  but 
she  had  not  spoken  a  word  for  hours.  I 
wondered  if  she  would  be  very  ill  after  this  ; 
I  wondered  if  she  would  be  strong  enough  to 
walk  home ;  then  I  wondered  if  she  would 
be  able  to  scramble  along  the  rocks  at  Sam- 
son's Opening.  My  mind  was  so  dazed  that 
what  ought  to  have  been  my  first  considera- 
tion seemed  to  occur  to  it  last.  I  know  I 
was  revolving  a  plan  of  leaving  her  in  the 
cave  and  running  home  for  a  boat,  and  I  was 
calculating  how  long  this  would  take  when 
I  noticed  that  the  top  of  the  boulder  was 
uncovered  once  more  and  half  of  the  cave 
was  dry. 

For  a  moment  a  feeling  akin  to  joy  rose  up 
i  in  my  mind,  but  it  was  followed  immediately 
by  the  thought  that  as  soon  as  we  left  the 
cave  I  must  prepare  to  take  our  awful  news 
home  to  my  parents.  Again  and  again 
through  those  cruel,  miserable  hours  my 
mother's  face  had  passed  before  my  eyes  on 
the  blackness ;  sometimes  my  father's  was 
with  it,  just  a  little  behind  it,  as  it  were  ; 
I  sometimes  it  was  alone.  The  eyes  never 
j  looked  at  me,  the  brows  never  frowned,  there 
was  no  expression  of  anger,  scarcely,  I 
thought,  of  reproach ;  but  only  a  look  of 
quiet,  deep  sorrow,  as  if  they  felt  something 
which  I  could  not  understand  ;  it  was  the 
expression  they  wore  when  the  news  came  of  | 
my  eldest  brother's  death  in  India.  Again 
and  again  I  wondered  what  they  were  doing 
to  find  us,  and  how  I  should  meet  them 
without  Nubblings. 

Shortly  after  I  had  noticed  the  turn  of  the 
tide,  and  while  I  was  still  pondering  thus,  I 
was  startled  by  hearing  the  regular  creak  of 
oars  ;  at  the  same  moment  the  entrance  was 
darkened,  and  I  sav/  a  boat,  with  oars  just 
being  shipped,  come  gliding  in  past  the  boul- 
der ;  its  keel  grated  on  the  shingle,  and  be- 
fore I  could  distinguish  how  many  figures 
were  in  it  I  heard  my  father's  voice  call  to 
me.  Amy,  who  had  been  sound  asleep,  started 
up  with  a  cry  ;  we  both  slipped  off  our  seat 
to  the  ground,  but  we  were  so  weak  and 
numbed  and  stiff  with  the  cold  that  we  stum- 
bled and  fell  forward  on  our  knees.  The  next 
moment  Amy  was  snatched  up  by  her  father, 
who  had  felt  her  at  his  feet  in  the  pitch  dark- 
ness ;  I  could  hear  her  sobbing  on  his  shoul- 
der, and  I  could  hear  him  as  he  stroked  her 
hair  and  patted  her,  crooning  over  her  and 
calling  her  by  his  pet  name  for  her. 

The  instant  after  Amy  gave  her  cry  my 
heart  leapt  up  with  a  bound  of  joy  I  could 
not  dare  to  believe.  Nubblings's  voice 
shouted  "  Hurrah  !  I  knew  they  would  be 
here  !  "  I  heard  him  come  tumbling  out  over 
the  side  of  the  boat ;  I  rushed  forward  and 
almost  fell  over  him  in  the  darkness.  I 
hugged  him  till  he  shouted  and  struggled  to 
be  let  go.  "  Where  did  you  get  to  ?  "  I  asked. 
But  his  reply  was  checked  by  my  father,  who 
bade  him  keep  his  story  till  we  were  going 
home  ;  meanwhile  we  were  made  to  swallow 
some  cordial  and  eat  some  biscuits.  We 
were  both  wrapped  up  in  shawls  and  placed 
in  the  stern  of  the  boat,  with  Nubblings  be- 
tween us,  each  of  us  having  an  arm  tiglit 
round  him. 

"  Now,  zur,  yew  get  in,"  said  the  well- 
known  voice  of  Bateman,  the  coastguard,  to 


my  father.  Father  stepped  in,  and  got  his 
oar  out ;  Bateman  shoved  us  off,  and,  walking 
into  the  sea  till  we  were  well  afloat,  jumped 
in  over  the  gunwale,  and  taking  his  paddle 
(as  he  called  the  par)  turned  the  boat's  head 
home.  As  he  did  so  he  remarked  to  me, 
"  Yew  mebbe  thankful  that  the  wind  were  off 
shore;  if  there  had  been  any  say  on"  (he 
always  called  the  "  sea  "  the  "  say  "),  "  Miss 
Amy  and  yew  would  not  have  been  here 
now." 

While  he  and  father  rowed  us  along  fast  on 
the  ebbing  tide  Nubblings  told  us  his  story. 
He  had  not  gone  up  the  Chimney  at  all ;  he 
had  started  with  the  intention  of  following 
me,  but  not  being  able  to  see  anything  of  me 
(for  by  the  time  he  reached  the  foot  of  the 
Chimney  I  was  too  far  up  for  him  to  see,  and 
the  splashing  of  the  stream  prevented  his 
hearing  me),  he  concluded  that  I  had  tried  to 
swim  to  Samson's  Opening.  Accordingly  he 
determined  to  follow.  Of  course  the  cold  took 
away  his  breath  at  once,  tliough,  for  his  age, 
he  was  a  capital  swimmer,  and  seeing  a  ledge 
of  rock  he  made  for  it  and  clambered  up.  He 
now  found  himself  standiiig  just  above  the 
very  ledge  by  which  we  used  to  scramble  round 
from  Samson's  Opening  to  the  cave-beach,  and 
though  this  ledge  was  a  foot  or  so  under 
water  he  knew  it  well  enough  to  be  able  to 
continue  his  way  along  in  safety  until  he  got 
past  the  Opening  and  reached  the  bay  on 
the  other  side.  He  had  shouted  to  us,  but 
as  the  wind  was  blowing  off'  shore,  and  he 
was  far  round  the  corner,  of  course  we  had 
not  heard.  From  the  bay  beyond  Samson's 
Opening  it  was  easy  to  clamber  over  the 
lower  part  of  the  cliff  into  Spaniard's  Cove, 
and  once  there  he  was  safe.  He  set  off  home 
as  fast  as  he  could,  but  being  faint  with  hun- 
ger and  stiff  with  wet  and  cold  he  had  not  got 
in  till  nearly  eight  o'clock.  He  found  our 
mother  in  the  greatest  anxiety,  and  my  father 
had  gone  out  to  look  for  us.  My  mother  sent 
a  servant  off  to  Bateman  to  go  round  for  us 
in  his  boat,  but  Bateman  was  out  helping  my 
father  ;  so  that,  with  one  delay  and  another, 
the  start  was  not  made  till  nine  o'clock. 
Nubblings,  of  course,  ought  to  have  gone 
straight  into  a  hot  bath  and  then  to  bed  ; 
but  that  young  man,  having  secured  his  sup- 
per (which  our  old  nurse  brought  up  to  his 
bedroom),  made  up  his  mind  that  he  would 
not  miss  the  glory  of  leading  the  expedition 
for  our  rescue.  He  had  no  doubt  that  his 
experience  would  be  indispensable  to  his 
elders,  and  that  they  would  be  helpless  without 
his  services.  As  soon  as  nurse  had  left  him 
he  jumped  out  of  bed,  put  on  dry  clothes,  and, 
running  the  gauntlet  of  thenursery  and  dining- 
room,  escaped  undiscovered,  and  arrived  at  the 
boat  just  as  it  was  being  shoved  off.  Father 
was  going  to  send  him  back,  but  when  Bate- 
man suggested,  "  Perhaps  Mas'r  Leshe  may 
be  able  to  show  us  where  he  see'd  'em  last," 
Nubblings  was  admitted  into  the  boat,  and 
forthwith  installed  himself  as  boatswain,  pilot, 
and  commodore  all  in  one.  Under  his  direc- 
tions they  made  for  our  cave,  and  in  little  more 
than  an  hour  after  our  rescue  we  were  safe 
and  warm  in  bed. 

When  I  felt  my  mother's  arms  round  my 
neck  that  night,  after  I  was  in  bed,  I  made 
a  silent  vow  in  the  depth  of  my  heart.  I 
did  not  say  it  in  so  many  words  to  myself,  but 
I  felt  that  I  had  made  the  vow ;  I  have  lived 
to  thank  God  that  I  made  it,  and  that  I  have 
been  able  to  keep  it,  although  once  it  cost  me 
a  bitter  struggle  with  self  ;  but,  thank  God, 
I  kept  my  vow  then,  and  it  saved  me  (I  have 
since  learned)  from  what  would  have  spoilt 
my  own  life's  happiness  and  that  of  others. 
My  vow  was  this  :  Never  again  to  do  anjrthing 
that  I  could  not  tell  my  father  of,  or  thai 
might  causa  my  mother  rain. 
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SOMETHING    LIKE   AN  ENTHUSIAST. 

This  is  how  our  young  friend  Beethoven  Mendelssohn  Handel  Jones  ("  More  money  than  wit,"  Gruffins  says)  has  furnished  his  new  music  ■ 
room.    "  Only  wants  a  few  fiddle-pattern  spoons  and  some  tuning -taiks,''''  says  GrufSns  again,  "  to  make  the  thing  complete  !  " 


clined  planes,  down  which  we  had  to  shoot 
the  mails  into  receptacles  for  "  disinfection." 

I  didn't  mind  it  much,  because  some  bushes 
which  grew  in  a  corner  of  the  yard  foirmed  a 
happy  hunting-ground  for  me  during  the  half- 
hom''s  detention,  rarely  failing  to  yield  some- 
thing desirable  in  the  way  of  beetles  or  cater- 
pillars ;  pretty  httle  hzards,  too,  darted  about 
the  sunny  walls  or  peeped  in  and  out  from 
the  eaves  of  the  roof  erected  as  a  shelter  in 
ease  of  rain.  I  even  caught  one  there  on  a 
Christmas  Day.  Sundry  other  mail-officers 
and  surgeons,  however,  seemed  to  bear  their 
captivity  with  less  equanimity,  and,  finding 
no  comfort  in  lizards  and  beetles,  beguiled 
the  time  by  recording  on  the  much-scribbled 
whitewashed  walls  their  opinions  on  the  in- 
stitution of  quarantine  in  general,  of  its  ad- 
ministration at  Lisbon  in  particular,  and  then- 
impressions  of  the  whole  Portuguese  race. 

Well,  my  frog  escaped  quarantine  detention 
at  Lisbon  {Lisboa  they  call  it  there)  at  any 
rate,  whatever  may  have  happened  to  some 
of  his  fellow-passengers,  and  reached  me  safe 
and  sound  in  a  bos  of  hay.  I  was  rather 
puzzled  to  know  what  to  do  with  him.  To 
begin  with,  he  was  very  thin,  and  rather  weak, 
though  a  fine  specimen ;  but  then,  in  all 
probability,  he  had  had  nothing  to  eat  for 
nearly  a  year.  He  had  not  fed  at  all,  though 
food  had  been  offered  to  him,  since  his  capture 
two  months  before  in  the  far  south  of  South 
America ;  furtheiTnore,  he  must  have  beeix 


WHEN  the  Pacific  Steam  Navigation  Com- 
pany's good  ship  Potosi  steamed  slowly 
up  the  Tagus  Kiver  and  dropped  her  "  mud- 
hook,"  as  sailors  call  the  anchor,  off  Belem 
on  November  29,  1889,  I  don't  suppose  that 
the  name  of  Ceratophrys  ornata  appeared 
on  the  passenger  list  handed  to  the  health 
authoritie^s  through  the  little  wire-shuttered 
window  in  the  quarantine  ground.  Yet  he 
was  on  board. 

Belem  is  some  few  miles  below  Lisbon 
proper,  with  which,  however,  it  is  connected 
by  houses  and  tram-roads  all  the  way.  Its 
beautiful  ancient  tower  is  a  conspicuous  mark 
on  the  river,  and  the  flat  sandy  beach  forms 
a  favourite  bathing-station  for  the  city  during 
the  warm  period  of  the  year.  Ships  desirous 
of  entering  the  port  wait  here  to  receive 
"  pratique  " — permission,  that  is,  to  commu- 
nicate with  the  shore  and  discharge  cargo 
and  passengers,  accorded  when  the  sanitary 
officials  are  satisfied  that  those  on  board  are 
healthy,  and  that  no  epidemics  prevail  in  the 
countries  from  which  they  hail ;  they  then 
usually  proceed  and  take  up  their  position 
opposite  what  Englishmen  term  "Black 
Horse  Square,"  said  to  be  the  largest  open 
space  in  any  European  city. 

If  pratique  is  refused,  the  vessel  must  go  no 
higher,  and  must  display  the  yeUow  flag  at 
her  fore  ;  quarantine  officers  board  her  and 
remain  until  her  departure  to  see  that  no 
breach  of  the  regulations  takes  place.  Such 
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cargo  as  is  destined  for  Lisbon  is  lowered 
into  special  lighters  and  towed  off  to  be 
fumigated,  while  those  unhappy  passengers 
whose  voyage  ends  there  are  sent  off  in  boats 
kept  for  the  purpose  to  spend  a  specified 
number  of  days  in  isolation  in  the  lazaretto 
on  the  opposite  bank  of  the  river,  from  which  a 
dreary  waste  of  sand-hills  stretches  away  to  the 
sea,  crowned  by  swarms  of  whirling  windmills. 

What  have  Portuguese  quarantine  restric- 
tions to  do  with  barking  frogs  ?  Nothing. 
But  the  letter  despatched  to  me  by  overland 
mail,  giving  me  notice  to  expect  the  strange 
amphibian  in  a  few  days,  was  dated  from  "  Off 
Belem  Castle,  Lisbon,"  and  that  set  me  think- 
ing of  the  old  times  when  I,  in  my  official 
capacity  as  surgeon  of  the  mail-steamer  just 
arrived  from  Brazil  or  the  Eiver  Plate,  used 
to  be  marched  off  like  a  criminal  between 
guards  to  the  quarantine  station  above  the 
beach,  and  there  locked  up  in  a  little  white- 
washed courtyard,  where  I  might  be  cautiously 
surveyed  and  my  bills  of  health  received 
through  the  barred  window  aforesaid. 

If  the  report  was  considered  satisfactory,  an 
official  hand  would  presently  be  extended 
throiigh  the  bars  into  my  cage  (they  were  not 
afraid  that  I  should  bite),  to  be  grasped  by 
mine  in  an  official  salutation.  If  not — and  a 
single  case  of  yellow  fever  occurring  months 
before  in  any  port  at  which  we  had  touched 
I  would  be  sufficient  to  condemn  us — big  trap- 
'  doors  were  opened  in  the  wall,  disclosmg  in- 
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■aaught  just  about  the  end  of  the  winter  there 
— September— and  these  creatures,  like  our 
own  frogs  and  toads,  lie  torpid  and  dormant 
all  through  the  cold  weather. 

No  wonder  he  was  thin,  though  a  year, 
more  or  less,  of  fasting  isn't  much  to  a  ba- 
trachian.  But  you  see  my  difficulty  was  that 
it  was  already  early  winter  here,  and  I  feared 
that  he  was  hardly  in  condition  to  undergo  a 
second  hybernation  (or  winter  sleep),  during 
which,  of  course,  he  would  take  no  nourish- 
ment. And  although  I  could  easily  have  kept 
him  at  summer  heat  in  my  cages  by  artificial 
warmth,  as  I  do  my  reptiles,  animals  of  his 
kind  seem  always  to  seek  retirement  in  the 
winter,  even  if  kept  hot.  Snakes  and  alli- 
gators, on  the  other  hand,  don't  care  a  bit  for 
hybernating  as  long  as  they  are  warm,  and 
will  go  on  feeding  all  the  year  round  ;  while 
the  chameleons,  again,  however  hot  you  keep 
them,  die  if  they  are  deprived  of  sunshine. 

It  seems  rather  hard  lines,  though,  that 
in  some  countries  certain  creatures — such 
as  land-shells  and  sundry  amphibians,  this 
barking  frog  amongst  them— are  compelled 
to  CBstivate,  to  bury  or  seclude  themselves 
during  the  great  heat  of  summer,  as  well  as 
to  go  to  bed  through  the  winter  months.  I 
was  naturally  anxious,  therefore,  that  my 
South  American  guest  should  get  a  good 
supper,  as  well  as  the  breakfast  greatly  over- 
due. 

I  compromised  the  matter,  and  let  him  de- 
cide for  himself.  I  put  him  in  a  box  of  earth 
and  turf,  one  end  of  which  was  heated  and 
furnished  with  water,  the  other  cool  enough 
to  serve  as  a  bedroom.  He  chose  the  warm 
end,  and  there  he  lay  all  the  winter,  bathing 
occasionally,  but  never,  as  far  as  I  could  ais- 
«over,  taking  any  of  the  lobworms,  maggots, 
or  cockroaches  with  which  he  was  liberally 
supplied,  and  never  attempting  to  bury  him- 
self. For  weeks  at  a  time  he  would  lie  in  one 
position,  without  apparently  stirring  a  toe  ; 
but  sometimes  in  the  dead  of  night,  when  I 
was  sitting  near  quietly  writing,  he  would  say 
'  Warr  1  "  in  a  weird,  mournful  voice,  some- 
ihing  like  a  slight  "  squawk  "  from  a  parrot 
— very  startling  and  creepy  at  that  hour.  But 
I  don't  think  he  was  unhappy.  After  all,  he 
•wasn't  much  worse  off  in  a  warm  box  under 
a  limited  monarchy  than  at  the  bottom  of  a 
ditch  in  the  Argentine  Eepublic. 

Do  you  know  what  a  barking  frog,  this 
"  Adorned  Ceratophrys,"  is  like  ?  A  barking 
frog  is  something  more  than  a  frog  that  barks 
(some  of  them  won't  bark  at  all).  It's  a  most 
unearthly-looking  beast,  more  like  the  old 
pictures  of  demon  "  familiar  spirits  "  than 
any  respectable  flesli-and-blood  amphibian. 
To  begin  with,  it  is  about  four  times  the  size 
of  our  biggest  English  frog,  and  nearly  cir- 
cular in  outline.  Take  a  thick  penny  bun 
(they  used  to  make  them  thicker  for  a  penny 
than  they  do  now),  and  shave  off  two  little 
slices  along  the  side  in  one  place,  so  as  to 
make  a  slight  point.  That  will  represent  all 
the  difference  the  enormous  head  makes  ;  in 
fact,  you  have  to  look  rather  closely  when  he 
is  squatting  on  the  ground  to  see  which  is 
head  and  which  is  the  other  end — tail,  of 
course,  he  has  none,  and  no  more  trace  of  a 
neck  than  a  crab  has.  Paint  your  bun  grass- 
green,  and  then  speckle  it  all  over  with  little 
black  rings;  pinch  the  dough  all  up  towards 
the  centre,  so  as  to  make  a  kind  of  ridge,  and 
finally  mount  it  on  four  ridiculously  thin  legs, 
like  matches,  set  very  far  back  from  the  head, 
and  there  you  have  a  sort  of  rough  represen- 
-tation  of  an  escuerzo,  as  this  frog  is  called 
down  in  the  countries  bordering  the  Eiver 
Plate. 

But  if  you  can't  see  at  a  glance  where  his 
Tiead  is,  you  very  soon  find  out  when  you 
icome  to  pick  him  up,  especially  if  you  catch 
'hold  of  him  on  that  side,  for  they  bite  furi- 
ously do  these  escuerzos.    Their  mouths  are 


enormously  wide,  and  their  jaws  like  steel; 
and  when  they  catch  hold  of  you  they  hold 
on,  growling,  so  that  you  may  lift  them  up 
and  shake  your  hand  with  all  your  might 
without  making  them  let  go  ;  and  indeed  it 
is  generally  necessary  to  pull  them  off  by 
main  force.  They  not  only  draw  blood,  but 
leave  a  nasty  pinched  bruise  behind.  At  the 
same  time  their  shape  is  such  and  their  ac- 
tivity in  turning  is  so  limited  that  it  is  very 
easy  to  handle  them  without  being  bitten,  by 
holding  them  anywhere  but  in  front.  And  I 
need  hardly  say  that  they  are  utterly  un- 
deserving of  the  terrible  reputation  which 
they  bear  at  home,  even  amongst  educated 
dwellers  in  those  regions.  If  you  ever  go 
there  you  will  find  that  the  very  name  of 
escuerzo  raises  a  shudder,  and  that  th^  poor 
little  creature  is  dreaded  more  than  the  really 
venomous  vibora  de  la  cruz,  the  "  Viper  of 
the  Cross,"  a  very  poisonous  snake  which 
haunts  the  southern  pampas. 

These  frogs  are  very  numerous,  even  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  great  cities,  being  frequently 
discovered  in  weUs  and  other  damp  situations, 
but — unless  you  come  across  one  and  can  cap- 
ture it  for  yourself — it  is  almost  impossible 
to  secure  a  live  specimen.  No  peon,  Indian 
or  Gaucho,  will  go  within  ten  yards  of  one  if 
he  knows  it,  and  white  people  believe  im- 
plicitly all  the  dreadful  tales  told  of  its  spitting 
a  deadly  venom  which  drives  those  on  whom 
it  falls  raving  mad,  while  its  bite  is  certain 
death.  A  curious  superstition  concerning  it 
is,  that  it  will  seize  and  hold  on  to  a  red-hot 
iron  without  injury,  its  virulence  actually 
cooling  the  metal !  And  in  vain  have  I 
attempted  to  prove  its  harmless  nature,  and 
to  show  that  it  was  capable  of  working  no 
more  evil  than  a  kitten  or  a  puppy,  by  allow- 
ing it  to  close  its  jaws  on  my  arm.  They 
only  looked  upon  it  as  a  trick,  feeling  con- 
vinced that  my  flesh  must  have  been  "  pre- 
pared "  with  an  "antidote,"  while  Indians 
and  Basques  merely  regarded  me  as  in  league 
with  the  supernatural — a  very  ordinary  and 
matter-of-fact  belief  with  them  ! 

Venomous  to  some  extent  it  is,  certainly, 
like  our  own  British  toad  ;  that  is  to  say,  the 
perspiration  of  its  skin  when  angry  is  of  a 
burning  and  acrid  character,  causing  pain 
and  inflammation  if  it  gets  into  the  eyes  or 
in  contact  with  a  sore  place,  and  irritating 
enough  to  make  a  dog  who  has  been  so  rash 
as  to  pick  one  up,  drop  it  and  foam  at  the 
mouth ;  in  fact,  this  moisture  constitutes  the 
animal's  defence,  and  I  have  even  known  a  dog 
to  die  from  the  effects  of  holding  a  common 
toad  in  its  mouth  for  a  few  moments. 

I  have  lent  my  barking  frog  to  the  Zoo- 
logical Gardens  for  a  little  while ;  so  when 
you  go  there  these  Christmas  holidays  look 
out  for  him  in  the  lobby  of  the  Keptile  House 
("  Adorned  Ceratophrys  "  will  be  the  name 
on  the  label,  I  expect,  and  I  think  you'll  find 
him  in  the  glass  case  nearest  the  right-hand 
door  leading  into  the  snakes').  Very  likely  he 
will  have  buried  himself  under  the  grass  and 
moss,  or  have  taken  up  his  quarters  under  the 
saucer  of  water  ;  if  so,  ask  the  keeper  to  dig 
him  up  for  you,  and  then  most  likely  you'll 
hear  him  bark.  I  say  most  likely,  because 
frogs  are  like  boys — they  don't  always  do  just 
what  they  are  wanted  to.  Some  specimens, 
too,  are  much  quieter  than  others,  and  some 
(this  applies  to  escuerzos  only)  won't  bark  at 
all. 

However,  this  one  of  mine  not  only  barks 
vociferously,  but  keeps  up  a  sort  of  shrill 
snarl  between,  for  all  the  world  like  a  little 
yapping,  spiteful,  black-and-tan  terrier — and 
it  really  is  the  funniest  performance.  At 
every  bark  he  opens  his  great  wide  mouth, 
and  the  effort  seems  nearly  to  turn  him  over, 
bobbing  his  nose  right  down  to  the  ground. 
I  have  mentioned  how  far  back  the  legs  are 
— this  is  because  the  head  takes  up  such  a 


large  proportion  of  the  body — so  the  poor 
escuerzo  is  overweighted  in  front — as  a  sailor 
would  say,  "  down  by  the  bow."  And  although 
he  shows  fight  so  pugnaciously  (for  he  comes 
straight  at  you),  he  is  so  awkward  in  slewing 
round  that  it  is  perfectly  easy  to  drop  the 
hand  behind  him  and  pick  him  up  at  any 
moment ;  nevertheless,  one  can  quite  imagine 
that  it  must  be  very  alarming  to  meet  such  a 
diabolical  little  apparition  unexpectedly,  say 
in  a  cavern  or  at  the  bottom  of  a  dry  well,  to 
any  one  unacquainted  with  its  true  character, 
or,  worse  still,  imbued  with  a  belief  in  all  the 
horrors  ascribed  to  it. 

There  is  another  species  found  in  the  same 
part  of  the  world,  which  has  horns  on  its 
head.  This  "  barks,"  too,  but  the  noise  pro- 
duced is  more  of  a  squeak — more  like  the 
vjcrp  of  those  toys  which  used  to  delight  my 
childhood's  days,  elicited  by  pressing  together 
the  little  bellows-like  arrangement  on  which 
the  dog,  cat,  sheep,  canary,  or  elephant  was 
placed  (they  all  had  the  same  voice).  I 
suppose  these  ancient  toys  will  be  quite  super 
seded  now  by  the  applications  of  the  phono, 
graph,  when  dolls  ask  for  bread-and-butter 
and  repeat  "  Mary  had  a  little  lamb,"  and 
elegant  models  of  birds  and  beasts  will  re- 
l)roduce  the  actual  song  and  roar  of  their 
living  originals. 

My  frog  wouldn't  feed  for  a  long  time,  not 
until  long  after  the  summer  had  come,  so 
that  he  probably  fasted  for  fifteen  or  eighteen 
months.  Eut  he  grew  very  lively  and  savage, 
so  at  last  I  hit  on  a  plan  which  succeeded  ad- 
mirably. I  used  to  stu-  him  up,  and  hold  a 
dead  mouse  in  front  of  him  till  he  barked, 
then  I  popped  the  mouse  in  his  mouth,  and 
instantly  shut  down  the  lid  of  his  box,  leav- 
ing him  in  darkness  undisturbed.  He  would 
hold  the  mouse  in  his  jaws  for  a  long  time 
in  anger,  then  I  suppose  it  would  begin  to 
dawn  upon  him  that  it  was  something  more 
interesting  than  a  mere  enemy — anyhow,  as 
a  rule,  the  mouse  was  swallowed,  and  he 
soon  waxed  fat  and  strong.  In  their  native 
haunts  they  live  ou  rats,  mice,  frogs,  and 
similar  small  quadrupeds,  as  well  as  beetles, 
slugs,  and  probably  fish.  Do  you  know  (few 
people  do)  that  our  common  toad  will  some- 
times catch  and  eat  mice  ? 

These  escuerzos  are  very  interesting  to 
naturalists  because  in  the  skin  of  their  backs 
little  plates  of  bone  are  found,  and  this  shows 
a  sort  of  relationship  with  certain  animals 
long  since  extinct,  but  discovered  now  and  then 
in  a  fossil  state.  But  what  strikes  one  most 
is  the  odd,  uncanny,  misshapen  sort  of  form 
of  the  creature.  The  other  day  I  exhibited  a 
lot  of  my  animals  in  a  tent  at  a  f^te  given  in 
aid  of  the  funds  of  a  local  charity.  Hundreds 
of  people  came  to  look  at  them,  and  I  noticed 
that  this  great  frog  attracted  more  attention 
than  all  the  serpents,  lizards,  and  crocodiles, 
though  he  was  unusually  quiet  that  day. 

What  unexpected  noises  some  creatures 
make  !  One  generally  finds  that  what  we 
may  call  vocal  peculiarities  are  considered 
sufficiently  remarkable  to  give  the  animal  its 
popular  name — witness  this  "  barking  "  frog, 
the  "  laughing  "  hyiBna,  the  "  laughing  " 
jackass  (a bird),  "screamers,"  "trumpeters," 
"  howler  "  monkeys,  in  which  a  bone  in  the 
throat  is  hollow  and  serves  as  a  sort  of  wind 
instrument,  and  many  others.  The  "  talk- 
ing fish,"  which  does  really  say  something 
like  "papa"  and  "mamma,"  is  a  seal;  but 
"  singing  fish,"  emitting  a  continuous  musi- 
cal note  like  a  Jew's-harp,  are  a  fact,  though 
I  am  afraid  the  "whistling  oyster,"  alluded 
to  in  the  old  song,  is  not  yet  included  m  the 
domain  of  zoology  stern  and  proper.  In 
Sumatra  there  is  an  earth-worm  which  pro- 
duces a  sharp  sound  at  night  like  the 
"  screeking  "  of  a  slate  pencil ;  and  the  death'a- 
head  moth  of  these  islands  will  squeak  like  a 
mouse. 
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"  T  ooK  here,  Trevov,  I  vote  we  sit  up,  too." 

Ju  "  All  right,  Stanleigh,  old  man ;  I 
don't  see  why  we  fellows  shouldn't  observe 
for  once  as  well  as  the  doctor.  What  do 
you  think,  Walters — and  you,  Howard — is  it 
agreed  ? " 

"Jolly  good  idea,"  exclaimed  Walters;  "it 
won't  be  half  bad  fun  to  hear,  next  Friday, 
what  the  doctor  has  observed ;  perhaps  we 
shall  be  able  to  put  him  right  on  a  point  or 

two;  but  Why,  Howard,  you  look  as  sleepy 

as  an  owl  already  ;  won't  you  join  in,  too  ?  " 

"  Like  old  Winks,"  put  in  Howard,  sti- 
fling an  ill-suppressed  yawn  and  suddenly 
brisking  up. 

The  above  conversation  took  place  out- 
side the  big  school  at  St.  Vesper's,  and  had 
reference  to  the  weekly  lecture  on  astronomy 
just  delivered  by  the  head-master,  who,  in 
addition  to  being  an  ex-Fellow  of  Balliol, 
was  also  a  distinguished  F.E.A.S.,  and  an 
enthusiastic  student  of  everything  pertaining 
to  the  celestial  bodies.  As  a  rule  these 
Friday- afternoon  dissertations  on  the  solar 
and  other  systems  were  delivered  to  a  some- 
what unappreciative  audience,  in  the  ears  of 
whom,  however,  the  doctor's  words  of  wisdom 
had  one  merit,  namely,  that  they  never  con- 
tinued more  than  half  an  hour  ! 

This  afternoon  things  haci  Deen  decidedly 
more  lively  than  usual.  Tntenti  omnes  tene- 
baiitque  ora  was  the  order  of  the  day,  for 
the  head-master  had  announced  for  the  suc- 
ceeding night  a  most  wonderful  astronomical 
phenomenon,  which,  as  some  readers  will  re- 
collect, actually  transpired  a  score  or  so  years 
ago,  and  even  the  fourth-form  boys  mentioned 
above,  instead  of  preparing  the  next  day's 
repetition  lesson  during  the  astronomy  half- 
hour,  had  displayed  a  very  fair  amount  of 
interest  in  the  subject.  Stanleigh's  ideas  on 
most  .subjects  were  decidedly  confused,  and 
almost  less  lucid  on  matters  celestial  than 
other  studies,  and  it  must  not  be  supposed 
that  the  boy  had  obtained  from  the  somewhat 
cursory  observations  of  the  doctor  the  faintest 
notion  of  the  true  nature  of  the  heavenly 
panorama  just  prophesied. 

Whether  the  Hatchet  was  to  rush  after  the 
Big  Bear  in  a  series  of  frantic  attempts  to 
cut  off  that  animal's  tail,  or  Venus,  Mars, 
Juno,  and  the  rest  of  them  were  to  run  a 
handicap  in  the  Milky  Way,  or  even  the 
Southern  Cross  contemplated  paying  north- 
ern latitudes  the  honour  of  a  visit,  the  fourth- 
form  monitor  could  not  quite  gather,  but  at  any 
rate  the  head-master  had  confidentially  fore- 
told a  series  of  most  wonderful  astronomical 
gymnastics  such  as  could  only  occur  once  in 
each  half-centui-j'.  Now,  fifty  years  to  a 
schoolboy  seems  the  same  as  never ;  and 
doubtless  Stanleigh  and  the  other  three  boys, 
Trevor,  Walters,  and  Howard,  felt  that  now 
or  never  was  their  chance. 

At  ten  o'clock  in  the  evening,  after  the 
sixth-form  monitor,  Gardner,  had  put  out  all 
lights  in  the  dormitories  along  the  corridor 
where  the  four  boys  slept,  the  shades  of  night 
presented  not  the  slightest  appearance  of 
anything  out  of  the  common.  If  anything, 
it  was  lighter  than  usual,  as  the  figure  of 
Stanleigh,  who  stood  rubbing  his  nose  against 
the  window-pane  on  preliminary  investiga- 
tion intent,  was  perfectly  distinct  to  Trevor, 
Walters,  and  Howard,  who  had  just  tumbled 
into  bed. 

This  dormitory  was  the  end  one  in  the 
corridor  as  well  as  the  smallest,  and  cor- 
responded with  the  bedroom  of  the  doctor 


situated  in  the  wing  at  the  other  end 
of  the  building.  The  head-master's  study 
was  underneath  his  bedroom,  and  by  means 
of  a  large  bay-window  ingress  was  possible 
from  the  lawn.  On  a  summer  evening  the 
boys  in  the  corridor  overlooking  the  front 
garden  often  used  to  hear  a  gentle  footfall 
on  the  turf  below ;  the  head-master,  they 
knew,  was  at  such  times  lost  in  contemjila- 
tion  of  the  heavenly  bodies,  and  not  until  the 
catch  of  the  hasp  in  the  large  bay-window 
clicked  sharply  in  the  night-air  did  they 
breathe  freely  in  the  certainty  that  the  great 
man's  preseiice  was  withdrawn. 

A  box-room  of  trifling  dimensions  led  from 
the  bedrooms  at  the  pupils'  end  of  the  build- 
ing on  to  a  balcony,  the  entrance  to  which  was 
securely  locked,  and  a  flight  of  ten  steps  in  the 
middle  of  this  front  corridor  to  a  square  attic 
above,  the  six  rooms  of  which  finned  the  bed- 
rooms and  studies  of  the  house-master,  Mr. 
Philp,  and  tv,-o  masters  in  the  Junior  School, 
both  of  whom  had  only  recently  left  Cam- 
bridge. This  attic,  which  was  perfectly  visible 
from  the  corridor,  very  much  resembled  a 
series  of  sheds  surrounding  a  bath,  and  Mr. 
Philp,  who  often  used  to  spend  half  an  hour 
leaning  over  the  panelling  which  ran  in  front 
of  the  six  rooms,  commanded  a  capital  view 
of  the  corridor  below. 

"The  light's  going,  now,"  said  Stanleigh, 
gently  drawing  down  the  window  for  the 
twentieth  time;  "the  doctor's  in  for  a  night  of 
it,  at  any  rate.    But,  look  here,  you  chaps — 
I  here,  Howard,  I  say,  none  of  that,"  and,  taking 
j  up  a  bolster,  he  tossed  it  full  tilt  in  the  direc- 
I  tion  of  the  latter,  who  started  up,  rubbing  his 
eyes. 

"  Don't  bother  a  fellow  yet,"  put  in  Trevor, 
whose  inclinations  were  as  somnolent  as  those 
of  Howard;  "why,  it's  not  much  after  eleven, 
and  the  doctor  said  it  was  no  use  looking  till 
one  or  two  in  the  morning." 

"  Hang  the  doctor,"  cried  Walters,  jump- 
ing out  of  bed ;  "  come  on,  Stan,  old  chap, 
why  shouldn't  we  have  a  night  of  it  as  well  ? 
Here  goes,"  and,  suiting  the  action  to  the 
word,  the  boy  tilted  up  Howard's  bed  with  a 
jerk,  so  that  the  occupant,  clothes  and  all, 
rolled  in  a  disordered  mass  on  the  floor. 

"  Twelve  o'clock,  and  the  doctor's  study 
window  glowing  like  a  light-ship,"  exclaimed 
Stanleigh,  opening  the  window  once  more, 
during  a  short  truce  to  the  ijillow-fight,  as 
the  deep,  rich  tones  of  the  St.  Vesper's  school 
clock  rang  out  clear  and  loud  into  the  mid- 
night air. 

"  Another  hour  yet ;  sujipose  we  vary  the 
programme,  and  go  in  for  scouting.  Who'll 
be  spy  ?  Now  then,  cut  off,  Trevor,  through 
the  green  baize  door,  along  the  lavatory,  and 
while  you're  on  the  trail  let  us  three  go  for 
scalps  downstairs  into  the  dining-hall,"  added 
Howard. 

"  No,  I  have  it,"  said  Walters  ;  "  let's  try 
the  pantry ;  perhaps  Martha  has  left  it  un- 
locked, and  we  shall  find  something  gasfro- 
nomical  and  better  tlian  either  scalijs  or  stars  ; 
but,  as  this  is  the  first  time  that  we've  gone 
on  trail  beyond  real  Indian  territory,  I  vote 
we  draw  lots  who's  to  scout  for  a  clear  coast 
first." 

"  A-joUy  lot  of  cowards,  you  are,"  put  in 
Howard  ;  "  why,  if  you're  not  funky  !  Gome 
along,  I'll  go  first,  whilst  Trevor  and  Walters 
mount  guard  downstairs  below  the  lavatory  ; 
and  you,  Stan,  go  on  trail  at  the  other  end  of 
the  dining-hall." 

The  other  end  of  the  dining-hall  communi- 


cated with  the  kitchens  and  pantry,  which- 
ran  at  right  angles  to  the  Doctor's  residence 
at  the  far  end  of  the  building.  The  kitchen 
was  on  the  ground-floor,  and  the  basement- 
below  was  used  as  coal  and  wine  cellars,  as 
well  as  pantry  and  larder. 

At  the  bottom  of  the  staircase  conducting 
from  the  bedroom  lavatories,  a  long  passage, 
used  as  a  hat  and  cloak  lobby  for  the  boys, 
opened  by  means  of  a  massive  oak  door  into- 
the  school  quadrangle,  on  the  opposite  side  of 
which  from  the  boarding-house  were  the  big 
school  and  the  College  chapel.  This  passage 
was  the  place  where  the  boys  used  to  assemble 
for  a  roll-call  before  meals,  also  before  the 
early  morning  chapel. 

With  the  sagacity  of  Pied  Indians  the  boys 
crept  noiselessly  into  their  appointed  places, 
Trevor  and  Walters  guarding  each  avenue 
leading  from  the  staircase,  while  Stanleigh 
stood  motionless  at  the  other  end  of  the 
dining-hall,  just  inside  the  kitchen,  above 
the  cellar  steps.  Not  a  sound  was  audible 
save  the  tick  tick  of  the  big  wooden  clock, 
and  the  chirp  chii-p  of  a  cricket  on  the 
hearth. 

The  boys  could  not  have  been  on  guard 
j  more  than  two  minutes  before  Howard  came 
steahng  quickly  up  the  steps  leading  from  the 
pantry,  and,  trembling  in  every  hmb  like  a  leaf, 
hurried  as  fast  as  his  tottering  legs  would  carry 
him  through  the  great  dining-hall  towards  the 
lavatory  stairs,  so  that  he  did  not  even  notice 
his  Bed  Indian  friend  Stanleigh,  who  followed 
wondering  whatever  was  the  matter. 

"Liver-coloured  and  white  "  was  all  that 
Howard  could  gasp  out  as  the  boys  stood  once 
more  on  their  own  side  of  the  green  baize 
door.  A  sudden  creak  in  the  woodwork  of 
Mr.  Philp's  attic  echoed  that  moment  through 
I  the  silent  corridor,  so  that  the  boys,  thinking 
j  that  the  house-master  was  on  the  alert,  stole- 

hurriedly  to  their  own  room. 
!      "Liver-coloured  and  white  what?"  said 
j  Stanleigh,  after  the  quartette  had  made  sure 
I  that  they  were  undiscovered. 

"  Dog,  Dan's  dog.  You  recollect  the  liver- 
and-white  setter  found  near  Mr.  Malcolm 
that  morning  when  he  was  discovered  sense- 
less and  bleeding  in  Dead  Man's  Lane  ?  " 

Dan  was  a  former  school  servant,  who  had 
been  dismissed  on  account  of  a  mysterious 
disappearance  of  shoes  which  were  in  his  crus- 
tody  belonging  to  the  boys.  This  was  not  the 
janitor's  only  offence,  since  the  proceeds  of 
■  the  sale  of  one  of  the  doctor's  cows,  taken  to 
the  neighbouring  market  under  the  auspices 
j  of  Dan,  had  never  reached  the  rightful 
owner's  possession.    Dan  presented  himself 
'  in  a  state  of  the  most  abject  humility  on  this 
occasion,  and  declared  that  he  had  been  gar- 
rotted.   Moreover,  to  convince  the  doctor  that 
he  had  really  been  the  -sdctim  of  such  an  as- 
sault, Dan  stood  rubbing  his  legs  vigorously 
in  the  great  man's  presence,  evidently  under 
the  impression  that  these  are  the  organs  which 
garrotters  are  in  the  habit  of  attacking.  The 
last  night  of  Dan's  tenure  of  office  he  re- 
turned from  the  Vesper  Ai'ms  in  a  state  of 
abject  intoxication,  and  next  morning  was 
I  nowhere  to  be  found,  a  search  amid  all  the 
'  outhouses  proving  unavaiUng.    As  a  last  re- 
source, Martha  suggested  that  he  might  have 
I  sought  an  asylum  in  the  doctor's  cart,  and 
]  on  the  said  vehicle  being  suddenly  tilted  up. 
verily  Dan  rolled  out,  before  the  astounded 
gaze  of  the  other  servants. 

Scarcely  less  uncanny  than  the  ex-school- 
porter  himself  was  a  liver-and-white  setter.' 
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always  to  be  found  at  its  master's  heels,  and 
which,  as  has  been  said,  was  seen  near  one  of 
the  masters,  Mr.  Maloohn,  the  morning  after 
that  gentleman  had  been  wounded  and  robbed 
in  Dead  Man's  Lane.  Who  had  perpetrated 
this  piece  of  villainy  poor  Mr.  Malcohn  could 
not  say,  but  since  that  morning  neither  the 
"  hound  of  low  degi-ee  "  nor  its  master  had 
been  seen  anywhere  in  the  regions  of  St. 
Vesper's. 

"  Well,  who's  the  coward  now  ?  J ust  fancy, 
Trevor ;  to  run  away  from  a  white-and-liver 
hound  !  " 

"  Who  said  anything  about  running  away 
from  a  hound,  Stanleigh  ?  I  tell  you  there 
are  burglars  about ;  at  the  same  moment 
that  I  caught  sight  of  that  wretched  cur  I 
heard  footsteps  on  the  gravel  above  the  coal- 
cellar  grating." 

"  Ph-e-w  !  "  exclaimed  the  other  fellows, 
seeing  the  matter  now  in  quite  a  different 
light. 

"  What's  to  be  done  ?  "  said  Stanleigh  ; 
"  we  mustn't  lie  stiU  here  while  the  school  is 
burglared.  Just  one  o'clock,  and  the  doctor 
still  on  the  astronomy  rampage;  "  and  the 
boy  gently  opened  the  window.  "  Look  here  I 
three  sheets  knotted  together,  and  there  we 
are  on  the  lawn.  Come  on,  Trevor,  help  me 
to  tie  these  sheets,  and  you  fellows  hold  tight 
to  see  that  they  don't  slip.  In  two  jiffs  we'll 
rouse  the  doctor  in  his  den  and  tell  him  how 
the  land  lies." 

"  Not  if  I  know  it,"  replied  Trevor,  "  not 
such  a  ninny.  Why,  he's  sure  to  ask  you 
how  you  came  to  know  what  was  going  on  at 
his  end  of  the  school,  and  we  shall  all  four 
come  in  fci-  a  licking." 

"  Well,  here  goes,"  said  Stanleigh  ;  "  if  you 
won't,  I  will;  "  and,  fastening  the  end  of  a 
sheet  to  the  bedpost,  the  boy  commenced 
operations  in  earnest,  deaf  to  the  remon- 
strances of  the  others,  who  would  have  roused 
the  whole  school  and  given  the  enemy  a  clear 
course  for  flight. 

Meanwhile  the  head-master  of  St.  Vesper's 
sat  pondering  over  an  astronomical  chart,  at 
intervals  breaking  off  his  studies  to  consult 
the  heavens.  He  had  made  up  his  mind 
that  the  meteoric  shower  could  not  be  long 
deferred,  and,  turning  down  his  lamp,  ap- 
proached the  bay-window  and,  withdrawing 
the  blind,  peered  out  into  the  silence  of  the 
night,  in  anticipation  of  an  exquisite  scientific 

^'^^^Time  of  rotation  23"  21'".  Angular  dis- 
tance 45°  12'.  Superior  conjunction,  points 
of  greatest  elongation,  inferior  conjunction- 
why,  upon  my  word,  whatever  can  it  be  down 
here  at  this  time  of  night?"  and  the  great  man 
stared  in  the  most  helpless  perplexity  at  the 
outline  of  a  boy  outside  his  study  window. 

If  Stanleigh  had  actually  dropped  down 
from  the  sky  in  company  with  Mars  or  the 
Great  Bear,  his  presence  on  the  lawn  could  not 
have  produced  a  more  bewildered  expression 
on  the  doctor's  physiognomy.  The  appearance 
of  a  fourth-form  boy,  in  semi-night-time  ap- 
parel, tapping  at  the  head-master's  window  at 
half-past  one  in  the  morning  at  first  aston- 
ished him  more  than  his  wildest  dreams  of 
comets  and  meteors  ;  but,  after  a  minute's 
reflection,  he  concluded  that  Stanleigh  was 
walking  in  his  sleep,  though  how  on  earth 
the  boy  had  descended  from  the  bedroom 
passed  all  comprehension. 

The  night  was  chill,  and  the  doctor,  musing 
pei-plexedly  on  the  best  means  of  getting  his 
pupil  to  bed  again,  hesitated  a  moment  before 
opening  the  casement,  whereupon  the  sup- 
posed somnambuhst  tapped  vigorously  on 
the  pane  in  a  way  decidedly  suggestive  of 
business,  ft  that  the  head-master  of  St.  Ves- 
per's opened  the  window  in  greater  amaze- 
ment than  ever. 

"  Burglars,  sir,  burglars,"  gasped  out  Stan- 
leigh, pointing  in  the    direction    of  the 


doctor's  kitchen  as  soon  as  he  was  safely 
under  shelter.  "  Howard  saw  Dan's  liver-and- 
white  dog  [fortunately  Stanleigh  did  not  say 
where],  and  heard  footsteps  on  the  gravel 
path." 

"  Burglars,  boy?  why,  upon  my  word  !  to- 
night, too,  of  all  nights  !  you  must  surely  be 
dreaming,"  replied  the  doctor ;  but  just  at 
that  minute  a  low  growl,  accompanied  by 
the  sound  of  a  smack  and  a  muttered  oath, 
was  heard  outside  the  open  casement  scarce 
a  dozen  yards  away.  'To  turn  out  the  lamp 
and  draw  the  catch  was  but  the  work  of  a  few 
seconds,  and  the  doctor  stood  in  breathless 
silence  awaiting  the  course  of  events._  The 
footsteps,  however,  slowly  retreated  in  the 
direction  of  the  pantry,  so  that  it  seemed  as  if 
the  robbers  had  not  noticed  the  lamp  burning 
in  the  study. 

"  The  coal-cellar  grating,"  mentally  ejacu- 
lated the  head-master,  recollecting  suddenly 
that  the  chain  had  broken  some  months  ago, 
and  that  it  had  not  yet  been  mended.  "Come 
along,  my  boy;  no  time  to  thank  you  now;  we 
must  decide  what's  to  be  done"  (all  thoughts 
of  things  celestial  vanishing  in  presence  of 
immediate  danger).  "  This  way— no,  those 
stairs  lead  to  our  family  bedrooms  ;  here, 
along  this  passage  ;  now  through  the  library. 
Dear  me,  I've  forgotten  the  keys  !  Just  slip 
back,  Stanleigh,  into  the  study— they're  on 
the  table." 

Scarcely  had  the  doctor  opened  the  door 
leading  from  his  private  house  into  the 
dining-hall  than  a  gust  of  cold  wind  rushed 
up  the  pantry  stairs,  so  that  the  big  door 
swung  on  its  hinges  and  shut  with  a  bang, 
which  echoed  through  and  through  the 
building,  even  to  the  attic  chamber  occupied 
by  Mr.  Philp.  The  violence  of  the  concussion 
snapped  the  catch,  and  the  strong  current 
rushing  up  from  below  caused  several  repeti- 
tions of  the  noise,  which  roused  not  only 
Mr.  Philp  fi-om  his  slumbers,  but  the  boys  in 
the  various  doi-mitories,  so  that,  by  the  time 
the  breathless  head-master  had  gained  the 
house-master's  attic  chamber,  half  the  inmates 
of  St.  Vesper's  School  were  on  the  tiptoe 
of  expectation,  and  concluded  that  the  celes- 
tial convulsions  predicted  by  the  doctor  were 
already  in  course  of  operation— the  most  part 
rushing  to  the  windows  and  drawing  up  the 
blinds,  but,  seeing  nothing  extraordinary  in 
that  direction,  opening  the  bedroom  doors 
and  peering  out  into  space. 

For  the  next  five  minutes  a  curious  sight 
was  visible  to  a  hundred  youthful  faces  shoved 
out  from  the  dormitory  doors,  one  above  the 
other,  like  those  of  sheep  in  a  pen— Mr.  Philp, 
B.A.,  clad  in  full  panoply  of  night-gown, 
night-cap,  and  spectacles,  holding  a  flicker- 
ing tallow-candle  in  one  hand,  and  with  the 
other  shielding  his  right  ear  in  order  not  to 
miss  the  revelations  of  his  chief. 

Presently  Messrs.  Malcolm  and.  Summers, 
divining  that  the  end  of  the  world,  and  not 
the  shower  of  stars,  had  come,  made  an  exit 
from  their  respective  chambers,  and  added  to 
the  interest  manifested  by  the  gazers  along 
the  corridor  below,  who  were  anxiously  await- 
ing the  development  of  events. 

After  a  five  minutes'  consultation  a  plan  of 
action  was  decided  on,  the  usual  exemplary 
discipline  of  this  pattern  of  English  pubhc 
schools  meanwhile  giving  place  to  confusion, 
worse  and  worse  confounded,  caused  by  the 
various  rumours  as  to  what  was  really  trans- 
piring, and  increased  by  the  repeated  banging 
of  the  big  door  below,  so  that  by  the  time 
the  head-master  and  his  three  assistants  had 
descended  from  the  attic,  each  armed  with  a 
large  wooden  bed-lath,  excitement  reigned 
supreme,  most  of  the  fellows  sticking  to  the 
belief  that  the  whole  business  was  connected 
with  the  forecast  made  by  the  doctor  during 
the  afternoon  lecture. 

On  reaching  the  baize  door  leading  to  the 


lavatory  the  procession  of  four  was  deprived 
of  its  public  aspect,  and  assumed  a  private 
nature,  and,  whilst  Stanleigh  and  the  occu- 
pants of  the  end  bedroom  (whose  fears  had 
considerably  subsided)  were  indulging  in  a  fit 
of  hysterical  laughter,  Mr.  Philp  and  Mr.  Mal- 
colm were  vying  with  one  another  in  mutual 
courtesies  half-vvfay  dovra  the  steps  leading 
to  the  cellar,  each  being  most  desirous  to 
offer  the  other  the  honour  of  precedence. 

On  reaching  the  pantry  door  the  eagerness 
to  give  place  to  merit  grew  quite  exciting. 

"  Better  perhaps  for  you  to  go  first,  Mal- 
colm," said  the  house-master ;  "  you  see,  I'm 
tall  and  rather  stout,  so  that  the  robbers 
might  not  see  the  others  behind,  and  become 
aggressive." 

"  Oh,  I  think  the  sound  of  our  voices  takes 
away  the  force  of  that  objection,"  answered 
Mr.  Malcolm.  "Now  then,  Philp,  show  the 
way." 

The  head-master,  howsver,  was  about  to 
settle  matters  by  walking  boldly  into  the  cellar, 
when  an  angry  snarl,  followed  by  a  rush  at  Mr. 
Malcolm's  leg,  roused  the  latter  gentleman's 
ire  to  such  a  pitch  that  he  made  for  the  cellar 
in  a  passion,  and  struck  out  right  and  left 
with  the  bed-lath,  only,  however,  just  in 
time  to  see  Dan's  liver-and-white  setter  curl 
up  its  tail  beneath  its  legs,  and  vanish  through 
the  open  grating. 

The  objects  over  which  the  brute  had  been 
apparently  keeping  guard  were  a  jemmy,  a 
greasy,  spotted  coat,  formerly  a  familiar  object 
on  the  ungainly  figure  of  Dan,  and  a  pair  of 
india-rubber  shoes. 

It  was  not  till  the  next  morning  that  the 
intention  of  the  ex-school  porter  and  his  con- 
freres came  to  light,  when  it  was  found  that 
all  the  top-coats  in  the  lobby  were  piled  up 
in  a  heap  near  the  door  leading  into  the  quad- 
rangle, and  ready  for  immediate  transporta- 
tion. It  was  probably  the  action  of  the  white- 
and-liver  setter  that  saved  the  school  from 
disaster  that  eventful  evening,  since  it  was 
the  efforts  of  the  burglars  to  bring  it  back 
from  the  direction  of  the  lawn,  whither  it  had 
dragged  a  huge  bone,  that  convinced  the  head- 
master of  the  proxunity  of  danger.  The 
snapping  of  the  door-catch  was  most  pro- 
vidential, as  the  banging  of  the  door  caused 
the  burglars  to  decamp  without  removing 
the  smallest  portion  of  their  booty,  or  even 
venturing  to  fetch  the  dog,  which  had  been  left 
in  charge  of  the  articles  in  the  coal-cellar. 

A  few  days  after  the  attempted  burglary 
the  police  found  Dan  and  the  white-and-liver 
setter  lurking  about  a  neighbouring  village, 
and  sufficient  evidence  was  forthcoming  to 
secure  a  five  years'  conviction. 

He  was  aware  of  the  flaw  in  the  coal-cellar 
grating,  and,  had  it  not  been  for  Stanleigh, 
would  doubtless  have  executed  his  original  in- 
tention, which  was  to  enter  St.  Vesper's  through 
this  means,  and  to  make  off  with  the  booty 
by  the  passage  leading  mto  the  quadrangle. 
Who  his  confederates  were  never  transpired. 

When  the  fourth  form  were  having  their 
ancient  geography  lesson  next  morning,  the 
most  unusual  languor  prevailed,  and  two  of 
the  boys,  Stanleigh  and  Howard,  fell  fast 
asleep  over  their  atlases.  Mr.  Moulter,  the 
master  of  the  class,  owing  to  the  peculiar 
nature  of  the  circumstances,  was  content 
merely  to  rouse  them,  and  did  not  punish 
them  for  so  unwonted  a  breach  of  discipline. 

The  Astronomical  Phenomenon,  by  the 
way  ? 

This  did  actually  occur  in  the  manner 
predicted,  though  on  the  night  following  that 
indicated  by  the  doctor,  who  fell  asleep  in  his 
study,  and  woke  up  just  when  all  was  over. 
Of  the  boys,  not  a  soul  saw  as  much  as  a 
shooting-star ;  but,  as  most  of  them  are  still 
young  men,  perhaps  they  may  have  yet  a 
chance  of  seeing  what  Stanleigh  and  his 
friends  so  narrowly  missed  1 


An  Impostor  found  out.— (Draten  for  the  "  Boy's  Own  Paper "  by  A.  F.  Ltdon.) 
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[A  pathetic  story  not  needing  words  !] 


LEAVES  EROM  A  LADY  NOVELIST! 

By  Alison  C.  0.  Pain, 

Author  of  "  Fantaiio,  Hie  Stramje  Sihoolboy"  "Some  of  nuj  Assis'aiils"  etc. 


HOW  CHAELIE  CHISELLED. 


(From  "  The  Boys  of  Dr.  Parkinson's  Select  Academy ;  or.  Conscientious  Charlie  and  his  Little  Chums.") 


TTTe  have  now  almost  reached  the  end  of 
VV  our  story.  I  am  sorry,  and  I  have  no 
doubt  that  you  are  too,  gentle  reader.  I  wish 
I  had  time  to  tell  you  how  a  bad  boy  named 
Jones  took  a  dislike  to  Charlie  on  account  of 
his  gentle  nature,  and  tore  up  a  map  which 
it  had  taken  him  many  hours  to  execute; 
how  the  next  day  the  same  boy  .Jones  acci- 
dentally fell  into  a  duck -pond  ;  how  Charlie, 
who  happened  to  be  passing  at  the  time, 
pulled  oS  his  coat,  took  one  glance  at  the 
foaming  waters,  and  then,  briefly  apologising 
for  appearing  in  fZt's/iafriZZ)?  (if  you  don't  know 
what  this  means,  look  it  out  in  the  dictionary, 
or  ask  your  French  teacher),  plunged  into 
the  waves,  and  though  he  had  never  even 
attempted  to  bathe  before,  with  a  few  power- 
ful strokes  he  reached  the  sinking  Jones,  who 
was  uttering  a  series  of  pathetic  howls,  grasped 
Jiim  firmly  by  the  back  hair,  and  brought  him 
safe  to  shore;  whereupon  Jones  fainted  away, 
and  Charlie,  producing  a  short  treatise  on  the 
treatment  of  the  apparently  drowned  which 
he  happened  to  be  carrying  in  his  pocket,  at 
once  directed  the  bystanders  to  roll  the  un- 
fortunate Jones  on  an  empty  barrel,  turn  him 
upside  down,  apply  strong  smelling-salts  to 
the  back  of  his  head,  and  generally  to  play 
vetusta  anseris  baca  with  him.  I  should  like 
to  describe  how  Jones  opened  his  eyes,  mur- 
mured feebly  "I'm  better  now,"  and  then 
turning  to  Charlie,  wrung  his  hand,  and  ex- 
claimed— "  You  are  my  preserver  !  I  forgive 
you  all."  Charlie  bowed  his  acknowledgments, 
though  he  was  dimly  conscious  that  if  there 
was  any  forgiving  to  be  done  he  was  the  one 
to  do  it.  I  very  much  wish,  too,  that  I  had 
time  to  tell  you  how  this  same  bad  boy  .Jones 
afterwards  stole  a  pencil-case  (you  may  have 
noticed  in  other  stories  that  when  the  bad 
boy  gives  his  mind  to  thieving,  he  always 
goes  for  a  pencil-case),  how  Charlie  was  for  a 


time  unjustly  suspected  (another  detail  whieh 
may  strike  you  as  famiHar),but  at  length  had 
the  satisfaction  of  seeing  his  innocence  tri- 
umphantly proved.  But,  as  I  have  not  time,  I 
must  pass  over  these  interesting  points  with- 
out mention,  and  hurry  on  to  the  close. 

The  annual  Christmas  examination,  which 
lasted  three  weeks,  was  fast  approaching. 
Most  of  the  boys  were  now  working  tre- 
mendously hard ;  even  the  lazy  boys,  of  whom 
there  are  some  in  most  schools  (are  you  one, 
gentle  reader  ?),  began  to  endeavour  to  make 
up  for  lost  time.  Charlie  not  only  worked 
indefatigably  himself,  but  also  encouraged 
his  fellows  to  greater  exertions.  "Remem- 
ber," he  would  say,  "  that  there  is  a  tide  in 
the  affairs  of  men  which,  taken  at  the  flood, 
leads  on  to  fortune.  Eemember  how  Horatius 
kept  the  bridge  in  the  brave  days  of  old. 
Remember  how  the  Duke  of  York,  with  10,000 
men,  marched  up  the  hill  and  down  again." 
And  if  he  saw  any  boy  over-confident  in  his 
prowess,  he  would  warn  him  that  when 
Humpty  Dumpty  fell  from  the  summit  of  the 
wall,  even  the  combined  exertions  of  the 
king's  horses  and  the  queen's  men  were  un- 
able to  restore  him  to  the  proud  position 
which  he  had  previously  occupied.  The  day 
before  the  examination  Charlie  wrote  a  letter 
to  his  parents,  from  which  I  subjoin  a  few 
extracts. 

"  The  momentous  crisis  is  at  hand.  By 
the  time  that  this  reaches  you  I  shall  be  in 
the  thickest  of  the  fight.  Victory  seems  cer- 
tain. I  have  improved  so  much  in  my  Latin 
that  I  can  now  read  Plato  and  Aristotle  with 
ease.  They  are  both  of  them  talented  writers, 
ax:l  deserve  to  be  more  widely  known.  In 
Greek  I  am  not  far  behind.  I  know  not  which 
I  enjoy  more,  the  stately  march  of  Virgil's 
majestic  prose,  or  the  melting  strains  of 
Cicero's  musical  verse.    I  shall  probably  get 


five  or  six  prizes,  but  the  distinction  whieh  I 
most  covet  is  a  bronze  medal  given  every  year 
for  the  best  paper  in  Algebra,  This  is  nty 
stroEj  subject ;  I  can  say  the  whole  book  by 
heart.  The  medal  is  rather  larger  in  size 
than  a  halfpenny,  and  of  about  the  same 
value.  Yesterday  the  usher  observed  to  me — 
'  Supposing,  after  all,  you  fail  ?  '  I  replied 
dauntlessly — '  Sir,  in  the  bright  lexicon  of 
youth  there's  no  such  word  as  fail.'  '  Right, 
my  brave  boy,'  he  replied ;  '  that  is  spoken 
like  a  true  poet.'  I  did  not  think  it  necessary 
to  tell  him  that  the  words  were  a  quotation." 

I  wish  it  were  possible  for  me  to  describe 
the  whole  examination,  but  time  and  space 
forbid.  Suffice  it  to  say  that  Charlie  came 
off  with  flying  colours,  the  answers  which  he 
gave  in  his  viva  voce  being  especially  good. 
At  length  the  day  came  for  the  distribution 
of  prizes.  Visitors  arrived  in  shoals,  and 
were  regaled  with  tea,  bread-and-butter,  and 
other  light  and  inexpensive  refreshments. 
They  then  assembled  in  the  large  schoolroom, 
where  the  Doctor  was  seated  at  his  desk,  with 
a  row  of  gaily  bound  books  before  him.  When 
the  company  were  seated,  he  rose,  cleared  his 
throat,  and  commenced : 

"  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,— It  gives  me  great 
pleasure  to  welcome  you  here  to-day  to  this 
classic  abode.  You  have  come  to  witness  a 
distribution  of  prizes  to  the  successful  candi- 
dates in  our  late  examination.  I  very  much 
regi-et  that  I  have  not  a  prize  for  everybody 
(cheers) ;  but  this  would  have  been  a  sorne- 
what  cumbrous,  not  to  say  an  expensive 
arrangement.  To  those  who  have  succeeded 
I  would  say  Palmam  qui  meruit  ferat,  and 
don't  be  too  conceited  over  it.  To  those  who 
have  failed  I  would  observe  that  it  is  not  in 
mortals  to  command  success,  or,  in  the  simple 
language  of  the  poet,  '  if  at  first  you  don't 
succeed,  try,  try,  try  again.'   And  if  anybody 
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be  disheartened  at  finding  himself  last— ab- 
solutely last  in  his  class— let  him  soothe  his 
wounded  feelings  with  the  touching  words  of 
Herodotus : 

'TJltimus  in  lecto  liunea  restinguere  detet.' 

I  need  say  no  more,  but  proceed  at  once  to 
the  work  we  have  in  hand.  I  find  that  one 
of  the  youngest  of  our  number  "  (how  Charlie's 
heart  beat  when  he  heard  those  words)  "  has 
been  successful  in  carrying  off  no  less  than 
six  prizes  "  (thunders  of  applause).  "As  it  is 
against  the  rule  of  the  school  for  any  boy  to 
take  more  than  two  prizes,  he  will  receive 
four  certificates  in  lieu  of  those  volumes  which 
he  would  otherwise  have  obtained.  The  pecu- 
niary value  of  these  certificates  may  be  slight, 
but  the  honour  which  they  confer  is  not 
slight  I  may  add  that  the  fortunate  pos- 
sessor of  these  distinctions  is  fully  at  liberty 
to  have  them  framed  and  glazed  at  his  own 
expense.  I  call  upon  Charles  Crowhurst  to 
receive  the  Latin  prize." 

The  boys  cheered;  the  band  struck  up 
"  See  the  Conquering  Hero  comes,"  and  Charlie 
advanced  proudly,  yet  modestly,  keeping  step 
to  the  music.  Again  and  again  was  Charlie 
called  up,  and  each  time  the  band  played  and 
the  people  cheered.  At  last,  when  all  the 
volumes  had  disappeared,  there  was  a  dead 
silence  of  expectation. 

"  And  now,"  said  the  Doctor,  "  we  come  to 
the  most  important  prize  of  all.  I  refer  to 
the  bronze  medal  for  proficiency  in  Algebra. 
I  will  not  dwell  on  the  priceless  advantages 
of  the  science,  alike  to  the  scholar  in  his 
study,  and  the  politician  in  Parliament ;  to 
the  schoolboy  in  the  cricket-field,  and  the 
sailor  on  the  deep  blue  ocean  wave.  This 
medal  has  been  adjudged  to  Charles  Crow- 
hurst, the  fortunate  possessor  of  so  many 
rewards." 

Again  the  ladies  waved  their  handker- 
chiefs, the  boys  shouted,  and  the  band  played 


"Charlie  is  my  darling."  But  why  does 
Charlie  falter  and  turn  pale  ?  and  why  does 
the  unbidden  tear  glisten  in  his  deep  blue 
eye  ?  There  is  a  sudden  commotion— a  con- 
fused murmur  of  cries.  "He  is  fainting." 
"The  excitement  has  been  too  much  for 
him."  "  Fetch  him  a  ginger-beer  and  soda  " — 
\yhile  the  Doctor's  wife,  in  her  motherly  soli- 
citude, is  with  difficulty  prevented  from  ap- 
plying a  mustard-plaster  to  the  nape  of  his 
neck. 

"  Come,  my  boy,"  said  the  Doctor ;  "  take 
this  ;  it  is  yours." 

"  It  is  not  mine.  I  caimot  tell  a  lie.  Take 
away  the  bauble." 

"Explain  yourself,"  said  the  Doctor,  se- 
verely. 

"I  will  explain,"  said  Charlie,  suddenly 
dashing  a  tear-di'op  from  his  eye. 

There  was  a  breathless  silence,  broken  only 
by  the  man  with  the  trombone,  who  struck 
up  "God  save  the  Queen"  on  his  own  ac- 
count, under  the  impression  that  the  ceremony 
was  over. 

"  I  will  explain.  In  the  course  of  the  exa- 
mination in  Algebra,  I  suddenly  found  myself 
confronted  by  a  question  which  I  was  unable 
to  answer.  I  venture  to  think  that  many  of 
those  who  listen  to  me  must  at  times  have 
found  themselves  in  a  similar  predicament." 

There  was  a  general  murmur  of  "Hear, 
hear." 

"  In  this  painful  dilemma  there  were  three 
courses  open  to  me.  I  might  have  omitted 
the  question,  which  would  have  been  cowardly. 
I  might  have  invented  an  answer,  which  would 
have  been  hazardous.  I  regret  to  say  that  I 
decided  on  the  third  course,  which  was  to 
avail  myself  of  the  information  of  others. 
To  put  it  coarsely,  I  cheated,  by  reading  the 
answer  on  Tompkins'  paper,  and  reproducing 
it  with  a  few  verbal  alterations.  Give  Tomp- 
kins the  medal,  or  let  it  be  sold  to  defray 
expenses." 


There  was  a  general  hubbub,  in  the  midst, 
of  which  several  hisses  were  heard,  and  mur- 
naurs  of  "Bad,  underhand  conduct."  Tomp- 
kins rose,  and  instantly  there  was  silence.. 
Every  one  felt  sure  that  he  was  going  to  claim 
the  medal. 

"  Excuse  me,"  said  he,  "  but  which  question 
did  you  copy  from  me  ?  " 

"  The  seventh  !  "  said  CharUe,  his  slight 
frame  quivering  with  suppressed  emotion. 

"  Then  you  needn't  disturb  yourself ;  my 
answer  was  all  wrong." 

"  Oh,  what  a  surprise,"  said  Charlie,  as  the 
tears  stood  in  his  two  lovely  blue  eyes  ;  "in 
that  case  I  beg  to  reassert  my  claim." 

Some  of  the  boys  were  highly  indignant  at 
this.  They  wanted  to  give  Tompkins  the 
medal  and  kick  Charlie  downstairs.  But  the 
ladies  all  thought  it  would  be  a  pity  not  to 
give  him  the  medal,  as  he  was  such  a  nioe- 
looking  boy,  and  seemed  so  distressed ;  and 
when  he  began  to  weep,  they  wept  too.  It. 
was  truly  an  affecting  scene.  The  Doctor 
wept,  the  usher  wept,  the  boys  wept ;  every- 
body wept  except  the  band.  It  was  with 
some  difficulty  that  the  good  Doctor  could 
command  his  voice  to  speak.  At  last  he 
said  briefly : 

"  The  quality  of  mercy  is  not  strained.  If 
any  one  thinks  it  is,  he  is  mistaken.  I  shall 
therefore  award  the  medal,  as  originally  pro- 
posed, to  Charles  Crowhurst ;  Tompkins  shall 
have  a  medal  next  year  if  he  gets  it." 

The  applause  was  now  deafening.  Even, 
the  band  were  so  excited  they  struck  up  six. 
different  tunes  simultaneously. 

Andnow,  gentle  reader,  farewell.  My  story 
is  done.  I  hope  it  has  interested,  and,  per- 
Laps,  amused  you.  I  have  no  doubt  you  are 
anxious  to  hear  more  about  our  little  hero ; 
and  so  you  shall  one  day,  but  not  now.  So 
for  the  present,  at  least,  you  must  bid  fare- 
well to  "  Conscientisus  Charlie  and  his  little 
Chums." 


A  NIGHT  PHOWL  AMONG  NIGHT  PEOWLERS. 

By  Achilles  Daunt,  j.p., 

A  iilhor  of  "  A  Day  in  the  Jungles  oj  South- Eastern  Africa"  etc. 


IN  South  Africa  there  are  popularly  supposed 
to  exist  two  varieties  of  the  lion,  and  these 
the  Dutch  Boers  have  named  respectively  the 
"  Sehwart  Forelife,"  or  black-maned,  and 
the  "  Chiel  Forelife,"  or  yellow-maned,  lion. 
The  former  is  the  handsomer  animal,  and  it 
is  of  him  I  am  about  to  write. 

A  few  years  since  (and  I  imagine  that 
matters  in  this  respect  have  changed  but 
little  in  the  interval),  there  were  few  i^ortions 
of  Southern  Africa  where  lions  were  so 
numerous  and  bold  as  in  Mashonaland.  The 
physical  conformation  of  the  country  no 
doubt  favoured  them,  and,  as  game  abounded 
more  or  less  all  over  it,  lions  had  little  diffi- 
culty in  providing  themselves  with  a  suffi- 
ciency of  food. 

Quaggas,  or  Burchell's  zebra,  and  buffaloes 
appear  to  be  their  favourite  game,  and  many 
a  time  have  I  heard  several  of  the  royal 
beasts  roaring  in  concert  over  the  carcass  of 
one  or  other  of  these  animals,  while  the  sur- 
vivors thundered  panic-stricken  across  the 
veldt  from  the  fatal  spot. 

It  is  on  dark  nights  that  the  traveller  has 
most  to  fear  for  himself,  his  followers,  or  his 
horses  and  oxen,  and  if  the  weather  be  wild 
and  stormy  it  is  all  the  more  to  the  lion's 
liking.  He  will  roar  furiously  several  hun- 
dred yards  away,  and  the  hunter  will  soon 
perceive  that  the  awe-inspiring  sounds  are 
drawing  nearer  at  each  moment.  Then  sud- 
denly all  will  be  still.    Presently  the  oxen 


will  begin  to  get  restless,  staring  intently  up 
wind,  and  making  short  sudden  rushes  from 
point  to  point.  It  will  easily  be  seen  how  neces- 
sary it  is  to  have  them  well  secured  on  these 
occasions,  or,  in  spite  of  all  that  can  be  done 
to  prevent  them,  they  will  break  away  mto 
the  darkness,  when  woe  betide  several  of 
them. 

It  frequently  happens  that  a  lion  approaches 
camp  from  up  wind,  shakes  out  his  mane  to 
disseminate  his  effluvium,  and,  having  thus 
alarmed  the  cattle,  whose  sharp  noses  ajjprise 
them  of  his  proximity,  he  completes  their 
terror  by  giving  vent  to  the  most  appalling 
roars.  Frantic  with  fear,  the  cattle  plunge 
wildly  away,  and  of  course  one  or  two  of 
their  number  fall  victims  to  the  strategist 
and  his  comrades,  for  several  lions  often 
hunt  in  company  in  this  manner,  one  driving 
the  game  into  the  jaws  of  the  others,  who 
lurk  in  waiting  down  wind. 

Where  the  natives  are  cowardly  and  mean- 
spirited,  or  have  no  firearms  to  protect  them- 
selves, lions  become  very  bold,  sometimes 
entering  the  kraals  and  dragging  away  their 
victims  from  the  very  fireside.  It  is  hard  to 
decide  whether  a  lion  becomes  a  man-eater 
from  this  cause,  findmg  it  a  much  easier  and 
safer  task  to  overpower  a  man  than  his  more 
legitimate  prey,  or  whether  those  lions  which 
have  become  man-eaters  are  past  their  prime, 
and  on  this  account  find  it  no  longer  so  easy 
as  of  yore  to  leap  upon  the  bounding  zebra 


or  to  drag  down  the  powerful  and  active 
bufi'alo.  Probably  there  is  no  fixed  rule,  and 
the  decrepit  and  the  still  powerful  lion  ahke 
accidentally  enter  on  their  man-killing  career, 
and,  finding  it  "pay,"  continue  that  line  ©f 
business. 

On  moonlight  nights  the  lion  is  not  much 
to  be  feared,  unless  you  happen  to  come 
upon  him  in  the  jungles,  when  it  will  be  ad- 
visable to  keep  very  wide  awake  indeed.  I 
was,  however,  once  followed  for  several  miles 
by  a  lion  on  such  a  night,  but  owing  to  the 
deceptive  nature  of  the  light,  combined  with 
the  frequent  scattered  patches  of  jungle  and 
tall  yellow  grass,  I  could  not  get  a  chance  of 
a  successful  shot  at  my  eerie  companion. 
When  about  a  mile  from  the  outspan  I  heard 
a  leonine  chorus  in  or  close  to  the  dark  belt 
of  forest  jungle  that  lined  the  course  of  the 
Shashi  Eiver,  and  possibly  my  follower  was 
attracted  to  the  spot  in  hope  of  sharing  the 
good  things  going;  at  any  rate,  I  saw  no 
more  of  him. 

It  was  on  a  beautiful  night  in  the  month  of 
July  that  one  of  the  most  stirring  experiences 
in  wild  life  that  have  fallen  to  my  lot  took 
place.  The  first  part  of  the  night,  however, 
was  pitch-dark,  and  anything  but  beautiful, 
the  moon  not  rising  until  about  half-past 
nine,  while  shortly  after  sundown  the  clear 
starlit  sky  became  overcast  with  black, 
ominous-looking  clouds  that  enveloped  the 
earth  in  a  gloom  as  dense  as  that  of  Tartarus^ 
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Seeing  that  we  were  in  for  a  thunderstonn,  I 
ordered  all  hands  to  secure  both  horses  and 
oxen,  and,  to  make  assurance  doubly  sure,  I 
superintended  the  operation  myself.  I  pulled 
mealie  sacks  over  the  heads  of  my  two  best 
horses  to  prevent  them  from  seeing  the 
lightning,  and  I  believe  the  precaution  tended 
to  quiet  them  a  good  deal — at  least,  so  far 
as  the  storm  was  concerned.  Soon  all  our 
preparations  were  complete.  The  fires  were 
pUed  high,  and  the  broad  glare  from  the 
flames  flickered  and  glowed  upon  the  sur- 
rounding trees,  lighting  up  the  camp  with 
the  utmost  distinctness,  and  yet,  so  dark  was 
the  night,  we  seemed  rather  to  be  encamped 
in  some  vast  cavern  than  upon  the  open 
veldt,  the  gloomy  void  around  enclosing  us 
like  a  solid  wall. 

It  was  about  nine  o'clock  when  the  first 
gun  was  fired.  The  air  had  become  still  as 
death ;  a  feeling  of  anxiety  and  expectation 
made  me  restless,  and  I  was  just  leaving 
the  wagon,  with  the  intention  of  joining  the 
Kaffirs  at  the  nearest  fire,  when  a  blaze  of 
pale  blue  light  burst  from  the  darkness  di- 
rectly overhead,  and,  radiating  in  a  thousand 
erratic  lines,  lit  up  the  surrounding  country 
with  vivid  distinctness. 

Instantaneously  there  followed  a  crash  of 
thunder,  so  loud,  so  harsh,  and  deafening 
that  I  almost  fell  appalled  to  the  ground. 
Flash  followed  flash  so  fast  that  there  scarce 
seemed  to  be  any  interval  between  them  ;  the 
thunder  meanwhile  bellowing  in  one  sustained 
terrific  roar,  while  I  distinctly  perceived  a 
peculiar  sulphurous  odour  Ln  the  air,  which, 
lately  sultry  enough,  had  now  become  sud- 
denly chill.  The  rain  by  this  time  was  de- 
scending in  sheets,  and  the  horses,  terrified 
by  the  awful  strife  of  the  elements,  were 
pulling  so  violently  that  I  feared  each 
moment  to  see,  or,  rather,  to  hear,  the  wagon 
go  over. 

The  Kaffirs  ran  to  their  heads,  but  it  was 
no  easy  matter  to  deal  with  them,  and  pro- 
bably but  for  my  happy  thought  of  covering 
the  heads  of  Leeuw  and  Vitpens,  both  of 
which  kept  tolerably  quiet,  their  combined 
efforts  would  have  overturned  the  wagon  and 
caused  a  catastrophe  of  the  first  order. 

I  had  been  holding  Leeuw  by  his  headstall 
for  over  twenty  minutes,  Inyosi  being  next 
me  holding  on  to  the  halter  upon  Viti^ens, 
when,  almost  in  my  ear,  as  he  passed  close 
in  his  bound,  sounded  the  savage,  blood- 
curdling roar  of  a  lion.  The  horses,  wild 
with  terror,  reared  straight  up,  and  fell  over 
backwards,  and,  at  the  same  moment,  I 
heard  a  smothered  shriek,  which  was  drowned 
in  a  peal  of  thunder.  The  fires  were  out,  and, 
except  for  the  light  of  the  successive  flashes, 
not  an  object  could  be  distinguished  even  at 
arm's  length.  The  oxen  had  stampeded, 
while  the  horses,  with  Leeuw  and  Vitpens 
among  them,  had  broken  their  halters  and 
escaped  over  the  veldt. 

The  Kaffirs,  who  were  crowded  under  the 
wagon,  were  loudly  shouting  that  the  lion  had 
taken  Inyosi. 

On  calling  hun  byname  there  was  no  answer. 
Just  then  a  tremendous  roaring  was  set  up 
about  two  hundred  yards  ofl',  evidently  pro- 
ceeding from  a  troop  of  lions  which  were,  no 
doubt,  regaling  upon  the  horses.  Horror- 
struck  beyond  my  power  to  describe,  I  drove 
the  men  from  under  the  wagon,  ordering 
them  to  relight  the  fires,  a  thing  they  had 
very  little  inclination  to  do.  The  storm  was 
by  this  time  almost  over,  having  stopped 
with  as  much  suddenness  as  it  had  begun. 
The  dismal  clouds  were  drifting  away,  and 
the  moon  appeared  among  them,  throwing  a 
flood  of  soft,  silvery  light  upon  the  surround- 
ing plain,  and  glistening  at  myriads  of  points 
upon  the  raindrops  on  branch  or  leaf.  It 
was,  no  doubt,  rather  risky  work  to  go  far 
from  the  outspan  in  search  of  fuel  for  the 


fires ;  but,  as  the  roars  we  had  heard  came 
from  the  open  veldt,  I  thought  it  likely 
enough  that  the  coast  was  pretty  clear  in  the 
opposite  direction.  Some  large,  dead  trees, 
whose  withered,  barkless  branches  gleamed 
white  in  the  moonlight,  had  been  prostrated 
by  the  storm,  and  furnished  a  plentiful  supply 
of  firewood,  which  the  Kaffirs  lost  no  time  in 
bringing  in. 

The  lions  shortly  again  commenced  to  roar 
as  they  drew  near  the  vley,  close  to  which 
we  were  camped,  but  were  deterred  from  ap- 
proaching by  the  light  of  the  fires,  which 
were  now  again  crackling  and  blazing,  shin- 
ing on  the  swarthy  features  of  my  followers, 
who  listened  with  awe  in  their  faces  to  the 
grand  and  sonorous  sounds. 

Seeing  that  the  rest  of  the  night  would  be 
fine,  I  determined  to  carry  out  a  resolution  I 
had  long  formed,  to  hunt  among  the  moonlit 
jungles  and  see  the  game  at  a  time  when 
most  free  from  the  shyness  and  suspicion  of 
danger  evinced  during  the  day.  I  also  enter- 
tained a  hope  of  coming  upon  the  murderous 
prowler  that  had  carried  off  Inyosi,  in  which 
event  I  was  resolved  to  clear  scores  with 
him. 

Of  course,  the  danger  of  hunting  by  night 
is  very  considerably  greater  than  during  the 
day.  The  carnivora,  especially,  are  at  that 
time  most  to  be  feared,  as  they  are  all  en- 
gaged in  hunting,  and  are  just  as  likely  to 
take  a  fancy  to  a  man  as  not.  Then  there  is 
the  great  risk  of  passing  close  to  a  lion  as  he 
lies  hidden  in  dense  shadow,  or  in  the  de- 
ceptive light  escapes  notice,  even  on  open 
ground  coloured  very  much  like  himself.  It 
would  be  crediting  a  lion  on  the  outlook  for 
a  meal  with  far  too  much  respect  for  the 
human  form  divine  if,  under  such  temptation, 
he  did  not  avail  himself  of  the  chance.  Buf- 
faloes are  also  dangerous  at  night,  and  the 
taint  of  man's  presence  in  the  air  might  easily 
bring  a  whole  drove  of  the  infuriated  animals 
on  the  hunter.  The  two  varieties  of  black 
rhinoceros  also  are  frequently  come  upon  at 
such  times,  threading  their  way  along  the 
game  paths  to  or  from  water.  Woe  betide 
the  hunter  who  thus  meets  them,  unless  he 
can  swing  himself  into  a  friendly  tree,  or 
otherwise  avoid  an  encounter  with  these  pon- 
derous and  irascible  brutes,  who  can  charge 
unimpeded  among  jungles  where  man  is 
helpless. 

In  short,  I  knew  very  well  the  extra  danger 
I  was  about  to  incur,  but  having  taken  my 
resolution,  I,  perhaps  foolishly,  persisted  in 
it,  in  spite  of  the  earnest  remonstrances  of 
my  men.  Perceiving  that  argument  with  me 
only  fixed  my  determination  the  more  firmly, 
Abraham,  my  head  man,  desisted,  and  him- 
self set  about  overhauling  my  No.  8  smooth 
bore,  remarking  that  it  would  be  better  than 
a  rifle  for  close  work  in  the  deceptive  light  of 
the  moon  or  in  the  dense  shadows  of  the 
jungles.  Buckling  on  my  cartridge  belt,  and 
slipping  into  ths  gun  cartridges  containing 
ten  drams  of  No.  6  powder  behind  short, 
conical,  hollow-pointed  bullets  weighing  three 
ounces  each,  I  stepped  away  from  the  fire, 
directing  my  course  towards  the  thick  fringe 
or  belt  of  forest  jungle  which  ran  parallel  to 
the  course  of  the  Eamoqueban  Eiver  for  a 
considerable  distance  at  either  side  of  the 
outspan. 

I  have  said  it  was  a  beautiful  night.  All 
traces  of  the  recent  thunderstorm  had  dis- 
appeared, if  I  except  a  freshness  in  the  air 
which  was  indescribably  exhilarating  after 
the  oven-like  weather  of  the  last  two  or  three 
days.  All  around  me  lay  the  veldt,  stretching 
vaguely  away  to  dim  distance,  appearing 
wrapt  in  placid  repose  beneath  the  deep  blue 
sky,  and  bathed  in  the  misty  light  of  a  waning 
moon.  Patches  of  jungle  stood  irregularly 
over  the  expanse,  mysterious  spots  of  gloom, 
partly  lost  in  densest  shadows,  and  here  and 


there  flashing  back  the  light  from  gum- en- 
crusted leaf  or  dripping  bough  or  twig.  A- 
silence,  I  will  say  a  holy  calm,  rested  on  the 
face  of  nature.  What  is  it  within  us  thrills 
in  response  to  the  beauty  or  grandeur  of 
nature  ?  I  have  ever  felt  myself  more  stirred 
to  adoration  and  praise  of  the  great  Creator, 
more  susceptible  of  rehgious  impressions, 
when  miles  removed  from  human  intercourse 
than  when  surrounded  by  all  the  so-called 
triumphs  of  modern  civilisation.  There  is 
balm  for  the  wounded  spirit,  for  the  over- 
taxed mind,  as  well  as  health  for  the  wearied 
body,  amid  the  sublime  scenes  of  the  wilder- 
ness. One  seems  to  realise  how  infinitely 
little  is  man  and  all  his  boasted  works  when 
encircled  by  the  evidences  of  the  wisdom  and 
power  of  God  in  a  land  still  unsulhed  by 
man's  presence  or  handiwork.  At  least, 
these  are  the  feelings  which  I  have  experi- 
enced. No  doubt  there  are  others  differ- 
ently constituted.  Dr.  Johnson  saw  nothing 
in  a  mountain  but  an  immense  protuberance, 
nor  did  a  raincloud  suggest  anything  to  him 
but  the  immediate  necessity  of  an  umbrella 
or  a  great-coat ! 

There  is  to  my  mind  ;^no  more  exciting 
amusement  than  this  noiseless  stealing 
through  the  jungles  of  a  savage  land  in  the 
silence  of  night,  surrounded  by  wild  animals, 
and  exposed  at  any  moment  to  a  dangerous 
encounter  with  some  powerful  and  ferocious 
brute.  Every  instinct  is  ujion  the  alert  to 
detect  the  proximity  cf  game  ;  the  beauty  of 
nature  suffused  by  a  flood  of  moonlight, 
flecking  path  and  tree  with  alternate  patches 
of  ebony  and  silver  ;  the  white  light  glisten- 
ing with  diamond  brightness  upon  each  drop 
of  dew  ;  while  the  air  itself  seems  full  of 
mystery,  and  all  around  appears  to  listen  with 
intentness  for  some  symptom  or  signal,  or  to 
brood  over  something  which  the  observer  can. 
never  know  :  all  this  appeals  to  that  deep 
underlying  love  of  nature  to  which  I  have 
already  alluded,  and  which  is  in  some  inex- 
plicable way  inseparably  bound  up  with  our 
being.  And  this  wild  feeling  receives  a  new 
impulse  when,  on  standing  still  to  listen  (as 
the  hunter  will  frequently  do  in  his  slow  and 
cautious  progress),  the  distant,  or  mayhap 
the  near,  roar  of  a  lion  startles  the  silence 
and  sends  the  blood  surging  through  the 
veins,  not  of  the  hunter  alone,  but  of  almost 
all  the  animal  world  within  hearing  of  the 
suggestive  sound !  It  is  a  savage,  blood- 
curdling, far-reaching  sound,  speaking  most 
eloquently  of  rending  flesh  and  sudden  death, 
and  instils  caution  as  perhaps  nothing  else 
can. 

All  this  time,  however,  the  reader  must 
suppose  me  to  have  been  slowly  advancing 
towards  the  forest  that,  as  I  have  said,  lines 
the  banks  of  the  Eamoqueban  Eiver.  For 
some  little  time  I  saw  nothing,  and  a  deep 
silence  enwrapped  the  vast  scene,  nothing' 
breaking  it  except  the  rustle  of  the  tall  yello\\ 
grass  as  I  slowly  passed  through  it.  I  had 
deviated  a  little  from  the  direct  course  here 
and  there  to  skirt  isolated  patches  of  jungle  ; 
but  animal  life  seemed  unusually  scarce  in 
the  neighbourhood  of  the  camp,  and  I  finally 
held  directly  away  towards  the  river.  The 
moonlight  was  clear,  although  the  orb  was 
waning,  being  several  days  past  the  full ;  but 
the  stars  were  bright,  and  between  them  the 
light  was  certainly  more  than  is  yieL'jd  in 
these  countries  by  the  brightest  full  moon 
with  her  attendant  planets.  I  could  see  the 
dim  outline  of  the  forest  towards  which  I  was 
advancing,  and  I  imagined  I  could  here  and 
there  note  black  objects  on  the  plain,  appa- 
rently in  motion.  These  were  the  forms  of 
several  of  the  horses  and  most  of  the  oxen, 
as  I  discovered  to  my  great  relief  on  a  nearer 
approach.  But  there  were  many  others  as 
well. 

Just  as  I  passed  by  a  strip  of  jungle  the 
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grey  foi-ms  of  a  large  band  of  buffaloes  151ecl 
one  by  one  out  of  its  shadows.  Immediately 
on  perceiving  them  I  threw  myself  to  the 
ground,  merely  keeping  my  head  on  a  level 
with  the  grass.  The  wind  was  in  the  right 
■  direction,  and  I  waited  in  a  state  of  very  con- 
siderable excitement,  watching  the  ponderous 
brutes  as  they  grazed  along  in  a  direction 
which  would  bring  them  past  me  within  fifty 
.yards  in  a  few  minutes. 

While  intently  looking  towards  them,  my 
■eyes  bemg  level  with  the  top  of  the  grass, 
all  at  once  I  noticed  something  dark  about 
twenty  yards  in  front  of  me,  and  between  me 
and  the  buffaloes.  I  had  scarcely  observed 
it  when  it  vanished  under  cover  of  the  grass, 
•only  in  a  few  moments  to  reappear,  and  again 
-as  mysteriously  to  vanish.  I  was,  however, 
too  intent  on  observing  the  gradual  approach 
of  the  buffaloes  to  speculate  on  this  appari- 
tion. It  was  my  intention  to  allow  the 
animals  to  feed  up  to  within  twenty  or  thirty 
yards  of  where  I  lay  hidden  before  firing. 
Close  1 3  me  was  an  extensive  patch  of  jungle, 
and  in  this  were  several  trees  large  enough  to 
afford  a  refuge  should  it  be  necessary  for  me 
to  avail  myself  of  it.  I  was,  therefore,  very 
■favourably  situated,  and  I  awaited,  with  as 
much  patience  as  I  could  muster,  the  moment 
when  the  leader  of  the  party,  a  ponderous  old 
-bull  with  massive  horns,  would  be  within  shot. 

I  sooii  had  evidence  that  game  abounded 
-in  the  vicinity.    From  the  same  direction  as 
the  buffaloes  had  come,  a  troop  of  at  least  fifty 
hartebeeste  made  their  appearance,  and  these 
were  followed  by  about  a  dozen  pallah.  In- 
side the  adjacent  jungle  I  could  hear  animals 
moving  cautiously  about,  the  rebound  of  a 
../bough  as  it  slipped  past  the  sides  of  some 
^beast  forcing  his  way  through,  the  crackling 
•  of  dry  twigs,  and  other  noises  indicative  of  the 
presence  of  a  considerable  number  of  animals 
on  the  move.    A  large  troop  of  gnus  filed  be- 
fore me  at  a  distance  of  about  one  hu-ndred 
yards,  and  far  away  I  could  note  many  black 
specks  moving  about  over  the  veldt.  The 
hideous  cry  of  a  hyaena  hardly  fifty  yards  be- 
hind startled  me  by  its  suddenness.  Presently 
it  was  repeated,  but  much  closer  than  before, 
and  almost  simultaneously  I  saw  the  brute 
itself  following  up  my  spoor  like  a  dog. 
Clearly  it  did  not  think  I  was  so  near,  else  it 
would  hardly  have  been  so  bold.   The  moment 
it  observed  me  it  tossed  up  its  ugly  head,  took 
a  good  stare,  and  then  slunk  away,  to  repeat 
its  blood-curdling  yell  at  a  more  respectful 
distance.   These  brutes  are  great  cowards,  but 
jmany  cases  have  occurred  of  their  dragging 
away  old  women  or  children  into  the  bush, 
when  they  may  be  heard  laughing  in  fits  over 
their  prey.    They  are  a  great  nuisance  prowl- 
ing round  a  camp,  as  nothing  comes  amiss  to 
them,  from  a  saddle  to  a  piece  of  meat.  They 
■  will  gnaw  and  destroy  bridles,  rheimpies,  or 
any  articles  of  leather  they  find  lying  about. 
Hence  it  is  advisable  to  have  a  number  of 
.  dogs  at  the  camp  to  keep  them  off. 

The  buffaloes  were  not  long  in  browsing 
within  the  requisite  distance;  but  as  they 
manifested  no  suspicion  of  danger  I  allowed 
them  to  come  nearer.  At  length  the  big  bull 
leader  stood  within  thii-ty  paces,  the  "light 
iglinting  on  his  horns,  and  on  the  massive 
armour-plating  of  horny  gro\vth  over  his  fore- 
head. He  certainly  was  a  ferocious-looking 
customer  ;  but  there  were  others  of  the  troop 
not  much  his  mferiors  in  bulk  and  weight. 
He  stood  broadside  on,  and  offered  a  splendid 
shot.  The  others  were  u-regularly  scattered 
behnid  him,  two  or  three  of  them  being  actu- 
ally nearer  to  me ;  but  I  coveted  the  big  bull's 
head  as  a  trophy,  and  I  therefore  raised  my 
gun,  took  a  steady  aim  just  behind  his  shoul- 
der, and  slowly  pressed  the  right  trigger.  At 
the  report  the  buffalo  stumbled  to  his  knees, 
;.and  I  immediately  gave  him  the  left  barrel  as 
;iiearly  as  I  could  judge  in  the  same  place. 


At  this  moment,  not  twenty  yards  in  front, 
to  my  amazement,  a  splendid  full-grown  lion 
leapt  from  his  concealment  in  the  grass,  ap- 
parently astonished  by  the  sudden  uproar,  but 
seeing  the  buffalo  struggling  to  its  legs  close 
before  him  he  immediately  gave  vent  to  a 
grunting  roar  and  leapt  upon  the  animal's 
flanks,  using  teeth  and  claws  with  the  utmost 
vigour.  I  reloaded  as  fast  as  possible,  and, 
sighting  at  the  Hon,  I  fired  both  barrels;  but, 
unluckily  hitting  the  wi'ong  animal,  I  brought 
the  bull  to  the  ground,  its  death  bellow  fol- 
lowing close  upon  the  reports  of  my  gun. 

Again  erammuig  in  cartridges  I  advanced 
towards  the  spot;   but  my  attention  was 
rapidly  turned  into  a  new  channel.    The  band 
of  buffaloes,  getting  wind  of  the  blood  of  their 
,  comrade,  and  seeing  the  lion  attack  him, 
I  massed  close  up  together,  and,  uttering  a  deep 
)  moaning  sound  or  low  roaring,  they  advanced, 
presenting  a  wild  and  sinister  phalanx,  the 
thick  steam  from  their  nostrils  rising  like  a 
fog  in  the  air.    The  lion  meantime  appeared 
unconscious  of  the  danger  that  threatened 
him.    So  engrossed  had  he  been  in  the  furi- 
ous contest,  and  so  fully  had  his  ferocious 
instincts  been  excited,  that  he  had  ignored 
the  loud  reports  of  my  gun,  and,  indeed,  it 
seemed  as  if  thunder  and  lightning  could  not 
make  an  impression  upon  him.    In  the  space 
of  ten  seconds  what  I  have  lingered  over  in 
describing  took  place  and  was  over.  The 
infuriated  buffaloes  rushed  at  their  common 
enemy.    I  could  see  the  lion  using  teeth  and 
claws  as  the  maddened  animals  surged  about 
him  ;  but  he  had  no  chance,  and  in  a  few 
seconds  he  lay  a  shapeless  and  bloody  mass 
upon  the  ground,  almost  trodden  into  the 
clay.    It  will  easily  be  believed  that  I  kept 
very  quiet  while  all  this  was  going  on.    I  lay 
flat  on  the  earth,  scarce  daring  to  breathe  lest 
rny  presence  might  be  recalled  to  the  recollec- 
tion of  the  buffaloes,  which  in  their  present 
temper  would  have  at  once  charged  me  en 
masse  and  have  made  littocks  of  me  in  even 
less  time  than  had  sufliced  for  the  lion.  I 
thus  passed  a  very  unpleasant  quart  d'he^ire, 
the  enraged  animals  meantime  smelling  and 
snorting  around  the  dead  buffalo  and  lion,  the 
bulls  tearing  up  great  clods  of  earth  in  their 
excitement.  At  length  they  filed  away,  leaving 
me  very  much  relieved.  : 
The  lion  was  scarcely  recognisable  as  such  ;  i 
but  I  severed  his  tail,  as  I  did  also  that  of  the  I 
bull,  and  continued  my  walk.    Contests  of 
this  nature  between  lions  and  buffaloes  take  I 
place  pretty  frequently,  though  no  doubt  it  ! 
is  not  often  that  a  lion  is  mobbed  to  death  I 
in  the  way  described.    The  lions  generally  [ 
select  a  better  opportunity  of  assailing  their 
victim,  when  they  will  not  bring  the  vengeance 
of  a  whole  troop  down  on  them  at  once.  I 
have  little  doubt  that  this  particular  lion  was 
lying  in  wait  for  these  buffaloes  just  as  I  was 
myself,  intending  to  pounce  on  a  detached 
member  of  the  party.    It  was  his  head  I  had 
noticed  popping  above  the  grass  a  few  times, 
as  he  kept  his  eye  on  the  movements  of  his 
game,  although  at  the  moment  the  true  nature 
of  the  apparition  did  not  occur  to  me. 

I  have  given  more  in  detail  than  I  intended 
the  incidents  of  this  night,  and  have  therefore 
deferred  the  narrative  which  I  had  in  my 
mind  when  I  first  took  up  the  pen.  Passing 
over  some  sport  with  hartebeeste,  gnu,  and 
other  animals,  I  will  ask  the  reader  to  suppose 
me  to  have  driven  up  the  horses  and  oxen  to 
a  spot  nearer  to  the  outspan,  and  to  have 
made  a  circuit  placing  me  on  the  side  of 
the  camp  opposite  to  that  already  described. 
Here  the  ground  was  more  broken,  the  herb- 
age thinner,  and  the  isolated  patches  of  jungle 
smaller ;  but  as  it  was  in  this  direction  I  had 
heard  the  lions  roaring  a  couple  of  hours 
previously,  I  was  not  sorry  that  the  nature 
of  the  ground  afforded  comparatively  little 
facility  for  concealment.    It  was  now  about 


orie  o'clock,  and  the  moon  was  already  de- 
clining, though  not  to  any  appreciable  extent ; 
but  the  shadows  were  longer,  the  air  was 
decidedly  sharp,  and  I  walked  pretty  briskly 
along  the  open  ground,  keeping  a  sharp  eye 
out  on  all  sides  for  any  indication  of  game. 
The  camp  was  only  a  couple  of  hundred  yards 
I  behind  me,  and  on  turning  about  I  could  see 
the  white  wagon  tilt  shining  in  the  moonlight, 
as  well  as  note  the  reflection  of  the  fires  on 
the  few  thorn  trees  that  stood  about  the  spot. 
_  I  had  not  gone  many  yards  past  this  par- 
ticular place  when,  observing  somethmg  dark, 
I  walked  towards  it.  When  within  a  hundred 
yards,  two  hya>nas  slunk  away,  and  on  ap- 
proaching nearer  I  soon  discovered  that  what 
they  had  been  engaged  over  was  the  remains 
of  a  horse,  and  doubtless  were  those  of  the 
animal  whose  fate  had  been  announced  by 
the  terrific  serenade  of  roaring  I  have  already 
mentioned  as  taking  place.    A  little  farther 
I  came  upon  another,  and  shortly  afterwards, 
hearing  hyaenas  close  by  in  the  bed  of  a 
spruit,  I  cautiously  stole  up,  and,  seeing  three 
of  these  filthy  scavengers  below,  I  fired  a 
right  and  left  among  them,  killing  one  and 
crippling  another,  which  I  polished  off  with 
another  shot.    .Jumping  down  into  the  spruit 
I  bent  over  the  place  where  they  had  been 
feeding,  and  after  a  little  scrutiny,  for  the  spot 
was  in  shadow,  I  recoiled  a  step  involuntarily 
froni  the  ghastly  object  at  my  feet.    It  was  a 
portion  of  a  human  skeleton,  the  raw  and 
bloody  ribs  being  bare,  and  the  face,  and  in 
fact  all  the  flesh,  eaten  off  the  skull.  The 
arms  and  legs  were  gone.    It  was  beyond 
doubt  all  that  was  left  of  Inyosi.    On  looking 
about  I  found  one  of  the  feet  bitten  off  just 
above  the  ankle,  and  a  small  portion  of  what 
appeared  to  have  been  a  leg-bone. 

It  now  occurred  to  me  that,  considering  the 
length  of  time  which  had  elapsed  since  the 
I  unfortunate  man  had  been  seized,  the  Uon 
!  must  have  only  very  recently  left  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  this  spot,  for  otherwise  three  ra- 
venous hysenas  would  long  since  have  com- 
pletely devoured  eveiy  vestige  of  the  body. 
No  sooner  did  this  idea  strike  me  than  I  took 
a  very  careful  survey  of  the  bed  of  the  spruit 
above  and  below,  and  in  a  little  sandy  spot 
about  twenty  yards  from  the  remains  I  could 
distinctly  see  the  spoor  of  a  lion.  Following 
up  this  clue,  I  held  on,  keeping  my  eyes  bent 
on  the  ground,  and  stooping  at  every  likely 
place  to  search  for  footprints.    While  thus 
engaged  I  suddenly  felt  an  odd  sensation  steal 
over  me.    I  do  not  know  if  other  people  have 
experienced  a  similar  feeling  in  like  situations, 
but,  having  once  or  twice  before  had  this 
warning  of  imminent  danger,  I  immediately 
looked  up,  and  was  just  in  time  to  see  some- 
thing pop  down  out  of  sight  on  the  top  of  the 
bank,  which  here  was  about  nine  or  ten  feet 
in  perpendicular  height.     The  sprait  was 
barely  ten  yards  across  at  this  point,  both 
sides  being  almost  or  quite  upright.  I  stepped, 
or  rather  rushed,  right  to  the  opposite  side, 
and  at  the  moment  I  felt  my  back  against  the 
bcynk  a  lion  sprang  with  a  roar  into  the  spruit, 
his  mane  flying  loose  about  his  head,  giving 
him  an  appearance  of  enormous  size,  and 
I  alighted  exactly  on  the  spot  where  I  had  been 
standing  a  second  or  two  before. 

There  are  many  situations  in  which  the 
phrase  "my  heart  stopped  still,"  oi  "my 
heart  jumped  into  my  mouth,"  would  no  doubt 
convey  -with  more  or  less  of  accuracy  an  idea 
of  the  feelings  evoked  by  some  sudden  and 
striking  event ;  but  I  cannot  recall  what  I 
felt  on  this  occasion.  I  fancy  that  in  great 
emergencies  people  become  more  or  less  au- 
tomatons, moving  in  an  unreasoning  obe- 
dience to  instinct,  rather  than  in  pursuance 
of  any  definite  plan.  It  was  thus  in  the  pre- 
sent case.  I  can  only  recall  in  a  general  way 
what  took  place.  The  spruit  just  here  ran 
nearly  north  and  south,  and  the  moon  having 
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fallen  towards  the  west,  the  high  bank  at 
that  side  against  which  I  stood  threw  a  deep 
shadow  on  the  ground  for  about  half  the 
breadth  of  the  channel.  Thus  the  lion,  on 
landing,  imagining  that  he  would  have  me  m 
his  claws,  was  apparently  rather  taken  aback 
at  my  disappearance,  and,  immediately  re- 
covering himself,  stood  up  and  stared  about 
him.  At  the  same  moment  he  received  a  ball 
beneath  the  eye  which  sent  him  over  against 
the  opposite  bank,  where  he  lay  struggling  and 
roaring,  sending  the  stones  and  sand  fiymg 
in  all  directions.  My  left  barrel  missed  fire. 
Throwing  open  the  breach  of  my  gun  to  re- 
load, in  my  haste  I  dropped  the  cartridge  I 
had  drawn  from  my  belt,  and  before  I  could 
get  another  the  lion  recovered  his  legs,  and, 
seeming  very  dazed,  came  at  me.  I  easily 
avoided  him,  and  had  just  got  in  a  cartridge 
when,  his  heart  faihng  him,  he  scrambled  up 
the  side  of  the  spruit,  and  was  just  vanishing 


over  the  top,  when  I  took  a  snap-shot  at  his 
hindquarters. 

Hearing  him  making  a  tremendous  uproar 
above,  I  climbed  up  the  opposite  bank,  thmk- 
ing  it  advisable  to  have  the  spruit  between  us, 
and  had  the  great  satisfaction  of  seeing  him 
rolling  about  on  the  ground,  roaring  savagely 
and  tearing  everything  within  reach,  as  if  to 
satisfy  his  rage  upon  something.  Two  more 
shots  settled  him,  and  I  then  crossed  over 
and  proceeded  to  inspect  my  prize.  The  first 
shot,  which  I  intended  for  the  region  between 
the  eye  and  the  ear,  had  hit  rather  low,  and 
too  far  forward;  but  the  heavy _  ball  had 
dazed  him,  as  well  as  smashed  his  face  up 
considerably,  the  eye  on  one  side  having  been 
forced  out  of  its  socket.  The  second  shot 
had  broken  his  near  hind  leg.  I  have  no 
doubt  that  he  would  have  died  very  soon 
after  the  first  shot ;  but  in  the  meantime  I 
might  have  lost  him. 


On  measuring  him  I  found  him  to  be  10  feet 
11  inches  as  he  lay  between  pei-pendiculars 
planted  in  the  ground  at  the  point  of  the  tail 
and  at  the  end  of  the  nose,  the  head  being 
placed  in  regard  to  the  body  in  the  position 
it  would  occupy  if  the  animal  were  standing 
and  gazing  to  his  front.  He  was  in  the  prime 
of  hfe,  his  teeth  and  claws  being  clean  and 
sharp,  and  his  mane  very  full  and  handsome. 
I  had  the  satisfaction  of  thinking  that  this  was 
the  animal  that  had  carried  off  my  luckless 
Kaffir ;  and,  feeUng  deeply  grateful  for  having 
safely  got  through  the  encounter,  as  well  as. 
through  the  other  dangers  of  the  night,  I 
returned  to  the  outspan,  and  in  the  morning 
I  had  the  head  of  the  buffalo  and  the  skin  of 
the  lion  brought  to  the  wagon.  Three  horses 
and  two  oxen  had  been  killed  during  the  night, 
but  this  was  of  course  a  small  matter  in 
comparison  with  the  tragedy  I  have  attempted 
to  describe. 
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AN  ADVENTUEE  WITH  A  CHOCODILE  IN  MADAGASCAR. 


WELL  do  I  remember  the  clay  on  which 
my  wife  and  I,  with  a  friend  of  ours, 
arrived  at  a  small  village  situated  on  the 
shores  of  the  beautiful  lake  Itasy,  in  Mada- 
gascar. 

I  say  "  arrived,"  but  unfortunately  we  had 
not  quite  reached  the  village,  for  between  us 
and  it  lay  an  awkward  ford,  over  which  the 
men  who  carried  our  palanquins  refused  to  go 
without  a  guide,  though  we  offered  to  lead  the 
way  on  foot,  and  a  guide  could  not  be  found. 

We  had  had  a  long  day's  journey,  and  night 
was  fast  coming  on;  swarms  of  mosquitoes 
began  to  trouble  us,  and  the  cold  evening 
mist  rising  from  the  marshes  spoke  of  ague 
and  fever.  We  were  doubly  anxious  to  get  to 
the  other  side,  for  our  luggage-bearers  had 
not  yet  come  up,  and  there  was  a  report  of  a 
gang  of  highwaymen  having  been  seen  in  the 
neighbourhood,  so  we  wished  to  get  my  wife 
safely  over,  and  then  return  to  look  after  the 
missing  men. 

To  no  purpose,  however,  did  we  entreat  the 
natives  assembled  at  the  other  side  to  act  as 
guides ;  to  no  purpose  did  we  remind  them 
that  the  queen  would  hold  them  responsible 
for  our  lives  if  they  left  us  to  catch  the  fever 
and  die.  "  No  !  "  they  said,  "  a  pig  was  taken 
this  very  day,  in  broad  daylight,  by  a  croco- 
dile, and  they  are  much  more  fierce  at  night," 
and  they  dare  not  come.  ' 

Bad  as  things  seemed,  we  could  not  but 
admire  the  picture  before  us.    There  lay  the 
village,  built  on  a  towering  rock,  the  thatched 
roofs  peeping  out  from  among  the  giant  fi>^ 
trees  ;  behind  all  this  was  the  bright  red  after- 
glow of  a  tropical  sunset.    Huge  flying-foxes 
flitted  about  like  evil  spirits  among  the  trees 
and  every  now  and  then  a  flight  of  duck  would 
skim  over  the  tall  bamboo-like  reeds  and 
papyrus  as  they  followed  the  course  of  the  ; 
river.    Huntlreds  of  snow-white  herons  and  i 
egrets  clustered  on  the  reeds  to  roost,  looking-  1 
like  large  white  flowers  as  they  swung  gently 
m  the  breeze.    As  we  sat  and  wonderecf  what  ' 
to  do  next,  our  luggage- bearers  came  up,  to 
our  great  relief,  and,  laying  down  their  loads 
quietly  accepted  the  mevitable  with  the  stoical 
patience  always  shown  by  them  in  times  of 
trial. 

Suddenly  a  thought  struck  me,  and  turning 
to  my  companions  I  said,  "  What  donkeys  we 
have  been  ;  we  have  never  offered  them 
money;"  so  putting  my  hands  to  my  mouth 
I  shouted,  "  Come  over  and  fetch  us,  and  we 
-will  pay  you  well." 

Ah  1  that  was  what  they  wanted.  In  less 
than  a  minute  the  whole  village  was  astir  ■ 
lanterns  and  torches  gleamed  in  the  dark- 
ness—for there  is  little  twilight  in  the  tropics, 
and  it  was  now  quite  dark— spears  glittered, 
and  the  dusky  figures  of  some  thirty  natives 
i?i  .  n-  ,  girding  up  their  loins  in  the 

fitful  light  Then,  with  a  shout  that  echoed 
far  and  wide,  they  ran  down  the  steep  bank 
towards  the  river,  brandishing  their  spears. 
I  hose  carrying  torches  kept  to  the  inside, 
wiule  the  others  formed  lines  on  either  side 

Slowly  they  walked  into  the  stream,  still 
dancing  and  yelling  as  they  beat  the  water 
all  round  them.  It  was  impossible  to  cross 
straight  over,  as  the  water  was  too  deep,  but 
they  took  a  winding  route  through  the  dense 
toliage  that  grew  from  out  of  the  river  I 
have  seldom  seen  anything  more  weird  than 
t^e  sight  of  those  natives  winding  in  and  out 
of  that  thick  screen  of  plants,  singin"  their 
wild  song  and  waving  their  torches  as  they 
slowly  picked  their  way  towards  us. 

At  last  they  were  across,  and  after  a  Httle 
encouragement  our  bearers  picked  up  the 
palanquins  and  stepped  into  the  river.  It 
was  rather  uncanny  that  long  crossing,  know- 
ing that  in  any  of  the  deep  holes  a  crocodile 
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might  be  lurking,  only  kept  from  charging 
by  the  fear  of  the  noise  and  the  number  of 
people  ;  but  we  all  got  safely  over  at  last. 

That  night  I  thought  crocodiles  were  not 
such  dangerous  animals  as  people  made  out, 
but  the  next  day  I  had  cause  to  ehange  mv 
mind. 

As  soon  as  we  had  arrived  in  the  village 
nothing  could  have  exceeded  the  hospitality 
of  the  people.  Two  clean  houses— the  best 
in  the  village— were  swept  out,  and  put  en- 
tirely at  our  disposal.  Then  the  chiefs  and 
elders  came  and  paid  their  respects,  and 
hoped  we  meant  to  make  a  long  stay  amongst 
them.  On  hearing  we  had  come  for  a  fW 
days'  duck-shooting,  they  very  politely  offered 
us  their  best  canoes  and  the  most  skilful 
men  for  a  very  small  consideration— that  is 
to  say,  just  sufficient  to  give  their  men  a  tij). 

Shall  I  ever  forget  the  next  morning? 
How  delicious  it  seemed  to  step  out  into  the 
cool  morning  air,  after  the  troubled  night  we 
had  had  on  account  of  the  mosquitoes,  and 
look  about  one.  Our  houses  were  right  on 
the  top  of  the  rock  on  which  the  town  was 
built.  Huge  trees  overshadowed  us,  but 
between  these  glimpses  of  the  great  lake 
thirty  or  forty  miles  long,  might  be  seen. 
On  its  quiet  surface  lay  scores  of  huge  croco- 
diles, slowly  moving,  with  only  their  eyes  and 
a  few  of  the  scales  of  their  backs  visible  above 
the  water,  towards  a  sandy  spit  on  which 
some  ten  or  twelve  lay  basking.  Flights  of 
wildfowl  skimmed  across  the  surface  or  rose 
quacking  from  the  reeds.  Here  and  there 
a  httle  black  line  on  the  water  showed  where 
some  canoe  was  wending  its  way  to  the 
nearest  market  in  the  far  distance,  whi'e  all 
along  the  margin  rose  the  great  bleak  moun- 
tains, grand  in  their  wildness. 

Breakfast  was  soon  over,  and  we  were  not 
long  in  walking,  guns  in  hand,  to  where  the 
large  canoes,  each  cut  out  of  one  tree,  lay 
My  wife  and  I  stepped  into  one  of  these,  and 
M—  into  another.  Two  natives  to  each  canoe 
accompanied  us,  to  paddle  and  to  guide  us  to 
where  the  birds  usually  were  to  be  found.  In 
a  very  short  time  we  were  among  the  duck ; 
and  very  pretty  shooting  it  was  as  they  rose 
from  out  of  the  weeds  and  gi-asses  that  covered 
the  edges  of  the  lake.  As  we  passed  the  sand- 
bank on  which  I  had  seen  the  crocodiles,  these 
huge  monsters  crept  slowly  and  stealthily 
down  to  the  water,  and  slid  in  with  scarcely 
a  ripple. 

There  is  something  horrible  about  the  ap- 
pearance and  movements  of  these  great  rep- 
tiles. Their  cold  green  eyes  look  so  cruel, 
and  their  shape  and  form  so  repulsive,  that 
I  felt  almost  a  deadly  hatred  to  them  as  I 
watched  them  disappear,  forgetting  that,  how- 
ever ill-looking  they  may  be,  yet  they  are 
God's  creatures,  created  for  a  purpose— that 
of  scavengers  of  the  rivers  and  lakes  in  hot 
countries,  and  thereby  helping  materially  to 
keep  away  fever  and  pestilence. 
_  Just  as  we  were  rounding  the  point,  a  canoe, 
iH  which  were  twelve  women,  passed  us  on 
their  way  to  fish  in  the  shallow  parts  of  the 
lake,  where  no  crocodile  can  come.  The  canoe 
was  so  heavily  laden  that  the  gunwale  was 
flush  with  the  water,  and  I  thought  at  the 
time  how  little  it  would  take  to  upset  it ;  but 
they  went  on  their  way,  singing  merrily  as 
they  paddled,  and  were  soon  out  of  sight 
behind  the  rushes. 

As  they  passed,  I  shot  a  duck.  I  mention 
this  for  two  reasons:  one,  because  many 
people  afiirm  that  if  a  shot  is  fired  no  croco- 
dile will  show  himself  above  watei-  for  some 
time  ;  and  secondly,  because  it  was  a  winged 
bird  and  kept  diving;  and  I  think  it  will 
interest  my  readers  to  know  how  the  natives 
capture  such  a  bu-d.  When  a  duck  is  wounded 


It  often  only  shows  half  its  head  above  water 
and  nothing  else.  The  natives  are  wonder- 
fully  quick  at  seeing  this,  even  if  it  be  hidden 
among  the  water-weeds  that  gi-ow  profusely 
on  the  surface.  In  each  boat  is  a  long,  barbed 
spear,  the  handle  of  which  is  a  hollow  reed 
This  IS  thrown  so  as  to  skim  over  the  water' 
and  with  such  accuracy  that  it  almost  always 
pierces  the  wounded  bird's  head.  Just  as  we 
had  recovered  my  bird  in  this  manner,  we 
heard  a  long,  low  wail,  followed  quickly  by 
another  and  another. 

The  men  stopped  rowing,  and  listened  in- 
tently,  then,  turning  the  canoe  round  quickly 
so  as  to  return  the  way  we  had  come,  they 
said,  "  A  woman  has  been  seized  by  a  croco- 
dile.'  Faster  and  faster  they  forced  the 
canoes  on,  until  we  turned  the  corner,  and 
there  lay  the  canoe  we  had  seen,  keel  upmost 
and  the  women  on  the  bank  winging  their 
hands  and  wailing.  After  a  few  questions, 
we  learnt  that  an  immense  crocodile  had 
charged  the  boat,  and  had  carried  off  a  woman 
from  out  of  it,  at  the  same  time  upsetting  the 
rest.  It  was  very  sad  work  pulhng  out  the 
nets,  and  peering  below  them  in  the  hopes 
of  finding  the  body;  but, it  was  not  there. 
Ihen  we  paddled  about  for  a  long  time,  but 
with  no  result,  when  suddenly  the  man  in 
our  boat  shouted  out,  "  Take  care,  sir  ;  take 
care,  ma'm  !  He  is  coming  right  under  the 
canoe." 

There  was  a  great  rocking,  and  we  plainly 
felt  and  heard  his  huge  back  gi-ate  across 
our  keel,  for  the  water  was  shallow.  Next 
mmute  his  head  appeared  above  water,  within 
five  yards  of  us,  for  only  a  second,  and  I  could 
not  get  a  shot  at  him  ;  but  dnectly  afterwards 
he  showed  again,  and  I  hit  him  on  the  back 
of  the  skull.  One  could  easily  hear  the  thud 
of  the  bullet  as  it  flattened  on  that  horny 
skull,  and  for  a  second  or  two  the  animal  lay 
partially  stunned  on  its  back,  lashino'  the 
water  mto  foam ;  but  before  we  could  reach 
it,  it  had  turned  over  and  sunk. 

Three  days  aftei-wards  I  heard  it  had  been 
found  dead  ;  but  I  am  very  doubtful  about  it 
being  the  same  one.  As  soon  as  we  saw  it 
had  left  the  body  I  took  my  wife  home,  not 
wishing  her  to  see  the  corpse,  and  before  we 
reached  the  lancHng-stage  they  had  found  it, 
horribly  mangled. 

A  piece  had  been  taken  right  out  of  the  thick 
side  of  the  canoe,  Uke  a  bite  out  of  a  biscuit, 
and  there  were  deep  marks  where  the  teeth 
had  struck  it— just  like  the  mark  a  bullet 
leaves  if  it  strikes  a  board  edge  on. 


BATCH  OE  CONUN- 
DRUMS. 

By  Philip  Kent,  b.a. 


WHAT  bird  ought  to  be  the  iHe  noire  of  tlie 
_     _  Blue-ribbonites  ?     The  nightingale, 
with  its  ceaseless  "jug- jug."  1 

What  famous  Enghsh  poet  should  a  rheu- 
matic lion  most  affect  ?  Dryden. 

What  must  poor  Bruin  do  with  the  tooth- 
ache ?    Grin  and  hear  it. 

In  which  of  the  French  departments  would 
you  look  to  find  most  lunatics  ?  In  Seine. 
(Natm-ally,  for  Paris  is  in-Seine.) 

What  is  thQ  most  fitting  name  for  a  thrift- 
less, shiftless, ineon-igiblylazy beggar?  Mendi- 
cant (Mend-I-can't), 

Of  all  musical  instraments,  ancient  or 
modern,  which  bears  the  name  most  loatli- 
some  to  a  typical  English  lad  ?    The  lyre. 

In  what  circle  of  the  reading  world  does 
this  periodical  take  the  lead?  The  Boy 
zone. 
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By  Talbot  Baines  Eeed, 


Autlior  of  "-A  Dog  icilh  a  Bad  Name,"  "  Mij  Friend  Smith,"  etc. 


ENGLISH  boys  onght  to  be  greatly  consoled 
by  a  funny  little  book,  recently  published, 
called  "  English  as  She  is  Taught."  Not  only 
does  it  "  go  "  for  the  teacher,  which  is  always 
soothing;  but  the  shocking  examples  of 
juvenile  blunders  it  quotes  are  all  made  by 
•American  boys  !  English  boys  never  make 
mistakes  1  Their  copies  are  aZioaj/s  right. 
If  there  is  a  mistake  in  the  spelling,  it  is 
something  wrong  with  the  dictionary.  If 
■the  grammar  is  at  fault,  there  is  something 
wrong  with  the  system.  If  the  memory 
is  at  fault,  there  is  something  wrong  with 
the  examiner.  Some  wicked  people  have 
charged  them  with  making  blunders,  and 
pretended  to  record  them.  But  these  people 
are  libellers,  who  concoct  blunders  of  their 
own,  and  try  to  palm  them  off  as  the  innocent 
English  schoolboy's  ! 

But  we  have  no  objection  to  believing  that 
American  boys  make  horrid  mistakes ;  and 
this  little  book  (which  is  a  genuine  collection 
of  blunders,  not  touched  up  or  doctored  by 
any  one,  but  copied  straight  away  from  the 
boys'  own  exercises)  will  be  found  to  have 
plenty  of  fun  in  it  for  us  who  are  never 
wrong.  If  we  ever  made  mistakes  ourselves 
it  would  be  less  amusing ;  but  as  we  don't, 
we  may  enjoy  it  to  the  full. 

The  American  boys,  like  our  boys,  are 
-taught  to  know  something  about  a  great 
many  different  subjects  ;  and  the  mistakes  in 
"  English  as  She  is  Wrote  "  have  been  care- 
fully assorted  under  the  head  of  the  particular 
study  to  which  they  belong. 

The  first  headuig  is  of  course  ETYJiOLoaY. 
If  a  boy  doesn't  know  what  a  word  means,  he 
doesn't  as  a  rule  know  the  best  use  to  make 
of  it  in  sentences.  The  usual  rule  appears 
to  be  to  catch  hold  of  the  sound  of  the  word, 
and  make  a  wild  shot  at  some  meaning  that 
seems  near  the  mark.  At  least,  that  is  what 
the  boys  did  in  the  following  cases 

"  Aborigines—a  system  of  mountains." 
"  Alias — a  good  man  in  the  Bible." 
"Ammonia— the  food  of  the  gods."  (No 
•  -wonder  they  were  often  out  of  sorts,  poor 
•things !) 

"  Capillary— a  little  caterpiller.'' 
"Demagogue — a   vessel  containing  beer 
and  other  liquids."    (Our  boy  has  evidently 
been  attendmg  political  meetings  in  his  own 
country.) 

"  Freebooter— a  man  three  feet  high." 
"  Interloper— one  who  runs  away  to  get 
married." 

"  Eepublican — a  sinner  mentioned  in  the 
Bible."    (Politics  again,  young  .lonathan  1 ) 

"  Tenacious — ten  acres  of  land." 

It  is  pretty  easy  to  see  what  the  boy  is 
Tunning  his  head  against  in  most  of  these 
cases.  Perhaps  some  of  our  readers  can  put 
him  right. 

It  is  only  natural  that  when  one  is  hazy 
■about  the  meaning  of  a  long  word,  there 
should  be  some  vagueness  about  the  sen- 
tences in  which  it  is  used. 

"  She  is  related  to  him  by  animosity," 
says  one  hopeful.  No  doubt  she  is  ;  but  I 
am  not  sure  if  that  is  what  the  boy  meant  to 
say.  "We  call  him  a  charger  because  he 
charges  so  much."  Very  true  again,  so  we 
flo.  But  the  Light  Brigade  didn't  charge 
half  as  well  as  Mr.  Togs  the  tailor.  "  The 
marriage  was  illegible."  It  may  have  ap- 
peared so  in  the  parish  register  afterwards, 
but  it  was  considered  eligible  before.  "  He 
.enjoys  riding  on  a  philosopher."    Yes,  when 


you  can  get  one  to  play  pick-a-back.  Other- 
wise we  must  make  the  best  of  a  velocipede. 
"  The  leopard  is  watching  the  sheep." 
Naturally.  Let  us  hope  the  shepherd  is 
watching  too. 

We  are  afraid  young  Jonathan's  ears  are 
treacherous  organs.  He  averages  the  sound 
of  a  word,  and  adapts  its  meaning  accordingly. 
"Philosopher"  is  near  enough  to  "veloci- 
pede," and  "  leopard  "  to  "  shepherd."  As 
long  as  we  know  what  he  means,  what  more 
do  we  want  ? 

From  Etymology  our  pupil  proceeds  to 
Grammar:  and  has  a  great  deal  to  say  on 
the  subject. 

"Every  sentence,"  he  tells  us,  "must  begin 
with  a  caterpiller."  This  probably  is  an 
abbreviation  for  "  capital  letter,"  which  is  a 
more  ordinary,  though  much  less  interesting, 
object  to  find  at  the  beginning  of  a  sentence. 
"  An  exclamation  point  is  what  causes  sup- 
prise."  "Grammar  gives  us  the  languish." 
Well,  it  does  sometimes.  "  A  verb  is  some- 
thing to  eat"— and  horribly  indigestible,  too, 
now  and  then.  "All  sentences  are  either 
simple  or  confound  "—apparently  so,  as  the 
following  lucid  distinction  between  prose  and 
poetry  demonstrates  :  "  when  they  are  going 
to  say  some  prose  or  poetry,  before  they  say 
the  poetry  or  prose,  they  must  put  a  semi- 
colon just  after  '^he  introduction  of  the 
prose  or  poetry."  Don't!  young  Jonathan, 
it  makes  us  giddy. 

We  next  find  ourselves  plunged  into  Mathe-  j 
MATics,  and  here  our  boys  are  as  original  as  j 
ever.  We  can  only  give  a  few  of  their  queer  | 
scraps  of  wisdom  in  this  department.  I  always 
did  think  Division  was  a  wicked  thing  when  I 
was  a  boy ;  but  I  never  realised  its  iniquities 
were  as  bad  as  one  boy  here  tells  us  they  are. 
"  The  sins  of  Division  are  a  short  horizontail 
line  between  two  doits,  and  a  curve  line  be- 
tween the  Deviser  and  Dividend."  The  follow- 
ing goes  into  family  matters  :  "  A  Horace  uncle 
I  line  is  a  line  that  isn't  crooked."  Could  he 
I  have  been  thinking  of  horizontal  ?  Here  is 
an  alarming  one :  "  Things  which  are  equal 
to  one  another  are  equal  to  anything  else." 
So  that  my  orange  being  equal  to  yours  is 
therefore  equal  to  the  Moon.  Hooray  !  How 
often  we  have  wished  we  knew  the  simplest 
I  way  of  measuring  a  room;  apparently  this 
is  the  way  they  do  it  in  America  :  "  To  find 
the  number  of  square  feet  in  a  room,  you 
multiply  the  room  by  the  number  of  the  feet. 
The  product  is  the  result."  We  should  rather 
think  it  was. 

We  are  getting  on.  After  Mathematics  we 
get  into  Geography,  one  of  our  Yankee  boy's 
strong  points.  He  knows  a  thing  or  two 
about  geography  that  no  one  else  does.  Here 
is  one:  "North  America  is  separated  by 
Spain."  And  here  is  another  :  "  The  climit 
of  New  England  is  hot  worm  and  cold  ;  "  we 
have  heard  of  stewed  eels,  but  never  before 
of  hot  worm.  But  that  is  nothing  to  some 
of  the  wonderful  natural  productions  of  the 
great  continent.  "  The  great  Lakes  of  Ame- 
rica is  champagne."  "  The  principal  seaports 
is  cotton  wool  shoes."  "  The  principal  pro- 
ducts is  earthquakes  and  volcanoes."  "  The 
principal  sports  are  cotton  tobacco  ice." 
What  a  funny  round  game  that  must  be ! 
But  the  boy  by  no  means  confines  his  geo- 
graphical knowledge  to  his  own  land.  Oh 
no.  He  knows  about  foreign  parts  too.  "  In 
Austria  the  principal  occupation  is  gathering 
Austrich  feathers."     "Sicily  is  one  of  the 


Sandwich  Islands."  And  yet  the  atlases 
keep  it  dark.  "The  two  most  famous  vol- 
canoes of  Europe  are  Sodom  and  Gomorrah." 
Here  is  a  comprehensive  one  about  India: 
"  Hindoostan  flows  through  the  Ganges,  and 
"empties  into  the  Mediterranean  sea."  Oh 
Jonathan,  Jonathan !  how  did  you  find  out 
all  that !  The  young  scamp  has  very  little 
to  say  about  this  poor  little  island  of  ours, 
except  that  "one  of  the  chief  exports  of 
England  is  live  meat  which  grows  in  great 
quantities."  One  general  remark  which  he 
makes,  however,  does  him  credit.  He  man- 
ages to  put  in  a  few  words  what  other  people 
want  yards  of  talk  to  express.  "Climate 
lasts  all  the  time,  and  weather  only  a  few 
days." 

In   the   study   of   History,  our  young 
American  cousins  appear  to  be  even  more 
enterprising  than  m  their  geography.  Ac- 
cording to  them,  most  of  the  old  historians 
have  been  guilty  either  of  dreadful  careless- 
ness or  wilful  misrepresentation.    For  in- 
stance, "The  puritans  found  an  insane  asy- 
lum in  the  wilds  of  America."    None  of  the 
histories  of  the  pilgrim  fathers  that  we  ever 
saw  say  a  word  about  this  institution.  The 
melancholy  mental   affliction  of   the  old 
settlers  seems  to  have  descended  to  their 
posterity.    Benjamin  Franklin,  for  instance, 
whom  all  English  schoolboys  have  supposed 
to  have  been  as  "all  there"  as  any  man  m 
history,  is  described  as  "the  finest  example  of 
a  self -mad  man  that  American  history  affords. 
He  commenced  life  as  a  tallow  chandelier 
boy,  and  step  by  step  became  a  great  genius." 
This  shows  how  one  may  outgrow  juvenile 
ailments  with  care.    Of  course  there  is  a  lot  ■ 
to  be  said  about  George  Washington,  although 
he  does  not  get  quite  as  good  a  character 
as  one  would  expect.    He  was  born,  accord- 
ing to  one  authority,  in  1492,  and  wrote  the 
"Declaration  of  Independence  '  in  the  same 
year.  At  White  Plains  "  he  murdered  several 
hundred  men.-'    He  "died  in  Spain  almost 
broken-hearted"— was  our  bright  one  think- 
ing of  Columbus?— and  "inherited  consump- 
tion  in  the  army."   With  these  new  materials, 
it  is  to  be  hoped  a  revised  life  of  the  great 
general  will  shortly  be  written.    About  the 
history  of  foreign  countries,  the  Yankee  boy 
knows  even  more  than  about  his  own. 
"England  was  named  by  the  angels,"  he 
prettily  tells  us.    Alfred  the  Great  was  evi- 
dently a  great  hero,  and  no  chicken  either ; 
"  he  reigned  872  years,  and  was  distinguished 
by  letting  some  buckwheat  cakes  burn,  and 
the  lady  scolded  him."    Poor  Alfred  !  He 
will  never  get  over  that  scolding  to  the  end 
of  history.    Here  is  a  terrible  example  of  the 
possible  consequences  of  the  higher  education 
of  young  ladies.    "  Lady  Jane  Grey  studied 
Greek  and  Latin,  and  was  beheaded  after  a 
few  days."    She,  gentle  lady,  took  her  fate 
more  meekly  than  the  unfortunate  Charles 
I.,  who,  one  boy  assures  us,  "  was  executed, 
and  after  he  was  beheaded  he  held  it  up,  ex- 
claiming, '  Behold  the  head  of  a  traitor  ! '  " 
This  was  a  little  rough  on  himself;  what  one 
might  call  keepinghishead  with  a  vengeance. 
"Henry  VIII.  was  famous  for  being  agi;eat 
widower,  having  lost  several  wives."  Bight 
again. 

There  is  no  time  to  follow  these  youthful 
geniuses  through  the  mazes  of  foreign  and 
ancient  history.  They  are  up  to  them  all. 
They  know  that  "  St.  Bartholomew  "was 
massacred  in  1492,"  and  that  "  Luthsr  intro- 
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dueed  Christianity  into  England  many 
thousand  years  ago.  His  birthday  was 
November  1883.  He  was  once  a  pope. 
He  lived  at  the  time  of  the  Eebellion  of 
Worms."  Really,  Luther  must  have  been  a 
.  more  extraordinary  person  than  we  took  him 
for.  Here  is  a  most  charitable  account  of  a 
gentleman  well  known  to  most  boys:  "Julius 
Ccfisar  was  really  a  very  great  man.  He 
wrote  a  book  for  beginners  in  Latin."  Under 
the  head  of  Greek  history,  there  is  one  most 
extraordinary  historical  jumble,  which,  if  we 
were  not  solemnly  assured  to  the  contrary,  we 
should  be  inclined  to  set  down  as  a  practical 
joke.  "Elijah  was  a  good  man  who  went  up 
to  heaven  without  dying,  and  threw  his  cloak 
down  for  Queen  Elizabeth  to  step  over." 

But  we  must  pass  on  to  Literature,  which, 
after  all,  is  both  the  means  and  the  end 
of  a  boy's  education— ay,  and  of  a  man's 
too.    Our  readers  may  not  perhaps  be  so 
well  up  in  American  literature  as  to  appre- 
ciate all  the  fearful  and  wonderful  things 
these  dreadful  boys  say  about  their  own  great 
writers.    In  one  ease  a  boy  evidently  wanted 
to  say  "prolific,"  but  made  a  bad  shot, 
greatly  to  the  injury  of  a  good  man's  reputa- 
tion.   "  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  is  a  very 
profligate  and  amusing  writer."    But  let  us 
take  our  pupils  on  English  ground,  and  see 
what  they  have  to  say  about  some  of  our 
favourites.     "  Chaucer  was  a  bland  verse 
writer  of  the  third  century."    "  Shakespeare 
translated  the  Scriptures,  and  it  was  called 
St.  James  because  he  did  it."  Any  one  able  to 
explain  this  extraordinary  string  of  blunders 
will  confer  a  benefit  on  Shakespeare's  mem- 
ory by  saying  what  the  young  rascal  means. 
Hullo  !  what  is  this  ?    "  Robinson  Crusoe 
was  William  Cowper."  Come,  that  won't  do. 
Master  Jonathan.    We  know  a  little  about 
Robinson  Crusoe  this  side  ;  and  never  yet 
heard  that  this  was  his  real  name.    The  fol- 
lowing, too,  will  not  "  wash  "  in  this  country, 
"  Thomas  B.  Macaulay  was  the  author  of 
'  Pilgrim's  Progress.'  "    How  patronising  we 
can  be  when  we  like,  to  be  sure  I  here  is  a 
boy  who  is  good  enough  to  say,  "  George  Eliot 
was  quite  an  authoress  "  1    You  don't  say  so, 
reaUy.    We  might  stand  that ;  but  we  aren't 
going  to  stand  this  :  "  Dickens  is  one  of  the 
greatest  American  novelists."  American, 
indeed !  It's  like  their  impudence  I  They'll 
be  calling  the  Boy's  Own  Paper  a  great 
American  magazine  next !    They  are  evi- 
dently not  quite  clear  about  Dickens,  although 
he  was  a  fellow-countryman.  "  Old  Curiosity 
Shop,'-  says  one  of  them,  "was  witten  by 
David  Copperfield."    Among  this  string  of 
blunders,  we  find  one  innocent  remark  which, 
at  least,  no  one  will  dispute :  "  The  most 
important  event  in  the  life  of  Horace  was  his 
birth." 

The  next  head  is  Philosopht — rather  a 
wide  subject,  but  evidently  quite  in  the  line 
of  our  young  Americans.  Here  is  a  specimen, 
which  shows  at  once  how  lucid  he  can  be 
when  he  tries.  We  venture  to  say  no  reader 
of  the  Boy's  Own  Paper  can  say  what  he 
means :  "  The  law  of  fluid  pressure  divide 
the  different  form  of  organised  bodies  by  the 
form  of  attraction  and  the  number  increased 
will  be  the  form."  We  hope  it  will,  but  till 
then,  spare  us  more  of  your  philosophy, 
Jonathan  minor ! 

What  is  Physiology — the  next  depart- 
ment of  study  we  come  to  ?  "  Physiollogy," 
comes  the  prompt  reply,  "  is  to  study  about 
your  bones,  stummick,  and  vertebry."  Very 
good.  Let  us  hear  what  is  to  be  said  about 
these  interesting  objects.  "  The  body  is 
mostly  composed  of  water,  and  about  one 
half  of  avaricious  tissue."  That  is  not  a 
very  cheerful  look-out  for,  let  us  say,  a  fellow 
who  has  to  play  hard  forward  in  a  scrim- 
mage. Here  is  a  profound  saying  about 
health:   "When  you   have  an  illness  it 


mekes  your  health  bad  as  well  as  having  a 
disease."  "  The  heart  is  a  comical  shaped 
bag  "—Very  comical  indeed  sometimes. 
Here  is  an  awful  revelation  as  to  the  habits 
of  teeth :  "  The  growth  of  a  tooth  begins  in 
the  back  of  the  mouth  and  extends  to  the 
stomach." 

AsTRONOjnr  comes  next ;  aqd  here,  too,  sur- 
prises meet  us  at  every  turn.  "  The  moon  is 
240  miles  from  the  earth."  It  is  getting  on. 
Last  time  we  heard  of  it,  it  was  a  good  deal 
further  away.  Now  the  following  explains  a 
difficulty  which  has  always  puzzled  us  as  to 
the  arrangement  of  the  midnight  sky:  "The 
stars  would  cover  up  the  whole  heavens  if 
they  were  spread  out,  so  astronomers  have 
concluded  to  arrange  them  in  constellations." 

Boys  who  are  taught  recitation  will  agree 
that  Oratory  is  an  important  branch"  of 
juvenile  instruction,  a  d  one  that  ought  to  be 
understood.  The  American  boy  evidently  has 
no  difficulty  in  understanding  it.  "Elocu- 
tion," he  says,  "is  opening  the  mouth  wide 
open."  "It  is  a  very  important  thing  to 
breathe."  Very.  "  Emphasis  is  putting  more 
distress  on  one  word  than  another."  We 
shall  certainly  go  to  hear  recitations  at  an 
American  schoo''  next  time  we  are  over. 

Finally  the  boy  has  something  to  say 
about  Metaphysics.  "  The  study  of  mental 
philosophy,"  he  tells  us,  "teaches  us  that  we 
are  sensible  beings."  And  to  prove  it,  he 
goes  on  to  say  that,  "  an  energy  is  perfected 
when  it  is  tantamount  " — Oh,  really  ! 

We  wish  we  had  time  to  say  something 
more  about  the  book.  It  is  funny,  but  it  is 
rather  sad  too.  It  is  vjry  grand  to  know 
Astronomy  and  Oratory  and  Metaphysics,  and 
all  that.  But  it  is  a  good  deal  more  impor- 
tant to  be  able  to  multiply  up  to  twelve,  and 
spell  words  of  two  syllables  pretty  correctly. 

It  isn't  altogether  young  Jonathan's  fault, 
or  young  John  Bull's.  They  aren't  consulted 
about  what  they  are  to  be  taught.  They 
often  wish  they  were.  But  it  is  their  fault 
if  they  pretend  to  know  anything  they  don't 
understand,  or  to  understand  anything  they 
don't  know.  I  believe  most  of  the  boys  who 
made  the  dreadful  blunders  just  mentioned 
could  have  done  ever  so  much  better  if  they 
had  only  had  half  the  subjects  to  learn, 
and  had  taken  reasonable  pains  about  them. 
However,  I  didn't  take  up  my  pen  to  lecture. 
You'll  get  plenty  of  that  without  the  help  of 
the  Boy's  Own  Paper. 

Let  me  finish  up  with  two  model  essays. 
The  first  is  about  umbrellas,  about  which 
one  might  have  thought  nothing  new  re- 
mained to  be  said.  J 

"  The  material  at  the  top  of  an  umbrella 
is  placed  on  a  skeleton  of  whales  which  meet 
altogether  in  one  place.  They  do  be  covered 
with  silk,  alpaca,  and  Satan." 

The  next  shows  how  much  better  a  boy 
may  be  at  expressing  his  own  ideas  than 
those  of  other  people. 
The  rubject  is  "  Girls." 
"  Girls  are  very  stuckup  and  dignified  in 
their  manner  and  be  have  your.  They  think 
more  of  dress  than  anything,  and  like  to 
play  with  dowls  and  rags.  They  ciy  if  they 
see  a  cow  in  a  far  distance,  and  are  afraid  of 
guns.  Tiiey  stay  at  home  all  the  time,  and 
go  to  church  ou  Sunday.  They  are  al-ways 
sick.  They  are  al-ways  funy  and  making 
fun  of  boy's  hands,  and  they  say  how  dirty. 
They  cant  play  marbles.  I  pity  them  poor 
things.  They  make  fun  of  boys,  and  tben 
turn  round  and  love  them.  I  dont  beleave 
they  ever  killed  a  cat  or  anything.  They 
look  out  every  nite  and  say  oh  ant  the  moon 
lovely.  Thir  is  one  thing  I  have  not  told 
and  tliat  is  they  always  now  their  lessons 
bettern  boys." 

With  this  honest  admission  we  bid  our 
young  friends  good-bye. 


DORMITOHY  DITTIES. 

TWAS  on  a  cold  and  wmtry  night 
That  we  to  bed  repaired,  sir, 
For  master  or  for  monitor 

Our  fellows  never  cared,  sir — 
At  least,  that's  what  we  always  said 
('Neath  sheet  and  counterpane,  in  bed. 
With  lowered  voice  and  muffled  head,' 
We  said— just  what  we  dared,  sir). 

Upon  this  night  a  plan  we'd  planned. 

With  much  forethought  and  skill,  sir, 
That,  as  Old  Brown  was  in  command, 

The  risk  we  ran  was  "  nil,"  sir ; 
For  Brown,  though  still  quite  in  his  prime^ 
Cared  not  four  flights  of  stairs  to  chmb. 
And  see  that  all  was  quiet  each  time 
We  chanted  with  a  will,  sir  ! 

In  summer-time  we  used  to  act 

Shakspearean  scenes  and  plays,  sir ; 
From  out  our  dormitory  door 

Fair  Juliet  used  to  gaze,  sir  I 
While  Jones  was  always  Eomeo, 
Until  one  night  he  broke  his  toe 
Against  a  bedstead,  which,  you  know. 
The  "  nurse  "  had  left  astray,  sir  ! 

Smith  Five  was  asked  to  take  the  chair 

(Between  the  sheets,  of  course,  sir). 
Smith  Sextus,  speaking  like  a  bear. 

Proclaimed  that  he  was  hoarse,  sir ! 
While  Robinson  and  Brown  and  White 
Agreed  to  stay  awake  all  night, 
And  put  old  Morpheus  to  flight 

With  songs  (No  !  not  with  snores,  sir). 

The  Chairman  made  a  little  speech, 

Brown  junior  gave  a  song,  sir  ; 
Smith  followed  with  a  ballad,  called 

"  Maria,  don't  be  long,"  sir. 
And  then  about  a  girl  called  "  Maud  " 
Whom  he  (not  Smith — some  chap)  adored. 
But  in  the  middle  some  one  snored. 
And  made  Smith  "  go  all  wrong,"  sir  I 

Then  Howard  gave  selections  from 
"  The  Yeomen  of  the  Guard,"  sir, 
But  as  he  didn't  know  the  tunes. 

He  found  it  rather  hard,  sir  ! 
"  Ye  Banks  and  Braes  "  was  followed  by 
"  Meet  me  when  yonder  moon  is  high  "  ; 

The  "  key  "  was  too  ,  and  this  was  why 

The  song  was  somewhat  marred,  sir ! 

"  Sleep,  dearest,  sleep  !  "  sang  Smith  and 
Jones  ; 
It  made  a  nice  duet,  sir — 
But  at  the  slumbering  Brown  they  threw 

Some  score  of  sponges  wet,  sir. 
Then  on  the  comb  White  played  an  air ; 
Brown  trilled  out  "  Eoh-hob-bin  Adair,"  * 
And  next  we  had  a  very  fair — 

Though  flat — three-voiced  quartett,  sir  I 

"  When  other  lips  "  and  "  Nancy  Lee  " 

Were  softly  sung  by  Sims,  sir. 
At  such  sweet  strains  of  melody 

Our  eyes  with  tears  grew  dim,  sh  I 
The  high  notes,  true,  were  rather  high. 
And  though  they  quite  away  would  die, 
■■  His  namesake,  Reeves,"  said  Smith  and  I, 
"  Is  nought  compared  to  him,  sir  !  " 

When  next  I  ordered  White  to  sing. 

He  answered  with  a  snore,  sir ! 
Though  I  proposed  "  Time's  on  the  Wing," 

He  muttered,  "  Let  it  .soar,"  sir ! 
The  reason,  too,  I  quickly  knew, 
My  asking  I  had  cause  to  rue. 
For  there— in  full  and  perfect  view — 
Stood  old  Brown  at  the  door,  sir  !  1 

R.  S.  W.iRKEN  Bell. 
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"  rFHEN  you  don't  Ijcliove  the  story,  eh, 
X  sir  ?  Well,  now.  I  do  m  a  sort  of 
way.  I'll  tell  yon  for  why — because 
something  a'most  like  it  happened  to  me 
once,  years  ago." 

The  speaker  was  a  middle-aged  man, 
of  immistakable  seafaring  aspect,  although 
dressed  respectably  in  landsman's  garb. 
He  had  fallen  into  conversation  with  a 
lad  who,  seated  on  a  bench  in  Kensington 
Gardens  one  fine  summer  morning,  was 
reading  a  newspaper,  and  whose  languid 
looks  and  quiet  occupation  suggested  that 
he  was  some  young  gentleman  recovering 
from  an  illness.  When  at  length  he  liad 
finished  his  paper,  he  offered  it  civilly  to 
his  neighbour,  who,  however,  replied  he 
had  already  seen  it,  and  had  particularly 
noticed  an  account  it  gave  of  a  certain 
strange  affair  said  to  have  happened 
somewhere  on  the  coast.  They  were 
now  expressing  their  different  views  on 
the  event,  the  veracity  of  which  the  boy 
doubted,  but  added  : 

"  Well,  as  a  sailor,  perhaps  you  are  a 
better  judge  than  I  am,  especially  as  you 
say  you  had  a  similar  experience." 

"Yes,  indeed,  I  had,  sir,"  rejoined  the 
man ;  "  and  a  mighty  queer  one  it  was 
too,  I  can  tell  you." 

"  Do  tell  me  then,  by  all  means.  I 
shall  be  delighted  to  hear  it,"  said  the 
youngster. 


THE   GOBLIN'S  GUINEAS 

By  W.  W.  Fenn, 

AuHior  of  "Blind  Man's  Hulichiii,"  elc.  etc. 

"  Willingly,"  replied  the  other;  "  though 
very  likely  yoxi  won't  think  I')n  sticking 
to  facts  any  more  than  the  chap  in  the 
newspaper ;  biit  I'll  give  'em  as  far  as  I 
can  remember,  fact  for  fact.  For,  mind 
you,  it's  a  long  while  ago — when  I  was 
not  much  older  than  you,  I  take  it — I 
was  just  home,  after  my  first  voyage, 
staying  with  the  old  folks  in  a  ramshackle 
bit  of  a  cottage  they  had,  on  the  outside 
of  a  certain  seaside  village.  I  expect  you 
know  the  place,  sir, — nost  Londoners  do, 
but  I  won't  mention  the  name.  You  see, 
I'd  rather  not  have  it  made  public 
through  me,  for  the  house  is  still  standing, 
and,  thank  God  !  my  father  and  mother 
still  live  in  it — a  fine,  hale  old  pair  as 
ever  you  see,  though  uncommon  old  now. 
They  wouldn't  like  to  be  disturbed,  you 
understand. 

"Well,  at  any  rate,  the  cottage  is  situated 
within  twenty  yards  of  the  edge  of  the 
cliff.  Chalk  cliffs — not  very  high,  but 
quite  steep — sheer  down  to  the  beach.  It 
!  is  tlie  last  in  the  village,  and  stands  quite 
alone  in  a  patch  of  cabbage  garden  ;  and 
beyond  it  you  get  on  to  the  open  downs. 
The  winds  and  tides  set  mostly  from  the 
west  along  that  shore  and  they  drive  the 
sl)ingle  high  up  to  the  foot  of  the  cliffs, 
and  high  up  and  steep  you'll  usually  find 
it ;  I  generally  did.  But  when  the  wind 
sets  strong  from  the  eas't  and  south-east 


for  many  days,  it  scours  all  the  shingle 
away  right  down  to  the  sand,  and  here 
and  there  leaves  the  chalk  bottom  bare. 

"  Now,  one  fine  day,  eaily  in  iMarcli  it 
was,  when  I  was  staying  at  home  that 
time,  I  was  rambling  along  the  shore,  as 
idle  youngsters  do  in  such  places,  to  see 
what  cixr'osities  they  can  pick  up  after  a 
gale,  and  there  had  been  a  stiff  one  from 
the  east  on  this  occasion  for  three  days 
previous,  with  the  consequence,  as  I  tell 
you,  that  all  the  shingle  had  been  scoured 
out.  I'd  never  seen  the  shore  so  clean  of 
it  before.  Down  in  front  of  our  cottage 
there  was  a  great  deep  hole  too,  regular 
scooped  out,  right  under  the  base  of  the 
cliff'.  Peering  dow)i,  -what  should  catch 
my  eye  but  something  glittering — a  little 
bit  of  a  thing,  quite  yellow,  and  sparkling 
like  gold  in  the  sun.  You  may  be  sure  it- 
didn't  take  me  long  to  get  down  into  the- 
hole  the  handiest  way.  As  I  was  a-doing- 
so,  I  noticed  the  remains  of  three  or  four- 
steps  like,  cut  out  of  the  chalk,  as  though 
they'd  been  made  for  to  go  down  con- 
venient. But  what's  more,  I  caught- 
sight  of  some  other  sparkling  yellow  little 
j  specks,  lying  about  at  the  bottom,  amongst 
i  the  wet  sand  and  lumps  of  chalk.  The 
tide,  nhnd  you,  was  right  out  at  the  time- 
— dead  low  water  ;  and,  except  one  or 
two  boys,  away  in  front  of  the  village  gap, 
among  the  fishing  boats,  there  w<is  not  a« 
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livino;  creature  in  sight,  for  it  wasn't  half 
the  iDlace  it  is  nowadays. 

'■'  And  what  do  you  think,  sir  '?  "  went  on 
the  seafarer,  after  a  pause,  and  regarding 
his  hstener  with  an  air  of  triumph,  "  wha't 
do  you  think  these  little  bits  of  .yellow 
stuff  turned  out  to  be  ?  Why  nothing 
more  nor  less  than  some  half-do/.en  golden 
guineas,  with  the  date  1783  plain  on  'em 
all." 

'•  Whew  !  "  exclaimed  the  boy  ;  "  that 
was  a  find  indeed!  How  on  earth  did 
they  get  there  ?  " 

_  "  All !  that  I  reckon  will  ne^-er  be 
rightly  known,"  continued  the  narrator. 
"  We  can  only  suspect,  and  what  we  sus- 
pect you'll  be  able  to  judge  when  you've 
heard  me  through,  and  I'ui  not  nearl;)- 
through  yet. 

"  No,  not  a  bit  of  it ;  it  was  not  half  nor 
a  quarter  of  the  treasure  this  discovery 
led  to.    For  when  I  had  picked  up  all  the 
coin  I  could  see,  and  had  groped  about 
with  my  hand  in  every  corner  and  crack 
about  the  hole,  I  found  that  just  a  little 
way  above  it,  partly  sloping  outwards,  and 
partly,  as  it  may  be,  shoved  or  let  in  to  the 
more  perpendicular  face  of  the  cliff,  was 
the  bottom  of  what  seemed  like  a  door. 
For  you  must  understand  it  was  all  very 
rough,  and  the  sea  had  worn  away  differ- 
ent masses  of  the  chalk,  and  the  slither 
of  it  partly  covered  the  sides  of  the  hole. 
By  degrees  I  cleared  away  some  of  it,  and 
foimd  that  at  one  time  there  must  ha^-e 
been  a  regular  kind  of  built-up  passage  in 
there.    This  'ere  bottom  of  the  door  was 
part  of  the  construction,  and  it  was  from 
underneath  it,  where  it  didn't  fit  close 
down,  that  the  money  had  slipped  through. 
I  made  sure  of  this,  for,  by  poking  my  eye 
<jlose,  I  could  see  another  guinea  sticking 
half  way ;  so  I  outs  with  my  clasp-knife 
and  rokes  him  out.  And  then  I  could  feel 
with  the  point  what  seemed  like  one  or 
i;wo  more  coins,  as  if  there  might  be  a  lot 
of  'em  tumbled  up  against  the  other  side 
of  the  door,  though  I  couldn't  get  no  more 
of  'em  out  with  the  knife— there  seemed 
to_  be  a  choke  like  at  the  crack.  Besides 
-this,  there  was  a  constant  thin  little  stream 
of  water  draining  out  through  it,  but  los- 
ing itself  in  the  soft  sand  where  I  was 
laieeling." 

"  Very  odd  !  "  said  the  listener.    "  Pray 
goon.    What  did  it  all  lead  to  ?  " 

"  Not  much,"  resinned  the  other,  "  for 
a  long  while.  We  couldn't  make  nothing 
more  of  it  then ;  for  because,  don't  you 
see,  by  the  time  I'd  told  father,  and  we 
went  down  to  have  a  look  at  the  place,  the 
tide  had  come  up,  and  we  couldn't  get  at 
it.  Then,  more  than  that,  the  wind  veered 
round  to  the  sou'- west,  and  a  furious  gale 
set  in  from  that  quarter.  This  brought 
all  the  shingle  back  again— piled  it ''up 
mountains  high,  and  filled  up  the  hole,  of 
course,  as  usual,  and  stopped  our  search. 
Howsomdever,  dad  and  I  took  the  bear- 
mgs,  and  made  out  that,  supposing  there 
was  a  deep  way  in,  straight  under  the 
cliff,  you  know,  it  would  run  right  under 
the  side  of  our  cottage,  just  where  the 
wash-house  lay— a  bit  of  a  place  built 
out  like  from  the  main  building,  and  with 
a  great,  tall  brick  clhmney  against  the 
wall  nearest  the  cottage. 

'■  Now  my  father  was  a  shepherd  to  one 
of  the  farmers  hard  by.     He  wasn't  a 
talkative  man  to  anybody,  least  of  all  to 
me    but  he  says  to  me  on  this  occasion  : 
Look  here,  Dan'el,  boy,  don't  you  go 


and  speak  of  this  to  any  living  soul ;  we 
must  keep  it  to  ourselves  for  a  bit ;  and  may- 
be we  shall  be  able  to  put  two  and  two  to- 
gether better  by-and-by.  Above  all,  don't 
tell  your  mother,  'cause  I  reckon  this  'ere 
business  may  have  some  connection  with 
her  father  ;  and  if  it  has,  and  this  'ere  pro- 
perty—this  money— belonged  to  him,  why 
she's  heir  to  it,  you  know.  There's  more 
where  this  came  from,  depend  on  it ; ' 
and  he  chinked  some  of  the  guineas  I  had 
given  him,  in  his  hand.  '  Ah  !  he  was  a 
queer  old  stick,  surely,'  added  my  dad  half 
to  himself.  '  Nobody  ever  riglitly  knew 
what  became  of  him  either,  though  I 
reckon  he  tumbled  over  the  cliff  one  dark 
night— leastways,  so  most  people  thouglit, 
and  he  was  never  seen  again.' 

"  '  Wasn't  he  a  cripple,  father  ?  '  I 
asked.    '  I've  heard  it  said  so.' 

"'Not  exactly,  boy.  He  was  only 
humpty-backed,  and  uncommon  short,  biit 
as  strong  and  active  as  a  inonke>-.' 

"  '  They  tell  me  he  was  a  smuggler  in 
former  days,'  said  I. 

^  "  '  Yes ;  everybody  smuggled  in  those 
tunes  along  the  coast,  and  wer'n't  very 
particular  how  they  made  their  money.  I 
reckon  your  grandfather  wasn't  more 
honest  than  the  rest,  according  to  present 
fashions  of  looking  at  things.' 

"  '  His  name  was  Gomlin,  wasn't  it  ?  '  I 
asked,  '  mother's  name  before  she  married 
you '?  '^ 

"  '  Yes,  of  course,'  answered  dad ;  and 
then  with  a  broad  grin  he  added  :  '  I  re- 
collect, they  used  to  call  him  the  Goblin 
— some  gent  christened  him  so  once,  on 
account  of  his  shape  and  queer  ways,  and 
the  name  stuck  to  him.'  " 

"  What  did  you  do  with  the  guineas  ?  " 
here  interposed  the  boy  eagerly. 

"Dad  collared  them,"  answered  the 
seaman,  knocking  the  ashes  out  of  his 
pipe  and  refilling  it ;  "  'cept  one,  which  I 
kept  back  in  my  pocket ;  I  thought,  at 
least,  I  might  keep  that  as  a  token  for 
myself,  and  not— I  give  you  my  word — 
for  any  dishonest  purpose.  You  see,  sir, 
parents  in  that  position  of  life  aren't 
communicative  to  their  children  like 
yours  are ;  especially  about  bygones. 
That's  why  I  didn't  know  much  about  my 
grandfather  Gomlin ;  but  that  evening  I 
asked  mother  one  or  two  questions  about 
him,  and  I  learned  from  her  that  he  was 
a  pretty  well-to-do  man,  and  tliat  the 
cottage  belonged  to  him,  and  had  come 
to  her  as  his  only  child.  He  had  disap- 
peared many  years  before,  as  father  had 
said,  nobody  rightly  knew  how.  Then  it 
seems  he  was  a  good  carpenter  and  me- 
chanic, and  this  wash-house  place  had 
been  his  workshop.  He  used  to  do  and 
make  all  sorts  of  queer  things  thei'e. 

"  As  my  father  bid  me,  I  never  said  any- 
thing to  mother  about  my  find,  but  the 
circumstance  set  my  wits  to  work,  and 
made  me  cur'ous  to  examine  more  about 
tlie  wash-house.  Dad  likewise  looked  it 
oyer,  I  know,  too;  for  I  once  caught  i 
him  coming  out  with  a  knowing  look, 
and  a  shake  of  the  head,  and  a  wink  of 
the  eye  at  me  ;  but  I  couldn't  see  as 
there  was  anything  to  find  or  to  see  in  the 
place  bearing  upon  w  hat  w  e  two  seemed 
to  guess,  about  a  way  under  it.  There 
was  nothing  to  be  seen  above  ground  in 
the  way  of  a  trap  in  the  floor  or  the  walls. 
There  was  a  little  furnace  and  a  big  cop- 
per connected  with  the  great  chimney 
outside,  and  a  cur'ous  higgledy-piggledy 


way  m  its  building  like,  and  father  told 
me  he  couldn't  understand  nothing  at  all 
about  it,  nor  make  anything  out  of  it. 

"  '  We  must  wait,  Dan'el,'  he  says,  '  till 
the  tide  gi^-es  us  a  chance  of  getting  at 
that  hole  again  you  tell  of 

"  But  the  tide  never  did  give  us  a  chance, 
and  never  would,  it  seemed.    The  wind 
held  to  the  sou'-west  for  a  week  or  two, 
piling  the  shingle  higher  and  higher,  until 
it  suddenly  backed  away  to  the  east  and 
north.    Then  early  one  morning,  March 
30  it  was,  there  came  up  one  of  the 
heaviest  thunderstorms  I  ever  remember, 
ashore  or  afloat.    Just  about  daybreak  it 
burst  over  us  with  the  loudest  crackling 
peal  of  thunder  and  hghtning  together 
ever  I  heard.    Father  was  away  with  his 
lambs  on  the  downs,  and  mother  and  I 
were  alone,  just  a-going  to  have  a  bit  of 
breakfast.    Well,  there  comes  this  crack- 
ling crash,  and  I  reckoned  the  house  was 
falling  about  our   ears.    I  was  dazed, 
blinde<;l,  and  my  mother  fell  off  her  chair 
with  fright.    At  first  I  thought  she  was 
killed.    Before  we'd  recovered  our  senses 
there  followed  a  second  crash,  not  quite 
like  thunder;  and  sure  enough  it  wasn't. 
No ;  it  was  the  old  chimney,  which  had 
been  struck  by  lightning.    It  had  been 
reg'lar  split  open,  and  toppling  over  had 
stove  in  the  roof  of  the  wash-house. 

You  may  be  sure  when  the  rough  of  the 
bricks  and  mortar,  and  the  like,  had  been 
a  bit  cleared  away,  dad  and  I  had  another 
look  about  us  in  the  wash-liouse.  One 
side  of  the  chimney  had  been  reg'lar 
ripped  open,  and  in  its  gi-eat  elbow,  as 
you  may  call  it,  there  seemed  to  be  a  sort 
of  second  flue,  coming  up  from  below  the 
foundation.  I  made  it  out  first,  and 
lather  agreed  I  was  right.  There  was,  or 
had  been,  a  second  flue  or  chimney  run- 
ning up  from  below  ground  into  the  big 
'un.    Not  a  doubt  of  it. 

"  '  Yes,  boy,'  he  says,  '  we're  right — 
there's  some  underground  place  here 
samewhere,  what  nobody  knows  of;  some- 
tliing  the  old  man  had  a  hand  in— some- 
thing underhanded,  as  was  mostly  his 
way.' 

"  Then  -we  had  another  look  about  us, 
cleared  away  more  of  the  rubbish  where 
it  had  crashed  in  the  floor,  and,  to  make 
a  long  story  short,  sir,  it  ended  with  our 
finding  an  opening  into  a  deep  hole,  like  a 
small  weW,  right  under  the  floor  by  the 
side  of  the  copper.   Of  course,  my  mother 
came  to  have  a  look  at  it  now,  and  one  of 
father's  men,  not  forgetting  old  Scamp, 
his  sheep  dog  ;  and  we  was  all  poking  and 
peering  into  the  great  hole  for  ever  so  long 
— the  dog  yelping  and  barking  and  trying 
to  get  into  it.    We  let  a  lantern  down  at 
last  by  a  rope.    It  didn't  drop  above  a 
dozen  feet,  but  at  the  bottom  it  seemed  as 
if  the  place  got  bigger  ;  and  so.  after  very 
little  parley,  I  -n  ent  down  myself  on  the 
rope — father  and  the  man  lowering  me, 
you  understand?    Then  I  could  see  by 
the  lantern  a  great  cob-nebbed  kind  of 
vault,  going  right  away  into  dense  dark- 
ness.     Oh!   there  was  a  to-do  at  this 
discovery !     And  then  next  -n  e   got  a 
ladder  to  put  down  into  the  hole,  and 
then  father  and  the  man  and  I,  we  all 
went  down,  with  two  more  lanterns,  and 
we  determined  to  make  a  reg'lar  search. 

"  This  was  on  the  afternoon  of  the  day 
after  the  storm,  and  the  elements,  had  all 
settled  down  as  quiet  as  any  of  father's 
lambs.    I  can't  pretend  to  tell  you,  sir. 
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half  or  a  quarter  that  we  did  and  said,  or 
found,  as  we  went  groping  along  the 
■tunnel,  as  you  may  call  the  way.  The 
way.  mind  you,  father  and  I  guessed  might 
run  up  from  the  great  hole  on  the  beach. 
Nor  can  I  pretend  to  say,  at  this  distance 
of  time,  exactly  what  we  came  tipon  and 
■found,  'cept  one  thing,  which  I'll  keep  to 
the  last ;  but  we  found  a  lot  of  materials 
and  queer  articles  we  couldn't  make  head 
jior  tail  of.  Only  by  slow  degrees  did  we 
come  to  comprehend  them ;  but  from 
what  we  found  in  the  long  run,  we  made 
■out  pretty  clear  what  kind  of  trade  my 
grandfather,  the  old  Goblin,  had  carried 
on  down  tliere.  Everything  was 
ismothered  with  niiuld  and  dust  and  grime 
— liadn't  been  touched  for  years  and 
years.  And  in  one  place  there  was  the 
rotten  remains  of  a  long  table  and  some 
■stools,  and  it  was  on  this  table  and  on  the 
wall  against  it  where  there  was  such  a 
pile  of  queer  things.  Cloae  by,  too,  was  a 
broken-down  sort  of  stove,  witli  a  long 
pips  or  flue  connecting  it  with  that  second 
tlue  in  tlie  big  chimney  I  spoke  of.  Now 
.about  this  place,  if  you  stood  still  and 
•didn't  speak,  you  could  just  hear,  faintly, 
the  noise  of  the  sea  on  beyond,  and  I 
knew  we  were  getting  near  tlie  end  of  tlie 
tunnel — that  end,  of  course,  which  was 
.against  the  hole  and  door  whicli  I  had 
•discovered  on  the  beach. 

" '  Yes,'  my  father  whispered  to  me, 
■'  we're  right,  Dan,  now,  depend  on  it ;  but 
we'll  see  to  this  alone.' 

"  So  then  he  gets  rid  of  his  man  by 
sending  him  up  aloft  again  on  some  errand. 
"When  he  was  gone,  dad  and  I  pushed  on 
.a  bit  further  tlirough  tlie  passage.  It  be- 
•came  very  narrow  now,  and  sloped  down- 
wards, quite  steep,  and  in  a  few  more 
yards  we  came  upon  water.  As  far  as 
we  could  see  by  the  dim  light  of  the 
lanterns,  there  was  a  great  deep  pool, 
iilli)ig  up  the  whole  of  the  cavei'n  nigh  to 
the  roof. 

"  '  Why,  what's  this  ?  '  says  dad ; 
*  what's  the  meaning  of  this  ?  ' 

"  '  Why,'  says  I,  '  it  means  tliat  at  high 
tide,  as  it  is  just  now,  tlie  sea  hlters 
ithrough  the  piled-up  shingle  —  filters 
through,  and  drni't  liave  time  to  run  off 
.-again  quite,  perhaps,  when  the  tide's  out. 
'Then  it  gets  tilled  up  with  more  at  the 
next  flood — 'cept  perhaps  at  spring  tides, 
.jind  when  the  shingle  is  cleared  away,  as 
when  I  found  it.  That's  how  the  money 
^'ot  sucked  out.  father,'  I  added. 

'• '  Eight  again,  boy,'  says  he  ;  '  like 
enough  it  is  s.o.  The  ways  of  undei'ground 
doings  and  things  like  is  always  strange 
and  unaccountable.' 

"  Meantime,  we  couldn't  get  no  farther 


for  the  water,  though  some  steps  seemed 
to  be  cut  down  into  it,  just  as  you  might 
find  steps  in  a'  artificial  bath. 

"  So  here  we  was  stuck,  father  and  I. 
What  was  to  be  done  '?  If  there  was  any 
more  coin,  as  I  guessed,  it  was  right  away 
down  at  the  bottom  by  the  door.  You 
see,  we  was  what  they  call  '  non  plushed.' 
At  last  a  bright  idea  struck  me. 

"'Let's  have  old  Scamp  down  here, 
father,'  says  I,  'and  see  what  he'll  make 
of  it.  He's  a  good  water-dog,  and  he's 
got  a  nose  like  a  ferret's.  Let's  see  if 
he'll  sniff  out  anything.' 

"  'Eight  again,  boy,'  says  dad  ;  '  go  and 
fetch  him.  Mind  you  don't  break  his  legs 
as  you  get  him  down  the  hole.' 

"  Ten  minutes  later  Scamp  was  along 
with  us  at  the  water's  edge.  Not  as  he 
stayed  by  the  edge  long.  No  sooner  had 
fatlaer  made  him  understand  what  he 
wanted,  than  he  was  whiffling  about,  and 
dabbling  down  the  steps,  not  quite  hking 
to  make  his  plunge,  but  presently  in  he 
goes  with  a  splash,  thinking,  no  doubt, 
there  was  one  of  his  sheep  drownded  or 
something.  He  swam  right  away  as  far 
as  he  could,  almost  out  of  sight  of  our 
lanterns  ;  then  presently  back  he  comes 
floundering  and  snorting,  with  something 
in  his  mouth  as  he  had  great  difficulty  in 
tugging  along  with  him.  What  it  was 
would  have  puzzled  anybody  to  say  when 
we  first  got  it  out.  'Cept  that  it  was 
rotten  and  filthy,  and  tore  away  directly 
we  touclied  it,  we  couldn't  make  nothing 
of  it.  It  seemed  more  like  a  bulky  bag  of 
bones  than  anything  else. 

"And,  sir,"  continued  the  seafarer  to  his 
li.stener,  after  a  pause,  and  with  a  comical 
twinkle  in  his  eye — "  and,  sir,  a  bag  of 
bones  in  reality  it  was.  Yes,  sir,  a  bag  of 
bones — no  other  word  for  it.  But  not  to 
make  too  much  of  this  xmpleasant  bit  o^ 
my  story,  let  me  get  over  it  at  once  by 
saying  straight  away— yes,  sir,  straight 
away — it  turned  out  to  be  the  remains  of 
my  old  grandfather,  Gomlin.  It  was  a 
horrible  tiring,  but  it's  true.  It  was  the 
mouldering  remains  of  the  old  man's 
rotten  clothing,  and  what  was  left  of  his 
body  in  'em — his  bones  in  fact.  Several 
articles  as  wouldn't  perish— little  things, 
you  know,  like  his  'baccy  box,  a  knife, 
some  keys,  and  things  like  that,  which  my 
mother,  after  we'd  scraped  and  rubbed  the 
rust  off,  could  remember  as  his,  were 
enough  to  identify  him  by. 

"  Yes,  and  by  them  he  was  identified  at 
the  coroner's  jury,  as  was  held  within  a 
week  after.  Yes,  sir,  my  old  grandfather, 
the  Goblin,  as  he  was  called,  and  this  is 
what  had  become  of  him.  He'd  been 
drownded,  or  stifled,  or  something  of  that 


kind,  nigh  upon  ten  years  ago,  down  in 
his  own  burrow,  like  a  rat  in  a  hole,  and 
there  he'd  been  ever  since,  unknown  to 
anybody  ;  so  the  jury  returned  what  they 
called  an  open  verdict." 

"  Well,  that  is  very  horrible  to  think 
of,"  said  the  young  gentleman,  as  his 
sailor-like  acquaintance  broke  off.  "  But 
tell  me ;  that  was  not  all  you  found. 
How  about  the  water  ? — did  j'ou  get  any- 
thing else  up  ? — any  more  guineas  or 
money  ?  " 

"Ha!  ha!"  said  the  other,  smiling; 
"  we  got  a  lot  more  in  the  end,  but  they 
wasn't  much  good  to  anybodj',  worse  luck. 
When  once  again  the  tides  were  at  the 
spring,  we  managed  in  a  sort  of  way,  at 
dead  low  water,  to  drain  off  the  most  of 
what  remained  in  the  cave,  and  when  we 
burst  open  the  partition,  or  door,  we  came 
upon  the  remains  of  some  leather  bags 
aiKl-an  old  chest  filled  with  coin,  mostly 
guineas,  but  a  lot  of  silver  too,  crowns 
and  half-crown  pieces.  But,  sir,  as  I  say, 
they  wer'n't  worth  nothing  to  nobody. 
No,  sir,  it  was  all  false — all  false  coin, 
every  bit  of  it,  and  my  grandfather  was 
nothing  more  nor  less  than  a  coiner,  and 
it  was  down  there,  underground,  as  he 
used  to  go  on  secretly  making  the  bad 
money.  All  those  qtteer  things  and  fur- 
nace was  all  part  of  his  apparatus ; 
moulds  and  melting  pots  and  metals,  and 
all  kinds  of  things,  in  fact.  It  was 
thought  that  most  likely  he  used  to  get 
much  of  the  base  coin  shipped  away 
abroad  by  some  of  his  confederates  in 
the'  smuggling  trade.  Maybe  some  of 
'em  knew  his  little  game,  and  maybe 
some  didn't.  Anyway,  this  place  opening 
on  to  the  beach  down  there  made  it  handy 
for  'em  to  convey  it  off  without  anybody 
seeing,  just  as  they  managed  to  run  their 
cargoes  of  French  brandy,  ladies'  lace, 
and  that  like.  But  there,  that's  my  story, 
sir  ;  you  can  believe  it  or  not,  as  you  like, 
but,  I  tell  you,  it's  true,  every  word  of  it 
—every  bit  of  it  is  as  true  as  that  there 
story  in  the  newspaper.  And  now  I  must 
be  going  on  my  way,  sir,  and  so  I'll  wish 
you  good-morning.  I  hope  you'll  soon 
have  better  health  and  get  well  and  strong 
again.    Good-morning !  " 

The  seafarer  rose,  the  two  shook  hands, 
and  the  young  gentleman  was  left  to 
meditate  and  speculate  on  the  possibilities 
of  what  he  had  just  heard  of  the  old 
'•  Goblin's  Guineas."  He  told  the  present 
writer  of  his  strange  experience  in  Ken- 
sington Gardens,  and  declared  he  believed 
every  word  the  man  said,  "  he  seemed 
such  an  honest  chap." 

Whether  the  reader  will  be  equally 
credulous  is  not  for  the  writer  to  say. 
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PIER-PISHING  FOR  BOYS. 


I.  ON  SEA  FISHING  GENEEALLY. 


one  who,  like  myself,  frequents  one  or 
iTio'>3  of  our  piers  every  summer,  and  ob* 
serves  there  the  same  want  of  method  and 
practical  knowledge  in  the  tackle  and  baits 
used  by  visitors  year  after  year,  it  may  occur 
that  the  deficiency  lies  in  the  want  of  guide- 
books on  the  subject  of  sea-fishing.  This, 
however,  is  not  the  case  ;  for,  although  by 
far  the  greater  part  of  exi^^tillg  angling  litera- 
ture treats  of  fishing  in  rivers  or  lakes,  there 
are  also  several  works  devoted  solely  to  the 
subject  of  sea-fishing,  for  one  of  which  I  am 
myself  responsible. 

The  special  branch  of  pier-fishing  has, 
however,  been  treated  somewhat  scantily  in 
these  books,  and  as  the  majority  of  boys  fish 
principally  from  the  piers,  I  purpose  giving 
them  in  this  article  some  practical  informa- 
tion, in  the  possession  of  which  they  will,  I 
hope,  henceforth  proceed  to  work  with  a 
little  more  method  and  much  better  results. 

As  a  rule,  though  by  no  means  always,  the 
fishing  from  boats  is  better  than  that  from 
the  pier,  owing  no  doubt  to  the  deeper  water 
and  more  varied  grounds  attainable  in  a 
boat.  But  pier-fishing  has  much  to  recom- 
mend it  to  boys,  not  the  least  recommenda- 
tion being  its  cheapness.  The  constant 
hiring  of  boats  at  2.s.  (>d.  per  hour  is  for 
many  boys  an  impossibility,  and  an  extrava- 
gance for  anybody;  but  a  whole  day's  fishing 
can  generally  be  had  from  the  pier  for  about 
2d.,  except  in  the  few  cases  (as  Eastbourne 
and  Deal),  where  each  line  pays  toll.  Any- 
how, the  cost  is  trifling. 

Another  advantage  that  pier-fishing  has 
over  any  other  is  that  it  can  be  followed  in 
any  weather,  however  squally.  Moreover, 
exceedingly  good  baskets  can  often  be  made, 
and  yet  it  is  surprising  how  day  after  day 
the  same  small  boys  haul  over  NOT  the 
same  piece  of  lead  (which  they  lose  on  an 
average  twice  a  day)  with  a  large  hook  plainly 
showing  through  a  piece  of  unsuitable  bait, 
and  good-naturedly  wonder  where  the  fish 
are. 

One  cannot  always  promise  sport ;  but  I 
can  venture  to  say  that  if  the  readers  of  this 
article  will  follow  out  the  instructions  con- 
tained in  it,  they  will  certainly  catch 
something  during  their  holiday,  which  I  am 
sure  is  more  than  many  can  say. 

In  the  first  place,  v/hat  fish  are  we  likely 
to  catch  from  a  pier  ?  Neither  mackerel  nor 
herring  ;  nor.  as  a  rule,  soles  nor  dory. 

But,  with  the  exception  of  these  and  some 
of  the  largest  species  of  flat  fish,  we  may 
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meet  with  any  of  some  dozen  species  or 
more,  including  bass,  chad,  cod,  conger, 
fiounders,  lobsters,  mullet,  plaice,  pollack, 
pout,  smelts,  whiting,  and  wrasse  ;  and  all 
these,  except  cod  and  whiting,  are  taken 
during  the  summer  holidays. 

These  thirteen  species  have  not,  as  seems 
to  be  the  prevailing  opinion,  a  common  taste 
for  li  piece  of  fish  and  a  pound  of  lead,  but 
have  each  their  favourite  food  and  locality. 

In  my  sketch  of  pier-fishing,  I  shall  for 
the  most  part  confine  my  remarks  to  hand- 
lines.  Of  the  additional  sport  to  be  had  with 
a  rod  I  am  fully  aware  ;  but  then,  rods  are 
expensive,  and  often  unmanageable  in  a  high 
vond. 

The  first  consideration  is  the  material  for 
the  lines.  By  far  the  best  is,  I  believe, 
tanned  hemp  of  medium  thickness  ;  the  very 
stout  lines  require  much  heavier  leads  to 
prevent  them  drifting,  and  are  besides  much 
more  difficult  to  throw  out. 

Tanned  lines  withstand  the  effects  of  salt 
water  mucli  lotiger  than  plain  watercord. 

I'our  best  way  will  be  to  write  to  some 
good  shop  —  you  cannot  do  better  than 
Hoarder,  of  Plymouth  —  and  buy  enough 
medium-stout  line  to  last  for  years. 

This  sounds  a  large  order,  but  100  yards 
(cost  about  Gs.)  will  cover  it.  This  will  make 
three  lines  :  tv/o  long  ones  for  large  fish,  40 
yards  each ;  and  one  20  yards,  for  small 
fish. 

If  these  hundred  yards  are  to  last  for 
years,  however,  you  must  occasionally  wash 
them  in  fresh  water  while  in  use.  Once  a 
week  is  enough  for  this,  and  a  thorough 
washing  before  putting  them  away  for  the 
winter. 

I  am  using  now  lines  that  I  bought  from 
Hoarder  about  five  years  ago,  and  they  show 
no  signs  of  rotting. 

These  sea-lines  are  wound  on  square 
winders  made  by  nailing  four  pieces  of  wood 
together  about  half-an-inch  from  the  end  of 
each. 

These  winders  combine  the  advantages  of 
accommodating  a  large  amount  of  line  and, 
by  their  hollow  shape,  facilitating  its  drying. 
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as  each  part  of  it  is  exposed  to  the  air 
(fig-  1). 

You  can  improve  upon  the  plain  winder 
by  binding  to  one  side  a  piece  of  cork  bark, 
while  an  old  hook  driven  into  one  corner, 
shank  first,  will  hold  the  lead. 

The  hooks  can  always  be  kept  in  the  cork 
when  not  in  use ;  this  will  keep  them  from 
rust  and  mischief. 


The  leads  for  these  throw-out  lines  vary 
in  size  and  shape.  The  former  depends  on 
the  thickness  of  the  line,  and  the  stieiigth 
of  the  tide;  if  lb.  is  a  good  average  weight. 
Their  shape  should  enable  thtni  to  he  fiat 
on  the  ground.  It  will  be  much  better  to> 
cast  your  own  leads.  You  can  make  them 
up  in  any  convenient  size  or  shape  not 
always  to  be  procured  at  the  tackle  shop. 

Ali  that  is  necessary  is  a  large  piece  of 
soft  clay.   The  mould  for  the  lead  is  scooped 


Fig.  2. 


out  of  the  upper  side  and  smoothed  with  th& 
fingers  ;  the  melting  lead  is  then  poured  in,, 
and  a  looped  wire  is  immediately  inserted. 

The  best  shape  for  such  leads  is  that  of  a. 
locket.  It  will  be  better  to  cast  half-a-dozerB 
at  once — two  weighing  |-  lb.  each,  two  ^  lb., 
one  1  lb.,  and  one  2  lbs. 

They  are  fastened  at  the  extreme  end  of 
the  line  and  rest  on  the  bottom,  the  hooks 
being  between  them  and  the  fisherman's-, 
hand. 

The  subject  of  sea-hooks  I  shall,  however„ 
reserve  for  the  next  section. 


II. —  SEA  HOOKS  AND  TACELE. 


The  principal  caution  with  regard  to  hooks^  ^ 
is  to  keep  them  sharp,  and  not  to  use  them 
too  large. 

Very  large  hooks,  for  bass  and  conger  fish- 
ing, have  only  this  one  advantage  over 
smaller  ones,  that  when  a  fish  docs  get 
hooked  he  rarely  gets  off  again.  On  the 
other  hand,  many  fish  are  lost,  or  rather 
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never  take  the  bait,  being  frightened  by  the 
size  of  the  hook. 

It  will  be  as  well  to  start  with  some  kind 
of  scale,  and  as  I  have  drawn  these  very 


The  hook  links,  whether  of  gut,  gimp,  or 
flax  (if  the  latter  it  must  be  soft,  too  soft  in 
fact  to  be  bitten  through),  should  be  about 
4  inches  in  length,  and  can  have  a  loop  at 


Fig.  3. 

A,  bass,  coJ,  or  conger.    B,  pollack  or  coiHings.   c.  flatfish,  whiting,  or  mullet. 


n,  pout  or  smelts. 


carefully  to  the  correct  measurements,  all 
you  have  to  do  is  to  lay  your  hooks  on  any 
in  the  accompanying  ligure  (fig.  3)  until  they 
■exactly  coincide— something  like  Euclid's 
fourth  prop. 

I  do  not  say  that  the  sizes  here  given  are 
the  oiilij  correct  ones— they  are  merely  taken 
from  hooks  with  which  I  have  myself  taken 
large  numbers  of  the  lish  named. 

Hooks  can  be  bought  ready  mounted  on 
gut  or  gimp,  or  unmounted;  these  latter 
liavmg  eyed  shanks  or  flattened  shanks. 

The  methods  of  attaching  eyed  hooks  to 
snoods  are  varied  ;  perhaps  the  strongest  and 
simplest  is  the  "Turle"  knot.    A  loop  is 


the  end  remote  from  the  hook.  They  are 
fixed  to  the  main  line  as  follows  : 


Tig.  4. 


made  at  the  end  of  the  snood  and  passed 
'through  the  eye  of  the  hook. 

It  is  then  passed  up  the  shank  of  the  hook 
and  drawn  tight. 

When  the  shank  of  the  hook  is  merely 


Fig.  6. 

A  slip-knot  being  made  in  the  latter,  the 
hook  is  passed  through  it,  then  through  its 
own  loop,  and  then  drawn  tight  (fig.  (J).  For 
these  throw-lines  three  hooks  will  be  enough, 
and  can  be  thus  fastened  on  at  intervals'^of 
Ih  foot  from  each  other,  beginning  a  foot 
above  the  lead. 

The  above  is  the  best  known  form  of 
throw-line,  but  there  is  another,  the  leger 
lines,  that  often  takes  more  fish. 

The  leger  lead  {\  lb.)  is  flat,  and  has  a  hole 
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Fig.  5. 

flattened,  the  snood  is  fastened  in  the  method 
illustrated  in  fig.  5. 

This  fastening  is  much  strengthened  by 
hemg  served  over  with  a  little  fine  copper 
wire  — waxed  silk,  the  usual  material  for 
binding  over  knots,  is  a  trifle  delicate  for 
sea-fishing,  though  much  better  than  no- 
thing. 


Fig.  7. 

running  through  it,  through  which  the  main 
line  passes  (fig.  7). 

A  large  shot,  just  below  the  lead,  prevents 
the  latter  moving  any  nearer  to  the  hook- 
only  one  is  used  with  this  tackle,  and  it 
should  be  about  2  feet  from  the  shot. 

The  principle  of  the  leger  is  obvious  -for 
as  the  line  can  move  freely  through  the  lead 
in  the  direction  of  the  hook,  the  angler  is 
enabled  to  feel  every  bite  through  the  lead. 


trouble  and  entanglement,  and  if  a  sprins 
swivel  (6,  fig.  8)  be  used,  the  hook  (and  fish) 
can  be  instantly  detached,  and  a  fresh  one 
substituted. 

The  swivels  must  be  brass  or  copper— steel 
ones  are  useless  for  sea-fishing,  as  they  so 
soon  clog  and  rust. 

These  are  the  only  forms  of  throw-line  for 
pier-fishing.    You  may  see  many  ingenuous 


Fig.  9. 


(not  ingenious)  youths  flinging  out  chopstick- 
tackle  (fig.  9). 

.  Nay,  you  may  have  done  so  yourself,  but  it 
IS  quite  wrong.  Such  tackle  is  meant  for 
boat-fishmg,  where  it  is  allowed  to  ban" 
about  two  feet  from  the  bottom,  and  not  to 
he  right  on  it. 

III. — BAIT. 

And  now  I  will  suppose  you  have  a  couple 
of  lines  ready  and  want  something  for  bait 

Do  not  go  to  the  fishmonger's  and  buy  a 
small  plaice  or  whiting— I  wonder  how  many 
boys  in  search  of  bait  buy  plaice  or  whiting  ' 
I  rarely  see   them   using   any  other  fish, 
and  yet,  except   the  head  of  the  former 
fish  (for  very  large  bass),  both  are  utterly 
useless.  '' 
By  far  the  best  bait  for  large  fish  is  a  strip 
of  the  squid,  or  cuttle-fish.    These  otherwise 
useless  fish  are  generally  taken  in  quantities 
by  the  netsmen,  who  throw  them  on  to  the 
beach.    The  quantity  in  which  these  cuttle- 
fish frequent  any  particular  part  of  the  coast 
varies  considerably  e\-erv  vear.   In  18S7  they 
were  very  plentiful  off  Hastings ;  two  years 
afterwards  I  could  not  get  one  there  during 
my  entire  stay  of  five  weeks  ;  while  in  1890 
they  were  again  very  plentiful,  and  we  got 
some  every  morning. 

_  To  prepare  your  squid  for  use.  wash  it  well 
in  sea  water,  until  all  the  inky  fluid  has  dis- 
appeared, leaving  a  very  white  substance 
almost  as  tough  as  leather. 

This  must  next  be  beaten  with  a  hammer 
or  mallet,  until  considerably  softer  than  in 
the  natural  state. 

There  are  two  methods  of  putting  it  on  the 
hook. 

Either  it  is  cut  into  strips,  through  which 
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Pic.  8. 

When  fishing  for  conger,  a  brass  swivel  [a) 
at  the  end  of  each  hook  link  will  save  much 


Fig.  10. 

the  hook  is  passed  tvriee ;  or  else  in  ihe  form 
of  an  arrow-head  (fig.  10.  a  and  b). 

Having  now  dealt  with  the  preparation  and 
use  of  squid  as  the  best  bait  for  bass  and 
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conger,  some  further  hints  are  needful. 
Por  it  may  often  happen  that  squid  is 
not  to  be  had,  and  then  the  best  bait  is  a 
strip  of  fresh  herring  or  mackerel. 

Thus,  you  may  be  driven  to  the  fish- 
monger's, but  shun  the  plaice  and  whiting 
like  poison ! 

Only  take  fresh-herring  or  mackerel  (the 
former  for  preference)  —nothing  else  is  of  the 
least  use. 

These  also  require  some  preparation. 
Firstly,  they  must  be  quite  fresh;  the  least 
taint  will  drive  away  the  fish  instead  of 
attracting  them.  The  head  and  tail  and 
backbone  may  first  be  removed,  aud  the 
body  well  hammered,  as  was  recommended 
for  squid.  Then  cut  it  into  strips,  about 
three  inches  long  by  half  an  inch  broad. 

In  the  case  of  mackerel,  it  is  particularly 
attractive  to  cut  through  the  skin  in  a 
sloping  direction,  so  that  the  strip  may  be 
half  blue  and  half  silver. 

The  hook  is  first  passed  through  the  bait 


from  the  inside,  then  twice  more— finally 
•emerging  (tig.  11)  in  the  silver  part  of  the 
:3kin. 

Another  good  bait  is  a  dead  pilchard— the 
hook  link  must  be  drawn  (by  catching  the 
loop  in  a  baiting  needle,  fig.  12)  in  at  the 
belly  and  out  at  the  mouth. 

All  these  baits  require  to  be  boned  and 


case  with  herring  or  mackerel :  squid  stays 
on  the  hook  a  much  longer  time. 

As  soon  as  you  feel  a  decided  bite,  strike 
smartly,  and,  it  you  still  feel  the  fish  pulling, 
haul  in  quickly. 

If,  however,  he  has  got  off,  leave  the  line  — 
he  may  bite  again  the  next  moment. 

On  landing  a  conger,  place  your  foot  on 
him  and  cut  deep  into  the  back  of  his  neck — 
this  will  sever  the  spinal  cord  and  put  him 
out  of  mischief. 

Do  not  trust  to  holding  this  fish  without  a 
handkerchief ;  he  will  slip  through  your  hands, 
even  when  dead. 

Similar  tackle  can  be  used  in  November 
for  cod — the  best  bait  being  whelk,  sprat,  or 
lug-worm. 

The  above  lines  and  baits  will  take  only 
large  fish. 

There  may,  however,  be  only  dabs  and 
plaice,  or  whiting,  pout,  and  smelts  in  the 
neighbourhood  you  have  chosen  for  your 
holiday  ;  so  we  will  now  consider  the  best  way 
of  catching  these  species. 

First  the  flat-fish. — In  arranging  your 
tackle  for  these  fish — dabs,  plaice,  etc.,  etc. — 
you  must  have  regard  to  two  facts  :  1.  They 
have  very  small  mouths,  so  the  hooks  must 
be  small ;  2.  They  feed  on  the  bottom,  so 
the  baits  must  lie  there. 

Moreover,  they  often  take  the  hook  very 
deep,  thus  giving  much  trouble  in  unhooking  ; 
you  can  obviate  this  by  using  hooks  with 
short  links — about  two  inches. 

There  are  two  ways  of  making  up  light 
tackle  for  flat-fish :  the  leger,  already 
referred  to,  and  the  "trot." 

The  leger  for  flat-fish  should  be  much 


lighter  than  the  one  described  above — the 
lead  need  not  weigh  more  than  \  lb.,  and 
below  it  may  be  two  yards  of  stout  gut. 


Fig.  12. 


Iiammered — congers  greatly  object  to  a 
liard  stiff  bait. 

IV. — ON  WORKING  THE  LINE  AND  LANDING  FISH. 

Having  selected  a  corner  of  the  pier  facing 
the  direction  in  which  the  tide  is  running, 
you  bait  the  hooks  and  uncoil  about  twelve 
yards  of  line. 

Then  you  seize  the  line  with  the  right 
Tiand  about  two  feet  above  the  lead,  holding 
another  few  yards  free  in  the  left  hand,  and 
Iveeping  your  right  foot  the  while  firmly  on 
the  winder — a  few  swings  of  the  lead,  and  you 
pitch  lead,  hooks,  and  all  far  away  into  the  air. 

As  soon  as  the  lead  has  reached  the 
ground,  vv'hich  you  can  feel  by  the  slackening 
of  the  line,  wind  in  until  the  latter  is  taut, 
and  then  make  fast  to  the  post  or  chain. 

Then  hold  your  line  between  the  thumb 
and  forefinger  of  the  right  hand,  and  wait 
for  a  bite. 

Be  sure  to  keep  hold  of  your  line,  and  do 
not  imitate  those  nonchalant  and  lazy 
amatem's  who  fling  their  lines  out  and  leave 
them — they  miss  all  the  finest  fish.  It  is  as 
well,  even  if  you  feel  no  bite,  to  pull  up  your 
"line  and  examine  the  baits  every  few  minutes 
—as  crabs  and  small  pout  constantly  nibble 
the  bait  eff  the  hooks.    This  is  especially  the 


This  can  be  looped  up  as  shov/n  in  fig. 
13,  split  shot  being  placed  at  intervals  of 
nine  inches  and  a  hook  attached  near  each. 
Thus,  five  or  six  hooks  (fig.  3,  c)  can  be  used, 
the  shot  keeping  them  all  on  the  sand. 

This  tackle  can  be  thrown  out  like  the 
other  lines. 

The  other  piece  of  tackle  is  called  a 
"  trot,"  and  is  not  thrown  out,  but  is  let 
down  slowly. 

In  this  form,  two  leads,  plummet-shaped, 
are  used. 

One  of  these  is  attached  to  the  end  of  the 
main  line,  and  about  six  inches  above  it  are 
knotted  on  three  yards  of  gut— the  other 
plummet  is  fastened  to  the  other  end  of  the 
gut.  Seven  or  eight  hooks  on  short  links  are 
tied  at  intervals  along  the  gut  (fig.  14).  This 
arrangement  of  the  leads  enables  the  angler 


Fig.  14. 

to  feel  the  tenderest  bites  without  hindrance 
from  either  lead. 

The  hooks  are  baited  and  the  tackle  slowly 


lowered  until  the  lowermost  lead  is  on  the 
ground,  then  the  other  lead  is  also  lowered 
so  that  the  gut  lies  taut  between  the  two. 

There  are  several  baits  for  flat-fish  :  lug- 
worm  is  perhaps  the  best.  A  large  worm  will 
bait  three  hooks,  first  squeezing  the  inside 
out,  and  then  cutting  the  skin  in  three. 
Another  good  bait  for  the  summer  is  mussel. 
The  opening  of  this  bivalve  is  much  facili- 
tated by  scalding  for  a  few  moments  in  boil- 
ing water,  after  which  process  it  will  also 
keep  better  on  the  hook,  which  is  passed  first 
through  the  tongue  and  then  through  the 
gristly  substance  round  the  edges. 

Shrimps  are  also  a  good  bait,  and  can  be  used 
in  a  variety  of  ways.  If  boiled,  they  must 
be  skinned,  and  the  head,  tail,  and  legs  re- 
moved. 

Later  in  the  autumn  small  fragments  of 
squid  or  cockle  seem  to  answer  better,  and 
in  the  spring  I  have  found  fresh  herring  the 
best :  at  least,  up  in  the  Baltic,  where  I 
have  taken  great  numbers  of  large  flounders 
with  this  bait. 

This  use  of  difJerent  baits  at  different  sea- 
sons is  one  of  the  secrets  of  successful  sea- 
fishing. 

The  trouble  occasioned  by  dabs  gorging 
the  hooks  can  be  partially  obviated  by  using 
the  short  hook-links  already  recommended, 
but  it  is  also  an  advantage  to  have  by  you  a 
disgorger  (fig.  15),  which  can  be  slipped  down 


Fig,  15. 


the  line  till  it  pushes  the  hook  out  of  its 
position  in  the  fish's  throat.  Flat  fish  are 
sometimes  a  bother  to  hold  steady  without 
getting  the  sharp  bones  in  your  hand — an 
old  handkerchief  with  which  to  hold  your 
captures  while  you  are  unhooking  them  will 
be  found  a  welcome  article. 

We  will  next  take  smclt-fishiitg,  which  is 
at  times  very  good  sport.  Should  you  be 
angling  for  smelts  on  the  East  Coast,  you 
will  have,  in  addition  to  the  sport,  a  basket 
of  delicious  fish  for  the  table  ;  but  if  your 
noliday  quarters  are  on  the  Channel,  you 
will  not  find  the  smelts  particularly  good 
eating,  as  these  are  Atherines  or  sand-smelts, 
and  not  the  real  smelt  of  the  East  Coast. 

Smelts  abound  in  most  sandy  neighbour- 
hoods, but  the  place  where  I  have  taken  the 
greatest  numbers  is  Bournemouth  pier. 

In  harbours  they  are  generally  free  biters, 


V 


Fig.  1G. 


but  in  other  spots  (e.g.  Bournemouth,  etc.) 
they  are  at  times  very  shy,  and  require  es- 
pecially light  tackle. 

The  simplest  method  of  taking  these  fish 
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is  on  what  is  known  to  perch  fishers  as  a 
"  paternoster,"  which  for  tliese  little  fish  can 
be  quite  light. 

A  yard  and  a  half  of  fine  gut,  a  few  roach 
hooks  (No.  12),  and  a  plummet  weighing 
about  an  ounce,  can  be  made  up  as  shown 
in  fig.  16. 

The  top  loop  is  attached  to  the  main  line. 

Baits  for  smelts  are  numerous  ;  anything 
small  and  soft  will  do,  a  morsel  of  lug-worm 
or  mussel,  an  atom  of  soft  roe  of  herring  or 
of  ssa-anemone,  a  fragment  of  limpet,  or  a 
p-sce  of  fresh  smelt,  the  latter  often  proving 
the  most  killing  of  all. 

A  little  ground  bait  of  crushed  mussels  or 
pounded  shrimps  will  keep  the  fish  together. 
First  throw  a  little  of  tliis  into  the  water, 
then  drop  in  your  baited  hooks  just  to  tide^ 


Fii,.  17. 

ward  of  it ;  if  the  tide  is  very  strong,  use  a 
small  net  for  the  ground  bait  (fig.  17). 

The  "  paternoster "  should  be  kept  in 
motion,  not  so  much,  perhaps,  to  attract  the 
fish  (though  it  probably  has  this  effect),  as 
to  hook  many  smelts  that  bite  too  tenderly 
to  be  felt. 

At  Bournemouth  we  used  only  one  hook. 
Whether  this  was  mere  local  custom  I  don't 
quite  know,  but  no  one  ever  thought  of  using 
more  ;  and  with  this  one  hook  I  once  got 


Tig,  18. 

close  on  00  smelts  in  three  days,  fishing  less 
than  an  hour  each  day. 

This  single  roach  hook  was  knotted  to  the 
end  of  a  yard  of  fine  gut,  with  a  A  oz.  pipe 
lead  a  few  inches  above  it  (fig.  18).  The  whole 
was  slowly  lowered  till  the  leail  touched  the 
bottom,  and  immediately  withdrav/n  to  the 
surface  with  a  series  of  smart  jerks. 

It  was  regularly  followed  up  by  several 
smelts,  one  of  which  rarely  failed  vo  take  it. 

The  favourite  bait  was  a  fragment  of 
mussel. 

Should  the  stage  from  -which  you  are 
fishing  be  far  from  the  water,  it  will  be  better 
vo  take  a  landing-net  with  you,  as  smelts  are 
•  fry  tender-mouthed  and  often  fall  back  into 
the  water. 

Another  good  dodge,  and  one  which  I 
jiartially  took  from  the  amateurs  in  N. 
Germany,  is  to  have  a  purse  net  of  small 
mesh,  and  about  two  feet  deep.  The  mouth 
of  this,  on  a  wire  frame,  is  kept  open,  about 
three  or  four  inches  above  the  water. 


It  is  particularly  easy  when  using  a  rod  to 
land  each  smelt  into  the  net  (tig.  I'J),  when 


Pig.  19. 

a  sharp  jerk  will  generally  cause  it  to  fall  off 
the  hook. 

These  nets,  which  are  in  very  general  use 
in  Germany,  have  the  advantage  of  keeping 
the  fish  alive  till  the  fisherman  goes  home.  ' 

The  foregoing  remarks  on  "  Pier-Fi^liiiiL' 
have  all  had  reference  to  those  piers  wlndi 
are  on  the  sand.  I  am  not  acquainted  with 
any  pier  built  on  rocks,  but  should  any  of 
my  readers  visit  one  so  situated,  I  must  at 
once  say  that  all  the  tackle  hitherto  described 
would  be  quite  useless. 

The  throw  lines  would  to  a  certainty  be 
"caught  up,"  and  ruined  whenever  they  were 
pulled  in;  and  as  for  smelts  and  flat-fish, 
they  are  not  to  be  caught  on  the  rocks. 
You  must  use  totally  different  tackle,  or  you 
will  lose  it  all,  besides  getting  no  fish. 

It  is  a  peculiarity  of  the  fish  that  inhabit 
rocks,  that  with  the  exception  of  shell  fish 
and  gurnards,  they  none  feed  quite  on  the 
bottom,  but  from  two  to  six  feet  from  it. 

There  are  two  kinds  of  tackle  suitable  for 


length,  is  as  good  as  any.  All  the  fittings 
must  be  of  metal,  as  the  salt  in  the  atmo- 
sphere of  sea-side  resorts  is  most  damaging 
to  wooden  ferrules  and  sockets. 

A  fairly  large  Nottingham  winch,  4i  inches, 
and  00  or  80  yards  of  fine  tanned  sea-line,' 
will  complete  the  necessary  gear,  and  it  only 
remains  to  describe  the  bottom  tackle. 

That  shown  at  fig.  20  is  the  •'paternoster," 
already  described  for  sraelt-fishhig,  only  this 
must  be  a  much  heavier  article. 

The  main  trace  can  be  of  waterproof  pike- 
line,  gut  (twisted  or  plaited)  or  gimp-twisted 
gut  is  the  most  usual. 

The  hooks  should  be  attached  to  small 
brass  bars  working  freely  on  the  trace,  either 


Fig.  21. 

between  two  fixed  shot  (fig.  21  a)  or  on  a 
swivel  (r.). 

The  lead  (pear-shape  is  the  best)  should 
weigh  h  lb.  Three  hooks  form  the  orthodox 
nuiuber,  and  may  be  baited,  as  before,  with 
squid,  herring,  or  mackerel.  The  lowest, 
baited  with  half  a  lug-worm,  will  take  rock- 
cod. 

The  "  paternoster  "  tJiould  be  slowly 
lowered  until  the  lead  just  rests  on  the  bot- 
tom, and  then  held  taut  until  a  bite  is  felt. 

Another  good  piece  of  rod  tackle  is  the 
"  chopstick,"  which  I  have  already  mentioned 
as  unfit  for  a  throw-out  line. 

When  used  with  a  hand  line  the  ordinary 
form  of  chopstick  (fig.  <t),  with  the  lead  above 
the  hooks,  is  good  enough  ;  it  is  lowered  until 
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fishing  over  rocks,  but  from  a  pier  you  had 
better  use  a  rod. 

The  advantage  of  this  can  be  seen  from 
the  above  sketch  (fig.  20),  in  which  I  have 
shown  three  methods  of  using  this  tackle. 

In  (a)  it  is  thrown  out,  and  it  may  be  easily 
seen  that  as  soon  as  the  unconscious  fisher- 
man starts  drawing  it  in,  the  lead  will  fall 
into  the  cleft  near  which  it  rests,  and  will  in 
all  probability  be  lost. 

On  the  opposite  pier  hangs  a  line  (n)  in  a 
perhaps  better,  though  almost  impossible 
position,  as  the  hooks  are  almost  sure  to 
catch  in  the  post. 

On  -the  other  hand,  the  rod  (c)  can  keep 
the  line  in  this  perpendicular  position  without 
any  danger  from  the  posts,  and  in  this  lies 
its  superiority  over  hand-lines. 

The  length  of  the  rod  is  not  of  much  im- 
portance ;  an  ordinary  jack-rod,  12  feet  in 


the  lead  touches  the  rocks,  and  then  raised 
about  two  feet. 


Fig.  22. 

But  the  rod  is  not  improved  by  having  this 
constant  additional  strain  of  i  lb.  on  it  ia 
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addition  to  which  it  is  tiring  to  the  angler. 
I  therefore  make  mine  up  as  shown  in  fig.  2'2, 
fixing  the  crossbar  so  that  the  hooks  hang 
about  two  feet  above  the  lead.  The  whole 
can  then  be  lowered  till  the  lead  rests  on  the 
ground,  thus  removing  its  constant  strain 
from  the  rod,  and  keeping  the  hooks  the 
correct  distance  from  the  rocks.  Of  course, 
with  all  your  precautions,  your  lead  will 
oocasLonally  get  hung  up  in  the  rocks,  and  to 
recover  it  von  must  use  some  kind  of  clearing- 
riu".    The  nrost  simple  form  of  this  (fig.  23) 


Fig.  23. 


i?.  a  socksi"!  ring  to  which  is  attached  a  hank 
of  cord.  Tills  ring  is  slipped  over  the  im- 
prisoned line  and  allowed  to  slide  down  to  the 
hooks,  etc.,  which,  by  a  little  dexterous  lever- 
work,  it  will  often  free. 

It  will,  however,  sometimes  happen  that 
one,  or  more,  of  the  hooks  is  very  fast  in  a 
large  piece  of  sunken  iron-work,  or  othei" 
object  too  heavy  for  the  light  tackle  to  bring 
to  the  top.  Or  the  lead  may  be  too  fast  in 
the  rocks  to  be  coaxed  away.  For  these 
extremities  the  ordinary  clearing  ring  is 
u^ele^n,  but  there  is  a  somewhat  recent  patent 
of  W.  T.  Hancock  A-  Co.  (308  High  Holborn), 
which  meets  every  want,  and  which  I  will  now 
briefly  describe  (tig.  24).  It  consists  of  an  ordi- 


FiG.  24. 


nary  brass  ring  to  fit  over  the  line,  by  undoing 
the  screw  cap  at  a,  and  furnished  with  several 
grapnel  hook-points  (b).  The  use  of  these 
latter  is  to  hold  and  bodily  raise  any  rather 
large  piece  of  wood  or  iron  in  which  the  hooks 
may  be  fast.  In  addition  to  these  the  ring 
has  fixed  to  it  on  a  pivot  (c)  a  blade,  plain 
on  the  one  side,  and  toothed  on  the  other. 
This  will  cut  away  the  line  just  above  the 
liook  if  the  latter  resists  all  attempt  at  re- 
lease ;  it  can,  however,  be  pushed  back  and 
rendered  inactive.  This  ring  costs,  I  believe, 
4s.  Grf.,  and  is  in  every  way  suitable  for  the 
jiier-fisher.  The  fish  to  be  caught  in 
the  rocks  are  bass,  conger,  gurnard,  pollack, 
rock-cod,  and  pouting,  and  a  few  other 
species. 

Pouting  are  a  small  kind  of  rock-whiting ; 
probably  all  my  readers  have  either  caught 
them  themselves  or  seen  them  caught.  They 
are  to  be  had  anywhere  and  everywhere  from 
1  07..  to  over  2  lbs.  A  liglit  "  paternoster,"  as 
recommended  for  smelts,  will  take  numbers 


of  them.  The  best  baits  are  lug-worm, 
mussel,  or  shrimp,  all  cut  in  very  small 
pieces.  They  feed  best  on  the  falling  tide, 
and  I  have  taken  dozens  thus  from  Hastings 
piei'  in  less  than  six  feet  of  water. 

I  have  not  as  yet  referred  to  mullet  and 
pollack ;  these  are,  perhaps,  with  bass,  the 
only  "  sporting  "  fish  of  the  sea.  Pollack  are 
no  I;  as  a  rule  taken  in  great  numbers  off  piers, 
owing  to  the  scarcity  of  rocks  just  round 
these  structures,  but  there  are  often  natural 
piers  or  ledges  of  rock  from  which  very  many 
fine  pollack  can  be  caught. 

The  baits  may  be  either  natural  or 
artificial — the  best  of  the  former  are  live 
ragworms  or  prawns.  Only  one  hook,  at  the 
end  of  a  powerful  gut  trace,  is  used,  and 
a  small  pipe  lead  (|  oz.)  about  three  feet 
above  it.  The  tackle  must  be  very  strong ; 
the  jack  rod  will  answer  very  well. 

The  ragworms  can  be  used  on  a  single 
hook,  though  if  spun  behind  a  moving  boat 
I  prefer  them  on  Stewart's  worm-tackle. 
The  prawns  should  he  hooked  through  the 
tail.  Both  these  baits  are  rather  delicate, 
and  should  be  kept  alive  in  a  cool  dark 
place  (the  former  in  moist  green  seaweed  ; 
the  latter  in  frequently  changed  sea- 
v/ater),  and  used  as  soon  as  possible. 

There  are  many  good  artificial  baits  for 
pollack,  red  or  grey  india-rubber  eels  (made 
by  Hearder  of  Plymouth,  or  Brooks,  Stone- 
house),  Hearder's  plano-convex  minnow, 
Brooks'  "  baby  "  spinner,  both  these  are  good. 
Perhaps  the  red  sand-eel  beats  the  lot. 
These  baits  may  be  allowed  to  sink,  and  then 
drawn  in  again  with  an  irregular  jerking 
motion,  and  the  process  repeated  until  a  bite 
is  felt. 

Pollack  run  up  to  20  lbs.  and  more,  but 
the  average  takes  weigh  5  or  G  lbs.  They 
are  very  handsome  fish  and  good  eating  when 
recently  caught,  but  they  do  not  keep 
well. 

Mullet  are  very  fine  fish,  but  not  very  easy 
to  catch.  Their  favourite  haunts  are  old 
dock-gates  and  mouths  of  rivers,  their  natural 
diet  being  probably  small  shrimps. 

Mullet  may  be  taken  on  a  "paternoster," 
but  the  most  effective  tackle  is  a  lightly 
leaded  drift-line. 

The  tackle  recommended  (fig.  13)  for  flat- 
fish, minus  the  large  lead,  will  answer 
admirably,  the  latter  being  replaced  by  half- 
a-dozen  or  more  large  split-shot. 

The  same  sized  hooks  (fig.  3  c)  will  do. 

The  baits  for  mullet  are  varied,  and 
include  I'agworms,  pieces  of  crushed  crab 
(soft  green)  or  shrimp,  soft  roe  of  herring, 
skate's  liver,  silkweed,  and  mud  (mentioned 
by  the  late  F.  Buckland).  The  drift  line, 
with  about  thirty  yards  space,  is  thrown  into 
the  seafrovi  that  side  of  the  pier  from  ivhich 
the  currsnt  is  setting. 

Wl'.en  a  mullet  is  hooked  it  must  be  gently 
played  and  quickly  brought  to  the  landing- 
net,  as  it  has  a  tender  mouth. 

If  the  drift  line  is  heavy,  it  should  be 
greased  just  before  use  with  a  little  deer-fat. 

It  is  perhaps  an  advantage  to  use  a  rod 
for  muUot,  as  it  enables  you  to  play  the 
fish  more  steadily  ;  you  are  apt  to  haul  in  a 
hand-line  too  abruptly,  and  the  hook  will 
then  break  away. 

V. — CONCLUDISO  HINTS. 

The  above  are  all  welcomed  catches,  as 
they  atiord  sport  and  are  good  eating. 
There  are,  however,  three  other  fish  that 
one  often  catches  from  piers,  and  these  are 
all  useless. 

After  stormy  weather  you  will  often  catch 
dog-fish  on  your  conger  lines.  There  are 
several  species  of  these,  all  ugly  monsters 
resembling  small  sharks.  Kill  them  unmer- 
cifully   and    remorselessly  —  they    are  a 


nuisance  to  the  amateur  and  a  ruination  to 
the  professional. 

Weevers  will  also  turn  up  at  times ;  these 
pests,  by  the  side  of  which  a  dog-fish  appears 
sublime,  require  very  careful  treatment. 
They  must  not  be  handled  at  all,  as  their 
spikes  are  able  to  inflict  very  bad  wounds  ;  it 
is  best  to  tread  on  them  and  cut  out  the 
hook. 

Dog-fish  and  weevers  are  a  terror  to  other 
fish  ;  whenever  you  catch  several,  one  after 
another,  you  may  be  sure  that  it  is  of  little 
use  continuing  to  fish,  the  chances  being  great 
against  your  catching  anything  else. 

If  dog-fish  and  weevers  are  the  most  ugly 
of  sea-fish,  wrasse  are  among  the  most 
beautiful.  Their  bodies  are  many  coloured, 
like  '•  Jacob's  "  (!)  coat,  as  Frank  Buckland 
once  said. 

They  are  often  called  rock-tench,  and 
inhabit  seaweed. 

Having  thus  discussed  the  various  fish  to  be 
caught  from  our  piers,  I  will  now  mention  a 
few  details  of  some  of  the  piers  themselves. 
I  must,  however,  in  justice  to  myself,  say 
that  in  a  few  years'  time  these  may  be  quite 
incorrect,  as  fish  move  from  place  to  place, 
either  from  natural  motives  or  driven  by  over- 
traffic. 

Ramsgate  Harbour. — Inside  the  harbour 
are  numbers  of  small  silver-eels  and  flounders 
— fish  on  the  bottom,  baiting  with  earth- 
worms. Outside  the  right-hand  pier  (facing 
the  sea)  are  pout,  best  bait  boiled  shrimp.  In 
July  there  are  some  fine  bass  to  be  caught 
from  the  ledge  at  the  end  of  the  other  pier. 
It  is  customary  to  walk  up  and  down  with 
rod  and  line  trailing  a  '  last '  of  mackerel 
skin,  or  any  artificial  spinning-bait.  The 
best  time,  if  the  water  is  high  enough,  is 
about  an  hour  before  sunset,  and  the  best  fish 
will  be  taken  when  it  is  a  trifle  breezy  out- 
side. 

Deal  Pier  is  perhaps  the  best  on  our  S.E. 
coast,  or  for  that  matter  on  any  of  our 
coasts. 

In  summer,  the  amateurs  take  large  p)ollack- 
whiting — bait  with  ragworms. 

In  September  there  are  i^lenty  of  pout  and 
flat-fish  ;  and  in  November  the  whiting  and 
cod  feed  well.  The  favourite  winter  baits 
are  sprats  (Ikd.  for  twenty-five)  or  fresh 
herring. 

There  is  a  house  at  the  end  of  the  pier  where 
baits  are  sold  ;  each  line  pays  a  daily  tax  of 
3(7. 

Dover. — Off  the  Admiralty  Pier  are  pout, 
conger,  and  mullet.  Flat-fish  and  eels  at 
other  points  in  the  harbour.  The  mullet 
take  weed. 

Hastings  Pier. — Plenty  of  pout ;  no  smelts 
or  mullet.  Fish  for  the  pout  on  the  E.  side, 
beginning  an  hour  after  high  water,  and  fol- 
lowing the  tide  on  to  the  lower  landings. 
Bait  with  lug-worms,  which  you  can  dig  dur- 
ing spring-tides  on  the  sands  just  to  westward 
of  the  pier. 

Bass  and  conger  in  the  summer — bait  with 
squid,  to  be  had  of  the  smacksmen  down  by 
the  Fishmarket.  Not  many  flat-fish.  Whiting 
in  winter  months. 

Eastbo2irne  Pier.— As  at  Deal,  rods  pay  a 
tax  here  ;  I  believe  it  was  'id.  for  those  using 
natural  bait,  and  Sd.  for  spinning.  A  few 
small  pollack  (in  1890  there  was  one  of  (j  lbs.), 
an  occasional  conger,  and  a  fair  number  of 
flat-fish.  For  the  latter  leger-baiting  with 
tails  of  hermit-crabs. 

Brighton  Pier. — A  fair  number  of  bass — 
fish  on  the  E.  side  of  the  Chain  Pier,  baiting 
a  drift-line  with  a  living  sand-eel.  Also 
swarms  of  pout  in  summer.  In  winter,  whit- 
ing and  cod. 

Littleluivqyton  Pier. — Bass  and  grey  mullet. 
Best  place  at  the  end  of  the  W.  pi«r.  For 
bass  bait  with  fresh  herring  or  living  sand 
eel.    Mullet  take  ragworms,  which  can  be 
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procured  from  the  man  at  the  ferry.  Plenty 
of  wrasse  and  eels. 

Bognor  Pier.— Numbers  of  small  dabs  and 
plaice.  Best  bait  lug-worms,  which  are  cheap 
here. 

An  occasional  small  bass  on  the  W.  side, 
by  lettinp;  a  spinner  travel  with  the  tide  and 
drawmg  it  slowly  back.    Also  a  few  dog-fish. 

Bournemouth  Pier.— Plenty  of  smelts— best 


bait  mussel.  Do  not  let  the  bait  remain  still 
for  any  time,  or  you  will  only  take  small  pout 
Also  a  fair  number  of  flat-fish— bait  with  lug- 
worm.  Occasionally  a  bass  off  the  E.  side 
near  the  surf. 

Sivanage  Pier. —Plenty  of  wrasse  in  the 
weed,  which  is  here  in  such  abundance  as  to 
often  render  fishing  very  difficult.  A  few 
conger,  and  now  and  then  a  large  skate 


HeLf^''^"^  are  further  round  by  St.  Alban's 

At  several  places  further  round  the  coast 
(Weymouth,  Torquay.  Plymouth,  llfracombe, 
etc  ),  the  best  sea-fishing  in  England  is  to  be 
obtained,  but  it  is,  as  a  rule,  followed  from 
either  boats  or  rocks,  and  I  have  reserved  my 
remarks  to  "  Pier  Fishing,"  of  which  I  will 
here  take  a  respectful  leave. 


Homeward  Bound— "  Good-night.' 


Two  bright-eyed  boys,  they  played  together 
All  through  the  golden  day  ; 
And  set  their  lines  in  the  long  June  weather 

From  the  old  pier  in  the  bay. 
And  when  the  ships,  with  white  sails  flying. 

Came  home  from  Southern  seas  ; 
They  dreamt  of  magic  islands  lying 
Embowered  with  blossoming  leas. 

They  hsard  the  long  green  breakers  roaring 

Aga  nst  the  barrier  reef  ; 
And  saw  green  palmwoods  skyward  soaring 

Heavy  with  fruit  and  leaf. 
They  heard  afar  strange  bird-notes  calling 

From  darkling  cedar  groves  ; 
And  flashing  waters  falling,  falling, 

In  coral-girdled  coves. 
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And  each  at  heart  was  a  hardy  rover, 

With  thoughts  like  sea-bird's  free  • ' 
And  each  would  sail  the  wide  world  over 

When  he  a  man  should  be. 
They'd  push  their  ships,  the  winds  defying, 

To  many  an  unknown  shore  ; 
And  see  old  England's  hons  flying 

Where  they  ne'er  flew  before. 

One  had  his  wish ;  he  dropped  his  plummet 

In  many  a  lonely  sea  ; 
He  touched  Ambition's  topmost  summit, 

And  led  a  colony. 
Yet  lived  for  duty  first,  not  glory,— 

Gave  freedom  to  the  slave  ; 
Cut  his  name  clean  in  England's  stoiy, 

And  found  a  far-ofi'  grave. 


The  other  saw  his  life-long  labours 

Lying  about  his  door  ; 
The  sick  and  sorrowful  his  neighbours^ 

His  friends  the  friendless  poor. 
With  words  and  deeds  of  consolation 

He  eased  their  weary  yoke  ; 
And  guerdon  found- not  wealth  nor  station 

But  the  love  of  lowly  folk. 

And  the  little  town  was  proud  for  ever 

That  gave  the  lads  their  birth. 
The  hero  of  supreme  endeavour, 

The  hero  of  the  hearth. 
Bravely  they  ran  life's  narrow  tether, 

And  nobly  lived  and  died  ; 
And  again  the  boys  who  played  together. 

Are  they  not  side  by  side '? 


OUR   STONE  SENTINEL. 

AN     ADVENTURE    IN  ICELAND. 
By  David  Ker, 

Author  of  "Ihlenm  the  Afghan,"  -  Droit  ned  Gohir  "For  Life-  a,ni  Death"  etc 


IT  was  drawing  toward  evening  when  my 
comrade  and  I,  after  a  fifty-mile  ride 
tlirongh  pouring  rain  over  the  waste  of 
black,  broken  lava-ridges  lying  between 
Mount  Hecla  and  tlie  sea,  came  in  sight 
of  the  river  on  the  farther  bank  of  which 
we  hoped  to  find  quarters  for  the  night. 
And  there,  sure  enough,  just  on  the  other 
side  of  the  stream,  peeped  forth  at  us  from 
a  .sheltered  hollow  the  low  turf-thatched 
roof  of  a  snug  little  baer  (cottage)  in  which 
lived  the  good  old  Icelandic  elergj'man 
whose  guests  we  proposed  to  be. 


But  there  was  still  some  rouf;h  work  in 
store  for  us  ere  we  reached  it,  for  the 
heavy  and  continued  rain  of  the  last  three 
or  four  days  had  swelled  the  ri^-er  tot^vice 
its  usual  size,  and  it  now  went  rushing  and 
foaming  down  its  rockv  channel  with  a 
deep,  hollow  roar  that  fully  bore  out  its 
native  n'ame  of  "  Thiorsa  "  (Bnll). 
_  Such  a  torrent  would  be  no  ioke  for  oiir 
tired  horses  to  swim  ;  but  swim  it  we 
must,  unless  we  meant  to  go  supperless  to 
bed  on  the  wet  ground  in  our  drenciied 
clothes,  for  this  house  on  the  other  side 


of  the  stream  was  the  only  one  within 
many  miles  of  us. 

By  this  time  the  rain  had  ceased,  and 
just  as  we  rode  up  to  the  bank,  a  pale 
frleam  of  sunlight,  suddenly  breakinsr 
tnrough  the  sullen  clouds,  showed  us  a 
very  strange  and  startling  spectacle. 

From  the  brow  of  a  steep  ridge  over- 
hanging the  opposite  bank,  there  looked 
sternly  down  upon  us  the  massive  outline 
of  a  mighty /ace,  cold,  gloomy,  and  rugged 
as  one  of  the  cruel  "  Frosli-Giants "  of 
Northern  legend.    For  a  moment  every 


OUR  STONE  SENTINEL. 


15 


line  of  its  grim  features  stood  clearly  out 
against  the  chill,  grey  sky,  and  then,  as 
our  horses  moved  one  pace  to  the  right, 
the  spectre  was  gone,  and  in  its  place  stood 
a  bare,  blank  mass  of  dark  rock. 

"Aha!"  cried  I,  "another  natural 
statue  !  It's  odd  how  one  meets  them  in 
all  parts  of  the  world.  At  St.  Vincent,  in 
the  Cape  Verde  Isles,  as  I  dare  say  you 
know,  there's  a  clitf  that  makes  a  perfect 
likeness  of  Washington,  lying  asleep,  face 
upward — his  hair,  and  his  profile,  and  his 
shoulders,  and  his  very  shirt-frill,  all  com- 
plete. And  then  the  Gavea  mountain  at 
the  entrance  of  Eio  de  Janeiro  Harbour,  in 
Urazil,  is  an  exact  head  of  the  old  Duke 
of  Wellington,  with  its  chin  resting  upon 
the  sea." 

"And  at  St.  Helena,"  said  Dr.  L  , 

"  you  must  have  noticed,  as  yoxx  came  up 
to  it  from  the  south-east,  a  projecting  cliff 
that  was  just  a  huge  black  bust  of  Napo- 
leon looking  out  over  the  sea,  with  his 
famous  cocked  hat  and  all !  " 

"  I  remember  it  very  well,"  said  I ; 
"  and,  more  curious  still,  when  I  saw  it 
first,  the  cloiids  of  the  stormy  sunset  shaped 
themselves  into  the  likeness  of  a  great 
battle,  which  the  figure  of  Napoleon 
seemed  to  be  watching." 

Meanwhile  the  clear  blue  eyes  of  our 
hardy  native  guide  (who  had  crossed  this 
river  scores  of  times,  and  knew  it  by 
lieart  were  keenly  watching  the  whirling 
torrent  of  coffee-brown  water  before  him, 
in  quest  of  a  safe  place  to  cross ;  and  at 
that  moment  we  heard  him  call  out  in 
Danish  : 

"  Just  here  we  can  do  it.  Follow  me, 
and  keep  close  !  " 

The  next  moment  we  were  all  three 
struggling  in  the  swirling  water. 

Luckily  for  us,  Sigurgr  the  guide — 
whose  horse  was  a  large  and  powerful 
beast,  much  stronger  and  somewhat 
fresher  than  either  of  ours — had  placed 
himself  on  the  "up-stream"  side  of  us  as 
we  plunged  in,  so  as  to  break  the  force  of 
the  current  and  protect  us  in  some  degree 
from  the  fury  of  its  rush.  But,  even  as  it 
was,  our  horses  were  off  their  feet  in  a 
trice,  and  though  they  swam  stoutly,  it 
was  only  too  plain  that  their  already  over- 
tasked strength  was  fast  failing,  and  that 
in  a  few  moments  more  they  must  be 
swept  away  and  whirled  down  the  stream. 

There  was  but  one  thing  left  for  us  to 
do,  viz.  to  slip  from  our  saddles  and  swim 
alongside,  holding  on  by  the  mane.  Thus 
lightened  of  our  weight,  the  beasts  rallied 
their  last  remaining  strength,  and  fought 
their  way  across  to  the  other  bank,  which 
they  were  almost  too  spent  to  climb. 


"A  near  shave!"  laughed  Dr.  L  , 

shaking  himself  like  a  Newfoundland  dog ; 
"  but  we've  got  off  with  a  ducking,  and 
since  we  were  wet  to  the  skin  as  it  was, 
that  won't  matter  much." 

Just  then  a  halloo  made  us  look  up,  and 
we  saw  coming  toward  us  from  the  cot- 
tage the  hospitable  clergyman  himself, 
who,  hearing  from  his  door  the  shouts  of 
our  guide,  and  the  splashing  and  snorting 
of  our  horses,  had  come  to  meet  us  half- 
way. 

Had  we  been  this  good  man's  oldest 
and  dearest  friends,  instead  of  two  utter 
strangers  bimdled  imceremoniously  into 
his  house  without  any  warning  whatever, 
he  could  not  have  given  us  a  kinder  or  a 
heartier  reception  ;  and  his  welcome  was 
certainly  warm  enough  to  have  dried  our 
clothes  of  itself,  wet  though  they  were. 
Within  a  few  mimites  of  our  first  appear- 
ance, our  horses  were  stabled,  oiu*  wet 
clothing  hung  up  to  dry,  and  we  oiirselves 
seated  over  a  plentiful  meal  of  hot  coffee, 
newly-baked  cakes,  and  fresh  salmon — the 
latter  being  as  common  a  dish  in  Iceland 
as  in  Norway  itself. 

It  was  perhaps  just  as  well  for  the  good 
parson,  however,  that  at  the  time  of  our 
visit  he  happened  to  be  alone  in  the 
house,  all  his  familj'  being  away  at  Reyk- 
javik, the  quaint  little  toy  capital  of 
Iceland,  which  lies  in  a  deep  bay  at  its 
extreme  south-western  corner.  Had  they 
been  at  home,  the  little  two-roomed 
cottage  would  have  been  somewhat 
crowded  even  without  tlie  addition  of 
guests,  for  the  pastor  and  his  wife,  with 
their  eldest  daughter  and  two  of  their 
sons,  were  all  crammed  into  one  room, 
while  the  younger  son  and  daughter,  two  [ 
farm- servants,  and  a  big  dog,  occupied  the 
other. 

Our  supper  ended  with  a  huge  bowl  of 
the  national  dainty  sl-yr  (curds  and  milk), 
over  which  we  talked  quite  like  old  friends. 
But,  as  my  Danish  had  grown  somewhat  ! 
rusty  during  several  years  of  disuse,  and  1 

neither  Dr.  L  nor  I  knew  more  than 

a  few  words  of  Icelandic,  we  were  forced 
to  fall  back  upon  Latin,  which  our  host 
spoke  fluently,  and  although  our  own 
grammar  and  "  construction  "  might 
not  have  satisfied  a  school-teacher,  we 
managed  to  make  ourselves  pretty  well 
undertsood. 

In  the  course  of  our  talk,  Dr.  L  

(who  had  been  much  impressed  by  the 
weird  picturesqueness  of  the  "  Great  Stone  | 
Face"  that  had  appeared  and  vanished 
again  so  spectrally  just  as  we  were  about 
to  plunge  into  the  torrent)  made  some 
allusion  to  it,  at  which  our  host's  face  was  ' 


instantly  lighted  up  with  a  bright,  hearty 
smile,  as  he  said  eagerly  : 

"Ah!  you  have  seen  the  'stone  man,' 
then !  Is  it  not  wonderhil  ?  But  I'm 
sorry  to  have  been  forestalled,  for  I  had 
meant  to  have  shown  it  to  you  myself 
after  supper — it  is  our  chief  local  mar"\-el 
here." 

"  Never  mind,"  said  I ;  "  such  a  sight 
as  that  is  well  worth  seeing  twice,  especi- 
ally with  tlie  advantage  of  your  guidance." 

"  And  besides,"  added  the  doctor,  "  we 
only  saw  it  for  a  moment." 

"  Very  likely,"  replied  the  pastor,  "for 
it  can  only  be  seen  from  one  point ;  on 
every  other  side  it  is  nothing  more  than  a 
shapeless  mass  of  rock.  But  if  you  woukl 
like  to  have  another  look  at  it,  come  with 
me." 

And,  springing  up  as  nimbly  as  a  boy,, 
the  old  man  led  us  out  to  the  scene  of  our 
perilous  swim,  and,  bringing  us  to  the 
very  edge  of  the  steep,  rocky  bank,  timied 
sharply  round,  and  pointed  upwards. 

By  this  time  it  was  what  ivoiilcl  have 
been  night  in  any  southern  land  ;  but  her& 
the  perpetual  daylight  of  the  Arctic  Ocean 
(where  the  two  midsummer  months  are- 
one  enormoiis  day,  during  which  the  sun 
never  sets  at  all)  made  everything  aromrd 
us  as  clear  as  at  noon. 

At  the  pointing  of  our  host's  finger — as. 
if  the  good  clergyman  had  been  a  potent 
magician — the  bare  rock-pillar  above  i;s- 
suddenly  shaped  itself  into  the  same  grim 
face  that  had  frowned  on  us  as  we  dashed 
into  the  raging  waters  an  hour  before.  The 
rugged,  strongly-marked  features  were 
surmounted  by  a  huge  sugar-loaf  cap,  like 
tliat  worn  by  English  grenadiers  a  century 
ago.  The  neck  and  shoulders  were  equally 
complete,  and  a  vast  granite  boulder,  uu- 
scalably  smooth  on  every  side,  formed  a 
pedestal  for  this  giant  bust,  which  must 
have  itself  been  from  twenty  to  thirty  feet 
high. 

"  You  may  see  now,  gentlemen,"  said 
our  good  host,  with  a  quiet  smile,  "  that 
our  Norse  forefathers  had  some  show  of 
reason  for  their  legend  of  Thor,  the 
thunder-god,  striking  dead  the  frost-giants 
with  his  magic  hammer,  and  each  giant, 
stifl'ening  for  ever  into  the  attitude  in 
which  he  was  when  the  death-blow  fell 
upon  him." 

"  But  this  gentleman  must  be  a  little 
more  modern  than  that,"  said  I,  "  for  I 
recognise  him  perfectly.  Let  me  see,  now 
— where  have  I  seen  him  before  '?  Ah,  I 
have  it !  It's  the  face  of  Mick  Hoggarty,  in 
Thackeray's  illustrated  edition  of  '  The 
Great  Hoggarty  Diamond.'  " 

And  so  it  was. 
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"Consulting  the  Menu." 

(Drawn  for  lite  "Boy's  Oun  Paper"  by  M.  Nad[x.) 


AD  YEN' 


HAVE  you  ever  seen  a  "  Brule,"  gentle 
reader  ?  A  district  over  which  fire  has 
run  is  given  that  name  by  Canadian  baci<- 
woodsmen;  and  of  all  desolate  scenes  it 
"Certainly  bears  away  the  palm,  Picture  to 
yourself  miles  and  miles  of  country,  covered 
•■at  one  time  with  tall  pines,  their  green, 
■spreading  branches  shading  the  mossy 
■carpet  which  once  covered  their  strong, 
twisted  roots.  Now,  like  great  skeletons, 
their  trunks,  charred  by  the  cruel  fire,  stand 
■sapless  and  dead,  sad  monuments  of  former 
beauty,  holding  out  their  dry  withered  arms 
to  the  blue  Heaven,  as  though  supplicating 
its  aid  and  pity  in  their  desolation.  In  place 
of  the  soft,  green  moss  which  once  covered 
the  ground,  blueberry  bushes  spring  up, 
bearing  their  harvest  of  tender  fruit.  Here 
in  the  early  August  morning,  or  just  as  the 
sun  is  sinking,  you  may  startle  the  black 
bear  feeding  on  the  luscious  berries,  sniffing 
and  grunting  in  his  enjoyment  of  the  feast.  " 

It  was  a  bright,  hot  morning  near  the 
end  of  August  in  the  year  1883  that  the 
adventure  I  am  about  to  relate  occurred. 

I  was  seated  on  the  doorstep  of  my  shanty 
— at  that  time  I  was  employed  as  engineer 

in  the  construction  of  the    Railroad, 

which  runs  through  a  wild  district  of 
northern  Canada.  I  had  finished  my  break- 
fast and  was  contentedly  puffing  away  at  my 
pipe,  awaiting  the  arrival  of  my  assistant, 
whom  I  had  despatched  the  evening  before 
to  the  end  of  the  iron  with  some  letters  for 
my  chief. 

The  "  kedge-road,"  cut  out  by  the 
company's  men  for  forwarding  their  pro- 
visions, plant,  &c.,  ran  parallel  with  the  line 
and  in  front  of  my  shanty,  not  move  than 
fifty  feet  distant.    About  a  third  of  a  mile 
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away  a  gang  of  men  were  working  on  a  rock 
cutting,  the  striking  of  their  hammers  on  the 
steel  drills  coming  to  me  with  a  not 
unmusical  clink,  clink. 

Then  the  sound  ceased,  as  I  heard  the 
warning  cry  of  "F-i-r-e  !  "  and  from  my  posi- 
tion^ I  could  see  the  men  hurrying  away, 
driving  their  horses  before  them,  to  a  safe 
distance  up  the  line.  Next  came  the  dull 
thud  of  the  explosion,  followed  by  the  sound 
of  falling  stones,  and  the  cry  "  All  over  !  " 

I  watched  the  men  slowly  wending  their  ! 
way  back  to  their  work.    Clink,  clink,  came 
the  sound  of  their  hammers  again,  and  I 
began  to  wonder  in  a  drowsy  w-Ay  v  lien 
Campbell,   my    assistant,  would   turn  up. 
Voices    raised    high    in    excitement,  and 
laughter,  caused  me  to  turn  and  lazily  glance  i 
in  the  direction  of  the  sound.    Two  men 
were  walking  briskly  down  the  road,  one.  Jack 
Stubbs,  the  "  walking  boss,"  as  a  division  \ 
foreman  is  called,  and  little  Tom  Davis,  "  the 
time-keeper." 

I  caught  scraps  of  their  conversation.  "  No 
—did  ye  though?"  Stubbs  was  saying,  and 
seemed  to  suffer  considerably  from  the 
paroxysms  of  laughter  caused  by  Davis's  [ 
answer,  which  I  did  not  hear.  Then  Davis  I 
went  on,  and  as  the  distance  between  us 
lessened  I  could  hear  distinctly  what  he  said. 
"  Run  !  man,  you  bet  your  sweet  life  I  run  ; 
you  couldn't  a  seen  me  for  the  dust  I  kicked 
up." 

More  laughter  from  Stubbs.  "  Why  didn't 
ye  let  drive  at  it  with  that  pistol  of  yours  ?  " 
queried  he,  when  he  had  himself  sufficiently 
under  control  to  articulate. 

"  Let  drive  at  it !  "  replied  Davis  with 
scornful  excitement,  "  why,  Maud  dear,  it 
was  as  big  as  old  Flannigan's  milking  cow— 
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which  don't  milk— might  as  well  a  spit  at 
it."    More  laughter  from  Stubbs. 

No,"  Davis  continued,  "  I  did  the  wisest 
thing  under  the  circumstances,  I  jest  lit  out. 
I  done  the  identical  same  as  you'd  a  done, 
Jack,  my  lad,  I  jistgot  up  and  travelled  ;  and 
the  time  I  made  down  this  ere  '  kedge- 
road  '  won't  be  beat  for  many  a  long  day,  or 
I'm  a  Dutchman." 

By  this  time  the  two  were  opposite  me, 
and  I  was  beginning  to  wonder  what  had 
caused  Davis  to  "travel  "^as  he  graphically 
put  it — at  such  a  rate.  So,  knowing  the  two 
men  well,  I  gave  them  a  hail.  "Hullo, 
Davis,  what  frightened  you  ? "  I  sang  out. 
At  this  they  looked  up,  and  Stubbs  went  into 
another  explosion  of  laughter. 

Tom  Davis,  giving  him  a  look  impossible  to 
describe,  turned  to  me. 

"  I  was  coming  along  the  road  by  the  edge 
of  the  Brule,"  he  began,  "and  seeing  a  nice 
patch  of  berries  on  the  side  of  the  hill  a 
little  to  my  left,  thought  I'd  jist  stop  an' 
have  a  feed,  see'n'  as  how  there  was  no  hurry, 
as  I  had  only  to  take  the  time  of  a  couple  of 
gangs.  Weil,  I  got  to  the  patch,  and  was 
stooping  down  pickin'  the  berries  and  not 
paying  no  attention  to  nothing  in  particular. 
In  this  way  I  had  strolled  unconshus-like  to 
the  back  of  a  big  red  pine  'turn-up.'  when  I 
heerd  a  kind  of  sneeze  en'  a  cough  that  made 
me  jump,  an'  thar,  not  tin  foot  away, 
stood  the  biggest  an'  ugliest  lookiu'  b'ar  I 
ever  seen." 

"  Quite  certain  it  wern't  Doolan's  black 
sow,  Thomas?"  Stubbs  enquired  with  a 
broad  grin  and  a  wink  at  me. 

To  this  Davis  deigned  no  answer,  but 
continued,  after  mopping  the  perspiration 
from  liis  forehead  with   a  great  red  and 
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yellow  cotton  handkerchief,  which  he  took 
from  a  capacious  pocket  in  the  front  of  his 
shirt  — 

,"  Well,  I  jist  give  one  look,  while  the  hair 
on  me  head  seemed  to  be  a'  raisin'  me  hat. 
An'  the  b'ar  it  give  one  look,  an'  it  wriggled 
its  p'inted  snout,  an'  it  showed  its  white  teeth, 
an'  the  bristles  on  its  back  riz  up  like  the 
hair  on  me  head,  an'  then  it  come  for  me,  a 
coughin'  an'  a  v^'heezin'  fit  to  bust.  An'  I  jist 
wheeled  an'  cut,  an'  here  I  am,  thank  God, 
alive,  which  is  more'n  I  expected." 

" How  long  ago  did  you  see  it?  "  I  enquired, 
smothering  my  laughter. 

"  No  more'n  half  en  hour  ago." 

"Quite  sure  it  didn't  run  in  the  opposite 
direction  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  Davis  '11  never  tell  ye  that,  as  he  never 
took  no  time  to  look  behind  him,"  Stubbs 
remarked,  laughing. 

Davis  grinned  feebly  at  this,  and  said  that 
he  guessed  there  weren't  much  run  in  that 
b'ar.  After  he  had  given  me  a  mixed-np 
description  as  to  the  exact  locality  of  the 
encounter,  they  bid  me  good-morning  and 
continued  on  down  the  "  kedge-road "  in 
the  direction  of  Keilly's  cutting. 

I  had  been  knocking  about  the  wilderness 
for  several  years  previous  to  this,  and  though 
I  had  seen  several  bears  I  had  never  had  the 
good  fortune  to  shoot  one.  Here  at  last  was 
a  chance.  I  stepped  joyfully  into  my  abode, 
and  from  a  rack  on  the  wall  took  down  my 
rifle — a  Winchester  repeater,  45  calibre — 
and  after  shoving  some  cartridges  into  the 
magazine,  was  turning  to  leave  the  shanty 
when  Campbell  appeared.  "  Just  in  time," 
I  said;  "  little  Tom  Davis  ran  foul  of  a  bear, 
which  soared  him  nearly  to  death,  not  mo^e 
than  half  an  hour  ago,  at  the  edge  of  the 
Brule." 

"You  don't  say  so!  "  ejaculated  Campbell, 
excitedly. 

"  I  do,  indeed ;  so  get  your  old  12-bore  and 
a  few  cartridges  of  buckshot,  and  let  us  be 
off." 

Campbell's  preparations  were  made  as 
quickly  as  mine  had  been,  and  in  a  few 
moments  we  were  walking  rapidly  up  the 
"  kedge-road,"  which  after  leaving  the 
neighbourhood  of  our  shanty  entered  a 
spruce  swamp.  Twenty  minutes,  at  the  rate 
we  were  going,  brought  us  through  this, 
to  where  the  road  entered  the  Brule.  Here 
we  halted  to  hold,  as  Campbell  said,  "  a  con- 
sultation of  war."  According  to  Davis's 
description,  we  were  very  near  the  place ;  so, 
after  a  moment's  whispered  conference,  we 
decided  on  the  only  course  open,  namely, 
to  go  on  quietly,  and  "look  out  for  squalls," 
which  we  did  by  both  cocking  our  weapons, 
advancing  abreast,  and  walking  as  though 
we  were  treading  on  egg-shells. 

This  very  bushman-like  method  of  pro- 
gression we  kept  up  for  several  hundred 
yards  with  every  sense  on  the  alert,  and  had 
managed  to  work  ourselves  up  into  a  com- 
fortable state  of  excitement,  which  gradually 
effervesced  as  bend  after  bend  in  the  road 
only  disclosed  to  our  view  the  same  unvary- 
ing growth  of  blueberry  bushes,  broken  by 
occasional  low  clumps  of  second-growth 
poplar  and  birch. 

This  sort  of  thing  continued  for  half  an 
hour  or  so,  and  we  were  both  becoming 
heartily  sick  of  the  sport,  which  1  was  be- 
ginning to  think  all  very  well  in  its  way,  but 
decidedly  slow. 

Campbell  evidently  thought  so  t:o,for  when 
we  had  left  the  spruce  swamps  some  quarter 
of  a  mile  behind,  he  stopped,  let  down  the 
hammers  of  his  gun,  threw  it  over  his 
shoulder,  and  ejaculated,  "  Pshaw !  bear- 
hunting  isn't  what  it's  cracked  up  to  be ; 
give  me  snipe-shooting  any  day." 

This  was  a  great  relief  to  my  mind,  for  I 
was  beginning  to  think  the  same,  but  did  not 


like  to  be  the  first  to  admit  it ;  one  loves  the 
romance  whicli,  like  a  halo,  encircles  the 
mere  thought  of  "big  game,"  one  hates  to 
give  up  such  an  idea,  to  dispel  the  little 
rose-tinted  cloud  floating  over  those  two 
simple  words,  so  thrilling  to  the  hearts  of 
all  true  sportsmen.  I  dropped  the  butt  of 
my  rifle  to  the  ground,  broke  off  a  poplar 
twig,  which  I  chewed  thoughtfully,  while  I 
fought  against  the  truth  which  was  forcing 
itself  upon  me,  that  "  bear-hunting  isn't 
what  it's  cracked  up  to  be,"  especially  when 
there  isn't  a  bear  in  the  neighbourhood. 

Still,  I  felt  that  it  was  wrong  to  give  in  so 
soon.  "  My  dear  fellow,"  I  said,  "  we  haven't 
given  this  exciting  form  of  sport  a  fair 
chance."  Campbell  merely  ejaculated, 
"  Pshaw  !  "  a  second  time,  and  seated  him- 
self on  an  old  log  which  lay  by  the  road- 
side. 

"  I  rather  agree  with  you,"  I  said,  eyeing 
the  log,  which  looked  uncommonly  comfort- 
able, "snipe-shooting  is  not  to  be  despised." 
Out  of  "the  tail  of  my  eye,"  as  nautical 
gentlemen  say,  I  glanced  a  second  time  at 
the  log,  heaved  a  sigh  at  my  weakness,  and 
seated  myself  by  Campbell's  side. 

He  began  rummaging  in  his  pockets,  while 
I  pensively  chewed  my  poplar  twig  and  fell 
to  wondering  if  all  "  big  game  "  hunting  was 
as  wildly  exciting  as  this,  my  first  experience. 
In  the  midst  of  my  meditation,  an  impudent 
Whisky  Jack  dropped,  apparently,  from  the 
sky,  and  lit  with  an  intoxicated  chuckle  on 
the  top  of  a  slender  birch  sapling,  and,  with 
its  head  cocked  very  much  on  one  side,  con- 
templated the  two  bear-hunters  with  what 
to  me  looked  very  like  a  smile  of  amuse- 
ment. 

"Got  anything  to  smoke?"  it  was  Camp- 
bell's voice.  I  gasped ;  smoke !  bear-hunting! 
the  ideas  would  not  assimilate.  The  Whisky 
Jack  with  a  jeering  whistle  sailed  away,  pro- 
bably to  tell  its  mate  of  the  two  lunatics  it 
had  discovered  on  the  "kedge-road." 

When  I  had  to  some  extent  recovered  my 
composure,  and  in  a  tone  I  intended  should 
be  very  crushing,  while  bringing  home  to 
him  the  gravity  of  our  position,  I  said,  "  No, 
certainly  not." 

But,  strange  to  say,  it  did  not  seem  to 
have  the  desired  effect,  for  he  merely  re- 
marked, "Like  an  ass  I  forgot  my  pipe."  I 
would  make  cne  more  effort  I  thought. 

"  Campbell,  my  dear  fellow,"  I  said,  "  ac- 
cording to  the  very  best  authorities,  accord- 
ing to  all  hunters  I  have  heard  on  this  ex- 
citing subject,  smoking  is  not  considered  the 
best  method  of  decoying  the  unsuspecting 
bear,  while  in  its  ivilcl  state." 

By  way  of  answer  to  this  mild  rebuke,  my 
irrepressible  companion  merely  opened  his 
eyes,  stared  at  me,  and  said  : 

"  Do  you  believe  that  imaginative  donkey 
ever  saw  a  bear?  for  if  you  do,  I  don't;  it 
was  nothing  more  nor  less  than  an  inoffensive 
porcupine ;  so  now,"  he  rose  from  the  log 
where  we  had  been  resting,  "  I  am  going  to 
eat  blueberries." 

And  away  he  accordingly'  went.  , 

There  was  a  knoll  in  front,  and  over  this  he 
disappeared. 

Now,  to  tell  the  truth,  I  didn't  think  the 
blueberry  idea  a  half  bad  one,  but  I  would  not 
have  adraitled  so  to  my  companion  for  worlds  ; 
so  when  he  had  got  well  out  of  sight,  I  likewise 
started  with  the  same  laudable  determina- 
tion. 

Before  I  had  progressed  a  hundred  yards 
I  came  on  a  very  good  patch,  and  soon,  in 
the  enjoyment  of  the  feast,  had  forgotten 
the  existence  of  bears  or  any  other  "  big 
game  "  which,  in  sporting  annals,  had  ever 
tempted  enthusi-astic  shots  from  their  com- 
fortable homes. 

It  was  a  drowsy  day,  with  scarcely  wind 
sufficient  to  stir  the  leaves  of  poplar  and 
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birch — a  distinctly  lazy  day.  I  liad  gi-adually 
"eaten  my  way"  (if  I  may  bu  allowed  llio 
expression)  to  the  foot  of  an  ovciiianging 
rock,  and  in  its  shade,  on  a  bed  of  soil  nid-  s, 
I  sat  down  to  enjoy  at  leisure  a  hatful  uf 
berries  which  I  had  gathered. 

"  Blueberries  be  the  easiest  vegetable  I 
knows  to  git  outside  of,"  was  the  very  true 
remark  addressed  to  me  bya  cadaverous-look- 
ing bush-whacker,  as  he  swallowed  the  last 
mouthful  in  a  two-quart  pail  which  he  had 
emptied  at  a  sitting  ;  and  so  I  found  them 
that  sultry  afternoon,  as  I,  all  too  soon,  got 
"  outside  of "  my  hatful.  I  could  have 
eaten  another  one  easily,  but  I  was  too  lazy 
to  pick  any  more,  so,  leaning  back  against  the 
rock,  I  determined  to  take  it  easy  for  a  time 
before  going  in  search  of  Campbell. 

The  low  hum  of  insects  produced  the  effect 
I  might  have  anticipated,  and  I  dozed. 
How  long  I  had  lain  there  I  do  not  know, 
when  I  was  aroused  by  the  sound  of  ap- 
proaching footsteps.  I  listened  in  a  lazy 
way.  "  Campbell,  of  course,"  I  murmured  to 
myself  with  a  smile.  Then  I  became  very 
wide  awake,  for  a  brilliant  idea  occurred  to 
me.  "  I  will  give  him  a  scare,"  I  thought. 
Slowly  the  footsteps  approached  ;  every  now 
and  then  the  sound  would  cease.  "  The  beg- 
gar's eating  yet — it's  astonishing  the  amount 
some  chaps  can  stow  away,"  I  said  to  myself 
with  a  chuckle.  Campbell  had  drawn  very 
near  by  this  time,  he  couldn't  have  been  more 
than  ten  or  twelve  feet  away. 

Just  as  I  was  beginning  a  low  growl,  which 
I  flattered  myself  would  settle  him,  he 
stepped  round  the  point  of  rock  and  stood 
looking  straight  at  me.  I  did  not  at  once  re- 
cognise my  promising  young  assistant.  He- 
had  changed  marvellously  in  the  last  hour. 
For  he  resembled  nothing  on  earth  more 
closely  than  a  remarkably  big,  gaunt,  hungry- 
looking  BEAR  ! 

Yes,  as  sure  as  I  was  sitting  beneath  that 
overhanging  rock,  there,  within  six  feet  of 
me,  stood  the  bear,  while  my  rifle — my 
rifle  was  a  good  hundred  feet  away  on  the 
other  side  of  the  blueberry  patch  ! 

I  cannot  describe  my  feeling  of  horror,  of 
utter  helplessness.  I  do  not  know  how  long 
that  brute  stood  there,  with  its  savage  eyes 
staring  into  mine,  and  the  hair  on  its  back 
standing  on  end.  I  know  that  it  seemed  to' 
me  a  lifetime.  I  know  that  when  it  turned 
round  and  trotted  quietly  away  I  would  have 
said  with  any  sportsman  that  there  is  an 
element  of  excitement  connected  with  the 
hunting  of  "  big  game." 

And  as  I  recall  the  expression  of  those 
cruel  eyes  as  they  stared  into  mine,  and  think 
what  the  consequences  might  have  been  had 
its  hunger  not  been  appeased  by  blueberries, 
I  am  also  willing  to  admit  that  there  is  an 
element  of  uncertainty  connected  with  this 
little  pastime. 

With  the  departure  of  the  bear,  my  courage 
returned.  I  rushed  across  the  blueberry 
patch  and  picked  up  my  rifle  just  as  the 
brute  disappeared  over  a  gentle  rise. 

I  ran  to  the  summit,  but  no  bear. 

I  followed  in  the  direction  and  hunted  for 
another  hour;  but  it  might  have  been  some 
hideous  nightmare,  so  completely  had  it 
vanished.  Thoroughly  disgusted  I  returned 
to  the  log  by  the  side  of  the  "  kedge-road," 
to  find  Campbell  there,  looking  a  little 
warm. 

"  I  think  we  had  better  get  back  to  the 
shanty,  there  is  a  plan  there  I  want  traced," 
I  said  very  gently.  Campbell  rose  without  a 
word  and  together  we  walked  back. 

Campbell  didn't  talk  much  on  the  way. 
Neither  did  I.  Campbell  was  very  quiet 
during  the  remainder  of  the  day,  and  worked 
well.    I,  too,  was  quiet  and  industrious. 

That  evening  after  dinner  Campbell  handed 
me  the  tobacco-jar  before  he  had  helped  him- 
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self.  This  shocked  me  a  good  deal;  I  felt 
that  there  was  something  wrong.  I  was  not 
accustomed  to  such  treatment.  So  I  ventured 
the  remark,  in  all  humility, 

"What  do  you  think  of  bear-hunting, 
Campbell  ?  "    He  didn't  answer  in  his  usual 


AN  eager  crowd  is  surging 
Along  tlic  sliore  at  Kong; 
"What  can  it  be  that's  urging 

The  eager  crowd  along  ? 
I  ask  a  woman  walking 

In  haste  among  the  rest. 
"A  little  boy,"  she  says,  "has  found 
Upon  the  shore  along  the  sound 
A  skull."    With  morbid  zest, 


A  NEW  W. 


THE  key  was  in  the  door  !    What  a  triumph 
for  my  firm  faith  ! 
"  Hullo,  Tompkins  !  "   I   cried.     "  How 
about  there  being  no  key,  eh  '?  " 

"  Well,  it  is  a  bit  of  luck  !    But  " 

"  Bosh  !  you  old  stupid,"  I  broke  in. 
"  Tlijcre's  no  '  but '  about  it.  It's  just  what  I 
told  you.  I  knew  the  church  must  be  here, 
and  that  very  likely  we  should  find  the  key 
too.  I  say,  what  a  tumbledown  old  affair ! '' 
We  were  now  out  of  the  wood,  and  had 
passed  through  the  old  Lytch  Gate,  and  found 
ourselves  before  the  south  door  of  the  little 
low  building,  which,  with  its  rude  Early  Eng- 
lish windows  and  low  spire,  looked  more  like 
.  a  barn  than  a  church.  There  were  no  other 
buildings  near,  not  one  in  sight  in  fact,  for  a 
rjsing  hillock  limited  the  view  on  the  one  side, 
and  the  wood  on  the  other.  There  were  a 
few  mound?  and  old  yew-trees  on  the  hillside, 
and  there  was  some  suggestion  in  the  posi- 
tion of  the  mounds  of  there  having  been  once 
a  house  or  building  there,  and  the  line  of 
the  yew-trees  seemed  to  follow  a  sort  of  plan. 
I  thought  there  might  have  been  an  old 
manor-house  once,  which  accounted  for  the 
lonely  position  of  the  rude  church ;  for  I 
had  read  enough  to  know  that  a  private 
chapel  or  chantry  had  frequently  become 
the  only  parish  church. 

"  Why,  there's  nobody  here  !  "  said  Tomp- 
kins, who  had  turned  the  handle  of  the  door 
and  entered  the  church.    He  was  quite  right. 

■  The  little  plain  building  was  deserted.  There 
was  an  earthy  smell,  a  mouldy  odour,  and  in 
the  dim  light  from  the  narrow  lancet-win-  1 

■  dows  the  ancient  place  loolced  grim  and 
ghostly.  The  silence,  too,  made  us  involun- 
tarily walk  up  the  uncarpeted  path  to  the 
altar  with  muffled  tread. 

"There's  the  brass!"  I  cried.    "What  a 
beauty !  " 

_  "  My  word,  yes  !  "  echoed  Tompkins,  enthu- 
siastically, as  he  knelt  down  to  look  at  the 
well-preserved  brass  plate  which  represented 
a  knight  of  the  time  of  Henry  IV.  in  full 
armour,  his  gauntleted  hands  clasped  in  the 
attitude  of  prayer,  his  head  encased  in  a 
bascinet  or  lieadpiece,  resting  on  a  large  tilt- 
ing helmet  which  was  adorned  by  his  crest 
■and  mantling,  or  lambrequin,  as  the  slashed 


light,  flippant  manner,  but  replied  sadly,  "  It 
is  very  disappointing." 

Then  I  told  him  my^little  experience.  "  Oh, 
then^  it  was  you  that  started  it,"  he  said, 
blowing  a  cloud  of  smoke  from  his  mouth  and 
watching  it  ascend  slowly  to  the  "  scoops." 


A   SEASIDE  SENSATION. 

By  AV.  p.  M.  Bl.\ck,  b.l. 

The  little  urchin  leading. 

We  all  speed  on  apace. 
He,  all  our  fuss  unheeding. 

Goes  coolly  to  the  place  ; 
Then  stooping  'mong  the  seaweed 
He  lifts  at  once  to  view, 

No  gruesome  "  something  large  and  round," 

As  little  Pcterkin  once  found, 
If  Southey's  tale  be  true, 


cloth  hood  which  served  the  purposes  of  a 
modern  "Paggeree"  is  called  technically. 
His  feet  were  against  a  lion,  and  over  him 
was  a  canopy  of  very  elegant  design,  while  on 
the  shafts  which  supported  the  canopy  were 
hung  his  shields  of  arms. 

Without  further  waste  of  time  we  laid  our 
rolls  of  paper  down,  and  having  decided  by 
lot  who  should  rub  the  brass  first,  I  se't 
to  work.  With  Tompkins  helping  and  the 
assistance  of  a  couple  of  hassocks  which 
we  took  out  of  a  pew,  the  paper  was  soon 
spread  over  the  brass  and  the  work  was 
begun. 

There  is  great  fascination  in  seeing  the 
handsome,  bold  design  grow  quickly  over  the 
paper  as  you  rub  with  firm  and  even  sweep. 
The  heelball  is  an  easy  material  to  use,  es- 
pecially if  you  have  bought  several  pieces 
and  melted  them  all  into  one  large  compact 
ball.  The  way  we  did  it  was  to  put  six  or 
seven  cakes— they  used  to  be  a  halfpenny 
each— into  an  empty  jampot,  of  course  quite 
clean  and  dry,  and  then  place  this  in  a  sauce- 
pan, taking  care  that  the  water  never  boiled 
over  into  the  jampot,  or  it  would  have  ruined 
the  mixture.  When  the  pieces  were  all 
melted  the  pot  was  taken  off  and  left  to  cool, 
and  in  a  few  hours  a  beautiful  smooth  cake  of 
shining  wax,  easy  to  handle  and  making 
broad  strokes  over  the  paper,  was  the  result 
The  paper  itself  is  very  cheap— a  roll  of 
ordinary  lining  paper  as  used  by  paperhangers, 
costing  about  eighteenpence  or  two  shillings, 
is  all  that  is  required. 

"Whew!"  exclaimed  Tompkins.  "What 
a  beauty !    Look  at  his  moustache,  and  the 
_ beast  he  has  got  on  his  helmet." 

I  had  now  nearly  finished  the  canopy,  and 
the  head  of  the  knight  was  rapidly  coming 
out  under  the  sv/eeps  of  the  heelball. 

"Oh  !  "  I  said,  pausing  in  my  work,  for  it 
is  rather  fatiguing  to  the  arms  and  l)ack, 
kneeling  as  one  has  to  do  on  the  paper  and 
exercising  great  caution  not  to  displace  it 
after  you  have  once  begun. 

"Let  me  go  on,"  said  Tomkins.  But  I 
didn't  care  to  have  the  work  done  piecemeal, 
and  began  again. 

"Hullo!  what's  that?"  broke  out  Tomp- 
kins suddenly. 


"  Why,  did  you  see  it  ?"  I  asked  in  surprise. 

"  It  ran  past  me  within  twenty  feet." 

"  Why  ever  didn't  you  shoot  it  then?  "  I 
almost  shouted. 

"  My  gun  was  on  the  far  side  of  the  blue- 
berry patch  !  "  he  answered  in  a  choked  voice. 


But  simply  this— a  wooden  scull 
With  handle,  and  with  blade  intact, 
Save  that  its  edge  was  somewhat  hacked. 

We  laughed,  and  thought  how  dull 
We  all  had  been,  now  all  was  o'er. 
Not  to  have  thought  of  that  before. 

'Twas  but  a  scull,  as  some  one  said, 
Some  careless  rower  on  the  main 

Had  dropped ;  and  having  lost  his  head, 
He  couldn't  pick  it  up  again  ! 


"What's  what  ?  "  I  asked  irritably,  for  he 
had  nearly  pushed  the  paper  to  one  side  by 
his  abrupt  movement. 

"  Why,  didn't  you  hear  a  noise  ?  "  he 
asked. 

"  No,  what  noise?  And  besides,  what  does 
it  matter  if  there  was  a  noise.  Very  likely 
it  was  only  the  woman  coming  to  clean  the 
church." 

And  so  I  went  on  again. 

After  a  quarter  of  an  hour's  hard  work  the 
facsimile  was  finished.  I  got  off  my  knees 
and  contemplated  the  result.  It  was  very 
satisfactory.  There  was  a  solid  black  and 
white  presentment,  the  exact  counterpart  of 
the  handicraft  of  four  hundred  vears  ago. 

"  Why,  you'll  hardly  have  to  cut  him  out 
and  mount  him,"  said  Tompkins  admiringly. 
I  was  not  a  little  proud  of  having  taken  him 
so  well.  We  were  both  novices,  and  this  was 
only  about  the  fifth  or  sixth  brass  we  had 
ever  done. 

But  no  time  was  to  be  lost.  It  was 
already  getting  late  for  our  walk  back. 
Tompkins  set  to  work.  -  While  he  was  doing 
it  I  wandered  round  the  little  building.  How 
very  still  it  was  !  The  only  sound  which 
broke  the  silence  was  the  regular  swish  of 
the  heelball  as  it  passed  over  the  paper.  As 
I  came  round  to  the  door  I  thought  I  would 
just  look  out  and  see  if  there  were  anv  old 
tombstones  outside.  I  turned  the  handle,  but 
the  door  wouldn't  open.  I  shook  it  and 
pushed  against  it  with  all  my  might,  but  to 
no  purpose. 

"  I  say,  Tompkins  !  "  I  cried.    "  Here's  a 
go.    We  are  locked  in  !  " 

"  Never  !  "  replied  that  youth,  jumping  up 
and  thereliy  pushing  his  paper  aside,  and  so 
spoiling  all  his  work. 

"  There  is  no  doubt  about  it ,"  I  said.  "  The 
only  hope  I  have  is  that  it  is  a  joke,  and  that 
the  sexton,  or  whoever  it  was  that  brought 
the  keys,  has  seen  us  in  here  and  is  trying 
on  a  little  game. 

"  Humph  !  I  don't  see  much  game  about  it 
it  we  are  to  stay  here  and  miss  tea  and  even- 
ing school.    They'll  never  believe  us." 

"They  must,"  I  said.    "We  can  get  the 
sexton  to  say  how  it  all  was."' 

"  Well !  we  shall  never  li®  allowed  out 
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again,  I  know  that  well  enough,"  gi-owled 
Tompkiiis.    "  But  what  are  we  to  do  ?  " 

This  was  easier  asked  than  answered.  I 
looked  at  the  windows.  No  liope  there.  Only 
itwo  opened  and  that  but  a  httle  piece.  There 
•was  anotlier  door,  but  that  was  locked.  It 
•was  quite  clear  there  was  no  way  out  until 
-.some  one  came  and  opened  the  door. 

After  we  had  linished  our  inspection  of  the 
building  we  came  back  to  the  door  aud  stood 
looking  at  each  other. 

"  What  a  fellow  you  were  not  to  take  any 
notice  of  that  noise  !  "  grumbled  Tompkins. 
"  It  must  have  been  the  sexton  locking 
the  place  up." 

'■  Why,  I  never  heard  any  noise  !  "  I  an- 
swered, not  in  the  best  of  tempers. 

"And  then  as  you  saw  the  keys  were  there, 
-why  didn't  you  take  them  out  and  put  them 
inside?"  persisted  Tompkins. 

"  I  like  that !  "  I  retorted  hotly.  "  Why 
•didn't  you  think  of  it  too '?  It  was  as  much 
;your  business  as  mine." 

'•  Hardly.  It  was  you  who  declared  the 
Iveys  were  here.  It  was  you  who  knew  where 
the  church  was.  When  I  saw  you  knew  so 
much  about  it  I  just  let  things  slide." 

This  was  too  bad.  I  became  so  indignant 
that  I  refused  to  speak  to  him,  and  walked 
otf  to  the  other  end  of  the  church. 

Tompkins  began  to  kick  the  door.  The 
sudden  noise  made  me  jump.  Presently  it 
became  unbearable. 

"  Oh  !  shut  up  !  I  say,  Tompkins.  What 
is  the  use  of  making  that  horrible  row  !  " 
jBut  Tompkins  only  continued  to  go  on  more 
furiously  than  ever.  Seeing  he  was  getting 
into  an  exasperating  mood  and  that  we 
should  only  quarrel  seriously  if  I  did  nott?ke 
care,  a  state  of  affairs  which,  however  much  it 
might  relieve  the  tedium  of  our  waiting,  would 
not  facilitate  matters  greatly,  I  held  my  tongue. 

After  a  few  minutes  Tompkins  grew  tired 
of  kicking.  The  sudden  silence  was  almost 
.startling.  I  suppose  we  were  getting  nervous, 
for  he  moved  away  from  the  door  and  came 
jup  to  me. 

"This  is  beastly,"  he  said,  with  more 
force  than  elegance. 

It  was.  There  was  every  prospect  of  our 
being  locked  up  here  until  they  cleaned  the 
church  again.  The  miserable  part  of  it  was 
that  there  really  was  nothing  to  be  done. 
The  afternoon  was  fading  into  evening.  We 
had  no  watch  and  there  did  not  seem  to  be  a 
church  clock,  so  we  had  no  means  of  telling 
the  time. 

"  I  say,  it's  getting  dark  !  "  Tompkins's 
■voice  had  lost  its  grumbling,  defiant  tone. 
-He  was  getting  anxious. 

"  I  wonder  what  they  will  do  when  they  find 
-we  don't  come  back  ?  "  I  said. 

"Ah  !  Tiiink  we've  run  away,  I  suppose," 
he  growled  in  reply. 

"  That's  our  only  hope.  You  see,  'Toby' 
knows  \,  here  we've  gone,  and  they  are  sure 
to  send  after  us." 

"  Wiiat  a  row  there'll  be!  I  don't  half 
like  it." 

"  But  we  can't  help  it,"  I  said  philo- 
sophically. It  was  certainlj'  a  queer  predica- 
ment, and  what  was  almost  worse  than  the 
ridiculous  nature  of  our  position,  was  the 
dreary  gliostliness  of  our  captivity. 

The  sun  was  now  setting.  We  could  tell 
that  by  the  red  tint  on  the  tree-tops  outside. 
The  interior  of  the  church  itself  was  in 
shadow,  as  the  copse  sheltered  it  from  the 
'^vest. 

Tompkins's  unfinished  rubbing  lay  on  the 
tombstone.  The  black  face  of  the  knight 
marked  out  in  white  lines  stared  at  us  in  grim 
indistinctness  as  the  grey  shadows  of  evening 
fell  over  the  interior.  A.  chilly  damp  seemed 
to  exhale  from  the  stone  pavement. 

To'iipkins  shivered,  and  again  uttered  his 
forc'ble  remark  as  to  the  unpleasantness  of 


the  situation.  We  were  getting  hungry 
besides. 

"  I  can't  think  v.'hy  that  idiot  didn't  open 
the  church  door,  or  where  he  could  have  got 
to  when  we  came,"  I  said,  trying  to  turn  our 
thoughts  from  the  creepy  present  to  the 
practical  past. 

But  it  was  no  use.  Tompkins  refused  to 
speculate.  He  also  declined  to  talk,  and  sat 
down  on  one  of  the  hassocks  which  we  had 
put  on  the  brass  to  keep  the  paper  down. 
As  his  eye  fell  on  the  now  nearly  invisible 
black  face,  he  suddenly  gave  a  start.  At 
any  age  fear  is  contagious,  but  in  our  situ- 
ation and  at  our  age  especially  (we  were  only 
twelve  and  thirteen  respectively)  was  this 
the  case.  I  had  besides  a  singularly  vivid 
imagination,  delighting  in  hair-raising  stories 
of  the  gruesome  and  creepy  order. 

The  cry  and  the  start  echoing  in  the 
\  solemn  silence  of  the  darkening  church 
made  me  jump.  "  What  is  it,  Tompkins?  " 
I  gasped. 

"Didn't  you  see?  His  face  moved,"  he 
replied  in  a  terrified  tone,  his  teeth  chatter- 
ing so  that  he  could  hardily  form  the  words. 

"  Stuff !  "  I  replied,  assuming  an  air  of 
scoffing  contempt  I  was  far  from  feeling. 

"  But  it  did  — ah  look  !  "  and  he  jumped  up 
and  seized  my  arm,  as  a  rustling  seemed 
to  come  down  the  church  and  the  black  face 
with  white  staring  eyes  rose  off  the  ground 
and  then  fell  back.  A  cold  shiver  ran  down 
my  back  ;  that  curious  and  far  from  pleasant 
sensation  known  by  the  name  of  "  goose's 
fiesli  "  crept  over  me  ;  but  I  said,  putting  on 
as  convinced  an  air  as  I  could  : 

"  It's  the  wind,  I  think;  it  makes  the  paper 
rustle." 

Tompkins  said  nothing,  but  I  could  feel 
him  trembling.  Now  nothing  acts  on  the 
nerves  of  another  so  much  as  the  palpably 
evinced  fear  of  a  companion.  If  the  out- 
ward symbols  are  so  strong,  there  surely 
must  be  conviction,  and  if  the  absolute 
belief  of  another  is  so  visible  it  goes  far  to 
inducing  belief  in  an  open  mind.  My  teeth, 
I  felt,  were  chattering  too. 

"It— is — the — wind,"  I  said  as  well  as 
my  shivering  would  let  me.  "  You — can — 
hear — it — outside." 

It  was  now  so  dark  we  could  not  make  out 
any  objects  in  the  church.  The  east  win- 
dow consisted  of  three  narrow  lancet-lights 
heavily  leaded,  and  rendered  darker  still  by 
a  large  yew-tree  which  grew  directly  behind 
it.  The  other  windows  were  mere  white 
shadovvs  ;  all  else  was  dim,  vague  obscurity  ; 
only  on  the  tombstone  the  half-covered 
white  paper  still  showed  a  black  patch,  the 
shadowy  resemblance  of  a  figure. 

To  divert  our  thought,  and  also  to  do 
something,  I  stooped  down  and  rolled  up  the 
paper ;  my  own  roll  was  fastened  up  and 
left  in  a  pew  near  the  door.  Then  I  sat 
down  in  the  pew  nearest  the  pulpit,  under 
which  Tompkins  was  standing. 

All  the  blood-curdling  stories  I  had  ever 
read  came  back  with  vivid  reality  as  I  sat  in 
the  silence  and  darkness.  Dreadful  tales  of 
rash  men  making  wagers  to  go  into  haunted 
churchyards,  or  worse  still,  vaults,  and  being 
held  by  invisible  hands.  And  here  we  were, 
an  actual  vault  at  our  feet,  graves  all  round 
us,  and  the  damp  mouldy  air  of  the  ancient 
building  enveloping  us.  There  was  a  wind 
getting  up.  The  door  rattled,  and  the  glass 
clinked  in  the  leaded  lights,  and  occasionally 
gave  out  a  curious  hollow  sound  as  it  was 
blown  by  the  wind  against  the  cross-bar 
which  kept  the  lead  in  its  place. 

"  Oh  !  ' '  cried  Tompkins  suddenly  in  terror, 
and  this  time  I  jumped  up  too,  frightened 
beyond  all  control.  A  sharp  swishing  sound, 
or  rather  like  the  sudden  rustling  of  drapery 
being  brushed  against  some  obstacle,  broke 
on  the  silence  benind  us.     I  turned  round 


aghast,  expecting  to  see  a  white  figure 
approaching  up  the  nave,  my  hair  standing 
on  end,  and  feeling  buckets  of  icy  water 
nmning  down  my  back.  Tompkins  had 
again  seized  me  by  the  arm. 

Nothing  was  visible  behind  us,  only  the 
dim  pallor  of  the  west  window ;  but  the 
rustling  sounded  suddenly  again  in  fitful 
periods,  and  the  door  I'attled  and  creaked 
and  the  windows  clinked  out  of  the  darkness 
around. 

'■  It  is  rain,"  I  said  at  last,  recovering  my 
senses. 

But  Tompkins  would  not  be  convinced.  No 
rain  ever  sounded  like  that.  Yet  rain  it  was  ; 
we  could  now  hear  it  trickling  down  the  stack- 
pipes  and  dripping  on  the  stones  outside. 

The  reaction  from  the  absolute  terror  we 
both  were  in  drove  away  all  our  fear.  Our 
nerves  were  acted  upon  in  another  way.  We 
became  reckless.  We  forgot  where  we  were. 
I  proposed  we  should  run  up  and  down  tlie 
nave  to  keep  ourselves  warm.  The  noise  we 
made  cheered  us  up.  We  were  scampering 
back  for  about  the  tenth  time  towards  the 
east  end,  when  we  both  stopped.  A  ray  of 
light  was  falling  upon  a  white  marble  tablet 
on  the  north-east  wall.  Again  all  our  terror 
came  back.  The  spot  of  light  flickered  over 
the  writing  and  finally  settled  down  exactly 
on  a  level  with  the  door,  only  oppcsite  to  it ; 
at  the  same  time  we  heard  a  gruff  voice  and 
steps  outside. 

"  You'll  zoon  know  now,  zurr,  if  these 
scamps  be  'ere,"  we  could  hear  the  gruff  voice 
saying  as  a  key  turned  in  the  lock.  In 
another  minute  the  door  opened,  a  flood  of 
light  fell  over  the  pew-backs,  and  we  saw,  as 
our  dazzled  eyes  recovered  their  sight,  the 
anxious  face  of  the  Eev.  Mr.  Belcher  (the 
"  Toby "  of  our  irreverent  school  iiatois) 
and  a  grey  rugged  head  surmounted  by  a 
greasy,  rough  "  chimney-pot,"  under  which 
two  bleared  eyes  were  peering  into  the  dark- 
ness. 

The  joy  and  relief  were  almost  mutual. 
Excellent  "  Toby  "  quickly  imderstood  our 
situation.  The  sexton  confirmed  it.  He 
had  been  called  away  from  the  church  by  his 
grandchild  in  a  hurry  and  had  forgctten  the 
keys  in  the  flurry  of  the  interruption,  for  it 
was  to  attend  his  pig  under  delicate  circum- 
stances, and  the  worthy  old  man  considered 
under  such  conditions  no  blame  could  attach 
to  him.  "  If  it  'ad  been  any  one  else  now 
there  might  a-been  7Aimmut  to  zay,"he  con- 
cluded, quite  proud  of  his  proper  feeling.  He 
had  sent  his  grandchild  back  for  the  keys  as 
soon  as  he  found  he  had  left  theui  behind, 
and  so  we  were  locked  in. 

It  did  not  take  us  long  getting  down  the 
road.  There  we  found  a  fly  waiting,  and  in 
an  hour  more  we  were  sitting  before  a  fire  in 
the  Matron's  room,  eating  a  hearty  tea.  It 
was  past  ten  o'clock.  The  kind-hearted 
master  made  it  all  right  for  us.  The  accident 
was  so  simple  and  natural  that  we  were  not 
punished  at  all,  only  our  brass-collecting 
mania  received  a  shock  for  a  time  and  we 
could  only  pursue  it  in  the  holidays.  In  fact, 
I  don't  believe  Tompkins  ever  took  another 
rubbing.  As  for  me,  however,  I  went  on 
collecting,  and  formed  a  very  usefirl  series  of 
the  best  illustrations  of  armour,  lay  and 
ecclesiastical  dress,  and  architecture  from 
the  13th  to  the  17th  century,  which  could 
be  obtained  at  so  little  cost  and  of  so  genuine 
a  character. 

I  hope  the  excellent  editor  of  the  "  B.  0.  P.," 
who  knows  so  well  how  to  provide  the 
adventurous  and  instructive,  will  allow  me 
some  day  further  space  to  tell  where  the 
most  beautiful  specimens  of  brasses  are  to 
be  found,  as  well  as  what  scenerj-,  adventures, 
and  accommodation  may  be  met  v,'ith  in  the 
pursuit  of  them.  Only  remember,  never  for- 
get the  hey  ! 


■The  owl,  for  all  his  feathers,  was  a-cold."—(Di  aicu  by  Lcuis  Waix.) 
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"VTow  fiently  dawns  another  day, 

The  night  has  wandered  far  away, 

The  sun  is  up  aloft. 
I  feel  particularly  spry. 
The  wefither  too  is  warm  and  dry, 

It  makes  the  butter  soft. 

My  heart  within  me  warbles  free, 
Oh,  what  a  blessed  thing  to  be 

Released  from  daily  toll ! 
The  doctor  says  I'm  here  to  stay 
And  idle  every  hour  away, 

And  take  cod  liver  oil. 

I  love  id  roam  a  radiant  field, 
Where  buttercups  and  daisies  yield 

Their  blossoms  fresh  and  gay. 
I  love  to  watch  the  placid  cow 
That  wears  upon  its  pensive  brow 

A  wisp  or  two  of  hay. 
Behold  the  bird  that  soars  on  high, 
And  whistles  love-songs  in  the  sky, 

Oh,  isn't  it  a  lark  ? 
Bee  yonder  a  majestic  crow  ; 
'Tis  black— a  colour,  as  you  know, 

Particularly  dark. 


By  Feed  Edmonds, 

Author  of  "Laiis  of  Hchoul  Life,"  elc. 

How  balmy  is  the  summer  breeze  ! 
I  gaze  upon  the  sun,  and  sneeze 

From  sheer  excess  of  light. 
Athwart  the  broad  expanse  of  blue 
I  chase  the  clouds,  a  fieecy  crew. 

With  eagle-wing6d  sight. 

Now,  shall  I  stroll  along  the  lane. 
To  where  the  maiden  Mary  Jane 

Is  breakfasting  the  pigs  ? 
Or,  haply,  go  a  step  beyond. 
To  view  the  willow,  in  the  pond 

A-moistening  its  twigs  ? 

A  copper  shall  decide,  and  so 
I  send  it  spinning  skywE^rd.  Oh, 

This  really  is  a  sell ! 
The  penny  seeks  a  nettle-bed, 
And  whether  it  is  tail  or  head 

It  puzzles  me  to  tell. 
No  matter,  let  the  porkers  wait, 
I  boldly  push  the  swinging  gate 

Despite  a  dismal  creak  ; 
And  waddle  through  the  lengthy  grass 
That  challenges  my  right  to  pass. 

Protesting,  so  to  speak. 


And  truly  this  is  past  a  joke. 
The  lovely  dews  of  morning  soak 

Through  buskin  and  through  sock. 
When  I  return,  my  feet  I'll  lave 
In  water  boiling  hot,  to  save 

My  system  from  a  shock. 

Oh  bother,  here's  a  world  of  mud  1 
It  makes  me  chew  the  bitter  cud 

Of  penitent  remorse. 
I  should  not  have  gone  out  so  soon. 
But  waited  till  the  afternoon 

To  choose  a  cleaner  course. 

Well,  here's  the  pond,  a  dirty  duck, 
And,  what  may  prove  a  slice  of  luck, 

A  plank  to  yonder  isle. 
A  happy  thought !    From  trouble  free. 
Beneath  the  weeping  willow-tree 

I'll  sit  me  down  and  smile. 

But  no,  it's  very  much  too  damp, 
I  certainly  should  get  the  cramp. 

And  probably  the  croup. 
Why  don't  they  keep  this  wafer  clean. 
And  make  it  fitter  to  be  seen  '? 

It's  thicker  than  pea-soup. 


I  cross  the  plank  with  wary  tread 
And  land — oh,  oh,  upon  my  head  ! 

And  wallow  in  the  mud. 
Oh  mercy,  mercy,  who  would  choose 
To  slip  amid  the  slimy  ooze  ? 

It  nips  me  in  the  bud. 


Bedraggled,  let  me  homeward  stray. 
And  hide  my  misery  away 

Where  none  can  gibe  and  scoff. 
The  sun  shoots  forth  derisive  beams. 
And  life's  a  failure,  so  it  seems. 

Good-bye,  for  I  am  off  1 


A    BAD  SHOT. 


By  Ascott  K.  Hope, 

Author  of  "Mil  Adventure  in  the  Atlas  Mountains,"  "A  Knight  oj  the  Blue  Ribbon,"  etc. 


NEVER  sliall  I  forget  my  early  days  as  a 
subaltern  in  India,  while  as  yet  its 
f^lowing  skies  and  sun-baked  plains  were 
all  a  wonder  to  me.  The  long  years  that 
followed  I  remember  rather  as  a  drowsy 
dream,  much  disturbed  by  insects,  dust, 
perspiration  and  prickly  heat ;  but  clearly 
stamped  into  my  memory  are  the  first 
r.  &  0.  vovage  with  its  varied  trials  of 


the  Bay  of  Biscay  and  the  Red  Sea,  the 
first  landing  among  swarthy,  nnl'amiliar 
faces,  my  first  restless  night  behind 
mosquito  curtains,  my  first  native  servant, 
that  old  humbug.  i\Ihadoo,  wlio  grew  so 
fat  with  eating  his  head  off  at  niy  expense, 
my  first  touch  of  fever,  and  my  first  fit  of 
home-sickness,  lasting,  off  and  on,  through 
two  or  three  hot  seasons.    Among  tlie 


most  vivid  of  these  recollections,  natm-ally, 
stands  out  my  first  adventure. 

I  had  joined  a  detachment  of  my 
reginrent  at  an  up-country  station  in 
Gujerat,  making  one  of  a  small  knot  of 
brother  officers  who  found  much  ado  not 
to  bore  one  another  in  our  many  idle 
hom-s.  Our  great  resource  was  sport, 
welcome  alleviation  of  sweltering  parades. 


22 


A  BAD  SHOT. 


and  dull  dinner  parties,  when  a  youngster 
like  myself  could  afford  to  keep  a  horse 
as  they  say  in  India,  and 
might  go  out  shooting  as  often  as  he  got 
leave  and  leisure.  Even  the  privates 
\yould  have  a  gun  among  half  a  dozen  of 
them,  to  indulge  that  passion  for  killing 
something  with  which  Enghshmen  are 
reproached. 

Unfortunately,  our  sporting  tastes  by 
no  means  recommended  themselves  to 
the  natives.    The  Hindoo  religion,  it  is 
well  known,  has  cherished  the  virtue  of 
humanity  to  animals  out  of  all  proportion, 
the  lives  of  certain  creatures  being  held 
especially  sacred.    Those  same  monsters 
who  wrought  such  fiendish  atrocities  on 
English   women    and   children   in  the 
Mutiny,  would  shudder  at  the  thought  of 
kiUing  a  cow.  A  devout  Brahmin,  to  whom 
common  truth  and  honesty  are  mere  folly, 
may  be  seen  feeding  a  mortally  injured 
bullock,  prolonging  its  agonies  rather  than 
mcur  the  guilt  of  putting  the  poor  beast 
out  of  pain.    Now  Gnjerat  is  a  stronghold 
of  the  Jains,  a  sect  who  carry  this  respect 
for  life  to  so  absurd  an  extent  that  some 
of  them  go  about  with  a  muslin  cloth 
over  their  mouths  for  fear  of  accidentally 
swallowing  any  insect.    Such  scrupulous 
believers,  who  thus  strain  at  a  gnat  while 
ready  to  gulp  down  a  good  many  moral 
camels,  must  be  ignorant  of  the  micro- 
scope, or  they  durst  not  drink  a  drop  of 
water.    They  object  on  principle  to  kill- 
ing a  flea  as  much  as  a  snake.  The 
trees  and  fields  swarm  with  fat  monkeys 
which  your  orthodox  native   malces  a 
point  of  feeding,  and  would  let  all  his 
mangoes  be  eaten  up  rather  than  resist 
their  mischievous  depredations  by  vio- 
lence.   Sometimes,   the   more  worldly- 
minded  may  put  a  man  on  watch  to  hoo 
them  civilly  away  from  the  fruit  crops; 
but  it  seems  shocking  to  kill  a  monkey 
in  a  land  where  so  many  of  the  people 
are  half  starved  from  the  day  of  their 
birth ! 

These  superstitious  country  folk,  then, 
looked  very  much  askance  on  our  favour- 
ite pastime,  with  some  such  feelings  as 
we  should  have  in  England  if  a  conquer- 
ing race  were  to  amuse  themselves  before 
our  scowling  faces  by  abusing  women  or 
tormenting  children.  We,  on  the  other 
hand,  treated  their  prejudices  with  lordly 
disdain.  And  if  the  sahibs  were  not 
always  considerate  enough,  you  may 
imagine  how  the  private  soldiers  some- 
times behaved  on  their  sporting  excur- 
sions. Tommy  Atkins  has  virtues  of  his 
own,  but  delicacy  of  feeling  is  not  one  of 
them  ;  and  in  his  insolent  contempt  for 
"niggers,"  he  is  apt  to  outdo  the  bad 
example  too  often  set  him  by  his  betters. 
The  result  of  this  was  continual  stirring 
up  of  ill  blood  between  the  soldiers  and 
the  villagers,  even  though  none  but  good- 
conduct  men  got  leave  to  go  shooting. 
And  it  so  happened,  the  first  day  tliat "l 
went  out  alone,  or  rather  accompanied 
only  by  a  native  shekarry,  who  knew 
about  as  much  English  as  I  knew  of 
Hindustani,  bad  luck  directed  me  un- 
awares to  a  place  where  the  grudge  of  one 
such  recent  quarrel  was  still  fresh. 

Starting  early  in  the  morning.  I  walked 
several  miles  over  the  sandy  plain,  that 
at  this  season  presented  a  curious  mixture 
of  spring  and  autumn  hues.  The  ground 
underfoot  showed  nothing  but  dead  leaves 
and  tufts  of  bleached  grass,  hardly  distin- 


guishable among  a  thick  carpet  of  dust, 
while  the  trees,  striking  their  roots  into 
water  beneath,  began  to  put  out  tender 
leaves  and  blossoms  in  promise  of  the 
transformation  soon  to  be  wrought  by 
summer  rains  over  this  arid  soil.  By-and- 
by,  I  came  to  a  patch  of  thin  scrubby 
jungle,  dotted  with  gnarled  trunks,  where 
I  could  almost  have  imagined  myself  on 
one  of  the  Surrey  commons,  but'  for  the 
fierce  sun  to  remind  me  that  it  was  no 
joke  walking  in  an  Indian  May  morning. 
How  lovely  would  a  heathery  pine  copse 
or  even  a  damp  turnip  field  liave  appeared 
in  my  eyes,  thirsty  for  any  patch  of 
wholesome  green  ! 

I  was  pottering  about  here,  looking  out 
for_  a  hare,  when,  with  a  screech  and  a 
whirr  like  the  explosion  of  a  rocket,  thei-e 
rose  right  before  me  a  magnificent  pea- 
cock. Up  went  my  gun,  for  at  first  I 
thought  I  had  to  do  with  some  wild 
monster ;  then,  seeing  what  it  was,  I  yet 
gave  way  to  an  excited  impulse,  and  fired 
at  the  peacock,  but  missed  it. 

"  Master  no  shoot !  "  cried  the  shekarry 
at  my  side,  too  late. 

I  did  not  need  his  warning  to  feel  sorry 
next  moment  for  what  I  had  done  in 
my  flurry.  Not  only  was  it  silly  and 
unsportsmanlike  to  shoot  at  a  harmless 
animal  through  boyish  itch  for  slaughter, 
but  I  remembered  what  dire  offence 
would  have  been  given  to  the  natives  by 
the  killing  of  this  bird,  one  of  those  they 
treated  with  peculiar  reverence.  I  was, 
then,  half-satisfied  and  half-disgusted  to 
have  made  such  a  bad  miss. 

Not  a  miss,  though,  after  all !  For, 
though  the  peacock  fluttered  away  unhurt, 
its  indignant  screeching  was  mingled  with 
a  plaintive  bleat,  and  I  saw  a  lean  calf 
scampering  along  with  its  tail  in  the  air, 
breaking  out  of  the  cover  in  which  some 
of  the  stray  shot  must  have  reached  it. 
I  burst  out  laughing,  partly  at  the  ludi- 
crously frantic  haste  in  which  it  fled 
from  me,  and  partly  at  my  own  clumsi- 
ness. I  fear  I  was  not  over  considerate 
in  those  days  of  the  sufferings  of  animals. 

"  Glad  there  was  no  other  fellow  to  see 
that  bad  shot !  It  would  be,  '  Who  shot 
the  cow  ?  '  every  time  I  showed  my  face 
at  mess,"  said  I  to  myself,  as  I  put  in 
a  fresh  cartridge,  making  no  account  of 
the  shekarry,  for  one  soon  faUs  into  the 
way  of  thinking  as  little  of  a  native  as  of 
a  cat  or  a  dog  \vatching  you. 

He  did  not  laugh.  Kather  he  looked 
very  glum  over  my  feat  of  arms  ;  nor  was 
his  the  only  eye  that  had  marked  it. 
From  behind  the  bushes,  where  the  calf 
had  been  grazing  in  the  way  of  my  random 
shot,  rose  an  ugly  copper  face'^  beneath 
a  dark  pink  turban,  turned  upon  me  with 
evident  disapproval.  When  I  looked  at 
him  as  if  to  ask  what  business  it  might 
be  of  his,  the  head  ducked  oi;t  of  sight, 
and  I  heard  a  scuffling  of  feet  through 
the  underwood,  then  presently  a  loud 
jabbering  of  voices  not  far  off. 

"  Niggers  angry — Master  ccming  away 
— no  good  calf  kill,"  sugLrested  my  prudent 
henchman  ;  but  I  hanlly  und<Tstood  his 
bad  English,  and  still  less  paid  attention 
to  it. 

I  hstd  certainly  meant  no  harm  to  the 
poor  calf,  and,  considering  the  distance 
from  which  I  had  peppered  it,  and  the 
pace  at  which  it  ran  a\\-ay,  I  did  not 
suppose  it  could  be  much  hurt,  so  I  gave 
myself  no  more  concern  till,  in  beating 


about  the  underwood,  I  became  aware 
that  my  copper-coloured  friend  had  turned 
up  again  like  a  bad  penny.  Joined  now 
several  other  natives,  he  seemed  dis- 
posed to  dog  me  behind  the  bushes,  where- 
from  time  to  time  I  caught  sight  of  their 
scowling  countenances  and  heard  them, 
talking  angrily  as  if  working  up  their 
courage  to  advance  into  the  open. 

This  was  rather  disquieting.    I  could 
guess  that  they  must  have  taken  offence- 
at  my  accidental  shooting  of  their  calf;, 
but  my  ignorance  of  the  language,  as  well 
as  that  contempt  for  natives  aflected  by 
young  Englishmen  in  India,  stood  in  tha 
way  of  my  offering  any  explanation,  and. 
I  strolled  on,  feigning  to  pay  no  attentiom 
to  my  uninvited  escort,  whose  numbers. 
I  appeared  to  be  increasing  every  minute,, 
as  they  stole  closer  and  closer  with  less, 
care    to    hide    themselves.  Presently 
matters  began  to  look  serious.    Into  a, 
sandy  glade  came  forth  some  score  of 
half-naked  forms,  armed  with  cudgels,, 
evidently  meaning  to  bar  my  passage 
One  of  them,  indeed,  was  almost  quite 
naked,  a  fakir  or  holy  man  of  some  sort,, 
smeared  with  ashes  from  head  to  foot,, 
disgusting  figure  that  boded  no  good  to 
me  as  a  despiser  of  Brahminical  precepts  r. 
but  this  fanatic  by  profession  looked  too 
fat   and   sleepy  to  be  very  dangerous.. 
They  were  led  on  by  the  ugly  fellow  with 
the  pink  turban,  who  excitedly  accosted 
me  in  his  unknown  tongue,  from  which  I 
could  only  gather  that  the  remarks  weia 
intended  to  be  uncomplimentary. 

'•  What's  the  matter  with  the'm  ?  Ask 
them  what  they  M  ant !  "  I  cried  to  tlie- 
shekarry,  who  with  a  frightened  look  w  as. 
making  humble  obeisance  to  the  fakir., 
"  Tell  them  I  am  sorry  about  hurting  the- 
calf,  but  it  was  an  accident.  They  can 
have  four  annas  apiece,  if  that  will  satisfy 
them." 

"Bad  men  —  no  gocd  —  master  run 
away  !  "  was  his  answer. 

Run  away,  indeed,  before  a  parcel  of 
natives !    My  dignity  as  a  British  soldier 
of  six  months'  standing  forbade  me  to  do. 
anything  of  the  kind;  yet  I  confess  I 
would  willingly  have  seen  the  way  to  a. 
discreet  and  honourable  retreat.  'l  had 
my  gun,  of  course,  but  durst  not  use  it. 
except  in  extremity  ;  and  the  shekarry 
did  not  seem  disposed  to  stand  by  me- 
against  this  gesticulating  crew,  ■who'grcw 
bolder  as  I  stood  irresolute.    So  pLuuI\ 
threatening  were  their  denion^ti at!ui:<. 
that  I  thought  well  to  edge  towards  a 
tree.    No  sooner  had  I   got  my  back 
against  it  than  ivhacli  came  a  stick., 
striking  the  trunk  just  above  my  head  ; 
then  the  fakir  threw  another  that  caught 
me  on  the  arm,  while,  encom  aging  them- 
selves with  hideous  howls,  the  wh-jle  band 
moved  forward  to  clcse  upon  me  under- 
cover of  their  missiles. 

This  woidd  never  do.  I  wasn't  going 
to  stand  here  and  be  made  a  cock-shy  of 
in  this  painfully  humiliating  fashion  by  a 
set  of  fellows  such  as  I  had  been  accus- 
tomed to  see  cringing  out  of  the  path  of 
the  youngest  sahib.  So  I  strode  master- 
iully  forwards  towards  them,  assimiing  a 
confidence  I  by  no  means  felt,  and  calling- 
on  the  shekarry  to  follow  me,  but  he  now 
fairly  took  to  his  heels.  I  had  not  made- 
two  steps  before  a  stick,  thrown  from, 
behind,  knocked  my  pith  helmet  over  my 
eyes,  and  a  shower  of  blo\\  s  rained  upon 
me  from  every  side.    Staggering  blindly;. 
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I  felt  the  gun  wrenched  out  of  my  hand 
and  a  rope  flung  round  my  neck,  by  which 
next  moment  I  was  pulled  down  sprawling 
into  the  dust,  bruised  and  stunned,  with 
the  whole  exulting  band  on  the  top  of 
me. 

I  gave  myself  np  for  lost,  expecting 
nothing  less  than  to  be  torn  to  pieces ; 
and  indeed,  they  fell  upon  rae  with  such 
fury,  that  for  a  few  minutes  I  became  xm- 
conscious.  Presently  I  was  aware  of  them 
tying  me  up  with  a  rope,  too  exhausted 
and  bewildered  to  resist ;  then  again  my 
head  spun  round,  and  I  hardly  knew  what 
happened,  till  I  recovei-ed  my  dazed  senses 
to  find  myself  tightly  bound  against  the 
trunk  of  a  tree,  so  that  I  could  not  move 
a  limb.  In  this  helpless  position  I  was 
at  least  alone,  my  assailants  having  dis- 
appeared, as  the  cowardly  shekarry  had 
done  from  the  first. 

Sore  and  stiff  as  I  felt  all  over,  I 
thought  light  of  bodily  injuries  in  com- 
parison with  the  shame  of  having  been  so 
handled  by  these  insolent  rascals.  My 
blood  boiled  at  the  recollection,  then 
almost  froze  as  I  considered  my  present 
pitiful  plight.  How  could  I  tell  what 
they  meant  to  do  with  me  ?  They  might 
yet  return  in  larger  numbers  and  stir  one 
another  up  to  the  point  of  taking  my  life, 
a  miserable  cutting  short  of  a  career 
which  I  had  dreamed  of  as  ending  in  a 
field-marshal" s  baton,  or  a  major-general- 
ship at  least. 

It  was  bad  enough  if  they  had  left  me 
here  on  the  slender  chance  of  some  one 
passing  to  release  me.  My  hat  was  gone, 
my  fiannel  jacket  torn  otf  my  back,  my 
shirt  in  tatters.  The  heat  would  soon 
grow  unbearable  to  a  Europeai-i  un- 
seasoned in  this  climate.  As  yet,  the 
scanty  foliage  of  the  tree  partly  sheltered 
my  head  ;  but,  after  an  hour  or  so,  the 
sun  would  be  beating  down  upon  me  in 
full  force.  As  with  hoii'or  I  watched  the 
lessening  patch  of  shade  which  still  pro- 
tected me  from  sunstroke,  there  came 
into  my  mind  that  grim  story  of  an 
iron  pi-ison  closing  by  imperceptible  de- 
grees round  its  doomed  victim.  Did  the 
wretches  mean  to  abandon  me  to  a  death 
of  slow  torture  ? 

I  strugtjled  wildly  to  break  loose,  but 
each  vain  effort  only  showed  my  helpless- 
ness and  weakness.  I  was  trembling  in 
every  limb  ;  my  temples  throbbed  fever- 
ishly ;  but  for  the  ropes  that  bound  me,  I 
felt  I  must  have  fallen  to  the  ground.  I 
had  scarcely  strength  to  shake  off  the 
pestering  flies  that  swarmed  round  my 
face,  damp  with  perspiration,  begrimed 
with  dust  and  blood.  When  I  shut  m.y 
eyes,  it  seemed  as  if  I  wei'e  fainting  away. 
Opening  them,  I  imagined  I  coxild  see  the 
broken  shadow  visibly  shrinking  about  me. 
Thirst  already  tormented  me,  and  what 
would  it  be  after  hours  of  scorching  ex- 
posure '?  Once  the  sun  touched  my  bare 
head,  how  could  I  not  go  mad  !  I  was  half 
mad  now  from  suffering  and  rage. 

A  sound  like  thmider  made  me  look  up 
in  consternation,  when  every  sound  was 
startling,  magnified  by  my  excited  senses. 
Then  I  remembered  that  the  newly 
opened  railway  ran  close  here,  and  tried 
to  laugh  at  myself  for  thinking  of  an 
earthquake.  A  train  was  coming;  through 
the  thin  jungle  I  saw  it  rush  by,  not  two 
hundred  yards  off,  and  caught  glimpses  of 
the  carriage  windows  crowded  with  pas- 
sengers, little  guessing  what  eager  gaze 


watched  them  out  of  sight.  I  shouted 
as  loud  as  I  could,  but  niy  cries  were 
drowned  in  the  rattle  of  the  heavy  train. 
Was  it  not  maddening  to  think  that  some 
fellow-countryman  might  have  spied  me 
through  the  tree  and  given  only  a 
moment's  lazy  wonder  to  this  strange 
spectacle  ?  At  that  distance,  and  in 
my  sorry  state  of  dirt  and  tatters,  I 
might  well  fail  to  be  recognised  for  a 
European. 

"Help!  Help!  "  I  feebly  cried,  to  be 
answered,  as  if  in  mockerj',  by  a  harsh 
i  screech  from  the  engine  ;  and  I  confess 
that  bitter  tears  came  when  I  saw  myself 
thus  abandoned  to  torment,  with  aid  a 
moment  before  so  near  at  hand  yet  so  far 
beyond  reach. 

Once  more  stillness  fell  upon  the  jimgle, 
broken  only  by  the  crackling  inovements 
of  birds  and  lizards  among  ihe  dry  twigs, 
the  ceaseless  hum  of  insects,  and  my  own 
panting  gasps  for  breatii  in  the  sultry  air. 
I  had  called  owi  several  limes,  but  no  one 
appeared  in  reply.    I  tried  in  vain  to 
sleep,  at  least  to  keep  quiet  and  grow 
cool,  till   another  noise   set  my  heart 
fluttering  afresh — a  swish  and  a  bound- 
ing among  the  underwood  close  by.  I 
expected  nothing   else   than  to   see  a 
panther  leap  forth  to  seize  me  for  his 
j  helpless  prey  ;  but  it  was  only  a  sneaking 
I  jackal  that  stole  out,  and  at  the  first 
:  glimpse  of  a  man  made  off  again  into 
j  hiding  with  cowardly  haste.    It  was  soon 
1  followed  by  a  troop  of  huge  monkeys, 
I  grinning  and  chattering  about  me  like 
fiends,  and  shambling  away  on  all  fours 
only  when  they  had  stared  their  fill,  as  if  I 
were  a  show  in  some  strange  menagerie- 
Then  came  a  pretty  striped  squirrel  that 
stood  for  a  moment  to  regard  me  with 
!  what  seemed  pity  rather  than  curiosity, 
I  but  darted  into  a  bush  when  I  gave  a 
i  groan  of  despair. 

I  could  not  shake  off  my  fear  of  fiercer 
i  beasts.    I  had  panthers  on  the  brain,  for 
!  it  was  only  two  nights  past  that  a  dog 
:  had  been  carried  off  from  the  verandah 
of  a  bungalow  where  I  was  dining ;  and 
with  the  shrieks  of  the  poor  creature  still 
fresh  in  memory,  I  shuddered  now  at  the 
I  slightest  rustle  of  a  twig.    Indeed,  my 
>  imagination  grew  fevered  to  the  point  of 
!  fancying  a  bugbear  in  every  motionless 
branch  or  flickering  shadow.   And  always 
j  the  i-)atcli  of  shade  in  which  I  stood  kept 
melting  away ;  the  sun  began  to  pour  his 
I  rays  upon  my  uncovered  head  that  seemed 
to  be  all  on  fire,  while  there  was  no  more 
feeling  in  my  limbs,  swollen  and  numbed 
by  tlie  cords  cutting  tightly  into  the  flesh. 
My  tongue  was  like  iron  in  my  mouth. 
I  could  no  longer  cry  out,  but  with  faint 
moanings  imploi'ed  the  help  of  heaven, 
before  I  should  go  mad. 

How  many  hoiirs — ages  ! — I  remained 
thx;s  in  passive  torture,  I  could  not  tell. 
It  canie  to  be  a  broken  delirium,  in  which 
I  no  longer  knew  clearly  whether  I  were 
alive  or  dead.  Again  and  again  I  sank 
off'  into  a  kind  of  stupor,  troubled  by  dim 
j  visions  of  green  English  meadows  and 
rippling  waters  and  the  shady  lanes  of 
my  far-off  home  ;  then  with  a  start  I 
would  once  more  become  sickly  conscious 
of  the  burning  sand  and  sky  about  me. 
In  these  more  lucid  intervals  I  tried  to 
man.  myself  to  endure,  to  prepare  my 
mind  for  death  ;  but  I  could  fix  my 
thoiights  on  nothing  but  that  passage  of 
the  Bible  which  describes  a  lost  soul 


beseeching  one  drop  of  water  to  cool  his 
ceaseless  thirst. 

At  last,  as  in  a  dream,  I  heard  the  thud 
of  hastily  approaching  hoofs,  which  to  me 
seemed  the  jungle  becoming  alive  with 
tigers.  I  was  too  far  gone  now  for  hope 
or  fear.  I  closed  my  eyes  in  blank 
stupefaction,  but  opened  them  languidly 
at  the  sound  of  a  familiar  voice — our 
surgeon's. 

"  Not  dead  yet — thank  God  !  " 

Still  as  one  dreaming,  I  saw  half  a 
dozen  of  my  comrades  flinging  themselves 
from  their  horses  and  rushing  forward  to 
release  me.  The  sight  gave  me  strength 
to  murmur  a  few  incoherent  words  of 
thanks.  But  when  they  cut  the  ropes,  I 
[  fell  forward  into  their  arms  in  a  dead 
faint,  pjid  was  carried  home,  prostrated 
for  days  to  come  by  sunstroke  and  fever. 

The  fugitive  shekarry  had  not  been  sa 
faithless  after  all,  for  he  had  run  straight 
to  the  cantonment  with  news  that  did 
not  lose  in  telling ;  indeed  he  gave  me 
out  as  dead.  He  foimd  three  or  four  of 
our  fellows  in  the  mess-room,  who  only 
waited  to  fetch  the  doctor,  then  came 
galloping  across  country  to  look  after  me. 
Later  on  arrived  a  party  of  soldiers  and 
policemen  to  call  those  audacious  villagers, 
to  account  for  having  so  handled  a  British, 
officer.  But  their  hearts  had  ah-eady 
failed  them  ;  the  village  was  deserted, 
its  inhabitants  having  fled  into  an  out- 
lying bit  of  the  Guicowar  of  Baroda's 
territory. 

In  time  several  of  them  were  captured, 
tried   and    punished   on   my  reluctant. 
[  evidence.    I  did  not  much  care,  of  course. 
I  to  have  their  humiliating  treatment  of" 
j  me  made  public  ;  and  on  reflection  I  was 
sorry  for  having  given  cause  of  offence  to 
their  religious  prejudices — by  such  a  bad 
shot  too  !    Fanaticism  is  an  ugly  thing, 
but  it  would  perhaps  be  well  if  all  we 
English  were  as  carefully  attentive  to  the 
duties  of  our  religion  as  these  Hindoos 
are  about  their  superstitions,  even  when 
rrm  to  seed. 

The  first  day  I  was  able  to  go  out,  I 
chanced  to  meet  that  pink-turbaned  hero 
who  had  acted  the  ringleader  in  attacking 
me  with  the  odds  of  twenty  to  one  on  his 
side.  Three  sepoys  were  escorting  him 
to  prison,  handcuffed  and  led  by  a  rope 
as  a  desperate  character,  which  he  M  as 
far  from  appearing  now.  He  looked 
indeed  so  abject  and  downcast,  that  I 
wondered  how  I  had  ever  thought  him 
ferocious.  The  poor  fellow  salaamed 
humbly  to  me,  with  a  sidelong  glance  as 
if  imploring  pardon  ;  and  I  could  not  but 
pity  him  now  that  it  was  his  turn  to  be  a 
helpless  prisoner.  His  case  was  a  bad 
one,  for  he  turned  out  to  be  a  runaway 
sepoy,  who  had  enlisted  in  our  army 
merely  to  support  his  mother  and  sister, 
but  deserted  when  they  both  died  of 
cholera.  This  man,  thou,£;li  necessity 
drove  him  to  eat  our  salt,  belonged  to  an 
old  Mahratta  family,  and  had  never  got 
over  his  hereditary  hatred  of  the  white 
conquerors,  to  which  and  to  my  own 
recklessness  I  had  very  nearly  owed  a 
miserable  fate. 

Other  men  have  stories  to  tell  of 
thrilling  escapes  from  tigers  or  elephants  ; 
but  few  Ninn'ods  have  fallen  into  greater 
danger  than  I  did  in  accidentally  shooting 
a  poor  calf. 
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THERE  are  few  better  or  more  enjoyable 
ways  for  our  boys  to  spend  at  least  a 
portion  of  their  summer  holidays  than  in 
taking  a  walking  tour.    Better,  because  the 
very  mode  of  progression,  walking,  brings 
their  muscles  into  play,  and  works  off  the 
deleterious  humours  and  ailments  contracted 
and  gradually  gathered  by  months  of  quasi 
confinenient  in  offices  and  warehouses  amid 
the  fumes  of  gas  and  the  exhausted  atmo- 
sphere of  the  city  ;  and  because  the  almost 
entirely  outdoor  life  lived  while  the  tour  is 
in  progress  serves  to  renew  the  flagging 
energies,  and  lays  up  a  store  of  health  and 
-vigour  to  bg  drawn  on  when  work  recom- 
mences.   And   enjoyable,    because  of  the 
novelty  of  the  proceeding,  the  fun  and  ad- 
ventures that  continually  present  themselves, 
and  the  beauties  of  nature  that  form  an  ever 
changing  series  of  pictures  to  the  eyes,  never 
remaining  sufficiently  long  for  you  to  grow 
weary  of  them.     Some  of  my  happiest  holi- 
days have  been  spent  in  this  way,  and  I  have 
thought  that  the  experience  I  have  thus 
gained  may  be  of  use  to  others  to  whom  the 
idea  of  a  roving  life  on  shanks's  mare  for  a 
fortnight  or  three  weeks  may  present  tempta- 
tions.   It  is  with  this  idea  that  I  have  jotted 
down  under  various  headings  the  hints  and 
suggestions  that  have  occurred  to  me  from 
tune  to  time. 

Mlicrc  to  go. 
This  question  depends  in  a  great  measure 
on  what  you  intend  to  spend.  If  money  is  no 
object  to  you,  then  I  say  get  as  far  away  from 
home  as  possible,  and  have  a  thorough  change 
in  scenery,  wa,ys  of  life,  language,  feeding,  and 
everything;  but  unless  the  gemis  bay  has 
altered  greatly  since  my  time,  money  means 
a  good  deal,  and  distant  foreign  tours  are  out 
of  the  question ;  not  that  the  rate  of  living  is 
higher  abroad,  but  the  railway  and  steamboat 
journey  that  must  betaken  before  arriving  at 
,  the  happy  hunting-grounds  makes  too  great  a 
hole  in  the  capital.  Therefore  I  will  put  these 
■on  one  side,  and  confine  myself  to  those  which 
do  not  entail  so  great  pi'el'iminary  expenses. 

There  are  many  peo))le  who  seem  quite 
satisfied  wifcli  a  tour  tlirough  some  of  the 
Home  Counties,  in  Surrey,  Hampshire,  Kent, 
and  Sussex  ;  and  no  doubt  these  will  furnish 
much  fun  and  enjoyment,  but  I  do  not  care 
for  them.  I  hold  that  half  the  enjoyment  of 
a  tour  lies  in  the  thorough  change,  and  this 
you  do  not  get  in  the  counties  I  have  named. 
I  am  presuming  you  live  in  or  near  London. 
You  have  probably  seen  the  kind  of  scenery 
they  afford  when  passing  through  them  in 
the  train,  and  beyond  the  actual  pleasure 
m  the  walking  you  will  find  little  that  is  new. 
A  tour  through  them  is  a  very  humdrum, 
matter- 3f-fact  proceeding,  and  you  may  get 
as  much  fun  by  going  out  by  train  and  taking 
a  walk  on  a  Saturday  half-holiday.  No.  I 
say  go  farther  afield— Cornwall,  Derbyshire, 
Scotland,  or,  best  of  all,  the  Lakes. 

In  all  these  places  you  will  find  real  hills 
to  climb  worthy  your  metal,  mountains  to 
ascend,  moors  to  lose  yourselves  on,  streams 
to  ford  or  get  over  somehow,  and  resting- 
places  for  the  night  to  discover.  A  spice  of 
uncertainty  and  danger  adds  wonderfully  to 
an  English  boy's  idea  of  fun ;  and  if"  he 
sticks  to  the  Home  Counties  he  won't  find  it. 
They  are  too  respectable,  and  correct.  He 
will  start  one  morning  and  walk  along  a 
well-kept  turnpike  road  until  he  comes  to  a 
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village  (he  knows  to  a  fraction  how  far  it  is 
off) ;  there  he  has  his  lunch  on  a  correctly 
laid  table,  and  proceeds  again,  still  along  the 
road,  till  he  comes  to  his  halting-place  for 
the  night,  where  he  again  finds  everything 
as  formal  and  sedate  as  if  he  were  in  town. 

But  let  him  get  into  the  wilds  and  what 
happens  ?  He  intends  making  for  some 
village  across  the  moor  or  over  the  spur  of 
some  mountain,  and  off  he  sets,  probably, 
boylike,  without  gaining  sufficient  directions! 
What  does  he  care  !  The  time  is  his  own,  it 
will  be  all  right.  Away  he  goes,  and  after 
walking  the  whole  morning  finds  he  has 
missed  his  way,  and  that  his  chances  of  lunch 
are  very  remote,  until  he  tumbles  across  a 
shepherd's  cottage,  where  the  good  wife  does 
her  best  for  the  stranger,  and  on  milk,  oat- 
meal  cake,  butter,  and  cheese  he  makes  a 
meal  which  in  his  healthy  hunger  he  feels 
is  fit  for  a  king ;  and  best  of  all,  at  the  cost 
of  only  a  few  pence.  On  he  goes  again,  and 
probably  loses  himself  once  more,  turning 
up  at  night  at  a  totally  different  village  from 
that  he  was  aiming  for,  but  feeling  none  the 
worse  for  his  long  tramp,  and  not  at  all 
ashamed  of  being  such  a  duffer  as  to  lose  his 
way  ;  and  I'll  be  bound  he  has  done  himself 
more  good  than  walking  along  a  high-road 
from  one  village  to  another,  as  he  would  have 
done  if  he  had  stuck  to  the  Home  Counties. 

A  capital  start  for  a  tour  in  Scotlartd  is  to 
go  by  train  to  the  borderland,  and  then  walk 
right  over  the  Cheviots  into  (not  "  the  land  o' 
the  leal,"  as  Mr.  Gladstone  once  erroneously 
termed  it),  but  the  lowlands.  I  did  it  one 
summer,  and  never  shall  I  forget  the  view 
that  greeted  my  sight  as  I  gained  the  crown 
of  the  watershed.  It  is  a  stiff  climb  up  on 
the  English  side,  and  a  good  long  walk,  but 
the  mountain  air  invigorates  you,  and  you 
think  very  little  of  it.  And  once  in  Scotland 
there  are  several  ruined  abbeys  you  can  take  a 
look  at  before  mounting  the  train  and  hurrying 
north  to  Edinboro',  and  then  further  north- 
west to  the  Trossachs,  where  you  can  begin 
your  walking  tour  in  earnest ;  making  your 
way  up  to  Oban  and  thence  across  Scotland  to 
Killiecrankie  and  Blair  Athol.  But  th  s  might 
be  too  extended  a  tour  for  some.  The  spot  of 
all  others  for  a  fortnight's  tramp  is  the  Lake 
District,  providing  the  weather  is  fine.  All  the 
different  views  and  points  of  interest  lie  in  a 
comparatively  small  space,  and  if  you  are  up 
to  sixteen  to  twenty  miles  a  day,  and  are  not 
afraid  of  mountain  climbing,  you  can  visit 
them  all  in  two  weeks  without  troubling  a 
single  conveyance,  save  steamers  or  boats. 

The  following  is  as  good  a  tour  as  you  can 
have  in  the  time.  We'll  say  you  arrive  at 
Windermere  early  in  the  morning  after  a 
night's  journey.  That  afternoon  take  the 
steamer  down  the  lake  to  Lakeside  and  back. 
Next  morning  cross  the  lake  by  boat,  and  walk 
past  Hawkshead  to  Coniston ;  ascend  Coniston 
Old  Man  that  afternoon.  Next  day  to 
Ambleside.  Next  day  over  the  Kirkstone 
pass  to  Ulleswater  and  Patterdale.  Next  day 
up  Helvellyn,  descending  the  other  side  to 
Grasmere.  Next  day  over  the  hills  on  the 
west  'side  of  the  lake  to  Keswick,  passing 
Lodore  on  the  way.  Next  day  ascend  Skiddaw, 
and  rest.  Next  day  through  Borrowdale  to 
Buttermere.  Next  day  visit  Scaleforce,  and 
then  over  the  Black  Sail  Gap  to  Wastwater. 
Next  day  ascend  Scawfell  pikes,  and  Scawfell, 
and  past  the  Langdale  pikes  to  Dungeon 
Ghill.    Next  day  through  Kydale  back  to 


Windermere.  Thence  train  home.  I  have 
omitted  to  mention  Sundays,  because  I  do  not 
know  on  what  day  you  may  commence  your 
excursion  ;  but  take  my  advice  and  rest  on 
Sundays ;  apart  from  other  considerations,  ycu 
will  find  you  require  that  break  each  week. 

Cornwall  will  also  provide  you  with  wild 
rocky  scenery,  and  at  the  same  time  sea  air ; 
but  some  people  find  the  climate  too  relaxing 
for  enjoyment. 

I  have  made  no  mention  of  North  Wales, 
but  you  will  find  it  an  excellent  playground 
for  a  lualking  tour— and  there  are  many 
other  districts  having  good  claims  on  your 
attention,  so  that  really  you  have  only  to  pick 
and  choose  which  spot  you  will  honour. 

When  you  have  settled  where  to  go,  make 
out  a  rough  plan  of  your  proposed  tour,  and 
in  this  don't  be  above  asking  and  taking 
the  advice  of  those  who  have  travelled  over 
the  ground  previously.  They  will  be  able  to 
give  you  many  a  hint  which  you  would 
only  otherwise  learn  by  painful  experience. 

And  while  making  out  your  tour  don't 
bind  yourselves  by  hard  and  fast  rules  as  to 
each  day's  progress,  for  you  may  find  that 
some  places  will  prove  more  attractive  than 
others,  and  you  will  like  to  spend  mere  time 
in  them  than  you  had  original'y  intended. 
On  the  other  hand,  you  may  pass  quickly 
through  some  where,  on  paper,  you  meant  to 
stay  for  a  day  or  longer. 

Whom  to  go  icitU. 

This  is  a  far  more  important  consideration 
than  at  first  appears  to  many,  and  on  a 
judicious  selection  of  a  companion  or  com- 
panions much  of  the  enjoyment  of  your 
hohday  will  depend.    Choosing  your  friend 
is  in  its  way  as  serious  an  undertaking  as 
choosing  your  wife  ;  because  during  the  con- 
tinuance of  the  tour  he  will  be  your  constant 
companion,  and  perhaps  bedfellow ;  and  if 
you   do  not  manage  to  hit  it  off  together 
your  condition  will  not  be  enviable.    I  say 
constant  companion,  because  you  will  find 
the  condition  of  things  on  a  tour  will  be  very 
different  from  when  you  are  at  home  and 
have  more  than  one  friend  to  form  a  little 
variety.    On  the  tour  you  two  will  be  among 
strangers,  and  will  have  to  depend  on  each 
other's  society.    I'ou  may  share  the  same 
bedroom,  you  will   breakfast  together,  on 
the   day's   walk  you  will   be    alone  to- 
gether, you  will  lunch  and  dine  together,  and 
most  likely  share  the  same  bedroom  again. 
And  this  kind  of  thing  day  after  day,  for  a 
fortnight  or  more,  will  form  a  pretty  severe 
test  of  your  friendship.    At  home,  one  may 
be  excellent  friends  wuth  a  fellow  and  seek 
and  enjoy  his  conipajiionship  constantly,  but 
then  between  times  ihere  is  a  variety,  he  is 
not  the  only  friend  you  have  as  he  will  be  on 
the  tour.    You  havt  others  you  do  not  like 
half  so  well  perhaps,   but  they  make  a 
change,  and  when  you  come  across  your 
particular  friend  again  his  companionship 
is  the  more  pleasant     In  the  selection  of  a 
companion  for  a  walking  tour  it  is  well  to 
choose  a  man  whose  powers  and  strength 
are  somewhat  on  a  par  with  your  own.  A 
good  strong  walker  and  a  weak,  delicate  semi- 
invalid  would  never  get  on   together ;  the 
former  would  irritate  and  disgust  the  latter 
by  his  untiring  activity  and  energy,  and  the 
latter  would  be  a  terrible  drag  on  the  former, 
and  it  is  ten  to  one  after  a  tiff  or  two  there 
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would  be  a  row  royal,  and  the  companion- 
ship would  come  to  a  speedy  termination. 

It  is  as  well  the  companions  should  have 
some  tastes  in  common,  for  while  walking  there 
are  constant  opportunities  of  conversation, 
and  if  there  were  no  mutual  subjects  of  liking 
the  walk  would  be  passed  in  silence,  or  else  in 
nagging,  which  would  hardly  be  pleasant.  A 
comparative  stranger  often  makes  an  amusing 
companion  on  such  occasions,  because  the 
conversation  and  views  of  each  will  be  new 
to  the  other,  and  fresh  fields  will  be  opened. 

Don't  choose  an  over-particular  and  faddy 
man,  who  cannot  rough  it,  one  who  is  un- 
happy if  his  boots  are  not  properly  blacked, 
or  who  must  see  the  London  papers  every 
day  ;  and  above  all  have  nothing  to  do  with  a 
grumbler ;  his  ill-temper  will  spoil  his  own 
enjoyment,  but  what  is  far  worse,  it  will 
spoil  yours  as  well.  Pick  out  a  good- 
tempered  fellow,  who  makes  light  of  discom- 
forts and  difficulties,  and  who  always  sees 
the  bright  side  of  things  ;  then,  should  you 
chance  to  get  over-tired  and  done  up  your- 
iself,  and  inclined  to  indulge  in  "the  blues," 
he  will  brighten  you  up,  and  put  a  very 
•different  complexion  on  affairs. 

Another  question  is  how  many  of  you  shall 
tform  the  party,  and  I  unhesitatingly  say  two, 
.•and  after  that  four.  Two  is  the  best,  because 
in  the  first  placa  there  are  only  two  wills 
■to  consult,  and  two  views  to  agree ;  and 
in  the  next,  it  is  an  easy  number  to  find 
accommodation  for  at  the  inns  where  you 
put  up,  and  this  is  no  slight  matter  in 
favourite  resorts  during  the  height  of  the 
touring  season ;  for,  before  now,  in  Scotland, 
I  have  had  to  share  a  mattress  on  the  floor 
•of  the  dining-room,  and  be  up  at  some  un- 
earthly hour  to  allow  the  maids  to  come  and 
prepare  the  room  for  early  breakfast.  j 

Three  is  a  most  objectionable  number,  and  i 
"there  is  a  good  deal  of  truth  in  the  old  saying, 
■"Two  is  company,  three  is  none."  With  three 
-there  must  always  be  an  odd  one,  who  will  feel 
himself  Old  of  it;  one  who  is  in  the  minority 
in  any  discussion  ;  and  whether  you  form  the 
majority  or  minority  it  is  not  a  pleasant  feeling. 
'With  three  there  is  more  chance  of  a  disagree- 
ment arising  as  to  the  route  to  be  followed, 
.•and  either  two  go  one  way,  leaving  one  to  go 
by  himself,  or  else  they  all  three  go  different 
•ways,  as  I  have  noticed  is  often  the  case. 

With  four,  although  you  get  over  the_  diffi- 
culty of  the  "odd  man  out,"  you  have  in  its 
place  four  views  to  assimilate,  and  four  sets 
•of  ideas  as  to  right  and  wrong  to  keep  in 
harmony — no  easy  task  I  can  assure  you. 
The  best  plan,  and  the  only  plan  in  the  case 
of  four,  is  to  appoint  one  of  the  party  cap- 
tain, and  agree  that  his  word  shall  be  law, 
and  follow  it  implicitly  ;  but  this  is  a  make- 
ishift  at  the  best.  Then  again,  with  four  you 
will  find  the  question  of  accommodation 
cropping  up  continually,  and  many  will  be 
the  difficulties  you  will  have  to  encounter. 

There  are  some  men  who  prefer  to  go 
alone ;  and  though,  of  course,  there  is  the 
advantage  of  having  no  one's  wishes  to  con- 
sult but  their  own,  it  always  seemed  to  me 
an  unsatisfactory  proceeding  ;  and,  after  due 
experience,  I  say  that  two  is  the  best  number 
■for  a  tour. 

What  to  go  ivith. 

This  depends  on  the  locality  visited  ;  but, 
"taking  England  or  Scotland  as  the  scene  of 
jofir  travels,  I  should  say  a  knapsack,  a 
mackintosh,  and  a  good  stout  walking-stick, 
iin  the  shape  of  luggage,  and  the  clothes  you 
istand  up  in.  The  less  you  take  the  more 
tfreedom  and  comfort  you  will  have,  and  the 
above  will  be  quite  sufficient  for  a  fortnight 
or  three  weeks.  To  commence  with  what 
you  stand  up  in  :  your  suit  should  be  one  of 
frieze,  or  homespun,  or  grey  flannel — not 
too  light  in  colour  to  show  every  spot  of  dirt, 
and  not  too  dark  to  display  the  dust  which 


will  gather  on  it  in  the  course  of  rough 
climbing— knickerbockers  or  trousers  accord- 
ing to  fancy,  but  don't  wear  braces,  let  your 
arms  and  shoulders  be  free.  A  flannel  or 
Oxford  mat  shirt  with  collar  attached,  knitted 
woollen  .socks,  and  good,  stout,  easy,  water- 
proof boots,  with  very  low  heels,  and  heavily 
nailed.  Mind  the  heels  are  low,  for  this 
reason,  if  they  are  high  and  you  aie  walking 
along  a  mountain-side  when  the  grass  is  wet, 
you  will  find  that  the  pressure  on  one  side 
of  the  boots  will  stretch  the  leather  on  that 
side,  and  when  they  are  dry  they  will  be  all 
lopsided,  and  the  remainder  of  your  tour  will 
be  discomfort  and  probably  sore  feet— the 
lower  the  heels  the  better.  For  head-covering 
I  have  found  nothing  better  than  a  double- 
peaked  cap  niade  of  the  same  material  as 
the  suit ;  it  looks  neat,  and  in  case  of  a  hot 
sun  can  be  pushed  back  and  so  protect  the 
nape  of  the  neck,  while  in  rain  it  shoots  the 
water  clear  of  your  shirt-collar,  and  on  the 
tops  of  mountains  it  is  not  liable  to  be  blown 
away,  and  if  it  is  very  cold  the  two  ear-flaps 
can  be  undone,  pulled  over  the  ears,  and  tied 
under  the  chin.  Never  shall  I  forget  the  com- 
fort such  an  arrangement  was  to  me  ascend- 
ing Mont  Blanc  at  3  a.m.  in  a  biting  wind.  _ 

In  choosing  your  stick  select  one  that  will 
not  bend,  but  at  the  same  time  is  very  strong 
and  has  a  comfortable  handle.  An  oak 
sapling  is  what  I  have  always  used,  and 
have  never  found  it  fail  me. 

A  mackintosh  is  far  better  than  an  um- 
brella ;  it  protects  you  more  from  the  rain, 
it  serves  as  an  overcoat  if  you  are  cold,  and 
a  waterproof  sheet  if  you  want  to  rest  on  the 
damp  grass.   You  can  don  it  when  you  could  [ 
not  keep  an  umbrella  up  on  account  of  the  i 
wind,  and  it  is  very  light  in  weight  and 
straps  on  to  the  top  of  your  knapsack.  Don't  j 
think  of  taking  an  umbrella  in  place  of  a  | 
stick ;  it  is  unreliable  as  far  as  strength  goes,  | 
and  is  not  so  convenient  to  v/alk  with.  | 
It  is  wonderful  the  amount  a  well-made  | 
knapsack  will  hold,  and  how  easily  it  travels  \ 
on  the  shoulders  after  the  first  few  minutes, 
if  properly  packed.    The  best  kind  are  of 
mackintosh,  with  a  centre  or  main  compart- 
ment to  hold  your  heavy  things,  a  flap  in 
which  is  a  deep  sack  or  bag  coming  over 
this  and  fastening  at  the  bottom,  and  so 
keeping  all  rain  out,  and  two  separate  divi- 
sions, one  at  either  end,  with  covers  to  them 
that  buckle  down,  while  on  the  top  are  two 
straps  in  which  to  fasten  your  waterproof. 

In  the  centre  division  I  carry  an  extra  suit 
of  dark  serge,  in  case  I  get  wet,  and  for 
Sundays,  and  when  I  wish  to  look  particu- 
larly swell,  a  night-shirt  or  two,  and  one  or 
two  flannel  shirts,  filling  up  the  odd  corners  [ 
with  knitted  socks.  In  the  sack  or  bag  I  put 
a  white  shirt,  two  or  three  collars,  and  per-  i 
haps  another  flannel  shirt;  while  in  one  end  ! 
division  goes  a  pair  of  leather  slippers  with  \ 
soles  thick  enough  to  stand  walking  about  the  j 
garden  in  the  evening  after  I  have  taken  off  j 
my  heavy  boots,  and  in  the  other  my  brush  and 
comb,  shaving  tackle,  and  sponge-bag ;  two 
pairs  of  cotton  socks  for  evenings,  pocket- 
handkerchiefs,  etc.,  fill  up  odd  corners.  These 
form  a  sufficiently  heavy  lori  1  for  a  long  day's  | 
tramp,  and  yet  all  that  is  absolutely  needful.  \ 
Some  men  have  a  Gladstone  bag  with  extras 
which  they  send  on  from  place  to  place,  but  I 
consider  it  an  unnecessary  nuisance  and  ex- 
pense. In  your  pockets  you  should  have  a  re- 
liable watch,  a  compass,  and  if  you  are  very 
scientific,  an  aneroid  barometer,  and  last,  but 
not  least,  a  flask  full  of  something,  not  neces-  I 
sarily  for  indulgence,  but  in  case  of  accident,  j 
Some  carry  a  pedometer  and  opera  glasses, 
but  these  are  luxuries.    If  you  are  artistic,  a 
small  sketch-book  is  no  bad  thing,  in  which  to 
jot  down  anything  you  may  see  or  hear  that  is 
curious  or  interesting,  and,  if  you  are  wise,  you 
will  carry  as  good  a  guide-book  of  the  locality 
as  you  can  procure. 


Hoio  to  go. 

Under  this  head  I  shall  jot  down  a  few 
final  hints  that  may  prove  useful. 

Some  me'a  start  walking  before  breakfast, 
but  in  England  and  Scotland,  where  the  heat 
is  seldom  oppressive,  I  think  this  a  mistake. 
I  prefer,  if  I  do  get  up  early  and  have  the 
chance,  to  bathe,  and  then,  having  laid  in 
a  good  foundation  in  the  way  of  breakfast, 
start  off  afterwards,  but  not  directly.  It  is  a 
bad  plan  to  commence  walking  immediately 
after  a  meal ;  take  a  rest  then,  and  give  your 
digestion  a  chance.  But,  once  having  set  off, 
I  like  to  keep  going,  and  object  to  a  long  halt 
in  the  middle  of  the  day  for  a  heavy  meal. 
To  avoid  this  I  get  them  at  the  hotel  to  put 
me  up  some  lunch  in  the  shape  of  sandwiches 
and  hard-boiled  eggs,  and  these  I  enjoy  under 
a  rock  out  of  the  wind,  but  in  the  open  air, 
and  then  after  a  reist  I  set  off'  again.  By  this 
means  I  avoid  loss  of  time,  and  the  drowsi- 
ness and  laziness  which  always  comes  after 
a  heavy  feed. 

When  you  commence  walking  don't  set  off 
too  fiercely ;  take  it  easy  for  the  first  half 
hour,  till  you  get  warmed  to  your  work,  and 
then,  if  you  like,  gradually  quicken  up.  And 
the  same  advice  applies  to  the  commence- 
ment of  your  tour.  For  the  first  day  or  two 
don't  try  to  cover  a  great  length  of  ground, 
but  give  your  muscles  a  chance  of  hardening, 
or  you  run  the  risk  of  knocking  up,  and 
spoiling  your  pleasure  for  some  time  to  come. 
There  is  one  very  objectionable  (to  me)  style 
of  tourist — I  mean  the  fellow  whose  one 
object  appears  to  be  to  beat  the  guide-book, 
that  is  to  say,  if  the  book  says  it  will  take 
two  hours  to  cover  a  certain  distance  he  will 
try  to  do  it  in  an  hour  and  a  half.  For  him 
S2enery  has  no  charms,  and  he  cannot  afford 
the  time  to  admire  a  good  view.  He  must  be 
getting  on,  and  is  never  satisfied  until,  watch 
in  hand,  he  arrives  at  the  end  of  his  walk, 
and  at  tabic  d'hote  can  brag  in  a  loud  tone 
of  his  pedestrian  powers. 

Don't  try  to  mount  a  hill  the  same  pace 
you  go  along  the  level,  or  you'll  pay  for  it  by 
the  time  you  reach  the  top.  Take  matters 
easily  and  you  will  find  it  answer  in  the  long 
run.  The  Swiss  guides  never  hurry  up  a 
mountain— they  know  better  ! 

If  you  are  travelling  with  a  companion 
keep  the  rule  of  "give  and  take"  always 
before  you,  and  don't  expect  or  try  to  have  it 
all  your  own  way.  It  is  only  by  mutual  for- 
bearance that  the  tour  can  be  a  success. 
Never  attempt  to  outwalk  or  beat  your  com- 
panion ;  remember  you  are  together  for  social, 
not  racing  purposes. 

If  your  feet  are  beginning  to  blister  or  get 
sore,  give  up  walking  at  the  first  opportunity, 
and  rest  until  recovered,  otherwise  you  will 
pay  dearly.  Soaping  the  feet  and  socks  before 
commencing  the  daily  tramp  is  considered  a 
good  preventive. 

Avoid  drinking  from  the  brown-tinged 
streams  that  come  down  from  the  peat 
beds. 

Be  careful  to  ascertain  that  your  bed  is  not 
damp  before  getting  into  it,  if  you  would 
avoid  rheumatic  fever. 

And,  lastly,  don't  behave  like  cockney 'Arries 
on  your  tour,  and  chaff  and  insult  the  natives 
of  the  localities  you  visit.  You  will  find  that 
in  many  things  they  will  differ  from  what 
you  have  been  accustomed  to,  but  that  is  no 
reason  for  concluding  that  they  are  wrong, 
and  you  right.  Such  conduct  only  displays 
your  littlemindedness.  And  I  can_  assure 
you  there  is  no  necessity  in  any  region  you 
are  likely  to  visit  for  you  to  scrawl  your 
name  on  window-panes,  stone-walls,  rocks, 
or  ruins.    No  one  will  ever  miss  it. 

And  now  then  make  out  your  route,  pack 
your  knapsacks,  get  your  boots  nailed,  and 
be  off —and  fine  weather  and  a  real  good  time 
to  you  one  and  all. 
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Ey  Somerville  Gibney, 

Author  of  "  ne  Tender-hearted  Torturer,"  -  A  S:ena  in  the  Arena,"  "  Piddcs,"  etc. 
IWith  niustrations  lij  A.  CiiASEMonE.] 


IE  Edpeet  de  Mala- 
HiDE  some  people 
deemed 
A  most  fortunate 
man,  while  to 
others  it  seemed 
That  Fortune  had 
tempered  the 
warmth  of  her 
smile 

With  a  cunning  ad- 
mixture of  niahce 
and  guile. 
Myself,  I'd  not 

dare 
Either   way  to 

For  I  take  it  it's  chiefly  the  reader's  affair ; 
I'll  tell  you  the  facts,  and  then  you  can  decide 
What  term  to  his  fortunes  may  best  be  applied. 
A  second  son  he, 
In  height  five  foot  three. 
With  a  very  short  purse,  but  a  long  pedigree. 
His  brother.  Sir  Urse, 
Died  young,  to  be  terse, 
And  Rupert  came  in  for  his  title  and  purse. 
He  married,  or,  p'r'aps  'twould  be  nearer  the  truth, 

Was  married  by  one  past  her  heyday  of  youth,  

When  I  .speak  of  her  heyday,  please  do  not  infer 
She'd  anything  of  the  grass-widow  in  her— 
She  proved— so  the  world  said— an  excellent  spouse, 
And  deftly  and  carefully  managed  his  house. 
By  the  by  'twas  a  castle,  yclept  Branksholm  Towers 
Eeplete  with  keep,  dungeon,  hall,  guard-room,  and  bowers, 
hhe  hlled  it  as  w^ell,  for,  as  years  speeded  on. 
She  bore  him  nine  girls,  and  among  them  one  son. 
He  came  number  eight. 
When  it  seemed  as  if  fate 
Had  seen  fit  to  decree  that  Sir  Eupert's  estate 
Should  lack  what  in  those  days,  as  now,  is  much  iwized 
An  heu-  in  tail  male— legal  phrase,  I'm  advised- 
He  made  his  cUhut 
With  a  hulla-baloo. 
And  my  word  !  at  the  Towers  there  was  a  to-do  I 
They  cooked  oxen  whole, 
And  every  poor  soul 
Who  shouted  "  Hurrah  !  "  was  accorded  a  dole, 
That  IS,  he  might  stuff,  and  might  eat  himself  ill, 
And  drink  of  beer,  sack,  or  megethlin  his  fill. 

The  bells  they  were  rung  out. 
And  banners  were  hung  out, 
While  groats  and  such  like  to  the  villeins  were  flung  out. 
In  short,  the  rejoicings  to  welcome  the  heir 
Were  called  by  "  The  Times  "  a  stupendous  affair  ; 
And  the  writer,  in  neatly  turned  phrases,  lamented 
Ihat  rockets  and  squibs  had  not  then  been  invented 
Had  they  been,  he  declared,  the  whole  county  that  night  ! 
Woukl  have  basked  in  a  glow  as  the  noonday  sun  bright. 
Meanwhile  m  the  castle  the  latest  arrival 
Had  really  a  very  hard  fight  for  survival. 
His  sisters,  all  seven,  alternately  nursed  him 
(ihe  young  ones,  in  doing  so,  often  reversed  him). 
Ihey  fed  him,  they  rocked  him,  they  washed  him,  they  dressed 
him. 

They  petted,  they  fondled,  they  kissed  and  caressed  him. 
in  short,  had  he  not  been  remarkablv  tough 
He'd  have  died  there  and  then,  for  he'd  nursing  enough 
lo  kill  seven  babies.    And  over  his  name 
His  seven  dear  sisters  to  blows  nearly  came, 
Not  to  mention  his  parents.  Sir  Rupert  and  wife  ; 
Till  the  former  at  length,  to  conclude  all  the  strife 
And  the  bother,  declared  that  his  name  should  l>e  Hu"h  • 
And  they  christened  him  so  without  further  to  do 
He  lived,  but  I  hardly  can  say  that  he  thrived 
Until  by  good  fortune  twin  sisters  arrived. 

As  you  well  may  suppose, 

A  new  interest  arose. 
And  quite  out  of  joint  was  put  Master  Hugh's  nose. 


No  more  did  his  sisters  feed,  rock,  wash,  r.r.d  dress  him. 
Nor  did  they  pet,  fondle,  or  kiss,  or  caress  him  ; 

But  left  him  alone. 

And  the  time  thus  his  own 
He  spent  in  increasing  flesh,  muscle,  and  bone. 


And  while  the  sweet  twins  were  nursed,  petted,  and  kissed, 

Hugh  took  a  back  seat,  and  was  not  even  missed. 

Time  passed  ;  and  the  nine  maids  continued  to  grow 

In  stature  and  years,  but  in  beauty— Oh,  no  ! 

They  were  one  and  all  plain,  and  "in  saying  so,  I 

Have  used  a  weak  word  out  of  pure  charity. 

No  doubt  they  were  excellent  girls  in  their  way, 

But  lacking  good  looks  and  a  dowry,  they 

Appeared  most  uncommonly  likely  to  stay 

Un wooed  and  un  wedded  for  many  a  day. 

Years  passed,  and  Sir  Rupert  began  to'lock  blue 

When  never  a  gallant  approached  them  to  woo. 

'Twas  a  serious  thing  with  nine  girls  all  unwed, 

And  Sir  Rupert  grew  anxious,  and  frequently  said 

That  something  or  other  at  once  must  be  done 

To  lessen  the  number  if  only  by  one. 

A  bright  thought  at  last 
Through  his  worried  brain  passed. 
He  eagerly  seized  on  and  clung  to  it  fast. 
And  as  the  result  of  this  same  brilliant  thought 
The  world  was  agog,  when  their  papers  thev  bought 
The  following  w^eek,  to  find  no  small  show  made 
By  a  lengthy  advertisement  therein  displayed. 
Announcing  a  tournament  soon  to  take  place 
At  Branksholm,  by  Rupert  de  Malahide's  grace. 

"     hifjirlj  man  fir  sent 

Co  mm  curat  jon,  as"  (Qurru 
CDf  JSratitn,  STiia  IXu^tvVi  fusttinni,  ebalrrn. 
miirrrfnrr  it  is  Ijo^irlr  tljat  rarlj  tnir-ljrartrU  I;:iigljt 
©aiTI  attrnii  tii  Iks'  brst,  antt  tia  battir,  anS  figljt, 
^inrr  tijr  prt?r  for  ti)r  fairtor  tuljnm  allsfjall  tuitfjstanlf 
fliiinmnr,  sfjall  bt  tljr  satif  etialrrn's  Ijanti." 

Imagine  the  stir  this  advertisement  made. 

How  it  threw  all  the  other  events  in  the  shade. 

And  how,  more  perhaps  where  the  girls  were  not  known. 

There  was  sharp'ning  of  weapons  on  grindstone  and  hone. 

And  polishing  armour,  and  training  of  steeds, 

And  very  big  talking  of  very  big  deeds 

Performed  in  the  saddle,  and  eke  in  the  lists 

By  very  stout  arms,  and  by  very  quick  wrists. 
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You  see  in  those  days  the  photographer's  art — 
In  ours  so  near  perfect — had  not  made  a  start ; 


And  Miss  Evaleen's  features  were  therefore  nnkno'^vn 
Except  to  the  neighbours  among  whom  she'd  gro\Yn ; 

Had  they  been — well,  no  matter, 

It's  best  not  to  chatter 
Of  portraits,  and  such  like,  unless  you  can  flatter. 
At  any  rate,  entrance  forms  duly  made  cut 
Arrived  in  such  bushels,  there  was  not  a  doubt 


The  affair  would  turn  out  a  gigantic  success, 
And  Sir  Kupert  would  be  just  a  daughter  the  less. 

On  the  morn  of  the  day 
Bcfoie  til  at  of  the  fray 
Sir  Kupert  addressed  Hugh  at  brcalcfast  — 

"  I  say, 

My  boy,  you  to-morrow  must  start  the  Tourney, 
And  ride  the  first  course  with  whichever  knight  may 
Be  ready  " 

"  But,  Pater,  I  can't  ride,  you  know, 
I'm  sure  to  fall  off  " 

"Well,  and  your  overthrow 
Would  give  the  rest  courage  " 

"  And  then  I  can't  fight, 
I  don't  know  the  cuts  and  the  points  " 


"  That's  all  right. 
You  needn't  know  them.    This  is  all  you've  to  do, 
Just  ride  and  get  vanquished,  and  then,  after  you 
Have  broken  the  ice,  it  will  all  go  like  winking. 

With  charging,  and  slashing,  and  thrusting,  and  pinking  " 

"  But  then  I've  no  armour,  nor  even  a  horse, 
The  thing  is  absurd  " 

"  Now  look  here,  Hugh,  of  course 
I'll  find  you  in  everything  you  may  require. 
Horse,  armour,  lance,  battle-axe — ay,  and  a  squire ; 

But  you'll  ride,  my  dear  boy  " 

"Well,  but  •' 

"There,  that'll  do. 
I've  said  it,  and — Oh,  there  is  just  one  thing,  Hugh ; 
You  must  not  on  any  account  try  to  win — 
If  you  did  by  a  fluke,  what  a  fix  we'd  be  in ! 

You  at  any  rate  know 

That  I'm  giving  this  show 
On  purpose  to  marry  my  eldest  girl,  so 

Should  you  prove  the  winner 

Our  ranks  won't  be  thinner. 
And  we  shall  sit  down  the  same  number  to  dinner — 

You  quite  understand  '?  " 

"  Far  too  well,  Pater — "  and 
Hugh  heaved  a  deep  sigh  o'er  his  parent's  command — 
In  truth  the  poor  youth  was  in  no  envious  plight. 
He'd  never  been  taught  to  ride,  tilt,  fence,  or  fight ; 
He'd  never  donned  armour,  or  braced  on  a  shield. 
And  now  at  the  prospect  his  peaceful  brain  reeled. 
However,  he  saw  there  was  no  getting  out  of  it. 
And,  try  as  he  might,  he'd  be  killed — not  a  doubt  of  it ! 

The  Tourney  was  over,  the  Knights  were  all  gone, 
And  the  Malahide  flock  was  diminished  by  one. 
For  Evaleen  now  was  Dame  Evaleen  Leigh, 
Since  Ferdinand  Leigh  pjroved  the  victor  to  be. 

And  had  borne  off  his  prize 

On  his  steed,  pillionwise, 
A  comfortless  method,  as  I  should  surmise. 


It  was  set  down  by  all  as  a  flaming  success, 
That  is,  all  except  one— and  he  did  not  express 
Entire  approval ;  in  fact,  he  declared 
The  whole  thing  was  bosh — a  most  misapplied  word. 
That  one  was  poor  Hugh,  aird  he  had  an  excuse 
For  venting  his  feelings  in  pungent  abuse. 
He'd  duly  obeyed 
The  commands  on  him  laid. 
And  had  joined,  as  a  knight,  in  the  gay  cavalcade. 
But  the  very  first  course 
He  took  leave  of  his  horse, 
And  came  down  on  his  back  vritli  most  terrible  forcei 
The  lance  of  his  rival  had  caught  him  unguarded. 
And  onward  jsrogression  had  promptly  retarded  ; 
And,  as  though  not  yet  sated,  his  rival  dismounted. 
And  certainly,  ere  you  had  ten  quickly  counted, 
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With  spiked  battle-axe 
Had  showered  down  smacks 
On  Hugh's  head,  till  Hugh's  skull  was  a  network  of  cracks. 


He  was  borne  off  to  bed,  and  a  fortnight  he  lay 

Unconscious  and  limp,  till  he  came  to  one  day 

And  faintly  inquired  if  the  earthquake  was  o'W? 

IBut  from  that  day  he  mended,  though  stiff,  bruised,  and  sore 

For  a  very  long  time  ; 

Nor  could  he  see  rhyme 
Or  reason  in  such  like  sport,  then  thought  sublime. 
However  Sir  Kupert  de  iSIalahide's  view 
Was  just  the  reverse  of  the  one  held  by  Hugh. 
He'd  settled  one  daughter — why  not  settle  two  ? 
At  present  his  method  was,  so  to  speak,  new ; 
And  knights  appeared  green,  and  not  quick  to  see  through 
His  dodge,  and  perceive  the  whole  thing  was  "  a  do." 

He  talked  to  his  wife, 

Who  was  keen  as  a  knife 
To  get  all  her  daughters  provided  for  life; 
And  after  discussion  they  fixed  on  a  day 
Tor  holding  another  resplendent  Tourney. 
His  second  girl,  Eose,  was  thereat  Queen  of  Beauty, 
And  knights  came  in  crowds  to  do  battle  and  duty, 
And  Rose  was  borne  off  as  the  bride  of  Sir  Gwayn, 
And  Hugh  was  borne  off  to  his  bed  once  again  ; 

More  smashed  than  before. 

And  more  stiff,  bruised,  and  sore, 
And  with  far  more  repugnance  to  fighting  and  war. 
The  third  girl,  Editha,  was  also  thus  wed, 
Becoming  the  spouse  of  Sir  Guy  de  Hampstead  : 
While,  as  usual,  Hugh  lay  a  pris'ner  in  bed. 
Most  fearfully  hurt,  and  with  so  cracked  a  head 


That  they  bound  it  np  tightly  with  bandages  stout, 
Tor  fear  the  small  bits  should  work  loose,  and  fall  out. 


And  now  he  perceived  that  if  this  thing  went  on 

He'd  be  dead  long  before  all  his  sisters  were  won  

For  six  still  remained. 
And  a  son-in-law  gained 

By  Sir  Eupert,  meant  fresh  wounds  by  Hughey  sustained. 

He  therefore  determined  he'd  straight  run  away 

To  London,  and  there  with  his  Uncle  Jack  stay. 

Now  Jack,  or  more  rightly  John  Green,  was  the  brother 

Of  Lady  de  Malahide,  Master  Hugh's  mother  — 

A  merchant-adventurer,  rich  in  renown. 

And  highly  resj^ected  throughout  London  Town. 

A  dealer  in  dry-goods— whate'er  they  may  be— 

I  fancy  they're  things  that  come  over  the  sea. 

One  day  in  the  warehouse  Hugh  happened  to  find 

A  heap  of  some  stuff  of  a  different  kind 

From  any  he'd  previously  seen.    It  would  bend, 

Yet  spring  back  again ;  and  to  cut  it,  no  end 

Of  trouble  he  had  ;  and  if  thrown  on  the  floor 

It  would  bounce  as  he'd  never  known  stuff  bounce  before. 
"  Ah,  ah  !  "  chuckled  Hugh, 
"  This  is  something  quite  new, 

I  fancy  a  good  friend  I've  found  out  in  you." 

And  that  very  same  night,  when  they  thought  him  in  bed, 

He  was  up,  and  experimentising  instead — 
And  this  habit  erratic 
Each  night  in  his  attic 
He  followed,  until  with  a  joy  quite  ecstat'c 
He  found  he'd  accomplished  the  end  he  had  aimed  at. 
And  that  in  a  way  he  need  not  be  ashamed  at. 
He'd  turned  out  a  suit  that  was  soft  and  yet  tough. 
And  though  not  very  thick,  was  still  quite  thick  enough 
To  turn  any  blow 
Which  the  arm  of  a  foe 
Might  deal  him,  and  that's  saying  something,  you  know. 
No  stroke  could  cut  through  it,  but  off  it  would  bound, 
It  was  so  intensely  elastic  he  found. 
The  next  day  at  breakfast  his  Uncle  Jack  said. 
As  his  hot-buttered  toast  he  with  marmalade  spread, 
"Look  here,  Hugh,  my  lad,  can  you  fight?  " 

"  Well,  a  bit," 
Replied  Hugh,  most  unwilling  and  loth  to  commit 
Himself  more,  without 
Knowing  something  about 
The  matter,  which  might  be  one  he'd  rather  scout. 
"  All  right,"  said  his  Uncle.    "  I  hear  there's  to  be 
A  Tournament  held  in  a  fortnight  at  Lee, 
Near  Blackheath  and  Eltham,  and  then  it  struck  me 
That  I  could  no  just  cause  or  impediment  see 
Why  you  should  not  join  in  the  chivalrous  fight." 
And,  strange  as  my  readers  may  deem  it— "All  right," 
Replied  Hugh.    "  But  no  armour,  nor  steed  have  I  got." 
"  That's  soon  overcome.    You  just  purchase  the  lot. 
And  tell  them  to  send  me  the  bills,  and  I'll  pay—" 
"  A  thousand  thanks,  uncle  ;  no  more  I've  to  say. 
But  when  the  day  comes,  on  my  charger  astride. 
Your  kindness  you'll  see  has  not  been  misapplied." 
For  the  nex4  few  days  Hugh 
Had  got  plenty  to  do. 
Buying  armour,  and  charger,  the  latter  a  screw. 
But  this  did  not  matter,  'twas  best  so,  indeed. 
And  he  would,  if  he  could,  have  dispensed  with  a  steed 
Altogether,  but  this  custom  would  not  allow. 
When  his  armour  arrived,  cried  his  uncle  — "Why  !    How  ! 
What!   Which!   Where  on  earth !   Well,  I  never!  Look  there! 
It's  a  good  dozen  sizes  too  large,  I  declare. 
You  never  can  till  it,  you  must  have  been  dreaming." 
"All  right.  Uncle  Jack,"  said  Hugh,  all  his  face  beaming, 
"  It  won't  be  too  big,  you  will  see.    When  I  ride 
In  Tourneys  I  always  am  puffed  up  with  pride. 
And  therefore  I  have  to  allow  for  my  swelling. 
If  I  didn't,  what  tnen  might  take  place  there's  no  telling." 
And  the  lad's  eyelids  closed  in  a  terrible  wink. 
Which  his  Uncle  Jack  failed  to  take  note  of,  I  think. 
And  the  armour  was  up  to  his  bed-chamber  borne. 
And  there  it  remained  till  the  Tournament  morn, 
When  Hugh  without  aid 
Of  page,  squire,  or  maid. 
Himself  and  his  suit  in  it  gaily  arrayed. 
And,  closing  the  vizor,  he  clanked  down  the  stairs. 
And  a  housemaid,  who  came  on  him  quite  unawares, 
Had  a  very  bad  fit, 
For  she'd  been  in  the  pit 
The  evening  before,  and  seen  Shakespeare's  HamJit, 
As  she  said — and  she  fancied  the  ghost  he  must  be 
Of  Hamlet's  papa,  who  had  once  more  got  free. 
The  lists  were  prepared,  and  'twas  Hugh's  turn  to  ride 
In  a  course,  so  his  spurs  he  with  vengeance  applied. 
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And  the  public  beheld  the  two  foemen  collide, 
And,  as  usual,  Hugh  o'er  his  steed's  crupper  glide. 


But  from  this  point  proceedings  wei'e  certainly  ne-w. 
For  he'd  hardly  touched  ground  before  upwards  he  flew. 

Or  bounced  to  his  feet, 

Nor  did  he  retreat, 
But  waited  quite  calmly  his  rival  to  meet, 
Who  quickly  dismounted,  and,  drawing  his  sword. 
The  two  fell  to  fighting  with  hearty  accord. 

They  cut  and  they  hacked  J* 

They  slashed,  and  they  whacked, 
They  dodged,  and  they  parried,  rushed  in  and  attacied  ; 

Drew  back,  and  advanced. 

Then  round  about  danced. 
And  once  more  up  close  to  each  other  they  pranced  ; 

Then  at  it  again. 

While  the  blows  fell  like  rain. 
Until  you'd  have  thought  they  were  bo  h  of  them  slain. 
But  the  curious  part  of  the  whole  thing  was  this : 
That  Hugh  didn't  seem  in  the  least  bit  amiss ; 
His  armour  was  dinted,  and  here  and  there  cracked. 
And  part  of  the  crest  from  his  helmet  was  hacked. 


But  he,  safe  inside. 

Seemed  his  foe  to  deride. 
And  treated  with  scorn  all  the  blows  he  applied. 

He  strove  not  to  ward  them, 

He  simply  ignored  them. 
And  those  he  received— well,  he  promptly  restored  thenj. 
It  won't  take  a  wise  man  to  see,  such  a  fray 
As  this  I've  described  could  but  end  in  one  way. 
And  at  length  Hugh's  opponent  lay  biting  the  dirt. 
While  he  left  the  scene  of  the  contest  unhurt. 
The  populace  cheered  him,  but  could  not  make  out 
How  snch  a  surprising  result  came  about. 
But  Hugh  had  not  done,  he  had  four  combats  more  _ 
With  four  seasoned  knights,  e'er  the  Tourney  was  o'er— 


In  each  one  he  acted  in  just  the  same  way ; 
And  his  rivals,  unhorsing  him,  fancied  that  they 
Had  the  game  in  their  hands,  but  were  awfully  sold 
On  finding  that  not  one  of  all  their  blows  told, 
While  his  ones  were  nailers. 

And  of  his  assailers  I, 
The  last  one  he  almost  chopped  into  nine  tailors. 
This  ended  the  fight. 
And  with  keenest  delight 
Was  Uncle  Jack  tilled,  as  they  rode  home  that  night. 
He  was  proud  of  the  lad,  and  he  put  his  name  down 
At  once  for  each  Tournament  held  near  to  town. 
And  Hugh  came  out  victor  at  each  one  attended. 
Until  his  career  was  through  jealousy  ended  ; 
For  the  knights  whom  he  met,  and  was  constantly  beatmg^ 
Took  council,  and  carried  ncm.  con.  at  the  meeting, 
A  motion,  which  straightway  they  put  into  practice 
The  next  time  Hugh  rode  in  the  lists,  for  the  fact  is 
They  yelled  at  him  "  Wizard !  "  and  cried  that  Black  Art. 
Had  in  his  continued  success  no  small  part. 
And  they  followed  this  up  with  suggestions  of  roasting, 
Or,  better  still,  over  a  slow  fire  toasting. 

Which,  when  the  crowd  heard, 
They  took  up  the  word. 
And  the  way  that  they  went  for  poor  Hugh  was  absurd; 
For  crowds,  in  those  days. 
Had  most  curious  ways. 
And  nothing  so  pleased  them  as  bonfire  displays. 
In  which  fellow-creatures  were  treated  as  fuel. 
Nor  did  they  appear  to  regard  this  as  cruel. 
At  any  rate,  Hugh  was  pulled  down  from  his  steed, 
And,  though  he  protested,  was  made  to  proceed 
To  a  spot  where  a  post  was  fixed  firm  in  the  ground; 
And  there  with  their  girdles  and  neckties  they  bound 
Him  tightly  to  it. 
Not  heeding  one  bit 
The  assertions  he  made  that  he  would  not  submit ; 
Some  others,  meanwhile. 
Had,  in  orthodox  style. 
The  broken  down  lists  round  him  started  to  pi!e, 
And,  taking  the  hint, 
A  knight  with  a  flint 
And  his  sword  struck  a  spark,  which  he  carght  on  some  hnS 
That  he  had  in  his  pocket  as  well  as  some  plaster, 
In  case  he  might  happen  to  meet  with  disaster. 
He  blew  at  the  spark,  and  it  soon  was  a  flame. 
And  he  lighted  the  pile  round  poor  Hugh  with  the  same. 
Now  I  am  not  aware  if  my  reader  has  been 
Situated  like  Hugh  ;  if  he  has,  then  I  wean 
He  will  readily  own  it  is  very  poor  fun. 
Especially  when  the  bonfire  has  begun— 
And  Hugh  found  it  so  ; 
When  the  first  gentle  glow 
That  circled  his  legs  began  fiercer  to  grow. 
He  drew  up  his  feet ;  when  the  crowd  saw  his  action 
They  cheered  themselves  hoarse,  and  they  yelled  to  distraction, 
"  The  Wizard  !  "  "  He's  feeling  it  now  !  "  "  Watch  hmi  blaze  !  '-- 
"  Not  he  !  "  "He  will  vanish  you'll  see  from  our  gaze 
In  a  puff  of  blue  smoke."   "  Not  this  time,  we  have  got  hiui 
Too  tightly  triced  up."    "  Vanish  !  Oh  dear  no,  not  him."' 
Their  grammar  was  fearful,  as  was  Hugh's  position, 
As  each  moment  brought  him  more  near  to  ignition. 
He  pulled  up  his  legs  like  a  cat  on  hot  bricks. 
To  cool  them  by  aid  of  some  furious  kicks. 
"  Ah  !  look  at  him  now.    This  all  doubting  refutes. 
His  Black  Art  is  running  in  streams  from  liis  boots  ! '" 
And  certainly  something  both  sticky  and  black 
Was  running  in  smoking  hot  streams  through  a  crack 
In  his  steel  Blucher  boots— by  the  by  he'd  intended 
E'er  coming  to  fight  to  have  had  that  crack  mended, 
"  He'll  soon  now  be  dead, 

You  will        "    No  more  was  said. 

Bat  the  speaker  turned  pale,  clutched  his  nose,  turned  an<i 
fled. 

And  quickly  another  did  just  the  same  thing. 

And  a  third,  and  a  fourth,  the  next  instant  took  wing ! 

And  then  in  a  batch. 

Having  each  made  a  snatch 
At  the  nose  each  one  owned,  with  the  swiftest  despatch. 
The  crowd  late  so  noisy  was  right  out  of  sight. 
But  what  was  the  cause  of  their  curious  flight  ? 
It  was  this  - a  most  choking  and  sickening  smell. 

So  vile  and  revolting,  and  something  like  well. 

It  was  something  like  nothing  they'd  e'er  smelt  before, 
And  so  strong  that  a  whiff  made  their  noses  all  sore. 
But  if  you,  my  reader,  still  wish  to  know  more  ^ 
What  the  odour  was  like  which  such  startling  fruit  bore,, 
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A  pair  of  goloshes  thrust  into  the  fire, 

And  you'll  learn,  if  you  don't  on  the  instant  expire. 


JBut  all  this  time  Hugh  we  have  left  slowly  frying, 
A.nd  from  his  hot  quarters  to  free  himself  trying."' 

He  paused  when  he  saw 

The  crowd  quickly  withdraw, 
But  only  allowed  himself  one  moment's  law  ; 

Then  at  it  again, 

With  might  and  with  main. 
And  crack  !  the  charred  neckties  gave  way  with  the  strain, 

And  he  stood  a  free  man. 

And,  oh  dear  !  hov/  he  ran  ! 


He  was  home  at  his  uncle's  almost  quicker  than 
I've  taken  to  tell  you  ;  and  upstairs  he  scurried. 
And  out  of  his  armour  like  lightning  he  hurried. 
That  evening  his  uncle  and  he  had  a  talk, 
And  settled  between  them  tlie  best  way  to  bawk 
Interviewers,  and  sucli  like  inquisitive  bores. 
Would  be  for  Hugh  slily  to  leave  England's  shores 


For  a  time.    This  he  did  in  the  clipper  Carbuncle, 

For  Sierra  Leone  bound,  and  owned  by  his  uncle. 

He  landed  in  safety,  and  then  with  the  money 

And  prizes  which  lately  at  Tourneys  he'd  won,  he 

In  raw  India-rubber  successfully  traded. 

Asserting  that  it  had  already  much  aided 

His  fortunes,  a  statement  some  thought  enigmatic, 

Not  knowing  what  lay  concealed  up  in  an  attic 

In  London.    And  lastly,  the  half-dozen  sisters 

He'd  left,  remained  spinsters ;  for  knights  and  plain  misters 

Grew  sharp,  and  were  up  to  the  traps  Kupert  set. 

Avoiding  the  sly  matrimonial  net ; 

So  that  when,  in  due  course,  Hugh  came  home  as  Sir  Hugh, 

He  parcelled  them  off  in  three  pairs,  two  and  two. 

With  two  hundred  a  year,  and  house  for  each  pair, 

Which  the  neighbours  remarked  was  excessively  fair  ; 

And  thus  all  the  six  tranquil  quiet  lives  led. 

With  their  parrots  and  cats,  but  unwooed  and  unwed. 
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By  a.  G.  Muneo,  b.a..  City  of  London  School. 


"  Door  old  Dinnle,"  sighed  Charlie  Lamb, 
±     lookmg  up  from  his  Horace  to  his 
cousm  Cameron,  who  was  lost  in  his  Latin 
co/uposition  for  next  inorning's  lesson. 

Look  here,  young  'un,  just  shut  up,"  was 
Cameron's  peremptory  reply,  "  and  polish  off 
that  Horace,  or  you'll  be  spun  in  your  exam, 
liemcmber  your  brother  Leslie,  and  learn 
wis-dom." 

This  was  rather  hard  on  Leslie,  who  had 
been  a  most  indefatigable  crammer,  and, 
•alter  getting  full  marks  for  a  Navy  cadetship' 
was  rejected  by  the  First  Lord  simply  be- 
cause he  was  colour-blind. 

Cameron  was  the  captain  of  St.  Vesper's, 
and  it  was  by  his  gracious  permission  that 
young  Lamb  of  the  fourth  form  was  allowed 
to  do  his  evening  prep,  in  the  sixth  form 
boy's  study. 

Though  Cameron  was  vexed  with  liis 
cousin,  it  was  evident  that  Charlie's  inter- 
I'uptaon  had  disturbed  the  usual  equanimity 
of  his  disposition.  Try  as  he  would  to  con- 
centrate his  thoughts  on  next  day's  work,  the 
attempt  failed,  and  swinging  round  suddenly 
ion  his  chair  he  seized  the  poker,  digging  i't 
'.furiously  into  the  blazing  logs  as  if  to  vent 
4he  fury  of  his  misgivings  on  the  flames. 
St.  Vesper's  was  under  a  cloud,  and  it 


I  was  poor  Cameron's  hand  that  had  dealt  the 
blow  by  wliich  the  ordinary  peaceful  cur- 
rent of  school  life  had  been  'disturbed.  Mr. 
Din  woody,  or  as  the  fellows  at  Si.  Vesper's 
called  him— Dinnie— was  at  this  period  the 
universal  favourite  at  the  great  public  school. 
No  other  master  within  the  memory  of  all 
Vespasians  had  ever  been  so  beloved.  The 
head-master  was  always  spoken  of  with  bated 
breath   and   oppressive   reverence   as  the 
Doctor.     The  tifth-form  master  was  merely 
Mr.  Moulter,  a  title  which  with  most  public 
schoolboys  signifies   complete  indifference. 
Mr.  Styles,  who  ruled  over  the  upper  fourth, 
held  somewhat  of  the  affection  of  the  fellows, 
who  honoured  him  with  the  name  of  Old 
Styles.     But  Mr.  Reginald  Dinwoody,  who 
was  the  Doctor's   house-master  and  only 
taught  the  preparatory  class  composed  of 
boys  drafted  therein  during  their  first  year's 
residence  at  St.  Vesper's,  beloved,  honoured 
and  looked  up  to  in  all  matters  of  practical 
wisdom  bearing  on  the  administration  of  out- 
door life  in  the  Kepublic  of  School,  was 
invariably  spoken  of  as  Dinnie.    Such  a  title 
passed  at  St.  Vesper's,  as  similar  epithets  do 
at  other  public  schools,  as  the  current  coin 
of  utmost  boyish  reverence  and  love. 
How  Reginald  Dinwoody  ever  became  a 


schoolmaster  was  a  mystery  to  many  of  the 
fellows,  simple  as  the  facts  are.  That  a 
cousin  of  Sir  Henry  Dinwoody,  at  whose  house 
the  master  dined  every  other  Sunday,  should 
only  take  the  preparatory  form  was  a  puzzler 
to  those  boys  who  compared  his  fine  aristo- 
cratic features  and  well-knit  muscular  limbs 
with  Mr.  Moulter's  stereotyped  donnish  man- 
ners and  Mr.  Styles's  orthodox  pedantry. 

But  Reginald  Dinwoody,  although"  the 
cousin  of  a  baronet  and  himself  only  separated 
from  the  honour  and  dignity  of  "the  family 
baronetcy  by  a  couple  of  lives — those  of  Sir 
Henry  and  his  < nn^uiuptive  child— had  been 
sadly  victimised  by  circumstances.  Scarcely 
had  he  completed  his  second  year  at  Oxford, 
than  his  father,  who  was  in  the  Indian  ser- 
vice, died,  an  event  followed  immediately  by 
the  loss  of  every  penny  of  his  mother's  in- 
heritance by  a  huge  bank  failure.  Sir  Henry, 
too,  who  had  suffered  serious  reverses  from 
the  same  cause,  was  able  only,  at  the  utir.ost, 
to  help  his  young  cousin  to  take  his  il;  gree 
at  Oxford,  so  that  on  leaving  the  Uivverbity 
Reginald  was  but  too  glad  to  accept  the 
Doctor's  offer  of  a  house-mastership  at  his 
old  school,  together  vidltb  charge  of  the  pre- 
paratory class. 

It  was  wonderful  wlbat  influence  the  yostng 
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Oxonian  had  acquired  over  the  fellows  during 
the  fifteen  years  he  had  been  at  St.  Vesper's. 
One  great  reason  was  that  he  was  the  very 
life  and  soul  of  all  the  school  clubs,  though 
the  sixth  form  fellows  doubtless  more  nearly 
divined  the  cause  of  Mr.  Dinwoody's  popu- 
larity in  their  oft-expressed  conviction  that 
Old  binnie  was  the  essence  of  a  "  grand  old 
English  gentleman."  Had  the  boys  only  been 
able  to  fully  fathom  the  secret  sorrow  which 
the  house-master  had  hidden  from  all  eyes 
•under  a  demeanour  of  constant  cheerfulness, 
their  affection  would  certainly  have  found 
vent  in  such  generous  sympathy  as  only 
English  schoolboys  can  feel  for  their  mas- 
ters. 

Cameron,  the  captain  of  the  school,  was 
the  one  fellow  who  had  guessed  that  some 
mysterious  sorrow  worked  like  a  canker  on 
Heginald  Dinwoody's  soul.  But  Cameron  did 
not  know  all.  Going  to  the  house-master's 
:study  one  morning  the  previous  September 
to  arrange  for  r.  cricket  match  between  the 
Doctor's  house  and  IIy.  Moulter's,  he  had  sur- 
prised him  gazing,  in  the  piteousness  of  the 
most  abject  sorrow,  at  the  portrait  of  the 
bronzed  old  Indian  Colonel  that  formed  a 
centre-piece  for  an  array  of  guns,  fishing-rods, 
and  other  sporting  paraphernalia  over  the 
mantel-piece. 

Dark  whispers  of  suicide  and  an  unsound 
state  of  mind  were  uttered  in  the  clubs  of 
which  Colonel  Dinwoody  had  been  a  member, 
ljut  o£  this  Cameron  knew  nothing.  The 
captain  intuitively  divined  somewhat  of 
which  every  soul  in  St.  Vesper's— the  Doctor 
included — knew  nothing,  and  the  expression 
on  the  favourite  master's  face  haunted  him 
■with  double  force  since  the  day  of  the  mptch 
versus  Moulter's. 

Any  masters  who  joined  in  these  house 
matches  were  always  welcomed  by  the  boys, 
and  as  this  year  no  less  than  seven  of  the 
:first  eleven  hailed  from  the  latter  house,  the 
:boys  who  boarded  at  the  Doctor's  just  hoped 
-to  pull  ofi  the  event  with  the  house-master's 
-help. 

The  game  proved  most  exciting,  and  at  the 
■close  Fletcher,  the  captain  of  Moulter's,  was 
,at  the  wickets  with  Carruthers,  a  new  fellow, 
;and  only  four  runs  to  win.  Mr.  Dinwoody, 
who  had  kept  wicket  for  his  college  at  Oxford, 
invariably  occupied  this  post  at  St.  Vesper's. 
■Cameron,  who  bowled  with  terrific  pace  and 
■varying  accuracy,  went  on  in  the  hope  of 
:getting  Carruthers'  wicket,  but  to  his  intense 
■flisgust  the  first  ball  resulted  in  a  most  fluky 
snick  for  three,  which  left  the  school  ca,p- 
tain  in  no  enviable  frame  of  mind  opposite 
to  Fletcher.  Either  Cameron  put  more 
lightning  into  that  last  furious  delivery,  or 
the  ball  struck  on  an  imperfect  pitch,  for  it 
•caught  the  house-master  an  awful  blow  on  the 
temple,  and  laid  him  prostrate  and  senseless 
■on  the  ground. 

Poor  Dinuie  !  Little,  until  those  three 
miserable  weeks  when  the  house-master  lay 
raving  in  the  delirium  of  brain-fever,  did  the 
fellows  know  how  dear  to  them  all  he  was  ! 

It  was  now  the  middle  of  November, 
.and  though  Mr.  Dinwoody  was  taking  the 
preparatory  class  once  more,  he  was  no  longer 
the  Dinnie'  of  old,  but  a  sour-visaged  man,  a 
dread  to  his  own  youngsters  in  school,  and 
.a  painful  mystery  to  the  elder  Vespasians. 
Never  in  the  whole  history  of  the  school  had 
there  been  such  an  insipid,  miserable  autumn. 
It  seemed  as  if  the  accident  in  the  match 
■versus  Moulter's  had  sapped  the  whole  life 
and  vigour  out  of  the  athletics.  Mr.  Moulter, 
evidently  conscious  that  something  was  amiss, 
though  not  exactly  knowing  what,  sought  an 
•opportunity  during  an  exposition^  on  Greek 
itames  for  an  academical  dissertation  on  the 
honourable  culture  of  public  schools  in  the 
important  department  of  athletics.  But  Mr. 
Moulter's  philippics  fell  on  fruitless  ground. 


His  audience  felt  that  an  ounce  of  example 
was  worth  a  ton  of  precept. 

Mr.  Styles,  rashly  venturing  to  tread  where 
his  colleague  had  so  ignominiously  failed, 
tried  his  hand  at  a  masterly  disquisition  on 
the  Roman  amphitheatre,  but,  not  venturing 
to  show  himself  in  flannels  the  following  day 
as  most  of  his  class  confidently  anticipated, 
the  fourth  form  master  met  with  no  better 
success  than  Mr.  Moulter. 

It  was  a  sad  business,  and  whilst  the  pre- 
paratory boys  squirmed  and  writhed  under 
the  severe  and  almost  cruel  n'tjijuc  of  their 
master's  altered  demeanour  in  school,  the 
hearts  of  the  fifth  and  sixth  forms  sank 
within  them  every  day,  as  their  old  friend 
Dinnie,  instead  of  entering  the  wicket-gate 
leading  to  the  playing  fields  amid  a  crowd  of 
hilarious  and  admiring  Vespasians,  passed 
morosely  down  the  Doctor's  drive  in  the 
direction  of  the  gloomy  old  yews  skirting  the 
village  churchyard. 

Once  Cameron  and  Fletcher  headed  a  de- 
putation of  the  bigger  fellows,  who  respectf  ully 
and  cap  in  hand  intercepted  their  old  friend 
as  he  passed  by  the  wicket-gate,  begging  him 
to  join  in  the  afternoon  game  ;  but  whether 
the  boys  were  more  annoyed  or  sorrowful  as 
the  master  brushed  savagely  past,  they  could 
not  say.  Poor  Cameron  flushed  with  pain  as 
Mr.  Dinwoody  singled  him  out  from  the  rest 
for  a  look  of  scathing  scorn,  and  made  a  vow 
that  henceforth  and  for  ever  the  school  clubs 
might,  as  far  as  he  was  concerned,  "go  to 
pot."  ,  i 

"  Awfully  sorry,  Cameron ;  hope  I  didn't  j 
offend  you."  said  Charlie  Lamb,  looking  up  j 
from  the  Horace  once  more  as  the  captain 
sat  digging  at  the  blazing  faggot,  from  which 
at  intervals  volumes  of  smoke  and  sparks  | 
roared  up  the  study  chimney. 

"  Get  on  with  your  Horace,  don't  you 
hear,  or  else  clear  out,"  was  the  reply. 

"Neu  desint  epulis  ros*,  neu  vivax,  neu 
vivax,"  began  poor  Charlie  in  semi-audible 
tones. 

"New  bootjacks,"  exclaimed  Cameron, 
bending  down  suddenly  to  catch  up  one  of 
those  useful  articles  as  if  about  to  let  fling  at 
his  cousin's  head,  but,  pausing  in  the  act, 
sat  down  with  his  head  resting  on  his  arm, 
giving  expression  to  what  sounded  to  Charlie 
uncommonly  like  a  suppressed  sob. 

Whatever  Charlie's  perplexity  at  this  novel 
sight  of  Cameron's  distress  would  have  per- 
mitted him  to  utter  was  cut  short  by  a 
volume  of  smoke  which  floated  into  the  study 
from  below  the  fireplace  and  filled  the  room 
instantaneously. 

The  night  was  gloomy,  a  fog  ■(V'orthy  of  a 
London  February  hanging  round  the  grey 
college  buildings  and  oozing  through  the 
Elizabethan  windows  into  the  study.  The 
studies  in  the  Doctor's  house  were  over  the 
cloisters,  running  at  right  angles  to  the 
chapel.  Cameron's  study,  however,  was 
above  a  room  known  as  the  carpenter's 
shop,  which  was  a  recent  innovation  at  St. 
Vesper's,  erected  as  a  sop  to  an  irritable 
governor  impressed  with  the  importance  of 
technical  education,  though  what  good  the 
fellows  had  yet  done,  except  nearly  chopping 
off  one  or  two  little  fingers,  nobody  could 
tell. 

"  Poof,  poof,  you've  set  the  chimney  on 
fire,  Cameron  !  "  cried  Charlie  Lamb  in  alarm, 
as  a  current  of  damp  wind  floated  amid  an 
increased  mass  of  nebulous  vapour  through 
the  boards  of  the  study  floor. 

"Chimney  on  fire,  fiddlesticks;  it's  the 
shavings  and  sawdust  in  that  horrid  hole 
below  have  caught  fire  ;  just  cut  and  fetch 
Dormer  and  Hastings,  so  that  we  may  go 
down  at  once  ;  "  and  the  captain  threw  open 
the  row  of  lattice  windows. 

"  Oh,  here  you  are,  Dormer ;  come  on, 
Hastings,  there's  something  wrong  iu  that 


precious  shed  down  below ;  here,  Charlie, 
catch  hold  of  these  matches  and  follow 
on  ;  "  and  Cameron  led  the  way  down  to  the 
cloisters. 

That  the  smoke  came  from  the  carpenter's 
shop  was  quite  clear,  as  the  white  eddies 
came  out  from  the  open  door  and  mingled 
harmoniously  with  the  raw  fog  in  the  quad- 
rangle. Fortunately,  the  night  air  was  satu- 
rated with  moisture,  or  the  smoke  must  soon 
have  given  birth  to  flame. 

As  the  boys  approached  the  open  door 
Cameron  thought  he  heard  a  light  footfall, 
and  his  senses  must  have  deceived  him  or 
else  he  saw  the  dim  outline  of  a  figure 
vanishing  like  a  spectre  across  the  gloomy 
quadrangle.  But  in  a  few  minutes  the  smoke 
grew  perceptibly  less,  though,  as  the  captaiii 
examined  the  floor  of  the  room,  a  pile  of 
charred  shavings  indicated  that,  had  it  not; 
been  for  the  dense  fog,  the  whole  building 
would  soon  probably  have  been  in  a  blaze. 

Trifling  as  this  incident  appeared  to 
Dormer  and  Hastings,  it  haunted  Cameron 
for  the  next  fortnight  like  the  shades  of  Old 
Denmark  did  Hamlet.  The  captain  of  the 
school  had  found  on  the  floor  a  silver  match- 
box bearing  the  well-known  initials  R.  D., 
and  so  abstracted  and  heedless  did  the  poor 
boy  become  that  the  head-master  admonished 
him  on  the  remissness  of  his  recent  studies, 
and  the  fellows  in  the  sixth  predicted  that 
the  December  Exams,  would  see  the  cap- 
taincy of  St.  Vesper's  pass  into  the  hands  of 
Fletcher. 

But  the  spirits  of  Vespasians  were  elastic, 
and  could  not  succumb  to  gloom  for  ever. 

With  December  came  brighter  weather, 
clear,  bracing  days  which  worked  wonders ; 
and  with  bright  weather  came  news  which 
always  brought  sunshine  into  the  grand  old 
school.  Dormer,  a  quiet,  studious  fellow, 
who,  like  Hamlet's  mole,  did  piles  of  work 
in  the  dark,  that  is,  without  the  knowledge 
of  boys  or  masters,  won  a  scholarship  at 
Balliol,  and  with  the  scholarship  came  a 
felicitous  oration  from  the  Doctor  and  the 
usual  announcement  of  a  whole  holiday  and 
a  cross-country  run,  Hastings  and  Dormer  to 
be  the  hares. 

Mr.  Dinwoody  had  always  delighted  to 
scamper  up-hill  and  down-dale  on  these 
excursions,  and  acted  as  whipper-in.  The 
Doctor  only  allowed  the  boys  above  the 
Junior  school  to  follow  the  hares,  and  rejoiced 
in  having  a  house-master  who,  horn  in  hand, 
enjoyed  whipping-up  the  straggling  hounds, 
so  that  none  of  them  should  get  lost  on  the 
wild  moorland  beyond  St.  Vesper's  ;  but  none 
of  the  fellows  thought  that  their  favourite 
whipper-in  would  be  present  on  this  occasion. 
This  was  the  only  regret  which  tinged  the 
happiness  of  their  cup.  What,  then,  v/as 
their  surprised  delight  when,  as  the  pack 
j  was  a-mustering  to  give  pursuit,  Dinnie's 
horn  rang  out  the  familiar  blast  on  the  crisp 
1  morning  air  and  the  well-known  college 
colour  of  the  Oxonian  mingled  with  the 
mass  of  white  flannel  in  the  quadrangle. 

"Dinnie!  Dinnie!"  chorused  a  volley  of 
youthful  voices,  and,  like  sportive  deer,  the 
whole  troop  were  soon  coursing  about  among 
the  heather  between  St.  Vesper's  and  the 
hamlet  of  Winterlow,  beyond  which  the 
bleak  and  open  moorland  lies.  From  Win- 
terlow to  Stone  Edge  Moor,  then  down  into  the 
pastoral  valley  of  Heatherdale,  and  so  back 
across  eight  miles  of  meadow-land  to  St. 
Vesper's.  Such  was  the  direction  mapped 
out,  and  never  did  a  pack  of  more  joyous 
hares  run  shouting  about  over  heather  and 
streamlet  than  the  noisy  pack  of  Vespasians 
on  that  glad  December  morning. 

Cameron  only,  of  all  the  Senior  school,  was 
not  with  the  rest.  Little  dreaming  that  Mr. 
Dinwoody  would  take  part  in  the  run,  and 
sadly  taking  to  heart  the  Doctor's  admonition. 
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he  had  gone  off,  after  the  announcement  of 
the  holiday,  to  his  study,  there  to  make  up 
for  lost  moments.  But  the  silence  in  the 
quadrangle  oppressed  him,  only  broken  by 
the  shouts  of  the  juniors  in  the  playing  fields, 
and,  though  he  scarce  knew  why,  a  sense  of 
overwhelming  uneasiness  stole  over  him, 
mixed  with  an  unaccountable  longing  to  join 
the  other  fellows.  The  more  he  tried  to 
concentrate  his  attention  on  his  work,  the 
more  unsettled  he  became,  and,  snatching  up 
his  cap,  he  was  soon  scouring  the  heather 
after  the  pack. 

Passing  Winterlow,  the  captain  found  the 
track  laid  indistinct,  owing  to  the  slight  fall 
of  snow  of  the  previous  evening,'  and  a  strong 
wind  blowing  from  the  north.  It  was  only  by 
the  help  of  footmarks  that  he  could  keep  the 
scent,  and  these  were  rarer  than  he  expected. 
Knowing,  however,  that  the  Doctor  had  pro- 
scribed the  Stone  Edge  route,  he  followed  on, 
expecting  every  minute  to  recover  the  com- 
plete track  or  to  catch  sight  of  the  hounds. 
"  Surely,"  mused  the  captain,  "  this  is  Dor- 
mer's footmark— yes,  those,  are  Hastings' 
boots  for  a  wager,  but  .  .  .  why,  where  on  earth 
can  the  hounds  have  vanished  to  ?  "  With 
a  curious  feeling  of  apprehension  he  awoke 
to  the  conclusion  that  the  hounds  were  gone 
off  on  a  totally  different  track  from  the  hares. 

"  Whatever  can  it  all  mean  ?  "  he  thought, 
and,  looking  round,  was  relieved  to  find  one 
hound,  his  cousin  Chai'lie  Lamb,  parted 
company  from  his  fellows,  evidently  as  lost 
as  himself. 

"  Blue  Water  Dam,  Cameron  ;  did  you  ever 
hear  such  rubbish  ?  Sure  enough  there  are 
Hastings'  and  Dormer's  footmarks  right 
ahead  ;  and  would  you  believe  that  the  whole 
lot  of  'em  have  followed  Dinnie  like  a  pack 
of  sheep  down  to  the  Blue  Water  Dam  !  I'd 
have  followed  the  hares  myself  all  the  way 
but  for  this  horrid  cramp.  I'll  just  tell  you 
what  it  is,  Cameron,"  and  here  the  boy's  voice 
sank  to  a  whisper  scarcely  audible  for  the 
gusty  north  wind,  "  poor  old  Dinnie's  mad  !  " 

But  the  captain  heeded  not  the  fourth- 
form  _  boy's  concluding  words.  The  very 
mention  of  the  steep  slopes  and  slippery 
rocks  rising  above  the  margin  of  the  lonely 
Blue  Water  Dam,  and  the  thought  of  a  troup 
of  careless  schoolboys  scurrying  they  knew 
not  whither,  was  enough  to  freeze  his  blood 
in  his  veins,  and,  swift  as  the  driving  north 
wind,  Cameron  went  bounding  back  to  Win- 
teriow.  A  brooklet,  having  its  source  at  the 
latter  hamlet,  leaps  down  over  mossy 
boulders,  past  many  a  hidden  trout-pool, 
gathering  strength  in  its  rapid  descent  to 
the  Blue  Water  Dam,  whose  deep  waters, 
stirred  with  the  swirl  of  the  swift  current) 
have  acquired  a  sinister  reputation  only  too 
well  known  at  St.  Vesper's  on  account  of  a 
sad  fatality  befallen  two  boys  not  many  years 
ago,  so  that  the  Doctor  had  proscribed  this  as 
a  forbidden  spot  to  every  pupil  in  the  school. 

Following  the  stream,  Cameron  soon  knew 
by  the  numerous  footmarks  that  this  was 
the  direction  the  whole  pack  of  hounds  had 
taken,  and,  swiftly  though  he  sprang  from 
rock  to  rock,  his  heart  nearly  failed  him  at 
the  thought  that  ere  he  reached  the  planta- 
tion of  firs  bordering  the  steep  banks  of  the 
Blue  Water,  it  might  be  too  late  to  avert  a 
terrible  catastrophe. 

Dinwoody  mad !  This,  then,  was  the  ex- 
planation of  the  house-master's  altered  eon- 
duct,  of  the  smouldering  embers  in  the  car- 
penter's shop,  and  of  whatever  tragedy  the 
lonesome  moorland  tarn,  swollen  by  the 
heavy  autumn  rains,  might  that  day  produce. 
Charlie  Lamb  had  spoken  the  truth,  and  the 
captain  could  almost,  in  the  remorse  of  his 
soul,  have  cursed  the  hand  that  dealt  the 
disastrous  blow. 

As  the  distant  waters  on  the  other  side 
the  dam  glinted  between  the  waving  firs,  a 


blast  from  tlie  well-known  horn  and  the 
clatter  of  innumerable  voices  indicated  that 
the  hounds  v.-ere  close  in  the  vicinity  of  the 
treacherous  spot.  The  boulders  of  tlie  slieam 
were  coated  with  ice,  and  it  was  only  by  a 
miracle  that  Cameron  had  hitherto  kept  his 
footing.  What,  then,  would  be  the  danger  on 
the^rocky  margin  of  the  Blue  Water  ? 

Gathered  round  a  large  fir-tvee,  the 
captain  came  suddenly  upon  a  crowd  of 
Vespasians  gesticulating  and  arguing  amid 
a  perfect  babel  of  confusion.  Fletcher  and 
the  other  members  of  the  Sixth,  convinced 
that,  Mr.  Dinwoody's  repeated  assurances  to 
the  contrary  notwithstanding,  the  Doctor  had 
not  given  a  subsequent  option  of  varying  the 
course,  and  that  the  hares  had  not  in  con- 
sequence led  the  way  to  the  Blue  Water,  were 
vainly  endeavouring  to  persuade  the  other 
fellows  to  return,  whilst  the  latter,  always 
loyally  obedient  to  the  house-master,  were 
equally  convinced  that  whither  he  led  they 
were  right  in  following. 

The  house-master  himself,  apparently  un- 
conscious of  all  confusion,  sfool  on  a  rock 
rising  in  full  view  from  the  water  below, 
alternately  causing  the  tirs  to  re-echo  with 
shrill,  discordant  blasts,  and  looking  round 
as  if  in  wonder  why  the  hounds  were  not 
following. 

The  appearance  of  the  captain  on  the 
scene  restored  something  like  order,  but 
already  some  of  the  more  venturesome 
hounds,  after  asserting  for  the  hundredth 
time  that  it  was  safe  as  houses,  and  old 
Dinnie  knew  what  was  what  if  anybody  did, 
were  starting  after  the  master. 

"  Don't  be  a  pack  of  old  women,"  cried 
Boundy,  of  the  upper  fourth.  "Come  on 
after  Dinnie,  Springer,  and  when  we  reach 
the  road  yonder,  won't  we  just  have  the 
crow  over  those  cowards  in  the  sixth  ?  " 

"  Come  back  ;  it's  the  Doctor's  orders  that 
every  fellow  returns  to  St.  "Vesper's  at  once  !  " 
shouted  Cameron,  in  tones  so  loud  that  the 
plantation  rang  again,  and  the  captain's 
voice  died  away  across  the  water  below. 

The  two  boys,  Boundy  and  Springer,  turned 
sullenly  on  their  heels  on  hearing  the  cap- 
tain's stern  words;  but  Dinnie,  seeing  that 
the  fellows  were  refusing  to  come  on,  more- 
over that  Cameron  was  the  cause  of  the 
refusal,  cast  a  glance  of  concentrated  passion 
on  the  leader,  gave  out  another  reverberating 
blast,  and  waving  his  hand  in  contemptuous 
scorn  at  the  crowd  of  awe-struck  Vespasians, 
jumped  dov/n  to  the  rocks  beneath.  Impelled 
by  fear,  the  captain  led  the  way  cautiously 
forward,  and  the  hounds  soon  all  stood  terri- 
fied spectators  of  the  scene  below. 

The  place  where  they  stood  commanded 
a  full  view  of  the  Blue  AVater  Dam,  and 
never  will  a  single  Vespasian  then  present 
forget  the  horrors  of  those  moments.  From 
the  slippery,  frosted  surface  of  one  rock  to 
that  of  another  the  house-master  sprang  in 
precipitous  downward  course,  and  though 
preserving  his  footing  with  marvellous  agility, 
it  was  only  too  clear  that  fate  was  impeUing 
him  to  the  depths  below. 

"  Save  him,  oh  save  him,  the  kindest 
heart  that  ever  beat!  "  cried  poor  Cameron, 
his  brain  swimming  with  the  agonising 
thought  of  his  own  hand's  work. 

"  Save  him,  save  him  !  "  devoutly  echoed 
a  chorus  of  youthful  voices,  many  of  the 
boys  faUing  to  their  knees  in  earnest  sup- 
plication to  heaven. 

But  heaven's  only  immediate  answer  to 
that  earnest  boyish  prayer,  rising  with  more 
implicit  and  fervid  reverence  amongst  the 
waving  firs  than  from  beneath  the  gilded  ' 
dome  .Ind  fretted  vault  of  a  hundred 
cathedrals,  was  a  fatal  slip  and  a  hollow 
plunge  as  the  eddying  waters  hid  from  view 
the  form  of  Jlr.  Dinwoody. 

"The  punt!  the  punt!"  shouted  two  score 


voices  as,  after  a  moment  of  agonised  sus- 
pense, ;\Ir.  Dinwoody  rose  to  the  surface  and 
struck  out  -  to  the  surprise  of  the  elder  boys,, 
who  tl!c)n;_'lit  tile  house-master  contemplated 
self-di-.-truction  — manfully  for  dear  life. 
But  the  current  was  strong  and  whirled  in 
rapid  eddies  round  his  struggling  form.  If 
only  he  could  strike  clear  of  'the  middle  of 
the  waters  he  might  reach  the  bank;  but  this, 
seemed  impossible,  and  all  he  could  do  was. 
to  keep  above  water. 

At  the  other  end  of  the  Blue  Water  Dam. 
was  a  massive,  circular,  concrete  tower,  sur- 
rounded partially  with  iron  gratings  through 
which  the  water  tumbled  headlong  into  a. 
subterranean  watercourse,  forming  the  supply- 
ot  the  county  town.  But  in  the  centre  of  the. 
tower,  opposite  the  rock  where  the  boys  stood,, 
the  gap  into  the  chasm  below  was  totally  un- 
protected for  the  width  of  some  dozen  feet,, 
and  through  this  gap  the  main  force  of  the 
mid-stream  current  was  drawn.  Towards 
this  opening  the  battling  form  of  the  house- 
master was  almost  imperceptibly  j^et  certainly 
drifting,  and  unless  some  unexpected  de- 
liverance were  manifested,  must  be  dashed 
onward  into  the  seething  vortex. 

Moored  to  the  concrete  pile  was  a  large- 
punt  used  by  the  company's  workmen  when- 
ever the  engineer  inspected  this  important 
supply.  Almost  mechanically,  with  scarce 
a  vestige  of  hope  in  their  hearts,  Cameron^ 
and  Fletcher  made  for  the  punt,  skirting  the- 
topmost  margin  of  the  Blue  Water.  Anotb.er 
period  of  suspense  was  followed  by  expressions, 
of  intense  relief  as  the  master  again  rose  to 
the  surface.  Slowly  and  surely,  however^ 
he  was  nearing  the  chasm  in  the  concrete- 
pile,  yawning  for  the  destruction  of  its. 
victim. 

Could  he  but  reach  the  grating  he  might 
hold  on  until  assistance  could  be  procured,.  ' 
but  the  distance  between  the  rails  was  wide 
and  the  force  of  the  current  drove  him  exactly 
midway  between.  There  was  but  one  wny 
of  averting  a  horrible  catastrophe,  namely, 
to  drive  the  punt  across  the  fatal  gap.  The- 
house-master  was  now  within  twenty  yards, 
of  his  destruction,  drawing  each  second,  inchi 
by  inch,  nearer,  though  fighting  like  a  hero- 
against  the  terrible  odds.  Fifteen,  ten  yards, 
more,  and  the  suction  of  the  waters  drove 
him  to  and  fro  like  a  fragment  of  cork.  It 
was  a  heartrending  sight  for  the  breathless; 
crowd  above,  and  the  majority  closed  their 
eyes  for  fear. 

Suddenly  arose  a  cheer,  a  mighty,  ringing.- 
cheer,  renewed  again  and  again.  Cameroii 
and  Fletcher  had  reached  the  boat  and  were- 
loosening  it  from  its  moorings.  But  would 
they  be  in  time  ?  The  poor  swimmer  cculcl 
scarcely  battle  more  with  the  whirlpool  on. 
whose  very  vertex  he  lay  tossing,  expecting- 
every  instant  to  be  devoured.  Another- 
second  would  have  been  too  late,  and  only- 
just  as  the  waters  of  the  Blue  Water  Dam 
were  about  to  engulf  their  victim  was  the- 
punt's  nose  shoved  by  Cameron  and  Fletcher- 
across  the  chasm  and  ]\Ir.  Dinwoody  dragged 
unconscious  on  board. 


The  rest  is  soon  told.  The  blow  caused, 
by  Cameron's  cricket-ball  had,  as  the  reader 
is  aware,  produced  an  attack  of  brain-fever, 
with  the  above  disastrous  results.  The- 
shock  in  the  Blue  Water  Dam,  with  equal 
suddenness,  destroyed  the  ill  effects  of  the 
accident  in  the  match  versus  Moulter's. 
]\Ir.  Dinwoody  was  only  confined  to  his  room 
for  a  few  daj-s,  and,  curiously  enough,  the 
first  person  he  asked  for  was  the  captain  of 
the  school,  who  was  the  only  one  who  had 
throughout  divined  the  true  state  of  the  case. 
It  was  subsequent  to  the  house-master's  re- 
covery that  the  head-master  learnt  what  had 
transpired  at  the  Blue  Water  Dam.  believing- 
meanwhile  that  Mr.  Dinwoody  had  beea 


TEE  TRAGEDY  OF  ST.   VEST  EE'S. 


33 


under  a  mistaken  impression  as  regards  the 
prohibition  to  approach  the  spot. 

The  St.  Vesper  playing-fields  were,  next 
Spring,  as  gay  as  ever,  and  the  athletic  clubs 
flomished  abundantly.  But  Mr.  Reginald 
Dinwoody  did  not  long  remain  at  St.  Vesper's. 


The  decease  of  Sir  Henry  was  followed 
rapidly  by  that  of  his  consumptive  heir,  and 
now  that  Sir  Reginald  reigns  as  master  of 
Dinwoody  Lodge,  one  of  his  chief  delights 
is  to  pay  frequent  visits  to  St.  Vesper's  and 
chat  with  the  fellows  in  the  playing-fields. 


It  is  due  to  Mr.  Moulter  and  Mr.  Styles  to 
add,  that  although  their  late  colleague  ranks 
considerably  higher  in  the  social  scale  than 
formerly,  the  bare  idea  of  jealousy  on  ac- 
count of  his  promotion  has  never  yet  entered 
their  minds. 


The  Lost  Pen  ! 
{Drawn  for  the    Boy's  Own  Paper"  by  George  Fox.) 


MY  EIRST  BEAR! 


By  Sir  Gilbert  Campbell,  Bart., 

Author  of  "  Mij  First  Tiger"  "  The  Treasure  of  the  Cacique"  etc. 


I SUPPOSE  it  was  because  I  was  an  only  son 
that  I  was  so  much  petted  and  pampered. 
In  fact,  nothing  was  too  good  for  me,  and  my 
only  wonder  i.s  that,  as  a  child,  my  constitu- 
tion escaped  undamaged  from  the  numerous 
infallible  nostrums  which  my  mother  and 
her  female  friends  poured  down  my  helpless 
throat. 

At  any  rate,  I  did  escape  them  and  reached 
the  mature  age  of  twenty-one,  without  even 
having  been  exposed  to  the  rough  vicissitudes 
of  school  life.  I  was  a  great  reader,  chiefly 
of  works  of  the  Eoniantic  school,  and  was  in 
the  habit  of  chanf.';ii i;-'  pl:i'  ('  with  some  of  my 
favourite  heroes  and  iL.ruiing  deeds  of  the 
most  doughty  description. 

I  have  rescued  a  fair  lady  from  the  hands 
of  brigands,  and  received  her  thanks,  as  with 
my  flashing  blade  in  my  hand  I  stood  with 
my  foot  upon  the  chest  of  the  robber  chief, 
keeping  the  remainder  of  the  band  at  bay  by 
the  haughty  glance  of  my  eye.  I  have  per- 
formed great  and  inestimable  services  for 


kings  and  emperors,  and  declined  the  titles 
and  honours  which  they  would  fain  have 
lavished  upon  me  ;  and  as  a  traveller,  on  paper 
of  course,  I  have  made  more  wondrous  dis- 
coveries than  even  those  suggested  by  the 
prolific  brain  of  .Jules  Verne. 

A  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my 
dream,  however,  when  I  had  arrived  at  the 
ripe  age  I  have  already  mentioned.  My 
mother  had  a  brother,  and  I  consequently 
was  the  proud  possessor  of  an  uncle,  whom  I 
had  never  seen,  for  the  simple  reason  that  he 
was  an  East  Indian  merchant  and  resided  in 
Calcutta,  that  city  of  palaces  on  the  banks  of 
the  Hooglily. 

Tiie  accounts  we  were  in  the  habit  of  re- 
ceiving of  this  relative  were  wonderful  and 
dazzling  in  the  extreme.  He  was  un- 
married and  lived  in  a  pucka  house,  which  I 
found  out  afterwards  meant  a  house  built  with 
mortar  and  kiln-dried  bricks,  and  not  mere 
heaps  of  clay  baked  in  the  sun,  and  had 
a  host  of  sv/arthy  retainers,  in  the  shane  of 


vhccstics,  punka-wallahs,  syces,  kitmaghaes, 
and  cJiuprassies,  all  ministering  to  his  wants. 

Our  relative  was  reported  to  be  possessed 
of  fabulous  wealth,  and  twice  every  year  my 
mother  despatched  a  letter  to  him,  to  which, 
as  soon  as  I  had  been  taught  to  wield  the 
pen,  I  added  a  few  lines. 

One  hot  summer's  day  the  postman  brought 
us  an  Indian  letter,  which  filled  our  peace- 
ful home  with  terror  and  dismay.  It  was 
from  my  uncle,  and  in  a  brief  but  business- 
like manner  went  on  to  say  that  he  had 
received  tlie  various  communications,  the 
dates  of  which  were  noted  on  the  margin, 
and  as  he  was  in  want  of  assistance,  if 
Adolphus  (have  I  mentioned  that  that  was 
my  name  ?)  were  consigned  to  him  per  steamer 
Eamchowder,  which  left  the  port  of  London 
on  June  21,  he  would  make  a  man  of  him, 
and  that  if  he  escaped  fevers,  cholera,  snake- 
bites, and  other  little  casualties  w.hich  serve  to 
render  the  life  of  the  Anglo-Indian  uncer- 
tain, by  the  time  he  was  forty-five  or  fifty  the 
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said  Adolphus  might  be  the  owner  of  a  coupln 
of  lacs  of  rupees,  which  would  fully  compen- 
sate for  a  lack  of  liver. 

At  first  my  mother  positively  refused  to 
part  with  her  darling,  and  my  father  was  in- 
clined to  endorse  her  decision ;  but  night 
brings  counsel,  and  it  was  at  length  resolved 
that  it  would  never  do  to  offend  Uncle  Josiah, 
and  that,  consequently,  the  hope  of  the  house 
should  be  sent  across  the  raging  ocean. 

I  was  not  displeased  wi  th  the  idea.  I  had  read 
the  "Arabian  Nights,"  the  prose  portion  of 
"  Lalla  Rookh,"  and  a  wonderful  book  called 
"  The  War  of  the  Nizam,"  translated  from 
the  French,  and  was  filled  with  a  desire  to 
visit  the  gorgeous  East. 

At  a  meeting  of  friends  and  relatives  a 
night  or  two  before  I  sailed,  the  land  of  my 
a  loption  was  thoroughly  discussed,  and  I  re- 
member it  was  decided  that  beyond  a  little 
more  heat,  and  the  presence  of  a  tiger  or  so, 
with  an  occasional  cobra,  there  was  very 
Utile  difference  between  India  and  the  King's 
Road,  Brighton,  in  which  I  had  resided  ever 
since  I  could  remember. 

I  will  not  detail  the  harrowing  farewells, 
nor  dwell  upon  the  wonders  of  the  sea  voyage, 
save  to  express  my  surprise  at  the  wonderful 
amount  of  nourishment  the  human  dia- 
phragm is  capable  of  receiving  on  board  an 
ocean-going  steamer.  Suffice  it  to  say,  that 
in  due  time  I  arrived  at  my  destination  and 
was  received  in  the  kindest  manner  by  my 
avuncular  relative,  who,  attired  in  snowy 
duck  garments  and  dried  up  by  the  Indian 
sun,  gave  me  at  first  sight  the  idea  of  a  person 
who  had  passed  the  greater  portion  of  his 
existence  in  a  lime-kiln. 

When  the  first  awkwardness  had  worn  away, 
I  buckled  to  my  work,  and  aftsr  I  had  made 
myself  acquainted  with  it,  I  won  lavish 
encomiums  from  my  relative. 

Alas,  however,  all  things  bright  come  to 
an  end,  and  after  six  months'  sojourn  in  the 
glorious  East,  I  got  a  touch  of  fever,  which 
rendered  me  completely  prostrate. 

"My  lad,"  said  my  uncle  kindly,  when  I 
had  been  convalescent  for  a  few  days, 
"you  will  never  pick  up  down  here.  You 
shall  have  a  trip  to  the  Hills,  and  that  will 
complete  the  cure." 

Accordingly  I  started  for  Simla,  and  after 
a  fatiguing  journey  arrived  at  the  Queen  of 
Himalayan  stations  in  fairly  good  health,  and 
provided  with  a  plentiful  store  of  cash  by  my 
kind-hearted  relative. 

I  took  up  my  abode  at  a  dilapidated  hotel, 
kept  by  a  canny  old  Scotchman  who  con- 
sidered that  the  best  mode  of  treating  his 
guests  was  to  leave  them  pretty  nmch  to 
themselves,  and  began  to  do  all  I  could  to 
pick  up  health  and  vigour.  The  cool  breezes 
and  the  scent  of  the  pine-trees  helped  me 
wonderfully,  and  so  did  the  pleasant  society 
in  which  I  found  myself. 

My  especial  chum  was  a  young  officer  who 
occupied  the  room  next  to  mine.  I  suppose 
he  had  a  name,  but  he  was  so  generally 
known  as  "Gaiters"  from  his  fondness  of 
arraying  his  nether  extremities  in  a  pair  of 
.leather  ones,  that  I  have  entirely  forgotten 
^his  real  patronymic. 

Gaiters  was  a  pretended  adherent  of  the 
cause  of  Temperance,  and  would  frequently 
come  into  my  room  and  drink  soda-water,  bit- 
terly complaining  that  his  medical  attendant 
had  strictly  forbidden  him  to  touch  that  re- 
freshing beverage  without  the  loathsome  con- 
comitant of  brandy. 

He  was  a  great  sportsman,  and  would  sit 
for  hours,  smoking  (I  found  the  cheroots), 
and  telling  me  tales  of  his  campaigns  against 
{he  wild  denizens  in  the  interior  of  the  Hills. 

By  degi'ees  these  narratives  so  impressed 
me,  that  I  longed  to  distinguish  myself  by 
similar  deeds  of  daring,  and  Gaiters  artfully 
fomented  this  desire. 


"  How  pleased  my  dear  uncle  Josiah  would 
be,  if  I  brought  back  the  skin  of  a  bear 
which  I  had  shot  myself,"  remarked  I. 

"  Yes,  it  would  be  a  nice  thing  for  the  old 
gentleman  to  put  on  liis  bed  in  the  cold 
evenings,"  replied  Gaiters,  who  seemed  to 
have  entirely  forgotten  the  average  state  of 
the  thermometer  in  Calcutta. 

"  Would  it  be  very  expensive  to  go  into 
the  interior  for  a  fortnight's  shooting?" 
hazarded  I,  timidly. 

"A  mere  bagatelle,  my  dear  fellow," 
answered  he.  "Let  me  see,  tent,  coolies, 
stores,  ammunition  and  the  etceteras :  do 
it  easily  for  seven  hundred  rupees  (i70).  Then 
you  haven't  got  a  rifle  ;  never  mind,  I'll  sell 
you  one  of  mine." 

Thanks  to  my  uncle's  liberality,  I  had 
plenty  of  money,  and  so  I  closed  with  the 
proposal,  and  handing  over  the  money  to 
Gaiters,  begged  him  to  make  all  the  necessary 
preparations. 

In  three  days  all  was  complete,  and  it  was 
settled  that  my  companion  should  go  on 
ahead  and  arrange  the  camp,  and  that  I 
should  follow  some  hours  afterwards  on  a 
pony,  which  my  obliging  friend  had  hired 
for  me. 

"Ill  go  forward  \\\t\\  bottle  and  bag. 
And  you'll  follow  after  on  little  Jack  uag," 

sang  Gaiters,  with  a  feeble  recollection  of 
the  songs  of  his  childhood,  and  so  the  matter 
was  settled. 

The  next  afternoon  I  bestrode  my  steed 
and  set  off.  As  long  as  I  was  within  the 
limits  of  Simla  the  creature  behaved  hmiself 
with  the  most  perfect  propriety ;  but  no  sooner 
did  he  find  himself  on  the  Hindostan  and 
Thibet  road,  than  he  started  off  at  a  pace 
which  all  my  efforts  were  unable  to  check. 

Never  shall  I  forget  the  horrors  of  that 
awful  ride.  I  thought  of  Mazeppa,  of  the 
Wild  Huntsman,  of  Washington  Irving's 
"Legend  of  Sleepy  Hollow,"  and  everything 
else  I  had  read  of  those  who  had  distinguished 
themselves  either  in  the  saddle  or  on  bare- 
backed Bucephalus.  I  tore  past  groups  of 
picnickers  on  their  way  to  Mahasso,  who 
shouted  opprobrious  epithets  after  me.  I 
nearly  annihilated  coolies  bringing  in  planks 
and  beams  from  the  forest,  and  once  utterly 
routed  a  flock  of  goats  and  sheep  belonging  to 
some  Ladakis,  who  loaded  these  irovel  beasts 
of  burden  with  small  bags  of  borax  from  the 
upper  Himalayas.  My  hair  bristled,  and 
the  perspiration  streamed  down  my  face, 
but  with  fierce  tenacity  of  jsurpose  I  clung 
to  my  saddle,  from  which  I  was  only  dis- 
lodged by  my  steed  stopping  suddenly  before 
a  small  tent  pitched  by  the  side  of  the  road, 
and  sending  me  politely  over  his  shoulder. 

As  I  lay  upon  my  back  gazing  skywards, 
my  eyes  fell  upon  the  face  of  Gaiters,  who 
was  looking  down  on  me. 

"Hullo,"  remarked  that  gentleman,  as  he 
raised  me  to  my  feet,  "  do  you  always  dis- 
mount in  that  reckless  way  ?  Feats  in  the 
arena,  and  ground  and  lofty  tumbling  com- 
bined, eh  ?  Any  bones  broken  ?  None- 
then  that  is  all  right.  Come  in  and  have 
something  to  eat.  He  led  me  inside  a  diminu- 
tive tent,  and,  by  assuming  a  crouching 
position,  I  was  able  to  look  about  me.  A 
couple  of  rugs  with  some  blankets  and  a 
pillow  lay  on  each  side,  whilst  in  the  centre 
was  a  box,  on  which  an  appetising  meal  was 
spread.  I  did  ample  justice  to  it,  and  then, 
reclining  on  my  couch,  I  indulged  in  a  waking 
dream  of  slaying  the  grisly  monarch  of  the 
mountain,  and  laying  the  spoils  at  my  good 
uncle's  feet.  Gaiters  talked  on,  but  I  heeded 
him  not,  and  at  length,  my  mind  full  of 
glorious  and  noble  thoughts,  I  sank  to  rest. 

I  was  aroused  in  the  morning  by  the  voice  of 
Gaiters,  and  large  drops  of  water  falling  with 
unpleasant  precision  on  the  tip  of  my  nose. 


These  two  circumstances  combined  made  me 
spring  to  my  feet  and  bring  my  head  in 
contact  with  the  roof  of  my  canvas  domicile. 

"  Come,  tumble  up,  old  man,"  cried  Gaiters, 
"  we  have  four  miles  to  walk,  and  it  has  been 
raining  like  mad  all  night.  We  can't  light  a 
fire,  but  here  is  some  cold  tea  and  a  biscuit, 
rather  a  damp  one  I  fear,  but  if  we  are  lucky 
we'll  have  a  grand  feed  when  we  come  back." 
I  mechanically  grasped  my  rifle  and  did  as 
he  bade  me.  The  morning  was  a  miserably 
wet  one,  and  every  branch  and  twig  as  we 
tramped  through  the  forest  seemed  deter- 
mined to  send  a  shower-bath  either  into  my 
eyes  or  down  the  nape  of  ray  neck.  There 
were  large  stones,  too,  which  cropped  out  of 
the  ground  and  barked  the  shins  of  the 
unwary  in  the  most  gruesome  manner. 

At  length  Gaiters  came  to  a  halt,  and  told 
i  me  I  was  to  remain  posted  here,  for  the 
beaters  were  up  on  the  hill  alone,  and  the 
bear  would  be  driven  towards  me. 

I  glanced  around.  The  spot  selected  was 
a  narrow  spur,  with  a  steep  descent  on  each 
side,  a  perfect  precipice  in  rear,  whilst  in 
front  was  a  dark  wood  slanting  up  to  the 
peaks  of  the  hills. 

"Are  you  going  to  stay  with  me  ?  "  asked 
I,  tremulously. 

"No,  no,"  answered  he.  "You  have  the 
post  of  honour  to-day,  and  remember  that 
when  the  bear  charges,  he  comes  like  greased 
lightning  ;  so  as  soon  as  he  is  clear  of  the 
wood,  mind  you  nail  him.  Ta,  ta."  And 
with  these  words  he  vanished  into  the  shades 
of  the  forest.  I  would  have  shrieked  to  him 
to  come  back,  but  my  pride  kept  me  silent. 
"  Nail  him  !  "  I  repeated  ;  "  what  is  nailing, 
and  how  am  I  to  do  it  ?  " 

As  I  put  this  question  to  myself,  a  hideous 
huUaballoo  began  far  up  the  mountain  ; 
shouts,  yells,  the  beating  of  native  drums, 
and  the  discharge  of  firearms  were  all 
mingled  together.  The  courage  of  desperation 
came  over  me,  and,  cocking  my  rifle,  I  waited 
for  my  antagonist.   I  had  not  long  to  do  so. 

There  was  a  crashing  of  brushwood,  and  a 
black  form  pushed  its  way  slowly  through 
the  undergrowth.  I  raised  my  rifle  and 
discharged  both  barrels.  With  what  seemed 
to  me  a  discordant  bellow,  the  monarch  of  the 
mountain  pitched  forward  on  his  head  and 
lay  on  the  turf  kicking  convulsively  in  the 
agonies  of  death. 

Then  my  overwrought  feelings  gave  way, 
and  with  a  cry  of  "  I  have  slain  him,"  I  sank 
insensible  a  few  yards  from  the  victim  of  my 
prowess. 

When  I  recovered  my  senses  I  was  again 
in  the  little  tent,  and  Gaiters  was  bathing  my 
temples  with  brandy  and  water,  carefully 
tasting  it,  every  few  minutes,  to  assure 
himself  that  it  was  the  right  strength. 

"  Ah,  so  you  are  coming  round,  are  you  ?  " 
said  he.  "  Well,  you  need  be  under  no  alarm 
now,  I've  squared  the  zemindar  (farmer), 
and  you  will  hear  no  more  about  the  affair."' 

"Squared   the   zemindar  \"   repeated  I, 
utterly  unable  to  comprehend  his  meaning. 

"  Yes,"  replied  he  ;  "you  see  these  fellows 
will  let  their  cattle  stray  about  the  hills,  and 
you  got  a  bit  flurried,  and — and  shot  a  cow. 
Never  mind  ;  better  luck  next  time,  you  know. 
I  shan't  say  anything  about  it,  and  I  killed  a 
fine  young  bear,  whose  skin  you  are  welcome 
to.  l''ou  see  the  Hindoos  are  rather  parti- 
cular about  the  cow,  which  they  look  on  as 
sacred,  and  it  cost  me  two  hundred  rupees 
(£20)  to  settle  the  matter." 

And  so  this  was  the  end  of  all  my  aspira- 
tions, and,  with  the  fear  that  the  story  would 
get  about,  and  that  I  should  be  unmercifully 
chaffed,  I  fled  from  Simla  and  rejoined  my  ^ 
good  old  uncle,  though  not  even  to  him  | 
could  I  bring  myself  to  tell  the  story  of  My 
First  Bear  1 

/ 
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ONE  of  the  many  pleasant  ways  of  spending 
a  holiday  is  to  take  some  well-defined 
<listrict,  and  walk  round  it,  and  wander  off 
into  it  from  different  parts  of  the  ring.  An 
island  lends  itself  conveniently  to  this  mode 
of  treatment,  and  next  best  to  an  island  is 
■an  almost-an-island. 

Those  in  search  of  pure  air,  good  living, 
civility,  and  a  tritle,  perhaps,  of  mild  adven- 
ture, will  find  few  better  places  for  such  a 
trip  than  what  we  may  fittingly  call  the 
Peninsula  of  Penzance,  the  most  westerly 
land  in  Britain.  All  round,  including  the 
four-mile  neck,  or  isthmus,  between  St.  Erth 
■and  Marazion,  it  measures  about  forty  miles  ; 
it  includes  at  least  four  places,  and,  by 
u'epute,  twice  as  many  more,  in  which  com- 
."fortable  quarters  can  be  had  ;  and  at  no 
ipoint  is  it  more  than  three  hours'  walk  from 
tthe  chief  town.  That  its  sea  views  are 
magnificent,  its  coast  scenery  of  the  grandest, 
and  its  inland  beauties  sufficiently  charming, 
is  no  new  discovery.  Penzance,  indeed,  is 
almost  as  well  known  as  Brighton,  but  those 
who  have  not  yet  been  to  see  it  may  thank  us 
ifor  showing  how  it  can  be  "done  "  otherwise 
than  along  its  main  roads  in  brake  or  on  cycle 
Best  with  us  then  for  the  night  at  Penzance, 
and  come  with  us  in  the  morning  to  St.  Erth  ! 
so  as  to  settle  the  isthmus  to  begin  with. 
Who  St.  Erth  was  is  obscure  ;  according  to 
some  she  was  the  "  old  mother  Earth,"  to 
■whom  we  owe  so  much,  but  we  had  rather 
be  excused  from  committing  ourselves  to  such 
an  obvious  derivation.  There  is  much  that 
is  old  at  St.  Erth — a  bridge,  granite  crosses, 
etc. — but  as  a  warning  that  we  may  make  a 
little  too  much  of  the  old,  we  discover  a 
really  excellent  epitaph  on  an  old  nurse  : — 
Time  rolls  its  ceaseless  course,  the  race  of  jore 
Tliat  danced  our  infancy  upon  their  Itnee, 
And  told  our  wandering  childhood  legends  store 
Of  strange  adventures  happed  by  laud  or  sea. 
How  are  they  blotted  from  the  things  that  be  1 

We  could  not  help  comparing  this  with  one 
we  found  at  St.  Ervan,  up  St.  Columb  way  ; 
Looke  on  this  Living  Saint,  tlii3  Itatoliless  Summ, 
So  Comprehensive  a  CuinjiriHliutnin  ! 
An  Untired  Watchman  and  a  Shining  Saint, 
A  Burning  Taper,  Beauty  without  Paint ! 

•Of  which  there  are  a  few  more  lines  we  did 
not  care  to  burden  our  memory  with. 

Southwards  from  St.  Erth,  leaving  the 
Ql'mt  of  the  Hayle  river  behind  us  and  Tre- 
■orobben  Hill  to  the  right,  we  skirt  the  rail- 
way for  an  hour  to  Marazion,  which,  in  the 
books  and  on  the  maps,  is  "  also  called 
Market  Jew."  We  were  not  so  fortunate  as  ■ 
(to  hear  it  so  called,  but  a  little  subsequent 
investigation  made  it  clear  enough  that  if  we 
could  only  get  rid  of  the  seemingly  Biblical 
sound  of  the  Zion  and  be  content  to  pro- 
nounce it  as  Marasyune,  we  could  easily  roll 
Market  Jew  and  Marazion  into  one.  In  1250 
the  name  was  spelt  Mai'hasgon  ;  in  1309  it 
was  Markasyon  ;  in  1361  it  was  Markesion  ; 
in  the  days  of  Edward  the  Fourth  it  was 
Marchasyowe ;  in  the  days  of  Henry  the 
Eighth  it  was  Markesju ;  in  the  days  of 
Elizabeth  it  was  Mai'ghas-iewe  ;  Carew  spelt 
it  Marhas-Diow  ;  Norden  spelt  it  Marca-iewe  ;  ] 
Camden  spelt  it  Markiu  ;  its  town  seal  spells  j 
it  Marghasion.  And  its  local  antiquaries  tell 
vis  it  has  nothing  to  do  with  either  Jew  or 
Zion,  but  is  neither  more  nor  less  than 
Cornish  for  Market  on  Thursdays  ! 

But  away  with  derivations  to  the  sea 
•winds ;  here  we  are  on  the  sweep  of  the 
beautiful  bay ;  and  in  front  of  us,  bold  and 
grey  and  rugged,  stands  St.  Michael's  Mount 
against  the  background  of  blue  sky  and 
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brilliantly  green  sea.  Up  that  slope  Arundell 
went  in  the  days  long  ago,  rolling  up  trusses 
of  hay  before  him  "  to  deaden  the  bullets  " 
that  rained  down  from  the  walls  during  that 
old  squabble  about  the  Prayer  Book,  of 
which,  perhaps,  the  least  said  the  better, 
though  it  has  not  been  laid  to  rest  even  yet. 
In  that  rough  granite  pile  was  the  last  refuge 
of  the  wife  of  that  Eichard  the  Fourth  who 
once  had  a  very  real  existence,  though  now  con- 
temptuously dismissed  by  historians  as  "  an 
impostor,  one  Perkin  Warbeck."  But  the 
story  of  the  Mount  has  been  told  before  ;  let 
the  visitor  journey  to  the  top  and  see  the 
hall  and  chapel,  and  sit  in  the  chair,  and 
"  tread  the  spot  where  no  cat  has  trod,"  for 
the  very  good  reason  that  cats  were  banished 
from  the  Mount  so  as  to  preserve  the  rabbits. 
Fancy  a  garrison  dependent  on  rabbits  for  its 
supplies  !  And  when  you  are  looking  at  the 
chair  remember  you  are  within  five  hours, 
earthquake  time,  of  Lisbon  !  Every  Lisbon 
earthquake  has  been  felt  at  the  Mount ;  the 
wave  of  the  big  one  arrived  4  hours  5  minutes 
after  it  left  Lisbon,  another  came  along  in 
4  hours  40  minutes,  another  in  4  hours 
45  minutes.  With  the  knowledge  of  which 
data  you  may,  perhaps,  be  able  to  work 
out  the  connection  between  the  capital  of 
Portugal  and  the  stronghold  off  Marazion  ? 

And  now,  if  it  be  low  tide,  let  us  cross  the 
causeway,  and  follow  the  shore  to  Penzance, 
picking  up,  perhaps,  a  lady's  tresses  if  the 
season  be  suitable,  and  also  a  drosera  or  two 
from  the  marsh.  And  as  the  day's  work  will 
be  an  easy  one  we  may,  like  a  certain  Pen- 
zance boy,  one  Pellew,  spend  a  little  time 
among  the  boats  and  sailors,  gazing  at  the 
"  ankerrage "  instead  of  going  to  school, 
though  it  may  not  ba  our  lot  to  fight  great 
frigate  actions  and  bring  a  Dey  of  Algiers  to 
his  senses. 

Off  in  the  morning  early,  we  oan  get 
through  Newlyn  and  equally  fragrant 
Mousehole,  and  eat  a  sandwich  in  Lamorna 
woods.  On  again  we  can  continue  by  the 
coast,  see  the  Logan  and  lunch  at  Treen  ; 
and  on  again  along  the  glorious  cliffs  we  can 
arrive  at  the  Land's  End  Hotel  in  time  for 
sunset  and  supper— a  good  stretch  and 
a  beautiful  one,  not  to  be  beaten  in 
these  islands.  Early  night  at  the  Land's 
End  ;  with  no  sound  save  that  of  the  sea  ; 
the  stars  bright  above  and  around  you  ;  and 
out  over  the  Atlantic  the  fitful  flashes  from 
the  lighthouses  and  perhaps  the  feeble 
unsteady  gleam  of  the  light  of  some  steamer 
or  fishing  boat,  is  an  experience  you  will  never 
forget.  The  Land's  End  is  what  a  land's 
end  should  be,  the  stubborn  granite  barrier 
keeping  back  the  victorious  sea  which  has 
conquered  and  degraded  the  masses  of  rock 
that  once  extended  to  the  Soil  lies  and  beyond  ; 
and  here  and  there  around,  in  the  Wolf,  the 
Kunnelstone,  and  the  Longships,  you  will 
look  on  the  last  survivors  of  that  old  land 
still  making  a  desperate  fight  of  it  with 
the  waves  that  now  encompass  them. 

Next  morning  we  can  explore  the  caves 
and  precipices  and  be  off  to  Sennen  Cove  and 
along  the  lovely  Whitesand  Bay  to  Cape 
Cornwall  and  the  old  mining  town  of  St. 
Just,  and  next  day  we  can  devote  to  Botallack 
Mine  which  is  not  now  worked  under  the  sea, 
visit  the  Levant,  and  then  northwards  make 
our  way  by  Zennor  to  St.  Ives.  There 
we  will  learn  how  to  build  a  Cornish  lugger, 
and  hear  wonderful  stories  of  tremendous 
pilchard  takes  in  the  bay,  the  greatest  that 
of  75,000,000  fish  at  one  cast  of  the  seine.  And 
we  may  hear  the  true  yarn  of  the  Turkish 
pirate   who   came  into  the   Channel  and 
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i  captured  "  the  three  small  vessels  of  Fowey 
and  Looe."  A  very  foolish  pirate !  He 
allowed  all  the  Englishmen  to  be  on  deck  at 
the  same  time  ;  and  suddenly  these  Cornish 
lads  took  a  capstan  bar  and  knocked  him 
down  and  threw  him  overboard,  and  drove 
the  Turks  below ;  and  triumphantly  they 
brought  the  vessel  into  St.  Ives  with  the 
Turks  still  firing  up  at  them  through  the 
deck.  A  truly  terrible  cruise  !  St.  Ives  is 
not  four  miles  from  St.  Erth,  and  with  that 
little  gap  which  includes  pretty  Lelant  ends 
our  pilgrimage  round  the  peninsula. 

But  we  have  only  seen  its  outer  edge,  which 
is  certainly  the  best  part  of  it.  For  the 
interior  we  cannot  do  better  than  make  our 
headquarters  Penzance.  Let  us  go  to  Gulval 
and  Ludgvan  and  Castle-an-Dinas,  and  the 
British  village  of  Chysoyster,  and  Mulfra 
Quoit,  and  so  back  by  the  direct  road. 
Next  day  we  will  go  through  Madron  and 
Lanyon  to  the  Nine  Maidens  ;  and,  leaving 
Kenidjack  on  the  right,  come  back  by  the  St. 
Just  road  through  Newbridge  ;  and  next  day, 
having  seen  nearly  everything  north  of 
Cape  Cornwall  and  Penzance,  we  can  devote 
to  St.  Buryan  and  the  country  between  it 
and  the  eastern  coast. 

St.  Buryan  stands  bold  and  high,  a  con- 
spicuous landmark  from  all  sides.  Away  in 
the  west  we  may  see  the  Scilly  Islands,  after 
whose  conquest  King  Athelstan  founded  the 
church  of  which  this  one  is  the  representative. 
There  is  a  queer  story  here  of  a  bell.  It  is 
cracked,  and  it  got  its  crack  in  the  making, 
owing  to  some  sportive  youth  having  jumped 
from  a  hedge  close  to  the  mould  before 
the  metal  had  completely  set.  Close  to  the 
church  is  the  Shij),  at  which  the  brakes  stop  ; 
it  was  doubtless  under  its  hospitable  roof  that 
there  was  composed  the  oft-quoted  epitaph  ; 

Our  life  is  but  a  winter's  day ; 
Some  only  breakfast  and  away. 
Others  to  dinner  stay  and  are  full  fed ; 
Tlie  oldest  only  sups  and  goes  to  bed. 
Large  is  his  debt  wlio  lingers  all  the  day, 
Who  goes  the  soonest  has  the  least  to  pay. 

It  is  for  this  epitaph,  a  good  carved  cross, 
and  the  view,  that  St.  Buryan  is  chiefly 
noted ;  though  there  is  also  the  noteworthy 
thirteenth-century  tomb  of  the  wife  of 
Geoffrey  de  Boleit.  Boleit  is  "  the  place  of 
slaughter,"  where  Athelstan  finally  defeated 
the  Cornish.  It  lies  to  the  eastward,  and  has 
a  curious  cave  and  two  rough  pillars  or 
Pipers,  generally  said  to  be  making  music  for 
a  stone  circle  close  by,  fifteen  stones  all  of  a 
ring,  the  ring  being  the  Merry  Maidens.  But 
of  these  puzzling  stones  we  shall  have  seen 
many  as  cromlechs  or  quoits  in  our  rambles 
round  and  through  the  peninsula,  the  best  of 
the  latter  perhaps  at  Lanyon  and  Zennor  ; 
and  the  how  and  the  why  of  their  formation 
and  use — if  they  were  used — will  give  us 
something  to  think  about  and  talk  about  on 
our  homeward  way. 

As  we  pass  Mousehole — to  windward — we 
may  after  all  be  disposed  to  agree  that  the 
j  most  wonderful  of  the  Cornish  stones  was 
I  the  pig-trough  which  the  great  storm  of  1771 
1  carried  away  to  sea.    This  remarkable  stone, 
with  the    sty   that   contained   it,  simply 
vanished  under  the  waters  of  Mount's  Bay, 
apparently  for  ever  ;  but  lo  !  forty-six  years 
afterwards,  in   1817,  there  came  another 
gi'eat  storm  which  honestly  swept  back  the 
pig-trough  and  left  it  in  the  front-garden  of 
its  late  owner's  representative  !    At  least  so 
runs  the  story,  which  surely  is  worthy  of  a 
place  among  the  wonder-tales  of  the  Penzance 
Peninsula  I 
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i"  3.  In  Hill  Bay,  near  Land's  End.  5.  st.  Michael's  Mount. 

2.  Sawn-Pyg,  near  Land's  End.  4.  Penzance.  6.  Trevala  Woods,  near  Penzance. 
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A  BRUSH  WITH  BRIGANDS. 


"Trevor  was 
a  most 
enthusiastic 
lover  of  anti- 
quities. His 
special  hobby 
was  the  col- 
lection of 
Greek  and 
Roman  coins, 
and  his  chief 
ambition  to 

•    '^^r      rumed  tem- 
■  ,  aW'        pies  of  these 
classic  lands. 
We  had 

been  at  school  together ;  he  in  the  sixth, 
and  I  in  the  lower  third  form.  ^^Tien  I 
was  ordered  to  Malta,  I  met  him  again, 
and  we  resmned  our  acquaintance.  He 
had  left  school  some  live  years  before, 
and  was  now  a  professor  in  the  University 
of  Malta. 

I  was  a  sub-lieutenant  in  an  infantry 
regiment. 

At  school  he  had  always  been  rather 
of  studious  than  athletic  tastes,  and  his 
xesidence  at  Oxford  had  fostered  the 
tendency.  He  afterwards  told  me  that 
he  had  applied  for  liis  post  in  Malta  so  as 
to  be  near  Italy  and  Greece  in  order  to 
.indulge  his  love  for  ruins. 

During  the  few  months  he  had  been  in 
j\Ialta  he  had  studied  Italian  a  httle  and 
modern  Greek  a  good  deal,  as  his  inten- 
tion was,  to  visit  Athens  first.  Shortly 
.after  my  arrival  he  proposed  that  we 
should  apply  for  leave  and  go  to  Athens 
together.  Now  I  am  no  great  lover  of 
xuins,  and  was  in  favoiu:  of  a  visit  to 
Sicily.  At  those  distant  shores  I  had 
■gazed  with  longing  eyes  from  the  club 
window  ever  since  my  arrival ;  chiefly,  I 
think,  because  it  was  a  sort  of  mainland 
to  the  barren  little  rock  I  was  on,  and 
likely  to  remain  on  for  five  years  to  come. 
Jt  was  my  first  foreign  station. 

Trevor  was  a  good-natured  fellow,  and 
•we  soon  decifkd  on  Sicily,  Athens  being 
postponed  for  some  future  trip.  A  few 
-days  later  we  disembarked  at  Syracuse, 
where,  after  being  overliauled  by  the 
-warlike  customs  officers,  we  were  guided 
to  a  hotel  by  noisy  natives,  all  anxious  to 
■carry  our  bags,  in  the  proportion  of  one 
tag  to  every  two  men,  and  there  provided 
"with  breakfast. 

Directly  after  this  was  over  Trevor 
marched '  me  off  to  see  some  papyrus, 
which  grew  in  a  fountain,  the  only  spot 
•In  Europe  he  told  me  in  which  it  grows. 
He  was  in  raptures.  We  next  took  a 
carriage  and  spent  the  day  in  visiting 
the  amphitheatre,  Latomis,  and  other 
places  of  interest. 

Next  day  we  went  on  by  train  to 
Catania,  and  thence  to  Taormina.  The 
latter  is  a  quaint  little  village  perched 
upon  the  hills  facing  Etna,  with  a  view 
from  the  old  Greek  theatre  of  the  shore- 
line, with  the  snow-capped  mountain  as  a 
background,  tliat  in  my  humble  opinion 
•  surpasses  the  boasted  beauties  of  the 
Ehine  or  even  the  Bay  of  Naples.  Possi- 
'  bly  associations  may  lend  enchantment 
to  the  memory  of  the  scene  ! 

Trevor  was  in  great  form.    He  had 
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made  the  most  careful  plans  of  every 
ruin  in  Sicily,  copied,  as  far  as  I  remem- 
ber, from  Dr.  Smith's  "  Dictionary  of  An- 
tiquities." 

This  book  was  my  terror,  for  its  appear- 
ance involved  an  excited  discussion  with 
every  custode,  and,  as  I  spoke  a  little 
Italian,  my  work  was  cut  out.  Annoying 
as  it  was  to  have  to  translate  their  argu- 
ments with  a  very  limited  Italian  voca- 
bulary, it  was  worth  it  to  see  the  gleam 
of  triumph  and  satisfaction  that  shone 
through  Trevor's  spectacles  as  he  compla- 
cently stroked  his  beard  when  he  thought 
he  had  converted  the  custode  on  some 
point  of  architecture. 

I  am  quite  sure  that  the  latter  told  the 
very  next  visitor  his  usual  routine  story 
of  the  plan  and  date  of  the  building ;  but 
it  would  have  been  cruel  to  imdeceive 
Trevor,  when  he  fondly  imagined  that  he 
had  persuaded  the  obsequious  Italian. 

From  Taormina  we  returned  to  Catania, 
and  thence  proceeded  to  Girgenti,  where 
we  arrived  in  the  evening.  After  dinner 
we  saimtered  out  to  look  for  the  local 
photographer,  according  to  our  custom. 
As  we  retm-ned  to  the  hotel  down  the 
main  street,  the  crowd,  which  lined  it  on 
both  sides,  saluted  us  with  a  hiss.  This 
was  scarcely  hospitable,  and  there  was 
no  apparent  reason  for  it.  Possibly  it  is 
their  usual  pleasing  way  of  receiving 
strangers  ! 

We  entered  our  hotel  and  made  pre- 
parations for  an  early  start  next  day  to 
see  the  ruins,  whicli  were  reported  to  be 
some  of  the  finest  in  Sicily.  Our  rude 
reception  in  the  town  induced  us  to  load 
and  take  our  revolvers,  as  we  thought 
that,  if  the  townspeople  were  uncouth, 
the  villagers  might  be  dangerous. 

Only  a  few  months  before  this  an 
English  gentleman  had  been  taken  by 
brigands  at  some  distance  from  Girgenti, 
and  had  been  ransomed  by  his  friends  at 
a  heavy  cost. 

As  we  left  the  town  next  morning  the 
beauty  of  the  scene  dispelled  all  glooiny 
thoughts  ;  the  sun  was  bright,  and,  as  it 
was  early  in  the  year,  not  too  hot.  The 
slope  of  the  hill  was  planted  with  almond 
and  olive  trees,  the  blossoms  and  delicate 
green  leaves  of  the  former  standing  out  in 
pleasing  contrast  against  the  dark  green 
of  the  latter.  On  a  httle  hillock  stood  a 
temple  in  almost  perfect  preservation, 
looking  like  a  new  brick  building  nearly 
completed.  It  was  built  of  some  reddish 
stone. 

Trevor  was  greatly  excited,  and  strode 
on  at  a  terrible  pace,  guide-book  in  hand, 
for  he  never  went  a  yard  without  his 
Baedeker  ;  and,  with  field-glasses  swing- 
ing from  his  shoidder,  he  looked  the 
tourist  all  over. 

After  inspecting  several  temples  and 
pointing  out  to  me  the  various  points  as 
set  forth  in  his  plans,  he  proposed  that  we 
should  lunch  in  the  Temple  of  Concord. 

After  lunch  we  started  for  other  ruins, 
which  abound  in  the  vicinity.  We  saw 
the  temples  of  Castor  and  Pollux,  of  Juno 
and  of  Jove,  and  others  which  I  forget. 
Having  duly  admired  the  enormous 
caryatids,  measured  the  diameters  of  the 
pillars  and  recorded  them,  we  fomid  it 
was  getting  late. 


Trevor  was  anxious  to  sec  another  ruin, 
and  I  wanted  to  get  back  to  dinner. 

"You  see,  my  boy,"  said  I,  "what 
comes  of  lying  in  bed  late  ;  you  would  not 
turn  out  when  I  told  you,  and  now  we 
shan't  be  able  to  see  this  ruin.  I  daresay 
it's  exactly  like  the  rest,  so  you  can 
imagine  it." 

"  It's  the  oldest  of  all,  and  the  pillars 
are  enormous,"  returned  Trevor  with 
enthusiasm. 

"  If  you  hadn't  spent  half  an  hour 
hunting' for  a  clean  collar,  as  if  you  were 
going  to  a  party,  we  should  have  had 
plenty  of  time.  I'm  sorry,  but  I'm  going 
back." 

After  some  discussion,  however,  I  gave 
in  and  we  started.  As  we  went  along  at 
a  swinging  pace  we  met  two  peasants, 
who  looked  hard  at  us  and  passed  on. 
About  a  quarter  of  an  hour  afterwards  we 
were  passing  a  grove  of  prickly  pears 
when  the  two  men  we  had  met  stepped 
out  into  the  road,  and,  addressing  us  in 
Sicilian,  beckoned  us  to  turn  aside  into 
the  grove,  through  which  ran  a  path.  _  It 
was  late,  and  we  refused  to  be  beguiled 
into  trying  any  short  cuts,  for  this,  we  , 
presumed,  was  the  cause  of  the  invitation. 

"  I  say,"  said  Trevor,  "  I  don't  like  the 
way  those  fellows  dog  us  ;  it  will  be  as 
well  to  have  our  pistols  ready,  I  don't  at 
all  fancy  their  looks  ;  you  may  be  sure 
they  are  up  to  some  mischief." 

""Nonsense,"  said  I,  "  they  want  to  sell 
curios  ;  "  but  I  felt  inclined  to  agree  with 
Trevor  nevertheless. 

Having  seen  the  ruins,  which  were,  as 
I  had  prophesied,  much  the  same  as  the 
others,  we  turned  hotelwards.  It_  was 
growing  dusk,  and  we  stepped  out  briskly. 
For  half  an  hour  all  went  well ;  but  it 
grew  dark  very  rapidly,  and,  as  we  had 
not  come  by  this  road",  we  soon  got  into 
difficulties. 

After  walking  about  two  hours  we 
found  that  we  could  see  no  hghts ;  and, 
as  Girgenti  was  on  a  hill,  it  seemed  clea,r 
that  we  must  have  turned  away  from  it 
in  the  dark,  and  have  been  going  in  the 
wrong  direction  for  some  time. 

All  our  suspicions  as  to  brigands  revived, 
but  I  think  our  fears  of  a  supperless  night 
in  the  open  air  were  stronger — at  least  I 
know  mine  were. 

In  wandering  about  in  hopes  of  catch- 
ing a  glimpse  of  the  Girgenti  lights.  I 
suddenly  saw  a  faint  gleam  some  fifty 
yards  off. 

"  Come  along,  Trevor,  there's  a  cottage ; 
we'll  ask  the  way,  and  perhaps  we  can  get 
something  to  eat — I'm  starving." 

On  knocking  at  the  door  of  the  cottage 
—a  poor-looking  place— we  were  received 
by  a  girl,  who  was  followed  by  a  woman 
with  a  light.  I  addressed  them  in  Italian, 
but  was" not  understood;  evidently  they 
spoke  only  Sicihan.  I  then  said  "  Girgenti," 
and  pointed  in  different  directions.  The 
girl  pointed  up  the  road  we  had  just  come 
down,  so  that  it  was  clear  we  were  a  good 
many  miles  from  the  town.  En<iuines 
for  food  resulted  in  the  offer  of  some 
black  bread  and  sour  wine.  Bough  as 
was  the  fare,  it  was  very  acceptable. 

We  then  enquired  if  we  could  remain 
there  for  the  night,  for  it  was  hopeless  to 
think  of  reaching  the  town,  tired  as  we 
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were.  After  some  demur  the  woman  led 
us  to  a  room  on  the  first  floor,  evidently 
her  own,  in  which  there  was  a  bed.  We 
felt  reluctant  to  turn  her  out,  but,  as  it 
was  impossible  to  explain  our  feelings 
without  running  the  risk  of  hurting  hers,  we 
thanked  her,  and  were  left  to  ourselves. 

The  first  care  was  to  secure  the  door, 
for  there  was  no  lock.  Trevor  was  a  man 
of  resource,  and,  having  foreseen  the  diffi- 
culty, had  picked  up  a  piece  of  firewood 
which  he  had  seen  in  the  room  below. 
This  I  now  fashioned  into  a  wedge,  and, 
shpping  it  under  the  door,  secured  it  by 
boring  a  hole  through  it  and  into  the 
floor.  Into  this  hole  the  punch  in  my 
knife  was  driven. 

Thus  secured,  we  turned  in,  removin" 
only  our  boots  and  collars ;  for  it  was 
chilly,  and  we  did  not  fancy  using  the 
bedclothes.  As  we  did  so  I  said  to 
Trevor — 

"  Please  put  that  precious  collar  of 
yours  handy  or  we'll  be  late  in  the  morn- 
ing again  hunting  for  it,  and  I  want  to 
get  back  for  breakfast." 

This  sally  roused  my  usually  uncom- 
plaining companion,  and  he  flung  the 
collar  on  the  bed.    He  then  put  his  pistol 
under  the  pillow,  in  readiness  for  any 
emergency.    And  as  we  were  tired  after 
^  our  long  walk,  we  at  once  fell  fast  asleep. 
Almost  immediately,  as  it  seemed  to 
me,  I  was  awakened  by  Trevor  shaking 
me  violently.  " 
"  What's  up  ?  "  said  I  sharply. 
"Brigands  !  "  he  whispered  hoarsely. 
This  roused  me,  and  I  then  found  that 
there  was  some  one  violently  shaking  the 
door  and  shouting  in  Sicilian. 

"  What  shall  we  do  ?  "  asked  Trevor, 
"  bolt  or  face  them  ?  " 

_  It  was  dark,  and  I  must  confess  that  I  j 
did  not  feel  like  tackling  an  unknown  | 
number  of  the  fierce  outlaws,  of  whose  | 
cruelty  I  had  so  often  heard.  i 
"  I  think  we'd  better  bolt ;  there  may  I 
be  a  dozen  of  them,"  and  I  proceeded  to 
pull  on  my  boots  hastily.  As  I  did  so  I 
was  startled  by  the  report  of  a  pistol. 

"  Hallo,  Trevor,  are  they  through  the 
door  ?  "  exclaimed  I,  starting  up,  pistol  in 
hand,  ready  to  receive  the  attack. 

He  says  my  voice  was  weak  and  trem- 
ulous ;  but  that  is  a  calumny  ;  besides,  he 
was  not  in  a  sufficiently  cool  frame  of  mind 
to  judge. 

I  could  dimly  see  Trevor  sitting  on  the 
bed,  holding  his  still  smoking  pistol  in  his 
hand. 

The  rattling  at  the  door  had  ceased. 
Evidently  the  brigands  had  been  put  to 
flight,  for  we  could  hear  retreating  foot- 
steps. As  we  stood  expecting  a  fresh 
attack  in  force,  a  loud  scream  and  the 
sound  of  a  struggle  broke  the  throbbing 


silence.  This  was  too  much  for  our 
startled  nerves. 

"  Come  along,  Trevor  ;  this  is  a  regular 
den  of  thieves  we've  fallen  into  ;  they're 
killing  someone." 

We  could  hear  the  most  agonised 
screams,  "and  then  smothered  gasps  for 
breath.  I  ran  to  the  window,  and,  look- 
ing out,  saw  that  the  ground  was  only 
about  fifteen  feet  below.  I  was  on  the 
point  of  dropping  down,  when  Trevor,  who 
had  slipped  on  his  boots,  stopped  me, 
saymg  he  could  not  find  his  collar.  I  fear 
I  lost  my  temper— tlie  idea  of  a  man 
thinking  of  a  collar  in  this  extremity  ! 

"  Bother  your  collar  !  you  may  stop  and 
look  for  it  alone,"  and  I  dropped  to  the 
groiind.  Trevor  followed  at  once,  saying 
he  had  heard  steps  on  the  stairs,  and  lie 
came  so  hurriedly  as  nearly  to  fall  on  me. 

_  We  at  once  took  to  our  heels,  and  ran 
aimlessly  away,  anywhere  to  get  out  of 
reach.  The  night  was  dark,  and,  after 
running  about  half  a  mile,  we  pulled  up 
and  listened.    There  was  not  a  sound. 

Trevor  now  discovered  that  in  the  hurry 
he  had  put  his  boots  on  the  wrong  feet, 
and  was  nearly  lame.  Somewhat  re- 
assured, and  having  adjusted  the  boots, 
we  walked  rapidly  on. 

A.fter  having  gone  some  two  miles  we 
decided  that  it  was  useless  to  go  any 
farther,  as  it  was  very  probable  that  we 
were  going  away  from  Girgenti.  On  this 
we  looked  out  tor  a  convenient  place  to 
spend  the  rest  of  the  night,  and  chose  the 
most  sheltered  spot  we  could  find  under  a 
wall.  There  we  lay  huddled  together  for 
warmth,  and  wished  for  day. 

When  at  last  the  sun  did  rise,  it  slione 
upon  two  as  miserable -looking  objects  as 
well  could  be  imagined.  Trevor  had  no 
collar,  I  no  hat ;  both  were  dishevelled  and 
muddy,  as  the  dew  was  heavy.  I  have 
often  since  reminded  Trevor  of  his  un- 
professional appearance  on  this  occasion, 
when  he  has  tried  to  be  dignified  or  to 
snub  my  chaff,  and  he  does  not  seem  to 
like  it ! 

We  got  up,  and,  jumping  on  the  wall, 
I  looked  round  for  Girgenti.  It  lay  bathed 
in  the  sunhght,  for,  standing  as  it  does  on 
a  hill,  it  caught  the  rays  of  the  rising  sun 
before  we  did.  The  sight  drove  away  all 
the  terrors  of  the  night  like  a  noisome 
mist,  and  we  made  briskly  for  the  hotel. 

Arrived  there,  we  promptly  ordered 
breakfast,  and  washed  and  changed.  I 
lent  Trevor  a  collar,  and  we  got  the  waiter 
to  buy  a  hat— such  a  hat !  Never  did 
coffee,  ham,  and  eggs  taste  so  savoury ! 

The  landlord  looked  rather  askance  at 
us  on  arrival,  but  forbore  to  ask  ques- 
tions, evidently  thinking  that  we  had  im- 
bibed too  much  Chianti  and  had  spent  the 
night  in  a  ditch. 


After  breakfast  we  explained  the  cause 
ot  our  condition.  He  ridiculed  the  whole 
story,  denying  the  existence  of  brigands, 
as  do  all  Sicilians,  in  spite  of  the  plainest, 
evidence.  It  was  only  natural,  we  felt 
for  the  landlords  to  repudiate  the  idea  of 
rivalry  m  their  own  especial  line  of  busi- 
ness ;  and  it  is  to  the  interest  of  all  the- 
natives  to  hide  what  would  deter  strangers 
from  visiting  their  antiquities. 

Haying  enquired  where  the  native  substi- 
tute for  a  police  office  was,  we  set  out  to. 
make  a  formal  deposition  of  the  attempt, 
upon  our  lives. 

Arrived  there,  we  were  ushered  into  th& 
presence  of  the  officer,  who  politely  offered 
us  seats.  As  we  walked  towards  the 
chairs  two  men,  who  were  in  the  room 
when  we  entered,  turned  round.  They 
were  our  mysterious  acquamtances  of  the 
day  before. 

The  astonishment  was  mutual.  Ex- 
planations followed,  and  it  turned  out  that 
they  had  come  to  report  that  they  had 
been  shot  at  with  intent  to  murder  by 
persons  unknown,  and  they  now  added 
that  we  were  the  persons,  as  the  woman 
had  described  us  minutely. 

This  M-as  awkward,  instead  of  being 
plaintiffs,  we  were  in  the  position  of  de*^ 
fendants.  With  some  difficulty  I  explained 
that  Trevor's  pistol  had  gone  off  bv 
accident  (I  believe  that  his  hand  trembled 
so  that  he  pulled  the  trigger  involuntarily; 
but  this  he  would  never  allow). 

Matters  were  soon  set  straight,  and  it 
was  explained  that  our  friglit  was  caused 
by  Giuseppe,  the  owner  of  the  cottage, 
and  his  brother,  coming  home  somewhat 
the  fresher  for  spending  the  evening  at  a 
Cffj^e  m  Girgenti.  Finding  his  bedroom- 
door  fastened,  he  very  naturahy  resented 
it,  and  tried  to  force  it  open.  In  doing  so 
he  was  fired  at  from  within— repeatedly, 
according  to  his  version. 

On  this  he  went  to  his  daughter's  room, 
where  he  foimd  his  wife,  whom,  in  his 
drunken  rage,  he  proceeded  to  punish  for 
letting  such  murderous  strangers  into  the 
house.  After  wreaking  his  wrath  upon  her, 
he  armed  himself,  and,  supported  by 
his  family,  returned  to  the  attack,  burst, 
open  the  door,  and— found  the  enemy 
gone  ! 

The  dispute  was  amicably  settled.  I 
was^  then  presented  with  my  hat  and 
knife,  which  had  been  brought  as  a  means 
of  identification.  In  return  for  these  I 
shpped  a  five-franc  paper  note  into  tha 
man's  hand,  and  we  were  about  to  leave, 
when  he  suddenly  stopped  us,  and  pro- 
duced a  collar,  which  he  handed  to  me. 

I  passed  it  on  to  Trevor,  who  eagerly 
took  it,  confessing,  in  his  rehef,  that  it"  was; 
the  only  one  he  had  hrovght,  and  it  wws 
celluloid. 


A   PERILOUS  POSITION. 

THE  TRUE  STORY  OF  A  BOY'S  ADVENTURE. 


IT  has  been  my  good  fortune,  under  Divine 
Goodness,  to  have  escaped  manv  times 
scot  free  from  the  finders  of  the  skeleton 
hand  of  Death.  Twice  I  was  nearly  shot— so 
nearly,  that  the  muzzle  of  one  gun  was 
against  a  button  of  my  coat  when  it  exploded  ; 
and  Mie  unscattered  shot  from  the  other 
passed  between  my  arm  and  my  body.  Once 
I  was  in  imminent  peril  of  being  drowned  ; 
and  upon  a  more  memorable  occasion  was 


chased  by  a  bull,  which  had  gone  mad  in  the 
shambles,  two  hundred  and  forty  yards  up  an 
incline.  Soon  after  this  I  fell  head  foremost 
from  the  rafters  of  a  workshop,  and  was  only 
saved  from  being  spiked  through  the  head 
upon  one  of  the  machines  by  the  providential 
aid  of  a  stalwart  fellow  who  looked  up  in  the 
nick  of  time. 

Such  hair-breadth  escapes  as  these  are 
not  uncommon  ;  many  persons  having  had 


one  or  more  such  expeiiences  in  a  lifetime. 
Hence,  probably,  the  maxim  that  "man  is 
immortal  until  his  work  is  finished,"  aa 
axiom  which  should  never  lead  us  into  fool- 
hardy acts,  but  one  which,  if  religiously- 
believed  in,  will  give  coolness  and  courage  in 
the  hour  of  extreme  peril. 

But  in  the  "  hair-breadth  'scapes  "  I  have: 
alluded  to  there  was  no  time  for  fear.  Even 
in  the  race  for  life  before  the  horns  of  the 
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mad  bull,  I  felt  nothing  of  that  heart- 
throbbing  fear  which  is  commonly,  but 
erroneously,  supposed  to  possess  the  ijuarry 
of  beasts  of  prey  when  being  pursued  by 
their  natural  enemies.  Mr.  Darwin  held 
that  the  existence  of  a  God  who  loved  all 
his  creatures  was  not  consistent  with  the 
creation  of  one  animal  to  torture  another. 
How  far  he  was  wrong  is  evidenced  by 
Dr.  Livingstone  and  other  persons  who  have 
practically  been  the  quarry,  but  who  felt 
neither  the  agony  of  mortal  fear  when  being 
pursued,  nor  pain  when  in  the  teeth  of  the 
beast  of  prey.    But  this  is  a  digression. 

The  incident  I  am  about  to  relate,  however, 
was  of  an  entirely  different  nature  ;  and  the 
peril  of  my  position  at  the  time  was  so 
appalling  that  I  cannot  even  yet  think  of  it 
without  a  shudder,  though  twenty  years  have 
elapsed  since  the  episode. 

The  home  where  I  was  bred  and  born  lay 
on  the  rock-bound  coast  of  one  of  the  most 
southerly  of  those  islands  which  are  pro- 
tected by  Great  Britain  on  the  east  and 
Ireland  on  the  west.  As  may  be  supposed, 
therefore,  my  early  days  were  often  spent 
amidst  the  sights  and  sounds  of  wild  scenery 
and  wilder  birds,  and  my  chief  pastimes  the 
hunting  of  game,  crag  climbing  and  moun- 
taineering, varied  by  deep-sea  fishing  and  the 
angling  of  mountain  trouts  and  salmon  fry 
in  the  burns  which,  over  many  a  fall  and 
through  many  a  pool,  ran  their  course  to  the 
sea. 

Often,  too,  I  would  shoot  the  conies,  which 
have  their  dwelling  among  the  rocks,  as  they 
sat  on  the  sunny  patches  of  green  away  down 
between  one  rock  and  another,  and  from 
which  they  would  fall  senseless  to  the 
shingly  beaches  far  below.  Under  the 
influence  of  boyish  excitement,  I  often  made 
the  most  hazardous  descents  at  such  times, 
bringing  up  the  dead  rabbit  in  my  mouth. 

To  boys  of  adventurous  dispositions  there 
is  nothing  more  fascinating  or  more  health- 
giving  than  such  wild  feats  amongst  high 
crags,  but  it  is  a  passion  which  those  who 
are  not  physically  adapted  for  it  should 
shun,  as  the  death  of  many  lads  test  fles. 

It  was  during  the  summer  of  1870  that  my 
cousin  E.  D.  (who  was  always  called  by 
those  two  letters)  came  to  my  island  home  to 
spend  the  long  vacation.  It  was  a  charming 
change  from  a  Midland  English  town,  and  K. 
D.  revelled  in  the  romps  which  I  led  him ; 
and  though  by  my  side  he  seemed  puny  and 
delioate,  and,  as  I  often  think  now,  totally 
unfit  for  half  the  arduous  rambles  I  dragged 
him  through,  he  was  nevertheless  of  an 
enduring  spirit,  and  would  never  flinch  from 
any  task  I  set  him.  But  K.  D.  could  not 
climb  the  wild  and  lofty  cliffs  which  formed 
the  iron  walls  of  the  islancL  Many  a  tinie 
as  he  sat  down  on  a  little  beach  below,  his 
heart  would  grow  faint  and  sick  with  fear 
for  my  safety,  as  he  watched  me  mount 
higher  and  higher,  and  seemed,  to  his  anxious 
eye,  to  be  hopelessly  fixed. 

On  one  of  these  excursions  along  the 
coast  with  my  cousin,  I  espied  a  shelf  of  rock 
on  which  were  numbers  of  young  seagulls.  I 
knew  by  their  movements  along  the  rock,  and 
their  fluttering  wings,  that  they  could  not 
yet  fly,  and  I  became  possessed  of  a  romantic 
desire  to  reach  them.  The  wise  and  humane 
law  since  enacted  for  the  preservation  and 
protection  of  these  beautiful  and  useful  birds 
was  then  scarcely  talked  of  ;  nor  had  the 
moral  influence  of  the  "  Boy's  Own  Paper  " 
been  felt.  Seagulls'  eggs,  and  often  the 
young  birds  themselves,  were  therefore  the 
property  of  those  who  could  collect  them, 
however  ruthlessly ;  though  now  the  posses- 
sion of  either  is  held  an  offence  against  the 
law  of  the  country  :  the  lawgivers  holding 
that  seagulls  beautify  the  coast  scenery, 
assist  the  fisherman  in  finding  the  shoals  of 


herrings,  and  act  as  scavengers  of  fish  refuse 
along  the  inhabited  littoral  of  the  islands. 

For  myself,  I  had  no  intention  to  carry  off 
the  young  of  the  seagulls.  Amidst  all  my 
boy-day  freaks,  I  never  once  destroyed  a  bird's 
nest,  or  carried  off  the  young.  The  mere 
pleasure  of  being  on  the  same  giddy  height 
with  the  young  birds,  to  handle  and  caress 
them,  was  enough  to  stimulate  me  to  venture 
the  climb. 

We  had  rowed  along  the  base  of  the 
crags,  admiring  the  beautiful  rock  colouring 
on  the  red  sandstone  formation,  and  peeping 
into  the  gloomy  caves,  once  the  lurking  places 
of  smugglers,  but  now  the  home  of  the 
common  diver  and  the  razorbill,  until  we 
landed  on  the  little  strand  from  which  we 
caught  glimpses  of  the  beaks  and  wings  of 
the  young  gulls.  Leaving  R.  D.  on  the  shore 
with  my  boots  and  coat,  I  commenced  at  once 
what  might  have  been  my  last  climb  up  the 
steeps  of  this  world. 

The  first  half  of  my  ascent  was  easy  enough. 
Afterwards  it  became  gradually  necessary  to 
exercise  great  care,  and  to  use  discretion  in 
the  grips  for  my  fingers,  for  the  chances  of 
your  success  in  climbing,  and  indeed  the 
safety  of  your  life,  depend  altogether  upon 
the  hands.  The  feet  can  never  be  more  than 
auxiliaries.  Climbing  still  upward,  I  got  so 
high  that  R.  D.,  sitting  on  the  shore  below, 
looked  like  a  piece  of  rock  with  the  form  of  a 
head  and  an  upturned  face.  How  close  the 
gulls'  rock  appeared  from  below !  what  a 
fearful  depth  it  appeared  to  the  shore ! 
Presently  I  was  so  high  that  I  determined 
not  to  look  down  again,  but  kept  my  eyes  on 
my  work.  By  this  time  I  could  see  the  young 
gulls  peering  over  upon  me,  and  hear  them 
rushing  back  with  screams  and  flapping  of 
wings.  Foot  by  foot  I  drew  nearer,  but  every 
foot  made  the  next  more  perilous.  I  never 
had  such  a  climb  in  all  my  climbing  life, 
and  the  awful  risks  I  ran  appear  to  me  now 
as  the  idtra  of  folly  through  the  blinded 
sense  of  youthful  passion.  Often  I  held  on 
by  such  little  pieces  of  rock,  and  had  such 
small  footing  for  my  toes,  that  my  nerves 
shook  my  whole  frame.  Once,  and  once 
only,  I  grew  fairly  frightened  and  thought  of 
retreating,  but  pausing  awhile  to  gain  my 
self-possession,  made  fresh  efforts  for  my 
goal.  It  was  slow  work  now,  for  I  moved 
upward  but  an  inch  or  two  at  a  time.  At 
last  I  reached  the  base  of  the  rock  which 
formed  the  nests  of  the  birds  ;  for  seagulls  lay 
their  eggs  on  but  a  few  scattered  twigs  on  the 
bare  rock,  always  choosing  the  most  inaccess- 
ible positions. 

I  now  noticed,  for  the  first  time,  that  this 
rock  overhung,  slanting  outwards  over  my 
head.  Looking  steadily  up  at  it  for  a  brief 
space  by  way  of  reconnaissance,  I  saw  that 
nothing  but  an  aerial  creature  could  possibly 
get  over  it.  This  was  not  only  a  disap- 
pointment, but  a  source  of  new  danger,  for  I 
had  calculated  upon  reaching  the  summit  of 
the  cliff  from  the  shelf  of  rock  as  my  only 
safe  way  to  regain  the  shore,  which  I  would 
have  done  by  making  a  detour  to  a  familiar 
track.  I  knew  the  awful  peril  that  lay  in  any 
attempt  at  a  descent  by  the  way  I  had 
ascended.  Nevertheless,  as  to  rise  over  the 
overhanging  rock  was  an  impossibility  for 
human  skill,  I  essayed  to  retreat  down- 
wards. 

Anyone  who  has  ever  been  climbing  in 
craigs,  either  from  necessity  or  for  pleasure, 
will  know  that  it  is  much  easier  to  go  up 
than  to  come  down.  This  is  readily  ex- 
plained. In  climbing  up,  you  face  your  work, 
and  besides  this,  you  can  draw  up  your  foot 
a  greater  distance  than  you  can  stretch  it 
downwards  :  which  means  that  you  may  not 
be  able  to  regain  a  foothold  you  easily 
secured  while  ascending.  It  is  within  my 
own  knowledge  that  ignorance  of  this  has 


caused  the  life  of  more  than  one  lad  to  be 
cut  short.  The  face  of  a  crag  seems  so 
easy  to  climb,  and  a  certain  height  gained 
gives  boldness  to  go  further  ;  but  the  dangers 
of  the  descent  are  not  reckoned  up  just  then, 
and  are  only  discovered  by  a  surprise  which 
tills  the  climber  with  fear,  and  to  fear  is  to 
lose  self-control,  which  in  its  turn  may  mean 
a  fatal  slip.  And  whether  the  practice  of 
climbing  (apart  from  its  beneficial  fffccis 
upon  the  nerves  and  muscles)  will  staiid  one 
j  in  good  stead  in  after  life,  or  will  rather  lead 
to  unnecessary  risk,  it  is  certain  that  such 
knowledge  as  this  frequently  deters  the  boy 
of  experience  from  undertaking  foolhardy 
exploits. 

;  Experience  had  taught  me  all  these  facts  ; 
hence  my  preconceived  plan  for  a  continued 
climb  upwards.  Imagine  therefore  my  horror 
when,  after  many  attempts,  I  discovered  that 
i  I  was  hopelessly  fixed  200  feet  above  the  first 
rock  that  would  break  my  fall,  with  the 
weight  of  my  body  sustained  by  my  fingers- 
1  and  toes  only. 

My  first  thought  on  realising  the  terrible 
plight  I  was  in,  was  to  halloo  to  my  cousin. 
But  a  moment's  reflection  told  me  it  would 
be  useless.  What  could  poor  little  R.  D.  do, 
I  thought.  He  could  net  climb  to  the  hill- 
top above  by  any  other  way  without  aid,  and. 
1  before  he  could  have  rowed  to  the  village 
for  help  I  should  have  succumbed  to  tbe^ 
strain  upon  my  arms. 
I  It  was  at  this  juncture  that  I  became  aware 
of  the  presence  of  an  increasing  number  of 
!  mother-birds  flying  in  circles  over  my  head. 
I  did  not  at  first  sight  see  any  new  danger 
in  their  being  so  near,  though  as  the  number 
was  augmented  by  scores  of  others,  the 
alarmed  cries  made  such  a  din  in  my  ears  as 
made  calm  reflection  on  the  problem  of  my 
escape  very  difficult.  Then,  on  looking  up- 
wards, I  observed  that  the  whole  crowd,  led 
by  the  parent  birds,  were  drawing  down 
upon  me  by  every  fresh  circle  of  their  flight. 
1  Their  cries,  too,  now  became  more  like  weird,, 
j  unearthly,  screams.  In  a  moment  I  calcu- 
lated my  fate.  An  awful  fear  took  possession 
of  my  soul.  My  head  grew  giddy,  and  I  felt 
like  letting  go  my  hold.  In  my  terror  I 
seemed  to  think  that  the  mouth  of  hell  was- 
open  to  receive  me,  for  my  senses  became 
quickened  by  the  recollection  of  a  wilful  life,, 
and  the  rejection  of  pardon  and  peace. 

Angry  mother-birds,  now  wild  with  fear 
and  rage,  commenced  to  swoop  down  for  my 
head.    They  were  led  by  one  large  bird,  who 
with  open  beak  came  nearer  and  nearer  by 
every  dash  downwards.  What  v;  as  to  be  done  ! 
j  I  knew  that  a  blow  from  a  single  bird,  so 
powerful  on  the  wing,  and  swooping  down 
;  towards  my  head  with  such  velocity,  would 
^  send  me  reeling  over,  to  fall  a  mangled  corpse 
at  the  feet  of  poor  R.  D. 

What  could  I  do '?    It  was  plain  there  was 
I  no  time  to  lose,  for  that  bird  which  led  the 
attack  came  so  close  just  then,  that  I  had  to 
j  duck  my  head  to  avoid  her  I    Clearly  there 
was  no  human  aid.    God  alone  could  save 
me  ;  and  to  Him  I  cried. 

What  a  difference  there  is  between  going 
through  a  form  of  prayer  at  your  mother's 
side,  and  crying  out  to  God  in  an  agony  of 
1  despair !  I  thought  of  all  the  boys,  and 
I  young  men  too,  who  had  been  killed  near  the 
very  spot  where  I  hun^'.  I  felt  a  sickening 
sensation,  as  if  I  were  already  cleaving  the 
air.  My  muscles  grew  weak,  and  my  nerves 
utterly  gave  way.  But  the  jeopardy  of  my 
unpardoned  soul  was  the  uppermost  thought 
of  all.  How  often  wc  wonder  what  were  the 
last  thoughts  of  our  friends  who  have  been 
killed  !  My  testimony  is  as  one  from  the 
dead,  for  a  bird  came  dashing  down  so  near, 
that,  in  trying  to  avoid  it,  my  foot  slipped,  and 
— but  no,  the  very  jutting  ledge,  or  cranny, 
of  the  rock,  that  I  could  not  reach  to  before, 
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now  providentially  stopped  my  foot !  I  felt 
for  another,  and  another.  I  reached  them 
all  with  the  ease  of  an  accomplished  young 
monkey,  and  you  may  be  sure  (with  all  those 
gulls  and  their  unearthly  din  about  my  ears) 
with  quite  as  much  alacrity. 

Yes,  you  may  believe  it,  I  beat  such  a  re- 


treat as  the  cat  does  when  she  climbs  up  to 
the  beehive. 

I  reached  my  cousin  like  a  freshly  scotched 
terrier,  putting  on  a  brave  countenance, 
however,  and  waiting  for  a  little  dramatic 
performance  in  which  I  had  imagined  my  dear 
K.  D.  offering  up  a  prayer  of  thankfulness 


while  he  hugged  me  round  the  neck !  But 
imagine  my  consternation  when  he  looked 
carelessly  up  into  my  face -and  said,  "  Why 
didn't  you  bring  me  a  young  gull?  What 
kept  you  so  long '?  You  don't  seem  to  think 
one  bit  about  me,  sometimes,  sitting  about 
here  with  nothing  to  do  1  "  c.  j. 


LULWOETII  COVE. 

A    TALE    OF    THE    OLD    SMUGGLING  DAYS. 
By  Eev.  Thomas  Haevey. 


POSSIBLY  very  few  of  our  readers  have 
visited  Lulworth  Cove.  It  is  situated 
on  the  Dorsetshire  coast,  nearly  opposite  the 
well-known  watering-place  of  Weymouth— 
once  the  favourite  resort  of  King  George  iii 
and  his  family.  When  residing  there  he  and 
his  friends  frequently  sailed  across  to  the 
cove  and  enjoyed  a  quiet  time  amid  its 
beautiful  surroundings. 

No  more  lovely  spot  can  he  chosen  for  a 
day's  excursion  or  picnic.  To  be  thoroughly 
appreciated  it  must  be  seen.  The  geologist 
will  find  here  much  to  interest  him  in  in- 
vestigating the  peculiar  formations  of  the 
different  strata. 

The  cove  itself  has  been  formed  by  the  sea 
eating  its  way  through  the  chalky  and  sandy 
sod.  The  two  bluffs  standing  at  the  entrance 


are  composed  of  a  kind  of  stone  similar  to 
the  Portland  limestone.  Portland,  with  its 
extensive  quarries,  mostly  worked  by  convict 
labour,  is  joined  to  Weymouth  by  the  famed 
Chesil  beach. 

A  little  to  the  west  of  Lulworth  Cove  is  a 
deep  basin  with  high  hills  rising  upon  all 
sides,  and  open  to  the  sea  through  a  small 
inlet,  and  bearing  the  name  of  Stair  Hole. 
Beyond  are  the  Dungeon  Crags  and  Man-of- 
war  Cove,  where  the  cliffs  rise  to  an  immense 
height  and  terminate  at  a  point  called  Marm 
Tout ;  beneath,  standing  in  the  sea  like  a 
church  buttress,  is  a  projecting  portion  of  the 
cliffs  through  which  the  sea  has  worked  its 
way,  and  the  opening  is  known  as  Durdle 
Door,  or  Durdle  Arch.  Away  to  the  east  the 
coast  line  is  grand  and  picturesque. 


Whether  proceeding 
by  land  or  sea  much  will 
be  found  to  attract  the  at- 
tention.   Warbarrow  Bay 
is  an  exquisite  and  unique 
spot,  with    Eing's  Hill, 
or    Flower's   Barrow— a 
gigantic  chalk  cliff  rising 
above  it  to  a  height  of 
500  feet.   Then  the  head- 
land  of   Culver,  and  a 
remarkable  break  in  the 
chalk  ridge,  called  Arish 
Mell  Gap.    Here  a  small 
stream  flows  into  the  sea, 
and  forms  the  boundary 
line  of  the  Isle  of  Purbeck. 
Chapman's  Pool  is  the 
next  place  of  interest,  with 
dark   blue  beds   of  the 
Kimmeridge    clay,  and 
seams  of  limestone  ex- 
tending along  the  adja- 
cent cliffs.    Beyond  this 
is  a  marvellous  undercliff 
thickly  grown  over  by 
blackberry  bushes,  elder 
and  thorn,  and  wild  goose- 
berries, and  covered  with 
huge  fragments  of  fallen 
rocks.     This  leads  on  to 
St.  Alban's  Head,  a  tall  headland  with  a 
chapel   on  its    summit   dedicated  to  St. 
Aldhelm,  the  first  Bishop   of  Sherborne. 
(Alban  is  a  corruption  of  Aldhelm.)  This 
chapel,  which  is  4.50  feet  above  the  sea-level, 
was  doubtless  intended  to  be  a  sea-mark  for 
mariners,  and  a  fitting  place  for  praveis  to 
be  offered  in  "  for  those  in  peril  on  the  sea." 
It  overlooks  the  dangerous  tide-way  called 
St.  Alban's  Eace— the  sailor's  terror.  The 
disastrous  wreck  of  the  Halswell— a  noble 
East  Indiaman— took  place   at  Seacombe, 
between  here  and  Peverel  Point,  in  the  year 
1785,  involving  a  loss  of  1C6  lives.   The  coast 
is  rendered  all  the  more  dangerous  by  the 
peculiar  set  of  the  tides  round  the  headlands, 
whereby  many  ships  have  been  drawn  into 
perilous  positions,  especially  during  the  night. 
Other  places  of  note  along  this  interesting 
portion    of    our  island   home    might  well 
claim  our  attention — such  as  Dancing  Ledgej 
Tilly  Whim,  Durleston  Point,  leading  on  to 
Swanage  with  its  beautiful  bav,  and  Old 
Harry  Eocks  and  the  Isle  of  Wight  in  the 
distance ;    but  time  and  space  remind  us 
that  we  must  retrace  our  steps  to  Lulworth 
Cove,  as  our  main  business  is  centred  there. 

At  the  time  of  which  we  write,  England 
was  enjoying  the  blessings  of  peace.  The 
long  war  had  at  length  been  brought  to  a 
close.  There  had  been  a  vast  expenditure  of 
life  and  money,  and  the  National  Debt  had 
been  increased  by  upwards  of  600  millions. 
The  battle  of  Waterloo  had  decided  the  fate 
of  the  ambitious  Napoleon,  and  he  was  now 
in  banishment  at  St.  Helena.  Europe  was 
longing  for  peace  and  a  revival  of  trade. 
Our  English  merchants  soon  commenced  to 
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open  up  and  develop  commerce  with  foreign 
countries  on  a  larger  scale  than  hitherto. 

The  French  ports  were  no  longer  closed, 
and  advantage  of  this  was  at  once  seized 
upon  by  the  dealers  in  contraband  goods,  and 
very  soon  smuggling  extensively  prevailed. 

All  round  the  Sussex  and  Kentish  coasts 
large  quantities  of  spirits  from  Holland  and 
France,  as  well  as  silks  and  valuable  lace, 
■were  landed  duty  free.  On  the  Dorsetshire 
coast  there  was  likewise  much  of  the  same 
illicit  traffic  carried  on.  Cherbourg,  St. 
Malo,  and  the  Channel  Islands  being  within 
easy  sailing  distance,  no  great  difficulties 
were  found  in  the  way  of  getting  over  an 
abundant  supply  of  brandy,  silks,  cambrics, 
Valenciennes  lace,  and  velvet.  To  evade 
the  duties  levied  on  these  articles  by  the 
Government  was  regarded  as  no  wrong 
whatever.  To  cheat  the  king  and  baffle  the 
coastguard  were  looked  upon  as  deeds  of 
daring,  and  to  be  gloried  in. 

Curious  ideas  respecting  smuggling  have 
always  prevailed  in  every  generation.  Men 
who  would  shrink  from  doing  dishonest 
deeds,  have  not  the  same  feelings  with  regard 
to  dabbling  a  little  in  obtaining  goods  without 
paying  the  duty  levied  on  them  by  the 
Government.  Indeed,  smugglers  have  usually 
commanded  the  sympathy,  if  not  the  pro- 
tection, of  almost  all  classes  of  society. 
Farmers,  and  even  their  wives  and  daughters, 
have  not  been  behind  in  rendering  their  help. 
How  many  silk  dresses  trimmed  with  real 
lace,  and  how  many  fine  cambric  handker- 
chiefs have  thus  rewarded  their  indirect  aid, 
and  such  as  never  passed  through  H.M. 
Custom  House ! 

Within  a  circuit  of  a  dozen  miler  of 
Lulworth  Cove  there  were  very  few  indi- 
viduals to  be  found  who  were  not  directly  or 
indirectly  engaged  in  this  exciting  enterprise. 
Tradesmen  dealt  in  smuggled  articles. 
Travelling  pedlars,  or  packmen,  were  constant 
buyers  of  valuable  silks,  velvets,  and  laces, 
and  disposed  of  them  to  their  customers, 
weekly  payments  being  taken. 

Public-houses  were  supplied  with  kegs  of 
spirits  by  those  who  patronized  them,  and 
the  landlords  frequently  found  a  good  portion 
of  the  money  needful  for  a  venture.  There 
■was  scarcely  a  house  of  any  size  in  the 
neighbourhood  where  a  supply  of  good  French 
brandy  was  not  forthcoming  from  some 
secret  place  when  occasion  required.  The 
housewife  knew  perfectly  well  how  to  deal 
with  the  neat  spirit.  It  was  run  through 
burnt  loaf  sugar,  which  gave  colour  and 
flavour  to  it,  and  then  a  certain'  proportion 
of  water  was  added  to  lower  the  strength 
of  the  spirit,  which  was  considerably  above 
proof. 

Places  of  concealment  were  not  scarce, 
and  "  hides,"  as  they  were  termed,  were  to 
be  found  in  farmhouses,  barns,  and  worked 
out  quarries,  and  detection  was  a  dilKcult 
task.  Government  officials,  too,  were  often 
not  above  receiving  bribes  to  be  quiet  when 
they  ought  to  have  been  active.  Gold 
blinded  their  eyes  that  they  could  not  see, 
and  they  were  as  familiar  with  the  flavour  -of 
foreign  brandy  as  the  smugglers  themselves. 

An  instance  could  be  given  of  the  son  of  a 
chief  officer  who  for  a  long  period  took  an 
active  part  in  defrauding  the  revenue,  while 
his  father  was  diligent  and  zealous  in  en- 
deavouring to  put  down  such  unlawful  pro- 
ceedings in  the  district  over  which  he  had 
command. 

The  coastguardmen  were  almost  powerless 
in  carrying  out  the  law,  for  the  smugglers 
would  sometimes  assemble  in  bands  of  fifty 
or  a  hundred  strong,  armed  with  scythes 
fastened  on  sticks,  flails  loaded  with  lead, 
and  old  horse  pistols.  These  weapons  they 
did  not  hesitate  to  use  when  interfered  with, 
and  a  stern  resistance  was  offered  to  the 


king's  men,  as  the  coastguard  or  preventive 
men  were  called. 

Lulworth  Cove  and  the  neighbourhood 
offered  unusual  facilities  for  successful 
smuggling. 

Most  of  the  inhabitants  of  the  village  were 
engaged  in  fishing,  the  rocky  coast  yielding 
an  unlimited  supply  of  the  finest  lobsters  and 
crabs. 

During  the  winter  months,  when  fishing 
was  at  times  impossible,  poaching  occupied 
the  leisure  of  some  of  these  hardy  "  toilers 
of  the  sea."  There  were  land  sharks  and 
water  sharks  in  those  days.  The  hills  around 
were  literally  honeycombed  by  rabbits,  but 
these  did  not  satisfy  the  sporting  proclivities 
of  the  fishermen  and  the  agricultural 
labourers.  Between  East  Lulworth  and 
West  Lulworth  were  large  game  preserves, 
owned  by  Squire  Blundwell  of  Lulworth 
Castle.  The  head  keeper.  Hunt,  and  his 
men  were  kept  busily  employed  and  ever  on 
the  watch  for  nets  and  snares,  and  yet  their 
hares  and  pheasants  disappeared  in  an  un- 
accountable way.  Occasionally  they  were 
fortunate  enough  to  catch  a  poacher  in  the 
very  act,  and  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  him 
sent  to  Dorchester  gaol  for  three  months. 
There  was  one  notorious  fellow,  Jim  White 
by  name,  who  gave  the  keepers  no  end  of 
trouble  and  annoyance. 

The  prime  mover  in  most  of  the  smuggling 
transactions  was  Ned  Williams.  He  was  a 
man  small  of  stature  and  deformed,  but  he 
had  a  very  long  head.  He  was  a  kind  of 
authority  upon  all  matters  coming  before  the 
men  of  the  village.  In  the  parlour  of  the 
only  inn  there,  the  Ship  and  Lobster,  his 
voice  was  to  be  heard  laying  down  the  law 
with  all  confidence.  He  took  no  active  part 
in  smuggling,  but  planned  everything  con- 
nected with  it,  for  he  was  well  acquainted 
with  every  nook  and  corner  of  the  country 
round,  and  had  an  accurate  knowledge  of  the 
coast,  the  tides,  and  all  sea  affairs  in  general. 
There  were  several  fast  sailing  boats  owned 
by  the  fishermen,  and  among  them  were  the 
Flying  Scud,  owned  by  Aleck  Corbin,  and 
Harry  Chafi'ey  and  Bob  Brown  were  his 
companions  ;  and  the  Alert — the  property 
of  Tom  Squibb,  Ben  Bower,  and  Arthur 
Williams. 

These  boats  rarely  ventured  as  far  as  the 
French  ports,  but  intercepted  larger  ones  of 
the  chasses  marges  class,  or  chasers  of  the 
tide.  These  luggers  were  splendid  seaboats 
and  swift  sailers.  As  a  rule  they  were  well 
manned  and  managed. 

It  was  the  custom  then  to  arrange  with 
an  agent  at  Cherbourg  or  elsewhere,  to  put  a 
certain  quantity  of  brandy,  silks,  or.  other 
commodities  on  board  one  of  these  luggers, 
and  to  give  instructions  for  her  to  leave  at  a 
given  date,  wind  and  weather  permitting ; 
and  to  be  off  the  coast  of  such  and  such 
landing  places,  and  unload  the  cargo  into 
boats  which  would  run  out  to  meet  her. 

A  card  was  cut  or  torn  into  two  pieces  in  a 
zigzag  fashion,  one  of  which  pieces  was  sent 
to  the  buyer  in  England,  and  this  he  gave 
to  his  chief  man  to  present  to  the  captain  of 
the  lugger,  and  if  it  corresponded  with  the 
other  half  in  his  possession,  the  captain  knew 
the  right  parties  to  whom  to  deliver  the 
stuff. 

It  must  not  be  supposed  that  success 
always  attended  these  ventures.  Eevenue 
cutters  were  constantly  cruising  about,  on 
the  look-out  for  suspicious  craft,  and  from 
the  various  coastguard  stations  on  land  the 
watch  was  ever  kept. 

The  Gertrude  was  one  of  these  cutters, 
and  Captain  Sloper,  who  commanded  her, 
was  a  zealous  officer,  and  above  receiving 
anything  like  a  bribe.  Lieutenant  Meader 
was  in  command  of  the  station  at  Lulworth, 
and  was  under  the  orders  of  the  inspecting 


commander  of  the  district,  who  visited  the 
different  stations  from  time  to  time  on 
horseback,  accompanied  by  a  riding  officer 
named  Lattimer.  It  will  thus  be  seen  that 
the  smugglers  had  their  work  cut  out  in 
evading  the  king's  men  and  safely  running 
a  cargo.  They  adopted  many  devices  in 
accomplishing  their  purpose.  When  it  was 
arranged  to  land  at  a  particular  place — say 
the  Cove  or  near — the  Cove  boats  were 
allowed  to  remain  at  their  moorings,  lest  the 
suspicions  of  the  coastguard  should  be 
aroused,  and  boats  from  Weymouth  or 
Swanage  were  engaged  to  meet  the  lugger. 
Concerted  action  was  the  policy  of  the 
different  bands  of  smugglers,  and  they  were 
always  ready  to  help  each  other. 

A  ready  means  of  communicating  with 
Weymouth  was  found  in  the  market  boat 
that  plied  between  that  place  and  Lulworth. 
This  boat  belonged  to  a  remarkable  woman, 
answering  to  the  name  of  Mary  Ann  Goatby. 
She  was  as  well  able  to  manage  a  boat  and 
pull  an  oar  as  any  man  in  the  Cove.  She 
had  a  brother,  Jack,  a  half-witted  fellow, 
who  helped  to  work  the  boat.  They  gained 
their  living  by  taking  fish  to  the  Weymouth 
market,  and  bringing  back  supplies  of  need- 
ful articles  for  the  people  of  the  village. 
They  also  conveyed  passengers  who  had 
business  at  Weymouth,  and  the  sons  and 
daughters  of  the  farmers  to  schools  there. 

Ned  Williams  had  another  individual  also 
in  his  service— Tommy  Cutler.  This  man 
led  a  wandering  life,  tramping  about  from 
place  to  place,  selling  a  few  useful  articles, 
such  as  boot  laces,  buttons,  needles,  pins, 
etc.  He  had  lost  one  of  his  legs  through  an 
accident,  and  so  proceeded  on  crutches.  At 
one  time  he  possessed  a  wooden  leg,  but  this 
had  long  been  worn  out,  and  he  never  saved 
enough  money  to  buy  another,  as  he  was 
much  addicted  to  drink.  He  was  well  known 
in  the  neighbourhood,  and  was  allowed  by 
the  farmers  to  sleep  in  their  barns  or 
outhouses  on  the  condition  that  he  did  not 
endanger  the  premises  by  lighting  his  pipe. 
He  was  employed  by  Williams  as  secret 
messenger  to  go  round  the  country  and 
inform  the  smuggler  band  of  the  time  and 
place  where  they  were  to  assemble  and  assist 
in  landing  the  expected  cargo  of  contraband 
goods.  'This  he  was  able  to  do  without 
exciting  the  least  suspicion. 

On  one  of  the  days  in  September  1816 
there  was  evidently  something  more  than 
ordinary  about  to  take  place,  for  Ned  Wil- 
liams was  more  than  usually  active,  and  he 
was  to  be  seen  eagerly  conversing  with  some 
of  his  friends.  The  Ship  and  Lobster 
had  a  lot  of  customers  in  and  out  during  the 
day,  and  not  a  few  of  them  appeared  to  be 
excited.  In  the  afternoon  Ned  Williams  was 
in  a  private  room  then;  giving  some  important 
instructions  to  Jack  Goatby.  "  Now,  Jack," 
he  said,  "  I  want  you  to  take  this  piece  of 
paper  up  to  Farmer  Barnes,  who  lives  just 
this  side  of  Osmington."  On  it  was  written  : 
"  Have  your  men  ready  near  the  beach  to 
the  west  of  your  house  by  nine  o'clock  to- 
morrow night.  You  know  for  what  purpose." 
"  Jack,  you  must  go  along  the  cliff  by  the 
coastguard  track,  and  you  will  be  sure  to 
meet  one  or  more  of  the  king's  men.  When 
you  do  so,  just  begin  to  talk  about  the 
weather  or  something,  and  then,  as  if  by 
accident,  pull  out  this  piece  of  paper  with 
your  handkerchief  and  let  it  drop  to  the 
ground.  Take  no  notice  of  it,  but 
walk  on." 

This  turned  out  as  Ned  expected.  Jack 
met  one  of  the  coastguardmen  and  had  a 
few  minutes'  casual  conversation  with  him, 
and  then  did  as  he  was  instructed.  The 
sharp  eyes  of  the  coastguard  espied  the  paper 
fall  to  the  ground,  and  after  Jack's  back  was 
turned  he  picked  it  up  and  read  it. 


42 


LULWOETII  COVE. 


"  Oh,  oh,  this  is  the  little  game,  is  it  ?"  he 
audibly  exclaimed  ;  "  it  was  a  fortunate  thini? 
that  I  met  that  stupid  chap.  We  will  be 
ready  for  the  farmer  and  his  men  to-morrow 
night  and  have  a  grand  haul. 

Without  delay  he  proceeded  to  the  station, 
and  related  to  the  lieutenant  what  had 
happened  on  the  way.  There  was  ample 
time  for  sending  word  to  other  stations  along 
the  coast  to  spare  as  many  )nen  as  they 
possibly  could  to  help  in  preventing  the 
anticipated  run  at  Osmington. 

This  was  a  dodge  on  the  part  of  Williams 
to  put  the  coastguard  on  the  wrong  scent. 
He  had  planned  the  landing  to  take  place 
several  miles  on  the  other  side  of  Lulworth— 
at  Chapman's  Pool.  Tommy  Cutler  had 
fulfilled  his  mission,  and  a  large  number  of 
smugglers  were  gathered  together  in  the 
undercliff  not  far  from  the  pool,  in  readiness 
for  the  boats.  They  dispersed  themselves 
among  the  thick  bushes  and  behind  the 
fallen  rocks,  and  anxiously  waited  for  the 
signal  to  begin  operations.  The  weather  was 
favourable  and  the  night  dark.  A  light 
placed  in  a  cottage  window  some  distance 
inland  was  the  guide  to  the  boats  where  to 
effect  a  landing.  There  was  no  coastguard- 
man  on  his  rounds  in  that  quarter,  as  every 
available  man  had  been  sent  to  Osmington. 

About  ten  o'clock  the  sound  of  oars  was 
heard,  and  soon  the  welcome  signal  came  to 
proceed  to  the  shore.  Without  noise  or  con- 
fusion the  kegs  of  spirits,  numbering  over  a 
hundred,  were  handed  out,  and  willing  hands 
Carrie  d  them  up  the  gorge  to  carts  waiting  to 
convey  them  to  a  place  of  safety  already  pre- 
pared for  their  reception,  in  the  barn  of 
Farmer  Keynes  at  Wynchcombe,  who  was  an 
old  and  tried  hand  at  smuggling. 

The  flag-stones  in  his  barn  had  been  re- 
moved, and  the  pits  beneath  were  soon  filled 
with  the  kegs  and  the  stones  replaced  with 
the  greatest  care. 

_  The  men  returned  to  their  homes  by 
different  routes,  many  of  them  having  to  walk 
long  distances. 

During  the  nest  day  tidings  reached  the 
station  at  Lulworth  that  the  look-out  man 
at  St.  Alban's  Head  had  good  reasons 
for  supposing  that  something  had  occurred 
in  the  pool  below  the  previous  night,  as  he 
had  seen  lights  from  time  to  time  flitting 
about  on  the  shore,  but  being  alone  he  did 
not  like  to  leave  his  post.  The  Warbarrow 
watchman  ako  reported  that  three  boats  had 
been  seen  leaving  Weymouth  in  the  afternoon, 
and  he  guessed  that  they  were  on  their  way 
to  some  larger  craft  out  at  sea. 

The  coastguardmen  were  furious  when 
they  found  out  how  they  had  been  hoaxed, 
and  vowed  vengeance  on  the  smugglers. 

The  St.  Alban's  men  diligently  searched 
round  Chapman's  Pool,  and  were  fully  con- 
vinced from  the  state  of  the  beach  and  the 
footmarks  near,  that  a  run  had  been  effected. 
Traces  of  the  cart  wheels  and  the  horses' 
hoofs  were  clearly  distinguishable  and  were 
tracked  in  the  direction  of  Wynchcombe 
Parm. 

On  arriving  at  the  farm,  the  chief  officer 
and  his  men  looked  in  every  direction- 
stables,  cowhouses,  and  hay-loft— but  no- 
thing rewarded  their  search.  In  the  barn 
they  saw  old  Woodrow  hard  at  work  thresh- 
ing corn,  and  the  floor  was  well  covered  with 
grain  and  chaff. 

"  Well,  Woodrow,"  asked  the  officer, 
"  where  is  your  master  ?  " 

"  Oh  !  he  be  gone  to  Wareham  market." 

"  When  do  you  expect  him  back  ?  " 

"  Not  much  avore  night,"  was  the  reply  ; 
"  vor  he  do  most  times  enjoy  hisself  arter 
business  be  done." 

Farmer  Keynes  was  a  splendid  specimen 
of  an  old  yeoman,  tall  and  stout,  and  free- 
iiearted.  But  he  had  a  great  capacity  for  grog. 


After  market  was  over,  he  was  accustomed 
to  take  his  seat  in  the  Red  Lion  parlour, 
and  have  a  long  sitting  and  blow  a  length- 
ened cloud. 

He  always  paid  his  score  according  to  the 
following  mode  of  reckoning.  When  served 
with  a  glass  of  grog  he  unbuttoned  his  long 
waistcoat  one  hole,  beginning  at  the  bottom. 
On  several  occasions  he  was  known  to  have 
to  button  up,  and  begin  again  before  finishing 
his  bout.  He  would  never  pay  for  a  single 
glass  more  than  his  buttons  indicated. 

On  the  Thursday  after  the  visit  of  the 
coastguard,  Keynes  and  his  men  were  pretty 
busy  at  the  farm  loading  three  waggons  with 
sacks  of  wheat,  or  what  seemed  to  be  wheat. 
Each  sack  contained  two  tubs  of  brandy,  and 
wheat  filled  in  between.  The  waggons  were 
sent  off  and  duly  reached  their  destination— 
a  mill  about  a  mile  from  Wareham.  There 
the  tubs  were  deposited  and  disposed  of  by 
degrees  by  the  owner  of  the  mill,  who  was  in 
league  with  the  Lulworth  fraternity. 

Nothing  more  was  attempted  by  the  Cove 
party  for  some  little  time,  as  it  was  necessary 
to  keep  quiet,  for  the  coastguardmen  were 
most  vigilant.  But  Ned  Wilhams  was  not 
idle.  His  fertile  brain  had  devised  another 
plan  for  cheating  the  revenue.  He  had  been 
away  from  home  for  nearly  a  month.  Shortly 
after  his  return  a  vessel  was  observed  making 
for  the  Cove  one  afternoon.  Her  flag  was 
half-mast,  an  intimation  that  a  death  had 
taken  place  on  board.  She  dropped  anchor 
about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  outside  the  entrance 
to  the  Cove  under  the  lee  of  the  cliffs.  Soon 
after  a  boat  was  seen  to  leave  her  and  was 
pulled  to  the  beach.  A  coastguardman  was 
there  ready  to  make  inquiries  as  to  the  vessel 
and  the  object  of  her  visit. 

He  was  informed  that  she  was  the  Eiple, 
of  Poole,  and  had  a  cargo  of  granite  on 
board  bound  for  Southampton.  While  the 
vessel  was  loading  at  St.  Sampson's,  Guem- 
sey,  the  mate  was  taken  down  with  smallpox 
and  soon  died.  His  wife  was  on  board  at  the 
time,  having  gone  the  trip  with  him.  As  the 
man  was  a  native  of  Winfrith,  the  captain 
thought  it  advisable  to  put  into  Lulworth 
and  land  the  corpse  and  the  widow. 

No  objections  were  raised  by  the  autho- 
rities, and  Ned  Williams,  who  happened  to 
bs  standing  near  the  boat,  suggested  that  a 
light  waggon  might  be  procured  suitable  for 
the  purpose  of  conveying  the  corpse  and  the 
poor  woman  to  Winfrith— nearly  six  miles 
from  Lulworth. 

This  was  arranged.    The  boat  put  off  to  , 
I  the  vessel,  and  after  some  delay  returned  ' 
with  the  coffin.     The  widow  looked  to  be  I 
rather  tall  and  very  stout.     Little  of  her  [ 
features  could  be  seen,  as  she  wore  a  thick 
veil.     She  was  evidently  not  much  accus- 
tomed to  boating,  and  required  a  good  bit  of 
assistance  in  getting  on  shore,  complaining  i 
that  her  limbs  were  so  stiff.    The  coffin  was  | 
carried  up  the  beach  by  four  men  and  placed  j 
in  the  waggon,  and  the  widow  took  her  seat  ! 
beside  it.    Williams  kindly  offered  her  his 
services  under  the  trying  circumstances,  and 
they  were  gladly  accepted. 

The  party  soon  started  for  their  destina- 
tion. In  less  than  two  hours  the  waggon 
reached  a  house  on  the  outskirts  of  Winfrith.  I 
It  stood  alone,  surrounded  by  a  nice  ' 
garden.  The  party  was  expected,  as  the  door 
was  opened  as  soon  as  the  waggon  stopped. 
The  widow  went  in  at  once  and  the  coffin 
was  soon  deposited  in  the  front  room  and 
the  blinds  were  drawn  down. 

Ned  Williams  having  signified  his  intention 
of  not  returning  to  Lulworth  until  the  next  ] 
day,  the  waggon  was  sent  back  after  the  ' 
horse  had  rested  awhile. 

There  were  certainly  no  signs  of  mourning 
in  that  house  during  the  evening. 

The  "  widow,"  after  half  an  hour's  absence 


upstairs,  came  into  the  room  looking  very 
much  thinner  than  before.  This  was  no 
matter  of  wonder.  She  had  divested  herself 
of  a  considerable  quantity  of  superabundant 
clothing.  Before  leaving  the  Kiple,  she 
had  wound  hundreds  of  yards  of  Valen- 
ciennes lace  round  her  arms,  legs,  and  body, 
I  and  had  put  on  no  less  than  six  ample  skirts 
!  of  rich  silk,  merely  tacked  together,  and 
suitable  for  making  into  dresses. 

The  lid  of  the  coffin  was  next  removed, 
but  no  corpse  was  there.  The  coffin  was 
j  stuffed  full  with  pieces  of  silk,  lace,  and 
cambric.  The  duty  on  all  these  articles 
would  have  amounted  to  a  large  sum.  But 
this  was  not  the  total  of  the  smugglers^' 
gains.  As  soon  as  darkness  came  on,  the 
crew  of  the  Riple  set  to  work  lowering 
kegs  of  brandy  into  the  sea  to  the  number  of 
eighty.  These  were  fastened  together  by 
ropes  in  lots  of  ten  each,  and  pieces  of  iron 
attached  to  the  ends  of  the  ropes  to  sink 
them.  Bits  of  cork  about  four  inches  square, 
secured  to  the  ropes,  floated  in  the  sea,  and 
indicated  where  the  treasure  was.  As  these 
corks  were  exactly  like  those  attached  to 
lobster  pots,  no  notice  would  be  taken  of 
them.  In  due  course,  as  opportunities  were 
afforded,  the  whole  of  the  kegs  were  landed 
and  distributed. 

Nothing  of  importance  transpired  at  the 
Cove  for  several  months,  as  the  weather  was 
unfavourable  and  the  winter  had  set  in 
with  great  severity. 

During  a  storm  in  December  a  schooner 
was  driven  ashore  between  Lulworth  and 
Warbarrow  and  became  a  wreck.  She  was 
laden  with  wine  from  Lisbon,  bound  for 
Portsmouth.  As  the  vessel  broke  up  the 
casks  of  wine  floated  about  and  many  were 
washed  ashore. 

The  occupation  of  wreckers   is  almost 
gone.     It  is  now  called  salving,  from  the 
Latin  salvare,  to  save,  although  salving  is 
even  now  only  another  word  for  wrecking 
in  many  cases.    All  salvage  is  supposed  to 
be  given  up   to   the   Official   Receiver  of 
j  Wrecks,  and  this  office  frequently  devolves  nn 
I  the  head  of  the  coastguard  station  nearest 
j  the  wreck.  All  that  is  salved  is  not  delivered 
I  to  him  by  the  salvors,  and  this  is  a  well- 
known  fact,  but  only  such  things  as  cannot 
!  be    conveniently    or   safely    carried  away. 
Whatever  is  collected  together  by  the  Official 
Receiver  is  sold  by  auction,  and  the  proceeds 
are  divided  according  to  the  following  scale  : 
the   crown  one  third ;  salvors  one  third  ; 
owners  of  ship  and  cargo  one  third.    As  a 
rule  the  owners  lealise  but  little. 

The  Lulworth  fishermen  were  very  busy  ai 
the  scene  of  the  wrecked  schooner,  and  wine 
was  their  beverage  for  a  long  time.  Floating 
casks  were  secured  and  towed  ashore,  while 
others  were  broached  on  the  beach,  and 
drunkenness  was  the  consequence. 

Smuggling  and  wrecking  always  promote 
drinking  habits,  and  the  possession  of  spirits 
in  the  house  is  a  fruitful  cause  of  constant 
"  nipping  "  on  the  part  of  women  as  well  as 
men. 

The  wreck  of  the  schooner  proved  no 
blessing  to  the  Lulworth  people,  for  it  caused 
much  dissipation  and  frequent  quarrels. 

As  the  spring  grew  on,  Ned  Williams  and 
his  companions  were  again  at  their  old  game. 
Former  successes  only  served  to  embolden 
them  to  further  ventures. 

It  was  resolved  to  try  "  a  run  "'  at  Dancing 
Ledge,  where  great  facilities  for  landing 
existed.  There  were  several  quarries  worked 
inwards  from  the  cliffs.  On  the  top  were 
windlasses  for  lowering  stone  for  shipment 
in  small  vessels,  and  these  could  be  utilised 
for  drawing  up  contraband  goods.  The 
quarries  themselves  afforded  capital  places  of 
concealment,  and  other  quarries  inland  were 
not  far  distant.    Some  extended  five  or  six 
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hundred  yards  under  ground,  and  the  lanes 
and  alleys  led  in  different  directions  accord- 
ing to  the  lay  of  the  various  veins  of  stone. 
A  large  number  of  kegs  of  spirits,  or  bales  of 
tobacco,  or  silks,  could  be  easily  stowed  away 
in  one  of  these  lanes,  and  the  entrance 
blocked  by  building  up  a  rough  wall  of  stones 
and  shovelling  earth  in  front,  and  thus 
detection  was  rendered  difficult. 

On  one  of  the  nights  in  the  week  before  the 
new  moon  in  March  it  was  decided  to  land  a 
cargo  on  the  Ledge,  not  far  from  Tilly  Whim. 
The  usual  precautions  were  taken. 

A  message  was  sent  from  Lulwovth  to  the 
stations  in  the  district  one  day  to  the  effect 
that  the  Flying  Scud  and  Alert  had  left  the 
Cove  during  the  previous  night,  and  it  was 
suspected  that  there  would  be  a  landing  at- 
tempted somewhere  along  the  coast.  The 
day  was  a  clear  one,  and  towards  evening  the 
officer  at  St.  Alban's  Head  saw,  by  the  aid 
of  his  telescope,  two  sailing  boats  going  in  the 
direction  of  amuch  larger  one,  some  miles  out 
at  sea.  Strict  orders  were  given  to  the  men, 
as  they  left  in  the  evening  for  their  beats,  to 
keep  a  good  look-out,  and  each  one  was  sup- 
plied with  a  blue  light  to  burn  as  a  signal 
to  summon  others  to  his  aid  in  case  of 
need. 

It  was  observed  that  several  lots  of  men 
were  making  their  way  across  the  country  in 
the  direction  of  Worth,  a  village  about  a 
couple  of  miles  from  Dancing  Ledge. 

The  Gertrude  had  received  orders  to  cruise 
between  Weymouth  and  Swanage,  so  that 
the  chances  of  a  successful  run  were  small. 

By  degrees  the  smugglers  assembled  at  the 
cliff"  quarries,  and  at  nine  o'clock  a  lantern 
was  lighted  inside  one  of  them  as  a  signal  to 
the  boat  to  come  in. 

This  light  could  not  be  seen  on  land,  and 
was  only  visible  seawards. 

Within  an  hour  the  boats  were  fastened  to 
the  Ledge,  and  the  hauling  up  was  rapidly 
proceeded  with.  Suddenly  a  bright  light 
startled  the  band,  burning  within  a  hundred 
yards  of  them,  and  another  was  soon  seen  on 
a  vessel  a  mile  or  two  from  the  land.  The 
smugglers  knew  only  too  well  what  these 


lights  meant,  and  at  once  suspended  opera- 
tions. 

The  boats  pushed  off  from  the  rocks  with- 
out a  minute's  delay,  and  the  rest  of  the  kegs 
were  pitched  overboard,  with  the  hope  that 
some  would  eventually  be  picked  up,  either 
at  sea  or  on  shore.  'The  Gertrude,  mean- 
while, was  sailing  in,  and  soon  her  pinnace 
was  manned,  and  the  crew  rowed  their  hard- 
est to  intercept  the  two  boats. 

The  smugglers  on  the  cliff  were  for  a 
moment  taken  aback,  and  hardly  knew  what 
to  do. 

In  less  than  ten  minutes  six  or  seven  of 
the  coastguardmen  were  on  the  spot,  and 
summoned  the  smugglers  to  surrender  in  the 
king's  name.  "  Not  if  we  can  help  it,"  shouted 
Sam  Smith,  a  stalwart  fellow,  who  at  once 
made  a  dash  at  the  foremost  of  them,  and 
sent  him  sprawling,  and  another  of  their 
number  was  soon  on  the  ground.  But  a 
smart  blow  from  a  cutlass  soon  disabled 
Sam's  right  arm,  and  he  was  overpowered. 
Two  more  of  his  companions  were  wounded 
by  pistol  shots.  Nat  White  used  his  loaded 
flail  with  tremendous  effect,  and  others  offered 
a  desperate  resistance.  But  most  of  them 
were  more  desirous  of  escaping  than  of  fight- 
ing, and  in  the  confusion  and  darkness  made 
oft',  leaving  their  three  wounded  mutes 
prisoners. 

The  chances  seemed  against  the  Flying 
Scud  and  Alert  escaping  the  cutter's  men. 

Tom  Squibb  shouted  to  Corbin  in  the 
other  boat,  "  You  make  the  best  of  your  way 
to  binspit  Gap,  and  we  will  try  for 
Durleston  way."  This  was  wise  counsel,  and 
so  the  boats  pulled  away  in  opposite  direc- 
tions. The  pinnace  could  only  pursue  one, 
and  set  off  after  the  Flying  Scud.  The  wind 
was  light,  and  the  Alert  was  consequently  not 
followed  by  the  Gertrude,  and  so  made 
good  her  escape. 

Corbin  and  his  companions  were  well 
aware  of  the  consequences  of  falling  into 
the  hands  of  the  king's  representatives,  and 
never  did  men  bend  to  their  oars  as  they 
did,  for  desperation  gave  increased  strength 
to  their  limbs. 


The  distance  to  the  Gap  was  not  great, 
and  they  struggled  hard  to  reach  it,  but  the 
cutter's  boat  was  fast  gaining  on  them, 
being  much  lighter.  Corbin  kept  his  boat 
well  in  shore,  and  as  he  was  acquainted  with 
every  part  of  the  coast  there  was  no  danger. 
As  soon  as  he  saw  how  matters  were  going, 
he  resolved  to  run  his  boat  ashore  at  once, 
and  she  was  aground  in  a  few  minutes. 
Overboard  the  men  jumped  into  the  water, 
and  were  on  the  rocks  and  scrambling  up 
the  low  cliff  before  the  pinnace  reached  the 
Flying  Scud. 

"  That  was  a  close  shave,  my  hearties,"  cried 
Aleck  Corbin,  "  and  now  disperse  yourselves 
and  do  the  best  you  can.  The  poor  Scud 
will  never  have  a  brandy  tub  aboard  her 
again.  It's  bad  luck,  my  lads,  this  go,  but 
we  have  done  our  best.  I  hope  the  chaps 
on  the  cliff  have  got  clear  off.  It  won't 
do  for  us  to  venture  back  to  Lulworth  for 
many  a  long  day,  and  we  must  be  up  to 
something  to  earn  a  crust."  Corbin  and  Bob 
Brown  were  marked  men,  having  engaged 
in  so  many  runs,  and  now  their  boat  was 
taken  it  was  of  no  use  whatever  trying  to 
brave  it  out,  and  they  had  no  liking  for 
spending  the  next  six  months  in  prison. 
They  made  up  their  minds  to  tramp  to 
Poole  and  try  for  berths  on  board  some 
vessel  there. 

It  was  a  weary  walk,  after  their  great 
exertions,  and  by  the  time  they  reached 
South  Haven  in  the  morning,  they  were  foot- 
sore and  heartsick.  Here  they  hired  a  boat 
and  proceeded  to  Poole,  and  were  fortunate 
enough  to  ship  on  board  one  of  the  New- 
foundland traders.  Two  days  later  they  were 
sailing  down  Channel,  beyond  the  grip  of  the 
king's  men. 

The  Alert  got  safely  away,  and  as  Squibb 
was  fully  aware  that  the  Cove  would  be  too 
dangerous  a  place  for  them,  he  resolved  to 
run  up  to  Southampton  Water,  and  have  the 
boat  painted  and  rechristened,  and  theriv 
either  sell  her  or  use  her  for  fishing. 

This  disaster  put  the  stopper  on  any 
further  smuggling  transactions  in  or  near 
the  Cove  during  the  rest  of  the  year. 


CmCE'S  VENGEANCE;    OH,  THE   CHCEROMOEPHIC  METASTROPHE. 

A  STOEY  OP  (VERY)  ANCIENT  GREECE! 


SOME  time  ago  I,  Tommy  Breaklaw,  was 
allowed  an  opportunity  of  stating  my 
opinion  about  the  demerits  of  Virgil's  ^neid. 
I  didn't  think  then  that  anything  worse  than 
a  Virgil  lesson  could  possibly  happen  to  a 
fellow.  But  I  was  wrong.  Since  that  time 
our  unhappy  form  has  been  put  on  to 
Homer,  and  we're  all  agreed  that  Homer  is  a 
lot  worse. 

"  You  will  perhaps  have  some  trouble  over 
the  Homeric  forms,"  said  Mr.  Horsemill 
mildly,  when  we  first  started  the  subject. 
He  never  had  any  trouble  with  any  subject 
when  he  was  a  boy,  consequently  he  some- 
times makes  mistakes  about  boys.  But  this 
time  he  was  right  enough— we  did  find  some 
slight  difficulty— so  slight  that  after  working 
for  about  an  hour  and  a  half,  I  can,  if  I'm 
lucky,  worry  through  about  three  lines. 

"The  critics  are  not  agreed,"  says  Mr. 
Horsemill,  "  as  to  whether  writing  was 
known  in  Homer's  day."  I  don't  know  who 
the  critics  are,  but  they  always  seem  to 
"  agree  to  differ  "  about  something  or  other. 
This  I  do  know— whether  Homer  could 
write  or  not,  I'm  positive  he  couldn't  spell. 
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Why,  he  can't  make  up  his  mind  about 
"  Odusseus  "—which  name  Mr.  Horsemill 
says  is  the  same  as  "  Ulysses."  You  turn 
O  into  U,  d  into  I,  change  the  first  u  into  y, 
and  knock  the  other  out— it's  a  very  simple 
process.  We  have  one  cheeky  boy  in  our 
form— only  one,  and  his  name  isn't  Breaklaw 
— and  he  suggested  that  it  would  be  just  as 
easy  to  turn  the  name  into  "  oysters  "—omit 
the  d,  turn  u  into  1/  ...  He  never  got  any 
further.  Two  hundred  and  fifty  lines  of 
Homer  with  the  accents  is  a  good  lot  for  a 
fellow  to  write  out,  but  I  suppose  it  served 
him  right.  Still  the  name  is  "  by  no  means 
unlike  oysters,"  as  Mr.  Pecksniff  said  when 
he  was  trying  to  think  of  "  sirens." 

We  are  "  reading  " — or  rather,  we  are  try- 
ing to  spell  out  the  tenth  book  of  the 
Odyssey,  and  some  time  ago  we  came  to  a 
really  funny  part.  Every  intelligent  school- 
boy— that  is  to  say,  every  boy  who  reads  the 
"B.  O.  P." — will  at  once  guess  that  I  mean 
the  description  of  Circe  the  enchantress 
turning  the  crew  of  Odysseus  into  swine  and 
feeding  them  on  mast  and  acorns.  We  all 
smiled  at  that,  and  some  of  us  thought  how 


nice  it  would  be  if  we  could  secure  th» 
services  of  Circe,  to  operate  upon  the  mas.- 
ters. 

"  Now,  boys,"  said  Mr.  Horsemill,  "  some 
people  will  tell  you  that  Homer  meant  to 
warn  his  countrymen  against  gluttony  and 
drunkenness.  I  am  afraid  that's  a  mistakeni 
notion.  Homer  always  talks  about  '  unspeak- 
able flesh '  and  '  honey-sweet  wine  '  as  if  he 
thoroughly  enjoyed  good  feeding  himself. 
Besides  Odysseus,  who  escapes,  thanks  to« 
the  magic  herb  '  moly,'  seems  to  have  eatenj 
just  as  much  as  anybody  else.  .  .  .  Well,, 
Breaklaw,  what  is  it  ?  " 

"  If  you  please,  sir,  did  he  tell  anybody 
else  about  the  '  moly.' 

"We  are  not  told.  Most  probably  he- 
received  a  large  sum  from  Circe  to  keep  the 
secret — and  then  sold  it  the  first  time  that 
he  got  a  chance.  He  was  a  man  of  many 
wiles." 

"  Breaklaw,"  said  Mr.  Horsemill  the  nexft 
day,  "  you've  given  me  an  idea.  I  will  con- 
tinue the  history  of  Circe  from  the  point 
where  Homer  leaves  off.  I  am  much  obliged 
to  you,  Breaklaw." 
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"  You  write  for  the  papers,  don't  you 
sir  ?  "  I  asked.  (I  am  about  the  only  one  in 
the  form  that  cares  to  tackle  him  out  of 
school.) 

"I  write  for  them — not  in  them,  very 
often.  Observe  the  subtle  force  of  the 
preposition." 

A  week  or  two  afterwards  I  asked  him  if 
he  would  lend  me  the  tale  to  read.  He  said 
I  could  take  it  and  keep  u — he  didn't  want  it 
and  nobody  else  did  either.    Here  it  is. 

=»******* 

Odysseus,  after  returning  safe  and  sound 
to  home  and  kindred,  ought  certainly  to 
have  lived  happily  with  Penelope  for  the 
i-est  of  his  hfe.  But  though  such  uninter- 
rupted bliss  is  a  very  common  thing  (in  old- 
fashioned  story-books),  it  did  not  fall  to  his 
lot.  After  he  had  been  interviewed  by  the 
special  reporter  of  the  "Ithaca  Gazette"— 
and  had  had  the  pleasure  of  being  entertained 
at  dinner  by  the  mayor  and  corporation— and 
iiad  lectured  several  times  in  the  town-hall 
before  "  large  and  appreciative  audiences,"  he 
began  to  find  life  a  trifle  dull  and  mono- 
tonous. 

I  cannot  rest  frona  travel :  I  will  drink 
Life  to  the  lees. 

Those  were  his  sentiments.  So  he  be- 
thought him  of  Circe,  the  far-famed  lady 
conjurer  of  Ms;&,  and  how  on  one  occasion 
he  had  spoiled  her  finest  trick,  the  "  Chcero- 
morphic  Metastrophe  "—which  consisted,  as 
everybody  knows,  in  inviting  members  of  the 
audience  on  to  the  platform,  feeding  them 
well,  and  then  changing  them  into  swine. 
(Of  course  she  always  reversed  the  spell,  as 
soon  as  people  had  finished  laughing  at  the 
unhappy  victims.)  And  he  wrote  to  her  as 
follows  : — 

"  I,  Odysseus,  King  of  Ithaca,  send  greet- 
ing to  Circe,  Professional  Enchantress, 
.SI  sea. 

"  It  is  in  my  mind  to  cross  the  wine-dark 
mere  yet  again,  and  see  many  cities  of  men. 
I  purpose  to  lecture  therein  on  the  Trojan 
War  with  dioramic  views  ('  The  burning 
city  '  changing  to  '  The  ruins  by  moonlight,' 
and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  you  know).  Now, 
lest  the  folk  should  be  wearied  at  heart' 
hearing  me  hold  forth  for  many  hours  with- 
out pause,  I  desire  you  to  travel  with  my 
cornpany,  that  you  may  from  time  to  time 
delight  the  minds  of  men  with  cunning  sor- 
ceries, and  especially  with  the  Chceromorphic 
Metastrophe,  for  it  is  a  goodly  trick  and 
goeth  down  right  well.  In  requital  for  this 
service  I  will  give  you  three  fair  acres  of 
corn-bearing  land,  and  I  will  hold  my  peace 
touching  the  '  moly,'  of  which  plant  no 
mortal  knoweth  saving  Odysseus,  for  indeed 
it  is  hard  for  mortal  men  to  dig,  and  I  deem 
this  secret  most  precious.  An  earlv  reply 
will  oblige."  ^     ^  ^ 

When  Circe  received  this  epistle  she 
wavered  in  her  mind,  doubting  whether  she 
should  consent  to  go,  and  ask  him  to  make 
it  six  acres,  or  should  treat  him  with  scorn 
and  contempt.  After  much  deliberation,  she 
wrote  as  follows  :  — 

"  I  cannot  do  this  thing,  but  I  can  pay  you 
what  your  secret  is  worth."  She  then  en- 
closed the  smallest  copper  coin  known  to  the 
ancients,  and  sent  off  the  letter  unstamped, 
leaving  Odysseus  to  pay  a  special  registration 
fee  of  eight  "  obols,"  and  two  for  an  unpaid 
letter.  And  when  he  read  the  contents  he 
was  grievously  enraged,  for  it  seemed  to  him 
that  he,  the  "man  of  many  wiles,"  had 
parted  with  ten  obols  without  gaining  much 
thereby.  And  first  he  went  into  the  kitchen 
and  gave  many  of  the  domestics  notice  to 
leave,  and  then  he  proceeded  to  advertise 
the  pknt  "moly  "  in  all  the  papers.  And  so 
when  next  Circe  performed  at  .Ewa,  all 
those  who  came  on  to  the  platform  had 


eaten  of  the  moly,  and  the  "  Chceromorphic 
Metastrophe  "  was  a  dead  failure,  and  many 
men  demanded  their  money  back. 

"  Pigs  are  played  out,"  observed  Circe's 
acting-manager,  who  was  calmly  adding  up 
the  takings  in  a  little  room  at  the  back. 
"  They've  all  got  hold  of  the  secret.  You 
must  do  something  else." 

Therefore  Circe  commenced  a  series  of 
experiments,  and  succeeded  in  producing 
first  a  pig  with  an  ass's  head,  then  an  ass 
with  a  pig's  head,  and  finally  an  unmitigated 
ass.  After  this  triumph  all  was  plain  sailing, 
and  when  she  started  on  her  next  tour  she 
was  able  to  announce  in  large  capitals  that 
the  performance  would  conclude  every 
evening  with 

THE  PANTOMOEPHIC  METASTEOPHE, 

the  necessary  drugs  being  administered  in 
the  shape  of  small  cakes,  perfectly  harmless 
and  palatable  to  the  taste. 

Now  Odysseus  went  forth  to  lecture  in  the 
Happy  Isles— but  that  is  another  story.  And 
Circe  also  went  forth  to  conjure  and  gained 
much  treasure,  and  whenever  she  asked  men 
if  they  would  kindly  step  forward  to  assist  in 
the  last  trick,  many  shouted  assent  and  came 
forward,  and  were  turned  into  divers  animals. 
And  those  who  looked  on  them  were  glad  at 
heart,  and  quenchless  laugiiter  rose. 

_  At  last,  in  an  evil  hour,  Circe  decided  to 
visit  an  island  in  the  /Egean  Sea  called 
Gnathos,  where  the  people  were  wholly  given 
up  to  the  study  of  science.    No  boy  was 
allowed  to  partake  of  fruit  pie  until  he^could 
explain  scientifically  the  principle  of  the 
"  cup,"  nor  might  he  play  at  cricket  with  his 
companions  until  he  had  studied  the  velocity 
of  projectiles,  and  many  other  things  that 
trouble  not  the  youth  of  this  generation. 
In  this  place  the  chief  magistrate  declined 
to  grant  the  use  of  the  town-hall,  on  the 
ground  that  no  scientific  purpose  could  be  ! 
served  by  such  an  entertainment.    So  the  I 
performance  took  place  in  a  barn  before  a 
beggarly  array  of  (almost)  empty  benches. 
On  the  second  night  there  was  a  somewhat 
fuller  attendance.    After  a  little  stiffness  the 
worthy  Gnathians  soon  entered  into  the 
spirit  of  the  thing  and  applauded  vigorously, 
not  seeming  to  care  in  the  least  whether 
the  performance  was  scientific  or  otherwise. 
Among  the  audience  at  the  back  of  the  hall 
(or  barn)  was  a  man  disguised  in  a  wig  and 
false  beard,  who  bore  a  strange  resemblance 
to  the  Chief  Magistrate.    He  came  on  to  the 
platform  and  was  turned  into  a  peacock, 
much  to  the  amusement  of  several  members 
of  the  corporation,  who  had  been  "  detained 
at  their  offices  by  press  of  business."  Ten 
minutes  later  he    was    telling    his  wife 
that  it  was  a  "miserable  affair" — "wasted 
evening— glad  you  didn't  come,  my  dear; 
not  yoiir  style  of  thing  at  all."    The  good 
lady  said  it  was  simply  shameful  that  such 
things  should  be  allowed  to  go  on.    If  it  was 
really  as  bad  as  all  that,  she  should  consider 
it  her  painful  duty  to  be  present  at  the  third 
(and  concluding)  performance. 

Curiously  enough,  the  next  day  Circe 
received  a  polite  note  from  the  Chief  Magis- 
trate himself,  offering  her  the  use  of  the  hall 
on  condition  that  the  performance  should 
be  called  "  Lecture  with  scientific  experi- 
ments," in  which  case  he  would  attend  in 
person,  and  take  the  chair.  Circe  readily 
consented,  and  in  order  to  ensure  a  fuller 
attendance,  she  issued  a  few  complimentary 
tickets.  Seven  of  these  were  sent  to  an  old 
lady  named  Gorgopis,  who  received  six  young 
gentlemen  to  "prepare  for  their  future 
career,"  as  the  advertisement  somewhat 
vaguely  put  it.  (Thorough  refinement.  Home 
comforts.)  About  an  hour  before  the  com- 
mencement of  the  performance,  Circe  re- 


ceived a  small  packet  containing  the  seven 
tickets  and  the  following  curt  epistle  : 

"  Why  have  you  insulted  me  thus  ?  You 
are  no  better  than  you  ought  to  be. 

"  GoBGOPIS." 

Nothing  daunted  by  this  rebuff,  Circe  went 
on  with  her  lecture  as  usual,  and  met  with 
triumphant  success.    The  Chief  Magistrate 
rose  at  the  conclusion  of  the  proceedings, 
and  proposed  a  vote  of  thanks  for  the' 
interesting  and  instructive  lecture  to  which 
they  had  just  listened.    From  the  last  ex- 
periment, he  would  ask  his  younger  hearers 
to  draw  the  scientific  lesson  that  cakes  were 
subtle  and  insidious  things,  liable  to  lead  to 
unforeseen  consequences,  unless  they  were 
purchased  at  a  shop  where  all  the  goods 
could  be  guaranteed  to  be  genuine,  and  free  * 
from  adulteration.  As  the  worthy  magistrate  I 
was  a  baker  and  confectioner  by  trade,  it  was  I 
felt  that  the  last  piece  of  advice  could  hardly  I 
be  called  disinterested.  f 
The  next  evening,  as  Gorgopis  was  enjoy-  ' 
ing  a  thoroughly  refined  meal  of  soup  and 
oysters,  while  the  six  pupils  were  banqueting 
upon  stale  bread,  stale  fish,  and  other  home 
comforts,  an  old  woman,  bent  nearly  double, 
appeared  in  the  doorway. 

"  Go  to  the  ravens!"  said  Gorgopis.  "I 
never  give  anything  to  beggars." 

■"  I  am  no  beggar,"  said  the  old  woman 
indignantly.  "  I  have  wares  to  sell,"  display- 
ing a  large  basket  co%-ered  with  a  white 
cloth. 

I      "  Neither  do  I  buy  aught  from  the  peripa- 
tetic vendors  of  unspeakable  rubbish." 

"  Ah,  well,"  said  the  stranger,  "  I'm  an  old 
woman,  and  I've  come  a  long  way,  and  the 
basket's  heavy,  and  my  back  aches  ;  and  if 
you  won't  buy  my  cakes  "—the  pupils 
pricked  up  their  ears— "why,  I  must  just 
give  them  away,  that's  all.  Will  you  kindly 
accept  a  cake  ?  " 

"  Not  for  me,"  said  Gorgopis,  who  had 
worked  her  way  steadily  through  two  dozen 
oysters.  "  Give  them  to  the  boys— the  dear 
boys  !    I'm  sure  I  grudge  them  no  luxury." 

"This  will  go  in  the  bill,"  muttered 
Chalceus,  the  senior  pupil.  "  Never  mind — 
ive  don't  pay  it.    Here  goes  !  " 

When  each  boy  had  received  one  cake, 
there  were  still  three  left  in  the  basket. 

"  Leave  them,"  said  Gorgopis  generously. 
"  I  will  bestow  them  on  the  slaves.    I  don't  ' 
believe  there's  a  single  house  in  Gnathos 
where  the  slaves  are  treated  as  mine  are." 

"  I  should  hope  not,"  muttered  the  stranger 
softly  as  she  withdrew. 

Some  hours  later  Gorgopis  crossed  the 
court-yard  and  made  her  way  to  a  long 
corridor  into  which  six  doors  opened.  Every 
pupil  had  a  separate  bedroom,  this  desirable 
result  being  attained  by  the  simple  process 
of  building  one  room  somewhat  longer  and 
narrower  than  usual,  and  dividing  it  into  six 
by  means  of  partitions  reaching  rather  more 
than  half-way  up  to  the  roof.  Gorgopis 
knocked  at  the  door  of  No.  1. 
"  Chalceus,  is  your  lamp  out  ?  " 
"  Hee-haw,"  was  the  only  response. 
"What  a  dreadful  cough!"  exclaimed 
Gorgopis.  "  I  must  dose  that  boy."  She 
smiled  placidly— family  medicine  was  always 
an  exceedingly  profitable  item. 

"Is  your  lamp  out?  "  she  demanded  again. 
"  Hee-haw." 

"  Open  the  door  at  once." 
"  Hee-haw." 

Gorgopis  angrily  flung  the  door  open 
and  

The  senior  pupil  had  disappeared.  In  his 
place  was  a  fine,  active  young  donkey  who 
had  torn  the  bedding  to  rags,  smashed  the 
water-jug,  and  kicked  a  hole  through  the  par- 
tition. He  had  rashly  thrust  his  head  into 
the  opening  and  was  vainly  endeavouring  to 
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draw  it  back  again,  lashing  out  with  his  hind 
legs  m  the  most  determined  way. 

"Why,  what  on  earth  "  began  Gor- 

gopis. 

At  this  point  the  donkey  succeeded  in  re- 
leasmg  his  head.  Seeing  Gorgopis,  he  turned 
towards  her  and  bowed  pohtely. 

"  WHEEE  is  Chalceus  ?  "  demanded 
Gorgopis,  as  though  she  expected  the  animal 
fco  answer. 

The  donkey  raised  his  right  foreleg  and 
seemed  to  be  trying  to  point  to  himself  as 
much  as  to  say,  "  Here  I  am." 

"  Truly  an  intelligent  beast,"  said  Gorgopis. 
"  Nevertheless  I  wish  I  knew  who  had 
brought  him  here  !  "  Then  she  passed  on  to 
No.  2. 

"  Xuthus,  is  your  lamp  out  ?  " 
Grunt. 

"  Is  your  lamp  out  ?    Answer  me,  or  by 

the  gods  " 

Grunt— grunt. 

"He  snores  loudlj',"  said  Gorgopis,  who 
was  rapidly  losing  her  temper,  "  but  I  will 
arouse  him."  She  ran  across  the  court  and 
fetched  a  long  thick  stick  with  which  she 
was  accustomed  to  stimulate  the  flagging 
energies  of  her  pupils.  Armed  with  this 
weapon  she  opened  the  door  of  No.  2,  and 
found  not  Xuthus,  but  a  short,  fat  pig  fast 
asleep  on  the  floor,  grunting  at  regular  in- 
tervals, as  if  he  were  playing  the  double-bass 
an  some  invisible  orchestra. 

"  Where  is  Xuthus  ?  "  demanded  Gorgopis, 
gently  prodding  the  sleeping  animal  with  her 
stick.  With  one  portentous  grunt  the  pig 
sprang  to  his  feet,  opened  his  eyes,  shook 
himself,  and  bowed  very  much  as  the  donkey 
had  done,  but  with  less  grace. 

"  This  is  some  infamous  trick,"  exclaimed 
Gorgopis.  "  Some  malicious  person  must 
have  carried  off  my  boys,  my  dear  boys  !  " 

The  pig  uttered  a  series  of  short  grunts' 
which  seemed  to  indicate  that  the  animal 
was  gradually  feeling  his  way  towards  a 
laugh.  Gorgopis  lashed  savagely  at  him 
with  the  stick,  and  shivered  it  into  fragments, 
without  damaging  the  pig  in  the  least. 

"  Could  it  have  been  Circe  herself  who 
brought  the  cakes?"  muttered  Gorgop's. 
"  No  !  I  will  not  believe  it.  Jonesius  !  is  mur 
famp  out  ?" 

No  reply.  She  opened  the  door  and  dis- 
covered a  large  monkey  comfortably  seated 
on  the  partition,  grinning  at  her.  The  animal 
attempted  to  bow,  but  lost  his  balance  and 
eame  down  on  his  head  with  some  force. 
Gorgopis  smiled. 

"  Eobinides,  are  you  there  ?  " 
The  answer  was  such  an  unmistakable 
bow-wow  that  Gorgopis  decided  not  to  force 
an  entrance.  No.  5  proved  to  be  empty,  save 
for  one  small  frog  who  was  hopping  cheerily 
around.  With  a  stifled  scream  Gorgopis 
(gathered  up  her  skirts,  fled  to  No.  6,  and 
found  herself  face  to  face  with  a  large  parrot 
of  the  gaudiest  plumage  imaginable. 

"  What  are  you  doing  here  ?  "  she  de- 
manded. "  Answer  me  ;  you  at  least  have  a 
voice." 

"  So  have  you,  such  as  it  is,"  replied  the 
parrot. 

Crash  !  The  donkey  in  No.  1  had  kicked 
the  door  down  and  broken  loose. 

"Charge  it  in  the  bill,"  said  the  parrot 
sarcastically.  "  Pre.ty  Poll !  Charge  it  in 
the  bill." 

Crash  again !  The  door  of  No.  2  was 
smashed  to  atoms. 

"  There  goes  another  of  them,"  said  the 
parrot.  "  This  will  be  most  profitable  to  you." 

"It  is  the  nature  of  parrots,"  observed 
Gorgopis  with  an  unnatural  calm,  "  to  be 
foolish  babblers." 

"  It  is  the  nature  of  some  old  women,"  re- 
torted the  parrot,  "  to  be  stingy  money-grab- 
bers. Hooray  !  another  door  !   Chalk 'it  up." 


"  That  ever  I  should  live  to  be  insulted  by 
a  parrot !  "  screamed  Gorgopis.  "  May  you 
perish  miserably !  " 

"  Thank  you,"  said  the  parrot;  "but  as  I 
don't  intend  to  remain  after  the  present 
quarter,  I  shall  not  be  able  to  carry  out 
your  wishes.  However,  the  same  to  you  and 
many  of  them." 

By  this  time  all  the  animals  had  broken 
loose  in  the  corridor,  and  then  there  was  in- 
deed a  "  sound  of  revelry  by  night."  They 
ran  races,  they  fought  sham  fights  with  frag- 
ments of  the  broken  doors,  they  executed  the 
most  extraordinary  gymnastic  feats,  they 
built  themselves  up  into  a  living  pyramid  of 
which  the  donkey  formed  the  base  and  the  frog 
the  apex,  while  Gorgopis  sat  upon  the  ground 
in  stony  stupefaction.  Bousing  herself  at 
length,  she  went  to  seek  counsel  of  an  aged 
slave  named  Panturgus  who  was  responsib'e 
for  the  welfare  of  the  pupils  out  of  school 
hours.  With  a  brief  but  expressive  wish 
that  the  pupils,  individually  and  collectively, 
might  go  to  the  ravens,  he  sprang  from  his 
couch,  flung  his  coarse  brown  cloak  round 
him,  and  followed  Gorgopis  to  the  scene  of 
disorder. 

Comparative  quiet  now  reigned.  Five  of 
the  animals  were  seated  in  a  sort  of  semi- 
circle like  a  class  in  school,  while  the  parrot 
played  the  part  of  instructor  after  the  manner 
of  Gorgopis. 

"  My  boys,  my  dear  boys,  you  know  I  love 
you  !  If  I  thought  soup  and  ovsters  were 
good  for  you,  I  would  give  them  to  you  freely.  I 
As  it  IS,  you  will  have  the  satisfaction  of  see- 
ing me  partake  of  them.  Here  is  bread  of 
venerable  antiquity—for  you.  Here  are  some 
prehistoric  sprats— for  you.  Can  you  see 
sprats  ?  Yes.  Can  you  hear  them  ?  No. 
Can  you  touch  them  ?  You'd  better  not,  till 
I  give  you  leave.     Can  you  smell  sprats  ? 

These  you  can— a  mile  ofl'.    Can  you  ?  " 

But  here  the  whole  class  burst  into  shrieks 
of  laughter,  in  which  the  parrot  finally  joined. 

"What  does    all    this    mean?"  asked 
Gorgopis. 

"  Alas,  my  mistress,  your  select  boarding- 
school  has  become  a  menagerie  !  " 
"  But  where  are  the  boys  ?  " 
"  Where  ?    There.    If  that  isn't  Pareides 
who's  imitating  you,  give  me  a  month's 
notice," 

"  And  who  has  done  this  thing  ?  " 
"  The  old  woman  with  the  cakes.  Circe 
herself." 

"  Impossible  !  " 

"Very  hkely— but  true  for  all  that.  I 
knew  she  was  no  ordinary  mortal  as  she 
passed  out ;  there  was  a  strange  fragrance  at- 
tending her." 

"  Kubbish  !  it  was  the  sprats." 
_  "  Hardly,  I  think,  but  listen.    Pareides  is 
singing— about  you  probably." 

They  listened.  The  parrot  was  singing 
about  Gorgopis— very  much  as  follows  : 

"Who  is  it  wlio  in  learning  shines, 
WIio  grace  witli  intellect  combines. 
Who  often  sets  five  hundrerl  lines  ? 
Gorgopis — sweet  Gorgopis. 

Now  then,  chorus.    Oh,  I  forgot ;  you  can't 
chorus.    "Very  well,  then  ;  make  any  noise 
that  comes  easiest,  and  I'll  do  the  singing. 
Chorus— prestissimo  agitato  impot-ino. 
Gorgopis— sweet  Gorgopis, 
Who  with  majestic  air  and  granrl. 
Asks  questions  you  can't  understand. 
And  gives  you  si.K  on  either  hand? 
Chokus— Adagio  doloroso  con  unparliamentary  ct- 
pressione  ! 
Gorgopis— sweet  Gorgopis, 
Who  piles  her  sole  and  separate  dish 
With  every  dainty  man  could  v.-ish. 
And  feeds  us  on  malodorous  fish? 
Chohot— Allegro  pomposo  odoroso  I 
Gorgopis— sweet  Gorgopis." 


I  don  t  care  what  happens  now,"  said 
Gorgopis,  in   a   transport   of  indignation. 

ill  wring  that  parrot's  neck,  whether  it's 
Pareides  or  not.    And  you  can  let  the  donkey 

hoir '''™''  "'^'^'^ 

"Pardon  me,"  replied  the  slave.  "Is  not 
that  donkey  none  other  than  Chalceus  him- 
self ]  And  did  you  not  promise  his  father  to 
■prepare  hini  for  his  future  career  '  " 

"Well,  carrying  small  boys  is  a'career  of  a 
sort,  objected  Gorgop  s.  -  At  any  rate,  it's 
not  much  worse  than  teaching  them.  As 
for  the  pig,  he  can  be  killed  and  cooked  " 

"  Keflect,  I  pray  you.  If  you  sent  a  dear 
son  away  to  school,  what  would  be  your 
feelings  if  you  received  him  back  in  the 
shape  of  sausages  ?  " 

"  I  must  decline  to  discuss  a  purely  hypo- 
thetical case.    What  am  I  to  do  now  " 

"  Lock  them  up  in  the  stable  and  wait  till 
Oirce  comes  again." 

This  was  more  easily  said  than  done. 
Panturgus  was  fat  and  scant  of  breath,  and 
tire  animals  had  no  mind  to  be  cau<^ht 
Gorgopis  kept  up  a  succession  of  shrill 
screams,  but  did  not  otherwise  assist  in  their 
capture.  ±t  was  ai  least  an  hour  before  thev 
were  safely  housed. 

„  *?  l^ed,  I  pray  you,"  said  Panturgus. 

1  will  sit  up  and  keep  watch  all  night  " 
The  stable  door  had  hardly  closed,  before  he 
was  sound  asleep.  And  as  he  slept,  he 
dreamed  that  the  old  cake-woman  suddenly 
appeared  and  beckoned  away  the  animals  one 
by  one. 

When  he  awoke  next  morning  it  was 
already  broad  daylight.  He  looked  round 
for  the  old  woman— she  was  gone.  What  is 
more,  the  animals  were  gone  too  ! 

Half  asleep  he  bent  his  steps  mechanically 
to  the  corridor,  to  call  the  pupils  as  usuaL 
He  had  just  realised  that  there  were  no  longer 
;  any  pupils  to  call,  when  he  saw,  to  his  aston- 
,  ishment,  that  the  bedroom  doors  had  all  been 
I  restored  during  the  night. 

"  Either  I  was  dreaming  then,"  muttered 
!  Panturgus,  "  or  perchance  I  was  drunk  I 
will  call  Chalceus,  and  it  may  be  I  shall  be 
gladdened  with  the  sound  of  a  human  voice 
Ho,  Chalceus  I  awake  !  " 

"Go  to  the  crows,  you  pig-headed  slave  ' 
said  a  voice,  undoubtedly  human,  "  you  have 
disturbed  me  in  a  beautiful  dream." 

Without  replying  to  this  polite  greetin-j 
Panturgus  hurriedly  called  the  other  boys' 
and  finding  everything  mi  statu  quo,  hastened 
to  report  this  astonishing  discovery  to  Gor- 
gopis. "Just  what  I  had  expected,"  said 
the  good  lady.  Whereat  Panturgus  thrust 
his  tongue  into  his  left  cheek,  winked  his 
right  eye  solemnly,  and  said  nothing. 

Conversation  at  breakfast-time  ruled  lively 
Every  pupil  had  a  dream  to  relate,  and  all 
the  dreams  fitted  into  and  corresponded  with 
each  other.  Gorgopis  confessed  that  she  ' 
had  also  had  a  strange  dream,  but  added 
that  the  details  were  not  exactly  fitted  for 
juvenile  minds. 

"  I  always  knew  she  was  a  bad  lot,"  whis- 
pered Chalceus.  "  Hullo !  here's  the  old 
cake-woman  again." 

"  No  cakes  to-day,  thank  you,"  said  Gor- 
gopis sweetly. 

"  No  work  here  for  a  poor  old  woman  to 
do  ?  " 
"  No." 

_  "No  little  dream  to  be  interpreted,  for 
instance  ?  " 

"  Yes  !  "  chorussed  the  pupils,  and  Pareides 
added,  "  I  dreamed  I  was  a  parrot,  and  I 

was  " 

"  Singing  a  song  about— about  school  life.     i  I 
Is  that  so?"  " 
"  Bight  you  are.    What  was  Xuthus  ?  " 
"  A  pig.    He  tried  to  join  in  the  chorus, 
but  he  could  only  grunt." 
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"That's  his  natural  voice,"  explained 
Chalceus.    "  I  dreamed  I  was  a  donkey." 

"Thats  his  natural  shape!"  retorted 
Xuthus. 

"And  can  you  interpret  these  visions?" 
demanded  Gorgopis. 

"  They  were  no  visions,  but  realities,"  said 
the  stranger  solemnly. 

"  Who  and  what  are  you  ?  "  asked  Gorgopis 
in  astonishment. 

"  I  am  Circe  the  Enchantress.  Just 
hand  me  that  table-cloth  ;  I  believe  you've 
finished  breakfast.    Thank  you." 

Circe  wrapped  herself  closely  in  the  cloth 
from  head  to  foot,  and  tiung  it  off  again 
almost  instantaneously. 

All  signs  of  old  age  and  beggary,  grey 
hairs,  wrinkles,  rags,  had  utterly  disappeared. 
It  was  a  young  and  beauteous  woman, 
gorgeously  arrayed,  who  stood  before  Gor- 
gopis.   The  boys  applauded  vigorously. 

"  I  don't  usually  perform  in  private  houses," 
said  Circe,  "  for  less  than  two  minae  and  a  half. 
But  on  this  occasion  I  will  forego  the  usual 
fee." 

"  You  are  very  good,"  sai<l  Gorgopis  feebly. 
"  As  good  as  I  ought  to  be  ?  " 
"  Much  better  !  " 

"And  did  I  not  transform  your  pupils 
into  divers  animals  ?  " 

"  You  did— for  which  may  the  gods  bless 
you  !    I  suppose  it  was  the  cakes  that  did  it." 

"  Even  so.  And,  by  the  way,  there  were 
three  cakes  left  over  which  you  promised  to 
bestow  on  your  slaves —have  you  done  so? 
The  first  cake  would  produce  an  elephant,  the 
second  a  cat,  and  the  third  a  cuckoo." 

"  Then  may  the  gods  be  gracious  to  me  !  " 
gasped  Gorgopis.    "  I  have  eaten  them  all." 


"  I  rather  thought  you  would."  [Chalceus 
and  Pareides  exchanged  winks.] 

"'When  did  you  consume  them?"  con- 
tinued Circe. 

"  Shortly  before  midnight.  I  had  spent  a 
very  fatiguing  evening  and  felt  quite  faint." 

"  Exactly  so.  Well,  the  transformation 
ought  to  take  place  very  shortly.  I  haven't 
the  least  idea  what  a  combination  of  elephant, 
cat,  and  cuckoo  will  resemble,  but  such  an 
I  experiment  as  yours  '  cannot  fail  to  advance 
the  cause  of  science'  (quoting  from  the  chair- 
man's opening  remarks  on  the  last  night  of 
the  entertainment).  The  elephant,  being  the 
largest  animal  of  the  three,  will  of  course 
preponderate.  I  think  you  may  take  it  for 
granted  that  you  will  have  a  proboscis." 

"  No  great  alteration,"  muttered  Chalceus. 

"  Possibly  the  cakes  will  not  act  simul- 
taneously, but  in  rotation.  In  that  case,  one 
minute  you  may  be  careering  round  the  court- 
yard with  the  whole  school  on  your  back  — 
the  next,  you  may  be  frisking  about,  and 
running  after  your  own  tail — the  next,  with 
tuneful  cries  of  '  cuckoo,  cuckoo  '  " 

"  Is  there  no  way  out  of  all  this  ?  "  inter- 
rupted Gorgopis. 

"  There  may  be.  You'll  promise,  of  course, 
not  to  charge  my  performance  in  the  bills  ?  " 

"  I  promise." 

"  You  won't  say  a  word  about  'repairs  of 
dormitory  '  or  '  replacing  crockery  ?  '  " 
"  No,  no." 

"Very  good.  And  now" — she  lightly 
touched  Gorgopis  with  her  wand — "  you  are 
safe ;  more  especially  as  you  have  never 
eaten  the  magic  cakes  at  all." 

"  Never  eaten  them  ?  how  say  you  ?  " 

"  I  foresaw  what  you  would  do,  and  there- 


fore I  substituted  others  which  were  harmless. 
Are  you  pleased  ?  " 

"  Truly,  I  am.  I  don't  look  it,  but  I  am. 
May  I  ask  if  you  have  performed  in  any  other 
houses  in  this  place  ?  " 

"  I  have  seen  fit  to  punish  one  man,  the 
Chief  Magistrate.  He  came  to  my  perform- 
ance in  disguise,  the  hypocrite  !  I  turned 
him  into  a  peacock,  but  the  cake  had  a  reflex 
action  (one  of  my  latest  improvements),  and 
so  yesterday  he  changed  again  from  a  man  to 
a  peacock,  and  all  day  long  he  walked  about 
uttering  piteous  screams,  till  the  hearts  of  the 
neighbours  were  touched,  and  they  applied 
to  the  Inspector  of  Nuisances  for  a  summons 
against  the  Chief  Magistrate  for  keeping  a 
disorderly  fowl.  And  now  I  must  leave  you, 
but  not  in  the  usual  way  of  course.  That 
table-cloth  again,  if  you  please— thank  you." 

Once  more  Circe  enveloped  herself  from 
head  to  foot,  and  this  time  when  the  cloth 
fill,  she  was  gone  I 

Next  morning  a  poor  limp  draggle-tailed 
peacock,  who  had  once  been  a  Chief  Magis- 
trate, was  found  in  a  ditch  with  his  neck 
wrung.  An  intelligent  jury  sat  on  the  corpse 
and  decided  that  the  deceased  had  wrung  his 
own  neck  during  a  temporary  aberration  of 
body.  But  there  were  some  who  hinted  that 
the  Deputy  Chief  Magistrate,  who  had  suc- 
ceeded to  the  vacant  ofiice,  knew  more  about 
the  affair  than  he  chose  to  tell.  Only  this  is 
certain :  that  shortly  afterwards  he  received 
from  an  anonymous  donor  an  innocent-look- 
ing piece  of  bride-cake,  upon  eating  which  he 
instantly  turned  into  a  toad,  in  which  state 
he  continued  till  the  island  of  Gnathos  finally 
sank  beneath  the  waters. 


THE    DEVIL'S  STEPS. 

A  HOLIDAY  ADVENTUEE. 
By  H.  H.  Evelyn. 


SloME  years  ago,  when  C  y,  the  now 
)  fashionable  health  resort  of  English, 
American,  and  Swiss,  was  as  yet  a  simple 
mountain  village,  we  held  there  our  custo- 
mary family  gathering,  and  spent  as  delightful 
■a  summer  holiday  as  ever  fell  to  the  lot  of 
English  boys. 

It  was  a  place  full  of  the  most  charming 
possibilities.  Situated  4,000  feet  above  the 
level  of  the  sea,  snowy  peaks  overshadowed 
the  village,  while  down  in  the  valley,  shut  in 
•between  steep  precipices  crowned  with  dark 
pine-woods,  rushed  the  river,  forming  by  its 
•abundant  deposit  small  islands  in  mid 
.stream.  One  of  these  islands  was  found  to 
be  accessible  by  wading  when  the  river  was 
low  ;  so  there  we  enacted  in  the  most  thrill- 
ing manner  the  stirring  story  of  Pitcairn 
Is  and. 


Delightful  expeditions  were  made  to 
mountain  lakes  and  glaciers  :  our  life  was  a 
continual  picnic ;  there  was  but  one  thing 
lacking  to  complete  our  bliss  ;  we  had  none  of 
us  picked  a  piece  of  Edelweiss. 

It  really  did  seem  hard ;  we  were  all  very 
keen  mountaineers,  who  liked  to  do  the 
"  right  things  "  thoroughly,  and  as  the  day 
of  our  departure  drew  nearer  and  nearer,  the 
disgrace  of  this  terrible  omission  in  the  holiday 
programme  became  almost  unbearable.  Edel- 
weiss engrossed  all  our  thoughts  ;  we  talked 
of  it ;  we  dreamed  of  it ;  but  in  spite  of  all  our 
entreaties,  our  parents  were  obdurate. 

"  No,  tliere  was  no  place  where  Edelweiss 
could  be  found  so  late  in  the  season  save  by 
the  Helmet  Kock,  approachable  only  by  a 
rugged  path  which  skirted  the  jagged  and 
dangerous  precipice  known  as  the  Devil's 


Steps.  It  was  wrong  to  risk  one's  life  for 
the  sake  of  a  paltry  flower." 

Worse  and  worse,  "  a  paltry  flower ! ' '  Why, 
even  now,  the  word  Edelweiss  makes  my 
heart  beat  and  the  blood  course  the  quicker 
through  my  veins. 

We  were  nearly  desperate,  when  help  came 
from  an  unexpected'  quarter.  Antoine,  a 
friendly  guide  to  whom  our  woes  had  been 
confided,  said  that  he  would  take  us  all  and 
bring  us  back  unharmed  if  we  would  promise 
to  obey  him  implicitly.  Of  course  we  pro- 
mised. We  were  wild  with  joy,  and  our 
parents,  glad  to  find  a  safe  way  out  of  the 
difficulty  and  escape  our  perpetual  assaults 
upon  them,  gave  a  not  unwilling  consent.  It 
was  therefore  settled  that  the  four  eldest, 
Hugh,  Eoland,  Douglas,  and  myself,  should 
start  with  Antoine  at  4  a.m.  on  the  morrow. 
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How  we  longed  for  morning!  Hugh 
advised  us  all  to  go  to  bed  early,  because,  so 
he  said,  "  it  seemed  to  hurry  up  to-morrow 
a  bit."  Of  course,  we  took  his  advice — as  we 
always  did,  but  I  do  not  think  that  any  of  us 
slept  much  that  night,  and  certainly  no  one 
was  sorry  when  Hugh  knocked  gently  at  the 
door  and  bade  us  take  our  thick  nailed  boots 
down  in  our  hands  and  put  them  on  in  the 
kitchen,  as  "  the  little  ones  would  howl  the 
village  down  "  if  they  heard  us  start  without 
them.  We  dressed  with  lightning  speed, 
crept  softly  down  the  stairs,  swallowed  a  hasty 
breakfast,  and  then  rushed  up  the  road,  alpen- 
stock in  hand,  as  Antoine  appeared  in  sight. 

The  morning  air  was  sharp  and  invigor- 
ating ;  our  hopes  ran  high,  and  as  to  our 
spirits,  they  were  so  good  that  Antoine,  despite 
ins  utmost  endeavours,  could  not  induce  us  to 
walk  like  sober  Swiss.    When,  however,  the 
stretch  of  long  white  road  was  left  behind, 
and  we  entered  the  woods  of  pine,  gloomy 
even  at  that  early  hour,  we  felt  that  we  were 
fairly  started  on  our  "course,"  and  climbed 
the  steep  rough  path  in  solemn  silence— a 
silence  which  was  due  partly  to  the  fact  that 
the  greatness  of  our  undertaking  was  borne 
in  upon  us,  but  partly— the  truth  will  out— 
to  our  efforts  to  conceal  from  Antoine  the 
awful  reality  that  we,  unaccustomed  to  the 
early  mountain  air,  were  positively  panting 
for  breath.  ° 
Up  and  up  we  toiled,  the  woods  seemed 
never-ending,  and  each  moment  breathing 
became  more  painful.  At  length,  to  our  great 
joy,  Antoine  pronounced  a  halt,  so  we  all 
seated  ourselves  on  the  bank  beside  him, 
while  he  produced  from  one  of  those  mys- 
terious and  capacious  pockets  common  to 
Swiss  guides,  somewhere  up  the  back  of  his 
coat,  a  loaf  of   huge  dimensions  and— a 
packet  of    peppermint   drops !     Our  eyes 
glistened  at  the  sight  —for  there  is  nothing 
like  Swiss  air  for  giving  an  edge  to  the 
appetite— but  Antoine,  after  distributing  a  few 
peppermints  to  each,  returned  the  bread  to 
his    pocket,    saj'ing,    ''pour    Ic  dejeuner, 
viessieiirs."  We  gulped  down  our  disappoint- 
ment as  best  we  could  ;  then  came  the  word 
"En  route,  messieurs,'"  and  off  we  set  again. 

As  we  mounted  higher  and  higher  the 
woods  became  lighter,  till  suddenly  we  found 
ourselves  once  more  in  the  open.  Eich  green 
grass  and  lovely  alpine-roses  all  around  us  ; 
beyond,  and  oh !  how  far  above,  lay  the 
Helmet  Kock  where  the  Edelweiss  grew. 
Chalets  were  dotted  here  and  there  amid  the 
pastures,  the  air  was  merry  with  the  tinkling 
of  cow-bells,  and  the  waters  dashed  joyously 
over  the  stones  in  the  streams  hard  by.  It 
was  a  scene  full  of  life  and  interest,  where 
we  would  fain  have  loitered  awhile ;  but 
Antoine  urged  us  on  :  "  Messieurs,"  said  he, 
"  the  sun  grows  stronger  every  hour  ;  each 
moment  we  tarry  will  make  the  way  longer 
arid  more  steep ;  there  is  here  nothing  that 
we  seek,  but  j'onder,"  and  he  pointed  to  the 
great  slopes  of  shale  at  the  foot  of  those 
snow-tipped  mountains  before  us,  "  is  Edel- 
weiss and  breakfast." 

Thus  admonished  we  trudged  on  manfully, 
climbing,  slipping,  struggling  up  those  grey 
slopes  which  led  to  the  Helmet  Kock.  About 
an  hour's  climb  from  the  rock  our  guide 
announced  dejeuner.  The  loaf  rapidly  dis- 
appeared, likewise  the  meat  and  chocolate, 
which  formed  our  repast.  Antoine  drank 
vin  ordinaire,  while  we  quenched  our 
thirst  at  a  neighbouring  brooklet.  The 
meal  over,  we  entered  on  the  last  stage  of 
our  "  course."  Our  progress  was  but  slow  ; 
we  frequently  had  to  scale  great  blocks  of 
stone  hurled  down  from  above  by  the  ava- 
lanches in  tlie  spring,  and  twice  we  crawled 
through  a  narrow  aperture  at  the  extremity 
of  a  glacier  which  was  slowly  retreating 
under  the  fierce  rays  of  the  summer  sun. 


"  Enfin,"  suddenly  exclaimed  Antoine, 
cautiously  turning  the  corner  of  a  rock,  and 
there,  twenty  yards  above  us,  lay  the  Helmet 
Eock.  We  raised  a  cheer— speedily  nipped  in 
the  bud  by  Antoine,  lest  the  reverberation  of 
the  air  should  cause  an  avalanche  which 
would  be  our  death. 

The  shale  was  terrible  to  walk  on,  often 
slipping  away  from  under  us  until  we  almost 
despaired  of  reaching  our  goal.  Antoine 
havmg  placed  us  in  a  horizontal  line  at  equal 
distances  from  one  another,  so  that  no  one 
in  his  struggles  should  send  down  a  shower 
of  stones  on  his  companion  below,  insisted 
upon  taking  Douglas  le  pelit  by  the  hand, 
an  indignity  to  which  Douglas— having  at- 
tained to  the  ripe  age  of  ten  years— much  ob- 
jected, and  which  he  only  tolerated  because 
he  thought  that  with  Antoine's  help  he  might 
acquire  more  Edelweiss  than  would  otherwise 
falUo  his  lot.  Sure  enough,  Antoine  soon 
espied  a  piece  of  Edelweiss  growing  out  of  a 
ragged  tuft  of  grass,  and  Douglas,  pickmg  it 
with  trembling  hands,  shouted  as  loud  as  he 
dared : 

"  I've  got  the  first  piece." 
"Not  you,"  Hugh  joyfully  replied,  "  I've 
just  picked  three  blossoms  that  I  wouldn't 
sell  for  a  five-franc  piece." 

Steadily  we  worked  our  way  up,  gathering 
such  Edelweiss  as  we  came  across,  until  each 
had  quite  a  respectable  bunch  of  the  long- 
coveted  flower  to  stow  in  his  specimen  box. 

How  pleased  we  were,  and  how  proud! 
We  were  almost  eager  to  get  home  just  to 
show  our  treasures,  and  readily  agreed  when 
Antoine  suggested  that  we  ought  not  to  delay, 
as  it  would  take  us  "quatre  heures  pour  de- 
scendre,"  and  the  sun  was  now  high  in  the 
heavens.  Very  slow  was  the  descent  of  that 
treacherous  slope.  Antoine  led  the  way  with 
Douglas,  and  we  followed  as  best  we  could, 
keeping  our  balance  by  means  of  our  alpen- 
stocks. Eoland  presented  a  most  ludicrous 
appearance  ;  never  very  sure-footed,  he  was 
constantly  falling  on  his  back,  and  shooting 
down  at  a  break-neck  speed,  much  to 
Antoine's  wrath  and  his  own  discomfiture. 
However,  we  all  reached  the  bottom  in 
safety.  Antoine  then  stopped  for  a  few 
minutes  to  point  out  the  route  by  which  we 
should  return.  "  Not  the  way  we  came  up, 
but  a  shorter  way ;  it  would  make  un  pcu  de 
changeinent." 

Hugh  and  I  now  walked  in  front,  Antoine 
following  with  Douglas  and  Eoland.  We 
longed  for  a  good  run,  but  our  guardian  was 
firm  as  to  our  keeping  with  him,  and  we  were 
bound  by  our  promise  of  obedience.  When, 
however,  we  reached  the  pasture-land,  he 
relaxed  his  severity  on  condition  that  we  kept 
within  sight ;  so  we  relieved  our  feelings  by 
racing  and  jumping,  till  the  very  goats 
stopped  to  look  at  us,  with  contempt  marked 
in  every  line  of  their  wise  old  faces.  Our 
spirits  rose  as  home  grew  nearer,  and  on 
entering  the  wood,  we  tore  at  full  speed 
down  the  slopes,  "so  much  quicker  than 
keeping  to  those  everlasting  zigzags,"  Hugh 
remarked,  and  I  fervently  agreed.  But,  in 
our  excitement,  we  entirely  forgot  Antoine's 
restrictions  and  rushed  wildly  on,  ever  slip- 
ping as  we  swung  ourselves  along  from  tree 
to  tree  by  the  lower  branches. 

Hugh,  who  was  in  front,  suddenly  called 
out  in  high  glee  :  "  Oh  !  I  say,  what  sport. 
Do  hurry  up.  Jack.  Here's  "one  of  those 
jolly  wood-slides.  We  shall  get  along  twice 
as  fast  down  here."  I  hastened  to  the  spot 
where  he  stood  at  the  top  of  a  very  steep 
wood-slide,  about  four  yards  wide,  with  thick 
firs  on  either  side.  "  Oh,  spl.  iidid  !  ''  I  panted 
out,  "  j^^st  wait  a  second  till  1  ;:et  my  breath 
and  then  we  will  put  oii  liie  ]iace."  Hugh's 
patience  was  soon  exhausted.  "  Heady,  Jack  ? 
We  can't  wait  all  night." 
"  All  right,  I'm  ready." 


Hardly  were  the  words  out  of  my  mouth 
when  Hugh  went  sliding  down  at  a  famous 
speed.  "  It's  as  good  as  an  ice-slope,  isn't 
it,  Jack,  and  not  such  cold  work." 

Down  we  flew,  faster  and  faster,  when  all 
at  once  I  saw  Hugh  start  violently  and  try 
to  slacken  speed  by  fixing  his  alpenstock 
firmly  mto  the  ground.  Then,  before  I  could 
speak,  he  shouted  up  at  me,  and  his  voice 
was  strangely  hoarse  : 

"For  mercy's  sake,  Jack,  don't  move  an- 
other nich  :  there's  a  precipice  a  yard  in 
front  of  me  ;  there's  no  foothold  here,  so  if 
you  move  I  am  done  for." 

I  did  my  uttermost  to  obey  him,  but  the 
ground  was  treacherous,  and  whatever  I  laid 
hold  upon  gave  way  under  my  weight.  It 
was  too  horrible— my  brain  reeled— two  short 
feet  between  Hugh  and  inevitable  death.  I 
pulled  myself  together  ;  drove  niy  alpenstock 
mto  the  slope  with  might  and  mam,  then 
closmg  my  eyes  awaited  the  end.  .  .  . 

Was  it  fancy  ?  Was  I  dreaming,  or  had 
I  really  got  foothold  at  length  ?  I  listened, 
with  every  nerve  strained  to  the  uttermost, 
for  the  sound  I  dreaded  to  hear.  But  finding 
all  was  still  I  took  courage,  and  opening  my 
eyes  saw— Hugh,  my  dear  old  brother,  still 
there,  on  the  brink  of  death  if  you  will,  but, 
thank  God,  still  living. 

"Hugh,"  I  called  huskily,  and  the  sound 
of  my  own  voice  startled  me—"  Hugh,  I've 
stopped  at  last." 

"All  right,  old  fellow,  I'm  a  fixture  for  the 
present,  but  how  on  earth  we  are  to  get  out 
of  this  I  can't  imagine.  You  see,  I  dare  not 
shout  or  I  should  be  over  in  a  minute,  and  as 
I  have  from  here  a  very  fine  view  of  the  sur- 
rounding country,  and  see  what  is  below,  I 
don't  feel  much  inclined  that  way." 

Here  was  a  new  difficulty.  My  heart  sank, 
for  I  knew  that,  in  spite  of  Hugh's  apparent 
cheerfulness,  he  thought  our  condition  very 
desperate.  Besides,  I  was  getting  painfully 
cramped,  and  knew  not  how  long  I  could  keep 
my  position,  on  which  so  much  depended. 
Still  we  waited  there  as  the  seconds  crawled 
by,  hope  ebbing  slowly  away.  Every  limb 
ached  with  the  strain ;  another  minute  and 
I  could  hold  my  alpenstock  no  longer.  But 
hark  !  a  voice  in  the  distance— surely  the 
sound  grows  more  distinct— footsteps  hurry- 
ing in  our  direction — shouts  ringing  through 
the  woods.  "  Monsieur  Jacques  !  2Ionsieur 
Jacques  !  "  I  shout  faintly  m  reply  ;  then 
comes  the  crash  of  broken  branches',  and  in 
less  time  than  it  takes  to  describe,  Antoine 
appeared  in  sight,  creeping  down  the  slope, 
lowering  himself  carefully  from  tree  to  tree 
by  the  overhanging  branches.  "  Dieu  soit 
merci.  Messieurs,"  said  he  fervently,  at  the 
sight  of  us,  "  but  as  you  value  your  lives  do 
not  stir  until  I  give  the  word." 

He  stood  some  feet  above  us  on  the  left, 
where  the  ground  was  firmer  and  more 
thickly  wooded.  Clasping  a  young  pine  with 
his  right  hand,  he  extended  towards  me  the 
long  alpenstock  which  he  held  in  his  left. 
"  Take  hold  tightly  with  your  left  hand  and 
give  your  other  hand  to  Monsieur  Hugues," 
he  said  quietlj'.  I  obeyed,  but  so  stiff  and 
sore  was  my  every  joint  that  Hugh's  weight 
upon  my  arm  was  agony  untold.  "  Courage," 
cried  Antoine,  "  but  one  more  step."  Witk 
British  doggedness  we  struggled  on,  until 
Antoine,_  with  a  cry  of  joy,  dragged  us  up  to 
his  place  of  comparative  safety.  After  a. 
few  minutes'  rest  he  roped  us  together,  for 
fear  of  future  mishap,  before  we  climbed  the 
steep  wood  through  which  he  had  descended. 

On  regaining  the  path  we  found  Douglas 
and  Eoland  huddled  together  looking  the 
very  picture  of  misery  ;  but  at  the  sight  of 
the  whole  party-  safe  and  sound  they  soon 
recovered  their  usual  spirits. 

Antoine,  it  appeared,  had  stopped  to  point 
out  to  "  lespetits  "  some  rare  fern  at  the  foot  of 
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a  rock  close  by,  forgetting  for  the  moment 
that  we  were  too  far  ahead  to  notice  the 
delay.  Then,  finding  that  we  were  no  longer 
in  sight,  he  had  hm-ried  on,  when  suddenly, 
remembering  our  proximity  to  the  Devil's 
Steps,  he  left  the  two  others,  with  strict 


injunctions  not  to  move  until  he  returned, 
and  hastened  towards  the  precipice,  frantically 
calling  us  by  name  as  he  ran ;  guided  by  my 
faint  reply  he  reached  the  scene  of  our  mis- 
fortunes. How  opportune  was  his  advent  I 
have  endeavoured  briefly  to  relate. 


I  need  hardly  say  that  our  rescuer  was 
amply  rewarded  :  and  still  of  all  the  stories 
which  he  tells  his  children  in  the  long  winter 
evenings,  they  love  best  to  hear  how  he  took 
"  CCS  petits  Anglais  "  to  get  Edelweiss  by  the 
Helmet  Eock. 


HERE  she 
lay,  in  all 
the  glory 
of  her 
bright  pine 
decks,  taut 
spars  and 
white  duck  sails,  glis- 
tening in  the  March 
afternoon's  sunlight, 
as  we  stood  on  the 
jetty  edge  gazing  with 
fond   pride    at  the 
realisation    of  our 
youthful  dreams — a 
decked  craft,  with  a 
real  lire  and  a  cabin 
to  sleep  in.   She  was 
our  own  design  too,  and  thereby  raised  the 
disgust   of    the    builder  —  why,  we  never 
could  tell. 

However,  she  is  afloat,  awaiting  the  turn 
of  the  tide,  to  drop  down  the  Humber  on  our 
maiden  cruise  in  a  decked  craft ;  the  ships 
are  swinging,  and  out  of  respect  for  the 
spotless  deck,  we  jump  on  board  with  bare 
feet,  and  casting  the  moorings  adrift,  drive 
out  into  the  muddy  estuary,  our  sails  straining 
to  the  strong  S.W".  breeze,  that  heels  us  over 
to  the  gun'le.  Only  once  in  a  lifetime  can 
you  feel  that  thrill  of  pleasure,  as  you  sit  on 
the  weather-combing,  sliding  along  to  the 
bracing  wind  that  flings  the  cool  spray  pat- 
tering in  your  face,  tilling  you  with  the  spirit 
that  can  "dare  to  do." 

Booming  along  we  go,  across  the  bows  of 
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the  "  Pirate,"  as  having  apparently  imbibed 
every  piratical  yarn  and  shipwrecky  story 
that  was  ever  printed,  until  he  has  become 
to  be  looked  upon  as  quite  an  authority  by 
his  fellow  spirits,  and  by  me  in  particular. 

That  chart  exhausted  our  funds,  or  we 
should  have  bought  a  compass,  although  we 
rather  looked  on  one  as  a  piece  of  luxury. 

Onward  we  rush,  past  huge  buoys,  for  the 
ebb  is  in  full  swing  and  the  wind  right  aft, 
while  we  gaily  brew  the  coffee  and  munch  at 
hard  ship  biscuits— although  we  have  a  store 
of  bread  on  board— and  we  chuckle  as  we 
picture  the  good  folks  at  home  when  they 
see  the  clean  sweep  we  have  made  in  the 
pantry. 

The  sun  has  gone  down  with  a  filmy 
sickness  dimming  it  that  if  we  had  been 
weather-wise  would  make  us  think  oi  running 
into  Grimsby  for  the  night ;  but  Spurn  Point 
is  our  object;  so  on  we  spin,  heading  for  a 
red  light  which  the  chart  shows  to  be  the 
Middle  Float,  so  says  the  Pirate,  as  he  pores 
over  the  paper  in  the  cabin.  The  short  jump 
off  the  land  begins  to  make  it  rather  lively 
for  us,  and  the  breeze  heels  us  into  the  slop 
in  a  very  uncomfortable  manner,  so  we  run  up 
in  the  wind  and  put  the  foresail  to  windward 
while  we  stow  in  a  reef  and  shift  the  jib, 
which  gave  us  a  lively  dance  on  the  little 
foredeck  in  the  dark;  but  No.  2  jib  was  set  at 
last,  and  a  reef  stowed  in  the  mainsail,  and 
then  we  resumed  our  old  course. 

The  breeze,  out  of  spite  at  our  reefing, 
began  to  fall  away  now  into  a  dead  calm,  so 
while  we  sit  dodging  the  boom  in  the  dark,  a 


cabin  top  a  foot  above  the  deck,  with  a  hatch 
opening  in  the  well  or  cockpit.  All  the  hal- 
liards led  through  sheaves  at  the  mast  housing, 
and  thence  along  the  cabin  tops  to  cleats  at 
the  after  end  ;  the  jib  and  foresail  sheets  led 
through  the  "  well  "  combings,  so  that  all 
could  be  let  go  from  aft— a  great  thing  on  a 
dark  night.  We  did  not  carry  a  topmast, 
but  set  a  spar  topsail  which  we  carried  lashed 
to  the  shrouds. 

In  the  matter  of  jibs  we  carried  four,  in- 
cluding a  swell  balloon  one,  that  came  aft  of 
the  shrouds  when  set :  so  altogether  we  felt 
complete — we  really  were  not,  yet  tliat  we 
found  out  afterwards  ! 

But  practical  work  needs  us  now.  The 
boom  has  knocked  the  Pirate  on  the  head, 
making  him  growl  out,  "  Why  don't  you  top 
it  up."  I  give  him  a  little  sj'mpathy,  and 
then  resumed  gazing  into  the  darkness  for 
something  to  turn  up.  It  did,  in  the  shape  of 
a  huge  buoy,  and  nearly  brought  our  cruise 
to  a  short  end,  for  it  lay  quite  flat  with  the 
rush  of  tide  over  it,  and  we  drove  by  so  near 
that  our  bobstay  slid  over  it. 

This  knocked  the  idea  into  our  heads  ;  we 
were  drifting  somewhere  pretty  fast.  We 
studied  our  chart,  and  by  the  bearing  of  the 
Middle  Float  light,  we  were  driving  on  to  the 
"  Banks,"  a  dangerous  reef  of  rock  and 
shingle  at  the  Humber  mouth. 

We  considered  that  sort  of  thing  out  of  the 
question,  and  whipped  out  the  oars  to  pull  in 
shore.  Kow,  galley  slaving  is  a  mild  recrea- 
tion to  pulling  a  cutter  in  a  tide-chop.  There 
■was  not  a  breath  of  wind,  and  all  around  was 
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rushing  steamers,  and  puffy  little  tugboats 
wrestling  with  stately  clippers,  straight  across 
the  three  miles  of  breadth  to  the  Skitter 
point  on  the  Lincoln  side,  when  sheets  are 
eased  and  we  let  her  off  a  point  or  two,  to 
spurt  along  the  smooth  weather  shore,  while 
the  setting  sun  lights  up  the  distant  tower 
rising  up  above  the  grey  patch  on  the 
horizon  where  Grimsby  fishy  smells  prevail. 

To  us,  all  beyond  is  an  unknown  region, 
but  we  have  invested  in  a  chart,  and  in  our 
simplicity  think  that's  the  only  necessary — 
at  least  my  chum  said  so,  and  we  call  him 


little  description  of  our  craft  will  not  be 
amiss. 

She  is  a  dainty  little  cutter  of  22  ft.  over 
all,  G  ft.  beam,  and  drawing  about  4  ft.  of 
water,  built  of  oak  and  varnished  above  the 
water-line.  Her  lines  were  certainly  not 
those  of  a  racer,  but  our  ruling  idea  was  a 
snug  cabin,  and  this  was,  owing  to  the  flatfish 
bottom,  giving  her  a  low  bilge,  but  then  again 
you  can  lie  on  a  sandbank  with  comfort ;  of 
ballast  we  had  about  35  cwt.  of  pig  hop.  and 
firebars  stowed  inside.  Decked  all  over  ex- 
cept the  cockpit,  3  ft.  by  4,  and  the  raised 


as  black  as  a  coal-mine,  except  the  gleaming 
spark  of  the  Spurn  light  in  the  NE.  The 
Pirate  whistled  for  wind,  but  still  we  drifted, 
the  light  rising  higher  and  brighter  ;  but  the 
tide  carried  us  as  fast  outwards,  and  soon  we 
heard  it  foaming  over  the  point  end,  just  as  we 
came  abreast  the  North  Channel — too  late  ! 

Down  went  the  anchor,  with  fathom  after 
fathom  of  cable ;  it  did  not  even  seem  to 
touch  the  bottom.  The  lights  came  on  one  and 
opened  out  again — what  a  rate  we  were  going ! 
— a  dull  grind  and  eddy  of  water  under  the 
bows  told  us  we  were  on  the  point  end. 
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We  hove  the  anchor  smartly  on  board  and 
found  the  cable  hitched  round  the  flukes. 
No  wonder  it  did  not  hold  !  The  boat  swung 
off  again  while  we  cleared  it,  and  again  rushed 
through  the  darkness  towards  the  dread 
"  Banks."    The  plot  thickened. 

"  Over  with  it  again,"  sang  out  the  Pirate  ; 
it  held  a  moment,  then  dragged.  More  cable, 
more,  until  all  the  thirty-live  fathoms  were 
out. 

There  we  lay,  with  our  hands  feeling  the 
cable,  and  the  dull,  jarring  tremor  of  it  told 
us  how  it  was  tearing  over  the  ground,  evenly 
at  first,  as  it  drove  through  the  sandy  bottom, 
but  now  by  jumping  quivers  announcing  our 
approach  to  the  "Bank  "stones.  Ah!  an 
extra  big  jump  and  the  cable  quivers  like  an 
iron  bar  to  the  rushing  tide.  It  holds  at  last, 
and  none  too  soon  ;  for  through  the  still  night 


Soon  a  faint  flutter  of  air  began  to  tremble 
out  of  the  north-west,  growing  stronger  as  the 
minutes  passed,  and  bringing  with  it  a  long 
drawn  swell  on  the  water  that  set  our  craft 
swinging  to  a  fine  tune  ;  but  the  swell,  like 
the  wind,  steadily  increased,  and  with  it  our 
anxiety,  as  the  cable  jarred  to  the  heave.  We 
had  paid  our  last  fathom  out,  and  easing 
more  being  out  of  the  question,  we  sat  on  the 
cockpit  floor  with  the  lamp  between  us  for 
coriifort,  discussing  the  coming  events— 
which  they  soon  did,  for,  as  we  swung  up  a 
heavier  swell  than  usual,  the  cable  gave  an 
ominous  jar.  We  felt  it  instinctively^it  had 
parted  !  Our  hearts  gave  a  wild  throb,  and 
the  next  instant  we  were  tugging  frantically 
at  the  mainsail  halliards,  but  it  was  not  half- 
way up  when  we  heard  all  round  us  the 
seething  sound  of  the  spent  foam,  glimmer- 


"  We  discussed  the  plot." 


air  comes  the  sound  of  the  tide  boiling  across 
the  Banks  astern. 

There  we  lay  in  the  black  night,  with  every 
inch  of  cable  out,  and  the  nasty  roar  astern 
as  if  wild  beasts  were  waiting  for  a  feed— but 
not  if  we  could  help  it ! 

So,  carefully  belaying  the  cable,  we  had  a 
good  look  around  at  gloom  in  general. 
Away  to  starboard,  170  feet  above  our  heads, 
shone  the  great  Spurn  light  ;  far  to  seaward, 
astern  of  us,  an  intermittent  flash  came  and 
went  from  the  Newsand  lightship,  while  the 
Bullsand  lightship  glared  at  us  on  the  port 
bow,  so  that  altogether  we  felt  in  the  middle 
of  the  plot.  But  still  when  the  chum  breathed 
that  cheery  little  sentence,  "It  might  have 
been  worse,"  things  did  not  look  quite  so 
bad  after  all,  for  the  anchor  held  bravely  and 
the  sea  was  quiet. 

Through  the  night  came  the  long-drawn 
booming  of  the  rollers  over  the  rocks.  This 
weird  sound,  intensified  in  the  dead  calm  of 
the  night,  put  a  thrill  of  uneasiness  into  us. 


mg  pale  and  wan  on  the  ebon  black  water. 
The  Pirate  shouted  for  me  to  let  the  mainsail 
go,  and  set  up  the  jib ;  without  questioning, 
I  sent  the  sail  up  hand  over  hand,  while  he 
hove  the  sheets  to  windward,  putting  the 
tiller  "hard  up"  with  his  back.  As  we 
slowly  paid  off,  I  saw  ahead  a  narrow  black 
passage  through  the  ghostly  foam-streaked 
rollers. 

"  There  must  be  deep  water  where  it  isn't 
breaking,"  he  said  to  me,  as  we  rushed  on 
with  tide  and  wind;  and  now  we  were  fairly  in 
the  thick  of  it,  surging  up  to  a  roller  that,  as 
it  swung  over  the  Bank  on  either  side,  burst 
into  sight  ghostly  and  wan  from  the  glimmer 
of  the  foam,  and  as  it  rolled  down  the  air 
was  heavy  with  the  sound  of  rattling  shingle 
and  low  hissing  of  spent  foam.  With  each 
upward  swing  our  hearts  seemed  to  get  stuck 
in  our  throats,  for  we  expected  each  sickening 
downward  rush  to  end  in  the  crashing  of  the 
shingle  through  the  bottom  ;  but  the  tide 
set  fair  through  the  opening,  and  the  wind 


tugging  at  the  jib  hurried  us  in,  leaving  the 
Bank  to  be  swallowed  up  in  the  gloom 
astern.  At  last  we  were  in  deep  water— too 
deep,  for  it  was  the  open  sea. 

"  Near  squeak,  old  man,"  said  the  knowing 
one  to  me,  "  and  it  strikes  me  we  are  in  for 
another  ;  just  listen  to  the  way  the  wind  is 
breezing  up.  That  anchor  was  a  fraud  ;  but 
never  mind,  we'll  have  a  proper  mud-hook 
next  time." 

Well,  we  argued  from  the  tales  we  had  read 
about  sea  adventures,  but  could  not  find  a 
case  to  tit  ours  ;  so  we  decided— or  rather  the 
wind  did  for  us— to  close-reef  and  hang  on 
and  off  until  daylight. 

Keefing  in  the  darkness  took  us  more  time 
than  we  allowed  for,  and  the  wind  had  put  a 
steepness  on  the  rollers  that  sent  our  bow- 
sprit quivering  half-way  under ;  while  the 
keen  touch  of  cold  in  the  wind  chilled  us  to 
the  bone,  and  we  had  our  boots  off,  for  only 
bare  feet  were  practicable  on  the  little  rolling 
deck.  Somehow  we  got  through  the  opera- 
tion, and  sat  down  with  the  mainsail  close- 
reefed  and  the  spitfire  jib  on,  reaching  slowly 
along,  while  the  Spurn  light— to  the  west- 
ward now— flashed  its  warning  gleam  into 
the  darkness. 

The  Pirate  hinted  that  some  hot  coffee 
would  not  be  amiss,  and  offered  to  steer 
while  I  concocted  some ;  so  into  the  warm 
cabin  I  crawled,  where  the  stove  was  cheerily 
burning  and  everything  was  snug  and  cosy. 
After  all,  a  coal  tire  is  the  thing  for  comfort, 
when  cruising  in  chilly  weather. 

"  I  say,  old  man,  fill  the  kettle  full,  as  we 
may  not  get  another  chance  to  make  more 
to-night." 

The  Pirate's  voice  sounded  thin  and  dis- 
tant ;  that  told  of  the  strong  breeze,  and  by 
the  way  we  swung  and  rolled,  the  sea  was  get- 
ting "  nasty." 

I  wonder  how  it  is  we  all  use  those  waste- 
ful breakers  in  small  boats  !  I  poured 
twice  as  much  on  the  floor  as  into  the 
kettle  ;  but  then  we  were  lumping  about. 

The  three-quart  kettle  on  the  stove,  I  pro- 
ceeded to  carve  a  few  workhouse-looking  hunks 
of  bread,  only  a  sight  more  butter  was 
on  them.  The  mugs  half  filled  and  carefully 
stowed  to  leeward,  I  popped  out  and  found 
the  Pirate  warbling  away  in  the  gloom  some 
bloodthirsty  ballad,  which  died  away  in  a 
gurgle  as  the  coffee  bubbled  down  his  throat. 

There  was  no  mistake  about  it,  we  were 
in  for  a  night !  There  was  quite  as  much 
wind  as  our  close-reefed  sail  would  carry, 
and  the  seas  took  all  our  "  way "  off;  and 
we  were  driving  off  the  land  fast,  for  I 
could  see  the  Newsand  Float  light  away  in 
the  BE.  now,  and  the  Spurn  light  was 
fading  away.  It  certainly  did  look  bad  for 
us,  while  the  darkness  and  blustering  wind 
helped  the  imagination  to  a  full  cargo  of  the 
dismals,  and  glad  enough  I  was  when  the 
Pirate  had  taken  in  Ms  cargo,  and  crawled 
out  to  join  me  holding  on  in  the  little  well. 

"  Tell  you  what  it  is,"  he  said,  after  a  good 
look  round  at  the  lights,  "  this  game  won't  do. 
We  are  only  sailing  up  and  down  ;  we've  not 
enough  sail  on  to  go  to  windward  ;  let's  crack 
on  more  canvas  "—by  the  way,  pirates 
always  crack  on  canvas,  it's  beneath  their 
dignity  to  talk  of  "  setting  "  it. 

The  Pirate's  suggestion  roused  me  to  pro- 
test. "Look  there!"  I  yelled,  and  showed 
him  the  water  already  swilling  up  to  the 
cabin  side  on  the  lee  deck.  We  were  getting 
up  a  pretty  warm  argument,  when  the 
mutiny  was  cut  short  by  a  cataract  of  water 
tumbling  over  the  bow,  and  finishing  in  the 
cockpit,  and  the  sound  of  the  fire  spluttering 
reached  us  from  the  cabin.  Down  went  the 
helm,  and  with  jib-sheets  fast  we  "  lay  to  " 
on  the  other  tack.  After  a  little  manipulation 
we  balanced  the  sails,  just  carrying  a  bit  of 
weather-helm,  and  took  the  seas  in  fine  style, 
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which  was  wanted,  as  they  came  swinging  up 
■with  a  sulky  gleam  of  white  on  their  crests, 
and  an  angry  "  swish  "  as  they  hurried  into 
the  gloom. 

We  carefully  noted  the  position  of  the 
lights,  and  consulted  the  chart  and  found 
■^ve  were  driving  into  the  shipping  track. 
This  was  a  thing  not  to  be  desired  on  a  black 
iiiight,  but  then,  as  the  P.irate  pointed  out, 
Baow  could  we  help  it  ? 

"  Well,  let's  make  ourselves  snug  for  the 
might."  Happy  Pirate!  he  took  things  as 
they  came,  and  nerves  never  troubled  him  ; 
«o  we  sat  in  the  cheery  cabin,  occasionally 
looking  out,  getting  sundry  bumps  and  slides 
to  leeward.  But  the  fire  burned  bright  and  the 
cofiee  was  hot ;  still  it  was  a  trifle  uncom- 
fortable to  hear  the  water  hammering  at  the 
(thin  planks,  with  the  upward  toss — yes,  toss 
is  the  word,  for  we  seemed  to  literally  fall  as 
the  seas  rushed  under  the  keel — and  it  was 
coming  on  board  in  lumps,  while  occasional 
streams  meandered  across  the  floor.  The 
Pirate  had  just  gone  out  to  look  around,  when 
he  shouted  out : 

"Hand  up  the  light,  smart  with  it— here's 
G  hulking  steamer  head  on  for  us." 

I  scrambled  out  with  the  lamp,  and  held 
»t  on  high  ;  but  the  boat  giving  a  vicious  roll, 
forgetting  in  my  excitement  to  hold  on,  I 
was  pitched,  lamp  and  all,  in  a  heap  to  lee- 
ward ;  out  went  the  light,  and  the  glass  was 
fjhivered  into  a  hundred  bits. 

However,  the  Pirate  was  equal  to  the 
emergency. 

"  Shut  the  stove  door,"  he  yelled,  "  and 
hand  up  the  paraffin  tin." 

No  sooner  said  than  done,  and  he  launched 
a  good  dose  down  the  chimney.  A  smart 
(fizzle,  and  then  up  spouted  a  column  of  flame 
into  the  darkness,  lighting  up  our  little  craft, 
and  us  desperately  holding  on  with  anxious 
faces  looking  at  the  glittering  black  hills  of 
■rushing  water,  while  over  our  head  were  the 
deadly  looking  lights  of  a  steamer  heading 
straight  on  to  us.  With  dry  lips  and  fascin- 
ated eyes  we  gazed  at  the  black  mass  of  her 
hull,  rising  higher  and  higher  over  our  heads, 
hurling  the  seas  away  in  ghastly  white,' until 
the  scream  of  a  steam  whistle  shrieked 
through  the  wind.    We  were  seen  ! 

"  More  paraffin,"  the  Pirate  yelled,  and 
again  our  beacon  flared  up,  while  in  answer 
a  ghostly  blue  glare  sprang  up  on  the  steamer 
as  they  fired  a  blue  light,  and  thankfully  we 
saw  her  head  paying  off,  opening  out  the 
whole  of  her  broadside,  rolling  with  a  pon- 
derous swing  in  the  trough,  until  we  could 
Dee  the  whole  breadth  of  deck,  with  the  watch 
in  a  little  cluster,  gazing  in  astonishment  at 
pur  wee  ship. 

"  What  are  you  doing  out  here  in  that 
craft?"  hailed  the  officer  on  the  bridge. 
•"  Why  don't  you  put  your  lights  out  ?  " 

"  Our  light  is  out,  knocked  out,"  the  Pirate 
defiantly  replied,  now  that  the  danger  was 
past.  The  sharp  ring  of  their  engine-room 
bell  swept  up  to  us,  the  blue  light  was 
suddenly  extinguished,  leaving  a  darkness  so 
profound  that  one  seemed  to  fairly  feel  its 
intensity. 

"  You  should  not  have  chaffed  him  about 
the  light,"  I  warmly  told  the  Pirate.  "He 
might  have  given  us  a  tow  home." 

"  That  boat  tow  us  home  !  "  he  said,  and 
half  laughed.  "Why,  it's  a  mail-boat,  and 
■they  took  our  light  for  a  coastguard  signal. 
You  don't  catch  those  boats  stopping  for 
email  craft  in  their  way." 

But  in  spite  of  his  big  talk  the  steamer 
ancident  had  made  him  realise  that  we  were 
not  altogether  safe,  and  the  broken  lamp  was 
a  serious  thing  for  us,  but  we  tinkered  up  a 
<;over  out  of  a  round  biscuit  tin  that  managed 
for  a  shade  in  the  cabin. 

It  had  got  to  be  two  o'clock  in  the  morning, 
and  the  wind  was  bitterly  cold  and  still 


rising,  and  helping  up  the  sea.  We  had  put 
our  oilskin  coats  on  for  warmth,  and  very 
luckily  too,  for  a  sea  broke  fair  over  our  bows, 
heeling  the  boat  until  the  mainboom  dipped 
in  the  trough  ;  but  our  tack  was  fastened  well 
up,  and  let  the  bulk  of  the  water  through. 
Still  we  got  a  good  drenching  in  the  well,  and 
a  lot  ran  below. 

This  sort  of  work  was  demoralising, 
especially  the  bailing  part  of  it,  and  when 
the  floor-board  was  taken  up  to  start  the 


We  gazed  blankly  at  one  another  for  a 
moment,  then  the  Pirate  burst  out,  "  1  have 
it  !  We've  too  much  ballast  forward,  and 
lying  over  so  much,  all  the  water  is  running 
into  the  lee  bilge." 

I  put  my  head  into  the  cabin,  and  a  chill 
crept  down  my  back  as  I  observed  the  water 
swilling  up  the  side  and  across  the  floor 
with  each  roll. 

"Well,  it's  no  good  looking,"  said  the 
Pirate  ;  "  we  must  empty  some  of  the  head 


Taken  in  tow. 


bailer,  we  could  not  find  any  water  in  the 
bottom ! 

"  I  don't  understand  this  sort  of  thing," 
the  Pirate  muttered.  And  no  more  did  I, 
for  we  had  taken  at  least  three  or  four 
bucketfuls  in  the  well.  Our  wondering  was 
rudely  cut  short  by  a  heavy  thud,  and  I  was 
pitched  into  the  Pirate's  arms,  half  blinded 
and  stunned  by  the  deluge  of  water  that 
had  broken  on  board,  while  we  heard  the 
fire  hissing  in  the  cabin  with  its  little  dose  ; 
the  floor-board  being  up,  it  all  went  down 
below  among  the  ballast  at  once.  Again  we 
started  the  bailer ;  there  was  no  water  t'ais 
time  even. 


ballast  overboard.  Don't  you  see  that  every 
sea  we  ship  will  put  us  down  by  the  head 
more  and  more  ?  "  Here  another  lump  of 
water  tumbled  down  on  us  ;  that  decided  us. 
Our  lovely  new  oil-cloth  was  rudely  torn  up 
and  the  floor-boards  wrenched  open  to  get 
at  the  ballast,  disclosing  the  water  covering 
it  up. 

We  dragged  up  the  lumps  of  iron,  skinning 
our  hands  and  getting  bruised  as  we  slipped 
with  the  rolling,  but  we  took  very  little  heed  of 
bruises. 

The  Pirate  dumped  the  pieces  overboard 
as  fast  as  I  could  drag  them  up,  until  at 
least  five  hundredweight  had  gone,  and  the 
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■water  had  disappeared  out  of  her  nose  ;  but 
the  Pirate  when  once  he  started  a  thing  was 
not  easily  to  be  stopped,  and  he  -wanted  a 
half-pig  of  iron  out  as  a  last  offering— but 
the  iron,  like  its  namesake,  was  stupid ;  yet 
the  wrathful  Pirate  had  it  out,  and  watch- 
ing the  lurches,  successfully  got  it  over  the 
side. 

Bumped  and  bruised,  with  skinned  and 
bleeding  hands,  we  got  the  bailer  out  again, 
and  backache  was  forgiven  as  we  found  the 
water  aft  again,  and  bailable. 

This  lightening  the  ballast  improved  her 
wonderfully,  for  she  seemed  now  to  throw 
her  nose  up  in  disdain  at  each  on-coming 
roller,  but  for  all  that  we  were  heeled  over  at 
times  until  the  cockpit  combing  was  level 
with  the  water. 

Chilled  to  the  bone,  we  looked  sadly  into 
the  cabin  with  the  splintered  boards  and  torn 
floor-canvas,  and  the  lire  was  about  gone 
out ;  but  a  little  of  the  Pirate's  patent  flare 
soon  remedied  that,  and  while  we  tidied  up 
a  little,  and  were  holding  on  for  a  bigger 
swing  than  usual,  we  heard  a  wild  threshing 
forward,  and  diving  out  found  the  jib-sheets 
had  broken  adrift  from  the  sail. 

"It's  not  a  bit  of  good  lying-to,"  I  said  ; 
"  we  are  only  driving  away.  Had  we  not 
better  get  something  out  forward  to  keep  us 
head  on  to  the  sea  ?  " 

"  The  very  thing,"  said  the  Pirate  ;  "a  sea 
anchor,"  and  he  had  it  all  figured  out  in  a 
trice. 

"  No.  2  jib  lashed  on  an  oar,  with  a  piece 
of  ballast  to  keep  it  down  in  the  water  ; 
fasten  a  bridle  on  to  the  oar,  and  bend  the 
cable  on  to  that."  We  set  to  work  with  a 
will,  but  it  was  not  so  easy  to  do  in  the  dark. 
However,  we  got  the  sail'lashed  on  the  oars, 
and  a  lump  of  ballast  to  keep  the  clew  down 
in  the  water,  and  launched  it  over,  carefully 
paying  out  the  cable  fair  until  we  got  a 
strain  on. 

It  sounds  easy  enough  to  do,  but  I  never 
think  of  that  night  without  an  inward 
shudder,  and  I  feel  again  those  wild  upward 
rushes  in  the  darkness,  and  the  heart-sinking 
falls  as  the  hurrying  seas  rushed  under  the 
keel,  while  we  worked  on,  wet  and  cold, 
fastening  the  stiff  and  sodden  ropes  to  the 
amateur  drogue  ;  but  that  same  drogue  acted 
as  well  as  a  lifeboat's  fixing  could  do,  and 
when  we  swung  to  it  we  found  to  our  joy 
that  the  sail,  hanging  down,  took  all  the  spite 
out  of  the  seas  before  they  reached  us,  and 
the  mainsail  securely  stowed  we  were  com- 
paratively easy,  only  shipping  a  little  water 
now  and  again. 

So  the  weary  night  passed,  and  at  last  the 
sky  paled  to  the  dawn ;  and  as  the  light 


increased  the  wind  gradually  ceased  its 
strength,  while  we  clung  dizzy  and  tired  to 
the  mast,  eagerly  scanning  the  horizon  for  a 
glimpse  of  the  land.  Not  a  sign  of  it  broke 
the  swiftly  running  sea  at  any  point. 

I  turned  to  the  Pirate  in  dismay,  but  his 
ideas  were  always  practical,  and  he  said  some 
breakfast  would  do  him  more  good  at  present 
than  land  to  any  amount.  We  again  roused 
up  our  comforter,  and  tidied  up  the  cabin 
while  the  coffee  boiled.  What  with  the  daylight 
and  some  good  hot  drink,  we  felt  some  of 
our  old  enthusiasm  returning,  and  after  a 
good  rub  down  and  a  wash  we  felt  quite  happy  ; 
but  still  we  looked  a  trifle  seedy  from  want 
of  sleep. 

The  wind  had  fallen  to  quite  a  sensible 
breeze— for  us— and  we  only  waited  for  the 
sun  to  appear  in  order  to  get  sail  on  her  to 
start  to  find  the  land ;  so  after  all  we  found 
a  compass  was  not  a  luxury  that  could  be 
easily  dispensed  with.  At  last  we  got  a 
glimpse  of  the  sun's  cheerful  face  as  we  rose 
on  the  crest  of  a  sea,  and  at  the  same  time 
caught  sight  of  a  ship,  a  little  blot  on  the  top 
of  a  distant  wave. 

We  watched  eagerly  to  see  if  she  was 
heading  our  way,  and  in  half  an  hour  we 
made  sure  of  the  ship  coming  close  by,  if 
they  kept  the  same  course. 

"Look  here,"  I  said  to  the  Pirate;  "we 
must  signal  for  assistance." 

What  for  ?  "  he  asked.  "  We  are  not  ship- 
wrecked, and  besides,  we  have  plenty  to  eat 
on  board." 

"  How  are  we  going  to  get  back  to  the 
Humber  again  ?  "  I  returned.  "And  we  have 
not  got  a  compass.  Anyhow,  this  is  quite  a 
good  enough  shipwreck  for  me." 

Eventually  our  little  flag  was  hoisted  half- 
way up  to  attract  attention  to  us,  and  we 
could  now  see  the  vessel  was  a  smack— well 
named  the  North  Sea  lifeboat.  They  had  a 
couple  of  reefs  down,  so  that  it  must  have 
been  blowing  pretty  stiff  outside  in  the  night. 
But  though  the  wind  had  fallen  she  was 
tearing  gaily  along,  bursting  through  the 
heads  of  the  seas  with  her  powerful  frame, 
and  the  white  foam  fell  away  from  the  glossy 
black  side,  that  as  she  rolled  aweather  flung 
the  sunlight  back  in  a  dazzling  flash. 

The  crew  evidently  saw  us,  for  the  smack 
was  falling  off  a  little  to  run  under  our  stern, 
and  we  caught  sight  of  a  man.  in  the  weather 
rigging  waving  his  hat  to  us. 

The  Pirate,  whose  ruling  passion  was  every- 
thing done  ship-shape,  crawled  to  the 
halliards,  and  pulled  our  bunting  up  and 
down.    Why,  he  alone  knew. 

On  came  the  smack,  churning  the  water 
from  the  bows  to  cover  the  wake  in  marble  | 


!  lacings  of  foam;  on,  past  our  stern,  then 
gracefully  swung  up  head  to  wind,  and  fell 

j  on  the  other  tack  with  the  foresail  awealher, 
slowly  bowing  her  way  until  close  aboard  us,' 

j  while  the  rough-looking  crew  stohdly  sur- 
veyed us,  until  the  skipper  hailed  us  with— 

"Where  have  you  been  all  night  in  that 
thing?" 

;  Thing  !  What  a  blow  to  our  proud  name 
of  yacht.  The  Pirate  looked  wrathfully  at 
the  skipper,  but  I  sang  out  our  tale  of  woe, 
and  asked  for  a  tow  to  the  Humber,  if  he  was 
going  there. 

"  Look  out  for  cur  heaving  line,"  was  the. 
,  reply.  The  smack  was  sheered  as  near  us  as. 
j  possible  with  safety,  and  the  heaving  line. 
:  flung  dexterously  across  our  deck.  We  smartly 
hove  it  in,  and  found  a  hawser,  big  enough  to 
tow  a  barge,  following.  This  we  securel3r 
belayed  to  the  bitts,  whilst  the  crew  hurried 
us  on  with  shouts,  for  the  smack  was  forging: 
ahead.  At  length  we  sang  out  to  them  "All 
fast_!  "  The  skipper  flung  up  his  aim  in  reply, 
as  is  _  the  way  at  sea,  and  we  heard  their 
foresail  sheet  slat  across  the  iron  horse,  and 
away  we  surged  ahead  once  more.  Our  noble- 
sea  anchor  had  to  be  regretfully  cut  adrift,  as 
heaving  it  on  board  was  impossible  the  way 
we  were  being  pulled  along,  and  so  our  jib 
and  oars  were  left  to  cruise  on  their  own 
account,  leaving  us  tearing  through  the  seas, 
in  a  way  we  never  have  done  since;  and 
:  thankful  enough  we  were  the  smack  had  reefs- 
down,  or  we  should  have  been  towed  undei- 
or  else  carried  our  bitts  away. 

A  stormy  star  must  surely  have  been  ii> 
the  ascendant  when  our  little  craft  was. 
launched ;  for  rarely  indeed  in  our  cruises, 
did  we  get  the  chance  of  a  whole  mainsail. 
Wind  seemed  to  spring  up  as  we  stepped  on 
board,  and  other  boating  chums,  before  getting- 
their  boats  ready,  would  anxiously  inquire, 
"  Is  the  'Boy's  Own  '  going  out  ?  "  "  Yes.'" 
Then  I'm  not !  "  so  that  we  gained  a  regular 
Vanderdecken  reputation.  Peace  be  to  her 
staunch  timbers  !  She  sleeps  in  sixty  fathoms 
of  water,  after  carrying  us  through  many  a 
stormy  breeze  ;  but  some  day  I  may  spin  you 
the  yarn  of  our  last  cruise. 

The  Pirate  had  taken  the  helm,  and  was. 
working  away  as  if  at  least  a  line-of-battle- 
ship  was  under  his  charge,  and  as  he  seemed 
enjoying  himself,  I  turned  into  the  cabin 
out  of  the  sharp  morning  air,  and  was  soon 
asleep. 

When  I  awoke  we  were  lying  in  smooth 
water,  and  through  the  open  hatch  I  saw  the- 
edge  of  a  quay  with  the  high  Grimsby  tower 
soaring  up  into  the  blue  sky,  whilst  alongside, 
me  the  Pirate  slept  his  well-earned  watch 
below. 
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IN  previous  articles  I  have  given  the  readers 
of  the  "B.  0.  P."  serious  facts  about 
photography  to  digest  in  their  more  intel- 
lectual moments.  In  this  paper  we  are 
coming  down  "  from  the  sublime  to  the 
ridiculous,"  and  I  am  going  to  tell  you  how 
you  can  amuse  yourselves  in  your  leisure 
moments  in  a  way  which  will  astonish  the 
beholders  of  your  work,  and  perhaps  provide 
your  relatives  with  amusement  at  solemn 
entertainments  of  the  older  folk,  when  con- 
versation is  apt  to  become  remarkably  dry. 

To  begin  with  a  subject  which,  though  not 
exactly  comic  in  itself,  easily  lends  itself  to 
comic  treatment  at  the  haiids  of  an  intelli- 
gent youth,  a  subject  which  is  commonly 


denominated  "  Double  Photography."  Sup- 
pose we  take  a  black  background  and  place 
in  front  of  it  a  sitter  in  a  light  costume,  on 
exposing  the  plate  and  developing  as  usual 
we  get  the  sitter  surrounded  by  nearly  clear 
glass,  the  black  background  having  "practi- 
cally produced  no  effect  on  the  plate.  Now 
if,  instead  of  being  right  in  front  of  the  back- 
ground, the  sitter  only  occupies  half  of  it,  it 
is  evident  that  we  shall  get  the  sitter  on  one 
side  and  on  the  other  side  practically  a 
blank.  But  if  we  expose  once  with  the  sitter 
on  one  side  and  then  again  with  the  sitter 
on  the  other  side,  we  shall  get  two  photos  of 
the  sitter  on  the  same  plate,  as  the  black 
background  after  the  sitter  has  gone  has  no 


effect  on  the  plate,  and  therefore  does  noft 
affect  the  impression  already  upon  it. 

Now  to  give  details  of  the  actual  process. 
To  make  the  background  we  want  a  big- 
framework  with  black  material — merino  will 
do — stretched  tightly  over  it.  I  myself  have  a, 
white  background  the  sides  of  the  framework 
of  which  are  fastened  by  "  thumbscrews"  so  as- 
to  be  easily  put  up  when  wanted,  and  when  II 
want  to  take  double  photos  I  simply  throw  over 
it  a  black  curtain  (or  red,  if  dark,  -vnU  do,  red! 
being  a  non-actinic  colour — i.e.  it  does  not 
affect  the  plate  much).  The  background  and 
sitter  should  be  so  arranged  that  the  former 
covers  the  whole  plate  ;  if  not  a  very  large 
one  the  sitter  will  have  to  be  very  close  to 
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.  obtain  this  result.  The  sitter  is  now  to  get 
into  the  desired  position  on  one  side,  and  be 
exposed  in  the  usual  way,  then  moving  to 
the  other  side  another  exposure  takes  place. 
The  cap  is  of  course  placed  on  the  lens  be- 
tween the  exposures. 

The  greatest  care  must  be  taken  not  to 
iet  any  "  properties"  which  may  be  taken 
■with  the  sitter  the  first  time  overlap  their 
positions  the  second  time,  or  vice  versa; 
if    this   happens  a  confused  image  will 

^  icesult. 

With  two  or  three  sitters  very  remarkable 
effects  may  be  produced,  but  a  great  deal  of 
patience  and  planning  out  beforehand  is 
Tequired  with  an  intricate  picture.  It  is 
'quite  possible  to  take  a  person  four  or  five 
times  on  the  same  plate,  with'care  ;  theoreti- 
•cally,  of  course,  there  is  no  limit  to  the 
■number  of  images.  I  give  an  illustration  of 
two  people  grouped,  n:it  four,  as  you  might 
.suppose  (Fig.  1). 

This  method  of  using  the  black  background 
over  the  whole  plate  is  much  the  simplest, 
"but  a  far  more  wonderful  effect  can  be  pro- 
•duced  by  placing  the  sitter  in  front  of  a 
^suitable  background,  and  using  the  black 
one  over  only  half  of  the  plate  each  time, 
the  sitter  being  in  front  of  the  part  not 
occupied  by  the  black  background  ;  the 
■ordinary  view  behind  then  comes  out,  when 
the  sitter  is  in  front ;  but  the  second  time 
■  -i\-hen  the  black  background  is  moved  across 
irom  the  other  side,  the  former  imago  of 
■tho  sitter  is  unaffected  by  the  second  exposure, 
and  there  is  consequently  no  confusion,  as 
■would  inevitably  result  if  the  black  back- 
,s[round  was  not  used  as  a  stopgap.  If  you 
-work  according  to  this  method  you  will  get 
inuch  more  startling  results  (of  course  the 
l)lack  background  is  not  visible  at  all  in  the 
nresulting  picture),  but  it  needs  great  care  to 


we  can  proceed  to  turn  him  into  the  following 
quadruped — 


Fio.  2. — "  Jones  minor,  photographed  from  life." 

This  is  easily  done  by  taking  the  first 
negative  of  the  "  Jerusalem  pony "  (which 
we  must  take  on  purpose  if  we  have  not  one 
handy),  and  cutting  a  piece  of  stiff'  paper 
(preferably  yellow  or  red,  these  being  non- 
actinic)  the  exact  shape  of  the  ass's  head; 
stick  this  on  the  glass  side  of  the  negative 
with  a  little  gum,  and  over  it  stick  another 
piece  of  paper  the  exact  size  of  the  sitter's 
head.  Now  take  an  ordinary  print,  and  of 
course  the  result  is  an  ass  without  a  head, 
but  instead  thereof  a  white  space  the  size 
and  shape  of  that  of  our  intended  victim. 
The  next  thing  is  to  fill  the  blank  with  the 


Fk;.  1.— a  Guoup.    Copied  from  photo. 


iget  the  black  background  each  time  exactly 
over  half  the  picture  ;  if  a  mistake  is  made 
it  is  better  to  let  the  two  images  of  the  black 
background  not  overlap,  or  the  result  would 
Toe  a  black  unexposed  place  in  the  middle  of 
'the  picture.  It  is  easy  to  avoid  error  if  one 
■works  methodically — e.g.  a  small  peg  can 
be  driven  into  the  ground  at  the  edge 
of  the  background  in  ijosition  1,  and  the 
opposite  side  can  then  be  brought  just  up 
to  the  peg  in  position  2.  Only  whatever 
Ihappens  don't  touch  the.  camera  between  the 
■exposures  ! 

Awful  results  can  be  obtained  by  taking 
"two  negatives  and  combining  them.  For 
•example,  if  you  have  a  school-fellow  to  whom 
jou  owe  a  caning,  or  some  unpleasantness 
in  the  past,  you  can  take  your  revenge  in 
this  style.  Get  your  intended  victim  to  let 
you  take  his  photograph  (which  he  will  no 
doubt  be  happy  to  do),  and  having  procured 
a  "  counterfeit  presentment  "  of  his  features, 


other  head,  which  is  easily  done  oy  cutting 
another  mask  of  paper  for  the  other  negative, 
with  a  hole  exactly  the  size  of  the  head  cut 
out  of  it.  Now  place  the  printed  piece  of 
paper  behind  this  negative  in  the  right 
position  for  the  head  to  coincide  with  the 
blank  space,  and  the  mask  in  front  of  the  nega- 
tive to  keep  all  from  printing  except  the  head. 
Take  care  to  print  to  the  same  depth  as  the 
former  print,  so  that  both  may  tone  to  the 
same  shade.  In  order  that  no  rims  or  uneven 
appearance  may  be  shown  by  the  combination 
it  is  necessary  that  either  both  "sitters" 
should  be  taken  with  a  white  background,  or 
have  had  it  blocked  out  on  the  negative  with 
paint  (not  an  easy  thing  to  do  satisfactoi'ily), 
or  that  the  boy's  head  should  be  bigger  than 
the  donkey's,  as  if  the  reverse  was  the  case 
a  white  rim  would  be  left  where  the  donkey's 
mask  exceeded  the  boy's. 

If  all  is  satisfactory,  and  no  mistakes 
occurred  in  printing,  it  ought  to  be  quite 


impossible  to  tell  that  any  tricks  had  been 
played,  or  that  the  photo  was  otherwise  than 
from  an  ordinary  negative  taken  of  a  de- 
cidedly extraordinary  subject. 

In  the  same  way  you  can  print  men  with 
women's  heads,  children  with  grown-up  faces, 
etc. ;  only  as  some  people  don't  appreciate 
this  kind  of  thing,  you  must  take  care  not  to 
overstep  the  bounds  of  courtesy,  and  run 
the  risk  of  offending  your  "subjects."  I 
have  in  my  mind's  eye  a  certain  photo 
belonging  to  a  friend,  in  which  a  lively 
cricket-match  is  proceeding,  the  players  all 
being  members  of  the  family  in  most  ludi- 
crous attitudes.  This  was  done  by  drawing 
the  cricket-match  without  any  heads,  cutting 
out  the  heads  from  negatives  of  the  "  players," 
and  sticking  them  on  in  their  proper  places. 
A  negative  is  then  taken  of  the  result,  and 
the  print  looks  to  the  uninitiated  pretty 
much  as  one  from  a  direct  negative  would 
look. 

This  is  one  way  of  doing  it  when  you  want 
to  bring  in  a  large  number  of  figures,  but  if 
only  a  caricature  of  one  person  is  desired  there 
is  a  shorter  way  to  it,  ■^vith  his  acquiescence. 
On  a  large  piece  of  thick  cardboard  make  a 
comic  design  something  like  that  shown  in 
Fig.  3,  of  course  leaving  out  the  head.  Cut  the 
cardboard  as  shown,  with  a  semicircular  hole 
round  the  throat  of  the  figure,  and  get  your 
friend  to  hold  up  the  cardboard  with  his 
head  appearing  through  the  aperture,  which 
should  fit  pretty  tightly  round  his  throat. 
A  negative  taken  in  the  ordinary  way,  if  the 
cardboard  is  white  and  an  equally  white 
background  is  placed  behind  the  sitter,  will 
not  show  that  any  "dodge"  was  being 
carried  out,  in  the  slightest  degree.  You 
must  take  care  that  the  camera  is  placed  so 
close  to  the  sitter  that  the  negative  is  entirely 
tilled  by  the  white  background  and  cardboard, 
as,  if  the  sitter's  arms  show,  supporting  the 
cardboard,  the  beauty  of  the  picture  will  be 
done  for.  Aim  at  a  good  dense  negative, 
which  will  block  out  the  backgrounds  and 
show  no  rim  where  the  caricature  ends  and 
the  background  behind  the  sitter  begins, 
and  print  only  so  deep  that,  when  toned,  the 
whole  background  of  the  resulting  print  may 
be  equally  white  all  over. 

You  are  not  obliged  to  stick  to  the  example 
given  ;  any  picture  which  your  ingenuity  may 
devise  can  be  utilised  in  the  same  way  by 
simply  omitting  the  head  and  making  your 
sitter  put  his  or  her  own  into  the  vacant 
space.  A  sheet  of  caricatures  suitable  for 
combination  printing  or  direct  photography 
was  given  with  a  paper  entitled  "  The  Prac- 
tical Photographer,"  for  February  1890.  (It 
is  published  by  Messrs.  Percy  Lund  &  Co., 
St.  John  Street,  Bradford,  Yorks.)  In  a  later 
number  of  the  same  paper  it  was  stated  that 
an  enterprising  photographer  at  Bridlington 
had  had  a  big  picture  in  imitation  of  Pears' 
"  You  dirty  boy,"  painted  on  canvas,  with  a 
hole  left  in  the  place  of  the  "  dirty  boy's  "  head 
for  that  of  any  intending  sitter.  "  The 
photographer,"  says  the  notice,  "has  been 
busy  from  morn  to  dewy  eve  !  "  Apparently 
the  good  people  of  Bridlington  have  a  great 
sense  of  the  ludicrous.  An  American  worker 
in  the  science  of  caricature  turned  out  a 
picture  of  a  court  in  which  all  the  jurymen, 
the  judge,  and  the  clerk  of  the  court  had 
the  face  of  one  person !  I  mention  this  to 
show  what  a  large  amount  of  scope  there  is 
for  your  ingenuity  in  this  line. 

It  is  possible  by  means  of  prolonged  soak- 
ing in  a  dilute  solution  of  liydrofluoric  acid 
to  get  off  the  whole  film  of  a  negative  entire. 
If  this  is  done  with  a  portrait  negative  the 
film  can  be  floated  on  to  a  larger  sized  glass, 
and  dried  thereon.  If,  instead  of  drying  it 
evenly,  it  is  stretched  one  way  or  the  other, 
the  result  will  be  that  either  the  portrait 
appears  enormously  tall  and  drawn  out,  or 
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exceedingly  broad  and  fat,  according  to 
which  way  the  film  was  stretched.  When 
dry  it  can  be  printed  from  as  usual.  There 
are  some  films  in  the  market  which  will 


This  IS,  of  course,  a  matter  of  taste,  but  as 
the  victim  will  have  to  keep  very  still  'the 
whole  time,  it  is  better  not  to  include  more  of 
his  body  than  he  can  easily  control.  We 


Pig.  3.—"  Out  for  a  FJj.' 


bear  stretching  without  removing  the  gelatine. 
This  _  is  not  an  easy  process,  and  I  only 
mention  it  for  the  edification  of  our  more 
adventurous  readers. 

I  wSl  now  tell  you  how  to  convert  one  of 
your  friends  into  a  toy  by  means  of  photo- 
graphy. The  toy  I  am  aiming  at  is  one 
which  used  to  be  called  the  "  Kineograph  " 
in  my  younger  days,  though  whether  they 
are  still  sold  or  not  is  a  matter  as  to  which  I 
am  in  doubt. 

You  will  want  to  take  a  lot  of  negatives  of 
one  person,  but,  as  quarter-plates  are  amply 
large  enough,  it  will  not  be  a  very  expensive 
job.  You  must  have  either  a  white  back- 
ground and  a  darkly  habited  sitter,  or  a  dark 
background  and  a  lightly  habited  sitter,  as 
the  object  is  to  get  the  sitter  to  appear  as 
prominently  as  you  possibly  can  in  the  result- 
ing print.  These  things  having  been  ar- 
ranged, you  must  select  the  subject  of  your 
work,  and  make  up  your  mind  what  you  wish 
your  sitter  to  do.  We  will  suppose,  as  an 
example,  that  he  is  to  appear  engrossed 
in  devouring  his  dinner,  and  let  him  be  eating 
bread  and  cheese.  The  table  on  which  his 
plate  IS  must  be  big  enough  to  take  up  about 
half  our  picture,  and  only  half  of  it,  or  a 
httle  more,  should  appear.  The  sitter  must 
be  seated  at  the  table  with  his  legs  under  it 
or  suitably  disposed,  with  a  white  background 
behind  him.  If  the  photo  is  taken  out  of 
doors  it  IS  better  not  to  include  the  ground 
which  looks  odd  with  a  white  background.' 


now  have  to  take  four  pictures  of  him  in 
different  attitudes.  We  begin  with  his  plate 
(and  glass,  if  you  like  to  have  one)  in  front 
of  him  and  his  hand  just  picking  up  a  piece 
of  bread  out  of  the  plate,  and  the  following 
photos  have  to  be  taken. 

A.  With  his  hand  in  the  plate,  as  above. 

B.  With  his  hand  holding  the  piece  of 
bread  a  few  inches  above  the  plate. 

C.  With  his  hand  and  the  bread  within  an 
inch  or  two  of  his  mouth,  and  his  mouth 
open. 

_  D.  With  his  hand  just  putting  the  bread 
into  his  mouth. 

E.  With  his  hand  (without  the  bread)  as 
at  C,  and  his  mouth  slnd. 

F.  With  his  hand  as  at  B  (no  bread,  of 
course). 

We  have  now  got  to  print  two  sets  from 
these  negatives,  and  make  them  into  a  book. 
Take  a  small  book  about  2i  in.  by  4  in.,  and 
cut  all  the  prints  the  same  size,  mounting  one 
m  the  middle  of  each  leaf,  which  should  be 
of  tolerably  stout  cardboard.  We  shall  want 
fourteen  leaves  (one  for  front  cover),  and 
the  photos  are  mounted  in  order.  A,  B  C 
D  E,  F;  A,  B,  C,  D,  E,  F;  A  (ending  with 
A).  The  book  has  now  to  be  fastened 
together  (I  am  supposing  we  have  been 
dealing  with  separate  leaves)  by  means  of 
paper  fasteners,  or  otherwise ;  and  should 
be  so  put  together  that  each  leaf  projects  a 
little  beyond  the  one  in  front  of  it,  making  a 
long-shaped  book,  not  a  broad  one.  The 


illustration  will  show  what  I  mean  (Fig  4) 
Now  comes  the  critical  moment  ;  the  book  is 
taken  in  our  hands,  turning  the  back  back- 
wards, so  that  the  leaves  may  jump  apart 
with  a  spring  when  released  one  by  one  from 
the  end,  and  the  leaves  are  released  tolerably- 
quickly,  so  that  we  get  a  good  view  of  the 
photos  as  they  open.  And  what  do  we- 
behold?  Why,  the  photos  appear  trans- 
formed into  veritable  humanitv,  and  imbued 
with  life,  and  we  behold  Brown,  Jones,  or 
Bobmson,  as  the  case  may  be,  calmly  devour- 
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Fig.  4.— Pliotograpliic  Kineograph. 
,  A,  are  the  holders  to  fasten  leaves  together  The 
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ing  piece  after  piece  of  bread  and  cheese 
before  our  wondering  eyes.  If  carried  out 
well,  the  effect  is  life-like  to  a  degree,  and 
causes  great  amazement  to  the  uninitiated. 
It  IS,  of  course,  only  the  effect  of  the  per- 
sistence of  images  on  the  retina  of  the  eyei, 
to  which  so  many  toys,  such  as  the  zoetrope, 
praxinoscope,  and  others  owe  their  origin. 
It  IS  none  the  less  remarkable  for  that,  and 
certainly  very  effective  when  one  actually 
knows  the  person  represented.  If  you  have 
a  zoetrope  you  can  make  slides  for  it  in  the 
same  way,  sticking  the  photos  on  to  card- 
board strips,  cut  to  fit  the  zoetrope,  in 
succession,  and  taking  care  to  end  with  the 
one  before  the  first. 

Here,  then,  my  account  of  "  Photography 
at  Play  "  must  end.  I  hope  I  have  given  yoa 
a  little  amusement  with  which  to  while 
away  your  holidays;  and  if  the  last  idea, 
(which  I  believe  is  entirelv  original  a=. 
applied  to  photography— I  do  not  think  it  has 
occurred  to  anyone  but  mvself,  and  certainlv 
has  never  before  been  published  in  a  paper> 
leads  you  on  to  study  the  optical  facts  to 
which  it  owes  its  success,  so  much  the 
better. 


EIGHTEET^f  HOURS  WITH  A  "KID." 


By  Talbot  Baines  Keed, 

Author  of  "J/;,  Friend  SmUh,"  "The  Cod  House  at  Felhgarlh,"  etc. 


CopTj  of  a  Iwliday  Utter  from  Gus  Cutatuay 
of  the  Upper  Remove,  SJiellboro',  to  his 
particular  chum  and  messmate,  Joseph 
Rackett : — 

T|EAR  JossY,— If  you  want  a  motto  in  life, 
-L'  I'll  give  you  one—"  'Ware  kids  !  "  Don't 
you  have  anything  to  do  with  kids,  unless 
you  want  to  lose  all  your  pocket  money,  and 
be  made  a  fool  of  before  the  fellows,  and 
get  yourself  in  a  regular  high  old  mess  all 
round. 

You  needn't  think  I  don't  know  what  I'm 


talking  about.  I  do.  Promise  j'ou'll  never 
say  a  word  of  it  to  anybody,  especially  to  any 
of  the  fellows,  and  I'll  tell  you. 

It  was  on  breaking-up  day.  You  know, 
all  of  you  went  off  by  the  2  train  and  I 
had  to  wait  till  the  3.15.  That's  the  worst  of 
going  through  London  ;  the  trains  never  go 
at  the  right  time.  It  came  in  up  to  time, 
for  a  wonder,  and  I  bagged  a  second-class 
carriage  to  myself,  and  laid  in  some  grub 
and  a  "B.  O.  P."  and  made  up  my  mind 
to  enjoy  myself.  What  do  you  'think  ? 
Just  as  the  bell  was  ringing  a  female  with  a 


kid  rushed  on  to  the  platform  and  made 
a  dive  for  my  carriage.  I  can  tell  you  I 
was  riled.    But  that  wasn't  half  of  it. 

"  Are  you  going  to  Waterloo,  voung 
gentleman  ? "  asks  the  female,  as  out  of 
breath  as  you  like. 

"  Yes— why  ?  "  said  I. 

"  Would  you  be  so  kind  as  to  look  after 
Tommy  ?  His  father  will  be  there  to  meet 
him.  He's  got  his  ticket,  haven't  you, 
Tommy  ?  Say  thank  you  to  the  kind  young 
gentleman.    Bye,  bye  ;  be  a  good  boy.'"' 

"  Eight  forward,"  sings  out  the  guard. 
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"Love  to  daddy,"  says  the  female. 
"  Stand  away  from  the  train,"  shouts  the 
porter. 

And  then  we  were  ofi.  And  here  was  1, 
left  alone  in  a  carriage  with  a  kid  called 
Tommy,  that  I  was  to  give  over  to  a  chap 
called  daddy  at  Waterloo  ! 

How  would  you  have  liked  it  yourself, 
Jossy  ?  I  was  awfully  disgusted.  And  of 
course,  till  the  train  was  off,  I  never  thought 
of  saying,  "  I  can't,"  and  then  it  was  too 
late.  I  can  tell  you  it's  a  bit  rough  on  a 
fellow  to  be  served  that  way.  If  ever  you're 
going  by  train  and  see  a  female  and  a  kid 
coming  along,  hop  out  of  the  carriage  till 
you  see  which  carriage  they  get  into  ;  and 
then  go  and  get  into  another. 

I  made  up  my  mind  I'd  leave  the  little 
cad  to  himself,  so  I  stai-ted  to  read.  At  least 
I  pretended  to.  Really  I  took  a  good  squint 
at  him  while  he  wasn't  looking.  He  was  a 
kid  of  about  four  and  a  half,  I  fancy,  with  a 
turnippy  head  and  a  suit  of  togs  that  must 
have  been  new,  he  was  so  jolly  proud  of 
them.  He  sat  staring  at  the  lamp  and 
swinging  his  legs  for  a  good  bit.  Then 
he  got  hold  of  the  window-strap  and 
fooled  about  with  that.  Then  he  remem- 
bered his  swagger  togs  and  looked  him- 
self all  over,  and  stuck  his  hands  in  his 
pocket.  He  twigged  me  looking  at  him  as 
he  did  so. 

"  I've  got  a  knife,"  he  said,  as  cool  as  if 
he'd  known  me  a  couple  of  terms. 

"Who  said  you  hadn't  ?  "  I  responded. 

"It's  in  my  pocket," he  said. 

"  Oh,"  said  I.  I  didn't  v/ant  to  encourage 
him. 

He  pulled  it  out,  staring  at  me  all  tho  time. 
Then  he  slipped  down  off  the  seat  and 
brought  it  up  to  me. 

"  Open  it,"  he  said. 

"  Open  it  yourself,"  said  I. 

"  I  can't,"  said  he.  "  Open  it !  open  it !  !  " 

"  All  right,  keep  your  temper,"  said  I,  and 
I  opened  it.  A  beastly  blunt  thing  it  was. 
"  There  you  are  ;  take  it." 

"  I  want  to  sit  beside  you,"  he  said  when 
he'd  got  it. 

"  1)0  you  ?  I  don't  want  you.  Haven  t 
you  got  all  the  rest  of  the  carriage  ?  " 

"  Lift  Tommy  up,"  he  whined. 

I'd  a  good  mind  to  chuck  him  out  of  the 
window.  "  Lift  yourself  up,"  I  said,  "  and  shut 
up.  I  want  to  read."  Then,  I'm  bothered  if 
the  young  cad  didn't  begin  yelling  !  Just 
because  I  didn't  lift  him  up.  I  never  saw 
such  a  blub-baby  in  all  my  life.  I  couldn't 
make  out  what  he  was  up  to  at  first.  I 
thought  he  was  curtseying  and  seeing  how 
long  he  could  hold  his  breath.  But  when  it 
did  come  out,  my  eye !  I  thought  the 
engine-driver  would  hear.  I  was  in  a  regular 
funk  ;  I  thought  he'd  got  a  tit,  or  something  ; 
I  never  heard  such  yelling.  He  was  black 
in  the  face  over  it  and  dancing.  I'd  a  good 
mind  to  pull  the  cord  string  and  stop  the 
train.  But  I  thought  I'd  see  if  I  could 
pull  him  round  first. 

So  I  picked  him  up  and  stuck  him  up  on 
the  seat.  Would  you  believe  it,  Jossy  ?  The 
moment  he  was  up  he  stopped  howling  and 
began  grinning.  It  had  all  been  a  plant 
to  get  me  to  lift  him  up  ;  and  as  soon  as  he'd 
made  me  do  it  he  laughed  at  me  ! 

I  can  tell  you  it's  not  pleasant  to  be  made 
a  fool  of,  even  by  a  kid. 

"I'm  sitting  beside  you,  now,"  he  said, 
as  much  as  to  tell  me  he'd  scored  one  ofi 
me. 

I  was  too  disgusted  to  take  any  further 
notice  of  him.  I  suppose  he  saw  I  was  riled, 
and  began  to  be  a  bit  civil.  He  pulled  a 
nasty  sticky  bit  of  chocolate  out  of  his  pocket 
and  held  it  up  to  my  nose. 

"  A  sweetie  for  you,"  he  said. 

I  didn't  want  to  have  him  yelling  again,  so 


I  took  it.  Ugh!— all  over  dust  and  hairs, 
and  half  melted. 

He  watched  me  gulp  it  down,  and  then,  to 
my  relief,  got  hold  of  the  "B.  0.  P."  and 
began  looking  at  the  pictures.  He  got  sick 
of  that  soon,  and  went  and  looked  out  of 
the  window.  Then  he  came  and  sat  by  me 
again,  and  began  to  get  jolly  famihar.  He 
stroked  my  cheeks  with  his  horrid  sticky 
hand,  and  then  climbed  up  on  the  seat  and 
tried  to  lark  with  my  cap.  Then,  just  be- 
cause I  didn't  shct  him  up,  he  clambered 
up  on  my  back  and  nearly  throttled  me  with 
his  arms  round  my  neck ;  and— what  do  you 
think  ?— he  began  to  kiss  me  ! 

That  was  a  drop  too  much. 

"  Stow  it,  kid  !  "  I  said. 

"Dear,  dear!"  he  said,  getting  regularly 
maudlin  and  kissing  me  at  about  two  a  second. 

"  Let  go,  do  you  hear  ?  you're  scrugging 
me." 

"Nice  mannie,"  he  said. 

I  didn't  know  what  to  do,  until  I  luckily 
thought  of  my  grub. 

"  Like  a  bun  ?  "  said  I. 

He  let  me  go  and  was  down  beside  me 
like  a  shot.  You  should  have  seen  him 
walk  into  that  bun  !  His  face  was  all  over  it, 
and  the  crumbs  were  about  an  inch  deep  all 
over  the  place.  When  he  got  near  the  end 
of  bun  No.  1,  he  looked  up  as  near  choking 
as  they  make  them,  and  said  : 
"  I  like  buns  awfully." 

"All  right,  have  another,"  said  I.  You 
see,  as  his  governor  was  going  to  meet  him 
in  town,  it  didn't  matter  much  to  me  if  he 
got  gripes  at  night. Anything  to  keep  him 
quiet. 

After  the  third  bun  he  was  about  full  up, 
and  said  he  was  th'rsty.  I  couldn't  make 
the  young  ass  understand  that  I  had  no 
water  in  the  carriage.  He  kept  on  saying 
he  was  thirsty  for  half  an  hour,  till  we  came 
to  a  station.  I  had  made  up  my  mind  I 
would  get  into  another  carriage  at  the  first 
stop  we  came  to ;  but,  somehow,  it  seemed 
rather  low  to  leave  the  kid  in  the  lurch.  So 
I  bought  him  a  glass  of  milk  instead,  which 
set  him  up  again.  Nobody  else  got  in  the 
carriage — knew  better— and  off  we  went 
again.  He'd  got  an  awful  lot  to  say  for  him- 
self ;  about  dicky-birds,  and  putt'-puffs,  and 
dogs,  and  trouser-pockets  and  rot  of  that 
sort,  and  didn't  seem  to  care  much  whether 
I  listened  or  no.  Then,  just  when  I  thought 
he  had  about  run  dry  and  was  getting  sleepy, 
he  rounded  on  me  with — 

"  Tell  me  a  story." 

"  Me?   I  don't  know  any  stories." 

"  Oh  yes  ;  a  funny  one,  please." 

"  I  tell  you  I  don't  know  any — what 
about  ?  " 

"  The  Three  Bears." 

"I  don't  know  anything  about  'three 
bears,'  "  said  I. 

"  Do  !  do  ! !  do  ! ! !  "  he  said,  beginning  to 
get  crusty. 

So  I  did  my  best.  He  kept  saying  I  was 
all  wrong,  and  putting  me  right ;  he  might 
just  as  well  have  told  it  himself.  I  told  him 
so.  But  he  took  no  notice ;  and  went  on 
badgering  me  for  more  stories. 

I  can  tell  you  I  was  getting  sick  of  it ! 

When  I  made  up  a  story  for  him  to  laugh 
at,  he  looked  so  solemn  and  said — 

"Not  that,  a  funny  one." 

And  when  I  told  him  a  fairy  tale,  he 
snapped  up  and  said  he  didn't  like  it. 

It  ended  in  my  telling  him  the  "  Three 
Bears"  over  and  over  again.  It  was  about 
the  sixty-fifth  time  of  telling  that  we  got  to 
Vauxhall  and  had  to  give  up  tickets. 

"  Now,  young  'un,  look  out  for  your  gover- 
nor when  we  get  in— I  don't  know  him,  you 
know." 

The  young  ass  didn't  know  what  I  meant. 
"Look  out  for  daddy,  then,"  I  said. 


He  promptly  stuck  his  head  out  of  the 
window  and  said  the  ticket  collector  was 
daddy  ;  then  that  the  porter  was  ;  then  that 
a  sweep  on  the  platform  was. 

It  wasn't  very  hopeful  for  spotting  the 
real  daddy  at  Waterloo.  I  told  him  to  shut 
up  and  wait  till  we  got  there. 

When  we  got  there,  I  stuck  him  up  at  the 
window,  as  large  as  life,  for  his  governor  to 
see.  There  were  a  lot  of  people  about ;  but 
I  can  tell  you  I  was  pretty  queer  when  no 
one  owned  him.  We  hung  about  a  quarter 
of  an  hour,  asking  everybody  we  met  if  they'd 
come  to  meet  a  kid,  and  watching  them  all 
go  off  in  cabs,  till  we  had  the  platform  to 
ourselves. 

"  Here's  a  go,  kid  !  "  said  I ;  "  daddy's  not 
come." 

"  I  'spex,"  says  he,  "  when  the  middling- 
size  bear  found  his  porridge  eaten  up,  he 
wondered  who  it  was." 

"  Shut  up  about  the  bears,"  sa'd  I.  "  What 
about  your  gov— your  daddy?  Where  does 
he  live  ?  " 

"  In  London  town,"  said  he,  as  soon  as  I 
could  knock  those  bears  out  of  his  head. 
"  Whereabouts  ?    What  street  ?  " 
"  London  town." 

"  Do  you  mean  to  say  Look  here,  what's 

your  name?    Tommy  what  ?  " 

"It's  Tommy,"  he  said. 

"  I  know  that.  Is  it  Tommy  Jones,  or 
Tommy  Kobinson,  or  what  ?  " 

"  It's  Tommy,"  he  repeated.  "  My  name's 
Tommy." 

Here  was  a  nice  go  !  Stranded  with  a  kfd; 
that  didn't  know  his  own  name  or  where  his-.  , 
governor  lived  !  The  worst  of  it  was,  I  had  tei-  . 
stop  in  London  that  night,  as  there  was  no* 
train  on.  My  pater  had  written  to  get  a  rooaii. 
for  me  at  the  Euston  Hotel,  so  that  I  shouldi^ 
be  on  the  spot  for  starting  home  first  traiii". 
in  the  morning. 

I  was  regularly  stumped,  I  can  tell  you.  It 
never  turned  a  feather  on  the  kid,  his  gov- 
ernor not  turning  up  ;  and  I  couldn't  make 
the  idiot  understand  anything.  He  hung  on 
to  me,  singing  and  saying  "  Who's  been 
tasting  my  porridge  and  eaten  it  all  up  ?  " 
or  else  cheeking  the  porters,  or  else  trying  to  . 
i  whistle  to  make  the  trains  go. 

1  thought  I'd  better  leave  word  with  the^ 
I   stationmaster  where  I'd  gone,  in  case  anyoae- 
turned  up;  and  then  there  was  nothing  for 
it  but  to  take  a  cab  across  to  the  hotel. 

The  kid  was  no  end  festive  to  have  a  ride- 
in  the  hansom.  It  would  have  been  in  a  little 
better  taste  if  he'd  held  his  tongue,  and 
shown  a  little  regret  for  the  jolly  mess  he'd 
let  me  into.  But,  bless  you,  he  didn't  care 
two  straws. 

"  What  will  daddy  say  when  he  can't  find 
you?"  I  said,  trying  to  get  him  to  look  at 
things  seriously. 

"Daddy  will  say, 'Who's  been  sitting  in 
my  chair  and  broken  the  bottom  out?'"- 
said  he,  still  harping  on  those  blessed  bears._ 
I  gave  him  up  after  that,  and  let  him  jaw  ■ 
on. 

When  we  got  to  the  hotel  I  was  in  another  - 
fix.    The  chap  in  charge  said  he'd  got  in- 
structions about  one  young  gentleman,  but 
not  two. 

"  Oh,  I'm  looking  after  this  boy,"  said  I, 
"  till  to-morrow  ;  I'll  have  him  in  my  room." 

The  chap  looked  as  if  he  didn't  like  it. 
And  of  course,  just  when  he  was  thinking 
it  over,  the  young  cad  must  go  and  cheek 
him. 

"  What  makes  that  ugly  man  so  red  on  his 
nose?  "  he  asks  at  the  top  of  his  voice,  for 
every  one  to  hear. 

The  chap  was  no  end  riled  at  that,  and 
looked  as  if  he'd  kick  us  out.  When  he'd 
cooled  down  he  said — 

"  You  wait  here  ;  I'll  attend  to  you  pre-- 
sently." 
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EIGHTEEN  HOURS  WITH  A  -KID. 


That  was  a  nice  go  !  If  I  had  had  tin 
enough  I  should  have  gone  somewhere  else ; 
but  I  d  only  got  enough  for  the  journey  to- 
morrow and  so  thought  I'd  better  hang  on 
-here,  where  the  governor  had  arranged. 

Ihe  kid  went  on  anyhow  while  we  were 
wa.tmg  ur  the  hall.  He  ran  and  stood  in 
front  of  people,  and  he  pulled  waiters'  coat- 
tai  s,  and  got  mixed  up  with  the  luggage,  and 
called  out  to  me  to  know  where  the  u-ly  red- 
nossd  man  had  gone.  At  last  I  had  "to  pull 
hini  m. 

''  Look  here,  kid  !  "  said  I if  you  don't 
Hold  your  jaw  and  sit  here  quietly,  I'll  give 
you  to  a  policeman." 

"  Tell  me  about  the  bears,  then." 
Oh,  how  I  loathed  those  bears  !  Think 
of  me,  captam  of  my  eleven,  in  that  racketty 
hall,  wjth  people  coming  and  going,  and 
a  row  enough  to  deafen  you,  telling  a 
kid  about  the  Three  Big  Bears  !  You  may 
grin,  Jossy;  but  I  was  reduced  to  it. 

After  a  time  the  hotel  chap  came  and  said 
we  were  to  have  a  double-bedded  room,  and 
he  should  charge  half  extra  for  the  kid,  and 
It  we  wanted  dinner  we'd  better  look  sharp 
as  it  was  just  beginning. 

So  we  went  up  and  washed— at  least  I  had 
to  wash  the  kid's  sticky  hands  and  face  for 
turn— and  then  came  down  to  table  d'hote 
I  was  m  a  regular  funk  lest  any  of  our  fellows 
or  anyone  I  knew,  should  see  me.    We  crot 
squeezed  in  between  a  lady  in  grand  evenincr 
clresg,  and  a  professor  chap  with  blue  specta- 
bles  ;  and  as  they  were  both  attending  to  their 
neighbours,  I  hoped  we  might  scrape  through 
without  a  scene.  ° 
You  should  have  seen  that  kid  tuck  in' 
.  I  mildly  suggested  that  he'd  better  not  have 
any  mock-turtle  soup  ;  but  he  began  to  o-et 
up  steam  for  a  howl  and  a  half,  so  I  oave°it 
up.  '  o  <= 

He  said  it  was  ugly  stuff,  but  for  all  that 
he  polished  off  a  plate  of  it,  and  then  walked 
mto  salmon.    After  that  he  had  a  turn  at 
ioa,st  pork  and  apple  sauce,  and  after  that 
a  cabinet  padding  and   some  Gorgonzola 
clieese    He  was  very  anxious  to  have  some 
beer  like  the  professor,  or  some' wine,  like 
the  lady ;  but  I  put  my  foot  down  there,  and 
et  him  have  lemonade  instead.    You  should 
Have  seen  people  stare  at  him  !    The  pro- 
iessor  glared  as  if  he  was  a  rum  animal. 
"  Your  brother  ?  "  said  he. 
"Not  exactly,"  said  I. 
"  Uncommon  appetite.    Would  you  mind 
telling  me  m  the  morning  what  sort  of  night 
he  had?    I  shall  be  curious  to  know  " 

The  lady  glared  too,  chiefly  because  the  kid 
had  sprinkled  her  silk  dress  with  melted  butter, 
and  pork  gravy  and  lemonade.    He  cau-ht 
her  eye  once  and  said  out  loud  to  her— 
called"''""''*''  '^'''^'''^^W;  ^^-liat's  your  cat 

The  lady  turned  away;  whereupon  the  kid 
began  his  cheek  again. 

"  That  lady,"  said  he  to  me  and  the  com- 
pany at  large,  "  has  got  a  nice  dress  and  a 
you  'f"  ^  ^'""^  ^"-"^  ^^"^^  bestest-do 

"Shut  up,  or  I'll  clout  your  ear,"  snarled 
regular  perspiration  of  disgust. 

"  What's  clout?"  enquired  he.  Then 
feeling  his  ears,  "  My  ears  don't  stick  out 
iiice  that  man's  over  there,  do  they  ?  " 

!<"  w                         "P-        l'"le  fool !  " 
\V  e  ve  got  a  donkey  at  home,  and  his  " 

Here  I    could  stand  it  no   longer,  and 
lugged  him  off,  whether  he  liked  it  or  no 

He  was  just  as  bad  in  the  reading-room. 
He  wouldn't  sit  still  unless  I  told  him  stories 
and  made  a  regular  nuisance  of  himself  to 
the  other  people.  Then  (I  suppose  it  was 
his  big  feed  he  began  to  get  crusty,  and 
blubbered  when  I  talked  sharply  to  him 
and  presently  set  up  a  regular  good  old 


"  Why  don't  you  put  the  child  to  bed?" 
said  a  lady;  "he's  no  business  up  at  this 
hour." 

Nice,  wasn't  it  ? 

I  had  to  sneak  off  with  him  upstairs, 
howling  all  the  way.  He  wouldn't  stop  till 
1  gave  him  a  mild  cuff  on  the  head.  That 
seemed  to  bring  him  round  enough  to  de- 
mand the  "  Three  Bears  "  once  more 

Anything  to  keep  him  still  ;  so  at  it  I  went 
again. 

Then  I  told  him  to  go  to  bed ;  and  he 
told  me  to  undress  him,  as  he  couldn't  do  the 
buttons. 

I  caiT-t  make  out  how  I  got  him  out  of  his 
togs.  Then  he  kicked  up  no  end  of  a  shine 
because  I  was  going  to  stick  him  in  bed 
without  his  bath. 

"I've  got  no  bath,"  said  I ;  "wait  till  the 
morning." 

_  "  Tommy  wants  his  bath.  Bring  it !  brin^ 
it  !  !  "  he  shrieked.  '  ° 

_  Finally  I  had  to  mess  him  about  in  a  basin 
m  cold  water,  which  set  him  yellino-  worse 
than  ever.  Then  I  had  to  put  him  in  my 
nightgown,  for  he'd  got  none  of  his  own. 

"  I  want  to  get  in  beside  you,"  he  said,  as  I 
stuck  him  in  bed. 

"  I'm  not  going  to  bed  yet,"  said  I  ;  "  not 
likelj',  at  eight  o'clock  !  " 

More  yells  ;  and  a  chambermaid  came  and 
knocked  at  the  door  to  know  what  was 
the  matter. 

I  tried  all  I  knew  to  quiet  him  down.  He 
wouldn't  listen  to  me,  not  even  when  I  tried 
to  tell  him  his  "  Three  Bears."  He  bellowed 
out  one  incessant  "  Want  to  get  in  beside  I 
you !  Want  to  get  in  beside  you ! ! "  till  finally 
I  chucked  up  the  sponge  and  actually  went  i 
to  bed  to  oblige  him. 

He  simmered  down  after  that;  and  I 
began  to  hope  he'd  drop  off  and  get  to  sleep. 
But,  bless  you,  Jossy,  was  it  likely,  after 
those  buns  and  the  dinner  he'd  had  ? 

We  had  a  fearful  night,  I  can  tell  you. 
He  kicked  till  I  was  black  and  blue,  and  rolled 
over  and  over  till  I  hadn't  a  stitch  on  me. 
Then  he  wanted  some  water  to  drink.  Then 
he  wanted  the  gas  alight.  Then  he  began 
to  blubber  for  his  mother.  Then  he  wanted 
the  clothes  on.  Then  he  wanted  them  off. 
Then  he  got  his  feet  entangled  in  the  night- 
gown. Then  he  wanted  some  chocolates. 
Then  he  wanted  to  know  who  was  talking  in 
the  next  room.  Then  he  wanted  the  pillow 
turned  over.  Then  he  wanted  a  story  told 
him,  and  shut  me  up  before  I'd  begun  one 
sentence  of  it.  Then  he  wanted  me  to  put  my 
arm  round  him.  Then  he  wanted  me  to  lie 
over_  on  the  edge  of  the  bed.  Then  he  had 
a  pain  in  his  "tummy,"  and  called  on  me 
to  make  it  well,  and  howled  because  I 
couldn't. 

Poor  little  beggar  !  He  was  in  a  jolly  bad 
way,  and  I  couldn't  well  cut  up  rough ;  but 
I  can  tell  you  it  was  the  worst  night  I  ever 
spent.  He  didn't  quiet  down  till  about  three 
in  the  morning  ;  and  then  he  went  off  with  his 
head  on  my  chest  and  his  hand  on  my  nose, 
and  I  daren't  for  the  life  of  me  shift  an  inch 
for  fear  of  bringing  it  all  on  again.  I  suppose 
I  must  have  dropped  off  myself  at  last ;  for 
the  next  thing  I  remember,  it  was  broad 
daylight,  and  the  young  cad  was  sitting  on 
the  top  of  me  as  merry  as  a  cricket,  trying  to 
prize  my  eyes  open  with  his  fingers. 

"Can't  you  let  a  chap  be  ?"  grunted  I; 
"haven't  you  made  a  beast  enough  of  your- 
self all  night  without  starting  again  now?  " 
"  I  want  to  see  your  eyes,"  said  he. 
Then  he  began  to  jmnp  up  and  down  on 
the  top  of  me,  and  explained  that  he  was 
"riding-in  the  puft'-puft'." 

I  wished  to  goodness  he  was  !  Of  course 
I  had  to  wake  up,  and  then  we  had  those 
brutal  "  Three  Bears  "  on  again  for  an  hour 
till  it  was  time  to  get  up. 


He  in,sisted  on  being  tubbed  all  over,  with 
soap,  and  criticised  me  all  the  while 

"Boys  who  spill  on  the  carpet  must  be 
vvhipped  '  said  he.  "  Mother  will  whip  you 
and  you  11  cry— ha,  ha  !  "  ^  ' 

"I  don't  care,"  said  I,  "as  long  as  she 
clears  you  off."  ^ 

He  never  seemed  to  understand  what  I 
said,  and  wasn't  a  bit  set  down  by  this 

Then  came  the  same  old  game  of  getting 
hnn  mto  his  togs,  and  parting  his  horrid 
nair,  and  blowing  his  nose,  and  all  that 

I  can  tell  you,  I  was  about  sick  of  it  when 
it  was  done. 

When  we  got  down  in  the  hall,  the  first 
cliap  we  met  was  the  hotel  man. 
_  "  There's  the  ugly  man  with  the  red  nose  " 
smgs  out  the  kid.    "I  can  see  him- there 
he  IS !  "  pointing  with  all  his  might. 

"  Look  here,  young  gentleman,"  said  the 
man,  coming  to  me,  "  we  aren't  used  to  be 
kept  awake  all  night  bv  vour  noise  or  your 
baby's.    You  may  tell  your  papa  he  needn't 
send  you  here  again.    There's  half-a-dozen 
of  my  visitors  leaving  to-day,  because  they 
!  couldn't  get  a  wink  of  sleep  all  night." 
i      "  No  more  could  I,"  said  I. 
^  He  was  going  to  say  something  more,  but 
just  then  a  man  came  in  from  the  street 
Directly  he  spotted  the  kid,  he  rushed  up  to 
him. 

"Why,  it  is  Tommy,"  said  he. 
_  Tommy  put  on  a  grin,  and  dug  his  hands 
mto  his  pockets.    "  I've  got  a  knife,"  said 
he,  "  of  my  very  own." 

"  Are  you  the  young  gentleman  who  left 
the  message  at  Waterloo?"  said  the  man 
"  Why,  the  letter  I  got  said  the  train  got  in 
at  8  a.m.,  not  8  j;.nz.  You  don't  know  what 
a  turn  it  gave  me  to  go  down  there  this 
morning  and  not  see  hun.  Have  you  had 
him  here  all  night  ?  " 
"  Rather,"  said  I. 

"  Daddy,  there's  an  ugly  man  came  to  this 
house.  I  can  see  him  now,  with  a  red  nose. 
Look  there  !  " 

"I  hope  he's  been  a  good  boy,"  said  the 
proud  father. 

"  Pretty  well,"  said  I. 
"I'm  sure  I'm  much  obliged  to  you,"  said 
he.   "  I'm  afraid  he's  been  a  trouble  to  you.  ' 
"  Not  at  all,"  said  I. 

"  Well,  I've  got  a  cab  here.  My  word,  I'm 
glad  I've  got  you  safe.  Tommy,  my  boy. 
Come,  say  good-bye  to  the  kind  gentleman." 

"  He  was  naughty,  and  spilt  the  water  on 
the  floor.  He  must  be  whipped— ha,  ha !  " 
observed  Tommy,  by  way  of  farewell. 

He  didn't  seem  to  care  twopence  about 
leaving  me,  and  chucked  me  up  for  his 
governor  as  if  I'd  been  a  railway  porter. 
However,  I  can  tell  you,  I  was  glad  to  see 
the  back  of  him,  and  didn't  envy  his  governor 
a  little  bit. 

Of  course,  I'd  lost  my  first  train  home,  and 
had  to  wait  till  mid-day  to  endure  the  scowls 
of  the  hotel  man,  and  "the  frowns  of  all  the 
people  who  had  been  kept  awake  by  the  kid's 
row.    Among  others  there  was  the  professor. 

"Well,"  said  he,  "what  sort  of  night  did 
baby  have  ?  •' 

"  Middling,"  said  1. 

"  I  expected  it  would  be  middling,"  said 
he. 

Now,  .lossy,  you  know  what  I  mean  by 
"  'ware  kids."  Keep  all  this  mum,  what- 
ever you  do.  I  wouldn't  have  any  of  the 
fellows  hear  about  it  for  the  world.  I  can 
tell  you,  I  feel  as  if  I  deserve  a  week's  holiday 
longer  than  the  rest  of  you.  Never  you  utter 
the  words  "  Three  Bears  "in  my  hearing,  or 
there'll  be  a  row. 

Yours  truly, 

Gus  Cutaway. 


58 


CANADIAN    CANOES    AND  CANOEING. 

By  James  Edmund  Jones,  b.a.,  Toronto,  Ontario,  Canada. 


WHILE  reading  an  account  of  a  camping 
expedition  upon  the  River  Thames,  it 
occurred  to  me  that  the  readers  of  the  world- 
famed  "  B.  O.  P."  would  be  interested  in  a 
brief  practical  description  of  an  extended 
canoeing  cruise  which  I  took  last  summer. 

I  suppose  that  in  England  you  have  many 
of  those  hard-worked,  pale-faced,  unfortunate 
wights  who,  instead  of  being  paid  for  their 
work,  have  sometimes  to  pay  for  the  privilege 
of  working— law  students.  A  noble  species  ! 
I  ani  one.  Not  a  whole  species,  you  know, 
but  just  an  example.  I  am  an  example  to 
my  younger  brother,  who  is  also  a  law 
student.  Him  I  took  with  me  as  a  profitable 
companion  for  a  young  curate,  the  third 
member  cf  the  party,  who  might  get  into 
mischief  unless  he  was  in  good  hands  during 
his  summer  holidays.  The  fourth  man  was"^ 
for  variety's  sake,  a  law  student.  This  crew 
manned  the  two  canoes  in  which  v/e  started 
from  Kingston  early  last  July  to  paddle  down 
one  of  the  noblest  rivers  of  the  world— the 
majestic  St.  Lawrence. 

Kingston  is  at  the  head  of  "  The  Lake  of 
the  Thousand  Isles,"  a  lake  which  contains 
nearly  twice  as  many  islands  as  its  name 
imports.    Of  this  labyrinthine  sheet  of  water 
one  could  not  speak  too  enthusiastically. 
Through  sixty  miles  of  this  lovely  region  we 
wandered,  not  attempting  to   follow  any 
definite  course,  but  steering  only  for  the  land 
of  the  rising  sun.    Now  we  seemed  hemmed 
in  on  every  side  by  wooded  banks  with  no 
apparent  outlet,  when  suddenly  there  burst 
upon  our  enchanted  gaze  a  wide  expanse  of 
waters  dotted  with  islets  of  every  form  and 
size  that  shone  in  glorious  beauty  under  our 
bright  Canadian  sky.    Here  an  island  clothed 
in  Nature's  garb ;  there  another  decked  by 
the  hand  of  man  in  holiday  attire.  Some- 
times we  would  thread  our  way  through 
narrow  passages  among  clusters  of  islands 
whose  beauties  dull  prose  could  not  describe. 
Sometimes  we  would  glide  across  an  unruffled 
surface  ;  sometimes  battle  with  waves  rolling 
with  gathering  force  from  the  far-off  horizon. 
Lofty  mountain-tops  uplifted  themselves  in 
solemn  grandeur  athwart  clear  skies  that 
rival  those  of  Italy.    Variety  everywhere. 
Gay  summer  residences  enlivened  the  land- 
scape, and  here  and  there  a  larger  island 
added  pastoral  beauty  to  the  shifting  scene. 
Picturesque  villages  and  busy  towns  crowned 
at  intervals  the  distant  shores,  and  craft  of 
every  size,  from  the  frail  canoe  to  the  large 
lake  steamer,  exchanged  with  us  their  friendly 
greetings. 

Camping  when  night  overtook  us,  we 
wandered  on,  from  island  to  island,  until  the 
lake  of  beauty  lay  behind  us,  and  we  reached 
the  spot  where  the  waters  meet  and  roll  down 
to  the  ocean  in  one  vast  undivided  stream. 
A  few  miles  above  Brockville  the  eddies 
playing  about  some  stragghng  islets  warn  us 
that 

the  stream  runs  fast, 
Tlie  rapids  are  near, 

and  when  a  few  more  miles  are  passed,  our 
frail  bark  will  be  dashing,  rushing  on,  while 
the  flood  of  water  seethes  and  lashes  round 
us. 

We  had  often  before  shot  headlong  down 
the  rock-beset  course  of  rapid  streams  in  our 
northern  lake  districts,  but  when  we  heard 
the  roar  of  the  mighty  St.  Lawrence  which 
carries  to  the  ocean  the  waters  of  innumer- 
able lakes,  some  of  which  are  veritable  inland 
seas  hundreds  of  miles  in  length,  we  realised 
that  our  exploits  hitherto  had   been  but 


child's  play.  On  we  sped  with  ever-increas- 
ing swiftness,  the  hurrying  tide  catching  its 
light  burden  m  its  embrace,  as  if  making  ready 
for  the  leap  and  rush  below.  And  now  the 
chute!  Like  an  arrow  our  buoyant  canoes 
shot  down  the  one  smooth  pathway  of  that 
enormous  leap  of  waters.  Wild  with  excite- 
ment, we  waved  our  fluttering  signals  to  a 
steamer  a  few  yards  to  our  right,  which  was 
passing  down  the  main  channel  where  the 
fierce  waves  roll  and  foam  and  lash  unceas- 
ingly. 

Thus  borne  along  by  the  current  that  here 
runs  from  ten  to  twenty  miles  an  hour,  we 
reached  the  foot  of  the  first  rapid,  "  The 
Galops,"  which  is  about  four  miles  long. 
Here  we  found  an  island  on  which  we  decided 
to  camp  for  the  night,  but  before  we  reached 
It,  the  river  suddenly  became  still  swifter, 
and  we  were  unexpectedly  carried  round  a 
sharp  bend.  On  the  right  side  the  swerving 
waters  heaped  themselves  in  a  high  bank, 
leaving  a  deep  hollow,  into  which  we  were 
swept,  and  there  we  saw  above  us  the  im- 
pending wall.  When  it  seemed  about  to 
overwhelm  us,  up  we  leapt  and  down  the 
stream  we  hurried.  But  taking  advantage 
of  the  "back  current"  along  the  opposite 
bank,  we  returned,  and  having  pushed  the 
inquisitive  noses  of  our  canoes  on  the  island, 
made  preparations  for  the  evening  meal. 

Our  second  day  upon  the  rapids  was  the 
naost  exciting  one  of  the  trip :  we  paddled 
thirty-five  miles,  and  shot  a  number  of 
rapids.  One,  called  the  "Eapide  Plat,"  just 
above  Morrisburg,  was  perhaps  just  a  little 
venturesome  to  run  without  a  guide.  But 
we  knew  that  others  had  done  it,  and  so  we 
started  down.  The  river  takes  an  ugly  bend 
halfway  down  the  rapid,  and  the  breakers 
on  either  hand  form  a  modern  Scylla  and 
Charybdis.  In  vain  we  tried  to  adopt  a 
"golden  mean."  The  two  voracious  monsters 
were   so  near  each   other  that  we  could 


less  splash  of  jumping  fish.  The  lake  seemed 
to  be  fairly  alive.  What  magnificent  thumps 
resounded  all  about  us.  Fishing  unheard 
of  !  Out  came  our  trolls  and  our  whole 
fashing  establishment.  Flushed  with  excite- 
ment and  mad  with  vexation,  we  reached 
the  other  end  of  the  lake  without  so  much 
as  a  "glorious  nibble."  Imagine  how  re- 
heved  we  felt  upon  learning  that  the  fish  we 
so  eagerly  coveted  weighed  from  fifty  to  one 
hundred  and  eighty  pounds  !  People  smiled 
at  our  Ignorance  in  not  knowing  that 
sturgeon  are  not  caugh*  with  a  hook  and 
me  !  Our  laden  canoes,  moreover,  would 
hardly  have  accommodated  one  of  the'^e 
monsters,  and  the  pulling  process  would 
have  been  reversed  had  a  lusty  sturgeon 
suddenly  become  possessed  of  teeth  and  of 
our  trolling  spoon. 

On  Monday  morning,  after  crossing  the 
lake,  we  took  the  railway  at  Valleyfield  for 
liouse's  Point  on  Lake  Champlain,  there  to 
put  our  canoes  in  the  water  again.  We  thus 
avoided  the  heavier  rapids  between  Valley- 
field  and  Montreal,  which  are  run  only  by- 
canoes  of  the  largest  size,  built  expressly  for 
such  work. 

■V^  hile  we  are  taking  our  forty-mile  rail- 
way trip,  let  me  describe  our  "  outfit."  Our 
canoes  were  of  a  kind  probably  almost  un- 
known in  England,  though  some  Canadian 
canoe-builders  have  agencies  in  London.  In 
an  exhaustive  series  of  papers  in  the  "  B.O.P." 
six  years  ago  on  "  Canoes  and  how  to  make 
them,"  no  mention  is  made  of  the  "open 
canoe"  (which  is  distinctively  the  canoe  of 
the  Canadian),  though  the  Indian  birch-bark,, 
from  which  it  is  evolved,  is  described  at  con- 
siderable length.  Canadian  builders  were 
awarded  medals  at  the  Fisheries  Exhibition 
and  at  the  Colonial  Exhibition  in  London  in 
1883  and  1886.  Fig.  1  gives  a  good  idea  of 
the  "  open  canoe,"  which  is  better  known  as. 
the  "Peterborough  Canoe,"  being  usually 


Fig.  1. -Canadian  Paddling  Canoe 


not  choose  between  them.  Tossed  about 
from  one  to  the  other,  flung  up  into  the  air 
by  colliding  breakers,  sucked  into  eddying 
troughs,  slapped  by  hissing  wave-tops,  borne 
along  on  great  rolling  waves,  bouncing  about 
like  corks,  our  brave  little  craft  nevertheless 
reached  the  foot  of  the  rapid  in  safety.  We 
had  shipped  some  water,  though  not  enough 
to  put  us  in  danger  of  "  swamping."  The 
rapid  was  four  miles  long,  though  it  seemed 
but  one  short,  breathless  dash. 

Arrived  at  the  Long  Sault  Rapids,  which 
many  steamers  even  dare  not  run,  we  had 
to  take  to  the  canal.  We  learned  afterwards, 
however,  that  the  south  channel  is  practicable 
for  small  boats.  After  paddling  five  mi!es 
through  the  canal,  we  "  portaged"  into  the 
river,  and  ran  the  last  six  miles  of  the  rapids, 
reaching  Cornwall  and  the  end  of  a  hard 
day's  work  at  seven  in  the  evening. 

Next  morning  a  five-mile  paddle  through 
a  lovely  cluster  of  islands  brought  us  to  Lake 
St.  Francis,  which  stretched  out  for  thirty 
miles  before  us.  It  was  a  cloudless  day,  and 
the  gentle  breeze  behind  us  hardly  raised  a 
ripple  on  the  glassy  surface  of  the  flowing 
lake.    But  never  had  we  heard  such  a  cease- 


built  at  or  near  a  town  of  that  name  in 
Ontario.     It  is   commonly  constructed  of 
basswood,  cedar  or  butternut,  with  gunwales- 
of  ash,  and  varies  from  11  to  19  feet  in  length. 
Larger  canoes  are  sometimes  built  for  special 
purposes.     A  club  in  Toronto  has  a  canoe- 
30  feet  long  with  a  beam  of  15  inches.  Six- 
teen paddlers  man  this  merry  monster.  The 
most  serviceable  canoe  is  made  of  basswood, 
and  is  15  or  16  feet  long  with  31  inches 
beam  and  11^  inches  depth.     Such  a  canoe 
costs  from  £5  to  ±'8  sterling,  and  weighs 
from  55  to  70  pounds.    It  differs  from  the 
ordinary  sailing  canoe  in  having  no  deck  to 
speak  of,  though  sometimes  watertight  com- 
partments are  made  at  the  bow  and  stern,, 
thus  imparting  greater  buoyancy.    An  upset 
canoe,  unless  furnished  with  such  bulkheads, 
is  very  little  support  to  a  swimmer.  The 
boards  of  which  such  canoes  are  built  are 
usually  a  }  inch  thick,  and  are  nailed  to 
moulded  ribs  ^  by  |  inch.     The  ribs  are. 
generally  6  inches  apart.     The  boards  are 
smooth  on  the  outside,  and  the  joints  are 
covered  by  battens  in  the  inside.    In  the 
best  canoes  copper  nails  and  brass  screws 
are  used.    Figs.  2  and  3,  with  the  aid  of  the 
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above  description,  will  enable  any  intelligent 
boat-builder  to  construct  a  Canadian  canoe 


(though  he  will  first  have  to  make  a 
"  mould  ")  ;  and  any  one  who  wishes  to  be  the 
possessor  of  the  most  delightful  paddling 


Fig.  4  shows  the  shape  of  the  "lee-boards." 
They  are  lashed  to  the  front  "thwart"  (as 
the  seat  of  a  canoe  is  called),  and  the  broad 
surface  which  they  present  to  the  water 
keeps  the  canoe  from  drifting.  They  are 
usually  made  of  butternut  wood,  and  the 
blades,  which  are  fastened  to  the  crossbar  by 
hinges,  are  not  so  long  as  the  canoe  is  wide, 
so  that  they  may  be  folded  in  when  not  in 
use.  The  blades  are  nine  inches  wide  in  the 
broadest  part.  A  paddle  or  a  rudder  is  used 
for  steering.  The  drop-rudder,  with  which 
canoeists  are  familiar,  is  the  most  satisfactory. 
When  one  is  paddling  alone  in  rough 
weather  lee-boards  are  of  great  assistance. 
They  cost  but  a  few  shillings. 

The  "rib  open  canoe"  is  of  a  special  build, 
and    somewhat    lighter    and  considerably 


craft  in  the  world  cannot  do  better  than 
make  practical  use  of  the  directions  given 
above. 

The  open  canoe  has  many  special  advan- 
tages, of  which  the  following  may  be  enume- 
rated: 1.  It  is  lighter  than  the  ordinary  sailing 
canoe,  and  thus  is  more  suitable  for  cruising, 
especially  where  there  is  much  portaging  to 
be  done.  2.  It  draws  very  little  water,  and 
so  the  most  diminutive  streams  may  be  navi- 
gated in  it.  3.  It  is  the  roomiest  of  all  canoes, 
and  so  is  the  canoe  for  hunting,  fishing,  and 
cruising.  4.  One  can  sleep  in  it  or  under  it. 
5.  As  there  is  no  deck,  it  is  more  easily  han- 
dled in  portaging.  G.  It  is  easier  to  paddle, 
as  the  absence  of  decks  enables  the  paddler 
to  sit  over  quite  close  to  the  side  on  which 
he  is  paddling.  In  decked  canoes,  however, 
double  paddles  are  commonly  used.  7.  A 
prettier  or  more  graceful  craft  was  never 
dreamed  of.  8.  It  may  be  fitted  with  out- 
riggers for  those  who  prefer  rowing.  9.  It 
is  the  most  sociable  of  all  canoes.  Like  an 
omnibus,  there  is  generally  room  for  one  more. 
A  l()-foot  canoe  holds  three  persons  easily. 
10.  With  the  exception  of  the  birch-bark,  it 
is  the  least  expensive  of  all  canoes. 

But  it  must  not  be  imagined  that  the  open 
canoe    is    exclusively   a    paddling  canoe. 


stronger  than  the  ordinary  canoe.  It  is 
built  of  cedar  strips  about  one  inch  wide 
which  run  from  gunwale  to  gunwale  and  not 
lengthwise.  The  strips  are  tongued  and 
grooved,  and  so  the  canoe  is  very  tight,  and 
not  liable  to  leak  even  when  allowed  to  dry. 
An  ordinary  boat-builder  would  hardly  be 
competent  to  build  this  style  of  canoe,  since 
special  appliances  are  required.    Figs.  5  and 


cruising  purposes,  especially  where  portages 
are  frequent. 

The  lightest  and  cheapest  canoe  is  the 
Indian  "  birch-bark."  It  costs  only  a  couple 
of  pounds,  and  is  in  very  general  use  in  the 


Fig.  C— Section. 

northern  part  of  the  Province,  where  game  is 
plentiful.  But  it  is  not  so  capacious  nor  so 
strong  as  the  "  Peterborough  Canoe,"  and 
cannot  be  propelled  so  swiftly,  not  being 
smooth  on  the  outside.  In  passing  over 
shallow  rivers  and  in  landing  on  rocky 
shores  it  is  very  liable  to  become  seriously 
damaged,  and  can  be  mended  only  by  a 
practised  hand.  Whitelead,  a  small  supply  of 
which  every  camping  party  should  carry, 
suffices  to  repair  ordinary  damages  to  an 
open  canoe.  Fig.  8  gives  a  good  idea  of 
the  birch-bark  canoe,  directions  for  building: 
which  were  given  in  the  Gth  volume  of  the 
"B.O.P."  and  have  been  since  republished 
in  "Indoor  Games  and  Eecreations." 

The  "open  canoe"  affords  special  scope 
for   "  fancy   races "   and    aquatic  sports. 


Fig.  5.— Rib  open  Canoe. 


6  show  its  appearance  and  mode  of  construc- 
tion. This  canoe  can  be  purchased  in  England 
at  Cording's,  Air  Street,  Piccadilly. 

The  "Juniper  Canoe,"  fig.  7,  is  intended  to 
combine  the  advantages  of  the  open  canoe 
and  the  decked  canoe.  It  is  decked  to  three 
feet  or  more  from  each  end,  and  three  inches 
wide  along  each  side.  Round  the  capacious 
cockpit  runs  a  "  combing  "  which  rises  about 
one  and  a  half  inch  above  the  decking. 


FiQ.  4.— Lee-boards. 


Lateen  sails  containing  from  25  to  45  square 
feet  may  be  hoisted  even  in  rough  weather, 
and  with  the  aid  of  "  lee-boards  "  one  can 
sail  very  close  into  the  wind. 


With  a  centre-board  or  keel  it  sails  well. 
As  it  is  not  so  convenient  to  carry  as  the 
open  canoe,  and  weighs  some  fifteen  pounds 
more,  it  is  not  so  serviceable  for  general 


One  favourite  race  which  requires  a  greaii 
deal  of  skill  and  practice  is  the  "  gunwale 
race."  The  paddler  stands  upon  the  gun- 
wales, and,  as  can  easily  be  imagined,  such 
a  race  often  becomes  as  amusing  as  it  is 
exciting,  owing  to  its  liability  to  become 
involuntarily  an  "  upset  race." 

As  a  trial  of  strength  the  "  vis-d-vis  race  " 
is  a  good  one.  The  paddlers  kneel  in  the 
same  canoe  face  to  face,  and  paddle  against 
one  another.  The  race  is  usually  fifteen  or 
twenty  yards,  the  winner  of  which  is  them 
matched  with  the  successful  member  of 
another  similar  couple.  Both  paddle  on  the 
same  side,  for  otherwise  the  canoe  would 
turn  round  and  round.  As  the  man  who- 
is  paddling  on  his  right  has  usually  ark 
advantage  over  the  other,  it  is  fairer  that  in. 
each  case  the  race  should  be  paddled  twice, 
the  men  reversing  their  positions. 

The  "  upset  race  "  *  is  a  very  useful  one, 
as  a  canoeist  may  sometimes  be  called  upom 
to  be  proficient  in  emptying  his  canoe  while 
both  are  in  the  water.  The  ejected  occupanfc 
while  he  treads  water  grasps  the  waterlogged 
canoe  by  the  centre  of  the  gunwale  with- 
both  hands,  and  giving  it  a  series  of  short 
sharp  jerks,  dashes  a  quantity  of  water  out 
of  it  over  each  side  alternately  until  the 
canoe  is  sufficiently  empty  to  enable  him  to  get 
in  over  one  end  of  it,  and  bail  out  with  his 
hands.  It  is  not  well  to  push  out  until 
a  considerable  amount  of  water  is  bailed 
out,  as  otherwise  the  canoe  is  very  heavy 
and  the  slightest    unsteadiness  will  cause 


*  This  term,  however,  is  usually  applied  to  a  similar 
race  ia  sailing  canoes. 
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another  "  swamp."  Even  getting  from  the 
water  mto  an  empty  canoe  requires  some 
skill. 

_  A  race  in  which  there  are  two  persons 
in  each  canoe  is  called  a  "tandem  race." 
Sometimes  four  persons  {in  bathing  coshime) 


articles  of  civilised  life.  Many  hardy 
campers  carry  only  a  blanket  apiece,  an 
axe,  a  frying-pan,  a  pot,  and  a  box  of 
provisions  :  but  that  is  "  roughing  it  "  a  little 
too  severely.  Our  tent  was  12  by  10  feet, 
which  was  quite  large  enough  for  four  men.' 


Fig.  7.— The  Juniper  Canoe. 


paddle  in  a  canoe  intended  at  the  most  for 
three,  and  in  such  cases  festina  Icnte  is 
the  best  rule  of  action.  If  the  canoe  be 
propelled  too  swiftly,  the  bow  is  liable  to 
-disappear,  and  four  men  after  it ;  or  if  the 
paddlers  rise  to  their  strokes  too  vigorously, 
the  stern  is  liable  to  disappear  with  a 
similar  effect.  Those  who  have  watched 
water-polo  know  the  pleasure  which  people 
in  such  cases  take  in  the  misfortunes  of 
'others. 

A  "tug-of-war  "  in  canoes  is  very  exciting, 
but  the  most  amusing  "event"  at  a  canoe 
.a-egatta  is  a  "tournament."     The  bow -men 


Fro  8. 


stand,  armed  with  spears  which  consist  of 
long  sticks,  generally  of  bamboo,  with  large 
pads  on  the  "  business  end."  The  stern-men 
propel  the  canoes  to  the  charge,  and  in  the 

■conflict  which  ensues,  reeling  bow-men  im- 
provise many  new  attitudes  in  taking  to 

the  water. 

You  will  easily  understand  why,  with  races 
^and  sports  like  these,  canoe  regattas,  which 
Tisually  include  a  grand  torchlight  ^ianoe 
procession  in  the  evening,  are  immensely 
popular  in  Canada. 

The  miscellaneous  and  extensive  "  camp 
furnishings  "  we  carried  were  a  continual 
source  of  wonderment  to  all  who  beheld  us 
load  and  unload.  Believing  in  solid  comfort, 
-sve  took  with  us  most  of   the  necessary 


The  three  light  poles  belonging  to  it  were 
easily  packed  into  one  of  the  canoes.  In 
four  valises  we  stowed  changes  of  clothes 
and  those  articles  which  are  supposed  to 
make  a  man  look  respectable.  As  far  as 
our  personal  appearance,  however,  was 
concerned,  we  went  in  for  roughing  it, 
though  we  did  not  look  altogether  disre- 
putable in  "  blazers,"  boating  shirts,  knicker- 
bockers, navy-blue  stockings,  and  yachting 
caps. 

The  "  pail  kit  "  in  which  we  carried  part 
of  our  supplies  was  unique,  and  the  be;t  I 
have  ever  seen  for  cruising  purposes.  It  was 
planned  by  two  prominent  canoeists  of  our 
city,  and  though  intended  for  fitting  into  a 
sailing  canoe,  it  may  of  course  be  carried  in 
an  open  one.  Figs.  9,  10,  and  11  will  enable 
any  tinsmith  to  make  one.  It  cost  us 
sixteen  shillings,  but  saved  far  more  than 
that  in  comfort  and  convenience.  One  of  the 
ordinary  worries  of  a  cf.mp?r's  life  is  the 
provoking  way  in  which  paper  parcels  will 
burst,  so  that  after  a  few  days  the  provision 
box  contains  one  shapeless  mass  of  rice, 
meal,    ants,   etc.,    etc.      The  "pail  kit" 


Fig.  9. 


consists  of  two  pails,  the  smaller  fitting 
closely  inside  the  larger.  The  larger  pail  is 
useful  for  holding  a  supply  of  water  for  the 


camp,  and  the  smaller  is  fitted  up  somethin; 
like  a  "  trunk,"  as  a  traveller's  box  is  callec 
in  this  country.     In  the  upper  half  is  con 


tamed  a  "tray,"  five  inches  deep,  which  is 
divided  into  compartments,  as  shown  in 
fig.  9.    These  compartments  are  removable, 


Fig.  11. 


and  have  covers  which  screw  on,  making 
them  watertight.  Fig.  11  shows  the  sugar 
tin.  Under  the  well  for  knives,  etc.,  is  a  can 
for  methylated  spirits  of  alcohol  for  the 
spirit  stove,  which  every  prudent  camper 
should  carry  with  him  for  rainy  days.  Under 
the  "  tray  "  the  "  crockery  "  is 'kept,  and  also 
supplies  for  which  there  is  no  room  above. 
The  bottoms  of  the  pails  should  be  of  gal- 
vanised iron.  The  cover  is  useful  as  a  bread 
plate.  So  you  see  the  "pail-kit"  is  a  com- 
plete travelling  cupboard. 

Eesuming  our  journey  at  Rouse's  Point,  we 
found  ourselves  in  one  of  the  most  historic 
districts  of  the  New  World.  Lake  Chaniplain 
is  about  118  miles  long,  and  some  12  miles 
wide  in  its  widest  part.    It  was  called  bv  the 
Indians  "  The  Lake  that  is  the  Gate  of  the 
Country,"  and  through  this  gate  for  centuries 
streamed  back  and  forth  the  "  braves  "  of 
that  belligerent  race  to  whom  destruction, 
whether  of  man  or  of  beast,  was  the  whole  of 
life.    And  as  our  light  canoes  shot  past  its 
romantic  shores,  fancy  carried  us  back  to  i 
those  old  days  when  the  Indian  was  lord  of  f 
this  vast  continent,  before  the  "  paleface  "  ' 
had  come  to  corrupt  his  savage  virtues  and 
teach  him  still  more  savage  vices.    And  so 
the    "paleface"    came,    and    wars  more 
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frequent  and  more  fierce  were  waged  at  his 
command  and  for  his  benefit.  French  and 
English  vied  with  one  another  in  making 
the  pathways  of  the  forest  the  scenes  of 
bloody  internecine  strife  and  fearful  mas- 
sacres. And  t*ien,  more  than  ever  before, 
through  "  The  Lake  that  is  the  Gate  of  the 
Country,"  thronged  frail  barks  manned  by 
men  whose  savage  mien  shadowed  forth 
their  savage  nature.  Then  later  came  the 
booming  frigate,  and  the  wars  of  old  colonial 
days.  And  then  the  War  of  Independence, 
when  feelings  were  aroused  which,  after  the 
lapse  of  a  century,  have  not  wholly  subsided. 
So  that  nearly  every  point,  bay,  and  island 
teems  with  historic  associations. 

Strange  to  relate,  upon  the  lake  which  in 
centuries  gone  by  knew  only  the  canoe,  our 
modern  representatives  of  that  aboriginal 
craft  were  objects  of  curiosity  and  admiration. 

We  might  have  reached  Lake  Champlain 
entirely  by  water  had  we  continued  down  the 
Eiver  St.  Lawrence  to  Sorel,  thirty  miles 
below  Montreal,  and  then  paddled  up  the 
Eiver  Kichelieu  ;  but  that  would  have  taken  a 
longer  time  than  we  had  at  our  disposal. 
The  shores  on  the  northern  part  of  the  lake 
are  flat,  but  well-wooded.  Thirty  miles  from 
Kouse's  Point,  the  Adirondack  Mountains  of 
New  York  on  the  west,  and  the  Green 
Mountains  of  Vermont  on  the  east,  close  in 
upon  the  lake.  I  shall  not  dwell  upon  the 
beauty  of  the  scenery  here,  for  it  is  forgotten 
in  remembering  that  which  lies  beyond.  As 
Derwentwater  drives  all  recollection  of  Win- 
dermere from  the  traveller's  mind,  so  in 
looking  on  Lake  George  he  finds  all  the 
beauty  of  Champlain  and  far  more  besides. 
Near  the  shores  of  Lake  Champlain,  however, 
may  be  seen  one  of  the  grand  sights  of  the 
world.  The  "  Au  Sable  Chasm"  is  a 
miniature  Yosemite.  A  drive  among  the 
mountains  brought  us  to  a  beautiful  fall 
where  the  Au  Sable  Kiver  leaps  into  a  rocky 
gorge,  and  with  many  a  rush  and  tumble 
flows  onward  through  a  narrow  canon  towards 
the  lake.  Along  the  winding  path  we  clam- 
bered, while  the  roar  of  the  river  reverberated 
among  towering  precipices.  Loveliest  wild 
flowers  peeped  from  rocky  crevices,  and  above 
us  huge  trees  swung  their  giant  heads  across 
the  pass,  as  if  to  hinder  one  ray  of  sunlight 
from  reaching  the  gloomy  depths  beneath. 
Clefts  in  the  great  walls  of  rock  showed  the 
way  to  cavernous  recesses,  or  gave  charming 
glimpses  of  forest  glades  above. 

For  a  mile  we  wandered  thus,  when  the 
river  became  narrower  and  its  banks  more 
precipitous  than  ever,  and  we  could  proceed 
no  further  on  foot.  Here,  fortunately,  the 
river  became  navigable,  and  a  stout  boat  that 
appeared  to  treat  the  turbulent  stream  with 


easy  familiarity,  then  received  us.    It  seemed 
that  we  were  passing  indeed  into  the  bowels 
of  the  earth,  as  we  were  whirled  down  the 
river  where  the  great  walls,  now  not  four 
yards  apart,  towered  two  hundred  feet  above 
:  us  on  either  side.    In  some  great  convulsion 
!  "  the  strata  of  rock  which  usually  run  on  the 
■  same  level  as  the  stream  had  become  uptilted. 
The  lines   on  the  bank  which  mark  the 
several  layers  of  rock  thus  carried  the  eye 
ever  upward,  and  caused  the  optical  illusion 
that  we  were    descending  a  tremendous 
incline.    After  a  mile  of  this  novel  boating, 
we  shot  forth  once  more  into  the  full  hght  of 
,  day,  and,  leaving  the  boat,  scrambled  up  to 
the  road. 

At  Fort  Ticonderoga  we  left  Lake  Cham- 
plain, and  paddled  a  couple  of  miles  up  the 
river  which  connects  it  with  Lake  George. 
A  capacious  wagon  carried  our  canoes  and 
baggage  through  the  village  of  Tye  (Ameri- 
cans cannot  afford  the  time  to  call  it  Ticon- 
deroga), and  to  the  shores  of  Lake  George, 
past  a  series  of  falls  which  the  necessities  of 
civilisation  have  marred. 

To  those  who  have  read  J.  Fenimore 
Cooper's  "  Last  of  the  Mohicans,"  Lake 
George  is  familiar  by  the  name  of  Horican, 
"  The  Silvery  Waters."  This  name,  however, 
Cooper  himself  admits,  was  his  own  fancy. 
He  says  :  "  It  occurred  to  me  that  the  French 
name  of  this  lake  (Lac  du  St.  Sacrament) 
was  too  complicated,  the  English  name  (in 
honour  of  George  II.)  too  commonplace,  and 
the  Indian  (Andia-toa-oc-te — 'place  where 
the  lake  contracts,'  too  unpronounceable  to 
be  used  familiarly  in  a  work  of  fiction." 
It  is  about  35  miles  long,  and  contains  220 
islands,  of  which  all  but  21  are  permanently 
reserved  for  the  use  of  the  public.  Mountains 
hem  it  in  on  every  side  and  afford  many  a 
delightful  climb.  Near  the  foot  of  this  lovely 
sheet  of  water  is  a  singular  mountain,  nearly 
1,000  feet  high,  rising  almost  precipitously 
from  the  shore.  It  looks  as  if  for  centuries 
timber  had  been  rolled  down  it,  thus  wearing 
a  rugged  path.  It  is  called  "  Roger's  Slide  " 
from  the  following  circumstance.  In  the 
winter  of  1757,  Major  Eogerswas  flying  from 
the  Indians,  and  arriving  at  the  brow  of  the 
mountain,  rolled  his  "luggage  "  down  across 
the  snow,  thus  making  it  look  as  though  he 
had  fallen  over.  Then  reversing  himself, 
so  that  his  toes  pointed  towards  the  heels  of 
his  snowshoes,  he  carefully  stepped  back  in 
his  own  tracks.  He  thus  left  only  the 
impression  that  he  had  gone  to  the  precipice 
and  had  not  returned.  Having  found  a 
I  ravine  at  a  suitable  place  a  short  way  back, 
I  he  branched  off  into  it  and  passed  down  to 
\  the  lake.  The  Indians  followed  his  path  to 
i  the  edge  of  the  "  Slide,"  and  seeing  the 


track  of  the  luggage,  supposed  that  Eogers 
had  fallen  over  to  his  destruction.  But 
looking  down  and  seeing  him  safely  tramping 
on  his  way  up  the  lake,  they  inferred  that  he 
must  have  been  under  the  special  protection 
of  "  Manitou,"  the  Great  Spirit,  and  so 
piously  allowed  him  to  depart  in  peace. 

To  any  one  who  has  read  "  The  Last  of  the 
Mohicans "  (pronounced  Mohekans)  a  de- 
scription of  the  beauty  of  Lake  George  would 
be  superfluous.  For  nearly  two  weeks  we 
remained  there,  and  heard  many  an  hTstorical 
anecdote  and  Indian  legend.  Cottagers  and 
campers  received  us  with  that  lavish  hospi- 
tality which  Americans  can  show.  Acquain- 
tances are  here  easily  made.  One  day,  foi- 
instance,  on  Lake  Champlain  we  found  pinned 
to  the  door  of  our  tent  the  card  of  a  man  un- 
known to  us,  expressing  regret  that  we  were 
not  in  when  he  called.  A  week  later,  at  an 
hotel  on  Lake  George,  we  discovered  the 
same  name  on  the  register,  and  in  a  few 
moments  our  new  friend  was  introducing  us 
to  the  whole  company,  male  and  female,  who 
immediately  organised  an.  impromptu  dance 
in  our  honour. 

Eeluctantly,  we  struck  camp  for  the  last 
time,  and  our  three-hundred-mile  paddle  was 
a  thing  of  the  past.  On  this  vast  continent, 
however,  many  thousands  of  miles  of  lake 
and  stream  remain  for  us  to  explore,  and  in 
what  more  delightful  way  could  one  see  the 
world  ?  Health,  strength,  and  happiness  flow 
from  holidays  like  these. 

And  now — for  one  must  be  practical — what 
about  expenses  ?  During  the  month  we 
travelled  400  miles  by  railroad,  210  by 
steamer,  and  300  by  canoe,  and  yet  it  cost  us 
only  eight  pounds  each.  Every  year  we  keep 
strict  accounts,  so  that  we  can  always  form 
a  pretty  correct  estimate  of  our  probable 
expenses.  This  year  we  spent  eight  shillings 
each  less  than  our  estimate. 

From  Lake  George  we  took  the  railway 
for  Glenn's  Falls,  and  there  explored  the 
cave  which  J.  Fenimore  Cooper  has  ren- 
dered famous.  Time  and  saw-logs  have 
made  it  look  sadly  dilapidated.  There,  too, 
we  obtained  all  the  necessary  information 
for  a  canoe  trip  through  what  is  called  "  the 
Adirondack  Wilderness."  A  few  hours  at 
Saratoga  Springs  made  us  pity  those  who 
endure  a  fashionable  holiday.  Next  morning 
the  railway  carried  us  into  Buffalo,  and  soon 
we  were  on  tiptoe  of  expectation,  for  we 
were  approaching  the  world-famed  Niagara, 
Falls.  However  often  one  may  have  looked 
on  that  tremendous  cataract,  he  never  tires 
of  its  sublimity  and  beauty.  And  certainly 
we  enjoyed  it  to  the  full.  Then  we  made  for 
home ;  and  though  our  holiday  was  ended, 
its  memories  will  remain  for  many  a  year. 
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HINTS  FOR  A  CYCLE  RUN  IN  BRITTANY. 

By  E.  E.  Cuthell. 


LAST  yeas.-,  in  the  Summer  Number  of  the 
"Boy's  Own  Paper,"  a  holiday  run 
through  the  land  of  felds  and  fiords,  armed 
■with  a  fishing-rod,  was  recommended  as  a 
new  departure  for  boys  weary  of  English  sea- 
side resorts,  and  of  the  beaten  tourist  track. 
This  year  I  would  bring  to  their  notice  sugges- 
tions for  a  cheap  week  or  ten  days  on  French 
soil,  mostly  the  result  of  personal  experience, 
adding  that,  in  this  instance,  the  faithful 
cycle  will  prove  an  invaluable  companion. 

For  hundreds  of  years  the  two  great  bays 
on  the  northern  coast  of  France,  which  are 
divided  by  the  promontory  of  Calvados,  have 
been  the  scene  of  many  embarkations  and  dis- 
embarkations, peaceful  or  otherwise,  between 
the  two  ever-rival  nations.    They  are  strewn 


with  memories  of  English  history,  and  the 
feeling  that  they  once  formed  part  of  our 
empire,  and  were  originally  the  birthplace  of 
our  ruling  race,  should  make  them  addition- 
ally interesting. 

One  night's  joui'ney  from  Southampton, 
down  the  broad  estuary  under  the  shadow  of 
the  great  forest,  past  the  wooded  shores  and 
bold  downs  of  the  Isle  of  Wight,  through 
the  strongly-fortified  passage  of  the  white 
Needles,  lauds  the  tourist  in  a  corner  of 
France  so  totally  distinct  from  the  part  of 
England  he  has  left,  that  the  impression  of 
thorough  change  is  intense.  In  this  respect 
the  Southampton-St.  Malo  route  has  an 
enormous  advantage  over  that  from  Dover  to 
Calais.    The  boats  are  larger  and  better,  too. 


The  second-class  accommodation  is  excellent, 
and  the  return  fare  only  twenty-five  shillings. 
The  faithful  cycle  can  be  carried  for  an  ad- 
ditional three  to  six  shillings. 

Once  ashore,  there  is  plenty  to  satisfy  all 
tastes.  The  artist,  the  fisherman,  the  anti- 
quarian, the  cyclist,  and  the  mere  tourist, 
can  all  amuse  themselves.  The  coast  is  an 
intensely  interesting,  though  very  dangerous, 
one,  and,  taking  St.  Malo  as  headquarters, 
several  days  can  be  spent  exploring  it  in 
pleasure  steamer,  sailing  beat,  or  on  foot, 
along  the  ever-varying  bays  and  cliffs.  The 
Kance,  navigable  as  far  as  Dinan  for  large 
vessels  (and,  after  that,  by  means  of  locks 
and  a  canal,  for  boats  of  about  four  feet  draft, 
up  to  Eennes,  and  thence  by  the  Vilaine 
into  the  Bay  of  Biscay),  is  a  lovely  river,  the 
Dart  or  the  Moselle  of  Brittany. 

Inland,  this  part  of  Normandy  and  Brittany 
is  not  mountainous.  It  consists  of  a  highly 
wooded  and  cultivated  country,  rolling,  rather 
than  Hat.  French  high-roads  are  wide, 
straight,  and  excellently  kept  up  by  a  very 
paternal  government.  Throughout  the  length 
and  breadth  of  the  land  almost,  they  are 
poplar  bordered.  This  affords  shade  at 
certain  hours.  The  French  are  great  cyclists. 
The  wheelman  will  find  himself  looked  upon 
with  much  admiration,  and  allowed,  un- 
molested, to  ride  upon  wiiat  our  trans- 
atlantic cousins  call  the  "  side-walks." 

The  great  advantage  of  this  corner  of  the 
country  is  the  cheapness  of  living.  Food  is 
remarkably  inexpensive.  French  meat  is,  of 
course,  not  equal  to  ours.  The  hungry 
tourist  must  make  up  his  mind  to  sigh  in 
vain  for  English  chops  and  roast  beef.  But 
the  cooking  is  so  dainty,  even  in  the  humblest 
inns,  the  food  so  varied  and  well  served,  that 
he  will  never  fail  to  enjoy  it,  or  to  be  reduced 
to  the  English  "  Hobson's  choice  "  in  second- 
rate  houses,  of  "  eggs  and  bacon."  Then  the 
bread  !  Why,  with  some  eggs,  or  one  of  the 
various  cheeses  of  this  part,  the  bread  alone 
is  so  delicious  one  can  make  a  meal  of  it ! 

Another  consideration  for  travellers  is  that 
"  tips,"  though  more  universal  in  France 
than  with  us,  are  lower.  A  minute  silver 
coin,  a  couple  of  coppers,  seem  to  go  much 
further  than  at  home. 

With  regard  to  lodging.  ^ Cheap  pensions 
are  to  be  found  in  all  the  principal  places, 
where  you  can  be  taken  in  by  the  week  at  the 
rate  of  four  or  five  francs  a  day.  But  you 
must  make  up  your  mind  to  put  up  with 
French  hours.  A  cup  of  coffee  and  a  roll 
makes  up  breakfast.  This  leaves  you  starving 
by  twelve  o'clock  dejeuner,  when  you  seem 
to  get  not  quite  enough  solid  food,  and  to 
miss  a  pudding.  Dinner  at  six  o'clock  is  a 
more  varied  and  longer  meal  upon  the  same 
lines,  and  closes  the  feeding  of  the  day.  But  a 
more  serious  disadvantage  of  the  pension  sys- 
tem to  a  tourist  with  limited  time  at  his  dis- 
posal, and  much  to  fill  it  up  and  to  see,  is  that 
the  hours  of  eating  cut  up  the  day  terribly. 

For  this  reason  I  should  recommend  any 
one  who  wished  to  be  thoroughly  independent, 
just  taking  a  bed  here  and  there  by  the  night, 
and  his  meals  at  any  inn  or  restaurant  which 
came  in  handy.  With  regard  to  the  beds,  as 
a  rule  these  are  clean  and  good.  In  France, 
however  uninviting  their  locality  and  sur- 
roundings, the  French  housewife  prides  her- 
self upon  her  beds  and  her  house  linen, 
though  she  is  not  sufficiently  alive  to  the  use 
of  the  scrubbing  brush.  As  to  restaurants, 
a  dejeitner  of  two  courses,  often  with  wine 
or  cider  thrown  in,  can  be  got  at  the  cheap 
ones,  most  appetising  and  wholesome,  from 
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one  franc  to  one  franc  and  a  half,  and  a 
dinner  at  a  little  more. 

For  a  short  trip  of  a  few  days  or  a  week 
only,  St.  Malo  is  a  capital  headquarters.  It 
is  a  most  picturesque  old  town,  fortified  by 
Vauban  and  standing  on  a  rocky  peninsula 
at  the  mouth  of  the  Ranee.  The  dim,  nar- 
row streets  leading  up  from  the  quay,  through 
the  Grande  Forte,  with  its  deep  machicola- 
tions, to  where  the  slender  spire  of  the  parish 
<;hurc"h  stands  on  the  highest  part  of  the 
■town,  are  charmingly  picturesque.  Vast 
•doorways  open  into  gloomy  courtyards,  like 
those  of  an  Italian  palace,  and  broad  stone  stairs 
lead  to  endless  flats  above.  Among  the  maze 
of  streets  and  alleys,  some  mere  flights  of 
steps,  stand  market-sheds,  black,  as  to  the 
beams  and  shingles,  with  age.  On  certain 
days  these  present  an  intensely  foreign  scene. 
They  are  crowded  with  chattering  white- 
capped  peasant  women,  and  from  early  dawn 
every  one  is  marketing.  The  different  rows 
of  stalls,  all  portioned  out  to  various  kinds 
of  provisions,  the  gay  colours  of  fruits, 
flowers  and  vegetables,  the  crowing,  strug- 
gling poultry,  sold  alive,  the  slabs-full  of 
strange  fish,  so  fresh  and  slimy,  the  crawling 
lobsters,  the  pinioned  rabbits  —it  is  all  strange 
and  new  !  They  are  brought  hither  in  don- 
iey  panniers,  the  peasant- women  riding 
astride  between  them,  knitting,  or  in  country 
carts,  driven  by  blue-bloused,  broad,  straw- 
hatted  natives,  and  harnessed  with  sturdy 
little  grey  Norman  horses,  laden  with  jin- 
gling brass  harness  and  tinkling  bells. 

The  "Cadiz  of  the  North"  has  resisted 
more  than  one  English  siege  successfully.  In 
addition  to  Vauban's  walls  and  the  Duchess 
Anne's  grey  keep,  with  the  proud  motto  still 
to  be  read  above  a  gateway.  Qui  qu'en 
grogne,  ainsi  sera ;  c'est  mon  ])laisir,  nature 
has  provided  another  rampart.  The  tide 
goes  out  an  enormous  distance,  exposing  a 
perfect  network  of  black  islets  and  cruel- 
looking  rocky  reefs.  No  wonder  that  during 
our  wars  with  Napoleon  la  ville  des  corsaires 
was  a  regular  pirates'  nest,  whence  much 
damage  was  inflicted  on  our  merchant  fleet. 
Por  the  Malouins  are  good  sailors.  One-  of 
the  naval  heroes  of  the  place  was  Jacques 
Cartier,  the  discoverer  of  Canada.  Another, 
a  mere  seaman  before  the  mast,  finding  him- 
self, in  the  last  century,  prisoner  on  the 
English  admiral's  flagship  with  some  of  his 
comrades,  managed  to  overpower  the  crew 
and  to  bring  the  ve.3sel  into  St.  Malo  Bay. 
But  the  great  hero  of  St.  Malo  is  Chateau- 
briand, the  poet,  author,  traveller,  ambassa- 
dor, and  minister.  After  a  career  of  wonder- 
ful ups  and  downs,  he  sleeps,  at  his  own 
wish,  in  a  nameless  grave  on  a  rocky  island 
accessible  only  at  high  tide,  and  within  a 
stone's  throw  of  the  courtyard  of  the  quaint 
family  mansion  where  he  was  born. 

A  walk  round  the  bastions  gives  charming 
views  of  the  broad  yellow  sands,  the  preci- 
pitous dark  rocks,  the  wide  estuary  and  the 
cliffs  and  coves  of  Dinard  across  it.  It  is  a 
bit  of  Riviera  scenery  in  the  English  Channel. 
But  the  Briton  must  beware  how  he  sketches 
or  photographs  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
French  fortifications.  The  Gauls  are  ex- 
tremely sensitive  upon  the  subject,  and  very 
prompt  to  arrest  the  offender,  however  inno- 
cent and  unmilitary  his  designs  may  be. 

The  two  suburbs  of  St.  Malo  are,  inland, 
St.  Servan,  and  further  east  along  the  shore, 
Param6.  The  first  of  these  is  a  picturesque 
town  upon  the  cliffs  of  the  Ranee,  with  a 
quaint  old  tower  and  quay,  like  one  of  the 
Rhenish  watchtowers,  where  our  compatriots 
the  ditenus  were  confined  during  the  Napo- 
leonic wars.  St.  Servan  is  a  regular  English 
colony  now,  and  as  such  may  be  dismissed. 
We  presume  our  readers  do  not  travel  in 
France  only  to  meet  their  fellow-countrymen. 
But  Parame  is  a  thorough  French  watering- 
place,  and  a  glimpse  of  the  life  there  is  very 


amusing.  The  bathing  on  the  wide  firm 
sands  is  magnificent,  and  the  water  is  crowded 
at  all  hours  with  bathers  of  both  sexes  at- 
tired in  gay  costumes,  who  emerge  from 
little  movable  cabanes  on  the  shore,  where  a 
hot  foot-bath  awaits  them  on  return.  The 
French  are,  many  of  them,  fine  swimmers. 
Their  custom  of  not  eating  a  heavy  meal  in  the 
middle  of  the  day  enables  them  to  bathe  at 
any  hour,  while  the  rigorously-enforced  cos- 
tumes make  family  bathing-parties  possible 
and  pleasant.  But  a  great  blot  upon  French 
watering-places  are  the  public  gaming  tables 
at  the  Casino,  where,  under  pretence  of 
miniature  horses  racing,  or  of  trams  running 
round,  the  visitors  are  deluded  into  risking 
their  money  with  the  certainty  that,  in  the 
long  run,  they  will  lose  it,  as  the  chances  are 
in  favour  of  the  table.  But  the  French  are 
not  an  athletic  or  a  sight-seeing  people. 
Croquet  on  the  sands  seems  to  be  the  only 
outdoor  amusement.  So,  perhaps,  for  lack 
of  some  wholesome  diversion,  life  at  the  smart 
villas  in  the  boulevard  overlooking  the  gay 
plage  becomes  monotonous,  even  to  people 
released  from  tiny  town  flats. 

A  steam  ferry  across  the  mouth  of  the 
Ranee  lands  one  in  Dinard,  another  English 
colony  and  smart  watering-place,  with  beau- 
tiful villas  overhanging  rocky  coves.  It  is 
very  expensive  in  the  season.  St.  Enougard, 
further  on,  is  cheaper  ;  while  at  St.  Jaout,  on  a 
rocky  promontory  ten  miles  further  along  the 
coast,  the  convent  nuns  boai'd  visitors  very 
reasonably.  The  road  running  parallel  to 
the  coast-line  is  both  interesting  and  good. 

A  two-hours'  steam  up  the  swift  Ranee,  a 
miniature  Rhine,  takes  one  to  the  charming 
old  town  of  Dinan,  teeming  with  interest. 
It  can  be  reached  by  road  on  either  side  the 
river,  the  right  for  choice.  Dinan  stands 
high  above  the  deep  ravine.  Up  the  steep 
Rue  de  Jerzual,  under  an  old  triple  Gothic 
arch,  one  arrives  in  its  ancient  streets,  equal 
to  any  Flemish  or  old  German  town  in 
picturesqueness.  One  house  bears  the  date 
of  1389.  The  upper  stories  of  some  are  sup- 
ported on  carved  granite  or  wooden  pillars, 
after  the  manner  of  the  "rows"  at  Chester. 
There  is  eleventh-century  work  in  the  west 
front  of  the  church  of  St.  Sauveur ;  notice 
also  the  ancient  clock-tower  ;  the  fourteenth- 
century  keep  defended  by  Duguesclin  against 
the  English  in  1.38'J,  and  where,  in  a  recess 
still  called  the  "  Fauteuil  de  la  reine  Anne," 
the  great  duchess  could  hear  mass  unseen. 
One  might  spend  days  wandering  about  the 
quaint  nooks  and  corners,  twists  and  turns 
of  Duguesclin's  town.  It  teems  with  memo- 
ries of  the  great  captain.  His  statue  stands 
in  the  place  called  by  his  name,  where,  tra- 
dition says,  the  noble  Bertram  fought  the 
treacherous  Sir  Thomas  of  Canterbury,  who, 
according  to  Froissart,  violated  a  truce  and 
captured  the  constable's  brother.  A  black 
slab  in  the  church  of  St.  Sauveur  marks  the 
last  resting-place  of  brave  Duguesclin's  heart, 
by  the  side  of  his  wife,  Typhanie  la  Fee. 

In  1108  our  Henry  ii  took  the  castle  of 
Lehon,  of  which  the  ruins  still  remain  in  a 
strong  position  just  outside  Dinan.  Below 
lies  the  abbey,  with  the  tombs  of  the  De 
Beaumanoirs,  famous  in  Breton  chivalry. 

There  are  charming  excursions  of  every 
kind  to  be  made  from  Dinan,  amid  a  plea- 
sant woodland  country  of  deep  lanes,  chest- 
nut-shaded, and  of  apple  orchards.  You  can 
visit  Roman  remains  at  Corseul,  Druidic 
vienhirs  at  St.  Sanson,  ruined  castles  galore, 
and  Dol,  with  thirteenth -century  houses,  and 
an  early-pointed  cathedral,  not  unlike  our 
English  ones.  At  Comburg,  still  belonging 
to  the  family  of  Chateaubriand,  you  can  see 
the  spot  of  which  he  wrote — 

"  Combien  j'ai  douce  souvenauce 
Du  joli  lieu  de  ma  naissance." 

At  Les  Rochers  you  can  tread  Madame  de 


Sevign6's  study  and  see  the  inkstand  used 
by  the  most  charming  correspondent  that 
ever  held  a  pen. 

But,  among  the  chestnut  woods,  lonely, 
peaceful  and  ruined,  within  but  a  short  walk 
of  the  modern  quarter  of  Dinan,  you  will  do 
well  to  visit  a  delicately-carved  white  tower 
with  which  is  connected  one  of  the  most 
touching  stories  of  Christian  resignation 
under  affliction,  and  of  devotion  to  the  needs 
of  others,  which  the  world  has  ever  known. 
It  has  been  sung  in  verse  by  an  English 
poetess.  Here  the  Comte  de  la  Garaye  and 
his  noble  wife,  who  had  been  crippled  by  a 
hunting  accident,  gave  up  all  that  made  life 
worth  having,  to  devote  themselves  to  hospital 
work  within  the  walls  of  their  own  chateau. 
The  fierce  Revolutionists  spared  neither  the 
ancient  pile  nor  the  tombs  of  its  owners, 
whose  portraits  are  still  to  be  seen  at  the 
neighbouring  castle  of  Coninais.  But  their 
memories  live  for  ever. 

But  the  most  interesting  expedition  of  all 
this  corner  of  Brittany,  and  accessible  alike 
from  St.  Malo  or  Dinan,  is  to  that  most  unique 
convent-fortress,  the  Mont  St.  Michel.  The 
improving  spirit  of  the  age  has  doubtless 
destroyed  some  of  the  romance  of  the  ap- 
proach to  the  Mount  of  Marvels.  You  reach 
it  from  the  railway  at  Pontorson  in  large  five- 
horsed  char-d-bancs  and  over  a  causeway. 
The  fearful  joy  of  racing  against  the  incom- 
ing tide  is  over  for  ever,  unless  you  like  to 
approach  it  from  Granville  on  the  Norman 
side  of  the  bay. 

Nothing,  however,  can  really  take  away 
from  the  weirdness  of  the  situation  of  Mont 
St.  Michel — its  setting  of  wide  waters,  or  of 
far-stretching  sands,  a  miniature  desert,  where 
the  wind  raises  dust-storms  and  mirages. 
Add  to  that  its  historical  interest.  What  a 
crowd  of  memories  haunt  the  Mount !  It 
furnished  the  Conqueror  with  men  and  vessels 
to  land  in  Pevensey  Bay.  In  it  our  Henry  r 
was  besieged  by  his  brothers,  and  Henry  ii 
held  his  court.  Alone  in  all  Normandy,  for 
more  than  one  siege,  it  held  out  against 
Edward  i.  Here  Louis  xi  founded  the 
order  of  the  Knights  of  St.  Michel.  Hither, 
for  centuries,  crowds  of  devotees  tramped 
over  the  sands  to  the  shrine  of  the  Black 
Virgin.  During  the  Revolution  the  castle  was 
a  prison,  and  even  as  late  as  the  last  century 
it  contained  the  Iron  Cage  where  a  tyrannical 
monarch  immured  political  jsrisoners. 

Then,  to  all  this  add  its  beauty.  The  castle- 
convent  built  by  St.  Aubert  would  be  worth 
a  visit  did  it  stand  amid  the  most  squalid 
surroundings  in  the  most  commonplace  plain. 
It  is  so  vast,  so  stupendous,  and  yet  so  lovely 
and  delicate.  Deep  down  in  the  bowels  of 
the  rock  are  the  dungeons  and  the  oubliettes. 
Then  the  high  halls  of  the  abbey  buildings, 
severe  and  massive  ;  the  dim  crypt  with  the 
famous  Black  Virgin.  Above  all  these,  the 
splendid  abbey  church,  Norman  and  Gothic, 
rich  in  carving.  And  then,  on  the  summit 
of  everything,  amid  a  wealth  of  flying  but- 
tresses and  pinnacles,  all  a  mass  of  tracery, 
come  the  cloisters.  The  sea-breezes  blow 
through  delicate  rows  of  double  arches  of 
marble,  and  fan  the  intricate  carving  that 
has  withstood  here,  up  aloft,  the  ^storms  of 
ages.  No,  there  is  no  such  spot  as  the  Mont 
St.  Michel  anywhere  else  on  the  habitable 
globe,  and,  if  the  tourist  sees  nothing  else 
during  a  few  days'  trip  on  the  Breton  coast, 
he  will  carry  away  pleasant  memories  to  last 
him  the  rest  of  his  life. 

In  the  tiny  town  which  clusters  round  the 
Mount  there  are  plenty  of  homely  inns.  The 
"  way  to  thoroughly  enjoy  it  is  to  stay  at  one 
of  these  for  a  day  or  two,  taking  care  to  insure 
a  high  tide  and  a  full  moon.  From  thence 
you  can  make  excursions  to  the  Norman  and 
Breton  coast,  and  fish,  bathe,  and  sail,  fancying 
yourself  all  the  while  back  in  the  Middle  Ages, 
while  only  a  night's  steam  from  England. 
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'Hurrah  for  the  Holidays  !  "—Old  Style.  (Seepagel5.) 


THE  DOMINIE'S  WINTER  WALK. 

By  Fred  Edmonds, 


1. 

"VTow  brightly  gleams  the  ice  and  snow, 
]y    Because  'tis  winter,  don't  you  know. 

When  every  pond  agrees, 
And  every  tiny  puddle  too. 
The  seasonable  thing  to  do 

Is  quietly  to  freeze. 

2. 

Such  weather  is  a  cure  for  care ; 
A  buoyancy  is  in  the  air 

Which  makes  me  feel  a  boy. 
Methinks  that  everybody  feels 
Enthusiastic  over  meals, 

A  sort  of  "  fearful  joy." 

3. 

This  park  inspires  me  with  delight. 
The  frosted  trees  are  ghostly  white. 

With  deep  contrasting  hues. 
How  calm  the  scene,  how  clear,  how  still, 
How  far  removed  from  taint  of  ill 

To  irritate  the  muse  ! 


Anihor  of  ^'  Laus  of  School  Life"  etc. 

4. 

The  sky  is  frozen  overhead. 

The  twiglets  snap  beneath  my  tread 

Like  brittleness  congealed. 
And  yet,  though  frost  may  reign  supreme, 
The  sunlight  falls  with  silver  gleam 

On  nature's  silver  shield. 

5. 

Ha  !  yonder  lies  the  lake  :  'tis  there 
That  youthful  skaters  most  repair, 

'Tis  there  that  I  would  go  ; 
The  clatter  of  each  merry  tongue. 
With  joyful  exercise  of  lung. 

Exhilarates  me  so. 

/ 

6. 

Well,  here  I  am.    In  very  sooth 
A  pleasing  place  for  sportive  youth. 

But  what  about  myself  ? 
My  skates !  my  skates !  oh,  where  are  they  ? 
Alas,  that  I  should  have  to  say 

They  rust  upon  the  shelf. 


7. 

See  yonder  youth,  intent  to  aid 
His  novice  sister,  half  afraid 

Because  the  bank  is  steep. 
The  maiden,  with  a  tiny  shriek. 
And  just  a  bare  pretence  of  pique, 

Collapses  in  a,  heap  ! 

S. 

But  must  I  merely  stand  and  stamp 
For  fear  my  toes  should  get  the  cramp, 

While  others  curve  and  glide  ? 
Nay,  rather  let  me  share  ycur  joys, 
You  indefatigable  boys, 

Upon  your  monster  slide. 

9. 

Here  goes  !  I  do  not  care  a  fig. 
Who  dares  to  call  it  infra  dig. 

Since  Pickwick  proved  his  skill '? 
And  let  not  Weller's  memory  sleep. 
Immortal  Sam  !  we'll  try  to  "  keep 

The  pot  a-hilin'  "  still. 


10. 

Jam  satis  !  I  have  fallen  thrice. 
And  yet  the  fascinating  ice 

Will  see  me  oft,  I  trust. 
It  holds  me  with  a  magic  spell, 
'Twill  force  me,  that  I  know  full  well. 

To  rid  my  skates  of  rust. 


6 


MIGGINS  AND   I;   OR,   THE   DROLLEST  DUEL   ON  RECORD. 

By  Gordon  Stables,  m.d.,  cm.,  k.n. 


H,  that's  Stoddart, 
without  a  doubt,"  I 
paid  to  myself,  as  I  stopped  opposite  the 
Town  and  County  Bank,  Aberdeen,  and 
gazed  across  the  street.  "  No  mistaking 
that  face,  and  no  mistaking  that  nose." 

Neither  was  there ;  it  was  a  good 
lionest  Scotch  nose,  a  nose  the  owner  of 
which  could  get  hold  of  with  both  hands 
when  ho  wanted  to  blow  it.  A  nose,  though, 
tliat  had  weathered  many  a  gale  of  wind 
and  Bplifc  many  a  green  sea  in  its  time, 
for  uiy  fiiend  Stoddart  was  a  sailor. 
"  Hullo,  Stoddart,  how  are  you  ?  " 
Stoddart  stuck  out  his  brave  brown 
hand  and  cla.sped  mine. 

"  Honolulu  !  lad,"  he  cried,  "I'm  right 
glad  to  see  you.    Ho  !  ho  !  ho  !  " 

And  lie  laughed  so  loud  and  energeti- 
cally tliat  the  Town  and  County  Bank 
was  visibly  shaken.  Well  then,  doubter, 
it  seemed  to  be  ! 

"  But  what  are  you  doing  on  shore,  my 
boy  ?  " 

"  I'm  an  invalid." 

"  You  an  invalid,  ha !  ha  !  ha !  you  a — 
ho!  ho!  ho!  Why,  that  beats  the 
North  !  " 

Stoddart's  laughter  was  so  honest  and 
hearty  that  I  felt  compelled  to  join,  and 
this  only  made  my  friend  laugh  the 
more,  and  a  pretty  pair  of  fools  the  two 
of  us  mast  have  appeared  to  the  passers- 
by. 

"  0  !  but  I  am  an  invalid,"  I  said  at 
last,  trying  to  pull  a  long  face,  whicli, 
however,  was  rather  a  failure,  fixed  as  I 
was  by  those  merry  blue  eyes  of  Captain 
Stoddart. 

"  Just  listen,"  I  added  ;  "  I  had  jungle 
fever  on  the  coast,  and  rheumatic  fever  in 
Bombay,  and  so  I'm  on  leave  for  a  year 
and  a  half." 

"  First  rate  !  "  said  Stoddart ;  "  glad  to 
hear  it,  my  lad.  And  you're  just  the  man 
I  want.    I'm  off  to  sea  on  Monday.  Let 


us  see,  you've  been  to  the  Polar  regions, 
haven't  you '?  " 

"  Twice,"  I  answered. 
"  And  you  can  shoot  ?  " 
"Rather,  with  a  good  rifle,"  I  said; 
"  and,"  I  added,  "  I  can  cut  a  raspberry 
cane  in  two  with  my  six-shooter  at  fifty 
paces  !  " 

"  Good  !  Capital !  Splendid  shootkig  !  " 
"  But,"  I  added,  "  it  doesn't  follow  that 
it  is  the  identical  raspberry  cane  I  fire 
at." 

"Ho!   ho!   ho!"   laughed  Stoddart. 
"  Well,  you'll  come  ?  " 
"Whereto?  Eh?" 
"  Why,  to  Greenland's  icy  mountains." 
"  Straight  from  India's  coral  strand  ? 
Why,  what  would  my  good  friend  Dr. 
Toms  *  say  ?    He  is  a  strict  service  man, 
and  won't  stand  any  nonsense  firomjmiior 
or  senior." 

"  You're  to  come,"  said  Stoddart  bluntly, 
"  Toms  or  not  Toms.  It  will  pick  you  up. 
I'll  be  your  Dr.  Toms,  and  then  there's 
Miggins  !  " 

"  But  who  on  eartli  is  Miggins  ?  " 
"  Miggins  is  my  surgeon,  lad.  A  three- 
year  medical  student.  The  law  won't  let 
us  blubber-hunters  sail  without  a  surgeon  ; 
our  owners  can't  afford  a  real  cut  and  dried 
doctor,  so  we  fall  back  on  medical  stu- 
dents. Well,  we're  going  right  away  to 
the  back  of  the  north  wind,  Spitzbergen 
way,  and  you'll  have  as  much  shooting  as 
you  can  hold  a  gun  at.  Now  what  say 
you  ?" 

"  I'll  come." 

"  Bravo !  Tuesday,  mind  you.  Be 
ready." 

"  Ready,  aye  ready,"  I  said,  and  so  we 
parted. 

On  the  Monday  evening  I  sauntered 
into  the  St.  Nicholas  Hotel,  where  I  had 
appointed  to  meet  my  father,  who  was  to 
see  me  off.  He  had  not  arrived,  so  I  went 
upstairs  to  the  coffee-room  and  took  a  seat 
in  a  corner. 

At  a  round  table  not  far  from  the  fire, 
for  the  month  was  February,  sat  a  party 
of  yoimg  gentlemen,  students  in  arts  and 
medicine.  Some  were  chewing  the  heads 
of  their  canes,  some  chatting,  some  dally- 
ing with  their  gloves,  but  all  were  smil- 
ing, and  every  eye  was  bent  upon  the 
youth  in  the  chair.  He  was  evidently 
not  only  chairman,  but  the  principal 
spokesman,  and,  judging  from  the  amount 
of  deference  that  was  bemg  paid  to  him, 
he  was  the  host  as  well.  Aberdeen  stu- 
dents as  a  rule  are  not  blessed  with  over- 
flowing pockets,  and  so  they  show  respect 
for  those  who  are  so  blessed. 

I  kept  reading  the  "  Times,"  and  took 
little  notice  of  the  merry  partj'  until  I 
heard  one  of  the  young  men  address  the 
host  as  Miggins.    Then  I  looked  up. 

I  was  in  the  presence  of  Stoddart's 
siirgeon. 

"Dr."  Miggins,  for  so  I  must  call  him 
for  courtesy's  sake,  albeit  he  was  only  a 


*  Dr.  Toms.  n.v..  now  of  Brightou,  who  invalided  the 
writer  from  Bombay. 


medical  student,  was  about  nineteen  years 
old,  and  a  very  very  little  chap  for  that. 
He  seemed,  however,  to  possess  go  and 
push,  and  he  didn't  look  dehcate.  But 
his  tongue  !  ah !  that  was  as  much 
Miggins's  member  par  excellence  as 
Stoddart's  nose  was  his.  He  was  dressed 
in  the  height  of  the  fashion,  quite  the 
masher,  with  a  huge  anchor  pin  in  his 
scarf,  attached  to  which  was  a  chain  with 
which  you  might  have  landed  a  pike,  and 
an  eyeglass  was  stuck  in  his  right  eye, 
which  he  frequently  let  drop  and  picked 
speedily  up  and  replaced,  giving  one  the 
impression  that  ]je  couldn't  see  the  chande- 
lier without  its  aid. 

"Well,  McGregor,"  he  was  saying, 
"  you'll  accept  a  skin.  And  you'll  have  one. 
Brown.  Boys,  won't  I  astonish  a  pack  of 
bears  when  I  get  alongside  them  with 
my  repeating  rifle  ?  Mind,  I  haven't  been 
two  years  in  the  volunteers  for  nothing. 
It'll  be  bang  !  and  down  goes  a  bear ;  bang  ! 
and  another  bites  the  snow.  Afraid  ? 
No.  You  mightn't  believe  me,  boys,  but 
it's  a  very  singular  thing  I  never  felt  fear 
in  my  life.  Round  my  wild  Norland 
home  in  Shetland's  sea-begirdled  isles, 
storms  rise  and  rage  with  terrible  force 
at  times,  you  know.  But  I've  been  out 
in  all  weathers.  Never  felt  fear  ?  No. 
And  sometimes  I  don't  think  I'm  made 
like  other  men,  don't  you  know  ?  Once 

I  remember  •    But  there,  it's  too  long 

to  tell  you  now.  But  when  I  come  back 
again,  boys,  from  off  the  stormy  main, 
ah !  won't  we  have  a  jolly  time  together 
just  ?  " 

Here  Miggins  went  through  the  motions 
of  taking  pot  shots  at  the  ornaments  on 
the  mantelpiece,  as  if  he  already'  imagined 
himself  face  to  face  with  the  great  snow 
bears. 

"Oh,  I  won't  forget  your  skins,"  he 
added.  "  I  mean  to  give  all  my  skins 
away ;  I  shan't  keep  more'n  three  or 
four  to  myself.  Hullo,  sir !  who  are 
you  ?  " 

I  had  got  up  from  my  seat  and  stood 
near  him  extending  my  hand. 

"  I'm  your  messmate  that's  going 
to  be." 

"  Jolly  glad  to  see  you.  And  you  look 
a  brick.  Sit  down  and  have  something. 
Never  been  on  the  ocean  before,  I  dare 
say.  But  never  mind,  Miggins  '11  see  to 
you.  Miggins  is  your  doctor.  If  you're 
seasick,  as  you're  sure  to  be,  call  on 
Miggins.  If  it  blows  big  gims  and  you 
feelimeasy,  Miggins  will  tell  ye  if  there's 
danger  on  the  deep.  And  on  the  ice  j'ou 
needn't  fear,  hasn't  Miggms  a  repeater  ? 
What'll  you  have  ?  Coffee  ?  You  don't 
mean  that  ?  " 

We  put  to  sea  earlj'  next  morning,  and  I 
needn't  say  I  felt  safe  and  happy  in  charge 
of  Miggins ! 

There  never  was  a  more  gallant- 
looking  little  sailor  than  Dr.  IMiggins,  as  he 
walked  with  me  up  and  down  the  qiiarter- 
deck,  smoking  a  huge  great  meerschaima. 
For  a  time  there  was  a  bit  of  a  sea  on 
though,   and  a  ten-knot  breeze  singing 
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through  the  rigging.  Cold  spray  dashed  on 
board  too,  and  green  choppy  waves  whistled 
as  they  rushed  athwart  our  coiurse,  and 
presently  Migging  grew  very  quiet  and  put 
out  his  pipe.  He  was  very  white,  and  I 
could  see  the  sweat  drops  on  his  brow. 
•  "  Oh,  by  the  way,"  he  said,  "  I  must  write 
!  a  letter  to  post  at  Lerwick." 

The  captain,  first  mate,  and  I  sat  down 
alone  to  dinner  that  day.  "  Miggins  has 
caught  a  severe  cold,"  said  Stoddart, 
winking,  "  and  has  sent  for  tlie  sick  berth 
boy  to  attend  upon  hiui." 

Well,  the  little  doctor's  stateroom  was 
not  far  off,  and  from  the  sounds  issuing 
therefrom  his  cold  must  have  been  as 
■violent  as  sudden.  Having  finished 
dinner  and  a  mild  cigar,  I  strolled  in  to 
see  Miggins. 

"  Sorry  to  hear  of  this,"  I  said,  pretend- 
ing to  look  anxious,  though  scarce  able  to 
repress  a  smile. 

"Oh!"  he  groaned,  "I'm  subject  to 
these  violent  attacks  on  sliore.  They 
come  periodically." 

"  On  shore  '  "  I  asked,  quizzingly. 

"  Yes.  Oh,  oh,  steward,  bring  the 
basin." 

I  prescribed  a  little  champagne  diluted 
with  brandy,  and  soon  had  the  satisfaction 
of  seeing  the  surgeon,  who  was  to  take 
■care  of  me,  fast  asleep. 

(While  Miggins  sleeps  I  must  make  a 
■confession.  I  sailed  on  this  voyage  under 
the  aristocratic  name  of  Timothy  Smith, 
gent.  No  one  on  board  knew  either  my 
name  or  that  my  profession  was  Surgeon 
K.N.  In  fact  I  had  taken  French  leave  from 
lihe  Admiralty.  For  though  on  half-pay 
officers  ought  not  to  leave  the  country 
withoi^t  red  tape  permission,  they  always 
do  when  so  inclined.) 

Miggins  was  ill  for  s,  week.  Fairly  and 
foolishly  gave  in  to  it.  I  looked  after  the 
sick  and  the  frost-bitten,  always  coming 
to  Miggins's  stateroom  to  ask  what  I 
should  do  in  each  case.  What  a  humbug 
I  was  for  once  in  a  way ! 
i  Over  and  over  again  Miggins  squeezed 
my  hand,  and  with  tears  in  his  eyes 
';  assured  me  he  would  remember  me  for 
life,  but  hoped  I  wouldn't  poison  anybody 
tiirough  my  ignorance. 

"  Stick  to  salts  and  senna,"  he  ex- 
claimed ;  "  salts  and  senna,  Smith,  and  my 
poor  men  will  live." 

Staggering  downstairs  one  night,  for 
so  stormy  was  it  that  even  my  sea-legs 
failed  to  support  me,  I  thouglit  I  saw  a 
light  in  the  pantry.  I  pulled  aside  the 
curtain,  and  lo !  there  stood  Miggins, 
bare-legged  and  in  his  night-dress,  with  a 
hunk  of  salt  beef  in  one  hand  and  a  cold 
potato  in  the  otlier. 

"  Supporting  nature,  Timothy,"  he 
said ;  "  I'm  better ;  the  trouble  has  left 
me.    Hurrah  !  " 

Miggins  sat  down  to  breakfast  next 
morning,  and  before  we  made  the  ice  he 
was  his  old  self  again  twice  over.  And 
really  a  jolly  little  messmate  he  proved, 
but  IBaron  Munchausen  wasn't  in  it  with 
the  stories  he  told  us,  stories  tliat  kept 
the  table  in  a  roar,  in  which  tlie  steward 
even  was  obliged  to  join,  while  Stoddart's 
wild  "ho!  ho!"  made  all  the  dishes  ring. 

The  men  caught  Miggins  one  day  half- 
way lip  the  weather  ratlines.  It  was 
most  uncourteous  conduct  on  their  part, 
but  they  seized  and  tied  their  medico  to 
the  rigging.  And  there  he  had  to  remain 
till  he  promised  to  pay  for  sis  pounds  of 


the  best  tobacco.    This  is  called  spread- 
eagling. 

i  bantered  Miggins  one  day,  saying 
he  hadn't  pluck  to  go  up  to  the  crow's 
nest.  Neither  had  he  in  the  ordinary 
way. 

We  were  becalmed  that  morning ;  there 
wasn't  a  cloud  in  the  sky  nor  a  wave  on 
the  sea — the  blue,  blue  sea,  on  which  the 
ivory  gulls  were  floating  and  the  clear 
winged  malleys. 

Miggins  smiled. 

Miggins  took  off  his  gloves,  his  coat,  and 
bis  vest,  and  his  boots.  The  men  crowded 
aft.    What  was  Miggins  going  to  do  ? 

We  certainly  were  all  astonished,  and 
all  stood  aghast  at  what  followed.  Mig- 
gins sprang  to  a  back-stay,  and  hand  over 
hand,  like  a  veritable  monkey,  he  hauled 
himself  aloft.  Then  he  bowed  like  an 
acrobat,  pretended  to  throw  himself  head- 
foremost to  the  deck,  caught  himself 
cleverly  by  one  leg  round  the  stay, 
and  hung  there  head  down.  There  was 
a  half-suppressed  cry  of  fear  from  the 
men  ;  then,  as  Miggins  wheeled  round  and 
round  the  back  stay  and  thus  descended 
head  first,  there  was  one  wild  uproarious 
cheer  that  appeared  to  shake  the  ship 
fi-om  stem  to  stern.  Miggins  went  through 
a  vast  niunber  of  other  antics  tiiat  no 
trapezist  could  have  beaten,  and  from 
that  day  he  rose  considerably  in  my  esti- 
mation. 

"We  can't  do  less,"  said  Stoddart, 
"  than  send  the  doctor  after  the  first  bear. 
But  you  go  too,  my  friend." 

The  doctor  had  been  boasting  very 
much  one  evening  aboiit  his  prowess  with 
the  rifle.  Next  da,y  the  bear  appeared  on 
the  ice  and  the  boat  was  called  away. 
Nov/,  although  boasting  is  an  exceedingly 
foolish  habit,  it  does  not  follow  that  every 
man  who  acquires  it  is  a  Bombastes 
Furioso,  a  coward  and  bully,  who  would 
hang  his  boots  on  a  tree  with  an  inscrip- 
tion over  them  running  thus — 

"  Whoever  dares  these  boots  displace 
Must  meet  Bombastes  face  to  face." 

Since  his  performance  on  the  backstay. 
Dr.  Miggins  had  gained  a  kind  of  moral 
ascendency  over  the  men,  and  I  for  one  had 
no  idea  he  would  show  the  white  feather. 

I  noticed,  however,  that  as  the  boat 
neared  the  icy  shore,  where  not  far  from 
the  water  a  huge  great  bear  was  walking, 
the  little  medico  turned  both  qiiiet  and 
pale.  He  could  not  keep  his  hands  nor 
feet  steady.  He  had  the  fidgets  very 
badly,  and  kept  constantly  handling  his 
big  repeating  rifle.  At  last  the  boat 
rasped  alongside  the  snow-edge,  and 
Miggins  actually  tottered  on  shore.  The 
sweat  stood  in  great  beads  on  his  brow, 
but  on  he  went,  and  unknown  to  him  the 
spectioneer  and  I  followed  with  rifles  at 
the  trail.  A  prettier  chance  for  a  shot 
than  Miggins  had  could  not  have  been 
desired.  He  knelt  or  flopped  down 
behind  a  hummock.  The  bear  saw  him, 
and  with  a  roar  like  a  bull  came  shambling 
on  at  the  trot. 

That  roar  must  have  curdled  Miggins's 
blood.  He  actually  threw  away  his  gim 
and  his  cap  and  fled  shrieking  towards 
the  boat. 

The  bear  made  directly  for  the  hum- 
mock and  stooped  to  examine  Miggins's 
cap.  Two  rifles  rang  out  simultaneously 
on  the  clear  frosty  air,  and  the  beast  fell, 
never  again  to  rise. 


"How  imfortunate,  Smith!"  said 
Miggins  to  us  when  we  brought  the  skin 
and  paws  on  board.  "  Such  a  fine  skin 
too  !    But  it  runs  in  our  family." 

"  What  does?  "  I  asked. 

"  St.  Vitus's  dance.  But  it  was  so 
awkward  that  it  should  have  come  on 
just  then  !  " 

The  men  laughed  in  his  face.  I  was 
a  little  more  mannerly,  yet  I  laughed  in 
my  sleeve. 

But  after  dinner  that  day  Miggins  was 
as  fidl  of  bombast  as  ever. 

Three  days  afterwards  a  strange  thing 
happened.  Miggins  was  handling  a 
capstan  bar  playfully,  when  suddenly  he 
stopped  and  stared. 

"  It's  coming,"  he  cried,  "  the  dance  is 
on  to  me  again."  Then  he  gave  vent  to  a 
howl  that  wouldn't  have  disgraced  a 
Cuscovrora  Indian,  and  fled  as  far  as  the 
binnacle. 

"  That's  the  dance,"  he  explained,  sud- 
denly recovering.  "  It  never  lasts  longer 
than  that." 

"Miggins,"  I  said,  fixing  him  with  my 
eye,  "  you're  an  arrant  humbug  !  And  I 
don't  say  it  in  a  Pickwickian  sense  either." 

Miggins  flounced  down  below,  and  I 
was  not  surprised  that  afternoon  to  receive 
a  challenge  from  the  bold  youth.  I  was 
to  meet  him  first  opportunity  on  the  ice 
and  fight  him  at  fifteen  paces. 

It  was  a  good  thing,  perhaps,  that 
Miggins  was  at  the  fore  part  of  the  ship 
seeing  a  patient  when  I  laid  his  challenge 
before  the  captain,  for  that  hearty  "  ho ! 
ho!  ho!"  of  Stoddart's  would  have 
galled  him  to  the  quick. 

"  And  what  is  to  be  done  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  Why,  meet  him,  of  course.  The  first 
mate  will  be  your  second  and  I'll  be 
M.C.— master  of  ceremonies.  But  mind 
you,  the  choice  of  weapons  lies  with  you." 

"Yes.  Well?" 

"  Well,  you're  to  choose  swords,''  and 
he  smilingly  whispered  something  to  me. 

"All  right,"  I  said,  with  a  twinkle  ;  "I 
place  myself  in  j'our  hands  entirely." 

About  an  hour  after  this,  Miggins 
himself  sought  audience  of  the  captain  on 
the  quarter-deck. 

"  Of  course  you've  heard,"  said  Mig- 
gins ;  "  Smith  has  no  doubt  told  you  all." 

"  Everything,  my  boy,  everything. 
And  I  deeply  regret  that  such  a  quarrel 
should  have  taken  place  on  my  ship." 

"And  you  think  he'll  apologise  ?  " 

"  Not  the  ghost  of  a  chance." 

"  Then  we  shall  fight  to  the  bitter  end. 
Touch  my  honotrr.  Captain  Stoddart,  touch 
my  life.    That's  me  !    That's  Miggins." 

"  And  I  don't  blame  you,  my  boy. 
Young  blood,  and  I  may  say  blue  blood, 
will  out." 

"  True,  sir,  the  Migginses  date  back, 
back  a  long  way,  into  obscurity  in  fact." 

"  No  doubt,"  said  the  captain  sarcas- 
tically. 

Then  Miggins  drew  himself  up  to  his 
full  height  of  four  feet  eleven,  and  said 
dramatically — 

"Cau  nought  but  blood  our  feud  atone? 
Arc  there  uo  means  ?  " 

"No,  Miggins,  none,"  said  the  captain. 
"  But,"  he  added,  "  keep  up  your 
pecker,  and  whoever  falls  shall  have  a 
sailor's  grave." 

Miggins  was  almost  mute  that  day  at 
dinner.  He  addressed  the  captain  or 
mate  now  and  then  in  a  weak,  subdued 


Bringing  in  the  Christmas  Log. 
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kind  of  voice,  but  never  spoke  to  me. 
Yet  when  I  asked  hiiu  cheerfully  to  pass 
the  mustard,  he  did  so  with  alacrity.  He 
must  have  thought  I  was  releniLng. 

Very  early  next  morning  the  ship  was 
lying  off  the  ice  pack,  with  her  mainyard 
aback,  and  presently  three  whalers  were 
called  away.  The  first  contained  Miggins 
and  the  third  mate,  in  the  second  boat 
was  the  first  mate  and  my  humble  self, 
while  in  the  third,  with  a  flag  astern, 
was  the  captain  in  solitary  grandeur. 

We  soon  landed,  and  the  seconds  made 
all  haste  to  place  their  men. 

"Am  I  to  understand.  Dr.  Miggins," 
said  Stoddart,  as  he  placed  a  case  contain- 
ing a  brace  of  loaded  revolvers  on  the  hard 
snow,  "  that  you  are  fully  determined  to 
fight  at  fifteen  paces  ?  " 

"  Fully  did — did — determined,"  faltered 
poor  little  Miggins. 

His  knees  shook,  his  face  was  as  pale  as 
flour,  and  I  felt  sure  he  was  about  to  have 
the  dance  again. 

"  Well,  Mr.  Smith,  are  you  agreed  to 


the  fifteen  paces  ?  " 

"  Quite,"  I  cried  tragically. 

"  Very  well,  Mr.  Smith ;  and,  as  the 
challenged,  you  have  the  choice  of 
weapons." 


"  Swords  then,"  I  shouted,  "  swords  ; 
and  look  alive,  I  feel  fifll  of  fight.  Swords, 
at  fifteen  paces  !  " 

Hardly  had  the  worda  crossed  my 
lips  when  a  broadsword  or  Highland 
claymore  was  placed  in  my  hand,  and 
another  in  Miijgins's. 

"Lay  on,  Macduff,"  I  cried,  making  a 
series  of  slashes  and  passes  in  the  air  at 
an  imaginary  foe,  each  of  which  would 
have  cut  the  head  of  a  horse  off. 

Miggins  followed  my  example,  and  a 
bonnie  pair  of  fools  we  must  have  looked. 
But  the  crew  waved  their  caps  and 
cheered,  and  Stoddart  had  to  roll  on  the 
snow  to  save  his  sides  from  splitting. 

"  Hold,  gentlemen  both,"  he  cried  at 
last,  springing  to  his  feet.  "  Surely  honour 
is  now  satisfied." 

"  I'm  content,"  said  Miggins,  eagerly. 
"  Smith  has  shown  himself  a  man.  ' 

"  Then  shake  hands  both." 

Eight  cordially  did  we  advance,  and 
the  tears  were  in  Miggins's  eyes  as  I 
squeezed  his  hand. 

Then  we  all  went  on  board  and  sat 
down  to  a  hearty  breakfast.  And  I 
feel  quite  sure  that  from  that  day  for- 
ward Miggins  felt  himself  tlu'ee  inches 
taller. 


We  lived  happy  ever  after,  Miggins  and; 
I.  And  although  he  always  did  have 
the  dance  when  he  encountered  a  bear,  he 
did  manage  to  secure  a  skin.  The  cap- 
tain gave  him  two,  and  I  did  the  same. 
So  that  when  he  returned  to  Aberdeen  he 
did  have  skins  to  present  to  his  comrades, 
and  of  course  each  skin  was  the  nucleus 
of  a  story  of  wild  adventure  on  the  track- 
less snows  around  the  pole  ! 

I  was  very  much  surprised  a  month  oir 
two  after  reaching  Scotland  again  to  see  a 
paragraph  in  a  Slaetland  newspaper  con- 
taining an  account  of  the  duel.  There 
was  no  word  of  the  fifteen  paces  however. 
It  was  headed  "  Desperate  fight  on  the 
ice.  Hand  to  hand  encounter  with  broad- 
swords." 

I  think  Miggins  was  accountable  for 
that  paragraph  ! 

All !  weh,  poor  fellow,  he  is  dead  and 
gone,  and  with  all  his  faults  he  had  a 
good  little  heart  of  his  own. 

In  this  world  there  are  a  great  many 
Migginses  ;  but  really  now,  there  are  few 
more  silly  faults  that  a  youth  can  have 
than  the  fault  of  bragging. 

I  wish  you  all  a  happy  Christmas,  boys, 
and  a  right  jolly  good  New  Year  !  Good- 
bye ! 


CLUTCHED    IN    THE  DAEK. 

AN  EDITOE'S  ADVENTURE. 
By  David  Ker, 

Author  of  "The  Tiger  Chief  of  Burmah,"  " Ilderim  the  Afghan,"  etc.,  etc. 


I. — SOWING  THE  SEED. 

MR.  Jailworthy  Killboys  was  sitthig 
in  his  room  at  99  Garbage  Street,  the 
publishing  office  of  the  "  Weekly  Plague- 
Pit,"  of  which  he  was  the  editor  and 
proprietor.  It  was  a  cheap  journal  of 
the  most  advanced  "  blood-and-thunder  " 
sort,  devoted  to  instructing  and  amusing 
the  boys  and  girls  of  the  rising  genera- 
tion by  making  them  familiar  with  the 
worst  deeds  of  the  worst  men  whom  it 
could  find  or  invent.  Its  advertisements 
boasted  that  it  "never  ran  fewer  than 
three  serials  at  a  time,"  serials  equally 
devoid  of  possibility  and  of  grammar, 
with  illustrations  as  coarse  and  clumsy 
as  themselves. 

The  heroes  of  these  choice  narratives, 
instead  of  being  gallant  soldiers  fighting 
their  country's  battles,  daring  sailors 
perilling  their  lives  to  save  shipwrecked 
crews,  brave  firemen  dragging  helpless 
children  out  of  burning  houses,  or  daunt- 
less explorers  forcing  their  way  through 
a  thousand  dangers  in  the  cause  of  hu- 
manity, were  sneaking  thieves,  cowardly 
cut-throats,  ruffianly  burglars,  brutal 
pirates,  and  other  rascals  of  the  lowest 
and  meanest  type.  By  this  creditable 
occupation — compared  with  which  that 
of  a  poisoner  or  a  bandit  would  have 
been  innocent — Mr.  Killboys  made  (as  he 
often  boasted)  "  heaps  of  money,"  had  a 
respectable  house  in  a  respectable  street, 
and  was  very  well  satisfied  with  himself 
altogether. 

He  was  especially  so  on  this  particular 
afternoon,  having  just  concluded  an 
agreement  by  which  he  obtained  a  long 


story  for  a  tenth  part  of  its  real  value 
from  an  unfortunate  author,  who,  being 
actually  starving  at  the  moment,  was 
forced  to  submit  to  this  barefaced  robbery. 
As  the  victito  slunk  dejectedly  away,  the 
enterprising  proprietor  applied  himself 
with  redoubled  zest  to  the  "  smartening 
up  "  of  a  telling  scene  in  "  Hieronymus 
the  Horrible ;  or.  The  Bloodstained 
Brothers  of  tlie  Dismal  Den." 

He  had  just  got  to  "The  Brigand 
planted  his  iron  heel  on  the  breast  of  his 
prostrate  foe,  and  glared  upon  him  with 
eyes  that  shone  with  a  deadlier  gleam 
than  that  of  the  uplifted  dagger  which 
glittered  in  his  strong  right  hand,"  when 
there  was  a  bustle  in  the  outer  office,  and 
then  his  door  opened,  and  on  the  threshold 
appeared  the  massive  figure  and  lion-like 
head  of  Leopold  Wrightwell,  one  of  the 
leading  novelists  of  the  day,  whom  the 
worthy  Mr.  Killboys  hated  for  having  done 
his  best  to  replace  with  pure  and  manly 
stories  the  poisonous  trash  which  Killboys 
and  others  like  him  lived  by  circulating. 

As  he  entered  the  inner  room  and  shut 
the  door  behind  him,  there  was  a  visible 
excitement  among  the  editorial  staff 
outside.  They  knew  that  Leopold 
Wrightwell  woiild  as  soon  have  put  his 
foot  into  a  heap  of  quick-lime  as  inside 
the  premises  of  the  "  Weekly  Plague-Pit," 
imless  he  had  some  weighty  reason  for 
doing  so.  AVhat  that  reason  might  be, 
no  one  who  knew  anything  of  Jailworthy 
Killboys  could  have  much  difficulty  in 
guessing ;  and  none  of  the  subordinates 
were  so  fond  of  their  chief  as  to  be  at  all 
displeased  with  the  idea  that  "  the  boss 
1  was  going  to  git  it  hot." 


And  very  hot  he  seemed  to  be  getting 
it,  by  what  the  listeners  could  catch  of  the 
talk.  His  voice  was  heard  raised  to  the 
harsh,  angry  note  which  they  all  knew 
to  their  cost ;  and  then  the  great  novelist's 
deep,  firm,  manly  tones  rose  above  it  like 
a  cannonade  drowning  the  crackle  of 
miisketry. 

Both  men  spoke  loud  enough  to  give 
their  hearers  outside  a  pretty  clear  idea 
of  what  was  wrong.  Killboys — who  kept 
his  conscience  in  his  purse,  and  thought  8i 
thing  right  or  wrong  according  as  he  made 
money  by  it  or  not — had  sent  some  of  his 
men  to  distribute  sample  copies  of  the 
"  Weekly  Plague-Pit  "  among  a  number  of 
destitute  lads  of  the  "juvenile  cnminal " 
class,  whom  Mr.  Wrightwell  was  endeav- 
ouring to  reclaim  and  to  form  into  an  in- 
dustrial school.  Justly  considering  that  the 
adventures  of  Hieronymus  the  Horrible 
were  not  exactly  the  style  of  reading  to 
assist  their  reformation,  Wrightwell  had 
come  to  give  the  worthy  proprietor  "a 
piece  of  his  mind "  on  the  subject ; 
and  it  appeared  to  be  a  pretty  large 
piece,  and  to  be  given  with  remarkable 
energy. 

"  I  know  well,"  he  was  heard  to  say, 
"  that  no  boy  with  an  atom  of  self-respect 
would  even  look  at  such  foul  and  mis- 
chievous nonsense."  (The  office-boy 
looked  conscious,  for  he  was  at  that  mo- 
ment deep  in  "  The  Black  Bandit  of 
Deadman's  Hollow.")  "  But  these  poor 
lads  of  mine,  who  know  no  better,  and 
have  never  had  anything  else  to  read„ 
who  can  say  how  much  harm  it  may  do 
them  t  I  tell  you  that  many  a  wretched 
creature  who  is  serving  a  life-sentence  in 
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prison  is  not  one  tenth  part  as  guilty  as 
jou !  " 

The  listeners  chuckled  unrestrainedly 
over  this  home-thrust  at  their  tyrant ; 
and  they  chuckled  still  more  as  they 
heard  him  sirring  from  his  chair  with 
a  violence  which  sent  it  clattering  down 
on  to  the  floor.  The  office-boy  instantly 
flew  to  the  key-hole,  filled "  with  the 
cheering  conviction  that  there  was  going 
to  be  "  a  real  smart  fight." 

But  Killboys— who  was  as  careful  of 
his  own  worthless  carcass  as  of  e\-erything 
else  belonging  to  him — had  no  wish  to 
try  his  strength  against  a  man  whom  he 
liad  once  seen  thrash  into  a  jelly  a  ruffian 
who  was  ill-treating  a  helpless  child.  So 
lie  only  growled  and  muttered,  as  the 
unwelcome  visitor,  standing  with  the 
half-opened  door  in  his  hand,  spoke  his 
stern  farewell : 

"Mind  this— I'll  put  a  stop  to  this 
sort^  of  tiling,  if  I  spend  my  last  penny  to 
•do  it.  And  as  for  yourself,  the  worst 
that  I  can  wish  you  is  to  fall  some 
day  into  the  hands  of  those  brutalised 
creatures  whose  minds  you  are  poisoning 
day  by  day,  that  you  may  see  for  yourself 
what  you  have  really  done  !  " 

There  was  no  more  work  for  Mr.  Kill- 
fooys  that  afternoon,  for  his  mind  was  in 
such  a  whirl  of  mingled  rage  and  terror 
that  he  found  it  impossible  to  apply  him- 
self to  anything.  At  length  he  started 
up,  locked  his  desk,  and,  flinging  a  few 
words  of  savage  abuse  at  his  clerks  as  he 
passed  through  the  outer  office,  went 
.stamping  down  the  stairs.  It  did  not 
improve  his  temper  to  observe,  as  he  left 
the  building,  that  some  wag  had  chalked 
on  one  of  the  door-posts  :  "  Office  of  the 
Society  for  the  Promotion  of  mk -Christian 
Knowledge.  Rubbish  of  All  Kinds  Shot 
Here." 

Away  he  tramped  gloomily  enough, 
brooding  sullenly  over  the  parting  threat 
of  his  late  visitor.  What  would  Wright - 
well  do  ?  Prosecute  him  ?  boycott  him  ? 
denounce  him  in  the  papers?  write  a 
book, exposing  all  his  crooked  dealings? 
That  some  mischief  would  come  of  it,  he 
felt  quite  certain;  for  Wrightwell  was 
not  a  man  to  threaten  in  vain. 

So  completely  was  the  worthy  editor 
fcaken  up  with  these  agreeable  reflections, 
that  he  passed  the  corner  where  he 
usually  met  his  street-ear  without  ever 
noticing  where  he  was  going ;  and  when 
he  at  length  stopped  to  look  around  him, 
he  discovered  that  he  had  qaite  lost  his 
way,  and  had  got  into  a  part  of  the  town 
which  was  altogether  strange  to  him. 

This  of  itself  would  have  been  no 
great  matter;  but  one  glance  told  him 
that  this  district  was  the  very  last  place 
in  which  any  man  with  money  in  his 
pocket  (and  lie  happened  to  have  a  good 
deal  just  then)  would  wish  to  go  astray 
at  nightfall.  The  poverty-stricken,  dirty, 
tumbledown  houses— the  narrow,  crooked, 
filthy  lanes — the  ragged,  grimy,  sinister 
I  figures  that  went  slouching  past,  looking 
wickedly  at  him  through  their  small, 
cimning  eyes— all  showed  him  only  too 
plainly  into  what  a  ruffianly  neighbour- 
hood his  ill-luck  had  led  liini ;  a  neigh- 
bourhood where  the  "  Weekly  Plagae- 
Pit"  doubtless  found  plenty  of  readers,  but 
where  its  editor  and  proprietor  seemed 
much  more  likely  to  find  plenty  of  robbers, 
and  possibly  murderers  as  well. 


What  was  he  to  do  ?  It  was  growing 
darker  and  darker  every  moment,  and, 
turn  which  way  he  would,  he  seemed 
only  to  get  deeper  and  deeper  into  this 
black  unending  cobweb  of  beggary  and 
crime.  To  ask  his  way  in  such  a  place 
would  be  a  direct  invitation  to  any  passing 
rascal  to  knock  him  down  and  rob  him 
on  the  spot ;  and  yet  there  appeared  to 
be  no  chance  of  his  finding  it  by  himself. 

Glad  would  he  now  have  been  to  catch 
even  a  distant  glimpse  of  one  of  those 
"  despised  minions  of  the  law,"  for 
whom  Hieronymus  the  Horrible  and  his 
other  heroes  were  wont  to  express  such  a 
lordly  disdain.  But  not  a  single  police- 
man was  anywhere  to  be  seen ;  and  Mr. 
Killboys  was  beginning  to  feel  most 
unheroically  frightened,  when  suddenly, 
just  as  he  was  passing  the  Black,  tunnel- 
like archway  of  a  disused  stable-yard,  he 
was  startled  by  a  hoarse  shout  from  several 
voices  at  once,  and  instantly  he  felt  him- 
self clutched  by  half  a  dozen  bony  hands, 
and  dragged  away  down  the  gloomy 
passage  into  utter  darkness. 

II. — REAPING  THE  HARVEST. 

So  sudden  and  violent  was  this  strange 
assault,  that  Mr.  KiUboys  could  not  have 
uttered  a  cry,  even  had  the  choking  grasp 
on  his  throat  left  him  the  xwwer  of  doing 
so.  Presently  he  felt  planks  under  his 
feet  instead  of  cobble-stones,  and  the 
changed  atmosphere  told  him  he  had  been 
led  into  a  room  of  some  kind.  But,  as 
he  attempted  to  speak,  a  harsh,  cracked 
voice  said  in  his  ear : 

"  One  word,  and  you  are  a  dead  man  !  " 

_  At  the  same  moment,  something  pricked 
him  in  the  chest,  which  felt  unpleasantly 
like  the  point  of  a  knife  ! 

_  It  was  certainly  a  most  striking  "  situa- 
tion," and  he  would  have  enjoyed  it  as  a 
capital  incident  for  one  of  his  serials,  had 
it  befallen  anj'  one  else  ;  but  now  that  it 
was  happening  to  himself  it  did  not  seem 
quite  so  enjoyable. 

There  was  a  moment's  silence,  and 
then  the  same  voice  called  out,  with  a 
very  unsuccessful  attempt  to  assume  the 
swaggering  tone  of  a  "penny-novel" 
hero : 

"  What  ho  !  bring  hither  the  torches, 
and  let  the  villain  see  with  whom  he  has 
to  deal !  " 

Even  in  the  extreniitj'  of  his  terror,  Mr. 
Killboys  could  not  help  thinking  that  this 
sounded  very  much  like  a  quotation  from 
Hieronymus  the  Horrible  (as  indeed  it 
was),  and  he  inwardly  wondered  why  a 
man  should  be  called  a  villain  for  being 
captured  by  ruffians.  Often  as  he  had 
used  such  language  in  his  serials,  it  was 
the  first  time  he  had  ever  realised  what 
utter  nonsense  it  was. 

The  "  torches,"  i.e.  two  candle-ends  set 
in  cleft  sticks — were  lighted  and  brought 
forward,  and  Killboys  saw  that  he  was  in 
what  had  once  been  the  harness-room  of 
the  yard,  surrounded  by  a  gang  of  tattered, 
dirty,  vicious-looking  lads  of  all  ages, 
from  the  half-grown  "  rough  "  of  sixteen, 
to  the  barefooted,  shock-lieaded  "  street 
Arab  "  of  ten. 

The  leader  of  this  precious  brotherhood 
appeared  to  be  a  lanky,  sharp-featm-ed, 
wolfish  fellow,  who  had  blackened  his 
face  with  soot  to  look  like  a  mask,  and 
had  got  himself  up  piratically  with  a  red 
cap  and  a  crimson  handkerchief  twisted 


round  his  middle,  in  which  trim  he  looked 
villainous  enough  even  for  a  hero  of  tha 
"  Weekly  Plague-Pit."  And  such  indeed 
he  was,  for  liis  costume  was  copied  in 
every  point  from  the  illustrations  of 
"  Hieronymus  the  Horrible." 

These  tokens  of  the  popularity  of  his 
journal  among  his  captors  gave  Killboys 
a  momentary  gleam  of  hope.  Surely,  if 
he  announced  himself  as  its  editor  and 
proprietor,  he  would  be  at  once  released. 
But,  at  the  first  word  that  he  uttered, 
Hieronymus  (whose  name  in  private 
life  was  Sneaking  Sam)  cried  fiercely: 

"  Ho,  comrades  !  silence  that  traitor 
tongue,  which  shall  soon  be  cold  m 
death  !  " 

Instantly  a  tattered,  greasy  handker- 
chief— with  a  flavour  as  if  half  a  dozen 
dead  cats  had  lain  rolled  up  in  it  for  a 
week — was  crammed  into  the  luckless 
editor's  mouth  so  violently  as  almost  to 
choke  him,  while  his  arms  and  feet  were 
tightly  bound  with  ropes.  And  then 
Hieronymus,  condescending  for  a  moment 
to  the  language  of  ordinary  life,  said  to  a 
stunted,  red-eyed,  unwholesome-looking 
lad  beside  him  : 

"  Now,  Jim,  read  it  out,  and  let's  hear 
how  the  job's  to  be  done  !  " 

Jim — whose  office  it  was,  as  the  only 
one  of  this  rabble  who  could  read,  to 
recite  to  his  comrades  the  crimps  and 
horrors  in  which  they  delighted — pro- 
duced a  torn  and  dirty  copy  of  the 
"Weekly  Plague-Pit,"  and  read  slowly 
and  stumblingly  as  follows  : 

"  Then — having — gagged — and  bound 
— the  traitor,  the  avengers — prepared — 
to  inflict — upon  him — the — ag-ger-nizing 
—  tortures  — which — his  deeds  —  had  — ■ 
merited." 

At  the  word  "tortures,"  the  unlucky 
Killboys  felt  as  if  a  stream  of  iced  water 
had  been  suddenly  poured  down  his  back. 
He  remembered  the  minute  descriptions 
of  racking,  burning,  flaying  alive,  chop- 
ping off  of  fingers  and  scooping  out  of  ej-es, 
with  which  he  was  wont  to  enliven  his 
serials ;  and  the  thought  of  having  these 
pleasant  operations  performed  upon  him- 
self made  him  tingle  to  his  very  finger- 
tips. Surely  they  would  not  dare  to  pro- 
ceed to  such  horrible  extremities  ?  Yet 
what  was  to  prevent  them  ?  He  was 
powerless  to  utter  a  cry,  and  in  that 
deserted  spot  (every  part  of  which  bore 
marks  of  long  neglect  and  decay)  any 
crime,  even  murder  itself,  might  lie  un- 
discovered for  years. 

And  then  there  flashed  back  upon  him, 
as  if  written  along  the  wall  in  letters  of 
fire,  the  words  spoken  by  Leopold 
Wrightwell  only  two  hours  before: 

"  The  worst  that  I  can  wish  you  is  to 
fall  some  day  into  the  hands  of  those 
brutahsed  creatiu'es  whose  minds  you 
are  poisoning  day  by  day,  that  you  may 
see  for  jourself  ivhat  you  have  really 
done." 

Meanwhile  the  orator,  gro-ning  more 
fluent  as  he  warmed  to  his  work,  read  on 
with  increasing  energy : 

"  Eound  his  shuddering  limbs  were 
twined,  like  coiling  snakes,  the  ropes  of 
twisted  straw,  which,  steeped  in  oil,  were 
slowly  to  consume  him  with  their  creep- 
ing flames  "  [^several  of  the  gang  rushed 
to  a  heap  ot  straw  in  one  corner,  and 
began  to  twist  ropes  from  it].  "  Others 
drew  their  daggers  and  pierced  him  with 
stabs  which,  though  deep  and  painful. 
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stopped  short  of  inflicting  that  death 
which  would  have  been  mercy  compared 
with  the  doom  that  awaited  him." 

Half  a  dozen  ready  jack-knives  instantlj' 
glittered  in  the  candle-light — a  very  effec- 
tive tableau,  although  Mr.  Killboys, 
expecting  every  moment  to  feel  them 
plunged  into  his  flesh,  was  not  quite  in 
the  humour  to  appreciate  it. 

But  just  then  voices  were  lieard  outside, 
and  a  measured  tramp  eclioed  through 
tlie  archway.  The  heroic  Hieronymus 
turned  as  pale  as  his  dirt-begrimed  skin 
would  let  him,  and  muttered  in  a  tone  of 
very  unheroic  terror : 


"  It's  the  p'lice  !  " 

That  terrible  word  instantly  changed 
these  "  bold  brigands  " — bold  only  against 
the  weak  and  helpless — into  the  frightened 

I  and  cowardly  rogues  that  they  really  were. 

I  Hieronymus  himself — caring  little  what 

j  became  of  his  comrades,  if  Jie  could  but 
escape — was  just  trying  to  creep  into  the 
pile  of  straw  in  the  corner,  when  a  violent 
blow  beat  in  the  shaky  and  mouldering 

j  door,  and  in  tramped  a  dozen  stalwart 
policemen,  in  tlie  midst  of  whom,  side  by 

!  side  with  the  inspector,  appeared  Leopold 

i  WrightweU  himself ! 

1      The  shock  of  tliis  sudden  reaction  was 


too  much  for  Mr.  Killboys,  and  he  fainted 
outright. 

Not  tiU  several  days  later  did  the 
rescued  man  learn  how  the  police  had 
luckily  fixed  that  niglit  for  pouncing  upon 
the  gang,  and  how  Mr.  WrightweU,  as  a 
man  specially  interested  in  the  putting 
down  of  these  amateur  brigands,  had  been 
invited  to  join  the  expedition.  But  within 
a  week  the  office  of  the  "  Plague-Pit"  was 
advertised  as  "  To  Let,"  and  from  that  time 
WrightweU  had  no  stauncher  ally  in  his 
war  against  publications  of  the  "  Hierony- 
mus "  school  than  its  former  editor  and 
proprietor,  Mr.  Jailworthy  Killboys. 


THE  REHEARSAL. 

{See  frontispiece.) 


AN  please  you,  Gentles,  just  once  more 
Let  us  try  the  carol  through, 
Eeading  strictly  from  the  score, 

Each  part  firmer  and  more  true. 
Now  then,  one,  two,  three — no,  no  ! 

Out  upon  ye  !  altos  all : 
Ye  are  late ;  come,  watch  my  bow — 
On  the  fourth  beat  it  doth  fall. 


Now,  again  .  .  .  not  perfect  yet. 

Much  it  lacks  e'er  that  can  be  ! 
Mark  the  pause,  and  don't  forget ; 

Watch,  and  take  your  time  from  me. 
Trebles  try  it  o'er  alone — 

Sing  out  all,  and  have  no  fear ; 
Let  there  be  a  better  tone, 

Do  not  mumble,  sing  out  clear. 


There,  it  only  needed  care, 

But  ye  sang  the  F  too  fiat ; 
Mind  and  hit  the  high  notes  fair, 

Spoil  it  not  for  lack  of  that. 
Now  together  once  again, 

True  and  perfect  let  it  be ; 
Boldly  each  his  part  sustain — 

Are  ye  ready  ?    Look  to  me. 

"  God  rest  you  merry,  Gentlemen, 

Let  nothing  you  dismay, 
For  .Jesus  Christ  our  Saviour 

Was  born  upon  this  day. 
To  save  us  all  from  Satan's  power. 

When  we  were  gone  astray. 
O  tidings  of  comfort  and  joy  ! 
For  Jesus  Christ  our  Saviour 

Was  born  on  Christmas  Day." 


S.  G. 


A  CHRISTMAS  COBWEB. 


WE  had  been  used  to  have  a  tree  at  our 
little  Christmas  party  as  a  pleasant 
means  of  distributing  the  customary  gifts  of 
toys  to  the  cliildren ;  but  last  year  I  was 
asked  to  "think  of  something  else."  The 
tree  was  considered  stale ;  it  took  a  long 
time  to  decorate  ;  it  was  not  an  easy  thing  to 
get  the  things  off  from  under  the  branches ; 
it  cost  a  small  fortune  in  clips  and  candle- 
sticks ;  and  it  was  apt  to  be  knocked  over 
or  to  catch  fire. 

I  thought  I  had  solved  the  difficulty  when 
I  said  "a  ship  "  ;  but  the  remembrance  of  a 
Christmas  barque  which  caught  alight  and 
miserably  burnt  to  the  table's  edge  after  its 
fitting  and  stowing  had  cost  three  days' 
hard  work — eight  hours,  of  course — on  the 
part  of  several  amateur  riggers  and  steve- 
dores, at  once  caused  that  suggestion  to  be 
negatived,  and  with  the  further  information 
that  what  was  wanted  was  not  something 
out  of  a  book,  but  something  tliat  had  never 
been  tried  or  heard  of  before. 

This  was  a  puzzler,  and  I  went  for  a  walk 
round  the  common.  I  came  back  with  what 
I  thought  a  brilliant  idea.  "  Why  not  a 
snowdrift,  with  all  the  dolls  and  things  to  be 
dug  up  out  of  the  snow  !  "  "  Cotton  wool !  " 
said  my  friend  the  insurance  agent ;  "  it  is 
the  most  dangerous  thing  you  can  play  with. 
Once  you  get  it  near  a  flame  it  will  catch  to 
a  certainty,  and  flash  into  a  blaze  in  an 
instant."  "Besides,"  said  another,  "we 
have  seen  something  like  the  snowdrift  in 
the  shops.    There  are  a  lot  of  boots  coming 
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out  of  a  snowdrift  down  the  hill !  'We  don't 
want  any  of  your  wool-gathering  !  " 

And  the  end  was,  of  course,  a  great  cry 
and  no  wool.  "Then,  why  not  have  a  net," 
said  I,  "  and  drag  the  things  up  in  it  ? " 
No,  this  would  not  do.  "  Why  not  a  drift 
net,  stretch  it  across  the  room  and  hang  the 
things  up  on  it  ?  "  This  was  better,  but  it 
would  not  do.  "That  is  not  a  bad  notion," 
I  was  told ;  "  but  it  would  not  look  very 
bright,  and  you  cannot  light  it  up.", 

"  You  must  light  it  up,  then  ?  "  "  Yes,  it 
must  be  lighted  up,  and  there  must  be  no 
danger  from  fire,  no  mess  from  grease ;  it 
must  not  take  too  long  to  hang  the  things 
on,  and,  above  all  things,  it  must  be  stripped 
in  half  an  hour  so  that  none  sliould  be  tired 
out  in  waiting  for  what  they  are  to  get." 

"  Would  a  cobweb  do  ?  "  "  It  would  catch 
fire  like  the  net."  "  But  if  it  were  made  of 
wire  like  those  Japanese  things  they  have 
in  the  windows?"  "But  it  would  not  be 
large  enough."  "Oh,  we  could  make  it 
forty  feet  across,  if  you  like!"  "It  would 
look  very  well  in  iron  wire."  "But  I  mean 
brass  wire,  good,  bright,  brass  wire,  a  golden 
web  in  fact !  "  "  That  sounds  right.  Try 
it."    And  we  did  ;  and  it  was  a  success. 

I  had  two  pairs  of  plyers,  one  "  round- 
nosed,"  and  the  other  "flat-nosed"  and 
cutting,  which  I  believe  cost  about  a  shilling 
each.  Tiiese  were  the  only  tools  I  wanted. 
For  the  wire  I  went  to  Stanton's,  at  73  Shoe 
Lane,  at  the  end  of  St.  Andrew's  Street, 
leading  off  Holborn  Circus.     I  bought  two 


pounds  of  "  soft  brass  wire,"  one  of  "  25  " 
gauge  which  cost  eighteenpence,  and  one  of 
"  19  "  gauge  which  cost  a  shilling.  In  other 
words,  the  materials  cost  me  half-a-crown, 
and  I  did  not  use  them  all. 

I  intended  to  fix  the  web  across  the  open- 
ing of  a  bay  window,  so  as  to  leave  the  bay 
at  the  back  of  it ;  and  tlie  size  of  this  opening 
gave  me  the  size  of  the  web.  As  I  did  not 
care  to  work  upon  the  floor,  I  put  two  deal 
tables  side  by  side,  which  gave  me  a  bench 
about  six  feet  by  five  feet  six ;  but  I  do  not 
mention  this  with  a  view  of  showing  that  it 
is  necessary  to  buy  deal  tables,  but  merely 
as  a  hint  to  those  who  might  not  perhaps 
think  of  it.  I  have  no  doubt  the  floor  would 
have  done  as  well,  but,  like  a  good  many 
other  people,  I  do  not  care  to  kneel  or  roll 
about  for  any  lengthened  time,  and  the  work, 
simple  as  it  looks,  took  me  an  hour  or  so. 

I  began  by  cutting  ofi'  eight  nine-feet 
lengths  of  the  thicker  wire,  the  19-gauge, 
and  then  a  foot  of  the  same  wire.  With  the 
round-nosed  plyers  I  put  a  hook  at  each  end 
of  the  short  piece,  and  by  fixing  the  ends 
together  made  a  ring.  At  one  end  of  each  of 
the  nine-feet  lengths  I  made  a  hook,  and 
hooked  them  all  on  to  the  ring,  pincliing  them 
up  so  that  they  should  not  slip.  I  then 
placed  the  ring  in  the  centre  of  my  tables 
and  spaced  out  the  lengths,  a,  at  equal  inter- 
vals so  as  to  obtain  a  figure  of  this  shape 
(fig.  1),  the  ends  being  off  the  table  and  fastened 
to  objects  in  the  room  so  as  to  keep  their 
distances.    {See  next  page.) 
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I  then  took  the  thinner  wire,  b,  fastened 
one  end  of  it  into  the  loop  cf  the  ring  and 


paid  it  out  spirally  over  these  eight  radii  so 
as  to  get  this  sort  of  thing  (fig.  2). 


I  began  by  keeping  the  intervals  an  inch 
apart,  and  I  gradually  increased  them  by  an 
eighth  of  an  inch  at  each  turn  ;  but  this  I 
regulated  at  the  next  operation.  I  had  to 
use  a  few  pins  to  keep  the  wire  opened  out, 
but  that  is  a  matter  of  little  importance. 
Having  got  my  web  into  shape  I  proceeded 
to  fix  it.  This  I  did  by  cutting  off  eight 
twelve-feet  lengths  of  thin  wire,  c,  and  wind- 
ing each  on  a  piece  of  firewood  as  on  a  reel. 
Taking  one  of  the  lengths  I  hooked  it  on  to 
the  central  ring,  and  then  twisted  it  round 
and  round  the  thick  wire  so  as  to  fasten  the 
spiral  down  on  to  the  radii  in  the  same  way 
as  I  had  seen  birdcages  made  ;  so  that  each 
piece  of  thin  wire  was  used  up  spirally  round 
and  round  each  radius  of  thick  wire  (fig.  3J. 


This  I  thought  would  fasten  the  web  securely, 
and  probably  it  would  have  done  had  I  been 
a  better  workman,  but  in  several  places  I 
found  a  tendency  to  slip,  and  in  order  to 


correct  this  I  cut  oft  eight  ten-feet  lengths  of 
the  thin  wire  and  fastened  one,  d,  in  between 
each  two  radii  of  the  thick,  looping  them 
over  each  time  I  crossed  a  thread  of  the  spiral. 
In  this  way  my  web  had  sixteen  radii,  and  I 
had  eight  thick  ends  and  sixteen  thin  ends 
to  fasten  it  up  with. 

I  drove  four  three-inch  French  nails  into 
the  cirners  of  the  opening  at  the  window 
bay,  two  into  the  skirting  board,  and  two 
just  below  the  cornice,  and  looping  an  end  of 
the  thick  wire  on  to  one  I  passed  it  across  the 
top  on  to  the  next  nail,  then  down  the  wall 
to  the  skirting  board,  then  across  the  floor  to 
the  other  skirting  board,  and  then  up  to  the 
nail  I  started  from  ;  and  with  a  good  haul  I 
got  it  quite  tight,  and  fastened  it  off  so  as  to 


With  the  round-nosed  plyers  I  bent  up 
a  lot  of  pins  into  double  hooks,  and  with 
them  we  hung  up  the  usual  flags,  dolls,  and 
other  presents,  so  as  to  decorate  the  web  as 
if  it  were  a  tree ;  and  the  candles  we  fixed  on 
with  a  few  turns  of  the  surplus  wire,  which 
seemed  inexhaustible.  In  the  bay  of  the 
window  behind  the  web,  we  had  some  plants  ; 
and  when  the  whole  thing  was  lighted  up 
the  efi'ect  was  really  good. 

The  brass  wire  shone  like  gold,  and  the 
little  crinkles  and  botches  in  the  workman- 
ship seemed  to  be  rather  an  improvement 
than  otherwise,  as  adding  to  the  reflections ; 
but  if  all  had  been  straight  and  trim  as  a 
birdcage-maker  would  have  done  it,  the 
brilUancy  would  have  been  fully  replaced  by 


make  a  firm  frame  to  which  to  fasten  the 
radii  of  my  web. 

I  did  the  top  first,  and  hung  the  web  so 
as  to  get  the  central  ring  in  the  centre  of 
the  opening ;  I  then  did  the  right  side,  then 
the  left,  and  then  tightened  up  the  whole 
affair  along  the  bottom.  I  had,  as  I  have 
said,  twenty-four  ends  to  fix  on  to  the  frame, 
and  when  J  finished  I  accidentally  let  the 
steps  fall  against  the  web,  and  it  held  them 
without  bulging  ;  and  on  further  experiment 
I  found  it  would  bear  any  weight  I  chose  to 
put  against  it ;  it  was  as  "  tight  as  a  fiddle," 
if  not  "  as  firm  as  a  church  ;  "  but  of  course 
the  frame  was  no  longer  rectangular ;  by 
hauling  it  inwards  with  the  cross  wires,  I 
had  got  it  down  to  form  part  of  the  web,  and 
made  the  resemblance  to  the  work  of  the 
spider  complete. 


additional  symmetry  and  neatness.  How- 
ever, the  workmanship  was  not  by  any 
means  bad,  and  as  it  was  very  kindly  and 
somewhat  ironically  said,  "  it  was  not 
painfully  professional,  but  it  was  truly 
artistic." 

Several  great  advantages  it  certainly  had 
over  the  tree  and  the  ship — there  was  no 
risk  whatever  of  its  catching  fire,  there  was 
no  chance  of  its  upsetting,  there  was  no 
labour  in  hooking  the  things  on,  no  trouble 
in  re-an-anging  them,  no  diflSculty  whatever 
in  getting  them  off. 

In  order  to  complete  the  idea,  I  bought  a 
large  golden  spider  at  Neighbour's,  comer 
of  Southampton  Street,  Holborn,  opposite 
the  Western  Central  District  post-oflSce,  for 
sevenpence  halfpenny,  and  this  formed 
a    prominent  feature  in  the  left-hand  top 
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corner.  Although  we  stretched  the  web 
across  the  window  bay  we  could  have  fitted 
it  anywhere,  and  I  am  not  quite  sure  it  would 
not  look  best  in  the  opening  of  folding  doors, 
or,  in  the  case  of  there  being  two  doors 
leading  into  a  room,  on  the  outside  of  one 
of  them  so  as  to  keep  it  hidden  till  the 
proper  moment ;  but  its  position  is  a  matter  of 
taste  and  convenience.    This  winter  we  are  j 


going  to  try  it  somewhere  else,  for,  unlike  other 
things  of  the  same  nature,  it  lasts  from 
season  to  season.  When  it  was  done  with  we 
rolled  it  up  in  a  newspaper  and  stood  it  in  a 
cupboard,  and  there  it  remained  until  I  took  it 
out  for  the  purpose  of  describing  it  in  this 
article.  Even  if  it  tarnishes  it  will  look  well, 
and  the  blacker  it  gets  the  more  nearly  it  will 
i  resemble  the  natural  web. 


For  the  purposes  of  a  school  treat,  a  fancy 
fair,  or  any  large  party,  it  would,  I  think,  be 
found  veiy  suitable,  being  about  the  only 
thing  of  the  kind  with  which  an  accident 
cannot  occur. 

It  can  be  made  of  any  size,  and  used 
many  times,  and  finally  snipped  up  into 
short  lengths  to  form  quite  a  treasury  of 
useful  bits  of  wire. 


"  Haven't  you  such  a  thing  as  a  haunted 
chamber  anywhere  about?"!  said  to 
Eonald,  when  he  had  shown  me  over  the 
house ;  then  he  abruptly  asked  if  I 
would  hke  any  hot  water,  and  I  fancied 
that  he  and  his  sister  looked  significantly 
at  each  other,  and  took  the  hint  to  hold 
my  tongue  about  what  might  be  a  delicate 
subject. 

I  soon  forgot  all  about  it,  being  too 
much  excited  with  seeing  my  friend  again 
and  finding  myself  really  in  the  Highlands 
to  stick  long  to  any  one  thought.  In  m}^ 
enthusiasm  nothing  would  serve  me  but 
assuming  the  garb  of  old  Gaul  forthwith, 
and  Eonald  rigged  me  out  in  a  kilt  of  his 
own,  after  he  had  laughed  heartily  at  my 
inexperienced  efforts  to  put  it  on  and  at 
my  calling  the  stockings  socks.  He  also 
lent  me  a  velvet  jacket  to  match,  and  a 
silver-mounted  goat's-hair  sporran,  and 
draped  round  my  shoulders  a  tartan  plaid 
fastened  by  a  cairngorm  brooch  as  large 
as  a  small  saucer.  In  this  gorgeous  arr&y 
1  came  down  to  dinner,  feeling  already 
quite  the  Highlander,  except  for  an  unac- 
customed sensation  of  coldness  about  the 
legs.  This,  you  will  vmderstand,  was 
before  the  day  when  knickerbockers  and 
bare  knees  became  familiar  to  our  youth- 
ful athletes. 

We  spent  a  quiet  evening,  talking  over 
absent  friends  and  all  the  amusements 
we  promised  ourselves  for  the  next  few 
weeks.  I  could  have  gone  on  talking 
half  the  night,  but  sister  Mary,  or  Mrs. 
Eobertson  as  I  ought  now  to  call  her, 
remembered  for  me  what  a  long  journey 
I  had  had,  and  about  ten  o'clock  sug- 
gested that  it  was  time  for  bed.  Then 
Eonald  got  a  candle  to  see  me  to  my 
room,  which  I  could  never  have  found 
out  for  myself  as  yet,  so  puzzling  were 
the  ups  and  downs  and  ins  and  outs  of 
the  house. 

As  we  reached  my  chamber  door,  the 
old  servant  Donald,  who  had  waited  at 
dinner,  appeared  in  the  passage,  and 
hobbled  forward  as  if  to  give  us  a 
light.  I  heard  him  whisper  to  his  yoimg 
master  : 

"  You're  no  going  to  put  him  in 
there  '!■  " 

"AVliy  not?"  said  Eonald,  rather 
hastily  pressing  me  in,  and  shutting  the 
door  behind  us  when  he  had  followed. 

I  was  struck  by  the  way  in  which  he 
cut  the  old  man  short,  and  by  the  careful 
glance  he  threw  into  every  corner  of  the 
room,  holding  up  the  candle  to  make  sure 
that  all  was  right.  This  roused  in  me  a 
vagut;  suspicion  that  something  might  be 
wrong. 


THE   HAUNTED  CHAMBER. 


'HEN  I 

went 
to  visit  my 
school  fel- 
low Eonald 
Shaw,  at 
the  High- 
land castle  of  which  he  had  become  lord 
by  his  uncle's  death,  my  first  impression 
was  one  of  disappointment,  so  little  did  it 
come  up  to  any  romantic  preconceptions 
of  what  a  baronial  stronghold  ought  to 
be.  Behind  it,  indeed,  were  still  to  be 
seen  a  few  crumbling  ruins,  with  traces 
of  a  donjon  keep  and  a  grass-gro^vn 
moat ;  but  the  present  mansion  seemed 
prosaically  modern,  even  ugly,  built  in 
the  most  stiff,  solid,  impretentious  style 
of  Scottish  domestic  architecture.  The 
back  part  of  the  house  was  old,  though 
hardly  dating  back  to  feudal  days ;  the 
square  front  had  been  stuck  on  only  a 
century  or  so  ago  ;  and  the  whole  looked 
as  if  it  had  been  patched  up,  eked  out, 
and  enlarged  from  time  to  time,  without 
any  consideration  except  for  convenience. 
The  interior  proved  a  little  more  satisfac- 
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tory  to  my  ideas, 
full  as  it  was  of 
rather  old-fash- 
ioned, not  to  say 
shabby,  furniture, 
of  low  -  roofed, 
queer  -  shaped 
rooms,  of  narrow 
puzzling  passages 
and  little  bits  of 
stairs,  among 
which  a  stranger 
had  some  difiS- 
culty  in  finding 
his  way. 

The  landmarks 
to  this  labyrinth 
were  supplied, 
when  one  came 
to  know  them,  by  dingy  old  family 
pictures,  himg  out  of  the  way  in 
the  hall  and  on  the  staircases,  per- 
haps as  not  being  first-class  works 
of  art ;  but  to  me  they  seemed  something 
like  what  one  might  expect  in  a  castle. 
There  was  an  old  Lord  Foulis  of  the 
Stuart  times,  with  polished  breastplate 
and  peaked  beard  ;  and  beside  him  his 
lady,  rather  cracked  and  faded,  smiling 
stiffly  out  of  an  enormous  ruff.  Then 
came  the  "Black  Lord,"  whose  counte- 
nance, indeed,  was  wrapped  m  such 
Eembrandt  gloom  that  the  features  could 
hardlv  be  made  out  imless  when  the  sun 
fell  across  it.  Another  portrait  repre- 
sented a  most  vicious-looking  old  dame 
who  had  the  reputation  of  a  high-class 
witch  m  her  day.  That  was  as  it  should 
be,  i  thought.  A  more  jovial  ancestor, 
all  lace  and  ruffles,  belonged  to  the 
Hanoverian  period,  a  fat  and  ruddy 
personage  that  no  doubt  lived  a  good  deal 
in  London.  Opposite  him  hung  the 
gallant  young  kilted  chief  who  "  went 
out  "  in  the  'Forty-five ;  while  his  prudent 
father,  to  make  all  safe  for  the  property, 
stayed  at  home  like  a  loyal  subject  of 
King  George.  Now  that  Jacobitism  had 
become  a  mere  sentiment,  the  family 
traditions  were  all  on  that  side.  Among 
the  chief  treasures  of  the  house  was  a  bit 
of  faded  tartan,  reverently  preserved 
under  a  glass  case  in  the  belief  that  it 
had  once  made  part  of  Prince  Charlie's 
plaid ;  and  Eonald  was  by  way  of  being 
shocked  when  I  spoke  of  the  "  Pretender," 
quite  inadvertently,  as  for  the  nonce  I  was 
in  the  mood  to  feel  "  Wha  wouldna  die  for 
him,  bonny  Prince  Charlie  !  "  This  relic, 
and  the  stern  ancestors,  helped  to  resign 
me  to  the  absence  of  towers,  bars,  vaulted 
halls,  and  such  like ;  but,  on  the  whole, 
the  place  seemed  not  much  of  a  castle. 
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"There  aren't  any  ghosts  here  ?  "  said 
I,  laughingly. 

"  You  don't  believe  in  ghosts,  do  you  ?  " 
he  replied,  and  at  once  turned  to  in\k  of 
something  else.  After  a  few  minutes' 
chat,  he  said  good-night,  leaving  me  to 
go  to  bed. 

The  first  thing  I  did,  when  alone,  was 
to  take  up  the  candle  and  make  for  my- 
self an  examination  of  my  quarters.  It 
was  a  long,  low-ceilinged  apartment,  that 
might  have  made  two  snug  bedrooms  of 
the  size  I  had  been  used  to.  In  the 
centre,  opposite  the  door,  was  a  large 
stone  mantelpiece  over  the  fireplace,  in 
which  a  few  peats  threw  out  a  dull  glow. 
At  one  end  stood  a  huge  bed  with  faded 
curtains,  looking  quite  the  correct  thing 
for  a  haunted  chamber.  At  the  other 
was  a  casement  window  of  small  ill-fitting 
panes  that  rattled  dolefully  in  the  wind. 
The  rest  of  the  furniture  seemed  new  and 
commonplace  enough.  The  walls  were 
ornamented  with  prints  of  dogs'  heads 
after  Landseer.  I  saw  here  no  sombre 
ancestral  portraits,  nor  anything  else  to 
harbour  ghosts,  unless  it  might  be  a  cup- 
board beside  the  bed,  the  door  of  which  I 
found  locked.  All  the  same,  I  began  to  feel 
sure  there  must  be  some  dark  story  con- 
nected with  this  room. 

Outside,  the  weather  had  turned  rough  ; 
it  was  jiTst  the  sort  of  night  for  spectres 
who  might  not  care  about  catching  cold. 
As  I  made  ready  for  bed,  I  softly  whistled 
Yankee  Doodle  "  by  way  of  trying  to 
dispel  the  gloomy  sensations  that  began 
to  take  hold  of  my  mind  in  spite  of  all  I 
could  do  to  shake  them  off.  When  almost 
undressed,  I  opened  the  window  to  look 
out ;  then  a  gust  of  wind  extinguished  my 
candle  already  flickering  in  the  draughts 
After  that  I  delayed  no  longer,  but  chmbed 
up  into  the  great  bed  and  buried  myself 
under  the  blankets. 

For  a  little  I  lay  awake,  wondering 
what  fierce  and  lawless  spirits  might  have 
reposed  in  this  chamber,  have  perhaps 
ilrawn  their  last  breath  on  this  very  bed' 
and  listening  to  the  voices  of  the  storm' 
the  rush  of  the  wind,  the  dashing  of  rain, 
the  mufiied  roar  of  waves  breaking  on  the 
beach  below.  There  was  one  old  tree 
close  beside  my  window,  that  groaned 
like  a  living  thing  as  it  writhed  in  the 
blast ;  and  every  now  and  then  some 
dead  leaf  or  twig  from  it  would  be 
whirled  crackling  against  the  panes.  All 
over  the  old  house,  also,  I  heard  creakings 
and  clatters  that  at  first  were  rather  dis 
composing.  But,  by-and-by,  these  sounds 
acted  as  a  lullaby  to  send  me  to  sleep, 
and  my  last  waking  thought  was  that  one 
could  be  very  snug  even  in  a  haunted 
chamber. 

It  proved  an  uneasy  sleep,  however, 
troubled  by  a  nightmare  dream.  I  had 
not  stuffed  my  head  for  nothing  with 
romances  and  legends  of  good  old  times 
that  taught  me  what  to  expect  in  such  a 
place.  Now,  it  seemed,  the  door  of  that 
locked  cupboard  flew  open,  and  forth 
stalked  a  gigantic  figure  in  motley  array 
of  armour  and  tartan,  with  fierce  eyes 
glowing  like  candles  through  his  visor, 
and  chains  rattling  about  him,  of  course, 
as  he  tried  to  draw  his  rusty  broadsword, 
v/hich  stuck  fast,  as  if  glued  to  its  sheath 
by  some  mighty  speU.  None  the  less  he 
advanced,  threatening  me  with  one  gaunt- 
leted  haxid,  in  the  other  holding  out  a 
telegram  for  me  to  go  back  at  once  to 


school,  while  my  tongue  was  too  frozen 
by  horror  to  cry  out  and  beg  him  to  let 
me  ofl'.  I  fancy  he  had  just  taken  off  his 
head,  helmet  and  all,  and  was  about  to 
hurl  it  at  me  in  the  best  round-hand  style 
of  a  demon  bowler,  when  I  awoke,  start- 
ing up  with  the  perspiration  on  my  brow, 
relieved  to  find  it  all  a  dream. 

"  I  have  eaten  too  much  of  that  pork 
pie,"  I  very  sensibly  said  to  myself,  for  our 
cook  had  provided  me  with  such  an  indi- 
gestible delicacy  as  refreshment  on  my 
long  journey. 

But  just  as  I  sank  back  on  the  pillow, 
and  disposed  myself  to  slumber  more 
easily,  I  was  startled  by  a  sound  heard 
over  all  the  howling  of  the  storm  without 
— a  long-drawn,  plaintive  wail  like  the 
cry  of  a  child,  that  appeared  to  come 
fi-om  beneath  me.  I  sat  up  to  listen. 
There  was  nothing  now  to  be  heard,  and 
I  supposed  my  excited  senses  must  have 
played  some  trick  on  me.  It  was  not  till 
I  had  once  more  wrapped  myself  cosily 
in  the  bedclothes  that  again  came  the  cry, 
this  time,  I  fancied,  from  the  wainscot 
near  my  head.  I  peeped  out,  straining 
eyes  and  ears  in  the  darkness  for  some 
minutes.  Then,  just  as  I  was  about  to 
repeat  to  myself  there  must  be  some  mis- 
take, once  more  the  strange  sound  thrilled 
me.  It  was  quite  unmistakable,  but 
now  seemed  to  come  from  the  other  end 
of  the  room — and  did  I  or  did  I  not  hear 
almost  noiseless  footsteps  hurrying  across 
the  floor  ?  It  was  a  comfort  to  catch  the 
mxifded  ticking  of  my  watch  beneath  the 
pillow.  That  seemed  the  next  best  thing 
to  human  companionship,  if  beings  of 
another  world  were  indeed  at  hand. 

Had  I  not  been  so  open  to  impressions 
of  the  eerie,  I  might  have  persisted  in 
assiu-ing  myself  of  some  natural  explana- 
tion for  this  disturbance.  As  it  was,'  I 
shivered  and  shut  my  eyes,  then  opened 
them  cautiously,  half  expecting  to  be  con- 
fronted with  the  spectre  of  my  dream. 
One  thing  was  certain,  I  could  not  hope 
for  another  wink  of  sleep,  so  long  as  the 
mystery  remained  unsettled. 

After  a  little  deliberation,  I  resolved  to 
get  up  and  look  about ;  but  I  hastily  drew 
back  my  foot  when,  as  soon  as  it  touched 
the  floor,  there  broke  forth  something  like 
a  choked  sigh,  and  I  could  have  sworn 
that  a  cold  breath  passed  over  me. 

I  had  to  summon  up  all  my  com-age 
before  leaping  out  of  bed  and  feeling  my 
way  across  the  room,  my  hands  stretched 
out  before  me  like  one  who  dreaded  at 
every  step  to  encounter  some  invisible 
foe.  I  fumbled  about  for  the  candle,  but 
when  I  had  found  it,  there  were  no 
matches.  I  stooped  down  to  the  almost 
extinguished  fire,  raking  together  its 
embers  and  blowing  on  them  desperately; 
but  I  could  rouse  only  a  dull  glow  that 
painted  a  deeper  gloom  on  the  surround- 
ing shadows.  With  the  poker,  I  next 
took  to  routing  under  the  bed,  in  hope  to 
dislodge  some  animal  that  might  be  lurk- 
ing there.  Nothing  of  the  kind ;  but, 
while  I  was  thus  employed,  the  ghostly 
voice  gave  me  another  scare.  Now  it 
appeared  to  come  from  outside  of  the 
room,  which  yet  it  filled  with  strange 
mingled  accents  of  woe,  entreaty,  and 
mispeakable  despair. 

I  hastily  scrambled  iip.  What  now 
sent  my  heart  into  my  mouth  ?  Eight 
opposite,  rose  a  tall  white  shape,  the 
sight  of  which  wrung  from  me  an  ejacula- 


tion of  terror,  and  I  invohintarily  threw 
up  my  hands  to  cover  my  eyes.  I 
had  almost  sunk  on  my  shaking  knees 
before  that  appalling  phantom,  when  a 
second  look  showed  me  it  was  nothing 
but  a  gleam  of  watery  moonlight  strug- 
ghng  out  from  behind  the  clouds. 

"  What  a  fool  you  are  !  "  I  told  myself, 
but  it  was  in  a  frightened  whisper ;  I  durst 

[  not  for  the  moment  raise  my  voice  for 
fear  of  its  being  echoed  fearfully  back. 
Presently,  however,  I  took  heart  to 
demand  with  more  boldness — "  Is  there 
anybody  here  ?  " 

There  was  no  answer,  imless  the  moan 
of  the  wind  without,  in  which  I  fancied 
deep-drawn  sighs  and  sobs  and  the  flutter- 
ing of  spectral  robes,  but  knew  that  my 
imagination  was  not  to  be  trusted.  All 
in  a  tremble  still,  I  took  advantage  of  the 
moonlight  to  search  the  room.  It  was 
empty.  Then  the  moon  passed  under  a 
scudding  cloud,  and  left  me  again  in  dark- 
ness, which  was  the  signal  for  a  fresh 
scare  from  the  unearthly  wail. 

I  could  not  sleep  here.  Groping  for 
my  clothes,  I  huddled  on  as  many  of  them 
as  I  could  lay  hold  of — the  kilt,  my  waist- 

j    coat ;  the  jacket  was  not  to  be  found  in  a 

I    hurry— but  I  wrapped   Eonald's  plaid 

j  round  me,  thrust  on  a  pair  of  slippers, 
and  hastened  out  shivering  into  the 
passage  with  that  cry  still  ringuig  in  my 
ears.  Then  the  first  thing  I  did  was  to 
tumble  down  a  couple  of  low  steps,  set 
there  like  a  trap  for  unwary  feet,  whereby 
I  gave  myself  a  bump  on  the  head  and  a 
bruise  on  the  shin,  and  made  noise  enough 
to  have  roused  any  one  who  might  be 
sleeping  near.  But  no  one  took  any 
notice  of  the  disturbance ;  and  after  a  short 
pause  I  set  out  on  my  explorations,  not 
so  much  lamenting  those  injuries,  as  they 

I    were  at  least  a  matter  of  flesh  and  blood. 

j  I  was  looking  for  Eonald,  my  dread  of 
the  haunted  chamber  overcoming  my 
shame  to  confess  it.  But  now  I  could 
not  make  out  my  way  in  the  dark,  wan- 
dering up  and  down,  back  and  forwards; 
even  by  broad  daylight  I  might  have  been 
puzzled  to  hit  upon  his  room,  in  which  I 
had  been  only  once  for  a  minute  or 
two.  As  I  stole  on  tiptoe  through  the 
silent  house,  an  open  door  and  a  txiendly- 
shine  invited  me  to  peep  in.  I  found 
myself  in  the  drawing-room,  where  the 
fire  had  not  gone  out.  Its  cheerful  glow- 
showed  a  wide,  cushioned  sofa  beside  the 
fireplace,  on  which  it  struck  me  I  might- 
do  worse  than  encamp  tiU  morning. 
Covering  myself  with  a  rug,  I  nestled 
down  into  the  cosy  warmth,  and  was  so 
comfortable  here  that,  before  I  had  done 
puzzling  over  what  had  dislodged  me  fr'om 
my  proper  quarters,  or  what  I  should  do 
about  it,  I  fell  fast  asleep  for  good. 
Not  till  between  seven  and  eight  in  the 

I  morning  was  I  awakened  by  one  of  the 
maids  coming  in  and  pulling  wp  the 
blinds.  She  started  and  cried  out,  when 
I  rose  fr'om  my  extemporary  couch,  for  a 
moment  unable  to  recollect  how  I  came 
to  be  here.  And  well  might  she  be  as- 
tonished to  see  me  so  queerly  dressed  I 
my  night-shirt  hanging  down  below  the 
kilt,  the  plaid  twisted  and  tied  round  me 
in  most  incorrect  fashion,  my  touzled 
hair  standing  on  end  as  if  I  still  saw  a, 
ghost — pretty  figure,  indeed,  for  a  draw- 
ing-room !  The  maid  was  an  elderly  persoit 
of  grim  appearance,  more  inclined  to  shake 
her  head  than  to  giggle  over  my  plight. 
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"  Eh !  but  I  doubt  ye've  had  a  bad 
night  of  it  !  "  she  exclaimed.  "  I'm  awful 
sorry ;  I  tell't  them  it  wasna  camiy  put- 
ting folk  to  sleep  in  yon  room." 

"Never  mind!"  said  I,  in  some  eon- 
fusion.  "There  was  too  much  noiss — I 
thought  I  should  be  more  comfortable 
here.  Don't  say  anything  about  it,  please." 
With  this,  I  puiled  out  half-a-crown, 
which  I  had  been  feeling  for  in  my  waist- 
coat pocket,  and  offered  it  her  as  a  bribe 
to  silence,  for,  now  the  darkness  was 
passed,  I  felt  rather  ashamed  of  having 
been  driven  out  of  bed  by  a  bogey. 

"  Hoots  !  I  never  take  anything  from 
laddies,"  said  she,  giving  me  back  my 
money  with  a  readiness  that  was  only 
half-pleasing,  for  boys  of  my  age  don't 
lilce  to  be  treated  on  this  footing,  even 
though  their  half-crowns  be  not  too 
plentiful.  "  But  what  wuU  ye  have  seen 
in  there  ?  "  she  asked  eagerly. 

"Oh,  nothing — nothing!"  I  answered, 
but  it  was  clear  she  did  not  believe  me, 
and  seemed  rather  disappointed  that  I 
would  not  satisfy  her  curiosity. 

I  got  her  to  show  me  Eonald's  room, 
where  I  foimd  him  almost  dressed,  on 
the  point  of  coming  to  look  after  me.  To 
him  I  told  the  whole  truth  as  to  my 
disturbed  slumbers. 

"No!"  he  ejaculated,  as  I  came  to 
speak  of  the  mysterious  voice,  and  I  saw 
he  was  very  much  put  about.  Not 
another  word  did  he  say  then,  but,  hastily 
buttoning  up,  accompanied  me  back  to 
the  haunted  chamber. 

Here  all  was  quiet  enough  now.  The 
tumbled  bed-clothes  and  a  chair  I  had 
knocked  over  in  my  agitated  gropings 
were  the  only  signs  of  the  nocturnal 
visitation.  But,  as  Ronald  stood  asking 
me  to  describe  the  disturbance  more 
accui-ately,  I  was  saved  the  trouble  by 
that  piteous  wail  all  at  once  breaking 
out  from  below  our  very  feet,  like  the 
ghost's  voice  in  "  Hamlet."  We  looked  at 
each  other  with  a  start ;  but  together  and 
in  broad  daylight,  neither  of  us  could 
feel  £0  much  afraid.    Again  came  the 


cry,  and  this  time  we  caught  a  faint 
sound  of  pattering  beneath  the  boards.  | 

"There    must   be   some   beast  down  ; 
there  !  "  said  Ronald.    "  You  dress  your- 
self, and  we'U  set  that  right." 

He  went  away,  and  I  had  hardly 
finished  my  toilet  when  he  came  back 
with  a  couple  of  carpenters  who  happened 
to  be  working  about  the  house. 

They  at  once  took  up  the  carpet  and 
set  to  raising  the  boards  where  the  noise 
seemed  to  have  come  from.  News  of  what 
was  going  on  had  spread  through  the 
castle,  and  a  little  group  of  servants 
gathered  at  the  door,  to  whom  I  appeared 
an  object  of  gi-eat  interest  through  my  ; 
recent  dealings  with  the  unseen.  They 
stood  whispering  together,  evidently  not 
quite  at  ease  ;  and  the  old  butler,  Donald, 
took  upon  himself  to  draw  Ronald  aside 
to  make  some  remonstrance  which  I 
could  not  hear. 

"  It's  aU  nonsense,  man,  as  I  told  you 
before ! "  said  the  young  lord,  rather 
sharply.  "  Why  should  bogeys  and  such- 
like go  on  living  in  the  Highlands,  when 
nobody  ever  sees  them  in  England?  Don't 
bother  me  with  your  nursery  stories.  I'll 
have  this  for  my  own  bedroom,  if  you 
say  another  word  about  it." 

He  was  cut  short  by  a  general  ex- 
clamation from  the  onlookers.  The 
workmen  had  made  a  hole  in  the  floor, 
from  which  now  crawled  forth  a  thin, 
dishevelled,  and  miserable-looking  tor- 
toise-shell cat. 

"  Eh,  but  it's  pussy  !  "  cried  my  friend, 
the  maid.  "  She's  been  lost  ever  since 
last  Sabbath.  Puir  thing,  have  ye  been 
a'  that  time  trying  to  win  oot  ?  " 

The  anxious  faces  at  once  relaxed  into^ 
a  laugh  that  ended  in  a  general  chorus  of 
pity  for  pussy's  starving  plight.  Here, 
then,  was  the  spirit  of  the  haimted 
chamber  !  The  unlucky  creatm-e,  follow- 
ing some  light-heeled  mouse  perhaps, 
must  have  managed  to  imprison  herself 
under  the  floor,  and  no  wonder  she  had 
raised  such  woeful  cries.  Ronald  laughed 
louder  than  any  one  at  this  discovery.  I 


could  see,  for  all  his  vehemence  against 
superstition,  that  he  was  much  relieved 
to  find  his  home  cleared  from  the  charge 
of  being  haunted.  As  for  me,  I  did  not 
laugh  quite  so  heartily.  The  laugh  was 
too  much  against  me,  shamefully  conscious 
of  having  been  frightened  by  a  mewing 
cat. 

At  breakfast,  I  had  made  me  a  con- 
fession and  an  apology.  There  was  no 
dark  legend  about  this  chamber,  and  no 
real  reason  why  any  one  shoidd  be  afraid 
of  it.  But  it'  happened  to  have  stood 
empty  for  a  good  many  years,  till_  the 
servants,  with  their  superstitious  notions, 
began  to  look  upon  it  as  not  canny. 
Their  dread  v/as  confirmed  when  Ronald's 
uncle  had  it  opened  a  few  days  before  his 
death,  which  happened  imder  very  painfid. 
circumstances.  After  that,  there  could  be 
no  getting  old  Donald  and  the  rest  to 
believe  but  that  some  dark  mystery  was 
associated  with  it.  To  show  the  ground- 
lessness of  their  fears,  Ronald  and  his 
sister  had  agreed  to  put  me  into  it,  who, 
as  a  stranger,  ignorant  of  its  character, 
would  naturally  not  be  predisposed  to  see 
anything  alarming  here.  Yet  they  had 
felt  a  little  guilty  in  thus  making  an  ex- 
periment with  their  guest ;  and  this  was 
the  secret  of  Ronald's  uneasiness  when  he 
learned  how  I  had  been  disturbed. 

They  offered  to  give  me  another  room, 
that,  after  what  had  passed,  I  might  not 
be  on  the  qui  vive  for  more  supernatural 
disturbances.  But  I  was  on  my  mettle 
now,  and  determined  to  sleep  in  the 
haimted  chamber.  Not  to  show  himself 
behindhand  in  corn-age,  Ronald  offered  to 
be  my  companion  ;  thus  w  e  should  for 
ever  exorcise  the  shadowy  dread  that 
threatened  to  settle  hke  a  dry  rot  on  this 
room.  So  another  bed  was  put  into  it, 
and  the  next  night  we  slept  there  together, 
too  soundly  for  any  sight  or  sound  of 
ghosts,  till  I  woke  up  to  see  the  first 
sunbeams  fallmg  on  Ronald's  head  half 
buried  on  the  piUow,  where  healthy  boy- 
hood at  least  ought  to  forget  aU  fears  and 
troubles. 


"  Hurrah  for  the  Holidays  !  "-New  Style.    (See  page  5.) 
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By  Edward  Lummis. 


•"Took  here,"  I  said,  "you  fel- 
lows,  you  ain't  going  to  stand 
this,  are  you  ?  What's  become  of 
your  principles  ?  Anyway,  if  you're 
mean  enough  to  knock  under  to  old 
Baggy,  I'm  not.  The  Honourable  Treasurer 
and  the  Honourable  Secretary  may  submit  to 
tyranny  if  their  consciences  will  let  them,  but 
i,  as  Honourable  President,  have  a  duty  to 
perform.  We  must  put  our  feet  down  some- 
where, and  I'm  going  to  put  mine  down 
liere  !  " 

Jones  jumped  back  a  yard  or  two,  and 
stared  at  my  feet  as  if  he  was  afraid  of 
them.  That  was  Jones's  way  :  always  trying 
to  take  a  rise  out  of  you,  Jones  was,  whether 
it  was  all  square  or  not.  My  boots  are 
sevens,  and  that's  not  too  big  for  a  fellow 
iour  feet  two,  is  it  ?    Well  then  ! 

You  mustn't  mix  Jones  up  with  the  Jones 
that  got  us  a  half  for  a  Trinity  schol.  I'd 
like  to  see  our  Jones  do  that  !  My  Jones  is 
Jones  mi.,  the  fellow  that  got  the  hurdles 
under  fifteen,  and  was  kissed  by  Lady 
Harrekar  when  she  gave  him  his  medal. 
Didn't  we  take  it  out  of  Jones  next  day 
though  ! 

Jones  was  Honourable  Secretary,  and 
■Goggles  was  Honourable  Treasurer,  of  the 
International  Patriotic  Club.  We  hadn't 
any  other  members  then.  Jellop  had  been 
in  at  first,  as  the  Executive  Committee,  but 
we  expelled  him  when  he  gave  Jones  a  hid- 
ing for  bagging  his  jam.  We  used  to  hold 
our  meetings  every  Wednesday  and  Satur- 
day, after  tuck,  unless  we  were  in  detention  ; 
and  if  we  were  all  three  in  detention,  we 


used  to  sit  together 
and  hold  a  meet- 
ing there. 

You  see,  it  was 
this  way.  My 
brother  Claude — 
Eubbin  max.,  you 
know — went  up  to 
Cambridge  the  term 
before,  and  came 
down  no  end  of 
a  swell.  "  Cam- 
bridge makes  a  man 
feel  what  he's 
worth,"  he  said. 
"  You  have  such 
scope  at  Cambridge. 
What  with  the 
schools,  and  boats, 
and  rugger,  and 
the  union,  a  man 
needs  all  the  time 
he  has  ;  and  if  he 
has  any  more  he 
will  find  lots  of 
organising  work  to 
do.  That's  the 
kind  of  work  to 
bring  a  man  out! 
Why  don't  you  go 
in  for  organisation, 
young  Stick-in-the- 
mud  ?  " 

"  How  can  I," 
I  answered,  "  at 
Croffington  ?  We 
haven't  any  but 
the  church  organ, 
and  I  don't  see 
how  I  can  get  at 
that." 

So  he  explained 
what  organising 
work  was.  Found- 
ing societies,  you 
know,  and  bossing 
them,  and  that  sort 
of  thing. 

"  Just  you  go  to 
work,  young  'un,"  he  said,  "and  introduce 
a  little  light  and  leading  into  old  Croft.  You 
can  start  a  Botticelli  Brotherhood,  or  a 
Henrik  Ibsen  League,  or  a  Grieg  Guild  or 
something.  Start  it  and  keep  it  running, 
and  it  will  make  a  man  of  you." 

I  told  him  I  had  never  heard  of  Henry 
Gibson  or  the  other  fellows,  but  I  would  start 
something  or  other  next  term.  "  Get  a  good 
name  for  it,"  he  said.  "  That's  half  the  battle." 
So  I  got  the  International  Patriotic  Club. 

I  wrote  out  a  pretty  prospectus,  saying  that 
the  club  would  include  all  the  school-boys  of 
all  nations,  and  was  intended  for  the  encour- 
agement of  generosity,  high  spirit,  and 
patriotism.  Jones  came  in  at  once,  and  so 
did  old  Goggles,  when  I  promised  to  make 
them  honourable  officers,  but  none  of  the 
other  chaps  would,  except  Jellop.  They  all 
wanted  to  be  honourable  officers  too.  So 
that  when  we  had  expelled  the  Executive 
Committee,  the  International  Patriotic  Club 
had  exactly  three  members.  Everything 
must  have  a  beginning,  you  know.  When 
we  had  punched  Chow  mi.'s  head,  and 
peppered  Pilkins's  pillow,  and  given  old 
Mangles  a  slippering,  the  fellows  began  to 
leave  off  laughing  at  us ;  and  then  we 
settled  down  to  business,  and  held  indigna- 
tion meetings  twice  a  week. 


This  was  no  ordinary  indignation  meeting, 
however ;  this  was  a  demonstration.  We 
held  it  in  the  boot-hole  because  of  the  rain. 
We  had  not  many  speakers,  of  course,  but  we 
made  up  for  that  by  speaking  very  often, 
and  sometimes  speaking  all  together.  The 
question  before  the  Assembly  demanded  it. 

"  I  am  going,"  I  said,  "  to  put  mine  down 
here !  When  I  look  round  upon  this  vast 
multitude,  assembled  in — assembled  in — in 
the—" 

"  In  the  boot-hole,"  Jones  suggested. 

"  In  the  sacred  interests  of  generosity,  of 
high  spirit,  and  of  patriotism,  I  feel  amazed, 
gentlemen,  that  any  member  of  this  club, 
that  any  Honourable  Secretary,  should  so  far 
forget  himself — Look  here,  Jones,  if  you  do 
that  again  I'll  give  you  a  jolly  good  hiding, 
so  look  out ! — forget  himself  as  to  approach 
a  momentous  question  like  this  with  levity  !  I 
am  thunderstruck,  gentlemen,  that  any  mem- 
ber of  the  National  Patriotic  Club,  embodying 
—  embodying — " 

"Embodying  old  Goggles,"  said  the 
Honourable  Secretary. 

"  No,  sir  !  7iot  old  Goggles  !  Embodying 
the  best  traditions  of — er — of  generosity,  of 
high  spirit,  and  of  patriotism"  (applause) 
"  should  be  such  a  beastly  sneak  as  to 
knuckle  under  to  old  Baggy.  Who,  gentle- 
men, I  ask  you  pointedly,  who  is  old 
Baggy?  " 

"  The  Keverend  James  Thompson,  B.A.," 
said  old  Goggles,  grinning.  Old  Goggles  was 
always  saying  things  and  grinning. 

"  Such,  gentlemen,"  I  proceeded,  "  is  his 
name  :  but  what  is  his  nature  ?  Is  it  a 
jolly  good  fellow?  Is  it  a  brick?  Ah, 
gentlemen,  far  indeed  is  it  from  being  a 
brick !  It  is  the  nature,  gentlemen,  of  a 
tyrant,  of  a  Cassar,  of  a  Eutropius,  of  a 
Euclid,  of  an  Algebra,  of  a  hard-hearted, 
deep-dyed  oppressor.  Is  there  a  gentleman 
present  who  has  not  felt  his  heavy  hand? 
What  lines  were  those  which  the  Honourable 
Treasurer  was  engaged  on  yesterday,  with 
three  quill  pens  tied  together  ?  Where  was 
the  Honourable  Secretary  on  Saturday  last  ? 
Behold  this  good  left  hand,  marked  with 
lines  of  torture  !  That  cane,  gentlemen,  that 
chill  dungeon  of  detention,  that  weary 
impot,  were  the  wicked  instruments  of  old 
Baggy! " 

A  murmur  agitated  the  whole  assembly. 
"  And  now,  members  of  the  National 
Patriotic  Club,  now  is  the  time  to  show  your 
generosity,  your  high  spirit,  and  your  pa- 
triotism. Look  back  on  the  ancient  heroes 
of  old  antiquity !  Eemember  Brutus,  and 
Jack  Sheppard,  and  Nelson  !  What  would 
they  have  done,  if  old  Baggy  had  caned 
them,  and  detained  them,  and  jolly  well 
jawed  them  too,  the  sneak?  Would  they 
have  stood  it  ?  Would  they  have  caved  in  ? 
Would  they  have  knuckled  under  ?  Not 
they !  They  were  too  genei'ous,  too  high- 
spirited,  too  patriotic.  J^o,  gentlemen, 
they  would  have  shown  what  was  in  them, 
they  would  have  proved  their  courage  and 
their  pride  ;  they  would,  gentlemen,  have 
run  away !  " 

At  this  point  the  demonstration  was  dis- 
solved by  the  appearance  of  Benjamin  to 
black  the  boots.  But  the  words  so  bravely 
uttered  had  sunk  deep  into  all  hearts.  When 
we  met  again,  it  was  to  plot. 

Old  Goggles  had  a  pistol  and  three  real 
cartridges,  which  his  brother  had  given  him 
in  the  holidays.     Jones  had  two   tins  of 
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salmon  and  one  of  sardines,  and  a  knife  with 
a  blade  that  would  open  them.  I  had  a  little 
bag,  a  rug,  and  one-and-fourpence  in  coppers. 
The  fellow  that  ran  away  was  to  have  the  lot. 

Then  we  discussed  who  should  deal  the 
blow ;  this  was  doubtful  for  a  long  time,  but 
fate  at  last  settled  it.  Jones  and  old  Goggles 
were  both  caught  out  of  bounds,  and  gated 
until  the  end  of  term— a  whole  fortnight. 
Who  could  tell  when  I  might  share  their  fate  ? 
The  time  for  action  had  come,  and  I  alone 
was  free  to  act. 

On  Wednesday  afternoon,  after  tuck,  I  ran 
away.  It  felt  very  curious,  quite  unlike  what 
you  might  expect.  One  thing  was  very 
strange.  If  I  had  not  known  that  I  was 
doing  a  generous,  a  high-spirited,  and  a 
patriotic  thing,  I  should  have  thought  I  was 
doing  something  to  be  ashamed  of.  Once 
especially,  when  I  had  to  call  at  Austin's  to 
buy  two  French  loaves,  you  can  have  no  idea 
how  mean  I  felt  and  looked.  I  sneaked  into 
the  shop,  and  asked  for  what  I  wanted  in 
such  a  guilty  way  that  Mrs.  Austin  said, 
"  What  mischief  are  you  about  now,  young 
gentleman  ?  "  and  I  could  do  nothing  in 
reply  but  grin  and  giggle.  I  felt  just  like  old 
Goggles  when  he's  being  rowed  for  dropping 
catches. 

It  was  awfully  hot.  If  there  was  any 
breeze  going,  I  thought  it  would  be  about  the 
shore  ;  so  I  went  down  by  the  beach  towards 
Solentia,  and  took  things  ea.sy.  I  began  to 
feel  more  comfortable  in  my  mind  as  I  got 
away  from  school,  and  by  the  time  I  reached 
Smuggler's  Island  I  was  plodding  away  in  a 
very  don't-care  fashion,  and  only  half  awake. 
Smuggler's  Island  is  a  rocky  httle  place 
about  a  hundred  yards  beyond  low  water,  but 
the  channel  is  rather  deep.  Opposite  the 
island  the  road  skirts  along  the  shore  just 
under  a  steep  hill  covered  with  dense  brush- 
wood. 

When  I  got  abreast  of  the  island,  I  say,  I 
was  half  asleep  ;  but  wasn't  I  wide  awake  in 
two  jiffeys  !  There,  not  fifty  yards  away 
from  me,  and  coming  my  way,  was  no  other 
than  old  Baggy  himself  !  Luckily  he  was  as 
drowsy  as  I  had  been,  and  thinking  away  like 
anything.  When  old  Baggy  was  like  that 
you  might  steal  his  hat  off  his  head  without 
his  knowing  it. 

There  was  only  one  thing  to  do.  I  made  a 
frantic  rush  for  the  bank,  and  scrambled  up 
into  the  brushwood.  With  my  rug  and  my 
bag  to  carry,  it  was  awfully  hard  work  ;  there 
were  thorns  too,  no  end,  and  horrible  little 
prickles  that  you  couldn't  see  ;  but  old  Baggy 
was  coming,  and  I  wasn't  going  to  be  caught 
for  a  trifle.  I  wriggled  and  fought  through 
about  ten  feet  of  it,  and  then  found  myself  in 
a  little  bit  of  clear  ground  ;  there  I  crouched 
down  and  waited  for  him  to  get  past. 

Old  Baggy  seemed  to  be  in  no  particular 
hurry.  Exactly  opposite  where  I  lay  he 
stopped,  and  my  heart  came  into  my  mouth  ; 
but  he  stood  quite  quiet,  looking,  so  far  as  I 
could  tell,  not  in  my  direction  at  all,  but  out 
to  sea.  After  standing  silent  for  an  age,  and 
giving  me  cramp,  he  began  to  mutter  and 
murmur,  as  if  he  were  talking  in  his  sleep, 
and  moved  slowly  away  towards  Croffington. 

He  had  had  time  to  get  there  and  back  be- 
fere  I  ventured  to  move.  When  I  did  move, 
I  discovered  some  very  curious  things.  The 
little  hollow  in  the  gorse  in  which  I  found 
myself  did  not  look  at  all  like  an  accidental 
gap  ;  it  looked  as  if  it  had  been  made  on  pur- 
pose, or  at  any  rate  found  out  by  somebody 
and  improved  ;  for  it  was  very  nearly  square 
in  shape,  and  had  two  doors,  one  at  the  back 
and  oi!e  at  the  side,  with  narrow  lanes  wind- 
ing oft  through  the  brushwood.  I  tossed  up 
whieh  of  these  I  should  take— heads  the  back 
door,  tails  the  side  door.  It  fell  head,  but  I 
took  the  side  door  to  shew  my  independence. 
Th.e  narrow  passage  was  not  at  all  straight, 


and  had  not  been  used  for  a  long  time. 
Every  now  and  then  it  was  blocked  up  by  a 
straggling  bush,  and  I  had  not  gone  many 
yards  before  I  returned  to  my  square  room, 
and  put  down  my  rug  and  bag,  to  be  left  till 
called  for.  Without  them  I  got  on  much 
faster,  and  had  soon  traced  the  path  to  its 
end.  It  led  you  out  behind  a  very  large 
and  thick  clump ;  on  the  other  side  were 
several  smaller  clumps,  and  beyond  them  a 
lot  of  scattered  bushes  on  the  edge  of  a  bit  of 
open  common.  This  piece  of  waste  ground 
stretched  as  far  as  the  Solentia  road.  The 
fellows  that  made  that  way  must  have  been 
awfully  clever.  You  would  never  have  found 
it  out  by  accident,  and  even  if  you  knew  it  was 
there  you  might  search  for  days  before  vou 
found  it.  If  I  hadn't  noticed  a  bit  of  wiiite 
wool  on  the  top  of  that  big  clump  of  furze  I 
don't  think  I  could  ever  have  found  my  way 
back.  But  I  did,  after  a  time,  and  then  I 
rested  a  good  long  spell,  for  I  was  awfully 
fagged. 

When  I  began  to  explore  the  other  little 
lane  through  the  brushwood  I  found  it  much 
harder  work.  It  wound  about  like  an  eel  in 
convulsions,  and  yet  seemed  always  to  lead 
you  uphill.  The  brushwood  on  each  side 
was  tall,  thick,  and  unbroken,  and  I  shouldn't 
wonder  if  the  path  was  made  so  wriggly,  just 
in  order  to  prevent  anybody  spotting  it  from 
the  sea. 

I  should  think  that  one  end  of  it  was  not 
more  than  twenty  yards  from  the  other,  but 
the  track  itself  must  have  been  three  times 
as  long  as  that. 

It  ended  in  the  jolliest  way  in  the  world, 
just  like  what  you  might  expect.  You  sud- 
denly turned  a  sharp  corner,  came  back 
again  for  a  yard  or  two,  then  turned  again  to 
the  right,  and  there  you  were  !  You  had 
bushes  behind  you,  bushes  in  fi'ont  of  you, 
bushes  between  you  and  the  sea,  bushes  over- 
head, bushes  on  all  sides  but  one,  and  on 
that  side,  in  the  face  of  the  hill,  there  was  a 
sort  of  door  about  four  feet  high,  and  inside 
the  door  a  clean,  dry  cave.  It  was  just  per- 
fect. The  brushwood  shut  it  in  so  closely  all 
round  that  it  seemed  at  the  entrance  hke  a 
little  house  made  of  furze  and  broom ;  but 
when  you  went  inside  you  found  it  quite  high 
enough  for  a  man  to  stand  up  in,  with  walls 
made  of  yellow  stone  and  a  fiat  floor  covered 
with  turf.  The  room  was  about  three 
yards  across  and  five  yards  long.  At  the 
back  it  was  much  lower,  and  seemed  to  go  on 
for  several  yards  more  before  it  came  to  an 
end,  but  this  part  wasn't  quite  in  a  line  with 
the  rest,  and  the  light  from  the  entrance 
didn't  reach  so  far. 

This  was  stunning.  If  I  had  ordered  it  to 
be  got  ready  for  me  it  couldn't  have  suited 
me  better  ;  and  to  think  it  had  been  there  all 
this  time,  and  none  of  our  fellows  knew  it ! 
What  larks  I  should  have,  taking  them  to  it, 
if  I  ever  saw  any  of  them  again !  What  a 
jolly  place  it  would  be  for  the  International 
Patriots  to  hold  secret  meetings  in  ! 

I  went  back  for  my  traps.  It  was  no  end 
of  a  fag  lugging  them  up  to  the  cave,  but  I 
got  them  there  at  last.  Then  I  spread  the 
rug  out  on  the  turf,  stretched  myself  on  it 
and  opened  my  bag. 

Two  tins  of  salmon,  a  knife,  a  yard  of  string, 
a  box  of  matches,  two  candles,  two  Prench 
loaves  that  had  been  very  chummy  with  the 
candles,  a  photograph  wrapped  in  tissue 
paper,  a  conjuring  toy  given  me  by  my  little 
brother,  the  "  Dog  Eiend,"  in  paper  covers, 
a  bottle  of  ginger-beer,  a  tin  of  sardines, 
three  real  cartridges  and  a  real  pistol— old 
Goggles's.  In  my  pocket  were  seven  pennies 
and  five  halfpence. 

My  first  business  was  with  the  sardines. 
I  shall  never  cease  to  be  proud  of  the  fact 
that  I  opened  that  box  with  that  knife  with- 
out cutting  myself.    Then  I  scraped  one  of 


my  French  loaves.  Half  of  it,  with  eight 
sardines,  made  a  very  decent  meal.  I  finished 
the  ginger-beer,  but  kept  the  bottle  to  hold 
water.  When  I  had  done,  I  opened  my  book, 
sprawled  at  ease  upon  my  rug,  and  made  up 
my  mind  to  read  until  I  grew  sleepy. 

This  was  all  very  well  until  night  came 
on.  After  it  had  become  too  dark  to  read,  I 
had  nothing  to  do  but  lie  there,  wrapped  in 
niy  rug,  and  think.  It  was  easy  enough,  to 
;  be  sure,  but  it  was  not  at  all  pleasant.  I  be- 
gan to  think  about  old  Croffington,  and  wonder 
whether  they  had  found  out  yet  that  I  had 
run  away.  They  would  be  sure  to  find  out 
before  bed-time  ;  and  what  would  they  do 
then  ?  would  they  telegraph  home  to  my— to 
my  people  ?  If  so,  what  a  scare  my  people 
would  be  in  !  I  took  out  the  photograph  from 
my  bag,  and  looked  at  it  in  the  dim  light.  What 
a  shame  to  give  them  such  a  fright  at  home  ! 
I  ought  to  have  thought  about  it  before, 
of  course,  but  that  didn't  help  me  now.  I 
knew  what  I  would  do:  I  would  creep  out 
as  far  as  Solentia  to-morrow,  and  telegraph 
home,  "  I  am  all  right  don't  be  scared.— 
Harry."  But  if  I  did,  would  the  post  office 
people  catch  hold  of  me  and  keep  me  until 
the  Doctor  came?  I  began  to  feel  just  as 
mean  and  sneaking  as  I  had  done  at  first. 

I  was  sorry  I  had  eaten  all  those  sardines, 
too,  and  that  dark  part  of  the  cave  behind 
began  to  stick  in  my  mind.  At  first  the 
"  Dog  Fiend  ' '  kept  coming  out,  until  I  took  to 
thinking  about  one  of  Jules  Verne's  hooka  in- 
stead ;  after  that  a  much  more  horrible  thing, 
all  eyes  and  suckers  and  wriggling  arms,  lay 
watching  me  in  that  hole.  As  I  dropped  off 
to  sleep  he  would  begin  crawling  towards  me, 
and  I  would  awake  with  a  start.  After  five 
or  sis  of  these  frights  I  at  last  fell  asleep  in 
good  earnest,  with  my  rug  for  bed  and  my  bag 
for  pillow. 

If  you  mix  up  Jones  minor  and  old  Goggles 
with  old  Baggy  and  the  Doctor ;  add  a  little 
generosity,  high  spirit,  and  patriotism  to  the 
sensations  of  a  howling  sneak  ;  take  a  figure 
from  a  photograph,  pale  and  weeping,  a 
pouncing  telegraph  clerk,  a  "Dog  Fiend" 
and  an  octopus  the  size  of  an  elephant,  and 
stir  them  all  up  in  a  dark  cave  with  olive  oil 
and  sardines,  you  get  a  nightmare  big  enough 
to  fill  the  whole  night  and  stick  out  several 
hours  into  the  day.  While  it  lasts,  a  night- 
mare is  no  joke  ;  the  only  good  thing  about 
it  is  the  laugh  you  get  when  you  remember 
it  next  morning ;  but  if  it  does  not  stop  when 
you  awake,  but  only  grows  more  real  and 
more  horrible,  how  then  ? 

One  by  one  they  came  up  out  of  the  dark- 
ness, those  dreadful  shapes,  and  stood  around 
me  ;  others  with  wings  came  fluttering  over 
their  heads,  and  more  and  more,  until  I  was 
roofed  in,  shut  out  from  air  and  coolness,  by 
a  cloud  of  grinning  monsters.  They  began 
to  laugh.— at  first  low,  so  that  you  could 
hardly  hear  them,  then  louder  and  louder, 
giggling  and  cackling  and  roaring,  thousands 
and  thousands  of  them.  I  could  feel  their 
breath  roll  over  me,  heavy  and  stifling:  it 
choked  me.  Out  of  the  crowd  came  one 
more  fearful  than  the  rest,  with  claws  of  red- 
hot  steel ;  it  held  out  a  black  hand,  tipped 
with  fire,  and  waved  it  round  and  round  over 
my  head  ;  at  last,  with  a  sudden  swoop,  it 
touched  my  face, — and  I  awoke. 

I  awoke  in  the  act  of  brushing  that  fire 
from  my  face.  For  the  next  few  moments  I 
lay  staring  and  panting  in  bewilderment,  and 
did  not  know  where  I  was,  or  what  I  feared. 
The  next  instant  I  remembered  the  cave  and 
the  brushwood,  and  knew  what  was  happen- 
ing. I  lay  for  another  instant  quite  stifl'  with 
fear,  and  then  shrieked  and  sprang  to  my 
feet.  Another  spark  had  been  carried  by  the 
wind  against  my  cheek.  I  ran  to  the  mouth 
of  the  cave  and  tried  to  look  out.  The  wind 
blew  in  gusts,  sometimes  rollmg  along  a  cloud 
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the  long  tunnel  if  need  be.  The  staircase  was 
shorter  than  I  expected  ;  it  gradually  widened 
into  a  tall,  roomy  cave  ;  the  slope  grew  less 
steep,  and  I  was  soon  standing  upon  a  level 
floor. 

Holding  my  candle  high  above  my  head  I 
peered  around.  The  little  light  it  gave 
did  not  show  me  how  high  the  cavern  was, 
nor  how  broad,  but  only  that  it  was  very 
lofty  and  spacious.  When  I  had  once  stood 
still  I  did  not  like  to  move  again  ;  I  was  cold 
and  shivering,  and  in  the  very  bluest  of  blue 
funks.  But  once  and  again  the  flame  of  my 
candle  was  shaken  by  a  puft'  of  air,  and  I 
could  make  out  the  smell  of  burning  bushes. 
As  I  strained  my  sight  into  the  darkness 
around  me  I  thought  I  could  see  a  faint 
glimmer  of  white.  I  moved  towards  it,  and 
peered  downwards.    It  was  a  skeleton. 

After  that  there  was  another  gap  before  I 
thought  again.  When  I  did  so,  I  had  found 
the  wall  of  the  cavern  with  the  casks  piled 
all  along  it,  had  followed  it  to  the  cornel  with 
its  naiTow  passage,  had  traced  the  passage  to 
its  opening,  crawled  through  a  screen  of  brush- 
wood, and  was  out  in  the  free  air. 

I  thought  I  wouldn't  tell  you  what  I  did 
next,  but  Chickweed  says  I'd  better.  He 
says  anybody  might  have  done  it  in  the  same 
fix,  and  I  mustn't  be  ashamed  of  it.  I  sat  down 
on  a  shelf  of  rock  and  began  to  laugh  ;  not 
that  there  was  anything  very  comic  about  it, 
only  somehow  I  felt  I  must  laugh,  and  couldn't 
help  it  to  save  my  life.  I  went  on  laughing 
for  an  awful  time,  fit  to  split,  and  then,  in 
the  middle  of  it,  suddenly  started  blubbing. 
It  feels  awfully  funny  to  want  to  laugh  and 
blub  at  the  same  time,  and  not  to  be  able  to 
make  up  your  mind  about  it,  and  so  to  go  on 
doing  both  at  once. 

It  took  me  a  long  time  to  get  straight, 
but  I  did  so  at  last,  and  felt  better  than  I 
had  done  since  my  attack  upon  the  sardines. 
Then  I  began  to  look  about  me,  and  saw  a 
sight  worth  seeing.  I  was  on  Smugglers' 
Island.  A  heavy  wind  was  lashing  the 
waves  into  froth  all  round  me  ;  every  billow 
was  tipped  with  blood,  and  the  channel 
between  me  and  the  mainland  looked  like 
liquid  fire  ;  the  coast  shone  out  for  miles  in 
a  lurid  glare,  and  great  wreaths  of  smoke 
wavered  away  over  the  inland  woods,  for  one 
half  of  the  wild  hill  opposite  was  wrapped  in 
flame. 

The  half  to  my  left  was  already  a  blackened 
knoll.  I  could  see  the  fire  creeping  on  as  it 
finished  with  one  bit  of  brushwood  and  made 
up  its  mind  there  was  fresher  food  ahead. 
Sometimes  it  was  itself  caught  in  the  wind, 
and  gave  a  great  jump  for  yards  and  yards  ; 
but  it  always  came  back  and  did  its  work. 
It  burned  for  three  hours,  and  all  that  time 


I  watched  it,  I  alone  ;  there  might  be  others 
out  of  sight  on  other  sides  of  the  hill,  but  no 
one  ventured  underneath  it  on  the  Solentia 
road.  By  the  time  it  ended  the  day  was 
breakmg,  and  long  after  it  was  light  the 
smoke  kept  rolling  away  from  the  black  hill- 
side. 

When  the  sun  was  high,  and  nobody  had 
yet  turned  up  on  the  shore,  I  began  to  feel 
hungry  and  thirsty.  It  was  then  that  I 
first  set  about  wondering  what  had  become 
of  my  bag,  with  its  loaves  and  small  fishes. 
I  had  had  it  in  the  tunnel  when  I  lit  my 
candle ;  that  was  certain  ;  I  felt  certain  I  had 
had  my  rug  too ;  but  they  were  gone  now, 
and  I  wouldn't  have  gone  back  to  look  for 
them  to  be  made  captain  of  the  first  eleven. 

I  sat  down  again  upon  my  rock,  and 
waited.  I  felt  very  sick  and  faint,  and  the 
sun  grew  awfully  hot.  I  did  not  go  to  sleep, 
but  yet  I  kept  dreaming — not  about  the 
cave,  and  the  fire,  anc\  the  tunnel,  as  you 
might  have  thought,  but  about  home,  and 
my  people,  and  years  ago.  Every  now  and 
then  I  woke,  and  every  time  I  was  shivering 
like  a  jelly.  It  must  have  been  hours  while 
I  was  sitting  there. 

And  then,  at  last,  I  awoke  again,  and 
found  somebody  bending  over  me,  and  calling 
my  name ;  I  was  not  a  bit  surprised,  even 
when  I  found  it  was  old  Baggy,  and  that  he 
was  dripping  wet ;  I  awoke  again  when  they 
were  taking  me  out  of  the  boat,  and  then 
next  time  I  awoke  I  was  in  bed,  with  the  dear 
old  mater  sitting  by  me,  and  telling  me  to 
keep  quite  quiet. 

After  mother  had  gone,  and  I  was  allowed 
to  get  up  for  a  few  minutes,  and  to  talk 
a  little,  I  told  Mr.  Thompson  all  about  it. 
We  had  grown  quite  chummy  while  I  was 
ill.  And  then  he  went  with  an  excise  ofScer, 
and  found  the  tunnel,  and  the  skeleton,  and 
the  casks  full  of  vinegar,  and  brought  me 
back  my  rug  and  things  ;  but  nobody  could 
make  out  how  long  ago  the  smugglers  had  left 
it,  or  anything  more  than  I  found  out, 

So  now  that  I  am  all  right  again  Chick- 
weed  says  I  ought  to  write  it  all  down. 
Chickweed  is  the  editor  of  our  school  mag., 
"  The  Croffingtonian."  He  says  he  will  go 
through  it,  and  make  it  all  right  about  the 
language  and  the  spelling  and  that,  and 
here  it  is. 

As  for  the  International  Patriotic  Club,  I 
don't  think  I  shall  go  on  with  that,  now  that 
Mr.  Thompson  has  started  the  Debating 
Society.  The  Doctor  took  old  Goggles's 
pistol  and  sent  it  home  to  his  father  ;  and 
he  said  in  school,  after  prayers,  that  no  fire- 
arms of  any  sort  were  permitted.  You  should 
!  just  have  seen  the  silly  way  in  which  old 
i  Goggles  grinned  when  the  Doctor  said  that ! 


of  burning  smoke,  sometimes  a  shower  of 
sparks,  sometimes  a  sweet  breath  of  cool  air. 
Suddenly  a  fiercer  gust  than  ever  swept  all 
the  smoke  away,  and  showed  me  how  frightful 
was  my  plight.  All  round  me  the  bushes  were 
ablaze,  and  flying  bits  of  flame  carried  the  fire 
to  new  fuel.    There  was  no  hope  of  flight. 

I  cowered  back  into  the  cave,  seized  my 
rug  and  bag,  and  rushed  back  to  the  narrow 
«nd.  I  had  some  notion  that  it  would  be 
cooler  there,  and  that  I  might  block  out  the 
smoke  with  my  rug.  I  remember  that  thought 
•olearly  ;  it  was  the  last  before  a  gap.  The 
next  thought  I  had  was  that  I  was  saved. 

How  I  did  it  without  killing  myself  I  can't 
make  out,  but  between  these  two  thoughts  I 
"had  groped  and  stumbled  for  at  least  thirty 
yards  along  a  low  narrow  tunnel.  The  air  I 
was  breathing  was  cool,  but  dank  and  mouldy, 
like  it  is  in  cellars.  The  only  whifi  of  smoke 
was  what  I  had  brought  in  my  clothes  and 
rug.    I  was  saved. 

]3ut  I  hardly  dared  stop  to  think  so,  I  was 
so  wild  to  get  further  away  from  the  smoke 
and  fire.  I  remembered  my  candles,  groped 
in  my  bag  for  matches,  and  lit  one  of 
ihem.  I  grudged  the  time  that  it  took  me, 
but  was  glad  when  I  had  done  it.  The  light 
•was  a  great  comfort.  About  ten  yards 
•further  I  came  to  a  wall,  and  thought  for  a 
moment  that  it  was  the  end  ;  but  no,  the 
tunnel  turned  sharp  to  the  left  and  led  down 
a  sort  of  rough,  steep  staircase. 

It  was  as  I  was  stumbling  down  this  slope 
that  the  idea  first  struck  me  what  a  queer 
thing  I  had  found  out.  There  could  be  no 
doubt  about  this  tunnel,  any  more  than  about 
(the  lanes  in  the  brushwood  which  was  blaz- 
ing overhead  ;  it  had  been  made  by  men,  ard 
used  for  some  secret  purpose.  I  was  pleased 
•that  I  had  found  it  out.  I  dare  say  that  at 
another  time  I  should  have  been  afraid  to  go 
so  far  into  it  alone  ;  I  never  thought  of  that 
«ow,  but  only  of  the  fearful  thing  I  was 
leaving  behind  me. 

The  tunnel  turned  again  to  the  left,  and 
tran  quite  straight  and  level.  It  was  tall 
enough  for  a  man  to  stand  upright  in  ;  at 
every  few  yards  there  were  great  wooden 
beams,  with  another  across  them,  holding 
up  the  roof.  This  particular  stretch  must 
have  been  three  hundred  yards  long,  but  it 
might  have  been  three  thousand  for  all  I 
cared  then  ;  at  last  it  turned  twice  to  the 
left,  as  it  had  done  at  first,  and  I  began 
climbing  up  another  slope. 

When  I  had  climbed  about  halfway,  as  I 
thought,  I  suddenly  felt  a  breath  of  wind  in 
iny  face,  bringing  with  it  a  whiff  of  smoke. 
~For  a  moment  I  pulled  up  short,  in  great 
terror,  but  I  soon  made  up  my  mind  to  go  on 
as  far  as  I  could,  for  I  could  always  get  back  to 


I. 

DE.  Geeexg.^ge,  as  a  rule,  I  believe,  objected 
strongly  to  hampers.  He  denounced 
them  as  the  "  ill-omened  receptacles  of  per- 
nicious edibles  prepared  for  those  who 
bartered  for  the  pleasures  of  the  palate  the 
"peptic  potentialities  of  the  digestive  organs." 
But  for  some  time  after  he  came  among  us 
I  he  did  not  put  a  stop  to  them.  His  pi~e- 
■  decessor,  a  mild  but  far-seeing  man,  had 
encouraged  the  system  of  hampers  rather 
than  otherwise  ;  he  said  it  was  natural  that 
the  boys  should  like  to  know  that  their 
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By  E.  W.  K.  Ed'wards, 

Author  of    Tompkins's  Telephone"  etc. 

friends  at  home  had  not  quite  forgotten  them. 
But  with  Dr.  Greengage  it  was  different.  He 
was  a  man  in  whom  the  spirit  of  reform  was 
strong ;  he  was  much  chafed  by  the  effects  of 
his  predecessor's  laxity,  and  he  was  only 
awaiting  a  good  excuse  for  forbidding  hampers, 
as  he  had  already  forbidden  catapults,  ex- 
cessive grub-buying,  foreign  stamp  collecting, 
and  other  sources  of  juvenile  shortcomings. 

For  us,  like  other  boys,  I  suppose,  a  host 
of  tender  associations  clustered  round  a 
newly-arrived  hamper.  I  hardly  knew  which 
was  most  pleasant,  distributing  portions  of 
my  own  hamper,  or  sharing  the  contents  of 


others.  We  had  a  sort  of  chronic  mania  for 
hampers.  Mine  used  to  come  about  a  week 
after  the  beginning  of  term.  Old  Johnny 
Bullock  had  a  hamper  in  the  middle  of  each 
term,  not  to  mention  special  occasions,  such 
as  the  Feast  of  St.  Michael  and  Lady-Day ; 
but  then  his  people  were  farmers,  and  had 
liberal  ideas  of  eating  and  drinking. 

Jenkins  was  the  only  fellow  who  seemed 
never  to  have  a  hamper  sent  him..  His  father 
was  a  popular  physician  who  was  said  to 
know  more  about  peoples'  insides  than  any 
one  else  in  London.  He  had  written  a  book 
entitled  The  Digestive  Organs  :  Their  Rela- 
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tions  to  Moral  and  Domestic  Life,  a  work 
somewhat  in  the  style  of  the  late  Samuel 
Warren— a  mixture  of  poetry  and  practice, 
and  on  the  title-page  was  a  quotation  from 
Shakespeare — 

"An  unilergoing  stomach  to  bear  up 
Against  what  might  ensue."— 7V(€  Tempest. 

So  Davey  Jenkins  had  been  brought  up  in 
the  lap  of  wholesome  frugality ;  and  his 
learned  father,  I  dare  say,  hoped  that  he 
would  grow  up  a  splendid  man,  and  in  the 
end  die  of  sheer  longevity. 

However,  Davey  Jenkins  was  anything  but 
a  splendid  boy  at  the  tima  I  knew  him.  Ho 
was  rather  old-looking,  with  a  long  face  and 
straight  stubbly  black  hair  ;  and  he  was  very 
small  in  every  way,  with  a  small  head  and  a 
sniall  body,  small  black  eyes  and  a  small 
voice ;  but  the  smallest  thing  about  him  was 
his  mind,  which  was  so  extremely  minute 
that  it  was  a  prey  or^ly  to  cares  and  joys  of 
the  smallest  description.  But  he  had  his 
good  points,  of  course.  He  was  extremely 
tidy,  and  always  arrayed  in  a  neat  Eton 
jacket  with  a  spotless  collar  ;  and  he  was 
very  good-natured.  His  father  allowed  him 
plenty  of  money,  knowing  that  Dr.  Greengage 
discountenanced  visits  to  the  tuck-shop  ;  so 
Davey  Jenkins  made  himself  rich  in  books 
and  periodicals,  carpenters'  tools,  mechanical 
novelties,  and  all  sorts  of  sources  of  amuse- 
ment and  happiness.  These  he  would  lend 
to  anybody,  so  nobody  disliked  him,  and 
some  liked  him.  If  Davey  Jenkins  had  not 
I  had  quite  such  a  small  mind  he  might  have 
,  found  life  tolerably  agreeable. 

But,  alas  !  no  one  is  satisfied  in  this  world. 
The  king  sighs  for  obscurity,  and  the  peasant 
longs  for  power,  etc.  etc.  Nothing  we  possess 
ever  seems  to  make  up  for  the  absence  of 
what  we  just  don't  possess.  Macslogger 
makes  his  century,  but  instead  of  being  elated, 
lie  spends  a  sleepless  night  thinking  of  how 
he  ought  to  have  played  the  ball  that  bowled 
liim.  Davey  Jenkins  had  much  to  make 
him  happy— fret-saws,  moths,  stamp-albums, 
books,  and  plenty  of  cash.  But  he  wasn't 
happy.  He  was,  in  fact,  at  times  miserable  ; 
something  small  preyed  on  his  little  mind. 
You  have  read  in  fairy  tales  how  the  father 
and  mother  of  Tom  Thumb  and  such  pro- 
digies sigh  for  a  son  and  then  have  one. 
Well,  Davey  Jenkins  sighed  for  a  hamper. 
He  sighed  in  vain.  At  first  he  wrote  to  his 
father  :— "  P.5.— Please  send  me  a  hamper  ; 
all  the  other  fellows  have  one.''  His  father 
wrote  to  Dr.  Greengage  to  ask  if  woven 
■wicker  baskets  or  hampers  were  among  the 
school  requisites,  and  Dr.  Greengage  said  No. 
Then  Davey  Jenkins  gave  up  trying  to  extort 
grub  from  his  unwilling  father,  and  actually 
became  rather  silent  and  reserved.  Wasn't 
it  contemptible  of  him  ? 

Loftus  Browne,  now,  was  quite  different. 
He  was  second  boy  in  the  Upper  Sixth, 
awfully  good  at  Latin  verse  (it  was  whispered 
that  he  had  put  the  whole  of  Gray's  Elcgij 
into  hexameters  and  pentameters  in  an  after- 
noon), good  at  cricket  and  swimming,  and 
rather  a  "  dawg  "  on  Sunday  mornings.  He 
held  himself  up  and  joked  freely  with  some 
of  the  under-masters.  But  what  makes  a 
gloomy  silence  descend  even  over  Loftus 
Browne  at  intervals?  He  is  thinking  how 
he  would  like  to  be  able  to  dress  as  his  brother, 
who  is  in  an  office  in  London,  dresses  ;  he  is 
sighing  for  a  swagger  tie,  a  higher  collar,  and 
a  daily  top-hat.  If  the  fellows  knew  what 
was  on  his  mind  would  they  despise  him 
heartily  ?  No  ;  but  then  Loftus  Browne  was 
different ! 

Davey  Jenkins's  misery  began  with  pride. 
Things  were  often  offered  him  from  other 
fellows'  hampers,  which  he  generally  took, 
not  without  a  pang  of  pride,  which  grew 
keener  as  his  hunger  disappeared.  Then 


some  fellow  inadvertently  said  something 
which  seemed  to  his  distorted  imagination  to 
allude  to  his  hamperless  condition,  and  then 
he  became  worse. 

The  events  of  the  next  chapter  were  there- 
fore a  surprise. 

n. 

Term  was  getting  on.  Already  some  en- 
thusiastic anticipator  had  scrawled  up  in 
chalk  in  the  fives-courts,  "  5  weeks  more  to 
the  holidays,"  endorsed  with  a  "hooray  "  in 
a  still  worse  hand.  We  had  just  had  the 
whole  holiday  which  Dr.  Greengage  gave  the 
fellows  about  the  middle  of  each  term,  so 
that  those  who  lived  near  could  go  home 
from  the  Saturday  to  the  Tuesday  (if  their 
parents  could  stand  it)  and  take  their  more 
foreign  friends  with  them.  I  and  some  other 
fellows  walked  over  to  Biddlecombe-by-the- 
Sea  on  the  Monday,  and  spent  a  dreary,  driz- 
zling afternoon  between  shingle  and  tuck- 
shops,  enjoying  it  immensely  all  the  same. 
Jenkins  had  gone  away  very  quietly  all 
by  himself  to  Northborough,  the  county  town, 
about  eighteen  miles  off,  on  some  mysterious 
errand  which  he  did  not  seem  to  care  about 
divulging. 

It  was  about  a  week  after  this  that  Jenkins 
came  up  to  me  in  an  exceedingly  friendly 
sort  of  way.  He  was  going  to  have  a  hamper 
sent  him,  he  said  ;  he  didn't  care  about  all 
the  fellows  knowing  it,  but  as  I  was  a  par- 
ticular chum  of  his  (I  smiled  blandly)  he 
didn't  mind  telling  me,  provided  I  told  no 
one  else  ;  and  he  promised  to  give  me  plenty 
of  tuck  when  it  came.  I  felt  friends  with 
Jenkins  from  that  instant.  I  had  never  been 
much  in  his  confidence  before,  but  his  as- 
suming trustfulness  in  committing  to  my  sole 
care  the  great  secret  touched  me  deeply,  and 
created  an  impression  on  me  which  was 
hardly  effaced  when  I  found  he  had  been  up 
to  all  the  rest  of  the  school  in  exactly  the 
same  way. 

It  was  Monday  afternoon  when  the  event- 
ful hamper  arrived.    There  was  going  to  be 
a  public  meeting  in  the  Assembly  Rooms  in 
the  town,  which  we  were  all  going  to  attend, 
and  at  which  the  Rev.  Augustus  Blenkinsop 
(father  of  Blenkinsop  ma.  and  Blenkinsop 
mi.)  was  going  to  give  some  account  of  his 
former  missionary  life   in  America.  We 
were  all  going,  in  obedience  to  the  Doctor's 
orders,  and  we  were  to  prepare  our  night- 
work  in  the  afternoon  instead.    I  was  sitting 
at  my  desk  in  the  big  schoolroom  over  my 
Greek  grammar,  chanting  tuittoj  at  the  top  of 
my  voice,  and  thumping  the  desk  with  both 
fists  to  drown  the  noise  of  similar  students, 
when  I  looked  out  of  the  door  and  saw  a 
railway  porter  go  by  with  a  barrow  and  a 
huge  hamper  on  it.    Then  Davey  Jenkins 
flew  by  after  it,  running  as  he  never  ran 
before.     I  instantly  left  rvvToi,  and  in  a 
minute  found  myself  amid  the  throng  of 
Jenkins's  staunch  supporters.    We  shoul- 
dered the  hamper  and  rushed  it  round  to  one 
of  the  empty  studies.    After  as  many  fellows 
as  could  had  got  in  (the  study  was  twelve 
feet  square,  and  I  should  think  there  must 
have  been  thirty  fellows  in  it  then),  we  shut 
the  door  on  the  seething  crowd  outside,  and 
proceeded  to  business. 

Never  have  I  seen  a  larger  hamper,  and 
never  (now  I  come  to  think  of  it)  a  more 
deadly  one.  Of  all  the  large  variety  of 
things  inside  which  I  remember  now,  my 
mature  judgment  leads  me  to  think  that 
there  was  not  one  which  could  be  called 
decently  wholesome.  Everything  seemed 
to  be  m  tins.  There  were  large  tins  of  mar- 
malade and  jam,  tinned  flesh,  fish,  and 
fowl  of  all  kinds,  and  tins  of  all  sorts  of 
mysterious  messes  of  which  we  had  never 
heard  before.    There  was  an  air  of  whole- 


sale deadliness  about  the  whole  thing  that 
fascinated  us,  and  after  breaking  our  pocket- 
knives  opening  the  tins  we  were  soon  busily 
engaged  in  putting  away  the  contents.  Theiii 
the  tea-bell  rang,  and  we  woke  again  to 
ordinary  existence. 

Half  of  this  fearful  hamper  was  brought 
by  ready  volunteers  to  the  tea-table.  Every- 
body had  what  he  liked,  and  there  was  a. 
general  uproar.  Davey  Jenkins  was  no- 
where, and  his  grub  everywhere.  It  was  as- 
when  a  mutinous  army  breaks  into  a  town 
after  a  long  and  weary  siege  and  goes  for 
the  victuals  at  once.  Dr.  Greengage  was 
out,  receiving  the  Rev.  Aug.  Blenkinsop,  and 
the  resident  undeimasters  had  fled  the  scene- 
The  mild  fellows,  who  always  brought  books 
to  the  tea-table,  were  as  bad  as  the  rest.  At 
last  when  everyone  had  got  something  deadly 
on  his  plate,  a  little  order  succeeded. 

"Blenkinsop,"  said  Mayhew,  a  big  fellow, 
to  a  mild  boy  in  spectacles,  who  was  mixing- 
sardines,  tinned  pine- apple,  and  Ainsworth's 
"Tower  of  London"  in  the  most  reckless 
way,—"  Blenkinsop,  is  your  governor  going  to 
give  us  a  lecture  to-night  ?  " 

"Yes,"  said  Blenkinsop,  "I  believe  he- 
is." 

"  Well,  look  here,  you  may  tell  him  if  he. 
makes  it  too  long  or  too  dry  I  shall  punch 
his  head  ;  see  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Mayhew,"  said  Blenkinsop  with  a 
faint  smile,  and  casting  his  eyes  on  his- 
plate. 

•  "  If  he  had  any  sense  of  decency  he'd 
have  brought  a  magic  lantern  with  him.. 
It's  rot  our  having  to  go  ;  and  he'd  better 
make  it  all  tales  and  no  jaw,  you  may  telL 
him." 

"'Sop's  pater's  had  a  lot  of  adventures;, 
hasn't  he,  'Sop  ?  "  said  another  fellow  who. 
wanted  to  make  it  pleasanter  for  'Sop. 

"Yes,"  said  'Sop,  thankfully,  "he  was 
nearly  scalped  once." 

"  Well,  you  may  tell  him,"  said  Mayhew.. 
gratingly,  "  he'll  have  some  more  adventures 
to-night  if  he  doesn't  make  it  interesting.. 
I  know  the  kind  of  chap  he'll  be."  And. 
Mayhew  gave  a  mincing  imitation  of  Blen- 
kinsop ma.,  which  amused  us  all  and  cut 
poor  'Sop  to  the  quick. 

"  Whew  !  I'vehadabout  enoughof  Jenkins's- 
jam,"  said  another  fellow,  pushing  away  his 
plate  with  a  deep  sigh.  "  Let's  get  ready  to 
go." 

The  Doctor  came  in  soon  after  we  had  got- 
on  our  Eton  jackets  and  clean  collars. 
"  Remember,  boys,"  he  said,  before  he  led  us- 
forth,  "  that  you  occupy  the  two  front  rows, 
of  seats,  and  will  therefore  be  the  cynosure 
of  all  eyes  in  the  room.  So  be  quiet  and 
attentive,  and  if  your  headmaster  should  be 
called  upon  to  address  the  meeting,  do  not. 
be — h'm  ! — too  tumultuous  in  your  expres- 
sions of  approbation." 

We  certainly  had  the  best  seats  in  the' 
room,  though  I  am  afraid  we  hardly  appre- 
ciated the  honour.      It  was  impossible  to 
lubricate  ourselves  with  sweetmeats  as  freely 
as  we  could  have  wished,  when  we  were  sc> 
publicly  placed.    I  know  there  is  an  art  in 
conveying  a  sweet  to  one's  mouth,  secretly, 
during  "prep,"  and  other  solemnities,  and 
disposing  of  it  without  embarrassment  even 
when  called  upon  to  speak  ;  but  the  only 
time  I  tried  it  was  in  class,  when  I  was- 
found  out,  as  Dr.  Greengage  expressed  it,  by 
my  "  impetuously  aiding  the  pleasing  disso- 
lution by  a  process  of  vigorous  mastication, 
which  betrayed  itself  in  subdued  but  audibla 
crepitation,  combined  with  facial  distortion, 
and  vocal  inarticulation."    But  we  were  on 
this  occasion  vis-d-ris  with  a  platform  strewrt 
with  clergymen  and  a  few  clerical-looking; 
laymen,  who  sparkled  meaningly  at  us  with, 
that  irritating  combination  of  playfulness, 
and  seriousness  which  I  have  often  noticed  is 
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considered  by  many  4he  correct  attitude  to- 
wards schoolboys. 

Mr.  Blenkinsop  was  a  pale,  weakly-looking 
little  man,  whom  it  was  impossible  to 
imagine  roughing  it  in  any  way.  While 
being  introduced  to  the  audience  by  a 
humorous  Archdeacon,  he  smiled  nervously 
and  diluted  himself  with  a  tumbler  of  water 
from  the  table.  The  effect  did  not  seem  to 
be  that  he  was  exhilarated  in  any  way, 
and  from  the  beginning  of  his  speech  we 
boys  all  thought  it  a  failure.  I  heard  May- 
hew  saying  a  few  days  afterwards  that  Mr. 
Blenkinsop  did  not  "pile  it  on"  sufficiently. 
"  He'd  been  a  decent;  chap,  your  governor, 
'Sop,  no  doubt,  if  he  didn't  take  after  you. 
He's  got  your  green  face  and  yellow  eyes  ; 
and  he's  no  idea  of  spinning  a  yarn." 

The  Doctor  was  beaming  away  on  the 
"platform.  During  the  opening  speech  he 
nudged  Mr.  Blenkinsop,  and  pointed  out  his 
two  boys  to  him.  Mr.  Blenkinsop  smiled  spas- 
modically, and  Blenkinsop  major  and  minor, 
under  fire  of  a  scorching  grin  from  Mayhew, 
looked  uncommonly  foolish. 

The  temperature  of  the  room  was  pretty 
high,  and  Mr.  Blenkinsop  was  at  length 
.beginning  to  show  signs  of  warming  to  his 
work,  when  a  little  incident  occurred. 
Blenkinsop  ma.  rose,  pale  as  death,  and 
tottered  out  of  the  room,  promptly  accom- 
panied by  the  senior  assistant  master.  It 
'was  rather  trying  for  the  speaker,  who 
[paused  anxiously  as  he  watched  his  son  and 
heir  lurching  out  of  the  door.  He  drank  a 
rtumbler  of  water,  however,  and  again  applied 
.liimself  to  his  task ;  and  the  occurrence 
would  no  doubt  have  been  forgotten,  but  for 
:a  strange  coincidence.  Fenton,  the  boy  next 
to  me,  after  yawning  thrice  heavily  and 
audibly,  in  spite  of  the  glaring  glances  of  the 
doctor,  suddenly  fell  against  my  shoulder  in 
,a  dead  faint.  I  was  very  much  embarrassed, 
and  tried  to  prop  him  up  unobserved,  but  he 
fell  right  down,  and  had  to  be  carried  out  by 
the  head  boy  and  the  Mathematical  master. 
Mr.  Blenkinsop  drank  another  tumljler  of 
water  during  the  interruption,  and  then  pro- 
ceeded. He  might,  no  doubt,  even  now, 
waterlogged  as  he  must  have  been,  have 
worked  himself  up  to  an  interesting  pitch,  if 
d31enkinsop  mi.  had  not,  strangely  enough, 
been  the  next  victim.  I  consider  that 
Blenkinsop  mi.  behaved  most  unfilially. 
Instead  of  staggering  out  decently,  as  his 
brother  had  done,  he  must  groan  and  cry 
.aloud,  and  hold  his  hands  to  his  waistcoat 
under  his  father's  very  nose.  The  poor  man 
liimself  almost  collapsed.  He  emptied  the 
-water-bottle,  and  proceeded  to  talk  confusedly 
about  the  foliage  of  the  birds  and  the  plum- 
iage  of  the  trees  ;  while  his  younger  son  was 
led  gingerly  forth  by  the  only  remaining 
master. 

How  the  meeting  terminated,  and  whether, 
on  the  whole,  it  was  a  success  or  not,  I 
■scarcely  know,  for  it  was  my  turn  next.  A 
peculiarly  revolting  sensation  came  over  me, 
and,  after  combating  vainly  with  it,  I  rose  to 
go.  I  think  I  could  have  made  my  way  out 
quietly,  but  the  principal  of  a  commercial 
academy  in  the  town  met  me  half-way  down 
the  room  and  kindly  assisted  me.  He  seemed 
to  make  the  most  of  the  situation,  for  he 
collared  me  low  and  threw  me  over  his 
.shoulder.  It  upset  me  dreadfully,  and  I  re- 
'Collect  very  little  more  till  I  found  myself 
in  bed  in  the  dormitory,  with  nearly  all 
the  other  fellows  as  ill  as  myself.  The 
matron  was  running  about  wringing  her 
hands,  trying  all  the  internal  and  external 
applications  in  her  cupboard. 

It  was  a  terrible  night.  All  the  horrors  of 
4he  steerage  of  an  emigrant  ship  in  a  violent 
storm  were  reproduced  in  the  dormitory. 
"Without  any  joking,  though,  Blenkinsop 
minor  wss  so  seriously  ill  as  to  be  really  in 


danger  at  one  time  of  the  night.  I  believe  if 
he  had  had  a  sardine  or  two  more  at  tea,  this 
story  would  never  have  been  written.  The 
only  boy  not  in  any  way  the  worse  was 
Jenkins  himself,  who,  as  I  have  said,  had 
not  had  much  of  the  contents  of  that  dread- 
ful hamper.  He  lay  cowering  in  bed  with 
his  head  covered  up  as  if  to  hide  himself 
from  his  conscience,  pi'etending  to  be  asleep. 

Dr.  Greengage  never  went  to  bed  at  all. 
He  walked  to  and  fro  about  the  passages  all 
night,  occasionally  looking  in  when  any  boy 
was  exceptionally  ill.  I  heard  him  asking 
the  matron  if  she  thought  anything  could 
have  been  wrong  with  the  boys'  food.  The 
matron  could  only  suggest  that  the  'am  at 
breakfast  that  morning  might  have  been  a 
trifle  'igh  and  hoperated  according  ;  but  then, 
Jenkins  had  'ad  two  of  'am,  and  'f  was  all 
right.  Ham  suggested  hampers,  but  of  course 
no  one  knew  anything  about  any  hamper 
having  arrived.  We  were  all  quite  silent 
about  it,  and  Jenkins  seemed  so  extremely 
sound  asleep  at  this  point  that  I  believe  his 
hamper  might  have  passed  into  oblivion  if 
the  medical  practitioner  who  attended  the 
school  had  not  turned  up. 

He  vv-as  a  breezy  blustering  man,  who  came 
into  a  room  like  an  east  wind,  and  searched 
into  every  corner  of  a  boy's  constitution  with 
about  as  much  penetration. 

"Greengage,"  he  shouted  irreverently, 
after  diagnosing  the  whole  of  us  with  a  sniff, 
"  Greengage,  you'd  better  get  your  pupils 
troughs  to  take  their  food  from.  They've 
been  making  pigs  of  themselves  over  their 
food.  You  know  you  have.  Which  of  you 
has  been  bringing  grub  into  the  school  ?  Is 
it  you,  is  it  you,  is  it  you,  is  it — wake  up,  you 
scoundrel,"  and  he  gave  Jenkins  a  great  dig 
with  his  stick.  "  You're  shamming,  I  can 
see.  Come  now,  you're  the  chap  that's  been 
poisoning  the  others  with  messes." 

Davey  Jenkins  burst  out  crying. 

"I  c — c— couldn't  help  it,"  he  sobbed. 
"  It  wasn't  my  fault.    I'll  never  do  it  again." 

"Dress  and  show  us  the  stuff,"  said  the 
Doctor. 

The  remains  of  the  hamper  were  then  in- 
spected. It  was  found,  as  I  have  said,  that 
everything  therein  was  in  tins,  and,  further, 
that  many  of  the  tins  were  highly  defective, 
and  had,  as  it  were,  ventilated  the  contents 
much  too  freely.  There  was  one  particular 
tin  of  "salmon  mayonnaise,"  the  contents  of 
which  were  found  to  be  nothing  short  of  a 
virulent  poison. 

Jenkins,  full  of  remorse  and  shame,  was 
closely  examined  as  to  who  could  have  sent 
him  so  treacherous  a  gift.  The  label  revealed 
that  it  had  come  from  Northborough.  It 
apjseared  that  the  only  connection  Davey 
Jenkins  had  in  that  neighbourhood  was  Miss 
Dorcas  Jenkins,  an  elderly  lady  who  partook 
of  the  nature  of  distant  cousin  and  estranged 
great-aunt,  and  lived  in  rigid  seclusion  a  few 
miles  from  Northborough.  A  lively  tri- 
angular correspondence  thereupon  ensued, 
unknown  to  the  wretched  boy,  between  Dr. 
Greengage,  Dr.  Jenkins,  and  Miss  Dorcas 
Jenkins.  As  all  the  communications  between 
the  two  latter,  ho^vever,  consisted  of  enig- 
matical taunts,  spiced  with  family  home- 
thrusts,  the  matter  was  not  satisfactorily 
cleared  up. 

Most  of  us  had  breakfast  in  bed  next  morn- 
ing, which  was  rather  nice,  especially  as  a 
good  many  of  us  felt  quite  well  again.  The 
unde''-masters  left  the  remnants  of  their 
classes  in  charge  of  the  German  master  and 
had  a  day's  outing.  Dr.  Greengage  spent 
the  morning,  much  to  his  taste,  I  believe, 
drawing  up  a  detailed  syllabus  of  his  objec- 
tions to  the  system  of  sending  hampers, 
which  was  printed  and  sent  to  all  the  parents 
in  the  next  Sunday  letters.  "  It  is  to  be 
understood,"  said  the  Doctor,  "  that  although 


I  cannot  of  course  veto  the  sending  of 
hampers  by  your  relatives,  I  can,  and  do,  ab- 
solutely forbid  you  to  receive  them.  If,  there- 
fore, any  boy  should  be  the  recipient — or 
rather  addressee — of  one  of  these  baneful 
tokens  of  mistaken  friendship,  he  is  immedi- 
ately to  report  the  matter  to  me,  and  to  send 
me  a  list  of  not  less  than  twelve  of  his 
friends,  among  whom  what  is  wholesome 
among  the  contents  may  be  distributed." 
The  Doctor  concluded  by  gf.nerously  exonerat- 
ing Jenkins  from  all  blame.  "  You  are  not 
to  think,  boys,  that  Davey  Jenkins  is  at  all 
answerable  for  my  apparently  sudden  acces- 
sion of  strictness  in  this  matter.  I  have 
long  intended  to  exert  my  prerogat'va  against 
hampers,  and  the  arrival  of  Jenkins's  hamper 
has  only  accelerated  an  ultimately  inevitable 
step.  I  think  that  Davey  Jenkins  is  more 
entitled  to  your  commiseration  than  dislike. 
As  far  as  he  is  concerned,  he  has  received  a 
stab  in  the  dark — a  cruel  blow ;  and  I  fear 
that  when  the  matter  has  been  cleared  up 
(and  I  am  in  correspondence  on  the  subject), 
it  will  be  found  that  there  is  some  admixture 
of  malice  in  the  motives  with  which  it  was 
sent." 

III. 

We  never  so  much  as  alluded  to  the 
hamper  after  this  in  Jenkins's  presence.  But 
he  seemed,  all  the  same,  to  be  much  over- 
burdened by  the  recollection  of  it.  He  loafed 
about  a  good  deal  alone,  and  occasionally 
dogged  some  fellow's  footsteps  till  he  got  him 
into  a  quiet  spot,  where  he  would  approach 
him  with  mysterious  friendship,  and  end  up 
by  giving  him  something.  He  gave  away 
nearly  everything  he  had.  He  gave  Blenkinsop 
minor  all  his  fretwork  tools.  He  gave  me,  in 
the  course  of  a  subdued  interview  in  the 
boot-hole,  an  expensive  book  on  birds'  eggs, 
which  I  afterwards  found,  from  the  fly-leaf,  had 
been  given  to  him  on  his  birthday  "  by  his 
aft'ectionate  father."  I  thanked  him  awfully 
and  got  away  as  soon  as  I  could.  There  was 
something  uncanny  about  this  excessive 
friendliness.  If  he  meant  it  to  appease  a 
wounded  conscience,  I  think  he  must  have 
failed,  for  he  appeared  more  dejected  than 
ever.  I  have  an  idea  that  if  he  had  been 
chaffed  unmercifully  about  the  hamper,  it 
might  have  done  him  good  ;  but  we  felt  it 
was  a  forbidden  subject.  Some  of  the  fellows 
grumbled  of  course  at  the  new  regulations, 
which,  as  it  were,  nipped  several  expected  ham- 
pers in  the  bud  ;  but  public  feeling  was  more 
or  less  pacified  by  the  appearance  of  jam  at  the 
tea-table,  with  which  Mrs.  Greengage  had 
wisely  inaugurated  the  new  era.  For  a  fortnight 
no  hampers  appeared  ;  and  at  the  end  of  that 
time,  curiously  enough,  a  very  bulky  specimen 
of  the  common  grub-hamper  arrived,  addressed 
to  Davey  Jenkins. 

The  Doctor  was  out  at  the  time,  and  the 
hamper  was  left  in  the  lobby,  where  we  gazed 
on  it  with  some  interest,  as  it  would  perhaps 
be  dh  ided  among  us.  There  was  a  peculiar 
and  indescribable  odour  about  it,  suggestive 
of  Covent  Garden.  I  took  upon  myself  to 
tell  Jenkins  the  news.  I  found  him  reading 
in  the  lavatory,  and,  to  my  surprise,  he 
turned  very  pale  when  I  told  him  of  the 
hamper.    I  asked  him  why. 

"  Oh  !  I  shall  get  into  such  an  awful  row," 
he  whimpered. 

"  I  don't  see  why,"  I  said.  "  It  isn't  your 
fault  if  your  people  will  keep  on  sending  you 
hampers.    Do  you  knov/  who  sent  it  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  think  I  do,  if  it's  fruit,"  he  said 
miserably. 

"  But  you  didn't  know  it  was  coming,"  I 
said. 

"  Y'es,  I  did,"  he  replied.  "I  knew  more 
than  a  month  ago,  before  the  Doctor  forbade 
hampers.  That's  the  worst  of  it.  But  I 
couldn't  write  because  I'd  lost  the  address." 
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"  Well,  you  can  say  that,"  I  said. 

"Boo-hoo  !  I  shall  get  into  an  awful  row," 
said  Davey.  "I  know  I  shall.  I  shall 
g-g-get  expelled,"  and  he  wept  on  my  waist- 
coat. 

"  Oh  !  don't  go  away,"  he  snivelled. 
"  Please  don't  go  away.  Tell  me  what  to  do. 
And,  oh  !  don't  say  what  I  said  to  you.  I'll 
give  you  my  stamp  album.  Boo-hoo  !  I 
don't  feel  at  all  well.  Take  me  to  the 
matron's  room." 

And  I  took  him  to  the  matron,  who  gave 
him  a  big  dose  of  Gregory,  and  put  him  to 
bed. 

For  two  or  three  days  Davey  Jenkins  did 
not  appear  in  school.  I  said  I  thought  he 
was  shamming,  so  as  to  keep  out  of  the  way 
till  the  affair  of  the  hamper  had  blown  over, 
though  we  couldn't  see  why  he  should  be  in 
such  a  funk  about  it.  But  the  curious  thing 
was  that  this  hamper  turned  out  to  be  very 
much  like  the  last ;  there  wasn't  ft  thing  fit 
to  eat  in  it.  It  was  full  of  nothing  but  fruit 
— apples,  oranges,  pine-apples,  tamarinds, 
pears,  grapes — every  one  of  them  more  or 
less  bad.  The  Doctor  spoke  about  it  after 
prayers,  and  alluded  to  the  contents  as  a 
"  festering  mass  of  decaying  vegetable 
matter,  a  tithe  of  which  wjuld  poison  a 
convict-prison."  He  also  told  us  that,  like 
the  last  hamper,  its  source  was  a  mystery  ; 


and  that  Davey  Jenkins,  who  was  ill  with 
"severe  internal  pains,"  could  say  nothing 
as  to  where  it  came  from,  a  fact  which 
rather  amused  me.  "  Jenkins's  father 
thinks,"  said  Dr.  Greengage,  "  that  the  last 
hamper  came  from  an  ill-affected  member  of 
j  a  distant  branch  of  the  family,  who  chose 
this  method  of  stepping  in  between  the  boy 
and  his  parent.  I  can  hardly  accept  this  as 
a  solution  of  the  present  problem,  however, 
and  I  have  therefore  instituted  inquiries  at 
the  railway  cfSses  as  to  who  were  the 
senders  of  the  last  hamper." 

A  few  days  afterwards  the  Doctor  came 
into  school  smiling.  He  looked  round,  after 
prayers,  to  see  that  Davey  Jenkins  was  in 
his  place.  Then  he  said  he  had  two  letters 
to  read  to  us  which  would  throw  a  light  on 
the  mystery  of  the  hampers.  They  were  as 
follows  : — 

Firstly,  a  memorandum  from  Messrs.  Levi 
&  Moss,  Fruit  Salesmen,  Tabernacle  Walk, 
E.G.,  running  thus  : 

"  Dear  Sik, — In  reply  to  your  memo,  duly 
to  hand,  we  beg  to  enclose  order  herewith, 
as  received  by  us  on  10th  ult.  We  endeav- 
oured faithfully  to  carry  out  instructions  of 
said  order,  every  detail  of  which  we  attended 
to,  with  the  exception  of  '  fondest  love,'  which 
we  felt  ourselves  not  qualified  to  comply 


with.  Regret  that  the  fruit  did  not  give 
satisfaction,  but  beg  to  state  that  as  the 
party  appeared  to  desire  quantity  in  pre- 
ference to  quality,  wo  endeavoured  to  meet  his 
wishes  as  far  as  we  could.  We  beg  to 
enclose  price  list,  and  should  highly  esteem 
favoured  orders,  our  terms  for  supplying 
schools  are  specially  moderate.— Yours,  with 
respect,  Levi  &  Moss." 

Secondly  a  letter  from  Davey  Jenkins  to« 
Messrs.  Levi  &  Moss,  in  substance  as  fol. 
lows : — 

"  Dear  Sir, —  Please  send  me  a  large 
hamper  of  fruit.  1  enclose  five  shilliags. 
Please  send  me  the  hamper,  not  now,  but  in 
a  month's  time.  I  want  it  particularly  then. 
Please  send  lots  of  pears,  apples,  pine-apples, 
nuts,  grapes,  dates,  and  all  other  kinds  of 
fruits,  plenty  of  each,  as  I  want  it  to  go 
round,  so  mind  it  is  a  good  big  hamper., 
about  three  feet  long,  I  should  think.  I 
enclose  a  lable  for  addressing  it  to  me,  and 
please  send  it  by  railway  in  a  month's  time, 
i  D.  Jenkins. 

I      "  P.S. — You  might  put  a  bit  of  paper  in  at 
i  the  top,   and  v/rite   on  it  '  with  fondest 
love.'  " 

Poor  Jenkins ! 


HOW  TO  MAKE  A   SWISS  TOBOGGAN. 


sport  of  toboganning  became  quite  popular 
last  winter  in  some  places,  Dover  and  Hamp- 
stead  being  cases  in  point.  But  when 
practised  in  baths  and  on  tea  trays,  it  is 
such  a  laughable  burlesque  of  the  real  thing, 
that  I  am  writing  a  few  words  on  building  a 
Swiss  "  luge,"  or  toboggan,  which  has  the 
advantage  over  others  that  it  is  strong,  and 
easily  made  by  any  boy  of  average  capacity ; 
also  it  is  cheap. 

A  couple  of  runners  (see  Fig.  1,  b),  cut 
out  of  ash  plank  about  1^  inch  thick,  are 
planed  up  nicely,  and  another  bar  (a)  is  cut 
which  runs  the  whole  length  from  the  top  of 
the  curved-up  end,  which  forms  the  lower 
bar.  Into  these  two  bars  are  mortised  a 
couple  of  uprights  c,  c,  c,  c,  Fig.  1,  which 
keep  the  frame  in  shape.     The  mortised 
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ends  should  be  as  large  as  the  wood  will 
allow,  to  insure  strength. 

A  couple  of  these  frames  are  made,  the 
mortises  and  tenons  cut  and  fitted  ;  then  the 
bottom  bar  is  shod,  right  up  to  its  curved 
ends,  with  either  iron  hooping,  or,  better 
still,  a  quarter-inch  thick  band  of  iron,  which 
is  slightly  convex  on  its  outer  side  ;  a  hole 
must  be  drilled  in  the  top  of  each  curve,  and 
a  stout  screw  ring  inserted  to  hold  the 
tow  rope. 


even  an  old  English  winter  is  not  severe 
enough  to  prohibit  the  use  of  screws,  and 
they  are  a  great  saving  of  trouble.  Before 
fixing  these,  four  small  mortises  should  be 
cut  in  the  two  upright  bars  c.  Fig.  1,  one  on> 
each  bar  to  hold  the  two  stringers  (e),  which 
hold  the  sides  firmly  apart.  The  stringers, 
have  each  two  long  tenons,  cut  and  perforated 
with  a  small  hole  at  each  end,  to  hold  a 
wedge-pin  which  bears  against  the  outside  of 
the  bar,  holding  the  whole  frame- work  lirmlj- 
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When  both  are  finished,  it  remains  to  put 
the  front  and  back  cross  strengtheners, 
D  D.  These  bars  should  be  12  or  14  inches 
over  all,  and  should  be  halved  into  the 
frame  d,  leaving  an  inch  projecting 
either  side.  One  should  be  about  four  inches 
from  the  curved  end,  and  the  second  a  like 
distance  from  the  hind  end.  They  should 
be  let  in  flush  and  neatly,  and  either 
pinned  or  screwed.  If  the  former  way  be 
employed  oaken  pegs  should  be  used,  and  the 
ends  cut  off  flush  with  a  sharp  chisel,  but 


and  rigidly  together.  This  done,  all  that 
remains  is  to  fix  a  few  bars  for  the  "  luger  " 
to  sit  on.  These  bars  are  secured  by  screws- 
to  the  crossbars  back  and  front,  d  d.  Tliey 
overlap  the  frame  a  bit  at  each  side.  If  of  a 
fanciful  frame  of  mind,  these  bars  may  be 
of  polished  oak,  but  half-inch  pine  does  well 
and  looks  nice.  The  form  of  the  top  is  that 
of  an  exaggerated  boot- jack.  Fig.  2  shows 
what  is  meant  better  than  pages  of  descrip- 
tion. 

I  forgot  to  give  dimensions  at  first.  The 
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top  bar  rules  the  whole  affair,  and  if  this  is 
39  inches  long  a  very  good  single  "luge" 
results.  If  two  feet  long  and  about  a  foot 
wide,  a  very  stable  "  machine,"  as  a 
Scotchman  would  say,  is  the  result.  "  Fliers  " 


As  the  sun  gets  down  towards  the  Jura, 
people  begin  to  start  for  Montreux  by  the 
new  road,  about  six  miles  of  easy  curves  with 
here  and  there  a  steep  grade.  The  "  lugers  " 
rush  along  under  the  pine  trees  heavy  with 


Fig. 


are  made  in  Switzerland  very  long  and 
narrow,  but  they  overturn  easily.  The  height 
from  the  ground  should  be  about  eight  or 
nine  inches.  When  this  "luge"  is  finished, 
the  expense  will  be  found  to  be  about  three 
shillings,  and  the  longer  it  is  worn,  like  a 
good  plane,  the  better  it  will  run.  Why? 
Because  the  runners  will  get  polished  up 
like  glass,  and  will  run  as  long  as  there  is 
an  inch  grade  to  run  on  ! 

The  Swiss  way  of  "  luging  "  is  to  use  the 
boot  heels  as  guides,  and  some  add  a  stick 
where  the  roads  are  icy,  and  there  are  many 
curves,  but  for  an  English  hill  boot  heels 
will  do.  When  starting,  sit  firmly  and 
squarely  down,  with  legs  well  off  the  ground 
and  the  tow  rope  coiled  in  one  hand  ;  one 
shove  with  your  hand  and  off  you  slide.  Set 
your  heels  well  down,  and  just  touch  the 
surface  of  the  snow  with  them  {cii  passant, 
all  "  lugers  "  wear  gaiters,  as  the  snow  flies  in 
tiny  fountains  from  heels  and  runners).  If 
you  want  to  steer  to  the  right  depress  the 
right  heel,  and  vice  versa.  But  on  no 
account  dig  down  your  heel  suddenly  when 
going  fast,  or  the  result  will  be  a  somersault, 
astronomical  discoveries,  and  a  prolonged 
hunt  for  the  "  luge,"  which  has  gone  off  on  a 
voyage  of  discovery  alone.  Also  never  let  go 
of  the  tow  rope.  I  heard  of  some  one  in 
Switzerland  who  had  to  wg-lk  down  to  Mon- 
treux and  back  again  to  Les  Avants,  2,000 
feet  up,  hunting  for  a  runaway  "  luge." 

Of  course  in  England  there  are  no  runs  many 
miles  long  as  there  are  in  the  Engadine,  and 
in  Switzerland.  At  Montreux,  on  the  Lake  of 
Geneva,  when  the  snow  is  down,  large  parties 
come  from  Lausanne,  even  Geneva,  by  train, 
and  walk  up  to  Les  Avants.  A  lively  scene 
the  station  is  on  one  of  these  bright  frosty 
mornings.  "  Luges  "  of  all  shapes  and  sizes 
are  dragged  out  of  the  vans  and  carriages  ; 
there  is  a  babel  of  voices,  English,  American, 
French,  German,  mingled  with  the  screech 
of  the  whistle  and  the  jingle  of  bells  from 
the  sleighs  outside.  Lazy  people  hire  these, 
and  others  walk  up  the  old  road,  which  goes 
up  straight,  and  is  as  steep  as  the  wall  of  a 
house.  It  is  most  comical  to  see  the  long 
line  of  people,  each  dragging  his  or  her  "  luge" 
behind.  The  sleighs  have  sometimes  fifteen 
or  twenty  tied  on  in  a  long  train.  Once  at  Les 
Avants,  before  the  long  run  homewards,  every 
one  goes  on  the  road  from  the  Dore  bridge, 
or  comes  down  the  slopes  like  lightning. 


white  snow,  and  the  golden  sunlight  touches 
up  everything,  whilst  the  lake  beneath  lies  a 
sheet  of  lovely  blue,  with  the  Dent  de  Midi 
and  mountains  of  Savoy  rising  clear  against 


of  coming  down  in  this  upright  position  no 
foreigner  ever  knows  I  Anyhow,  when  hay 
"  luges  "  are  going  others  must  get  into  the 
snow,  or  be  sent  flying  in  a  way  to  get  sundry 
fractures.  The  six  miles  take  as  a  rule  from 
fifteen  to  twenty  minutes.  Sometimes 
another  "  luger  "  comes  alongside,  and  a  race 
ensues  ;  generally  one  or  other  cannons  into 
a  snowdrift,  which  adds  to  the  fun ;  and 
when  the  snow  allows  it,  people  slide  right 
down  into  the  town. 

This  is  rather  a  digression  from  my 
subject,  but  the  temptation  when  writing  of 
"luges  "  is  also  to  write  of  the  place  where 
the  sport  is  most  practised. 

A  toboggan  of  this  kind  has  advantages 
over  the  Canadian  sort  in  making,  for  to 
make  that  graceful  curve  at  the  end  of  any 
plank  is  a  piece  of  work  to  dismay  anybody. 
I  made  one  in  Northumberland  on  Canadian 
lines,  but  the  curve  at  the  end  was  a  pro- 
blem. The  village  blacksmith  put  a  curve 
of  sheet-iron!  Well,  mercifully  the  frost 
went  and  the  snow  too,  or  the  village  doctor 


Fig.  3. 


the  blue  sky.  Suddenly  comes  a  yell  of 
"  Gare  !  Gare-e  !  "  from  behind,  and  some  big 
hay  "  luges  "  rush  down,  steered  by  a  Switzer 
standing  and  guiding  with  a  long  pole.  How 
their  legs  ever  manage  to  stand  the  strain 


would  have  had  a  couple  of  interesting  cases 
to  exercise  his  skill  upon.  The  Swiss 
"  luge  "  is  easily  carried,  and  is  safe  ;  a  pair 
of  skates  can  be  strapped  nicely  under  the 
seat  bars. 


THE  THAUMATROPE: 


AN    OLD    OPTICAL    TOY    WITH    NEW  DESIGNS. 
By  Alfred  P.  Wire,  Hon.  Librarian  Essex  Field  Club. 


AMONG  the  scientific  treasures  that  used  to 
be  exhibited  at  the  Old  Polytechnic  in 
Eegent  Street  was  a  large  Thaumatrope.  To 
young  and  old  this  used  to  be  very  attractive, 
as  it  showed  by  means  of  an  illusion  the 
appearance  of  figures  In  motion.  In  our 
days  the  "Wheel  of  Life,"  made  and  sold 
by  the  opticians,  is  a  modification  of  it,  but 
the  number  of  figures  or  designs  shown  is 
somewhat  limited. 

The  object  of  the  present  article  is 
to  explain  how  to  make  for  home  use  a 
Thaumatrope,  and  numerous  new  designs 
that  cannot  fail  to  amuse  and  to  induce 
in  the  uninitiated  a  sense  of  wonder.  For 
parties,  bazaars,  and  soirees  it  is  ahvays 


on  a  circular  card,  one  on  one  side  and  one 
on  the  other,  and  put  in  motion  ;  for  example, 
if  a  cage  be  drawn  on  one  side  of  the  card  and 
a  bird  on  the  other,  and  if,  by  strings  fixed 
at  the  end  of  a  diameter,  the  card  be  twirled 
round  so  as  to  present  alternately  to  the 
eye  successively  and  rapidly  each  face,  the 
bird  will  appear  in  the  cage.  This  illusion 
is  because  the  image  of  the  bird  is  not 
obliterated  from  the  retina  before  the  cage 
appears. 

Secondly — A  revolving  disc  with  slits  at 
regular  intervals  round  the  edge.  The 
design  drawn  on  a  card  being  placed  con- 
centric with  the  disc  and  viewed  by  placing 
the  apparatus  in  front  of  a  looking-glass, 


FRONT  ELEVATION 
Fig.  1. 


Description  of  the  Bevolving  Disc  and 
MetJwd  of  Construction. 

The  figures  accompanying  this  show  the 
disc  and  method  of  construction,  and  discs 
ready  made  so  that  they  only  need  enlarging 
and  pasting  on  cardboard.  The  figures  show 
three  views  :  Front  elevation,  side  elevation, 
and  back  elevation. 

A.  A  base-board  of  mahogany  1  inch  thick. 

B.  A  circular  piece  of  |-inch  mahogany  12 
or  14  inches  in  diameter,  with  eight  radial 
slits  i  inch  wide.  This  has  a  thick  piece  of 
brass  firmly  screwed  on  the  centre  at  the 
back,  and  drilled  and  tapped  so  as  to  screw 
on  and  off  the  axle.    In  front  a  square  nut 


attractive ;  and  as  even  a  child  may  use 
and  exhibit  it,  it  well  repays  the  trouble  of 
making. 

The  word  Thaumatrope  is  derived  from 
two  Greek  words,  viz.  dav/xa,  a  wonder ;  and 
Tpeww,  I  turn ;  and  the  toy  is  so  named 
because  by  turning  it  such  surprising  results 
are  produced.  The  action  is  founded  upon 
a  well-known  optical  principle  ^the  Persist- 
ence of  Vision,  or  the  retention  by  the  retina 
of  the  eye  for  a  short  period  of  any  visual 
impression  made  on  it.  This  may  be  easily 
illustrated  by  whirling  a  lighted  stick  rapidly 
through  the  air,  when  a  circle  of  light 
will  appear  instead  of  a  series  of  bright 
points. 

The  Thaumatrope  has  taken  two  forms  : — 
Firstly— Two  different  designs  are  drawn 


and,  while  the  disc  and  card  are  revolving 
together,  looking  at  the  reflection  of  the 
design  in  the  glass  through  the  slits  as  they 
rapidly  pass  in  front  of  the  eye.  The  amuse- 
ment with  this  toy  is  endless,  as  any  number 
of  designs  may  be  made  and  used  with  the 
same  disc.  Figures  in  motion  so  constructed 
that  a  man  may  appear  to  walk  forwards  or 
backwards,  riding  a  bicycle,  driving  a  barrow, 
shaking  a  flag,  etc. ;  and  geometrical  designs 
may  be  so  drawn  and  shown  that  while  one 
part  of  the  same  design  appears  to  be  moving 
forward,  another  part  may  seem  to  be  stand- 
ing still,  and  yet  another  moving  backwards, 
and  one  part  passing  over  or  under  another. 
How  these  results  may  be  accomplished  is 
described  lower  down  in  the  account  of  the 
preparation  of  the  designs.  - 


,SIDE  ELEVATION. 
Fig.  2. 

is  screwed  to  same  axle  to  keep  the  design 
card  on  the  disc  during  rotation. 

c  c  c  c.  Two  uprights  of  mahogany  |  inch 
thick  mortised  into  the  base,  with  a  stay,  d, 
between  them  near  the  top. 

E  E.  Brass  bearings  for  steel  axle,  f,  turned 
so  as  to  work  easily,  and  having  a  screw 
thread  at  each  end. 

G  G  G.  Multiplying  wheels,  the  smaller  one 
fixed  firmly  at  back  end  of  axle,  the  larger 
one  fixed  on  a  separate  axle  lower  down. 
This  last,  by  means  of  a  screw,  h,  may  be 
moved  up  and  down  and  fixed  firmly  at  any 
position  by  means  of  a  slot — this  in  order  to 
tighten  the  driving  band  when  necessary. 
The  wheels  are  geared  by  a  small  leather 
band.  This  may  be  made  of  a  leather  shoe- 
lace, the  two  ends  being  pared,  lapped  over, 
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and  tied  tightly  with  fine  cotton.  The  larger 
•wheel  has  a  handle  near  the  edge.  Both 
wheels  should  be  turned  out  of  hard  wood, 
the  large  one  having  a  brass  centre  to  prevent 
unequal  wear. 


No.  1. — This  design  consists  of  three  con- 
centric circles  of  large  dots,  and  will  serve  to 
explain  the  principle  on  which  the  novel 
designs  are  constructed  so  as  to  make  parts 
of  the  design  move  in  diiierent  directions  at 


BACK  ELEVATION. 
Fig.  3. 


Descri;ption  of  the  Designs. 

A  circular  card  having  been  cut  large 
enough  to  cover  the  centre  of  the  disc  with- 


differing  speeds,  or  to  stand  still.  If  this 
design  be  affixed  to  the  disc,  revolved  in  front 
of  a  looking-glass,  and  the  reflection  observed 
by  looking  from  the  back  of  the  revolving 


appear  to  be  standing  still,  and  the  dots  of 
the  outer  circle  will  appear  to  move  in  the 
same  direction  as  the  wheel  is  turning.  To 
understand  this  was  for  some  time  a  puzzle, 
but  the  explanation  is,  that  if  the  number  of 
the  parts  of  the  design  be  the  same  as  the 
number  of  slits  in  the  disc,  the  design  will 
appear  to  stand  still ;  if  the  number  of  the 
parts  of  the  design  be  less  than  the  number 
of  slits,  the  design  will  appear  to  have  a 
retrograde  motion ;  and  if  the  number  be 
greater  than  the  number  of  slits,  the  design 
will  appear  to  have  a  forward  motion.  A 
little  thought  will  show  that  it  must  be  so, 
although  I  do  not  know  that  it  has  ever  been 
noticed  or  explained  before.  Take  the 
middle  circle  of  eight  dots  ;  as  each  slit  comes 
before  the  eye  a  dot  comes  with  it  in  the 
same  relative  position,  and  the  images  of  all 
dots  in  this  circle  are  superimposed  by  -the 
eye  on  the  retina,  so  that  all  these  eight 
appear  as  one.  In  the  inner  circle,  where 
there  are  seven  dots,  as  each  slit  comes  the 
dot  must  be  a  little  behind,  and  this  gives 
the  appearance  of  a  retrograde  motion  ;  while 
with  the  outer  circle  of  nine  dots  each  dot 
must  be  a  little  in  advance,  and  so  give  the 
appearance  of  forward  motion.  If  we  want 
to  decrease  the  apparent  speed  we  may 
increase  the  number  of  dots  on  the  following 
principle.  Eight  or  multiples  of  eight 
(16,  24,  etc.)  will  give  a  series  that  will  always 
appear  stationary  however  fast  the  disc  be 
revolved  ;  while  8-1  =  7,  16  -  1  =  15, 
24  —  1  =  23,  i.e.  a  little  less  than  eight  or  any 
multiple  of  eight  will  give  a  retrograde 
motion ;  and  8  1  =  9, 16  -i- 1  =  17,  2i  +  l  =  2.5, 
i.e.  a  little  more  than  eight  or  any  multiple 
of  eight,  will  give  a  forward  motion. 

No.  2. — This  is  rather  more  complicated, 
but  still  on  the  same  principle.  Here  one 
row  of  dots  appears  to  pass  under  the 
other. 

No.  3.—  Concentric  wheels.  This  shows 
how  a  slow  apparent  motion  may  be  obtained 
by  increasing  the  number  of  parts.  Here  the 
cogs  on  the  outer  wheel  number  8  x  4  4- 1  =  33, 
and  the  cogs  on  the  inner  wheel  number 
8x4  —  2  =  30.  The  white  star  having  nine 
rays  will  appear  to  go  forward,  while  the 


out  blocking  up  any  part  of  the  slits,  the 
figures  may  be  made  either  by  drawing  and 
painting  them,  or,  preferably,  by  cutting  them 
out  of  coloured  paper  and  pasting  them  on 
the  caid. 


disc  through  the  slits  at  the  reflection  in  the 
glass  of  the  moving  card,  it  will  be  seen  that 
the  dots  of  the  inner  circle  appear  to  be 
moving  in  a  direction  contrary  to  the  motion 
of  the  disc,  that  the  dots  of  the  middle  circle 


black  star  having  eight  rays  will  appear  to 
stand  still. 

No.  4. —  The  man  walking  with  flag.  The 
various  attitudes  of  the  figure  show  the 
different  positions  the  legs  take  in  walking, 
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THE  THAUMATROPE. 


but  in  all  changes  the  figure  must  gradual 
return  to  the  initial  position. 

No.  5.— Man  driving  wheelbarrow.  The 
wheel  must  be  placed  in  such  positions  that 
it  revolves  once  or  twice  during  each  revolu- 
tion of  the  whole  card. 

No.  6. — The  Bicycle-rider.     The  driving 


How  to  make  Design  No.  1. 

Cut  a  circular  cardboard  of,  say,  12  inches 
diameter,  and  describe  three  concentric  circles 
so  placed  that  the  centres  of  the  dots  may 
be  on  the  circumferences  of  the  circle. 
Divide  them  as  follows  ; 


should  be  put  on  after  the  smaller  ones 
which  number  fifteen.  This  makes  it  appear 
as  though  the  large  outer  dots  pass  over  the 
second  smaller  ones.  The  motions  of  these 
will  appear  in  different  directions.  Make  the 
cogged  wheels  of  eighteen  and  fourteen  teeth 
respectively,  and  the  s:tar  with  nine  rays.  If 


■wheel  must  go  round  once  during  a  revolution 


BLACK 


RED 


BLUE  GREEN 


The  direction  of  the  lines  represents  how  the 
designs  may  be  suitably  coloured. 

of  the  card,  while  the  sinall  wheel  must 
necessarily  revolve  quicker. 


Outer  circle  into  9  equal  parts 
Middle   „     „     8     ,,  „ 
Inner     „      ,,  7 

_  At  each  point  of  division  describe  a  small 
circle  the  size  of  dot  required,  then  either 
paint  each  dot  or  paste  on  each  a  piece  of 
coloured  paper. 

How  to  make  Design  No.  2. 
This  consists  of  dots,  wheels,  and  a  star. 
The  outer  dots  number  17  =  2x8 -hi,  and 


these  parts  be  made  of  different  colours  the 
effect  is  very  pretty. 

Besides  the  designs  given  ingenuity  will 
be  able  to  make  many  more — indeed,  innu- 
merable figures  may  be  made,  aU  adding  to 
one's  pleasure  and  amusement. 

To  see  this  toy  to  advantage  a  large  look- 
ing-glass should  be  used,  and  a  lamp  with  a 
reflector  to  throw  a  strong  light  on  the 
moving  disc  very  materially  improves  the 
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1.— AKBOKICULTUEAL, 

WE  came  across  a  "  find "  while  digging 
recently  in  the  Groves  of  Academia, 
and  give  our  readers  the  benefit  of  a  tre{e)- 
mendous  enigma  with  the  solution  ready 
worked  out,  as  we  have  quite  gone  to  the 
roots—  of  the  matter. 
It  is  called 

A  TEEE  PUZZLE. 

What's  the  sociable  tree,  and  the  dancing 

tree  (Pear  tree,  caper). 
And  the  tree  that  is  nearest  the  sea  (The 

beech  [beach])  ? 
The  most  yielding  tree,  and  the  Paul  Pry 

tree  (Cedar  [ceder],  medlar  [meddler]. 
And  the  tree  where  the  shipping  should  be 

(Bay)  ? 

What's  the  languishing  tree,  the  most  help- 
ful tree  (Pine,  service  tree). 

And  the  tree  that  'gainst  cold  is-  well  clad 
(Fir  [fur]  tree), 

Which  may  housemaids  use,  which  may 
truant  boys  llee  (Broom,  birch). 

And  the  tree  name  that  maketh  me  sad 
(Bleeding-heart  cherry)  ? 

What's  the  alderman's  tree,  and  the  hero's 
tree  (Elder  tree,  oleander  [O,  Lcander!]), 

And  the  friendly  tree  shaking  your  hand 
(Palm)  ; 

What's  the  coldest  tree,  the  unbeautiful  tree 
(Chili  [chilly]  tree,  plane  [plain]  tree), 

And  the  hr.ughty  tree  giving  command 
(Mango  [man,  go  .'])  ? 

What's  the  tree  would  to  wandering  invite 

you  (Orange  [O,  range  .']), 
And  which  might  your  wants  best  supply 

(Bread-fruit  tree)  ; 
Unto  death  what  sad  tree  may  unite  you 

(Ash  tree). 

And  which  would  forbid  you  to  die  (Olive 
[O,  live  !])  ? 
N.B.  We  have  omitted  perhaps  the  greatest 
fruit-bearing  tree  from  this  inventory,  viz. 
the  Axle-tree ;  and  not  even  hinted  at  the 
Christmas  Tree  which  carries  such  store  of 
Delightful  bright  toys 
For  good  girls  and  boys. 


2.— AEITHMETICAL  PEOBLEMS. 

MEN  WERE  DECEIVEKS  EVEK. 

A  lady  asked  a  gentleman  how  old  he  was, 
to  which  Mr.  Artful  replied,  enigmatically, 
"  What  you  do  in  everything ;  excel  (XL.), 
of  course  !  "  The  innocent  daughter  of  Eve 
recognised  the  compliment,  but  the  Eoman 
numerals  tnat  answered  her  question  have 
escaped  observation  so  far. 

THE  PRODIGAL  TEAR. 

It  is  quite  usual  to  say  the  days  of  the 
year  are  365,  and  the  number  looks  well 


THE   ODD  HALr-HOUU. 

By  William  Ceompton. 

upon  an  almanack  ;  but  all  is  not  gold  that 
glitters,  and  strict  veracity  impels  us  to 
declare  that  only  325  really  belong  to  it. 
The  rest  are  Lent. 

JEST  so ! 

There  is  a  word  of  three  syllables  to  which, 
if  you  add  two,  you  will  make  it  one  syllable. 
Syllable — monosyllable. 

QUEER   ARITHMETIC,   THIS  ! 

What  is  that  from  which  if  the  wliole  be 
taken,  some  will  yet  remain  ?  The  word 
"  wholesome." 

SWEET  PEAS. 

How  many  peas  are  there  in  a  pint  ?  This 
is  rather  a  diilicult  sum  to  work  out,  so  ive  are 
content  to  know  there  is  at  least  one  "  p." 

doesn't  IT  MATTER? 

"  Doesn't  "  instead  of  "  does  it  not  "  sounds 
very  like  vulgarity,  but  is  yet  appropriate  to 
the  question  of  What  is  the  diliference  be- 
tween six  dozen  dozen  and  half-a-dozen 
dozen  ? 

Many  persons  think  there  cannot  be  any, 
but  very  little  reflection  will  convince  most 
of  them  that  there  is  a  great  deal,  and  if 
they  like  to  work  the  simple  problem  out  it 
will  be  found  that  the  former  exceeds  the 
latter  in  number  by  792. 

ready  multiplication. 

In  none  there  is  one ;  in  four  there  are 
five ;  in  nine  there  are  ten  ;  in  six  there  are 
nine.    How  ? 

This  way  :  One,  V,  X,  IX. 

A  ROMAN  ANTIQUE. 

Nothing  and  six,  with  five  hundred,  pray 
know  it, 

Will  give  us  the  name  of  a  world-famous 
poet. 

So  it  will,  and  a  man  of  more  than  sum 
genius,  as  you  will  recognise  by  placing  a 
cypher,  VI,  and  a  D  together,  thus :  OVID. 

"  there's  a  good  time  COMING,  BOYS  !  " 

Mr.  Henry  Eussell  was  wont  to  predict 
this  in  a  song,  but  we  still  "  wait  a  little 
longer  "  for  its  advent.  In  the  interval  why 
not  add  a  pleasure  to  life  by  subtracting 
some  comfort  from  the  numbers  100,  1,  5,  1, 
and  50. 

This  would  speed  the  coming  of  the  good 
time,  be  sure ;  and  as  my  friend  who  rivals 
Artemus  Ward  in  "new-fangled"  English 
might  express  it — We  could  not  then  fail  2  B 
—CIVIL— 2  1  another  ! 


3.— HANDKEECHIEF  AND  STEING 
TEICKS. 

NOT  CROSSED. 

It  is  well  not  to  be  crossed — in  love,  or 
otherwise— but  if  the  handkerchief  used  in 


this  trick  is  so  treated  the  effect  will  be  to 
destroy  the  success  of  a  pleasing  experiment. 
Let  a  friend  hold  the  point  of  a  walking- 
stick  against  your  breast.  Take  a  handker- 
chief and  drop  it  over  the  stick;  pass  the 
ends  underneath,  and  over  the  top  once  more, 
taking  care  not  to  cross  the  handkerchief  but 
to  keep  its  ends  from  the  beginning  to  the 
finish  of  the  trick  upon  the  respective  sides 
on  which  they  start. 

Now  get  your  friend  to  put  his  hand  over 
the  handkerchief  where  it  rests  upon  the 
stick  ;  reverse  the  handkerchief,  bringing  its 
ends  back  across  the  hand,  once  round  the 
stick,  and  tying  them  in  a  knot  at  the  top. 

All  seems  firmly  bound  together,  but  ap- 
pearances are  deceptive,  for,  on  the  with- 
drawal of  the  hand,  the  kerchief  will  come 
away,  still  knotted,  free  from  the  stick. 

"  keeping  time,  time,  time  !  " 
A  very  primitive  pendulum  may  be  arranged 
by  fastening  a  shilling  or  sixpence  to  a  loop 
at  the  end  of  a  thread  and  letting  the  coin 
remain  suspended  in  an  empty  goblet.  The 
other  end  of  the  thread  should  pass  over  the 
pulse  of  your  thumb  and  be  held  steadily  be- 
tween it  and  the  fore-finger. 

To  achieve  the  requisite  steadiness  rest 
your  elbow  upon  a  table,  and  after  a  little 
time  you  will  observe  the  coin  vibrate  like  a 
pendulum,  which  is  to  be  accounted  for,  no 
doubt,  by  the  pulsation  in  your  thumb  ;  but 
the  really  wonderful  part  still  remains  to  be 
told,  for  it  is  stated  that  if  the  thread  be 
properly  held  the  coin  will  presently  "  take  it 
into  its  head  "  to  strike  against  the  sides  of 
the  glass  the  number  of  the  hour  nearest  to 
the  proper  time  of  day. 

Any  one  may  find  out  if  this  is  correct 
.  provided  he  can  wait  patiently  and  with 
sufficient  steadiness  ;  but  we,  not  being 
gifted  with  strong  nerves,  have  never  yet 
succeeded  in  verifying  the  very  striking  por- 
tion of  a  most  curious  experiment  which,  if 
true,  seems  incapable  of  being  explained. 
We  utterly  reject  any  occult  hypothesis, 
though  there  are  many  things  in  heaven  and 
earth,  as  Hamlet  intimates,  whose  mysteries 
are  not  yet  dreamt  of  in  our  philosophy. 
Such  may  still  be— and  are,  we  believe— due 
to  perfectly  natural  causes. 

AN  ENDLESS  PUZZLE. 

Eemove  your  coat  and  then  take  a  piece  of 
twine  some  three  yards  long,  tie  the  ends 
together,  place  it  over  your  right  arm  and 
put  your  right  hand  in  your  waistcoat 
pocket. 

The  trick  is  to  take  the  string  off  your 
arm  without  cutting  the  twine  or  removing 
your  hand  from  your  pocket. 

The  way  to  accomplish  this  feat  is  to  pass 
the  twine  through  the  armhole  of  the  vest 
and  over  your  head,  then  through  the  oppo- 
site armhole;  now  place  your  left  hand  under 
the  waistcoat,  draw  the  string  down,  and  step 
out  of  it. 
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A   NIGHT  IN  THE  LIFEBOAT. 


J HAD  been  for  some  while  engaged  in  conver- 
sation with  a  smart-looking  and  intelligent 
boatman,  who  paced  with  me  up  and  down 
±0  leeward  of  a  lugger  lying  high  and  dry 
upon  the  beach.  A  keen  north-east  wind 
swept  iu  a  wild,  whistling  song  over  the  dark 
and  foaming  ocean.  Our  talk  chietlv  con- 
cerned nautical  matters,  and  I  found  my 
conipanion  had  a  great  deal  to  say  about  the 
various  topics  on  which  we  touched.  Pre- 
sently the  wind  piped  up  into  a  gust  so  fierce 
and  shrill  that  we  both  came  to  a  pause  and 
stood  gazingat  the  race  of  white  waters  set  run- 
ning, and  the  breakers  rising  up  and  bursting 
like  avalanches  of  snow  upon  the  beach  not 
two  hundred  yards  from  where  we  stood. 

"  There's  a  tidy  weight  o'  wind  in  this 
here  squall,"  said  the  boatman,  projecting  his 
.head  beyond  the  shelter  of  the  lugger's  stem 
and  instantly  withdrawing  it  again.  "  It's 
my  opinion,  sir,  that  there's  a-going  to  be 
some  dirty  weather." 


By  Herbert  Russell. 

"  I  hope  not,"  he  answered,  "  although 
leastways  if  there  should  come  a  call  she's  all 
ready  for  to  go,  and  there  won't  be  no  want 
of  hands  willing  to  man  her  neither." 

"  You  would  go  in  her  for  one,"  said  I. 

"I,  sir?  I'm  the  cox'n  of  her,"  he 
answered. 

"  Oh,  indeed  !  "  said  I,  looking  at  the  man 
with  a  new  interest. 

"  Yes,  getting  on  for  fifteen  year  now  have 
I  been  skipper  of  that  there  boat,"  said  he. 

"You  must  have  seen  many  wrecks  and 
saved  a  great  deal  of  life?  "  said  I. 

"Ah!"  said  he,  gnawing  ruminatively 
upon  his  quid,  "  I  should  like  to  have  a 
sov'rin,  sir,  for  every  man,  wojnan,  and  child 
as  I've  lent  a  hand  in  the  saving  of.  I  don't  ask 
for  no  more,  just  a  sov'rin  each,  and  there 
would  be  no  call  for  me  ever  to  go  afloat  again, 
I  allow." 

"  I  have  frequently  wished  for  an  oppor- 
tunity of  going  out  in  a  Hfeboat,"  said  I ;  "it 


"  I  wish  you  would  let  me  accompany  you 
if  the  lifeboat  should  go  out,"  said  I. 

"  What !  "  cried  he,  with  a  grin  of 
mcreduhty,  "you  don't  sure-ly  mean  to  say 
you're  so  much  in  arnest  as  that,  sir'  D'ye 
mean  to  tell  me  that  you'd  be  willing  to 
quit  your  warm  fireside  or  your  snug  bed  for 
a  seat  in  the  lifeboat,  when  there's  no  airthly 
call  for  you  to  go ;  nothen  for  you  to  aim 
even,  and  in  such  weather,  too,  as  this  'ere  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  think  I  would,"  said  I,  looking  at 
him  mildly. 

His  astonishment  found  vent  in  a  hoarse 
ejaculation.  "Well,  I'm  blowed  if  I  could 
ha'  believed  such  a  thing,"  said  he.  "But 
I'll  tell  ye  what,  sir,  you  shall  have  the  cou- 
rage of  your  convictions,  as  the  saying  goes, 
and  if  there  should  be  an  alarm  to-night,  why, 
I'll  come  and  give  you  a  rout  out,  if  you  like.'' 
He  knew  that  the  place  whereat  I  was 
lodging  would  be  on  his  road  from  his  own 
house  to  the  lifeboat  station.  I  thanked  him, 


"I  don't  know  about  going  to  be,"  said  I, 
"'it  is  blowing  half  a  gale  already." 

"  Oh,  there's  nothen  to  hurt  as  yet,"  said 
he,  producing  a  screw  of  tobacco  mysteriously 
from  under  his  guernsty  and  popping  it  into 
his  mouth.  "  There  ain't  more  wind  now 
than  ^  what  a  ship  would  show  her  whole 
torps'ls  to— ay,  and  maybe  a  maintopgarns'l 
as  well.  But  I  don't  like  the  looks  of  that 
low  fiymg  scud.  You  can  pretty  nigh  always 
reckon  on  dirty  weather  when  you  see  that 
stuff.  Besides,  take  notice,  sir,  how  close 
the  gulls  keep  in  alongshore.  The  glass  is 
uncommonly  low,  too,  and  you  may  lay  your 
bottom  dollar  on  it,  that  there's  a-going  to  be 
a  breeze  o'  wind." 

I  was  sufficiently  acquainted  with  these 
men's  mode  of  expressing  themselves  to  know 
■that  a  breeze  of  wind  might  mean  a  living 
hurricane. 

"  There  will  probably  be  work  for  the  life- 
boat by-and-by,"  said  I,  vainly  searching 
the  bleak,  dark  line  of  the  horizon  for  any 
signs  of  a  sail. 


must  be  a  wonderful  experience,  and  a  thing 
to  talk  about  afterwards." 

Well,  I  dunno  about  its  being  wonderful," 
said  he,  "  unless  ye  mean  that  it's  wonderful 
we  should  come  off  with  our  lives  as  often  as 
we  do.  But  as  to  your  wanting  to  go  out,  let 
me  tell  you,  sir,  that  there's  a  lump  of  differ- 
ence 'twixt  knocking  away  to  wind'ard  in  a 
lifeboat,  with  a  hard  gale  a-driving  in  your 
teeth,  and  the  cold  something  fit  to  perish  a 
man  up  altogether— 'twixt  tJiat  and  cruising 
about  the  Channel  in  a  yacht  during  summer 
time." 

"  Still,  I  should  very  much  like  to  make  a 
trip  in  a  lifeboat,"  said  I. 

"Well,  why  don't  ye,  then?"  said  the 
boatman,  stolidly;  "there  ain't  no  difficulty 
about  it;  is  there  ?  " 

"  But  you  would  not  launch  the  lifeboat 
just  to  gratify  my  desire  ?  "  said  I. 

"Why,  no,"  he  answered,  "I  don't  allow 
there'll  be  any  occasion  to  do  that.  Ten  to 
one  if  there  don't  come  a  call  to-night.  Then 
'ud  be  your  chance,  sir." 


and  asked  that  in  the  event  of  a  wreck 
occurring  he  would  not  forget  his  promise. 
Then,  wishing  him  good-day,  for  the  beach 
even  to  leeward  of  the  lugger  was  a  cold 
promenade,  I  returned  to  the  warmth  and 
comfort  of  my  rooms. 

The  wind  freshened  gradually,  till  by  nine 
o'clock  that  night  a  tierce  gale"  was  roaring 
across  the  ocean,  swaying  the  staunch,  sea- 
ward-facing house  in  which  I  lodged  to  its 
very  foundations.  I  stepped  to  the  window, 
and  drawing  aside  the  curtains,  rubbed  the 
moisture  from  the  glass  and  looked  out.  But 
the  black  gleaming  pane  only  gave  me  back 
the  reflection  of  my  own  face,  with  the  glow- 
ing discs  of  the  gas  globes  behind.  I  knew 
that  somewhere  out  in  the  impenetrable 
darkness  against  which  I  was  straining  my 
sight,  lay  the  deadly  Goodwin  Sands.  It 
would  be  heavy  odds  against  the  chances  of 
the  stoutest  ship  whose  forefoot  should  touch 
the  soft  bed  of  that  shoal  on  this  wild  tem- 
pestuous night.  After  all,  thought  I,  bringing 
my  eyes  back  to  the  cheerful  interior,  I  very 
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much  doubt  whether  I  should  care  to  go  out 
in  the  lifeboat  now. 

I  sat  musing  by  the  fire,  till  presently,  a 
gust  like  a  peal  of  thunder  bursting  against 
the  house,  I  rose  and  again  went  to  the 
window.  Making  a  funnel  of  my  hands  to 
screen  my  eyes  frcim  the  light,  I  tried  hard 
to  penetrate  the  gloom  which  lay  dense  as  a 
pall  against  the  glass.  But  there  was  no- 
thing visible  save  the  pale  glimmer  of  the 
breakers,  hurling  in  huge  illusive  outlines  of 
foam  upon  the  beach.  On  a  sudden,  however, 
my  eye  was  taken  by  a  tiny  distant  ball  of 
lire,  sailing  upwards  like  a  solitary  spark 
■wafted  from  a  furnace  below  the  horizon.  It 
hovered  for  an  instant,  then  burst  into  a  little 
shower  of  golden  spangles  which  were  swept 
away  by  the  wind  as  swiftly  as  the  meteoric 
dust  vanishes  in  the  tropic  sky.  At  sight  of 
this  signal  my  heart  leapt  into  my  throat, 
for  I  knew  that  tiny  ball  of  fire  was  a  rocket 
sent  up  by  the  Gull  lightship  to  signify 
that  a  vessel  had  stranded  upon  the  perilous 
reef  which  she  guarded.  With  the  velocity 
of  thought  I  held  a  short  debate  within  my- 
self as  to  whether,  if  the  coxswain  should  call 
for  me,  I  would  venture  or  not.  The  dark- 
ness, the  cold,  and  the  increased  violence  of 
the  weather,  had  considerably  cooled  my 
resolution,  and  my  first  reflection  took  the 
form  of  a  half  wish  that  in  his  hurry  of 
rushing  off  to  the  lifeboat-house  he  would 
forget  all  about  me.  And,  indeed,  I  had  all 
but  made  up  my  mind  that  I  would  not  go, 
when  a  heavy  tread  came  with  a  hurried 
clatter  along  the  pavement,  and  stopping 
just  beneath  ray  window,  the  door-knocker 
was  smitten  with  great  energy.  I  stood  for 
one  brief  instant  undecided,  then,  yielding  to 
the  impulse  which  suddenly  visited  me,  i  ran 
for  my  warmest  coat,  and  bundling  into  it, 
wound  a  scarf  round  my  throat,  drew  on  a 
pair  of  stout  mits,  and  clapping  a  fur  cap  on 
my  head,  hastened  down  stairs  to  open  the 
door. 

I  would  never  have  guessed  the  weight  of 
the  gale  that  was  blowing  till  I  came  to  face 
it.  The  instant  I  turned  the  handle  of  the 
door  it  flew  open  as  though  impelled  by  a 
battering  ram,  and  the  wind  rushed  in  with 
a  violence  which  nearly  carried  me  off  my 
legs.  The  hatstand  in  the  hall  was  over- 
turned with  a  loud  crash,  and  the  lamp  went 
out  in  a  twinkling.  The  force  of  the  blast, 
meeting  it  full  and  suddenly  as  I  did,  took 
away  my  breath  for  a  moment,  and  I  reeled 
up  against  the  wall. 

"Come  on,  sir,"  shouted  the  voice  of  the 
coxswain,  "  and  look  alive,  if  you  please. 
There's  no  time  to  be  wasted  noxo  ;  "  and  with 
this  off  he  ran,  as  I  could  tell  by  his  retreat- 
ing footsteps,  for,  unused  as  my  sight  was  to 
the  darkness,  his  figure  was  invisible  to  me. 

I  grasped  the  handle  of  the  door  with 
both  hands,  and,  throwing  my  whole  weight 
upon  it,  managed  to  pull  it  to  after  me. 
There  was  a  solitary  gas-lamp  burning  a 
little  distance  along  the  deserted  street 
which  skirted  the  brow  of  the  beach,  and  by 
it  alone  was  I  enabled  to  shape  a  course  for 
the  lifeboat  house.  But  presently  my  eyes 
grew  more  accustomed  to  the  gloom,  and  I 
found  that  a  faint  pallor,  scarcely  to  be 
called  light,  stole  into  the  atmosphere  from 
off  the  whitened  ocean,  so  that  it  was  pos- 
sible to  see  whither  I  was  going. 

It  took  me  twenty  minutes  to  reach  the 
lifeboat  house,  which  was  barely  half  a  mile 
from  my  lodgings.  The  resistance  of  the 
wind  was  so  violent  that  I  had  literally  to 
lean  forward  against  it  withmy  whole  weight 
as  though  opposing  a  material  obstacle. 
When  I  arrived  at  the  little  red-brick  struc- 
ture, I  found  a  small  but  bustling  and  ex- 
cited crowd  gathered  about  the  open  doors, 
working  with  fierce  haste  to  get  the  blue- 
hulled  boat  which  stood  within  out  on  to  the 


beach.  A  man  was  furiously  ringing  the 
call-bell,  whose  quick  clanging  blended  in  a 
wild  harmony  with  the  voice  of  the  gale.  A 
couple  of  lanterns  burning  brightly  within  the 
shelter  of  the  house  illuminated  the  scene, 
and  a  wild,  strange  picture  it  was  :  the  life- 
boat herself  showing  pale  in  vague  and  ex- 
aggerated proportions ;  the  groups  of  men, 
attired  for  the  most  part  in  the  storm  gar- 
ments of  oilskin  and  sou'-wester,  straining 
with  loud  "Yeo-hoings"  at  a  rope  rove 
through  the  keel-hole  of  the  boat  in  their 
efforts  to  start  her  from  the  cradle  ;  with, 
high  above  all  other  sounds,  the  sullen  roar 
of  the  wind  breaking  into  a  shrill  scream  as 
it  split  upon  the  angle  of  the  wall,  and  the 
I  near  hollow  booming  of  the  surf  to  lend  a 
deeper  and  tragic  significance  to  the  weird 
!  spectacle,  when  one  thought  of  the  errand 
that  was  infusing  such  a  passion  of  haste 
into  the  labour  of  the  men. 

I  paused  in  the  doorway  for  an  instant  to 
recover  my  breath  and  see  whether  I  could 
observe  my  friend  the  coxswain  among  the 
crowd.  Suddenly  there  rose  a  cry  of  "  Here 
she  comes!"  and  the  lifeboat  commenced 
slowly  gliding  over  the  skids  upon  which  she 
lay,  with  the  men  running  on  ahead,  still 
hauling  at  the  rope  to  coax  her  down  the 
incline.  Her  pallid  outline  turned  black  as 
ink  when  she  slid  from  the  illuminated 
interior  out  into  the  darkness.  A  man 
snatched  one  of  the  lanterns  from  the  hook 
on  which  it  hung,  and  with  it  in  his  hand 
followed  the  slow-moving  boat.  It  was  a 
lamp  constructed  to  burn  in  the  heaviest 
gale,  otherwise  the  flame  must  have  been  ex- 
tinguished on  its  being  carried  into  the 
wind  like  a  spark  at  touching  water.  By  the 
faint  sheen  it  diffused  upon  the  gloom  I  saw 
that  they  had  dragged  the  boat  to  where  the 
beach  shelved  in  a  sutlden  steep  descent  to 
the  sea,  and  that  a  little  more  and  her  fore- 
foot would  tilt  over  the  full  of  the  shingle, 
when  she  would  rush  down  the  pebbly  slope 
and  plunge  afloat. 

As  I  stood  just  within  the  lee  of  the  house, 
the  coxswain  came  hurrying  up  to  me  from 
out  of  the  darkness. 

"  So  you  really  are  a-comin',  sir  ?  "  he  cried 
in  a  hoarse  but  cheery  voice,  taking  down  an 
oilskin  overall  from  a  peg,  and  struggling 
into  it. 

"Yes,"  I  answered,  "I  am  coming." 

"  Have  ye  got  any  painted  clothes, 
though?"  he  inquired. 

"  What  do  you  mean  '?  "  said  I,  not  compre- 
hending. 

"Painted  clothes— oiler.? — whatever  you 
like  to  call  these  here  things,"  and  he  pointed 
to  his  overall. 

"  Oh,  oilskins.  No!  shall  I  require  them  ?  " 

"  Shall  you  '?  "  said  he,  with  a  short  satiric 
laugh  ;  "  you're  a-going  to  see  the  water  fly 
properly  as  soon  as  we  get  afloat.  I'll  lend 
you  a  suit,  and  you'd  likewise  best  put  on  a 
lifebelt." 

He  went  to  the  further  end  of  the  house 
and  returned  in  a  moment  hearing  a  bundle 
of  yellow  oilskins  and  a  couple  of  great  cork 
jackets.  One  of  these  and  the  oilskins  he 
deposited  in  a  heap  at  my  feet,  the  other 
he  proceeded  to  rapidly  wrap  himself  up 
in. 

"  There  y'are,  sir  !  "  he  cried  ;  "  look  smart, 
for  we  mustn't  waste  a  minute,"  and  so 
saying  he  ran  off  towards  the  boat,  bawling 
to  the  men  to  bear  a  hand  and  step  both 
masts,  and  see  the  sails  close  reefed  and  clear 
for  hoisting. 

I  swathed  myself  in  the  stiff  waterproof 
garments,  replacing  my  fur  cap  by  a  sou'- 
wester that  came  low  down  over  my  eyes, 
and  finished  by  adjusting  the  lifebelt  round 
my  body  as  I  had  observed  the  coxswain  do. 
I  then  stepped  down  to  abreast  of  the  life- 
boat, which  by  this  time  had  her  masts  erected 


and  most  of  the  crew  in  her,  making  all  ready 
to  launch. 

"  Jump  in,  sir,"  called  the  coxswain,  catch- 
ing sight  of  my  face  in  the  light  of  the  lantern  ; 
"the  gent's  a-going  with  us,  lads,"  added  he- 
by  way  of  explanation. 

I  clambered  over  the  gunwale  on  that  sida 
where  the  list  of  the  boat  brought  it  to  with- 
in an  easy  distance  of  the  beach.  Extricating 
myself  from  the  tangle  of  gear  into  which  I. 
floundered  on  getting  inboards,  I  seated  myself 
upon  one  of  the  thwarts.  Another  lantern 
had  been  kindled  in  the  boat,  and  its  rays 
threw  out  the  little  huddle  of  men,  looking, 
like  some  strange  unearthly  creatures  in  their 
unwieldy  cork  belts  and  bulging  oilskins,  aa 
they  sat  in  a  row,  nimbly  knotting  the  reef- 
points  over  the  dark  rolls  of  tanned  canvas. 

"  Is  everything  all  ready  there  now  ?  "  sang 
out  the  coxswain  from  the  beach. 

"Yes,  yes,  we're  all  ready,"  answered, 
several  of  the  men  in  the  boat. 

His  shadowy  figure  came  sprawling  over 
the  side,  and  he  clambered  on  to  the 
gratings  against  the  after  air-box,  where  I 
could  see  him  fumbling  with  the  yoke-lines, 
for  I  believe  it  is  the  usual  practice  to 
keep  a  lifeboat's  rudder  shipped  upon  its 
gudgeons. 

"  It'll  be  all  two  hands'  work  to  steer  her  to- 
night," said  he.  "  Where's  Joe  Cobb — is  he 
here  ?  ' ' 

"Yes,  here  he  is,"  answered  a  deep  growl- 
ing voice  close  beside  me. 

"  Just  lay  aft  here,  Joe,  and  catch  hold  of. 
the  lee  yoke-lines.  Now  then,  get  the  yards 
of  them  lugs  hooked  on  to  the  parrels  all. 
ready  for  hoisting  directly  she  starts,  and 
some  of  you  stand  by  the  sheets.  We  must, 
go  off  with  our  sails  set.  All  hands  are 
aboard '?  " 

"  Yes,  yes,  we're  all  here,'-'  replied  the  men;, 
with  a  note  of  impatience  in  their  tones. 

"  Very  good  I  Now  then,  let  every  man  hold 
on  like  grim  death  across  a  dead  nigger  when 
she  touches  the  surf.  Launch  ho  ;  let  her  go,, 
lads  !  " 

I  felt  the  boat  begin  to  glide  forward  ;, 
then  she  fell  with  a  thud  over  the  margin  of 
the  level  stretch  at  the  top  of  the  beach,  and 
with  a  harsh  rasping  sound  went  rushing 
down  the  shingle  incline,  whilst  a  wild 
wavering  cheer  rose  upon  the  storm  from, 
the  group  of  people  who  had  assembled  to 
watch  us  speed  afloat. 

"Hoist  away  the  sails!"  yelled  the  cox- 
swain ;  "  up  with  them — handsomely  for  your.- 
lives  !  " 

Both  lugs  rose  simultaneously,  slatting, 
furiously  as  the  wind  burst  into  the  folds  of 
their  canvas.  It  was  a  moment  of  extreme 
confusion.  The  darkness,  the  ceaseless  dull' 
thunder  of  the  gale,  the  roar  of  the  near 
waters,  the  cries  of  the  men,  the  shrill 
cheeping  of  blocks  and  the  violent  banging 
of  the  sails  as  they  slowly  ascended ;  added 
to  all  this  the  feeling. of  suspense  communi- 
cated by  our  swift  passage  down  the  beach- 
towards  the  breakers,  combined  to  produce- 
an  eft'ect  which  the  imagination  must  picture 
since  the  pen  fails  to  describe. 

We  struck  the  water  at  the  instant  that  a 
huge  comber,  glimmering  pallid  with  its  crest 
of  foam,  was  arching  over  on  to  the  shingle. 
There  was  a  burst  of  spray  which  flew  hissing 
through  the  air,  stinging  the  skin  of  the  face 
as  a  shower  of  small  shot  might ;  the  boat's 
bows  soared  till  she  stood  nearly  end  on,  and, 
involuntarily  I  cried  out  as  I  felt  myselt 
slipping  backwards,  despite  my  clutch  of  the- 
thwart :  then  on  a  sudden  she  was  smitten, 
sideways  with  a  violence  which  hurled  her 
right  on  to  her  beam  ends.  A  moment  late? 
down  she  sank,  with  the  dark  water  gushing 
in  a  torrent  over  her  lee  gunwale  ;  then  up- 
was  hurled  her  stern,  like  the  end  of  a  see-saw, 
sending  a  foaming  sluice  cascading  along  her 
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floor,  and  whilst  she  hung  poised  for  a 
breathless  instant  a  huge  billow  took  her  fair 
under  the  run,  and  seemed  to  fling  her  sky- 
wards as  though  she  were  no  more  than  a 
ball  in  the  hands  of  a  child.  That  she  was 
not  rolled  over  and  over  in  crossing  the  line  of 
surf  that  boiled  along  the  shore  was  a  miracle 
to  me.  Nothing  but  the  impetus  gained  by 
her  descent,  and  having  her  sails  set  and  full 
of  wind  when  she  took  the  water,  carried  her 
clear.  The  mind  was  too  bewildered  to  define 
.sensations,  but  the  whole  effect  was  that  of 
being  tossed  about  in  a  dozen  different 
directions  at  the  same  moment.  The  lantern 
went  out  to  the  first  sea  that  tumbled  aboard, 
and  the  dim  pale  outline  of  the  boat  was 
revealed  by  the  illusive  light  which  came  off 
the  frothing  and  phosphorescent  waters. 

But  presently  her  movements  grew  much 
easier,  by  which  I  knev,'  that  she  was  drawing 
out  into  the  deeper  water,  where  the  surges 
ran  with  a  degree  of  regularity.  There  was  a 
certain  rhythm  in  the  rise  and  fall  of  the  buoy- 
ant craft,  and  the  weight  of  the  wind  in  her 
close-reefed  cloths  gave  her  a  steady  leeward 
list.  We  had  scarcely  got  well  clear  of  the 
breakers,  and  settled  down  with  sheets  flat- 
tened taut  upon  a  long  board  to  windward, 
when  a  rocket  rushed  into  the  dark  sky,  fired 
from  the  beach  behind  us.  It  burst  into  a 
galaxy  of  sparks  high  aloft  and  vanished  in  a 
breath. 

"  That'll  cheer  the  poor  hearts  on  the 
wreck  if  so  be  as  they  see  it,"  said  a  gruff 
voice  close  beside  me  ;  "  they'll  know  by  that 
there  signal  that  we're  a-coming  out  to 
them." 

"  I  allow  there'll  be  a  tidy  bit  o'  sea  run- 
ning over  the  sands  to-night,"  growled  a  man 
somewhere  forward. 

"  Don't  talk  of  it,  mate,  don't  talk  of  it," 
said  a  third.  "  One  thing's  sure  sartin,  that 
we  must  get  through  the  smother  somehow 
or  other." 

They  fell  silent,  and  indeed  talking  amid 
the  uproar  of  storming  sounds  all  around 
was  no  easy  matter.  Presently  the  cox- 
swain called  out,  "  How's  the  gent  a-getting 
on  ?  " 

"  Do  you  mean  me  ?  "  I  cried. 

"  Ay,  how  are  ye  getting  on,  sir  ?  " 

"  Pretty  well,"  I  replied,  "  but  beginning 
to  feel  rather  cold." 

"  Ah,  it'll  be  a  sight  colder  presently,  I 
lay,"  said  the  man  beside  me,  stamping  his 
feet  and  thumping  his  breast  with  his  fists. 
"  Ye  ain't  had  time  to  feel  it  properly  yet, 
sir;  but  wait  till  we've  been  off  an  hour  or 
two  and  it'll  seem  like  to  perish  the  topmost 
hanks  of  a  Greenlan'  man's  jib,"  and  he 
gave  a  little  rumbling  laugh. 

My  sight  by  this  time  was  grown  well 
used  to  the  gloom,  and  I  could  count  that 
fifteen  men  went  to  the  crew  of  the  boat. 
We  sat  for  the  most  part  huddled  in  a  group 
well  aft  and  to  windward.  Forward  the  spray 
was  flying  over  the  bows  in  ceaseless,  smoke- 
like clouds.  Yet  the  little  craft  was  making 
brave  weather  of  it  too.  The  surges  came 
rolling  at  her  out  of  the  darkness  tall  as 
chffs,  but  regularly  as  the  billows  bore  roar- 
ing down  upon  her  did  she  rise  to  meet  them, 
soaring  buoyant  as  a  seabird  to  the  crest, 
there  to  hang  suspended  for  an  instant  with 
the  foam  seething  flush  to  her  gunwales  ere 
followed  the  sickening  downward  swoop,  suc- 
ceeded by  a  dead  lull  in  the  deep  trough,  and 
then  the  same  giddy  upheaval,  yet  always 
shearing  ahead  through  it  all,  as  one  could 
tell  by  observing  the  flickering  froth  spinning 
past  the  pallid  line  of  the  white-painted 
rail.  We  sat  for  the  most  part  in  silence,  as 
I  have  said,  crouching  low  to  avoid  the 
stinging  sliowers  of  spray  flashing  over  the 
bows.  I  found  it  impossible  to  look  to  wind- 
ward, for  the  gale  brought  tears  into  my 
eyes  as  often  as  I  tried  to  face  it.    The  cold 


was  now  beginning  to  tell  heavily  upon  me. 
My  toes  felt  as  though  frost-bitten,  my  satu- 
rated woollen  mits  lay  like  ice  upon  my 
numbed  fingers,  and  for  all  the  protection  of 
my  oilskins  and  cork- jacket  the  damp  of  my 
under-garments  chilled  me  to  the  bone.  That 
all  the  occupants  of  the  boat,  probably  none 
of  whom  was  as  well  clad  as  I,  must  have 
sufl'ered  equally  I  could  not  doubt,  yet  never 
a  murmur  of  complaint  rose  among  them. 
If  they  spoke  at  all  it  was  only  to  wonder  how 
the  poor  fellows  out  on  the  wreck  were  doing, 
and  to  hope  that  the  sea  would  not  knock 
her  to  pieces  before  they  could  reach  her. 
They  took  as  little  notice  of  me  as  though  I 
were  one  of  their  own  crew,  except  the  cox- 
swain, who  occasionally  called  a  cheery 
remark  to  me,  and  once  asked  me  whether  I 
wasn't  having  a  jolly  fine  sail  now  ? 

Well,  it  took  us  two  hours  of  beating 
to  windward  to  come  up  with  the  Gull 
lightship.  We  drove  close  alongside  the 
shadowy,  tossing  vessel,  from  whose  mast- 
head flashed  the  brilliant  warning  beacon, 
and  our  men  hailed  her  to  know  the  bear- 
ings of  the  wreck.  A  voice  answered,  giving 
us  the  course  and  telling  us  that  a  flare  was 
burning  aboard  of  her,  which  owing  to  our 
low  elevation  and  the  mountainous  sea  that 
was  running  we  had  failed  to  observe.  We 
went  swirling  past  the  lightship,  and  her 
dark  reeling  outhne  vanished  upon  the  gloom 
as  completely  as  though  she  had  foundered. 

"Hark  !  "  said  a  man  who  sat  opposite  to 
nie,  raising  his  forefinger  to  command  atten- 
tion. 

I  listened,  and  my  ear  caught  a  note  like 
to  _  a  continuous  roar  of  distant  thunder 
rising  above  the  storming  of  the  gale. 

"D'ye  hear  it,  sir?  "  he  asked,  letting  his 
arm  sink  slowly  to  his  side. 

"Yes.    What  is  it  ?"  I  said. 

"  It's  the  surf  on  the  sands.  A  terrible 
sea  it  must  be,  I  allow,  to  make  a  noise  like 

The  detonation  grew  louder  and  deeper  as 
we  approached.  I  turned  for  one  instant  to 
strain  my  gaze  ahead :  the  boat  chanced  at 
that  moment  to  be  upon  the  crest  of  a  huge 
wa^  e,  and  I  caught  the  dim,  ruddy  flicker  of 
the  signal  flare  ;  then  down  went  the  little 
craft,  sliding  into  the  hollow,  and  my  sight 
grew  blurred  to  the  pouring  of  the  gale. 

Suddenly,  and  before  I  knew  it,  we  were 
among  the  breakers.  In  a  breath  the  boat 
was  full  of  water,  with  the  glimmering  foam 
seething  up  to  my  throat:  I  clutched  the 
thwart  on  which  I  sat  with  a  death-like 
tenacity,  but  the  eddy  gushed  in,  spitting 
and  crackling  like  the  torrent  of  a  fierce 
whirlpool,  and  I  felt  myself  torn  from  my 
grip,  and,  buoyed  up  by  the  life-belt,  carried 
overboard  like  a  wisp  of  straw.  I  tried  to 
shriek  out,  but  my  throat  was  constricted 
with  the  wet  and  cold,  and  the  inarticulate  cry 
I  uttered  vfas  drowned  by  the  roaring  waters 
as  completely  as  a  solo  voice  is  lost  in  the 
full  peal  of  a  mighty  organ.  I  felt  myself 
hurried  along  at  a  prodigious  rate,  upborne 
upon  a  surface  of  hissing  froth.  My  only 
thought  at  that  moment  was  how  "  ice-like  is 
the  water  !  "  To  say,  in  the  general  manner 
of  writers  describing  an  experience  they  have 
probably  never  suffered,  that  I  immediately 
gave  myself  up  for  lost,  that  the  recollection 
of  my  entire  life  crowded  into  my  mind, 
and  the  like,  would  be  rank  absurdity,  nor 
do  I  believe  that  men  in  a  like  siiuation  are 
usually  troubled  with  such  reflections.  My 
mind  was  too  much  bewildered  by  the  sudden- 
ness and  violence  of  the  shock  to  even  clearly 
realise  what  had  happened,  and  supposing  any 
one  could  have  told  me  at  that  moment  I  was 
in  danger  of  drowning,  I  believe  the  news 
would  have  been  a  kind  of  revelation. 

On  a  sudden  a  liquid  avalanche  came 
hurling  down  upon  me.    A  torrent  of  salt 


spume  rushed  over  my  head :  there  was  a 
loud  rmging  in  my  ears  and  a  dancing  of 
bright  lights  before  my  eyes.  My  head 
struck  something  hard,  and  I  felt  my  body 
twirled  round  and  gliding  over  a  smooth 
rounded  surface.  I  clutched  hold  of  a  soft 
substance  with  which  I  came  in  contact,  and 
tlie  water  presently  subsiding,  I  found  myself 
once  more  in  tlie  lifeboat,  clinging  to  the  legs 
of  a  man  who  lay  stretched  at  length  upon  a 
thwart,  holding  on  in  that  position.  He 
called  to  know  who  that  was  pinching  him 
and  I  answered,  on  which  he  said  he  was 
glad  to  find  me  there,  for  he  had  just  now 
seen  me  washed  overboard  and  feared  I  was 
gone. 

Our  passage  through  the  tract  of  raging 
waters  we  had  to  cross  to  reach  the  wreck 
was  more  like  some  wild  nightmare  than  a 
reality.    As  we  neared  the  stranded  vessel, 
the  light  shed  by  a  tar-barrel  which  blazed 
upon  her  forecastle— burning  miraculously 
despite  the  clouds  of  spray  bursting  over  the 
hull— cast  a  ruddy  glow  upon  the  scene, 
tinging   the    snow-white   breakers  to  the 
colour  of  blood,  and  fitfully  displaying  to  our 
eager  gaze  a  small  cluster  of  human  figures, 
huddled  half  way  up  the  fore-shrouds.  Oh, 
the  weirdness  of  that  midnight  scene  of 
tempest  and  shipwreck  as  it  was  revealed  to 
us  by  the  ruddy  leapings  of  the  flare  !  It 
was  a  picture  to  haunt  a  man  a  lifetime,  and 
so  strongly  did  it  impress  itself  upon  me 
that,  as  I  sit  writing  this,  I  have  but  to  close 
my  eyes  to  behold  the  whole  terrific  spectacle 
over  again  as  vividly  as  though  I  were  still 
clinging  on  for  dear  life  in  the  savagely 
bufl'eted  craft.     It  was  plain  that  there 
could  be  no  lying  alongside  the  wreck,  for  to 
leeward  the  waves  came  cascading  over  in 
great  green  seas,  making  clean  breaches  of 
the  vessel,  and  I  wondered  however  they 
would  manage  to  rescue  the  httle  group  of 
human  beings  in  the  rigging.    But  here  it 
was  that  the  coolness  and  seamanship  of  the 
men  stepped  in  to  their  aid.     The  cox- 
swain roared  out  some  order,  in  response  to 
which  the  sheets  were  slackened  off  a  little, 
thus  easing  the  boat,  as  one  felt  directly 
by  her  movements.    Then,  whilst  half  a 
dozen  throats  were  yelling  to  the  men  to 
jump  for  their  lives,  we  went  surging  past, 
so  close  to  the  great  black  broadside  of  the 
wreck  that  as  the  recoil  of  a  huge  billow 
sent  us  shearing  wildly  in  towards  her,  I 
held  my  breath,  expecting  a  rending  crash 
and  a  stove  boat.  Three  dark  bodies  whizzed 
through  the  air  and  alighted  among  the 
gear  in  the  bottom  of  the  lifeboat ;  a  fourth 
followed  :  I  saw  his  form  strike  the  rounded 
top  of  the  after  air-box  ;  he  bounded  off  and 
vanished  in  the  creaming  race  alongside.  It 
happened  in  a  breath  ;  it  was  idle  to  think 
of  stopping  to  pick  him  up,  for  every  man  of 
us  knew  that  he  would  be  hurried  fathoms 
away  from  the  spot  where  he  struck  the 
water,  and  indeed  our  own  salvation  de* 
pended  upon  keeping  good  headway  on  the 
lifeboat.    We  forged  past  the  wreck,  the 
crew  meanwhile  picking  up  the  poor  crea- 
tures who  had  leapt,   and  asking  them 
whether  they  were  hurt,  and  how  many 
more  of  them  remained,  and  so  on ;  to  all  of 
which  they  gave  no  reply,  for  the  very  good 
reason,  as  we  afterwards  discovered,  that  not 
one  of  them  could  speak  a  word  of  English. 

When  we  had  put  a  safe  distance  between 
us  and  the  wreck,  the  coxswain  roared  out 
'•Eeady  about!"  and  at  the  same  time  he 
and  his  mate  put  the  helm  hard  down.  The 
boat  shot  round  into  the  wind's  eye,  chopping 
furiously,  with  her  canvas  slatting  hke  a 
deafening  fusillade  of  small  arms.  A  great 
breaker  struck  her  whilst  she  was  in  stays, 
and  besides  filling  her  full  of  water,  knocked 
her  head  off,  so  that  she  would  not  come 
round.     There  was  nothing  for  it  but  to 


A  NIGHT  IN  THE  LIFEBOAT. 


31 


keep  her  away  and  then  try  again.  She  freed 
herself  gallantly,  the  water  cascading  out  of 
her  as  from  a  tilted  bucket  when  she  rose 
end  on  to  the  seas.  The  next  attempt  was 
more  successful ;  she  spun  round  like  a  top, 
the  sheets  were  shifted  to  leeward,  and  a 
moment  later  she  was  heading  up  so  as  to 
pass  close  round  the  wreck  on  the  other 
tack.  Only  two  men  jumped  this  time. 
One  of  them  alighted  upon  his  legs  amid  the 
coils  of  the  cable  forward ;  the  other  caught 
his  foot  in  an  oar,  which  tripped  him,  and  he 
Ml  violently,  striking  his  head  an  ugly  blow 
against  the  gunwale.  I  gazed  eagerly  up 
as  we  swept  past  to  see  how  many  hands 
-remained  in  the  rigging,  and  by  the  light  of 
the  flare  I  counted  five  men. 

We  shot  ahead,  and  presently  tacked  about 
again.  The  third  time  we  passed  the  stranded 
vessel  the  whole  five  men,  as  though  suddenly 
stricken  with  a  panic,  leapt  all  at  once.  They 
alighted  safely  in  the  boat,  it  is  true,  but  one 
of  them  getting  his  leg  doubled  under  his 
tody  just  as  a  sailor  fell  sprawling  on  top  of 
him,  the  limb  was  broken.  And  indeed,  con- 
sidering the  great  risks  of  jumping  from  such 
a  height  into  a  boat  whose  wild  erratic  move- 
ments it  was  impossible  to  calculate  ere 
taking  the  spring,  it  was  wonderful  to  me 
that  the  ten  men  should  have  come  oft  with 
BO  more  than  a  few  bumps  and  bruises,  saving 
the  accident  I  have  just  named. 


When  the  last  man  had  plumped  with  a 
thud  into  a  mass  of  gear,  the  coxswain  shouted 
to  know  whether  any  of  them  could  speak 
English. 

"  Yesh,  oh  yesh,  I  speakee  your  tongue  !  " 
shrieked  a  shrill  voice. 

"  Then  tell  me,  are  there  any  more  of  you 
on  board  that  craft  ?  " 

"  No,  no  !  We  wash  eleven  men — we  all 
takee  to  the  haubans  (Anglice,  shrouds). 
Have  all  shumped  now." 

"  Then  we'll  clear  out  of  this  awful 
smother  as  soon  as  we  can.  We  ain't  got  no 
time  to  lose  neither,  for  th-e  water's  shoaling 
fast,  and  it'll  be  a  poor  look-out  if  we  happen 
to  bump  on  the  sand.  Ease  ofi  the  sheets, 
lads,  and  let  her  run,"  and  as  her  helm  was 
Jammed  hard  up  the  lifeboat  paid  ofi,  and, 
with  her  canvas  bellying  out  taut  as  drum- 
skins,  away  she  rushed,  shearing  with  loud 
hissing  and  seething  sounds  through  the 
broken  water  which  brimmed  to  her  gun- 
wales. 

We  found  by  our  questions,  which  the 
English-speaking  man  answered,  that  the 
wreck  was  that  of  the  French  barque,  Soeur 
Leandre,  from  Callao  to  Gravelines.  He  told 
us  that  he  was  the  captain,  and  said  all 
hands  were  in  the  lifeboat  saving  the  poor 
fellow  who  had  gone  overboard,  and  who  was 
a  young  seaman  named  Pierre  Lafranc.  And 
I  then  he  suddenly  burst  out  into  a  wild  torrent 


of  words  and  gesticulation,  which,  as  far  as  I 
could  follow  his  patois,  was  a  lament  for  his 
barque  and  for  poor  Pierre  Lafranc.  The 
others  sat  in  a  silent  group  amidships,  the 
man  whose  leg  was  broken  lying  stretched 
along  the  floor  of  the  boat,  with  a  tarpaulin 
spread  over  him.  It  was  too  dark  for  me  to 
see  their  costumes  or  faces. 

We  dashed  in  a  cloud  of  spray  through  the 
breakers,  and  got  out  among  the  compara- 
tively steady  running  ridges  of  the  deep  water 
beyond.  The  gale  howled,  the  waters  roared 
as  they  chased  us,  and  like  a  sentient  crea- 
ture, conscious  of  the  glorious  errand  she  had 
just  performed,  away  sped  the  lifeboat  towards 
the  land.  We  were  scudding  dead  before  it 
now,  and  to  watch  the  dark,  foam-streaked 
water  whirring  past  was  like  looking  through 
the  carriage  window  of  an  express  train  rush- 
ing across  country  at  night.  Less  than  an 
hour  of  such  sailing  brought  the  smudge-like 
loom  of  the  land  close  aboard.  A  portfire 
was  kindled  to  announce  our  approach  to  the 
many  eager  eyes  that  we  guessed  would  be 
searching  the  gloom  for  any  signs  of  the 
boat.  And  when  a  few  minutes  later,  upon 
the  crest  of  a  tall  comber,  the  lifeboat  shot 
her  full  length  high  and  dry  up  the  beach, 
there  were  a  scoi'e  of  willing  helpers  flocking 
round  to  heave  the  gallant  little  craft  to  her 
resting-place  and  conduct  the  shipwrecked 
I  crew  we  had  landed  to  the  Sailors'  Home. 


THE 


OGod  and  King  of  nations, 
Now  hear  us  when  we  raise 
Our  song  of  supplication. 

Our  hymn  of  hope  and  praise. 
We  long  to  see  the  peoples 

Gathered  around  Thy  throne  ; 
We  long  to  see  Thee  claiming 
The  world  that  is  Thine  own. 


From  where  in  lonely  North-lands, 

The  mild-eyed  Esquimaux 
Eeigns  o'er  his  cheerless  kingdoms, 

Wrapt  in  eternal  snow  ; 
To  where  the  Indian  wanders 

Beside  the  southern  wave- 
Lord,  show  the  heathen  nations 

How  strong  Thou  art  to  save. 
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Fair  lie  the  golden  islands 

Upon  the  summer  seas  ; 
Their  rivers  flow  like  amber 

Along  the  palmy  leas. 
No  winter  chills  their  seasons, 

Their  skies  are  ever  blue  ; 
The  warm  Pacific  fans  them 

The  long  bright  summer  through. 


They  lie  like  glitt'ring  jewels 

Upon  the  tropic  main  ; 
A  harvest  ever  ready. 

Of  rich  and  golden  grain. 
The  fields  stand  white— oh,  surely 

The  reaping  time  is  due  ; 
The  harvest.  Lord,  how  plenteous, 

The  reapers,  oh,  how  few  ! 


5. 


Fair  are  those  lands  to  gaze  on, 

But  dark  and  foul  within  ; 
Their  peoples  chained  and  fettered 

In  misery  and  sin  : 
Their  temples  consecrated 

To  deeds  no  tongue  may  speak  ; 
With  blood  of  human  victims 

Their  smoking  altars  reek. 


Lord,  let  the  gentle  radiance 

From  Jesu's  cross  that  streams, 
Shed  o'er  those  distant  islands 

Its  bright,  life-giving  beams  ; 
Stream  forth  and  drive  the  shadows 

Before  its  quickening  ray  ; 
Until  the  very  darkness 

Shine  like  the  perfect  day*. 


Lord,  we  are  but  Thy  soldiers, 

The  King  and  Captain  Thou  ; 
Unroll  Thy  conquering  banners, 

And  claim  the  victory  now : 
Till  all  the  ransomed  nations 

Thy  name  alone  shall  sing. 
O  Lord,  take  up  Thy  kingdom, 

Make  no  long  tarrying. 
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A  MYSTIC  ATTRACTION. 


By  the  Author  of  "  How  to  become  a  Thought-Reader,' 


ETC.,  ETC. 


IT  is  probably  the  same  with  young  wizards 
as  with  old  ones,  in  that  they  occasionally 
experience  a  difficulty  in  finding  new  oppor- 
tunities for  the  display  of  their  occult 
powers — in  other  words  they  want  new  tricks. 
Certainly  Professor  Hoffmann  has  supplied 
the  "  B.  0.  P  "  reading  wizards  with  a  large, 
varied,  and  easily  worked  selection  of  mys- 
teries, but  this  is  now  some  little  time  since, 
and  some  of  them  may  have  grown  a  trifle 
stale,  or  too  generally  known.  Speaking 
from  my  own  experience  as  a  very  mature 
wizard,  I  can  affirm  that  the  discovery  of  a 
new  and  hitherto  unknown  vehicle  for  the 
exhibition  of  mysterious  powers  always 
affords  me  intense  gratification.  In  the 
first  place  there  is  a  sensation  of  greater 
security  that  you  will  not  be  discovered,  and 
in  the  second  a  feeling  of  pride  in  adding 
to  your  already  accredited  powers.  It  may 
not  be  that  the  germ  of  your  discovery  is 
absolutely  new,  for  in  magic,  I  take  it, 
there  are  very  few  such  germs  still  to  be 
discovered,  but  rather  that  your  discovery 
lies  in  wrapping  up  an  old  germ  in  such  new 
and  original  coverings  that  it  presents  an 
entirely  novel  and  deceptive  appearance, 
and  passes  unrecognised  by  your  audience 
as  a  fresh  and  inscrutable  evidence  of  your 
mystic  ability.  An  old  trick  may,  by  tack- 
ing on  to  it  a  new  or  little-known  one,  be 
made  to  assume  an  importance  it  never 
could  otherwise  have  possessed,  and  though 
both  the  tricks  are  in  themselves  perfectly 
simple,  and,  if  exhibited  separately,  little 
likely  to  cause  a  sensation,  yet  when  com- 
bined they  reflect  a  spurious  mystery  on 
each  other  to  such  an  extent  that  they  are 
put  down  as  something  quite  new  and 
startling. 

It  is  such  a  combination  as  this  that  I 
propose  to  set  before  our  young  wizards, 
assuring  them  that  with  practice  and  clever 
"  patter  "  they  will  by  it  be  able  materially 
to  increase  their  reputation.  As  has  been 
my  previous  custom  (for  want  of  a  better 
one)  I  will  first  give  a  description  of  the 
deception  as  seen  by  the  audience,  and 
afterwards  explain  "  how  it's  done."  As 
there  is  no  stage  preparation  required,  the 
illusion  may  be  introduced  at  any  period  of 
the  performance.  The  wizard  has  on  his 
table  an  ordinary  carafe,  or  water-bottle,  such 
as  is  found  on  every  dinner-table,  and  a 
wine  or  spirit  bottle  of  white  glass  so  as 
to  be  transparent,  from  which  the  label 
has  been  removed,  and  also  a  hard-boiled 
egg  denuded  of  its  shell. 

On  entering,  the  wizard  has  in  one  hand 
his  wand,  and  in  the  other  a  piece  of  paper, 
and  commences  thus : 

"  Ladies  and  Gentlemen, — I  feel  confident 
that  there  are  very  few,  if  any,  among  you 
who  have  not  noticed  at  some  period  of 
your  lives  the  power  of  attraction  possessed 
by  fire.  Take,  for  instance,  the  blazing  coals 
in  the  grate,  and  see  how  on  a  cold  day 
those  in  the  room  circle  closely  round 
them  till  it  almost  seems  as  if  the  fender 
alone  prevented  their  taking  their  seats  on 
the  bars ;  or  again,  take  the  bonfire  in  the 
open  air,  and  observe  the  crowds  that  flock 
towards  it  from  every  point  its  influence 
reaches.  Vi'ith  fireworks,  too,  the  same 
results  may  be  observed,  and  when  they 
soar  skyward,  every  face  is  turned  upwards 
in  response,  and  our  bodies  are  only  pre- 
vented from  following  them  in  their  aerial 
flight  by  the  laws  of  gravitation,  which 


are  more  powerful  than  those  dominating 
fire ;  but  it  would  be  useless  multiplying 
instances  of  an  incontrovertible  and  uni- 
versally accepted  truism,  and  I  will  not 
waste  your  time  in  so  doing,  but  turn  to 
something  which  is  not  so  generally  known, 
and  that  is  the  composition  or  nature  of 
this  attractive  power.  Now,  ladies  and 
gentlemen,  you  are  all  aware  of  the  mar- 
vellous discoveries  made  of  late  years  in 
that  force  which  has  since  the  formation  of 
our  globe  until  quite  recently  been  regarded 
only  with  terror  and  aversion — I  refer  to 
electricity,  or,  as  it  was  formerly  called, 
lightning.  But  since  Sir  John  Franklin 
brought  a  key  out  of  a  thunder-cloud  down 
his  kite-string,  or  was  it  a  kite  out  of  a 
thunder-cloud  down  his  key-string  (you 
will  correct  me  if  I  am  in  error),  electricity 
has  become  our  plaything  and  servant,  and 
we  are  able  to  make  it  do  pretty  much  as  we 
wish,  and  it  is  this  same  electricity  which 
furnishes  the  attractive  force  in  fire.  What, 
sir  ?  You  shake  your  head  *  at  the  asser- 
tion ;  you  don't  believe  me  ?  I'm  glad  of 
that,  for  by  the  time  I  have  concluded  my 
experiments  I  feel  confident  I  shall  have 
converted  you,  and  my  triumph  will  be 
the  greater.  But  to  resume  :  all  fire  does 
not  contain  the  same  amount  of  electricity ; 
in  some  it  is  very  weak,  in  others  it  is 
so  strong  that  few  objects  are  able  to  resist 
it.  For  the  purpose  of  my  experiments 
this  evening,  I  have  obtained  a  small  por- 
tion of  pajjer  specially  prepared  from  the 
pulp  of  fifty-pound  Bank  of  England  notes, 
because,  owing  to  the  peculiar  attractive 
nature  of  bank-notes  in  themselves,  the 
electricity,  contained  in  the  flame  that  arises 
when  fire  is  applied  to  the  paper  made 
from  their  pulp  is  extraordinary.  Take  it 
in  your  hand,  madam,  and  examine  it 
thoroughly,  and  while  you  are  doing  so  I 
will  pass  round  this ,  simple  water-bottle, 
and  this  hard-boiled  egg  from  which  the 
shell  has  been  removed,  and  which  you 
will  kindly  observe  will  not  pass  through 
the  neck  of  the  bottle  unless  considerable 
pressure  is  applied."  (He  hands  the  various 
articles  to  the  audience.)  "  I  do  this  that 
you  may  be  convinced  there  is  no  trick  or 
deception  about  this  experiment,  but  that 
it  is  wholly  and  solely  an  exposition  of  one 
of  the  recently  discovered  attributes  of  the 
electric  force. 

"  Thank  you,  madam ;  thank  you,  sir"  (tak- 
ing back  the  various  articles)  ;  "  you  are,  I  am 
sure,  ali  convinced  there  has  been  no  pre- 
vious preparation.  Just  so.  Now  observe  me 
closely.  I  tear  off  a  portion  of  the  paper, 
crumple  it  slightly,  so  that  it  will  easily 
pass  into  the  bottle,  and  having  lighted  it 
at  the  candle,  I  place  it  still  burning  inside 
the  carafe,  and  using  the  egg  as  a  stopper 
prevent  the  electricity,  which  is  now  being 
liberated  from  the  paper,  from  escaping. 
Watch  what  takes  place.  Pop  1  Just  so. 
The  electricity  has  overcome  the  power  of 
resistance  and  friction  opposed  by  the 
narrow  opening  of  the  carafe  to  my  egg 
stopper,  and  has  actually  drawn  it  into  the 
interior.  Oh,  certainly,  madam  ;  pray  take 
the  carafe  and  examine  it  minutely,  and 
if  you  can  discover  any  trick  about  it  I 
will  gladly  make  you  a  present  of  it,  although 

*  Probably  no  gentleman  uill  shake  his  head,  but 
never  mind  that :  address  the  remark  to  one  as  if  he 
liad,  and  your  audience  will  think  he  did  so,  though  they 
didn't  happen  to  see  him. 


it  is  the  last  water-bottle  I  possess  out  of 
a  dozen,  thanks  to  a  particularly  clumsy 
butler,  and  I  shall  be  compelled,  therefore, 
in  future  to  have  recourse  to  spirits — a 
practice  for  which,  by-the-bye,  I  have  already 
got  a  most  undeserved  character,  or  rather 
lack  of  character. 

"  But  some  of  you  may  imagine  that  this 
power  of  attraction  I  have  shown  you  lies  in 
the  bottle  and  not  in  the  fire— a  not  unlikely 
suspicion  when  so  much  has  been  written  of 
late  years  by  many  excellent  men  on  the 
subject ;  but,  as  I  have  already  assured  you, 
such  is  by  no  means  the  case,  and  to  prove 
my  words,  although  it  is  in  direct  contraven- 
tion of  my  rule,  I  will  perform  the  experiment 
again  in  a  diiferent  way.  I  have  here  a  gin- 
bottle,  supi^osed  by  some  to  possess  more 
attraction  than  a  water-bottle  ;  it  is  of  white 
transparent  glass,  and  can  be  easily  seen 
through,  and  while  it  is  being  examined  I 
will  ask  some  lady  or  gentleman  to  lend  me 
a  small  pocket-knife.  Thank  you,  sir"  (open- 
ing the  small .  blade)  ;  "  made  at  the  Saturn 
Works,  I  see :  an  excellent  manufactory. 
And  now,  madam,  if  you  are  quite  convinced 
as  to  the  bona  fides  of  my  gin-bottle,  I  will 
place  the  knife  inside  it,  thus  "  (holding  the 
bottle  in  his  left  hand  on  the  slope,  he  inserts 
the  knife  still  open,  and  allows  it  gently  to 
slide  down  the  side  to  the  bottom).  "  Now  I 
take  a  portion  of  this  same  paper,  ignite  it, 
and  hold  it  over  the  neck.  The  electricity 
being  set  free  by  combustion,  acts  in  a  pre- 
cisely similar  manner  as  formerly,  and  the 
knife  being  attracted  rises,  until  it  appears 
above  the  neck  of  the  bottle,  when  I  grasp 
it,  and  return  it  to  its  owner,  with  many 
thanks." 

And  now  for  "how  it's  done."  Well,  in 
the  first  case  there  is  no  "  doing  "  required, 
the  trick  works  itself.  The  paper  is,  of 
course,  ordinary  paper,  but  of  a  kind  that 
burns  readily,  and  will  not  easily  go  out. 
Have  your  egg  boiled  moderately  hard,  that 
is,  let  the  white  be  firmly  set,  and  the  yolk 
not  quite  hard,  so  that  the  egg  will  "give  " 
a  little  on  pressure  being  applied  to  its  sides, 
and  in  taking  off  the  shell  be  careful  to 
remove  none  of  the  white  with  it,  for  the 
success  of  your  trick  depends  on  the  sides 
presenting  a  smooth  unpitted  surface.  Se- 
lect a  carafe  the  mouth  of  which  is  not  too 
small,  and  yet  small  enough  to  make  it 
apparent  that  the  egg  cannot  pass  thuough 
it  without  considerable  pressure.  Directly 
you  have  got  your  paper  well  alight  place  it 
in  the  carafe,  and  put  the  egg  in  the  neck  as 


in  the  sketch  ;  if  the  egg  fits  tightly  the  result 
will  follow  rapidly.  The  egg  precludes  ad- 
mittance of  air,  and  the  burning  paper  con- 
suming what  is  aheady  in  the  bottle  a  partial 
vacuum  is  obtained,  but  as  narture  abhors  a. 
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vacuum  more  violently  than  a  hungry  boy 
does,  the  outside  air  m  its  efforts  to  fill  up 
that  inside  the  carafe  forces  the  egg  through 
the  neck,  when  it  falls  into  the  interior  with 
a  pop. 

The  second  portion  of  the  experiment  is 
effected  by  an  entirely  different  method, 
though  the  result  is  more  or  less  similar. 
The  explanation  you  give  being  the  same  in 
both  cases,  your  audience  is  led  to  believe  it 
is  the  correct  one,  and  is  in  consequence 
mystified. 

All  you  will  require  will  be  a  piece  of  very 
fine  black  silk  about  eighteen  inches  or  two 
feet  long.  You  will  find  out  the  most  con- 
venient length  in  practice.  Fasten  one  end 
to  the  lowest  button  of  your  waistcoat,  and 
on  the  other  end  make  a  small  loop  just 
sufficiently  big  to  allow  the  pen  blade,  but 
not  the  handle,  of  a  knife  to  pass  through  it. 
When  you  come  on,  have  the  loose  end 
tucked  under  your  waistcoat,  and  when  you 
have  handed  the  bottle  for  examination, 
and  are  borrowing  the  knife,  which  receive 
with  your  left  hand,  draw  out  the  slack  silk 
with  your  right ;  you  can  easily  do  this 
unperceived  under  cover  of  pulling  your 
waistcoat  down,  or  toying  with  your  watch- 
chain.  Having  secured  the  loop,  open  the 
smaller  blade,  and  in  holding  the  point  of  it 
in  your  right  hand  and  the  handle  in  your 
left,  you  will  have  no  difficulty  in  slipping 
the  loep  over  the  blade.    Now  transfer  the 


handle  to  your  right  hand,  and  take  up  the 
bottle  with  ybur  left,  and  let  the  knife  slide 
into  it  gently,  so  that  the  point  may  not  be 
broken.  Then  light  your  piece  of  paper,  and 
hold  it  over  the  neck,  and  when  you  wish  the 


knife  to  rise,  gently  move  the  bottle  forward 
away  from  your  body.  The  silk  will  tighten 
and  draw  up  the  knife.  The  moment  it 
protrudes  through  the  neck,  seize  it  ard 
draw  it  out  with  your  right  hand  of  course, 


and  as  you  turn  to  place  the  bcttle  back  on 
your  table,  shake  off  the  loop,  and  reetore 
the  knife. 

While  doing  this,  you  can  gather  up  and 
conceal  the  silk  with  your  left  hand,  but 
your  audience  having  seen  in  the  first  part 
of  the  experiment  that  no  silk  coidd  have 
been  employed,  will  be  very  slow  to  suspect 
its  presence  now.  They  will  probably  have 
provided  themselves  with  a  theory  of  their 
own  as  to  the  first  part,  and  will  be  busy- 
fitting  it  on  to  the  second  part. 

There  is  just  one  thing  you  must  be- 
careful  about,  and  that  is  not  to  raise  the- 
bottle  too  high,  so  that  the  silk  shall  corner 
between  your  audience  and  your  shirt-front. 
To  make  doubly  sure,  it  is  as  well  to  keep  the- 
bottle  a  little  to  one  side  or  the  other,  and 
not  directly  in  front  of  you,  when  your  black 
coat  as  a  back-ground  will  do  away  with  any 
fear  of  detection. 

This  combination  of  two  tricks  may  give- 
some  young  wizards  a  hint  as  to  combining, 
others,  which  though  having  some  similarity, 
are  yet  -worked  in  entirely  different  ways, 
and  which  are  consequently  more  difficult  of 
detection  ;  for  though  a  very  shrewd  guess 
may  have  been  made  as  to  the  method  of 
working  one,  when  it  is  ajiplied  to  the  othei 
it  is  seen  at  once  to  be  impossible,  and  the. 
spectator  is  more  fogged  than  he  was  at 
first. 

S.  G. 


S.   GLAUS,  ESQ.! 


HE  comes  without  a  candle  and  he  never 
turns  a  handle, 
He  disregards  the  usual  regulations  — 
For  he  doesn't  pick  the  lock,  and  he  doesn't 

"  ring  and  knock," 
And    he    doesn't    test    the   drowsy  page's 
patience  ! 

But  he  comes  with  silent  hoof,  via  chimney- 
pot and  roof, 

Treading  softer  far  than  any  feline  paws, 

And  his  steps  are  quiet  and  stealthy,  as  he 
visits  poor  and  wealthy, 

For  everyone's  alike  to  Santa  Claus  ! 


With  an  entry  that's  bewitching,  first  he 
glides  into  the  kitchen, 

And  gazes  at  his  portrait  on  the  wall ; 

When  his  "  private  view  "  is  over,  this  invete- 
rate old  rover 

Proceeds  to  hang  his  "  things  "  up  in  the 
hall ! 

Then  if  feeling  somewhat  merry,  he  dons 

the  holly  berry. 
Eats  a  score  or  so  of   mince   pies  for  a 

"  start," 

And  while  its  owners  slumber,  I'eads  the 

"  Boy's  Own  Christmas  Number," 
And  gets  off  all  the  poems  tliere  by  heart  1 


Then,  lighted  by  a  taper,  after  glancing  thro'' 
the  paper, 

He  joins  the  ambling  beetles  in  their  strolls  ; 
Flirts  witli  forward  young  cockroaches,  who^ 

whenever  he  approaches, 
Coquettishly  retire  into  their  holes  ! 
On  the  cat's  tail  ties  a  rattle,  and  umpires  in 

a  battle 

Between  a  fly  of  mettle  and  a  spider  that 
has  none. 

And  then  feeling  rather  lonely,  holds  a  con- 
versazione. 

Inviting  all  the  rats  and  mice  and  beetles 
over  one  ! 


4. 

Then  he  goes  into  the  garden— if  I'm  wrong  I  beg  his  pardon  — 
Caring  nothing  for  the  weather  or  its  rigour. 

Builds  a  mighty  monster  snowman,  and  acts  the  travelling  showman, 
"  In  a-showin  '  awf  the  feechers  of  the  figger !  " 

Then  he  knocks  the  "pallid  gemman"  into  half  a  small-sized  bmon, 

Throws  snowballs  at  policemen  as  they  pass. 

Then  departs  upon  a  shutter,  down  a  flooded  frozen  gutter, 

And  thus  concludes  his  brief  nocturnal  farce  ! 


Your  faith  is  rudely  shaken,  for  you've  all  been  much  mistaken, 
In  thinking  Santa  Claus  a  kind  of  Imp, 
For  he's  nothing  of  a  bogey,  but  a  jovial  ancient  fogey, 
Rather  gouty,  and  afflicted  with  a  limp  !  • 
If  this  fact  you  will  not  swallow,  you  must  prove  my  statement's 
hollow. 

Let  your  Christmas  Eve  a  -U'akeful  vigil  be. 

You  must  sit  up  all  night  pond'ring,  and  if  you  catch  him  wand'ring. 
Just  pat  the  question  to  him,  and  you  ll  see  ! 

K.  S.  Waeken-Beli» 


THE   CHINAMAN  AND  THE  SNAKE. 

By  De.  Arthur  Str.\dlixct,  c.m.z.s.,  etc. 


I AM  rather  fond  of  John  Chinaman.  He  is 
a  great  character  wherever  you  meet  with 
him,  and  an  interesting  study.  There  is 
notliing  like  him  in  the  whole  world  now, 
and  a  Chinaman  is  always  a  Chinaman  and 
nothing  but  a  Chinaman  all  the  world  over  — 
as  Chinese  in  Paris  as  he  is  in  Pekin.  He 
carries  his  shell  on  his  back  even  more  than 
an  Englishman  does,  and  that  is  saying  a 
great  deal.  On  the  whole,  I  think  he  has 
been  somewhat  maligned,  for  lie  has  many 
good  points  ;  but  there  is  one  charge  notori- 
ously brouglit  against  him  which  wc  must 


admit  to  be  well  grounded — he  is  an  awful 
thief ! 

Not  that  all  Chinamen  are  thieves,  of 
course.  It  has  been  my  good  fortune  to 
number  amongst  my  intimate  friends  Ce- 
lestials who  were  as  honourable  as  any  men 
that  I  have  known.  There  maybe  as  large 
a  proportion  of  Chinese  of  honest  intent  as  of 
any  other  people,  for  what  I  can  tell  to  the 
contrary — let  us  hope  so,  at  any  rate,  seeing 
that  the  young  Dragon  Emperor  rules  over 
nearly  one-third  af  tlie  hitman  race  with  the 
vermilion  pencil.    But  a  Chinese  thief  is 


such  an  inveterate,  incurable  pilferer,  that  I 
have  sometimes  thought  that  theirs  must  be 
genuine  kleptomania,  a  passion  for  misappro- 
priation which  amounts  to  a  form  of  insanity- 
There  is  something  curiously  straight- 
forward in  their  dishonesty  too,  sometimes^ 
Out  in  Guiana,  some  of  the  Chinese  coolies^ 
on  the  sugar  plantations  were  very  clever 
silversmiths,  and  would  make  the  most 
exquisitely  chased  bangles  and  otlier  orna- 
ments. When  we  wanted  anything  we  used- 
to  give  them  the  silver  in  the  shape  of 
dollars  or  other  coins ;  these   they  would 
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melt  down  and  fashion  into  the  desired 
objects,  and  when  the  latter  were  completed, 
we  weighed  them  against  the  original  number 
of  dollar  pieces.  The  workman  charged 
nothing  for  making  them,  and  they  were 
supposed  to  be  returned  of  full  weight  cor- 
responding to  the  coins  melted,  it  being 
perfectly  understood  that  he  paid  himself  by 
substituting  an  alloy  for  some  part  of  the 
silver  ;  and  we  always  had  a  light  over  that, 
according  as  the  results  of  this  alloy  were 
more  or  less  visible  in  the  bangles  to  their 
deterioration.  But  it  was  invariably  gold  or 
something  equally  precious  which  had  been 
put  in  to  "  make  hardee,"  or  the  appearance 
of  inferiority  of  colour  was  an  optical  delusion 
owing  to  the  wonderful  pattern  engraved,  or 
there  wasn't  any  alloy  at  all,  or  some  other 
explanation  rattled  out  with  shrill  volubility 
and  an  aspect  of  injured  earnestness  in  the 
widely  dilated  eyes.  And  oh  !  if  you  were 
rash  enough  to  give  them  any  but  American 
or  Mexican  dollars,  you  might  think  your- 
self lucky  if  anything  much  better  than 
zinc  came  out  of  the  melting-pot,  for  you 
couldn't  dispute  the  fact  that  Peruvian  soles 
were  poor  silver,  though  hardly  such  a 
degraded  currency  as  the  revelation  of  John's 
crucible  would  seem  to  indicate.  The  worst 
of  it  was,  you  couldn't  alter  this  state  of 
affairs ;  pay  as  much  as  you  would  for  the 
workmanship  you  would  get  no  better  silver, 
nor  could  I  ever  persuade  a  coolie  to  give  me 
pure  metal,  even  when  I  gave  him  permission 
to  dock  the  weight.  After  all,  the  loss  was 
not  much,  and  represented  no  more  than 
fair  wages  for  the  skill  and  labour,  only  one 
would  rather  have  paid  it  in  another  way. 

I  know  this  class  of  Chinese  better  abroad 
than  at  home.  In  China,  I  was  thrown  more 
into  contact  with  the  merchants  and  officials 
— though  I  once  had  a  bad  time  there,  which 
I  will  tell  you  about  some  da.y. 

In  Demerara,  Trinidad,  and  other  sugar- 
growing  countries,  enormous  gangs  of  China- 
men come  over  to  work  on  the  plantations. 
Seme  of  the  big  estates  used  to  have  ten 
thousand  hands,  Chinese,  East  Indians, 
negroes,  native  Indians,  and  a  few  Portuguese, 
with  regular  villages  for  them  to  live  in,  and 
hospitals  to  accommodate  those  that  fell  ill. 
I  had  charge  of  a  number  of  these  hospitals 
in  one  of  the  up-country  districts  in  British 
Guiana  for  a  time. 

On  one  occasion  I  was  walking  home  to 
breakfast  with  a  gentleman,  the  manager  of 
a  very  large  plantation,  at  whose  house  I  had 
spent  the  night,  and  whose  field-hands  v^ere 
amongst  those  over  which  my  medical  super- 
vision extended.  (Very  few  West  Indian 
planters  now  live  on  their  own  estates — 
Demerara  is  always  spoken  of  as  included  in 
the  West  Indies — which  are  practically 
worked  by  a  responsible  manager,  under 
whom  are  a  number  of  overseers,  generally 
English  or  Scotchmen.)  Here  we  doctors 
think  it  a  long  "  round  "  which  keeps  us  out 
all  day,  but  over  there  it  took  a  week  before 
the  circuit  of  one's  hospitals  was  completed. 

We  had  been  for  a  stroll  through  some  of 
the  cane-pieces,  and,  as  I  have  said,  were 
returning  along  the  path  by  one  of  the  canals 
with  appetites  which  told  us  that  it  was 
breakfast-time — about  11.30  .\.m.  You  think, 
no  doubt,  that  we  might  well  be  hungry, 
waiting  until  that  time  for  breakfast,  so  I 
ought  to  mention  that  it  is  the  custom  to 
have  "coffee"  between  7  and  8  in  the  morn- 
ing; and  that  "coffee"  implies,  not  only 
that  beverage,  but  chops,  steaks,  eggs,  plan- 
tains, fish,  and  the  never-failing  "  pepper- 
pot  "  with  rice.  You  have  tea  and  biscuit, 
and  mangoes,  too,  at  daybreak.  My  friend's 
family  had  all  gone  up  to  Barbados  for  a 
month's  sea-bathing,  and  he  and  I  had  our 
meals  in  whatever  corner  of  the  broad 
verandah  running  round  his  house  happened 


to  be  the  coolest.  Demerara,  as  you  probably 
know,  was  colonised  by  the  Dutch — had  it 
not  been,  it  doesn't  seem  likely  that  it  would 
ever  have  been  colonised  at  all ;  for  what 
other  people  would  have  reclaimed  land 
lying,  as  a  great  part  of  it  does,  below  the 
level  of  the  sea '?  The  quaint  old  Dutch 
names  are  still  retained  everywhere.  The 
low  swampy  land  drains  into  trenches  or 
ditches  which  intersect  the  plantations  in 
great  numbers,  and  are  called  canals  ; 
sluggish,  muddy,  mosquito-haunted  streams 
they  are,  with  nothing  picturesque  about 
them,  and  constituting  capital  accommoda- 
tion for  alligators  and  water-sei-pents,  which, 
however,  are  not  very  troublesome.  You 
don't  see  a  drop  of  clear  water  in  Demerara ; 
everywhere  the  same  brown  pea-soup. 

Well,  my  host  and  I  were  homeward  bound 
when,  at  no  great  distance  from  the  house,  we 
met  a  Chinese  coolie,  bare-legged,  bare-armed, 
bai'e-necked.  and  attired  in  the  usual  short 
jacket  and  shorter  trousers,  and  he  was  towing 
a  log  of  wood  along  the  canal.  There  was 
nothing  calling  for  remark  in  this  ;  in  fact,  I 
hardly  noticed  the  man  as  he  stepped  aside 
and  poised  himself  on  the  slippery  bank  to 
allow  us  to  pass.  I  was  preceding  my  friend 
along  the  narrow  path,  which  did  not  admit 
of  our  walking  side  by  side,  and  had  not 
paused  in  my  talk,  when  I  found  I  was  alone. 
He  had  stopped  and  was  looking  towards  the 
retreating  figure  of  the  coolie.  Naturall.y  I 
did  the  same,  though  I  couldn't  for  the  life 
of  me  divine  why,  and  I  don't  know  now 
what  raised  the  manager's  suspicions.  On 
the  yellow  legs  plodded,  the  tight  skin 
glistening  in  the  blazing,  burning  sunshine, 
but  their  owner  never  once  looked  back, 
though  he  must  have  been  aware  of  the 
scrutiny  to  which  he  was  being  subjected. 
Presently  he  came  to  a  line  of  wooden  stakes, 
fencing  part  of  the  bank  and  jutting  out  into 
the  canal.  Around  and  across  these  he  was 
obliged  to  manipulate  his  line  with  some 
difficulty,  but  in  spite  of  very  adroit  manage- 
ment the  extra  tension  caused  the  log— it 
was  the  trunk  of  some  small  tree — to  tilt  up 
at  one  end  high  above  the  surface.  My  host 
gave  a  shout,  and  John's  legs  twinkled  away 
down  the  perspective  of  the  straight  path  to 
vanishing  point. 

We  hurried  up,  hauled  the  timber  ashore, 
and  found,  lashed  on  to  its  under  side  and 
perfectly  concealed  by  the  opaque  water,  the 
silver  coffee-pot,  cream-jug,  sugar-basin,  and 
two  dish-covers  which  had  formed  part  of 
the  paraphernalia  of  our  delayed  breakfast 
in  the  verandah.  The  canal  ran  down  to  the 
Chinese  quarters,  and  in  twenty  minutes 
more  the  cargo  would  have  been  in  the  melt- 
ing-pot for  transmutation  into  chains,  rings, 
bangles,  and  anklets,  saleable  to  the  Hindu 
labourers. 

The  snake  incident  occurred  in  another 
part  of  the  same  counti-y.  A  gentleman 
who  resided  on  a  sugar-estate  within  a  couple 
of  hours'  ride  of  my  own  station  went  in  a 
good  deal  for  fowls,  even  going  to  the  expense 
of  having  out  choice  varieties  and  prize 
fancy  birds  from  England.  Although  he 
paid  a  great  deal  of  attention  to  them  pei-son- 
ally,  his  fowl-pens  were  established  at  some 
little  distance  from  his  house,  chiefly  because 
their  presence  attracted  a  good  many  un- 
welcome denizens  of  the  jungle,  especially 
during  the  night ;  and  notwithstanding  that 
they  were  fenced  off  with  the  strongest  wire- 
netting,  and  protected  in  every  elaborate  way 
that  caution  could  suggest,  accidents  did 
occasionally  happen.  The  boards  at  the 
back  of  their  shed  were  found  stove  in  one 
morning  by  the  breaking  down  of  the  bamboos 
to  which  they  were  nailed,  and  several  fowls 
were  missing.  This  was  ascribed  to  a  cay- 
man (alligator),  though  that  I  should  doubt ; 
but  on  another  night  of  disaster  the  marauder 


was  identified  in  the  shape  of  a  puma,  who 
made  good  his  escape  after  tearing  down 
part  of  the  netting  and  creating  sad  havoc 
among  the  inmates.  Besides  these  who  were 
lucky  enough  to  effect  an  entry,  tiger-cats, 
foxes,  and  all  sorts  of  undesirable  things 
were  constantly  sniffing  and  prowling  round 
after  dark  with  a  view  to  a  banquet  of  British 
poultry,  considerably  to  the  disturbance  of 
the  feathered  exiles.  So,  after  a  time,  a  hut 
was  run  up  alongside,  and  a  Chinaman  was 
stationed  there  every  night  to  mount  guard, 
and  to  shoot  or  drive  away  all  intruders.  At 
least,  he  was  armed  with  a  gun  at  first,  but 
he  let  it  off  so  often  without  any  visible 
result  except  the  traces  of  sundry  shots  em- 
bedded in  close  proximity  to  the  fowls,  that 
his  mastcK,  considering  the  weapon  only  an 
addition  to  the  perils  which  already  environed 
his  pets,  took  it  away  and  left  him  to  do  his 
worst  with  a  thick  stick. 

Matters  were  in  this  position  when  I  made 
my  periodical  visit  to  the  hospital  one  morn- 
ing ;  and,  meeting  the  gentleman  on  his  road 
to  the  factory,  was  informed  by  him  that  he 
had  suffered  the  loss  of  a  bird  during  the 
night.  They  had  enjoyed  tranquillity  for 
some  time  up  to  then,  and  I  believe  their 
owner  was  beginning  to  think  that  the  pre- 
vious mischances  might  have  been  due  to 
human  depredators  after  all,  since  the  period 
from  which  their  safety  dated  was  at  any 
rate  coincident  with  improved  padlocts. 

"One  of  your  beastly  snakes  this  time!  " 
he  growled.  By  which  he  didn't  mean  that 
the  robber  was  actually  a  specimen  from  my 
own  collection,  only  that  he  looked  upon  all 
serpents  as  to  some  extent  inotegi'^s  of  mine, 
and  I  think  cherished  an  indistinct  idea  that 
I  ought,  in  some  vague  way,  to  be  held  re- 
sponsible for  tlieir  misdeeds.  A  snake  it 
was,  however,  evidently  a  boa  constrictor  of 
about  ten  feet  in  length  from  the  description. 
He  had  eluded  the  vigilance,  such  as  it  was, 
of  the  sentinel,  and  had  got  into  the  enclo- 
sure at  a  corner  where  the  wirework,  which 
had  been  undergoing  some  alterations  or 
repair  on  the  previous  day,  had  inadvertently 
been  left  unfastened.  John  knew  nothing 
about  the  burglary,  and  the  chickens  had 
betrayed  no  unusual  excitement ;  my  friend 
had  himself  discovered  the  reptile,  curled  up 
in  a  dark  corner  of  the  fowl-house,  his 
bloated  body  presenting  circumstantial  evi- 
dence of  his  crime  sufficient  to  warrant  his 
immediate  execution  even  before  the  fowls 
were  counted.  I  was  rather  anxious  to  get 
certain  portions  of  some  large  constrictor 
just  then  for  scientific  purposes,  so  I  accord- 
ingly begged  for  the  body ;  but  I  was  too  late. 
The  Chinese  coolies  had  carried  it  off— to 
eat,  their  master  supposed.  I  didn't  believe 
that ;  a  Chinaman  will  eat  anything,  cer- 
tainly, but  he  doesn't  waste  his  appetite  on 
anything  so  shadowy  as  a  few  yards  of  skin 
and  ribs  in  a  land  teeming  with  food  like 
Guiana.  Still,  I  had  no  doubt  that  he  could 
find  a  use  for  it — what  is  there  that  John 
can't  find  a  use  for  ?  It's  an  old  saying,  and 
one  that  has  a  good  deal  of  truth  in  it,  that 
a  Chinaman  will  make  a  fortune  out  of  what 
you  consign  to  the  duc-t-bin.  In  my  eager- 
ness for  the  desired  material  I  greatly  dis- 
gusted my  bereaved  friend  by  asking  him  to 
save  me  "  the  next."  He  evidently  thought 
I  was  more  disappointed  about  the  snake 
than  sympathetic  over  the  fowl.  I  didn't 
dare  suggest  that  he  should  spare  the  life  of 
any  future  ophidian  spoiler  until  I  could 
come  and  catch  him. 

However,  only  a  very  few  days  later  a 
black  boy  ai-rived  at  my  station  with  a  note 
intimating  that  there  was  a  kamudi  for  me 
if  I  liked  to  come  over ;  it  was  too  heavy  to 
send.  "  Dis  berry  big  one,  sah  !  big  enough 
eat  me,  sah  !  "  volunteered  the  grinning  boy — 
who  evidently  knew  all  about  it— when  I  had 
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read  the  missive.  Kaniudi  is  the  local  name 
for  the  anaconda,  the  greatest  of  all  the 
serpent  tribe.  Away  I  pelted,  notwithstand- 
ing the  mid-day  heat,  and  found  the  manager 
with  a  rueful  face  indeed.  Poor  fellow !  well 
enough  he  might  look  glum.  The  coolie 
had  run  to  the  house  and  roused  him  just 
before  daylight  with  the  intelligence  that 
another  serpent  had  broken  into  the  pen, 
where  it  still  lay,  having  resisted  all  his 
efforts  to  evict  it,  with,  in  fact,  some  show 
of  aggression  towards  himself.  SUpping  on 
his  shoes,  my  friend,  sped  off,  in  pyjamas 
and  sleeping  jacket,  with  his  gun.  From 
pitch  darkness  to  blazing  day  is  an  interval 
of  scarcely  more  than  ten  minutes  on  the 
borders  of  the  equator,  and  when  he  arrived 
at  the  fowl-house  it  was  light  enough  for 
him  to  see  the  snake — a  monster  indeed, 
eighteen  feet  long,  his  shining,  black-spotted, 
yellow  hide  distended  by  the  heavy  meal 
with  whioh  he  was  gorged.  In  another  in- 
.stant  his  small  head  was  blown  to  atoms, 
and  it  was  found  that  eleven  choice  birds 
were  gone. 

Under  the  circumstances,  it  was  awfully 
good  of  him  to  think  of  me  at  all.  We 
wended  our  way  at  once  to  the  spot,  so  that  I 
might  perform  my  dissection  without  delay, 
since  decomposition  sets  in  very  rapidly 
in  that  steamy  and  pestiferous  climate.  I 
'  thought,  too,  that  the  skin  of  so  fine  a  speci- 
men would  be  worth  preserving  as  a  curiosity. 
Judge,  then,  of  my  annoyance  and  of  my 
companion's  displeasure  when  we  discovered 
that,  contrary  to  his  express  orders,  the  body 
had  been  removed  from  the  poultry-shed  and 
dragged  off  to  the  Chinese  quarters.  He 
was  so  irate  about  it  that,  not  wishing  to  add 
to  the  troubles  of  the  day,  I  begged  him  not 
to  disturb  himself  on  the  point,  but  that  I 
would  look  round  the  village  (which  lay  on 
my  way  to  the  hospital,  which  I  was  going  to 
visit)  and  try  to  get  on  the  track  of  the 


kamudi — I  was  rather  curious  to  see  what 
they  really  did  with  it.  Nothing  about  it 
seemed  to  be  known  by  any  of  the  field-hands 
within  hail — and  the  manager  hailed  pretty 
loudly. 

So  I  left  him  amongst  his  fowls  for  the 
time  being,  and,  by  dint  of  a  little  bribery, 
obtained  a  guide  to  the  hut  where  the  snake 
had  been  carried.  The  Celestials  were  very 
unwilling  to  show  me  the  carcass,  and  tried 
to  disclaim  aU  knowledge  of  it,  but  I  wouldn't 
be  put  off.  I  was  always  on  very  good  terms 
with  these  fellows,  and  resolution  with  small 
silver  will  accomplish  wonders,  so  at  last  I 
got  them  to  bring  it  to  me.  And  then  I  per- 
ceived, to  my  intense  amusement  — though  I 
didn't  "  let  on  "  that  I  noticed  anything — 
what  they  wanted  the  snake  for.  They  had 
cut  him  open  and  taken  out  the  crushed  but 
fresh  and  undigested  fowls,  and  were  stewing 
them  in  a  big  iron  pot !  Oh,  there's  nothing 
beats  a  Chinaman — he's  grand  ! 

With  their  assistance  I  soon  had  the  skin 
stripped  off,  and  set  them  scraping  it  on  the 
inside  with  their  knives  to  remove  the  fat, 
while  I  cut  out  such  joints  of  the  back-bone 
as  I  required  for  purposes  of  investigation  ; 
then  I  went  on  to  the  hospital,  and  by  the 
time  I  came  back,  the  skin  was  ready  for 
pegging  out  to  dry,  so  that  I  might  carry  it 
off  on  another  day.  Whether  they  added 
what  was  left  of  the  anaconda  to  their 
savoury  stew  or  not,  I  can't  say. 

I  found  the  manager  standing  in  a  brown 
study  outside  the  fowl  pen ;  he  had  been 
puzzled  in  his  endeavour  to  ascertain  how  the 
snake  got  inside  the  fence.  The  enclosure 
was  wired  in  as  securely  over  the  top  as  it 
was  at  the  sides,  to  keep  off  birds  of  prey. 
To  cheer  him  up,  I  told  him  what  I  had  seen 
down  at  the  village,  and  what  epicures  his 
people  were,  doubtless  feasting  by  that 
time  on  the  contents  of  the  kamudi ;  but  he 
only  stared  at  me  more  perplexed  than  ever. 


Then  a  light  seemed  to  dawn  on  him,  as  a 
solution  of  the  difhoulty  presented  itself  to 
his  mind  ;  and  he  muttered  a  comprehen- 
sive opinion  concerning  the  Chinese  race, 
one- third  of  the  whole  population  of  the 
globe. 

"  What's  the  matter  !  "  said  I.  "  The 
fowls  are  gone.  Yoii  wouldn't  eat  them  ; 
you  have  killed  the  snake,  so  lie  can't  enjoy 
them  ;  why  should  you  grudge  them  to  John 
if  his  tastes  point  that  waj',  to  vary  the 
monotony  of  his  rice  and  plantains  ?  " 

"  Look  here  !  "  he  roared,  paying  no  heed 
to  my  banter ;  "  look  at  this  !  "  He  stooped 
down,  and  seizing  the  lower  part  of  the  wire 
network  in  one  corner,  on  the  side  nearest 
the  canal,  he  shook  it  slightly.  To  my  sur- 
prise, the  double  nails  or  staples  which 
should  have  held  it  firmly  to  the  framework 
were  so  loose  that  they  were  easily  picked 
out  by  the  fingers.  "  Look  here — and  here 
— and  here  !  this  corner  has  been  opened  and 
the  flap  turned  back,  no  doubt  night  after 
night,  ever  since  they  got  the  boa.  That 
yellow-skinned  rascal  watched  the  kamudi  in 
— there's  a  moon  now;  and,  see  here" — 
pointing  to  a  reed  rove  through  the  lowest 
course  of  wire — "  he  fastened  him  in  !  " 

How  it  all  ended — whether  the  charge  was 
ever  proved  or  disproved — I  never  knew  ;  for 
I  laughed  so,  and  my  good  friend  got  so 
angry,  and  was  so  offended  thereat  for  along 
time  afterwards,  that  I  hadn't  the  nerve  to 
ask  any  questions  subsequently.  If  the  sur- 
mise was  really  a  correct  one,  it  was  just  an 
illustration  of  that  ingenuity  combined  with 
unintelligent  simplicity  which  distinguishes 
many  Orientals.  But  I  am  sure  that  I  have 
never  seen  chicken  on  the  table  since  with- 
out being  reminded  of  the  event  ;  and  I  fear 
that  I  have  occasionally  spoiled  people's 
appetites,  when  pressed  for  an  explanation  of 
why  I  smiled  at  the  dish,  by  giving  them  an 
account  of  the  Chinaman  and  the  Snake. 
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OUR  hundred  odd  years  since — 

I  can't  be  precise 
As  to  how  many  odd  years — 
some  follcs  are  so  nice  : 
When  you  deal  with  a  date, 
They  expect  you  to  state 
The  day,  month,  and  year,  and 

they  grow  quite  irate 
If  you  fail ;  and  in  this  case 

their  anger  will  rise, 
Since  I  can't  be  exact ;  and  I 

therefore  advise 
Their  skipping  this  record,  and 

reading  the  next, 
Whereby  they  may  save  them- 
selves from  being  vexed. 
Four  hundred  odd  years  since, 

as  I  said  before. 
There  lived,  yes,  and  thrived, 
too,  one  Christopher  Shore, 
With  his  dear  wife  named 
Joan, 

Whom  he  proudly  would 
own 

For  loving  devotion  stood  quite, 
quite  alone,; — 

And  a  kind-hearted  fate, 
I  rejoice  to  relate. 
Had  bestowed  on  the  couple  a 
daughter,  called  Kate ; 
A  sweet  little  maiden  with  dark  hazel  eyes, 
Of  remarkable  depth,  and  remarkable  size, 
While  her  feet  and  her  hands  were  so  awfully  small 
That,  unless  she  was  close,  they  were  not  seen  at  all. 


At  the  time  that  I  write  of,  the  Shores  were  well  off, 
Though  people  there  were  who  would  chaff,  and  would  scoff. 
And  describe  them  as  parvenus,  nouveaux  riches,  and 
Some  other  fine  names  they  did  not  understand.  " 
The  fact  was  that  Christopher  Shore  had  "  struck  ile," 
And  being  "  hard  baked  "  had  in  time  "  made  his  pile 
Three  Yankee  expressions  I  see  I  have  used, 
A  mistake  which  cannot  very  well  be  excused, 
Since  Columbus  at  that  time  had  not  sailed  from  Spain, 
And,  braving  the  risks  of  the  great  unknown  main. 
Had  managed  undying  prestige  to  obtain 
(Though  some  folks  may  look  on  such  prestige  as  vain) 
By  finding  the  land  whence  we  get  dodges  new. 
Such  as  telephones,  phonographs,  typewriters,  too- 
All  this  by  the  waj'. 
Since  I  must  not  delay. 
But  state  more  concisely  what  I  have  to  say. 
I  said  Shore  "  struck  ile  "  at  a  time  when  his  banking- 
Account  was  as — well,  was  as  most  fishy  ranking. 
His  balance  was  nil,  and  his  credit  was  less. 
And  what  to  do  next  he  could  not  even  guess. 
'Twas  then  quite  by  chance  in  an  old  desk  he  found 
A  receipt  for  a  certain  most  subtle  compound, 
In  the  shape  of  a  sauce, 
So  tasty  'twould  cause 
All  tasters  to  break  out  in  fervid  applause. 
And  Shore  saw  his  chance,  and  got  out  a  prospectus, 
Looked  up  some  Directors  (may  kind  fate  protect  us 
From  all  such  like  schemes  !)  and  in  three  days  he'd  floated 
A  Limited  Company,  duly  promoted 
To  make  and  to  sell  the  "  Invincible  Sauce  ;  " 
And  at  once  he  was  rolHng  in  riches,  because 
He  "  pouched  "  as  the  price  of  his  subtle  receipt 
A  cool  twenty  thousand— what  could  be  more  neat  ? 
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The  receipt  he  believed — though  not  quite  sure  of  this — 
Had  belonged  to  a  long  defunct  forebear  of  his, 
Who  had  somewhere  in  Yorkshire  lived,  close  to  the  sea, 
But  his  knowledge  on  this  point  was  vague  as  could  be. 


"  'Twas  then  quite  by  chance  in  an  old  desk  he  found 
A  receipt  for  a  certain  most  subtle  compound." 

Once  rich,  he  sought  office,  and  sheriff  became, 

A  position  in  which  he  won  far-stretching  fame — 

Thence  he  quickly  advanced  to  the  chief  civic  chair. 

And  he  blazed  on  the  world  as  Great  London's  Lord  Mayor — 

From  which  'twill  be  noted. 

In  spite  of  oft  quoted 
Wise  saws  from  our  copy-books,  old-fashioned  voted, 
There  really  is  something  in  sauce  after  all, 
I  Since  without  it  Kit's  fame  would  have  still  been  quite  small. 

He  built  him  a  mansion  with  dungeon  and  keep. 

And  mere  slits  of  windows,  through  which  he  might  peep 

Quite  safely  at  enemies,  should  they  approach. 

And  seek  on  his  jsersonal  ease  to  encroach  ; 

And  he  furnished  the  place 

From  garret  to  base. 
In  a  style  that  was  solid,  if  lacking  in  grace. 
And  daily  he  added  fresh  comforts  thereto. 
Till  at  length  he  considered  it  finished  right  through. 
But  in  spite  of  his  forethought,  his  planning,  and  care, 
He  hadn't  been  living  for  very  long  there. 
When  he  found  there  was  something  decidedly  lacking. 
To  find  what  it  was,  he  for  ever  was  racking 


"Attacking  with  zeal  Caglioitro's  front  door." 


And  taxing  his  brain — 
Nor  did  he  tax  in  vain. 
For  one  night  what  it  was  flashed  across  him  quite  plain ; 
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And  he  started  up  crying,  "  Of  course,  I  can't  boast 
Of  possessing  an  orthodox,  family  ghost — 
How  I  came  to  forget  it  I  cannot  make  out 
Of  what  was  I  dreaming  ?    What  was  I  about  ? 

Well,  I'll  soon  set  that  straight. 

To-night  it's  too  late, 
But  to-morrow  I'll  run  up  to  town,  sure  as  fate, 
And  ask  Cagliostro  what  he  has  on  hand — 
When  I  say  what  I  want  he'll  at  once  understand." 
And  the  very  next  morning  found  Christopher  Shore 
Attacldng  with  zeal  Cagliostro's  front  door — 
For  ghosts,  spooks,  and  phantoms,  and  pale  apparitions, 
And  bogeys,  and  spectres,  and  blood-freezing  visions. 
And  things  that  appear  when  good  folks  should  be  sleeping, 
Cagliostro  a  registry  office  was  keeping. 
On  hearing  the  sort  of  thing  Kit  Shore  was  seeking. 
He  glanced  through  his  books,  for  a  time,  without  speaking ; 
Then  said,  "Mr.  Shore,  I'm  delighted  to  find 
I  have  several  down  on  my  list  of  the  kind 
You  require— would  this  do  ?  A  nun,  who's  been  bricked  up 
In  Melrose,  because  of  some  bother  she  kicked  up  ? 
She's  rather  nice-looking,  aged  twenty  and  " 

"  No ; 

I  prefer  a  male  gnost,  not  too  flighty." 

"  Just  so ; 

How  would  this  suit  ?    A  spectre,  male,  lacking  a  head'. 
Or  rather  with  it  'neath  his  elbow,  instead 
Of  its  usual  place  ?  " 

"  No,  that's  hardly  the  kind 

Of  thing  that  I  want." 

"  Well,  is  this  to  your  mind  ? 
A  murderer  in  chains,  hung  till  brown  as  a  toast  ?  " 
"  No,  I  must  have  a  highly  respectable  ghost ; 
You  see  I  intend  to  allow  him  the  run 
Of  my  house,  so  he  must  be  a  trustworthy  one." 
'•  Oh,  certainly,  yes— now  I've  got  something  here 
Which  I  think  to  your  mind  just  the  thing  will  appear. 
A  cook,  male,  aged  forty— or  was  when  he  died— 
Employed  at  St.  Hilda's,  by  Whitby's  dark  tide. 
Two  hundred  years  since." 

"  That  sounds  better  ;  but  why 
Is  he  hanging  about  ?    Why  on  earth  don't  he  lie 
At  peace  in  his  grave  ?    I  should  like  to  know  that." 
"  Well,  see  him,  and  make  him  explain  what  he's  at." 
"  Is  he  here  ?  " 

"  He  soon  can  be  " — and  weaving  a  spell,. 
Cagliostro  said  something,  and  touching  the  bell 


"  A  quaint  form  appeared. 
With  a  flowing  white  beard." 


On  his  table,  exclaimed,  "  Boger  Benson,  appear, 

A  gentleman's  waiting  to  question  you  here  !  " 

Then  the  air  grew  quite  cold, 
And  a  dense  vapour  rolled 

Through  the  floor,  and  from  out  its  dark  innermost  fold, 
A  quaint  form  appeared. 
With  a  flowing  white  beard. 

And  Shore,  when  he  saw  it,  was  greatly  afeared, 


38 


THE  FORGETFUL  FAMILY  GHOST. 


And  seemed  struck  quite  dumb. 

'•  Look'ee  here,  Ah'iu  a-coiiie 
Since  th'  wants  me  ;  so  speak,  lad,  don't  sit  dazed,  and  mum." 
"  Good  gracious  !  "  cried  Shore,  "  he  talks  Yorkshire  quite  broad. 
"  Ah  do  that,  as  broad,  lad,  as  iver  thou  sawed. 
It's  ma  county,  and  theer  ah  were  born,  bred,  and  died, 
The  first  county  o'  all,  and  that  maun't  be  denied." 
"  You've  a  character  ?  "  Shore  gasped. 

"  Ay,  lad,  Ah  'a  that, 

As  good  as  thy  own." 

"  Well,  what  work  \\eve  you  at 
Before  your  decease  ?    Pray  what  place  did  you  fill  ?  " 
"  Ah  were  scullion  at  Hilda's,  atop  o'  the  hill. 
The  abbey  nigh  Whitby  ;  thou  knawest  na  doubt  ?  " 
"  I  can't  say  I  do,  I  don't  travel  about 
Very  much  ;  Whitby's  dear,  too,  I'm  told  by  a  friend  ; 
When  we  go  to  the  sea  we  run  down  to  Southend, 
Or  Margate,  or  Ramsgate.    You're  honest  and  clean  ?  " 
"  O'  course  ah'm  real  mensful,  if  that's  what  yer  mean." 
"Then  just. wait  outside  for  a  minute  or  two, 
While  I  speak  to  our  friend  here  ;  I'll  soon  send  for  you." 

The  ghost  faded  away, 

Without  any  delay. 
As  poets  say  stars  do  at  da  ./ning  of  day  ; 
But  the  truth  of  this  fact  I  can't  vouch,  be  it  said, 
Por  the  time  it  takes  place  I  am  always  in  bed. 
"Now  friend  Cagliostro,  d'ye  think  he's  all  right? 
I  fancy  he'd  look  rather  '  fetching  '  at  night. 
With  a  flickering  blue  light  encircling  him  round, 
And  a  sheet,  and  a  thick  chain  about  his  waist  bound. 
The  ends  of  course  trailing  behind  on  the  floor. 
I  suppose  he  knows  how  to  pass  through  any  door. 

Or  partition,  or  wall '?  " 

"  Oh  dear,  yes,  he  knows  all 
The  tricks  of  his  trade.    There's  no  keyhole  so  small 

But  through  it  he'll  pop. 

Without  even  stop- 
Ping  to  take  a  run  at  it.    He's  really  first  chop." 
"  That's  capital,  but  there's  just  this  :  it  appears 
He's  been  a  ghost  now  for  some  two  hundred  years. 
So  he  tells  us." 

"  Just  so." 

"  Then  where's  he  been  employed 
All  this  time  ?    It  can't  be  that  he's  simply  enjoyed 

Himself,  mooning  about." 

"  No,  you'd  best  find  that  out ; 
He  must  have  been  somewhere,  there  isn't  a  doubt." 
"  Let's  have  him  in,  then  "—and  when  Benson  once  more 
Came  into  the  presence  of  Christopher  Shore, 
The  latter  addressing  him,  said  : 

"  It  appears 

Y'ou've  now  been  a  ghost  for  a  good  many  years  : 
Where  have  you  been  living  ?  " 

"  Well,  lad,  it's  this  way. 
Ah  havn't  had  no  reg'lar  plaace,  so  to  say. 
A've  trapassed  aboot,  for  A've  that  on  ma  mind 
As  makes  me  uneasy,  A've  summut  to  find  : 


"Excuse  me,  my  fee." 


What  it  be  Ah  don't  knaw.  but  it's  summut  Ah  feel. 

And  Ah'll  drop  on't  some  line  day,  Ah  knaw  that  reet  weel ; 


Ah  a'most  think  sometimes  this  summut  mun  be 

A  summut  Ah  had  when  Ah  lived  by  yon  sea. 

At  Hilda's.    And  then  Ah  thinks  oh  no  it  bean't. 

"  Were  it  money  '?  "    Na,  lad  ;  Ah'm  reet  sure  that  it  wean't. 

But  lately  Ah'm  easier  far,  so  Ah'll  try 

And  sattle  in  sarvice,  and  that  is  just  why 

Ah'm  seeking  a  plaace." 

"  Very  well,  Benson  ;  you 
If  you  only  are  steady,  I  fancy  may  do 
P'or  me.    I  shall  find  you  a  chain  all  complete. 
Which  you  always  must  wear,  and  a  newly-washed  sheet ; 
And  a  haunted  room  too,  your  own  special  domain. 
Which  you  never  must  quit  without  wearing  your  chain. 
I'll  leave  it  to  you  when  and  how  to  appear. 
And  now  I  believe  I've  made  everything  clear. 
Oh  !  one  thing:  your  accent  I  sadly  deplore. 
For  I  ne'er  met  a  ghost  who  talked  Yorkshire  before. 
That's  all.    Cagliostro  will  tell  you  the  way 
To  get  down  to  my  mansion  to-morrow.  Good-day." 
Boger  Benson  just  bowed,  and  was  gone.    "  I  won't  boast," 
Said  Shore,  "  but  I  think  I've  got  hold  of  a  ghost 
Who'll  do  me  some  credit." 

"  Well,  we  shall  soon  see." 

"  Good-day,  Cagliostro." 

"  Excuse  mc,  my  fee  ; 
Half-a-crown,  if  you  please." 

"  Oh,  beg  pardon,  forgot." 
"Just  so,  then,  how  fortunate  'tis  I  did  not." 

I  can't  undertake 

Any  statement  to  make 
As  to  how  Benson  travelled  o'er  briar  and  brake ; 
If  he  came  on  the  wind,  or  a  broomstick,  or  journeyed 
By  waggon,  or  stage-coach,  because  I'm  not  learned 
In  the  modes  of  conveyance  which  spectres  adopt  ; 
He  may  have  run  down,  or  perhaps  may  have  hopped. 
But  this  one  fact  remains,  in  some  way  he  contrived 
To  cover  the  distance,  and  duly  arrived. 
He  settled  down  quietly — no,  I'm  afraid 
That  statement  re  Rodger  with  truth  can't  be  made  ; 

For  the  very  first  night 

He  was  there,  it  was  quite 
Amusing  to  see  what  a  terrible  fright 
He  put  the  whole  house  in  by  shrieking  and  groaning. 
And  sobbing,  and  sighing,  and  grunting,  and  moaning. 

And  his  chain  dragging  o'er 

The  brand  new  parquci  floor 
In  the  study,  on  which  Shore  had  set  so  much  store— 
And  he  frightened  two  housemaids  well  nigh  into  fits, 
And  the  pageboy  and  footman  right  out  of  their  wits, 


The  pageboy. 


By  bouncing  out  on  them  when  mounting  the  stairs. 
On  their  way  up  to  bed,  and  when  quite  unawares. 
And  Kit  was  most  highly  amused,  and  delighted 
On  hearing  how  these  silly  folks  had  been  frighted. 

And  loudly  he  laughed, 

And  mos-t  heartlessly  chaffed 
Them,  and  told  them  they  all  must  be  hopelessly  daft. 
But,  oh  I  how  his  tone  changed,  when  one  night  in  bed. 
He  felt  something  cold  playing  tricks  round  his  head ; 

And  op'ning  his  eyes. 

In  disgusted  surprise. 
He  beheld  the  new  ghost  with  legs  crossed,  tailorwise. 
On  one  of  the  bedposts  regarding  him  sadly. 
And  straightway  his  temper  broke  out,  oh, 'so  badly  : 
"  You  thief  of  the  world  !  what's  the  meaning  of  this  ? 
D'ye  think  that  I  housed  you  that  I  might  be  dis- 
Turbed,  and  bothered  by  yoii  ?    I  won't  have  it.  I  say; 
Clear  out  double  (juick  ;  now  come,  vanish  away, 
And  never  again  try  your  tricks  on  with  me  ; 
If  you  do,  take  my  word  for  it,  I'll  let  you  see  !  " 
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But  the  ghost,  with  a  grin, 
Raised  his  knees  to  his  chin  ; 
But  as  for  departing  he  moved  not  a  pin. 
-And  Kit,  wild  with  anger,  his  pillow  withdrew 
From  his  head,  and  the  missile  with  all  his  strength  threw 
At  his  family  ghost,  to  upset  and  subdue  him  — 
And  a  good  shot  it  was;  but  the  pillow  went  through  him. 
And  fell  on  the  floor, 
Which  so  staggered  Kit  Shore, 
That  he  lay  down  again,  and  soon  started  to  snore, 
For  his  head  was  too  low  ; 
And  next  morn  he  said,  "  Go 
Shall  that  villain,  or  I  a  good  reason  will  know." 
J5ut  the  threat  was  a  vain  one ;  the  ghost  wouldn't  quit, 
And  though  he  got  notice  he  cared  not  for  it, 


"The  ghost  wouldn't  quit." 

33ut  stuck  to  his  quarters,  appearing  or  not 
As  he  fancied  he  would,  for  he  saw  that  his  lot 
Was  a  good  one,  as  lots  went.    And  Shore's  rage  was  fearful ; 
'It  made  him  in  turn  first  abusive,  then  tearful. 
To  find  that  this  maddening  plague  of  a  ghost 
Had  got  him,  his  master,  so  neatly  on  toast. 
He  summoned  the  wretch,  raved,  and  told  him  to  go  , 
But  "  the  wretch  "  smiled  and  shook  his  old  head,  meaning 
"  No," 

Then  faded  from  sight. 
And  the  very  next  night 
Soused  up  the  whole  house  as  it  seemed  out  of  spite. 


Very  nearly  was  fatal  to  Shore :  for  one  day, 
The  king,  who'd  been  hunting,  dropped  iu  on  his  way. 
And  so  pleased  was  he 
With  his  treatment,  and  tea. 
That  he  settled  to  stay  for  the  night  on  the  plea 
He  was  weary,  and  wanted  a  thorough  good  rest. 
An  undisturbed  sleep.    Kit  Shore's  state  can  be  guessed  ! 
When  he  heard  the  resolve  he  was  half  dead  with  fright. 
And  more  than  three-quarters  when,  just  at  midnight, 
From  the  King's  room  a  great  yell  of  terror  arose, 
And  out  the  King  dashed,  clad  in  place  of  his  clothes, 
In  a  very  short  blanket,  that  reached  to  his  knees. 
With  a  very  pale  face.    He  at  once  bade  them  seize 
And  decapitate  Christopher  Shore  the  next  minute 
For  having  a  ghost-room,  and  lodging  him  in  it. 
Then  Kit  on  his  marrow-bones  plumped,  and  explained 
That  his  ghost,  though  he'd  given  him  notice,  remained, 
And  he  could  not  get  rid  of  him,  try  as  he  would. 
For  he  long  since  had  found  he  was  really  no  good. 

But  the  King  called  it  treason, 
And  would  not  hear  reason. 
Though  Kit  with  much  energy  pleaded,  his  knees  on. 
And  all  the  King  said 
Was  :  "  Come,  off  with  his  head  ! " 
Till  Katie,  Kit's  daughter— who,  leaving  her  bed. 
Had  slipped  on  a  dressing-gown,  trimmed  with  old  lace, 
A  "  dainty  confection  "  which  suited  her  face. 
And  she'd  artfully  let  her  hair  loose  down  her  back. 
It  was  long,  and  Miss  Kate  without  doubt  had  the  knack 
At  all  times  and  seasons  of  looking  her  best — 
Came  down  stairs,  and  boldly  her  sovereign  addressed  ; 
And  begged  him  to  spare 
Her  unfortunate  pere. 
Who  was  not  to  blame  for  this  wretched  affair. 
Now  the  King  had  an  eye  for  a  good-looking  maid 
(Kate  had  reckoned  on  this),  and  attention  he  paid 
To  her  plaintive  appeal  for  her  father ;  and  he. 
With  a  smirk  at  Miss  Katie,  at  once  set  him  free, 


^'  The  king,  who'd  been  hunting,  dropped  in  on  his  way.' 

So  matters  continued,  and  Shore  grew  quite  thin. 
From  the  worry  and  turmoil  he  always  was  in. 
At  length  matters  reached  a  most  desperate  state. 
And  one  which,  it's  terribly  sad  to  relate. 


"  With  a  smirk  at  Mias  Katie,  at  ones  set  him  free." 

Directing  him  never  to  do  it  again. 

Or  anything  of  the  same  kind,  under  pain 

Of  instant  beheading ;  then  marched  off  to  bed — 

As  did  Kit,  overjoyed  at  not  losing  his  head. 

The  next  morning  the  King 

Discussed  the  whole  thing 
With  his  host,  and  confessed  it  was  most  annoying 
To  be  saddled  like  this,  and  suggested  his  friend 
Cagliostro,  if  asked,  would  at  once  put  an  end 
To  the  nuisance. 

"  Of  course,"  said  Kit  Shore,  "mighty  sire 
He  must,  since  'twas  he  who  induced  me  to  hire 
This  plague  of  my  life.    I  will  write  him  to-night : 
It's  the  least  he  can  do." 

"Yes,  of  course;  and  you  might 
At  the  same  time  inform  him  how  near  you  have  been 
To  losing  your  head  through  this  ugly  spalpeen." 
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"To  find  his  ghost  yelling  and  shouting  with  glee. 

That  night,  when  the  King  had  departed,  his  host 
Addressed  Cagliostro  by  means  of  the  post ; 


There  was  every  excuse 

For  the  red-hot  abuse 
That  the  letter  contained  ;  but  there's  really  no  use 
In  setting  it  out,  for  it  hardly  was  posted 
E'er  the  mansion  of  Christopher  Shore  was  nnglwsted 
It  happened  m  this  way  :  the  house  was  quite  quiet 
I'or  all  were  asleep,  when  a  terrible  riot 
Arose  in  the  study,  the  worst  there  had  been. 
And  Kit  in  his  night-shirt  was  soon  on  the  scene 
To  find  his  ghost  yelling,  and  shouting  with  glee' 
And  dancmg,  and  jumping  as  wild  as  could  be  ; 
While  he  varied  his  movements  between  every  caper 
By  waving  aloft  a  small  scrap  of  gi-ey  paper. 

Ah've  got  it,  at  last,  lad.    Ah've  got  it,  look  theer 
Ah'ye  found  it !  "  ho  yelled,  dancing  round.    "  Donfee  hear'> 
Ah  knaw  now  the  summut  Ah  wanted  ;  dost  see  ' 
Though  tho^i'st  had  it,  it  belonged  reetly  to  me. 
'Twere  mine  up  at  Hilda's,  ma  moother's  receipt 
For  t'  Invincible  sauce,  for  fish,  fowl,  game,  or  meat. 
Ah've  got  It,  Ah've  got  it  !  "    An<l  e'er  Kit  Shore  spoke, 
J  he  ghost  sped  away  in  a  cloud  of  blue  smoke, 
And  never  again  did  he  trouble  Kit  Shore. 
And  Kit,  on  his  part,  would  not  have  any  more 
To  do  with  such  like  ;  this  one  quite  worked  a  cure, 
So  that  even  the  word  "  ghost  "  he  could  not  endure. 
But  he  did  not  begrudge  him  the  long-lost  receipt. 
That  was  equally  good  for  fish,  fowl,  game,  or  meat, 
Since  he'd  made  his  pile  with  it.    But  whether  it  was 
Because  it  belonged  to  a  ghost,  or  because 
The  management  lacked  both  experience  and  dash. 
The  company  working  it  soon  came  to  smash. 
But  Kit— for  the  reason  above— didn't  mind  it. 
The  moral  of  this,— Well,  the  readtr  must  find  it ! 
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year  1891  marks  an  epoch  in  the  history 
of  Mont  Blanc.  Two  famous  Frenchmen, 
MiVI.  Eiffel  and  Janssen,  have  striven  to 
crown  the  mountain  anew  in  a  way  very 
difi'erent  from  the  coronation  sung  by  Lord 
Byron  : 

"  Mont  Blauc  is  the  moiiarcli  of  raouiitains, 
TLej'  crowned  him  long  ago. 
On  a  throne  of  rocks,  in  a  robe  of  clouds, 
With  a  diadem  of  snow."' 

An  attempt  has  been  made  the  past  summer 
to  set  in  the  diadem  of  snow  an  observatory 
or  ironclad  turret,  eighty-five  feet  long  and 
twenty  feet  in  width.  The  work  was  entrusted 
to  M.  Imfield,  a  Zurich  engineer,  who, 
beginning  his  labours  on  the  summit,  came 
on  traces  of  a  ridge  of  rock  some  twenty 
metres  below  the  top.  He  had,  however,  to 
abandon  the  undertaking  owing  to  the  suffer- 
ing of  his  men  from  frostbite  and  nial  de 
inontagne.  Besides,  the  workmen  were 
scared  by  the  accident  of  August  21,  which 
brought  the  season  at  Chainonix  to  an  abrupt 
close.    Herr  Hermann  Kothe  and  his  guide 
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Michel  Simon  were  hurled  by  an  avalanclie 
into  a  crevasse  one  hundred  and  fifty  feet 
deep,  whence  their  bodies  were  extricated 
four  days  afterwards  from  a  wall  of  frozen 
ice  and  snow.  But  for  this  catastrophe 
there  has  been  only  one  fatal  mishap  on 
Mont  Blanc  during  the  last  twenty  years. 

On  th  e  8th  of  August  I  made  the  ascent 
safely  in  company  with  a  little  boy,  twelve 


in  joy  next  morning  to  see  a  rosy  tinge  upon 
the  highest  snow. 

It  was  four  o'clock  and  the  glass  rising. 
My  guide  and  landlord,  for  I  was  living  in  a 
cabin  at  the  foot  of  the  Brevent,  carried  off 
my  boots  and  hammered  an  array  of  nails 
into  the  soles.  His  wife  prepared  provisions, 
and  got  ready  an  abundant  supply  of  shirts, 
socks,  and  gloves,  showing  me  at  the  same 


English  Church  at  Chamonix. 


years  old,  the  youngest  who  has  ever  reached 
the  summit.  Half  an  hour  after  the  Swiss 
boy,  a  caravan  arrived  with  an  American  lady 
who  like  myself  was  making  her  d6but  as  am 
Alpinist  upon  Mont  Blanc. 

The  most  dithcult  part  of  the  journey 
comes  before  you  start,  making  up  the  mind, 
purse,  and  conscience  for  the  ascent.  Having 
got  this  safely  through  over-night,  I  woke  up 


time  the  rope  we  should  carry.  It  was 
marked  with  the  red  line  of  the  Enghsh 
Alpine  Club,  and  that  red  line  I  knew  was  an 
infallible  token  that  the  rope  was  sound.  I 
was  fortunate  to  secure  as  porter  and  guide 
two  men  who  had  taken  part  in  M.  Janssen's 
famous  expedition,  Burnet  Theophile  and 
Ambrose  Tournier ;  the  latter,  a  born  guide, 
son  of  a  guide,  and  grandson  of  a  guide  ;  hia 
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wife  also  is  the  descendant  of  a  long  line  of 
guides,  and  his  little  daughter  Martha  always 
leads  her  playmates  in  their  games.  Martha 
was  loth  to  let  her  father  go,  but  he  kissed 
the  child's  tears  away,  said  we  would  soon  be 
back,  and  about  six  o'clock  we  set  out  from 
Chamonix  with  black  spectacles  round  our 
hats  and  ice-axes  in  hand. 

Our  walk  lay  under  glorious  pines.  All 
the  valley  was  alive  with  the  music  of  a 
thousand  cowbells.  Strawberries,  sweet  as 
the  rasps  by  the  river  Ai-ve,  lay  in  the  mosses 
at  our  feet.  A  cascade  and  a  torrent  leapt 
down  on  either  side. 


recourse  to  our  spectacles,  through  which 
we  could  look  with  delight  upon  "  the  fabrics 
of  enchantment  piled  to  heaven,"  loveliest 
snows  and  still  more  wondrous  ice  cut  into 
every  fantastic  shape  from  icicle  to  pyramid. 
An  hour  later  we  girded  ourselves  with  the 
necessary  rope,  which  I  hated  with  a  perfect 
hatred,  as  it  trailed  three  yards  on  either 
side  of  me,  tempting  me  to  stumbling.  I 
would  keep  catching  it  up  and  carrying  it  in 
a  coil.  Again  and  again  poor  Ambrose  had 
to  cry  "Laissez  la  corde,  toute  la  longueur," 
a  needful  caution  as  we  passed  over  deep  and 
beautiful  crevasses. 


of  tourists  of  the  old  school.  The  cabin 
contains  two  small  bedrooms,  one  small 
kitchen,  and  three  still  smaller,  inadequately 
used  chambers  of  rubbisii. 

It  had  been  our  intention  to  push  on  to 
the  Bosse,  but  bad  weather  continuing,  the 
advice  of  a  party  coming  down  from  the 
summit  dissuaded  us  from  making  the 
attempt,  and  we  resolved  to  sleep  the  night 
at  the  Grands-Mulets.  So  we  waited,  and 
dined,  and  dried  our  dripping  garments,  and 
watched  from  the  windows  six.  other  cara- 
vans, like  so  many  slave-gangs,  coming  slowly 
uphill  in  the  falling  snow. 


Presently  we  got  out  of  the  region  of  pines 
into  the  region  of  rocks.  At  eight  o'clock  we 
halted  at  the  chalet  of  the  Pierre  Pointue  to 
enjoy  a  grand  full  length  view  of  the  loveliest 
glacier  in  Europe,  the  Glacier  de  Bossons,  and 
lieard  the  cannon  at  Chamonix  announcing 
that  some  climber  had  reached  the  summit. 
The  great  snowhills  shone  clear  and  stain- 
less as  we  pursued  our  way  past  the  rise  of 
the  torrent  of  Praz  to  the  Pierre  de  I'Echelle, 
vwhere  we  all  three  sat  down  and  put  on 
gaiters.  So  accoutred,  and  leaving  the  region 
of  rocks  for  the  region  of  snows,  we  soon 
passed  a  somewhat  steep  and  difficult  place 
at  Christo-Blanc.  Finding  the  glare  of  sun 
and  snow  rather  trying  to  our  eyes,  we  had. 


Mont  Blanc  from  Sallenches. 

And  now  we  began  to  near  the  place  where 
two  great  glaciers  meet,  the  glaciers  of 
Bossons  and  Taconaz.  All  round  us  lay 
firns  or  fields  magnificently  white,  but  we 
had  not  time  to  stop  and  admire,  for  snow 
began  to  fall,  as  we  approached  the  Grands- 
Mulets,  that  lonely  cabin  on  a  rock  round 
which  the  ravens  were  flying.  My  men 
uttered  a  shrill,  laughing,  long-sounding  cry 
to  another  guide  who  was  leading  down  a 
caravan  to  the  halfway  house.  At  a  quarter 
to  twelve  we  had  reached  the  Grands-Mulets, 
with  its  three  French  flags  flying  on  the  roof. 
■We  stamped  our  feet,  shook  off  the  snow, 
and  entered  the  cabin,  the  walls  of  which  are 
defaced  from  floor  to  ceiling  with  inscriptions 


■Walking  next  to  their  guides  in  their  re- 
spective gangs  I  saw  a  little  boy  and  two 
ladies,  one  being  pulled  up,  the  other  stepping 
out  gallantly.  But  more  noteworthy  than 
these  was  a  young  English  officer,  who  with- 
out guide  or  porter,  with  walking-stick  in- 
hand,  was  striding  up  through  the  snow  like 
some  Achilles  in  a  fury,  cai'ing  neither  for 
crevasse  or  danger.  Hot  and  steaming, 
Achilles  gained  the  cabin.  I  asked  him  if 
he  was  bound  for  the  summit.  "No,"  he 
replied,  "  I  come  from  a  country  where  there 
are  infinitely  grander  mountains  to  be 
climbed  for  nothing,  and  where  for  the  best 
dinner  in  the  world  you  pay  sixpence,  and 
not  six  francs  as  at  the  Grands-Mulets." 
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II. — A  NIGHT  AT  THE  GEANDS-MULETS. 

Rarely,  if  ever,  has  Marie  of  the  Grands- 
-Mulets  seen  so  large  an  assemblage  of  people 
as  gathered  into  her  little  cabin  on  Friday 
afternoon,  the  8th  of  August.  Between  forty 
and  fifty  persons  crowded  into  bedrooms  and 
kitchen.  Some  sat  on  the  beds,  and  smoked, 
and  talked,  and  watched  the  snow  beating- 
hard  against  the  windows,  and  discussed  the 
chances  of  our  being  snowed  up.  From  time 
to  time  came  the  shrill  cry  of  guides  an- 
nouncing another  caravan.  Then  most  of 
us  would  run  to  the  hall  to  wait  for  and 
welcome  the  new  arrivals.  One  poor  fellow 
looked  bad  enough  as  he  struggled  manfully 
to  our  door,  nearly  doubled  up  with  the 
terrible  mal  de  montagne,  which  is  the 
penalty  most  mountaineers  have  to  pay  for 
their  daring.  A  Greek  nobleman  who  had 
climbed  three  hundred  mountains  complained 
.sorrowfully  of  this  sickness,  which  always 
interferes  with  his  pleasure  in  mountaineer- 
ing. He  was  looking  "forward  to  a  fearful 
morrow  on  Mont  Blanc,  which  he  pronounced 
to  be  the  most  uninteresting  ascent  in  Europe. 
It  had  no  beauty  and  not  the  slightest 


spend  three  months  of  every  year  in  this 
lonely  cabin  amid  snows  and  storms. 

As  the  cold  grew  keener  we  all  gathered 
closer  round  the  stove,  and  Marie  struggled 
harder  for  standing  room  amid  the  noisv 
crew.  Some  were  putting  on  slippers,  others 
changing  or  greasing  their  boots.  Most 
were  watching  the  dinner  being  cooked, 
and  the  clothes  drying  on  the  pipe  of  the 
stove  :  jerseys,  socks,  boots  nailed  in  Swiss 
and  Austrian  fashion,  uncounted  articles, 
snowy  or  otherwise,  dripping  down  upon  the 
pots  and  pans.  "  I  am  glad  I  have  had  my 
dinner,"  said  the  American  lady.  In  tlie 
midst  of  her  cooking,  Marie,  calling  two 
guides  to  lier  aid,  hurried  off  to  make  the 
beds.  There  were  only  four  beds  visible  to 
the  naked  eye,  and  the  wonder  was  where  the 
whole  forty  were  to  sleep  the  night.  To  add 
to  the  confusion  three  or  four  more  porters 
arrived  with  heavy  burdens  bound  on  the 
morrow  for  the  Bosse.  Marie  swiftly  de- 
spatched the  superfluous  porters  to  a  loft 
above  the  kitchen,  and  continued  her  bed- 
making  with  such  amazing  skill  that  by  the 
end  of  an  hour  there  was  a  couch  for  almost 
every  one.    1  tumbled  up  a  ladder  to  a  large 


danger.  True,  it  was  1.5,780  feet  high  ;  but 
when  you  had  said  so  much,  that  was  all  you 
could  say  for  it.  No,  he  continued,  Mont 
Blanc  is  not  a  proper  mountain,  or  how  could 
that  young  Englishman  have  come  out  to 
chmb  it  with  only  a  walking  stick  in  his  hand. 

I  made  no  reply,  and  we  turned  away 
from  the  freezing  hall  to  the  cosy  kitchen. 
AVhat  a  crowd  we  were  round  the  stove,  to  be 
sure  !    Marie,  the  cook,  could  hardly  move 
tor:  the  press.     Every  now  and  then  she 
would  go  herself  or  send  out  a  guide  or 
porter  with  a  large  spoon  and  a  pail  to  bring 
in  snow  for  cooking.    Dinner  was  being  got 
ready  for  people  of  every  nationality.  With 
her  feet  at  the  stove  sat  an  American  lady, 
her  husband  and  an  Italian  seated  on  a  form 
on  her  left,  while  on  her  right  were  two 
German  gentlemen  and  an  Indian  officer. 
In  the  same  room  was  a  handsome  member 
of  the  Swiss  Alpine  Club  with  his  two  sons, 
one   a   boy  of  twelve.     Lounging  about, 
smoking,  stood  the  guides,  French,  Swiss, 
■German,  and  Austrian.    Not  to  mention  all, 
we  were  a  motley  group,  with  our  professional 
photographer,  Greek  nobleman,  and  Marie 
of  the  Grands-Mulets,  a  rubicund,  unsmiling, 
courageous  woman  of  two  score  years  and 
ten,  who  for  fourteen  years  has"  dared  to  I 
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dark  loft  where  a  tiny  candle  revealed  about 
a  dozen  beds.  The  stars  peeped  through  the 
rifts  in  the  roof,  and  the  lights  of  the  kitchen 
gleamed  through  the  cracks  of  the  floor. 

Presently  the  guides  and  porters  all 
scrambled  up  aloft,  and  fell  on  the  beds  and 
floor  wherever  they  could  find  a  vacant  spot. 
We  tried  to  sleep,  but  sleep  was  out  of  the 
question,  for  conversation  continued  all 
night  long,  incessantly  as  the  toe-kissing  in 
Eome  on  St.  Peter's  Day.  At  eleven  p.m.  a 
gentleman  wanted  his  breakfast  and  took  an 
hour  to  order  it.  On  the  stroke  of  midnight 
the  first  caravan  set  out,  led  by  Alexander 
Burgener,  the  king  of  the  guides. 

III. — ON   THE  SUlUnT. 

An  hour  and  a  half  later  I  set  out  with 
Ambrose  and  Theophile,  the  rope  round  our 
waists,  gloves  on  our  hands,  and  Ambrose 
the  guide  carrying  a  lantern.  The  snow  of 
the  pj-evious  day  was  lying  thick  on  our 
road,  but  the  Greek  nobleman,  with  his 
splendid  guide  Alexander  Burgener,  had 
prepared  a  way  for  us,  and  we  followed  in 
their  path.  Our  course  lay  along  a  dark  and 
narrow  track,  with  the  chance  of  slipping 
down  a  steep  bank.    "  Only  plant  your  feet 


in  my  steps,"  said  Ambrose,  and  I  obeyed. 
Watching  his  feet,  watching  the  lantern 
swinging  just  above  his  feet,  I  could  not  help 
thinking  of  the  verse,  "  Thy  word  is  a  lamp 
unto  my  feet  and  a  light  unto  niy  path." 

We  had  not  been  climbing  half  an  hour 
before  we  sighted  a  Chinese  lantern  being 
carried  by  one  of  Alexander's  porters.  We 
looked  back  and  saw  a  wonderful  sight.  The 
whole  road  to  the  cabin  whence  we  had  come 
was  bright  with  pilgrims  of  the  night,  six 
caravans  with  lanterns.  We  cried  to  them 
and  they  to  us,  and  the  party  from  the 
heights  mingled  their  voices  with  ours,  and 
there  was  a  great  and  merry  shouting  through 
the  white  and  silent  night.  The  snow  was 
perfectly  lovely,  soft  and  sparkling.  All 
the  stars  of  heaven  were  crowded  over  us. 
Over  the  Brevent,  the  highest  peak  on  the 
opposite  snowless  range,  hung  the  Plough, 
pointing  to  England,  while  on  the  left,  above 
the  Needles  of  the  South,  the  Pleiades  looked 
down  on  Italy. 

On  we  went,  slowly  but  steadily,  planting 
our  steps  and  kicking  our  toes  deep  into  the 
snow.  Ascending  and  descending  Mont 
Blanc  is  a  toe  and  heel  business.  You  go  up 
almost  entirely  on  the  toes,  and  descend  on 
your  heels.  I  fell  into  a  measured  move- 
ment of  my  own,  whicli  made  the  ascent 
easier.  I  also  found  walking  fast  less  fa- 
tiguing than  climbing  slow. 

We  soon  began  to  catch  up  the  foremost 
caravan,  some  seven  strong-  an  interesting 
party  led  by  the  guide-king,  Alexander  Bur- 
gener from  Zennatt,  the  man  who  first 
ascended  the  needles  of  Charmoz,  and  the 
needle  of  Dru,  and  many  another  pinnacle. 
Alexander's  renown  has  spread  all  over 
Switzerland  ;  he  is  mentioned  in  Baedeker, 
and  altogether  may  be  considered  a  great 
man,  an  "Alexander  the  Great."  Owner  of 
three  houses,  he  has  lived  in  Hyde  Park, 
speaks  English  well,  receives  1,000  or  even 
2,000  francs  a  month  for  his  services.  He 
is  a  man  of  splendid  build,  handsome  and 
quiet.  I  do  not  suppose  there  lives  a  man 
in  Europe  liker  one  of  the  old  Homeric 
lieroes  than  Alexander  Burgener,  the  king 
of  the  guides. 

Tied  to  the  body  of  Alexander  tramped 
the  young  English  officer  who  had  walked 
so  furiously  and  alone  the  previous  day  to 
the  Grands-Mulets  from  Pierre  Pointue.  On 
reaching  the  cabin,  the  Greek  nobleman  had 
asked  if  he  intended  making  for  the  summit. 
"No,"  was  the  reply,  "I  can't  afford  it." 
"I  tell  you  what  I'll  do,"  said  the  Greek; 
"  I  have  more  meil  than  I  need.    You  may 
come  with  me,  but  on  this  condition,  that 
you   walk  slow."     The  condition,  which 
seemed  light,  was  easily  accepted,  and  the 
Englishman  rejoiced  that  he,  perhaps  first 
of  tourists,  should  ascend  to  the  smnmit 
without  paying  a  sou.    His  joy  would  have 
been  less  had  he  known  the"  hardship  of 
superlatively  slow  walking  in  the  keen  cold. 
The  guide's  ordinary  step  is  so  slew  that 
one  can  hardly  fancy  less  rapid  motion.  Its 
excellence  consists  in  its  steadiness,  in  sel- 
dom stopping  or  changing  the  pace,  which 
they  tell  you  should  be  toiijows  la  mcme 
chose.^  By  experience  they  have  found  this 
the  wisest  course.    An  American  lady  com- 
plained to  her  leader  that  he  was  going  too 
slowly.    "Lady,"  replied  the  guide,  "  I  w^ant 
to  walk  in  such  a  way  that  you  will  alwavs 
think  I  am  walking  too  slowly." 

Totijmtrs  la  nu'me  chose,  slow  but  slotr, 
thought  the  soldier  as  we  overtook  his 
caravan  at  half-past  two.  In  merry  mood 
■we  greeted  one  another  cheerily,  and  I  re- 
member saying  as  we  passed,  "  Good  morn- 
ing, Alexander,  king  of  the  guides."  He  in 
turn  bade  us  beware  of  a  great  crevasse  to 
our  left  as  we  stepped  to  the  front  to  lead  the 
caravans  and  open  up  the  path. 


OUR  ASCENT  OF  MONT  BLANC. 


43 


We  had  now  to  move  more  cautiously, 
especially  when  we  came  to  the  Petit-Plateau, 
the  most  dangerous  part  of  our  journey. 
Over  our  heads  hung  an  enormous  mass  of 
snow,  ready  to  fall,  it  seemed,  at  the  slightest 
breath.  Not  noticing  this  terror,  I  was  talk- 
ing, when  guide  and  porter  both  pointed  it 
out,  and  putting  their  fingers  to  their  lips 
motioned  me  to  silence,  and  we  passed  swiftly 
on.  A  week  later  I  learnt  that  this  same 
ftvalanche  had  fallen  and  overwhelmed  Herr 
Hermann  Rothe  and  his  guide.  The  following 
day  in  Chamonix  Church,  as  I  read  the  solitary 
tablet  on  the  walls  placed  there  in  memory  of 
an  Arkwright  lost  in  an  avalanche  on  Mont 
Blanc,  I  breathed  a  prayer  of  gratitude. 

In  some  places  our  way  lay  over  slippery 
ice,  and  at  one  crevasse  it  was  hard  work 
to  pick  our  steps  through  the  thick  and 
treacherous  snow.  Every  now  and  then  we 
stopped  to  look  above  and  ai'ound  us  on  a 
scene  grand  and  beautiful  beyond  descrip- 
tion. Behind  us  lay  a  sea  of  clouds  like  a 
mighty  mcr  de  glace.  From  time  to  time 
we  heard  a  rumbling  of  stones  clattering 
down  the  needles  of  the  South,  on  the  sharp 
points  of  which  no  snow  settles.  One  by 
one  we  watched  the  stars  die  down  in  a 
purple  heaven,  defiant  of  word-painting  as  a 
Venetian  sunset.  "  You  have  nothing  like 
that  in  India,"  I  cried  to  the  Afghan  officer, 
who  was  not  thinking  of  natural  beauty  at 
all,  but  was  meditating  escape  from  his  slo\v 
slave-gang.  The  pace  was  killing  him,  and 
his  limbs  were  almost  frozen.  So  he  and  a 
friend  asked  for  leave  to  depart,  which  after 


some  parleying  was  given.  A  rope  was  tied 
round  their  waists,  and  the  brave  couple, 
breaking  away  from  their  party,  foilowed  in 
our  steps. 

At  four  o'clock  day  began.  Ambrose  blew 
out  his  lantern  and  left  it  in  the  snow  by 
the  side  cf  the  path.  I  looked  back  and  saw 
that  the  lights  of  all  the  caravans  had  been 
extinguished.  "Ambrose,"  I  said,  '-do  you 
know  we  are  the  first  caravan  ?  "  The  man's 
pride  was  touched.  "  Yes,"  he  replied,  "  and 
I  am  younger  than  any  of  the  guides  follow- 
ing us."  Then  we  began  to  walk  more 
swiftly,  and  some  time  after  halted  a  mo- 
ment for  rest.  As  a  seat  for  me  Ambrose 
laid  our  three  axes  in  the  snow.  I  sat  down, 
and  ray  guide  and  porter  drank  cognac, 
fortifying  themselves  for  the  hardest  half- 
hour  of  the  whole  road,  the  last  climb  up 
steep  ice  to  the  Bosse. 

The  Bosse  is  a  little  wooden  cabin  with 
one  room.  We  met  there  a  number  _  of 
porters  and  an  American,  who,  in  attempting 
the  summit  the  previous  day,  had  been 
caught  in  a  gale  and  driven  back.  Arriving 
at  half-past  six  we  stopped  half  an  hour 
and  rested,  and  Ambrose  and  Theophile  told 
how,  when  they  had  been  with  M.  Janssen, 
he  and  his  twelve  apostles,  as  he  called  the 
twelve  guides  and  porters  who  drew  him  up 
in  his  sledge,  found  shelter  during  a  storm 
several  days  in  this  little  cabin  of  M.  Yallot's. 
Still  more  astoundinf.'  wac  their  account  of  how 
the  grand  lame  old  man  mnde  his  memorable 
ascent  from  the  Vallot  refuge  to  the  summit. 

For  hundreds  of  yards  from  the  Bosse  a 


long  narrow  ridge  rises  nearly  sheer  up.  On 
one  side,  as  we  pursued  our  way,  a  strong 
wind  blew  hard  into  our  faces.  My  right 
hand  was  fast  getting  benumbed.  Ambrose 
caught  hold  of  it  and  gave  it  such  a  thump- 
ing that  it  was  swollen  the  next  day.  After 
an  hour's  stiff  climbing  the  road  became 
easier  and  the  wind  colder.  We  met  Dutch- 
men returning,  and  in  high  spirits.  At  a 
quarter  to  nine  we  were  on  the  summit,  twice 
as  high  as  Olj-mpus,  looking  down  on  clouds 
and  snows,  and  all  the  high  hills  under  the 
whole  of  Heaven.  Far  below,  like  a  little 
pea,k,  lay  the  Brevent,  overhanging  Chamonix 
in  its  lovely  valley  amid  rivers  and  pines. 

The  cold  was  intense,  and  we  soon 
descended.  It  was  ludicrous  to  watch  the 
people  running  away  from  the  long-desired 
summit.  The  moment  they  touched  it  they 
turned  and  fled,  slipping  and  sliding  down 
at  a  tremendous  pace.  The  joy  of  cycling 
down  hill  is  nothing  to  the  delight  of  de- 
scending Mont  Blanc.  Once  I  stumbled  and 
fell ;  Ambrose,  not  waiting  for  me  to  get  up, 
slid  on,  and  away  I  went  like  the  wind  for 
some  hundred  yards  in  the  snow.  Then  we 
met  porters,  who  told  us  M.  Eiffel  was  climb- 
ing up  that  day  from  Chamonix,  with  designs 
to  carry  away  the  mountain  to  Paris.  We 
felt  glad  we  had  made  the  ascent,  and  won- 
dered if  the  news  were  true.  M.  Eiffel,  we 
knew,  was  bold  enough  for  anything,  and  M. 
Eiffel  was  only  the  right  hand  man  of  M. 
Janssen,  who  ha<.l  told  me  in  Chamonix, 
when  I  spoke  with  him  about  the  new  pro- 
ject, "  II  n'y  a  rien  d'impossible." 


A  CLASS-ROOM  TRAGEDY   AT  ST.  VESPER'S. 

By  a.  G.  Munko,  b.a.,  City  of  Loxdon  School, 


'"Vo  think  that  this  plague  spot  should 

J.  have  broken  out  in  the  Third  Modern 
above  all  others  !  " 

The  twitching  eyelids  and  contracted 
brow  of  the  master  of  the  Third  Modern 
proclaimed  only  too  truly  that  the  class  was 
under  a  cloud. 

"  Of  course  you  know  there  will  be  no  more 
good  conduct  holidays,  boys,  between  this 
and  the  summer  holidays,"  added  Mr. 
Duckworth.    "Now  take  Euclid  places." 

And,  be  it  added,  the  anger  of  Mr.  Duck- 
worth was  a  righteous  anger.  At  the  be- 
ginning of  term  a  handsome  sum  of  money 
had  been  allotted  by  the  governors  for  pro- 
viding the  Thirds  with  a  new  library. 
Hours  upon  hours  had  the  master  of  the 
Third  Modern  spent  upon  a  wise  and 
judicious  selection  of  histories,  stories,  and 
travels.  Even  the  Third  Classical,  the 
ancient  foes  of  the  Third  Modern,  were 
compelled  to  own  that  Duckworth's  fellows 
had  the  finest  class  library  in  the  school. 

It  was  with  a  glow  of  beaming  pride  that 
Inderwick  and  Trevor  received  a  pile  of 
catalogues  with  the  information  that  they 
had  been  elected  joint-librarians  by  the 
suffrages  of  the  rest  of  the  class.  The 
glittering  edges  and  rich  morocco  and  calf 
binding  were  a  sight  to  gladden  the  eyes  of 
a  whole  army  of  bibliophiles.  But  gradually 
the  fine  array  of  books  began  to  melt  away. 

Every  week  Inderwick  and  Trevor  pre- 
sented their  checks  to  Mr.  Duckworth  in 
proof  that  all  the  legitimate  borrowers  had 
returned  their  books.  To  make  doubly  sure, 
the  lock  of  the  massive  oak  book-case  was 
taken  out  and  a  most  marvellous  patent 
invention  substituted  ;  but  all  to  no  purpose. 
The  school  famulus  was  ordered  an  extra 
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patrol  along  the  class-room  corridors  during 
out-of-school  hours,  and  to  keep  a  sleepless 
vigil  over  the  row  of  keys  in  his  "  lodge." 
How  the  thief  possibly  managed  to  obtain 
ingress  was  a  regular  mystery,  which  grew  to 
such  exciting  dimensions  that  the  Modem 
Third  library  was  the  talk  of  the  school. 
Just  when  speculation  was  most  furious,  Mr. 
Eexton,  the  master  of  the  Third  Classical, 
in  room  No.  9  over  the  way,  came  upon 
Charlie  Charters,  one  morning,  perched  on  a 
corridor  dustbin  and  perusing  one  of  the 
missing  books,  an  edition  of  the  "  Arabian 
Nights."  Questioned  as  to  how  he  came  by 
the  book.  Charters  ii  stated  he  had  found  it. 
Another  book--Kobinson  Crusoe  this  time- 
being  found  in  his  desk,  the  same  feeble 
explanation  was  offered,  and  the  long  and  the 
short  of  it  was  that  the  boy  was  expelled 
the  school. 

"  Served  him  jolly  well  right,"  exclaimed 
Sheers  of  the  Classic  Third,  a  lank,  flabby, 
big-boned  fellow,  to  his  crony  Shepherd,  as 
the  boys  v/ere  trooping  into  the  corridor  after 
morning  school. 

"Thought  the  young  gaol-bird  was  aw- 
fully flush  of  '  rhino  '  for  a  parson's  cub," 
replied  the  latter,  with  a  mild  look  of  triumph 
and  insolence  in  the  direction  of  Charlie's 
elder  brother,  Charters  i.  Fortunately  the 
senior  "  parson's  cub  "  was  not  within  sound 
of  the  words,  or  it  might  have  been  awkward 
for  Shepherd. 

Charters  i  and  his  friend  Everard  of  the 
Fourth  always  reserved  for  Shepherd  exactly 
that  kind  of  sentiment  with  which  certain 
sensitive  people  regard  spiders  and  snails. 
That  first  meeting  between  Charters  and 
Shepherd  in  the  headmaster's  library  was  a 
memorable  one.    Shepherd  was  two  years 


Charters'  senior.  Both  lads  were  awaiting 
the  arrival  of  the  headmaster,  prior  to  their 
names  being  entered  on  the  school  roll,  and 
Shepherd's  mild  blue  eyes  were  fixed  on  the 
other  boy  in  their  own  loftily  contemptuous 
style.  Young  Charters  had  heen  coached  by 
his  elder  brother  that  if  a  fellow  cheeked 
him  the  proper  thing  was,  of  course,  to  knock 
that  fellow,  big  or  httle,  down.  Various 
questions  as  to  age,  pocket-money,  and  the 
like.  Charters  civilly  answered,  until  ^  a 
touching  inquiry  concerning  the  well-being 
of  his  little  sister  reminded  him  of  his  elder 
brother's  favourite  maxim.  Then  arose 
mutual  inquiries  as  to  whether  the  other  boy 
wanted  anything,  followed  by  courageous 
invitations  to  come  on,  whereupon  Charters 
and  Shepherd  both  came  on  and  beheld  a 
Crystal  Palace  pyrotechnical  display.  More 
invitations  to  come  on  followed ;  but  the 
headmaster  came  on  instead,  and  gave  them 
each  a  caning.  Shepherd  was  more  than  a 
match  for  Charters  then,  but  that  was 
three  years  ago,  and  the  latter  was  now 
a  well-built  lad  of  fourteen.  To  say  that  the 
Eev.  Mr.  Charters  was  overcome  by  Charlie's 
expulsion  is  the  merest  commonplace.  Ho 
was  simply  stunned.  Charters  i  would  have 
staked  his  existence  that  his  younger  brother 
was  not  the  thief,  and  in  this  view  had  the 
support  cf  Everard. 

Nearly  all  the  rest  of  the  school  believed 
Charlie  guilty,  especially  the  fellows  in  the 
Classical  Third,  between  whom  and  their 
Modern  schoolfellows  the  keenest  rivalry 
existed.  It  was  an  undying  tradition  with 
each  of  the  Thirds  never  to  be  beaten  either 
in  school  or  out  by  the  other. 

It  is  curious,  on  looking  back  to  those 
happy  days,  to  reflect  how  wonderfully  each 
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class  acted  up  to  tradition.  "  Knocked  'em 
into  a  cocked  hat,"  yelled  the  Modern  Third 
as  the  two  forms  rushed  out  from  big  school 
after  the  annual  inspection  by  the  headmaster. 
"Licked  'em  into  fits,"  retorted  the  Classic 
rivals  from  over  the  way. 

True,  in  cricket  matches  one  score  actually 
might  overtop  another,  but  there  was  sure  to 
be  a  wrong  decision  of  the  umpire,  a  doubtful 
catch,  a  leg  before,  a  run  out,  or  something 
of  the  sort  to  invalidate  the  victory.  The 
reader  must  understand,  then,  that  but  little 
sympathy  was  expressed  by  Mr.  Kexton's 
form  for  the  disgrace  into  which  the  Modern 
Third  had  fallen.  Amongst  the  boys  in  the 
Classical  Third  who  turned  up  their  noses 
highest  at  the  pitiable  condition  of  their 
neighbours,  conspicuous  were  Sheers  and 
Shepherd,  both  of  whom  were  under  Mr. 
Eexton.  Messrs.  Duckworth  and  Eexton, 
Ducky  and  Eeggie  as  their  boys  called  them, 
fostered  in  a  general  way  the  rivalry  between 
the  two  foiTQs,  as  it  kept  the  fellows  up  to 
the  mark,  and  even  on  the  present  occasion 
the  latter  gentleman  congratulated  himself 
somewhat  that  his  class  was  free  from  thieves. 

It  has  been  said  that  Charters  i  and  Eve- 
rard  believed  in  Charlie's  innocence.  The 
latter  boy  had  been  won  over  to  Charlie's  heart 
and  soul  one  bleak,  biting,  wintry  day  when 
the  fellows  were  returning  from  a  paper-chase. 
Famished  and  footsore  the  three  boys  found 
themselves  at  Winterlow  toll-gate,  five  miles 
from  school.  Suddenly  Charlie  vanished,  re- 
turning with  three  ancient  buns,  bought  at 
the  toll-house,  and  insisting  that  Everard 
should  keep  the  largest,  whilst  he  himself 
appropriated  one  in  which  a  dead  fly  had 
changed  seats  with  a  currant.  Following  the 
expulsion  of  Charlie,  Charters  i  lapsed  into  a 
silent  and  somewhat  sullen  mood,  abjuring 
the  playing-fields  except  when  a  house  match 
was  on,  and  taking  a  fancy  to  doing  Latin 
prose  at  most  unearthly  hours. 

He  was  nearly  top  boy  in  the  Fourth,  and, 
as  the  masters  very  kindly  gave  the  best  boys 
in  the  forms  permission  to  do  special  lessons 
in  the  class-rooms  out  of  ordinary  school 
hours.  Charters  easily  obtained  leave  to 
join  his  friend  Everard  in  Mr.  Duckworth's 
room.  Any  other  room  would  have  done  as 
well,  but  somehow  or  other  the  boy  felt  fas- 
cinated to  the  Modern  Third  room.  The  sur- 
roundings seemed  adapted  to  his  own  unen- 
viable fi-ame  of  mind.  What  puzzled  both 
boys  was  the  destiny  of  the  stolen  volumes. 
The  "Arabian  Nights"  and  "Eobinson 
Crusoe  "  were  the  only  two  books  found  out  of 
fifty  or  sixty  others.  This  was  a  mystery  which 
Charters  would  have  given  worlds  to  solve. 

One  Wednesday  afternoon,  a  month  before 
Charlie's  expulsion,  Charters  and  Everard, 
returning  from  a  cricket  match,  met  Old  Mick, 
a  vendor  of  triangles,  turnovers,  apples  and 
nuts,  just  outside  the  school  gates.  Mick's 
basket  was,  as  usual,  empty  after  a  day's 
round,  but  on  his  back  was  a  sack  swollen 
to  inordinately  large  dimensions,  which  the 
orange  vendor  stated  to  contain  rabbit  skins, 
and  then  shuffled  off.    "  Eather  hard  rabbit 
skins,  Mick,"  answered  Everard,  giving  the 
bundle  a  parting  whack  with   a  stump. 
Charters  wondered  afterwards  that  such  a 
trifling  incident  stuck  in  his  memory. 
"  Look,  Charters!     Whatever's  that  ?  " 
The  two  boys  were  going  over  their  Latin 
prose  for  the  next  day  in  Mr.  Duckworth's 
room.    It  was  a  moist,  sticky  afternoon  early 
in  July,  and  the  quiet  of  the  corridor  class- 
room was  very  grateful  in  comparison  with 
the  din  and  hubbub  of  big  school.  The 
panel  of  the  wall  opposite  was  of  oak,  and  to 
the  amazement  of  the  boys  a  hand  was  being 
gently  insinuated  into  the  panel,  whereupon 
two  huge  oak-slides  began  slowly  but  surely 
to  move.    Charters  and  Everard  were  spell, 
bound.    Not  a  single  boy  or  master  in  the 


school  had  ever  dreamed  the  substantial  walls 
of  the  corridor  class-rooms  were  aught  but 
the  solidest  and  stoutest  oak.  As  the  fore- 
fingers of  the  unknown  hand  were  succeeded 
by  a  wrist,  and  the  slides  drew  apart  to  the 
distance  of  some  two  inches.  Charters  held 
his  breath  with  excitement.  Just  at  that 
moment  the  elbow  of  Everard,  who  was 
leaning  over  the  hood  of  the  master's  desk, 
slipped  off,  and  the  noise,  though  slight,  suf- 
ficed to  alarm  the  unknown  hand,  which  was 
drawn  back  as  mysteriously  as  it  had  ap- 
peared, drawing  with  it  the  massive  sliding 
panels.  Eushing  after  the  hand  with  a 
determination  to  solve  the  mystery,  the  boys 
pushed  away  the  slides,  which  gave  way  with 
the  greatest  ease,  and  found  themselves  in  a 
stuffy  old  chamber,  eaten  up  with  mice  and 
cobwebs,  opening  through  a  half  bricked-up 
arch  into  the  cricket  lumber-room,  where  the 
clubs  stowed  away  goal-posts,  footballs, 
stumps,  and  leg-pads.  The  door  of  the 
lumber-closet  was  sscurely  locked,  and,  beyond 
mice  and  spiders,  the  place  was  as  tenantless 
as  the  grave.  The  boys  had  read  of  secret 
panels  in  private  houses,  but  who  would  have 
expected  to  find  one  beneath  the  ivy-grown 
towers  and  lichen-covered  walls  of  their  old 
school  ? 

"  Look  here  !  "  said  Charters,  after  making 
an  inspection  of  the  chamber  and  pointing  to 
a  trapdoor  in  the  ceiling.  Curiously  enough, 
the  trapdoor  was  just  a  sensation  aside. 
"  That  trapdoor's  been  opened  not  long  since, 
Everard,  judging  from  those  torn  cobwebs." 

"  Here  goes ! "  added  the  excited  boy, 
springing  on  to  an  old  desk  just  underneath 
the  trapdoor,  and  inserting  his  fingers  to  get 
leverage.  "  Hoop  !  here  we  are,  Everard. 
Come  on  up  !  " 

The  boys  found  themselves  in  a  huge 
vault,  supported  with  massive  triangular  oak 
rafters,  running  over  all  the  classrooms,  and 
terminating  above  the  hat  and  cloak  lobby  at 
the  western  wing.  Making  their  way  in  the 
latter  direction  over  the  rafters,  they  found 
another  trap-door,  wide  open,  from  which 
descent  into  the  lobby  was  quite  easy.  Judg- 
ing from  appearances  this  trap-door  too  had 
only  been  recently  opened. 

"  Well,  upon  my  word  !  Charters,  only  to 
think  of  it ;  all  these  mysterious  chambers, 
and  not  a  soul  on  the  spot  knows  anything 
about  them,"  said  Everard.  "But  what  on 
earth  have  we  here?"  added  the  boy  in 
amazement,  picking  up  something  from  deep 
down  between  the  rafters.  "  Why,  in  the  name 

of  all  that's  wonderful !  Charters  "  But 

the  felloT/  was  so  thunderstruck  that  he  could 
scarcely  proceed.  " '  Life  and  Times  of 
Christopher  Columbus,'— why,  that's  the  very 
book  that  Inderwick  said  was  first  missing 
from  the  Modern  Third  library  !  " 

Charters's  heart  rose  within  him.  That 
Charlie  never  knew  of  this  spot  was  morally  ! 
certain,  and  he  was  for  rushing  to  Mr.  Duck-  | 
worth  on  the  spot  and  laying  bare  the  dis- 
covery, but  an  overwhelming  desire  to  unearth 
the  real  culprit  checked  him.  For  several 
weeks  following  did  Charters  and  Everard 
lie  in  ambush,  hidden  behind  the  rafters  over 
the  classrooms  in  the  hope  that  an  enemy 
would  appear  ;  but  in  vain.  One  Wednesday 
—  the  last  before  the  holidays— they  were  in 
Mr.  Duckworth's  classroom,  and  hearing 
sounds  in  the  direction  of  the  cricket-closet 
ran  out  of  the  classroom  into  the  corridor, 
and  almost  knocked  into  Shepherd. 

"  Come  and  have  a  game,  Charters  ?  "  ex- 
claimed the  latter,  tossing  up  a  cricket  ball, 
which  he  had  evidently  just  fetched  from  the 
closet,  the  door  of  which  was  wide  open. 

Charters  and  Everard  were  surprised,  not 
knowing  anything  of  a  game  that  Wednesday, 
and  wondered  what  authority  Shepherd  had 
to  fetch  the  ball. 

"  Here,  Oliver,  here's  your  precious  key," 


exclaimed  the  latter,  tossmg  it  officiously  to 
the  famulus. 

"  Ta,  ta,  Charters ;  take  care  of  yourself, 
Everard,"  and  Shepherd  scudded  along  the 
corridor  and  was  gone. 

"  Watch  Shepherd,"  were  the  exact  words 
which  the  master  of  the  class  below  had 
used  to  Mr.  Eexton  when  Shepherd  was  pro- 
moted into  the  Thirds,  and  most  surely,  if 
ever  a  boy  needed  watching  and  battled  a 
master  in  the  art,  that  boy  was  Shepherd. 
"  Is  that  you.  Shepherd  ?  "  Mr.  Eexton 
would  ask,  as  a  general  atmosphere  of  in- 
attention in  that  boy's  comer  of  the  room 
proclaimed  the  fact  that  some  invisible 
agency  of  disorder  was  at  work.  "  No,  sir," 
was  the  invariable  reply,  and  oh  the  world 
of  injured  innocence  and  trampled-on  sim- 
plicity the  words  conveyed  !  Shepherd  was 
one  of  those  boys  who,  once  every  blue 
moon,  manage  to  sneak  into  our  public 
schools,  the  vigilance  of  headmasters  and 
governors  notwithstanding.  Mr.  Eexton  felt 
certain  that  his  pupil  was  a  mass  of  invisihle 
rnoral  obliquities,  and  would  at  times  have 
given  worlds  for  the  boy  to  have  done  some- 
thing openly  punishable.  But  this  your  sly, 
subtle  boys  never  do.  Try  to  catch  them  at 
anything,  and  before  you  can  say  Jack  Eobin- 
son they  are  out  of  your  fingers  like  an  eel. 
"Is  that  you,  sir?"  roared  the  headmaster 
one  morning  during  the  annual  summer  in- 
spection of  the  two  Thirds,  when  his  ears 
caught  the  click  of  Shepherd's  hunting 
watch,  astounded  that  a  boy  should  dare  to 
look  at  a  watch  in  his  august  presence. 

"Please  sir,  my  watch  always  rfoes  make 
that  noise,"  replied  Injured  Innocence,  miss- 
ing the  headmaster's  point  completely,  and 
speaking  as  if  the  unlucky  possessor  of  an  old 
hunter  deserved  compassion  above  all  other 
boys.  The  latter  would  have  swallowed  up  the 
fellow  on  the  spot,  but  unfortunately  there  was 
no  open  casus  belli.  Idle  boys,  clever  boys, 
stupid  boys,  fussy  boys,  cheeky  boys,  funny 
boys,  insipid  boys,  all  these  the  headmaster 
could  tolerate  and  love ;  but  your  slippery, 
subtle  boys  never.  Whether  Shepherd's  com- 
plexion was  white,  sallow,  pink,  or  olive,  not 
a  single  fellow  could  say.  All  that  was  certain 
was  that  those  gentle  eyes  which  he  opened  so 
wide  were  blue,  and  that  after  the  headmaster 
had  stormed  at  the  boy  like  a  whirlwind  they 
were  capable  of  an  invisible  wink.  Although 
Shepherd's  wink  could  not  have  been  sworn 
j  to  in  a  court  of  justice,  his  friends  knew  it 
quite  well  by  heart. 

But  to  return  to  our  story.  Nothing 
worthy  of  note  occurred  during  the  remainder 
of  that  term  ;  the  summer  holidays  glided  by, 
and  Charlie  Charters  pined  away  in  his  child 
grief,  showing  serious  symptoms  of  a  severe 
illness.  It  was  now  the  middle  of  October. 
Charters  and  Everard  had  watched  and 
waited,  with  what  patient  perseverance  only 
themselves  knew.  Whole  autumn  afternoons 
had  they  spent  below  the  dripping  cobwebby 
rafters,  and  at  the  thought  of  his  younger 
brother,  Charters's  heart  grew  sick. 

Mention  has  been  made  of  an  apple  and 
nut  vendor,  i^ick.  Mick  generally  set  up  a 
tressle  of  tarts  and  nuts  on  a  Wednesday 
afternoon.  The  school  tuck-shop  was  not 
established  in  those  days.  This  Mick  was 
not  a  prepossessing  individual,  with  one  eye 
gone  and  its  fellow  glaring- round  on  his  St. 
Tesper  clients  like  the  fabled  orbit  of  Poly- 
phemus. But  we  must  dwell  a  little  on  Mick, 
as  minus  Mick  this  story  would  never  have 
been  written.  Vai-ious  excrescences  supposedly 
indigenous  to  chimneys  and  fireplaces  were 
not  infrequently  found  on  Mick's  talis  and 
triangles.  Matter  thus  out  of  place  was  uni- 
formly attributed  by  the  orange  vendor  to 
his  wife's  slow  oven. 

"Baked  in  a  slow  oven,  young  masters," 
was  Mick's  watchword  whenever  a  bit  of 
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Mrs.  Mick's  slow  oven  came  too  prominently 
into  view  on  the  corner  of  a  triangle,  so  that 
Mrs.  Mick  and  her  slow  oven  were  one  of  the 
standmg  jokes  of  the  school.  Had  Mick  only 
kept  off  the  scenes  after  the  expulsion  of 
Uiarhe  Charters,  the  mystery  involved  in  his 
disappearance  would  probably  never  have  been 
revealed.  As  it  turned  out,  however,  the 
revelation  proved  almost  more  stupendous 
t  lan  the  mystery  itself. 

Oas  afternoon  early  in  November  Charters 
and  Everard  were  wandering  disconsolately 
at  the  lower  end  of  the  playing  fields  near  the 
bait  of  yew  tress.  They  were  sick  to  death 
pi  those  mysterious  vaulte  l  chambers,  and  a 
breath  of  fresh  air  was  Elysium.  The  rest 
of  the  school  hal  gone  off  scouring  the 
country  far  and  wido  for  logs  and  brushwood 
for  the  approaching  fifth. 

"  Hello  !  what  have  we  here  ?  "  exclaimed 
Everard,  pulling  up  at  the  sound  of  voices, 
which  seemed  issuing  from  the  bowels  of  the 
earth.   They  were  loud  and  angry  voices,  and 
prominent  amongst  them  the  deflant  and 
threatening  tones  of  Old  Mick.    It  should  be 
mentioned  that  close  by  the  spot  where  Everard 
and  Charters  halted  was  a  fane  known  as 
"  The  Temple  of  the  Fusties,"  otherwise  a 
clammy,  clayey  cavern,  formed  in  part  by 
the  dried-up  bed  of  a  stream,  in  part  by  the 
digging,  delving,  picking,  roofing,  plankint^ 
of^  the  King  of  the  Fusties  and  his  prime 
minister,  who  were  none  other  than  the  lank, 
bony  Sheers  and  his  crony.  Shepherd.  A 
stranger  entering  the  Temple  of  the  Fusties 
haphazard  might  have  come  across  half  a 
dozen  British  public  schoolboys  engaged  in 
making  butterscotch.  On  one  occasion  a  pair 
of  unwary  cock  spa-rrows  found  themselves 
frizzling  on  an  extemporised  fryingpan,  in  view 
of  an  evening  banquet  to  Shepherd,  Sheers, 
and  their  crew.  Fustyism,  by  the  way,  though 
extinct  as  the  dodo  in  most  great  pubHc 
schools,  still  exists  in  some.    It  is  a  sickly, 
sticky,  morbid  creed,  the  main  article  of  which 
enacts  the  avoidance  of  the  genial  athleticism 
and  exuberant  activity  of  the  playing  fields 
m  favour  of  the  moral  pitfalls  of  a  loafin^ 
and  do-nothing  existence.    The  famous 
Arnold  believed  that  the  common  enemy  of 
man  was  never  so  sure  to  be  at  hand  as  when 
a  couple  of  boys  were  found  loafing  in  cor- 
ridors and  quadrangles  when  a  good  round 
game  was  going  on  in  the  playing  fields.  If 
this  be  the  case  the  common  enemy  is  never 
far  from  the  Fusties. 

For  the  life  of  him.  Charters  i  could  not 
keep  away  from  the  Temple  as  the  din  of 
strife  and  the  clamour  of  voices  grew  louder 
and  louder.  Creeping  nearer  and  nearer,  the 
two  boys  came  so  close  that,  by  lying  down 
full  length,  and  peeping  through  a  chink  in 
one  of  the  planks,  a  view  offered  of  the  trans- 
actions inside.  Old  Mick  was  storming  at 
Shepherd  and  Sheers  for  not  paying  back 
some  money  lent  at  the  beginning  of  the 
previous  term,  and  threatening  that,  unless 
restitution  was  made,  he  would  denounce 
them  to  the  whole  school ;  whilst  the  boys 
were  urging  upon  the  malevolent  old  orange 
vendor  a  request  for  patience. 

But  what  was  that  which  "  Injured  Inno- 
cence "  was  promising  to  Mick  in  pacification 
of  the  latter's  more  immediate  claim  ?  Coats, 
bats,  balls,  shoes,  yes  .  .  .  and  bjoks  !  One  of 
the  listeners  grew  white  with  rage  and  could 
have  seized  the  smooth-faced,  third-classical 
villain  by  the  throat  on  the  spot.  "  If  only 
Mr.  Ilexton  knew  all  this,  how  proud  he  would 
be  of  his  form!"  "And  he  shall  know," 
muttered  Charters  between  his  teeth,  and 
rising  with  clenched  fists  to  approach  the 
Temple. 

"Hist,  hist !  Charters,  or  you'll  spoil  all," 
whispered  his  friend,  laying  a  restraining 
hand  on  the  other's  clenched  fists.  "  Come 
let's  clear  off  or  they'll  find  us  listening." 


Charters  would  have  listened  longer,  but 
the  boys  had  heard  enough.  Shepherd'  and 
Sheers  had  promised  Mick  that,  at  the  same 
time  and  place  on  the  following  Wednesday 
they  would  meet  him.  A  school  paper-chase 
had  been  fixed  for  that  date,  and  it  was 
anticipated  that  the  coast  wtiuld  be  clear. 
Scudding  away  like  the  wind  to  avoid  detec- 
tion. Charters  and  Everard  did  not  pause  to 
take  breath  until  safe  within  the  secrecy  of 
the  quadrangle.  Then  arose  a  serious  ques- 
tion. Should  they  tell  Mr.  Duckworth  what 
they  knew  ?  Charters  thought  not,  but  Everard 
suggesting  that  it  would  be  advisable  to  secure 
him  as  an  aUy  for  Charlie's  sake,  it  was 
decided  to  inform  the  master. 

Mr.  Duckworth  looked  amazed,  puzzled, 
and  pleased  all  in  one,  but  finally  a  curious 
smile  of  intelligence  broke  over  his  features. 
He  thanked  the  boys  for  their  information 
and  withdrew.  Within  the  masters'  common 
room  he  amused  himself  by  laying  two  plots 
It  was  quite  on  the  cards  that  both  plots  would 
prove  a  success  ;  but,  alas  !  how  little  the 
most  prescient  of  us  are  able  to  see  beyond 
our  noses  in  matters  mundane  and  earthy  ! 

"  Leave  it  all  to  me.  Charters,"  whispered 
Mr.  Duckworth  to  the  excited  boy  as  the  two 
met  on  the  next  Wednesday  after  morning 
school.  It  was  the  day  when  poor  Charlie's 
innocence  was  to  be  proclaimed.  "Do  you 
and  Everard  keep  a  strict  vigil  below  the 
trap-door  in  the  hat  and  cloak  lobby,"  added 
the  master  confidentially. 

Beneath  the  trap-door  in  the  lobby  the 
two  friends  accordingly  took  up  their  watch, 
and  the  hours  of  that  Wednesday  afternoon 
wore  slowly  by.  It  was  two  o'clock  when 
the  boys  rose  from  dinner,  and  half-past  two, 
three,  and  four,  had  echoed  through  the  silent 
quadrangle.  Would  the  expected  climax 
never  come  ?  It  was  just  as  the  clock  struck 
four  that  Mr.  Duckworth,  who  was  hidden 
like  a  tiger  ready  to  spring  on  its  prey  among 
the  rafters,  heard  a  click,  click  in  the  closet 
below,  and  he  pricked  up  his  ears  in  excite- 
ment. Following  the  click,  click  of  the  lock, 
steal  in  two  schoolboy  forms.  Mr.  Duckworth, 
after  springing  up  through  the  trap-door, 
omitted  to  close  it,  consequently  he  can  see 
all  that  is  transpiring  in  the  room  below.  It 
nearly  made  the  good  man  weep  for  the 
depravity  of  human  nature  to  see  the  soft, 
snake-like  movements  of  his  colleague's 
pupil— how  thankful  did  Mr.  Duckworth  then 

feel  that  the  two  boys  were  not  in  his  form  !  

as  he  swung  open  with  gentle  touch  the  oaken 
slides,  and  crept  on  tip-toe  to  the  beloved 
book-case.  Mr.  Duckworth  vowed  that  for 
the  future  every  book  in  his  library  should 
be  stamped  with  a  school  crest  to  be  recog- 
nised throughout  the  length  and  breadth  of 
the  land. 

But  what  was  that  with  which  Injured 
Innocence  was  opening  the  library  door  ?  It 
was  a  skeleton -key,  which  at  first 'seemed  un- 
able to  work  the  patent  lock,  and  the  lank 
and  bony  Sheers  looked  on  with  anxiety. 

"  Crack  any  crib  in  the  building,"  were  the 
assuring  words  which  quieted  the  dismay  of 
the  bony  one,  and  Mr.  Duckworth  shuddered 
as  the  velvety  tones  just  penetrated  the  rafters. 
Presently  there  is  extracted  a  pile  of  books,  a 
goodly  pile,  and  the  master  smiles  painfully 
as  he  sees  the  handsome  volumes  placed  on 
the  old  desk  below  the  trap-door.  It  is  as  he 
supposed.  The  boys  are  unwilling  to  court 
detection  in  the  class-room  corridors,  and 
contemplate  a  descent  by  the  hat-and-cloak 
lobby.  The  blue  eyes  of  Injured  Innocence 
appeared  as  shy  as  those  of  a  startled  deer 
on  looking  up  at  the  trap-door,  since  Mr. 
Duckworth  had  but  recently  opened  it,  and 
the  displaced  cobwebs  only  too  clearly  pro- 
claimed the  fact.  Just  then,  the  rafters 
creak  and  Injured  Innocence  prepares  to  fly, 
and  is  about  to  open  the  lumber  closet  door. 


But  the  latter  was  locked  from  the  outside 
by  a  manauvre  of  Mr.  Duckworth's,  and  the 
key  left  m  by  the  famulus  prevented  th& 
skeleton  from  doing  its  duty.  Surely  there 
IS  treachery  somewhere!  But  nothing  re- 
mained except  to  advance,  and,  bidding 
his  friend  go  up  through  the  trap-dooit 
Shepherd  handed  up  the  books  one  by  one 
Wliat  a  splendid  pile  they  looked  when  heaped 
up  among  the  rafters  and  ready  for  a  sack 
which  was  once  the  property  of  Old  Mick  ! 

"Hello  !  Charters  and  Everard,  vou  there  "' 
It  IS  the  voice  of  Shepherd,  who  has  reached 
tlie  other  trap-door  and  come  right  in  contact 
with  the  gaze  of  Everard  and  his  friend  who 
are  looking  up  from  below.  * 

"  Fine  day.  Shepherd,  isn't  it  ' "  says 
Everard. 

_  "  Rather,"  says  Shepherd,  assuming  a  gay 
air,  though  his  voice  is  tremulous  and  shaky 
"1  thought  you  and  Charters  were  going  to' 
the  paper-chase." 

"H'm,  that's  curious,  now;  but  the  fact  is, 
Mr.  Duckworth  is  going  to  explore  the  regions 
where  you  are  now  travelling  in  the  hopes  of 
making  some  archa-ological  discoveries,  and 
Ohver  is  just  bringing  the  ladder.  If  you 
stay  a  minute,  you'll  have  the  pleasure  of  his 
company." 

c.u"'^"",^'''*'  mad!"  utters  the  frightened 
Shepherd  below  his  breath.  "  To  the  lumber 
closet  .  .  .  back "...  and  the  two  boys 
scuttle  back  over  the  projecting  rafters. 

Alas,  however,  for  Sheers.  He  is  heavy 
and  dreadfully  clumsy,  and  his  big  splay  feet 
get  entangled  in  the  intricacy  of  the  ground 
he  is  traversing. 

It  seems  the  irony  of  fate  that  to-day,  o! 
all  days,  his  shins  should  grow  blue  owing  to 
the  violent  contact  with  the  rafters.  But  that 
was  not  the  worst  of  it.  There  is  danger  in 
making  hasty  journeys  over  the  lathwork  and 
plaster  above  class-room  ceilings. 

Just  below  where  Sheers  was  floundering 
was  the  detention  room,  and  Mr.  Eexton  was 
in  charge  of  Dubkins,  Trot,  and  the  rest  of 
the  detenus.  An  oppressive  silence  reigned 
throughout  the  room,  broken  only  by  the 
scratdi,  scratch  of  an  occasional  pen,  and  it 
was  but  natural  that  Trot  and  Dubkins 
should  look  up  as  bits  of  the  ceiling  came  sput- 
tering on  to  their  upturned  noses.  Mr.  Eexton 
once  fancied  he  heard  unusual  noises,  but 
pulled  himself  together  and  stuck  bravely 
to  his  encyclopiedia,  notwithstanding  the 
ominous  sounds. 

"  Get  on  with  your  work,  Dubkins  and 
Trot,"  remonstrated  the  master,  noticing  that 
the  boys  were  gazing  heavenwards  instead  of 
downward  at  their  books.  '•  Dubkins,  really 
now"  ...  but  suddenly  a  violent  bump, 
caused  by  Sheers'  cranium  coming  into 
vigorous  rivalry  with  a  beam,  causes  Mr. 
Eexton  to  think  something  is  amiss.  Poor 
Sheers  turns  giddy  all  over,  falls,  and  then 
.  .  .  comes  crash  through  the  ceiling  in  froni 
of  Mr.  Eexton  and  his  crew. 

"Euat  Ctt'lum  fiat  justitia," 
mutters  the  master,  as  the  laths,  plaster,  and 
library  books  come  down  in  a  heap,  amid 
which  Sheers  is  simply  invisible.   "  Trot  and 
Dubkins  attend  to  your  duty." 

"Pick  up  the  pieces,"  wliispers  Dubkins 
to  Trot,  scarce  knowing  whether  to  believe 
his  senses. 

Happily  Sheers  was  not  seriously  hurt,  and 
soon  well  enough  to  accompany  Injured  Inno- 
cence to  the  head  master  to  be  expelled. 

Shepherd's  course  had  an  equallv  sudden 
termination  with  that  of  Sheers.  His  rage 
on  finding  the  other  trap-door  guarded  was  so 
furious  that,  for  once  in  his  life,  he  threw  off 
the  role  of  injured  innocence  and  bit  Mr. 
Duckworth  in  the  arm,  but  was  captured  anci 
hauled  off  to  the  head  master. 

As  for  Old  Mick,  two  constables  were  ready 
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to  receive  him  on  his  putting  in  an  appear- 
ance at  the  appointed  rendezvous,  and  he 
was  sentenced  to  three  months'  imprison- 
ment as  a  receiver  of  stolen  goods.  Within 
a  week  after  the  expulsion  of  Sheers  and 
Shepherd,  Charlie  Chaxters  was  back  again 
at  school  once  more. 


A  few  months  subsequent  to  Mick's  arrest, 
Mr.  Duckworth  was  hurrying  up  a  dirty  back 
street  of  the  neighbouring  town  to  catch  a  tram, 
when  his  eye  caught  sight  of  a  row  of  books  on 
a  stall.  The  look  of  the  books  so  struck  him 
that  he  arrested  his  steps  to  examine  them 
and  missed  his  train.    The  owner  of  the 


stall  was  a  crony  of  Old  Mick's  called  Pole. 
Pole  soon  followed  his  friend  into  gaol  as  a. 
receiver  of  stolen  goods,  and  the  books  were 
forthwith  placed  on  the  oaken  shelves  in  the 
class  library.  The  Third  Modern  has  now  not 
only  a  valuable  library,  but  one  possessing  a. 
peculiar  history  of  its  own. 


A   CLOSE   SHAVE  WITH  A  BUEEALO. 


IT  was  a  very  dry  season  that  first  dry 
season  which  I  spent  in  Bangkok,  the 
capital  of  Siam.  Fresh  from  England,  the 
whole  country,  the  lives  and  habits  of  the 
European  community,  to  say  nothing  of  the 
natives,  had  an  irresistible  fascination  *or 
me.  And  being  passionately  fond  of  sport  I 
was  burning  to  get  to  work  among  the  game, 
large  and  small,  which  abound  in  that  little 
known  and  most  interesting  kingdom. 

For  some  weeks  after  .January  25,  when  a 
few  unexpected  drops  of  rain  fell,  I  was  too 
much  unsettled  by  the  arrangements  for 
getting  into  my  house  to  be  able  to  spare 
any  time  for  sporting,  and  the  snipe  which 
had  come  in  during  November,  the  close  of 
the  wet  season,  had  gradually  disappeared  as 
the  ground  grew  harder  and  harder.  So 
that  when  in  February  1  had  time  to  devote 
daily  after  4  o'clock  p.m.  to  the  paddy  fields, 
I  found  but  little  to  repay  me.  I  certainly 
had  some  mild  fun  in  trying  to  circumvent 
the  gorgeous  blue  jay  of  Siam,  and  the 
magniiicent  hawks  and  falcons  which  hover 
every  evening  over  the  vast  paddy  fields  on 
the  outskirts  of  the  city  off  the  Windmill 
Road  and  Banjkholem,  and  in  the  early 
morning  I  would  spend  an  hour  before 
breakfast  with  an  air  gun  in  pursuit  of  the 
lovely  and  tiny  humming  birds,  which 
abound  in  the  acacias,  and  of  which  I 
secured  a  goodly  number,  together  with 
kingfishers,  noh-i-kraws,  and  other  curious 
birds  which  appear  to  be  indigenous  to  Siam 
alone. 

But  at  last  I  was  rewarded  by  the  arrival 
of  a  very  beautiful  and  fast  flying  plover, 
which  began  to  arrive  in  small  flocks  just  at 
sundown,  and,  being  very  wary,  afforded  the 
greatest  opportunity  for  that  exercise  of  skill 
which  really  constitutes  sport  proper.  For 
sport   is   really   the   contest   between  the 
cunning  of  the  man  and  the  cunning  of  the 
beast.    They  rarely  appeared  before  6  o'clock 
P.M.,  and  by  G.::!0,  the  very  brief  ten  minutes 
of  twilight  which  separate  day  from  night  in 
Siam  had  generally  elapsed ;  so  that  what 
one  could  do  one  had  to  do  quickly.  But 
on   one   occasion   I  was   out  earlier  than 
usual.    I   had    gone   to   see   a  Chinaman 
cremated  in  one  of  the  Buddhist  wat-yards 
by  his    humble  friends  at  'd.HO  p.m.,  and 
having  lost   my  after  tiffin  siesta  I  went 
home   for  my  gun    (with  only  snipe-dust 
cartridges),  and  then  set  out  to  this  old 
paddy  field.    I  had  two  or  three  fights  with 
pariah  dogs  in  the  jungle  surrounding  native 
bamboo  houses,  and  had  to  insert  the  con- 
tents  of   one   barrel   in   a  super-sensitive 
member  of  the  gang  before  I  got  clear  of  the 
mango  orchards,  and  emerged  on  the  paddy 
fields  at  a  part  which  I  had  not  before 
visited. 

This  field  must  have  numbered  a  thousand 
acres,  being  indeed  a  vast  stretch  of  fen-like 
country,  bordered  by  jungle  on  one  side,  and 
by  broad  canals  or  klongs  at  a  distance  of 
two  or  three  miles.  It  was  also  traversed  at 
various  points  by  ditches  (then  dry),  some 
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ten  feet  wide  and  seven  or  eight  feet  in  depth. 
The  whole  surface  of  the  paddy  fields  was  as 
hard  as  a  brick,  and  cracked  by  the  heat  into 
innumerable  fissures,  some  of  them  very 
deep  and  very  wide,  which,  together  with  the 
clods  and  tramplings  of  oxen,  rendered 
walking  painful,  and  running  almost  an  im- 
possibility. 

I  had  not  been  long  out  of  the  jungle  when 
I  saw  a  white  paddy  bird,  a  lovely  white 
crane  of  which  I  much  desired  a  specimen, 
go  flopping  over  the  grass  to  the  side  of  a 
klong  where  a  little  marsh  water  remained 
from  the  wet  season,  and  I  made  tracks 
slowly  after  it  up  the  side  of  the  klong. 
About  half  a  mile  from  cover  a  small  group 
of  tall  palms  rose  near  the  klong,  behind 
which  the  pa:Iily  bird  passed  and  settled.  A 
vulture  who  had  overeaten  himself  was 
being  ballyragged  by  two  crows  in  the  palm 
trees,  and  pending  the  arrival  of  the  plover 
there  was  not  a  sound  nor  a  sight  in  the  vast 
fiat  country  round  me.  But  there  very  soon 
were  both,  and  much  closer  than  I  desired. 

Eesisting  the  temptation  to  pot  the  vulture 
—for   vultures,    as   invaluable  scavengers, 
belong  to  the  Crown— I  stole  round  the  clump 
with  as  much  care  as  possible,  hoping  to  find 
my  paddy  bird,  and  I  found  him.    But  I  also 
found  something  else  which  I  did  not  want, 
and  had  not  bargained  for  ;  to  wit,  a  very  large 
buffalo  bull  with  unpleasant  horns  about 
five  feet  from  tip  to  tip.    True,  he  was  not  a 
wild  buffalo,  but  treading  out  the  corn  for 
some  years  had  made  up  for  any  deficiency 
in  villany  which  may  have  been  bred  in  him 
as  a  domestic  animal,  if  he  could  by  any 
stretch  of  imagination  be  so  termed.    In  a 
word  he  was  very  tall,  very  hideous,  being 
plastered  with  a  thick  coating  of  mud  from 
a  pool  in  which  he  had  been  defying  files 
and  mosquitoes,  and  in  an  eminently  unami- 
able  frame  of  mind,  brooding,  maybe,  over  the 
prospects  of  the  next  day's  grind  or  some 
recent  affronts  from  his  employers.  After 
regarding  me  with  smothered  indignation  for 
a  few  moments  he  proceeded,  like  the  ancient 
Scottish  chiefs  in  Ossian,  to  "  hum  a  surly 
hymn,"  and  without  more  ado  cocked  his 
scandalous  tail  and  came  for  me  in  a  slow 
but  determined  manner.    Not  to  put  too  fine 
a  point  upon  it,  I  was  in  a  fix,  as  I  had  only 
a  shot  gun  with  snipe-dust  or  No.  7,  and  was 
a  very  long  way  from  the  jungle  side.  Behind 
me  was  a  vast  expanse  of  the  awful  paddy 
field,  and  the  only  protection  I  had  was  the 
dry  deep  ditch  between  him  and  myself. 
But  I  did  not  know  how  soon  he  might,  if  he 
got  excited,  manage  to  plunge  through  this, 
and  I  also  knew  that  I  had  passed  on  my 
way  up  at  least  three  gaps  or  dry  fords  in 
this  said  uninviting  ditch.     If  he  at  the 
best  followed  me  down  the  opposite  side  I 
was  cut  off  as  soon  as  we  came  to  the  first 
gap.     Leave  the  ditch  side  for  the  open 
paddy  field  I  dare  not.    If  he  once  should 
get  over  I  should  have  no  earthly  chance 
with  him.    To  fire  at  him  until  absolutely 
compelled  as  a  last  resort  would  be  merely 


to  aggravate  his  feelings.  I  was  in  a  tight 
place.  Que  fairc  '}  I  had  not  much  time  ia 
which  to  think,  but  I  remember  that  a  grue- 
some story  of  a  very  narrow  escape  from  a 
similar  predicament  in  Burmah,  which  I  had. 
chanced  to  read  a  few  days  previous  in  an 
old  "  Field,"  flashed  through  my  mind  ;  and 
I  determined  to  try  the  same  tactics. 

The  banks  of  the  ditch  were  pretty  steep 
at  the  spot,  and  I  slowly  walked  back,  "  the 
beard  on  the  shoulder,"  down  my  side  ;  he 
followed  down  his  side,  "  getting  his  shirt 
out"  all  the  way,  and  swisliing  himself 
viciously  with  his  tail. 

Keeping  a  good  look-out  for  the  first  gap,, 
I  walked  within  about  thirty  yards  of  it,  and 
then,  after  standing  still  for  a  moment  or  two, 
I  suddenly  ran  back  on  my  tracks  a  few  yards. 

This  evoked  a  terrific  explosion  of  wrath 
and  a  headlong  gallop  on  his  part  in  the 
same  direction.  I  stopped  dead  and  then 
ran  for  my  life  past  the  gap  in  the  other 
direction.  He  pulled  up  as  quickly  as  he 
could  and  rushed  after  me  at  full  tilt,  passing 
the  gap  on  his  side  without  seeing  it.  I  now 
felt  a  little  easier,  since  I  was  nearer  cover,, 
and  if  I  could  only  repeat  the  process  at  the 
next  two  gaps  without  driving  him  to  despe- 
rate measures,  such  as  plunging  through  the 
ditch,  I  saw  my  way  out  of  the  fix  ;  and  I  did 
just  manoeuvre  him  past  the  second  gap, 
though  from  heat,  fatigue,  and  nervousness. 
I  only  just  did  it,  as  he  caught  sight  of  it  in 
his  gallop,  but,  having  passed  it,  and  seeing 
me  running,  with  much  crassness  decided  to 
follow  on. 

By  this  time  he  was  foaming,  and  more 
than  once  tried  the  banks,  which  were  now 
shallower,  with  his  forefeet,  and  I  was  pre- 
pared to  jump  the  other  way,  if  he  should 

i   get  across.    But  he  fortunately  gave  it  up. 

j  I  was  getting  very  blown  and  imhappy,  bui 
I  reserved  my  fire  for  the  last  gap,  which  I 
knew  was  the  most  dangerous,  as  the  banks, 
were  fordable  on  both  sides  of  it,  and  it  was 
quite  two  hundred  yards  from  cover.  I 
stopped  to  get  my  wind,  and  he  stood  pawing 
up  the  ground  and  mumbling  in  that  almost, 
speechless  passion  which  I  have  witnessed' 
with  awe  in  an  Andalucian  bull  at  a  Mexican 
bull-fight,  when  the  matadore  stands  just  in 
front  of  his  lowered  head,  and  his  frenzy  is 
so  great  that  he  is  unable  to  rush  on  his  foe. 

I  got  bluer  and  bluer  in  my  fright,  but  I 
managed  somehow  to  keep  my  head  ;  for  the 
v.-orst  bit  was  coming.  This  time  I  walked 
very  slowly,  for  every  step  became  more^ 
dangerous  as  the  banks  grew  shallower.  At 
last,  when  I  got  some  fifty  yards  from  the 
gap,  I  dared  not  go  another  step  for  fear  of 
bringing  him  over  upon  me,  and  in  order  tO' 
get  wind  for  the  final  rush  I  even  walked 
back  some  distance,  though  his  rage  was  so 
great  that  I  dreaded  his  rushing  the  ditch  at 
all  hazards. 

I  then  walked  slowly  back  to  the  spot  at 
which  I  had  stopped.  Putting  down  my  gun, 
I  took  off  my  white  cotton  drill  coat,  and,, 
placing  two  stones  in  the  pockets,  I  fiung  it, 
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at  him  over  the  ditch.  He  rushed  at  it  for 
a  moment  and  got  it  on  one  horn,  and  as  he 
i-aised  his  head,  a  ludicrous  exhibition  of 
bathos,  I  fired  both  barrels,  bang,  bang,  at 
his  eyes  and  fled  down  the  ditch  side  for  the 
jungle. 


I  heard  a  fearful  bellowing  which  appeared 

to  come  no  nearer,  and,  after  running  some 
distance,  I  ventured  to  look  over  my  shoulder, 
when  I  saw  my  fury  rushing  headlong  up  the 
ditch  in  the  opposite  direction,  frantic  with 
rage  and  probably  bhnd  for  the  rest  of  his 


mis-spent  career.  I  lay  down,  completely 
done  up,  for  some  twenty  minutes.  But  I 
went  and  picked  up  the  coat  as  a  souvenir  of 
my  first,  and  I  hope  my  last,  close  place  with 
a  domestic  (?)  buffalo  in  an  open  naddv 
field. 


THE   STORMING   OF   THE   KATCHAKOEE ! 

UPS"  AXD 


BEING  AN  ACCOUNT  OF  THE  FINAL  STEUGGLE  BETWEEN  THE 

OF  POPPLETON  PARVA. 


DOWNS 


By  Ashmoee  Eussan, 

Autlwr  of  ''Last  of  the  Great  Auks;'  "  Tlial  Mare  of  Jack's. 


THE  origin  of  the  feud  was  lost  in  the 
shadowy  past.  Greybeard  "  old  boys  " 
spoke  of  it  as  having  been  very  bitter  in  their 
day,  but,  like  old  Kaspar  in  Southey's  poem, 
"  could  not  well  make  out  "  what  the  "  Ups  " 
and  the  "  Downs  "  "  fought  each  other  for." 

Mr.  Dredge,  the  head  master,  said  the 
^'  Foundation  "  was  at  the  bottom  of  it,  which 
is  precisely  where  a  foundation  may  be 
looked  for  with  success.  However,  he  could 
not  interfere  with  that ;  had  he  done  so  the 
trustees  would  have  meddled  with  him. 
The  circumstances  of  the  case  were  as 
follows. 

The  "Ups,"  i.e.  the  boys  of  the  upper 
.school,  who  paid,  looked  scornfully  on  the 
"Downs,"  who  were  gratuitously  educated 
iti  the  lower  school.  The  "  Ups  '  were 
boarders;  the  "Downs"  day-scholars  on 
the  Foundation  to  a  boy.  The  "  Ups  "  mostly 
came  from  a  distance;  the  "Downs"  were 
all  natives  of  Poppleton  Parva.  On  Sundays 
the  "Ups"  walked  to  church  in  pairs,  at- 
tired in  short  Jacket  and  tall  hat;  the 
"Downs"  dressed  as  their  parents  pleased, 
and  were  free  to  attend  either  church  or 
ehapel.  They  chaffed  the  "  Ups,"  making 
fun  of  the  regulation  attire,  particularly  of  the 
hat.  Should  an  "  Up  "  be  so  reckless  as  to 
patrol  the  High  Street  alone,  wearing  his  tall 
"tile,"  some  grinning  "Down"  would  be 
pretty  sure  to  advise  him  to  make  haste  back, 
as  Mr.  Dredge  might  want  to  wear  his  hat. 

This  sartorial  unpleasant-pleasantry  was 
originally  a  monopoly  of  the  "  Ups."  In 
times  past  the  "  Downs  "  had  been  compelled 
to  attend  school  in  long-skirted  blue  coat, 
knee-breeches,  yellow  stockings,  and  muffin- 
cap.  The  trustees  abolished  the  uniform, 
to  the  great  regret  of  the  "  Ups."  No  "  Down" 
eould  well  escape  when  grasped  by  his  long 
skirts  ;  he  was  at  the  mercy  of  an  antagonist ; 
and  the  retort,  "charity  boy!  "  was  found 
peculiariy  effective  in  wordy  warfare.  When 
an  old  boy  "  Up  "  spoke  of  the  blue  coat  and 
muffin-cap  period,  deeply  interested  present 
■day  "  Ups  "  were  apt  to  exclaim  :  I 
"  Ah  1  those  were  the  times  !  "  I 
The  "  Downs,"  however,  were  of  a  different  '\ 
opinion,  viz.  that  these,  not  tlwsc,  were  the 
times. 

The  "  Downs  "  were  sixty  strong,  seldom 
fewer,  never  more.  The  muster  roll  of  the 
■"Ups"  varied  from  time  to  time.  At  the 
period  of  which  we  are  writing  it  was  seventy- 
lour. 

Do  not  suppose  that  the  "Ups"  and 
"Downs"  of  Poppleton  Parva  were  allowed 
to  fight  pitched  battles  whenever  they  felt 
disposed.  For  years  Mr.  Dredge  had  striven 
to  crush  the  ill-feeling.  Perhaps  his  method 
was  unwise.  A  severe  caning  was  the 
penalty  incurred  by  "  Up  "  or  "  Down  "  who 
provoked  a  combat  and  was  found  out.  But 
somehow  the  head  master's  cane  only  seemed 
to  instil  into  the  sufferer,  if  an  "  Up,"  a 
determination  to  "  take  it  out "  of  a  "  Down  ;  " 
if  a  "Down,"  to  be  revenged  upon  an  "  Up." 


Either  side  had  its  champion,  who  was 
also  its  commander-in-chief.  Frank  Brad- 
shaw  led  the  "  Ups,"  Harry  Spright  tlie 
"  Downs."  Bradshaw  was  a  burly,  red-faced 
boy,  the  despair  of  his  teachers,  the  glory  of 
his  fellows.  He  could  not  learn,  but  at 
cricket,  football,  and  fisticuffs  he  had  no 
equal,  unless  it  were  Spright,  his  great  rival, 
a  plucky  lad,  pale,  slender,  and  nervous, 
quick  at  work  and  play,  with  quite  a  genius 
for  mechanics. 

A  few  weeksbefore  Christmas— a  Christmas 
not  likely  to  be  forgotten  by  the  Little  Popple- 
tonians,  or  such  as  were  not  too  big  to  go  to 
school— Bradshaw  and  Spright  met  behind 
Mr.  Dredge's  stable  by  mutual  invitation. 
Some  thirty  "  Ups  "  attended  the  meeting  to 
see  that  Bradshaw  had  fair  play ;  whilst  about 
the  same  number  of  "  Downs  "  looked  after 
the  interests  of  Spright. 

The  fight,  a  stubborn  one,  was  stopped  by 
Mr.  Dredge,  who  impartially  caned  both 
"Up"  and  "Down."  After  the  caning  he 
summoned  the  lower  school  boys  to  the 
upper  school,  and  addressed  the  combined 
schools  thus  : 

"  I  have  determined  to  expel  every  boy  re- 
ported for  fighting.  I  mean  every  '  Up ' 
who  has  been  fighting  with  a  'Down,'  and 
vice  rersd.  If  the  upper  and  lower  schools' 
rivalry  took  a  studious  direction,  there  would 
be  some  sense  in  it  ;  or  even  if  you  strove 
each  to  excel  the  other  in  the  playing  field 
at  football  or  cricket.  But  this  punching  of 
heads  must  and  shall  cease.  It  is  a  disgrace, 
and  I  will  not  put  up  with  it  any  longer." 

Half  an  hour  afterwards  Bradshaw  and 
Spright  met. 

Said  Bradshaw :  "  When  do  you  leave  ?  " 
"  At  Easter,"  answered  Spright. 
"  So  do  I.    We'll  have  it  out  then." 
"All  right,"  said  Spright. 
At  Easter  they  were  the  best  friends  in  the 
world--but  that  is  going  a  little  too  fast. 

It  did  not  strike  Mr.  Dredge,  an  honest  and 
well  meanmg,  but  rather  opinionated  and 
obtuse  man,  that  his  threat  of  expulsion— 
which  he  meant  to  enforce— would  press  more 
hardly^  upon  the  "Downs"  than  on  the 
"Ups."  Such,  however,  was  the  case. 
The  "  Downs,"  for  whose  education 
the  founder  had  provided,  dared  not  risk  the 
penalty,  knowing  that  expulsion  would  be 
followed  by  severe  punishment  at  the  hands 
of  their  parents,  who  would  be  compelled  to 
pay  the  fees  of  an  inferior  school,  or  allow 
the  expelled  boy  to  grow  up  an  ignoramus. 
This  did  not  apply  to  the  "Ups,"  upon  whose 
parents  expulsion  would  cast  no  additional 
expense,  and  they  were  quick  to  perceive  and 
use  their  advantage. 

Their  conduct  was  rather  un-English,  but 
the  truth  must  be  told.  They  tried  their 
worst  to  provoke  the  "Downs,"  individually 
and  in  the  lump,  to  break  the  peace.  When 
water  is  simmering,  it  requires  Little  extra 
heat  to  make  it  boil  ovei-.  The  "Downs" 
were  soon  on  the  simmer;  and  as  both  "  Ups  " 


^  and  "  Downs,"  owing  to  the  nearness  of  the 
holidays,  were  in  a  "  don't  care  "  mood,  it  is 
tolerably  certain  that  Mr.  Dredge  would  have 
been  constrained  to  put  the  new  law  in  force, 
when,  just  in  the  very  nick  of  time,  down 
came  a  fall  of  snow  ! 

The  snowfall  began  on  Friday  morning. 
On  the  following  Tuesday  the  school  would 
"  break  up "  for  Christmas.  As  the  great 
flakes  drove  past  the  windows  of  the  lower 
school,  "  Down  "  after  "  Down  "  glanced  up 
from  his  task,  murmuring  : 

"Hurrah!  Won't  we  give  it  the  'Ups' 
when  we  get  out !  " 

The  "  Downs'  "  leader,  Harrv  Spright— his 
chums  called  him  "  Sprightly,""  the  "  Ups  " 
"Old  Spite  "—watched  the'  falling  flakes 
thoughtfully.  He  had  been  sorely  tried  of 
late.  Presently  his  face  lit  up.  He  wrote 
a  few  words  on  a  piece  of  paper,  rolled  it  up, 
and  gave  it  to  his  right-hand  neighbour,  who 
read  the  note  and  passed  it  on.  Bound  the 
room  it  travelled,  causing  much  subdued  ex- 
citement, finally  returning  to  the  leader,  with 
this  addition,  written  by  Courtney,  the  second 
in  command  : 

"  It's  fizzing." 

Placid  Mr.  Cockells— accent  on  the  last 
syllable,  if  you  please,  though  both  "Ups" 
and  "  Downs  "  generally  put  it  on  the  first, 
using  the  adjective  "old"  in  place  of  the 
respectful  "  Mr."— placid  Mr.  Cockells,  the 
head  of  the  lower  school,  observed  the  ex- 
citement, and  in  his  quiet  way  demanded  to 
know  the  cause,  A  dozen  voices  answered 
together : 

"  It's  the  snow,  sir." 

"  Old  Cockles  "  smiled,  and  thought  of  the 
"Ups."  He  knew  what  his  "  Downs  "  were 
thinking,  and  in  his  heart  sympathised  w-ith 
them,  as  was  only  natural.  Mr.  Dredge  in 
his  heart  sympathised  with  the  "  Ups,"  as 
was  also  only  natural.  The  founder  had 
left  a  comparatively  small  sum  to  remunerate 
the  teachers  of  the  "  Downs,"  and  but  for  the 
"Lips"  the  head  master's  income  would 
have  been  correspondingly  small. 

Meanwhile  the  "Ups"  were  thinking  of 
the  "Downs,"  glancing  at  their  share  of 
snow-flakes,  and  whispering : 

"  Won't  we  let  the  'Downs  '  have  it  when 
we  get  out !  " 

When  at  noon  Mr.  Cockells  dismissed  the 
"  Downs,"  they  rushed  helter-skelter  into 
the  yard.  Two  minutes  afterwards  the 
"  LTps  "  dashed  out,  eager  for  the  h&y. 
Not  a  "  Do^^•n  ' '  was  to  be  seen  I 
"  They're  r-round  the  c-c-corner,"  stuttered 
Tommy  Green,  a  very  fat  "  Up,"  who  stam- 
mered only  when  excited.  "Very  eager, 
apparently,  was'  Tommy  to  follow  the  foe. 
In  his  heart  he  hoped  the  "Do-R-ns  "  had  got 
round  several  corners — on  their  way  home. 

Very  cautiously  the  rank-and-file  of  the 
"  Ups  "  stole  towards  the  angle  of  the  build- 
ing, making  snowballs  as  they  advanced. 
Bradshaw,  the  burly,  however,  strode  roimd 
the  corner  boldly. 
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"  The  cowards  have  gone  !  "  he  cried. 
That  was  so.  Only  the  foot-marks  of  the 
"  Downs  "  re- 
mained. A 
few  of  the 
juniors  threw 
their  snow- 
balls at  them. 
It  was  poor 
fun.  The 
foot-prints  in 
the  snow  could 
not  throw 
back. 

The  re- 
treat of  the 
"Downs"  was 
very  extra- 
ordinary. 
Never  since 
the  days  of 
the  long  skirts 
and  muffin- 
caps  had  they 
shown  the 
white  feather 
in  this  fash- 
ion. The 
"  Ups  "  could 
not  under- 
stand it  at  all. 
B  r  a  d  s  h  a  w, 
the  burly, 
thought  the 
flight  porten- 
tous. 

"  They're 
up  to  some- 
thing," he 
said,  with  a 
knowing  nod. 

"We'll  wait 
for  'em  at 
t-t-two  o'c-c- 
c-clock,"  said 
Tommy 
Green,  who, 
with  only  foot- 
prints to  face, 
felt  as  brave 
as  a  lion. 

"  We  just 
will,"  said 
George  Fran- 
cis, second  in 
command  of 
the  "  Ups." 
"  We  will 

that"  added 

the  burly 

Bradshaw, 

whose  nick- 
name, by  the 

way,  was 

"  Change  here 

for  Poppleton, 

Wee  ton,  and 

Witherdon." 

You  don't  see 

the  applica- 
tion ?    Get  a 

Bradshaw's 

Guide !  The 

"Dow  n  s " 

found  the 

long  cogno- 
men very 

effective. 

When  time 

was  a  con- 
side  ration 

they  shouted 

"Stop!" 

Perhaps  you 

don't  see  that  ?    Get  another  Guide  ! 

When,  at  2  p.m.,  the  bell  rang  for  after- 
noon school,  the  "Ups"  were  awaiting  the 


"Downs"  at  the  gate.  A  great  heap  of 
snowballs  was  also  a-waiting.   But,  strange 
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to  say,  every  "  Down "  was  late.  The 
"Ups"  were  forced  to  leave  the  portal  and 
their  ammunition.     Three  minutes  after- 


wards the  "  Downs "  entered  the  Lower 
iSchool  in  a  body,  and,  in  reply  to  Mr. 

Cockells'  gen- 
tle inquiry,' 
again  put  for-i 
ward  the  ex- 
cuse, appar- 
ently satis- 
factory : 

"  It's  the 
snov/,  sir." 

During  the 
afternoon 
there  •  was 
much  inatten- 
tion in  both 
schools.  Two 
"Downs"  and 
three  "Ups" 
had  inter- 
views with 
Mr.  Dredge  in 
class-room  4 
of  the  upper 
school.  Mr. 
Dredge  took 
with  him  a 
cane  to  assist, 
at  these  in- 
terviews. At. 
4  o'clock,  as 
at  noon,  the 
"  Downs"  left 
their  school- 
room in  a 
hmry.  The 
"  Ups  "  fol- 
lowed in  everL 
a  greater 
hurry.  As  at 
noon,'  not  a 
"  Down "  was 
to  be  seen. 

"  The  e-c- 
co wards  !  " 
stammered 
Tommy,  ccBur 
de  Lion,  or  de 
la  soin'is  ■ — 
it's  of  no  im- 
portance. 

"  T  hey'  re 
up  to  some- 
thing," re- 
peated the 
burly  Brad- 
shaw, with 
two  knowing 
nods. 

" Change 
here  for  Pop- 
pleton," etc. 
was  right.  The 
"Downs" 
lucre  up  to 
something. 

Satu  r day 
morning. 
More  snow. 
At  8.45  the 
"  Ups  "  again 
marched  in  a 
body  to  the 
gate  to  await 
the  "Downs." 
At  9  the 
school-bell 
rang,  and  they 
had  to  leave. 
The  "Downs" 
again  were 
late.  But  the 
bell  had 
scarce  1  y 

ceased  to  vibrate  when  they  came,  in  ap- 
pearance an' army  of  dwarf  navvies.  Nearly 
every  boy  carried  a  spade  or  a  shovel  of 
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some  kind ;  fire  shovels  were  numerous. 
BiUy  Button,  the  smallest,  and  perhaps  the 
downiest  "Down,"  bore  on  his  shoulder  a 
lidless  warming-pan.  Pour  trundled  wheel- 
barrows. "  Sprightly "  tottered  under  a 
strange  contrivance  of  wood— two  strong  up- 
rights with  feet,  resembling  the  high  jump, 
minus  the  bar,  from  some  gymnasium.  Be- 
side him  proudly  marched  a  boy  bearing  the 
hd  of  a  leather  hat-box.  Having  stowed 
away  their  tools,  etc.  in  a  shed  in  the  play- 
ing field,  the  "Downs"  hurried  into  school, 
and  again  successfully  pleaded  : 
"  The  snow,  sir." 

That  morning  it  snowed  heavily.  The 
wind  blew  the  fiakes  into  great  drifts  here 
and  Wiere.  One,  five  feet  deep,  filled  a  hollow 
six  yards  or  so  from  the  porch  of  the  upper 
school. 

At  noon  the  "  Downs  "  were  dismissed. 
On  Saturdays  the  "  Ups  "  were  not  released 
until  12.30.  They  were  not  allowed  to  leave 
the  house  until  2  p.m.  Dinner  and  the 
changing  of  clothes  were  supposed  to  fill  up 
the  interval.  Certainly  the  first  tended  to 
fill  up  the  "  Ups."  Very  soon  after  noon  the 
"  Ups  "  became  conscious  that  the  "  Downs  " 
had  not  gone  home.  "Old  Spite's"  voice 
could  be  heard  occasionally  in  the  yard  out- 
side giving  orders.  Strange  rumbling,  creak- 
ing sounds  also  reached  the  ears  of  the  fuming 
"  Ups."  What  could  they  portend  ?  When 
at  12.33  Mr.  Dredge  saird  :  "  You  may  go," 
the  "Ups"  rushed  to  the  windows.  The 
mystery  was  solved. 

Hitherto  the  "Downs,"  on  Saturdays,  had 
hastened  home  the  instant  they  were  released,  ; 
doubtless  hungry,  and  eager  to  enjoy  the  I 
half-holiday.  On  this  occasion  not  an  indi- 
vidual "Down"  went  home.  No  sooner 
were  they  in  the  yard  than  Spright  gave  the 
order : 

"Fetch  the  tools  and  wheelbarrows." 
:    He  was  obeyed  with  military  promptitude. 

"  Put  down  the  tools,"  was  the  next  order. 
"  Form  up  in  threes.  Eoll  snowballs— three 
men  to  each  ball.    A  yard  wide,  mind." 

In  a  moment  the  "  Downs  "  were  rolling 
wheels  of  snow  that  grew  with  every  revolu- 
tion about  the  yard.  These  caused  the 
rumbling,  creaking  noise  heard  by  the 
"  Ups." 

Presently  Spright  marked  out  on  the  ridge  of 
the  snow-filled  hollow  before  the  upper  school 
porch  a  semicircle,  with  the  concave  side 
towards  the  porch  and  the  deep  drift  between. 

The"  Ups  "  at  the  windows,  not  being  able 
to  see  the  porch,  remained  in  ignorance  of 
the  object  of  the  "Downs."  There  was 
much  speculation  as  to  what  it  could  be. 
The  great,  fast-growing  wheels  were  being 
rolled  in  different  directions— some  towards 
the  playing  field,  some  towards  Mr.  Dredge's 
liouse,  others  towards  the  schools.  Ap- 
parently the  "Downs"  had  nothing  definite 
in  view. 

"  They're  g-going  to  make  a  lot  of  s-s-snow- 
men,"  said  Tommy  Green. 

"  Then  we'll  take  it  out  of  the  snowmen," 
said  Francis.  "  Thexj  won't  be  able  to  run 
away,  anyhow.  The  '  Downs '  are  all 
cowards." 

The  burly  Bradshaw  shook  his  head. 

"  Snow  fiddlesticks  !  They're  up  to  some- 
thing, I  tell  you.  I  wish  we'd  dined,  so  that 
we  could  get  at  'em." 

The  ringing  of  the  dinner-bell  put  a  stop 
to  further  speculation. 

By  this  time  most  of  the  .snow  wheels  were 
about  four  feet  in  diameter,  and  so  heavy 
that  the  three  boys  appointed  to  each  could 
scarcely  move  them. 

"  Halt  !  "  suddenly  cried  Spright.  "  Right 
ab^ut  face  !    Six  men  to  each  snowball !  " 

In  a  moment  ten  huge  wheels  were  moving 
steadily  towards  the  half  circle  marked  out 
by  the  commander,  who  drew  another  line 


three  feet  behind  the  first.  The  wheels  were 
placed  one  on  each,  alternately.  While  some 
went  lor  the  remaining  snowballs,  others, 
directed  by  Spright,  heaped  snow  on  every 
wheel  in  position  on  the  first  line,  raising 
them  two  feet.  The  result  was  a  wall  with 
embrasures,  commanding  the  porch,  and  pro- 
tected by  a  snow-drift  in  a  hollow  five  feet 
deep.  Standing  behind  the  second  line  of 
wheels— four  feet  high— the  defenders  would 
be  able  to  use  their  arms  freely,  and,  when 
attacked,  to  dodge  into  the  open  .spaces 
behind  the  first  line— six  feet  high.  Spright 
was  very  proud  of  his  fort. 

"  We've  got  'em,  now,"  he  cried,  as  the 
last  snow-wheel  was  rolled  into  position 
along  the  double  semicircular  line.  "  They 
can't  get  out  unless  we  let  'em." 

"If  they  do  get  out,  they'll  turn  our 
flanks,"  said  Courtney. 

"No,  they  won't.  We'll  build  side  and 
back  walls.  But  this  work  must  be  garri- 
soned. The  "Ups"  may  try  to  get  out 
before  two  o'clock.  Ten  men  stav  here  and 
make  ammunition.  Fill  the  wheelbarrows. 
The  rest  roll  snow  for  the  other  walls." 

At  an  embrasure  opposite  the  porch 
Spright  set  up  the  pieces  of  timber  he  had 
brought  in  the  morning,  standing  them  about 
a  yard  apart,  and  heap  Mg  snow  about  their 
feet.  Then  he  produced  two  lengths  of 
round  indiarubber  and  the  lid  of  the  leather 
hat-box.  Having  tied  both  lengths  of  rubber 
to  an  upright,  he  passed  the  loose  ends 
through  holes  cut  in  the  hat-box  lid,  and 
bound  them  firmly  to  the  other  upright. 
This  done,  he  filled  the  lid  with  snow,  drew 
it  towards  him  by  the  strap  handle,  and  let 
it  go.  A  shovelful  of  snow  struck  the  school 
door —smack  ! 

"Ha,  ha,  ha!"  laughed  the  ingenious 
mventor.  "  I  should  like  to  see  the  '  Up  ' 
that'll  face  my  catapult !  " 

Very  soon  the  remaining  walls  were  being 
rolled  into  position  ;  some  of  the  "Downs" 
heaping  snow  upon  them  with  their  shovels. 
One  huge  ball  had  been  rolled  within  the 
fort  in  readiness  to  block  up  the  entrance 
when  the  "  Ups  "  should  appear. 

All  preparations  having  been  made,  Spright 
formally  named  the  fort  "  The  Katchakoff," 
I  explaining  that  spelt  phonetically  it  looked 
i  more  warlike— more  like  the  name  of  that 
Eussian  "teaser,"  thte  Malakoff,  than  if 
begun  with  a  "C"  and  terminated  with 
"c-o-u-g-h."  Questioned  as  to  the  apph- 
cation  of  "  Catch-a-cough,"  not  spelt  phone- 
tically, the  commander-in-chief  further 
explained  that  the  "  Ups  "  would  be  pretty 
sure  to  catch  a  cough  before  they  got  inside ; 
and  if  they  declined  to  attack,  and  the 
"  Downs  "  were  left  to  freeze  within,  instead 
of  being  kept  warm  by  exertion,  the  coughs 
would  be  caught  by  the  defenders.  Ques- 
tioned further,  he  said  shortly  that  it  was 
the  best  name  he  could  think  of,  and  was 
good  enough.  Spright  was  rather  Eussian 
in  his  autocratic  tendencies. 

"What  about  a  flag?"  interjected  Billy 
Button,  brandishing  his  lidless  warming- 
pan.    "  Whoever  heard  of  an  army  without 
a  flag?    We  must  have  colours." 
Spright  smiled  grimly. 
"  So  we  must,  kid,"  he  said,  producing  a 
pocket-handkerchief  that  had   been  white, 
but  was  now  blotched  with  red  stains.    "  Old 
'  Change  here  for  Poppleton,  Weeton,  and 
Witherdon'  made  my  nose  bleed  the  other 
day.    I  meant  to  wash  this  handkerchief 
myself,  but  forgot  it.    We'll  tie  it  to  a  shovel 
handle,  and  stick  it  up  on  the  wall." 
No  sooner  said  than  done. 
"  Proudly  floats  the  blood-stained  pocket- 
handkerchief,"  chanted  Tom  Hogg,  who  was 
poetically  inclined. 

"Banner,  kid,  banner,"  corrected  the 
commander-in-chief,  whose  gore  thus  proudly 


floated,  or  flaunted.  "Look  out!  Here 
they  come  !  Silence  !  down  you  go  !  "  He 
had  heard  the  door  creak. 

Laughing,  shouting,  unconscious  of  the 
gi'im  work  before  them,  the  "  Ups  "  came 
tumbling  into  the  poroh,  eager  to  interview 
the  snowmen.  They  halted  at  the  entrance 
in  amazement.  Before  them,  extending  to 
right  and  left,  ro.se  the  snow  fort,  six  feet 
high,  except  at  the  embrasures,  where  the 
"  Downs  "  crouched,  awaiting  their  leader's 
signal.  No  sign  was  there  that  the  fort  was 
garrisoned,  unless  the  pocket-handkerchief 
floating  from  the  loftiest  battlement  might 
be  so  regarded. 

"I  knew  they  were  up  to  something" 
cried  the  burly  Bradshaw,  pushing  to  the 
front.    "  But  where  are  they  ?  " 

"  Oh,  I  s-s-say,  B-b-bradshaw,"  stuttered 
Tommy  Green,  "  th-th-there's  s-s-s-s-s-s- 
s  " 

Tommy  had  seen  a  movement  in  the  fort. 
He  wanted  to  say  there  was  somebody  inside, 
but  stammered  so  badly  that  the  sentence 
was  never  finished. 

Patiently  the  gallant  Spright  had  waited 
until  the  foenien  crowded  the  porch.  The 
moment  for  action  came,  even  while  Tommy 
was  sibillating. 

"Fire!"  thundered  the  leader  of  the 
"Downs,"  as  he  uttered  the  order  dis- 
charging his  catapult  full  at  the  burly 
Bradshaw.  who  fell  at  the  first  shot,  went 
down  all  of  a  heap,  even  as  though  a  donkey 
had  kicked  him. 

One  glimpse  had  the  dumbfounded  "Ups  " 
of  the  grinning  faces  of  the  "Downs  "  at  the 
embrasures,  then  a  terrific  hail  of  snowballs 
assailed  them,  battered  them,  turned  them 
right-about-face,  and  in  ten  seconds  drove 
them  helter-skelter  into  the  porch  !  No 
refuge  found  they  there.  Every  few  seconds 
"  Old  Spite  "  discharged  a  whole  shovelful  of 
snow  among  them,  whilst  from  everv  embra- 
sure along  the  face  of  the  fort  fast  the  balls 
hailed.  Those  marksmen  from  whom  the 
foe  was  hidden  aimed  at  the  porch  entrance, 
and  seldom  missed  it. 

Sullenly,  but  in  double  quick  time,  the 
"Ups"  retreated  into  the  schoolroom,  whilst 
the  victorious   "Downs"  raised  a  mighty  . 
shout,   a  ringing,  jubilant,  long-continued 
"  Yah-h-h-h-h-h  !     -The      'Downs'      are  ' 
cocks  !   Cock-a-doodle-doo  !   Yah-h-h-h-h  !  " 

That  victorious  cry  set  the  blood  of  the 
"  Ups  "  a-tingling.  It  generally  had  that 
effect.  It  did  more  ;  it  drew  Mr.  Dredge  and 
Blr.  Cockells  to  the  drawing-room  window. 

"  Humph  1  "  exclaimed  the  head  master, 
"  a  snow-fort  ?  Well,  I  don't  object  to  snow- 
balling, but  if  it  is  followed  by  punching  of 
heads,  Mr.  Cockells,  we  will  take  part  in  the 
fray." 

"  Old  Cockles "  laughed.  So  far,  as  he 
could  plainly  see,  his  "Downs"  had  been 
victorious. 

The  "  Ups  "  held  a  council  of  war. 
"  We  must  rush  out,"   said  the  burly 
Bradshaw. 

"W-wont  Mr.  Dredge  let  us  out  the 
b-b-back  way  ?  "  suggested  the  mouse-hearted 
Tommy,  slmking  towards  the  inner  door. 

"I  dare  say  he  would,"  said  Francis,  "but 
the  '  Downs  '  would  have  some  reason  to 
shout  '  Yah  !  '  then.  I  vote  we  rush  straight 
at  the  fort  all  of  a  sudden.  If  it's  too  hot 
let's  scatter  right  and  left,  and  not  bolt  in 
here  where  there's  no  snow,  hke  frightened 
rabbits." 

"  Hear,  hear !  "  shouted  two  score  of 
"Ups." 

"Come  on,  then!"  cried  Bradshaw. 
"  Open  the  door  !  Don't  stop  to  make  snow- 
balls. Get  in  the  fort ;  they've  plenty  there. 
Out  of  the  road,  kids !  Let  the  big  chaps 
lead  the  way.  Now  then.  Are  you  ready? 
Charge ! ' ' 
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"  Ch-ch-charge  1  "  echoed  Tommy  Green, 
well  in  the  rear. 

The  "  Ups "  dashed  at  the  fort  bravely 
enough,  but  the  '-Downs"  had  expected  a 
xush,  and  were  ready.  Not  an  "Up" 
xeached  the  wall.  They  were  unaware  of  the 
snowdrift,  the  surface  of  which  was  level. 
Headlong  they  fell  into  the  hollow  with  its 
rfive  feet  of  snow,  and  lay  there,  some  of 
them  struggling  to  get  up,  whilst  heaps  of 
snow  poured  upon  them  from  above,  and 
ilaughter  and  derisive  cries  rang  in  their 
ears. 

-  How  d'ye  like  it,  old  '  Change  here  for 
Poppleton,  Weeton,  and  Witherdon  '  !  " 
f  louted  Spright,  every  time  he  discharged 
Ihis  catapult,  whilst  other.-*  cried  "  Stop  ! 
;stop  where  you  are  1  stop!"  Little  Billy 
Button,  who  stood  upon  a  wheelbarrow  cast- 
ing small  mountains  of  snow  upon  the 
;Houndering  foe  with  his  warming-pan, 
almost  equalled  Spright  with  his  catapult  in 
the  amount  of  damage  he  did.  In  less  than 
two  minutes  the  "  Ups  "  were  again  in  flight. 
They  did  not  bolt  into  the  school  this  time, 
but  ran  the  gauntlet  past  the  fort,  escaping 
ivight  and  left  into  the  open  yard.  Tommy 
<ireen,  who  had  hesitated  and  was  last, 
caught  it  hot. 

Now  the,  battle  was  waged  on  more  equal 
terms.  The  "  Ups  "  gathered  in  the  rear  of 
the  Katchakoff,  where  the  catapult  could  not 
1)6  brought  to  bear  upon  them,  and  returned 
the  tire  of  the  "Downs"  with  interest, 
cheered,  yes,  actually  cheered  by  Mr.  Dredge, 
who  had  opened  the  drawing-room  window. 

"  Hurrah,  hurrah,  '  Ups ' !  "  he  cried. 

"  Hurrah,  '  Downs  '  !  "  cried  "  Old  Cockles." 

In  the  open  the  "  Ups  "  had  the  advantage. 
The  "  Downs  "  could  not  throw  through  their 
«mbrasures  a  long  distance  with  anything 
like  precision.  The  "  Ups  "  seldom  failed  to 
•hit  somebody  whenever  their  balls  entered 
■the  fort.  But  the  Katchakoff  was  strong; 
3ial  f-an-hour's  battering  made  not  the  slightest 
impression  upon  it.  Again  and  again  the 
^besiegers  challenged  the  defenders  to  "  come 
out  and  take  a  licking."  Tommy  Green  was 
particularly  pressing  in  his  invitations.  But 
the  "Downs"  turned  deaf  ears  to  the  stam- 
anering  voice  of  the  charmer. 

"No,  thank  you.  Tommy,"  they  cried. 
And  when  the  burly  Bradshaw  invited  them, 
suiswered  :  "  We  keep  our  seats.  We  don't 
'change  here  for  Poppleton,  Weeton,  and 
'Witherdon  '  !  " 

Presently  the  "  Ups  "  retired  out  of  range, 
ear-shot,  and  eye-shot,  and  held  another 
council  of  war.  Again  their  leader  counselled 
S3,  rush. 

"  The  only  way  to  drive  them  out  is  to  get 
in  ourselves,"  he  said,  which  was  evident, 
[•'rancis  counselled  strategy.  From  just  be- 
jond  the  upper  school  porch  a  passage  led 
to  Mr.  Dredge's  garden. 

"  I  vote,"  he  said,  "  that  I  lead  twenty  men 
through  the  garden  to  the  other  side  of  the 
fort.  I'm  sure  Mr.  Dredge'll  let  us  go,  and 
Ave  can  get  there  in  three  minutes.  Three 
minutes  after  we  start  you  lead  an  attack, 
throwing  as  fast  as  ever  you  can,  so  that  they 
■won't  see  that  you  are  fewer.  They'll  all 
a-ush  to  this  side,  and  we'll  creep  up  quietly 
<on  the  other,  and  clamber  in  among  'em." 

"That's  gi'and  !  "  said  Bradshaw.  "Off 
.you  go.  Shout  the  war-cry  as  soon  as  you're 
in." 

Francis  asked  Mr.  Dredge  if  he  might  pass 
•through  the  garden,  received  an  affirmative 
reply,  chose  his  twenty  boys,  and  stole^away. 
Meanwhile  the  "  Ups  "  with  Bradshaw  made 
isnowballs.    The  three  minutes  passed. 

"To  the  attack!"  cried  the  burly  one, 
leading  the  way. 

"They're  coming!"  cried  the  "Downs," 
and  stood  prepared. 

Once  more  the  battle  joined,  raging  furi- 


ously. Had  the  snowballs  been  bullets  not 
an  "Up"  of  Bradshaw's  party  would  have 
been  left  alive  to  tell  the  tale.  So  furiously 
did  the  burly  one  lead  on  his  men  that  Spright 
summoned  all  his  forces  to  repel  the  attack, 
leaving  the  right  face  of  the  fort  unguarded. 
In  a  moment  Francis  and  his  men  were  clam- 
bering through  the  embrasures.  Not  a  hint 
had  the  "  Downs  "  of  the  strategic  operation 
until  the  "  Ups'  "  snowballs,  flung  at  close 
quarters,  whizzed  about  their  heads,  and  the 
"  Ups'  "  war-cry  rang  in  their  ears. 

"  The  '  Ups  '  -  the  '  Ups  '  are  cocks  !  Cock- 
a-doodle-doo  !  " 

Bradshaw  heard  the  cry,  and  attacked  the 
left  face  of  the  Katchakoff  with  renewed 
energy,  every  "Up"  within  and  without  the 
fort  shouting  the  war-cry  at  the  top  of  his 
voice : 

"  The  '  Ups  ' — the  '  Ups  '  are  cocks  !  Cock- 
a-doodle-doo  !  " 

From  time  to  time  a  "Down"  shouted, 
"  The  '  Downs  ' — the  '  Downs  '  are  cocks  ! 
Yah-h-h-h-h  !  "  but  they  were  mostly  other- 
wise engaged.  Spright  performed  prodigies 
of  valour,  but  alas  !  too  many  "  Downs  "  had 
turned  to  repel  Francis.  Those  who  still 
faced  the  burly  Bradshaw  were  too  few  to 
keep  him  out.  In  a  very  few  minutes  the 
interior  of  the  Katchakoff  was  almost  the  only 
scene  of  strife.  In  the  yard  Billy  Button, 
whose  warming-pan  had  overbalanced  him, 
and,  aided  slightly  by  an  "Up,"  pulled  him 
over  the  wall,  was  chasing  Tommy  Green, 
who  was  again  catching  it  hot.  Every  other 
"Up"  and  "Down"  was  within  the  fort. 
Close  locked  in  desperate  tight,  swaying  from 
side  to  side,  cannoning  first  against  this  wall, 
then  that,  fiery  "  Up  "  and  furious  "  Down  " 
shouted  in  their  powdery  canopy. 

"The  '  Ups  '  will  win,"  said  Mr.  Dredge, 
watching  for  the  first  sign  of  punching  of 
heads.    "  They've  dined." 

Throughout  the  struggle  the  "  Ups  "  never 
ceased  their  efforts  to  hurl  down  the  walls, 
putting  their  backs  against  them  at  every 
opportunity.  The  inevitable  happened. 
Down  fell  the  great  front  wall  into  the 
hollow !  The  catapult  disappeared  in  the  deep 
drift.  The  fight  raged  on.  Though  half 
buried  in  the  ruins,  half  blinded  by  the  loose 
snow  that  fell  from  the  remaining  walls  and 
was  hurled  at  them  by  the  "  Ups,"  the 
"  Downs  "  clung  to  the  fort  until  no  fort  was 
there  to  cling  to— until  wall  after  wall  had 
gone  down  piecemeal.  The  blood-stained 
banner  had  long  disappeared,  buried  some- 
where. Then  the  scene  of  battle  changed. 
By  twos  and  threes  the  "Downs"  left  the 
ruins  to  renew  the  straggle  on  more  level 
ground.  But  the  tide  of  victory  flowed  with 
the  "  Ups."  Again  and  again  the  burly 
Bradshaw  got  his  men  together  and  charged 
the  disorganised  "  Downs,"  himself  seeking 
his  old  antagonist,  Spright. 

"  Has   anybody  seen  '  Old  Spite  '  ?  "  he 
breathlessly  asked  from  time  to  time.  The 
answers  were  always  in  the  negative. 
Spright  was  missing  ! 

The  "  Downs  "  seemed  hardly  conscious  of 
their  loss,  though  to  it  they  owed  defeat. 
Had  they  been  encouraged  by  Spright's 
example,  by  Spright's  coolness,  they  would 
have  kept  together  better  ;  they  would  not 
have  behaved  like  rudderless  boats  in  a 
storm  ;  they  would  not  eventually  have  fled 
tumultuously  towards  the  gate. 

In  the  very  moment  of  victory  Bradshaw 
suddenly  cried  : 

"  Halt !    Cease  firing  !  " 

An  idea  had  entered  his  head. 

The  hail  of  snowballs  stopped.  The  flying 
"Downs  "  turned,  and  stood  facing  their  foes. 

"I  say,  Courtney,  where's  Spright?" 
Bradshaw  asked,  panting. 

"I  don't  know,"  replied  the  mortified 
second  in  command  of  the  defeated  "Downs." 


"  He'd  never  run  away  ?  It  isn't  him  to 
run  away  ?  " 

"  No  ;  he'd  rather  die." 

"Then  he's  buried  under  the  ruins  of  the 
fort  !  " 

Helter-skelter  back  to  what  remained  of 
the  Katchakoff  rushed  both  "  Ups  "  and 
"  Downs,"  with  faces  white  as  the  snow 
around,  which  had  been  red  and  burning 
until  Bradshaw  suggested  that  horrid  idea. 
No  Spright  was  to  be  seen. 

"He  must  be  here!"  cried  the  "Ups"' 
leader.  "  Oh,  suppose  he's  suffocated  !  Dig 
away  the  snow — there — where  the  drift 
was !  " 

Almost  frantically  the  "Ups"  and 
"Downs"  seized  spades  and  shovels,  and, 
no  longer  enemies,  attacked  the  great  front 
wall,  now  prone  in  the  hollow. 

They  found  the  "  Downs'  "  leader  beneath 
it,  pale  and  insensible,  with  the  blood  trick- 
ling from  a  slight  wound  in  his  head  and 
staining  the  snow  on  which  he  lay.  Grasped 
tightly  in  his  right  hand  was  the  pocket- 
handkerchief,  the  banner  of  the  "  Downs." 

Tenderly  they  bore  him  into  the  school, 
whither  Mr.  Dredge  and  Mr.  Cockells,  who 
had  seen  the  rush,  had  hurried.  Laid  on  a 
form,  with  Bradshaw  pillowing  his  head, 
Spright  opened  his  eyes,  and  asked  a  question. 
It  was : 

"  Who's  won  ?  " 

You  should  have  heard  the  glad 
"  Hurrahs !  "  that  burst  from  the  lips  of 
the  "Ups"  and  "Downs"  around.  Even 
Mr.  Dredge  assisted  to  swell  the  joyous 
shout.  And  be  sure  "  Old  Cockles"  was  not 
mute. 

Spright  was  not  badly  hurt,  but  had  he 
not  been  dug  out  promptly,  lie  might  have 
died  of  suffocation. 

"  I  jumped  on  the  wall  to  save  the  flag," 
he  explained,  rather  feebly.  "  There  was  a 
rush,  and  I  tumbled  into  the  drift.  Before  I 
could  get  on  my  feet  down  came  the  wall  on 
the  top  of  me,  and  something  hard  struck 
me  on  the  head,  I  think  it  was  my  catapult." 

Mr.  Dredge  bathed  his  head,  bound  it  up, 
and  told  the  boys  to  take  him  home  on  a 
barrow,  which  the  burly  Bradshaw  at  once 
begged  to  be  allowed  to  wheel. 

"  I  shall  be  very  glad  indeed  if  you  will 
wheel  him  home,"  the  head  master  replied 
meaningly. 

It  was  more  like  a  triumphal  procession 
than  the  removal  of  a  wounded  and  defeated 
warrior.  Bradshaw  wheeled  the  barrow. 
Courtney  supported  Spright  on  the  one  side, 
Francis  on  the  other.  Behind  and  around 
marched  the  rank  and  file  of  the  "  Ups  "  and 
"  Downs  "  in  amity. 

When  the  boys  had  gone,  Mr.  Dredge 
turned  to  Mr.  Cockells  and  said : 

"  I  shouldn't  be  surprised,  Cockells,  if  this 
accident  were  to  put  an  end  to  the  feud 
between  the  '  Ups  '  and  the  '  Downs.'  At  any 
rate,  I  am  sure  that  Bradshaw  and  Spright 
will  never  fight  again." 

The  hsad  master  was  right.  Thenceforth 
the  "Ups"  respected  the  "Downs,"  the 
"Downs"  respected  the  "Ups."  With  the 
mutual  respect  came  a  cessation  of  the  gibes 
and  sneers  which  had  provoked  so  much 
punching  of  heads. 

When  Bradshaw  took  Spright  home  with 
him  for  the  Christmas  holidays,  Mr.  Dredge 
felt  quite  sure  that  it  would  never  be  neces- 
sary to  enforce  liis  threat  of  expulsion.  And 
the  "  Downs  "  there  and  then  determined  to 
ostracise,  if  they  didn't  punch  the  head  of 
that  one  of  their  number  who  should  be  the 
first  to  cry,  "  Change  here  for  Poppleton, 
Weeton,  and  Witherdon  !  " 

Thus  the  storming  and  fall  of  the  Katcha- 
koff brought  peace  to  Poppleton  Parva 
school  at  a  season  when  Peace  and  Goodwill 
are  peculiarly  appropriate. 
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WINTER  EVENING  AMUSEMENTS 

By  Eustace  J.  C.  Baird, 

Aulhof  of  "Ifow  to  make  a  mm  SItudow  Game  and  Puzzle"  "Professor  Botujet's 
Christmas  Dinner  "  etc. 

I. — LIFE-SIZED  SHADOW  PORTRAITS. 

■"hese  portraits  are  easily  made,  and  if  carefully  executed,  often  prove  to  be 

exceedingly  good  likenesses  of  the  original. 
Fix  a  large  sheet  of  white  paper  against  the  wall,  and  cause  the  person  whose 
portrait  is  to  be  taken  (and whom  we  shall  term  tlie  "model"),  to  stand  or  sit 
lii  such  a  way  as  to  cause  a  profile  shadow  of  his  or  her  head  and  neck  to 
appear  distinctly  on  the  sheet  of  paper. 

While  the  portrait  is  being  taken,  it  is  most  necessary  that  the  shadow 
sliould  be  perfectly  still  and  distinct. 

To  attain  this  result,  the  model  should  hold  a  wine-glass  horizontally,  so  that 
the  stand  of  the  glass  rests  fiat  against  the  paper,  while  the  cup  end  serves  to 
steady  the  side  of  the  model's  head,  which  is  gently  pressed  against  it. 

These  preliminaries  arranged,  the  operator  carefully  sketches  the  outline  of 
the  shadow  with  a  soft  blaeklead  pencil. 

This  with  a  few  subsequent  touches  completes  the  portrait. 
It  is  sometimes  an  improvement  to  ink  over  the  pencilling. 

II. — THE   ELECTRIC   SHOCK  GAME. 

This  is  really  more  of  a  trick  than  a  game.    It  is  played  as  follows  : 
Two  of  the  players  leave  the  room,  while  the  remainder  form  a  circle,  and 
join  hands  so  as  to  complete  the  "  electric  circuit." 

Then  some  small  article,  a  brooch,  ring,  watch-chain  (almost  anything  will 
do),  is  fixed  upon  as  the  article  to  bo  touched  by  the  absent  players. 

These  are  recalled,  placed  in  the  centre  of  the  circle,  and  told  that  a  certain 
article  on  one  of  the  players  has  been  chosen  for  them  to  touch,  and  that  the 
moment  they  do  so  they  will  both  experience  an  electric  shock,  but  one  that 
will  in  no  way  hurt  them. 

Thus  admonished,  the  two  players  work  slowly  round  the  circle,  touching 
anything  they  think  likely  to  be  the  chosen  article. 

They  are  generally  somewhat  timid  at  tirst,  seeming  to  momentarily  expect 
the  threatened  electric  shock. 

Soon,  however,  they  grow  bolder,  and  work  away  at  quite  a  prodigious  rate, 
until  suddenly,  on  touching  the  article,  they  are  brought  up  short  by  a 
deafening  shriek  simultaneously  given  by  the  whole  circle  of  players. 


nter  tomw,  Ob!  Ain't  Lt  ni-ca  —  XSo  sK<xt{.nQ_   ov^  tl^e  It  e'.L-^jTsS/?  i  a.^/^ 
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'  This  "shocking"  shriek  was,  of  course, 
previously  arranged. 

Its  effect  on  the  centre  players  is  simply 
magical.  Some  have  been  known  to  leap 
into  thfi  air,  while  others  stand,  the  picture 
of  helpless  dismay,  with  eyes  and  mouth 
■widely  distended. 

Altogether,  if  properly  managed,  the  electric 
shock  game  furnishes  plenty  of  amusement. 

m. — "  HOW  it's  done." 

Introduce  the  subject  of  will-power,  and 
incidentally  mention  that  you  yourself  can 
■do  a  thing  or  two  in  that  way. 

For  instance,  you  say,  addressing  some 
person  staying  in  the  house  :  "  I  could,  if  I 
chose,  cause  you  to  leave  your  room  between 
three  and  four  in  the  morning,  and  go  into 
the  dining-room  !  " 

This  assertion  of  your  power  will  probably 
be  laughed  at,  and  you  will  be  dared  to  do 
j'our  worst. 

"  Very  well,"  you  answer  ;  "  to-morrow, 
perhaps,  you  will  think  differently,  for  now  I 


intend  to  do  as  I  have  said,  and  compel  you 
to  leave  your  room  between  three  and  four 
to-morrow  morning,  and  you  shall  also  go 
into  the  dining-room." 

This  is  hoic  iVs  done. 
After  the  disbeliever  has  retired  to  bed, 
mark  the  numbers  three  and  four  respectively 
on  each  side  of  his  or  her  bedroom  door-frame. 
The  numbers  should  be  small,  and  placed 
where  they  will  not  be  easily  seen.  Eepeat 
the  process  on  the  dining-room  door-frame, 
and  depend  upon  it,  before  your  unbelieving 
frien-d  has  finished  his  breakfast  next  morn- 
ing, he  will  be  quite  convinced  that  he  has 
left  his  room  between  three  and  four,  and 
also  has  found  his  way  to  the  dining-room ; 
the  laugh  will  then  be  on  your  side,  and 
your  friend  will  look— well !  perhaps  a  little 
small. 

IV. — LIFTING  EXTUAOKDINAKT. 

Tell  one  of  the  company  (a  tall  man  is 
most  suitable)  that  you  will  raise  him  from 
the  floor  like  a  feather  if  he  pleases. 


To  do  this,  stand  your  subject  perfectly  up- 
right upon,  say,  a  book  placed  on  the  floor  ; 
feet  together,  toes  and  heels  slightly  protrud- 
ing over  the  edges  of  the  book,  arms  close  to 
the  sides,  fore-arms  bent  rigidly  at  right 
angles,  hands  clenched.  Let  a  lady  or  gentle- 
man place  the  forefinger  of  each  hand  under 
the  subject's  toes,  while  another  does  the  same 
by  his  heels,  a  third  and  fourth  stand  on 
either  side  of  him,  each  placing  one  of  their 
forefingers  beneath  his  fore-arm  between  the 
wrist  and  the  elbow.  When  all  are  ready,  at 
a  given  signal  the  subject  and  the  four  per- 
formers draw  a  long  breath  simultaneously 
and  the  four  latter  lift  together. 

Strange  as  it  may  seem,  the  subject  will 
be  found  to  shoot  up  easily  several  feet  from 
the  ground,  descending  sometimes  with 
startling  rapidity. 

I  can  assure  those  of  my  readers  who  have 
not  seen  it  done,  that  the  spectacle  is  a  most 
laughable  one. 

The  above  is  no  trklt,  it  is  merely  the 
effect  of  bringing  into  play  certain  natural 
laws. 


A  PISTOL-SHOT  AT  THE  DINNER-TABLE. 


A GOOD  many  years  ago,  I  lived  at 
Mozufferpore  in  the  province  of  Behar, 
the  Mofussilporc,  of  Sir  George  Treveiyan's 
^'  Letters  of  a  Competition-Wallah."  I  soon 
became  acquainted  with  the  leading  indigo- 
planters,  among  whom  was  Harry  A.  of 
Jamtpore.  His  factory  was  some  twenty 
miles  from  my  house,  and,  like  almost  all 
Tirhoot  planters  at  that  time,  he  was  a  most 
hospitable  fellow.  I  have  had  many  a  jolly 
i-un  with  his  "  bobbery  pack " — a  mixed 
assortment  of  "  mongrel,  puppy,  whelp,  and 
hound,  and  cur  of  low  degree."  They  would 
have  made  the  hair  of  an  English  M.F.H. 
stand  on  end;  but  under  A.'s  auspices  they 
showed  us  very  good  sport  after  foxes, 
.jackals  and  hares,  all  of  which  were  plenti- 
ful in  the  district. 

Early  one  morning  A.  drove  in  to  Mozuf- 
ferpore on  business,  and  as  usual  came  over 
to  midday  breakfast  at  my  house.  (In  the 
hot  season  we  used  to  rise  very  early  and  get 
through  the  day's  work  before  noon,  so  as  to 
avoid  being  out  in  the  hot  sun  and  wind  as 
far  as  possible.)  He  urged  me  to  go  back 
with  him  for  a  day  or  two,  and  I  was  glad  to 
get  the  chance  of  a  little  hunting. 

After  breakfast,  I  sat  down  to  write  letters, 
leaving  my  guest  to  enjoy  a  siesta  under  the 
punkah,  as  he  had  been  up  since  4  a.m.  But 
in  what  seemed  a  very  short  space  of  time  he 
marched  into  my  office,  equipped  for  the 
return  journey,  and  urged  me  to  look  sharp 
and  get  ready,  so  that  we  might  get  to  Jaint- 
pore  before  sunset.  "  And  I  say,  old  fellow," 
he  added,  "  bring  a  gun  or  pistol  with  you. 
There  is  a  beast  of  a  pariah-dog  about  eight 
miles  out  on  the  road,  which  rushes  out  and 
jumps  at  my  horse's  head  whenever  I  drive 
past.  He  has  brought  two  or  three  fellows 
to  grief  in  that  way,  and  I  want  him  polished 
off." 

"  Very  well,"  I  replied  ;  "  just  load  my 
revolver  while  I  finish  these  letters." 

Presently  my  restless  friend  broke  out 
again.  "  Look  here,  old  man  !  there  are  only 
five  cartridges  in  your  pistol-case."    "  Oh, 


By  T.  M.  Francis, 

Author  of  ''My  First  Shark"  etc, 

that  will  be  plenty,"  I  replied,  and  went  on 
writing.  But,  unknown  to  me,  A.  hunted 
about  until  he  came  upon  my  cartridge-box, 
got  a  sixth  cartridge,  and  put  it  into  the 
vacant  chamber  of  my  revolver.  That  sixth 
cartridge,  but  for  the  mercy  of  God,  would 
have  caused  a  terrible  tragedy  ! 

The  moment  my  letters  were  despatched, 
A.  shoved  the  revolver  into  my  breast-pocket, 
hurried  me  away  to  his  dogcart,  and  drove 
off.  He  had  dawks  or  relays  of  horses 
posted  at  intervals  on  the  road,  so  we  went 
along  at  a  slapping  pace. 

As  we  neared  the  tope  or  grove  of  man- 
goe-trees  where  I  was  told  that  the  pariah- 
dog  generally  lay  in  ambush,  I  got  out  my 
revolver  and  prepared  for  action ;  but,  like 
Brer  Fox,  our  canine  enemy  "  lay  low,"  and 
did  not  show  himself.  We  arrived  at  the 
factory  without  any  adventure,  and  I  went  off 
to  dress  for  dinner,  first  opening  the  breech 
of  my  revolver,  taking  out  (as  I  thought)  all 
the  cartridges  which  it  contained,  and  care- 
fully locking  them  up. 

There  were  several  people  staying  at  Jaint- 
pore,  among  whom  was  a  newly  fledged 
member  of  the  Bengal  Civil  Service,  just  out 
from  England.  Young  Indian  civilians  are 
apt  to  be  very  "cocky"  at  first,  as  they 
receive  so  much  adulation  from  the  natives, 
who  address  them  with  humbly  clasped 
hands  as  Hmdor  (Your  Highness),  Glidrib- 
Puncar  (Protector  of  the  Poor),  and  (Dhurni- 
Avdtar  (Incarnation  of  Eeligion).  After  a 
few  snubs  from  the  High  Court  and  their 
official  superiors,  the  nonsense  is  generally 
knocked  out  of  them,  and  they  become  as 
nice  fellows  as  one  could  wish  to  meet.  But 
the  young  civilian  in  question  was  at  that 
stage  of  his  career  in  which  he  was  (as  Lord 
Holland  said  of  Macaulay)  "cock-sure  of 
everything." 

After  dinner  the  ladies  withdrew,  and  we 
settled  down  for  a  chat  before  joining  them 
!  in  the    drawing-room.      The  conversation 
turned  on  shooting,  and  A.  mentioned  our 
1  abortive  designs  against  the  pariah-dog.  Mr. 


Newcome  (as  I  will  call  the  young  C.S.) 
scouted  the  idea  of  using  a  revolver  for  a 
flying  shot,  and  asserted  that  it  was  useless 
except  at  a  target  with  a  very  short  range,  or 
in  hand-to-hand  fighting,  where  a  man  was 
within  a  few  inches  of  his  adversaiy. 
"  Why,"  he  said  contemptuously,  "  I  would 
stand  at  one  end  of  the  verandah,  and  let 
any  of  you  fellows  fire  that  popgun  at  me 
from  the  other  end  as  often  as  you  liked  1  " 

Now  I  rather  prided  myself  on  my  shoot- 
ing, and  was  pi(iued  at  this  reflection  on  my 
pet  revolver.  I  went  off'  to  fetch  it,  and  on 
my  return  cocked  it  and  levelled  it  at  the 
head  of  our  host,  as  he  sat  at  the  other  end 
of  the  long  table.  "  There  !  "  I  said  ;  "  I  am 
sure  I  could  hit  A.  as  he  sits  there  ;  "  and  my 
finger  was  actually  tightening  on  the  trigger 
when  it  flashed  across  me  that  I  ought  never 
to  point  a  fire-arm  at  any  friend,  even  though 
I  knew  it  to  be  unloaded.  I  diverted  my 
aim,  levelled  at  tjie  back  of  an  empty  chair 
at  A.'s  right  hand,  and  pulled  the  trigger. 
Bang!  and  a  bullet  crashed  through  the 
chair-back  into  the  wall  behind  ! 

The  report  of  my  pistol  was  followed  by  a 
cry  of  alarm  from  one  of  the  ladies  in  the 
drawing-room.  Then  came  a  dead  silence ; 
and  I  turned  quite  sick  and  faint  at  the 
thought  of  how  nearly  I  had  slain  my  friend 
at  his  own  table.  The  silence  was  broken  by 
A.'s  cheery  voice,  ringing  out  without  the 
faintest  tremor  :  "  Hullo,  old  man  !  that  was 
a  close  shave  !  " 

Now  I  hope  that  all  my  readers  will  take 
warning  from  this  true  story,  and  jierer  point 
a  tire-arm  at  any  person  or  thing  "in  fun." 
When  I  levelled  the  pistol  at  A.'s  head,  1 
was  so  certain  of  its  being  unloaded  that  if 
anyone  had  challenged  me  to  put  it  to  my 
own  head  and  pull  the  trigger  I  should  have 
done  so  without  a  moment's  hesitation.  It 
chanced  ("  Eternal  God  that  chance  did 
guide!")  that  my  aim  was  diverted  at  the 
critical  moment ;  but  even  now,  after  all 
these  years,  I  shudder  to  think  how  near  I 
was  to  having  my  friend's  blood  on  my  soul. 
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IT  was  a  small  balloon  as  balloons  are  made, 
for  it  consumed  or  rather  stowed  only 
25,000  cubic  feet  of  gas,  and  was  thus  by  no 
means  adapted  to  carry  two  or  three  men 
weighing  an  indefinite  number  of  stones. 

I' For  all  that,  it  is  a  good  little  thing," 
said  my  friend  the  aeronaut,  "  and  if  all  goes 
well  you  shall  ascend  a  couple  of  miles  in  it." 

Meanwhile,  the  "  Unicorn,"  as  the  good 
little  thing  was  called,  was  filling  and  swell- 
ing very  gradually.  Now  and  again  two  or 
three  people  came  and  stared  at  it,  departing 
after  awhile  with  a  shudder  as  they  dis- 
cussed the  voyage  that  was  impending. 

The  day  was,  however,  as  propitious  as 
it  well  could  be.  A  gentle  summer  breeze 
blew  from  the  south-east,  and  the  sun  was 
moderate,  being  hourly  more  and  more 
veiled  by  the  evening  mist  whicJi  came  upon 
us  in  the  untimely  manner  it  often  does  in 
midsummer. 

As  the  time  for  starting  drew  nearer,  the 
crowd  grew  in  bulk.  It  took  two  men  all 
their  efforts  to  keep  them  from  smoking 
within  reach  of  the  balloon  gas.  At  length 
we  had  to  make  a  ring-fence  of  railings,  and 
keep  the  general  public  at  a  distance. 

The  "  Unicorn  "  was  now  a  stately  full- 
chested  creature,  symmetiical  in  all  her 
parts  save  the  neck,  and  that  also  was 
speedily  stiffening. 

The  press  were  admitted  to  the  inner  ring. 
For  my  part  I  desired  the  powers  of  an  auto- 
crat that  I  might  exclude  them.  Though,  as 
a  matter  of  fact,  I  did  feel  an  agreeable 
nervous  quiver  now  and  again  as  I  thought 
of  what  might  happen,  I  was  explicit  in  de- 
clanng  that  never  was  I  less  nervous  than 
now,  under  the  shadow  of  the  balloon.  But 
the  press  was  determined  that  I  should  show 
emotion.  A  subtle-minded  young  sub-editor 
took  me  in  hand,  and  told  me  a  few  experi- 
ences of  men  who  (to  the  best  of  his  belief) 
had  never  been  the  same  since  their  first 
(and  last)  balloon  ascent. 

"  Wliy,  if  it  please  you  ?  "  I  asked. 
I'Oht  heart,  you  know- and  that  sort  of 
thmg.  It  is  a  capital  test,  you  see.  If 
you  have  heart  disease,  don't  matter  how 
well  hid,  you'll  bo  made  to  know  it.  Save 
you  a  two-guinea  fee  to  a  Harley  Street 
physician,  anyway." 

"  Oh  1  really— but  I  haven't  the  least  desire 
to  visit  a  Harley  Street  physician  for  dia- 
gnosis of  any  kind." 

"No?    The   inclination,   too,   to  pitch 

yourself  out  " 

_  "  Will  have  to  be  quite  over-mastering  if  I 
yield  to  it,"  I  observed  rather  peevishly,  as  I 
turned_  aside  to  speak  to  a  lady  friend,  who 
at  my  instance  had  been  admitted  inside  the 
barrier. 

But  here  also,  where  I  might  have  looked 
for  genuine  consolation  of  a  more  mundane 
kind,  I  was  doomed  to  annoyance. 

"  You  really  are  very  pale,  you  know,"  she 
whispered.    "  Do  take  my  scent  bottle." 

"  I  will,  if  you  will  give  me  permission  to 
throw  it  down  to  you  after  the  start." 

"  Oh,  no,  I  couldn't  think  of  that.  The 
stopper  is  gold,  and  the  whole  concern  was 
given  to  me  by  a  very  dear  friend." 

So  from  one  to  another  I  wandered,  con- 
scious  in  the  extreme  that  I  was  being  dis- 
cussed broadly  as  the  man  who  was  going 
up  with  the  balloonist.  ] 
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Author  of  "Bullet:  A  School  Slortj,"  etc. 

It  was  a  positive  relief  when  the  aero- 
naut gave  me  a  nod,  and  I  was  free  to  bound 
into  the  basket.  The  balloon  was  like  the 
soul  of  a  dying  man,  according  to  the  story- 
books, straining  hard  to  break  the  last 
tethers  that  bind  it  to  this  very  material, 
and  oftentimes  rather  trying  little  sphere. 

But  we  were  not  yet  off.  I  overweighed 
the  aeronaut,  and  the  ballast  had  to  be 
rearranged.  My  hat,  too,  had  to  be  tied  to 
the  network  of  the  balloon,  and  ill  luck 
would  have  it  that  the  cap  I  had  with  me 
was  as  white  as  snow. 

"  You  look  positively  deathly,"  whispered 
my  lady  friend  with  an  air  of  elation.  She 
still  held  the  smelling-bottle  towards  me, 
which  made  the  general  public  snigger.  In 
the  other  hand  was  her  pocket-handkerchief, 
which  she  seemed  very  anxious  to  flutter  as 
a  sort  of  congratulation  that  I  had  been  got 
rid  of— for  good  and  all,  perhaps. 

"Now  then,  sir,  if  you  will  kindly  hold 
on  to  this  rope,  we  will  make  a  try  for 
it,"  said  the  aeronaut.  He  expressed  the 
unkind  wish  that  I  was  a  stone  lighter,  and 
glanced  curiously  at  the  heads  of  the  as- 
sembled populace  in  the  quarter  the  wind 
would  take  us.  "We  may  rise  clear  of 
them,"  he  whispered,  "or  we  mayn't." 

The  men  holding  the  "Unicorn"  then  ! 
received  the  word  to  unhook  all  the  ballast  I 
which  tethered  us.  It  was  a  serious  mo- 
ment. We  swayed  this  way  and  that.  I 
was  knocked  against  the  aeronaut,  and  he 
was  knocked  against  me.  We  ought  to  have 
ascended  gracefully,  but  we  did  not.  We 
soared  about  ten  feet,  and  then  jerked  side- 
ways. 

The  aeronaut  roared  something  unpleasant 
and  hung  over.    It  was  a  recalcitrant  sack  ' 
of   sand  which   diverted  us,  and  this  was 
eventually  unhitched  only  with  some  diffi- 
culty. 

At  last  we  were  free  indeed,  and  in  a  ! 
moment  our  friends  were  beneath  us.  I 
had  a  swift  vision  of  the  sceptical  face  of  j 
the  subtle  sub-editor,  and  of  my  lady  friend's  i 
white  handkerchief  ;    a  broad  murmur  of 
delight  from  the  crowd  sounded  like  the 
surge  of  the  sea,  and  we  made  for  the  em- 
pyrean. 

But  not  without  running  just  the  risk  my 
companion  feared  for  us.  Instead  of  speed- 
ing upwards  in  a  properly  vertical  manner, 
the  naughty  ballast  bag  had  twitched  us 
towards  the  populace.  We  all  but  scraped 
their  heads  as  we  passed  obliquely  over 
them.  Our  hanging  ropes  did  actually  trail 
among  them,  and  offered  a  strong  tempta- 
tion to  any  little  boy  of  daring  but  weak 
intelligence  to  grip  hold  of  them  and  take 
the  consequences. 

Nor  was  this  the  extent  of  our  possible 
misconduct  in  the  tirst  half-minute.  A  high 
tent  containing  precious  fruits  and  flowers 
therein  being  exhibited,  and  containing  also 
several  ladies  and  gentlemen  of  title,  who 
were  examining  the  exhibits,  offered  us  a 
capital  opportunity  of  doing  a  little  damage 
after  all. 

My  aeronaut  friend  looked  grave. 

"  I  wish,"  he  muttered  

But  even  while  he  was  wishing  the  rise 
had  taken  place  from  a  more  open  spot ;  we 
had  successfully  evaded  this  sec  and  risk 
also. 
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j      The  grey  heavens  were  now  our  goal,  ae 
the  surface  of  the  earth  seemed  to  fall  away 
j  from  us. 

j      I  could  no  longer  see  my  friend  or  her 
j  handkerchief.    The  populace  were  so  many 
I   little  patches  of  crows  on  the  green  lawn", 
j   Their  shouts  were  feeble  and  more  feeble 
every  moment.    Our  horizon  extended  pro- 
digiously, and  before  I  had  realised  what  I 
v/as  doing,  I  was  looking  upon  the  town  as  a 
whole,  in  one  corner  of  a  suburb  of  which 
the  ascent  had  been  made. 

We  passed  into  a  current  of  steely  smoke, 
for  which  the  town's  chimneys  were  respon- 
sible. It  was  not  dense,  but  yet  thick 
enough  to  give  a  sort  of  haze  to  "the  land- 
scape, and  to  darken  the  red  of  the  houses, 
the  green  of  the  fields  and  lawns  and 
gardens,  and  to  rob  the  long  roads  of  their 
proper  degree  of  whiteness. 

All  this  time  I  was  kneeling  in  the  car 
with  my  head  over  the  side. 

The  aeronaut,  who  had  made  a  thousanc^ 
ascents  ere  this,  might,  if  he  pleased,  stand 
bolt  upright,  with  his  arms  leaning  on  th& 
cane  rim  of  the  basket.  But  I  had  less, 
reliance  on  the  equipoise  of  the  thing. 
Why  might  it  not,  in  a  sudden  stronger 
breeze,  turn  vigorously  in  this  or  that  direc- 
tion? There  would  be  no  positive  menace, 
to  the  balloon  in  such  a  movement.  It 
would  be  a  motion  akin  to  that  of  the  gon- 
dola on  Venetian  canals,  soothing  and  safe- 
enough.  But  I,  at  any  rate,  was  unused  to 
it ;  and  so  I  knelt  in  the  frail  car,  and  took 
my  pleasure  gently. 

It  was  far  from  being  a  very  robust  car. 
This  my  companion  seemed  delighted  to  in- 
dicate to  me.  "Common  basket-work,  ex- 
cept the  upper  part  ;  and  you  would  think 
you  might  easily  put  your  foot  through 
it." 

We  were  half  a  mile  in  the  air  by  this, 
and  the  thought  of  the  bottom  giving  way 
under  our  combined  weight  and  that  of 
about  two  hundredweight  of  sand  was  nob 
cheerful  as  I  cast  my  eye  along  the  basket- 
side  and  perceived  the  void  that  began 
where  the  basket  ended. 

"  I  have  often  wondered  to  myself  how  it 
has  stood  the  tests  it  has  had,"  added  the 
aeronaut,  casting  some  paper  snippings  over- 
board.   These  seemed  to  sink  at  once. 

"  You  see  we  are  still  rising  fast.  The- 
movement  is  imperceptible,  especially  on  a, 
day  like  this;  but  my  hare  and  hounds' 
cuttings  never  fail  as  an  indication." 

Indeed  there  was  no  doubt  about  it.  As  I 
gazed  down  upon  the  tiny  fields  and  hedge- 
rows, the  lines  of  copse  and  woodland  no 
broader  than  an  eyebrow,  and  the  little  red 
cubes  of  buildings  which  stood  for  farm- 
houses, I  felt  a  sort  of  exultation  unlike- 
anything  I  had  ever  experienced. 

The  impulse  to  toss  myself  over  the  edge 
of  the  car  was  there.    It  was  even  a  strong 
impulse,  but  it  was  not  irresistible.    To  be 
j   sure  it  might  enable  me  in  the  most  sum- 
I  mary  manner  to  solve  what  we  call  the 
mystery  of  life  ;  but  even  if  so,  how  would 
it  profit  me  ?     I  should  be  an  unsighlly 
enough  creature  in  the  flesh  by  the  time 
the  solution  had   come   upon   me,    and  I 
could  no  more  air  my  notions  about  the 
discovery  in  the  monthly  reviews  than  can 
■  any  other  man  who  ha-s-  slrufHed  oJi  this 


A  ''JB.O.P."     SPECIAL"  UP  ALOFT. 


53 


mortal  coil  half  in  the  interests  of  human 
science. 

Such  thrill  as  I  felt,  also,  I  put  down  in 
part  to  the  uncomfortable  position  I  had  to 
assume.  The  car  was  far  too  small  for  the 
two  of  MS,  phis  eight  or  nine  sacks  of  sand; 
and,  besides,  I  was  still  on  my  knees.  In  a 
measure  we  remedied  this  inconvenience  by 
discharging  a  little  of  the  sand  upon  the 
green  fields  beneath  us.  But  it  was  not  much, 
and  it  did  not  enable  me  to  stretch  my  legs 
to  a  greater  advantage. 

My  nerves  were  decidedly  in  a  state  of 
agitation,  and  particularly  when  I  thought 
of  the  blank  space  for  a  mile  or  so  between 
my  feet  and  the  earth  upon  wliich  I  was 
accustomed  to  tread,  and  which  I  had  never 
yet  left  since  I  was  privileged  to  be  born 
upon  it. 

This  is  rather  a  startling  thought.  A  man 
may  do  his  best  to  get  rid  of  the  earth,  but 
ordinarily  he  never  succeeds  in  doing  so. 
He  is  born  on  it,  he  lives  on  it,  and  when  he 
dies  he  is  buried  in  it  or  incorporated  witlr  it 
in  one  way  or  another.  Only  by  mounting 
in  a  balloon  can  he  for  a  short  time  get  an 
oiitside  view  of  the  home  which  is  his  for 
some  threescore  years  and  ten.  It  is  almost 
like  getting  outside  one's  self  and  contem- 
plating one's  personality  from  an  impersonal 
standpoint—  confessedly  a  difficult  and  un- 
common achievement. 

We  are  told,  indeed,  that  a  certain  clever 
Frenchman  has  devised  a  machine  which 
will  make  aerial  flights  as  easy  as  yachting 
trips.  It  is  in  the  sha.pe  of  a  great  bird, 
sixteen  yards  long  from  wing  to  wing,  and 
works  by  steam.  But  we  have  heard  of  things 
of  this  sort  ere  now,  and  of  the  melancholy 
endings  to  which  the  inventions  have  gener- 
ally brought  their  devoted  inventors.  It  does 
not  therefore  seem  in  the  least  more  likely 
that  outside  views  of  the  eartlr  will  be  possible 
for  all  of  us  in  the  next  ten  or  twenty  years 
than  they  are  now. 

For  my  part  I  would  rather  trust  to  the 
simplicity  of  the  common  balloon  than  to 
any  complex  contrivance  of  cogwheels  and 
pistons.  These  ingenious  aids  to  locomo- 
tion are  very  well  on  the  level  ground.  I; 
need  not  be  serious  there  when  they  get  out  of 
order  or  suddenly  come  to  a  stop.  Tliey  may 
be  replaced,  and  the  machine  will  go  on  again. 
But  an  aerial  calamity  of  the  kind  is  enough, 
even  in  imagination,  to  curdle  the  blood. 

My  companion  now  and  then,  while  my 
thoughts  engrossed  me,  drank  something 
from  a  suspicious-looking  bottle.  I  have  no 
doubt  he  did  it  merely  to  ease  the  burden  of 
the  car  :  for  we  are  told— though  it  seems 
strange — that  the  imbiber  of  such  fluids  does 
not  increase  his  weight  by  the  draught. 

But  he  was  genial  and  instructive  as  well 
as  thirsty  in  the  interests  of  the  balloon ; 
and  under  his  tuition  I  soon  learnt  that  an 
aeronaut  need  have  a  very  slight  equipment 
of  knowledge  for  the  successful  practice  of 
his  profession. 

With  care  and  scrupulous  attention  to  the 
weather,  one  may  be  a  public  balloonist  for  a 
lifetime  and  never  get  a  bruise.  All  the 
accidents  that  occur  to  balloons  are  due 
either  to  recklessness  or  oversight.    The  man 


-who,  for  instance,  rises  within  twenty  miles  of 
the  coast  in  the  van  of  a  strong  wind  on  the 
water  may  be  said  to  be  a  suicide  if  he  does 
not  take  every  precaution  to  ensure  his 
descent  long  ere  he  hears  the  noise  of  the 
waves  beneath  him. 

Of  course  no  man  knows  what  weather 
may  come  upon  him  when  he  is  aloft,  or  into 
what  formidable  current  of  air  he  may  drift 
or  be  carried  in  spite  of  himself.  Nor  can 
he  exactly  foretell  the  risks  he  may  incur  in 
attempting  to  regain  dear  old  Mother  Earth, 
whose  face  never  has  such  an  alluring  ap- 
pearance as  when  one  is  five  or  six  hundred 
yards  removed  from  it. 

For  this  reason,  when  we  had  sailed  about 
eight  miles,  my  companion  began  to  be 
inquisitive  as  to  the  nature  of  the  country 
towards  which  we  were  going. 

"  No  towns  in  this  direction  I  hope,  sir  !  " 
he  asked. 

"  None  for  ten  miles  more,  and  then  only 
a  small  market  town." 

This  so  gratified  him  that  he  displaced 
more  beer. 

Then  we  fell  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile,  the 
better  to  distinguish  the  grain  fields  from'  the 
pasture. 

It  was  odd  to  hear  the  faint  clamour  of  the 
children  of  the  villages  and  farmhouses,  as 
they  hurrahed  up  to  us,  also  the  barking  of 
the  dogs  ;  and  to  see  the  sheep  huddle 
together  in  their  fields  as  if  they  feared  we 
were  a  gigantic  bird  of  prey,  to  whom  an  en- 
tire flock  would  be  no  more  than  a  lamb  to 
an  eagle. 

Th=  shrieks  of  enchanted  farm  girls  rang 
up  to  us  pre-eminently.  We  heard  them  cry 
aloud  to  their  swains  to  hasten  that  they 
might  share  the  spectacle,  and  thus  we 
sailed  over  them  and  their  upturned  faces, 
upon  which  I  was  tempted  grievously  to 
cast  a  little  innocuous  ballast. 

The  day  Irad  not  bettered  as  the  evening 
hours  advanced.  The  sun  was  out  of  sight 
behind  a  bank  of  heavy  cloud,  just  shot  with 
gold  at  the  edges.  We  were  in  a  cold  stratum, 
and  behind  us,  still  in  view,  was  the  some- 
what grhny  vapour  of  the  town  we  had  left. 
The  air  was  remarkably  still,  and  we  were 
as  steady  as  could  be.  But  there  was  thunder 
somewhere,  and  we  seemed  to  be  going 
towards  it.  Under  these  circumstances  it 
behoved  us  to  descend,  especially  as  we  were 
in  a  rural  part  where  railways  have  not 
appeared,  and  the  farther  we  proceeded  the 
longer  would  be  our  subsequent  jaunt  home-' 
wards  in  a  village  cart  of  low  degree. 

We  were  over  a  fairly  level  tract  of  green 
fields,  with  veins  of  coppice,  a  canal,  two  or 
three  large  ponds,  and  an  innumerable  as- 
sortment of  small  ponds  by  the  sides  and  in 
the  middle  of  the  fields.  As  a  rule,  the  fields 
were  spacious  enough  to  give  us  good  scope 
for  shooting  into  their  midst  without  hitting 
a  hedgerow  or  a  tree,  or  diving  incontinently 
into  a  pond  of  duckweed  or  the  canal. 

Still  letting  the  gas  escape,  we  ran  for  a 
mile  or  so  only  about  as  high  as  Bow  steeple. 
The  fields  were  not  quite  the  thing.  Either 
they  were  all  grain  for  half  a  mile  ahead,  or 
the  intervening  hayfields  were  so  small  as  to 
be  useless,  or  had  iaurly  oaks  in  them,  which 


would  cause  us  much  inconvenience  if  we 
alighted  in  their  boughs. 

The  rustics  of  the  neighbourhood,  scenting- 
excitement,  beer  money,  and  perhaps  a  bit 
of  a  tragedy,  sped  after  us  from  all  quarters, 
and  answered  our  inquiries  about  the  state 
of  the  country  with  as  little  effort  as  if  we 
were  in  the  same  room  with  them.  Especially 
notable  was  the  robust  style  in  which  the 
damsels  also  took  to  their  heels,  and  cleared 
stiles  and  ditches  in  their  earnest  pursuit 
of  us. 

And  so  at  length  we  came  down  with  a 
bump  in  the  cut  hay,  and  three  valorous 
countrymen  flung  themselves  upon  the  ropes 
that  hung  from  the  car.  I  could  have  cast 
the  anchor  upon  the  three  of  them  with  fair 
probability  of  its  holding.  But  that  would 
have  been  an  act  of  incredible  baseness,  con- 
sidering how  they  were  somewhat  imperilling 
themselves  as  it  was. 

For  the  "  Unicorn "  behaved  as  if  it 
resented  the  touch  of  these  intruders.  It 
rose  and  bounced  about,  and  made  them 
look  alive  lest  it  should  crush  them  as 
heartily  as  its  three  or  four  hundredweight 
of  burden  could  do. 

But  the  gas  was  all  the  while  speeding 
from  us  fast.  It  descended  about  us  and 
made  the  head  ache,  for  it  was  not  good  gas. 
Thus  the  balloon  became  more  and  more 
helpless.  And  other  men,  and  the  elated 
farm  girls,  now  arriving  in  knots,  beaded 
with  sweat,  and  with  faces  as  red  as  beet- 
roots, there  was  no  lack  of  hands  to  pit 
against  the  dying  antics  of  the  poor  balloon- 

For  my  part,  1  leaped  from  it  after  one  of 
its  bounces,  and  stood  and  watched  it  with 
the  rest. 

It  was  charming  to  see  wiih  what  an  air 
of  esteem  the  village  maidens  looked  upon 
us.  We  could  not  have  drawn  such  wondei- 
struck  gazes  had  we  been  a  •  brace  of 
Emperors  driving  through  England  in  our 
crowns  and  imperial  jewels.  They  glanced! 
from  me  to  the  balloon,  and  seamed  to 
expect  I  should  show  some  personal  develop- 
ment in  keeping  with  the  shape  of  the  poor 
"  Unicorn." 

The  evisceration  and  packing  up  of  our 
aerial  vehicle  took  place  in  the  hayfield  in  the 
presence  of  about  fifty  people.  The  hedges 
around  us  were  decke<l  with  honeysuckle 
and  wild  roses.  The  air  was  balmy  with 
their  perfume,  and  with  that  of  the  sweet 
hay  under  our  feet.  Our  spectators  and 
helpers  were  the  civilest  conceivable.  They 
aided  in  the  packing,  they  brought  forward 
the  indispensable  cart,  and  altogether  acted 
with  extreme  complacence. 

And  afterwards,  when  the  "  Unicorn  "  was 
reduced  to  the  bulk  of  a  mere  cubic  yard 
and  hoisted  into  the  cart,  they  received  the 
two  half-crowns  for  their  services  with  a 
suppressed  excitement  that  told  further 
how  they  would  be  hkely  to  remember  oar 
descent  in  their  midst. 

"  They'll  have  a  long  evening,  sir,  at  the 
Caraway  Arms,  that  they  will,"  said  the 
man  who  drove  us  and  the  "  Unicorn"  back  tO' 
town,  through  the  perfumed  lanes.  I  am 
afraid  it  was  extremely  probable  that  he 
spoke  the  truth. 
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A  CHRISTMAS  EXTRAVAGANZA. 


HE  story  of  the  famous 
Swiss  archer,  William 
Tell,  is  so  well  known 
as  .scarcely  to  bear  re- 
petition, but  there  are 
details  of  it  not  un- 
worthy of  considera- 
tion. 

The  picturesque  nar- 
rative, briefly  told, 
runs  thus  :  The  asser- 
tion of  Swiss  indepen- 
dence by  the  Feudal 
,  States  was  led  up  to  in 
1307  by  the  conspiracy 
of  the  Griitli,  so  named 
from  a  meadow  bright 
with  verdure  in  which 
the  founders  of  their 
country's  freedom — 
Werner,  Erni,  Fiirst, 
and  others -  met  to 
concert  their  scheme ; 
and  it  became  an 
accomplished  fact  in 
1315,  when,  at  the 
battle  of  Morgarten, 
the  Swiss  footmen  de- 
feated the  chivalry  of 
■  m  ,1  ■  ,  Austria. 

lell  IS  reputed  as  being  foremost  in  the  use  of  the  bow  in  a  land 
where  brilliant  marksmen  were  born,  not  made  ;  a  country  renowned 
for  its  archery,  where  every  girl  had  a  beau  to  bend  to  her  will 
(unless,  indeed,  he  proved  a  cross  beau),  upon  the  target  of  whose 
heart  tender  glances  were  shot  not  unavailingly 

The  resistance  of  the  patriotic  Tell  to  the  tyranny  of  a  Vogt,  or  bailiff 
of  the  Emperor  Albert  of  Hapsburg,  named  Gessler,  who  had  built  a 
fortress  at  Altdorf  in  the  Canton  of  Uri,  precipitated  the  revolution. 
.  Gessler  commanded  that  the  model  of  a  ducal  cap,  with  the  crest 
and  arms  of  his  Prince  upon  it,  should  be  placed  on  a  pole  in  the 
market-place  at  Altdorf,  that  the  Switzers  might  hie  past  and 
reverently  salute  it.  or" 
I  Tell  happened  to  cross  the  market-place  where  this  pole  stood. 
Hot  words  ensued,  and  the  tyrant,  Gessler,  being  within  ear-shot 
at  once  opened  fire  upon  Tell  with  a  selection  of  low  German  (or 
i>ouble  Dutch). 

The  Switzer  was  arrested,  of  course  ;  recognised  as  the  accom- 
plished bowman  ;  and  condemned  to  shoot  an  apple  from  his  son's 
head  in  order  to  save  hLs  own  life.  This  boy,  Albert,  was  a  pre- 
cocious youth,  ana  a  street  gamin  of  the  deepest  and  most  lasting 

When  Gessler  desired  to  "  fix  "  Tell,  he  had  looked  round  for  a  fit 
target  upon  which  to  test  the  marksman's  skill,  at  the  same  time 

going  on  dreadfully  in  speech  to  his  victim.  As  the  tvrant 
•delivered  this  address,  Albert  was  observed  hovering  about  the  skirts 
-ot  the  crowd-and  the  Austrian  at  once  seized  an  idea  and  the  boy. 
Ihe  idea  was  a  cruel  one  :  to  place  an  apple  upon  the  lad's  head,  and 
force  his  f-ather  under  fear  of  death  to  hit  it  or  his  own  son.  His 
aim  was  vindictively  to  shake  Tell's  nerve. 

AfteT  discharging  his  bow  and  liabilities  simultaneously,  the  Swiss 
patriot  let  fall  a  second  arrow  from  his  tunic,  where  it  had  lain 
concealed,  and  being  questioned  by  Gessler  as  to  the  use  to  which 
he  intended  o  put  it,  replied  that  if  his  son  had  been  slain  in  con- 
sequence of  the  tria  of  skill  to  which  he.  Tell,  had  been  subjected, 
the  second  arrow  had  winged  its  flight  straight  to  a  tyrant's  heart. 

Gessler  enraged,  ordered  his  retainers  to  seize  and  bmd  the 
mdiscreetly  communicative  Tell,  and  had  him  conveyed  to  the  Lake 
o  Lucerne  where  all  entered  a  boat  with  the  prisoner,  bent  upon 
rltr%  #  unfortunate  individual  in  durance  vile  "  at  Gessler's 
castle  of  Kussnacht.  As  they  approached  Grutli,  tlie  dreaded  Fohn 
-a  southern  wind  of  extraordinary  violence -arose  suddenly,  and 
Gessler  ordered  Tell's  fetters  to  be  struck  off,  that  he,  a  Vkilful 
boatman  as  well  as  an  accomplished  archer,  might  pilot  the  frail 
c  a  t  through  he  storm.    The  steersman  guided  \he  boat  to  a  flat 

thpr!    .  fif         ""''^  ''-''^''^'^  ^'"'^  ''^n'J  leaped  on  shore 

there,  at  the  same  time  casting  the  barque  back  into  the  ragin- 
waters,  and  so  made  his  escape.  ° 
heb^n/"'''  '''"f  r""^  mountains,  and  finally  lay  concealed 

Itl,  ri  ^^^^y'  ^  n^^™^^'  between 

road.  Tell  shot  him  dead.  This  was  the  upshot  of  the  revolting 
task  of  shootmg  the  apple  which  the  Austrian  had  assigned  to  him" 
and  led  to  Tel  s  revolt  against  the  constituted  authorities,  for 
he  now  aimed  higher  than  a  governor,  and  by  the  assistance  of 


his  compatriots  cast  the  ducal  wrown  from  the  head  of  the  ImDerial 
oppressor  of  Switzerland.  imperial 

It  was  not  surprising  it  in  the  balmy  air  of  the  Alpine  valleys  the 
Swiss  should  rise— to  the  occasion.  vdiieys  tne 

Tell's  reputation  in  history  rests  upon  a  narrow  point  and  it  is 
even  doubted  if  such  a  personage  ever  existed  ;  but  in  any  case  the 
name  must  remain  a  symbol  of  heroic  deeds,  a^d  the  great  amomit 
°.  '^"^  ^°  this  fact.    We  may  be  spa^d  the 

details  of  the  destructive  criticism  which  has  so  riddfed  with  doubts 
the  fascinating  old-world  story,  only  remarking  that  Baring-Gould 
considers  that  it  may  be  an  Aryan  myth  having  a  possible  ahegorkal 
sign  facation  :  "  Gessler  may  be  the  power  of  evil  and  darkness  and 
the  bold  archer  the  storm-cloud  with  his  arrow  of  lightning  and  his 
ms  bow.  bent  against  the  sun,  which  is  resting  like  a  or  a 
golden  ..pple  on  the  edge  of  the  horizon."  Our  readers  will  no 
doubt  agree  with  us  that  Tell-with  whose  story  we  have  taken 
many  hberties-is  a  fair  subject  for  burlesque  treatment.  biU  in  aS 
other  sense  a  riddle  which  we.  and  they,  give  up.  ^ 


WILLIAM  TELL. 

A  TELLING  VERSION   OF  AN  OLD   TeLL-TALE  CTTRRENT  ABIONGST  THE 

Beads,  and  told  by  the  Belles,  of  Switzerland 
Mythological  and  Historical  (or  Fabulous)  Personages. 

Peace;  a  sweet  character  ever  in  request,  but.  like  "Will  o'  the  wise  " 
seldom  met  with.  ' 

Herman  Gessleb  of  Brunegg  ;  Austrian  Governor  of  the  Waldp- 
stetten.    Not  a  hero  to  his  own  valet,  or  to  anyone  else. 

Eodolf;  his  castellan.    A  stiff  old  martinet 

William  Tell  ;  the  liberator  of  his  country.  An  arro(w)gant  archer 
at  present  on  strike.  ^  ;ba"i.  aimer 

Albert  ;  his  son.    The  Original  Merry  Swiss  Boy 

Walter  First  ;  Herr  of  Attinghausen  in  Uri-Tell's  father-in-law 
A  patn-archal  patriot. 

Werner  Stauffacher  ;  another  of  the  Band  of  Brothers,  from  Schwyz 

Ekni  ;  and  others.  >->v-ia»ji. 

Austrian  "Myrmidons,"  and  a  Swiss  Mob. 

SiWOPHlS  OF  INCIDENTS. 

Political  Demonstrations.  Furst  at  Last. 

Hastk  to  the  Pole. 
The  Great  Strike.  Gessler's  Eevenge. 

A  Novel  Target. 
The  Shooting  "  Star."  Tell  pays  his  "  Shot." 

Gessler  shakes  at  Tell's  Quiver. 
Merry  Swiss  Boys  Aroused. 
Peace  ! 

Scene  :  The  Market-place  at  Altdorf.  Anything  hut  "  free  and 
enlightened  "  citizens,  holding  a  meeting  under  the  leadershir 
of  Werner  and  Ernl 


Werner.  Friends,  fellow-countrymen,  "  lend  me  your  ears  " 

Erni  {aside).  Such  talk,  I  notice,  don't  result  in  cheers  I 

If  long  orating  in  this  style  he  goes. 

Next  he  may  wish  to  lead  us— by  the  nose  ' 
Werner.    Our  'ills  they  cry  aloud  

Erni  {aside).  The  mountain's  peak  I 

Werner.    And  yet  our  tyrants  still  would  have  us  meek. 

Through  every  kind  of  misery  we  go  ; 

Oppression  does  not  stop,  though  we  cry  "  Wo(e) !  " 

By  fits  and  starts  we  garner  stores  so  fickle. 

Our  harvest's  gathered  in  with  an  ic(e)-cicle. 

Our  bread,  unfit  for  food,  is  black  and  clammy , 

The  venison  we  eat  is  only  chamois  (sham-my). 

In  cruel,  hard,  bad  times  our  lot  is  cast, 

And  the  oppressor's  ever  

Erni  {looking  off).  Purst,  at  last ! 

Enter  Furst. 
Fi  rst.  Werner,  the  time  for  action  now  has  come. 

And  Switzers  who'd  be  free  must  not  stand  dumb. 
With  quivers  full  of  arrows  leave  the  by-ways. 

And  "seek  the  mountain  passes  

Erni  (aside).  'Cause  they're  high-va.ys 

tvRST.  Ihen  Austria's  growing  power  no  more  enchains. 

Though  from  our  bows  they'll  soon  have  shooting  pains. 
They've  called  the  Swiss  their  "  lambs  "—of  that  no  stint- 
But  in  rewards  they  quite  ignore  the  Mint  ; 
Now.  had  they  dubbed  us  sheep,  no  cause  for  wonder. 
Because  they  fleece  us  and  sheer  off  with  plunder. 
'■I  hey  do  not  "  stand  on  forms."  on  us  they  sit, 
And  think  us  only  for  such  treatment  fit  1 
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Werner.  That  brevity's  the  soul  of  wit  I  teach, 

And  now  the  closure  move  to  close  your  speech. 
Enter  Rodolph,  folloived  by  Swiss  "  Charlies;'  or  watchmen,  of  the 
Broad- Arrow  or  YZ  (Wise  Head)  Division,  carry irig  a  parti-coloured 
pole  ivhich  they  erect  in  the  centre  of  the  platform,  and  place  a  terribly 
dilapidated  ducal  cap  upon  the  top  of  it.    "  Myrmidons  "exit. 
Rodolph.  O,  yez  ;  0,  yez  ;  O,  yez  !    Take  notice,  now, 
That  all  unto  this  ducal  cap  must  bow 
In  token  of  submission  to  our  rule. 
'Tis  Gessler's  order  ;  he's  a  

Enter  William  Tell  and  Albert. 
rjijjj^j^  Pampered  fool ! 

(To  EoDOLPH.)  Go,  tell  him  we  despise  his  knavish  trick, 

And  from  this  market  you  can  "  cut  your  stick  !  " 
Rodolph.  Take  down  the  symbol  of  our  power  ?    Oh,  no  ! 
Tell.  Then  I'll  do  that ;  and  as  for  you^now,  go  ! 

[Tell  accelerates  Eodolph's  exit. 
Tell.  I'm  rid  of  him  at  least.    We  have— alas  !  — 

Within  our  mountains  reached  a  precious  pass  ! 
Fi>R9T.  Yes,  we  must  kneel  and  worship  tyrant  knaves  ;  — 

Confess  ourselves    race  of  craven  slaves  ! 
Tell.  "  Hereditary  bondsmen,"  well  ye  know, 

"  Who  would  be  free,  themselves  must  strike  the  blow  !  " 

I'm  out  on  strike  ;  I  will  upraise  our  flag. 

And  to  the  dust  yon'  wretched  cap  I'll  drag  ! 
Ebni.  The  thing's  a  "  shady  "  one— of  caps  the  ghost— 

A  parcel  we'd  expect  to  fright  the  post ! 


Song.  Tell.  Air :  "  The  Mistletoe  Bough." 
If  Gessler  thinks  I  to  this  hat  will  bow, 
A  blockhead  he  is  for  his  pains,  I  vow ; 
Though  all  his  retainers  be  tete-d-tete, 
Still  a  cap-ital  joke's  no  affair  of  State ; 
He's  mad  as  a  hatter  to  think  I'll  bend 
Except  it's  a  bow,  or  in  bows  to  a  friend  ;— 

To  an  enemy's  hat  I'll  not  now  ; 

O,  not  I ;  to  that  h?t  I'll  ne'er  bow  ! 

Air  changes  to  ''Men  of  Harlech." 
Men  of  Altdorf ,  are  ye  di'eaming  ? 
Austria's  laws  and  men  are  scheming 
Peace  our  land  to  let  no  beam  in — 
Liberty  to  kill ! 
For  right  now  smite  the  smiter. 
We'll  meet  and  beat  the  tighter, 
We  soon  shall  see 
His  legions  flee. 
And  our  dim  prospects  brighter ; 
Let  these  rulers 
No  more  fool  us. 
They  can  not  in  aught  now  school  us ; 
We  will  flout  them. 
Ay,  and  rout  them, — 
I'st  not  so  ? 

OiTNES.  We  will  ! 

CJwrus.    Air :  "  All  round  my  Hat." 
All  round  Gessler's  hat 

He'd  have  us  bow  and  scrape,  sirs, 
All  round  Gessler's  hat 

He'd  have  us  bend  each  day. 
But  instead  of  bows,  its  bowing 

And  arrows  we  are  owing. 
And  these  with  despatch  will  soon  be  on  their  way  ! 

Enter  Gessler,  Rodolph,  and  "  Myrmidons." 
Gessler  (to  Tell).  I  heard  ye  all !    Bow  to  that  hat,  ye  clown  ! 
Tell.  I  give  no  "  bob,"  sir  ;  not  to  save  a  crown  ! 
Gessler.  Rebellious  slave,  thou  laugh'st ! 
Tell.  Well,  it  is  droll 

That  such  a  thing  as  that  (p)oints  to  cap  on  pole)  should 

head  the  poll  ! 
Bow  to  a  hat '?    Oh,  it  is  much  too  bad  ! 
Gessler.  If  you  refuse  to  bend,  I'll  break  you,  mad  ! 
TiiLL.  You  are,  and  bluster  !  at  your  threats  I  scofi  ! 

Bow  to  your  hat '?    Oh,  no  ;  that  can't  come  off  ! 
Gessler  (aside).  Your  head  will,  though,  and  on  that  pole  I'll  stick  it ! 
Erni  (aside).  Keep  up  your  swagger,  Gessler,  that's  the  ticket  ! 
Tell.  You'd  have  us  bend  in  (h)attitude  quite  humble. 

Though  you  should  jibe  us  (Gibus)  'bout  the  hat,  and  grumble ! 
Your  beaver  now  is  up,  but  when  this  "  clown  " 
Performs  his  Tumbling  Act  you'll  see  it  down  ! 
(Advancing  to  pole.)  Yes  ;  though  a  gaol  should  after  be  my  goal, 
I'll    make    a    clean    shave    of   your    barb'rous    pole ! 
(Flings  it  to  the  ground.) 
Gessler.  An-est  that  man,  so  brave  to  flout  and  scoff. 
Who  not  his  own,  but  will  my  cap  "take  off  !  " 


("  Murmidons  "  seize  Tell.    Swiss  citizens  murmur.  Albert,  who  lias 
been  silently  looking  on,  now  whistles  "  Fhcw  !  "  and  exits.) 
Tell,  (to  Gessler).  You're  an  arch-tyrant  ! 

Gessler.  archer,  you  ! 

Stay  ;  there's  a  job  in  that  line  you  can  do  ! 
(Aside.)  I  saw  his  son  sneak  off ;  ere  he  can  far  get, 
I'll  have  him  back  and  make  a  human  target !  ^  , 

(He  motions  his  "  Myrmidons  "  to  follow  Albert.    They  do  so.) 
Gessler  (to  Tell).  Thou  art  a  crack  shot.  Tell,  Im  told  ! 
Tell  lhat  s  so  . 

Since  I  was  so  high  (indicating  a  "  midget's"  small  number 
of  inches)  have  I  drawn  the  bow  ! 
Gessler  (aside).   The  "  long  one,"  that's  a  certainty,  I  see  ! 
Tell  Then  shooting  up,  a  boy  with  knowledge  narrow, 

I  was  "  packed  off  "  to  school— of  course  at  (H)  arrow— 

And  ere  my  wisdom  teeth  had  taken  root. 

There  was  my  "  young  idea  "  taught  to  shoot ! 

To  manhood  grown,  I've  lived  at  Bow  until 

I  sought  my  present  lodging— Shooter's  Hill ! 
Gessler.  You  have  a  boy  ?  ,    ,  ,,        ,  , 

ijjjj^L.  That's  true  ;  he  let's  me  know  it ! 

There  never  was  a  lad  hke  him  to  "  go  it !  " 

Ah,  here  he  comes  ! 

Enter  Constables  with  Albert. 

Gessler  (to  Tell).        This  youth  will  make  his  mark  ; 

And  serve  as  one  to  you,  the  festive  spark ! 
We  on  his  head  an  apple  small  will  flx. 
And  you  can  then  show  off  your  shooting  tricks  ! 
If  your  shaft  cleaves  the  fruit,  I  set  you  free  ; 
But  miss  it,  and  you  die  as  well  as  he  ! 
FcRST.  Tyrant  and  monster  I 

Ejjjjj.  Tell,  do  no  such  thing  ! 

Werner.  Who  dares  propose  it  earns  a  pommeAVmg  ! 
Tell.  Drive  me  to  this,  you  outrage  all  our  nation. 

And  "  coward  "  then  will  be  your  appell-ation  ! 
Gessler.  This  apple  "  sauce  "  proves  that  you  are  a  goose. 

With  not  enough  of  sage  to  be  of  use. 
Erni.  Insults  again  ! 

ir^-KST.  Submission's  been  the  root  of  it ; 

This  apple  incident  is  but  the  fruit  of  it ! 
Tell  (to  Albert).  The  "  apple  of  my  eye,"  too,  dearest  child; 

To  draw  the  bow  on  thee  !  ( Weeps.) 
Albert.  Oh,  draw  it  mild  ! 

Tell.  Bertie,  good-bye  !  That  foe  to  human  natur' 

Would  have  me  risk  thy  life  ! 
Albert.  Be  plucky,  pater  ! 

Tell.  Shall  I  blanch  dimpled  cheeks  so  free  from  cares, 
Like  rosy  apples  if  they  know  not  Pears  I 
No  ;  I'll  be  shot  if  I  will  risk  it ! 
Gessler.  Well, 

You  shall  be  if  you  don't,  I  warn  you.  Tell ! 
Furst.  Oh,  spare  him,  sir  ;  your  nature  not  so  base  is  ! 

(Gessler  turns  away  contemptuously.) 
Tell.  He'd  see  the  shafts ;  of  pity  he's  no  traces  ! 
Fl-RST.  Bear  up,  my  son,  thy  fears  I  think  unreal ; 

Thee  and  thy  weapon  each  our  beau(bow)-ideal  ! 
Tell.  With  arrow-root  I  cheered  his  natal  year ; 

But  arrow  root-ed  in  his  brain,  I  fear. 
Werner.  Bah  !  Shoot  the  moon  if  it  but  sets  you  free  ! 
Erni.  Yes.    "  Nothing  venture,  nothing  win,"  for  me  ! 
Fl'Rst.  He  is  my  grandson,  and  I  bid  you  do  it ; 

That  bow  of  yew-rs  will  never  make  you  rue  it ! 
Gessler.  Where  find  an  apple,  though  ? 
Albert.  I  think  I've  one. 

Let's  see ;  I'll  through  my  pockets  have  a  run. 
What's  here?— A  pencil ;  for  my  kite  some  thread  ; 
"  Stick-jaw  ;  "  my  knife  ;  a  ball  ;  and  gingerbread  ; 
A  whistle  ;  whip  ;  kazoo  ;  some  nuts  ;  two  tops  ; 
And— that  is  all,  I  think  !— No  ;  acid-drops  ! 
(Produces  next  a  large  apple  from  his  pocket,  and  walks  off  proudly, 

holding  tJie  apple  upon  hie  head.    Gessler  calls  after  him.) 
Gessler.  A  longer  distance  !    I  would  give  your  father 

Space  to  show  skill  in  !  (aside)  or  to  hit  you,  rather ! 
Tell.  Well ;  if  I  must,  I  must ! 

(Places  arrow  in  bow.)  Here  goes  to  send  it — 
Whether  for  hfe  or  death— and  doubt  to  end  it ! 
(Breathless   suspense.    Tell  discharges  his   bow.    A   loud  cry 

heard  without.)  ^ 
Tell.  Ha,  ha  !  I'v'e  done  it !  The  arrow  in  its  flight 
Travelled  so  fast,  it  was  a  moving  sight ! 

(SwiTZERS  applaud  Tell.) 
Tell.  I've  hit  the  rosy  apple  ! 

Gessler.  Like  your  "  cheek  "  ! 

(Enter  Albert  gleefully,  holding  a  large  apple  with  a  small  arrow 
fixed  in  it.) 


58 


4  CHRISTMAS  EXTRAVAGANZA. 


Tell  (to  Aleebt).  We  heard  you  cry. 

Albert.  Yes,  'twas  a  narrow  squeak  ! 

(Tell  and  Albert  embrace.) 
Tell  (to  Gessler).  I've  "  paid  my  shot,"  and  now  I'm  free  ' 

Not  so, 

Another  word  with  you  before  you  go. 

Your  arrow  took  a  plain,  straight  course  with  speed, 

But  you  take  very  lofty  flights  indeed  ! 

Poor,  shallow  fellow  ! 
Tell  (aside).  He  will  find  me  dccj)  ! 
Gessler.  You  have  another  arrow  :  I  don't  sleep  ! 

I  see  co-.cealed  a  dart,  with  artful  craft ! 

What  is  it  for  ? 

Tell  (taking  arrow  from  his  tunic).  For  thee  this  fatal  shaft 

Had  I  slain  Albert ! 
Gessler.  So,  then  ;  is  it  so  ?— 

Down  to  our  lowest  dungeon  thou  shalt  go ! 

To  Kiissnacht  with  him,  o'er  Lucerne's  bright  wave  ; 

There  let  him  linger  in  a  living  grave  ! 
Tell  (to  Gessler).  Perfidious  wretch  ;  naught  but  a  human  snake  ! 

Thy  blood  shall  dye  Lucerne  a  crimson-lake  ! 
Gessler.  I'our  talk  is  "  big,"  but  you  are  over-bold  ; 

Be  civil,  Tell,  your  end  else  will  be  tolled  ! 

As  Lucerne's  waters  are,  you  will  look  blue 

When  you  shall  learn  the  fate  awaiting  you  ! 
Tell.  Ere  that  time  comes,  for  hearts  and  homes  we'll  fight ! 

Enter  Peace  ivith  an  olive  branch. 
Peace.  Ahem  !    I'm  here  to  just  set  matters  right. 

I've  "  dropped  in,"  friends,  because  you've  "  fallen  out ;  " 
And  wond'ring  why  the  merry  Swiss  boys  shout 
In  angry  tones  that  make  a  furious  din,' 
I  thought  it  better  that  Peace  shotild  step  in. 
(To  Gessler  and  Tell.)  Come,  shake  hands,  and  be  friends;  let 
enmity 

Die  out  at  last.    To  please  cur  friends,  (points  to  the 
audience)  agree  ! 
Tell.  What  would  you  have  me  do  :  forget  I  hate  ? 
Peace.  Yes,  I'd  transform  your  fate  into  a,  fete  ! 
Gessler.  All  right,  Tell,  I  forgive  thee  ! 
"^^^^^  And  I  you  ! 

Peace.  A  better  ending  I'd  not  wish  the  two  ! 
FijRST  (to  audience).  An  old  man  I,  in  name  and  station  Fiirst, 

Beg  you'll  not  think  me  last  or  yet  the  worst. 

The  strike  is  ended  in  our  new-made  nation, 

And  we  submit  ourselves  to  arbitration ; 

To  yours,  we  mean.    I  hope  the  verdict 's  right, 

And  take  it  from  your  hands,  of  course,  to-night. 


Werner.  I  am  a  demagogue  and  great  orate-or, 

But,  as  a  patriot,  no  arbi-tra(i)tor  ; 

I  leave  it  then  with  you  to  make  our  laws. 

And  humbly  wait  for  favours— in  applause  ! 
Ersi.  (3ur  bows  we'll  use,  and  even  pride  unbend, 

If  possible  in  service  of  a  friend  ! 

Straight  to  the  point  your  cheers  like  arrows  fly 

Make,  in  our  favour,  then,  a  clean  bull's-eye  ! 
Gessler.  No  more  a  tyrant,  I  am  sad  and  wan, 

Forced  to  confess  my  "  occupation 's  gone  ;  " 

To  cheer  my  drooping  spirits,  prythee  do 

Let  m.e  command  some  sympathy  from  you  ! 

■Those  sounds  assure  me  that  I  here  must  win, 

So  to  be  virtuous  I  now  begin  ! 
EoDOLPii.  Master 's  reformed,  at  that  Pm  full  of  care, 

No  one  to  lock  up  leaves  me  in  despair. 

Stay  ;  I  have  ever  been  to  duty  true. 

Pray  let  me  captivate  more  pris'nei-s— you  ! 
Albert  (''munching"  his  apple).  I've  been  a  little  hero,  folks 
may  say, 

And  boldly  now  trust  that  you  like  this  play. 
Play  ever  is  to  me,  oh,  quite  refreshing- 
After  the  sheaves  of  knowledge  I've  been  threshing. 
Now  back  to  school  I  go  with  tears  and  sighs, 
Unless  I  can  secure  from  you  a  prize, 
Which  is  not  money,  sweetmeats,  book,  or  toy, 
But  commendation—"  ^^^lat  a  dear,  nice  boy'l  " 
Tell.  The  target  hit,  folks  me  as  victor  claim, 

But,^  as  the  poet  says,  "  What's  in  an  aim  ?  " 
I  think  a  great  deal  of  a  good  name  here. 
And  now  await  your  pleasure  without  fear ; 
Your  smiles,  like  sunbeams  after  shadows,  Hit  — 
I  feel  that  "  Tell  &  Co."  have  made  a  hit ! 
Peace.  I'd  speak  a  word.  {To  audience.)  Like  to  the  branch  I  bear, 
0-live  with  me  secure  from  ev'ry  care  ; 
Then  may  Hope  bloom  ere  yet  the  baize  descends, 
And  2Mlms  send  greeting  here  to  us,  kind  friends  ! 
Albert  (points  to  Peace).  Wants  the  last  word  !    But  when  I'm 
here — Oh,  no  ! 

So  pray  you  b(u)oy  me  up  before  I  go ! 

From  importunity  I  will  not  cease  ; 

You  must  applaud  or  you  shall  have  no  peace  ! 

Instead  of  olive  there  is  much  more  reason 

To  vote  for  mistletoe,  just  now  in  season; 

And  'stead  of  bays  or  palms  'twould  be  more  jolly 

To  deck  King  Christmas  with  red-berried  lioUy  ! 

I  see  friends  with  me  there,  so  while  I'm  certain 

Of  their  approval,  down  will  come 

THE  CURT.UX. 


A  WINTER  NIGHT'S  ADVENTURE. 

By  R.  Lumsden,  m.a., 


ONE  December  evening  some  years  ago  I 
gave  an  exhibition  of  conjuring  and 
ventriloquism— I  am  a  conjurer  by  pro- 
fession—at a  small  town  on  the  Firth  of  Tay. 
I  had  to  fulfil  a  private  engagement  at 
another  place  four  miles  away ^ let's  call  it 
Seatown--on  the  following  morning,  so  I 
determined  to  ride  over  that  same  night  and 
sup  and  sleep  there. 

When  my  exhibition  was  over  I  went 
straight  from  the  hall  to  my  hotel,  packed  a' 
few  necessaries  of  my  craft,  among  them  a 
parcel  of  false  sovereigns  or  counters— by 
which  a  tale  hangs— and  had  the  mare  I  was 
to  ride  brought  round. 

The  animal  looked  rather  restless  and 
in  want  of  exercise,  and  I  would  have  liked 
a  quieter  steed,  but  by  some  chance  she  was 
the  only  one  left  in  the  stables  at  the  time, 
znd  I  had  to  take  her  or  stay. 

So  with  a  backward  glance  into  the  bright 
warm  hall,  and  an  upward  one  at  the 
brightly-lighted  windows,  I  mounted  reluc- 
tantly, bade  my  cheery  host  and  his  ostler— 
a  malmsey-nosed  old  chap  — "  good-night," 
and  receiving  their  •' good-night  "  in  return 
rode  on  my  way. 

The  streets  of  the  little  town  were  by  this 
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time  deserted,  and  the  houses  had  taken  on 
that  air  of  quiet  which  houses  have  at  night, 
as  if  they  too,  like  their  inmates,  were  asleep 
and  dreaming.  I  rode  along  past  the  town- 
hall,  cold  and  lonely  and  lightless  now  ;  past 
the  town's  bank,  standing  behind  its  thin  row 
of  poplars,  starched  and  stately,  as  if  it  knew 
its  value  and  wished  common  houses  to 
know  their  place  ;  past  the  old  harled  parish 
church  with  its  head  dreaming  among  the 
stars,  and  its  skirts  of  spreading  lawn,  where 
the  children  play  among  the  flowers  on  sum- 
mer mornings,  lying  dark  and  silent ;  past  a 
long  row  of  red-roofed  cottages  with  bright 
\yindows,  and  peace  written  on  their  soft  out- 
lines— for  the  outlines  of  a  house,  like  those 
of  a  man's  face,  mellow  and  become  tender 
with  years  ;  past  the  churchyard  where  the  i 
dead  lie,  and,  turning  a  corner,  I  saw  my 
road  lying  flat  and  white  before  me,  and  the 
lights  of  Seato-\™  shining  in  the  distance.  ' 

It  was  a  rare  good  night  to  be  abroad  in, 
a  night  to  drink  in  pleasant  influences  and 
thank  God  for,  a  night  to  drink  in  the  moist  j 
air  and  let  your  eyes  wander  over  heaven 
and  earth  and  be  happy.  The  old  fabled  gods  ' 
must  have  supped  sometimes  on  night  air 
and  a  sky  of  stars  ;  it  is  a  good  supper  for 


I  the  soul.  There  is  a  magic  in  this  night  air, 
that  is  so  cool  on  the  forehead,  and  so  fresh 
i  in  the  nostrils,  and  so  exhilarating  in  the 
i  lungs.  To  me  it  is  the  finest  of  cordials; 
(  the  slopes  of  Italy  do  not  grow  a  rarer 
j  wine. 

I  rode  on  for  about  two  miles  at  an  easy 
pace,  entertaining  myself  with  my  thoughts, 
and  the  scene  about  me,  with  the  still 
shadows,  with  the  lights  on  the  Firth  below, 
with  the  sky  over  my  head.  My  thoughts  as 
we  went  along  began  to  run  upon  the  stais. 
They  took  me  away  into  the  past  as  only  the 
stars  do.  From  the  beginning,  night  after 
night,  they  had  risen  in  the  east  and  never 
failed.  They  had  guided  wayfarers,  and 
gladdened  all  good  men  from  age  to  age.  As 
I  looked  at  them,  moving  in  solemn  power 
above  me,  I  felt  how  representative  they 
were  of  all  God's  purposes,  sure,  slow,  silent, 
in  their  motions  ;  traversing  their  appointed 
orbits  in  their  appointed  times  ;  filling 
heaven  and  earth  w-ith  loveliness  and  joy. 

My  road  here  swept  "into  an  avenue  of 
trees,  and,  as  I  passed  along  among  the 
shadows,  my  fancies  faded,  and  I  was  left  to 
the  sadness  such  thoughts  always  bring. 
In  a  little  we  came  out  again  on  to  the  open 


A  WINTER  NIGHT'S  ADVENTURE. 


59 


road.  Some  distance  ahead  a  crowd  of 
bright  Hghts  were  shining,  and,  as  we  drew 
near,  a  stream  of  coUiers,  lamp-on-cap,  their 
sooty  faces  shining  weirdly  among  the 
flickering  lights,  flowed  towards  us.  When 
we  reached  the  pit  head  itself  the  crowd  of 
lights,  some  flitting,  some  motionless,  the 
white  hissing  steam,  the  thumping  of  the 
pumping  engines,  the  whole  uncanny  scene 
set  my  mare  on  edge.  She  seemed  inclmed 
to  bolt,  but  after  trying  a  few  gymnastics  on 
the  road  and  scattering  dismay  among  some 
laggard  sons  of  darkness  who  were  passing, 
she  thought  better  of  it  and  quieted 
down. 

We  went  on  for  a  time  calmly  enough,  bnt 
I  felt  that  she  was  nervous,  and  the  least 
thing  would  upset  her.  The  welcome  lights 
of  Seatown,  however,  were  shining  in  the 
distance,  less  than  a  mile  away,  and  I  began 
to  look  forward  to  a  bright  warm  parlour,  a 
good  supper,  and  a  pleasant  rest  after  my 
day's  work.    I  forgot  the  proverb. 

The  railway  to  Seatown  cuts  the  road  about 
halt  a  mile  from  the  town.  As  we  crossed  the 
bridge  the  Southern  express  shot  from  the 
tunnel  fif^y  yards  off,  and  stole  like  a  long 
shining  serpent  across  the  intervening  space. 
We  reached  the  bridge  together,  the  white 
steam  foamed  up,  the  ground  trembled,  the 
sif^ial  of  approach  went  forward  to  the  station 
in  a  loud  shrill  whistle,  and  my  courser  fairly 
lost  her  head  and  ran. 

In  vain  I  tried  to  ptill  her  up  ;  she  had  the 
bit  between  her  teeth  arid  I  was  helpless.  I 
crouched  down  upon  her  back,  dug  my  knees 
into  her  flanks,  and  we  shot  along  like  a 
quarrel  from   some  giant's  cross-bow.     A  ; 
stumble  of  the  mare  I  knew  might  kill  me,  j 
yet  I  felt  cool— never  cooler.    Men's  minds 
in  the  presence  of  danger  are  like  flames  in 
wind ;  the  weaker  ones,  like  candles,  are  blown 
out,  the  stronger  ones,  like  flres,  are  fanned 
into  greater  brightness  and  strength  :  I  had  j 
faced  danger  before.    The  ground  flew  from  [ 
under  us  untouched,  trees,  hedges,  gates,  hay- 
stacks, stars  flew  by  in  one  swift  whirl,  the  ; 
wind  whistled  in  my  ears,  the  mare's- hoofs  | 
rang  a  devil's  music  on  the  stones.  _  | 

A  light  appeared  ahead  ;  we  were  on  it  ! 
The  road  turned  off  sharp  at  right  angles  ; 
the  mare,  either  blind  with  fear  or  reckless,  I  1 
don't  know  which,  plunged   right  ahead. 
Crush  !  splash  !  and  then— a  blank.        ^  , 

The  blank,  however,  changed  after  a  time 
to  a  dreamy  trance.  I  was  a  boy  again, 
standing  with  a  band  of  schoolfellows  on  j 
the  pier  of  the  village  where  I  was  born.  It  ; 
was  a  bright  summer  morning,  and  the  water 
below  shone  cool  and  clear  and  tempting,  and 
we  began  to  talk  of  diving  from  the  pier-head. 
I  said  I  could  do  it,  the  others  laughed, 
whereat  I  stretched  my  arms  above  my  head, 
and  leaped  into  the  air.  Such  a  crash  followed 
as  I  shall  never  hear  again.  I  could  hear  the 
sound  echoing  and  bellowing  among  the  hills 
on  the  horizon  ;  the  splashed  water  jumped 
right  up  into  the  sky  and  became  white  clouds 
there,  which  fell  right  down  out  of  heaven 
upon  my  head,  and  a  whole  Niagara  of 
rushing  \\>ater  seemed  to  fill  my  ears.  Down, 
down,  down  I  sank  ;  a  big  fish  came  and  sat 
on  my  chest ;  down,  down,  still  further  ;  the 
big  fish  swallowed  me,  and  darkness  followed. 
Then  we  were  all  lying  on  the  top  of  the 
water,  talking  pleasantly  together  in  the 
warm  son  and  chaffing  the  passing  fish. 

Gradually  the  hum  of  voices  took  shape 
in  whispered  words.  I  lay  and  listened 
dreamily,  hearing  but  not  understanding  in 
the  least ;  yet  I  remember  the  words  with 
strange  distinctness.  One  voice— a  hoarse 
■  one— whispered  excitedly:  "But  feel'd,  feel 
the  wecht  o'd  ;  there's  a  hunder  pound  in 
that  pack  if  there's  a  penny.  We're  made 
men  this  nioht."    Then  another  and  softer 


voice  struck  in  quickly :  "  Na,  na,  you  maunna 
dae'd  ;  ill-gotten  siller  winna  thrive,  John  ;  we 
mauna  dae'd." 

At  the  words  "pack"  and  "siller  1 
wakened  up  (I'm  a  Scotchman  by  birth).  In 
a  moment  the  situation  flashed  upon  me  ;  I 
was  alone  in  a  strange  house,  among  strangers, 
and  they  meant  to  rob  me.  I  turned  my 
head  round  a  little,  very  gently,  till  I  could 
see  the  whole  place  plainly.  I  was  lying  on  a 
rough  bed,  in  a  recess  at  the  end  of  a  long 
narrow  room.  At  the  far  end  a  bright  fire 
was  burning,  and  about  it  were  five  people. 
Beside  the  fire  stood  a  woman  and  a  little 
girl.  An  old  man  and  two  youths  sat  at  a  table, 
and  on  it  before  them  lay  my  knapsack  and 
some  vellow  coins.  The  old  man's  face  was 
toward  me,  partly  in  light,  partly  in  shadow. 
The  shifting  firelight  played  over  it,  to  my 
imagination,  mockingly  ;  now  it  peered  under 
the  'hairy  eyebrows,  and  showed  me  in  its 
yellow  gleam  the  watery  wavering  eyes  ;  now 
it  played  about  the  shifty,  unshaven  mouth  ; 
now  it  lighted  up  the  whole  face,  and  I  saw 
avarice  struggUng  in  it  with  fear  and  in- 
decision. 

The  state  of  matters  was  plain :  the  man 
wanted  to  take  my  money,  the  youths  were 
not  averse  to  helping  him,  the  woman  was 
playing  conscience  to  the  group  ;  the  girl  did 
not  count.  The  old  man  took  up  the  knap- 
sack, tried  the  lock,  shook  the  iiack,  and  I 
heard  my  coin  dancing  to  a  mutfled  falsetto 
music.  Then  he  set  it  down,  drew  a  long 
breath ;  I  saw  his  face  set,  and  he  said  : 
"  It's  got  to  be  dune,  and  dune  quickly  ;  rax 
me  that  knife."  A  large  bread  knife  lying  at 
the  other  end  of  the  table  was  handed  him. 
The  woman  laid  a  hand  upon  his  shoulder 
and  looked  a  last  appeal  into  his  face.  I  saw 
that  the  decisive  moment  had  come.  A  gust 
of  wind  came  soughing  round  the  house,  it 
reached  and  shook  the  door,  and  there  floated 
into  the  room  faintly,  almost  inaudibly,  the 
words  :  "  Thou  shalt  not  steal !  " 

The  woman  alone  heard  it ;  the  men  were 
bent  over  the  Sj^oil.    She  shot  one  swift 
glance  of  terror  at  the  door  and  seized  her 
husband    by    the    arm:     "Did    you  no 
hear'd  ?  "  she  cried.    "  What?  "  he  snarled. 
She  told  him  ;  he  laughed  excitedly.    I  heard 
the  knife  rip-p-p-ing   the  stitches  of  the 
leather.    Another  gust  swept  up,  and,  as  it 
wandered  round  the  house,  a  hollow  murmur 
stole  down  the  chimney,  and  floated  out  of 
the  fireplace  :  "  Thou  shalt  not  steal  !  " 
'      They  all  heard  it  this  time,  except  the 
man  ;  he  was  either  a  little  deaf  or  too  excited. 
Their  starting  eyes  fell  first  upon  the  fire- 
place, then  upon  the  bed  at  the  far  end  on 
!  which  I  lay  motionless,  and  then  stole  round 
!  the  room ;  their  breaths  came  hard  and 
S  suspended  as  they  looked  at  one  another. 
!  The  woman  and  the  girl  drew  to  the  table, 
i  and  some  whispering  began.    Then  for  a 
i,  moment  there  was  complete  silence,  but  the 
ripping  began  again.    The  old  man  was  evi- 
dently an  obdurate  rascal. 

And  then— the  group  stood  round  the  table, 
the  old  man  working  at  my  pack  with  the 
beads  of  sweat  glistening  on  his  brow;  the 
others  silent,  fearful,  expectant,  before  their 
unseen  accuser;  the  shifting  firelight  pushing 
aside  the  shadows  and  thrusting  itself  among 
the  company,  as  if  it  also  wished  to  see  the 
play  and  act  a  part— there  rang  out  above 
their  heads,  sharp,  clear,  and  loud  :    "  Thou 

SHALT  NOT  STEAL  !  ' ' 

I  turned  my  head  quickly  lest  they  should 
see  me.  I  did  not  see  their  terror,  but  the 
silence  that  followed,  the  hush  that  filled  the 
room,  told  eloquently  of  staring  eyes  and 
beating  hearts.  I  lay  on  the  bed  and  laughed 
quietly  to  myself. 

In  a  little  the  spell  broke.  The  young  men 
went  to  the  door  and  peered  out  into  the  dark 
—nothing  to  be  seen.    Then  they  all  came 


over  to  where  I  lay.  I  lay  like  a  stone.  The 
suppressed  laughter  seemed  to  foam  and  boil 
within  me  like  steam  in  a  kettle  when  the 
vents  are  stopped,  but  by  a  great  effort  I  kept 
my  face  calm.  They  looked  at  me  a  little  ;  I 
could  hear  their  unnatural  breathing  ;  I  won- 
dered if  any  of  them  thought  they  had  the 
archangel  of  darkness  in  disguise  before  them. 
Then  some  one  went  away,  returned  a  moment 
afterwards,  and  cold  water  began  to  fall  upon 
my  face  and  neck. 

I  moaned  and  tossed  a  little,  then  gave  a 
feeble  sigh  and  opened  my  eyes.  I  stared  at 
the  group  around  me  with  an  unmeaning 
stare  (I  could  scarcely  keep  from  laughing  at 
the  sight  of  their  faces),  and  then,  gradually 
becoming  conscious,  asked  languidly  where  I 
was.  "  In  a  miner's  hut  near  Seatown." 
"How  did  I  get  there?"  "They  found  me 
in  the  ditch  near  their  house;  I  had  been 
thrown  through  the  top  of  the  hedge,  they 
thought.  Was  I  much  hurt?','  I  felt  my- 
self over,  my  face  and  hands  were  cut  and 
scratched  and  bleeding  a  little,  and  I  felt 
stiff  and  wet  and  shaky  all  over,  but  not  hurt 
otherwise.  With  an  eftbrt  I  rose  and  walked 
across  the  floor,  and  in  a  little  felt  fairly  right 
again.  "How  far  was  it  to  Seatown?"  I 
asked.  "About  half  a  mile,"  they  said. 
"Where  was  my  mare?"  "They  didn't 
know;  they  had  lieard  the  sound  of  a 
horse's  hoofs  when  they  came  out,  but  saw 
nothing." 

I  asked  if  some  one  would  come  to  Seatown 
with  me  and  carry  my  pack,  and  the  young 
men  offered  their  services.  I  took  one  look 
round  the  scene  in  which  I  and  they  and  the 
firelight  had  played  our  little  drama,  thanked 
my  hosts  for  their  attentions— with  just  the 
slightest  accent  on  the  word— and  we  started, 
I  managed  to  limp  over  to  the  town.  At  the 
hotel  door,  giving  the  youths  some  money,  I 
held  up  my  torn  knapsack  and  said  pleasantly : 
"  Well,  it  was  better  after  all  you  didn't  take 
my  money,  eh?"  It  was  delightful  to  see 
the  old  look  of  bewildered  fear  on  their  faces. 
I  said  "  Good-night  "  and  went  indoors.  My 
mare  had  been  caught  in  the  town  some  time 
before  my  arrival ;  the  hedge  had  saved  her 
too. 


A  VERY 


BOB  Bennett  was  a  policeman.  But  he 
wore  no  tightly  buttoned  blue  tunic 
or  creaking  boots,  and  rejoiced  not  in  magic 
initials  and  numbers  upon  his  collar.  When 
he  donned  a  helmet,  which  was  all  day  in 
the  hot  weather,  and  all  mid-day  in  the  cold, 
it  was  white,  and  not  blue.  Bob  had  a  "  beat," 
indeed,  but  it  was  as  large  as  an  English 
county,  and,  instead  of  eighteen  shillings  a 
week,  his  pay  was  more  than  eighteen 
shillings  a  day. 

In  the  "  station "  of  Guramabad,  the 
headquarters  of  the  district.  Bob  Bennett 
lived  in  a  large  white  bungalow  with  deep 
verandahs,  whence  he  ruled  over  his  blue- 
coated  and  red-turbaned  rank  and  file, 
picketed  in  the  police-thaytas  all  over  the 
country.  The  cold  weather  he  spent  making 
progresses  through  his  domain,  with  tents 
sent  on  before  and  carried  after,  and  a  string 
of  servants  and  camp  followers.  Then  there 
would  come  a  stirring  of  hearts  in  the  police- 
ihatias,  and  the  dacoits  who  lived  on  such 
excellent  terms  with  their  inhabitants  in  the 
interim  of  these  visits,  betook  themselves  to 
the  jungles  for  a  space. 

Bob  was  an  excellent  officer.  He  was  a 
keen  sportsman,  and  a  man  on  whose  liver 
many  hot  weathers  had  had  no  prejudicial 
effect.  He  did  his  work  well  and  had  stuck 
to  it  when  others  fell  ill  or  grew  slack,  and 
so  it  came  to  pass  that,  with  years,  he  had 
steadily  mounted  the  ladder  of  promotion, 
and  come  to  rule  his  district  from  the  head- 
quarters at  Guramabad.  There  was  a 
Mrs.  Bennett,  but  she  was  chiefly  at  home, 
seeing  after  such  children  as  had  escaped  an 
early  grave  in  the  little  white-walled  cemetery. 
Benaett's  pay  went  home  to  her  regularly,  and 
he  lived  in  a  picnic  fashion  in  the  great 
white  bungalow  alone,  "ad  migraturus,"  with 
camp  furniture  which  had  a  knack  of  folding 
up  in  unlikely  places  and  at  unexpected 
moments,  with  a  surrounding  of  bullock 
trunks  and  packing  cases,  a  most  un-home- 
like  existence,  to  which  even  his  tents  in  the 
cold  weather  presented  a  comfortable 
contrast. 

Bob  Bennett  and  my  father  had  been 
schoolboys  together.  Out  in  India,  where 
one  feels  very  far  away  from  home,  the  old 
ties,  the  old  associations,  cling  longer  about 
the  heart  than  in  the  whirl  of  London  life, 
and  one  of  the  first  welcomes  I  got  on 
joining  my  regiment  was  a  letter  from  Bob 
Bennett  asking  me  to  go  and  spend  my 
Christmas  leave  in  camp  with  him  and  get 
some  spert. 

Bob  Bennett's  kingdom  was  at  the  other 
end  of  nowhere.  The  train  deposited  me  at 
a  small  wayside  station,  presided  over  by  a 
Baboo  (native  clerk)  and  thronged  by  the 
usual  crowd  of  vociferous  native  travellers, 
carrying  all  their  goods  and  chattels  done 
up  in  huge  bundles,  and  who  had  been 
spending  hours,  and  even  days,  asleep  on 
the  platfopin  awaiting  the  arrival  of  the 
tram.  When  it  jogged  ofi  again  across  the 
sun-baked  plain,  can-ying  with  it  the  only 
Europeans  in  the  shape  of  the  engine-driver 
and  the  guards,  and  leaving  me  on  the 
platform  in  possession  of  a  little  luggage  and 
a  very  small  command  of  Hindostanee,  I  felt 
rather  lonely. 

Bob  Bennett  had  sent  to  meet  me  at  the 
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station.  There  were  no  metalled  highways 
in  the  part  where  he  was  encamped,  so  the 
conveyance  had  to  be  adapted  to'  the  sandy 
tracks  known  as  Kucha  roads.  Imagine  a 
very  rickety  and  wobbly  costermonger's 
barrow,  the  wheels  of  which  are  loosely 
pinned  in  and  perform  strange  rotations. 
Hang  a  netting  below  the  body,  which  will 
contain  anything,  from  a  corpse  being  con- 
veyed to  the  river,  to  a  few  children  wedged 
in  securely.  Eemove  the  boards  round  the 
body,  and  spread  them  out  over  the  creaking 
wheels.  Lay  a  resai  or  wadded  coverlet  on 
the  top,  out  of  consideration  for  British  bones, 
for  springs  are  conspicuous  by  their  absence, 
and  surmount  the  whole  with  a  little  canopy 
covered  in  dirty  red.  Harness  in  by  ropes 
and  bits  of  string  a  miserable  little  starve- 
ling tdt,  and  garnish  him  round  the  neck  ' 
with  a  wonderful  peaked  collar  embroidered 
with  coicrics  and  adorned  with  jingling  bells. 
In  his  mouth  place  either  a  bit  of  rope  or  a 
murderous-looking  bit,  the  like  of  which  the 
Society  for  the  Prevention  of  Cruelty  to 
Animals  never  dreamt  of  in  their  wildest 
nightmares— and  then  proceed  to  pack  the 
cart. 

For  a  mela  (fair),  or  a  burying,  as  many  as 
fourteen  souls  can  find  a  perch  on  an  ckka  like 
this,  and  one  marvels  that  the  miserable  little  i 
pony  is  not  bodily  swung  into  the  air.  But 
on  this  occasion  the  load  was  light,  and  con- 
sisted only  of  the  driver,  who  squatted  on  i 
one  shaft,  a  friend  wanting  a  lift  who 
balanced  him  on  the  other,  my  bearer,  who 
overhung  the  animal's  tail  upon  the  front  I 
board,  and  my  noble  self.  Having  made  a 
substratum  of  my  portmanteau,  gun  case, 
and  lunch  basket,  I  spread  them  on  the  dirty 
red  resai,  and  over  this  again  I  laid  my  bed- 
ding—pillows, blankets,  coverlets,  without 
which  no  one  travels  by  rail  in  India,  or 
dreams  of  going  to  stay  with  a  friend  or  at  a 
hotel,  as  the  spare  rooms  are  usually  only 
provided  with  bare  bedstead's. 

On  this  throne  I  took  my  lordly  seat 
beneath  the  canopy,  and  began  to  try  and 
settle  my  legs.  It  was  a  long  journey.  The 
ekka  drove  heavily  through  sands,  and 
wobbled  in  and  out  of  deep  ruts  left  since 
the_  last  rains.  We  rattled  over  sunbaked 
plains,  and  through  low  scrub,  among  mango 
groves,  and  threaded  our  way  through 
collections  of  mud-huts,  yclept  villages, 
pursued  by  gaunt  pariah  dogs,  baying  mis- 
trustfully, and  the  naked  juvenile  population 
staring  idiotically.  But,  all  the  w&j,  I  never 
got  my  lower  limbs  satisfactorily  disposed  of. 
I  coiled  and  uncoiled  ;  I  stretched  them  out 
over  the  shafts,  I  performed  various  tele- 
scopic and  acrobatic  evolutions  ;  they  went 
*jO  sleep  (Ye  powers  !  how  sound  !  )  and  I 
awoke  them  with  much  torture  and  ran  by 
the  ckka  side  in  a  kind  of  war- dance;  but 
all  to  no  purpose.  I  decided  that  a  fellow 
must  not  possess  such  long  limbs  as  mine  if 
he  is  to  boast  a  good  seat  in  our  ekka.  I 
wasn't  sorry  when  we  reached  the  camp. 

Bennett's  canvas  home  was  erected  under 
a  mango  grove,  where  the  trees  —government 
planted  (everything  is  done  by  a  depart- 
ment in  India)  -  stood  in  exact  parallelogram, 
the  evergreen  home  of  a  colony  of  crows, 
who  cawed  ceaselessly  in  the  branches. 
Around  the  mango  tope  stretched  an  oasis  of 
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neat  little  fields  bounded  with  mud  walls. 
Hard  by  lay  the  well  to  which  they  owed 
their  existence,  its  tall  wooden  posts  and 
arms  rising  gallows-like  against  the  evening 
sky.  Beyond  the  well  an  evil-smelling  little 
mud  village,  with  a  tiny  temple  on  a  shrub- 
grown  mound,  and  beyond  that,  as  far  as 
eye  could  reach,  only  more  level  plain  with 
blotches  of  dark  jungle. 

Bennett  sat  at  his  tent  door,  like  Abraham, 
resting  alter  the  heat  of  the  day,  his  form 
disposed  in  a  vast  camp  chair ;  a  tumbler,  an 
old  English  newspaper,  and  a  pile  of  papers 
on  a  table  beside  him.  He  gave  me  a  hearty 
welcome,  a  '■  peg,"  and  a  tub,  all  of  which  I 
thoroughly  appreciated.  Then,  when  the 
sliort  Indian  twilight  gave  place  to  darkness 
and  the  crows  had  gone  to  b^d,  we  sat  down 
to  an  excellent  little  dinner  of  four  courses, 
concocted  in  some  inscrutable  manner  in  a 
hole  in  the  ground,  by  the  old  white-robed 
cook,  and  to  which  I  did  ample  justice,  for 
the  refreshment  rooms  on  an  Indian  railway 
conduce  to  appetite. 

After  dinner  we  sat  outside  in  the  light  of 
a  great  full  moon  which  cast  inky  shadows  in 
the  grove,  but  flooded  the  plain  with  a  silver 
radiancy  that  transfigured  it.  But  Bennett 
talked  of  home,  of  everyone  there,  of  things 
that  had  happened  and  changed.  When  a 
man  has  not  been  "  home  "  for  eighteen 
years,  he  has  a  few  questions  to  ask.  So  had 
I.  My  arrival  in  India  was  so  recent  that  I 
was  still  in  the  stage  of  astonishment  and 
amusement  over  everything  I  heard  and 
saw.  Surprise  had  not  yet  given  place  to 
disgust. 

So  there  we  sat  alone  out  in  the  night,  the 
gurgle  of  the  servants'  hookhas  and  their  low 
murmur  of  pice  and  cjhec  coming  ever  and 
anon  to  us  through  the  gloom,  and  mingling 
with  the  occasional  distant  bay  of  a  sleepless 
pariah  or  howl  of  a  prowling  jackal. 

"Awfully  lonely  life  this,"  I  exclaimed, 
"  cut  off  from  every  European  for  weeks 
together  !  " 

"I'm  used  to  it,"  replied  Bennett,  with  a 
smile  ;  "  Jenkins,  the  assistant  magistrate,  is 
in  camp  this  side  of  the  Howli,  and  I  w-as  not 
far  from  him  a  fortnight  ago  ;  I  heard  from 
him  this  morning.  He  sent  a  runner  with  a 
letter  about  a  case  my  men  had  succeeded  in 
running  down." 

"  Are  the  natives  troublesome  then— dan- 
gerous ?  "  I  asked,  with  my  head  full  of 
Kaye's  "  Mutiny, ' '  which  I  had  read  up  for  my 
exam.,  and  recalling  Thug  stories. 

"  One  "has  always  to  wage  war  against 
petty  thefts,  peculation,  and  tyranny  on  the 
part  of  the  small  and  corrupt  native  ofticials. 
It's  in  their  character,  and  will  be  so  till  the 
end  of  the  chapter." 

"  But  dacoits,  real  robbers  " 

"  Are  as  well  known  to  us  as  a  gang  of 
burglars   to   your   London  detectives."  re- 
turned Bennett.    "  Every  now  and  again  we 
swoop  down  and  make  an  example  of  some. 
I  But,  as  a  regular  bandit  class,  they  are  dying 
out,  and  are  chiefly  recruited  by  the  bud- 
masJies  (scamps)  who  have  placed  themselves 
outside  the  pale  of  the  law  by  some  offence 
I   or  other.    They  lead  a  quiet  life,  only  thiev- 
i   ing  when  driven  to  it  and  an  irresistible 
opportunity   occurs.     Otherwise   they  levy 
:   blackmail  on  the  villagers,  and  are  in  league 


62 


A   VERY  UNPLEASANT  CHRISTMAS  PRESENT. 


with  the  police.  Corruption  is  the  curse  of 
India  ;  you  can't  trust  anyone." 

"Are  even  the  higher  native  ofScers  so 
venal,  then  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes.  Why,  just  to  tell  you,  there's 
a  fellow  not  far  from  here,  living  in  retire- 
ment in  his  native  village,  who  owes  me  a 
great  grudge,  and  has  sworn  to  do  all  manner 
of  things  to  me,  I'm  told.  He  was  the 
livaildhar  (headman)  of  a  police  thana  (post) 
Pugreepoor  way,  a  smart  fellow  who  lied  like 
truth.  But  one  day  I  found  my  gentleman 
out  in  a  nice  little  tissue  of  plots  with  the 
dacoits,  and  of  petty  tyrannies  and  peculations 
npon  the  villagers  round.  I  nailed  him  beau- 
tifully, and  he  did  his  time  among  the  car- 
pets in  Delhi  jail,  and  was  kicked  out  of  the 
service.  I  expect  he'd  like  to  meet  me  alone 
.■some  dark  night  when  I  was  ri'ding  back  to 
oamp." 

"  What  !  the  mild  Hindoo  ?  " 
"  Oh  !  this  fellow  was  a  Delhi  Pathan,  and 
there  are  tough  customers  among  them." 

"  How  strange  it  seems,"  said  I.  "  this  ex- 
ecutive class  of  Europeans  scattered  in  such 
isolation  about  the  land,  whereas  we  soldiers 
are  massed  with  such  precautions— guards, 
spntries  with  ball  cartridge,  even  taking  our 
rifles  with  us  to  church." 

"  Oh  !  one  never  thinks  of  it,"  replied 
-Bennett,  lightly.  "Familiarity  breeds  con- 
tempt, I  suppose,  and  I  think  no  more  of 
any  of  these  people  than  I  do  of  the  jackal 
skulking  in  the  shadow  of  that  tree.  But 
■come,  if  we  are  to  be  up  early  after  the  snipe 
'to-morrow,  we'd  better  turn  in  !  " 

A  little  later  and  the  camp  was  silent,  and 
I  was  sleeping  as  one  only  sleeps  under  cjan- 
vas  or  on  board  ship,  without  a  dream  of 
•dacoits  and  Thugs. 

I  shall  never  forget  that,  my  first  Christ- 
raas-tide  in  India.  Bennett,  accompanied 
Jjy  his  very  sapient  shikarry  (huntsman)  took 
ane  out  across  the  plain  to  a  certain  jhcel  or 
morass  famed  as  a  resort  of  the  long-bills. 
We  were  roused  ere  the  moon  had  gone  to 
feed  by  our  patient  bearers,  armed  with  the 
-cup  of  tea  without  which  it  seems  that  even 
•the  most  Spartan  Englishman  cannot  open 
liis  eyes  in  the  East.  We  mounted  our  ponies 
and  cantered  across  the  plain,  through 
:ravines  and  jungle,  while  the  daylight  swiftly 
gathered  in  the  east.  In  a  fold  of  the  plain 
-we  came  upon  a  long  waving  line  of  mud  and 
miorass,  swamp  and  sedge,  with  here  and 
ft  here  a  clump  of  high  grass  or  a  solitary 
foush. 

And  there  we  found  them,  the  wily  snipes, 
:so  passing,  so  hard  to  find,  rising  with  a  cry 
'like  an  unoiled  door,  in  a  zigzag  flight,  so 
small,  so  uncertain  to  shoot.  We  waded  for 
liours  up  to  knees  in  mud  and  slime,  while 
Vixe  sun  gi'ew  hotter  and  poured  down  upon 
our  devoted  backs  as  even  a  winter  sun  will 
in  India.  We  blazed  away,  specially  I. 
iKome  fell  into  the  swamp  and  had  to  be  re- 
'trieved  by  the  beaters,  but  many  others, 
nearly  all  the  spoil  of  Bennett's  gun  (you 
■can't  expect  a  gritf  to  shoot  the  first  snipe  he 
-has  ever  seen),  found  their  way  on  to  our 
.;gime  stick,  whence  their  long  noses  drooped 
disconsolately  in  death,  and,  eventually  on  to 
neat  little  squares  of  toast  for  our  breakfast. 

I  don't  think  I  ever  enjoyed  anything 
Tnore  than  that  breakfast,  unless  it  was  the 
warm  tub  that  preceded  it.  Afterward  we 
Jounged  in  chairs  in  the  cool  of  the  tents. 
IBennett  was  busy  with  official  papers,  though, 
5)cing  "  the  Sahib's  big  day,"  he  was  not 
ipestered  with  interviews  and  consultations 
with  his  subordinates  of  this  locality.  A 
Tunner  had  brought  letters,  too.  The  Eng- 
lish mail  was  in.  There  were  Englisli  papers 
more  than  three  weeks  old,  whose  bloom  had 
l)een  taken  off  by  telegrams.  There  was  a 
domestic  budget  for  Bennett,  sheets  in  his 
wife's  handwriting  over  the  worries  of  the 


children's  health  and  education,  and  enclosing 
bills.  Also  small  letters  in  large  round 
hands,  containing  little  information,  but  none 
the  less  read  and  re-read  for  that,  as  Bennett 
pulled  thoughtfully  at  his  pipe,  and  the 
crows  cawed  lazily  in  the  heat  from  among 
the  mango  trees  over  our  white  roof. 

When  it  got  cooler  we  got  on  our  ponies 
again.  It  was  not  without  reason  that  Bob  Ben- 
nett had  elected  to  spend  his  Christmas  holi- 
days encamped  in  this  particular  part  of  his 
district.  Not  only  was  it  sparsely  inhabited 
and  the  swamps  and  the  snipe  not  a  few, 
but  over  the  wide  level  plain  roamed  herds 
of  antelope.  We  had  not  ridden  far  out  from 
camp  ere  we  spied  one  of  these  out  against 
the  sky  line.  The  old  buck,  noticeable  by 
his  spreading  black  horns,  grazed  in  advance 
of  his  does  amid  the  low  bushes  which  dotted 
the  level  bare  expanse.  Dismissing  our 
ponies  we  proceeded  to  stalk  him,  each  going 
our  separate  wav,  and  against  the  wind, 
which  was  now  blowing  cool,  lest  it  should 
betray  our  presence.  Takjng  advantage  of 
every  shelter  and  obstacle  we  slowly  ad- 
vanced upon  our  prey.  How  graceful  they 
looked,  and  how  unsuspecting,  standing  out 
against  the  red  sunset,  which  burnished  the 
western  sky  like  a  furnace  glow. 

Stealthily  I  stalked,  bending  low  and  con- 
cealing my  rifle,  fearful  lest  the  faintest  noise 
should  betray  my  whereabouts.  Once  or 
twice  the  lord  of  the  herd  stopped  grazing, 
and  looked  nervouslyabouthim,his  suspicions 
affrighting  the  does.  Nearer  and  nearer 
I  crept,  and  Bennett  did  the  same,  never 
lifting  my  eyes  off  the  buck,  or  looking  where 

I  was  going,  when  

Crash  1  Without  the  slightest  warning,  I 
fell,  rifle  and  all,  into  a  deep  round  hole, 
where  mud-buffaloes  had  wallowed  in  the 
rains.  It  was  a  most  ignominious  conclusion 
to  my  stalk,  and  I  felt  it  all  the  more  so,  for, 
as  I  lay  prone  and  helpless,  I  heard  two 
sharp  reports  from  Bennett's  rifle,  and  con- 
cluded that  he  had  bagged  the  game. 

I  tried  to  rise  and  clamber  up,  but  a  first 
attempt  convinced  me  that  I  had  done  some- 
thing to  my  ankle.  It  was  helpless,  and  hurt 
as  though  a  knife  were  cutting  it  when  I  put 
my  weight  on  it.  Eventually  I  was  re- 
trieved out  of  the  pit  by  Bennett  and  his 
myrmidons  and  ignominiously  helped  on  to 
my  pony  and  taken  back  to'  camp.  I  felt 
very  small,  and  my  ankle  hurt  hon-ibly.  Not 
even  the  sight  of  the  black  buck,  majestic  in 
death,  or  the  prospect  of  venison  for  dinner, 
consoled  me. 

A  foot  the  colour  of  a  thunder  cloud,  and 
the  size  of  a  football !  My  leave  to  be  spent 
nursing  the  same,  extended  on  a  chair  before 
me,  as  if  I  had  the  gout.  It  was  hard  luck 
indeed  !  Bennett  was  very  kind,  imploring 
me  to  lie  up  quiet  for  a  day  or  two,  or  in  the 
end  the  business  would  be  longer.  I  sub- 
mitted with  a  bad  grace.  But  it  really  was 
a  nasty  sprain,  as  I  had  doubled  my  foot 
under  me  in  my  fall.  Certainly  our  Christ- 
mas dinner  was  not  a  very  lively  one,  in  spite 
of  a  real  plum-pudding,  and  of  mince  pies 
manufactured  of  tinned  mince  meat,  for,  in 
India,  all  the  best  eatables  are  of  the  tin, 
tinny.  In  default  of  turkey  I  recollect  we 
had  larded  pea-fowl,  with  which  the  jungle 
abounded,  a  media;val  dish  which  was  not 
bad. 

I  turned  in  early  ;  my  ankle  pained  me  and 
I  felt  feverish.  The  night  was  cool,  and  I 
bade  the  bearer  open  the  tent  door — a  mere 
hanging— to  let  the  breeze  in  upon  my  little 
camp  bed.  Then  he  departed  to  the  eternal 
smoke  and  gossip  among  his  kind  in  the 
cooking  tent  and  I  fell  asleep. 

But  I  did  not  sleep  sound.  I  felt  hot  and 
uneasy— it  may,  indeed,  gentle  reader,  have 
been  the  tinned  plum-pudding  and  mince 
pies,  and  then,  again,  it  may  have  been  my 


bad  sprain.  Anyhow  I  had  horrid  night- 
mares.    I  dreamed  of  black  bucks  butting 


at  me  with  then-  sharp  spiral  horns,  of  snipe 
I  peckmg  me    with  their    sword-like  beaks 

j  of   ' 

And  then  I  awoke,  quite  suddenly,  but  quite 
I  clearly,  aroused  it  may  have  been  by  the  caw 
of  a  crow  overhead  afflicted  with  insomnia, 
!  by  the  wild  chorus  of  marauding  jackals  hold- 
ing a  rcndcz-vous  near  our  grove,  by  an  un- 
,  accustomed  noise,  perhaps,  or  what  not. 
i  Anyhow  I  awoke. 

Outside,  though  the  tent  was  auite  dark, 
the  moonlight  was  light  as  day.  I  could  see 
,  that  through  the  opening  of  the  tent  door, 
which  formed  a  clear,  sliining  square ;  and^ 
as  I  looked  at  it,  a  dark  something  filled  up 
the  opening,  and,  as  I  stared  at  it,  it  resolved 
itself  in  a  figure  entering  stealthily. 

And  then  a  gleam  of  moonlight  fell  on 
sometliing  bright  and  shining,  long  and 
narrow,  which  began  where  the  figure's  hand 
might  be. 

And  then,  as  I  stared  (it  all  happened 
quicker  than  I  can  tell)  the  square  of  moon- 
light was  empty  and  light  again,  and  I  felt, 
ralher  than  knew,  that  the  figure  was  inside 
the  tent  with  me  ! 

The  instinct  of  self-preservation  was  strong. 
I  do  not  know  that  I  am  exactly  a  coward, 
but  I  felt  that  I  was  lying  there  very  helpless 
and  feverish,  not  quite  a  match  for  any  fellow 
my  own  size.  With  a  sudden  impulse  I  sHd 
off  the  low  camp  bed,  barely  a  foot  or  so  off 
the  ground,  and  noiselessly  crept  away  on  my 
hands  and  knees  through  the  other  door  of 
the  tent  which  led  into  the  bathroom. 

Then  I  breathed  afresh.  The  thing,  what- 
ever it  was,  that  had  entered  the  tent,  would 
not  track  me  thither  in  the  darkness.  I 
raised  myself,  and  drawing  a  long  breath, 
lay  back  against  the  canvas  wall  of  the  little 
bathroom. 

In  so  doing  I  hit  against  something  l^dng 
against  it  on  the  outer  side,  something  which 
moved  and  groaned. 

It  was  my  bearer,  of  course,  lying  after 
the  manner  of  his  kind,  asleep  iander  the 
eave  of  my  tent.  I  administered  a  prod  with 
my. elbow. 

"  Kodar  B21X,  wake  up,  and  bring  a  light. 
There's  a  thief  in  my  tent,"  I  whispered. 

It  takes  natives  a  few  minutes 'to  wake, 
they  sleep  like  logs;  but  in  a  short  time 
Kodar  Bux  rushed  into  the  tent  with  a  light, 
and  followed  by  other  menials.  I  limped 
into  it  again,  and  Kodar  Bus  waved  the 
lantern  wildly  all  round. 

"  He  is  not  here,  SaJiib,  he  is  gone,  he  - 

Ho!" 

And  the  lantern  flashed  upon  my  bed. 
There  stuck  the  knife  I  had  seen  gleaming 
in  the  moonlight  buried  up  to  the  hilt  in 
my  pillow  in  the  place  where  my  wool  ought 
to  have  growed ! 

The  chorus  of  the  excited  servants  aroused 
Bennett,  who  came  out  of  his  t«nt  in  his 
pyjamas,  and  stood  at  the  door  taking  in 
the  scene. 

Then  he  removed  the  knife  from  the 
Jiillow,  and  examined  it  with  a  dry  smile. 

"  A  bad  shot,  meant  for  the  next  tent !  I 
think  I  know  my  friend  though,  and  I'll 
nab  him  yet,  I  will.  My  boy,  I  apologise 
for  your  interrupted  slumbers'  and  for  this 
unpleasant  Christmas  present  you  have  re- 
ceived. Kodar  Bux,  get  the  Sahib  a  fresh 
pillow,  and  send  the  chohedar  (guard)  to 
speak  to  me  in  my  tent,"  he  added  grimly. 
"  Good-night,  old  fellow." 

All  the  same,  I  can't  say  I  slept  much 
again  till  dawn,  or  that  I  have  ever  forgotten 
my  first  Christmas  night  in  India. 


63 


OUR   GREAT  MISTAKE. 

A  TRUE   STORY  OF   THE  "DIGGINGS." 


By  W.  T.  Greene,  m.a.  m.d., 

Author  of  "Jem  and  J,"  "Our  Last  Success"  "A  Strange  Adventure"  etc.,  etc. 


'VTeh,  it  was  a  mistake,  and  no  mistake  ! 
X  But  there,  what  would  you  ?  as  a 
Erenchman  woiild  say ;  we  were  only  a 
couple  of  lads,  and  had  very  little  expe- 
rience of  the  world  or  the  world's  ways ; 
and  I  have  often  tlioiight  since  that  a 
special  Providence  watched  over  us  then, 
and  safely  steered  our  frail  barques 
through  the  many  shallows  and  difficult 
places  that  surrounded  us,  and  in,  or  on 
which  more  than  one  pretentious  craft 
made  shipwreck,  never  to  be  heard  of  any 
more  by  anxious  watehers  in  the  far-away 
"  home  "  we  had  all  left  behind  us  for  the 
diggings. 

Yes,  it  was  a  great  mistake  !  but  should 
■we  have  been  happier  or  better  men  now 
if  we  had  not  made  it  ? 

Ah  !  that  is  difficult,  nay,  impossible  to 
tell,  but  my  reader  is  no  doubt  waiting 
impatiently  to  hear  what  it  was  we  made 
our  nristake  about,  and  how  we  came  to 
make  it. 

Well,  it  happened  in  this  way :  when 
first  we  went  on  the  goldiields,  and  while 
we  were  at  Mount  Alexander,  on  the 
Forest  Creek  diggings,  before  we  had 
had  the  pleasure  of  making  acquaintance 
with  the  goblin  miner  of  Fiery  Creek, 
•whose  doings,  by-the-by,have  already  been 
related,  we  were  of  course  very  inexperi- 
enced, and  found  very  httle  gold  to  recom- 
pense us  for  our  labour. 

So  one  Sunday— we  never  thought  of 
working  on  that  holy  day,  though  no  one 
went  to  church,  for  the  simple  reason  that 
there  were  then  no  churches  to  go  to — 
one  Sunday  morning,  after  changing 
our  clothes  and  getting  our  breakfasts,  wo 
read  as  much  of  the  sacred  volume  an 
.satisfied  our  conscience,  and  then,  having 
attended  to  various  minor  domestic  mat- 
ters, we  had  our  dimier  and  sallied  forth 
for  a  stroU  through  the  neighbouring 
bush. 

The  country  was  strange  to  us  and  we 
to  it,  so  we  rambled  on,  Jem  and  I,  rather 
further  than  we  had  intended,  and  more 
than  a  lawful  Sabbath  day's  journey,  I 
am  afraid,  when  we  presently  found  our- 
selves at  the  head  of  a  deep  gully  of  which 
we  did  not  know  the  name,  though  we 
subsequently  discovered  that  it  was  called 
German  Gully,  from  the  original  dis- 
coverers of  its  auriferous  deposits. 

It  appeared  to  have  been  extensively 
worked,  as  well  as  we  could  see,  and  was 
practically  abandoned,  as  there  were  no 
windlasses  to  be  seen,  or  even  a  tent  in 
the  vicinity ;  but  these  were  nmch  lower 
■down  than  where  we  were  standing,  and 
in  fact  the  gully  even  then  supported  a 
K-onsiderable  population,  the  majority  of 
whom,  however,  were  Chinamen. 

We  were  standing  on  a  ridge  that  sepa- 
rated Forest  Creek  from  the  adjoining 
-goldfield,  called  Fryer's  Creek,  after  the 
sciuatter  or  settler  who  had  first  occupied 
tire  site  in  ine  early  pastoral  days  of  the 
colony,  and  we  noticed  that  it  was  thickly 


strewn  with  white  quartz,  which,  in  one  j 
place  especially,  cropped  out  above  the  sur- 
face of  the  gromrd  to  the  height  of  two  or 
three  feet.  The  only  timber  was  stringy- 
bark,  which  had  recently  passed  through 
the  severe  ordeal  of  a  bush  fire,  and  was 
not  consequently  in  a  very  flourishing  con- 
dition, or  able  to  afford  us  much  shelter 
from  the  heat,  which  was  even  yet  con- 
siderable, although  the  day  was  fast  waning 
to  its  close. 

Some  of  the  trees  had  fallen  down  and 
lay  about  in  different  directions,  but  the 
stringy-bark  does  not  by  any  means  always 
afford  the  traveller  a  safe  seat,  however 
comfortable  it  might  look,  for  centipedes 
and  scorpions  have  a  disa.greeable  habit  of 
taking  up  their  quarters  in  its  loose  and 
shaggy  covering,  so  we  preferred  to  sit  on 
the  hard  white  quartz  reef  that  showed 
so  prominently  against  the  discoloured 
soil,  for  the  bush  fire  that  had  scorched 
the  trees,  blackened  the  soil,  and  biirnt  up 
the  grass,  only  brought  out  more  fully 
the  dazzling  whiteness  of  the  quartz. 

The  main  reef  ran  for  a  hundred  yards 
or  so  along  the  crest  of  the  hill,  almost 
at  right  angles  to  the  gully,  and  rose,  as  I 
have  said,  to  a  height  of  several  feet 
above  the  surrounding  surface. 

On  the  most  prominent  part  of  it,  which 
was  about  in  the  middle  of  the  visible 
out-crop,  we  sat  down  to  rest  for  awhile, 
before  returning  to  our  encampment  at 
the  foot  of  Mount  Alexander,  and  pre- 
sently Jem  began  to  i^ick  up  little  bits  of 
loose  quartz,  and  to  throw  them  at  the 
bole  of  one  of  the  stringy-barks  just  in 
front  of  us. 

Mischief  is  well  known  to  be  contagious, 
and  I  soon  followed  my  friend's  example, 
until  after  a  bit  we  commenced  a  game 
of  skill,  laughing  when  we  hit  our  mark, 
and  still  more  so  perhaps  when  we 
missed  it. 

At  last  something  on  one  of  the  frag- 
ments of  broken  quartz  I  had  taken  up 
attracted  my  attention  while  I  was  just 
in  the  act  of  throwing  it,  and  I  paused, 
and  on  looking  more  closely  perceived 
that  the  white  surface  of  the  stone  was 
studded  with  minute  particles  of  a  yellow 
colour. 

"Hullo!"  I  exclaimed,  holding  out 
the  stone  to  my  companion,  "  what's 
this  ?  " 

Jem  took  the  quartz,  and  having 
looked  it  all  over,  handed  it  back  to  me 
with  the  remark,  "  It  looks  uncommonly 
like  gold  !  " 

"Yes,"  I  replied,  "and  I  believe  it 
is,  too." 

So  speaking  we  sprang  from  our  perch 
on  the  quartz  reef,  and  began  a  careful 
examination  of  the  broken  fragments  that 
were  lying  all  about. 

W onderful  to  relate,  almost  every  piece 
we  picked  up,  as  well  as  the  reef  itself, 
was  more  or  less  marked  in  the  same 
way ! 


When  we  had  finished  our  survey  we 
stood  for  a  few  moments  staring  at  each 
other  from  opposite  sides  of  the  ridge  of 
quartz. 

At  last  Jem  broke  the  silence  with  the 
more  or  less  pi-ofound  and  appropriate 
remark,  "  Well,  I  never  !  " 

"If  it  really  is  gold,"  I  replied,  "I 
wonder  no  one  has  taken  possession  of  it 
before  this ;  let  us  mark  out  a  claim  at 
once." 

"Hum!"  said  Jem  in  reply,  "the 
question  is,  my  friend,  how  to  get  the 
gold  out  of  such  hard  stuff  as  this ;  it 
could  not  be  washed." 

"  No,"  I  admitted,  "  but  I  fancy  it 
might  be  crushed,  or  something." 

.Jem  made  no  answer  to  this  conjecture 
of  mine,  but  presently  remarked,  as  if 
speaking  to  himself  rather  than  to  me  : 
I   "  I  suppose  there  would  not  be  any  harm 
j  in  putting  a  few  bits  of  it  into  one's 
[  pocket,  and  taking  them  home  to  see 
;  what  could  be  done  with  them  to-mor- 
row ?  " 

"  Not  at  all,"  I  replied  confidently,  and 
at  once  began  to  fill  my  pockets  with  the 
best  looking  fragments  I  could  find.  Jem 
j  followed  my  example  without  further 
I  demur,  and  in  a  \ery  short  time  we  had 
;  stowed  away  as  many  bits  of  quartz  as  we 
I  could  conveniently  carry, 
i  As  we  were  in  the  act  of  turning  away, 
j  somebody  called  out  :  "  The  top  o'  the 
!  mornin'  to  yez,  bhoys,  an'  is  it  spicimints 
I  ye're  afther  collectin'  ?  " 

We  both  wheeled  sharply  roimd,  and 
confronted  a  short,  thickset  individual  of 
about  middle-age,  attired  in  orthodox 
digger  costume,  namely :  blue  shirt, 
moleskin  trousers  somewhat  stained  with 
pipe-clay,  and  a  cabbage- tree  hat,  the  latter 
decidedly  the  worse  for  wear,  and  therefore 
all  the  more  respectable. 

It  was  evident  that  our  interlocutor 
was  not  a  new  arrival  on  the  goldfields, 
though  he  had  lost  nothing  of  his  native 
I  brogue  during  the  years  he  had  resided  in 
the  colony. 

"  Specimens  !  "  repeated  Jem,  looking 
steadily  at  the  new  arri\  al,  whose  short 
turned-up  nose  and  deep-set  eyes  were  all 
that  could  be  seen  of  his  face,  owing  to 
the  shaggy  growth  of  yellowish-red  beard, 
just  commencing  to  be  tinged  with  grey, 
that  covered  the  rest  of  his  features. 

"  To  be  shure,  spicimints,"  replied  the 
man  with  a  grin,  and  in  a  peculiar  tone 
of  voice.  "  They're  pui-ty  to  luck  at,  so 
they  are,  but  how  are  ye  goin'  to  get  the 
goold  out  ?  " 

"  It  is  gold  ?  "  exclaimed  Jem,  in  a  half 
inquiring  tone. 

"  It  is  that,"  replied  the  man,  "but  it's 
so  moighty  foine,  ye  moight  carry  homo 
twicest  yer  own  weight  av  it,  an'  ye 
wouldn't  be  afther  gittin'  more'n  a  grain 
or  two." 

"  Is  that  so  ?  "  asked  Jem. 

"  It  is  that  1  "  returned  the  man,  and 
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added,  "  but  ye  nadint  belave  me  onless 
ye  loike,  thoiigli  it's  me  that  has  thried  it 
over  an'  over  agin." 

"Oh!"  said  Jem,  pulling  a  piece  of 
quartz  from  his  pocket,  as  if  to  throw  it 
av/ay,  "  then  there's  no  use  in  our  carry- 
ing any  of  it  away." 

"  Slmre  it's  purty  to  kick  at,"  returned 
the  Irishman,  "  an'  ye  moight  be  afther 
havin'  a  pin  or  a  ring  made  out  of  it  by 
an'  by,  for  kapesakes." 

_  "  Hum  !  "  remariced  Jem,  putting  the 
bit  of  quartz  back  into  his  pocket  again, 
"that's  not  a  bad  notion  of  yours, 
Patsy." 

The  Irishman  did  not  appear  to  notice 
the  lad's  familiarity,  but  returned  good 
humoure(31y,  "  But  that's  all  the  good  it'll 
ivver  be  to  you  or  to  anyone  else." 

"  I  have  read  of  quartz  being  crushed 
by  maclimery,"  I  said,  interrupting,  "  and 
I  dare  say  the  same  thing  might  be  done 
as  in  Cahfornia  ;  the  question  is,  is  there 
enough  gold  in  the  stone  to  pay  for  the 
expense  of  extracting  it '?  " 

"  Shure  it's  a  clivver  one  ye  are," 
replied  our  new  acquaintance,  addressing 
me  for  the  first  time  in  a  jesting  or 
mocking  tone  that  brought  the  red  blood 
mto  my  cheeks,  for  I  did  not  like  to  be 
laughed  at,  and  was  morbidly  sensitive  to 
ridicule. 

Apparently  the  Irishman  percei^'ed 
this,  for  he  went  on,  speaking  in  a  more 
natural,  not  to  say  somewhat  apologetical 
tone,  "  Shure  now,  it's  only  jokin'  I  am. 
Pomid  up  the  paces,  acushla,  if  ye  loike, 
wash  thim,  an'  just  see  what  ye'll  be 
afther  gettin'  for  yer  pains." 

The  advice  was  good,  but  Jem 
inquired:  "Have  you  tried  it  your- 
self?" ^ 

"  Maybe  I  have,  an'  maybe  I  haven't, 
but  I've  Imown  thim  as  has,  an'  if  it  ud 
have  paid  thim,  de  ye  think  now  they'd 
have  lift  it  for  you  or  me  ?  " 

The  argument  was  unanswerable,  at 
least  from  the  point  of  view  of  our  then 
knowledge  upon  the  subject,  so  we  wished 
the  man  "  so  long  "  and  set  out  on  om- 
return  to  Mount  Alexander. 

As  we  walked  along  we  more  than 
once  pulled  pieces  of  quartz  out  of  our 
pockets  and  looked  at  them,  to  find  that 
the  gold,  if  very  small,  was  very  generally 
diffused  over  their  surface,  and  we 
decided  to  crush  and  test  some  of  them 
the  very  first  thing  the  foUowing  day. 

When  we  reached  our  tent,  however, 
we  were^  greeted  by  a  neighbour  with 
the  startling  intelligence  of  an  extremely 
rich  discovery  a  few  miles  away  m  the 


Bendigo  direction,  and  next  morning  by 
daybreak  we  lifted  our  tent  and  started 
for  the  new  goldfield,  leaving  all  our 
specimens  behind  in  our  hm-ry. 

As  it  happened,  we  reached  the  new  rush 
too_  late  to  get  a  good  claim,  and  after  pot- 
tering about  for  a  week  or  two  without  any 
result  we  made  tracks  for  Fiery  Creek, 
where  we  met  with  some  success  and  an 
adventure  of  which  the  particulars  have 
already  been  related.  Nor  was  it  until  some 
time  after  that  we  bethought  ourselves 
of  the  reef  in  German  Gully,  to  which  our 
attention  was  again  directed  by  an  account 
we  read  in  the  "  Argus  "  of  some  very  rich 
quai'tz  that  had  been  foimd  and  crushed  in 
the  Heathcote  district. 

"  I  say,"  then  exclaimed  my  companion, 
"  the  reporter  states  that  although  the 
yield  from  the  stone  was  so  good,  very  little 
gold  could  be  seen  in  it  before  it  was 
crushed !  I  vote  \Ve  go  and  have  another 
look  at  that  reef  in  German  Gully." 

"Well,"  I  replied  qiuetly,  for  Jem  was 
all  excitement,  "  even  if  we  did,  what  good 
would  it  be  ?  There's  a  lot  of  machinery 
required,  you  say,  and  we  have  no  money, 
at  least  not  enough  for  that." 

"Oh!"  returned  Jem,  "if  that  is  all, 
I've  no  doubt  wo  could  get  it  on  hire  from 
the  fellow  who  put  theirs  up  for  the  Heatli- 
cote  chaps.  Eutherford's  the  fellow's 
name,  and  I  vote  we  write  to  him  and 
ask." 

To  this  I  replied  :  "  If  we  do  decide  on 
taking  up  the  reef,  I  think  it  will  be  time 
enough  to  think  about  machinery  when 
we  have  taken  possession  of  the  claim  and 
raised  some  stone,  don't  you?" 

"Very  well,"  acquiesced  Jem,  not  with- 
out some  reluctance,  as  I  could  gather 
from  the  tone  in  whicli  he  spoke.  "  Very 
well." 

"  Besides,"  I  went  on,  "  our  claim  is  not 
quite  worked  out,  and  we'd  better  wait  and 
finish  it ;  the  reef  has  stood  so  long  it's  not 
likely  to  be  snapped  up  directly." 

J  em  said  no  more,  and  we  finished  our 
claim  by  the  end  of  the  week,  though  I  do 
not  believe  we  got  an  oimce  of  gold  out  of 
that  portion  of  it,  and  then  we  started  for 
the  reef  in  German  Gully. 

A  couple  of  days'  leisurely  tramp  through 
the  bush,  with  all  our  worldly  possessions 
strapped  to  our  backs,  broiight  us  within  a 
mile  or  so  of  the  end  of  our  journey  just  as 
the  sun  was  about  setting ;  and  even  then, 
had  we  pushed  on,  we  should  not  have  been 
too  late,  but  we  were  rather  tned,  and 
camped  by  the  side  of  a  clear  moimtain 
stream  that  rippled  over  a  bed  of  pebbly 
quartz,  and  hid,  we  kaew,  some  delicious 


fresh-water  lobsters,  or  cray-fish,  in  its  re- 
cesses. 

Some  of  these  crustaceanswe  soon  caught 
and  cooked,  and  found  them  a  most  accept- 
able addition  to  our  bill  of  fare,  which 
contained  no  more  pretentious  delicacy 
than  a  pannikin  of  tea  and  a  morsel  of 
"damper,"  or  cake  baked  in  the  ashes. 
But  we  were  hungry  and  tired,  and  we  en- 
joyed our  supper,  and  passed  a  good  night 
by  a  roaring  fire  of  logs,  and  when  morning 
broke,  or  rather  just  before  it  did  so,  were 
awakened  by  the  laughing-jackasses,  or 
giant  kingfishers  that  shouted  to  us  to 
"get up,  ha!  ha!"  irom  every  tree  around. 

We  obeyed  their  injunction  after  a  bit, 
not  without  some  reluctance  though,  for 
we  were  very  snug  on  our  bed  of  fern  and 
reeds,  each  wrapped  in  his  blanket,  and 
then  discovered  that  oxvc  camping  ground 
was  the  favourite  resort  of  all  the  feathered 
tribes  of  the  vicinity,  for  flocks  of  cockatoos 
and  parrots  of  all  sorts  came  down  to 
di-ink  and  wash  themselves  in  the  clear 
water  which  ran  in  a  shallow  stream 
over  the  bed  of  quartz. 

We  had  oiur  guns  with  us,  of  course, 
and  secured  some  of  the  birds  for  break- 
fast— a  couple  of  cockatoos  and  several 
parrakeets,  as  well  as  some  small  birds  we 
used  to  call  Diamond  Sparrows.  They  all 
made  very  good  eating,  I  recoUect,  except 
one  of  the  cockatoos,  which  was  so  tough 
we  could  make  nothing  of  it,  and  aban- 
doned him  in  his  integrity  to  our  dog, 
whose  jaws  proved  to  be  more  serviceable 
to  him  than  our  knives  had  been  to  us ; 
and  when  we  had  finished  our  repast  we 
rolled  up  our  "  swags  "  and  started  once 
more  for  the  reef,  which  we  reached  about 
dinner-time,  that  is  to  saj^,  noon,  for  we 
dawdled  a  good  bit  by  the  way. 

Great  was  our  surprise  and  annoyance 
when,  on  nearing  the  spot,  we  perceived 
smoke  ascending  fi-om  its  near  vicinity. 
"  Can  there  be  a  bush  fire  there  again  ?  " 
queried  J(?m. 

"  No,"  I  said,  "there  was  nothing  left 
to  burn,  and  it  hasn't  rained  since  to 
make  the  grass  grow." 

Going  on  a  little  ftirther,  we  saw  a 
tent,  and  close  by  it  two  men  at  work — on 
the  reef! 

It  was  our  Irish  acquaintance  and  his 
mate,  who  had  taken  possession  that  very 
morning.  Their  first  crushing  some  time 
later  on  yielded  them  no  less  than  £10,000, 
and  they  or  their  representatives  are  yet. 
working  that  reef,  and  it  pays  them  well. 
Oh  !  it  was  a  great  mistake  on  our  part 
not  to  have  taken  it  up  when  we  ha^ 
the  chance. 


